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  CRITICAL ACCLAIM FOR

  SAVAGE BREAST

  Few male writers except theologians have dared to interpret the goddess movement but Tim Ward in his frank, intrepid way, has given us a thoughtful, personal account of one mans look at the goddess and why many men have been so angry at women. Susan Swan, author of What Casanova Told Me

  Ward’s book is a kind of archaeology of the soul. He digs through the layers of his own male psyche and cultural conditioning, and does not flinch at what he finds buried underneath. He brings ancient rituals to life as he re-imagines what it must have been like to be a man living in the time of the goddess. His vivid account cuts to the heart of man’s relationship with the feminine divine - and, even more important, to men’s relationships with flesh-and-blood women. Wade Davis, author of One River, and The Serpent and the Rainbow

  A brutally honest and passionate account of one man’s odyssey as he searches to reconcile himself with the goddess, ie; the mysterious yet all powerful feminine principle so deeply rooted in each of us. Tom Harpur, author of The Pagan Christ.

  Savage Breast is a powerful account of one man’s relationship with the ancient goddesses of Europe. Tim Ward’s personal encounters with the goddesses’ statues, frescos, temples and sacred sites remind us that these artefacts are not sterile stones but the touchstones to a still living world of human experience. Richard Rudgley, Lost Civilizations of the Stone Age.

  Weaving the mythic into the everyday, this hook is a fascinating and honest exploration of one mans venture into the realms of the divine feminine. A modern-day Odyssey, a rich travelogue of interior and exterior dimensions, Savage Breast is a valuable contribution to not only understanding but experiencing the spirit of unity. Lucinda Vardey, author of God in All Worlds, The Flowering of the Soul.

  Savage Breast is ballsy, entertaining, adventuresome, wild, scholarly, sexy, and deep. Ward makes himself into his own laboratory, doing the work that the large-scale critiques of patriarchy can’t do for any single individual: mapping out his personal psychology in the light of centuries of misogyny and repression of the feminine, and hence the distortion of the masculine... Parts are very hard to read, very dark, and still very sexy. Like D.H. Lawrence, there are moments where Ward is so profoundly male in his viewpoint and analysis, that I temporarily doubt his ability to answer the questions he sets out to answer. But I get over it. Bravo to Ward for this balls-to-the-wall self-confession. Helen Knode, author of The Ticket Out.

  A fascinating and fearless exploration of the goddess and her attributes, for men and women alike. Tim Ward’s bold exploration of sexuality in all its guises is an inspiration—frightening, funny, intoxicating (sexy!), always illuminating. James O’Reilly, publisher, Travelers’ Tales.

  An epic, elegant, scholarly search for the goddess, weaving together travel, Greek mythology, and personal autobiographic relationships into a remarkable exploration of the Western World’s culture and sexual history. It is also entertainingly human, as we listen and learn from this accomplished person and the challenging mate he wooed. If you ever travel to Greece, take Savage Breast along with you. Harold Schulman, Professor of Gynaecology at Winthrop University Hospital, and author of An Intimate History of the Vagina.


  INTRODUCTION


  WHY WOULD A GUY SEARCH FOR THE GODDESS?


  Why on earth would a man search for the goddess? Especially, a guy like me?

  “Oh, I get it! You’re getting in touch with your feminine side!" my friends say.

  No, I have to laugh. It’s just the opposite. It’s my masculinity, the darkest part of it, that yearns for her, like a lost lover, like an orphaned child. It is as if a ghost touched me on the shoulder and as I turned she disappeared. Her shadow lured me deeper into the unknown than the gods of my fathers ever did. Jesus and Buddha, they urged me away from the world, taught me to resist the ways of the flesh and seek a Kingdom of God, heaven, nirvana, a higher consciousness. It’s different with her. It’s visceral, immediate, a matter of the heart, balls and belly.

  Years ago I caught my first glimpse of her in India as Kali, the black goddess who for hundreds of millions of Hindus is both Mother and Destroyer. Her statues there have four arms. The upper right is raised in blessing; the lower right is extended, palm out, as if offering a gift. But the upper left holds a bloody machete and the lower left a freshly severed human head. I once asked one of her devotees how one could get the blessing and escape the machete.

  “No, that’s not the point,” she replied fiercely. “The blessing is only won when you accept both sides of Kali, including pain, sorrow, loss and death. The real death is trying to hold your tiny ego safe from the pain caused by desire and love. Flee from the dangers of life, and you will miss her blessings too. But embrace Kali as she is, kiss her bloody tongue and feel all four arms around you, and then you have life, you have freedom. This, my young friend, is Kali’s boon.”

  On the slum streets of Calcutta, Kali’s holy city, littered with human misery and despair, I felt those four arms embrace me once, just for an instant.1

  All through India I discovered a myriad of goddesses worshipped in temples and shines. As I traveled into East Asia I found many more. In China: Kwan Yin, Bodhisattva of Compassion. In Japan: Amateratsu, Goddess of the Sun. In Tibet: the Taras, a set of female Bodhisattvas, each manifesting a distinct Buddhist virtue. In Burma: Saw Mon Hla, Queen of the 37 Nats, a group of powerful native spirits. Even on remote islands of the Indonesian archipelago, people honored male and female animist deities and ancestor spirits. So when I returned to North America after six years living in Asia, it struck me as strange that we in the West don’t worship goddesses.

  It was not always so. In pre-Christian times, each ancient civilization had their own pantheon of gods and goddesses. The Greeks for example had Aphrodite, Athena, Hera, Demeter, and a host of others. So did the Romans, Egyptians, Hittites, Canaanites, Celts, even the Lithuanians — the last European nation to convert to Christianity, in 1387 A.D. Everywhere goddesses appeared as primordial creators, protectors, and powerful forces of nature and fertility, right back to the dawn of writing. Thousands of prehistoric statues of women have been unearthed in excavations across Europe back to the Stone Age. Only in the past 1,600 years has Western civilization embraced the religion of the Father as the one and only God. What have we lost, I wondered, when we turned our backs on the feminine divine?

  Today, many women are experiencing a spiritual rejuvenation by rediscovering the goddesses of the ancient world. But why not men? These were once our goddesses, too. Why shouldn’t we men relate to a Goddess (with a capital “G") as easily as we relate to God? How has this affected men, both spiritually, and in our relationships with flesh-and-blood women? Spiritually, for example, God the Father has traditionally been cast as a lawgiver who punishes those who disobey. Children with authoritarian dads often grow up to walk away from God altogether. Or worse, they use God as a justification for dominating their own children. Might the feminine face of God provide us with more flexible metaphors?

