Dear Ayahuasca travelers,

 It’s now two weeks since my Ayahuasca experience, I have had no inclination to write about it until now, there are no words to “really” describe such an experience and I am still coming down to Earth. It feels as though it perhaps never happened, the Ayahuasca journey itself is a vague “memory”, and recalling it is much like trying to recall a spiritual dream.

First, my thanks go to Lars, Saskia, Tanja for their simply “being” there, Secondly I want to thank my fellow Ayahuasca travelers “harmonizing presence”, without their presence and genuine intentions, I would not have had the experience I did and last I want to thank Ayahuasca, the vine soul, the little death, for having guided me to this moment weeks, maybe months before I undertook the ceremony.

I shan’t dwell on the first day in which we all participate with much surprise and pleasure in the holotropic breath work; I will say that this day of preparation for the Ayahuasca ceremony is essential, I also think the group and the energy it creates is also essential. The Ayahuasca journey also requires “genuine” intent, wishing and wanting don’t really have a place here.
The Ayahuasca ceremony is said to be different for everyone and different every time. In addition, I think one can say that the spirit of Ayahuasca knows of your coming, knows exactly what you need, all you have to do is ask…..and you shall receive.

Something else….. I have tried to tell what happened without any interpretation and even after my second rewrite I see that I often use Christian or other religious terms and clichés; these are only used to give an idea and must not be used to quantify / classify the description of my Ayahuasca journey [admittedly my own words do just that and leave it all open to interpretation, all I can say is don’t think about the text or my conclusions, just feel it and your own truth].


Ayahuasca ceremony:
Earth

After the last chakra exercise, I held my glass of Ayahuasca, talked to it, prayed to it and sipped it a little, although bitter it was not unpleasant and then I swallowed the rest of it in one go.
I leant back against my cushions and tried to adopt a comfortable position, eventually opting to lie down. I listened to the music aware that my inner critic was already impatient; I spoken to it / myself and asked for cooperation, wait, there was silence. 
After a “time” I was aware of monologues, laughter, crying, nausea etc. among my fellow travellers. I asked Lars for a second glass.

While the experiences of my fellow travellers seemed to intensify, I only experienced the need to go to the toilet! After my second visit there, I chose to remain outside in the sunlight, Saskia asked if I was OK, I said felt a little drunk and cheerful, laughing at myself as I embraced the apple tree, and feeling a little uncomfortable with that I decided to lie on the grass, eventually face down. My senses were heightened, the grass smelled much more like grass than usual, and the sound of the tree swaying in the wind sound clearer than usual, I could hear a strange sound coming from the ceremony room as if it were next to me, the sound was a didgeridoo / didjeridu, it drew me unconditionally back the ceremony room.
After I had sat down Lars offered everyone a glass of Ayahuasca, I accepted it, again I communicated with Ayahuasca, drank it and laid down, restless and hopeful, everyone seemed to be “travelling”, and my inner critic, was saying, “I told you so” and so I gave up, let go. I just lay there in a foetal position on my mat and I listened to my travelling companions and the music. The sound of the didjeridu seemed to resonate through me; I began to see the sound. I felt as though I was lying on the shores of a sea of warm colours and sound that gently lapped and vibrated over, around and through me. I could see the sound, hear the colours and both resonated through me. I suddenly had the idea that this was the sound of the Earth; that “this” sound was the Earth, had the Aborigines been so deeply intimate with the Earth? I asked why I could not “swim” in this sea and was told, “I was of the Earth”. The didjeridu music ended, Lars said, “Laste ronde”; I would have said yes, but the need to go to the toilet for a third time was greater than the desire for a bitter drink. I laughed and walked outside, a little drunken, thinking that my experienced was pretty good after all.
As I walked to the toilet my “normal” vision of the world changed; instead of being the 3D model it usually was, it seemed to be made of a flexible mosaic of irregular shaped mirrors that reflected my view of the world, my projection of the world. These mirrors would come forward and then sink back, separating from each other, as though this mosaic were floating on a softy rippling wall. And then it became solid again.
The toilet was in use, I stood there looking around while I waited, when suddenly my heart beat raised it pace and the wall became a mosaic, gently rising and falling on rippling wall. I began hyperventilating and voluntarily sank onto my hands and knees, and put my forehead on the floor between my hands; I laughed and wondered if I was facing Mecca. 
I was on my own here, it was a little alarming but was comfortable with it, and focussing on my breath helped me.  People were passing by on their own visits to the toilet. I was breathing heavily, loudly and fast, still I had the mind to stand up and go to the toilet. After “letting go” of the last glass of Ayahuasca, I felt a lot better, it helped having my eyes closed, it seemed safer, or was I still not letting go, was I ready now? I left the toilet, staggering along the hall way, I stopped to look at the walls, the mosaic gave way to a fine vibrant mesh / net of luminous energy, everything was made of this, I tried to touch it, but I didn’t know how far away it was and yet it seemed that my hands went through the wall. I was feeling quite excited but “drunk” and unsteady on my feet; I knew that I had to go back along the pathway to the grass where I wasn’t going to hurt myself.

