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Introduction

I’m not sure what possessed me that day when I
swerved sharply and ended up here. I always thought I was
different, a black sheep, but didn’t want anyone else to know
it. I did the things I thought everyone else did, such as go to
school, rollerskate in Bronx Park, look at the pictures in
museums, read all the fairy tales and mystery stories in the
public library, laugh uncontrollably at the wrong times when 1
didn’t want to be seen or heard laughing. I worked in the
Joubert Cie perfume factory screwing tops on bottles quickly
with both hands at the same time, walked the streets of Man-
hattan from river to river to see what was on them, played
volleyball at Camp Nature Friends, listened to music at the
Apollo Theatre and Birdland, studied modern dance with
Jacqueline Hairston, the most beautiful woman in the uni-
verse, folk danced every Friday night, thought I was too fat,
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too young, too different, too quiet, too smart, too stupid,
protested the loss of civil rights, got married, moved to Cleve-
land, had kids, moved to Los Angeles, Israel, back to Los
Angeles, and got a teaching credential.

My second year of teaching I had a job 15 minutes
from my Los Angeles house, across Elysian Park in the
Mexican American barrio, Lincoln Heights. I was assigned to
a third grade classroom and I was getting everything up and
running, the school was buzzing with the new semester, and
there was a most unhappy teacher at Albion St. School who
obviously would not make it through the year. In fact she
looked as if she wouldn’t make it through the hour. She told
me that she taught “Special Education™ and she couldn’t cope,
she couldn’t handle it, and wouldn’t somebody please do
something to help.

I am a sucker for helping others. I’ve done this same
thing more times than I care to tell where I'm listening to
someone's sad story and before I remember what I am doing,
I volunteer for a job that I am sorry about very soon. I liked
the idea of getting out of the mainstream and being free to
experiment in my new classroom. I was told that one of my
most important jobs was to keep the kids in my new class out
of the office. Many of these children had severe behavior
problems and the office was used as the last disciplinary
resort. There were 18 children in the class between the ages of
nine and thirteen. They had to score below “normal” on an IQ
test to get into that classroom. There were sixteen boys and
two girls, fourteen blacks and four Chicanos. Three kids
walked to school and the rest came by bus. They came from
the low income housing project downtown and had been out
on their own earning some form of a living for years. Waiting
for the school bus in the morning, they were the audience for
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the fights, the scandals, the knifings and threats of knifings
that are or were the life of the projects. I thought I was tough
until I heard these kids download at the morning “Show and
Tell”

They let me know very quickly that they would do
regular “school” stuff for 10 minutes at most, and then there
would be an assortment of behaviors that signalled me to
watch out, I was about to get in trouble. Leonard, our shorty,
would sit glassy-eyed, staring at Jupiter (or Mars), tapping his
pencil. Tyrone hated the sound of the pencil tapping and
began to strategize pencil tap stopping.

Johnny would slump over on the desk, head on its side,
arms dangling, making a sound between a moan and a gasp
which seemed to mean he had just suffered badly from over-
work and was seeing if he could ever recover.

Ricardo paced. He paced as if he was about to go
somewhere, but then he would pause, look down at the floor,
shake his head side to side and turn around walking in another
direction. James was very sensitive to the air currents, and
when Ricardo passed his desk several times, you could see
him tighten ready to pounce on the one who was disturbing
his environment. The environmental balance in the classroom
was very delicate.

Their style of conflict resolution was to approach each
other very slowly, shoulders back, elbows straight, hands in
fists, leading with the chest, eyes maintaining a glaring con-
tact. When the bodies were almost touching, the vibration

began, “mmmmm. . .” . This was the threat of, the warning
that “mother-----r”” was to be invoked. Survival of the
slickest triumphed.

The classroom was on the first floor of a very old
Victorian building; it was the oldest classroom building in
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Los Angeles, with tall, narrow windows and low window sills.
The biggest boys would always maneuver their prey towards
the windows—I thought it was to increase the threat to the
opponent—but it was probably aimed at increasing how I
perceived the threat, since the thought of one of the kids being
thrown out of a window seemed to make me crazy. [ was able
to be moved from acting like a constant, rational, dependable
guide to acting as an irrational, predictable, authority figure,
guaranteed to get everyone in trouble.

And then there was big Helen, always right, always
fair, and always maligned, with her big voice that would just
boom, bringing anything and everything to a state of vibra-
tional calamity. I was tough, raised in New York City and at
home on the streets, but this scenario was beyond my imagi-
nation. It was beyond what Hollywood imagined 5 years later
when Blackboard Jungle showed how bad the schools had
become. I did not know what to do. Every day I went home
and cried. There just didn’t seem to be anything else to do.

