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Transcript of the tape:

Don Juan's Teachings:  Further Conversations with Carlos Castaneda, 1968.

I'm Jane Hellisoe of the University of California press, and I have here today,
Carlos Castaneda, author of The Teachings of Don Juan. I'm assuming that most
of you have read the book, you all look like you have. So I think just turn it over to

Carlos and let it go from there. Carlos...

CC:   O.K. Maybe you like to ask me something that you want to know?

JH:   How did you meet don Juan?

CC:   The way I, uh, got to know him,was very uh, very fortuitous type of affair.
I was not not interested in finding what he knew, because I didn't know what he
knew. I was interested in collecting plants. And I met him in Arizona. There was

an old man who lived somewhere around them hills, that knew a great deal about
plants. And that was my interest, to collect information on plants. And uh, I uh, we

went one day this friend and myself we went to look for him. And we were
misguided by the Yuma Indians and we up in the hills and never found the old
man. Um, it was later on when I was at the end of this first trip that I make to

Arizona, at the end of the summer and I was ready to go back to Los Angeles,
that I was waiting in the bus stop and the old man walked in. And that's how I met
him. Uh, I talked to him for about a year, I used to visit him, periodically I visit him,

because I like him, he's very friendly and very consistent. It's very nice to be
around him. He has great sense of humor . . . and I like him, very much. And

that's was my first guiding thought, I used to go seek his council because he very
humorous and very funny. But I never suspected that he knew anything, beyond

knowledgeable in the use of plants for medicinal purposes.

JH:   Did you have a sense that he knew how to live?

CC:   No, no, I didn't I couldn't respond? there was something strange about
him, but anybody could tell that you know, there's something very uh, very

strange. There are two people that I have taken down to the field, with me, and
that they know him. They found that that . . . he has very haunting eyes when he
looks at you, because most of the time he squints or he seems to be shifty. You

would say that he's a shifty looking man. He's not looking, except sometimes
when he looks, he's very, whenever he looks he's very forceful. You could

acknowledge that he's looking at you. And I, but I never knew that he knew
anything beyond that, I have no idea. When I went to do my fieldwork, I always I
parted from the point of view that I was the anthropologist, in quotes, doing the
fieldwork with uh, Indian, you know. And they were uh, I was the one who knew

file:///C:/Users/Abstract/AppData/Local/Temp/calibre_mp3sje/yxg_a0_pdf_out/index-1.html


most everything and uh they didn't. But of course, that it was a great culture
shock to find out that I didn't know anything. It's a great feeling that of arriving, a

sense of uh, humbleness. Because we are the winners, the conquerors, you
know, and whatever we do is great, is logical, it's, it's magnificent. We only the

ones who are capable of anything noble, that's in the back of our mind. We
cannot avoid that, we cannot avoid that. And whenever we tumble down from that

stand, I feels it's great.

JH:   What country are you from?

CC:   I'm from Brazil, I was born in Brazil. My grandparents are Italian.

JH:   Uh, do you still think that he manipulated you into the last part of your
book into a situation in which you supposedly in danger of losing your soul?

CC:   There, there are two explanations, you see, I prefer to think, that he was
cueing me. It made me feel comfortable to think that this was an experience
resulting from these manipulations or social cues. But maybe this witch was

impersonating him. Everytime I am in U.C.L.A. of course I pretend the position
that he was, manipulating me. That's very coherent, cogent of the pursual of

academia. But whenever I am in field, I think they were impersonating him. And
that's incoherent with what takes place there. That's a very difficult transition to

make. If you are going to dwelling in a University, if I would be a teacher, if I know
that I'm going to be a teacher all my life, I could say anything you know, and it's

nice, but I may wind up again in the field, very soon. I uh, made up my mind. I am
going to go back, later maybe at the end of this month, and uh, I'm very serious

about that.

JH:   Could you describe the nature of your communication with don Juan,
since you wrote the book?

CC:   We're very good friends. He uh, uh he uh, he's capable always to baffle
me me, by kidding me. He never takes anything seriously. I am very serious in the

sense like, I feel that I have withdrawn from this apprenticeship. And I'm very
serious about that, I believe that I have.

JH:   He doesn't believe you?

CC:   No....

JH:   Do you find that your approach to uh, uh reality, or whatever, is any
different since meeting don Juan?

CC:   O yes, yes, very different. Very different as such. Well I don't take things
too seriously anymore.

JH:   Why did you write the second part of your book?



CC:   Why? Essentially, I'm concerned with rescuing something that has been
lost for five hundred years, because of superstition, we all know that. It's

superstition, and it's been taken as such. Therefore, in order to render it, serious,
to go beyond the revelation, that there must be something that could be distilled
from the revelation period. And to me, the only way to do it, is by presenting it

seriously, in format of the socialist position. Otherwise, it remains in the level of
oddity. We have in the back of our minds, the idea that only we could be logical,

only we could be sublime, noble. Somehow, I think, maybe I'm speaking for
myself alone, but that's the end of character of our actions. In social science you

see that. Every social scientist goes to the field, loaded with the idea that he's
going examine something and know. And uh, that's not fair, that he so um, in that

sense, I cannot escape that.

JH:   Don Juan in the book, he mentioned that he asked you never to reveal
the name that Mescalito gave to you, or to reveal the circumstances under which
you met, yet you wrote this whole book of don Juan's to anyone who would read

it.

CC:   I asked him about that. I wanted to know before I ever, ever, in writing
something like that, I asked him if it was alright. I didn't reveal anything that was

not permitted. I didn't. I was interested in the logical system. It's a system of
logical thought. It takes a long time, took a long time for me to discover, that this
was a system of exhaustive, the best, presented in this, my world. This is what is

appealing, is the order. And whatever, I reveal in it, has nothing to do with the
things that were, let's say, taboo. I reveal only the order, only the system. So, as
to make us realize that the Indians are very, very tenacious, they are persistent

people and as intelligent as anybody.

[Voice overdub on tape]:   I think it's significant how Carlos is bending over
backwards to present a system of non-ordinary reality, non-linear reality in a

conceptual framework so that it can be accepted by his peers at the University of
California by the American public. It's almost as if Carlos had wasn't taking any

chances that the psychedelic generation was really going to be there and ready to
read the book, the psychedelic generation could get the message, be a large

enough part of the readership to to pass the word. He's talking about people, he
talks about non-people there's some really some really remarkable instances

there where I remember the one where don Juan walks or Carlos walks off into
the chaparral and he comes back and there are these three beings there who turn
out later according to don Juan not to be even beings. Apparently, they don't have

these fibers coming or they don't look like eggs. Do you have any insights into
what these are, that aren't really people, from having listened to that? I'm not too
much into that, that was part of so-called phantoms that Carlos was describing,
but it wasn't very clear to me where they fit into the whole picture, except these
were people you know, phantoms were entices that you had to look for, and be

careful about. It seems also like only a sorcerer and a man-of- knowledge can tell
who they are, because to Carlos it looked very much like real people, and Genero
and Juan can recognize them and unless we're into that other kind of knowledge,
I can't claim to be able to recognize them. Carlos talks about his experience with

the datura plant, or the jimson weed, the devil weed in the first book and the
second book which is dealing very heavily the need for the psychotropic plants.



He drank the root extract and rubbed himself with the paste, and what followed
was an extraordinary experience. Afterwards Don Juan discusses with him the

lessons he learned. Carlos says there was a question I wanted to ask him. I knew
he was going to evade it, so I waited for him to mention the subject; I waited all

day. Finally, before I left that evening, I had to ask him, "Did I really fly, don
Juan?" "That is what you told me. Didn't you?" "I know, don Juan. I mean, did my

body fly? Did I take off like a bird?" "You always ask me questions I cannot
answer. You flew. That is what the second portion of the devil's weed is for. As

you take more of it, you will learn how to fly perfectly. It is not a simple matter. A
man flys with the help of the second portion of the devil's weed. That is all I can
tell you. What you want to know makes no sense. Birds fly like birds and a man
who has taken the devil's weed flies as such ." "As birds do?" "No, he flies as a
man who has taken the weed." "Then I didn't really fly, don Juan. I flew in my

imagination, in my mind alone. Where was my body?" "In the bushes," he replied
cuttingly, but immediately broke into laughter again. "The trouble with you is that

you understand things in only one way. You don't think a man flies; and yet a
brujo can move a thousand miles in one second to see what is going on. He can

deliver a blow to his enemies long distances away. So, does he or doesn't he fly?"
"You see, don Juan, you and I are differently oriented. Suppose, for the sake of

argument, one of my fellow students had been here with me when I took the
devil's weed. Would he have been able to see me flying?" "There you go again

with your questions about what would happen if . . . It is useless to talk that way. If
your friend, or anybody else, takes the second portion of the weed all he can do is
fly. Now, if he had simply watched you, he might have seen you flying, or he might

not. That depends on the man." "But what I mean, don Juan, is that if you and I
look at a bird and see it fly, we agree that it is flying. But if two of my friends had

seen me flying as I did last night, would they have agreed that I was flying?"
"Well, they might have. You agree that birds fly because you have seen them

flying. Flying is a common thing with birds. But you will not agree on other things
birds do, because you have never seen birds doing them. If your friends knew

about men flying with the devil's weed, then they would agree." "Let's put it
another way, don Juan. What I meant to say is that if I had tied myself to a rock

with a heavy chain I would have flown just the same, because my body had
nothing to do with my flying." "If you tie yourself to a rock," he said, "I'm afraid you

will have to fly holding the rock with its heavy chain."
[end of Voice overdub]

JH:   Why did you leave?

CC:   Why did I leave? I got too frightened. There is this assumption in all of
us, that uh, we could give ourselves agreement that this is real. I'm sure that

many humans have taken psychedelic substance like LSD, or something like that,
the distortion that you suffer, under this psychedelic, is accountable, by saying I'm

seeing such and such, and that and that, or this this and that because I have
taken something, that's in the back of our mind - always. So, anything could be
let's say, accounted for in a strange way. But, whenever you begin to lose that

security, I think that's time to quit. That's my fear.

JH:   But you haven't really quit.



CC:   That's the problem.

JH:   That several visions that you said you were more-or-less clairvoyant
visions, that told you about the past, things that you supposedly didn't know

about, other than the visions or examples that reported in the books. Did you ever
check to find out what you saw was true or not?

CC:   Well, that's sort of funny you know, there must be something. I've been
involved in hunting treasures lately. Mexican came to me and told me that there
was a house that uh, belonged to a man who apparently stored a lot of money

and never used a bank, ever, in his life. He figure and calculated that there was at
least $100,000 dollars and he asked if I could discover where the money was. So

I thought that's an interesting proposition. So, um I followed this ritual. It was a
minor ritual that produces in quotes, a vision, not as clear as a divination

procedure. But it's a vision that could be interpreted. A fire that has to be made to
attract whatever it is that has to be attracted. So this bunch of about four people
and I, they did all the ritual they followed me they trusted me, I suppose and we
waited for a vision but nothing came at all. And then the fact was that everybody
was looking for this treasure under the house, the house on the still, very high,
underneath the house and they and dug up the whole house. And uh, the guy

who was digging up, was bitten by a black spider, a black widows spiders. And it
was disastrous, they never found anything. So then I came into the picture, I have

this vision, I have this dream. A dream in which the owner of the house was
pointing to the ceiling. And I said, "Uh ha! It's not in the basement, it's in the
ceiling." And we went, one day, tried to find it in the ceiling, but we didn't we

couldn't find anything. It was disastrous though, because one of the Mexicans,
very big, he weighs about 315 pounds. He's a big moose. There's a small hatch

towards the ceiling and its' an old house constructed in the 20's probably and the
ceilings paper thin. So I was kinda walking on the beams and this guy got very

suspicious he thought that we were going to cheat him out of his money, we
never did it. And came into the scene, he came up. He walked up to where I was,

I was in the center of the house, center of the room, because that's the place I
thought he had pointed in my vision, stood by me, and he went through the
ceiling. He got hooked you know, the legs were hanging in the upper part.

