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“Two roads diverged in a wood, and I –
I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.”
Robert Frost (1874-1963),
From the poem, The Road Not Taken.

XII

Intention Is Everything

The Spiral Galaxy M33.
Photo by Bert Katzung, © 2002.

1. Into the West
A family that prays together stays together.

M

y mother’s family, the Brennans, were the spiritual heart of
my family; from them came the traditional Irish devotion
to Church, God and land, in addition to a sense of belonging to an
extended family which had its roots in the past. My father came
from Dublin and as such was less inﬂuenced by the traditional Irish
ways, although he was a devout Catholic. As children, we all knelt
down as a family in the kitchen and said the rosary. This, for both
of my parents, was in addition to a hard day’s work. It was the way
families stayed together. The saying my mother used to say was this:
families that pray together stay together. My mother continues to
say the rosary to this day.
The Brennans were the authentic Irish, born of a deep and
troubled past but with a warmth, determination and simplicity that
typiﬁed the Irish spirit. At least that’s how I perceived most of them.
In my mind, I never thought of them as ever having been British.
They were just pure Irish. They started out in the early 1800s
living in a small house on ﬁve acres of land about one mile outside
Claremorris, in the far western county of Mayo in the heart of
Connaught. Clearly within them lay a ﬁghting spirit, as they jumped
to the task of drawing stones from the land to help build the town
hospital in the 1830s. It was not long before the Catholic Relief Act
was passed, which gave Catholics the right to advance themselves in
all areas of life. However, there was no money anywhere at the time
and this work must have seemed like a godsend. With this money
they bought Drumkeen Village, a Town Land, which consisted
of 180 acres of land and one home. The family settled this land,
dividing it into smaller sections as each started his own family, a
small group of families working together. One of the sons, my great53
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grandfather Martin, was born in 1833. That was 12 years before the
Great Famine.
During the seventeenth century, the British government had
evicted the landed Irish Catholics from their lands in the North and
sent them west of the river Shannon to the province of Connaught,
where the worst land was and where the Brennans lived. Many of
these landless people survived as farm laborers. Payment consisted
of a small cottage with one room and a kitchen along with a half acre
of land to grow their vegetables. When the famine hit it was Mayo
that suffered the worst. Is it any surprise then that the real Irish spirit
is to be found in the West?
People say, as though in surprise, that they never talked about
the Great Famine of 1845-1850. How could they talk about it? The
ones who survived were the ones who had food and the ones who
died where the ones who starved on their doorstep. If the world
marvels at why Ireland has shown leadership, it is not because of
any deliberate policy to develop it. It is because of the hardship the
people suffered and the soul that was kindled from it.
Fortunately, from the Brennans I acquired a deep respect for
their almost missionary love of the land as well as a conviction that
money was to be used with great care. Perhaps that was a little much
for me having been born into a different time when there was not
an active policy to keep people poor. My mother’s brother Martin
spent his whole life animated when talking about the land and the
people he knew. I bet he could have drawn a family map of the West
of Ireland from his memory. He was nicknamed the Smiler Brennan.
I have never seen a man smile so easily or cry so easily without any
sense of shame. It made him a very gentle man and much loved
widely, even if he shouted hellﬁre and brimstone from time to time.
I was certainly proud to tell people he was my uncle. My mother
would tell me how he would sing all the way home to the West of
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Ireland on his visits there. It seemed that somewhere in the town
land of Drumkeen a deep love of the land was forged and a deep
connection to those on it.
During the famine years, while my mother’s grandfather Martin
was a boy, each day six carts would travel the six roads out of
Claremorris, picking up the dead and the dying from the sides of
the road, putting all into the same cart. Those lucky enough to be
alive might survive from the soup and bread they received in the
workhouse, formerly the hospital. The hospital had been made into
a workhouse for the poor, the destitute and the dying. My mother’s
family saved themselves from the worst of the famine by helping to
build it. What a strange turn of events that was: building the hospital,
which later became the workhouse, to buy the land that saved them
from the famine. In the space of six years, the Irish population went
from 8 million people to 6 million people. One group that suffered
deeply came from the poorest of the poor, the landless peasants, now
long forgotten. God have mercy on their souls.
David, my maternal grandfather and son of Martin, was born
in 1870 and emigrated with his brothers to Rochester, New York.
In 1897 he returned to the family homestead of 30 acres, a division
of the original 180 acres. It was the year his father Martin and
brother Tobias passed away – his father in April and his brother
Tobias a month earlier in March. Someone had to take over the land
and it fell to David. When my mother told me this I felt a sense
of loss for him. He made a match with a wonderful woman called
Annie Walsh nicknamed Annie Bán (pronounced Bawn), meaning
“white” in English, as Annie was a very popular name at the time.
My granny, the only grandparent I ever knew, seems to have come
from a relatively prosperous family as her brother was a priest, her
sister was a nun and another brother was a vet. David’s mother had
a sister, whose son Jack later became Primate Cardinal of all Ireland.
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A match between my grandfather David and my grandmother Annie
must, I imagine, have seemed a good match at the time.
Annie Bán had a mind like a continuous ﬁlm which recorded
everything, much like her son, my uncle Martin. A good, clear mind
that can trace the past like one developing canvas is a sure sign
of a healthy soul. I remember her from my boyhood. She was a
short woman and always wore black, as was the way of widows in
those days. Her hair was always worn under a net with clips. She
had very soft skin and her face was round and had a look of the
ancients. She rarely said anything but kept her eyes open and her
ears pricked. She knew many things but said little. She would rise
every morning and head straight to the kitchen where she would
busy herself in preparing the needs of the day. She was a tower of
strength. I remember once how, after saying goodbye to one of her
sons and his family in Dublin Airport – I think maybe it was Jack,
who was visiting from America and was on his way to visit his sisters
in England – she was so sad to see them go, she went and bought a
plane ticket to follow them. She had never been on a plane in her life
and was nearly 90 years of age.
David and Annie had 12 children. Two died in childbirth and one
from an accident on a lorry. From time to time the children would
have picnics on the brow of the hill across from their home, which
consisted of two bedrooms, another room, a parlor and a kitchen.
Near the house was a little well with a stone wall, from which my
mother collected water. Each day she and/or her brothers or sisters
would walk the cattle along the path that ran from the main road
around the edge of the ﬁelds and on into the milking parlor beside
the house, where the cows would be milked by hand. One can
imagine how a family of 12 must have survived around a kitchen
table with Annie Bán giving out instructions and the one helping the
other. There would have been very little room for airs and graces.
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Instead you would have had authentic, genuine, salt-of-the-Earth
people with the ﬁre burning and a large pot of potatoes ready to
meet the daily hunger that the land instilled. And within all of them,
a sense of their allegiance to the family and the hope of a better
life. Wealth would not have been seen as a personal possession to
amass, but as something to be put back into the family so that the
family could become stronger for it. Unfortunately now we have a
philosophy of individual wealth, which does not share, which sadly
further separates us from who we really are: a family.
The men emigrated to America and settled around Rochester,
Oregon and New Orleans. My uncle Martin was the only son to
stay in Ireland, possibly because of his love for the land. My Uncle
Jack was a radio operator in the merchant navy and met his wife
in Montreal. They then moved to New Orleans. Most of the girls
became nurses. Two emigrated to England while the other two girls
stayed in Ireland. My boyhood was therefore ﬁlled with the returning
Americans. It was always a delight to see them as they brought some
of the ﬂavor of the West into my young East Coast Irish life.
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2. A Taste of Freedom
We blame the innocent and become victims twice over.

I

remember, one peaceful summer’s day, standing outside my
father’s grocery shop preoccupied with the thought: can I
swallow the chewing gum in my mouth? What if it sticks in my
throat? Thinking on it made me a little excited and scared at the
same time. Overcome by the emotion, with one gulp and a moment’s
hesitation, it went down before I had time to back out.
I was curious. I wanted the thrill of doing something that pushed
me beyond my boundaries. I felt immediately relieved knowing I had
survived. It was a moment close to the edge for a small boy. Little
did I know then that, some 25 years later, I would re-experience the
same moment but this time with something that might not choke
me, but could in its own way kill me. I am still not sure which of the
two was the more dangerous. What I can say is this: I don’t regret
either.
We are coming to the end of the ‘60s. Mine was a small country
town not far from Dublin, yet in those times far enough to seem an
age. It was an ordered town set in the country, with 3,500 people, a
church, a convent, primary and secondary schools and lots of places
to roam and roam I did. In fact, you could say I was born under a
wandering star.
The town itself is located in what was once called the Pale. The
Pale was the name given to the area which went from the south of
Dublin right up to the present-day border with Northern Ireland. It
stretched inland for about 30 miles at most. My town, which is not
far from the sea, was on its border.
The Pale is a small but important part of Ireland. It is and always
has been a melting pot for Ireland, our own international reception
area, a colony of sorts. Through it came the pre-Celts, Celts, Vikings,
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Normans and the English. Today, in one of the great twists of history,
the sub-Saharan Africans have found their way also. Some of our
forefathers moved inland but most chose this area for its relative
security and prosperity. Since their arrival in the twelfth century,
the English have maintained a presence there. The English presence
only really became national from the time of Henry VIII in the
sixteenth century. In other words, Ireland suffered English dominion
for 400 years and not 800 years, as is popularly accepted. Dublin is
in the Pale. It may explain why there is such a division between the
country people and the people of the city of Dublin.
In this time, as I was growing up, the streets were mostly quiet.
Not so in the years to come. My father used to refer to it as a sleepy
place. Not much excitement after all his years of work. Each day,
he would let me choose something from the sweet counter before
returning to school. Some days I had to dodge him and get my prize
from my mother. I could never be sure what humor I might ﬁnd him
in. Nor, for that matter, my mother. They both worked hard eking
out a living to ensure an education for each of their ﬁve children:
my sister, the eldest and me the third of four boys. Apart from my
sister and eldest brother, who differed in age by one year, there was
a two-year age difference between the rest of us. Of the ﬁve I was
the only one to have been born in the town. So in more ways than
one this was my town. The day my mother gave birth to me, she put
down what she was doing, walked out the front door, down the town
and into the hospital. My father carried on doing what he did best,
making a living for the family. He had no other choice. They lived
in a big house – big for the town – part of which had been made into
a small business premise. Out the back was a secure yard and lofts
where bales of cotton and the like were stored, from time to time.
The church’s life permeated my family and evening rosary
was mandatory. When my granny came to stay she seemed to be a
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hopeless addict completing all 15 Stations of the Cross before the
rest of us had ﬁnished the ﬁrst. She seemed to be in some sort of
reverie. I didn’t mind really, but we usually only said one rosary and
she went for the whole pack: all three. It was hard to refuse her when
she asked us all to kneel down in the kitchen to pray. I assumed it
had something to do with indulgences whereby one Hail Mary was
equal to three days’ remission from Purgatory. Such was the power
of the Church.
My earliest childhood friend was a little girl called Breda, who
lived nearby when I was still a child and she little more than a baby.
I remember her ﬁrst as a baby all wrapped in white. As she began to
crawl I started to play with her. Her house was by the river and had
a fairy-tale garden at the back with a round pergola in the center. On
a summer’s day we would play in there. How much closer to God I
could get, I do not know. Over the years my trusted friends would
mostly be girls.
My father did not marry young; his wife, my mother, was at one
time the district nurse. Together they bought a shop and set about
building a future for themselves and their family-to-be. What his
dreams were I did not know. I only knew that they both worked hard
to achieve them. My father had served his time as a shop assistant in
Dublin and later worked locally. Neither came from this town: my
father a Dubliner and my mother from the rural west of Ireland, two
very different worlds; my mother an Aquarius, my father a Gemini
and I a Scorpio. They had lived through the war and never forgot the
value and use of everything. This they instilled in me.
This was a time when money was not plentiful and each item
in my father’s shop carried a small return. Often I watched as he
washed the shop window and with white chalk, painted the prices for
the coming week’s specials. He would then build various columns
and pyramids of goods made from tins of beans and packets of corn
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ﬂakes and other goods to entice the customers in and to give them
something to look forward to. He knew his business and he took care
of it. He was an independent man and he valued his independence.
In truth, many people lived in near poverty. Potatoes were indeed
the staple diet, much like rice in India. Even in some of the better
houses, it was said, they were counted out. It seemed natural that all
damaged goods made their way to the kitchen table. Damaged fruit
was always a good omen, as they could not be sold and I would have
the chance to taste the juicy, tender fruit of a pear on a summer’s
day. Failing that, I had a craving for chocolate biscuits and would
stand in front of my father’s counter where the biscuit tins with their
little glass doors were situated. While looking up at my father, as
though in idle curiosity, I would stuff my pockets with chocolatecoated biscuits. My poor father was never sure what was going on,
but when he did catch me he chased me the hell out of there.
It was an amazing shop selling everything you needed for the
house. There was a fascination in that. I would ﬁll the brown bags
of potatoes to the nearest ounce and the little bags of sugar and salt
almost to the ounce as the grains were so ﬁne. I mostly avoided these
tasks but, apart from ﬁlling endless bags of potatoes out in the yard
away from everyone, I quite liked helping my father in the shop and
greeting with a smile each customer who came to purchase there.
When it came to bath time, every Saturday night, there was a
time when each of us children took turns to use the same bathwater.
With this instilled, wealth was going to be something I would have
to come to terms with if I was ever to make my “own” way in life.
Sometimes my parents were not in the humor for my high spirits. The
world of adults was a bit of a mystery to me. I tried to understand,
but couldn’t. It seemed to me that adults were the way they were
because they chose to be that way. How could I begin to understand
that with time a person loses their spontaneity, being overcome by
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the many thoughts that refuse to go away? I was much too young
for that and my mind functioned perfectly well. Naturally enough,
I expected it would be different for me. I felt special and excited by
the world around me and relished being a part of it.
I knew little of their early life. All I knew was, they worked
hard and I assumed they had always been that way. I did not realize
that my mother had been a carefree country girl who would happily
rise up early in the morning to deliver the milk from the family
farm with her brother on the family horse and trap to the neighbors
in their small, rural, west-of-Ireland farming community. Her own
mother was only a generation removed from the years of the Great
Famine and probably did not talk much about the cofﬁn ships that
set sail from the western shores not far from where they lived. Those
were times nobody wanted to return to and all probably wanted to
forget. I wonder what shadow it cast on the family. Those times
were evidence of what hell had in store. The Great Famine left an
imprint deep in the community psyche that lives to this day but is
not often talked about.
Her family lived just outside the town on a small farm and
enjoyed the simple way of life Ireland was once renowned for.
Everyone worked; everyone did his or her share. So now with the
responsibility of a large family my mother did what she knew best,
worked, even if she did not retain the pleasures it once gave her.
Growing up my mother told me many expressions handed down
through many generations. I have not forgotten them. She still tells
me new expressions to this day. The most recent and interesting one
being: rub a stone long enough and it will wear.
My father, on the other hand, had grown up in a leafy suburb of
south Dublin, his own father the chauffeur and his mother the nanny
of a knighted Anglo-Irish family. He occasionally rode around in the
early-style horseless carriage of the day. This experience probably
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motivated him to do well for himself and to have ambitions which
others did not share and which he kept to himself. I imagine there
was a lot of pressure on his father to maintain certain standards
among his children. My father’s brother Willie was probably the
gentlest and most reserved man I knew. I loved to be near him. His
goodness radiated. He and my father were pensive in one another’s
company as though sharing a great wound. Any relatives from my
father’s family I ever met were all gentle and intelligent and held
professional positions. There was something enigmatic about my
dad’s family, as though he had run away from them, or they were
all running from something. My dad rarely spoke or boasted about
them. My uncle Willie, sadly, was an alcoholic and tried many times
to stop but in the end he died young. I never thought any less of him.
In fact, his situation endeared him to me terribly. His own father was
buried in one of the ﬁnest graveyards in the south of Dublin, with a
headstone made with quiet, old-world taste.
I never really experienced the delightful and amusing though
self-conscious man my father once was. Somewhat shy, but gentle
by nature, he had become serious and somewhat distant, preoccupied
as he was by his responsibilities and the mountains of work he had
to do. I do have some earlier recollections I cherish enabling me
to reconnect to who my father really was: a caring man. Both he
and my mother worked very hard, never missing a beat. Often I
would watch as he prepared himself in the morning. Once washed
and shaved, he would don his white coat and open the shop exactly
at 9:30 a.m. Each day, he took a half hour for his lunch and spent
15 minutes of that asleep in the living room. He was a man of the
siesta.
One thing that I did know about my father was that his father’s
mother had been Protestant. I was quietly proud of this fact,
especially whenever I felt sickened by the ignorance and brutality
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of the Catholic Church. It was as if it treated its people as peasants. I
would fantasize that I was not truly Catholic and so I was better than
what the Church tried to make me out to be. My father’s mother,
who I never knew, turned Catholic out of love and apparently was
disowned by her family. In fact, the only grandparent I actually
knew was my mother’s mother, who always impressed me with her
occasional use of an Irish word or phrase. It impressed me because
I lived in the most anglicized part of Ireland. It was as though I
was Irish but culturally neutered, afraid to connect to the roots, as
these roots brought a sense of instilled shame. And shame was one
thing I sought to avoid. My father, interestingly, had a ﬁrst cousin
who as it turned out appeared every Monday night on Northern
Irish TV for 15 minutes, giving the thought of the day in between
the Monday evening double thriller I watched avidly every week –
usually a double feature of Frankenstein or the Werewolf followed
by Dracula. My father’s ﬁrst cousin, who looked just like my father,
was a canon in one of the most staunchly Protestant areas of Northern
Ireland which was wholly loyal to the Crown and hated anything
to do with Catholicism. How surreal was that? I detected a sense
of quiet reﬂection in my father for this relative. Was it because he
symbolized a reﬁnement which seemed to be lacking among some
Catholic men who sometimes suffered from a perverse form of male
chauvinism which at times seemed to extol the crude and the cruel?
Or was it that he couldn’t understand why his cousin was Protestant
given that Henry VIII had clearly broken from Rome?
Apart from the civil disturbances in Northern Ireland, the 60s
was the time of Cassius Clay, my beautiful hero and a multitude of
pop bands: the Jacksons, the Beatles and the Monkees to name but
a few and of course Michael Jackson, another hero. Not to mention
Bob Dylan, the great libertarian, or Cat Stevens, a man with beauty
in his voice.
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My dad would often have a reason not to give me pocket money,
but that didn’t break my stride. I found my own ways to make money
and to make it quickly. One day my friends passing by asked me if I
wanted to go to the pictures with them. Of course I did. I ran into the
shop, grabbed a book of tickets and in one hour had sold them and
headed off to meet my friends. I deﬁnitely had a way with selling
tickets, garnering the seller’s commission. Another time a group
of American tourists dropped coins in the river. Together with my
friend Peter I waded in and collected them. Unfortunately I fell in
and dried myself by a wood ﬁre. My mother could not understand
why I smelled like a gypsy.
During the summer months, with a sandwich and a Fanta, I would
walk the two miles to the farmer’s ﬁelds to pick strawberries and
potatoes. With the money I earned I bought my ﬁrst record player.
It was a big event and my father seemed quiet, yet pleased when we
went far away into the country to buy it. He had clearly done his
homework. I was delighted with the choice. It was a thing of great
beauty and perfection.
There were other ways I had of making money, including once
saving the ﬂags with tiny pins from one Sunday collection and,
with my unsuspecting younger brother Noel, selling them the
following Sunday after Mass for all of ten minutes before beating
a hasty retreat. It amazed me how so many rushed forward to buy
these ﬂags – perhaps imbued with the priest’s sermon. Once in an
attempt to get ahead of myself I stole £5 from my father’s till.
It was probably in exasperation at the lengths to which I had to
go to get pocket money. It was also probably, in part, rebellion.
Whatever it was, it also hurt me. I felt I had let him down. At the
same time, a school acquaintance blamed me for money he had
stolen. Intimidated by the policeman I accepted responsibility for
both crimes.
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This episode led to all kinds of problems, including forgetting
the right way to make confessions and being told by the priest to
go away and learn the proper way. This left a deep impression on
me. So much so that I became obsessed with the need to be utterly
scrupulous in my dealings with others over money. In fact, I kept
a mental record of what I stole in order to confess it properly and
not leave any sin unaccounted. As each confessional day passed,
I would calculate how much I had confessed and how much I had
left outstanding – in this I was like my father who never left a bill
outstanding. I was afraid of shocking the priest by telling him all at
once. Apart from confession the church had other uses. One of them
was to light the butt of a cigarette – picked up from the ground and
revived to its roundness – from the candles that burned continuously
with the prayers of needy people. Before the Virgin Mary I would
kneel as though in prayer, hands together like an altar boy, cigarette
held in place between their palms. From her I would seek the light
provided by the rows of candles burning their wax onto the wrought
iron trays of tiny spikes. Once alit I would exit the church quickly,
much to the approval of an occasional neighbor who might see me
leave, hands still in prayer.
I was quick to seize an opportunity when one presented itself.
In this my father said nothing. He simply let me be in my own little
world. It amazed me how quickly people parted with their money.
Some years later, at the age of 16, my father told me how one Irish
businessman had left school at the same age and built a large business
empire. Perhaps my father sensed an ability in me. He told it in such
a way so as not to seem like a suggestion, just an interesting fact. He
rarely interfered. It seemed in this poor country, my father was not
all that impressed with education.
My mother, on the other hand, came from a traditional background
where education and the Church were the keys to a safe and secure
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future. She pushed my father to secure a full education for each of
the children. Each, in time, would graduate from University. For
this he worked a long life, rarely, if ever, complaining. Even in his
ﬁnal years, when he was suffering greatly, he never complained and
always put on a smile. He knew he had made mistakes and wanted
to heal the rift between us. He turned to prayer and prepared himself
for death. He turned his illness into a time of penance and preparation
to meet his maker. He was a man of example and few words as he
was a self-conscious man. Once he took me to an artist’s exhibition
in a local town. We both stood quietly watching a man paint with
his toes. I was amazed at what one could achieve if one put one’s
mind to it.
Our home was situated in the narrowest street, the entrance
to the town. At one point we even played football in it, stopping
occasionally for the odd passing car or when one of the more
contrary neighbors came out and complained. There were only about
ten houses on the street. Of those, three were large and contained
business premises. The others were small row houses with out
toilets and housed young families. The children would all gather in
the shortcut behind my family home, which was a way to bypass the
main street and connect with the bridge which marked the end of the
territory of this little band of warriors. By and large they were good,
friendly children. Every day after school and before tea time we
would meet and play football between the two walls of the shortcut,
one of which was the wooden gate to my family home. As each goal
was scored, it would rattle its last. In that shortcut I learned how
to make a catapult and build tree houses, as well as the dangers of
homemade ﬁreworks. Once I copied the older boys and engraved
my name on the old mason-styled bridge along with the year 1971.
It is still partly visible to this day. That was not the only indignity
the bridge had suffered though. The British, in a bid to outdo the
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Old IRA, drilled two small, perfectly round holes on each corner,
large enough to place dynamite. They never blew the bridge. It still
stands today with its perfectly round holes waiting for someone, I
suppose, to blow it up or else just nursing its wound privately to
itself. Of course, the street would not have been the same without
Molly, a beautiful down-to-earth woman who shared my love of cats
and who I often shared a cup of tea and a chat with.
Family life centered around the shop. It was Daddy’s pride, but
I am not sure if it was his joy. Every space was used intelligently,
every part of the shop laid out to perfection. He knew what he was
about. Even now it marvels me to think of the millions of items
he had in the shop including a meat counter, a sweets counter, ﬁrst
aid section, mineral counter, ice-cream counter, household cleaners
and on and on. Within each section he offered the best variety one
could get at the time. For this he made two trips a week to the Cash
& Carry to ﬁll his car. I was always impressed when I entered his
shop. It was a universe of life, all seamlessly interconnected and
exactly to the point – no hint of greed or unfair play. Outside hung
a little metal sign that said, “licensed to sell stamps.” He also had
a room at the back of the house he used for storing sweets. In this
room the walls were ﬁlled with neat shelves ﬁlled to the last space
with all kinds of sweets of different shapes, sizes and colors. I
would look in amazement at the way everything was so completely
ordered. It was a testament to complexity and simplicity. Perhaps it
was this inﬂuence that contributed to my skill in mathematics and
made me quite adept at computer programming. It was the work
of a very ordered mind. The detail of his work and the manner in
which he earned every penny fairly and squarely was a reﬂection of
his greatness. Yet he never wanted any of us to go into the business
after him. I guess in later years the business became tougher and
tougher with the opening of supermarkets and he felt it was no life
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for anyone. Yet he stuck at it because that was the choice he made
and he never ran from his responsibilities. He even worked past
retirement age to see my younger brother through University. He
never complained. I remember once he received a letter that touched
him deeply. I could see this because my mother was almost in a state
of silence, the kind of state when something important happens that
requires placing life on hold. I asked her what it was about and she
told me a customer who had left a long time before and to whom
Daddy had given credit, had sent a letter with a £5 note inside to pay
his outstanding bill. The envelope was blue and looked a little worn.
The letter itself was very simple, written by a simple but devout
man. My father kept that letter. It had an effect on me. It was a
testament to those who do believe in honor even when others seek
to cheapen and ridicule it.
My father never spoke to me about sexuality, but I did notice a
couple of small blue booklets appear in the bookshelf very clearly
outlining all the principles of male and female sexuality. At the
time I took that to be his way of passing the information on, clearly
recognizing its importance. That for me, counted for something. He
was a thoughtful man.
One of the interesting aspects of standing in my father’s shop
was the view of the world it permitted. The shop was located at the
mouth of the town and everyone passed up and down each day going
about their business. Each year I watched the change in fashions. In
particular, I can remember the year when minidresses were all the
rage. As the summer progressed, the girls who passed by seemed
to cut their skirts shorter and shorter as though becoming braver
and braver in their daring. Then as though turning a corner, it went
the other way. The dresses grew longer and longer until, eventually,
they were cleaning the streets with them. For the boys, I watched
how the style of shoes changed and how the pants became wider
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and wider. I, myself, wore black bell-bottoms that were as wide as
public water pipes, along with a multi-colored tank top and beetle
boots. It was a lot of fun and brought gaiety to the town. Clearly, a
new age had begun and the Church was not as powerful as it had
been. I was part of this new age and determined to live it to the full.
I thought I had just escaped the horrors of my past history for a new
and brighter age. I was conﬁdent. Unfortunately, my love of fashion
led me to buy shoes which were too tight for me and led, years later,
to developing two crooked feet.
Another interesting thing on my street was the little watchmaker’s
shop next door, run by a man called Hugh who seemed to struggle
with his eyesight through the bulbous glasses he wore. I would
watch him mend a watch and noted the intricacy and delicacy of all
the moving parts. I learned a thing or two about how watches would
stop working mostly because people would wind them up too hard
and the spring had to be released. But most of all I learned about
a world where everything was interdependent, each moving part
feeding into the other. That fascinated me. Everything had its place
and nothing was redundant. Thus began a lifelong love of watches.
The town itself came alive every Tuesday as the local farmers
walked their cattle to the fair. My mother’s brother Martin had a
farm a few miles outside the town. He had moved to this part of the
country years earlier as a result of the allocation of land by the Land
Commission, although he missed the West terribly and would go
back at any opportunity. After the country became independent the
government bought back large farms and redistributed them. Those
who had money could, of course, buy their own farms. My uncle did
exactly that, but it caused some envy in his local community. The
Land Commission stepped in to stop the dispute and offered good
farmland to my uncle on the East Coast. That is how he came to
live nearby many years ago, before my mother arrived to the town.
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The land he had been given had a large, stately home and a quarterkilometer driveway. They actually knocked down one wing, plus the
central part and kept the remaining wing as their home. Even that
was impressive and so I was very proud of the house my cousins
lived in. At the time my cousins moved to the area my mother
was working as a district nurse in Kildare when a position became
vacant locally as a district nurse. She was asked if she would go. She
decided to give it a go for a year, at least. I guess her brother being
a few miles outside the town affected her decision. It was probably
this that brought her to the town.
Whatever the case, I was proud to see my uncle among the many
farmers who brought their cattle to the fair and, in the best of Irish
traditions, haggled over the price of a beast. Once a bull, while
passing my father’s shop, went out of control and ploughed through
the front window. Although I was not there to see it I was enthralled
by the aftermath.
Apart from the Tuesday marts, on special occasions the town
also came alive when the local Brass & Reed band played in the
town after Sunday Mass. They were later renamed the Military
Band. What the difference was I was not sure, but it did seem that
more pride was attached to the band and they took themselves a
lot more seriously. It was traditional to march behind the band and
share the energy of this little band of musicians as they beat their
drums through the town. All of the boys in my family at one time
or other played in the band. My brother John was very good on
the clarinet and I had a go at the trombone. I am not sure why. It
seemed an odd instrument and perhaps that is why I chose it. We
had a little social club that met in the band room every Wednesday
night. John at one time was the chairman, I the secretary. We ran
little fundraisers, the best being a ﬂag day for which we received a
license from the police.
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I have many good memories from this time of my life, including
taking the milk truck on a Saturday morning to visit my cousins’
farm. I had to be on time or else my cousin would go without me. The
truck would come into town early each morning and on Saturdays
I would climb out of bed to meet it and jump on the back, the wind
blowing my hair back as I perched over the top of the cabin, the milk
churns rattling. One of my fondest memories is taking in the hay one
summer’s day with my cousins and playing afterwards in the barn.
I always felt good at the farm. It seemed relaxed and natural. We
even once played a kissing game. I would also help my cousin Gerry
milk the cows. With the sheepdogs, I would go to the top of the ﬁeld,
whistle to the dogs, who would then gallop the half mile down to the
next ﬁeld to round up the cows and march them up the ﬁelds towards
the dairy parlor. After the milking, Gerry and I would retreat to his
little ofﬁce where he kept records on each cow, particularly those
who were coming close to calving, as it affected their milk. We
would have a cigarette. He smoked Major, a strong cigarette and
we would have a few relaxed moments sharing a joke. Once he had
a sick cow that he had to milk by hand in its stall. He asked me if I
wanted to milk her. I offered. Next thing I knew it lifted its back leg
and landed it in my old tweed jacket pocket. Gerry laughed his heart
out, as he knew it would do that. That frightened me. Another time
we made petrol bombs and smashed them off the outside wall of the
dairy. It was quite simple, really. We ﬁlled a couple of old bottles
with diesel and stuffed cloth and straw into the neck, set them alight
and ﬂung them against the wall. I guess Gerry was watching a lot of
Northern Irish demonstrations on the TV at the time.
One of the fascinating things I liked as a boy was the number
of cats we had. Because of the back stores, my father had obtained
one or two cats to keep the rats at bay. With time, the cats began to
multiply. It was fascinating to see a cat give birth. The way the mother
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would lick them clean and they would lie, eyes closed, looking as
though drenched with sweat, all sticky. Because nobody tried very
hard to give them away there came to be 15 of them. Perhaps the
special, almost healing spirit which cats sometimes carry was carried
by these cats. Who knows? It certainly added life to the place.
The oldest of the cats I called Fluffy, a Persian cat with a kind
of brown orange coat with different shocks of shade throughout,
one of two my father had brought home. There had been other cats,
but they had not survived. I looked on Fluffy as my one. She was
the great mother of all the cats that now freely roamed the yard and
the stores. They were never let inside being much too dirty for my
mother to allow in the house. I was proud of Fluffy’s offspring and
the way she seemed to thrive among them – a quiet cat that seemed
knowledgeable and never demanding. I loved her. I also had a dog
called Bell, who I found one day as a ball of white fur curled up next
to the oil heater in the kitchen, alone and lost. I immediately became
attached to him and looked on him as my own. As he grew, he often
created pandemonium among the cats but they were well able for
him, especially Fluffy.
I had a way with people and could easily make them laugh by
making a fool of myself. This didn’t seem to bother me. I was not
in any way self-conscious. On occasion, as a small boy, I would
amuse my relatives with a full-throated version of Al Jolson singing
“Mammy,” which I enjoyed immensely. I also enjoyed very much
listening to the music of Edith Piaf and the Strauss Family, not to
mention watching Charlie Chaplin, a genius of comedy. Many times
after a day’s work my mother would go to the drawer at the sink
and take out the hymn song cards made with white paper pasted
onto cardboard and ask me to sing for her. Her favorite hymn was
“Amazing Grace.”
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Amazing Grace
Amazing Grace! How sweet the sound
That saved a wretch like me!
I once was lost, but now am found;
Was blind, but now I see.
‘Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,
And grace my fears relieved;
How precious did that grace appear
The hour I first believed.
Through many dangers, toils and snares,
I have already come;
‘Tis grace hath brought me safe thus far,
And grace will lead me home.
Words by John Newton (1725-1807).

I was always a little reluctant to sing but the truth was I enjoyed these
moments standing in the kitchen while my mother entered a reverie.
I did not realize back then how signiﬁcant this hymn would be in
the sound-track of my life. I too one day would ﬁnd myself on the
verge of death, but not on the high seas like John Newton, begging
for divine intervention. Instead I would ﬁnd myself in desperation
and a high degree of danger, the recipient of an African medicine
which would melt my conscious mind and leave me begging from
the depths of my soul for whatever divine help I could ﬁnd. It would
only be then that I would begin to understand the things that change
a man like John Newton, things which we only imagine but never
expect to happen.
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Saturday was my favorite night of the week. The shop was full
and bustling, ﬁlled with happy and excited customers, the lights
glowing, my father and mother busy but content. I liked this night
very much. The town had a happy air, ﬂushed with the wages of
another week waiting to be spent. The pubs which littered the town
full and alive with music. My father content, as all the orders were in
for the weekend. This pleased me, as I knew he had a sense that his
time was being well spent, earning the money he had set his business
up to earn. I had great empathy for my father and it bothered me
whenever I saw the shop empty and him lost in his thoughts. He
would sit behind the counter smoking. Above him, on the ceiling,
the yellow of the nicotine. More than once I painted the shop ceiling
and it pleased me to see those marks disappear. Often I helped him
ﬁll the grocery boxes. Food went into one box, cleaning materials
into another. When all the boxes were ready I would pack them into
the back of his car and together we would drive to the house of each
customer on the list. I liked this, as it was always a nice time to see
my father relax with his customers. The women were fond of him
and always had a nice word to say. He enjoyed the ﬂattery and I
enjoyed watching him being ﬂattered.
At that time everything seemed possible to me. I dreamed of
what I might be when I grew up – perhaps a very rich businessman
or indeed, perhaps the president of America. Then there was always
the Church and the job of the pope! Or perhaps I might become an
astronaut! The Apollo missions were happening at this time. The
pageantry and the beauty of the badges that depicted each mission
mesmerized and inspired me. I collected each one and watched with
admiration and delight the ﬁrst man stand on the moon. I also shared
in the silence at the assassinations of the Kennedy brothers. Each
Irish home had a picture of JFK and his wife with the sacred heart
of Jesus. It seemed the day JFK was assassinated, democracy died
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in America. He was not just the president of America. He was the
president of what Ireland felt it could have been, had it not been
used and abused by the British. He was hope for a broken people. A
symbol of what we truly were. The day of his assassination was a day
of great loss for Ireland and for the world. Darker forces were intent
on having their way and thwarting the great democracy America
once was. Much like Rome collapsed in on itself after reaching its
zenith as the bad took advantage of the good. Perhaps the good do
not really understand that true spirituality does not equal trusting
everyone and that sometimes, we have to be on our guard.
So I gave a lot of thought to what I would be when I grew up,
as I wanted to make the most of my life. Around the age of ten,
having tempered my plans and changed my outlook, I felt I had
found the answer to a happy life. I wrote it in a letter I put behind the
American-style mirror in the living room: a testament to our deep
link to America. Some years later, on a visit home from boarding
school I went to look for it and it was gone. The decorator, it seems,
had thrown it away. That was a bitter disappointment and seemed to
reﬂect the general direction my life was taking at that time. Being
away at boarding school my childhood was slowly disappearing
from under my feet. In the letter, I had written my fantasy of running
an agency for theatrical people. I had an image of an ofﬁce full of
artists milling around. Among these, a clown dressed up with a red
nose. What a happy life, I thought and indeed this is what I was
looking for, hoping to keep the magic moments of my boyhood
intact. In my childhood innocence one of my boyhood dreams had
been the thought that one day I could walk through the town and
be liked by all and feel the surge of happiness and well-being that I
knew would fulﬁll and inspire me. But, try as hard as I could, this
would never happen. There seemed to be some impenetrable wall in
my community, or perhaps within me.
77

Amazing Grace

The happiest moments in my boyhood came with the church
choir, in particular the Sunday evening Benediction. Not many
children cared to turn up. So, on occasion, I was the only boy there.
Great! This meant the organist played softly and I sang my heart
out in Latin. And what a beautiful and wonderful feeling that was.
My whole body was transformed for one moment in time. Every
care and problem gone, replaced by an overwhelming sense of wellbeing. Words cannot describe the feelings I had. I knew from this
how important it would be for my future happiness not to be dragged
down by any problems I might encounter. And this I was resolved to
do. In fact, the church offered a respite from the cares of the world.
It was a place to meet friends and neighbors and to feel connected to
the bosom of the community. Once, while waiting at the back of the
church as an altar boy in a procession along with two others, I set
the hair of the altar boy in front of me on ﬁre with the candleholder.
For a moment I thought it would not go out, but luckily it did. It
gave a great blue ﬂame! I had to control myself from cracking up
with laughter.
Each week I bought the weekly Top of the Pops album. Top of the
Pops was the highlight of the week. Everyone watched it. Each new
artist brought a window of light onto the world. In the beginning
I would buy a single record, but after a time I realized the weekly
album did not cost much more. Although they were not the original
singers it was hard to tell the difference. With record in hand I would
lock myself away in the upstairs living room and sing my heart out to
my favorite songs. In fact this was a favorite pastime of mine. When
I had enough money I would also buy a new crisp comic. In fact, I
was so addicted to these I spent hours reading the hundreds my friend
Noel had collected. It’s hard to describe the pleasure of buying a
freshly printed comic, each page ﬁlled with different-sized segments
full of color and characters that all seem alive. I would follow them
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on their little journeys and adventures and draw from the energy
I found there. It was through comics I learned to read. In school I
actually developed a kind of mental block towards learning. It ﬁlled
me with pain and I simply passed the time as best I could. Hence my
punctuation in English was never very good. Each week I would go
up to the sitting room with my new album, lock the door and sing my
heart out. These were great moments. I had bought the record player
with my father after spending a summer picking strawberries for a
local farmer and selling my old bike for £5. It was my father who
also found the bike for me. The record player was a truly wonderful
purchase. It was also possible to play old gramophone records by
ﬂipping the stylus over and changing the speed to 78 rpm. LPs
worked off 33 rpm and were 12 inches. The singles played off 45
rpm and were 7 inches. Years later I gave it in near-perfect condition
to someone as a symbol of my love only to ﬁnd it destroyed some
time later. This saddened me deeply, as I felt the record player and I
had been betrayed. It seemed not everyone cared for things the way
I did or understood the value of a personal gift. I would like to have
it still as it brought much love into my life.
Singing was not my only passion. As a small boy I attended a
disco and danced ‘till I dropped. I was a completely free spirit and
I intended to stay that way. I was not inhibited. The other children
looked on somewhat shocked and laughed. I felt a little awkward but
I was having the time of my life and decided there was no reason to
stop. I guess they thought I was a little crazy. Perhaps I was. When
selling ﬂags with another kid, I once placed a ﬂag on a nice, cheerful
girl right in the center of one of her huge breasts. She laughed
herself silly. I had a burning desire for life and I wanted to taste it.
Unfortunately, I gave up Irish dancing lessons even though I enjoyed
them, as my other siblings had left and I felt stupid for staying on. I
was only a child and knew no better. I regret that decision a lot.
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During the summer months, after working in the ﬁelds, I
would come home on a Saturday evening, wash, buy a ten packet
of Carroll’s cigarettes, crisps and a Fanta drink and make my way
to the cinema. This was a favorite pastime of mine. Cinema was a
passion for me. Once I spied a girl I liked and sat beside her. It was
common custom among the kids to do this and, if lucky, place your
hand on her shoulder. Maybe even get a kiss.
Smoking gave me a sense of freedom and a hit to the head. At
one time I experimented with the strongest cigarettes available,
Churchills. There was another cigarette called Sweet Afton, Virginia
Cigarettes, Filterless, but I viewed it with suspicion. I saw some
men smoke it and their ﬁngers were yellowed to the bone. I tended
to avoid it. Sometimes we would smoke in the bushes, or else there
was a big tree at the school where the foliage was so great you could
sit inside on its branches and look out without being seen. It was a
favorite hideaway of mine. Other ways we had of amusing ourselves
included ﬁshing for eels in the river using a broom handle and a
fork. Once or twice we climbed over the walls of the neighboring
pub and ran off with a bottle or two of corked beer for fun. In those
days Guinness came in wooden casks and the publican would ﬁll
each bottle and then punch a cork into the bottle before selling it on
to his customers.
Across the street from my house was a draper’s shop. It was run
by Jimmy, a portly man, with the help of Brege and Mary and, some
time later, Jimmy’s niece Marie. Every time I entered the shop Mary
would look me straight in the eyes and smilingly ask me how I was.
Her smile was ﬁlled with gentleness and love. She was a lovely girl
who lived a couple of miles outside the town. If I was not greeted
by Mary then I was greeted by Jimmy and if not by Jimmy then
by Brege. They were always happy to see me come in for a chat.
Jimmy was a happy, portly man with a warm heart. He always drove
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a Morris Minor. When I would enter the shop often I would ﬁnd
him leaning against the shop counter looking out towards me with a
smile and a big hello.
It was a place of warmth. When the time came for the changeover
of the old money to the new, what was called decimalization, Brege
brought me to the back of the shop and had me give her a little
lesson on the mathematics of it. It was a little confusing as one new
penny equaled two or three old pennies, as ﬁve new pence equaled
twelve old pennies. The deal was: if you bought something for two
or three old pence you paid one new penny. Otherwise if you were
due change of two or three old pence you received one new penny.
Many of the children took advantage of this loophole, while they
could, when buying sweets. I felt sorry for some of the older owners.
There seemed to be a lot of little shops in the town selling sweets
and cigarettes.
Mary had a nervous shake in her hand. I did not really understand
what it was until one day she had to stop working and began moving
around in a wheelchair, unable to control the use of her limbs. She
still continued to smile at me but I sensed she was a little embarrassed
by her condition. I liked Mary very much and missed her when she
was eventually transferred to a nursing home in the Phoenix Park in
Dublin. Once, nervously, I visited her there, not knowing what to
expect, not sure if I could handle what I might ﬁnd. I was probably
only about eight or nine at the time. I entered her room with Brege
and some of my family. Dad drove up for the day. Mary smiled and
was very happy to see me. She had tears in her eyes. I summoned up
the courage to talk to her. It was a very difﬁcult moment and I was
glad, though I felt guilty, to leave. It was not long after that Mary
died. Why, I did not know. It must have been something to do with
the shake in her hand. In a way it was a relief, as it meant I could
return to my simple routine. The fear of the outside world once more
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locked away. I actively forgot about Mary. It was a great shock to
me to see how God could allow such a beautiful person to suffer so
much.
The highlight of the year was probably the Carnival. It arrived
in town and parked in the boys’ school ﬁeld. Up would go the big
tent, a white canvas pavilion held up by one huge tree trunk in the
middle and smaller poles around the edge. The ﬂoor consisted of
large, interlocking wooden squares. Sometimes when it rained
they would become wobbly and the muck from underneath would
squeeze through. Afterwards it was always a big task for Brother
Anthony to sort out the ﬁeld. He seemed to be the one who did most
in that regard, having a keen interest in hurling and football. Into
the tent would arrive various country and western bands and each
would give out small 5-by-3-inch photos which we would collect
with signatures. However, when it rained, the Carnival became a
mud bath.
When the Carnival was not in town the Circus would come,
announced by speakers that blared into the homes and kitchens of
the townspeople. Most children like me hoped to be picked by the
clown to come down into the ring and be part of one of his pranks,
usually involving a circle of chairs in a kind of musical chairs. It
was events like these and the life around the church which held the
community together. Nowadays much has been lost.
As a child I spent a lot of time outwitting the life I was expected
to live. My poor father and mother despaired. “Go to your room!”
Yes and from there I would climb out onto the shop roof and out the
back yard to meet with a chum and play along the river, then return
the same way in time to make an appearance downstairs when supper
was ready. My parents were either too busy to know or simply glad
for the moments of peace my absence gave, moments they used to
continue working hard to keep their dreams together. It all seemed a
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little hard for me to understand but this was the way things were and
nothing could change that. How could I understand their situation?
Once, about the age of 10, I did suggest to my father to close early on
a Sunday. I explained that not many people come to the shop at that
time and it would be time well-spent relaxing. My father said nothing.
He was a man of few words. Not long after this, my father appeared
to take my advice – something that surprised but pleased me.
One of the most interesting challenges I undertook was around
the age of 10 or 11. I noticed the wires in the top of the house were
starting to smell, as was the case in old houses in those days. I was
using a heater in my bedroom and was worried about the danger.
I decided to rewire the upstairs and bought new, modern sockets
and wire with money from my mother. The idea was simple, really.
I disconnected the fuses for the sockets, tied the old wires to the
new, pulled the old wires out of the ﬂoorboards and the new wires
followed. I then rejoined the new to where the old had been and hey,
presto! We had new sockets with new wires. I slept better for it.
My father’s ways didn’t help me to grow close to him, even
though I wanted to. Years later, he suggested I write about my travels.
No longer a boy and on the way to becoming a man I dismissed the
idea. Deep down I felt my time had not come and I was unable to
share this with him. I could see my father felt slightly rebuked by
this, even though I had not meant to rebuke him. He was a sensitive
and gentle man. Our relationship was one of misunderstanding and
pain. I did not realize how beautiful a man he was. That is the saddest
part. But that is the way of life and the saddest part of the damage
done. I reach out to him now in my heart and I ﬁnd him there with
a knowing and caring smile. We blame the innocent and become
victims twice over.
At other times my father, in good form, would entertain the family
with a rendition of a song, his favorite being “Oh, Danny Boy.”
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Oh Danny Boy
Oh Danny boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling
From glen to glen and down the mountain side.
The summer’s gone and all the flowers are dying.
‘Tis you, ‘tis you must go and I must bide
But come ye back when summer’s in the meadow
Or when the valley’s hushed and white with snow.
‘Tis I’ll be here in sunshine or in shadow
Oh Danny boy, oh Danny boy, I love you so.
And if you come, when all the flowers are dying
And I am dead, as dead I well may be
You’ll come and find the place where I am lying
And kneel and say an “Ave” there for me.
And I shall hear, tho’ soft you tread above me
And all my dreams will warm and sweeter be
If you’ll not fail to tell me that you love me
I’ll simply sleep in peace until you come to me.
Words by Frederick Edward Weatherly, 1913.
Others he also sang seemed to come from an earlier part of the
century, perhaps the thirties or the forties, songs I loved to hear him
sing. When I listen to Louis Armstrong or other male singers from
that era, I am reminded of my father singing. Perhaps my father had
a secret dream of one day being a singer, too? Reality, of course, was
a different matter. From time to time I would see him sit at the piano
and pick out a tune. He did not know how to play but he tried. There
came a time when he gave up. Perhaps in his earlier days he had
worked hard hoping to get ahead and afford himself the possibilities
of time to learn the piano. Whatever the case, with ﬁve children
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to care for and a mother who insisted on education his tasks were
clearly cut out for him. He served his family and he served them well.
His annual holidays consisted of mandatory public holidays and one
trip each year to a different part of Ireland. He would leave after
he closed shop on his half day, Thursday and return the following
Monday. He would take a small black case and on his return would
place it on the kitchen table from where he would give us, if we were
lucky, a little something from his trip.
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3. The Unholy Trinity
Keep your eye on the light,
And you won’t get lost in the dark.

