women s retreats

Boot Camp for Goddesses!
|:r;|.- Suszan Houriet

[ am in child’s pose, my G pressed inm sodt white
sheepakin, the sun waming ay back. Wind nusthes the
leaves of a meary stand of weering white aspens,
Yesterday, | was at work in the concreie canyons o
Manhattan, surreundsd by towering buildings. Now, the
nearest paved road is several miles away. The Mountain
Spirit Lodpe, my home kor a week, has a raiged triangukar
grassy ared outside the o,0Mksquare-foot lodpe—the
perfect spod bor dower doge. There, for b hours most
mornings, a dosen women amd | practioe camel, wormior
and bridpe poses under the wakch of our learess leader,
Sierra Bender Also watching over us are the snows-lippad
rmountaing of Mavaje Peak and the Banded [Meaks
between which this 4,000-a0re ranch s nesthed

M adventure started when Bevery, a university professor
friend, asked me to join her at a yoga retreal called Bool
Cerrg for Croddesses oul in the wikl, wild West. Coming
from Manhattan, my kdea of boot camp i when my
elevator is en the fritz amd T hove 1o climb five Mights of
stairs to my apartment. Whike 1'd aken zome yopa classes
before, frankby 1 was more into foning mey iriceps than
realizing enlightenment, | was excited about the prospect
of o ansd oubdoor adtivigics,
bt wary about the whisle “Boal
Camp’ and "Goddess” aspects.
So my decision 10 go for il was,
in itself. a leap of Gith.

O the first night we gathened
om a blanket of sheepsiins in
frong of a roaring fire in the
manin lodge. Whe intrecleced
ourschees and sippod glasses of
rod wine. Sierra showed us a
deck of cards featuring Goddeszes from American Indian,
Celtic and other traditions, amd asked each of us o
choose ong. “What vou chose will reflect something
within vou,”™ she explained, “that you noed o recopnize
and share.” She spread the cords Reedowsm in the middle
of our circle, Suspending dishbelied, 1 moed my hands
over the cards until T el one that seemed kind

of .. owvarm...ond umed i over My fellow Goddesses,
secing the shook on my Boe, started iooghpee. [ was
staring at & naked old Ly with long stingy white hair,
skin hanging off her bones, her keps open wide. Other
participants had cands with beautiful, wise Coddesses—
and | was supposed o connedt with this scary old lady?

It turmed out that Sheila-na-giy, ‘my" Goddess, was one
coold chick. She's the Goddes: of fertility in Britih-Celtic
nrviholory, and her genital displaoy is ssmbolic of the
power of female sexuality and reproduction tooward off
death and evil. Mevernheles:, she Jil ke a ki petting
uaed o The Godkless" mantra was "opening,” and o over
the next fewe days [ surrendened 1o the possibilioy that [
had chosen Sheila-nasgg for o reason, and worked on
opening my heart K my voga praciice, the wonderul

wonmen around me and the possibilities
of vy life.

The shogan for the retreat i= " bringing
women fegether for laughter, tears andd
sweal.” | experienced ach in
abundance, We practiced yoga, hiked.
maade our e aronratherapy blends,
reche on horseback and did a lot of
group exercises. When someone sneezed it quickly
became "Goddess bless vou™ 1didn’ ory as much as
sormee of have any hupe emotional breakthroughs, 1 dicd
fall asteep during a chakea meditation. 1 alse ale a kA,
laughed and kearmed, amd had a damn good tims,

The retreat packed an amazring amount of actvities inbo
seven davs and nights, Mavbe it was the o hours of
yos A day or the mountain air, but | never felt rushed.
tired oF overstimulated. As with the name itscll, Bool
Comp for Goddesses was just the right mix of work and
pampering. A grocling six-mile hike 10 a beautiful
waaterfall woukd b followed By a hod soak in the mineral
pooks at Paposa Springs.

Omnee we drank coplous amounts of wine, wrapped
coborful scanves around our waists and had belly dancing
instruction in the late afterneon sunlight. Anather
afternoon was devobed to massape and lacials on the deck
of the Biver Lodpe, a rambling, renovated 1500 fishing
lodge. The rooms in the main lechge, with a three-story-tall
living room and the 35-foot tall fireplace. were dowmripht
Iupsuirionis (uify duvets and clow-foot Bathiubs), Bot
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rockiesaway

niathing beat coming back to our nustic lodge after a long day 1o strip
1 ; : with mry fellow Goddesses and sink inte a bot tub right on the banks of
""" = = F the Mavajo River.

Fisr ur "gr:u'.ll.'lli;:-n' SEremony wie dressed LY 5 our Ceonddesaes (1
chose o vounger, clothed version of Sheila-na-gigh and carried candles ar
dusk e an enormous labyrinth made of stones thar Sicera and the ranch
hamds had painstakingly constructed. As darkness fell we walked the
labryrinth three times amd then stood ina circle in the center around a
Bonfire. The next night, our last, we paricipated in an American Indian sweat lodge.

The youa incorporated clements of several branches of traditional yopa that Sierra
has studied, including Bundaling, Kripalu amd White Tantric Yoga. Maiure was weey

much a part af our |'."T.;I{:i|_'\,,' Wihhen we Jdid the mowunizin e, mounkains
surmounded us, When we did the tree, we focused an actual mees in order 1o ||.._-]|'|
maintain aur balamce. “The miss] |1|_:-'|w'l'||l Gocddess is Mother Mature,” Sicrra
assured us, “We'ne here as women 0 connec! with fmature and thar e of natume
that is within us,” Some sessions we woukl enly de five or so pestures, holding cach
for a long time. The allention o cormec .'||i!_:|1'.|||;.':l aned the meditative AspiEC of
slaying in poses made it inte o physical and spiritual workour unlibe amy that e
had before or since.

Ome thing was for sure; [ never pot bored. 1 developed strength that 1 aliln't koo
had. And 1 found a little peace to carmy back with me to the big city—feeling a bi
mrare, wicll, Goddess-like. x

When not doing headscands, Susar Hoeerict workes s @ web site editor in
e York Uity She grew up in Vermont, went to the Columbia School ol
lourmalism and lives near Central Park with her Abysginian cat, Bl

Eoor Camp for Goddesses is held at different kecations. For more:
D70, 200 0TS, sierrvapr.com, sietrayopseimonticr.net