After 2 weeks of tears I decided that there must be a
reason that a situation as bad as this one could exist. The
reason I came up with was that these kids made so much
trouble in school because they couldn’t learn. They had obvi-
ously failed at school because it was necessary to fail at
school to get into my classroom. If I could help them to learn,
they would be able to do fine at school. I wanted to show
them how to learn and in order to do that I had to find out
how I learned and that became my quest. How do I learn?

I assembled information on learning and it seemed that
everything was related to learning so I considered everything.
At that time Vance Norum, a bio-energetics therapist and
friend contacted me. He was writing a Master’s Thesis on the
Isolation Tank and its effect on psychological test scores and
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was looking for subjects. I had never heard of the isolation
tank, but he described it as completely dark and quiet with all
the things that clamor for attention removed, so I thought this
was exactly the right place to study the learning process. I
volunteered as a subject and that was how I got to spend my
first hour floating in a tank.

The tank was in a garage on a very ordinary, tract-
house lined street in Mar Vista, California I didn’t realize that
I was scared until I got there. After an orientation and a
shower, I climbed up two steps, raised the lid at the top of the
wooden box, and lowered myself into a saline solution. I lay
down on my back and the first thing I noticed was the sensa-
tion of popping up to the surface of the water. I have never
been able to float in a pool. Only my head stays out of the
water while my body sinks. Here, I was like a cork, with my
face, chest and knees out of the water. I never felt anything
like that before and I liked it. I also was never in such com-
plete darkness before except maybe in a dream. It was really
dark. My fear became huge mushroom stems growing out of
my back and anchoring me to the floor of the tank. While I
was in the tank and when I got out, I could see things or
understand or notice, I wasn't even sure, [ just knew that
something happened floating around in that tank that had
never happened to me before, and since I was on a learning
quest, this was obviously a very important part of my quest.

Glenn Perry was the tank maker and I met him at a
party in his house. I was surprised the next day when he
called and said something pretty close to: “I'm scared of you.
Will you go out with me?” “Whoa, pay attention” went this
voice inside of me and I said something pretty close to: “That
sounds like an offer I can’t refuse. Yes.” It took a very short
time for us to become a couple and want to be together a lot
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of the time, and we needed to find a way to make that happen.
My teaching was now working; the kids liked coming to
school and I thought I had done something useful with my
seven teaching years. Glenn and I began the business of
making and selling isolation tanks, Samadhi Tanks. We never
had any business experience, but lack of experience had never
stopped either one of us before so Glenn quit his computer
job while I finished the rest of the school year before jumping
into the abyss.

This was the turning point. I was now joined to others
in a new universe without physical boundaries, but connected
by Dr. Lilly’s work, especially his work with the Isolation
Tank. All my connections and associations until that time
seemed to flow along as a “‘reasonable,” or recognizable path.
School, marriage, politics, kids, teaching, homeowning,
painting, dancing . . . isolation tank. It just didn’t complete the
picture. At that time I thought I understood what “the picture”
did or could or should look like.

I grew up Jewish. Both my parents were Jewish, kept a
kosher house, observed the high holidays, spoke Yiddish
when I wasn’t supposed to know what they were saying, and
had some way of defining people who were not Jewish so that
I learned that I was “us.”

I didn’t say prayers, in fact I thought that “they” said
prayers, not “us.” I didn’t think that saying prayers was part of
the Jewish tradition, and thinking about that now, I think it
was that I was not told that I could pray for something mate-
rial. The way I understood things, the prayers were given; he
should live and be well, may he live 100 years, were the
English versions, and then there were lots of things with the
same inflection that were spoken in Yiddish, and I thought
they were the same kind of prayers. They were the prayers of
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a group; it was an attitude that I was given because I was
Jewish which didn’t include asking God for things, and since
most of the kids on my block were Catholic, and they went to
church and were confirmed and communed, and prayed for
things, I mistook that for Spirit. I thought they had it and I
didn’t.

Glenn was my guide to the door of the spirit. He told
me that there was spirit, it existed, and it was obvious that he
was telling the truth because he was happy. He enjoyed life.
His programming job was mastered so he only had to give it
30 minutes a week. He used his available time to figure out
how to build Isolation Tanks, and sculpt, and dance . . . and he
told me that he wanted to introduce me to one of his most
important guides, John Lilly.

We were in the dining room at Esalen Institute in Big
Sur, California and Glenn began walking towards a man in a
rumpled navy blue jumpsuit with the sleeves rolled up. He
was smiling towards Glenn as if saying ,"“Cmon over and say
hello.” I can still see him vividly at that moment. His blue
eyes seemed piercing and purposeful, and he responded
immediately to Glenn’s introduction with, “this one has
brains.” Contact was made.

