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1
A PROPOSAL

 “freedom, equality, purpose”
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BABY STAGES

It has often been said that we are at the end of an era.
I feel this is true.
I feel we are in the baby stages of a new civilisation –
but that just as the wise old man is already inside the baby boy,
we’ve already got all we’re going to need. 

There is every sign the new civilisation will be matriarchal...
our porn-addicted, intimacy-inept teenage boys
are being academically outrun by the girls...
even the heroes of the slickest Hollywood adventure films
are trustworthy, authentic, young warrior-leader women.
There is, of course, an inevitability about this –
but I don’t feel it would be good for the Earth.

I feel it would be healthier if Man rose up 
from the shudders of his patriarchal past
and stood in his dignity.
She in hers.
He in his.

Babies dream, 
and from their dreams they create their personalities.
This is the stage we’re at.

This book proposes a way we, as men, can dream together –
a way we can unite in brotherhood
in the cultivation of dignity
for ourselves
for the generations of men to come,
for all people of all genders, 
for all creatures,
and for all of existence...
and co-create a new civilisation.
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I MET THIS OLD HIPPY

I.
To rise up
is also to return down
to the Earth.

II.
I met this old hippy. 
He was in his eighties.
"Was it really such a difficult choice", he asked me,
"between love and war?"
He said he could still feel those times in his bones –
the vitality, the eroticism, the possibility...
"We wanted to make love, not war,
with each other – with life!
We just didn’t know how."

He hummed me Neil Young’s ‘Woodstock’ –
"We’ve got to get ourselves back to the garden."

III.
Perhaps we still don’t know how.
Or perhaps we’re just not being brave enough
to admit we do. 
And do it.

In this book I propose a framework
for uniting in learning together.
And for doing.
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ECOVOLUTION

"Players with huge power and global reach are released from democratic  restraint. This happens
because of a fundamental corruption at the core of politics. In almost every nation, the interests of
economic elites tend to weigh more heavily with governments than those of the electorate."

- George Monbiot

Heartfelt ideas move revolutions, not guns. We don’t need guns to say ‘no’. 

Violence would only be more of the same. 

‘The means are the end’.

So more important than the ‘no’ is the ‘yes’- not what we stand against, but what we
stand for...

But as if pricked by some magic needle – drugged, enchanted – it doesn’t seem to
occur to us that we can stand up.

(Mostly)  we go about  our daily  business  smiling stupidly,  humming to the sweet,
sleepy muzak of faith in our (mostly) emotionally-challenged, intellectually-confined,
physically-constricted, existentially-void ‘civilisation’.

("What do you think of western civilisation?" Gandhi: "…it would be a good idea!")

There is masses of horrific and heartbreaking evidence that we are destroying the
beautiful Earth that feeds us, and gives us water, and gives us air, and that our leaders
are not leading – that they are not uniting us and inspiring us to radically protect the
Earth we love (as they might do, for example, should they want us to “pull together
for the war effort”), but, on the contrary, are lost inside some irrelevant video game
with their corporate sponsors, wheeling and dealing treaties and trade agreements –
utterly irresponsibly accelerating our global civilisation’s suicidal self-consumption.

Despite all of this, we continue, unbelievably, to believe the newspapers are the news,
and that the men and women in black suits have things in hand.

We are bemused. We keep ourselves amused. 
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And it’s not ‘their’ fault. The leaders and the led – we are one. We are as good and as
bad as each other. We are one united, intoxicated, deadly story unfolding.

But you know all this... Like Leonard Cohen sang, "Everybody knows that the boat is
leaking  /  Everybody  knows  that  the  captain  lied  /  Everybody  got  this  broken
feeling / Like their father or their dog just died / Everybody knows". 

You want to say, "no! enough!", but the words come out in a mumble that already
expects defeat. 

And brother, here, in my opinion, is why: because inside every ‘no’ is the ‘yes’ to its
opposite – and the latent ‘yes’ pulsing inside us is a ‘yes’ to a freedom and love we do
not live. In other words: if we were to truly proclaim our opposition to our collective
insanity we would be exposed as the hypocrites we are. 

How can "no!" echo from millions of rooftops when we don’t even know what it
means  to  live,  individually,  in  freedom  and  love  –  or  even  if  we  understand,
intellectually,  when  we  ourselves  don’t  walk  in  freedom  and  love  through  our
everyday lives? We can’t say "no!" because we know we are not living the "yes!"  

This is why it is absolutely crucial we define our ‘yes’. And, then, that we embody it,
that we get to know it from the inside – that we become it. 

We might have a vague conceptual sense of our ‘yes’ – our ‘yes’ to ourselves, to our
individual autonomy and authority  (freedom), our ‘yes’ to equality  (love),  and our
‘yes’ to the beauty and mystery of life on planet Earth – but that is not enough. These
ideas will only become passionately heartfelt enough to be ‘ecovolutionary’ once we
know them in our bones – once we are experiencing them. Only then will we really
know what we stand for. 

To co-create a radically new civilisation we each need to make a radical commitment
to ourselves. All of us, so-called leaders and so-called led – whoever is brave enough
– now needs to stand in front of the mirror of their own birth-to-death journey and
dedicate themselves to learning to live as their ‘yes’.  

Many people have woken up in a relationship, or a job, or a place and said, "What am
I doing here? I don’t have to stay. Why didn’t it ever occur to me that I could leave?"
It’s time to wake up. It’s time to get up. "Oh, can we have a revolution? I didn’t know
that was allowed!" Of course it’s not allowed!
 
But who is not allowing it? Our leaders? Or our fear?
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What are you afraid of, brother? Death? We will anyway both be gone, you and I, in a
fingersnap. 

The time has come for ‘ecovolution’. We need to educate ourselves in living our ‘yes’,
and we need to act. This is a time for legal reform (civil obedience). Definitely. And
this is a time for direct action (civil disobedience). Definitely. But above all, it is a
time (as Leonard Cohen also sang) "For the innermost decision / That we cannot but
obey" – a time for ‘innermost obedience’. 

Although our leaders have access to power in ways most of us don’t, they are also
tied in systemic knots in ways that most of us aren’t. The task upon us all, therefore,
is  the  creation  of  a  new  civilisation  -   –  a  civilisation  not  based  on  fear  and
defendedness from the Earth, from each other, and from ourselves, but a civilisation
of  love  for  the  Earth,  of  love  for  each  other,  and  of  individuals  in  love  with
themselves. But I do not see our leaders sobbing for the land or ocean or sky, so I
don’t believe they can lead us into a loving relationship with the Earth -. And when I
hear  their  speeches  I  do  not  sense  psyches  that  have  been  psychotherapeutically
kneaded into maturity, so I don’t believe they can lead us into becoming a balanced,
centred, kind, respectful global family.

And ‘we’, for the most part, are as dried up, and drugged up, as ‘they’ are. We all need
to make the radical, self-educational commitment to becoming the kind of people
who could populate a  new civilisation.  And in  this  book,  I  will  be proposing an
utterly non-dogmatic, non-hierarchical, unifying, mass-educational programme to do
just  this.  It  is  simple,  straightforward,  honest,  unpretentious  –  and  extremely
powerful. What's more, it gives quick results – which is just as well, given the eco-
emergency we’re in. 

And this programme is not a preparation for action. Action is part of it. It is self-
education, and united, meaningful, creative action is part of the educational process. 

This proposal is addressed to men because (as we will discuss) I believe we as men
need it, just as much we are needed. But I can’t imagine any woman, or anyone of any
gender, who is open minded, open hearted, and open spirited, being anything but
hundred per cent supportive of such an Uprising of Man. 

It is not an exclusive or inward-looking uprising that I am proposing – ‘the men for
the  men’  –  no!  I  am  proposing  an  Uprising  of  Man  in  absolute  equality  and
connection with every other person, animal, tree and insect on this Earth.

You know – we are free! We are free to obey or not. We could stop paying our taxes
tomorrow.  We could become conscientious tax objectors  – in our millions!  I am
saying this to nudge our forgotten freedom awake. We have forgotten that above and
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before being citizens of the state, each of us stands alone beneath the sky, walking
vulnerably towards his own death, a child of the great mystery of existence. 
Imagine such tax objection! What a mass statement! And not just of our personal
authority  and existential  freedom.  It  would  also  be  a  radical,  collective,  symbolic
statement of our equality – that no leader is above us. That we do not have to listen.
That  no one is above us,  or  below us – however big and black the limousine  –
however wealthy,  famous or powerful.  That everyone, however they might define
their gender, is an equal; a sibling. That others only have the right to lead us if we give
it to them. And even then we remain equals. 

We could set up our own governments! We could pay our taxes to them! I don’t even
feel that would be particularly radical right now. I feel we could justifiably, and quite
moderately,  turn  our  backs  on  almost  every  government,  since  they  are  not
addressing the ecological crisis in a way that shows any love of the Earth, nor offering
us any resolute and compassionate guidance as to the sacrifices we all need to make if
we want to protect, and even perhaps someday restore, this most beautiful Earth with
its crazy variety of amazing creatures, and all of its magic and wonder.

It  would  only  seem  radical  because  we’d  be  breaking  the  trance  of  our
disempowerment and disconnection. 

We  need  self-education,  and  ecovolution.  We  need  the  gentlest,  most  peaceful,
respectful, loving revolution the world has ever seen!

It's time to vision anew. Radically anew. Centralised power is held in place by our
belief in it. Do we believe in it? Or are we just afraid?

