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	BAM!
I drop the woman’s head on the floor. Now I storm out of the workshop. Yeah, I know, the poor woman. I get it, I really do. I’m not trying to be an asshole, but...really. How much can you take, y’know?
Omega Institute, summer of 1989. My second summer here, but man, this one feels way different than last year. Last year, it was like I had found ‘nirvana’.
Finally.
It was like heaven man. Yeah - It’s upstate New York, forests and hills all around me. I lay out on a chaise lounge on the lake beach, soaking up sun, and I can breathe fresh air up here. Maybe for the first time in my life! Whoa. I’m only working like 20 hours a week at The Omega Cafe, only in the evenings too; got the whole day to be outside. I sleep in a tent, and I’ve actually learned to canoe - also, both for the first time in my life. The food is great - fresh and vegetarian; the other staff is totally cool, all kind of, like, mellow hippies. We’re even skinny dipping in the lake at midnight! What a great social scene right? I figure, this is it man! I’ve found my place. I’ll be up here every year. Wow. This year, though? I don’t know...I got a different vibe now.
The workshop where I just dropped this woman’s head? It’s called a ‘sampler’.
I hate samplers man. 
A ‘sampler’ is, like, a half hour introduction to these 5 day and weekend workshops which Omega presents for it’s participants. Except these are for the staff, who could never possibly afford the price otherwise. So, they’re kind of a compressed, sped up version of the actual workshops.
I really have no need or desire to attend these things. I mean, I would much rather just lay out on the lake in my free time, y’know? Most of the other staff, however, love these ‘samplers’, and spend most of their free time running from one to the other. They’re begging me, cajoling me, to come with them to this particular one. New Age peer pressure.
They think everything is AMAZING. Yeah, that’s the big word up here.
AMAZING!
“Oh, that workshop is amazing! What an amazing experience! His energy is so amazing!”
Enough already with that fuckin’ word! Jeez.
Anyway, this particular workshop is called ‘Rebirthing’. Rebirthing is this kind of concept, or program, or whatever, whose principle tenet is that our original births are so traumatic, what with the noise the bright lights, the doctors and so on, that our entry into this life is totally jarring and confusing. Accordingly, from day one, that sets into play these unconscious horrendous patterns which dictate the rest of our lives. Therefore, the whole point of this workshop is to basically re-enact the entire birthing process in a more supportive and compassionate environment. And the individual can now overcome all the repressed fear and conflicts, allowing us to live more peacefully.
Okay!
So, here I am, sitting on the floor in this room, with this woman Margie’s head cradled in my lap and arms, as I attempt to bring her ‘anew’ into the world. The teacher, Murray Klein, instructs us to whisper soothing, comforting words to our partners during this “rebirthing” process. The thing is though, he has to really hurry it along because this is only a sampler, not the actual 5 day workshop. He’s got to get this wrapped up in, like, 10 minutes, y’know?
The mood in the room is properly solemn, even holy, for this auspicious event, which in itself kind of irritates me. Now, he starts playing ‘The Rose’ on his guitar, but he’s playing really fast and somewhat badly because time is running out, but, for some reason, nobody seems to care, or notice! Suddenly, this Margie woman starts making these weird gurgling sounds…then, swear to God, she starts crying like a real freakin’ baby! Like she’s really being reborn!
	“Get the fuck outta here!”
That’s it!
Immediately, I jump to my feet, dropping her head on the floor in the process, destroying her whole experience! I make my exit, rumbling out the door. Later that night, she spots me in the dining hall, and promptly throws a glass of lemon water in my face.

