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BACKGROUND 
 
Marc Steven Rosenthal was a mystic vision-
ary who lived the life of an insane schizo-
phrenic in Western Pennsylvania during the 
late 20th and early 21st century. He was a se-
cret saint, a fountain of mystic power drawn 
from the rivers and seas of the Almighty, 
someone who taught occult secrets and was 
my dear friend for 46 years. This is an ac-
count of what I saw and heard in his presence 
and what I learned from him over the years.  

Chronically insane, Mark was mostly un-
happy throughout his life. He was very tall 
and gaunt with hollow cheeks.  He wore his 
hair long and had a large wiry beard. His 
hands and feet were huge. He walked with a 
relaxed gait, often wore dark glasses and in-
appropriately many layers of clothes. 

He frightened many people, fascinated a 
few, and made his family miserable and frus-
trated with his antics. His mother once 
poured her heart out to me about all she had 
been through trying to deal with him. She had 
to draw a line between herself and her hope-
less insane son to preserve her own well-be-
ing.   

As a mere friend and a sort of disciple, I 
always had the luxury of leaving Marc after a 
few hours. I didn’t have to commit him to 
mental hospitals nor bail him out of jail. 

Marc was the son of Bernard Rosenthal, 
who died young in 1955. Bernard had mar-
ried Dorothy Weiner, heiress of a prominent 
Jewish family in Pittsburgh that owned a 
large luggage factory. Marc might have been 
a millionaire if he hadn’t been ill and dispos-
sessed. 

In the late 1940s, Marc’s paternal grand-
parents, Simon and Libby, had been neigh-
bors of my grandparents Louis and Anna. 

The two grandfathers used to play pinochle 
together at the Knights of Pythias.  

I grew up in the Squirrel Hill neighbor-
hood of Pittsburgh. In 1967 Marc was a stu-
dent at the University of Pittsburgh. He con-
tacted some of my gifted classmates at the lo-
cal and prestigious Taylor Allderdice High 
School. Marc first called the parents of the 
kids he was interested in, asking permission 
to involve them in ‘project challenge.’ He 
told me that he picked his potential subjects 
from a list of students with high IQ scores 
provided by the Allderdice administration. 

I wondered why the school administra-
tion gave a Pitt undergraduate access to aca-
demic records. The Pitt news printed an arti-
cle about his project in 1967, so one can as-
sume that he had some sort of backing from 
the University of Pittsburgh. 

Marc sent a letter to my house which my 
mother read. It was on the University of Pitts-
burgh letterhead. It said that I was invited to 
participate in a program that Marc - as “head 
of the math club” - supervised. My mother 
called Pitt, and they said they had never heard 
of any math club. She also asked my grand-
parents about him, and they told her there was 
something very strange about him. Some of 
my old friends went to some of Marc’s ses-
sions. As he later described it to me, they ba-
sically sat around and talked about philoso-
phy. 

At that time, I don’t think anyone realized 
he was secretly on a life and death mission to 
incarnate Jesus Christ into the body of a 
gifted Jewish male child and bring about the 
dawn of the Messianic age. 
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Marc was highly intelligent and literate. 
He was fluent in German and had been given 
many educational advantages as a youngster. 
He had been an observer at Cape Canaveral 
during the Apollo 14 moon shot and had 
formed a relationship with Burgert Roberts 
from South Africa, author of “Spacewalks -- 
Poems for the Moon Age” in 1971. He spent 
time as an intern with the famous psychiatrist 
Ronald D. Laing. 

Marc had also written a short monograph 
on the positive integer powers of 98, which 
he self-published on a mimeograph at his 
family’s company and which was at one time 
in the reference collection at Carnegie Li-
brary of Pittsburgh. I used to read it, and I 
copied some of the pages. It was a simple ex-
position of some principles of elementary 
number theory, especially the Galois cycles.  
 

