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ANDREW WEILS SEARCH FORTHETR LER
Uri Geller starts arguments. URI GELLER ... 26-year-old Israeli

He's scrutinized at Stanford States not long ago to demonstrate his po
and damned by Time, yet chokinesis. He claims he canbend orb

to the United
¢glepathy and psy-
gsimply by concen-

thousands are sure he's able trating on them, and that he can make things dematerialize. Since the
to fix stopped watches, timel first encountered Uri, overa e tried carefully toun-
bend forks and keys, and read derstand his talents. Dealing with t aordinary man has been an
thoughts by mind power. adventure—a sort of roller-coaster rj hrough troughs of skepticism
Here, in the first of two parts, and heights of pure belief. L¢ ﬁ escribe what happened.

be.in8erkeley when Uri Geller made one of
evént took place in a school audito-
ple who had paid a moderate admission

the author of The Natural ~ Last April, [ happened
Mind goes with Geller and his early public appear .
liever. rium, filled to capacity wi

. fee to see the Israel
by Andrew Weil St opeich

sychological researcher who brought Geller
to this country. Puharich ¢xplained that Uri was very tired because he
had just tried to demonstrate his powers before committees of Nobel
Prize winners ffom Berkeley and Stanford. He assured us that Uri had

a privat k which studied the “Geller effect” last fall. All we
ha was “be with"” Uri—give him our mental energies—and
we'd s zing psychic feats.

Ar With Me? Then Uri came on stage. He was charming, good-look-
ingan ishly enthusiastic. He said that his day had been exhausting,

espe%?lly since he hadn’t been able to do much of anything for the sci-

entists. The mental set of an audience is crucial to his performance, he

plained. If people are with him, all sorts of things happen; if they

arén’t with him, nothing happens. As an example, he described his in-

ability to perform successfully in the hostile editorial offices of Time

% magazine a short time before. But with the staff of an underground
newspaper in the Bay Area he was able to make pieces of silverware
break and cause objects to vanish without a trace.

Uri told us he had first noticed his telepathic abilities as a child,
when he was able to guess his mother’s hands at card games. When he
was about seven, he noticed that the hands of his wrist watch would
jump forward or backward several hours. Eventually, he learned that
these movements occurred when he willed them. Uri kept these powers
to himself, and as he grew older he attached less importance to them.
But in his early 20s he became interested in them again, started prac-
ticing, and finally decided he should use them to make his living. In
mid-1970 he began appearing before small audiences. By the end of 1971
he had become famous in Israel. It was then that he met Puharich.

@ Uri began his demonstrations by picking several female volunteers
from the audience. He kept telling us not to be disappointed if nothing

happened. ‘Just want something to happen and maybe it will.”
He asked the first woman to write the name of a color on a black-
board. He kept his eyes averted as she wrote “blue” and then erased it.
He asked the audience to “think’’ the name of that color on the
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“‘Look, let's try some telepathy,” he suggested.

count of three. “And please, no one whis-
per it,"” he cautioned. He counted to
three. I thought “blue.” We repeated this
three times. Uri shook his head. “I'm hav-
ing some trouble,” he said. “Once more.
One, two, three...” There was a long
pause. “OK,” he said, “I'm going to take a
chance. The color I get is blue.”

The audience applauded wildly. He

held up his hands. “Wait. I must ask: who
over here was sending yellow?’ A young
man in front gasped and raised his hand.
“Please don’t do that,” Uri told him. “It
really confuses me.” The man apologized,
saying he couldn’t help himself.
The Stopped Watches. Uri was also suc-
cessful at the next test: a foreign capital
written on the board, erased, and then
sent to him mentally by the whole au-
dience. The capital was Prague; he
guessed it with no difficulty. He also re-
produced several figures drawn on the
board.

“T'll tell you how I do this,” he said. 1
have in my mind a kind of screen, like a
television screen, and when I receive
something, whatever it is draws itself on
that screen.”