The  obviousness  of  the  fact  that  we  are  all  one  family  has  somehow  become
obscured. That love should be the guiding force of government sounds ridiculous to
us. For us, ‘government’ and ‘love’ don't go together. Which is ridiculous. They are
two words that should be inseparable. And the fact that they’re not just shows how
sick our civilisation has become. 

The dismissal of such words as idealistic or utopian is black-suited propaganda. It
might be dismissal  inside your own head, but switch it off.  It’s  time for a mega-
redefinition of ‘us’ and ‘them’. I do not say this out of rebelliousness, but out of
responsibility. 
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A MEN’S LIBERATION MOVEMENT 

"You must have a plan. If you don't have a plan, you will become part of somebody else's plan."
                                                                                                - Terrance McKenna

The First Wave Men’s Movement

As I understand it, at the beginning of the twentieth century a first wave women’s
liberation movement focused primarily on equal rights. Midway through the century,
a second wave was going deeper – promoting ‘consciousness raising’ and protesting
sexual  and  workplace  injustices.  By  the  end  of  the  century,  aware  of  its  own
prejudices,  a  third  wave  was  going  deeper  still  –  addressing  the  diversity  of
discrimination  against  women  on  every  continent  by  race,  religion,  sexuality  and
social class. Today, it seems to me, no area of human enquiry or activity has not been
touched by this feminist liberationary impulse.   

There was a first wave men’s movement towards the end of the last century – but it
didn’t  get very  far!  How could the men – the  patriarchal  oppressors,  so recently
deposed... and not-so deposed (still often resistant to complete equality, and still in so
many places  so  pre-feminist)  –  how could they  dare  proclaim a  men’s  liberation
movement?! What did they want to liberate themselves from? Themselves? Was it
some sort of a joke?

It was not, and is not, a joke for me. I don’t care whether you deform a baby’s psyche
by telling it it is less,  or by telling it it is more. It is all violence and systematised
indoctrination. I don’t care whether you twist the mind of a little girl into believing
she should be a sex-object, or contort a little boy’s mind into believing real men are
shameless studs. It’s all child abuse.

But, yes, the men’s movement didn’t get very far... I was there – a young lad in my
thirties and forties :) Many men remain grateful to those times, and I am one. It
birthed heartful  personal  enquiries and worthy projects.  But  in and of  itself,  as a
movement, it seemed to just fizzle out. I wonder if there was too much guilt. Perhaps
there was too much attachment to superiority.  Perhaps it held out no new vision.
Perhaps we were just licking our wounds and sucking on scraps. Whatever the case,
its voice was incomparably more muted than that of the women’s movement.  Its
soulful, therapeutic, mythopoetic wing got ridiculed as ‘tree-hugging’, and the more
activist  masculinist  (men’s  rights)  wing,  –  while  theoretically  in  accord  with  the
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feminist egalitarian agenda (as was the profeminist men’s wing) –  was too bitter and
misogynistic to move the hearts of most men. 

Personally, I believe the lack of a new vision was critical: there was no vision of a
manhood of the future to which to aspire, around which to unite. In fact (and here is
the crux of this book), I feel it is only now, several decades on, that such a vision is
beginning to take shape – as more and more men, like me, have given their years in
apprenticeship  to  woman,  to  man,  to  achievement,  to  life  –  and  got  absolutely
nowhere! As I write this, I laugh with joy and pain! As well as wonderful, it has been
tumultuous and traumatic,  bringing me – to quote Joan Manuel  Serrat,  "verse by
verse, blow by blow" – to real honesty, to facing my life, to facing myself,  to the
unexpected power of humility, to the unexpected freedom of not-knowing, and the
unexpected love of equality. 

In this book I will be trying to articulate the beauty and implications of this gutting
defeat – so that we can enquire together into whether or not we feel there actually is
some sort of collective arrival underway and, therefore, whether or not we are called
to unite – because, well,  that would seem befitting if we are in fact already being
carried along on some kind of collective cultural current.  

And I don’t just mean those men who were moved by that first wave. I mean all of us
-  – older and younger -  – all of us who have been (and are being) tossed about in the
questioning of the more ecologically, therapeutically, and socially sophisticated waters
of the last three or four decades.

Is it happening? Is a second wave swelling? Is it a potential happening – an encoded
pattern  waiting  to  be  spotted?  Well,  my answer  will  be  in  your  response  to  this
proposal  of  a  book.  Clearly,  we  are  needed  –  the  Earth  needs  en  masse,  non-
governmental (and governmental), immediate, united, global protection and ‘healing’
– and I sense an enormous vitality available in the unity of honest men, a vitality that
could serve the world, and also serve us (validating and empowering us as men). 

My own intuition is ‘yes’: an authentic, stereotype-free, dogma-free manhood of the
future is coming into focus, and great numbers of us are already living into it – a
manhood to make our ancestors proud, a manhood to feel proud to pass on to our
sons.

A Second Wave?

In the 80s and 90s we just weren’t ready. But... since then, god knows how many of
us  have  been  swimming  to  shore  through  a  sea  of  self-reflection,  relationship
wrestles,  questions of life purpose, personal development, addictions, self-sabotage

16



and success, dignity and self-betrayal… and gradually, gradually maturing because of,
and despite, ourselves… gradually learning to stand differently in our bodies: letting
the earth take our weight, letting our sexuality vibrate, trusting our tender, fiery hearts
and breathing in the freedom that was always ours.  

In fact, I would say it is only through such personal transformation that we come to
know that, like women, we too have long been dominated and oppressed. We come
out the other side (of our patriarchal conditioning). We snap through some sort of
invisible, ever-present, never noticed, hypnotic membrane. We come to feel how we
haven’t  been.  The  mind  fog  disperses.  We  look  around.  We  become  our  own
authorities. We stand powerfully, vulnerably free. 

We recognise how our spirits have been sterilised by religions – like Christianity and
Scientism (the belief in a billiard ball universe), how our minds have been neutralised
by education in  information rather  than in  amazement,  our  hearts  twisted  up by
generation after generation of insistence on a not-vulnerable manhood, our sexuality
all but castrated by divine monogamy, and our wild, innocent love of the land torn
out from under our feet. 

Above all, we realise we have been terrorised into being ‘masculine’, and that this has
bifurcated our being. We have been split. As if told "you can only use one leg", or,
"you are only allowed to look out of one eye", as little boys we were prohibited from
following the free flow of our inclinations and impulses, and straightjacketed inside a
conceptual  cluster  entitled  ‘masculinity’  that  bound  us  in  sensual  insensitivity,
emotional emptiness, and mental (and physical) rigidity –  leaving us stranded in an
atheistic-or-theistic flatland. Furthermore, this split ‘socialising’ has predisposed us to
harshness, authoritarianism and violence.  

We realise – wearily, angrily, finally – that man, too, has been sacrificed and sucked
dry  by  patriarchal  fear  and  control  –  sacrificed  to  the  production  line,  to  the
economy, to the family, to the army... Masculinised, sterilised, neutralised, twisted-up,
all-but-castrated, torn from the land – we realise that, even as babies, even in the
womb,  our  minds  and  hearts  were  being  trimmed  and  streamlined  towards  the
worldwide, silent and invisible mass sacrifice of man. 

Just as our elders were invisibly sacrificed, they in turn offered us up – placing us,
mostly  lovingly,  into the  stream of  insanity  and suffering  with  such  unconscious
efficiency that by adolescence we were already convinced it was our own choice to
live with minimal feeling, minimal whole body eroticism and minimal trust in the
beauty and wisdom of existence.

Women have been oppressed. Yes. And they have recognised this. I believe feminism
was  the  most  important  evolutionary  phenomenon of  the  twentieth  century.  But
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caught  in  the  crossfire  of  women’s  pain  and  blame,  and  men’s  shame,  of
generalisation (such as this), and clumsy judgement, I believe we have needed time to
retreat honourably, and ask our bodies and hearts what it is that we, as men, feel and
need, and long for – for ourselves.

Of course, the realisation that we, too, have been persecuted by patriarchy in no way
excuses the heartlessness of so much male behaviour. I do not want to shield myself,
or you, my brother, from our collective shame – or personal guilt. Rather, for me, this
realisation  is  an  open  door  inviting  us  deeper  –  deeper  than  our  unconscious
behaviour, deeper than our self-judgement and shame – into inspecting the education
that has shaped us. 

It takes us to the need for re-education. Therefore, I would say that if a second-wave
men’s  liberation  movement  is  in  fact  arising,  it  will  need  to  be  primarily  an
educational  movement  –  one  that  is  continuing  and  consolidating  whatever  self-
enquiry  is  already  underway.  Not  an  academic  educational  movement,  but  a
movement of  self-education through personal  honesty,  brotherhood and (perhaps
above all) the learning that happens in unified purposeful action.   

A Unifying Metafocus

It  seems  most  of  us  are  suspicious  of  flags  and  one-ways  and  hierarchies  and
obedience. And with damn good reason. So if, in this book, I propose an overarching
‘metafocus’  (collective  focus  for  individual  focuses)  for  a  second  wave  men’s
movement, it  cannot be an imposition.  It  will  have to be an encapsulation of an
essence within the many,  seemingly disparate,  focuses that individual men already
hold. And I am going to propose a metafocus. In fact, without one I don’t see how a
movement could cohere. 

