


1 

Cultivators Handbook – The Back Story .................................................................................. 1 

Making The Handbook By Hand ......................................................................................... 3 

Cranking Out The First 500 Copies – By Hand ...................................................................... 4 

On The Road To Sausalito – With A Stop In Shasta County .................................................. 6 

An Unexpected Welcome In Sausalito .............................................................................. 10 

Printing A Revolutionary Book In Hoover’s America .......................................................... 13 

Inspiration On The McKenzie............................................................................................ 17 

The End Of The Beginning ................................................................................................ 22 

Cultivators Handbook – The Back Story 

It’s been a long road since I first wrote the Cultivator’s 

Handbook of Marijuana in 1968-69, and far too many of the people 

I knew and loved in those days are now gone. Some of them died 

of natural causes, and some died in the interminable wars of 

aggression that this country has been fighting, but many of them 

died as a result of spending years, and sometimes decades of 

their lives in state and federal prisons for the absurd offense 

of growing  this gift of our loving planet. 

In the course of meeting and talking with young people living 

fully in today’s world I’ve been asked many times (well, once or 

twice) to tell the story of how I came to write Cultivator’s 

Handbook, so I thought that I would put it into writing for 

anyone who might find it worth reading. I know that old guys can 

be tedious and boring with their tales of youthful exploits so 

I’ll try to keep this as short as possible, without leaving out 

details that might be of interest to you. 

Origins Of The Cultivators Handbook 

In the 1960s when not otherwise occupied I was making regular 

trips to Mexico, Colombia, Morocco, and Lebanon to collect 

botanical and herbal medicine specimens and bring them back for 

the appreciation of collectors and connoisseurs, but after a 
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while it became clear that such scientific expeditions were 

being ever more seriously frowned upon, so I decided to settle 

in Oregon and practice what I had learned from indigenous 

growers during my overseas journeys. 

For a couple of years I grew some pretty nice herb in the hills 

around Eugene, and developed a solid clientele for my medicinal 

flowers. However, those were the days when monsters like J. 

Edgar Hoover and John Mitchell ruled the land and I saw friends 

who were in the same business of creating special herbal 

medicines being harassed, arrested and in one case that still 

saddens and angers me, shot full of very big, bloody holes. 

So just as I had decided to get out of the herbal medicine and 

botanicals business I decided to exit the medicinal plants 

growing business. I was pretty bummed out that I was prevented 

from doing work that was so much fun, that didn’t hurt a soul, 

and that let me make a pretty good living doing what I loved. 

Those were the days of revolutionary thinking in America – the 

Vietnam War resistance movement, the Black Panthers, the 

Students for a Democratic Society, the Non-Violent Student 

Coordinating Committee, and many other brave and sometimes 

foolishly optimistic movements whose fervor and commitment are 

hard to imagine in today’s passionless society. It was an 

inspiring time to be young, and as I searched for a path to take 

now that my old ways were behind me I wanted it to be a 

passionate choice. I had already served in the Peace Corps in 

Africa in the mid-60s, and done my share of community organizing 

in America, so I was looking around for something else I could 

do that would make a positive difference in peoples’ lives. 

A good friend and I were sitting on the banks of the McKenzie 

River outside of Eugene, toking on some fine bud and discussing 
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cosmic ideas and I was telling her how much I regretted not 

being able to pursue my botanical interests when she said “Why 

don’t you write a book about growing? They can’t bust you for 

writing a book, can they?” 

You know those cartoons where a light bulb flicks on over the 

character’s head when they get an idea? There was a definite 

flash somewhere overhead. 

Making The Handbook By Hand 

I had never written a book but I sometimes wrote research papers 

for students at the University of Oregon who didn’t want to 

write their own, so that evening I sat down with a couple of 

joints and a few beers and put a sheet of paper in my typewriter 

and just started writing. Since I had written probably a hundred 

or more research papers and essays I wasn’t especially worried 

about what I was getting into. I knew that I had to write a book 

for people who didn’t care about literary style but just wanted 

useful, practical information on how to grow high quality 

marijuana. I also knew, because I called a lawyer friend, that I 

couldn’t use photographs to illustrate the book because the Feds 

would use those photos as evidence of either illegal cultivation 

or – if I claimed that I was merely photographing the work of 

others, criminal conspiracy. In either case they could, and 

surely would put me away for a long, long time. 

I had a young friend Terry who was a fine artist and who had 

seen his share of botanicals, so I asked him if he could do a 

series of pen & ink drawings for the book. He loved the idea and 

we sat down together for a long afternoon as I outlined each 

section of the book that would need an illustration and he did 

some quick sketches for each section. By the end of the day we 

had what I guess you could call a storyboard – I knew what each 
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of the book’s sections was going to be about, and Terry had 

rough sketches of what he would do to produce each of the 

drawings. 

Terry and I agreed that the drawings needed to convey 

information but not just be technical – they had to reflect the 

counterculture and had to have a unique character. This suited 

Terry just fine – he was already a well-known street artist in 

Eugene and he had a unique style, which I loved. His stylistic 

hero was Robert Crum, but Terry took that style to a higher 

level. 

Creating the layout for “Cultivator’s Handbook” was simplicity 

itself. I would write a chapter a day on my manual typewriter 

and then handed over the day’s work to a good friend who was an 

editor at the Eugene Augur. She put her suggested edits in the 

margins and gave them back to me, and then I typed out the 

edited copy triple-spaced and gave them back to her. Then she 

made her final edits in red ink above each line. Through a 

friend I had access to an IBM Selectric typewriter, so after I 

got back the final edited pages of a chapter I would just type 

them up in a nice, clean text block, put a page number at the 

bottom of the block, and that was it. I had made a dummy master 

of the book and so I was able to keep track of the page layout, 

including Terry’s illustrations which I simply pasted in place. 

The whole process went remarkably smoothly. It was primitive, 

but it worked. 

