"

$

1§

iy

el




THAT'S =, " ey
ZAP ‘comics ... AND JUST CHOCK

’ BACK // AND WITH

N AlL
CARTOON3 THET %{‘EL “’”’?{1‘; HUMoR ! FULL of SURPRISESY
;(,“AN AUDACIOUS { IRREVERENT EVERY PAGE Wil BE i
= PROVOCATIVE .S JAMPACKED WITH

THRILLS ANP LAFFS!

-~ i

\ vou BET!

LET ME ZERD IN
ON THAT DOT WITH
TeLESCavE!

(TS so TINY ¢ N
BUT You NEVER CAN
TT_‘ELL ABT A

\T's A KID! AND
HE's WAVING . TO US
FROM ALL THE WAY
oVER THERE! MUST §
BE MILES/ ISN'T &
THAT AMAZING P g

y’ SEE WHAT 1 MeaN? 9
THINGS L'KE THAT ARe @

HAPPENING ALL THE TIME |
IN THESE CoM(C STRIPS,,,
\WOWY/ DON'T MISS A :

G\NGLE ISSUE r &

Wi 3
5, i ‘/:& %
OCIOBER, 19671 = R: LAVME

&



¥

AT Bre v gl

L SN/
& 2 e D e Ao ne o = S
P = NN
g g st 2 aaw
5 v
bcstio i, 2
T R,
bl Nerde ier
it RNz RN D, 5
b3
£
3 = 5 7
te %
K
i
; X i &
el » % % 3
%
g
2 e
¥ S
o
z P -
" H : Y
N B e
S R -
SANYN T AN s A i RE 1 >
PG SN B TN neuT N
&3 N Y s
oA A ol A & ET
SRS s 2 ol e sa, s Spead AT
= = . 2 5 VANIRELY % M 4
2 S M , - " S
2 =3 = e - =

A

pos :
homsvenny
SR




TALKING OF INDIANS AND INDIANS, WHILE LIVING IN INDIA , A
SUFI MYSTIC SEERESS NAMED RAIHANA TYABJI LAID A STORY ON ME
ABOUT THE RELATIONSHIP OF THE INDIANS TO THE HIPPIES IN AMERICAY
RAIHANA, A TOOTHLESS 70-YEAR}{ OLD BHAKTI-YUGINI WHO RADIATES
AN ATMOSPHERE OF LOVE THAT FILLS A ROOM ALMOST VISIBLY, IS
INTERESTED IN BRIDGING THE GULF BETWEEN EAST AND WEST: SHE
WAS A FRIEND AND FOLLOWER OF MAHATMA GANDHI, AND LIVES NOW
IN HIS MEMORIAL ASHROOM, WHERE SHE IS CONSULTED; BY DEPLOMATS,
MEMBERS OQF PARLIAMENT, INDIAN ;CABINET MEMBERS, TIBETAN
LAMAS,. WANDDRING HIPPIES STRAIGHT FOREIGNERS OF ALL KINDS
AND PDOPLE FROM ALL OVER INDIA, SHE FELT THAT THE HIPPIES
WERE TRAVELING THERE TO SERVE AS A LINK BETWEEN THE EAST AND
WEST. I TALKED TO HER A LOT ABOUT THE SCENE IN AMERICA, AND
SHE TOLD US WHAT HER GURU HAD TOLD HER IN A VISION: THAT
THE VIOLENCE IN THE AMERICAN SCENE IS THE KARMAKIC RESULT
. OF THE KILLING AND MISTREATMENT OF THE AMERICAN INDIANS,
THE RAPE AND DESTRUCTION OF THOSE WHO WERE THE SPIRIT OF THE .
LANT, NOW WE ARE WORKING OUT THE RESULTS OF THAT BAD KARMA,
SHE SAID, AND ALL OF THOSE INDIANS WHO WERE DONE IN THEN
ARE BEING REBORN AS THE CHILDREN OF THOSE WHO OPPRESSED THEM:
THE YOUNG OF OUR GENERATION WEHRE THE INDIANS, ARE INDIANS,
IT IS UP TO US TO RECONCILE THEM, TO WORK ouT TH]E AMERICAN
KARMA, ”

THAT IS THE WORD FROM INDIA: MAKES SENSE TO ME, MICHAEL ABRAMS

THE IMAGE
THUNDER COMES RESOUNDING OUT OF THE EARTH,
THE IMAGE OF ENTHUSIASM .
THUS THE ANCIENT KINGS MADE MUSIC
IN ORRER TO HONOR MERIT,
AND OFFERED IT WITH SPLENDOR
TO THE SUPREMEB DEITY,
INVITING THEIR ANCESTORS TC BE PRESENT.

CHURCH OF ONE
EASTER SUNDAY 1967 SAN FRANCISCO N
PLANET EARTH

Gestetnered by The Comminicetion Compeny(UPS) 3/27/67
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COYER: DUO by Rene lagritte s ink, ca. 1928

My. Sketchum Robert Crumb
From Zap #0, “The comic that plugs you ino®

IS Helmut Pesch

Hardbill From That Wonderful Year, 1967
Chester Anderson®s Communications Company strikes again,

Carte. du Jour Before Your Very Eyes

A Lunar Episode Cn Page 8

The only knouwn "science fiction® by 0, Henry. Itfs only previous
pmblication was February 2, 1895 in Rolling Stone, the weekly
newspaper he published in Austin, Texass

Why I Accept Astrology 9
Walter Breen sets for the case for man®s esarliest proto-selence.

It's a Hard Life for the Unorthodox i5
Morion Zimmer Bradlev makes a few points of her own about the
widespread belief in mumbo jumbo.



Meditation 19
A mantram %received® by a powerful clairvoyant while she was
sitting at the kitchen table talking with a friend. A matrix of
words to be recited aloud before a quiet period. ‘With introduction.

i Ceremony of Marriage 21
Michael Bacon weds Gloria Acosta, November 20, 1971,

Religious Sensibility 23
Ronald Iaing, from a BBC series, “Is there a Future for Religious
Belief,® Taken from The Listener, April 23, 1970, The Divided
Self and The Politics of Experience are two of the author’s books
which you should know about,

Death on the Gallop 25
Carlos Castaneda describes a trip with don Juan which occured
between the events of The Teachings of Don Juan and A Separate
Reality, which will be out in kay. I published this in The
Weekly Magazine, Nov, 27, 1968,

Essay in kMemoriam 29
Travis James Collins, 1921-1971, Rest In Peace.

The Freedom Meal 33
Reve, Daniel Berrigan’s famous tape from underground. Contributions
to the Berrigan Defense Fund may be sent to Thomas Beeson, 404A
Yale Station, New Haven, Conn, 06520,

The Diggers and the Love Revolution 37
Cn our way to a Haight-Ashbury community meeting one of the Diggers

gave me a carbon of this article by someone named Alex Forman,
It all seems so long ago.

The New Breed on Campus 41
Johnny Reb offers an alternative to supporters of statist coercion,

Who 11l Die for Gluch? L
Arthur Hoppe’s column for the San Francisco Chronicle, July 5,
1970, with the author®s kind permission. America’s leading
humorist is also the author of The Perfect Solution to Absolutely
* Everything., TIt®s wonderful, and every home should have a copy.

The Immortal Enemy b7
Robert A. W. Lowndes returns to the amateur press association

(apa) after an absense of 20 years, with an appreciation of
Fu Manchu,

Two Book Reviews b4
In which T introduce two people who should need no introduction,
Robert Heinlein and John William Corrington, in reviews commissioned
by the Chronicle, but which somehow never made it into print,
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Letters to the Editor

From Hugo nominee Poul Anderson (author of Tau Zerc), Robert
LMW, Lowmdes, Helmut Pesch in Germany, Johnny Reb, Seth
Dogramajian, Carl Helbing (a montage), and Tim Kirk--1970 Hugo
winner and all-around hero.

Letter to a Draftee Robert W. Knapp

A perfectly legitimate letter actually sent out by a local

recruiter, who promptly learned it doesnft pay to tell it like
it is. Not always.

Now I Know Tim Kirk

Artworks

Helmut Pesch 5, 41

Terry Jeeves*® 14, Lk Titles and Calligraphy
William Rotsler* 8 By Fred Phillips

Carl Helbing 42, €3

Tim Kirk 57, .64

Works by artists marked with an asterisk were obtained through
The srtists exchange. See page 61,

Those who appreciated the "Scenario® in IS #1 may be interested
in subscribing to War/Peace Report, where it first appeared, Five
dollars a year from 218 East 18th St., New York, N.Y. 10003.

In the last issue I remarked that I felt I resembled Goldmund in
the novel by Hesse. I should have said Narcissus.

