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For Aaron





Love is an inescapable reality

 that knocks you

 senseless

 takes your breath away

 and leaves no heart beating

 but its own

Nirmala, untitled poem





FOREWORD BY AARON

My name is Aaron and I am Carla's partner in this story. I am
proud of Carla for writing about our journey for you to read.

We are all human beings who struggle to live separately
and together within our relationships. We can have lives of
indifference and aloneness. Or we can challenge ourselves to
overcome our fears of being open and expose our rich and sensitive
lives — a complex waterfall of endless moments.

I prefer to take a shower in the waterfall of my life. I spent too long
worrying about what I thought of myself, and made myself depressed
and defeated and tired in many ways. I don't want that to be my
whole life.

I am looking for light. I am looking for kindred spirits to be my
friends. Carla was a spark of life and light in my early manhood. The
cogs and wheels of life brought her back to me after thirty years as a
bright torch to help me look into my dark places. I am looking for
closure in those dark places.

This is Carla's story, from her point of view. She is a brave woman.
I am challenged by her openness, her innocence, her fearlessness at
revealing herself so nakedly.

This story is also about my nakedness.

Nakedness isn't really so bad after the fear has evaporated. What
may be left is the very fine and noble soul. We all, in our own way,
tap into the same kind of inner life that Carla has. We all fall down
and we all try to get up again. I hope you enjoy realising this —
I truly have.

Love can come, love can go. Only the love you give can remain.

May you all enjoy sharing Carla's story as much as I have.

God's love to all.

Aaron





PREFACE

My first book, God's Callgirl, was the frank story of my
journey from sexual guilt to radiant innocence. What has
happened since the publication of that book is even more
extraordinary: it is a love story of the kind that wrings awe from my
heart. The divine intelligence that I surrender to every day showed
itself to be more compassionate, more creative and more astonishingly
loving than I could dare imagine. This book is the story of one
woman's blossoming into true love. I am sixty-five as I write. May this
be an inspiration to all who know that to love is the only way to live,
and that it is never, ever too late.

When I was growing up, sex was everywhere — lustful, hurting. Its
yellow, dirty light darted from the eyes of my grandfather,my father's
brothers, my father himself, and some of the men in my
neighbourhood. I felt it warily. I had to be on my guard always, so as
not to be taken by surprise as I was so often as a child.

At eighteen, I chose to become a nun and made a vow of chastity:
that would take care of sex, wouldn't it? No, it did not! It refused to
go away. I even experienced spontaneous orgasms, and in such
awkward places as the convent's chapel.

I left the convent and married, still without knowing what sex was
all about.Then I experienced irresistible chemistry and all-engrossing
sex with a much younger man — not my husband. This was the
catalyst for me wanting to explore my sexuality through prostitution,
and God's Callgirl was born.

The Price of Passion is about sex in a relationship such as God's
Callgirl never experienced. Life arranged for me to meet up again
with the man who introduced me to real sex:Aaron. He was nineteen
and I was thirty-four when we first met. Thirty years later, we found
that the energy between us was still the same, and we continued
where we'd left off — only this time we were so much older, we'd
experienced different pasts, had built up different habits of thinking
and doing.The relationship became a powerful healing for both of us.
We discovered that wholesome sex can heal the deeply ingrained
attitudes that develop from hurtful experiences and less-than-enlightened
choices.

Passion has a price. It may be paid gratefully or not, but it has to
be paid.This fact is one of the many lessons within this story.

May you, the reader, share in my journey. I hope my story will
inspire you to immerse yourself in any healing your soul longs for.

Carla






DIONYSUS HERE CARLA

Easy is right. Begin right

And you are easy.

Chuang Tzu

Ever since the publication of my first book, God's Callgirl,
the story of how I became a nun, then a prostitute and
healed from both those choices, I'd sensed a sea change
coming on. What it would look like, or what area of my life it
would touch most, I had no idea.

I left my safe haven in Denmark (Western Australia) — my
secure one-bedroom unit with a glorious garden built up over
ten years, my cosy lifestyle with friends I love, my spa in the
backyard — to answer a strong pull towards the city of Perth. First
I was offered a friend's house to look after for three months;
then came an invitation from two good friends to share their newly
built home. I lived there for a year until the house was sold.