Cranking Out The First 500 Copies – By Hand 

The next challenge was to figure out how to get Cultivators 

Handbook into print. That problem was quickly solved by my 

friends John and Patty who were co-publishers of the Eugene 

Augur, one of the many counter-culture newspapers that appeared 
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across the country in the 60’s as a voice of the anti-war, anti-

establishment movement. Operating out of an old industrial loft 

in downtown Eugene the Augur staff worked with old but smooth-

running printing and binding equipment. I approached John and 

Patty and asked them if they could print a few hundred copies of 

my book, and after putting the project to a vote of all members 

of the Augur collective it was agreed. 

There were a few obstacles that still had to be overcome. I had 

to have the cover printed elsewhere because the Augur equipment 

only handled B&W. Since it was a short, quick one-color print 

job I didn’t have any trouble getting the first cover printed. 

Then I had to lay out the book again to conform to the 

dimensions that the Augur’s equipment could handle. Many people 

commented on the odd shape of the early editions of the 

Cultivator’s Handbook and wondered why I chose to make the book 

in this unusual, almost square shape, but the answer was that it 

was the only way I could get the book printed. Finally, although 

the Augur had saddle-stitching equipment to staple the book 

together, their collating equipment couldn’t handle the book. 

I’ll tell you the remarkable way that was handled in a moment. 

I got the new layout done in record time and John & Patty gave 

me a time between editions of the Augur for printing 500 copies. 

I got to the Augur offices early in the morning and within a few 

minutes the first pages were rolling off the press. As each set 

of pages was printed they were taken over to the trimming 

machine. 

The Augur had a large totally empty room adjacent to its 

offices, and in preparation for the collation the staff of the 

Augur had placed markers on the floor corresponding to each of 

the 25 sets of pages that would ultimately make up the 100 page 

book. After printing each page was run through a folding 
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machine, and then the set of 500 folded sheets was taken into 

the collating room. So within a few hours we had 25 stacks of 

printed pages lined up in this large room. At that point every 

member of the Augur staff, along with me and a few of my 

friends, lined up and began walking down the line of stacks 

picking up one folded page at a time, placing them inside each 

other in order. As each person came to the end of the line they 

had a full collated book, which was then matched up with a 

folded and trimmed cover and taken over to the saddle-stitching 

machine. A few staples into the folded spine of the book and it 

was finished, and then it went into a box. 

The whole process of producing the first 500 copies of 

Cultivators Handbook took almost an entire day, and one of the 

many remarkable things about the whole experience was that 

nobody on the Augur staff would take a penny for their efforts. 

John and Patty told me that everybody considered that they were 

participating in a revolutionary act and didn’t want to be paid. 

I did manage to get everybody to share pizzas and beer and of 

course there was plenty of smoke. As we all stood around eating 

pizza and talking about the day I felt a stronger sense of 

brotherhood and sisterhood than I had ever experienced before. 

On The Road To Sausalito – With A Stop In Shasta County 

One of my old growing friends was a tall, red-haired hippie 

named Chuck who drove an ancient flatbed Ford farm truck, and 

Chuck had volunteered to drive me and my books down to San 

Francisco, which is where I figured my strongest market was. I 

gave 25 copies to the Augur and signed a book for each staff 

member and a few of my friends who had helped with the project, 

and we all carried the boxes of books downstairs to Chuck’s 

truck. We loaded about 450 books onto the bed of the truck, tied 



7 

them down with al old tarp, and after a round of hugs and 

handshakes Chuck and I drove off toward San Francisco. It was 

about five in the afternoon. 

We drove south at about 50 mph – the best that Chuck’s old truck 

could manage. At about midnight we crossed the California 

border, and rolled into Shasta County. Of course we had been 

smoking the whole way, but neither of us was sleepy and we had 

San Francisco figured for a sunrise arrival. 

Both Chuck and I were pretty surprised when a cop lit us up and 

pulled us over, because there was no way that we were speeding 

in that old farm truck. We had the windows down and hoped that 

the cop wouldn’t smell the Marijuana in the cab. (We were pretty 

naïve.) The cop walked up and asked Chuck for his license and 

registration, which I was happy to see he actually had in the 

glove compartment. 

Then rather than making an issue out of what he could clearly 

smell, he asked what we had under the tarp on the truck. 

“Books” I said. 

“Books? he said. 

“Yes, books” I said. 

“Show me” he said. 

So I climbed out of the truck and walked to the back of the 

truck and untied the tarp. Hoping to skate by I showed him the 

boxes of books. 

“Open a box and show me” he ordered. So I popped the top of a 

box and tilted it toward him a little, hoping that he would see 

that the boxes did indeed contain books and not actually see 

what the books were. No such luck. 
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“Hand me one of those books” he said. So I did. He looked at the 

cover, riffled through the pages, and said “Where did you get 

these books?” 

“I wrote it” I said, “and we’re taking them to bookshops in San 

Francisco.” 

He then ordered Chuck out of the truck, and sat us both down 

alongside the road. Telling us to stay put he went back to his 

patrol car and got on the radio. Within minutes the whole 

highway was lit up with police coming from both directions, with 

full lights and sirens. It was quite a show – exactly what cops 

love to do. People driving by in both directions slowed and 

looked us over – loving what they saw. Law enforcement at its 

best – arresting hippies. Chuck and I looked at each other and 

Chuck said “We might be delayed a little bit in getting to San 

Francisco”. I agreed that it sure looked that way. 

After a dozen or so sheriff’s deputies and CHP had pulled up, a 

plain white car also pulled up and out climbed a cop who was 

obviously going to be in charge of things. He was in civilian 

clothes but his badge hung from his belt and it was clear that 

he was very, very official. 

He stopped and talked with the cop who had originally stopped 

us, looked over the book, and then walked over to where we were 

sitting alongside the road. 

“You wrote this? He asked. I said that I had. 

“Well,” he said,” this looks like a pretty detailed guide to 

performing a very illegal act.” 

Then he said “Nothing illegal about writing a book though.” 

Like an idiot I thanked him. 
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Chuck and I looked at each other and I could see we were both 

thinking “Holy shit!” 

“Now” said the sheriff, “with a truckload of these books you 

boys wouldn’t be STUPID enough to be smoking dope while you’re 

driving through my county, would you?” 

“Oh no sir” Chuck and I chorused. 

