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Beloved Heartmaster, February 9th, 2009 
 
I have no doubt that there is some intention behind this sudden and total silence from your side, 
although of course I can be wrong in this. My intuition does tell me that in your soft and 
vulnerable love you still feel like 'rejecting' this senseless violent side of mine, or rather not 
responding to it, a reaction which is wholly truthful and which I secretly desire because I act 
overheated. This is an 'I suppose' statement of course. 
 
There is no sense in communicating – from your side – with the violence stored up in my pelvis, 
violence which lately I have been projecting indiscriminately at whomever like a raging bull. I 
tend to constantly explode over whatever, although I feel I am rarely unjust in so doing, still I 
exaggerate. I exteriorise my anger and fire. I let it explode 'socially' instead of 'meditatively'. This 
is getting a bit of a problem at work. People don't take too much and disproportionate fire. We are 
supposed to constantly stay calm and sweet but I cannot contain this fountain of projecting anger, 
I cannot 'bend' it yet. 
 
I am quite happy that I am getting to be very fiery though. I wonder how I lived all these years 
with such a mad suppression. I love this fire, in truth but I cannot contain it in my stomach and 
sort of 'interiorise' it. My stomach is too much 'no space' for now, too cramped to consciously 
digest things 'inside'. Instead I indiscriminately and half-unconsciously vomit my meditations on 
the world out like a volcano, lashing out like a madman, unloading the cramp in my stomach on 
others. People take it, but only to a certain limit. Does this not present the crux of masculine 
violence in the world? A (mad)man must indeed carry his darkness himself. Underneath this 
blind rage lies sorrow and lots of desolate loneliness. I am feeling this everyday more, how lonely 
I ultimately feel in the world. 
 
And so I am well aware that I was also lashing out unnecessarily and without provocation or 
necessity at you. I didn't mean bad, and I convince myself that you'll understand as you are Love 
and you know me better than I even know myself. 
 
There is also something about my longer sharing to Satlova some time ago which strikes me as 
odd, although I can't totally put my finger on it. I didn't mean to mess energetically at all, in fact, 
and I don't think I really did. But I fear that I don't consider whether a(ny) woman or Woman 
Herself and World are ready to receive my comments about hHer just because I feel like sharing 
them. I offer all this in empty air, so to speak, without feeling whether a person wants me to offer 
it/myself. Thereby I impose myself unwantedly. This leads me to something I have been meaning 
to call you about, some novel fundamental tendency I perceive in myself. All my life I have been 
feeling rejected everyday all day long. But my reaction to this has never been to accept this 
consciously and feel its sorrow. Instead I sort of cut myself in two, upper and lower half cut 
around the third chakra. As the upper part of me, my diaphragm, I refuse to allow the messages 
from the lower half, all the messages the world sends me and always has (a fundamental part of 
which are rejection, I start remembering hundreds of stories in that sense) and without paying 
further attention to what others want from me, I, as the upper part, tense up my whole torso in an 
attempt to blindly and (unconsciously but still) disrespectfully force myself into the world 
anyway, attempting to obliterate the rejection – the feeling that the world is not sitting there and 
waiting for me – in so doing by the tension of the diaphragm. I do this without due respect for the 
feelings and opinions of the ones I relate to in one way or another, which I am unconsciously but 
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in a deep sense deliberately blind to as I cut out the lower half of me, the receiving half, so to 
speak. And so I am cut in half and I bend myself like a bow refusing for at least 25 years now to 
accept that others (mainly) reject me, unconsciously. I am colder, more violent, madly raging 
angry (but suppressed), like a tensed beast prey to inner raging violence. On the surface all of this 
remained totally repressed, as said, and I was sweet, compliant and even docile. But underneath 
always lingered the opposite of this womanly and somehow artificial docile appearance. And so I 
have always been very cramped as man, as consciousness, with a bizarre alteration between 
outward oversweetness and suppressed violence, nonetheless outing itself in several suppressed 
but projected mental anger, such as my mad previous obsession with the injustice of socialists 
and their ideology. My severe hatred for male clergy's sneakiness (which was my own in a sense 
but which I always perceived as fundamentally despicable). 
 