The years have sometimes battered my pretensions, sometimes teased them out with
tenderness,  sometimes  with  humour.  And  having  watched  my  brothers  similarly
reincarnate a thousand times – whether they’re into therapy, or creating their own
realities, or permaculture, or Ayahuasca, or corporate reform, or eco-architecture, or
health  foods,  or  social  justice,  or  whatever  –  I  see  us  all  becoming simpler  and
simpler, clearer and clearer... I see a metafocus coming into focus. 

Informed by this, by decades of coaching men and facilitation of men’s groups and
workshops  and,  above  all,  by  the  intuitive  sense  I  have  already  mentioned  of  a
collective male awakening, I want to propose a metafocus for a ‘second wave’ men’s
movement... It might seem disappointingly simple, but, as Bruce Lee would say, it
comes out of a lot of ‘hacking away at the inessentials’. It is this: the valuing of the
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uniqueness of our individual experience (what we’re experiencing, that is – not what
we’ve experienced in the past).

Do  not  underestimate  the  weightiness  of  this  focus,  nor  its  social  and  political
implications. My aim in this book will be to show its depth and breadth from all sorts
of philosophical and psychological angles; to explain its social, ecological and political
consequences, and to shout loud the (r)evolutionary (radical evolutionary) possibility
with which I believe it confronts us; to which I believe it invites us.

More elaborately, by ‘metafocus’ I mean: a ‘reality-focus’ with which we can align our
lives without any loss of personal authority, or sacrifice of existing individual focus,
but through which our individual authority is affirmed and enhanced, and through
which we can experience a sense  of expansion and empowerment by standing in
unity with others who also choose to align with this reality-focus.

Many of us do ‘value the uniqueness of individual experience’. We have felt what it’s
like to stand alongside each other in complete equality – each of us, above all else,
engaged in honest presence to his own, actual,  unique, felt experience. We know,
simple as it might sound, how this creates an atmosphere in which each man can
encounter himself, his aloneness, his freedom, his belonging, his love and his sense of
purpose. 

But I believe that although some of us know this, perhaps more and more deeply at a
personal  level,  we have hardly even sniffed its  explosive,  culturally  transformative
potential. Why not? Because, we haven’t yet lived it together. We might’ve lived it at a
workshop, but we haven’t  lived it in our neighbourhoods.  And again – why not?
Because, by default, we’re running along invisible, rusty tracks laid down by previous
generations, by previous mindsets. This is why we need to lay our own.  

There are many vital,  urgent themes to explore: power and shame, the demise of
monogamy  and  the  lack  of  community,  the  discarding  of  masculinity  and  the
honouring of manhood, purpose and social engagement, and so on... And there are a
million and one ways to do this. But if, as many of us have already realised, all we
have ever had is our own experience, and all we have even now (in this moment), is
our own experience – then it doesn’t make sense to explore anything unless we are
consciously in touch with our experience, and, therefore, able to evaluate everything
in terms of how it’s impacting us. Staying in our own experience, valuing our unique
experience, is, I believe, the natural metafocus, the common holding ground for our
myriad personal and social journeys.

In fact, in my opinion, the metafocus of ‘experiencing our experience’ is at the heart
of every tradition of self-realisation –  the prerequisite  for successful  therapy, the
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ground of all authentic relating, and the big, fat start button for a new wave of radical
social evolution.

The  stumbling  apology  of  so  many  modern  men  is  not  liberation.  Guilt  is  not
enough.  Can  we  go  beyond  our  obsession  with  woman  –  both  our  conceited
intoxication with her submission,  and our sulky bewilderment at  her bold,  proud
vindication? In this end-of-times, beginning-of-times era of planetary devastation and
potential species suicide, can we be courageous enough to co-create metafocused,
global brotherhood?

Can we be courageous enough to turn towards our actual experience – together – to
interest ourselves in ourselves, to face our aloneness/uniqueness, to each be an equal
to  all,  to  open  to  life  and  death  and  face  our  not-knowing?  Can  we  stand  in
brotherhood and remember dignity?

And from this united self-honouring can we honour the women, the men-women,
the women-men, the children, the animals, the birds, the insects, the fish, the earth,
the sea, the sky, the land, knowing that – as Terrance McKenna says – ‘all culture is
provisional’,  that everywhere all-consuming, modern, industrial  culture now stands
where once stood other cultures; that we are free to create anew?
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A NOTE ON SUBJECTIVITY & LANGUAGE

"Is, is, is – the idiocy of the word haunts me. If it were abolished, human thought might begin to
make sense. I don't know what anything ‘is’ – I only know how it seems to me at this moment"

- Robert Anton Wilson

All that follows is The Final Truth. The Truth, finally... 

Only kidding! 

But surely it can’t be ‘just’ my opinion?! I have worked bloody hard for this opinion! I
have  sweated  blood  for  this  opinion!  I  have  wrestled  with  dark  angels  for  this
opinion! 

OK, yes, you’re right – whether it’s ‘just’ an opinion, or a hard-won, sweat-soaked
opinion – it remains a subjective opinion... every word of it!

Why bother to say this? Because the structure of language itself  doesn’t  promote
subjectivity,  and therefore  equality.  Already  in  the  previous  pages,  there  must  be
hundreds  of  instances  in  which  my  absolutely  normal  use  of  language  makes
unintendedly-pompous pretensions to objectivity,  and as such takes a  position of
power-over. But (I consider) it would be (what I consider to be) tedious, and (what I
consider to be) distracting, to try and twist language into (what I would consider to
be) subjective shape, even though I want to speak to you as an equal – subject to
subject, brother to brother. 

And, of course, it is especially important to take note of this if we’re exploring the
metafocus of  staying  in our own (that’s  to  say,  subjective),  experience.  So please
know that I do genuinely feel everything I have written is my subjective opinion, and
that I am intensely interested in finding out whether (if it seems to me) many of us
have arrived, or are arriving, at the same subjective opinion. Because if (it does seem
to me) many of us have, then (for me) that has (in my opinion, what I consider to be)
massive, challenging, and exhilarating implications. And so maybe also for you.
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THE VISION

"An idea that is not dangerous is unworthy of being called an idea at all!"
                                                                                                - Oscar Wilde

I want to present a vision, and a way towards it. It is a vision of men standing up.
Not standing up in conformity – not even in conformity to nonconformity. It is of
men  defying  the  mass-marketed  blanket  of  superficiality,  of  men  asserting  the
wisdom they withhold; of men, unapologetically and unashamedly powerful and free,
standing in solidarity with all that is vulnerable – especially with all that is vulnerable
in  themselves.  It  is  a  vision of  each man – as  himself...  standing naked-of-heart,
letting the world be witness to the deep dignity of his being – a dignity, perhaps,
unfamiliar to him and, therefore, perhaps that he fears. 

Yes, we can be sex-obsessed morons! Yes, we can be emotionally retarded! Yes, we
can  be  brattishly  aggressive.  We can  be  disturbingly  violent.  But,  simultaneously,
disguised  as  fathers  and  plumbers  and  shopkeepers  and  dog  lovers,  in  a  parallel
underground world – to the detriment of the human race – we are also a forgotten,
fractured, beleaguered network of philosophers, scientists, music lovers, adventurers,
designers,  visionaries,  builders,  mystics,  nature  lovers,  creators,  inventors,  artists,
poets, romantics, idealists and innocent brave cowards – listening out, each in their
own way, for a truest note: some half-forgotten, half-remembered note – ‘the voice
of the hidden waterfall’ (T. S. Eliot) – a note of soothing beyond securities that would
sing things into sense, that would comfort the heart with recognition. 

This  book is a personal  and political,  philosophical and poetic invitation to listen
together.  It  is  an invitation to come out  of  secrecy and trepidation – together  –
carried by honesty.  No pretensions.  No power trips.  No persuading, no enlisting.
Rather, an invitation to be utterly honest,  together – to stand in honesty, then be
honest about that level of honesty, then fall through to a yet more naked honesty –
deeper  and deeper  and deeper  into our own experience  -  loving ideas yet  letting
ourselves be carried beyond the safety of ideas, loving our emotional patternings yet
opening beyond our patterns,  and loving our fragile  identities while  also standing
face-to-face with the wondrous mystery of the unknown – the unknown moment, the
unknown  me,  the  unknown  you,  our  unknown  togetherness,  our  unknown
belonging... To not abandon our actual experience and come, perhaps, to live in the
satisfaction of self-acceptance, together – loving ourselves and letting ourselves be
loved – re-imagining ourselves and perhaps redeeming the discredited image of man.
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A Vision for Men

This honesty-driven, self-educational invitation is a way we, as men, can unite and
arise through the dumbing down indoctrination we have inherited into our minds and
blood. This stripped-down commitment to deepening honesty takes us straight to
ourselves. It takes us to where we already are, it takes us nowhere, and it takes us
everywhere. Through steadiness in honesty we meet the unknown. There we meet
our aloneness. We meet our uniqueness. And, welcoming our grief and fear, we meet
a sense of belonging and a new lightness of being. We meet purpose. Life comes alive
again. Meaning reveals itself everywhere: meaning with a capital M. 

Then,  there,  in  that  re-lit  world,  having  taken  myself  seriously  again  –  feeling
activated, invigorated  – I experience my whole life as my private conversation with
time, with death, with destiny and mystery and meaning. And I see you, brother –
alone in your own life conversation – struggling in your own wombs and tombs, as I
do in mine – sometimes surrendering through the pain with grace, sometimes seeking
relief – like me. I see you and I see myself, and into the space between us, comes
deep, fraternal love.