Uri then tried to demonstrate psy-
chokinesis, or making things move by
means of psychic powers. “If anyone hasa
watch that is not running,”’ he said, “as
long as no parts are missing from inside,
bringit up front, and I'll try to make it go.”
Apparently, his talent at this operation
was already well known, because many
people had brought their stopped watches
with them. Uri fixed a watch by having
woman hold it in her hands and putti
his hand over hers. Without touching the

and forth as if trying to direct som
energy. He asked his volu

with several other
all of them to run;
pocket watch, tha

he would try
Volunteers

ects towhich people were emotionally
2 hed wire most suitable. He couldn’t

ing rings by putting them in the hands of
olunteers and again passing his hands

7 over theirs. It didn't work. After several at-
4

)
Y
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tempts he gave up. “No, it just doesn’t
want to work tonight.” The audience was
only slightly disappointed. They had al-
ready seen his powers.

Uri concluded his presentation by of-
fering to take a group of volunteers on a
blindfolded drive through Berkeley. That
is, he would be securely blindfolded and
would drive a car, using the vision of the
other passengers telepathically to navi-
gate. There was no shortage of volunteers,
and I heard the next day that the ride had
been a success.

A Bias Toward Belief. Uri Geller was now
a real person to me, and very likable.
Whether he really had the power of mind
over matter, I couldn’t say. I hadn't seen
him fix watches with my own eyes, since |
was sitting too far away; but I believed the
testimony of those who had. The e

ments in telepathy, on the other Iﬁ?

failed to move me. I had seen stag
cians give similar performa
trickery. The blindfolded d

learn to peek through
tened blindfold. What ([ r
see was a key bend or a re
that would decide the case.
eavily towarcl the

For me,

no doub ce, that tclepathy ex-
ists; in fact it'sso common that we
do it ithout knowing it. I've

chokinesis, but I'm pre-
hat, too. No mental gym-
nastics equired to rationalize its
existence. The proposition that matter
and en{év are synonymous on some level
onsistent with the most modern con-
ions of physics. The proposition that
hiiman consciousness is a form of real
energy seems to me self-evident. So why
shouldn’t consciousness affect the physi-
cal properties of things?

I didn’t see Uri Geller again until the
first week in June. By that time he was be-
coming well known. He had made con-
vincing TV appearances with Merv
Griffin and Jack Paar. On the latter show
he had bent a heavy metal spike. His host
was astonished. Meanwhile, favorable ar-
ticles about him were being published all
over the place. Time was the only maga-
zine that accused him of being a fraud.

I was living in New York then, and one
night Andrija Puharich invited me to a
small gathering on the upper West Side
where Uri was meeting with some people
who wanted to make a feature film about
him.

Ten people were there when I arrived,
among them Puharich and Geller. Uri had

just flown in from California an
looking well, although he said he
tired. The company included a
rector frum a ma;or television

ANces.

Many of the people present had seen
Uri do extraordinary\ things; some of
them had witneéssed phenomena they

Fhe lawyer showed
d bent for hu:n aud said

im. “If something is going to
will,” he said. He began to tell
tories of his recent feats. He had
blown the mind" of an astrophysicist by
making his fork bend while they were eat-
ing dinner together. The day before, on
the plane from California, he had “uncon-
sciously” jammed the motion picture pro-
jector, causing film to spill out on the
floor. “Things like that are always hap-
pening around me,” he said. “Sometimes
Andrija and I are eating in a restaurant
and—pop/—a fork on the table is breaking
just like that.”

