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.foreword.

 


All the names in this journal have been
changed, even the false ones, even mine.

By the power invested in me through the hands
which hold me now I will transform dogs to horses and sisters to
brothers. I will assign new nationalities to strangers, grant them
unfamiliar hobbies and occupations and move them gently,
unknowingly, to cities they’ll never live in. For their own sake
they will be renewed in my words so that they can be presented
safely to you- as witness protection for their lives and salve for
my eyes.

To achieve this I will occasionally deny them
their children. And I will deny my own children- lie bald-faced to
you about them, painful lies of omission to protect these most
precious of my creations. I will reassign the four corners of the
compass; prepare to look up and see East, prepare to discover stars
at the bottom of the ocean. Unfold the maps of confusion. I will
change the locations and suburbs and states between these covers
day to day, draft to draft, until you are as lost as I am and the
real story can emerge. And all this in a foolish effort to tell you
the truth.

 


Don’t ask me to explain, spare me that awful
burden. Now that I have wings let me keep them broad, open, ready
to take the windrush in any direction. I can only get through this
without the leaden wings of reason, without the promise of a why
for any small what that follows. Leave me alone with how, nothing
more, and you and I will get along just fine.

So let me not explain then- let me just
describe. Let me describe one year on the dark side of the Moon, a
year of full moonlight, a year in the dark. What follows here
occurred- every word, every call, every touch, everything. It was
driven forward by energies carnal and creative, by a whim of the
flesh, the will of the soul and the wish to never forget. It all
occurred, but inside the covers you hold there lie no facts
whatsoever. Nothing exists in here, except the story.

Turn the page.
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‘Lord make me pure. But not
yet.’

- St Augustine.
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 .prologue.

 


 


 


When I was a child I worried about the
minute, the only minute we own. It’s the one stuck between past and
future, wedged in there, trembling, the only one alive- all we
really, really have.

I would tremble with it, lie awake in my bed,
covers over my head, and try not to wonder what would happen if
past and future crowded in, joined forces, forgot their differences
for a while and worked together to claim that vital core minute as
theirs, swallow it bite by bite from each soft and indistinct end
until just one pure last second of now remained and then assault it
again and again until left with a pure nanosecond and again until
nothing. Nothing.

When I was a child I used to think as a
child. To stay sane inside time I made a decision, a pact with the
present, something small and desperate to keep that annihilation at
bay. I decided that past and future can take as much of that vital
minute as they like, stealing the tail away as immediate memory and
the leading edge as micro-anticipation, but they must leave me just
one full second in which to dwell. Fifty years later and I am still
in that sacred Now, that conscious pact, that space. I’m still in
that glorious, inescapable second.

I’m in that second now. I’m on a bus. It’s
not moving. I can hear bags being thrown into it somewhere
underneath me. The driver comes back into the cabin, throws a
battered blue clipboard into a battered wire tray. Relax, my
friend. Take your time.

I’m in the middle of my penultimate day in
this strange land, my almost-last day almost in her domain. I’m at
my most complex and my most perplexed. I don’t know why I came
here, as far away from the beginning as I can be, as far away from
my home - from 8.30pm on March 8 - as removed from that point of
initialism and encounter as possible. That coldish, expectant
living room, that autumn night was where my journey commenced and
this misty view, this place - a small village on the banks of a
thick white/blue river - is where she made her first footfall, a
line between it and my door. Knock.

There was no way I could not do this. There
was no way I could not come here - take a last stab at worthiness,
a last foolish lunge at sense. The ten days I have lived in her
country had this moment written into them from the outset but there
was doubt; no money, no transport, no clear way I could complete
it, find this place, find her house and I still don’t know what I
gain or achieve or settle or what I sedate simply by being here.
What I do know is that from the moment this bus moves I am on a
return journey, on something slowly refolding itself back to me -
village to town to city to city to airport to airport, to city to
beach, step by step back home - some task, some micro-pilgrimage
done.

I am in my eternal second. I am on a
trembling bus. In truth I can’t believe I am here. I’m so hungry. I
made the budget stretch too far to get to this point, to pay
another bus fare - a ride denied at the last minute - and this
really is an ordeal. The truth is I miss her. The awful truth is
far deeper: I miss missing her. The awful truth was in her dark,
laughing eyes last March...

‘You’ll have forgotten about me in three
weeks.’

She was wrong about the time span. I’ll have
forgotten about her in a second.

He’s waiting - the blue clipboard checked
again. A page is flipped forward, then back. His expression
changes. There is a missing passenger - someone on his page but not
on the bus, someone there in text only, and I know by now that the
buses are in a hurry here, don’t wait long. I’m in no hurry. I’m
indulging this non-time, enjoying the thought that the next time
those wheels turn, the next time those wheel bearings turn, circles
within circles, rotation and counter-rotation as one, the next time
a micron of grease is broken from their metal skins will be the
start of my return, the beginning of The End.

I have no idea what I am going home to. I am
on a trembling bus. This is the furthest I have ever been without
life support. This is the furthest I’ve ever been without a
lifeline: family, friend, shrink, lover, she. No-one to phone,
no-one to touch. This the furthest I have ever been without a
reason. What am I saying - she is the reason. She is my reason for
reason. I put my sunglasses on. The driver’s hand falls down to the
gearstick. Something hisses below me now. The grease film breaks.
The wheel bearings turn on each other for mutual support. I glance
at the white/blue river one last time. How can a moving river be
that colour? They apologise for it, saying it’s always so clear,
drinkable, sorry it has to look like this, sorry. They actually
apologise. As if they could do anything about a river, a colour.
The driver looks left, the bus takes on the light traffic. Someone
has been left behind. Now I know why I came here. I came here to
cry.
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She arrived looking like a whore.

Well, I thought, what was I expecting? I
honestly don’t know but I thought I had successfully separated the
cheap stereotype from the kind of girl I was to meet. But here she
was- tight little black dress and the sort of stilettos I had only
previously seen in stage productions.

‘Hello, I’m Sarah.’

We shook hands. Sarah- just a name out of
that semi-visible page in the newspaper, just a phone call, a
negotiated price, a little extra because of the longer trip to the
outskirts of the city, now here. She wants the money up front and
she wants it in cash. I was learning from the first minute. I gave
her the agreed amount and she used my phone to check in. I had no
idea if her driver went or stayed, lurking in the driveway in case
I was not to be trusted. I suddenly felt very sober. She sat down,
said she liked the place, ‘so different’ and then:

‘You look nervous.’

‘Yep- my first time. First time doing it this
way, anyway.’

‘Really?’

‘Really.’

I joke that it would be cute if she would say
it was her first time as well- ‘just to get us off on an even
footing’. She’s taken aback a little:

‘Did the agency tell you?’

‘What?’

She tells me instead- she’s back in the job
after a short break. So this is fairly new to her- she’s done it
before but there’s been a break. I wonder if ‘back after a break’
is some sort of code for ‘first time’ but within a second her
experience shows as she reaches for what was to become a common
opening line for a working girl faced with a slightly nervous and
slightly strange client:

‘Feel like a massage?’

And we’re in bed- her with her dress still on
and I’m learning about the cautious protocol these girls observe. I
learn that I have to get naked first, so that she can’t be accused
of offering sex- this just in case I’m a cop involved in some sort
of entrapment. Then there are her own personal guidelines - so
matter of fact: ‘no kissing, no fingering’- seems every girl has
her limits, small personal space.

The massage, gentle and caring, takes some of
my nerves away. She wants to do more of this one day, a massage
course, get accreditation. I wonder if they all say this, what part
this lie has in all their lives. But we’re warming to each other-
this could be okay.

I turn over and she rolls on top of me. She
looks fabulous and I’ve given up on wondering how I look. I want to
kiss her but I’m happy to take her call on this. I tell her that I
have no wild expectations of the night, that this is great.

‘I just need something beautiful in my life
right now. Tonight.’

And her breasts break beautifully out of her
dress and I know where I am again. Within minutes we are involved
in warm foreplay, using everything within the limits to enjoy this
strange, suddenly unstructured moment. She is all over me, totally
naked under the dress all along, rubbing herself on my thigh, warm,
then hot, then wet- way beyond my expectations. We could go the
rest of the night like this as far as I’m concerned - dangerously
close to pure sex - her movements bringing us closer together by
the minute. She’s really involved - I can smell it - and I know
it’s good for us both and that one move would have me there, inside
there, inside her, but my conscience gets the better of me- it
really is my first time in this circumstance but there are some
things I do know.

‘Shouldn’t one of us put a condom on?’

‘Oh, yeah.’ Her voice low. She pulled herself
slowly away from me, releasing our newly shared heat.

She has to go back to her bag to get one. I
watch her walk stark naked into my lounge room- totally charmed by
this situation. She returned with a banana flavoured condom, put it
on me and tried to give me some oral satisfaction through it.
Despite her obvious experience in this area I felt nothing. It was
a valiant effort on her part but cut short before the absurdity of
it did away with my new sexual awareness. It was time for some real
sex.

There’s something about fulfilling the next
charter in this sexual area - so much weight of expectations - that
just doesn’t have the same freedom and thrill as the purely
sensual. We spent a few moments indulging in classic, pure sex- not
a lot of eye contact but the beauty of innocent immersion, a sense
of loss in the other, knowing we are there only for the pleasure
only skin can bring. We took up the three basic positions and
worked together, a small smile on her face- worked, but never to
taking ourselves to completion. But even then, as my heart rate
rose, and despite the uniqueness of this situation - the
unlikelihood that this would have been on my horizon in my newly
dangerous world, the thrill of the thought of this wild moment - I
really just wanted to get back to what mattered to me- the pure
contact, the skin of the other; touch.

When human beings started walking upright a
strange thing happened. The man’s sex organ became more obvious,
more prominent in his overall appearance. For the woman the
opposite happened, the centre of her sexuality - not just obvious
but positively heightened when she walked on all fours - all but
disappeared. In the primate world the male can still see when the
female is aroused, when she’s interested and ready. In our world
the male makes his arousal most obvious (‘is that a gun in your
pocket...?’). And so, as we became better bipeds, something was
lost in our primal sexual communication.

With that loss, something new blossomed. The
manifestation of her sex now hidden, the woman started to
compensate- to make their entire body into their sexual vehicle,
their sexual attractant, one big sex organ. It’s a theory, but it
works for me. And so there’s something about two people connected
only by a penis - holding themselves apart, each on their own trip
- which denies this basic change, this basic need for contact.

And I wanted Sarah to pull back to the mere
mutual giving of pleasure - something at the core of my being. In
wanting this I felt like I’m cheating on the system. Sarah arrived
in the night to do one job - a good fuck - and I’ve exploited the
rest of her as well, her skin, mind, smile, goodwill, her
willingness to let me take charge of her hormones for a while. It’s
sort of like asking the plumber to move some furniture for you
while he’s basically there to re-seat a tap.

We pulled back to foreplay, my fingers
talking to the skin of her arms, hers on my chest. We lay close
together.

‘What else do you do?’

She’s filling time until she gets back to
massage - doing a course. I say I work in IT. She says I’m the
strangest person she’s ever met in this capacity. She says I’m
throwing my money away - ‘you can do better than this. Have you
tried those personal pages?’ - and I tell her that the money is
well spent, that it’s not a problem. I’ve worked all that out in my
head (tell you later). Anyway, I add, it’s going to you isn’t it?
And my naivety is revealed when she says that she gets about a
third of the total amount for her trouble - the rest goes on
drivers and the agency. What a miniscule amount. I pay a mechanic
almost this much, and we certainly don’t touch if I can help
it.

Sarah tells me she’s eighteen but has a
couple of kids. I know it’s part of her job to lie and she admits
to lying about one of these facts. I’m guessing the ‘eighteen’ part
is a lie. Surely every receptionist hearing what’s behind my voice,
my awkward list of words gleaned from the ads themselves ‘new’,
‘petite’, ‘cute’ knows what sort of man I am and will sell me
anyone who resembles an 18 year old - the unholy grail of the
ersatz almost-Humberts of this world. So I’m guessing she’s got a
couple of kids, that’s the true bit. And I guess it’s also her job
not to ask leading questions but one slips out of her anyway.

‘Why tonight?’

‘What?’

‘Why do you need someone tonight,
especially?’

I tell her a little about the trip interstate
the next day, guaranteed to be revealing and difficult and
traumatic, old scars, and I tell her of a week of ‘too quiet’
nights- looking through brittle photos and feeling ghosts flood
into the room with every old letter and fading image. I’m stuck
between all my times now and only something physical can ground me
for this journey into the past.

Somehow this talk opens her up. We both
realise that it’s a night of the full moon. Sarah talks about
ghosts- she’s seen one. Suddenly she’s an excited kid sitting on
the edge of my bed telling the tale that, up until now, only her
mother believed - an apparition when she was much younger but so
clear to her still that she makes it clear to me as well. She asks
whether I believe her. I tell her I do. I do believe her.

We don’t try sex again - it really has been
enough, more than enough, the hour gone quickly and gently.

‘Do you mind if I leave a business card?’ I
walk her into the moonlight. A hug - ‘thanks for booking me’ - and
she was gone.
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So what had happened there? Believe me- I
asked myself. I had moved to the other side of something. My finger
had run down a column on a newspaper page and teased at a number
inked there, at the paper fibre buried in there, until it broke
through some membrane, some resistance and, for once, for the first
time, pushed through further, leading me with it into another
world.

I had approached that world before, well
before that needy night in late October. I remember, maybe five
years ago, going for a night walk. It was spring, that I know,
windy, the mauve Jacaranda tinge over everything. The usual walk,
perhaps a Sunday night, perhaps not (I must remember to keep making
things up for you), a walk made of equal parts fitness and
frustration, fuelled on a restlessness that has never left me,
which makes me write this now, pre-dawn. I remember stopping at a
phone box on a commercial road. Black metal dust on the old wooden
light poles. I took a scrap of torn newspaper out of my pocket and
dialled the number on it.

‘Can I help you?’

‘Can you tell me what the deal is.’

‘For a visit?’

‘Sorry?’

‘Do you want someone to visit you?’

‘Yes.’

‘Okay. You book a girl for a half hour, or an
hour, and she comes to your place and you can do whatever you
like.’

I think there was a long silence at that
stage. I think the woman on the other end of the line could see me
clearly, my every detail, age, occupation, clearly down that fine,
electrically charged copper wire. I’m sure she had heard me ring
her a hundred times before. She’d heard that silence before and she
knew it was useless to continue but, nonetheless, almost
perfunctorily put an end to it with:

‘What’s your address, honey?’

I hung up the phone and threw the paper away.
And all this while I thought I was happily married, the family
watching the Sunday night movie in a well-lit house somewhere
behind me. I made plans but didn’t execute them. I knew some open
times would be available - my wife’s business trips - but I made
plans and nothing happened; blame a weird form of loyalty, blame my
cowardice. I never dialled that number again. Five years ago.

Then all the changes in a rush, the end of so
many things and then that needy October night and Sarah, naked in
my bed. A night of needing another. It seems sometimes we are too
dangerous to face on our own. Now jump further forward with me (get
used to the jumps- this isn’t easy). Bypass six months from Sarah
to land into the glowing core of this journey/journal. It’s early
the following April, and I’m having my first Sexual Health Checkup.
I’m with a very understanding GP in a strange suburb, not my local
doctor, not my specialist, and I’m sitting at his desk with his
postcards and his kid’s drawings pinned to the side of an old
bookcase and I’m explaining that I can’t get rid of a malaise that
seems half throat based and half something resembling a bad gut. I
describe the lingering symptoms: unease, slow digestion, headaches,
that cough I can’t shake, and then I have to steel myself because I
am about to explain the rest of my half-adopted lifestyle of six
months which may have some bearing on all this.

I tell him I see an ‘escort’ once a month,
every month, never the same one twice. That was a lie- the ‘never
the same one twice’ bit. That had been the plan but, by the time I
saw that doctor it been blown apart - too long a story for that
office - he’ll have to read the book. The doctor said he was glad I
had told him. Although he had pretty well diagnosed a lingering
sinus infection he said that it helped to know all factors.

‘I’ll prescribe you a double dose of
antibiotics - these sinus thingies are hard to knock out. And
anyway-'

I cut him off. I knew where he was going with
this. The information is readily available on the web.

‘-I know. Ninety percent of the things I
could be picking up every month will be knocked out by the
antibiotics. So it’s a good idea anyway, right?’

He smiled: ‘That was going to be my next
sentence.’

I asked him whether he thought I was being
foolish - with my health, that is. I already knew that this was
foolish in every other way but that was my own foolish choice. But
I wanted to know if this sexual activity was foolish. Did he think
I was endangering myself in these encounters?

‘I don’t know. Are you being safe? Using
condoms?’

‘Absolutely.’

‘Oral sex?’

‘No.’

‘Then you’re probably doing this more safely
than someone going to the pub on a Saturday night and seeing who
they can pick up.’

But he took a blood test anyway. He would
send it away for Hepatitis A, B, and C and also check for early
signs of AIDS. He was going to add Syphilis to the list but we
agreed that two weeks of the Vibramycin would knock that out
regardless so there was no point in testing for it. I didn’t want
him writing down that word- ‘Syphilis’. I didn’t want him to write
anything on my file so he just added the sinus infection diagnosis
and his resultant recommendation. I thanked him and agreed to call
him in a week for the results.

I want you to know that I didn’t sweat on
this at all in that week. I’m not a good sleeper anyway but I slept
as well as ever, despite the fact that I had become a quiet expert
on the subject of STDs and that dreaded virus, and despite the fact
that I had lied about the oral sex. I couldn’t say it. It was just
the once, I thought to myself, and she didn’t count; she couldn’t
hurt me and it wouldn’t matter if she did. Read that last sentence
again. How crazy am I? Crazy or brave? I lied to the good doctor-
not brave enough to tell him the whole truth, so let’s just fall on
the side of crazy. Or maybe dangerously full of courage in the
knowledge that, as that particular girl - that anomaly in what had
been my nicely ordered world of the flesh - had said to me in
March, a little too simply at the time:

‘If it doesn’t kill you, it makes you
stronger.’

Immediately she said it I was ready to react,
to correct- to engage the old me. I was ready to tell her that, as
far as I was concerned, this was Nietzsche’s most misused
quotation. The great philosopher was dead and wrong. All that
‘superman’ stuff. I wanted to tell her that it was originally a
Spartan belief, and that in the end Sparta had lost to Athens. I
was ready to retort from experience with ‘listen- what doesn’t kill
you can make you sick for a bloody long time, and then kill you
anyway. What doesn’t kill you can make you quake for 25 years and
inflict your inadequacy on others and hurt them and remain
incomplete until the day you die’ but the words dissolved in my
mouth like baptismal salt, and I realised that I really knew less
every month; that the journey should continue. And, most
importantly, that her personal journey should be left to continue
as well, without my patronising input. It was quite a moment.

So: Sarah- October last; the good doctor-
April; the visitation of the agent of change in the night- the
March before that. April, the doctor. March, the second genesis.
Are you lost? Believe me, I am. A conversation from the depths of
the whole experience, why not:

‘Is there someone you’ll remember?’

‘I remember them all.’

‘Cute. I mean someone special?’

‘They’re all special but, yes, I know what
you mean. Yes.’

‘Will you ever see her again?’

‘Absolutely.’

‘When?’

‘I’ll see her at the moment of my death.’

‘Oh, my God. You are a lost soul.’

‘I am.’

Be patient. Retrace those thought-lines as
you would, as you are forced to do when in that state between
wakefulness and sleep, when you really need to know how you got to
that point in your mind, the trail lost like Hansel’s breadcrumbs
but you look over your right shoulder anyway just to try to see
what’s left of them, what’s left of it; you hit the neuron trail
just to find some rest again. Retrace them with me; the
indestructible girl who changed everything; the doctor who cared
just enough to allow me to admit to him that I was doing all this.
Back now: the doctor. And, in the midst of my first sexual health
check he said:

‘So you do this, this ‘escort’ thing, when
the need arises?’

‘Not so much when the need arises. Every full
moon.’

‘Every full moon!’

He smiled a bit. I think he was suddenly
aware that it was the week of the April full moon, and that he was
sitting there still sucking blood out of my arm. It was not lost on
him. But here’s the point- he’d used that phrase ‘when the need
arises’ and it was a true description of that first night with
Sarah. I realised that I needed to do it.

Since being on my own personal retreat from
life, from my previous life, I have been aware of my body giving my
messages. It makes me walk more, take more time to sleep, eat
better food, listen to live music, shun the TV, go barefoot where I
would never have gone barefoot before, to lie in mid-winter sun. It
makes me swim. It wants to be in touch with the Earth. There is no
80% of the brain that is ‘unused’- it’s the bit that’s desperately
trying to make your life whole. It’s the unconscious. Music lives
there, and Art, those crucial but useless aspects of our lives; the
unconscious made visible, tangible but no more explicable than
light (Freud lives next door in the subconscious-urbs). We choose
to ignore it, declare it useless, because we don’t want to get lost
in it all so we sit in the comfortable section of our personal
house and leave the rest of the doors locked; all the wings are
locked away.

And it seems to me that this enormous inner
rudder is not to be ignored. Today, even young kids are allowed to
be finicky about their food. A New Scientist report recently said
that this could well be a choice out of the child’s inner-me voice,
something telling him that he should avoid some foods for a while,
until he is more ready for them. A New Idea column also recommended
letting the child actually decide for a while, for the same
mysterious reason. When New Idea and New Scientist agree there must
be something in it.

But we should have known, right? Pregnant
women have weird food cravings. That woman’s inner child also has
specific food needs at various times of their growth; folates early
to minimise birth defects, specific food groups later on to
complete the inner larder. So now we know that the crazy midnight
craving and crucial inner-me needs are closely linked; a particular
vegetable or sweet is just right for that baby to take the next
developmental step. Something speaks, tells the mother in her
sleep. If you’ve been through this you know it’s useless to ask
why.

And on one night in late October - a crucial
night before I would drag my body, mind and spirit into my distant
past one last time - my body said get me someone to hold, ‘hold
me’ and I booked Sarah. My body needed someone to connect with,
someone to share molecules and oils with, someone to talk
intimately to in its own mysterious way; someone to touch. So, that
first time, before the moon took over my sex life, that first night
of old ghosts and new, it was true- it truly was ‘as the need
arises’.

And I didn’t want to go to the pub and see
what I could pick up. I didn’t want any of those personally
destructive games any more. I wanted the certainty of the flesh and
an inner need met. It was the midnight craving of a spiritual
embryo. And I didn’t even know that it was the start of a major
journey. I didn’t know who was coming at me over the horizon, or
how much that horizon would blur and dissolve as it always does
when change is afoot outside my window.
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Okay- I’ll try to go chronological from now
on. October full moon- Sarah.

Two weeks later, a couple of weeks before the
November full moon and I’m buying the newspaper again, turning
first to the Massage and Allied, for who is new, what descriptions
will entice me this time. I start to match up groups of girls to
phone numbers:

IMMY (new!) STUNNING! Just
gorgeous. This gal will break your heart! Visit you. 7pm until
late.

Seven pm- later than I want. I’m thinking of
someone in the afternoon or just on sunset- this place is so nice
at that stage. I wonder if Immy is willing to break hearts before
seven. I ring the number. Immy is part Asian, not my interest at
present. Bree is also new and also apparently absolutely gorgeous
and exquisite- ‘for the business man only’. What does this mean? I
imagine it means that she doesn’t chew gum on the job. Some ads go
for the obvious - ‘curvy’, ‘wild’, ‘stunning’ and the ubiquitous
‘model looks’ - but one agency takes you further into your
imagination with simple, alluring phrases like ‘softly spoken’ and
even ‘quite pretty’. That’s good writing.

A few phone calls and I’m finding the same
receptionist a couple of times- numbers are shared, multiple lines
used to throw police off the scent. After a while I’m thinking that
it’s the exact same receptionist employed everywhere (‘have I
spoken to you before? Just now? About Daisy- ‘from the country?
Carefree and willing’?). It’s confusing because there’s a policy of
anonymity. The phone is answered without any form of admission as
to who or what you have called- no identification, no admission
that it’s an Escort Agency. It’s simply ‘Hello’ or ‘Yes, can I help
you?’ It’s up to the potential client to say something as initially
awkward as ‘I was wondering about Gorgeous Gloria’ or, later, when
I’m more relaxed in this role of purchaser of pleasure: ‘Yeah, Hi.
Who have you got available tonight'.

And it’s also weird because all the
receptionists ask the same questions. It’s a friendly, unmeasured
tone, businesslike but with a hint of what you are really after
running all through it. If there are four girls available (not one
of them the one advertised, the thin thread of a reason you rang
that number in the first place) they go through the descriptions
willingly and patiently, sometimes checking with the girls
themselves (‘Cloe, love, how tall are you? You are not! I think
she’s... stand up, love... she looks about five foot five, maybe
five foot six, maybe. She’s a lovely girl. Yeah, you can sit down
now.’). Sometimes they go into well practised raves, scripted to
make the most of the time on the phone.‘Okay, Jasmine. Let’s
look... (page turn noise)... she’s five foot two, gorgeous, long
dark hair - a brunette, beautiful eyes, a lovely disposition - fun
gal. She’s got a 34C bust, so quite big up there, beautifully
shapely and she’s... ah... nineteen. Shall I book her for you?
Whereabouts are you, sir?’

But generally I want another description and
the women on the end of the line don’t seem to mind, eternally
patient starting over, reminding me again of who they’ve mentioned
so far. As we talk she’s getting my ideas, getting closer to who
I’ll ‘love’. On one occasion the receptionist included herself-
‘and there’s me. I’m 31...’ I want to have conversation with one of
these wise gatekeepers. Occasionally I can hear a little child in
the background. Pictures start to form in my head but I stick to
the details, hard enough, and work on trying to get someone into my
house, my bed tonight.

Because of my location there is a slight
extra charge, and the reputation of the surrounding suburbs makes a
difference. When I got back to Sarah’s agency to try to obtain
another girl like her they told me they don’t do ‘that area’
anymore- ‘too many problems’. Out of curiosity I ask about Sarah
but she’s no longer with them - moved on or moved out. So I was
thrown back onto other agencies, other numbers. More points of
discussion come up- an individual girl who lives in the area may
not want to work in it. I’m wondering what I would do if I ran into
one of them at Coles.

I have my own list ready: young, no tats, no
piercings, no makeup if possible, petite, clean (the last addition
courtesy of my new knowledge from the industry websites). You’re
allowed to ask if and when they have sexual health checkups and
what sort of assurances they can give you as to the use of
drugs.

Every time I hang up the phone - the deal not
quite done - I immediately feel that I won’t pick it up again. I’m
alone in a warm room, newspaper and notebook at my side, maybe a
red wine, perhaps some music and it feels just so strange and
foolish that it’s a real effort, an act of bravery, if you will, to
go to the next familiar voice one more time.

Yes, there’s a notebook, a couple by now,
initially used in trying to work out which numbers lead to which
joint agencies and tracking new ads for that special word or
phrase. All that clinical note-taking changed when this activity
reached from the flesh to the page, when one person walked in. What
was once some scrap paper became 48 page exercise books of
pencilled notes, ads cut out of the papers and the occasional
agency business card and then, suddenly, the basis for something
bigger. I’m in that overwarm room, looking at lines are drawn
between names and numbers- I can pick area codes to work out how
far they will have to drive. I hope I can read between the lines to
find the girl I want. This type of advertising is no different to
any other. Ever fallen for a well written ad and ended up buying a
dud VCR?

The hesitancy is always there - do I move on?
- but somehow the next call happens, my whole body involved with
the dialling of the next number (All Areas Escorts) and the
conversation starts over with someone new; same tone, different
office. They’ve got just two girls in tonight: Michelle and
Kim.


The descriptions are passed on. They are very
similar, both young enough by the sound of it and I don’t know how
to choose. The price is good- no extra charge for my region, but I
don’t confirm as yet. I try for the elusive Bianca - ‘gorgeous and
exquisite’ - but she’s unavailable and I don’t want to listen to
another three substitutes which lurk behind her deceptively simple,
single line advertisement so it’s back to All Areas and, on a whim,
perhaps merely on one word or imprecise inflection of difference
from her agency, I book Kim. Done deal. Deal done. I put the warm
phone down and breathe out deeply.

I am striving to describe everything in this
journey, this truth is for you, but there’s no clear way to
describe what takes me over in that time span suspended between the
phone call and the knock on the door. It is so much pure emotion,
exquisite tension, a passage of time recorded in skin and memory in
a new way. In this time you are alive. This is an experience I
cannot transpose easily onto the page. Let me reach into my past,
perhaps into yours, to when things were a lot simpler. In the
no-mans land between phone call and the knock on the back door I
feel totally in the moment, totally focussed on what is to come.
The unknown will enter my room, my life within an hour and there’s
no real way to prepare for it. Now, thinking back, starting to
write it out for you, I recognise it- it’s a child-like feeling,
something I would have thought I would never feel again, a thrill
unavailable since early Christmas mornings- remember? Remember it
from another time when you couldn’t see what was coming but grew
excited, minute by minute, by every possibility until the awaited
reveal defuses that exquisite, unbearable bomb in your chest.

There’s a Zen to it all. You just can’t get
out of that moment and the next, counting them out, the deed has
been done and things are in train. As an adult this thrill may be
approximated before an important recital or a special appointment
but mere approximation is all I’m willing to admit to. The
combination of truly open possibility and sweet fear in that locked
moment I have found unmatched in adult life. Somewhere in another
suburb someone is getting ready, dressing for you, choosing
clothes. A driver is being reached - he rings to get specific
instructions for my location. I asked for a little subtlety from
him, using the neighbours as an excuse. On the confirmation call
back the driver is also friendly, warm towards me, calling me
‘mate’ instead of ‘sir’, we all know why we are here so, again, a
unique transaction, one of so many in this area so new to me.

Somewhere on some road someone is driving. I
try to relax with little success. I shower, lie down, sit up, go
out on the verandah to check how much of the neighbour’s lifestyle
is currently outdoors, I’m a kid here and I really don’t know what
I’m in for. I often boast that I have (had?) no vices but now I
realise that this is my personal form of gambling; place your money
up front, place your bets, no idea of the result. Take it as it
comes.

And when it comes they arrive in old cars and
new. The shabbiest beaten-up 70s Chrysler Valiant, a caring man my
age at the wheel, a recent, high-powered BMW containing a roguish
Brit on a work visa- darkened windows, a quick drop off and away, a
Subaru which stays at heel a little down the road, grumbling to
itself before racing into the dark. And days later, months later,
still now sometimes I find myself glancing up at the aural trace of
a passing vehicle trying to find just one physical manifestation of
these moonlit ghosts. At the early stages the girls’ drivers are
cautious, wanting the money up front, sometimes even asking the
girl to take it back to the car immediately (and I’m thinking
don’t go out there looking like that!) but later on, if the
agency knows my number, my name from even one visit the cars leave
and the payment is handled in a more relaxed fashion.

She arrived in a VP Commodore and banged on
the screen door loudly, standing out in the early-summer,
daylight-saving evening large as life in a black halter top with
big studs on the loops, studs down the front, a micro-mini skirt
and those tell-tale heels.

Once upon a time this type of outfit would
have been the sole domain of her dark profession but today, with
girls as young as ten given permission by every magazine role model
and every second video clip to dress like Bangkok hookers, she
could well have just come from the average teenage party, from uni,
or could even have been on her way to church. But, at that moment,
she didn’t look right standing out there in that salmon light. I
asked her in.

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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Early morning mist, chance of a light shower,
fine later.

Early morning mist, my first in this house,
over this grey-green ocean. I walk as usual, the world held back
from me, each jaundiced light on the jetty a surprise, each one
seemingly lit Bradbury-like only by my presence, only as I pass it;
the feeling of no future, no past, nothing at my sides. The whole
clear world is not much more than my personal space and drifts to
pure white less than five metres in each direction, and it is
connected to the sky and it is connected to the ocean and suspended
between them both by momentarily weightless water.

I walk. I am Robinson Crusoe. The tide has
come and gone, the beach is untouched by human feet, erased, now
readied for the day. I go further than usual, into the mist, my
woolen jumper a poor choice, it wicking the moisture out of this
cloud bought to earth. Behind me the fishermen on the jetty
dissolve into their chosen element, the jetty itself follows, gone
for all I know. There is no permanence today.

Now- I see footprints. No barefooted, native
Man Friday here. These are the prints from ex-army boots, or boots
recreated to look as if they’ve served, now in a disposal shop near
you. The line of these fresh footprints heads towards me, past me
and on behind me. I stop. I look behind me now, wondering when they
started to be visible, when I started passing this other trail
going the other way. Perhaps I hadn’t noticed them. The beach was
clear, unwritten. Either I hadn’t seen these prints - lost in
thought as usual - or someone passed me going the other way and I
hadn’t seen him. The mist is really having its way today.

I turn and stand looking in the direction the
boot prints lead, wondering how I could have missed someone passing
so near to me. There is no-one back there in the damp whiteness. I
turn back to my direction of travel, to the source of the prints
and see him there instead - a man in black.

Instant shock. Then, instantly, I’m relieved.
I think I know what’s happening. I’m relieved. It’s obvious that
this grey/black man didn’t create the prints, he’s just following
them, following whoever made them. As he comes closer I see more
detail: black, broad-brimmed hat over a shock of full, dense, grey
hair. He walks looking down, at a point just a few feet in front of
him, and as he moves his feet fall perfectly into the trail already
cast in the sand. Perfectly. Then I notice he’s got a black webbing
belt - the sort of belt they sell at army disposal shops too. For
some reason I panic. As he gets closer I glance at his feet.

Yes, they are boots, black, of course. I know
that type very well. I know what sort of impression that sort of
boot would leave in the sand. I freeze as he passes me. I close my
eyes. I can’t look at the sand past his feet, the sand behind him,
in case I find no trail there, in case the impossible is happening.
I open my eyes and turn tangent to his journey, tangent to mine,
away from his trail or no trail, into the dunes and home.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


‘Can I ask what you’re
writing?’

‘No.’

 


 


-~~~~-
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We shook hands. We sat in the lounge and I
couldn’t help taking her in visually. She was stunning. I can see
her now - the tightest of bodies. If there had been any lying in
the advertisement or by her receptionist it might have been about
her height - she was taller - and about her breast size but that
lie was necessary.

‘Hi- I’m Kim. Pleased to meet you.’

She wasn’t carrying an ounce of fat so the
34C breasts as advertised were out of the question and I wasn’t
going to complain. Stunning. What was I going to do with this young
person?

Suddenly the room, the whole house is cold. I
had heated it up - something the receptionist had suggested - but
turned it off too soon. Suddenly it is late spring instead of early
summer and that harsh spring wind is seeking entry, impossible to
deny in such a place, and Kim is on my couch shivering a little. I
asked her is she was okay, if she was warm enough. It was to be the
theme of the night.

We talked a little. She also lives at the
beach- a more popular suburb. I said I had looked at that area,
really liked the place and we compared notes on the local cafés and
attractions. She told me she lives with her fiancé in a unit next
to one I had looked at six months ago before deciding on this
place, quite a co-incidence. Her fiancé- that’s new. I suppose I
don’t expect these girls to have no relationships (would I expect
it in another line of work?) but it was a surprise pop up in the
conversation. I told her that her honesty was refreshing, that I
found the same about the last girl; about Sarah.

‘Sarah called me the strangest person she’d
ever met.’

‘Really?’

Kim didn’t see the humour in this. ‘Why?’

Okay- so it wasn’t the wisest thing to say. I
had spoken too much about Sarah. I had relaxed too much- assumed I
knew a little about what I was doing, assumed I knew a little about
these girls from just one of them.

‘Why?’

Yeah. Why had Sarah said that? As a funny
compliment, an offhand remark now taken in for serious examination
by this cold person in my cold house.

‘I don’t know.’

And I didn’t know what to do and what to say
next. With Sarah I had admitted my nervousness and she had known
what to do. This girl (booking? occasion?) had started on the right
foot as well but I had royally screwed it up with that line. Surely
some alarm bells now ring in Kim’s head because off this simple,
stupid remark.

She must meet some really strange people in
her work. In researching prostitution fetishes I had come across
one corpulent man in Perth who sat on a plastic chair in the corner
of his room - itself also covered in black plastic sheets - and
asked the girls to throw a couple of dozen cream buns at him one at
a time and call him ‘piggy, piggy, piggy!’ When he had enough of
this he would masturbate with one of the buns.

An easy gig for the girls, sure, but not
something everyone would want to become involved in. So I had used
the word ‘strange’ ill advisedly, to say the least. I said too
much, a scary thing for most people. After a small silence I did
the only thing I could do - I put myself in her hands.

‘So. What do we do now?’

‘We get our clothes off, get into your bed
and fuck.’

Sounded good to me. I smiled- she did a
little as well. In the bedroom she revealed an alabaster, taut
body, built to perfection through years of Kung Fu and college
rowing.

‘Sorry I’m not tanned. I generally hang
around the house in trakkies, just to stay warm.’

‘You’re gorgeous.’

‘I never know what to say when men say that
to me.’

We take on our tasks and I’m aware of the
difference between this person and the only other comparison I’ve
got. Unlike Sarah who needed a phone call from the agency to remind
her that the time was up Kim simply wants to fuck me and fuck off.
And from the outset I’m aware that anything else, anything
approaching foreplay or tactile indulgence on my part is taboo. She
deems it ‘uncomfortable’ - a word that I was to learn was code for
anything outside her personal, physical or even emotional
acceptance in this, her job.

I understood it when she doesn’t want to be
touched, to be stimulated to some level of true physical arousal
(body can’t lie, body can’t lie still...). She really wanted to
keep sex (me) at arms length, to simply be a vessel for it. But
even in the very act itself she is ‘uncomfortable’ with any
position which allows real penetration so a position I had stolen
from one of the better porno films lasted just a few seconds before
she called it off. Yes, we had sex - you know the usual, awkward
positions and shapes. In each of them she closed her eyes but I
indulged mine. I had never seen such a white and perfect form, taut
with youth and a physicality an angel would be envious of, a work
of creation, the most beautiful example available on this Earth. I
stopped now and then to make memories of the view - of someone at
their absolute physical prime - then pure sensuality would drive me
again and I would go in there again; the unbeatable union, what I
had paid for. Her emphasis was on just getting me to come, making
it more perfunctory than I would have wanted. Come on, I thought,
give me some viewing time, a pure hug, a moment of genuine warmth,
something I can remember with more than my dick.

She was cold in the act, wanting to be under
the blankets all the time, pulling them beautifully up to her
(perfect) shoulders when she felt the night chill lick her
(perfect) neck. She would half-laugh ‘blanky!’ when they slipped
off and drag them up again and we would continue on our
self-limited sexual adventure, on my limited sexual experience, as
she was determined to make it.

With ten minutes to go she asks to use the
shower: ‘you’re supposed to have a shower and stuff ready’. Am I? I
have no idea- I’m a newbie here. Babe. Woods. I really should check
those websites to get these protocols perfectly right. I lend her a
fresh towel and see her into the shower, tempted to stay and watch
but I don’t because by now I really don’t want to make her feel
uncomfortable.

We settle back into the lounge for a moment
(she clutches her bag on her lap). For a second I can see her small
white body through her small black dress. And her car arrives,
early (who cares?) And I take her to the door. We don’t touch in
those fifteen steps. She almost runs off into the bright moon
darkness like a kid allowed out to play, looking over her shoulder
long enough to give me:

‘Have a great rest of the night!’

And she was gone. I sit and think about this
person: religious, engaged to be married, unwilling to swear but
willing to fuck, unwilling to be touched but willing to be a
passive part of my one sexual act with her. Unwilling, I bet, to
even consider that there was a sexual act conducted between her and
I. Two worlds did not collide.

In some sense I feel a little cheated but
small things meant a lot: I knew she’d earned her money the moment
she simply revealed her time-suspended, immaculate body now locked
in my memory and your hands and when she jumped under my blanky
with me. It was a done deal night when she smiled just once at
something I said, when I was able to connect her to some half-lost
recollection which crept into the room to join us. Overall it was a
pleasure - the right word - worth every dollar, redolent with found
memories: mine, hers, tomorrow, forever.

Once, in a back street in Fitzroy I saw some
graffiti: SEX IS LIKE PIZZA - EVEN WHEN IT’S BAD IT’S KINDA
GOOD!

I think they are onto something.
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A strange motel room in a strange town. I’ve
driven too far today, and topped it off by walking high up into the
mountains as a way of unwinding, trying to get the soreness out of
my shoulders and neck. In the end a logging truck took pity on me
and picked me out of the evening gloom and brought me back to the
edge of this dark blue hamlet. It’s not a strange town really. The
air is that of any high country village - could be Lemonthyme, or
Thredbo or Alexandra - the sort of air that, even in the crispest
summer light, will always contain a few molecules of winter. You
know the place. You walk on late-spring streets and turn a corner
to find a breeze which has been cowering in deep gullys and
still-damp shadows for six weeks, holding the spirit of that last,
dirty snowfall long enough to rudely slap you in the face with it
and remind you that summer will always be a temporary guest here,
like yourself ; that the place belongs to the wild mountain
airstreams and always will.

I didn’t even have crisp summer light for
very long that day- the evening layering me into the scene in cold
over-used water colour well before time. My hands were
disappearing, my back wet where mist and sweat met, my spine
clouded now. I felt moss growing there. I think I walked too far, I
always do.

I come to this alpine village twice a year-
once on my own to check on changes in arrangements for the
university snow trip, a small rort really, and then once with the
students, first and second years mainly on their pilgrimage to ski
and apres-ski. I usually ski a little by myself when I visit the
first time but not this year. I’m tired of it, tired of it all.
Everything’s changed and I feel myself shedding skin again and so a
spring visit instead, this changeling year, still on the uni tab,
and lots of walking and this beauty of exhaustion.

So, by the time I got back to the 60s Motel I
saw it as a haven. There was only one other lit room, a four wheel
drive with an elderly couple, grey nomads at last, three doors
down. I took the damp slate stepping stones over the damp lawn
carefully, let myself in and flopped on the bed, crushing a
backpack so melded to my body that I’d completely forgotten it was
there.

An hour of news and Reality TV and I realised
that my neck and shoulders were not any better and I was thumbing
through a very thin yellow pages section of the local phone
directory looking for a masseuse. There was just one. She lived in
the next town, over the ridge, but could come out to see me. She
said she was good - something about pressure point therapy - that
would take an hour, more than I was thinking but I was desperate
for someone to put my upper spine back into place. I had a
shower.

A half hour later she was there, three hours
later she was gone. Here’s what we did. She asked about my
lifestyle and my driving style and the walking and the skiing and
the backpack and assessed that my back was probably more due to my
long hours with the laptop before dawn than to any long drive in an
old car today or any over-written lurking, dismal, malicious breeze
this evening. She unfolded a massage table. She found lumps in my
back and smoothed them out. She found knots in my neck and
magically undid them. She pushed her fingers into me. She used
music and oils and soothing words and twenty-three years of
experience and when it was supposed to be over - the agreed hour
well spent - she was my therapist for another one. We talked kids
and changes and self and journeys. We talked relaxation and
meditation and Reality TV. We would have talked longer if the motel
coffee was any good but it never is. But that’s okay. I felt we
would talk again.

Then I paid her. She charged $55 for my hour
of need. It was while in her hands, while she was unknotting my
back that I realised that we cannot separate the money from the
personal act any more in many parts of life. We will drive across
town for a 10 minute coffee in one particular café more because of
the owner and that waitress than for the coffee- we can get that
anywhere (except motel rooms). We will stick to a particular
mechanic well past his best days because, knowing that we have to
pay for a car service someplace somewhere, we figure it best to
support this person, to lean on his office door and watch him work
again. This person is important to us - a personal connection - but
we still pay. In a staff lounge I listen to a couple of tutors talk
about their trip to Austria: the beauty, the people, the things
they found- in the land and in each other. It was a ‘life-changing
experience’, never to be forgotten, something they will dwell on
with children and grandchildren with each other and future other
partners until they die. But they paid. They paid for most of the
food they ate. No one offered to fly the 747 to Budapest for
free.

Everything in business, personal growth,
relationship management or even pure religion costs money. You pay
for experience. Any financial transaction - the person who fixes
your TV or sells you a CD or advises you on your tax or on your
career as a writer - in each of these transactions we pay. And the
quality of the transaction from the moment that money changes hands
is then dependent on the two people involved; some money wasted,
some things priceless.

A food writer said that the best restaurants
are intensely personal - he looks for a feeling that, for the
length of time you spend there, you are a precious visitor -
allowed to watch another family interact as you hang around in
their kitchen, at their table; something that reminds us of being
very young and bathed in the awe and warmth of simple domestica. He
believes that we go to restaurants, and choose our favourite ones
in an effort to recapture this inclusive belonging, this core
experience of early family life. And then we pay.

Last year a taxi driver dropping me off at a
conference in Freo makes an illegal U-turn and pays $225 dollars
for that eight seconds of pleasure and whim. How much fun would you
have with a spare $225 right now? Make a list at the end of the
chapter.

The daughter of friends spent her $225 on
make-up for her school formal- as if a beautiful seventeen year old
needs any help. One of my writing students told me proudly that she
blew $300 in two days purely on cigarettes, going out to the pub
twice and doing dope. She’s going to give up the smoking so it will
take three days next time. There are many who will feed that amount
into poker machines on a daily basis. So it goes: legal advice,
haircuts, demolition, dentistry- all adult, client-based
transactions, all our life fabric at that moment, all chosen as
much on a smile and an inexplicable warm association as much as
anything else. All paid for.

You know where this is going. What’s
happening in these pages is paid for but do me a favour - see me as
a travel writer without Qantas sponsorship - I’m going places and
telling you what I find and handing over my own money to keep the
journey going. My own money? Yeah- I don’t think an AusCo grant is
available for this sort of research.

And the weirdest thing? Every time I reach
for that phone I sort of know that I’m buying an experience that
money can’t buy.
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Four calls and I nearly didn’t do it. The
same feelings of doubt and desire, each one feeding on the other,
competing for my will as I scanned the yellow pages to find
tonight’s escort, someone to touch.

All Areas had stopped doing this area.
Another agency said they were keeping their trips within a half
hour ‘for the girl’s sake’. I tried an agency in the northern
suburbs- a cluster of similar numbers indicating that stretch of
commercial road between the city and the docks: ‘All new ladies -
spoil yourself’ and, as far as I knew, that is what I was
doing.

‘Can I help you?’

Can she help me? The price was right but
nothing in the descriptions of the girls caught my inner eye. I
said I’d ring her back, not really intending to, but strangely
enough the receptionist from the north rang me back instead.
Someone had just walked in.

‘She’s great, such a sweet thing. You’ll love
her.’

‘How tall is she?’

‘She’s... stand up, Leese. About five foot
eight, something like that, just beautiful. Lovely long black hair.
Will I send her over?’

Something in the way this receptionist was
talking to Leesa made the decision for me, there was a kindness
there, some remote but implicit belief in what little she had heard
in my voice, in my questions, which said I felt that I could be
trusted with this creature. Something felt right so I said yes.

From the outset Leesa was in my personal
space, taking this evening as something natural between two people
who already knew each other very well, perhaps two people in a
relationship. Unlike the others she wanted to sit so close to me,
right next to me. We shook hands, a strange ritual.

‘What star sign are you?’

I told her I was an Aries. It’s a lie but
give me a break- I’m just joining in here. She said she liked the
fire signs, then:

‘This is a nice place. Cool.’

‘Thanks. I like it. How are you?’

‘Oh - okay. I’ve been a bit sick, just got
out of hospital.’

‘That’s not good - are you okay now?’

‘Yeah. Don’t get worried about me. People got
worried about me.’

‘Do you get worried about yourself?’

She thought about this for a while before ‘a
little.’

‘Why?’

‘It just seems that, out of all my friends
I’m the only one who hasn’t got their act together.’

‘Maybe it just looks as if all your friends
have got their shit together. Maybe that act is what they’re really
good at- making themselves look like they’re okay.’

Her eyes lit up, her slender hands now
animated, graceful.

‘But that’s just it. That would be all I
want. I just want to get that right- to look like I’m okay.’

‘Really? That’s enough for you? What about
your mind and your gut and your heart?’

‘They don’t matter. I just want to appear to
be okay.’

She wasn’t doing such a good job of that
simple aim. Something was not okay with her. As the night went on I
wasn’t sure whether it was perhaps some drug or just a little
distance from reality which comes as an aftershock of hurt. I
didn’t want to ask, to know. This was a moment by moment thing. We
talked the care and concern thing out a little more. We agreed that
there are few things worse than people worrying about you. Then,
out of the blue, from me...

‘Tell me some lies.’

‘How many?’

‘Three - no - tell me three things about
yourself and make only one of them the truth.’

This she loved - she thought about it long
and hard, smiling, adjusting her inner answers until she came up
with:

‘I really love this area, I really love men,
I’m 22 years old.’.

I didn’t guess amongst these possibilities,
that wouldn’t have been fair but I suspected that she was well
under 22. The other two sorted themselves out as the hour wore on.
I knew it was time to get to the bedroom, the business end of the
night. But I still put it, put the next moment in her hands.

‘What do we do now?’

She was quite definite in her answer, making
eye contact, sitting far too close, her hands small birds again,
the words just flowing out...

‘We go to the bedroom and then we talk about
what we want to do and how to do it and there are two ways you on
top of me and me on top of you and I’d like you to be on top of me
that’s how I’d like us to make love.’

The last two words small, a small admission.
I felt strongly as if she wanted me to kiss her then and there but
I knew (thought I knew) that this was out of bounds. It wasn’t just
what Sarah had said that first week - ‘no kissing, no fingering’-
entire stage plays and films have been written about the fact that
the kiss is never given away in these circumstances, kept for the
real lover who waits at home. Whole theses have been presented on
the intimacy scale between people; that we give signals to each
other as to the health of the relationship primarily through what
drops away in our repertoire as the relationship ‘evolves’. You can
fuck yourself stupid for ten years after the kiss leaves the room
but you must realise somewhere in the art of hearts that the moment
it left, the moment that little thing changed, your true intimacy
was over- the connection between your two bodies now reduced to a
the length of a dick.

We moved to the bedroom and she sat on the
end of the bed, still in her white halter top and mini skirt. I
realised she was waiting, allowing something to happen. I knelt
behind her and touched her neck and shoulders, giving her my
version of an untutored, gentle neck massage. She relaxed her head,
forward, then to one side.

‘That’s nice.’

I worked slowly over her back, over and under
the straps to her top, a light touch, patient, gently teasing,
wanting her to enjoy this moment as much as I was. Everything
slowed down.

When I started on the undoing she said
quietly ‘take your time’ and we worked together to drag all
available sensory experience out of the next few moments of calm
disrobing. There was an understanding silence between us, a
gentleness, perhaps taken from our early discussion, perhaps felt
through channels not yet mapped between people.

I was thinking about how remarkable this was-
to be able to have a genuine conversation with someone usually
distanced from me one moment in the sure knowledge that she would
be under my hands, that I would be bringing her nipple into relief
before the hour was out. Perhaps one form of knowledge fed upon the
other, enjoyed the presence of the other in the wings.

Some weeks ago I followed up on a old friend,
making it obvious that I felt that the relationship we had shared
over almost two decades was, at least to me, ready to go another
step. As gently as I could I placed that choice in her hands, happy
that it had gone said rather than unsaid, assuring her that, should
the answer be no, that we could go back to our rightful positions
as life-long friends with ease. In the end that’s how it worked
out. But in the midst of that awkward admission on my part that
sober evening - the admission that I wanted ‘more’ - she asked if I
could say what that meant:

‘How do you see ‘more’? What does that mean
to you?’

‘It just means we’d talk in bed as well.’

Leesa and I stopped talking in bed. We had
gentle sex, we made love in her preferred position. She laughed a
little at one stage, a natural laugh, seemingly in pure enjoyment
and for a moment I too joined the group of people worried about her
and I opened my eyes to look at her, expecting hers to be closed
but they were not. They were open, dark eyes looking straight at me
and I found an indescribable presence there. It startled me a
little. She was looking up at me, into my eyes as she would to one
who cared for her dearly. I felt the weight of that look, the
responsibility. She was on her own trip and it was called romance.
I swear I saw it in her eyes. I realised that it was her night to
experience some touch, something to hang onto for a few days. The
look she gave me was that of a lover. It was as if this was the
rightful end of the most romantic act, the most romantic night. I
could have taken a photo of that look; knowing, accepting, ageless,
serene.

With ten minutes to go I let my needs take
over and move her body onto mine. It moves so easily. Each moment
of touch, even just that single move, is worth the money. She looks
magnificent; lithe, darkling, sweet, young. She moves over me like
a spell. I drink her in, then look up at her face again. Something
is different now and I feel it. I hold her away from me gently and
look her in the eye, something I’m getting better at.

‘How about we call it a day?’

She reminds me that I haven’t come yet, that
perhaps we were close. I smile. It’s not a need for me, that has
been enough. She smiles now too - ‘okay’ - appreciating the
decision to quit. We talk a little again. We lie there naked and
talk. She really likes the receptionist who sent her here- ‘she
looks after me’. I admire her naked form - slightly dark, a
gazelle, a set of at once gangly and exquisite limbs - a lost
princess from somewhere more exotic. She really could be a film
star awaiting discovery in a railway station or airport queue
somewhere. They had lied about her height. She must have been over
5 foot 10, more of a true model than any girls behind the common
‘Model looks!’ advertisements. I asked her if she was cold. I told
her she was fantastic.

She said I could book her ‘any time’ but a
month later, when I mentioned her name to her 'favourite
receptionist' it was not recognised. When I described Leesa they
said she ‘doesn’t work there anymore’, that the agency was under
new management- boasting a more upmarket clientele and set of girls
now. The old receptionist, the one Leesa had really liked, had gone
as well, I just hadn’t realised it that next call because they all
sound the same.

Leesa got up, got dressed and walked me to
the door with her arm around me. When the car pulled up she turned
to me, too close again.

‘Do I get a goodnight kiss?

I kissed her lightly on the cheek.

‘No- on the mouth! A real kiss.’

It was the last reveal in a quiet evening of
reveals. I kissed her, we kissed and she was gone. I sat and
thought about her. I had to smile. Halfway through the evening she
had received a call on her mobile from a girlfriend, someone
wanting her to go dancing tonight. She stood up and walked around
and talked as if this was her home, and she was just hanging around
and, for me, there was as much joy in watching this one end of this
one common conversation as there was in anything else in that hour.
At the last moment I gave her a tip.

‘Yay. We’re drinking tonight!’

I thought about what she had wanted from the
evening. How many other girls, how many of us, are willing to have
sex just to feel desired, to be treated well for an hour, just to
be wooed? I had no idea this was out there, that lines were being
drawn between different parts of the two bodies seemingly only in
the one room for the money or the purchased orgasm.

After Leesa I was truly on the sensual road
again. After that kiss, after she left I decided I wanted to give
this crazy world some form. I decided to do this once a full moon
for a full year, regardless of outcome - from October to October,
from spring to spring, from Sarah to whoever.
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I dread falling in love.

I dread the next relationship. I know now
that the next relationship must be a farewelling to this life, a
farewelling to these girls.

It had better be worth it. It had better be
something to take me away from all this, something which must be
way beyond good sex. If it happens, if I ever love again, I’ll know
that there’s a better reason for it than pure physical comfort,
that skin-on-skin thing, that temporary antidote to loneliness.
I’ll love at face value next time, the whole person. But I’ll let
you in to a little secret. Presently I’m dreading that happening.
Presently, here, this place, this routine and the inner and outer
journey evolving I’m dreading that golden arrow. Eros- take a year
off. Let me do this, okay?

In these moments, month to month, girl to
girl, something is happening. I know that, if they knew, some of my
friends would see it simply as the behaviour of a middle-aged man
now ‘released’. Some others - the sad, unreconstructed feminists
who remain among them - would see it even more simply, as just the
behaviour of a Man, no further explanation required. But there’s a
sexual calmness within me now. As sure as the moon moves around the
earth I know when my next sexual activity will occur. And this
knowledge, this certainty, allows me to see women, all women, with
a different eye, to look more deeply.

Sometimes it catches me, sitting near someone
young and beautiful on the bus or standing close to one of my
students in a class. I carry new knowledge now- I know how they
feel. Forgive the cheapness of this comment but, yes, I know how it
feels to touch that skin and because of it my focus is shifting to
deeper ways of seeing them, the skin broken open a little now, of
seeing into them beyond flesh, beyond that tactile, that
always-startling, mesmerizing first gate to understanding- the one
we as males tend to fall at, or stop short of approaching, or stop
at forever because it’s so nice to dwell there.

I realise that, as much as anything, I’m now
looking for honesty. I know - it would always have been my
statement; guys look for honesty, girls for someone who can make
them laugh - but now it’s got more truth in it and, more
importantly, more basis for judgement and consideration. In all the
obvious, mutually understood dishonesty of my monthly transactions
with the agency girls - the false names, the dubious ages and
information - there is still a feeling that, for that hour, I am
meeting a person at their most open level.

In one sense it is the most honest of
transactions - it’s a no-win or no-lose situation, we both benefit
in some way - after an hour we part with our needs met. No pretence
on my part needed to obtain access to her body, no pretence on hers
that she doesn’t know that her body is a bargaining chip between
us, between the sexes and always has been, the world’s oldest
profession after all. You can live with someone for years without
either partner taking this simple fact - sex as commodity, as
reward, as bribe, as consolation for love long gone, sex as
transaction - and examining where it sits amongst the machinery of
your personal lives. It’s so much easier not to examine it, but you
know it’s there. It slips through on occasions in the middle of
conversations about house and money and ambition and kids and who's
washing the socks.

Every woman you have sex with feels like they
are giving you something important, allowing something to happen.
The word is ‘allowing’. Every woman reading this knows this is
true. You don’t think so? Relationship surveys in trite magazine
and university theses in Women’s Studies see sex as somehow vitally
linked to whether the male is willing to clean the toilet as often
as the female. It’s a commodity. The girls who visit know it; they
don’t pretend otherwise, they don’t wait for hints, they don’t wish
that someone would read their minds. They know they are not
understood in this hour and I love them for it. It makes for a
totally unique situation, a totally unique transaction.

And this whole thing is helping me to put the
fun back into sex- the thrill, yes, but the fun as well. I can just
enjoy the purity of pure contact, disengage the brain a little and
make a comment or joke without the weight of context, the awful
extra of a shared past. I can be playful without it meaning
anything. Dear God- surround me with meaningless things.

Yes- there are no-go areas woven through all
this. In talking to these girls I feel a reaction to the word
‘prostitute’ itself; they really don’t like it. But I still do.
It’s the universal term, running like a parallel electric line
through so much of creativity. Once I start on this journey, once I
become aware of the area in my being, I am sensitized to the number
of references in common conversation each week - discussions on
films, writing, other art forms, friends.

They are ‘sex workers’ now, a term which
combines the flesh with the need for money, denies anything
personal in between, a term a bit like ‘film industry’. There are
whole websites devoted to their occupational health and safety,
from the obvious stuff like using condoms to making sure that they
are not in physically uncomfortable positions, something which may
lead to back or neck damage over a period of time. The sex industry
networks have detailed web pages for both client and worker, what
to look out for, external signs of various STIs, outward signs of
various personality traits. I download pages on the diseases and
their symptoms and, for a while, I consider this information and
its gruesome accompanying photos enough reason to stop this crazy
business. But a few days later it all means as much as the latest
report on exotic diseases anywhere else in the world and I know I
will ring again.

We are denied so much. Even the sun is our
enemy, and so much food is temporary taboo for reasons either too
simple and too complex for us to understand. But we fall for it, as
playthings of the ‘experts’, the media, our well meaning friends.
The thoughtless acts we remember from our childhood - being by
ourselves, enjoying the challenge of the adventure playground,
something as simple as a day at the beach or a walk in the sun -
are now wallpapered with warning messages in our heads. Sex is
right in there- every act a pamphlet-in-waiting. The healthy
pursuit of pleasure was given a shake in the eighties from which it
may never recover. It hasn’t gone unexamined in this whole
adventure - my own personal adventure playground - but I cannot let
it take my life force away now.

I approach this as I approach everything-
with a naivety which I once loathed and cursed but now will
treasure as part of me until the day I die. I tend to go into
things expecting to meet basically good people and expecting to be
able to get along with them. I will assume the best and take the
consequences, the consequences of too much trust if that needs to
be the case.

I remember now... once a student, a sensitive
young man, came to me in tears. He was distraught, disappointed in
someone in whom he had entrusted too much information, information
used badly against him later. We spoke about it. I remember
something I said to him, one seemingly foolish statement.

‘I know this is tough for you now but promise
me something. Promise me that you won’t learn from this
mistake.’
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I’m staying at a friend’s house for
Christmas (c’mon over, you don’t want to be alone at this
time) and not sleeping and he’s got cable and late night Jerry
Springer surfs past and it’s looking pretty ugly.

The program deals with fresh young hookers -
girls about to start on their first experience in this area. They
are introduced one at a time, dressed out of their depth and still
innocent and they sit close alongside their pimps or mothers or
sisters or boyfriends, close to the people who got them into this
idea of a job in the first place. And they are abused. And for me,
sitting in an unfamiliar lounge room in another state way too long
after midnight, it takes me by surprise that these young girls, the
very people most would call ‘victims’ of our fucked up sexuality,
some as young as 14, the most vulnerable in the whole group on that
stage are the ones taking the most personal flack.

Initially they cope, take the taunting
questions and rude comments and hand them back, taking strength and
cue lines from their keepers, having all the answers ready from
green room rehearsals. After a while though, after some incredibly
cruel attacks from the audience and a lot of emotional blackmail
from Springer himself most of them relent, saying that they feel
bad about what they are about to do and, maybe, they will consider
going back to school, McDonald’s, wherever. Jerry really likes it
when they then turn on their only supporters, those who brought
them into this trade. He doesn’t smile but I know he likes it. The
audience applauds with every faint promise of a change of heart by
these kids. A change of heart.

