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Chapter 1

The man was excited. They had never backpacked together before. Nor had 
he ever shown her certain wild places that he loved. Now they were to have 
two free weekends before his children returned. Looking ahead to the first 
weekend, he booked a boat ride across Jackson Lake, at the foot of the 
Tetons.

The woman was excited, too. And she was afraid. The place where they 
would be dropped off was wild, untouched, prime habitat for grizzly bears.

They had often discussed her fear of the bears. He didn’t share her concern, 
in fact he didn’t see what there was to be afraid of. As a young man he had 
hiked the area for years as a park ranger, and had never seen a bear. And if 
he did come across one now, he told her, he figured if he didn’t bother it, it 
wouldn’t bother him.

Knowing she was afraid, he enjoyed teasing her. He loved to make soft 
growling noises behind her back, to tell her that the various places they went 
to were full of bears, to identify coyote or dog scat as bear. She usually tried 
to respond to this typical male reaction to female fear with equal humor, 
making fun of herself like he did. But she didn’t really feel that way. Her 
fear of the bear was central to her existence, bottom line.

Her attitude towards this fear was ambivalent. On the one hand she tried to 
minimize it, was determined not to let it get the best of her. Both because she 
was a proud woman, not given to giving in, and because their relationship 
was still new enough for her to care about his opinion of her.

On the other hand, she was intrigued by the idea of going to meet her fear, 
indeed long ago she had set a rule for herself: “Whatever I’m afraid of, that 
is what I must do.” This rule had worked well in social situations, with 
humans. It had brought her from an original shyness to the warrior woman 
others saw her as now.

But the woman’s fear of bears was somehow of another order. It had to do 
with the instinctive part of life, the part she couldn’t control with her mind. 
This fear signaled itself through fluttery, panicky feelings which lay beneath 
her considerable intelligence, and which shamed her somehow, to even 
acknowledge.

So she was intrigued with the idea of really working with this fear which 
was so great it can only be described as phobic. She wanted to learn how to 
allow it space within, to embrace the fear without allowing it to engulf her. A 



delicate balance. One she had never attempted before.

This second approach to her fear was the real source of her excitement for 
the coming weekend. Would she come to some new understanding of herself 
through a deliberate encounter with her fear?

The day arrived. The man came to pick her up. They threw their packs in the 
back of his car and drove to the landing point where they would be ferried 
across the lake.

The boat ride was wonderful. The mountains loomed over the huge lake so 
deep its surface appeared almost black. Winds rippled across the water, 
whipping the woman’s hair across her face. She sat behind the man who sat 
up with the driver, leaning forward, looking forward to returning to the back 
country where he felt so much at home.

She sat huddled, lost in thought. Drowned by the wind and roar of the motor 
and splashing wake, she was glad for the solitude. She wanted to come into 
some kind of initial rapport with this fear which had loomed large within her 
ever since moving to the mountains of Wyoming. She wanted to center 
herself before they arrived on the other side of the lake.

The moment came when the boat nosed its way onto a gravelly beach. 
Quickly they arose, threw off the packs and jumped to shore, waving the 
driver goodbye. He had agreed to pick them up at high noon, two days 
hence. Forty-eight hours ahead with no people, no possibility of rescue.

The man was ebullient, expansive, ordering the woman around the way he 
always did when he felt outgoing, pretending to be the big macho male. She 
went along with it as usual, not really minding, and as usual, surprised that 
she didn’t, after what she had been through with her German father as a 
child.

Meanwhile, she was surreptitiously, gingerly taking a look around. Any 
telltale paw prints in the wet gravel? Scat? Any signs of digging? Scraping? 
All the way to the campsite he had picked out beforehand she followed 
behind, watchful.

No matter what else was going on, no matter whether she was marveling at 
the tenacity and brilliance of delicate wildflowers sprouting everywhere, or 
walking carefully over a downed log bridge, or surveying the ridge tops of 
the mountains ringing the huge lake, her fear remained. It hovered like a 
cloud around her head.

The constant vigilance was exhausting, and she berated herself for it. Wished 
she could let it go. Why spoil paradise? Why ruin this marvelous reminder of 



her own childhood summers in the Sawtooth mountains of Idaho — from 
which, however, the grizzly had disappeared long ago.

Her fear, and the hyper-alertness it engendered, was generating an unusual 
state of mind, opening doors within her that were unfamiliar, beckoning.

All through the setting up of camp, the making of dinner and washing up 
afterwards, she humored him, pretended to share his continuing enthusiasm. 
That night, curled in her sleeping bag, she noticed how, despite her adult 
understanding, a part of her was lulled into the child’s magical feeling of 
safety enclosed in the tent, so thin, of course, that a single claw could rip it 
to shreds.

Only a year before, local papers had carried the story of a young European 
woman sleeping in the Yellowstone wilderness twenty miles from where 
they lay now, being dragged from her tent and eaten. When the rangers 
arrived, two days later, her remains weighed forty pounds. She and her 
friends had joked about the untimely end of the “Swiss Miss.” “Which forty 
pounds?” they had asked, laughing. But she knew it was no laughing matter 
for any of them, except maybe the man who slept peacefully next to her 
now.



Chapter Two

At some point in the night she surrendered to sleep, by tricking her mind into 
thinking the bears were nowhere near.

The next day dawned clear and bright and beautiful. She arose first. Going to 
relieve herself, she shook herself awake and looked around grimly, for signs. 
She was amazed they had lasted the night, and beginning to think maybe 
they would even make it through until the welcome sight of the boat 
tomorrow noon.

That afternoon they decided to ingest magic mushrooms, something he had 
never done before.

He had never taken magic potions of any kind, had somehow missed out on 
the ‘60s altogether. She, on the other hand, still welcomed what she called 
this “sacrament” into her life perhaps once a year. Her experience in this 
area of consciousness was a factor in their relationship. She was teaching 
him to expand the boundaries of his awareness, to experiment with his way 
of seeing things. Yet up until this very day he had resisted all mind-altering 
substances.

Awaiting the effects of the plant, they settled on their air mattresses, each 
sinking down inside the self. At some point she stirred, and slowly, 
langorously, began to strip off her clothes. He was amazed.

Though that day he would certainly feel the plant’s effects, his forty-seven 
years of civilized conditioning censored his experience. So, though he was 
the one who felt automatically more comfortable in a wilderness 
environment, and he considered his rare ventures into these kinds of places a 
strong antidote to the life he was leading, she was the one who, despite her 
fear of the bear, now shed her clothes and her conditioning, to uncover her 
wild self.

She wanted him to be one with her in this experience. The sun was warming 
her body, arousing her, opening her to all of creation and their bodies’ bliss. 
Invisible waves streamed back and forth between them. He moved into her 
and they began to make love.

Despite the effects of the plant, despite the oneness she was feeling with the 
wind and the sun and the ground beneath her, she could also feel her mind 
blocking them from truly becoming one, man and woman together. Their 
undulations, no matter how harmonious — and they were always 
harmonious, somehow these two bodies danced the same dance, their 



energetics synchronized; she had always marveled at this, how when he 
moved, she moved, not so much in response to him, but as an aftershock of 
the same quaking; how a sudden shift in either of them occasioned a flashing 
shift in the other, a wave rolling through them both — and now, though they 
moved as one, they were not one. Her mind came between.

As always, he rose to a climax and spilled easily, moving into greater 
thrusting, the cue for her spilling to begin. But it did not begin. She moved 
beneath him more and more, he moved within her more and more, more and 
more frantic she became, more and more discouraged he became, until 
suddenly the spilling began, not from her secret source but from her eyes.

That afternoon the woman continued to weep until the sun disappeared 
behind the western ridge tops. At times softly and gently, at other times with 
a long low moaning, a sort of universal keening that arose from her very 
soul. Her grieving was both a calling and a remembering, it probed and 
joined with a deeper grieving, sounding the soul of earth herself.