  On a practical level, I suspect that men’s rejection of the feminine divine may have damaged our ability to form healthy relationships with women. I believe we men have a deep need to connect with women, which for most of us feels profoundly thwarted. This vague sense that things are out of synch with the opposite sex rumbles around inside us, mixes with sexual frustration, and leads to resentment, anxiety, anger and despair. All four of the long-term relationships I had before the age of 35 — including one marriage — ended not just badly, but wretchedly. As things got worse, I could feel animosity towards my partner growing at the very same time I was trying to “work” on the relationship.

  How often we liken the woman we love to a goddess, and how often when the illusion shatters, we call her a bitch... “Why does it have to be so hard?” I found myself asking again and again.

  One of the toughest parts of writing of this book has been facing my own repressed anger towards women which came to the surface as I confronted images of goddesses from ages past. My true feelings had been camouflaged well. To speak and write about them honestly has been difficult. Was this just me, I wondered, or was I beginning to uncover a deeper link between men’s disconnection from the feminine divine and our animosity towards women?

  Shortly after I began research on this book I met with two friends at a restaurant in Toronto and told them my plans to write about the goddess. One of them, Alex, is a white-bearded urban magus, an author of metaphysical books and a master of arcane subjects such as theosophy and astrology. He leaned in close to me and lowered his voice.

  “Ask yourself this, my boy,” he whispered, “What was it women did to us that made men so afraid of them, so afraid that we tried to destroy every trace of women’s rule, and hunted out pockets that still practiced their lore? The Old Testament says, “Suffer not a witch to live.” Think of the Inquisition, the witch hunts, mere centuries ago. What was it about the magic of the moon, the chaos and the bloodshed it brings, that makes men determined to this day to keep the bitches down? Beware of the goddess, my lad. She’ll lead you into the darkness until you hit bottom, and then that bottom gives out and there will be nothing left for you. Do you want to be the mulch of her moon frenzy, churned back into the soil? Or do you want to break free of her? The secret of our escape was in the discovery that her light, the light of the moon, was merely the reflection of our light, the light of the sun. That she is the derivative; we, the originator....”

  Alex’s apparent misogyny shocked me at first, especially from a spiritual teacher. But I began to hear its echo everywhere, from the lyrics of contemporary rap music to the world’s oldest story, the Mesopotamian Epic of Gilgamesh, which was first composed around 2600 B.C. It recounts the mythic adventures of a historical figure, King Gilgamesh, who ruled Uruk between 2700-2600 B.C. At the story’s beginning, Gilgamesh has taken to deflowering every virgin and young bride in the city. Sometime later, Ishtar, the goddess of love, approaches the king and offers to marry him.

  Gilgamesh asks her, “What would I gain by taking you as wife?”

  “Love,” she replies, “and peace.”

  He hurls back insults.

  “Just as you loved the lion

  And gave him pits to fall in

  And the horse whose back

  You wounded with the whip...

  Your love brings only war!

  You are an old fat whore,

  That’s all you are,

  Who once was beautiful,

  Perhaps,

  And could deceive

  But who has left in men

  A memory of grief.

  We outgrow our naivete

  In thinking goddesses

  return our love...”2

  Here, at the very dawn of literature, man’s anger at the feminine is clear to see. It’s painful to read, this womanizer’s raw hatred, so familiar to me across six millennia. It’s so easy for men to blame women, as if they are the cause of our suffering. “Civilized” man has always done so. Our myths pin it on the first woman: Eve who conned Adam into disobeying God and got them both thrown out of Eden; or Pandora who opened the jar and released all strife and woe. And it’s not just in myths and poetry. For thousands of years women have borne the brunt of this blame, taken out on them in oppression, abuse, rape, genital mutilation, sexual slavery, forced prostitution, incest, violence, and murder. A hundred or so years ago, there was the British “rule of thumb” — the “humane law” which forbade a man from beating his wife with a switch thicker than his thumb. In Spain wife-beating was legal until the 1970s. Today in Jordan if a woman is raped it is her brothers’ duty to kill her so that the family will not be stained with her dishonor. In Nigeria, women convicted of adultery are still sentenced to be stoned to death. According to the U.S. Department of Justice, three or more women are murdered by a husband or boyfriend every day in the U.S., while nearly one in three women suffer one or more physical assaults by a partner during adulthood.

  The truly strange thing is that we men don’t seem to recognize there’s a problem here. Psychologist Dorothy Dinnerstein claims that “the hate, fear, loathing, contempt and greed that men express towards women so pervades the human atmosphere that we breathe them as casually as the city child breathes smog.”3 She concludes that most of us are so desensitized, we are scarcely aware of it at all. Before work on this book began, I suppose I too would have rejected the idea I harbored such negative feelings towards women. But in the past few years I have seen it all too clearly in myself, and heard it in conversations with other men. I was surprised, for example, how many men hold a grudge against some woman — a mother, girlfriend or wife — that seems to taint their other relationships. We may expunge the biases against women from our laws, change the way we talk, the way we joke, share the household chores, sign up for couples therapy, but if we men fail to address this subterranean anger at its root, I believe our desire for intimate connections with women will be thwarted still.

  According to Carl Jung, the problem lies in our unconscious. As he put it: “Every man carries within him the eternal image of woman, not the image of this or that particular woman, but a definite feminine image...an imprint or ‘archetype’ of all the ancestral experiences of the female.”4 Throughout history, these archetypal images found concrete representations in the many faces of the goddess. With the rise of Christianity these images have been shorn from Western Civilization (except for Mary, the subject of Chapter 8). As a result, Jung says, men’s anima imprints have become stunted in a way that makes a mature connection with women difficult. I think Jung was certainly on to something, linking goddesses to the anima. But would the revival of ancient goddess in the psyches of modern men really make for richer and deeper connections with women? One can hardly look to ancient Greece or modern India as examples of gender harmony.

  I was wary of simplistic solutions. I wasn’t expecting to find an easy entry into a goddess’ world of sweetness and light, and that all my relationships with women would then simply fall into place. No, I remembered my vision of Kali. And I knew how dark and tangled my own feelings were towards women. What I wanted to find was the hard truths of what transpired between men and the feminine divine that put us so at odds — both in our collective history, and within my own unconscious mind.