A

s a boy I had been taught to believe in the Church and God.
Indeed, once I reasoned with my friends that if God exists
and the church is his house on Earth, then no expense should be
spared to make that house as wonderful as possible. This seemed
perfectly logical to me, as I ﬁrmly believed a priest was God’s voice
in this world and someone to be revered. This was a time when I
would go under the bed sheets with a plastic statuette of the Virgin
Mary which lit up in the dark. I would squeeze my mind as hard as
possible and believe the Virgin was present. I had been told it took
only a small amount of faith to have one’s prayers answered. Out
of this faith came a commitment to acknowledge my wrongdoing
when confronted with it.
As time went by and things started to go wrong in my life, I
suddenly realized one day that this state of affairs appeared to be
one-way. I would say, “Yes, I have been wrong and I am sorry,”
and expect the other to say the same. Instead, what I got was a selfsatisﬁed look from the other child and a rebuke from an adult. I
would ﬁnd myself left alone, mystiﬁed as to why the other child had
not done the same. On top of this, when I was wronged, I noticed
nobody willing to be sorry to me. It seemed everyone expected
me to be sorry, as I was in many ways the black sheep; but the
same rule did not apply to them. Maybe they were ashamed to be
sorry to me. Who knows? Then I began to change. I was no longer
willing to accept my fault without arguing the fault of the other
also. I wanted fairness and equality in humiliation. And humiliation
is what I got.
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At the same time I also began to realize that all was not right with
the religious Brothers who taught us. They had their ways and by
and large I accepted them. Each day the bell would ring for the start
of class and immediately hundreds of highly energetic boys would
fall into line without a sound and march double-ﬁle straight into
class to their allotted places. However, once at the commencement
of third class, about the age of 9, a young Brother entered the class
and sat cross-legged on the teacher’s table. He proceeded to pick
out individual boys he named as bold and unruly and asked them
to make a new start by saying they would behave in the coming
year. Much to my surprise I was singled out. Not wanting to make
matters worse I went along with this little charade, but for the life of
me I could not see what I was supposed to have done. I saw myself
as a good soul not seeking to be malicious in any way. Clearly, all
was not well with the religious Brothers. I felt humiliated by this
little routine which I took to be somewhat stupid, staged and clearly
unfair; a staging post on the road to shame and guilt which these
religious sought to instill.
I also noticed that things were not right in class, either. I was
bafﬂed when the teacher, Brother Anthony from the farthest reaches
of Ireland, gave me 100% on my math exam (my best subject) and
then gave, much to the embarrassment of my fellow student sitting
next to me, 104% for the same test. It was a contest and clearly I
was not meant to win. There were many more incidents like this that
left me bafﬂed. It was towards the end of primary school and I had
failed in my efforts to win the affection of this teacher whom I liked
very much. Instead, I had incurred his wrath many times and on
one occasion had the leg of a chair broken over my head. It, having
been used many times before to hit other children. Another time a
photographer arrived in the class to take class photos. I think the
photographer had a little extra time on his hands from the previous
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class and was ﬁlling in a few other kids. I was wearing my worst
jumper and had ink on my chin – we used inkwells and pens with
quills and often I would drink the ink as it had a soft, interesting
taste. My appearance didn’t really bother me. I was sent up to have
my photo taken which was to be put into a key ring. I was delighted
and thrilled to be going up ﬁrst.
Even now I look on that photo as the most beautifully authentic
photo of my childhood I have, the real me. When I see myself as I
was before my life went off the rails and I realize I am now returning
to that person, my heart is ﬁlled with a great peace and joy and, quite
frankly, relief. However, now I cannot help but wonder if it was not
just another snub, given that the rest of my class were able to have
time to clean themselves up. My mother had to do with a key ring
of her child clearly unkempt. It only hurts me because of the way
it insulted her. However, she loved the key ring and saw nothing
untoward. Neither did I, until I came to write this book.
Another time, the time of year when a special week of morning
Mass was being said, Brother Anthony asked for volunteers to be
altar boys. He said that the Mass would either be at 7:00 a.m. or
at 9:30 a.m. If it were the later time we would be allowed to come
to school late. If the earlier, we would arrive as normal. I put my
hand up and was picked. It turned out that it was the earlier time.
One morning, while kneeling on the marble altar listening to the
priest drone on, I started to become dizzy and before I knew it I
had fainted and banged my head off the altar. In those days men
were on one side of the church and women on the other. The church
had an air of historical sanctity, the faith of our fathers – I have an
idea that the front rows were quietly kept for the important families
in the town. A neighbor of mine, a lovely woman called Alice, a
sister of Brege, stood up and said, “Someone help that boy!” I came
to as two other altar boys were carrying me by the legs into the
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sacristy. Once I realized what was happening, I quickly shut my
eyes again.
The same week we received news before going out onto the
altar of someone who had died while on the toilet. We overheard
the sacristan Jimmy telling the priest. I am sorry, but the altar boys
could not stop laughing. It was too much to bear at that time of the
morning. All of this took place in the old church and the interesting
thing about the old church was that once the sacristan cleaned the
chalices used for the Mass, which contained the crumbs of the
Eucharist, he disposed of the water down a special well at the side
of the church. At least, that is what he told me. I asked him, because
I was wondering what happened to the water, which clearly would
have come in contact with some part of the Eucharist. From that
time on I imagined there was a well that somehow went to a very
sacred place deep in the Earth, close to God’s world I thought. (In
fact it was nothing other than a drain.)
For some reason though, I continued to love Brother Anthony. I
never once suspected any foul play. I was innocent of his ways and
walked repeatedly into his traps and little games of degradation. I
was honestly confused and wondered what I was doing wrong. I
saw in him a rugged, solid, earthy individual with a warm heart.
This greatly appealed to me. So much so that each time I was hit I
would bounce back and try again to please him. To hate him never
entered my mind. But, try as I might, I could not get close to him.
Once, while standing on the sideline of an under-12 hurling team,
waiting fruitlessly to be taken on, Brother Anthony asked me when
I was born. I said November. “Ah, you will be two months too old
for the team next year.” Implied in this was the assumption that I
would have made it. I felt crushed. I had yearned to be part of the
team and to become part of the group of boys I saw as the center of
my existence. I had begun to feel as if I were on the outside, as well
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as a little frightened in this small community and this was one way
to get in. Not only that, but I had a ﬁghting spirit and longed to show
what I was capable of with a little guidance. Another time, I created
a map of Ireland about six feet by four with some other boys, out of
papier-mâché and paint. It was my attention to detail that gave it its
authenticity. I had already a lot of experience in using newspaper,
water and glue for making paper-based objects at home. It was
beautiful and contained the contours of the lakes and mountains of
Ireland in appropriate colors and in appropriate proportions. When
Brother Anthony saw it he simply grunted and walked away.
Not that any of this affected my decision to adopt the name of
Brother Anthony as my conﬁrmation name. When the day arrived
I was excited to receive my new name, as is the custom when one
is conﬁrmed in the Catholic Church. The Bishop came to me as I
knelt before the altar and to my surprise I was not given the name
Anthony, but another name: Joseph! In the end it was just as well,
as Br. Joseph was one of the few Brothers who took the time to talk
to me and show me a little of what his clerical calling was about:
listening and helping. He was a good man, considered odd by many,
but with a solid heart of integrity. Oftentimes we would meet in
the schoolyard, where on spying him and wanting someone to talk
to, I would go up to him and engage him. I loved the radiant soul
that shone through him. Meanwhile, the other kids would gather
round and start tugging at his robes until eventually he would pull
out a stick, crunch down like an old witch and chase after them at
the speed of light. It was like watching a ﬂock of geese suddenly
disappearing after the shot of a gun.
Now I can happily say that Joseph is my conﬁrmation name, the
other would have been a cruel reminder of what I had endured. Years
later, at the time of writing this book, I had a dream where I was
told that Brother Anthony had died an old and lonely man. That’s
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quite sad, really. For all his faults, he was a good man who gave his
heart and soul to the community. Many people remember him with
deep respect. Even now I still remember him with affection, if not
with disillusionment. When I like someone it’s hard for me to stop.
Something about me disturbed him and I am not sure what it was.
Whatever it was, it placed him on a mission to keep me down. He
really was a nice man, but it seems, like all of us, he had a weakness
I could not have understood or, more importantly, he could not
understand, being as he was a product of a more repressive culture
than the one I grew into. Indeed there were Brothers the children
loved dearly but it seems it didn’t stop the others from doing bad
things. However, Brother Anthony was not a bad man.
There was another Brother, Brother Fintan, whom I had the
misfortune of knowing during my ﬁrst days in the primary school.
Now he was a right bastard, if not an out-and-out psychotic. He
delighted us four-year-old babies with his tricks getting each child
to repeat what he had done. He then instructed us to put our ﬁnger
under our mouths, push upwards to release the tongue, turn on the
ear to retrieve it and so on. At some point, something went wrong.
It seemed as if Brother Fintan was having a psychotic break. He
called me out, asked what I was doing and then beat me for being
rude. Such were the sadistic ways of some Brothers. Frighten a child
at an age when he is pliable and forever have him in your control.
Many boys suffered badly at the hands of this “man of God” who
could not be called a good man. Oddly my time at school had started
well, being taught music in the ﬁrst few weeks by a kindly woman
teacher, later replaced by Brother Fintan – but only for a time. It
was as if he was sent in to lay the groundwork: the bulldog of the
religious, the sadistic face of the Church, a secret weapon they
kept quiet and used as their initiation of babies into their society of
control and fear, the bogeyman behind the door or, if you like, what
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the devil will do to you if he gets you. Once in the corridor during
break I saw my brother John holding his hand in agony after being
hit on the palm with a stick. John was only about six or seven, two
years my senior. I was in the Babies’ class at the time. What kind
of a place had I entered? A place I had looked forward to joining?
It was a sick joke and some of the people who administered it were
the sick and broken of Irish life whom we as a society endured.
They epitomized the separation of nature from spirit by relying on
the perverse reasoning of a mind dictated to by a dogmatic Church
cut off from the heart, not to mention the genitals! Is it any wonder
then that some of these babies would grow up and in later years take
out their aggression via the bullet and the bomb, transferring their
aggression away from its real source to an outside source – which
is always safer. It’s never easy to look at the truth or to look the real
aggressor in the eye because the real aggressor scares you. That is
what makes you angry. But it is easy if you can pick on the innocent
and vent your rage on them or, failing that, beat the crap out of your
partner. That’s the unspoken Irish religious legacy – cowardice and
brutality and, of course, education.
Once things had settled down in Babies’, or perhaps it was HighInfants’, we started learning from our ﬁrst books. I took home a
small book in Gaelic as part of my class work. As my mother tucked
me into bed I read her the ﬁrst page which I understood completely.
I enjoyed this learning. Unfortunately I missed a few days at school
and fell behind. I could not catch up because I was afraid the teacher
would beat me for not knowing my homework and I was afraid to
ask for help. It seems as though the Brother had little patience for
teaching and simply wanted to ﬁnish the syllabus. From that time on
I gave up study altogether and instead developed ways to cover up
the fact. I can still remember learning the mathematics tables. It was
quite fun as the whole class repeated the multiplication tables from 1
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to 12. I still remember most of them and the ones I don’t, I have little
tricks for, such as the adding or subtracting of the results of other
tables. To this day those tables were probably the most important
things I learned in my entire life and the fun of the constant group
repetition was probably the best way they were taught. It amazes
me to see grown adults in shops using calculators to work out the
simplest multiplication or for that matter addition. They have no
idea whatsoever of the size of numbers. The other two things we
learned as babies were the letters of the alphabet and a rhyme for the
number of days in each month of the year. All in all three very useful
pieces of information. At least for that I say thanks!
However, learning gave me a physical pain in the head as though
it was a reminder of the brutal way we were being forced to learn.
My usual trick to avoid being caught out was to calculate the lines
I would be asked to say in Gaelic in class based on those who had
gone before me. The teacher had a habit of going round the class in
a certain order and asking each child to explain a few lines. This I
learned to do within the class but no more. I knew no more and was
too pained and too bored to bother. A time did come towards the
end of national school when I asked for help and Brother Anthony
came to my house and had me read from a Gaelic book with my
mother present. I read clearly and he said to my mother, “I don’t
see any problem.” He then suggested to my mother that I be sent
to the corner class, which is where those with learning difﬁculties
were sent. I didn’t like the idea, as I didn’t think I had any real
learning difﬁculties. I just couldn’t relax enough to study Gaelic.
There was too much punishment. I devoted my energies to avoiding
the punishment. Gaelic class was an hour of fear every day of my
life in National school coupled with regular beatings.
Luckily, there was an escape. My love of comics meant that I
read them endlessly. In the beginning I did not understand what they
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said but, with time, I ﬁgured out the meaning of the words with
the help of the pictures. The advantage of this is that I could read
before my time and as a result had no trouble with English reading
or homework. Ironically English was taught with the same gusto
if not with more conviction than Gaelic was. However, each day
before the class began, the pupils said the “Our Father” in Gaelic,
which was written on a large board just inside the door, along with
the “Hail Mary.” In time I learned both by heart. I preferred the
“Hail Mary.” It was shorter and easier to learn. Luckily I enjoyed
math and saw it as a pastime. I always did my math exercises at
home, as I liked to be top of the class in this subject and enjoyed
getting the answers right. All in all with my love of math, of comics
and my tricks to get by in Gaelic, you could say I practically never
studied until the age of 12 when I entered secondary school.
It was towards the end of primary school, around the age of 11,
that I was called into the Head Brother’s ofﬁce. Standing there: the
local policeman, Brother Anthony and the Head Brother. Another
boy sat with a blank, acquiescent face. I was accused, along with this
boy, of ringing the ﬁre brigade on a false call, saying someone was
stuck on the roof of a house. I was petriﬁed. The more they insisted
the less I could recall. In the end I just wanted to get out of that ofﬁce
and repeated word-for-word the statement of my supposed fellowconspirator, which had been read to me more than once. This seemed
to satisfy all present, although the Head Brother seemed very quiet.
It is true to say that the more you bully a boy the more he forgets.
Whatever the case and whether I held some guilt or not, I can say
this much: What happened in that room was nothing short of pure
child abuse, where three fully grown men kept a child captive while
he was interrogated and frightened out of his mind into making a
forced confession. That was the real crime that afternoon. Even as
I struggle with it now, I feel a sense of trauma asking myself what
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part did I play? After getting a successful confession from me I
was returned to class, where Brother Anthony pointed me out and
humiliated me, saying, “Now you see what kind of a boy he is,”
while I sat at the back of the class crying, ﬁlled with a sense of
isolation and loneliness. He seemed to enjoy this moment. It was
as if he needed this to justify himself in some way. It was perhaps
a moment he had waited for and it came just before I would ﬁnally
be out of his control: a parting gift, a ﬁnal mark of his victory over
me. It seemed he wanted to break my spirit for some reason. It didn’t
stop him however from using me when it came to collections. He
knew I had a gift for collecting the most, which I would do to please
him as well as to win the prize for the most money collected. He
didn’t seem to enjoy giving me my prize as much as he enjoyed
emptying my collection cans.
One delightful thing did happen though. Once, while eagerly
helping Brother Anthony clear a space to put a garage at the Brothers’
house for their ﬁrst car, I found an old copper lantern buried beneath
the ground. It was like buried treasure to me and, to my delight, he
let me keep it. I took it home and polished it. It was a prize to me.
Brother Anthony loved gardening and, I have to say, he had a
very impressive garden. He had lines of cabbages, lines of potatoes,
lines of lettuce and so on. All for the Brothers’ house. I loved to help
him after school. The Brothers’ house was only about a hundred
meters away and I always volunteered when he asked for help. After,
we would sit in the kitchen and have tea and cakes. The housekeeper
would make the tea on the old stove and usually another Brother
would join us and together we would have a grand time. It seemed
that when some of these Brothers entered the school, they somehow
went crazy. Maybe they hated the place?
Another event that was to have an impact on my life happened
when Brother Anthony wanted the boys to somersault over a table for
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a show. He let me go ﬁrst, unaided, as I was enthusiastic to try. As I
somersaulted, I hit my lower right back against the edge of the table.
This scared me and so I was excused from making further attempts.
Brother Anthony then aided the rest of the boys as they began to
turn on the table. This event led many years later to numerous
unsuccessful attempts to heal this injury, which ﬂared up whenever
I pushed myself at sport. I was to learn many valuable lessons in
my attempts to deal with this condition. In essence, I learned that
I could not trust anyone who supposedly claimed they could help
me in the medical profession. It seemed their priority was to get
paid and often they did not seem to know what they were doing.
Eventually I became disillusioned with the medical profession, but
at the same time I gained an interest in healing. It seems God uses
all of us in strange ways.
For some reason, I never really understood Brother Anthony’s
attempts to undermine and belittle me. I was naïve. For years I had
sought his friendship, seeing in him a warmth and likeability I was
attracted to. I was blind to everything else. Even though I would be
hit more times than I can remember by the leg of a chair, suffering this
man’s uncontrolled anger, I still wanted so much to be liked by him. I
was not the only child to be brutalized by this man. It seemed the more
I wanted to be liked by him, the less I was. And it seemed this was
also understood by those children whom the Brother favored and who
never chose me for any of their teams even though I sat and waited
until the very end of the team selection, suffering the humiliation of
being the runt in the litter, often not being chosen. When I was, I
usually waited on the sidelines as a substitute. In the beginning, I had
liked it that way, as I didn’t much care for staying back after school.
But I had a change of heart and now it seems it was too late.
After crying at ﬁrst I quickly resolved never to cry when hit by
this man. In this way, I could maintain my dignity and leave the
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door open for a digniﬁed friendship. I simply sat while he hit me
across the head with the leg of a chair. When things got too much,
back home I would retreat to the backyard of my house and cry in
the arms of my dog Bell. Afterwards, I would wash out my eyes and
put on white powder to cover up the redness. I was not comfortable
being seen in this way.
Perhaps my fear of being caught out in Gaelic class was one
reason why I learned never to express what I wanted. I did not like
to feel exposed. I simply waited and hoped someone would see the
effort I was making and pick me for a team or for whatever. I was
afraid of ridicule if I put myself forward. Little by little, it seemed
to me the world was crushing my spirit. Perhaps my proud spirit
had turned people against me? I was not sure. It was the same spirit
that refused to be sorry when others would not accept their part,
also.
As a boy, I had a recurring dream. I would dream that if I went
up the chimney behind the ﬁreplace in the living room, I would
come out into the ﬁreplace of another room directly above. This
room was very large with a tall ceiling and big, open windows. It
seemed well-built but unused, full of empty space waiting to be lived
in. This room was a place I could go and hide and get away from
everyone else if I wanted to. From time to time I would recognize it
in my dreams and go there. For a while I actually believed the room
existed, but when I thought about it I realized it couldn’t exist and
that it was just a dream. Perhaps it was a reﬂection of a space inside
me that was empty or was yet to be ﬁlled?
Brother Anthony was a monumental worker and worked tirelessly
running football and hurling teams on top of everything else. What
his problem was I don’t know, but I see that he, in his way, was
simply carrying out a greater design. And for that I say thank you,
Brother Anthony, that you suffered the guilt of how you treated me,
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as I know deep down it was not in your nature. Unfortunately, I
cannot say the same about Brother Fintan, who was a right bastard.
Apart from anything else I had an inexplicable fear of my father.
The mere mention of his name in anger would send tremors through
me. I was quite literally afraid for my life. The beatings themselves
were easily endured as I was used to them in school where, for some
reason, I seemed to endure the most; but the man himself put the fear
of death in me and I did not really know why. It was an odd thing
and it sometimes worried me, the way I had become immune to a
routine round of beatings at home and at school. I hoped it wouldn’t
desensitize me in some important way, as I seemed to take it all in
my stride. Perhaps that is why I received them as it appeared I was
unaffected. Whatever the case, the man’s intentions were always
good. He was a holy man but, like all men, he had his faults. He
simply carried much more burden than his share. However, there
did come a time in my childhood when he never laid a hand on me
again.
There seemed to be many unhappy moments in my childhood,
but I could not remember when and how they began. It was as if I
woke up one day and was not the boy I was before. It was as if a part
of my consciousness had shut down and I grasped to get it back, as
if someone had stolen a part of my brain during the night. Even one
of my friends boasted to me of a knife that he kept, which I saw,
should anyone ever try to hurt him. What he was expecting I did
not know, but the thought of it scared me. My friend’s willingness
to use a large knife intimidated me. Something very strange was
going on in my town. I had begun to live in fear and would arrive at
school strictly as it started, avoiding any possible confrontation with
another boy. I was always the last to get up in the house and would
arrive in school alone, the rest already there. School breaks were a
source of anxiety until I found my few trusted friends who, like me,
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were not much liked by Brother Anthony. We would sneak away at
break to a local shop where we smoked our cigarettes, bought one at
a time from the friendly and loving lady of the shop. They cost about
two cents each. When I was younger I used to enjoy these school
breaks. Then, I had a host of water pistols that I ﬁlled repeatedly and
let loose on my fellow pupils. Water pistols were all the rage in the
yard at one time. By this stage, I would not consider using them for
fear of someone hitting me.
At the same time I noticed changes in my character. For one
thing, while looking at my brother’s black-and-white ﬁlm projector,
I ﬂew into a rage and destroyed the ﬁlm before I knew what had
happened. This shocked me. Another unsettling pattern started to
emerge. I found myself undermining my own happiness. I seemed to
ﬁnd a reason to turn sour and unhappy at times when I should have
been happiest. My birthday parties seemed to end up with a ﬁght, as
did the Christmas dinners. If someone upset me I would cut myself
off from the group and so began a pattern of loneliness and isolation.
I was unable to cope with what I perceived as the unfairness of others.
I lost my sense of humor. To make matters worse I was accused of
being too sensitive. It took all my strength not to be enraged by this
ignorance that sought to place the entire problem on my shoulders
instead of taking any responsible action to help. Such was the Irish
way. Actually, the label sensitive could be applied to the very same
people who labeled me. In fact, it could be applied to the vast majority
of people I knew. Just because I was honest with my feelings didn’t
make me any less of a man! I did try to accept the rudeness of others,
believing maybe I was silly. But in the end it disgusted me and my
own pain was too great to play along with their little sadistic games.
I would not respond to stupid, ignorant remarks and for a while this
worked. It seems the abuse of the Church had fed its way into every
aspect of Irish life, being supported by the submission of a frightened
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people who were taught to be submissive by being cut off from the
source of their power, their sexuality! Perhaps these boys were also
training to be religious? It was better to be apart from that even if it
meant being viewed as being stuck-up.
It seemed as if I had begun to live my life inside a glass bowl
looking out – a little dazed and confused – wanting to put myself right.
I did not realize then that, nearly 25 years later, I would learn many
things about myself I simply did not know at that time; things that
others probably knew and which contributed to a kind of conspiracy
of silence in my community. Things that obviously affected others.
It’s funny how, as a boy, you wonder what is going on and when
you do ﬁnally realize the truth the whole confusing jigsaw falls
into place, bringing with it a sense of freedom and resolution; the
wall of the glass bowl melts away. However, in the same way that
great heat is required to melt glass, so too an intense energy born
from the heart and soul of Africa, imbued with thousands of years
of spiritual knowledge and worship, would be required to unseat a
mind deeply attached to its own self, revealing a past deeply hidden
and repressed.
The primary school did its best to instill a fear of hell and
damnation. In one class, the story was told of how a student had
tried to win a shilling by putting his hands over a lighted candle and
failed. Imagine what hell was like! It was then a simple task to link
this to sexuality. Which is, of course, what happened. Each year
the Missionary Fathers would come in their robes and preach hell
and damnation to all who broke the rules, particularly the sexual
and alcoholic ones. The fact that they came from the dark continent
where the devil surely lurked, made it all the more riveting. How
ironic is it that the very people these missionaries were seeking to
save were in fact the guardians of a sacred plant that would one day
save me by bringing about an exorcism of biblical proportions within
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my own soul? An exorcism unlike nothing I had ever encountered,
except perhaps in the biblical stories of Jesus. Our little community,
it seemed, was “safe” from the darkness these men dedicated their
lives to eradicate. Little did we understand the demons lurking within
our own selves, hidden by silence, unwittingly reinforced by these
very same men. Demons I would one day watch in horror being
wrenched from my own soul.
The Missions however gave an interesting, festive feel to this
time of year as the stalls arrived, selling everything from luminous
Virgin Marys to relics of Padre Pio, crosses from the Holy Land and
any other item of religious merchandise you can care to think of.
During the Missions I would hide away in the church along with the
more adventurous children to hear the Fathers talk about all manner
of things. Especially to hear them talk about sex. It was riveting
stuff. The townspeople took these missions very seriously. They
were an annual cleansing of the soul. A way to confront the serious
sins of the year that they might not have admitted to the priest. The
people would come out chastened but relieved. Such is the way they
were kept subdued: fear, guilt and forgiveness, the Unholy Trinity.
The Church thought all it had to do, in return for the right to earthly
power in God’s name, was to keep everyone cowered down like
sheep in a pen. Then, when God would arrive, they could look up
and say, “Look! we have them all here.” And He in turn would say,
“Right, pack them onto that trailer over there and I will take them
with me”.
In truth the problems still returned as they were never properly
dealt with. Ironically this policy probably grew out of a desperation
to control sexual abuse among the people, only revealed in the
confessional, in the same way as the Church sought to control
sexuality. The Church thus created its own vicious circle and was
unable to cope with the monster it created.
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It was possibly around this time I began to have recurring
nightmares where I was being attacked by demons. In my fears and
simplicity, I took to drinking holy water and sprinkling it around my
bed to keep them away. The missions were probably not the reason
for these nightmares, as they were just another form of entertainment
to me at the time.
I then began to have a series of accidents, one of which involved
being catapulted onto stony ground from my fast-moving wooden
bogey cart, banging my head several times. A less serious accident
involved teaching my older brother John how to drive our father’s car,
believing I could instruct him on what I had seen Dad do. Everything
went beautifully until John put his foot on the accelerator and, when
he asked how to stop, I panicked and could do nothing except open
the door thinking to get out. The left-hand side of the car, which I
was on, went into the back of the shop wall. Luckily I had opened
the door, as it meant the rest of the car was spared the impact. John
went straight up to the loft and, in a display not seen since the Virgin
Mary appeared in Lourdes, prayed as though enrapt in a vision. I
was very amused by this, but, needless to say, our father was not.
Another time, while standing outside the door of a friend who
lived next door to a well-known bully, I was suddenly lunged to
the ground by the most ferocious attack with cupped ﬁsts on my
mid-back between the shoulders and not just once. I lay down not
wanting to entice the attacker back. Onlookers made one or two
remarks in shock but did nothing. The consequence of this is that I
suffered long-term pain in that area, the area of the heart. I had my
share of childhood injuries to keep me occupied with the healing
services in later life and to learn to become disillusioned with most
of them.
I remember once, during a school break about the age of 11, I
tried to ﬁnd peace of mind and happiness by focusing on a lilac tree
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and imagining it shining with life. I had a notion that all life had an
essence that could shine brightly. It did seem to glow a little bit. I
had the idea that beneath all the shit lay something of beauty worth
living for, even if the world around me seemed to be going crazy
and each week more and more atrocities were being committed
in the name of freedom and religion right on my doorstep. It took
years and years of patient reﬂection to ﬁgure out what was going
on between the so-called Catholics and Protestants of Northern
Ireland. The simple school explanations did not justify this current
round of violence, as this was something that was most certainly not
romantic. I wondered if it had a direct historical link to the old IRA
and therefore some justiﬁcation – a bit like the pope in Rome and
his link to Peter – or whether it basically was what it was, violence
and murder? What effect this daily graphic TV display of violence
had on me and others like me I cannot be sure. By now we were
numb to it. What chance had an outsider to understand? I myself
had great difﬁculty in understanding the difference between UK,
GB, NI, Ireland and ROI (UK = GB+NI where UK means United
Kingdom, GB means Great Britain = Scotland, England and Wales,
NI = Northern Ireland, and Ireland = NI & ROI where ROI means
Republic of Ireland.) The confusion comes in when people living
in N.I. call themselves British when, in fact, they are technically
Northern Irish who hold a British passport. Had I been older, I might
have realized it was all simply a cover-up for hatred and anger born
out of putreﬁed and petriﬁed souls. It all seemed such a waste. Once,
I composed a letter to Queen Elizabeth asking her if she could do
something, but I never sent it. There was a time when my father would
drive the 45 minutes to the nearest cross-border town and I would
marvel at the wealth of my neighbors compared to the simplicity
of the world I came from. Now I would simply stare blankly at the
destruction and hatred I saw there. What had gone wrong? It seemed
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that there was a sickness, not only in my hometown but also in the
neighboring cross-border areas. They had become and still are, a
police state, an historical throw back. In his quest Parcival comes to
a castle in the middle of a desolate wasteland where no crops grow
and darkness has descended on the hearts of the people. At this time
the Grail King, also known as the Fisher King, lay wounded in his
castle. Because the Grail King was one with the land the land and
all in it were sickened as well.
It was also around this time that I went with a friend of mine into
a pub in a small nearby ﬁshing village. Inside I met a tall, well-built
man with a beard who started to talk to me about the IRA and made
a veiled suggestion I might consider joining it. It was not unusual
to meet such people but normally they did not discuss such things
with you. They existed, but that was that. After all this was a border
county notorious for IRA activity as they slipped to and fro from
one side to the other avoiding the reaches of the “Law.” As a child I
used to fantasize and hope that the troubles would spread across the
border so that I could defend my little town from the street corner
outside my father’s shop, lying ﬂat with an automatic riﬂe propped
by its two legs. But those fantasies were now a thing of the past.
In this moment came the realization that I could never support this
organization or any other like it. It was brutal and it was evil, even if
it was well intentioned. I made my excuses and left. One thing I had
learned was not to speak your mind directly in such circumstances.
Perhaps the whole IRA thing was taboo in my area, not far from
what was called “bandit country” and I did not even realize it. Once,
while thinking on the situation, these words came to mind:
The woman screamed,
And a child shot forth,
An Armalite in its hands.
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Word Key: Armalite is the manufacture name of a popular IRA
riﬂe.
The English were a fascination to me growing up. A strange
bunch, I thought, that loved their monarchy which in truth was
only a sad reﬂection of their once “great” empire. Until the early
70s, we still used what was called the old money. We had pounds,
shillings, pennies, halfpennies and, for a time, farthings. We shared
our currency with England. What was so wonderful about it was the
endless history it contained. I would look at coins coming through
my father’s till and they would have the imprints of the various
English kings and queens of the twentieth century. I was always on
the lookout for pennies from the time of Queen Victoria and they
did turn up. Some were marked 1897, if I recall correctly. It was
an amazing thing. My father also liked to check for these coins and
kept a collection of the ones he thought most valuable. I remember
half crowns were fashionable at one stage. The Irish coins of course,
reﬂected the change in Ireland’s constitutional status and so you had
various motifs along with Free State in Gaelic, Republic and other
such things. I think I recall seeing an English penny over-stamped
with Irish Free State in Gaelic.
However, as I grew up I grew distant from my father who
believed in the old ways of discipline, believing that was all I needed
to sort me out. His intentions were always good. Unfortunately, in
rejecting my father, I unwittingly rejected my own manhood and
myself. Years later, I met a Canadian who was visiting Ireland to
try to understand why his own father was so cranky and difﬁcult. I
wondered if it was an Irish trait, one that I was fast developing: a trait
born out of an inability to change things for the better, being under
the all-consuming power of a repressed culture which, ironically,
in its heart valued freedom immensely. If so, it was because inside
lived the frustration of knowing one had been cheated after having
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done everything one could to follow the dictates that had been
handed down. Dictates based on social and religious promises that
one would discover in time would never be kept. Instead, one would
discover more dictates, wrapped up in pious mutterings, designed to
silence the oppressed even further, to hide the rotten underbelly of
Irish life that this system had spawned.
But such was the power of this culture. It permitted no easing of
restrictions for anybody. I had lost my spirit and with it my voice. Was
this not the way this culture was meant to be? It seemed that Br. Anthony
had his way in the end, fulﬁlling his role to break every child to the
way of the Church and then cynically placing the Church as the only
possibility of salvation from such a sad, sorry situation. The perversity
of it is not lost on me. Neither, unfortunately, were the consequences.
The Church had an effective game plan to rule the Irish roost.
Naturally with time I became boring, needing everything to be
predictable to keep away my hidden fears. It is easy to see how one
becomes conservative in such circumstances: the mischievous child
too afraid to be mischievous. And what made it worse was that I
knew all this. Watching from the sidelines while life passed me by,
it took all my energy not to become a delinquent to a society that had
created me that way. A woman of my mother’s generation once told
me how there was great depression in the villages down the west of
Ireland. When you consider the fallout of the Great Famine and the
way it brutalized the country, a country that was already brutalized
by a history of British oppression – coupled with the oppression of
sexuality by the Church and State, one can begin to understand why.
There is a sickness on the land and people are overwhelmed. At this
time the Grail King, also known as the Fisher King, lay wounded in
his castle. Because the Grail King was one with the land, as he lay
wasting away in sickness so the land and all in it were sickened as
well.
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As a child I became intimidated by kindness, like an abused,
abandoned dog. Once, years later, I cried when an English
Magistrate of the Peace wished me well in my new life as I set off to
go to Australia. I had come before the Magistrate to have documents
validated and the magistrate allowed me not to swear on the Bible.
His subsequent kindness, despite my rebellious behavior, touched
me.
An unfortunate consequence of my fears was that I would not
go to concerts, which were at the very heart of my soul, for fear of
the unbridled enthusiasm I would ﬁnd there. Yet I yearned for the
spirit embodied on the stage, in the crowd and in the music. Maybe
that is why the way of music, or more correctly singing, became an
object of bliss for me. If I could transcend my problems and place
myself on the podium I would have made it. However, once, Brother
Anthony did place me on the stage to entertain the other boys with
jokes. I loved the idea of being on a stage. Unfortunately, I froze
after one or two jokes and had nothing to say, even though I was
known for my humor. The boys heckled me off. After that day my
ability to remember jokes declined drastically. This Brother was a
clever sadist, clearly experienced with breaking down boys.
There came a time when I realized life was more pain than joy
and I was determined not to lose the joy and wonder that life had held
for me. I became lonely and did not enjoy the same close friendship
I once had with girls. Once I became infatuated with a girl and for
days I suffered deeply. I was unable to eat. It was very painful. It
seemed as though a part of me I had kept hidden was exposed and
I felt something quite awful and sickening. It was puppy love but it
was a lot more than that – things which I genuinely did not want to
feel. It seemed I could not connect with my whole being to others and
enjoy the warmth of closeness. There was a part of me I could not
express and it held me back terribly. I simply could not connect with
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another’s love, as I was too threatened by my own feelings. I was
also in a constant state of fear of attack. Boys, it seemed, put more
emphasis on the pecking order than they did on their friendships. Yet
if I was to be accepted I somehow had to ﬁt in.
I was 12 when I had my ﬁrst kiss. Myself and some other boys
went camping to the Gaeltacht area in the west of Ireland. Here
Gaelic is the ﬁrst language. We joined up with some other children
who were there studying Gaelic. The girl I kissed left me feeling
completely warm and moved. Her kiss was long and passionate. I
became embarrassed and laughed, much to her disgust. I had not
meant to upset her but this was an experience I was not familiar
with. I did not get to kiss her again. Neither did I feel the same way
when kissing another girl a few days later who seemed like a wet
ﬁsh compared to her. Puberty had arrived and I hoped to feel some
of the illicit thrill it promised.
While there we stayed in the garden of a beautiful family who
had beautiful children. I started to become attached to one girl called
Margaret. I have always found the west of Ireland girls to have a
special energy. However, an older friend expressed an interest in
her so I said nothing. It was our code of honor. Yet I could see she
was drawn to me too. She had dark hair and dark eyes, which lit
up like candlesticks, along with a beautiful sense of fun – perhaps
a touch of the Spanish who had landed there and integrated with
the local people many centuries before. For days I could not leave
my tent. I was deeply and badly in love with her. I felt sick. Once
she went with me alone into the kitchen while the others were in
the living room. I remember how she sat against the stove looking
quietly at me with her soft, gentle eyes lit up. I looked at her. I did
not know what to say. I was entranced by the vision of her gentle
simplicity. Her beauty left me in silence. Within minutes my older
friend arrived into the kitchen, obviously sensing something afoot.
109

Amazing Grace

This was the last time we were alone together. The last I heard of her,
she had emigrated to London with a local boy whom she married. If
I have one regret in life, it is this: I loved her and I did nothing about
it. Still to this day it hurts me to think about what I lost, but I simply
had no voice and thought very little of myself when it came to the
very essence of who I was. Perhaps it was meant to be my ﬁrst taste
of the Grail? A taste that would repeat itself many years later when
I would once more gaze upon the eyes of a girl whose beauty, this
time, would inspire me to take a path that would be the most difﬁcult
I have ever undertaken; a path that would take me into the darkest
parts of my soul, to look at what I had spent my life avoiding. But
to do that required a disregard for death, a disregard which comes
when all else has failed.
It was around this time that I hit on the idea of self-analysis. I
had seen something of Freud and was impressed with the idea that
one could resolve problems by simply understanding them. Thus
began a life of introspection, collection of facts and possibilities,
leading more often than not to incredulity at the difﬁculty of ﬁnding
an answer. I had hoped by understanding myself I would snap back
into reality as if, by putting all the pieces together, a door would
open, linking me back to the real world. I also felt that if I could
establish myself among my peers, I could possibly regain those good
feelings I had lost in my earlier life. In turn, these might be enough to
outweigh and eliminate the bad ones. I realized if I was not growing
in good feelings, I would slowly die in the bad. However, to be
accepted by my peers seemed to require proving myself as a ﬁghter.
This I simply could not bring myself to do in the cold light of day.
For one reason, I was unusually scared of being hit. Secondly, I once
tried picking on a boy and the boy was scared even though I hardly
touched him. This image haunted me and left me with a strong sense
of guilt. It was an act of barbarism to pick on an innocent victim. The
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only possibility was to be really angry. But, try as hard as I could
by imagining how I would react, I could not overcome my fear and
disgust at the thought of the consequences of such an action.
I realized I had a weak ego, as I was too vulnerable to others.
I resolved to strengthen it to lessen the pain as well as help me
integrate better. It seemed that, in trying to do so, I was losing a part
of myself that I valued and would eventually become like the many
adults I saw – distant, unhappy and boring. I had always believed life
would be different for me but now it seemed I was being pushed in
the same direction like so many others before me, onto some kind of
cultural conveyor belt: hands tied, mouth gagged, with the only way
out being a life of sanctity and the continuation of a vicious circle of
enslavement of others. That was an imposition I was not prepared to
accept. It seemed I was programming myself in some way, a program
that was not easy to undo and that saddened me. I did not want to
forget who I was, lest I lose myself and accept unhappiness as the
norm. I resolved not to forget. I resolved to be who I valued the
most, the carefree child, even if it took my last, dying breath. Better
that than an enforced cultural lobotomy. However, the only way left
open to me to recover this lost child was to rise above myself to the
light, in order to dispel the dark down below that was simply not
negotiable. Unfortunately, that meant the area close to where God
lived and the Church had that poisoned.
Another change that took place in my life at this time was
my attitude towards my mother. I had rarely obeyed her unless I
had to, always doing what I preferred when out of sight. I began
to reason that if I did what I was asked then maybe I would feel
better about myself. Any possibility was worth a try. So, I developed
an unhealthy attachment to my mother, which would take years to
overcome. I slowly but surely offered up my freedom. I walked my
town in fear and shame. Where once I jumped in the air with delight,
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I now slinked in the shadows. There was a force at work that I had
unwittingly bumped into and it was determined to mold me the same
way it had molded the generations before me.
There was a time when I would search out the hidden places in
my town and once discovered a tunnel, barely big enough for me to
squeeze into, that ran under the road for about 20 feet. Armed with
a candle, I made my way in, only to ﬁnd the other end blocked. I
returned there many times. It captivated me. From the farthest end
I could see the light of the outside world. It was by keeping my eye
on this light, that I found my way out of the dark.
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4. The Serpent
What I truly have is inside me.

