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ometimes, my work seems to beg
the question of people: Where does
this come from? And the answer

may be: from a process of self-discovery
and personal inquisitiveness. Aren’t there
visionary states involved? Don’t you get
high? I mean, how does anybody think
this stuff up? In short: Yes and no. Mostly
just breathing and being.

Psychedelics have helped to open me
up to the possibilities contained within
my own psyche, have helped me to gain
some understanding of the presence that is
outside of myself, and have given more
than just a little push toward understand-
ing that those two things are one in the
same. Of course, yoga has helped this too.
As has meditation, walks along the beach,
dancing, painting, in short: Living
Consicously. My work is born from a
practice of continual self-discovery and
being open to the messages that are being
spoken by the universe.

Psychedelics are helpful in uncovering
the layers of the self. In my early twenties
they helped to blast open the doors. But, so
did the music, the dancing and the intense
motivations. What I mean to say is what
has already been said before: set and
setting are as important to the process as
the drug itself. Your very own mind helps
to provide that set and setting. This is
where intentions find importance. A solid
spiritual practice based on compassion and
wisdom (not dogma) is more than just
useful, it is intrinsic to the process. Once
that self, that identity, has been uncov-
ered, the actual work of deconditioning
and deconstructing can begin. Until we
have pulled the wool away from our eyes
and truly looked at our minds and hearts
as they are and not as we would like them
to be can we really begin to make any
progress on this path of self discovery.

Focus was the first painting I painted.
I’d done nothing but move, party, see
people, women, etc, for months and I was
a frenzied burning flame that needed to
settle, ground out, and, well, get focused. I
had grand visions inside myself, I could

Editor’s note:

After we settled on “Focus”
for the front cover of this
issue, we invited its creator,
the artist Michael Brown,
to write an article on
psychedelics, self-discovery,
and art. We were amazed
at Michael’s profound
response, and to learn
that “Focus” was actually
Michael’s first painting.

feel them reeling about in there, all
screaming to be let out, but that process
requires stillness and presence of mind. In
an exercise in catharsis, I let loose into the
canvas, and all the fire and wind poured
out until the clear line appeared. The
writing on the wall, in the flames,
emerged and dashed itself across my
vision.

Shortly thereafter I went to New York
City for a business trip with a business
partner of mine. We stayed in downtown
Manhattan at the Sheraton way up above
the noisy city streets. After a couple days
of work we each took a liberal amount of
LSD and went to the MOMA, that vault of
Modern Art, to pay homage to the masters
of the previous century.

The acid came on strong and pretty
soon I was standing in awe before Monet’s
three panels of clouds and water lilies. At
that time it was located in the five story
atrium opposite Barnett Newmans’
“Broken Obelisk.” I went to the third,
fourth and fifth floors so I could get a
better view of the painting, only to have
to head back down to standing 12 inches
in front of it again just to examine the
texture and details. It opened up before
me, blasting open my mind. I saw the true
depth of this masterpiece, the vast
lifetimes contained with in it, the mul-
tiple moments of NOW. The sadness and
awe, romance, war, faces, memories,
French powder rooms and uptight
summer garden parties, every face of
every person I have ever known. It was a
jaw-droppingly inspiring experience
because this artist, in a painting with a
subject matter so simple, managed to
capture the infinite.

But it opened my mind a bit TOO
much. I was cracked open, and, by doing
so, the demons that had been hiding,
lurking in dungeons, locked away for too
long, were set loose in the corridors of my
mind. I spent the next six hours in our
hotel room, dying, being reborn, passing
out to fall slam! to the floor, living
through multiple realities, coming back,
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