But, yes - one little vamp isn’t quite so
easy. There’s something inside her stronger than the audience,
stronger than her potential pimp, something hard to crack. Jerry
goes in himself to finish her off. His opening salvo is a tirade of
extremely personal, judgemental abuse - there’s no other way to
describe it - pouring over her to soften her up, in an attempt to
make her doubt herself, to bring doubt into her willpower in this
area and any other. He’s good at this, moving closer, finishing his
rage/rave right in her face - the audience all around him:
‘Jerry, Jerry’ - a low chant by now, the sacrifice ready,
the other cable fodder cuties struck dumb. He turns away, as in
badly directed Shakespeare, turns out, seemingly spent and twirls
back as in badly directed lawyer- then back into her face to hand
her his bile at close range; to give her his best shot:

‘Do you realise that if you do this you will
never be anything else? No matter what other opportunities life can
offer you, you will always be a hooker. You can take any other job
and go on and forget it later, anything, but if you do this - this
one thing now - you can never go back, you can never forget it. It
will ruin the rest of your entire life.’

Forgive me Jerry if I’ve misquoted you. Sue
the arse off me if you wish but, give or take a couple of words
this was the gist of your ham-fisted attempt at the young jugular,
your matador’s stance to the lamb in the black choker. In essence
you said: once you go there, kiddo, you have nothing else, your
whole life is fucked.

I used to have a little respect for Springer.
He’s smart, no doubt, but in that moment he was wrong. For any of
us to live on he has to be wrong. What he failed to understand was
that, as young as this girl was this was her choice. As influenced
by others as she may be - we all are, yep, you just as much as she
is, Jerry - this was her choice. And it was a brave choice - the
weak one would be to go back to serve Maccas - and that means that
the next choice will be hers as well, and will be brave as well.
She is already where Jerry dare not go.

For the record she stared him out, on the
verge of tears, yes, confused as to why this man who had invited
her into his place was abusing her but staring him out none the
less. I’ve seen that stare on the faces of a lot of girls and lived
long enough to see them right, to see them triumph.
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I’m at the local Writers’ Resource Centre,
in a workshop on Writing the Journey, here despite that rather
uninspiring name. I’m being a student - a blissful anonymous
change. I’m here to learn (so hopefully this will get better as it
goes along! Actually, sorry, there is little hope for improvement.
I’ve broken three rules in these first lines - bad luck). For a
start, to open every second chapter with ‘I whatever...’ or ‘I’m
doing whatever...’ is bad protocol, even for a journal, but I don’t
care.

I’m in a school holiday workshop on Writing
Something. At this workshop we sit around an enormous table
together, already feeling the promise of heat in a day which woke
up gently enough but got mean-spirited as it went on. That line is
from the workshop - what do you think? Do you think I stole it from
another participant? No- I do that later. I wrote it cos we all had
to describe how we saw the day so far. Then we all read our lines
out. They don’t always tell you that you are expected to read aloud
what you write. They should, I should. We all wrote our individual
mornings onto our notepaper to get the roller ball rolling and then
read them out to get our own voices started and then we sit back
and each of us in turn deals out onto the enormous table what we do
for a living. I know this trick - it’s a pretty cheap way to get
the first hour out of the way but I understand the workshop leader
- humanity and ego are our only resources.

But it leads to something. This: when it is
her turn to open up about life one of the neophyte writers proudly
says that she changes work frequently, and that the jobs she
chooses are all ‘people handling jobs’ simply because she wants
(and she smiles a little before saying it, exposing her
candy-coated spine), she wants ‘to experience the fullness of
humanity’- to gain as many characters for her writing as she
can.

It’s too cute, yes, but I’m impressed by this
person: quite a life choice, laying up material to feed the hungry
who will inhabit her future words, all of them needing names and
foibles and clothing, and engines and affectations. We’re all
impressed by this. The workshop leader (some guy from Glebe - late
(weekend ferry mix up), now too much caffeine, too buzzy) asks what
type of jobs this person has done. The usual come up - door to door
sales, waitressing (that gets a nod from others in the room) but
then the writer (bugger it- let’s call her Heather), then Heather
admits that she spent eight months as a receptionist for an Adult
Services agency massage parlour. Picture this: everyone around the
big table leans forwards just a little. Me included; me very
included now.

Everyone wanted to know more - more about the
‘type’ of men who go to these type of places, who book this ‘type’
of woman. She breaks up a few male stereotypes for us - thanks,
Heather - but the big gasp story of the day is her recalling that a
friend of hers who knew of her new dark line of work asked Heather
at one stage to sign her up as an occasional escort simply because
she wasn’t getting enough sex.

Now Heather is really ditching types left,
right and centre. Questions from the forward-leaning, now very
finally-awake throng tease out more information (was it ‘pure sex’
or the ‘social contact’ she was interested in- it was pure sex).
The workshop leader is the only one leaning back, hands behind his
head, second can of coke untouched. He knows that today will be a
good session; a theme set, a line started by someone who just
walked in.

But, as the questions come (I don’t ask any
questions- I’m more interested in the questions than the answers)
and Heather lights up as she talks about her friend’s sex life,
explaining her baseline needs for a good fuck now and then,
explaining that the best part of it all for her was the sweet
anonymity - the ability to walk away. I look down and slip a single
line into the still pristine notepad bought that very Saturday
morning at the nearby post office (along with new 0.5 felt tip pen
- feels good to go into a writing session with a couple of virgins)
and the line I wrote with that blue velvet pen on that new,
untouched page was:

Am I being the woman here?

Later at home I find the comment. What did I
mean? I mean that playing at sex, playing at hiring just sex and
doing that just to experience touch is not the sort of thing most
men have the reputation for. Our male slogan for sex is ‘Wham,
Bang, Thank you Mam’ is it not? Are we not the ones who merely want
to get into there as quickly as possible, ejaculate something, get
out of there as quickly as possible, get out of the there - the
room, the relationship, as quickly as possible as well? Playing at
sex to experience touch, to play at loveness, to feel wanted, to be
touched, to be a just sensual being for just a few minutes doesn’t
get a mention in a lot of ‘How to Handle a Penis’ sealed section,
tear-out manuals in Cosmo. Am I being the woman here, the one who
wants the more complete sexual experience?

And Heather’s friend - the one who got
involved in the escort business just to get more sex, more sexual
partners - is she not being the stereotypical man? If a man was to
do likewise it could be seen as ‘typical male behaviour: Typical!
To think that the person under you for that hour doesn’t count as a
person (with Real Feelings!), just another body, another vessel for
your too-eager sperm, just another notch on your bedpost, another
smile for the next day, another story for the pub, another
book.

Yes I know women enjoy sex- that’s not news
(it wasn’t news before Sex and the City, thanks Darren) but both
sexes still suffer the easy labelling as to where they stand on the
simple act. Easy labelling still sneaks into the easy, snide chick
columns in Sunday paper (note to Susan, Jane and the girls: we
really are sick of that crap), it’s in the next cheap ‘All Men Are
Bastards’ authoritarian best seller, it’s in the dangerously
didactic ‘Men Are Whatever, Women Are Whatever Men Are Not’,
neat-as-a-pin summary of the state of the western male (in truth,
insulting to both genders), is so prominent in the celebrity fuck
in the newspaper and is therefore likely to be in the minds eye of
the next woman I meet. She’s been Warned, her bed has been
prepared, the future laid out (that bastard!)- created as a
mish-mash of scraps from the failed relationships of others. These
books, these columns, these Cleo page-fillers say: ‘don’t have a
real relationship girls; here - have the left-overs of mine. Don’t
look honestly, don’t look cleanly- here’s some newsprint to put
over your eyes’.

What is a Man? What do ‘we’ want? What do we
want next? You have no idea. I have no idea. What is a Woman? What
do ‘they’ want? What do they want next? I have no idea. You have no
idea. What is a Sex Worker? What is a Hooker? What is a Prostitute?
We have no idea. What is Sex?

In this post-feminist Western world, this
‘too much information’ swamp is it any wonder that Heather’s friend
(god- I wish I’d named her by now) went to the place I go? Is it
any wonder that the best part of it all for her was that she ‘knew
nothing about the people she slept with’ for that needy hour? Even
in my limited experience I was starting to get hooked on the
anonymity of it all. I loved the false names, the new game without
past or future, the hour stolen from the real world, the known
world, an hour stolen for body alone, for present alone. A true
no-brainer. Uninvolvement. Anonymity.

Anonymity. No names, no pack drill. Today,
false names drive the mystery of chat rooms and virtual worlds.
False names, new names, drive the changes in the nunnery, the
religious sect, the political movement. A new name heralds a new
interior- from Marie Curie to Stelarc to Stalin, from Marilyn
Monroe to Marilyn Manson to every woman who frees herself from her
parents or her partner, or from her perceived or real patriarchy to
make just one change to change everything (‘don’t call me Jenny
again - I’m Jen now’).

On joining the French Foreign Legion it was
required that you forsake everything from your past, including your
true name- the freedom that must give, the freedom to do anything.
I write this now- stumbling, honest, ragged in that very same
freedom. I can only write it in the freedom of knowing that it can
never leave this desk in my own name. Falseness keeps me going,
keeps me in this quest for some sort of personal truth.
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‘Hello. Can you tell me what you’re
writing?’

‘I can’t tell you.’

‘Why?’

‘I can’t tell you that either.
Sorry.’

 


 


-~~~~-
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I’ll never use that agency again. Yuk.

What a night. When she had finally gone I
walked around the house, room to room, with a new mantra:

‘Yuk... Yuk! YUK. Jesus Christ - yuk!! What
the fuck? What a waste of money. Jesus! Yuk, yuk, yuk, yuk,
YUK!’

This went on for some time. It was the mantra
for my longer than usual shower, for the time spent washing the
sheets and taking the quilt outside to hang in the moonlight to
await the kiss of the sun, for the moments in which I scrubbed my
body raw with antibacterial handwash. I washed my hands a tad
excessively. I wiped down the phone she had used to check in and
check out, as much to rid my house of the feel of this person as to
try to stave off any potential infection. Yuk.

The booking had been promising - that’s what
I pay for, the promise. It was the agency Kim came from, not one of
the best but not one of the cheapest and I suppose in this area of
commerce you really get what you pay for. But, with all her
reservations, Kim still had been a stunning young woman to spend an
hour with so I thought it would make sense to use that place one
more time. Wrong.

Kim’s reservations and drawbacks paled into
nothingness when Kylie arrived. Some escorts are ready for
anything. This one was ready for nothing - not even a sense of
humour, my usual trump card to ease us both into this crazy
situation. Talking freely - the usual, casual intro aspects of that
first few minutes - simply made her wary. I was obviously not the
usual client, made more suspicious and strange - strange in the bad
sense this time - because I kept the place tasteful and didn’t fuck
her on the couch with the TV running. Okay, that might not be very
fair to others doing what I’m doing but I’m pretty sure that a few
simple, crude moves, a few gropes with one eye on the rugby would
have suited Kylie better than anything I offered over that awful
hour, including an awkward, one sided conversation made more
simple-minded by the minute by me in an attempt to find something
at her level. She was cold. She was hungry. She hadn’t eaten all
day and had some stomach ailment which threatened to erupt at any
time. She didn’t want to be touched - just fucked, and that in just
one basic position. Being on top of me made her ‘uncomfortable’.
Having her breasts touched made her ‘uncomfortable’. Any variation
on a good old missionary pounding (complete with throw away
faux-porno noises on her part) made her ‘uncomfortable’.

Uncomfortable. It had been Kim’s favourite
word as well the month before. I figured that someone at that
agency had tutored the girls to use it whenever there was anything
being asked for that they didn’t want to do- a great idea, a sort
of makeshift safety valve in theory but, in Kylie’s hands, this
weapon (this shield?) meant that I could have had a better time
with an inflatable sex doll.

She was cold. She was hungry. She shouldn’t
have been there. She was sick. Whether she was really sick I’ll
never know but at times she had to sit up, her ‘stomach’ bad,
waiting for it to settle. I offered her a drink, some food. I would
have offered her a smoke if I still could. She sat on the edge of
the bed- well over 30 years old (‘...there’s Kylie - she’s 23,
quite gorgeous, 5 foot 4 inches and a 36C...’). Trying to get her
to talk about herself a little was a dismal failure (why would it
not be?).

The other girls had responded well when I had
asked them to tell me some lies- making up stuff just for the hell
of it, assured that I knew that this aspect of the job wasn’t
without the funny side, something they admitted they toyed with
themselves as they sat together waiting for a call. For Kylie this
was a complete turn-off.

‘Now you’ve thrown me’, she said.

And I had. I wanted to quit after twenty
minutes, citing her illness and discomfort due to hunger. I wanted
my money back.

‘They don’t allow it. We don’t give money
back ‘cos they take it out on the girls.’

‘They take it out on the girls’- her trump
card. How could I take money from her in such a pathetic state?
And, as far as she was concerned I had briefly ‘got my end in’,
could have fucked her for the rest of the night as she lay on her
back waiting out the arrival of the driver. But I couldn’t. By now
we were both uncomfortable and I gave her the money and, quitting
early, she was gone. I swore off that agency forever; a mark in the
notebook: ‘Never Again!’. Yuk.

Who was this person? To tell you the truth I
was not interested in knowing. Shoot me but it’s true- I didn’t
give a shit about her. After she had left, still hungry, perhaps
still sick, I just stood in the kitchen shaking my head, wondering
what the fuck I had got myself into. In four months this was the
absolute low point- a meeting that should never have happened. I
didn’t begrudge the money but this was someone who I could not
connect with on any level, even purely sexual. I went back to the
bedroom and started violently stripping the bed. An hour later I
was in fresh sheets.

I didn’t know where she was and I still
didn’t care. The next morning my first waking word was ‘Yuk’. But
by mid-morning, standing at the window, watching two women walking
together down to the beach I realised what had happened when I met
Kylie. I realised I had scared her.
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I had scared her. Okay - for some of you
this will not be such a surprise (duh- what were you thinking!) but
it was for me- a dreadful surprise, an unwelcome revelation. I’m
not interested in scaring people. I know it happens. I can run into
a room as Little Red Riding Hood and be seen as Dracula - the look
on the other’s face changing the look on my face and the two looks
bouncing off each other until a small ball of fear hovers between
me and the (now) other, hovers where it never stood before, where
no intention of fear had been ever laid in advance or was ever
desired.

I don’t desire being feared. I’m willing to
bet for most males holding this page right now that this admission
will be a sign of quiet recognition, a knowing nod between us as we
pass in text. We know this to be true: for most men there’s nothing
worse than knowing that someone is suddenly, inexplicably and
seemingly unchangeably scared of us.

Doesn’t make sense does it? Surely we love
it, exploit it, make it the core part of our maleness, the power
drive which drives our world? Wrong. No. For me, there’s a feeling
that the moment you move into the realm of the feared is a moment
of immense loss.

It can happen easily. An evening walk in the
city. Watch carefully the reaction of that woman you walk past, or
meet coming the other way. Sometimes that woman will even cross the
street- I whisper ‘thanks a lot’ to myself, to her absence. What
did I do, except simply exist as an adult male? Knowing that
someone is scared of us purely by reason of this body, for this
labelled, misunderstood gender is a hopeless position.

Fear is a moment of loss and it’s
irrecoverable. Fear kills love. Fear kills parenting- to see it in
the eyes of your children is the saddest moment of all. Okay, so
I’ve been angry and outspoken at times, pissed off and frustrated
but we all turn up here as humans with all our voices ready to be
heard and all our peaks and troughs but in my case, when a
relationship shifts into a zone where even some small amount of
fear reigns with no cause or correction possible at all and no
explanation available to either of us (how can you explain
something you didn’t know you were creating?) the damage is
forever. Still loving and non-violent, I am none the less seen
warily from that day on. We are feared, even if it is just a
little, a little poison in every following word, in every following
action. Something starts to unravel. Fear kills the feared as much
as the one who fears.

I had scared Kylie. She didn’t know me, had
found something odd in something I said or did and had bailed out
on me as a human being from that moment on. From then on I was just
a man, probably some specific man from her past come back to give
her shit all over again. Worse - maybe, a man she couldn’t fit into
any one of her given boxes and, judging crudely from her background
- her conversation, or lack of it and her reaction to me, she
really hadn’t been given a lot of boxes to fit us males into.

I had ‘thrown’ her by trying to settle her
into my world, doing it all the wrong way, and she was left with
just one unsafe but at least not unknowing position to come back
to; male nemesis.

I was in error too, and my error was the
greater. I had been attempting to make her relax into a zone which
was itself only makeshift - constructed over a few months out of
three previous encounters and a half-baked, still simmering, newly
spiced new life. After three encounters, a mere three escorts, I
had thought I knew what I was doing - and worse - I thought I knew
Kylie as just the next, the next one. I thought I had a cute
routine going; jokes, establishment talk, playing with lines,
playing with lies, little bits cut out of the newspaper. I was
wrong. I was in error to judge Kylie by my limited experience with
others- even if there had been a hundred before her.

By that evening, on the shore alone, too cold
for this time of the year, too old for this half-life I realise
that I want to change this; make each new encounter new,
undiscovered, fresh, unknown (wasn’t that the idea?) not make the
mistake of stereotype. I look around - a dot walking away from me
near the rocks in the distance. I strip off and enter the welcoming
water; liquid lobotomy, wash her away, make me new again, make my
hunger a baby, just grasping, just grasping, just a need, nothing
more...
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Help! Something has happened to the Adult
Massage page in the local tabloid. I should know. I read that
semi-invisible, forbidden page - the page turned a tad too rapidly
by family man at breakfast table - maybe a couple of times a week,
just to see who is being advertised, how my girls are presenting
themselves on paper, just to see who’s new, who’s next. But, on a
break away I forget it for a while and come back to find the text
subtly changed.

I’m sitting at Spiros the barbers trying to
read it without giving myself away - too many mirrors in the shop -
and I notice that on the taboo page no girl is advertised as ‘new’
anymore. Most people wouldn’t notice but it’s this absence that
makes the difference - at least one word is missing. No - more than
one word. Looking more carefully now (slow down Spiros I’m doing
research here!) it seems that several words are now absent, among
them ‘fresh’, ‘new’ and ‘petite’. Someone has made a decision
somewhere not to allow some words into those columns any more. If I
was paranoid I’d think someone was onto me but paranoia is not in
my case log (nor is obsession in case you’re wondering) it seems
that I’m just another semi-innocent victim of the smallness of the
tabloid press.

I’m thinking of phoning someone to find out
who can make this sort of judgement but think better of it. There’s
always been a bit of a split in these ads. In one camp dwell the
‘cute’ and the ‘petite’ and the ‘new’, and in the other the
‘mature’ and ‘experienced’ and the ‘for the professional man’.
That’s me - a full time professional man but my predilection is for
someone younger. I’ve had all the sex I want with 40 year olds.
It’s my choice to head down to this age group but it has been
blocked out of view for a while, exorcised from the forbidden
page.

I notice that the word ‘cute’ is seemingly
still okay. Cute. The invisible censor must have decided that it’s
a non-age, non-specific term, that a woman can be cute at any age.
This confirms to me that the censor is a male, an unreconstructed
male at that. It’s a classic mistake. Although some women will play
at being cute all their lives they know in their art of hearts that
‘cute’ has quite a narrow domain of validity, that it has its own
amuse-by date. Cute sours quickly. Nicole Kidman is probably the
last person on earth to wake up to this. It’s my turn in the chair
and Spiros and I have a conversation about Our Nicole.

I follow this minor censorship trend over the
next week or so. Within a few days, one at a time, the writers of
these adult ads work out ways around this little ban, this age
discrimination. The whole page is creative non-fiction after all,
and the women who write the ads (I imagine most of them as women,
perhaps the receptionists in another task, doodling adjectives on
the desk pad in between calls?), that these writers start to get
more subtle and seemingly less subtle at the same time. So there
are references to ‘Angel - recently arrived!’ and ‘Katie - just
added to our bevy of beauties’. A couple of girls seem to be
‘absolutely raw talent’ now or ‘natural’ and ‘unspoilt’, even
though they certainly weren’t listed as that before. Very cute (did
I mention that it becomes derogatory when it sours, Nicole?).

Then one ad which runs with this idea
completely - simple, direct:

PRIVATE - Our ladies are
everything we are not allowed to write.

Visit us/visit you.

What talent! In another time the pen of a
political activist with a purple newsletter or a seemingly harmless
column in the government controlled newspaper keeping the troops
and the words hot within restricted outlets, slipping through
unforeseen loopholes. I have no idea who copywrote the gem above
but I can tell you one thing about her - with this ability to work
around the system I’m sure that, when it came to school uniform
issues, she annoyed the crap out of her Year Ten teachers.

‘Are those socks white, Tracey?’

‘They look white to me. What do you think,
Gab?’

‘Look, leave Gabrielle out of it, please.
We’re talking about your socks, those socks, and they’re pink. This
time you’re on report.’

‘Mr Harris - they’re so white! That’s not
fair. Miss Field didn’t say anything. They went through the wash
with my new undies. They were white. I bought them at the school
uniform shop. I can show you the tag...’

We have a winner! After another (he knows
it’s wasted) minute Mr Harris admits defeat and retires to the male
staff toilets to think further about Tracey’s new red underwear.
Come on, you know it happens - adult relaxation comes in many
forms, the innocence safely released...

I couldn’t help but call that number, that
writer. And I discover that, despite the new advertising
guidelines, there was no real shortage of girls under twenty. The
receptionist listed them off cheerily. I bet she wrote the
subversive ad and was wearing red undies and pink socks. And on the
obligatory call back the driver was calm- I could have been telling
him where to drop off a hired, water-cooled, industrial
brick-cutting machine as far as he was concerned. And, in a scarily
short amount of time, there was a polite knock on my screen door.
It was not a hired brick-cutting machine, it was Ricky.

She was tiny but I guessed into her twenties.
She had long, caramel, summer hair - almost to her waist. She spoke
of a child somewhere back in the western suburbs. She spoke star
signs - I decided to be a Taurus (‘Ooh - I like Taurus. My
boyfriend was a Taurus’). She’s alone now. Her grandmother was
looking after her daughter while she was ‘out’. She was fun to talk
to but, as usual, I didn’t know how to take that next step forward
from conversation to physical connection. Maybe I did know and just
wanted that routine again - you decide - but I said it:

‘I don’t know what happens next.’

‘You don’t? Okay- how do you feel about
massages?’

‘That’d be great.’

‘Cool- can you give me one then?’

I had to hand it to her. It was a cheeky
reversal but it worked. It meant I was offered a first touch on her
in the safe, early-moments domain of a more legit activity. She
placed herself on the bed and I found some oil and ten beautiful
minutes later we were much more relaxed, my hands had spoken for me
better words than I could ever find. Then she massaged me and
started to take a more sensual line on me and I started to take a
more sensual line on her (you know the one - light, unpredictable,
vague letters from an unknown, primitive language written onto her
back, then onto her front...), then sweet eye contact, assurance in
the face (who knows what changed, so unmapped) assurance in the
airspace between our faces, then our bodies started to speak to
each other in their own way, always familiar, always unique, never
before with this person.

I had never been with anyone this small
before - I’m sure she was under five foot tall, that hair free now,
her (forgive me) impish, innocent face - and the novelty of her
moving over me with pleasure and purpose, erasing the ‘yuk factor’
from the month before with every move of her warm body, was a new
excitement. I had (we had?) a great half hour of pure flesh but The
Curse of the Condom meant that I was not going to have an orgasm -
it just doesn’t work for me, it seems. It was no problem for me to
miss that experience and I told her so. She still felt the deal was
incomplete without one. So, me...

‘It’d be great if at least one of us had an
orgasm.’

And, sitting up on me, and smiling (a little
shy?) she made herself come. And, despite the condom, it felt good.
I was to find out later that some of the girls carry vibrators for
this purpose, and can charge extra for us guys to use them to bring
them to orgasm. It’s a strange world.

She took the condom off and tried to give me
the same experience with her hands but I was happy as we were, just
laying together for a few minutes, small in my arms. The time was
up.

‘Do you mind if I use your shower?’

‘Sure. There’s some weird soapy shit in the
bottle on the ledge.’

‘Weird soapy shit?’

‘Well they sell it as some bodywash at Coles
but by the time it gets into my shower it’s weird soapy shit.’

I handed her a towel. She ran to the
bathroom, laughing: ‘you’re strange!’.

Yes, I am. She had a shower. I took the
evening air, the sea. She gave me a card: QTs - “Where Quality
Counts” and a space for her name with the word ‘Consultant’ and a
full address for a change and two of their no doubt dozen phone
numbers. We hugged and she was gone.

I picked up the condom wrapper from the
bedside table and looked at it. As a client it was my duty to check
that it wasn’t out of date before it was used. It was out of date
by six months, and that was the second out of date one so far, two
out of five. I promised myself to get my own supply for the future,
and not to let them put it on with their teeth. Actually the danger
is in the girl tearing the packet open with their teeth - using the
mouth to put it on is considered okay.

I thought about the other breaches of sexual
hygiene protocol. Ricky had touched her vagina and then my penis,
openly, with the same hand. This is another dangerous area,
definitely not recommended. I opened my diary and wrote in
something to remind myself to have a sexual health check after the
next, the March full moon, at the halfway point of this whole
thing. I used the initials ‘SHC’ to keep the whole thing secret -
my son will sometimes just look through my diary when we meet, as
we speak, a casual connection with a time when he wanted to be my
‘personal secretary’ all the time.

I sat and looked at the card. ‘QTs’. I
wondered what ‘QT’ stood for, then smiled at my over-rational mind.
I suffer from it so, you too at present. I leaned back on the couch
with my hands behind my head. I had really liked Ricky. She was
fun, generous. It had been a fine hour. I knew I was back, back
from the Yuk. I couldn’t wait for next moon - making a note to try
the same agency again. I was back, ready for more; but no more
out-of-date condoms.

A week later I found ‘Book SHC’ scrawled in
my diary on a random day and, for a second, made an earlier, more
primitive, once more obvious connection: SHC used to stand for
Sacred Heart College, a school I drove past daily years ago.
Appropriate, really, I was in the College of the Sacred Heart right
now, in a one year course on re-aligning the sensory. At least
that’s what I thought I had signed up for. I had no idea that these
first six months had been prep time - mere Sensuality 101; a
glorified Orientation Week, O-week without the big O. I had no idea
that I was about to enter another level.
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She was tiny ... long, caramel, summer hair
... impish, innocent face ... this small, this small .... lying
small in my arms.

‘Small’, ‘tiny’, ‘impish’, ‘innocent’- how
are those alarm bells going? But you have given me license in your
hands so I’m going there, I’m so going. I’m going to dwell in this
dark confessional once and totally once and for totally all, dwell
in this darkness of Marveer and myrrh, open that wooden panel and
confess for all Mankind, confess so you may give us all
absolution.

Bless me, Father, for I have sinned. I
have sinned in thought. I have sinned in sight. I have seen hair
that money can’t buy; fat, woven, dense braids, redolent with scent
captured during young and innocent sleep; hair held in quick, thick
plaits, a heavy rope all day - counterbalance and movement tracer
in one - released into its full length and full Nefertiti-headdress
bulk at bed time for brushing and admiration and putting to rest as
a pillow within a pillow.

I have seen angel hair; wispy, blown out and
backlit bright, hair just this morning tied too casually, tied with
quick, disposable innate, girl-only moves, moves prompted by a rush
to the kitchen to the door to the bus or by the call ‘put that hair
up, young lady!’ then thrown into a perfect wave by light head toss
on a rush of passing air, a wave caught on tanned, still
teeth-cleaning-damp fingers, still dirty nails, hair made into a
sculpture, into organic art, by touch alone- once, twice, halved,
quartered, all the while she talking, she running towards the
morning; hair then held and thank Goddess held badly, awkwardly, by
an old elastic - the chosen one for today, perhaps for several
days, perhaps just picked up from the chaos of the bedroom floor,
the whole act a failure if a neat pony tail was the aim but a
success - a tousled flyaway double attempt at capture wild success
- a small self-perfumed plume flipped out (left out?), tufts of
goldening ends, that first true sign of summer, the purest of
ornaments; dumb, still-dormant sexual plumage, a liberated spray of
unsplit ends- free, a free gift just for those who stand looking
behind.

On the bus, hours later, I see the whole
careless act still visible above a downy neck, notation for a
choreography long forgotten by the young artisan who, should she be
asked, couldn’t even remember what colour the hair tie is today, it
was all such a rush, so normal. Well, I can tell you- it was a silk
covered elastic band; deep, deep Chinese blue silk.

She may turn. A glance. I see a mouth which
falls naturally open, big teeth just visible, lips so full that
they don’t, they can’t yet quite close - a little diamond gap left,
a small black star-shaped door as a mark of impossible youth by the
master sculptor. Lips always parted- too big for the rest of the
mouth, the rest of the face, the rest of the child. Lips made of
pure, irreplaceable softness, lips still to be found on a child who
has yet to discover the hard wiring between the flesh presented
there and the warm internal conduits of the rest of her body.

I see breasts-in-progress; puffs of flesh,
tender, itchy under acrylic school shirt, scratched absent mindedly
by their new owners dozens of times in the course of a day - so
annoying - a meaningless gesture to a girl, her mother waiting just
a little too long to buy her child something to wear under that
thin fabric, always the last to know.

And sports gear- it doesn’t matter the sport:
skirts a little too short, shorts a little too large, tops a little
too loose, falling off the freckled shoulder revealing no bra
strap, more alluring than a bra strap; baggy tops hitched up again
in a move containing a casuality a super model would kill to
perfect; shirts a little tight, hand-me-down, last years,
third-hand, older sister’s, washed so many times they’ve become a
material not planned by any weaver, cotton made into semi-satin,
into another more giving texture and tension and shade.

Add water. An awkwardly cut nylon swimsuit
clinging onto a white body changing daily, a body marbled, mottled
into a once-off too-few years of ruddy, purple/pink texture at
lengthening thigh and spindly arm solely through the increased
blood flow of continual growth to be.

I see girls who are ballet dancers and
gymnasts every waking, walking moment, who teeter slightly on their
toes, their gravity still at bay, feathery minimum support needed
on this earth; girls willing themselves to fly, to be taller too
soon and, in doing so - in that aching, arching tension - granting
their backs a curvature, a barely defined, gentle ‘S’ for
sensuality. You’ve seen them too- girls who use the power of
natural suggestion alone to bring their little chests into the
world, a slight forward thrust, helping them out, growing buds
through sheer willpower and stance, prodigious and too-early proud
in the grasp of a stolen, sinful glance. Forgive me.

I see the ones who look at you as if they
know. The ones who hang back a step or two behind parents just to
hold your gaze for an extra second: ‘come on Emma- get out of the
man’s road!’ A slight smile doubles her age: she’s not in my road
and she knows it. I see the fatherless child, a little too
desperate to explore the other side of life, another side made
personal for her in any older male.

I see girls still with their mothers, snuck
away for the day for new shoes or a dress to wear on the next
family occasion, still holding their mother’s hand. Sometimes,
without choice, I drink them in for a half second, a quick look
into a crowd approaching, a child stealing the spotlight, my eye
going from her up to her mother to find a warm glance for me there
- a split second equilateral triangle of passing appreciation. We
all walk on, the triangle left on the cheesy Westfield terrazzo. I
smile.

I confess. I see. I smile. I drink. I dwell,
I dream. I sin in thought. Now in word. But not in deed. No sin
indeed.

You Men - get this right. Get this balance
right. Nabokov did not write a love story, despite his overuse and
misuse of the wrong ‘L’ word therein. Read it through to the end-
the awful end. Re-write it in the eyes of little Dolores and get it
right because sometime soon a child will come to you for help in
setting boundaries, in staking her claim in the world of the flesh.
She may be your child, or one entrusted to you for a few years,
same thing. And this creatures will try out her brand new equipment
on you - eyes, legs, hands - and she will trust you to know some
distant rules which she doesn’t know yet and to help her test run
her sensuality before it becomes sexuality and it all gets far too
serious. And, Fathers of the world, you must understand what that
moment is and what that moment isn’t. Your daughter will play at
Boyfriend and Girlfriend and Beautiful Thing and Daughter and
Sensual Being and Wife and, yes, Lover and she will ask you to be
her Best Supporting Male actor, ask you first because she trusts
you to know how to play all the leading parts bar one. Don’t get
carried away in the role which lies at the end of this. It will
confuse you both (our flesh is so simple) and harm will be done,
and she will search out the completion of her blossoming elsewhere
with people of even less understanding, people with no
comprehension of the line between fantasy and reality, between
sensuality and sexuality, between anima and animal; people with no
precious relationship to lose.
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I’ve stopped picking up shells. You know,
it’s the thing we do at the beach- start to make a collection of
what catches the eye on the shore. Holiday houses are full of such
found objects, each kid’s particular favourite in colour and shape,
strange presents assembled on the table for the next unknown
guests. When first moving here I fell for the same activity, not
thinking a walk complete without bringing something of the ocean
into the house. But over the last few months I’ve come to believe
that there is a reverse alchemy of removal: the shells and rocks
never look as good on the bookcase as they looked on the damp sand,
our touch has dulled them somehow. Kids know this, wanting them
damp again. But there are no kids in this house. Now I leave them
be.

Then my gathering pattern changed. I changed
to the small pieces of smooth glass that invariably lie among the
sand at the edge of the water. I got together quite a collection:
green, blue, white. I am fascinated by this dangerous medium turned
mellow in the sand. Here was the stuff we are told to be cautious
of, the stuff which hurts, so daunting and dangerous in the
beachfront car park- ‘be careful - glass!’ Here’s the shard which
can seriously wound (I still carry a scar) now transmogrified by
the motion of water when it reaches the shore, slowly losing its
edge and its shape, forsaking its trademark, its clarity as if
already hiding among the grains of sand, now smooth and soothing to
the touch, becoming unrecognisable.

So now I leave them where they lay as well,
knowing that they will be rolled smaller and softer by the waves
until they are mistaken for just another grain of silicon. The
antalchemy complete, the forging fire now well in their past, they
return to their source, back to the eternal watery womb we
share.
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‘Mind if I sit here?’

‘No. Let me clear some
space.’

‘That’s okay. Can you tell me what
you’re writing?

‘I’m writing about an encounter I had
with a prostitute, two nights ago.’

‘You met her?’

‘I booked her.’

‘Did you have sex?’

‘Hmmm... depends on how you define
sex.’

‘Orgasm, ejaculation.’

‘Oh, that sex. I can have that on my
own - hence the booking.’
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White dress. Simple, thin stretch cotton,
long, clean lines exposing wide tanned shoulders, gracious bare
arms and a faintly visible thin, white bra that she really didn’t
need.

A small, fine silver necklace with something
blue on it but nothing else. A small, newish denim jacket, now
removed, placed next to her with care. She sat on the couch, erect,
her hands down at her side, palms down beside her, a little nervous
but okay: strong.

I sat at the corner of the room, looking, my
left leg tucked under my body, as relaxed as I could be - not very.
After what seemed ages I said ‘how are you?’.

‘Good. How are you?’

‘I gotta tell you I’m as nervous as
shit.’

I hadn’t been until she arrived but, at that
moment, I couldn’t even remember how she got there. A flurry of
numbers as usual, somebody who couldn’t come into this area, too
close, a new number, a last minute change, a new source from the
heart of the city. A little extra money for the promise of someone
special - Kelly. And she said:

‘Are you? I am too. I’ve only been doing this
for a couple of weeks.’

‘You’re supposed to say “how do you feel
about massages” and then I say “great” and then you say “okay - you
give me one then” and that’s supposed to be a good way to
start.’

‘What- with you massaging me?’

‘Yeah- it’s a good way to get over that first
nervous moment. Someone did it last month. Ricky. It’s supposed to
work well if the guy doesn’t know where to start.’

‘Shall we do that?’

‘Sure.’

In the bedroom she revealed two tattoos - a
simple one which in weeks to come was to confirm her distant past,
and one for both her present and her future. With no
self-consciousness whatsoever she lay down on the bed, face down in
a white thong, a broad, smooth back and legs firmed through
surfing. I spoke again:

‘You’ve just broken a rule. I’m supposed to
get naked before you do- in case I’m a cop and this is a
setup.’

‘I didn’t know that. Are you a cop?’

‘Yep.’

‘Are you?’ She turned and smiled. Me too.

‘No.’

She had massage oil in her bag which she had
left in the lounge - another slip-up in the protocol department.
She got up again, lay down again - flop - and I started gently
massaging her tanned back, and apologising:

‘I’m not very good at this.’

‘Feels good. I’m glad you said you were
nervous too. Made it easier.’

She talked while my hands worked - about why
she’s in my city, where she’s from, where she’s from before that.
What she’s doing with herself apart from being in my bed tonight. I
was her fourth client ever, the ‘best’ she said, who knows. I took
my time. As far as I was concerned she had earned her money from
the moment she sat down and carefully removed the Levi jacket - all
of this was a bonus.

I took my time but I felt her back softening
beneath my hands and eventually she rolled languidly towards me and
ended up in my arms and gave me a generous kiss. I became totally
lost in it- we were in a new zone of mutual pleasure, somewhere I
was happy to stay for the whole hour. I was on another planet. Time
slipped away. At one stage our bodies melded. At one stage I asked
her for her real name and she told me. At one stage she sat up a
little and I explored her astounding form- the insides of her arms,
skin as light as that on her eyes and seeming connected to them,
her fingers, her thighs, that fresh skin at the entrance. She was
so wet.

‘You’re so wet.’

‘Whose fault is that?’

I smiled. ‘It’s your fault.’

We kissed again. We rolled on the bed
together, our bodies teasing each other, almost connecting; too
nice to complete the moves, too nice not to, thong and jocks
taunting each other. It was hot and wet and oily and wonderful. The
idea of intercourse came around. She was sitting on me at the time.
We had our hands together, fingers twined. Her dark hair was a
mess.

I stopped what I was doing and stared through
it. And writing this now I don’t even know what colour her eyes are
and I have more trouble remembering her face than any other person
I’ve ever met. It shouldn’t be so. She looked back down at me,
clear. I looked up at her.

‘You’re astounding. Wanna be my
girlfriend?’

She broke into a smile and slapped me lightly
on my chest. And then a contradiction:

‘No room for boyfriends in this business.
Anyway, already got one.’

And then a story about a last minute date
before she left Queensland to come here and her plans to quit all
this at Easter - just a few weeks away - and to go to this amazing
guy she met just before leaving Kirra Beach and somewhere in it all
talk of her aspirations for a new career soon.

She took a condom out of her bag and we spent
the last twenty minutes in gentle, sensual intercourse. Somewhere
in it all, in the middle of it all, it was 9.30, time for her to
go. I didn’t know what to say. The moon was running wild behind
deep clouds. I could hear it laughing to itself. There was
lightning coming over the horizon - a storm to end the first six
months. I realised I was saying goodbye to the first summer of my
new life at the beach with a surfer girl, a mysterious ocean
creature. She loves the idea of a storm, talking about being naked
in the rain somewhere a long way from here. I’m taken by her total
honesty. I couldn’t believe what blind chance and a little courage
had brought me. I had to say it.

‘To think I almost didn’t pick up the phone
tonight.’

‘I’m glad you did.’

‘I’m glad I did too. I could get addicted to
this.’

I wanted her to come and said so. Gently,
quietly, facing away from me she had a small orgasm, a deep
pulse.

‘Did you feel it?’

‘Yes’

‘Are we sweating? Is that sweat?’

We lay together. She spoke of that
electrically charged last half hour before getting into the car and
the drive, of not knowing where you were going, how you were going
to spend the last hour, who you would find. We compared notes on
this strange ‘Christmas morning’ feeling- a ‘me too’ moment.

‘You’ve got bruises’, I said.

‘It’s my cousin. He seems to want to hit me
every time he sees me - it’s a sort of game with him.’

‘I think he likes you.’

‘Oooogh- he’s my cousin!’

‘It’s not unheard of- the French make films
about it. Seems we are sometimes attracted to our cousins because
we like the look of them - because they look a little like us.’

‘My last name’s French.’

I realised that time really had slipped away.
She certainly wasn’t watching it.

‘Aren’t you overtime?’

‘Oh, yeah. They ring if they get
worried.’

‘Do you want a shower?’

‘No- I’m going back oily. The dress will
smell nice later.’

She dressed. We walked to the door. I
searched for some words.

‘You’re a great... sorry, I was going to say
you’re a great hooker- not much of a compliment.’

‘You’re a great... client. You can book me
anytime.’

‘Yeah, well that’s the problem. I don’t book
anyone more than once. Sort of a rule- long story.’

 


Afterwards I sat in the darkened lounge for a
long time. She had left the massage oil behind. The storm had
missed us, moved down the coast; distant, vague silent
lightning.

I didn’t do the usual bed stripping routine.
I didn’t take any notes. When I finally moved my still-warm body
into the bedroom, well after midnight, I took another three hours
to fall into a deep sleep in a room traced with sandalwood, a bed
redolent with jasmine oil and a body newly anointed with the scent
of Ariadne.
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So now I’m writing her name in yellow pencil
on the verandah table, on the edge of papers and on the walls of my
house - like a kid again, wondering where is the love in this lust,
the lust in this love. My daughter will visit soon and she’ll say
“what’s this Ariadne?” and I’ll have to make something up- that’s
no problem, easier than erasing the name.

I’m thinking that I can’t let the rules apply
any more- I must book her again and book her within a day or so,
I’ve decided that it should not supplant number seven but be placed
between this full moon and that next, a new moon booking, a first.
And for longer than an hour, as long as I can afford, perhaps the
whole night: breakfast with Ariadne. I’ve decided to break two
rules at once - the same person twice and an increase in frequency,
skip the moon, just this once. So a new level of anticipation now,
knowing what she is capable of, what I am capable of with her in my
arms. I feel fine breaking the rules. She broke so many while she
was here - the warmth, the wet, the kisses, the name.

I phone the agency to see if I can leave a
message for her to call me, or for them to call me, before she
leaves for Queensland, for Easter, and forever, as far as I’m
concerned. They tell me that she’s going to Queensland this weekend
for a visit, they can’t do long term bookings and why don’t I just
ring a couple of days before I want to see her? She’s going there
this weekend? I wonder whether they understand that she has a
boyfriend there, fresh with new love for this angel, that she is a
free spirit, quite capable of deciding that she’ll stay there, out
of further touch for them and for me. No, sweet reader, there’s no
thought of a relationship here - any attempt at a relationship
would move from the first reel of Last Tango In Paris to the
closing titles within a month. Bernardo Bertolucci could have saved
himself a ton of film stock and a lot of controversy if he’d cast
us- over in no time. Winner of the short film division at Cannes,
maybe.

On the second morning I decide to call Kirra
Beach in the north, breaking a small level of her trust - I know it
- pretending to be someone from a local aquatics program, lying
about my surname. As it turned out it took me longer to check the
numbers of local surfing schools on web white pages than it did to
get the information I required from the first naive receptionist at
the first surf club I called. Yes, she worked there. People
remember her - no surprise She’s interstate now, has a new mobile
number. I know, I said, I met her on the beach here (a lie) I want
her to work on a surfing course for some kids at my school (a lie)
do you have any more information? The pliable receptionist puts the
phone down and gets someone else; a worrying minute while I wonder
if she’s checking protocol in these matters.

Eventually the club’s secretary, there
cleaning up, lucky me, takes the phone, calling me Craig and
confirming details; her move interstate, the mobile change, but no
more- no new number. He spells Ariadne’s last name for me. I assure
him that it’ll be enough - such an unusual surname; light,
ethereal. I write it down in the notebook for all this. The
notebook suddenly becomes a book.

After the call it occurs to me that the best
information in all of it is that she had told me the truth. I’ll
never know why I asked - a new strength, gleaned, stolen from my
previous bedroom tutors - a question asked without caveats or
apology or brackets of doubt and intent.

‘Tell me your name.’

‘My real name?’

‘Yeah.’

‘Ariadne.’

With a smile, released with a little relief,
it left her mouth like a small bird, happy to go. Given and, even
on that amazing night, given as her most precious gift. She had to
spell it for me, how I wish I could type it for you, give that name
to you, a name I had so quickly exploited to get more information
in my small desperation for a lingering contact, for having
anything of her around me in this day. I’m sorry, my mermaid,
although I have taken so much strength and courage from you there
is still weakness in all of this.

So it’s possible to speculate now. Today I
will Google her strange surname to see what it returns when shot
out into the world. I am visiting Kirra in May- maybe it will be
possible for me to visit that surf club, ask about that aquatics
program, see some photos of my love in action.

My love? Last week it was the waitress at the
Hilton, last month the woman at the IT conference, last year a
Romeo-and-Juliet first glance encounter at a workplace, leaving a
six month trace and a feeling I still haven’t fathomed. Why isn’t
there a blood test for this sort of thing? I have an image of
unused stored emotion in a large vat in me - it’s golden/brown;
mead. This inner vat is full to the absolute brim of this rich life
fluid, denied a place for so long, and it takes only a small tilt
on my part, on another’s part, on my perception of another’s part,
a look or a touch, to spill much too large a quantity into that
direction. Too large a quantity - it scares me and I’m sure it
scares people who feel me warming to them too quickly, too
soon.

That’s the thing. It didn’t scare A - she
took what there was, holding my hand, and would have taken more -
the sensual, with all its awe-some/awful possibilities, the
sensual, so frightening to Kylie, number four (‘I feel
uncomfortable’), taken happily by Ariadne and returned in kind that
night of the full moon. Come back there with me, to last night. She
looked at me with a soft curiosity.

‘How about,’ she said, squirming around,
upwards to look me in the eye, ‘we do something you want to
do.’

‘I think I’m doing it.’ I said. And I kissed
her neck again. My fingers made a mound of her left nipple. Her leg
rolled over me a little. I searched for her eyes, now lost behind
long lashes. ‘And I’m doing it now as well.’ I kissed her warm lips
again. ‘And now too.’

I’ll say it- I did love her, do love her, as
love is a spectrum, endless and without boundary, and blindly wise
and wisely stupid, only narrowed when it encounters fear of oneself
and possession of other, both of which I am free of at present. But
that’s in danger now, since last night: Monday - note it - March 8,
2004. St Bernardo, help me now! I am turning into Marlon Brando,
hoping that the coming weekend in Kirra will be unsatisfying for my
momentary Maria, hoping she rushes back to work here, in time for
one more hour in my bed. The edges of fear and possession, the edge
where love, turns brittle and cracks, a golden fluid become
desiccated, dull and dangerous, brittle amber. Dangerous. Knocked
for six by Number Six.

But I’m still glad I picked up the phone, ran
my finger over the page to a new number, something made me, despite
the safe promise of number five’s agency to deliver again - that
now-familiar, friendly tone of the receptionist, a good price and a
name fixed in the book, just waiting for my confirmation. And then
a new number at the bottom of the page - the thrill of the unknown,
perhaps, and even that coming to nothing at first, the girl going
home unexpectedly, their apologies - would I take someone else?
Would I take Kelly? She’s nice. She’s 22. She’s new. You’ll really
like her. Shall I send her over? I wonder what happened to Morgan,
the almost-girl, the one who went home early. Thank you for taking
the night off, my absent friend, you have no idea, buy you a drink
sometime...

And now when the phone rings it’s Ariadne
until it isn’t. And I expect that she’ll be putting a note in my
letterbox soon, sometime soon, or any time over the next few weeks
or years - “In the area - surfing. How about we catch up - ring
me!” with a mobile number and a little drawing. I can picture the
note and the handwriting and yesterday I may have checked that
letter box too frequently. I went into a familiar shop today and
bought her a card - no message. Is there any chance that she will
ever see it? No message. No - no relationship. I am foolish and
dangerous and overfull and tilting beyond Pisa but even my bruised
mind cannot see this as something in the realms of possibility. But
just one more visit. I’ll pay. I’ll pay happily. We all die.

So this is it - this is why sensuality is so
important - the stuff of all Art, all religion, all that breathe by
day or night, by water or air. And like so much else natural we
have tried to separate it from the rest of our personal world, so
from us, to objectify the whole process into ‘serotonin’ and nerve
endings and words and money. What an enormous state of denial, an
edifice of sensual deceit, the big western lacuna, a joke ripped at
madly by males after too many drinks, flailing arms in a dark
street towards female passers-by, by innuendo in the office - a
dull badge signifying begrudging acceptance, by T-shirt and bumper
sticker saying what we cannot say aloud, by ‘safe flirting’,
setting and resetting the electrified fences within which lust
never sleeps, within which we reluctantly dwell, with only the
drugs and the lessons of distant or better balanced cultures and
the occasional unexpected glimpse of unadorned flesh left as the
hints of the bigger truth which is simply that we need it. It is
life.

How far did I think I was going to get before
this happened? As surely as there is a line between the heart and
the skin there is a another, as pure, an unbreakable connection
between our surface and the core of the ocean within us where the
true pulse lies. There is a line in that direction and I’ve been
playing with it, teasing at it, and I’ve been able to separate the
two, egg white from yolk, the unconnected sexual act, for five
moons, taking the deal to leave one side unexamined, dormant while
making myself more whole, rebuilding myself, my skin-knowledge from
the other.

But I can’t do it this time. It must be the
same for those who profess love without sex - another deal, a
stupid, selfish settlement struck between two people to keep each
other at arm’s length, to look only in one direction, to play a
game as much as any hooker plays hers. Again - last night; I can
drink this wine several times...

‘Tell me some lies.’

‘I’m no good at lying.’

Ariadne, you should have played that
game.

And I’m sitting afterward, the very next
morning having my breakfast and one of my non-conversations with
her - the imagined connection we indulge in to give us heart, hope
and the next move - and suddenly my eyes are moist. I’m wondering
if the neighbours are up yet, awake enough to see a man alone
watching the sea from his verandah with spoon poised between bowl
and mouth and small shudders and a sliver-trail of salt water which
has escaped from his internal, turbulent ocean.

It’s because I can see that this is
impossible. I am the millionth person to see that sad and awful
fact this week. All over the world, in a hundred thousand
circumstances, to see the love that cannot be made real, cannot be
allowed its course; between friends too close now, relatives in
fear of some taboo or of themselves, love held to starve to death
in a gap between once and again strangers, between the generations,
hung between the years marked 53 and 22, love put away until later,
until never, between student and teacher, too dangerous to explore
any further between the happy betrothed, too hurtful between
married couples, too hurtful to be given freely any more, keep it
in your chest - it will turn to bone there, it will die with you
and when even your bones are dust it will be the stone they find in
your grave; eternal after all, unseen, mistaken as just some
natural part of the earth. You will see it, you will see it there,
you will find that lump in your chest. Don’t stand so close to me.
Yes, the way I’m looking at you is just as it seems. Look me in the
eye. See it? See it? I want to fill that small gap of charged
particles which runs between you and me with something called ‘us’.
I want to, but I’m scared of lightning. Don’t say anything. Don’t
say anything. Keep clear. Do not touch. Do not touch.

Ariadne loves lightning, she welcomed the
small, late-summer storm. In another time I would be a happily
married artist and she would slip gently from model to muse to
mistress, then all three as one, the Holy Trinity breathing life
into my clay and bones with her warm breath and an all-accepting
community would ‘tut tut’ but smile to themselves regardless until
one day when I would find her gone; trading ‘next’ for ‘now’ - her
speciality - knowing the right time, no regrets, and at my funeral
all my loves would stand side by side and hand in hand with no
malice and no tears, happy together in the knowledge that I
couldn’t have given them any more, that there was plenty to go
around.

In another time. When do we decide that the
other time is now? When do we decide to turn from furtive glances
at the future and the past and stand still long enough to look
sidelong and steadfast into the present, at the ones who stand
momentarily at our side? Tonight. Tonight. I have enough money for
tonight. Impossible. But just one more night...
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It’s a Tuesday. I’m in the Black Kat café in
Brunswick street. The note in the Baci reads:

‘One kiss and love ignites at once’ - Anonimo.

Take your words and place them around
chocolate. Good old Anonimo- seems to be writing for Baci a lot
recently. I hope he gets royalties. I know you are male, Anonimo,
because of your words- no woman would say that. No woman would give
love such an easy free-kick.

Is that what happened- I fell for the first
one to kiss me, or kiss me back? Is this why so many hookers don’t
allow this level of intimacy, because of the danger in that one
last act? The last thing you want is someone in a working
relationship falling in love with you, and if not allowing the kiss
decreases that possibility it makes sense to keep it out of the
transaction. Anonimo, we are in this together. I stick the Baci in
my notebook of the flesh with sugary coffee, open a work diary and
try to map out the next month, the next few months of my working
and creative life. At the next table I hear a waitress talking.

The Waitress Story: Apparently, some guy
comes into this brown café and sits writing, day after day. Last
week he handed her what he had been doing and she found that she
had been a part of his manic, wall-to-wall journal. She found
herself in the text - nothing creepy being said but just to know
she was in there made her confused and a little worried. He builds
these books of observations and, when a session is somehow complete
- only he knows when - he prints them up and hands them out to
everyone enclosed. His wife is party to this - she has to type the
miles of scrappy notes up for him. I wonder if she changes anything
as she picks through the texture of his brain.

The final result - this week’s 50 pages or
whatever - is bound in a cheap folder. The front page - the one
under the see-thru cover - is a Melways photocopy of the area where
he wrote that installment of his wordy life. The waitress is
holding the one which this guy has given her. She’s bewildered by
this. She’s nineteen. Can I see myself at this level of obsession,
this ultimate of self-publishing?

I realise that, as she spoke, I changed back
to my darker notebook, my secret journal. I am writing her words
down. I look through this notebook, back through pages about all my
experiences since October, then I read the notes about Ariadne.
Suddenly the absolute down of catching myself in this whirl hits
me. What sort of person wrote about ‘love’ after A’s first visit?
Answer: a desperate person, a desperate man. Look at it in the cold
light of morning in a dark, autumnal city.

I’m professing love for someone I’ve met for
an hour and I can’t even remember her face. I make up scenarios for
her return, full of melotragic lines like ‘I missed you’ (said by
her). Who could believe that this is a possible event, a possible
line to be part of next Thursday night, the second meeting with
her? Face it - all the scenarios which make me smile while
aimlessly wandering this Gothic city come to one thing - the
tragedy and desperation of my position. Flailing around in what I
see rightly or wrongly as my last potentially sexually active
years- an immature effort to make up for my un-misspent youth, a
teen hangover, never reconciled into my adult fabric. What do I see
in the mirror? What do I see on the faces of others? How much do I
believe in my worth as a player in this part or in this whole of my
life? Who can move me from this position?

And face this too- it’s self-inflicted. I can
no longer, will no longer abide by the trappings of a relationship.
Don’t keep reading (don’t keep writing) because you know I’m
heading for a place where there’s a chance that this book will
break your heart or your relationship, whichever of the two is
closer to you. But even just seeing the couple I’m staying with
here - seeing L and V together today, in their mutually dismissive
company again - confirms my solitary position as a good choice.
Here! Now! Who could decide if it were better to be in this
position five or ten years ago? To be free on the other side of
fifty - so much better in my mind as I crawl towards the concluding
chapters of my life. Give me a few more years without that mottled,
fragile skin, that sag, that look on my face which reminds me of my
father, that look reflected on the faces of others, that lapse of
memory, that stiffening of the limbs and brain, that early closure
of the portals of life, just a few more years fully alive.

I want to talk to someone who has got this
right, who has taken my roller coaster ride and put it to bed, put
the sensual in its place but instead I’m buying creams to stave off
facial lines, cream for my eyes, buying lost time, new scent for an
old me. What’s going to happen this Thursday- the foolish second
visit? I have no idea.

This day, at present, here and now, the whole
world of my projects - my creative and working life, my children,
my day in the city without a reason, all of it is immersed in
doubt. All of it landed on me as blackness, all octopus ink and
tentacles last Sunday night in the very definition of despair, the
agony predicted by the ecstasy. Alone, yelling at myself for not
being able to even visit a good friend for the help and the simple
joy he offered - a night out drinking together - for not taking
myself seriously enough, or our friendship seriously enough to
follow through on a guaranteed good time but crashing on my bed in
tears instead in self-loathing, tears, darkness and doubt. An
absolute low point, the lowest in many years and another indicator
of my emotionally fragile state at present. Keep away! Man
desperate for love below! Stand well back!

Given that admission (is there an admission
in anger and despair and tears, or just indulgence?) what is the
point of asking Ariadne back again at all? Anything I say or do,
any talk of lightness or heaviness - be it about long-term
book-based connection, or the hint of just another chance meeting,
no matter what occurs in that room next Thursday, there will be
visible in my manner (voice, eyes, all that overt package) that I
long for something to look forward to with her; a further visit,
more writing, a book, a vague relationship, something,
something...

So some presumed, assumed, hopeful future is
now there (yes, admit it) and it will show (yes, admit it) so I
have no idea how to in any way just play it cool and have some
simple fun together, how not to scare her off. After just one
meeting, one hour, and I’m straight back into the male position -
‘helping’, ‘teaching’, wanting to be wanted, wanting to be seen as
different, special to her; tragic, all tragic.

So, in actuality, Ariadne is the current end
point in a trail which, just covering a month or so of my pathetic
life, goes something like this: that incredibly rich, divorced
woman I shared a drink with at the IT show (her violent ex-husband
watching through the window); Melanie at the event party two nights
later; Jen at the same party even later; the well-travelled,
well-read woman with the bright eyes (Karen?) I met in the corridor
at the backpackers the following week - we both in towels, laughing
about the uselessness of the showers; the Canadian girl of
indeterminate age who helped to run that establishment; Eva with
the gorgeous shoulders and the shy look who sat near me at a shared
workshop (we exchanged cards); Avia- with the beautiful child, the
Botanic Gardens encounter (the talk of invisible wings); that
ex-student of mine who came around and almost got drunk; Eva
(perhaps again - a phone call); the mature age student of HTML who
wanted two extra sessions; the girl I had a two minute conversation
with while waiting for a restaurant table (new to Sydney, all
that); the street-wise young woman who asked me to join her for
breakfast on the last morning in Oxford St (‘Sit over here- don’t
be a snob. What’s your name?’); the late-twenties girl who said I
would look after her, sat close, as we all waited for a 4am bus for
the airport; the fair and freckled Norwegian woman I helped with
her weblog; Kris, the media person from Broome who spoke
passionately to me about her community work (we swapped cards); the
over-tired well worn but gorgeous woman on the flight back (do
three occasions of serious eye-contact over a 40 minute flight
count?); the smiling woman in the supermarket queue in front of me,
the one with the smiling kid (the checkout girl mistook us for a
couple, I said I’d take that as a compliment- the woman laughed,
eye-contact again, delicious danger); the checkout girl who smiled
at us for it; the beachwalker whose dog ran up to me with a much
too big stick in its mouth; the uni staff member who thinks I’m
‘really interesting’ and a hundred others I see every day when just
living, forever wondering if they/she could be a relationship,
would perhaps like me just enough to enter my world and my skin for
a while.

Two women just walked past this café- one
looked at me. If she had come in and even just sat within ‘my half’
of this café I would take it as a hint of possibility and wonder
where it could lead and what I could/not do to convert this
hopeless fantasy, number 8,433 this calendar year, into something
real. How long can one live like this? All one’s life.

I take an SMS. It’s my daughter, wanting to
come down to see me, wanting to stay with me for a few days. I have
Ariadne booked in two night’s time- the crucial, one-off, second
visit. All the doubts rise again, the worth of this whole quest,
the crazy idea to see A again at all. I tell my daughter that one
more day will make a big difference to me. I make up something - an
crucial after-hours meeting, something to make that extra night so
important. I am lying to my daughter now, feeling the weight of
that awful act, trying to balance my malformed life, her fragile
life and my desires on the width of a phone line. Another couple of
calls and it’s all arranged (my daughter will come to stay with me
but go out on the night when Ariadne is going to visit) and it’s a
messy arrangement - I ring the agency and move my booking for A,
making sure I use her working name - Kelly - being casual about the
need to move her to a Friday night. They inform me that Friday
nights bookings have to be two hours in my outlying area- that’s
okay by me. One more call to my daughter and it’s all tied up.
She’ll stay with a friend that night to keep me happy.

This is very uncomfortable- the lie getting
bigger. I know I will never be able to come clean with my children
about this episode in my life. I can take the weight myself - ready
to fight the good fight, publish and be damned - but the idea of
them knowing is too daunting. They don’t even want to think of me
being a sexual being any more, much less chasing illicit sex with
people not much older than themselves. I have a duty to keep this
away from them for the rest of my life, not to allow them to
speculate, not to allow their friends to speculate on the thoughts
this mind entertained while they were young and the house was full
of beautiful and beautifully trusting girls.
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So I’m standing as number 17 of 24 at the
queue to the counter of this enormous hardware store (you know the
one) and it’s Saturday morning and it has only been ten minutes and
I’m hating every member of the staff already. They answer the phone
before they talk to real people.

Another ten minutes (I’m number 13 now) and
I’m hating everyone in the place: the couple who can’t decide on
the length of the door jamb (as if that’s what’s bothering them),
the ten year old boy on the invisible lead to his dad, the mother
who walks off from her three year old daughter (‘I’m going now. I’m
going - you can stay here then. It’s your choice.’) just to
see that little girl burst into tears one more time. As if that kid
has a choice. I hate that mother. That little kid hates her mother.
Don’t say she doesn’t. She’s young and she’s learning and what
she’s learning in the Paint and Paper aisle this morning is you can
add hate to love and get something which will sustain you. She’s
adding them together now and she’ll confuse and flip-flop them for
the rest of her life. I hate that ‘mother’ and she’s everywhere
now. I see her in the supermarket every week, sometimes the kid
barely old enough to walk, much less follow her ten metres behind.
If I had the balls I would go up to her, I would go up to that
mother and say:

‘Wanna know something? Any male could take
that kid of yours to their house and sexually molest her and the
long term damage to her psyche would not be as great as what you
are doing to her in public right now.’

