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Pandora – the Natural refusal to having sex: the Body is not a form 
 
Summing up my experiences with girls up to then, it might already look like quite 

something – and, true, some boys had none at the age of twenty. Still, one closer physical 
meeting with a girl per year since i was 16 was not really very much, certainly not considering 
the ‘amount’ of love that was burning in ‘me’, the depth of love in or as Me that needed 
content to become aware of itself and to manifest itself as such, as Love. One kiss event with 
a girl per year had to still my drive, my hunger for (manifesting) love. In that sense they were 
long years after i had received my yearly kiss. My love for Woman was so big that this was, 
in a way, an absurd situation. And yet it had to be that way. The boys who couldn’t find this 
love in themselves, but could find merely hunger, should be the ones who were physically 
received by girls. This was part of Girl’s Law. I couldn’t change this – not without first 
Meeting and Manifesting the Man in ‘me’. Something in the Girl, her lower part, was 
distracted by and attracted to a Wouter, when she looked on a picture with both of us on it – 
no matter that ‘Man’ didn’t Manifest in Wouter either and was, in fact, further away in him 
than in me. 

I had to learn, in all humility – or, otherwise, in becoming humbled by it – that the 
Resistance of Woman to Man, to Really Allowing (Her Love for) Man, to Really Allowing 
His Love, His Total Embrace of Her, was incredibly big, so huge that it was only good that i 
gradually came to learn about this, gradually felt this Resistance more and more Deeply. 
Otherwise it might have been too demotivating, too much to bear at once for a young 
sensitive Heart. 
 

Being 20 now i had the ‘right’ to a next experience, a next kiss for that year. It came, 
as always, unexpected. I couldn’t have imagined something with a girl to happen in my own 
village. The village was to grow up, play, do sports and so on, not for ‘girl’. ‘Girl’ had to 
come from afar. If something happened, it was somewhere else. That was normal. Even when 
a girl fancied me, like Liz, she immediately moved out from our village to give our potential 
love a chance. 

There was quite a big party in our village, organized by my volleyball club. Up to then 
i hadn’t joined these parties, held two times a year, as it somehow wasn’t ‘my sphere’. What 
wasn’t inspiring either was the fact that there were no nice girls at our club, at least not my 
age. A few women had something attractive, but i was just 20. This time i went, though. Not 
because i had to celebrate my annual kissing, but, related to this, my hormones had become 
active. The hormones’ sphere of tolerance seemed bigger than the one i identified myself 
with. Hardly having entered, still on my way to the dance floor, worming myself through the 
crowd, a young woman of the volleyball club, Pandora, gave me a broad smile. Hm, i had 
double feelings about this. The smile evoked a bit of the feeling of being the ‘dish’, 
something i couldn’t stand when men talked about girls in that way. I hadn’t a position yet in 
case it was the other way round, if a girl found me an appetizing dish. 

In fact, in all the previous years i had never talked to her at our club. There had never 
been an inducement. But, i had a strong feeling she wanted to ‘talk’ to me now. She was six 
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years older than me. This should have been a lot, if not too much, but the hormones told me to 
shut up. It seemed she loved hormones. Immediately upon seeing me and smiling she grabbed 
a piece of clothing i wore and said in bliss: 

“Oh how nice, how very beautiful. What a great blouse!” Highly pleased she rubbed 
and stroked the piece of cloth over my body. She couldn’t get enough of it. It seemed rather 
exaggerated to me. 

“It fits you so well. Look, it perfectly suits your body.” And again she began, or 
continued with relentless spirit, stroking me, officially my blouse. The smile on her face was 
relentless too. I was not against receiving little compliments for whatever insanity but this 
was beyond all proportion. I didn’t know what to say. I had an impulse to say where i had 
bought it but – despite my earlier pondering on my difficulty in simply going with the 
energetic flow and always bothering about the content of a conversation – I found this stupid. 
I must ‘admit’ that i was not insensitive to her female hand continuously checking out my 
body and apparently approving of it. I found myself in a strange situation. I had grown up in 
this village but i was definitely not a village-boy or type. All these villagers around me… It 
was all right for them to see me with Pandora as far as i was concerned, but something in me 
resisted being swallowed by the atmosphere, by the dull or dim ‘energy of the village’, the 
narrow-mindedness, resisted becoming part of it. Although the village had been increasingly 
pervaded by people from outside, which was not bad for its energy, you could feel still very 
well the old village energy, in turn also affecting the newcomers. I was glad when Pandora 
and i finally left the madhouse behind – a live band was playing covers and we had to shout in 
order to say something. Outside i took my earplugs out and we walked away, arms around 
each other’s waist. Once outside we started kissing like crazy. 

