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INTO THE FLOOD

| have begun writing this eight days
after taking the ibogaine. What
follows is a detailed retelling of the
peak psychedelic experience and
one of the peak general experiences
of my life. | discovered a lot about
myself and experienced the most
powerful state of psychedelia and
dissociation | could have possibly
imagined. The experience was
nothing like what | expected,; it

was basically the experience of
dreaming whether awake or asleep
for three and a half days straight

on one long unending chain of
vision quests that was difficult to
say how it related to my life at the
time, followed by an amazing and
sometimes tumultuous after-period
where the metabolites were coursing
through my body. Ibogaine is now
my favorite psychedelic and my
favorite dissociative. Hopefully

this experience can transmit to

you some of what | gained and

felt and experienced, and if you’re
considering doing this for the same
reasons | did, there should be a lot
of new information not available
from other reports, particularly
regarding doing it at home and some
of the non-clinical aspects of the
experience.

And either way, it should make a
great story! But, fair warning, a very
long one. | remember every detail

of the whole thing and | feel it is
important to communicate it all. This
is more of a short story than a trip
report.

Prologue and
Pre-Trip

The state of my life has deteriorated
more than | thought it ever would.

A ten-year long opiate addiction,

to kratom and then poppy tea, has
wreaked more havoc than | could
have imagined when | began my
opiate usage. It was the largest
contributing factor to the breakup of
my twelve year relationship with my
wife. My financial situation steadily
grew more and more unstable, until
recently | was forced to declare
chapter 7 bankruptcy. My poly drug
addiction had led me to consume
just about anything, though opiates
are the real destroying influence

on my life. | suddenly find myself
about to turn 31, with no partner and
basically starting over, though | still
own my house and have progressed
in my career (I was always a highly
functional addict). | am suddenly
acutely aware of the press of time. In
five years | hope | am with someone
and we have a child, 36 would be
about the latest | would want to start
on that. But | have a long way to go
before anyone will want that with me,
and if | am a junkie, | have no right to
bring a child into existence. | reached

a point in the past couple of months
where | said, | absolutely NEED to
get past this, NOW, or else | will
never become what | can and should
and need to be, or have anything
resembling the life | want.

So in talking with my friend
Morninggloryseed, the idea of a flood
dose of ibogaine came into play.
Morninggloryseed had done a flood
dose a year prior to this so he kind
of became my coach for this whole
thing, helped me plan it, and talked
me through my mental preparations
and extremely numerous questions.
| had contemplated a flood dose
before but the idea seemed too
frightening and immense to actually
do it or even seriously consider

its reality. But four weeks ago, |

felt strongly enough about it that |
sourced some ibogaine and had it
on its way. | ordered 1 gram of pure
ibogaine HCI, and 1 gram of the total
alkaloid extract which is 40-50% the
strength of HCI, but which contains
all of the plant alkaloids rather than
just the ibogaine. | figured even if |
didn’t use it for a flood dose, | could
experiment with lower dosages. And
so | waited, that dreary painful wait
when you’re addicted to opiates,
waiting to feel better, waiting to feel
worse, waiting for the day when you
can stop being weak and be the
person you aren’t sure you can be.

| began making preparations with
my life. | asked a good friend,

A, if he would sit for me the first
night and day. | had discussed

with a friend who said 24 hours
should be enough, that then I'd be
aware enough to be on my own.

In retrospect this was dead wrong,
but (much) more on that later. |
tentatively told my friend to take off
a Saturday in about three weeks,
April 26th (totally coincidentally

the month anniversary of my failed
relationship which we always
celebrated for all twelve years). That
evening would be the big moment. |
made an appointment to board my
cats for four days since | wouldn’t
be able to take care of them. | began
eating well, and trying to taper down
opiates (without a lot of success).
Through it all, | noticed a growing
sense of sparkle and excitement in
my daily life; the mere thought of
such a dramatic event and expected
conclusion to my addiction made
me feel hopeful and also highly
nervously excited. | began having
better and better days. | can
honestly say | have never prepared
so well and so thoroughly for a trip
in my entire life, and | believe this

is completely necessary with an
ibogaine flood dose.

At one week out, Saturday, April
19th, | decided to stop taking any
opiates, as | had finally decided
100% that | was going through
with this. | had hoped to detox
more before taking the ibogaine,
the reason being that people say it

works better and is a much nicer e
more vivid experience when you’

not acutely physically addicted. |
intended on quitting 2 weeks prio
but it didn’t work out. That last we
before dosing, | felt this growing
feeling, more than anticipation, it
felt like it was the ibogaine reachi
across time and pulling me slowl
but inexorably in. Colors were
brighter, and | had a giddy energ:

which affected my mood very ‘
positively. | only felt about 10% o
normal opiate withdrawal that wi
week, which is something | can’t
really explain. | am very familiar
how my body reacts to withdrawe
and the time frames it does so in ‘
and this was what it normally feels
like in late 2nd week/early 3rd we
of cold-turkey detox from poppy
tea (which was my opiate of choi
and current three-year addiction)
| find it incredibly curious that this
happened, but as | was about to
out, iboga is a massively powerft
thing, so whatever the cause was
| am not surprised anymore. | als¢
found it nearly effortless to quit,

and my mood remained positive
nearly all times. This was the easl
and most highly unusual detox |

have ever had, though not 100%
complete, as | still felt a bit of it
| took the ibogaine on the 26th.

ited. | made preparations,
aned my house, finished up
ne work so | would have very

2 when | got back (I had Sunday

ple of hours up in the mountains

looking the long view. | called

parents to talk to them ‘one last

2, and called my little brother

ell him | was going to do this.

ng that my family is very aware

ne extent of my addiction, and

brother is open to psychedelics

stuff, he was very supportive,

ch made me feel much calmer.

2 only fruit the whole day, but

of it early on, as recommended
N iboga healing practitioner

Morninggloryseed is friends

. The idea is to make sure you

€ your nutrients and electrolytes

quuids, but to have an empty
ach by the time you take it.

ned out my bowels as much as
sible, which you are supposed to

‘ ere in a trance and you want

ater, but stopped drinking any
a few hours before because
it wanting to have to get up to
hile | am in space. As it grew
ening, | awaited my friend A’'s
al. He was delayed but ended
riving at about 7:00pm. He

Friday evening, the night before |
took it, | was under a very intere S
spell. | thought, | could die tomoi
from this ibogaine, in theory, |
guess 0.2% of people have. The
chance was slim, but | was very
unhealthy at the time, though m
heart checked out fine when | gof
looked at pre-trip. Everything | dit
and experienced, | thought about
how it could be my last time ever
doing this. That night | brought
cats in to boarding, and | teared ‘
up thinking | might never see the
again, my beloved kitties, nor the
me. My head was buzzing with
thoughts and deep introspection
all day. | went over to my friend A
house, the one who was going to
for me. We hung out with some ©
friends who live in the downstairg
apartment, and | told them abou
what | was going to be doing anc
why, and we talked about it a lot
and about tripping in general. O
my friends told me he was jealol
and | told him not to be, that | wa
scared out of my mind! | had a ve
nice, relaxing night. But when |
outside, | looked up at the stars,
and the thought that | might neve
see them again sent a searing jol
through my heart.

hurning constant butterflies

he anticipation. | reviewed the
dule | had painstakingly crafted
Morninggloryseed. | was going
e a 100mg ibogaine HClI starter
at 9pm. Then at 10 | would take
g of HCl and 500mg of TA, the
of my total dose. Then at 10:30,
ke 300mg more HCI, for a total
0mg of HCl and 500mg of TA,
ughly 1100mg of HCI, which for
5 18mg/kg, a flood dose being
idered between 17 and 25mg/

took a bottom-level flood dose,
f you’re reading this because

e considering taking a flood
 of ibogaine for addiction, | can
: that this dose of ibogaine was
sands of times stronger than

‘ ing else I've ever experienced.
evel to which | was transported
here was impossibly intense
tterly complete, | have never
imagined something could be
owerful as this. To me, 25mg/kg
S extremely excessive. But it
be my body chemistry.

Saturday morning | woke up deg
an iboga anticipation trip. The en
coursing through me was incred|
and the fear had increased too. |
reached a realization during that
that nervousness and excitemen
are basically the same thing. | wa
butterflies-inducing amounts of
scared for the whole day, but eq
st the time for the starter dose

arrived. | weighed out all three of
my doses, which required a total

of seven gel caps. | arranged them
nicely on a plate, and arranged a
platter of fruit for when | emerged.
With reverence befitting what may be
the world’s most powerful spiritual
medicine, | opened the gel cap

and poured the chalky, slightly tan
ibogaine HCI, 100mg of it, onto my
tongue, and swallowed it with a bit
of fruit juice, the minimum amount |
could get away with since | wanted
nothing in my bladder. It smelled
like root bark, and tasted the same.
At first the taste was chalky but
then it turned sharply bitter. The

TA is stronger tasting though. | sat
down with my friend to wait, and we
listened to some music, Bob Marley,
a great choice for the happy state
of mind he evokes. Within about

15 minutes, a smooth, wonderful
sensation came over me, slight at
first but slowly growing in strength,
slightly entactogenic but in a
dissociated way. Objects in my vision
began to sparkle. At 40 minutes, |
began seeing faint but long-lasting
tracers when | moved my arms. | felt
extremely physically pleasant, and
the tiny amount of lingering opiate
withdrawal feeling disappeared
entirely. | found myself smiling a

and just take the
stuck to the plan
10:00 to take the
Well, before long,

long, followed by
filled with a slight

barely aware of it
and | preferred sil

bedside table, as
of doses. | opene

and poured them
| wanted to taste

friend until | felt it

| suddenly began

and stumbled up

in my bed, and tu
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lot and was enjoying myself, but |
almost didn’t want to wait anymore

next dose. But, |
and waited until
big chunk.

it was that time.

Every moment seeming dramatically

light tracers and
ly dissociated

warmth, | gathered the speakers
and my laptop and set them up in
my bedroom, across from my bed,
so | could play the Bwiti music
through the trip (for the record, | was

and the first time

| came to after going out, it was off,

ence). | gathered

my fruit platter and put it on my

well as the plate
d up the capsules

for the second dose, the main dose,

into my mouth.
iboga. | stayed

downstairs to hang out with my

start to really kick

in. About 15 minutes after taking it,

buzzing strongly,

literally an electric *BZZZZ* in my
body and consciousness. | got up

the stairs, suddenly

feeling the intense need to be safely
laying down in my sanctuary. |
removed half of my clothes and got

rned on the music.

DOSE

100mg
550mg

300mg
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no memory of that time, just blackness.

feels alien and a bit harsh, but brings me some measure of disappoint

N because I was expecting visions immedia
HE : The level of intensity I am feeling is staggeri
a|SO famlllar SomehOW. | begln am utterly consumed in this feel%ng ané; %l?e

: thoughts I am having are very quick, functi
tO feel a rOCket prOpU|S|0n thoughts. My cerebral cortex i i

and black smoke seem to organically swim across
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e me nervous. [ have a sneaking
many conversations with the band and of

' : ch that %% this is o
and become everythmg ) As the night wears on, sometimes the party

I am standing in a beautiful

the Manson family mansion, with them raf forest clearing. The leaves on the

than the Dead, and that is also a great time am sitting inside tall trees glow with a brilliant green Whlch gives

% cool people, it was evidently before any typ a dark studio off a soft blue mist. The light of the trees, diffused

% weirdness was detected with them, obvio artment, at a table with my through the mist, provides a warm, moderately

) before the murders. That stuff is not in my ark friend and two of his friends whom I am bright glow, while still being soft. I often go to .the

I open my eyes Wlth a at all. And then sometimes it’s the Grateful D st meeting. One of these friends in particular monthly festival that sets up here, where magical

start. My - frendisin again. The changes are seamless, [ have kes my hair stand on end. He has long spiky creatures of all kinds converge to sell and share

the doorway _asking if I'm alright. awareness at the time of the scenario s ir and serpentine contact lenses. The way he their specialties. I have learned much in this forest.
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maybe I’'m on my bed. All around me the world is hours of the morning. T leave the mansion, believe, with cruel delight. My companions and gives me a big smile. It's someone I am very

coming apart. Great, V19lef_1tJ°1tS of pink and white through the front gate, and the vibe outsid e speaking, and it is as if there is something interested in romantically, and I think she is into me

electricity crackle heavily in the creases between very creepy. I think about the occult practitio anging the sound into unrecognizable voice too. She walks up to me, still smiling, and throws
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in blues and greens and reds. I havq no ability to to bring evil into the world and I hasten ing. I concentrate and eventually dismantle is right at my nose, and I inhale deeply; her scent

move. It dimly occurs to me that this is the most step, yet at the same time I am not too wo e barrier, and I can hear that they are talking intoxicates me. I of course hug her back as well.

spectacular visual display I have ever witnessed. because I am able to practice psychic/magi about their dark plans with their newfound The shape of her body feels wonderful against

As I turn my head, my vision defracts entirely into powers as well and am pretty powerful. T - occult powers. I don’t know anymore why I mine. She backs up slightly, cocks a flirtatious eye

long, thin bright white lines all extending far off to up with a friend, a female Bluelighter wi here. A nervous feeling begins to grow in at me, and suggests we go further into the woods,

the right. Within a fraction of a second know (in reality, this is not a real person). 7 solar plexus as I listen to their plans, which because she has something to show me. Sounds



INTO THE FLOOD

promising! I of course follow.

We walk deeper into the forest, and as we
walk, side by side, I look around at the wonders
surrounding me. Before long, I have never been
so far in. As we go deeper in, the trees get taller
and taller, and more exotic plants and animals
begin to show themselves. Pink creatures similar
to squirrels but with two tails that trail a light
green mist scamper by. Orange, red and purple
brilliantly glowing flowers attract butterflies that
trail light from their wings like long glittery tracers.
I see my attractive companion looking around in
wonderment as well. Suddenly, a large flock of
these butterflies bursts out from a glowing bush
and rushes past near our faces, leaving a brilliant
network of beautiful tracers and sparkling motes of
silvery light. My companion is laughing in delight,
and on impulse I grab her hand and hold it. She
holds it back, smiling warmly at me. We look into
each others’ eyes, and the world stops for a moment
as I am drawn deeply into her brilliant violet and
blue irises, the most beautiful I have ever seen,
hypnotizing, enveloping, wonderful and wondrous.
After a moment we turn and keep walking, hand-
in-hand, not speaking, just savoring the moment.

After some time we make it to another clearing,
this one much smaller, but comfortably surrounded

RKOTH

side with warm cookie-cutter houses and
fresh driveways, but the night’s embrace
ts them with a desolate and cowering light.
1ething

going at me. Have I been here before? My
panion is driving, but he is talking with me
pleasant way. Still, something about this

5 not feel right. We float along, somehow
ing no sound at all, passing by houses that
look the same. It gives the effect that we
ot going anywhere at all, that we’re stuck
epeat.

by a ring of massive trees bearing plump, jui
golden fruits. We walk to its center, and she
takes both of my hands in hers and tells me f
close my eyes. I do, and suddenly I feel a wa
presence in my head, and my closed-eye visi
erupts into colors. I realize I have left my boc
behind, I look down and see it still standing
there, smiling, eyes closed; I turn my aware
forward, and see that this wonderful woman:
with me, present as a brilliant magenta streak
light, intermingling with my green. We begi
an intimate sharing of energy. It rushes throug
me and [ interpret it as beautiful, complex
shapes. For a timeless moment, we exchange
our essences as these shapes, these beautiful
geometric constructs. And after that moment
we descend back to our bodies.

of a sudden we brake to a halt. The silence
austrophobic. My companion tells me to

ow him inside because we’re going to meet
end of his. That seems fine enough, yet right
saying that he pulls a black ski mask out

s side pocket and puts it on. Okay, now I
itely have a bad feeling about this. I am

t to say that I have to be somewhere else
I’ll walk when I see the glint of surgical

1, cold and sharp, in his exposed eyes, and
alize [ am being forced to follow. His smile
seems cruel and mocking. We walk softly
quickly up the driveway and to the side

, where, after testing the knob and finding it

I open my eyes, and find myself still staring
into her eyes. Her lips are curved into a faint
welcoming smile. I lean forward slowly,

and ever so carefully place my lips against
hers. She kisses me back, and I’'m in ecstasy.
Everything stops as we seem to merge into
each other, the kiss growing ever stronger an
more passionate. After a while, but far too sh
a time, she gently pulls away, smiling radlant
at me. She tells me she has to go get some ed, my captor mutters something, places his
In a beautiful fog of emotion, I just smile and d on the knob, and turns it, silently opening
nod, and watch her walk away, beautiful, door.

swaying, sensual. She looks over her shoulde
at me and winks, and then fades out of sight
into the trees.

creep through inky, terrifying blackness as I
0 calm myself. Okay, we’ve just broken in,
t does this guy intend to do? We continue
eep along, myself unable to see completely
g desperately to keep up with my captor
ironic jab from the universe. The silence
tinues to be complete, and I realize that so far
only sound I have heard at all is the sound of
occult practicing captor’s voice. At last we
h the kitchen. I see a terrified man sitting at
ble, shuddering with fear, cowering away
ny captor closes in, a maniacal grin on his

. He gestures for me to sit right across from
poor man, and the same as I must obey, I

ot look away as he pulls a long-bladed

e from his belt and places it just under the
’s heart. The knife glints coldly, providing
only light in the room. Now a whispering
my awareness, a heavy, dark serpentine
pering of syllables that causes my stomach
ip. Slowly, excruciatingly, he pushes the

de all the way in to the hilt, as the man

ams in agony, yet completely silently. As
struggles around the blade, my dark captor

After a few moments spent on long tangents
the possibilities of the future with this person
I'am suddenly and completely in love with, I
come to and look around. Are the trees glowi
a bit less brightly? Why are all of the animals
gone? Suddenly the forest feels ominous. Anc
now [ am sure the ligh 3

g
8
2
G
g

know him much y&t;bu oping we can
become real friends. We are creeping along a

quiet residential road, big friendly trees lining ins to chant in a full voice, louder and louder,

the arcane syllables inspiring a horrible unclean
feeling within me. As I watch, unable to turn away,
the man’s hfe escapes from his mouth as a brilliant

and I wonder how I'¢o ave gotten myself into
that situation. Just thinking of it now makes my
skin crawl and the feellng of being next to such a
dark person fills me ense-of forebodmg I
hope I can gra cefully avoid him in thexf

large, glowmg, fuzzy worm—hke creature hangmg
from one of the huge chandeliers, but his face is
human-like and it extends down to head level with
everyone else. He is exceedingly friendly and
wonderful, as is everyone else. We’re all having
a great time, and showing each other our magical
abilities. Also, with magic, we are altering each
others’ consciousness, as a psychedelic would do
only with more finesse. I am having many great
one-on-one and group conversations, and many
amazing mental and perceptual experiences, just
having the time of my life.