Clinically true - there is no replacement for
self-esteem, that sense of belonging which, if not instilled and
nurtured early is almost impossible to recover and has been shown
to be the biggest single factor in dysfunctional lives. Clinically
true, but perhaps not the right thing to say. Problems of
interpretation, perhaps? Should I try sarcasm? I rehearse:

‘I don’t know who you are but I want to thank
you. You are preparing that girl for abandonment, giving her that
precious feeling of worthlessness which will serve some of us men
so well later on. You are putting a certain look in her eyes, a
certain slant on her body. We find that look and that slant; an
absence - as if she’s leaning on someone who’s not there. We see
the way she holds herself, the way she holds onto others who simply
need to only to act as the stronger to gain her total loyalty.
Thank you for the groundwork, for a girl prepared like this. After
you are finished with this kid she will hold on despite everything;
she’ll cling to anyone, do anything for any piece of shit who shows
interest in her. Expect pain.’

I don’t think I belong in a queue at a
hardware store any more. I’m holding a 20kg bag of stones. They are
from Indonesia, polished to within a micron of their character,
just what I need to complete a look in my lounge room. Just what I
thought I needed - a junk purchase from junk mail. The bag is
getting heavy. The stones peep through worn plastic. I can feel
their non-texture, now made universal, my fingers prying inside the
bag. They are all smooth, completely perfect. They have been ground
to similarity. I am being ground to similarity as I stand and
shuffle the next inch, the next inch, stop. The whole place is
grinding to a halt: a frozen moment of hardware and humanity and
inhumanity and plastic dross and hate. Everyone has stopped moving
except me. I leave the queue. I’m moving to the counter with my
little piece of stolen Indonesia. I’m dropping the bag on the
counter. The bag bursts open. I walk out, never to return.

That afternoon, on the beach, one of the
stones is there. They lie on the waterline, delivered to my feet,
incompletely imperfect. I pick it up. One stone will do. I need
patience. Not the sort of patience to cope with a queue at a
hardware store but the sort which will get me through this
transition. I will pick up one stone each beach walk. Some day
there will be twenty kilos of patience in the Japanese corner of my
lounge room.
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In buying this sort of time, this sort of
experience, I am really warping a day, maybe a day and a half
completely out of my usual, safe planet. Anticipation makes a gawky
mess of the day of A’s visit. I rush home from meetings, clean the
house as I would with the joy that would be reserved for special
visitors, a special event. I treat myself well, reading, walking
the beach, taking time over personal care. This latter preening
takes me by surprise. I’ve been able to survive 50 years without
artificially touching up the physical, visible aspects of my vanity
but now they are not good enough.

At the mirror I’m using tweezers to remove
‘unwanted hair’. I’m wondering if my stubble is just a little too
much, I’m fractionally reshaping my eyebrows and hairline, using
cremes to make the most of smile lines and too-tired eyes. I want
this person to like me, and, to help her out I’m engaged in the
sort of routines which many women would have done over and over for
me: when to have a shower, when to see any more sunlight, when to
apply the cK, by now knowing its decay time, its half-life over its
first couple of hours as it uses body heat to shed a fresh, citric
layer and come up with deeper tones.

I set the CD player- a special choice. I love
this music. I might end up giving it to Ariadne. I watch the light
fall - a beautiful, late summer day takes the last of its light and
drags it under the waves. The orange umbra runs over the sea. There
is a phone call of confirmation- Kelly at 8 o’clock? Yes, that’s
right but by now I wish it was earlier. I want to show her this
place, this evening (oh, really?) and the light is just perfect for
her skin, maybe for mine.

In the last half hour I meditate and it
surprises me that it works- as good as any session so far, the
dreaded anticipation kept at bay, I’m relaxed. So she is different
in this way as well. Then there’s an extra twenty minute delay and,
despite waiting peacefully, watching the warmth drain out of the
sky, I am feeling something new.

I know this person a little, and she me, and
it strikes me, gently at first, that there’s a new area opening up
now. I wanted it to open, thought about it long and hard- too long
and too hard, but it’s still new territory.

This is evident when Ariadne arrives. I hear
the car, make it back through a surprisingly darkened house and
greet her at the screen door. It’s a black dress, elegant. She’s
taller than I remember, heels probably, and she greets me
cheerfully, that smile natural now- mouth and eyes in sync. We sit
outside together. There’s a line in the French classic Breathless:
‘I wondered how I’d feel on seeing you again’. I didn’t know how I
felt. She did. As we sat she said my mind was going a hundred miles
an hour and she was right. The down side of anticipation is that
mental rehearsal of lines and moves all of which lay in a heap in
my head now. She’s picked up the vibe so easily.

‘I think you like talking to me best of
all.’

‘Mmmm... maybe not best of all...’

I reach for her hand - the lightest touch of
her fingers. I find just the one rehearsed line amongst the scary
dross in my head. A true line, but prepared, none the less.

‘You have so screwed with my system.’

‘How come?’

‘One girl a month - every full moon. Nobody
comes back.’

A smile. She moves closer.

‘I came back. Should I take that as a
compliment?’

‘You made me write.’

We kiss for a while, it all feeling so
strange and, with no more moves in front of me, Ariadne suggests
she gives me a massage to relax me. We can’t get comfortable
outside. On the way to the bedroom she wonders aloud if I like her
dress. I do - but the white one from last week... white for the
full moon, black for the new.

On the bed the massage works, works too well.
I’m feeling better in this space with this exceptional person, her
hands working wonders on my neck - she has a great touch; she will
be a good masseuse someday. Eventually, she has to turn me over,
rest my heavy head in her hands between her legs and let its weight
help her deep neck massage. Again, it’s just what I need. I open my
eyes to see her, the dress gone, her oval face framed by cascading
liquid onyx hair, her look intense. I say ‘let’s have some sex’ and
pull her supple body down to mine; contact.

And it’s lust again, nipples and neck,
rolling on the bed, she moving with my hands and me on a slow slide
down her body until I lick up the sweet juices, her passion made
evident, fluid, visible, available. She lies and shudders a little,
letting herself enjoy it, beautiful to watch. I don’t want her to
go too far at this stage so I pull back to touching and holding and
pretty soon we’re involved in dry sex- the whole act except for my
underwear, getting wet as it enters her a little more each time. I
make myself look at her and each time I do she is looking at me.
Don’t do that - it’s not fair. I know I could reach down and pull
the material aside - the curtain over the door to the temple, the
seventh veil, black, made by Bonds - I know I can enter but just
enjoy the delicious moment for now. For now.

After a long blissful time she asks about
condoms and we can’t work out whether to use hers or mine or where
mine are and the conversation kills my ardour and the mood and we
lie as unspent lovers for a while. A few moments of nothing but
pure music. I tell her that something’s happened - the sex has left
the bed and is cowering in the corner, unsure of itself. I look at
the clock - at least an hour to go.

What’s happening here? Now I’m positive that
this was not a good idea. One visit has no guidelines. With two you
get the added bonus of ‘performance anxiety’; the second date, the
second marathon, the next highly anticipated album after the
startling first new release. I went into this night with strong
expectation of a better time, even better sex, and it’s all lost in
the cerebral somewhere. In the first visit it surprised me what we
could do- I delighted in each possibility with spontaneous
reactions to its offer. Where is the surprise now? This was turning
into two naked people in a bed killing time, not the plan at all.
But then, having a plan had been the problem.

I went where I thought I could perform- I
talked. Knowing that it could scare her to reveal all my thoughts
on what’s happening, what’s happened to me, I talked about her -
more information about her past, her thoughts and her journey into
this lifestyle. I was aware that she might have this conversation
with every second client (‘what’s a nice girl...’) but I was hoping
some of it was especially for me. She knew I knew lots (although
not about my phone call to Kirra Beach) and that we were wounded
together and closer than most in many ways and interested in the
spiritual side of all this, the idea of meditation, the sea, this
tolerant and ailing planet.

I made eye contact, spent a lot of time
looking at her face, trying to imprint it for later (how I fear the
inevitable loss of memories) perhaps already knowing that this was
the end of something. As we spoke I was becoming aware that this
was the best connection of the night. This was an intimacy rightly
feared more than pure sex by possessive partners an intimacy of the
soul and mind. I suspect that a woman would rather find out about
the simplicity of a one-night stand than discover that connections
such as these were being laid down between her man and another.

And somewhere in there, while I was listening
to A talk about she and her father working together, or while she
was listening to me talking about my new ways of seeing my students
or we were both talking about the nature of the soul, eye to eye,
half lit by the sulphurous lights on the distant jetty, somewhere
in that open moment in that semi-darkened room I knew that there
would be no more sex tonight, no more sex with Ariadne ever. I must
have smiled at this.

‘What?’

‘I was just thinking that there is this
naked, absolutely beautiful girl in my bed and I don’t want to fuck
her. I suppose I can’t lie either.’

A special piece of music had looped into
sequence on the endlessly repeating CD. During the week I had
imagined which tracks would be good for which form of sexual
intimacy but when the softest track came into aural view in that
moment I just held her, we held each other, while it played- the
words drifting into the bedroom...

Please don’t desert me. Not in the
forest...

We spoke of spirits and presences, of
ancestors and the tasks we owe them. I loved the sound of her;
slight accent, slight innocence, a calmness full of life. By the
time it was time for her to go we were talking low, huddled under a
doona in the lounge room, closer to the music, closer than ever.
Her car came. At the last moment I gave her the CD, a foolish act
but I’m heavily into the foolish act by now, made an art form of
it, why stop at this stage?

And there are still times when I will find
myself standing still, thinking of her and tears will form behind
my eyes, their rightful place.

And although she laughed when I said she was
a Muse...

‘I owe you. You walked in here and brought
three thousand words into my life.’

‘No. They were already your words. I was just
a reason to say them. You invited me in. That’s what we do.’

...and although she would deny her role in
this chronicle and although the Muses themselves don’t know the
ends of their beginnings (taking the easy way out) I run on
foolishly in the firm knowledge that, should I finish this book, I
know I will see A again. We will have a coffee.

Look around you now. Are you reading this
book (title unknown at this stage) in public? Are you reading it at
a café? Is there a man there, having a coffee with someone who
looks like she could be his daughter, his niece, a student, a close
friend? A good conversation, a light touch of the hand? That’s me -
or thousands like me. And that’s Ariadne. If you haven’t noticed
her yet disregard this paragraph: it can’t be her, it can’t be
me.

‘I think you like talking to me best of
all.

‘Mmmm... maybe not best of all...’

But she was right as usual. Was it such a
hard admission for me to make at the time? Was there really such a
need to defend sex as communication and communion? Is it so hard to
come to the conclusion that the lust had waned and the love had
not, that I found her in other places than between her legs, that
her skin is inseparable from herself?

This is today’s lesson- from St Ariadne of
the Corinthians, verse two.

‘You’re more relaxed now.’

‘I just didn’t know what the night was going
to be - in which direction we were going to go. Now I know. Last
time was easy. Now it’s tough. Now I like you.’

‘You like me because you see yourself in me.
We find ourselves in others and like what we see.’

So maybe that was what all that ‘love’ stuff
was about. Short book. Is it true that what I had found initially,
immediately attractive was myself- the trust in people, the
willingness to allow consequences, the unmeasured honesty, the
thrust - the recently renewed thrust - to take life wholly? Perhaps
I found a beautiful personification of what I treasured in myself
and fell for her. It was because we ‘clicked’ - forgive the
simplicity of this - so much of this journey finds the whole thing
in a simple - we clicked in the guiding, the giving, the examined
inner life, the hurt, the questing for ourselves to be better, and
for others, the quest, for better or for worse. Even at our most
intimate, in that bed that first night, we were physically
equivalent, she was not interested in the sex, as such, as others
were, but more in the whole of me. We were spirits recently carved
from anger and pain and momentarily aligned in a zone few occupy or
admit to occupying. And we were willing to see it and willing to
accept it. I had found a soul mate.

So new, scarier. The quest last October
(seems so long ago) was for sex, then sensuality, then ambushed by
love, its form revealed as a trick for one purpose, to start the
real journey; to love myself, to accept myself as tactile, sensual,
worthy of that I would bestow on others, to see myself as loveable
again. When this happens I will know because I will be able to let
go of age, let go of looks, that slower mind and tired back. Maybe
while I look for a sensual self in much younger others I am not
allowing any new me, any real me through. Ariadne was right- in the
two hours we were together I had started to bring her back into the
land of the human beings; no less an amazing person but a whole
person, a real person. Now I have to bring myself back there
too.
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In the after-trace of this, among this
energy, honesty and courage, in the daylight wake of these night
visits by Ariadne I find myself incredibly heartened in many ways I
would not have predicted. I find I have a new strength. I’m making
new phone calls to further my work prospects, using this confidence
while I feel it warm and strong inside me. And while bathed in this
new energy I make one call that has been waiting in the back of my
mind for over a year- a call to someone who has been in my thoughts
since a chance meeting 15 months ago.

Have I mentioned this - this Romeo and Juliet
encounter - in a previous chapter? Let me now. It was one of those
‘across a crowded room’ situations, well documented in cheap novel
and deeper play but all my life something I had never had happen
until that moment. It was truly love at first sight - a rare
occupancy. Yeah, I know - most of you will have a ‘love at first
sight’ story but I bet you’ll mention some initial connection,
something immediate: ‘We talked at the bar for hours. He had to fly
back to Mt Isa the next day and by that Monday I knew I was in love
with him’. But, to me, that’s really ‘love at first conversation /
love at first meeting’. But this encounter was the real, one
nano-second deal. I walked past - she was on the phone - and into
the office where my meeting was, sat down and said (hopefully not
out loud - I still don’t know) ‘where the fuck did you come from?’.
I had been hit over the head by a baseball bat, shot through the
heart by an arrow; I was smitten. I was a walking cliche. And all
the time since, over a year ago, I hadn’t ever done anything about
it.

I knew something was happening in the small
encounters and menial conversations of that work environment but
even then I hadn’t ever had the courage to follow it up. I reached
for the phone several times for months afterwards but there had
been that usual ‘not good enough’ feeling in between my hand and
the handset and I’d let this strange possibility run unexplored for
far too long- left it abandoned to see if it would perish, gave it
time for a quiet and lingering death but the bloody thing was still
alive in some form.

I still thought a lot about M, the girl on
the phone that day, about what it would be like to sit opposite her
for a meal, teasing out the idea of a casual relationship, gently
working out whether she had felt something in those months ago as
well. William Blake said ‘better to murder a babe in its cradle
than to nurse unacted desires’ and I had nursed them for a long
time, hoping for cheap fate to intervene, hoping that the next
chance meeting at that office will place us together or even hoping
for some interest shown on her part- even wondering if M is ever
going to call me.

Why should she? Why do we do this to
ourselves as adults? Did I expect her to read my mind? When I made
her that coffee one morning and she said ‘thanks’ and I said ‘any
time’ did I think that those two words (‘any time’) were enough of
a hint? Two words as the struggling sole bearer, soul barer of all
this: two words as textual origami which would unpack when they
reached her, into the world I had seen in her and suddenly show her
the possibility I had seen for an ‘us’? It didn’t happen. During
all the time I was smitten by M I had to work in close proximity
with her and it was sweet, sweet torture. When I eventually went my
own way I still had no idea if there was a connection on her part,
or any possibility for some mutual joy in all of this.

Now, within weeks of Ariadne’s first visit, I
made the call I had been rehearsing for over a year. I made it
cheerily and without weight and it worked- a lunch appointment the
next week, an appointment taken with good will and an open mind.
There would be a fair bit of irony if this comes to something - if
there comes a relationship from this brave move, a move made brave
on the theft of A’s courage and open spirit.

This may seem unconnected but it is clear to
me - clear this moment anyway, that’s all that counts in this
journal. That very last second - ‘oh, let’s not bother’ feeling, a
reluctance of further interaction, dread and that reluctance to
take the next step - seemingly so hard - all of that mood surfaces
as easily in the booking of the girls as it does in other aspects
of life. And beating that defeatist thought in one domain heartened
the soul, and makes for more possibilities in doing likewise in
another one. In booking the girls I have had to break through
barriers of self-doubt and reluctance to take on something new. I
know the thing that drove me through these barriers was sheer
desire- initially nothing more. And on desire the agency calls were
made, the deals and acts once thought impossible, were done. Desire
made that happen, made this happen. I know from those early months
that I can make that move once thought impossible and not regret
it.

Now I seem to be taking that bravery into
other, professional domains; taking that knowledge of consequence,
or lack of concern for it, on as an armour and not allowing the old
self-defeating thoughts - so easy to succumb to, the easy option -
into the debate. In the sensual domain a core need (pure desire)
drives me through to the next call, the next act. I can only deduce
that if it is not happening in other areas it may well be because
the need for the next step in those areas, be they personal or
professional- is not as close to the core; that I don’t desire them
enough.
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It’s the end of daylight saving, pre-dawn,
no colour in the world as yet. The laptop tells me to change my
clock - that it is giving me another hour in this day, Sunday. I’m
now used to sitting here, watching the light make sense of the sea,
the two play a brand new game every dawn, granting me an
ever-changing space in which to work.

The late-setting moon last night was
half-full. By now I know that it indicates a week until Full Moon
and the thoughts are on that pale orb and all the implications. I
am becoming ancient, timeless, driven purely by cycles. In medieval
times the word for ‘yesterday’ and the word for ‘tomorrow’ were the
same. No need to differentiate, no pretence at linearity - the word
‘progress’ was unknown, would have made no sense whatsoever, just
cycles; tiny and immense, flower and sun. Some cultures still
understand the world in this way.

And we live pure cycles as pure children, in
the lap of each day, the rituals, each feed, birthday and
Christmas, parental comings and goings, that time of day coming
around again, nothing more, surprised to awake on some days and
find ourselves a little grown. Only then are we taught the false
chronology of the world, to overnight swap the natural spinning
world for the lock-step march of time in school, later in work.
Many cultures do not have a word for ‘work’, we have a
thousand.

Women still run like this - the womb an inner
rotation, a liquid loop which can’t be denied, its payoff appearing
in the most basic of forms - a red dot on the calender, on the
cotton, its synchronisation among flatmates inexplicable. There’s
talk of pheromones but nothing conclusive- don’t shove your
chemistry in my face, I am ancient now. Though reluctant to make
myself known to you I will give you this certainty - I am Billy
Pilgrim, unstuck in time. I am every age at once, yes - even old,
yes - even dead. I died and was reborn. And now - ancient,
justified and ancient, as KLF would put it. I am in contact with
the way the falling moon will drag a tide and all it contains down
with it - a distant connection which can be precisely described but
not explained. By watching the sea, the inlets and shallows, the
banks exposed and hidden in cycles, I can tell the position of the
moon even when she is out of sight, entertaining others on the back
face of this spinning planet. We are like true lovers who know each
other’s precise position at a distance; next office, next
continent.

The path of this inexplicable satellite is
tracked by the weight of water it moves for us here below.
Fishermen know something about this. They know that the time
tugging at their wrist really means nothing. Ariadne knows the
moon. She knows I’ll book someone. I told her I wouldn’t contact
her again, that this was a clean break until the book, this book,
comes out but there is something new here - did you see it coming?
I didn’t see it until a few hours after she left, in the lost time
between her absence and phantasmagoria and sleep. Somewhere in
there I remembered something...

Before she left, late in that astounding last
session, we were talking about people of passion - those who grasp
life, and my conversation naturally came around to an artist -
about a close friend of mine who had recently died of AIDS. And
while I was singing his praises, how much his fully-lived short
life has meant to me I could see Ariadne’s face change.

Ariadne’s face. As much as I try, hers is the
hardest face for me to picture in my mind. Why is this? I can
remember the others - seen for far less time, glimpses while my
real focus was on their bodies - I remember these fleeting
encounters, these faces with much more clarity. Why do I have
difficulty making a perfect image of Ariadne - framed by dark hair,
smiling at my inane comment, lost in pleasure- why is there such an
indistinct memory of her?

But I do remember her face changing, an age
creeping into her features, when I mentioned the death of J through
AIDS. I was looking at something completely new- a look which held
all the awful possibility of A’s profession. Something I am
reluctant to admit had to be admitted: Ariadne has an unhealthy
approach to the flesh trade, allowing her total involvement, and
this must step up the odds of something going terribly wrong. The
early trawling through lurid websites came back to me- Jpgs of
diseases visible and text of the more pernicious visitors doing the
rounds of the open ones of this world, the wounded ones. She
reacted when I mentioned this man who had gone down to the virus. I
know she knows I am clean - I made that clear - but a dark thought,
an awful possibility came over her at that point.

And it came over me a couple of hours later,
Ariadne having moved on in her all-night session, me in the room
with her remains. I saw that face change again and felt the edge of
concern (you want detail? I saw her straighten, I saw her beautiful
shoulders tighten...). Concern; I hate this happening, have been
proud of the fact that I have not allowed it into my relationships
with my children, close friends and even the most difficult of
students. It’s what made me a good tutor - someone they could talk
to, regardless of what it was they had to say. It was because I had
a healthy disrespect for this word. Concern; I had banished it from
the agenda. Concern - nothing less than ‘love’ gone rancid, the
bastard child of care and patriarchy, a poor cousin to acceptance,
a low-level emotion, secondary, impure, a inferior form of
superiority.

So you are well ahead of me- you know what’s
next. Now I want to save her. I plan a third visit, the Sunday
before Easter, full moon, the place reserved for number seven. I
will book A for 7.30 and take her to my favourite local café - a
delightful surprise for her, a break in her busy routine. It will
have to be right on time - just an hour, a full Thai meal - I’ll
have to talk to her driver to make sure that she gets here on
time.

We will just eat and just talk. We will have
peaches and cream for dessert. In this way I can show her that she
is worth more than sex, that she is valuable to me as a person.
She’ll ask why I’m doing this strange thing and I’ll tell her that
this is our farewell meal. I’ll tell her that I am her brother
without being her brother, her father without being her father, a
friend with an open attitude, her lover without weight, without
being her lover. I’ll tell her about that look she had on her face
when I mentioned Jack. I won’t tell her about the monster called
concern, just that I wanted to see that she was still alright.

She’ll know then that I want the best for
her. If she’s wavering about putting an end to all this it might
make the difference, she may see out the week, go back to Kirra at
Easter and shed this skin forever. She may talk about it, she may
not. But my care will be evident - care, not concern. If there’s
talk of the money she’s making - money she needs to make this
quickly. I will tell her about the Last Day, I will say something
like:

‘There’ll come a day for me - even for you,
sadly, when you would give everything you own - all your money,
even your children’s inheritance - just to see one more dawn, one
more moment with a loved one.’

For three days I hatched this scheme. I
walked past the restaurant. They don’t do peaches and cream as a
dessert - a phone call will be needed: ‘yes, if you don’t mind,
it’s for someone special’. It’s for someone special, someone who
I’m trying to save.

Women: you either want to fuck them or save
them. After three days planning this rescue, with everything in
place except her booking I realised exactly where I was. I was in a
land called Old School Male and I was enjoying it immensely. It
wasn’t hard to recognise- I’d spent a lot of time there in the
past. (We will just eat and just talk.) What idiot wrote that? What
male wrote that? Bald-faced truth - I wanted to help her. I wanted
to guide her. I wanted to make sure things were okay- it made some
sort of Old School Sense. I mean, really, how can I leave this
person out there in the world doing what she’s doing night after
night? It was okay for me once a month with all the safety
equipment in place but at her rate, with her attitude something
could happen and then I’ll know it’s my fault, right? Because I
knew everything and I never told her to stop. Right.

Make no mistake, dear reader, that the above
scenario (call, café, chat, We will just eat and just talk,
Jack, Care) would have been a way of directly telling her to
stop what she was doing. Do not make this mistake in your world, in
your relationships. The most elaborate, seemingly caring
controlling mechanism is still a controlling mechanism and she’ll
get it just as surely as somewhere inside, you understand exactly
what’s really happening when such a device is employed on you, when
you hear:

‘I know you want a motorbike, honey, but I’d
just worry about you all the time.’

In wanting to do this ‘caring’ thing I’m back
in my old ways, my old world- assuming that one adult knows better
than another, assuming lots of shit. A dinner? What a flawed,
arrogant plan. It was the best of intentions, it was the worst of
intentions. Mentioning that look I saw on her face to her? Really?
Bringing that all back to her next time we meet? I have to smile; I
imagine that it would not be long before I used the line which
masks all bad relationship transactions:

‘I got the distinct impression that you were
worried when I mentioned Jack last time.’

I got the distinct impression... Write
this line down in your internal search engine- make sure it pops up
next time you’re in an intense personal conversation and there’s a
hit. ‘I got the distinct impression that...’ Add any phrase here to
make a complete mess of things. Here’s an opener which will always
reveal more of the speaker’s world than anything happening in the
listener’s head. Banish this phrase, this solipsism disguised as
knowledge, this projection cowering inside false insight. Those
words have killed more relationships than bad sex or poverty.

A dinner; so demeaning to us both. If A
already knows that I care for her than this elaborate stunt is not
needed - if she doesn’t know then I’m completely misreading our
last encounter and this certainly is not going to make any
difference. If she feels loved she feels loved- I can’t do anything
about that. I knew this ages ago - you cannot make a person feel
loved, you can simply love them, that’s what is special about
it.

Yes, I feel that I am all those people to A -
father, brother, friend, lover - but that’s for her to work out
and, given her way of seeing the world, it may come in her own
time. It may, it may not- that’s cool. She may quit and she may
not- that’s her decision. We have made our farewells in the best
way possible. Like a parent, perhaps a father most of all, I know
she is loose in the world and have to take that with love and
acceptance and trust that her internal engine is up and running,
she doesn’t need mine. We left each other that night as equals. Why
tamper with that balance. She knows I care, and any further, any
pointed occasion, no matter what the excuse, no matter how cute the
content, is not the right idea.

Four days to the next full moon. My daughter
will stay with friends this weekend. I cancel the restaurant and on
that Sunday night I’ll ring that agency who sent me number five,
Miss February and get them to send me number seven. It’s the next
thing, the best thing to do right now. I’m reading the paper. I
skip the rest of the world and jump to the escorts page. You can
tell a man by the first thing he turns to in the newspaper.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


Tonight the sunset ran on into previously
unknown blue shades, darker and darker until the approaching
monochrome was cruelly banished - broken up by a jealous,
incomplete moon lifting itself lazily over the dunes.

Relief again, everything in the pale relief
of pale reflected light. I started walking again, able to see my
way, but it was not a relief I had wanted. I wished for the
smoothing of the world to continue, for the turn of the planet to
bring the colour under the horizontal line into the exact same
shade as the colour above it.

I wish that one day some giant computer would
match those deep shades pixel by pixel until the moment occurs when
the fine line left between them, between water and sky vaporises
and Earth and universe are one. I wish for the loss of horizon, the
loss of surface, the melding of us and them, out and in, me and
you.

I’m on the blue/blue beach when it hits me. I
have absolutely no idea what Ariadne thinks of me. I’m annoyed that
this should be important to me but it is important to me, that’s
where I am - you’ll recognise it - and I have no idea. I can’t
dissect her conversation for this information. If I try there’s a
distance in that area, the area of indicating that we care for each
other. There’s a gap in the liking department, whatever you want to
call it, regardless of what other topic we are tackling together.
So I go at it the other way around and try to work out where I see
her in my world. I come to the conclusion that, although I don’t
want to save her any more, I still need to talk to her.

‘Need’ is exactly the right word, seems to be
a word I had avoided all along among the talk of spirit and mind
and flesh and care and concern, a word that’s not been said but
it’s creeping in more often now. I simply need to talk to her about
where we are. At some stage I have to admit it to myself and at
some stage I have to admit it to her. And that means asking for her
again, and trusting her with my vulnerability instead of trying to
shore up hers.

So now I know that sometime before the next
new moon I will ring her agency and we will meet and it will be for
just one pure, accurate statement of need, an attempt to flush out
her feelings and to ask her to take this arrangement into more
dangerous grounds, ask her to see me in other ways. I need to talk
to you.. I need your voice. I need your touch, your accepting, all
forgiving eyes. I need you to sit still and hold my hand and listen
and clean my head with your words. I need to talk to you. I’m going
to admit to my need, as a need, and see what happens. The word
‘need’ is not making sense on the screen any more, doesn’t even
want to be seen as a word any more. I need to stop writing.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


Dear Kitty.

I have a confession to make. I know you are
reading one big confession between these covers but here’s a
confession within that confession. This is it: from now on we are
moving forward together, you and I. The previous mess - everything
I wrote, everything you heard me say before the March full moon -
was a form of ‘best-available recollection’, stitched together from
detailed notes in other places, some of it stolen from the day to
day handwritten journal I keep running as a memory aid and writing
exercise. You see, there was never going to be a book until March,
until Ariadne.

When everything changed this writing exploded
forward and backward at once, exploded into relief, and that other,
scratchy, found objects, everyday journal - the one with the little
notes and Baci wrappers glued into it, the always-carried silent
companion, the one someone will find when I am dead - that one went
into recession. Sorry, text companion - so neglected now. Take a
break. Sleep for a while at the bottom of my briefcase. You are to
be this chronicle’s lacuna - the secret of the secret I will keep
you, the visible me, away from these pages because you contain my
family and friends, my working and resting life. You contain
names.

The two journals have swapped- this dangerous
one to the fore and the pedestrian one in hibernation. So the
inner-confession is that you are now in the core of something which
was written from the middle, from, to tell you one truth, the
morning after the 8th of March, 2004. The first words I wrote that
new dawn were ‘So now I’m writing her name in yellow pencil on the
edge of papers and on the walls of my house...’ and then a frantic
attempt to work out how I got there, to that particular morning,
and a frantic attempt to capture where I was, even as I moved on,
week by week. There was not a lot of sleep. It’s not that unusual,
I suppose, to be reading something started from the middle, from
the prime moment (the money scene, as Hollywood have it) but it’s
exciting (at least to me) to know that the capture of that earlier
time is over and that now really is Now. We are moving forward and
I don’t know what happens next. Expect to accommodate
contradictions. Each sentence is its own moment, nothing more.

They say (I say) that you can’t write with
complete honesty until both your parents are dead. I’m desperate to
write this honestly, true to my own truth at least, and both my
parents are dead but now I’m scared of my children should it happen
that I am published and traced and I’m too bloody vain to settle
for a posthumous release. I can only write for you while being
invisible.

Dear Kitty,

I visited your house in Merwedeplein, the
annexe, so small. For twenty years I didn’t know that your own
father got to your diary first, that he cut out passages of girlish
whimsy and self-doubt and world-view and sex; the passages which
lead to the inner you. In 1949 he was to say ‘some unimportant
changes were made with my agreement’.

Kit, I have the full text of your original
diary now, some of it even in your own original hand. It’s a hand I
recognise in my children today - the solid second, the unmistakable
time-stamp of an emerging girl. Also, like such diaries today, your
diary contains pictures stuck into those pages annotations in the
margins,(‘look at me - how ugly am I!’), far too may exclamation
marks, far too little self-esteem, disposable comments full of
meaning fighting for places among lines not really ready for them
yet, lines not really written with a thought of revision When I
finished reading it all I realised that you were so much more than
a war-time icon of cheery, stoic defiance. You were alive. Reading
your complete journal gave me your complete self. Thank you. At the
end of it all I felt that I had just lost one of my students. I
didn’t want to leave your house (that make two of us, eh?). I left
a red rose on the steps.

Why dwell on this? Gotta tell you one more
thing - three confessions on the one morning. Hear this. Here it
is: I am Anne Frank’s father. I have sinned his sin- kept things
from you my readers with excuses of unimportance. Some unimportant
changes were made with my agreement. Truth be known I’ve kept them
from you because I can’t explain them and am so scared of what you
will think of me should you have all the information.

The essence of this omission is this: I had
three dreams after Ariadne’s second visit and they shook me so much
that I put them into words to hold them still and to hold them away
from me and to hold them away from here. I don’t know what I was
waiting for - some sort of epilogue/reveal when I work them out,
some sort of Dream Liftout! to be a publisher’s nightmare? Contains
Totally Weird Dream Sealed Section: Open only if you’re interested
in knowing everything!. But I know that they are part of the whole
story, inner and outer, so they follow this chapter: They come now,
offered as originally written, without comment. I will type them up
while I am brave enough. They are just dreams; make of them what
you will...

 



 




.Unsealed Section: The Dreams Notes.

 


 


She’s gone and I can’t sleep. I can’t sleep.
Bad enough the first time- through to sunrise on her ecstasy,
carrying her warm skin around the rest of the night, her sweat, her
scent, the weight of her - but now, after this second visit, that
emotional ride and plummet, I know I’m in for a fucking rough
night. And I don’t want it. I want to remember but I don’t want it.
I move around the house glimpsing patches of the encounter, knowing
that she’s working until dawn, that she has trouble sleeping too. I
have to teach for most of the weekend and I’m not in any way ready
for it and I can’t prepare in this newly fragile, fucked up and
overwhelmed and overwhelming body, this new vibration. I need
sleep. Please... The tyranny of the digital clock takes me
through until four. This is absurd - could I go the entire night
without rest? Don’t people die from this? The awful fear defeats my
efforts to just lie down. Close, my eyes. I try relaxation. I try
reading Tennessee Williams at his most entrancing and liquid. As I
turn one page I find one of Ariadne’s hairs in the bed next to me.
Don’t do this to me. It’s pure voodoo to pick it up but I do. I’m
feeling like I could rest a little now. I put a single strand of
Ariadne into Tom as a bookmark, hug that author, lie down, hope...
someone make me sleep, please; Tom - tell me to rest now. I close
my eyes and await soma...

 


What I get instead is a form of half-sleep- never
really leaving the bed behind, I get an area of existence truly
composed of equal parts waking and sleeping and something else
(forgotten? child-like? an unassembled universe?) trance: a
phantasmagoria. Three half-dreams (they still scare
me)...

 


The first. In the first I am in the bed, my bed,
here and now, and Ariadne is behind me. I feel that perfect body
fitting onto mine, skin to skin. She’s breathing hot on my neck. I
know this breath. She’s awake - I can tell she’s awake. It’s pure
pleasure... her breath changes... slows... and then she moves (stay
with me) she moves - she moves into me. Ariadne is in me,
completely; no doubt, no division, no way to say it but I
accommodate her perfectly. Except that my mind (still active -
fuckit! get off this page!) cannot accommodate any part of what
is happening. I need another, older life, another spirit manifesto,
another background for this. In truth I am her. Read it again. I am
her body and her corporal mind. She is holding the inner layers of
my skin captive with her being and I am taken over fully by her
presence inside me and I swear that, for that time in that bed in
that darkened lurid yellow room, I truly know how she feels - what
it actually and fully feels like to be this astounding person. I
know. I know because I cannot feel any other way. I am no longer
me. That’s the dreadful downside. That’s the downside of this
gift - I can’t feel myself any more. I know that if I was to touch
my body now it would be hers. I cannot move. I am taken, possessed.
It’s a frightening and intense and bewildering thing- a total loss
of persona (disassociation is too good a word, clean, laughable...)
and all the while there’s an awareness of it happening, of me
happening, of the one true fact true in that moment that I’ve
totally lost myself in her in me. It’s nothing like anything I’ve
felt before- a rapture of sorts, terrifying. And suddenly I know
that it might last. Could I live on this? (could I live
on?). No - I really want it to stop. I doze again as her, sleep
as her, her sleep, but, almost as a run on, another half dream;
some event takes me again. Did I wake at all in between? The words
‘wake’ and ‘sleep’ are irrelevant now . All I know is this
happened...

 


 


.Second Stage/Dream.

 


Here it is... pure experience... (lap
dissolve...)

I am aware that I’m still in my Ariadne state:
totally informed by her body; scared, strange beyond description -
but Ariadne is also visible again, now up on her knees, still naked
(rim-lit body, that sheen, that line...) and she is talking
to people who are at the window. I need to explain- this makes no
sense. It’s my window, in my little bedroom, in this time and this
space but it’s also (strange, scary) the corner window of some sort
of large caravan somewhere else. We are on the bed - me/Ariadne and
the Ariadne incarnate – me lying semi-foetal, huddled, facing away
from the window and trying to make sense of my stolen being
(wondering if I ‘should’ move... knowing that I can’t
touch). And Ariadne? She’s sitting up on her knees in
silhouette to speak to others through the yellow glass. And I know
what’s happening: it seems that the others outside have worked out
that I am open now: vulnerable. They know that Ariadne has
safe-cracked me, found my code, leaving me open for damage, for god
knows what to enter and they want to use her breakthrough - they
want access to me too. She’s arguing with them. (I ‘see’ this
although facing away from her, still in my struggle for presence...
how do I see this?!) And she says to the others ‘you too?’,
she says, ‘and you? The little one?’, ‘You as well?’. I feel
like these others are from a line of people from both our pasts but
mainly from hers because Ariadne seems to know them well. And she’s
strong, strong enough to tell them to go away - no access. I’m so
thrown by it all, so way past sleep and beyond recognisable reality
that it takes me a while to work out what’s happening, what she’s
doing. She’s defending me. Thank you. It works. They are
gone. Ariadne turns to me, comes to me/her/us (me!) again. And we
are one: one of her, one of me, one and the same. Two souls in one
body, more present and aware than on any waking plane.

 


But it’s time for me to be strong now. I can’t stand
this way. It can’t stay this way. I can’t have her totally
in me, her sweet body as my interior, have it stopping just a
centimetre or so from the inside of my skin. I would never recover
from this. She has to go. And when it happens it happens like a
strange birth. I feel a shape dislodge from my interior walls, my
vessel. So I see it now- the Ariadne-form. It’s fluid, black/brown,
translucent. I feel it; sensual, complete, unbodylike. No words
allow for such an absence of known form. It’s an inner, almost
transparent membrane, not without weight, equivalent to my inner
shape initially but not a body, a shape that starts shrinking as I
watch it now from somewhere above it, above me. It shrinks to a
quarter of its size and exits. And I still know exactly how it
left- not through any orifice but slowly, slowly out of my lower
body, like osmosis, a brownish shape, still moving with its own
life, flexing gently, dislodging from the hip, moving out, moving
down to pass into the known world through an area around one of my
feet, like having a warm blanket pulled off me slowly, but on the
inside, from the inside of me to the air and away. I feel it go.
This is what death feels like. I feel every molecule of her essence
go. It dislodges and leaves painlessly. I see it go, no smaller now
but it is outside me now; gone.

 


It’s gone. I’m alone. I feel myself again,
alone, just me and my flesh and the tyranny of memory. I feel
alright, safer now, but still a weirdly changed; a trace on my
being forever. I have me back. I am allowed to touch, so
pleased to feel my body and legs again. I look around the room.
It’s almost six am. The window glistens with a little rain, moves
with yellowized shape of the neighbour’s tree. I find a book lying
next to me and place it on the floor. I’m gloriously exhausted. My
bed is damp. I can’t do this any more. I find a dry pillow and
place my head on it. Some sleep comes.
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‘If you don’t jot it down
in

the instant, it
disappears.’

- Allen Ginsberg
(Journals)
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‘Now that is huge!’

I was wondering what she was referring to for
a second. Then I realised that this is the absolute hands-down
misere winner in a night of some pretty heavy bullshit. She
continues applying a black condom to my penis, somehow making it
seem like a struggle.

Sunday night - not a time I would recommend
for this business of the purchase of pleasure. It seemed that I had
to call six agencies before there was any sign that someone
suitable might be available at some suitable time.

‘There’s Elise, she’s mature, model looks,
late 30s...’

‘We have Bridget in tonight. She’s an
ex-model, very nice, mature...’

‘There’s Carly. She’s a slim size 6 to 7,
classy, upmarket, from the country, very sweet, mid 30s...’

‘...Eva, trim, late 30s...’

Late 30s, indeed. For 20s read 30s, for 30s
read forget it. It was fast becoming Night Of The Mature Model. My
words obviously weren’t getting through. I wanted to say it more
bluntly: give me someone young, give me my youth. I wanted to say
it but I didn’t and ‘not saying’ set the tone of the night.

Sunday night. Damn American Idol, Big Brother
and their generation XY demographic. An ex-madam with many years of
experience, now a spokesperson for ‘sex workers’, was once asked on
The Book Show if there was one thing which was universal among all
the girls who had worked for her over all those years. She said
there was just one common trait - they were all lazy. She said that
the girls just wanted to make as much money as quickly as they
could, working when they needed to get some cash behind them or pay
a few bills and do as little as possible in between. It was well
known that two or three thousand dollars a week wasn’t out of the
question so I suppose if you can choose your hours in that income
climate you want your Sunday night free as a refuge from the
working week like the rest of us.

The telephone numbers melded in front of my
eyes. I had scrawled over the full page ads in fat black marker:
‘Eva’, ‘blond’, ‘mature’, lines and arrows. I realised that I would
have to get another Yellow Pages in the morning - this one was too
ruined, too telling. At one stage a woman at one of the most
popular agencies told me all their various phone numbers just so I
wouldn’t call her by mistake again. On that information I worked
through the Escort listings and put a fat black line through
another seventeen ads. Yellow and black stripes, danger in any
culture.

Apparently ‘Serena, 19’, was coming in later,
around nine (after Big Brother 3, no doubt), would that be okay for
me? Sure. I was put on hold - the whole night seemed to be on hold,
ticking away. After another long wait I was told that, no, Serena
had another booking at nine and wouldn’t be available.

Push on - another random number from the top
of the next page: ‘Natalie - natural and wholesome’. The
receptionist told me Natalie was not available tonight but that
three other girls were, including Ava and Kelly. Ava’s 18, quite
gorgeous, Kelly is 19, she’s 5 foot 6, tanned... No, she’s
not, I thought to myself,. She’s taller than that, almost as
tall as me, and working too hard these days to maintain the summer
tan she had when I first saw her, laid her down on my bed. Don’t
tell me lies about ‘Kelly’: that’s not her age, that’s not her
name.

I somehow wasn’t expecting to hear that name
on the line again. I thought I had successfully avoided her agency
in all this chaos but here she was on offer in an unfamiliar place
- the same Kelly- so I hung up abruptly. I checked the number I’d
just called - it was her agency by yet another guise. It felt
strange. If she was true to her word this was to be her last week
in this line of work. I made a note to ask for her in two weeks
time. It would be a pleasure to find her unavailable. I wasn’t
going to get worried about this but I noted the number down for
future reference.

Come on: new full moon, new girl.

‘There’s Emma, 5 foot 4, blonde, petite, 36
inch bust, she’s new, 19...’

This receptionist, from ‘lowest prices to
spoil you!’ was different - seemingly put out by it all, whispering
a little, a surly, reluctant portal to pleasure. I asked for Emma’s
description again, there were enough magic words there to hang some
hope on, I did the deal and closed the phone book, heavy on my lap.
I had a shower. An hour later nobody arrived, despite two calls
full of various descriptions as to how to find my place. I rang The
Surly One and was assured that they would be on the road- here any
minute.

Eventually, a quiet knock on the back door.
The unshaven man there leant forward as he spoke. If he had a cloth
cap on his head (and I’ll bet he did have one back in the
Kingswood) he would have tugged at it.

‘Just making sure this is the right place-
for the young girl?’

I must have nodded or something. He followed
suit.

‘I’ll just get her out of the car.’

Within a minute Emma was counting the pile of
notes I’d given her like an old pro. That’s because she was an old
pro. I was to discover over the next hour that she was old enough
to be the mythical Emma’s real mother - she had two daughters, the
youngest 17. She was quite open about it, probably unaware of the
way she had been sold to me, or perhaps very much aware that she
couldn’t pass for anyone under twenty any more in any light
available on this planet and that the description deception stops
at the client’s door, stops when two people meet. The one
concession to her being ‘new’ was the fact that she had just got
back into ‘the trade’ after a ‘marvellous’ overseas holiday. The
concession to ‘blonde’ were some light tips in her short, dark
hair. There seemed to be no concession for ‘petite’ or ‘36 inch
bust’.

That deception stops when the screen door
opens and another deception starts - but not for a second or so. I
often wondered what the first unguarded nano-second look, that
initial eye-to-face-to-body-to-eye contact makes clear between two
people in these weird, unstructured situations. I’m a nice guy, but
some measure of disappointment must have slipped through onto my
face- that’s what faces are for. I didn’t shake hands, I don’t
remember saying anything but, with eye contact now as part of my
repertoire, I notice more in that first, half-lit assessment
glimpse than I ever used to. And I don’t mind saying that I’ve seen
a tinge of disappointment on the face of the occasional working
girl as well, on the beautiful face of someone maybe half my age
who may be expecting to arrive at the secret summer house of Hugh
Jackman on a night when he is bored with the glamour and wishes for
an anonymous fuck, I’m sure it happens. But, at 9.40 on that Sunday
night I think it was Emma’s turn to be on the end of a look which
slipped through, a look which said ‘not good enough’. She took it
well, pushed past me and entered.

I had no idea what to do with this person so
we talked star signs (every woman’s opening gambit, it seems) I
decided to be Leo, (‘my ex was a Leo, bad with money’). I assured
her I was also bad with money and the talk segued to families and
divorce and sex life and overseas holidays for a while. It was
good. It was one of those conversations which you have on an
interstate flight which ends with some woman showing you photos of
her kids, a story for each one (‘this is Eric, he’s a hippy in
Margaret River now, but really nice - it’s his birthday next week,
that’s why I’m going over there...’) and one for each of the dogs,
something to break the rest of the ice and the flight when personal
space has already been well and truly breached, something to do
before you reach for your IT magazine and cheap headphones. It was
one of those conversations, but in this case the conversation
finished with Emma and I in my bedroom.

We stripped off and hopped under the doona
like very recent friends turned reluctant and somewhat gawky
lovers. We laughingly agreed that it would be a better night with a
bottle of champagne but I was still too stunned by this level of
deception to do anything in that line- I still felt a little
cheated. But here she was, a warm body, good for its age, whatever
that was, and I went with it. I went along with it for the sake of
peace, quiet and another tactile moment. And I didn’t want to
embarrass this person - loving mother of three and keeper of
chicken breeds I’d never heard of (was she making them up?),
basically the sort of woman I would have shared a school Parents
and Friends Fund-raising Committee if we weren’t in a beach house
about to have sex for money.

I can’t believe the number of women I’ve seen
who’ve had bad caesarians. They should sue their gynaecologists,
get that scar tissue tidied up and use the rest of the money to go
to Bali again. I didn’t mention it. But, despite the fact that she
liked me as a person and that I’m sure we would have run the Trash
and Treasure part of any Primary School fete pretty bloody well
together, she changed gears into fucking mode. She had a job to do
and, it seemed, just 42 more minutes in which to do it.

‘Now that is huge!’

She’s rolling the condom on, wisely -
according to the websites - using her hands instead of the more
enticing but less safe mouth technique. None the less, it seemed
like hard work for her. She wanted to please me, thought she knew
how to do that and did everything in her power to make it happen.
She went at her task, at me, with gusto, furiously, complete with
aerobic gyrations and various positions and a verbal soundtrack
which could have been taken from Sorority Sluts Four.

‘Get on top of me. Ah - God, that’s good! Oh
yeah - fuck me. You’re so good. Oooohhh!’

I had to stop her periodically to assure her
that slow and steady is okay by me. I realised I really was being
the stereotypical woman again - in it for the long run, for the
touch, the next touch.. She would none the less go wild and noisy
one more time, trying to help me to the false nirvana of orgasm and
I’d tell her other people live quite close and could perhaps be
following her progress over their Sunday night movie, and we’d
collapse and laugh together.

It was sweaty. Emma was well out of my
femographic, I know, but, god almighty- it was pure fucking, and it
was fun. Emma remained totally goal-oriented, a trooper until the
last, aware that I hadn’t had an orgasm yet and starting to obsess
about it. I swear at one stage I was seriously considering faking
one just to please her. It was obviously okay - I think she’d shown
me the way by faking a couple herself but I just couldn’t do it.
Come to think of it, in her career-driven state I could have faked
a heart attack and I think she still would have been pounding away
on me going ‘Oooow- yeahhh!’. That must have been a hell of a good
holiday she had. In a rare quiet moment I tried to pull her up.

‘Whoa - stop! You’ll wear yourself out. This
is just fine, let’s just work slowly again. Feels good.’

‘But I’ve got to have a shower in five
minutes.’

‘So? We’ll just lie here until then.’

‘You have such a big dick.’

Okay - second mention. Now, come on, that
comment wasn’t going to come around very often. It certainly hadn’t
got a lap in the last six months of this activity so I went with
it. Who am I to say anything? Who am I to correct her- she’s the
fucking expert. Personally, I haven’t seen a lot of dicks and from
my reading of such matters in Cleo and the like I had mentally
ticked the box marked ‘Mr Average’ but I let it pass. But then,
that night, I had let a lot of things pass.

How do we get ourselves into such situations
and why do we let them run on and on through the sheer power of
mutual complicity? I know that this business is based on deception
in every area - ‘Massage’, ‘Escort’ - but this night was one in
which even I was willing to ‘go along to get along’. Despite all my
rants about not wanting sex with anyone approaching my age here I
was, the quiet one in this flailing middle-age twosome. Despite the
fact that I was the one with everything to say I didn’t say
anything. We do this to each other in our relationships, ‘happy’
when we are not happy, taking the easy way out, the way of mutual
tolerance.

I’m so aware of this when with other couples
now, or even when observing them at the café table. There are
little pacts of mutual tolerance between those involved in
long-term relationships: you pretend to be funny and I’ll pretend
to laugh, you pretend to know shit and I’ll pretend to listen, you
pretend to still care and I’ll pretend to still feel loved. You
pretend, I pretend. You avoid, I avoid. Embrace this stasis with me
and we’ll die slowly together, at exactly the same rate, adjusted
by the minute, your step and my step, we’ll die together under
layers of these easy transactions. Do this with me until one of us
dies and the other wakes up one morning fully awake for the first
time or until that glorious day when the shells of tolerance we’ve
been walking on crack open to reveal that there’s nothing really
there and we are forced to run to our corners of either acceptance
or rejection, usually the latter, the easier one again.

We buy this package in a marriage ceremony
and seal it by saying out loud that the day of the wedding is the
happiest day of that couples life - all the theatrics of the event
mere indicators of that long performance season if front of them. I
gave that act away, season closed, for a bigger truth and a tilt at
acceptance but, with this purchased person, in this one hour I was
living a bigger lie than ever.

I knew she wasn’t 19. She knew I knew she
wasn’t 19 and that I was willing to just shut up about it. The
whole world knew she wasn’t blonde. What am I finding so difficult
here? The vast majority of western women lie about everything to do
with their looks from the earliest opportunity - from a little
moisturizer and little heels at 10 through to hair colour or
facelift at 72, it’s a beautiful, visual lie and we men know it.
There’s a whole industry devoted to it- the glittering entrance to
every major department store is always that one department, the one
that makes women look ‘better’ than they really are. Science,
theatre, ego, and art meet commerce and packaging on the ground
floor of David Jones.

And it works because we tolerate it, as men,
and as women. This is ingrained to the extent that you can glance
at a girl as young as sixteen or as old as sixty and not say, avoid
saying, avoid letting yourself know that she’s not that tall, that
that’s not the colour of her face, that’s not the colour of her
hair, that’s not the shape of her hair, that’s not the shape of her
eyebrows, that’s not the true size of her eyes, that’s not what her
breasts really look like, that’s not her true silhouette, her
fingernails are not natural, her lips are not that shade of
red.

A woman is a body double. It’s a given
deception, okay, but one of the things I had enjoyed about this
part of my life was the honesty inherent in this newly naked world,
the honesty which survives among the false names and job
descriptions and encoded transactions, and I felt that core need
over-exploited this night.

Afterward, after she was gone, I realised
that my basic problem was that I went along with it- I didn’t send
Emma packing at first glance. In this way I was no better than
someone in a complicit partnership - a silent partner (the only
time when that awful ‘80s word truly applies) willing to shut up
for one more quiet night or, in this case, for one noisy one. In
the shower afterward I made up my mind to never book from that
agency again. Next month I am aiming for the youngest girl
available and demanding proof of age at the door. Proof of age, no
mark of Caesar and some decent tits for a change, that’s all I
ask.

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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After the whole Emma / 19 = 45 misadventure
I decide that I needed to be braver. I decide to visit one of the
escort agencies and see who is available before buying. The cards
snuck into phone boxes group themselves into roughly three
categories: ‘Visit You’, ‘Visit Me’ and ‘Private’ but some places
are all of the above so it may be possible that they use the same
girls for both in-house and escort work so I suppose it may be
possible to just look first and book later.

I ring Allure - the agency that Ricky came
from a couple of moons ago - the same agency that had previously
advertised that their girls are ‘everything we are not allowed to
print’. Ricky had left one such card but with a full address on it-
quite a rarity. The agency is on a main commercial road in a
Western suburb. I explain to the receptionist that I ‘had Ricky
here’ some weeks ago and that their ads list a lot of girls and ask
if it is possible to just visit, see them there a couple of days
before the next booking and choose someone. I tell her about the
Emma experience last month and she commiserates and swears their
girls are age-true.

She can’t place Ricky immediately but
eventually does from my description and informs me that she works
under a couple of names, currently Ruby. If I do this long enough
I’m going to get the same girl twice by mistake. When I explain
what I want to do the receptionist says fine. Anyone visiting is
under no obligation for an in-house service so that would work. She
recommended coming around at about eight PM one night - ‘when we
have the most girls on’.

So it can be done, as long as I can do it,
anyway. But it’s getting complicated. What if the girls on at eight
aren’t available during the day? I’ve got this other new idea to
have an afternoon visit next time so really I should be choosing
from the afternoon crew if any routines and shifts are involved.
She says that’s cool too- probably the best idea but it’ll be a
smaller choice.

I know the area where this agency is and, a
few days later I cruise past there after work. The road is very
busy: four lanes each way of B-doubles and angry, unroadworthy cars
gunning through the autumn afternoon haze. I pass the address a
couple of times before even spotting it: an old, dull-green
left-over of a house covered in tram-grime between a bulk storage
warehouse and a discount plant outlet. There is no sign that it is
an escort agency, just an oversized number on the letterbox. On the
second long lap past I realise I’m just not going to be able to
stop and casually get out and ring that bell- I just can’t make
that happen at present.

I know rear entrances for the ‘discrete’
(read ‘cowardly’) are usually advertised so I make another couple
of laps around the back of what is an enormous block and creep up a
couple of laneways named after long lost town planners with no
doubt loftier ideals for their immortality than this. I’m cruising
past mechanics and powdercoaters and scrappy appliance repair yards
all the time probably looking exactly like what I am: a middle-aged
man in a car looking for a rear entrance into a brothel. The
occasional apprentice or grey clothed worker glances up, cigarette
in mouth. A paint spattered group sit around a packing crate with
afternoon tea and what I feel is a deeply knowing looks on their
faces.

Why is this so hard? I assure myself that
Robbie Williams, Hugh Grant and David Beckham have been down this
path (well, ok- perhaps not this very path) so why is it
still cringe material for me? Perhaps it’s the all-pervasive smell
of fine metal and the paint solvents in the air from the ‘low-bake’
car spray booths in the area. I hope the girls are covered for
occupational health and safety. I bet the air fresheners are
working overtime in there somewhere. I decide not to find out
today.

Three days later, mid afternoon, an almost
full moon no doubt preparing itself in the wings, I’m walking in a
much more familiar area. I’ve just visited my old house (the cats
have forgotten me, or they know something...) and am on a street
I’ve walked a thousand times - inner suburban, comfortable. I know
that in the next three blocks I will be passing Holly’s, a
well-signposted escort/massage establishment, barely overt, barely
legal. I’ve got time on my hands before the next meeting I have to
be at so I’m trying to get up the courage to step inside that
darkened doorway and see who’s in.

When the moment of courage comes I walk
straight past Holly’s, figuring I’m much too well known in this
area. Around the block and back again. Past it again. Around the
back and into the laneway. The rear entrance is anything but subtle
- it’s been quite a while since I’ve seen a ultraviolet fluoro.

There’s a bell press and a sign saying
someone is guaranteed to answer if I press it. I do. There is a
camera, an IR scanner and two peepholes in the door- this is
exciting. A lawyer walks past in the laneway - he can talk! - paid
a fortune to believe in people. I hear footsteps and the door opens
to reveal an attractive girl in her early twenties swigging on a
large bottle of booze and hiccuping outrageously. In between gulps
and hics she smiles, tells me to come in, head up the stairs, that
someone will see me in a minute. She yells at the someone, hics,
swears, apologises, hics again, apologises again, swears and leads
me up the stairs. It’s a comedy.

There are several rooms but no other girls
around by the look of it. When I tell Donna what I want to do -
pick someone for later - she says that’s she’s the only one on, the
others are ‘occupied elsewhere’. Now, in the pale light of the
cigarette machine in the waiting room I can see that she is really
lovely. And I can see that she’s holding a large bottle of dry
ginger ale. She notices that I’ve noticed the bottle now and
explains that she’s trying to swallow some pills and it all went
wrong and hence the hiccups. In a supreme act of stupidity I ask
her what the pills are for- you wouldn’t ask this of a relative or
friend if you had any tact. Donna had enough tact not to answer
that question but we both know they were antibiotics.

She gets the manager receptionist person and
hics off to try another tack in pill swallowing. The manager is not
much older, maybe mid to late twenties, touch of the goth, and
eminently recognisable for some reason. As I’m talking to her I
tell myself that this happens a lot; I don’t recognise the people I
should recognise and sometimes ‘recognise’ people I’ve never
actually met. Let’s hope it’s the latter.

Too late now. I assume that discretion is the
greater part of the job description. Carly (the person I either
know or don’t) understands my plan but can’t help me with anything
but descriptions. Are there any photos? Mr Tact again. As I’m
asking for them I wonder what she’s thinking. Does she think I’m a
cop on a setup? Or perhaps she is seeing a lost father looking for
a lost daughter, trawling the agencies, trying to take his little
girl home again. But there’s seems to be no suspicion in Carly’s
demeanour. Perhaps I have the more active imagination out of the
two of us, or she has the more active intuition. Perhaps she’s seen
plenty of fathers and knows that they are not looking for their own
daughters, or perhaps she knows by now that there really is no
going home after a certain point.

This is not going to work. It’s up to my
imagination again. The two descriptions Carly gives me a lead to
one possible choice and I say I’ll ring if I’m interested in the
currently invisible but apparently lithe ‘Anita’ later on. I choose
the rear entrance to make my exit. A cleaner in the car park of the
office next door goes to a lot of trouble to not make eye contact
with me.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


‘If you could make me do anything what
would you ask for?’

‘Anything?’

‘Yep. What would you ask me to
do?’

‘I’d ask you to cry.’

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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Add it all up. Are you working this through
with me? I’m at a friend’s place, having a meal with her mashed
family - the new guy, the extra cast: boyfriends, access kids, the
dogs - and I’m drifting away from the dinner table back to here,
back to the room where it happens, where it is written. I’m
drifting back to here and back to her, drifting in time and space
just as I did before I saw Ariadne for the third time. Yes- the
third time. Yes, I know. You’re smiling now too, aren’t you? Me
too. And at that dinner table that friend says:

‘You’re smiling a lot more these days.’

‘There’s more to smile about.’

Always hoping people ask why. I’m bursting
with this newness, the immersion in the other, the electric moment
and I want to share and I hope they ask. I lay hints into the
conversations with my long time colleagues - ‘sorry, Guy - didn’t
get much sleep last night’ - putting out a fishing line, looking
for a catch just so I can allow spoken words to accompany this new
heart forward. I’m teasing myself, of course. Should they bite,
should someone ask why, I’d be unable to make this life into a
conversation at present, perhaps ever.

For now it’s only this, these chronicles
only, only for you and the news is out - you read right - I saw her
again. Here’s how it happened - no (first things first!) - here’s
what made it happen... Pre-dawn, nine days ago. I wake. I write. I
can’t write any further for a minute. The sea is not yet visible
(quink blue/black ink) and I must keep my fingers moving, moving
over something so words come but there’s a lull, a vision of the
horizon waking so I’m re-reading and then re-writing a section I
wrote after Ariadne’s second visit.

Then I go back further, deeper. I re-read the
section (chapter? week? no idea) which contains the nectar of A’s
first visit- that astounding first hour and I’m taking out some
graphic descriptions, going for the fine line which lies somewhere
within that fresh encounter, I owe her that. I work. I leave in the
two glaring cliches for now - ‘Time slipped away’ and ‘I was on
another planet’. Oh, I know I could spin them out for you, tease
each of those simple lines between two or three or four fingers of
connectivity, towards poetry, towards ‘literature’, towards the
book, the Booker, hold it all up for you against the light: a cool
cat’s cradle, complex but so clear when those hands are stretched
apart, it all just one simple, recognisable shape in suspension
(‘Oh, my god - it’s the Eiffel Tower!’) but if you take the tension
away from a form, remove those excess fingers you are still left
with a piece of string, a simple loop which has a little knot in it
somewhere. Sometimes the seemingly trite - that simple loop - is
all we’ve got (‘I love you’), and the basic fact that those two
over-used phrases (‘time slipped’, ‘another planet’) meant exactly
the right thing for me for the first time (for the first time I
understood why they have become cliches) and that knowledge is
enough reason to allow them residency here.

It’s scary to be a trader in cliches now.
It’s like scanning FM on the Walkman on the train and catching
Delta Goodrem in the line to your bud phones; she’s climbing into
your ears and she’s in mid-lyric and then you realise that her pop
words make complete sense- that happens too. And then you
smile.

But I’m keeping you from the experience
again. Description Rules, Okay. So, early morning (you imagine dawn
details this time, slightly later, slightly lighter, yada yada, do
some of this for me...) and I’m re-writing the first Ariadne
encounter, words dropping away, and I know that this text will be
in for a dozen more re-writes (as the past is) before it becomes
the instant it was once and suddenly I get unstuck in time.

I’ve shifted again. I’m a year ahead of
myself, the whole year of the flesh now over, the text just glowing
matter, a Chernobyl of words with their own awesome life energy
trying to break through the concrete sarcophagus. I’m a year into
the future and I’m still working on her arrival section, still
sitting in this chair while she’s now far away. I’m in a time when
she’s left me well behind and I’m thinking (future think) what
would I give to chase her down in her new life in another state and
spend one more hour with her? The dawn typing stops while I’m
unstuck, dammit. Time slips away, then the return to this morning,
this day, this keyboard and the obvious hits me like another cliche
- I am here now, she is near now. We are in the same city now, her
in her last couple of weeks before she leaves, why not ring for her
one last time?

