
27.11.’08 
 

Dear Azar, 
 

Today I was very happy with (by) doing things for you (the letter to Pawel, searching 
Celine’s email from the end of April, now I re-type the lost text from your letter to Rose, later 
I’ll do the pics I took 2 days ago of you, and “Man and Woman” chapters). 

In fact it was the stability I felt, no, I didn’t feel stability, I was (am) stable, everything 
went smooth, organized, effortless, and this made me happy (quiet, peaceful happiness). Even 
the breaks from computer came by themselves, my body moved itself when it was too much. 
Now I’m in one of these breaks, and it suddenly hit me: I feel like this many times when I 
work for you, but what stops me to be stable all the time, also when I do my stuff?! And it 
went further, that I separated things to be done for you (in which I put heart, love), and the 
ones for me I do in a rush, to get them done as soon as possible, to get rid of them. I 
remember your note to me, after the first nice CD’s I made for you, when you were touched 
with the love I put in making them, and you asked further in that note if I did this only for 
Man, or can I do it also for Woman? Only now I understand your question (or at least I 
understand it deeper), and also got an answer: no, so far I couldn’t do same for Woman. I did 
nice things, with love, for Satlova and Rose, but that’s cause they were with you, so in the end 
it was still for you, Man. 

I feel no judgement or problematising of this ‘discovery’, not even amazement. It just 
became clear that I don’t put heart and love in what I do for Woman, that I don’t allow love 
for Woman. I don’t feel right or wrong here, it just hurts and makes me cry. Like this, in not 
allowing Woman, I can only stay separate from you forever, and I feel my heart in pieces 
writing/feeling this. 

I think that also Rose’s obvious separation from Man helped me to see this, my 
separating Man and Woman (even if my preferred Sex is the opposite to her preferred one): 
Man to be worshiped, adored, Woman… in a box, straight to garbage. It hurts. I also sent 
myself to garbage, and I can’t give myself to you like this, with this huge judgement (that 
‘garbage’ is wrong, unwanted). 

And then I cut you (in my head) in two pieces too, one (Man) accepted, loved, the 
other (Woman) ignored (you told me this, in other words, at our last meeting with Pawel and 
Honorata, but at the time I refused to hear it, still clinging on “Man-only”). It hurts, to try this 
on you, and that I am so arrogant to imagine that I can cut Life in two, for I don’t like one part 
of it, and further, to pretend I succeeded in this cut and that I can live as I want, with Man-
only. Obviously I can’t, and I’m so grateful you showed me this all the time, and with such 
patience till I could finally start to understand it at least a bit. 

Thank you so much, I don’t have words to say how grateful I am for you never lie, 
always show me the Truth. And also for your care, to give me (and to all of us) only the 
‘dosage’ of Truth that we can stand at the time. What we do with it, it’s up to us (I also started 
to see bit better what Vulnerability means/is). 
 

Anca 


