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THE NEW MALE

I was cycling to the “new male” retreat with Jovan and his lover Shell. She wasn’t his 

only lover. He lived in the spiritual state known as polyamory, what free love had gelled 

philosophically into. I couldn’t stand that bullshit because anytime it happened to me I got 

enraged and wanted to end the whole thing. 

That was part of the whole reason I was even following Jovon. I'd just been thrown 

through a gauntlet of jealousy with a polyamorous lover (Summer) and I was looking for release 

and clarity. In this society men aren't supposed to show their emotional wounds, but I was 

obviously bleeding from the heart and soul. I didn't understand polyamory and I didn't 

understand women enough to not have most of them recently stomping all over me. Maybe the 

men we'd meet would have an answer.   

Jovan thought the retreat would do me good. He’d been calling me cynical behind my 

back which I’d supposedly become by the influence of my old non-polyamorous girlfriend and 

now best friend (Renee), who hated Jovan and thought he was just another pompous, chauvinist 

asshole. I confronted him about the comment:

“I heard you were calling me cynical.”

“You misunderstood Eli.” And then he said something that I forget, he’s like a hypnotist 

when you try to call him on something. He rationalizes everything with his soothing tone and 

you begin to feel wrong and awkward for even bringing it up. He got a degree in psychology, 

and I think it was only for the reason of manipulating people to his will.
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He pouted his lips. “I know you change a lot. Sometimes it just takes me awhile to notice. 

You should come dancing Wednesday.”

We’d both done this dance club for two years at the university, which had been his idea 

all along and he’d used it as his mating ground/sex cult. Now he had a new “spirit dance” which 

he’d organized with Mrs. New Age herself who I hated for her money-grubbing, crotch-grabbing 

ways. She'd always yell like a bull moose during dance letting wild her inner rabid Kali.

“Stephanie [Mrs. New Age] says this next mix is going to be real juicy.”

“I don’t think I’ll make it.”

Shell didn’t like the hundred mile days Jovan pushed us to. At first the smiley daze of her 

face held true, but by the end of the fourth day, her lips began to quiver. Jovan kept going, 

blabbing in his fanciful scientific and nutritive jargons: “Oleic acid neutralizes crystalline 

glycerol in the brain so that neurotransmitters at axon terminals are purified throughout the 

glandular endocrine system”, blabbing on the integral theory of personality professed by bore-

fest philosopher Ken Wilbur, and brief vague legends of his many magical contacts (notice how 

he doesn’t call them friends) up and down the West Coast.

As we met the foggy soup of the redwoods, biking along the Avenue of the Giants, Shell 

fell off her bicycle. I had to yell at Jovan to come back. She was bruised on the cheek and had 

scraped her leg, but she was mostly exhausted.

“We’ve got to slow down!” Shell hadn’t said anything to defend her position, so I’d taken 

initiative.

“Peace, brother. We’ll camp here tonight.”

Exasperated, I went on a walk, hoping Jovan would console her. I again wondered why 

the hell she was coming to a male retreat—she was tied to him like a sick puppy.
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When I got back, Jovan had smoothed things over. When he wanted to he could make 

someone feel better, at least someone susceptible like Shell. Every time he tried to make me feel 

better with that syrupy, illusionist method he had it was very temporary: as soon as we parted I’d 

be pissed at him the rest of week.

We headed out again in the morning. Jovan was happier than usual. He remarked of the 

beauty and grandeur of the forest, the bicycles, the cosmos—Shell was lapping it up like a 

kindergartner at a dinosaur museum. I’d give the performance a C-, but that must just stand for 

the cynic in me.

What was I so cynical about—it was hard to connect to any bitter parts of self. The horrid 

jealousy I'd felt was a phantom back in rainy Seattle, as I was in constant fluid motion of the 

body—detached from the petty whack-a-mole of the thought box.

And stupidly, likely because of the endorphins, I found myself admiring Jovan for his 

professed outer joy. He really believed he was living the best possible life: like he’d drank from 

the Holy Grail and now life made sense to him. How sickening though to me that he took his 

happiness with such cut-throat glee; he didn’t care whose cup he tipped over—no matter what 

they were drinking, his was better. Why should happiness be so competitive?