At some point I go out back with some people,
onto the back deck. It is built over a tremendous
gorge. I peer down into the dizzying depths and it
looks impossibly far down to the bottom. Across
the gorge is almost too far to see. It’s like the
Grand Canyon’s father. On the walls of the gorge,
bands of brilliant colors stripe dramatically across
the surface in layers, blues, purples, reds, pinks,
yellows, greens... the greens are the most brilliant
of all, glowing brightly and enshrouded in clouds
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of blue mist. The owner of the house comes out and
tells me that the gorge is two miles deep. I would
have been very nervous being out on that deck had
it not been fastened with magic from the best talent
available for that task.

I go back inside the house and continue this
intellectual party. Many more conversations are
had, all wonderful and stimulating. At some point,
I notice that a couple of my friends are missing,
and the mood in the party has shifted slightly
downward. Rapidly, more and more people
disappear, not into thin air, I just suddenly notice
they are nowhere to be found anymore. And

then, in the middle of my conversation with the
wonderful worm-like administrator I look away to
check the room, and when I look back he too has
disappeared. I look around, and the house is empty,
silent, dark. As I stand in confusion, the house
becomes darker and darker. I am suddenly filled
with an intense sense of foreboding. I can feel that
something is going to happen. Nervously, I move
to exit the house. I meet no resistance, so I walk out
and get in my car. I turn it on and drive away. As
leave, I am feeling a nagging sense of loss, of deep
loss, the kind of loss you feel when someone you
care about is gone.

I am lying in my bed, clothes removed, covers in
disarray. My friends A and E are in the doorway,
asking me how I’'m doing. I tell them I’'m doing
fine, a bit puzzled. Hadn’t we just gotten back
from a party? It appears to be nearly dark out,
pale, cool twilight coming in at a sharp angle
through the windows. In the next moment they are
gone as if they had never been there. The idea of
my real friends I just saw blends into the dreams
I’ve been having, and I start to feel lonely. I start
checking my cell phone, and I read through a text
from one of my dream friends. The screen just
contains a strange symbol, and I can’t seem to
recall what it means. A feeling of gentle sadness
comes over me, derived from loneliness. Awash
in wistful ambivalence, I decide to lay back; I
suddenly remember that I had taken ibogaine,

and that perhaps it was about to kick in. I do not
immediately remember my iboga dreams and I
am critically inebriated, unable to rise to my feet;
fortunately I have not had to pee, nor do I now.

I am so intoxicated by the alkaloids of the iboga
plant that T am only partly aware of how intoxicated
I am. As I slowly gaze around the bedroom in a
stupor, I notice black and white wisps swimming
through the air like smokey amoebas, as cool blues
and whites wash across the walls. There are no
large-scale perspective distortions, objects remain

RKOTH

by the occult overlords. Nevertheless, I feel
anoia around them. I am aftaid they will steal
my treasures. I feel that they look crazy and
thetic, but I know that I am not like them. Oh
0, I’ve got it together; what I'm doing makes
sense. Not like these poor lost souls.

fixed, but reflections leap away from them i
vision. I glance at my cell phone, and I appez
have a message. I don’t recognize the ni
but it occurs to me that since last night I
to that magical Bluelighter gathering, tha
probably from one of my friends. But the
message contains only a strange symbol tk
can’t seem to wrap my mind around. It sp
a light sense of foreboding in my solar ple
send a text back, but as soon as I send it I fo
what I sent. I lay back down, a bit shaken,
close my eyes.

I am slightly less tired. 'm sure of it. Definitely
not placebo. Yes indeed. With adoration, I open my
jar and gaze in. The locket looks perfect next to
my other pretties, the prettiest pretty I could have
imagined. Like it’s meant to be. [ am suddenly
overtaken by a foreign thought, something so
massive that it rocks me on my heels. And then it is
I continue searching, walking into houses I gone. Must have been the hunger.
ow to be abandoned and derelict. I pull open i et z
awers, open cabinets, avoid holes in the floor,
occasionally avoid falling beams and weak
floors, and walk slowly through each room,
carching for something [ will only know once
I find it. I am malnourished and exhausted,
as is nearly everyone - except the overlords
of course - so this is very hard work, moving
ound all day. Many of my dorm mates barely
0 anything but lay in bed or sit in their chairs,
ading a tattered book over and over or staring
the walls. The last time I ate was... I actually
don’t know. I trudge my way through the
shackle town I inhabit, searching, always
earching, a grimace on my face at the pain in
my legs.

I wake up in my
dormitory, greeted
by the rotting ‘ .
ceiling beams as I always am. I painfully rise,
though part of me wants to just stay in bed forever,
I am so exhausted. But my endless mission to find
my treasures and rise up out of this misery pulls
me ever onward. I walk out of the building and
out into the world, filled with hope at the new and
fascinating item I just found the day before. So I
search. And search. And search. All day goes by,
me walking by random people on the streets,
some of them repulsed by me (which I never
understand), and some who I pull back from,
eyeing them fiercely lest they steal my pretties.
The day trudges on, and at last night falls and I
collapse into a dreamless void, my day of
searching entirely in vain.

BLUR last I reach the edge of town, and as my goal
is not yet reached, I walk beyond it, through
the sad, wilted trees and barren grasslands.
After an hour or so, I reach a house. Slowly
I'approach, and walk around the perimeter,
looking through the cracked and cratered
dows for any sign of inhabitants. At length,
etermine that there aren’t any, and I carefully
open the front door, which promptly falls off
ts hinges and breaks into two large pieces on
the ground, startling me and causing me to
ok around wildly in paranoia in case another
searcher heard it and decides to follow the
d. After a few moments, satisfied that T am
alone, I walk inside. It’s an old farmhouse,
in the middle stages of decay, the brown
forest slowly overtaking it and the acid rains
lowly dissolving the exposed wood. I search
odically, intensely, through each room, first
on the ground floor. The home looks to have
once been beautiful and I momentarily feel a
> twinge of something around my heart, but I
‘'t think much of it it’s just a sensation, albeit
oreign and unsettling one. I make it upstairs,
nd there, in the back bedroom, I freeze; I feel
something pulling me in. [ walk slowly but
ectly to a chest of drawers, and open the top
wer. There, calling out to me, is a tiny locket,
in bright, burnished gold. I reverently pick it
p and feel its energy. I put it in my jar. I feel
er, right? Yes, I feel my hunger a bit less and

I am walking
down a dusty road, in a neighborhood of @
brown ramshackle houses, next to a par
brown grass. I am searching for somethin
won’t know what it is until I see it thoug
could be anything. I glance down at the g
Jjar on my belt, reassuring myself that it’s th
It contains the objects of my searches. I stop
amoment and bring the jar up toward my
unscrewing the cap. I inhale deeply fro
there is no scent but I get a heady rush, the 0
pleasure I get in this world at all. I peer at
objects inside the jar, the grain of sand, the mi
fastener, the thumbtack, and the earring.
starting to get pretty high ne

People walk past me, some of them glane
weirdly at me or turning their noses up,
I'am not sure. Others pass by me, their he;
to the ground, seeming to be looking
something. Those people, I realize, are a

around we must find, to alleviate the squa

we live in by making us feel better. It’s

that I feel exactly GOOD, it’s more of an €
euphoric feeling that makes me feel sligl
nervous, but it’s better than waking up every ¢
in a dormitory that is falling apart and spend
all day trying to eat enough and not be si

I wake up in my
dormitory, greeted
by the rotting
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ceiling beams as I always am. I slowly rise,
grimacing mightily at the ache, though a big part
of me wants to just stay in bed forever, I am so,
so exhausted. But my endless mission to find my
treasures and rise up out of this misery pulls me
ever onward. I walk out of the building and out into
the world, hoping I can summon enough strength to
continue. So I search. And search. And search. All
day goes by, me walking by random people on the
streets, some of them repulsed by me (which I kind
of understand), and some who I pull back from
defensively, eyeing them hesitantly lest they steal
my pretties. The day trudges on and on, and at last
night falls and I collapse into a dreamless void, my
day of searching entirely, painfully in vain.

BBBB L u U RRR

B BL u U R
BBBB. L u u ERRFI{:{

EBBE kLLLUUUd-J R R

I wake up in my dormitory, greeted morosely by
the rotting ceiling beams, as I always am. I rise in
agony, all of my muscles exhausted and my insides
burning with hunger, though most of me wants to
just stay in bed forever, I am so obliterated. But my
endless mission to find my treasures and rise up out
of this misery pulls me ever onward. I walk out of
the building and out into the world, nearly weeping
as I think of the walking and searching I must

do on this long, desperate day. So I search. And
search. And search. All day goes by, me walking
by random people on the streets, some of them
repulsed by me (which I understand), and some
who I glance at in terror, eyeing them pleadingly
lest they steal my pretties. The day trudges on for
an impossible length of time, every step agony, and
at last, oh at last sweet, dark, terrifying night falls
and I collapse into a dreamless void, my day of
searching entirely, horrendously in vain, the success
I had so many days ago a faint memory.

BBBB L u URRR
B¢ v &

B L
BBBB. L u RRRFI%

BBBE LLLLUUUL}J R

I am searching today in a new town, a town not

so abandoned, with a college that a few people

are attending. People I pass here also glance at me
with disgust, but there are less searchers so I am
pleased. Who knows what I might find in this fancy
place; it’s barely falling apart! I continue on my
way, walking each road, taking each side road, until

each dead-ends or I have criss-crossed them
and then I move on, back to the main road f¢
the next side road. It’s labor-intensive and
quite a while, but it’s the only way to ensure
I won’t miss anything. There are far fewer
abandoned houses here, but I creep through
everyone’s yard, careful not to alert them to
presence. A few times [ am chased away, wi
I find to be entirely rude. Can’t people just
let a man search for his treasures?
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I wake up in my dormitory, greeted by the
tting ceiling beams as I always am. I begin
to rise when my next-door neighbor
in the dormitory pokes his head

in and frantically tells me that

there is an attack happening,

the occult overlords are

displeased again. I get up,

suddenly possessed of

energy. [ run out the

door, and get caught

up in a flood of

o
rr—
cccc
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Eventually I get to the
entrance to the college
building, a huge, ornately
carved stone building to
house all the parts of

the college, truly the
most massive and
well-built structure

people running,
I have ever seen. running, running
I cross the bridge into the big room
{md enter. Inside of the dormitory.
1S a warren We emerge
of hallways into it, and I
carved from gaze up. The
rock, !eadlng room is at least
to various ten thousand
classrooms square feet, and
and libraries. the ceiling is
As I'begin to far, far above,
Criss-Cross much too far
the maze of to see. Decrepit
hallways, blocks of wood
suddenly I and stone hang

see a hunched,
animalistic figure
hobbling across

in midair, and
vines hang down
from them. Without

the small bridge 1 a second thought,
am about to cross. I begin to climb a
At the sound of my nearby vine, as many
footsteps he turns others do the same,
sharply and gazes straight while still others stay on

into my soul with his yellow

glowing eyes. In shock, I see

that it is my friend willow11,

from Bluelight. What has happened to
him!? His skin is so wrinkled and darkened
his face barely looks human anymore. He is
much shorter due to an intense hunch; his
almost reach the ground as he is standing. As
begin to ask him what happened, he speaks,
a thin, raspy voice, ‘Beware the occult! And
not collect, it is how they control us!”

the floor, terrified of what is
happening. As I climb and begin

to get some height, I see that great
stones that are fiercely burning with
enveloping flames are crashing occasionally
through the walls, wreaking havoc as they
troy everything in their path, even shattering
floating stone and wood blocks they happen
hit. Whenever that happens, mostly far up
above me still, all of the people chmblng the
es attached to that block fall, screaming, to
their sure deaths. Falling from such a height

_\/ !
~ es the continuation of Tife terribly unlikely.
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With that, he scampers off.

I keep climbing, occasionally dodging debris.

I periodically check that my treasure jar is still
attached to my belt, and pull on it for strength when
my arms get tired from the constant climbing, T
don’t know what is up there, but I know I must
climb to it. I look down at some point and the
people look like ants, yet still I can’t see the ceiling,
only smaller and smaller floating blocks with vines
trailing down, with smaller and smaller people
climbing them, making progress, giving up, being
obliterated by fireballs. Now I am in the range

of these fireballs, but, concentrating carefully, I
manage to correctly guess which blocks they are
going to hit.

Suddenly my jar slips out of my belt. NO!! In
desperation I look down, hoping that everything

I have in this life has not fallen to the floor far, far
below, shattering into a million pieces or being
collected by other searchers. With a powerful sense
of relief, I see that it has fallen a very short distance
to rest on the block I had just been to. All T have

to do is climb back down to get it! Whew! I make
my way down my current vine, and triumphantly
retrieve my jar.

I'look up for a moment and glance around, just in
time to see a massive fireball slam into me and my
block.
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I open my eyes with a start. I am in my bedroom,
laying in my bed, splayed out in a mess of tangled
covers, and daylight is streaming in the windows,
an early morning light, but brilliant and full of
promise. The dreamscapes of the night before come
back to me in pieces. I stretch all of my muscles
and notice that I feel, well, really good. A bit heavy
and uncoordinated, but good, just plain good. A
smile materializes on my face and I get up, collect
my clothes and put them on. Well, my daytime
Ppajamas anyway, some cozy pajama pants and an
old, plain t-shirt that is very comfortable. I get to
the stairs and realize I need to be careful. As I walk
unsteadily down them I think back to my night,
my long, long night. Man, I am so glad that I'm
not really there, that T don’t have to stay there. That
version of myself'is so incredibly sad and tedious.
At the bottom of the stairs I look around. My house
looks normal; the visuals at this point
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consist of a brilliant hue to everything the sunlight
touches, as if it is jeweled, and some light tracers.
1 walk around my house, looking for something.
What was 1 supposed to find, and will T know it
when 1 find it? 1 had been searching for something,
but it doesn’t quite come together and 1 become
confused. I'm suré 1l recognize it when Iseeit.

Eventually I s down on the couch
and closeg y eyes to think.
Jamina brown, frayed
railroad town. I grew
up here and 1 know most everyone.

Despite the poverty, people here are pretty happy
because we have each other. 'm walking along the
tracks, whistling, the tiny downtown directly to my

right, maybe a hundred yards. T am onmy way to

meet up with my somewhat older friends. They’re
an old cockney couple, constantly bickering but
ina good—natured way, like Punch and Judy.
look all around me, taking in, as always, the dusty,
brown surroundings. The buildings of the town
are run down, but cach house contains bright,
happy decorations, done 0 the best of the ability
of its inhabitants. Children run and laugh through
the streets, and 1 smile. I keep walking, whistling
brightly to myself, excited that [ am going to get to
spend some time with my friends.

After five or ten minutes 1 arrive. I knock on the
door and they answer with big smiles and hugs. 1
come in and we get 10 talking. I observe the way
they interact with each other with fond amusement.
To an outsider it looks like they hate each other, but
it’s just their game, and they are wonderfully close.
They are both very overweight and slobby-looking,
but it’s just part of who they are. The woman asks
me if 1 am aware that the festival is almost here.

I tell her that I had forgotten, is it here already?
Then she tells me about the festival. Hordes of
people come in to celebrate in the streets at the
height of summer every year. Much revelry is had,
and this year the local head shops have amassed

a huge supply of these packets of drugs. When
taken in small quantities, they provide faint sense
of relaxation and calm, but when taken in large
amounts, the user becomes utterly inebriated, full
of joy, and is no longer under ‘much control of their
own actions and speech. We shake our heads; it
seems like a stupid thing to do. The head shops
have said that they will be giving as much away

as anyone wants for free, in honor of the festival.
We all three agree that this doesn’t bode well for
the festival, having hordes of people unable to
control themselves and highly intoxicated. Our
conversation turns to other things, but the special

Afestival drugs stick in my mind, and T wo ) the cove I live in meet up, far above. 1
lightly for the rest of do live in paradise for Spring, Summer
day. My heart swells with love, and

ead back to the
T open / my eyes
find myself sitting on
couch in the living room, and the fumni
in its old arrangement from a couple of y€
ago, though the difference does not oceur to
Warm, golden sunlight streams in through
double french doors behind me, illumina
me with warmth and celestial light. T checkK
clock; it’s about 9-30am. I seem to be d
powerfully outside by the sublime beauty O
mountain cove, so T oblige my desires and
outside onto the back deck. Gorgeous St
filters through leaves to caress my skin
cast the world in its cheery morning brilli
T spend some time just standing there, loc
up, letting the warmth fall on my fa
admiring my yard. Then I walk down t©
of the driveway and admire my beautiful D
mountain spring that 1 landscaped two yea
with forest ferns, rich soil and river rocks
the thought occurs to me to check my ma
has been a few days since T've do

up from my
puter chair and decide
T want to see what these special festival
o are about after all. So I decide to drive
he local head shops and ask them if their
ial festival drugs are in, and if my friend
ht, they’1l have plenty of packets for free.
ather my phone, wallet and car keys, and
d outside into the beautiful late-afternoon
carly evening really, about 6:00pm it feels
hough I don’t bother checking my phone.
ing is nagging at me that it’s not a good
to go do this, but I pay it no attention an
down to my car, unlock it, and get in. I do
standard checks for my wallet and phone,
nd turn it on, relishing in the feeling of the
ngine’s thrum through my body. I open my
ow and stick my head out and look behind,
hich is necessary because my driveway is
arrow and steep and you can’t see anything
ough the mirrors. 1 undo the parking brake,
sress in the clutch, and put it in first gear so
¢ 1 am in the gear 1 need once 1 finish letting
sravity roll me out of the driveway. Same as
always. | carefully, and dare I say skillfully,
aneuver down the driveway, cut the wheel
arply left at the bottom so my back end goes
right, and steer backwards for a moment to
nd myself facing the downslope of the
way I need to

I walk slowly down the driveway, bean
the world with my beautiful energy and €
Once I get to the bottom of the drive!
across the street neighbor drives by
car and pulls into his driveway. He an
whenever we encounter each other,

like to get to know him better, we're @
same age and he seems really cool, bu
he may not do drugs, it’s hard to tell.
has a girlﬁiend, or maybe wife, who see
shy. Anyway, the thought suddenly inf
mind that Twould love to talk to him @
ibogaine experience. Once in the rect
told him I was struggling with opiate @
so it only seems logical to me i the

to go and share my joy with him at be
and experiencing one of the mos
things I've ever experienced. 1€
however, some part of my mind tel ih
this may not be good idea. In the tin
me to hesitate, he grabs the grocerie
car and walks mnside. Oh well, 1
missed my chance. 1 resolve to talk t0
it if T see him come Out

Tam driving down
the main commercial
street in my end of town, heading towards the
Jowntown head shop. The one T usually use is
Joser, but I feel a bit embarrassed to be going
and asking for free special festival drugs. So1
st for the downtown one that I never go to. 'm
ooking forward to seeing what this experience
like. It should be interesting to go se€ My old
ockney friends tonight, but I wonder if they’ll
disapprove. I think back to some of the other
dreams Ive had in the past few days. I shake
my head, wondering at how I had believed they
were real at the time when they were so clearly

dream visions. I pass under the underpass
leading into downtown, the mid-evening sun
just about to pass below my line of sight.

