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Chapter 1
Source Code:

Author's Note

W elcome, Fellow Explorer

Thank you for picking up this book. What you're about
to read is a deeply personal journey through the landscapes of con-
sciousness—one that began with a teenage accident on a South
African farm and evolved into a profound understanding of reality's
programmable nature.

This book documents my exploration of consciousness through
plant medicine experiences, but it's not intended to promote or en-
courage the use of any substances. Rather, I'm sharing insights about
consciousness, reality, and human potential through the lens of these
transformative experiences, hoping they might offer new ways of un-
derstanding the mystery we all inhabit.

A Note on Safety and Respect

Plant medicines are powerful tools for consciousness exploration
and should be treated with profound respect. They are not recreation-
al substances but ancient technologies that demand careful prepara-
tion, proper guidance, and deep reverence.

If you feel called to work with these medicines, please:
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* Ensure their use is legal in your jurisdiction
» Thoroughly research and vet any facilitators or centers

* Verify the credentials and references of anyone offering these

medicines

¢ Only work with practitioners who prioritize safety proto-

cols, medical screening, and proper integration
» Never attempt to source or prepare these medicines yourself

The experiences described in this book took place under careful su-
pervision with experienced facilitators. The technical frameworks and
metaphors I use are meant to offer new perspectives on consciousness
rather than instructions for use.

Your Unique Journey

Remember: Your consciousness architecture is unique. My expe-
riences are my own and should not be taken as predictive of what
others might encounter. This is a field guide to possibilities, not an
instruction manual.

Whether you're curious about consciousness exploration, fasci-
nated by the intersection of technology and spirituality, or simply
wondering what lies beyond our everyday awareness, I invite you to
join me on this journey into the source code of reality itself.

With gratitude for your openness to explore,

Gail



Chapter 2
Introduction:

never set out to become a reality architect. Like most people born
I in the late 1900s, I spent decades running on what you might call
default programming - the equivalent of using a computer straight out
of the box, never questioning the pre-installed settings. Push through,
carry on, don't look too closely at the system errors that kept crashing
my emotional hardware. It was like having a phone that keeps freezing
but instead of fixing it, you just keep restarting it and hoping for
the best. Therapy wasn't part of our operating system back then. We
were taught to reboot and continue, regardless of how many warning
signals flashed across our consciousness.

But sometimes life sends you an upgrade notification you can't ig-
nore - like that persistent software update that won't let you continue
until you address it. Mine came in my early forties, when I first started
reading about ayahuasca. Think of it as stumbling across an ancient
user manual for consciousness itself. The search for this medicine be-
came a pivot point, though I didn't know it then. After thirty sessions
with various plant medicines - from ayahuasca to DMT, San Pedro to
kambo - I've discovered something far beyond the traditional narrative
of healing and spiritual awakening.

Imagine finding out that reality is like a sophisticated video game,
but instead of being trapped in someone else’s creation, we're all col-

laborative developers in an infinite cosmic software project. Each plant
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medicine session peeled back another layer of what I now recognise
as an intricate system we collectively engineered to experience con-
sciousness itself. This isn't science fiction; it's where quantum physics
meets ancient wisdom, where modern technology’s metaphors help us
understand the very nature of being human.

You might be wondering, "Is this just another healing journey
memoir?” Not quite. While plant medicines have indeed helped me
process decades of trauma (think of it as clearing out a cluttered hard
drive), develop deeper compassion (installing better social software,
if you will), and access better versions of my operating system, those
stories have been beautifully told by others. Instead, we're going to
dive into the code beneath our everyday reality - examining how plant
medicines function as consciousness debugging tools, revealing the
patterns that govern our experience. It's like having a special pair of
glasses that let you see the Matrix, except what you discover isn't a
malevolent system, but rather an infinitely creative one.