One day from our Southern California destination Jovan laid out the specifics of the 

retreat. Love partners who’d come along would be given their own bunkhouse and would be 

asked to participate at certain points, of course they wouldn’t be forced to. Men would cook and 

eat together; women likewise. Women could head to the beach or into town alone or with each 

other, but men were to stay in close contact to their groups. Groups would be decided on an 
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entrance diagnostic, leadership would be equalized between groups. These groups were not about 

competition, but for group self-discovery.

Arriving, we locked our bikes at the main house—a two-story stained wood A-frame. 

Pine was there to greet us. 

“Brothers and sister, we are so glad you’ve made it.” He embraced Jovan first. “Good to 

see you again Birdsong.” He then led us to our respective bunkhouses.

“There’ll be the opening ceremony tonight after dinner—remember to fill out your 

persona-profiles before then and turn them in at the office.”

“Pine, I’m still as much an Intuitive Nurturer as I was last year, perhaps more so.”

“I’m sure you are Birdsong, but if you would oblige for tradition.”

I looked over the form:

Do you tend to love only those who’re nice to you?

Always—Often—More or Less—Sometimes—Seldom—Never

If you’ve been drinking, do you become friendlier?

Always—Often—More or Less—Sometimes—Seldom—Never

Do you feel responsible to meet the expectations of your gender?

Always—Often—More or Less—Sometimes—Seldom—Never

Have you had one night stands?

Always—Often—More or Less—Sometimes—Seldom, but never good—Never

Do you have good relations with your mother?

Always—Often— More or Less than she’d like me to—Sometimes—Seldom—Never

Have you worn women’s clothes?
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Always—Often—More or Less—Sometimes—Seldom—Never

Do you look for the approval of your father?

Always—Often—More or Less than I’d like to admit—Sometimes—Seldom—Never

Are there men that enrage you?

Always—Often—More or Less—Sometimes—Seldom—Never

Write in your own question:

Have I tried to suck my own penis?

Always—Often—More or Less—Sometimes—Seldom—Never

“Jovan, Do you have multiple partners?”

“Often.”

“Do you compare penis sizes with your friends?”

“Never.”

“Come on, Never?”

“No, I’m satisfied with my lingam.”

“It doesn’t matter if you like yours, or have a fancy name for it, haven’t you at least 

looked at other men’s—thought hey that one’s different than mine?”

“Maybe.”

“Then you can’t mark Never.”

“What are you marking?”

“More or Less.”

“Then you’re not satisfied with your penis.”

“No, I just like to compare and contrast.”
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“Did you know that the average vaginal depth to a woman’s cervix is seven inches?”

“So, you have been comparing!”

At dinner we met a lot of men. I smelled smugness in the room (it smelled like fresh, 

vegetarian cum) but couldn’t tell who all it was leaking out of—probably Jovan. 

There was definitely a majority of New Age drones of varying intelligence. There were 

the stand-out men who looked to possess unique characters: an old timer with snow-white hair 

and an academic cadence (continuously mentioning Robert Bly), a hearty-bearded 25yrold with 

Christopher McCandless like fables of adventure, and a daring, obscene, young Whitman who 

seemed already in love with a furiously ecstatic and riff-raff Rimbaud. Of course, everyone was 

white, from low to high middle class, educated. 

We soon learned our test results. Jovan had achieved his desired title whether by lies, 

truth, bias, irony, or all of the above. I noticed several other New Age males had achieved the 

same persona. I hoped they’d nurture each other to pieces.

The personas were pronounced like a deranged Tarot:

Just Hermit, Stoic King, Rebellious Magus, Knowing Hierophant, Free Artisan, Sensual 

Artist, Creative Knight, Stoic Pleasurer, Intuitive Jester, Courageous Magus, Knowing Nurturer, 

Power King, and me: Creative Pleasurer.

“What does that exactly mean?”

Pine tried to help. “It’s open to interpretation. Pleasurers are seen as men who’re in touch 

with their sexual and intellectual desires. If they are on their path, they can experience much 

pleasure from their lives and give much pleasure to others. They usually work one-on-one with 

people—as in a loving relationship or a close friend.
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“The title Creative suggests that Eli you are seeking to make an artistic expression of life 

and/or have ambitions of developing a family and/or new ideas. It's a very self-focused persona 

but if you find the right people in your life you can really give them love and support.” 

Jovan couldn’t hold back. “Unlike Nurturers who look to please groups, Pleasurers focus 

on the individualities of personality.”

“Pine, let me ask you, how do Nurturers supposedly deal with pleasure?”