Pandora had just ended a relationship with a guy, nice guy, of the volleyball club, who 
was my volleyball trainer of that moment, in fact – or they were still involved with each other, 
this was not at all clear to me. He had entered the party. Well, at least he hadn’t found us in 
his own bed, like had happened when Britt’s man had entered the party at that time. He 
approached. He saw us. I didn’t think the good old blouse trick had worked, when i had put 
the blame on the incredibly beautiful blouse. He passed us, with a suspiciously broad smile. 
Anyway, he didn’t kick me in the ass when he saw us together, already quite intimately. And i 
didn’t get a special treatment when the volleyball training had resumed. He didn’t seem to 
mind. He even looked happy. Happy to be relieved of the problem? That some other guy was 
about to take over finally? Hm. 

In turn, i was burning to share my love with a girl, physically and otherwise, but 
certainly also physically by now. Pandora was overwhelmed by my kisses and stroking; 
“Gosh, you’re such a sweet boy. I’ve never met someone like this.” I saw her surprise, some 
confusion and great appreciation, indeed. It was quite a long walk to the area where we lived 
– or stayed, in my case, since i had just moved out. Before we reached the point of splitting to 
continue the last little part of the way to our own houses, Pandora asked if i felt like joining 
her to her place. Sure, why not. In itself, she was not ‘my type’ – and, worse, she had cut off 
her hair very recently: the eighties had started, nature should be tamed again according to the 
many. Long hair could have compensated somewhat for not being my type. But it seemed that 
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if i was too critical, nothing or almost nothing would happen with girls. If i had to Go Down 
into Woman, and Manifest the Love i felt inside, i needed experience. I couldn’t stay on the 
sidelines, sort of judging the whole scene, or at least noticing year after year that my princess 
still hadn’t arrived, strangely enough, that she was rather late. 

Well, things had happened with nicer girls, beautiful girls, mysterious girls like Liz. 
Pandora was not mysterious at all, on the contrary. Nonetheless, she had something attractive. 
Apart from not being ugly, she was burning with energy and also attracted to me. Now energy 
was not something i had ever fallen (or would ever fall) in love with, but i was not against it 
either. For having nice physical contact it might be not so bad for a change as a matter of fact. 
The fact that Pandora felt attracted to ‘me’, already made her, of itself, by nature, somewhat 
attractive to me, in principle, although the attraction on her side was not enough reason in 
itself to go along with an invitation from a girl. 

At her house we came to lie on the couch somehow. It didn’t matter at all. The kissing 
and stroking proceeded, now horizontally. I felt, in this big energy of her together with my 
long and unwanted continence, quite free, freer than ever before with any girl, to touch her 
here and there and seize her. For a long time our bodily struggle continued. Indeed, this was 
my first real bodily fleshy struggle with a woman, ‘beyond’ the soft and more romantic 
touching and kissing that i knew already. There was no romance possible with Pandora, but 
this alternative wasn’t bad, so far. For three hours, we went on struggling. For three hours, my 
penis was hard and big and present. And i didn’t hide this fact any more, like i had done so 
carefully with Iris, in the beginning at least. I pressed my penis against her body. Quite a 
change with the past. Sometimes a piece of cloth went off and landed somewhere on the 
ground, also the ‘incredibly beautiful’ blouse. It was not important any more. Crumpled and 
deserted it lay there on the floor. How much time would it take before Woman’s taste and 
mood or preference would change again and i’d be lying there, crumpled, crushed, wasted. 

