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			We had a white VW van with a motor that sputtered so loud you could hear it coming from blocks away.


			My parents were hippies, and we often lived commune-­style in big run-down houses, each family staking out a section of rooms. We moved every couple of years: to Cambridge, Massachusetts; Washington, D.C.; Key West, Florida; the Bahamas; and Mexico. When I was caught breaking rules in high school, instead of getting in trouble like normal kids, I was dragged to my mother’s astrology circle. “We can understand why you snuck out and lied about going to the concert,” they’d say sympathetically, looking over my birth chart. “Mercury was in retrograde.” My mom was newly into health food; she would spend hours making tofu in the kitchen one day, but the rest of the week we’d eat Wendy’s cheeseburgers and take-out from Pizza Hut. In retrospect, my parents were just experimenting with the new age philosophies of their time. They’d rejected their own conventional upbringings in claustrophobic, preppy Northeast society but hadn’t figured out what to replace it with for my sister and me. So it came out half-baked. And naturally I wanted nothing to do with any of it.


			I did love the freedom of it all. Compared to most of my friends, I had hardly any restrictions. And so as an adult, I moved to Manhattan and sought out the glamorous, fast-paced world of fashion, writing for the New York Times, Elle, Vogue, and other publications. But at some point, all the reckless parties and heavily promoted products seemed a bit pointless—mostly—and I began to search for something more. I took up yoga, started attending Burning Man, and learned to surf. I traveled around the world seeking remote, bohemian enclaves where counterculture types were rejecting conventionality and living life on their own terms—sort of like my parents, only better because now it was my experiment. I wrote a book series about it called Gypset, a word I made up that means gypsy + jet set, an attempt to fuse my hippie upbringing with my adult life and create something uniquely me. A full-fledged identity search.


			I was changing, but so was the world around me. Now freelancers with laptops (my life for over a decade) were called entrepreneurs. Shamans became as common as therapists. Marijuana was referred to as cannabis and began to be legalized. People were questioning materialism and crafting a new aspiration of spirituality and healing of the ecosphere.


			In other words, the world was becoming more bohemian. Which is why I decided to write this book, The Boho Manifesto: my attempt to pull all of these seemingly disparate elements— neuroscience, tantra, permaculture, barter economy—together and try to find my place in it. It was the neo–Age of Aquarius I had been both waiting for and avoiding—there were so many commonalities with my upbringing. Is AcroYoga cool or silly? What even is AcroYoga? There was only one way to find out.


			And so I began my immersion. I microdosed. I joined a weekend farming community in upstate New York and planted oats barefoot in the dirt in accordance with the lunar calendar. I attended an ideas festival and learned about Mars colonization and AgTech (agriculture technology). I spent seven days in silence at a Buddhist meditation retreat. I read self-help books and pored over TED Talks on YouTube. I learned the difference between entheogens and adaptogens. I even came up with a few of my own ideas—like microgurus (the concept is that now everyone can be a small-scale guru). But the more I did, the further I got from being done. The new bohemian landscape just kept growing. Of course, this made me happy as it only confirmed that I was on the right track. But it didn’t answer my question about whether I thought it was all ridiculous or profound. Because the answer is that it’s both. Which is why the contemporary bohemian movement is both compelling and perplexing.


			But what does “bohemian” even mean? By definition, bohemians are unconventional people, people who question rules and practices and attempt to come up with something new and better. Or at least test the limits. The word originated in Paris in the 1800s when it was believed incorrectly that Romani people reached France via Bohemia, the western part of the Czech Republic. In Paris, many of the Romani lived in poor, marginal neighborhoods; when a new group of starving artists took up residency alongside them, they were referred to as Bohemians. Henry Murger documented this in Scènes de la Vie de Bohème, published as a collection of short stories in 1845. “They are a race of obstinate dreamers for whom art has remained a faith and not a profession,” Murger wrote of his bohemians.


			Other bohemian time periods included the 1920s in Paris and the 1950s, when Beatnik writers Paul Bowles, Allen Ginsberg, and Jack Kerouac hung out in Greenwich Village, North Beach, and Tangier. The hippie era of the 1960s and ’70s was the last great bohemian epoch, the one that most directly inspired this book. The hippies sought to overthrow a hypocritical and outdated society by supporting civil rights, women’s rights, gay rights, and protests against the Vietnam War—driven by a search for new and more authentic forms of spirituality, often from Eastern traditions. And much like my parents, the hippies were good at protest and rejection but less adept at coming up with solutions.