  I began by looking at the incredible array of books written by feminist historians, scholars and archaeologists about recovering the goddess: When God Was a Woman, The Chalice and the Blade, Language of the Goddess, The Creation of Patriarchy, The Myth of the Goddess: Evolution of an Image, and dozens more. A common theme was that sometime before written history began, goddesses were powerful mythological figures, and that their power reflected greater power for women in a time before patriarchy and male domination of women began. I thought they made a good case. If indeed there were such a shift in sexual dominance in prehistory it might be connected to this issue of male anger towards the feminine. However I also read critiques written by traditionalist scholars (mostly male) who vehemently rejected the idea that there ever was a time in prehistory where women held more power. I even read critiques by feminists, including The Myth of Matriarchal Prehistory which basically accused feminist goddess worshippers of inculcating self-delusion. There seemed to be political agendas on all sides. It seemed to me the pro-goddess camp had a plausible, though not conclusive case, which required me to keep an open mind. It was a useful perspective take into my own research. Fortunately, my task was not to settle this dispute, but rather to reconnect with the goddesses, who certainly existed as mythological figures, and then see what happened to my own male psyche.

  But how can a modern man trigger the archetypes of ancient goddesses? From my earlier journeys in Asia I had come to believe that direct, personal experience was more to be trusted than books. So I traveled to the cradles of Western Civilization; to Greece, Crete, Turkey, Israel, Romania, Bulgaria, Ukraine, Yugoslavia, France, Cyprus and Malta. I wanted to walk the ruins of the goddesses’ temples, to gaze at their statues and icons. I wanted to see if they held a resonance for me. Just as a harp string will vibrate if another instrument strikes an identical note, I hoped the images created by my ancestors could bring to life a corresponding echo within me.

  To begin with I sought out the goddesses we in the West know best, the ones from Greek mythology: Gaia, Ariadne, Demeter, Hera, Athena, Hekate, Artemis, Hestia, Pandora and Aphrodite. But it soon became apparent that each of these goddesses has a hidden past. The Greek myths were just one page in a much longer story. This led me to an era of European prehistory that began more than five thousand years before Classical Greece. Here there are no names, no myths, only raw and powerful images of women preserved in pigment and stone, clay and bone.

  Over the course of three years and thirteen trips to Europe I encountered thousands of representations of the feminine divine. Facing the goddess allowed me to unleash emotions so threatening and painful I never could have imagined expressing them directly to a real woman. It opened doors that I had long nailed shut. It’s one thing to contemplate the goddess as metaphysical idea or a psychological archetype, but when the feminine divine took shape inside my psyche she often terrified me, evoking desperate longing, hostility, fear, shame — and also incredible beauty.

  Teresa, the woman I love, accompanied me on many of these journeys. She often bore the brunt of my emotional storms as these turbulent emotions came into the light. It was ugly sometimes. I have done my best to write the truth about how this story played out between the two of us. At times Teresa turned into the goddess I was searching for. At times she became the one I feared most. If sometimes I appear cruel, mean, or weak towards her, and leaving me seems the only smart thing for a woman to do, then give Teresa credit for trusting me beyond her common sense. Without her faith and love I doubt this book would have ever been completed. That would have been a shame, because reconnecting with the goddess did change my life, and it enabled me to have a relationship with Teresa that I never dreamed possible.. .for a guy like me.

  For male readers, I hope this journey will resonate with your own experience of women. It’s my intention that this story may serve as a springboard to your own discovery of the feminine divine, each in your own individual way, and that this will enrich your relationships with the women in your lives. Some men may fear getting immersed in the goddess — that it might make them somehow womanish (my sister calls such feminized men SNAGs — Sensitive New Age Guys.) For me, just the opposite took place. I was a SNAG before I began this book. Very eager to please women, but behind it was a lot of resentment and buried rage. Through encountering the goddess, and facing my own darkest fears of the feminine, I finally found my own center as a man.

  For women readers, I hope this book will help you better know the hearts of men: Why do we have so much anger towards you? What are we afraid of? Why are we so magnetized by your appearance, and yet seem to know and care so little about who you really are? In joining me on this search for the feminine divine I hope you will find some answers to these questions. Also, just as reading books about women rediscovering the goddess gave me valuable insights for my own journey, I hope that looking at the feminine divine through the eyes of a man will likewise deepen your own experience of the goddess.

  Finally, it’s my desire that Savage Breast might inspire dialogue between men and women. I think more women than men are ready for this. Many of the feminist authors I have read call for building a future in which men and women share equally, and in co-creating that future together. So the invitation to forge better relations between our genders has already been sent. It is up to us men to reply. This book is my personal acceptance of that invitation. It’s a conversation sure to last a lifetime.

  

  Footnote

  1 See the author’s previous work, Arousing the Goddess: Sex and Love in the Buddhist Ruins of India.

  2Gilgamesh, (Penguin Mentor edition) p. 43.

  3 Dinnerstein, The Mermaid and the Minotaur, p. 88.

  4Carl Jung, “Marriage as a Psychological Relationship," The Development of Personality, CW 17, par.338.


  CHAPTER 1
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  MOTHER EARTH: THE VOICE OF GAIA


  "Oh my God, I've married my mother!"

  Delphi

  “Then the voice of the Earth spoke her wise words...”

  — Pausanias, quoting an early Greek verse1

  The ancient Greeks called their creator-goddess Gaia, which we translate as “Mother Earth.” It's so different from how we moderns picture our planet, as a blue-green ball floating in space. The ancients had no such space-shot perspective. In most creation myths the Goddess Earth gave birth to all that exists, and her body is the raw matter of all existence — which is why our word “matter” derives from mater, the Latin term for “mother” Today those dedicated to healing Mother Earth call themselves “environmentalists,” a label that reveals our unconscious sense of separation from Gaia's body. For environs means “surroundings,” and implies that we see ourselves as distinct and somehow set apart from the rest of our planet. Yet, each of us at one time experienced Gaia in this ancient Greek sense. In the months before our birth, Mother was our whole world. Her blood nourished us, her womb contained us, and there was no separation. Each of us was intimately united with a creator-mother right from the start of life. The real mystery is, how did we come to forget her?

  I try to imagine life in utero, not just to think about it, but feel myself floating there, suspended in a dark warm bath, connected through my belly to the life-giving source. I expect to find it warm and comforting. But I catch a complex emotion of fear and longing. I shake my head to clear it. Something warns me that I should leave this space alone. It seems I have found a barrier in my mind that keeps the field marked “Mother” out of bounds. I can't get in, and yet I know intuitively that all my responses to women are a reflection of this impenetrable inner ground. It is a place I long for, a lost Eden, and at the same time a place that terrifies me. It's as if my own mother has done me a great wrong that I can't speak about, because to do so would break a fragile bond.

  Immediately I want to say I don't blame her for anything, and the rush to hasty denial tells me there may be much I blame her for. What I feel through the intangible mist of childhood is that my mother put up a wall to keep me out. Though I never knew what sin had cost me paradise, I knew that I was guilty, of that I had no doubt.