JH:   Did don Juan make any uh restrictions or any regulations that the
circumstances in which you question yourself? . . .

CC:   Yes, good very good. I went to see don Juan, and I told him this failure.
And how you know very, and he said was very natural, whatever is left of a man,

guards whatever he's hiding. I have my notes, you know that I took in the field
that I treasure a great deal. I've become very possessive with my notes. And don
Juan says, "will you leave your notes for any idiot to get?" No, I won't. That's the

point. And what's the difference? A guy loves his money. And he's not going to let
an idiot like me come and get it. Therefore, he sets all kinds of traps and

obstructions. That's the turning point in my approach with don Juan. From then
on, I never been able to think that I could trip him. He flipped me intellectually. I

thought that that piece was very neat, very simple and coherent. From then on, I
was not ever able to think of myself as the student of Anthropology the University



student coming to look down on an Indian. He completely destroyed dislodged my
affiliation to the intellectual man.

JH:   He made you think yourself as a man?

CC:   He made me think of myself as a man who doesn't know anything, in
relation to what he knows. But I don't know what he means. All I've given you is

what he gave me. I don't how fear could be vanquished. Because I haven't
vanquished it myself. I have an idea, that perhaps applicable. I like to go into the

field and test it. But that's another story that's very different.

JH:   Did he vanquish fear?

CC:   Well, he has. Yes . . .

JH:   Entirely?

CC:   Yes . . . it looks like it is very simple. Once you have the mechanics, I
suppose, he is parting at all times from a different point of view. He set like uh ,

whatever is between the phenomena and that I am experiencing, and me, theres
always an intermediate, it's a set of expectations, motivations, language, you

name it. It's there, it's a whole set. But that's my, my heritage of the European. To
use the set which is common to all of us. That's why understand each other. But

don Juan has a different set, entirely different. That's the incapacity to understand
him. Very difficult to understand what he's talking about. When he says that one

could conquer fear. There's an interesting idea that occured to me now, that I
would like to test in the field. I have attended recently a peyote meeting. It was a
gathering, which I just took water to them. I didn't participate. I just went there to
watch, to observe. Because I have this I have arrived to the conclusion that the

consensus the agreement that he gave me, that I narrated in this book, a private
agreement, special between the teacher and the student, but something else

takes place. There's a collective agreement, a whole bunch of people agree upon
things which cannot be seen, ordinarily. But I was thought that this agreement
consisted in cueing the others. Therefore, there must be a leader I thought that

could cue, you know, by twisting the eye, you know, something like that, you
know, twist of the fingers, and therefore, they all say that they have agreed.

Because one gives the cue. They believe that for instance in the matter of peyote,
anybody who intakes peyote hears a buzzing in the ears. However the Indians
believe that there a seventeen types of buzzing. And each one then will then
respond to a precise nature of the visitation. The deity Mescalito, comes in a
specific way. And it announces it, by buzzing. There must be an agreement

among them a) ten people as to what buzzing is it in the first place and then the
nature of it. How is the lesson going to be? Is it going to a ferocious lesson, very
dramatic, very mild, amenable, depends on what is the, uh, I suppose the mood

of the deity. That, I thought this agreement was accomplished by means of a
code. So I went I asked don Juan to I could drive them, I took my car and drove a

whole bunch of people. I made myself available in that form. And then I could
serve, I said, you know, bringing water to them. So I watched. And I couldn't

detect any code, at all. However in my effort to watch, I got involved, very deeply



involved, and at that moment, I flipped. I walked into this experience, I had taken
peyote, which I didn't. This is my stand, O.K.? I think what they do, is they hold
judgement. They drop this set. And their capable of gaining the phenomena in a
different level. Their capable of viewing it, in a level from what I do ordinarily, the

way I do it ordinarily. So if I drop this set, whatever it is that is interfering,
intermediate, the intermediate set between the phenomena and me, I arrive to
this area of special agreement. Therefore, it's very simple to them to arrive to

that. I thought that experience in distorted a whole series of days, five or six days
in which they intake peyote. I thought the last day was the only day in which they
agree. But they agree every day. I don't know. I have to go and find out. I know

that it's possible to hold judgement.

JH:   That girl asked you a question about fear, vanquishing fear entirely. At
any, as I read it, or understand I, as I mean, as far as fear is no longer your

enemy, doesn't mean you don't have it anymore. Because he said the man-of-
knowledge goes to knowledge, and this could be anywhere along the line even
after you vanquished fear. Would fear, respect, wide-awake and the four things,

so fear is no longer your enemy, isn't that true?

CC:   No, maybe, maybe, though perhaps we are afraid only because are
judging. That's another possibility. Once we drop the prejudgment, what's there to
fear? At the moment, like uh he used to cure years ago, that's before I met him.
Today, he's not interested anymore in curing or bewitching. He says that he's
beyond company or solitude. So, he just exists . . . he lives in central Mexico.

JH:   What does he do with his time?

CC:   Maybe he flies . . . I don't know. I really don't know. I feel, I always feel, I
projected him, and I say, poor little old man, what does he do with his time? But
that's me, you see, I, poor little old man, what do I do with my time? But that's a

different set, you see, he has a different system, completely.

JH:   You smoked mushrooms in the state of Oaxaca. I'm wondering what the
names of those mushrooms.

CC:   The mushrooms belong to the psilocybe family. I'm sure of that. And
they grow in central Mexico. Then you make a journey to central Mexico. You
collect them and then you take them to wherever you live. And wait for a year,
before they are useable. They spend a year inside of a gourd. And they are

utilized.

JH:   Were these the ones where they from Oaxaca.?

CC:   Their from central Mexico, that area, yeah, Oaxaca. They are fourteen
species of psilocybe.

JH:   Could you tell us about the need and nature for secrecy and mystical
teachings such as don Juans?



CC:   I don't know. He feels that in order to return from one of the trips, in
quotes, you had to have a great degree of help and knowledge, without which you

don't return. Maybe he's right, maybe he's right, maybe you need, the not so
much the encouragement of the friendly man telling you everything's O.K. Joe,

don't do it. More than that. Maybe you need another type of knowledge, that
would render the experience utilizable, meaningful. And that cracks your mind,

that really busts you.

JH:   Do you discourage someone from using these drugs?

CC:   I do, I do. I don't think they should. Because, perhaps they would get to
know more about it. Otherwise, they become spearheads. And spearheads burn,

period.

JH:   Do you know what the psychoactive substances in datura?

CC:   Atropine, And hyoscyamine. And there are two more substances,
something like somebody called Scopolamine, but nobody knows what

scopolamine was. It's very toxic, terribly toxic. Very, very harmful plant in that
sense. Strychnine? Strychnine, peyote contains eight types of strychnine.

JH:   Were there other men of knowledge considered to be like don Juan?

CC:   Yes, Don Juan likes to think that his predilection is talking. He likes to
talk. There are other men who has another type of predilection. There is a man
who gives lessons in waterfalls. His predilection is balance and movement. And

the other one I know dances, and he accomplishes the same thing.

JH:   What about mushrooms in your book?

CC:   There are no hallucinogenic mushrooms. Muscaria that's not in old world
though.

JH:   Yeah, yeah.... Datura is growing all over Berkeley.

CC:   Well, it's a plant that grows anywhere, in the United States. The intake of
Datura produces a terrible inflamation of the proxic glands. It's not desirable to

use it. So uh, it's a very toxic plant.

JH:   It happened to you?

CC:   No, no after its prepared, it loses its toxicity. The American Indians I
think learned a great deal in manipulating plants. And how they learned, perhaps
like don Juan said you could arrive to a direct knowledge of complex procedures

directly via tapping whatever you tap.

JH:   What do you see any meaning in terms of good and bad or good and evil
or . . . ?



CC:   No, I don't know. They interpreted in any way, again as a state of special
ordinary reality. He again I think manipulated me and uh, or perhaps it is possible

to see colours. I have a friend who reported though to me that to me he saw
magenta, he says. That was the only thing he say, he tried to do this at night, and

uh, he was capable of arriving to this distortion of colours, whatever.

JH:   One thing I noticed about reading the book, all these experiences take
place at night.

CC:   No, I think the night is very friendly, very amenable. It's warmer, for some
reason. And the darkness is a covering, it's like a blanket. Very nice. On the other

hand, the daytime is very active, it's too busy. It's not conducive to feeling for
anything like that. I like the night, I don't know why, maybe I'm owl, something like
that. I like very much, it's very amenable to me. I turn the lights in my house off all

the time. I feel very funny, for some reason, it's very comfortable, it's dark, and
very restless when there's much light.

JH:   Could you tell more about Mescalito? Like what, what, how?

CC:   First, of all the American Indians have a god not called Mescalito, it's
called something else . . . They have different names, yes. Mescalito is a

circumlocution, that he uses, like to say, little Joe, little Billy. Circumlocution is to
mean William.

JH:   Is he one of, one god, or is like a thousand million gods?

CC:   That's power, it's a teacher. It's a teacher that lives outside of yourself.
You never mention it by name. Because the name that he gives you is personal.

Therefore, you use the name peyetero. Because peyetero means something else.
It's not applicable to that. It's a word that's been used by Spaniards. Peyetero is a

state, very much like datura, in the Mexican, Spanish use in Mexico. Datura is
called toloache. Toloache is a people say toloache is a state of knowledge,
related to the datura. It's not the plant, it's a state of knowledge. Ololiuhqui,

Saghun, the Spanish priest was very concerned with. And people have identified
it as the seeds of the Morning Glory. But that belongs to the datura also. But

again it's a state, state of knowledge.

JH:   Does don Juan or any of the other brujos have any difficulty with the
Church, because of his . . .

CC:   Well, I suppose they do. They couldn't care less one way or the other.
They are capable of short-circuiting the works of the dominant society. Which is
very, very appealing to me, at least, to be able to short circuit them and render

them meaningless, and useless, and harmless. You see, don Juan is not trying to
fight anybody, therefore nobody with him. He's very capable, he's a hunter. He's a

hunter, he's a capable man, he does everything himself.

JH:   He hunts animals for food?



CC:   Many ways, metaphorically, and um, in a literally way. He hunts in his
own way. He's a warrior, meaning he's alert on his toes consistently. He never lets
anything beyond, by him. There's a great argument that I have with his grandson.

His grandson says my grandfather is feeble minded. I said you know perhaps
you're wrong. Do you think you could sneak up on him? And the young guy,

Fernando, no, my grandfather, you cannot sneak on the grandfather, he's a brujo.
It's absurd, you know, how could you that he's feeble minded and then you said

that you could not sneak up on him. That's the idea, you see, he maintains
everybody, under this this sort of control. He never lets me out of his sight. I'm
always within his view. And its an automatic process, unconscious. He's not

aware of it, but I'm always there, at all times. He's very alert. He's not isolated
man. He's a hunter, a warrior. His life is a game of strategy. He's capable of
rounding up his armies, and using them in a most efficient way. The most
efficacious way. He's not a guy who cuts corners. But his great motto is

efficacious. And that's totally opposed to my motto. My motto is waste, like all us,
unfortunately. You see, I get caught in tremendous upheavals of meaning. And
things split me. I begin to whine. You know, why, why, how did it happen to me?

But if I could be able to live like don Juan, I could set up my life in way of strategy,
set my armies strategically. Like he says, then if you lose, all you lose is a battle.
That's all. You're very happy at that. But not with me, because if I lose they took
me, they raped me, I've been taken, in my furor. You know, no end to my fury.
Because I was not prepared for it. But what would happen if I was prepared?