I

t was in my ﬁrst year of secondary school an event took place
that was to set the tone for the rest of my life. One day a
missionary Brother arrived in the school which was also run by
Brothers but with a lot more respect for the children. He was a
funny man who did an early version of the moonwalk dance. He
was looking for boys to join the Hospitaler Order of St. John of God.
They would go to a school far away on the other side of Dublin,
in the Wicklow Mountains. To me, this was like going to another
homeland, as the Wicklow Mountains were a kind of psychological
break in the landscape. I also had a desire to travel and was captured
by the idea. I decided to express an interest. Though how genuine it
was, was very questionable.
It was at this time the Brothers’ Secondary school was to merge
with the other second-level schools in the area, including the
Convent. The merging of the schools marked a turning point in the
power of the Church. Its power was beginning to decline, but not its
legacy. That would live on for many more years to come. The loss
of the teaching Brothers and Sisters – not all of whom were bad,
however – was in many ways the loss of the heart and soul of the
community. The baby was thrown out with the bath water. Perhaps
the government felt it was time to overthrow the Church. Although
we rejoiced at the new freedoms, in our heart of hearts we knew
we had lost something very valuable. Worse still, the damage was
already done and the guilty gone into hiding.
The school itself was wonderful. Situated at the foot of the
Wicklow Hills, it was surrounded by the most beautiful country
setting: woods, rivers and ﬁelds. It was a gentle place. However,
while I was there, I felt I was losing out on the possibility of living
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at home and connecting with my peers. I began to feel that this was
important if I was ever to come to terms with myself and my fears.
I also suffered from homesickness from time to time, feeling cut off
and isolated from my family and waited eagerly each week for the
local newspaper my mother would send, searching through it for
the letter I knew would be there. Before leaving home I had begun
to keep my guard up and didn’t enjoy the company of my siblings
as I once used to. So being away at school was almost a de facto
death of my ties to my family. I had kept my thoughts to myself and
had, in effect, run away from home. My family was oblivious to my
situation.
Once on my return home I looked for my cat Fluffy. My two
brothers brought me to her. She was dead, apparently having eaten
poison left for the rats. While I looked in shock, they could not
control themselves and started to laugh. It seemed that, in some
way, at least one of my brothers derived quiet satisfaction in this.
Perhaps it had something to do with the car? To me it seemed my
world had just gotten smaller. My cat of at least six years dead and
the other cats starting to die off. The past was fast disappearing from
underneath me and my problems seemed locked into it, out of reach,
all conspirators disappeared. To others my world seemed to be
growing and indeed it was, but not in my mind. The number of cats
steadily dwindled after I left and in time I forgot all about Fluffy. In
fact I even made a point of not really liking cats, as that would make
Fluffy’s death less important. Another time when I returned home,
I found my dog Bell was no longer there. It seemed my father had
taken him away and dropped him somewhere in the country. He
said that he had run away but I thought differently. Perhaps he had.
Maybe he was looking for me? He was after all an untamed dog and
difﬁcult to master, as he had his own spirit, his own joy of life. My
father, at times an impatient man, perhaps felt he could not cope and
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that there was no need to keep the dog, as the only one who seemed
to care about him was gone. All around me the past I had sought to
reconcile with was closing its doors and I had no key to open them.
Fortunately I had no idea of the years ahead I had to go through in
order to ﬁnally unlock its secrets. If I had, would I have endured
them?
While in this school I and a friend, who shared my adventurous
spirit, once tormented a sensitive boy by keeping him cringing under
a bed. I enjoyed this moment of sadism because it felt very liberating.
But almost immediately I saw it for what it was and backed off. As a
result I later became an object of scorn for my co-conspirator, whom
I had taken to be my best friend, who it turned out was only interested
in indulging his sadistic ways. This was one way to freedom I was
not prepared to accept. What goes round comes round, as my mother
used to say. However, this it seems was the way of many to deal with
the pain of life in this broken society.
One of the strange things in this school was the pairing up of
boys, almost like bed friends. It was as if new boys to the school
were like fresh, innocent meat waiting to be molded. There was a
funny atmosphere to all of this. There was from time to time a sexual
tension in the school and I, myself, fantasized about sexual relations
with one or two other boys although I never acted on them, even if I
tried once or twice to set up a situation. I was too afraid. I suspected
my fear was not shared by all. I also did not know what any of it
meant about my sexuality. I was completely ignorant and nobody
bothered to explain anything. I guess they were completely ignorant
too.
It’s a strange thing that, in all my years in the primary school, not
once was the word “sex” mentioned or anything to do with it. Only
once did Brother Anthony mention how God had designed the male
sex organs in such a clever way that the scrotum was safely tucked
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away from harm. This I found very interesting and refreshing. But
more is the pity, as nothing more was said. It seems that, when
puberty arrived, boys had to struggle to understand what was
happening to them. It was taboo. What was that strange discharge
during the night? It was taboo. There was a time when boys believed
that babies were born through the belly button. Needless to say sex
was totally forbidden. As each boy had learned to fear hell, it was a
simple equation to link one’s emerging sexuality as an invitation to
go there and there is not where you wanted to go. Boys however did
learn to be brutal long before they learned of hell. A good Irish boy
could grow up to be dangerous and brutal without the fear of hell and
to be someone who didn’t practice sex or know what true sexuality
was. Sexuality was a secret garden, especially the sexuality of the
female and, like the garden of the soul that the Church sought to
protect, it didn’t let the people enter there either. For many people,
sexuality was about bestiality: do it, savor a quick unspoken thrill,
jump off and wipe yourself clean. And don’t mention the aroma of
the mound of Venus. Every part of the sexual act had the stamp of
the Church on it. It was signposted: “This way to guilt and shame.
This way to hell.” We lived in fortress Ireland and the clerics manned
the outposts. Is it any wonder that so many escaped through the only
door left open: emigration? Every system needs a way out. Perhaps
hell has a way out too?
It was in this school that my love and conﬁdence in mathematics
ﬂourished. While we were only 38 pupils, we were blessed to have
the most dedicated and astute mathematics teacher I have ever had. I
can still remember the moment when my conversion to mathematics
took place. I was sitting at the back of the study hall working on
some equations. I had a moment of fright, as I was afraid I might not
be able to make the transition to this new mathematics. It involved
what are called imaginary numbers, i.e., numbers with a coefﬁcient
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of i where i is the square root of -1. These equations troubled me, as
they were not imaginable and therefore not tangible. However, while
poring over a problem, in a moment I had a ﬂash of insight and saw
the result at some unknown, intuitive level. It gave me a rush to the
head and I knew that I had cracked it. From there on, my conﬁdence
had been established in the subject. I was not going to suffer the pain
to the head other subjects gave me. This subject was going to be my
pastime. The other area I enjoyed was the theorems we had to learn
for our intermediate examinations – about 15 in all. Each one proved
a different mathematical statement and required using insight as
well as established mathematical rules. It was powerful stuff and
I have no doubt it contributed greatly to my own mental ability to
reason my way out of the insurmountable problems I encountered in
my life. It established a base of clear reason where one could easily
sense the error in a particular way of thinking – and that was vital to
me. By coupling this way of thinking with one’s intuition, you have
a powerful way to ﬁnd your way through life.
After two years I persuaded my mother to bring me home,
making some excuse that the level of math in the upper school
would not be sufﬁcient for my abilities. In doing so one could safely
say I went from the frying pan into the ﬁre. My mother had other
ideas for my education. She worried about my return and sent me
to another boarding school for my ﬁnal two years. The school was
based on a hill in the cold, windswept and almost barren countryside
of Monaghan, the exact opposite of the idyllic surroundings of my
previous school. One could say this school functioned on fear and
prayers, coupled with a lot of study. Did it have any other choice?
Was not the Church a victim of its own repressed culture, a selfperpetuating organism? Most of the students came from a rural Irish
background. Tough men, used to the land and the daily struggle for
survival. These were not boys reared on hot milk and biscuits. Left
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to their own devices they could have launched a rebellion in a small
country. Once, while waiting for prayers in the church, some of the
boys competed to see how far they could spit up to the altar. This
kind of deﬁance scared me. I also became so sick of the study that,
by the last term, I had stopped studying altogether and simply sat
my ﬁnal school exams. Luckily for me, I scraped through, due to my
own interest in mathematics and English.
Around this time during the summer break I traveled to Galway
in the west of Ireland and met a man in the street giving out leather
crosses for free, which I thought was cool. On them was stamped
MGSMW vertically and horizontally. I thought he was a nice man
and he explained to me what the inscription meant: my greatest
strength my weakness. I didn’t really understand what that meant,
but I pretended I did. I wore that cross for the next few years. At the
time I wore a lot of coats of various lengths and grew my sideburns
practically down to my neck. I guess I was a bit of a drop-out.
Perhaps now as I write my story I ﬁnally understand what the
inscription meant. When I was about 12, I had a crush on a girl in
my town. She was working for the father of a friend of mine. I told
him I was very interested in her. He said that he would ask her to
meet me at a dancehall about six miles away. I went, but she did not
show up. I was disappointed and, a few days later, returned to my
friend’s house. When I entered my friend came out beaming. Next to
him, clueless perhaps of what happened, was the girl I liked. I was
stunned and said almost nothing as I felt deeply ashamed. I never
spoke to him about it. In fact, after that, I saw less and less of him.
My weakness was to trust people too easily and let them into my
conﬁdence. I suffered greatly for that on many occasions. On the
other hand, there is also a purity about that and you could say that
perhaps it was also my greatest strength. Maybe that is what the guy
with the leather crosses was trying to tell me.
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At some point or other, I learned how to comfort myself in the
way boys do, which led to an endless amount of guilt and fear of
damnation. I devised a way to keep the books straight with the Big
Man above. Each Friday I would summon up the courage to ﬁnd
guilt for what I had done, count the number of times, promise myself
I would behave in future and then, prepared, go to confessions to
atone for my sins. Sometimes I was too ashamed to go and would
live in fear of damnation. It’s interesting the way fear preys on fear.
Before entering my new school – called a Junior Seminary from the
old days – I visited the penitential island of Lough Derg. It was said
that if one made the pilgrimage three times, one was guaranteed
entry into the Kingdom of Heaven. The required age for making the
pilgrimage was 16. I was 15.
This was no ordinary island. Set in the remote, cloudy, cold,
rainy and forgotten parts of Donegal, it contained a basilica, dorms
for men and women and 15 Stations of the Cross. Each station had
a cross surrounded by stony mounds of earth set in levels. The
penitent would spend two days without sleep, praying barefoot at
each station, making many passes round each cross. Three times
a day they would be called to the hall for toast and black tea. The
trick was to get there for the freshly-made toast which was not bad,
as it still retained its moisture. Everyone was aware of this. The
second night the penitents were allowed to sleep and what a sleep
that was!
It was on the island that I sought to purge myself of my sin
and make a fresh start. Unfortunately I had forgotten the correct
way to make confessions. This was the same problem I had before
when having owned up to stealing money from my father, I had
sought confessions and was asked to leave until I learned how to
make them properly. That had been petrifying, as I had calculated I
needed to confess £5 and, with the shock, was only able to admit to
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a few shillings. I had to repeat this exercise until I had washed away
all traces of the £5 I had stolen. Once again I was facing the same
problem and, indeed, was verbally thrown out of the confession box.
Outside I was too ashamed to ask anyone for help, until eventually
I got it right, only to be lambasted for what I had done to pleasure
myself. However, the experience I had coming out of the church,
confessed, was exhilarating. I was clean and ready for the next life,
whatever about this one. It would be fair to say the Church did its
best to instill a sense of guilt in me.
Unfortunately it wasn’t long after arriving at my new and deeply
depressive school that I once more fell into my old ways. Often I
would overestimate the number of times I had comforted myself
to make sure I had no outstanding debt, as each was a serious sin!
I hoped each time the priest would not ask me to quantify my sins,
as sometimes I was simply too ashamed and too frightened to say. It
depended of course on which priest was on confessional duty. One
of them never asked the number of times. So you could, if you were
lucky, convince yourself you intended to confess all and get a clean
slate while the other always needed to know the exact number of
times. What the hell for?
Fortunately, there were other ways to ensure entry into heaven.
One of these was to attend Mass and receive confession for nine
consecutive ﬁrst Fridays of the month. This was a little tricky to
do, as you could never be sure if you had kept the nine consecutive
months. However, it was a good backup plan.
It was while in the junior seminary boarding school I decided to
join the priesthood. The annual recruitment drive was on. Another
boy I knew, Patrick, was also interested and I spent a lot of time
convincing myself through my arguments convincing him. He
already had it in his mind, anyway. He later went on to study for the
priesthood and, as far as I know, is a priest today. A very nice guy,
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indeed. Had I been in my right mind, I would never have decided to
join, but it seemed that not-so-pleasant forces, which I sought to avoid,
dictated my life. The fact was I had become scared and intimidated
by life. The priesthood offered the best chance of gathering myself
together and, hopefully, heal the bouts of pain, confusion and fear
I was living through. I truly considered the possibility that God’s
grace would help me to feel good. How better to get it than in the
priesthood, I reckoned?
I had wanted to return to my hometown more than once, as I was
living in constant fear and was unable to begin to address the core of
my problems. My parents came one day to speak with the head priest.
They had said they would take me away. However, the head priest
managed to talk my parents out of the idea. I was defeated! Perhaps
it was too late to get a replacement to cover the school budget? Little
was I to know that perhaps, in some way, the head priest had acted
in my best interests and done me an act of good. Had I returned
home, I would simply not have resolved my problems. Left to my
own devices, I might possibly have sunk deeper into myself seeing
no way out of my difﬁculties.
Had I returned home, I most likely would not have secured
the education I was forced to take onboard, an education that later
allowed me to be able to leave this land and travel the world, to taste
experiences others could only dream of. An education that offered a
way out and a way out I badly needed, as I was unable to cope with
the world in which I found myself.
In some unknown way I was being guided, even though I saw
this new, barren, windswept school as the worst experience of my
childhood and blamed my mother for a long time after. It seems out
of the worst comes the best. I had no way of understanding that all
is not as it seems and that people do from time to time act in ways
they would rather not have to, but in the end they do what they can
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to make things better. It seems that sometimes the best you can do
for someone is to make things worse and hope that one day they will
thank you for it.
It was at this time that I took my ﬁrst voyage outside Ireland. I
was 16 and, hitching a ride with the parents of some friends, I made
my way by boat across the Irish Sea to Scotland where I was to
work for the summer as a kitchen porter. On my return to Ireland I
passed through London and disembarked in Victoria train station as
it came to life in the early morning. I was amused by the caricature
of the English gentleman parading before me. Like a scene from an
old Charlie Chaplin movie I watched as the men made their way to
work complete with pinstriped suit, bowler hat and umbrella, all in
matching black. I was surprised as I watched one man look inside
his briefcase revealing an apple and a copy of the days newspaper.
Otherwise it was empty.
It was to be 20 years later when I would once more stand in
this station and wonder at the changes and the passing of an age.
In many ways, not much had changed – the daily commuters still
ﬁtting into the accepted norms. Myself in many ways still the same
seeker. Yet for me, all of that was about to change. While London
might not have changed drastically at its heart, I was about to change
irrevocably through my heart.
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The Departure of the Knights (on the Quest for the Grail)
By William Ernest Chapman.
Reproduced with kind permission from The Camelot Project at the
University of Rochester, NY, USA.

5. 33 Eccleston Square
Desperation is the best preparation.

W

hat began as a voyage across the Irish Sea would end
with a voyage across the Adriatic 20 years later on my
way to Venice in search of Eboga. But ﬁrst I was to pass through
London once more. I guess being Irish one has to pass through this
metropolis as it contains the answers to much of our past. It was a
symbol of our domination. In coming to terms with it one partly
deconstructs centuries of illusion propagated by a medieval notion
of master and servant, still embodied in the social milieu that gives
London its ambiance.
My travels had taken me through 36 countries: as a student in
Canada, a teacher in Africa, an IT engineer in the UK and Europe
and a wannabe surfer in Australia. The rest of my travels had been in
one form or another a search for the Holy Grail and to this end, once
I had saved enough money, I would head off again and make my
way through North America, Asia and Europe in the hope of making
a connection to a life that I felt did not exist for me due to the work
I subjected myself to.
During this time I had explored various forms of healing and
applied them to myself but to no avail. By the time I eventually
returned to Dublin, after nearly 3 years in Australia, I was clinging
to straws and a romantically confused notion of my past. It was a
last ditch attempt to face myself and I was scared that it would
be my undoing, which ironically it was. However I saw no other
choice except to enter the mouth of the dragon. I had come to the
conclusion in Australia that I would not ﬁnd what I was looking for
so far away from home.
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Dublin, 1997
The turning point in my life began in 1997 when I decided to
leave Dublin and move to London for purely ﬁnancial reasons. In truth,
Australia was my watershed and this was the outcome.
I was 36 then, driven by the recurring inspiration that I could turn my
life around – an inspiration I had tapped into many times before in my
life and which always seemed to give me the energy and drive to carry
on to another phase, another place.
I had just returned from Germany with an upbeat sense that I could
make things happen for me. I gave up my job there, as I had given up
many other jobs before, the moment I had any sense of a way forward to
the life I dreamed of. The job, as always, was simply a means to an end.
Perhaps I should have paid more heed to the dictate: the end does not
always justify the means. Each day I would dream of ways to make that
end more real, lapsing from time to time into a state of disillusionment,
but eventually always emerging with even greater resolve than before.
It meant I was always somewhat enigmatic to my work colleagues. I
never really settled into the lifestyle of any contract I undertook. I would
remain preoccupied by this burning desire, seeing each day as another
day in a life I hated and wanted to be rid of. It pained me that I lived
well and yet did not really enjoy it, apart from the times when I took
off on one of my travel adventures. But these were a recurring limbo I
needed desperately to break out of, as it kept throwing me back into a
life I basically despised, yet needed in order to survive the way I did. I
drew some sustenance from my moments of freedom coupled with the
dreams they inspired. But in the end even this well ran dry. Paulo Coelho
talks about this in his book The Alchemist. He says that we can live off
a source of vital energy for so long, but in the end it runs dry if we are
not responding to the call of our soul. It also pained me to waste my life
energies working for a system that had no heart, instead of working for
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a heart to change the system. Deep down I knew that life was a precious
gift to be lived and not squandered, but I knew no other way as I was too
afraid to try.
So, as in the past, I took an optimistic outlook. First I would sort
myself out physically and secondly I would work on my music.
Unfortunately, after three weeks of traveling to London for back
therapy I was nowhere near better and became concerned about the costs
of continuing treatment. I had to be careful about my funds running low
and so I thought London was perhaps a better place to be at that time.
After all, the treatment would surely work within three months at most.
In that time I could top up my savings and hopefully make some progress
with my music. Ironically, the work – which was meant to provide me
with the security to advance a music career – was in fact responsible for
a worsening back condition. Whether I seriously had any chance of a
music career I do not really know. All I know is that it was the fantasy
or the dream of such a life that pushed me forward and forced me to
face many hurdles and issues in my life. I was, in the words of Joseph
Campbell, attempting to “Follow My Bliss.”
For a while my work was located near Vauxhall Bridge. Each
day, I would take the train from Battersea Park station to Vauxhall
Bridge station where I, along with thousands of others, would make
my way out of the station via a network of tunnels linking the station
to the footpaths that ran into the sprawling streets of South London.
These tunnels opened out into the Bullring, a large open area directly
under the main road. The trafﬁc above made its way around this
circular opening. Branching off in all directions from the Bullring
was an open space directly under the road and it was here I witnessed
the phenomenon that is the underbelly of London: Cardboard City.
I imagine, at nighttime, more than a hundred people slept there,
kept warm by the insulation of cardboard boxes. It was peculiar to
see all the middle-class ofﬁce workers making their way to work,
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mostly oblivious to the scene. However this existence was not to
last for long. A new Imax 3-D screen was erected on the site. When I
returned two years later, where once were the homeless, now existed
a multimillion-dollar Imax 3-D screen, which I attended once with
my mother. This clash of cultures in London is not uncommon and
requires a strong constitution – one that I am not sure I have.
33 Eccleston Square
I had lived in London before and at that time I vowed I would
never live on the outskirts again. So in December 1997 I moved
in from the beautiful suburb of Maida Vale to be in the center of
London. This is how I came to live in Pimlico, London SW1 and to
have an encounter with a man I will never forget and always cherish,
James Leigh. I then went on holidays to visit some friends in Canada
and ofﬁcially took up residence at 33 Eccleston Square in January
1998.
33 Eccleston Square, Pimlico, London SW1 was the former home
of Sir Winston Churchill, long since refurbished with one apartment
on each ﬂoor. I had chosen this apartment as it was ﬁve minutes’
walking distance from Victoria station, ten minutes from St. James
Park and ten minutes from the Houses of Parliament. Basically it
was as close as I was going to get to the center of London.
There were obviously many advantages to living so close to
the center of town. For one it was quite reasonable to hail a taxi to
Soho, have coffee, catch a movie and then walk home through St.
James Park, past Buckingham Palace and pick up the next day’s
Times newspaper while passing Victoria Train Station just round the
corner.
While living at Eccleston Square I arranged to reduce the
number of hours I worked at the bank in order to come home and do
some work on my music and ﬁtness. Each day I went to swim in the
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Queen Mother Center, a very busy sports complex. The routine gave
me a sense of achievement.
James Leigh: A Good Man
I shared the apartment with two other very pleasant chaps: Rob,
an aspiring actor from Australia and Patrick who worked nearby
in IT, not to mention our landlord: James. We were all about the
same age. Rob had a gift for laughter and gaiety. I envied him and
hoped to be his friend. However, try as hard as I could, I was unable
to get past my insecurities and he sensed this. The simple ways of
connecting and bonding, such as a shared joke, were beyond me. He
intimidated me because, somehow, I became painfully aware of my
fear of male bonding, touching a nerve that threatened to expose me to
my own secret well of long-held pain. We got along very well though
and occasionally shared our frustration about James, who had his
idiosyncrasies that sometimes we had to accept without questioning.
My own tendency to get a little hot and bothered over such things
clearly had its origins somewhere else and this, I suspect, Rob
realized. This is perhaps why he was cautious in bonding with me.
To his credit, he seemed to genuinely like me and complimented me
more than once on my energy and enthusiasm. Maybe he just couldn’t
ﬁgure me out, or maybe it was my own self-doubt that barred me from
capitalizing on the connection that was there. He did seem to be astute
in his relations with others and I envied him his easy, Australian way
with girls tempered by a worldly outlook sometimes missing in that
region. In London, you choose your friendships carefully, especially
if you live in the same house. It is easier to change friends than to
change apartments, especially one as prime as this.
We all made our income from IT, except our landlord James
who dabbled in the buying and selling of steel. The ﬂat itself had
four bedrooms and a large drawing room with an open ﬁre which was
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kept blazing most days, even though I believe such ﬁres had been
banned from the center of London. That was no impediment to James!
One could describe the atmosphere as quaint, somewhat similar to an
English country cottage furnished from the earlier part of the century,
complete with chaise lounge. The bathroom itself was a joy to use as
it contained a large wrought iron bath perched on its own wrought
iron feet. This was combined with a heating element that kept the
towels warm. In the reading basket you could ﬁnd an assortment of
magazines and one unusual book, ﬁlled with Victorian caricatures of
less-than-savory poses. Occasionally one could hear strange noises
emanating from the bathroom once James was comfortably settled in.
This was something I have always found peculiar among the British:
their love of sitting on the toilet. Having grown up in a relatively large
family, we had no time to waste in the toilet; any stay longer than
necessary viewed with deep suspicion.
My landlord, James Leigh (59), the son of an Irish woman
apparently with a broad Irish accent, was educated in Oxford and took
a liking to me. Unfortunately he suffered from a strong Irish temper.
It was probably just a matter of time before we were bound to clash.
It was he who read to me, “The Lake Isle of Innisfree,” by W.B. Yeats
in his managed Irish accent.

The Lake Isle of Innisfree
I will arise and go now and go to Innisfree,
and a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made:
Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for the honeybee,
and live alone in the bee-loud glade.
And I shall have some peace there,
for peace comes dropping slow,
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dropping from the veils of the morning to where the crickets sing;
There, midnight’s all a-glimmer,
and noon a purple glow,
And evening full of the linnet’s wings.
I will arise and go now, for always, night and day
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;
While I stand by the roadway or on the pavements grey,
I hear it in the deep heart’s core.
William Butler Yeats (1865-1939).
Reproduced with kind permission from A.P. Watt Ltd on behalf
of Michael B Yeats. Source: Louis Untermeyer, ed. (1885-1977),
Modern British Poetry, 1920.
James spoke with the accent of the English middle-class
Oxbridge graduate and it was this and his deep fondness of Ireland
that endeared him to me. He was most offended when I giggled
at his rendition of Yeats, as though I was being most unfair and
had not given him sufﬁcient credit for his attempt to speak in the
mother tongue. This endeared him to me even more, as I could
see the child in him still wrestling with the things of the child. In
my initial interview with James for the room I had asked if I could
bring a friend home. He dropped his eyes and said in a low voice,
“A woman?” I said yes. He replied, “Fine, the more the merrier.” I
looked at him and we both proceeded to crack up. He later conﬁded
in me he could not handle a gay scenario.
To say James was fond of women would be an understatement.
He boasted to me of his many conquests. While I was there, I
noticed that a painting of a young woman would keep disappearing
and reappearing. Rob explained to me that she was an 18-year-old
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girlfriend he had when he was about 40. What I made of this, I do
not know. Whenever his current girlfriend would show up, he made
sure to hide the painting. He was certainly an amusing character
with a big heart.
Work, Rest & Play
At this time I was working as an IT consultant for Lloyd’s TSB,
located at Southwark Bridge, facing the city of London. As this was
directly along the South Bank of the River Thames, I was able to
cycle there each day in about 25 minutes along a pedestrian zone.
This took me past the National Film Theatre, The Queen Elizabeth
Center, and Lambeth Castle and on the other side, The Houses of
Parliament. It was a pleasant and enjoyable morning run on my
Raleigh Classic bike I had bought for the job. For a time, my route
was diverted by the construction of the Millennium Wheel.
While there I developed an automatic routine of swimming
followed by some work on my music. I also worked with two lowbudget producers and, for whatever reason, got nowhere. I spent
hours and hours trying to instill life and uniqueness into their
arrangements and, in the end, gave up. I then tried working on the
arrangements myself. I was desperate. I did my best not to think
about my age. I decided to keep as many things as automatic as
possible and to put whatever spare juices I had into the rest. Location
made this possible.
I worked particularly hard on the song, “Set Us Free,” which I
believed could succeed and get me started. I had written this song in
Dublin, having picked up the melody and a few words in my sleep,
like most of my songs.
It never saw the light of day, despite thousands of pounds spent
on recording along with endless hours in a studio, not to mention the
thousands lost in unpaid work time I took to work on it:
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Set Us Free
Ship in hand to foreign land,
We sailed that we might be free.
In our hearts and in our hands,
We knew that one day it would be.
For we are sailing, for we are free,
For we are sailing, this land will set us free!
Through blooded hands and sweated palms,
These ships and her lives came to be.
Filled with hope of distant lands,
They sailed that they might be free.
For we are sailing, for we are free,
For we are sailing, this land will set us free!
Now they stand on foreign lands,
No more these ships sail the seas.
But in their hands lay many a man,
Who cried and died on his knees.
For we are sailing, for we are free,
For we are sailing, this land will set us free!
Ship in hand to foreign land,
No more do we have to flee.
But in our hearts we see the land,
We left that we might be free.
For we are sailing, for we are free,
For we are sailing, this land will set us free!
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For we are sailing, for we are free,
For we are sailing, this land will set us free!
Words and music by Lee Albert ©1997
Each week I went to salsa classes one or two nights a week in
High Street Kensington at Bar Cuba. Unfortunately, the classes were
simply too big. One of my more successful dance ventures took place
at Easter time, when I attended a ﬁve-day intensive ﬂamenco course
at King’s Cross in London. That was intense and it was good.
London itself, it has to be said, is one of the most expensive and
in many ways one of the meanest cities in the world. To eat out costs
a fortune, yet the portions are often miserable in size. The overheads
are astronomical and the proprietors seem to look for savings in
all manner of ways. This is a side of London that really turned me
off. Okay, let it be expensive but at least give generously in return.
How anyone survives there, I do not know. The cost of housing
is astronomical. Entertainment is prohibitively expensive and yet
people are not making the money to afford it. The ruin of London for
ordinary people is the ability to charge such high amounts because
the tourists and high-ﬂyers will pay. The rest just have to put up
with it and they, of course, do not want to be left out. Anyway, that’s
London. From one perspective a large, overpriced tourist business
metropolis full of unspoken dreams, dreams that are sometimes
misguided by the glittering lights. There are many lonely people
who live there, afraid to appear strange by opening their hearts to
you or, for that matter, to be cheated by you.
Searching for a “New” Way
Due to the recurring pain I was looking for new and more
radical, untried options. I decided that the forms of therapy I had
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explored before were too costly in time and money and so I began
a search for an alternative form of treatment which would cost less
and hopefully achieve more, such as MDMA (3,4-methylenedioxyN-methylamphetamine) therapy, which I had heard about.
Until we know the source of our problems, we do not know
and, unfortunately, many a relationship ﬂounders as someone tries
to grapple with a past they do not know. Suspicion and paranoia
are good bedfellows of doubt and pain and contribute to a world
of confusion and guilt. Doubt, because one can never be certain
and guilt, because of doubt and the repercussions of those possible
erroneous ideas. It was this which made me decide, that no matter
what the truth was, it was best to make peace with everyone and not
be a victim a second time round, mistakenly persecuting someone
for something they had not done. In any case, even if they had, to
make peace within oneself is a win-win situation.
At this stage, you could say I was like a human calculator,
guarding against fear and any possible threat in my environment.
However, I had the capacity for deduction and it was this and a
certain reckless abandon that helped me decide what to do.
All through my life I had the belief that there was a key to
unlocking my condition, though I was not sure I would have the
strength to use it, if I ever found it. My choice of reading was
inspired by this. In truth, I could never ﬁnd a key the “I” could use,
as “I” was the ego searching for a way to manage a growing crisis.
Later I was to realize that this is something the ego cannot do, i.e.,
heal the person. It is outside its ability to cope. It knows it needs
to do something and uses its box of limited tools to the best of its
ability – a bit like holding up a dilapidated house with bandages.
However with time, it becomes more and more burdened and, if we
are not careful this can lead to a split in the ego or some other mental
“disease.” The solution is in a realm outside itself: a place it cannot
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go. The solution is something it is neither equipped nor designed
to deal with. It lies outside its frame of reference. It requires the
unseating of itself from its center of control. Given that someone in
deep pain relies heavily on his or her ego, this is almost impossible
to do: a catch-22 situation. Many continue searching using the ego
(which, of course, can make useful decisions in this regard), but
constantly hit up against a brick wall in the application of what they
ﬁnd, only to be confused and dazed as to why they cannot proceed
further. The ego has simply reached its outer limits, an area where
it has no power to function or operate: an area reserved for the heart
and the soul. But sometimes it is impossible to stop an ego that has
taken control unless of course there is something more powerful
that knows how to undermine it. This is what I was looking for but I
never anticipated the power of what I would ﬁnd.
In any case, having settled into the apartment, I had arranged for
a private telephone line to be installed in my bedroom, where I had
set up a small study: my base of operations! Among other things,
this gave me Internet access. The room itself was not very large but
it suited my needs.
I had heard about MDMA and read a number of books on its
usage to deal with marital problems and sexual abuse: it gives an
experience of empathy in someone who has become closed off,
as it effectively shuts down fear. MDMA has been known to heal
personal trauma and also to aid in mending broken relationships.
MDMA is a synthesized substance, accidentally discovered in 1912
by the Merck Company. It is commonly referred to as ecstasy.
However many substances which are called ecstasy are in fact not
MDMA but products with similarities. In the mid 1970s, it was
rediscovered by the psychedelic therapy community and began to
be used as an adjunct to psychotherapy. One respectable ﬁfty year
old user has described it in the following way. “The drug removes
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all your neuroses. It takes away the fear of response. There is an
overwhelming sense of peace, you are at peace with the world. You
feel open, clear, tender. I can’t imagine that anyone is angry under
its inﬂuence or selﬁsh or mean or defensive. You have lots of insight
into yourself, real insight which you hold on to after the experience
is gone. ”
So, from my new base of operations I carried out a little research.
In my reading and research on the Internet I came across a very
respected voluntary organization in the U.S., called MAPS (The
Multidisciplinary Association for Psychedelic Studies), dedicated to
the study and the dissemination of information regarding MDMA
and therapy. MAPS is a membership-based non-proﬁt research and
educational organization. It was they who published the book, The
Secret Chief, about a leader in the psychedelic therapy community
and his experiences. So I decided in January to contact MAPS about
the possibility of doing personal inner transformation, or simply put,
“inner healing” work using MDMA. They told me it was illegal, but
I could try ibogaine (the principle alkaloid of the eboga plant) if I
wanted, which was still not illegal in a number of countries. MAPS
also disseminates information on ibogaine. They warned me it was
very heavy, as it delivered a huge emotional punch. They said it was
an encounter with one’s self!
This sounded a little too daunting, so I did a little research on
the Internet to see if I could ﬁnd any legal use of MDMA instead.
Apart from studies being carried out in Israel with trauma victims,
I found little else I could connect with. That was not very practical.
From the description given to me by the very helpful assistant from
MAPS, I was hesitant to try something as overwhelming as ibogaine.
However, MDMA did not seem a viable option and I was desperate
to try something. Innocently I thought MDMA would achieve the
same as ibogaine albeit in a much gentler way. They recommended
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reading the book The Secret Chief. It detailed different sessions
held with MDMA and some with ibogaine. I ordered the book from
MAPS and supplemented it by researching a number of Web sites
on the Internet.
What impressed me about the accounts in this book was the idea
that ibogaine was described as a true personal encounter; that it was
not possible to avoid the truth. Was this not the key I was looking
for to unlock my hidden self? Was it not simply a matter of knowing,
supplemented with some emotional release work, in order to reclaim
my freedom?
If only it were that simple! Nothing could have prepared me for
my encounter with ibogaine, certainly not the accounts in The Secret
Chief. The amounts used in the book were less than a third of what
I would be given and were more similar to what Claudio Naranjo
used in the seventies in his therapeutic usage of ibogaine for one-onone sessions, what I call “mini-sessions.”
The Call to Adventure
After my conversation with MAPS I decided to check out some
of the ibogaine provider Web sites and decided to e-mail one that
appeared accessible to me for information. It was Eric Taub’s www.
ibeginagain.org. I thought nothing more of it and then, suddenly one
evening, the phone rang.
I went to my room and picked up the phone. On the other end
a soft-spoken American voice sounded. It was a little surreal. Out
of nowhere, I was suddenly connected to a world of which I knew
little. In some ways it felt discordant, as Eric spoke as though it
were all so simple. Yet I was in the throes of my own inner fears and
confusion and felt somewhat bowed down by life. Eric, on the other
hand, seemed to be living in a carefree world and I was nervous he
might have his doubts about me. I was also a little in awe of him and
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did not want to say anything for which he might think less of me, or
for that matter dismiss me. I was nervous.
He made a number of suggestions as to a possible way forward.
At that moment I am not sure if I was seriously aiming to move
forward or not. All I know is I was caught up in the conversation
and did not wish to seem insincere or difﬁcult about my approach.
I opted for his suggestion to contact Karl Naeher in Italy, as he was
closer to me geographically. Eric then promised to send me some
information, which he subsequently did.
After I hung up the phone I felt, Wow! How real was that? I
guess in that moment, the realization of what might happen to me
began to sink in. I am not sure what I would have done if Eric had
not made contact with me. Something of this magnitude needs an
icebreaker and it is best to come from the therapist. That way the
client does not feel he is entering a murky, dangerous underworld.
Having made contact with Eric, I went back to my usual routine.
From time to time I would leaf through the literature he had sent
me. I never really read it very deeply, as I was hooked and all that
mattered was the buzz it gave me to think about it. My decision had
been made on some level and I wasn’t looking for any reason to
unmake it. Like so many times in the past, I latched onto something
the minute I thought I had any chance of success. Sometimes this
led me into trouble I could easily have avoided and this time might
not be an exception. Many times in my life I existed on a wing and a
prayer. If I stopped to fathom the situation there was a real danger I
might drown. Like crossing a river: if we move quickly and lightly,
we can traverse stones that otherwise would not support us. This
was to be the way of my life in the year ahead. I wanted to believe
that this could work and thus clung to the idea.
In the meantime my problems continued to plague me. My dayto-day life had its routine, but it was characterized by a ducking
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and diving of situations that threatened me. My life was being
propelled by the dictates of my mind and its mental calculations,
each calculation designed to give an added boost to carry on; each
calculation a way for the ego to draw juice from a hidden reservoir
that, ultimately, would run dry. I guess sensing this is what had made
me resolve to somehow bring myself, sooner or later, to undergo an
Eboga session. All I needed was a ﬁnal push and I knew many ways
to give myself that push!
It had been the force of the events earlier that had prompted my
initial contact and for a time I was on the edge of vacillating again.
It was possibly the force of events later in the year that gave me the
ﬁnal push I needed. Basically I was scared, looking for an excuse
to do something crazy and radical as I felt it was something of that
order that I needed. While things were ticking along such an action
could not be justiﬁed. When things moved to a crisis point, then
almost any outcome could be justiﬁed. In that sense I welcomed
calamity.
I guess a part of me didn’t really believe that an option such as
ibogaine, with such promise, could exist. In some ways it seemed
too easy and I guess I basically believed that there was no such
thing as a magic bullet or a free lunch. Now, if I were to believe
what I was reading, it seemed I was on the verge of receiving one.
All I needed was $2,000. That was the part I couldn’t understand.
Why, if it was a gift from God, should it be limited to people like
me with money? In a perverse kind of way I felt it justiﬁed my
material gains somehow, as I could access the world at large for
all possible solutions. I felt privileged. In that sense, it was not a
free lunch. Having said that, the money I earned was based on the
scarcity of my skills and not relative to the true value of my work
compared to another. How many workers have I seen breaking their
backs for a pittance and wondered, There but for the grace of God
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go I? They could not afford to do an Eboga session. Had my own
father not worked all his life for a modest income? Could he have
afforded one? In any case, armed with my naïveté I was preparing
to embark on another adventure. My earlier adventures had been
out into the world. This one was to be into my own world, one that
would irrevocably change my life forever.
I was to learn a great deal about Eboga and ibogaine, but more
importantly, I was to learn a great deal about myself. And I needed
either a fool’s mentality or a deep faith to go through with what lay
ahead. I am not sure I had all that much faith, just hope. However,
unknown to myself, the real call I had been waiting for ﬁnally came
through.
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6. Eboga: An “Old” Way
When we deny another’s rights we deny our own.
Howard Lotsof, Eric Taub & Karl Naeher

E

ric Taub is a well-known American advocate for the use of
ibogaine for the treatment of drug addiction. In the early
‘90s Eric went to Africa in search of eboga. He was selling jewelry
when he heard about ibogaine and decided to make it his mission
to give ibogaine to one percent of the 140 million drug addicts
worldwide. It was he who put me in touch with Karl Naeher, an
ibogaine therapist living in Italy who also has his own Web site,
www.ibogainetreatment.com. Karl also had his own odyssey with
eboga. He went to Africa some time after Eric where he obtained a
supply of the root eboga (also called Tabernanthe iboga) and shipped
it back to Italy. He then hired a chemist to produce a salt of the main
alkaloid component, the result being ibogaine, an off-white, grainy
powder with a hint of orange.
Eboga, which is at the heart of the Eboga Process, is currently
used to treat drug addiction in the West. It has its origins, reportedly,
many thousands of years ago in Central Africa among the Pygmies.
Ibogaine is the principal alkaloid of the Tabernanthe iboga plant.
The Pygmies attribute the discovery of this plant to the warthogs
that apparently are very fond of it. These animals dig holes at the
foot of the eboga shrubs to chew the bark of the roots. They then
go into a state of wild frenzy, leaping and ﬂeeing as though prey
to terrifying visions. Porcupines and gorillas also search for these
roots.
I did not however come to ibogaine as a drug addict nor as a
gorilla – at least not entirely. I came as someone in deep psychological
pain. Every addict who takes eboga breaks his or her addiction
145