My next move was to a mansion on the river at Applecross, as a
live-in housekeeper. I had my private living space at street level
and worked three mornings a week upstairs. I had been there for
about a year and a half when my quietly regulated life suddenly
changed.

* * *

A couple of weeks after an article about God's Callgirl, with my
photo, appears in the local Sunday newspaper I get a message on
my answering machine. A male voice: 'If you're the Carla I think
you are, and you have a daughter called Caroline, then I'd like to
talk to you.' He says his name is Aaron, and he leaves his phone
number.

You know that strange feeling you get when you see a phone
number and you're sure you've rung it sometime in the past, but have
no idea when or who it belongs to? My eyes gain focus — the way
eyes do when they travel back through time — and connect the
phone number with an address I knew thirty years ago. A rush of
memories comes.

Aaron, the nineteen-year-old with long blond hair whom I had an
affair with as a married woman. He was like an angel or a lesser god,
straight from the Pantheon, a young Dionysus lent to me for two
weeks, no longer. An affair that spanned our drive from Perth to
Panawonica in the north-west of Western Australia, and ended so
suddenly when he went back to work there and I continued on to
Wickham, where my work and my husband waited for me.The affair
was the end of my marriage and the beginning of my sexual
flowering. As for Aaron, he was one person I never expected to hear
from again. At nineteen, Aaron had his whole life in front of him. At
thirty-four, I was married, had a baby daughter, a complex past, and
some serious growing up to do.

I phone the number. His mother picks up. 'Wait a sec; I'll get him
for you.' She doesn't bother to find out who's calling. A whirlwind has
been set in motion without me knowing it. The simple action of
picking up a phone has begun to move deep waters waiting behind
dammed walls.

Aaron comes to the phone and we exchange the fewest of words
to confirm who we are.Then my unbelieving ears hear,'Can I come
over to see you now?' It sounds more like, Don't dream of saying no;
that's not possible. I surprise myself by saying yes; this getting together
is happening as fast as the way we parted.

It is already getting dark. I live and work as housekeeper in a house
by the river. Hardly anyone knows how to find the little metal gate
that leads onto my verandah, set among a row of pencil pines near the
end of a steep driveway, almost at the edge of the water.

I grab a torch and stand at the top of the driveway so I can signal
Aaron. I'll be able to tell from the hesitant way the driver approaches
that it's him.

The car swings in and stops beside me.The window is open. 'Bend
down!' says a voice, and a face appears. I do as I'm told and get a kiss
planted firmly on my lips. This is Aaron's way of breaching thirty
years.

I am totally unprepared for what happens next. He steps inside my
house, pushing his big energy before him. It envelops me before his
body reaches me for our first hug and my knees are already buckling,
because that energy — the feeling of him — is exactly the same. And
now I know that I have never forgotten him. Now I remember how
special our connection was, and realise that in thirty years I have
never come across this quality again. It's shocking, overwhelming.
How could my conscious mind have forgotten this? How can it take
me by such surprise now? I have known all my life that I wanted
what we had during those amazing two weeks. Some part of me had
convinced myself that I would never have it again, I guess. So I
stopped looking. And now here it is. Unmistakably. Unbelievably.

I'm in his big arms. I rest my head against his shoulder and feel
his belly against mine, pumping out his excitement. The energy
between us ignites old, dusty light bulbs one after the other,
filaments still intact, until we stand in a veritable pool of light. I
immerse myself in the feeling, captivated, and he catches me as I
lose my balance. He finally pushes me away and I instinctively head
for the kitchen bench —the nearest solid object to hold me up. I
turn to have a good look at him.

Aaron, my Dionysus, whom I met thirty years ago.

Dionysus, who was made the scapegoat for all things licentious
after he fell from grace with Roman society. Dionysus, the energy of
sexual and sensual exuberance and spontaneity, unfortunately
replaced by Bacchus, god of drunkenness, debauchery and crudeness,
and then by Apollo, the sun god, representing order, industriousness
and reason.

Dionysus, whose energy is what women long for, what too rational
souls are afraid of, and what religions suppress with all their
power. It was Christianity that put horns on Dionysus and called him
the devil. It is religion of all kinds that engenders the great malaise
and guilt around sex and sensuality.

