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Azar, 26.01.’09 
 
 I got very sick from Henry’s last email to Satlova, from his idea of female masters and 
men learning from them. And from what he says about Satl (“softness of heart”, etc, most of 
the PS), in fact with the way he uses (sneakily, manipulatively) what he truthfully sees. 
 I have same type of sickness I generally have via Henry: diarrhea and vomiting. And I 
yell a lot, mostly curses addressed to Henry. 
 
 About me not wanting to meet the men in the summer camp: honestly it was Henry 
and Pawel in one-pack that made me deciding that (and come to think of Bob, I don’t have 
much patience/mood for his roosterness either). But I’m getting pissed with myself regarding 
it, with my wanting-to-avoid-unpleasant-entourage, for I’ll be damn if I’ll put myself in the 
position to not meet you as well because of my disliking of these guys. And same time I know 
that only through you I can take/face also what/who I don’t like. Right now I find it childish 
and stupid to run away from something only because it’s not likeable. 
 
 I’m very in love with you since we talked yesterday. I feel sunk in love, waves of love. 
My only question to myself (or investigation) is why can’t/don’t I express/manifest it to you, 
why do I hide it (I know the theoretical answer but in practice I’m not so clear about it, and 
just the theory doesn’t work). 
 
 Anca 

part two 
 

 And one more thing: I came to understand today that there is absolutely nothing 
of/about you that I don’t like, and I was amazed to realise that I didn’t have that with any 
previous man in my life; no matter how much I loved a man in my past, there was still 
something (maybe as little as a fingertip for instance) that I didn’t like. Maybe it sounds silly, 
but it makes a huge difference (the fact that I like you so completely): it quiets me down, 
makes me more obedient to you, brings me closer to recognise that YOU ARE IT!   (I had 
to yell this loud). 
 And (hope I can put this clearly enough in words) it frees me from the cramp of being 
ashamed if I like (or am attracted to) other man-forms (this shame I felt clearly when we 
talked some time ago and I said I am attracted to tall men; immediately after I said that I felt 
ashamed, guilty, for liking other forms beside yours). Yes, there might be more handsome 
man-forms than yours, but they are just “handsome” while you are beautiful, your form is so 
beautiful because of your full Presence in it, and this is beautifying all your body. I can see 
your Presence even in your toe-nails, Life pulsating even there, and it makes me cry in 
gratitude that you Are, you Exist here, in a body. And it is you I truly love, not some nice 
forms, I don’t really care about that, I see handsome men and beautiful dresses in the same 
package, just some nice forms that I, as woman, am bound to acknowledge, but it is only you, 
the Formless, that I really love, that at all I can love, and absolutely nothing else. 
 Yes, I seem to forget you, my Love, when I’m separated in a form and I can see you 
only as another form through my form-narrowed eyes, but my heart Knows you, and never 
forgets what it loves: you, the Substance of everything. 
 When I can See you (like now) I feel love pouring out of me, radiating with no limits. 
I want to run on the streets and shake people to wake up and See you too, I want to share the 
love I feel with everybody, for it (the love) is too big to be contained only in this small body 
of mine. 
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 In fact I’m going to just do that: I’ll go out and walk among people, radiating Love 
(or: you), for whomever out there willing to let (at least a ray of) love into their lives. 
 
 I feel so yours in this moment, Anca 