There were so many times that I didn’t understand
what he was talking about. He used an unknown to me vo-
cabulary, and boy! did I feel dumb. But what I did understand
gave me the frame to hang my Self on. It’s a good thing that
one of his strong lessons was in what he called,
“Overvaluation Space.” (Placing someone on a pedestal.)

He encouraged our work with the tank. His way of
encouragment was to turn everything about the tank and its
use out in the world over to us. He gave us the specifications
for the tank, he referred requests for information about the
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tank to us, he said we should not program people before they
used the tank (and admitted that was his program), he gave us
the name “Samadhi,” and he waved goodby with that odd
smile of someone who has unloaded what seems like a desir-
able and attractive job on an eager and naive sucker.

Every time we were together he would tell us tank
stories like the one about Richard Feynman at CalTech that is
told in the first chapter, describe his wished for, ultimate tank
experience as being outdoors in a round, see-through top tank,
under a dark, starry sky. He said there should be tanks in
hospital emergency rooms so that people who came in with a
problem they couldn’t exactly describe or define could go into
the tank to find out exactly what was wrong. And he always
asked us how things were going in “Samadhi,” and teased us
about whatever we answered.

In the group, we were the “Samadhi” people, the tank
people. We took our place in that circle and what I think
happened to me and everyone else in the circle was that being
in the presence of John Lilly was the potent force that altered
us more than anything else. He passed on to us an assignment
to bring his invention, “The Isolation Tank,” to the outside
world. He said, “I was very lucky and privileged to be the first
human to enter the tank domains. There was no literature to
program my inperiences; no one more knowledgeable than
myself to advise or teach me. [ was really free!”

Glenn and I accepted the assignment and the cost has
been to service the needs of all those who wanted and needed
to work with the isolation tank.

We worked to provide freedom for all who came to
the tank and that path provided us with never ending possi-
bilities. We learned and leaped sometimes, but most of the
time we did it the other way around. We introduced the isola-
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tion tank to tens of thousands of people, which required that
we build an industry, which required us to take many risks,
which led to many mistakes AND many successes. Get the
picture?

AND THEN, we met John Lilly’s friend, E.J. Gold.

John Lilly proclaimed to the universe in the forward to
E.J.Gold’s classic The American Book of the Dead, “Here in
short form is the substance of basic human esoteric teachings
given in modern language.”

E.J. Gold’s modern language in books and speech is
brilliant, provocative, encyclopedic and hilarious, often all at
the same time. We were servicing his tank and were given
some audiotapes of a workshop he gave on tanks in 1976.
Although I had been in the business for years and am a recog-
nized source person about floatation tanks, these talks “got”
me. [ had forgotten that I might get out of the tank in a differ-
ent universe than the one surrounding the tank I entered. The
bottom of the next level appeared. Just as I wanted the
floatation tank out there for everyone, I wanted these talks out
there for everyone. I was given permission to edit them for
release in this book. Twice I sat at a dinner table with John
Lilly and E.J. Gold in a very alive dining room. This book
formed in my imagination as another meeting of these two
friends talking about my favorite subject.

Please consider what it says carefully.

Lee Perry
October, 1995



Chapter One
Dr. John C. Lilly

Thanks For the Hallucinations,
Dr. Lilly

The first time that I met Richard Feynman I had heard
that he was giving some lectures at the Hughes Research
Laboratory in Malibu through a friend of mine and they were
going to be at 3:00 PM on a Wednesday afternoon. Approxi-
mately five of us went down there: myself, Toni, and several
friends to attend these lectures on quantum mechanics. We
arrived at the front desk at Hughes Research Laboratory, and
there was a very nice receptionist who asked us what we
wanted. We said we wanted to hear Professor Feynman’s
lectures. There was a character leaning over the counter on
the right. He had been talking to the receptionist and he
listened to me for a few minutes and then he said, I thought he
was the janitor actually, “Well you know Professor Feynman
has been lecturing for some weeks on this subject and you
may not be able to understand what he is saying.”
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I said, “That doesn’t bother me at all. I want to hear his
lectures.”

So then Toni who was there with me caught on to who
this really was and looked up at him and said,“Are you Pro-
fessor Feynman?”

He said,“Yes.” So during the next fifteen minutes I
proselytized him, and it only took fifteen minutes, I timed it.
We got there at 20 minutes to three and his lecture was due at
three, so I had fifteen minutes to convince him that he ought
to go into the tank and much to my surprise he arranged to be
at our house the next Wednesday at 9:30 AM. For twelve
weeks he came faithfully every Wednesday morning, got in
the tank for two hours, had lunch with whoever was there, and
then we all went down to his lectures.