 
 

Marc's little book explained that if you 
took the number 98 and raised it to successive 
powers, expressed them in scientific notation, 
and ignored the exponent, the values would 
cycle over and over in periods of 114 or 113 
terms. The significant thing about this seem-
ingly trivial observation - that if you perform 
an operation repeatedly upon a number, it 
generates a repeating cyclic pattern – is that 
it leads you to consider that perhaps the daily 
events that appear around us, and indeed the 
whole natural environment, might be nothing 
but the appearance of a complex collection of 
mathematical cycling permutations. 

This is not an idea original to Marc 
Rosenthal - some philosophers and mystics, 
such as Meher Baba, have described the real-
ity we humans experience as an endless se-
quence of repeating cycles. Marc told me that 
his "early research on number theory" led to 
his mystical understanding of the cosmos. 

I was not the only one who appreciated 
Marc's unusual characteristics. Marc had 
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been declared legally insane by a court and 
involuntarily committed to mental institu-
tions more than once. He spent most of his 
adult life living under the care and supervi-
sion of others. Marc also had an esoteric col-
lection of friends and acquaintances - philos-
ophy professors, Rabbis, Ministers, Psyche-
delic Explorers, and various others with an 
appreciation for genuine spirituality, even 
when wild and flawed. He had at least two 
romantic relationships with women I knew of 
while confined in the mental hospitals. I re-
member dancing around with Marc and Elsa 
VanEkartsburg (spouse of Rolf VanEkarts-
burg - a distinguished psychology professor 
at Duquesne University and one of Timothy 
Leary's one-time grad students) to the sound 
of the 13th Floor Elevators one afternoon in 
the 1980s. 
 
PSYCHEDELIC ENCOUNTERS 
 
Each of us has an inner experience that can 
never be genuinely communicated to anyone 
else. Although the neurons that fire in my 
brain when I see the color ‘blue’ may be very 
different from those firing in your brain, as 
long as we both agree that the bluebird we see 
is indeed ‘blue,’ life goes on normally. 

Mentally ill people see the bluebird as or-
ange, changing colors, or having no color. 
Madness makes the innocent bluebird into a 
threatening hawk or vulture. The ‘insane’ are 
isolated and feared not because of their inner 
perceptions but because they react and be-
have differently from ‘normal people’ when 
presented with the same common stimuli. 

Such deviant thoughts can be threatening. 
The person next to you could be thinking 
about hurting you. The guy next door could 
be pondering his next terrorist outrage right 
now. People passing on the street could be 
completely delusional, with troll splinters in 
their eyes, unpredictable, experiencing good 
as evil, and kindly actions as attacks. 

“Normal” people communicate their feel-
ings to each other partly to provide reassur-
ance that they are not dangerous. People un-
der stress -- for example, foster children who 
have undergone severe stress, chatter con-
stantly doing safety checks. But many of the 
mentally ill tend to be silent and mysterious. 
Marc was like that, often very quiet, and 
would often abruptly change the subject, or 
get up and ask to leave, regardless of circum-
stances and without any explanation. You 
never knew where Marc “was coming from.” 
He frightened many people. 

I took Marc to a Bob Dylan concert one 
warm summer’s evening at Station Square in 
Pittsburgh. Dylan and his band were playing 
on a slightly raised platform in a parking lot 
while the audience stood around. Marc and I 
were standing about 10 feet away. Dylan was 
one of Marc’s favorite psychedelic saints – he 
believed all kinds of spiritual messages were 
encoded in the lyrics of Dylan songs. 

After three or four songs, Marc turned to 
me, looked into my eyes, and gently said it 
was time to leave. I was responsible for Marc; 
I had checked him out of whichever halfway 
house he was in at the time. But if I had hes-
itated, he would simply have wandered away. 
So, in the middle of what was a peak experi-
ence for me, in the middle of a close encoun-
ter with someone he constantly quoted and 
regarded as a secret saint and spiritual leader 
of our whole generation, he suddenly decided 
to leave. 