Weeping disconsolately, she wandered the land the way the animals do, 
pausing here and there to drink of its fullness. She trembled inside each 
delicate flower’s vulnerable open bloom. She became the stillness of stone. 
She sensed the trees hovering protectively, stretching leafy arms in silent 
caring embrace.

Over and over, she was struck through, shuddering, by the exquisite 
delicacy, the intricate flowing complexity of whatever her eyes touched, 
caressed, drank in like honey. Lingering in each moment, she was spiraling 
gracefully through its secret space, opening gently to the divine.

Overwhelmed by a near terrifying gratitude, she wandered in her mourning, 
stepping softly and gingerly, not wanting to disturb signs of life within the 
dying earth. She had become the earth, its womb disgorging the grief and 
agony of centuries of mankind’s prey upon it.

And all the while the man was there too, off to the side of her. Who the 
woman had become on this day was someone very foreign to him, to his 
knowledge of her. He was afraid for her, and his fear for her made him afraid 
in himself. He followed her in her weepy wandering, stepping as if on 
eggshells, wanting desperately to make her feel better and yet feeling 
impotent in the face of such continuous onrushing agony.

She was one with the earth, swamped by wave upon wave of ecstasy and 
grief. He had eyes only for her, for somehow helping her to return to the 
person she had been before.

And she barely noticed him except to notice that he was not with her he was 



outside somewhere, in another reality which had no heart, no blood, only 
fear.

Where is my stag? She lamented with the part of her that was still and apart 
from the weeping. Where is my companion in the mother’s agony?

His totem, from the time he had walked the woods of upstate New York as a 
child, had been a type of stag, the buck deer. Wherever he went in the wild, 
his presence magnetized these delicate gentle creatures. Seldom, in their 
woodsy journeys together, had the man and woman not at some point 
paused, at his silent signal, to notice an antlered deer on alert, gazing at them 
from near or far away.

She marveled at his acute sensitivity to these creatures, at the fire in his eyes, 
the surge of life that rushed through him, whenever he was given this subtle 
clue, once again, to the trajectory of his ongoing path.

This quality within him — his innate connection to the wild, what he called 
his “thirty-thousand-year-old-man,” — had magnetized her from the 
beginning. Even before she learned of the deer and his sensing of ancient 
memory, she knew it was his essential quality which attracted and held her, 
spellbound.

She had even told him so, told him “what attracts me to you is your 
‘quality’,” blurting it out unthinking, on their very first night. He had 
blushed and turned away, shaking his head.

This deep dynamic between them — which she acknowledges and is 
fascinated by; which he feels but doesn’t acknowledge — holds them in the 
same force field. It defines and fills a shared space below the fluctuations of 
daily living. Usually this dynamic is not consciously noticed by either of 
them, though when she wants to, she can touch into it, and does.

And sometimes it drives her crazy, the fact that it is there, holding her, no 
matter what the perturbations occurring on their surface. She feels suffocated 
then, panicky. These are times when the stresses between them on a daily 
basis have grown so acute that she wants to scream with frustration, her 
entire body tensed, poised for flight, so furious is she at the way he behaves, 
at what seems to be a profound ignorance of both his own deeper nature and 
the flow of feeling between them.

Though the man feels the buck deer with an intensity bordering on total 
identification, he seems to be cut off from this aspect of himself except 
during those rare moments of actual epiphany. Moreover, he has no 
conscious knowledge of the mythological associations of the animal from 
which he feels he gains his power.



At various times she has attempted to talk to him about the “horned god” of 
the myth, but he has not been ready to receive it. And today, on this day 
when she more than ever needs his true companionship, his totem has 
apparently deserted him.

This makes her lonely, increases the agony.

Gradually, without any great fanfare or even awareness that she is doing so, 
the woman, still naked, begins to look for the bear. She visualized him, big 
and brown and standing tall, stepping forth out of the trees into the meadow. 
She imagines herself, propelled from some keep place within her, walking 
slowly towards him. In her vision, the bear stands erect, watchful, and 
curious, awaiting her.

She wants to meet the bear, yearns to greet the bear, to eat of his flesh, to 
drink of his blood.

All the rest of the afternoon the woman anticipates the bear’s arrival. This 
expectancy heightens her awareness, fills the edges of her vision, and injects 
a strong dose of shimmering energy into her empathic participation in 
nature’s loving life. Again, there is the same excitation of her nervous 
system, the fluttering. But she no longer interprets it as fear. Rather, the bear 
is her lover, and she, the waiting maiden, feels young, coy, beautiful.  



Chapter Three

Evening was now upon them. The man busied himself with the fire and the 
dinner, working quickly, anxiously, hoping she was okay now, not knowing 
what to say. The woman sat by the fire companionably enough, but alone, 
lost in thought.

That night they both slept well. By the next morning, they were beginning to 
move back into their own interpersonal harmony. But it was no longer what 
it had been. It could not be: they were no longer innocent. In secret 
unconscious agreement, they had decided to slip the previous day’s 
discovery of a radical differential between them into oblivion.

He was glad. Glad it was over. Didn’t want to talk about it. Told her next 
time they ingested the magic plant he didn’t want her to do it. That she 
became “too sad.” Next time, he said, “I want to do it alone.”

“You mean you don’t want me here at all?”she exclaimed in alarm. This kind 
of remark was the perfect trigger to her old childhood fear of abandonment.

“No, I want you here, by my side, the whole time,” he replied. Was this an 
attempt to reassure her? She found it hard to tell. No emotion came through 
his voice; nor did he put his arm around her or his hand on her knee. “But I 
can’t get into my experience if I have to worry about you.”

These words startled her; they rang a bell, one she had heard many times 
before. Yet, so deeply immersed had she been in the weekend’s journey—it 
had acquired its own particular ambiance, and hung suspended, far removed 
from the dynamics of their daily life — that now, when he said this, she was 
completely unprepared for its shock to her being.

From the beginning of the weekend she had felt centered, moving from some 
deep place within — despite her fear, and despite her mind’s need to control 
her sexuality the day before. Now, suddenly and imperceptibly, with his 
remark her center of gravity shifted from deep in her body up to her head.

She lost her center, and in doing so, instantly reverted to the mind, activating 
an old childhood determination to “figure things out.”

He was right, she thought. How could he relax into his own experience 
when, given his natural sensitivity and tender heartedness, all his attention 
was taken up by her dramatics? Also, this was his first psychedelic 
experience. She should have been there for him, serving as anchor in a sea of 
dazzling dizzying perception.



She sat there, her mind buzzing and her body paralyzed by a familiar icky, 
yucky sensation. Guilt. Guilty memories flooded her, they bowed her over 
— so thick, so weighty were the feelings associated with them.

And yet, underneath the guilt there had always lurked a deeper feeling, and 
she touched into this feeling now: his lack of understanding of her 
experience made her feel desolate. Suddenly, it was as if she had fallen to 
the bottom of an empty rock canyon. She was screaming her heart out, and 
the walls only echoed mockingly.

This feeling of hers was utterly familiar, an old friend. Sometimes she 
thought she had spent all her adult life working within such desolation.

For years she had nursed the feeling, used it to create a secret space for 
herself to occupy. She was different, utterly other. This made her feel 
perversely special, superior, more sensitive than those around her. 

This pose was, for a time, a healthy response to a sickness she had picked up 
from her culture from birth — a kind of emotional hemophilia. This sickness 
seemed to be passed down through the female line. And only men, it 
seemed, could trigger it. Certain men. The men with whom she let herself 
get involved.

All it took was a certain attitude on his part, which, however faint, she could 
nonetheless detect. Or, all it took was a single remark on his part, 
thoughtless or intended, and she would be off and running, spilling her guts, 
unable to stop. The man’s response, inevitably, would be to stare at her 
coldly. As she liquefied, he would turn to stone — and attempt to turn her to 
stone by his stare. Instead, she would rant and rave, grow more and more 
hysterical (his-stare-ical!).