At a certain moment Pandora took my penis out of my pants and took it in her hand. I 
had no idea what she wanted to do with it. But that there was a fuss on earth about this penis, 
so much was certain. If only i remembered Jenny once, she being 13 years old or something, 
seemingly in some kind of hysteria and running around screaming: “I’ve seen it. I’ve seen it!” 
She meant my cousin Wolter’s penis. Probably she gave him a raider or mars or something 
similar in return. There was no fuss here now: Pandora stroke my penis and not long 
afterwards asked me if liked to join her upstairs to her bedroom, to her bed. Sure. And close 
behind one another we went upstairs. 

But then something interesting happened. Walking the stairs behind the unknown 
woman i realized this would be the first time i would have sex with a woman in the way it is 
supposed to be. My penis would enter her body. I was ready for it, it seemed, certainly 
considering my hard-on of 4 hours, but also in general the time seemed to have arrived. 
However, and despite the fact that it would be my first time… everything was suddenly so 
normal, so fucking normal! Something in me – or Me – was repulsed by this. Where was the 
Romantic Union of Man and Woman that I seemed made for and at least very fit for. Where 
was my Big Love. What was i doing here. Pandora was all right but not my Love. She was 
not My Woman. This was sex, this was going to be sex. 
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 Wasn’t this the cynical ‘revenge of the village’? ‘They’ didn’t want to see me 
walking with Iris through the deserted streets, with a girl for whom i felt love. They didn’t 
want to be confronted with love. They gave me Pandora instead – sex instead of love, as if the 
old earthly laws should be respected and no one was exempted from the law: we were all 
equal, as the village said. No one was allowed or able to escape ‘the village’. 

Pandora took off the remaining clothes and i pulled off mine. We would continue the 
love struggle, now completely naked, and this time i would have to enter her body with my 
penis. What had to happen has to happen. Only, halfway the stairs, when it struck me how 
normal everything was, my penis became smaller, halfway, stuck between hard and soft. We 
lay down on bed and made love again. In itself it was nice to feel her whole naked body now, 
not just a few parts of her skin. And my penis grew again a bit from this. Soon, after all the 
preceding hours of flirting, kissing, hugging and stroking, the moment came that my penis 
‘had to’ go into her body. A long struggle started. She was extremely wet down, after our 
previous hours of making ‘love’ with clothes on – so enormously wet that i would never meet 
this a second time in my life. The juice, whatever it was, was all over the lower part of her 
body, the bed was soaking wet. And yet, it couldn’t successfully seduce my penis into the 
opening of her body. I had no overview of what happened down there. My mind might have 
had other pictures than what was real. I imagined a huge open space in her vagina wherein i 
got lost somehow. My penis would never manage to fill that huge space. Somehow, i didn’t 
feel the freedom to just look down what was going on and maybe going wrong – maybe, as i 
didn’t have anything, no standard or experience, to compare this with. It didn’t cross my mind 
that i could give my penis a helping hand to enter the body of the woman waiting for me. I 
felt somehow that i was not entitled to look or give the whole thing a hand. It had to happen 
of itself – or not. And it didn’t somehow. Gee, what a grim struggle that was. It took much too 
long before i gave up finally – perhaps 20, 30 minutes altogether. Sometimes i had the 
feeling, but again i didn’t dare to check it, by looking nor by asking, that my penis was a little 
bit in her body. But later i had to modify this assessment. I just failed to enter her. And at a 
certain point i was fed up with the whole show and went off from Pandora to lie down beside 
her, a bit apart from her. 