I make it the rest of the way to the 1
check inside... some random j
it 1 turn and immediately forget a
1 gaze up at the place where the twa

I’'m driving back under
the underpass heading out
of downtown. It’s nearly dark out, mid-twilight. I
wonder if1 accomplished my goal? 1 can’t really
recall; that's odd. Right? It’s at this moment that I
remember the ibogaine. Oh my god, wait a second,
the “special festival drugs’ aren't even real! 1hope
1 didn’t actually walk into that head shop asking
for them! And then another thought hits me 'm
driving... police! T get nervous and look all around,
though the light is getting

quite dim. 1 don’t see any cop cars, but I realize 1
need to be extra careful, and that this was, indeed,
abad idea.

1 drive along, at the speed limit, DOt making any

sudden moves. 1 pass the same storefronts, though

something seems a bit different about them. Then

1 see my usual head shop, and 1 think to myself,
wait, maybe can get some O

those festival drugs after all!

*+ DISCLAIMER: DRIVING WHILE
INTOXICATED IS A TERRIBLE IDEA
AND 1 DO NOT CONDONE IT. DUE TO
THE TIME CONSTRAINTS REQUIRED
TO DRIVE TO WHERE MY MEMORY
TELLS ME | WAS, AND THE FACT
THAT MY TWO SURROUNDING REAL-
WORLD MEMORIES TAKE PLACE
LESS THAN A HALF HOUR APART,
AND DUE TO THE FACT THAT IN MY
MEMORY THIS TOOK PLACE IN THE
EVENING, AND MY USUAL HEAD
SHOP LOOKED DIFFERENT AND WAS
STANDING ALONE, 1DO NOT BELIEVE
| REALLY DROVE, BUT THAT THIS
TOOWAS A DREAM, ALBEIT A VERY
REALISTIC AND DETAILED DREAM.
STILL, THIS SHOULD SERVE AS
ANOTHER LESSON TO YOU THAT ONE
NEEDS A CONSTANT SITTER FOR AT
LEAST THREE DAYS WHEN TAKING
AN IBOGAINE FLOOD DOSE. | couLD
HAVE DRIVEN, AND 1 MAY ACTUALLY
HAVE, 1 WILL PROBABLY NEVER
KNOW FOR SURE ok
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I'am in my kitchen, and I realize, while eating fruit,
that my stove has gotten messy. Fruit juice is dried
all over it, there are crumbs everywhere, and too
many things are out. I decide to straighten up the
stove/counter area. As I go to grab a paper towel

and some cleaning spray, I suddenly realize [ am on

the set of a game show!

Cany
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grees to help. But he says that due to the

e crowds here because of the festival, and
out of control behavior due to the festival
os extravaganza, that he is holed up in his
se and he can’t get out without my help.

1 he also tells me that the occult overlords
atching everything through the eyes of the
2lers who are lost in the festival drugs.

'You have chosen the pape
towel and cleaning spray! #
these your final choices??

efully make my way through the crowds,
cing sure to appear out of my mind and

oric, to blend in. Eventually [ make it to
edge of town, where egor’s house is. At
point there aren’t many people around, so

e care to actually hide. I use the bushes to

er me, stealthily creeping closer and closer.
y times I have to pause and hold my breath
le waiting for someone to pass. Eventually
ake it to egor’s place, and creep to the back
r. He comes to it and together we focus
energies and mute our sounds and put up a
1al light defraction cloak, making it much
Jer to see us and impossible to hear us.

ne, most people don’t have enough power

0 anything major, but together, the two of us
accomplish a few things.

‘Yes, they are’
y

‘Now remember that you 0
get one steel wool pad sa
Onyour mark... get set..

Clean That Stovell’

set off further out of town, toward a remote
try house that we somehow know the
is being held at. Steady streams of

11d .
i \_\Qg‘( 5 \ xicated festival-goers pass along our path,

e make slow and careful progress, never
g a step unless we are sure we can get

y with it. We use the bushes and trees as
h as possible, but occasionally we are

As I spray the counter and stovetop initially, the
crowd goes wild. My adrenaline pumping, I wait
the requisite fifteen seconds for the spray to have
really gotten in there, and then begin wiping
furiously with my paper towel. Making record
time, I grab another paper towel to finish the

task. Sweat beads my brow but my adrenaline is
coursing powerfully. I'm gonna to do it! I’'m gonna
Clean That Stove!!

But wait, an encrusted spot? I pick at it and scrub
with the paper towel, but it won’t budge. I panic
momentarily, but then I remember I have a steel
wool pad save to use. So I grab one from the box
under the sink, to the appreciative roars of the
crowd and exclamation from the host. I rush back
and scrub it, once, twice, thrice. It comes clean off,
and I grab one more paper towel and wipe off the
last of the soapy residue. I did it! [ won!!

ed to simply freeze and concentrate extra
1 on our partial invisibility cloak as people
s by. But no one’s gaze ever fixes on us. I
that if it does, we will be discovered, as
overlords can read minds.

Iam in the dusty railroad town. It’s mid-eve
and I am on my way to the middle-aged
cockney couples’ house to get together with
them for dinner. I arrive and knock on the do
and the visibly distraught man answers. Wild
eyed, he tells me that his wife was kidnapped
Some robed men came, waved their hand to
immobilize him, and took her! He wails that
the overlords have taken his love. Tears fallin
down my face, I swear to him that I will find
and rescue her.

er a long while of careful creeping and tense
ents, we clear a crest of a hill and see the
cottage below. Suddenly there are no

e revelers. Still creeping along, we head

the hill, test the doorknob and find it
dcked. The woman is cowering the corner,

as soon as she sees it’s us she cries out in joy
nearly crushes us with her embrace, tears
ing down her face.

I walk away, my mind reeling. What can I, a
poor young man, do against the overlords?

Suddenly I know my first step: I call my frier
egor from Bluelight. He answers and I expla
the situation breathlessly, and, bless his hea

, to escape with an addltlonal person who
NO POWETS... ;

I’m in the kitchen, eating fruit, a delicious, juicy
pear, a perfectly ripe banana. It’s been sitting out
for days now and has ripened nicely, as [ had
hoped. Eating the fruit is like the first time eating
fruit, and the incredible flavor overwhelms me. I
realize I am simply radiating with euphoria, and
the feeling in my body is like heaven. I feel plenty
of energy but also very relaxed. The light pouring
through the numerous kitchen windows is like a
crystalline web, bathing the entire world in radiant
color. I suddenly feel pretty with it, and a bunch
of the dreams I had start to come back to me, and
I realize just now how far out I have been for the
past few days. I decide to get online, and notice it’s
just before 10am. I go to Bluelight and read some
threads, though I don’t internalize any of it. I head
to the PD Social thread and make a post. I notice
it is very difficult to type, but I work slowly and I
feel that I do an alright job (I later came to find out
that it was entirely illegible and had some people
worried).

At this point I notice that my computer and browser
seem to be really glitchy, almost like I’ve caught a
virus. I struggle through it for a bit, and suddenly
notice that there is a tab open that says occult. I try
to close the browser, but it won’t close. It won’t
navigate. It starts to pixelate. So I open a different
browser and that one works a bit better, though
I'am creeped out. So the occult practitioners are

at it again, eh? A sense of foreboding overtakes
me as my mind begins to scatter and I spend an
indeterminable amount of time consumed by
recall of many of my visions from the previous
two nights, in much more detail than I have
remembered thus far.

At some point I look at the clock, and then glance
at my work email...

Oh my god, it’s Wednesday (no, relax it’s Monday,
no wait, shit it’s Wednesday! So much has
happened, it HAS to be Wednesday!). I have to be
back at work! It’s 2:30pm (where the hell did the
time go??) and [ have missed a whole half day,
and there is an issue with one of my studies! I'm
gonna really be in trouble! Frantically I attempt

to log in to the software we use that the study is
programmed in. I can’t log in. In panic, I try again;
same result, invalid password. Mustering my
focus, I sit there and slowly press one key at a time
for the password, careful to press the right keys,
and I am positive I did it right. Still, I can’t login.
Overwhelming feelings of panic start to
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just force of habit, an emotional connection to drugs.
Exactly the sort of thing I am doing ibogaine for. Or
BB, thc cor, amid the emerging rainfy réascfrhaps T was still connt;cted to that dream .in my
P e n’ew leaves growing ever bconsciousness. He hurries us inside. Once inside
- ’Once strapped in, A backs out 0 f%gay hi to his girlfriend E, another good friend of

- ; O OMIRE. We chat a little bit, and she eyes my drug jar
wa};oanmi\yerr;rofﬁ Mtu%h toiiﬂl‘,l}‘fenrie With slightly wide eyes. Things are beginning to get
‘ 1n retrospect, bu omehte hazy for me. For a moment I will be talking
content and feel with it. I know we

to her and we will both be different people, and the

s some things, and I spend a lot of time S )

hi > . apartment is a different place. And then I'll sna
jing the world go by much more quickly P back to reality, s times 04 puzzled facg
is possible without our modern traveling \ | < ’

es. I greatly enjoy the sights and the
e of motion, as the whole world feels
d new and interesting. The rapidly Shi[fg{}g o,

ery is amazing to me, all of the sights sitting o

d new, and the sense of increased moﬁ%lrllyfsSpent' e touch is outside, dnd the landscape
- tln’g 1§ pastoral. Hunched over, I am drinking a cold

green beverage made of crushed up plants on ice.

awhile, A says he wants to stop o gt I'have to slog it down, as it is quite unpleasant. I
e food at Cookout. Now the idea of fooHlk grumpy thoughts as [ rue my aching body and

ces butterflies in my stomach. OtheC(%Hasltxgn: If at1g;1 c. Other Eeo%:: areh?ro%tzd me lfllavmg
e fruit this will be the first food T have gateh’ 2> 1 BE8H S o e e
e the morning of the flood dose, and the g | \ > CQmpaily
pect of sustenance makes me realize just
hungry I am. We get up to the window

A decides for simplicity’s sake we’d do
same order and I could just give him cash,

h I have. I reach into my money fold whgre shofild go outsieand downstalrs and

ep my cash, which is all from selling y . - S .
ng out with our friends that live in the downstairs
tiihif] I;arl:ietilﬁ?lgﬁélgsolu: 1$ilrity’()?§r_ apartment. That sounds good to me, as I feel
y e P o * gregarious and sociable. By this time walking is

pg;gg ﬁ:ﬁ;ghggeggszrﬁnﬁf;g’o gasy and my coordination is fully intact. While I

kout, they have amazing shakes and afill present, I'am consumed with the most beautiful
. g’O ther food, this burger is so good, it’ euphpr;a, a crystalline feeling that ev.erythlng. is
B ik = realfy g00d backyard cook 81(’%60‘[, in its right place. I feel'not 'the slightest hint
B e imnlics. As we 00 10 pav. 1 1O%E(oplate withdrawal, and my slip with kratom when
PICS. £0 1o pay, I freaked out earlier never seemed to materialize

y hand and the twenty is missing. I look anvihi S

; . anything as far as actually feeling it. I tell myself
Qi so does A, and we can’t ﬁndtg’remember to throw the kratom away when I get
saw me with it too. So he says not to worry home fomorTow.

t it and just pays and we drive off. I eat the

wash over me. [ am starting to feel like [ have
broken my brain, nothing is working, I can’t ) .
anything happen reliably in the real world. F 11\11}%( fets off work, and we'll go spend the nig

. is house and hang out with some friends.
days have gone by, I say to myself with dread, v iry excited for that, as I'd love to experie

should be able to function by now! I start to thi . .
need to talk to someone to get a handle on reallinlit)tﬁé rp ggiﬂiﬁ?ﬁgﬁggﬁd@ﬁgﬁ' }E et%
llmtry to }1se n(liy _pho%e to pall fmy little dl()jr'oiher, EV t%o bejcause he’s at work, and ile hangs up
ows I am doing ibogaine for my addiction, bu . 1
I am having trou‘t%le W%)rkjng it. th texts I can tells me I can call again if I reall iy
do, so I send a text to my parents and one to myp
brother (I later found out that what I sent was an
illegible jumble of text. I also sent texts to my
friends who were keeping an eye on me, though
obviously not at this moment, which I later found
out alarmed them). No one is calling me. My paaé% ;
grows; I begin to weep softly and then gradualhéuts
harder and harder until I am pacing around m)ili3 le
house wracked with choking sobs, uncontrollably
venting my terror into the air. Finally I decide it
would be the best idea to send an email to my
boss, and tell him what is happening, so he can
call me and talk me down. He already knows
about my battle with addiction, and I bet he wo 6
be understanding, and he can prevent me from looks around and cle anspup a little, andl

snapping or dying. Hurriedly, I get on my computer, ' oo questions, I suppose to gaugel
again and compose an email. [ am attempting to together I am. He aéks me why I logged
communicate that in trying to cure my addiction, work. 1 tell him th at I was asked to help
I have inadvertently broken my brain and I am som etﬁin g even though the real answeri8
afraid to be alone, and I need to talk to someone I looked ;.t my email and saw that sometk
desperlately to help me a?chor. I read Cli)%ck ﬁver i{n eeded help, and thought it was Wednesd
several times; I notice a few typos and fix them. : -

seriously double-check myselt};p that this is a good realize I am lying but I am unable (ORu

idea, and decide that it is, that it’s the only Optio{%lls me that I told them I was hiking right
Then I press send. when I got the time off; so trying to work 1

After T send it, | immediately feel that T shouldn’t &,YCry bad idea because then they will ki

. ) I’m lying. But I am still convinced that I
have done that. My panic continues to grow, upposed to be working, however at this

along with regret, I increasingly become sure thfsfhave accepted that I can’t and I will deal
I am going insane and that I will never be able to the consequences later. I start to gathef

function right again. Suddenly the only choice fg&/
saving me seems to be to take a dose of kratom

ut I don’t, I’ve calmed down. The excite;
of the near future of seeing my friends
completely transformed my terror
excitement. Just like that, the world f
beautiful again. I feel pretty lucid fina
de to leave my computer alone and jus

G

qhone, and my drug jar (‘Just in case’,

(which I should have thrown away beforehand). - § BB rocr before we even arrive at his house _ _

pull it out and swallow 5 teaspoons of it (a normyg d¥:$rf; fl sihlrz)gs gai(st?éhzf;?sﬁ?iar ] - (z;gnly a few minutes away carrive downstairs and my friends R and M are

dose for me, apout 12 grams‘?, a part of me he'i Ipp e hp Iny e - : there. They know that I’m on ibogaine, or that

screamin, KQ)@D to get the jar, | notice my phone 1S SIHE . took it on Saturday. Naturally they are curious, I see
g s DO and that somehow my boss had called and T er what seems like a very long ampunt o

swered, and he had probably been hez

Just then, my little brother calls. I answer € . -
him I’'m scared and I think my brain is brol??é.:: nvaftriiagtlcinsiyvgglgr}}zigf; l‘lgﬁzﬁh}l,t he
calms me down at}d tell's me thz}t,l m ﬁne&m? phone RIGHT NOW!” and hang up h
took a huge dose of 1bqgame and it’s Monq ORE. 1100k, and there had been 4 missed &
Wednesday. After multiple rounds of calmi him be fz)re I decide to turn mv ohont
then listening to me work myself back up, he S, stroke of (.zlarity I realize thisyigno :

talking about other things, and it leads me t‘?@mumcate with anyone but my SR
WY

| time since we left my house, we arrive at. o Lo
1 . > ing about it which is nice. We step inside to
E’s place. I grab my mlllg shake and gﬁg@rgt VA
exit the car, holding the jar heedlessly o
open, totally oblivious to the fact that [ am in
eighborhood with other people and children.
is only at this point that A even realizes I've o
ought it, which I discover later he was a htﬂf’able cat hilbaveof n% iIVs castle. m
ous about, as he didn’t think I needed1o b | f grt " yb ny r i ty
ing any other drugs, and indeed [ Bowetful footsteps reverberating. I'm on my way to
don’%kmi,w why 1 bro’u ght it, perha Srlr%%%t iy little brother, as we have some business to
Y » PEnaps L WER uss. Before long I emerge into a great, open

RS rggardjng me extra closely, but they don’t say
uf
n

AN

calmer p 1z§ce. Whl.le l’m’on the. phone, I get s gathered, we walk out of the house a
from my friend saying he’s coming over at 5 into his car
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hallway, the center of the circular castle complex.
The dominating features are the many rows of
seats, in circular structures, radiating out from the
center, the high-domed roof that is open to the sky
in the center, and the opening in the floor that views
down upon the white-capped mountain peaks

far below, and even farther below the rambling,
bustling towns that contains our subjects. I am, of
course, in my home, a palace floating high above
the tallest mountains in the world. My family and

I are the gods of the local people below, and we do
our best to be just and kind. Through the massive
skylight above, the sky is clear blue, since we are
above all of the clouds, a clear and deep blue that
can only come from a thin atmosphere. I look down
through the bottom skylight again, and notice it is
snowing. Of course I can see through the clouds
and in doing so I note that the people below are
lighting fires and bundling up against the cold.

After a moment, my brother walks in. He, like
the rest of us, is around twenty feet tall. He wears
light blue armor which shows off his tremendous
muscles as it has no sleeves and stops well above

the knee. At his side is his trusty sword Kingslayer,
ornate to the point that mortals could barely
comprehend, but which is just beautifully ornate to
me. We walk towards each other, smiling, and clasp
arms in greeting. I ask him what the important
business is and he lists off some things regarding
the people below and the neighboring sector’s
gods. Then he grins and tells me that the real reason
he wanted to see me is to tell me that it’s time to go
snowcloud skiing! With great excitement, he and

I materialize our skis from thin air, strap them on,
and leap down through the floor opening.