The man’s refusal to be in his feelings meant she had to feel for them both. 
When this happened, the usual small differential between them would widen 
into a chasm. The more he shut down, the more she opened up — to her 
feelings, his feelings, their feelings, feelings flooding the whole wide world.

Being “so emotional,” and being judged for that, made her feel guilty. Made 
her feel more than guilty. She was crazy to be so out-of-control. She must 
stop it.

Thus the pose of specialness. It had enabled her to separate out from men 
and take charge of her life. It plugged the hole in her, stopped the bleeding 
which had occurred every time she found herself “involved.”



Chapter Four

At some point in her interior journey she grew impatient with this “special” 
identity, began to refer to it as “self-indulgent.” This instinctive recoil 
against what had once been utterly necessary for survival was also healthy.

She began to mutate again, this time to create a higher order change in 
herself. For now, not only did she decide to give up her “special” status, she 
was also consciously aware that this decision was healthy.

The nucleus of a relatively permanent inner core had begun to coalesce 
within her. This core, unlike the part of her which continually changed in 
response to ongoing events, was her “still point within the changing world,” 
a relatively objective and fair witness to her experience.

The emergence of this inner core had signaled the time when her changes 
began to accelerate. Once there was an aspect of self that could process 
change as it went along, then change could be absorbed both more 
thoroughly and more quickly without the threat of overwhelm.

So here she was, on this day after he mystic journey into the heart of nature, 
sitting there absorbing privately the ongoing reverberations of what the man 
had just said. It did not cause her to spill, as it would have earlier. Rather, the 
shock of it made her reel internally — and she knew  it, she was not 
defending herself against it.

His remark had activated old painful memories. She began to slip inside, 
away from the present and down into the past, to re-experience the agony of 
those times.

Yet, even as this slippage was going on, she was also finding the fact of the 
shock itself fascinating. Even then, exactly as she was feeling the shock, she 
was also noting it, appreciating the context within which it was taking place.

At some point in the future, she knew from experience, she would be able to 
understand the shock as a pregnant signal that she was being initiated into an 
awareness of some mysterious and wonderful underlying pattern of 
meaning. And when that happened, she knew, she would be released from 
the recurring pain.

So, though she was “figuring things out,” just as she did as a little girl, trying 
desperately to control and prevent abandonment, she was doing it differently 
now.



Rather than mentally obsessing, the way she had done as a child—her 
mother told her she had a vertical line between her brows by the time she 
was two years old, that even then she “was thinking all the time,” and 
“wouldn’t let anybody touch her” — she was now both acknowledging her 
child self’s fierce demands for meaning, and yet surrendering those demands 
to a larger unknown framework to be revealed over time.

This experience was taking place entirely internally. The man had no idea 
what was going on. She couldn’t trust him to tell him. He wouldn’t 
understand why it mattered to her, nor would he be able to “process” it the 
way she did.

Knowing this brought the old familiar feeling of desolation to the surface 
once again. It shuddered through her, and she let it go.

She continued to sit there, letting go of her mind now, climbing back into her 
body. Centering herself there. She was feeling her being within the trajectory 
of her life as a whole, understanding that life as the enactment of a process—
one long, drawn out, and truly sacred ceremony. She was sensing her 
participation in this life as a sacred trust, a contract between her personality 
and her soul, that she live her life fully and wholeheartedly, that she 
consciously seek to understand whatever it seeks to teach her.

What once had been a life lived from moment to moment, always surging 
ahead, never looking back, had become one long sustained meditation on the 
meaning of events, how they link to one another, the patterns they form, 
large and small and interpenetrating.

The patterns pulse with energy. Like the stuff of dreams, they defy logical 
analysis and seem to float together in timeless suspension, inhabiting a space 
suffused with supernal light, just above, or just within, the more mundane 
space of everyday.

The longer she lives, the more real does this other space become. It calls her 
to it, weds her in sacred embrace, and from within its diaphanous glow 
everyday events assume miraculous significance.

Looking back over the course of her life, she remembers how the reversals 
in her feelings and attitudes over time had shocked her. How she had 
criticized herself as fickle, inconstant, contradictory. Now, she sees each 
point within her process as, on the one hand, a natural response to what 
came before, and, on the other, as a prescient and indeed uncanny 
preparation for what would come next.

She sees backwards and forwards into the nature of things. She stands in the 
present and feels the radiations pulsing in all directions from her center. She 



senses her life as impregnated by the many space/time fields within which 
she stands, centered within them as globes of various dimensions radiating 
out from her concentrically. She sits here by the fire, at the exact center point 
of the universe, the void, where nothing has yet happened and everything is, 
at every moment, equally possible.

She enters fully into the present moment, eager to glean what it has to teach 
her, to learn the laws by which it is to unfold.

Two people sitting there by early morning fire in the wilderness, one male, 
one female. The woman is internally absorbed, processing what the man has 
just said. It was like a rock thrown into a pool. She feels it shudder down to 
her interior depths; she watches the rings of perspective widen out and fade 
imperceptibly into the vastness. The man, on the other hand, bored and 
restless, is breaking little sticks, throwing them into the fire.

“Okay. Let’s get going!” he says heartily, slapping her on the arm, rousing 
her from what he thinks is residual sleepiness.

She could tell that the heartiness in his voice was fake — an unconscious 
effort to pull himself out of his unnoticed symbiosis with the pain of her 
process. He too, she sensed, felt their mutual isolation, the canyon yawning 
between them. And yet, for her to address any of these perceptions — his 
unconscious ones, her conscious ones — she realized with a sigh, would 
perplex him. He would have no idea what she was talking about.

Once again, as in similar situations over the years with different men, she 
told herself that his lack of understanding didn’t matter, that she should have 
expected it. After all, she reminded herself, with the first glimmers of what 
would become her usual hard-won humorous detachment, this was not the 
first time she had become the mother grieving in the presence of the 
bewildered male sex.



Chapter Five

Two years previous to this, she had gone to Yellowstone with three others, a 
woman and two men, one of them her lover at the time. Stopping at the 
Hayden Valley, they had ingested the same magic plant and walked single 
file, west into the valley. Both women had been afraid. Of what? Of the 
bears, of course, though neither would say so. Perhaps they thought that 
naming the fear would give it power. Or perhaps they didn’t want to show 
their fear in front of the men. Or both.

The second woman was so afraid that she got diarrhea on the spot. But the 
men convinced them.

There were buffalo grazing on the valley floor. In order to avoid them, they 
began to traverse up the side of the northern ridge, single file, each one 
silent, preoccupied.

The woman’s lover was leading, with her following behind. After they had 
gone about a mile or so he stopped in a little meadow, turned, and looked at 
her. Coming closer, she said to him quietly, not wanting to break the mood, 
“How about climbing to the top of the ridge, where we can see the lay of the 
land?”

“Ummmmm,” he responded, also  quietly, with his characteristic dry humor. 
Pointing to the top, he said, “There’s a big hairy mammal about seventy-five 
yards up.” She looked in the direction he was pointing. A giant blond grizzly 
bear, head almost buried in the ground, forearms in furious motion, was 
apparently digging for roots.

The other man arrived, was told the same thing, and started to jump up and 
down in an effort to see the bear, saying much too loudly, “Where? Where” 
all excited, as if he were about to see a bear in a zoo. (This man had recently 
arrived from New York City.)

The woman who had been so afraid looked the first woman in the eye, and in 
one flowing motion the two of them turned and started back the way they 
had come. Walking swiftly. Silently. The men followed.

When they arrived back at the road they noticed a sign they had not paid 
attention to earlier. (Actually, the woman had said to her lover on the way in, 
“Hey, let’s see what that sign says.” “Aah. Never mind,” he had responded, 
shrugging his shoulders as if it weren’t important.) In big letters, black on 
white: “Warning. Trail closed due to dangerous bear.”