“Well, that’s good” he said. “I can’t imagine that ANYONE would 

be that STUPID, can you?” 

“Oh no sir” Chuck and I nodded. 

“Well then boys, why don’t you climb back into your truck and be 

on your way” he said. 

Chuck and I couldn’t believe our good luck, but we didn’t hang 

around to savor the moment. As we started the engine the Sheriff 

came up to the driver’s side window and said “Just in case you 

boys ARE stupid enough to be smoking dope with a truckload of 

these books I’m going to radio ahead to the other counties 

you’re going to be traveling through and ask them to keep an eye 

on you.” 

“Thank you Sheriff” Chuck and I chorused, and we drove off. As 

soon as we were out of sight of the cop cluster Chuck reached 

into the glove compartment and pulled out his stash and tossed 

it out the window as I cleaned out the ashtray and did the same 

thing. We kept the windows open to air the cab out really good, 

and after a few miles we both began to relax and enjoy talking 

about our remarkable escape. After all, those were the days when 

a joint could send you to prison for a long, long time. We 

speculated on why the sheriff had let us go and decided that 

either he was a closet hippie – not very likely, we agreed – or 

he had decided that busting us would be too much publicity for 

Cultivators Handbook. 
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We drove on through the night, high on our good fortune and 

ready for dawn to arrive. In several counties on the way to San 

Francisco we were followed closely by a patrol car but nobody 

stopped us, and when we arrived in Marin there was nobody 

watching us. We pulled up in front of the Tides bookstore in 

Sausalito at about 7AM, parked the truck, and found a place to 

have breakfast while we waited for Tides to open. 

An Unexpected Welcome In Sausalito 
 

As I recall the Tides Bookstore opened at 9 in the morning and 

Chuck and I were there to say hi to the owner Herb Beckman who 

was opening up the store. I ha a copy of Cultivators Handbook 

ready to show him and was all ready to give him a long pitch on 

why I wanted Tides to be the first bookstore to carry the book, 

but he just thumbed through it, handed it to another guy who was 

with him and said “Let’s buy some of these.” 

The guy turned to us and asked how many we had with us. I told 

him that we had printed 500 books and that we had 450 of them 

left in boxes of 25. He said “Give us a hundred” and walked into 

the store carrying the book that I had given Herb Beckman. I 

could see a few early customers gathering around him to look at 

the book and as Chuck and I carried the four boxes into the 

store three or four of them reached into the first box we set 

down and wanted to buy them right there. Beckman said “Wait a 

minute – I haven’t even paid these guys yet” and asked me what 

my wholesale price was. I told him that the wholesale price was 

50% which made it $1.00 each. He pulled a checkbook out from 

under the counter, started writing me a check, and said “How 

come so cheap – this book is going to be a best-seller.” 

I didn’t have an answer to that, and I was pretty dumbfounded to 

hear someone who was a legend in the book business talk like 
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that, but by then about ten people were lined up at the cash 

register waiting with their copies of the book. “How many copies 

did you print” Beckman asked, and when I told him 500 he said 

“Better go home and print five thousand – quickly.” Then he said 

“Where else are you going with these books today and I told him 

we were heading for City Lights in San Francisco, and he said 

“I’ll call them and tell them you’re coming. And then I want you 

to drive down to Menlo Park and see a guy named Stuart Brand who 

is starting up a thing called “Whole Earth Catalog”. I’ll call 

him too and tell him you’re coming. Then get your ass back to 

Oregon and get at least 5000 of these printed right away.” 

Just like anybody who was barely literate in the 60’s I knew all 

about City Lights bookshop and the poet/founder Lawrence 

Ferlinghetti, but as Chuck and I drove across the Golden Gate 

Bridge into San Francisco I had a hard time believing that I was 

actually going to meet the man. We pulled up in front of City 

Lights and I was surprised at how tiny it was, but when we went 

inside it seemed to go on forever. Ferlinghetti was at the 

counter and as he eyes the box of books I was carrying he said 

“You the guys from Oregon with the dope book?” I said yes and 

handed him a copy. He stood there looking it over and after a 

while he kind of grinned and said “This is gonna shake up the 

establishment pretty nicely. What made you think of writing a 

book like this?” 

He offered us a cup of tea and we sat around for an hour or so – 

with Lawrence fucking Ferlinghetti! – talking about writing as a 

revolutionary act and laughing at how this little book was going 

to pull an end run on that evil shit Hoover and his FBI gofers 

and the Narcotics Nazis. He warned me straight-faced to be 

damned careful because even though writing a book was legal he 

and I knew, and the cops and politicians knew too, that the 



 12 

right book in the right hands could be virtually unstoppable. 

“The only way they will be able to stop this thing is if they 

can stop you and do it soon” Ferlinghetti said, and I’m sure 

that Chuck and I both immediately thought about that Sheriff in 

Shasta County. We told Ferlinghetti about the roadside drama and 

he frowned and said –“That was no cop – that was a guardian 

angel. I hope you learned whatever you were supposed to learn.” 

We assured him that we appreciated what had happened, and that 

we appreciated his advice. He took 100 books and, just like what 

happened at the Tides, as we began carrying the books into City 

Lights and setting the boxes on the counter people began 

reaching into the boxes and lining up to pay for them. 

Ferlinghetti kept pointing at me and saying “He’s the guy who 

wrote this. Go shake his hand.” Which they did. I never felt 

quite so honored. 

Chuck and I soon piled into the truck and headed for the Whole 

Earth truck Store in Menlo Park. Stuart Brand wasn’t there but 

an assistant of his, whose name I can’t remember, recognized us 

and said “You’re the guys Herb Beckman just called about. I’ve 

got to see this book!” He sat down with a copy of the book and 

read through it for a few minutes and then said “I’ll take what 

you have left.” We had carried our last ten boxes of 250 books 

into the office in this crowded little space that was jammed 

with stacks of all kinds of tools, books, cases of provisions – 

everything that anyone familiar with today’s Prepper stores 

would find very familiar. 