Mary also does this tensing of her torso and blind imposing on others very strongly, and it is 
through contact with her that I started to perceive it in and as my very own disposition as well. 
 
I have therefore been feeling like calling you to offer this and other stuff to the Heart. Of course, 
ultimately I have to enter these processes alone, but through contact with you I can very quickly 
dive much deeper into them whole bodily instead of merely as an empty-air mental reflection 
process. This whole bodily meditation is much less sparked when I write you and certainly not as 
it could be when I meditate myself, not offering my stuff up to you. Now, for instance, I write 
you an 'analysis' of my stuff, but on the phone for sure I would burst out into bitter or other tears, 
which I would like to be able to plunge into. The Softness and the True Surrendered Love in your 
voice/being makes possible for me to also and very easily soften up, go beyond my cramped 
mental analysis and 'allow' also my own sorrow and pain easily, and truly 'confess' and surrender 
my resistance to Feel, pour it out into our conversation. 
I greatly love our contact/connection in this, this help you have to Offer – and value it much more 
consciously nowadays – although I get time and again ripped away from you into my own world 
for days or weeks on end, being separate, and then returning to inner contact again. No doubt this 
is (part of) the process. 
 
Also, as I go through transformations, I feel the nature of our bond changes from my side. I don't 
want to project my masculinity away from myself anymore as I always did also and especially to 
you. You never asked this of me and in fact, maybe for you it has been part of the burden of 
dealing with me. It has struck me that it is senseless to admire the Manifested Man in/as you, 
while remaining unmanifest and empty in my own body, an imploded corpse so to speak. 
Although, unlike you, in whom the process happened more by itself, it seems, I need Christ – as 
you – to Guide me to my very own Heart. By myself I wouldn't be able to do it, I admit. 
--- 
 
Looking at myself as a man-form is looking at a mess, or rather, when turning my eye downward, 
to my own body and its position in the world, and to the world as such, I see nothing but sorrow, 
pain, death, rejection, foreclosure, nonsensical blindness and so on. (The music from Pärt fits this 
feeling well.) 
It is hard for me to accept that I am but one (man-)form out of many, that here I am not 
omnipresent and pure somehow, that there are 'others', that the world is not the mirror of 'me-
ness' but diverse and at large not very or not at all interested in my form and that they do not as 
such 'understand' nor 'receive' me – which enrages me – that things are confined to my own body 
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while the rest of the place is recalcitrant, and in any way 'not me' (although I do feel more and 
more the interconnectivity of all things as me as well). That in this world where I have 'a' body of 
own – which is the strangest sensation for me – I am separated from Oneness with myself and 
others. 
I am being transformed into the earthly male ego I guess, and I start contemplating/taking myself 
before any other, although I can feel that it is possible to surrender myself to You/Heart/Me also 
from/as this new 'me'. It feels strange to discover 'me-ness' in the world, in the body, to turn the 
gaze not blindly outside, but to myself and to discover the world is so terribly diverse. At the 
same time, I go through a hard isolated desert nowadays, feeling separate from people and from 
Love. I watch the place from a distance, from above, and often I wonder: all these people are so 
engaged with one another and all their stuff. They seem to spark each other. What the hell is 
happening? I don't feel anything of all that (in that way). 
 
Has it ever struck you how everybody is constantly locked into their very own opinions about 
everything in the world? Opinions, opinions, opinions. All of culture is nothing but one big 
(denying) set of particularistic opinions sold (suspiciously enough) vehemently as if they were 
'truth', and don't dare to push against this cardboard house. Every person is nothing but an 
unnerving and self-enclosed bundle of opinions. And I am – for now – no different. What to do 
about that? I say something, and pfew, it is registered differently than I said it, received 
differently or not at all, it is twisted and turned into another story and shot back at me thus etc etc. 
Rarely – you are the ONLY exception I know of – does anybody mirror not their unconscious 
selves, their own particularistic set of forms and dispositions, but myself, another part of me, 
back to me. Quite frustrating indeed. 
 