They had been lucky. The bear had been downwind.

That hair-raising event sent the adrenalin coursing through them for the 
remainder of that late spring afternoon. Their near escape, combined with 
the effects of the plant, engendered a feeling for life which had never been 
more exciting, more full, more precious.

An hour or so later they stopped to tour one of the geyser basins. At the first 
thermal pool they came to, the first woman stood there longer than she ever 
had before, staring into its depths. At each successive pool she would also 
stop, and stare, and only her companions urging her on would loosen, 
somewhat, the trance into which she was beginning to fall.

The beautiful crystalline aquamarine blue of the steaming waters was 
mesmerizing her. More and more, she surrendered to its seductive lure, and 
this identification activated the frozen waters within her, melting them, 
stirring them into motion. Gradually, over a period of twenty minutes or so, 
she was taken over by this experience, inside it so deeply that she was no 
longer living in the same world as the others.

At one point, as they walked up a small wooded hill to the next series of 
pools, she was following the rest of them, and found herself trailing further 
and further behind. Finally she gave up, and stopped, sat on a log, and began 
to weep.

At first she was embarrassed, and the sounds that came from her throat were 
strangulated; the urgency of the movement outwards was being held in 
check by her socialized self. But the motion was not to be denied.

Her weeping gathered power, became full, rhythmic, disconsolate, coming 
from her very soul. The part of her that remained still and apart from the 
weeping knew: this has nothing to do with me personally; my body has been 
taken over as a vessel for its expression, and it courses through me like a 
river.

As if the thermal pools were like boils, pustules in the earth mother, toxins 
boiling over, releasing into the atmosphere. Or, as if they were pure blue 
pooled tears, the mother’s lamentation.

She had forgotten the others, forgotten where she was, so surrendered was 
she to this river coursing through her body.

At this point the young man from New York came back to retrieve her. A 
naturally sensitive soul, he was disturbed at her weeping, even stricken, and 
certainly perplexed. He took her hand, and led her back to the others. She 
was still weeping, her eyes nearly swollen shut by the agony of what she was 



expressing.

When the second woman saw the first woman’s condition, she instinctively 
opened her arms and took her in, embracing her, rocking her back and forth, 
for a long time. The men stood by, embarrassed, feeling useless, restless.

All the rest of that afternoon the women did not leave each other’s side, the 
second woman serving as guide and servant for the first, who had been 
granted such admission into the mother’s inner life. The second woman was 
not surprised at this continuing “emotional display;” she accepted it as a 
matter of course, and treated the situation with utmost gravity and respect.

The woman and the man are now on their way back to the place where the 
boat will pick them up. As she follows in his tracks, her memories of this 
other early summer day in Yellowstone weave in and out with memories of 
the day before.

She was remembering how wonderful it had been to be with another woman 
during such an experience. How the woman had been there for her with no 
conditions, no demands, no questions.

Now, two years later, she noticed how she was the one who had set up the 
wall between herself and the man. How her residual distrust in men — in 
any man’s ability to be truly with her no matter which aspects of herself she 
showed to him — had caused her mind to refuse to let go in lovemaking. 
How her own fear had perhaps been picked up by him in that act. She sighed 
to realize how they pass fear back and forth between them.

She thought about the bear too, and marveled at how she had longed to 
encounter the bear yesterday afternoon. Her original fear was now returning, 
though in muted form, and had her casting about as before, for signs. 

They were both glad and sad to finally see the tiny dot on the horizon grow 
bigger and bigger, its low drone increasing, as the boat aimed at the beach on 
which they sat, waiting, lost in their own private thoughts.



Chapter Six

One week went by, during which they led seprate lives. The weekend to 
come, according to his plan, would be spent in another wild place that he 
loved. This time they would be north of the lake, but in the same general 
area in which he had been a ranger those many years before.

Another place with grizzly bears.

She went about her life as usual, working hard, not thinking much about the 
weekend just past, except to be glad she had at least moved through her fear 
of the bear during that one sacred afternoon.

But the feeling of uneasiness persisted. It was an anxiety that ran on just 
below the surface, and which she could — and did, and tried not to — touch 
into anytime.

Once again, he came to pick her up Friday noon. She was sitting on the 
couch, waiting for him. As he walked in the door, she suddenly found herself 
quietly, calmly, making this request: “This weekend I would like to go to a 
place where there aren’t any bears. Though I managed to overcome my fear 
somewhat last weekend, I still feel uneasy. This time, I would rather go to a 
place where I can relax completely.”

She was surprised that she had said that, and even more surprised with his 
response. He seemed comfortable with her request, and for once, did not 
make fun of her fear. “Okay,” he said. “Well then, how about we go into the 
Gros Ventre (the mountain range across the valley from the Tetons). We can 
climb to the headwaters of the Gros Ventre river.”

That one exchange — her honesty in expressing her feelings, his willing 
acceptance of those feelings — put her in an euphoric mood. This weekend 
would be different than the last.

The dirt road in was ten miles long, and washboardy. They took it slowly, 
slowing down even further during those times when he was trying to 
remember where the trailhead was.

Finally he thought he had found it, though he wasn’t sure. They got out of 
the car, donned heavy packs, and started uphill, the trail climbing rapidly. 
The afternoon was hot and muggy. He was in a grumpy mood, tired, not 
enjoying the exertion, and trying to remember if this really was the right 
trail.



After ascending the steep grade for almost an hour he turned and said to her, 
“I don’t think this is the right trail.” He was breathing heavily, he was angry, 
he was frustrated. She tried to mollify him, the euphoria of hours before still 
present enough to give her the lift they both needed.

They retraced their tracks, drove awhile longer, the road now so washed out 
that he openly admitted his anxiety should it rain while they were gone. 
“I’ve been on this road before after a rain,” he said. “Its surface is clay, and 
it becomes extremely slippery.”

In some very subtle way, their initial reactions to camping together had 
reversed from last weekend to this one, though neither of them was aware of 
it. He was nervous and anxious, and kept looking up at the sky which was, 
admittedly, beginning to fill with clouds.

“No big deal,” she said, to reassure him. “If it rains, we can just wait until 
the road dries out. We have enough food and water with us.”

They came to the end of the road which, he now remembered, was the start 
of the trailhead. “Look, there it is!” he said, his mood lifting.

Once again, heavy with packs, they started hiking again, this time up a 
gentle, grassy incline. It was cooler now. The sky, dark with clouds, infused 
the atmosphere with a somber mood. They walked quickly, joking lightly 
about miserable memories of camping-in-the-rain with other people, other 
times.

The further they trekked, the darker it got. A mist was beginning to thicken 
the air. The clouds had lowered ominously, and the wind was picking up. All 
at once, they looked at each other, nodded, heaved off their packs, and 
started making camp.

The first real drops of rain begin to hit them. In the distance, thunder. 
Impulsively, they had stopped on top of a tall hill, and began to set up the 
tent underneath a large tree. They hadn’t put in a single stake before thunder 
and lightning began to crash all around them.

The air was charged with electricity. Her hair felt charged too. Her whole 
self did. She was energized, electrified, tremendously excited.

“Isn’t this incredible!” she yelled to him over the thunder. She looked over 
to where he had been setting up his end of the tent. He was ashen-faced, 
sitting with his back against the tree, legs straight out in front of him, stiff as 
a board.

The thunder and lightning — accompanied by a hard, steady rain — went on 



for quite a while. The man continued to sit without moving, underneath the 
tall tree on the tall hill, unarguably the most lightning-prone place around. 
He was oblivious to her warnings. It was as if he was no longer in his body.

The woman, on the other hand, became more excited than she had ever been 
in her life. Her entire body charged by the energy of the heavens, she ran 
around in the rain, feeling at one with the thunder and lightning, thrilled to 
participate in this extraordinary natural discharge.

The contrast between them could not have been more striking. 



