
(In which Don Quixote realizes the War on Drugs is in reality, a war on love.) 
 
Quixote: "Woman is a mysterious phenomenon, Sancho." 
 
Sancho: "The more direct and confident you are, Your Grace, the more likely you will be 
successful with a woman but only when they are susceptible to delusion.” 
 
Quixote: "Delusion? Seduction is the soul of art, Sancho. Timing is everything. If you 
miss the opportunity offered by their momentary interest they flitter off. 
 
Sancho:  If they’re not deluded about you, you’re undistinguishable from the furniture. 
My great grandmother, Aloisa Torbeño Machado Padín told me, when a woman is hot, 
you’d better be and when they’re not, you’d better not. But a lot depends on your appetite 
but when she’s wet, God help Your Liege should you miss the cue." 
 
Quixote: "Such knowledge is meaningless, Sancho, if you don’t feel centered in yourself. 
You must be unperturbed by all external circumstances." 
 
Sancho: "Unfortunately for me, Your Grace, my brain makes me into an idiot, when I 
think about it but I’ve seen a man walk out of Loretta’s in a state of self-confidence 
sufficient to walk up to any woman, even one they know not at all, throw her down and 
ravish her and if she’s in a safe place, she’ll gratefully submit, while the same woman, if 
approached with less self-assurance, feels no sexual interest and she bolts… or kicks." 
 
Quixote: "This is a natural response, Sancho, consistent with nature’s aim to favor the 
propagation of confident if abysmally stupid primates, for whom, expression of appetite 
is almost all there is." 
 
Here, there's a gap in the writing of Cid Hamet Ben Engeli. The Arabic is mixed in with a 
proto-hispanic Latinate scrawl. The pages are also stained with wine and perhaps, candle 
wax. Quixote is describing “woman”, not women, not a woman but, woman. 
 
Quixote (paraphrased): "Woman is my harness. I'm a draught horse in his traces at her 
disposal, for her pleasure. The way she uses me, the nature of my effort is sometimes 
physical effort, a thrust, a whisper, sometimes, she wants words, ideas, images or music 
in gestures of our foreplay. I wear the hat of son, husband, then lover and father." 
 
The subject changes abruptly, Ben Engeli perhaps, interrupted leaves something out. 
 
Sancho: "A hat is a hat because it can be removed or replaced at will, Your Grace." 
 
Quixote: "Whereas the cuckold’s horns, once worn, are permanently affixed." 
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No matter that I felt Dulcinea and her followers are winging it in their commercializing 
sexual freedom but the techniques of their enterprise are those employed with more 
integrity, skill and care by Werner Erhard and his descendants, Stewart Emory and 
Landmark Education plus a twist of Bhagwan Rajnieesh and Muktananda, trading 
enlightenment in a hotel room in the world of spiritual materialism for a reasonable fee. 
And, like most of my generation of sexually repressed men and unsatisfied women, 
enlightenment had nothing to do with enabling straight communication of my sexual 
interest and desires. Dulcinea and her friends tap into a market of pent-up desire. They 
seemed playful, harmless adult children in a niche of fashionable ritual domination that 
brought the sexual exploitation of Orwell's vision into modern American history 
as kink supersedes beat in the lexicon of free love. 
 
As with the beat generation, around the celebrated few in the limelight, there's a 
multitude of those who would like to appear kink; the pseudo kink, urban, rural and 
suburban kink-friendly. Sex-starved people populate every walk of life and as long as 
they’re getting a little action, knock-offs are good enough and less expensive. The 
demographic range is potentially unbounded, which gives this commercial enterprise the 
appearance of a religious movement, a helpful marketing tool. 
 
In Southern California, as in many other places, you're no more likely to find erudition, 
intellect or great intelligence in any group other than some arcane meetup that know one 
has heard of but the participants. If you remove the alcohol and codependency, the 
polyamory group isn’t much different than an Elks' lodge—only the style of play and sex 
as the subject of common interest makes them seem different. The Elks are about 
resignation, “giving back” and “going quietly into that good night”. Polyamorists are pre-
occupied with appearance of sexual rather than mental vitality and holistic healthiness. In 
either case, participants exhibit no greater sense, sensitivity or greater virtues. Politically, 
the polyamorists talk liberal but mostly, act and think conservative. They ignore the 
qualifications of ethnicity and religion, it’s all a first come and first name basis: Mormon, 
Christian, Buddhist, Atheist are meaningless distinctions. The only ideology is free love. 
(For this reason, my references would be seen by them as obscure.) As a rule, they are 
white. One man of African American genetic heritage was present on the pretense of 
producing photographs reflects middle-class political correctness of this demographic but 
a cadre of well-hung black brothers would intimidate the white cocks of the walk . 
 
How can you criticize a practice that involves beautiful women removing their 
clothes  just because some of their rituals, outlook and policies objectify men? What's 
wrong with that? A man who doesn’t fit the ideal isn’t viewed as a sex object and if he 
feels desire, so much the worse for him. In this commerce, he’s only expected to tip the 
stripper, thank her for her pretended promise, signaled by her momentary pout. 
 
Why was I there? Easy. No one else was offering to revolutionize my ability to ask for 
what I want in sex. I'd begun to believe I'd reached an age at which sex was going to be 
pay as you go. I was told that bluntly enough and it seemed it might be true. But I still 
have an appetite, so what’s with that? In addition, I'm a writer and I’m working on a play 
about a sexual relationship. I don’t know how it is for other writers, but I live in lucid 



observation even when reading and language is my instrument for describing what I see 
and here, words are the paints and paragraphs and sentences, the brushes and the canvas 
is my mind, my imagination is the artist. So I was there to learn about my own sexuality, 
and announcements had advertised a kind of permissiveness. 
 
When I returned from the festival of free love, my thoughts churned in my mind for days. 
I hadn’t drunk the Koolaide and without anesthesia, exposed myself to feeling rejection 
not unlike that described by Dostoevsky’s Underground Man. In situations that would 
make me squirm, rejection brought up memories of traumatic events. I find them 
chemically magnetic, a bouquet to my sense of smell and touch but the visual form of a 
vagina, with its mysterious form and effects unsettles me. 
 
When I wrote to Dulcinea about my painful experience there, she wrote back a couple 
weeks later, congratulating me for having “revealed core issues to [my]self and she didn’t 
answer my questions. What we know of each other is so little, the tip of an iceberg and so 
I hesitated to judge her. Fact is that I'd crossed an abyss that separated me from my 
feelings and desires for most of my life and though she had provided the venue in which 
this could take place, her input was it seems, accidental. I’d put myself into a cauldron of 
sexual experience in which I endured painful rejection and I had to learn from this. It 
would have been just as effective had I taken the Koolaide, if only to relieve self-
consciousness sufficiently to establish connection with people I’d never before met. 
Instead, the experience was like heart surgery without anesthesia. 
 
Human evolution workshops work by creating community around the context of the 
workshop. Novices are normally treated with great respect specifically because they are 
out of their comfort zone. To confront my worst fears, naked, in public among people 
whose attitude toward anyone they don't know or feel immediately drawn to may be 
stated as, "you take care of your feelings and I'll take care of mine." My inability to talk 
about sexual embarrassment had conditioned me to silence in childhood and I’ve 
survived depression following failed relationships by suppressing feelings. Success is a 
poor teacher because we credit ourselves for our successes, when it was blind luck while 
we blame ourselves for our failures for equally misinformed reasons.  
 
Dulcinea and her friends are thinking of themselves to the point of self-promotion and I 
understand why I wasn't told about the punch. Drugs make a great scandal for the 
tabloids. As it turns out, however, the most important thing I learned at the festival is how 
and why the war on drugs began as a war on love and the flower children. 
 