Then I was just defeated, and defeat is not so bad. But to be raped, that's terrible,
that's horrendous, and that's what we all do. By one, we are raped by cigarettes.
We can't stop smoking, ah, you know, people are raped by food, they can't stop

eating. I have my own quirks, I get raped by certain things, I cannot mention
them. Weak and feeble, and helpless. Don Juan thinks that and feels that it's an
indulgence, and he cannot afford to. And he's not indulgent at all. He does not

indulge, and yet his life is very harmonious. Terribly funny, and great. And I
pondered, how in the devil can he do it? And I thinks it's by cutting his indulgence
to nothing. And yet he lives very well. He doesn't deny himself anything, there's

the trick. That's the funny trick. Its a normal semantic manipulation. Like he says,
since he was six years old, he likes girls. He says that the reason why he likes

girls, because when he was young he took one with datura, with the lizards, and
the lizards bit him nearly to death. And he was sick for three months. He was in a
coma for weeks and then his teacher told him not to worry about it, because from

then on, he was going to be virile until the day he died. He says the lizards do
that. You know, they bit you too hard, you become very virile. So I asked him,

"how could I get a couple of bites?" He said, "you would need more than a couple
of bites." He's not frugal in sense of denial, but he doesn't indulge. Maybe that

doesn't make sense.

JH:   Could you tell me more about the Yaquis?

CC:   The Yaquis? The Yaquis are Christians, Catholics, nominal Catholics.
They allowed the Catholic missionaries to come in 1773, voluntarily. And after 80

years of colonization, they killed all the missionaries. And no missionaries has
ever come. They involved themselves in this war against the Mexicans. After the
independence of Mexico. The Yaquis have been in war with the Mexican army for
100 years, of solid war. Solid. They raided the Mexican towns, they killed them.



And finally, in 1908, at the beginning of the century, Mexico decided to put an end
to this nonsense. They rounded them up, sending huge troops, armies, round up

the Indians put them in trains in boats and ship them to the south, to Oaxaca,
Veracruz and Yucatan, dispersed them completely and that was only the way to
stop them. And then in 1940, after the war, he says, masses of people in Mexico

being the avant garde of democracy of Latin America, they couldn't stand the
things that they did to the Yaquis. So they rounded the Yaquis again, brought

them back, they are again in Sonora now. They are seasoned warriors, they are
very, very, very aggressive people. It is inconceivable that don Juan could enter
into that society. It's a closed circuit. It's very aggressive. They wouldn't trust me,

because I'm an Mexican. They see me as a Mexican. They would trust an
American, much much better, much easier. They hate Mexicans, they call them
the Yoris. Which means pigs, something like that. Because they have been so

oppressed . . .

JH:   Do you know about don Juan as brujo or don Juan as diablero?

CC:   It's the same thing. A brujo is a diablero, those are two Spanish words,
to denominate to design, they signify the same thing. Don Juan does not want to
use that because it connotes a sense of evilness. So he uses the word man-of-

knowledge, it's a Mazatec term. I concluded that whatever he learned from a
Mazatec, because man-of-knowledge is one who knows. And one who knows is a
Mazatec term. A brujo, a sorcerer, is one who knows. I hope that I arrive to that. I

doubt very much that my makeup is one that is required to make a man-of-
knowledge. I don't think I have the backbone.

JH:   Well, Does don Juan agree with that?

CC:   No, he never told me that, you know. He thinks that I have a very bad
probably frank. I do think because I get get bored, which is pretty bad, terrible,
suicidal nearly. Presented me the example of a man who was courageous. He

found a woodcarver, who was very interested to in the idea of taking peyote. Don
Juan took me to Sonora as a show, so he could convince his grandson that is

was very desirable to take peyote. That it would change his life. His grandson is
very handsome chap, terribly handsome. He wants to be a movie star. He wants
me to bring him to Hollywood. And he always asks me, his name is Fernando, he

always asks me, do you think I'm handsome Carlos? You're really handsome.
And then he says, do you think I could work in the movies as a chief in a cowboy
movie or something? He would, he would be a magnificent chief. He wants me to

take him to Hollywood. He says just take me to the door, and leave me there. I
never had the opportunity of bringing him to the door. But uh, however don Juan

has the intention to turn his grandson to the use of peyote. And he failed
everytime. And he took me one day as a show, and I told them my experiences,

there were eight Indians and their listening. They said it, peyote causes madness,
causes insanity. Don Juan says,"but that's not true, if that would be so, look at

Carlos, he isn't mad." They said, maybe he should be.

JH:   Do you think you could have found the level of understanding that you
found now, by intaking the drugs without don Juan?



CC:   No, I am very emphatic about that. I would be lost. I just talked to
Timothy Leary. And he flipped. I'm sorry, that's my personal feeling. He cannot

concentrate, and that's absurd.

JH:   Is that the difference between he and Don Juan?

CC:   Don Juan can concentrate.That's it. He could pinpoint things. He could
exhaustively laugh at things, and kick one subject until its death. I don't know why,

its very amenable to do that. He has a sense of humor. What he lacks is the
tragedy of a western man. We're tragic figures. We're sublime beings ... grovelling
in mud. Don Juan is not. He's a sublime being. He told me himself, I had a great
discussion with him once about dignity. And I said I that I have dignity and if I'm
going to live without dignity, I'll blow my head off. I mean it. I don't how I mean it,

but I do mean it. He said, that's nonsense, I don't understand about dignity, I have
no dignity, I am an Indian, I have only life. But that's his stand. And I argue with
him, I said listen, please I want so desperately, to understand, what I mean by

dignity, what happened to the Indians when the Spaniards came? They actually
forced them to live a life that had no dignity. They forced them to take the path
that had no heart. And then he said, that's not true. The Spaniards rounded up

the Indians who had dignity. Only the Indians that had already dignity. Maybe he's
right. They never rounded him up. I told don Juan when I met him, his guy who

introduced me, said my name is so and so. In Spanish my name is spider,
Charley Spider. If I told him my name is Charley Spider. He'd crack up. We kidded
around. After that, I found that was my golden opportunity to make my entry. And

I said, "listen, I understand that you know a great deal about peyote. I do too, I
know a great deal about peyote, maybe to our mutual benefit we could get

together and talk about." That was my presentation, I mean, my formal
presentation, I used it over and over. And he looked at me, in a very funny way, I
cannot portray. But I knew at that moment, that he knew I didn't know anything. I

was just throwing the bull, you know, completely bluffing him. That's what
bothered me very much, I never been looked at in that way, ever. That was

enough for me to be very interested to go and see him. Nobody ever looked at
me that way.

JH:   The guidance of a teacher. What about people that don't have a person
like don Juan?

CC:   That's the real problem. I think, it's an untenable position. I placed
myself in that position, by myself, an untenable position. I wouldn't know. It's like
uh.... when I went to see him, um for instance, when the book came out, I took it
to him, and I got a book, and pretended that it was the first book that ever came
out of the presses, you know, and I wanted to take it to don Juan. Maybe it was

the first book, I don't know, perhaps it was. I wanted to believe that it was,
anyway, and I took it to him, I gave it it was very difficult to reach him in the first
place, because he was way up in the central part of Mexico I had to wait for a

couple of days. And then finally he came down to town and I gave him the book. I
said, "don Juan look I finished a book," and he looked said, "very nice," he said,
"a nice book", and in a state of passion I said , "I want you to have it want you to

keep, I want you to have it." He said, "what can I do with a book," "you know what
we do with paper in Mexico."
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KPFA Radio Interview - 1968

Radio interview with Carlos Castaneda - 1968 "Don Juan: The Sorcerer"

Interviewer:   For six years from 1960-66 Carlos Castaneda served as an
apprentice to a Yaqui Indian brujo, or sorcerer named don Juan. During those
years, Mr. Castaneda was a graduate student in Anthropology at UCLA. His

experiences with don Juan lead him into a strange world of shamanistic lore and
psychedelic experience and adventures in what Mr. Castaneda calls states of non

ordinary reality, some of which were frightening in the extreme, and all of which
are fascinating in the extreme. His experiences with don Juan are recounted in a

book which has been published this year by the University of California Press
called "The Teachings of don Juan: A Yaqui Way of Knowledge". Mr. Castaneda

is with us here at KPFA today and has agreed to discuss the book and his
experiences with don Juan. Let me begin by asking you how you managed to

meet this remarkable personality, don Juan, and can you give us some idea what
sort of a person he is?

CC:   I met don Juan in a rather fortuitous manner. I was doing, at the time in
1960, I was doing, I was collecting ethnographic data on the use of medicinal

plants among the Arizona Indians. And a friend of mine who was my guide on that
enterprise knew about don Juan. He knew that don Juan was a very learned man

in the use of plants and he intended to introduce me to him, but he never got
around to do that. One day when I was about to return to Los Angeles, we

happened to see him at a bus station, and my friend went over to talk to him.
Then he introduced me to the man and I began to tell him that my interests was
plants, and that, especially about peyote, because somebody had told me that
this old man was very learned in the use of peyote. And we talked for about 15
minutes while he was waiting for his bus, or rather I did all the talking and he
didn't say anything at all. He kept on staring at me from time to time and that

made me very uncomfortable because I didn't know anything about peyote, and
he seemed to have seen through me. After about 15 minutes he got up and said
that perhaps I could come to his house sometime where we could talk with more
ease, and he just left. And I thought that the attempt to meet him was a failure
because I didn't get anything out of him. And my friend thought that it was very

common to get a reaction like that from the old man because he was very
eccentric. But I returned again perhaps a month later and I began to search for

him. I didn't know where he lived, but I found out later where his house was and I
came to see him. He, at first, you know, I approached him as a friend. I liked, for

some reason, I liked the way he looked at me at the bus depot. There was
something very peculiar about the way he stares at people. And he doesn't stare,

usually he doesn't look at anybody straight in the eye, but sometimes he does
that and it's very remarkable. And it was more that stare which made me go to

see him than my interest in anthropological work. So I came various times and we
developed a sort of friendship. He has a great sense of humor and that eased the

things up.
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Q:   About how old a man was he when you met him?

CC:  Oh he was in his late 60's, 69, or something like that.

Q:   Now, you identify him in the book as a brujo. Can you give us some idea
of what this means and to what extent don Juan is connected, if at all, with some
sort of an ethnic background, a tribal background or is he pretty much of a lone

wolf?

CC:   The word brujos, the Spanish conception, it could be translated in
various ways, in English could render a sorcerer, witch, medicine man or herbalist
or curer, and, of course, the technical word shaman. Don Juan does not relate, or
does not define himself in any of those ways. He thinks of himself, perhaps he is

a man of knowledge.

Q:   That's the term he uses, man of knowledge?

CC:   He uses man of knowledge or one who knows. He uses that
interchangeably. In as far as his tribal allegiances, I think he, don Juan, is very

much, I think his emotional ties are with the Yaquis of Sonora since his father was
a Yaqui from one of the towns in Sonora, one of the Yaqui towns. But his mother

was from Arizona. Thus he has sort of a divided origin which makes him very
much a marginal man. At the present he has family in Sonora, but he doesn't live

there. He lives there part of the time, perhaps I should say.

Q:   Does he have any formal livelihood? How does he earn his way in the
world?

CC:   I wouldn't be able to, to, to discuss that, rather I don't think that I could at
the moment.

Q:   One point I'd like to clear up - it's something that I wondered about as I
read the book. The book consisted in large part of recordings of your own
experiences in using the herbs and mushrooms and so on that don Juan

introduced you to, and long conversations with don Juan. How were you able, just
as a technical problem, how were you able to keep track of your experiences over

such a long period of time. How were you able to record all of this?

CC:   It seems difficult, but since one of the items of the learning process of
recapitulation of whatever you experience, in order to remember everything that

happened, I had to make mental notes of all the steps, of all the things that I saw,
all the events that occurred during the states of, let's say, expanded

consciousness or whatever. And then it was easy to translate them into writing
after, because I had them all meticulously filed, sort of, in my mind. That's as the
experience itself goes, but then the questions and answers I simply wrote them

down.