Chapter Seven

By Saturday morning the storm had passed. Dawn revealed an unusual 
freshness and clarity, the wet grasses and pine needles glistening in the sun.

That morning they hiked the ten-mile round trip to the headwaters of the 
river, a lush green meadow traced with hundreds of branching rivulets. As 
usual, whenever they were outside together, moving in tandem, hiking or 
cross-country skiing, their energies synchronized. They enjoyed a similar 
enthusiasm, a similar pace, a similar rhythm. She walked contentedly, either 
ahead or behind, enjoying their silent harmony within the natural order.

When they arrived back at camp he decided to ingest the magic plant again. 
As agreed during the previous weekend, she stayed by his side during the 
experience. They lay down together on a blanket under a big tree. At some 
point he found himself staring in amazement at the stone wall on the other 
side of the river. The wall seemed to be moving in place, its variegated 
forms and subtle colorations undergoing continuous transformation.

At some point he closed his eyes and suddenly exclaimed: “Oh my God, 
there are pictures on the inside of my eyelids!” She laughed. “Those are 
visions you are seeing. They come from inside you.” Apparently he had 
never “had  visions” before, and was overwhelmed by the beauty of what the 
mushrooms had opened to him. Throughout that late afternoon he was 
expressing his original nature, gentle and loving, reminding her very much 
of his totem, the buck deer.

Later he told her he was astonished by what the magic plant had revealed to 
him, and upset to realize he had lived for forty-seven years without 
recognizing the beauty and the reality of this other world. “Where have I 
been all this time?” he muttered, shaking his head in dismay.

By the time they walked out on Sunday morning, the road had dried. Driving 
back to town, they were both in a contented mood. Somehow, they had 
reached one of those rare points in their process wherein their energies were 
equilibrated, equal.

Prior to their two weekends in the wild, both the man and the woman had 
thought she was the only one with fear — of the bear. Now they both 
realized he was afraid too — of lightning. Perhaps this was the real source of 
their current equilibrium.



The man went back to his work. His children arrived. He put both the 
weekends and his fear behind him. It was as if nothing had happened. As if 
those recent experiences had never occurred. Or as if they didn’t count. 
Nothing seemed to affect him. He was like a diamond-hard object in space, 
colliding with other objects, pushed around by them, but not changed. The 
collisions made no obvious external dents; nor did they seem to alter him 
internally.

The woman also returned to her work and her life, but with a difference. For 
her, the past and present interpenetrate; they fertilize each other, weaving a 
richness and complexity rivaled only by her dreams at night. She sees her 
daily life as continuous with her dream life — two currents blending within 
the same flowing stream. The stream widens into a river. Where it goes, no 
one knows. Its course is a mystery, full of meaning, unfathomable, 
fascinating.

Each of her experiences becomes food for thought — if not on a conscious 
level, then deep inside. As she goes about her daily affairs, the entire 
spectrum of her life is present within her, backlighting some events, 
highlighting others, shadowing the remainder indistinctly, a living, heaving 
sea of latent possibility.

The spectrum is a rainbow, it shimmers, it glows, its current configuration 
creating the exact mood within which she sees everything now. As she 
changes, it changes, changing her which changes it. She is a continually 
shifting matrix of streaming energy flowing in and out from all directions — 
concentrating, dispersing, never the same. She is a river. She cannot step into 
herself the same way twice.

For her the present moment is not a point on a line. At any time this moment 
may suddenly or gradually open, to reveal worlds within worlds. The longer 
she lives, the larger, the more spacious become the possibilities within the 
present time. This moment fills to the brim, spills over all the joys and 
sorrows of what, she realizes, is becoming a wonderfully long lifetime. 
There is an underground spring within her, and it pulses forth continuously, 
extravagantly, an endless source of pure unadulterated feeling.

She seeks now to absorb and assimilate what happened to her and to them 
during their two weekends together, to allow the events of those times to be 
present within her, to gradually seep down through her bones and transform 
her, from the inside out. As usual, she ruminates on the meaning of it all, and 
seeks to place those experiences within the continually expanding 
perspective of her life.

Both the man’s and the woman’s ways of experiencing life, their contrasting 
manners of occupying space and time, are as their culture expects of them. It 



is assumed that men will be preoccupied with concerns of the outside world. 
Women are the opposite: their concerns and their lives are as hidden, as 
deeply interior as is the mysterious cave of the womb.

The masculine approach to life has been both more valued and more obvious 
— indeed so obvious that it is hardly worth describing here. Modeled on the 
worldview of Newtonian physics, this approach has been part and parcel of 
what some humans are now calling the “dominant paradigm,” that which has 
governed both outer behavior and unconscious assumptions and attitudes 
and values for at least three hundred years. 

More space is devoted here to the attempt to understand female experience, 
because the subjective life of woman is less describable in ordinary (read: 
Newtonian) terms, and thus, somehow, considered, by and large by both 
sexes, to be less real, less valuable. As long as Newton’s model dominates 
the way the human race views both itself and the world, as long as both men 
and women are unconscious that this model structures their very lives, the 
relations between the sexes will remain what they are, and have been: 
alienated.

The woman in our story — not surprisingly, since she is a woman — is in 
touch with her feelings. At this point she is very aware that her fear of the 
bear has not completely disappeared. As before, this fear simmers just 
beneath the surface of her awareness, as a continual source of low-level 
subliminal anxiety.



Chapter Eight

One night she dreams of herself, the man, and his two children out walking 
in the woods. They come upon a she-bear with two cubs, playing in a 
meadow. The bears do not see them. She, the man and his children are all 
frightened. They run away, scattering in four directions.

Another night she dreams of the she-bear playing with her two cubs right 
outside her home. She sees them from inside, through the window. In the 
dream, she is frightened, especially when the bear sees her, when the bear 
looks right at her.

The bear is getting closer. The she-bear. The mother bear. The woman sees 
her fear of the bear as partly a fear of relatonship with the children of this 
man, and through them, her fear of relationship with the man himself. On a 
deeper level, she realizes that hers is the fear of her own biological nature. 
The bear, for her, has become symbolic of the earth, of her own female body, 
of the instinctive level of life, and the massive pain swelling the heart of 
nature now.

As ever the woman is fascinated with her fear, both the fact of it, and its 
radiating symbolic significance. She is also fascinated with his fear, and 
especially with the difference between her fear and his.

She sees her fear of the bear and his fear of lightning as different but related; 
they are polarized, two end points of the same dynamic. The line stretching 
between the points creates an axis, the diameter of some circle, one complete 
whole.

She wants to know the size and character of the circle they create together. 
She wants to expand to include this dimension of life, of meaning, within 
her, too. She feels driven to do this. Some force, operating from deep within, 
has thrust her upon this path, this search, this utterly numinous necessity.

The woman, afraid, stands upon one point of the circumference of the circle 
they create together. She sees the man, afraid, occupying the other side, at 
the point directly across from her. He stands upon her horizon. She stands 
upon his. Together, the polarity of their respective fears, once placed within 
this larger circular perspective, gains a whole new dimension of meaning, 
and takes her breath away.

This larger bounded space feels palpably real, a sensed, though darkened 
presence, shaping from behind the surfaces that which is to come. It lies 
there prescient, uncanny, still submerged, and waiting — for her, for him, for 



them. She doesn’t understand it yet. She has not lived through it yet.

She comes to realize the polarity of their fears — and the outline of the 
larger unknown world defined by the space between them — partly through 
her dreams, partly through contrasting her fear with his. Whereas hers is a 
fear of the earth, his is the opposite, fear of that which comes from the sky. 
Lightning lights up the night sky in a single intuitive flash; the brilliant 
streak of lightning is a symbol of enlightenment, of spiritual awakening.

She, the woman, is afraid of the earth, her feminine nature, the body.

He, the man, fears the sky, his masculine awareness, the mind.

She fears the earth-goddess, he fears the sky-god. Two poles of one 
dynamic, linking matter to spirit, earth to heaven.