About most things that happened before they were born, Dulcinea and her friends are not 
well-informed. They like to quote wise statements out of context and can't relate to Kent 
State not to mention, the Haight, Berkeley and anything that happened before 1970 but 
even so, they are extremely confident about their interpretations of the their world and 
believe it is the only true world, unlike yours. Self-centeredness is a primary tenet of the 
polyamorist ideology: thou shall not blame one’s discomfort on the behavior of another. 
If your spouse or lover wants to fuck someone else and you have a problem, go pound 
sand, and though it's not put so indelicately in some hands, it does lead to this. 



Does this sound narcissistic? Maybe, but no more not or less than cheating. Given the 
vanity of men and the fickleness of women with whom they are in relationship, this is  
realistic but they would see it as a negative view of their humane argument that no person 
should be asked to deny their sexual response just because it causes their "significant 
other" grief, especially when said other isn't interested in them sexually and then there is 
the issue of sexual repression in early conditioning, failed relationships, TV and movies.  
 
Is polyamory the solution when intimacy is lacking in a loving but sexless union, whether 
you do it by cheating or in some form of transparent polyamory? Feelings of territoriality 
are natural?  Ecstacy (MDMA) short circuits the fears associated with territorial 
transgression, allowing intimacy with others. But then, there’s the morning after and 
post-trauma therapy for after the fact jealousy? The phone rings—it’s the lover who 
fucked your wife last night wants to say hello to her. Shut up and pass the lube? 
 
Imagine a shy mute man invited to play in a sexual scene and he has no idea that 
everyone’s on MDMA. Sometimes, when I try to think as I imagine Cervantes did, I 
remember Sancho Panza: over and over doing the same thing, over and over. Fortunately, 
Ayurvedic practices work even in the clumsiest of hands and slowest minds. As another 
woman turns away from me and enfolds another person in a deep sensuous embrace, 
while I stand beside them, invisible to them as a coat hanger, I would be dead if I didn’t 
feel a pang of envy and then recall a troubling scene from a previous relationship, which 
would add depth to anxiety and my body would disappear, the image of a former lover 
shows up and I recall the feel of her breathing on my forehead. Since the festival, I recall 
women I’ve loved at will. I’ve learned to love at a distance. 
 
So, I have changed since I attended this festival even though, they didn’t share the 
Koolaide. Before the festival, when a former lover came to mind, I felt a dark space in 
my lower abdomen and red neon energy passed from there up into my chest. I was 
resigned about the possibility of intimacy and I felt I was missing something, that 
something was wrong. I didn’t particularly want people to touch me while wanting to feel 
their touch. Now when I feel desire for someone, I express this and instead of regret when 
I remember them, I feel the love of former lovers; they are mostly allies for me now, 
people who accepted and loved me for myself and I can see the world through their eyes. 
 
What did I learn? That Dulcinea’s claim that she’s a tantric guru, touched by an angel in 
the form of a pole dancer seems quaintly sweet. That I’m envious of people getting it on 
around me while I'm on the bench. That I came there in earnest was Quixotic, who I am. 
Dulcinea speaks of releasing people from the shame they feel around sex (that's the 
feeling at the pit of my stomach). I'm highly intuitive. Intuitive men have surprising 
revelations (E=mc2, Park Güell, Transfigured Night). We are able to ignore intuitions 
that are uncomfortable, for instance, that the wife is doing the electrician at the moment, 
because intuition is a type of perception and our brains are trained to perceive that which 
is helpful to us in the moment. Intuiting that your wife is fucking the electrician can only 
be dealt with by taking some kind of action, including, none. So, while we are intuitively 
aware of whatever is going on behind our backs, the focus is soft and we ignore it. 
 



Equality is nonsense in any culture in which gender is a relevant distinction. 
 
The dichotomy with which polyamorists wrestle is how much you value another’s 
feelings vis a vis your own but we are never the same way about this… it’s completely 
contingent on the situation. It doesn’t matter how right you think it is, if something that 
turns you inside out emotionally about a person with whom you’re in love? Something 
has to give. Juliet says to Romeo, “if I feel like fucking the bartender, if you have a 
problem with that, just let’s us be clear, that’s your problem, not mine, right?” Great! 
Please, pass the Koolaide. But no! When you’re mutually in love with each other, would 
it be possible that either of you are doing the electrician? Yes, if she or he is a really close 
friend. But that scenario isn’t typical in unions that lack sexual intimacy. It’s confusing. 
 
So, I went there and I survived it and I transformed my ability to communicate what I 
want. I can now speak in the area of sex at practically any age level I choose. I can 
respond from the experience of a five year old, seven or twelve year old, even a 
pubescent adolescent and possibly adult (I have trouble with that distinction). 
 
My first draft about the festival of free love focused on what I considered to be 
thoughtlessness on the part of the organizers. Then I thought, if I write this well enough, 
maybe readers, who identify with my experience may be helped without esoteric 
exercises or the expense of a poorly written $25 ($6 on Kindle) book but just by reading 
my story. So I've described here my experience: what I saw and heard happening around 
me, to hold up a mirror. I've changed names and places. I’ve gotten this far: 
  
Poly Paradise - The Festival of Love 
 
On her IRS form, perhaps, Dulcinea uses category 611000, an enterprise offering sex 
education. She presents her work in the context of Tantra ideology with which I’ve been 
aligned. If she recited phrases from the bible of the jealous god she eschews and did so 
with the same resistance to question (on faith alone), she would be seen by biblical 
literalists as living in another reality but they’d still come to cuddle parties and if they’re 
around 22 or perceived as good looking and healthy, they’ll get attention from the lotus 
eaters but wouldn't touch the punch. Dulcinea isn’t troubled by challenges to her beliefs; 
she relegates “scientific” discussions to others: at the festival, this was Red Hautcoco, a 
sex "geek” (recognized technical expert). 
 
I found Dulcinea when I was searching for insights into my inability to communicate 
about my sexual needs. Images on her website and videos show attractive women, 
speaking with confidence and directly about their willingness to embrace sexual 
situations at will even with strangers. Anyone who has enjoyed a good sex-worker 
wouldn't be put off by this. Her bi-sexual playmates seemed to have great appetites for 
sexual expression. They proposed the festival in words that made me think I'd feel 
comfortable even if feelings  arise that inhibit my expression. The love and acceptance 
she exudes on screen gave me comfort that I’d be compassionately supported even 
though I knew nothing about the lifestyle she promotes beyond a few books I’d nervously 



ordered on Amazon.com. So I paid my money and was in my car, on my way to Palomar 
Springs to take my chance. 
 
Driving my car into the unknown, a whirlwind of misgivings spin through my mind; I’m 
driving faster to force my mind away from anticipation by focusing on driving, while, at 
the same time, wishing the trip would never end. I passed a stretch of road I’d last seen 
when I drove to Big Bear, years ago, to pick up my fiancée. After we’d split up I learned 
that she’d lied to me; that she had been there for a sex party, where she and her strange 
friend, Cristelle, were the object of a gangbang. I didn’t want to remember that. 
 
As I climbed the grade south of Redlands, I imagined Dulcinea and her friends 
organizing logistics: chairs here, yoga mats there, decorating a formerly caché desert 
hotel on the fringe of Palm Springs. I heard the low drone of wind turbines in the pass. 
Again and again, I mentally reviewed what compelled me to do this: What did I expect 
would happen? Why did I trust these people? What was I trusting them with? My 
mind  answered, “keep your eye on the road, asshole”. On I drove. What compelled me to 
pay $800 to register in something called, “Palomar Springs Festival of Free Love”? 
 
“It’s a 4 day groundbreaking retreat where you will experience intimate connections with 
families that have vast experience successfully navigating complex polyamorous 
relationships. We are offering radical tools and transformative practices to access your 
full erotic expression within an immersive community where we dance, play, soak, study, 
work, eat, sleep and awaken together! You will develop deep friendships that will inspire 
and support you for a lifetime.” 
 