Aaron's full-bodied, unimpaired, innocent sexuality, his unashamed
erotic sensuality, takes my breath away. It oozes out of the pores of his
skin; it is concentrated in the touch of his hands, in the look of his
eyes, and, as I will discover, in the strength of his penis.The penis that
responds so readily, that is so patient, so deeply respectful of the
female energy, knowing how to arouse it and keep it aroused. Aaron's
sexuality is all-male without the macho, and elicits the all-female, free
of the need to control. Dionysus would be proud to be compared to
Aaron.

Aaron has found a chair to sit on and smiles with mild amusement.
'You've been lonely a long time then?' he asks, and spontaneously
opens his arms to me. I'm bent over, feeling pale and hot in turns. I
decide to sit down as well. Not on his lap, Carla; not yet. Don't be
that foolishly eager; get a hold on yourself.

My blond god has turned fifty. His hair is no longer what it was;
it's very short and grey all over. His face has broadened out; his
forehead has some deep wrinkles just above the nose and his chin has
developed the flesh of middle age. His foot —

'What's wrong with your foot?' I ask.

'Someone hit my Achilles heel with a hockey stick a few weeks ago
and now it hurts like hell all the time.'

'Oh.' It explains his hobble as we walked to my gate in the dark.

I keep looking.The honey skin is lined, but still has a youthfulness
about it. The shape of his head is the same as I remember it; the
silhouette of his head and shoulders used to drive me wild when I
was thirty-four going on sixteen. That mouth, so well delineated it
makes me think of a rosebud. And his eyes . . . his eyes have exactly
the same hypnotic attraction.They are still carelessly beautiful, still so
steady, deep-set and mysterious under those dark eyebrows that set
them off perfectly.

His hands.They are a part of him that hasn't aged. Aaron's strong
hands are unscathed; still have that manly innocence. His arms? I can't
see them; they're covered with a black windcheater. His legs are
enveloped in unflattering grey tracksuit pants, thick socks sticking out
from the end and fleecy-lined ugh boots. My Dionysus is not wealthy
and doesn't know how to impress with dress. He drives an old Colt
and has been out of work for the last couple of years. I will hear his
stories, but not tonight. He asks if he can put his foot up on a chair,
and I suggest he sits on my couch and stretches his leg out on it.

My place is small; it takes only a few steps from kitchen to lounge
room. Once at the couch, he lies down on it and catches my arm as
I pass. I find myself pulled down beside him. It's a fairly narrow space
for two bodies; before I know it, I have one leg over his torso to make
it easier to lie together.

All the while,Aaron watches me intently. He seems to sense what's
going on inside me, and waits patiently for my feelings to settle down
and for me to come to grips with his sudden presence. I feel at a
disadvantage. Aaron appears cool and collected; he smiles indulgently,
highly pleased with himself, while I'm behaving like a foolish
maiden. We lie still, looking at each other, becoming used to the
gentle rhythm that is building up between us: breathing in, breathing
out. Our eyes gradually meet our souls, long before our lips touch and
feel the edge of thirty years of hunger.

I can't remember exactly what happens after that, except that we
make love that first evening. It is as natural as rain touching the leaves
of a tree; as inevitable as waves crashing on the shore; as incredible as
salmon mating upstream after a perilous journey. We haven't seen one
another in thirty years. I've been celibate for twelve years, and Aaron
has been alone for six. Now we are entering a whirlwind. For both
of us, long-held assumptions will shift under our feet; ideas will
change; some concepts, very familiar, will disappear forever. But we
don't know all this in our first love-making. We are simply babes in
the wood.





UNWRAPPING THE PRESENT

And my soul,

I have come to see,

is both spirit and flesh.

St Teresa of Avila

'You're so CLEAN!' he raves. 'Clean! Clean! I love your
smell, and how you taste. It's still the same as it was back
then. You're clean like an angel-woman.' And he gathers me
up in his arms like a man gathers a treasure. His own clean energy is
like a benediction.

'I can still see that innocent child–woman in you,' he says. 'Your
face and personality are still the same.'

It's a few days after our reunion and we talk about those two weeks
we spent together thirty years ago.