Why is this adventure of honesty specifically a  way for twenty-first  century man?
Because  in  aloneness-in-the-unknown we  meet  freedom,  and  in  freedom there  is
power – the true power of which macho power was a ridiculous reproduction. And
thus the (thankfully) feminist-induced impasse of twentieth-century man reopens. We
find  a  way  through  to  being  powerful  men  without  reverting  to  patriarchal
oppressiveness. We open a necessary new chapter on men and power.

And another reason: because in aloneness-in-the-unknown we meet freedom, and in
freedom we  are  also  naked and exposed and  vulnerable.  Thus  we come to  feel,
directly, how our vulnerability is not the opposite of our power, but its texture. Not
unmanly weakness, but the very beauty of our power. The proof of our power. And
therefore,  once  again,  the  feminist-induced  impasse  of  twentieth-century  man
reopens.  We  find  a  way  through  to  becoming  vulnerable,  receptive,  loving  men
without sacrificing our power and becoming anti-patriarchal, always-gentle men. 
We open a necessary new chapter on men and love.

A Viral Proliferation Of Brotherhoods

My  vision  is  of  a  viral  proliferation  of  brotherhoods.  Each  brotherhood  a
brotherhood of men of honesty, of men who feel the most honest thing they can say
is that they don't know who they are, or why they are alive, or what it even means to
exist. If each brotherhood had a flag it would say ‘we don't know’!
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You might say we’d be following ‘the path’ of not-knowing, except that it wouldn’t
be  a  path  because  to  have  a  path  means  to  have  a  destination,  and  to  have  a
destination means to know the meaning of life, which would not be our claim. Our
interest would be in living in not-knowing, in the unknown, in the great mystery.

In my vision, some brotherhoods might be more focussed on self-education, some
more on a specific purpose, some on both. Again and again I have seen purpose
bond and energise groups of men. I have seen men thrive on it. I have seen shared
purpose  elicit  determination,  incredible  generosity,  happiness  and  self-worth.  We
need it,  and –  in  these  times of  disintegrating  ice  caps,  islands of  plastic,  freak
weather,  accelerated  species  extinction,  devouring  consumerism,  manipulated
genocides and politicians sold to politics – we are needed. 

By  purpose  I  mean  ‘creative  action  charged  by  meaning’.  So,  in  this  sense,
brotherhoods united in purpose would join, or create, a project or endeavour that
had  meaning  for  them.  The  specific  creative  action  of  each  brotherhood  would
depend upon its interests and pool of knowledge. And the sense of meaningful unity
would come not only from the worthiness of its ‘cause’ but from pursuing a course of
action together in an atmosphere of closeness, respect and dignity. 

Living in not-knowing is not an intellectual exercise. It takes courage to face life full-
on – to stand alone, to stand with everyone, to let not-knowing open you to your
complete and utter freedom, to be your own one-and-only authority, to stand below
no man, to wield the gentlest of power, to laugh and dance and play like a child in a
magic garden, to love yourself unconditionally and, therefore, to love everyone: every
creature, every tree, fish,  insect and blade of grass.  It  is  not easy, and it  is  not a
common commitment to share, but travelling together in this way invigorates us. It is
the kiss of  life for the withered self-worth of modern man.

Some brotherhoods meeting for structured self-education, others to just hang out,
others to plan or implement creative action – meanwhile all supporting each other in
living in not-knowing – all of this, I am proposing, could return us to our collective
dignity: the dignity of traveling alone, together, and for the benefit of all.

I  don’t have the slightest intention of trying to structure this proliferation. In my
vision it is centreless and leaderless. I imagine it as a spontaneous, co-creative arising,
sustained by individual commitment and initiative. 

I am constantly astonished by our creativity, even if it is so often prostituted to ego (I
know that's a bit harsh, but hey), so I literally mean it when I say I cannot imagine the
creative  process  that  a  viral  proliferation  of  this  nature  would instigate.  I  cannot
imagine  what would happen on this  planet if  as  men we united our creativity  in
service of freedom, power and love in service of the Eart
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About this Book

This book visits and revisits its central theme of ‘staying in our own experience’, or
‘living in the unknown’, looking at it from various angles and revealing (I hope) that it
is  not  some  random,  flimsy,  new  age  proposition,  but  that  it  stands  on  solid,
intelligent, philosophical and sociological ground.

In a collage of prose and prose-poetry – sometimes more rationally, sometimes more
emotionally, sometimes more existentially – I will be looking at its epistemological,
theological, philosophical and psychological foundations, as well as its implications
for gender theory, cultural evolution and politics. 

I am not an academic, and nor do you need to be one to come on this grand tour
with me. My intention is to impart confidence, to inspire, and to show that ‘staying in
our own experience’ is not just one among many worthy candidates as a focus for a
new men’s  movement,  but that  it  is  the  natural,  emergent,  kickass  choice  for  an
ecovolutionary metafocus!

In  the  later  sections  of  this  book  I  turn  my  attention  to  gender,  sexuality  and
relationships, and to how living in not-knowing could pave a way through today's
post-monogamous landscape.

We cannot live our whole lives alone. In the film Castaway I found it fascinating just
how heart wrenchingly real Tom Hank’s love for Wilson (the volleyball) was – how
primal the need to love and be loved. 

At the same time, living in not-knowing takes us to our aloneness.  We realise that all
we  have  is  our  own  experience,  ever.  And  that  we  are  alone  experiencing  our
experience. Nobody else is experiencing it with us –  not as we are experiencing it. 

Another word for alone is unique. I am alone. I am unique. I know this would be
corroborated by fingerprints and so on, but I mean it in a more experiential sense, as
a felt-sense of one's own uniqueness – a sense that somehow resonates with one's
aloneness. 

In sociological terms we could say that once aware of ourselves as unique individuals,
we become aware that we ourselves are the basic building blocks of society. And in
the freedom of our not-knowing, each in his unique authority – having reclaimed our
right to sexual (as well as emotional, intellectual, etc.) self-expression – we realise we
are responsible for who we live with and how we choose to live together. There is no
absolute norm. We realise it's up to us who we want to be our Wilsons! :) In this way,
living in not-knowing also leads to the reshaping of society.
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Perhaps the most fundamental way in which living in not-knowing leads to social
reformation is that it unfolds as a particular way of relating. One way of putting it
would be  that  it's  about  being interested  in  one's  own experience  of  being with
another, rather than being dazzled by the other, or the shared situation. This leads, in
its fullness, to both people remaining a hundred per cent interested in themselves,
while at the same time not resisting in any way the impact of the other.  It  is,  of
course, a delight to meet all sorts of people in this way! This way of relating, that I
call  ‘honest  relating’,  takes  us  beyond  the  couples  culture,  beyond  the  currently
fragmenting monogamous ideal, into the shared search for new social structures.  

In  the  end  notes  on  Self-Education  I  summarise  the  basic  ‘maps’  that  I  use  to
navigate experience – to navigate the unknown. Two of the main maps I find helpful
are The Four Modes of Experience and The Contraction/Expansion Axis. The Four
Modes of Experience map is a division of our experiencing into four modes – the
existential, the rational, the emotional, and the physical. I don't think they are ‘the’
modes. They are not even a hypothesis (that reality ‘has’ four modes). They are just
an aid to observation of our experience. In reality, I feel they (and perhaps endless
other modes) are all constantly interweaving. But I feel that dividing experience up
into  these  four  modes  is  extremely  helpful  for  tracking  our  experience  and  for
understanding how we experience, and how we don’t.

On top of this  map of the  four modes I  then place a  second aid  – the  idea of
contraction  and  expansion.  They  combine  to  give  us  a  more  3D  map  of  our
experiencing: not only do we fluctuate between, say, more rational and emotional
modes of experience, but our thinking and feeling are also happening at different
diametres of expansion: sometimes we feel held-in, resentful, closed, and sometimes
we feel delight, we are open and available.

For example, in the physical mode the extremes of this would be a tight-muscled,
stiff  body  in  pulled-back,  thin-eyed,  mistrusting  resistance  to  everyone  and
everything, while – at the other extreme –  feeling one’s body to be scrumptiously
melted, like a milk-drunk baby upon its mother's bosom, with that mother being all
of life.

In the same end note, I suggest various activities to develop strong staying-in-our-
own-experience muscles,  to open up the different modes (to become available to
fuller experience), to become more centred in each mode (to not be so constricted by
contraction), and to be able to relate to others honouring both our own experience
and theirs. 

I am not attached to any of these maps or suggestions – as if they were chiselled in
holy stone. I invite you to use them as you wish, refine them, evolve them, or discard
them, if need be.
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Living It, Individually

For me, viral implies immediacy; even urgency. But, simultaneously, my vision is of a
multi-generational educational endeavour; of us getting as far as we can, our sons
going  further,  their  sons...  All  of  us  educating  ourselves  in  honesty,  uniqueness,
brotherhood, purpose... Another ‘definition’ of purpose would be: the expression of
our uniqueness in service of life. By ‘brotherhood’ I mean the loving resonance that
arises automatically between points of honesty. And by ‘honesty’ I mean existential
honesty, honesty-to-self. I don’t mean moral honesty – it would be presumptuous of
me, to say the least –  as well as rather unworldly –  to suggest ‘we all need to tell
everyone everything’. No – I mean admitting to ourselves what we know and don’t
know, how we judge, what we sense, how we feel, what we intuit, and how we behave
– whether or not the sum total of all this is or isn’t the person we might wish to be.