And so, at the end of the last page in front
of me, the last page of our initial, our one clean encounter, on
the page which ends with the word ‘Ariadne’, I type:

I think I’m going to have to add flesh to
this memory.

I know that line won’t make the final draft
but I type it anyway. And it’s then that I know I have to book A
again. That’s how the third booking happened. Got there. So, a week
later, on what I was to discover was a rare eclipsed New Moon:

(Sea noises)

‘That’s nice. I can smell your incense way
down the street.’

‘Like it? It’s new- Japanese...’

‘You think you’re turning Japanese?’

‘I really think so!’

Smiles all round. She stood in front of me as
requested- casually dressed but much too lightly, a little cold
(she wasn’t to know) and twenty minutes later we were on the beach
together - her in a borrowed jumper (one of my kids’ - is that
okay?), sitting under the stars drinking champagne and just
talking. Yep - it’s becoming Cliche World in here but it was truly
all I wanted. I have no idea how A felt about it but, for me, it
was the right decision, always will have been. I tell her of the
strange dreams I had after her previous visit, about how I almost
got concerned about her, about the fact that I’m half way through
figuring her out. I didn’t add that, like Hensel’s conundrum, I’ll
always be half way through figuring her out, half way through the
left-over half, always half way to the door and happy to be so. One
side-effect of Hensel’s conundrum is that, if you accept it wholly,
it means that you’ll live forever.

She comes closer to me. It’s a great evening,
a gift just listening to her talk, and I succeed in bringing her a
little closer to the Earth, her home after all. She tells me about
her real home, far away. Of her mother’s impatience- opening her
Easter present from Ariadne way early, happy. I love this talk,
fall for it, ask for a photo next time, something of her past, her
homish innocence. She says that she’s looking for other work in a
bar somewhere, not doing much of the escort stuff anymore- that I
was lucky to get her at the agency at all. This doesn’t fit in with
her previous talk of her rushing away to her fresh, interstate
lover so I have to ask:

‘So what happened to the Easter-in-Kirra
idea, your lover?’

‘Kirra is no more. It’s all over.’

I can tell that she’s not happy about it. She
really did think that this was It- ‘the love of my life’ (cliche#6,
isn’t it? - but that is what she had said). I listened. She gone to
some trouble to plan an expensive surprise event for his birthday,
for his one visit to her (‘gliding... just perfect... he’s an air
person... he’ll love it...’) and then she had gone to the trouble
of going to see him when he wouldn’t come over here to see her and
she had been met with rejection, rejection from him (his words:
‘you know, these things happen’) and I heard her mouth this and
stiffen and what was left of my heart went out to her - strong and
courageous Ariadne, the giver, the planner of the air surprise, the
good and faithful lover - and I didn’t know what to say. I wanted
her to talk it out. I wanted her to cry, to vent this all and the
rest of the hurt inside her but I didn’t want to bother her (never
do, my biggest failing, the antagonist of this non-novel) and we
talked everything else until we stand together in my street again
and her puzzled driver takes her away.

Now. Dawn. Anew. Recall: on the way back from
the ocean she had stopped, stood in the starlight, listening. The
water was making tiny eddies around rocks and around itself, moving
as only it can and the water dance music was projected to her ears,
that tinkling sound now lost to my own senses, lost in tinnitis,
but remembered, recalled in her description in that still, dark
moment. She hung on that liquid sound for an eternal second, held
back in her land far away.

What to make of this, her rejection? No
surprise- I kind of thought something may have gone wrong with her
plan. No, in truth, I knew something was wrong. I checked (I
cheated). I called her agency on Good Friday, barely a week
before:

‘Can I help you?’

‘Yeah. Can you tell me if Kelly is working
over Easter.’

‘Let me look. Yes. She’s not in tonight but
she’s available for the rest of the Easter weekend. Do you want to
book her?’ And I knew then that her lover hadn’t turned up, that
she was alone.

Sorry, Ariadne, but I had to know. And,
despite my foolish wishes earlier on in this journal, despite so
many words which were more rant than write, more write than right,
I always wanted it all to work out for you and him- that’s what
true love is.

So on the beach that third visit, that second
New Moon she was upset inside there somewhere but she was too
fucking stoic (like me) covering it in words of easy acceptance
(like me) and I just wanted her to let me help but was unable to
ask and would have been unable to know how to help if she had
wanted it. What could I do for this wound? My first reaction was
anger (this guy’s an idiot) but maybe he saved them both the
terrible trail of slow and unspoken deterioration, done her love a
cruel favour.

Her earlier words came back to me - ‘if it
doesn’t kill you it makes you stronger’ - and I thought, yeah, but
is it better to be stronger? Is it better to be able to handle this
sort of thing cleanly, to have a well-prepared, well-tended place
for it laid down inside yourself? The gods are the strongest,
aren’t they, but at that moment I saw that the saddest thing about
being a goddess is that you never need anyone. Recall: walking the
sand, the silence and the sand, in almost-darkness I had to
ask:

‘How are you feeling about it?’

‘It’s okay. At least we didn’t have long
together, just a few hours, really. That’s a good thing.’

We sat on the beach in the dark. Some voices
walked past, closer to the waterline. Out of nowhere, out of some
new place I heard my own voice:

‘Quick- take your clothes off.’

‘What?’

She’s genuinely surprised, shocked a little.
New moon, remember, so I couldn’t see her face clearly but I
imagine incredulity there somewhere, and:

‘No.’

‘Take them off.’

‘No... I’m not falling for...’

‘Go on- trust me.’

She did, down to her knickers. I did too. We
had one naked hug; sitting, then lying in the sand. I don’t know
why. I honestly don’t do why but I recall she murmured, as people
in hugs will do- a sort of primal, sacred, huggy soundtrack. She
murmured but I needed a quiet moment composed entirely of
flesh.

‘Shhhh... I think my body wants to talk to
your body.’

In that crazy, frantic disrobing, the rush to
that one pure contact, one of us had knocked over the champagne
bottle. It spilt the rest of its contents. As I stood looking down
on it I saw the glass cracking silently into a thousand pieces,
each one into thousand more, and again, until it had slowly
returned to the sand. I wanted to leave it there.

The sea is clear now. I’m sitting at the
window looking at this new day, another gift. In my hand is a piece
of paper on which A wrote her full name and mobile phone number
last night before she left, another gift. We discovered that we
share two middle names, both finding that a little too freaky, both
laughing. We’ll meet again, next dark moon, if I can wait that
long. I want to ring her now- but you already know that, eh?

‘Next time I’ll bring you some photos...’

We parted promising to have sex next time, or
perhaps her favourite dessert (you know what it is) or both,
depending on which part of the conversation you remember. It
doesn’t matter because my real wish next time we meet will be much
more simple. My real wish next time is to see her cry.
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Two days later, I took my cue from something
else Ariadne said on the sand that moonless night. At the time I
was voicing my own concern about my tenure at my beach house...

‘I’m not sure how much longer I’ll be here. I
just pay weekly. There’s no agreement or anything, nothing in
writing. The place is so important to me.’

‘Why don’t you ask?’

‘Ask the owners? For a contract?’

‘No- ask. Ask that question next time you’re
meditating.’

I suppose I could have predicted that answer
but sometime we need to hear our wisest words come out of other’s
mouths, right? Just can’t imagine that we are that wise ourselves.
Ariadne and I talked about meditation a lot, and, in her passive
tutelage I had taken it from an occasional stress management trick
to a daily practice - a routine, perhaps twenty minutes a day by
now. It was changing my day but I hadn’t ‘used’ it to dwell on
specific questions, to ask...

My beach house is important to me - in a way
integral to this all - but next meditation I use her advice to
tackle another agenda, I have another question to ask. The question
that meditation is: should I call A and just confess that I want
her as a bigger part of my life, something like that. Some
meditation goes to its own zone, some is structured. This one -
just before lunch yesterday - fell somewhere in between. I came out
of it with three words: patience, trust, acceptance. I came out of
it deciding I’m going to live two weeks without contact from A, see
myself through the next full moon by booking someone else, travel
interstate for a solo break and see if I still feel like calling
her after that.

Later I toy with the idea of making Ariadne
girl number 8, just dropping the whole scheme, the other girls. I
open the newspaper idly. ‘Kelly’ doesn’t have a separate ad any
more- she lies in that pulp now simply as a name in a list for
Honey’s. Should I go for a taste of honey, the easy, known option
next full moon? No. I close the paper. I realise I am now in two
loops - one for the flesh, and one for something in me which needs
something more, needs Ariadne.

Weeks to go before I see her again. Ok- I
know I will feel like it before then (feel like using that mobile
number...) but at least in waiting, in showing some patience, I’ve
given her a chance to place some context around me and some time in
which to do it. If the afterglow she gets from visiting me is even
1% what I get from her, she has some processing to do and a full
adult life to lead while doing it, full adult day to day decisions
to make.

It would be unfair to use that mobile number
for frequent messages. No matter what the content - pure whimsy,
useful information, care- because we both know that the only truth
which would burst out of the Nokia at her end is that somehow I
have started to slip into another area, that somehow I’ve started
to think, to assume, that we have some sort of relationship outside
of our financial contracts. We don’t. At least no-one’s said it in
so many words; just vague, ephemeral talk of so many connections
and shared worlds and words and care.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


hello. will book u in 3 wks -
thurday 11th.

ok!

if u cd bring some fotos it would
be cool. ta. have a gr8 day!

u2

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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Burn all the pages before this one. I’m
going to give you the truth about Ariadne.

This is it:

She’s an adult. She’s a wise person (more
wise than most). She knows me well (I’m transparent). I’ve been
very open with her (and I’m transparent). She knows I like to have
sex with her. She knows that it’s good when we do (I care about her
pleasure). She knows I like to talk to her - we find connections.
She knows she’s got a piece of my soul in her keeping. Keep me.

Stay with me here. Sit back in your blue
chair. Stay with me. I asked you not to interrupt. Next: she knows
I want more. She knows that I would see her more often if I had the
money and/or the nerve. She’s well aware of the fact that I’ve
fallen for her in any way you can describe in any human form:
music, poetry, whatever. For fuck’s sake I’m writing a book about
my year of lunacy which has her as the cause (the cause and the
core). What more does she need to know? She will remember me on the
occasional full moon. A rock star will remind her of me every
month- what bigger publicity do I need? How much more re-assurance
of permanence is possible in this ephemeral world?

She owes me nothing.

So if she has any interest at all in this
going outside our current formal arrangement she knows damn well I
would be interested in that as well. I don’t know if she is
interested. I cannot ask. I cannot ask her ‘want to do more of this
in our own time?’ at the moment. My needs are not necessarily her
needs.

I know she’s a person who embraces life, the
good with the bad, the blessings with the lessons. It’s important
to her very being to take the ride fully and to take the
consequences as they come - it shows in what she is doing right
now. I know she will take on what she wants to take on. No one
could stop her if she really wanted to do something. So if she
wanted to embrace more of this - more of me - more of the trip
called ‘me’ - she would, because that’s the stuff she’s made of.
She would if she wanted to.

And if it was a 50/50, line ball (now he’s
getting desperate again), if it were her not sure if it is the
right thing to do for her or for me she would surely fall on the
side of experience (note the above) or on the side of ‘giving’
(she’s a giving, generous person). In short, (get this right!) if
it was 50/50 she would choose to see me again on our own terms
because she knows how important she is to me and would see it as
okay to indulge me a few more hours; for my personal journey with
her to be completed, for the book, for my sanity, for whatever. She
would. So for fuck’s sake don’t ask. Asking for more is unfair.
Asking for more is pure fantasy. This is not a fantasy novel.
Richard Gere asked Julia Roberts to stay the night- remember her
answer?

‘I can’t.’

Remember her answer. She can’t. I paid
once. The trap was sprung. Pay Now. Pay Later.

Such clarity, such a mess. These are the
notes I drafted. I read them out. I read this chapter up to this
point. Now- bottom line - I have no context to express my need for
Ariadne. We are in a zone where that cannot happen. We have cheated
ourselves to the middle of the labyrinth. We went straight to the
core. Like over- anxious kids on a new Playstation we downloaded
cheat codes from the web to get to levels way above where we
deserved to be. Now - way too far into the game - we find we can’t
survive at this level; we can’t fight the fight, we don’t have each
other’s experience to draw on, we don’t have the tools for this
unfamiliar territory. There are tools somewhere we should have
picked up on the journey we didn’t take here, tools to help us in
this strange, strange land. We don’t have the right measure of the
right strength, the knowledge.

Ariadne, we are at the centre of a velvet
labyrinth, snuck through by the full moon. Through the power of
money and the use of the secret word of your true name we were
allowed to dwell at that central core for an hour. Then we turned
around and found the secret entrance locked and gone. To get there
again (as a true ‘us’) we will first have to find our way back out.
My task now, for as long as I’ve got, is to get us at least back to
the true entrance of a true connection. If I can do that I can make
a sane decision as to whether to go back into that warm and
inviting core, one turn at a time, or to continue out into
daylight. Ariadne, we now have to do twice the journey most people
do to find each other. We have cheated ourselves to the middle of
the labyrinth. We have cheated ourselves. That’s the truth for
now.

The three weeks are hell. I scratched this
insight down on the edge of a pool, watching mothers with their
children. I read it now. Now, back in darkness, looking at this
writing I realise that I used the words ‘us’ and ‘we’ with
dangerous abandon, without fair appropriation. In academic circles
it’s a tell-tale sign: it means I have entered the very argument
itself, forsaken any pretense of objectivity, entranced by the
possibilities of my own words, my own mind. I used ‘us’ and ‘we’.
It’s not that I believe there is a viable ‘us’.

It’s just that part of my problem now is that
I’m seeing things that way, seeing a connection; a fine red
filament glowing between you and me, an unofficial, unsanctioned
us. And that tiny, tiny neon behind my eyes flashes
us a thousand times a day.

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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I suppose it had to happen sometime.

‘So- what else do you do?’

‘I’m a uni student.’

The second she said it I knew I’d had it as a
possibility in the back of my head from the outset. Articles on the
‘sex worker industry’ mention the variety of people who are drawn
to it for the quick rewards - there is no stereotype - and the fact
that university students are amongst them. Blame Howard. Blame me -
university life is not what it was. Most kids are working somewhere
to support themselves and, with the course workload twice what we
had to contend with, the higher paid the work the less hours and
the better chances of fitting it all in.

‘Really? Whereabouts?’

It had to happen sometime. She was at my
university but another campus, doing a course I have no connection
with, but a course which I know does exist. Face it- not knowing
what I do there was no reason for her to be making this information
up. I thought I may as well join her in the confessional, telling
her where I worked, what I did there. Same uni, different campus. I
think we found it mutually amusing but it was a sigh-of-relief
moment as well. She had a great smile.

Cathy was not the recommended girl. After the
visit to Holly’s I abandoned the idea of choosing a girl by sight
for at least another month and went through the Yellow and White
and the black-and-white pages again to secure the visitor from the
May full moon. On the end of one telephone number I found a firm
male voice: mature, official. I was intrigued enough to chat on for
a while. Turns out he’s the boss of a number of these
establishments, listing six local ones for a start. He’s over from
Sydney to shake them up a bit and sitting on the phone tonight to
demonstrate good protocol and check on client satisfaction, to
check on the state of his business in general.

I said I appreciated an employer who took the
time to see the job from the coalface; a sure sign of caring and
pro-active management. He was sorry to hear that I’d been ripped
off in April: bad for that agency (he’s right - I would never ring
them again), bad for the industry in general.

‘Sounds as if they put the receptionist on
commission. It’s not a good policy- we don’t do it. It basically
means she’ll say anything just to get you to book a girl.’

He assured me his descriptions were honest,
yes, age as well. He told me who he had in and it came down to two
choices and he was pushing one (‘Juliet- she gets a lot of
extensions, a lot of repeat clients’) but I went for the other. I
have no idea why, of course, but I was getting the impression that
he somehow thought less of her, of Cathy. Not as ‘refined’ as the
popular-with-the-professional Juliet, bit more down to earth. I’m
not that interested in ‘refined’. My voice was obviously lying
about me again. It often sells me as upper middle-class when
nothing could be further from the truth. Give me Cathy.

An half hour later he rang apologetically to
say that ‘the girl’ was in a bit of a bind. She’s still living at
home and has to wait for her parents to go out before she can do
likewise, it looks like she’s unable to leave until about 10,
should take only thirty minutes to get to me after that. That’s
10pm, in case your interested, yep- I had also abandoned the idea
of having a daylight visitor purely for a change. How could I think
of forsaking the moon?

So - a university student who lives with her
parents on my side of the city. Sounding better every minute. But
every minute I was becoming more tired. I’d driven back from
interstate the day before, back from two sleep-deprived nights with
friends. I had rushed back early. My break was to have been a trip
back into a familiar past, a chance to simply touch base but when I
got there I found the base gone. I was unable to find my old self
in those old haunts any more. I spent 36 hours feeling like I was
walking towards arrows all pointing the other way: ‘Wrong Way -
Go Back’, swimming against the riptide the year was rapidly
becoming. After a three hour walk and an hour long bath I announced
to my friends that I was going back two days early - back to my new
state, back to my beach.

It was quietly accepted - some concern of
course, wondering if it was something they had done or said, you
can’t stop that happening. I couldn’t tell anyone about this loss
of my old self, about the rip taking me away from this town forever
but later one person, a poet, looked across to me from the
television and said quietly ‘I think your spirit is elsewhere’ and
I nodded. So, the next morning, on one gloomy Sunday I drove 600km
back here, back into the future. Thirty kilometres into the trip
the most complete and completely coloured rainbow I have ever seen
graced the sky for a good twenty minutes. When you’re lost and all
alone, that’s when the rainbow comes (thanks, Michael).

A day later, a full moon again, and it was
all starting to catch me as I spoke to the man at ‘Secrets’. I know
the girls work all night but even ten p.m. is late for me after all
I have to meet you at four o’clock each morning, can’t avoid it
(you wake me up). But I said ‘yes’ anyway Cathy and I will have a
quiet time.

As it was she didn’t arrive until almost
eleven. I spent the hour trawling through soft-porn on the web and
cleaning up the dishwasher. Then she was at the door, fresh-faced,
a little plumpish, beautiful and we sit and we talk and I start to
touch her a lot earlier than usual, letting the talk and tactile
work together for the first time. She’s in a lightweight black,
crepe dress, standing before me. I sit in front of her.

‘Can I kiss you?’

It’s fine. She’s soft and warm and wonderful
and seems to understand that I want her to feel good as well.
There’s talk of a massage but pretty soon I know that we are
already well past that point. My hands move up her legs, she
smiles. They linger at that magic kingdom of the inner thigh,
lightly touching down, touching down. There is a new sensuality
opening up. She bends down to kiss me- a small but unguarded kiss,
all softness. I take her hand and we move to the bedroom. The dress
falls to reveal a white body, babyfat beautiful and it melds with
mine. We take the time to find that pure tactile land on the bed.
I’m surprised how fast this is moving; her willingness, my
response. She finds a condom and we have gentle sex, working
through various positions to extract the most pleasure we can from
each other’s bodies as much as anything else. We are immersed,
entwined, purposeless, lost strangers on a one-off journey, the
terminal looming. She has such sweet skin. I get the feeling it
hasn’t got the touch it deserves yet. My hands find her
sensitivity. She’s very wet. It’s working for her, well, okay- at
least for some of her base hormones. We look into each other’s eyes
a lot, hers slightly closed as the moves we make together mean
more.

I’ve come to realise that this is something
extremely pleasurable. It’s one thing to gauge the way you make
others feel in the subtle heightening of skin shade or the
engorging of a breast or in the tell-tale murmur of the gut but
it’s another to track it dangerously and directly in another’s
eyes. I’m sure humans are the only mammal which can choose to
sexually engage face to face. In the film Strange Days there’s a
device, some sort of headset, which allows one person to experience
the emotional and sensory world of another. In one incredible scene
it’s used jointly by a couple having sex- they experience each
other’s reactions instead of their own. The device is fantasy
material but, right here and now, eye to eye contact is the closest
things we have for this instant transfer of such deep and primal
and precious and dangerous word-less knowledge. I realise why so
many advertisements, so many receptionists mention deep and
gorgeous eyes - the implication: ‘you can look into them while
you fuck her’.

Despite this after a while I ask her to sit
on me facing away, back to me- my favourite position, partially
because I’m a bit of a back freak but also because it allows her to
feel a stronger penetration. She hadn’t done it before (‘where do I
put my legs?’) but tried it and I’m pretty sure she’ll try it
again. We fucked solidly for a few minutes, me running my hands
over her back (small tats again) and down to her arse. I reached
for some lubricant from her bag and let my fingers tease her anus,
entering a couple of times, working the thumb in and out, barely
in, barely out.. She stepped up the moves, slight unpracticed
noises giving me a guideline to this new ride. I was starting to
centre it all in my cock, well inside her, taking my hands to her
sides and controlling the rhythm, stepping it up. I was being swept
away, just fucking now - fucking one of my students for all I knew.
I realised something was close and closing in on me rapidly.

Then I came. And it was my turn for
involuntary noises, each one a porn movie cliche made real, each
one joyous. It lasted longer than expected, my hands digging into
her sides and back as if trying to keep us in these few precious
seconds. I bet she has bruises today.

I pulled her down to me. I was laughing.
Cathy had no idea what was going on. She was pleased that I was
pleased but, mirroring my laughter and my smiling face, genuinely
amused, she had to ask.

‘You found that amusing?’

‘Sorry. it’s just that... I haven’t done that
for almost three years.’

‘God! You must be frustrated.’

‘No- not that. I can come. I can... you
know... do myself and I’ve been with other girls like you over the
last year but I haven’t come like that - in the act, in actually
having sex, in all that time.’

‘Not with the other girls?’

‘Nope. We have good sex but, no, you’re the
first one who’s been able to make me do that, the whole thing.
Penetration, ejaculation. Congratulations.’

‘That’s cool. You’ll have to write me a
reference.’

‘Yeah, like- “Cathy is a good fuck”’

We laugh again. ‘Cathy is a good fuck’. And
she was too, but it was now her turn. We had twenty minutes left
and we set about trying to get her off. I tried, she tried, we both
tried and she had some good moments (that mysterious plateau out
there...) but no real orgasm. We both knew it. She got
apologetic.

‘Sorry. It always takes me ages to do it. I
suck!’

‘Well that means I suck as well. We both
suck.’

We cuddled up and talked about Pretty Woman.
I said the best line from Richard was ‘I have a real talent for
impossible relationships’, the best line from Julia was ‘I can’t’
and the best line in the whole overly overt Ron Howard Hollywood
piece was ‘it must be hard to let go of something so
beautiful’.

‘Yeah. When he’s talking about the
necklace.’

‘Yeah.’

I traced where that beautiful necklace would
be if it was on Cathy right now. She looked at me.

‘So are you going to sweep me off my feet
now, like Richard Gere?’

‘Fraid not. I’m taken.’

Her phone rang while she was in the shower-
overtime again. I couldn’t answer it for her. I was writing
something down on a clean piece of printer paper.

To whom it may concern...

Cathy rocks!

Cheers,

D.N.C.

She’s dressing as I give it to her.

‘What’s this?’

‘It’s your reference. Don’t open it now. It
gets quite explicit in parts so you may want to be careful who sees
it. Show it to your boss, though. You gotta hurry. It’s almost
midnight. Midnight on a full moon.’

‘Is it a full moon?’

A minute later I’m in the street with her so
I can give her a tip. It’s the second time in two weeks I’ve been
seen standing with money in one hand and a young woman at my side
on this kerb - doesn’t matter. I can’t hug her so she just hops
into the Camira and she was gone.

The next morning I found a strange toothbrush
on the bathroom handbasin. Two days later, while fixing a window in
the bedroom, I found her tube of lubricant in the far edge of my
bed. I remembered: I came.

And I started to work out why I was able to
come to orgasm with this person. Yes, she was young and beautiful
and generous but there was something new, at least something
recently new to me. I was able to stop thinking. I was able to get
into the moment and ride it out and forget the past and the future;
about this life and this writing completely, charge through the
terrible looming trap of rationale and just enjoy the immensity of
the ‘now’. I was there. I was in there and lost and there and
nowhere else.

Sometime in the mid ‘80s I was at a farewell
dinner for a work colleague - she was going overseas to teach at a
prestigious British university. It was that time in the shift of
all things relating to gender when it was considered okay to place
all world evils at the feet of all straight, white men. That I
could cope with. I knew there was equality ground to make up and
blaming it all on ‘us’ was an effective short-cut - each new
movement does it. But, for our penance, it seemed, it was also
considered somehow a version of ‘equality’ to subject any man to
the cheap, nasty sexist jokes we were meant to have inflicted on
women over all those pre-consciousness-raising years; the years
before they found the clitoris, Refectory Girl and each other.

So- picture me, a lone and lowly male, at a
top restaurant in the Ranges somewhere on that winter Sunday twenty
years ago. I sit silently and listen to educated women lower
themselves through alcohol to what they thought was ‘our’ level
with such witticisms as ‘How do you know where a man has been?’
‘Just smell his dick!’. I sit silent - joining in the drunken
laughter was optional. But that was ‘equality’ back then, despite
the fact that, at that table, just as drunk, glass in hand, I could
not for the life of me remember ever regaling my mates with
something as crude as ‘How do you know where a woman has been?’
‘Just smell her cunt!’.

But here and now I remember one feminist joke
from that dinner; from those dark, street-fighting, dirty days.
It’s a joke which still occasionally does the rounds, though now I
speak up when it arises. The 80s are gone. It took a while, girls,
but we eventually joined you in The Temple Of The Raised
Consciousness- we found our dicks again... seems you did as well.
So the morning after Cathy left I remembered the joke and I smiled
at it for the first time.

The joke is this: Apparently the male body
has only just enough blood supply to feed either the brain or the
penis. So when the penis takes the blood supply the brain is out of
action for a while. Brain or penis, penis or brain... very funny.
Well, sitting there on the edge of my bed, Cathy’s unopened tube of
WetStuff (with Vitamin E) in my hand, I realised that it’s not a
joke- it’s so true, beautifully, beautifully true; and that it must
be so for one beautiful reason. I realised that until last night,
until Cathy arrived, my overly-sanguine person has erred in
allowing the brain to still function when it should be drained for
cleaning, should be taking a well-earned break, letting the inner
tide shift, stepping out for a cigarette and allowing the body and
spirit, the flesh and blood to have a romp on their own for a
change; to have fun without being bloody interrupted all the
time.

Sitting there I realised that the unexamined
life may not be worth living but the unexamined moment certainly
is. The unexamined moment is sheer, mindless joy; the core and core
gift of our sentient being. It is a moment the angels are jealous
of. Give over to it. That’s what had happened with Cathy. I was
momentarily gloriously drained and dumb, unthinking, lost in pure
sensation, lust in space. I was immersed in a woman. I was
involved.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


hello. don’t want to bother u but
i am out of my house lst wknd of nxt month - wanna stay @ d beach?
no strings...

thank u but i have got work then!
bartending at d cup all that wknd. thanks anyway.

work is good! catch u
l8r

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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I awoke in love again. A simple dream in
which I met someone and they are unsure as to whether to express
their feelings, as unsure as I am as to whether I should express
mine - it has been so quick and so deep, maybe just a couple of
days total. And we’ve come deliciously close to that moment a few
times in the dream, working together, whatever, and the resolution
is worthy of Ron Howard when it occurs:

‘I wondered where you’d gone.’

‘I had to step outside.’

A hug, a kiss. We know.

‘I can’t believe it.’

‘You’re so gorgeous.’

I’ve had this dream a few times now, over the
last few months, always different, always the same. The girls and
women change but remain vaguely reminiscent, each one has a slight
trace of Ariadne in her hair or demeanor but they all differ as
well - they are also older individuals but individuals that I can’t
quite recognise or place in my real world at present.

And each time that beautiful/awful reticence
of admission and a rush of release and love when the words finally
come. Lying awake knowing how love feels again. It stays for a few
seconds after the dream goes elsewhere, totally real. I’m bathed in
it for a moment, unwilling to as much as move in case I shake that
precious feeling off me. I’m lying in the tail of a comet moving
on. Dream as reminder; as almost enough at times.

I’m just writing to fill in time now. I’m
sitting here keeping you company on false pretences; unfaithful,
one eye out the darkened window. There’s going to be an lunar
eclipse. I’m not being metaphorical or metaphysical here - it was
in last Saturday’s newspaper. It’s almost five in the morning now
and it will occur right in front of me within the next two
hours.

Like this... apparently there is going to be
a time early this morning, just before sunrise, just before
moonset, when the full moon will encounter the shadow of the earth.
In its last moments of its trek across the stars, in a
dawn-lightening sky, the setting moon will darken to orange due to
our atmospheric pollution. And then the newly orange moon will
start to disappear. Over a half hour a twice-curved shadow will
move over it until it is fully covered- attesting to the momentary
perfect alignment of sun, earth and moon: a Kubrick moment.

Eventually the moon will set over and into
the sea, still partially incomplete, not released from our shadow
but unharmed. Or daylight will take it away from my sight first, as
sometimes happens. It doesn’t matter. It should be quite an event.
I’m waiting.

I may not be being metaphorical but I am
being academic - there’s nothing to see, at least at the moment. On
any other full moon night my house would be pierced by colourless
light; lit up by the mother of all mother ships as if I was just
about to be taken somewhere ill-defined, stolen away for
examination, to be drawn up and away through the strength of the
very moonbeams, later to return forever changed and unable to
mention the event in most company.

I’ve had to struggle with this moonphobia all
my life. Despite the best attempts of my parents and scientific
friends and Princess Leigh Cherie (thanks, Tom), despite the magic
associations which I have created around the full moon over the
last eight months, I have always been and am still at times
cautious about this orb when it’s so full of itself and prowling
the sky/sea looking for trouble. Even now I draw the curtains for a
night or two each month, just so I can be confident that I won’t
find myself lying in a pool of moonlight and sweat in the small
hours. There’s plenty of anecdotal evidence to attest to the fact
that the fragile among us are more likely to err in the company of
the full moon. I am fragile now.

No such worry tonight. The night sky is five
percent blue now - a dawn is coming. Were the sky clear I would be
able to see the fish jumping at the moon but there is nothing but
deep cloud cover. Somewhere behind it all is an interrupted
moonset, a distant rock unaware of the earth shadow moving in the
dark towards it.

So- the whole event, once in 32 years (the
newspaper said) is being performed behind a watery curtain. There’s
nothing to see here - the eclipse has been eclipsed. It would be
sad to see it anyhow, knowing as it faded in the shadow of our
pollution that the moon really has no light of its own and no life
of its own; it simply reflects the light of the sun and uses our
gravity to spin on in its own peculiar way. Ok- so now I am being
metaphorical. Go back to bed. Maybe you’ll be sent another
dream.

I awake an hour later, stiff in my chair and
get up to walk the beach. My eye is still on the horizon, hoping
for a glimpse of old friend and foe, faltering in my shadow,
incomplete, falling blooded and wounded into the sea but there is
nothing but mist and greyness.

I see a man I’ve seen before; a man who
doesn’t surf. He comes down to the shore about once a week with his
red and white old-school surfboard and black shorts and he stands
and stares at the waves. I can tell he knows all about them. He
never enters into that ocean. At the bait shop I buy some milk and
today’s newspaper. Over breakfast later I can find no mention at
all of Kelly in the Escort columns.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


i need to see you - anywhere - 10
min - asap - one off i swear

there’s a difference between a
need & a want u know. whats up?

tell me the difference

1 is essential (need) & 1 is
not. Every other time u have managed this should not be so
different. Meditate on it.

i did meditate-i recalled
something from last night and i need to apologise and i don’t want
to wait a month to do it... i guess that’s one need and one
want

they are both wants from yr
unsettled mind. no more txt, im going bk 2 sleep.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 


[image: tmp_d37c240067200aa4d6ba94ca2927c930_GzjfeZ_html_m56fad78b.png]

 


 


Want the bottom line first? I cried. Skip
the rest of this chapter. I’m writing for myself.

Her visits are emotional chemotherapy. I hurt
for days; body on overload, absorbing the newness, changing again
the topology of my mind, new trails, reformed membranes created or
moved or broken - I don’t fucking know - when the inner me briefly
meets the projection that she brings, the projection of her spirit,
her all. Every time this dark aftertrace of ecstasy - three days of
payback for two hours of immersion. Well worth it and I’m getting
more used to it now, knowing that confusion will happen, knowing
that the rest of the first night will be without sleep, that there
will be dreams. But this time another layer - I think it’s called
remorse. While she was here this time I got angry with her:

‘Fuck you.’

Here’s a good idea: set up a routine for
monthly pleasure, find someone precious in the process, ask that
one for something she cannot give you, take her out of her working
zone a couple of times, talk to her as if she’s a friend and then,
one moonless night, try to have sex with her again. When sex
doesn’t happen (when you can’t make yourself have sex with her any
more) and you’re faced with your visible impotence and you know
very well that limp flagpole is actually the banner of the best
news you’ve had in month (deep inside you something knows that this
moment is actually your affirmation of something you’ve only
dreamed about), when you get to this moment in your fucked up
scheme, look up at the person at the glowing centre of all this
wild bewonderment and say:

‘Fuck you.’

Maybe the rest of this chapter is to put into
words what I couldn’t run after her and say, the rest of the
chapter is for her. Kurt says each of us writes for just one
special person, someone who sits in the back of our mind as we
work, someone we want to impress. Why put it between the lines -
it’s not that kind of journal. Here- a direct shot at it:

Dear A,

I said it as the supreme compliment. I said it as a
child would to a parent who expected too much, as said to a mother
who wouldn’t lower her standards for that stubborn little kid. I
said it out of the pain felt in the aches created within a dancer
by a ballet mistress who is trying to build that dancers body to
perfection. I said it as a student to a teacher who feels angry
that he is being pushed too hard. I said it in that level of
frustration and confusion, not being able to see past what you’re
doing - the bigger picture, the gift that moment was - and, most of
all, I said it with affection. It was a cracked line which erupted
from just another corner of my broken love.

Is anything achieved in the paragraph above?
Do words thrown backwards at an action or event work? Can one
explain? I’ll try to put it into a language I’m more used to:

 


Scene Four: They are in bed. They talk, they
play gently with each others bodies, the giving and taking of
mutual pleasure. Miles Davis plays a seductive tune in the corner,
very French, very Noir...

HE: God that music’s so sleazy. Just need a red neon
flashing outside the window to complete the scene.

SHE: Only for you.

He laughs. He runs his fingers over her stomach,
rediscovering that fine line between care and caress, tracing deep
forms on her - circles, triangles - as if seeking or following road
maps under her skin. She looks at him.

SHE: You’re going over the Chakras.

HE: I’m what?

SHE: You’re tracing the Chakras - the centres of
energy. Don’t you know about them?

HE: No.

SHE: You know. You’ve just forgotten.

She gives him a hug. It’s the third time in
almost two hours when sex could occur. He feels this and starts
some foreplay in earnest. A couple of minutes and the girl is on
top of him, her breath on his neck. A minute later she’s reaching
for a condom, then her reluctant hand is on a reluctant penis, a
bewildered penis no doubt saying:

PENIS: Hey! C’mon! I need some blood down
here! Hey! Are you still thinking up there? Cos if you’re thinking
up there I can’t work down here. Make up your fucking mind!

It was the one time he should have listened
to his penis. How can you lie back in a bed and look at that girl
above you and think? Any other girl- yes: let’s fuck now. But he’s
going crazy. He’s seeing double. He’s fractured Kelly/Ariadne into
two and now he doesn’t know which one he’s looking at. He should
know it was Ariadne, not Kelly, in bed with him for two reasons.
Firstly, because, sensing the core truth in his reluctance, the
girl in the bed speaks up at that point.

SHE: I think you don’t want to do this.

What an astounding thing to say. What would
be a transgression of protocol or an admission of failure from any
other ‘sex worker’ was instead a moment of clarity from Ariadne.
And Ariadne’s not the sort of person to offer interpretation all
that often. Foolishhopefilled allusions, dipped in the honey of
significant resonance and perfumed with intrigue go right past her,
unheard or unheeded, right through to the Keeper. Your ingenue is
no good here, boy. If you want to say something say it, don’t
expect me to dig it out of you so I can carry its gestation for
your later examination. Say it, or don’t say it- I accept your
choice but will not choose for you. Ariadne says this without
saying it. Feelings are mostly left untainted by quick
interpretation - that’s what works in what we do. But here was an
offering of something like...

SHE: I think you don’t want to do this.

...the offering of something which, if grasped, if
accepted would put one of my feet on the next level. But
instead:

(long silence - even his penis has shut up)

HE: I had sex with Cathy - girl number eight. I did
something - I came, came in her. It was the first time in years. I
wanted to do that with you too.

She looks down on him, a little pleased.

SHE: So now you’ve got someone who can make you come
and someone who can make you think.

She’s still sitting on him; he’s still looking up at
her.

HE: You don’t just make me think. You make me
feel.

SHE: Am I right?

HE: You were right the first time.

She lowers herself onto him. they hug lightly for a
while. Then he holds this creature away from him and looks at her
in new admiration and old confusion and frustration and afterlust
and says:

HE: (with love) Fuck you.

‘With love’? Spoken with love? Quite frankly
I don’t think Johnny Depp could deliver that line as written.

Hurt, remorse, redress, apology. Going back
into that room of noise - the past - and expecting to right some
wrong by putting the water back into the fish bowl from the floor,
by tweaking audio tape loops to create new impressions out of words
locked into patterns - differing patterns in different persons. I
felt I needed to apologise. She felt she needed sleep- far better.
Now I realise that to apologise, or feel the need to, is to walk
into the point on the arrow of time and walking into it will only
hurt yourself and not help the other who will wonder why you are
going back there, away from her, and worry about you and then worry
about herself. If you have to say it you’ve failed. If you’ve
succeeded then you don’t have to say it. QED.

I accept it now and I will not insult her by
apology or explanation. I’m so not sure what this relationship is
but I know I never want it to be one which cycles back and forth to
that well of sorrow disguised as rationale and reason. It sounds
from her txt message that A doesn’t want it to be that either.

Oh- and the second reason He should have know
that it was Ariadne, not Kelly in bed with him in that moment of
stupidity and growth?

‘...the core truth in his reluctance.’

I offer my flaccid penis as evidence, your
honour. What truth does it tell? That we have moved beyond
sexuality now, beyond fathering care, beyond possession? Read it
and weep. That is it. He knows it was Ariadne with him because
something new in him didn’t want to have sex with her. She was
right the first time, and he was right way back before that, back
in the second visit, at the end of March. There was more clarity
back there, and in that clarity he knew that he’d never have sex
with her again, remember?. He knew it and it was good.

But forgive me, Ariadne. In that moment of
confusion, in that bed, I felt lost in it all again. I felt there
were two girls in the bed with me and I couldn’t have sex with
Kelly with you present and I can’t have sex with you at all; no
amount of money can buy that. There were two girls in that bed that
night and despite Miles Davis’s overt saxuality and the tiny red
neon throwing provocative shadows in my head I knew I was getting
too old for a menage a trois.

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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So, yeah, within hours I tried to get to
her, using txt to plead for a meeting, having my naked want exposed
to her on a mobile phone screen in her bedroom somewhere. She was
wise enough to see it for that: a want, a craving of my ‘unsettled
mind’- there couldn’t be a better description. And, strangely
enough the SMS was enough. I had sent it in high mental agitation
and, ten minutes later, two messages later, when she said she
wanted to sleep she also granted me that wish- I felt as if I
could. An anxiety had been made small. Cellphone Radiation Therapy:
Take two doses of CDMA- you’ll feel better in the morning. And I
did.

It was so wrong to exploit that connection,
one given by her in good faith for future use, for the next world
when there is a book and the two of us have to meet without the
masks. It was wrong but... let me describe...

When Ariadne leaves me, the door closing
behind her, there are a hundred questions fighting for attention in
me, wanting to get out there and find out stuff. They relate to her
real life, her past life, her family, what has made her. They
relate to what happened in the two hours we were together, every
aspect to be examined - body, mind, spirit - whether she felt
uncomfortable, what she sees when she looks at me, how to interpret
what she sees. They relate to ‘our’ future; wishes and dreams and
wants, large and small. I understand that there are no needs now.
The real needs in life are simple: ‘essential’- things we need to
stay alive. And my want is also simple - that she comes back again
- but it is a want, just that. And I realise that it is a fragile
and ephemeral want...

‘Hi - can you tell me who’s on tonight?’

‘Well there’s Carly, she’s gorgeous, a size
7...’

‘Did you say Kelly?’

‘No, sorry- Carly.’

‘Is Kelly on tonight.’

‘Hang on, love, I’ll check.’

...and at this stage I’m recalling another
SMS message to Ariadne, a month ago, a brief one setting the date -
this date - for our next New Moon encounter...

‘You there? Yes- she’s on. She’s coming in
tonight at eight.’

‘Is she working much these days?’

‘Hardly at all, really. Don’t see much of
her. Would you like to book her for tonight then?’

‘Yeah, but...’

‘What?’

Yeah but... I had a problem. One of my kids
needed me that evening - nothing urgent but one of those things
that would help and the absent parent gene was really kicking in. I
asked the receptionist to check to see if Kelly was able to see me
tomorrow night instead. By now she’s getting curious about me, asks
me my name and suburb...

‘Oh, okay. You’ve seen Kelly a few times
haven’t you. I’ll find out if she can do tomorrow night instead.
Can I ring you back?’

Ten minutes later my mobile phone interrupts
a tutorial. The students are glad to see the tables turned for a
change. I explain that it’s important (chorus of ‘yeah, sure!’ and
‘whooooh!’) and answer it, smiling, walking out the classroom door
into light rain. The receptionist says Kelly is not available
tomorrow night; it’s tonight or not. I agree - it’s tonight.

Afterwards, the last student gone, I’m
standing in early dusk and wondering if this conversation means
more. Best case scenario: she remembered the date and booked into
the agency just for me - a hell of a move if it’s true. Worse case
scenario: she’s hardly working any more. There will come a day when
I ring and she won’t be working at all, when this won’t work at
all. What of all your wise words then?

Now- the door closes. A hundred questions.
Within two days it’s down to thirty questions and I write them
down, purely to get them out of my head. A pattern emerges - they
can be sorted into makeshift categories, grouped according to
weight of expectation or response, whim, pure curiosity and pure
indulgence. And the deeper areas can be sorted as well; philosophy
of life, the emergence of my renewed spirit, response of the flesh,
whether she’s comfortable with the book happening. She never asks
to read any of this but it’s always her first question (picture
this- she comes in, sits close, takes my hand) and asks:

‘How’s everything. How’s the book going?’

She never wants to see any of it - that’s
something special, a measure of her trust - but her response to it
happening at all, to this all is something I want to know. That’s
the trouble. I want to know (you stupid male) but I have to be
careful with questions because Ariadne answers them.

‘What do you see yourself as- a girl, a
woman, a ‘young lady’?’

‘Hmmm... Perhaps as a young woman. Yeah- I
like the sound of that.’

She answers them- light, honest, measured,
thinking. When the gods want to torment us they grant us our
wishes, and, as far as I can tell. And, yes, that includes
occasionally going behind her back, gently, safely (you know I’ve
done it, will do it no more) as far as I can tell she gives me a
lot of the truth, of herself, in the process.

So, when the be careful of what you ask is
added to the 20 questions left (20? yeah- some questions die a
natural, safe death while you sleep) and I focus on things like is
it fair to ask her this? what have I learnt so far? And time
intervenes I’m down to just five questions. This time they are:

Did I make you angry last time? How?

Did I make you uncomfortable in anything I did?
How?

Did I make you uncomfortable in anything I said?

Does anything in our arrangement need changing?

What is your name?

The last question is the hardest (for us
both) but it’s essential. I’ll explain that I want her help to
unblur the difference between Kelly and Ariadne, the core of the
problem last time for me.

I write these five questions down, certain
that I will ask them first up next time we meet. She’ll appreciate
that I didn’t apologise for my potentially misunderstood comment
last time (or even for the txt messages). She’s not one for going
backwards. She’ll understand that I have her needs in mind and that
I don’t ever ask why.

A single day later, in the middle of watching
a student dance performance, in the middle of a move in which a
male dancer unwraps his own right hand and is surprised by its
actuality and the sheer promise of action and charm that he finds
in it, I realise that Ariadne probably didn’t know who she was with
in my bed last New Moon either. I realised that I was all mixed
signals- wanting to see her family photos one moment and play with
her inner thigh the next. How can I ask her anything if she doesn’t
know who is asking, if she doesn’t know who she’s talking to,
giving herself to?

As long as she doesn’t know me, as long as I
continue to play with her personas for my benefit - a want at a
time - I cannot expect anything but safe answers, empty
reassurance; I can expect to be handled. Being handled, knowing
finally when we are being handled, realising one clear and cruel
day that morsels of information and emotion are prepared for us,
prepared for easy digestion (mentally tested and pre-digested for
us), just enough now, just enough info now, keeping us ‘happy’,
keeping us content within discontent through a well-set trail of
almost-misinformation and lack of information and a twist in the
approach to the telling of same, keeping us warm - ‘for our own
good’ - that is being handled, an insult to both parties involved,
relationship sin number four. Note it down.

Okay - I know we all do it in that substrata
of interaction (‘like my new haircut?’ ‘Yeah - it’s really cool!’)
but amongst the roses and the briars and the thorns of a
relationship (business based, romantic, whatever), somewhere inside
us we will detect that moment of measure, of qualified knowledge,
that click of the metal snap catch on a leash and want to run. Rule
number 4: Do Not Handle.

And now I realise that, if I continue to send
those mixed signals to Ariadne, I’m simply asking for it - asking
to be handled with caution, with fear, even. I wanted to know who
was in bed with me? Why? And of all places to want to know that! Of
all the occasions! Who am I touching? This is probably one of the
larger questions of life (one can spend 25 years at it and still
not know) but for some reason I’m arrogant enough to think it
essential in this constructed situation, in an arrangement which -
no matter how much it drifts into the warmer shallows of friendship
and art - is still based on a phone call to an escort agency and
six folded yellow notes.

The dance performance is continuing;
beautifully vague and ambiguous and open enough, allowing our eyes
(out ‘I’s) to enter and dwell with those beautiful bodies among
those coloured lights. As for me (sitting, watching) I realise I’m
going to spend the next six months wondering if Ariadne likes/liked
me even for just a moment while we were together. Yes - I used the
word ‘liked’. Fuck ‘love’. Why does that word appear so often in
this journal - a word which I once swore on a stack of charred
letters I would never write again? I know I’m going to spend more
then six months wondering if Ariadne likes me and that I’m going to
spend god knows how long afterward wondering if that should matter
to me at all. It’s all ego, and the ego is what has got to go.
That’s A’s ultimate lesson for me.

In the light spill from the stage I drag
folded paper out of my pocket and start to take notes. I write down
the one question which remains to be asked if/when Ariadne returns
next month, so simple...

Later, the dancers gone, the auditorium
alight, I’m alone, still in the stalls writing today’s lessons on
the back of a Cash Converters receipt. An usherette works her way
into my row of red seats to ask if I’m reviewing. I tell her that,
yes, I am. She’s actually the theatre manager. I’m invited to the
after-dance event: wine, nibbles, people. I go. I seek out the
choreographer and congratulate her on that move - for a man to
unwrap a living hand; his own. I realise I will not touch Ariadne
again, that my hand is wrapped from now on, that I am in the
lapdance of the gods.
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‘You’re tracing the Chakras- the centres of
energy. Don’t you know about them?’

Thanks, Ariadne. Another notebook starts to
emerge. In it go the distilled words from books borrowed from
friends or found at markets, of books long on my shelf but
untouched until this comment.

I’m reading about Tantra, Mantra, the
immortals of Taoism: I’m reading about the Chakras. I read that
desires do not belong to the inner self, that they are related to
the six Chakras and, yes, according to an ancient illustration in
the book open in front of me I was that night tracing some of them
without my overt knowledge. I think I traced about four: the
triangle I left on A’s skin at one point the symbol for the third.
Maybe my wiser hand was trying to tell me something,

‘No’

‘Your hand knows. You’ve just
forgotten.’

But I don’t know, didn’t know. This is hard.
I read on. Tantra holds true that all desires can be classified
according to the Chakras and that all base and worldly desires have
their origin in the lower three Chakras. Tantra theory is forgiving
though. It doesn’t ask its aspirants to renounce desire, seeing it
as part of human life, understanding that as long as we have flesh
on our bones we will have desire - this is a theory I could warm
to. However it warns that a person’s psyche is strongly influenced
and conditioned by the quality of the object of their desire, and
one book contains the telling line that ‘a person is what he or
she deeply desires; as you think, you are’.

I’m jumping wildly in and out of past
thinkers on this. All words become metawords to me. I look up a
book on the psyche and find it is a name in a story, a character -
Psyche, now a word made flesh. Through this paper portal I enter
the world of myths about love: Psyche and Eros, Dido and Aeneus. I
spend some time with Aristotle and Plato. Socrates tells me from
beyond the grave that ‘the greatest good of man is to converse
about virtue.’ Rave on, old man.

A clinical text on the sublimation of sex in
the western world introduces me to the connection between Eros and
Anteros. Both were the sons of Venus and that means trouble as we
know but, like James to Jesus, Anteros is the forgotten brother. He
is, though, the real revelation here- the darker, the lacuna. I
have to quote:

Eros existed to say ‘I love you’. Anteros existed to
protest ‘I love you back, just as much as you could possibly love
me’. ... Eros had a bow to shoot love into people’s hearts. Anteros
had a whip to punish those who did not return their lover’s
love.

I suggest you throw this book away now, buy
the complete collection of Nick Cave CDs, take the rest of your
life off and ponder the relationship between these two siblings,
these truly original Bad Seeds.

But the best was yet to come. In a book on
the Sufi tradition is the true story of Rumi and Shams. The instant
Shams jumped over Rumi’s wall and threw the complete works of that
great teacher and writer into his pond and yelled

‘Now you must live what you know!’

I recognised Ariadne. She had come to kick
the shit out of my stoic, wordy, ‘balanced’ world. I could not in a
thousand years be Rumi (for a start I can’t dance and this man was
the first whirling Dervish), but in some small way I am on a trace
of his ride and my Shams Tabriz, my holy man, my brother-in-soul
has arrived. She leapt over my parapet. She connected. She landed
the first real blow. She broke me open, and the world is blowing
right through me now and I have to live my knowledge, live by my
words.

Lost again? Good. It’s not my job to educate
you. Been there, done that and I’m not interested in doing it any
more. I don’t believe it can be done any more. Go out and buy
Let Love In and get started. As for me I’m growing selfish
again. I’m putting the books down for a while and going out to
entertain a few lower Chakras.

‘Your hand knows,’

There was a timbre in her voice I hadn’t
heard before.
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Just an hour before dawn and too many other
duties await me. I need another walk, another stone - the
collection looks so thin today. I have no idea what they weigh. I
have become too busy again, I must guard my time better. I have to
tell myself to just write this down as it’s happening. Two weeks
ago I tried to structure the rest of this journal, to keep some
moments found or connections made for later. I was holding back,
trying to make a last minute impression for you - a big finish
maybe - but last week I realised that it was all going arse about.
I was letting the book drive my life instead of pouring my life
onto these pages as it happens, as it happens, as it happens: Just
ring, Just do, Just write’.

Now I’m pouring, see it fall. Ariadne came to
see me on the full moon - yes, she was Miss June, number nine.
There was no other, no sex- another anomaly, perhaps I am sticking
it up the book now, the whole bloody cute mid-life-no-wife routine.
Perhaps I am making the choices at gut level again, listening to
something inside. She came. She was number nine. She may be numbers
ten to a hundred as well for all I know.

Two seconds into my room, coat off, she looks
at me, smiles.

‘Look at you - your hands on your hips!
“What’s she still doing here?” Is that right?’

I take my hands off my hips. ‘What are
you still doing here?’



According to the evolving book in your hands,
according to the June Full moon, on this Friday night, it should
have been either Erin or Hayley, two similar girls, one from a card
(stepped on it in the street), one from an escort agency. I had
spent a long Thursday night creating the space in my week - a bare
three hours available this month due to family visits - and had
rung around the Pages of Pleasure with gusto and confidence. I rang
the agency Cathy had come from last time to find out who else they
had. They said Cathy had been ‘let go’ because she hadn’t had
enough call backs. Sail on, Cathy- thanks again. Cathy had made me
come in her, maybe that was a turning point, another kicker for my
one year trip. Maybe it was/is enough. I asked myself what did I
really want this Full Moon; the pleasure of the unknown sexual
encounter (my next Cathy), or the pleasure of my next personal
Beyond-Lost-in-Translation moment with A, in real time, in real
life, dwelling in some more of the conversations Sofia cheated her
audience out of in that film.

Just write. At the very moment I was about to
seal the deal with Hayley’s receptionist I backed out on some lame
excuse, sat a minute, smiled and rang Ariadne’s agency instead. The
idea to do so had been with me for three days and I couldn’t shake
it. And I couldn’t keep rehearsing lines for our next encounter as
I walked the beach each day- two more weeks of trying to put my
thoughts about our last meeting into a palatable form for her would
have driven me crazy and made for such a stilted re-connection that
I thought it best to go into the real conversation early and see
what happens. I read an interview with Frank Gehry in which he says
‘if you know where it’s going, it’s not worth doing’ and I
thought, okay, I don’t know where this is going so it must be worth
taking the gut reaction for a change. Fuck the moon cycle: ring her
and take the consequences. Just ring.

Just do. So there I was on Friday at 8.45 in
my colder than normal room waiting for Ariadne and , yes, nervous
as shit. And she came and she laughed at my stance and she sat with
me (‘Come and sit down’) and all we did was talk. I can’t
remember if I actually apologized for last time but I think I made
it clear that I had transgressed and had cared for her enough to
see her this time instead of having sex with someone who calls
herself Hayley. As usual I had no idea what she saw when she looked
at me. And, yes, I couldn’t avoid running some of the lines I
rehearsed since the mess I’d left in that bed on the New Moon -
can’t help doing that - for at least half the time but there were
such genuine moments that I started to wonder what was happening. I
think (I know) that’s a dangerous thing to do so I’ll have to avoid
it.

No- let’s look at what was happening. Follow
the left hand wall with me. Cling to that one continuous surface,
run your hand along it, stick to it regardless of where it goes,
regardless of how much it seems to turn back on itself. Do that one
simple thing that will get you out of any labyrinth. So picture me
in the dark, left hand on that sure surface, right hand holding
Ariadne’s, moving slowly back out to a space that is available to
me, maybe for us, moving into a viable domain. It’s inch by inch,
small step by small step, unmeasured word by unmeasured word and
silence.

In actuality our hands didn’t touch. We
talked for two hours, hugged twice (a kiss on the cheek, as you
would with one of your children). She used her sweet name just once
again and, at one stage, gave me a smile that I hadn’t seen before;
the relaxed moment so visible and accepted on her face. It was just
before she left.

‘Do you know what time I checked in?’

‘I have no idea - just before nine?’

‘I don’t know either.’ (insert your favourite
child/girl/young woman smile here; connection and comfort and joy).
‘Usually I use my own phone but I used yours. I’ll have to ring
back and ask.’

And while she’s ringing the agency I’m
thinking, yeah, she used my phone to book in tonight, just like she
did that first night in March. Turns out she’s got to go and that’s
cool. It’s been a great couple of hours. We talked everything: long
distance driving, divine connections, family... Family -that’s
right:

‘I bought you a photo.’

Thank you. We sat close again. I was
expecting to see a house and some other kids, perhaps her impatient
mother but instead a landscape - her landscape, her view, her
homeland.

‘You can keep it.’

Thank you. We talked landscape - the
phenomenal world vs the inner world, the length of an aspiration,
being my age, being hers, her gifts for seeing others, her road map
from the photo to here, the kindness she’s found along the way,
and, of course, the spirit we all carry. We shared the intolerance
of those not on journey for themselves, and agreed that this year
is a selfish one for each of us. She’s taken on the need to be
alone for the rest of the year, strangely also seeing her current
transition starting in 1998 and finishing in 2005, seven years, a
cycle. Then, me...

‘Can I ask you a question?’

‘Sure.’

‘Can I give you a birthday present.’

‘If you want to.’

That night Ariadne was able to quote chapter
and verse from our previous meetings, where shared insights had
worked and new information clicked in for me, maybe for her. I
learnt a new breathing technique. ‘Do you have a pen?’ She drew a
diagram from her studies, put her hand in the small of my back
(‘it’s so stiff - relax - pull your shoulders back a bit -
that’s it - close your eyes - don’t smile - now imagine a light
above you, warm...’)

And all the while she doesn’t know that my
left hand is slowly following a dark wall, waiting for the velvet
to turn to moss, so much cooler and more natural. As we talk she
doesn’t know that my right hand is holding hers. Our hands didn’t
touch. I missed that. Did I miss the rest of her body, her skin
sharing its own mystery with mine? Yes, I did. I missed the sensual
but not the sexual. I don’t know what to do about that- how to
treat my inner desire in this area.

As we spoke I realised that most of what was
coming out of my mouth and hers were things I had heard somewhere
before. She was, we were, giving voice to connections within me
that had been made over the last seven years and were waiting to be
fired up with an electrical presence, waiting for someone’s light
to be shone on them, some Shams with cold water and a question. She
was a link maven, a clarifying agent, my inner voice personified.
And I realised that, yes, I want to explore more of her world, her
planet. I want to give her the best of this city. I see us rising
together to meet it; her in that initial pure white dress in a
whiter house, at a window overlooking a park, autumn, her hands in
her lap, a book fallen silently from her grasp, her breathing
light, eyes closed and at rest. We will eat together that night, we
will fall into the same bed. I want to tell her things: an
observation, a moment of joy. I want a shared language. I want
knowing references. I would move that fallen book onto the couch,
make her as comfortable as possible and see her through this
experience called life. I want to know these sorts of things, a
future for us intact.

If that all sounds too altruistic it is, and
it isn’t. ‘I want to explore her world’?. That could take years and
I want for those years in any way, shape or form. What is different
is that I’m no longer hoping for this. Hope is such a trap. Don’t
get me wrong, Nelson Mandela - I know Hope got you through 18 years
in darkness but for the little ones amongst us it’s a trap. We rise
each day, see each minute embroidered with multiple mini-hopes in
place and expend valuable energy giving inner form to dozens of
possible little-futures. At the end of that minute or day or maybe
just on the next New Year’s Eve we have to dismantle most of those
hopes - only one could actually be the future - and we realise that
you have spent most of the minute/year living in the optimum
possible, building hundreds of future worlds, each one with their
hope-words and their hope-actions. When only one of them happens
we’ve got to destroy them and start again, using the wreckage of
those false futures to prop up the ones we create in new hope now,
using the left-overs to make the next hope-sculptures in our heads,
each cycle leaving the bolts a little looser this time because we
know there will be a time when all of these hopes except one will
have to be painfully taken apart again.

Hope has you rushing a green traffic light in
the hope you can stave off change- it could get you killed. Hope
makes you tidy the house a little before going out to a party (that
very act shows on your face when you meet new people there). In the
time I take to write this chronicle each Australian will spend on
average $8,500 dollars on a hope we legitimize as State gambling.
There is a shrine to Hope in every hotel, a stupa to stupidity.
People stand in adoration in front of the One of their choice,
building the god within it up to such a level that they just can’t
forsake it and leave lest they find themselves. The tackiness of
these shrines contains all the message you need. Hope will keep
those dead people in place. Hope will keep them in that job they
hate, trading ‘now’ for ‘later’. One day they’ll run
out of ‘now’. One day they won’t be able to recognise a ‘later’ if
it kicked them in the arse, if it kicked them in the heart.

Hope is a wish brought down to earth, its
wings buried under the soil of your imperfect plans, your imperfect
grasp of what the future really is- nothing without you. If you
need proof of what hope does to you re-read your teenage diaries.
Ok - don’t reach back that far - check out the nearest junk mail
catalogue. Can’t be bothered? Just flick this book back to that
Brunswick Street café rave earlier on- basically that was hope as a
banned substance, the future on steroids, raging out of
control.

I think I’ve started to learn a better way to
live between Ariadne’s visits. I’ve learnt a little of patience and
acceptance, of a permanence that isn’t necessarily manifested or
centred in a person or one ritual. I’ve learn to live a little more
in the present. I’m better (this moment) than I was when I sat in
that Café of a Thousand Possibilities. I honestly don’t hope for a
future with A- each visit is itself now. While it exists, while we
sit, I am working slowly, step by step, back towards an opening,
towards an hour without a mask and a moment containing ten perfect
breaths. I think she knows what’s happening, that she is sitting
opposite a person who is slowly unwinding a fragile, falsely
structured, too-close relationship. I think she will know the
moment I find the daylight. And I think she would know the moment I
take the first step forward again, in her direction - she will see
it in the hope written on my face.

I have no expectations of that moment
occurring- daylight will be enough. I have given up any hope for
any more - it was a pleasure to see it off. According to Dante,
‘Abandon Hope’ is written above the gates of Hell. Better it were
inscribed above the gates of Heaven. Welcome to Paradise. Abandon
hope and the future can be itself for a change, allowed an
untainted, untrained moment, then the next, then the next without
your foolish hand of hopeful interference.
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Ok, so now I’m scared again.

Between me in the supermarket queue and me
sitting here; in the delay between a man in aisle 11 lost in
thought while Jessica waits for him to punch the EFTPOS machine and
the me now writing, fear has returned.

The evening sun is setting behind me,
painting the dunes golden grey. This is so arse about. This is my
time for relaxing music or the news if I can stand it. This is the
time for the red wine but, a bottle down, I’m still way feeling my
way, desperate for a cool wall, a touch, a way out.

It should not be so. Let me describe, let me
relate. It went so well last night. She came here a little early,
surprised me. She left late. The agency had to phone her to tell
her she was overtime. It went so well. I’ve long since stopped
trawling conversations, body language or auras for signs of
interest reciprocated in her (or in anybody else if the truth be
known). I have one aim for these gloriously sexless hours - to just
provide an ear and comfort for someone I love. Yes - that bloody
word is back in some shape (you know the shape - looks like a
stone) and in some form, here again with no hope attached. But then
it’s all going arse about - she so appreciative, so reluctant to
leave (‘Thanks - see you next time!’ - finally rushing out,
hair loose and girlish), another hug outside (‘Thank you-
quiet, real, held in the air), and earlier on, on the couch such a
look of real interest - engaged, true listening - when I spoke of a
friend who recently died. It took me by surprise when I finally
looked back up at her - her eyes totally into my story, into me.
What was that look, that tilt? Don’t look at me like that. Quick -
change the subject...