Q:   You were able to take notes while you were....



CC:  Not at the very beginning of our relationship I never took any notes. I
took notes in the covert manner. I had a pad of paper inside my pockets, you

know, big pockets on my jacket. I used to write inside my pockets. It's a technique
ethnographers use sometimes that they convert notes and then, of course. you
have to work very hard to decipher the way they're written. But it has to be done
very quickly, very fast. As soon as you have time; you cannot postpone anything.

You cannot let it go for the next day, cause you lose everything. Since I think I
work compulsively, I was capable of writing down everything that took place very,

very shortly after the events themselves.

Q:   I must say that many of the dialogues are extremely fascinating
documents. Don Juan, as you record his remarks has a certain amount of

eloquence and imagination.

CC:   Well one thing, he's very artful with usual words and he thinks of himself
as a talker, although he doesn't like to talk. But he thinks that talking is his

predilection, as other men of knowledge have all the predilections like movement,
balance. His is talking. That is my good fortune to find a man that would have the

same predilection that I have.

Q:   Now, one of the things that's most impressive about the book is the
remarkable chances that you seem to have taken under don Juan's tutelage; that
is, he introduced you to various chemicals, substances, some of which, clearly I
suppose could have been fatal if they had not been used carefully. How did you
manage to work up sufficient trust in this man to down all of the concoctions that

he put before you?

CC:  The way the books present it seems to heighten some dramatic
sequences, which is, I'm afraid, not true real life. There are enormous gaps in

between in which ordinary things took place, that are not included. I didn't include
in the book because they did not pertain to the system I wanted to portray, so I
just simply took them away, you see. And that means that the gaps between

those very height states, you know, whatever, says that I remove things that are
continuous crescendos, in kind of sequence leading to a very dramatic solution.

But in real life it was a very simple matter because it took years in between,
months pass in between them, and in the meantime we did all kinds of things. We
even went hunting. He told me how to trap things, set traps, very old, old ways of

setting a trap, and how to catch rattlesnakes. He told me how to prepare
rattlesnakes, in fact. And so that eases up, you see, the distrust or the fear.

Q:   I see. So there was a chance for you to build up a tremendous amount of
confidence in this man.

CC:  Yes, we spent a lot of time together. He never told me what he was
gonna do, anyways. By the time I realized, I was already too deep into to turn

back.

Q:   Now, the heart of the book, at least as far as my reading was concerned,
certainly the most fascinating part of the book, has to do with your experiences



with what you term non-ordinary reality, and many of these experiences as you
recount them have a great deal of cogency to them; that is, they are experiences

that seem to come very close to demonstrating the validity of practices like
divination, and then on the other hand you have experiences that, at the time,

seemed to have been tremendously vivid experiences of flight and of being
transformed into various animal forms, and often you suggest a sense of some
ultimate revelation taking place. What sense do you make of these experiences
now as you look back on them all? What seems to have been valid about them
and how was don Juan, do you feel, seem able to control or predict what these

experiences would be?

CC:   Well, in as far as making sense out of them, I think as an anthropologist,
I think, the way I had done it, I could use them as grounds for, say, set up a

problem in anthropology, but that doesn't mean that I understand them or use
them in any way. I could just employ them to construct a system, perhaps. But if I
will view them from the point of view of a non-European man, maybe shaman or
perhaps a Yaqui, I think the experiences are, they are designed to produce the
knowledge that reality of consensus is only a very small segment of the total

range of what we could feel as real. If we could learn to code reality or stimuli the
way a shaman does, perhaps we could elongate our range of what we call real.

Q:    What do you mean by that, how does a shaman like don Juan code
stimuli?

CC:   For instance, in the idea that a man could actually turn into a cricket or a
mountain lion or a bird, is to me, this is my personal conclusion, it's a way of

intaking a stimuli and readapting it. I suppose the stimuli is there, anybody who
would take a hallucinogenic plant or a chemical produced in a laboratory, I think

will experience more or less the same distortion. We call it distortion of reality. But
the shamans, I think, have learned through usage in thousands of years, perhaps,
of practice, they have learned to reclassify the stimuli encoded in a different way.
The only way we have to code it is as hallucination, madness. That's our system
of codification. We cannot conceive that one could turn into a crow, for instance.

Q:   This was your experience under don Juan's tutelage?

CC:  Yes. As a European I refuse to believe that one could do it, you see.
But...

Q:   But it was a tremendously vivid experience when you had it...

CC:   Well it was hard to say, it was real, that's my only way of describing it.
But now you see the things over, if I would be allowed to analyze it, I think, you
know, what he was trying to do was to teach me another way of coding reality,
another way of putting it into a propitious frame that could turn into a different

interpretation.

Q:   I thought the passage in the book where these very different orientations
toward reality that you had, and don Juan had, the point at which it came through



most clearly to me, was the point in which you question him about your own
experience of apparent flight. And you finally came around to asking if you had

been chained to a rock, would don Juan feel that you still had flown, and his
answer was, in that case you would have flown with the chain and the rock.

CC:   He alludes, you know, that, I think what he means, what he meant to say
is that one never really changes. As a European my mind is set, my cognitive
units are set, in a sense. I would admit only a total change. For me to change
would mean that a person mutates totally into a bird, and that's the only way I
could understand it. But I think what he means is something else, something
much more sophisticated than that. My system's very rudimentary, you see, it

lacks the sophistication that don Juan has, but I cannot pinpoint actually what he
means like, things like what he means that one never changes really, there's

something else, another process is taking place.

Q:   Yes, it is difficult to focus on this. I think I remember don Juan's line was,
you flew as a man flies. But he insisted that you flew.

CC:   Yes.

Q:   There's another remarkable statement he makes. It is in a discussion of
the reality of the episode. He says, that is all there is in reality, what you felt.

CC:   Uh-huh. Yea, he, don Juan's a very sophisticated thinker, really, it's not
easy to come to grips with him. You see, I had tried various times to wrestle with
him intellectually and he always comes the victor, you know. He's very artful. He

posed once the idea to me that the whole, the totality of the universe is just
perception. It's how we perceive things. And there are no facts, only

interpretations. And those are nearly, I'm merely paraphrasing him as close as I
can. And perhaps he's right, the facts are nothing else but interpretations that our
brain makes of stimuli. So that such whatever I felt was, of course, the important

thing.

Q:   Now, one of the aspects of what we normally call reality that seems most
important to us is that of coherence or consistency from experience to
experience, and I was impressed by the fact that the experiences you had under
peyote seemed to have in your recordings a remarkable coherence from
experience to experience. I'd like to question you about this. There is an image
that appeared in the experiences which you called mescalito. And it seems as if
this image appears again and again with great consistency, that the general
sense of the expe



Psychology Today - 1972

Castaneda Interview:

Source: Seeing Castaneda (1976). Reprinted from Psychology Today, 1972.

Sam Keen:   As I followed don Juan through your three books, I suspected, at
times, that he was the creation of Carlos Castaneda. He is almost to good to be
true--a wise old Indian whose knowledge of human nature is superior to almost

everybody's.

Carlos Castaneda:   The idea that I concocted a person like don Juan is
inconceivable. He is hardly the kind of figure my European intellectual tradition

would have led me to invent. The truth is much stranger. I wasn't even prepared
to make the changes in my life that my association with don Juan involved.

Keen:   How and where did you meet don Juan and become his apprentice?

Castaneda:   I was finishing my undergraduate study at UCLA and was
planning to go to graduate school in anthropology. I was interested in becoming a
professor and thought I might begin in the proper way by publishing a short paper

on medicinal plants. I couldn't have cared less about finding a weirdo like don
Juan. I was in a bus depot in Arizona with a high-school friend of mine. He
pointed out an old Indian man to me and said he knew about peyote and

medicinal plants. I put on my best airs and introduced myself to don Juan and
said: "I understand you know a great deal about peyote. I am one of the experts
on peyote (I had read Weston La Barre's The Peyote Cult) and it might be worth

your while to have lunch and talk with me." Well, he just looked at me and my
bravado melted. I was absolutely tongue-tied and numb. I was usually very

aggressive and verbal so it was a momentous affair to be silenced by a look. After
that I began to visit him and about a year later he told me he had decided to pass

on to me the knowledge of sorcery he had learned from his teacher.

Keen:   Then don Juan is not an isolated phenomenon. Is there a community
of sorcerers that shares a secret knowledge?

Castaneda:   Certainly. I know three sorcerers and seven apprentices and
there are many more. If you read the history of the Spanish conquest of Mexico,
you will find that the Catholic inquisitors tried to stamp out sorcery because they

considered it the work of the devil. It has been around for many hundreds of
years. Most of the techniques don Juan taught me are very old.

Keen:   Some of the techniques that sorcerers use are in wide use in other
occult groups. Persons often use dreams to find lost articles, and they go on out-

of-the-body journeys in their sleep. But when you told how don Juan and his
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friend don Genero made your car disappear in broad daylight I could only scratch
my head. I know that a hypnotist can create an illusion of the presence or

absence of an object. Do you think you were hypnotized?

Castaneda:   Perhaps, something like that. But we have to begin by realizing,
as don Juan says, that there is much more to the world than we usually

acknowledge. Our normal expectations about reality are created by a social
consensus. We are taught how to see and understand the world. The trick of
socialization is to convince us that the descriptions we agree upon define the

limits of the real world. What we call reality is only one way of seeing the world, a
way that is supported by a social consensus.

Keen:   Then a sorcerer, like a hypnotist, creates an alternative world by
building up different expectations and manipulating cues to produce a social

consensus.

Castaneda:   Exactly. I have come to understand sorcery in terms of Talcott
Parsons' idea of glosses. A gloss is a total system of perception and language.
For instance, this room is a gloss. We have lumped together a series of isolated
perceptions--floor, ceiling, window, lights, rugs, etc.--to make a totality. But we
had to be taught to put the world together in this way. A child reconnoiters the

world with few preconceptions until he is taught to see things in a way that
corresponds to the descriptions everybody agrees on. The world is an agreement.
The system of glossing seems to be somewhat like walking. We have to learn to

walk, but once we learn we are subject to the syntax of language and the mode of
perception it contains.

Keen:   So sorcery, like art, teaches a new system of glossing. When, for
instance, van Gogh broke with the artistic tradition and painted "The Starry Night"
he was in effect saying: here is a new way of looking at things. Stars are alive and

they whirl around in their energy field.

Castaneda:   Partly. But there is a difference. An artist usually just rearranges
the old glosses that are proper to his membership. Membership consists of being
an expert in the innuendoes of meaning that are contained within a culture. For
instance, my primary membership like most educated Western men was in the

European intellectual world. You can't break out of one membership without being
introduced into another. You can only rearrange the glosses.

Keen:   Was don Juan resocializing you or desocializing you? Was he
teaching you a new system of meanings or only a method of stripping off the old

system so that you might see the world as a wondering child?

Castaneda:   Don Juan and I disagree about this. I say he was reglossing me
and he says he was deglossing me. By teaching me sorcery he gave me a new

set of glosses, a new language and a new way of seeing the world. Once I read a
bit of the linguistic philosophy of Ludwig Wittgenstein to don Juan and he laughed
and said: "Your friend Wittgenstein tied the noose too tight around his neck so he

can't go anywhere."



Keen:   Wittgenstein is one of the few philosophers who would have
understood don Juan. His notion that there are many different language games--

science, politics, poetry, religion, metaphysics, each with its own syntax and
rules--would have allowed him to understand sorcery as an alternative system of

perception and meaning.

Castaneda:   But don Juan thinks that what he calls seeing is apprehending
the world without any interpretation; it is pure wondering perception. Sorcery is a

means to this end. To break the certainty that the world is the way you have
always been taught you must learn a new description of the world--sorcery--and
then hold the old and the new together. Then you will see that neither description
is final. At that moment you slip between the descriptions; you stop the world and

see. You are left with wonder; the true wonder of seeing the world without
interpretation.