I put up with Marc because there was 
something very special about him. There was 
a secret to him, under all the craziness, some-
thing very precious - a connection to another 
world. He was more than insane, he was an 
insane saint, and you had to suffer and pay 
your dues just to be around him. Being with 
Marc led to hidden rewards that emerged 
every now and then. 

I first experienced this when Marc led me 
out of my mind and body to a heavenly world, 
a life-changing experience. I had been a 
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dreamy intellectual kid who spent most of his 
young life trying to understand the universe’s 
secrets. I had spent many hours trying to 
meditate and pouring over spiritual books. 
But it had been mostly all academic -- wish-
ful thinking and fantasy, without concrete, 
tangible results. 

When I first met Marc Rosenthal in 1970, 
my life turned upside down. Whether his in-
sanity was simply contagious or if he was 
truly able to open a gateway into the higher 
world, I cannot say. I experienced amazing, 
frightening, and mysterious things in his 
presence. After this madman was done with 
me, a mundane two-dimensional world be-
came a magical and three-dimensional one. 
This produced a bond between us and pro-
found gratitude that I must honor forever. 

Think seriously - has humanity ever 
found the “holy one” among the rich, the 
happy, the brilliant, and the powerful? Smug, 
worldly, successful, powerful people do not 
need messiahs. The successful worldly ones 
see the messiah as a threat and ignore or kill 
any messiahs they encounter. 

The miserable are the fertile ground for 
the messiah. And what group of people is 
more miserable, neglected, rejected, and 
helpless than the institutionalized insane? For 
most of the years, I knew him, Marc called 
himself the “Undercover Messiah.” Perhaps 
this “Undercover Messiah” was performing 
secret work among the inmates of mental in-
stitutions. 

Marc was so disorganized and ill that he 
could not live independently; he constantly 
got himself in trouble, and the police arrested 
him at least once. Marc’s impossible delu-
sions led him on disastrous missions. 

Every now and then, I would look into his 
eyes and wonder if all his suffering, crazi-
ness, and helplessness were nothing but an 
act and if he was one hundred percent in con-
trol of everything going on around him and it 
was the rest of us who were deluded! 

Marc’s “Psychedelic Bible” makes a case 
for a secret “perfect” world underlying reality 
that can be entered via the special “sacramen-
tal” use of psychedelic drugs. The book also 
includes a guide to Marc’s meditation tech-
nique and a cookbook recipe for the vitamins 
and supplements Marc combined with LSD 
to produce otherworldly experiences in his 
subjects. 
 

 
 

When I first met him, Marc handed me 
copies of his 'psychedelic bible," where he 
recorded his psychedelic religion.  From the 
introduction: 
 

 
 

Understanding Marc requires some back-
ground on the drug culture and the collective 
thinking of young Americans in the 1960s. 
Most everyone in the subculture in those days 
believed that there was a “secret reality” to 
nature. Underlying the hippie movement was 
shared folklore, a collective body of belief 
colored by drug use and the events of the 
time. 

Thinking like the ancient Gnostics, hip-
pies believed that a secret reality was re-
vealed only to the most elect. Charismatic 
ones, like Stephen at the farm, Augustus 
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Owsley Stanley, Dr. Timothy Leary, and the 
many gurus who traveled among the hippie 
milieu, were presumably full knowers of 
these secrets. But the “modern miracle” of 
psychedelics allowed all to partake by turn-
ing inside and experiencing “the light.”   

Secrets were whispered from ear to ear by 
kids in stoned reveries. Wisdom from back-
packing trips to India or wise sayings heard 
here and passed from person to person. 
Young seekers spent their days collecting 
these bits of wisdom and weaving them into 
a tapestry of how things “really were.” 

A lot of these ideas and beliefs just “felt 
true.” Some were mundane explanations of 
current events. Everybody “knew” that the 
bad guys, the “power freaks,” were running 
the world and would do anything and every-
thing to stop the young hippies from liberat-
ing humanity. We all also “knew” that the Vi-
etnam War would end if Ho Chi Minh and 
LBJ got stoned together. And finally, we all 
“knew” that if all the soldiers in the world 
took enough acid, all the fighting would stop, 
and there would be universal peace forever!   