In fact the Whole Earth catalog and Truck Store, which began 

literally with Stuart Brand and his wife selling survival gear 

out of the back of a truck to hippie communes around Northern 

California, can and should be seen as prophesying the evolution 

of the Prepper movement generations before that movement emerged 
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in response to the social/financial chaos that marks today’s 

world. 

The Whole Earth Truck Store guy took a couple of minutes reading 

through the Handbook and said “You’ve got to get back to Oregon 

and get more of these printed right now. I’ll give you an order 

for a thousand – when can you deliver?” 

That was pretty stunning. I told him how these first copies had 

been produced and that I was going to have to find a printer 

because there was no way that we could produce a thousand copies 

by hand. He laughed and said that he predicted that pretty soon 

I would have to think about printing tens of thousands of books, 

not thousands, and as it turned out he was right. 

Chuck and I left Menlo Park and drove back to Eugene without 

stopping – or being stopped – and we arrived early in the 

morning. Chuck dropped me off at my house and I thanked him for 

everything he had done. He said “Don’t thank me man; I feel like 

I’ve just witnessed a great movement forward in the revolution.” 

We hugged each other and I went inside to wake up my wife and 

tell her everything that had gone down in the last few days. I 

didn’t know it, but life was just about to get very complicated, 

and very interesting. 

Printing A Revolutionary Book In Hoover’s America 
 

When I began the search for a high-volume printer who could 

produce 5000 books at a time I was pretty naïve about what was 

coming. I looked through the Eugene yellow pages and found 

several likely-looking printers and made appointments. I had a 

stash of cash from my days of selling botanicals so I was pretty 

confident that I wouldn’t have a problem. After all, despite its 
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subject matter, this was just a book and I was going to pay 

cash. 

The first printer I visited with was a really nice guy who had a 

first-class print shop, and although he was as straight as they 

came he wasn’t too phased by what I was asking him to do. I 

could tell that my offer of cash up front made the whole deal 

pretty attractive, and so in just a few minutes we had a deal. I 

pulled my laid-out book out of a box and he called in his shop 

foreman and we went over everything. My layout was pronounced 

camera-ready, and so I went home that afternoon and told my wife 

that the deal was done and that we would have a book printed in 

a week or so. I was amazed that it had been so easy – I had 

expected to have to go through more than one printer to find 

someone willing to print my book. 

This was, after all, early 1969. Nixon was president, Hoover was 

still running the secret police, and the Vietnam War was still 

killing thousands of people a day. Possession of even a joint 

was getting people 50 year jail terms, growers and dealers were 

being sent to Federal maximum security prisons, and Nancy Reagan 

was still years away from getting her nasty little fangs into 

the American jugular. 

Even so, I was optimistic. After all, this was a book about 

growing Marijuana, not a Marijuana garden. I had never heard of 

Mr. Murphy and his Law. 

Three days later I got a call from the printer. He asked me to 

drop by to discuss a problem, so I went over to his shop. When I 

walked in he had my layout pages in a box on his desk. I wasn’t 

totally surprised – I hadn’t actually expected getting my book 

printed to go as smoothly as it seemed to have done. 
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He told me that someone in his shop was a member of the John 

Birch society and when he had seen the plates being made he had 

called to he Portland FBI office. Apparently there was a high 

speed caravan of Feds that hit Eugene within hours, where they 

were joined by local police and Lane County deputies, arriving 

at the printers with lights flashing and sirens going. I was, of 

course, oblivious – I lived miles away and didn’t see or hear 

any of the commotion. Apparently it took a major police presence 

to arrest my little book. The printer was both nervous and 

amused as he related this to me – he was obviously worried about 

the impact of all this on his business and told me that he was 

sorry but couldn’t print my book. The Feds had apparently 

threatened him with conspiracy if he did. I started to argue but 

took a look at his face and realized that it would do no good. 

Besides, he was a nice guy and was legitimately worried what the 

police action would do to his business, so I asked him for the 

plates, which I had already paid for, and told him that I would 

find another printer. 

He looked embarrassed and told me that the FBI had confiscated 

the plates as “evidence” and had ordered him not to refund my 

money. I knew that they couldn’t legally do that but I really 

had no choice. I didn’t have the money to make a legal issue out 

of it and besides, I realized that I needed to make getting the 

book printed my priority, not fighting a losing battle with the 

Feds. 

So I swallowed my financial loss, grateful that at least I had 

my layout which the printer told me the Feds had overlooked 

(they weren’t all that bright even in those days), so I thanked 

him for saving my layout, shook hands, and left. 

As I pulled out of the printer’s parking lot I noticed a black 

car following me and thought – not too subtle. I went home and 
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told my wife what had happened and she was a little freaked out, 

but I was still confident that there was a big difference 

between writing a book about growing Marijuana and actually 

growing it. 

I spent the next few days looking up printers all over the 

Willamette Valley as far away as Portland and called at least 

half a dozen to make appointments. I visited with them one after 

another and explained what I was looking for and two of them 

said sure, they would print my book. The others flat refused – 

Oregon was an odd mix of hippies, rednecks, and right-wingers in 

those days (much like today in fact.) 

But the really funny thing was that within a single day after 

each of the two printers agreed to print “Cultivators Handbook”, 

and before I could even deliver the layout to them, each of them 

called me and said that they had decided not to take the job. 

After a bit of pushing one of them admitted that they had been 

visited by FBI agents right after I had left and were told that 

if they printed my book they would be prosecuted for 

“conspiracy” and other unspecified charges. 

With the black car still parked conspicuously outside my house, 

and with funny little clicks and buzzes on the phone, I figured 

that I was under pretty tight watch, so I realized that I was 

going to have to do some creative thinking to get my book 

printed. 

