IMMERSION


The sugar cube landed in the plastic cup Luke was grasping, like a rock being dropped into a deep river from a bridge high above. “These are really strong, man,” said Hunter, with the conviction of a seasoned tripper; “She told me they were double dropped”. 

Matt chimed in enthusiastically, as he almost always did. “This is gunna be such a sick weekend fellas. Three days of intense psytrance, copious amounts of drugs, and sheer bliss.” 

They all waited patiently for the sugar to dissolve completely into their individual cups, not wanting to waste a mere milliliter of the precious acid it contained. Each of the friends sat in different kinds of comfortable chairs around a small makeshift table in their campsite, made from a sizeable tyre and some semi-flat wood. Posters of psychedelic madness and remnants of a DMT dream surrounded them. They had positioned themselves perfectly to start their trip on a positive note. Luke was fidgeting slightly, moving his fingers up and down the cup. He stared at it with eyes full of excited anxiety, not sharing in the full-blown enthusiasm of his friends. It was his first time trying acid, and although he tried to hide his concern, Hunter could read it in the darting of his eyes from cup to earth. He thought nothing of it, carrying on with the assumption that once the acid took hold, his worried expression would turn to one of ecstasy. It was almost time now, and the concentration in each of the friend’s faces while they stirred their cups faded as they looked up at each other, almost simultaneously. 

“Are we ready boys?” asked Hunter, with less the intention of hearing genuine concerns than a formality. Luke looked from his cup to his friends one final time. “As ready as I’ll ever be” he said, his strained eyes telling a different story. “Abso-fucking-lutely son” said Matt, who could barely contain his excitement enough to utter the words. 

They all took one last sober look at each other, touched the edges of their cups together, and put the bottom of the glasses to the sky.


Walking towards the stage, Luke was having a little bit of trouble with his feet. The direction in which he was putting them seemed almost entirely at odds with the direction he intended to put them. It had been about an hour since they’d taken it, or at least it was in his mind. Matt and Hunter were much more aware of the fact that it had been almost 2 hours, and were eager to get right into their trip. Luke, on the other hand, was thinking to himself that it might not have been an incredibly good idea at this juncture, though not in quite those terms. For someone having a difficult time finding solid ground to walk on, he was in no way capable of telling himself what was and was not a good idea. After what seemed to all three of them like a lifetime, they reached the stage. The pound of the music was monstrous, and Matt started to throw his arms around and run like a child who’d just been told they could have ice cream before dinner. “This is intense, guys,” said Luke, but it was drowned out by the music, which was growing ever louder, pulsating through their beings. He just assumed no one had heard him. Hunter did a very wobbly cartwheel through the sand, and collapsed laughing. Matt was trying very hard to contain himself a few meters away, and doing a terrible job of it, but that didn’t matter. They’d reached the stage, and they were at earthcore. No judgment would be cast upon them for openly tripping here, because almost 80 percent of the population of this little psychedelic town was feeling very similar. Luke hadn’t said much in a while, so he thought he’d get something out there into the universe, while he desperately tried to stay afloat. 

“Wow.” That was all he could manage as he stumbled on to catch his friends, who remained oblivious to the intensity of his eyes. They were the kind of eyes that glistened with experience; eyes that had seen darkness shine through the light. Up in the distance his friends ran, jumped, rolled and took every action they possibly could, until they finally came to rest at a beautiful old oak tree. They were about 15 meters from the main speakers on the left side of the stage where Zen Mechanics were just finishing their set. Luke sat down for a moment with them, trying to think through all the nonsense floating around his head. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]“Guys, I think I’m just gunna go get some water or something, this is a bit too crazy for me at the moment,” Luke said softly. Hunter gave him a nod of acknowledgement, and he started walking slowly to the bar. When he saw Luke drifting off into the distance, Matt asked Hunter what he was doing. “I’m not sure man, something about water,” he replied, while trying to focus his attention to the ketamine he was currently handling.


Luke staggered up to the bar, which was a few minutes walk away for him. Ordinarily it probably would’ve taken about 20 seconds, but when the ground looks like it’s a wave made of sand, it generally takes a little longer to get places. 

“Can I have some water please?” he asked the bartender, as politely as he could. The way he spoke was soft and endearing, and the young man working at the bar appreciated his tone, so he gave him some water from the ice bucket holding all the beers. Luke took his water gratefully, muttering some kind of gratitude as he turned to see his friends from what seemed like an infinite distance. Instead of rejoining them, he thought he’d have a little look through the bush to find the lake behind the stage. Maybe the water will be calming, he thought hopefully. 