At his lectures he asked some of the girls who were
with us how it happened that they came to these lectures. He
thought they couldn't possibly be understanding what was
going on, and these girls said that he didn't realize how enter-
taining he is when he is lecturing, and he is, as you all know.

During that twelve weeks, Dr. Feynman made
progress. He sent me a copy of his book, Feynman on Physics
after the twelve weeks and he said,“To John Lilly with thanks
for the hallucinations, Dick Feynman.” We had of course
some rather powerful teachers there also, and Baba Ram Dass
showed up one day for lunch and he and Richard Feynman
had quite a conversation, as you can well imagine.

The science of inner research as opposed to the science
of outer research is something that has bothered me ever since
I was rather young. My first scientific paper was written when
I was sixteen years old and was entitled Reality. I made the
distinction between the inner and the outer realities and just
arbitrarily divided them. Of course there are rather sloppy
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boundaries as you all know between your insides and your
outsides, and I started investigating this in depth in 1954,
when we did the first set of tank experiments; 1954 to 1956
was the initial period. We had a rather complex method of
doing it. We had a face mask that covered the head with no
eye holes, so you couldn’t see out of it and then a very effi-
cient breathing system with very low dead space and a valve
system that was automatically balanced to the pressure that
you were at in the water.

I found many things there that I didn’t dare write about
at the time because I was in the National Institute of Mental
Health as one of the researchers rather than as one of the
patients. My neighbors were all psychiatrists and they were
all ready to jump on you at the drop of a hat about psychosis
and possibly lock you up if you got too far out. I had very
disciplined surroundings with a particular cast to them and I
found in the tank that they were wrong but I didn’t dare say so
until much later.

In 1956 I wrote the first paper on the subject and
reviewed the history of solitary sailors, of people who have
lived in the Polar night alone, including Richard Byrd, Chris-
tian Rutter, and various other people. Those accounts bore out
practically everything that I had experienced in the tank. I
was able to say in the paper that these experiences were very
common among people in solitude and I owned up to one
little hallucination, or as we now call it, visual display. It is a
much less loaded term. Hallucinations have the connotation
that you get caught in them, and that you begin to believe
them, not as if real but as real. At no time have I ever made
that mistake in the tank. I have made that mistake outside the
tank but not inside.

Over the years, we have now been working 21 years
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with tanks, everywhere I went I had to build another tank. I
had one in the Virgin Islands, one in Miami, one in Baltimore
and so on, one at Esalen. The one at Esalen was never fin-
ished. It was being built over a year but somehow the enthusi-
asm for building it disappeared at that time. Then when I went
to Chile, I just had a black box that I could get into to escape
the rest of the group.

I find it is absolutely essential every day to have some
solitude, to have, if you can’t make it in a tank, at least have
solitude in a room and to meditate or do whatever it is one has
to do to recharge the battery.

Now the tank got a reputation in the early years be-
cause the Director of the National Institutes of Mental Health
needed to increase his budget and so he told the Senate that
we were working on brain washing. For the reputation of the
tank it turned out that this was very good because that meant
that nobody wanted to be a subject in it and everybody got the
horrors at the very thought of climbing into a box and going
into the silence and darkness, so I was able to really be in
solitude. They all stayed away from me. In the early years of
research that sometimes is good. In this particular case it
worked very well. When I gave my first paper to the psychia-
trists, ( it was in one of the psychiatric journals eventually )
there was this big panel of discussants of my paper. Most
imposing. They speculated about all these things and tried to
weave them into the usual psychiatric theories about halluci-
nation and regression and all of these other things. Luckily I
had been through the mill in psychoanalysis, spent eight years
on that one, both in training analysis and analyzing others, so
I knew the jargon. I knew the theories they were working on
and in the tank they didn’t work at all. Phenomena began to
appear which in psychoanalysis you can only explain by the
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technical term, “Regression in the service of the ego.” Now if
that isn’t a cop out I don’t know what is. In other words you
can go back into your own past history as it were, and identify
with it and regress. Well, that’s a put down. Actually when
you get in the tank you find that the intact adult is always
there, that every bit of knowledge that you have stays with
you and nothing goes flying out the windows as if you are
psychotic.

Jay Shurley and I, he was my second subject, he set up
a tank in Oklahoma, but he escaped from my influence and I
noticed that he was calling me a symptom psychotic also
later. That's the trouble with psychiatrists, they revert to type
as soon as they get away from you.