Practically,  this means each man opening to his moment-to-moment experience –
each  of  us  the  experiencer  of  his  experience,  while  remaining  open  to  others,
themselves the experiencers of their experience – with nobody on Earth either better
or worse (uniques are incomparable), and, because our experience is all we have (ever
have had, and perhaps ever will have) – staying in it! 

This requires dedication. Perhaps you’re already dedicated, perhaps you’ve been half-
hearted, perhaps you’re just beginning to turn towards yourself. Wherever each of us
is, the self-management of our flow through the various modes of our experience is
never-ending. Through the lens of honesty I admit, for example, that I have become
obsessed  with another’s  experience  – a  puppet,  enlivened by  their  approvals  and
thrown to the floor by their judgements. I realise I have prioritised their experience of
me over my experience of myself. I shift my focus back to looking out from my own
eyes.

Slowly, slowly I come to live more and more consistently as the experiencer, and to
meet  in  love,  experiencer  to  experiencer,  with  my brothers  and sisters.  I  am the
brother of everyone. On nobody’s side (not partisan). On everybody’s side (a well-
wisher of everyone). I give myself permission to experience it all – from the black and
white, grey life promoted both by consumer obedience and religious obedience, to
the wonder of the unknown. I let myself retreat, and I let myself advance. Sometimes
I tend inwards, sometimes I come out and offer my talents and skills for the welfare
of all.

Rather than squandering our lifetimes in efforts to control, impress or please others
(who themselves are squandering their own lifetimes), and wasting our time serving
implanted  mass-cultural  values  (certain  they’re  our  own),  let’s  co-create  a  global
energy  field  to  sustain  us  as  men  in  being  ourselves.  Oscar  Wilde  quipped  "be
yourself, everyone else is already taken!” Indeed. But it is more complex than that.
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Until we fall in honesty back to ourselves, we believe we are who our culture has told
us we are – and that is a very limited and lopsided self-image! We are being ourselves,
we say, as we ‘voluntarily’ slave away our years in conformity to, and in service of,
consumerist and/or religious mindsets that are not only superficial and disassociated
from the timeless magic of the moment, but which keep the human race locked in
fear, division and self-destruction. Be ourselves, yes. But what does that mean? 

Feminism  blasted  macho  male  identity.  A  century-or-so  later,  can  we  respond
unexpectedly – not in honour of woman whom we have dishonoured, but in honour
of ourselves? Can we meet woman as she re-gathers her self-worth with our own?
Can we honour her not from apology, but from dignity? 

And how shall we act, and how shall we speak, as we guide our sons, grandsons and
great-grandsons in their quests to discover what it is to be a man? 

The unity of such a proliferation of brotherhoods of men of gentle dignity could
reform the social, commercial, political, religious and military institutions that, as we
speak, grip our balls and keep us out of ourselves – hypnotised by porn and wages
and football and messiahs... while shamelessly transforming this mystic planet into a
factory  backyard.  Such  a  brotherhood  could  work  within  and  without  these
institutions  to  shape  a  new,  unprecedented,  post-patriarchal,  post-feminist  world
culture. That would take real balls. 

It takes balls to really love. 

We need a unifying vision. But it must be one of utter equality, and absolutely no
bullshit. 

28



2
BECOMING THE

CHANGE

”value your experience. 
what else do you have?”
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THE EXPERIENCE OF EQUALITY

"Before you judge a man, walk a mile in his shoes. After that, who cares? He’s a mile away and
you’ve got his shoes!"

                                                                                         - Billy Connolly

I hope you enjoyed the quote! In this next piece I use phrases like ‘equality is not a
concept’ and ‘the experience of equality’ to wobble you a bit – to invite you to re-
evaluate the word, to ask, "Well, what is equality then?"

This is not a sentimental piece. It  confronts you as the reader quite starkly: "you
might  have  spoken  about  equality,  you might  say  you want  to  live  in  equality,  a
society of equals, etc. – but are you capable of meeting another in equality? To do this
you have to have found your aloneness  – and to have found your aloneness, you
have  to  have  ‘released  everyone  from  you’,  from  your  ‘manipulation’  and
‘entrapment’ of them, and you have to have dropped into ‘a greater safety’. So there’s
a challenge here, to us all – whether we feel moved to engage in social/political action
or not. 

There is a sprinkling of imagery contrasting nature (‘this green and blue and brown
planet’) and modern, urban society (‘an office block, off the ground, somewhere’)
because living in ‘the experience of equality’ is inseparable from a loving, embedded
relationship with the Earth.

As  I  have  said,  by  ‘(r)evolution’  I  mean  ‘radical  evolution’  –  evolution  with  a
revolutionary edge. I am not a great fan of overthrowing existentially and emotionally
disassociated  governments  with  existentially  and  emotionally  disassociated
governments. I believe, in general, in evolution. But I also want that ‘r’ in there. It’s
not just ‘reform’ we need.

Billy Connolly also said, "don’t vote, it just encourages them!", which also amused
me. I would vote for anyone capable of crying tears of joy – and apology – on finally
realising that every other person’s life is as important to that person as their own life
is to them. That’s equality. Well, the beginning of equality.

So with my brothers, my sisters, the very old, the very young – today, now – let me
practice living in equality. Let me see where I struggle. And let me educate myself.
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Otherwise what on Earth am I talking about when I say I stand for equality?

The Experience Of Equality

I.
Equality has been predicated
as a revolutionary concept.

But equality is not a concept,
it is an experience.
Equality as a social or political construct,
or even as a religious tenet,
is just a sketch of water.
What it is to drink, or bathe,
we can never know
from a sketch. 

There is nothing more profound 
on this green and blue and brown planet
than the experience of equality.

Prior to this,
I look down upon others
as the cast in the film of my life –
supporting characters, extras –
or I look down upon myself
as an extra in films starring others –
(or perhaps I live in a hazy mix 
of belittling and aggrandising).

II.
The power of equality is only released
when two alonenesses meet.
To approach equality
I must first stand alone.

To stand alone I must let everyone go.
I must release them.
I must release them from me.
I must let them be free to be 
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as they wish.

Then I can meet others
one-to-one.
Until then I don’t even know 
who is and who isn’t
capable of equality...
Until I stand alone I cannot see 
how alone you stand.

But I can only release others
from the parts I needed them to play for me
once the safety that entrapment gave me
has been replaced
by a greater safety.

The safety greater than the safety 
provided by the manipulation of others
is the safety felt having found how I fit –
how my body fits
inside the ecosystem,
how my heart fits
inside the ancestral heart, 
how my mind fits
inside the racial mind,
how my awareness fits 
inside the silence.

(I might need education –
and I might need your help –
to let go
into such safety.) 

From this greater safety comes 
the capacity for aloneness.
From aloneness comes
the capacity for equality.
From equality comes love.
 

III.
(R)evolutionary, grassroots movements for equality: 
yes, yes, yes!

32



But,  
simultaneously –
let us continue
to educate ourselves  
in the experience of equality.

Otherwise we are in an office block,
off the ground,
somewhere,
exchanging sketches
of (r)evolutions.

The (r)evolution is underway 
every time I see your aloneness
from mine,
every time I see the vulnerability of your aloneness
from mine,
every time I see your bittersweet letting go
from mine,
every time we look upon each other
and cry
because we see
we can’t help each other
(although we do) 
and because 
we need each other,
and we admire each other –
and because 
we see each other’s beauty.
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THE DIGNITY OF MAN

“Keep me away from the wisdom which does not cry, the philosophy which does not laugh, and the
greatness which does not bow before children.”

- Kahlil Gibran

What Is Dignity?

Above all, for me, a second wave men’s movement would stand for the recovery of
the dignity of man. By ‘dignity’ I do not mean chin up. I do not mean pride. For me it
is not about greatness. That’s why I often talk about a ‘humble dignity’, or a ‘gentle
dignity’. 

I see your dignity when you are congruent with your experience, when you speak
your experience honestly – whether with passion or pain or both – when you blame
no one, nor use anyone, when you can feel the words of others yet give the last word
to yourself;  when, as Rudyard Kipling says, "you can trust yourself when all  men
doubt you, but make allowance for their doubting too".

I remember once watching a group of teenaged boys leave the cinema after watching
Lord of the Rings. They were walking slower than usual. Each young man seemed in-
himself – as if humbled – as if he’d heard the half-forgotten note, as if remembering
dignity.  

And then, there they were again, out on the street, that note abruptly inaudible – as if
switched off – comfortable in the familiar amnesia. The goal of life, once again,  fun-
fun-fun... 

For them, for any of us, I see little cultural access to dignity. And without the cultural
mirror of dignity, how do I see it in myself?  

Painting in big strokes: modern, planet-ravaging, self-excusing, ‘western’ man (that’s
me! Is that you?) is in a mixed state of post-feminist shock, shame and confusion,
persistent pre-feminist denial, hardness and arrogance, and desperate (though mostly
unconscious)  unrequited longing.  He is  not  in-himself,  not  familiar  with his  own
experience, not faithful to his own experience. He is out-of-himself, and therefore
unstable and inauthentic. 
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It is then inevitable: we offer ourselves the cultural mirror of an undignified manhood
– and that is the image the generations grow into.

The Recovery Of Dignity

A  man  recovers  his  dignity  by  recognising,  feeling  and  living  in  freedom.  By
‘freedom’ I do not mean ‘freedom-from’, as in, for example, ‘I am free-from a habit"
(relative freedom). I mean ‘a sense of belonging to everything’ – because in belonging
to everything there is nothing outside of oneself  from which to be free (absolute
freedom).