“They tend to seek pleasure by giving their assistance to others. They gather people 

around them they can nurture to feel of value to their community. They aren’t always in touch 

with personal pleasure and focus to overall pleasure of the group.”

Jovan was a Deluded Liar, and a Pleasurer just like me, I’d say a Power Pleasurer.

And he wasn’t finished spreading his propaganda: “Adding intuition to the nurturing 

perception, the Nurturer can better feel the energetics of a group and respect their individual 

emotional needs. The Intuitive Nurturer doesn’t indulge in a position of power to influence 

positive change, but balances a stance of nonviolence with group freewill.” Jovan’s peer 

personas nodded vigorously. 

In a candle-lit room draped by midnight purple silk we were asked to make our blessing 

to a divine male energy and to state our intention for the retreat—it immediately felt like a 

contest.

Jovan lit a candle and sunk it in the pool of honey that seemed to have been ejaculated 

from the sculpted golden lingam that hung flaccid over the basin. “I bless Shiva [god of the 

infinite penis-dance of destruction]; my intention is to care for men here who wish to become 

who they really are.”
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I lit one. “I bless the giant ego of my friend and his New Age cronies. My intention is to 

have my dignity at the end of this.” I blew the candle out and handed it to Jovan. 

Jovan would’ve looked shocked if he could get his face to contort to anything but his 

placid putty smile. Rimbaud grinned. Pine cleared his throat. No one questioned me. This might 

be more fun and therapeutic than I imagined. 

I got to know Rimbaud better after the ceremony. He was a Creative Pleasurer as well. 

We wandered around the grounds wildly talking and laughing. On cue of my statement he’d said: 

“My god is no god. Gods are atheists disguised anyways. It’d be conceited and domestic of us to 

think we control these unconscious monsters which we’ve set loose to sicken our souls.

“My intention is no intention, for thought interrupts feeling. If you think too long about 

who you are, you’re bound to lie about it, and profess you have gathered sacred knowledge.” 

Rimbaud's real name wasn't Rimbaud of course. He just reminded me of the young 

restless French poet who'd given up his art at 20 to travel the world instead. His hair was as 

messy, his eyes were as bright, and he talked about escape with such longing he seemed to 

possess a mystical chance at it. He'd come here on a whim always seeking another way to view 

the world, but now he was already looking to escape. To “escape escapism” is how he put it. I 

told him I hadn’t fully shamed Jovan which I realized I needed badly—but then we could escape 

together. 

We smoked some hash and fell into hallucinatory dream. I heard Whitman muttering and 

masturbating throughout the night.
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Group “connection” began at breakfast. It was an ambush. Jovan had been plotting with 

Alexander, another Intuitive Nurturer, about me and now they were having an intervention. 

“I would like to speak on male friendship,” Jovan announced. “Friendship is a vital part 

of life. In our infant stage we—[etc. etc.]—and I see no reason why my best friend would want 

to hurt my feelings if it wasn’t a disguised form of love.” He smiled my way.

I laughed with my teeth clenched and then stood. “Men, males, new males: what you’ve 

heard is a lie. We’ve never been best friends. Jovan is aloof and self-centered. The furthest 

antipode of a Nurturer. Anytime we’ve expressed love to each other—I’ve felt embarrassed, 

humiliated, weak. Is that natural of male friendship?!”

“Good question!” Robert Bly shouted. 

“When I told Jovan that my ex-girlfriend (Renee) would never like him and that it was 

egotistical and vain to believe that everyone should like you—do you know what he said: 'It’s 

not egotistical to want everyone to love me; they always have.'”

“The highest vanity is to assert control of love,” Rimbaud remarked.

Alexander scoffed. “This isn’t a trial! I would like to see us practice nonviolent 

communication. Love is a violent emotion—but can we at least remain coherent?”

“Did you not hear [Rimbaud],” Bly said pounding his fist three times, “You soft males—

so scared of love’s true meaning run from it. You dress it up as given, universal, normal—you 

take the dignity out of passion and wear compassion like a cross! You’re so terrified to show any 

outrage as to disturb undying love you know nothing of! There are rites to love, and it is never 

right to call yourself a master of its ways!” Bly was heaving like a naked Scotsman on his 

battlefield. His jowls rising and falling like a bellows. I expected him to tell us a myth to 
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illustrate the point but he left the room whistling-pissed, burning his tongue on his coffee, then 

cursing heavier and smashing his mug against the wall.

