What Relationship do you have with Wrinkles, Sagging Body and Flabby Underarms?

One day, when my sister, Jenny, was about 8 years old, I found her in front of the mirror, scrunching up her face and contorting her features. I asked her what she was doing? She replied, “I am trying to get wrinkles.”

“Why? I asked, derisively of my younger sister. 

“Because old people with wrinkles are so beautiful,” she replied.

At twelve, I thought she was mad and was totally scornful of her perspective. Now I see that she saw deeply into the old people that were in our life, and what she saw was an inner wisdom, radiance and beauty of lives lived wildly, exuberantly, sometimes recklessly but always with the adventurous spirit of saying “yes” to life. Their spirits showed in the lined, sunburnt faces that result in early aging in Africa. The older people in our lives were tough, with pioneering spirits. They did not live milk-toast lives and the experiences born of hardship and adventure resulted in a deep understanding of life and penetrating wisdom. They related to us, as children, with love that tolerated no “bloody nonsense.” In other words, no self-entitlement or cowardice was tolerated. We respected them, because their wisdom was born of experience, their love was informed by wisdom. Their stories captured our imaginations. Their pasts were colorful and dramatic. We knew, they knew things we did not yet know.

Now Jenny is a grandma and one of her grandchildren sat cuddled up with her on the sofa, stroking her underarm and she said, “Granny, I love your flabby underarms, they are so soft and beautiful.” I guess Taylor saw in her grandmother the same love and wisdom and loved her and saw the beauty in her aging body. How utterly remarkable that she came full circle and became a beautiful old person, acknowledged by a younger generation.

So now, I will ask each of you, “What is your attitude towards your aging body?” Does it show the grow in spirit, wisdom, compassion, insight? Does it represent a deepening and expansion in consciousness? Does it reflect a life well lived, filled with inner and outer adventures? Does it show the suffering of the process of transformation? Does your furrowed brow represent deep pondering or superficial worries that have never been resolved? Is it aging in a way that is healthy and normal, or does your body reflect a lifetime of neglect and abuse? 

The natural course of a well-lived life is an expansion of spirit in such a way that the body is no longer required, and gradually ages and is sloughed off like the cocoon of an emerging butterfly. Will a butterfly emerge? What will your attitude be towards the cocoon, if you were the butterfly? Surely in this case only gratitude, with no thought of preserving the cocoon. It served its purpose.

Or will the larva die inside the cocoon - unrealized, not yet fully formed? And what does this look like in contrast to the empty shell of a cocoon from which a butterfly has emerged? What will your attitude be towards the cocoon? Desperation, and needing it to shield you for longer than it can so that you can still form yourself into a butterfly?

Consider if you value wisdom and compassion more than the unawareness, fears and shame of youth? Are you still focused on the pretty outer cocoon, or are you evolving the inner spirit of love and truth? Has a shift happened inside of you that you can be so very grateful for every year that the cocoon sustains you as your form your inner life and capacity to fly free? 