I had an alibi. I’d written a play and then a screenplay about a sexual relationship. The 
movie used a mechanical action plot as a vehicle for revealing the principle characters 
and the fascinating interest is monogamous relationships that are also polyamorist. 
(Dulcinea wouldn’t agree.) The heroines in both the play and the screenplay are visually 
and emotionally complete, captivating portraits of feminine grace and human frailty but 
the male leads seemed obscure even to me, like the character Marlon Brando played in 
Reflections in A Golden Eye, one of his most mask-like portrayals of inexpressive men. 
Readers of the screenplay had said the male protagonist wasn't understandable. I myself 
couldn't see the face of the man but what he did was consistent with the way women 
treated him. His personality and motivations in relationship to the women was unclear. I 
saw this as a mirror of myself and I couldn’t write my way out of the predicament. No 
matter how interesting, inventive and creative were the scenes I put him in, that became 
increasingly explicit, the man was a cipher. 
 
Serendipity drove me to seek a radical solution. As I began the screenplay rewrite, I 
focused on revealing this man and something happened that shook me in my soul. It was 
a failure of memory in which my brain had apparently excised a particular complex set of 
memories with surgical precision, leaving everything around it intact. I felt like one of 
Oliver Sacks’ brain-damaged patients in The Man Who Mistook His Wife For A Hat: 
 



For the last year, I’ve been kayaking almost every day for exercise and relaxation. As I 
dragged my kayak to the beach to launch it, I saw four people walking toward me from 
the opposite direction. One of them, an unusually large man looked familiar and as we 
drew closer, I recognized him as K, a man I’d known in business that I hadn’t seen in 
years. When I said, hello, using his name, at first he didn’t recognize me. I recognized 
none of the three women who were walking with him but I noticed that one, a woman of 
perhaps thirty-some years, had a pained expression on her face though I couldn’t see her 
eyes behind dark aviator glasses. Finally, K recognized my face and said, hello, as we 
passed but I’m sure he didn’t remember my name. 
 
Two days later, I ran into the woman with the aviator glasses again, when returning from 
my kayak ride. Her first name and an initial were printed on a nametag on her denim shirt 
and her facial expression was again an unsmiling mask, the brown lenses of the aviator 
glasses staring at me like the large eyes of a praying mantis. Still, I didn’t recognize her 
even seeing her first name on the tag she wore. I heard my voice saying, “hello, your 
name is [name on the tag], I thought you were called Kelly for some reason. I like [the 
name on the tag] better.” She said, “well, that’s good.” The sound of her voice triggered a 
distant emotion, like a familiar song from childhood. 
 
The following morning I woke up with a start from a dream in which I realized that the 
woman in the aviator glasses who was standing before me the previous day, was [name 
on the nametag], who I had been engaged to marry a few years back. We lasted on and 
off over several years, during which I literally nearly died three times. Was it lapse of 
memory? But I’d recognized K, even though he’d put on a lot of weight and was 
noticeably different and he was just a business acquaintance. 
 
The more I thought about it, the more convinced I became that I’d not only suppressed 
memory of my experience with her, but possibly, all memories of the most important 
emotional relationship of my life, both pleasant and unpleasant. And this led me to 
suspect that I’d done this before, far back into my childhood. I knew there were periods 
of my life I seldom recall because I fear they wouldn’t reflect well on who I perceive 
myself to be now. Once, at a cocktail party, on a whim, I’d stood naked on a table, 
exhibiting an erection in an imitation of a lighthouse in Provincetown. What possessed 
me to do this was that I was in love with a stripper at the Body Shop. I’d been drinking 
and smoking grass and it occurred to me that, if she did it, so would I. Gender equality. 
(I’ve completed innumerable programs aimed at self-realization and freeing self-
expression.) Those who know me well consider me highly self-expressed, a man with 
evolved consciousness and a wider than typical range of talents, interests and expression. 
 
When I realized I hadn’t recognized my lover, my first impulse was to seek psychiatric 
help and while I tried to find a competent practitioner with whom I felt comfortable, I 
also began to read about the phenomenon, delving into recent studies in brain science, 
psychology and sociology and I read novels and biographies of writers and others I 
respect, whom, I surmised in reading their works, that they may have experienced 
psychological stresses similar to mine around intimate relationship. My play and 
screenplay were at stake in the matter of my talking straight about sex. 



“We are offering radical tools and transformative practices to access your full erotic 
expression within an immersive community where we dance, play, soak, study, work, eat, 
sleep and awaken together!” 
 
As I drifted the Tracker into the off-ramp of the I-10, I glanced at the directions I’d 
printed out from the website and remembered an instruction to bring personal towels and 
condoms. I’d forgotten to stop at CVS near my home in San Diego and before going to 
the hotel, I drove into a strip mall that featured a generic RiteAid. There were so many 
brands and each brand had more than a dozen styles, packaged in boxes printed with 
colorful exclamations about the virtues of the condoms inside them. In none of my 
relationships had STDs been an issue and my partners used their own birth control. This 
was already new territory for me. Understanding that some people are allergic to latex, I 
felt obliged to get some latex and some non-latex. Then there was the matter of size. 
Based on the table on the box, I decided that I’m not extraordinarily big or little. How 
many? Jesus only knows! I felt the clerk’s unspoken remark when ringing up my two 
boxes of 15 condoms as he didn’t make eye contact. “Protection” was in itself, an arena 
of concern about which I was in the dark. Per instructions, however, even though I hadn’t 
had sex in seven years, I’d had blood drawn a week before to verify infection freeness. 
 
Although I suspected there would be many couples, until I walked into the hotel, carrying 
a bag of clothes that I hoped would be appropriate to “full erotic expression within an 
immersive community where we dance, play, soak, study, work, eat, sleep and awaken 
together” (in a clothing optional venue) and a plastic bag containing my condoms, latex 
gloves and hypoallergenic lube in a bottle the shape of an adequately sized dildo, it 
hadn’t occured to me that I was dropping unknown into a community of people, all of 
whom had had some former intimate relationship with at least some others, who would 
recognize and support them. It hit me with the force of a fast moving truck when I walked 
into the small lobby of the hotel. (I promise this is the last Spillanism, it seemed right.) 
Palomar Springs Resort Hotel, like most commercial buildings in less developed areas on 
the edge of the arid valley beyond the first range of mountains east of Southern 
California’s coastal plains, fronts a four-lane highway, surrounded by mostly empty 
desert for a quarter mile looking east and miles to the south and west. The hotel has the 
shape of a rectangular donut, about twice as deep as its width along the highway, from 
which it’s set back about fifty feet. Three stories high, the beige stucco building 
surrounds a landscaped central courtyard containing a few palm trees, a good-sized 
swimming pool and a couple large spas, one of them in a partially enclosed gazebo.  
 
Balconies around the courtyard provide access to hotel rooms on each floor. Although the 
courtyard may be surveyed from any place on any level, room windows all face out into 
the desert; along the interior balconies that frame the courtyard, there are only doors. 
 
When I walked into the building, a man behind the hotel counter, without making eye 
contact, pointed to where I saw a few 30-something women and a couple older women 
milling about two folding tables that had been set up in the hotel’s small lobby. Some 
tended to a box of supplies on one of the tables, a couple excitedly greeted each other 
with hugs and exclamations of re-acquaintance. As I approached them, one of the young 



women detached from the group and introduced herself as “Roberta”, with a cheery smile 
in the manner of an old friend, though I’m certain we’ve never met. I had a thought that, 
with a plethora of anonymous intimate encounters, it’s a safer bet to assume you know 
someone rather than otherwise. I was uncertain what I’d gotten myself into; it was like 
the moment Cervantes describes when, after securing Rocinante in the stable, Don 
Quixote enters the castle that, in reality, is a dusty threadbare inn on the plains of La 
Mancha, which bears a reasonable similarity to the terrain around Palomar Springs. 
 