Pine ended it there and handed out a sign-up sheet for workshops. Rimbaud noticed Bly 

was leading “Expressing Your Wounds”—we signed up with the Just King.

  

We were the only ones who came. Bly seemed overjoyed at our arrival though. He 

congratulated us on standing our ground at the blessing and breakfast. “Most men nowadays roll 

over and die—either for the state or status. I can tell you young men have a different destiny.”

His name of course wasn't actually Robert Bly. He just reminded me of the poet and 

scholar of the mythopoeic men's movement who taught younger men how to talk about their 

feelings and acknowledge the pain and grief they felt at having to live up to stereotypical roles 

culture prescribed men. And how our fathers alone couldn't teach us to grow up properly, that we 

needed a “male mother” or mentor to help us come to self. 

I had listened to Bly's lectures years ago when I'd started college and now I remembered 

how I'd hoped that one of my professors could take on that role for me. But none of them ever 

did, or I never let any of them. 

Robert's doppleganger lectured to us about grief in men’s history. “There will be no 

effective men’s movement without a true sense of grief. Apathy rules the epoch. Freedom is 

reserved for the most daring and iconoclastic. If you are the captain of your soul, no one will 

manipulate the courage, the strength, the wildness of your heart.”

I was enthralled by the man’s grace of word, as was Rimbaud. The man was deeply 

spiritual without being religious—he was a Joseph Campbell as well who didn’t demand 

reverence of his wit or passion, but existed to teach.
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Robert told us how fathers at the start of the Industrial Revolution were removed from the 

house, and thus stopped teaching their sons and daughters how to farm or bake or write a poem. 

After that all children saw was their father's temperament: “Clean your room!” and the like. 

“Even a mean man can be sweet when he's teaching you something. But make him work fifty 

hours a week, and he won't have enough patience to guide you.” 

He showed us slides of famous men and described the wounds they lived with. When 

they gave their wounds voice, they gained freedom, but also a journey.

He led us from our meeting hall to the woods. I could see inside the windows of other 

meeting halls and see fellow Creative Pleasurers and Stoic Knights and Intuitive Jesters 

congregating. They should be out here with us, marching behind Bly. Classrooms were holding 

back the real teachings. 

Robert had a drum he was beating. He began to tell us a story of a dark woods by a castle. 

“There is always a dark woods by a castle. And there are always a group of young men who wish 

to find a way in...” Only when the young men chose to be swallowed up by the dark parts of 

themselves, acknowledging their pain and grief, could their desires come closer. “But desires are 

very different from wants. Wants are I want to buy this and that and this. Desires are what you 

really seek but will never fully reach. 

“A transcendent cause that your body may gawk at but your soul never backs away from. 

To be a real warrior it is not to kill or dominate, it is to feel deeply and take action.”

He encouraged us to scream and climb the trees and to beat our fists against the trunks. 

He was building our ritual space. The forest swallowed the noise like dirt and rain. 

We cut staffs from branches and mock-dueled. Bly was a berserker and wailed on my 

staff until it snapped.
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We wandered through the woods talking about our relationships with our fathers. Bly's 

father had been an alcoholic. He found new love for his father before he died, right at his father's 

hospital bed as his father asked him to tell him a story—because his father had finally realized 

what Bly lived to do. 

“As Robert Moore said, if you're a young man and you're not being admired by an older 

man, you're being hurt.” 

I talked about how I thought my father was a hypocrite, but how I thought all fathers 

were because they were telling you not to do all the things they had done wrong. I said my father 

was the only person I could get stinking pissed at for long periods of time. And that had to be 

because we were so close. He's sappy and sentimental, and bitter and pungent and he's taught me 

how to be and not to be.

Rimbaud said he didn't have a father and his mother tried to be one but couldn't. So he 

was nourished off old poets' words like Baudelaire, Ferlinghetti, Dylan, and Kerouac. He knew 

his aimless drive had something to do with a missing father.

We found a beat up old ford truck deep in the woods that had only one tire left on it. 

Without even saying anything, we took our staffs and smashed the windows. We dent the metal. 

We kicked it and stomped on the roof of it until the truck almost looked ready to cave into the 

ground and transform into a large metamorphic rock.

We made a campfire even though it was still day and we stared into the flames feeling 

relieved and momentarily released from some tainted myth that had shamed us for so long. 