This issue appears because of the great kindness of the many
authors and artists who contributed their work so generously.

Those who do not like the proofreading should not blame me;
T didn't do any. And, Roscoe help us, the repra is something else.



A LUNAR EPISODE

THE SCEWE WAS ONE (F supernetural weirdness, Tall, fantastic mountaine
roared their seamed peaks over a dreary waste of igneous rocks and burned
out lava beds. Deep lakes of black water stood motionless as glass under
frowning, honeycombed crags from which ever and anon dropped crumbled masses
with a sullen plunge. Vegetation there was none. Bitter cold reigned, and
ridges of black and shapeless rocks cut the horizon on all sides. An extinct
volcano loomed against a purple sky, black as night and old as the world,

The firmament was studded with immense stars that shone with a wan
and spectral light. Orion®s belt hung high above.

Mdebaran faintly shone many millions of miles away, and the earth
gleamed like a new risen moon with a lurid, blood-like glow.

On a lofty mountain that hung toppling above an ink black sea stood a
a dwslling built of stone, From its solitary window came a bright light
that gleamed upon the misshapen rocks.

The door opened, and two men emerged, locked in a deadly struggle.

They swayed and twisted upon the edge of a precipice, now one gaining
the advantage, and now another, -

Strong men they were, and stones rolled from their feet into the
- valley as sach strove to overcome the other,

At length one prevailed. He seized his opponent, and raising him
high above his head, hurled him into spacse.

The vanquished combatant shot through the air like a stone from a
catapult in the direction of the luminous earth,

WThat®s three of %em this week," said the Man in the Moon, as he 1lit
a cigarette and turned back into the house. %Ihese New York World inter-
viewers are going to make me tired if they keep this thing up much longer."

=w0, Henry



&y FAccaptT AsTroLOGY

By Walter Breen

EVER SINCE I BEGAN .editing SYBIL IEEK®S ASTROLCGY JOURNAL (elven issues,
April 1970--Feb, 1971), the commonest guewtion Ifve had to deal with,

both from fans and the general public, is without doubt the same question
every professional astrologer has had to face ever since the 18th

century Encyclopedists began their materialist attacks on "astrology:

WHow can any,sane, thinking man, let alone any scientist, take all this
unscientific rubbish seriously? How can you believe in astrology at all®

Of course it would be easy to dismiss question and questioner with
a knowing smirk and a veiled, off-hand phrase about how pros have to do
the damndest things to make a living, and anyway it beats writing porno-
graphy for Corinth or Olympia. But somehow I feel this would not be
fair, When Hans Santesson approached MZB and myself with the proposition to
edit this ill-fated magazine, one of the givens was precisely that we were
not only editors, but astrologers--or at Jeast knowledgeahle enough about
astrology to distinguish good, technically sound stuff from claptrap in
the slushpile. .

Obviously, no matter how experienced an editor coming in from some
other field, he would be a beached fish in astrology unless he knew the
field; and he could not know it well enough for this purpose (pace John
Boardman) merely by reading the usual materialist attacks, Which is
why Hans approached us; he had learned from Adrienne Martine that we
knew astrology, whereas most of the other free-lance editors either didn't
know the f£ield or at best didn®t know enough about it To do a compstent
job., And astrology magazines being what they are, on the ore hand,
everything comes in via the slushpile so that one can’t use the usual
rule of thumb and prefer agented contributions. (Agents won't usually
nandle astrology articles as they don’t know the magazines. We received
agented contributions only from Garon-Brooke, by Brad Steiger, and even
then only because Brad was doing material for us as a favor to Hans.)

On the other hand, frequently the publisher will give you a sob story
¢rer the phone two days before the final ‘deadline, to the effect that he has
+.::t discovered in makeup a hole which can only be filled by another
ly ..:00~word feature article, and can you try to get it in by noon tomorrow?
&> “hat when you look over your tiny stockpile of accepted contributions,
ves £ind nothing even nearly f£illing the bill except, for instance, one
article apiece by Jim Hayes and Jean Day, both of them already represented
in this issue; one piece quite unsuitable for use this month, being
alanted at Capricorn and (with the author®s consent) being held over
until that issue, the other one too much like two other articles already
in type for this issue. So you have no choice: you write one yourself,
Which is quite impossible if you are a materialistic opponsnt of astrologyeeee

Lst me say at the outset that I don't wpelieve in% astrology the way
T believe in the existence of Red China or Outer Mongolia=-which is the
way most people believe in God, though that is another matter. In this
sense, you can only #believe in® something about which you have no
experiential knowledge. Once the latter has become possible, belief is

oo



no longer the proper term at all, I have to believe in the existence of
Red China because Ifve never been there; but because I1°ve been to Hawaii,
T don®t believe in the place, I merely accept its existence--and can use
my knowledge of Honolulu, at least, to good purpose should I ever become
lucky enough to go back there. In the same way I don't have to believe in
the multiplication table; I use it instead.

The situation with astrology is entirely similar, Once you have made
tentative predictions based on empirically tested principles of chart
interpretation, and seen the predictions come true, often enough so that
you can learn to rely on the technique, it®s no longer a matter of capital
F Faith, but of something much nearer to weather forecasting, Nothing
supernatural at all.

An example of the kind of prediction I mean: 1ZB and I were guests
at the lMystery Writers of America dimner (WY Overseas Press Club, April
8, 1970) where the after dinner feature was to be a lecturs on how
detective fiction writers and law enforcement people could use astrology.
T was making the point that between the chart erected for the exact
moment of a crime and the birth chart of the guilty party there are
characteristic correlations far transcending anything.chance could
produce, such correlations conceivably usable to identify the most probe-
able suspects. (I was using the birth chart of Charles Manson, compared
with that for the moment of the Sharon Tate murders, as my examples., )

A drunken heckler kept interrupting with scatological remarks, at
length varying them with, "Hey, yoush guys got any predictions for (hic)
Apollo Shirteen?®

T said, “Yes, and I wish I didn®t.% =

To dead silence and consternation I explained how on hearing the
announcement of launch time for Apolle VIII and XI, I had-~like many other
astrologers--constructed the charts, only to conclude not merely that
these would be fantastic successes, but that someone at a policy-making
level in NASA must have either used astrology or taken advice from an
astrologer, as these charts were too good to be haphazard, They looked
like times specifically Melected® or chosen on astrological principles,

In much the same way for Apollo XII, a week before the launch time, Sybil
Leek and I were on the phone about the event, she sinsisting that it would
have to be delayed a month, whereas I said that if the people could get
beyond some kind of trouble at the beginning, they would have no further
difficulty in getting "“there and back again."

But Apollo XIII®s chart was that of a catastrophe. So at the MWA
‘dinner I said that here, before 43 witnesses, I was sticking mv neck out
far enough to predict specifically that if this particular laufich ever
did get off the ground (and there was still some doubt in my mind that it
would), the rocket would never get to the lioon, and it would have its
troubles even getting its men back to Earth. This was three days before
the actual launch, and you know what happened. I recall saying at the
time that probably (1) someone in NASA had disregarded astrological advice
as bunk, and (2) probably they decided at the last minute to go ahead
anyway Jjust because Mr. Agnew and that German political leader were
present, no matter what difficulties were found in the countdown,

So much for prediction, The point is not that I made one lucky hit,
but that the prediction could have been made by any astrologer knowing
the technique. Prediction of at least certain types of timed events is

«10=-
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a pyoutine function of astrological work; furthermore, it yields a readily
tostable method for ascertaining if the given birth time or launch time are
jn fact accurate. This places astrology, properly formulated and practiced,
definitely within the purview of scientific method. MNote the parallel:

in Establishment science the basic proced.re is to formulate hypotheses,
devise experiments, and predict the results of such experiments as a test
of one's hypotheses. 1In astrology, the hypothesis takes some such form as
%If the given birth time is accurate, then on the 6th of July, 1964, this
person must have come into a large sum of money following a period of
financial difficulty.%® Clearly an event of that kind, particularly within
the context, is objectively verifiable,

Other types of predictable events in a given life history include
crises, fulfillments, bereavements, certain types of illnesses, etc.; and
I have also found predispositions to certain diseases plainly indicated in
charts, unknown to clients, but later verified in medical checlkups.