After a quick “hello,” without any discussion regarding whom I’d been assigned to room 
with, Roberta pressed a room key into my hand. I’d been notified in an email that each 
room had two queen beds to be shared by three people and this troubled me in view of 
“full erotic expression in an immersive community”. Uncertain as to how to raise the 
issue without appearing homophobic, I decided to be straight about it. “I understand that 
others here may be ok with it but I don’t expect to spend four days sleeping with men.” 
For her part, Roberta didn’t understand my confusion so could only hear the 
incongruence of my fear beside the loving sweetness of her generous soul and she 
couldn’t comprehend my lack of trust, much less my concern about sleeping men, after 
all, she does. Overhearing our conversation, a woman standing nearby assured me that 
she understood my concern and asked me to trust them and I let it go at that. 
 
Truth is that my reason for being there was more than the problem with the play and 
more important to me than not recognizing a woman that I had good reason to forget. 
Something I didn’t understand about my sexual response was keeping me from acting on 
sexual desire since my relationship with the strangely forgotten ex-fianceé had ended. 
And beyond this, I felt separate from the cultural milieu of Southern California. Several 
years went by after that relationship ended during which my interest in everything, 
including sex was as if on hold because of traumatic incidents in which I lost everything 
and nearly died during a surgical procedure to repair my heart. 
I was curious about my lack of sexual interest but I didn’t see it as a problem until my 
doctor prescribed testosterone replacement therapy. It was then that I began to feel the 
familiar tingling of interest in my groin when women acted interested but with all the 
noise about STDs and other complications, I didn’t feel compelled—if it happened, ok. 
 
Meanwhile, I became more aware of myths about aging shaping my view of my self. The 
most common understanding about aging is that you are less interested in sex as you age 
and less interesting as a sex object. This view of older people is rife in all media, films, 
TV, internet and newspapers. Consistent with this principle, I came to believe that the 
women I desired were not interested in me. A side effect of Cymbalta that I used for a 
while for depression had also diminished my sexual appetite and my testosterone had 
dropped for a while following a prostate resection. I came to the festival with normal 
hormonal levels for a change and the thought that at least these people would understand 
what it was I was trusting them with, about which I felt so excruciatingly vulnerable I 
couldn’t speak about it at the time. This was a mistaken assumption. 
 
When I think now about why I thought I could trust them, it seems nonsensical. Their 
legitimacy was that they were the celebrated cast of a nationally syndicated TV program, 



sublime, given that I’ve not watched a television program since before they were born. 
TV reminds me why the planet is increasingly illiterate and my hosts seemed 
representative of this culture of ignorance. I comforted myself with the thought that since 
they are in the public eye, this wouldn’t be sleazy. What did I expect? I couldn’t imagine. 
 
Roommate number one came through the door of our shared room not long after me, a 
younger man but closer to my age than the 30-somethings in the lobby. Tall, slender, 
good physique, upright posture with the slightly tanned complexion of a white surfer 
dude living in the tropics, greying hair, blue eyes. I quickly learned he’d come to the 
event from Honolulu, that he wasn’t new to the polyamorous “lifestyle” and multiple 
partners. He said he’d participated in “tantra” events previously and his agenda in being 
at Palomar Springs was to expand his relationship with his primary partner at home, 
which after he explained this to me twice, still sounded too reasonable and didn’t 
compute. How does going off to explore your sexual experience by hooking up with 
someone new enhance your existing relationship? He said he could understand my 
predicament, which gave me some comfort as did his heterosexual orientation. I was 
similarly relieved when my second roommate was more concerned than I about exposure 
to male-male sex and despite our assurances to him of our hetero orientation, he 
immediately went to the office to demand a room with his own bed, a quest in which he 
failed. Refusing to share a bed with either of us, he said he’d been told he could sleep in 
one or another of the “play” rooms instead. He’d brought a sleeping bag and apparently 
spent the nights in the large common room that was used for the snuggle parties, where 
those who wished to were always free to play, “sleep and awaken together.” 
 
In this group of mostly 30-something people, even though I appear younger than you’d 
think is my chronological age, my outlook and experience made me feel like an “older 
man”, an undefined category but in this situation I got the feeling that attention I received 
from attractive women was more charitable than attraction, which was correct. 
Acknowledgment of age comes with a pejorative connotation although our ideas about 
age are assumptions related to fears about losing our youth and/or our mortality. A well-
meaning exclamation like, “you’re in great shape for your age!” is right up there with, 
“you look really good for an [Asian, Jew, American, etc.]” I’ve regarded aging in myself 
with fear for as long as I remember so it’s no wonder that I assume things about myself as 
an older person regardless that, by all measures except chronological, I’m as youthful in 
mind as a four-year-old and now with testosterone therapy and Viagra, I’m as youthful 
sexually as I was in my thirties. However, the limbic response of anyone, when presented 
with a group of potential sexual partners favors youthful appearance. If you think you’re 
making love to your ideal, if you use a blindfold, you’ll perform accordingly. In any case, 
I couldn’t escape the idea that my gray hair mattered even though I knew that my fears 
about this could force it to the surface and the attitude of “your problems are your 
problems”, the mantra of this community toward men but not women made it worse. 
 
At Palomar Springs, I saw a different kind of double standard about age, which seems 
contrary to teachings of tantric tradition that Dulcinea said she emulates. A first principle 
of Kundalini is that a man must have an appetite for the woman but since desirable 
women weren’t interested and some had hurtful experiences with older men, who made 



their survival or advancement contingent on sex, they were antipathetic. The fate of 
husbands depends on the compliance of their wives sometimes. However, rejection feeds 
on it self in a vicious circle since continuous rejection affects self-esteem negatively and 
without sexual attention; confidence that is the product of approval and attention, slips 
lower. 
 
As I lowered my body into one of the outdoor spas, I noticed a beautiful young woman 
sitting on the lap and penis of a young man. They both gave me the kind of warm smile 
one wears in the groove of MDMA. Another young man, on the other side of the spa had 
been in conversation with them, when I arrived. His request to them, if they wouldn’t 
mind that the woman sit on his penis was gracefully accepted and as she moved from one 
to the other, I felt a little envious, not because she wasn’t favoring me but because I felt 
unable to make the request, which I knew she would have granted. But it wasn’t just that 
I was sort of speechless but more important than that, my desire was suppressed. This 
confused me and there was no one I could talk to about it, or if there was, I couldn’t. 
 
Beyond my own inability to speak about such concerns, there were other forces at work: 
Since women at Palomar Springs gave sexual attention to whomever, whenever, however 
they choose, with regard for nothing but their own pleasure, they are sometimes even 
motivated by opportunities to reject and even mock men that resemble a type about which 
they are predisposed to be negative. Treatment of older women is diametrically opposite. 
It is seen as discourteous for younger men to not show interest in older women and men 
with a more pubescent libido are also more apt to show interest when any woman touches 
them with affection and desire. Why not? An older woman proclaimed in a public forum 
that a “22-year old man fucked me silly, sprayed my face with his semen and wouldn’t let 
me wash it off for two hours”. Delicious candor. 
 
These same women, meanwhile, show no interest in men their own age, let alone any 
man they see as older. Under the circumstances of my own awkwardness, the best course 
of action in this scenario was to further suppress any action, speech or gesture that might 
give the impression of pride or confidence, that is, to pretend the opposite of what I am. 
This didn’t help and gave the impression of misogyny. I could see that the older women 
could see what was going on and were cynical about taking advantage of this paradigm 
even though they are very much aware of the agism implicit in sexual response. They’ve 
experienced partners who left them for younger women. A few seemed to enjoy rejecting 
me, not only preferring the attention of men with younger bodies, but also, I felt a kind 
the mockery of payback. All of this revealed a lack of attention to and interest in people 
inside these bodies. In the first day, when I felt attracted to and tried to get to know a 
woman in her 60s, simply because I thought we might have more in common, she asked 
me why I was interested in her and I admit, I lost my appetite, when I told her this and 
she snickered at me and walked away. 
 