Someone asked Uri what he thought
this power was. “I don't think it is my
mind,” he answered. “The parapsycholo-
gists are always talking about the mind,
but I think this power comes from some-
where outside of me, and I am just a chan-
nel for it.” What did he mean by “outside?”
“I believe there are other dimensions and
other universes, and that this energy
which comes through me is coming from
another universe—that it is intelligently
directed and sent through me for a pur-
pose.” Puharich made assenting noises
and said that what he and-Uri were learn-
ing about the nature of this intelligence was
astonishing. He didn't want to say more;
the subject was too “far out” and would
be discussed in a book he was writing,

But Uri added that he thought the
people of the United States were unusu-
ally receptive to his powers at this time.
“‘Here is where people really believe in me
and where things are going to happen.” He
described himself as “bigger than Water-
gate” and predicted that everyone in
America would soon hear of him. Al-
ready, Uri said, a number of high-placed
American officials believed in him. The
Defense Department has been especially
interested in his ability to erase magnetic




B ARIGUEL .
tapes at a distance. He described

like this for some time.
There were some pieces

and a few keys on the tabl‘

a key and played with it. Everyone mioved
forward. “I don’tkn % will go
tonight,” he said. ré: ry tired

."" He rubbed the
umb. “No,” he

key with his
said,and dropp

your mind.” Un took up a pencil
d pad. He assumed a look of concen-
tration, first staring at me, then closing his
eyes. He quickly sketched on the pad.

ko

he first thing I got was a circle that
changed to an ‘8. ” He had drawn an up-
ight “8.” Underneath it he had drawn a
triangle. I showed him the horizontal 8"
and the pyramid. “Dammit,” he said, “1
saw a pyramid for an instant but then it
became a triangle.” But I was impressed.

“Can you send something to me?’ I
asked.

“Oh, yes—go ahead, close your eyes.”

We both concentrated, and I came up
with an ice cream cone, possibly because I
think about ice cream often. Uri had been
trying to send me a sketch of a boat.

He tried a few more drawings with
other people in the room and generally
scored well. Then he began to miss.
“There’s something not right about the
energy in this room,” he complained. “It's
just not working well; maybe it's because
I'm tired.”

“Can you try the key?’ someone asked.

“T'll try,” he replied, “but I don’t think I
can do it.” He picked up a thick key and

began stroking the shaft. Nothing hap-
pened. He placed it in his palm and tapped
it with a finger. Still nothing. “Maybe if it
were lying on something metal,” he sug-
gested. Someone brought him a frying
pan. He turned it upside-down and placed
the ey on it. He jiggled the key and
tapped it, but still there was no change.
“No, it's not working; let's wait.” Uri
seémed a little edgy now. Every once in a
while he conversed in Hebrew with Jascha
Katz, his manager.

“Do you only have power over metal
objects?’ [ asked.

“Only with metals,” he answered.

“Does it make any difference what kind
of metal?”

““No, all metals are the same.”
“] Am Not a Messiah.” “"Do you do any
kind of meditation, or go into trances!”

“No, I'm very ordinary."”

“Do you use any drugs?’

““No, not even alcohol.”

“How do people react when they see
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it even when they see it
eyes. Some guy on the

/hen I'm on planes. I didn't
to cause it; it just happened.
e of the passengers recognized
me from television, and I bent a few forks
em. And then this big guy from
awaii came over and identified himself
ag.the security officer. It was very far out.
He didn't know what to make of it. So fi-
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waiians believed powers like that were

from the Devil.”

“How does that make you feel?”

“Well, it makes me feel strange. I have
these powers, and they just come through
me. | want to show them to people. I want
people to know that it’s real, that there are
no lasers in my belt and no chemicals. I
just say to the key, ‘Bend!’ and I feel that
it's going to bend, and it does.”

"] imagine that could be heavy for some
people.”

“Sure, it's heavy for them. But, look, I
am not a Moses or a Jesus or a Messiah or
anything. I believe in God, and I think
that everything comes from God, but I
don’t think this has anything to do with
God.”

“Do you have any effects on living
things?’

“Yes. One time in a press interview in

San Francisco, they gave me a rose bud,
and I put it in my hand and the bud
opened.”

“How about on humans? Did you ever
try to heal anyone?”

“Tust one time. When [ was at Stanford
there was this girl who had polio, and I put
my hand on herleg, and it started to move
for the first time in years.”

"Really?”’