These are obviously far out of the usual realm of personality variables,
so long the subject of attack by the unknowing--and of justified attack
by those impatient with the more fuzzy-minded, vague and inarticulate
thinkers in the field,

But of course most of you haven‘t any particular experience with modern
scientific astrology; this is after all not the kind of thing that gets
into newspapers or into the popular astrology magazines. Even practitioners
learn about new developments in it only by way of articles in limited-
circulation printed fanzines such as AFA Bulletin, Kosmos, or Spica--
journals not available in any public library., As a result, most of what
follows will be unfamiliar, and some of the more materialistic skepties
will simply deny that it happens at all. But denials here are futile, being
based on ignorance of what actually goes on among professional astrologers,

It is probably significant that the illustrious Sir Isaac Newton,
when asked why he had originally come up to Cambridge, replied that he began
his mathemalical studies "to test judicial astrology® (the kind I used in
making the Apollo XIII prediétion--now called *mundane® astrology to
distinguish it from the "natal® kind used for analyzing individual birlth
charts), Newton, forty years later, when scoffed at by Sir Edmund Halley
(the one who plotted the orbit of the comet which bears his name) for
accepting astrology, said quietly without annoyance, “Sir, I have studied
the matter; you have not.® Halley, at least, had the grace not to attempt
further scoffing, especially as Newton was then president of the Royal
Society, then as now made up of the leading Establishment scientific
minds of the time,

We might as well begin with the anti-astrology arguement most often
sdvanced by scientists, disregarding the ones brought up by ignoramuses
gu.gqs that astrologers confuse the signs with the similarly named
constellations, as though unaware of the pecession of the equinoxes):

“ow can distant planets have any physical effect on people?® This
arguement dates back to the 18th century, when certain difficulties in the
Newtonian laws of motion were already being investigated--difficulties
summarized by the concept of Waction at a distance.® These difficulties
lead conventional physiecs first to the "luminiferous ether;%¥ a construct
made up to account for transmission of light, gravity, and other energies
through vacuum, and one so vital that when the Michelson-Morley experiments
failed to measure it (rendering its existence doubtful) Einstein had to




come up with far-out concepts to make up for its lossi DMore recewtly,
modern theories of interacting electromagnetic fields serve much the
same purpose as the ether,

When astrologers learned that the vacuum between us and the planets =
supposedly precluded any interaction between them and us, they dropped the
term but had to continue to talk as ifsuch interaction still existed,
Conventional scientists were doing the same, The illustrious Carl Jung ~
met the problem head-on, in a council of dispair, by devising the theory
of synchronicity of "meaningful coincidence,” a noncausal link between
cosmic and mundane and personal events occuring simultaneously; and his
tremendous reputation has given synchronicity a certain respectability
even though he was himself an astrologer, After all, only some such
theory is possible to account for business cycles, weather cycles, etc.,
which are correlated in time with Planetary rhythms, if one cannot assume
any kind of physical action. These cycles are too well established to
ignore, The evidence ranges from fluctuations in animal populations to
statistics of mental hospital admissions to tree rings,

The first breakthrough in this line dates to 191k, when O. Petterson
showed that there is a 1668-year cycle in submarine currents, accounting
for major climactic changes. It is now called the Stacey Zero-Check cycle
and definitely established to be connected with planetary rhythms,
Petterson believed that the shifting gravitational fields of planets
caused these fluctuations in such currents as the Gulf Stream, the Japan
Current, the Humboldt Current, etec., both in volume and location,

Not long after that, Schove, Abbott and Stacey showed that the notorious
sunspot cycles ako corresponded in time to these weathsr changes and to
the planetary cycles themselves, Here was the long mooted physical
interaction. It works equally well in the short range, just as one would
erpect, The IGY studies showed much about the effect of solar magnetic
storms on human populations; but in 1962 the famous Adderley-Brown study
in SCIENCE (Sept. 7, 1962) finally and conclusively demonstrated the effect
.of Sun-lioon phases on local weather changes (rainfall, temperaturs, -

- bumidity, winds, etec.). Other more recent studies by Bradley and others
show that at least the nearer planets also play a role. As astrologers
claimed long ago, So now even Establishment scientists are calmly accepting

~ that at least Sun and loon have physical effects on man.

But it is not limited to Sun and loon. As early as 1868 planetary
configurations were used now and then for predicting earthquakes, most
famously in 1933 (Long Beach), The tochnique is difficult and time-
consuming but quite easily programmable, so that eventually it should be
possible to use the Pearce-¥cCormack method with a computer, say in the
Fprdham Seismology Center, for setting up earthquake watches for particular
days and locales Jjust as the Weather Bureau now sets up hurricane watches.
The basic principle is that quakes occur when many planets are aligned in
a massive T-formation and with little or no latitude, at the particular
region where the T involves the local east and west horizons and . midheaven,
and generally at the precise moment when the Moon moves into alignment
with one of tke three members of the T.

Now comes Michel Gauquelin, no friend to astrology, but a perfectly’
orthodox statistician~psychologist in the French scientific Establishment,
sheepishly confessing that he has Just learned that his own major break-
through has merely confirmed what astrologers knew 2,000 years sarlier!

-
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What Gaquelin did was to summarize researches of recent years into
biological clocks, only to learn that they proved that hundreds of
species of plants and animals are simply responding to horigon or mid-
heaven positions of Sun, Moon, and nearer planets, He also found, to
his own amazement, that there is an extremely strong correlation--
enough to rule out chance--between occupational choice and planet,
rising or reaching the midheaven at one®s birth moment; and that there
are hereditary patterns in these choices/rising plan¥ts: "the child
inherits.,.a tendency to be born when iars rises,® Probability that the
result is due to chance is 1 in 500,000. The occupations commonest
with a rising or culminating ikars included military careers, professional
athletics, certain types of scientists and physicians--and in general
they were the very types of hazardous, demanding occupations called for
by traditional astrological theory!

Jupiter rising at birth went with journalism, playwriting, acting,
eteq;koon went with careers in writing ov politics; and so forth, each
planet with its preferred work. Saturn rising at birth was common in
certain types of scientific careers, but Gaugquelin®s own data indieate
that here Saturn is never exactly on the rising point (eastern horizon).
The reason is now known: Saturn exactly rising produces delays in the
birth process, usually with fatael or near-fatal results.

Here, in short, is independent scientific confirmation of astrolo-
gical generalizations, some of them known since the 2nd century A.D.

Now if planets are established to have this kind of physical effect on
humans, the main traditional objection to astrology is demolished, and
one might as well study the field afresh to find out what else can be
empirvically proved,

A promising line of research, summarized by Goorlavage (Astrologys:
The Space Age Science) is the parallelisms in fates of astrological twine,
i.e, people born in tue same city at the same day, hour and (as near as
possible) minute, even though unrelated. This is the kind of research
which can be confined to objectively verifiable events of known timing.
The British school (Faculty of Astrological Studies, under the late C.E.OQ.
Carter, Largaret Hone and Jeff RMayo) has used this kind of research to
ascertain the actual effects of planetary rhythms, often quite other
than what one might have expected from theory, and thus begin to purge
astrology of a large quantity of medieval rubbish.

It is only fair to say, then, that at least some of the claims of
modern astrology deserve scientific investigation., A discipline which
can produce reliable predictions of timed events, despite a thousand years
of accretions of superstitious rubbish, and which can anticipate such

« extraoriinary scientific findings as theose of Gauguelin, obviously has
something, however crude it may be.

What it has, evidently, is the credit for being our earliest proto-
scilence. For reasons far too lengthy and technical to go into here, I
have cowe to the conclusion that the development of astrology took place
independently soue time between 3000 and 2700 B.C. in Egypt and
(apparently) various places in the iiddle East, and again between 1900
and about 1100 B.C. in northern Europe, in both regions as a method for
making accuraté weather forscasts after drastic climactic changes had made
earlier weather knowledge fatally inaccurate, Farmers, then even more than
now, like hunters and fishermen, were at the mercy of the weather, Tribes
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starved if weather ruined crops; knowledge of some kind of predictive
method was the price of survival. Stonehenge was built between 1900 and
1500 B«Cs for making just such predictions, using the eguinoxes and
solstices as the astrological basis (like today’s astrology of signs),
rather than the constellations which were used in Egypt, India and the
Middle East.

Ihe conclusions reached by such research were naturally put to
the test at once, and only those that proved empirically correct survived,
The body of ancient astrology, at least that part of it which antedates
the medieval accretions, appears to have come down as an oral tradition;
what is correct in it is exactly what had managed to survive decades and
generations of empirical testing,

In other words, astrology began as man®s earliest adumbration of
scientific method, and it retains at least some believers to the present
day precisely because it has been found to work, This is essentially
why I began with an open mind--ready to find it a mixture of shrewd
observational psychology, empirical fact, and supers?ition—-and have
ended up by becoming a professional practitioner. Though eventually more
and more of astrology will be taken over by Establishment science, still
I believe that astrology’s characteristic methods can and will continue to
produce reliable results. As long as it does, I will continue to
retain an open mind about it.
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§5 ot Eife fore the AN®r TrodO%

By Marion Zimmer Bradley

BACK WHEN I WAS preparing for a degree in counseling psychology, one of
my favorite professors, Dr. Hoyt Ford, introduced me to the study of
parapsychology with a caution that I must prepare to be disapproved of
by the rigidly orthodox psychologists., He quoted one of the orthodox

as saying, “On any other subject, one-tenth of the evidence would have
long since convinced me. On this one, I frankly admit that ten times the
evidence would not convince me.%

I have had to keep this very much in mind during my study and
practice of the rejected scientific disciplines; that those who call
themseélves scientists have decided long since that no amount of evidence
would convince them of certain things which they have made up their
minds not to believe.