I had to conclude that my penis was simply not hard enough any more to let the 
normal procedure happen. Normal, indeed. It was all too normal. Since the realization 
halfway the stairs, I, something, was not into it any more as i had been before. I had given 
myself completely before we went to bed – all my physical love i had loved to give her – but 
then something changed. There was a Force at work through me That didn’t Want the Union 
in the Flesh to happen. My penis turned out to be Faithful to a Deeper Law than the law of 
forms, the law of hormones, the law of woman’s ovaries. I Responded – and Had to Respond 
– to a Deeper Call in Woman. The call of (a) woman for my male body was not strong or 
deep enough to be heard – yet. She almost could have taken any male body. She didn’t need 
mine especially. This physical offer was not My Offer to Woman. If She treated Me, Man, as 
a body, I couldn’t Go in Her. I Had to Go in Woman, but this, what i was doing now, seemed 
not to be the way – not yet at least. If ‘Something’ was lacking I, by just entering a physical 
body, would have been unfaithful to the Divine Woman I Loved and Who Loved Me. 
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Although she appreciated it, Pandora couldn’t receive My Love and that’s why she 
couldn’t receive My penis. My penis was not mine. It was not separate from Love – like her 
vagina seemed to be. It was not a thing – to be used by Woman for her desires of the moment, 
nor for having children. It had another Function. It was an extension rather than an instrument 
of my Heart That was not mine but everybody’s. ‘My’ Heart could not yet be Received here 
on earth by Woman. And I seemed not Ready to give It yet. ‘The village’ had almost gotten 
me. ‘The village’, and all it stood for with its millenniums of darkness, seduction, dust and 
dirt, physical struggles without Love, its mean laughs related to the body. I was fed up with 
‘the village’ after these eons of the denial of Love. The village was the killing of the Heart. 
Here i was lying in bed now with the village. My failure was my success. ‘I’ couldn’t do it 
any more the way it had always been. Once I, the Heart, had to make a Stand. It was not about 
me. Everyone was tired of the show. Finally, someone had to say No to it. And this was just 
the beginning. I would Show Woman Love, not a penis. She was deluded by the penis, for 
millenniums on end. The penis was nothing in itself. It was My Heart she was Longing for. 
People had to learn to distinguish finally. 

On the face of it, it seemed i had said yes – to sex without Love and to energy without 
Consciousness – and ‘i’ had made an attempt to enter Pandora’s body. But Something was 
just Stronger. The ‘i’ that tried was not Me, it was no ‘I’. It is very close to the Truth to say 
that it was not ‘me’, but Pandora, or in general the Female Force manifesting as her, who tried 
it – via a supposed ‘me’. The ‘Something’ prepared the penis – that was not separate from the 
Heart – in such a way that it was just not hard enough to be able to enter the Cave, the Dark 
Cave of the Human Body and all it stored, not before its time. 

It’s not that at that moment i had everything as clear as later on, as now, that, lying 
next to Pandora, i could have Seen and formulated things as I do now. But certainly ‘I’ – or 
‘Something’ – was aware of the fact that ‘Something’ was missing, or not Connecting, not 
Whole. In principle, the Love was there – at least I speak for myself – but Pandora’s heart nor 
her consciousness could Recognize it. She understood my body – it seemed – but not ‘My’ 
Heart. And without Understanding, Allowing, Surrendering to the Heart she couldn’t 
understand my body either, as a matter of fact – because the body was Part of the Heart. It 
wasn’t something different, a form separate from the Heart. The Body was not a form. That’s 
why much later i often wrote ‘Body’ with a capital, just like the Heart, Its Source, Its 
Sameness. 

Would i ever be able to ‘make love’ to (a) Woman as long as She didn’t Understand 
this, as long as She didn’t and couldn’t yet Respect the Reality of ‘My’ Heart, as long as She 
thought a Body was just a body, something to be used for her own pleasure and purposes. 
Should i first make her Conscious of what the body IS, Love, before i could and even Should 
Go into Her physical Body? I didn’t know all this. ‘My’ Heart was getting ready though, 
preparing to Find Out the Truth about all of it. Things could not go on this way for ever: on 
one hand the Girl I’m in love with leaving me just like that – with no alternative for her than 
at best a well meaning guy who would never manifest himself as Heart – and, on the other 
hand, Woman making love with me in a way that was separate from Love, making love with 
Herself therefore and using a male body for this. Love could not Meet thus, only meat could 
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meet. This couldn’t be True. Something in me was triggered, although it all didn’t happen or 
show itself very Consciously yet. The fog was too big yet to Pierce through it, to let Clarity 
Shine through it. Woman’s Call for My Heart was not Strong enough yet. I was not Strong 
enough yet. That’s the same thing. 