“Yes. But that scared me. I wouldn’t like

to do that again.”
Uri Bends a Key. At this point, the lawyer
asked Uri if he would please try to bend a
valuable old pin that belonged to his wife
and was of great emotional importance to
both of them. Uri said he would try later.
“What if it really twists or breaks!?” he
asked.

“Believe me, Uri, it would mean more
to us that way,” the lawyer told him.

“Well, maybe I'll try this key again,” Uri
said to himself. He picked up the key—it
was a good solid house key—and held the




‘He said he didn't like to work with silverware because it was too easy to bend.

head of it between the thumb and fore-
finger of his left hand. With his right in-
dex finger he stroked the shaft of the key. |
was about six inches from him, and the
light was good. For a long time nothing
seemed to happen. Then Uri shouted:
“Oh, look! There it goes!” Several of us
pressed closer. At first 1 saw nothing differ-
ent about the key. But Uri insisted: “It's
bending! Yes, it's bending!” And then I
could see that the tip of the key was
slightly curved. It had been straight.

Uri continued to rub the key. Now the
bend was easily visible, and the key could
be rocked back and forth when placed on
a level surface. Uri put it down on the
frying pan. “It will continue to bend
slowly by itself,” he told us. And, aftersev-
eral minutes, the bend did seem to be
more pronounced. “Usually, they keep
bending by themselves for 24 hours, so by
tomorrow morning it will be even more
bent. It's as if they have a kind of life for
a short time.”

Now Uri felt “hot.” He correctly re-
ceived two drawings sealed inside opaque
envelopes—one of a cross, the other of a
Star of David.

The lawyer wanted Uri to deform his
wedding band, but the idea didn’t carry.
The lighting director offered Uri a heavy
gold ring, set with stones. Uri examined it
carefully. He asked the man to support
the ring on its edge with his forefinger. Uri
then held his hand over the man’s hand
and finger, without touching the ring. Af-
ter trying out several positions on his
hand, he settled into one he seemed ta
like. Again, I was only a few inches from
the demonstration.

Suddenly, the ring sagged into 4

that! Did you feel anything
] felt a strong tingling/ave

e asked Uri to try to bend
d he didn’t like to work with

in a casual way, just to play with it.
enly, the fork looked like melting
and drooped over Uri's hand. "My
od! Look at that!” Uri said. “T wasn't
even trying to do it.” The fork was bent at

a grotesque angle. I picked it up. It wasn't
even warm.

By now the company was about to
break up. I wanted badly to see Uri work
on something of mine that [ knew wasn't
gimmicked. The only metal thing [ had on
me was a heavy brass belt buckle. I offered
it to him. “I never work with belt buck-
les,” Uri said flatly.

There was little doubt in my mind that]
had seen genuine psychokinesis—some-
thing I had always believed in but never
witnessed. I left the apartment feeling ab-
solutely elated.

By August of last year, Uri Geller was
even more famous. He appeared on the
“Tonight Show” but wasn'table to accom-
plish much. He tried to detect, tele-
pathically, which one of 10 meta
canisters contained water, and h¢
to bend nails, but he couldn’t do ¢ :
Johnny Carson became impatient and
uxged him to try Dther thm gs ‘ balked

“Merv Griffin Show,/
very successfully. Grif

by saying that his failure on thie/“Tonight
Show" proved that? was real, since a

stage magicia succeed every time.
Scien Chumps. The possibility
that Uri G might’'be nothing but a

§ ter my mind for quite a

ho lives in New Jersey and is
in New York from a radio
show he used to do for children. I had
ard that the Amazing Randi was out to
expose Geller as nothing but a stage magi-
ian and that he could duplicate most of
Geller's demonstrations.

“That guy is dangerous,” Randi told me
over the phone. “He’s a good magician,
nothing more, and he's going to go on a
Messiah trip or get into psychic healing.
That's what bothers me.” I told Randi what
had seen Uri do. “Of course, it looks real;
that's the point of magic,” he said.