But it makes it hard for me to continue in the company of science
fiction people, either. rost of them ask me why I believe in astrology.
If I were to counter by asking them on whal evidence they base their
disbelief, they would consider me frivolous. If I asked them if they
have examined any of the recent studies of cycles by impeccable scientists
such as Michel Gauguelin (The Cosmic Clocks) they would doubtless tell
me they had not? Why not? Because, since it supports astrology, his
work is not scientific.

T submit that this is the same sort of reasoning I met up with
among the Godly of West Texas, 1 asked someone why he believed this or
thate "Why, because it’s in the Bible.® %But why do you believe in the
Bible?# ®Because God wants us to believe it.¥ ®How do you krow God
wants you to?® W"Because it says so in the Bible.®

I can no longer count the number of books 1 have read about psycho-
analysis, all the way from the early popular tomes before I became a
student, to the weighty original books by the lMaster, Freud himself. Now
let me tell you something funny., Freud postulated the existence of the
id, the superego and the libido. He assumed a universal fear of castra-

« tion among males, an Oedipal situation based on sensual love of the mother

and hate of the father, and a universal penis envy among females. Now
hear this: he never submitted the faintest shred of scientific evidence
for any of these, They were theories. He never was required to prove
their existence~-yet they found their way into textbooks. No oné can

get very far in psychology without at least tentatively and hypothetically
accepting their existence--yet I have never found where the clinical
evidence lies for their existence., (ind believe me, if I didn’t find it,
it doesn’t exist, I°m a speed reader, and 1've goue through the lit-
cralnre damn evhanstively. )
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Bear with me, even though this seems to bear no relation to astrology,
I once asked a psychologist on what evidence he accepted these things. He
was aa unvsually honest man., He said, “Because by assuming them I can
understand my patients and help them; because it helps me to unlock the
key to their personalities; because, in short, I can make it work."

Therefore when asked why I, a long-term student of science (I began
as a biology major and had some training in pharmacology as well as being
very close to qualifying as a psychologist) accept adtrology, I might say
very simply, because it unlocks a key to personality, because it helps me
to understand people, and helps them to understand themselves., Because,
in short, I can make it work,

Let me qualify that. I do NOT believe in newspaper or magazine
astrology which tells you each day that if you are a Virgo it’s a good
day to buy stocks and bords, or if you are a Gemini you should take
advantage of a Saturn transit to clean your closetst That’s rubbish and
nonsense, The astrology I accept is a study of timing, syachronicity and
cycles. Whether these cycles are caused by the movement of the planets,
or whether they simply occur in predictable rvelation to them (as the over-
heating of an engine is not caused by the flashing of the car’s warning
light, but can be kept track of by the light) is not important,

I also use astrology as a sort of Rorschach blot--a symbolic frame of
reference which helps me to codify and clarify my own clairvoyant or
psychic insights about the person whose horoscope I am doing. I don‘t know
whether the word “psychict simply means ¥a spontaneous adding-up of factors
not consciously accessible to me, by the use of subliminal clues,® or
whether it means knowledge transmitted 1o me by direct extra-sensory
perception, Furthermore, I don®t care. IT WORKS. That®s all I care about.

Because 1 do believe in ESP, psychism, clairvoyance or what have
you. I have no choice about believing in it, and I fought belief for
years, I kept a determined skepticism for many more, and even now do not
believe there is anything supernatural about it. It is, simply, a natural
mechanism whose exact scientific rationale is not known to me. (The doctor
who first discovered that antisepsis would prevent puerperal fever did not
know the “why® of it either; and for his pains was lavghed at as a crank
by many doctors who knew there were no such things as germso)

I have only theories about how all these things work. I have, for
instance, observed many cases of spontanecus spiritual healing. I don’t
believe they were due to the direct intervention of a Divine Being in
human affairs--although I haven®t any evidence on which to disbelieve it,
either. But from what I know of psychosomatic medicine, I know that there
is a healing force in the human body which is seldom tapped. People can
die simply because they have nothing to live for--I have seen it happen.

Qr they can live when the doctors all say they are fair game for the
undertaker, seemingly from sheer determination that they will do so.
(Captain Bligh and his crew in the Bounty launch are a classic case, )

The ®spiritual®” element of the healing evidently goes even further
and sets that healing force into action--possibly by turning off any -
psychic inhibition against its use? Thus #*incurable+t cancers are healed,
the blind see, and the lame walk. The scoffers say “suggestion.® Sure--
but so fur orthodox medicine can®t produce even a temporary cure to make
the hysterically blind see, the hysterically lame walk, or the hysterically
deaf hear, even for a day. If “science' cannot heal psychosomatic or
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hysterical ills, maybe they should find out how religion manages to
do so even on a temporary basisi :

Timothy Leary began his work of LSD therapy by curing heroin addicts,
If' he had stopped there, he might still be regarded as a very great
psychologist, Iy own experience with LSD suggests that it simply %tunes
out# the factors in the environment which have fouled up the person’s
potential; with his mind temporarily cleared of stresses of that kind, the
self-healing factor goes into action. I have known cases of long-standing
asthma, migraine, and occasional allergies to vanish under LSD, as well
as some cases of frigidity. kaybe the ISD experience simulates whatever
it is in the religious experience which stimulates inner healing,

As I say: theories. It's a thousand pities that the brainless "trip-
ping®” of adolescent kooks stampeded pointlessly restrictive legislations
it also cut off short, perhaps for decades, the most fruitful field for
psychological investigation of the century. Like the astrologer, like the
parapsychologist, Leary has suffered from his championing of the unorth-
odox. His recent bitter proclamaticns are understandable in view of
the unfair and unjust treatment he has received.

The unknown forces of the human mind and their relationship to the
otherwise inexplicable, seem to me a field equally worthy of invest-
igation, and a far better field than some of today®s psychologyt The same
Dr. Ford I spoke of above once said with great bitterness that the
University of California had taken some of his best counseling students
and “turned them into rat-runners,

The current psychological emphasis on such things as brain-washing,
operant conditioning and aversion therapy have caused me to abandon any
thought of completing the less—than-one-more-year-of-training which would
allow me to go forth and legally commit psychology upon my fellow man,

I renounced the American Psychological Association and all its works with
the same fervor with which at the age of seven 1 renounced the devil and
all of HIS. (Now I wonder if I should go back and get that diploma; maybe
if I could write those magical letters after my name--"member A P A mnmy
writings on psychology and parapsychology might take on the glamour of
expertise? Get thee behind me....)

But someone once asked me why I believed in astrology, and I cannot
improve on the answer which was printed in the East Village Other when I
was writing for that publication:

“Astrology is believed in by people who know very little about it, and
rejected by people who know absolutely nothing about ite-like psychoanalysis,®

And yet;

When a student at school misbehaves, or refuses to conform, he has
not been sent to the school astrologer and threatened with expulsion unless
he submits to astrological counseling,

No court has ever required anyone to have compulsory astrological
therapy as a condition of life and liberty.

No astroleger bas ever sentenced anyone to confinement in an institu-
tion, or submitted him to restraints, tranquilizers, strait=-jackets, electro-
shock therapy, then pronounced him %cured® and set him free to go forth
and molest children, blast innocent passers-by with shotguns, or disrupt
his family®s whole life,

No astrologer has ever prorlaimed that astrological counseling and
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group therapy are the answer to juvenile delinguency or sexual derangement,

No astrologer has ever lent his name to make a filthy, pornographic
novel respectable by writing a “learned preface® which gives it redeeming
social importance,

No group of astrologers ever sat around a table and discussed a
case history, ending up admitting that although they cannot really
determine whether the patient in question is paranoid, schizophrenic or
manic~depressive, nevertheless they all agree that he needs much more
astrology before he can be restored to the bosom of his family.

No astrologer has either given cr denied a prisoner parole before a
prison board, or defended him in a murder trial, by explaining his Qedipal
situation and his mental state at the time, and had the parole board, or
the Jjury, listen to his pointless jargon and believe it because he is an
“expert,® even though they cannot understand a single word of what he says.