I also noticed that although, my appetite could be triggered by the way a woman touches 
me, lust was also triggered by emotion, a feeling for a beloved. Maybe, this too was the 
consequence of shame I felt during puberty around lust but emotional love still seems to 
me to be a respectable aspect of desire. In a polyamorous situation, however, in which 



there are primary partners and all others are “second fiddles”, emotional attachments may 
be counter-intuitive. Spouses want their primary partners to enjoy zipless fucks, not 
emotional attachments that could threaten their relationship. The principle, as per the 
lexicon of polyamory, is that lovers should seek to enhance the relationship between 
primary partners, not interfere with it. In reality, however, this may be impossible. 
 
The only man my age, who got attention at Palomar Springs, told me on the first day that 
he’d been around the scene for twelve years (he’s well known) and his success was that 
he is quintessentially submissive. (Quintessential is my word.) He encourages women to 
spank him furiously, while he appears to enjoy having his ass paddled red and in return, 
women allowed him other favors, a workable quid pro quo. Why these women enjoyed 
beating his not particularly attractive ass by any standards, I can only guess: Ritual 
extirpation of anger toward older males? Are they releasing anger against fathers or other 
older males who suppressed or disappointed them? If so, I acknowledge my debt to him.  
 
In any case, there does not appear to be much if any respect in this community for a male 
over 60 who is powerful in life and though this solves a problem in a situation where 
women could be vulnerable to rape and verbal abuse, agism defeats all claims that 
polyamory is a solution to the relationship ills resulting from monogamy that plague our 
culture, in view of the relative attractiveness of younger bodies and the disempowerment 
of fidelity and emotional attachment. I’m not clear that monogamy is the problem. Maybe 
in a culture that didn’t worship youth, i.e., agism, monogamy would work absent agism. 
 
One problem that could arise by excluding older males from any community is that 
power comes from knowledge resulting from experience obtained over time. By denying 
expressions of older males, the baby is thrown out with the bathwater or a better analogy 
is, cutting off toes instead of buffing toenails. The absence of wisdom is evident in many 
expressions of the leaders of this community, who go beyond the need for gender 
equality to a belief that the fate of humanity rests on the backs (bosoms and vulvas) of 
women. The logic of this is that men can (and it may be in some cases, should) be 
replaced with strap-ons, prostate massage and turkey basters, except that they are 
valuable when drones are needed to plant caissons, sacrifice their lives in wars and take 
out the trash. Moreover, once a woman has been fertilized, his propagation value is nil. 
 
These observations may not be of a representative sample of the lifestyle population since 
it is limited to a couple hundred people but it seems that people I met are mostly unaware 
of the contribution of 25,000 years of history found in art and literature. Prominent in the 
leadership of the sex-positive movement are the names of men who achieved their status 
relatively young, who are modestly informed by the wisdom of platitudes, which they 
possibly learned at the feet of predecessors, who also completed their education when 
they were relatively young and rode the crest of celebrity without expanding their 
knowledge or facing difficult life experiences. In their enthusiasm, the leaders of this 
community don’t see they are re-inventing the wheel since they haven’t been led to 
investigate the literature of their own culture very deeply and have no idea they are 
ignoring the wealth of knowledge of thousands of years, which is reinforced by exclusion 
of anyone who questions their beliefs or presents contrary evidence. 



 
Of course, they must deny that they are prominent exponents of agism but since it is rife 
in our culture, so much a part of our language and outlook that it drives a huge trade in 
fashion products to disguise and prevent aging, so it must inform the assumptions of 
organizers of this kind of event and is implicit in the way both older men and women are 
viewed and treated, although, as described above, each is treated differently. To their 
credit, they are ignorant of this. It isn’t intentional. In their view, since they are offering 
sex education to a “demographic,” although anyone who isn’t in this demographic won’t 
benefit, it’s not their fault when people show up who don’t fit the demographic. Within 
the target demographic are those who are people in their 30s with no agenda beyond “full 
erotic expression.” That they see this as the salvation of social, political and environment 
ills, however, when they really just want to fuck more and better is an issue but this noble 
intention would be better served if they were better informed. But they are young. 
 
Organizers of the festival are predominantly younger females. Males in relationship with 
these women are tolerated to the degree they observe the rules of female dominance: 
there is no arguing with the matriarch (Dulcinea). Subservience is encouraged and 
passionate male expression is suppressed. Does this sound like the visit of The Enterprise 
to a moon of the planet Venus? This conditioning is explicitly stated in rules of procedure 
for group sexual interaction. Rules regarding respect of “boundaries” for instance, no 
touching without explicit permission, are expressed in pan-sexual terms, but mostly 
explained with examples involving males touching females. But the rules would only 
need to be explained to people who aren’t already part of the community or to reassure 
new women. Examples involving male-male touching are presented jokingly and the idea 
of female-male boundary violation is treated as counter-intuitive. On the face of it, this is 
reasonable but the tone it sets is an implicit assumption that there are men who are 
thoughtless if not clumsy and stupid, which if this is sometimes true, isn’t inherently bad. 
 
The problem with this for men occurs in the way in which boundaries are related to 
courting. The body language, voices and dancing of all the hetero men, both young and 
old, and all but one of the bisexual men were limited in physical self-expression. It’s no 
exaggeration to say they moved like stick figures. Many women were not much more 
generous with physical expression and a couple were acrobatic. A few were interesting to 
watch. My range of physical expression as an inveterate dancer was noticed but as an 
unknown older man, it caused more confusion rather than respect or interest. 
 
Since older women are supported with respect and compassion while older men are 
condemned if not interested in older women (who show no interest in them) and this isn’t 
true the other way around, no complaints were heard from older women but the 
organizers told me several men were irate and expressed exasperation after experiencing 
rejection to the point of insult. Organizers were perplexed that these men felt cheated and 
accused them of expecting that their needs would be addressed, demanding sex as if 
entitled, they literally interpreted, “full erotic expression within an immersive community 
where we dance, play, soak, study, work, eat, sleep and awaken together!” as a promise. 
 



But the truth is, in a situation in which the women invited only those men they knew or 
who have been sanctified by having been objectified by one or more of their friends, not 
one person so much as offered to rub my shoulders, while others were having their 
shlongs massaged with tongues, and this became wearisome after a while. While I only 
felt insulted by rejection of my attempts at connection, I wasn’t surprised to hear from 
one of the organizers, that some men had expressed buyer’s remorse. In retrospect, I find 
it ironic that no one there could relate to my reason for being at Palomar Springs, and I 
got the feeling I should not even want to experience intimacy with a woman I desire, in 
other words, I was shamed into silence. I knew when I walked in, that I couldn’t 
understand why any woman could love or desire a man, given that I don’t myself, and 
now I still wonder if these women only appreciated men for what they excite in them. I 
wanted to see a woman in a different way, yet the truth is that now I do. It worked. 
 
On with the story. 
 
Faux pas. One of the apparently older men (grey hair, weathered complexion, wrinkles 
around the eyes), was a bookish fellow who had with him at all times, a small notebook 
in which he wrote copious notes, I speculated for an article or fiction for which he wanted 
first-hand experience. He had about him the odor of a buttoned-down academic even 
without his clothing and though I was curious, we had little opportunity to speak. For all I 
know, the notebook was a ploy, like the pretense of the older submissive. I never saw him 
in conversation with men but at lunch one day, when I responded to something he’d said 
about a recent event in San Diego in which a mayor was ousted, he angrily told me I 
should make a documentary film about it, as if I had offended him by informing about the 
experience of this event locally in which the mainstream newspaper in San Diego County 
that is owned by a neoconservative downtown developer, waged a campaign against the 
mayor with daily full front page spreads for several weeks, alleging, by innuendo only, 
sexually inappropriate conduct and although there were never any specific allegations 
other than behavior that might possibly be called over-familiarity, the paper was 
successful in deposing the first progressive democrat elected in the city in 40 years. 
This may seem irrelevant to sexual healing but it suggests to me that the political 
ideology of polyamorists may be slightly to the right of George Bush, while there was an 
Ayn Rand-like pretense of social idealism. Dulcinea spoke of her sadness about the 
wealth with which she is rewarded, while most of the planet is starving. I felt for her. 
 