He and I wrote a paper together which was published
in 1961, by Columbia University Press on the psychophysi-
ological aspects of space flight. It is rather amusing as to why
it was published there. That wasn’t our first choice. Our first
choice was a symposium at Harvard which later became
known as the Sensory Deprivation Symposium.We apparently
were thorns at that meeting because every speaker that got up,
and there were about nine speakers who had done so, called,
“Sensory Deprivation Research,” we asked them just two
questions:

Number one, did the investigators themselves go
through the procedure?

Number two, did any of the subjects ask for a second
run? These are the key questions. The answer to the first one
in all nine cases was no, none of the researchers had been
through it. Now others had. These were all psychiatrists. Then
the answer to the next question was also no.

Shurley and I both found that we got addicted to tank
work rather than being repelled by it. We got quite attached to
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the tank and we thoroughly enjoyed the experience every
time. So we were wondering where the hookers were in the
other work and so we started looking at the other work more
carefully. Jay and I both had decided that we were going to
remove all noxious stimulation because when you are iso-
lated, floating in the darkness and silence, the last remaining
stimulus is the one that does the programming. If you have a
low level pain due to back position or neck, or something of
this sort, that colors your experience. It is as if these survival
systems built into our brain having to do with pain have a
subtle programmatic effect which you then tend to project
onto the particular experiment, onto the experience.

In reviewing other people’s work, we found that they
were having people lie on a bed for example, or in a poliomy-
elitis respirator, or just sit in a chair in a black room for many
hours. Or they were putting cuffs on the subjects’ arms and a
white mask over their face with a bright light shining on it
and adding white noise to the room.

Well I don’t blame these people for freaking out and
not coming back. I had been through some of that work with
Hebbs’ group in Montreal where I went to visit after I had
completed the first year or so of what we were doing and
found that they were not correcting for the pain that ulti-
mately leads to bedsores, for example. They were insisting
that their subjects lie in a particular position for hours on end.
Well this ultimately, as anybody who has been in a hospital
knows, leads to problems and it colors the kinds of experience
that the person has.

Jay and I made sure that any support was of surgical
rubber and spread over a very large area of the body so as to
cut down the stimulation.We had no problem with circulation
of blood through the skin or any of these other things that
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other people had. So sensory deprivation got a bad name in
general and I noticed in the latest issue of the American
Scientist that one of the researchers has finally come out and
said it doesn’t necessarily have to be unpleasant. They are
finally beginning to change in the field.

We knew from the beginning that solitude, isolation
and confinement can be pleasureable, or you can make it into
anything you wish. If you are upset you can calm yourself
down there, or if you are one of the far out people that has a
lot of talent, you can get out of your body or whatever else
you are going to do there and know that the body is safe.

We now have modified the system so that it is incred-
ibly safer than it was. I had been worried about the possibility
of drowning. When we had the mask for example, one of the
tubes leaked and I started to breathe water. One of the air
tubes sprung a leak and I breathed water and before I knew
what was happening I was standing outside, beside the tank
with the mask off and I didn’t know what happened in the
transition. It all happened so fast that there was no recording
of it, but I didn’t worry too much from that point on about
my automatic survival mechanisms. They would take over
the whole show leaving me out of it, and if you have that
kind of faith in your own ability to survive you can handle
these situations much more easily. Because of that kind of
experience and because a head mask had to be tailored to the
particular person’s features, we finally decided that this was
too ponderous.

In St. Thomas I kept the mask for a while. I had an
eight foot cube of sea water insulated, kept at 93 °F. I was
suspended in the middle with a mask on, but I quickly found
that sea water increased my buoyancy to a point where |
didn’t need the mask because I could float on my back at the
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surface and my legs went down and my arms went down, they
were heavy. My head tended to fall back into the water, but if
I put my hands at the back of my head and crossed my fingers
in the back, I could stay there indefinitely and I spent several
hundreds of hours during a two year period in 1964 to 1966
in the tank. When we set the tanks up at Malibu, I decided to
try an idea that I had gotten onto and that was just keep
adding salt to the water until we got a density high enough so
that the whole body floated. We started out with sodium
chloride and made the solution dense enough so that everyone
floated. Now the trouble with sodium chloride is that if you
have the slightest cut or any sort of lesion on your skin it’s
incredibly uncomfortable and stays that way. We had to coat
ourselves with silicone and various other ointments that you
can get at the drugstore that repel water. We decided to go
back to sea salt so we bought bags of sea salt and tried that.
Well this was still irritating. So then we began to think about
it and we used an old remedy that people have known about
for years and which is another component of the sea salt other
than the sodium chloride and that’s magnesium sulphate. You
can purchase this but the trouble with it is that the formula is,
MgSO0,.7H.0, so you are buying a lot of water, which is a
kind of waste, but if you try and buy the dry MgSO, without
the water, the expense goes up astronomically.