Therefore, 1 condend that my belief in, and practice of astrology is
likely to do far less harm to my fellow man than the average qualified
psychologist does by the practice of his specialty....And when I am asked
why I believe in astrology, the logical answer is, “Why not?"

Because, in general, people believe pretty much what they have made
up their minds to believe. Fashions in science come and go much as
fashions in religion came and went during the Middie Ages. In fact, one
can leavrn much about science by reading a good history of religion, and
realizing that science is today®s religion for all practlcal purposes,

My aim in life is The understanding of myself--an aim demanded by
the oldest of religions, which carved over its main temple the precept
KNCW THYSEIF--and after that, the understanding of my fellow man.

As for what I do with the knowledge, whether it is writing science
fiction, making horoscopes, or founding a witche®s coven, that is
immaterial., The important thing is that my religion (and I have a
religion) demands one thing of me: that I know myself and that I leave
the world a little better place than I found it. Understanding is the fi
first step on that road, and most of the roads to that goal run parallel,
no matter what they are labeled.

If each human soul is in harmony with itself, it will
create harmony within its family;
If each family is in harmony with itself, it will create
harmony within the v1llage"
If each village is in havmeny with itself, harmony is
. crcated in the nation;
If sach nation is in harmony w1th itself, harmony is
created in the world,
-=Confucius



Meditatlon is going to the Source. Like going to the well to
draw water. And we are going into meditation to draw the water
of Infinite Life. However, in order to 4draw water, we have to
know where the well is,

True meditation begins with an understanding of a few universal
principles: GOD, by whatever name we call Him, Is the Father
and Creator of all things and goods that exist in all the worlds,
But in order to recelve the goods which are in existence at sach
moment of manifestation, we must meet certain qualifications.
The first requirement is to learn what goods we ars sligible to
receive, What are we to Jdraw from the well of Life? What do

we have the right to ask for?

1f we know that GOD is the Father, then we know that we are His
Children. We have been created by Our Father for ONk KTRRNAL LIFE
down the ages. And that is the abundant lifsse~every need provided
for, in complete beautiful wholeness for svery moment of menifestation
as related to ourselves and our enviromment, for the good of all
concerned,

- So we begin to tell ocurselves: I am a Child of the Infinite

Life. Infinite Life flows through me day and night, no matter what
I think or do not think. We have to learn, experience and Know that
GOD exists in entirety in each separate thing of the universe.,.

in every rain drop...every sparkle of & star...in everything,
becausge sach thing contributes to the beauty and usefvlness of what
is not itself,

At times we feel separated from the Infinite Life and Infinite Good;
but we are never separated. At such times we must do something our-
selves to become aware of the continuimg reality of the Good Life.

Meditation is for the purpose of receiving the things that belong
to us where we are, And we wish to use the things for the good of
all concernsd, for we know that there is sbundance for all. But in
meditation each one reaches out to receive his share to be used for
his needs in the expression of the Infinite Lifo. Meditation then
gives us Conscliousness to receive the GOOD and LOVE that was at our
door all the time, YBehold, I stand at the door and knock,"

In the following meditation, we start with the salutation. This

is a recognition of what GOD IS. Then we establish ourselves as

a unified company of souls. We cannot give what we are not conscious
of having, 80 in meditation we receive the Power and the Wisdom for
the expression of the Infinite Life. Thus we meke our individual
claims., And like a water wheel, as the fresh water of Life comes
into us and floods our bsing, so we must keep the flowing of water
in and cut, by sharing with others in order that more fresh water
can come in and £ill our emptiness. It is imposaible to fill a full
cup, 80 we nust give in order to recelve the fresh water of Life.
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A CEREMONY OF MARRIAGE

For Michael Facon and Gloria Acosta, November 20, -1971
Commenced by Rev. Richard Boylan
MICHAEL
To melt and be like a running brook that sings its melody to the night.
GLORIA
To know the pain of too much tenderness,
MICHAEL

To be wounded by your own understanding of love: and to bleed
willingly and joyfully.

GLORIA

To wake at daun with a winged heart and give thanks for another day
of lovinga.

MICHAEL
To rest at the nocn hour and meditate love's ectasy,
GLORTIA
To return home at eventime with gratitudes
MICHAEL AND GLORIA

And then to sleep with a prayer for the beloved in your heart and a song
of praise on your lips.

PRIEST
You were born together, and together you shall be forever more,

Love one another, but make not'a bond of love,

Lot it rather be a moving sea boitween tho shores of your souls,

Fill each otherf’s cup but drink not from one cup.

Give one another of your bread, but eat not from the same loaf,

Sing and dance together and be joyous, but let each one of ywum bha alone
Tiven as the strings of a Inte avoe aloana, thongh they gquiver

With the same music,



Give your hearts, but not into each other‘’s keeping

For only the hand of 1life can contain your hearts,

And stand together yet not too near together:

For the pillars of the temple stand apart, and the ocak tree
And cypress grow not in each other's shadow.

Gloria and Michael, tonight you are consummating a year of loving one
another. You have given everything, body, mind and soul to each
other®s keeping, Now you will exchange vows of marriage,

PRIEST TO GLORIA
Will you Gloria take this man to be your husband? In good times and
bad, in siclmess and health, in patience and trust, with freedom to
grow and know himself and God? I DO

PRIEST TO MICHAEL
Will you Michael take this woman to be your wife? In good times and
bad, in sickness and health, in patience and trust, with freedom to
grow and know herself and God? I RO

PRIEST

Gloria and Michael will you take care not to burden the earth with
the number of your children, and to educate them in the ways of man? WE WILL

Gloria and Michael will now exchange vows to each other,
MICHAEL
I Michael, take you Gloria to be my wife; to know and to love, in good
times and bad, in sickness and health, in patience and trust, till
death do us part,
GLORIA
I Gloria, take you Michael to be my husbands to know and to love, in good
timqs and bad, in sickness and health, in patience and trust, till
death do us part,
PRIEST

Those rings formed from the earth by a friend now become symbols
of this marriage, (EXCHANGE RINGS)

WHAT TOVE HAS JOTNED TOGRTHER TET NO MAN PUT ASUMDER
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Religious Sensibility
by Ronald Laing

I grew up, theologically speaking, in the
19th century: Iower-middle-class Lowland
Presbyterian, corroded by 19th-century
materialism, scientific rationalism and hu-
manism. The books were Darwin’s Origin
of Species; Haeckel's Riddle of the Uni-
verse. The figures were Voltaire, John
Stuart Mill, Thomas Huxley. I listened to
and later partook in long arguments on
the existence or non-existence of God, the
veracity of the Old and New Testament
narratives. Who moved the stone? A man,
one angel, or two? Did miracles happen?
Could they? What does happen, and what
might happen should God, if God exists,

so permit or command? I remember vividly
how startled I was to meet for the first
time, when 1 was 18, people of my age
who had never ever opened a Bible. The
stories of Jacob, Joseph, Samuel and all
the others were further from them than I
am now from the mythological systems of
the pre-Aztec inhabitants of Mexico.

For the first time in my life, I could see
myself being looked at rather as I imagine
a native may see himself looked at by an
attentive, respectful anthropologist. I could
see myself regarded with incredulity by
an 18-year-old French girl, a student from
the Sorbonne, as some idealistic barbarian
still occupied by issues of religious belief,
disbelief or doubt, still living before the
Enlightenment, exhibiting in frayed but
still recognisable form the primitive
thought forms of the savage mind. And this
was in 1948, when Lévi-Strauss was about
my age now. It seemed to me then that
these contemporaries of mine must be right.
What future could there be for religious
belief, except a place in a museum of the
mind? Objects to be studied, understood,
correlated, compared, placed in economic,
sociological or other contexts, admired—
the best of them, sometimes—for a certain
formal elegance, wondered at as amazing
products of the creative imagination of
man, and viewed not without nostalgia for
a capacity that has been lost to spin illu-
sions to which we could never, never re-
vert, unless we were to abdicate our critical
reason, or crucify our mind on the Cross
of the altar of such absurdities.