'You were my first girlfriend, you know.'

'What?'

I was his first girlfriend? I think back to his manner then: it was
considerate, hesitant, because he hadn't wanted to intrude on a
marriage. But I'd never guessed that it was his very first time.

He has an important question to ask me. 'Carla, why did you, a
married woman, decide to make love to me?'

I look at Aaron, and my mind travels back.

I remember that it was me who made the first tentative move
towards him. We were lying in the back of my station wagon while
one of Aaron's friends drove us some of the way from our respective
mining communities to Perth. Aaron was taking a break from work,
and I was going to meet my parents, who had flown from Melbourne
to Perth to visit my sister and catch up with me as well.

Aaron was politely reserved, keeping his lanky body quite still in
the back of the car, one arm under his head, looking at me and
smiling now and again. Untold thoughts were going through both
our heads, but it was me who wriggled my body closer to his. Aaron's
eyes grew wide; he still didn't move, but watched me intently. It was
those eyes that drew me closer; nothing in them said,'Don't do this,
Carla.' Our magnetised bodies did the rest. We lay in each other's
arms, and knew the world to be a very good place.

He smelled good; his breath was so sweet, his hands like none I had
ever known. I was completely captivated, and no conscience in the
world could have drawn me from this newfound heaven. I had
married a good man for whom I had been trying to crank up loving
feelings. The sex we had was nice. I hadn't known what to expect
other than nice. I didn't know what to expect from Aaron either, but
it wasn't until many years later that I realised the sexual energy
between us had been of the best: the best match physically, the best
respect, the best appreciation, the best feeling of Oh wow, I'm home!
The best except for one thing: we didn't have a deep friendship as a
basis for our liaison. We were just rawly enjoying each other. We
didn't have the time to mature the connection we felt into something
that was based on a real knowledge of each other as people. As it
turned out, that was what we'd both longed for ever since, when life
taught us that what we'd had back then was rare. But it was too late
by then; we'd been out of contact for many years.

I never thought I'd see Aaron again. We were both exhausted when
we finally reached Panawonica. The sudden pang of parting went
deep, but it was expected. Aaron didn't even kiss me before he left,
and he didn't look back as he strode into the men's quarters. I was a
married woman again, and had to return to Wickham and my
husband.

Only . . . I couldn't be James's wife any more. I couldn't do
unfulfilling sex any more; it wasn't fair to him or to me. Something
had awoken in me that was unstoppable. I needed to explore this
thing called sex!

Thinking that it was sexual experiences I craved, I started my long
career as a callgirl, and enjoyed those years while I flowered as a
woman.Then, for five years, I had an exclusive relationship with Hal,
a man I fell in love with, before going back to prostitution and the
experience of many different kinds of touch. And I still didn't
encounter what I'd had with Aaron.

I look at him now, all these years later, and try to answer his
question.

'I'd worked in the men's mess at the Wickham mine, where I was
surrounded by single men. None of them affected me sexually at all.
I was married and wasn't interested in any of them.' I stare at the
floor, concentrating. 'With you, I experienced an intense chemistry
for the first time in my life.'

Aaron listens with bated breath. I am doing him an honour, telling
him how he was the one guy who could make me quite insane.

'You were a chemistry virgin,' he concludes.

A chemistry virgin? Never heard that before, but it sounds good.

'Remember the electricity we felt when I was showing you how
the gears in the car worked and our hands touched?' I say.

Yes, he does remember. I had seen his astonished face then, and he
mine, but it was me who was more affected.This sensation was a first
for me, and it confused me. That touch created a wave of desire to
know more. What would happen if I touched him again?

It's so strange making love with Aaron again. My eyes are perpetually
trying to adjust: he seems nineteen, but he is fifty; he seems fifty, but
he is nineteen.To compound the confusion, he brings along photos;
among them, one taken of him at Panawonica. It's not a good photo,
rather blurry, but it shows those magnificent long, strong arms and
those capable, but gentle hands that are still the same. He takes on a
careless pose in the picture, one hip jutting out, legs in a pair of jeans,
feet in regulation work boots. His curly, blond, shoulder-length hair
gives him away as a mine worker far from home; a fish out of water.