I fall, faster and faster, until I reach terminal
velocity, and then even faster. In moments, my

skis touch down on the snow clouds, finding solid
purchase, right next to my brother. And then we’re
off. I pick the steepest course, right down the edge
of the wedge shape of the massive cloud. The
feeling of extreme motion is utterly exhilarating,
and I laugh out loud in pure excitement. I reach the
edge of the cloud and leap powerfully off, flying
through empty air, faster and faster, and setting
down as if landing a massive ski jump on another,
lower cloud. A moment later my brother flies
through the air above my head, landing in a spray
of cloud. We continue in this manner, laughing and
shouting, kids again for a few precious and all-too-

brief minutes, losing ourselves in one of life’s joys. 1
I strol itly down the cobbled street,
B | ur people making an effort to cross the street as

RKOTH

I am standing outside under the upper deck 2t for me too. Well, actually if it were me,
my friends around, and R is looking at me yuntering me, I’d probably knife ‘em. I pass
I’m crazy. I realize it’s early twilight, and amiliar houses and businesses, all carved
I’'m having a great time hanging out wi the same glowing stone, though such
friends. I can tell I'm being a little crazy: paratively small chunks of stone only have
animated, but as far as I can tell everyo int'glow. It’s really quite beautiful.
entertained by it and we’re having Some ;’W “more minutes, I reach the tavern
conversations. In this moment, R-is look 1§ my destination, the meeting place. I
at me like I’'m crazy. I stop to think a se€ ceraround and make sure no one’s looking,
and realize that what I had just said last® walk in. Once inside, we’re all good, as
no sense, like when you’re fall'_ ! establishment.
while talking to someone and you § n t'say /
something that is part of your emerging i#
thoughts, and it makes no sense, and then:
wake up a bit and catch yourself. I laugh and
him I realize what I ju§t said made no sense,
he laughs very loudly and extendedly and w
he can speak again, he sqys “Yeah dud
SHIT?!’. Everyone islaugh{ng, including;

0 grade school
d each order

. Do'l drink too much?

hen my machismo

't humiliate me into 'suppressmg those

hts. Am I an alcoholi¢? No, that’s for

bitches. | heartli],y order another round

eryone and we get to business. This

he s too incorruptible. We’ve tried
-'We ve ev_en-t-rred offering him a

). Fhe time has come to kill him.

I look around th d and notict that-we’re
way up high on @cencrete patio Vyith a hig
railing, perched mthe aitioyerlooking a long
range mountain View, and canyon. 0dd, I
to myself, usually this’backyard is fiat. Well,
matter, ’'m havihg a gteattime withmy frier
I feel myself speaking but I have no due wh
I’'m saying as the dim light and a forgatte .rv , we cheers to that. This town is
corner of the patio, under the stairs, see y and nobody better forget that.

draw me in. ‘:_ i
1 :. i .:."" Bll.‘!r*

y realize ['am in A and E’s kitchen, and
phing at me and asking me what I'm
Whnsure of how to answer, I look down. It
:L,I- ave opened my drug jar and found a
from within the stone is di imn led:spoon, and evidently decided to
i ady, low lig p bjgg;e of 6-APB and tried to stick the

.

I watch the eerie'l

color of twilight. M
one little section of a
cave system. The ceili

of feet above, though at the edges of t
comes down to the ground. I'am one of
of dwarf-like people,li
loompas. We live here in this smal

As it happens, I am a high=up membe
local crime family. I'm on iy way to gon
up with a few of my people ‘and the toy
mayor, as we're all old friends. We have's
business to discuss regarding one of the to
other politicians who is g t0 eXpose
connection between my family and tHe 3

e town fits i to it. The spoon, however, is quite a bit
f: , and\] am just standing there with the

n f oved'into the baggie as far as it will go
he baggie is still in the jar, and the handle
spoon is sticking straight up out of the jar.
da few times, look and E and just shake
d. Laughing, she takes it from me and

t all up. 4
Blur

I'peer out one of the front windows of my
ly’s spacecraft, out into the reaches of space
at Illove so well. The view of space without
2 diffusion of an atmosphere really is a sight
0 behold, beyond comprehension, I suppose,
ou haven’t experienced it. I feel bad for the
people who can’t afford a space home. [ am

I walk by. I don’t blame them. I’d cross the

sitting in the living room/control room with my
family. We’re all looking out into space, as anyone
who lives in space is wont to do, and we’re having
casual conversations. I'm quite young, a late pre-
teen. Suddenly, the living room teleporter flashes
and my best friend Brandon is there. Excitedly I
jump up; we had planned to play hide and seek
between our two houses and space walking.
Laughing, we rush off. Since we’re able to use our
minds to rather quickly locate each other, hide and
seek consists of constantly changing locations, and
of both of us hiding and attempting find the other
without being seen first. It’s a fantastically fun
game. We rush in and out of teleporters, between
each others’ houses, and we even walk out into
space and float around on the outsides of our
houses. This game continues on, and I’m having
the time of my life in a way that only a kid knows

how to do.
Blur*

I am standing on the upstairs deck at the back of
A’s house, with my friends, who are smoking
cigarettes. I am having an animated discussion
with R about the evolution of brains. I bring up
that maybe there were smart dinosaurs, how do we
really know? He says that we do know how large
their brains were and they were super tiny, basically
a brain stem plus a little tiny bulb on the front

for non-autonomous functions. All of a sudden it
occurs to me the long path of evolution that has led
to us, from bacteria to multi-celled creatures to fish
to the fish that went on land, to reptiles. By then
something of a brain had evolved, but it would take
hundreds of millions of more years for those brains
to evolve into anything that any of the cutting-edge
creatures today possesses. A dog is untold times
more intelligent than a dinosaur would have been.
The reptilian ancestor that crossed over into the
ancestor of all mammals shared the brain of the
dinosaur, and slowly evolved more and more over
untold millenia.

And then at some point the early human ancestors
were born, and for whatever reason the evolution
of our brains just exploded. And now here we are,
with as many neurons in each human brain as the
number of stars in the known universe. It’s such
an amazing thing. I realize how lucky I am to be
inhabiting a life-form on a planet so late on in its
life, which has had the good fortune of creating a
beautiful and long history of mental evolution. I
realize now that it’s very unlikely there could have
been anything of even marginal intelligence by
today’s standards alive on Earth back in the time
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of the dinosaurs, unless it was extraterrestrial. This
realization brings me a lot of satisfaction, and R
seems happy with the conversation as well.

It’s pretty late. I'm sitting on A and E’s couch, and
they’re sitting on other seats in the room. We’re
talking and hanging out. I feel pretty beat, my
eyes half-lidded. E asks if  want a hit of weed. I
consider it for a moment
and then shake my head and tell her I'm already
disconnected from reality enough. A nods in
support, as all day he has been trying to make sure I
don’t take more drugs.
He tells E to stop asking me if [ want anything. I
loll my head around, enjoying my body sensations
but also feeling a bit worn down.

I'am being led to bed, in the extra bedroom, which
I am sharing with the parrot they are sitting for. I
gratefully allow myself to be led in there, and E has
made the bed f
or me. She tells me to sleep tight and I fall into the
bed forcefully, my head slamming into the pillow,
and the dreams begin immediately.

Soft light filters down through the stone of the
massive cavern. I’'m again a brother in the local
crime family of our village.
It’s later in the night on the same day,
and we are again gathered at the bar, discussing our
murder plan for the incorruptible politician. But this
time,
I am internally conflicted. In the time since our
original meeting, when I was totally on board, I did
some checking into this guy.
Something within me seemed to rebel against the
idea of murder, so I decided to do some research.
What I found was disturbing to me. This is a great
guy, who does a lot of good. He runs a homeless
children’s shelter. He has three kids and a loving
wife and they seem extremely happy.

KOTH

e and the mayor thrust our knives into their
. They turn to us in utter disbelief, as blood
bbles out of their mouths and they fall to the
ground, dead.
gh [ have just killed two of my family
bers, | feel good. I have had a change of
and it feels wonderful.

I myself have a kid and I can’t imagine what
would happen to him physically or emotionz
if I were to be killed.

The result of my research is that now I feel
strange about this. I have never before been
against a murder for business purposes, thol
I have never been cruel like my older brothe;
and father, who seem to revel in the misery
terror they cause. No, I only do it if there is
pressing need,
but I have never felt bad about that be
I suppose it’s because usually the pe
we kill are rival crime family membe
corrupt politicians who do not align wi
interests. So I sit there in a dark corner o
tavern, drinking heavily, my thoughts dark g the crusty old crown molding and
troubled. Then there is a tap on my shoulde e wood carving embellishments on the
my friend, the ma ling.
He gets close to my ear and whispers ‘Hey, After a bit, I open a door that leads into a
think what we’re doing is wrong, I don’t thi ange room that my dad is standing in. I look
we should go through with this’. I tell him I ound and my eyes catch one of a dozen or
agree completely, but that pits in the ground. It looks like one of those
my father and brother will never see it ‘bottomless pit’ tables from the 80s, that has
way. The mayor’s face softens in a mirrors on
haven’t seen since we were kids, before a the bottom and top and a ring of lights, and
of corruption and murder hardened us bo > mirrors cause the lights to repeat endlessly,
tells me that he thinks we need to actuall looking like a bottomless pit. As my eyes
them, and get their influence out of this tc ich it though, suddenly my essence is pulled
and start ruling like people should, with the owards it and the lights glow brightly on the
of this politician we will end up sa first row. Then, accompanied by
ible siren sound in my mind, my gaze is
2d down, down, down as the light brightens
e way down. Within probably a second I
the bottom and
a soundless explosion.
Then I snap back to reality to my
’s sad eyes. ‘I was about to say don’t look at
0se... every time we look at one, even a tiny
bit, it goes off, and a random person is killed
where they stand’.

in an old mansion that is absolutely falling
in a bed. I sluggishly get up and walk
1gh the house. Where am I? T walk around,

I consider this. Most of me rebels agai
idea and feels like I should go tell my fa
and we should deal with the traitorous mé
But the deepest part of me, the real me, rea
he’s right. With a heavy h
I resolve that we will do this and I
tell the mayor so. He pats me on the shoulde
consolingly, puts his finger to his lips, and
back to my father and brother, laughing and
patting their backs heartily.
horrifies me! I am a murderer! I tell my
50, and he chuckles sadly and says that
a murderer, then he’s a mass murderer,
e he’s been hiding out in here to avoid the
orities due to the accidental murders from
> things,
e says it’s been impossible for him to avoid
cidentally looking at them since there are a
ozen of them in a rather small storage room.
0 [ set up with him now that I’'m a murderer
00, and attempt to keep my gaze away from
. But it’s fruitless. My dad says something
and I turn to him, and halfway through the
n my eye catches it again. Again the terrible

So we head out into the cold, dark cavern.
head out of town, where we have heard the
politician will be, enjoying a nightly walk.
Inexplicably, there is snow
covering the ground the farther out of to
get, eventually forming great drifts. At las
come upon the clearing, where the politici
kneeling in meditation, a big smile on his
We creep up behind him silently, and at the
moment, as my brother and fz
are raising their knives, he spins around, eye
wide, arms up to shield himself, fruitlessly. E
then before they can strike,

descent of my consciousness, the terrible noise, the
violent soundless explosion at the bottom. I emerge
and my dad looks at me sadly.
Over the course of time this happens many more
times, and my heart sinks more and more with each
one. Here we are, father and son, the accidental
mass murderers. My soul recoils in sorrow.

I realize I am standing in the hallway of A and E’s
house, in my underwear. I have no idea why I am
out here. I walk into the living room, pondering my
purpose.
Then I realize I have to pee. So I do that, and return
to bed, again hitting it hard and immediately my
awareness dissipates.

I open my eyes with a start, a collection of crazy
emotions swirling around in my head. I am in my
childhood bedroom. For a moment I wonder what
I’m doing here.

Then I look down at my child body,
small, hairless arms and legs, wearing an oversized
nightshirt. It is then that I realize I had just been
dreaming. Wow, what a crazy dream! The specifics
of it begin to scatter in my brain,

suddenly no longer making sense. I’'m pretty
sure it was a really intense dream but I can’t even
remember anymore what it was about. And with
that, some twenty years of life dissipate
into the aether and I am again a ten year
old kid. I lay there, smiling, and then turn over and
close my eyes again, looking forward to get school
over with tomorrow so I can play video games and
play outside with my friends.




The Aftermath

| wake up Tuesday morning,

the fourth day, to an absolutely
destroyed bed. There are two pillows
crammed between the wall and the
bed, a pillow on the other side of the
room on the floor, and the covers
are crammed down to the floor at
the end of the bed. | collect myself
for a moment, the flood of dreams
from the night before retrieved
automatically and intensely from my
memory. | look around and notice a
few things. For one, | went to sleep
in my clothes but | am now down

to my underwear. My clothes are
strewn about the room in different
places. My drug jar is open and on
the bedside table. | check through

it and nothing appears to be taken,
fortunately. | rub my eyes and focus.
| feel completely lucid for the first
time since | took the flood dose three
nights ago.

Before long, E knocks on the door
and asks if she can come in. She
meets me with a grin, and asks

me how I’'m feeling. At this point,
my memory of the previous day is
fuzzy, but my belief is that | was
mostly present, | remember quite a
few moments of hanging out and
discussions with E and with others.
| smile back and say | feel great,
because that is, in fact, the truth.

| realize as | answer the question
that the feeling in my body and
mind is, well, amazing. | am filled
with a wonderful amount of energy,
buzzing with pleasure. My mood

is wonderful; | feel as if nothing
could get me down. Moment by
moment, the extreme state | had
been in since | took the ibogaine is
coming back to me, and it fills me
with awe that the human experience
contains possibilities as intense and
wonderful as ibogaine. | am nearly
manic, or perhaps, | am manic, but
in a controlled way, in the best kind
of way. Life feels wonderful, | have
not the slightest hint of withdrawal
or discomfort. | am cured! As well as
bestowed with a beautiful state of
post-ibogaine metabolites.

I hang out in the living room as E
begins to gather her stuff for work
and start her day. We talk some; |
tell her how I’'m feeling and some

of what has been happening to me,
and | tell her | feel cured, which she
is happy to hear. | don’t have my

car here so she is going to take me
home, and then head to work. | want
to get home and spend my last day
off languishing in this beautiful state |
have found myself in.

Before long, the time comes to leave.
We walk out of the house and | am
met with the most gorgeous day |
can imagine. It’s about 10am, and
the mid-morning sunlight shines
down to illuminate brilliant greens

of leaves and grass, pinks, yellows,

whites, purple and blues of all of the
wonderful Western North Carolina
mountain flowers. | feel intensely
grateful to live in such a beautiful
place, and to be alive at all. So
many, effectively infinitely many,
paths could have been taken for
this planet that would not have led
to having such a beautiful place

to live and highly intelligent life
forms to appreciate it as well as
appreciate and contemplate their
own existence, and for where my
soul decided to enter a living body,
of all the trillions of planets in the
universe. | love Earth, and | am so
glad | live here.

We walk to the car, getin, and E
starts driving. The drive is fun, | enjoy
the fast movement and the ability

to travel somewhere a distance
away in a short amount of time. If
we didn’t have cars, | wouldn’t ever
see my friends probably since my
house is way up a mountain and

on the other side of town. Cars

pass with a powerful energy that

| feel as they whoosh by. But | am
also looking forward to getting
home, to my beautiful house and
mountainside forest half-acre yard,
to enjoy it in this wonderland | have
found myself in. | talk freely during
the ride because communication
feels good, it feels human. At times
in the past few days | haven’t been
human, or | have been versions of
myself | didn’t like. It feels so GOOD
to be ME, which is a feel that |
haven’t felt in years. The wonderful
body feeling is constantly coursing
through me, seeming to originate
from the heart and radiate quickly
out through the tips of my fingers,
toes, and head. The feeling is so
wonderful that it adds greatly to my
euphoria. | have never felt a euphoria
like this, it’s so natural, and | am filled
with gratefulness that | am able to
experience my life. Everything feels
new, fresh, exciting. Like | have been
reborn.