We've just become able to glimpse, in
the last few hundred years, connections
between forms of mind and social organisa-
tion. And we're only beginning to develop
cognitive forms and social structures. The
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cognitive forms we are developing to grasp
the relationship between cognitive forms
and social structures are themselves, so
we conceive, at least rendered possible, and.
even necessitated, conditioned or de-
manded, by the social structures in which
we move. What I think happened to me and
to many people in the last 150 years is

- that, in seeing this in terms of our own

society, and in seeing the spatial spread-out
of societies across the world in some little
temporal depth of a few thousand years,
we immediately applied our old form of
cause-and-effeet thinking to our attempt to
understand the connection, and so we im-
mediately supposed that our cognitive
forms and religious beliefs could them-
selves be nothing other than an effect, an
epiphenomenal supersiructure, which res-
ted upon, and was entirely the product of,
the socio-economic conditions of a parti-
cular society. But in doing this, I think
we made the error, and many of us are
still inclined to do so, of naively applying
an old cognitive structure, derived and con-
ditioned by a particular social structure.
And despite the efforts of some of the best
recent thinkers, I am not sure that we have
yet found an adequate way to conceive of
such relationships.

But whatever way we go about such a
task, and whatever preconceptions we bring
to our studies of those verbal formulae that
are regarded as specifically religious for-
mulae, whether creeds, catechisms, or
mythic dramatic presentations of the rela-
tionship between the divine and human,
eternity and {ime—whatever way we go
about this is going to be irremediably
biased by whether we continue {o take such
‘religious ' propositions seriously in any
sense whatever, and particularly whether
we take them seriously in what we may
continue to suppose is their own terms. If
we don’t, then we are faced with a set
of issues not essentially different from: Is
the moon made of Gorgonzola or Danish
Blue? Answer yes or no. Does the dragon
swallow the sun or not when it goes
down? Is the Virgin Mary immaculately
conceived? Did Jesus Christ have 48 or 24
chromosomes?

If one has been brought up to take rel-
igious propositions seriously, one will never
be able, I think, entirely to get away from
the attempt to find ways in which religious
formulae as we receive them may be true.
If one does not believe them, one calls this
merely an attempt at rationalisation. If one
has not been brought up to take religious
propositions seriously, it is almost impos-
sible to do so, short of a radical trans-
formation of one’s whole mind—what in
the New Testament was referred to as
metanoia, a fundamental change of mind,
whereby one discovers what they are
about. If one does not have some inkling
of what religious propositions are about,
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one is studying them like a stone-deaf musi-
cologist studying music. It may be easier
to’ discover what they are about without
the benefits of being misled by a religious
education.

This doesn’t mean that someone who
thinks, despite himself even, in religious
terms may not study religious beliefs,
but he will necessarily, unavoidably, have

to do so in a different way. I don’t think -
there’s any neutral ground. I am sure if

one continues, in whatever way, to take
religious formulae seriously as worthy of

possible belief, one will continue to seek -
within religious forms in what sense, in :
" what way, one might believe them. The :
future of religious belief depends, there- °

fore, if I may be allowed this apparently
crashingly bathetic proposition, on whether
the human mind will continue to find no
other forms in which to express what it
regards as a type of truth otherwise
incommunicable. i

¢ God is a spirit, and those who worship
Him must worship Him in spirit and in
truth.’ I believe this to be a verbal formula
pointing (as finger to moon) to what 1
believe is the case. Perhaps I wouldn’t if
my father hadn’t told me; but since I do,
1 have to allow the words to stand, and
to find out in what sense I can justify my
assent to them. Putting new wine info old
bottles? But until, or if, from a religious
point of view, there is a new dispensation
giving rise to new forms of revelation, those
of us who cannot help ourselves are com-
pelled to continue the impossibly absurd
project of keeping these alive. We do not
know whether they will die out as other
forms of life have done and will do. But
in any case the future of religious belief
in this sense seems to me irrelevant to their
truth, in most senses of the word.

Some of us have a sense of ourselves and
of the world as we perceive it, as not de-
rived ultimately from any of the things we
can sense. Myths give expression to this
sense. Myths are essentially dramatic. And
I haven't come across any better way: as
far as I know, human spiritual sensibility
has not yet found another form to clothe
itself. It may do. What form it may take
is beyond my power to imagine. It is cer-
tains however, that its forms will change.
They will undergo transformations as social
forms change; and we can only very imper-
fectly recognise such transformations in
ourselves and others, though we know
they're happening. To express myself in a
Christian form for the moment, one says
that sin is a very special form of ignorance:
the more one is in it, the less one Is aware
that one is in it. If one believes that, how
can one tell to what extent one is immersed
in it, if the more one is immersed in it,
the less one is aware that one is?

Spiritual sensibility derives its forms, but
not its substance, from the forms of society.

nzu-

The social forms of Europe have clearly
been mapped onto spiritual metaphors—
such as the family, father and son, mother
and infant, a king, the kingdom: we have
a hierarchical structure of spiritual powers
allotted functions and responsibilities in the
Kingdom of Heaven, which bears a remark-
able resemblance to the distribution of
powers and functions in the societies of
Europe over a period of hundreds of years.
We can now see from our vantage-point
that the earthly allotment of power has
often found its justification, sometimes per-
haps entirely cynically, and sometimes not
so cynically, in its projection onto its
heavenly analogue.

Al that is dead. Those images can be
believed in now, if at all, only as historic-
ally transient metaphors, as images in
which religious belief in a particular time
and place, within a particular social con-
text, clothed itself. The boss is not God,
even if we may think so, and God is not
the boss, even though some people have
thought he was. We cannot believe that
an exploitative, or at the very least ex-
tremely imperfect, economiec, social com-
mand-obedience structure can possibly
carry the burden of religious truth. God
is not anything that can be said about him.
There is nothing new in this realisation,
central to the perennial philosophy from
Lao Tse, to Dionysius the Areopagite, Meis-
ter Eckhart and many others, Sufis, Budd-
hists, Jews, all over the world.

And so it’s no longer a gquestion of
comparative religion, but a question of a
comparison of the forms that religious sen-
sibility clothes itself in in different so-called
religions very much in the manner of, let’s
say, Plutarch’s essay on Isis and Osiris. This
entails a shift from complete enclosure
within one religious form which we may
take to be absolute truth. It’s usually the
religion we've grown up in or become con-
verted to; and we take this as the standard
and compare all other religions with it as
more or less in error. Or we regard our-

‘selves as adopting an attitude of scientific

enlightenment: we compare all forms of
religious sensibility and find them all more
or less imperfectly reaching towards the
truth that we feel we now possess, if not
positively, then in the negative sense of
knowing that we don’t know what religions
presume to reveal to us. We cannot get
away with that now either. We do not need,
in order to employ them, to accord our
cognitive structures a privileged position,
in relation to the correlative forms the best
minds of humanity have employed. We
realise that the forms in which we all
cast distinctions between inner and outer,
heaven, earth and hell, righteousness and
evil, gods, archangels, angels, man, the
creator and the created, are distinctions
which just possibly have the very faintest
claim to convey to us some fleeting shadow

Continued on Page 40.



DEATH ONTHE GALL:

By Carlos Castenada

IN MEXICO THEY ARE called "brujos.® The Spanish word “brujo® (pro-
nounced bruho) can be translated in English as herbalist, medicine man,
curer, sorcerer, wWwitch, shaman., Essentially, the word denotes a person
who is known to have extraordinary powers and dealings with things regard-
ed as “supernatural.” It is almost a rule of thumb in Fexico that only
an Indian can be a genuine brujo, the rest, the non-Indians who may be
described sometimes as brujos are considered in reality only *curan-
deros, t that is, curers or folk medicine men.

At first sight it may seem that being a brujo is merely an occupa-
tion but it is more, much more than that; a brujo is a connisseur of what
we call the unknoun, the tremendum; in fact, he lives under the auspices
of the tremendum, thus, being a brujo is a way of life very unlike any-
thing known to us.

I know one of such men, a Yaqui lndian from Sonora, Mexico. His name
is Juan. I call him %don Juan® using the Spanish form “don“ which implies
respect. Don Juam is a man of strangely haunting eyes. He rarely looks
straight at people, but when he does his eyes seem to glow with a light
of their own. He is very old nou, over seventy. His hair is all white,
and short, and it grows a bit over his ears accentuating the roundness of
. his head. He is very dark. The deep wrinkles on his face give him the
appearance of age, yet his body is strong and fit. His muscular prowess
is & source of amazement to me, and the only way I can describe it is by
saying that it is an eerie, slow and deliberate nimbleness.