My first thought was to drive down to California and look 

around. At first that seemed like a good idea, but I realized 

that even the most liberal California printers would still be 

vulnerable to FBI intimidation, so I rejected that idea. I was 

pretty bummed out. 
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Inspiration On The McKenzie 
 

Then one evening I came up with what even today I regard as one 

of my best moves ever. In the little coastal town of Florence 

there was a newspaper publisher whose reputation as an ultra 

right-winger was well known. His name was Dave Holman. His 

letters to the editor of other Oregon newspapers were famous, 

and newspapers all over the state regularly re-printed his 

editorials. But, I noticed that Dave wasn’t really a right-wing 

nut case. His ideas were always based on a deep respect for the 

US Constitution and his editorials were almost always about how 

the rights and responsibilities of citizens were being subverted 

by left-wing politicians. I actually agreed with a lot of what 

Dave had to say because although I was out near the fringe in 

terms of social policies and progressive politics I was also 

pretty conservative when it came to questions of Constitutional 

rights and responsibilities and I did think that a lot of the 

far left wing of American politics, and even the anti-war 

movement, were dominated by people with anti-American agendas. 

Since I knew that my telephone was tapped I decided to just 

drive down to Florence and put my case in front of Dave Holman 

without an appointment, which would only have alerted the FBI. 

Of course there was the little matter of that black sedan that 

was always parked just down the street from my house these days, 

but I figured I could have a little fun with them while 

accomplishing my objective. 

So early one morning I walked out to my car with a duffle bag, a 

pair of clippers, and a few other items that a grower who was 

heading out to harvest a patch would need. Since it was October 

I figured that the stake-out team would draw the obvious 

conclusion and get really excited. Not only are we going to stop 
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this hippie from printing his book, we’re going to bust him with 

his dope harvest! Visions of promotion must have been dancing in 

their little brains. Maybe even presented to them by J. Edgar 

himself! 

I pulled away and headed for Florence, a small coastal town. 

Halfway there the road climbed through the Coast range and there 

were dozens of Forest Service and logging roads that cut off 

into the valleys of the Coast Range. In fact this was a great 

growing area, and I pretty much knew every spot where people 

were growing, so I chose a pulloff that wouldn’t lead anywhere 

near paydirt for the Feds who were now a mini-caravan of two 

cars and a van, all maintaining what they thought was a discreet 

distance. 

I even signaled my turn, just to be sure they knew where I was 

going. I drove about a mile up into the woods and then pulled 

over, went back to my trunk and got out my gear, and headed into 

the woods. I could hear my tail pull within a hundred yards or 

so and kill their engines. 

I was in fairly rugged country, and I had dressed for it – 

books, jacket with a hood, jeans, etc. I knew that the Feds 

would be in street shoes, suits, and neckties, so I led them up 

and down and around for an hour or so, and then headed back to 

my car. To their credit I never saw them but I knew that they 

were there because I walked slowly and never tried to evade 

them. I just wanted to tire them out a little. 

I got back to my car, put everything in the truck, and started 

my engine. Then I sat there for a few minutes and smoked a 

joint, which I carefully field-stripped when I was finished. 

Then I turned my car around, being sure to make a lot of noise, 

and headed back down the road where I had come. Sure enough, 
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there were the two cars and the van all pulled off the road back 

in the woods trying to be inconspicuous. I looked straight ahead 

playing “I don’t see you!” and when I got back to the highway I 

turned and headed for Florence. 

I was pretty sure that they were going to pull me over but they 

didn’t, instead following me all the way into Florence. I 

figured they wanted to see where I was going and were developing 

nearly erotic visions of busting not only me but maybe a whole 

bunch of hippie criminal commie dopers. 

When I pulled up in front of the Florence newspaper office I 

could almost hear the collective “Huh?” from the little convoy 

behind me, and as I walked into the newspaper office with the 

box of layout in my arms they must have been salivating. I 

walked up to the secretary and asked if Dave Holman was in and 

could give me a few minutes. 

Just to set the scene, I was a stereotype of the long-hair 

bearded hippie – the kind of person that Dave was always going 

on about subverting basic American principles, etc. Dave’s 

secretary asked what my business was and I said that I had a 

book that I wanted to have printed and that I knew how much Dave 

respected the 1st Amendment and the US Constitution and thought 

that he was the person with the courage to do the job, She 

looked me over pretty good and then picked up the phone and said 

“Dave, there’s a hippie out here who wants you to print his book 

and he says you’re the only person in the state with the guts to 

do it. Shall I send him in?” 

She showed me into Dave’s office and I got my first look at the 

fire-breathing Dave Holman. He was short, muscular, with the 

buzz-cut pugnacious look of a former Marine, and he was sitting 
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behind his desk with his arms crossed and a “I can tear your 

heart out and eat it” look on his face. 

He didn’t ask me to sit down, so I stood there with my little 

box in my arms. “What’s this about a book that you think I’m the 

only guy with the guts to print”, he growled. I took that as an 

invitation to sit down, which I did, and then I took out the 

book’s layout sheets and laid them on the desk in front of him. 

He riffled through them and looked at me very intensely. “Do you 

know who I am?” he asked. I said that I did indeed, and that 

there probably wasn’t anyone in the state who believed more 

strongly in freedom of the press than he did. 

“Why are you coming to me to print this piece of shit?” Dave 

growled. 

“Because the FBI has been following me around the state 

intimidating printers and telling them they are going to be 

charged with conspiracy if they print it” I said. 

“Bullshit” Dave growled again. 

His office window was facing the street, so I walked over to the 

window and sure enough there were the two black Fords each with 

two guys in suits and shades in the front seat. There was 

another guy, who must have come from the van, popping the trunk 

of my car. He was pulling my duffle bag out with a big grin on 

his face. I had an even bigger grin on my face as I thought 

about all the lab time the FBI was going to spend trying to 

identify the flakes of oregano, parsley, basil, and other dried 

herbs I had put in the bag that morning. 

“Take a look Dave” I said. “Those are a bunch of FBI agents are 

waiting to come into your office after I leave and have a chat 

with you. They appear to also be checking my car for illegal 

substances – which they aren’t going to find” 
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“We’ll see about that” Dave growled – it seemed to be his 

favorite form of verbal communication. “Wait here” he ordered, 

and he got up and walked out through the office and outside. I 

watched through the window as he walked up to the first car and 

knocked on the driver’s window. The suit inside rolled down the 

window and words were exchanged. I imagined Dave growling at the 

agents. The driver reached into his suit and pulled out what was 

obviously a piece of ID. Dave took it and looked at it, then 

handed it back and came back into the office. 