  This feeling perplexes me, because I had a fortunate childhood. No deaths, divorce, abuse. No drama, no trauma. First of three children, I grew up in the suburbs of Toronto in the sixties. My mother, naturally in those times, gave up her career to stay at home and raise us. As a professional nurse she knew what she was doing with an infant. She tells me I was a perfect baby, easy to care for, and slept through the night. The only problem she had was with breast feeding, so after the first six weeks I was on the bottle, which is not so different from most children of my generation. I had a younger sister and a younger brother, and my mother tells me that I was never jealous of them. A model older sibling, I took responsibility easily and naturally. My memories of my mother are almost all pleasant, and I know to this day that she adores me. If anything we were a too-perfect family. The kids all did well in school. The parents were active in the community, caring in the home. They seldom fought, and they are married to this day.

  Yet, when I examine my intimate relationships with women it's obvious to me that I repeat an unhealthy pattern. This pattern can be summed up in three phases: desire for a woman, anger at feeling somehow manipulated by her, followed by fear of being rejected. It's a deadly mix. As a result, relationships for me have always been toxic. As a young man I escaped from women by choosing sexual abstinence — first as an Evangelical Christian for whom premarital sex was a sin, then later as a member of various Buddhist monasteries for whom desire was to be resisted as the root of all suffering. Nevertheless I was always drawn by the lure of sex and the need for a feminine presence in my life. I liked to present myself to women as a man unlike other men, someone not interested just in sex, but as a spiritual person who also wanted to love them as an equal and know them as a whole person. Then as soon as I was in a relationship I would find myself resisting what I perceived as my beloved's attempts to control me or make plans for me. I would begin to pull away. When it got too bad I would inevitably hear the call of God, or Buddha, or some spiritual adventure drawing me to India.

  So in my search for Gaia I wanted to discover what might lie on the other side of this barrier I feel towards this cosmic sense of Mother, and how this has affected my relationships with women. The starting place was obvious. Gaia's most famous site was at Delphi on Mount Parnassos in central Greece, a six-hour drive west of Athens. Here, in ancient times, “the voice of Earth spoke her wise words” through the Delphic oracle. An oracle was just what I needed.
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  The Greeks considered Delphi — 178 kilometers/107 miles northwest of Athens — to be the center of the world. To prove it, they carved a huge marble navel for Gaia, shaped like an upturned kettle drum, and placed it at Delphi. A copy now stands in the local museum. Not a dimpled supermodel navel, this is the bellybutton of a woman in the last months of pregnancy, huge and protruding. Gaia's oracle at Delphi was a woman, or rather a long lineage of women, called the Sybil. She sat on a great rock and prophesied directly to those who sought Mother Earth's counsel. Near the rock was a cave. In it lived Gaia's daughter (or in some accounts, her son), the great snake Python. Python guarded the holy shrine and the Sybil (who, confusingly, was also called the Pythia).

  According to Greek myth the cult of Gaia at Delphi was overthrown by the young god Apollo. It's a myth that's been well documented by archaeology. Apollo's cult was established at Delphi between the llth and 9th centuries B.C. by Dorian invaders, displacing an earlier cult that dated back to around 1400 B.C.2 According to the myth, Apollo killed Python when he captured the oracle, as so many heroes and gods have likewise slain their dragons.3 His priests took the Sybil from her rock out in the open and sequestered her in the depths of Apollo's new temple. They hung her on a swing over a deep crevice in the ground, where she prophesied the words of the young god by shrieking gibberish. Her cries were translated by Apollo's priests into written verses and then delivered to the petitioners who were obliged to wait outside. They no longer saw the Sybil face to face.

  It seems such a hostile takeover, this usurping of the Mother's voice. However under Apollo the Sybil gained the reputation as the most reliable oracle in the ancient world. Kings and heroes everywhere sought advice from Delphi. Though the Sybil was often right, her prophecies could be vague and oblique. Sometimes they misled people into fulfilling the exact fate they sought to avert — as in the famous case of Oedipus, who killed his father and married his mother as a result of the oracle's prophecy.

  Delphi is now a crumbled ruin. Only a few pillars of Apollo's once magnificent temple have been re-erected. Walking up the winding Sacred Way, I feel its desolation. The once splendid marble vaults built to store the gifts offered to Apollo are rubble beneath my feet, the gold all looted long ago. Beside the reconstructed hulk of the Athenian treasury lies the large boulder where the Sybil once sat. Across from the rock lies an old threshing floor, the Septirion, where the drama of Apollo's slaying of Python was ritually re-enacted for more than a thousand years. The Hymn to Pythian Apollo, written around 650 B.C., describes in bloody detail the serpent's death at the young god's hand:
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  There the lord, the son of Zeus killed the big fat she-dragon with his mighty bow. She was a wild monster that worked plenty of evil on the men of earth...And she lay there torn with terrible pain, gasping deeply and rolling around on the ground. She made an incredible, wonderful noise. She turned over and over again, constantly, in the wood. And then life left her, breathing up blood. And Phoebus Apollo boasted: “Rot right there now, on the ground that feeds man....And the sacred power of the sun rotted her out right there, which is why the place is called Pytho,”4 (which means'rot').
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  Rot is the enemy, the great evil that Apollo defeats with arrows and sunlight. Why should the great snake of Gaia be named 'rot'? For the Greeks, snakes which slither into holes and crevices in the earth were long associated with the underworld. Their ability to shed their skins was perceived as a miraculous death and rebirth. Rot, too, is transformation. Dead things rot back into the substance of earth so they can rise to life once more. Rot is Mother Earth's magic in action, aptly symbolized in her great snake. In killing Python, Apollo sought to banish rot. In its place his motto, “Know Thyself,” was carved above his Delphic temple's gate. Under his instruction the Greeks turned away from the fetid messiness of Gaia's “earthy” wisdom and sought reality in the purity of mind. The ultimate expression of this was in Plato's realm of ideal forms. Plato said the world of matter (Mater Gaia) is unreal precisely because it changes (rots), whereas the ideal forms are real because they never change. Thus the soul is eternal, and lives beyond death, while the body, which rots, does not.

  When I became a Christian in my late teens the idea of the immortal soul, and the battle between heaven and hell for each soul's fate, terrified and exhilarated me. This cosmic struggle gave tremendous purpose to my life. Every conversation, every action became part of a divine battle plan that meant something because the stakes were eternal. I can remember being inspired by one particular Pentecostal preacher who whipped his audience into a frenzy, proclaiming that the end-times were coming within three to five years. He said we young people especially should devote ourselves entirely to God and not be seduced by the pleasures of the “world” which would lead us to “rot in hell.” Could I live as St. Paul demanded, without sexual desire? I was 19 years old. I thought to myself, “Okay, I could do it for three years...but Jesus better come before five, or I'll never make it..."