Amazing Grace

momentarily, as eboga also operates on a physical level. But this
is not the real meaning of eboga. It is only a useful adjunct. The
real use of eboga lies in its ability to heal the soul and the deep
psychological pain many of us are living through. It clears out the
psychological debris after a long and hard path. In the same way
that eboga in its most basic function sensitizes the body to drugs and
hence is anti-addictive, it also sensitizes the mind, leading us toward
a more harmonious relationship with life and oneself; opening us
up to the depth and wisdom of the simplistic. Only the prepared can
really receive. Anyone who takes eboga does so at their own risk,
as there is much to understand apart from the prerequisite health
checks that are outlined on www.ibogaine.org/manual.html.
Tabernanthe iboga was ﬁrst reported in 1864 by Giffon du
Bellay as a stimulant and aphrodisiac. The bush, which occurs in at
least two varieties (T. iboga and T. manii – not always distinguished
botanically and apparently of similar, psychotropic qualities), is
common in the equatorial underforest. He brought specimens from
Gabon and the Congo back to Europe where in 1901 ibogaine, the
principal alkaloid, was ﬁrst isolated by Dybowsky and Landrin. In
1939 an extract of Tabernanthe manii was sold in tablet form under
the name Lambarene for the treatment of fatigue and depression.
Lambarene disappeared from the market around 1966. The plant
itself was ofﬁcially called Tabernanthe iboga in the late nineteenth
century, but is referred to as eboga or eboka by the Bwiti of the
Fang. The species name as well as the Bwiti name is taken from the
Galwa-Mpongwe or Miene language term, iboga. Eboga contains at
least 13 alkaloids that appear to work in a synergistic way with the
main alkaloid. However, it is the main alkaloid, ibogaine, which has
been identiﬁed as delivering the therapeutic results. With ibogaine
it is possible to exactly calibrate the amount required based on body
weight, thereby enhancing the safety of the client.
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Eboga in the Western world is currently taken in two forms.
Firstly as ibogaine itself, as described above, and secondly as an
extract of the plant called the Indra extract, purportedly containing
all the alkaloids present. The science of ibogaine is well studied and
quite exact, being used principally for its ability to interrupt chemical
addiction. On the other hand the science and action of the Indra
extract appear to be unreported: this is why I do not promote its use.
It contains a reported 15% total alkaloids by weight of which 8% is
ibogaine. As the other alkaloids in the Indra product are active, this
material is viewed as having a 15% potency. It is darker and deeper
in color than ibogaine and comes as a brittle lump.
The onset of ibogaine is quicker and the pace of the session more
intense than the Indra extract, as it appears the other alkaloids in the
Indra extract in some way temper this. However, the results are more
assured. Numerous studies have been conducted and ibogaine has
been shown to be extremely effective as an anti-addictive therapy. It
has been described as “an intense, psychoactive drug which causes a
mental deconstruction” which allows a person to analyze himself or
herself in an intensive therapy session. However, to my mind eboga
knocks out and disables the ego, exposing the true state of the mind.
In this state one is taken to the problems as opposed to controlling
the proceedings. Less is known of its therapeutic abilities, which is
what I was seeking. It seemed the most promising option open to me
to confront whatever was haunting me, even if it did cost $2,000 a
session.
My level of desperation can be measured by how far I was
prepared to go in order to ﬁnd a cure to my problems. Money meant
nothing to me. I could not buy the satisfaction of the company of
someone I loved, living and working together towards a fulﬁlling
and loving life. I could not buy the joy of a joke shared without
shame or intimidation. I could not buy self-respect even if in the
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world’s eyes I was a blazing success, having achieved in many areas,
not to mention having traveled through 36 different countries, many
of which I had lived in. I could not buy peace of mind. So what good
was the money to me anyway or, for that matter, anything I had?
The discovery that ibogaine could block drug withdrawal is
usually credited to Howard S. Lotsof, a New York-based former
drug user who took ibogaine in 1962. His Web site is called www.
ibogaine.org. He is sometimes referred to as the “father of ibogaine”
within the drug addict community. At the time Lotsof was a heroin
user and took ibogaine, believing it to be a new recreational drug.
However, 30 hours later, he realized he wasn’t experiencing heroin
withdrawal and had no desire to seek drugs. He went on to give it to
some of his addicted friends and found this effect replicated.
It is worth mentioning here some of the problems associated
with the commercial production of ibogaine:
1. Patents are limited for drugs derived from a natural source as
opposed to synthetic drugs.
2. Ibogaine’s client base is perceived as drug addicts and alcoholics.
Drug companies do not see them as sufﬁciently stable to assure a
ﬁnancially rewarding client base.
3. Drug companies are afraid of the negative image the introduction
of a drug such as ibogaine would attract to them, its client base
consisting of socially marginalized groups.
4. Corporate entities are worried that ibogaine may lead to a conﬂict
of interest with the alcohol and tobacco market.
Many drugs considered psychoactive were banned in the U.S.
in the late ‘60s. According to the Web site www.ibogaine.co.uk,
“Ibogaine’s current legal status in the UK and much of the rest
of the world is that of an unlicensed, experimental medication. It
is not therefore an offence to possess the drug, though to act as a
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distributor may be breaking the law.” Also, “Ibogaine is a restricted
substance (possession is illegal) in some countries, including the
U.S., Switzerland, Sweden and Belgium.” Of course, before we
become blinded by Western bureaucracy, struggling to understand
something beyond its comprehension, let us remember that eboga,
from which ibogaine comes, is a very sacred plant in West and
Central Africa and its use there utterly outweighs its use here. There
it comes under no law and is bound only by God’s law.
Eboga’s African Context
The Bwiti of West Central Africa use Tabernanthe iboga or
Eboga, the plant source of ibogaine. It is integral to their culture
and religion. There are approximately 2-3 million Bwiti members
scattered in groups throughout the countries of Gabon, the
Democratic Republic of Congo (formerly Zaire) and the Cameroon.
It is believed that eboga use spread to these local tribes’ people
over the past couple of centuries, having originated with the Pygmy
groups of the Congo basin many thousands of years earlier. There is
a legend told of how one Bwiti, while under its inﬂuence, was told
to dig near a tree, which he subsequently did to ﬁnd buried treasure
there.
The Bwiti religion is commonly called the “religion of Eboga,”
a religion linked to the ancestors. Eboga gives knowledge of the
beyond through the ego death (disablement) that it precipitates.
Ritual mastication of eboga permits contact with the ancestors and
the gods as well as the confronting and healing of repressed personal
traumatic material. It was this last part which brought me to it. At the
time I did not realize that personal trauma is a common way to direct
one’s attention to the spiritual realm.
Within the Bwiti eboga is also used as an aid to concentration
and to stimulate recovery from illness. It is used as a sacrament in the
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“Bwiti initiation ritual,” a complex, three-day “rebirth” ceremony
that is a required part of membership of the group. Both sexes (of the
Fang Bwiti) are initiated, usually between the eighth and thirteenth
birthday – see Nick Sandberg, An Introduction to Ibogaine. The
overall aim of the ritual is to be emotionally and spiritually reborn,
so that the initiate may take his or her place within the group as
a true adult. For this a high level of eboga is consumed with the
purpose of relieving the initiate of the effects of any trauma in the
psyche via the retrieval of repressed memories as well as connecting
the initiate to the ancestors.
For these reasons I was interested in trying eboga.
Is Eboga a Bwiti Phenomenon?
In the coming six years I was to become actively involved in
eboga/ibogaine usage for my own personal development as well as
trying to understand more of its nature. Each experience taught me
more and more and my initial ideas changed enormously. Initially I
felt – like others – that Eboga was principally a Bwiti phenomenon.
This could not be further from the truth. Yes, it has its present known
cultural context among the Bwiti. But that is only one face of Eboga
dressed up to ﬁt a particular cultural context: the Bwiti themselves
have identiﬁed various entities, assigning them names, inﬂuenced
by their exposure to Christian evangelization. To say one is dealing
with Bwiti deities is accurate in one sense but entirely wrong in
another. Ultimately, it is about connection to yourself, your soul, our
ancestry as a species and ﬁnally to the spirit, which pervades all of
life.
In an African setting an Eboga ceremony has been described as
a religious rave. There is singing and dancing while a priest invokes
the saints and spirits of the ancestors as the initiate embarks on the
Eboga journey.
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Eboga: An African Spirituality
Much of the imagery experienced in an Eboga session is African
and there is a perfectly good reason for this: our origins as a species
are African and this plant has existed for thousands of years in this
context. It is not unreasonable to assume that connection with man’s
origins should indeed put us in contact with Africa. As one experiences
connection with the past, the sense of belonging originally to an
African world can be very strong, as that is where our ancestral
records originate. Eboga is therefore an African spirituality as it
draws its energy from the cradle of human life: Africa. In a Western
context this spirituality expresses itself in a deepening respect for the
Earth, the community, the ancestors, one’s parents and, in particular,
oneself and one’s family: the circle of life.
Eboga Spirituality therefore builds on the natural instincts of
a human and, as such, is very natural. The context in which you
practice it is not so important. One can dress it up how one likes.
However, I am a ﬁrm believer in sticking with the essentials and not
getting carried away with a lot of dazzling showmanship that creates
illusion and confusion in the candidate’s mind. It is, in the end, a
simple affair, one which brings you directly in contact with your
own heart and those you love on all levels. That is what counts.
Description of Ibogaine
Ibogaine has been described by my friend Greta as a “Star Gate.”
In many ways that is not far from the truth, as it opens a portal to
another world.
Ibogaine is a derivative of serotonin but unlike serotonin, it is
not very toxic. In fact the toxicity of ibogaine is lower than that of
aspirin, i.e., it appears to be a relatively nontoxic alkaloid and can
be used in the range of 10 to 50 mg as an antidepressant in humans.
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Doses above 300 mg are normally associated with sessions – where
dosage is determined by body weight.
For now I would describe ibogaine as an anti-addictive, nonrecreational alkaloid of a naturally occurring plant, which initially
can cause a massive release of emotionally repressed experiences
(when taken in sufﬁcient quantity) causing the emergence of
suppressed pain into the body, which eventually will be integrated.
The experience is characterized by a deep sensation around the
area of the third eye, similar to a sudden realization that one has
done something that one should not have done, i.e., the penny has
dropped and you are taken (a)back. It can also be described as a
serpent which carries a spirit that opens the mind and frees the heart.
Otherwise it is just powder: humble and brilliant.
It seems to me now, in layman’s terms, after almost six years’
personal experience, that ibogaine operates in two ways:
1. It attaches itself to all the body’s receptors and eliminates
whatever drug is there, providing comfort. Hence its antiaddictive property, as it removes the craving for the drug of
choice. Ibogaine itself is not addictive, i.e., if the user craves a
drug fix, it will be the drug they crave and not ibogaine.
2. In much the same way it raises the energy or aura field of the
person, possibly via its attachment to the body’s receptors
and thus opens the door to the spiritual realm that oversees
the individual’s treatment. The treatment involves a mental
deconstruction, much like a car engine that is taken apart for
reconditioning. If the underlying causes to the addiction are not
dealt with, in time the person will be drawn back to their physical
addiction. Hence, this second part is vital to successful treatment
and generally requires a drug addict to undergo further sessions
as the first session appears to be mainly preoccupied with the
physical addiction itself.
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In its use as an anti-addiction therapy its ultimate goal is for
personal happiness resulting from one’s independence, personal
relationships, love, work and hobbies as opposed to the physiological
need for a chemically substituted gratiﬁcation. Hence, it is possible
to temporarily break a drug addiction, but in order for treatment to be
successful, the recovering addict needs to deal with the underlying
problems or else a relapse is inevitable. This is going to be the case
with any form of drug rehabilitation therapy. In this sense I see drug
addicts as being one step behind the spiritual seeker. The spiritual
seeker does not normally have to take ibogaine for a drug addiction.
However, he does sometimes have to take it to make progress along
the path, i.e., to face his problems – problems that are often reﬂected
in an emotional addiction such as codependency. Also, the drug addict
generally does not have the mentality or discipline (in the beginning,
at least) of the spiritual seeker who, invariably, is more successful
in his or her experience with ibogaine or, more correctly, the Eboga
realm.
I would like to caution anyone considering taking ibogaine not
to mix it with any other therapeutic drug. I have heard reports of it
being used with MDMA. This, I believe, is a big mistake. In the next
part of the book, The Eboga Process, chapters 1 and 3, I detail some
of my understanding regarding the deeper meaning of the Eboga
Process often overlooked by those who simply have no real personal
experience of its whole life cycle. It is in itself a “complete” treatment
and to introduce foreign substances into the bloodstream is, I believe,
to complicate its task.
As you read the account in this book, it is impossible to escape
the conclusion that within the Eboga realm a very intelligent and
benign force is operating. It is also true to say that it has a strong
sense of humor and does all it can to make the session more palatable.
However, there is no escaping the fact that real progress comes at a
153

Amazing Grace

price and, in the beginning, this can be very demanding. Mental and
physical preparation do help to achieve better results.
The Indra Extract
I have taken the Indra extract on a number of occasions using
different doses. Once I took it mixed with ibogaine. The ﬁrst time it
worked really well, giving a gentler lead into the session followed by
a much gentler experience overall. However in subsequent usage I
found it less reliable. It seems that subsequent usage is less predictable
than pure ibogaine.
With pure ibogaine I feel we receive most, if not all of the
therapeutic beneﬁts of the plant, plus session objectives can be
calibrated more easily. For these reasons I prefer to work with pure
ibogaine. The traditional way of taking eboga is a reﬂection of the
society it comes from and does not take advantage of the advances of
medical science. For these reasons, plus the fact its action is less well
known, I do not promote the Indra extract. However it is “possibly” a
gentler way to withdraw from physical drug addiction.
Having said that, I believe research should be carried out to
explore the production of an eboga extract which incorporates an ideal
composition of the total alkaloids of the eboga plant and which can be
calibrated exactly, i.e., whose science is properly known. Information
on the extract is simply not forthcoming. I believe a scientiﬁcally
produced ideal extract could have enormous beneﬁts.
I did however ﬁnd one interesting, positive difference between the
Indra extract and ibogaine. The subsequent 24 hours following use of
the extract led to a very positive mood elevation, which interestingly,
was interrupted when I took marijuana after a difﬁcult and “very”
painful session with the extract. (I believe in this case the extract
opened healing wounds it did not have sufﬁcient power to close.)
Although this mood elevation is also true with ibogaine I found
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initially it was not always the case and I speculate that one or more of
the alkaloids not present in ibogaine may also play a part in this effect
– another reason for moving to a more complete compound eventually.
It could also be that my ﬁrst session with ibogaine was dealing with
an emergency emotional situation so that the pain still came through
afterwards – though it was easily manageable. This however is a minor
consideration to the overall success of the session as it is a temporary
though welcome, aspect of the treatment. Existing medications can
also be used following treatment should they be considered necessary.
However, medications in my opinion poison the Eboga energy and for
this reason are not attractive. It is best that nothing is taken for at least
the ﬁrst 36 hours after ingesting eboga.
Ibogaine: An Hallucinogen?
What follows is based on the full article cited in appendix 1.
Ibogaine has been found guilty of being an hallucinogen similar
to LSD. However, ibogaine produces no drug dependency and has
been proved to suppress dependency to opiates, amphetamines,
cocaine, LSD and even alcohol and tobacco. In fact the effects of
the two drugs appear to be worlds apart. LSD is active at doses
of less than a milligram and its activity is difﬁcult to control. The
hallucinatory phenomena produced belong to a high and angelic
domain of aesthetic sensations. These sensations are far removed
from the intimate and personal nature of ibogaine. Also, ibogaine is
hallucinogenic only at doses greater than 100 mg and the domain is
that of Freud’s subterranean world of animal impulse and regression,
i.e., one’s inner world or inner history. The banning of ibogaine
took place as ibogaine was labeled an hallucinogen similar to LSD.
Clearly this is not the case. Also, within the Bwiti of the Mitsogho
there exists an antidote, i.e., it is controllable.
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In my own experience the hallucinogenic role (waking dreams)
of ibogaine is simply a reﬂection of the internal processes one is
going through and as such it is not principally an hallucinogenic
drug. You could say it produces a waking sleep or indeed, opens
one’s faculties at a paranormal level. This is quite different to a purely
hallucinogenic experience. The label of hallucinogen is somewhat
misleading as paranormal visions result from our own innate
processes which can be opened via a catalyst. Angelic experiences
do occur with ibogaine but I believe they occur through the medium
of the soul and are not a direct result of ibogaine itself.
MDMA on the other hand may bring about a temporary opening
or change, or catalyze a new state of mind. However, in the end,
the underlying problems always return and this newfound state of
well-being gives way to them as we naturally resort once more, as
we did when we were a child, to hide behind the ego’s protective
mechanisms. Sometime after my experience with ibogaine I was to
have the opportunity for three therapeutic sessions with MDMA and
these I recount in my next book along with another three ibogaine
sessions. My MDMA sessions were very valuable and useful and led
on one occasion to physical healing – a miracle if you like. I believe
there is a reason MDMA can work in this way and I explain it in
the next book. However, I prefer to work with naturally occurring
substances, as I believe these exist for a reason and help rather than
hinder the body. I am not comfortable with synthetic, non-naturally
occurring drugs in general.
There is little recorded evidence of ibogaine on the illegal drug
market as its appearance and disappearance has been both swift and
non-eventful. It seems the drug dealers rapidly became aware that
its use would deprive them of a large part of their clientele.
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Eboga: A Mind-Splitting Agent
Based on my own experience I would also describe eboga (at
the correct dose) as a mind-splitting agent which disables the ego by
placing the ego’s complete attention in two places at once, thereby
disabling the ego from controlling the mind. This causes the ego to
disconnect, momentarily opening the door to the truth of what lies
beneath, which the ego seeks to mask through its manipulations.
Eboga keeps this door open. Hence, if one has a very active
controlling ego mind, it loses control and the underlying exposed
true self (soul mind) is taken over by the power of the Eboga spirit.
This works in conjunction with the liberated soul, temporarily freed
from the prison imposed by the ego, i.e., the state of the soul can be
fully expressed within the Seat of the Mind – see The Eboga Process,
chapter 1. In this state an intense healing journey takes place.
It does seem that a strong soul and a strong ego go hand-in-hand,
the one the complement of the other. A strong ego is possibly one part
of a spiritual path with a useful role to play, indicating the strength
and determination of the soul. I believe the ego has higher and lower
functions, the higher functions being inﬂuenced by soul or inner child
choices which ultimately feed down into the lower functions which
are closer to animal instinct. How else does one cope with the pain of
one’s path, except through developing a strong ego? The ego acts as a
mental manipulator, redirecting our true responses to more acceptable
responses thus hiding the pain. A strong ego is not the problem. It is
what one does with a strong ego that counts; intention is everything.
Without good intention one becomes seduced by the strong ego and
moves away from the soul to the selﬁsh animal. With a strong ego
one can achieve much good as well as effect change for the self. A
strong ego also contains the force of the pain we suffer until its power
is eventually transferred to the soul. That’s a useful ego!
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However, the developed soul has a deep storehouse of strength
derived from its path and this is where right action ultimately
comes from and should come from, inspired as it is by the pure
heart, pure intention. It is perhaps the development of a strong ego
that simultaneously develops a strong soul and so, on our path,
the development of a strong ego may be a step along the way.
Unfortunately too many become infatuated with their egos, preferring
to forget their soul (inner child) and hide from what lies there and
troubles them: their past. They believe that their ego, having served
them well dealing with past trauma, is best held onto, i.e., kept at the
seat of the mind.
The purpose of Eboga is to bring an end to the domination of the
ego and to release the soul which has grown from it. It is, if you like,
an important stage in the evolution of “Cosmic Man.”
An Eboga Session
It might be helpful to view a session using the analogy of a 36-hour
plane journey. We arrive at the airport somewhat ﬂustered, lugging
our baggage behind us. With a little relief and a little trepidation
we settle into our seat on the plane. We sit and wait; nothing much
happens. Then the engines begin to ﬁre up and we start to move
slowly. Before we know it we are taking off, a little perturbed, at
the speed of sound. Once in the air, we encounter a number of air
pockets leading to turbulence. Occasionally this is too much and we
throw up. But after about ﬁve to seven hours the plane settles down
and we sit back and watch a very fast, educational movie which
we don’t seem to be able to avoid. After this we are worn out and
simply want to be left to ourselves to ride out the rest of the journey.
Towards the end of our 36-hour journey we fall asleep and wake up
on the ground parked or we have a few hours’ sleep and encounter
a very soft landing. We go to the luggage collection to discover
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half our bags are missing. We don’t give a damn because we are
so relieved to be alive and well and, anyway, most of what was lost
was just a lot of rubbish we didn’t need. The next day we relax and
simply enjoy our good fortune to be alive soaking up the sun in
the ﬁve-star hotel we have been booked into by the airline right on
the beachfront in lieu of our very demanding journey and loss of
luggage. The following days we may be wondering about our lost
luggage. However, all in all we are doing pretty damn okay!
The full session itself (as opposed to the mini-session) lasts
between 15 and 36 hours. Thirty six hours is the norm. A period
of one to three days is recommended for recovery after a session
and this applies to long-term drug addicts as well. It seems that the
more one prepares for the session, leaving open a period of time
afterward, the more likely it is the session will succeed. Methadone
users are advised to leave at least a week for recovery. The session
can be physically demanding, with an inability to coordinate
voluntary body movements for up to 24 hours. Insomnia can occur
for up to one week. However, in my own experience one usually
remains awake the ﬁrst 24 hours, followed by a short period of deep
restorative sleep. The following weeks can see one’s need for sleep
lessened. In some cases perhaps increased, when a person may have
been too disturbed to sleep properly before. Everyone’s experience
is different but there are certain similarities between different groups
such as drug addicts, spiritual seekers or victims of psychological
abuse.
The full Eboga session can be divided into three phases. The
session normally ends by entering a fourth phase. This fourth phase
is characterized as a 24-hour relaxation period. It is like a divine
“pick me up” where one feels great, as though one does not have a
problem in the world. It is not a time to pass judgment on the success
of a session. It is a time to enjoy what has been achieved. I once
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made the mistake of giving an interview during this period in which
I raved about how successful the session had been. The session
had achieved miraculous things. However, there was still more to
be done and I only realized this later. A therapist can sometimes
latch onto this period as proof of the success of the session and the
advancement of the client. However, the client needs to wait a while
before he or she can properly calibrate his or her progress.
The ﬁrst phase can be described as a waking dream state. Within
15 to 20 minutes a numbing of the skin, along with an auditory
buzzing and an oscillatory sound, can occur. After about an hour,
one undergoes a mental crisis followed by the commencement of
the session proper where images begin to appear as if in a television.
It is here that the most difﬁcult work is done. It is here where our
emotional psychological framework is opened and worked upon.
Like dreams that act on the events of the day, Eboga appears to use
a dreamlike state to act on the events of the past and thus reduces
the stresses and traumas of early life experiences. The scenes that
appear are often short and for a reason. They are long enough to
catch the sense of the scene and they are short enough not to get
caught up in the content of the scene, which is an ego-orientated
reaction.
The ﬁrst part of the session is the most demanding as it involves
the visuals and direct encounters with oneself and the spirits. It can
also involve awareness enhancement and behavioral modiﬁcation. It
is interesting to note that initially (i.e., in early sessions) much of the
visuals appear on a TV screen, which I believe is a reference to our
addiction in the West to TV. Apart from the intervals of grace which
Eboga gives to help us along, this phase is all business. Normally
one cannot move without being overcome by nausea, as though one
is disturbing a large body of mercury ﬁnely balanced within oneself.
For this reason one should lie perfectly still. In subsequent sessions
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this sensation lessens and quite possibly disappears. Once past this
phase the remainder is quite “straightforward.”
The second part of the session is like an intense rerun of the
ﬁrst part without the emotional and cathartic content, where you
are taken step by step through many different lessons derived from
the ﬁrst phase, as well as many other lessons. It is like sitting in
a classroom in the seat of your mind with a teacher standing at a
blackboard going through all kinds of things for you to know and
learn. This is described in the words of Howard Lotsof as “Massive
Thinking,” which best describes the sense of huge thinking which
goes on hour after hour. It is overwhelming and unimaginable, the
vast amount of material one needs to deal with and process. It left
me with little interest for conventional therapy. A parallel can be
drawn with an over wound traditional watch which needs its spring
released, an “Ego Unwinding.” This results in resetting the ego mind
to a more natural state. It is as if the material in one’s mind that has
not been processed in one’s life, due to the resistance caused by
the underlying trauma’s exposed in the ﬁrst phase of the session, is
being dealt with. This still leaves the need for the retraining of one’s
emotional intelligence and one’s automatic ego reactions. This takes
place through a period of integration, which is most noticeable in the
ﬁrst year after a session.
I think the success of a session depends on how honest you want
to be with yourself and how greedy and ego-centered you wish to
be deep down. Many want the beneﬁts of change, but do not want to
give up the ego desires that underpin their unhealed state. Even with
a repaired subconscious you are faced with the unlearning of the
patterns you have adapted to in dealing with your earlier pain. This
comes about in part by your subsequent rediscovery (integration) of
the world around you, made easier by a sense of inner knowing and
guidance.
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The third phase is a little more difﬁcult to describe. There is a
deﬁnite sense that one is in the Eboga energy but “it does not appear”
to be carrying out any speciﬁc function. Of course at some level a
function is being carried out and it is wise to rest during this time.
You could call it “The Coming Down.” It is normal to experience a
short deep restorative sleep during this period and to wake feeling
quite refreshed. During this third phase I usually reﬂect on things in
general.
In my own experience a major session usually lasts 36 hours and
ends like the switching off of a light bulb. A person’s experience
may be such that the effects have worn off quickly. They may feel
no reason to lie around and prefer to get up and chat or do some
things. There is no reason why this should not be a valid thing to do.
I would caution that, if abuse has been uncovered and the identity
of the person is known, it is probably best to remain away from
that person for at least a few days to allow the ego to regain its
composure.
There are of course two other phases to the Process: before and
after the session itself. I discuss these, along with my own ideas
regarding the phases mentioned, later in The Eboga Process, chapter
1. For now I hope this helps to clarify what is actually going on.
Once you have read the account of what happened to me, it will be
easier to appreciate my later description. For now I will leave things
as they stand. In time I hope to deepen my understanding further and
amend accordingly.
Eboga, to my mind, operates before and after the event, i.e., the
session does not begin at the point of ingestion of the eboga. It also
operates best when it wants to operate. If it is meant to be then it
will ﬂow. It is rarely easy, by all accounts, until most of the healing
sessions are completed. Then it becomes a tool for reﬁned inner
work and a vehicle for the divine to work its miracles through us
162

Eboga: An “Old” Way

and only requires a small dose. These sessions can be very joyous
occasions.
It is somewhat sad that ibogaine is viewed as a medicine and not
as a sacrament. We live in a world where everything is secularized.
Man is too proud to bow his head. He seeks riches in this life so he
can always hold his head up high. He forgets that the soul, which
inhabits his body, wants to be respectful as a husband might want to
be when in awe at the knowledge that his wife embodies: the great
mother goddess.
A Note on the Eboga Spiritual Realm
There are deﬁnitely three presences at work in a session. Firstly,
there is the Eboga spirit or energy which makes it all possible. It is
like the medium through which the spirit entities operate and affect
their work. It is carried by a serpent.
Secondly, there are the entities directly connected with the
healing work of the Eboga spirit. I believe that the entities associated
with the Eboga spirit are human souls that have transcended. That is
why the Bwiti is a religion linked to the ancestors. Thirdly, there are
the onlookers, souls who are connected to us in our life who appear
due to the opening of our own psychic faculties under the inﬂuence
of the Eboga spirit. These can be friends or friends to be and they
are present for a reason. Their link to us in this life possibly reﬂects
their link to us before this life. They can and do offer advice but they
are not directly carrying out the healing and can appear out-of-sync
with the Eboga entities. This does, however, give a more realistic
feel to the experience, where the person being healed can develop a
reality check of sorts.
The Eboga spirit working in you, under the guidance of the
entities in conjunction with you, carries out the actual healing.
Further, there are moments when under the guidance of the Eboga
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entities one experiences a higher presence, which for now I will
refer to as God in the classical sense. Later in my writings I go on to
examine the nature of this presence. Why this presence should make
itself known at certain times and not others I suspect has something
to do with the workings of one’s soul during a session which one is
not aware of.
Apart from these three presences there is also our personal guide
or guardian angel. (In the second book I will explain its role and
why I believe in its existence.) One can call it the witness or guide.
It sometimes prompts us in a session but mostly remains quietly
observant. It is possible that it participates in some way as yet
unspeciﬁed.
For me Eboga is not and should not become an orthodox religion.
We have enough orthodox religions. What we need are new ways
that work and don’t cloud the issues. The Eboga spirit is such a way.
The whole point of Eboga is self-knowledge. Thus its appearance
in the Western world at the dawn of the Age of Aquarius is wholly
appropriate. The whole point of orthodox religion is adaptation to
another’s viewpoint, a straitjacket to change. An Eboga religion is
inherently contradictory unless it acts as a vehicle to bring others
to self-knowledge. Unless you discover for yourself, you have not
yet discovered. In that sense Eboga is a spirituality, an African
spirituality. What counts is change. Eboga is a way to change.
Why Choose Eboga?
Why go through this? Well, personally, I knew how strong my
ego had become in my own self-defense and at times I felt a good kick
in the arse was needed, but while as a child I might have suffered it,
as an adult I was not prepared to be humiliated in that way. I needn’t
have worried; Eboga was about to give me a big kick in the arse and
break the stranglehold of someone who has become overly reliant
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on his ego. Much like a clock that has been over-wound and stops
working, thus exposing a frightened and confused child. Gradually,
with time and integration, the child is released and the grip of the
ego lessened until one reaches the point whereby one is relating
more from the inspiration and astuteness of the child rather than
the deductions and calculations of the ego. Here one can rediscover
what one has lost in life and, like a child, appreciate life as the gift
it is, placing needless worries and guilt where they belong: in the
garbage. The intelligence of the child is divine. The intelligence of
the ego is simply functional, as it is in every animal.
So with the promise of so much, was I going to back down
from something that was difﬁcult when I knew it was something
difﬁcult I needed? I was too clever for conventional healing and,
frankly, fed up with the way it never seemed to uncover anything
of great signiﬁcance. Yes, Primal Therapy is great in its own way,
but it is handicapped by the hold of an ego which becomes stronger
the deeper the problems go. Imagine, if you will, someone who has
been abused as a very young child, although nobody knows this.
In time that person may blank out this memory and, with it, a very
deep charge is placed in the psyche to act as guard. For that matter,
imagine any other trauma you can care to think of. If this person
enters therapy with a strong repression in place, how likely is it that
he will by pass his ego and voluntarily choose to remember, if by
remembering he is going to feel devastated?
It was after my ﬁrst session with Eboga (which I describe in
the chapter “The Crossing of The First Threshold”) that I became
captivated by its potential. My mind was full of conjecture and I
wondered how on Earth I would get to grips with the knowledge
that lay behind it. Karl told me that to truly learn its secrets, one
needed to do ﬁve sessions. I asked what happens then. He replied,
“One then has the knowledge.” I didn’t really understand how this
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was supposed to happen. He told me of one woman who went into
a dream state of sorts and was out of it for days. When she returned,
she was a healer. I imagined that to become a healer you were
taken away and taught by the guides one encounters in an Eboga
experience. Unknown to myself then, I was to learn the ways of
Eboga at ﬁrst through sheer, terrifying experience and later through
subtle beneﬁcence, the key being an openness to consider the divine
possibilities. All the questions I brought with me to each session
ultimately were answered by the events that unfolded until I reached
a point where I felt I was connected to its spirit and could appreciate
its subtlety.
The moment of truth, in my understanding of Eboga, was to
have a high point in Brazil (the climax of the second book), 33
months “exactly” to the day of my ﬁrst session. However, I did not
reach a fuller understanding until a few years later. My session date
in Brazil had been completely accidental, based on an invitation I
received to go there and the schedule of availability. However, after
my session I began to realize that there was a connection in the
various session dates involved. The most obvious item being: I had
just left 33 Eccleston Square before my very ﬁrst session.
You might be forgiven for thinking I was brave to face my
problems in this way. The truth is I had no other choice. The
alternatives were not very palatable. It is not possible to escape
life. Wherever you go, it is there. The only option is to change it.
With Eboga, one can feel like a child, afraid to confront a situation.
However, like a loving parent, it takes you by the hand to look at
what it is you are avoiding. And like a loving parent it does not force
you to look at what you cannot deal with. It presents to you what
you can deal with and your own persistence allows you to face it. As
you heal and become stronger, Eboga brings you deeper and deeper
to your core. In pain, we spend most of our time avoiding ourselves.
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With Eboga, we more and more encounter our true self and we know
it is a moment of truth; i.e., Eboga brings us more and more into the
truth of ourselves and of life. The many emotions we encounter are
varied, but it would be fair to say that at times it can feel along the
lines of: you have just lost your lover and life is a horrible and lonely
experience. That all passes.
A Universal Language
The gods speak through symbols, so it is said. This was to be my
experience also. Perhaps, like a painting, symbols speak a thousand
words and are more effective than language with its limitations.
Whatever the case, I found that my ability to interpret the symbols
presented to me was heightened, as though some hidden faculty
within me had opened. It made me realize how much untapped
potential lies dormant within us. These symbols were used to answer
questions I had and to show me things about my past life I was not
aware of. It seemed as if the entities from the Eboga realm worked
through symbols, while my soul companions worked through voice
– perhaps because they exist on the same plane as myself. The use
of symbols is very important as it bypasses the ability of the ego to
interfere as we often only see what we want to see. The interpretation
of the symbol comes after the symbol has been presented, i.e., the
symbol is unadulterated.
In a full session, as one experiences connection with the past,
the sense of belonging originally to an African world can be very
strong. This, as you soon will see, was to be my experience.
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7. Windsurfing: A Psychic Opening
If you look for the voice within,
You will hear it before you know it.
A Place in Spain

W

hile I was grappling to come to terms with my problems
and investigating the possible use of eboga, I arranged
to participate in a windsurﬁng instructor’s course in Greece. You
could say this was a time of happenings. I was determined to move
forward. On one level I was working on my music and pursuing a
long-held interest in surﬁng, albeit windsurﬁng. On another level
in trying to do what I wanted, I was painfully aware of the personal
problems I needed to deal with if I was ever to be free.
I remained in contact with Karl and set off on the ﬁrst part of
the four-week program, two weeks’ training on the island of Lefkas,
Greece, at Club Vass in June. Before I left, I decided that whatever
happened, I would secure my place in Spain by buying an apartment
there. It had always been a dream of mine to live there, or at least to
have a strong contact with the country. I should have realized that
it is not possible to “buy one’s place” in another country. However,
at the time, I was afraid that the weight of events in my life would
later on make it impossible for me to do this, as I might not feel free
enough to decide my own future or indeed be emotionally strong
enough to do so.
While in Greece I completed the purchase of a small twobedroom, nicely furnished apartment in Spain. It was cozy, well
made and well positioned; set in Alcocebre, a beautiful area on the
east coast about 1½ hours north of Alicante. While it was a little
difﬁcult to get to, I had visions of going there with friends and using
it as a retreat. I was determined to have my own place, as I saw
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Spain as a country I would happily go to if I decided to throw in the
towel on my efforts to achieve my goals. I was drawn to the warmth
of the people and in particular the warmth of the women. I also felt a
strong pull to the rich, almost mercurial nature of the ﬂamenco spirit
and the Mediterranean love of food. It spoke of life.
A Mirror on Life
During my time in Greece I had the most amazing experiences
and returned home a different man than when I left. I had decided
to go there because I seriously wanted to make changes in my life
and surﬁng was something I had always dreamed about. I saw the ad
in the paper and decided to give it a go. It wasn’t surﬁng but it was
windsurﬁng and I had the chance to become an instructor. I felt that
this was probably the best way to learn, instead of taking a regular
course. I had never windsurfed before and in two weeks I made
remarkable strides. I came back from Greece a very happy man.
While in Greece I was lucky to be under the instruction of
two amazing teachers Andy and Russell. Andy had a penchant for
changing his hairstyle. He had his own sense of right and wrong and
he stuck to it, believing in a code of honor which he studiously applied
in his day-to-day affairs. You could say he was a little eccentric, but
you could not say he didn’t know what he was talking about. His
windsurﬁng was superb and at times awesome as he attempted and
often succeeded in doing a somersault. The fact that it would take
place in full view of the club was, of course, accidental. Occasionally
Andy’s view on things could seem a little strange and with the bit
between his teeth somewhat frustrating. However, he was a good
man and I felt lucky and honored to have him as a teacher.
Russell on the other hand was a different kind of character. About
the same age as me, he had entered windsurﬁng not many years before,
being disillusioned with the world of graphic design and seeking to
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get away from the pointless stress that it entailed. His approach to
windsurﬁng was much like my own. What he did he did well and to
say he was not a diplomat in his dealings would be doing him a great
disservice. He showed extraordinary ability at diplomacy, giving
someone every opportunity to see the error of his ways. But, he was
not afraid, if necessary, to show where he stood, which could come as
a fright to someone who had underestimated him. He was also very
patient and went the extra mile, only coming out in his diplomatic way
to nudge you on when he felt perhaps the time for babysitting was
over. It was this quality that made working with him such a pleasure.
We hit it off on his upside and I was glad and relieved that I had not
placed him in my little theatre of people I did not somehow like, as
I felt the distinct possibility of projecting one of my phantoms onto
him. These things sometimes are touch-and-go. The fact that he took
a liking to me made the difference. Both took my interest completely
seriously and worked continuously to help me through. Given that I
was coming to the sport at the age of 37 with no previous experience,
they responded to the efforts I made and I progressed onwards and
upwards. I was both amazed and gratiﬁed.
During those two weeks I drew endless parallels between the
art of windsurﬁng and life itself. For me, learning to perfect a tack
or a gibe, i.e., turning the board around in different ways, was an
opportunity to perform graceful movements on water. This fed into
my own inner love of movement and form. I was delighted. All of
me was involved and I knew that the longer I tried, the more I would
learn to become holistic in my approach, i.e., mind, body, board
and nature working together. I knew this had to be a good thing
and just what I needed. Each day I went out and tried endlessly to
master each movement. I was constantly battling with nervousness,
imbalance and body movements I simply had no experience with. A
seldom-acknowledged fear of drowning, which was later to emerge
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in a session, played a part in this nervousness. However, I was
delighted, as I knew I was learning to use my upper body to work
the sail while, at the same time, almost independently, using my
lower body to balance the board. This I found quite appealing. It was
a way to break the rigid holding patterns of my body and mind and
to bring me closer to the art of movement.
I remember Russell telling me not to struggle with the board
when attempting to do a beach start. A beach start involves catching
the wind under your sail as you stand up by the winds power onto
the board. In the beginning, with each failed attempt, the temptation
is to struggle to bring the kit back into place instead of letting go and
starting all over again. It has after all taken a great deal of effort just
to arrange the kit. It took me some time before I eventually learned to
work with the elements and to see how much easier and exciting that
was. It was a parallel for life, i.e., let go and with a small amount of
effort reorder the situation, working with the elements. (Sometimes
we work with the elements, but the elements don’t want to work
with us – like people! This we have to accept.) Or put another way,
don’t try to control what you cannot control; instead, work with it.
In the end there is no such thing as a perfect situation, but there is a
perfect way to deal with every situation.
Once I mastered the handling of the kit I felt as though I had
tamed a wild horse on the water. This was an aspect of windsurﬁng
I found really appealing, as it tied into my own propensity to draw
parallels for life from things around me, seeing in everything an
inter-relationship, a common thread, a common law.
During my ﬁrst week in Greece I had this dream:
I meet this guy and he shows me by example that by
simply just touching somebody I catalyze in him or her
the ability to somehow heal themselves.
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Why it should come at that time I do not know but it left a lasting
impression on me – it was like a form of education. The previous
year, I had begun to have recurring dreams which involved a girl
with dark hair who appeared to be teasing or innocently playing
with me in some way. I had begun to describe her as the love of my
life. At this time I also had another dream about her. As it was not
long before that she had appeared in another dream, I was surprised
that she should reappear so soon. It seems she was trying to make
her presence known to me somehow. In some of the dreams I am
being tempted sexually by her, but resist, as I feel threatened. I feel
it might expose my sexuality and leave me vulnerable to rejection
because of it. I am also confused in the dreams, as I confuse feeling
dirty and impure with the open expression of my desires.
The course itself was relentless. Each day began around 9:30
a.m. with a talk followed by tuition and practice on the water. This
meant hauling boards and sails to the water’s edge. On the water
endless energy was expended in trying to keep the sail positioned,
invariably leading to lower back pain. Some mornings we started
earlier, taking mountain bikes into the hills and returning exhausted
to begin the rest of the morning’s training. The afternoons were
physically more demanding, as the winds increased dramatically
due to the rise in air temperature, causing the winds to be sucked
down from the mountains. In my own case the evenings were no
easier, as I developed the habit of staying out most nights until 3 or
4 a.m., drinking in a variety of bars. In particular, I hung out at one
very comfortable bar called The Tunnel. It was run by Miltos and
Makis, two very cool individuals who had a great selection of world
music.
In spite of everything I eventually learned to water start, but
only after realizing that it was fear that was holding me back. On
the evening of the ninth day Russell said to me, “You can have all
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the tuition you want in the world, but there comes a point where you
have to put it into practice.” This was Russell’s diplomatic way of
telling me to go for it and face the fear. I realized then that either I
would make the grade or drop out under the pretense that it was not
for me.
I was not about to throw away something that I had worked so
hard to reach, especially surrounded by some of the ﬁnest teachers
the industry could provide. I knew I was in a privileged position. I
knew if I gave up I would feel like shit, knowing that life was getting
the better of me in the end. Each day I had fallen off my board a
hundred times as I had struggled to master my balance. I had gone
through moments of feeling completely useless and demoralized.
It was tough and in relatively high afternoon winds a little scary.
Having mastered my balance more or less, what was left was to
allow myself to be carried by the winds and let go of the pointless
desire to control the elements. That is what was frightening me.
The next afternoon, with steely determination and winds picking
up, I walked my board to the practice area. I felt it was my last
chance. The water took on a new look for me, ﬁlled with an energy I
hadn’t noticed before. Russell passed by and asked how I was. I said
ﬁne and that is how I actually felt. Clearly, at some level I had made
a decision to let go. I had also resolved to tame this beast and, as the
winds rose and I got into position, I threw off my fear and went for it.
My whole heart, my whole mind was committed; my intention was
pure. The next moment I was standing on the board and whooping
away, cracking out to sea. I couldn’t believe what I had just done
as I had been very scared of ﬂying out the front of the board. In an
instant a great load had been taken from my shoulders and I felt that
a deep fear I had been carrying around with me for a long time had
just lifted. I had shaken the monkey off my back. I was exhilarated.
It was truly incredible. I had been pushed to my physical emotional
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and psychological limits and suddenly I felt great. For the rest of the
day I related with perfect ease to those around me.
I had entered the course determined to do my best and let nothing
get me down or make me feel or behave negatively. Each day, I was
determined not to let my old ways prevent me from succeeding on
any level. I realized everyone had something to teach me. All I had
to do was ask myself, What has this person got to teach me? I would
learn it, take it on board and carry forward. During my time on the
course I turned a blind eye to every negative act I perceived around
me. I carried onwards and upwards. It was a blessed two weeks.
I learned a lot about myself and my relationship to others. I felt
renewed. I called it my “Dude Conversion.”
I can see now that the intensity of the course, along with my
steely determination coupled with pure intention, was an excellent
preparation for what lay ahead of me. My ego, unable to cope, threw
me back onto my inner self, my soul, which by the power of intention
became engaged. These two weeks kick-started my soul.
Once I had begun to master the art of windsurﬁng, I was
constantly delighted by the way the water changed and challenged
me. In the mornings the waters were calm, with light winds allowing
practice of basic maneuvers. However, in the afternoon, when the
winds picked up to three knots and little white horses appeared, it
was as if the masculine spirit of a Greek god had come down from
the mountains and was making its presence known. Gone were the
gentle waters, to be replaced by an unknown presence – a presence
that ﬁlled the air with mist and a sense of energy. It was as if the
real master of the waters had awoken and wanted some serious
engagement. Not only this, but the seascape changed constantly and
one could become transﬁxed by it.
The water constantly challenged me to act properly to master
the art, as if somehow egging me on to become a part of it, to run
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and play on its slopes, to dance on its shoulders, to play with God.
Unlike life, where one is easily buffered by money from proper
action, i.e., you can easily run roughshod over most things and
get away with it if you have the money and are not too worried
to be eventually isolated, the waters hold back no secrets and it is
impossible to fool yourself in this way. If you are struggling to make
a certain movement on a certain piece of water, unless you adjust to
the changing circumstances and go with the ﬂow, you will always
struggle and not ﬁnd the enjoyment it has to offer. In this way a part
of you dies and suddenly you discover a more forgiving terrain, kept
hidden by stubbornness, much like a little child who has no choice
but to adapt constantly to a changing environment it knows little of.
Andy pushed me at the end of the ﬁrst two weeks to complete
my level two tests in windsurﬁng and powerboat skills and I knew
behind his feigned sternness he had a heart of gold and was doing
his best for me. His own skills were superb and his instruction topclass. I really felt very lucky to have two such great guys watching
over me.
To become an instructor it is necessary to reach level three
personal skills and it was my intention to return for the second half
of the course later in the summer. Going from level two to level
three is no mean feat though. It involves planing the board over
the waters, much like a powerboat does, with both feet in the foot
straps holding on for dear life. However, with everything completed
to date along with my level two skills, I could safely say I did bloody
well!
Is Reality an Awareness of Suffering?
On the day of my level two tests with Andy I swam in the water
beforehand to feel comfortable for later and to overcome any fear
I might have of the water. While practicing, suddenly all tension
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dropped out of my body and I felt perfectly at ease with the board.
I was relaxed and in position and simply sailed out. My test went
really well. Later I stayed out in the sun and became dehydrated,
which was a little scary. However, I was content and delighted to
have made the grade to this stage.
I felt I had come of age by facing my fears on the water. I felt
more alive than I ever had. I felt I had gone through an initiation
of some sort. It was like a shift into reality and it came with some
physical discomfort. Two weeks after the level two tests I was
getting ready to board a plane and had to ask for medical assistance,
as I was suddenly gripped by nausea and a sense of disorientation.
I wondered then if, in regaining our normal mind, we go through
some kind of organic change as well. Do our minds shift in such a
way as to leave us feeling sick momentarily? Or was the answer a lot
simpler? Had someone spiked my drink two weeks before?
I had not had such a period of happiness for years. This resulted
from two weeks of intense physical, psychological and personal
effort, which seemed to snap something inside me and left me
smiling with intense pleasure. There was a downside to this though.
The night before returning home, I was ﬁlled with intense happiness
at being alive. While talking to people I felt happy and at the same
time, I seemed to be picking up on their sadness. It felt very hard to
endure both together and I wondered if being happy meant you had
to live with other people’s unhappiness as well. I began to see the
advantages of being closed down to happiness, as most of us are and
maybe that is one of the reasons why. Unfortunately it wasn’t long
before I was complicating my life sufﬁciently to bring an end to that
happiness. Perhaps those few weeks of happiness were deliberately
meant to show me what was possible if I only tried.
I speculated, in the end, that someone must have spiked my
drink on the morning of the test with something similar to MDMA,
177