Finally we arrived at the point where we put 500
pounds in a tank about seven feet long and four feet wide in
which the water is ten inches deep. This solution then turned
out to be non irritating. If you have a small cut, there is a
stinging when you first get in the water, but pretty soon the
magnesium ions apparently calm down the nerve fibers at the
end the way calcium does, and you are no longer irritated at
those locations and you can go on for hours without any skin
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irrifation whatsoever. So we have a sort of anesthetic solution
for local lesions and it is of high density. The density is high
enough so that the skinniest person floats, the hands, feet,
and head float.

The first tanks built here in Los Angeles by Glenn
Perry, the Samadhi Tank Company, you had to climb over
about a four foot wall to get into it. Well this stalled many
subjects, especially those with short legs. Now we have the
door opening just above the surface of the water and you can
just step right in.

This modification was made after I had a bicycle
accident and broke a lot of bones. I came back from the
hospital and wanted to go into the tank to see what would
happen. I found that all of the pain that I had holding the
shoulder up under gravity disappeared as I was floating and
for the first time I could move my arm comfortably to its
limits. So the tank has several other uses than the ones we
have been putting it to, but the main one that I want to empha-
size is rest. You can float in the tank and rest faster than any
other way that I have ever experienced. Now why is this?

When you are not working under gravity holding the
body upright, all of the receptor organs and the central ner-
vous system parts which are calculating constantly the direc-
tion of gravity have ceased their activity and can be used for
other purposes. What most people find is when they get into
the tank there are sensations of apparent movement, the
overshoot from having been under gravity but the body isn’t
moving. It is as if the simulation of your body is moving so
you can feel as if you are constantly going over a waterfall
but you are not moving at all. If you sit down in the tank and
then lie down fast and float you can get this sensation of
continuing to go over and over, or you can get rotating on
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some axis, either perpendicular to your body or along the
length of your body, and this simulation of your body then
rotates, but you know that the body itself is fixed. This kind of
thing I have never experienced outside the tank. There are
other things that happen.

Any one of the sense systems can begin to display
activity to you, either visual or acoustic or skin sensations or
deep inside sensations. This spontaneous sort of activity that
starts can develop to extreme conditions in which you believe
that you are going through an experience in which your body
is not in a tank and you are somewhere else, but you are
totally there.

Tank experiences have been compared to LSD, mes-
caline, peyote experiences, and so forth. All I can say is that it
is a very, very different experience. I've done LSD back in
1964 when it was legal. I took LSD and went into the tank in
St. Thomas, and I must say it is an entirely different kind of
experience. It is as if the drug limited you, constricted you.
Now it is true that you can move into places you are not
allowed to go in, you did not allow yourself to go into before
as it were, as if a small level of randomness in the neuronal
events in your brain was added by the prescence of the drug.
Actually you are constricted in the sense that you have added
noise to the system in which you are the resident.

First I did ten years of tank work without acid even
though there were a lot of pushers on the staff at NIMH
(National Institutes of Mental Health) who wanted me to take
it in the tank, and I refused because I didn’t want to contami-
nate the experience by any such means. I stayed away from
acid for ten years, and then in 1964 I had an opportunity to do
it legally and did it and spent two years studying what hap-
pened.

In spite of Leary and many other people who have said
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that LSD expands your consciousness, I don’t think it does. I
think what it does is to constrict consciousness and make it as
it were into a searchlight beam in a certain set of directions
so you can break through into spaces you couldn’t break
through before. If you can do the same thing without it, say
by means of meditation or just plain tank work or just work-
ing on yourself, whatever it is that you have to do in order to
change your state of being in this direction, then you can see
the difference. Without the drug you have full peripheral
vision as it were. You have full hearing and a full presence
and you know everything that you know outside that situation,
so it has the same advantages that meditation does. It gives
you a very broad consciousness that is unimpaired and
unchanged in the sense of consciousness itself.

Now these days, we hear a lot about altered states of
consciousness. Well as far as I am concerned there are two
mistakes in that. Number one, the word altered. My aunt had
a cat that she had altered, so if you want to call these castrated
states of consciousness, okay. But then the second error is,
so far as I am concerned, there are only two states of con-
sciousness— conscious and unconscious and that’s it. Con-
sciousness of itself is a very mobile, frisky sort of a creature
and it does not acknowledge any changes in state other than
being shut off. I would prefer the term state of being and not
altered state of being, but just state of being and so I like to
talk about states of being. States of consciousness you could
symbolize by SOC and states of being by SOB — so it’s easy
to remember.



Chapter Two
Dr. John C. Lilly

The Directions Are In The Glove

Compartment

Who doesn’t know what the isolation tank is?