Keen:   Do you think it is possible to get beyond interpretation by using
psychedelic drugs?

Castaneda:   I don't think so. That is my quarrel with people like Timothy
Leary. I think he was improvising from within the European membership and

merely rearranging old glosses. I have never taken LSD, but what I gather from
don Juan's teachings is that psychotropics are used to stop the flow of ordinary
interpretations, to enhance the contradictions within the glosses, and to shatter
certainty. But the drugs alone do not allow you to stop the world. To do that you
need an alternative description of the world. That is why don Juan had to teach

me sorcery.

Keen:   There is an ordinary reality that we Western people are certain is 'the'
only world, and then there is is the separate reality of the sorcerer. What are the

essential differences between them?

Castaneda: In European membership the world is built largely from what the
eyes report to the mind. In sorcery the total body is used as a perceptor. As

Europeans we see a world out there and talk to ourselves about it. We are here
and the world is there. Our eyes feed our reason and we have no direct

knowledge of things. According to sorcery this burden on the eyes in
unnecessary. We know with the total body.

Keen:   Western man begins with the assumption that subject and object are
separated. We're isolated from the world and have to cross some gap to get to it.
For don Juan and the tradition of sorcery, the body is already in the world. We are

united with the world, not alienated from it.

Castaneda: That's right. Sorcery has a different theory of embodiment. The
problem in sorcery is to tune and trim your body to make it a good receptor.
Europeans deal with their bodies as if they were objects. We fill them with

alcohol, Bad food, and anxiety. When something goes wrong we think germs
have invaded the body from outside and so we import some medicine to cure it.

The disease is not a part of us. Don Juan doesn't believe that. For him disease is



a disharmony between a man and his world. The body is an awareness and it
must be treated impeccably.

Keen:   This sounds similar to Norman O. Brown's idea that children,
schizophrenics, and those with the divine madness of the Dionysian

consciousness are aware of things and of other persons as extensions of their
bodies. Don Juan suggests something of the kind when he says the man of

knowledge has fibers of light that connect his solar plexus to the world.

Castaneda:   My conversation with the coyote is a good illustration of the
different theories of embodiment. When he came up to me I said: "Hi, little coyote.
How are you doing?" And he answered back: "I am doing fine. How about you?"

Now, I didn't hear the words in the normal way. But my body knew the coyote was
saying something and I translated it into dialogue. As an intellectual my

relationship to dialogue is so profound that my body automatically translated into
words the feeling that the animal was communicating with me. We always see the

unknown in terms of the known.

Keen:   When you are in that magical mode of consciousness in which
coyotes speak and everything is fitting and luminous it seems as if the whole

world is alive and that human beings are in a communion that includes animals
and plants. If we drop our arrogant assumptions that we are the only

comprehending and communicating form of life we might find all kinds of things
talking to us. John Lilly talked to dolphins. Perhaps we would feel less alienated if

we could believe we were not the only intelligent life.

Castaneda:   We might be able to talk to any animal. For don Juan and the
other sorcerers there wasn't anything unusual about my conversation with the

coyote. As a matter of fact they said I should have gotten a more reliable animal
for a friend. Coyotes are tricksters and are not to be trusted.

Keen:   What animals make better friends?

Castaneda:   Snakes make stupendous friends?

Keen:   I once had a conversation with a snake. One night I dreamt there was
a snake in the attic of a house where I lived when I was a child. I took a stick and
tried to kill it. In the morning I told the dream to a friend and she reminded me that

it was not good to kill snakes, even if they were in the attic in a dream. She
suggested that the next time a snake appeared in a dream I should feed it or do
something to befriend it. About an hour later I was driving my motor scooter on a
little-used road and there it was waiting for me--a four foot snake, stretched out

sunning itself. I drove alongside it and it didn't move. After we had looked at each
other for a while I decided I should make some gesture to let him know I repented
for killing his brother in my dream. I reached over and touched his tail. He coiled
up and indicated that I had rushed our intimacy. So I backed off and just looked.

After about five minutes he went off into the bushes.

Castaneda:   You didn't pick it up?



Keen:   No.

Castaneda:   It was a very good friend. A man can learn to call snakes. But
you have to be in very good shape, calm, collected--in a friendly mood, with no

doubts or pending affairs.

Keen:   My snake taught me that I had always had paranoid feelings about
nature. I considered animals and snakes dangerous. After my meeting I could

never kill another snake and it began to be more plausible to me that we might be
in some kind of living nexus. Our ecosystem might well include communication

between different forms of life.

Castaneda:   Don Juan has a very interesting theory about this. Plants, like
animals, always affect you. He says that if you don't apologize to plants for

picking them you are likely to get sick or have an accident.

Keen:   The American Indians had similar beliefs about animals they killed. If
you don't thank the animal for giving up his life so you may live, his spirit may

cause you trouble.

Castaneda:   We have a commonality with all life. Something is altered every
time we deliberately injure plant life or animal life. We take life in order to live but
we must be willing to give up our lives without resentment when it is our time. We
are so important and take ourselves so seriously that we forget that the world is a

great mystery that will teach us if we listen.

Keen:   Perhaps psychotropic drugs momentarily wipe out the isolated ego
and allow a mystical fusion with nature. Most cultures that have retained a sense

of communion between man and nature also have made ceremonial use of
psychedelic drugs. Were you using peyote when you talked with the coyote?

Castaneda:   No. Nothing at all.

Keen
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Don Juan and the Sorcerer's Apprentice

Glendower:

"I can call spirits from the vasty deep"

Hotspur:

"Why so can I, or so can any man;"

"But will they come when you do not call for them?"

      -- Henry IV, Part I

THE Mexican border is a great divide. Below it, the accumulated structures of
Western "rationality" waver and plunge. The familiar shapes of society - landlord

and peasant, priest and politician - are laid over a stranger ground, the occult
Mexico, with its brujos and carismaticos, its sorcerers and diviners. Some of their

practices go back 2,000 and 3,000 years to the peyote and mushroom and
morning glory cults of the ancient Aztecs and Toltecs. Four centuries of Catholic

repression in the name of faith and reason have reduced the old ways to a
subculture, ridiculed and persecuted. Yet in a country of 53 million, where many
village marketplaces have their sellers of curative herbs, peyote buttons or dried
hummingbirds, the sorcerer's world is still tenacious. Its cults have long been a

matter of interest to anthropologists. But five years ago, it could hardly have been
guessed that a master's thesis on this recondite subject, published under the

conservative imprint of the University of California Press, would become one of
the bestselling books of the early '70s.

OLD YAQUI. The book was The Teachings of Don Juan: a Yaqui Way of
Knowledge (1968). With its sequels, A Separate Reality (1971) and the current

Journey to Ixtlan (1972), it has made U.S. cult figures of its author and subject an
anthropologist named Carlos Castaneda and a mysterious old Yaqui Indian from
Sonora called Juan Matus. In essence, Castaneda's books are the story of how a
European rationalist was initiated into the practice of Indian sorcery. They cover a

span of ten years, during which, under the weird, taxing and sometimes comic
tutelage of Don Juan, a young academic labored to penetrate and grasp what he
calls the "separate reality" of the sorcerer's world. The learning of enlightenment
is a common theme in the favorite reading of young Americans today (example:
Herman Hesse's novel Siddhartha). The difference is that Castaneda does not
present his Don Juan cycle as fiction but as unembellished documentary fact.
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The wily, leather-bodied old brujo and his academic straight man first found an
audience in the young of the counterculture, many of whom were intrigued by

Castaneda's recorded experiences with hallucinogenic (or psychotropic) plants:
Jimson weed, magic mushrooms, peyote. The Teachings has sold more than

300,000 copies in paperback and is currently selling at a rate of 16,000 copies a
week. But Castaneda's books are not drug propaganda, and now the middleclass
middlebrows have taken him up. Ixtlan is a hardback bestseller, and its paperback

sales, according to Castaneda's agent Ned Brown, will make its author a
millionaire.

To tens of thousands of readers, young and old, the first meeting of
Castaneda with Juan Matus which took place in. 1960 in a dusty Arizona bus

depot near the Mexican border is a better known literary event than the encounter
of Dante and Beatrice beside the Arno. For Don Juan's teachings have reached

print at precisely the moment when more Americans than ever before are
disposed to consider "non-rational" approaches to reality. This new openness of
mind displays itself on many levels, from ESP experiments funded indirectly by
the U.S. Government to the weeping throngs of California 13 year olds getting

blissed out by the latest child guru off a chartered jet from Bombay. The
acupuncturist now shares the limelight with Marcus Welby, M.D., and his needles

are seen to work - nobody knows why. However, with Castaneda's increasing
fame have come increasing doubts. Don Juan has no other verifiable witness,

and Juan Matus is nearly as common a name among the Yaqui Indians as John
Smith farther north. Is Castaneda real? If so, did he invent Don Juan? Is

Castaneda just putting on the straight world?

Among these possibilities, one thing is sure. There is no doubt that
Castaneda, or a man by that name, exists: he is alive and well in Los Angeles, a

loquacious, nut-brown anthropologist, surrounded by such concrete proofs of
existence as a Volkswagen minibus, a Master Charge card, an apartment in
Westwood and a beach house. His celebrity is concrete too. It now makes it

difficult for him to teach and lecture, especially after an incident at the University
of California's Irvine campus last year when a professor named John Wallace

procured a Xerox copy of the manuscript of Ixtlan, pasted it together with some
lecture notes from a seminar on shamanism Castaneda was giving, and peddled

the result to Penthouse magazine. This so infuriated Castaneda that he is
reluctant to accept any major lecture engagements in the future. At present he
lives "as inaccessibly as possible" in Los Angeles, refreshing his batteries from

time to time at what he and Don Juan refer to as a "power spot" atop a mountain
north of nearby Malibu: a ring of boulders overlooking the Pacific. So far he has
fended off the barrage of film offers. "I don't want to see Anthony Quinn as Don

Juan," he says with asperity. Anyone who tries to probe into Castaneda's life finds
himself in a maze of contradictions. But to Castaneda's admirers, that scarcely

matters. "Look at it this way," says one. "Either Carlos is telling the documentary
truth about himself and Don Juan, in which case he is a great anthropologist. Or
else it is an imaginative truth, and he is a great novelist. Heads or tails, Carlos

wins."

Indeed, though the man is an enigma wrapped in mystery wrapped in a tortilla,
the work is beautifully lucid. Castaneda's story unfolds with a narrative power



unmatched in other anthropological studies. Its terrain studded with organpipe
cacti, from the glittering lava massifs of the Mexican desert to the ramshackle

interior of Don Juan's shack becomes perfectly real. In detail, it is as thoroughly
articulated a world as, say, Faulkner's Yoknapatawpha County. In all the books,
but especially in Journey to Ixtlan , Castaneda makes the reader experience the
pressure or mysterious winds and the shivver of leaves at twilight, the hunter's

peculiar alertness to sound and smell, the rock bottom scrubbiness of Indian life,
the raw fragrance of tequila and the vile, fibrous taste of peyote, the dust in the
car and the loft of a crow's flight. It is a superbly concrete setting, dense with

animistic meaning. This is just as well, in view of the utter weirdness of the events
that happen in it.

The education of a sorcerer, as Castaneda describes it, is arduous. It entailed
the destruction, by Don Juan, of the young anthropologist's interpretation of the

world; of what can, and cannot be called "real." The Teachings describes the first
steps in this process. They involved natural drugs. One was Lophophora

williamsii, the peyote cactus, which, Don Juan promised, revealed an entity
named Mescalito, a powerful teacher who "shows you the proper way of life."
Another was Jimson weed, which Don Juan spoke of as an implacable female
presence. The third was humito, "the little smoke" a preparation of dust from

Psilocybe mushrooms that had been dried and aged for a year, and then mixed
with five other plants, including sage. This was smoked in a ritual pipe, and used

for divination.