Amazing Grace

but this feeling of happiness lasted for some weeks after I got back.
Perhaps the MDMA opened the door that the course had loosened,
working as a ﬁnal push? Perhaps having had my soul kick-started,
the MDMA catalyst, or whatever I was given, broke down the
remaining barriers to my soul and exposed its inner joy in spite of
the pain the ego sought to mask.
After returning to London I found myself seeing right through
people. I found this disturbing. I could feel how they felt about
themselves and me. For the most part they liked me and that I found
unsettling. I found myself seeking to close down my mind and to shut
out the sense of extra perception I had somehow acquired or tapped
into. I just did not want to see these things, much like someone who
has lived without a hearing aid and then ﬁnds improved hearing quite
disturbing. It was only a matter of time before I would reengage my
ego in its old manner of self-protection and return to my old self.
Adjusting to life back in London was difﬁcult.
An Angel at my Table
Around this time (early July) back in London I met Greta, who
was working in a wine bar in Kensington run by a young couple.
I met Greta by accident. At the time I had a date with an English
artist and wanted to bring her somewhere nice. I had walked around
Kensington and came by chance upon this wine bar nestled down
a back street. I knew such places existed in this area and had gone
scouting. On the pre-arranged night I turned up and my date was
late. Greta was serving me. She was in very high spirits. We spoke
in Spanish and English and I enjoyed the rapport. During our little
repartee we talked about sports and she mentioned something about
not needing them when you have a boyfriend! I was taken aback, as
I think was she. She later conﬁded in me she did not know where
that came from.
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Eventually my date arrived and lounged in her seat, as though
about to fall asleep. We ordered and Greta served us, but this time
there was not a peep out of her. She was very quiet. The evening
went okay, but I felt my date was somewhat a little distant. I had
enjoyed talking with Greta as I had a lot of links to Spain and simply
enjoyed the warmth of the Spanish. Warmth was no small thing to
have in a city like London, which could be very cold and isolating. It
seemed people there practiced the art of isolation and I was getting
pretty good at it myself.
The next day, while sitting at my computer terminal, I told my
colleague I was going to go back and ask Greta out. She accepted.
I still remember how she arrived on our ﬁrst date dressed in
red shorts, bobbed red hair and a big grin. I fell in love with her
right there. We had coffee together and so began a long and lasting
friendship. She was the ﬁrst angel I was to meet on my odyssey.
There are few words that do justice to describe Greta. A pure soul,
full of integrity is the ﬁrst thing that springs to mind, along with the
guts and spirit of an Andalusian. Nothing would stand in her way.
She was determined and invariably in high spirits. Yes, there were
things that she did not like to face, but she was no coward, always
willing to learn and try. I enjoyed immensely having someone to talk
to who shared a lot of my offbeat views, as well as supporting me
fully in my adventures with Eboga. She was a blessing in my life
and yet, deep down, I knew we would not always remain lovers, but
I hoped we would remain friends. Our time together was not without
its clashes, given that we both had ﬁery, sometimes untamed souls.
It was this realization that later made me understand that there
are times when love is simply not enough. For the time that was in it,
we were right for each other. We both needed security and love and
this we gave each other in a city that could be merciless to the lonely.
At the time I did not realize how important she would become, as I
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am not sure I could have survived what lay ahead without her love
and support. She was a perfect companion and partner to me and I
hope I to her. However, there was something I was still seeking and
I had not found it and knew I would never be happy unless I did.
There was a connection I had yet to make with someone, someone I
had not yet met. For this, I had to change and so, for now, I was not
ready for that connection, regardless of how badly I wanted it.
I learned something very important from Greta. The person who
loves, grows as they receive the most beautiful part of another by
witnessing it and appreciating it. In doing so, it becomes a part of
them also. Greta’s beauty and warmth was to become a part of me.
So much so that, years later, as I expressed my newfound ability
to love, I wondered where I had learned some of my ways and
remembered: Greta. She renewed my capacity for love and lifted
the years of loneliness I was carrying around with me.
It was no accident that she later assumed the role of warden in
a Chelsea home for the aged, being absolutely marvelous with the
people there, sometimes coming home at night to cry with sadness
for what she felt. I could see Greta as a ﬂamenco dancer, as she had
the talent to do much more than she thought of. I was in awe of her
way to handle people, as opposed to my own, which tended to be
much too blunt. I was also in awe of her openness and the kind of
values that come from inner knowledge, not from an acceptance of
the rules and roles laid down by society. We met shortly before I was
due to return to Greece.
A Sad Parting: One Door Closes, another Opens
Towards the end of July I gave a dinner party for some English
friends. James had been away for the weekend and when he returned
blew his top that I had not asked permission to have the party. I was
surprised he even knew, as I had put everything back meticulously,
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including his pen, papers, etc., which were on the table I had used
in the drawing room. He had noticed something, some small detail.
I don’t remember what. That was all I could bear and so after an
argument I informed him I would be leaving.
In a way this incident summed it all up. No matter how good a
situation I would ﬁnd myself in, there came a point where I gave it
all up simply because I could not accept the outcome of some action
on the part of another. My own expectations of people and myself
were altogether too demanding and unrealistic. Pride was both my
weakness and my strength. I knew this, but I could not bring myself
to accept the humiliation without feeling hurt and unfairly treated.
Time and again this happened. Just as I would feel I was getting on
my feet I would just throw it all away. It was pure lunacy.
Rob on the other hand would have managed this situation
perfectly well, putting everything into perspective and laughing on
cue if necessary. Me, I could not and this saddened me deeply. When
was I ever going to learn to deal with people? How could anyone
possibly live up to my expectations? It seemed I created an idealistic
image of someone I liked on the basis they would never do anything
to hurt me. Such a person, I am afraid, does not exist. How, with
such unreal expectations, could I accept insult and injury and still
be able to smile? As a child I also tried to accept such situations,
but it seemed things only got worse with my feeling undervalued
and abused. As an adult, I did not have the conﬁdence to believe
that I could still feel good about myself while accepting the ways
of others. I felt that, once they treated me badly and I accepted it, a
pattern would emerge. Perhaps I needed to learn how to stand up for
myself and express myself properly but somehow that was a very
threatening thing and I never felt quite able.
I needn’t have worried about James. He had a heart of gold
and, if anything, was more scared of me than I of him. Stupidly, I
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was throwing away a lifeline I needed like so many other lifelines
before. Yet in my naïveté and lack of self-worth, this is how I saw
things. The old saying, to chop off your nose to spite your face,
was one I knew only too well. It was perhaps this knowledge that
contributed to my desperation and desire to seek help via the use of
Eboga. I could not go on losing the people I loved and feeling anger
for those I wanted to feel love for. It was too sad and too pathetic.
My situation had been perfect. I now had a nice apartment in Spain
along with my home in Dublin. I was ﬁnancially comfortable in
London and yet I blew it all away!
That, it seems, was to be my path.
Around the same time as my run-in with James, I had this dream:
I am watching a bird in a cage. Suddenly the door on the
cage opens and it takes off flying around the kitchen in
my mother’s house. It is white with colored markings,
medium sized. I think I should get it back in the cage,
as I am afraid my mother will be upset. As I am putting
the cover on the cage, other little blackbirds escape and
I then realize it is futile trying to get them back in. I
know it is meant to be that these birds should be free.
This dream seemed to be telling me that I was about to break free of
my cage. Perhaps it was a dream in which my forthcoming Eboga
odyssey and its meaning were being hinted at. Odd that it should
come at a time when I was separating from James.
James passed away around New Year’s, at the age of 60. He
suffered from cancer of the colon. Yet, while walking around with
a morphine pump, he still found time to laugh and to eat a platter
of cheeses, which he loved. They were exactly what he was not
meant to eat. This, along with drinking one of his favorite, though
competitively priced, wines. He was a phenomenon.
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I was sad we had parted without making up properly, as I truly
loved him and miss him. He had no wish to see me leave and had
retracted his statement. However, events had already been put into
motion that were by now unstoppable. They say death begins in the
colon, the storehouse of the residue of all our negative emotions.
There was more to James than met the eye. I am grateful to have had
the opportunity to know him. In our last conversation by telephone
(he rang me), we talked about him coming over to my new apartment
for drinks. We did actually make up one day before I left, standing at
the kitchen door where I told him that I thought he was a good man
regardless of our differences. He was moved by that and thanked
me. He had the heart of a child. Yet I still, at some level, felt hurt and
did not feel well enough to bond so soon again with him. I hoped
that would change with a little time. Unfortunately, time ran out.
With hindsight, I can see that he was an important inﬂuence on my
life even if our encounter was sadly short-lived.
Self-Created Turmoil
Before leaving for Greece at the end of August to complete
my course in windsurﬁng instruction, I moved my belongings into
storage and left 33 Eccleston Square. I also impulsively purchased
a small apartment nearby in Chapter Street in need of complete
refurbishment, as I did not want to wither my money away on high
rent.
On reﬂection it was possibly the biggest mistake of my life.
I had a nice apartment in Dublin and a small apartment in Spain.
Everything was perfect. I can remember walking outside my
apartment feeling I had the world in my hands.
Why the sudden upheaval coupled with a reckless abandon on
my part to try it all? I had everything I needed to carry through on
the dreams I had identiﬁed for myself. Now I put all those dreams
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in jeopardy simply because I could not relate properly to those
around me. I seriously complicated my life and seemed to make a
180-degree U-turn away from what I had discovered. Perhaps I had
come too close.
My state of mind was disturbed and confused.
All my life I had put my dreams ahead of material gain on
balance, but now a part of me was afraid that maybe I was meant to
take this added opportunity by purchasing a London apartment to
complete my material needs. Clearly, I did not understand the ways
of the universe.
I was confused and it wasn’t long before my happiness turned to
stress and desperation. I did not understand the path of least resistance.
I also did not realize that, once I had begun the process of liberating the
soul, events would be such as to continue to challenge and undermine
the ego. How else could the soul make its escape good?
Supernatural Aid?
I arranged for my ﬁrst Eboga session with Karl to take place
during my second trip to Greece. The sudden turn in events after my
previous return to London from Greece made me realize I had not
dealt with my problems and, if anything, I was more determined than
ever to try Eboga (ibogaine) to help recapture some of what I had
uncovered the ﬁrst time round in Greece. I had two further ofﬁcial
weeks of training left to complete my course. I arranged to take six
to seven weeks of unpaid leave from my consultancy role in Lloyds
TSB Bank in the city area of London to try to capture some of that
earlier joy. I was lucky to have had such a gentle and understanding
boss who assisted me in this request. I was also lucky to be seated next
to a beautiful and switched-on English Indian woman called Sam,
who radiated warmth and was a good conversationalist. Sometimes
good company is hard to ﬁnd in the computing business.
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It was not really a time to be leaving my work, as I was just
getting on top of things ﬁnancially and had taken on new ﬁnancial
commitments. Had I realized my earlier joy was perhaps due to more
than nature I might not have taken so much time off. On the other
hand, I was determined to be happy and this was a way I saw open
to me. Usually I grabbed any possibility to get my life straightened
and this one was as good as any. I was also painfully conscious I was
not getting any younger for what I wanted to do and was becoming
depressed by a sense of being stuck in my life and myself.
Before leaving for Greece while lying in bed half-asleep in 33
Eccleston Square, I had a waking vision.
I can see a girl who is sitting patiently in the lotus
position. I know her but I can’t figure out how. I just
know I know her. It is as though she is waiting for me.
I was intrigued by this and wondered what it could mean. Perhaps I
had had an encounter with a benevolent spirit guide? It seemed that
somewhere someone was waiting patiently for me.
I returned to Greece amidst the most disappointing wind
conditions for that time of year. I was unable to get the practice
necessary to lift my skills to the required level due to the poor wind
conditions. I completed my last two ofﬁcial weeks of training before
heading by boat to Venice for my ﬁrst Eboga session.
I took a 3½ hour taxi ride about three in the morning on 8
September 1998 to arrive at the port of departure somewhat innocent
of what lay ahead of me. For me it was another task to undertake and
with that I sat on deck waiting to arrive, wondering what lay ahead
for me; as I had done 21 years earlier on my ﬁrst trip outside Ireland,
crossing the Irish Sea to spend a summer working in Scotland.
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What was I Expecting?
It was indeed a new chapter in my life, as I had just left 33
Eccleston Square in August and was now embarking on an
adventure which in truth came with a one-way ticket; an adventure
that would reach its climax exactly 33 months to the day of this,
my very ﬁrst ibogaine session, my very ﬁrst entry into the realm
of Eboga.
I am not sure what I was expecting. I knew that I had effectively
forgotten and lost touch with my past, a past I found more and
more painful to recall. In doing so I was more and more losing
touch with myself and my dreams. Could such a situation be
turned around? Did I have the strength to go through that? Well, I
certainly couldn’t do it on my own and deep down I hoped I had
found something unbelievably powerful, a kind of Holy Grail. You
could say that, in a way, I was desperate and I was clinging to
straws.
In a way, I did realize it might amount to a personal death and
an awakening to a world and a mind completely different from what
I was used to. What else would work? Was it not what I was really
looking for? Was I not seeking to bring an end to a part of me that
had outlived its use, but which at the same time had served me well,
a part of me whose dictates I followed? Perhaps its time had come
to end?
I did feel a little hesitation about that, as there was a tinge of
sadness in me to lose the person who had come through so much
and survived, the person who had struggled to protect and maintain
me against the world’s domination. Did I really want to lose that
part of me? Did I have any choice, if I wanted an end to the needless
waste my problems were causing my life? I wanted my dreams and
I wanted them badly. My situation was impossible and it wasn’t
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getting any better. There was no point to keep ﬁghting a cause that
led nowhere. I was not James Dean. I needed a good kick up the rear
end and a clear sharp look at reality to see what was going on.
And that is what I got!
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When one is not able to be a boy,
The best one can do is try and be a man.

W

hile at the school on the hill I began to fantasize that I
could ﬁnd a place of comfort among strangers, blaming
my problems on the environment I was in and the lack of opportunity
it gave me to build up my conﬁdence. I believed that maybe what
lay at the heart of my problem was that I was basically a coward.
So, at the end of my ﬁrst year in my new school I took my
ﬁrst trip outside Ireland and worked for a summer in Scotland at
McTavish’s Kitchens in Oban, lying about my age, claiming to be
17 when in fact I was just 16 at the time. My sister had worked there
the year before. I traveled by boat. This journey to Scotland was
my ﬁrst major adventure away from my homeland and reﬂected a
deep desire to ﬁnd something outside myself. Something I could not
describe at 16 years of age but could only sense. It was a beckon of
hope that, for a time, lifted my spirits.
The two major departures of my life were to be signiﬁed by such
a journey. Without realizing my ﬁrst journey was the beginning of a
quest for the Holy Grail. It was to begin a repeating pattern of travel
that would continue for the next 21 years culminating in a journey to
Venice by boat in search of eboga, which instead of being a journey
away from home, was a journey toward home, albeit a spiritual one.
There, unknown to myself, I would ﬁnd the key to the Grail I sought
and ﬁnally begin to understand what I had not even considered: the
divine feminine: the goddess.
My summer in Scotland was a welcome respite from my past.
All in all it was a happy time amidst a beautiful summer. It also
reinforced my taste for travel and escape. However as I returned
to Ireland I duly forgot about my summer, as my mind became
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completely focused on what I saw as my true reality – the school on
the hill and the fears that I faced there.
There were of course some good moments in this school on the
hill. Once Clannad, a famous Irish group from Donegal, came to
the school and played. It was a piece of heaven. I can still hear the
notes from the huge bass being plucked and the gentle, loving, Irish
voices singing. At least somewhere in Ireland lives a faith in the
heart, I thought. Another time we were shown a ﬁlm called Tommy,
which was completely outrageous for a Catholic school as it touched
on drugs and rock and roll. I was fascinated by it and enjoyed every
moment. How it got into the school I do not know.
I was still struggling with inner pain and turmoil and in
desperation I convinced myself that I could be a priest, as the idea of
a loving God looking after me ﬁlled me with a sense of well-being
which I longed for. I even toyed with the idea of being a saint, as
this conjured up images of inner tranquility. The only problem being
it seemed too much like a copout from the real issues at the center
of my life, namely my inability to ﬁt in and be myself. Whatever
about fooling others, I didn’t like to fool myself and didn’t try, as
that seemed a more relevant and grounded way to be. In the end it
also seemed the best way to perhaps one day recover my lost self.
However, in my heart I hoped that a few years of seminary life
in contact with God would help solve my problems and leave me
with the courage to return to the real world. Who knows? Maybe I
would even stay on and become a priest. I managed to rationalize
my decision, even though deep down I felt I was possibly playing a
part in a charade.
The seminary in Maynooth, St. Patrick’s College, was a much
more civilized place than the school I had left and with time I settled
down to a comfortable and manageable existence free from the
constant fear I had felt. When I ﬁrst arrived there, my room was
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two doors down from what was called the ghost room. As a child,
I would sit around the ﬁre with my siblings telling ghost stories.
Now I was confronted with one of those stories. The story went that
a number of students living in this room had thrown themselves to
their death and so the room was turned into a shrine with the entrance
opened. There was even a stain on the ﬂoor which could not be
erased and was purported to be the blood of one of the victims. The
ﬁrst night I was there I heard sounds that unnerved me. As it turned
out, they were simply due to the waterworks of this old building.
Soon the fear of the ghost room was forgotten. However, another
event took place which was far more interesting. One night, sitting
up in my bed, I imagined what it might be like to invite Christ into
my life. Everybody was talking about it. So I decided to give it a
go and see what would happen. I focused on this idea and the room
seemed to get brighter and brighter. At ﬁrst, I thought that maybe it
was my imagination, but suddenly I believed something was really
happening and I panicked. I sat up with a fright and it went away. I
tried to repeat the experience but nothing happened.
The ﬁrst days in the seminary went well and I made friends with a
boy who appeared to be a little timid but in fact had a wonderful sense
of humor. We hit it off and I felt very happy to have his friendship.
I was in a safe environment and, for the ﬁrst time in years had a real
friend. I felt myself and I enjoyed myself deeply. I thought ﬁnally I
would be able to open up and restore myself. As we settled in, another
boy took a great liking to my new friend and, before I knew it, he
was swiped from under my feet. In the beginning he tried to include
me, but I never felt properly included. I didn’t want to compete and,
as time went by, I lost him. I felt deeply hurt, as I was not prepared
to appeal on any level to our friendship, as that would bring about
the very thing I sought to avoid: humiliation. A normal boy would
have easily adapted but I was not normal and when pained I became
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disabled. Once more, even here in God’s heartland, I returned to
the shadows. I kept to myself, ashamed by how I did not ﬁt in –
particularly as my friend was a competent football player. Perhaps
it was then that I realized my past was a serious problem and I was
burdened by it. Going home was a constant reminder of the pain and
hopelessness of my situation. As time went by, I became more irritable
out of frustration with my life. It seemed I was being molded into an
Irishman, like someone protesting as a straitjacket is put onto him.
One of the ways I tried to overcome my problems was to endlessly
repeat a little prayer, which I had been told brought miracles. I had
hoped this would lead to God’s healing. I managed to keep this up
for days, but soon tired of it.
While in Maynooth I had my record player, now six or seven
years old at least and still as good as new. My favorite music had
become Leonard Cohen and I found great comfort listening to him. It
seemed he somehow shared my world and that made things okay!
Ironically I decided not to join the seminary choir as I wanted to
be part of the football fraternity and become more integrated with
my peers. It seemed I was still trying to reconcile my past and had
in fact become its prisoner, compromising what I really wanted
to do under a cloud of low self-esteem. To this end I joined the
athletic club, rose to become its chairman, won an award for the
improvements I made, but never did manage to make the transition
into football – as a player.
Once, while in the seminary, I did try to involve myself in the
spirit of renewal that the Church seemed to be promoting at the time.
I was one of the many seminarians who stood in the Phoenix Park
in black robe, white collar and white satin as the pope, John Paul II,
arrived in his helicopter. There were more than 1.3 million people in
attendance for the Papal Mass, the largest gathering of Irish people
ever. It was hard not to be caught up in the enthusiasm of the occasion,
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even if one had one’s doubts about the philosophy of the man. The
oddest thing was this. One of the pope’s private secretaries, an Irish
priest, gave a talk to explain the circumstances around the death of
Pope John Paul I to a group of seminarians, including myself. I found
this bafﬂing, as I listened to the secretary explain the events leading
up to and after the death of the pope. The talk left me with more
questions than answers and I wondered what on Earth was this man
doing spending his time convincing us of a death that was not meant
to be a murder? It was deﬁnitely one of the more intriguing moments
of my life. It led me to wonder if the pope had not, in fact, been
murdered. What was going on at the heart of the Vatican anyway?
It was not long after that a conference of renewal for young
Christians from all over Ireland took place. Unfortunately, it turned
into a conference seeking to reafﬁrm the power of the hierarchy, as
well as celebrate a past that had failed us. Naïvely I thought it was
about liberating the Spirit. Afterwards I got together with my fellow
seminarians from my diocese and planned to organize an event for
the youth of the archdiocese of Armagh – hoping to succeed where
others had failed. Armagh is a diocese that had seen its share of the
troubles of Northern Ireland and could do with a little of the comfort
of the Spirit. The diocese straddled both sides of the border and as
such had two very different experiences of life – one strewn by the
troubles, the other preoccupied with the seasons and the cultivation
of the land – the part I came from. The constituency of the Irish
Church is based on the whole geographical area of Ireland, while
the political map is divided between the Irish government in Dublin
and the British government in London. This, no doubt, adds to the
confusion for non-Irish to understand the situation and also feeds
the idea that Irish nationhood would eventually come through the
Irish Catholic Church. In any case, with optimism I went along
to a meeting of diocesan priests to discuss how the event should
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be handled. They sat there staring, as though clueless of what was
being said to them, only revealing any intelligence when it came to
making decisions or halting anything that was too risky for them.
What in hell’s name were this lot about, I thought? Is it any surprise
the Church subsequently imploded when its underbelly became
exposed? I soon decided it was all a waste of time and went back to
my day-to-day life in the seminary.
In the seminary, I still wanted to prove my abilities on the ﬁeld,
but I couldn’t get past the basics. No one took me seriously in this.
By the end of my second year I was facing a dilemma. My degree
would ﬁnish either the following year or the year after, if I stayed on
for honors. I did not wish to be seen to leave just as it suited me and
so I had to make my mind up soon. The other factor weighing on my
decision was the anointing at the beginning of third-year equivalent
to becoming part of a Brotherhood, a nominal stage on the path to
full priesthood. I decided I wanted to be part of this, as it was a
special bond to my fellow classmates as well as being something
special with God and life – a form of initiation. I resolved my
dilemma by deciding to stay on for the anointing and postponing my
decision until afterwards. Finally, one day, soon after the anointing,
I formalized it within myself. I entered the little church where my
classmates and I prayed daily. I knelt before the altar alone and
spoke with God. I reasoned if God were a just God, he would want
me to ﬁnd him for myself in real life and not to stay sheltered under
the auspices of a Church I had not properly questioned. I had things
to do and, unless I was true to myself, how could I be true to God?
This seemed to do the trick and so I left this little house of prayer
where I had knelt many times before, as well as fallen asleep after
late-night, unsanctioned escapades climbing over the wall to get
back in time for early morning service. The fact that I had not been
entirely honest in my motives for entering the priesthood, I hoped
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God would overlook. I didn’t mention it though! Now I had the
daunting task of informing the dean of my decision. It was not long
after that I left the seminary side of the university and became a lay
student. It was a transition to the real world.
You could say I was a lost soul not knowing which way to turn.
I had little real sense of connection to others. You could say I was
disturbed and soon found reason to isolate myself. Ironically, I was
quite popular, able to put out but intimidated to receive. This bafﬂed
those who genuinely liked me but could not get close as I pushed them
away, often misreading their ways. My only dream was to be a singer
and possibly a dancer, inspired by such heroes as Michael Jackson. It
was the dream that kept me going. Whether or not it was real or just
the fantasy of a schoolboy did not matter. It was a ray of light in an
otherwise dark world. However, my faith in the dream was waning and
I feared for my own future and livelihood. I also wanted the dignity
a degree would confer, feeling somewhat worthless in myself, with
little to distinguish me from the boys in the street who had shunned
me and whom I imagined would be only too happy to laugh at me
if I amounted to nothing. Whether I realized it or not, I had shunned
them and, in a sense, was saying I am better than all this. I ﬁnished my
third year and was given the opportunity to study honors. I took it. My
subjects were math and chemistry. The truth was I had little interest or
liking for chemistry, but was afraid of the alternatives. I felt an outsider
in my own country and lived in fear of being in its society, which I
saw as broken and potentially cruel. Fortunately, the professor of the
department was a charismatic and ﬂamboyant individual called Charles
Martin Quinn. His love for theoretical chemistry, with its emphasis on
mathematics and quantum mechanics, drew me in to the subject.
Around this time my classmates were making applications to
various schools in North America. I decided to follow suit, hoping
the opportunity would present me with another chance to sort myself
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out – I wondered if part of my inability to get back on my feet was
not related to the Irish culture itself. I would have preferred to study
in the U.S., but that appeared too daunting and potentially fearful. I
settled for a small, well-established university, Queen’s at Kingston,
Ontario, Canada. Here I enrolled in the School of Graduate Studies
in Theoretical Chemistry. I was 21 going on 22. Queen’s is proud
of its strong Scottish Protestant links. So a Southern Irish Catholic
is liked, but treated with certain suspicion by some. It is a very
conservative Ivy League Canadian university where the cream of
Canadian society sends their children. Probably not the place where
I was going to feel very comfortable.
Although I was glad to get away from Ireland, I lived with a pain
in my heart for the life I had left behind, which remained unresolved.
I was cut off from a part of myself I loved deeply. I felt lonely,
frightened and disorientated. I was in pain.
Before I left I wrote this poem on the back of a paper bag I later
found among my things:
The myths of worlds beyond,
Broken by a single plane.
The wonders of a boy at home,
Thinking of places like Spain.
When I left Ireland, I was determined to make a fresh start. I
wanted to leave behind the “Bleeding Jesuses,” as we called them,
who moaned about the past and how the present was no better. I
wanted to cut loose and create a joyful future, like the one I saw on the
TV growing up with the Beach Boys and the Monkees. I had no more
time for Irish suffering and I had no more time for my own suffering.
I wanted to be free of all that.
So I studiously avoided being involved in Irish organizations
wrapped up in nostalgia. I wanted to integrate into the new world and
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move forward, not to have one foot stuck in the grave and the other in
the past. I felt many were hiding behind our history instead of facing
their own lives. I wanted to put its atrocities behind me. I did not want
to become one of its victims, as our educational system seemed intent
on making me. I wanted to reconcile with the English and I wanted to
succeed. I had no interest in being a loser.
At this time I felt I was drifting along in a sea of change of which
I was not fully aware. I didn’t seem to have any other choice. I had
not been prepared for life. Going to boarding school had been a way
to contain me and the seminary had been a way to try to heal me. I
was still as I had been throughout my adolescence: lost, pained and
confused, simply taking whatever avenue opened itself that I felt safe
enough to follow.
The night before I left my cousin and her husband in New York,
to make my way up to Kingston, Canada, I had a conscious dream
where I felt I was desperately searching for a part of myself I had lost.
I was looking everywhere, as though trying to lift a heavy load from
my mind. Frantically I felt as though this was one of the few chances
I would get before the veil of confusion descended once more. I
eventually found the place at the end of a long path somewhere deep
within myself. This came with a huge sense of relief and a kind of
“eureka.” I had once known this place long ago and almost forgotten
it. Yet it still existed. I woke the next day feeling a lot better in myself,
with a sense that I was still connected to a part within I valued greatly.
This was the part my whole life was dedicated to restoring: my secret
life.
As far as my romantic life was concerned Canada didn’t turn out
to be any improvement on Ireland. It was a painful reminder of my
predicament and the problems I brought with me. And so in searching
for myself, I sought to live alone, hoping to unravel my inner world. I
didn’t. Instead I simply discovered the loneliness of being alone.
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With hindsight, every girl I have truly loved in my life I have
given everything I had until I had no more to give. It seems that
was the only way I was able to express my love. I gave until
there was no more they could want and thus it seems they wanted
no more. Which meant I always ended up alone; certainly not
with the girl I had sought. I would wonder what I was doing
wrong, as this happened to me time and time again. And I would
wonder why they would go with someone else who treated them
badly. Perhaps now I have the answers, but then all I had was a
bewildering bafﬂement as to why I could not get off ﬁrst base. I
guess I was too insecure and timid in their presence. The capture
of the eyes was too much of a threat for me to venture there. The
truth is, I was clueless about girls and had no idea that one could
build a relationship around the mutual joy and affection that the
childlike love of one person for another can bring about. Women
were a foreign species. I could not start a relationship, as I had no
idea where a relationship started or what it meant. I was literally
blinded by my broken sexuality.
I chose to study theoretical chemistry, as I actually had some
liking for the subject. It drew together a number of disciplines I had
found fascinating, namely mathematics and quantum mechanics.
However, even though I had a love for such things, my greatest
love of all was singing, which in many ways is the pure sound of
mathematics, its soul.
The studying was tedious, as was the research. My peers were not
particularly inspiring either. Outside of class I spent most of my time
preoccupied with trying to live an independent life to prove to myself
I could cope. For the most part, I lived a lonely and bafﬂing existence,
ﬁlled with mental anguish, uncertain and afraid of what to do. It was
fortunate that I had chosen one of the least interesting areas of work,
as it brought about my departure.
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I decided it was absurd for me to try to complete a Ph.D. Which
is why, supported by my Brazilian post-doctoral supervisor Alfredo,
who said I should look for work with people, I completed my master’s
and left. However, an amazing thing happened while I was preparing
my thesis. My work had involved making computer calculations
based on existing formulas for the elastic component of the crosssection resulting from the scattering of high-energy electrons onto an
atomic system. In my own calculations, I uncovered a further formula,
which could use these results to calculate what is called the inelastic
component based on the existing formula for the elastic component,
which up to then was the only part that was calculated. It was a
stroke of luck and exactly what I needed to convince my dissertation
committee to grant me my thesis. Like so many times before in my
life, I managed to pull the rabbit out of the hat when it came to the
crunch. It seemed, amidst all my problems someone somewhere was
looking out for me.
In my dissertation I wrote an inscription in Gaelic: “Through
understanding we gain our freedom.” One of the examiners, a surly
man who never had much time for me, asked if it was some kind of
IRA slogan. I think he reckoned I was a bit of a republican freeloader.
Perhaps I was.
I had hoped my time in Canada in a secure environment would
sort out my insecurities and put me on the road to my own life. This
was not to be. My problems did not budge. They continued to torment
me and I continued to be tormented. Friendship was very difﬁcult and
I seemed to live in my own world, not the world of others.
It was to be some time later before I fully understood the
mechanisms at work in my relationships, being genuinely caught
up in my distrust or dislike of one or another person. When I did, I
chose solitude rather than form part of a circus that I had the presence
of mind to know was going nowhere. Solitude was a halfway house
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between sickness and health, until I was able to deal with my problems.
Real friendship on the level I longed for threatened to expose all the
hurt of separation I had suffered. Knowingly or not I avoided the
pain and knowledge of this tragedy which was never far from the
surface, preferring elusive dreams. My pain was too deep to allow
me the luxury of self-deprecation, which is a useful aid in forming
close friendships. As a result, I often reacted negatively to another’s
comments, becoming cold and distant. There was a party going on in
this world and I was not a part of it. There is a poignant tale told by
Jean-Paul Sartre called No Exit, where the protagonists end up in a
room together that symbolizes hell and are at odds with one another.
Their differences are irreconcilable and they are ﬁxated on them. In
the ﬁnal act the door swings open showing an azure void. Then the
door swings shut and they are locked forever in their chosen hell.
In the end it seems I was more like my father than I realized, as
my father always seemed more relaxed and delightful in the company
of women. But I didn’t look for similarities between my father and
myself. It was only many years later that I was grateful that the
similarities did exist.
It was while in Canada I met one of the few friends I would feel
close to: Liyanda, a Rhodes Scholar student from Botswana. I never
felt her equal, as she came from a digniﬁed world I only dreamed
about, while I felt as though I carried a hidden mark of shame. So,
while we were good friends, I remained a little in awe of her. It was
through her I accidentally bumped into Bishop Desmond Tutu in
Soweto a few years later when he answered his doorbell while I was
looking for his son Trevor, a friend of Liyanda’s. Through her, I also
learned a number of Southern African dance moves which moved the
whole body, as if a serpent were passing through it, moving this way
and that. The same serpent whose energy passes through all of us
but is for the most part dormant; a serpent that I would one day grow
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to understand and love, but ﬁrst I would have to travel through the
wasteland of my inner world and it would be the spirit in a serpent
that would guide me. Liyanda, like most in Southern Africa, liked
to dance. And Liyanda embodied the spirit of freedom. She did not
accept less than she was entitled to and she expected the same for
everyone else. This was the time of Apartheid and once, a few years
later, I witnessed her practically hit a white South African on the
border post for insulting her. That was Liyanda.
When I ﬁrst arrived in Kingston I attended a small Catholic
gathering on Sundays, which was a source of comfort to me. The
students and staff who attended were very nice to me. However, I
was searching for answers and freedom from my pain. As none of
this seemed to make much difference, I decided to attend a meditation
course. As it turned out, the teacher had a keen interest in Krisnamurti,
a philosopher who had renounced his title as the new World Teacher,
The Matreya, given him by the Theosophical Society. Seeing some
ﬁlms where he talked eloquently of the beauty surrounding us and
how no book or teacher could replace the personal search for truth, I
decided to read some of his writings. I was impressed with the way he
had walked away from everything in favor of a personal and simple
encounter with truth. He taught that everyone should ﬁnd their own
truth, questioning everything. Ironically, he taught that nobody can
teach you the truth; you have to ﬁnd it for yourself. Krisnamurti
explored at great lengths the many ways in which we keep ourselves
in ignorance and cut off from true beauty.
This way of thinking greatly appealed to me. Although I did
not fare too successfully with the meditation course, I decided to
explore Krisnamurti further. Ironically, his book, The Awakening of
Intelligence became my new bible. It was a source of comfort. In a
way his teaching was quite simple. Once we create tension between
ourselves (the subject) and the object we perceive, we are out of
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relationship and thus are not experiencing the truth. Because of this I
wanted to attend one of his talks where he resided at Brockwood Park
in England, a school modeled on his ideas. I only managed to get there
after he had passed away, but while walking in the small garden where
Krisnamurti used to meditate, I had a strong sense of his presence
with me. Brockwood Park was a place of tranquility and comfort I
visited from time to time while living in London. In time, I was to
realize that the way to break the tension between the subject and the
object is through an open and loving heart. At the time, though, that
never occurred to me.
With Krisnamurti’s thoughts in mind, I decided I had to give up
all belief and start again from scratch. I was too laden with guilt and
confusion to be able to make my religion work for me. Further, the
comfort I received from my religion was a trap, as it maintained many
erroneous beliefs and fears.
It was around this time I had my ﬁrst experience of sexual
intercourse. It was an experience ﬁlled with fear and foreboding,
as I strove to ride roughshod over my fears of hell and damnation,
having decided to lose this belief some time before. This didn’t make
it any easier though. I wanted to have a fulﬁlling sex life as I believed
it would be a sign that I was whole and had arrived. But sexuality
and woman were a foreign land I had yet to know. Sexuality and
relationships did not sit well with me. I had never really started a
proper relationship, as my sexuality had me completely confused.
There was something sickening about it. Worst of all, it blinded me
from the simple germination of affection between a boy and a girl.
I needed a fresh start. I realized the cancerous effect my religion
had on me, being imbued in the ceremonies and customs of the church.
This meant losing my connection to the church, which I missed.
Giving it up would make my life even lonelier. In the church I had
found consolation from time to time. But I reasoned it was necessary
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to break from it if I was ever to ﬁnd the truth and free myself from a
pain I could not understand. A further unfortunate consequence of this
break with the church was a break with the only connection I had with
my community, as it was through the church that I maintained my
links with my friends and acquaintances when at home.
Life was becoming more and more difﬁcult on one level and a
lot simpler on another. The way I squared myself up with God and
overcame my fear of punishment was simple. If God was a loving and
caring God, then he would be sympathetic to someone who wished to
ﬁnd Him for himself or herself. In this way I could begin to let go of
everything and begin again.
Krisnamurti was a source of comfort. I could not understand a
lot, but I could sense I was close to something good. It was a few
years later that I realized I did understand. In the meantime I hoped
that when I did, my life would improve. Basically, I wanted to break
through the grip on my being that these unexplained fears exerted on
me. Krisnamurti talked about connecting with what is and allowing
everything else to melt away. I guess it depends on your deﬁnition
of “what is.” It was around this time that I started to document my
thoughts and dreams, looking for clues to help explain my condition. I
decided that the only way to ﬁnd the truth was to eliminate that which
was not true!
It was through my friend Liyanda that the opportunity came to
teach and work in Africa. I had decided to go, as deep down I hoped
the spirit of Africa would somehow heal me in the same way my
own land had once nurtured me. In truth, I was running away from
the world of plot and intrigue which hurt me deeply, in search of a
simpler, gentler way.
Just before I was about to leave I got engaged to Francesca, a
French-Canadian girl from Toronto studying ﬁne art. She had shown
me kindness and allowed me to share in a gentler and happier life
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than the one I had been living. With her I felt safe and connected to a
more passive and safe way of being. I needed this badly. I reasoned
that I would fall in love with her in time and that I had what I needed.
I thought that, given my condition, it was difﬁcult for me to be in
love straight away. With time, that would come. She probably was a
substitute for my mother’s protection, even if I didn’t realize it at the
time.
The decision to marry Francesca was a desperate one. As a boy,
I had resolved to wait for the right person. The problem was, I didn’t
know who that was or how to tell, as I seemed to become easily
infatuated and clearly I could not marry everyone. I was afraid to end
up like the many couples who seemed locked into their own private
hell with someone they did not love, living out their days together.
My wish had been to have at least one relationship that ultimately
blossomed into friendship before committing to marriage. In that way,
I could have more conﬁdence in my decision. I wanted to end my life
with someone I truly loved and would grow with, not to repeat the
mistake of so many others I saw as unhappy in marriage. More than
once, I had suffered lovesickness and I knew how, in that state, the
wisdom of the heart is often overlooked and eventually one falls to
pieces. So I decided as a teenager to keep my guard against falling
in love and thus not ﬁnd myself married by the age of 18. It was
this guard which unwittingly protected me from falling in love again
and which, in some ways, stunted my natural growth. However, I
don’t regret it one bit, as I was not whole and thus not ready for a full
relationship, as love is not enough.
I had heard of the idea of soul mates and wanted to believe in that,
but wasn’t sure what it meant. At this time, though, it seemed that all
of these good intentions were forgotten and I latched onto Francesca.
I needed support and most of all, I needed love. In her way, she had
taken me in off the street, much like a dog without a home. It was only
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years later that I realized that true love lives in the soul and grows
in the soul and is unmistakable, coming as it does with an ache and
a longing. Everything else seems shallow in comparison. It is only
when you enter the soul that you recognize it. In truth, true love is the
love of “soul mates” as all true lovers mate with their souls.
Having arranged a post through Liyanda in Botswana on the
border with South Africa teaching A and O levels in the chemistry and
math department prior to getting engaged, I decided to proceed with
the idea, as it was something I wanted and felt I needed to do. I hoped
it would help me. I had the idea that the simplicity of life in Africa
and the energy of the place might in some way heal me. Eventually it
would, but not in the manner I anticipated and not while I was living
in Africa.
Surprisingly, I was to re-experience Africa’s healing energy some
14 years later whilst surrounded by the antithesis of rural African life:
the grandeur and learning of old Europe, Venice. My journey to Venice
would mark the second major turning point in my life. The ﬁrst being
a moment in my childhood yet to be uncovered by Eboga. Was the
choice of Venice, a city of romance, a sign of what was yet to come?
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9. The Naked Self
You have to lose your mind in order to ﬁnd it.
Venice: A Place of Mystery