‘How did the bar work go?’

‘It was great - made some new friends.’

‘You know I was thinking of calling in to see
you there.’

‘Really? You should have! We could have had a
drink on the house. Why didn’t you?’

Why didn’t I?

I don’t even want to start on the
conversations which reduced seventy-five minutes to twenty, max.
It’s not fair to repeat them now- her honesty is part of this pact
now and I can’t make up things to fill in blank spaces for you at
the moment. Imagine them, can you do that, please? Or just trust me
when I say that we could have gone on until dawn and future dawn,
skipping words like stones from universal to personal and back
until the two joined and we watched them fall into the depths we
shared in exquisite silence. We talked about everything except this
book.

Settling down to sleep afterwards I realised
that most of the ‘prepared’ topics, most of the things I thought
would come up, things that had amused me or connected us over the
fortnight, didn’t make the cut. Good. It left so much to be said.
It left a lot of those conversations I have with her when I walk
the beach alone lying back there in the sand way below us, lying
there as beached words to be removed with the next high tide. It
left us talking instead of running lines.

And that’s one of the new things: I did
sleep. I slept well after the last time she visited and I would
have slept equally well last night were it not for the flurry of
txt messages connecting us like paper streamers (the Americans say
serpentine), connecting us as she moved on further into the night
until I broke them and I slept...

I’m not sure what’s going on but I’m scared
that she likes me.

Last week I went to an exhibition of Japanese
prints and the ones of the 18th century courtesans were strong
favourites with the crowd. I stood away from the group as the
gallery guide spoke, mentioning that the courtesans were trained
from a young age in the skills of conversation, music and poetry
and that, despite what we may now think, those three virtues were
their prime tasks. I thought to myself: hey, Ariadne is my
courtesan, I must tell her. But I didn’t. She walks in and words
leave my head.

Sorry, the gallery: the guide moves to
another picture and explains that, as the courtesans come to the
end of their working life they hope that a client will buy them out
of the special district in Edo where they dwell. They hope a client
will give then their real name back. The art gallery guide actually
used the word ‘client’.

She adds, with a practised, faux-off-handed
style, that the alternative to this happening was less palatable:
if a client and his courtesan fall in love and he cannot buy her
out of her job the usual outcome was a double suicide. Little gasps
from the crowd at the heart gallery, the simple Utamaro lines have
started to bleed for them now. For me too. This can’t be happening.
She’s too precious to fall in love with me. I am too old, all grey
inside. We would be a visual joke. What the fuck am I supposed to
do if I see signs of it now? I know them, believe me. I know the
kinaesthesis of love. I won’t look. I’m going to assume that we had
a good night last night, an amazing night, and I’m going to assume
that was the extent of it.

Jesus, I hate writing this up. I hate meeting
her, talking with her, thinking about her all the while knowing
that the silver thread we weave between us as we sit here could be
seen as just some fodder, some woodpulp fibre for some page in some
fucking book for someone to read in the future. I don’t know what
the fuck I’m doing. She made me write. At this rate she’s going to
make me stop writing, the whole thing much too cheap as words. Did
you pay for this book? Are you enjoying it? You should- it’s a
little prostitute in your hands. Take the maximum pleasure from it,
from me, from her. Why don’t I just say I’m in love? Why can’t I
just tell her? Because I don’t want to hear it from her. Because I
don’t want to hear it from me.
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The strangest thing has happened. There’s a
certain feeling I get when I get close to others who haven’t come
the distance with me. The most obvious manifestation of it was when
I drove interstate, back to find my old haunts and found that I
didn’t haunt them anymore - remember? At the time I returned early
to my new place - 600km through six rainbows in one day - just to
be here, to get back to now, and to the beckoning next.

Not being able to do that anymore, not being
able to return to where the other me dwelt was scary but it wasn’t
the most dissosciative part of that aborted long weekend. The thing
that made me think most about my transfiguration was the fact that
people back in my old life could have the same ‘lost to me now’
effect on me. I didn’t want to be around them any more. I couldn’t
stand being around them. I was physically uncomfortable, removed.
More than this - the very act of being in their company gave me my
own little piece of depression, the blue fug personified like never
before.

I’m not a clinical depressive (no more than
the average writer- it is, after all, our stock in trade) but I
know what the edge of that awful condition feels like and have for
years worked successfully on avoiding going in there - I’ve learnt
to be ‘aware of the dark’ as George Harrison puts it. The feeling I
was experiencing that weekend back there was like a form of reverse
anticipation- a dread of a darkness left behind.

I don’t know whether it will always be so,
whether I will be able to reweld ‘that-was-then’ and ‘this-is-now’
together again, but currently I have a large gauge inside my gut
and my mind and it tells me in no uncertain terms when I’m going
backwards and it doesn’t like it at all. I can have that feeling
around others in my chosen city as well, people who carry Good Old
Me around with them, hoping to cheer me up by showing their me to
New Me now and then. I have the same feeling when I’m going through
the old files for some old paper to print on and discover abandoned
projects- work ambushed by hope from long, long ago and a planet
far, far away. I close the black filing cabinet quickly, that
vertical coffin for the lost dreams of me, I slide the drawer
closed, pull my hand back into this day.

And I had the same feeling yesterday. I was
going for a little personal ‘Escort’- something I really needed due
to the fact that there had been no June sex, no number 9; there had
been two hours of sweet conversation with A instead. Come to think
of it, Ariadne would probably say that the activity was not
‘needed’ at all- merely a ‘want’. Easy for her to say but, for me,
yesterday morning I wanted to masturbate. I’ve got half a dozen old
porn tapes tucked away, very eighties, very mild (would I lie to
you?) and I chose a favourite, and a favourite scene. I felt a
little uncomfortable watching it- couldn’t put my finger on what
was wrong but I knew where to put my whole hand and the serotonin
kicked in as instructed and I had my way with myself and it felt
good. That’s the idea, isn’t it? - feeling lost and feeling good
for those few seconds. I don’t do it just to keep prostate cancer
at bay.

So, task completed, back to work. Then, the
dark blue feeling. At first I didn’t pick it - thought it merely
another low moment - they can hit in the middle of anything, my
peaks and troughs all amplified by whatever the fuck is happening
to me these day, but this trough was so quick and so deep and so
reminiscent of that dread of the now dead that I stopped everything
to examine it. This is a good trick if you are an ‘edge
depressive’- take a moment out of yourself to go into the third
person (‘hmmmm... he’s feeling that thing again - what’s that
all about?’). Sit down for a moment, for as long as it takes,
and take this deep blue, heavy coat off and examine its fibres
calmly and carefully. If you can’t get it off your shoulders
examine the edges you can find at your feet. I did that and, later
in the shower, under the influence of that dreamy water it dawned
on me that the feeling, that ‘dread of the now dead’ belonged to
what I had just done; the porn thrill, the whole damn act, was now
also becoming part of the discarded me.

It would be an amazing thing if it were so.
I’ve long been a slave to this substitute for real sex. I’ve had
tapes hidden around the house for decades, made secret trips to
XXXX shops, picked one or two titles for the next month or year,
waited for the moment when the house is mine alone. Perhaps you
know this routine. Even at the best of times, within those few
months of great sex before it all turned to transaction and alcohol
and Saturday night, even when I thought we both got it right there
was still masturbation and within a year or so, eventually, a need
for that image of some sexual other- a need (shut up Ariadne) for
625 lines of grainy image injected into the lower brain or the
lower Chakras for instant effect, the visual trigger we men are
supposed to be famous for.

It would be amazing if this were all over, if
I knew that, should I be hit by a truck tomorrow, the children
could clear out my house and not find Barely Legal 8, not find a CD
of soft-porn gleaned from the web over many years. In one way I
didn’t anticipate this but in another I suppose it makes sense, or
at least new sense. I never believed in live television, went off
the Olympics Games, all that hyped crap, long ago. To really
experience something you actually have to be there (thanks, Mr
Burroughs) so maybe this is the final dismantling of that deception
in a sexual area as well. I have no idea.

I just re-read that para above- ‘The Dread of
the Now Dead’. Sounds like a scary movie title. What is really
scary is the speed at which my old world is burning up. Close
friends seem to know you are on some kind of internal trip- they
keep ringing, walking out of step a little too fast behind you,
worrying that you don’t return their calls, worrying that you are
flying out of their lives as well.

Late last night I thanked myself for keeping
my children close during this strange journey, taking them with me
as I move and change. It’s weird but in the early days when all
this was such a headfuck I could only assuage the dreadful feeling
of emptiness Ariadne left with me by being around my children. I
found something of her there; it somehow felt right to answer a
yearning in this way. It was about the only thing which did feel
right - did approximate her presence. This is part of her, a facet.
Sometimes I think that I will be able to let her go when she has
been shattered- when the composite is revealed as the sum of all
the positive abilities I find in myself and in others. Then she
will have truly moved into the world.

I could imagine that a totally clean break
from my family on top of everything could have left my children
behind, behind me somewhere in that world I can’t stand to look at
now, marooned in a place where I can have visiting rights at best.
If you have to do this change and if you feel that it’s something
which is resetting your very skeleton - the old bones sequestered
as new growth has its way, layering new calcium over them, new
marrow in your core. Be careful to keep those close to you nearby.
You don’t want to turn around and find that they look different,
and that you look different to them and that a mysterious blue fog
now lies even between you and the very ones who love you the
most.
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More storms are coming in. The waves reach
up to the dunes, way past the natural high tide level, way past the
waterline, the place where the stone gifts lie. I walk for almost
an hour before finding one small, yellow speck of jagged rock,
perhaps a centimetre wide, pushed up the beach with the uprooted
sea grasses and streaming plastic and the jellyfish, each one now a
stranded universe. At times I have to wait for the waves to pull
back for me and then I step through the yellow foam to keep moving
towards the jetty. My boots are damp. The clouds are on fast
forward; danksome, Lucasfilm swirls green/indigo, sixteen layers
deep. When they part in random unison I can see what’s left of the
full moon. It appears ground away by its contact with the sea and
the earth, it appears as if someone has carved the bottom clean off
it. Maybe it’s me.

One small yellow stone today. It makes a
change from the usual wide choice. So often I am halfway back home,
feeling the weight of the catch in my hand when I become aware
that, yes, this one too is a bit more triangular than most of those
left on the cold shore, that it is a little more than average in
starting to resemble a heart that has been tumbled in the ocean. No
such subconscious semiotics today. There should be- it’s the
transit of Venus this week. Something on the news about it being a
rare phenomenon. The last time it happened was 1884, the time
before that some white man discovered New Zealand. I’m listening to
FM on the train into the heart of the city. Students from a local
school run the corridors. They have windcheaters with ‘Class of
2004’ written on them. One of the students is looking at me a lot.
I can’t work it out for a while but, when I glance at the outside
world I see what he sees.

I get it. It rained so much last night that
the train window has captured some of the water. The double glazed
acrylic has a space between layers and in that space lies about
eight centimetres of water. It’s hard to tell how deep the water is
because it moves as the train moves, making slo-mo wave-profile
patterns according to acceleration and outward or inward curve,
somewhat like a simulator in a tide laboratory or those gently
tilting bluewater features on executive desks in Diva and garage
sales in the nineties. As we pull into the stations the water
rushes forward and swirls back on itself. It’s beautiful.

I reach for my camera and squirm into the far
end of the seat to get the water pattern at the right moment,
perhaps somewhere unnatural, the whole pool cowering at one end on
a moment of take-off perhaps. I take a couple of photos - never
really getting the right shape or right second. Why do I want to do
this? Why do I want this photo? I already have the moment to keep
so why go for the image? That’s three ‘why’ questions and I know by
now that ‘why’ questions seldom clarify anything. If something is
going well asking ‘why’ will ambush it. If something is not working
out then asking ‘why’ is not the road to clarity. Too often it
leads you into the past or the future- the real ‘now’ question
begins with ‘how’.

So, sitting there, camera in hand, I ask
myself a ‘how’ question - how would I use such a moment if I
successfully captured it? I’d use it to share with others.
Yeah? To share, or to show my cleverness of observation? Perhaps,
more honestly, more the latter. Using the ever present camera I
would take this unique moment and parade it in front of others so
what was everyone’s, every passengers, became mine alone on glossy
paper and I and the water-window moment could be one. I wanted to
turn a moment of the eye into a moment of the ‘I’. In the window
it’s just water, no more. In the future picture I could say
‘Look! I saw this! (aren’t I clever)’. My photos are taken
for this purpose - to transpose an experience (an impossibility) or
to carry it forward for others to share. You can tell a man by the
number of cameras he owns. I have six. By now there were a few more
students looking at me, or the water, or me and the water. None of
them had cameras. Give me your clothes, I thought to myself, to
them: I need to have Class of 2004 written on me.

I’m learning. I’m reading in many areas now.
I have a new phrase - the ‘Sunset Effect’, stolen from some book
somewhere. Consider the sunset, that last burst of the sun just
before it goes away. Face it- it hasn’t looked that good all day,
it’s barely been noticed by most of us but when it’s on its
inevitable way out, the sun looks spectacular (and we reach for the
cameras). The Sunset Effect is a similar, last-ditch attempt by
something dying in you to gain your attention and impress you one
more time. The Sunset Effect is what occurs when some once
comfortable but now almost forsaken part of the ‘old you’ reaches
for your attention again and tries to divert you from the real
journey, from your emerging, evolving, ‘next’ self. The Sunset
Effect is just one more visit to KFC when you’ve sworn to be more
healthy and have stuck to it for almost two months, it’s something
inside you saying ‘C’mon... just this once - it felt so good,
remember?’. It’s a return to a bad habit or a bad way of
dealing with bad feelings. The voice tempting you will sound
something like ‘hey - let’s do this again - we do this so well,
it’s fun, remember?’ and you’ll find yourself visiting the
wrong people or walking streets you used to enjoy walking but now
really don’t want to walk any more. The Sunset Effect is retail
therapy. It’s me wanting to have sex again with Ariadne two visits
ago. Somewhere inside me, a dying old-form man, a man scared of
change, was saying ‘can’t think of what to do now? - just go
back to what you know you can do, what you used to enjoy - just do
the old stuff again’. What that old-form, unreconstructed
(unwilling to be reconstructed) me is really saying is ‘don’t go
forward any more. Don’t grow, please don’t leave me and grow any
more’.

The Buddhists describe that human weakness so
well, a weakness we can run our entire lives on. Something like
that - a quick reward in the purely phenomenal world, a cheap
thrill recycled through your life on a regular basis and wanting to
perpetuate itself, especially when change is afoot - that’s
Samsara, a false Nirvana, a Nirvana tribute band. We become slaves
to these ‘reward’ cycles: just one more pay rise, just another
possession, another chocolate-ripple Cornetto, another partner in
our lives to abuse and to adore (thanks, Robbie).

I’ve been reading more of Sufism, of Rumi.
And of Shams, his personal wake-up call, his scare. I’m reading of
the broken, open heart and the worth of wounds. It’s a good feeling
when someone else’s words resonate with my experiences across half
a world and half a thousand years. I learn the need for routine to
keep the primitive brain happy so my meditation now occurs at the
same time each day and, even after just a couple of weeks of this I
notice that, if I look like missing that appointed time, my little
reptilian brain stem tells me off. Sorry - now I’m trying to
transpose experience again- mine to yours.

And Ariadne? Right here, right now it comes
down to this - three things: I like to talk to her, my body likes
to talk to her body, I like to have sex with her. The first one’s
easy- as long as I continue to find money and she continues to come
to me. The last one’s out- no more. No amount of money can make sex
between us an equal event - that’s hers to give, not mine to take
with four jaundiced notes. The middle one? Touch? Is that what I’m
paying for, to be still able to be near her body?

From the outset it’s been so important. It
was the outset, and so much of what has happened - personal,
playful, painful - has been because we have spent time lying skin
to skin, sin to sin. So why am I not going there anymore? Does it
seem perverse, sheer indulgence to be around a beautiful body half
your age? Is this Samsara now, something to be left behind,
conquered, as I move past it and on in my (our?) journey? When
something becomes possible it asks us whether we really want it and
at the moment I have to say no; not now, perhaps not yet, perhaps
not ever.

And I know I’m not just buying her body
contact because I don’t consider my body any less valuable than
hers. Shoot me but I actually don’t. We are told every day that men
are less valuable than women. Most men truly think they are either
worth more or worth less than a woman - generally less (believe
it). There are no little yellow signs on the back of cars saying
Adult Male on Board. News about a bus bomb in Israel declared that
‘27 killed, including 9 women and 5 children’. What were the rest?
The idea that men are worth more or worth less than women has led
to a lot of dead men in war and a lot of dead women in the home.
Learn from hookers - a male who thinks his body is actually worth
something is much less likely to wrap it around a bullet, or around
a tree on a fast corner. Currently, though, we’re learning from
Jackass and World War Whatever that the male body is the more
disposable. I disagree, so there is nothing to actually buy here,
no inequality to throw money at. There is, though, simply a wish to
keep that part of our arrangement going. Under the New rules
(Rule One: I care enough to strive for her comfort) I can’t
do anything unless I know she would like to do it as well. Does she
like what we do? Does she like me?

So it’s back to ego, back to the big, fucking
me again. And in looking for cues/clues to her liking our contact,
her liking me, in looking to see who held that kiss for a
nano-second longer, who hugs for that extra heartbeat, I missed the
biggest clue of all: she comes back. She’s quite open about the
clients she’s ‘let go’ - the ones worried about her (‘let me take
you away from all this’), the weird ones, and the ones who scare
her. I know I’m not in any of those three categories, that’s all I
know and you wanna know something? - that’s enough. It’s exactly
enough.

What a strange journey. Maybe all
relationships should run this way - one meeting a month, time to
reflect, time for it to brew, gestate, evolve in thought without
deed. Maybe, but it’s tough on the stones of patience.

It’s sunny and clear during the transit of
Venus. I can’t look at it, and the pinhole idea suggested in the
newspaper doesn’t produce anything but the usual round circle on
the back of a white card. I’m looking at the white circle closely,
looking for that elusive black dot in the circle of light, for the
blemish, the Bindi.

By mid afternoon I’m told by a friend with
the right equipment in another sunny city that he can see it -
Venus is well on its way across the sun. I go down to a becalmed
beach. The sand portrays a still image of the wild night. Its
surface is gently being re-written by waves, each one leaving a
wavy line as it withdraws, each fine line overlapping in randomised
beauty so the whole effect is one of distant mountain ranges laid
down to rest now in some giant, delicate Japanese print. The day is
still not warm but the sky is so clear that I strip down to the
waist anyway and lie a few minutes on the sand, lie like a
reclining giant on the side of reclining mountains drawn for just
me. I close my eyes close and let the shadow of Venus leave its
trace on my chest.
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There are two things a woman can always tell
about a man- when he’s drunk and when he’s in love. Heard that
somewhere. Now you have. It’s wifish bullshit, of course. But under
both of those circumstances (drunk, in love) men write poetry. I’m
writing poetry. I’m in love.

What have I bought? What have I wrought? I’m
sober, down the beach, lying on the shortest day of the year,
letting the sun and rain play on my half naked body, a lower case
Walt Whitman, trying to get a pen to write on damp paper (rub them
with your palms - both pen and paper - when this happens to you)
and catching words like there’s no tomorrow. By the time I’ve
finished the ocean is depleted. I’ve left some fingerlings to grow
in that magic soup so others may catch something too but, truth be
known, I’ll probably come back tomorrow before dawn and catch them
as well. I will tease them out of the water, tempt them away from
their mother with the promise of immortality. Some will leap
straight into my arms and, later, out of my fingers.

I walk back past fishermen heading for the
shore. They must have heard something’s up, that the tide is
running, that the rip is taking full grown men away from the land.
They’re thinking they could catch something too. They pass me;
their rod and line in their hands, my rod and lines in mine.

I’m in love. I’ve wrapped three and a half
months around it and I can’t smother it with time. I’ve stifled it
in a thick cloak of description and enticed it into the cold light
of explanation but still it remains clear and warm. I’ve stacked
52,256 words around it, peeped back inside them to see whether it
has stopped glowing but it hasn’t. I’ve operated on it to remove
the physical dimension but its heart still beats. I’ve assayed the
metaphysical to illuminate facets universal in both time and
temperament yet it stubbornly breathes as individually as I do. I’m
now trying the most powerful brew I possess- everyone’s secret,
secret weapon. I will tie it into little strings of poetry where it
will either choke or thrive. Wish me luck.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


This night I shared with you: awake every
hour for five or fifteen or fifty-five minutes, sleep to sleep,
world to world on the call of the lurid clock.

Later, shopping for your birthday card, I
dwelt too long at the stack of newspapers and stopped turning pages
at that page. (Bending low now) I read the ads under that heading
until, half way down the first column when I saw that they were
offering you again - ‘stunning’, ‘awesome’ - I saw you on that
paper and in my room at once and I knew that the memory of your
face was kept away from me for so long for a good reason, for all
our sakes.

You can’t slam a newspaper shut but, in that
newsagency, I tried. I was momentarily angry - and angry for the
first time - that you were still going out there. Then the calmness
of knowing you better, the certainty of your magic core. I owe
these things (card, wrapping paper, present, looking glass heart,
paperslam, lifepause), I owe them all to your choice and your
generosity. I owe them to the path which got you and I to this
point.

What is this point? It seems after ‘Love’ I
need write no more. Once that overused word is uttered all the
writing has been done. Outside the mall, at least, it seems pretty
well covered. I read the banners...

Horoscopes: the Future for Your
Love Life

10 Ways to Tell If this Love Is
the One!!

Romance Special - Find the Perfect
Person

David Beckham’s Tears of
Love!

Sexless Dating - Simply In Love
With Love

...and all of these versions of my personal
dilemma on the cover of women’s mags. Is that where I am now -
locked into every fat Catherine Cookson novel and every Cleo and
folded into generic cards, imprisoned in simple definition inside
this franchise of used words?

‘Simply In Love With Love’? This is partially
true. I can’t separate the person from the feeling she generates.
Some poster and some rock star in the eighties said I should:
‘If you love some-bo-dy, if you love some-one, if you love
some-bo-dy, if you love them (ooh - oooh) set them free’ (no
thanks, Gordon). Am I just reluctant to say goodbye to Love then?
Would it be better if I discover that I could say goodbye, knowing
that It, if not she - this she, will come back on some day, in some
form? Would that be the right thing to do? Who knows the right
thing by now- I’m in love.

I got angry at seeing her ad: Kelly for sale.
The hypocrisy of this is glaring. Pick it? If there is a
relationship between A and I (there is) and if I am right in seeing
it as love on my part (it is- I can only speak from my body, my
moment and my spirit) then, strictly speaking, I am the only one
capable of being unfaithful here. I bought the paper to find the
next hour of sex, the next moongirl. For Ariadne seeing others is a
job. My world is upside down.

I’ve written ten poems, all of them great
because they have a life of their own. If you take five weeks to
write a poem it will probably be good. You may then spend five
years trying to make it great if you like, but I say don’t bother -
write the next one. If that one takes an hour to write and, no
matter how often you look at it you just can’t change more than a
word or so, it is and will be a great poem. And instead of trying
to improve it over the next five years you will come back to it
simply to see where the fuck it came from, what it all means, what
it says about you and your world - it will spend five years telling
you something for a change.

This is why I can’t and won’t teach poetry.
Why analyse a flower - something which erupted unbeckoned out of
fertile ground in a hothouse warmed by the indefinable for perhaps
just one day? It is truly only beauty for the eye of the beholder,
its creator. The rest of us may find it beautiful, that’s cool, but
we are not obliged to. Poems are composed of found objects. When
the arrangement is right it’s right and there’s nothing you can do
about it as sure as you can do nothing to make a poor poem great.
To assume that more time spent will be productive, to assume that
it’ll be better later, is to assume that life will be better later
- it is to assume that there is such a thing as time.

Rumi the great Sumi teacher and mystic wrote
over 22,000 verses. When Shams came back to him (and Shams did come
back, a great part of the story. What story? Have you been doing
your homework?) he followed Rumi around writing down the poetry as
it emerged from him. Some of those words make my eyes water.

I’ve written ten great poems and one lousy
one. How do I know it’s lousy? Because it can be figured out in two
minutes. It took two hours to write and it’s as easy to understand
as a $150,000 full page colour ad in Cleo. Gloss. It’s lousy
because it contains a message, double lousy because it was created
to do so. And it’s quadruply lousy because that message says
‘Guess what? I love you!’. I wrote it to send to Ariadne
yesterday. Did you pick up the vibe there? - already it was a work
which had an agenda for its genesis, a work on commission from
Eros. I wrote it for the fun of getting those three little words
neatly hidden between the lines of a single bitstream, an SMSsage
in a bottle. I revised it for three days, teasing the best out of
this, looking for txt appeal until it was just right. Three little
words, hidden... I killed it.

I can’t tell her. I certainly can’t tell her
by Nokia in 160 characters or less but, really, I can’t tell her at
all. Not now at least. What a horrible gift it would be for her to
hear those three strange words from me at this stage.

‘Love? You mean that stuff splashed all over
those magazines in those malls? Oh, I see now - you Love me. How
sweet. I get that, that infatuation from someone, some random soul,
about once a month - better odds in spring. Now I get it from you.
Thanks.’

I know my love for her is not premature
infatuation or the fluff of magazines or the stuff of the average
client. For a start I love her, I’m not ‘in love with her’, a
subtle but crucial difference - ‘in’ is the dangerous word here.
10CC were right in 1969 - you can love someone without being in
love with them. Just to purely love means No Possession - it means
I’m Not Assuming That We Are in this Together. For me it means that
I can lie awake while storms rage outside, taking comfort in her
occasional txt message, wishing only that she stays warm and caring
not who she’s with, what she’s doing. It means that, should she get
married or join a nunnery or declare herself lesbian or Young
Liberal tomorrow, nothing will change. I know that whatever
loveform we have discovered or created floats like a golden embryo
in the pool where our souls overlap, and always will. I’m not sure
what that embryo looks like but I know that it is not the cherub on
the Hallmark card, the card with Message Inside ‘I’m in Love
with You’. My card is blank.

The word ‘love’ is a can of worms, and, when
sent out into the ether without attendants. Sent out with only ‘I’
and ‘You’ at its side, it will find associations you never dreamed
of at the moment of that divine and once only selfless utterance.
It will up the Anteros, bolt on a thousand non-optional extras
before the air has stopped vibrating with its resonance and, try as
you might with further explanation (yuk!) or (adjectival)
enhancement of the original concept, try as I might to make my
version of ‘Love’ between ‘I’ and ‘You’ unique for her, it will
enslave some part of her which should never be enslaved. She may
already know that there is something within me that is an image of
her, she may not. Regardless of what she knows, she doesn’t need a
heart-shaped millstone around her next at this stage, she doesn’t
need me made into the Cleo article in her absence, she doesn’t need
to feel she is looking at someone who ‘loves’ her every time she
looks at me. I can’t use those words on her. I love her far too
much to tell her that I love her.

So glad I didn’t send that txt poem, that
message. Close thing (epiphany at the sink, hands in grey water,
tea towel, rush to Mercury the Mobile, press Outbox, press
Erase?, Yes, yes- erase that burden for her). What
was I thinking? That it’s the thought that counts? That I had
nailed it, knew what it was, what we are. That I had Figured it
Out? Once you think ‘Romance!’ you don’t have to think any more -
the rest has been done for you, folded, stifled in cellophane,
shelved, priced.

Outbox. Erase. Poem gone. Where are those
characters now? What I wrote for Ariadne was a good poem. What we
have found in the golden air between us is a great poem. I’m fucked
if I know what it says but I’m going to give it five years to allow
it to speak, to tell me...

Disaster avoided, Ariadne and I swap roles.
It’s just after 4am - she will be going to bed as I rise. I realise
that we are tag team players in this city: bat and cat, she taking
sleep as I start my day (our day), mutual insomnia the shapeless,
occasional overlap. I realise that I say ‘Goodnight Ariadne’ at the
wrong time every night - I should utter it as I get up to sit here.
That’s okay - it is the thought that counts.

I arise after a night of tempest to find
another part of me also arisen. Yep- I still need sex. I ended up
buying Cleo not because I was interested in the shape of Beckham’s
tears but because my Ariadne was on the back cover, in a full page
advertisement for Raymond Weil. Now, away from that fluoro-charged
mall, now in my semi-dawn world I can see that it’s not her at all.
But the look is there; knowing, asking. Her hair covers almost one
half of her right eye, she has the pure white dress on again. I had
to draw in the mole on her arm. She’s looking at me - her eyes far
outweighing the $8,000 artifact of time on her wrist. By
candlelight I can see that it’s not her. I turn into the guts of
the magazine. Damn those pesky lower Chakras. I know I am
approaching the end of this year, this crazy idea, but the moon
beckons - been ages since I’ve seen it - and I’m plotting for the
next encounter, for girl ten, Miss July.

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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What a strange week - three chances over
seven nights to get some legitimate sex, sex with people I actually
know. Would have been safe sex too now because currently I’m
totally loveproof. Partially it’s circumstance, partially it’s some
sort of side-effect of all this new attractiveness I noticed
earlier, still growing, manifesting itself, an unspoken, and
unwanted draw card.

It started blossoming early on in the year of
swimming in this lunar sea, a renewed sexual confidence of a
twisted sort; a certain lack of middle-age desperation when in the
company of female colleagues and old friends. People notice and
react, and sometimes they respond to the new, stolen gravity by
moving out of their orbits, standing a little closer, mirroring my
body, touching me as they speak, talking about the fact that
they’ve always liked older men...

People notice the spiritual stuff oozing out
as well and it seems to split them into groups. A long time friend
laughs out loud and leaves my café table, burning me with the
branding iron (‘cliche!’) when I tell him I am into Sufism. Others
have beautifully detailed and context-free conversations with me at
the most unexpected times. You could anticipate such deep
interaction with your masseuse as she is rubbing fragrant oils into
your back but you generally don’t expect to meet with your
financial advisor and come away well over an hour later with the
actual topic of the meeting completely ignored. Russell Foster
(CPA) and I spent the time talking about his Reiki, my Rumi, the
roots of coincidence, the lack of accidents, how true change
manifests only for the changee, about compassion and the fact that,
despite all we do to it, the Earth really is alive and really will
survive. That’s not what I booked him for. That’s not what I paid
good money for. And he waves away the money anyhow- after all, he
laughs, we agreed half an hour ago that money is worth absolutely
nothing in this world.

We part with a mutual affirmation and a hug
amongst other suit-clad businessmen in the inner city café, one of
them glancing up from reading his journey, his Wall Street Journal.
Russ is smiling: ‘now I know why we were meant to meet today’.
Yeah, but it’s tax time soon- I thought we were going to talk about
some perks. What triggered this? I have never had such a
conversation with this man before. I had no idea of his inner world
- why should I? But now... what? Is there some unspoken Brotherhood
Of Lost Souls, a supra set of guys who are on the same but not the
exact same journey, each one’s quest sparked by loss or anger or
just getting sick or just getting sick of carrying that fucking
awful carapace around, wanting to put it down for the second half
of our lives and feel something again? All the males on the planet
are lost right now. Like the death of a child, abortion and poetry,
the inner being, the spirit is not something we mention in public a
lot but, allow that lacuna into any conversation, and there’s a
surprising ‘me too’ male chorus - a gladness to share something
usually carried around silently, alone. So instead of tax perks we
settled on the Big Three today. It took two cappas each and a
coffee scroll between us to decide that Compassion, Love and
Intimacy as the only true agents of true change in this world. And
the greatest of these is Intimacy.

So on a week in which it would have been
possible to be intimate with those I know (or who I think I know,
or who think know me - don’t get me started!) I decided I really
wanted something anonymous and, yes, illicit and, the work week
over, late on last Friday night, I found myself in the company
someone I didn’t know at all: I found myself in the company of
Ella.

I blame the girl on the train, really. After
leaving Russ I took the train which picks up the all the school
kids. I usually avoid it - I’ve seen all the school kids I want to
see - but it was the train I found myself on so I buried my ears in
my headphones and my gaze in Big Issue and thought about
Compassion. By the time the trip was over, though, I was thinking
about Intimacy instead.

Here’s how it happened: another stop, another
bunch jump on from another school. These kids are scrappy, and the
scrappiest among them has a skirt way too short, torn stockings and
a boyfriend sitting opposite her who I bet she denies even to
herself. I can’t hear what they are saying but she’s playful. Her
stockings show obscene gaps, created all day, it seems by her
bored, small fingernails. She starts to play with these naked gaps,
he joins in. She joins them together, he joins them too, both
tearing sections of nylon off her legs. They work their way down to
her socks and shoes, stop by stop. Ragged loops of bunched up hose
stay on her legs, constrictive, provocative, until the two of them
playfully tear them off. They have no idea what they are doing.

Soon, the only part of her stockings still in
existence is now under her mini uniform. Taking it in turns, they
get these bits as well, she squirming to make it easier or less or
more pleasurable, I really don’t know. Having turned a blind eye to
school kids long ago as a path to maintaining sanity and a job
description I now find myself in Nabokovland because of this
shameless or shameful display of irresistible innocence. By the
time the train pulls into my stop their seat has scraps of deep
blue nylon all over it and I’m feeling like a seventeen year old. I
punch up some cash from the hole in the wall and walk home with
that dreaded thing called anticipation and that previously banned
substance called hope running in my blood.

Five calls and two hours later there stands
Ella. It’s okay, reader, she’s nineteen but looks younger, smaller,
dainty hands, white skin, just right. We start to talk. It’s
happening again- her honesty is totally disarming and I join in,
matching her fact for fact. We discover that she is even one step
closer to my world than Cathy was. Ella is a first year Phys Ed
student at my university but thankfully takes that course at a
campus across town from mine. I can’t believe it (you must, though-
I could not have made up this run of events or found-persons). I’m
thinking two more phone calls and I’ll be sitting with someone from
one of my classes. That’s either the unholy grail or the worst
thing that can happen. I don’t know what I would do in that
circumstance.

It’s four hours since the train trip but I’m
still feeling like a seventeen year old and, within 15 minutes, I’m
acting like one as well. Naked, in bed next to me, her hand on my
chest, Ella asks what my favourite position is and I say I am in
it. She’s not pleased, she doesn’t want to do it like this straight
off. Just looking at her reluctance I am ready. Her hand reaches
down to my overanxious cock. She starts to unroll a condom onto me,
asks again, reaches for some lubricant and says; ‘you want me to
sit on you, on that?’ and I say ‘yes’. She applies more lubricant,
gets up on her knees and quietly complies. It’s obvious that she’s
quite small and still dry and it’s a struggle and it shows on her
but somehow this is what I want and work my way in, enjoying it in
that pure macho way until her discomfort gets to me and I let her
roll off. Too dry. I start to work on her breasts and legs and
beautiful shoulders, searching that immaculate landscape for the
tiny doors to the magic chemicals which will open her up for me.
She’s very quiet but it makes her relax a little and soon I place
her on the bed and, her eyes closed, slowly enter her again. I know
her body is more free now, more mine now, and within a few minutes
I am behind her and she is taking me in beautiful, small moves and
I reach under her for that magic trigger and she makes small noises
and for a few minutes at least our bodies are having consensual
sex.

Later, cleaning up, she says ‘you hurt me.’
At the time I thought she meant my overenthusiastic finger on her
clitoris but now I don’t know. Later on we walk together to the
door and she looks at me strangely as we wait for her ride to
freedom or the next client. I liked that look.

But as I went to bed I knew that this night I
have substituted fuck for fun, sex for skin and the result was
approaching the truly awful. For most of that hour I didn’t see her
as someone to appreciate, just as a potential object for my
afternoon fantasy on that bloody train. We talked, sure. She told
me how she chose her working name (it’s her sister’s) and about her
aspirations. I didn’t ask her real name - you know where that gets
you. There was one last hug, one last joke and she was gone, no
harm done but, really, we could have had some intimacy, some mutual
sex instead of me just fucking a student. I felt like the average
client, the average white male, fully deserving of all the shit we
get laid on us, the shit you are laying on me right now. I felt I
had simply confirmed for this kid what someone my age would do with
someone like her, given the opportunity, a spare $200, and totally
selfish, sexual mind set.

Despite these regrets, for three days I must
admit I enjoyed some of the memory of that hour. I justified being
17 again for a day or two. Being 17 makes you write someone’s name
on the blue beach before dawn in that netherspace between the
visits of the tide, write it in the washed sand and in the
knowledge that the moon will bring water to ink it back into the
ocean for you. And I must admit that there’s something about the
purely illicit, about being the outlaw that makes you smile at
inopportune times (I think Jessica at Coles is getting worried
about me), smile when remembering tactile or semi-porn moments,
that invaluable look, snippets of conversation and connection which
could only have occurred in that fiery and temporary arrangement,
in one hour of money and flesh. Ok - I felt it was still wrong how
I had gone about it - like a stupid kid, and that it could have
been a much more pleasurable night for us both - ‘must do better’ -
but I still considered it somehow worth it, for the experience.
Then, on the fourth day, it all came crashing down.

Here’s the crash in slo-mo: I’m having lunch
with an ex-student, just catching up - he writes too - and his
girlfriend is there as well and the talk over coffee gets to what
she does and she’s doing Phys Ed at uni and I ask ‘which uni’ and
it’s mine and I ask her which campus and she says ‘yours’ and I
correct her and she tells me that, no- I’m wrong: Phys Ed is only
done at my campus (‘surely, you’ve noticed’ - laughter all round)
and I freeze up. I’m staring into the swirling latte. My friend
asks me if I am ‘having a moment’ and, yes, I am and it’s more
laughter all round but I know that I fucked up in more ways than
one on that stupid Friday night.

As soon as I can I get to a phone and ring
Ella’s agency but they don’t even answer until 7pm and there’s no
machine to take messages and I have to wait. Ella lied. Good girl,
she should have, of course - she should keep some info away from
her clients - but this time it didn’t work for her, it backfired.
Ella is studying at my campus. Her faculty office is a hundred
metres from mine. Her lectures are in the same building I use. I
need to talk to her. I’m not quite sure how to put it but I want to
reassure her somehow. What a fuckup. I know how it happened now.
She had been honest about the course she was doing but had then
lied about where it was located to protect herself from some
stalking or whatever, all this before I admitted to my involvement
with that same uni and my honest admission of where I worked. The
same place.

I remembered afterwards that she showed an
inordinate amount of interest in exactly where I taught my subject-
the very building and room. I answered with the uni codes for the
rooms and she didn’t need those codes clarified, most people would.
And I should have twigged at that stage. I would have twigged if I
could only have seen past her beautiful hands to her face, if I had
been able to see through the scraps of blue stocking over my
eyes.

So for most of that visit last Friday night,
for most of that awful, dick-driven hour, Ella knew we would walk
the same ground for some part of each week next semester. I was the
dumb one- not keeping in touch with what course is on where and not
picking up on the sum of her questions. If I had put two and two
together I would not have gone through with it - that answers my
earlier question as to what I would do if a student of mine lobbed
up in my room under this random arrangement one night. I swear I
would not have gone through with it. I’m not averse to just sitting
and talking to someone for an hour, after all. You know that.

As soon as possible after seven I excuse
myself from caring company, step into the freezing garden and the
light hail and ring:

‘Hi, can I help you?’

‘Yeah - that’s Secrets, right?’

‘That’s correct.’

‘Were you on the switch last Friday
night?’.

‘No - but I’m sure I can help you. What do
you want?’

‘I booked someone - Ella - on Friday night. I
need to speak to her. It’s important for her sake...’

‘I’m sure but we don’t give away numbers -
’

‘I don’t want her number but... listen, can I
talk honestly to you?’

‘Of course.’

The woman on the switch knows Ella well,
knows she’s a uni student, and does everything in her power to
protect Ella from what she must have thought initially was just
another obsessive client who thought someone was special and took a
simple arrangement too far. But a few minutes into the conversation
she latches onto something in my voice and my assurances of
anonymity and my utter willingness to pass information onto Ella in
any way she sees fit - through the agency, in a letter, whatever -
and miraculously the call ends with her genuinely happy to pass my
mobile number onto Ella so that I can try to put her mind at rest
with my pledge to render her invisible on the unlikely event of
accidental contact. The call ends with the receptionist thanking me
earnestly for going to the trouble to do this: ‘not many clients
would take that trouble. Thank you. I’m sure Ella will call you
within the next couple of days’.

A genuine moment but not much absolution for
it all, is it? I swear this is getting out of hand. Call me, Ella,
please. I will explain: tell you the awful inner workings of lust,
about the web of fine blue silk which trapped us both, of my
blindness and my weakness. I will say those things and then
disappear forever. Promise.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


thank u. you r lovely and the prez
is lovely too!

hey! it’s not ur birthday yet -
that’s meant for next week. what are you - your mother??

couldn’t wait! thank you - i luv
them

cool. now get to work and get to
sleep. goodnite.

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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Dear Diary,

I’ve been neglecting you. Ten days without
rising to open this secret, to make something of this journey,
contextualize it for me and god knows who else. Ten days since A’s
last visit, an imperfect hour.

We sat, we talked. My arm was around her,
loose. Her dress was black again, little straps on her shoulders,
sweet and simple. We sat and looked over the ungentrified arse-end
of the penultimate suburb. At one stage we spied my neighbour,
half-naked, walking in his secluded garden, drink in hand, small
towel loosely around his waist. She shied away from the image:

‘God- I hope he keeps that on!’

‘You’re weird.’

‘Well... I don’t want to see his...
bits.’

Smiles, silence. She feel the weight of
it...

‘Your mind’s going a hundred miles an hour
again.’

Bullseye. I spent twenty minutes just getting
used to her being here, dumping rituals and rehearsals, trying to
get my bloody mask off. And we both spent twenty minutes in our
individual forms of clock watching; mine an awareness that I was so
foolish to go for the shorter, fortnightly visit. Seems that when I
am close to something right I try to change it, to manipulate it
for more benefit more quickly. Where is your patience now?

And the other twenty minutes, the left-overs
from this too-much-anticipated hour? It was desperation and bliss.
The desperation to find a ‘me too’ in everything the other says, to
weave a fabric out of the conversation strong enough to hold us
together when apart. It starts in the sandpit when we are very
young but it really doesn’t finish does it? And it was me trawling
her words for nodes to attach my message: ‘look how similar we are
- how similar our journeys have been - surely this is destiny!’

And what message do I find in her words, in
her? I don’t know. When I do know I will stop booking her. If I
find disinterest I will stop. If I find love I will stop. At my
best I see a love. At my worst I feel that she’s listening to hear
something which, when added to all the other parts of conversations
previously filed and filtered, added to some perceived internal
schemata will finally allow her to utter those fateful and fatal
words ‘so that’s what this is all about’.

I got to tell you Ariadne - there is no
‘all about’. ‘This’ is what this is all about, just this-
this moment, this shared space, this prize, this hour. There is no
scheme. I dare not have a scheme, can’t bear it when one arises.
Strangle it at birth. I know the beauty of a life without hope. My
wishes are innocent. I expressed one to her: the simple wish to
book her at the end of one of her nights instead of at the
beginning. The wish to take her last two hours of her night and
place them in my bed and simply sleep alongside her.

‘Your mind’s going a hundred miles an hour
again.’

‘I know. It’s hard. I don’t know... I don’t
know what the fabric is.’

And I still don’t. The man did not remove his
towel. We hugged. We moved inside. I sat in the first position; the
corner, one leg lying on the other, arm propped on a shelf - a
position to simply watch from. She sat a body width away, leaning
to me when she spoke, so relaxed. A man and a woman together:
energy, engagement, enigma.

‘I’ve got a present for you.’

She went away and she didn’t go away:

you r lovely and the prez is lovely too!

A comet’s tale of text messages at one hour
intervals lit up my bedroom. It seems I am not the only one
impatient. She didn’t stay but she didn’t go away and I was left to
learn this week’s lesson.

Freezing night, my feet ice, my blood saving
itself for some new inner need. I meditated and I froze. I went
back to bed and I froze. Eventually I made a cocoon out of a doona
and two sleeping bags, put on three layers of clothing and a thick
pair of socks and rolled myself in it all, the bulk of it
baby-comforting, the rim of it all just under my eyes. Even in
there I shivered violently. It was the shivering that released the
sleep from me, broke the spell and, at about 4am I got a couple of
precious hours.

At six I emerged from the arctic-blue,
feathered chrysalis drenched and sticky and much too hot. I looked
but I hadn’t grown any gossamer wings - no Psyche yet - still a
grub, earth-bound, but a little clearer for my time away. I had to
admit to myself that I had erred - making that suggestion about
Ariadne and I sleeping together - yes, even just sleeping together
- was a step back into the labyrinth, no matter how much I had
prettied it up with talk of intimacy as journey and assurances of
leaving her untouched. Should it happen it would be a Kelly thing,
wrought out of that other person by the power invested in me via
three hundred dollars.

And worse than that, those minutes back in
that bed with her would have reinforced my erroneous feelings about
having an actual relationship with A - waking up in the same bed
together is something lovers do, not friends. I would be buying an
ingredient for a badly drawn dream - something that distracts me
from the core of this.

And the true absurdity? I’ve already had it!
We spoke about that first magic hour now months ago, the fact that
we were both learning in those opening minutes, that something
blossomed in that hothouse and that it cannot bloom again. We
smiled at each other as only those with a shared secret, a shared
treasure can.

‘We can’t go back there, ever.’

‘I know.’

Awesome and awful. I’ve known it. I’ve known
it as surely as parents knows that the open look they see in the
eyes of a child barely six hours, six weeks or six years old
carries within it the unanswerable: unconditional love. From the
moment we see that childlook we know that it must be all downhill
from then on: we know we will disappoint them some day. We know
that their awe is too much to live up to.

Do not be scared of that look. It has to be,
and it has to be okay. And it just has to be okay for me, now, as
well. Face it - even if A and I were Perfect Lovers now, the best
lovers in the world, with no obstacles, no doubts, leaving both
Eros and Anteros asleep in their opposite corners unheeded and
unneeded, even then it would still be the case that we could still
not ever re-experience that first precious hour of ‘us’. It’s there
in the very definition: there is no second first moment, second
first kiss, another go at a first touch. Nothing blooms twice. So -
does this mean that as lovers we each only get one hour; that
first, past and future-free, golden handful of time - once? And
that we merely visit it every hour together from then on? Is this
the trap, set and sprung by you and me in one move, which assures
us of incompleteness eternal? Admit it:

‘We can’t go back there, ever.’

You know. I warned you. I warned you, dear
reader that this book would break your heart or your relationship.
I’ll admit now that, okay, I want to see you tomorrow down at the
waterline with me looking for your ‘next’ but, should this
revelation be true, should we each only get one pure hour together,
it surely is too much to bear. It surely is as sad for you as for
me in my pathetic construction of moon and money. Is this the
essence? Surely there is not just one perfect hour of each person’s
love, the rest of coupledom an enormous, misguided reclamation
exercise for the rest of their lives, or for the rest of their
lives together. Say it isn’t so. Say no aloud.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


It’s the holiday break. I’m marking my
student’s work. In their journals I read about their affairs and
their hopes. In their writing assignments I read about their hopes
and their affairs.

How is someone to mark this? Marking is
tolerable but it’s the actual assessing - choosing between 74% and
78% - that makes a mockery of these young hearts smeared on paper.
I know that, no matter what I write, this little figure is what
most students will latch onto as a measure of their self-worth -
‘is that a Distinction or a High Distinction? Yes, I know about the
well-chosen comments, might read them later, but how did I really
do?’. So I’m sniffling over their papery young skins and hoping
that the mail system has some post-911 machine for destroying
airborne viruses in the letters and suddenly a strange connection
comes to me. I will do the outrageous next week. I will walk into a
new class and say:

‘Hi. I’m your tutor. First up, I want you to
know that, at the end of this year, each and every one of you will
get a High Distinction. It’s a given, yours for free- don’t ask
why. Now all you have to do is work out what you are going to do
with me this semester.’

And then the rest will be up to them. It’ll
be great - not just because it’d be cute and generate chaos in the
class (the ones who seek overt and evident approval will scream the
loudest), not simply because it will cause controversy over that
staid campus but because, in removing this faux-goal we’ll see what
each student is really made of. And from that moment on we would
work together, that student and I, to discover how interested in
this choice to write they really are.

Later, after the usual synapse lapse (about
45 min) it dawned on me that this is the very thing that had
happened to me, back there in early March. It’s as if Ariadne had
walked in that first night and said:

‘Hi. I’m your tutor. First up, I want you to
know that, right now, you already have all the beauty you will ever
need. Every wonder is yours without effort in this initial second,
in this timeless moment, granted without load or expectation. You
are now holding one hour of a perfect relationship, a union as good
as any two people can experience. It’s a given, yours for free-
don’t ask why. Now all you have to do is work out what you are
going to do with me for the rest of your life.’

And the rest is up to me. And, just as I know
that my students would be set into a whirl with my words to them I
too have been sent into a twist by that truth declared above. For
students the worst thing they could do after my bombshell would be
to strive for a mark they already have. It would sculpt each
written piece into an image of the teacher, it places words too
carefully into sentences, sentences too carefully onto a page, one
eye looking for the fit to make the pattern to make everything
perfect for the judging Other.

And the worst thing I can do now in my
personal tutelage is also to strive for the very thing I already
have - an intimacy I have been given, that which is and will always
be with me. It is mine. I have it. I just need to open my eyes and
make time meaningless, join the past with the future. I know I have
already achieved one of these two.

Sitting there, marking those papers, I knew
that wanting to share a bed with A again was striving for this, a
re-incarnation of an intimacy thought lost. Worse: it was
attempting to incarnate it by hiring Kelly to do the job for me,
just when I thought I had successfully convinced Ariadne to leave
her, leave that girl made of flesh at the door each visit. It’s
ironic that at times I see Ariadne as the one who needs to invoke
Kelly when it’s convenient for her safety or anonymity, or just as
someone to place between Ariadne and another to get through the
minute or the night. In actual fact, in asking for this so-called
‘wish’, to lie together again (to live a lie together again) I have
been the one guilty of keeping Kelly on tap as a trump card. I have
been the one bringing her in from the cold and putting her in my
bed so I can fantasize a little longer about an intimacy that
cannot be revisited. If there is intimacy to come with A it will
come out of what we have, and it will come in other forms- sans
bed, sans skin. It has already appeared, a minute at a time; a
visit, a word, a silence, a smile.

So I guess that explains the feeling that
comes in the door with Ariadne each time. At the outset, each time,
it feels as if I am the one doing the visiting: I’m visiting the
grave of someone lost to me now. As she enters I come to a place
where someone lies and I know that I can’t hold her any more and I
know that I can’t touch her any more and it doesn’t feel good for a
minute. For a while I know I am talking to her and that she is
answering but who knows how much of that is real?

It’s coming true. I am being made to live by
my words. And it’s cute to give that freedom to students, to take
their approval blanket away and see what happens. You know I didn’t
do it - I didn’t give them that freedom. Freedom is scary; freedom
to act truly independently is a core, primal fear and the task of
beating it is a task for me, not for my students.

Shams said ‘now you must live what you know’
and it’s coming true. And, just as the students who live to seek
overt and evident approval would scream the loudest at me, so do I
scream at A when I cannot obtain feedback on the progress I seek in
this, my personal two semesters of growth. She sits, black dress.
We talk the universe into being. We make an enigma - no English
word seems to cover it. But still I want this person to tell me I’m
okay. I want to work towards that approval, that reward. Instead I
have been allowed the reward to keep and every few weeks I face
someone who will mark me forever but not assess me for a moment,
someone unwilling to go for the easy, mutually pleasing,
complimentary moment. This is Shams’s message made real, and living
up to his ideal - her ideal - is the bit I’m finding hardest of
all.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


happy birthday young woman. look
after yourself today

thank u - i will. the girls are
taking me to the pub!

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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Today’s stone has the mark of three upon its
forehead. Today’s stone is the last calcified tear fallen from a
hundred foot Buddha. Today’s stone is an active verb. Today’s stone
is the world-worn-weary single remaining physical manifestation of
a green/grey castle that dominated these shores long, long ago.
Today’s stone is the dormant embryo of that castle to come. Today’s
stone can not be measured in just three dimensions. Today’s stone
is a drop of the Moon, the seed of the Earth. Today’s stone is
Uluru with a little more presence and just one tourist. Today’s
stone is a silent story. Today’s stone contains the curly hand of a
Leunigtic using a thumbnail dipped in coffee - something lies just
inside it- a tiny, sleeping griffin. Today’s stone has the mark of
Swoosh, the Nike goddess in the grey of my hair along one edge.
When held against the red dawn and turned slowly today’s stone will
in one second delineate for the viewer the shape and size of his
own personal nucleus and in the next the exact curve on the nose of
the TGV leaving Marseilles for Montparnasse right now. Today’s
stone is sedimentary. Today’s stone is serenity. Today’s stone is
small. Today’s stone is small enough to be the proton pill of
patience. I could swallow it - it’s that small. I’m swallowing it
now. It’s in me. It’s being digested by the acid-wash of acid paper
in the deep belly of this body of work. It is in this page now. It
is this word- stone.

I sit and hold it, you sit and read. Mark the
difference- do not mistake one for the other. Do not assume that
experience can be taught, transposed, transported or transmitted -
it is our greatest western mistake. I can only offer, only share,
tease your neurons into imagery- your imagery, not mine. That’s the
beauty of it all.

Last night we shared, Ariadne and I. No
detail available. Suffice it to say that I slept afterwards. Is
that good enough? Do we have a code by now, you and I, reader -
something unspoken by which I can assume you know how well things
went from my bedroom barometer? If we do I can tell you that I
slept about six hours last night. I do know Ariadne would be
pleased to hear this. The last time we met - the flawed evening
before the night of the failed chrysalis - I said she was losing
her power over me. It was a joke but like so many jokes it
contained a stone of truth, a stone which has to work its way right
through your digestive system before you can feel normal again. I
feel normal again.

Would she be pleased to know that I slept
well after she left me alone last night, that there really is no
power? Perhaps - she has enough power games to contend with as a
young woman in the world, and as a lust-object (or worse: a
gosh-object) in a stranger’s bedroom five nights a week.
Maybe right here we approach each other in something approximating
a no-power situation, a powerless situation, just coming together
to share that Nothing. I think we are getting close to it- two
hours closer to it last night. There were silences but we are still
at that point where silence is stillness, good, where silence means
us no harm; a neutral, mutual mark signifying union rather than
division, presence rather than absence. Still, good. Where is that
fine line - that watershed - between that white silence and the
silence of a love defeated by words and habit and time? When does
‘our’ silence become ‘my’ and ‘her’ silence? Currently our
netherland keeps this at bay.

Our netherland is sixteen hours old now. It
won’t be long until we get to that unspoken landmark of every
relationship; our first full day without sex. I figure it’ll be
some night in mid September when we hit it - bad for those who
track the decline of passion, good for me. We speak. I remember
thinking that at times it seems that, at her core, she’s a very
simple person with a frightening level of naivety. It makes you
just want to enfold her. Maybe I’m enfolding her within these
pages, her black/white wings stilled for you to hold right now.

I spoke to a fisherman today, just before
dawn. He stood at the shore as I approached. He reeled in a large
salmon on an invisible line. With little hesitation he took the
hook out of the salmon’s mouth, moved forward a couple of steps,
bent down and gave the fish back its freedom.

‘Why did you do that? Was it too small?’

‘Nah - that one would have been legal. No, I
don’t eat them, I just throw them back. Just here for the fun of
it.’

He’s not alone in this. Somewhere out there
are hundreds of fish given their lives back. They carry the
stigmata of freedom, a scar on their cheeks, a sign that they were
hooked once. William Blake would have been proud of this man in the
surf:

He who binds to himself a joy

Does the winged life destroy;

But he who kisses the joy as it flies

Lives in Eternity’s sun rise.

Fair enough, but presently I feel I am
hosting a tag-team wrestling match within. In the white corner sits
Blake and the Buddhists (cheered on by Sting) - those who would
encourage me to let Ariadne go, to free myself of this and all
desire. Ariadne is there in trackies, holding Buddha’s towel. In
the black corner sits Rumi (cheered on by the Beatles). Shams is
his water boy. Rumi believes in love as action - his call on this
moment:

What place for patience? For if patience were the
world encircling Mount Qaf

It would become annihilated like snow by the sun of
separation.

Blake and the Buddhist tell me that release
is the greater good. Rumi clung to Shams, taking every available
minute from his amazing find, his tormentor and mentor in one, his
personal conduit to another existence within, saying:

Not only the thirsty seeks the water

But the water seeks the thirsty as well.

And it seems as if she does. Ariadne spoke of
this for the first time last night: saying that she gains something
from these sessions, from what I say, how I may reflect on her
life, or mine, or on what is happening as we sit together. I don’t
seek to have this happen. I’ve told her she is not my ‘project’,
that instead I see myself as the clay, as the student for a change,
but it seems as if some good is running in each direction and I
have to admit I was glad to hear it. Like me, she uses meditation
and that time spent away from the ‘us’ as a way to put a shape into
what occurs in each visit. Like me she writes about it
afterward.

So maybe the time away, as difficult as it
is, is a valuable part of all this, maybe it’s not right to cling
like Rumi and it’s not right to merely ‘kiss the joy as it flies’,
to let her go. Maybe the whole damn wrestling ring is wrong and I’m
thrown back on my own philosophy again. And my resources - amongst
all of this is the cold fact that I literally cannot afford to be
little-rumi: I don’t have the money, or the courage to ask for this
of little-sham. For now, there has to be a gap.

Certainly the time away allows for mental
digestion, re-tracking the mind to accommodate the new. Last time
we met I told A that I was getting lost again, that I didn’t know
‘what the fabric is’. I meant that I didn’t have a name for the
material we were part of now, or were walking on, or weaving with
our very lines of words and images as we spoke. In readings since
then I found these lines from the great physicist Richard
Feyman:

Nature uses only the longest threads to weave
her patterns, so each small piece of her fabric reveals the
organisation of the entire tapestry.

I know- too many quotes, too many rhetorical
questions do not satisfy you, dear writing/reading companion.
Believe me, they do not satisfy me either. I have to read a lot of
material, sit through a lot of tutorial presentations, and I know
that each such writing device is the flaccid arsenal of the student
presentation (or academic lecture), the fast food of journal and
opinion writing - a little too pleasant, too easy to digest, and
with the lingering aftertaste of feeling nutritionally cheated. So:
something braver- a certainty of this particular second in this
particular universe: I know now that being lost for a while is
good. I accept it. Being confused by not knowing the outcome, or
even the next moment of a process is good. Not to know the name of
the fabric is good. Rest, you wrestlers. Sit down, Sting, John,
Paul: I will not listen to Hey Jude for a while, just Let
It Be.

‘I put your present on a shelf in the sun
where it catches the light. I see it every day. I researched it on
the web- had to get to a computer in a library. I get it now - it’s
like me, isn’t it?’

‘How was your birthday?’ I’m learning not to
answer questions too. I turn back from the stereo to see that
Ariadne has poured herself a glass of water. ‘I was thinking of
booking you.’

‘You shouldn’t have. Took the night off. I
went to the movies with a girlfriend from work.’

I sit, first positions again. Her face is lit
by a dying candle; eyes dark, active.

‘No pub?’

‘No pub.’ She puts the glass down, looks at
it, then at me. ‘I don’t like the way the girls are when we go out
together. They joke about our other names... get too drunk... call
me ‘Kelly’ in front of others. Stupid stuff.’

‘What movie did you see?’

It was Shrek 2. She loved the donkey- the
philosophy of the onion analogy... layers... always somewhere more
to go.

I don’t know the name of that fabric which
wraps us. I really don’t. And here is this week’s Weird Thing: I am
finding that feeling in other places. I had cause to go back to my
old house, the family home for decades, that place I helped build
and maintain. It’s the X’s now - that’s cool, she’s earned it (let
it go, gentlemen).

So I sat on the familial couch and we talked,
the X and the I and, for the first time since our divorce, I felt
immense compassion for her as we gently compared notes on all the
newness. And, for the first time in many years I wanted to touch
her hand. And I wanted to stand and hold her for a minute or so,
feel her, hope that she felt me, that everything was okay, or at
least approaching okay- that everything was at least better than it
was in those silent and angry years of the mismanagement of
communication and care.

And I realised that I couldn’t do that:
Please Do Not Touch. I may be able to touch her again someday. I
used to be able to bring some comfort and share some warmth in a
better version of silence. But, right then, that second, given the
left-over emotion she still contained, I had no right to go there-
to the personal/sensual domain, to do that any more. And when X
went to answer the phone I took a piece of paper out of my pocket
and wrote ‘this fabric is gone too - I have no context. I am
frayed’.

In that past-life room I was myself, more
than ever before, but with no ability to touch, to reach deeper. We
create a context called ‘being married’. Instead of weaving our own
pattern and colour, our own unique texture - we buy an existing
fabric called ‘marriage’. Of course, at the time you think yours is
yours alone but the problem is that others, perhaps even the Other,
will see it as off-the-shelf, just like their own, and that, given
enough time, you will question whether you bought something
second-hand, something your parents once owned - the last thing you
ever wanted.

But we do it- people still do. It’s
formalised in paper - a certificate on day one and a joint
Christmas card each year from then on - and the rules are set, the
fabric has been decided on by that very act, that very name. It’s a
safe fabric, a safety net, a safe relationship position, for a
while anyway. Now it’s gone, a good thing for us, for her, for me.
But, that afternoon, the resulting vacuum spread into every corner
of my visit. I felt thirsty but had no right to get myself a glass
of water. I had to wait for her to offer coffee or tea or wine. I
know where they all are - the tea bags, the coffee machine - but
they are all lost to me now. To ask for a drink of water. We
discussed getting some take-away food in for us with the caution of
strangers, perhaps of us a quarter of a century ago, as if we
didn’t know what we liked by now.