In the chapters that follow, we'll explore:

How different plant medicines provide unique access points to
reality’s source code (imagine having different tools for looking at
different layers of reality)

The insights that emerge when our usual mental firewalls tem-
porarily power down (like when you finally see what's been running
in the background of your mind)

What these experiences reveal about the nature of our shared reality
(spoiler: it's more malleable than we think)

How modern technologies like AI mirror plant medicines in il-
luminating consciousness (they're both tools for understanding our-

selves)
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Practical implications of understanding reality as a collaborative
creation (because theory without application is just mental decora-
tion)

Think of this as a field guide for consciousness explorers - whether
you're tech-savvy or tech-wary, spiritually inclined or scientifically
minded. We'll examine how plant medicines can reveal our core pro-
gramming, enable conscious reality editing, and expand our under-
standing of what's possible when we recognise the true nature of our
operating system.

This journey isn't about escaping reality - it's about understanding
its architecture deeply enough to become active participants in its
ongoing development. Whether you're a psychonaut, a technologist,
or simply someone who suspects there's more to reality than meets
the eye (like that feeling when you know there's more to the game
than what's on the first level), this book offers a unique perspective on
consciousness, reality, and the tools we can use to explore both.

What follows is both a log of my explorations and a practical guide
for understanding consciousness architecture. We'll examine specific
experiences with various plant medicines, but more importantly, we'll
discuss how these insights integrate with emerging understandings of
quantum physics, consciousness, and the nature of reality itself.

Welcome to the backend of existence. Debug mode: activated.

But my first real encounter with consciousness-altering substances
would come not through careful preparation or spiritual seeking, but
through teenage recklessness and a handful of unknown seeds on a
South African farm.

System Architecture: A Technical Glossary

Core Concepts

Consciousness Architecture The fundamental framework

through which awareness operates and reality is rendered. Like an
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operating system, it processes and organizes experience into coherent
reality streams.

Reality Rendering The process by which consciousness converts
raw sensory and energetic data into perceivable experience. Similar to
how a graphics engine renders visual data.

System Access Different states of consciousness that allow ex-
ploration of reality’s base architecture. Plant medicines provide deep
system access.

Integration Protocols Methods and practices for incorporating
insights and system updates from expanded states back into baseline
consciousness.

Technical Operations

Cached Data Stored patterns, memories, and behaviors that in-
fluence current processing. Can include trauma, beliefs, and cultural
programming.

System Upgrade Major consciousness shifts initiated through
medicine work, meditation, or other practices that fundamentally
alter how reality is processed.

Reality Streams Multiple simultaneous threads of experience
possible during expanded states. Like parallel processing in comput-
ing.

Debug Mode States of consciousness that reveal underlying pat-
terns and system operations normally hidden from awareness.

Protection Mechanisms

Firewalls Natural and intentional boundaries that regulate con-
sciousness expansion. Include both biological systems (like MAO en-
zymes) and energetic practices.

Sacred Space Protocols Methods for creating protected envi-
ronments for consciousness exploration. Include both physical and

energetic SCCU.I‘ity measures.
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System Restore Points Baseline states of consciousness that can
be returned to after deep exploration. Maintained through grounding
practices.

Communication Channels

Frequency Access Different bands of consciousness accessible
through various means. Plant medicines often allow access to normal-
ly filtered frequencies.

Non-Local Data Transfer Information exchange that occurs
outside standard space-time parameters. Includes prescient visions
and entity communications.

Integration Interface The boundary between expanded and nor-
mal states where insights can be translated into useful changes.

Field Technology

Plant Intelligence Consciousness technology embedded in cer-
tain plants that allows systematic exploration of reality’s architecture.

Entity Encounters Contact with non-human consciousness ar-
chitectures during expanded states. May represent autonomous sys-
tems or aspects of universal consciousness.

Reality Labs Controlled environments (ceremonies, meditation

spaces) where consciousness exploration can be safely conducted.