That night Rimbaud and I conspired to visit the women’s long house. They let us in after 

a couple knocks and we were quickly introduced to the dozen or so women. 
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We served them liquor and hash and talked. Some of them were bored and some of them 

were starving for attention or filled with rage. Shell was all three but couldn’t choose which. She 

said her rager name was Ruby. I started calling her Ruby. 

The women seemed to have nothing against us, we hadn’t brought our lovers here to wait 

isolated to be included. 

“It’s like they’re laughing at us. They get to do Tai Chi, TM, Crystal Healing—and we 

get to talk about how envious we are. I shouldn't have come,” a woman with dreads from San 

Francisco said. Her partner and her traveled to Burning Man every year and were both waiting 

for the consciousness shift that could occur on December 21st, 2012.  

“My boyfriend never listens to my concerns—he thinks I’m liberated enough,” said 

another in a cowboy hat who'd come all the way from Vermont, where her “family” (meaning 

soul sisters and brothers) lived on a permaculture farm. 

A chicly dressed woman from LA who didn't seem to mesh with all the hippie, New Age 

sentiment of most of the women in the room was stalking around the long house like a mongoose 

in a cage. “I'm going to go over there and demand he drive me back to our house. Or I'll just take 

the car there myself and leave him stranded. Does anyone need a ride north?” Two women raised 

their hands. 

A young woman named Tess in a long gypsy dress sat cross legged in the middle of the 

room. She was from the small subdued and excited alcove of Bellingham, Washington (my 

hometown, named the city of subdued excitement, estimated 1992). She was talking honestly 

about polyamory with Ruby, and I sat down to listen passing our bottle of whiskey around. 

Tess had been in a love hexagon for six months and it had tested her patience and 

expanded her perspective. “You have to be committed to each person in the relationship. It's not 
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just about sleeping with everyone you can get your hands on. And it definitely shouldn't be 

focused on one sex over the other, it can't swirl all around a man or a woman, or one type of love 

even. I think the best polyamorous relationships have bisexual or gay elements added as well.

“And everyone must know everything. Secrets kill. It's a really hard balance to maintain, 

that most people in their twenties like us can't even fathom. We're just stuck on hormonal drive 

and wanting everybody to like us socially. Because we haven't established that rock solid inner 

personality that it takes to be secure with ourselves sexually. But that's exactly the personality 

everyone needs to do such. I find a lot of emotionally numb young men and women out there. 

I'm sure we suffer from it a bit as well. You have to feel deeply to really love someone.”

I thought of Renee, one of my best friends, my ex: we really loved each other as deep as 

we could go. Nothing like the pretentious circumstances of Summer and I's fling, where I got 

flung. There was good and bad with Renee, but that made it real. There was no fairyland parade 

of absolutist joy babbling through our lips every moment, but we'd get lovey-dovey when it 

happened naturally. And when we'd get pissed or jealous, we'd admit it.

I wasn't cut out for polyamory and I shouldn't be ashamed about it. Neither was Jovan 

made for it. I had to drop my sense of competition with him. He wasn't any more enlightened 

than me. Sure, he could manipulate people to think he was, but in the end everyone knew 

unconsciously or consciously that it was a macho game that masked his inability to feel love. 

And that's just sad. 

But it still doesn't mean he gets my sympathy.

Walking back to our bunks, Alexander confronted us. “What have you been doing? You 

both attended only one workshop today.”
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Rimbaud struck a pose to mock Alexander’s British-dandy posture. “A long, 

intimidating, immense derangement of all the senses, old boy.”

“Aren't you a Buddha.”

“Wooo,” I said. “I think I feel enlightenment…” I farted.

“Immature.”

“Go nurture your cock, new male.”

“I will, thank you very much. I do what I want.”

“That’s your motto?”

“Yes, it is.”

“You’ve had trouble following it?”

“No.”

“Yes you have.”

“No, I haven’t.”

“Oh, I know you have.” I grinned high as a kite, loopy as a ferris wheel. I could see it 

build in his eyebrows, his sculpted face crumbled.

“NO, I’M NOT.” He pushed me. He was much taller. I pushed him back because it was 

too much fun. He tried to swing at me. I ducked to the left. He grappled—I slipped to the side—

he spit—he missed—he ran at me—I threw him past me (thank you Judo)—he recovered—he 

dusted his shirt which had no dust on it—he returned his dapper expression—and left with a 

snuff.