It’s a box of water that’s 10 inches deep, so you can
float. It’s got an epsom salt solution with a density of 1.25,
which means you have 800 pounds of epsom salts. You float
in this, even your head floats. The head density is about 1.15,
something like that in most people. But you have to remember
that the center of buoyancy, and the center of gravity of the
head are at about the same place, allowing you to tilt your
head back comfortably without fear of sinking.

The temperature of the water is kept at 93.5 ° F, and the
air above it is kept near saturation. A very small, quiet, air
pump keeps fresh air moving through the tank.

Personally, I don’t like the idea of anything moving
while I am in the tank, I don’t like any source of stimulation
like that. The heat comes from a heater under the bottom of
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the vinyl liner, and there is a very accurate thermostat that
holds the temperature to a tenth of a degree. A filter pump
turned on after leaving the tank cleans the water between
floats.

All right now, if you work in the tank, what you’re
doing is shutting down all the known senses, insofar as you
can. You cut out all the light. If you’re lucky and you have a
remote location, the sound (except for very low frequency
from airplanes) is imperceptible. Sound is the hardest thing to
handle.

The temperature is more or less isothermal over the
body’s surface, and you find when you get out of the tank that
one of the major sources of stimulation in humans is the
temperature gradient changes on the body surface. This is an
incredibly powerful thing, but you don’t realize it until you’ve
been exposed to an isothermal environment like this for
several hours.

So by attenuating vision, hearing and the propriocep-
tive sense, and floating at the surface so that the gravitational
field is reduced to the minimum, you can relax every single
muscle. Even your ear muscles, your neck muscles, your
hands, your arms, your back, and so on. You can find the
areas where you’re holding needlessly, and you can let go.
Once you do this, and go through all this, and get the inputs to
the brain down to the minimum possible, you then suddenly
realize that that is what has tied you to consensus reality, and
now you’re free to go.

I began the experiments with physical isolation when I
was with NIMH, (National Institutes of Mental Health) in
Washington. In neurophysiology there had long been a ques-
tion of what keeps the brain going. Where are its energy
sources? One obvious answer was that the energy sources are
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strictly biological and internal and they do not depend on the
outside environment. But some people were arguing that if
you cut off all stimuli to the brain it would go to sleep. So we
decided to test this hypothesis. This was easily done by creat-
ing an environment in a tank that would isolate a person from
external stimuli. For a couple of years I periodically im-
mersed myself in the tank and studied my states of conscious-
ness. There you can forget your body and concentrate on the
working of your mind.

The first thing you get is physiological rest. You’re free
of gravity; you don’t have any more of those gravity
computations that you do all day long. Finding where gravity
1s, and in what direction, and computing how you can move
and not fall takes up about 90% of your neural activity. As
soon as you start floating you’re freed of all the gravity com-
putations you’ve been doing all the time, so you find you have
a vast piece of machinery that was being used for something
else and you can now use it for your own purposes. For
example, you can instantly feel that you are in a gravity-free
field. It’s as if you are somewhere between the moon and the
earth, floating, and there’s no pull on you. As soon as you
move, of course, you know where you are, but if you don’t
move, your environment disappears and, in fact, your body
can disappear. I credit my nine books to ideas generated in the
tank. Since reality is a matter of local custom, the way I see
it, whatever you believe to be true becomes true in the tank.

All the average person has to do is to get into the tank
in the darkness and silence and float around until he realizes
he is programming everything that is happening inside his
head. You are free of the physical world at that point and
anything can happen inside your head because everything is
governed by the laws of thought rather than the laws of the
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external world. So you can go to the limits of your concep-
tions. When you are floating in the tank you are certain of the
reality of what you are experiencing. I started off with the
notion that I was creating everything I experienced. But a lot
of things happened that made me ask some radical questions
about the nature of reality and different modes of perception.
I began then to see that interpreting all the novel experiences
in the tank as projections was an arrogant assumption. For
example: I went through an experience in which another
person I knew apparently joined me in the dark, silent envi-
ronment of the tank. I could actually see, feel and hear her. At
other times I apparently tuned in on networks of communica-
tion from other civilizations in other galaxies. I experienced
parking my body and traveling to different places.

It was not psychosis I was exploring in the tank, but
belief structures. I was examining the way in which we pro-
gram our beliefs and impose limits on what we may perceive
and experience by these beliefs. I wanted to know what
principles were governing the human mind. If we consider the
human mind as a kind of computer, I was looking for the
basic programs which were built into the computer and the
meta-programs which we impose upon the mind by conscious
choice or unconscious compulsion. I wanted to discover how
many of the meta-programs could be raised to the conscious
level and be changed, or reprogrammed. That became the
thesis of my most important book, Programming and Meta-
Programming of The Human Bio-Computer.