Matt had just come out of a nang when he saw an old friend from back in high school. He, Hunter and Luke had all gone to the same school, and they didn’t have an abundance of friends that shared their enthusiasm for partying in the bush. He ran up to her, giving her the kind of embrace you could only expect to see from someone that far detached from reality. 

“Hunter! It’s Ally!” he yelled, joyfully embracing his old friend once again. Halfway through a nang of his own, Hunter merely gestured towards them before lying down to finish it. “How’ve you been?” Matt asked her excitedly, looking forward to this opportunity to try and converse with another friend. “Yeah really good. How about you? What are you doing with yourself” she replied, clearly happy to see Matt again. They had been reasonably close throughout high school, but had just drifted as the years went by. Laughing, as he was unable to stop doing, Matt answered, “Fantastic!” He had a break; there was a bit more laughter and a slight cough before he continued. “I’m just up here with Hunter and Luke. Had some acid this morning, so things are getting a little weird.” He finished with a high-pitched laugh that essentially summed up when he meant better than words ever could. “Luke?” she said casually, “I think I saw him walking down towards the back of the stage just before, he looked pretty spaced.” Something clicked in Matt’s brain, so he wished Ally a good festival and went to find Hunter. 


Luke had almost reached the edge of the water now. He wasn’t entirely sure how long it’d been since he’d left the stage, but he didn’t think it really mattered. Hunter and Matt are probably having a better time without me, he thought. I shouldn’t inflict this negativity on them if I don’t need to. The water looked calm, peaceful. A smile came across his face for the first time since the morning, as he looked out onto the serene landscape before him. I just want to be in there, surrounded by that peace, he thought to himself. Considering there’s no one around to stop me, I don’t see why not. He took his shoes off, placing them neatly beside one another. He folded his socks, putting them inside the shoes. He then took everything out of his pockets, including his phone, wallet, smokes and lighter, and putting them all in precise order next to his shoes. He removed the colorful sarong he had on, folding it and putting it down next to his shoes, on the other side from his valuables. Walking into the water slowly, he began to turn when it got deep enough that he could float. Slowly he drifted away from shore, lost in the peaceful embrace of the lake. 


Hunter and Matt walked briskly to the back of the stage, talking frantically. “I can’t believe we forgot about him, man”, said Hunter worriedly, “How could we leave him alone for so long?” They saw someone walking in the distance towards them, and both started running to him. “Hey!” shouted Matt as they ran, hoping to catch his attention. He stopped in his tracks, obviously hearing Matt’s fearful tone, and changed his course slightly to walk in their immediate direction. Eventually they reached him, and began hurriedly explaining the situation. “Have you seen a guy walk down here recently? He’s about 6 foot, with long blond hair, and he’s wearing a red sarong.” Matt was talking with incredible urgency, trying to be as clear as he possibly could, which was no easy feat considering the circumstances. 

“Nah, sorry man. Haven’t seen anyone down here. Don’t stress too much, I’m sure he’ll be fine” said the stranger, his mellow demeanor showing a calm that neither Matt or Hunter were capable of at this point in time. Though this time it wasn’t just because they were tripping, causing the trees to appear to be melting around them, but because they were concerned for the friend they couldn’t find. “You don’t understand, dude. You just don’t understand,” Matt says as they continue their rush through the beautiful bush land of Outer Victoria. In the horizon they see blue, or at least it seems like the horizon. It was probably only around 250 meters, but to them it seemed like a lifetime away. “I can see the water!” yelled Hunter, as they picked up their pace from a jog to a sprint. “Luke!” screamed Matt, and Hunter joined in as well, hoping that their combined sound would reverberate throughout the bush and reach their friend. 

“Luke! Where are you?” Matt shouted. They reached the water, looking erratically from side to side, up and down, in every direction they could possibly think to look. He saw it then. From the corner of his eyes Matt caught a glimpse of some clothes on the bank, not far away. He took off instantly, with Hunter not far behind. “What is it?” Hunter tried to ask, but they reached it at the same time. It was Luke’s shoes, sarong and smokes, along with everything else he’d had. The friends collapsed, so tired they could barely breathe, trying to comprehend the situation. A tear ran down Matt’s cheek. Hunter grabbed his knees to try and stop them from shaking. They sat there together, gazing out onto the lake. It looked so calm. 
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