This  ‘sense of  belonging’  is  the  ‘greater  safety’  I  refer  to  in  ‘The Experience Of
Equality’.  Although I  don’t  name the four  modes in  that piece,  I talk  about  our
bodies belonging to the ecosystem (in the physical mode), our hearts belonging to the
ancestral heart (in the emotional mode), our minds belonging to the racial mind (in
the rational mode), and our awareness belonging to ‘the silence’ that underlies, and is
therefore the ground of, all sound (in the existential mode).

I am not saying that we ‘have to be’ continually feeling this sense of freedom-in-
belonging in order to find our dignity. That would not only be another conceptual
perfectionism, another teleology – creating a split in the psyche between the good
bits of me (the belonging bits) to be encouraged and the bad bits of me (the lonely,
disconnected, don’t-feel-they-belong bits) to be overcome.

But the more we stay in our own experience, the more we come to know our way
around it. Increasingly, we accept our experience. We accept ourselves – as we are, in
our experience, in any specific moment – all of ourselves: from the more contracted
sense of self to the more expanded sense of self. And we get to know the road blocks
– the places where (in whichever mode) we balk at expansion. And this staying and
staying, and staying, gives way to dignity.

For example: at one end of my contraction/expansion axis within the rational mode,
there is a me who thinks this book is a completely original piece of work – I am its
origin, nobody else. At the other end of the axis there is a me who believes that my
very capacity to think arises from millions of years of my race’s evolution of that
capacity,  and that  the  content of  my thought (whatever  original  touches it  might
have), is an eddy within the thought-currents of the generations, as well as within the
living mind of the modern world. I am not always, in every moment, experiencing my
belonging to millions of years, or even centuries, of human evolution of the rational –
but, because I have opened up that mode, and because I can move about it with ease,
the  sense  of  freedom-in-belonging  (to  the  racial  mind)  is  known to  me.  It  rests
somewhere inside me – and whether I like it or not, it informs everything.
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Dignity is,  therefore,  not  an intellectual  matter,  nor even an emotional  one.  It  is
cultivated  by  staying  in  one’s  own  experience,  becoming  familiar  with  one’s
experience  (and  what  bumps  one  out  of  it),  expanding  the  parameters  of  one’s
experience,  having  the  courage  to  speak  from  one’s  experience,  and  acting  in
consequence with one’s experience. 

In staying in one’s own experience one ‘belongs to everything’ (therefore freedom,
therefore dignity),  because (as far as I can see) we can’t ever experience anything
outside our experience. As soon as we experience something, it’s within it. So for
each of us, there is nothing outside of our experience. Therefore, our experience is
everything, and in staying in our own experience we are in-everything – we are in the
freedom of ‘belonging to everything’. And dignity is the word I like to use to describe
the expression of that. Dignity is what staying in our own experience feels like.

36



BROTHER!

“If you're going to try, go all the way. Otherwise, don't even start. This could mean losing girlfriends,
wives, relatives and maybe even your mind.... If you're going to try, go all the way. There is no other
feeling like that. You will be alone with the gods, and the nights will flame with fire. You will ride
life straight to perfect laughter. It's the only good fight there is.”

― Charles Bukowski

In this piece I attempt to create a personal encounter between us – you and me. I
invite  you  to  breathe  consciously,  to  call  yourself  into  presentness  to  your  own
experience wherever you might be, while I, at my end, do the same – so that we can
meet in full respect of each other’s uniqueness, as brothers, in deep and dignified
equality. 

I  then introduce a visualisation,  an imagining:  that we are surrounded by endless
concentric circles of men of all races, skin-colours, ages, and so on – what we might
call ‘the brotherhood of all men’. And I invite us to extend the experience of our one-
to-one connection to include them all. This, again, is intended as experiential – as an
opportunity to experience a sense of unified brotherhood not borne of a common
flag, or the beliefs we were fed when we were babies but, on the contrary, a sense of
the brotherhood that emerges when everything except the actuality of our unique
personal experience is stripped away – the brotherhood that is there when all the
posturing and pretending has been dropped, when we all just cut the crap and enter
intrepid honesty. This middle section is about not being held back by our low self-
worth, or the low opinion of other men that we might have internalised – and about
opening to a sense of how it might feel to meet in respect as sovereign individuals,
trusting enough to stand in our aloneness, and powerful enough to depend on each
other.

Finally,  I  begin  to  intimate  the  immense  political  power  latent  in  such  a  global
brotherhood. And I really mean this – I sense a volcanic power, untapped, available...
If we remain, each one of us, open to our unique experience, to not-knowing, and
stay bonded in respect for each other’s  unique experience – then we will  not be
persuaded by propaganda that aims to divide us. We will stand in brotherhood, and
we will not be turned against each other. We will not be divided! We will not fight our
brothers (or sisters, or anyone). Whether we have been conditioned into a Muslim or
Christian or Secular or Whatever culture, we will prioritise honesty and equality over
our local mindsets, and rise up, united in dignity – each man president and king of
himself, a nation of one – an equal under the sky, and in the eyes of the trees, to any
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other man on Earth – united with every other man – "every man a brother" – and
over and above any more superficial affiliations to local ideas or interests, thus having
the  potential  of  acting  unimaginably  impactfully  in  global  brotherhood  for  the
protection of the entire planet.

I.
The Call To Meet

Brother, 
are you open 
to your non-stop experiencing
right now?
I want to meet
your most dignified you –
the one who has chosen himself
over all others, 
and thus chosen us all –
the devotee of honesty –
the one who does not hit back
or submit
to silence the pain,
or the possibility of the pain,
of being found out to be 
just an actor
playing the part of you.

Don’t worry, brother –
I am on your side.
I have been wandering the set at all hours –
incoherent, naked, drunk –
and nobody’s bothered…
they assume I am part of the plot!

Don’t worry, brother –
I too am a salesman of me.
I don’t judge our salesmen –
I find them hilarious,
and tragic,
and beautiful...
and I am torn through
by their unconsciousness 
of their hunger for love.
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So let us set armchairs around the hearth,
and get hot food and drink and be kind
to everyone
within us –
and let us meet 
as the ones we would want to be 
at the hour of death:
as men who have loved themselves softly.

Brother –
I want to meet
your most dignified you.
To every other you I say – 
stay away!
To the trauma boys,
to the numb ones,
to the ones who battle on,
to the ones adrift in grief,
to the ones who smile all day –
to all of them I say –
stay out of me!
Stay away!
Stay out of me with your sweet praise, 
and stay out of me with your cynicism.
You put others up, 
and put others down –
but not me, 
not now. 
Brother –
please, 
no bullshit!
You can say no.
But if you want to meet me,
I only want to meet
you experiencing you.

I don’t mean always –
I mean now.
I honour everyone at your hearth –
I honour the needy, the sick, the wicked, the mad –
as I honour them in me –
and when sometimes they need you 

39



to become them –
I honour that too.
But now I am calling
from not-knowing to not-knowing,
from anywhere-land to anywhere-land,
uniqueness to uniqueness,
experience to experience,
terror to terror,
joy to joy...
Let each of us stay in-himself,
and let us meet as equals.

II.
The Meeting (1)

Please, take a moment...
Breath...
Feel the air around you,
the atmosphere.
Breath and feel until
you could be anywhere.
That’s when we’re here!

Exhale through your every muscle and bone...
Feel your feet, your balls, your belly, your frown...
Exhale through your skin...
Let emotion move through you –
let it have its way...
Be a tree in a breeze,
sensing every leaf...
Breathe and feel until
your full weight lands
here, in anywhere-land. 

Then listen again –
and hear.
Let the air find the sky,
and the sky find the black space 
that watches over the stars.
Hear the sound under sound...

Must oneness be the right of mystics?
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When will it be science?
If there was nothing to see 
would we have eyes?!
Which came first:
the seeing or the seen?!
If there was no music or thunder or silence 
would we have ears?!
I don’t need a cave and rags –
I have my living room and TV!

Brother –
did we create ourselves?
Did we create this place?
Are we not (you and I),
are we not (we, the human race) –
pretending we haven’t noticed 
our situation is just a trifle odd?! 
So cavalier we are –
so nonchalant, so accomplished
in our pretending –
so convinced we are 
who we say we are –
who it says we are 
on our passports and credit cards
and certificates of birth –
that we create a two-way hypnosis
convincing us both
we know what’s going on... 

But brother –
your willingness to not-know
soothes my trembling –
your willingness to feel
emboldens me to risk
feeling where I am...
We are beginning to meet...

Breathing together,
breathing, breathing –
you and I –
not-knowing, not-knowing –
you and I –
both sucked down to Earth,
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both yanked up to the stars –
you and I
finally find each other...
Finally –
we meet!!!
Thank fucking Christ!
(Apologies, believers.)
But thank fucking Hallelu!
What a fucking relief!
I cry, I cry, I cry...

III.
The Meeting (2)

Here,
amidst the dancing and the horror,
here, 
in this a-trifle-odd anywhere-land,
let us smile the smile 
that refuses to be smiled,
the confessional smile,
the I-don’t-know-if-this-is-the-end-or-the-beginning smile –
the smile that illumines
our ridiculousness –
the smile that makes us 
brothers...

brothers to each other –
to all men –
to every sister –
to... well... no disrespect intended, 
but I really don’t care
how you define your gender –
I am still your brother.
I am still your brother.