After a good 15 to 20 minutes, we
arrive at my house. | get out and say
bye to E, and she drives off. | stop
at the top of the driveway and look
around. The trees are are jeweled
majesties, stretching out gracefully
above, their young leaves bright
green and full of promise. | really do
live in an enchanted little mountain
cove. | decide to go check my mail.
Beaming all the way, simply enjoying
the physical process of walking,

| go to the mailbox. Surprise! My
package from a certain vendor came
way earlier than | expected. With
excitement | go into my house and
open the package. Inside is a gram
of methylone and a gram of 3-MMC.
I’'m having such a great day already,
and then my original reason for doing
drugs emerges from my euphoric
mind: I’'m having fun, this is good,
but if | take [insert drug here], it will
be even better! So, on impulse, |
take 150mg of methylone, taking

it down raw by pouring it onto my
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y cool to be able to travel at that
of speed while being the one to
it happen. It’s like it’s the first

| am experiencing the sensation
novelty of driving again, but

flood dose of ibogaine!) has really
ultimately been detrimental to me,
because it's made it so much easier
for me to say, hey Xorkoth, you
should take some of [insert drug
here], it’ll just make your day better!
The result is that, since | started
using drugs, on my best days | have
just as much desire to use drugs as
ality | think | am driving better | have come to have on my worst
usual, because | am being extra days. At this point, however, | have
ul. not yet recognized what a negative
pattern this has been for me.

them, except for a few that are to
nasty. | did it with the ibogaine al
am doing it with the methylone. |
little bitter but no big deal. :
sed, and E comments at some
At that moment, my phone rings; that I’'m driving extremely well.
it’s E. She tells me that her car
broke down and she’s about a
half mile down the road from me
She wants me to come and bring
jumper cables. | have a moment
of pause, as | realize the ibogaine
is affecting me strongly still, but |
feel so in control and super lucid
So | decide it will be fine and | we
outside, get in my car, and start i
Note that | do not recommend dc¢
what | did. In retrospect it was a
idea. But it is easy for me to drive
stay hyper-focused, and | feel the
I’m doing a good job. Within two
minutes, | arrive at E’s car. | take
jumper cables out of my trunk al
we connect them, red and red, tl
black and black. She gives it a t
Nothing. We re-connect the cabl
her end sparking. But still no lucl
appears to be a different proble
Reluctantly, E calls a tow truck to
take the car to a shop nearby. W
we’re waiting, we chat and | tell
| took some methylone, which sl
seems to somewhat disapprove
of; she looks a bit shocked really.
At that moment, the methylone
began to kick in. | feel an increast
in that wonderful euphoria from
the ibogaine. They seem to work
together well, the post-ibogaine
metabolites and methylone. As
E stands there anxious about a
possible serious car problem, |
empathize with her, but | can’t he
but keep a wide grin plastered o
my face. Suddenly the impulse tc
take more methylone hits me. In
retrospect, this reveals to me tha
| am a poly-drug addict, not just
opiates, though those are by far
the worst thing for me take. But i
this moment, | just feel exited. | t
E that | have to run home and ge
something, and | head off for the
two-minute drive to my house.

get to the place where the car
it set up right in front of it is a | continue to follow the tow truck,
and eventually we make it out of
some winding mountain roads and
find ourselves on the other side of
the roadblock, maybe 200 yards
from the end we started at. It is also
blocked, with police everywhere, but
there is no construction yet on this
side so the tow truck driver talks to
the officer sitting guard in his car and
gets us permission to pass. | follow,
passing right by the officer, the
danger of which never occurs to me.
| can talk to police, | feel fine, | think
to myself. Of course my pupils are
likely quite dilated and who knows
what | look like after over three days
in ibogaine’s ferocious embrace.
However, nothing happens, we just
drive by. E gets out of the car once
we park and talks to the driver as he
lowers her car down and places it in
an empty spot. E gets out and writes
a note and sticks it to the door, as
the shop is closed for the day due to
the construction. Then she gets in my
car and asks if | can take her to the
local university where she is going

to set up to give massages today.
The drive there is more of a same,
fun, but uneventful. | drop her off and
drive back home, and by the time |
get there I’'m glad to have arrived.

oad isn’t torn up yet. So off

0. The back roads we have to
go up fairly high and are quite
ow. As | follow the tow truck

gh them, | am again struck with
credible beauty of the place |
drive slowly through a jeweled
e, sunlight streaming through
eaves, wonderful euphoria
ming through my body. |
itely feel the methylone, and
-MMC adds a nice dopamine

; the combination is indeed
nice. | chatter away with E,

t this and that, feeling good just
g. In reality, the methylone and
C are completely extraneous
andom. | am feeling so amazing
the post-ibogaine trip that the
drugs, though they feel nice
ncrease my euphoria, are really
ecessary and are really just

e. However, since | was 17

S old | have been addicted

ly to getting high, to altering my
ciousness. | so often take drugs
ery little point, at inappropriate
s, and my ability to function

etty much anything (except a

| spend the rest of the day just
soaking up the awesomeness of my
life and the current mental state |
have found myself in. | take another
redose of methylone a few hours
later, along with some 3-MMC, and
then that is my last for the day. |

Once there, | measure out 100mg¢
more of methylone, and again o
impulse | also down 100mg of

3-MMC, as | read that they are a
good combination. | do this quic
and immediately head back to E
and the car. | get there, and the t
truck has just arrived. The driver
is a really nice and helpful guy. H
tries a bunch of things to get the
car started, but with no luck. The
time comes for us to follow him t
the place he’s taking the car. E as
if she can drive my car. It’s a sticl
shift and she doesn’t normally d
them, and my car is having probl
and | need to make sure it’s treat
gently, so | tell her that and she
reluctantly agrees to let me drive.
So off we go, following the truck
Driving is actually really fun, it fee
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spend time browsing Bluelight,
compiling notes for my report on

this experience, and then around
1:30pm | check my work email again,
and see that they are still having
issues with my study, and the person
covering it for me is clueless on how
to fix the issue. |, however, know
exactly what to do. | decide to give
them a helping hand and log in, tell
them | am going to work the second
half of this day (and hey, now | get
an extra half day of vacation back).

| proceed to spend a few hours
working it out. The team is very
appreciative. | guess | truly am lucid
again finally.

The rest of the day is more of the
same. | talk to Morninggloryseed and
other friends quite a bit on instant
messages, and | gush to everyone
who will listen about how | am cured
and how amazing this feeling is. At
some point | go to bed after | realize
| am tired, and | sleep a comfortable,
peaceful sleep, with several dreams
that | do not remember after waking.

* kK

| wake up Wednesday morning
feeling even better than | did the
previous day. A steady, pleasant,
amazing, sparkling, coursing
euphoria suffuses my entire being.
Really it never left, but it’'s even more
powerful than it was yesterday. |
get up, smiling ear to ear, stretch,
and then remember it's my first real
day back at work. Aw man... well,
nothing can ruin my mood. | feel
as if | am reborn, the old anxieties
and negative thought patterns

and, yes, the old opiates gone
from my life, as if by magic. | have
no desire for opiates, and | am
happy to see them go. | am utterly
comfortable and content with my life
and everything about it; it all feels
beautiful. | feel intensely alive, and
intensely grateful to be alive as me,
in my life. Living through some of
those dreams was pretty intense,
and | wouldn’t want to really exist
like that. But, it's a miracle; here |
am, living this awesome life! | am in
full-blown mania at this point, and

| am absolutely loving it! But at the
same time the thoughts | am having
are introspective and healthy, so
really it is a mania borne from the
pure, unadulterated beauty of the
experience | just had and am still
experiencing.

| walk downstairs and get on my
computer for work. This time, |

can enter my password fine and

| am having no trouble working

my computer. | chuckle ruefully to
myself, my solidly positive mindset
cushioning me from my next
thought, which is about my email to
my boss. | have a sneaking hunch
that the email is worse than | had
thought at the time. | scroll through
my sent emails and eventually find it,
and proceed to read over it. This is
what | see:
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myboss@organization.com

Mesage youres, wmores. | can't seem to to successfulloy ay anuy out of tn

afiriutes \urseomthing My brain is nor workibf right.

| nees other taial been telling alice and you guysthat | was going to takje
| ibogaine (whiuch rersch resseachatribe.) | have absolkutwly no
rememberces almost al asyt herefix. | have weird occult type browser
history stuff out too. It made hard to ewver cauf naughneat me to O
have been inb a really hard place iuin lufe, Threre | almost to the

| have been littlending deeenon. | know you guys have been trying to a

get em to m dork, but in today

Ibogaine ihas been of the two pictits fines, and | did that nut. The | have
be.leieving everone at MARreseaeched any feeling feeling it all . Also

because there eas a day I'm a quality says. My thumnbs almost; | feel that

U have hidden em orieises that are hearding ftrom mepissibibly

Please give me right now | need to talk someone someone so badly right

NOoW.

Sent from Cutlook

Il
I
n
L
<

Draft saved at 8:19 P
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three days. | can’t believe |

O wrong about the legibility

it email; | ever proofread it

| | stare at it, blink a few times,
my head, and half-laugh,

ry to myself. Oh shit, this

be really bad. My boss gets
from vacation tomorrow, so

| can put it aside in my mind
use there’s nothing | can do

it it now. Still, an intense feeling
barrassment fills me. | have

s managed to keep the two
of my life separate, work and
st of it. Even when | worked
office for three years from 22
years old, | often tripped and
rugs IN the office, DURING

crossed over. | have always
myself on my level of control
tter what on non-alcohol or
blackout drugs, but perhaps
as been big-headed of me.
urse | didn’t mean to mix

and ibogaine, in fact | planned
with the days off to ensure
Idn’t happen. But one lapse
lgment, the supervision, undid
of my preparation, in effect. |
mewhat nervous for what is to
, but at the same time | have an
calm and | believe that events

s, things tend to work out for
am about to start working, and
he thought occurs to me that
most of a gram of methylone
Iso of 3-MMC still in my
ssion. So | weigh out a combo

ount for tolerance. | don’t even
think about this decision, as |
ipped in warm mania. | begin to
em very quickly, the wonderful
s | am already feeling

ifying, my mind sharpening,

dy gaining a flushing tingle
sure along with the coursing
of perfection already present.

ith that, | dig into my work. |
kind of fresh and new, fun for
e, good mental exercise. A bit

ecause of using my vacation
help with an urgent problem,
ecause of the quality of the
| grin to myself; this is more

calls, catching up with what
d. | take numerous breaks

. | mostly eat fruit, also some
and yogurt, and for actual

lunch around noon | make four eggs,
with grated onion and some extra
sharp cheddar cheese. | make food
so much, plus | have a knack for it,
that everything | cook is always one
of the most delicious versions of it |
have tasted, as is the fruit, given my
rebirth-like state.

At around 2 in the afternoon, |

hear the mail truck come, and
since by now my work feels a bit
monotonous, | decide to take a quick
break from it to check my mailbox.
| step outside into the perfect air,
about 72 degrees, intoxicatingly
fresh from the national forest at my
backyard, a wonderful humidity
caressing my skin. In the Midwest,
humidity is something people hate,
myself included; it feels stifling, stale,
suffocating. But here, it feels cool
and fresh and clean and amazing,

| love it so much, regardless of
post-ibogaine glow. Breathing in
deep and relishing the lovely tingle
that spreads from my heart through
the ends of my limbs, | walk down
to the mailbox. It’s a ways down and
pretty steep, so in the meantime |
enjoy every moment of the sublime
day, golden sunlight streaming
through the now slightly-larger and
darker leaves, flowers everywhere.
Oh! | notice that my hydrangea
bush has blossomed, its deep red
flower clusters nearly leaving spots
in my vision from their saturation

of color. My body feels strong, the
nor-ibogaine and other metabolites
providing a boundless and utterly
clean source of energy.

After a couple of minutes | reach
the mailbox and open it. Interesting,
another package! It's from Greece...
| bet it's one or the other of baclofen
or gabapentin. | had ordered them
a week and a half before iboga,
thinking | could use them to help
me stop opiates beforehand. Of
course | hadn’t factored in that they
take 10-20 days to arrive. So it was
fruitless. But, | am always interested
to try new buzzes, and | figure

that this way | can report on some
ibogaine, or at least post-ibogaine,
combinations also. And, you know,
contribute to science. Or whatever,

| am excited to get more buzzed.

| open the package up and it’'s my
baclofen, which is a GABA-B agonist
like phenibut is, and phenibut is
one of my favorite substances
when done right. So, excitedly, |
head back inside and look up what
a good dosage to take would be.
People report anywhere from 60mg
to 150mg. | decide to play it safe
and take 40mg to start. The pills are
tasteless and tiny.

| get back to work and finish out the
day, relieved when 5:30 hits. | have
been redosing small amounts of
methylone and 3-MMC throughout
the day. At this point, | log onto
Bluelight and start posting and
moderating, telling everyone about
how the ibogaine worked, I’'m cured,

and | feel amazing. | also chat with
Morninggloryseed and another friend
on instant messages. | feel very
manic, but wonderful. | love feeling
manic so this works for me. | also
continue to compile notes for the
report | am going to write. | continue
to eat lots of food. By the end of the
night | realize | have eaten all of the
following: four pears, five bananas,

a bunch of grapes and strawberries,
three bowls of quality cereal with
raisins, dates and pecans, a large-
size single serving chicken pot pie,
four servings of yogurt, at least a
gallon of fruit juice, and a small stir
fry | made. My hunger just continues,
eliminated for an hour at a time and
then returning.

At around midnight, | am conversing
with a friend online when all of a
sudden | realize | am perhaps too
manic. It reminds me of too much
phenibut, which makes sense since |
took baclofen, a relative of phenibut.
| suddenly become nearly nauseous
and overwhelmed and go to bed, my
head ringing. | immediately pass out
into a blank period of nothingness.

* ok

Thursday morning... | wake up
feeling extremely fuzzy. Momentarily
confused, | wait to catch my
bearings. Finally | realize it’s morning,
a bit later than | meant to get up.

| step out of bed. Whoa... | don’t

like this. | am unbalanced and my
insides feel like they’re on fire. My
brain also feels hot, and confused.
This is like too much phenibut times
two, and not just a little too much
phenibut. Ruefully | realized | took
too much baclofen yesterday. | must
be sensitive, because the dose | had
was pretty low by almost all reports.
Nevertheless, | feel like absolute ass
right now. | walk down the stairs

and get right in the shower, hoping

it will make me feel better. It does,
of course, while I'm in there, but as
soon as | step out, the feeling returns
just as strong as before. | mentally
hit myself for randomly taking drugs
and jeopardizing my post-ibogaine
glow. Totally unnecessary to take
the baclofen, and now here is my
payment due. | figure Ill just ride this
out and the glow will return.

So | start work. | have a moderate
amount of tasks to complete, and
my brain is absolutely scattered. It
feels like | have virtually no short-
term memory, | read a number | need
to remember and two seconds later
it's gone, over and over. | start to get
nervous. Time is going by and | have
basically gotten nothing whatsoever
done. | simply cannot make my
short-term memory work. To top it
off, | still feel on fire inside. This is
some of the worst | have felt from
drugs, and coworkers are starting

to send urgent emails asking where
their files are. My boss, the one |
emailed, calls me suddenly. | panic
and don’t answer
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it. | can’t function like this at all, let
alone have a serious conversation
that could shape the course of my
employment future. The thought of
a dose of kratom enters my mind. |
push it away. But, | think, when I've
had too much phenibut in the past,
kratom or other opiates have helped
to return me to a balanced state. At
this point | know, deep down, that

| am going to take it. It's that point
an addict reaches where they have
given themselves the allowance to
take their drug. They may continue
to fight it for a while, but it is going
to happen. And so it went. | resisted
mightily for a half hour or so but at
around noon, here | am, opening my
bag of kratom that | have stupidly
not thrown away, and taking a twelve
gram dose, a nice full dose, while
my true self watches helplessly,
screaming ‘No! No! NO!I".

The dirty deed done, | wash it down
with some fruit juice, shame in my
heart. After fifteen minutes | do
indeed feel better, but right at that
moment | feel a light go out within
me, and | no longer feel the tether
of post-ibogaine euphoria | realize
had still been there underneath my
misery. Well, maybe it will come
back, | think to myself with horror.

| had been told of this beautiful
euphoria lasting weeks, even
months. Morninggloryseed felt his
beautiful mania for a full six months
after his first flood dose. This can’t
be it, | think to myself!

Still, my mind does clear, somewhat,
just enough to fulfill my work tasks in
a reasonable amount of time. Hours
pass with me focusing on work. |

still feel very off and unpleasant, but
it’s bearable now. At some point, A
gives me a buzz, asking me if | want
to pick him up from work and then
hang out at his house. This perks
me up, and | reply that indeed, |

do want to do this. At around 3pm,

| finally reach a Iull in work. For a
little bit now the thought has been
ruminating within that perhaps |
should smoke a small, 10mg dose
of DMT. | figure it will clear up my
thoughts, clear my head, maybe
re-attach me the wonderful energy

| have been feeling since taking my
flood dose, and even before. So |
grab an old pipe | never use and
weigh out exactly 10mg of DMT
crystals. They’re quite orange but
smell strongly of that distinctive smell
that can only be dimethyltryptamine.
| put a layer of ash and marijuana
leaves on the bottom, and the same
over the top of it. | experimentally
test the pull-through, and | gag on

a few DMT crystals. They burn my
throat slightly until | drink fruit juice
to wash it down, which takes a few
moments. | look in the mouthpiece
of the pipe and there are a few tiny
crystals laying there too which | can’t
recover. | figure | lost about 3mg. But
| figure that was supposed happen
and don’t sweat it, and | go outside
with it on my back deck, which

overlooks hundreds of trees downhill,
and behind huge trees absolutely
tower overhead from farther up the
mountainside. It's beautiful out and
the sun is shining, filtering through
the young leaves and providing a lot
of comfortable heat. The last time

| smoked 10mg of DMT out here, |
had the most beautiful experience
where all of the sounds | could

hear were revealed to be part of
this massive repeating rhythm, all
the dog barks, lawnmowers, birds,
squirrels, cars, humans, hammers,
chainsaws, insects, tree creaks, the
deep thrumming noises the trees
were making at each other... and
each moment my awareness of how
massive the beat was zoomed out,
more and more intricate. It was one
of the most beautiful, awe-inspiring
moments | have had and it left

me glowing. So my associations
with DMT on this deck are entirely
positive. | stand there, soaking up
the sun, raise the pipe to my lips,
carefully vaporize it but possibly
burn a bit of it, it’s hard to say. And
linhale.

At first | feel nothing, for a longer
period of time than is typical for me
with smoked DMT. | start to wonder
if | did it wrong. | stare down in
concentration, and my eyes fixate
on a point on the ground, in the
rotting leaf mulch, in the shadows
under the deck, a chair blocking

all available light. And then | feel a
strange sensation in my head, or

my brain | think, a sort of pushing
pulse bringing to mind my idea of
the feeling of a blood clot breaking
free and re-opening blood flow. And
with that all of the DMT slams into
me at once. My vision, rather than
fractalizing, turns fully green. | have
a sinking feeling in my stomach.

The intensity is blinding. Suddenly, |
have a strong, clear memory, as if by
revelation, its reality and immediacy
slam into me powerfully. Though later
| will not remember what the memory
is, it was complete, a memory of a
different time and place, some epic
turning point, something important
and crucial to know, paradigm
shattering, the discovery of who or
what | am. And then a thought-voice,
‘he’s remembering!’, a feeling of this
being a negative surprise and a hint
of panic. And like a guillotine, some
inner mental reflex slams a wall of
denial down in front of me, blocking
this memory out. | am back in the
real world, utterly and completely
suffused with raw, animal panic.

The level of terror | am feeling is
unprecedented to me. | have never
ever experienced something like
this. | feel... just WRONG. The only
structured thought | can manage

is, ‘remember what what you just
experienced!” But each moment
slips into the next leaving the past

a mystery to me. The thought
becomes ‘remember to remember
what you were just thinking’. It’s
hopeless. | stand there, frozen,
gripped in stark terror. It feels like it's
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not going to stop. | start to feel i
| just accessed some deep, deeg|
memory that is traumatic to me.

icant | can’t remember at all

S unacceptable. The feeling
urbing and | am filled with an
ntial fear. My level of effect

he DMT is fluctuating moment
ment, as if it has been bubbling
ily but is slowly fizzling out

| am torn between waves of

Then all of a sudden | feel only
a slight buzz, | have come down
mostly, in the blink of an eye, th
my energy is reeling from the ra
intensity of my emotions just a

moment ago and | am extremely
nervous and shaken. | pause for
moment and try to catch my bre
and then | feel that weird blood
feeling in my head again along
a sort of organic smushy sound
all of a sudden I'm rocketing up

gs | have ever felt; and periods
nse realizations in thinking

oment of effect slamming into
er | smoked the DMT. | make
ss, | feel, and that progress
to realizations. But | cannot
mber these realizations for long
So in a wave where my panic
ing, | get up and run inside
piece of paper and pencil, run
outside and sit down in one
camping chairs | use as deck
ure, and begin trying to write all
thoughts down to help me get
root of this.