At my table for the evening meal, was an aspiring actress who had come from Los 
Angeles with a German man of 40-some years, who told me at lunch that he was a theater 
director. He bears such a striking resemblance to a close friend that I haven’t seen for a 
few years, also German, also speaks English with the same mild accent, also has similar 
physical mannerisms and the same first name, a surprising coincidence—he is all but the 
same man. The actress seemed perhaps, 30, has small features, one of those faces like a 
canvas that can be made to look sweetly feminine or moderately masculine depending on 
how they are made up. Without makeup, as she was that day at lunch, she was 
androgynous and I’m not aroused by androgynous faces. For me to find sexual interest in 
a person, there must be clues, usually behavioral and she wasn’t giving me any but she 



was interested in me when I mentioned that I, too, was a thespian, mostly a playwright 
and dramatist, and this was my justification for being at Palomar Springs. 
 
It is always exciting to meet someone who shares my love for theater. Her knowledge of 
theater seemed less well-informed, understandable, given her age and education and that 
she was serving her ambition in Los Angeles with the support of the LGBT/BDSM 
community. She’s very much a female version of Felix Krull, which aroused my interest 
and she expressed interest in the play I’m writing. Finally, I thought, here was someone, I 
might enjoy, who showed interest in me, who seemed to share some common interest in 
an area about which I am passionate. Later, when I saw her dancing, I was amused by her 
quaintly spastic, twitchy little moves and apparent self-consciousness, something I’ve 
found attractive with young actresses. People reveal their personalities more clearly in 
their dancing than anything they say. I became sexually aroused watching a man perform 
cunnilingus on her as I stood beside her while she was oblivious of my presence. 
 
Puja 
 
On the first day, a puja was organized in the large room on the 3rd floor of the hotel, 
which was used for all the big “immersive” events. Dimly lit, the walls were covered with 
beautiful tapestries, predominantly red, the floor sometimes almost entirely covered with 
soft mats and blankets, mild aroma of incense, it could have been the hareem of a 
feverishly hedonist sheik in the desert of Arabia. As we assembled in the room, Red 
Hautcoco instructed the women to wait outside while he explained to the men that we are 
gods and had us form a circle around the wall of the room. Then the women, referred to 
as goddesses, filed into the room and took positions, one facing each man. In a series of 
exercises, we were first instructed to gaze into each other’s eyes and speak in turn of our 
deep respect, admiration and appreciation for each other. The women then each stepped 
one position to their left so that each god was presented with a different goddess and this 
was repeated. We were reminded of the rules about boundaries—that no form of 
engagement of any kind was permissible without explicitly expressed, verbal permission, 
i.e., if someone accepts your request, for instance, “may I touch the top of your left 
hand”, this permission doesn’t extend to the wrist or eye gazing. This seemed overdone, 
I’m naturally careful not to inappropriately touch another but I saw that some amount of 
innocent touching was natural to me whenever I felt comfortable with someone, even a 
new acquaintance and I had to unlearn a habit not really related to sexual touching. In the 
theater and dance, touch is as natural and innocent a gesture as breathing and a puja is 
more like a dance than anything and dances frequently contain ritual protocols. 
 
As this process continued, one by one, goddesses began to leave the room, which had the 
effect of increasing the ratio of men to women considerably. I later learned that they were 
the organizers and some insiders, who with a few of the men, were enjoying their own 
group festivities in one or another of the smaller group-play rooms. Eventually, even Red 
Hautcoco, who had been leading the puja also left, replaced by one of the men from the 
community. As the ratio of gods to goddesses gradually increased: 2 to 1, then 3 to 1, 
men were asked to sit out a turn and two men were asked to sit opposite one woman and 
when it got to three to one, I felt a kind of competitiveness from scarcity in some cases 



that seemed contrary to the intention of puja. A critical tenet of polyamory is the idea of 
cooperation vs. competition between men although my experience of the male insiders 
belies this since they turn their knowledge of their position to their favor. As this process 
of attrition and competitiveness became increasingly apparent, something unexpected and 
magical happened that shaped the beginning of my transformational experience. 
 
It began, when seated opposite me I saw a lovely woman with a nice figure, large dark 
brown eyes, clear skin, pretty features and long, dark brown hair. She glowered at me 
with a penetrating hostility, a look close to hatred in her eyes. Red Hautcoco instructed 
her to look upon me with admiration and to touch me with love and respect and the 
incongruence with her expression prompted me to think and say, “I’m sorry, I can’t 
accept a loving touch in the context of hostility. It feels insulting.” For a moment, I 
thought she was going hit me. I was relieved to see her turn her attention to the young 
man, who was crowding against me on my right. She decided to ignore me. Ok. 
 
In the next rotation, I found myself seated before an equally lovely, dark-haired, dark-
eyed young woman. In consequence of the previous experience, I now felt distanced from 
everyone and my body felt heavy, as rigid as my heart felt. Red gave the instruction to 
make contact with and look deeply into each other’s eyes. Expecting the worst, I lifted 
my eyes from my hands, which I held in my lap, to her eyes and found there a deference 
that startled me. I literally did a double-take. I found it impossible to believe or 
understand. The love and respect she presented was as inexplicable as had been the 
hatred of the previous woman. Neither of them knew me. I was aware that her trust, 
admiration and respect transformed me as thoroughly as the hatred had inspired distrust 
and distance. But I also felt the dignity her grace inspired. Where did it come from? How 
could she be sincere? I was moved to tears by the effect of her acceptance but it made no 
logical sense. How real could this be? Was it just like the attention I’d gotten from a pole 
dancer that lasts as long as the music according to her need and the amount of my tip? 
 
The rotation continued, goddesses continued to drift away. The man Red left to lead the 
event after he departed was apologetic but he treated it as a problem we had to 
accommodate, about which he was embarrassed and told us he was powerless to do 
anything and he congratulated us for our patient cooperation. The experience of 
powerlessness seemed an important theme. I should have left the room to find the women 
but I didn’t want to make a bad impression. It was so confusing without the punch. 
As the event progressed and women continued to leave, the inequity of the situation grew 
ludicrous and during a rotation in which the leader was trying to figure the logistics of 
having each “goddess” present to three “gods”, I said aloud, “Is there no respect for the 
gods? Do the men not have any respect for themselves? Call this off.” The leader came 
over to me and apologized so compassionately that I relented. Soon the evening ended. I 
went to bed. So much for “full erotic expression within an immersive community where 
we dance, play, soak, study, work, eat, sleep and awaken together!” 
 
In the morning, there was naked yoga, led by Lovely de Lovable, a pole dancer and part 
of a polyamory relationship with Dulcinea, Damien and Roberta (and others). This was 
the most interesting introduction to human anatomy I’ve had the opportunity to enjoy, 



especially since it had drawn a crowd packed into a room that was relatively small, with a 
mirrored wall. Fortunately, Lovely de Lovable encouraged us to fully enjoy the views 
afforded by our proximity, and I’m sorry if the person behind me didn’t have the same 
quality of experience as I. After breakfast, we divided into two groups for the “modified 
Zegg Forum”, a practice nurtured in Switzerland that seems to have its roots in work I’ve 
previously participated in but with some twists. Dulcinea and Ms. Lovable led the forum 
that I joined. Given the incompetence of the previous night after which I’d decided they 
must be winging it and aren’t taking responsibility for their actions, I was pleasantly 
surprised. We formed a circle, sitting against the walls of the same room we’d previously 
used for yoga. Volunteers stood and were limited to one minute, to express something 
that they felt compelled to share authentically about where they were at emotionally. 
Dulcinea made comments about their shares. In a second process, after the volunteers 
were allowed two minutes for this, others who felt inspired to do so, stood up and 
mirrored the presentation, attempting to recreate what they had seen in it. 
 