“Watch this” he growled – but it seemed to be a slightly 

friendlier growl. “I’m calling an old friend of mine who happens 

be the FBI agent in charge of the Portland office.” 

He dialed and I heard the phone on the other end pick up. “This 

is Dave Holman in Florence”, he growled. “Put me through to (I 

can’t remember the name).” 

The FBI guy came on the line and said something, and Dave 

growled into the phone “I’ve got this guy Bill Drake in my 

office and he wants me to print his book about growing 

Marijuana, and I’ve got two of your agents outside on the 

street. You’ve got ten minutes to tell them to leave, and I’m 

printing this guy’s goddamn book, and I better not see any of 

your agents anywhere near my shop or his house or I’m going to 

tear you and your agency a new asshole.” 

The he slammed down the phone and turned to me and said “How are 

you going to pay for the printing?” I pulled a wad of cash out 

of my pocket and said “How much to print five thousand copies?” 

“You want me to print five thousand copies?” Dave growled. Do 

you have any idea how long it’s going to take to sell five 

thousand copies?” 
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When I told him that I had a written order for a thousand 

already, and had verbal orders for another thousand, he looked 

at me over his glasses, doodled on a pad on his desk for a 

little while, and said “Son, you may have something here. Tell 

you what. I’ll print those 5000 copies for you on the basis of 

your order here for a thousand copies. You pay me $500 now and 

the balance when you come back to me with your next order.” 

I couldn’t believe my good fortune. I not only had a printer for 

my book, but a printer who had just told the FBI to fuck off, 

and one who was also going to work with me to get as many copies 

of my book printed as I could sell without asking for a lot of 

front money – and all this from a guy who was well-known around 

Oregon as one of the toughest newspapermen in the state. I had 

obviously had that guardian angel that Ferlinghetti talked about 

following me around. 

The End Of The Beginning 

After I was able to get that 5000-book printing done by Dave 

Holman it sold out within a couple of weeks and I came back to 

Dave for another 5000 copies. It went on like that for years. 

There were lots more things that happened along the way – new 

friends, lots of help from strangers, pretty continual shadowing 

by various police agencies, several attempts at entrapment, 

travel to some very interesting places – but few things in my 

life have ever quite equaled the satisfaction that I got out of 

creating that little yellow book and helping thousands of people 

rebel against and ultimately, many years later, overthrow the 

repressive laws of the tyrannical governments that work so hard 

at enslaving our minds and bodies under the laughable 

proposition of protecting us from the evils of drugs. 
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This digital re-issue of the original Handbook is my thank you 

to all my brothers and sisters who made my own adventure 

possible, and who have never stopped believing in and working 

toward their vision of a better world. 

I’m offering this digital edition of the first Cultivator’s 

Handbook of Marijuana in the hope that some of my brothers and 

sisters from the sixties and seventies will enjoy a bit of 

reconnection to those times and hoping too that you who are 

younger and fully into the Cannabis revolution will enjoy taking 

a moment to check out one of the places this revolution started. 

A little mustard yellow book with a funky Cannabis plant drawn 

on the cover. Written in the belief that knowledge is power in 

the hands of the people. 



This cover image is from one of the 
first few hundred copies printed in 
1969/70. 



A Quick Note - I wrote Cultivators Handbook working on an old 
picnic table in a house on West 6th in Eugene, Oregon. I wrote it 
using a borrowed IBM Selectric that only had the Courier 12 ball 
so that's what I used to create the layout pages for the book. 
For fun I'll use it here too.

My friend Terry Rutledge created the original illustrations and 
they were pasted directly into the laid-out copy. 

My friends at the Eugene Augur Collective helped print and staple 
together the first 500 copies. After a few printings my brother 
Jim contributed a beautiful set of Haiku which we pasted into the 
original layout and re-shot the printing plates, and that's how 
the book remained. Cultivators Handbook went on to wind up in the 
hands of a lot of beautiful people.

Self-publishing a book in 1969 was such a challenging project, 
even with the help of a lot of friends, that I never re-wrote it 
as I probably should have. I just let it ride and hoped people 
liked it.

Cultivators was the first really good idea given to me to pass on 
to others, and American Spirit organic tobacco was another. I 
hope that my last book Smoke No Evil will be a final gift that I 
can pass on. As I look back from the far side of my lifeI'm very 
grateful for these gifts of the Great Spirit . 

I do have to say that as a lifelong writer,editor and sometimes 
publisher I cringe a bit at some of the stiffness and bombast in 
this little book. I comfort myself that I did introduce a few 
useful new ideas, especially the crucial male/female relationship 
and the critical role of UV light. I guess that readers saw my 
heart was in the right place and that I was trying to make the 
book useful, interesting and relevant to their needs. 

This PDF offers the original contents and layout of the first 
Handbook from 1969, as they appeared several years later for the 
first BookPeople Collective Edition. The BookPeople editions and 
the Whole Earth Catalogue took Cultivators Handbook around the 
world. I offer this revival PDF as an historical artifact and for 
whatever value it may hold. Thank you for your kind interest.



































































































































































A oonflllllll¥J test involves sulplmric acid mixed with a 
solutiai of selenioos acid in a ratio of .005 grams of 
seleni.oos acid per mil of sulphuric acid. '!his test 
applied to suspected substances will yield the follc:w:IDJ 
color changes: 

Morphine 

Codeine 

blue to green am then to brown 

green to blue am then to organic 
green 

If the color c:haDJes do not occur, or occur out of sequence, 
it is fairly certain that the substance either is not nor­
phine or a closely related alkaloid; ar is IOClt'phi.ne, rut 
heavily adulterated with aoother similar-appearing am 
ta.stinJ substance such as qwru.ne, a camDl adulterant. 

OPIDM DERIVATIVES--HEROIN 

Heroin is diacetyl-mxphine, C21H2)03N. It is a white crystalline
alkaloid, an acetyl derivative of norphine. It is used medicinally 
as an anodyne am sedative in the t.reatllelt of OOJghs, brooc:hitis, 
bronchial asthma airl �- It is cne of the roost toxic of the 
addictive opiates. 