“But how could Uri have bent the
keys?”’ I asked. “He didn’t,” Randi replied
“They were bent already; he just reveals
the bend by sleight-of-hand movements
that make you think it's bending.”

That didn’t sound very convincing, I
had seen the key when it was straight and
had seen it in the process of bending.

“What about the scientific tests?’ I
asked. Randi guffawed. “Scientists are the
people least qualified to detect chican-
ery,” he said. “They’re the easiest to fool
of all. If you want to catch a burglar, you

go to a burglar, not to a scientist.
want to catch a magician, go
“Do you know why Gelle

props that were goi
ler needs is

a mere stage magician.
" he said vehe-

f ay’1 do magic tricks. I know that
it'’s real. And it’s all good publicity.”

On a Friday afternoon in mid-Septem-
ber I went again to Uri's apartment. This
time I came equipped with several keys, a
threaded steel bolt and a stopped watch.
The watch hadn't run for a long time; if
jarred it would go for a few seconds and
then stop.

Five reporters were there when I ar-
rived, four of them from the Rolling
Stone and one from Boston’s Real Paper.
The table was littered with bent spoons, a
bent key, a gold ring on a piece of paper, a
watch, drawings of geometrical figures,
and several tape recorders.

Uri seemed tired but enthusiastic. He
told me to ask him anything. Isaid I'd pre-
fer to sit and listen first. The talk focused
on astral projection and flying saucers
(Puharich has described seeing Uri entera
flying saucer in Israel) but also included
many questions I'd heard before. When
did Uri first notice his powers! Did he
meditate? Could he heal people?

One of the Rolling Stone reporters
asked if Uri could teach his powers to
other people. “How can B he answered.
“Where would I begin?’ I asked him if
there were any verification of the bend-
ings reported by home viewers of his tele-
vision appearances. “Oh, yes,” he replied.
“Tust last week I heard that in the Texas
attorney general's office in Austin, a secre-
tary was listening to a tape of a radio show
I did there, and a fork started to bend in
the presence of four witnesses.”

A woman from the Rolling Stone told
me that he had fixed the watch on the
table just by holding his hand over it. The
Real Paper man reached for the watch.
Suddenly he became excited. “Has any-
one reset this?” he asked. Everyone looked
at the watch and gasped. Apparently, it
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“‘Did you touch that?"’ | said | didn’t know and it became another miracle.

50

was now four hours ahead of where it had
been. Uri picked it up and exclaimed:
“My God! Look at that!"” He put it down.
Moments later it had advanced again. “It’s
always like that,” Uri explained. “You
never see the hands moving; you just find
them in a new position.”

Isaid I had a broken watch with me, but

as [ drew it out of my pocket I had a funny
feeling that it would already be running.
And so it was, quite steadily. Uri took
credit for this, even though he hadn't
known the watch was in my pocket. I
wondered to myself if he had mobilized
my latent psychokinetic ability. We cor-
rectly set both watches and left them side
by side to see what would happen.
Manic Atmosphere. The Rolling Stone
people told me that the ring on the piece
of paper had levitated earlier, or at least
had dropped from mid-air onto the table.
They had also seen a key bend. I took out
my collection of three keys and my long
bolt and put them on the table. The bolt
rolled a little—I think because I bumped
the table. “Who moved that?” Uri asked,
very excited, grabbing me by the shoulder.
“Did you touch that?” Isaid Ididn’t know,
and it became another miracle.

I asked Uri if he would try to bend one
of my keys. He took up a short brass one.
“OK, I'll try, but don’t be disappointed if
it doesn’t work. I'm very tired and I don't
know whether I can do it now.” He
stroked the key while Thunched over him.
Nothing happened. “No. I'm too tired.
Maybe later. I had to do two early morn-
ing performances in Cleveland on tele
vision, and I'm exhausted.”

The atmosphere was almo
and the Rolling Stone repof

irector kept telling him that he would
e an amazing experience if he would
just suspend his doubts and watch.