And here,
here in this kaleidoscopic, holographic, symphonic everywhere,  
simultaneously,
perhaps paradoxically,
I invite you
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to appreciate this miniscule moment of yours –
to appreciate yourself –
to give thanks to the many people
you’ve had to be
to get here –
to be able to be naked,
to be able to smile,
to be able to apologise,
to be able to weep...

Meanwhile, here, I, 
in this moment of mine, 
am appreciating my own roadshow –
the towns I’ve toured,
the characters I’ve created, 
the ovations, the walk outs,
the elation, the depression,
the powders, the pills, the smoke,
the sex, the love, the quest, the pain,
the boredom and the keeping going –
I see it all.
I see me –
as you see you...

We look upon each other –
these written words, somehow, mystically, uniting us –
without any pretence 
to know why – 
without any pretence
to know how –
each allowing the other to be 
the mystery he is – 
the curious creature he is –
the frightened and courageous,
innocent and corrupt,
undefeated creature he is...

You in awe of us both,
me in awe of us both –
how could we not intuit
similarity –
sameness, even…
yet, who knows…
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Each a mystery to the other.
Each a mystery to himself.

And because respecting is easier
for the masculinised man
than being-respected –
than letting respect in –
let’s not only respect each other,
but let’s both let ourselves 
be-looked-upon with respect...
Let’s both be humbled
by receiving.

Yes, we meet via words –
not eye to eye –
and yes, these words were written in the past,
and yes, we could be continents apart –
but deeper than seeing,
and deeper than time and place,
I look at you, brother,
I look at you directly,
whoever you are...
(it makes no difference to me) –
and I respect you...

Whatever you’re doing,
whatever you have done,
(maybe it was OK, maybe not – 
I don’t know.... big debate) –
whatever you’re feeling,
whatever you have felt,
(even if you wished you weren’t,
or never had) – 
it makes no difference to me...
I see the mystery of you – 
I see the mystery expressed as you,
I see the mystery expressing through you still,
and I trust
your determination and your stumbling,
your kindness and your impatience,
your loss, your regret, your aching, your hope...
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I trust the universal unfolding.
We are it,
and it is us.
I trust it because I trust the spring, 
because I trust trees,
and I trust the sunset.
I trust it because I trust the way fish swim,
and the way birds sing.
I trust it because I trust lust,
and I trust despair,
and I trust the humbling of the years.
For all of these reasonless reasons, 
and a hundred thousand more –
I trust you. 
 
And if, 
through these words, 
you receive my respect –
I imagine you might feel grateful –
because when I allow myself to stop
the pushing and the proving, 
and be respected –
not for what I have done,
not for what I have made of myself,
but for what I am made of –
I hear myself say 
"thank you, 
thank you, 
thank you –
sometimes I forget".
 
Here, now, 
beyond here and now, 
outbreath by outbreath,
in each other’s mirror,
in seeing and being seen – 
our face muscles relaxing,
our shoulders and chests relaxing,
our stomachs relaxing,
our cocks and balls relaxing – 
let’s let our bodies recall
how dignity feels.
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How did we ever confuse it
with the effort of self-inflation?!
Dignity is effortless –
like a baby 
letting itself 
be loved.
Effortless, 
yet immoveable –
monumental.

This is the gift of brothers:
my honesty and courage enflaming yours,
your honesty and courage enflaming mine –
enflaming us until 
we get the guts to really look,
and to really let ourselves 
be-looked-upon...
each man committed to himself –
neither reaching to save, 
nor seeking salvation –
each self-responsible,
each in his own experience,
at rest in his aloneness,
strong and soft 
in his belonging –
slowly, slowly, letting himself stretch – 
like a cat in the sun –
inside the deliciousness
of intimacy with the unknown.

Honoured and honouring,
we open to a same-sex love
that is not homosexual
(though it might be).
We open to a love for each other
because in each other we see 
the reflection of our own innocence and beauty
and lostness and degradation.
It is and isn’t personal:
we see each other, 
we see ourselves,
we see everyone –
especially, 
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we see all men.

This resonance, vibrating, somehow, 
between us –
between aloneness and aloneness,
between belonging and belonging –
this is the gift of brothers –
the gift of self-remembering,
and gift of self-forgiveness.

And even within such presence and peace,
your mind repeats (yet again)
that you are not-good-enough,
unworthy-of-respect, 
undeserving-of-love –
and mine the same –
and you judge me, 
and I judge you –
and fear paces the hallway...

So let’s look upon each other 
with a gentle wisdom:
accepting each other’s dignity
and also each other’s pettiness –
each other’s power,
and each other’s fragility,
each other’s freedom
and each other’s neediness...

Let’s let the body be energised,
the heart opened,
the mind inspired,
and awareness awoken
as we see and are seen –
potent, passionate,
frustrated, exhausted...
Let us see and be seen
in all of our (as we judge it) imperfection:
each of us not, therefore, something less, 
but something living –
each of us 
mystery itself – 
expressing as forgetting,
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expressing as remembering...

IV.
Meeting All Men

Anchored by our breathing, 
here,
in the infinitely unlikeliness
of anywhere-land –
grateful for each other...
I now invite us to imagine ourselves surrounded 
by uncountable concentric circles of men 
of all shapes and colours and ages –
each one an unimaginable life,
a uniquely kicked and caressed body,
a uniquely constellated mind, 
a unique story of hurt and longing –
each one condemned to endless freedom –
like you,
like me. 

I invite us to imagine 
what we’re feeling –
you and I –
what we’re in,
radiating through circle after circle –
passing through the heart of every man and boy...
As if we were broadcasting
the half-remembered note.

I invite us to imagine 
these millions of men 
having flashbacks to themselves
on surfboards, on dancefloors, on mountaintops,
making love, making plans, making pizza –
is it ever when expected? –
flashbacks to moments of belonging
within the family of all creatures, rocks, and stars.

I don’t mean this as some black-and-white psychic magic
to capture men in a concept-net –

48



to get members for (yet another) club –
but for us to imagine how it might feel 
to be surrounded by men remembering –
as we are.

I long to be surrounded by men who hate recycling
(as I do) –
not because I am against it:
I recycle, I do, I promise –
but I hate it because, 
as I separate my plastic and paper and cans,
I feel like a child given a sweetie
to shut them up.

And I will not shut up!

I long to be surrounded by men
honest enough to admit the unknown,
courageous enough to enter it, 
and simple enough to love everyone –
like dogs do!
I long to be surrounded by men
who understand you cannot give a psychopathic maniac a haircut
and proclaim him ‘a new man’!
I long for brothers –
not in-arms, but in-honesty –
brothers ready to admit they love
the dappled shade, the ripple across the lake, 
the lightening storm –
that they do:
they love, they love, they love!
Brothers who are not only willing,
but who choose,
to bet their lives on their love.

These are not times for half-arsed spirituality
or jostling liberal politics...
These are on-the-brink, mass-lunacy times 
screaming at us:
"you know it all,
now stop farting around,
get together,
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keep recycling :) –
and shape a new civilisation!

And why, why –
as Sweet Honey in the Rock sing –
why should we, “rest until it’s done”?

This is why I am inviting us –
you and I –
to visualise circle upon circle of men 
ready to open to the possibility 
that other men are not against them –
that other men are as soulful and deep and crazy as them –
that we are all brothers –
and that the rest of it 
(all that we have been told and sold)
is only true because we’re making it so –
externalising the internalised dog eats dog 
Darwinian and Capitalist competitive nightmare.
But dogs don’t eat dogs! 
Dogs are noble.
And deeper than prophecy-fulfilment
on behalf of our masters –
so are we. 

This is the message I propose we vibrate out:
brothers –
let’s outgrow our recommended social size –
let’s outgrow our pots!
Let’s plant ourselves out!
Let’s create a united, global brotherhood
that stands in protection 
of every brother’s honesty and love –
that stands by him and him and him –
that stands by each brother as his sense of importance 
is broken down,
year by year...
as he admits the self-promotion is exhausting –
and that deep inside 
he is on his knees..
a brotherhood to stand by him
as he falls through
(think video game)
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from the shaky ground of pretending
onto the solid ground of not-knowing –
and there meets other full-on, daring fools
(like you and me) –
and unites with them in honest, loving action –
which will, yes, seem radical 
in a culture of such accelerated, voracious, devouring vacuousness –
what the ancient Buddhists might have called
‘an era of hungry ghosts’.

Let’s declare a brotherhood
that has no belief-book and no rulebook,
that witnesses each brother as he admits: 
"about The Truth 
I know nothing!
I pretend.  
But actually I don’t know 
why I am alive, 
or what’s going on!" – 
Let’s stand by him as his contracted-ego-identity-small mind 
short circuits 
and achieves its apotheosis...

Let’s be with him as he falls
hopelessly, 
into glory...
As Leonard Cohen says:
"and then we fall...
into the masterpiece".

Let’s create a brotherhood that honours men
courageous enough to face reality, 
and look themselves in the face, 
and admit:
"I so wanted to be absolutely certain. 
I so wanted to be absolutely right.
But I have a limited, fallible mind
and feelings, and senses, and awareness...
Actually –
I am not infallibly certain at all!" 

Let’s be there for each man 
as humility takes him by the hand,
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and he takes his place of power
at the table of brotherhood, 
at the table of life.
HIS place.
As Mary Oliver says:
"there was a new voice
which you slowly recognised... 
as your own".

Let’s be there for him 
as the tears roll down his cheeks 
as he tastes the sweetness of receiving,
as well as giving,
and delights in the sound of many voices...