Marc's philosophy was built on what was 
floating around in the air in those days. Marc 
taught us that many popular songs, especially 
Dylan's, carried secret messages. He also 
quoted The Thirteenth Floor Elevators, 
Pearls Before Swine, The Band, Tim Buck-
ley, The Byrds, and Leonard Cohen. He used 
them in his rituals and chants. 

Marc’s description of his meditation tech-
nique is as follows: 
 

 
 

Going beyond what he wrote, Marc 
showed practical ways to enable this medita-
tion. He trained me to repeat my thoughts 
verbally as soon as they came into my head – 
which is like tying a bowling ball to the leg 
of a runner – it slows down the thinking pro-
cess. After a while, you quit having thoughts 
altogether. He taught me to concentrate on 
the suffering of innocents, - realize the horri-
ble evil in the flawed satanic world. 

The world had been a garden of Eden 
once, where there was no evil, no unjust suf-
fering, but Satan had come and disrupted this 
heavenly state. His answer to this suffering 
was to bring back the “messianic age” -- the 
world from before the fall. He would chant or 
sing the lyrics from “All Along the Watch-
tower,” which he believed depicted the tragic 
triumph of Satan in the material world. 

 
“All along the watchtower, princes kept 
their view while all the women came and 
went, barefoot servants too, far off in the 
distance, a wildcat did growl, wo riders 
were approaching; the wind began to 
howl...” 

 
Marc’s sacred mission and the goal of his 

religion was to return and remake the mate-
rial world back into the ‘garden of Eden’ as it 
was ‘supposed to be.’ I believe, even today, -
- that the restoration of paradise is the most 
extraordinary mission of the soul. 

Many researchers have explored the links 
between psychedelics and ecstatic religious 
experiences. There is plenty of evidence that 
the use of plants containing mescaline, DMT, 
lysergic acid, and psilocybin has been associ-
ated with shamans and mystics for thousands 
of years.   

While the great eastern teachers always 
cautioned that drugs were not the “good way” 
and that the “best” monks never used them, 
that would not stop the determined hippies of 
the 60s from trying it. They were using the 
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drugs anyway, so why not direct them toward 
“cosmic consciousness?”   

Dr. Timothy Leary, Richard Alpert 
(“Ram Dass”), Masters and Houston, Aldous 
Huxley, Houston Smith, Terrance McKenna, 
and many others did research and published 
the results of studies on the miracle mind-al-
tering drugs. When these people were ostra-
cized and persecuted by the authorities, it en-
hanced their influence in the Hippie commu-
nity. These thought leaders relentlessly 
pounded the drums chanting, “turn on, tune 
in, drop out.” 
 
MYSTICAL ENCOUNTER 
 
I have written and rewritten this account 
many times. Initially, as an assignment for a 
class, I took at the University of Pittsburgh in 
1972. I admit it is sometimes impossible to 
tell reality from imagination, especially with 
LSD involved 
 

  
 
After this experience described above, I 

spent about six weeks working my normal 
job as a substitute mail carrier during the day. 
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Then at night and on weekends, I worked 
Marc's magic. It did not require taking drugs 
to go into his trance state, although it did 
help. 

By playing Dylan's songs, or Melanie's 
"Lay Down," doing deep breathing, and 
chanting his chants, the experience would re-
turn. My voice would change, my body 
would shake, I would feel my heart beating 
differently, and everything would become 
different. 

The voice that came from me was from 
someone and somewhere else. At that time, 
channeling was a popular phenomenon 
among those dabbling in the occult. Many 
young people across the country claimed to 
channel different spirits, the Great white 
brotherhood, for example, or the Edgar 
Cayce followers - "association for research 
and enlightenment." The experience that 
Marc promoted in me was much like this 
channeling. 