I

t is difﬁcult to describe the experience of entering Venice by
sea. The majesty of Venice is something to be experienced
and entering by sea is one way to be captivated and transported back
in time by its beauty.
As I entered, all around the spires of churches and stately
buildings dotted the skyline. Gondolas side-by-side with water
ferries traversed the waterways, bringing tourists and natives to
their respective destinations. It was rush hour in Venice. Even
here, modernity had cast its hand while the past struggled to keep
pace. I watched with envy the moorings to private homes and
imagined what it must be like to live there. Unfortunately, fewer
and fewer people do, as the city becomes less hospitable due to
the rising waters and the damage they inﬂict. Venice echoes its
glorious past, stripped of its power and now somewhat impotent
to protect itself. One can’t help but wonder if it is a symbol for
what is yet to come for many more centers of government dotted
around Europe, as the march towards power in the hands of the
few gathers pace in Brussels – power corrupts and absolute power
corrupts absolutely. However, a place of wonder it remains and
I unsuspectingly entered its arms to receive something of its
mystery.
The journey lasted about 24 hours and I arrived early Wednesday
morning, 9 September, 1998 around 9:30 a.m. My plan was to return
to Greece to continue with the windsurﬁng afterwards. Karl was
meant to meet me at the Port of Venice. Nervously I disembarked,
discreetly glancing in all directions, but nobody appeared to be
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looking for me. I waited at the port side and then decided to ring
him from the nearby café. When I rang him, he told me he had gone
to the airport. I do not know how he got it wrong. Not long after he
arrived. I felt he was not happy and his quiet deportment made me
feel very uneasy. I could not decide if he was upset with himself
or me. You could say there was a slight cultural gap between us.
We made conversation on the journey back but I felt uneasy with
him.
Leonard Cohen: The Chelsea Hotel
Before arriving at Karl’s apartment we visited a doctor friend of
his who checked the blood and ECG tests I brought with me.
As far as I was concerned everything was agreed upon and I
was holding my nerve together to get started. It therefore came as
a shock when Karl’s friend started to quiz me about the wisdom
of my choices. Karl watched and said nothing. I could not believe
what was happening. I was very angry, as I needed support, not
undermining. On top of the cool reception I had received on arrival
I was really quite pissed off. I was also fed up with all the needless
complications when my intention was clear and I had come this far,
having paid a lot of money. The whole situation was descending into
farce, as I needed my willpower for myself at this time, and not for
others.
I wanted to focus on what I was about to do and not waste my
energy on trivial matters. I certainly wasn’t going to express my fears
and doubts and open up a discussion which would lead nowhere, as
in the end the decision was still going to be mine and no one else’s.
While keeping my inner fears to myself and wishing to bring the
matter to an end, I said, “I am prepared to take a risk that could kill
me, as it is preferable to the hell I have been living through.” That
brought the conversation to a close.
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We left the home of the doctor and arrived at Karl’s, where we
set about trying to get organized. Karl collected his things, measured
out the ibogaine and together we headed off to ﬁnd a place for the
session.
We attempted to book into a hotel. They gave us a small, dingy,
uninviting room. The kind of room reserved for the lonely and
impoverished. I said I didn’t think it would be suitable. It was like
something from a Leonard Cohen song and I had visions of myself
as a broken-down addict. The managers didn’t seem to want to help
and so we decided to leave and go to Karl’s home instead. I was
relieved. I think they may have had some idea that he was working
with drug addicts and so were not too keen on his further business.
So by about midday after a great deal of frustration, we arrived once
more at Karl’s apartment and set about the task of carrying out the
session. I was doing my best not to fall into the trap of expressing my
frustrations, preferring to focus on the important task at hand. The
room we chose was a small spare room. The apartment itself was on a
noisy thoroughfare but was typically Italian and had a certain charm
to it. The room, however, was quite interesting. On the walls Karl
had many African masks from the Cameroon, which, along with the
dark colors, gave the room a special kind of feeling. It had the somber
sense of being in the African forest. Yet the daily sounds of city life
intruded from the noisy street below. Karl pointed out that many
sessions had been held there. As the session itself got underway I felt
I was in a very special and holy place. I could sense the energy and
presence of Africa. I had the desire to be reverential, as I felt I was
on holy ground. Later I thought to myself the scientist may see this
experience as a way to cure addiction or unmask childhood trauma,
but it is, in fact, much more and deserves respect and reverence.
What’s more, to fully participate and beneﬁt from a session, it can be
no other way. It is an inner cleansing, a spiritual rite of passage.
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As the session progressed, Karl proved himself a very capable
and patient therapist. He waited quietly on hand and attended to my
every need.
Crossing the First Threshold: Life & Death
Waiting to receive the ibogaine I was afraid that perhaps Karl
would decide against the session for whatever reason, given all
that had gone before. I was in awe of what he stood for, unable to
grasp the full implications of the situation. Before I knew it he had
measured out the ibogaine in a matter-of-fact way and handed it to
me in some water, as though I was about to take something for a
cough and he had another 50 patients to see. His apparently aloof
manner intimidated me and seemed peculiar considering the power
of the substance I was about to take. Given my abused state of mind,
it took very little for me to be intimidated. Our cultural differences
certainly didn’t help either. He had seen it all before, I guess. I was
another client heading for the chopping block. The sooner we got
started the better.
I had been fasting from the day before. I suggested to him that
he heat the mixture ﬁrst, as the ibogaine had not dissolved very well.
Half in a state of panic, while waiting, I tried to clear my mind and
“psych” myself up. I realized that I didn’t know what I was about to
do but I had decided to do it and that was that. In a way it amused
me that I had reached the point where I would risk my own life.
I found that comforting in some strange way. There was always a
ﬁnal refuge from the pain. At least it meant I wasn’t going to spend
the rest of my life cowering in the corner, but actually do something
about it.
Before taking the ibogaine I took a moment and thought to
myself, I have done some crazy things, but this has got to be the
craziest of them all. For all I know, I could die today. I then ingested
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21 mg/Kg by body weight of ibogaine on 9 September 1998 at
14:45. I was simply not prepared for the taste. It was disgusting.
The foulest-tasting salt I had ever tasted. Karl seemed to think I
was making a fuss over nothing. I thought to myself, He is not the
one taking it. I do not have the German taste for strong coffee and I
imagine that would certainly have helped. Psychologically, nothing
can prepare you for the ﬁrst time you take it, nothing! And no one
can appreciate what you are going through in those ﬁrst moments.
Anyone who seeks to help another in this should undergo at least
one full session to properly understand the needs of the situation.
It is not a recreational experience! However, to be fair to Karl, he
was not to know the depth of my fear and he certainly did not know
the depth of my pain. Perhaps my controlled manner belied my true
feelings to him and he was simply trying to help me relax.
It may be that the circumstances surrounding my session
contributed to its success, as they brought me to a level of crisis
I had never before experienced in my life. Crises are a wonderful
adjunct to change. I was to discover that once a date has been made
with destiny, events unfurl exactly as they are meant to.
Shortly after, I went to lie down and began with a prayer in which
I asked for all my spirit guides and guardians to be present. I was
scared. To be honest, it seems strange to me now to have made such
a request without properly understanding the makeup of the angelic
realms. Do we have guides? If so, what form do they take? Do we
have guardians? If so, what role do they play? And ﬁnally, are there
other beings, which surround us and take an interest in us? If any of
these beings were attached to us, why would we even need to ask for
them to be present? Anyway, I was covering all my bases just in case,
as I was entering a world I knew little of. I did not want to be left
exposed to anything I couldn’t handle if help was at hand that could
be called upon. I was also confused in what to expect from the angelic
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realms due to the few new age commentaries I had read from time
to time describing angels, etc. I have never really found the readings
very interesting as they do sound a bit like vivid imagination.
Karl in the meantime took precautions to block out whatever
light he could and set up a small lamp covered by a scarf to allow
him a minimal amount of light to take notes and observe. He said
nothing, simply watched and acted when necessary. Low light was
essential to enable me to be able to see the images, which would
form on the ceiling and in the room before me – a room, which more
and more seemed like it was in Africa.
The ibogaine took about 40 minutes to take hold of me. I gradually
was unable to move and each movement sent a wave of moving
liquid through my body as if I had become a mercury thermometer.
This was unpleasant, so I strove not to move at all. I felt it in my
body like a serpent moving slowly, waiting to pounce. I was in its
respect. Eventually it felt like a ball of ﬁre in my stomach. While the
ibogaine had been taking effect, I could hear the sound of drumbeats.
Initially I thought it was Karl ﬁddling with my tape recorder I had
taken along for making notes. In fact he was doing nothing and so
I had dismissed the sound as being irrelevant. This caused it to go
away, but once I realized it was coming from the effects of the eboga
I encouraged myself to be receptive to it again. It returned. Slowly, it
seems, my soul was being transported to Africa. You could say that
Karl’s room was becoming an urban jungle with the sounds of cars
and occasional ﬂashing lights blending in with the beats of African
drums – a surreal sense ﬁlling the atmosphere as the walls of time
and space began to merge with another plane; a plane where one
could be transported through time and space.
Shortly after I had ingested the ibogaine and before I became
immobilized I started to go to the toilet and by the time I was under
its full inﬂuence my insides were completely empty except for this
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strong, disgusting salt taste in my system. An empty system was
very important, as the powerful movements in my body could not
have retained anything and given I could not leave the bed, would
have presented a big problem, a problem I know Karl was prepared
for. These movements were like waves of descending force through
my body, contracting and expanding my insides right down to my
anus.
During the initial effects I became very self-conscious and felt
myself in a way I had never felt before. I felt extremely goofy, closed
and awkward as though I were hiding behind a mask. This was very
depressing and, frankly, I felt I could not live with myself if I was
like this. I felt like shit. I disliked myself intensely.
Self-Disintegration: The Rise of the Eboga Serpent
Then I felt as though my mind were splitting in two. This scared
me, as I thought maybe I was going mad, having a psychosis. A part
of me tried to hold it together, but I felt pulled in two directions at
once. My mental calculations were rising rapidly in an attempt to
rationalize and control what was happening to me, but I could not
keep up. It was then I felt as though my mind were melting, being
split in my crown. Some force was coming at me from both sides
at once, dragging my mentality to both sides of my brain, lost and
confused, my mind trying to remain in control from two opposing
points of view simultaneously. All it took was a moment’s lapse of
control, as my mind appeared to rapidly jump from one end of the
mental spectrum to the other trying to pacify both sets of thoughts at
once, to concede somehow that the battle had been lost to this new,
unknown power that had entered its domain. I could not hold on and
felt my thoughts give way, melt.
It was as if this opposing force was required to arrest and depose
my ego-thinking mind from the seat of the mind, like a mental tug
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of war where my thoughts were being pulled in two directions at
once. I was terriﬁed of the impending annihilation; my only weapon,
rational thought, de-empowered. I felt my center of consciousness
disintegrate as if it was being melted away, leading to a splitting, a
pouring out from the area near the third eye. It was an awakening
perhaps of my imprisoned higher faculties, a part of my soul,
frightened and bowed under to the power of a controlling ego. These
higher faculties were to aid me during the session.
It is only now I can see that my ego had to be knocked out and
disabled to allow my unhealed soul to properly emerge from behind
its guarded doors. For the rest of the session, there ensued a struggle
between my now-weakened and unseated ego and the Eboga spirit
to keep these doors sufﬁciently opened, as the strong animal ego,
out of years of force of habit, sought to pick itself back up to regain
control after life had once more knocked it down. It would, out of
pure animal instinct, work tirelessly to regain control of the mind
and thus shut those doors on the broken soul once more. How else
does a herd maintain its solidarity unless it achieves a common mind
driven by its own pecking order? It has no use for a liberated soul. It
does however have a great need for a controlling ego.
The way to a person’s soul is to bypass and unseat the ego. The
ego is guarding the broken mind and thus the true expression of
the manifestation of the soul. It lets nothing out. Conversely and
unfortunately, it lets nothing in. In a session the ego becomes
involved as the Eboga energy struggles to hold onto the link created
in the ﬁrst moments of ego-unseating or, as some like to call it,
destruction. In truth the ego is never destroyed, only bypassed. We
only think it is destroyed because we are so “attached” to it. The
deep problems of the person bring about the ego’s attempt to regain
control (apart from its own wish to regain its seat within the mind)
and so the session is paced to take into account the strength of the
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Eboga energy and the opposing strength of the ego that wants the
soul back in its box, out of harm’s way. The ego itself has been
formed through years of choices made with free will by the soul. In
time, the soul loses its power to control it and we are imprisoned in a
world that, to some extent, is of our own making. The road to hell is
a slippery slope and each wrong choice closes a door behind us. We
believe we can open it again but it is not that easy once closed, as it
becomes fused into our ego apparatus and beneﬁts from the strength
of all the other wrong decisions made, often to protect underlying
trauma – the sum of the parts being greater than the whole.
That is not to say the ego is bad or malicious. It simply is working
under orders. Unfortunately those orders in time over-empower it.
Hence issues will alternate in depth to maintain a balanced situation,
depending on how the entities choose to proceed in our own best
interest, so that the ego does not regain control.
I keep referring to the ego, but in truth I did not really understand
the nature of the ego at that time. By the end of the second book,
33 months later, this situation was to change, as my consciousness
became much more clariﬁed due to a further three sessions I was to
undertake. My ego would only eventually give up the strength of
its mission of control once it had been reprogrammed in time, after
the healing of the soul allowed it to re-exert it’s inﬂuence. The ego
would learn that it no longer needed to protect the mind from so
many phantoms and so many fears because they no longer posed as
great a threat as they had. The soul was re-empowered.
You may wonder what exactly is the ego and what part of you
still remains once it has been disabled and weakened? Well, you
remain as always. In this case somewhat horriﬁed and terriﬁed, but
the real you nonetheless. I deﬁne “you” in the unhealed state as a
reduced part of your own soul, i.e., reduced because of the blocking
effect to the totality of yourself due to your unhealed soul and its
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complementary over-empowered ego. The ego is a natural part of
the animal with important roles to play. Roles that in time I would
learn to respect. However, it also has a blocking effect with an
unhealed soul. Before the session you are under the inﬂuence of a
controlling ego, a guarded fortress if you like that derives your sense
of well-being from your animal mind by manipulating everything
you do and think. In this way it circumvents your true, connected
feelings and gives you at least some sense of comfort, i.e., you don’t
derive your sense of well-being from your soul. Your actions are
completely compromised by the ego, hesitation being a natural part
of your existence instead of the freedom, knowing and spontaneity
of the soul. One example of the ego operating: you might derive
vain pleasure from some good deed you have performed instead of
the sense of well-being which is natural that comes from your soul
when you have carried out some good deed. In other words, you are
disconnected from your soul, your heart, your full self and derive
your pleasure from the manufactured responses of your mind. You
are wrapped up in the manipulations of the ego, which is using the
animal mind and its responses to make your unhealed state bearable.
Thus you are not truly connected to your full self. In this state the
ego can be happy, knowing it has all it thinks it should have. But if
anything goes wrong, it cannot ﬁx itself, as it is not a healer. That
is why we must look outside the ego to ﬁnd healing. The ego’s
maintenance engineer has to be brought in from outside. The ego in
the end realizes this. That is why it agrees to submit to the session
even though it is still subject to its own impulses.
So you are always there and the unseating of the ego simply
exposes you to your true state of mind without its mental addictions
to cling to. Imagine if you like, the ego as a wild person being held
back by two strong men. Occasionally it will manage to break free of
their grip, but they will subdue him again. All it can do really is wait
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to be freed. At the same time, by the power of intention it has agreed
in part to submit but at times it simply cannot help its own instinct to
rebel. Thus we still have a perspective on the situation as we look at
the proceedings while experiencing our true self without too much
ego interference – the ego being a mentality manipulator. In this
case its ability to manipulate disabled – its prejudices however, in
part, still affecting our understanding and thoughts. Which is why
the session still involves behavioral modiﬁcation and awareness
enhancement.
Hence, healing is not about ﬁghting with the ego. It is about
healing your soul and your emotions that, in time, reprogram the ego.
It is only when the soul and emotions are healed that we have the
power to release the ego from this role, leading to greater awareness
and fewer sources of pain. Put conversely, the power of pain does
not invoke the power of the ego as the pain has been removed. The
ego becomes much more passive. However, for a time, we may still
react to situations negatively and the ego may appear to manufacture
the same responses, but through integration we realize we have
nothing further to fear from these once-entrenched phantoms.
That is why any healing is going to take time and cannot be
instantaneous. It takes time for the mental, emotional body to
catch up with the healing of the soul in a period of integration and
relearning, a gradual movement to a new, trusting state of mind.
This I would eventually learn, but for now, I was truly ignorant of
what was happening to me.
And so, here we see the true role of the Eboga spirit: the healing
of the soul and the temple in which it resides and through which
it is expressed: the inner child or the naked self. Once the soul is
properly restored and healed, I was to discover, it is then given
the opportunity to align itself to a higher power. You can call this
salvation if you like. This comes before complete psychological
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and emotional healing, which comes before signiﬁcant personal
transformation or metamorphosis – the belly of the whale. But that
was to be much later. For now my soul needed healing and it needed
it badly!
Now that the soul was out, the energy of the Eboga spirit wafted
it along a tunnel of reclamation, much to the ineffective protest of
my terriﬁed ego. Eboga quickly unearthed the hidden and protected
material necessary to carry out the healing work. It needed the high
dosage of ibogaine to give it sufﬁcient power. Without it the ego
could not have been unseated; the level of work needed could not
have been done. I lay in horror at what I perceived as happening
to me, as I was truly exposed to what I felt deep down. My soul
was undergoing liberation. One it had long waited for. One which
conventional psychology could never and would never be able to
achieve, as it lay in the power of the highly protective ego to control
and prevent anything truly disturbing to be revealed.
Writing now with the hindsight of experience, I believe it is fair
to say that the Eboga spirit wrenches the dark forces keeping the
soul in a state of pain by unhinging them through a process of selfexamination, leading to a realization of the truth. It is as if it is the
lie that keeps them in place, a lie that is supported by the hapless
ego simply doing its job the best way it can. The ego, however,
does not act totally independently. We have free will in our soul
(child) and this free will elects which path to take in the face of
this suffering. In that sense, the ego (a much-maligned entity) is
innocent, simply being a function of the animal body, the mind. It
is the child (the soul) in us who ultimately chooses what course
it takes. Many of us can remember life decisions made as a child
which later became programmed into our makeup (egos) and which
we were unable to alter later on. However, once the lie is exposed
through our good intention, and faced with the help of the Eboga
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spirit, the program can be made obsolete. The force, which holds the
program in place, can be described as a demon that thrives on the
darkness of broken emotions. The Eboga spirit wraps itself around
these parasitic “demons” and wrenches them out of the body and
soul, whereupon they disintegrate in the cold light of day leaving
the broken emotions to be healed. In much the same way that debris
is burnt up upon entry into the Earth’s atmosphere. It leaves behind
a somewhat emotionally bruised individual, but in time, nature
and nurture take care of that. It is the over-conditioned ego (which
is now open to change due to the weakening of its power via the
healing of the sources of pain and denial) that is the last to change
and this it does much in the same way a newborn child learns its
new environment: through trial and error with an open mind and an
open heart.
As I lay in complete panic begging for help and unable to calm
myself in any way there appeared before me two rows of young
angelic female beings caressing my aura, which started to make
me feel very relaxed. They knelt to both sides of my outstretched
body. Their appearance was ethereal, calm and deeply focused.
They caressed the beads on my body trying to relax me. They were
preparing me for what was to take place. I did relax but once more
lost my nerve and started to panic again.
I have never, to my mind, experienced such panic before.
Then, while in this state, I saw small, soft, pastel-colored bubbles
oozing from the ceiling, falling down on me. I thought at ﬁrst I was
hallucinating an image of rats or something horrible. When I was a
child we had many rats in an old storehouse, which I did not like.
Soon this panic subsided as I realized I was looking at small gentle
and soft, pastel-colored bubbles falling down on me and I felt the
presence of powerful and helpful forces. I also realized that any
image I saw was not physically real and so was not too worried if
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I would see rats or not. It was a delightful and relaxing experience.
I knew now I was in safe hands and began to identify with its
company. I felt safe. I had arrived and the session was underway.
I was delighted as I realized I had at last found the real thing: the
source of the Grail. Knowing that, I was prepared to take whatever
was thrown at me. Prior to this it was anybody’s guess as to what
was going on.
Then an unusual thing happened. I was offered the type of
session I wanted! I recall three types were offered to me and the one
I immediately plumbed for was an image of children on a merrygo-round in a small park where I was looking in from outside the
gate. The taste of the ibogaine, though, was still disgusting. I felt my
insides and sinuses overrun by its presence.
With my psychic faculties opened up before me, I could see a
guy to my right hand side dressed like a compeer with black tails
and hat. It was as though he was in the pit of a theatre – the master
of ceremonies. He immediately started to rubbish someone I knew. I
really didn’t bargain on that and I didn’t like him being negative with
me about someone I knew and felt sorry for. So I said, “I don’t want
to listen to that, please.” He didn’t say any more on the subject.
There then followed an opening scene that was simply amazing.
I saw before my eyes two tigers (even though I am told there are no
tigers in Africa) one on either side, jump into the center of my vision
and behind them the savanna of Africa, beautiful Africa. Before me I
could see the African terrain – the bush, the red earth and the sparsely
clouded blue sky. It was as if my released soul was being taken to a
faraway place of healing, a place, perhaps, it had once called home.
Meeting the Audience
I then seemed to be in a theatre where the stage was set and on
it was a screen. To the front were curtains like any stage and in the
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pit the compeer giving me advice. To my side I could hear what I
took to be perhaps three angel guides chatting away. They were all
happy and I thought that was because I was with them. I believed it
was because the person they cared about cared about them. That was
what I felt at the time and that was a nice feeling. The truth was, I
was clueless about the makeup of the spiritual realms and so had a
lot of misconceptions about what I was dealing with.
One soul was very talkative and chatted away with me. Then
the other started talking to me and, while I was talking to her, the
ﬁrst seemed to become impatient. I asked the second soul what
she was doing and she seemed to be working on a tune. I thought
perhaps they were responsible for my creative inspiration, music
in particular. She broke from her companion, as they seemed to be
arguing, but she seemed to be ﬁne with me while the other was upset
for some reason. I tried to talk to the ﬁrst soul to make things better,
but she went completely quiet. During the session however they all
shouted advice to me on certain happenings. I felt, how could you
go through life ignoring such beautiful beings whose existence was
geared to helping you? Had I known whom I was dealing with, I
would have understood their purpose differently.
One little soul was incredibly beautiful and I spent a lot of time
talking to her on her own. She was not involved with the argument
between the other two and seemed to be apart from them in some
way. We seemed to go to a very quiet and private place where nothing
existed but the two of us and I was nervous. I could not keep the
conversation going, as all I wanted was to be in her presence. She
told me her name and I remember thinking how beautiful it was. I
could not remember it later though and that bothered me. I spent a
lot of time talking to her and it was a beautiful, blissful experience.
She was completely open to me in a very sweet and gentle, innocent
way, as though her true self that normally hides connected to me
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because it trusted me. I was very touched. Eventually she ﬂew off
and I felt it was because the destructive force in me that seeks to
destroy good things came out in some small way and scared her. All
I knew was that she was simply the sweetest, gentlest being I had
ever met and she was clearly a little insecure.
Then the musical soul companion asked if I could be her teacher.
I agreed but frankly was unsure how that was meant to work. I
thought maybe she would just hang around me somehow, observing
and learning as I carried on with my life.
I can now say, almost 6 years later, that I am quite certain I
know each of these souls in real life. I realize now these guides were
actually the souls of friends I was yet to make. So, in that sense,
they were not really guides but a foretaste of my life to come. More
correctly, they were soul companions. I know this as I have met
their counterparts in real life, each with the same personality as I
experienced it. They have each played a role in my recovery. The
little angel has been my inspiration to heal. Only now can I see the
full meaning of all I have encountered. It has taken me almost ﬁve
years to understand the difference between the souls of others in this
life, who become companions for a while at least and the souls and
spirits of those in the heavenly realm.
But more importantly, the purpose of meeting these soul
companions was more signiﬁcant than this. I reached a stage four
years after this session where I entered a very dark night of the soul
where my whole inner world was raw, exposed and incredibly painful
– the belly of the whale. It was then that I met my two companions.
I subsequently came out of a very dark place and knew it was meant
to be, as it was there that I had met them.
After this encounter with my spirit companions the session got
fully under way.
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Preliminary Healings & Lessons
One of the ﬁrst things I was shown was worry spirits that ﬂitter
around and sit on people’s ears and these worry spirits prompt you
to think about something you are worried about or afraid of. I was
told I could keep them if I was attached to them, if I was fond of
them, or I could get rid of them. At the beginning I thought I wanted
to keep them as they were cute (can you imagine I thought that?) and
then, on second thoughts, I decided they were a pain in the ass and
had been bugging me for a long time and said okay, let’s get rid of
them and consign them to the base of the brain where all primitive
parts of man reside.
At the time I was worried I had missed my chance to be rid
of them as I dilly-dallied and didn’t strike while the iron was hot;
but on second thoughts, that could simply have been a worry spirit
trying to trick me! In any case I was concerned about wholeness and
felt somehow everything had its place. Was that naïveté? I did not
realize it was not just a simple matter of getting rid of worry spirits.
In fact this worry-free state could only fully come about when I
consciously took back my life and detached myself from each choice
that gave rise to worry and hence, a worry spirit. With the beneﬁt of
hindsight the question of whether to keep them or not was somewhat
rhetorical and showed how square I had become, unable to see the
hidden humor in the question, becoming instead obsessed with the
answer.
My soul companions, led by the compeer, then shouted at me
to simplify my life. How true! I was entering into one of the most
complicated periods of my life. I had engaged myself in a whole
assortment of business transactions I had never before taken on,
simply because I thought, why not? I felt I had the abilities, but
had always shied away from using them, as I had ideals of a life
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based on things, which I believed in. In the year leading up to my
session I had grown disillusioned and wanted to see if the materialist
way had beneﬁts I had overlooked: in for a penny, in for a pound!
I needn’t have bothered. The materialist way was not my way and
never would be my way. But I had to learn, like so many others,
the hard way. Maybe that was my ﬁnal baptism into life, which I
had studiously avoided until then and once it came, it came with
a vengeance followed by the source of my salvation. This period
I was entering was indeed a dark, depressive period. Ironically to
the eyes of the world I was riding high. Inside I was beginning a
downward descent. Only I didn’t realize that at the time. In a sense
I brought this upon myself in an attempt to shake up my life and to
force myself to confront deeper, darker issues. They told me to sell
my apartments. I said, “Even the one in Dublin?” (My home.) And
they said, “No, keep that one.” At this stage I was completing the
purchase of a third apartment, a small apartment in London after
just having bought an apartment in Spain. The life genie was most
deﬁnitely out of the bottle.
Messages started to come and they came in the form of symbolic
clues. I would somehow have to work out the answer. I was surprised
at my ability to do so. For example, I asked where my heart was and
a ﬁsh came into full view. As I had given a ﬁsh broach previously to
my new girlfriend Greta, I knew it referred to her. My ability to read
the clues seemed heightened and on reﬂection I believe it was because
some inner psychic functions had come to the fore. The purpose
of this question had been to uncover the identity of the woman of
my life (the one who kept appearing in my dreams) and the answer
showed how clever were the forces I was dealing with. They gave
a straight answer to a straight question and carefully concealed the
answer I wanted, as now was not the time to receive it. After many
unsuccessful relationships based on living out unresolved childhood
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issues, I was hungry for a true and rewarding relationship, one of my
own true choice. But this would take some time before I was ready.
For now a lot of personal inner work had to be done.
There appeared to be three things taking place at once. Firstly I
had the theatre show, which seemed to frame the events and offered
encouragement and support after each event was gone through.
Two beautiful young girls would appear like the assistants of a
magician, walking across the stage, throwing balloons at me as a
prize for getting something right, i.e., making the right connection
to the event played before my eyes on what appeared to be a home
movie screen. I kept telling them how beautiful they were and they
seemed to like that a lot. Then, in concert with the beautiful stage
girls, in the orchestra pit, I had the compeer, who was giving advice
all the time to my comments on what I saw and what I thought I
should do. Meanwhile behind me to my left side I had my three soul
companions chatting away, often trying to give me messages and
seemingly arguing among themselves. I could not see them directly
but could hear them to the edge of my left ear where a light glowed
around their presence.
One of the ﬁrst visions to appear grew from what appeared to be
a small anthill whose grains bubbled up from a point in the sand into
a small mound. It was like watching a light grainy image of a home
movie on a cloth screen. A scorpion appeared on the screen and I
thought how beautiful it was. It had long furry legs that seemed soft
and cuddly. I saw myself as a young child crawling toward it to play.
I then realized that the scorpion represented someone I knew from
my past and the message behind the scene was: even though they
can look playful, I should beware, as they can sting quite easily. I
had been looking with the mind of a child and the feelings of a gentle
heart that innocently trusts everything. This same innocent state of
looking would ﬁgure right throughout the session and indeed would
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be the source of many of my original childhood problems. It seems
we come into this world innocent, not understanding the dark ways
we need to learn and overcome.
I then went through a period of self-hatred, asking, “Who wants
me?” I felt alone and helpless.
I encountered my father who had passed away some years
before. This was to happen at a number of points throughout. He
appeared to be a little distant, slightly turned away from me. It was
as though he knew I was angry with him. I was and a part of me
was avoiding him in the session. I didn’t realize until my fourth
session in Brazil that he was not to blame for what I thought he
was to blame for. In fact my father had loved me very much but
for different reasons had difﬁculty in showing it. He was a good
and hard-working man and I hope he is now reaping his reward.
I later realized how much we do not know or understand and how
important it is to heal the past to put an end to misdirected anger and
hurt. I was to understand this in my fourth session. In the meantime,
I felt he was looking for my forgiveness. I said, “I forgive you, but
it is up to the others to forgive you themselves.” I felt he was happy
with this. Obviously there were issues between us, but not what I
thought they were!
A number of lessons followed and were delivered with a ﬁne
sense of slapstick humor. I realized a sense of humor certainly helped.
Scenes appeared where I gained insight into a number of very deep
and personal issues. I was shown things from my childhood that I
simply could not have known about. Apart from the healing in those
areas this gave me a peace of mind, afterwards understanding what
before had been very confusing.
To be honest, at this time I really did not know what was proper
behavior in relating with this spiritual realm and it seemed I was
being educated not to be so serious about it and to simply be myself.
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We clearly have many misconceptions born out of our religious
practices.
At this time I felt as though I were working on things to the front
of my mind, while a lot of things were being worked out to the back,
i.e., in the background. So it seemed to me they were keeping me
occupied in the foreground with the show and, in the background,
they were doing a lot of real work and perhaps getting the two to
coincide so that it would all seem coherent. There was a kind of
super intelligence at work.
An African Exorcism: Humility First!
After a number of the preliminary healings the screen opened
up again and I saw the African savanna once more. I saw a happy,
well-fed and not-too-tall middle-aged man dressed in tribal wear,
carrying a staff and waiting under a shady tree in the bush as one
does in Africa. He appeared, to my recollection, to be wearing a hat
made of furs in a circular fashion and loin skins round his waist.
At ﬁrst I thought he was an Aboriginal man with a didgeridoo (in
fact it was some kind of walking stick) and I was quite delighted by
this scene and started to joke with him. “It’s the didgeridoo man,” I
said. I was being condescending, even if I had not meant to be. That
clearly did not impress him. That was not the way you greet a tribal
elder, no matter how friendly and jovial he is. However, he was
sitting there welcoming me, coming out from time to time from his
shady seat to grab my hand, trying to get me to go with him. I felt
very warm towards him. He exuded warmth like a favorite, though
switched-on, uncle. The scene before my eyes was like an image
reﬂected from a burning white light – the detail all in bright radiant
colors.
I called him the didgeridoo man in part because the presence of the
Eboga serpent in my body sounded a little like a low-level didgeridoo
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playing. It also felt like a serpent moving very slowly in me, whom
from time to time became agitated and moved slightly, but sharply
like a snake, if something very difﬁcult was being dealt with.
I then realized that I had little chance of advancing until I learned
my place and humbly asked for permission to progress forward. I
realized that I was being disrespectful, as I had a deep sense of the
reverence that was required and deserved by this man. I realized how
much we take these things for granted, hiding our condescension
through “well-meaning” laughter. The time had come for me to
realize my place in all this and joking was not going to be a part of
it at this time. I was an initiate about to be initiated and had to come
to that state of mind, a mind completely focused on arriving in a
new place. I gave him the name Mr. Ebogaman. I kept knocking on
that proverbial door, asking to be let in. I actually was not sure how
this was going to work, as I imagined that I would lose my mind if
suddenly I were in the scene and out of my body. I was scared that I
might not be able to return if I found myself wholly and completely
in another world. I didn’t realize I would always have one foot in the
world I came from.
At this time, though, I was confused and wondered how to make
that jump onto the screen with Mr. Ebogaman from my position
lying on the bed. At the very beginning I actually thought I was
going to be dancing in the village – it just opened up. I did not
realize that the observer in me would stay in the body and watch me
on the screen. This delayed my progress, as I was quite scared at the
thought of leaving this world for another. However, I was very keen
to progress, knowing how important that was for my healing. After
all the years of trying to heal myself I was not now going to miss this
opportunity. It had simply been too hard to get this far.
I asked many times for entry. I said, “Please take me, Mr.
Ebogaman.” In waiting and pleading for entry, I was to have my
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ﬁrst very important lesson about the spiritual world. Humility
is paramount and I very quickly realized I was in the presence of
something that would not tolerate anything less than complete
respect. This was just as important for me as it opened the door to
my truer self. It was like being a seven-year-old child, truly attentive
and respectful to an adult and it seemed I had to rediscover this state
of being before I was ready to progress further. Most of us lose the
ability to be in this state as it has been abused out of us and we are
too angry to return. But once in this state, we feel more real and
authentic than we have felt since being a child. It is a truly wonderful
state of being. For those who have the initiation experience this is
the point of regression or submission to one’s true self.
I begged Mr. Ebogaman to excuse my arrogance and to please
permit me to go with him. I was genuinely afraid that, if I screwed
up, I would lose my chance for healing that I had searched all my
life for. This was indeed a good motivation factor. I also asked the
soul companions, whoever they were, to be with me. I said, “I want
to be humble.”
Next I seemed to leave Mr. Ebogaman and began dealing with
some other issues. Issues came up, most notably issues with sexuality.
I was shown an image of the phallus and it held no interest for me.
At one point I wanted to cut off my dick, as it angered me. Here I
encountered a classic dilemma. Unsure of one’s manhood, one is
unsure of one’s sexuality. When one’s sexuality has not fully ripened
or has been interfered with in some way, it is simply impossible
to understand it or one’s manhood properly. A rite of passage is
clearly needed; one that teaches what it is to be a man who can
enjoy a full, rewarding sexuality! This the Eboga spirit facilitates
as the healing of one’s sexuality is a very deep process and, quite
frankly, conventional methods are ill equipped to do this for those
whose sexuality has been damaged. I then went through some other
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childhood scenes and saw present-day images involving members
of my family.
I returned to Mr. Ebogaman. He continued to beckon to me to join
him and I tried my best to be with him. At this point, I was afraid that
I might lose my opportunity and was very relieved to see him again.
The more I tried to be with him, the deeper my sense of humility
and respect grew. Eventually I was brought to a real humility, not a
humility where I was ashamed of myself but one where I felt good
about myself. Next thing I knew, I saw him grab my hand and then
saw myself, white-bodied in simple tribal wear which covered my
waist, going along a path through the bush with him: I watched all
this from my bed. The path lay about 20 feet to the other side of the
dry grass and was sheltered by some bush and low-lying trees. I
appeared to be part of a small group returning to the village.
Clearly I had unlocked the door through my inner descent into
self. I had succeeded in connecting with him out of a deep desire to
do so and a deep respect for him and what I was about to be a part
of. My approach from that point on was one of humility, respect and
dignity. This set the tone for what was to come, whereby I remained
humble and respectful throughout, eager to do my best.
A Spiritual Homecoming
I then headed off towards the village along the bush path with
Mr. Ebogaman. As we were approaching I could hear the drums and
the sounds the African women make when they are joyful or about
to celebrate. Their mouths become like echo chambers as they holler
and scream their delight. I also had a moment where I saw myself
playing drums in Africa.
We arrived and were greeted very warmly by the women of the
village. I seemed to be standing in a shaded area with a thatched
roof, open to the outside – like a communal meeting area. It was
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very informal and I seemed to be surrounded, in no particular way,
by a small group of woman as though in a social gathering. They
wanted to give me a name and the name they gave me turned out
to be a joke, as they all laughed and I was a little confused. They
called me Money-Pants, a reference, I imagine, to my obsession at
the time of building material security. Later on I was given a proper
initiation name.
I then became conscious that I was a white man in a black world
and someone said to me I should be black. Suddenly I felt the need
to be black and then I saw my white body turn to a golden brown.
I thought, This is great. I am a European in a black world. I felt I
had one up on my European counterparts and then I realized that I
needed to drop that attitude, as it was a form of social superiority.
I lost the attitude and then felt that I really belonged here: that
these were my people, that I was one of them. I felt I had found the
original home of my soul which had reincarnated over the centuries
to where it was now. Here I felt more awake and more alive than
ever. Here my spirit was at home. Here the pretensions and hang-ups
of my acquired race no longer mattered. Here I was among my true
brothers and sisters.
For a while I met and joked with the village people. One woman
jokingly said I should marry a black woman. On reﬂection it was as
if the choice of who I was to marry had already been made. There
was a great festive mood in the village and everybody seemed to
have been waiting for this day with great joy and anticipation. I had
a sense of the joy of returning to Africa where I had ﬁrst traveled
some 14 years earlier as a young teacher.
Journal: Africa 1984 – 1992
The energy of Africa can have a disturbing effect as it opens
you up in an almost sensual way. The controlled nature of life in
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northern Europe seems less real when confronted by its raw earth.
Perhaps it was this that prompted me to go to Africa directly after
Canada – a strong sense of spiritual freedom. I did not want to return
to the conﬁnes of my life in Ireland and hoped in some way to open
a healing door within myself. Hence I arrived in Botswana.
Botswana is a landlocked, desert country about the size of France
and in 1984 was one of the most stable and content countries in
Africa. It gained its independence from Britain in 1966 and soon after
diamonds were discovered, which meant it became a wealthy country
and the people were, by and large, cared for. Had diamonds been
discovered earlier, who knows what would have happened? When I
was there, the population was 1 million. In 2000 it was 1.6 million.
The school itself was originally a bush school opened after
independence. By the time I had arrived, it was beginning to feel
the city descend upon it, even though the population of the city at
that time was not large. By now, I imagine it has doubled or tripled.
The school itself still had a lot of natural bush as part of its grounds,
which gave it a special African feel. It had a mixture of classrooms,
from the early bush style to the more modern. The ﬁrst classes had
been taught under the trees. When I arrived, AIDS was unheard of.
One year later, in 1985, the ﬁrst case was recorded. Today 330,000
(2001 estimate) carry the HIV virus, i.e., there is a 39% prevalence
rate in Botswana. It is the highest in the world. The average life
expectancy has dropped from 72 years to 39 years of age.
Botswana is home to the Bushmen of the Kalahari, also known
as the San, a spiritual people who have lived there and practiced
their earthbound traditions for more than 20,000 years. They are
the oldest inhabitants of southern Africa. Sadly and ironically, the
present government, that was part of the original movement for
independence, seeks to displace the Bushmen from their natural
habitats in the Kalahari to make way for further exploration. In so
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doing, they are effectively practicing the same policies that whites
used to gain control of South Africa. It is interesting to note that the
time difference of arrival to the Kalahari region of the Bushmen and
the general black population is much greater than the time difference
of arrival to South Africa between white and black South Africans.
There is a chilling similarity.
In an area originally set aside in the Central Kalahari for indigenous
Kalahari inhabitants, the Botswana government trucked more than
2,000 San out of this area and put them into dysfunctional camps
on the fringes when it wanted to free the area of people to promote
diamond mining and high-end tourism. Forced removals began in
1997. In some areas, water deliveries have been discontinued. In
October 2001, a Botswana governmental statement in the local press
read, “We all aspire to Cadillacs,” said Lt. Col. M. Marafhe (now a
minister).... (The San) can no longer be allowed to commune with
the ﬂora and fauna....”
Botswana is famed for the Okavango Delta. The River Okavango,
which rises in the highlands of Angola, never reaches the sea.
Instead, its mighty waters ﬂow into the sands of the Kalahari. This
gives rise to a 6,000-square-mile network of channels, lagoons and
islands drenched in a blue-green wilderness of fresh water, emerald
reed beds and towering trees. It is an oasis in the desert for the larger
animals of the Kalahari. Unlike the rest of the desert population,
there is a large variety and abundance of wildlife, of which ﬁsh,
crocodiles and hippopotamuses are but a few. In the same area lies
the Chobe Game Park, where herds of wild elephant roam freely. Not
a world away on the borders of Zimbabwe, Zambia and Botswana,
lie the great Victoria Falls, known locally among Zimbabweans as
“Musi-oa-Tunya,” The Smoke that Thunders. Five separate falls
plunge more than 100 meters into a sheer-sided chasm to the gorge
below. They hail from the Zambezi River that meanders for more
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than 2,700 km. of African countryside. To stand at the top of the falls
among the tropical trees and to be embedded in a soft mist of warm
air is an experience you will never forget.
Traditionally the people of Botswana relied on farming and not
much else. Vegetables were not well thought of. Meat was the staple
diet. When I arrived in 1984, it was the time of Apartheid, Nelson
Mandela and Robert Mugabe. Mugabe was considered the hope of
Southern Africa. If ever an example of the devastating consequences
of not facing one’s shadow was needed, Mugabe, in time, offered
it. On the other hand, as if the light was complementing the dark,
Mandela was a shining example of the spirit of man and what it
could achieve under adversity.
I was 23 years of age then and knew very little about A-level
chemistry, which was equivalent to the ﬁrst year in university. In my
ﬁrst year there I worked day and night to prepare my material, afraid
I might be caught out.
I had visualized a private, well-run boarding school and this
image was one I felt I could live with for a time until I felt better
about myself. In a way, I was seeking a return to the security of the
seminary. I also had a notion I might ﬁnd my soul in Africa, where
I would be free from all the stresses and strains of modern life,
protected from a harsh world. The irony is that, in going to Canada
and later to Africa, I was more and more cutting myself off from the
world I had longed to reconcile with. However, I felt I simply had to
get away from it all, as I could not come to terms with it. I wanted
to empty my mind and excise the cancer left behind. Luckily for
me the headmaster, David Matthews, was a good man and in many
ways was like a father to me, somehow perhaps understanding my
pain even if I myself did not realize it at the time.
The very ﬁrst class I taught was considered to be the worst class
in the school, 4C Chemistry, in the ﬁnal term before their public
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exams. I was nervous. My plan was simple. I prepared a large
number of chemical equation questions whereby one balances
the equation based on the mass and the molecular weight of the
compounds. I reasoned that I would be able to capture their interest,
as these equations led to a lot of marks on the exam and this class
had been written off as failures. In the ﬁrst ﬁve minutes of the class
I thought I was witnessing a street riot. I looked straight down the
class and roared at the top of my voice to shut up or get out of the
class immediately. Silence followed. I knew I had my one chance
and immediately began writing the rules for solving equations on
the board, followed by the issuing of examples and questions to
answer. I singled out children at random, particularly anyone who
had opened their mouth. I bombarded them with questions and I
made them repeat my reasoning. I blinded them before they could
ﬁgure out what I was up to. There was one black boy, as big as
a tree trunk and quite intimidating, even though he was only 15.
Within half an hour I had rows of children quietly coming up to
my desk with their answers for me to check, including the big boy
as mute as a mouse, looking into his work, wondering if he at last
had managed to get something right in this subject. I never had
another problem in that class and most passed, when they had been
earmarked for failure. The trick was to play the exam game and
focus on the questions that required the least memory work. I made
many friends among the students and one boy later came up to me
and thanked me personally. The same boy is now the chief of one of
the main tribes in Botswana. It was an interesting school with more
than 38 nationalities, mostly from other African states, Europe and
North America.
Soon after I arrived my ﬁancée came out for a visit. Things
did not work out and she refused to return. In my youthful logic,
I reasoned that I could not marry someone who was unwilling to
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return to discuss matters when I had a job to take care of. So that
was the end of that. I refused to go back to Canada. In a gesture of
bravado I threw the silver ring, which signiﬁed our union, into the
bush at the back of the house. On repenting I looked for it but never
saw it again, lost somewhere between the snake holes and the red
earth. One consequence of my intended marriage meant I beneﬁted
from having my own living quarters; a small bungalow nestled in the
bush. Here for a time, I experienced peace and relaxation, having at
my disposal a small supply of marijuana and a collection of Reggae
tapes. I managed to have this bungalow on the expectation that my
wife-to-be would be joining me. I also inherited a somewhat ﬁerce,
but loyal and loving dog called Arthur.
On the other side of the school fence, just beyond the untouched
African bush which surrounded the school and formed part of
my garden, a small shanty town existed called SHAH (Self Help
Housing), where every night the sounds of ordinary African people
would rise in the air, ﬁlling it with the sounds and beats of the African
heart. For two years I enjoyed their companionship. Under cover of
darkness I would, from time to time, visit them to obtain a supply of
marijuana wrapped in newspaper for about 25 cents. At this time, I
also developed a love of fusion music as typiﬁed by such artists as
Herb Alpert and Bob James. One particular album stood out at the
time, Brothers in Arms by Dire Straits. I heard this while spending
a blissful weekend deep in the outback with some South African
friends turned refugees. It seemed Africa had soul and it certainly
had none of the inhibitions of the body that seemed to cast a plague
of leprosy over my homeland. Here sexuality was celebrated and
enjoyed as one of life’s greatest gifts, God’s ﬁnest prize. What a
relief that was!
One of the more interesting and touching customs I adopted from
my time in Botswana is to say sorry when someone hurts himself or
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herself. In the beginning, not understanding the custom, I used to
say, “Don’t worry, it is not your fault.”
Once I invited some fellow teachers to my home for evening
drinks, which coincided with the night of a huge electrical storm.
We turned out the lights, opened the glass doors which merged
the veranda with the living room and watched in our armchairs
as the storm gathered in strength and anger. Never had I seen
anything like it. Across the sky, the fury of the storm gathered
pace, everywhere a cluster of electrical strikes appeared, reaching
a sustained climax totally obliterating the sky. This was Africa
and this was the sun-baked monsoon season when the atmosphere
could swiftly change, turning the ground from a dry, red earth to a
ﬂood-ﬁlled mud bath. The smell of the rain-drenched earth, a tonic
for the body.
There were times when I socialized in the community.
Occasionally I went to a jazz club called the Blue Note. Here I would
see Hugh Masakela, the Lion of Africa, play jazz and play it well,
wiping his forehead from time to time with the handkerchief he kept
in his pocket. I did not know the man, but he was renowned. He
ended up in Botswana like so many South Africans before him, as a
refugee. He once came to my house for a party I hosted for a group
of musicians. It was an open invitation. I was taken aback when he
came up to me surrounded by two minders, looked me in the eye,
(he was shorter than me) and said thanks. I was taken aback as I
took him to be a man who had been around and I suppose I didn’t
expect such consideration. I still remember that moment vividly to
this day.
One day however, this cycle of life was violently interrupted
when during the night a contingent of South African troops crossed
the border and sought out known refugees living in the area, which
was the capital and close to the border. They entered their homes
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and shot them. They were acting on intelligence gathered through
informers and also, no doubt, with the collusion of some members
of the Botswana government. Overnight South African refugees
were not very welcome. It was not long after that Apartheid fell.
In the meantime, however, pressure was placed on the Botswana
government to make life difﬁcult for refugees whom South Africa
saw as a potential threat, as South Africa was feeling very threatened
at that time.
The ﬁrst I knew of the incursion was when my dog Arthur jumped
up on the bed in a whimper. We both sat still listening to the sound
of automatic gunﬁre. Later that day I went with my friend Tembe,
a fellow teacher my own age, to survey some of the damage in the
SHAH across the road. It was unmerciful, walls splattered in blood
and the indents of bullets. It was not the last raid, either. In fact, for a
time Tembe, along with his new wife and baby, stayed at night with
me in my bungalow for fear the South African forces might put him
on their list of targets. He himself was a South African refugee, but
mostly by choice it seemed. So I did not feel in any great danger.
He came from a well-placed family in the Transkei and for whatever
reason had decided to go into exile. One didn’t really need much of
a reason in those days.
Earlier I myself had had a closer look at life in South Africa
when I went with some friends to visit people they knew who ran
a club in Soweto (South West Townships). On entering Soweto we
had to hide under the seats of the car in order not to be noticed by
the security forces or anyone who might inform on us. A very odd
thing I saw there was when I paid a visit to the neighboring colored
township nicknamed El Dorado, I believe. Everyone was the same
off-white color! I thought I had undergone some kind of strange 3-D
dimensional shift where I was in some kind of parallel universe. It
was the weirdest experience I have ever had. This was the sickness
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of Apartheid where it conveniently locked people it did not want to
know into ghettos and I felt it in my gut.
One friendly and likeable acquaintance I made in Soweto, a
Portuguese Mozambican who gave me a lift back to Botswana, was
later shot dead during a holdup at the nightclub I had stayed at during
my visit. He was a partner in the club. Arthur also met an untimely
end while guarding the house of his new owners in Swaziland. He
was a ﬁerce dog and would not let the intruders into the house. They
killed him with a knife. This left a sad mark on me, as I had left him
one day without him really knowing what was happening. My last
memory was of Arthur looking up at me, wondering what was going
on. He, who had been so brave and faithful to me, didn’t know he
would never see me again. How sad life can be for man’s best friend
and how sad it is to have to sometimes leave him behind.
During my time in Botswana I took a trip home stopping over
in Israel in 1984-85, where I visited my sister who was teaching in
a Palestinian university in the West Bank town of Bethlehem. Israel
was a country I loved, as the land seemed to have a gentle, spiritual
air, a beautiful sense of wholeness. Before I arrived Zionism and
Judaism were somehow interlocked in my mind and not separate
entities as, in truth, they are. Liyanda and I had discussed many
things, including the manipulation of facts by governments intent on
rewriting history and the suffering of the people of South Africa and
Palestine. I had great respect for the writings of Noam Chomsky, a
renowned intellectual who analyzed the workings of the Israeli state
and highlighted its criminal activities against the Palestinian people,
but I had to see it for myself. (In fact, I once sat in on a small group at
Queens University listening to Noam Chomsky talk on the subject.)
I brought with me a list of facts I had gathered regarding Palestinian
land seizures and descriptions of what used to exist on these lands. But
the truth was, when push came to shove, I could not bring myself to
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believe that governments would lie blatantly, in particular the Israeli
government. Perhaps my upbringing of patriotism for the Irish State
had somehow transferred itself to sympathy for the Jewish State?
I went to the Zionist information center in Jerusalem and, to my
amazement, discovered the history of Israel as told by the Zionist
information center had been rewritten to conveniently overlook the
displacements of the Palestinian people. Excited with my discovery
I made notes to take with me. When I returned, I discovered all my
notes were missing from my luggage. Had I forgotten them? Or had
they been seized during a customary search of luggage at Tel Aviv
airport? This I would never know, but one thing was for sure – the
days of my political naïveté were over.
Speaking with a young Muslim Palestinian man called Mahmoud,
a friend of my sister’s, I was made aware of the depth of depression
among the men. They arose every morning to make the long journey
to work in Israel doing menial tasks, earning only a small amount
and being subject to the rules and regulations of the Israeli State.
In the Gaza Strip where I stayed at night I was shocked to see open
sewers and rubbish strewn everywhere. If ever I needed to see a
mirror of the relentlessness of what I myself was enduring in my
own life, I found it here in the ordinary lives of Palestinian people.
However, in Mahmoud’s house where I stayed, I was touched by the
gentleness of the people, their hospitality and the care and attention
they gave to their homes. We all slept on the ﬂoor and, when it
came to eating, we crossed our feet and ate with our hands from the
bowls placed in the center. The whole extended family ate together
from the same bowls. The food was delicious. Just like in Southern
Africa, I was also struck by the care young Palestinian men took in
their appearance.
At this time I reached a crisis point. I was turning 25 and felt with
an incredible force that I was a loser. I felt ﬁnished and over the hill.
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I had failed to turn in the direction I had wanted to go, even though
I had achieved in worldly terms: I had an M.Sc. and had been made
head of the chemistry department. My class results were impressive.
I was on a merry-go-round of existence, spending all my efforts
keeping body and soul together, ﬁghting the demons that seemed to
haunt me and thwart my every effort for real change. In desperation I
turned to the services of a black American educational psychologist
who suggested to me to try LSD to gain a better perspective on my
life.
As luck would have it, an acquaintance of mine had a friend
visiting from Holland who actually carried LSD with him, aptly
named Superman, with a logo of Superman on the front. It was quite
bizarre, really. The psychologist said my life was just beginning,
although to me, I felt I had missed the best part and was depressed
by my inability to break through the barriers that seemed to wall me
in from my true and abundant self. I was not living my own life.
I had an LSD session with the psychologist and later had
a second session with an acquaintance using a higher dose. This
was held in the Kalahari Desert. The second session was the more
profound, giving me a vision of the world I had not yet realized.
Perhaps the ﬁrst had failed in order to guard me from having my
mind manipulated by an errant viewpoint. In the ﬁrst I was amused
by the fact that my psychologist looked like a leprechaun. In the
second everything seemed real and alive. The world appeared a very
different place. I was surrounded by great beauty and life, although
I was a little paranoid at the dog present in case it took on a strange
form based on stories I had heard. In fact, nothing like that happened.
It was a perfectly calm experience. While driving back in the car, I
watched as the exterior passed by like the brush strokes of a Van
Gogh masterpiece. I resolved to ﬁnd this view of life for myself.
If I needed a vision to carry me forward, I had found it here. Soon
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after I became a vegetarian but had to give up due to the natural lack
of vegetables on the dinner table. However, for the next 15 years, I
refused to eat red meat. I never took LSD again.
One of the sad consequences of my time with the counselor was
the advice I received. He suggested that one way to put the past
behind me was to destroy the possessions I had that reminded me of
the past and to wipe the slate clean. This I did, but it didn’t change
anything. To my regret I burned letters, photos of my childhood
and journals of my writings and poems, among other things, in
one big bonﬁre. It was a desperate attempt to overcome the pain
and insecurities that still plagued me. Did it help in any way? Who
knows? Probably not. I continued to be tormented. My counselor
also suggested the way we deal with the past is to compartmentalize
it and forget it, i.e., repress it. This view shocked me and I realized
the counselor was not as enlightened as I ﬁrst had thought. It was
completely foreign to my way of thinking.
However, the psychologist did say one thing that stuck: I was
brainwashed! I wasn’t sure what to make of that and I wondered if
I could ﬁgure out the actual brainwash itself. This thought probably
reinforced my decision to abandon all belief in the search for selfawareness and personal freedom. It’s an odd thing to have someone
tell you are brainwashed and to wonder what form it takes. The mind
that is thinking is the brainwashed mind. How can “it” work “it” out?
Once two young teachers interrogated me as to why I cut myself off
and I sat for over an hour answering their questions, thinking that
maybe I would learn from it. All I learned was the selﬁshness and
arrogance of others.
While teaching at the school, I had progressively cut myself
off from the staff, seeing their ways as ultimately limiting as they
turned in on themselves, being as they were cut off from their natural
habitat, left with only themselves to project their problems onto. It
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shocked me how some felt very personally about certain students
whereas I felt they were the ones who needed help. I felt sorry for
the students. Once more, like many times before, I had succeeded
in an area I did not seek, being promoted to head of my department
after the ﬁrst year. And once more I found myself alone, but it was a
loneliness ﬁlled with the spirit of Africa and that made it easier.
I decided to leave Africa, forced into action by a burning desire,
once again, to make my way in singing and possibly dance. It seemed
when times hit their worst I would turn to the one light I had left in
my life: my bliss! I concluded I was missing the satisfaction and
reward of doing something I truly loved and, as long as I avoided
these, I was contributing to my own pain and cutting myself off
from a well of goodness that could replenish and nurture me. During
my time in Africa my home country seemed like a little piece of
land somewhere in the northern hemisphere. I had disconnected
from it and did not want to return there for fear I would sink back
down into my problems again. Meanwhile my recurring inner desire
would not leave me alone and I felt compelled to follow it. I knew
I was someone with lots of natural ability but felt I was living my
life in chains. Perhaps if I had an average amount of ability and
could subject myself to other people’s ways, I could have found
contentment. But I could not. Perhaps if I had not been gifted
with reasonable intelligence, I would have had no other choice
and ended up like so many who lived out their lives in a mental
prison, sometimes committing suicide to ﬁnd peace. I don’t think
we properly understand suicide. I don’t believe anybody wants to
commit suicide as though out of extreme self-hate. I believe when
the human animal has reached a point where it is unable to bear the
pain, a suicide button is switched and suicide is viewed like taking
a pill, just another way to stop the pain, “a task to do.” We are all
capable of suicide.
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In the end however, it is a suicide that is required, but not a
suicide of the body. Instead what is needed is a suicide of the ego,
which, some twelve years later, I would ﬁnd. In the same way that
desperation can lead to suicide, it can also lead to undergoing a
process that nobody in their right mind would choose. Perhaps that
was a reﬂection of how desperate I was to become as it is only in
this state of desperation that we can see past the terror of Eboga to
the hidden beauty beneath, only revealed once the demons which
imprison us are confronted and released. They would not ﬁnd a
home within us unless we were too afraid to ask them to leave. It
is not Eboga that we should be afraid of, it is the demons that it
wrenches from our being; beings that cling to our soul, where like
parasites they suck us dry until eventually life becomes nothing but
a burden. Eboga poses no fear. It is what it exposes that frightens us
and equally, once these fears are exposed and the demons destroyed,
Eboga shows us a world pregnant with beauty.
I wanted to be free. Leaving Africa was, in my opinion, the only
way to maintain whatever freedom I had left. Such was the strength
of the force within me. I decided I had to leave the school and
return to ﬁnd my way. I had saved $1,000 along with a free return
ticket and, after working another term, I left and was on my way to
the U.S.A. I had had many girlfriends while in Botswana and had
become reasonably comfortable, but still was always fearful around
strange men or men I was not sure of. At this point I had no real clue
what was going to happen to me. I was afraid to share my desire for
a life of song and dance with anyone, for fear of being ridiculed.
One of my lasting memories of Botswana was a camping trip I
took to the Chobe Game Park with my girlfriend Godisang. We had
camped on the edge of the perimeter near the campﬁre. During the
night I heard a lion roar as clearly as if it were outside my tent. It
scared the hell out of me. You’d think it wouldn’t bother you because
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supposedly you are safe, being part of the circle of encampments
around the ﬁre, presumably with guards on duty. But when you hear
the clear, crisp sound of a lion roar into the clear, open African night
sky, it is all too real for what you think.
It was while in Botswana I received a piece of advice I never
forgot. I asked the lady who managed the kitchen, Ma Ferie from
Zimbabwe, when would I know I had met the right person to marry?
She replied, “Don’t get married if there is any doubt in your heart.”
With the beneﬁt of hindsight she could just have easily said, “Wait
until your soul tells you.”
Before leaving for the U.S., I fantasized about riding the trains
with the hobos crossing the plains of America. I reckoned that if I
could live a simple life, free of all worldly concerns, I might break
through my torments – little did I understand my problems.
After an unsuccessful attempt to settle in the US, which included
moving between 13 different homes between Boston and Baltimore
in a 3 month period; followed by a trip to Spain, where I had to
bluff my way across the border as I was penniless; I ended up in
Peckham, a run down suburb of South London.
I learned one very valuable lesson during my time in Peckham.
Given that I had little more than those who surrounded me, I began
to understand how alienated they felt from society and how the laws
of society meant little or nothing to them. Laws are there to create
a level playing ﬁeld and to safeguard individual property rights.
However, when you have no property and are completely outside
the system, these laws serve no personal purpose and thus mean very
little. These people had no personal investment in society and thus
had no reason to support it. That was quite an illuminating insight
for me. Personally, in this environment, I felt little interest in the
law and saw it as belonging to a different world. Those who broke
the law were simply responding to their environment and were no
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more criminal than most ordinary folk who lived out their daily life
untroubled by it. One size does not ﬁt all.
During an interview for a job with EDS, as a trainee Systems
Engineer in Information Technology, I told the lady interviewer that
I had made the choice for good in my life instead of bad. Everyone
at some time or other has to make this choice and I had made it.
Impressed, she left the ofﬁce and returned a short time later to inform
me I had the job. I had good reason for saying this. Many times in my
life I had to unquestioningly choose the positive and the good. There
was clearly no relief to be found by going in the other direction. For
one thing it would only be a matter of time before someone bigger
and meaner knocked me down and I would simply suffer more pain
and humiliation. That I could not cope with. Basically, the other way
led nowhere. I had no choice in the midst of my deepest pain except
to choose the right road, even if it meant further humiliation.
I needed this job. I simply could not survive in the world pursuing
my interests. I was much too lonely and vulnerable. At least with a
job I had the security of an institution until I felt strong enough to
try again. In an institution, no one can hit you. Ironically, people
saw my gregarious nature and wondered why I would make such a
choice to be there, not realizing that outside I was intimidated to be
myself.
While in London I had a strange experience. One night I woke
and felt as though two strong hands were holding onto my hands,
lifting me up out of myself. I panicked and it stopped. Perhaps there
were forces unknown to me always ready to give me the strength to
carry on and not drown within myself.
Another time I was clearing out the ﬂower beds at my home,
raking my hands through the soil and was transported to a world of
calm, inner collection. Everything seemed very real, very independent
and yet all connected. When my friends (who had visitors) called
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me into the house I just waved and indicated I would come shortly.
When I did appear, they were miffed as they felt I had been ignoring
them. Nothing could have been further from my mind, even if it was
the truth.
It was while in London that I began reading books on primal
therapy as developed by Arthur Janov. I was very impressed by its
reasoning. In my mind there was very little to fault. Every event was
hardwired into the mind and carried with it a charge. By accessing
the event the charge could be released and the mind restored to
normal function. It seemed to me that this was a more advanced
way of thinking than Freud. To achieve this, you usually worked
with a therapist who guided you into your past in order to access the
emotions surrounding the events. This led to much crying, weeping
and anger. But the anger never seemed real to me. Perhaps I was afraid
to access it. After working one-to-one for an initial period, the client
would then work in group. It was in one of these groups I ﬁnally did
manage to touch my anger after listening to what another client had
done. I had been quietly and calmly listening when, from nowhere,
my anger suddenly hit me. I did not even know why. Ironically, the
therapist ended the session just as I was entering what was possibly
my ﬁrst and perhaps last real connection with my buried anger from
the past. This lack of insight on the part of the therapist disillusioned
me. It seemed the therapist did not really know what he was dealing
with. Either that or, as is often the case, he was afraid of his own
emotions and thus unable to explore others. Or worse still: he just
wanted to go home.
There were other odd aspects to this therapy. If anyone should
have been cured, I reckon it was I. I went most nights of the week,
as well as having individual weekly and twice-weekly sessions,
along with working privately in pairs in what is called “buddying.”
I had left my more lucrative life in London to be in Brighton, where
249

