
The Psychedelic, Shamanic Origins of the Santa Claus Legend 

 

The Ancient Origin of Christmas 🍄 

 

Long before Christmas became orderly, moral, and polite, winter was 

marked by something far older and more visceral. In the far North, 

Siberian shamans honored the winter solstice—the longest night of the 

year, when darkness reached its peak and the return of light had to be 

experienced, not merely believed in. 

 

At the center of these rituals was the Amanita muscaria or fly agaric 

mushroom (red with white spots) growing beneath pine trees after the 

first snow. A vivid, almost supernatural presence in an otherwise frozen 

landscape. Shamans harvested it, dried it, and hung it on trees or near 

the fire. These were gifts—not decorative ones, but tools for crossing 

thresholds. 

 

When villages were buried under snow, shamans entered homes 

through the roof opening, carrying these dried mushrooms with them. 

Doors were sealed by winter. The only way in was from above. 

 

Reindeer sought the mushroom too. They leapt, ran, and moved 

erratically as if flying. Humans followed, entering altered states, 

describing journeys through the sky, movement between worlds, 

encounters with something larger than themselves. Heaven wasn’t 

postponed until after death. It was accessed. 

 



And Santa Claus? He was never just a man. He was the mushroom itself, 

slowly given human form over time. Red and white. Appearing after 

snow. Found beneath pine trees. Brought into homes from the roof. 

Even the hat tells the story—rounded, red, unmistakably mushroom-

shaped. Not a costume choice. A biological memory preserved as myth. 

 

When Christianity spread, it didn’t erase these rituals. It absorbed 

them. The shaman became a saint. The solstice rebirth became the 

birth of Christ. The mushroom disappeared from practice and survived 

only as symbol. 

 

What was once direct experience became belief. 

What was once embodied became moralized. 

What was once ecstatic became safe. 

 

The symbols remained—the evergreen tree, the gifts, the winter night, 

the promise of renewal—but their meaning softened. 

 

Christmas wasn’t invented. 

It was inherited. 

 

And beneath the lights, the carols, and the story we repeat each year, 

the older one still breathes, quietly, patiently, waiting to be 

remembered. 