			The world found in the pages of The Boho Manifesto began in the wake of the global economic crash in 2008 that corresponded with the rise of social media, smartphones, and a start-up mentality. The traditional corporate structure began to fade, and in its place, a new DIY mind-set emerged. Meanwhile, the planetary and social problems that the hippies began to address hadn’t gone away; they’d only escalated. But this time around, a new generation—organized, wired, and seeking consciousness—is attempting to tackle them. Revolution-aries are now simply called disruptors.


			The biggest difference between now and the 1960s is that bohemians aren’t fringe anymore. People work within the system, they don’t drop out of it, and if they do, they are likely doing it on social media with a couple million followers. What used to be a guru might now be called an “influencer.” Unlike Murger’s bohemians in Paris, this group likes money. In fact, bohemianism is big business. In his 2000 book, Bobos in Paradise, David Brooks argued that bohemianism collided with the mainstream in the 1980s when the Baby Boomer generation of my parents started companies like Microsoft and Patagonia. But things have progressed since then. It’s not just about colliding with the mainstream; bohemianism is the mainstream—at least the liberal one. What happens when more and more CEOs of Fortune 500 companies microdose or meditate? To be able to effect change from both the inside and out is powerful. Whatever the outcome, this new bohemian era owns a unique place in history—the moment when everything changed. Enjoy!
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			Chapter 1


			free Your mind


			Ayahuasca, Neuroscience, and the Art of Non-Doing



			

			

			[image: ]


			We are feeling a collective pull to heal the earth, heal others, and most important, heal ourselves.


			There’s no question that something has gone wrong with human civilization. The ice caps are melting, our landfills are full, and the world seems to be becoming ever more toxic, and meanwhile we’re all bent over our phones, watching other people’s lives, thirsty for “likes.” Spirituality is where healing starts. We need something beyond ourselves, something bigger, a higher meaning.


			We’re witnessing the dawn of a choose-your-own spiritual adventure personalized for our needs, tailored to our experiences, and modified as needed. Maybe you picked up some Buddhism at a workshop at the Esalen Institute (a retreat center in Big Sur), or a bit of Kabbalah at an Israeli camp at Burning Man, or a belief in sorcery at the Damanhur community in the hills of Italy. The point is not to adhere to some orthodox set of teachings but to search for your path of connectedness—the new bohemians are different from hipsters or yuppies or one of those media-invented clichés of the past because they’re defined not by consumption but by spirituality. Or at least that’s the aspiration.


			It means being open to shamans, who figure prominently as liaisons between the plant and human worlds. Plants overlooked for too long are finally having their moment—especially psychedelic ones, from iboga to San Pedro. People are ingesting these ancient ritualistic staples to help them heal and connect.


			Meditation works too. But new bohemians are not space cadets: their spiritual journey is backed up by data. Science is legitimizing the benefits of counterculture touchstones such as LSD, yoga, and meditation. Think of it as the Information Age of Aquarius.


			meditatIOn: 


			the new nice
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			Group meditation at a Big Quiet event, North Brooklyn Farms, New York





		When I meditate, I’m less likely to fly into a rage, whether over weighty family arguments or daily minutia like letting strangers cut in line. And in that way, meditation actually makes the world a better place, one no longer quite so selfish and panicky.


			My pal Dan Harris, an ABC news correspondent who wrote a bestselling book about learning to meditate called 10% Happier: How I Tamed the Voice in My Head, Reduced Stress Without Losing My Edge, and Found Self-Help That Actually Works—A True Story, explained it to me this way: “Meditation is an exorable process. If you try holding the door open for someone and it feels good, then you’re likely to do it again so you can keep feeling good. And that just gets scaled up.” So it’s not your imagination. More and more people are meditating, and it’s having the effect of making the world a “nicer” place.


			Science has taken the weird out of meditation and made it a viable way to cut down on dark days and addictive meds.


			Research now shows that the old bohemians got something right after all: meditators sleep better, have boosted immune systems, and are less anxious and less depressed than nonmeditators. The UC Davis Center for Mind and Brain, in a recent report, found that meditation affects the brain on a cellular level and is linked to higher levels of telomerase, an enzyme crucial for the long-term health of cells in the body. In a 2011 Harvard-affiliated study using MRIs, researchers discovered that participants who practiced an average of twenty-seven minutes of mindfulness exercises a day over eight weeks had “increased gray-matter density in the hippocampus, known to be important for learning and memory, and in structures associated with self-awareness, compassion, and introspection.” And the report noted also “decreased gray-matter density in the amygdala, which is known to play an important role in anxiety and stress.” So the answer to “Does it work?” is yes.


			I’m not talking about tight superficial smiles—this is deep sincerity. And the good news is, it seems to be contagious.


			the art of non-doing


			Sorry. Non-doing and wasting time are not the same. Vegging out in front of the TV or Instagram is wasting time. Non-doing is the opposite. It’s mindful. Clearing away the clutter of the mind—which anyone who does it can tell you is heavy lifting—and paying attention to everything as a means of staying in the present.