Aaron lasted six months as a machine operator, then went back to
university to continue his studies.

Aaron has a sense of the numinous, the unseen forces that shape our
lives. 'Everything you've experienced has brought you to now,' he
says.' Everything you did, including going into a convent, was part of
what you had to go through so we could be like this now.'

We lie back and let that statement run its rills of energy through
us. Gratitude wells up from my abdomen to my heart and spreads in
delicious waves through my body, bringing tears to my eyes.

'We met, we found out we liked each other, and we never forgot
each other's essence. We did all our growing away from one another.
We went through all that shit and came to ourselves, and then we
found each other again.'

'We could have missed each other! We could have gone through
life and never crossed paths again!'That's me, creating horror; shallow
breaths in rigid chests.

'Not possible,' says Aaron'.It's only us who do all this. We arranged
our lives, and we did it on purpose.'

'We did that?'

'We trusted the future to some part of ourselves. We knew exactly
what we were doing.This is how we wanted it — to come together
when we were able to see who we were without any garbage getting
in the way. Just imagine: would we have survived our own paranoia?
Our neuroses would have made us eat each other alive. We would
have destroyed that incandescent beauty waiting in a chrysalis state.
To find our naked essence, and to find that it's the same essence in
both of us — that's the treasure we waited for.'

* * *

Alone, I confide my thoughts to my journal, compelled to write.
I've abandoned the book I was working on; I need to get down
what is overwhelming me now, hoping that the writing process will
help clarify my thoughts and feelings. I write as if talking directly
to Aaron.

Aaron, we've known each other again for two weeks now.

Last night, you brought photos with you, ones you secretly took
of me on our journey back to the north-west.

I know what you see in them; it's what I saw in you the
moment you walked in my front door — the pictures in our minds
that have haunted us both for thirty years. So now we are each in
love with who we were back then — transformed into older bodies,
but essentially the same person.To me it is an agony to have grown
so much older, to know the limitations of this relationship. It is
breaking my heart, even as I understand that I am overwhelmed
with gratitude for what I have — this love that seems to be bigger
than me.

You can see me,Aaron; you call me gentle. No one, no one at
all, has seen this in me to tell me. The gentleness you feel comes
from the deepest respect I have for what I am touching. I'm not just
touching your body. I'm touching your soul, and myself, in a way
that's hard to explain, even to myself.

I recognise myself in you.You say that I'm vulnerable — yes,
you are too. Innocent — yes, very — and sweet beyond belief.

I showed you another photo, one taken by a friend in Wickham
after my return, and it sent you into a spin. I was sitting on the
verandah in my bikini, right fist under my chin, elbow resting on
right knee, eyes softly smiling, face wistful, and hair long, straight
and carelessly tied. Silver blond, you called it, and you
remembered my skin, like satin, you said.You couldn't stop saying
'Wow!' and walked around the room with the picture and kept
telling me what you saw in it. Hopefully this mesmerisation is
only a trigger for something deeper.You said that you felt strangely
unsettled, disturbed, distracted. Now you're beginning to know
how I've been feeling these last two weeks! I think of you and
gulp with the sudden remembrance of having you inside me. My
pelvis goes up involuntarily. My hands go all over my body,
enjoying how I recall the feel of your energy. I've been alone for
such a long time.

I take a break from writing and sit back to dream. During those
years of isolation in Denmark, a small town on the south coast of
Western Australia, I learnt to be with myself in an intimate, spiritual
way. Life became my Beloved as I turned loneliness into intimacy
with my deepest Self. There was so much in Denmark that was a
beautiful reflection of my Beloved: the ocean, the trees, my garden,
the gathering of friends . . .

I rest in the arms of my Beloved whenever I am still. I look for my
Beloved in all of life's shapes and events, every day.

It can be a strange thing, this love affair with myself. I go for a
walk, or sit up in bed reading or listening to music, and my mouth
lifts for a kiss. My lips are open; blood fills them to a feeling of
ripe tenderness, and the faintest of brushes, like a zephyr wind,
touches them. These moments are so spontaneous, and the kisses so
much like a meeting of spirits, that it seems impossible for them not
to take shape eventually in some physical form.This lover that is me,
but also another, is somewhere out there. So far it is angels who
have kissed me, but some day those lips will be of flesh and blood.