Their fears of their own biological natures. Because of the way each is 
fashioned temperamentally, there is a contra-sexual element to their 
personalities. Who they are biologically contrasts with who they are 
individually.

She, the woman, has adopted the psychology of a man. Though she cannot 
help but dwell within space and time as a female, though the interior 
subjective world is her deeper reality, on the outside she has fashioned an 
abstract, goal-oriented, assertive persona, moving in the world with the self-
assurance and independence of a man.

He, the man, has adopted the psychology of a woman. Though he cannot 
help but dwell within space and time as Newtonian culture would have it, 
assuming the objective external world is the really real reality, on the inside 
he feels scared, vulnerable, sensitive, utterly subject to impressions, totally 
at the mercy of what happens to him. His persona of good-old-boy maleness 
is just that, a mask. Were he to feel free to be himself, his natural self, that 
sensitivity would be allowed to surface, to color his experience with 
variegated hues most unlike the black and white world of the macho man.

She flashes across the night sky of his awareness, lighting his psyche swiftly, 
briefly, only to blink out and leave the darkness intact. As if it had never 
happened. He is not accustomed to these electrical pulses, their 
disintegrating effect on his conscious frameworks. She fascinates him with 
her brilliance; she frightens him with her capacity to destroy everything he 
has always taken for granted.

He opens to receive her, instinctively moving into ancient rhythms, hidden 
reserves of pregnant, primordial power. She follows him into their 
shuddering depths, blinded, her psyche darkened, flushed with onrushing 



blood, the sinking of her awareness into body’s urgent demands — only to 
pass out the other side spent, emptied. 

She craves more, more, she will never get enough of gravity’s inexorable 
pull. 

She fears him, his animal magnetism, drawing her down, suffocating.



Chapter Nine

She has what he needs; he has what she needs. She offers what he has been 
afraid of, all his life; he offers what she has been afraid of, all her life.

They draw one another in, they repel one another. The current between them 
oscillates, in and out, back and forth. They are fascinated. They are afraid. 
On a personal level, their fears of the bear and of the lightning symbolize 
fears much closer to home. Fears of each other, of their own intimacy, the 
very real possibility of acknowledging the circle they create which is larger 
than either of them alone, and into which, once it has fully bloomed, their 
individual identities would be submerged as points along the curved 
trajectory of an endless looping circumference.

This, in the abstract, is what each of them fears, the loss of individual 
identity within the context of relationship. This fear is understandable. To 
the extent that each fears his or her own biological nature, neither of them is 
whole within. And to depend on the other for the missing part in the self 
would make that lack obvious. Neither trusts the other to provide what he or 
she needs. And yet neither trusts the self to provide for itself either.

The specific nature of their individual fears shows the direction of evolution, 
what each must gain to complete the self. Each one stands as a symbol of the 
lost part of the self for the other. The woman, being more conscious than the 
man, knows this, knows that whatever she is afraid of, that is what she must 
do.

She has yet to do it.

They stand there, quivering, to face one another on opposite sides of the 
world. Their vibration passes through the open space between them, 
connecting them to one another despite the apparent distance. The waves 
flow back and forth. The resonance, though unacknowledged, does exist.

The resonance forms the living, heaving background sea of what happens 
between them now, and has been since the beginning. They have much to 
understand. In order to truly embrace one another’s reality, they must first 
accept their own separate realities, the nature of them. The strange reversals 
in them as man and woman.

He, the man, is blessed with the magnetic pull of a woman. She, the woman, 
is blessed with the electrical charge of a man. Both play parts opposite to 
what nature intended. Thus, their mutual attraction — and repulsion. We 
love/hate most that which we most need/fear in ourselves. In their coming 



together, they are to elicit from each other the missing parts of themselves.

She had known this all along, this contradiction between biology and 
psychology within each of them. She knew, on that very first night, how, in 
order for her to truly connect with his real nature, she would have to slow 
down, become more sensitive, more attuned to his deer-like sensitivity. And 
she knew that he, in order to not be overwhelmed by her energy, would have 
to claim his own reality, thrust it into the space blossoming between them.

“I want to learn to become vulnerable with you,” she said to him, as they lay 
there quietly, side by side, afterwards. “Oh no, no!” he had replied. “Don’t 
give your power away to me.”

“Yes,” she repeated. “I want to become vulnerable with you.”

“I feel your essential quality,” she had told him also that first night. He 
hadn’t understood what she meant: she saw through to his soul. Trusting that 
soul completely, she could open to receive him into her innermost depths. 
He lived in his personality, was not aware of his soul; not knowing himself 
as she knew him, he did not act, on the outside, the way she knew him to be.

As the months rolled by, she played her usual masculine role, actively 
teaching him to expand the boundaries of his awareness, to know that there 
is more there there, everywhere.

And all the while he was subtly knowing her, inviting her, through his 
instinctive being in and feeling for nature, how to be female herself — 
except for that day when she ingested the magic plant and surrendered to the 
female so thoroughly that he grew afraid.

So he fears the lightning, and, at a deeper level, he also fears the bear, or 
what the bear represents.

She fears the bear. He fears the bear and the lightning. She feels her female 
nature, he fears the nature of both male and female. Her recognition of the 
greater range of his fear destroys the current equilibrium between them. She 
doesn’t like to think this. She doesn’t want to admit this. She wants them to 
be equals, in all ways.

They are not equals. Not equal in fear, not equal in awareness. This is the 
one fact she will have to fully face and embrace. This is the one fact that can 
throw her, once again, screaming, into the abyss.



Chapter Ten

These two are man and woman living in the last few years of the 20th 

century, shortly before the turn of the third millennium, A.D. It is a difficult 
time. Not only the human race, but the entire planetary being is dangerously 
disturbed.

During these years there are many humans of expanding awareness living on 
the planet. These humans realize that the critical imbalance on their 
beautiful, shimmering blue globe has been caused by centuries of 
domination of male over female, animus over anima. Of mind over body. Of 
science over the spirit, left-brain over right-brain. Of culture over nature, sky 
over earth.

Gradually, there is coming into these expanded beings the realization that for 
Earth to begin to achieve balance, each human must learn to recover and 
appreciate what is being called the “shadow” side of the self, that aspect of 
his or her personality that is not conscious.

This shadow is usually composed of those psychological characteristics 
conscious in the gender opposite to the body in which the self is living.

Men are to gather female values into themselves; women are to incorporate 
male values. Yet this is not as simple as it may appear. In the case of the man 
and women in this story, for example, their conscious personas are the 
reverse of the usual, so the internal balancing within each of them will be 
subject also to reversals.

And even in the more usual case, where a man is more comfortable with 
being male, and a woman with being female, still, the balancing process has 
its inherent dangers.

For a man to incorporate what the culture considers “female” within himself 
is to risk losing his masculine identity. He becomes nice, gentle, sensitive, 
passive — castrated.

For a woman to incorporate what the culture considers “male” within herself 
is to risk losing her feminine identity. She becomes strong, assertive, 
powerful, dominating — castrating.

And this is exactly what happened in the beginning of this new 
understanding on Earth. Rather than gathering the opposite values within 
themselves, while fully honoring that self which was doing the gathering, 
many men and women attempted to deny their own biological natures in 



taking on the psychological characteristics of the other sex. In this process, 
they followed the form of the old Hegelian dialectic, “thesis” breeding its 
opposite, “antithesis,” absolutely.

The third dialectical step, “synthesis,” is only now beginning to be culturally 
explored as a possibility, and in doing so, a new and more subtle and 
complex understanding begins to fertilize the collective human psyche. Men 
and women begin to realize that “male” and “female” are not just biological 
identities. Nor are they merely conditioned psychological and behavioral 
responses — where, for example, for a man to be manly he must be 
aggressively macho, and for a woman to be womanly she must be passively 
feminine.