Marc was often with us and guided us, but 
we also had many strange experiences with-
out him. After the initial life-changing expe-
rience with Marc, I spent about a month prac-
ticing the trance techniques that he taught me. 
I also worked with some friends who also 
practiced his techniques to some extent.   

The effects Marc’s techniques produced 
were very palpable to others. We often per-
ceived changes in the weather, especially 
producing lightning from apparently clear 
skies. I saw ball lightning in Marc’s presence. 
I experienced the “great setting face to face” 
of the first Bardo in the Tibetan book of the 
Dead. I verily lost my mind and was institu-
tionalized for a week in a small mental hos-
pital. When I was released, my father tried to 
get the police to arrest Marc, who had disap-
peared.  

I spent more than a year without knowing 
what had happened to Marc. During that 
time, I became initiated into Ananda Marga 
yoga. In early 1972 I was traveling to a Yoga 
retreat with a group of other initiates. One 

was a charming young girl named Micky. As 
I was relating the tale of Marc during our long 
drive, her eyes opened wide. She told me she 
worked as an orderly at Dixmont state mental 
hospital and saw Marc daily. She told me he 
was now classified as catatonic and spent all 
his time in silence, lying prone in bed.  
 
PSYCHIATRIC DETERIORATION 
 
I did not know when I first met him and fell 
under his spell that Marc had never been 
“quite right.” As I found out from his family, 
he had once been hospitalized while a fresh-
man at the University of Pittsburgh for “de-
hydration” after being found unresponsive in 
his dorm room. As time passed, he fixated 
more on security and police fantasies. He 
showed many classic paranoid symptoms. As 
the years went by, he got worse and worse 
and drifted away from his noble mission of 
saving the universe. 

When I first met him, Marc talked about 
the evil ones who had cut into his tongue and 
implanted stitches to cause pain and tension 
to stop him from carrying out his great work. 
He said the cataclysmic experience happened 
to him in 1968 or 1969 in New Hope, Pa. He 
said he had gone there to help a woman, -- a 
friend or perhaps a relative who lived there. 
He was staying with her, and she introduced 
him to members of the “Emerson Society” 
and got him involved with someone named 
John Rudolph, the creator of Rudolph or “R 
groups.” Evil ones connected with these 
groups had drugged him and performed the 
evil operation.   

Marc used to talk about a ‘thread and nee-
dle stitching technique’ that originated in an-
cient Persia and the pain it caused him. Marc 
said he had once persuaded a doctor to oper-
ate on his tongue and explore, but the doctor 
had found nothing. From the book: 
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Part of the evolution of Marc’s thought, 

or his paranoia, was his firm belief in angels. 
Marc had carefully considered which humans 
most needed angelic help and concluded that 
it was policemen. Policemen were in the 
gravest danger and also in the best position to 
do good and thwart evil. This led him to a hi-
erarchy of angelic policemen - the ‘state po-
licemen of heaven.’ Marc’s mind soon be-
came populated with angelic intelligence 
agents, some on one side and some on the 
other, of the eternal cosmic battle.  Among 
many other things, he believed that a tele-
pathic secret agent code-named “Bob Wade” 
had sacrificed his life in an effort to help him 
with his quest. He also began referring to 
himself as Marc “Stephen” Rosenthal “Ev-
ans” (“Stephen” was a special “security 
name,” and “Evans” came from Bob Evans, 
another psychic security agent.) He became 
the “Undercover Messiah” and sought re-
demption and release from “Egypt Pennsyl-
vania,” where he was held in bondage.   

Marc called the offices of the FBI, the 
Pennsylvania State Police, and even the local 
police departments constantly over the years, 
mostly from pay phones in the institutions 
where he was confined. He told me once how 
the secretary who answered the phone at the 
Pittsburgh FBI office told him he was ‘the 
nicest of all those who call here.’ I should 
also say that he called me personally almost 
every day for the 46 years I knew him.  