Year after year it was like that. I learnt that most amazing of all
relationships: the spiritual relationship to God as my Beloved.
This Beloved is in everybody and everything, and especially in my
inner space. For years, I was embarrassed to talk about it to anyone;
now I know it's normal for quite a few of my friends, and there's
plenty of corroboration from the poetry of the ancient sages and
saints.

My Beloved, you are closer to me than a lover;

You are with me in my waking and my dreams;

You are within the food I eat,

The air I breathe . . .

So goes a poem called 'Beloved II' by Barbara Barton, a lady of
eighty-plus I met at a meditation group, who wrote a booklet full of
similar songs of love.

I remember the day I went walking with my deeply spiritual friend
Penny. It was a blustery day and it threatened to rain, but Penny and
I braved it to the beach at Green's Pool, an hour or so before the sun
was due to set. We walked briskly with the wind behind us — to beat
the clouds, perhaps — but there was no mercy: the rain caught us
and, after some gentle warning, huge drops pelted us. We were soon
soaked to the skin, but kept walking north, towards the fading light
and the purple–blue clouds that shifted as if under a painter's wet
brush. After we reached the rocks, glistening with browns and ochres,
we turned into the wind again. As we approached the wooden steps
leading up to the car park above us, I turned to take a last look at the
sky. An invisible artist was painting it in wild strokes with colours I'd
never seen before or since — greys and blues, melting and streaking
with purples, in breathtaking beauty, rolling around the fading light
as if playing a private game that we witnessed only because we were
in what most people would call the wrong place at the wrong time.
No human artist ever painted such beauty.

Penny and I hurried home to warmth and a cup of tea, both of us
awed by this exhibition of our Beloved's artistry.

I come out of my reverie and continue my journal entry.

And along you come,Aaron, and suddenly I have my Beloved in
a manly physical form — yours. This takes me so deep, it pulls
tears from my core; tears of joy and gratitude and bliss. No wonder
I want to kiss you very, very gently, savour the fullness of your lips,
touch your soul through your lips.You don't know this, so you often
kiss in passion instead of tenderness, or simply try to copy me, to
please me.You know how I enjoy kissing you, but I mostly feel
alone when I kiss you — you don't meet me there yet.You don't
know that I don't kiss easily. I don't even hug people much. I tell
them I'm the shake-hands-and-walk-fast type.

But I love the depth that is slowly growing in you. I love to be
close to you, to feel your energy, our legs entwined, to be at peace
like that, breathing deeply, drinking in love and presence, even
leaving sex to another time.

Your gift to me is to bring me alive to what has been hidden in
myself, in a way I shall never lose again.

I realise with a shock that, sexually, I've been winding down,
imagining myself slipping under the ground to merge blissfully with
nature in a peaceful death. I have spent much of the past twelve years
in celibate silence, loving the miracle of the flowers and plants that
grew in my garden, all the while allowing myself to grow old, to
imperceptibly lose my life force in favour of ultimate peace.

And now I've met my Beloved in Aaron.





THIS LOVE KNOWS ITS AGE

Love knows no age

Leo Buscaglia, chapter title from his book Love

I walk outside and am kissed by the air. I lift up my face
and the sun comes and strokes it, so beautifully it makes
my feet lift from the ground. Oh! The sensuousness of
just walking! One moment, this moment, and the bliss of being
here, in a body, taking this one step.

I do my housework, turn on a tap. How can the act of turning a
tap be sensual? Anything can be when I am in a relationship with my
Beloved, meeting in the present moment.

Aaron, you are a catalyst for awareness of what is right in front of
me. So beautiful.

And then, incredibly,my mind takes over with the temptation to
immerse myself in the pleasure of being admired and wanted. I
hurt so much from being older, from the age of my body. How I
want to be younger and more voluptuous! How I regret the
thinness of my ribcage, the wrinkles in my neck and on my face
and body, the lack of shape in my breasts, the presence of hard
lumps there.

How can you stand it? When will you say,Well, that's enough. Sorry,
Carla, but my libido has carried me away from you because I met so and so,
who is twenty years younger, not fifteen years older?