In truth we didn’t. Two new, or renewing
people were facing each other. When she did make coffee she asked
me how many sugars I took. I watch as she put the kettle on. I
bought that kettle twenty years back. I can’t even touch that
kettle any more. In this sense I entered that house as Ariadne must
enter mine, waiting for whatever I choose to offer her for her
comfort; words, water.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




‘What’s that?’

‘What?’

‘How long have you had
that?’

‘Forever.’

‘Crap. I haven’t seen it.’

‘It’s always been there. Just took
someone with a needle to bring it to the surface.’

‘You are so full of shit. Turn this
way, keep still. What is it?’

‘Can’t you tell?’

‘Yeah. There’s a letter in it. Is it
someone?’

‘Yeah.’

‘Who is she?’

‘How do you know it’s a
she?’

‘Duh! Is she still
around?’

‘No.’

‘Oh. Is she dead?’

‘No.’

‘What? Why is that funny?’

‘She’ll never be dead.’

 


 


-~~~~-
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Seven Signs of Aging for the Adult Western
Male:

1. Bad Preening. Get rid of those hairs which erupt
out of mysterious places. It hurts, but women have been doing it
for you since they were eleven. It is possible to control your
eyebrows! Hint for shaving - wear your glasses!!

2. Humming along with music. And that goes for doing
the bass notes vocally or nasally as well, especially if the music
is classical. As for slapping your knees in time...

3. Listening to just one radio station. Open your
ears. You spent twenty years informing your kids about music - now
it’s their turn.

4. Sitting up the front of the bus..

5. Misplaced Anger.

6. Motorbike/4WD

7. Tattoo.

A person’s true age is shown by where they
sit on the bus. I’m sitting about half way down making wiggly and
insubstantial notes in a book which at other times had loftier
ideals. I’ve got my earbuds in but keep the music down to listen to
a conversation behind me: a couple of girls- one is trying to get
the other to give up smoking. Forget it. If I was writing one of
those Hillman/Celestine Self-Help tomes which purport to hold all
things metaphysical in Nine Neat Insights I swear that the first
insight on the trail to enlightenment for you to discover would be
One Person Cannot Make Another Person Stop Smoking. Dwell on this
one and you can write the other eight insights yourself. Use the
margins if needed.

Full of advice today. Come on, you know you
want it. You’re soliciting. Just as a tarot reader knows that the
moment you part the curtains to her sanctum half the work has been
done for her so too does a bookseller understand that anyone who
rings that little bell over their door is similarly looking for
some overlay to make sense of their life. Perhaps all books are
Self-Help. Perhaps Giving Unsolicited Advice should be in that list
of aging signs listed above. Scratch out one of your choice and
write it in - I can’t be bothered. I know this is not Art.

I know this is not Art for two reasons.
Firstly, I heard Life Matters on ABC a couple of days ago. Advice
to ABC producers: if you’re going to make a program about the 12
million visits to brothels in Australia every year at least record
the conversations well enough for us all to hear while we are doing
the dishes. And give the presenter’s task to someone who has worked
in the sex industry, not someone with old feminist (read ‘family’)
values to push. Sorry- you thought you were being sympathetic to
the men interviewed (a problem from the outset) but you have no
idea what your voice, your inflection, the very phrasing of your
questions carried within it.

I guess that’s got Misplaced Anger covered.
I’m angry because the interview snatches which were chosen for us
to hear and the questions laid within them made the men look stupid
or naive or weak. We get enough of that on television. You know I
would have settled for foolish. My anger is misplaced because my
real angst lies in the fact that, after finishing the dishes that
morning I felt that what I’m doing with Ariadne is so ordinary.

So many men. So many men and, yes, they get
those precious mobile phone number from their girls and even meet
them and fix their cars and computers as favours and try to take
the whole thing somewhere else and foolishly call it a
relationship. The only difference is that instead of taking this
girl to Vanuatu I’ve taken her into the covers of a book, and even
that is not very original. And they loose the fabric too, loose
their way. Someone fixing a working girl’s computer in her house
reached for her hand afterwards and she asked ‘what are you doing?’
and he realised he was out of context, out of his depth and ran
straight back to that room in that massage parlour, the room where
all the rules are clear - ran back to a place where there was no
chance of ever hearing that line again - ‘what are you
doing?’.

And I stood at the sink and thought what I’m
doing is simply relationships on trainer wheels, a few moves
thought brave but made cowardly when executed above a net knitted
from fifty dollar notes, the real fabric. I thought the whole thing
as it stands simply an expensive exercise in the avoidance of
rejection. There- I’ve said it.

It was one of those days (and I have at least
one a month) when I was absolutely dead certain that I would never
call that number again - that this is all stupid. A day later, a
walk later, a meditation later I was a bit clearer. Most of our
lives is the avoidance of rejection; we are so shit scared of it.
What those men on the radio, in the brothels, enjoy - what they pay
for - is a context where all rules are set out. The program got
that much right. Even if it changes from girl to girl there is a
formality of associations which comes with the territory, the
purchase of a context for what happens next. From that moment on
there is an enactment of roles. But that is our current Western
life, our current Western mantra: Name It And You Know It. What has
happened between Ariadne and I has taken even that system apart.
From my glorious moment of impotence and A’s response to it we lost
the one remaining nameable role we had. We gave away even the
basest context for our interaction - an Escort being with a Client
- leaving a black hole into which everything goes unfiltered and
without a known.

Every interaction in life has a Form Guide,
usually placed by society in a name- Teacher, Uncle, Lover, Ex,
Friend, Dad, Client. When we know what we are to each other we can
don the right clothes and keep our words marshalled in the
appropriate areas of conversation. In moments in which we feel
ourselves to be context-free we rush towards something certain,
something named (‘do you want to go out with me?). We do it so we
can think inside that square for a while; it’s easier, a lot less
to negotiate. For Ariadne and I there is nothing - a scary nothing
- right now. Nothing right now. Some routine, some money but I am
none of those things, those names to her, she is still a mystery to
me.

So this is limbo- there, I’ve named it. But I
suppose this word, once terrifying (the place where you don’t
‘belong’ a place ‘between’) is something I’m getting used to. And
for now, for now, it’s a tiny spot between all known roles and
expectations - a couple of people sitting among the labelled boxes
in the little space we have left. We don’t know what we are doing.
I swear I don’t know where it’s going but, fully clothed, we sit
naked together and see where it takes us. So I figure not knowing
what the fabric is, who you are for this moment, is the braver
position: brave and rare. Try it sometime. Next time you meet
someone new at a party see how long you go without context. From my
experience there is one minute of grace before someone will say
‘what do you do?’ (read: ‘what are you? (Re-read: ‘what are you to
me’)). Ariadne and I are stretching that moment, that eternal
second for as long as we can. In this sense each visit is like a
meditation, stretching the now. And, right now, right now, it can
only be experienced here - the planet we have created which is
neither her nor me can only be explored in this room.

A non-conversation, this never happened,
perhaps on the beach, walking - say dusk. Add some visuals yourself
but listen...

SHE: ‘You’re down.’

HE: ‘Yeah. I just heard a program on the radio about
prostitutes and their men. They make 12 million visits a year.
We’re a walking cliche.’

SHE: ‘Really?’

HE: ‘Yeah. I’m certainly not the only one to try to
take this thing elsewhere and you’re not the only one to hand over
a mobile number. It’s everywhere, this extra stuff, the
talking...’

SHE: ‘So you think you’re a cliche?’

HE: (vehemently) ‘Yes!’

SHE: ‘You think I’m a cliche?’

HE: (makes him think) ‘No.’

SHE: ‘But you think we’re a cliche.’

(pause)

There’d be a bloody big (pause) at this
point. In this non-world he may reach for her non-hand before they
walk on, leaving just one set of footprints in the sand.

The second reason I know this is not Art is
because I went to see The Impressionists exhibition. Overheard in
the queue- mother to teenage daughter:

‘We thought we might sell your body and pay
for our overseas holiday.’

‘Don’t think so.’

What do they know of what is coming. She was
quite beautiful but somehow, everyone looks more beautiful at an
art gallery. I must admit that I spent the first half-hour looking
at the people, just as seductive as the works on offer from Paris.
I take some notes - never really off the job - and a guard comes
close enough to see what I’m doing. It’s illegal to sketch in here
so he’s pleased to see mere words on my scrap of paper.

Inevitably, almost an hour gone, I end up in
front of Starry Night Over The Rhone. Tears climb up to my eyes and
beg to be released. This work reduces me and my work as it elevates
and encourages my body and mind to reach and embrace whatever is
asking within. I stand for half an hour bathed in this pure blue
madness. Then I sit and allow people between it and I to reveal
portions of the canvas to me by the mere random movement of their
bodies. A woman sits close. Without looking at her I say ‘is it
enough to know that it exists?’ I stand up and look into Vincent’s
face one more time. Tears are behind his eyes as well - how else
does one explain that spark surrounding each star when you finally
do look up again? The couple with no faces look back at me. They
seem in a hurry to get themselves out of this picture, their backs
to the starlight and water.

The guard standing right next to his million
dollar charge cannot even glance at the work at his side. His job
is to look at us. The aim of the Impressionists was to render not
the landscape but the sensation produced by the landscape so I
figure that this guard is able to take their ideal one step further
- on us he is able to see not the impressionist artwork but the
sensation produced by the artwork. I am looking at him getting his
art off our faces. We are his art now, as he is mine, three steps
removed from banks of the Rhone: post-post impressionism. Three
more of these steps on the trail from pure reality to pure
sensation and we are in that pure psychosis of Art or, if we take a
wrong turn, we may find ourselves in the land of Stephen
Hawkins.

His books are not Art either. His book are
not even read. Is a book still a book if it is not read? Is
possession of the Art enough? Hawkins made $10M on that basis, and
now he’s changed his mind: apparently Black Holes could contain
their past- not all stars are destined to merely obliterate the
experiences of those they have given life to. Go Stephen. Go
Stephen and Vincent. Rave on.

No Moon in Vincent’s blue world- must have
been a night of the New Moon. Somewhere in Melbourne there’s a
woman wondering what the fuck I was talking about on that gloomy,
starry Sunday. It came from me as an involuntary utterance:

‘Is it enough to know that it exists?’

That afternoon I spent an hour with Starry
Night Over The Rhone. To spend longer I would have to pay again. To
own it is out of the reach of most mortals. The small sign next to
it said it had been a gift to the Musee d’Orsay from some couple.
It must be hard to let go of something so beautiful. I imagine that
couple console themselves with the thought that the ownership of
beauty is a crime against the world, and that they know that every
day this work of passion is somewhere where someone will discover
the beauty in it and, through it, discover the beauty hidden within
themselves.
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Dear Reader,

I see you’ve just graduated to a capital ‘R’-
no less than you deserve. You are the only one keeping me going at
present. You are the sole soul entering my room, sitting close,
looking me in the eye, taking my cold hand into yours and asking:
‘how is the book going?’ I am in that lowest point between A’s
visits- two weeks down and two to go, the nadir, the apogee, the
black hole which contains the unmapped memory of some experience
somewhere but nothing, nothing else. I couldn’t afford two hours
with her mid-month this time - a constant velocity joint in the car
making that decision for me - and I know better by now than to
settle for that mindfuck of just one hour so I will wait. To wait.
I don’t know what a constant velocity joint is but I think I could
use one right now. This is not easy.

You are the only one urging me out of bed
before dawn, to do my duty, to see what pours out of my cold
fingers today. I’m not expecting much. Cut to the chase: into my
personal black hole came some woman, number 10 of 12, gift of the
second full moon, the blue moon in July. I needed her as sexual
relief, as paid companion, as ECT. I needed her to put a soft grey
mask over my eyes, a leather strap between my teeth, to clamp her
hands tightly on both sides of my brain - the male and female
hemispheres both - to say ‘clear!’ and cast Ariadne away for a
while with a flash of pure white interior light.

I’ve got to tell you none of these things
happened. On that second July moon, last Friday, I probably spent
more on phone calls than on what was to be the cheapest fuck I
could find, the cheapest sex I’ve ever had. I changed my mind three
times and in those gaps of deep uncertainty, in trying to get value
for little money, I lost girls who were sold off to more certain or
better healed or more drunken men in other parts of the city. I’d
never been put on hold as often before. Girls went out as I held
onto the line (no piped music, just the receptionist on another
phone asking the businessman if he was on a mobile and asking him
too to wait as a third phone is answered.)

When some woman finally arrived she informed
me that no-one knows where this Room Of Phones actually is. None of
the girls meet the receptionist (in this case a man, the owner) and
that he simply relies on the drivers to rate the girls out of ten
and provide descriptions to him, something quick to use to woo
clients like me. She also told me this invisible man pays the girls
the best rate, has the best drivers and that his girls are the best
girls.

She was wrong. Either that or the drivers are
going blind. Either that or the receptionist/owner lied to me. Yes,
I think that’s the likely correct answer. I don’t think it’s worth
me ringing him up to suggest that the clients do the rating from
now on because he’s already got my money, having done his job well
and probably thinking that she did hers well too. Clinically, he
was right- she managed to make sperm come out of my penis after a
half hour, popped in and out of the shower in a jiff and was back
in the ‘best’ car with the ‘best’ driver on her way into the blue
moon night with time to spare. Maybe he does have the best girls,
by some crude definition.

You read right - I came again. That’s two out
of ten. No white light in the mind but, hey - I should be a happy
man - them’s the rules, right? She was so proud of herself: ‘told
you I could do it. Don’t like people saying that they can’t - take
it as a challenge’. Two times now. And - bonus! - it was almost a
‘foreplay-free zone’ - just the way she likes it. She likes not to
like it.

Face it, M. Reader, she was a whore. Look it
up- it’s the right word. The women reading this are nodding more
than the men at the moment. She was a whore, and a lying whore at
that:

‘No good doing that. My nipples are
completely numb. It’s because my boobs are so big - they’ve got no
feeling at all in them, nothing in the nipples at all. Same down
there - nothing. The legs, the fanny - I get nothing from them
anymore, no sensation at all. You’re not doing anything for
me.’

‘Really? That’s so weird. I’ll do it for me
then. I’ll pretend it’s working. It turns me on to think that.’

Yes, there’s still someone out there who uses
the word ‘fanny’. But you know what? Despite that Do Not Disturb
warning I continued on the hormone trail and, Lo!, the nipples
responded and why shouldn’t they? She hadn’t had breast
enlargement, she certainly wasn’t too young for the connection to
be in place so I figure they were probably normal and soon the
evidence was rising in living 3D in front of my eyes. And I thought
why the fuck should I make my interest abundantly clear with an
erection - my gift to her sexuality - when she goes to so much
trouble to hide or avoid any interest on her body’s part? Answer:
because it’s all about power. What she was really saying was: ‘you
have no power over me’. And I worked that skin at the upper thigh
so nicely - there’s something to be said for being married a long
time - and when I finally made it into her she was hot and wet and
I was glad. Fuck you with your disinterest in conversation and
sensation and real penetration. Fuck you with your ‘best girls’
talk. Just fuck you. And I did. And I came. And she was gone.

Little did you know that not wanting to be
turned on was the biggest turn on you had in your limited arsenal -
far outweighing even the DD breasts and all that cheap eye makeup.
Little did you know that the core attraction was in your
unwillingness to be anything but a hole for me. You see - we take
it as a challenge too. Memo to whores: when it’s all about power
for you it’s all about power for us as well (Cc: anorexics).

But I know she won. She knows she won. Love
is not a battlefield but sex is. She got what she wanted- visible
sperm in a little rubber bag and invisible self- esteem and money,
and time to spare. And she thinks that I got what I wanted (men are
so simple). But in truth I got nothing. I was offered one thing:
her cunt (thanks, Henry- exactly the right word). It’s a hole in a
woman. We all came from it and, last Friday I was allowed to put a
small part of myself back into it. I was offered a hole, a negative
space, a nothing - just more blackness and absence when I already
had enough of it, thanks. I was offered a hole to put myself into
for a while and I took it. I didn’t want to climb into her cunt I
wanted to climb into her eyes, her ears, her nose, dammit - into
the pores of her skin, any way in, deep into her, deep into her
DNA. But I took the offer and in that way she knows she won but, if
there had been any conversation about this the next day - and there
never is - I would be able to say that I scored. What a fucking
mess fucking is.

The light crept up on me while I was typing
just now. All is calm, all is blue; pre-dawn hush and cool. There
was vague, semi-conscious lightning last night, distant neurons in
a distant hemisphere flashing dully and silently in a dirty,
light-rust grey/grey galvanised sky. Now, in the west, a full, pure
white moon hangs, yearning for Earth. Fingers of mauve cloud mark
its passage down and their passage across the end of the pickininni
dawn. Time for that orb to go. As usual, daylight will overtake it
before it reaches the horizon. As usual the sun will trump its
closure. The all-conquering sun.

Dear Reader, dear capital R, want to know
something really stupid? I was actually seriously considering
calling Ella this time - that student from last month. She hasn’t
called me back about us potentially sharing a uni campus and even
though that fact concerned me for a while I’m fine with it now. She
must have worked it out for herself too - perhaps finding my
timetable on the web and avoiding those rooms and corridors if
that’s important to her. Maybe she knows I left a message for her,
maybe she doesn’t care. But in thinking this close encounter
through over the past month, reliving that hour with her, I gotta
tell you she has made me come more often than Powerwoman above. And
it felt better. For reasons I don’t have to explain Ella had all
the right ingredients for Male Relaxation fantasy, at least for
this male She’s been strangely hard to forget; that furtive,
juvenile hour, that awkward conversation, that tidy body. I know
she’s still working for her agency. I hope she’s still at uni - I
would hate to be the agent of that sort of career change. So I was
so close to ringing her again but we have a pact, do we not, you
and I? An agreement: twelve girls in twelve months. No-one comes
back.

Oh, that’s right: someone did come back,
didn’t she? And here’s the stupid bit: the reason I didn’t go for a
re-run of the doubly-illicit almost-teen thrill of Ella, the real
reason I didn’t make half a dozen student fantasies manifest last
Friday with a guaranteed, cute (petite!) 19 year old from two
lecture rooms down the hall from mine was not because I was
concerned about that ‘shared campus’ situation or the fact that it
didn’t go that well with her last time. The real reason I didn’t
get Ella back for a second visit - Jesus, I can’t bare to say it -
was because I felt that in doing so I would be disloyal to Ariadne.
I had the strange feeling that making this allowance for someone
else, to break that rule again, would be a form of betrayal.

Consider this- how am I travelling? What is
wrong with this picture? What is wrong with this man? I pay Ariadne
well. I don’t have sex with her any more. She has sex with probably
thirty men a week and must enjoy some of them. And when I can
afford to do likewise I book others girls mindful of a twisted
version of a loyalty that I can’t even experience outside of this
room.

Betrayal is pure spiritual-growth hormone,
the mainline, the hard stuff. It’s the essence of hurt, to be used
for the most immediate form of growth, if you can stand it. Nobody
wants to face that painful road. We prefer anger or revenge or even
the denial of our own emotions to admitting actually being betrayed
by someone. Nobody wants to visit the ruins of something built out
of the left-overs of their trust, to sift through the rubble and
find pieces we can still use and value.

I’m aware that I will sometimes construct
situations to tease out and shyly court this possibility, a dilute
version of this venom. I know I have done so in the past - seeking
out the faux-fall to gain sympathy or warmth or another cloying
acknowledgment for my efforts in some worthy area. And even now I
get the feeling that I’m not as concerned about betraying Ariadne
as I am about self-betrayal: making the whole experience into a
‘nothing but’, finding some of those easier excuses for what Jung
cruelly calls Inauthentic Suffering.

Am I trawling for disappointment here too? Is
this the core ‘nothing but’ which I deny, that all this angst is
nothing but an exercise for a book now? That this is nothing but an
excuse to channel hurt and confusion into one activity, into one
person, to keep myself from admitting that I am actually
suffering?

Currently I am the last to admit that I am
hurting because of the loss of what was left of my relationship. In
this way we are too similar, Ariadne and I. She was so stoic about
the boy who stood her up in Kirra. On that walk that night, the
moon absent, my parental care crudely formed into a question:

‘How do you feel about it?’

Her walk slowed so I could catch up. She was
wearing a top normally reserved for one of my daughters-
underdressed, under prepared for a beach walk. She was wearing that
woolen top but even though she was lit only by starlight I could
tell that she was hugging herself, my job.

‘It’s okay. At least we didn’t have long
together, just a few hours, really. That’s a good thing.’

A line thrown into the edge of the sea. And I
am so stoic about a quarter century of marriage. Currently I’m sure
that what I feel for her could equally easily be seen by her as
nothing but the trailing end of that hurt, or the necessary
blossoming of a new heart for a new situation, as anything but an
authentic emotion or a passion worth following.
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I stepped into solid air. I actually hit
that membrane between the inner and the outer, between the warmth
of the lodge and the real world. It made me sway a little; three
hours sleep obviously hadn’t been nearly enough to exorcise the
excess of alcohol taken on board the night before. The spirits were
still in there. I turned to look back at the main room. Most of the
students had abandoned the idea of sleeping in the bunks days ago,
Chad (obscenely long blonde hair, permanent raw goatee,
body-of-the-still-young, a bully beloved by all things male and
female) was the first to move out, refusing the bunks from day one,
‘This mattress smells like shit. I’m not sleeping here’.

It couldn’t have been the mattress because
within a day he had dragged it into the main room. And others
joined the mattress mutiny night by night, creating a sea of red
sleeping bags and chip packets and damp clothing. Didn’t want to
tell him he wasn’t unique. Didn’t want to tell him it happens every
year. Makes you wonder why they make bunks, or drying rooms -
wishful thinking. I didn’t even argue with them this year - I’m not
that person any more. There’s a fire in the main room and you can’t
argue with a fire. Or Chad.

I looked back at the rolling mass of young
humanity, the future as a shapeless, still unconscious amalgam,
about a third too many to be legally housed in this building, much
less this room, they having been procured from the village to the
east where the entire lodge populace seemed to have been male,
seemingly booked out by a police academy and a seminary. They were
seduced by our better sound system and a better taste in music and
Genny Palmer and a couple of others. They were so glad to discover
my charges on Tuesday- and mine, mostly girls, were glad as well.
Don’t know about Chad. Yes I do - tell you later...

‘Will you fucking shut the fuckin’ door!’

Sorry. I had no idea anyone was conscious. No
more dwelling on the threshold. My eyes have chosen the wrong film
stock for this level of light today. The airlock framed a vertical
blue/monochrome postcard. Someone had left the outer door open. I
can’t ascertain if any of the personal gear was missing - the hired
stuff being left locked in the bus. Mine was there, that’s all that
mattered. I dug it out of the small, internal snowdrift with my
bare hands - the gloves were in there somewhere, damp - and stepped
into the cold.

It’s a Sunday- the last day. No lifts are
running yet. Even if they should be they wouldn’t be because I
think at least one of the lifties is stuck in the red sea back in
the lodge, either that or one of my girls has been given an
official LIFT CREW jacket. But that’s okay - today I’m only going
down. Today I do the run past the three car parks. Not an official
run really but one we don’t tell the uni kids about because of the
troublesome edges and deceptively thin snow in sections. It’s
unmarked, messy and severely downhill - Kosciuszko’s little sisters
to the right, an occasional abyss full of 4WDs and Mercs to the
left. Some of the lifties snowboard it to get back to the village
at the end of their day - that’s how I heard about it. I saw one of
them do it in near total darkness three years ago- a magic sweep of
spirit and snow in that paracontrolled fall that no skier can
approximate. I spoke to her about it the next day. She smiled when
I said I’d like to do that: ‘that’s what they all say’. Don’t know
where she is now.

It’s the last day here and my last year of
doing this so the time has come. I have no idea how I’m going to
get back up, a bus perhaps? A friendly Merc? I can’t get my fingers
working but eventually I am ready. Just enough light in the sky to
render everything below the tree line darker than it should be. It
should worry me but it doesn’t. I try the spit test - nothing - but
I don’t think it’s meant to be used in times when your jaw is
locked up with the cold. Some of the areas I will travel into won’t
reveal themselves until I am right on them - that’s okay, I’ll keep
the speed down.

Push off. It’s easier than I thought. It’s
what they would call a powder morning - more suited to the
snowboards than skis but this is okay. Why is it that every time I
jump in the deep end I find it is the shallow end? I take a couple
of windlips and it pushes my speed. I’m taking every curve wider
now, angles change as I allow the flow from dark canopy to pale
light and back, the changes of light fucking with my peripheral
vision and my alpha waves. There’s real speed now - the snow
crystals whispering ‘Go’ as they line up to intersect with my skis.
I can see the left hand edge of this unmarked course, a black
sine-wave of emptiness. Beyond it is the deep, and edges that are
uncharted and but I don’t care - something has taken over. I want
to see the cars, to be able to say I saw them below me. Each turn
I’m moving closer to the edge. There is no peripheral vision now.
I’ve stopped thinking about how to turn. I’ve stopped thinking
about the consequence of gravity- I feel it can’t hurt me now, and
something in me has given over to it .

For five minutes I am stolen away by the task
that is no longer is a task, stolen away by my own body. I am
simply part of the landscape - its movement and my movement the
same dangerous dance. I ski on in the sure knowledge that at some
stage I’m going to have a serious tumble but in the unsure
knowledge that it’s not now, not now, not now, not now. The
snow hisses: conquered, angry, compliant, yielding. It yields more
than I expected, and supports me more than I expected. The five
minutes is twenty minutes is gone.

I would have crashed happily, laughing as I
did that night with Cathy. Someone would have had to look down on
me and ask ‘did you find that amusing?’ But I didn’t crash. When
reason took over again in the form of a looming lodge I realised
that I was out of snow and out of breath and had dead hands and a
frozen smile. And I knew that I wouldn’t be able to tell anyone
about this and make it sound right. I was too involved to write or
to plan to write- too involved to be anything but a person in
movement.

Books tell you this happens. Time will
stretch and the body will dissolve. I stood alone in the snow,
banging my hands together as if applauding my spirit guides on
their work, seemingly the amusement of a couple of rich kids who
were trying to make a snowman out of brown slush. This hasn’t
happened before. I realised that it will happen again. I realised
that I had allowed something, and that the memory of one night with
Miss May was not inappropriate; the night I had learnt to be
involved, or unlearned to think. I had someone to thank for this
(thanks Cathy). Back up - go back further - real involvement walked
in the door in March. I remember; it was disguised in a white
dress. Until she arrived and kicked down the door to my heart
everything had been academic, all was skin deep. I knew I had
Ariadne to thank as well.

I actually said it aloud - a lot of that
happening now. The three words- ‘Thanks’, ‘Ariadne’, ‘Cathy’
- hung in front of me for a while. One of the snowman’s kids
spotted them and came over and asked for my help.

Involvement. Brings me back to Chad. We were
the last ones standing the night before so off to the bunks to
continue drinking. For some reason (perhaps running through the
world with an open heart helps) we talked openly, talked as you
only can on a school or university camp. Perhaps Chad is a fully
signed up member of the Secret Brotherhood of Lost Souls and only
needed the slightest comment from me to fall. I swear I don’t seek
out ways to be mournful but I indicated my dilemma with A in rough
terms - gotta be circumspect - and when I noticed Chad’s winning
smile I had to smile back and I had to ask:

‘What?’

‘Be careful.’

Chad’s story: Chad met the perfect girl when
he was 15, in year 10. On the first night they met they were the
left-over couple at a party - he didn’t even know it was her
birthday they were celebrating and that she was just 13 until
midnight. It was a small party, barely tolerated by her
overly-religious parents and, as other kids either left or went
outside or drifted into other rooms Chad and the girl sitting alone
on the sofa sorta knew that there had been a line between them all
night anyway, an awareness, and, in one glorious hour before he
reluctantly accepted a ride home they sat together, just close
enough together, and unpacked the universe for each other. She took
the ride to his house and back just to sit in the car with him.
They kissed in that car. She got out when he got out and they
kissed in the street outside his house, then they hugged a long
time.

They were together for almost three years and
shared everything except sex. Chad maintains that the talk and the
hugs were the most memorable. It was talk that cut through to every
level - equal and open and agenda-free, and, at the end of each
time together a hug as the sealing wax on the invisible letter they
had created out of that web of words suspended between them, a hug
as a moment of both fixing and erasure, contact for two or twenty
minutes, silent, to take the world away or generate a new one out
of two warm bodies. Chad’s grades went down, hers too, but they got
each other through their final school years. He actually wrote
poetry she hasn’t even seen- the ‘web of words’ line above is his
(thanks, Chad).

Everything finishes, and when school finished
he saw her go off in the yellow school bus on the last day and knew
that her parents had won. She was going to some Lutheran university
interstate to be a teacher. On that last day of that last year at
that school Chad disappeared for 36 hours - it made a small article
in the local paper. He told me he had actually been in the back
garden of her place (her dog knew but couldn’t tell), unwilling
(unable?) to go that last step, to tap on her window or ring that
bell or tie a note he had written to her in his Graduation Ceremony
program to Lucy’s collar. He couldn’t do it. All that time together
they had not used that word (the closest he had come to it was to
confess to ‘strong feelings’ for her at one stage) and now he was
starving and cold and he still couldn’t use it.

He saw her come and go. He held his mobile in
his cold hand- killing any calls, even hers. He felt somehow that
she would just know he was there - just feel that silver string
between them as on that first night, and just get up one day or
night, follow it, sleepwalk, whatever, and come to where he was. He
finally left because he was hungry, because his mobile had run out
of power and because he was sure that by now she would have left a
phone message for him at his place. She hadn’t.

Out of that ruin he built a new Chad. As with
all of us who feel betrayed he had a chance to be better or bitter,
and Chad chose. He deferred for two years (watching TV, brickie’s
labourer) and, from day one at university he was a different man,
predatory for a while (the age gap helping) but then really not
needing to be. They came to him when they understood that deep
inside he didn’t really give a fuck.

He laughed a little saying it. He says
someone gets this story out of him about once a year, in spring
usually. But by now he’s wanting a relationship - a ‘real’ one -
and a strange thing has happened. He gets to a new place with a new
girl. They talk and talk well but there’s always a time when he
pulls it up and quits. Not just because he wants to be the dumper,
those days are over for him. He does it because he just knows that
anything less than that level of involvement he had with Lauren -
that was her name - took him ages to actually say it, anything less
than a conversation where each layer is alive at once just can’t
interest him anymore. He’s been in three relationships where both
of them cared ‘tons’ and everything was right- even overused the
overused word and, in each one of them, at the moment when he feels
himself involved in anything remotely approaching a phatic
conversation (you know - it goes: weather, sport, aint it awful,
sport, weather, gotta go) Chad runs like mad. He’s been ruined
for lower case life, he says, there’s no substitute for that form
of immersion, that level of involvement he once had.

On my return to the lodge (friendly Volvo S40
- black, leather seats, two wet kids all over me) nothing has moved
except Chad who was cooking breakfast for 16 plus extras with what
appeared to be everything left on the shelves. He was doing
pancakes, bacon and eggs and hash browns that some American liftie
had taught him in Vail. He didn’t ask about where I had been, what
illicit activity I had been into, he just worked on, knowing I was
standing there, not at all shy about being caught doing this. Then
he used that smile again - I still had mine - and, as I left for
the showers, again: ‘be careful’

He didn’t have to say it. I am being careful-
too fucking careful. But I know what he meant. In case you’re
reading this, Chad, I know. For those of you who see me as a fool
and my silence in the face of love as my most foolish act I fully
know what it means to not go that next minute, that next move, that
word. I know how awful it feels to be unable to turn that next page
and see what’s there. Not fessing up to love, not moving towards
something this big - the big ‘next’ - is like a couple deciding not
to have a baby. They’ll never know what they missed out on, they’ll
never know what they could have had, what they could have
regretted. They’ll never know what they would have known, how they
would have changed, that this single act would change everything.
To leave love unuttered is like God deciding not to create the
universe- in the beginning there really is the word.

So what happened to the brave new me who said
he’d rather regret the things he did do than the things he didn’t?
I remember not wanting to put love into boxes and now I’m putting
it into one marked Impossible or, at best, Later. Is it a pathetic
act or brave and noble self-control- putting others’ needs first,
being fair to all? Is this courage or cowardice, never could tell
the difference. Should I take solace from the wisdom of Chad? His
point: if it’s not that good it’s not worth pursuing; ‘that good’
meaning penetrating all seven layers of connectiveness at once. He
found that, once immersed in this and released, the effect is an
inoculation to more common, pedestrian connections, perhaps to more
common love. So should I sit calmly in the knowledge that whatever
A and I have created is unassailable from others, regardless of
time or circumstance- a benchmark definition of ‘soul mate’ has
been set for us both and that, at some stage, somewhere else, in
some currently unhoped-for form, we will return to it?

It’s a free day, just packing and the night
bus and home. I’m looking forward to it. I tell myself that today I
will visit that masseuse who helped me six months ago. We’ve got a
lot to catch up on and I can use her touch on my back right
now.

After the shower I celebrated the return of
my hands by tending the smouldering fire. I gingerly step over the
sea of bodies. Somewhere under those sleeping bags are six
party-sized pizza boxes. I could smell them but I can’t see them. I
probe gently and carefully drag one out from under Genny (I think
it’s Genny) and place it on what’s left of the fire. Then I go out
to find some wood. I stop at the outer door, sober now but stilled,
simply stilled by silence and beauty and light.
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‘Wash your bowl completely
clean

if you want more food put in
it.’

– a Hindu master.
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So suddenly it’s mid August and I’m lying on
the grass next to the lake trying to feel the Sun from 200 million
kilometres away still waiting for a winter to pull up stumps. Eyes
closed, I feel the clouds part and there’s a distant warming of my
face, a remote touch eight minutes old and tired but it’s there and
I’m universal again. There is a Sun and it makes road maps in my
eyelids as my face involuntarily tropes to the perfect angle to
receive it; botanical now. It’s a hint- the Earth is in movement,
the year speeds up from August. It goes: Christmas Decorations For
Sale, Father’s Day, Birthday (unwanted), Daylight Saving, Uni
Finishes, Bloody Marking, Christmas, New Year, Weird Vacuum.

My bookyear is almost over too. I have two
visitors to entertain, two milestones only, calender girls- Miss
August and Miss September (a.k.a. Miss Spring). Suddenly I know the
end is coming and it feels like those last few months as a uni
student where there are changes afoot and it would mean too much to
you to entertain the idea of them in your head so you run on and
on, and run out of the whole damn experience, shoot past the end
before you even allow yourself to realize that it’s gone and you
will probably never see some of those fellow travellers again.
Standing at the uni steps two days after the last day of tutes,
standing thinking ‘My God - it really is all over’. Now they call
that the quarter-life crisis.

I can feel myself standing back at those
steps now - uni over and so much to learn. It’s not good to be
universal, to take jumps. If there’s no Miss November where does
that leave the other, Miss A?

‘I’m going back to uni.’

‘Great. When?’

‘End of the year. I’m going home.’

‘All the way home?’

‘All the way. I’ve told my mum. Rang
her.’

‘That’s so cool.’

‘I’ll have enough money to pay for the whole
course in advance. I don’t have many clients any more. There’s this
new guy... he’s in the army - only here now and then - and he just
doesn’t fit into my working times so I see him in my own time.’

Hint.

‘Daytime?’

‘Yep.’

Hint.

‘The agency doesn’t mind?’

‘They don’t know. Well, they might. It
happens. He rings me - we work it out. It’s cheaper for him and
better for me. He’s here again on Thursday, just for the day, then
back to base. Hey- got a photo to show you. Here - almost a full
rainbow - see it? I love rainbows. I write poetry about them,
about... where I live. It’s on the web, you know.’

‘Your poetry is on the web?’

‘Yeah - where’s your computer? Show you.’

I fire up the laptop. She walks over, dressed
in jeans and cashmere, mid-winter casual. She stands behind me as
my splash screen reveals her name morphed into a symbol; circles, a
working design for my arm. She doesn’t recognise it, or doesn’t say
anything- that’s Ariadne. We find the website and she shows me her
poetry: naive, natural. We sit back down on the couch and I show
her some of mine, reciting:

While you slept and I lived,

the clouds gave you a birthday present.

‘Thank you’

‘I wrote it on the train. So you’re going to
be in your home town for Christmas.’

‘Yeah.’

‘Me too.’

‘What?’

‘I’ll go over too. Maybe catch up with you
for a coffee.’

‘All that way- just for a coffee?’

‘Just a coffee!’

She smiles (God, that smile). ‘You can do
that here. We could meet up somewhere near my place, I dunno, have
a drink sometime.’

Hint Three. And do you know what I did
with these three gifts? I got angry at her because she had a
‘special arrangement’ with some guy. I took these thinly veiled
road signs to our possible immediate future as an opportunity to
feel bad about myself. And, within that stupid, gut reaction, that
negation of a worthy self, I got a little angry that it has to be
here, here, here, every time. Here we’ve become a little scared of
each other; she sits feeling unworthy of me and I of her. We look
up at each other, an impossible act. I want to walk with her again,
that at least. I want to see all the people she can be. I want her
to see that I can be fun. I want to relax with her. I want
something outside this room, without a trace of Kelly. I should
have listened. A door slipped open. She held it for me...

So, afterward, alone, for a day and a half I
planned the right lines to approach her with, the lines created to
ask Ariadne for one normal day of her life. It was fucking with the
precious present for a desired and indefinite outcome. Not very
Sufi, it was not for the first time wanting to take the steering
wheel and give this unique situation direction - my direction, my
outcome and, hours later, I recognised the ‘old school me’ again
and put him away with a smile. Later I re-read all her poetry on
the web and thought I couldn’t be mad at her for a second. She may
not be in love with me but she is so in love with this planet. I
will meet her there.

It’s all desire. Most of the things I want I
have no control over but a couple are up to me (I want to relax
with her) so I will work on in those areas. It’s all desire, it
passes, and the stream returns. Now, a week later, I am simply
grateful again.

Add up our time together: nine visits, 14
hours overall. If I see her every three weeks until she leaves we
will have had 24 hours together when it’s all over. I feel complete
in this simple concept. I will see it out. I will not ask. I will
try not to desire but if I do desire I will sew my lips together. I
don’t need to change anything. Week by week the very light will
change all. Her eyes say ‘don’t steer this, don’t steer this
please’. Why was I looking for that steering wheel anyway? I think
it’s because, as things stand, or maybe just as I feel right now,
Ariadne and I have experiences to share but no shared experiences.
Meeting for the first time was a shared experience. Having sex
together that first time was a shared experience. Walking on the
beach in the dark together was a shared experience. Even trying to
have sex again and failing gloriously together was an experience.
Now we bring our folded worlds to each other and we unpack them for
comparison and compassion but they are two worlds meeting in words
and the connection feels so tenuous at times. We are separated by
this thin paper.

This is how my last relationship started to
finish. Okay, at the end we didn’t even bother with ‘how was your
day’ - maybe one of us would for a while but the other wouldn’t
(then we’d swap) and even major events in each other’s personal and
professional lives went uncommented and unshared, but the closing
of it started simply enough - the loss of shared experiences - so
the familiarity of this restriction is scary.

For a while, for the first of those 24 years
the X and I also brought our folded worlds to each other, the hour
at the end of each day, and we thought it was enough. Worse than
that - we didn’t unpack them fully: some personal text, the back
story, kept back - pressure of time making the decision for us, or
vanity, or pride, or an agenda creeping into that time, day after
day, year after year. And it all dies. Something which grows from
the shared experience won’t survive anything less than the
continuation of shared experience. You could argue that the raising
of the kids and the maintenance of the house and the dealing with
the relatives were still shared experiences but the individual
roles we acquired took care of that: one does the gutters while the
other washes the clothes, one talks to that brother-in-law, another
to that niece, one drives to cricket and the other drives to
Coles.

In acts of desperation for the recovery of
this precious bond we discussed doing something together - there’s
that word again. It was doing things together which got us
together, welded us for a while, before the rust set in. So we
would plan things- the round Australia trip, the business venture
which we still imagined still existed in the shared part of our
heads and dreams. In the end I realised that, although, just as
much as ever, I still wanted to do things with her and that she, as
much as ever, still wanted to do things with me, it got to a point
where none of the things matched. It was like getting to a
destination to see someone only to find them not there because they
are waiting for you where they think you are now. And we spent
years waiting there, just not getting it.

Ok- 24 years versus 24 hours taken in small
doses over nine months but, yes, there are comparisons here.
Ariadne and I are restricted (I feel restricted at least) in our
interaction by time and other pressures and, yes, even an agenda
creeping in - even if that agenda is trying to keep each other
happy and comfortable - ostensibly a positive thing. Would two
hours truly and honestly shared every month maintain the warmth in
a marriage. Is that enough?

I just re-read those last paras and they are
so true and so dry - maybe I am an academic after all. But
scrappier moments lie on scrappier paper at the computer’s side,
crumpled, desperate. Looking back over these I know there is
something else. Among them, on what must be A8 size paper- a simple
poem:

I am so scared of it dying

while we sleep.

...and it’s the right word - that word again.
I am scared that in this inactivity Ariadne and I are killing
something. I don’t even know what that something is that I’m trying
to maintain but I know that it’s not two people in a room making
cautious conversation. And at those scared, untrusting times I feel
I would rather it dies because it died in our arms than it dies
because it was left outside (left inside!) to weaken through
neglect and time and circumstance and cowardice.

And in those weak moments, in those torn
pages, the plans arise and tempt - to ask Ariadne for one day - a
speech rehearsed, full of caveats and dripping with noticeable
traces of some sort of obligation on her part. A long speech from
me to get a small word from her - ‘ok’. Trying to construct
something - hinting, kidding myself that I’m not, a weak tilt at
making her feel in debt, that’s all it would be. There must be
enough men out there who get her to say things she doesn’t want to
say just because they are paying her. Why should I join them in
this small humiliation?

I get scared because at times it feel like
the wrong me is meeting the wrong Ariadne- that there are other
‘me’s she hasn’t seen and that there are other ‘Ariadne’s I don’t
get to glimpse. There’s this room. There are these two hours. There
are these two people with the most incredible freedom they have
ever had - the freedom which comes with no agenda and no defined
relationship. So what could be wrong?
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Who the fuck is Yumus Emre? The wrapper in
Kosmo’s Caf quotes:

‘It is so beautiful to go through the fire of love.’
- Yumus Emre

 


Thanks, but no thanks, Yumus. Thanks Yumus
but, yeah- let’s have fun as well, eh? Maybe I can do something
about that, create some opportunities for Ariadne and I to have
fun... maybe I should shut the fuck up.

Yumus. Humus. Humorous. I bet he made his
name up (coward! changeling!). It’s probably a bored Nestle exec
seeking instant immortality through his products. I’m reading
pretty widely now- my lesson #117: You Never Know Where a Casual
Comment about Chakras will take you. You never know where a finger
traced over skin will lead. Reading widely but I honestly haven’t
come across the Yumus. Maybe I’ll Google him. Maybe not - Rumi says
to stop scattering myself, bring the hundred pieces of yourself, my
energy, back to one place. Centre. The splash screen on my mobile
now says ‘cohere’- a beautiful word, is it not? I’m not going to
Google ‘Yumus’ or ‘Emre’, don’t feel the urge. Maybe that’s your
journey. Better! Let us invent this person, this Yumus, and spread
falsehoods about him onto the web. If there is no Emre it will be
necessary to invent one. Be suspicious of Emre information from now
on.

Beach walk. Head in your personal clouds.
Suddenly your body is real again, cold. You look down to find the
bottom of your jeans wet, your shoes half-full heavy and your feet
bathed in ancient holy water containing a hundred thousand
simple-minded life forms playing with your toes. And in that second
a head full of neurons are instantly grounded, turned to benevolent
lightning, running joyously down your spine through this connection
of salt water and skin, your synapses drained of charge, made
neutral. Earthed. It’s a gift. That water was invisible to you
until it leapt into your shoe The waves are trying to tell you
something - get involved, there is a world, I’m here for you. Live.
Be here now. Look at what I’ve given you. Every moment you walk
with your head in the future or the past is a moment lost in the
present. With a bit of luck those jeans will be wet all day.

I’ve written too long today. The morning sun
is in my eyes. Unthinkingly I stared at it while thinking that
through. It is truly in my eyes now - everywhere I look it lies in
the centre of my vision, a burn, a blind spot. It makes letters
disappear on the screen - as I centre on them, words change. It
corrupts my field of vision even when I close my eyes, the
anti-point made of anti-light there still, moving when I move,
swimming in my rheumy liquid now, in the gel in my eyeball and in
the ocean in my brain.

Love is like the sun- it gives us everything:
warmth, life, gravity/yearning. Yet we can’t face it. We can’t look
at it, the very source of us. We know we get a blind spot from
looking at the sun. We know that if we look into the centre of it
for even a short while and then elsewhere we will see that
marvellous light in inverse, as a black blemish on the rest of our
vision, as absence now. So it is with love. Few gaze into its
burning face for fear of having the rest of their vision
compromised from that moment on- fear of seeing a small blackness
in the world and on the skin of others when we turn to them. If I
were to look at the sun long enough there would be a permanent burn
on my retina- a permanent hole in my vision, day and night. Whole
pages would disappear as soon as I turned to them, faces change as
I glance. The blind spot of absence is the price we are not willing
to pay for the total acceptance of that life-affirming light.

Have I looked at Love and turned away? Maybe
I’m playing safe. Our concession? There are no welders goggles
handed out for the eclipse of the Moon, or for the phases we can
watch roll past us every month. You can look at the moon all night,
that bright shadow of the sun made available for us, made safe for
our eyes for a while. Sleep.
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‘Do you think you’d ever get married
again?

‘No.’

‘Think you’ll ever fall in love
again?’

‘I am in love.’

‘Bullshit. How long?’

‘Four months.’

‘Bull-shit.’

‘No shit! Jesus - women are supposed to
know these things, to see it written all over us: two things a
woman can always tell about a man - when he’s drunk and when -
’

‘I can tell you’re drunk. Score me one
out of two. Who is she?’

‘It’s impossible.’

‘Nothing’s impossible.’

‘It’s impossible. It’s okay. I don’t
mind.’

‘That’s pathetic.’

‘It is, but it’s gloriously
pathetic.’
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She had birds on her back. She had the mark
of Psyche on the nape on her neck. She had seven piercings in her
ears and seven elsewhere. She had a large, dark, mysterious bag.
She had a lolly jar clunking around in that bag. ‘Clunk. clunk’.
She had chemicals in her veins. She had ‘Boo’ written on her
underwear. She had lips you can bathe in, lips which will wash away
all your sins.

She was the substitute again. It beats me why
the don’t just complete the lie - it’s their job to lie after all.
Why don’t they just send any girl and she can tell me her new false
false name and I’ll think she’s the one I ordered? But no, they
rang me back and apologised that my booked escort - Brooke - was
not available (‘went home sick’) and that they would be sending me
Ally instead. Ok- so Brooke was meant to be about 5’4” and blonde
and Ally was a taller brunette but that sort of detail hadn’t
bothered any receptionist in the past so I couldn’t figure out why
she should call to tell me of the substitution at all

Thursday night with Ally. The moon was not
quite full but the next three nights were for me so I was going for
Miss August early and I’m so glad I made that decision. The
receptionist at Goldfingers told me I would love Ally and I did. If
Ally had been number 12 out of 12 I think I would have real trouble
letting this whole scheme go after just one year. Ally had the
magic ingredient - she kissed.

I know- so many say they do, and I had learnt
that even those who don’t advertise it will tolerate it as part of
the service, kid you along with their lips as with their words, but
Ally knew what the word actually meant. She told me that recently a
client booked her for just kissing - nothing else. He ruined it, of
course, by trying to add his tongue to the formula but he didn’t
want anything else from her over that hour. I suppose in his own
way that client, in using his tongue, was making my core mistake in
his own way - taking something perfect and pushing it - but I know
his heart was in the right place and he knew where Ally’s heart lay
as well. We all wear them in different places and Ally’s was right
there on her face, you could see it there, perfectly formed.

And so it was mouth to mouth, the merest
contact containing the breath of life, the lightest connection, an
exploration as if some real damage could be done in a wrong move,
warmth flowing into her lips from somewhere undefined and into mine
from hers. I learnt that no-one wins in a true kiss. There’s no
power running in either direction- it’s a shared thing. You can
tell when it’s not. I could have drowned in that warmth, that fluid
contained in that perfect package. I could see the chemicals in her
eyes but I swear that I felt them as deeply as she did, as if the
osmosis of ecstasy through that most permeable of membranes really
did occur in those softened moments.

There was a trace of smoke in those kisses.
Surround me with people who don’t try to hide the fact that they
smoke, don’t apologize for it, don’t cringe for their vices, don’t
ask me if they can sin. The trace of smoke in Ally’s mouth was a
line of fine particles drawn over a quarter century to when my X
used to smoke, and kiss both - both with a youthful abandon;
pre-kids, smoke like pre-mortality, kiss like pre-‘I’m handing
myself over far too much to this other person’. I found my youth
again in Ally’s lips and he was lying on a soft bed in a sunroom
locked to his lover for hours through damp clothing and mouth. I
remembered.

Let me recommend the sweets. As I was old at
the start of the night I foolishly refused them - ‘not for me’ -
but we ended up sharing the small sugary, sticky trinkets, Ally
offering them each time as a doctor would to a good little kid. And
they worked. Under their sweetness and her spell I did become a kid
again. I was on a bed at 17, kissing my first love again. I was on
Kissing Beach in ‘71 on a night too warm and thick for its own
good, kissing farewell with my XX again. And something more,
someone more lurked back in the darkness of Ally’s smoky presence,
just around the corner of her mouth, smiling. I think the eyes had
it, don’t quite know, but some time back in last Thursday night I
was transported. I was having my only affair again.

Hello, Mel. You’ve been waiting a long time.
How could I leave you out of this fucked up journal, out of so
sensual a journey? It took the form of Ally, her cloudy eyes and
mouth, to invoke you again after twenty years. I am sitting at my
window now with a full-as-a-goog moon swelling out of the bottom of
black clouds like slow gold, luna lava dripping back onto the Earth
but I see you over this time span and I smile at your smile. I
gotta tell you I had no idea what hit me when you jumped me that
first night. I had never seen anyone like you before- all Rocky
Horror, pre-goth, post-cute, gorgeous. You laughed when I asked if
the ‘Tim’ carved into your arm was the name of a boyfriend but it
was a good laugh and then you sat on the floor in the corner like a
bad girl for the next hour just looking at me while I finished the
work on my desk. It was a white bustier, wasn’t it?

You sat, only your eyes working, but an hour
was the limit of your patience. I had no idea. You sat on the desk,
white skin everywhere. We stood together in a disused foyer and you
took my hands and placed them inside your clothes. You. You took me
to your old high school and introduced me to the only male on the
staff you hadn’t had sex with (the deputy, we shook hands- he
knew). You took me to where you met David Bowie - one magic white
second on an Oxford Street corner. You took me to your parent’s
place, for Christ’s sake! You took the immoral high ground and I
loved you for it. You dragged me to your weird parties, got jealous
when I spoke to others, sat on the floor watching me until it was
time to leave and made me creep into my own bed dripping with the
poison of you, too dumbed out and new-primal to even have a shower.
And I had no idea what to do with someone so young who liked me so
much and was so absolutely open about it so I stopped short of the
real thing and we kissed. We kissed it out. I recall the night in
the front seat of my car (baby seat as accusing sentinel in the
back, liquidized windows) when you drew yourself away from me (that
warmth held between two bodies!) and you said:

‘This is really it for you, isn’t it? This is
really all that you want to do.’

And you were right and partly right. I wasn’t
brave enough to take it any further but the memory couldn’t be
better. That smoky, soft memory, last Thursday. Mel, you dressed
like you couldn’t give a fuck but we knew better. You moved in your
own way, always leaving the haunting impression that underneath any
clothing you were wearing you were totally naked. Like Ally you had
chemicals in your veins and a beauty all your own. But when you
swapped Space Oddity for Ashes to Ashes I worried for you. When you
left this city, I worried for you. I went past your little house in
Gauguin Street on night walks now and then, years ago, before this
crazy journey started. A decade later I discovered you were back,
teaching dance. I went to see your performances. You didn’t know. I
remember. Thank you.

Is it an affair when you only kiss? I swear I
did not have sexual relations with that woman (no thanks, Bill, you
were wrong). But in the middle of those nights I went back to that
marital bed with Mel draped and dripped all over me - smoke and
oils and sweat and scent and shiver and smile - and X didn’t ask
and I didn’t tell and so the impression must have been more than
the events behind it but, yes, I’ll say it now: I was unfaithful in
the truest, truest sense. I was unfaithful simply because I liked
it so much. I had moved the sensual core out of the house. I wasn’t
in love with Mel. We didn’t even have milky-skin sex but I was as
unfaithful as any man can be- we kissed.

I did have sex with Ally. We ended up in my
bed, her just lying on me, four girls, three decades, two seasons
in my arms as one. We were way overtime: It’s okay, they’ll
ring’. They did too, and Ally The Oral Medium had to go. She
got dressed quickly, skipped the shower, grabbed the mysterious
black bag - ‘clunk clunk’ - offered me another lolly and she was
gone. I gave Ally extra money, just for her. I think she needs it.
She has a kid to look after, maybe a habit as well. To the best of
my knowledge this was only the second time someone had come to the
door in an altered state. There goes another myth. Maybe I’ve been
fooled, maybe there have been more but I don’t think so- in other
domains it’s my job to know these things.

Ally took whatever pill she took to make the
whole thing easier on her, and hence on me. In a sense she had
taken that magic stuff for my sake. When she’d gone I wondered what
it was that was running inside her bloodstream and head. I wanted
some to try. I should have asked her what it was - I’m sure she
would have been honest about it - she had been far too honest all
night. I should have asked her. I’ll need it someday.

‘I’m going back to uni. End of the year. I’m
going home.’

Next week - Ariadne. Then, one to go.
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The car is outside with all the windows open
and it’s raining like fuck and I don’t care. The washing has blown
off the line into the bushes and away and I don’t care. There are
ten days worth of dishes in the sink and I don’t care. There are
ants in the sugar. I simply scoop them into the coffee with it -
become part of my body now, evolve, go the rest of this ride with
me. I’m drinking instead of eating. I’m staring at walls instead of
windows - they told me not to do this. I’m three weeks behind in my
paid work, two weeks behind in this, they ring me, the answering
machine answers, the mobile is off, I kill all the messages as soon
as they are made because I don’t care.

The rain is horizontal. I am horizontal. The
rain is lashing at the windows. I am lashing at the rain. I am
lashing at myself. I kicked a dog which came too close on the beach
today; dusk, wet, dark, wet. The owner wasn’t looking anywhere but
down and the dog wanted something but I didn’t, I didn’t care what
it wanted- I didn’t want it. I’m eating crap. I’m thinking crap.
I’m writing crap. I don’t care.

If I cared I would cry. Let me be. I am so
close to ringing a hooker. What a sweet word that is - ‘hooker’.
There is a line between Ariadne and I and I had the hook at the
wrong end. Listen to the name - ‘hooker’. I am the one hooked. I am
the one being played on that thin line- a line I thought I made
myself. I am the once-free fish. She has the usual choices- kiss or
kill. Please choose kill. Be kind. I don’t want to be thrown back
with these memories. Please may it be kill. I don’t care.

Too long a fucking story short? Give it to
you in two words: She’s Changed (women- start your laugh tracks
now; men- ready yourselves).

Yes, it’s been six months and haven’t we all
changed but last week when she visited I heard something I would
rather not have heard. Ariadne, you are more guarded every visit,
slowly closing up the air space between us, but some of your words
are looser now.

‘Had the greatest weekend! Up the coast -
booked for a whole Saturday night and I got up early and opened
this amazing window and it’s all sea out there, just
beautiful...’

You are drilling holes into my small canoe
with your words and with your eyes. Maybe I didn’t like what I
heard because, okay, I like to keep my own personal fantasies
intact - been a fault in the past. But part of that fantasy is the
beauty of the inner you, your heart of gold, for want of a better
cliche. Cliche.

It was a night of easy words and quick
judgments. We were talking about a private client (million dollar
house up North) and she said that about once a month she gets an
offer to be ‘freed’ from this life. Somebody richer and more
foolish and less understanding than I (that’s a joke) will say
something like:

‘If I come back in a week with $2000, will
you quit doing this?’

It’s an offer to help in a way, and she’s
heard it often but no one has really come up with the money as yet.
Maybe they, like me, think too much about their words afterwards.
Maybe they work out that $2000 could be a week’s income in this
business and pull up short of offering more. Maybe, like me, they
come to realise that they really have a vested interest in her
staying just exactly what she is and letting her finish this. But
none do it, none follow through. Then she spoke of the strongest
offer yet, her voice changed and charged by the power it contained.
Someone who really likes her will work to get together the $5,000
by the end of the year on the promise that she will give this up
forever.

And Ariadne said she would accept it. She
told me that she would accept this man’s money. And so me,
foolishly:

‘But you’re quitting at the end of the year
anyway.’

‘Yeah, but I’m not going to tell him
that!’

Cool. That’ll work, won’t it? Just don’t tell
him. Got a better idea: if there are enough idiots in this world
who think lust is love this could make quite a cute closing
ceremony. I’m sure you could lay hints about credit cards and old
debts into the conversation as they’re fucking you- or maybe you
could just tilt your head just a few degrees and look at them as if
you really love them a little too.

‘You’re not going to tell him?’

‘He’s got tons of money- owns a string of
pubs. You should see his car!’

‘That’s not honest. Can’t you see that?’

‘I’m letting him help me- it’s what he wants
to do. He’ll feel good. What’s wrong with that?’

Nothing. How can there be anything wrong in
saying nothing? Leave these fools untouched by the truth- each of
them live on in clear conscience, happy that they have saved one
soul on this earth. Win-win, everyone happy, karmic balance. You’re
not going to tell him, right? It’s not a real lie because nothing
untrue was said but it is a sin of omission - the absence which
really does make the heart grow fonder. You prefer not to see that.
I can tell by the way you sit now that this is non-negotiable, that
you tolerate my impertinence, my view. You are uncomfortable here,
Ariadne, and so am I. You’ve changed.

Sixteen days and nights and dawns later and I
still feel the bad taste in my mouth from her words. A strange two
hours. I talked too much and she was on the cusp of a break to
gather herself together and so not at all interested to unbalance
herself emotionally (she calls emotion ‘energy’, it’s
safer). She was about to take a big break to find herself in a
forest somewhere. She’s a thousand miles from me right now, alone
in the desert, waiting for enlightenment to come. She’s paying good
money for this. But, money aside, I hope it does work for her. I
don’t know what it will present to her as a vision or a message but
I’m pretty sure it’s unlikely to be ‘earn more money’ or ‘cheat
people’ or ‘lie with your eyes’.

 


Okay - New Rules:

1. Take away the word ‘special’.

2. Listen to how she talks about the ‘other’
clients.

3. She’s talking about you!

4. Wake up! It’s her job to make each client feel
special - it’s the first thing they’re taught. She has no trouble
doing so. What a difference a word makes. Special. Wake up! Good
morning!

 


Been on a small quest of enlightenment of my
own, it seems. Cost me money too. Weekends were insular, a small
father’s day; one present, one visit, a lot of time to write poetry
and reflect and simply cry. The weather gave my beach the First
Family of Summer, first beach umbrella, first cricket bat, first
kiss. The kiss was a couple in their fifties, their children
nearby.

I sat for hours in the dunes and took the sun
and anything else they could offer. I had so much work to do -
marking, preparation, this - but despair sent me towards the ocean
again. Once, on the way there I walked past a young woman on the
lip of the spinifex. You don’t need to see auras to know what
someone else is feeling as you pass them- their body shape will do.
We were kindred wounded spirits. A two-sided mirror positioned
perfectly half way between us and maintained in pin point
suspension there as I walked and she sat would have been an
unnecessary literary prop. Further up the beach I wrote ‘Patience’
and ‘Compassion’ in the wet sand for that woman. I drew a heart. I
went into the dunes to lie in the sun, wrote some crap poetry,
watched a sandpiper searching for food for a long time, allowed my
skin to burn, went back on the beach and erased the words and the
heart. Twelve people had walked past it, only one father stopping
to see what it said before his family (mother, daughter) called him
on.

Got drunk instead of working. Booked a hooker
with the money I had left last Wednesday night. Call her Miss
Eleven-And-A-Half, Miss Mid-September, just don’t call her a
mistake. She told me she has made $53,000 since April, put a
deposit on a house with it. Then we fucked and she was gone. I
slept well for the first time in a week and today I can move again.
Must have been the sperm blocking everything- all that unrealised
humanity.

New Rules. Take away the word ‘special’
and that man is me. By the end of the year I will have spent
almost $5000 on Ariadne and she will have quit. Maybe. The ‘maybe’
is new. Ariadne, no matter what you tell me I get the feeling you
will work next year. I am willing to join that man with his $5000
wish but not in his self-deception. Yes, you’ll leave, the ticket
booked already but soon you will tempt you with mammon and you will
fall. I just won’t know about it, whether we stay in touch, meet or
not, talk or not, I won’t know because you will keep me sweet too.
It’s your business what you do with your life, I honestly believe
that, but it’s mine when we dwell together in a lie. It could be
all we share.

Share. No- there’s more. I recall: there came
a moment not long after this, her admission, when I truly wanted to
shut up, sit still and just hold Ariadne for a while. A moment
filled with nothing but candles, wind and music. As we sat I moved
her gently to my chest. I held her, it lasted a minute perhaps,
before she felt unable to continue - seeing it as something which
was one way, as something outside our domain. She pulled away. My
hug was an unwanted act - she called it a lack of control on my
part. Gotta say it usually takes me only an hour or two to realise
the error of my ways in this stumbling journey. Even in that
unsettled time after she leaves it’s usually not long before I get
it, work out where I’m wrong. Yet, in this case, the warmth
refused, I sit here, almost a week down the track and still think
that one innocent act of small communion of the body, that small
human contact was not in my error list, not my lesson this
time.