Amazing Grace

I stayed for a number of years vigorously pursuing a cure to my
mental health. All the time, I refused to be sucked into the property
market or any other possible business venture. I did not want to
succeed ﬁnancially, as I was afraid of becoming impotent, thus
losing the hunger of the search. I preferred to be on the ground with
the other seekers. I invested my time and money in therapy, giving
up the opportunity to earn lucrative deals in the IT world. My credo
was simple. The job was a means to an end. If I were ever to acquire
wealth, it would be as a result of doing something I loved, hopefully
as a singer. In that sense you could say I ﬂitted my money away on
therapy and travel. I reasoned I would be happier for it and, in the
end, do quite well anyway. Had I lived my life on a ﬁnancial basis I
would have soon led a materially comfortable life, but I refused to
be defeated and that felt like an option for defeat leading to a life in a
gilded cage. In this state nobody would take my ambitions seriously,
least of all myself.
I did have one interesting experience around this time though.
While making love I could feel an electric charge pass through my
spine as if sparks were going off. You could say I learned one thing
from my huge efforts to make this therapy work: you can have all
the therapy in the world, but if the time is not right, the issues will
not emerge. In that sense, maybe I got all I was meant to get at that
time? Perhaps I just didn’t realize I had reached my limit for now.
Patience is deﬁnitely a virtue. However, in another sense it was like
an elaborate sales trick where you keep convincing yourself that
you can get there with just a little more effort. But you never quite
do. Fortunately, the universe had its own plans for my healing and
ironically it was to be the energy of Africa, which I left in search of
my soul, that eventually would give me the healing I craved.
While living in Brighton I saved what I could and using my credit
cards, I planned my ﬁrst major trip hoping it would somehow free
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me. While sitting in a taxi on my way to the train station, I listened
to the news announcing war had been declared on Iraq. It was 1991.
I was 30. Arriving in Heathrow, the army was out in force and there
were few travelers. In the next three to four months I traveled from
London to Botswana, where I visited my old school. I hitchhiked from
there up through Botswana, into Zimbabwe and on into the beautiful
Eastern Highlands. Staying there was blissful, as the Highlands
were green and beautiful with mountain landscapes visible from my
bedroom window. From there I hitched a lift to Harare.
One of the interesting parts of my visit was a trip I made to the
Great Zimbabwe ruins that are a work of engineering triumph. The
word “Zimbabwe” is a local word that means “stone dwelling.” The
old white government attempted to deny the site’s African genesis
as they wanted to maintain that the land was empty of people and
culture before they came. Hence the reason why, after becoming
independent, Zimbabwe was chosen as the new name for what was
formerly known as Rhodesia. The site dates from around 1200 AD
and the ruins are the remains of an extensive town.
The Karanga people who lived here ruled an inland empire from
around 1000 AD until 1600 AD. They were traders who smelted
gold and traded on the Indian Ocean for glass beads and porcelain
from China. The city of Great Zimbabwe, which at one time covered
more than 1,000 square miles, developed into the center of an empire
known as the Munhumutapa Empire (also called Monomotapa
Empire) covering the modern states of Zimbabwe and Mozambique.
Ming Dynasty (1384-1644) pottery has been found at the site. It
is an Iron Age site with stone walls up to 20 feet thick and 36 feet
high, built of granite blocks without the use of mortar. The Great
Enclosure is the largest single ancient structure south of the Sahara.
I then ﬂew to Western Australia, landing in Perth, a different
world altogether. It felt like I had escaped a war zone and was on
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board with the refugees. Once airborne the shift to the luxury of a ﬁrst
world existence was quite remarkable. As we approached Australia,
I looked down and could see little lines of white wave breaks where
the seawater encountered low-lying islands, submerged under the
sea. It was a beautiful sight amidst the deep blue sea and the clearblue sky.
After 6 weeks of travelling and hitchhiking around Australia,
I went to Hawaii via New Zealand. While on the north island of
Hawaii, I hitched a lift with a man returning from a day out surﬁng.
I was very impressed with his almost spiritual air when he talked
about his surﬁng. I decided then I wanted to try it at some point,
as it looked like one way to ﬁnd the peace of mind I craved. I
witnessed one surfer on the North Shore making huge waves. In
fact they became so threatening that everyone came in off the water.
Apparently, the waves make their way up from New Zealand and
they alternate from good to massive – the largest I had ever seen. He
showed me a photo of one wave he had surfed, a ﬁfty-footer! These
guys, it seems, are so addicted to their sport they almost court death
itself. It is phenomenally addictive for some as well as being totally
spiritual.
After a short tour of the US I arrived back in the UK. I was
offered a position in Frankfurt, Germany. The money was good
enough to warrant coming home to Brighton to continue with the
therapy on weekends. It seemed a reasonable option to take. I wanted
to maintain a sense of home, pay my bills and continue with my
healing. Unfortunately, I did not ﬁt in with my Brighton housemates,
who could not quite ﬁgure me out. Who in their right mind pays rent
for a second home and ﬂies there on weekends? It was also around
this time I developed a neurotic interest in vitamin supplements,
believing that they would compensate for the lack of red meat in
my diet and further believing that they would offset the stresses and
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strains of the life I was living. It was also around this time I had a
strange experience on a trip to visit my brother in Madrid. While
standing and watching a large hall full of dancers surrounded by TV
screens showing soft porn in a plush Madrid nightclub, I suddenly
felt connected to everyone there. It was a wonderful and beautiful
experience. I felt whole and connected to everyone around me. The
hall ﬁlled with music and ﬂowery perfume and their hearts overﬂowed
with a feeling of love and unity for each other and all of Creation.
What brought this on I do not know. Indeed, I found it odd that it
should happen in such a way, tied as it was to the sexual energy in
the place. It was an experience I hoped I would one day experience
again. It is said that the ﬁrst taste from the Grail is free and that
it causes the heart to leap with joy and the mind to be ﬁlled with
untold possibilities. It gives us a taste of what could be and creates a
hunger that reveals our illusion of complacent satisfaction. It is part
of the initiation. The second taste is another matter and comes with
a price. For this we must enter into an unknown world in search of a
dream of wholeness that we have learned to live without.
I had begun in earnest my search for life and love in the only
way I knew how. I explored the world. Yet the sensual energy of
Africa was stored in me and I would later rediscover it – within
my soul. Perhaps my travels did have an important role to play. As
far as love was concerned, I would make many mistakes until the
time came that I realized that true love is ordained, when the time
is right. I was unable to properly understand love as I was blinded
by my obsession to gratify my pain through immature sexuality and
was either clueless or disinterested in the beautiful camaraderie that
exists between two lovers that know they will ultimately express
their deeper feelings in the sensual embrace and the sensuous
movement that is the mark of true love making – like a serpent that
winds its way around the body of another. I was cut off from the
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real beneﬁts of relationship that springs from the sexual energy that
exists between two people.
Perhaps that is why, on making the Eboga journey inwards,
7 years later, I was to encounter many potential and eager mates,
albeit on a spiritual plane, as I was on the verge of discovering a part
of myself that had not yet matured.
The Initiation Begins: Lucifer
I had begun the process of clearing out the debris of my past
life, in order to once more taste from the Grail. And once more I
was back in Africa, the cradle of humankind – a place whose energy
I had long suspected could heal me. An energy that beats with the
heartbeat of life. A raw energy, as raw as the red earth from which
it comes.
So while enjoying the attention of the village women and the
festive atmosphere of the village, I suddenly found myself in a large
corral alone. It was at the lower end of the village and made with
large wooden stakes stuck into the ground in a circular fashion. I
imagine it could be used for keeping herds of cattle. There was one
wooden door, the exit to a lane way, which opened to a nearby hut
and to a lane leading up to the top of the village. I seemed to be the
last one waiting. I felt I was like the runt of the litter. I didn’t ﬁt in. In
fact, later I recall feeling what made me stand out was my attitude.
I am the one who breaks all the rules in order to show that the rules
in themselves are not important. It is the underlying reverence that
counts and that, deep down, I have. What is true and real comes
spontaneously from the heart and not the calculating mind.
This is when the process of initiation began ofﬁcially. Apparently,
all the other young men of the village had begun or completed their
initiation process and I was the last one. I knocked on the door of
the corral many times and eventually I found myself saying, “I
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demand acceptance into the tribe.” I said this very spontaneously
with a voice that I felt could only have come from Africa. It was
very deep, from another part of my voice box. It was not something
I had pre-planned. For a while they seemed to ignore me and then,
suddenly, the door on the corral opened. Mr. Ebogaman was there to
meet me. He took me to see the village chief. I stood before him on
a platform located in the village communal area and asked for and
was given my initiation name. He gave me the name Lucifer. I was a
little surprised by this choice. In Roman astronomy Lucifer was the
name given to the morning star (the star we now know by another
Roman name, Venus). The morning star appears in the heavens just
before dawn, heralding the rising sun. The name derives from the
Latin term lucem ferre, bringer or bearer of light.
From there I went with Mr. Ebogaman to begin the initiation.
The village itself appeared to consist of narrow streets with wellconstructed tree-stake type houses, not necessarily circular, perhaps
rectangular.
We went to the top of the village to a small building, which
Mr. Ebogaman appeared to make his waiting point with some other
elders from the village. He then sent me on my ﬁrst task. He pointed
to a stone on the ground. I made my way towards it. As I knelt
down and began to read the inscription the stone melted away and
a scene opened, depicting a situation from my past life to be faced
and worked through. Once this was done I would once again be
pointed to another stone, which I would once more read and watch
as it faded away.
It seemed as I read each task that I knew at a deep level what
it was concerning. I had a burning curiosity to register the text and
tried hard to read it aloud to myself. But try as hard as I could it
seemed that the attempt drew me further into my deepest self where
all conscious thought disappeared, to be left with a deep emotional
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connection to some long forgotten part of myself. It was as if my
conscious self could not know what I was reading as it might in
some way try to bolt out of the situation. The deeper I sank the
less able I was to maintain any conscious connection to what I was
reading and my thoughts, like the stone, simply melted away.
I have very few detailed memories of these tasks except the form
that they took. As the stone would give way to the scene it seemed
I was looking at a grainy black and white ﬁlm that in some way
was alive and, with my focus on the scene, inside me would erupt
a world of emotion. In one scene I saw my face covered with ice
cream. In another I watched as my siblings played in the yard while
in another I could see myself beside the beach. Each task and each
scene seemed to draw me into an interior world I had long since
shut down. Each scene was a reliving of a moment of past truth,
a catalyst to focus on the stored illness represented by the scene.
The content had very little to do with what one might understand
a task to be in the normal sense of the word. You could say that
each task was a challenge to go back and relive a set of thoughts
and emotions long since buried. This process ﬁlled me with fear
and foreboding, causing me at times to go into convulsions of pure
white, sweat-ﬁlled, fear. At other times I would feel a deep sense of
pain and loss. I would feel completely emotionally sick as though
my emotional system was completely toxic. Often in agony I would
attempt to throw up my guts. The clear light of Eboga illuminated
the stored darkness within my soul and made it impossible for me to
run away from my inner truth. Once a task was completed it was a
relief to return to the security of the structure of the initiation under
the watchful eyes of Mr. Ebogaman.
Thus as each task ﬁnished I found myself back in the village in
a slight panic, looking frantically for Mr. Ebogaman. My thoughts
were I needed to ﬁnd Mr. Ebogaman quickly to begin the next
256

The Naked Self

task. I guess I was not sure how long this healing process would
continue and I was keen to deal with everything I could possibly
deal with. I was afraid he might abandon me and I would shout
out, “Mr. Ebogaman, please give me my next task!” Then he
would appear smiling and delighted to help me. This reassured
me. I would go up to him and he would again point somewhere. I
would run down an earthen path, seemingly marked out by small
stones on either side and stoop down to read another inscription
on a little headstone to see what the next task was. While I was
doing this, as before, the headstone would melt away and a new
scene would open up. I would ﬁnd myself transported back in
time looking at a TV screen of myself as a small boy in our back
yard or at a scene of myself among my family or indeed any other
situation of relevance. The scene would unfold and, as the truth of
the scene dawned on me, my emotions would respond accordingly.
It surprised me that whenever I addressed Mr. Ebogaman I found
myself speaking with the voice of a black African. It was deep in
my intonation as well. I was quite amazed by that. My heartbeat
would deepen and I had to breathe much deeper to keep with its
depth and rhythm.
In one of my visuals I saw sweets and vitamin pill bottles
dropping before my eyes, which was a message for me to avoid
them: I didn’t need them. They were a kind of addiction I imagine.
More importantly, they were probably bad for me. I certainly knew I
had an unhealthy addiction to sweets, especially growing up, but the
question of vitamin pills came as a surprise to me, as I had become
obsessed with taking them for good health. I thought they served
that purpose! Now I am glad I avoid them, as they now seem like a
kind of poison to me.
I worked very hard to complete the steps as quickly as I could,
each step being something from my past life that I feared or had hurt
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around and which needed healing and understanding. It was as if my
life had been a path towards my initiation – clearly I had not been
alone during those years. Each time I saw an image I had to work
out what was going on, gaining insight into a part of my past. I also
saw things which I could never have known and which have gone on
to help me complete my healing in my own life after these sessions.
Things which have helped me understand my personal family
history in a way I could “never” have known. This has helped to
free me from my past and to heal my broken relationships – through
compassion.
It was all very clever and well-organized, not to mention
humorous. It was as if the spirits were there to enjoy themselves
as much as anything else, like kids on the one hand and completely
focused adults on the other. Everything was choreographed and I
thought, This is so bloody professional and extremely clever! There
was an intelligence working, a super-deliberate intelligence! It was
worked out in the most professional manner you can imagine and
nobody slipped up. Nobody made a mistake. It was so intelligent
that I knew that it came from a higher power. Not even my own
subconscious could move with such ﬂuidity and clarity, revealing
only what is good for me, or indeed things it has no knowledge of!
If it did come from my subconscious, this means my subconscious
is far more clever and organized than my conscious will ever be. It
was this realization that led me to accept the reality of the entities I
was dealing with and to want to understand them better.
I then went through a period of feeling like a wanker (a fool)
and I remembered how I had been stupid with a friend of mine when
I was growing up. I vowed to write and apologize to him for my
stupidity as a child. During all of this I asked for the courage to be a
man and to be proud of being a man. I also asked to give my ego a
holiday. I said, “Clear out, ego!” I really had no idea at the time what
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I was saying in saying this. I just wanted to do what I could to help
myself be successful. If I had realized what I was saying, I would
have realized I was wasting my time saying it!
There was a period where I felt that I had been made a clown of
and was an outsider at school. I also began to realize I did everything
impulsively because I was afraid. While I was rattling on about all
these negative feelings, I was told to shut up by a spirit. I said, “Mr.
Ebogaman, please give me back my self-respect,” which surprised
me. I then told Karl I didn’t want to talk, as I knew I was talking
too much and anyway I had been asked to shut up. What “I” didn’t
understand at this time was where “I” came in to the healing process
and where “I” should stay out. “I” had been so used to involving
itself in my healing that it felt it had a role to play.
Needless to say, the different scenes which took place had a lot of
emotional discomfort. My emotions were mixed. In fact, shivering
with fear was one of the nicer, simpler emotions which brought with
it relief. I felt like my life was being played out like a cartoon and I
was really quite a helpless character. I felt a sense of deadness where
we sit and wait out our lives, growing older, somehow disconnected
from the real juices of life, our soul. I knew I did not want to go
down that road and had to change my life to get it back on track.
I had fooled myself into believing that somehow believing I knew
better, I could someday get my life back on track. But the truth was
it was off track and there was very little I could do in my power
to get it back on – the road to hell is paved with good intentions!
I needed the help of the strong Eboga energy to reach down inside
and pull me back up before I died under the weight of my own selfimposed shutdown. I felt this was the situation for a lot of people
who clung to their ego and I wondered how lonely and depressing
that was. These were the hardest feelings for me to face and I did
not like them one bit. They were a true look at myself, a true self259
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effacement. They were moments when I saw the conﬁnes of my ego
and the darkness it imposed.
I continued to spend many hours in the throes of these strong
emotions. My body alternated from being in complete panic, cold
as ice with fear, to being in a cold sweat, shaking uncontrollably
and throwing up. Throwing up seemed to make me acutely aware of
my physically sick state as though in those moments I was brought
closer to my normal self. In between there were brief moments of
relaxation where I would get a respite to catch my breath and receive
a little gift from my spirit helpers (mostly girls) such as ﬂowers or
some other delightful thing. During these moments I would gently
shake, as though suffering from a kind of fever and overcome by all
that was happening to me. My soul companions always remained in
the background, acting as observers, as though detached from the
main event facilitated by the Eboga spirit.
It was as if my body was undergoing some kind of African
exorcism, as I shook throughout, overcome with fear for what was
happening to me. It was something I did not understand and could
only observe. At one point in a ﬁt of shaking with cold fear, as the
struggle within me between opposing forces reached its climax, my
body gave one last heave and white emissions appeared rising up
from my solar plexus. A moment later I simply relaxed – an interval
to catch my breath! These experiences had a very humbling effect.
There were also other moments where I saw smoke emissions from
my body. They usually signaled the end of the issue I was dealing
with and would be followed by a rainfall of gentle luminescent
bubbles. Each time I completed a scene and succeeded in the task,
including the learning, two or three girls would come out on the stage
and ﬂirt with me like dancing girls doing a little number in a cabaret
of congratulations. I always commented to them how pretty they
were and they genuinely seemed to enjoy my attention. I genuinely
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felt I was dealing with real souls expressing their own playfulness.
How wonderful it was to be so cared for!
During the session Karl checked my blood pressure and pulse.
I was not sure if my heart was up to this deep movement of blood
it seemed to be undergoing. It felt as though a large quantity of
blood was slowly ﬂowing through my heart. Yet this movement was
strangely pleasurable if not scary. It amazed me that, while I felt on
the edge of death, Karl was calmly sitting in the corner of the room
nonplussed, ready to assist when I needed him. Looking at him, he
seemed to be in another world to the one I was in, as though I were
looking through a glass window.
Each time I came up to a heavy emotion I would hear the drums
starting to beat. If I came upon an emotional block I would feel the
spirit of Eboga rising up through me like a large snake agitated. My
breathing would deepen and my voice drop to what sounded like
the voice of an African tribesman. I would go into a hyped state and
then I would either attempt to throw up or go into shakes and/or cold
sweats, each change occurring in a split second.
Sometimes the compeer would show me things behind my eyes or
he would point up to the ceiling where I would see a little ant mound
forming like a rising hill of grainy sand with something pushing
through. The mound would open out and a small television screen
would appear. Then suddenly out of nowhere, someone would come
out and do a little jig. It was like a small intro to what was coming
up next for me to deal with.
Some years later the TV screen ceased to appear in my sessions
and this seemed to coincide with my own growing lack of interest in
watching TV. I began to realize that the frequency of the appearance
of visuals embedded in a TV screen in Eboga sessions reﬂects our
addiction to TV as a society. Hence TV is also being dealt with as a
sideline addiction within a session.
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I went through feelings of being useless and then learned that I
was a healer, a natural healer. I don’t ﬁt into the tribe. Perhaps that
is why. Perhaps that is a prerequisite to being a healer? (Perhaps that
is why I was waiting on my own in the corral and had to demand
acceptance into the tribe?)
I asked Mr. Ebogaman to take fear away and in desolation said,
“I am an utter, fucking fool.” I went through my fear of asking
women to be with me and said, “Just get me out of my prison. I
am super cheese!” My prison (not the only one) was my broken
sexuality, which frightened me. My obsession with the removal of
fear was to appear throughout all my sessions. I did not understand
that fear only goes once the underlying causes have been healed. It
doesn’t disappear in a magic puff. However, not understanding the
process properly, I was to keep asking for its removal in case that
was the thing to do!
Then something very strange happened. I saw spaceships,
thousands and thousands of spaceships coming towards the Earth.
At the same time someone I knew was being described to me
as an alien. I took this to be more of the cosmic sense of humor
illustrated. The signiﬁcance of this scene was somewhat lost on
me. Later it was to become more revealing and left me with many
unanswered questions, the answers of which I hoped to ﬁnd out in
time.
I was then told that the earring I wore was for the ﬁnger and not
for the ear, “That is what a ring is for, the ﬁnger and not the ear.” So
I shouldn’t wear one in my ear and also I should have a beard! How
strange that they should care about these things. What has that to do
with my healing, I thought?
I was then given a series of lessons on how “not” to be naïve.
A number of different scenes were presented to me. As I lay there,
each scene was played out and we went through it together. I was
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given a series of quizzes and questions and I answered. If I got it
wrong they would say to try again. Then they would say, “Yes,
you got it right.” Naïveté was one of my problems and they were
reprogramming my (ego) mind not to be naïve. Each time I got the
answer right I received a round of applause and a couple of pretty
girls would come out and do a little dance.
There was a moment where I entered a state which I can only
describe as my deepest self or inner witness. I felt very relaxed and
very much myself in a deep and altogether real way. I thought, This
is perfect. I want to always be like this. I encountered Mr. Ebogaman
during this state on a village path where I stood in front of him in
complete attention and then there occurred a moment of blankness as
if I was receiving some instruction which was not to be remembered
by the ordinary me. It felt like we were on a very deep connected
level within my soul. Perhaps he wanted to probe my deepest self to
see what I was really about or advise me in some very deep way. Or
maybe there was a part of me that wanted to talk to him? Whatever
the case, this knowledge could not be made available to my ego,
not yet anyway, as it would not know how to deal with it or it might
try to jeopardize whatever it represented. This may have happened
to me more than once. A short time after this session I had a dream
where Karl is in a room of girls. He tells me that I died twice during
the session. I actually asked him once some time after the session if
he had said that, not sure if I had dreamt it or not. Later I found the
dream entry in my journal.
My journey continued and I ran around the village as fast as
I could, as I was eager to start the next task, the next step toward
initiation. I did not want to leave any stone unturned. Perhaps this
eagerness stemmed from years of trying other forms of therapy and
having to work damn hard. Here was an opportunity too good to
miss. In a short period, I could achieve what would easily take a
263