I write in my journal again:

I can feel the mental and emotional tension like a cloak,

like a piece of clothing I'm putting on for size;

it's that obvious.

If I keep this on for comfort, something else will die,

something that I can't put my finger on as yet.

I feel the need to stay in the moment and not make a security

out of anything.

I want to live for whatever the moment brings,

for whatever comes out of infinite, unknown possibilities.

Right now, it is giving me the magic of a relationship evolving.

My intuition tells me this:

The best chance of the magic staying

is by not making any demands on it.

Keep your primary relationship with your Beloved intact.

I'm so free to love when I remember this, free to lie back in the
arms of my Beloved in the sea of Life. I know that the metaphors are
getting a bit mixed up here. I also know that in spite of everything I
know right now, I will forget.

I look in the mirror and see myself and can't believe what I see.

You must be blind, Aaron. The past, probably, blinding you to the
present. I don't want you to suddenly wake up to having an ageing
woman in your arms.

You never say anything about my body that you appreciate —
except my hips.You do seem to like my hips a lot, and appreciate me
wanting you, yes.

I'm crying deep tears inside. I'm letting myself come to terms with
reality, and it hurts. I've never seen myself so old before. It makes me
weep to have missed out on such a big chunk of life. It's a bit like
dying. This is what it feels like to weep for the dying of the light. I
thought I had already done that, back in Denmark, where I was ready
to slowly meditate myself into the grave. But this fresh taste of sexual
love has made me want to grasp life anew; it shows me what I've
missed. In all my past relationships, all my previous love-making, there
was never such a touching of souls as now. Ironically, it is my maturity
that makes me feel as intensely as I do. In my young days, the body
had its intensities. Now it is the soul, in a body that is no longer
young, that can feel exquisitely.The paradox is torture. My body can
no longer adequately reflect my feelings or match their depth. It's
cruel, devastating.

How am I going to get over this? I should appreciate what is here,
however fragile.This love is like a flower, so delicate as it blazes in its
beauty.Yet it seems destined to last for only the shortest of time. A
white light, a concentration of energy in a moment, an explosion. I
think I want to die, I said once. But I don't feel ready to face the ashes
of the aftermath.The price of passion is deepest doubt.

'Put some of that lubricant on you,' he says. 'I understand about older
women getting drier down there. It's alright!'

The tube of Eros lubricant has a permanent place now on the top
ledge of my well-made wooden bed. Is there anything this man
doesn't understand; anything he can't take in his stride? He seems
determined not to judge anything about me. His priority seems to be
to make me feel comfortable, to get over my hesitation about being
older.

'You're a bit wrinkly,' he said when we were naked for the first
time and I had to leave the bed for something, exposing my body —
my buttocks, to be precise. He doesn't say that kind of thing any
more. In a way, he has gone beyond what my body looks like to feel
the person inside it.

What really gives me discomfort is the state of my breasts. Only a
few weeks ago,my GP was convinced that the big, hard, angular lump
he could feel in my right breast was cancerous. He booked me in for
tests straightaway. It turned out the lumps were cysts — a big one that
broke into two smaller, rounder ones. Due to the lack of tissue in my
breasts, they were very easily detected by touch.

I still think of my breasts as mutilated by the scar from an operation
I had ten years ago to remove several small lumps.The doctor must
have known that so many lumps were unlikely to be carcinogenic, but
I didn't know any better at the time and allowed his surgeon mate to
operate on me the day after my consultation. The hard, irregular
lumps kept on coming.

Aaron just isn't into touching my breasts. He ignores them
altogether. Perhaps their small size doesn't impress him. I don't want
to ask him; it's a turn-off for me just thinking about my breasts. What
will he think when he eventually discovers the lumps? I don't dare
imagine. But I do want him to touch my nipples. They are supersensitive
and even more responsive than my clitoris.

Aaron's first touch on my nipples is desultory — an unenthusiastic
response to the news that they are sensitive. He twiddles them.

'That hurts,' I say.

He gives up.

It's a week later when he says the obvious, 'You've got a lump
there,' and points to it. It's detectible even without touch.

'Yes,' I sigh, not looking at him. 'It's just a lump, though,'
meaning, I know all about it, and it's not cancerous if that's what you're
hinting at.