Beyond biological being, beyond psychological understanding and 
sociological roles, is this new way of perceiving and feeling which is more 
symbolic than literal, more abstract than concrete.

“Male” and “female” are being seen in this new way, as spiritual principles, 
“archetypes,” symbolic of a vast range of both behaviors and attitudes. 
Moreover, there is coming in now a recognition that the archetype of Male 
and the archetype of Female both contain within themselves levels of ascent 
and descent, that each of them is, paradoxically, a spiraling, evolutionary 
journey penetrating ultimately to that mysterious realm of being that is 
beyond both sexes and yet includes them both as aspects of itself.

But that phase of the journey still lies in the future. What must be gathered 
into the self now is still very much related to gender, and yet still hidden 
from the view of most men and women alive. To be gathered now into each 
sex are not just aspects of the opposite sex acceptable to the prevailing 
culture. To be gathered now are the deeper, less civilized aspects of the 
opposite sex, what is beginning to be called the “deep male,” the “deep 
female.”

Furthermore, it begins to appear that these deeper aspects of male and 
female energies are most fruitfully discovered or, should we say, recovered? 
— in the process of dynamically, i.e., sexually and emotionally, relating to 
the opposite sex. It is in the dance of the two becoming one, that each single 
one becomes more integral within him or herself. It is in the giving of the 
self to the other, and the exposure of the self to the other, that the door opens 
to reveal the stairway down, the stairway up — to each other, to themselves. 
In surrendering to the hidden resourcefulness springing from their animal 
natures, humans do become as gods.

At this point, the story of human evolution and of the male/female dance as 



the most dynamic spur to that evolution becomes positively poignant. For 
despite this new understanding now winding around Earth, there is extreme 
difficulty in achieving what the new balance calls for. Indeed, its seems that 
as time goes on, the situation worsens!



Chapter Eleven

The general awareness of planetary imbalance and of the need for planetary 
healing has become especially acute and intense among a certain percentage 
of the human female population. The males are changing too, but more 
slowly. It is precisely this difference in the rate of change within men and 
within women which is largely responsible for the increasing differential 
between them. This widening gap is, of course, placing an even greater 
strain than usual on their relations. And the reason for this is not hard to see.

Both the biological nature and the conscious sensibility of females is one of 
empathy, sensitivity to others. Females resonate with others easily, and are 
inclined to group together. In the recent past, female bonding was 
experienced through sharing of knowledge of their own and others’ behavior, 
i.e., gossip.

Now, in this time of accelerating change, women are deepening their 
sharing, to include the evolution of their own inner lives. As each of them 
processes her experience, attempting to understand its meaning in her life, 
the others support her, give her continuous feedback, a relatively objective 
way of seeing what is going on.

This sharing helps both the woman who is processing, and the women who 
witness it. The woman feels protected in being surrounded by these others, 
safe and secure in their loving understanding as she goes about her 
pioneering evolutionary quest. She, in turn, serves as an example for the 
others, a welcome reminder that no one is in this business alone, that what 
happens to one is, in a very real sense, everyone’s experience.

Thus, as one woman expands her awareness, she communicates her 
experience to others; overnight, her changes reverberate throughout the 
female community.

Those women who deeply trust and care for one another during this time of 
planetary crisis serve not only to validate each other’s experiences, but to 
actually amplify and accelerate each others’ evolutionary journeys.

Women together, moving as individuals, processing in common, are 
spiraling into depths and heights unheard of only a few short years ago. Each 
courageous thrust into the void on the part of the individual yields riches 
beyond imagining. Each time she allows others into her process, and accepts 
what they have to give her, she helps weave together that shimmering 
resonant field within which they all participate. “Critical mass,” a term much 
in vogue during these years, snaps into place. Not once, as in the famous 



“Hundredth Monkey” metaphor, but over and over and over again. Each 
plateau achieved reaches more expansively and penetrates more deeply than 
the one before it, each one anchors a more and more stable foundation for 
the one yet to come.

Meanwhile, the males on planet Earth, due to centuries upon centuries of 
Newtonian cultural conditioning, tend to be more or less those diamond-hard 
objects, colliding with each other like Newton’s billiard balls, but each 
essentially alone, isolated, unchanged internally by outer experience. When 
a man does “go through changes,” he usually begins only when a woman 
leaves him because he refuses to change!

Then, the question for the woman becomes, does he really change? A few 
do. The rare man does do what the women do, enter into a group process 
which helps support and accelerate his own evolutionary thrust. These 
exceptional men find themselves in friendships that are by and large female! 
To their great disappointment, they have few or no male friends, regarding 
most of them as empty shells.

More often, the man, after a period of sterile and stagnant isolation, attracts a 
woman to him who reminds him of the woman he lost, of who she was 
before she started to change! In doing this he attempts to return to the past, 
to pretend nothing new is happening.

So we have this poignant new development. As individual women, one by 
one, but in concert with other women, process their experiences to the point 
where they begin to recognize the need to touch into deep female energy, 
they also recognize that the most natural way to access this energy is through 
the dance with the other, the equivalent in men, deep male energy.

Meanwhile, from a sociological perspective, we see all these men, each of 
them spun off from his latest failed attempt to contact woman, now 
wandering around, lost and alone. Some resort to cynicism, shutting 
themselves down completely; they spray a black cloud of negativity 
wherever they go. Others at least attempt to be manly and hide their fear, 
their, their desolation; they pretend everything is fine, the diamond-hard 
shell is fine, thank you, just fine.

But it’s not fine. Inside, his heart is breaking. Inside, he longs for real contact 
as much as, or even more than, the women. Women at least have each other. 
Men, unless they be homosexual, are more or less each of them alone.



Chapter Twelve

Where do men and women go from here? The answer to this question is 
critical for the fate of Earth herself, the human home. The fear of the bear is 
the fear of the female is the fear of the earth is the fear of the massive pain 
swelling the heart of nature now.

Imagine the mother bear’s pain. Become one with her. Look out upon the 
desolate ravaged landscape through her ancient darkened eyes. Become that 
magnificent creature’s defiant desperation now fueling her instinctive need to 
nourish her cubs — to toss them fish from pure laughing streams, to dig 
deeply for succulent roots of hardy wild plants, to roam with them for 
hundreds of miles in any direction.

Where are the streams that laugh? What is left of the original abundant 
profusion of flora? Of fauna? What remains of wilderness?

Human fear of the bear is not only common, it is, at this point in history, 
rational. The bear cannot be expected to take her certain destruction lying 
down. From the bear’s point of view, human beings are relentlessly 
predatory — and therefore, to be preyed upon, eaten alive.

It is within this larger context of the shrinking natural world that the 
changing relations between men and women take on archetypal significance. 
As the external wilderness disappears, the internal wilderness within each 
man and woman must be contacted, as essential compensation for what has 
been lost.

Indeed, it is as humans recover this vast primordial space within themselves, 
that they grow to value the primitive in all ways. Their sensitivity to the 
beauty and the sheer exuberance of life within what is left of the natural 
world around them increases as they strip off the mask of civilization to 
reveal the hidden wild nature within themselves. In recovering their own 
natures, they learn to let go of the current obsessive concern with mere 
substitutes for the natural, namely cultural artifacts, including the medium of 
exchange through which they obtain them, what is called “money.”

This internal wilderness, the deep male and deep female energy, the wild 
man and wild woman, is a new — and most ancient — unexplored territory 
awaiting discovery. In their deep alchemical sexual and emotional 
interaction Man and Woman create the new world. A world safe for their 
children, safe for the bear’s children.



Man and Woman, two poles of an electromagnetically charged unit of 
creation. Standing on opposite sides of the circle, longing to fill the space 
within. Man and Woman, profoundly moved by the slightest perturbation in 
each other, responding, resonating to a deep intercellular quickening now 
stirring into life ancient powers, ancient vision. Man and Woman together, 
arousing long buried creative juices into motion, moving and spilling in 
ecstatic abandon, providing seed and egg to fertilize the very ground they lie 
upon. Man and Woman together, transforming together, transforming love. 
Love opens hearts. Love steers the stars. Love makes the world go round.