  "Know Thyself!"

  I passed between the great grey columns of Apollo's Delphic temple where once those words were carved. Massive, weathered blocks formed a level stone floor. At the rear was a square room cut into the temple foundations. Supposedly this was where the Sybil was dangled over the crevice. There, according to the ancient records, she inhaled intoxicating vapors, fell into a trance and screamed out her words of prophesy. Since excavations at the temple site yielded no evidence of a chasm, the legend of this mysterious vapor had long been considered a myth. Then in 2002 (a few years after my visit), a geologist and an archaeologist discovered that the Sybil's room within Apollo's temple lay exactly on top of two crisscrossing geological fault lines. They tested the limestone of the temple rock and a nearby spring and discovered the presence of the intoxicating gases methane, ethane, and traces of ethylene. In low doses ethylene induces a sense of euphoria with periods of excitation and amnesia. Higher doses bring on hysteria and a combative, agitated state. These symptoms all match descriptions of the Sybil's trance.5

  But why would the ravings of a woman high on ethylene be trusted as oracular? It's easy to think of Delphi as a world-class con, an occult manipulation of the superstitious and gullible. Yet kings sent their questions to the Sybil and waged war or made peace depending on her answers. The oracle's popularity derived not just from religious tradition, but from a reputation for accuracy that made consultations a matter of practical statecraft. The ancient historian Herodotus even tells of a scientific experiment conducted by King Croesus of Lydia in order to determine the reliability of various oracles. He arranged for his emissaries to visit all the important oracles at a prearranged date and time, each of them asking what Croesus was doing at exactly that moment — something that no one but the king himself knew. The emissaries wrote each reply on a scroll and then presented all the scrolls to Croesus. Only the oracle of Delphi gave the right answer: that the king was cooking an unusual meal, boiling a tortoise and a lamb together in a bronze pot. The king then declared Delphi the only genuine oracle in the world.

  Subsequently the king asked what would happen if he attacked the Median Empire. The oracle replied that he would bring down a mighty kingdom, and that Croesus himself would have nothing to fear until a mule sat upon the Median throne. Well, since a mule upon a throne was absurd, Croesus confidently invaded Median territory, and went down to utter defeat at the hand of Cyrus, their king. Croesus became a slave at Cyrus's court but was permitted to send an indignant message back to Delphi.

  "Is it the habit of Greek gods to be unfaithful?” he asked the oracle, bitterly.

  "Not at all,” came back the oracle's reply. The great kingdom which Croesus brought down by his attack was his own city of Lydia. And, what about that mule? That was Cyrus — his mother was a Mede and his father was a Persian, so he was a mixed breed, metaphorically a mule. The oracle advised that in the future Croesus should ask clarifying questions. To his credit, the much-humbled Croesus admitted the oracle was innocent, and he had only himself to blame.6

  I'm not sure how much of Herodotus' stories I believed, but I wonder what the oracle might have had to say to me if I came to her in search of Gaia's wisdom?

  A short walk downhill from the temple and treasury buildings I found a cleft in the hill which sheltered the Castalian Spring, which ran through the foundations of Roman-era fountain cut into the cliff. The ruins of a fountain from the 6th or 7th century B.C. stood nearby. A statue of Gaia once graced the place, and local myths said that the far end of the ravine was where the Python had its lair. The narrow valley captures something, a stillness, a serenity... I felt a sense of expectation, as if at this spot one could pass through the veil to that other world in which the Sybil dwelled. The Castilian Spring is where those seeking the wisdom of the oracle came to purify themselves by washing their hands, and I found myself splashing my own hands in the stream and cupping the cool water to my lips.

  Sweet and cool, the water burbles. Birds chirp on the cliff tops. A cold wind blows down the valley. Cars turn the sharp corner back on the road. A distant motor whines. A big, blue tour bus drives by. The winter trees are dark and bare. The branches look like black snakes writhing up towards the iron grey sky. Ivy grows along one trunk. The rocks up the ravine walls are flecked with pink where the earth cracks open. I sat, knowing nothing, gently putting aside thoughts. Still, for a long time. This open space was once strewn with the purified who sat here, just enjoying the quiet while waiting to ask their question.

  I wandered in a daze down through a sloping olive grove. There I found a second temple complex where Athena and a series of lesser goddesses were worshiped in Classical times: Zosteria, granter of fertility, Ergane, goddess of efficiency, Hygieia, of heath, Eileithyia, of childbirth. Archaeologists discovered 150 Mycenaean-era goddess figurines buried at this site. Intriguingly, the idols are a good 700 years older than the surrounding temples. It's been conjectured that when the Dorians invaded Delphi, the displaced followers of Gaia took these figurines with them and established a new place of worship for themselves in this grove.7 The cults of various goddesses persisted quietly for many centuries here, while the devotees of Apollo built grand temples and treasuries to the god further up the hill.

  The ruins of three temples clutter the open meadow with hundreds of grey stone blocks. In the middle of the field is the circular temple of Athena, an elegant ring of white marble columns which encloses an inner circle, a unique feature in Greek architecture. Though only three columns have been re-erected, the base of a dozen others clearly mark out the circle's arc. One can imagine how the temple gleamed when new, twenty-three centuries ago. The meadow leads down to the steep valley, beyond which the sun sparkles on the distant sea. Birds sing in the olive branches. A bee buzzes lazily by my face. It's peaceful here. I breathe deep, feel my shoulders relax. I had not realized how much tension I was carrying. What was my question again — know thyself? But how to do this in relation to you, Mother Gaia, who I do not know?

  At once I thought of Oedipus, the man who married his mother after being duped by the Delphic oracle. For him, self knowledge was so terrible he gouged out his eyes. To retell the tale simply, the oracle predicted to Oedipus, prince of Corinth, that he would murder his father and marry his mother. He fled his hometown to go into exile so that he would never commit this crime against his beloved parents. But on his journey out of Delphi he killed a belligerent old man who was blocking the road. Later, having rescued the city of Thebes from a terrorizing sphinx, he was permitted to marry the city's newly widowed queen, Jocasta, and rule the city. The king, it appeared, had been recently killed on the highway. Indeed, unknown to all, King Laius of Thebes was the man Oedipus had unwittingly murdered on the road, and Oedipus was in fact Laius' son. When the boy was born, the Delphic oracle had told King Laius that his child would grow up to murder him and marry the queen. As a result of this prophesy, Laius ordered the baby to be exposed on a mountain top — a common form of infanticide. But the king did not reckon with the boy being rescued and growing up as the secretly adopted son of the king and queen of Corinth. Both Laius and Oedipus, in seeking to avert the prophecy, inadvertently fulfilled it.