Heroin is prepared by heating nmptlne with an aoetyl chloride 
solution, washing the product with cold water am a dilute sol.utim 
of so:lium carbooate, then crystallizing out the heroin by treatllelt 
with boilmJ aloohol which evaporates quickly, taking the water with 
it. 

Heroin appears ai the market as a white crystalline, odorless 
pa,,rler which is soluable in chlarofonn am alcohol, less soluable in 
ether am still less in pire water. It melts between 171.5° am 
173° 

c.

Heroin possesses the therapeutic properties of morphine, rut 
requires smaller doses to be equally as effective. Because of this 
prqierty, it can be used medically with less risk of addictioo. <Al 
the illicit drug market, hcMever, this sane property beocmes a lia­
bility because of the increased chance of addictim when caipared 
to the addictive potential of the same quantities of similar opiate 
derivatives. 

Tests for heroin are relatively straightforward. If grass sus..­
pected of being dusted with heroin is dissolved in a ffi!li drq,s of 
nitric acid, am a yell.CM is prcxiuoed which c:haI¥Jes gradually to a 
green-blue, the presence of heroin is oonfi.z:ned. An eqnaJJy sinple 
t:e$t involves mixing the suspect grass with a little alcohol am an 
equal anx:>unt of sulplllric acid. If the siooll of fingernail polish 
raoover is Stralgly in evidence, there is a very stralg likelihood 
that diacetyl-nmphine (or pire heroin) is present. 

Another carm::n faon which heroin can take is heroin-hydro­
chloride (diacetyl� hydrochloride am di.anm:prlne hydro­
chloride), prepared by treating heroin with hydrochl.aric acid. 'lhe 
pov,der obtained fran the process is a white, odorless, crystalline 
substance whieh has a bitter taste; is soluable in water or alcohol, 

83 

















With dawn on the sail 
That ran all night,­

The green leaves 

Page 8 Buson 

Just where I hear 
The sundown bell,-

The more talking and thinking 
The farther from the truth 

Pages 71-72 
The flower of this weed 

Page 12 Issa 

Ah, how glorious! 
The young leaves, the green leaves 

Glittering in the sunshine! 

Pages 13-14 Basho 

The grass round my hut also, 
Has suffered 

From summer thinness 

P�ges 24-26 Issa 

To harass and afflict others 
Is a sin. 

Pages 78-81 

The grass, -
How wonderful it isl 

The summer drawing room. 

The change of clothes; 
The crow is black 

Trees and stones, just as they are,­
The summer drawing room. 

The heron white. 
Pages 30-33 Basho 

Pages 64-66 Chora 

When all things are hushed, suddenly a bird's 
song arouses a deep sense of stillness. When all 
the flowers are departed, suddenly a single flower 
is seen, and we feel the infinity of life. 

Pages 16-20 
9I 

Watermark 
"Peace"

by Jim Drake



Well, Maybe Not Quite 
Please See Below



In 1969 I wrote my first book, Cultivators Handbook of 
Marijuana because I believed in the revolutionary power 
of knowledge in the hands of the people. 

Now in 2020 I can finally offer my brothers and sisters 
Smoke No Evil. I hope you will read and consider.

I still believe in the revolutionary power of knowledge 
in the hands of the people. Why the seven generations 
of conspiracies revealed here if not for fear of the 
consequences when the people finally come to know? 

Click
To 

Browse

https://www.amazon.com/Smoke-No-Evil-Bill-Drake/dp/1692097857


SUMMARY OF 'SMOKE NO EVIL'

This book offers a combination of new hard facts and solid (linked) peer-
reviewed research to show why smoking-related sickness and death quite 
likely has little or nothing at all to do with tobacco itself and is 
perhaps largely preventable. A well-hidden cause of millions, and maybe 
tens of millions of smoking-related deaths over the past 50 years has 
been the indiscriminate and often criminal use of pesticides by the 
unregulated Tobacco Cartel companies.

Tobacco companies have escaped any real accountability because most 
people a priori believe without question that tobacco kills people who 
smoke it, so prosecuting tobacco companies for “knowingly producing an 
unreasonably dangerous product” is undercut by the question – "What do 
you mean, unreasonably dangerous?” Everybody knows, or at least it's the 
accepted conventional wisdom, that smoking tobacco kills people – so 
what’s unreasonably dangerous about cigarettes? Up until now, nobody 
seeking accountability for these criminal corporations appears to have 
had a good answer to the carefully implanted conventional wisdom that 
tobacco itself is dangerous. This book questions what "everybody knows".

The solution, covered in detail in this evidence-based book, may be that 
it isn’t the tobacco that’s unreasonably dangerous, it’s the products 
these recklessly negligent and deceitful corporations manufacture that 
are unreasonably dangerous. That's two entirely different sets of facts 
and issues from every viewpoint – technical, legal, medical and 
scientific. I confidently believe that the leaf of the tobacco plant has 
nothing at all to do with what is killing millions of smokers of the 
Tobacco Cartel's products.

“Smoke No Evil” uses new lab test results combined with peer-reviewed 
research studies to establish strong new links between the fungicide and 
insecticide contaminants in tobacco products and the diseases that they 
cause.

If the slaughter of smokers is due even in part to the tobacco industry's 
exemption from pesticide regulation, then there is a simple regulatory 
fix to a monstrous problem. Existing pesticide regulations can be applied 
without modification to tobacco products, which are currently exempt from 
pesticide regulations that apply to every other consumer product. I 
believe that one simple step could dramatically reduce new smoking-
related disease almost immediately. My hope is that this book opens the 
door to such possibilities.

As the voices of people quoted throughout this book will tell you, while 
people may not know the whole story of the Tobacco Cartel and its crimes 
against humanity, they do know the truth. Now with this book, people will 
know the whole story too, and maybe then true accountability for those 
crimes and the millions of preventable deaths can begin.



MY BOOKS ON NATURAL SPIRITUAL MEDICINES (              View by 
clicking  the hyperlink)

“The Connoisseur’s Handbook of Marijuana  ” (1971). Jann Wenner of 
Rolling Stone wanted me to write this history of Cannabis so I traveled 
for 6 months talking to lots of authentic people and visiting some 
great old libraries and managed to learn some interesting things which I 
shared in this book.