After 10 years in the tank I formulated a working rule:
Whatever one believes to be true either is true or becomes
true in one’s own mind, within limits to be determined experi-
mentally and experientially. These limits themselves are, in
turn, beliefs to be transcended. The limits of one’s beliefs set
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the boundaries for possible experience. So every time you
reach a limiting belief it must be examined and gone beyond.
For the explorer there are no final true beliefs.

Compulsion is being trapped in a known psychic
reality, a dead-end space. Freedom is in the unknown. If you
believe there is an unknown everywhere in your own body, in
your relationships with other people, in political institutions,
in the universe, then you have maximum freedom. If you can
examine old beliefs and realize they are limits to be overcome
and can also realize you don’t have to have a belief about
something you don’t yet know anything about, you are free.
My book, The Center of The Cyclone, deals with the rules for
exploring the inner-outer spaces of consciousness. The basic
skill is one that has been known since ancient times. In yoga
and in Eastern thought it is the equivalent of establishing the
fair witness or the witnessing self. I think of it as one
becoming an observer and watching the operation of the
programs which are governing one’s thinking and behavior:
to pull out of an experience, step back, and watch the
program.

Much of psychoanalysis involves gaining this skill of
seeing how you have gotten trapped in the past with some
program that solved a problem in childhood, but was over-
generalized and carried forward and has continued to operate
in inappropriate situations.

Tremendous energy is locked up in the old programs,
or what Jung called “autonomous complexes.” One can re-
lease the energy with enough distance from the emotional
involvement in the programs. One must see them like an old .
movie on T.V,, or hear as a tape that you have heard a thou-
sand times with the realization that you are not the program-
mer and you are not that which is programmed and you are
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not the program. Your identity becomes established as an
independent agent. Once this ability to disidentify yourself
from old programs, programming and from the programmer
becomes generalized, you have the key to higher states of
consciousness. By refusing to identify with the programs you
transcend them and gain a measure of control. In this way you
begin to exercise the meta-programming powers of the human
bio-computer, the ability to create self-consciously the prin-
ciples that govern thought and behavior.

We are approaching a marriage between the modern
scientific point of view and the old esoteric and mystical
knowledge. Now we are exploring new modes of access to
states of consciousness which have been experienced for
centuries. It is an empirical approach to those dimensions of
consciousness that Eastern thinkers spoke of as levels of
enlightenment or satori. I will elaborate a series of maps and
some rules of the road.

The most helpful one for me was developed by Oscar
Ichazo, the master who ran the school in Chile in which I
spent eight months. He assigns numbers that relate to the
length and frequency of sound waves to characterize the
different levels of consciousness.

Level 48 is the rational, neutral state at which your
mind is operating efficiently but without emotion.

Level 24. The experience of different types of Satori,
or enlightenment, begin at level 24. Level 24 involves enjoy-
ment in doing some activity that is done well and without
conflict. This is the professional satori, the state of integrated
work.

Level 12. As we move up in the scale to level 12 we
reach a state of blissful awareness. At level 12 you can’t
function smoothly in the world because you are in bliss. You
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still are in your body but the usually inanimate reality around
you seems alive and animated. At this level it is frequently
difficult to speak. You accept the here and now. Sometimes
this state can be reached in sexual intercourse. It is also the
kind of enlightenment Zen speaks about.

Level 6. Moving up to level 6 you get out of your
body for the first time. You become a point of consciousness,
love, energy, warmth, cognition. This point is mobile. It can
travel inside your body or into outer spaces. You still have
your own “I,” your center of consciousness, but your body is
not experienced.

Level 3. The highest level of satori from which people
return, the point of consciousness becomes a surface or a
solid which extends throughout the whole known universe.
This used to be called fusion with the Universal Mind or God.
In more modern terms you have done a mathematical trans-
formation in which your center of consciousness has ceased
to be a traveling point and has become a surface or solid of
consciousness. Here you lose the “I” almost completely,
although some memory of this state is retained after reentry to
consensus reality. It was in this state that I experienced “my-
self” as melded and intertwined with hundreds of billions of
other beings in a thin sheet of consciousness that was distrib-
uted around the galaxy. A membrain.

You can program yourself to move into any space you
know exists if you use discipline and concentration.

This is the most turned-on country the world has ever
seen. The rest of the world is way behind. Our kids are turned
on to levels of consciousness and possibilities of travel into
mental and spiritual spaces in an unprecedented way. But the
people I am most interested in are the successful heads of
corporations and bureaucracies. Many of these people already
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