  In Sophocles' dramatized version of the story, when Oedipus discovers that he has married his mother he exclaims that he's the “deepest damned and god-detested man,” whose “monstrous coupling” displayed “unrivaled putrescence in its very picture of decay.” In other words, Oedipus has become the epitome of rot. The taboo against mother-son incest cut deep in ancient Greece, and Oedipus' deed remains the filthiest word in the English language today, an obscenity screamed in rage and rap music, but too monstrous for a modern man to even contemplate: Motherfucker! Yet Sigmund Freud found reflected in our deep aversion to this horror “a universal event in early childhood.” Oedipus' fate moves us, he writes,

  ...only because it could have been our own as well, because at our birth the oracle pronounced the same curse upon us as it did on him. It was perhaps ordained that we should all of us turn our first sexual impulses towards our mother, our first hatred and violent wishes against our father. Our dreams convince us of it... We recoil from the figure who has fulfilled that ancient childhood wish with the entire sum of repression which these wishes have since undergone within us.8

  While Freud's ideas have long been disputed, it's interesting to note that the Greek myths about Gaia play out parts of this incestuous fantasy. Gaia's first son, the Sky-God Uranus, became her husband. He fathered many children with her, including hundred-handed monsters. Each time as she gave birth to one of these, Uranus pushed the creature back inside her, refusing to let them exist. Gaia grieved, and plotted her revenge. Finally she crafted a sickle and gave it to her youngest son Cronus. When Uranus next came to make love to Gaia, Cronus attacked his father and hacked off his genitals. The wounded Sky God retreated into the far corners of the heavens and Cronus took his father's place as king — until he was deposed in turn by his son Zeus. So the idea of motherson incest and of the son attacking and deposing his father (you can't kill an immortal) is one of the oldest themes of Greek mythology. Classical scholars such as Robert Graves have even portrayed it as a lingering trace of actual prehistoric customs of symbolic incest and the ritual killing of tribal kings.9

  When I think about my own childhood though, I honestly didn't feel any oedipal pangs. I have never given Freud's theory any credibility in my own life, let alone universally. No taboo dreams, no fantasies, just a healthy shudder and pushing away before Freud's idea can even be contemplated. Perhaps the strangest thing I recall about my early years is that I cried for three weeks when I went to kindergarten. It felt like exile, as if I was being punished by my mother for something bad I never understood. Eventually I coped by learning to excel at school and gain the praise of my female teachers. To this day I catch myself going out of my way to win the respect and approval of intelligent women, as if begging them: “See how good this boy can be!"

  There is one dream I remember from my childhood, so vivid it's still with me. I must have been no more than five at the time. In the dream I had a pet gremlin, a black chimp-like creature with long pointed ears and fangs that was kept in a gilded cage beside my bed. It was hideous, but I loved this little creature, and so I opened the cage door to pat it. It bit my hand and I drew back. I looked at my hand and saw that it was bleeding. When I looked up again the thing had jumped out of its cage and was running out of the room. I knew where it was going. It was going to my parents' bedroom. It would hurt them if I didn't stop it. I reached a foot over the side of the bed to chase after it, and the wolves that lived under my bed leapt out and grabbed me by the ankle to drag me under. I woke up screaming. Freud would have had a field day with this — the gremlin so perfectly symbolizing my little-kid Id, all that need and unacceptable emotion already in a psychic cage to contain the anger. And the wolves, the perfect metaphor for the unconscious forces ready to drag my little self under and consume me....

  One episode from my adult life reminds me of Oedipus. It occurred when I was 26; the moment I fell in love with the woman who is now my ex-wife. We were lying in bed together after sex, and she was holding me, cradling me, actually. I remember thinking, “This woman is going to take care of me for the rest of my life. I will never have to worry about cravings for sex or rejection again because she wants me, she understands me, she accepts me as I am, and will take care of the lonely boy in me."

  I cried then in her arms, flooded with a sense of relief such as I had never known, and something deep inside me broke open. A month later I proposed. Three months later we were married.

  Somewhere in the middle of our honeymoon I said to her, “I'm so glad you are so smart and funny, because even if you were just a dumb bunny who only liked to roller skate I would have married you anyway, because the sex is so good."

  She suddenly drew back from me. “What do you mean by that? Did you only marry me for the sex?"

  "No, of course not...It was just, just meant as a compliment..."

  That remark stuck like a chicken bone in her throat. I could feel the change in her the next day, a subtle distancing. She began to avoid sex whenever she could, and lay unresponsive beneath me when she couldn't. I asked what was wrong, and she finally said she just didn't feel turned on much any more. Oh, she told me, I could go ahead if I wanted to, she'd just lie there. I thought the problem may have been the stress from new jobs. We were teaching English together in China. It was cold, dirty, and the campus food was making her sick, and she had hurt her back. So for winter break we took a romantic week-long holiday in Bali. We didn't have sex once.

  "It's not you personally,” she told me. “I just don't want to make love with anybody. I don't know why. Maybe I've just gone back to being the way I was before I met you. Sex wasn't such a big deal for me. Can't you just get over this sex thing?"

  Her words hit me like a smack in the face. The wall was up. I was shut out of her garden. In a jolt of panic, the thought flashed through my mind, “Oh my god, I've married my mother."

  Was the ghost of Oedipus alive in me? Perhaps love at first sight is less about finding soul mates than it is about locating the one who fits the missing mother image, the shadow of Gaia's absence, the empty space inside each grown up little boy.

  After we left China I suggested therapy. It didn't help. I told myself it was a dry spell. But two more years went by, and I found myself in a desert. What was going on with her? I couldn't fathom it. She denied that anything was wrong, except that I was still pestering her for sex. When I couldn't stand it any more, and mentioned divorce, she would respond with a burst of passion. I would euphorically think all our problems were behind us, throw myself back into making it work, and the sex would disappear again. I poured my energy into T'ai Chi and Qigong energy meditation, two hours a day, just to keep my psychic balance. Why didn't I leave? I wanted back what she once gave me — admission to her garden. Instead she cringed when I approached, and I would feel afraid. Afraid that she was right — that she sensed the little black creature still locked inside of me, gnashing its teeth. A secret I could never let out.

  Eventually I had a brief affair with an old girlfriend. I confessed to my wife, and suggested we split up. She responded, as usual, with sex. Unprotected sex, and within a month we found out she was pregnant. At first we were deliriously happy. Then a cold rage descended on her. She hated me for the affair. Now there was only one problem in the marriage — my infidelity. It seemed there was no way out for me. The rest of my life stretched bleakly forward. I developed a mysterious pain in the ball of my right foot that made me limp, almost as if a spike was driven through it, nailing me to the floor.