			“The most precious gift we can offer anyone is our attention,” said Thich Nhat Hanh, a Vietnamese Buddhist monk who helped bring the concept of mindfulness out of the monastery and into the world, including Google’s HQ, where he is a frequent guest speaker. Mindfulness is a branch of meditation, and everyone from Oprah to Gwyneth Paltrow talks up its benefits. The United States Marine Corps offers mind fitness training to help soldiers de-stress and increase emotional intelligence. And big corporations like Nike offer employees classes on, of all things, how to just sit and do nothing. Which in our hyperstimulated, hyperdistracted world might just be the only way back to yourself.




				the consciousness revolution is coming!
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			Mayan calendar





		Consciousness is becoming as ubiquitous as mindfulness. They’re not exactly the same thing but are sort of cousins. The idea here is that people are “waking up” and trying to help save the planet by getting together and spreading kindness and goodwill. Although, consciousness is a very subjective term, as pretty much anyone would say that they are the conscious one and that other people are not. Who decides? To get a little more far out, certain boho circles believe that when the Mayan Calendar ended in 2012—actually not the end of the world but just the end of one of its Great Cycles—humanity left the Piscean age and entered into the Age of Aquarius. Change is coming, and it is up to us to become “conscious” and adapt and evolve. And to help with this formidable challenge are such offerings as the conscious media network Gaia, a sort of Aquarian Netflix with thousands of “consciousness-expanding” films and documentaries such as Connecting with Universal Consciousness and Secrets of the Pineal Gland. The coworking space the Assemblage, in New York City, is for the conscious capitalist, and bills itself as “a community of individuals who believe the world is on the verge of a collective conscious evolution, transitioning from a society defined by individualism and separation into one of interconnectedness.” Then there are the crypto consciousness symposiums in places like San Juan, Puerto Rico, and on the Greek island of Mykonos that address tipping this new technology into the positive.


			neuroscience is cool


			The scientific study of the nervous system is nothing short of a boho obsession. Neuroscience legitimizes spirituality and ancient practices by using a language that the mainstream respects and understands. When I replace the flaky term “vibe” with the authoritative “frequencies of the hippocampus,” people seem to pay more attention. Try it.


			Over the last fifteen years, the medical view of the brain has changed dramatically with the acceptance of the principles of neuroplasticity—the brain’s ability to change as we create new neurons throughout our lives. Accessible MRIs for brain scan research didn’t exist until recently. And neuroscience has sought to explain the relationship between the central nervous system, the autoimmune system, and emotional, physical, and mental health. This is where neuroscience connects back to, and undergirds, long-standing spiritual traditions, which in the recent past might’ve been dismissed as nonscientific at best and mystical nonsense at worst. The Dalai Lama has been instrumental in this collaboration. He began asking researchers who traditionally focused on negative psychology to start investigating the causes of positive emotions. In his book The Universe in a Single Atom, he writes, “My confidence in venturing into science lies in my basic belief that as in science, so in Buddhism, understanding the nature of reality is pursued by means of critical investigation.”


			So next year, instead of going to Coachella, try attending the annual conference of the Society for Neuroscience in Washington, D.C.—or perhaps head to the grand mansion on the outskirts of Berlin that houses the International Forum for Meditation and Neuroscience.
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			Psychology professor Richard Davidson (far right) demonstrates a PET scanner for Tenzin Gyatso, the 14th Dalai Lama







			designer meditation
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			At the Habitas hotel, Tulum, Mexico





		Most mainstream meditations are based on ancient Hindu or Buddhist practices, like Tibetan Buddhism, which is practiced by the Dalai Lama, or Vedic meditation, upon which mantra modalities such as Transcendental Meditation are built. But I like discovering new hybrids of meditation introduced by microgurus and upstarts. After all, if appropriation is part of music and fashion—everyone from Madonna to Marc Jacobs does it—why not meditation too? Plus, philosophies like Buddhism are thousands of years old, so it seems appropriate to customize and modernize a meditation practice. I recently met a woman in Mexico who teaches meditation on stand-up paddleboards in the ocean among dolphins—I suppose if no dolphins show that day, then that becomes part of the meditation? There’s Kundalini Disco, developed by DJ Amy K., who blares disco hits while leading kundalini mudras, breathing, and meditations to reach nirvana. No cocaine needed. And Hugging Meditation, prescribed by love guru Sasha Cobra, where pairs do just that for extended periods of time. “The energetic connection produces oxytocin (the ‘love’ hormone), reducing stress and social anxiety, while rebuilding confidence, self-assurance and self-love,” Sasha writes on her website.