This time | look in the glass pan:
of the double french doors into
house and | see my soon-to-be
ex wife standing there looking at
me with her mom. They’re sittin
at a table and the room inside is
totally different from my house. |
am filled with a sense of shame
desperate fear, the kind of fear y:
get from loss. | feel crushing sadk
and desperate fear as | step tow
the doors, then realize this is in

head, then forget and step towal rite, | have a hard time keeping

ith my thoughts and most of

: kb - h alleys of anxiety and feelings
stopping again. | imagine | look
quite a mess right now. The thou
constantly bubbles forth of me
running screaming down the st
though | never make a move to
so. And then, once again, the eff
suddenly subsides, leaving me

g at my words, trying to use
to help me piece this together.
utside for quite some time,
radually | finish most of my
ments. | review my work, and

s writing, and without it, | can’t
mber anything else about it. |
to find it and come back and
s part in a bit more. At last, |
through it all and | notice that |
feel scared anymore, although
ntire bizarre experience has left
bit shaken. | sit outside for a
nger, just trying to soak up the
ht and beautiful nature.

| make it about ten steps before:
feel that strange head movemen
feeling again, in several pulses,
pulse sending the DMT effect ro
more and more intensely to life. |
a moment it becomes everythin
me once again.

This time | strongly recollect bei
in a dark cabinet or armoire type
space, huddling there quietly,
peering out of the slats and bein
utter terror at the sight of someol
walking the hallway slowly. It’s a
hallway covered in powder blue
and white flower wallpaper and
a smell like an old person’s hous:
| cower there, trembling, for a fe!
moments, and then | am back in
reality, again feeling terror, thoug
less piercing as last time. But thi
time | am able to remember the
vision, | can still feel it. At first | al
sure | have uncovered a suppres:
memory, but then | start to think
may be remembering a dream o
something. It feels deeply signifi
for me to be remembering, and
deeply important, as if there is s
part of my life | have no access
to in memory, something darkly
intriguing. | am afraid to know
what it is, but | also feel | must
know; the thought of something

t, | head back inside to finish

, especially as | am trying to get
half hour early, at 5, to pick up
go hang out. It’s a little after

; my 7mg DMT trip lasted

an hour. | shake my head, still
ly reeling from the level of terror
been feeling. | log back on and
er a few emails, and complete
final tasks. Someone wants
program this little trivial thing
e CEO, and | have other client
that is pressing. | try to make
for it, but the CEQ’s assistant
ing forever to get back to me.
she said earlier that if | didn’t
time she could use a different
this week. But nevertheless |
programmed a little bit before

you programmed it isn’t what

&

| meant, sorry | didn’t describe it
well. Okay | have to go, go ahead
and use the other thing, | don’t
have time to re-program this thing.
| hesitate a moment before leaving
and realize | still feel pretty crazy.
So | spontaneously decide to take
the rest of my methylone (around
120mg) plus 150mg of 3-MMC. |
also bring the rest of my 3-MMC,
about 250mg, in its little baggie in
my wallet. With that, | head out to
pick up A.

The drive is fine and | arrive at the
bar he’s waiting for me. By now |
have started to feel the drugs, but
being that this is the third day in a
row chasing this high, it’s mostly
just stimulating. Still, it does the job,
and | feel more sociable and with

it. A comes out and gets in, and we
head to his house. He tells me about
his work day, and | tell him about
my weird DMT experience. | feel a
little self-conscious talking, like my
mind is working so fast it’s weird to
talk, while at the same time | keep
trailing off because of my remaining
lack of short-term memory. Other
than this, the ride is uneventful, and
soon we reach A and E’s place. We
walk inside, and E is there. | give
her a hug, and | notice she’s looking
at me with a grin and a sparkle in
her eye and she asks me how I'm
feeling. It’s obvious she’s referring to
the ibogaine, but | think | was feeling
fine three days ago when | was last
over, on that third day. | tell her | feel
great. | do not mention the kratom
slip-up or the baclofen because |
am ashamed. Still, being among
friends helps me to feel much better,
especially mentally and emotionally.
| truly do love being around people

| care about. This living alone thing
isn’t my ideal situation. But it’s
undoubtedly healthy for me for the
time being, seeing as how | never
have before. We sit down and take a
dab, that is, a hit of vaporized hash
oil, which gets me very pleasantly
high in that hash oil sort of way.

| cough mightily of course, but it
doesn’t hurt at all, it’s merely due to
the expansion of such a large volume
of vapor.

At a little after 6pm, my phone rings,
and my stomach does a few flips; it's
my boss. It’s after work hours though
so | decide not to answer. | tell my
friends, and they open their eyes
wide, since | already told them about
my email to him on Monday, after

it happened. | figure it’s after work
hours and I’'m with my friends so I'll
call him back tomorrow at work. He
leaves a message but | am too afraid
to listen to it.

Before long, A asks if | want to go
downstairs and see our other friends
M and R, whom | had also seen on
Monday. | very much do want to do
this, so down we go. As soon as |
walk in, R sees me and his eyes get
wide. He asks me how I’'m feeling
with a laugh, and says to me, ‘Dude,

you were OUT OF CONTROL the
other day’. I'm a little flabbergasted.
| mean, | remember a couple of
times | said something and then
realized it made no sense, or was

a little boisterous or walking crazy,
but most of my memories from that
evening involve hanging out and
being present. So | say as much,
and R laughs and says that he’s
never seen anyone that out of their
mind and still interacting. Well, this
is interesting. Come to think of it,
half of my memories of that evening
are ibogaine dreams, interspersed
with real-life hanging out scenes. In
retrospect, it’s difficult to imagine
how | thought | was with it at all.
Then M walks in, and | have A, M
and R all in the same room, and |
ask them to tell me any stories they
remember about that day. They tell
me that | was very animated and
interactive, but that my interactions
only partly made sense. Apparently

| would respond to something they
said, but transform it into something
else partway through the sentence
that made no sense, but almost
made sense. They say that it seemed
like | was taking input from the real
world and my mind was interpreting
it totally differently, especially the
more time that went by from the
original input. Also A tells me that
the most interesting thing from his
perspective is that | was mixing up
pronouns, using him or her instead
of it mostly. For example, one time
R said ‘Xorkoth saw the sun rise this
morning’ (not sure how that came
up as | don’t think | did), and | said
‘Yeah, she was hot’. They inform me
that they could tell when | was totally
gone because I'd have a faraway
look in my eye and | would not seem
like myself, and they could tell when
| was fully there because | would
look like me again, but that they
could never tell when | was starting
to slip out again until | started not
making sense. Apparently during
my dream states, | would take on
many different looks and even voices
that were not my own. One time,

R looked over and | had a terrible,
evil look on my face, as | tapped my
fingers together spasmodically and
muttered darkly in a raspy voice,
looking straight at him with malice.
It actually scared him. Then | came
to and began talking to him in an
ordinary, present way.

Apparently at some point | had been
withdrawn, and then | just blurted out
‘I'm an alcoholic’, and all of them but
A thought something was coming

up from the depths, an admission.
But in reality | am the farthest thing
from an alcoholic. | hardly ever drink,
hardly ever want to, and when | do
it’s usually just a beer or two. This
puzzles me, until | recall my dream
about the dwarven mining village,
the first part of it, where | was in a
bar, drinking heavily. A tells me that |
did have a beer, which | drank slowly,
and then when | was done with that,
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| grabbed R’s half-full beer out of his
hand forcefully and unexpectedly
and chugged it. | do not remember
any of this whatsoever, even having
the first beer, and the grabbing of
someone’s beer is totally unlike me. |
suspect this was during the dwarven
mining village dream.

Apparently another time | started
singing the Seal song, ‘Kiss from a
Rose’. And we all started singing
together. Apparently | was really
cheesing out, in a good way,

and they were impressed, but |

kept getting the words close, like
humorously wrong. They say | looked
like | was having the time of my

life. At first | do not remember this,
but then a flash of memory, a few
moments on the stairs to the upstairs
patio, come back to me. In this
memory, my vision is only half there
and | am singing and laughing.

Then A tells me about another

time where | had been silent and
then | suddenly got all serious and
looked at him and said ‘Dude,

I've been thinking a lot about this.
Tell me if this makes sense...” and
then he says | just went off on this
long, winding run-on sentence

of constant tangents, that kept
morphing constantly from one thing
to another. When | was done, he
just looked at me and said ‘No man,
that doesn’t make sense to me at
all’. The thing is, | remember saying
that to him, but my recollection of
what | said was that it was coherent,
and it was supposed to have been
me explaining what | had just
experienced a moment ago in a
dream.

Apparently someone also offered

me a hit of weed and | took it, and A
realized and told them not to give me
any more drugs. Another time much
later, before bed, | remember being
present and A and E were smoking,
and | said | shouldn’t because | was
already out of it enough, so until now
I thought that | hadn’t smoked any
weed that day.

We continue on hanging out,
laughing, at me but with me. | am
absolutely loving this, as their stories
add so much to my experience in
my mind. It brings me great joy and
amusement to know what really
happened that day after | came over
to hang out, and to realize just how
dramatically different my own idea
of how it went was. And since | was
with friends being watched again, |
was entirely safe this time. | tell them
that they have given me a great gift
with their stories and thank them
profusely. Then it's time to go back
upstairs and eat some food and relax
with E. | ask E if she could tell me
her impressions of me that day. She
tells me that | seemed very out of it
and she was actually worried about
me, but that | usually seemed like |
was having a good time. However,
sometimes | would be sitting there

and my face would be contorting into
worried looks and tiny whimpers, as
if | was experiencing anxiety. She
also says | told her that | did talk

to my neighbor. To this day, | don’t
know if | did or not. I'm actually too
scared to approach him!

Shortly after | get up there, my phone
rings again; and again, it’s my boss.

| have a sinking feeling. He leaves
another message, then calls again
immediately. | don’t answer, but |
realize that in fact | DO have to deal
with this now. | ask E and A what |
should do. E suggests [ first listen

to his messages, and then call him
back and say | will talk to him about
it tomorrow. | realize he is probably
worried about me, since my email
was so terrible. So | listen to the first
message. In it, he is using the nicest
voice possible. He sounds soothing,
and tells me that he got my email,
and that he is there to talk to me
(and he put a lot of emphasis on the
phrase ‘talk to me’ since | used that
terminology in my email) whenever

| am ready. The sweetness in his
voice encourages me and | decide

| am going to just tell him the truth,
since he already knows about my
addiction. The second message
says that he also needs to talk to me
about that survey for the CEO, and
why it isn’t done, and that it needs
to get done tonight. | get out of my
voice mail, my heart beating fast,
worry twisting my gut. | tell A and E
what the messages say and that |
feel like | should tell the truth. | figure
that he might know if I'm lying and
then he’ll have an employee who

lies to him. And that | believe he will
be supportive of the truth. E tells

me she thinks | shouldn’t tell him it’s
ibogaine, that | should tell him it’s
ayahuasca since ‘everyone knows
what that is’. | tell her | don’t think
my boss does, he is a non-drug user
and | don’t believe people who have
no connection to drugs by and large
know what ayahuasca or ibogaine
are. And if he decides to look it up, if
he looks up ibogaine he’ll mostly see
addiction treatment stuff, whereas if
he looks up ayahuasca he’ll see all
kinds of references to psychedelic
trips. So, gathering my courage, |
decide to tell him the truth, the whole
truth, and nothing but the truth, and |
go into the extra bedroom and close
the door. | stare at my phone for a
couple of minutes, and then take a
deep breath and call my boss.

Ring... ring... ring... *click* Hi Xorkoth.
| fumble around a bit nervously, and
say hi to him. So, | say, | imagine you
want to know what that email was
about. He says yeah, he does, he
has been worried. He says he got
especially worried when he called
right after and | picked up but |
didn’t answer and then did answer
and hung up. He apologized for not
trying harder to get ahold of me but
he was on vacation with his dad and
brother. | tell him to please not feel
bad, that | feel bad for interrupting

RKOTH

his vacation for my own stuff. Ol
this is starting out well. | tell him |
am with friends but | will tell him
what is going on tomorrow. It get:
slightly awkward, probably becal
he doesn’t want to talk about it a
work, so after a moment | say ol
actually I'll tell you now if you wal
to hear. He says he does. So | ste
with the story. | tell him that | haw
tried everything for addiction othi
than in-patient rehab, and finally:
heard about a South African spiri
medicine plant called ibogaine th
is supposed to have a shockingl
high success rate for addiction.
only thing | tell him differently is
| was at an underground clinic in
someone’s house, rather than tell
him | just got it online and did it a
my house. | tell him that on Mond
| should have been being watche
more and | freaked out because |
was still so powerfully altered, al
couldn’t work my electronics or
brain so | called him in a panic.
tells me it’s nice that | thought of
He asks if it worked, and | said ye
feeling a bit of shame at the krato
I had taken, but this is no time fol
ALL of the truth in this case. Thel
asks me what it was like, which
makes me realize that everything
fine. | tell him it was basically like
dreaming whether awake or aslee
for three full days. He thinks that
wild. It takes me almost 45 minut
to tell him the whole story and fi
discussing it with him. He tells m
congratulations on beating addi
that his brother suffers from
addiction too. | don’t even have i
ask him not to tell anyone else in
company. He also tells me that
was scared to call ME because
couldn’t tell what | was really tryi
to say in the email and he interp
it as me being upset with my job
feeling taken advantage of by hi
personally. | laugh and tell him it’s
hilarious to me that he was scaret
because | was REALLY scared.
laugh about that. It honestly coul
not have gone any better in my
wildest dreams, | feel closer to hi
now than before and | think he fe
the same.

) thinking I've got it about done,
something else keeps coming

oyed, but they’re good friends, so
S no big deal and it wasn’t weird
ything. | listen to great music

e car on the way home, get

e and finish up my task in about
e minutes on my own computer.
Id have just gone home in the
place, but | was hoping to knock
in fifteen minutes and keep

Jing out. Oh well.

Jin to browse Bluelight a bit,

g to unwind, when | suddenly

e a low-grade withdrawal
essness and crappiness. This

ly makes me cry. | had felt so

ect and amazing. | am 100%

ain that if | had not taken the

om a few times afterwards, |

d have never experienced this

. Fighting back anxiety about
Jecide to go to bed. | take some
eanine and L-tryptophan to help
elax and be tired. Nevertheless,
an hour | am thrashing in bed
uch to sleep. With horror filling
jut, | slowly walk downstairs,

nly walk back upstairs and get
2d, crying on the inside, numb on
outside. My only feeling of hope
nnected to the fact that | have
ded that | will take the rest of my
aine tomorrow as a follow-up

2 to try to get this thing back on

. Within fifteen minutes, a wave
laxation washes over me and
asleep, and sleep deeply and
mlessly through the night.

ok x

ay morning | wake up, post-

aine euphoria painfully missing,
aced by a light-grade withdrawal
essness and sensitivity. Upon
ng, my goal for the day remains
same: no drugs at all, get through
day, and take an ibogaine

ster dose at night as it is getting

. Painfully, filled with deep, sharp
orse at my slip with the kratom
shattered my post-ibogaine glow
brought back the withdrawal |
ght I'd never feel again, | make
ay downstairs and into my

e to start my work day. | am able
cus fine, in fact, the same as |
for the past three years, that is
3y, everything is a bit painful to
ut my mind works fine. Nothing
ial happens in the work day,

at some point Morninggloryseed
onto instant messenger, and in
sh of emotion | message him,

g him | have something to tell

| confess about the kratom and
im he was right that | should
given myself more time after,

I wish | had been supervised for
er. | am nearly in tears | feel so
ional about this. He tells me to

, it's okay, just don’t take more.
do take more ibogaine. This

es me feel relieved since it’s my

Then he tells me about this work
thing. Apparently the CEQ’s assis
is upset that | left without finishin:
it and she also neglected to tell
that it was a particularly importal
one for him, something to do witi
a speech he had given and some
follow-up to that. So | tell him Ill
on my friends’ computer and do
real quick. E says | can use hers,
and | go in their bedroom to have
some silence. Well, the software
use for programming needs all ti
components installed, and she is
running Ubuntu and it’s not worki
out very well. | spend over two h¢
in there trying to get this simple
task done. | begin to sense they.
want to go to bed, but | am almo:
done and | have this ASAP deadl
breathing down my neck... it take
twenty minutes to get home and

plan anyway, | decided | am going to
do it regardless of others’ opinions
because it feels right, but it makes
me feel much better about it that my
good friend has the same opinion.
He tells me to just take 100mg and
that will be plenty, so | decide to take
about that much at first, but deep
down | know that | will be taking the
rest, which should be at least 300mg
equivalent.

| pass the rest of the day slowly,
painfully. | take my bag of

kratom and, finally, throw it

away by spreading it over the 4
forest floor in a large area. |
decide | will take the follow-up
dose at 9pm. Ibogaine feels
like it should be done at night,
and even during the flood dose
the nighttime was always much
stronger than the daytime.

It does work on dream

consciousness so this

makes sense. After work
| clean my house some,

get the kitchen spotless,
clean up random

messes. | watch some 3
episodes of How | Met
Your Mother to pass
the time and relax,
whiling away the
hours before | can
take more ibogaine.
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the scenes play at normal speeds, and sometimes
they flash by very rapidly and all the voices raise
an octave. And other times the scenes play very
slowly, ambling along, the voices comically deep.
For the first 10 minutes, this feels annoying, as I
don’t care to review the episode I just watched. I
open my eyes several times to try to ‘reset’, but it
always picks back up where it left off when I re-
close my eyes. After a while, I begin to get drawn
into it, and I believe I am various characters in the
scenes, a different one each time. The thoughts
feel reflexive. Once the pattern of scenes begins,
the whole sequence has to finish. When it starts,
emerging from the blackness of my mind, I feel

a strong energy spring to life within me, and that
energy needs to be released, and as the sequence
of scenes progresses, faster and faster, the energy
moves and accelerates until the last scene hits in a
sudden halt and the energy blasts away from me
along with a sense of satisfaction.