  Finally something in me snapped. It felt like a psychic earthquake, a shifting of the psychic plates that shielded my conscious self from what Carl Jung would call the Shadow, where the repressed splinters of me that seemed so vile dwelled. Suddenly I understood why nice, quiet guys sometimes “go postal.” I knew how the mask is constructed to keep back the chaos, and suddenly the silent being underneath breaks through. Jekyll and Hyde made perfect sense to me. What the beast in me wanted was sex, and I found myself suddenly embarked on a serious of clandestine seductions and loveless affairs that fed my hunger, but left me feeling like I was on my way to hell.

  I had always despised players — men who used women just for sex. Now I discovered I was one of them, and good at it. I could proposition a woman directly, explain my unhappily-married-but-trapped situation, and ask if they were interested. It amazed me that two of the first three women I hit on said yes. I realized that there were women out there just as interested in using a man for sex. All I had to do was tune in to which women were sending vibes my way, and then talk them through their moral qualms, if they had any, over screwing a married man. I followed the philanderer's code: up front about my situation, never with anyone who knew my wife, and never fall in love. Strangely, the seduction was far more exhilarating than the sex. It gave me a sense of power and of invulnerability. Being married, I would not love them. In a sense, my marriage now served the same purpose that my Christianity and Buddhism had served: a good reason not to get emotionally attached. Only this time I was having as much sex as I pleased. Every woman was my Gaia — at least potentially— and yet I was not bound to any one of them. No even my wife.

  Ironically my relationship with my wife improved. I was no longer resenting her or making any demands, so she thought I had finally outgrown my adolescent sexuality. Inside, I think that she knew something rotten was going on, but things were better and we had a young child to take care of. My Shadow, brought into the light, began to change too. It no longer liked living a double life. It knew this behavior was corroding something in me. It was unhealthy. It stank. Eventually my wife confronted me about having an affair with a mutual acquaintance. In this particular case she was completely wrong. But I told her the larger truth, and it all fell to pieces. Eventually divorce came — ugly, messy, expensive and inevitable. Wounded and betrayed, my wife sought sole custody of our son, Josh, to punish me. We fought bitterly. After two years, many thousands of dollars and appearances in court, my ex and I agreed to share equally in raising him. But everything came out in the hearings. My darkest sexual lies and most shameful moments were laid bare on the public record. Strangely enough, when we agreed to divorce, my wounded foot started to heal.

  The thought struck me — why did it take so long for me to gnaw off my leg?

  When the divorce was finally over I swore off marriage altogether. I settled into a string of impermanent relationships that all ended poorly — each time with the woman leaving me. Three years and several girlfriends later I met a broadcast journalist named Teresa. She interviewed me at her radio station about a book I had written on my adventures in Asia. She had long chestnut hair, dark eyes, a beautiful smile, and there was something languorous and Mediterranean about the way she walked down the hall towards me. Then she gave me the best interview of my life. Teresa was quick witted, intelligent, funny, and had actually read my book (a rare treat for an author on a book tour). We both wanted to continue the interview long past the moment when the microphone was turned off, and we agreed to get together for a date. At the end of our first evening out, 1 leaned over to give her a quick goodnight kiss. An electric surge passed between us that I had never felt before. I pulled away.

  "Just get out of her car, now,” I told myself. “If you go back and finish that kiss, you'll be in this an awfully long time."

  I hesitated, then leaned in and kissed her again.

  We began seeing each other regularly.

  Teresa drove a silver convertible BMW, but didn't seem to mind that I lived in a run-down Civil-War-era shack in rural Maryland. She had studied architecture before getting a job in radio, and had designed and built the house she lived in. Somerset Maugham, P.G. Woodhouse, and Ayn Rand inspired her. She loved reading, and liked that I was a published author. So she wrote me a novel, chapter by chapter, on e-mail, about 200 pages in one month. Then we started writing books together on line, back and forth between male and female characters having torrid affairs. We learned about each other through our fictional lives. She liked interesting food, fine wine, Indie films, Monty Python, anything French. When I first met her she was taking flying lessons, because she was afraid of heights and wanted to get over it. Her motto was a line from Santyana: “God said, 'Take what you want. Take it, and pay for it.'"

  That was something I understood.

  Yet, when she first told me she loved me I refused to say it back, I was so terrified of falling back into the trap. It took another six months before I could croak out the words. It was during a weekend together in New Orleans, and I finished the declaration, “.. ..but I will never marry you."

  "Who ever said I wanted to marry you?” She quipped back. “The last man who told me he never wanted to get married proposed to me soon afterwards, and I had to break it off.. .But hey, what's so wrong with marrying me? In fact, there's a voodoo temple just down the street. If you change your mind, I'll bet we could get the priestess to marry us right now!"

  She laughed when I broke into a sweat, and she saw the cold fear in my eyes. She vowed to tease me mercilessly about getting married for a long time to come, and enjoyed the sight of me flinching and snarling, even though I knew she was just waving a red flag in my face.

  I sat up in the grass by the temple ruins of Delphi and looked across the valley to the distant sea. “Know thyself.” In contemplating Gaia I can begin to sense the loss that might be the root of my buried feelings towards women. I still resist Teresa, though we have been together three years. It's hard for me to trust. To feel the promise in her of a return to Gaia's Eden, that garden of bliss which seems forever lost, is the most seductive charm of all, and the most deadly if you are deceived. How many men like me hunger for the Great Mother, yet push away women who love them? It seems such a burden to place on any one woman. Maybe this sense of loss is not caused by some hypothetical inadequacy in my relationship with my actual mother, but a universal male longing, a psychic hole that has never been filled.10

  [image: ]

  

  Footnotes

  1  Pausanius, p.415

  2 Nikopoulou-de Sike, Delphi, Art and Civilization, p. 6

  3 The younger male powers of ancient times always succeed in vanquishing the older, often feminine powers, often personified by the destructive snake or dragon: Indra defeats the cosmic serpent Vritra, Zeus defeats the dragon Typhon, Maraduk defeats the great creator-dragon Tiamat, Jehovah kills Leviathan, and St. George vanquishes the dragon.

  4 Homeric Hymn to Apollo, line 168

  5 “Fault Suggests a High Calling for Delphi Priestesses", Washington Post, Feb. 4, 2002, page A6. The investigating scientists were archeologist John Hale of the University of Louisville, and geologist Jelle Zeiinga de Boer of Wesleyan University in Connecticut. Their reported in full is published in the journal Geology.

  6 Herodotus, Book 1, p. 18-39.

  7 Nikopoulou-de Sike, Delphi, Art and Civilization, p. 6.

  8 ° Freud, The Interpretation of Dreams, p. 11.