Something extraordinary happened in the forum with an older man who I learned later 
had participated in cuddle parties in San Diego. It happens that he was the only other 
person to complain about the puja in which the women had unexpectedly left. In the 
forum, however, when he did exactly what he was supposed to do, his expression seemed 
grotesque, ugly and out-of-place. On his mind was loneliness and a profoundly deep 
experience of being untouchable. He laid on the floor and wailed that his entire body 
ached to be touched affectionately. Dulcinea was aghast at the poor man’s misery. She 
said it was wrong to for him to suggest that his comfort depends on the action of another 
person and she asked him to return to his seat. The room seemed filled with a tense and 
troubled air. An emotional trauma had been presented and there seemed no ability to hear 
it; no “and this, too” per the Buddhist expression. Because I could relate to him, even 
though I feel I’m a good-looking man and quite touchable, I felt he brought to the surface 
the alienating effect of unconscious agism that I’d seen and the policy of suppression. 
I identified with his pain, stood up and offered to mirror his expression, intending to 
complete this by recreating his acceptance. I smiled at the uncertainty I saw in Dulcinea’s 
distrustful expression. She had no idea who I am (never bothered to ask). In re-creating 
this man, I gave voice to his complaint in a way they could accept and which honored 
him as well. Like the rest of us, Dulcinea doesn’t understand her own agism. 
 
The forums provided the only structure that allowed participants an experience of each 
other and this meant that one- or two-minute shares from some but not all participants 
were each day, the only opportunities they had to become known by the group. This 
possibility was greatly reduced by Dulcinea’s decision to split the community into two 
separate forums such that we only got to hear and see half the people in this way. Meals 
were opportunities to talk to people but what was happening here amounted to people 
following up on connections and hanging out with their friends. It was incestuous. 
 
After breakfast, there was a lecture about polyamory vs. monogamy, led by Dulcinea and 
her cast, the content of which could be summed up in a few minutes, plus self-promoting 
speeches by Dulcinea and others in her collective, followed by a lecture on global 
futurism by Damien who expostulated a modestly informed commentary on global 



culture. As self-assured as they are in their experiential knowledge of human sexual 
relationship, they are some of the least well-read people I’ve hung out with in every other 
respect; innocent as babes and I found myself caring for them as I would for children, an 
attitude that didn’t help me with regard to my image as a patronizingly, superior man. 
 
The problem with being unaware of the wealth of knowledge of 25,000 years of human 
history is that it defeats the purpose of human society, culture and language. Humanity is 
defined by social relevance. Civilization is based on sharing knowledge and experience 
over generations by means of language and other arts. You can’t know what you don’t 
know you don’t know and this is the value of literacy but if you don’t know the books in 
which the knowledge is stored or can’t understand them, you are left with Harry Potter 
and reality TV, the blind leading the blind. During Damien’s lecture, on two occasions 
when I saw him describe intolerable inconsistencies, I raised my hand and commented. 
Rather than discussing what I brought up, it threw him off. It seemed, that he feels, if he 
says it, it must be true and by questioning him, I’d questioned his identity. One of my 
roommates told me afterward, “I pay no attention to Damien.” I felt that Damien’s heart 
is in the right place but some of his facts need vetting—there are gaps in his logic. 
 
After dinner, as people prepared for the evening’s play activities in the big room, I was 
told that Dulcinea wanted to speak with me in the meeting room, where the lectures were 
held. I found her seated in a sort of throne fashion and I was invited to sit in a chair 
facing her. On my left was Damien and on my right another of the men in her entourage, 
who I recognized as the man who sat on my right in the interaction with the hating 
woman and it occurred to me that as a so-called “facilitator” he had shown no interest in 
cooperating or assisting and had acted judgmentally and competitively. 
 
We sat in the formation of a cross with me at the base, Dulcinea opposite me and the two 
men facing each other. Dulcinea began to speak rhetorically. “Wait a minute,” I turned to 
Damien in a between-us-guys tone, attempting to lighten this atmosphere, “this sounds 
like what somebody says just before they fire you.” Before he could answer, Dulcinea 
interjected, saying that she is responsible for maintaining the experience of a safe space 
and two (accent on two) people had spoken to her about my [paraphrased] lack of respect 
for boundaries and she was prepared to give me a full refund if I take this opportunity to 
leave and if I stay, I’m not permitted to attend the play parties. Wow! Were they really 
telling me I’m not invited? I felt embarrassment to the soles of my feet. I think a normal 
person would have been shattered at such a thing but it recalled for me many experiences 
of being the only White boy at Gillespie Junior High in Philadelphia, the lone Jew boy at 
Simon Muhr Elementary and the only 15-year-old freshman at Long Beach State College. 
Nothing new here except that I couldn’t understand the prejudice. What had I done? 
 
“When did I violate or not respect any boundaries?” She said, “this is the second time 
you have interrupted me.” “What? Why, I guess it is, Dulcinea. So, whose boundaries did 
I violate? When? I just don’t remember it.” She went on about her need for people to feel 
safe and told me that she was deeply sad that she had already had to send the man home 
after he voiced his pathetic cry for mercy during the forum that morning. 
 



“I don’t care about the money, Dulcinea, I just don’t recall violating anyone’s boundaries 
and it’s important that understand that, so I know what I did.” Exasperated and in a hurry 
to join the party herself Dulcinea stood up. “I’m leaving this to you,” she said to Damien. 
The other man left with her. “Look,” Damien said in a familiar, man-to-man tone, “I just 
want to assure you that no on has said you violated any physical boundaries, so don’t 
worry about that.” “What is it then?” “Don’t give advice to people who don’t ask for it.” 
 
I hadn’t noticed this before but since for the last ten years, I’ve rarely participated with 
people unless in some way responsible for, or at the effect of their actions, and writing 
political editorials, critiques of musical, dramatic and literary performances, I could see 
how my natural helpfulness could be a pain in the ass. “The only reason I can think of for 
wanting to stay and complete this, Damien, is to become a part of a community of 
common interest, and I feel that is worth the cost. I now understand my inability to ask 
for what I want in the domain of sex and I understand why. I have no reason to believe 
this would be healed or resolved here but I’m willing to complete it.” 
 
“I will let you come to the party tonight on one condition and if you violate that 
condition, I will ask you to leave. I’m afraid you’ll fail and I advise you not to do it.” 
 
“I trust myself absolutely. What is your condition?” 
 
“You cannot by any word or gesture or in any way, initiate any kind of sexual 
communication with anyone at any time.” 
 
I expected to be prohibited from questioning or sharing during lectures but in agreeing to 
these conditions, I realized I was giving myself freedom to be myself so it was a relief. 
When Damien and I arrived at the party room, Carnatic music inspired me to dance. I’m a 
composer. Music is my favorite mistress, dance is my body’s response to it and Carnatic 
music is most enjoyable for dancing. I’ve met few men or women in the world who enjoy 
dance and music as much. So while people were fucking and sucking each other’s 
genitals and faces according to their hearts’ desire I danced, observing, interacting from 
afar. When the hating woman saw me dancing by and shouted “get him out of here!” I 
noticed that I found her unattractive but consistent with the grunting of a man nearby, 
who was ejaculating into a condom with his penis stuck in someone’s ass. After a couple 
hours dancing, I felt strangely light-headed physically exhausted so I went to my room 
and fell into bed, instantly fast asleep. I think there was something in a chocolate I tasted. 
 