Slowly the context of the visions begins to get more
complete. The scenes start to replay again but they
are different, more continuous, and the plot alters.
Now we are on a space ship, a large space station,
going around and performing missions within the
station, but still involving scenes from the episode.
This time, though, at the end of the scene loop,

the dream continues in a way that is unrelated to

the episode, but still involves the same characters.

Atsome ~01nt our mission complete, I begin to
b BReiy A icleportali {podi v d ,\_m... the
by ‘utlfu’ ue o d greefi p et o§ ow

‘q i | f J 7
]| \ .J-, \\
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I wake up, staue! up; o U{h es andiiead ot
the building I am in. This building is a dormitory,
and myself and a bunch of friends and other people
I don’t know are all staying there. I walk out

into the bright sunlight. Around me is a glorious
wonderland of a beautiful planet that is not Earth,
towering trees, huge rock cliffs and canyons,
beautiful creatures everywhere. In the dream I do
not consider it other than with pure enjoyment,
because it’s just the place I'm from. Some friends
walk outside too and we look over from our
beautiful hilly vantage point at the festival that is
going on. We decide we would like to attend, as
there are many great, fun activities and booths. We
fly down there, simply willing ourselves to lift off
and move.

Once we arrive, I notice a large canopied tent
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enses stretch out beyond anything I have
known, and in doing so, I detect the five-
nsional space I am in. What was before an
act concept is suddenly directly perceptible.
, after the fact, it is impossible for me to
remember what it was like, let alone

ibe it. But in this moment, all is clear. My
is an advanced being whose body stretches
5 many frames of time and realities,

ing in all of them simultaneously. I move
rimentally, flexing my multidimensional
ndages, and the sensation is entirely unique
onderful. I turn my awareness around and
those of my friends, and we share in the

. We turn together in an unidentifiable
tion and dart off to do fifth-dimensional

| an’t now recallwrhat exa Ptly that was

advertising a special formulation of marijua
hash oil in a giant electronic bong. The prop
explains to me that this is a new, high-tech
to consume cannabis, and he points to a wa
that is awash in shifting purple energy and s
that once you take your hit, you can go in the
and explore the funhouse. Eagerly I agree, 2
pay for a hit in exchange for a bit of my ene
The guy takes a bottle and pours some of the
contents into a chamber in the bong. What
comes out is a brilliant purple goo. He flips
a switch and that goo turns into roiling gree
smoke that fills the chamber. I step up, put
mouth over the opening, and inhale deeply.
smoke feels cool and tingly going down, as 1
am inhaling cool water vapor; there is no pai
and no cough whatsoever. Almost immediate

I become very dissociated and I realize that impre | 10| vig m-..b
‘new hash oil’ is, in reality, smokeable iboga sand | ngu’ chd -"“\ \
as the feeling is precisely the same; for a brie ;

@i o J '\,'\,

emerge #onITgaR 137’&%%1hr0agh the'wher
side of the purple swirling wall with a start.
Wow, that was incredible! The vendor of
the ibogaine ‘hash oil’ smoke smiles at me
wingly and asks if I’d like another. I happily
oblige, giving him a sly look, attempting to
unicate ‘you sly dog, good move calling
this hash oil since that’s legal and ibogaine
’t’. Smiling knowingly, he again pours some
e purple goo into that giant electronic bong.
At my nod, he presses a button and the goo
apidly turns into that delicious roiling green
oke. I inhale it into my lungs, again noting
e incredible cool smoothness. The flavor is
ery distinctive, but difficult to describe. I can

taste it now, a sort of musky artificial grape
or with a deep velvety richness underneath.
in I dissolve into pure essence, and I eagerly
thrust myself back into the purple void.

moment I remember that I am on ibogaine in
real life and having a vision, then that recede
once more. This makes me super excited, ani
begin tripping on ibogaine, within my ibogai
dream. As the effects rapidly overcome me,
as well as my friends who had also decided
partake, rather than entering the dream, my b
and essence transform into pure energy, and
drift myself over to the purple glowing wall.
touch it, I am drawn in.

Inside the funhouse is difficult to describe.
The souls of everyone who entered are there
as floating, brilliant points of light. We can
communicate through flashing our soul-light
at each other, and the communication registe
as language. I am overcome with a feeling of
exhilaration at this novel state. I gaze around
or turn my mind’s eye around in 360 degree:
or perhaps in more than 360 degrees, as the

constraints of three dimensions seem to be li
I notice flashes of an uncountable number o
scenarios, and I realize that by approaching
I can insert myself into them and experience
what that scenario has to offer. I can also see
bright light orbs of others whom I do not kno
already inside some of the scenarios. Togethe
my fn'ends and I decide on one to enter, and

I have many more experiences with the
smokeable ibogaine dreams, so many in fact
they run into each other. Periodically I open
my eyes in the real world momentarily and
ember that [ am dreaming, but sometimes I

drift toward it. As we ar‘ﬂroach it becomes la it is the next night, or the next night. Once

YT upt it fills 1y gntirg : : onder how I keep getting high on ibogaine,

) ‘1 my & Lo oned ) I rful I nag because didn’t T consume the rest on thq first

‘ 1’ o [‘ night?
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Tl SN J But mostly, I just have a whole series of

— 5 VIS | eautiful, relaxing, bright, fun dreams, taking

- pAS | full advantage of my disembodied state. I'm

' having the tim® af my iz, and the night
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disoriented or disjointed when I emerge enough
to actually move; instead, I have immediate,
complete, continuous memory. Rather than feeling
like waking up from a dream, as during the flood
dose, it feels more like emerging from a deep
meditation. I have no trouble collecting myself
and separating the visions from reality. Yet still,
the visions are utterly consuming, and for most of
the time I am having them I have been forgetting
I'am actually elsewhere, on ibogaine. As well as
consuming, they are wonderful, mystical, space-
age. I am enjoying them immensely!

I get up carefully, noting that the lack of
coordination and incredibly intense visual displays
are just as strong as ever, perhaps even stronger. At

this point it has been probably 3 hours since I first
started really getting hit with the full ibogaine dose.
Accompanied by the black dots, I again stumble to
the bathroom as a jungle springs up all around me.
(@] J‘ jne, I hit the bed#ather hard and close my
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meeting them as we all emerge from our rooms.
This time a young woman is with us, another friend
who had not been present in the previous dreams.
We walk outside, and again drift over to the
festival, which it is the last day of. So we decide to
make the best of it. We once again take the ibogaine
smoke hits and drift into the funhouse and begin to
have amazing adventures.

Then all of a sudden we all receive a mental jolt
and a message, that our mothership hovering above
the planet is under attack from a hostile species!
Rather than exit our state, we use the increased
mental powers given to us through the ibogaine
and our disembodies states and will our essences to
travel out of the funhouse, up through the air and
into space, and through the walls of our mothership.
Once there, we are somehow in our bodies again.
We run through the corridors, blasting the intruders
when we see them. For hours we rush
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around the ship, holding it off from the invaders.
Then, they initiate a quantum jump and pull us all
into a different reality, along with the ship... their
own reality.

Daunted, we nevertheless keep fighting. Slowly
we beat them back, until finally we have control
of the ship back. I initiate a high-speed loop that
will intersect with the point we entered this reality
at, and due to the speed, the recoil of our motion
will reverse the quantum jump back to our own
reality. However, right before we reach that point,
an invader jumps out of hiding, grabs the female
friend with us, and teleports out to his escape pod.
It’s too late to reverse; in a second or less we will
jump. Helplessly, I watch my friend pressed up
against the glass of the escape pod, screaming out
to us. Then a soundless jolt and a flash of light
hits as a sense of coming together enters my head,
and we jump back to our own reality, minus one
important passenger.

blur.mp3

[ 0:03 Il MENU
I wake up in the dormitory, stretching and
contemplating how I got here. Then I remember the
events of the previous day. And then I remember
my female friend who got left behind. Suddenly
anxious, I run to her room to check on her. I’'m
hoping that maybe it was a dream after all, or
maybe she eventually just snapped back to the
reality she is supposed to be in. But as I round the
corner to her room, I see her roommate is talking
to a few people, worriedly explaining that her
roommate never came home last night. My heart
sinks and tears spring to my eyes.

blur.mp3

[ 0:03 Il MENU

[ wake up in my bed, again having to pee. It’s
about 5:30am, and I feel as if T haven’t slept at all.
But the visions are so interesting that I don’t care.

For a moment I think about how I can save my
friend who got trapped in another reality. Then

I realize that was a dream. With a chuckle, I get
up, unsteady as ever, and go to the bathroom. The
visuals are a little less intense at this point, but my
balance is equally bad. I quickly do my business
and go back to bed, but I still have a nagging sense
of loss, even though I intellectually realize it was a
dream.

blur.mp3 KOTH
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orth. They will be so sad; there will be a hole
their lives. I think of my girlfriend and then
really start to tear up. I love her so much and
anted to be able to spend the rest of my life
her, but now that will not be possible. And
e will be so heartbroken. I feel a tremendous
e of pain at the effect this will have on my

loved ones.

I am on a beautiful planet, jeweled trees
grand canyons and towering mountains
crystal blue sky and streams everywhere
on my float-bike, soaring over a deep g
with my friends. I’'m about twenty years
not a child but with my whole life ahead o
Suddenly, one of my friends who has been d
flips loses control and his float-bike sl
me, knocking me clean off. As soon as I beg
fall, terror utterly consumes me and I screamn
with my entire being. I see my friend, who
has righted his bike, realize
what happened and
let out his own
scream. He
tips his
bike
down
and

look down again, and this time the ground is
close. So very close. I slam into the water at
terminal velocity after having fallen for two
miles, and there is no time for pain or

sensation of any kind.
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full- myself
speed above
towards biur n my body.
me, but as I Iseeitand I
gain in velocity, he E M | . ] realize [ am dead.
slowly falls behind, Disami e I am ascending up, up,
and then quickly. I up, now I have just passed
realize at this point @™ Blu-ray my friends who are wide-
that I am going to die. e optical disc 8 eyed and shaken to the core
les-ramgy OV, staring down dumbly. I think

to them that it’s okay, I'm
still here, just not in the same
way. I continue to rise, up, up

and up, through the cumulus
and other low-hanging clouds, up through
e wispy stratus. The air is becoming darker
nd darker, deep blue, then black-blue. Then,
Iy, the inky black of space. I can see in all
tions at once, I can see everything. Brilliant
tars shine from most corners, some in much
ger clusters and closer. It is like the night sky
es a thousand, nothing between me and the
objects of space. However, by this point the

As I reach terminal
velocity, I feel as if T§
am floating, no longer !b*
falling. A strange
sense of calm comes over me. I look arounc
at the beautiful bands of colors on the cat
walls as they slowly rush past me. I look d
at the slowly approaching river at the bot
Water or not, I think, I am dead. The ri
about two miles down, so the fall is long. I't
about my friends, and I forgive the one who
reckless and got me killed. I hope he forg
himself. I think of my family and a tear sp:

RUREY

Blurred
song by Rob

memory of my last life is just a tiny piece of the
grander memory. I recall all of the lives I have ever
had, and begin to integrate this latest one into my
total experience, my total soul learning thus far.
I drift farther and farther from the planet, though
I can always see it. I see directly in the direction
I am traveling a brilliant silvery line, and within
moments, [ attach to it.

blur.mp3
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I am oneness, the all. This is the source and it
is where I have always been. I take one eternal
moment to contemplate the core of existence. I

remember that there are massive lines that branch
off of the core where I am now. And from these
branches sprout smaller branches, and from them
even smaller branches, down many, many, many
levels, uncountable, infinite. And when I choose to
return to another life, I will travel down the same
way again, as my part of the oneness occupies
some one of the smallest-level threads. This
means [ will return to the same planet, at least for
the next many lives. These branches drift with
concentrations of matter, and where they do not
occupy, life is not possible. However the galaxies
are strong magnets. Each galaxy has a large branch
drifting with it, shooting off branches exponentially
to all of the planets in that galaxy. Over a long,
long period of time, some branches will eventually
come to connect to a different planet, but until then
I'will always be going back to the same planet. This
brings me happiness because I have enjoyed living
on that planet. With a sense of anticipation, I jump
onto the large cord and rapidly, at impossible speed,
I'soar down the pathway that leads to my individual
soul. The next time someone is born, I will enter,
and that moment is now. All turns white.

blur.mp3
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I emerge from comfortable darkness into a loud,
chaotic place. What are all these colors? Shapes?
WHAT IS THIS?? I do not really use words
though, they are raw emotions. I am dimly aware
of what is going on, but have no ability to process it
so it evokes raw terror. Then suddenly T am placed
in a pair of arms. I look up and a feeling hits me:
mother. I feel a deep sense of happiness and peace
as her arms enshroud me with safety.

blur.mp3
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The Recovery

The next morning, Saturday
morning, exactly seven days after
taking the flood dose, and of course
the morning after my booster, |
wake up feeling very weird and

out of sorts. | hadn’t really slept,

it was more of an all-night vision
quest. The ibogaine follow-up

dose is not affecting me strongly
enough to cause me to be partially
dreaming anymore, yet the visuals
are still at about 25% strength, and

| am still quite unsteady walking.
Unfortunately, the minor withdrawals
are back. | feel sore, exhausted
(especially since | really never fully
slept last night). Taking the flood
dose, | emerged after two days

of deep dream trance, relatively
immobile, with absolutely no fatigue
and in fact a boundless energy and
euphoria. The follow-up dose is

not like this, though there are many
factors at play, most significant of
which is my slip-up with kratom that
got me feeling this minor withdrawal
again. It actually feels worse today
than it did before. But worst of all,

| feel hopeless, sad, and deeply
regretful, and totally drained. | can’t
get out of my head that | am an idiot
for not throwing my kratom away
before this process, and for making
the poor snap decisions at the times
that | did to take some. | feel that |
have totally destroyed my ibogaine
experience, entirely through my

own stupidity. But | can admit that
my strong addiction is cleared. |
have resolve to not use any opiates
again despite my crappy feeling.

| know | have to make this worth
something; the only feeling worse
than this would be if | actually fully
relapsed, making it all for literally
nothing. But nevertheless, | am
terrified by how low | feel. | feel
deep, deep regret. Slowly, painfully,

| get out of bed after a good hour of
watching TV shows (again How | Met
Your Mother, | pretty much blasted
through the entirety of the show
without watching anything else once
| started watching it, over a much
longer period of time than this story
covers). | walk downstairs unsteadily,
though now | can do it fine, and get
on my computer, browsing Bluelight.
| chat with some people; | chat with
Morninggloryseed for a while, spilling
my woes me him. He tries to make
me feel better, but | feel as if nothing
can accomplish this.

After a while, | go lay on my deck

in the sunlight, trying to soak it up
as much as possible and maybe
start getting a tan. It’s relaxing, but
it doesn'’t really make me feel all
that much better. As time goes on,
my sadness grows. | start to feel on
the verge of tears. Everything wrong
with my life, everything | did that |
regret, comes rushing back to me. It
all makes me sad, but the thing | am

the saddest about at this time is my
failed relationship. 12 years together
and almost 6 years of marriage, and
it'’s over. | was 100% positive she
was the one, that | would never be
alone again. Though the negative
aspects of the relationship have been
on my mind pretty much since one
month after she left to go live with
her mom (in February), now | am
thinking only of the positives that |
miss. Despite the emotional abuse
when she got angry, and the lack

of contributing financially, for the
majority of our relationship we were
so in love and very happy, though
there were always aspects that | was
subconsciously incredibly frustrated
by that | didn’t realize until it was
over - hence why the ending of it is
truly a good thing in disguise. But in
this moment | don’t feel at all that it
is a blessing. | am LONELY. | have
never lived alone until now, and |
don’t really like it overall. | like having
people around who | care about. |
miss her smell, her touch, her smile.
Most of all, | feel a crushing void
within where being in love with her
used to be. | miss SO BADLY the
feeling of having someone to love, to
be in love with. Of course | also miss
the sex very badly, and it was great.
In fact we’ve only had sex with each
other since we got together at 18,
and it was a really special part of our
relationship. But mostly | miss having
someone to love and to express that
love to. It’s so painful in this moment
that | can’t stand it and, holding back
tears, | decide to call my mom.

| get ahold of my dad, since he
answers before my mom. But | only
want to talk to my mom right now.
He asks me how I’'m doing and |
don’t say much, just that I'm a bit
down and | want to talk to mom. |
think he can tell | am upset. My mom
gets on the phone and immediately

| start crying softly, but not too hard
to talk. But my voice is constantly
quavering. | tell my mom that I've
been clean for exactly two weeks

(I don’t mention the slip-ups) and
that | am having a hard time, that |
feel super lonely and then | tell her |
miss having someone to be in love
with, but | can’t quite get through it
without sobbing. | feel the loss of my
relationship so deeply, and it hurts
terribly. This makes my mom quaver
a bit too, and then she tells me about
how she is feeling about my dad,
who has ALS (Lou Gehrig’s Disease,
always fatal within 3-7 years), and
then she starts crying a little bit. So
we cry together, and it makes me
feel a little better. | feel much less
lonely because even though my
parents live 700 miles away from me,
| can still always rely on them to be
there for me.

My mom tells me that | really should
get some drug counseling, and
maybe try NA. The idea of either one
seems a little, | don’t know, junkie-
like to me. And then | realize, | have
been a junkie for many years.