“International Cultivators Handbook: Coca, Opium & 
Hashish”  (1975) My first foray into these three natural drugs 
was based on some traveling and research I was able to do in 
Colombia, Peru, Turkey and Lebanon. This is an updated edition in 
digital format.

“Marijuana Foods”  (1980) My wife Lisle and I researched and wrote 
this first medical Cannabis extract cookbook when we were living in 
Santa Fe and one of our dear friends was terribly sick and couldn't 
get relief from smoking. The book was illustrated beautifully by Pat 
Krug whose work still graces so many homes worldwide.

“The Cultivators Handbook of Natural Tobacco  ” (2010). This book was 
dedicated to raising awareness of traditional and organic tobacco growing 
and production in the hope that people might gradually see the economic 
potential of growing 1/4 acre of true, heirloom tobacco, whatever else 
they farm.

“Searching For Mama  Coca” (2018) A digital ‘Cultivators Handbook’ for 
natural Coca Leaf with hyperlinks to dozens of archival Coca resources. I 
wrote this book because nobody with contemporary Coca growing experience 
is able to share that knowledge without paying a severe price, so I 
reached back centuries to those who knew everything about Coca 
cultivation, and then I organized and hyperlinked their knowledge to make 
it available in spite of the repression.

“Therapeutic Applications Of Coca ” (2017) This digital book is an 
archival revival of a wonderful book by Angelo Mariani, a Corsican-French 
adventurer and inventor who traveled in Bolivia and Peru and saw the 
healing potential of Coca Leaf extracted in fine French red wine. 
Mariani's Coca wine was the gold standard of natural Coca medicinal 
tonics for nearly a century, and those same healing powers are waiting to 
be re-discovered today.

“Hyper-Migraines & Exploding Brains: The Suppressed & Forgotten Coca Leaf  
Cure” (2016) Another archival revival of a centuries-old book detailing 
how effective Coca Leaf teas and wine extracts are at treating migraines 
and other neurological challenges.

“The Coca Leaf Papers  ” (2015) This digital book is a collection of 6 
key historical Coca books with their bibliographies hyperlinked to 
extensive archival resources. This collection of ancient Coca books will 
offer any Coca explorer a thorough historical appreciation of Mama Coca.

“Opium & The Opium Appetite  ”. Another archival revival describing a 
multi-generation addiction to Opium that overtook much of the world over 
a hundred years ago but that has been largely forgotten and its lessons 
lost. This book could serve as a set of historical lessons for 
judging whether a public policy is sane or insane - repeating failed 
history or trying a new approach.

https://www.amazon.com/Connoisseurs-Handbook-Marijuana-WIlliam-Daniel/dp/0000020214/ref=tmm_pap_swatch_0?_encoding=UTF8&qid=&sr=#customerReviews
https://www.amazon.com/International-Cultivators-Handbook-Opium-Hashish/dp/1453816291
https://www.amazon.com/Marijuana-Food-Handbook-Sensuous-Connoisseur/dp/0914171992
https://www.amazon.com/Cultivators-Handbook-Natural-Tobacco-Culture/dp/1451514646
https://www.amazon.com/Searching-Mama-Coca-Time-Travelers-Guide-ebook/dp/B07RMKBDL2
https://www.amazon.com/Therapeutic-Applications-Coca-Angelo-Mariani-ebook/dp/B0789NM5TC
https://www.amazon.com/Hyper-Migraines-Exploding-Brains-Suppressed-Forgotten-ebook/dp/B00HZP3I20
https://www.amazon.com/Coca-Leaf-Papers-Bill-Drake-ebook/dp/B00HQ1IH3S
https://www.amazon.com/Opium-Appetite-Alcoholic-Beverages-Pathologies-ebook/dp/B078X2D4QW


CROSS-CULTURAL HANDBOOKS, ESSAYS, STUDIES, & VIDEOS

In addition to my interest in natural medicinal and spiritul plants 
I've always had a similarly intense interest in the spiritual 
aspects of human culture. So much of our shared life experience is 
conceptual and spiritual that cultural concepts and spiritual 
experiences have always fascinated me in the same way the ancient 
spiritual medicines do. 

Here are some of the things I've published over the years in this 
field.

“Understanding World Cultures through American Eyes” (2018/19, Seven 
Volumes). The series currently includes The UK, The Netherlands,  
Germany , Nigeria,  Thailand , Australia , and Japan.

“Managing Culture Shock In America: An International Student  
Guide” (2019, Free publication)

“Effective Multicultural Communications In American English ” (2019) 
A book for international communicators in English from an American 
cultural perspective.

“Managing Cultural Differences For Competitive 
Advantage” (2007-2010; 24 full-length volumes; 10 hard copy and 24 
digital)

International Straight Talk” Training Video/CBT series (1995-97) 
Sponsored by US Small Business Administration, Texas Instruments, 
Texas Utilities and GTE. Ten full-length country-specific videos 
with accompanying computer-based interactive training app. 
Countries: China, South Korea, Indonesia, India, South Africa, 
Poland, Turkey, Mexico,  
Brazil and Argentina.

Understanding%20World%20Cultures%20through%20American%20Eyes%E2%80%9D
https://www.amazon.com/Understanding-Culture-Through-American-Cultures-ebook/dp/B07MJ7C457
https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/45486487-understanding-japanese-culture-through-american-eyes
https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/50830755-understanding-nigerian-culture-through-american-eyes
https://www.amazon.ca/Understanding-British-Culture-American-Cultures-ebook/dp/B07M79593B
https://www.amazon.in/Understanding-Australian-Culture-American-Cultures-ebook/dp/B07MBZTKRR
https://www.kobo.com/us/en/ebook/understanding-german-culture-through-american-eyes
https://www.kobo.com/us/en/search?query=Managing+Culture+Shock+In+America%3A+An+International+Student++Guide
https://www.kobo.com/gr/en/ebook/effective-multicultural-communication-in-american-english
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