I left the hallway to see a number people sitting drinking tea, perhaps their experience was already over. I couldn’t focus on them. I turned slowly and in wondered to the path, when I suddenly heard a deafening crack in my forehead, I could now see everything from the middle of my forehead, my “third eye” had opened, I suddenly thought of Frodo [lord of the rings] putting the one ring on and disappearing from one world to another, this could be a “fantastically improved” remake, no, this was so “miraculously genuine”, peaceful and beautiful.  I glanced again to my left and looked Lars in the eye, “Gaat het met je?” he asked. I said fine and looked back at the path with my eyes closed, I could see the grass, the apple tree and even the step at the end of the path, and I opened my eyes to check if what I was seeing was how I remembered it to be, all I could see was the luminous “wireframe” of energy, everything was identical, through whichever one of my eyes I used.  I closed my eyes and walked.
Lars was beside me now, “Waar wil je naartoe”? The Grass, the grass I said. I let myself gently sink to the ground and rolled onto my back. I heard, “Ik blijf hier”, and then I let go….of the world. With total bewilderment I looked at the luminous net of the world before me, the apple tree above me, the clouds, and curiosity made me raised my hands and placed them before my third eye, I didn’t know it then, but I would not open my eyes again until I had returned to our “physical” world.

I looked at my hands for what seemed a long “time” and rolling them before my eyes, I could see the fine net of my fingers, through them and beyond, for a moment I was aware of the sun on my skin, but I couldn’t see it. My attention came back to my hands and slowly I entered a third “layer” of existence, my fingers became claw like, three claws on each hand, still a luminous mesh, but a large mesh / net. I knew that what I was seeing was a “geometric world”; I was looking at the visual explanation of the sacred mathematics / geometry on which our solid world is “painted“. And then…

Heaven 

it came, the geometric world dissolved into a fourth “layer” of existence, what appeared to be a  fluid like world, an endless divine conscious energy, the universal soul, the creative divine force its self, Nirvana ………, “In the beginning”. 
Everywhere was light, but it didn’t seem to come from any source. 
“Jesus”, I said. 
I realised that “here”, I had long stopped thinking, or feeling; my body, mind and emotions were one, I ask no questions, and I knew everything.  I was completely centred, it seemed all my chakra’s had merged into one, just as the colours of the rainbow blend to become white. All my senses seemed to be one or was I using all my senses simultaneously to the same degree and intensity? I was aware of the great sea of the divine before me and yet there was no separation from it, from anything, I was the knowledge I was experiencing, the colours I was seeing, the sound I was hearing, and these all seemed to be one. I was a drop in this ocean and yet the ocean was but a drop. It seemed endless, and yet not. 
I gazed for a long time, no there is no time here; there is only now, no beginning or end in yet an endless song of creation. I was one with it, myself, the divine for a long time. No, I no longer existed there wasn’t anything there. I was / am just ripples of divine intent in a vast ocean that were slowly becoming one with the divine soul again, returning home. 
Out of the divine void (sorry, I don’t have the words to describe it, and I know now that all the others who have come here, didn’t either) there appeared a vague figure, it raised its left arm and from the upraised palm a fluid sphere appeared, this floated into the void, and as it moved ripples of colour and music cascaded from it, not a tune or melody, but harmonious colourful notes that sang out [think of voice expression / “Stemexpressie”] to create everything that is. I knew what it was and what it meant; I could see it, hear it, and feel it all from my one sense. This was the divine creative force, pure divine intent, you could say that this is love / life creating its self, achieving / realising itself, this is all there is. 
Behind the ripples I saw the form of a cathedral, again radiating colours and music that vibrated through me. I knew in an instant what all the masons, writers, artists, musicians, poets etc. etc had really wanted to say, to express, it is all so unbelievable simple and yet humanly impossible to explain and it’s dangerous to interpret it.

