i had an interesting drug experience last night, and i figured you might want to hear about it.





first at about 9:30 i walked to the roof of reeve union and had two hits from my dugout (Ryan and alex)  this is my usual solo stoned amount, in green bay id walk to colburn and smoke and write or ramble or whatever and walk home an get some munchies.  so i came back here and was realy pissed off because i coulndt get the internet to work, so i practiced piano, read a few pages in Zen and the art, and decided to take a shower and turn in.  through some freak coincidence i forgot my ring in the bathroom and i had lost my keys to the place sometime earlier.  i was waiting around the bathroom when i heard "Lighter, anyone got a lighter?" i happend to have one in my pocket and offered it to the group of 4 blatant stoners.  the asked "where can i give it back to you" i replied "cant i come with" and we headed to their stoner lair.





we smoked three bowls of nugs all together.  about 6 mega hits of mega mega weed.  i was thirsty and decided on beer to soothe the cotton mouth.  it just so happens that it was guiness, and i became lightly drunk to add to my heavy heavy stone.





the thing was, it wasnt the type of sleepy stone that were used to (munchies, slight wanderings in thought, prone to passing out and all the rest of the stuff that comes with the indica weed we get in green bay) this shit was pure sativa, the shit that makes your brain drip!  think of indica as ghandi weed, and sativa as snoop dogg weed.  this is where the fun began:





looking out the window of the dorm room, i knew i had been there before.  i looked around the room, and it wasnt the same four stoners that were there before.  Jew joe had taken place of the guy kiddie corner from me.  ray was sitting next to me on the couch, tim (dnd, hacky sack guy) was on the computer, and the guy across from me was blakes ghetto friend chris.  the guy from german class.  i realized that this was realy fucked up, so i tried to talk.  the four of them became extreamly pissed off that i wasnt digging thier shape changing bullshit (alchohol makes me think everyone wants to fight) so we talked about the usual stoner stuff for a while, and the tim guy screamed "Its coming, prepare yourself" (which im pretty certain didn't happen, but you never know)


and i attempted to leave.  the stoners assured me i should stay and finnish my beer.  i remember hiding it under one of their beds and leaving, prommising to smoke them up soon.  


the walk back to my room was not only difficult, but painstaking.  somehow i found my way back to my room. i was pleased to discover that my roommate wasnt around.  i crawled into bed with zen, but i was way too fucked up to read.  this is where the night got strange...





laying in my bed, the cieling, which is about 3 feet from my face, because of the loft, began to become three dimensinal.  i was watching some awsome dragons and shit dance around in the mile away three dimensinal tv cieling thing, when i heard my dad talking to me.  my memory flashed back to alot of times in my life when i said goodbye to people.  it was scarry and realy fucked up.  outside people were hooting and hollering.  i heard myself say, "this is it im in my dorm room, just like im supposed to be" and a voice from outside said "This time it better be real" and i knew i was supposed to hear that voice sometime in my future.  i became realy scared and decided to look at this horrible orange eye that was floating around the room.  it started to creep the fuck out of me, so i realized my other choice was to talk to people using esp.





i saw myself laying in my grave and heard my parents discussing where i should be reburried.  "Right by his sister i guess" my dad said.  then i heard a chours of cheering from my family members.  i realized somehow that i could choose to be burried where ever i wanted.  i knew that i wasnt realy worried about it, but i decided to shop around.  i closed my eyes, and could see my family was behind me.  you, jason and ray were in front of me.  i telepathcly shouted to the guys that got me stoned and someone else told me to quiet down.





you jason and ray began to discuss something that i coundn't quite make out, and i decided to stare at the eye thing.  it began to scream in a low grumble about selling out.  it told me it could make me famous, and i again realized i was realing out of my mind.  i pulled the sheets above my head and prepared for the worst.  next thing i knew it was 8am and time to wake.





all in all it was a fucked up experience that i knew youd get a kick out of.  dragons, death, telepathic comunication and epic dizzyiness seems right up your alley.  





d love to hear any fucked up things this crazy drug might do to you, 





Jon Vanden Plas


"The Man Who Wrote 'Band On The Run' "