Just to hold you for a minute quietly,
Ariadne? I believe if we were children we would do it. I believe if
we were in another culture and another time we would do it. I
believe if we were in an expensive self-help weekend workshop and
asked to do it by some guru-guide we would do it. And here’s the
news: I believe that we are children and we are in an unknown
culture and a lost time and that we are in a self-help workshop
right now and I believe some small guide is asking us to do it and
if I was true to myself and if you were true to yourself we would
do it as it should be done - unthinkingly - and there would be no
need for words as a buffer zone for this, the most natural of
activities. But we come into this space now with words for each
other and I’ve come to a point where I declare all words used thus
far defunct: client, escort, friend, goddess, lover, companion,
fellow traveller, teacher, student, father, daughter, money,
special, kill them all. The word is Truth and a moment of silent
connection is one of its only true forms. Having sex with you is
not the truth. Sitting back from you with my arms folded as we
measure words for each other is not the truth. Staying cool is not
the truth- it’s denial.

To be simply held? Yes, it’s a need. I
dared use that word. I dare you to use that word too. I know it is
a need because I have children. I know it is a need because I know
that some people will stay in a relationship willing to be fucked
or hit occasionally simply because it’s one step closer to a caress
than no contact at all. But you didn’t see what we did for a minute
or so last Friday as something placed somewhere on a line between
‘denial’ and ‘truth’. You saw it on a line between ‘control’ and
‘lack of control’, as if I am still in lust with you.

Control. As if I need to learn control. Let
me say this: seeing you off at the door each time we meet- that’s
control; knowing you are with thirty others a week, some with
longer hours than me, dancing, the gym, outdoors, on private
arrangements, free of charge at times (I know you laugh and smile
with them, enjoy some of them, you tell me) and truly, truly not
caring- that’s control; making a box in the corner of the room for
my selfish, needful requests and leaving it untouched when you
visit and emptying it afterward with a smile- that’s control; not
asking you the hundred things I want to ask when I look into your
face- that’s control. Not to use that word- that’s control. And to
be able to do this small, complete thing - to simply hold you for a
few moments and to know what it is and to know what it is not, to
be willing to acknowledge something rather than nothing and to stop
here and to know that it is enough - that is control, a sign of my
growth, a growth due to you. As a matter of fact it requires no
control at all on my part because I love you. And because I love
you I won’t ask to do it again but it was not an error, a slip-up
in control this time. It was easy. Why isn’t it easy for you? So
this is her journey, her difficulty, her lesson for a change-
affection without agenda. Maybe.

There is a tribe in New Guinea which believes
that the universe was created by an alligator in a swamp. When the
alligator moves its tail it disturbed the settled water and filled
it with swirling particles which are the stars and planets and
everything. I like this idea, perhaps because I am unsettled now.
There are dark patches swirling around me every time she leaves and
each time a new universe comes into relief as they and I settle or
slow and arrange themselves enough to move back into synchronicity
with some form of me. Then the alligator in New Guinea flicks its
tail again and you so want to do something to settle it but there’s
nothing you can do except wait and watch as the universe swirls
around you again. Maybe writing is grasping at some of the
particles but sometimes you can’t even do that and it’s unwise to
start that too early after the darkness hits so you just watch.

Been sixteen days. Can I see right now? What
can I see right now? Ariadne, there is a golden heart within you.
You just can’t see it for the gold, but it talks to you and you
can’t not listen. Here’s a conversation from last February, have
you forgotten?

HEART: Let me play outside

ARIADNE: No - you’ll get hurt again.

HEART: But I have to. People are calling to me.

ARIADNE: I can’t.

HEART: I’ll die without exercise.

ARIADNE: Okay. I’ll make a deal with you. I’ll put
you on a leash. You can go out a little, play a little bit, but I
swear I don’t want a scratch on you. I can’t do that stuff
anymore.

HEART: But how is that possible? How can I be on a
leash?

ARIADNE: I know a way.

How dare I? How dare I create a commentary on
the relationship between Ariadne and her heart- the two biggest
things in this room when she is here and in me when she is gone.
Sorry, Ariadne. Am I wrong? Have you forgotten? Maybe I can comment
because I am carrying it for you for a while. An appalling
statement, huh, but I really don’t give a fuck - I know I’m
carrying something heavy and precious of yours (now you carry it,
dear Reader). Sorry, Ariadne, but I have no idea what the current
conversation with your heart would look like on paper. Write it
with me. I will move my fingers for you. It’s simple: fingers,
keys, words...

Nothing comes. I cannot touch the page. I
cannot touch you. Maybe that conversation is this chapter- I hope
not. Do I really think I have A’s golden heart for safekeeping? No.
To be honest I still see it in her chest. I just can’t see it when
that celestial alligator flicks its thick tail in the mud. I can’t
see it for the detritus suspended around me, around us. Maybe
that’s the way it’s meant to be. Maybe. Maybe that’s the way it
works; enlightenment only coming when her heart is sufficiently
obscured. Were it alway in the open it would dominate my thinking
with its presence. I would simply stand and gaze. This journal
would stop.

There’s a moth at the window as I write,
glass between it and the flame of my morning candle. Rumi’s words
are written on the wings of that moth, urging me to keep going,
keep giving. But it’s costing me too much. And it’s too expensive.
Yes, even money talks when the tail twitches and the mind is
unsettled. I can’t go on.

I’ll go on. Enlighten up, Ariadne. I know you
are there in the forest to renew your body, your mind and your
spirit but find your heart, eh? Listen to it. Talk to it. I can’t
do it for you. Bring that golden thing back to me one last time. I
only wish to see it again.

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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Now there are two chapters I can’t bear to
read. A week gone. Difficult, I’m learning. Two dreams from that
week:

The first one in images- all of them solid,
low light, high contrast, old celluloid, over-coloured like North
by Northwest by Hitchcock, but as if that whole rich Deluxe
emulsion is being projected using a 25 watt lamp, running low, and
losing power by the second.

Dream: I’m at a CinemaScope window in a
darkened room, modern but austere, built on the edge of some cliff.
I’m holding a drink. I’m looking out over a darkening scene: the
last minutes of a sunset, light failing badly but with some final
show of high clouds; cumulus, each of them rim-lit at their tops in
a salmon orange, little half-hoops in the sky. Beneath those clouds
- the most stunningly beautiful, beautiful land: a detailed,
overgrown, organic scene, mountains and dunes and vales as one, and
a lake of a rich, pure blue, turning blacker as the light/lamp
fades. I’m looking over this scene from my side of the lake,
elevated in my room. As it gets darker I realise that someone I
know and care for is out there somewhere in that beautiful place on
the other side of that lake. I don’t know where they are- they are
totally out of reach and on their own. I’m losing light.

I lie awhile. There’s a period of
phantasmagoria: half-dreams and half-knowledge for a half-formed
spirit.. I’m awake. The clock says 4.05. I sleep again. I see my
daughter holding two babies. I always knew that she was going to
have children but I’m surprised that there are twins. They look so
alike that I blurt out ‘How am I going to tell the difference? What
are their names?’. And my daughter smiles and says that the
difference will be obvious - one is a boy and the other is a girl.
The boy is called Charles and the girl is called Classica.

And I awoke, vague, and the clock said 5.04
and I thought my daughter has twins and then, no, I have twins.
They are my twins, two babies that I have made. Where are they? And
I thought I’m carrying them. They are in me to grow. Suddenly I
know what that baby in that dream actually is. It is a work of
creation. Female authors often correlate the feeling of pregnancy
and writing, feel the same emotions around the birth and the
separation and describe those acts in words of the flesh if that
mother-memory is available to them. The letting go of something of
yourself into the world, the post-launch depression as the
book-child, now manifest, made real, grows in the hands and homes
of others- it’s seeing the intensely personal absorbed into a
bigger world.

I’m having twins. Then I thought- no: Ariadne
and I are having twins. There is a baby for each of us out of this
lunacy and we each have to nurture our baby ourselves. A’s baby
from our union will emerge in a form I don’t know about at present,
maybe as just a subtle change in her, maybe as an act of creation
in another realm but it has started, it’s growing. And you are
holding my baby now- this child of the moon. And as I sat there at
the start of that day I knew that it has to go full term. I have to
get it to you somehow. I sit up in bed and say:

‘Don’t go prem on me. Don’t stop growing just
because you think my cord is not enough for you. I will be better.
I will nurture. Ariadne and I will meet again and see this
out.’

I wake and lie awhile. Half asleep I think
‘Hey - that Hitchcock thing was in Technicolor’. I was once
told that we dream in black and white. I was once told that dogs
see in black and white. I was once told that lemmings kill
themselves, that goldfish have four second memories. All these
facts are false. So is the boiling frog. It’s just not true; if you
put a frog in water and slowly heat it there comes a stage where it
says ‘that’s too hot for me’ and jumps out- wouldn’t you? It’s
true- would I lie to you?

I get up to find that it’s spring, the season
when you discover you’ve grown a dress size, that you no longer
like grey; the season when you remember Jasmine and Riesling, the
season when you shed ten years.

Before dawn I find my beach pockmarked by a
hundred thousand footsteps from the weekend. Only a storm can clean
this slate, only a celestial eye can see the pattern I am walking,
how my footsteps contribute to it, to the whole. Later, second
walk, there are people on my beach. A wire coat hanger shaped into
a heart humanises a 4WD in the car park. The heart as an aerial-
must remember that and write it into something. I walk out 40
metres into the ocean, both Moses and Christ now, eye-line level
with the edge of the dunes, way in over my head but still dry. It’s
the lowest tide I’ve ever seen here. I look back from the
non-depths of the ocean to see a dozen well-chosen, muted colours
paraded slowly by walkers holding hands, their faces up into the
sun, all Pantone, all Mentone, Charles Blackman back on E. I think
that somewhere in this bliss/mess I must try to work out how much
of what I am feeling is this simple, awful loss of belonging to a
place, a moment, a person - bonded by shared knowledge and routine;
the loss of a gradual love in action.

As I walk back to the car park a four year
old calls out ‘daddy’ and I turn - I must have lost a few years
over winter too. Back at the house I’m ahead of myself- trying to
take in washing still wet from a week of rain, winter just not
capable of letting go. Naughty winter. My jeans are still heavy and
damp. Some paper has fallen out of them; soft now, the writing
lost, peacock blue quink made indistinct, the word made sky. Some
anger from the week finally rendered fibrous and dissipated. My
still-damp shirts are hugging each other. I know how they feel -
they’re protecting their remaining wet patches from the spring
winds. They’ll dry. If I was writing one of those Hillman/Celestine
Self-Help tomes which purport to hold all things metaphysical in
Nine Neat Insights I swear that the second one on the list would be
If You Wait Long Enough The Washing Does Dry. Now you only have
seven insights to write yourself. Use the margins if needed.

You are holding my baby now, my child of the
moon. So obvious when you know- the truth in poetry, in poetry
veritas... this from early July...

She stands between sea and sky on a compliant
meniscus

which covers her personal planet.

She is moving forward but not so

She is held by salt water but not so

She is guided by an inner sea but not so

She is young but not so

She is beauty but not so

The Child of that tidal space where our pools
overlap

The gold from our awkward alchemy

The living, and breathing, heart-beating,
smiling,

knowing baby of our souls. Perfectly complete.

In amniotic fluid held. Belonging to us.

but not so.

 


So that’s what all those baby/birth/metaphors
were about all along, the poetry about the golden embryo. Will
there be a companion volume of verse a la Big Sur? I know by now
that thinking about product will not only damage any process, it
will kill poetry stone dead, leave you with a over-sharpened pen in
your hand trying to inject adrenalin directly into a heart long
gone.

It’s spring. The season when you realise that
you’ve changed. I thought I liked change. She’s changed. I’ve
changed. She’s changed. I’ve changed. How dare Ariadne destroy my
fantasy about her. She’s changed? Or have I seen her more clearly,
the fish-scales fallen from my eyes? She’s changed or have I
changed too much to accept her as the simple young woman in the
simple white dress anymore?

Here’s how it happened, clearer now. Our
talking tangled for a while, me lost in too many words - she knew
it. In a quiet second I reached for her to pull her gently to my
chest. A few seconds pass, eventually she says:

‘I feel like you’re trying to father me.’

‘I’m not. I’m trying to nurture me.’

And it was then that she pulled away.
‘nurture me’- right word, wrong person. I know now that I
was trying to nurture the baby. I was feeling the load a little too
heavily, totally responsible, out of my depth with this new wordy
life inside me and in need of someone, the other partner to just
place their hand on the bulge, feel it, confirm its existence and
beat and give it some of their warmth for a while. I knew I was
trying to sustain what was growing in there with a little of her
magic connection, belly to belly, but I couldn’t say it and that
word ‘nurture’ scared her when I attached it to me. And again I
couldn’t be honest. And again I got angry with myself for not being
more honest with her.

I got angry at me but she was a better
target. Such a small step. So much anger and fear on these pages.
When you’re angry you’ll sculpt the world into something as ugly as
you are, placing its balled up hands over its twisted face all by
yourself, doing anything to maintain the rage, to invest it in
others, to keep the dream off the agenda. In my case I conveniently
forgot that it’s the interaction with her, the interface, that
matters. When I can’t find her it’s because I can’t find me. When I
can’t find her heart it’s because I can’t find mine, because I’ve
pushed that mirror aside, scared by that reflections in that
moment.

After the dreams I open a book of Rumi’s
poetry and read ‘Cry out In Your Weakness’. Astounded by the
connection I close the book and say ‘That’s enough’. I’m on a cusp.
I know what a cusp feels like. I’m on the lip of a cup, a cup
floating in an ocean, scared of being upset, scared of losing
what’s inside my little vessel as waves build around it and it bobs
and spins. It will have to tilt and fall to the bottom on the ocean
for the fish to make it into a home - the vessel unimportant. Fall
before those small contents can unite with that eternal ocean.
Eternal ocean. I know what a cusp feels like- it’s a bit lonely.
What does the lip of this cusp look like? Simply this: she is back
from her retreat, she’s not working, I’m about to go out on my own
for a few days and it’s all balanced on fine porcelain for one
night. Bring it on. I’m ready. I’ll say it - I miss my life. I miss
my kids, I miss the X (took me 18 months to get that out) but it’s
ok, all for the better. I treasure this time, rose and thorn,
neither one me and neither one her but both held for a few months
so we can examine this strange spring. She’s back. I don’t know how
she is. I don’t know if she’s working. I won’t phone to check. I’m
off (I’m really off!) to spend some time by myself - loathsome
company at times - and I don’t know what the result will be, what
the weekend holds for me, us. But I am ready, ready to drive into
the next. Next!

Today’s bottom line? I want her back safely.
I want her old self back again - the one I can see myself in. I
want to sit next to her and say ‘Hello- welcome back’. Two works:
Charles, Classica. One baby each. And she doesn’t even know she’s
pregnant.

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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Don’t touch a thing

Last night was magnificent

I don’t even want to think and write about
it- that’s the most magnificent bit.

Is there some way to put this into words? I
am running out of words. This morning only that small poem came.
Last night Ariadne came. This morning I write ‘I could have died
this morning and it would have made no difference’ and it’s
true, true still. I wrote that after an astounding meditation. It
had hold of me, unstoppable. I flew, then felt myself actually
returning to flesh. I had to bring myself back into my body as a
snake first, and then as me, run my hands over my flesh to reshape
my form. Inside that meditation my body was nothing and everything,
a gentle flexing out and in and I could think inside it and this is
what I thought: while you are busy torturing yourself for her
absence, never underestimate the presence of her presence. What
does money mean now, in this moment?

Last night Ariadne came. We had the most
astounding time. That was the very first word I wrote after she
walked out on that first night I met her - ‘astounding’. What does
astounding really mean? Look it up for yourself. For me it means
the senses are shocked out of their sockets for a while, a loss of
vision, displacement, a deep shudder. For me it means her.

A deep shudder. No matter where this goes
from now on there’s something that has always been clear. Every now
and then I know something has been shifted. It was shifted that
second night we sat together and held each other, chest to chest.
Few people can reach right into your heart but Ariadne went
further. I felt her touch my soul. You are not supposed to do that.
You don’t go there. The lightest touch shakes every internal and
external manifestation of yourself, tests your very connection with
the phenomenal universe and that is just not supposed to happen.
That touch asks a question that’s not meant to be asked. She
actually did that, that second night. I felt that shudder, felt it
before I had those two corporal dreams and I know something more
now: I know nothing will ever be the same.

She visited last night. It was refuge for
each of us, sanctuary for us both, shared space. What did we do? We
sat and talked.

We sat and talked. Our chests opened again
and birds flew between them. They carried fine threads, light blue
and white, gold and silver, they carried threads between us and
from us to somewhere else just out of sight (who needs to know?)
and even the knotting was unimportant, just the threads, just the
knowing they were there. Just the hour, the night, the knowledge
that this is not to be repeated, nothing is (nothing is, learn it!)
and the awe of being alive. Magnificent. Anything I quote will be
just words on paper, words in your hands. My apologies to you- I
don’t remember a damn line.

And today? Today I am Ally- 14 times pierced,
a black bag of mystery and pleasure permanently over my shoulder, a
trace of E on my lips. Maybe some of that magic stuff did transfer
to me and lay in wait for a trigger, a catalyst to kick in.

Let me try to be summative: Ariadne-
astounding. Last night- magnificent.

Ariadne and I discussed what I saw as her sin
of omission with her client last time- the one who had offered her
$5000 to quit. She was glad I brought it up.

Not for a second did she explain her
behaviour or even deal with the ‘facts’ of the matter but ten
minutes and five intelligent questions later it was totally obvious
to me that everything I had felt about that night and that
conversation - the fear and the anger and the lack of worth, the
lack of being ‘special’ - each part of it was something I was
visiting upon myself, merely using her words (and what I had chosen
them to mean) to hurt myself again. The fear was mine, the anger
was all mine and not feeling special is my personal speciality.

At no stage did Ariadne say this. I said it
aloud within minutes of turning myself on her to find her smiling.
I said it in the safelight of her quiet questions and giving
silences. And there is no doubt that I was right - any shrink will
tell you this (but they will tell you, that’s where they fail). She
reached in and found that new perspective in me, held it up and I
went ‘oh, yeah’. More! Ariadne was able to work me back to the
seminal moment when I felt betrayed (fearful, angry) for the first
time, to the genesis of sedimentary feelings which will come back
again and again, partner or not, good times and bad (Ariadne or
not) when I summon them out of myself through others (because I
will not take myself for better, for worse- I get it now again as I
type it, the words still in my fingers). It was an astounding
reveal, suddenly so true. You know it but you have to find it, hope
to find it more quickly next time. Someone has to sit with you and
hold your kinesthetic hand as you find it, that was her gift last
night. Astounding. I had to laugh. She smiled again. Me too. We
too.

Here’s the news. Everyone is a spoon. You own
all the hurt you feel. It’s yours already. Now all you have to do
is decide what to do with it for the rest of your life. Generally
you dish it up from your guts, into your mouth, round it goes. You
eat it. You choose to eat it. Everyone else is simply the spoon you
use. Stop reading now.

And her process of unfolding the pain
continues...

Hey Ariadne! I have taken another layer off
that black onion. I have gone one more set of steps without you! I
found another truth. Left alone with your technique (asking gently
for reactivist feelings, finding the buttons and their wiring
diagrams, tracing them back, tracing...) I am aware of something
else. I was so accusing of you, wasn’t I? Sixteen days angry that
your sin of omission was as dishonest as a lie (‘why can’t she see
that?’) but really my revulsion for you was based in the fact that
I am the bigger offender. Like anyone guilty of some personal
failing I chose the easy way - chose to find a fault in you instead
of being willing to admit it as part of myself. You had a sin of
omission (but you are merely a dessert spoon) I have a sin of
omission. I am guilty of your ‘crime’, choosing silence as an easy
option, and it’s a bigger sin of omission than yours, it’s bigger
than ‘I have cancer’, bigger than ‘I’m dying’. My omission is ‘I
love you’. Unspoken and kept from you in the sure and certain
knowledge that it will be seen as foolish, romantic, misunderstood.
A gap in my honesty, a lie. I let it lie, knowing that it will kill
me, kill you, kill us.

 


On the walk this morning the sky was a
sampleland of clouds, a cross-stitch of every form and brightness.
I went farther than usual and ended up in that car park near the
family beach, you know the one. On the ground there was a
butterfly, yellow/gold, would be unfair to name it. I wondered if
that butterfly was at the end of its brief life and sat down to
watch it. It seemed like only the wind was making it move now so I
declared it dead and picked it up, a memento of the night: cocoon,
butterfly, emergence, Psyche and Eros, just right for this new day,
trophy, symbol; message.

I hold it in my hand, find a space out of the
wind. I find a clear plastic bag in a rusty beach bin to hold this
strange creature and place it gently inside. And then I see it
move; feelers first, then some strength in what were parallel wings
- spreading now. I softly take it out of the plastic bag and it
sits in my hand, low on energy, feelers brushing over my
fingerprint to determine my aura, my intent. Now it’s all different
- no longer simple book fodder, mere words and old mythology. It’s
moving. I am grounded through it, and undecided.

All around it, all around me are smaller
versions of others, the Post-It notes of spring - on the brick
walls of the surf club and on the degraded plants and on the air
itself. And all around it - should I choose to look - and all
around me there are the dead ones, spent, their day over. Seagulls
and pigeons are having them for breakfast. I place my momentary
charge on the stones with them, put it back where it can take the
next step - to simply be consumed, to be part of a higher form
now.

 


What a night. Magnificent. Astounding (I
don’t care if you’re sick of hearing it). But the best bit for me?
I finally listened to the hints she had been giving me for two
months. When self doubt is defused wonderful things happen and last
night I heard her clearly, heard her talk about other clients and
the private arrangements she has with them and for the first time I
choose to take those words as sweet gifts, not as attempts by her
to hurt me. A spoon can feed you too. Just desserts. So I took my
bigger self in hand and asked. I remember I was lying on my back on
the couch, knees up. she sitting close...

‘I never know if you are giving me hints when
you talk about those others, about that stuff, those other
clients.’

‘Well I know you want to see me elsewhere,
outside somewhere, in daylight.’

‘That’s true.’

‘Maybe we could work something out, go
private, out of the system...’

We worked something out. She lives near a
park. She walks there on the afternoon time she has available- it’s
her place to find another world, or this world again, perhaps. She
suggested we could meet there next, in three weeks, in her space;
spend some time in the sunlight, walk some trails she knows.

Is it any wonder I am happy today, that I
could let that butterfly go? This works for me in so many ways;
more time for me to be with her, more money for her, more normal
for both of us. What a major step - not to be here, not to work
within the agency, to move into her sanctum, closer to her home, in
daylight, as two friends might do, walk together to the end of the
journey out of the netherland, out of the maze. I shall lie on my
back with my knees bent in the sun. I swear I’m on E, on Earth
again.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


‘Who was that?’

‘Just a friend.’

‘Right.’

‘No. Swear to god - just a friend.
She’s great.’

‘Great. Right.’

‘Get over it. We don’t do that stuff.
We’ve actually got a pact not to go there.’

‘A pact. Cool.’

‘Fuck’s sake! Grow up. It’s not all
sex.’

‘Okay. Here’s some news - you’ve got a
pact, she’s got those eyes. Gawd - men!’

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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It’s exactly 5am. I just stepped outside to
take the air before writing and to look for the full moon. It
should still be up there but it’s nowhere to be seen.

Nowhere to be seen. Strangeness abounds. Last
night an impish, 20ish figure visited, a sprite with a can of
Sprite in her hand, a too-big flowing black coat over her small
frame and filmy dress. The half-full can of Sprite stands on my
desk now. The first thing she did when she arrived was take the
money and go to the toilet and the first thing I did while she was
in there was to smell the soft drink to see if it had been spiked
by alcohol. She came back and took some pills - painkillers - and
slumped low, dead. I was her last client for the night. She had
been working all day and looked like she had been working all year.
Over the next hour her eyes closed a dozen times, never in ecstasy,
and if there was an abandonment present it was not of the sexual
kind.

I made the usual conversation and the usual
motions but about 15 minutes into my final, foolish, flawed
journey- five minutes after I took her to my bed. I stilled my hand
on her small breast to look up to see a child with her head twisted
away and her face screwed up as if she was three years old and
about to get an injection. She was steeling herself, barely
enduring my touch, her whole face contorted. I realised then why
she didn’t want a massage for her sore back when she arrived. I
realised why her neck had remained hard when I thought I was
caressing her, why, despite reassurance from her receptionist, she
certainly did not want to kiss. She hated me and everything about
me and had done so from the first minute she had walked in that
door, no eye contact. I looked up at her in that bed and saw her in
full, child-like agony. I covered her breast up. And then me,
dumbly:

‘You don’t like that, do you?’

A small grunt, eyes lost again, head still
repulsed from her body and from mine and from their very proximity,
and she shook her head, reluctantly, ‘no’. And me, dumbly:

‘You should say.’

There was eye contact now and ‘fuck you’ was
written in both of them. She burned me with those eyes, melted my
skin. I looked down.

When I looked back at her they were closed
again, her head tilted a little upwards as if in pleasure but it
wasn’t. I watched her mouth contract and relax again. She was
propped up on one taut arm and a balled fist, keeping herself off
the bed, an awkward pyramid of pale flesh containing a soul. I
stacked a couple of pillows behind her.

‘Lie back’

‘No.’

‘Why?’

‘It doesn’t help.’

I waited.

‘Do you want to call someone? Go?'

‘No.’

I had spent the whole day anticipating this
one. I had prepared the bedroom and the lounge, cleaned, laid out
condoms in strategic places, chosen the incense and the music
(incense and music - Jesus!) There had been several phone calls - a
couple of girls from other agencies had been cancelled, taking the
day off, it had been a busy sporting weekend, apparently. But I was
determined to go out with a bang. As it turned out it was a
whimper, and it wasn’t even my whimper.

FYI: Jewel has three children (one small tat
for the first one- Jake) but she likes the youngest, the only girl,
best because, at ten months, she can’t walk and talk yet. She’d
given her an old fashioned name - Rose - to soften her. It seemed
to have worked. The boys are a handful, the eldest just at school
and the other a ‘bit of a pain’. Two of the fathers are in
Queensland. She sings, writes poetry- dark stuff now because of her
post-natal depression but lighter, more caring words long ago. She
once read her works to several hundred people as part of an award
ceremony for an ecological cause. She didn’t want to ‘go all
spiritual’ on me but wonders if the lightness she sometimes sees
out of the corner of her eyes is some sort of presence watching
over her. I said it probably is. We compared notes on ghosts in our
past, me momentarily back with Sarah, girl one of twelve, now a
full year ago. She doesn’t like Australian Idol this season - the
music’s crap. Jewel had named herself after a Nick Cave song but
she’s off Nick Cave now because he had once taken up with Kylie-
bad choice. I asked her for her real name then.

‘Gabby.’

‘Is that true?’

‘No.’

And a smile. Me too. I liked her: ambition
and defeat, romance and heartbreak, belief and doubt in one. She
stayed, she smoked. I gave her a hug, held her, and offered extra
money for the babysitter who was going to stay on at her house at
the other end of the city for the whole night. She turned it down;
‘it’s okay - she’s the kids’ aunt’. Then the mobile call from the
receptionist- overtime. A car horn, another hug from her and she
walked into the moonlight. She was going to be in that car for at
least an hour.

Jewel’s babysitter had four people to look
after last night- three kids and this child as well. She melted me.
I went straight into parental mode: from pathetic to parental (read
‘paternal’ if you like- I don’t care) and made her as comfortable
as I could for as long as I could and I had asked if I could hear
some of her poetry but she said no, can’t recite any from memory,
too fucked, migraine, but she could bring me some next time if I
liked- if I gave her a day’s notice or so. I didn’t want to tell
her there wasn’t going to be a next time, for her or anyone else
from now on. She was the last.

And she was gone.

 


It had been months since I’d felt the need
to make immediate notes, to write some lines to recollect this
person, to place something of the day, the hour on paper but that
moment I reached for the nearest book. I opened the drawer at the
side of the bed and dragged out the stub of a pencil and the
bruised notebook which had started it all, a clip on the edge: Do
Not Open. I opened it anyway and skimmed for one fresh page to
place her on. This book had been the bed for the girls of the first
few months - initially just as a way to log who had come, numbers,
names, some sparse comments but had grown to accommodate my
emerging self and details of visits one to eight before being
abandoned for more formal, fresher paper and the routine of the
pre-dawn assignation with this keyboard, this moonchild and
you.

I found one blank page and filled it with
Jewel, saving the trace of her soul as carbon and cellular fibre.
Then I started turning back into the tattered book. Stapled into it
were pages torn from newspapers, annotated with false names and
false details. Stuck in it - scraps of other paper, mindtrace notes
taken on the beach or snuck into the pocket in tutorials or when
with friends or on the road. On the page opposite the one Jewel now
owns was a Baci wrapper from many months ago:

‘It is better to deceive yourself about your friends
than it is to deceive them.’ –Goethe

 


I turned back through the names and dates,
details of touch and reaction and association and raw
thought-stream. As I turned one deep page, a solo sheet, flung
itself away from the others - a folded, A3 poster with ragged,
landscape writing over the back. It had freed itself of its staple
and I recognised it as an outburst from March.

It was a furtive, desperate attempt at
capturing something stable and grounding, to bring my order and
persona back after A’s second visit; the two hour visit after which
I had been invaded by her in a dream - creatures outside, paradise
and persona found and lost, drugless and disturbing, dissociative
and dangerously body-free. I swear I almost lost it that night, and
in the half-life hours afterwards. Some days I feel that I did lose
‘it’ then, and that I’m finding a new ‘it’ now, piece by piece,
finding a different ‘it’, a different me to be.

I had almost forgotten about this page, the
anomaly, folded into itself and into the notebook. Seeing it again,
I remembered: a Saturday dawn. I had a whole weekend of work to do
after those megadreams and maybe two hours sleepless sleep. A
pre-dawn beach walk generated the words I needed for reassurance
and strength but I had no paper with me that morning and a theatre
poster was the nearest, closest thing when I came back to my house.
The writing is a wild, blue scrawl. Here it is, as written, just
the names changed. Don’t edit this bit:

 


20.3.04

This is my house. A beautiful house, a beautiful
view of a beautiful world. I found it, a beautiful find. I pay for
it - that’s true. It’s where I live now, more fully than I have
ever lived before- ask anyone. My friends come. They would come in
their dozens to soothe my ailing, fractured world if anything
untoward happened to me. My friends like this place, ghosts and
all, friendly ghosts and memories embedded. A healing place. My
journey is a hard one. Karl said ‘I don’t envy you’ and I can’t
figure it because I don’t miss my wife but I know now that I miss
the old me- the one with certain goals and certain obstacles and
certain excuses and rationale. Someone to fight about and with. I’m
on a journey that is hard. Ariadne was part of that journey, a
lesson, in flesh of my own strengths and weaknesses - she was an
embodiment of my love because she was an embodiment of me- open,
vulnerable, able to accommodate other’s universes, hurt, a work in
progress but brave and I fell in love with that. That was night
one. Night two was time to realise that it was a con job I had done
on myself. Love is for others, for someone not like myself but
love-able: and when I find that person or ability I will be more
complete than ever and it will transcend sex and sensuality and age
and doubt. Ariadne came last night to help.

 


She brought her Friends, unknown to us both, good
angels and opportune spirits but her strength kept them in check
and this space is for my sprites again. She is a person of such
strength that I wish god to take care of her as she moves through
this world and others. She gave so much of herself, her strength,
to see me over one small step into my next reality. Does it fit
yet? No, there’s an uncomfortable pall over everything, all dreams
up for grabs, all ages up for grabs, all loves current and past up
for grabs and little to go on - as willing as I am to admit my
number one interest as the kids they come with that baggage and the
gentle unweaving of them from it will be as difficult as my foolish
wish to remain without a change in my status but with a new love.
The flesh beckons but A wouldn’t let me get away with it (she’d say
I wouldn’t let me) - there had to be an account of the well of
emotion and the discharge hurt and it shook my very being. My very
being is getting used (if it could!) to being shook. Ariadne - you
did well, dealing with a bruised man, a person who thought too much
of you (literally!)- and making the gaps work with segue and quiet
response and interest. I wouldn’t have blamed you if you wanted to
go after one hour but there were minutes in that last half hour
that will be imprinted on me for my life. You rock. I will not
forget you but will move past now, able to place you in a stream of
encounters, people called into my life by some inner me, guides to
take to this new world, every atom of which will be moving closer
to a new me. It’s a tough gig. Sail on, my sweet. Be careful. Be
careful of that big lie- such a burden (I had no idea). Sail on you
wondrous spirit. You are loved.

 


That was so hard to type up just now. That
hardest part? To leave it as written, to leave Ariadne in the past
tense: ‘Ariadne was...’

‘Ariadne was...’. Past tense. Written in late
March, pages back now, but I knew something then. Was it a mistake
to stay in touch? Most will say yes but would you wish to sever all
connections with someone who had brought you all this? Each visit,
more. Each absence another difficult digestion in a meal that money
can’t buy. Don’t even our teachers and students sometimes grow on
to be old friends? It never weakens or cheapens the initialism,
that spark we brought each other to see them age and struggle with
children and life, and them, me. Past tense, yeah, but truly I
don’t believe there is such a thing as a person I once loved.

But so much of what was to come and of what
was true, was already scrawled on that desperate page: the
references to the Inner being, the drive for that form of Love, the
apprentice-mystic stuff, embryonic but whole in its soul-full
preoccupations and overtones. I actually used a cap for ‘Friends’-
indicating so much more than usual usage: friend, Friend. This as
the result of just three hours together, baby-steps in that opening
to this quest. And although this was written way before I knew of
them, I think Barks and Bly would be particularly proud of ‘You
rock’ and ‘It’s a tough gig’- StreetSufi, RumiRap (thanks,
Coleman). All this before any bookish search and happenstance
discoveries, Chakras, the unfolding, and before deep conversations
with others about these areas of ancient knowledge and new
experience. What I had at that stage, on that day was just her and
me, total her and total me. Perhaps it is all in us all along,
someone just has to show it. She was such a beautiful mirror.

The CD that was playing on the closing
moments of that second visit, the visit before the dreams, is
playing now:

We are not walking the ghosts of the dead -

We are alive with the spirit of our passion.

 


Thanks, Michael. The Moon made a final brief
appearance before moving out of sight - growing too pale for the
sky, moving too far down to stay in view. I’m wrong, of course
(it’s a trend): I like to think the Moon is moving but it’s really
me in a spin, seven hundred miles an hour; me moving and the Moon a
passive reference for that change. Ariadne is right- everything
changes but the tracks were laid so early and so deeply and even in
my forward movement I still see them on the horizon.

So this morning another man, a different man,
sat alone watching the sun rise over the sea from his verandah with
spoon poised between bowl and mouth. Her true name is written in
faded yellow pencil on the table in front of him. The neighbours
are asleep, the moon lost. The spoon is poised. He looks at the new
light and the world breaks into fluid in front of his eyes. It
spills down his face. He can feel it. It’s warm...

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


‘What is it?’

‘A design...’

‘You have to be more specific. Which
shape is the one you want?

‘They all are. They all come together.
Is there some who can make this?’

‘Maybe Chris - but you need it the
right size, scaled, whatever. What’s it made of?’

‘Bit of a mix... some found
stuff...’

‘Found stuff?’

‘Glass.’

‘We do silver here.’

‘Yeah, I know. When is Chris here? I’ll
come back.’

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


3.13 am.

A text message from a friend in the UK wakes
me, tells me that he’s in the limo now on his way to a publisher’s
party in London. He’s doing writers’ festivals in three countries,
having made it there through almost ten years of the steadfast
maintenance of his voice, guarding it day and night from the evil
twins of criticism and praise. I’ve got to remember to turn my
mobile off overnight. I keep strange company now: prostitutes,
writers.

This after an uncharacteristically late night
of downing beers with another who is still waiting to make the
publishing breakthrough. We sat and drank at a desolate bar,
happily incomplete in our art, bathed in spring warmth. We
discussed a poet who has lost his way on a heady brew of lithium,
too nice an editor and just a dash of local acceptance- a golden
child now, nestled comfortably in his own publicity, held in high
esteem in this city; in high esteem in this city, held.

It’s much too early to get up but the moon
creeps out of storm clouds to the North East, small flashes
shepherding the upwards birth. A change is afoot (I love that
phrase- can you tell?). I watch from the door and await the
inevitable- the warm night will change into a ‘cool to mild’ day. I
can take ‘cool’ but you can keep your ‘mild’, thanks all the same.
It’s too early to rise and I have 23 fresh faced kids wanting my
soul later on this afternoon, they probably preferring me with eyes
still functioning but I get up anyway. Rumi says don’t go back to
sleep when you awake - told me last night on the train, as true as
we’re sitting here now. He said only the ones who stay awake all
night are truly enlightened. I guess that explains Ariadne.

After Jewel left last week I sat in the
lounge thinking, Jesus- I could have just met the woman from the
hardware store. Remember her? For a while I thought I met that
woman in the person of Jewel - a person simply struggling to bring
others into the world without them spoiling, turning into Men. For
a while I thought I was that woman, the same struggle understood a
little better now because of an hour with the wounded Jewel. Jewel
of the poetry unaccepted. For a while I was back among that
hardware: that little boy- abandoned, rescued, abandoned, rescued,
yearning for the mother.

Just looked back at that chapter (big scroll,
down, down - the words diving into the nether-area below the
computer screen, falling, the only way back there, nothing printed
yet, too scared to press ‘Print’ yet - and it turns out it was a
girl. In the hardware store. Never forget that I’m lying to you but
- ok - I am that little girl. I am that woman who said she’d
abandon that girl aisle by aisle and the kid who believed her. I am
the abandoner and the abandoned, the child who chose to believe and
chose not to, the dead people in the queue holding their tools -
fully equipped now but willing to wait silently. Fuck it: I’m
everyone in that scene and everyone in this book, I have to be.

That woman made me pick up stones on the
beach (shut up Ariadne). There’s quite a collection by now but,
gotta tell you, they are getting smaller and smaller, some almost
Earth jewellery; tiny brown polished spots well on their way to
being sand again, then even less, losing their gravity and drifting
as one with the ocean. And I’ve got to tell you that three times
this last week I came back from the beach without a stone at all.
I’d forgotten to complete this small action. Choice becomes chore -
more meta than phor. Maybe something in me didn’t want to interrupt
the stone, didn’t want to stop it from completing its journey,
something learnt from the butterfly incident, perhaps. Maybe I
don’t need them any more.

Been old friends week. Zoe visited the night
after Ariadne, a few days before Jewel, totally unannounced with
bottles of wine and a new Carey novel to discuss. Controversial
issue: she didn’t like the punctuation and the ‘voice’- had I read
it? What did I think of it? Let’s drink and talk about it. What did
I think?

What did I think? I hadn’t read Carey since
Bliss but I thought Zoe arrived with a new book, wine, dips and a
tattoo on her forehead which said ‘VTPR’ or at least
‘Let’s Have Sex!’. Granted she might not have known it was
there herself but it was as sure as hell writ large for me. By the
time I got into the lounge from the garden she had lit my candles,
set out the alcohol in big glasses and would have put on sweet
music if the CD player didn’t have love for me alone. I think there
was a good reason why she refilled my glass vigorously and sipped
hers. I think there was a future or a fuck or a future fuck
attached to her every word, even, nay- especially when she said she
had been celibate for a long time. Long time...

I know what you’re thinking: there you go
again, there’s your problem right there, mate - you’re a bloody
writer, fully used to working with scenarios and character
motivation and plotting - the world doesn’t work like that. But we
discussed a book I hadn’t read (it’s possible- I work at a uni). We
discussed the ethics of writing about others still alive,
presenting just one point of view of two people drawn from real
life. We discussed the arrogance of writing others into your work
without their knowledge or their point of view- hmmm....

Zoe wanted to know what I was writing. I say
I can’t tell her and she steps up the charm, pours me another glass
of Tempus and I tell her I really can’t tell her and she says I’ve
changed; she likes me much better now. I’ve changed and she doesn’t
know what’s happening (‘don’t want to know’) but whatever is
happening, it’s obviously working for me. We get onto vice (can’t
remember how) and in a weak/honest moment I admit to mine - the
occasional booking.

When the train stops unexpectedly, everyone
talks. An anomaly triggers something in us. Not many people admit
to this. I did. I ask Zoe if she’s surprised.

‘No. But if I were you I wouldn’t tell that
to anyone I was romantically interested in.’

Too late. So she speaks for the first time
about her experiences as a prostitute - she did it for a couple of
years at uni. I’ve known her for over twenty years and I’m the
first person she’s ever told. Her ex-husband of thirteen years
doesn’t know about it. But now it comes out, the lost years. And we
argued like fuck about it, she angry that I can rationalize
anything away, that I can see anything but greed and flesh there,
that I exploit these vulnerable people. She says she was
vulnerable. Yes, she did it because she liked money and often she
liked the sex, but she was young and so vulnerable and she regrets
it now because you can’t think clearly when you are in that stuff-
it’s too powerful a brew to climb out of for even a look.

I say there’s more than just money and sex
there - every personal transaction contains emotional sub-text -
and she says that’s so typical: I still can’t separate sex and
love. Than she says that I always make her talk, that we always end
up as mutual therapy, handing the power and permission back and
forth to each other, so evenly every time, usually that’s great,
unique, but this time...

 


Later I’m left the drunker, left staring at
the dips plate after midnight and I’m thinking she’s the one who
can’t separate sex and love. If she wanted sex tonight she should
have said it instead of dragging Carey into the room as some sort
of academic jailbait.

But she did get me thinking, dammit. Until
then I was so sure that to meet Ariadne in the park, to break us
out of this room, is the right thing, the next thing. But in that
I’m forgetting something - it would still be a transaction. In that
park, any park, I would be kidding myself that things were better
but the money would quell that quickly enough. Maybe Zoe is part
right - I am fine with the difference between sex and love, I just
can’t see the difference between friendship and money. Going to the
park, the daylight thing, getting those thrills I’ve been longing
for will only reinforce me in my belief that Ariadne and I have
something special. Yes- it may happen sometime but how much better
to let it occur at a better time, who knows when, when two truly
free people can meet for coffee and a walk, having made that
decision as a clean one.

And I’m forgetting something else - as long
as I keep Ariadne here, as just part of her working night, I am
providing some small sanctuary in her working world, a world made
more vulnerable and real from Zoe’s insight.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


5.15 am. Stop writing, quell the computer
and the desk lamp, prepare for meditation.

Moving slowly, I light a single small candle-
it’s enough. When I sit down to meditate the candle is all - the
room held in its light alone. The meditation goes well today. To be
honest I didn’t expect it be a particularly good one because I went
into it with such high expectations after a great one yesterday
(can you believe I wrote that sentence?) But it held me, yes, as
dawn crept into the room rearranging things, and it wouldn’t let me
go easily. I love it when that happens.

So, almost an hour later and a universal
light has taken over every object in the room. It’s all coloured in
now. I finish the quiet time with myself by voicing two lines which
have formed up all by themselves over time:

I take this day.

Take me this day.

I make myself real by running my hands over
my limbs, creak into life. I slowly stand and open my eyes again. I
make a coffee (not everything changes) and place it on the table in
the lounge room. It’s only then that I noticed the small tea-light
candle still burning. It had been the All an hour ago but was now
forgotten and invisible in a room of light.

Universal light. Light does enter this room.
I just have to wait long enough. If light is all I’m after it will
come, as everything has, of its own accord. Ariadne and I meet,
we’ve always met, in the early evening and the evenings are
changing without my meddling. Within a month we will sit here in
sunset, then in late sunlight, thus slowly working ourselves
backwards through the day without any effort, simply because the
world turns and will continue to turn until it’s all over and
everything changes.

Ariadne won’t know what it means to me, to
see her in daylight, how I have carried that metaphor out of the
labyrinth with us, but it doesn’t matter.

One week to go. I will not change anything. I
will not txt her, thanks for the offer anyway, it’s appreciated
but... some other time, when it is all truly, truly clean. We will
meet here again next Friday, here- in the room where it all
started.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 


 


 


Hi. Hot, eh? wondering . . . does
Thursday work 4u? from 2-5?

 


Yes that wrks 4 me. Shal we meet
at the prk?

 


Ok. which gate?

 


Main ... by the info
place

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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Time to explain something. Come on- you must
have been wondering. You must have been curious as to why, when you
purchased this book, it was blister packed with a small bottle of
Liquid Paper. I suppose you’ve been patient or maybe you’ve just
lost it. I hope that it hasn’t dried up as they tend to do but no
matter. Should the special little bottle have disappeared - don’t
fear. Any bottle of that stuff will do. Just don’t go generic on me
now - it must say ‘Liquid Paper’ on it. Go out . Get some.

Liquid Paper is a magic solution. With it you
can do (you must do) what I can’t. It’s not too hard. Grab that
tiny bottle, pull that tiny brush out, turn back to the end of the
previous chapter and lay that beautiful fluid all over the final
paragraph. Lay it on thick, use a house paint brush if necessary,
pour it on, use everything in that bottle you won’t be needing that
stuff any more. Now place the book in the sun, have a coffee with
me; wait.

When it’s dry (patience- surface is
deceptive) pick up a fat red marker from the floor of the kids’
room, test the new skin of that page with your finger to see if the
white pool is truly, truly solid and write on it. These are the
words to write: IT WAS A GIFT, YOU FUCKING IDIOT!!! Don’t
write anything else - it’s my book - but the choice of the number
of exclamation marks used is entirely your input, your output. That
number will depend on how much of a fucking idiot (or, in this
case, non-fucking idiot) you think I am. The more exclamation marks
the more frustrated you were as the previous chapter moved on to
its oh-so-logical, o-so-flawed conclusion. Use that frustration
now- do it.

Do it! I can’t do it. I am in your hands. Be
a mystic. Not doing it makes you an ascetic. I am moving from
ascetic to mystic, fool to Fool, friend to Friend. Baby steps to
baby. Join me, do it, it needs to go. Do it because that was then,
this is now. Beautiful now.

Do you want reason before description? Fuck
reason. Here’s what happened from the time I turned up in her park,
on her side of the world. First of all - I didn’t know there was a
real labyrinth. Be careful of your metaphors. I’ve really got to
get out more. I’ve walked this park before in other circumstances,
before, before she was born, before I was born but never have I
gone into it as deep as we went. If she had vaporised after two
hours and left me on that hair width trail (a small white feather
on the ground, a certain jasmine scent) I would not have been able
to find my way back. I would still be there. I am still there. We
took a hundred turns, she striding out and leading, leading the
whole bloody day, me almost out of breath at times, out of words at
others, but we made it to the entrance, the gate, at the end of a
long time: back out: entrance, daylight: her, me.

Add them all up. We were standing next to her
car, fading light. I think it was all I could do to stop myself
from taking her hand then. Instead she spoke:

‘Want to go for a coffee? To a café
somewhere?’




The night before, I wrote this:

Sleep.

I must sleep.

Tomorrow is a big day

I’m not even sure what day it will be.

I feel everything moving

into one, one time zone

I feel as if I’m cracking open an egg.

My mind is the strangest thing these days.

I am such a mess

but a beautiful mess.

Good thing you’ve used up all the Liquid
Paper because that truly is piss-poor poetry. But you must remember
that I am in this way over my head. Here’s an edit for you, save
you the slog:

I feel everything moving

into one

an egg is cracking

open.

 


That was the starter line, the egg thing,
just came to me. But by then I had made up my mind to go for the
park option anyway.

Three days before - not so. I wrote
‘It has to be here, this room, until the very
end, until a better time’.

A day later, Tuesday (lost you? - there goes
chronology again) I decide on the park meeting, on her offer.
Here’s how... two things...

Firstly a dream/meditation. It’s two days to
go to her visit and she owns those days - hyper-anticipation ruled,
the inner zone uncapturable, leaving me with just glorified
relaxation, a quietness in which to place stray thoughts. But
somewhere in it something unworldly comes over me and I’m away.

I am in the Hitchcock house again, the
darkening landscape, the deep blue lake. This time though there is
no glass pane between me and the beautiful view, between me and
those astounding mountains - I must be on a ledge of some sort. I
look over the lake into the distance. Someone’s out there. I lean
forward. There’s a point where I know if I lean more, stretch, I
will move down. I do, and start to fly over the water. I know this
feeling well. I love it. I fly over the blue lake. The lake is
paler now - blue/white. It’s as if there is more light on the other
side than I had imagined - a sort of dusk, or dawn, or both. Soon I
am over the water, on the shore. There are small stones under my
feet. The water laps gently; lick, lick. The light is darkly
warm.

I only have to move a little into the forest
to find her. She’s asleep. There is no Prince Charming kiss but, as
I approach her she rolls languidly towards me and looks up. It
looks as if she has slept for a long time. She’s a little younger
than Ariadne and I don’t know if I recognise her face - her hair a
burnished, deep gold, curled. But she recognises me for some
reason. She is pleased to see me. When she opens her eyes I open
mine, back now, back in my room. And, aloud:

‘I have to go. I have to go.’

It’s that simple. I realise that moment that
I have to go to her. I have to leave my room this time, travel over
water and go to her world now. It’s time. She will be pleased to
see me.

‘What is it? Stop smiling.’

She doesn’t. She’s sitting to my left, her
feet dangling into space. For a change it takes her a while to form
up some words for me.

‘It’s... like... as soon as I think things
you say them. My thoughts are coming out of your mouth.’

‘Is that a bad thing?’

‘No. It’s like... telepathy.’

That’s from the real afternoon, not the
dream. I wasn’t going to tell you that but that would be a sin of
omission and I’m trying to give them up. You’d think they were her
best words of the day, wouldn’t you – ‘as soon as I think things
you say them’ - something every writer, every lover would want
to hear. You’d think that but - no - this lover/writer/lover has
another personal favourite from that afternoon in the woods- a
simple line, hers:

‘There is no it.’

I was describing the need I felt to be closer
to her, the need I expressed some six weeks ago, the flawed hug,
the nurturing moment. I was trying to tell her that it wasn’t me
needing to be held that night- that I was holding her for a few
seconds simply to nurture ‘it’.

‘There is no it!’

I just added the mark of frustration. I
remembered- it was quite an emphatic exclamation, again, out of
character for her. It had a little anger and frustration mixed with
it and we know by now that any anger we express towards others is
all our own and that we say such things aloud to ourselves. It
struck me later, alone in my car, that these were the words of a
fighter. You are fighting, Ariadne. You are with me, fighting.
Maybe we can both beat it. I certainly can’t on my own.

 


Later, these words:

‘The book doesn’t have to end.’

She’s looking me in the eye. We are standing
eye to eye, she slightly further up the hill to who knows where
she’s taking me and she turns when I’m knee deep in frustration
about this writing business and outlining to her that it’s all
closing - the last visitor, Jewel, gone, sketching out the end -
the end of our year, her leaving, my next project - I’m covering it
in a ragged voice and she stops walking and turns and gives me a
line like that. I blurb on about my plans, the ‘next’, going to
publishers next year and she’s still standing there and gives me
that line again: The book doesn’t have to end. What the fuck
am I supposed to do with it? I can’t put it anywhere. I don’t have
a box marked ‘Hope’ any more. It glows in my hands now, warming,
burning. What was that? Was that a plea for patience, a promise of
some kind, or her own concern about this baby of ours going out
into the real world? You choose. I choose not to.

When I saw her get out of her car at two I
realised that we were twins- dressed alike, both rebels without a
cause (thanks Jimmy). She saw it too (a little smile) and took off
her jacket revealing a grey sports top and a glimpse of a baby-blue
t-shirt with a hundred and fifty washes on its odometer. She looked
fresh- sleep and a beneficent sun suited her, remade her face into
that of a girl. She tied the light jacket around her waist as we
started to walk- all beauty...

We walked, we talked, we sat on the cusp of a
sleeping waterfall, the invisible stream running over us. We sat on
opposite sides of that water, we sat on the edge of a precipice.
And, yes, I was brave enough to mention the baby dream, the twins,
the wish for nurturing, and she was brave enough to wrap some words
around our relationship- even if it was just to define what it is
not. She’s squatting, breaking a twig in half using it to sketch
the outer space she occupies when she meditates; that envelope,
aura, whatever- she’s making it real in the sand for me: ‘that’s
me’.

‘So where am I?’

She looks up, new energy in her voice ‘No -
you’re not there - it’s just me’.

There is no it. I’ve said it a thousand
times. I don’t know what it is but I’m willing to wait. Hello. My
name is Westley. I’m your waiter today, can I help you?. Ok- I will
wait and do as you wish (thanks, William). I am your Westley but
you are not my Buttercup, you are Robin Wright- difficult to work
with because you are flesh and blood, not a one dimensional layer
of light passing at 25 glimpses per second. I am still in the movie
and you are off the screen, out of the cinema and waiting for me in
the foyer so we can have a coffee and talk. Give me a minute, some
more time here. Sorry, I love this dark, dreamy, unstructured
place. You know me- I’d even sit through the end titles, the
playout music...

I was brave enough to ask about her
forthcoming flight home and she was brave enough to give me details
of exactly where she is going, where she lives.

I asked her if she would share a day with me
there, just a day, just as friends.

‘That would be cool’, she said.

I can’t believe this is all happening- I’ve
entered a zone where I can anticipate a full day with Ariadne in
her home town, out of this context, out of this world. All so
quickly. I feel strongly that there is one more admission and now a
place for it to be made, somewhere for it to be clearly accepted by
both of us - known as something-in-waiting, maybe forever, because
of the circumstances which brought us together, circumstances which
still exist; beautiful circumstances.

And it seemed the three weeks had made her
think as well. She threw me when she said she had made some major
decisions since we last met. I pushed her for detail but she
couldn’t elaborate for me. I told her I would like to think that
she was following through her last decision - to quit, go home and
start a uni course but she still wasn’t forthcoming as to what her
changes meant for her, and, by an implication starting to gnaw at
my mind, for me as well.

What more can I tell you, tell me? We were
standing next to her fading car, fading light, me wondering if this
afternoon is over or what. I remember... it was all I could do to
stop myself from taking her hand. Maybe one of you was there with
me, stopping me. Thank you. A beat. She spoke:

‘Want to go for a coffee? To a café
somewhere?’

And me, automatic: ‘Sure. Do you?’

No answer. A gap. A gap which contained six
folded yellow notes. And there was the smallest silence before I
caught on.

We went for a coffee. We went to her café in
her car, her falcon. A perfect falcon for no reason has alighted
on my shoulders... We talked about friends, plans, travel,
futures, art and dreams. I was her passenger, there and back. I had
to say it as she drove:

‘This feels weird.’

‘What? The car?’

‘Yeah - that’s it. I’m not used to being in a
car.’

Some trivial detail: she sang along with
music in that sacred café, she whistled, looked up at me, a tad
embarrassed. Sounds trite now, huh, but what makes a person
whistle? I have no idea. The best café bit- she didn’t share the
cheesecake. Not a bit. Didn’t offer it to me. Not a crumb. Cleaned
it all up.

At the car Ariadne lingered. I swear she
lingered with me between our cars, enjoying the unstructured moment
after she’s shoved the money in the compartment between our seats-
she lingered and chilled in that zone, well out of time, post
money, asking ‘who’s this?’, about my car, the stickers on it,
books on the seats, trinkets, life....

We hugged and chatted. She left. The sun went
down. I left. I drove slowly. Go back there with me one more time.
Take this one moment again:

‘Want to go for a coffee? To a café
somewhere?’

‘Sure. Do you?’

A small silence.

A question you can’t answer, eh? I get
it.

A small silence. I understand.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


A i r . . .

Air, and he knew that air was not his chosen
element. He was aquatic, he knew that: post-aquatic, post-botanic,
post-traumatic now far too human, far too frail. Okay- maybe
post-human as well now - on the ramp up now - aware, but still
flesh and blood, still grave with gravity. He knew ( so aware) that
air was not his domain yet, for that inescapable second, he
inhabited it... free... as a bird... here and now, in the only here
and now he had, he was passing through air... a one second flight,
then pain.

Meditate, meditate. See the man from Persia
runs to him, his mustard-coloured Valiant abandoned on the grass
verge next to the intersection; askew, driver’s door open,
passenger (his wife? his mother?) struggling with hers. See this
from where you lay, aware. There is a short girl with frizzy hair
and a mobile phone. There’s a mechanic from a nearby garage who had
heard the squeal (said to me mate ‘if there’s no bang after this
one...’), there was the Persian, such deep eyes, strong arms
(‘sorry, sorry, so sorry - is mist...’). There was a blue
steel sculpture- an artwork completed in one violent second (he
shall call it Broken Cycle, smiles). And pain.

Pain. Pain. Far too frail. His hand ran down
to it. There was a hole in the left knee of his jeans. Flesh and
blood. His kneecap was exposed. He touched it. The short girl
looked away.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


‘What is it?’

‘A design. I want you to do this bit in
silver. Can you do it?’

‘I can but I need to know what the
other parts will be.’

‘The inner piece, the heart, is going
to be gold. Maybe you can do that too.’

‘Yeah - I can do gold. And this- the
back thing?’

‘It’s glass - found glass, from a
beach. I’ve already got it. It’s all going to be held together with
fishing wire. Got that too.’

‘Fishing wire...’

‘Here - hold the three layers like this
- see through them? See the whole thing? You’ll have to drill six
fine holes in the edge. I’ve worked it all out. How soon can you do
it?’

‘How soon do you want it?’

‘Christmas?’

 


 


-~~~~-
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It’s the day of the new moon, that unspoken
trajectory, the celestial sin of omission, unseen except in some
unreflected awareness as it blocks starlight- a black hole in a
pierced sky; unseen unless glimpsed in that moment between night
and day when it folds into the grey horizon.

I saw it. While I was looking into it the
computer told me to start saving daylight again. That means a full
year, fifty two weeks have passed since that first phone call,
since Sarah. Hello Sarah. It means this is the second to last
entry. It took me two and a half weeks to write the previous
chapter, on and off, and it seems I’ve only just scratched the
surface of that afternoon. Words are so useless, mere
information.

Here’s some real information then: I had
already booked my flight to her homeland by the time we met in that
park. I phoned my travel agent that very morning on impulse and
told him to get me a ticket to where Ariadne is going to be next
year- to put me there as well, for two weeks after Christmas. It’s
going to be an impossible trip - I can barely pay airfare, much
less the cost of surviving there for two weeks - but something said
go.

What was that something? Are there any
reasons anymore? Is any of this making sense? Let me describe - the
something was the fact that there was a lake, the fact that there
was water in that danksome, Hitchcock dream. I had to travel over
water to get to her, to the landscape she was bedded in -
distinctive, primal. It all came back to me in the midst of
phantasmagoria, in the middle of some now-lost night, the whole
over-coloured tiny epic as a re-run, a re-release: the flight, the
lake, the turn, the smile, and the detail was vivid and the water
was white/blue - too unreal for this real world, too bright. Are
there really lakes like that? And I knew the deeper meaning of the
whole thing. And again I said ‘ I have to go’.

I have to go there. So, well before we met in
daylight for the first time, well before that walk in the park and
me asking her if she would grant me a day in her homeland and she
saying yes I had the flight in my pocket, my wings folded out of
sight over my back. I was too scared to admit to her that my
journey was already decided, hoping not to twist her arm in this
important decision, and it seems as if she didn’t need her arm
twisted a clean decision for her: ‘that would be cool’.

During the three weeks it’s taken me to grasp
these chapters I’ve left bags of groceries with Jessica at the
checkout. Sorry, Jess cosmic jetlag. During those 17 days I’ve been
up and down, been laid low by a man in a yellow car, been made to
stop and lie still for three days and three nights. No-one knew
where I was, can’t tell.

In those quieter, weaker moments I made false
conclusions and false starts to, yes, call Ariadne. Wouldn’t you?
Now I figure that any action based on ‘she loves me’ or ‘there is
an it’ (and the ‘it’ we have is some sort of mutually loving ‘us’),
anything even approaching this thinking must be thrown out. It
truly matters not if this is even true. As two people (and we must
at least be two people, right?- give the ‘it’ that much room)
Ariadne and I have what most couples dream of, or fool themselves
that they have- an exceptional level of communication, an intuitive
bonding through the exchange of ideas, worlds, dream worlds, and
words. I don’t know about Ariadne but never before has this been my
experience, and I have been in love before. It’s enough. Making it
any more in my head is fraudulent. She would see that, as I see it
now.

On the weekend after that afternoon I picked
up a stone on the beach as usual. I was lost in space when I
noticed that my fingernail was working away at a smooth little dent
in the stone as I walked. You know the dent - the one which makes a
triangle into a heart, a stone into a symbol. I stopped and looked
at what I had been doing. It was a largish stone, but light (and so
not much value as patience), some softer texture, pale aqua,
malleable.

There was already a dent on one edge- that
must have caught my eye like some kind of cosmic cleavage. So the
stone resembled a heart anyway but wasn’t quite there yet and,
without realising it, as I walked I had worked at that little fold
in that shorter edge to make it more pronounced, worried it as I
walked, the fingernail marks now evident. I was making love. You
can’t do that. Scratch away all you like but she will find those
scratches some day and while you sleep she will check under your
fingernails for aqua particles of sedimentary rock. You can’t
create a message and then get all ecstatic on its meaning. It’s not
much good getting off on the lyrics of a CD, seeing them as so
right, so appropriate, if you chose to play that very music, that
very track, that very minute.

To think that I almost didn’t do it- didn’t
get to that park, her gift almost rejected on the basis of some
‘better time’ to come. Did I tell you about ‘better time’? (scrolls
up whole chapter again, still lost in the forest, nope). Seems I
didn’t. Long story short (sorry, A - the book really does have to
end).

Between the magnificent night with A three
weeks ago and the majesty of the daylight encounter just gone I met
an old friend at the market. Let’s call her WonderGirl. I’m almost
out of names. The sign above my desk which says Keep Lying! is
looking ragged.

WonderGirl and I had matching lattes and a
Baci each. My Baci intones Time cannot destroy
what affection has built but I laughed it off because it was
Anonimo again. Her Baci stopped WonderGirl in mid-sentence, her
latte in mid-transit...

‘Waiting abates the lesser passions while enhancing
the grand ones.’ - F. de la Rochefoucauld.