After learning of Marc’s institutionaliza-
tion at Dixmont, I persuaded my friend and 
one-time fellow disciple Vince to go there 
with me and visit him.   
 

  

 
 

It was late in the afternoon, and the skies 
were darkening. We walked up a road be-
tween towering trees on either side. It wasn’t 
long until we heard someone screaming in the 
distance, and then the first of the looming 
dark stone buildings became visible.   

We finally got to the main building and 
signed in. We were taken upstairs to a locked 
ward and let inside. A long corridor with var-
ious inmate rooms on each side, then a 
nurse’s station, and then a day room where 
the people sit and watch TV or play games 
day after day. The first time we visited Marc, 
he was alone in a room to one side of the large 
day room. The door was open, and we were 
taken in and left alone.  

Sure enough, Marc was lying on a bed, 
eyes firmly shut and his two hands at differ-
ent angles on his chest pointing toward his 
heart. There was a palpable feeling - a hiss in 
the air as we entered the room. He would not 
speak to us. Totally oblivious. We sat there 
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for a while and spoke to him gently. Eventu-
ally, we left and made our way back to the 
city. 

The next time we visited, he was more an-
imated and spoke to us, and over the years, I 
visited him every two weeks or at least 
monthly. He introduced me to friends he 
made, and I spent some fascinating times in 
the day room and the cafeteria with the 
“crazy” crowd.    

At one point in the 1980s, Marc’s family 
decided that a computer might be helpful to 
Marc, and they asked me to find and buy one 
for him. The Commodore 64 had just been re-
leased and looked like a likely candidate. The 
hospital provided an old wooden desk on the 
second floor of his building. I took a metal 
hinge, a couple tubes of super glue, and some 
heavy-duty wire cable and attached it to the 
desk with a padlock. Marc used it very 
rarely,  

At first, Marc was in Reed hall, the an-
cient main building, but near the end of his 
stay, he was moved to the Cammarata Build-
ing, the geriatric center of Dixmont, and 
housed a significant portion of the hospital’s 
patients towards the final years. Built in 
1971, its architectural stylings were modern 
and sleek compared to the ancient design of 
Reed Hall. In 1984 Dixmont was closed per-
manently.  

When Dixmont closed, Marc disap-
peared. He had lived in a room at Boomy's 
motel in South Hills. As someone explained 
to me later, his family had decided to get him 
released and put him on an allowance. Marc 
was living there and had posted signs outside 
his room door saying only people with "spe-
cial clearance from the CIA," etc., could 
come in. Eventually, the motel management 
had enough, and they called the cops. He was 
taken away and wound up in Western Psychi-
atric Hospital in Oakland. I cannot remember 
how I found him, but I did and visited him 
there one evening. When I approached him, 

he started singing Tim Buckley's "Once I 
was":  
 

 
It was very moving and mystical, as I had 

never heard it before. 
Being in Marc’s presence is hard to de-

scribe. On the one hand, you were confronted 
with the physical appearance and behavior of 
a paranoid schizophrenic. But behind this ex-
ternal appearance were his singing, mystical 
pronouncements, extremely loving and gen-
tle behavior, and the gestures, songs, and 
prayers that could transfix the observer. 

I would journey on buses or drive long 
distances to get to the various places he was 
housed for many years. I would spend an 
hour or two with him and feel very different 
as if I had been in the presence of a great mys-
tical teacher, even though I had been merely 
humoring him and listening to his nonsensi-
cal repetitive talk. Marc would repeat a beau-
tiful version of the Amidah. Sadly, the mys-
tical aura around him dwindled over the years 
while the insane, nonsensical patterns be-
came stronger.    
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I was always disturbed by the fact that 
Marc, who came from a wealthy family, had 
to live in public mental hospitals with others 
who were wards of the state. In 1988 I tried 
to find a nicer place for him to stay and re-
searched various high-class places that pro-
vided care to the mentally ill. 

I even wrote a letter to Sebastian Grof at 
the Spiritual Emergency Network at Esalen 
Institute looking for advice. He was kind 
enough to reply.  
 