Love makes the world go round. Literally. Aside from food and drink and 
shelter, there is no biological need more fundamental. Were it not for human 
sexual attraction, there would be no biological thrust for humans to create 
circles of joined hands.

It is becoming a fact of general awareness that human overpopulation, 
combined with man’s disregard for the ground upon which these 
exponentially growing billions of human feet are trampling, is responsible 
for the critical state of the planet during these times.

It is also a fact of general human awareness that technology, through birth 
control, has released human sexuality from its necessary link to 
childbearing.

Yet, despite widespread dissemination of the technology of birth control, the 
human race has doubled, from three to six billion, within the past twenty 
years.

In continuing to use sexuality for childbearing purposes, the majority of the 
human race has yet to discover the deeper use of those biological organs 
which both differentiate male from female and which call them, always, to 
come together, creating that beast with two backs, that sacred ceremony 
within which the two become one, the skins of both splitting to incorporate 
the other within the self. 



Chapter Thirteen

AIDS and other newly identified “immune deficiency diseases” can be 
understood within this context of a newly awakened creativity stirring into 
motion within the very heart of both the planet and the beings upon her. As 
sexuality was procreative, producing children, so now is sexuality to become 
creative, in an even deeper, more profoundly fertile sense.

Man and woman are to learn to let go of their fears of each other’s difference 
from themselves and surrender to the magnetic attraction between them. 
Moving consciousness from mind into body, they are, in full awareness, to 
allow themselves to open to biological desire as a channel for the desire of 
Earth to impregnate herself with new life. As they merge body, feeling, and 
this new clearly focused intension, man and woman begin to vibrate that 
space which opens up between and within them and which, in turn, creates 
the conditions necessary to manifest the coming new world. A world of 
constantly increasing aliveness, wherein any organism’s level of health is 
measured in terms of the amount of energy it can accept, process and 
transform without losing essential integrity.

There is now an idea in the wind that as the planet is a living breathing 
organism, so are each of the species living upon her surface organically 
connected, both to each other, and within themselves.

Humans, long accustomed to developing what is called “individuality” — 
the idea that each is alone, separate from others, and here to compete with 
the others, for external “goods” — are slowly adapting themselves to this 
idea of connectedness, of the human race as in fact one family, the human 
family — what one mystical strain of the largest religious organization on 
earth has long called the “communion of souls.”

Immune system diseases are a symptom of the initial danger inherent in this 
risky new undertaking of the human race to form one sounding body out of 
all the “competing” individuals within it. Humanity is to consciously 
recognize itself for what it has always been: a single organism. This 
organism, in turn, from the vaster perspective of the consciousness of Earth, 
is a mere cell within her all-enveloping matrix. Earth, in turn, from the 
vaster perspective of the consciousness of the solar system, is a mere cell 
within the subtle music which even humans have long called the “harmony 
of the spheres.” This solar system is one among many in the galaxy, this 
galaxy one among many in a universe continuously expanding into the 
reaches of what is not yet there, creating space as it goes through the 
resonation of the bodies within it, the whole vast cosmic dance one long 
howling call of the eternal wild.



From the current medical perspective dysfunctions of the immune system 
signal that an individual organism is not properly defending itself from the 
bombardment of outside influences. From a cosmic perspective, such 
dysfunctions signal that the boundary system dividing inside from outside is 
effacing too quickly for the organism to maintain its integrity while adapting 
to the current evolutionary thrust.

One might say that those who “have AIDS” are the explorers, artists and 
geniuses of this time. That they function in the same way such inspired and 
intrepid searchers have always functioned, venturing into unknown places, 
mapping out new territory so that others may follow.

These souls, whether or not they are conscious of the fact, are sacrificing 
their very lives to the eventual success of a common planetary endeavor. In 
their struggle to maintain individual integrity while responding to the 
collective desire for union they are choosing to be the first guinea pigs in one 
vast experimental drama.

As the larger resonant field of humanity picks up on the courageous learning 
of these first explorers into the common unknown, as it discovers just what 
shall be the appropriate pace and intensity of this kind of magnificent 
evolutionary mutation, sooner or later the necessary transitional steps will 
become easier for others to take without actually dying for the cause.

Eventually, all humans will recognize themselves as both the center of the 
universe and a “mere drop in the ocean,” or “mote in God’s eye.” This 
paradoxical double-perspective is the key to maintaining individual integrity 
while seeing and responding to one’s unique place in the whole.

The evolutionary thrust called for here is both overwhelmingly powerful, 
and yet necessarily subtle in the exact form it takes at any one point in time 
and space. A balance must be achieved. Humans are open to desire for 
connectedness without losing their essential individuality. As in a biological 
organism, where the millions of cells within it function each in a specific 
way for the greater good of the whole, each cell breathing in and out to 
receive that which nourishes and expel that for which it no longer has use, so 
too is each human being a cell within that larger organic order of the human 
species, and ultimately, the entire living matrix of planet Earth — and 
beyond.

Through the creativity of conscious sexuality, humans learn how to efface 
their individual boundary systems to the point where they function as cell 
membranes, breathing in and out the world within and around them. In the 
conscious centering of awareness within their very bodies while 
surrendering to body’s desire to merge with another, humans learn to 



rhythmically die to their singular selves and be reborn within a larger 
connectedness. Their merger becomes an emergence. From the self-centered 
ego identity to the larger species whole.

Sexuality becomes a deepening form of breathing. In opening up, to accept 
the fullness of that which is not the self; in letting go, closing to protect 
internal space. Each small death is followed by resurrection, each orgasmic 
high simultaneously an emptying into the void.

The mystery of body nature is the mystery of Earth. Human bodies are 
composed of Earth. So preoccupied have humans become with mental and 
egocentered development that they have lost sight of the deeper meaning of 
this most obvious fact.

Human desires spring from the instinctive animal nature. It is time to honor 
those desires, consciously, in full awareness aligning with the desire nature 
so that mind joins with body, the two becoming one. Matter as spirit 
condensed; spirit as the distillation of matter. Matter and spirit as two poles 
of one axis, most dense to least dense, transforming easily back and forth 
into each other, as in the Einsteinian equation.

There is no absolute demarcation between matter and energy, between body 
and mind. Only as humans have thought it so has it been made so.



Chapter Fourteen

The night of their first meeting had been Halloween. They had both been 
invited to a small costume party. The man came dressed as Carmen Miranda, 
a basket of fruit on his head, curly wig, sexy skin-tight dress. The woman 
came dressed in a billowing white wedding dress, giant pillow tied to her 
stomach underneath, a massively pregnant bride.

They began to dance. Asked each other questions. Discovered they had met 
once before, briefly at a ritual gathering the year before honoring world 
peace.

Their meeting was one of many that night, and on all other nights, the 
meeting of men and women seeking peace with each other and with the 
planet.

On that particular night these two were impersonating two different 
archetypes of Woman. They were, of course, unaware of how prescient were 
their costumes, how they prefigured the word the two would do together, the 
common fears they would uncover together. He came as a parody of 
Aphrodite, the muse; and it was this visionary aspect of his own anima that 
he would, in the end, need to learn to accept and understand, so that he could 
begin to access and hold in awareness, the deeper aspects of his own nature.

She came as Demeter, the earth mother, the she-bear, whose cubs were about 
to be born.

The child of the bear is earth’s pain. The suffering of the caged wild, long 
buried within, now seeks to be birthed into human hands. Aphrodite stands 
as midwife to Demeter, consciously acknowledging and encouraging the 
creative act, the birthing moment. Aphrodite dances with Demeter, earth 
dances with humanity, the two becoming one, one heart, one spirit, one 
radiant being drawing instinctive energy from the deep within, pulsing 
lightning strikes into the spacious void.
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