Amazing Grace

lifetime to achieve. In fact, achieve what, quite possibly, could never
be achieved on one’s own. After each step, if I could not ﬁnd Mr.
Ebogaman, I would say, “Please, please Mr. Ebogaman, give me the
next task now,” and if there was something that came up that I didn’t
like I would say, “Please, please Mr. Ebogaman take away my fear
or take away this thing,” and each time he was only to happy to help
me. As usual he threw his hand off to some object, invariably a small
headstone which is where I would have to go next. Each time, as I
began to read, it would melt away and the next scene would open up
before my eyes.
While all this was going on it seemed everyone in the village
was waiting in their homes in quiet expectation for the outcome.
This I felt was my moment; my chance and I lapped it up. It seemed
I had the village to myself as it had a total atmosphere of initiation
and respect. I was the last one to be undergoing initiation and the
village pathways were empty. This was clearly an important tribal
moment. I felt part of a long-forgotten initiation process practiced
by our forefathers many millennia before in Africa. Later, when the
initiation was over, I felt the atmosphere in the village relax and
return to normal. It was as if the single mind of the village had
returned to being many minds. I suddenly felt at a loose end and
uneasy in myself as though I didn’t know how to ﬁt in to normal
life without upsetting someone. I had excelled in carrying out my
individual tasks, but I was not as conﬁdent when confronted with
ordinary, communal reality, the ego mind. Then a surprising thing
happened. I was told I should paint.
At different times I could hear voices trying to speak to me,
which I could not always make out. I took them to be my three soul
companions in the background. I would strain myself to hear what
they were saying but the street noise made it very difﬁcult to do so.
The lighting at times was also problematic, as I strained to see the
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images on the ceiling. It needed to be very low, barely perceptible to
allow the images to appear.
The issue of my fear of falling from a height also came up. It was
to appear during many of the sessions I later undertook. It was as if I
was being slowly desensitized to this fear. It was real, live behavioral
psychology at work. This fear went back to a time when an older,
sadistic youth who I was playing with held me by the legs over the
castle tower used in olden times for dropping tar. I had asked him
to do this on the understanding it would only be for a few seconds
in order for me to get the sensation. He then took the opportunity
to torment me after I had put my trust in him, threatening to let me
drop. It was just one example of my crazy stunt-taking as a child.
I was then given a number of life tasks to undertake. They told
me to go back to Ireland immediately and to sell my apartment in
London. I said I did not want to go. I felt if I was to do everything
they told me I would have quite a transformation in my life, but I
was not sure that I wanted to follow their advice, as I already had
wheels in motion to buy another property and felt very insecure
about backing out. I was afraid of upsetting all the parties involved;
my fear of upsetting them was greater than my concern for my own
well-being! I was then told many practical things, from how I should
travel to lessons in professionalism and appearance. I was also told
that no job was too small.
The village itself was beautiful. I kept seeing this African
countryside, red earth and huts. It was all very pleasant. Everyone
was very happy and the women were clearly looking for men! It made
a welcome difference, having had a history of failed relationships
and unsuccessful attempts at deep connection: one of which was to
lead me, in part, on a wild goose chase to the other side of the planet:
Australia. A journey that was partly inspired by a last ditch attempt
to ﬁnd a sense of freedom – a freedom that would only come when I
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was focused inward, not outward, prepared to face the demons that
lived there and raised their heads at the slightest sign of danger.
Journal: Australia 1992 – 1997
It was while I was in Frankfurt, I decided to make a trip to Berlin
where I met Kelly, a blonde Australian backpacker. We met in a
hostel. She was sitting alone at the breakfast table when I spotted
her. My own need for being mothered immediately drew me to
her. Later, when I knew her better, I realized I had had a dream
some time before, written into my journal, where I was talking
to a blond girl with her head sticking out of a yellow VW Beetle
situated close to the beach. As it turned out, she had a yellow VW
Beetle and her father a house by the beach with magniﬁcent views.
In an act of desperate faith I decided to quit my job, now that I had
saved some money and return to Australia with her on the basis of
a friendship with the possibility of more. I reasoned that I should
put the possibility of love and life, not to mention surﬁng, before
the boring and seemingly pointless accumulation of money. Another
reason for my interest in Australia was the sense I had of the energy
that existed there and as yet was unknown to me. I felt it would in
some way expand my inner world and give me a more complete
feel for the world as a whole, being as it was a part I had yet to
experience: Australia/Asia.
Beforehand we traveled together to visit my parents in Ireland.
My visit home was one of the few times I saw my family together
again. On leaving my parents I pulled my car over to the side of the
road and cried into Kelly’s arms. I missed them terribly. It seemed
I was going further and further away from everything I loved in
pursuit of a dream I hoped would make sense of everything and
liberate me, so that in the end I could return as I truly was, the real
person I wanted my parents to know. But for that I had to leave
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them. Unfortunately I had chosen a girl with a short temper and I
needed her. The thought of being alone scared me. It never occurred
to me that I could make my own way. I was living my life through
her world. I was a prisoner to her insecurities as well as my own. I
was also a prisoner of dark forces I was unable to defeat.
Kelly was from Brisbane, so that is where we headed. I had
heard it was a little provincial but that didn’t bother me too much. I
was looking forward to the heat and the waves. While living there,
from time to time I would visit the area called the Valley where
the Aboriginal people could be found hanging around, aimless,
sometimes drunk, basically broken. Many Australians had little time
for them and looked on them as a bunch of losers. But the real story,
I soon discovered, was a lot different.
The Australian Aboriginal culture is deﬁned by its emphasis on
clanship and their belief in the spiritual signiﬁcance of the land and
its natural features. They have been in Australia for at least 40,000
years. Art is an integral part of Aboriginal life. An intimate knowledge
of plant harvesting and the behavior of animals ensured that food
shortages were rare. When the ﬁrst British settled in Australia, it
is believed there were some 300,000 Aborigines. White settlement
saw many driven from their land by force and their way of life
destroyed. In Tasmania practically all full-blooded Aborigines were
wiped out. In Australia the settlers rounded them up and hunted them
down. Many looked on Aborigines as a form of wild animal. For
many years few Europeans were prosecuted for killing Australian
Aborigines. Citizenship was not bestowed until 1967.
An assimilation policy in the 1960s took almost total control of
the lives of the Aboriginal people, including dictating where they
could live and whom they could marry. The idea being that they
would adapt to European culture. Missionaries set up settlements to
house and educate the children and place them in service as a kind
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of white Aboriginal. Children whose fathers were non-Aboriginal
could be taken by force from their mothers. It led to families being
torn apart. Their natural ways of existence were destroyed and as a
result they became culturally and spiritually disorientated. Australian
Aborigines suffer terrible social problems within the family and
within the community, including drug and alcohol abuse. Today
there are enormous health problems, indicating a huge discrepancy
between Aboriginal and non-Aboriginal Australians.
It is therefore understandable that many Australians today see
Australian Aborigines as a social nuisance. For me, one of the most
beautiful aspects of their culture is the idea of the “Dreamtime.”
Such a gentle way to describe the spirit as it passes through the land
and the people, creating a world just beyond our ordinary senses,
beyond our ego.
The ﬁrst six months of my stay I was unemployed, living on my
savings while waiting for a work permit on the basis of a de facto
marriage with Kelly. It was a ploy to get a work permit. However,
I was desperate and sinking. The relationship was not working and
I could not survive on my own. Eventually the work permit came
through and I found work with Queensland Railways as a contract
analyst programmer, earning less than half of what I had earned
in London. I had hoped the youth and energy of Australia and the
possibility of a life centered on the outdoors, including surﬁng,
would be the tonic I needed to get going. What else could I do? I
had tried everything else to overcome my demons.
My work in IT was simply a means to an end, an end that looked
increasingly out of sight. Inevitably the relationship failed. It was a
telling point that I worried more about Kelly being unfaithful than
about the life we shared together. Yet I painfully hoped in some way
to connect deeply with her, if only to prove to myself I was capable
of doing so. I knew I had to learn how to do this if I was ever to ﬁnd
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joy in a relationship. Unfortunately I was simply unable to do so. It
escaped me. I had lost touch with the real meaning of relationship
and friendship. My demons were my jailers.
One of the deciding reasons that had brought me to Australia
was the fact that Kelly’s mom was involved in rebirthing, a form
of breath work. She knew of a three-month live-in facilitator’s
course, six days a week, focused on all the contemporary
methods used for emotional release therapy. The course, costing
Aus$3,400, was held in Kempsey, a small community near the
coast of New South Wales. It involved Holotropic Breathwork
or Rebirthing, Sand Play, Dance, Group Therapy, Dream Work,
use of Mandalas, use of Mythology and other bits and pieces. It
was set in a country house where the group of almost 16 women
met each day beginning with breath work and emotional release.
I reasoned that this could free me. It had been part of my reason
for leaving Germany, as I had saved enough money to afford this
odyssey. It was what gave me the strength to up and leave all I
knew, believing it could ﬁnally be the cure I needed. I had been
very optimistic on my way to Australia. I reasoned that if things
did not work out with Kelly, I would have the strength to handle
the situation on my own. Besides, she had agreed to be my friend
and to help me get settled. I felt that perhaps we both wanted
more, but for the moment it suited us both to pretend otherwise.
During the course, I stayed with three women in a bungalow close
to the coast.
Part of the course involved the study of myth by James Campbell,
a highly regarded American mythologist. I found this intriguing, in
particular I enjoyed the myth’s of The Hero’s Journey, Psyche and
Amor (romance) and The Goddess. Each day we would gather as a
group and begin with breath work which involved hyperventilation
to break down the emotional armor, leading to inner connection and
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then release. Stanislof Grof had developed this method after working
with LSD, which became a banned substance. The course led to a
certiﬁcate in transpersonal psychology, later redeﬁned as emotional
release therapy. On one occasion when hyperventilating, I felt I had
an experience of being a lion in the African Savannah. However,
for most of the course I felt blocked, unable to connect to my inner
frustration and anger. I was simply too afraid to connect to any real
anger. I did however have one major experience of an uncontrolled
outpouring of grief, as though I had opened a door on myself and
partly watched as I felt myself empty. I connected to the love I once
felt for my parents. I cried for their dignity and my respect for them.
I prolonged this healing experience using simple techniques I had
learned from primal therapy, i.e., I kept the emotional valve.
The course was clearly not a failure as I had two very unusual
experiences. Lying in bed one night I could feel energy begin to
rise from the base of my spine. As it rose towards my sternum and
ﬁlled my body I realized I was having a Kundalini energy release.
From what I had heard of this process on the course I panicked and
it stopped. It did not return. On another occasion, while running into
the chill, crashing waters at Kempsey Beach during the mild, sunny
winter, I felt a shock course through me. I was with a girlfriend and
her little boy. Suddenly my inner world changed. I felt distinctly
like an early, primitive man, strength coursing through me, a mind
ﬁxed and set – my woman and child on the beach looking on,
somehow separate but yet a part of me. It was powerful, exhilarating
and liberating. My girlfriend called out to me and I tried to reply
but I couldn’t connect to her somewhat different existence. I was
deﬁnitely in an altered state, like I had been some years before while
gardening. As I replied, my consciousness shifted back (from my
soul), the spell broken by my attempt to connect to her (from my
ego). Still I was left in no doubt as to what I had experienced. I had
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accessed early man. This experience mirrored my frustration. I was
living a life like a weasel and yet inside was all this untapped energy
kept down by experiences I had no control over.
For me this course was the most creative and useful form of
therapy I had undertaken. Steve and Patricia, both ex-clergy, gave
the course. On the course I was told the reason why I was struggling
with therapy was because my child had me by the balls. I balked
at this, as it was the child I sought to protect, but I had no way
to explain this. I really did not understand the Jungian idea of the
shadow (a psychic repository of all our repressed dark feelings and
experiences) and I had no intention of humiliating my own inner
child in any way, a child who had suffered far too much humiliation
and subjection. This I believed I would have to do if I was to stop
defending myself in the way I did while on the course. I wanted
healing, but I also wanted to protect a part of myself I perceived the
world was seeking to annihilate. I was not interested in becoming
a well-adjusted adult if it meant looking down on a part of myself I
had long sought to save. It was my fear of loss of my true self that
made me at times stubborn and difﬁcult in therapy.
One of the fantasies I brought with me to Australia was my desire
to surf. I bought a mini Malibu board, my pride and joy, a beautiful
board and the perfect companion. I lived in Brisbane, which was
not far from the gentle waves of the exclusive Noosa Beach on the
Sunshine Coast. I loved to sit on the waters, lying on my board
waiting for a wave, watching the light glance off the sea. Yet, as
hard as I tried, I could not master surﬁng. I was simply too afraid;
like with so many other things in my life, including women. I was
deeply frustrated with myself. Everything I wanted in life seemed
beyond me, especially my passion for singing. All because I had
a vulnerability I could not overcome. Yet I knew deep down there
was a part of me that was strong, able and talented. I knew this and
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I pursued every possible path and avenue open to me to connect
to it. From time to time, though, I felt I was trapped. I feared that
ultimately I would not have the strength to take the path I needed,
even if I were able to ﬁnd it.
There was a time in my childhood I did not hesitate, anything
was possible. Now I lived in a jail, an invisible jail and I was fully
aware of how absurd and ridiculous it was. Yet I could not overcome
it. It was a monkey on my back and, like a demon, it would not let
go. My ego, struggling to cope with the emerging pain, cracked the
whip harder and harder in the only way it knew. It imposed fear and
dominion over my soul. I rejected the outlook of certain healers who
tried to convince me to accept my lot, a mentality I saw as ignorant
and defeatist. That is why I broke from certain forms of therapy, as
they seemed to keep people in their cages, not free them.
In my healing journey I refused to submit to anyone. I was
not going to allow myself to be humiliated by what I considered
to be ignorant – even if well-meaning – therapists. Unfortunately I
contributed to the force of my own problems. I refused to pretend
anything to myself, mostly due to the inﬂuence of Krisnamurti and
Janov, as well as my own stubbornness to be whole and free. If I felt
bad I preferred to look at it and try to resolve it, not to ﬁnd reasons
to feel good. Perhaps I was hoping that, like a boil, I could bring my
problems to a head. Unfortunately I was unable to resolve anything
properly. I thus fell at every fence, every opportunity, while at the
same time I empowered the bad feelings and not the good. And that
really is not a good thing to do, is it?
On returning home to Kelly after a long trip of about four
months to visit my parents, I found a photo of another boy on the
mantelpiece. Even though Kelly and I had been experimenting with
an open relationship while I was away, this shocked me. Before I
left, things had not being going well between us.
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I had decided to visit my parents to see my father, who was
conﬁned to a wheelchair. During this time I truly felt I had made a
good connection to him, which meant a lot to me. On one of my earlier
trips home I was surprised when my father expressed an interest
to visit Australia. Unfortunately that was now not going to be. Too
many years of smoking were beginning to take their toll. While I was
at home, as it happened someone had hired out the old lofts and put a
music studio there. So during my visit I recorded probably my most
joyous song ever, one I had written before leaving Australia called
“What Lovers.” It was very upbeat and very happy and expressed
a state of being I longed for. It grew out of a song I had in a dream
where I was sitting at the kitchen table in our Queenslander Cottage
with Kelly and some of our friends happily singing.
We made love once more. Kelly decided it was not going to
happen between us and ended the relationship there and then. I
remember how she stood looking at me, kissed me, thought for
a moment and said to herself, No. Of course she was right. I just
didn’t have the courage to admit it myself. However I was very
upset and stunned. She made a passing remark about how her new
boyfriend had said he felt like he needed to have a ﬁght. She knew
my weakness and, it seemed to me, hoped to use it to scare me off.
In a state of panic I went out and bought her a huge bunch of red
roses which she looked at and took from me without any emotion,
as though I had just handed her the shopping. For the next few days
I was in complete shock and started to cry uncontrollably. I even
rang the Samaritans. It was as if I had cut myself off completely
from everything I knew and the one lifeline left was simply cut. I
felt like I was sitting on a rock in the middle of a great sea without
land in sight.
It was not long after in the depths of my despair that I concluded
that no lifestyle, no country, no person could give me what I needed.
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I had to face the facts. I had grown up with a love and ache of singing,
not to mention dance. If I had any chance of happiness, it had to be
through this. I had lessened my desire, but now I realized it had to
once again become the center of my life. I began to write melodies
and again hit the same walls, fear and lack of self-conﬁdence. I
simply could not push myself forward in these areas.
I was, however, still determined to succeed and managed to write
a number of tunes. Eventually I decided that Australia was too far
away as it meant losing contact with home and Europe. I reasoned
that, even though life was much better in Australia, I did not want to
lose contact with the heritage and culture of Europe. I also longed
for a circle of trusted friends and I felt the cultural gap was too great
for me in Australia. I was not prepared to be someone I was not.
Meanwhile, I made contact with an agent in Dublin. At the same
time I turned down the offer of a Green card from the United States
government. I had had enough of going around in circles.
There was also another important event that happened at this
time that gave me a sense of urgency. One morning, while lying in
bed half-asleep, I could hear a voice saying my father wanted me to
let go. I replied, in tears, he could go if he wished. I was told that
the best was yet to come. So now I was keen to return, as I was not
sure how real this omen was and how long my father had left to
live. I wanted the opportunity to heal the years of mistrust that had
developed between us and had made good progress on my last visit.
It was vital, therefore, that I should return to Ireland, as I felt a
deep need to heal the past between my father and me before he passed
for good from this life. Once again I was living my life close to the
edge, only acting when I clearly had no other choice. Fortunately,
life was looking after me.
So I decided to return home and left behind the golden beaches
and crashing white waves of Australia, along with the music of 4
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Non Blondes and Midnight Oil, among others. I was running out
of options. I had spent three years in and out of Australia with
occasional trips to the Far East. Yet not much had changed for me.
This I realized when I visited Sydney before leaving Australia, where
I stood in the Academy of Music and longingly wished I could be
one of the students I saw there chatting happily away. However,
life is a line of continuity, much like the generations that tie our
ancestors together. Until that line is ﬁxed all our present actions are
overrun and undermined by a past, which seeks to heal itself.
Earlier I had begun to think I needed my own apartment. I thought
maybe this would give me the courage I needed. Somewhere I could
simply close the door and call home. Somewhere I would be safe. I
decided Australia was not the place to buy one. The agent I was in
contact with found me a contract position in a deeply Protestant part
of Northern Ireland, Antrim. At ﬁrst, returning home was a bit of a
shock, as life in Australia had been much more comfortable. But I
reasoned that I needed to spend time back where I came from if I
was ever to get to the roots of my problems.
I spent the weekends at home and was glad for the time I had
with my father. One moment in particular stands out. I was helping
Mom move Dad in the bed and he let out some wind. All three of us
laughed together. That was a moment to cherish and remember.
It was not long after – about three months later – that my father
passed away, on 15 September 1994. The weekend before I had
attended a healing weekend in Wicklow, where I sat in the middle
of the room and told everyone I had no wish to talk about my father
on that occasion, as I felt reconciled to him. He passed away the
following Thursday. When I arrived home to my parents’ house
the following evening I had an experience where a rapid stream of
images of my father’s life started to ﬂood through my mind. Afraid,
I stopped them. On reﬂection I should have let them ﬂow. They did
275

Amazing Grace

not return. Within a few days I was back at work, afraid that the
ediﬁce of my life would collapse around me were I to pause and
absorb what was happening to me. I had only one possibility left in
my life and that was to grit my teeth and go forward and somehow
make my dreams come true.
Not long after I moved to Dublin where I found work. Luckily, I
soon bought an apartment in the city center just before the economic
boom took off. I was sad my father had not lived to see it. That was
1996. Shortly after buying the apartment, I wondered if I was not
simply digging a bigger and bigger hole for myself. How on Earth
was I ever to enter the music world? I hoped to be able to make
enough money to take time off and, using my apartment as a base,
attempt to make music in Dublin. It was a pipe dream, because my
hidden demons would not allow me. Fortunately I had bought an
apartment below a guy called Séan. It was a lucky encounter, as he
was genuinely a good person and a good friend. I also made friends
at work, but I was looking for friends on a different wavelength
but was too insecure to ﬁnd them. The nightlife was inviting but
threatening if you are on your own. I was unable to ﬁnd someone
to explore it with. Once I had saved enough money I quit my job
to try to pursue music. This, of course, left me without my regular
contacts.
Around this time I went to Spain and spent nine days on the
pilgrims’ walk, El Camino de Santiago, in the north of Spain,
covering the last 270 km. of the trail. I arrived just as the door to
the ofﬁce that issued certiﬁcates was closing for the weekend. Had I
been a few minutes later, I would not have received this testament to
my little pilgrimage. When I arrived I refused to make the traditional
visit to the tomb of Santiago de Compostela, believing that this was
to recognize something which at the time I philosophically disagreed
with. It was not the reason for my trip. The other pilgrims I traveled
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with did make the visit and were a little bemused by my attitude as
I stood at the door of the Cathedral watching each in turn mark the
ﬁnal part of their journey. It was a little silly, I suppose. But at the
time I was totally in earnest about doing the right thing, even if I was
not sure what that was.
I had hoped the walk would clear my head after breaking up
with my most recent and short-lived girlfriend in Luxembourg.
Instead, as I walked, I could not stop my mind from chattering. It
was endless. In the silence, I found only noise.
Unable to sort out my mind I decided instead to sort out my
body and focus in on my music. Surely this was something I could
do! But even here I hit a brick wall. And after a very expensive and
unsuccessful Harley Street back treatment I was once more looking
for work as I needed money. Well, at least I did produce a tape but I
never promoted it. It lacked the spirit I was looking for.
So, time went by and another effort to change my life met with
nothing. It seemed the old adage applied to me, one of many I learned
from my mother, “A fool and his money are easily parted.” That is
for sure. Another important phrase she taught me, and I have never
forgotten it, is, “Your health is your wealth.” I made the mistake of
forgetting the ﬁrst one. I wanted to believe in anything that could
improve my life and I had the money to do it. Yet money was not
solving my problems. Perhaps I had yet to learn that while I believed
it would, it in fact would not. You could say it was blood money and
it had little real value for me. I derived little pleasure from what I
bought with it. Further, my encounters with the medical profession
left me in disbelief at the supremacy of money over any real effort
to heal people. It seemed to me that the very last reason one should
be a healer (money) was for many the very ﬁrst reason. Because of
this they were unable to heal others properly, as healing comes from
the soul.
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There was a time when I was willing to rely on the support of
comfortable institutional surroundings. But that day was now past
and the time of reckoning had arrived. I wanted life, nothing less
and singing was the one thing that lit up my soul. I could not tolerate
my sense of alienation any more. I also realized I would never
be able to sing properly until I had allowed the ﬂoodgates of my
emotions to open. And this I was not yet prepared to do. The same
place where my sense of beauty and ecstasy lived was the same
place where the wells of my emotion were guarded. Something was
fundamentally wrong with me and I had to ﬁnd out what. The energy
spent in endless pursuits was monumental and in the end would be
the death of me. I was frustrated beyond belief. I could prove my
ability and could feel my potential. Yet I could not realize either in
a way I desired. My early boyhood became a curse, as it was ﬁlled
with the memories of what I had dreamed of, but could not now
attain; like the man who regains his sight only to lose it again. Yet
my past became more and more a blank to me. In the end I could
only conclude it was not possible to escape life. The only option is
to face it and change it.
Deep down, I did not want to grow up until I was healed, as I was
afraid I would lose my link to my childhood and to who I felt I truly
was. In the same way I did not really want to achieve until I achieved
something that truly came from my own soul, something that I could
really be proud of, afraid that any other kind of success would be the
death of my dreams and the death of the real me. However, I seemed
to be living in a daze, an altered state of mind. So I chose to believe
in the light, in the hope that I might ﬁnd my way out of the dark.
If ever the motto “If at ﬁrst you don’t succeed, try, try again”
applied, it applied to me. I lived it in every bone of my body. As a
result I was to taste the greed, dishonesty and cynicism of my fellow
man. However, every time I was knocked down I got back up again.
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I had no other choice. I simply knew I had to ﬁnd what I was looking
for if life was to have any meaning for me.
However, I had a hidden agenda to which I was subject. Many
choices were made from the logic of the mind and not the wisdom of
the heart. It would not be so easy to escape its control. Yet, I wanted
to live my own life before it passed me by and not live to look back
and mourn what could have been. This I wanted with all my heart.
You could say that I was, in some ways, an accidental tourist. I
was tired and I was worried about my own mental health. I was not
sure how much more disappointment I could take. Clearly, I was
running from something and all my efforts to date had not helped me
uncover what it was. If I had gone to this much effort and failed, then
the writing was on the wall that I was heading for serious problems.
This began to scare me. Also it seems I was not the only one to
suffer from this time period, as I heard of others from my childhood
who were also having difﬁculty in their lives. It was perhaps as if
something strange had happened in my small town all those years
before and its effects were now beginning to show.
Perhaps I was simply a small part of a bigger picture?
There was a song my mother sang some words of to me as a boy
when she could see I was troubled:
“Walk tall, walk straight, walk the world right in the eye.
That’s what my mamma told me when I was just a boy.
Walk tall, walk straight, walk the world right in the eye.”
I certainly wanted to walk tall, but I was not sure how. One thing
was for certain: I was probably prepared to die trying if I had to and
it was the dream that kept me going. Perhaps I had to learn what
the hero Parcival in his search for the Holy Grail had learned. The
answer lies not in doing what you suppose is correct, but what you
“know” to be right. Otherwise, if it were all so simple, there would
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be nothing to learn. However, I had yet to have my mind opened to
the wisdom of the heart and the subtlety of the soul. And for that life
would keep knocking me down until I had.
I adopted the phrase “Follow your Bliss” from Joseph Campbell
as a guide to light my path. Later I reﬁned it to a search for happiness,
believing each happy person makes the world a better place. No
one could argue with that, as many argued with the other. In this I
decided, in a last attempt for healing, to actively open my heart to
try to discover the meaning of compassion and not just simply view
life from a self-centered perspective, driven as I was by my ego: the
Great Dictator.
As Leonard Cohen sings so beautifully, “The heart has got to
open in a fundamental way.” If I was to ever overcome my sense
of alienation I had no choice. And at some level, it seems, I must
have made that decision as I was about to have an experience I had
long forgotten, a natural inclusion in something greater than myself:
community. It was something I had inadvertently shunned, as my
inner self felt threatened by it. The existence of both together had
become a contradiction for me. I was to learn otherwise.
Coming of Age & Tribal Acceptance
With my lessons in deportment and the tasks assigned to me
completed it seemed my initiation work was done. I had come into
the session as an outsider looking for my place in life based on the
integrity of my true self – a contradiction I was not sure I could
resolve. And so I was pleased to have come this far and yet still
remain connected to that sense of self.
Then without as much as a word I once more found myself part
of a larger group. This time a group of young initiate men. We were
brought into an open area with a low lying staked wall along one
side. We each had a girl waiting for us. Mine seemed about 16 and I
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remember how natural it felt as I completed that part of the initiation.
It seemed this was a form of mate-ship that followed once one had
completed one’s initiation to manhood. I wish now I still had my little
girl from the village. She was beautiful and I felt for her. There was a
special aura of calm, simplicity, beauty and depth about her. I missed
her afterwards, the same way I missed my gentle angel earlier.
Once the tasks of initiation had been completed and the mateship ritual was over we were all brought together (perhaps 100) as a
group in what looked like a square, bamboo-style compound. Each
of us was holding what looked like a traditional African shield in
one hand and a spear in the other. We stood in lines of formation,
absolutely still, absolutely as one. You could hear a pin drop. In that
moment nothing else existed. It was as if time and space had become
one. All at once we gave out a cry and knelt on one knee. This was
a sign of our tribal link and in that moment I had the greatest sense
of community I have ever had in my entire life. I felt I belonged to
this tribe in a way not explicable in words and yet I was entirely
myself. In no way was I lessened by this state of being. In fact I
was validated by it. I knew in that moment that if the call came to
support this group I could without question and yet I still felt I was
not in any way undermining myself, as the group and I were indeed
one. In that moment I was fully connected and felt myself a part of
pure community. I understood the real meaning of loyalty. It was a
true feeling of initiation, a call to something higher, a place you can
only wonder about unless its door has been opened to you. After all,
is initiation not the movement to a higher ground?
Finally we were taken in groups of three before the chief, where
we were acknowledged as initiated. In my case, I looked down
and saw myself in the foot straps of a windsurﬁng board. This was
a celestial joke referring to my training to become a windsurﬁng
instructor where the ﬁnal task, which I had yet to complete, was to
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be seen planning with your feet in the foot straps – once that is done,
the requirements are ofﬁcially met and one becomes accepted as an
instructor. This I had yet to do. However, for now in this world at
least, I knew I had been accepted and thus initiated.
I then returned to the theatre of my session, but now it was all
closed down. It felt like the show was over and I was standing there
alone, all the players gone. The curtains closed. I saw the party
balloons and curly paper strings lying around. I asked, “What now?”
One of the girls came out and threw her hands up saying, “That’s it.”
I wasn’t sure if I had bottled out from going further, or if that was all
for now. On reﬂection that was all that I was ready to handle.
They then told me to check the results! I am not sure which
results they were referring to. Prior to the session I had undergone
some prerequisite physical tests.
I felt a sense of sadness and wished my encounter with the
villagers could have gone on longer. I would also have liked to have
spent more time with my new partner!
Anointing with Oil
Even though I could feel the strongest part of the Eboga
experience ﬁnishing, it was not yet the end.
I could see what seemed to be angelic beings, almost translucent,
very close to me, holding what looked like a small ceremonial jar
made from gold or silver, with which I was anointed on my head
with some kind of healing agent that went from the top of my body
and seemed to work its way through me. I then felt it going into
my heart, where suddenly it seemed to take away a little twitch that
was there before. Perhaps that is what they meant by checking the
results?
In these moments I felt I was undergoing a profound physical
healing throughout my body and was healed in ways I may never
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know. Who knows? Perhaps it was not a physical healing but instead
some kind of spiritual blessing?
I then had an image of children running around and playing in a
playground. One of them shouted out to me and cried, “Lee! Lee!”
as though we were all playing together. I took this to be my new
nickname. Something I had always wanted, but never seemed to get
right. It was like a parting gift!
Ego Mind Reeducation
It was clear at this point that the emotional odyssey, in large
part, was completed and I seemed to turn inward to my mind’s
eye, where I met someone who came to me, sat down with me and
said, “Let’s go through these different things now.” It was like a
quiet, safe little classroom in the center of my mind where we went
through many, many things together and worked them out. This
second part was possibly a review and a reeducation based on the
ﬁrst part. In normal life, when we overcome a trauma, we have a
period of relearning. With Eboga, it is as if everything is speeded
up. During this second phase, I was taken step-by-step through all
kinds of things for me to know and learn. It was as if my mind was
like the spring of a clock that has been wound too tightly and now
was rapidly releasing itself in some kind of instinctive self-ordering
process, each lesson a part of that self-ordering process, a kind of
mental unwinding. The session was an insight into how the brain
can simplify itself and ﬁnd answers quite readily when allowed to.
Unfortunately, most of us are unable to take the necessary steps to
move forward personally in our own lives, trapped as we are by
our ego which we have developed and manipulated to protect us
from our pain. So we go into a kind of closed-down state, unable to
summon up the self-ordering processes which can heal and sort out
the mind.
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During this phase of the session I thought, the ibogaine is
wearing off. Now I realize it was simply moving to a different stage
of its life cycle. I was going through a period of what Howard Lotsof
calls “massive thinking,” which went on for hour after hour and left
me feeling mentally exhausted. I imagine there were many items
related to phase one covered. It was overwhelming the vast amount
of material one needed to deal with and process and it left me with
little interest for conventional therapy. How could anything compare
to this?
I felt like I was in a mental sprint to keep up, each lesson delved
out in a matter of seconds, the next right on the heels of the last.
How could I have so much to learn and how was it going to affect
me? Did these lessons represent the vast storehouse of knowledge
the ego needs in order to exist harmoniously with the soul? Or was I
perhaps learning what I had failed to learn as a child growing up due
to my exclusion from normal life? Perhaps I was unlearning all the
negative things I had taken on board resulting from my childhood
traumas? Had I not already received mental reeducation in the ﬁrst
part or was the material simply being reinforced?
As the amount of material in the second phase was so
overwhelming it seems to me it somehow related to the detail in the
underlying issues which had been uncovered and in part healed. I
imagine all kinds of ego unwinding and simpliﬁcation took place.
I received lots of lessons on a very deep, inner level. Perhaps a
level that we are not normally conscious of, but which we use to live
our lives through (our ego). Perhaps also, many of the IRMs (Initial
Response Mechanisms) that Joseph Campbell talks about were
also being unraveled and replaced? (Initial Response Mechanisms
are learned responses in a child up to the age of 12 that become
hardwired into the subconscious of the mind unlike animals who
are born fully wired.) It seems as though the ego, which until now
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had been kept at arms length, was been taken under the wings of the
Eboga teacher and been given much more attention than it could
handle.
Even though it seemed the power of Eboga to create images had
dissipated, its power to teach had not – the eboga plant is, after all, a
teaching plant. However, I was still able to see myself (in my mind’s
eye) sitting in a classroom with someone writing all kinds of things
on a blackboard for me to learn. The visualization was on a very much
reduced, almost dreamlike, level compared to the visualization in
the ﬁrst part of the session, which was quite powerful and expressed
many emotions. The need for visualization in this part of the session
being less important than in the ﬁrst part.
I may have missed out a little during this phase as I was utterly
exhausted and felt I had done what I had to do already. So I was
perhaps not as enthusiastic as I could have been. In fact I was so
tired I just craved for sleep. Eventually, I did fall asleep. It was a
short regenerative sleep. When I awoke I felt a little bruised and a
little disappointed that I had not been able to stay awake.
However, I did have a deep sense of relief and accomplishment
that I had achieved something quite incredible and beyond my wildest
dreams. I had tapped into a source of healing far more powerful than
anything I could possibly have known. I was chuffed with what I
had managed to put myself through.
A Time for Coffee
Karl came in to see how I was doing. I felt the need for some
kind of gratiﬁcation – like a cigarette or some other thing to give me
a sense of freedom, to savor the moment, to mask any discomfort I
felt. So, after 18 hours, while still in the energy of the session, I got
up and went with Karl for coffee. I was a little shaky on my feet, but
after walking around for about ten minutes I was reasonably steady.
285

Amazing Grace

I was feeling a little pained and wanted some kind of ﬁx; something
to alleviate the remnants of the pain I was feeling.
I felt a need for outside stimulation. The session had been very
demanding. To get up and leave early is not something one should do
but it is understandable, especially if a lot of pain has been uncovered.
So, we had coffee in a sidewalk café with the table close to the edge
of the pavement. I felt as though I was on the street almost and that
the coffee table was elbowing itself into position, in spite of the cars.
It was a battle between normal and abnormal life. The passing cars
seemed like a brutal intrusion. I, however, was in my own world,
the energy of Eboga clearly making me much more sensitive to my
surroundings. Karl and I talked at length about the session. In fact I
was still in it. I probably did most of the talking; as it is something I
have found comforts me. I indulged myself with cigarettes. After all
had I not done something great for myself? A little vice at this stage
was surely acceptable. The ﬁrst cigarette did little for me, but as I
continued to smoke, I managed to get the hit that I knew in some
way would alleviate the soreness of my exposure.
When we got back to the apartment Karl asked me if I would
care to write down what I had experienced. I began, but could not
bring myself to switch my mind into laptop mode and the need to
struggle with keys and ﬁles. I gave up and took out my recorder, lay
down on the bed and recorded my thoughts. I felt as though my life
had just been saved from drowning. I simply could not believe the
enormity of what had just happened to me. It was unbelievable and I
felt very, very privileged. I lay on my bed as the energy moved into
its ﬁnal moments, much like a lover fulﬁlled in love, reﬂecting on
the profundity of everything and the sheer good fortune to be in such
a special place.
In these moments my ability to look inward was still strong and
my fear to look lessened. I had been freed in some way: my mind
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opened up. My imagination was somewhat less intimidating to me,
as before I had been afraid my ego would take over and throw up
all kinds of rubbish that might scare me. Now my imagination was
ﬂowing.
As I lay there, in my mind’s eye I could see an image of a small
boat on calm waters making its way towards a headland. As it went
round the headland I saw something I did not expect to see.
Have we Met Before?
Karl and I spent some of the day talking in between my resting
and recuperating. Later that evening the doorbell rang. I did not
realize he had been expecting visitors. It was his girlfriend Maria
and her sister Paula. Maria entered the room followed by Paula.
Immediately my world lit up. She was beautiful and dazzling; tall,
strong-featured, with beautiful hair. As she entered the room her
face was lit up in a smile from ear to ear. Her tall stature lent her an
air of nobility and strength, her movements slow and graceful. I was
thrilled to meet her. We sat around the table and talked awhile. I was
unable to keep my gaze from her. I am not sure what she thought of
me. I guess I was a novelty.
We decided to head downstairs to the pizzeria for something
to eat, real Italian pizza. It was the kind of place I liked. Excellent
home-cooked food, served generously in surroundings that called for
no pretension, cozy and familiar. We huddled around the table, Karl
facing the door, Maria and Paula facing us, Paula opposite me. I told
her a story about the angels I had met and how the most beautiful
and sweetest beings in God’s kingdom are the little ones, for they
are the most gentle. I was telling her about my experiences in an
indirect way. She had no idea about what I had just been through.
It never occurred to me that perhaps I was meeting the little angel
I was so fond of in real life or that the nervousness the little angel
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had shown in ﬂying away was possibly an attribute Paula shared. It
also never occurred to me that perhaps my encounters with my soul
companions were a foretaste of what was yet to come. So much was
going on, I was oblivious to it.
Paula listened with her shoulders hunched, leaning forward,
attentive with a smile on her face. She seemed to enjoy every
moment. I was entranced and delighted. We left the pizzeria and
headed off to a charity fair. There were many different stalls. As
we walked around, we came upon one that caught my attention, a
classic ball-throwing stall. Taking center stage, I won a teddy bear
shaped like a koala bear. I duly gave him the name Mr. Ebogaman
amidst a lot of fuss. To say I enjoyed the attention would be an
understatement. However, soon the time came for Paula to head off
to be with her friends. I felt a great loss in that moment. I sensed she
had been enjoying my company and was perhaps also a little sad to
part. I put my feelings down to being simply needy after a tough and
emotionally bruising session. However, in that moment I knew that
any session was worth going through to be able to one day connect
with such beauty. I hoped I would meet her again as I was sad to see
her go.
The following day Karl, Maria and I headed off into the country
to have lunch with some friends of Maria’s who had a weekend
cottage in a small, protected park. I was still feeling the effects of
the session and did not like to say very much. We decided to take a
bike ride around the park. While cycling, Maria and I talked at great
length about the many things I had experienced. It surprised me how
seriously she took what I had to say, as I imagined it would seem a
little crazy to most normal people.
The next day I found myself invited to the family home for dinner
and was treated with the utmost of respect. It was all a little odd for
me as I had arrived there, I imagined, little better than a drug addict
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in the eyes of Karl and now I was in some way a guest of honor. I
guess the family simply assumed I was a friend of Karl’s and, in the
meantime, I had become a friend of Maria and an acquaintance of
Paula. Dinner was served in the front room with all the gentility of
an Italian setting.
The father, a friendly man with a grasp of English, worked
in computers and so was interested to talk about the work I was
involved in. It was hard for him to grasp how little interest it had
for me. However, I was happy to talk to him as he exuded an air
of paternal warmth. The truth was I was more interested in getting
to know his daughter and whenever we did get a chance to talk he
always seemed to appear on the spot. I could not decide whether it
was because he was starved for someone to discuss his technical
background with or whether he was protecting his daughter from an
unknown quantity. It was hard to be annoyed with this man. After all
he was friendly and, more importantly, he was her father. Perhaps he
was a little concerned at the interest she showed in me?
Paula shared a love of Ireland, having been there a number of
times to study English. So we had a few areas upon which to build
a friendship. She also appeared to like windsurﬁng, which I was
also very enthusiastic about. We even joked that I might teach her.
Yet this conversation was not enough to build a link. It seemed that
every time I came close to making one, her father was always there
to prevent it. Karl, Maria and I became friends that weekend. A
friendship with Paula would prove to be very difﬁcult.
However, the truth that my feelings for Paula uncovered made me
realize I could not live with myself if I did not realize my full potential
as a person, capable of giving and receiving love. She became an
inspiration for me, a light shining in the darkness. Regardless of
whether I had any earthly possibility of being with her, she inspired
me to prepare myself for someone equally beautiful. To do otherwise
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would have been to remain in a state of perpetual discontent. The
ﬁrst taste of the Grail brings initiation. The subsequent tastes bring
transformation.
Thus it seems, with my initiation, I drank once more from the
Grail Cup, as love ﬂows the waters of eternal life and its saving
grace. Perhaps I had my ﬁrst sip when, as a 13-year-old boy, I looked
into the emerald eyes of my dark-haired beauty or perhaps my ﬁrst
real taste came many years later in a Madrid nightclub in a moment
of inexplicable union with all. Whatever the case, this was different,
as a spell had been cast and it brought with it the pain of being truly
alive. Without knowing it then, it was to give me the strength to bear
what lay ahead, as love bears all things.
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10. The Field of Adventure
We are kings in search of our Kingdom.
If we do not ﬁnd it we live in the shadow of our souls.

I

have written about my past, not to become a prisoner of it,
but to be free of it. In so doing I hope to show a new way to
others, a way that requires looking back with an open heart and not
a closed mind. A way that only succeeds when the intention is pure
and is born of a vision of love.
Little did I know what lay ahead for me in the next 24 months.
This was to be a very hectic time indeed. My inner travels involved
another three Eboga sessions as part of my Process, as well as
three professionally guided MDMA sessions. It was also to be a
time of great inner turmoil and worldly concern. I certainly needed
to simplify my life but I seemed to be moving in two opposing
directions at once. A conﬂict was raging between my ego and my
soul – suddenly my soul’s agenda was on the table too.
In The Hero’s Journey the belly of the whale represents the ﬁnal
separation from the hero’s known world and self. It is the point
of transition between worlds and selves. It comes after the call to
adventure has been taken up whereby, with the help of spiritual
helpers, the hero has actually crossed into the ﬁeld of adventure,
i.e. has crossed the ﬁrst threshold. It signiﬁes that the experiences
that will shape the new world and self will begin shortly or may
have already begun. Entering this stage shows that the person is
willing to die to himself or herself, i.e., to undergo a metamorphosis.
Given what I was about to undergo, it seems my soul was intent on
dragging me there – whether I liked it or not. First, however, I still
had many tasks to undertake within the ﬁeld of adventure before
that separation would be complete and I would ﬁnally begin my
metamorphosis, i.e., enter the belly of the whale. My initiation had
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set me ﬁrmly on that road enabling my soul to guide me where I
needed to go.
My outer travels took me back to Ireland and then on to
Italy, Spain, South Africa, Botswana and ﬁnally to Brazil where I
underwent my fourth and most climactic session, described in the
second book of this trilogy, exactly 33 months to the day of my
very ﬁrst session. The circumstances surrounding this session were
completely unexpected and the events which occurred, remarkable.
It was a session I most certainly did not expect, as my own motives
had been rather simple. The choice of date was entirely accidental
and circumstantial. The Process however had its own agenda, which
led to a period of revelation that has enriched my life since, revelation
that has helped me to better understand the nature and purpose of
our humanity, my own humanity and the future that lay ahead of
me. Unaware of its true signiﬁcance, with this fourth session, I fully
entered the belly of the whale.
You might be forgiven for thinking that the worst part was
over. You might also be forgiven for thinking I had taken leave of
my senses when in fact all I had taken leave of was a pained ego
that had caged me in. It seems that through my initiation session,
I underwent some kind of reorientation within myself to redirect
my focus and thus empower me to greater success. By that I mean
prior to the initiation I was focused on healing my wounds, driven
by my desire to reach my dreams. Love was always a part of those
but I never focused directly on it, as it was generally too painful.
But it is the pain we have to face. Now it seems from this ﬁrst
session all the elements needed for a successful quest were being
put into place. Like Parcival I now carried a love in my heart. I was
unaware of how fundamentally important that would be to bring me
through what lay ahead. Just like the knights of courtly love, love
created for me a vision of what I could become and made the pain
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easier to bear. In fact I welcomed it as it was a sign that I was fast
approaching my goal. It also served to keep me open to the unknown
which I was about to encounter and which sought to reveal itself
to me. My world was about to become much larger while my ego
would become much smaller and the universe much closer than ever
I possibly imagined.
Paulo Coelho asserts in his book The Alchemist that, “Everyone,
when they are young, knows what their destiny is.” Mine, I had
hoped, was singing. In truth I always harbored a secret desire to
unlock the mysteries of man, to experience life to the full so that
ironically I could truly be part of this world, someone who belonged
here. At the same time I did not want to lose the divine experience
that singing gave me. It was the dream that kept me going. Now it
seems my horizons were being expanded to include my love for
others and the joy and appreciation of being a part of life.
Many people have no dreams. They do not follow their bliss
but instead harbor ambitions of power and material wealth, the only
dreams an over-burdened ego can comfortably live with, a perversion
of the true wealth and power of the heart and soul. They rely on the
baser aspects of the animal. They have placed their true heart in an
emotional prison along with all their dark secrets and thrown away
the keys. They profess that life is meant to be full of pain and that
one should simply see it all as illusion, allowing the mind to rise
above the body. In this they reject the body as they reject the body
of man. They are the Fisher King, but unlike the Fisher King they
do not know how to heal themselves. You could say, in many cases
they have unwittingly made a pact with the devil.
Then there are those who have developed a romantic attachment
to the idea of their own suffering, like a captain going down with
his ship, preferring this rather than the obvious pain required to rise
above it. They prefer stories of struggle, pain and failure, as they
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draw comfort and reassurance from them. They do not like stories
of struggle, pain and triumph as it threatens their cozy equilibrium.
They are martyrs to themselves and do not seek to be healed. Instead
they suck in the gullible to their little world of suffering, where they
place themselves on a cross for others to worship. “Look at me. See
how much pain I am in and yet see how loving I am!” Be careful
you don’t fall off!
Someone who genuinely suffers does not boast about it.
We all have secrets. The problem is we tend to forget them and,
as each secret is compounded onto the next, we arrive at a state
of confusion as we ﬁnd ourselves full of contradictions, unable to
apply the reasoning of our ego to the whole picture. It is as if the
wires in our brain have become fused and melted into one glob. The
good news is, once uncovered, it is surprising how easily this glob
reforms into a simple, functional, coherent whole. The key to a riddle
is usually something quite simple. Put two riddles into one and two
simple answers become extraordinarily difﬁcult to decipher. So too
the mind which holds onto its secrets. We all have done things we
are not proud of and may indeed do things in the future we will also
be ashamed of. However, that is our path and our way to deepen our
understanding and compassion for ourselves, for others, for life and
ultimately for God.
In his wonderful book The Alchemist Paulo Coelho states, “Every
search begins with beginner’s luck. And every search ends with the
victor being severely tested. The darkest hour of the night comes
just before the dawn.” He also says, “At a certain point in our lives,
we lose control of what’s happening to us and our lives become
controlled by fate. That’s the world’s greatest lie.”
I think the saddest part of turning our backs on ourselves is this:
When we see horizons that others reach for and which we have
turned away from, it ﬁlls us with pain as we remember what once
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was possible. We remember the greatness life has to offer and what
we have thrown away in pursuit of things that, in the end, mean “very
little.” We also see how much of our lives we waste by all the little
ego games that we play with others which are of no consequence in
the end and simply blind us from the wonderful gifts life has to offer.
In acknowledging these mistakes we reassert our soul and return to
our path. We rediscover a new way to ﬁnd our bliss. It is never too
late.
In the end it is faith that counts and not creed. And faith is
something the ego can never prove. It can only recognize the divine
by its presence and the way it ﬁlls our being. In so doing, in an act
of faith, we let go of the ego by the action of the heart and allow the
divine to enter, opening a channel to a greater life. In the end the lion
lies down with the lamb and together they exist harmoniously, each
one playing its part. The choice is simple really: either we grow in
the spirit or we die in the body.
There is only one thing we are called to do in this life and that is
to be truly happy. Life is for living, nothing more, nothing less. Live
it, love it and ﬁnd your “way” to enjoy it.
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