ACT 1

The Medicine
Path




Chapter 3

Chapter 1:
Unauthorized
Access

System Vulnerability Report: South African Farm,
1987

very explorer of consciousness has their origin story—that first

moment when reality's familiar parameters collapse. Mine came
on a South African farm in 1987, courtesy of what I would lat-
er learn was Datura stramonium, nature’s most unpredictable con-
sciousness-altering technology. I was seventeen, innocent and invin-
cible in that uniquely teenage way, completely unprepared for what
was about to happen.

The farm sat an hour outside Johannesburg, surrounded by the
distinctive dry bushveld of the highveld. Early winter—the kind of
day that starts with frost but warms to t-shirt weather under the
vast African sky. Chickens and ducks moved through their routines,
creating an ordinary backdrop that made everything feel deceptively

normal.
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We were four teenagers experiencing our first taste of unsupervised
freedom—just me, my boyfriend of two months, Kevin, and a couple
from school, Steve and Sarah. We wandered through the bush, black-
jacks clinging to our jeans, with that particular brand of carelessness
that comes with youth. Looking back now, I'm struck by our casual
stroll through snake territory, but seventeen-year-olds operate with
different risk parameters entirely.

The whole thing started simply enough. Steve held up a dry brown
pod. "Look at this,” he said, pouring small black seeds into his palm.
"I think these are mulpita seeds. They'll get you high.” That's all it
took—no verification, no research. Just two teenagers (Kevin and I)
washing down unknown seeds with Diet Coke. If consciousness came

with warning signals, ours were completely offline.

When Reality's Firewall Fails

The first sign that something was seriously wrong appeared at sunset.
We were gathered around the braai to cook steaks when a massive ba-
boon materialized in the garden—perfectly real to me but invisible to
everyone else. Instead of terror, I experienced a peculiar detachment, as
if something had temporarily disconnected my emotional responses.
Then came the first physical warning: my mouth had forgotten how to
produce saliva. Across the table, Kevin's eyes met mine—he couldn't
swallow either. Our bodies were clearly telling us something was very
wrong.

What followed was like watching reality's underlying structure
come undone. Time lost its linear progression—I'd be sitting with
Sarah, cigarette in hand, then suddenly it would vanish. Frantic
searches of the floor would end with me back in my chair, cigarette

intact, as if that moment had never happened. People appeared and
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disappeared throughout the house, known and unknown faces equal-
ly vivid in my altered perception.

By the fountain in the garden, I witnessed whatI'd later recognize as
glimpses of potential futures: my sister sitting between two people—a
friend from school and a girl in a biker jacket, half her face burned.
At the time, it just seemed like another hallucination, one face among
hundreds at what felt like some bizarre party in my mind. But four
years later, my sister would date that school friend. Seven years later,
she'd date the girl in the biker jacket. I didn't assign any significance
to these visions then—they were just part of the overwhelming flood
of strange images. It was only years later, in my early thirties, that I

recognized these glimpses for what they were.

Parallel Processing Failures

The night fragmented into separate realities, Kevin and I each lost
in our own experience. He battled nonexistent cockroaches under
his duvet while I watched a tactical squad rappel down invisible
wires outside the window. Our separate journeys briefly synchronized
when Grace Jones walked into the bedroom and got into bed with
Kevin—one of the few shared visions in our separate consciousness
crashes. The next day, we laughed about it, treating it as just another
weird hallucination. Only years later would I recognize the signifi-
cance of this shared perception—somehow, in our altered states, we
had accessed a common reality stream.

The mirror became a window to potential futures, cycling through
faces until landing on one that felt strangely familiar: a bald man in
his twenties, radiating warmth. I felt immediate recognition, though

he was completely unknown. A decade later in London, I would date
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him for two years. At the time, it was just another impossibility in a
consciousness space where everything had lost its familiar boundaries.

Daylight didn't restore normal functioning. My Aunty Lucy ap-
peared at my door, insisting the family was arriving and that she'd been
there all along. She hadn't been—but by then, reality had become a

system of branching possibilities, each version equally convincing.