 
 

When I approached Marc's family, they 
were polite and sympathetic. They arranged 
for me to meet with Marc's legal guardian and 
family attorney. But the message I got was 
that it did not matter where Marc lived. He 
would continue to be disorganized and delu-
sional. They did not believe that there was 
any value, therapeutic or otherwise, in plac-
ing him in a more uplifting environment. This 
was very sad because I think Marc could have 

flourished in the right environment. Based on 
what I have seen, keeping the insane isolated 
in institutions with other sub-optimal persons 
only leads to further deterioration over time. 

After the brief interlude at Western 
Psych, Marc wound up at Mayview with 
many of the others from Dixmont. I visited 
Marc many times at Mayview.  Mayview was 
much more modern and relaxed than Dix-
mont. Marc was in Mayview for almost 
twenty years and was finally released to the 
Leonard Staisey halfway-house in Squirrel 
Hill primarily because he had become much 
easier to manage due to the miracle drug 
clozapine.  

Marc used to preach against the evils of 
mind-numbing psychiatric medications when 
I met him in 1970. But after years in mental 
institutions, he fondly referred to his ‘miracle 
Thorazine in conversations. The Thorazine 
made him feel much better, but it also gave 
him a severe case of tardive dyskinesia. 

With the advent of Clozapine, Marc and 
countless other psychiatric patients were re-
leased from locked wards around the country. 
Fueled with Clozapine, Marc graduated to the 
Leonard Staisey house described below, a 
residential half-way house with a much less 
restrictive and more relaxed environment.   

This refurbished apartment building was 
run by Jewish Residential Services, and Marc 
became one of the residents in 2003.  There 
were eight apartments, and Marc lived on the 
third floor with a roommate.   Although I had 
moved to New Jersey at that point, whenever 
I was in Pittsburgh I would visit him 
there.   He lived there for about 6 years.  Marc 
called my house at least once a day all during 
this period, and would leave messages on the 
answering machine if no one was 
around.  Generally he would report that he 
was waiting for "his miracle call to get out of 
Egypt Pennsylvania."  On bad days he would 
complain that Satan was torturing him terri-
bly and he couldn't take it anymore. 
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It was unclear why Marc ended up leav-
ing Staisey House and moving to the Heritage 
Place nursing home. The first time I visited 
him, there was in 2009 or 2010.  

This place, built on the site of the former 
H.B.Davis elementary school, where I was a 
student in the 1950s, was much more like a 
hospital than Staisey House. Instead of shar-
ing an apartment with a roommate, Marc 
lived in a hospital room. It was a depressing 
existence. 

Marc always sought to reaffirm his own 
importance as a man of wisdom and spiritual 
guidance. He dwelt continually on events in 
his past. He also built up his own mythology 
of events in his life, fantasies, hallucinations, 
and ideas he cooked up that he believed had 
spiritual significance. He referred to a "for-
mal document for the sacrament of drugs and 
Jesus Christ."  Marc had written several jus-
tifications and religious charters for a religion 
that legitimized drug use as a way of achiev-
ing transcendence. I think he always felt 
guilty about advocating drug use and was 
continually trying to justify it to himself and 
his past actions. It's one thing to propagate a 
wild spiritual philosophy but quite another to 
administer powerful psychedelic drugs to im-
pressionable young people and induce them 
to live it out.   

When the phone calls stopped coming, I 
knew something was amiss.  When I called 
Heritage Place, they only told me he had been 
taken to the hospital.  Phone calls to Marc's 
sister went unanswered for months until, in 
the summer of 2017, she answered one of my 
calls.  She told me how Marc had called in 
December saying that he felt critically ill, and 
when she had the staff check on him, he was 
comatose in his wheelchair.  They had kept 
him on life support for months but finally had 
taken off, and he passed away.  

 

 
 
SUPPLEMENTAL MATERIAL 
A copy of Marc’s psychedelic bible is avail-
able by request. 
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