“But if itis real, I can’t say that over the

PSYCHOLOGY TODAY, June 1974

air,” Abend protested. “Do you know
what kind of a storm we’d stir up?’ He
frowned. The Rolling Stone people urged
him to be openminded and told him
proudly that they had always been believ-
ers. "‘Just try to help him—you'll see.”

Pretty soon the reporters left, leaving
me with Uri, Martin Abend, and the news
director. The director was keyed-up, anx-
ious for Uri to convince Abend. Abend
drew a geometrical figure and Uri looked
away; but Uri was not able to reproduce
the figure. Then he tried to bend a key
and failed. Finally Uri sent the news di-
rector away, saying, "You're making me
nervous.”

Abend drew two intersecting circles.
Uri received two circles tangent to each
other, then two circles, one msxde
other. Abend was impressed.

was another unsuccessful a
bending.

and {were now alone, sit-

ting toge a couch.Itold him T hated
to ask him to perform again, but I had
never seen him bend anything that be-
longed/to m

“Le ey again,” he suggested
We did th no luck. “What else do
you bave? e asked. I brought out two

other keys on a small chain attached toa
ittle knite. “I used to have a knife like
" he said and put it into my hand. He
ered it with my other hand, then put
hi$ hands on mine. He concentrated in-
tently. Then he looked at the other keys
and asked which one I was most attached
to. [ wasn’t sure. He piled all the keys into
my hand and put the knife on top. Then
he repeated the operation. I felt a pulsa-
tion and told him so, but there was no
change.

“Dammit!” he said, “Why can’t I do
anything?”’

“Don’t be disappointed,” I told him.
“I'm very patient, and if nothing works
now, we can try some other time.”

Uri seemed agitated. “Don't you have
anythingelse metal?” he asked. “Maybe in
your boots.” He pointed to my boots that I
had left across the room.

“No, all I've got is a belt buckle, and you
told me once you never worked with belt
buckles.”

“Let’s try it,”” he said. I took off my belt
and put the large brass buckle in my palm

really something,” he said. “Ican dom a

on top of the three keys and the knife
chain. I covered the pile with

tense concentration.
tinct throb inside m
frog kicking. I told him s
asked excitedly and opene

pulled out a long a@ cried out:
you see?’ [ did
oticed a slight

ing. Uri put the key

and down for joy, and I shared
n. “Let’s see if we can bend it
d. He touched the key to the
d stroked it again. After a
: es the bend was about 25 de-
cgs. Uri patted me on the back, making
¢ feel that [ had participated in the mir-
acle. “It’s good you felt it jump, man,” he
told me. “Not many people can feel that.”
I was elated.

He ran into the other room to tell Jascha
Katz of the success, then hugged me
warmly. I gathered up my things, thank-
ing him profusely and telling him I had
seen exactly what Iwanted. He walked me
to the elevator. As we were saying
goodbye, I heard a plink! and the long
steel bolt bounced off hisleft arm onto the
floor. “Is this something of yours?’ he
asked, picking it up.

“Yes,” 1 said, “1 brought it along but
must have left it inside.”

His eyes widened. “My God! Just
like their ring. You have just seen a
materialization!"”

I wasn't sure about that materializing
bolt, since he could have pocketed it and
made it appear by sleight-of-hand; but the
other powers I had seen that day seemed
extraordinary and impossible to deny.

1 was a convert. n

Next month, Andrew Weil finds his true be-
lief untenable and tells why.

Andrew Weil is a 31-year-old M.D. who has
spent the past two-and-a-half years studying
unfamiliar states of consciousness, mostly in
Latin America and Africa.
A major part of his book
The Natural Mind (Hough-
ton Miffiin) appeared in the
October 1972 issue of PT.
Weil is a fellow of the In-
stitute of Current World
Affairs in New York City,
and a research associate
in ethnopharmacology at Harvard's botanical
museum. He recently returned from the Ama-
zon basin, where he was studying the coca--
chewing practices of certain Indian tribes.

To obtain reprints of this article, see page 120.
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