Accessing Restricted Directories

Standing at the landing, looking down at the sand-filled fountain, I
witnessed something that still defies explanation: a miniature figure
in black tights and a black and white dotted jersey, seated at an easel,
painting. Next to her, miniature brown cows moved with impossible
precision. I tried to get Sarah to verify what I was seeing, though now I
can't be certain if she was physically present or another figment of my
compromised perception.

The stone faces on the pond wall began moving, their expressions

"n

morphing to issue warnings: "Getaway," "Be gone.” Then came a sharp
sting in my neck, intense and undeniable. When I found Kevin, he
instantly clutched his own neck, experiencing the same phantom sen-
sation. Even now, decades later, that synchronized physical response
raises questions about consciousness that no current framework can
fully answer.

Outside, reality continued generating impossible scenes: a tiny man
with a white beard operating an old-fashioned wind-up camera, sur-
rounded by other miniature entities. They'd constructed a scenario
that included a wagon, small horses, and—most significantly—a nor-
mal-sized white sandwich placed with obvious intent. Years later, re-
search into fairy folklore would reveal something extraordinary: offer-

ing food was their standard method for human acquisition. Somehow,
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my compromised consciousness had accessed ancient warning systems

I'had no conscious knowledge of.

System Recovery and Analysis

Emerging from those four days, it was clear that something funda-
mental had changed. Kevin and I maintained our relationship for
several months, but never talked about what we'd experienced: not
Grace Jones, not the neck sensations, none of it. Speaking about it felt
dangerous, as if putting it into words might bring it all back.

The physical impacts were substantial. Weeks of energy depletion
culminated in blood tests revealing severe anemia—as if the experience
had drained core resources. That vibrant teenage energy I once took
for granted vanished, replaced by a persistent fatigue that took months
to overcome. Yet alongside this depletion, I sensed something else had
changed. I felt different—more aware, more attuned to subtle patterns
in the world around me. It was as if the Datura had rewired neural
pathways, opening channels of perception that hadn't existed before.

Years would pass before I identified what we'd actually encoun-
tered. Those small black seeds we called "mulpita” were Datura stra-
monium, known variously as Jimson Weed or Devil's Trumpet. It's
one of the most potent consciousness-altering compounds in nature's
repertoire, used by shamans and healers throughout history, but no-
torious for its unpredictable effects. Our uncontrolled experiment

could have ended far more tragically.

Seeds of Understanding

That night marked my first glimpse of reality’s deeper architecture, but

the download was too intense, too unstructured for my teenage mind
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to process. Like attempting to run quantum calculations on basic
hardware, the raw data overwhelmed any possibility of integration.
I wouldn't attempt consciousness exploration again for twenty-eight
years.

When I finally returned, it would be with proper preparation, con-
trolled environments, and developed integration capabilities.

But that first accidental experience revealed something crucial:
what we call "normal reality” is merely one channel in an infinite
broadcast spectrum. Those seeds temporarily accessed other frequen-
cies, revealing streams of information that usually remain filtered from
conscious perception. The prophetic visions, shared hallucinations,
temporal distortions—all suggested consciousness operates on levels
far beyond our standard awareness.

Looking back now, I recognize that night as my first unplanned
consciousness upgrade—terrifying and enlightening in equal mea-
sure. It permanently installed one piece of knowledge: reality isn't the
solid, unchangeable construct we think it is. It's more like a collabo-
rative creation we all participate in, and sometimes the edges of that
creation become visible.

That teenage girl on a South African farm, casually consuming
an unknown substance, had no concept of the journey she was be-
ginning. She couldn't have known those four days would eventually
lead to a deeper understanding of consciousness itself. But sometimes
the most significant transformations begin with what appears to be a
random encounter.

It would take twenty-eight years before I was ready to explore con-
sciousness again—this time with proper guidance and clear inten-
tions. But when the invitation finally came, it arrived through the most

unexpected messenger.