  9 Graves, The Greek Myths, p. 105.3: “Under the old system the new king, though a foreigner, had theoretically been the son of the old king whom he killed and whose widow he married; a custom the patriarchal invaders misrepresented as parricide and incest."

  10 Long after I wrote this passage, I came upon The Mermaid and the Minotaur. In it, author and experimental psychologist Dorothy Dinnerstein asserts that a universal sense of loss and rage at the feminine is caused by an infant's exclusive early ties to its mother:"...It stems from the mother-raised boy's sense that the original, most primitive source of life will always lie outside of himself, that to be sure of reliable access to it he must have exclusive access to a woman."(p.43). Dinnerstein also points out that this sense of loss and rage towards the feminine also applies to mother-raised girls, though it expresses itself in different ways with women.
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  CHAPTER 2
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  ARIADNE AND THE MINOTAUR


  Lady with an ax

  Crete

  “To the Lady of the Labyrinth, an offering of honey...” —Tablet Gg 702 from the Knossos archives.1

  Who was the Lady of the Labyrinth? Images of an elegant, sublime woman are everywhere in the ruins of Minoan Crete: painted on palace walls, on pots, as statues, even engraved in miniature on signet rings. She wears an elaborate, many-layered Cretan skirt tied tightly round her slender waist and her open bodice reveals full breasts. Long black hair curls in many ringlets around her face and winds like dark serpents down her back. Was she a goddess, a dynasty of divine queens, a lineage of high priestesses? On the entrance wall of the great temple-palace of Knossos, also known as the Labyrinth, a huge mural depicts some 350 life-sized figures all turned towards a woman who is the center of attention.2 In the temple treasury there are statues of women holding snakes in their arms, their eyes wide in trance. Her magical beast is the griffon, and in the Knossos throne room two painted griffons flank the elaborately carved stone throne — the first throne in all of Europe. Throughout the island etchings on golden seals depict women bowing to and dancing around a single exalted female who they appear to worship.

  Whatever her exact role may have been, the image of the Lady of the Labyrinth arose on Crete, the southernmost island of Greece, around 2000 B.C. and held sway on the island for over five hundred years. Many archaeologists who have excavated its great temple palaces have waxed eloquent about the culture's graceful, feminine character. Nicholas Platon, a former superintendent of Crete's antiquities wrote that “the whole of life was pervaded by an ardent faith in the goddess Nature, the source of all creation and harmony. This led to a love of peace, a horror of tyranny, and a respect for the law.”3 Feminist scholars such as Riane Eisler called Minoan Crete the “last civilization of the goddess,” and she described it as embodying the “essential difference” between patriarchal and women-centered societies of ages past. How ironic then, that the archaeologist who excavated the palace of Knossos almost a century ago named the civilization not after the Lady, but after a mythical man, King Minos, of whom there is no trace among Crete's “Minoan” ruins.
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  I took two questions with me to the island. First, the claims about whether or not Crete was a genuine “goddess civilization” were controversial, with biases on both sides. So I wanted to examine the evidence first hand and make up my own mind. Second, I wanted to imagine what it would have been like growing up as a male in a non-patriarchal society that worshipped the goddess. Did Minoan boys ever know the ache of loss and separation from Gaia, and did their “ardent” faith in the goddess make them different from their patriarchal cousins in the surrounding Bronze Age nations, so obsessed with war?
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  Teresa traveled with me to the island. It was in mid-November, just past the tourist season, when the skies of Crete are often overcast and swept with rain. On the plane ride across the Atlantic I flipped through various books on Cretan archeology while Teresa read a Cosmopolitan magazine. Cosmo includes a section on men's horoscopes (so Cosmo readers can follow their boyfriends' astrological charts). When Teresa saw mine, she laughed and read it out to me: “Leo: Now is the time to start saving for that big engagement ring...”

  I looked at her, fighting back shock.

  “Well,” I said curtly, “This shows how seriously to take magazine horoscopes. I'll remember that, next time I'm tempted to believe in astrology.”

  Teresa still teased me about my refusal to consider marriage, but I could tell that she was hurt by the blunt sarcasm of my reply. Of course, what she didn't know was that at that moment I had in my pocket an engagement ring. I had a strange change of heart prior to this trip, and had designed and made to order a gold ring shaped like a serpent, with a ruby tail and sapphire head. Red for her hot Portuguese blood; blue for my Canadian sangfroid. It was in my waist pouch as I sat beside her on the plane. I planned to surprise her with it on Crete when the moment was right. Damn horoscope. Even so, I took a perverse pleasure in over-reacting to her prodding. It would all be cleared up soon enough. Or was I resenting her already for what I was about to do, slipping my own head back through the noose?

  We checked into our hotel in Iraldion, Crete's capital, and climbed into bed, exhausted from the flight.

  “When you write this book,” she asked me in the dark, “are you going to talk about your affairs back from when you were married?”

  “Perhaps,” I said. “Why?”

  “Because you talk of them as if they were liberating, a spiritual transformation. But one thing you don't admit is that it was also a really shitty thing to do. That it was evil.”

  I paused. “I know it hurt my ex.”

  “That's not it,” she rolled onto her back. “It's what you did to all those women.”

  “I was always up front with them,” I protested. “I told them what I wanted. I never...”

  “You see,” she said softly. “You still don't get it, do you?”

  I felt the urge to push her away, to go into the bathroom, or down the corridor, to say, “Well, what about you?” To lash back and then to keep that ring in my pocket, and never say a word about it. She had struck something true and painful that I wanted to keep buried. I took a deep breath.

  “Did I ever tell you that while writing my second book about my travels in Asia I once came across a translation of some old Tibetan meditations that contained my perfect sexual fantasy?”

  I felt her roll back towards me, but not touching. I could make out the silhouette of her head propped up on one arm. I continued.

  “The sutra instructed the reader to visualize a Bodhisattva sitting in mediation while he projects 200 emanations of himself, each one appearing to a dakini, a powerful and beautiful female spirit. Immediately the 200 dakinis become sexually magnetized to his 200 emanations, and they couple in passionate embrace. To each feminine spirit, the Bodhisattva appears as if he is the only one, and each of them gives herself completely to him. But the true Bodhisattva, he sits alone in his meditation in perfect detached repose. I realized that this was my fantasy, to have every beautiful woman sexually magnetized to me so I could enjoy them all, while giving myself emotionally to none of them. That's what I wanted with the women I had affairs with. Not that I ever once said that I loved them, ever once tried to fool them. Is that evil? I don't know. I don't think so. Is it shitty? Well, I imagine the dakinis would be pretty pissed off at the Bodhisattva if they knew...”
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