She said only a writer could write that. I
was unscathed. I asked about That Man. She had a suitor once, she
had hope. She had a dress already made, shrinking in a dark
cupboard by the year. Seems that nothing happened. After eight
years of seeing each other too infrequently they didn’t get
together, didn’t make anything of it.

And, for the first time, she recalled for me
the night when she was pretty sure that he would propose and very
sure that she would say yes. She had no idea why this night loomed
as The One- who knows what signals we give each other when we are
not listening or looking. But the night did loom: a perfect
evening, a dinner, a walk to the top of that hill they both spoke
about but hadn’t visited together, the stars and the moon aligned
for Best Available Moment, then the moment. Then the second, the
inescapable second. She felt so strongly that he would ask her. She
was wrong.

They saw each other for another three years,
saw each other. Now, about once every four months, he rings her and
tells her that they should be married, that she is still the love
of his life. He did it again last week.

She always wanted to ask him what had
happened that night- if she had misread that signal but usually you
need death or at least a funeral for that sort of honesty between
two people. Although WonderGirl didn’t die she somehow had that
honest, that precious authentic moment with him anyway. Last week
she was strong enough and seemingly distant enough, maybe angry
enough now to ask him what had happened. Here’s the thing - he said
he did have the ring in his pocket that night. He just didn’t do it
because he thought (that was his first mistake) that ‘there would
be a better time’ to offer it to her.

So I’m in a café in the market, thirty other
customers, fifty passers-by and WG tell me his exact words ‘I
thought there would be a better time’ and I blurt out ‘never think
that, never think that’. It takes her by surprise (it takes half
the café by surprise - gotta do something about these outbursts)
and WG says ‘that’s good advice’ and me, still in some strange zone
and in some equally strange, whispery voice: ‘that wasn’t for you.
that was for me’. I swear it just burst out of me- ‘never think
that’.

And I knew it must be the park next,
Ariadne’s park, and her gift of imperfect daylight.

In the park, in that light, Ariadne and I
were in a new space. It got to the point where it seemed that I was
the one a little anxious to go. She may have had the money to think
about (she shoved it away into her pocket so quickly, with some
sort of disgust, believe me Reader) but I seemed to have the
time-lock mind set. At times over those hours it felt as if we are
training each other to handle each other - moving around in a
safe-zone word-dance, in movements celestially designed to help us
learn the strange martial art of talk: conversation capoeira -
beautiful and dangerous and honest and harmless in one - an
accommodation of form, of each other; the sort of conversation you
can only have when you don’t have a ring in your pocket or a white
dress hanging in a dark cupboard behind you.

It wasn’t always safe talk. I see it now,
that afternoon- and something shakes me still. She pulled back from
my words a little, from me a little, just after I responded to her
taunting, incomplete admission that ‘things have changed over the
last three weeks. I’ve made some decisions.’

I tried to gently tease those hidden
decisions out of her (still learning) and when I couldn’t do that
she was so quiet - the wrong sort of silence now, unshared, and we
walked ages, eons, she really stepping up the pace, me out of
breath, until I said:

‘I would like to think that you are still
following through on your plans for uni next year’

And she said nothing and we walked further
into her personal maze, she leading, and then she stopped and
turned to me and said:

‘Like to think? You like to think too much.
How does hearing what I said about next year make you
feel?’

Her italics, and she’s not an italics girl. I
remembered thinking that’s not fair - ‘feel’. She was the
one who wanted to make me think, not feel. Quite reluctant in that
latter capacity. But she was right, right again - there’s something
deeper and I’m not allowing it through and I stopped and she walked
on and I walked on and caught her up and it took a full five
minutes walking behind her, lock step, learning her pace, her grace
over stones she knew so well, catching her, catching my breath,
catching my thoughts, a full five minutes before I said ‘worried’
aloud and I knew right then that she knew that I had lost faith in
her.

Earlier on, at the desiccated waterfall, she
had said that I can read her mind but in that second when she
stopped and she turned I felt as if she could see into mine and my
mind was the complete audience of Jerry Springer. She only had to
put a little question into my head to open my floodgates to doubt.
And she felt it. She felt it too- much too silent, looking at me
when I was looking away, pensive and contained, a twig breaking in
her hands without her effort or knowledge. She was too silent. It’s
as if she knew what I wrote weeks ago when I was angry with her,
had read it while I slept.

Ariadne, no matter what you tell me I get the
feeling you will work next year. Yes, you’ll leave, the ticket
booked but soon you will tempt you with mammon and you will fall. I
just won’t know about it.

That angry fortnight was the first time I had
lost faith, lost my faith, lost my faith in her. Now in this
daylight forest a second time- the cock only needed to crow once
more for her crucifixion to begin. I’m Jerry, she’s fourteen and I
just told her she would never be anything else but a whore. I
fucking knew it. Crown of thorns. The audience a geek chorus
projecting their weakness onto her using me as a focal lens. I
heard them cheering me on, deriding her willpower. They were on my
side. She was on her own, small, in a big chair, vulnerable.

We talked it over as best we could. I tell
her I was just concerned about her health, late nights, the
driving, that it’s not a comment on the job, that I’d think that of
anyone I knew in any job if they had allowed me into their dream or
plan and then bailed on it later- I like to see people follow
through on their personal ‘next’. It’s was all true, but it was not
enough. I used that pathetic ‘I would like to think...’ line again.
Please learn from me- learn that it is nothing less than a hand on
someone’s back, as polite as it may seem, a transgression of
intent, a lapse of equanimity. We knew I fell that moment.

And the saddest thing? That second, there,
then (there and then) was our only chance to fix it. Two people
cannot return to the scene of a personal crime and tidy it up with
more words, no matter how much better the intention, no matter how
strong a will they have to put the past to rest, no matter how
agenda-free they think themselves to be. The second has gone,
stolen away by the past which is working out of sight as you wait
to find the courage to seek it again and the room those two people
are in is filling fast with the noise of all the other failed
seconds, failed words, with two, then four, then six versions of
the same varnished possibility. And within two days that space will
be so full of noise you will not be able to hear each other, to
clear each other. You will not be able to save each other- I know
this from bitter experience. The room of noise will win every time;
don’t go there, don’t go there.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


The car park was empty.

He arrived early, pulled in with ten minutes
to spare. The old car overran- three chugs before silence, then
birdsong and dapple, a sweet ambient, greeting card day. He
listened to the engine gasping, holding the door open, waiting,
smiling, shrugged on his red jacket and walked to the Information
Sign.

His left hand ran down to the rip in his
jeans, instinctive, allowing him a tilt. The opening was still
there. They had stitched his wound, the place the universe entered
with fishing line. Small barbs of greenish wire jutted out of him.
Patience.

Some walking paths were indicated. There was
a ruin nearby, some historical markers, indigenous caves, a
lookout. He opted for the ruin, orienting himself by the sun. He
gave himself five minutes to get there and spent the walking time
wondering what she would wear today, how to greet her. Five minutes
walk and no sign of the left-overs of Meares House or whatever the
fuck it was called. He turned back.

He wondered what she would be wearing. He
wondered how her philosophy class had gone this week. He wondered
whether he should have shaved. He arrived back at the Information
Sign.

Crisp, gravel noises. The girl parked her car
next to his, got out, felt the lateness of the day, shrugged on her
jacket, took a step and froze.

She looked down, looked at the car keys in
her hand, turned around, looked at her car and walked back to
it.

She started her car again, backed it out of
her parking space.

She backed it right up to the old gate and
swung it into a different space, three spaces removed from his.

He saw this happen. He walked silently a
hundred steps into the dry scrub on a small, unmarked track, turned
around and walked a hundred steps back. By the time he got to the
Information Sign the girl was there.

‘Hi.’

‘Hi.’

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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I put the book of poetry down and put my
head down and tried for that little extra, that tail of the night,
that tiny dessert sleep- so warming and full of comfort, be it a
half hour or ten minutes. And I found that period of re-immersion
into the cosmos, a small dream that took me away.

I didn’t think a pre-dawn sleep would be easy
today - her day - but I dwelt there a while again, felt its ancient
medicine. I turned slowly and checked the clock. Barely a minute
had gone- time tricking me again and my mind falling for it and
refreshing me anyway.

They say (I say) it’s the actual process of
falling asleep which refreshes us, knits up that old, unravelled
sleeve, thanks Bill - it seems we need nothing more than that fall
from reality and the next five minutes. I’m tempted by a dozen
follow-on metaphors and a hundred comparisons with other aspects of
life but let them swarm like flies outside my screen door today.
Today I will dwell in the mystery, dance the mystery and die within
it, as Barks says- another’s words, but just as surely mine now,
there is no plagiarism in the divine comedy.

So nice to write. So nice to just write after
a week of flurry and tension and ego and imaginings and fantasies
and the careful placement of words and images to stroke the baby in
its last days. To be born this baby has to die. How often do we
realise that the birth of a child is a little death for that
soul-in-transit, the painful giving away of an astounding existence
for the next? What a world they must have! We revisit it in sleep,
see it in dreams; aquatic, organic, warm, total, complete nurture,
tactile and restful in one. A place to grow. Then, something
beckons, the sun...

It beckons to me now, this new morning of the
new day of the new day. I have felt immersed, nurtured, warmed in
places I thought long cold. I have been aquatic. I have felt held.
I will take it with me forever, through the rest of this breath,
the blood we are dancing in right now; through my journey in the
inverted womb that is this stately and energizing planet and
onward; there will be a memory, a trace.

So nice just to write, just to put down words
without knowing their place in any work. I smile as I stand out of
the bed, full of blood from the bottom of my feet to the top of my
head and from fingertip to fingertip. I stand, saying come on- you
know you have to and sit without agenda but there is an
acknowledgment which comes with every action and these words flow
as easily as tears onto the page.

This week deceived me with the anticipation
of passion and while I was lost in the dread of that lure - a
figure in a fantasy all my own making- it snuck compassion into its
place just in time for her day: today. That’s the way it has all
been – unpredictable - god’s spy and the thief working as one, for
and against me, my soul and I on the same dance as Ariadne and
myself, a watchful eye discarded and we finally see a glimpse of
what it is like to let go of the desire and become complete within
it at the same moment.

There wasn’t going to be any chapter 52. We
are way outside of the book now. I look at her now and want to tell
her that- that it’s over, we can talk, we can live again, that she
is not made of paper but I think she knows by now that she is.

Only the last meeting will finish this off,
the full moon in November, the last meeting with her before she
leaves this country, this business, this book and me. I am so
unstuck in time. I am forward, beyond all this, thinking what it
will be like to miss her. It will be wonderful. Even at my lowest I
know that missing her isn’t the worst thing. I tell myself. I say
when you miss her be thankful that you miss her. Any luck you’ll
never learn to cope with this ache because if you learn to put this
away as background in any other life form you’ll come to realise
some day that it has gone and you’ll feel the saddest sad of all;
true loss - the loss of both presence and absence. So thank this
ache, thank this pain- it’s the next passport stamp on your journey
to the new and the next stone in your shoe and the and the next
slap on your face and the next finish line in this endless race.
Breathe a while, then run on. You know where the horizon is. You
know that it creeps away from you but, every morning and every
night, it is so beautiful.

Last Friday we returned to her park one more
time, walked those trails, sheltered from a late spring storm and
spoke of it all. She is pushing for more honesty, more about us,
more about everything. She so wants to talk, wants me to talk,
openly, freely. It’s was strange day with closure looming, the
knowledge that the next one is it; the last. I decide that the
November full moon - four weeks away - will be spent in daylight as
well, this time on a mountain trail of my choosing; a rose garden,
a climb, a farewell drink at a favourite café.

But in her own park, today, we walk and talk
again. Last time she liked the rainbow I gave her, she recalled had
what passed between us; words, times. She showed me a duck feather,
she drew my figure in the sand, got angry with me when I didn’t pay
attention to my aura, when I interrupted her. She wanted to show me
things all the time; her spaces. She took my word on other places
to see in this, my city, her temporary home. She had followed them
up during the week, grateful. We had fun making mistakes. When I’m
down I take this rare feeling of grace in my hands and in my heart
and hold it a while. I know what happened- a communion. It’s what I
wished for- a silver string...

‘We are meditating here, as we walk...’

This time we walk as well. We didn’t go back
to the waterfall. I still haven’t been back, will do so some day.
But today we walked new trails and talked new philosophy and how
people are treating us and how we treat each other. We walk in
comfortable silence and sit at times but before long we discuss my
lack of trust in her decisions about next year, what I said the
last time we met, my invisible hand on her back- the ‘I would like
to think...’ moment.

She wants to talk about it. I stop. I am so
reluctant to go back there - into that room of noise - but she
takes my hand (it’s a metaphor by now) and we go into it together
and a truly remarkable thing happens. We are able to talk it
through- to actually address last month’s problem eye to eye and
see where we went wrong, where I went wrong.

It’s raining heavily. There’s no-one else
around. She returns from the desolate toilet block to find me
sitting in tin shelter, sitting on my hands. I can’t look up as she
sits right next to me like the early days...

‘Hi.’ As if we’ve just met. She leans a
little towards me. ‘Lost to us mortals?’

‘I was thinking about last time. Your
decision... what I said.’

Her silence contained an ‘and...?’.

‘And... Look. I don’t know what that decision
is, what your next year is but you know... I just want you...
Listen- can I tell you a story?’

‘Sure.’

‘Well there’s this person. She fixes my
watches. She’s really cool, great eye contact, smoky voice, loves
it when you walk in, remembers you - you know that sort of girl -
and it always takes time to change the battery or the strap or
whatever and we talk. She’s really good at what she does but you
know what? She doesn’t want to be working in that mall fixing
watches. She wants to train horses.

Ariadne is throwing green apple peel to a
disinterested magpie. She’s relaxed, listening.

‘Been going to her for three years and she’s
always... you know- a horse creeps into the conversation. Pretty
soon there’s a horse in that shop...’

Ariadne’s body is turned towards me, legs
straight. Her red Gore-Tex is sideways across her lap. She’s
ironing her damp blue jeans with her hands, long strokes down her
legs. She’s smiling a little, reading my mind, but I have to finish
anyway.

‘...And I’m going to collect my watch next
Tuesday and you know I hope she isn’t there. I hope she’s at the
Next. Listen...’ (and now, Reader, I feel so much like taking her
hands in mine) ‘Listen. I didn’t lose faith in you. I just wanted
to see a friend take a step. I don’t care who you are or what you
do for a living but I was only anxious that you follow your own
truth. I’m sorry if that sounded bad- everything else was fear and
anger.’

‘You want people to follow through with their
wishes.’

‘Yeah.’

‘Why?

Don’t do why. You always do why. Then
you return and do why again.

‘Why do you want me to do that?’

There is a long silence. The magpie has gone.
The rain has stopped. Please don’t stand up and put on that jacket.
Then I say it.

‘Don’t be like me. Don’t wait.’ Eye contact.
Contact. ‘Do the next. Follow your dreams.’

Dammit it was about me again. That she
understood better. She liked that example, sees the
misunderstanding resolved, leaves it like that. It was more honest,
more of an us- an equally fragile us.

And it only strikes me a day later what this
means. It means that I was wrong- gloriously wrong. Get some more
Liquid Paper. It means that the habit of two decades - of taking
flawed material quietly into myself, into my bed with me, not
sharing it - has been changed. It means the misunderstandings of
the past can be opened for re-assessment and conversation and
repair, true honest repair, and all this without noise necessarily
killing the effort. In truth I thought this impossible, have so for
far too long. So, yes, it is a day or so later that I realise that
I have just learnt the greatest lesson of my entire time with her.
I’ve learnt the simple fact that not everyone will use your past
against you, that well-meaning conversation can make amends for
shared misunderstanding. Through her quiet perseverance I regain a
complete dimension in human interaction, believe it.

It rained. We sat. We solved. I took a new
look at what makes relationships work. I took an old me and threw
it away. Apple peel for the maggies. We sat in some shelter. I grew
there.

Then it was her turn to speak of a
misunderstanding. She said she had spoken too quickly last time (I
said I thought she might have had) and that she hadn’t really
thought something through (I said I thought that might have been
the case). She said that, really, thinking about it, she couldn’t
possibly meet me over Christmas.

Yes, she understood that I had meant simply
meeting there as friends; no money, no expectation, two people free
of all this but she said it was important to her that she use the
time back home to completely forget about everything here, to find
herself again.

I said I understood. I did understand. I do
understand. We parted in the dusk; two cars, two roads, two
lives.
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I have observances now, vigil-like,
maintenance acts of ritual, almost as if this is all some
religion.

The old me would say they cheat the senses -
that in lighting sandalwood I am creating or re-creating a mood
without context. The new me sees this act for what it is- the
manifestation of something real but needing presence in my moment;
a continuity, an admission of a bigger world self, an evocation of
something presently invisible. This is the stuff I’m in now -
ritual and cycle - and I can see that our next meeting is no
different from meditation or exercise or better eating - each
simple move towards it an expression of the will to do this, a
choice to see this embedded in me and to see it through. As with
any new interest or flow in life choice equals action equals
choice. I could have dropped meditation after six months but I
didn’t- I’m into it now: good, bad, lean and stunning. So it is
with A. It is only actioning it which counts, which makes it real
right now, makes it right right now. It’s an action thing. If it
could be invoked by thought it would be of my old world. I tell
myself: use these tools, throw those old ones out.

Today, in this room, I spend time at the
waterfall. As I sit there (sit here, sit there) two children came
to see me. I find myself in wood-slatted hut or small room and they
throw the door open and light spills in. One is a timeless child,
about 10 years old, with knowing eyes and a head scarf which makes
her look Eastern European, perhaps from half a century ago. Her
little sister stands behind her, tousled hair. They look at me a
moment and quietly go out again quietly, closing the wooden door
with a latch. I see two streams become one, two waves curling and
breaking towards each other to make a new flow not in either
direction, then shapes in the darkness within my eyes I understand
as signs of the Zodiac or Chinese astrological symbols. I want to
see the tiger - her totem. I look for a shape which could be a
tiger, look for a sign among the grey/black symbols and even as I
do I realised that the reason I can’t see it was because I am the
tiger. I sit for a few minutes: stronger, bigger, more erect as a
tiger. I breathe as a tiger. It is quite incredible. I take some
time to form my body again, a slow return to my shape, my being. As
I come out of it my right hand, clutching a stone, runs up my left
arm, over the pale blue lines there now. It’s a completely
involuntary move.

Last week at someone’s for dinner I felt so
lost and felt I had lost it all for sure. At that party there were
moments when it has to be said I felt 100% sure that this is a
sham. It was so simple: there was only one true action and that was
to call Ariadne on 9th March: on that initial dawn on which I wrote
that I’m in love, the impassioned piece which started it all.
Sitting in another’s domain I was dead certain that the only thing
to do that day was to find her that day, call her and tell her to
quit - declare an ‘it’ and jump into it together. One chance - all
else a waste, a waiting waste.

This is what depression feels like: I just
cried because there was no milk. I thought I had some left . I
opened the fridge door and cried. This is a tough call. I can’t
make it. Emotionally, I’m going through the most difficult two
weeks of my life. I feel so in love with her that it stops my day
several times but I see nothing of her in my actual future and I
bet she sees nothing of me in hers. Why would she? Who wants to go
forward with someone who didn’t have enough in him to do what
needed doing on the one day it would have been possible to do it?
She knows I am a fraud because of this one simple thing - I chose
to stay inside the money deal, not brave enough to break it or to
try to break it.

Depression, fear. It’s all the self-help
rage- the base point of self-knowledge: you can choose to live in
love or you can choose to live in fear. You can’t choose to fall in
love but when you do you have the choice as to whether to act or
not. In that simple black/white scenario I have chosen to fear
action and reaction. I have chosen to fear her and to fear myself.
In this reticence I have shown her what I think she is (a
commodity) and what I am - someone who can only use commerce to
spend time with her. QED.

With less than a week to go I am on the beach
writing out my poems for her. Small drops of rain threaten to erase
my words. As I see this I think good - erase away. I see the act of
handing her a book of poems as equivalent to giving someone a
birthday or Christmas present chosen and wrapped for them ten years
ago. I stop and ask myself if the decision I am taking to our next
meeting is to tell or to ask. Telling her I love her begs for some
status quo. Asking her is something more, more dangerous: ‘be
mine’. On some days asking is still the more obvious choice.

Saturday. I go to a winery to distract
myself. I’m approached by a woman there - she remembers me from
something, some workshop. Okay, perhaps the twinkle in her eye was
just a twinkle in her eye - I don’t know - but I enjoyed it and
hours later we sat in a muted sunset and drank the left-overs of
the cellar door tastings from the bottles and spoke. It was good- I
can do that now - but at times there was the feeling of just
filling in spaces in each other’s information and just hanging
words in the air between us as decoration; the very edge of phatic
conversation which Chad feared. I drove home that night knowing
that establishing good, working, meaningful relationships with
others is a trap on occasions. It’s okay at the pub for a warm,
harmless chat but not so any follow up, the expected. You don’t
know what you’ve got until you’ve lost it, yes, but you also don’t
know what you’ve got until you try to recreate it or find it in
others. It’s going to be tough... the ‘next’.

Finally, two days to go, I realise what next
Thursday in the park with Ariadne is going to be. It’s going to be
my graduation. It’s my turn now, and it’s my graduation and it’s my
last day at school as well and on that last day I can behave like
that naughty kid who takes liberties because there are no
consequences any more - no power over him - or like that wiser
child who goes along to share and drink in the enjoyment of the
final moments in a unique and disappearing domain. I choose the
latter. And, like all last days and graduations, there are speeches
(things you want to say, always wanted to say) and there are
presents for your favourite teacher. I will have a present - a blue
book - and I have a short speech. The speech will be a simple
reflection of the most beautiful words she ever spoke to me:
‘there is no it’.

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


‘You feel so different
now.’

‘Now?’

‘Well, when came for your first massage
last year your back was so stiff- out of balance, a real mess. Now
I can see the changes without even starting on you. You’ve made
real progress.’

‘Thanks. Considering the week I’ve had
that’s a real compliment.’

‘What’s been happening?’

‘Just insomnia- about three, four days
a month when I get very little sleep.’

‘Full moon?’

‘You got it too?’

‘Yeah. Me too. You must be in touch
with that Lunar cycle.’

‘Yeah- I could be a
woman.’
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Eleven o’clock- too dark to be safe any
more, the moon still refusing to help me on my journey. They
promised it would - promised a big moon, pregnant, but it is hiding
somewhere in deep still hot clouds and I am in trouble here six
kilometres into a two hour trek up to a place on a mountain,
monitoring my heart rate (finger on the neck not needed now- it’s
everywhere through me) 150bpm and rising, a product of my own
personal rave party, I know, but I wish to slow it and I am resting
every few hundred metres in the dark to do so.

Muscle cramps are setting in, my right hand a
claw and there is nothing I can do but stretch and wait for it to
recover. I have no water left only Coke to replenish some inner
minerals lost during the day and to give me a caffeine fix for my
night vigil. I was a runner once and I know the edge signs of
dehydration and I am there now but it is late at night, no-one
around and I will see this crazy idea, this crazy week out, the
final act in the Year Of The Fool. I was a marathon runner once but
I am barely walking now, upwards, overloaded with bags and bedding,
in a hot, damp darkness, panting, abandoned by the moon.

How did I get here? It’s the end of a week in
the wilderness, a week in which I put myself into the homes and
hands of others. At the time I thought it a good thing - I need
company, am not to be left alone on the journey to the finish line.
I thought it simply the last movement of some greater plan -
another shake, another sheik. Mystical and messy now, I took it on
as a journey instead of an interruption, knowing that being out of
my space would mean the loss of my routines, a kind of serial
newness by staying on the move, Sufi-style. I rang recent people
and asked them if I could stay with them, stay in their homes for
one night each. Some said yes.

‘Recent people’- people I had very
little agenda with. By now some previous friends were starting to
nibble at their love for me as they sat and awaited my return to
their table (on one email, a joke: ‘...oh, and where are you living
now?- please tell me your new address and telephone number...’) so
I wanted to be sure that this week I wouldn’t know much about my
hosts, that there was little chance for closed and tired
conversation, of trotting out the same, comfortable words one more
time - no chance of that from the moment I arrived at their
door.

It worked. I drove place to place, dropped
bags at one and went to others at times, stored sleeping bags at
workplaces, snuck out of homes before their usual rising times and
left little notes: thank you. And the almost-strangers and I
talked much too long into each night, everyone wanting to share
relationship detail with me, a clean slate walking in the door for
their musing chalky scrawls. There were such small pleasures -
helping their children with homework, being party to that domestic
clutter, agreements, seeing it anew, dogs (of course), the simple
act of acceptance, being grateful - ‘thank you, thank you’.

And in that wilderweek there was one stray
night which took the mystic one step further. I had known her for
four years but lost track. We met at a party three weeks ago, just
briefly - awkward words about my personal alchemy and hers, too
much to drink and a lift home - ‘thank you’. So, when I stepped out
of lift and stood already wasted, wondering which red button was
hers, in the cool lobby of CB’s apartment that hot night in an
increasingly hot week I had no idea that I would share her bed;
that I would be waking her up at dawn with a kiss; that she would
take my hand as we walked among broken cabbages and growling
rubbish trucks in city laneways (the driver smiled and beeped), and
share her favourite market breakfast (the waitress/chick smiled)
and that, at 10.30am, we would stand toe to toe in good-bye kisses
that really didn’t have the word ‘good-bye’ written anywhere on
them. I had no idea.

Yes - read it all again if you like - I can
wait. It was that fast for me too: the wildcard in the pack of 52
wildcards in the year of the joker. It was pitch dark in her
air-con bedroom but I swear I heard the full moon chuckling as it
slumped against the outside wall. I heard the flick of the cosmic
Zippo as he lit up a rollie and, in a voice borrowed from Mr. Waits
intoned: You ordered the ‘Mystic’ right? Just thought you were
getting comfortable with the end of it all, buddy. Forgive me but -
hey - it’s my job. Just promise me you won’t try to make sense of
this one, ok?

Ok by me. Two floors, three single beds, one
double bed, one warm beautiful body, fifteen hours sleep in six
days and then Friday, tonight, Friday. Exhausted and confused I’m
climbing back to where Ariadne and I sat for our final meeting
today, where I lost all that fluid- the whole idea of that final
meeting with her, of a mountain walk on a 38 degree day, the
perfect soft wax seal on the 38 weeks of madness.

Today. Today. This afternoon we sat in some
strings of shade near the edge of a cave in a place of granite
boulders and we spoke with heavy caution and awkwardness. It was a
fucking mess. Three hours later, all water gone, the afternoon
gone, I walked her back to her car and gave her a hug. Neither of
us, and not one person on the planet knows now what happens next.
The physics of it all are simple: in two weeks she flies out of my
life and I stay here to finish this task. Then I fly too. The rest
is unknown.

Two hours before we met I thought I had the
perfect words for the day. It seems I’ve learnt nothing sometimes
but I had some clarity formed, something which wrapped it up and,
at a café table in the city, I wrote its false simplicity on the
white skin inside the Christmas paper I was to use to wrap her
farewell present. The present inside these wrapping paper words is
a hand-written book of 43 verses, poem pieces gleaned from the last
six months, chosen for their lightness of message, saying that it’s
okay, really, that I don’t want anything from her, just wanted to
say... tell you something...

Now I sit on a trail in the mountains in the
warm darkness and dig through my bag for that blue/blue book. The
mobile phone glows when I touch it. I want to text her. I want to
stop myself. I let its light go out. Here’s the book of poetry,
here in the dark with me. We met for the final time today and I’ve
still got the poems, get it? It looks like she doesn’t want
anything from me either. I consider burning the book but you only
make that mistake once. I consider burying it but would rather hang
onto it for now- might read them to someone some day. Why not to
you? Here’s one at random...

The weight, the light...

The thing is...

she hasn’t even been here this time

and already I feel the absence of her presence

physical in this room I called ‘our room’

what is the problem, then?

simple - I am that presence physical

I am that absence.

 


So that’s the gist of it- when the little
lion came out and offered her his book she didn’t want it. Maybe I
needed that bravery, that act, more than she needed those
words.

And I sat as a presence in the heat that
afternoon ( the wait, delight) and I told her I was eternally
grateful for what she had done. I had started to learn to undo the
knots holding the tight strings of decades of damage and doubt. She
had done what highly paid professionals had not been able to do.
And I told her about me now - the three of us I now contain: the
sensual fox who surfaces once a month, still desperate for her
touch, for that quality only skin can bring; the ecstatic
mini-Rumi- wanting the conversation to go on all night (never
enough, never enough); the neophyte- the apprentice Sufi asking
nothing from her because he knows that all that needed to happen
has already happened - we met. That last one, that baby Sufi, knows
(I knew) that Ariadne and I have been on overtime since the end of
the second booking. He’s rung her a dozen times saying ‘your time
is up - get into the shower - next!’

I told her that these three owe her a lot,
and that they are working me towards a new wholeness, a whole
newness. I said that I don’t pretend to have nailed anything down,
that all this surrounds a centre and I don’t know what that centre
is. ‘Knowing grows with being in harmony with the
mystery of another human being’ That’s always been a big
word for me - mystery. Rumi says our most courageous work is
opening our body’s letter to the creator of the universe. I told
her she helped me get that letter, helped me read it, has sometimes
read it aloud to me. I told her this retro-simplicity in thousands
of tangent-tangled words and even as I spoke I saw those words wrap
around her, no longer simple praise or definition or simple
gratitude or clarity but barbed wire- words as restriction, as
colouration on the curtain, as all words are. Stop reading now.

No. Don’t- we are almost there. I’ve got to
say this too: I used the Awaited Word that afternoon, the one
present with us from the start, the one she delivered yo me on day
one, it slipping from her and filling the room when she removed
that denim jacket. And, yes, I tried to define it for her as well
(did it mention that it is the Year Of The Fool?) or at least to
reassure her as to what it is not - Romance, Lust - but it all
turned into a bush with more thorns than roses and it clung to her
throat as I added more complex non-substance to it and it
restricted her breathing. I could see her choking on it. It killed
her ability to respond in any natural way. So when she finally
spoke she said the only thing she could say.

‘I know.’

It’s Picnic at Hanging Rock Hot. I am losing
fluids. I look at her; sleeveless top, baggy gym shorts, white
piping, old Asics on her small feet. So tense sitting there, my
treasure. What have I wrought? Please draw in the sand for me,
Ariadne. Show me my meditative shape. She waited for me to finish,
for the awful weight of thanks and love to travel the thick air to
her, then...

‘I know.’

Of course she knew- I am transparent. She is
half silvered. I knew that she knew. She can see clear through me.
When both sides of the membrane achieve equanimity there is no
mystery. Show over.

 


Somewhere in that bag of time we walked down
to a river together. We walked down to a wooden bridge where my
children and I once played Pooh Sticks.

‘What’s Pooh sticks?’

‘You don’t know?’

The trail was too narrow so I walked behind
her as usual. Her gait was awkward, she holding onto flimsy, dry
branches now and then for support on the more narrow corners of the
twisted path. I walked behind her. Her shorts looked too small for
her, ready for the Salvos. For a second she looked to me like a
twenty-something year old who had let her perfect body go for the
winter, perhaps forever, now carrying perhaps six or eight kilos,
maybe more, the grace gone, that skin tone, that back...

‘What’s Pooh sticks?’

‘It’s where you throw a stick in a river and
race to the other side of the bridge...’

‘Oh yeah. We call it different.’

‘Choose your stick.’

She did. She won. Standing there watching the
thin stream of water I told Ariadne about the dervish week I was
having; staying with friends, lack of sleep. I told her that in the
midst of it, on Wednesday night, actually, I had met someone from
the past, that we had opened our new account with a night of good
sex, that I figure that it’s such a cool thing to do - get the sex
out of the way on the first night together so that the relationship
can develop without it hanging there over each word and action as
some sort of thin agenda, without it being an unspoken aim for
either party. I thought this good philosophy, really. She was
quiet. She squatted down to choose another stick.

‘Go!’

I won that time, but she won best out of
three.

 


Almost midnight. I stand, take up my bags
and walk again, the top of a mountain just given form by a surly
moon, still disappointed in me. When I do find the right place I
decide I will lie on the path rather than clamber down to the cave
Ariadne and I shared today. I don’t want to go there. I know the
husks of thousands of dead words lie at that entrance, let them
decay, someone else will play with them idly as they speak, break
them up in nervous tension, fingers like fuses (thanks, Ms Orton)
as they endeavor to make talk simple.

At the top of the mountain I drop everything
I am carrying, suddenly weightless, stand a while, swaying. By now
there is a small moon presence, enough to allow me to unroll my
sleeping bag and by the time my body finds its rightful place
between the stones the canopy holds a weightless jaundiced orb
above me.

She knew. Of course she knew. You knew she
knew, didn’t you? Nod now with me. But I wanted to say that word,
voice it. I wanted to fill Chad’s gap between the feeling and the
words with momentary vibrations. Why do we wish so much to turn our
deepest emotions into ink and air? People die wondering. Sometimes
ambulances travel slowly, slowly, with their lights flashing but no
siren. The unsaid is not always obvious, we can’t all read minds
and hearts, that I’ve learnt, but here in the dark I have no idea
whether it was wrong to give it voice but feel it so. Now I recall
a passage from the Masnavi:

What message is needed?

Language itself causes pain to such a Friend.

This may be difficult to understand.

Companions in a cave feel words as thorns.

They hurt. Such companions hear separation and
hidden purposes in the wording.

As bills of sale, as graffiti drawings have
concealed reasons, so every form puts a limit on majesty.

 


So, for only the second time in living
memory I put my head down with the purpose of seeing a whole night
through, eyes open as if my life depended on it, a vigil of sorts,
an observance to discover what thoughts I have left or to allow
exhaustion and pale observation and reluctant moonlight to expunge
them, to give over that space to a lower-form me, needed now; a me
connected to this planet, to solid granite for a while. Grounded,
on my back now, I look up.

Let me recommend the tree canopy. Over the
whole night there was never a clear view of the moon - it held
suspended by pure eyesight at the tops of the slowly swaying
sargasso sea of leaves. It was a canopy which refused to work as
registration marks for the night sky but instead brought it all
down to its level - the stars stuck among the tendrils of the
finest, uppermost branches like happily trapped fireflies. And
where those frail leaves overlapped - the tips of individual
treetops losing their synchronicity- the moon seemed to dance. I
don’t know if it was my overtired eyes or the slightly shaky
organic leaf-canvas over everything but I swear I watched the moon
dancing in its own rhythm, a glowing balloon being carried toward
me by a small, unseen child, never still, never gaining size,
moving in a gentle jig in obedience to the unseen path under that
child’s invisible feet. There may be a name for this effect - make
something up if there isn’t - but it was mesmerising.

And this in a world with all colour and all
depth and all perspective gone. I lay on my back and reached my
hand up towards the flawed, yellow/white balloon being eternally
delivered to me and in an instant my arm became part of the fabric
- tree trunk of flesh, the fingers painlessly absorbed by upper
branches, granted leaves in a moment of memory botanical, invited
into the canopy to dance, play companion of a wind which only
seemed to exist up there.

I must have slept a little. I watched the
moon trace the sun’s trail as a reminder of my errors in a blinding
moment of its big sister’s heat but I must have slept enough to
jump-frame a few minutes at a time. I saw clearer sky,
constellations suddenly without names or mythology, reformed by
sleight of leaf and warm air, minute by minute, dancing too. I knew
then that the stars are ours to name night by night, unlocked at
last from dead maps and their dead times; freed to be yours, your
own mythology.

 


I remembered. The hottest time of the day.
We stood at my car in that car park next to the stream, next to the
ruin of the dead hotel. It was the moment awaited, the moment
pregnant. This time I dwelt. This time she had the keys in her
fingers. I managed:

‘Have a good holiday.’

‘You know I won’t see you there.’

‘I know. That’s okay. I just want to say... I
don’t know... Look after yourself, eh? It’s a big world out there.
Be careful, Ari. Jesus - can’t believe it - all this way with you
and all I can give you is a parting cliche, just crap.’

‘Everything you say is crap.’



I must have slept a little. And then a noise- distant, low trace of
power and thunder. I realised I had my eyes closed as it arose but
the tamed growl in the sky opened them to an impossible vision: the
entire sky split by a pale, thin line - east to west - a line like
the fine, milky membrane at the bottom of a snake’s eyelid. It was
a line which would be imposed on the dome of a planetarium to show
the transit of the moon, now almost complete - it was that thin,
that perfect an arc - a new celestial horizon held at odds with its
earthly equivalent. It was a line which divided my starry night, my
whole visual universe, my new mythology into two hemispheres and I
couldn’t understand what it was doing there.

And as I watched in awe it started to move
down, falling slowly to my earth while rolling the stars upwards,
and me, I swear, rising with them. As it wiped across the sky the
line softened, feathery, a slight dissolving and I realised what it
was - the after trace of a jetliner now well gone; a trace so
visible by day as to go unnoticed but reinvented now, given a
darkened canvas and light-life from the tired rays of a setting
moon. It was nothing more than a tin can full of missions and
dreams, a piece of flesh and metal of our own manufacture, not
knowing what it was doing to me by the alchemy of ionisation and
exhaustion but I swear I saw that serpent blink, the milky eye move
in that minute. It said ‘change’. It said ‘Next’.

Over the next three hours I let the new day
emerge, watching colour come back into the world: sky first - grey
to grey/blue - then the uppermost tips of the trees, grey/green,
yellow, gold, slowly, slowly seeping down to where I lay. On the
walk down the mountain I stop twice and cry tired, salty tears so
strong that they cut into me with my last reserve of water. I sit
on the side of the trail and shake quietly as the women who live
nearby walk their dogs past me. Something has closed, something has
changed, and the flow of time moves on. By any description, in any
shape or form I said goodbye to someone I love and care about. It
doesn’t matter if I see her again- that person who visited my house
and broke me out of it is gone. You have to know when this happens.
I sat and realised that now there’s a new meaning on that cruel
line You moan-‘she left me’- twenty more will come! I figure
that there may be a lesson in that for me clinging on to my vision
of those I love. Let them go to perhaps return - some of the twenty
more will simply be renewed or re-seen versions of those we already
know - them with our eyes. Everything changes. There is no it.

So it is with Ariadne. There is no her. If I
see her again she will be someone re-made, someone we both made.
That hot afternoon she showed that she didn’t know what to do with
unmeasured and un-needful affection. My awkward vocal love didn’t
help - the horrible reliance on words - but in thinking back over
all our time together I hope she is able to find one moment in
which such a love existed and was made visible for her, a moment of
itself and complete.

A year ago I was overfull with unused,
old-school romantic love, desperate (and showing I was desperate)
to pour it out onto someone. Ariadne has been replacing that
Hallmark stuff with something more real, something of the soul,
replacing it in both her presence and her absence. While we sat in
her presence and I slept in her absence she replaced that
sickly-sweet golden mead with something that lasts longer, cellars
better, something which doesn’t rely on the first few molecules
behind the next pretty face or the teasing, incomplete glint of
reflection of yourself in the smile of another.

And all that time I was busy trying to adjust
to the labels on the box I thought she occupied: Pleasure
Object, Sex Goddess, Goddess, Lover, Therapist, Spiritual Master,
Friend. Each label had to fall; seven veils. So who was she?
She was a person who wandered in one night, found the remnants of
my heart and re-sculpted them into a beautiful new shape. She used
fire and salt water and flesh and pain and time to reset those
broken pieces into a use-able form. She did it with original
components. She presented it to me several times along the way and
every time it shon so brightly that I fell in love with it again
and each time I gave that love a different name. How hard it is to
see a person clearly under that pool we lay over them - to see the
pool as ours, of our making, to discern our own shifting reflection
on its surface. It took ages for me to focus, to see even the first
step, and nine months to realise that she had brought nothing with
her that autumn night, that everything was mine all along.

And, like all true artists, the job done, she
wasn’t really all that interested in the final piece so she sold
it. I bought it from her for $4700 - well worth it because on
occasions total strangers will comment on its beauty.

Is it too cruel to say that she brought
nothing to this heartwork? In the light of this day I think so.
Fire and salt water are there for everyone to use, pain and
patience and flesh make us real, but she did bring the unknowable
and unnameable into that night. Call it factor X - that it
we have no grip on in any words known - an ingredient so pure that
it took just one droplet to change my pH from caustic, for the
chemistry to begin. I think it must have fallen on me as she shook
her hair over me sometime that very first night we met.

‘Did you feel it?’

‘Yes.’

‘Are we sweating? Is that sweat?’

 


 


 


-~~~~-


 




 


 


Some nights I can imagine that she took the
blue book.

It’s easy. I can imagine that she returned to
that dusty spot on a better, a cooler day, alone. I can imagine
that she went straight for that fresh little grave and started to
dig, found the book there (wrapped in Christmas paper - remember?),
took it back to her house with her and threw it on the blood/red
bed while she has a long, long shower. I imagine she forgot about
it then, couldn’t tell you where it was if you were to ask her.

I can see her flatmate, the plumber or
whatever; the one she complained about once – Her: ‘I think he goes
through my things.’ Me: ‘I know he does!’ - see him, perhaps two
days later sliding open the dark drawer of his desire (a slight
tremor in his chest) and being surprised by something hard amongst
the finery. He sits on her bed and reads:

your poison is still in my bloodstream

your tattoo ink my veins

And I can see Ariadne packing to go back
home, clearing the dressing table, the candles, the fragile
glassware, the stones, the drawer, happy.

 


She had missed the bath most of all, that
ability to lie down fully in soothing water.

It’s filled to the brim. She closes her eyes,
listens to her parents, their excited conversation coming to her
like some kind of mystical, personal music from two rooms away.

It’s a lightweight, unassuming house. She
lies back unaware that there is a lost man standing imagining her
house from the other side of the world, himself unaware that she
rests in water there. She looks down at the reflection of the
missing tile above the taps, willing it to be still. When it wont
comply she rises up and reaches for the blue book tied with blue
string.

She’s holding it in front of her. She’s
lowering it into the warm water - a blue cloud starts to seep into
her warm, liquid domain. She realises it. She watches it. When it
appears to have finished she reaches into the cloud and unties the
string, allowing the pages free: more blueness, paler now, a
dissolution of the text visible. He loved to use a fountain pen,
felt that it added a little weight to each word.

She sees the pages blank now, the binding
letting go, it all coming apart. I imagine that, at that moment,
she gently lowered herself further into the water and closed her
eyes. Close them for me. I can imagine them... my feint peacock
blue words, warm now, finally at rest, lying micron-thin and
indistinct, sleeping with her momentarily now, sleeping on her
soul, her precious skin.

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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One adult, two kids - average family.

Still hot, finally dark. One of the children,
the boy with wooly hair, sees the firelight first, runs towards the
dunes. The mother calls him back - there were warnings today:
snakes. The boy perseveres, drawn to the flame. The mother steps
into her slides and goes into the dunes, kid on each hand. She
climbs to the highest one. The honey moon is enormous. A man sits,
huddled over burning driftwood. The mother watches. The kids watch.
The man watches the fire.

Out of his backpack he takes a plastic bag,
shakes its contents onto the sand: small snippets of tracing paper,
whirling designs on them, cardboard with an elaborate motif spiral,
other paperwork attesting to the background of each of these. He
lays them out. No-one speaks. He places it all on the fire, tracing
paper first (green/blue flame), cardboard...

He runs his hand over the flame, reaches into
his pack again, reveals a bright blue notebook tied with a bright
blue string. He thumbs through the bluish pages. There is nothing
written on them, every one. He places the book on the fire. The
cover takes flame quickly but the inside is reluctant. The girl
loses interest, pulling on her mother’s hand

 


 


 


-~~~~-
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‘Let me play outside.’

‘No- you’ll get hurt.’

‘But I have to. People are calling to
me.’

‘I can’t let you.’

‘I’ll die without exercise.’

‘Ok. I’ll make a deal with you. I’ll put you
on a leash. You can go out a little, play a little bit, but I swear
I don’t want a scratch on you. I can’t do that stuff anymore.’

‘A leash? But how is that possible?’

‘I know a way.’

And I booked some prostitutes. And, like
Ariadne, I was a fool to think that the money - a few yellow notes
held at arms length - would be enough to cover the whole of my
skin. It’s just paper after all, easily burnt.

I’m writing this on Monday 13th of December-
way overtime with this thing. Time means nothing, never will again.
It’s an important week. Today is 40 weeks to the day that Ariadne
and I had sex for the first time. Tomorrow she flies out of this
town. Friday is what the Sufis call Rumi’s Wedding- the day he
joined with his Friend, the day of his death. As I write this
hundreds of thousands of pilgrims are gathering to celebrate at
Konya. On that day I’ll stop writing. Stay with me until then.

Forty weeks. The baby can come out now. We
don’t see it, we have to trust it, we have to look after it, sing
to it, talk to it, tell it it’s going to be alright but not as much
as a touch until the time. That’s patience, that’s what we need to
learn as we grow alongside it.

We remember touch. We cannot be touched
without being touched. Pickup artists know this science of
kinaesthetics. Religion knows this, business knows this - we shake
hands. A savvy waitress knows - her fingers grazing your hand as
she returns the change to you as a silent way into future
engagement. Literature is awash with tales of the tactile nanny as
the true love of childhood; the cook, the babysitter, all these in
the writer’s emotional minds long after their employ has ceased,
their trace more powerful than the absent or emotionally distant
parent. We fall in love with those allowed or paid to touch us: the
piano teacher, the coach, the gynaecologist.

I am so scared of it dying

while we sleep .

I should have called that poem Still Birth.
You’ll have to go back and change it, I can’t. Everything is stuck
in its own time. I’m moving on. I’m writing on. I’m walking towards
the moon. I am writing this as my lover lies asleep in the next
room. She still looks at me strangely, all newness wondering about
this other person who slips into the conversation and into my
eyes.

‘Are you still in love with her?’

No. Does she believe me? Do you believe me?
How is it possible to explain to her that she is not living in
Ariadne’s shadow but in her light?

And I’m left with 6.35 kilos of patience, a
near empty bottle of Jasmine oil, a photo of Mount Qaf, a tattoo,
an absolute intolerance of recorded classical music, three hundred
pages of heightened language, fifteen minutes of fana, a
book of unwanted poetry, one last SMS, an airline ticket, one
perfect sentence and the memory of a tiger’s breath on my neck.

I am as poor as a snake charmer’s eggs. I am
taller, lighter. People hug me more and say that there is less of
me but they are wrong. I seem to have re-discovered deja vu. My
hearing has improved - hearing parts of CDs I haven’t heard in
years. I have a new version of tinnitus occasionally but that’s ok-
I now consider that vague silver noise the proximity of angels.
When I see the moon unexpectedly I say ‘hello you’, as if greeting
an old friend. If I see a butterfly now I say ‘enjoy your day!’. I
let candles burn down to nothing- they want to. I have no more fear
of flying. I’m not scared to be awake any more.

I get home exhausted from a long night out,
way after midnight, dangerously close to my body-locked-in waking
time and still take twenty minutes to meditate and do some yoga
before going to bed. I used to think that those minutes were too
precious for that - now I know that they are. After a while you
realize that what they say about meditation is true- it can bestow
a quiet efficiency to the rest of the day. You may discover that
gift in a tiny span of time, perhaps just five minutes, but in that
space you actually, calmly, get done what you set out to do. And it
amazes you: a half hour which really did go as smoothly as
expected, or five seconds, one simple act (you simply tap your
shoes into place and slip your feet into them, stride off). It’s
just a small gift - a pool of non-energetic energy in the daily
flow - but such pools are more frequent and are growing towards
each other and sometimes you sit at the evening light and realise
that your day has passed through you, and you through it, as never
before. The only thing that binds all these non-moments is that you
only ‘know about them’ afterward. Like an athlete who can’t
remember returning that volley or jumping that hurdle it seems
somehow wrong to notice it at the time (there’s nothing to notice).
If you paid attention to it, it wouldn’t be a near-perfect moment
of being.

Of course two days later you’ll kick those
shoes out of the way in frustration when you can’t find the phone
but that used to happen anyway. The rest of it is new; a sort of
antidote to stress, an active serenity infiltrating the most
‘trivial’ of acts and growing a little each day. Ok- you say (I can
hear you) why wouldn’t that happen if you’ve got all the time in
the world to walk the beach, write a book- no wonder! I say don’t
you see? It’s all part of the same thing. Wonder! It’s as if the
previous world was lost in translation sometimes. Yes, it’s still
lost in translation to me, of course, that’s the beauty and mystery
of it, but I use a different translator now and I like it a lot
better. Surely this is why we meditate; to undo language, to undo
knowledge, the damage rent by naming everything in our vision.

I realise that in the past I saw the ‘ Now’ -
that golden eternal second - as a time to gather memories for the
future; taking a camcorder to concerts (the water in the train
window), going to a party with a mind set that it might lead
somewhere else- already on the way home, into the next week with
that person I’ve yet to meet.

To meet... I think back. Thirteen girls, most
of them half my age or less but maybe these have been the perfect
ages for us all to meet, somehow right for these interactions.
Those listeners who phoned Life Matters on Fathers Day all seemed
to agree on one thing- men mellow as they grow older. Women, by
comparison, are often in the process of hardening, shutting the
heart down for the latter years when it’s just going to be too much
trouble. So maybe the girls I booked, maybe Ariadne and I were
passing each other in a brief perfect juxtaposition - quarter-life
crisis meets mid-life crisis - passing in a mutually congruent
moment in that way in which a parent will pass their child in some
undefined curve of variable compassion, getting along with her
brilliantly for a year or two and then on, moving on, both on into
the rest of the processes of liberation or calcification, awakening
or withdrawal, both as preparations for death.

I know one thing. I can’t go back to
domestica- to the malls with their half-finished women and
bewildered men, back to a world where I no longer find small stone
embryos clattering around in the washing machine and smile as I
take them out, visual memories all. That’s my problem now- I’ve got
memories.

'Would you fuck without a condom?'

'That would be extra- '

'No.’

'...cos I’d have to use a sponge- '

'No.’

'...not sure if I’ve got one here- '

'No, no, no, no, no. The answer is ‘no’.
Don’t do it. Don’t ever do it, ever. Please. There are too many
stories.'

I told you I was writing this so I would
never forget.



It’s just for me and you here now but here’s Balzac with a few
words for the book- should be a few points towards the Booker:

‘A love which economizes is never true
love.’

Ask yourself: what is the cost of coming to
consciousness? What would you pay? At times I’m thinking if I spend
maybe another $1,500 on her she’ll know that I love her. Is this
any different from how you operate? And at times I’m thinking that
if I spend perhaps another 15,000 words on her I can make her love
me. Is this any different from how you think?

And what did she think? What was she doing
there? If you are to believe the writers or the shrinks (or the
writers’ shrinks) it’s so easy: Ariadne is a classic example of a
woman who doesn’t believe in true love, or at the very least
doesn’t think herself worthy of it, considers that she will never
really find it. Seems this creature ‘seeks’ love, is drawn to the
circumstances of it, in impossible places: too young, too old,
married, related, priesthood, prostitution, whatever. Then, when
she finds it impossible for her or the other to consummate or
commit, it reconfirms the fact that she will never find (deserve)
true love and, after some good old inauthentic suffering, she can
move onto the next impossible situation. I know you’re asking what
happens if she mistakenly finds a real love somewhere - someone
willing to take the challenge of it all? Apparently, she runs like
fuck.

Here’s the tough bit. If you’re getting off
at the next bus stop you may as well skip this section because
someone is about to attempt to describe the impossible. Give you a
couple of sentences for future use:

‘Do you love me?’

‘Define love for me and I’ll tell you.’

Checkmate- maybe mate later. Use them in any
order, it’s a non-gender specific exercise. And it’s age-free as
well. Seems I cannot learn about love - not even how to handle it -
from the thing itself; I forget, over and over again. I cannot be
prepared for it. If you are ready for love it’s a bit wasted, isn’t
it?

Once I saw a surfer rushing towards the sea,
board at the ready, glee on the face. He had heard that surf was up
and left work to catch it. I expressed surprise at this- couldn’t
he have waited until after work to surf? Certainly not- he could
barely wait long enough to talk to me. When there’s a wave, there’s
a wave. The wave he was meeting and going to share time with was
started 4,000 miles away as a one centimeter swell in the middle of
an ocean. It’s here now. He doesn’t know if it will still be here
at dusk.

Note it’s a wave. Sorry, William- there is no
tide in the affairs of men, your metaphor is dead. Thinking of life
as tides taken or missed is living the life of Rumi’s duck, rushing
left and right around in case it misses something. Worse, it makes
you live a life of assumed right paths and the consequential
regret. Right now you have no idea what you are doing, no more now
than you did then. All decisions are processes in your growth- only
the non-decisions are not. We ride the tail of a swells that
started half a world away.

And was it love? What is love? Despite all
the explanations of it as a substitute for parents, previous
partners or past lives, despite the need we seem to have to invoke
that belittling ‘ it’s nothing but...’ phrase does it really
exist?

‘Love was mistaken identity. Erich Fromm and C.S.
Lewis and Paul Tillich all agreed.

Love was scattered on the winds. It exceeded its
targets.’

Thanks, Rick. Let’s say they are all right-
all love can be explained. Then take the cold road and bail from
this book now. But how can they be right? Surely the very fact that
we examine love, that we enjoy drawing lines between its hot centre
and those colder ‘sources’ or ‘explanations’ - a line called a
thesis, a line called a chemical attractant - shows it to be, shows
that love does exist. How could we analyse, or attempt to negate,
or contextualize a nothing? Surely people like those authors above
me now make the very case they are trying to defeat or assault with
their brainpower and analysis. It’s re-Kanting: ‘I love, therefore
I analyse it’.

Analyse away. We don’t empty the centre by
doing this, we don’t destroy this place where it all started, where
we felt change, by doing this analytical work. We may try to do so
as ‘rational’ humans- to reach into other times and logic and
anthropology and body chemistry and physiology and parenting and
this years version of gender politics for a grasp at reason but we
also do it simply because we fear looking directly at the centre
itself.

Few gaze into its burning face for fear of
having the rest of their vision compromised from that moment on,
fear of seeing a small blackness in the world and on the skin of
others when we turn back to them.

Read that somewhere. Now you have.

It’s possible to say that what we wrought
bloomed only briefly, perhaps for one hour, in the hothouse of my
personal transfiguration but it’s those people who are there when
you really change, those who hold your hand and see you through it,
it’s only those who leave a perceptible mark on your skin and on
your soul.

Now, right now, I truly believe there were
moments when I could have accepted her acceptance of me, her offer
for a small movement forward.

‘The book doesn’t have to end’.

‘How does what I said about next year make
you feel?’

The correct answer was I will miss
you.

Now, right now, I believe I let her down. I
believe that when I was offered continued, open, beautiful
Friendship I went for Love or nothing. Too worried about protecting
her, too worried about losing her, too worried about myself while
pretending to be concerned about her- to continue on this path of
demi-love would have us both soon practicing kindness disguised as
care, the fatal kindness which stunts the growth of true love.

True love? Was I ever in love with Ariadne?
All the signs were there; tardiness, ecstasy- according to Rumi,
both traits obligatory.

What a find he was and is. How beautiful to
have your experiences blessed by someone else’s writing - the shock
of self-recognition in script. One moment writing about the beach
walk (the body grounded by salt water), and finding Rumi’s words
about the mystic’s sea-seeped robes a day later. Eight hundred
years old, but at times I felt that the book of his verses I had
purchased was actually blank, that as I slept he wrote a page ahead
of me, just the right words for me to find as if on the sands I
walked, just the perfect impetus for more mystery and
connection.

And all this because of one spark in his
life- one seminal encounter with Shams. Of the two, Shams was the
older- the gap between Rumi and his source of inspiration estimated
to be well over twenty years. They were together for such a short
time - just over two years - before Shams disappeared and Rumi went
into mystic meltdown.

Can one person be that special? Have I built
Ariadne up all by myself, here in a paper outfit in front of you, a
product of my needs? A story... (told you to stop reading- you’ve
only got yourself to blame)... There was once a sultan who had five
wives and a harem of 5,000 others, but we now remember just one
woman - Mumtaj Mahal. I can’t build the Taj Mahal but you know all
novels are love letters - some are just better disguised than
others - and all are sculptures as well; so- regard! Be
transported! Run your fingers over these grey/white walls, read
these inlaid inscriptions with me - hear this: Ariadne has changed
the way I breathe. She has relaid the neuron mountain trails in my
head. She shifted the tectonic plates of my earthly existence.
According to some theories - theories creeping closer to ‘clean’
science by the day - she’s fucked with my DNA. She has given me the
capacity (the capacity) to love unattributed. I am finding
the all in small. I have befriended the eternal second. I am not
shy of the heart any more, not scared of it. My monument to her, my
statue in that white marble temple would be called Our Lady Of The
Scared heart.

Now and then, still, she tells me to sit up
straight when I’m meditating, to open up my chest:

'Put your shoulders back. Breathe. Now
imagine a misting white light...'

But you know more, right? Remember- I was
made transparent in that dark, dangerous November night. You know
by now that it was me all along, right? Now I recall something...
As I typed up her second visit - those two hours which finished
with silence and music, the two hours before the dreams started - I
remember a typo, an error. Somewhere in that rant I wrote ‘ we sat
there holding ourselves’. Don’t bother to look. It’s been changed
to what I wanted to type, changed to ‘we sat there holding each
other’. Perhaps this slip of the keys was closer to the truth that
she brought nothing to our table except a perfect mirror;
fana. She always said she had no part in this, denied her
role as muse, near the end.

‘I’m just a character in a novel, that’s
all.’

Maybe so. Maybe she brought nothing but it
was always just the right nothing to make the next change without
making the next change. Do you know how precious that nothing is?
Do you know how hard it is to measure it out perfectly for two
people to stay in that clean zone?

And what did I give in return? Perhaps just
that first hour.

‘I’m glad you said you were
nervous...’

Why didn’t I chase, why didn’t I reach,
grasp, why didn’t I tell her on day one? Didn’t I love her enough?
Hands up. You are wrong. No- you are wrong. I didn’t act
like a lion because I loved her too much; too much entranced by the
deer, by its every move, too entranced to devour. I loved her too
much to say ‘be mine’. And the more I doubted my own motivation and
my own worth the more I tried through reason to find the certainty
which was once, at square one, pure emotion, pure connection, and
love.

I sit on that dawnpath on the cusp of my life
and realise that, in the truth of true love, there is no true
absence. Ariadne walked into my garden like spring in the middle of
autumn. And I could let go of her as Perfect Sex, as Goddess, as
Lover, as lover, as Child, as Daughter, as Beautiful Young Woman
and Sex Object and Art Object or Cause, even as Spiritual Master
for my fledgling flight. I could let go of her as all these things
( it was a struggle, you know now) but I could not let go of her as
Friend. I worked with what tools I had available, tools I was
growing in her presence and absence. Love, compassion and intimacy
are the only teachers you have in this life. Their attendants are
patience, trust and acceptance. If you want to hone up on your
patience, trust and acceptance let me recommend falling in love
with a beautiful, 25 year old prostitute who you only dare see once
a month.

God, I just realised that I’ve already said
that- that litany of personification in the previous paragraph. Did
I write that before, somewhere back there, something like that? You
must feel like some companion who has stayed far too long, hearing
the same stories over and over in the smoke of a dying fire, too
polite or too tired to say you already told me that. Sorry. I’m
tired too.

‘Everything you say is crap.’

‘I know.’



I’m tired. And you, dear Reader, have been
abused, a amused and accused, but you got this far. You got me this
far. Thank you. Did you trip up on the word ‘cunt’? Did you trip up
on the word ‘love’? Seems some can say either one or the other, but
not both. Did you trip on ‘God’. Still want some advice? Was this
book on a shelf labelled Self Help? Be honest now. I sincerely hope
it was not on Self Help; my shelf should be called Fantasy,
Creative Non-Fiction, Romance. Put me between sheets sewn by Bichy
and Cookson, I don’t care anymore. For all its faults, Self Help -
that much maligned generic - is basically truth in definition: only
you can help yourself. Bad luck; bad news.

Still want something from me? Still hunting
for silverware in the plastics drawer? I try not to do advice much
any more, it’s so much the prop of the pre-transitional male: to
know stuff, to solve, to save, to rescue. But I’ll give you this,
even if it’s just so that someone can cast these last few desperate
lines on to the back cover as a hook for the browsers of the
bookshelves. My simple advice is simple: Live. Too cheap? Want
more? My simple advice is simple: Love.

Live: Love. Keep swapping the ‘I’ and the ‘O’
in that hybridword until they blur, become one. Swap your ‘I’ and
your ‘O’, your eye and your ‘Oh’, your One and your Zero. Switch
them until that core letter blurs into a tiny grey catseye of text,
a half moon labelled a quarter. Blur now for me.

Great- word-game platitudes. Come Christmas
there will be a cute, tiny version of this novel on the front
counter at every Borders called Everything I Know in Life I
Learned from 13 Hookers!

No. Can’t do it- this is my only book: stet,
stet, stet. I’m finding it so hard to stop writing now. Come back
Ariadne- save me; celebrate Rumi’s wedding day with me. Come back-
be my antiMuse, my antifreeze, be my anything. I must stop. Sorry,
but if you want to find solace and advice in paper and ink write
your own book and see what you find there when you get to the last
three pages.

Write your own book and live your own life.
And when it all goes to shit, if you’re truly lucky - at some time
you least expect it - someone will come along and rip a layer of
outer skin clean off your very heart and she’ll say now you’ve got
to grow it back. And you’ll yell and scream from the pain and
foolishly ask why did you do that? and she’ll say it was going hard
anyway- it had to go - I just did you a favour. And you’ll grab
wildly at her as she starts to dissolve into your newly fractured
universe and your newly fluid eyes and you’ll plead with her help
me, come back and she’ll say (she’ll actually smile and say) my
work is done. I can sit with you but I can’t help you any more
because your heart is way inside your body and all you need to
regrow it is already there inside you as well, and you had better
hope that she’s right because from that moment on you’ve only got
two choices- you can either renew your heart from within or start
bleeding to death.

 


Turn the page.
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