After a while of silence – an hour – in which the human drama was well perceptible 
albeit not Clear, i said to Pandora: ‘This was the first time I’ve been to bed with a girl”. I said 
‘girl’, as i didn’t want to insult her by calling her a ‘woman’. She was 26 though, 6 years 
older than me, and on the verge of becoming woman, which would, as i assumed at that time, 
mean the end of her life, of her chance to be Taken by Love instead of by life or what people 
thought life was. She also would be lost if she wouldn’t Recognize My Heart on time – or, in 
the first place, if she would mainly or only recognize the penis, only recognize the form. She 
was destined to be lost, as i already felt somehow, but i couldn’t totally allow this hidden 
insight yet, this big taboo, this Pain that was huge but was not Felt or allowed by anyone. 

“And how did you find it?” Pandora asked. I found this a stupid question – apart from 
the fact that in general questions were silly: why not share instead of ask. What could i say to 
this. Next time i hoped i would do better? It had to go as it had to go. I had preferred it if she 
had shared what she felt. Why should a man share. This wasn’t natural to me. It was not about 
me, not about what i would personally feel. Totally irrelevant. It was about My Heart, not 
about my words, my sharing, ‘my’ feelings that were not mine. She was the one who should 
share. Then i could share ‘my’ Heart, upon what she said, felt and thought; i could put my 
Heart over it and all around it, give what she had shared its proper place in the whole, give the 
supposed form back to the Formless. 

But i was far from this situation yet, where my Heart could Create the natural situation 
in the relationship between Man and Woman. Firstly, for one thing, i had to learn to share 
‘feelings’ as if it would be me myself – as if they would not be Woman through ‘me’. 

Since that Man, that Creator of the Heart, wasn’t Here yet, the Man knowing that 
questions don’t need to be answered – they are just questions – i squeezed out after five 
minutes: “Needs getting used to.” 

Two weeks later i met Pandora again, after again some party for the volleyball club, I 
think. It was at the local pub of Timtim, a typical place where people went after some event 
had finished. It was the same cafeteria-pub where Jenny had bought the raider for my cousin 
and that, as it turned out afterwards, she was supposed to stick in her ass, according to my 
cousin. The same pub where the village boys and men usually tried to scoff my brother and 
me by calling us ‘the cola boys’, us being the only boys in the village who didn’t drink beer 
or any other kind of poison with alcohol in it. That we drank orange juice and apple juice 
didn’t enter their minds somehow, being just one step too far to understand or to even 
ridicule. Drinking cola was ‘soft’ enough to pay us a bit back for being the brains of the 
village; in villages something that tends to consciousness is not popular. The pub where they 
tried to ridicule our being vegetarian ever since i had said that i didn’t eat meat. Every time 
they saw us they started on the subject immediately. The pub that had only three music 
albums, as it seemed: “The year of the Cat” of Al Stewart, “Hotel California” of the Eagles 
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and ‘Dire Straits’ of Dire Straits. Nice albums, but they got a bit polluted by the atmosphere 
of the pub that was permeated with a repressed depression of life. 

Pandora sat at the bar, between some local guys. When she saw me entering Timtim, 
she turned on an enthusiastic smile, almost as energetic and joyful as our first meeting. Seeing 
how she looked at me i automatically, without having time to censor my mind, thought we 
would end up in bed again that night. I didn’t Understand the Deeper Forces (fully) yet, that 
we shouldn’t Meet in the Flesh. The Deluding Force was – still – very strong in me, telling 
me i should please a woman. If my penis was what she wanted, she should get it somehow – 
at least if there was a rudimentary form of sexual attraction. What could be lost by going 
along with it? 

Well, theoretically, nothing. The Heart stays the Heart, whatever It does. Only, in 
earthly reality things are not that simple. If manifestation of the Heart is Part of the Heart’s 
Being – as It Is – one cannot just do anything, unless, in the exceptional case, one is provided 
and blessed with a very strong feedback system, if one’s Body feels things and makes it clear, 
one way or another, when something goes ‘wrong’, when something goes (too far) astray 
from the Natural Way – and follows society’s ways, including unfettered sex as part of 
society’s form world, of its form obsession. 