Such drugs, Don Juan insisted, gave access to the "powers" or impersonal
forces at large in the world that a "man of knowledge" - his term for sorcerer -
must learn to use. Prepared and administered by Don Juan, the drugs drew

Castaneda into one frightful or ecstatic confrontation after another. After chewing
peyote buttons Castaneda met Mescalito successively as a black dog, a column

of singing light, and a cricket like being with a green warty head. He heard
awesome and uninterpretable rumbles from the dead lava hills. After smoking

humito and talking to a bilingual coyote, he saw the "guardian of the other world"
rise before him as a hundred-foot high gnat with spiky tufted hair and drooling
jaws. After rubbing his body with an unguent made from datura, the terrified

anthropologist experienced all the sensations of flying.

Through it all, Castaneda often had little idea of what was happening. He
could not be sure what it meant or whether any of it had "really" happened at all.

That interpretation had to be supplied by Don Juan.

Why, then, in an age full of descriptions of good and bad trips, should
Castaneda's sensations be of any more interest than anyone else's? First,

because they were apparently conducted within a system - albeit one he did not
understand at the time - imposed with priestly and rigorous discipline by his

Indian guide. Secondly, because Castaneda kept voluminous and extraordinarily
vivid notes. A sample description of the effects of peyote: "In a matter of instants
a tunnel formed around me, very low and narrow, hard and strangely cold. It felt
to the touch like a wall of solid tinfoil...l remember having to crawl towards a sort

of round point where the tunnel ended; when I finally arrived, if I did, I had
forgotten all about the dog, Don Juan, and myself." Perhaps most important,



Castaneda remained throughout a rationalist Everyman. His one resource was
questions: a persistent, often fumbling effort to keep a Socratic dialogue going

with Don Juan:

"'Did I take off like a bird?' "'You always ask me questions I cannot
answer...What you want to know makes no sense. Birds fly like birds and a man

who has taken the devil's weed flies as such.' "'Then I didn't really fly, Don Juan. I
flew in my imagination. Where was my body?' " And so on.

By his account, the first phase of Castaneda's apprenticeship lasted from
1961 to 1965, when, terrified that he was losing his sense of reality - and by now

possessing thousands of pages of notes - he broke away from Don Juan. In
1968, when The Teachings appeared, he went down to Mexico again to give the
old man a copy. A second cycle of instruction then began. Gradually Castaneda
realized that Don Juan's use of psychotropic plants was not an end in itself, and

that the sorcerer's way could be traversed without drugs.

But this entailed a perfect honing of the will. A man of knowledge, Don Juan
insisted, could only develop by first becoming a "warrior" not literally a

professional soldier, but a man wholly at one with his environment, agile,
unencumbered by sentiment or "personal history". The warrior knows that each
act may be his last. He is alone. Death is the root of his life, and in its constant

presence he always performs "impeccably." This existential stoicism is a key idea
in the books. The warrior's aim in becoming a "man of knowledge" and thus

gaining membership as a sorcerer, is to "see." "Seeing," in Don Juan's system,
means experiencing the world directly, grasping its essence, without interpreting
it. Castaneda's second book, A Separate Reality, describes Don Juan's efforts to
induce him to "see" with the aid of mushroom smoke. Journey to Ixtlan, though
many of the desert experiences it recounts predate Castaneda's introduction to
peyote, datura and mushrooms, deals with the second stage: "seeing" without

drugs.

"The difficulty." says Castaneda, "is to learn to perceive with your whole body,
not just with your eyes and reason. The world becomes a stream of tremendously
rapid, unique events. So you must trim your body to make it a good receptor; the
body is an awareness, and it must be treated impeccably." Easier said than done.

Part of the training involved minutely, even piously attuning the senses to the
desert, its animals and birds, its sounds and shadows, the shifts in its wind, and
the places in which a shaman might confront its spirit entities: spots of power,

holes of refuge. When Castaneda describes his education as a hunter and plant
gatherer learning about the virtues of herbs, the trapping of rabbits, the narrative

is absorbing. Don Juan and the desert enable him, sporadically and without
drugs, to "see" or, as the Yaqui puts it "to stop the world." But such a state of

interpretation free experience eludes description even for those who believe in
Castaneda wholeheartedly.

SAGES. Not everybody can, does or will. But in some quarters Castaneda's
works are extravagantly admired as a revival of a mode of cognition that has

been largely neglected in the West, buried by materialism and Pascal's despair,



since the Renaissance. Says Mike Murphy, a founder of the Esalen Institute: "The
essential lessons Don Juan has to teach are the timeless ones that have been
taught by the great sages of India and the spiritual masters of modern times."

Author Alan Watts argues that Castaneda's books offer an alternative to both the
guilt-ridden Judaeo-Christian and the blindly mechanistic views of man: "Don

Juan's way regards man as something central and important. By not separating
ourselves from nature we return to a position of dignity."

But such endorsements and parallels do not in any way validate the more
worldly claim to importance of Castaneda's books: to wit, that they are

anthropology, a specific and truthful account of an aspect of Mexican Indian
culture as shown by the speech and actions of one person, a shaman named
Juan Matus. That proof hinges on the credibility of Don Juan as a being and

Carlos Castaneda as a witness. Yet there is no corroboration beyond
Castaneda's writings that Don Juan did what he is said to have done, and very

little that he exists at all.

Ever since The Teachings appeared, would be disciples and counterculture
tourists have been combing Mexico for the old man. One awaits the first Don

Juan Prospectors' Convention in the Brujo Bar BQ of the Mescalito Motel. Young
Mexicans are excited to the point where the authorities may not even allow

Castaneda's books to be released there in Spanish translation. Said one Mexican
student who is himself pursuing Don Juan: "If the books do appear, the search for

him could easily turn into a gold-rush stampede."

His teacher, Castaneda asserts, was born in 1891, and suffered in the
diaspora of the Yaquis all over Mexico from the 1890s until the 1910 revolution.

His parents were murdered by soldiers. He became a nomad. This helps explain
why the elements of Don Juan's sorcery are a combination of shamanistic beliefs
from several cultures. Some of them are not at all "representative" of the Yaquis.

Many Indian tribes, such as the Huichols, use peyote ritually, both north and
south of the border - some in a syncretic blend of Christianity and shamanism.

But the Yaquis are not peyote users.

Don Juan, then, might be hard to find because he wisely shuns his pestering
admirers. Or maybe he is a composite Indian, a collage of others. Or he could be

a purely fictional shaman concocted by Castaneda.

Opinions differ widely and hotly, even among deep admirers of Castaneda's
writing. "Is it possible that these books are nonfiction?" Novelist Joyce Carol

Oates asks mildly. "They seem to me remarkable works of art on the Hesse-like
theme of a young man's initiation into 'another way' of reality. They are beautifully

constructed. The character of Don Juan is unforgettable. There is a novelistic
momentum, rising, suspenseful action, a gradual revelation of character."

GULLIVER. True, Castaneda's books do read like a highly orchestrated
Bildungsroman. But anthropologists worry less about literary excellence than
about the shaman's elusiveness, as well as his apparent disconnection from the
Yaquis. "I believe that basically the work has a very high percentage of



imagination," says Jesus Ochoa, head of the department of ethnography at
Mexico's National Museum of Anthropology. Snaps Dr. Francis Hsu of
Northwestern University: "Castaneda is a new fad. I enjoyed the books in the
same way that I enjoy Gulliver's Travels." But Castaneda's senior colleagues at
U.C.L.A., who gave their former student a Ph.D. for Ixtlan, emphatically disagree:
Castaneda, as one professor put it, is "a native genius," for whom the usual red
tape and bureaucratic rigmarole were waived; his tru
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[This article  appeared Magical Blend magazine in 1985. The interview
was conducted entirely in Spanish probably around 1980-81 and

published in an Argentinian magazine. The translator that created this
English version apparently introduced numerous mispellings and strange

phraseology which is preserved here.]

By Graciela Corvalan, translated by Larry Towler

Magical Blend Magazine Issue #14

 

Carlos Castaneda is world reknowned as an author of seven best
selling books on the Toltec system of sorcery. Some give him credit as
being the crucial catalyst of mainstream awareness of metaphysics that
has grown so in recent decades. Graciela Corvalan Ph.D. is a professor
of Spanish at Webster College, in St Louis, Missouri. Graciela is currently
working on a book consisting of a series of interviews with mystical
thinkers in the Americas. A while back she wrote a letter to Carlos
Castaneda asking for an interview. One night she received a phone call
from Carlos accepting her request and explaining that he had a friend
who collected his mail for him while he was away traveling. Upon his
return he always reached into the mail sacks and pulled out two letters
which he then acted upon. Hers had been one of the most recent two. He
explained he was excited to be interviewed by her for she was not a
member of the established press. He arranged to meet Graciela in
California on the UCLA campus. He asked that the interview first be
published in Spanish which Graciela has done, in the Argentinian
magazine, Mutantian. Now we are honored to release an English
translation. Graciela has obviously succeeded in capturing a flash of
lightning over a desert night and showing us amazing insights into Carlos
Castanada the Toltec Seer!

 

[Beginning of Corvalan Interview - Part 1]
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At around 1:00 pm, my friend and I set course for the campus of
UCLA. We had somewhat more than two hours of travel.

 

Following Castaneda's directions, we arrived without difficulty at the
guard shack at the entrance to the parking lot of UCLA. It was about
quarter to four. We stationed ourselves in a more or less shady place.

At exactly four o'clock, I looked up and saw him coming toward the
car: Castaneda was wearing blue jeans and a pale cream colored open-
collared jacket without pockets. I got out of the car and hastened to meet
him. After the greetings and conventional courtesies, I asked him if he
would permit me to use a tape recorder. We had one in the car in case he
permitted us. No, it's better not to, he answered with a shrug of his
shoulders. We showed him the way to the car to get the notes, notebooks
and books.

Loaded with books and papers, we let Castaneda drive. He knew the
route well. Over there, he said, pointing with his hand, there are some
beautiful river banks.

 

From the beginning, Castaneda established the tone of the
conversation and the themes which we were to deal with. I also realized
that it wasn't necessary to have all those questions that I had so
laboriously worked out. As I had anticipated from his telephone call, he
wanted to speak to us about the project he was involved in, and the
importance and seriousness of his investigations.

 

The conversation was conducted in Spanish, a language that he
manages with fluidity and a great sense of humor. Castaneda is a master
in the art of conversation. We spoke for seven hours. The time passed
without his enthusiasm or our attention weakening. As he gradually
became more comfortable, he made more use of typically Argentinian
expressions so as to make use of his coastal ways such as a friendly
gesture to us that we are all Argentinian.

 



It must be mentioned that although his Spanish is correct, it's evident
that his language is English. He made abundant use of expressions and
words in English for those which we give the equivalent of in Spanish.
That his prime language would be English is manifested also in the
syntactic structure of his phrases and sentences.

 

All that afternoon Castaneda strove to maintain the conversation on a
level that wasn't intellectual. Even though he has obviously read a lot and
knows the different currents of thought, at no time did he establish
comparisons with other traditions of the past or the present. He
transmitted to us the Toltec teachings by means of material images that,
precisely for that reason, hindered their being interpreted speculatively. In
this way Castaneda wasn't only obedient to his teachers but totally
faithful in the route he has chosen-he didn't want to contaminate his
teaching with anything extraneous to it.

 

Shortly after meeting us, he wanted to know the reasons for our
interest in knowing him. He already knew about my possible outline and
the projected book of interviews I was planning. Beyond all
professionalism, we insisted on the importance of his books that had
influenced us and many others so much. We had a profound interest in
knowing the font of his teaching. Meanwhile, we arrived at the banks and,
in the shade of the trees, sat down. Don Juan gave me everything, he
began to say, when I met him I had no other interest than anthropology,
but upon encountering him I changed. And what has happened to me I
wouldn't change for anything!