Let’s create brotherhood that is a reception
for everyman 
as he passes through the portal 
of utter insignificance...
Let us accompany him and love him,
knowing his pain as our own,
his wrecked ego our own...
"I so wanted to be different, 
I so wanted to be special"

Let’s be there with him as he dares to look 
into our eyes, 
the eyes of his brothers,
and sees:
each one a unique wonder –
each a ray of the same sun...
as it dawns in him that
he is one of us –
that we are one.

Let’s create brotherhood 
to support each other to stop pretending, 
to stop lying – 
to travel together
through meaninglessness, insignificance and loneliness
into freedom, power and love.
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Let this be our proposal:
that after a century of feminism, 
and a century of immature and mature male reaction –
we create not reactive, but proactive brotherhood –
brotherhood not shaped in the mirror of woman,
but in man’s mirror to himself,
in man’s deepest calling to himself...
brotherhood not to negate 
the sexual shame, 
and shame-of-power,
and disempowerment, 
and identity confusion,
we feel when we look at ourselves
in the feminist mirror –
nor to be paralysed by it –
but to open through it with grace,
with rigour,
with forgiveness –
and arrive at a new place where, 
in our evolution –
as men we have not yet stood,
where we have not yet met –
not yet, 
not in significant numbers,
and stayed and stayed and stayed... 

Let’s support every man’s return to himself –
to a unity deeper than race or skin-colour identity-clubs,
or identity-clubs of belief –
(determined mainly, mindlessly, by place of birth) –
to a unity of gentle yet fierce honesties –
a place to truly, truly 
wish each other well –
to truly, truly 
receive the well-wishing of our brothers.
A meeting place without vested motive...
a place for each man to gradually accept 
his own authority, 
to gradually accept he never ever has, does, or will
feel anybody’s feelings but his own,
(however empathic he might be) –
to gradually accept he never ever has, does, or will
make anybody’s choices but his own,
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(however much he may influence or be influenced) –
to gradually accept
his absolute freedom...
As Mary Oliver says:
"though the whole house
began to tremble".

Let’s create a place to feel 
the inevitability of our fear, 
and as we limp and gallop and stumble home,
the inevitability of our addictions –
a place to let ourselves be looked-upon
with respectful compassion, 
with unflinching admiration, 
and hear the words:

"Brother,
as you fall into honesty,
know we are falling too –
and that whatever you wish for yourself –
we are wishing for you too.
And brother –
whoever you may need to become, 
we are with you.
And wherever you may need to go,
our well-wishing goes there with you."

V.
An Educated Uprising

Brother –
I have no idea what might happen
if millions of men of honesty united.
I have no idea.
In my vision such a unity would be  
a (r)evolutionary (radical evolutionary) power on Earth,
for the Earth.
But I don’t know.

Whenever we pass the halfway mark
up towards the expansion end of the contraction/expansion axis,
(in whichever mode of experience),
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we open into unity:
a grateful unity with the planet
keeping us alive as we speak (physical mode),
a compassionate unity with the humanity of our ancestors, 
our worldwide contemporaries,
and the generations to come (emotional mode),
an engaged unity with the questing, evolving,
dissecting, categorising racial mind (rational mode) –
and a trusting unity with existence itself (existential mode).
So I believe  
we are already united –
just thoroughly drunk 
on distress, distraction, and denial...

I believe we don’t so much need to unite,
as expand a little sometimes 
out of the familiar anxiety and compensations and collusions
of our separatism 
(life up towards the contracted end of the axis).
Then our unity will
just be there. 
 
I believe we only need ease up on buying –
and ourselves selling –
our ‘no’ to ourselves and each other...
the dismissive myth
of the untrustworthy male,
(and thus the untrustworthy brother)
the egotistical male...
the superficial male...
and (of late) the incompetent male –
which, although a comforting mythology
for our smallness,
and confirming 
for our shrunken self-worth,
perpetuates isolation, division and opposition.

At home in our experience
we contract, we expand –
we forget and we remember our dignity...
Remembering mine, I remember yours.
Remembering yours, you remember mine.
We remember 
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we were always already united.

To arise together in our dignity –
to become a united power on Earth – 
we must, therefore, self-educate in experiencing.
Therefore: ‘an educated uprising’.
Why should modern, now-everywhere, ‘western’ education
have the last word?
There have been other educations on Earth.
Why should there not be another?

I do see 
a possibility...
of an educated, dignified, unified male presence in the world –
of men living deeper than the trance of trivia,
deeper than the emptiness and stuffing,
not blinded by the pretty packaging
designed to hide 
how we are tearing each other apart, 
and tearing the planet apart...
a male force tough to manipulate
for those brothers and sisters stuck 
(up the contracted end of the axis)
in the frenetic, neurotic insecurities 
inherent in the state of isolation... 
Above all, 
a brotherhood tough to manipulate
because each brother is less lodged
in his own manipulating.

Such brothers might say
“I have been manipulable 
because I have been a manipulator.
But as I come to rest in my own experience
I find myself, 
and I find you.
I find myself in you.
And you find yourself in me.
Why would we fight?
When I kick your leg
it is my own leg I am kicking –
when you hit me back
it is yourself you are hitting".

56



I do see the possibility of brotherhood arising –
each man returning to his own experience
(therefore ‘one for one’) –
and every man a brother 
to every other man 
(therefore ‘all for all’)...
brotherhood bonded across all borders – 
land borders, 
and mind borders –
an educated uprising –
not another ideological signing-away 
of our individual autonomy and authority,
but a gradual rising to their feet
of brother after brother...
as each man takes his own, honest, empowered stand.

In moments of deep seeing 
of the dignity of man
I see people caught in contraction for years
with no respite –
and therefore feeling isolated,
and therefore feeling afraid –
propagandizing hatred,
demonizing ‘them’,
deifying ‘us’ –
setting me up for battle...
for battle against my brother, 
(but, but, but....
I am me, but I am also he),
against my brother’s family
(but, but, but....
all families are part of the one human family),
against the generous house that shelters him,
as mine shelters me, 
against the generous garden that feeds him, 
as mine feeds me –
and I imagine our arising –
brotherhood rising –
in a resounding "no!" –
a resounding "no!" from the demonised,
and a resounding "no!" from the deified –
our unity stronger than the warmongering propaganda –
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a resounding "no! We will not be divided!"

I remember the marches:
"united we stand, divided we fall".
Yes, 
but, 
brother –
"equality is not a concept" –
and nor is unity.

Until you have loved your experience,
and seen yourself in your brother’s eyes –
how can you stand for his life, 
and his loves, 
as you would stand for your own?

Why do I believe unity is possible?
Because what is applicable individually
is applicable collectively –
it is only a question of scale....

I contract in fear.
But that’s not all of me.
In fact, 
(identified as I might be at that moment) –
the majority of me is not afraid.
So I don’t act-out.

Similarly, 
collectively,
because all minds are interconnected
in the species mind,
and all hearts interwoven 
in the epic tale 
of innocence and identity, 
romance and sickness, 
passion and grief and death 
known to every gender,
to every skin,
to every generation 
since the beginningless beginning of time –
when one man, or government, or nation contracts 
we do not all contract –
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the majority of us do not contract...
So we-the-world, 
if adequately educated,
can say, 
"no! we don’t care how much authority you award yourself,
we don’t care what is written where,
we don’t care how red-alert you make it sound –
we are one,
and we will not be divided!
All for one,
and one for all!
As brothers we stand – 
today, tomorrow, always....
We will not be divided!"

Who would have thought it?! 
My living-meditation is received 
as radical activism,
my activism has become 
my most invigorated meditation!
Staying in my own experience
(self-educating),
I enter not-knowing,
I enter the great mystery.
I am alone, 
yet one with us all –
with it all. 
I feel any violence against any one of us
as a violence against us all.
I stand in defence of the unity of life.
What started off as my meditation practice
has led to me laying my life down 
in loving protection of the Earth!
And all I’d wanted was a little peace of mind!

Feminist courage has stunned us, 
and is waking us
from our macho arrogance 
and cut-offness.
We have been stumbling, half-awake, for a century
(evolution has its pace) –
but no man can stand in-his-power
while defined by other,
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however well-intentioned that feminist other...

Man’s freedom and power,
and his true loving,
will only ever be discovered 
in self-definition –
in man being with man
(in deep aloneness) –
in knowledge of one’s underwater world,
and in learning to swim there. 

Here, I believe, and only here –
in each man’s standing alone 
before his god,
or before his own godless truth – 
alone in the rainfall of time 
and the imminence of death –
silenced by the night stars –
reduced to infinity by infinite space –
here, and only here, will man find manhood –
will man find man.

Which is why,
as we stumble out of our own macho rubble,
and find our feet, 
our own feet – 
I sound this call to brotherhood –
seeking a resonance of alonenesses,
a resonance of commitments to self,
a call, I imagine, we will need to repeat and repeat
over the coming century,  
(evolution has its pace) –
a call to a kind yet ruthless honesty, 
to a freedom beyond 
the arrogance of ideas,
to a power 
greater than pretence to importance,
to a love 
deeper than difference –
deeper than division.

May it be repeated and repeated –
so that each man can decide,
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within himself, for himself ,
despite whatever any other man,
or anyone else on planet Earth,
might think, feel, or say...
whether the call to unity calls him,
whether it pulls at the core of him,
whether it jolts his remembering
and ignites the challenge in him 
to take his unique life into his own hands, 
to stand alone
alongside his brothers...
to be his own authority...
to trust enough
to give all...
and thus –
receive all.
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