Rimbaud howled. We doubled over. There were tears. My abs ached. We giggled all the 

way to bottomless dreams.
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The next morning, I nursed my hangover with a hot shower, a large steaming mug of 

yerba mate with cream and honey, and a Greek omelet (feta, kalmata olives, spinach). 

Rimbaud and I signed up for three creative workshops.

The first was ecstatic dance, an old friend of mine. Ecstatic dance in essence is dancing in 

such a way that you lose control of how you are dancing and dance in ways you never thought 

you would move.

Of course Jovon was there sweeping across the floor in his cautious, controlled spirals. 

He'd always admired how crazy I would get at dance, my contortions and speed and fluid 

extensions, how I did love to roll around on the ground, even once back stroking across the entire 

floor. I looked at it more like modern dance than New Age dance, unless it was a really up-tempo 

song where I would boogie down like a hip-hopped, soul-grooved, raging raver.

Jovon and his New Age cronies took it all so seriously, how would they ever break free 

of their egos here. That's what ecstatic dance is about. Ekstasis, from ancient Greek: to be or 

stand outside oneself: a removal to elsewhere. Rimbaud understood, he'd been spinning in a 

consistent circle for five minutes.

Young Whitman gyrated closer to Rimbaud, and instead of Rimbaud rejecting him, they 

embraced and spun around and over each other's limbs.

We did an expressionist painting workshop next. 

Followed by collaborative poetry writing. We all created the poems together, which had 

hilarious and oddly profound results. Jovon wasn't there though, I knew he was insecure of his 

poetic voice. 

At dinner, I asked everyone when the women who'd come, would be included. Pine told 

us on the seventh day there would be time for them too. I warned him they were bored and 
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angry. And I encouraged men who had brought their partners to go see them tonight. Jovon and 

Alexander made counter arguments saying that men needed the space to cultivate their healing or 

some other weak reason.

I shrugged it all off. I was flying low, skimming the waters. There was breeze flowing 

through my brain again. I had a feeling these men would regret their decision. 

On the fifth day, the walls of the Ashram came tumbling down. The women swarmed in 

like maenads. No more solo Ayurvedic cooking classes, holophonic sound seminars, or qi-hiking 

essentials for the men who'd brought their partners. 

These new males buckled under the collective force—they were shown battle scars of 

gender uprising, an uncompromising face of equality. Bly who hadn’t brought his wife stood in 

the midst of it laughing and calling the play by play.

Of course the matador fled. But Ruby almost had him crying—either from fear, pain, or 

perhaps if we’re optimistic: empathy. She'd wailed on him for a good two minutes, with flinging 

red fists and tears of rage. She told him everything she disliked about his attitude towards her and 

other women. He didn't have a list of prepared, researched responses for her, she didn't really let 

him speak in his hypnotist tone. He produced a language of frenzied gesture and fragmented 

apology that briefly broke his placid smile and he became suffocated by the sea of her, and he 

was so small to the rest of all this big universe just for a moment that I hope shook him 

somewhere to his core.

We didn't get to speak because Ruby demanded he leave, and he picked up what pieces of 

his id-soaked ego he could, and ran out of the breakfast hall. He was gone on his bicycle in 

minutes, I assume back to Seattle. I’m glad that he may have had a breakthrough. He'll have a lot 
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of time to think about who he really is on the way back. All I wanted Jovan to admit is that he's 

not invincible, just like me and many others. 

We can get hurt. It can sting for a long time. But if we're strong enough, or maybe it's not 

a matter of strength but rather creative enough, we carry on to better things. Fuck repressing the 

pain of rejection or fearing it so much as to justify being a blameless egomaniac.

The shouting died down and people sank to the wood floor. Most of the couples were to 

the point of consoling each other and only a few remained arguing. Jovan and Ruby's blowout 

had been one of the worst. Pine was suggesting group meditation and then mediation.

Rimbaud was whispering in my ear about Mexico and Guatemala, Bolivia and Peru, all 

by bike, and all on a shoestring. We still hadn't paid for the retreat and were feeling fiendish 

enough not to. We needed the money for the road, and the road needed us. We went over to 

Robert and gave him both big sloppy hugs, and called him a male mother, which brought a proud 

grin to his whiskered jowls.

We slipped out as the joined sound of Om hit the air and outside the skies were pink and 

blue and orange and we were feeling like new men already.      
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