 

Don Juan was present with us. Every time Castaneda mentioned or
remembered him we felt his emotion. He told us that, from Don Juan, he
had learned that there was one totality of exquisite intensity capable of
giving himself everything in every present moment. Give your all in each
moment is his principal, his rule, he said. That which Don Juan is like
can't be explained and is rarely comprehended, it simply is.

 



In The Second Ring of Power Castaneda records one special
characteristic of Don Juan and Don Genaro, that which all others lack.
There he writes:

 

None of us is disposed to lend to another undivided attention in the
way that Don Juan and Don Genaro did.

 

The Second Ring of Power had left me full of questions; the book
interested me a lot, especially after the second reading, but I had heard
unfavorable commentaries. I had certain doubts myself. I told him that I
believed that I had enjoyed Journey to Ixtlan best without really knowing
why. Castaneda listened to me and answered my words with a gesture
which seemed to say, And me, what do I have to do with the taste of all? I
continued speaking, looking for reasons and explanations.

 

Maybe my preference for Journey to Ixtlan is because of the love I
perceived, I asserted. Castaneda made a face. He didn't like the word
love. It's possible that the term might have connotations of romantic love,
sentimentality, or weakness for him. Trying to explain myself, I insisted
that the final scene of Journey to Ixtlan is bulging with intensity. There,
said Castaneda. Yes, he would agree with that last statement. Intensity,
yes, he said, that's the word.

 

Emphasizing the same book, I demonstrated to him that some
scenes seemed to me definitely grotesque. I couldn't find justification for
them. Castaneda was in agreement with me. Yes, the behavior of those
women is monstrous and grotesque, but that vision was necessary to be
able to enter into action, he said. Castaneda needed that shock.

 

Without an adversary we are nothing, he continued. The adversary
belongs to human form. Life is war, is struggle. Peace is an anomaly.
Referring to pacifism he qualified it as monstrosity because, according to
him, men, are beings of success and struggles.



 

Without being able to restrain myself I told him that I couldn't accept
pacifism as a monstrosity. What about Ghandi? I asked. How do you see
Ghandi, for example?

 

Ghandi? he responded to me, Ghandi is not a pacifist. Ghandi is one
of the most tremendous fighters that have existed. And what a fighter!

 

It was then that I understood the very special value that Castaneda
gives to words. The pacifism that he had made reference to couldn't have
been a pacifism of weakness; that of those who don't have enough guts
to be, and consequently do something else, that of those who do nothing
because they don't have objectives or energy in life; that pacifism reflects
a completely self-indulgent and hedonistic attitude.

With a grand gesture which would include all of society without
values, will, or energy, he replied, All drugged out...yes, hedonists!

 

Castaneda didn't clarify those concepts, and we didn't ask him to. I
had understood that part of the aesthetic of the warrior was to free
himself from the human nature, but the unusual comments of Castaneda
had filled me with confusion. Little by little, however, I was getting to know
that being, beings of success and struggles is the first level of the
relationship. That is the raw material where they part. Don Juan, in the
books, always referred to the good tone of a person. There begins the
learning and one passes to another level. You can't pass to the other side
without losing the human form, said Castaneda.

 

Insisting about other aspects of his book that hadn't made
themselves clear to me, I asked him about the hollows that had remained
with people by the simple act of having reproduced.

 



Yes, said Castaneda, there are differences between people who have
had children and those who haven't. To pass on tiptoes in front of the
eagle, you need to be whole. A person with 'hollows' can't pass.

 

He will explain to us the metaphor of the eagle a little later. For the
moment I will pass by this almost without mentioning it because the focus
of our attention was on another theme.

 

How do you explain the attitude of Dona Soledad with Pablito and
that of la Gorda with her daughters? I wanted to know insistently. Taking
from the children that edge which at birth they take from us was, in large
measure, something inconceivable for me.

 

Castaneda agreed that he still doesn't have it all systematized. He
insisted, still in the differences that exist between people who have
reproduced and those who haven't.

 

Don Genero is crazy! Crazy! Don Juan, in a different way, is a serious
crazy man. Don Juan goes slowly but arrives far away. In the end, the
two of them arrive...

 

I, like Don Juan, he continued, have hollows; that is to say, I have to
follow the route. The Genaros, on the other hand, have another model.

 

The Genaros, for example, have a special edge that we don't have.
They are more nervous and of rapid motion...they are very fickle, nothing
detains them.

 



Those who like la Gorda and I have had children have other
characteristics that compensate for that loss. One is more settled and,
although the road might be long and arduous, one arrives also. In general
those who have had children know how to take care of others. It doesn't
mean that people without children don't know how, but it's different...

 

In general one doesn't know what one is doing; one is unconscious of
actions and later pays for it. I didn't know what I was doing, he exclaimed,
referring, without a doubt, to his own personal life.

 

At birth, I took everything from my father and mother, he said. They
were all bruised! To them I had to return that edge that I had taken from
them. Now I have to recoup the edge that I lost.

 

It would seem that these hollows that have to be closed, have to do
with biological adornment. We wanted to know if to have hollows is
something irreparable. No, he responded, one can be cured. Nothing is
irrevocable in life. It's always possible to return what doesn't belong to us
and recoup what is ours.

 

This idea of recovery is coherent with a path of learning walk in which
it doesn't suffice to know or practice one or more techniques but that
requires an individual and profound transformation of being. It relates to
everything-a coherent system of life with concrete and precise objectives.

 

After a short silence I asked him if The Second Ring of Power had
been translated in Spanish. According to Castaneda, a Spanish
publishing house had the right, but he wasn't sure if the book had come
out or not.

 



The translation into Spanish was done by Juan Tovar, who is a good
friend of mine. Juan Tovar used the notes in Spanish that Castaneda
himself had furnished him, notes that some critics have put in doubt.

 

The translation into Portuguese seems to be very beautiful Yes, said
Castaneda. This translation is based on the translation into French.
Really, it's very well done.

 

In Argentina, his first two books have been banned. It seems that the
reason given was the drug affair. Castaneda didn't know. Why he asked
us without waiting for our answer. I imagine it's the work of the 'Mother
Church'.

 

At the beginning of our conversation, Castaneda mentioned
something about the Toltec teaching. Also in The Second Ring of Power it
insists in the Toltecs and in being a Toltec. What does it mean to be a
Toltec I asked him.

 

According to Castaneda, the word Toltec constitutes a wide meaning.
It is said that someone is a Toltec in the same way that it can be said that
one is a Democrat or a philosopher. In the way he uses it, this word
doesn't have anything to do with its anthropological meaning. From the
anthropological point of view the word makes reference to an Indian
culture of the center and south of Mexico that was already extinct at the
time of the conquest and colonization of America by Spain.

 

Toltec is one who knows the mysteries of watching and dreaming. All
of them are Toltecs. It deals with a small group that has known how to
maintain alive a tradition from more than 3,000 years B.C.

 



As I was working on mystic thought and had particular interest in
establishing the fountain and the place of origin of the distinct traditions, I
insisted, Do you believe that the Toltec tradition offers teaching that would
be peculiar to America?

 

The Toltec nation maintains alive a tradition, that is, without a doubt,
peculiar to America. Castaneda asserted that it is possible that the early
Americans could have brought something upon crossing the Bering
Straits, but all this was so many thousands of years ago that for the
moment there are nothing more than theories.

 

In Stories of Power, Don Juan talks to Castaneda about the wizards
about those men of knowledge that the conquest and colonization of the
white man couldn't destroy because they didn't know about their
existence nor notice all the incomprehensible ideas of their world.

 

Who forms the Toltec nation? Do they work together? Where do they
do it? I asked.

 

 

Castaneda answered all of my questions. He is now in charge of a
group of young people that lives in the area of Chaiapas, in the south of
Mexico. They all moved to that area due to the fact that the woman who
now teaches them was located there.

 

Then...you returned? I felt impelled to ask him to remember the last
conversation between Castaneda and the little sisters at the end of The
Second Ring of Power. Did you return right away like the Gorda asked
you to?

 



No, I didn't return right away, but I did return, he answered me
laughing. I returned to continue a task which I can't renounce.

 

The group consists of about 14 members. Even though the basic
nucleus is 8 or 9 people, all are indispensable in the task that each does.
If each one is sufficiently impeccable, a large number of people can be
helped.

Eight is a magical number, he said at one moment. Also he insisted
that the Toltec isn't saved alone but that he goes with the basic nucleus.
Those who remain are indispensable in continuing and maintaining alive
the tradition. It is not necessary that the group be big, but each one of
those who are involved in the task is definitely necessary for the total.

 

La Gorda and I are responsible for the arrivals. Well...really I am the
responsible one but she helps me intimately in this task, explained
Castaneda.

 

He spoke to us later about the members of the group that we knew
from his books. He told us that Don Juan was a Yaqui Indian, from the
state of Sonora. Pablito, on the other hand, was a Mixteco Indian, Nestor
was Mazatecan (from Mazatlan, in the province of Sinalea), and Benigno
was Tzotzil. He stressed several times that Josefina was not Indian but
was Mexican and that one of her grandparents was of French origin. La
Gorda, as were Nestor and Don Genaro, was Maytec. When I met La
Gorda she was an immense heavy woman brutalized by life, he said.
None of those who knew her can today imagine that she now is the same
person as before.

 

We wanted to know in what language he communicated with all the
people of the group, and what was the language that they generally used
among themselves. I reminded him that in his books there are references
to some Indian languages.

 



We communicate in Spanish because it's the language we all speak,
he responded. Besides, neither Josefina nor the Toltec woman are
Indians. I only speak a little in the Indian language. Single phrases like
greetings and some other expressions. I don't know enough to maintain a
conversation. Taking advantage of his pause I asked him if the task which
they are doing is accessible to all men or if it deals with something for
only a few. As our questions began to point at discovering the relevancy
of the Toltec teaching and the value of the experience of the group for the
rest of humanity, Castaneda explained to us that each one of the
members of the group has specific tasks to perform whether in the
Yucatan zone, in other areas of Mexico, or in other places.

 

Performing tasks one discovers a large number of things that are
directly applicable to concrete situations of daily life. doing tasks one
learns a lot. The Genaros, for example, have a musical band with which
they go through all the places of the frontier. You will imagine that they
see and are in contact with many people. You always have the possibility
to transmit knowledge. It always helps. It helps with one word, with one
little insinuation... each one, faithfully performing his task, does it. All
humans can learn. All have the possibility to live as warriors.

 

Any person can undertake the task of warrior. The only requirement
is to want to do it with an unshakeable desire; that is to say, one has to
be unshakeable in the desire to be free. The way isn't easy. We
constantly seek excuses and try to escape. It's possible that the mind
obtains it but the body feels everything...the body learns rapidly and
easily.

 

The Toltec can't waste energy in foolishness, he continued. I was one
of those persons who can't be without friends...I can't even go to the
movies alone. Don Juan in a resolute moment told him that he had to
abandon all and, particularly, separate himself from all those friends with
whom he had nothing in common. For a long time he resisted the idea
until finally he got involved.

 



One time, returning to Los Angeles, I got out of the car a block before
arriving home and telephoned. Naturally on that day, as always, my
house was full of people. I asked one of my friends to prepare a satchel
with some things and bring it to where I was. Also I told her that the rest
of the things- books, records, etc.-could be distributed among them. It's
clear that my friends didn't believe me and took everything as borrowed,
clarified Castaneda.

 

The act of getting rid of the library and records is like cutting off
everything in the past, a whole world of ideas and emotions.

 

My friends believed that I was crazy and kept hoping that I would
return from my craziness. I didn't see them in about twelve years, he
concluded. After twelve years passed, Castaneda would meet again with
them. He first looked for one of his friends who put him in contact with the
rest of them. They then planned to meet, and get together to eat dinner.
That day they had a good time; they ate a lot and their friends got drunk.

