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24.1.’17 
Back to the Many 

 
Beloved, 
 
You felt Me vibrating all over the place 
In your head, your body and your heart 
You loved to feel no longer lonely 
You loved to feel beyond a sense of Life 
 
I took your hand and I undid you 
From yourself, from all that wasn’t You 
More than hating it you started loving truth  
The empty waiting room had finally left 
 
Our Love forbidden, you stroked my ribs 
It shouldn’t but escaped the Dungeon’s Dark 
Escaped the flying Light, a slap to sleep 
The underground was pulling though, precise and hard 
 
You must go home, to the land of many 
The One was just too much for you 
The risk of only One was just too big 
To be abandoned, end up all alone 
 
And so you had to blame your Love 
You had to try to feel at ease 
You proved faithful to keep proving 
Yourself that you are right 
 
So you picked one out of many 
And it never became the One 
The cold blanket you put around you 
Felt safer than the open sky 
 
You do your very best, you try in vain 
To see Me, feel Me in your mate 
To detect your Love without that fear 
And feel reflected what must hide in you 
 
In the night, your secret place, you meet me still 
In the many dreams you do not share 
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In the day you almost make it, to forget 
And show the sky is blue, not red 
 
You’ve become an attempt, attempt to live 
Hating making the choices you want 
Denying you were chosen 
Froze the vibrations in the fridge  
 
Day by day you try to warm yourself 
In secret by the ashes of our Love 
In the dark you’re groping for a sparkle 
One, the last, that hopefully stayed despite 
 
You know you’ll have to die like this 
You know you can, you’re brave enough  
You know so well your pride of old 
You know you’re stronger than My Love 
 
It’s your way of vengeance on the One 
Who seemed to make you suffer 
You know that your revenge is modest 
Something’s better though than nothing 
 
Beloved, I find you in the ashes 
But how you fail in finding Me 
You cannot say it: ‘my Beloved’ 
You must talk and talk and stay  
 
Speechless, silent for good 
No matter if you’re deaf or dead  
Your Beloved’s whispering in you 
Through no words but Love, for always will 
Continue continue to tease you 
 
Beloved 