The next lecture I recall was Red Hautcoco’s Safely Sexual Speech. It was during this talk 
that I began to see what had prevented me from writing the character of the male 
protagonist: the rational and experiential source of my inability to communicate in the 
area of sex. The irony is in its simplicity. It came to me instantly. If you wish, I’ll save 
you $800 and possibly save your life at the same time. The explanation? This strategy has 
nothing to do with fear of rejection or anything like that. It has to do with where you’re 
coming from. The safely sexual speech is the straightest path to responsibility in the area 
of sex because it is a direct and impersonal statement of your sexual desire, needs and 
respect for another couched in terms of healthy rational expediency and since there’s no 



need for it except in a conversation of possibility of sexual intimacy, in itself, it is a 
respectful, respectable, polite and appropriate way to address that possibility without 
requesting a commitment, dispassionately, impersonally and thus without fear of 
rejection. It gave me the freedom to talk openly about sex because it shows responsibility 
for the concern, needs and desires of the other person, while because it’s impersonal, 
making the subject lighter. (I can’t publish that speech without betraying confidentiality.) 
 
On the final day at Palomar, inexplicably, some of the more lovely younger women, who 
I hadn’t had the pleasure of speaking with, began to look at me with hostility. By now, I 
was immured to rejection and I was but mildly offended. Having gained nothing from 
showing interest in them previously, I had nothing to lose from their enmity. I couldn’t 
understand it and I was curious about the reason for it since, per my agreement with 
Damien, I’d interacted with no one and I had no idea what could be troubling these 
women. I didn’t want to ask for it could provoke something worse but in view of it I had 
misgivings about attending the final “celebration” party scheduled that evening. I decided 
that I needed a female ally to attend the party to reduce the risk of exposing myself to 
hatred or abusiveness, whatever the reason. (I’d had enough.) When I attempted to 
express my concern and request support from the actress who had shown interest in me, 
she showed irritation so I turned to Red, who happened to be standing nearby. 
 
Red told me the problem was just that these people are “just not your species”.  I’d 
recently written an article in which I’d suggested that the safest way to approach every 
human would be to regard each as a separate species. Red then told me that if he had the 
concerns I had, he wouldn’t go to the party and it might be reasonable to not attend and 
on his advice, I didn’t go. If only, he’d mentioned the punch! 
 
I’ve never felt more alone than I did that night, never felt more excluded and alienated, 
knowing they were all having a great time together, living it up, and I felt imprisoned by 
my fear. I thought about driving home but for what purpose? All I’d miss was a night’s 
sleep and possibly a good breakfast that I’d already paid for. I also recalled how the 
experience of acceptance and respect from the woman at the puja evaporated this fear and 
I felt it would be foolish to place myself at risk without the reasonable expectation of this 
feeling of acceptance and I had no reason to trust that I’d find it among people who 
ignored me and there was a good chance I’d feel more excluded and alienated among 
them. Doing the same thing over and over, expecting a different result is defined as 
insanity. Was I doing that by withdrawing? No, I didn’t expect a different result so I 
remained in my room and fell fast asleep, feeling, “and this, too.” 
 
My room was empty when I awoke early in the morning. My roommates had slept, 
possibly with everyone else, in the party room. I showered and went for a swim and then 
wandered into the meeting room, where Dulcinea had invited me to leave. A morning 
class, billed as prana yoga, was setting up and I made myself comfortable, lying prone on 
my back on the floor. I was intensely aware that everyone else had bonded in a universal 
experience of communal love, that I was alone. The young man who had crowded against 
me during the incident with the hating goddess came in and sat uncomfortably close to 
me again and when I asked him if he would give me a little space, he was unwilling to 



move, which seemed consistent. Once again, I thought, I’d gotten myself into something 
unknown and unknowable. Soon, however, Theodora Kingsly was asking us to close our 
eyes and to breathe in through the nose and to exhale with force from the diaphragm 
through the mouth. The sound of forty-odd people inhaling and exhaling encouraged by 
Theodora’s shouts, began to make an increasingly louder sound like a steam engine. 
 
My lungs are good and strong from daily aerobic exercise on my kayak and after a few 
minutes, I could barely hear the sounds of others in the room over my own forced 
breathing. But when Theodora added music to the equation, something unexpected 
happened, a product of the emotional tone of the music was that emotions brought up by 
the music were amplified by the force of my breathing. When she asked us to give a 
sound to the exhalation I began to hear grunts and moans, small cries and laughs but I 
found myself mute on the subject of my feelings, which as I continued to breathe with 
ever greater effort, grew like a force within me, eventually, lifting my body from the floor 
with its demand for expression until at last I could feel my jaw opened to the greatest 
extent, my mouth forming a silent scream. My entire body was an inexpressible cry for 
mercy and relief, which, when it finally issued from my body was a deafening unedited 
un-attenuated unconscious unlimited passionate scream from the well of my being. “Dear 
god! Please, please, please, have mercy!” Clearly, I’d had enough. Afterwards, we had 
breakfast and for no reason I could say, people began to tell me how transformed I 
appeared to them. I was told that I was the most transformed person at the event. The 
women who glared at me the day before now looked at me like confused little bunnies. 
Honestly, I didn’t feel any different. One of the men who had been rude to me on two 
occasions looked shocked when I greeted him without rancor. 
 
After breakfast, there was a final forum in which Dulcinea expressed gratitude. I saw 
again that I was not heard by Dulcinea and still invisible to her friends. Nothing had 
changed. No matter how gentle and lovable a lion, he cannot sway a herd of deer from 
their reasonable qualms and that is right and good but since you can never trust a lion that 
puts on the airs of a lamb, you are safer with the honest lion than the apparent lamb you 
trust. 
 
The tenets of polyamory are essentially good when they inform a practice of ethical 
communication between intimate partners who want to share intimacy with others. It’s a 
way of negotiating the minefield of territoriality that arises in partnering relationships that 
are based on trust and unconditional love in which fidelity doesn’t mean exclusivity. 
Polyamory seems more important to people in their 30s and 40s than to younger people, 
who tend to be more romantically involved, not to mention older men and women, who 
may need the inspiration of new relationships and zipless fucks to relieve sexual tension. 
The biggest demographic of 30 to 40 year olds is of interest to enterprises seeking to sell 
to this niche. For instance, reality TV producers, media outlets, sacred sexual workshops, 
sexual healing festivals, pujas, tantric festivals and mini-love-ins at alternative venues.  
 
I learned to overcome my silence about sex and to understand and accept my sexuality 
and enable intimacy. Since you can’t approach a woman with your attention on yourself, 
putting myself into ta situation where I had to be self-conscious was counter-intuitive.  



 
“You will develop deep friendships that will inspire and support you for a lifetime.” 
 
I did develop friendships that inspired me and time will tell how long they will support 
me. Since it’s likely I’ll never see most of them again, this statement is exaggeration. A 
core group of them lives their lives on Facebook but the more I learn about them, the 
more I see how differently educated I am from people who don’t recognize the names of 
Dostoevsky, Turgenev, McCullers or anyone not recently featured in a Hollywood biopic 
and who quote Rumi with the same reverence that Billy Graham cites biblical scripture. 
But in the midst of this I did acquire a better appreciation for myself. Do I feel I got what 
I paid for? Not if I paid for experiencing intimate connections with families that have vast 
experience successfully navigating complex polyamorous relationships. And I learned no 
"radical tools and transformative practices to access your full erotic expression" and was 
literally excluded from participating in "an immersive community where we dance, play, 
soak, study, work, eat, sleep and awaken together!" Do I recommend it? It was my first 
orgy. I felt out-of-place. Koolaide, by itself, wouldn't be the same. 