 

To find myself with them after all those years was my way of showing
my gratitude for the friendship that they had offered me before, said
Castaneda Now all are grown. They all have their families, spouses,
children...It was necessary, nevertheless, that I thank them. Only in that
way could I definitely terminate with them and end a stage of my life.

 

It is possible that Castaneda's friends don't understand anything he is
doing, but the fact that he wanted to thank them was something very
beautiful. Castaneda didn't pretend anything with them. He sincerely
thanked them for their friendship, and in doing so, freed himself internally
from all that past. We then spoke of love, of that often mentioned love. He
related to us several anecdotes about his Italian grandfather, always so
lovesick, and about his father, so Bohemian, he. Oh, love! Love! he
repeated several times. All his commentaries tended to destroy the ideas
that one commonly has about love.

 



It cost me a lot to learn, he continued. I was also very lovesick. Don
Juan had to work hard to make me understand that I had to cut off certain
relationships. The way in which I finally cut off with one was the following.
I invited her to dinner and we met in a restaurant. During the dinner the
same thing happened as always. There was a big fight and she yelled at
me and insulted me. At last I asked her if she had any money. She
answered that she had. I took advantage of that to tell her that I had to go
to the car to look for my wallet or something like that. I got up and didn't
go back. Before leaving her, I wanted to be sure that she had enough
money to take a taxi home. Since then I haven't seen her.

 

You aren't going to believe me, but the Toltecs are very ascetic, he
insisted. Without doubting his word I commented that that idea couldn't
be deduced from The Second Ring of Power. On the contrary, I stressed.
I believe that in your book many scenes and attitudes present confusion.

 

How do you think I was going to say that clearly? he answered me. I
couldn't say that the relations between them were pure because not only
would nobody have believed me but nobody would have understood me.

 

For Castaneda, we live in a very bustful society. Of all that we had
been speaking that afternoon, the majority hadn't been understood. It's
that the same Castaneda is seen obligated to adapt to certain exigencies
of the publishers who, at the time, would strive to satisfy the tastes of the
reading public.

 

The people are into another thing, continued Castaneda. The other
day, for example, I entered a bookstore here in Los Angeles and I began
to leaf through the magazines on the counter. I found that there was a
large amount of publications with photos of nude women...many also with
men. I don't know what to tell you. In one of the photos there was a man
fixing an electric cable while high on a ladder. He had on his protective
helmet and a large belt full of tools. That was all. The rest was naked.
Ridiculous! Something like that can't be possible! A woman is
graceful...but, a man! As means of explanation he added that women



have a lot of experience due to their long history in that type of thing. A
role like that has no room for improvisation.

 

This is the first time I have
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[This is part 2 of the interview]

[Introduction to interview by Magical Blend Magazine]

 

During the planning stages for a book she is writing on mystical
thinkers, Graciela Corvalan wrote a letter to Carlos Castaneda requesting
an interview. She later received a phone call from Castaneda in which he
accepted her request, explaining that he was excited to be interviewed by
her since she was not a member of the established press. Castaneda
asked her to meet him at a specified time and date on the UCLA campus.
When Graciela and a few colleagues arrived for the interview, she was
asked not to use the tape recorder she had brought along. So, for seven
hours, loaded with books and papers, Graciela kept notes as the man,
who some have credited as being the crucial catalyst of mainstream
awareness of metaphysics, explained his tutelage under the Yaqui
Sorcerer, Don Juan, his present tasks assigned to him by the fierce Toltec
Woman, and the nature of the Toltec teachings.

 

In the first part of this interview, published in Magical Blend issue
#14, Graciela explained that the interview was conducted in Spanish,
noting that although Castaneda is fluent in Spanish, his native language
is obviously English. Graciela found that Castaneda, though well read,
was not intellectual in a bookish sense. At no time, says Graciela, did he
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establish comparisons with other traditions of the past or present. It was
obvious that he did not wish to contaminate his teaching with anything
extraneous to it.

 

Graciela found Castaneda a master in the art of conversation as he
talked at length about his past and present.

 

At the time he met Don Juan, Castaneda's primary interest was
anthropology, but, upon encountering him I changed.

 

Graciela remembers that, Don Juan was present with us. Every time
Castaneda mentioned or remembered him, we felt his emotion.

 

From Don Juan, Castaneda learned the sorcerer's principle rule: Give
your all in each moment. And through Don Juan, Castaneda became
involved in the long process of freeing himself from his past, a process
which included divesting himself of both possessions and friends.
According to Castaneda, the life of the Toltec warrior requires an
unshakeable desire to be free. In the course of the interview, Castaneda
revealed himself to be every bit the warrior showing a distaste for
pacifism and cheap sentiment. Without an adversary, he maintains, we
are nothing.

 

In questioning Castaneda about the Toltec tradition, Graciela found
that, from an anthropological perspective, the word Toltec makes
reference to an Indian culture of the center and south of Mexico that was
already extinct at the time of the conquest and colonization of America by
Spain. But, according to Castaneda, Toltec is descriptive not so much of
hereditary characteristics but rather of a way of life and a way of looking
at life. Toltec, says Castaneda is one who knows the mysteries of
watching and dreaming. It is a tradition that has been maintained for
more than 3,000 years. Though Toltec colonies or civilizations may have
been destroyed by the white man, the Toltec nation could not be
destroyed, for it represented something incomprehensible to the white



man to whom the dream world remained cut off, mysterious and
unapproachable.

 

According to Castaneda, the objective of the Toltec is to leave the
living world; to leave with all that one is, but with nothing more than what
one is. Don Juan succeeded in this activity, but it was not, emphasizes
Castaneda, death, because Toltecs don't die. In The Second Ring of
Power, la Gorda says, when the wizards learn to 'dream' they tie together
their two attentions and, therefore, there is no need for the center to push
out...sorcerers...don't die.

 

Freedom, says Castaneda, is an illusion perpetrated by the snare of
the senses. The art of the wizard consists of bringing learning to discover
and destroy that perceptive prejudice. In transcending, or breaking, the
tyranny of the senses, a door to a magical universe is opened.
Castaneda describes the universe as being polarized between two
extremes: the right side and the left side-The two halves of the bubble of
perception. On the left side is action. Here there are no words. Here the
mind does not conceptualize but rather the entire body realizes, without
thoughts and without words. The duty of a teacher such as Don Juan is to
move all vision of the world into the right side, so that the left side can
remain clear for the magical practice of will.

 

Presiding over the universe is the Eagle, an immense blackness
representative of all the beauty and all the bestiality in everything that's
alive. According to Castaneda, that which can be called human is very
small in comparison to the rest. As excessive mass, bulk, and blackness,
the Eagle attracts and feeds on all life force that is ready to disappear. It
is, he says, like an immense magnet that picks up all those beams of light
that are the vital energy of that which is dying.

 

The key to escaping the Eagle is recapitulation which involves going
backward from adult to infancy, clearing out the images of a lifetime,
divesting oneself of everything until only the task remains and one arrives
at the crack between the worlds. To arrive there, says Castaneda



requires an indomitable desire, a total dedication. But one must do it
without the help of any power and of any man.

 

According to Toltec tradition, all living things have a mold. The mold
of man is the same for all human beings. In each individual it is
developed and manifested according to the development of the person.
The human form, on the other hand, impedes us from seeing the mold. In
The Second Ring of Power, the form is described as a luminous entity.
According to Don Juan, it is the fount and origin of man. The reason that
Toltecs do not die is because, having lost the human form, they have
nothing that the Eagle can devour.

 

In The Second Ring of Power, la Gorda relates that when she
succeeded in losing the human form, she began to see an eye always in
front of her which almost ended up driving her crazy. But someday she
says, when I arrive at being a real being without form, I won't see that eye
anymore; the eye will be one with me.

 

So, without further digression, we proudly present the second part of
Graciela Corvalan's interview with Carlos Castaneda.

 

[Beginning of Corvalan Interview - Part 2]

EVASIVE MYSTERIES

By Graciela Corvalan, Ph.D.

 

We continued talking about the Toltec Woman and Castaneda told us
that she's leaving soon. She's told us that in her place are going to come
two women. The Toltec Woman is very strict, her demands are terrible!
Now, if the Toltec Woman is fierce, it appears that the two who are
coming are much worse. Let's hope that she's not leaving yet! One can't
stop wanting nor can prevent the body from complaining and fearing the



severity of the undertaking... Nevertheless, there's no way of altering
destiny. So, there it grabbed me!

 

I don't have more liberty, he continued, than the impeccable one
because only if I'm impeccable, I change my destiny; that is to say, I go
on tiptoes by the left side of the eagle. If I'm not impeccable, I don't
change my destiny and the eagle devours me.

 

The Nagual Juan Matos is a free man. He is free in fulfilling his
destiny. Do you understand me? I don't know if you understand what I
want to say, he asked worriedly.

 

Sure we understand! we retorted vehemently. We find a great
similarity with what we feel and live daily in so much in this last section as
in many other things that you have referred to us up to now.

 

Don Juan is a free man, he continued. He looks for liberty. His spirit
looks for it.. Don Juan is free from that basic prejudice; the perceptive
prejudice that prevent us from seeing reality.

 

The importance of all that which we came speaking about resides in
the possibility of destroying the circle of routines: Don Juan made him
practice numerous exercises so he would become conscious of his
routines: exercises such as 'walking in the darkness' and the 'power
walk.'

 

How to break that circle of routines ? How to break that perceptive
arc that ties us to that ordinary vision of reality? That ordinary vision that
our routines contribute to establishing is, precisely, that which Castaneda
denominates the attention of the tonal or 'the first ring of attention.'



 

To break that perceptive arc isn't an easy task; it could take years.
The difficulty with me, he affirmed laughing, is that I am very pigheaded.
Quite unwillingly I went on learning: For this reason, in my case, Don
Juan had to use drugs...and so I ended up...with my liver in the stream!

 

In the line of not-doing is achieved the destroying of routines and
becoming conscious, explained Castaneda. While saying this he stood up
and started to walk backwards while he remembered a technique that
Don Juan had taught him: Walking backwards with the help of a mirror.
Castaneda continued reporting to us that to facilitate the task he devised
an artifact of metal (like a ring that in the style of a crown he bore on his
head) in which the mirror was fastened. In that way, he could practice the
exercise and have his hands free. Other examples of techniques of not-
doing would be to put on your belt backwards and to wear your shoes on
the opposite feet. All these techniques have as an objective to make one
conscious of what one is doing at each moment. Destroying routines, he
said, is the way we have of giving the body new sensations. The body
knows...

 

Immediately Castaneda related to us some of the games that the
Toltec youth practice for hours. They are games of not-doing, he
explained. Games in which there are no fixed rules but rather they are
generated as they play.

 

It seems that by not having fixed rules, the behavior of the players
isn't foreseen and, consequently, everyone must be very attentive. One-of
these games, he continued, consists in giving the adversary false signs.
It's a game of pulling.

 

As he said, in that game of pulling, three persons participate and two
posts and a rope are needed. With the rope you tie up one of the players
and hang him from the posts. The other two players must pull on the
ends of the rope and try to fool him giving him false signs. All have to be



very attentive so that when one pulls, the other also does it and the
person who is tied doesn't get twisted.

 

The techniques and games of not-doing develop attention: You can
say that they are concentration exercises since they obligate those who
practice them to be fully conscious of what they are doing. Castaneda
commented that old age would consist in having remained shut in the
perfect circle of routines.

 

The way of teaching of the Toltec Woman is to put us into situations. I
believe that it's the best way because in putting us in situations we
discover that we are nothing: The other way is that of self love, that of
personal pride. The former way transforms us into detectives, always
attentive to all that could happen or offend us. Detectives? Yes ! We
spent time seeking evidence of love: if they love me or they love me not.
Thus, centered in our ego we don't do anything but strengthen it.
According to the Toltec Woman, the best is to begin considering that
nobody loves us.
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