It’s true, the first 32 years of my life i was very much deluded by, what i would call 
later, the Female Force that is ruling here on earth, in all its varieties – deluding, ruling and 
dividing, including ‘putting’ rude insensitive ‘men’ or male bodies in positions of power that 
have nothing to do with Man but are disguised Woman and merely represent what seems to 
be the male side of Woman. In my early life i chose, almost enthusiastically, ‘woman’ against 
‘man’. Woman was apparently soft, apparently loving, not aggressive. Man was the opposite, 
hard, hairy, unloving, aggressive. Feeling the difference between ‘man’ and ‘woman’, the 
choice for me as a sensitive boy had already been made. I didn’t have to think about it, it was 
obvious. I was still far away from Clarity that i was Here to Truly Serve Woman (Earth) and 
not to please her, not to fulfil her desires but Her Deepest Drive: Man Himself. 

The Deluding Force told me now that if a woman like Pandora, with all her energetic 
power, wanted me – or, at least, a part of me – then, if i was not repulsed by her and felt some 
response to her, i could simply honour this and why not. It seemed to be so. I wrote ‘or a part 
of me’ and this is exactly what was deluding, namely the ‘idea’ or silent assumption (that had 
not been thoroughly investigated, not felt through regarding the Truth) that Man could give a 
part of Himself to Woman. This is impossible, since Man is Whole. It’s Man or nothing. He 
can’t be Cut into pieces – pieces that subsequently could be separately consumed by Woman. 
If She doesn’t Recognize Man, (as) the Whole, She has nothing. She turns into a consumer 
that will never and can never be fulfilled. 

So, in my delusion, i went to the toilet in the pub to prepare my penis. This time i 
would do better. I put my right hand around my penis, to exercise it, to make sure that, when 
the point of entering would arrive, the penis would be hard enough to fulfil its task. But all 
my well-meant effort appeared to be in vain. The meeting with Pandora was not bad in itself, 
but still, at the point of leaving the pub, it was not clear whether we would leave together or 
with our own friends. The Forces were Fighting in the Dark and decided. Reality, the Fight of 
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Forces, decided for the last option. This was in itself all right for me but also confusing – just 
like everything was confusing regarding girls. Also, it was a bit unsatisfactory somehow. But 
it seemed i had to learn to bear the feeling of being sexually unfulfilled. First being ‘chatted 
up’ by the same smile of Pandora two weeks earlier and that was coming straight from her 
ovaries, and then… nothing, that’s it. All the better, in a way: i could never become Man if i 
became a slave to the Sexual Force that is almost synonymous with the Female Force and that 
is Man’s great challenge in becoming Stronger than Woman’s gigantic energetic Sexual 
Force, becoming Stronger solely on the Basis of His Heart, His Inner Force – and not 
becoming Stronger for the sake of Power, but the opposite: for the sake of the Divine Woman 
Herself Who, in Her Divine Duality, Is, and Cannot But Be Part of Man(’s One Heart). The 
Sexual Force had to Learn to submit to Love and not take over. 

I had had my kiss for that year, no reason to complain. 
Although we still saw each other now and then at the volleyball club after the meeting 

in the pub, the only form of contact we still had was Pandora’s voice chanting my name once 
during a volleyball match to support me. I felt some energetic impulse from this in my body 
to do my best even more – although in sports, and in general, i always did my best, not 
understanding why things should be done half way – but this impulse was not comparable to 
the huge kick i got from it when in primary school Wendy, Kala and the popular Cynthia 
were chanting my name. 

Since i had gone into sex now – briefly and not fully but still – ‘the gods’ definitively 
took their hands off me. I had to do it alone now, to find my way in the world, the world of 
Duality, without letting the Heart, the One, be Killed. As an appetiser they finally allowed me 
to have cavities in my teeth now and then, something i had been miraculously free from 
earlier. 

The question of the two volleyball trainers why I jumped less and less high, could be 
answered only many years later. Pandora is the answer. 

 
Talking about later, 23 years later, in 2005, i met a woman, Anca, who told me her 

story of her love life as a late teenager and a young grown up. In a nutshell: for many years 
she had a perfect relationship with her boy friend. Love was obviously shining. They were 
happy and could not imagine it would ever be otherwise. Only, after 5 years she – or 
‘something’ – found that sex finally needed to happen, and, after some struggle, they 
performed ‘the sin’. Their Love was destroyed. After a break, for many years the relationship 
continued but it never recovered. It improved a bit a few years after the first devastating 
shock. How poor can improvement be? 