Aaron drops the subject and takes his attention to other parts of my
body, but the next time we're together he ever so gently rests the tip
of one finger on each nipple and caresses them with hardly a
movement, watching my face. The sudden kindness takes my breath
away and my back arches in pleasure. He smiles and takes me in his
arms, pressing me tightly to his chest, flattening what little there is of
my breasts against himself.

'It would be good if you filled out a bit,' he says in passing some
time later.

I have every intention of doing just that. Six months ago, I stopped
eating wheat and dairy because of a digestive reaction to both and
became the thinnest I've ever been. I plan to take body-building food
supplements to build up some form.

'Massage of the breasts will increase the blood flow,' says my
naturopath when I tell him my problem. 'The extra attention will
help as well.' He recommends that I go to the gym and stop
hormone-replacement therapy. 'The lumps will dissolve,' he says.

What? The lumps are due to the years of HRT? I'd always thought
that my shapeliness depended on hormone replacements. What will
happen to my shape when I stop taking them?

I learn about phyto-oestrogens, black cohosh, don quai and licorice
tea — all contributors to feelings of female wellbeing and all available
over the counter. And I phone the Menopause Institute of Australia,
which recommends (based on a phone consultation) a program of
natural progesterone and a tiny amount of natural oestrogen. I can
now look forward to correct hormonal balance, extra energy and a
more consistently good mood.

'I regret not being older,' Aaron says.

When I hear this, something tugs at my heart. It's the regret that
I'm not younger. Why would he want to be older, I ask him.

'So you can feel more at ease with being the age you are,' he says.

Well, I don't want him any older. I love the way he's full on with
his sexual energy, the way he still appeals to young girls because of his
pheromones. Does he know how sexy he is without doing anything
overtly sexual, in spite of his daggy appearance?

I don't want him any older. But being older myself gets to me
sometimes, and maybe he can feel that. Maybe that's why he said what
he did.

I dance, as I often do, in the open space between my dining table and
the lounge room. It's my favourite way of exercising, stretching. I put
on a CD and move to an invisible hand guiding my steps and
gestures. Tonight, I decide to dance naked and to watch myself in the
large mirror I've propped up on my camphor box against the wall of
the dining area.

For the first time, I see what Aaron sees: a person so thin that her
ribs are sticking out.The waist is also very thin, and the torso flat and
sinuous, but oh, those ribs! I gulp. Have I lost so much weight?
Apparently so. My breasts are tiny protuberances in this skinny whole;
only the nipples stand out. The sight is depressing and my sexual
energy droops. My dancing becomes a physical exercise instead of an
ecstatic celebration.

There's more: a large purple bruise on the back of my right thigh.
I've not noticed it before, and I can't recall bumping myself there.The
bruise is about eight centimetres across. I know from past experience
that it will stay for quite some time, then turn yellow before it finally
disappears.

I've gone back to wanting to be desired by a man,wanting to make
a good impression. What I see here is suddenly not good enough.

I notice how this kind of thinking brings down my energy. How
easy it is to fall into this trap. With it comes the thought that I'd better
hang on to Aaron because it would be impossible to find another
good man who'd be interested in me. From this perspective, it seems
so difficult to be in my other space, where everything is alright the
way it is. In this space, thoughts of the Beloved seem alien.

I sit still, and slowly recapture myself.

There's only one sane thing to do: to accept the body I have once
again, warts and all.

That bruise, yes; and the scrawniness in my neck, yes; and the
spider-veins inside my right thigh, and my broken nails, wrinkly
hands, and thin arms with sinews and bumps on them.

My bottom used to be tantalisingly pert; recently, it's acquired an
extra lump beneath each cheek. I accept them; I accept all the flaws,
leaving out nothing.

Those small breasts, in particular.

As I do this, I feel my sexual energy return, as if it had been
banished and is now allowed back in. I decide to put on some clothes.
Skimpy clothes — my new black miniskirt and a slinky pink top that
sets off my large nipples. I dance, and the dance takes me. I try
different tops, and dance again. Skirt, no skirt; red knickers, no
knickers. I feel free, as I used to before a man came into my life to
complicate things.

And then it's time to go to bed and sleep in deep peace.
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