I raised my own hands and moved my fingers through the void, ripples of colour came from my fingers, vibrating off into the divine soul and I knew that everything I had every said, did or thought had vibrated off into the divine soul and created / projected the world in which I chose to be. I knew that whatever I did in the future would define my world. The world, in which we live, is a result of our own “divine” intention. I played further, until I knew I could heal myself, I raised my hands above myself and caressed the energy of my being, was this my intention or a “higher intention”? From my fingers there radiated colours and sound that “found their way” to my chakra’s, what or how I was actually healing I do not know, I only knew that I was healing myself at an energetic / “spiritual” level. My hands dropped to my side, my journey was over, the lesson and “required” healing were complete, still my eyes were closed, with great effort I rolled over to embrace Lars, who had come and gone a few times. And then lay on my back to rest. But I was still trying to stay in the place I had “been with”; I was still in a heightened state.

I wondered about my fellow travellers, I heard them laughing in the ceremony room, I couldn’t see them, why was that? Nothing exists, all is one and yet a drop in the ocean of the divine can only experience the divine as itself? Or itself as the divine?  Something for the next Ayahuasca journey??

I lay there for what seemed like many hours, it rained lightly down upon me; later one by one my fellow travellers bid farewell and when they had all gone, slowly I raised my stiff body that had been lying on the ground for what seemed like years and folded the blankets that had been thrown over me. Lars had other plans and together we laid the blankets out to dry in the ceremony room, we walked to the picnic table and drank tea, I tried to explain, Lars said I didn’t have to, he’d been there too.

I showered and went to bed, I fell into a cycle of sleeping, waking, waking, sleeping, I felt like a computer that was being defragmented, reprogrammed. And finally I slept. 
When I awoke, it was to the sound of the cat; a simple meow had vibrated though the wall of the building (I could see this in my mind’s eye) and through me, I realised why the shamans had said that the sound of barking dogs could send an Ayahuasca traveller mad! The birds began to sing outside, the horse in the field nearby neighed and all these vibrations rippled through the wall and through me. I got up, showered, packed my belongings and walked around the garden, at the gate I stood overlooking the golf course and the distant country side that was still shrouded in a soft mist and gently lit by the rising sun, and I cried with a deep intense joy. It was a new world; I had been in some sense reborn.

Conclusions

I came wanting to experience the Ayahuasca journey in order to resolve a difficult childhood, teenage years, my life as a young man and the questions I still asked.
I wanted to break my inclinations for perfectionism that exhausted me, and learn to accept things as they are.
I wanted to explore my own inner strength and sense of responsibility so that I could focus on less and let others take on their own responsibility.
I wanted to explore my own inner wealth so that I could realise and appreciate myself and my own success (es).

Although I wasn’t given a direct “human” answer, I did receive “insights” that enable me to explore all these and see the world in an entirely different way. And after these last two weeks, my 48 years mean far more than I imagined. Every life experience has been valid, exceptionally valid. I realise that my whole life was a preparation for this moment and every moment that passes is a preparation for the next “conscious moment” and yet there is only one moment. Life and everything in it is beautiful. 

So what has changed? My body is more flexible (it feels younger) and “old pains” have gone, even my posture has changed.  My body tells me what it wants to eat and not, I feel what should or should not eat, I have no desire to drink alcohol, essentially I am still fasting. My mind thinks less (sometimes it just does not think), is less judgemental about the world (!), I have become more aware of the world as it is (and not just as I once saw it). If there is anger, it does not come from a defensive ego or mind but from an emotional place. My “intent” seems..well more honest, loving. There are still the same life “issues”, but they are almost amusing now. Of course there are those old moments of struggle, but I see them coming and gently push them away, or laugh about them afterwards. And my questions about life and the world were all answered, if I perceive life and the world with the awareness I found, it’s all perfect, if I perceive with human understanding it remains a cruel world. Will it always be so? 
I now have the inclination to find and be who I really am, I cannot return to the old me, I know that it’ll be a challenge, but I am grateful for that, very grateful. 

In retrospect I know that everything follows a “divine” [Ayahuasca?] plan, it does not make any difference what happens, as long as your intent is pure! Whatever happens or comes your way is precisely good and should happen. The controller in us all may have a problem with that, but it should be remembered the every one of us is a perfect expression of the “divine”, to perceive it otherwise is our choice, to “act” without real intent is our choice, but this is also OK too, because everything one does is a step homeward. In this none of us has any choice, what I saw / experienced is something everyone will (have to) experience… probably more………..
and eventually be reunited with.

Bright blessing,

Michael