Don Juan and I have been friends for many years now, and under his
guidance I have experienced and seen many things. For me, every mneeting
with him has been an “uncecancellable exchange,® that is, it has been a
lesson I cannot cancel out, or discard, or forget, as one can do perhaps
with the majority of things in one’s life,

Don Juan does not call himself a brujo, but %a man of knouledge,®
or simply “one who knows.® Being a man of knowledge entails for don Juan
seeing the world and proceeding in it in a very specific wanner. Among
many other things a man of knouledge is a warrior., Once I asked don Juan
what it meant to be a warrior and he said: i warrior is a man capable
of taking responsibility for his acts, for even the most trivian of his
acts.®

* *® #

IT WAS LATE AFTERNOON, the sun was almost on the horizon. I felt it on
my neck and wished 1 had a Venetian blind in the rear window of my car to
shut it off. From the top of the hill 1 could see down into a huge
valley; the road was like a black ribbon laid flat over the ground, up and
down innumerable hills. I followed it with my eyes for a moment before 1
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supernatural.It

began descending; it ran dié south witil it disappeared over a range of
low mountahs in the distance,

Don Juan sat gquietly looking straight ahead. We had not said a2 word
for a long time. It was unconfortably warm inside the car. I had opened
all the windous, but that did not help. 1t was an extremely hot day, I
felt very annoyed and restless. I began to complain about the heat,

Don dJuan frowned his brou and loocked at me quizzically.

“Tt°s hot all over Mexico this tine of year,? he said. HfThere is
nothing one can do about it.®

I did not look at him, but I knew he vwas gaziag at me, The car pick-
ed up speed going doim the slope. I waguely saw a highway sign, %Vado,%
Dip. When I actually saw the dip I was going quite fast, and although I
did slow doun we stil) felt the impact and bobbed up and down on the seats.
I reduced the speed considerably, we were going through an area where
livestock grazed freely on the sides of the road, an area where the
carcass of a horse or a cow run down by a car was a common sight. At a
certain point I had to stop completely to let some horses cross the high-
way. 1 felt I was getting more restless and annoyed. I told don dJuan
that it was the heat, that I had always disliked, especially in the
sumeyr, even as a child because it used to suffocate me and I could not
breaths,

WYou're not a child now,* he said matter of factly.

“I know it, but it still suffocates me, %

‘Well, hunger used to suffocate me when I was a child,® he said softly,

*How could hunger suffocate anyone, don Juan? Youlre kidding me,®

“No, I’m not. To be very hungry was the only thing I knew as a
child. I cannot be suffocated now, neither can I swell like a frog when
I am hunger.®

I didn®t know what to say. I felt I was getting myself into an
untenable position and soon 1 would have to defend a point I really didn®t
care for. The heat was not that bad. What annoyed me was the prospect
of our trip. I was taking don Juan to central kexico, and that meant
driving in the heat for over a thousand miles and then walking with him
for at least a hundred miles to his destination in the heights of the
Sierra hadre. It was not that I resented the trip. I myself had urged
don Juan to take me along, but just the same I felt annoyed at the thought
of having to exert myself,

Let’s stop and get something to eat,” I said. #iiaybe it won®t be
so hot once the sun goes dovm.

Don Juan looked at me smiling.

“I understood that your policy was not to eat from the stands on the
roadside,® he said, ‘Don‘t you fear diarrhea any more?®

I knew he was being sarcastic, yet he kept an inquisitive and at the
same tire serious look on his face.

“There is no place to stop here,¥ he went on. %There are no clean
touns for a long stretch.®

“l am not that afraid, don Juan,® I protested.
“You must be., According to the way you carry yourself one would
think that diarrhea is lurking out here, waiting for you to step out of

the car to jump you. You're in a terrible fix. If you escape the heat,
diarrhea will eventually get you.*
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Don Juanfs tone was so serious that I began to laugh.

¢] always wonder how you can go through life with so many petty
fears,* he said with a genuine tone of seriousness.

9411 right,* I said. "Let‘s stop at the first stand we find and I°11
eat everything they have.“

aYou dontt have to do that. To look for trouble deliberately is
stupid and wasteful. To look for your death is a meaningless act, but so
35 to be afraid of your death.®

We were silent for a loag time,

It was quite dark when we arrived at a highuay stop for trucks called
#os Vidrios,® which means Glass.

Don Juan shouted from the car, “What do you have to eat today?®

Wlarnitas. Pork meat,” a woman shouted back from inside.

v hope for your sake that the plg was run down on the road today,®
he said to me laughinge.

we got out of the car, The road was flanked on both sides by ranges
of low mountains that seemed to be the solidified lava of some gigantic
voleanic erruption. In the darkness the black, Jjagged peaks were silhou~-
etted against the sky like huge, menacing walls of glass slivers,

While we ate I told don Juan that 1 could see the reason why the

- place was called Glass. 1 said that to me the name was obviously

due to the glass-like shapes of the mountains.

*“You're wrong,® don Juan said convineingly. “This place is called
Glass because a truck loaded with glass overturned on this spot and the
glass shredswere left lying around the road here for years.®

T felt he was being facetious, and I asked him if that was the real
reason. He laughed.

Wghy don®t you ask someone here?® he said,

I asked a man who was sitting at a table next to ours, and he said
apologetically that he didn®t know.

T went into the kitchen and asked the women if they knew, but they
all said they didn*t, that the place was just called Glass.

wT believe I'm right,* don Juan said in a low voice. "Mexicans are
not given to noticing things around them, I°m sure they can’t see your
glass mountains, but they surely can leave a mountain of glass shreds lying
around for years.®

We both found the image funny and laughed.

iihen we had finished eating, don Juan asked me how I felt, I said
fine, but I felt somewhat queasy. Don Juan seemed to detect my feeling of
discomfort. He gave me a steadfast look,

wOnce you decided to come to Mexlce you should have put all your
petty fears away,* he said very sternly. %Your decision to come should
have vanquished them. You wanted to come, didntt you? Or, why did you
comne?®

®T wanted to take you to your destination, don Juan. I wanted to
help you.?®

9T don®t need help! You came because you wanted, Only because you
wanted. That’s the warrior's way. I have told you time and time again,
the most effective way to live is as a warrior. There is no other way I
know. Worry and think before you make any decision, but once you make it,
be on your way free from worries or thoughts; there will be a million
other decisions still awaiting you. That®s the warrior®s wWaye"
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] believe I do that, don Juan, at least some of the time, It’s very
hard to keep on reminding nyself, though,®

WA warrior thinks of his death when things becowe unclear.®

“That®s even havder, don Juan. For most people death is very vague
and remote., They never think of it.®

“Why not?®

Why should they?®

“Very simple,® he said, #Because the idea of death is the only thing
that tempers our spirit.®

By the time we left Los Vidrios it was so dark that the jagged sil-
houette of the mountains had merged into the darkness of the sky. We
drove in silence for more than an hour., I felt tired. It was as though
I didn't want to talk because there was nothing to talk about. The traffic
was minimal. We drove for long stretches neither mgelding nor passing any
cars. Few cars came upon us from the opposite direction. It seemed as if
we were the only people going south on the highway. I thought that was
strange and I kept on looking in the back mirror to see if there was
another car coming behind, but there wasn®t any.,

After a while T stopped looking for cars and I began to dwell again
on the prospect of our trip. Then, I noticed that my headlights seemed
extremely bright in contrast with the darkness all around, and I looked
again in the back mirror. I saw an area of bright glare first, and then
two points of light that seemed to have emerged from the ground. They
were the headlights of a car on a hilltop in the distance behind us. They
remained visible for a while, then they disappeared into the darkness, as
if they had been scooped auay; after a moment they appeared on another hill
top, and then they disappeared again., 1 followed their appearances and
disappearances in the back mirror for a long time. At one point it occured
to me that the car was gaining distance on us. It was definitely closing
in. The lights were bigger and brighter., I deliberately stepped on the
gas pedal. 1 has a sense of uneasiness., Don Juan seemed to notice my
concern, or perhaps he was only aware that I was speeding up. He looked at
mo first, then he turned around and looked at the distant headlights.

He asked me if there was something wrong with me. I told him that I
had not seen any cars behind us for hours and that suddenly I had noticed
the lights of a car that seemed to be gaining on us all the time.

®A car?* he said. “Do you really think that it is a car? You must
feel it is more than a mere car since youre so concerned about it.?

His tone was very strange; it was a sort of mocking bewilderment.
T think it is a2 car,® I said. *What else can it be?®

“What else can it bel TYou're no better than the lexicans in Los
Vidrios. You see only a car! And you‘re the one who saw glass where
others could see only Jjsgged peaks.™

*Well, I doubt it’s a truck, don Juan. It%s coming too fast for a truck."

Why a truck?® he said cuttingly.

"Why not? It can be anything from a car to a fast truck, or anything
else that moves on wheels.™ '

Don Juan's probing had put me on edge.

