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Here’s looking at me, kid: Regina Thomashauer, white feather fan in hand, conducts seminars on”
teaching women to feel good about themselves, and to “access their power and use it for pleasure.
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Regena Thomashauer said, “‘but in our society

people act as if it’s only up to the fates or a good
hair day. The myth about finding a soul mate keeps peaple
shopping for years and never buying. They keep passing
on good guys because they’re not Prince Charming.

‘“The way you become soul mates is you pick a guy
and expose more and more of your soul to him over time
as he does to you. You're not dependent on him just ap-
pearing in your life.”

Some of the 14 women at the opening seminar of
Mama Gena’s School of Womanly Arts nodded in agree-
ment, while others seemed to ponder, for the first time,
the possibilities of a city filled with princes.

Mrs. Thomashauer and her husband, Bruce, have run
Relationship Technologies since 1993 from their brown-
stone on the Upper West Side. They offer a variety of
courses that coach men and women, individually and in
groups, on how to feel good about themselves and get what
they want — which usually means a better job and better
sex. Think of it as the Power of Positive Thinking as inter-
preted by Anais Nin,

. it E VERYTHING about relationships is knowable,”

Their place has become a destination, attracting
painters, actors and fashionistas (though they keep mum
on the celebrity quotient, which is said to be high). The
Thomashauers use everything from film clips to encoun-
ter group jargon to snack breaks with home-baked cook-
ies to get emotionally clammed-up New Yorkers to de-
mystify both their bosses and their orgasms. The Mama
Gena course teaches women to “‘access their power and
use it for pleasure,” as Mrs. Thomashauer says.

If that sounds something like the feminist empower-
ment we were hearing about 30 years ago, what’s changed
is this: Nowadays, it seems, girls just want to have fun.

““The feminist movement was really sourced by an-
ger,”” Mrs. Thomashauer said. “The problem with anger,
though, is that it never leads to happiness. We thought that
if women could step into a new dimension of feminism
that was a celebration of womanhood, they would learn
how to treasure themselves, which is a more fun game
than being angry or seeking revenge.”

Treasuring yourself is what Mrs. Thomashauer, 43, is
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" teaching as Mama Gena. She calls it
~ getting in touch with your inner god-
- ‘dess — and honey, every woman has
" one. She looks like Ava Gardner,
- thinks like Marie Curie and makes
- Porothy Parker seem tongue-tied.
“-And needless to say, she has fabulous
“sex. How can you argue with that?
“Being a goddess is the female
~equivalent of Joseph Campbell’s
=IFollow your bliss,” "’ Mrs. Thoma-
~shauer said. ““It’s realizing that your

~-desires and appetites should be trust-

- ed to get you whatever it is you want.

- There’s no magic to it except that all

= of us have instincts and intuition, and

- when you pay attention to that, life

- gets better.”

~»~ The goddess notion is nothing new:
Marianne Williamson, the New Age
guru popular in the early 1990’s,

wrote of a mythical goddess whose
intuition and nurturance were the
embodiment of feminine power. But
the Thomashauers are in sync with
other feel-better gurus of the mo-
ment who are promoting a goulash of
postfeminism, New Age spirituality
and good old ‘‘Our Badies, Our-
selves’ sexual how-to.

Laura Day, the author of ‘“Practi-
cal Intuition,” recently gave a work-
shop on empowerment at Demi
Moore’s Idaho home that was writ-
ten up in Marie Claire magazine.
Among other activities, the partici-
pants burned in effigy objects hold-
ing them back from achieving happi-
ness (Ms. Moore burned a man’s
necktie). InStyle magazine reports
that the goddess movement is big in
Hollywood now, in an article about a
garden party where young actresses
donned tiaras to play a board game
called ““Go, Goddess!” It included
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“"questions like, *“What is the greatest

gift your mother has given you?”’
Most of the women at this three-
hour Mama Gena seminar, which
meets once a week for nine weeks at
a cost of $500, ranged in age from
their mid-20’s to mid-40’s, with two
closer to 60. Many were single, one
was married, one was engaged.
About half insisted on anonymity;
the other half allowed the use of their
first names only. All first names
were preceded by the prefix ‘“Sister
Goddess.” I was only glad that my
brothers weren’t there to hear me
addressed as Sister Goddess Alex.
The evening began with a bragging
competition. “Women don’t brag and
they should,”” Ms. Thomashauer said.
“When you brag about good, more
goodness happens.”” She was dressed
in pink silk Chinese pajamas and
gold sandals and took notes on every-
one’s brags, which ranged from pro-

fessional accomplishments (‘“‘At
work I said the V.P. word to my boss
and she said it was possible’’) to ro-
mantic accomplishments. (‘I asked
my physical therapist for sexual po-
sitions for people with bad backs and
my husband and I went through the
whole book this weekend. We both
work at home and he faxed me love
letters from the other end of the
apartment three times this week.””)

After every woman had her turn,
Mrs. Thomashauer took a vote for
best brag (““Vote on which brag felt
best for you,”” she counseled) and Sis-
ter Goddess Rande, the woman with
the love letters, won by a landslide. I
certainly voted for her. ““Well
bragged, well bragged,”” Mrs. Tho-
mashauer said, presenting her with a
feathered fan and a tiara.

The brags were followed by a dis-
cussion of the week’s homewaork,
which had included reading Audra
Lord’s essay ‘‘Uses of the Erotic:
The Erotic as Power.”” The conversa-
tion veered toward the Learning An-
nex style of self-enlightenment: How

- to be wonderful and powerful (and

erotic) in three hours or less. What
saved it from parody, though, was
that Mrs. Thomashauer is an effec-
tive speaker who imparts the thrill of
possibility. There comes a moment
when you think, “I am wonderful.
How could I have forgotten?’

Everyone else seemed buoyed, too,
which was right when Mrs. Thoma-
shauer introduced an exercise she
calls “‘withholds,” where she asks
questions about an intimate topic
that could be interfering with a wom-
an’s capacity for sexual pleasure.

‘“Part of owning who you areas a
woman is your crotch,” she said. ‘I
want to find out where you are with
it. Those who are confident are hap-
pier. By the end of the course, you all
will be.”

She then asked everyone if there
was something they had withheld,

‘were unable to say, about their vagi-

nas. She went around the room five
times. Many of the women turned
red at first, but the repetition allowed
them to start revealing their

thoughts and anxieties.

“I'd like to have a lot more sex
than I'm having now.”

“‘Going gray down there is even
more upsetting than up here.”

“I'love to scream.”

It was amazing actually, that they
could sit in a room full of strangers
and say these things. I kept my own
mouth firmly shut.

I must admit that I left Mama
Gena’s early, passing on the last ex-
ercise, which was a follow-up to the
“withholds.” This was a chance for
everyone to either draw, paint or
sculpture (with Play-Doh) a realistic
or expressionistic version of their va-
ginas. At least at the summer camp [
went to, that was the kind of thing
you used to get in trouble for.

Sister Goddess Beth walked me to
the door. ““I hope you’ll come back
and see us,”’ she said kindly. I smiled.
“I might, thanks,” I said. And I guess
I might. I liked the brag part and the
being wonderful part. I even liked the
tiara. Now if I could just skip arts
and crafts. .