KOTH

| may never have gotten into hero
or injecting, as the stigma of junki
implies, but | have been a slave t¢
opiates for almost ten tears, and

have lied to the point of shattering
my marriage for them, and lied to
everyone else too. | realize that |
really do need drug counseling, al
tell my mom that and | also tell he
try NA. She is extremely relieved,
| feel a bit of a weight lifted off me
tell my mom I love her and get off
phone. I'm feeling a little better, tl
day looks a little brighter. | feel lik
have something of a plan. My leg:
are restless, so | decide to go tak
hot shower, which, as anyone eve
addicted to opiates probably kno
is one of the only ways to feel pre
much normal and relaxed.

to pick myself up and make the
| want, that | should have, that |
to be fulfilled. The fact that it is
ible for me to experience what |
rienced on my ibogaine journey
credible, and reveals to me just

j as | live, even if | have to suffer
e minor withdrawals for awhile,
even if | experience PAWS (Post
ute Withdrawal Syndrome) as |
Ve before. Everything has come
gether, all of the fragments from
past week, and | once again feel
ternally grateful that | made this
derience happen for myself. And
’s this? Suddenly | feel... happy,
ant, centered. With a clear mind,
k about my situation as the hot
er caresses my back and head.
at to do to fix this? Number one,
eed to exercise, regularly, daily,
get back in shape. Number two,
need to eat a lot of healthy food
d put weight back on, because
skinniness and lack of energy is
arming. Number three, | need to
art drug counseling therapy, and
sibly start going to NA meetings.
ere. That’s it. Those three or four
ings will allow me to turn my life
around, or at least to start.

| get in the shower, feeling very
weak. | think about recent times
as the water turns hot and | step
gratefully into it. | realize that | a
often physically tired, but | don’t
do much. This is one of those
times, so | sit down in the showel
turning it up a little to account foi
the greater distance the water is
falling and cooling, and then | lay
back, letting the water flow over
my legs like a baim. As | lay there;
weakly, wishing | never had to g
up, | look at myself, like really lool
at my body. And it terrifies me. M
rib cage is dramatically sticking ©
my muscles are tiny, weak. | have
been living a mostly sedentary life
where all I do is work at my home
a chair at a desk, take opiates an
lounge around and go out and diri
places by car. It hits me hard ho!
out of shape | am. And then it oc¢
to me that in five years, | see mys
having a child that is being raised
myself and the mother, married oi
not. | want to find someone else
love. And to do that, | need to ma
myself into the person | want to b
a healthy, happy, strong, vibrant,
non-addict adult male who has h
shit together and has the means
support a child. And as | realize i
my horror turns to determination.
| recall suddenly the last dream |
had the previous night on ibogai
the reincarnation dream. The
significance and magnitude of
such an experience slams into
me and fills me with reverence fo
life, that it even exists, the great
unsolvable mystery of how mattel
can become conscious and alive
And then a stream of recollection
from my three-day dream vision
quest that started a week ago sla
together in my brain all in order, @
| understand the flow of the visiol
at least largely, and what they ha
prepared me for. | feel filled up wi
a strength | never knew | had, bol
from a steely resolve to leave my
darkness behind and live my curi
life to its fullest, because that’s
we’re here. To live. To experience
joy, love, suffering, sadness, and
entire range of human emotions.
| realize that | have it within me to
change in any way that | want,

| finally get out of the shower,
sfreshed in every way. The world
oks brighter and | feel a hundred
es lighter. | spend the rest of the
day going out to buy good food,
owsing Bluelight, and beginning
rite an outline for the report | am
0ing to write on my experience. |
it’s not quite time to start writing
arnest, because it isn’t over yet.
3ntually, the night grows late and
in bed. It probably takes me an

ody energy, yet it barely bothers
me.

* ko

awake on Sunday morning, the
eighth day after my flood dose
an, sluggish as is common when
hdrawing, and a bit restless, but
a good mood. | get up and go to
urch, which | attend for the nice
people and because | sing in the
ir there. | love singing and this is
reat choir, and we’re working on
3 really beautiful pieces. | haven’t
there in a couple of weeks, due
arious reasons, all drug-related.

It feels good to be back. | may

e moved to North Carolina after
ege, she got a church pianist job
nd begged me to join the choir. |
antly did, but it ended up being
onderful thing in my life, because
e church really had the right idea
it things and it was such a warm,
loving place to be a part of. This
church today is the

same way. The people are great, the
messages are always positive and
loving, and it’s a good group to be

a part of for me, and it allows me to
have the experience of singing in a
good choir.

| get in my car after showering and
dressing and drive to the church.
Upon arrival, | suddenly get a little
anxious to interact with these people
(mostly old people or at least in their
fifties, | am the youngest by far). But
it’s not a big deal, | decide to just
deal with it, and | still have a smile
on my face. | walk in, a bit out of
breath as | make it to the top of the
stairs, and get to the choir room.
Everyone is really happy to see me
and asks me how I've been doing,
which is difficult to answer. But their
enthusiasm makes me feel happy
and welcome. | just tell them I've
been going through some stuff but
I’'m back. I previously told them | was
going through divorce, so | am sure
that’s what they assume. It turns out
we’re singing a really beautiful song
from the Rutter Requiem (which we
are learning the entirety of), and |
enjoy it greatly. After that, there is
still some service to go and | feel a
bit antsy. | aimost decide to get up
and leave, but ultimately | feel | have
to be strong, and learn to deal with
negative feelings without hiding. So
| stay, and | am glad | do. While at
the service | send out some positive
energy and intention during the
prayers. A plan for the rest of the day
is churning through my brain.

After church ends, | head out quickly.
On the way back, | stop at several
stores including a natural foods
farmstand that | often get produce
at, quality and cheap compared to
the grocery store. | load up on eggs,
fruit, vegetables, rice... a few frozen
and other supplements to the main
meals. | buy a bunch of granola and
cereal too. | also purchase a thing
of pre-workout supplement to help
maximize energy and muscle usage
when | start working out. Then | go
to GNC and buy a large container
of high-quality protein powder,
chocolate flavored. While out at the
mall, where GNC is, | usually buy

a Double Doozie from the Great
American Cookie Company. They’re
so delicious, but it is very easy to
resist, because | am committed to
eating right. On the way home, | stop
to buy a jug of ant killer/repeller, so

| can do the perimeter of the house
inside and out, because ant season
is upon me.

Finally | arrive home, many bags
of groceries and supplies on

hand. Before | do anything, | call
my doctor, who | remember gave
me a recommendation for a drug
counselor/therapist when | broke
my hand in late July 2013 (from
punching the refrigerator during

a fight with my ex-wife; | sure am
glad to be out of that unsolvable
situation!). | had told him about my
opiate addiction because he offered

me hydrocodone for my hand and

at the time | was clean (though it
didn’t last long). | got ahold of the
receptionist who said she’d tell the
doctor to call me. So while | wait,

| begin cooking a stir-fry sauce,
something of an Indian and Thai
fusion sauce, with coconut mild,
peanut butter, yellow and red Indian
curries, and Thai curry. At the end

| add some cream. The result is an
amazingly delicious sauce. | find my
rice cooker and start cooking some
organic brown basmati rice | bought
in bulk. Then the phone rings; it'’s
my doctor. He tells me his advice:
call this therapist, who he says is
amazing, and gives me her number
and info. Then he says | should go to
NA meetings. And finally he says that
there is an outpatient rehab program
he can give me information for. He is
very compassionate and supportive.
| thank him profusely and write all of
the information down. Then as soon
as he hangs up, | call the therapist,
as that is what | am most eager to
start. | figure it will help me in more
ways than one, and maybe help

me identify what parts of myself or
my thought processes are holding
me back. | call her and leave a
message. Then | go back to the food
preparation.

The rice is done, the sauce is done.

| put some vegetable oil and olive oil
in my large pan and start chopping
vegetables, carrots, bok choy, green
pepper and onion, both yellow and
red. | throw them all in there and start
stir-frying. | stick the onions in first to
caramelize just a bit. Then after | add
the rest of the vegetables | add the
rice and after it all is hot and frying,

| pour in a bunch of the sauce, and
stir it all up. It smells phenomenal. |
close the lid of the pot and let it fry
for a bit. Then | crack three eggs in,
stir them up, and cover again until
it’s all cooked. | begin to eat it; oh
man, if this is what eating healthy is,
then I’'m going to love this! Before
long, much to my surprise, | have
eaten the entire pot, easily four or
five servings. I'm full but | can tell |
will want to eat more later, as it’s only
about 6pm. Dinner finished, | look
up NA meetings... | figure | should
give it a try, and at this point | am
still scared of my own brain. | feel
pretty good now but I've been here
many times before and | ALWAYS
have relapsed due to convincing
myself in some way that it would be
appropriate. | find an NA meeting
right down the street at a church, in a
half hour. | quickly get ready and go.

At the NA meeting, | sit there quietly,
a bit too out of place feeling to
actually get up and tell my story. And
| am not sure that they will all want to
hear about how | used a drug to get
off a drug. A lot of these people are
very desperate looking and sounding
and the whole vibe is very ‘no drugs,
ever’. That’s not what | want, | want
to be able to smoke marijuana
responsibly (as | do already), and



INTO THE FLOOD

take psychedelics occasionally, and
even take other drugs that aren’t
opiates on occasion. | am not into
the victim mentality. | have the
power to stay off opiates without
going to a meeting every day or
surrendering myself to something
else. It is something only | can do,

| can do it without being involved in
such a depressing organization. At
least that’s how | see it while | am in
this meeting. After a while, it’s over
and | slip out before anyone can talk
to me. The whole thing made me
feel a little weird, but in way, also
stronger, because | realize | can do
this without putting myself into that
kind of mindset. So in a roundabout
way, the meeting does help me.

| head back home and spend the
rest of the day cleaning up the
house, spraying an ant perimeter,
and eating more and more food.
Finally it is night time, and | set my
alarm for 7:30am, intending to get
up to work out for the first time at
the local YMCA, where | can get a
guest pass, and then join after that
guest week. | am extremely excited
to start working out, | just know that
I will feel much better once | am
getting in shape. The last thought in
my mind before | fall into a somehow
comfortable sleep is that | can’t wait
to start my new life tomorrow.

Conclusion

This retelling took a long time and

a lot of discipline to write, and in
compiling it together, my integration
of the trip was aided. It is now
Monday May 19th, three weeks and
two days after | first took my flood
dose, and | have finally completed
this report. But my journey is only
beginning. | feel as if my life has
started anew. Many of my most
significant past bad patterns of
behavior and thought are simply

no longer there, replaced with new,
healthy ones, as if by magic.

On that Monday morning two weeks
ago, | did indeed wake up and head
to the gym, after | stopped at GNC
to get some protein powder and pre-
working muscle power supplement.
I’'ve been doing three days on, one
day off with the working out. Always
in the past, | disliked working out; |
mean, I've always liked the results
but the process of doing it felt painful
and unpleasant to me. But now, it’s
one of the best parts of my day, |
would do it every day if | could get
away with it. The minor lingering
withdrawal has nearly gone, but

it still pops up if | don’t work out,
perhaps a very mild form of PAWS.
The exercise has allowed my mood
to stabilize and | have gone through
every day with a smile on my face.
And I’'m already twice as in shape
and strong as | was, | can lift so

much more, run so much farther, bike
so much farther. It feels so great to
be so much more in tune with my
body, and for my body to feel so
much healthier.

Additionally | have kept up with

my new eating habits. | am buying
mostly organic fruits and vegetables,
lots of them and lots of variety, and
rice, organic chicken, and eggs,

lots of eggs. | eat about six eggs a
day, three for breakfast and then for
dinner | make stir-fry with egg in it. I'll
make my own sauces, usually Thai
or Indian (or a fusion) and then I'll
stir-fry up some vegetables, maybe
green pepper, carrot, bok choy,
sugar snap peas, and mango, add
some rice, then add some sauce,
and once the vegetables are tender
I'll add three eggs and heat it until
the eggs are fully cooked. This will
fill up an entire large frying pan to the
rim, easily 4 to 6 servings. And I'll eat
the whole thing over the course of
two hours for dinner. Plus | am also
eating 50 grams of protein powder
on workout days. | have been eating
tremendous amounts of food, as |
am six feet tall and weighed only
130 pounds at my low point, when |
saw my ribs in the shower. | went to
a potluck with my friends a few days
ago and | ate the biggest portion of
dinner out of anyone, then | was still
hungry so | went out to get a burger,
hush puppies and shake, and then
after | ate that, an hour later | was
hungry again so | ate another helping
of dinner as big as the first; this is
the kind of eating I've been doing
(except the burger and shake were
just that once). But I'm happy to say
that now | weigh 145 and my ribs are
no longer sticking out. My appetite is
a bit less than it was in the past day
or two, | suspect | am catching up
and can eat more normally from now
on. | still plan to eat loads of fruit
and vegetables though, indefinitely.
A proper diet makes SUCH a big
difference in how | feel.

| also began drug counseling/therapy
two Wednesdays ago. | really like my
therapist, she seems cool and open-
minded. | have decided in my life to
tell the truth from now on, which is a
lesson hard-learned from my failed
relationship. So | told her the truth
about my story. Ibogaine didn’t ring
a bell to her, until | described what
it’s for and then she recalled hearing
about it, but had never met anyone
who did it. She seemed fascinated
by my story and agreed with me that
it seems to have so much potential
for addiction treatment. | told her that
I plan to keep using psychedelics
and marijuana responsibly, and she
seems to think this is alright, and she
also seems open to psychedelics
being a positive influence in a
person’s life. I've had two sessions
so far and it feels good to have
someone to talk to about this stuff
who isn’t a friend or family. | plan to
continue therapy for at least a long
while.

KOTH

here | woke up as a kid in
ildhood bedroom and shook

I have not been back to NA /
e last twenty years of life as a

that first time. It just didn’t qui
right with me. Plus | don’t feel |
it, | feel good, steady, stable.
however, good to know it’s the
case | nee

, and now | have experienced
sort of. | think Monday night’s
s basically just helped the
ibogaine euphoria to get started
ave me a lot of pleasant and
lemories to treasure.

The post-ibogaine euphoria,
at first seemed like it was destro
was really just in hiding, and it
been coming back out, little by
It is not nearly as strong or wond
as it was those first few days a
emerged, but it’s still wonderful
it’s helping me to keep my ne
on i

ast but certainly not least,
llow-up dose’s visions were
azing and so important to
feel they tied it all together.
e the flood dose dreams,

The course of the dream visi visions were more lucid and

which at the time and dire
afterwards seemed so random
nonsensical, was in fact logical
all. When everything came toge
for me in the shower a week Ia
realized what they meant and
their course fell out the way it
The first day or so consisted
spattering of pleasant dreams
dreams containing myself b
controlled by dark occult force
is my belief that the occult fol
present in many of my dre:
always represented the opiates
excessive drugs in my life. On
first day | also had the dream ak
falling in love with that woi
which | think has been a help fo
in getting the rest of the way

m

All of them involved being
ace or on another absolutely
iful planet. Many of them

ed taking ibogaine, but there
no other drugs involved in
visions. | experienced many
~dimensional adventures and
incredible things which fill
ith awe to have experienced.
he very last ibogaine dream |
ad, the one where | died and
eincarnated and experienced
ts on the nature and structure

e flooding back to me in the
er when this trip came together
e, | was filled with awe for life,
ratefulness that | have my life,
as Xorkoth. And ever since
have been steadily filled with
preciation for, and enjoyment
life. Although the post-

ine euphoria is more subtle
and has been slow to return,
ze that | am feeling it. Every

ill feels new and exciting, and
ly always have a smile on my

The second night and mor
were mostly filled with the
monotonous, tedious gathe

dream. In it, some mysteri

distant occult overlord force
opiates) had driven me crazy, &
spent all of my days searching
things that | believed would make
feel better, but in reality were lea
me to waste my life away and ca
everyone else to see me as a ¢l
person. And in the end | trie:

clusion, my ibogaine flood

at home was a huge success

, although it nearly went off

e after the initial flood dose. |
e my greatest mistake was in
aving enough supervision lined
also should

me to fail in this. To me, the mess
here is very clear. This was o

a lot of my thoughts for a
and it was unpleasant in the
way that being an opiate addli
unpleasant. Shortly after that tl

were the dreams about the ‘spe Cvv2: 335
festival drugs’ i s 03120
get them, yet another focu Expires:

mindlessly seeking drugs. The ti
of drugs came up a whole lot i
visions, especially earl

Then the third day’s evening,

| was over at A and E’s hou:
believe was just there to show:
fun variety of experiences, to le

a little steam. The dreams we
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least. | am fine, but | could have very
easily gotten into serious trouble,
been arrested, been institutionalized,
hurt myself, or any number of other
undesirable outcomes. Imagine if |
had wandered my neighborhood,
trying to talk to my neighbors and
babbling nonsense? Or if | had, god
forbid, driven (I keep assuming |

did not and that was just a dream,
but really who knows for sure? |
could have been dreaming that it
was evening while actually driving).
Also, had | had supervision, they
could have prevented me from
taking all the other drugs | did right
after | emerged. | believe | did screw
myself a bit and that | would be in
an even better place now had | just
hung around peacefully and been
watched for the days afterward. But
the message of iboga had not come
together yet when | re-entered the
world. | could have really benefited
from taking the rest of the week

off work too, | definitely went back
too soon. My recommendation to
you, the single strongest and most
important one, is to have sufficient
supervision for a sufficient amount
of time, and give yourself at least

a week of nothing else going to to
integrate your experience. Such a
long and monumental trip deserves
that. It worked out for me beautifully
in the end, and all the pieces fit
together, but | took some really big
risks that | do not recommend, so
please learn from my mistakes.

Overall, my ibogaine flood dose
was tied for my most important +4
experience, tied with my very first
trip, on mushrooms, that blasted
open my mind and revealed to me
my spirituality and forever altered
my life because of it. But ibogaine
was far and away the most influential
experience I've ever had on my day-
to-day behaviors. It has been deeply
transformative in a way that surprises
me every day and is difficult to
describe, though | have certainly
tried my best. It feels like my old life
ended and my new life has begun.
It feels like it's been months since |
took that flood dose. The few days
of acute effects seemed to go on for
weeks.

Also, ibogaine was the most intense
experience | have ever had by a
tremendous margin. Even the follow-
up dose of ~350mg was incredibly
intense. | have had a lot of really
intense psychedelic experiences but
this one is in its own league; it has
redefined my standards of intensity.

If you made it this far,
congratulations for reading it all,

and | hope you enjoyed it! If you're
considering taking a flood dose of
ibogaine, for addiction or any other
reason, | hope this story has been
informative for you and that you can
learn from some of my mistakes.

| have total confidence that | can
continue this indefinitely, even
though it’s only been a few weeks,
because of how much my patterns
of thought and behaviors have
changed. | truly do feel reborn and

| have no cravings for opiates; that
part of my life is blessedly over, and |
feel better on a day to day basis than
| did when | took opiates during my
addiction. If you’re looking to try this,
know that in my experience ibogaine
is the most powerful spiritual plant
medicine that exists on this planet.

It is NOT to be taken lightly, and
preparations must be made, even
more than what | did. But also

know that iboga is a gentle teacher.
Despite my descriptions of extreme
intoxication, staggering length of
time, and utterly engrossing dreams,
some of which were unpleasant or
frightening, | never once felt real fear
(except when | wasn’t being watched
on the third day and freaked out and
emailed my boss because | thought

| had broken my brain), just dream
fear, more of a sense of foreboding
really.

| will most certainly take a flood
dose again one day, though not for
addiction. | loved everything about
my experience and | thank my lucky
stars every single day that iboga
found its way into my life, at just the
right time. To be free of opiates after
ten years of soul-crushing slavery
to them... forget MasterCard, now
THAT is priceless.
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