"You don®t know whether that is really moving on wheels,® he said,
#And you donft know either whether that is only a car.®

‘iWhat else, don Juan?¥

He turned all the way and looked straight at me, then he nodded his
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ESSAY IN #EMORTAlM

By Tom Collins

WHoN LY FATAsR MOVED to Texas about four years ago, he seid he had come

to stay., No one knew then hou truly he spoke. The Bible says a man’s
years number three score and ten, but on February 8, 1971, at approximately
2:30 in the afternoon, while returning from a business trip to Bryan,
Texas, my father died

He was not yet fifty. He always said he would retire when he got
that old, but his birthday would not have been until June. He had no
history of heart disease, so when the attack came it gave no warning.
Perhaps if he had been for a checkup within the previous year there would
have been some sign. As it was, the only thing the do-tors told him was
to lcse a Jittle veight, He had done that.

The transition occure: while be was driviny the coupany car at some
sixty wiles an hour on his way back to Austin, He had sesmed cheerful
and hapoy about the way business had gone that morning, but did pick
up some stomach tablets after lunch., He and his brother Raymond had the
sare meal~-a hamburger and coffes--hefore beginning the ride home,

Raymond was lookinz to the right an:l shading his eyes from the sun
while Dad talked. He always spoke in a strong, clear voice, so vhen he
fell silent, Raymond glanced up. Although he could never suear to it,
he said later he thought my father murmured *Oh my God® just before he
fell sideways across the seat,

For Raymond it then was a matter of grabbing the wheel of the car,
turning the key, and steering to a stop while his dying brother lay
against him. Only the physi.al deteils of those next feu minutes survive.
At one point Ded®s heart beat norm:lly for a few seconds; then it suffered
another spasm, He vomited, His bladder musciles relaxed. Ana his soul,
unseen, began to ascend from the body on its silver cord as it continued
its eternazl life in the hands of God and his ministers of grace. lLay
it rest in peace.

No one will ever knou what thoughts and feelings were at work in
those final minutes, but it is certein the tragedy began then. Suddenly
the awesome mortality of man, the mystery of life and seeming cruelty of
deatl: were brought home again to those poor sufferers who are left behind.

, 1t fell hardest on Ramaond, in whose arws my father died. he called
an arbulance and followed it to the hospitaliie drove the car back to Austin
afteriards, a lonely terrible eighty miles with the smell of death around
hin, It must have been the hardest thinz he had ever done

Back in Austin his wife Minnie Lee vent to ! other and told her.
cother told Andy when he cane hore fror school, holding his hend and
bes“nning, ‘Sit doun, dexrr, I have so>'ething to tell you.” He clenched
her hand firmly and bore up. Coming soon aftier ons of thise disappointments
in love thzt seewn so funny in cartoons, but vwhich ar: so terribly
shattering in real life, the news served only to harden hin. Throughout
the days that followecd he wvas to be a steady support.

The efforts to telephone we must have begun alirost irmediately. About
five ofclonric local time a knock ez e, X had a telephone call at the
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firehouse next door. ilo one knew I lived next to a firehouse. It .could
only be something tragic. Nother was in tears. ©T.Jd.,* she said,
®something terrible has happened.”

Wihat is it Mother?® Gently. Perbaps I already knew, somewhere
beneath consciousness.

With 2 rush. #Your father~=has had a heart attack, and he’s dead.
But the awful thing...he didnt even get home....®

I said T would be there tomorrow, and hung up. It was interesting
to see how calmly I went about the business of washing clothes that
wouldn?t dry before 1 finished packing. I laid out papers to take and then
forgot them. Several times I went out in the rain to try to telephone
one of Mother's particular friends but eouldn®t find the number,

Finally I went several blocks through the drizzle to get to my-office
where there was a telephone I could use to arrange transportation. The
business details went by in a dream, but they seemed clear enough at the
time. 1 phoned friends in Neu Haven to help me get to the airport. I
seemed to be doing very well until iary Lou asked me what was wrong.
Suddenly I was struck dumb and for several seconds I tried in vain to tell
her. Until then I had managed to lose nyself in details and not think
about what had happened. After that the thought which repeated itself
through the night was *In the midst of life. In the midst of life we are
in death.®

She insisted I spend the night in Neu Haven with her and her husband
%50 we can love you. I packed and left on the next train, In the
morning & limousine took ne to the airport in New York, and by afternoon
I was in Texes.,

Andy drove iother to the airport to meet me, He was taller and
older than when I had seen him last. He had just entered the University
of Texas and was old enough for his appearance to be changing rapidly.
Mother, short, with wmiddle-aged spread, looked as well as I have ever
seen her. The natural grey streaking her hair added a touch of distinction
of its own, and I realized almost for the fir t time what a striking
figure she made. I kept repeating, “you look so well,®

_ Andy drove, slipping obsequiously into the background te perform the
nessary chores, his role a silent counterpoint to grief. They had waited
for me before going to the funeral parlor--the undertakerfs--to choose
a casket.

I hated it. I hated the disgustingly lush organ music welling up
froq the chapel, And I hate! the solemn unctuousness which suggested in
a thousand subliminal ways that at such 2 tire it really wasn®t proper
to talk about such details as money.

I talked about money. There was nothing left, not even enough
insurance to pay for the funeral. The man‘s attitude was that I was
intolerably crass, but he would humor me., It turned out that it takes a
thousand dollars to be buried, uvhat with one thing and another. Like the
embzlming which is required by state law--z wicked bit of manipulating
which goes against my religious principles and has no justification
beyond profiteering.

and the casket. After I had us conducted past the gilded marble
monstrosities into the far corner, it turned out that $300 is the going
rate for wooden boxes, $350 unless you’ll settle for a delicate pinkeo..
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Death is a part of life, a changing from the physical body to a finer
existence in a world of spirit. It demands respect, not such obscene
deference, not the black :oats and hush of rnen vho make their living
pandering to the excesses of grief.

We asked for donations to the heart fund, but I think the notice was
left out of the paper. Certainly the several hundred doliars worth of
flovwers made an inpressive display in token of the number of friends
Dad had, more than I could have imagined. Probably more than even he
would have realized, But the thought of all that money kept nagging in
the back of my brain, and I kept thinking it would have been better spent
trying to save some other life,

Before going hove we ha'l to drive to the cemetary to pick out a
plot. we cireled it once and then wallked directly to the place as if
it were the one we were meant to choose.

othir warned e what was in store, so I was preparcd for the vaudeville
shou that followed. Ray-ond cracked jokes and needled unmercifully.
finnie Lee handled the thousand .&tails of keeping house while tr.other
entertained the throng of uell-uishers who came, Cakes and casseroles,
hams and buckets of fried chicken were brought wn such a stream we were
hard pressed to .ope with it all. We were overwhelmed with generosity.

Then the farily care, those who vere able. Curtis and Odis flew down
fro- Detroit, announ.ing themselves as two of the handsomest Collinses
ue were ever going to be lucky enough to meet, Iater Lecil and his wife
drove in. my cousin Ron flew down fro: San Francisco, and in time
Juanita and her husband brought Brandmother--<lrs. Collins*-—smaller and
frailer and more evanescent than ever, She too joined in the mirth
that followed,

The fun was the Collins equivalent of a wake: a constant stream of
jokes, and stories on themselves they have had a lifetime to rehearse,

To an outsider looking on, it wizht have seered a heartless way to act,
but in fact the laughter was a measure of their desperation. If sobriety
had been allowed, the world would have fallen in on each of them., It

was all part of a brave comspiracy in which each tried tried to out do
the others to prevent them from breaking down., And Grandmother, who

fell sobbing by the casket saying “it should have been me®™ recovered
enough to do her part and not let on how deeply she was hurt.

%1 suppose when I z0 youfll fall all over yourselves telling stories,®
she said, hoping it would be true and that they would be able to bear up
at the last.

Dad did look older than 1 remembered, but that was the first time
I had ever seen a dead man., Perhaps bodies aluays look waxy and empty
after the soul has deserted them. Nother rearranged his hair., Grandmother
patted his cheek. We all cried,

The funeral was atiful. They sneaked us into "the family room® through
a side door after ve had made it clear we dida't want to go there and be
cut off from the rest of the people. At graveside it turned out the
casket is not put in the ground until everyone has gone. It is all part
of the conspiracy to treat death as if it were somwe hideous secret best
hidden away fron the feelings of decent people. When I die 1 want to
be cremated and my ashes scattered over Berkeley, and 1°11 leave enough
money behind to pay the fine the undertaker’ lobby has rigged up for who-
cver does so. Sowe Lhings are none of the state’s business,
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Curtis stood looking at him for a while and said softly, “You
know what I see when I look at him? I see Okinawa and Tarauwa and Saipan,®
Iy father hated war and hated killing, but he hit a lot of islands and
came through with barely a scratch. He was part of the 2nd karines
that retook Guadalcanal fro: the Japanese after the Army lost it. He
never talked about the war. He told Curt about it in San Diego when it
was just over and <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>