			Biet Simkin, a former musician and heroin addict who started the Center of the Cyclone, leads her meditation experiences onstage at the Bonnaroo festival, at the galleries of the Museum of Modern Art in New York, and at NeueHouse, a coworking space in New York and Los Angeles. Biet said she developed her signature technique—part hatha, Vedic, and Zen, plus her own emotion-inducing music and breathwork—for stressed urbanites who are into fashion and beauty and don’t want to live in a monastery. Rather than calm down and detach, “I think it’s more effective to learn through the heart,” she told me.


			Neurofeedback meditation will appeal to science-minded life hackers. I haven’t tried this, but I’d really like to. The concept, developed in the late 1950s, is that experienced meditators (people who have been practicing for more than five years) are able to synchronize brain waves in the alpha and/or theta range—the zone of calm and tranquility. Beginners have trouble reaching this plateau. But they can mimic this state, the theory goes, by using a small iPod-sized EEG (brain wave) device that runs wirelessly on a computer. You place tiny sensors on your head, and the device’s software analyzes your brain waves in real time.


			When you’ve successfully synchronized the alpha and theta brain waves, you’re rewarded with a pleasing tone.




				Head Trips: joining the good-vibe army
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			Inscape meditation studio, New York City





		Meditation studios are becoming as common as gyms in progressive cities around the world. (Some coffee shops offer meditation, though truth be told, caffeine doesn’t always mix well with mindfulness.)


			In New York City, Inscape, a yurt-shaped dome lit in nightclubby purples, is on the more luxury end of the spectrum. And in Portland, Oregon, the minimalist Pause Meditation is where serene, bright-eyed groups gather for sessions lasting from thirty to ninety minutes.


			You can also find your meditation tribe on the go, without a fixed studio to call home. Roving groups of enlightenment hunter-gatherers meet up in loose-fitting clothes to meditate in people’s homes (the schedule dictated by when the host gets home from trekking in Nepal), art galleries, back gardens, lofts, parks, and even department stores.


			The real reason to go to a meditation studio is for the community of like-minded (or like-mindful) souls. Your social inhibitions are broken down, and instead of engaging in nervous chatter, you’ll often find yourself having meaningful exchanges about deep emotional states and existential issues. In the après-meditation zone of vulnerability and openness, sincerity tends to shine through. And it sure beats happy hour or another feckless night on Tinder.


			That said, be prepared for anything: do brush your teeth beforehand, and wear clean socks.




			THE MEDITATION RETREAT
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			The gong shook the thin walls of my sparse dorm room. It was 5:15 a.m. and still dark out. I pulled on my sweatpants and a baggy T-shirt, per the monastic dress code, and joined the other yogis in the dining hall. We had all vowed “noble silence,” so the only sound from a hundred yogis hunched over the long institutional tables eating oatmeal and stewed prunes was the gentle clanking of spoons. It was day 2 of the meditation retreat at the Insight Meditation Society (IMS) in the hills outside the small country town of Barre, Massachusetts, where they practice Vipassana, a branch of Buddhist meditation also known as the Thai Forest Tradition. I had enrolled cold turkey, having never meditated before other than a handful of sporadic eleven-minute attempts while propped up uncomfortably on sofa cushions in my living room.


			I felt I had to do something radical. I had reached an energetic impasse in my life, practically paralyzed by self-doubt and fear of failure that were affecting both my professional and personal lives. Sometimes a whole weekend would pass, and I’d be stuck in a reddish-brown chamber of doubt and loathing, glued to my smartphone, which of course only made it worse. It didn’t happen all the time, only when certain insecurities were triggered. I tried to deal with it on my own—with exercise, yoga, travel, adventure—but nothing worked for long. In fact, it seemed to be getting worse. My Buddhist therapist suggested a stint at IMS. He said learning to meditate might help temper the ups and downs by teaching me to stay in the moment and acknowledge, not react. I figured there was nothing to lose by trying it, although it might be a long week of suffering. The Buddha himself taught that suffering is the path to non-suffering. I could deal with that. I mean, how bad could it be?


			When I arrived at IMS, a big brick compound surrounded by rolling fields and forest, the rules were explained by a volunteer worker, a slight young man with electric eyes and a goatee: no talking, no eye contact, no reading or consumption of any type of media. For sure no sex. The daily schedule was forty-five-minute blocks of seated meditation in the big hall bookended by thirty minutes of walking meditation until the final gong at 9:45 p.m. There was also breakfast, lunch, and a bowl of soup and crackers for dinner, a chore (mine was sweeping the hallways; I had narrowly avoided being assigned to cleaning the toilets), and one lecture given in the evening, known as a dharma talk. Every other day, we met briefly in groups of eight with the teachers in small conference rooms, and we were allowed to ask a question or two—not more.
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