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		With all the recent chatter concerning the use of psychoactive substances, especially LSD and magic mushrooms, in treating PTSD; there seems to be a giant contradiction concerning the validity of such research.  Many research studies are being conducted by numerous psychiatric institutions, even though these substances are still a Class 1 drug, like heroin, cocaine and fentanyl, supposedly with no enduring medical 	value, except for recreational uses.  Our government tends to foster a negative opinion when it comes to fun. 
		When a near sighted Richard M. Nixon labeled LSD the number one scourge of American youth, the dye was cast.  All research was banned, even with patients in a controlled environment, using low doses. At that tumultuous time in our history, America became scared of what our youth could do with the applications these 		substances could accomplish. Apparently, with a guided program, the willing 	participant’s brain confronts the trauma, and works its way through its cause. This therapy works so well, that some patients sometimes needs only one treatment to show progress.       
		Even the VA is getting with on this latest trend. Major studies are being conducted in Arizona and Colorado as we speak.  This research was even featured in the prestigious Vietnam Veterans of America magazine.  I couldn’t believe my eyes when he normally conservative publication, gave a gushing endorsement of this new 	research.  
		When I came home from the Nam, I gladly got on the hippy bandwagon, trying to 	escape the unimaginable horrors of combat.  I used any means available to forget.  At first, I really enjoyed tripping on acid.  I especially got into the hallucinations.  All the waves of textured sounds and colors gave me a different perspective, without the horrible guilt and shame.  After all the fluff stuff, I should have noticed the peace I unknowingly felt during those early trips, but there was no professional there to guide me through any meaningful therapy.  I just became enthralled with the escapism.
		As time passed, some of the trips became a little hard to handle. I dosed myself with more and more hits, that my mind was losing life’s perspective.  I tried to see how far I could take this long strange trip without permanently losing it all to insanity.  
		Here is what happened on my final acid experience.  It was a cold, dreary late November day; when I went to Hartford’s Bushnell Park, to hear some free music.  Arlo Guthrie, with his guitar and Pete Seager, with his banjo were headliners on the bill.  The 	music was needed to warm the chill of the changing season.  Being around Thanksgiving, Arlo belted out “Alice’s” Restaurant, warming the chilly atmosphere.  We all danced to that seasonal tale.  Somehow, I misplaced my girlfriend in the happy throng.  I half-heartedly searched for her to no avail; but she was nowhere to be found.  
		I just grooved to the music until Pete Seager sang “Bring um home”, when the Nam, unceremoniously came back, with a vengeance.  One of the revelers standing near me noticed my horror.  Like me, he was a fellow Marine Vietnam vet.  He said, “take this, and the terror will pass”.  What he gave me was a 250- milligram hit of LSD 25, as pure as it gets. I placed the tab under my tongue, and waited to get off.  By then, the concert was over, and my new friend asked me if I wanted to join him and his friends, and go to his house and continue the festivities.  So, I left my car and still unseen 	girlfriend at the park, and went on an unforgettable journey into the unknown.
		We piled into a 65 Chevy Impala, painted with all the colors available to man.  This was by-far the most recognizable vehicle on the road.  Tripping on acid, made the colorful chariot breathe multicolored flames radiating around the entire space.  This was the most dynamic vision I’ve ever encountered, while peaking.  To this day, I can’t explain how the driver maintained the rules of the road, without disastrous consequences.  We stuck out like rolling bag of sore thumbs.
		We finally got to our destination unharmed.  By this time, we were in an alternative universe, where everything was completely distorted.  I gazed into a friendly 	mirror, where everything became crystal clear, or should I say, with a slight skewed 	reality.  It was time to think of the meaning of life, when my mind left my body.  
		I envisioned myself hovering over the entire world, where I could find a god like	solution to every mystery. After these revelations became the norm, is when I noticed electricity flowing slowly through the walls.  I could see individual electrons traveling through static wires, surrounding everything.  When I noticed this phenomenon, there was the revelation, that was the meaning of life.  
		For what I saw sealed the deal.  I truly believed I knew the meaning of life, so there was no need to further explore, even though I couldn’t articulate what It was.  This being said, we all sang all three verses of the Marine Corps hymn, in perfect harmony.  
		But wait, this trip was not over yet, when our host took a five-gallon can of gas, and lit his multi-color internal combustion vehicle on fire.  As the flames flew into the night with tongues of fire licking into the universe, I realized, there could never be 	another trip this intense, and became my last acid trip.  I never saw my fellow Marine trippers again.  		
		Knowing what I realize now, I could have used this new research some 50 years ago. Now maybe the warriors of today will benefit from these new revelations, we were unceremoniously denied.  This goes to show us that a wrong can be eventually made right.  I may be too late for us, but sometimes our nation just has to wait to find 	the truth.
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