And women... I don't know anymore how to handle all this. Ozzy once sang: 'now you see me 
now you don't'. This characterises the constant flip-flopping that She is. Jane was an excellent 
example of this maddening – and frustrating – duality. Very very frustrating and unnerving. In 
fact, it takes away all peace I thought I possessed. Then She (any woman) likes me, then she 
doesn't, and don't dare to confront her with her seeming and senseless, incomprehensible 
energetic twists and turns towards me, for this is for sure off-limits. I am not 'supposed' to tell 
her: 'hey what about me? Yesterday you dug me, now you don't! why did you suddenly change? 
(when she already laid eye on the next eager ape)'. This, of course, would unleash her wrath as I 
am not 'nice' to her, I am not supposed to ask such thorny – and 'selfish', which is in a sense true 
but in another not – questions. No no, she unconsciously free-wheels at her own free will, and I 
as man must accept being her plaything, to be at her whims, without putting my finger on it and 
thereby sort of 'breaking the silence' around it. 'Don't be such a foul sport!' She would say, would 
She not? You are even expected to play her 'being nice under circumstances' game along, which I 
– obviously – refuse when it involves – for instance – the 'moving on' thing. I am not going along 
that far in this 'nice boy' business. It is enough that I have to accept her flip-flopping, her rejection 
of me, all of which I as egoic male animal thoroughly thoroughly dislike with all of my being – 
painful as it is on every level – let alone that I would be the docile, 'modern' 'everything 
accepting' man. 
All this is maddening to me and very frustrating. For sure, I want to be received and not sort of be 
lamely ignored. I admit that She greatly frustrates me by her very damn lame, fickle, or lethargic 
or sort of 'vague' and from my personal perspective disinterested unconscious energy. Damnit, I 
love it somehow, I am its captive, and still it maddens me, drives me nuts if and when I 'enter' it 
inside, in the pelvis area. This is surely why I mostly stay up in the 'brave new world' of my 
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empty, thin air penetrating mind. And you know what? The worst thing of all is that I can't 
possibly blame Her for it. She is totally innocent in all this. If not, it would be easy: I would draw 
my sword and finish it off, like when men fight. But with a woman, not only does she frustrate 
me, but I cannot even blame her for it and her energy doesn't permit me to 'draw my sword and 
fight it out amongst guys'. She engulfs me with her lethargic innocence, and in so doing sort of 
softens my erection. 
 
You understand that I am getting frustrated and so I start lamenting. 
 
Before, though, it seemed I was easily able to enter Her. But at what cost? Being no-space and 
no-man. Constantly pleasing her ego, flattering her and accepting that all wooing energy comes 
from my side alone, because without it I was of course worthless to her (and indeed, She was 
totally correct there). Now that I don't do this anymore, I feel that to (be allowed to) enter a 
woman's heart or body truly, without me being other than myself, is the hardest thing to be 
achieved on earth. I can't imagine how I did this before, and yet, She allowed me many many 
times. 
 
I mostly don't feel like contacting women by myself anymore nowadays, but then they never 
contact me either. While sex was easy before and of no value to me, just some cheap 
manipulation, now it has become something quite far-off and an incredible achievement for me, 
as man, to be allowed to do, and something in a sense sacred. That I, and not the whole line of 
other waiting guys become the – prolonged – focus of a woman's desires is something quite 
extraordinary, is it not? There are, after all, millions of guys out there who try to convince Her! 
And I dislike thoroughly thoroughly to 'offer' myself or to try to convince her that I am better 
than the neighbour, who is shrewdly already ordering her a drink as part of his own seductive 
game (which she then rewards by offering him her attention). BAH. I don't want to do that stuff 
(anymore and at all). I want her to want me for who I am without any damn wooing or 
convincing dance from my part! As you wrote in one of your last texts on the site, women want 
to be manipulated! And so I don't do that lately, but then I see that women go for that male 
seducing stuff constantly, although I must admit in honesty that women look more and more at 
me just like this, which, of course, I love. Generally they think I look more beautiful and noble or 
something, but still, they don't move unless I start, and then, when I do because I feel they –
unspokenly – want me to: flip - flop - flip - flop. Now you see me, now you don't! 
 
--- 
 
Something else still. Have you ever noticed this euphemistic tendency in millions of conceptual 
strategies. Take the word 'meat'. This is such an innocent word, is it not? People eat 'meat', and go 
buy it in town, where it is displayed neatly. But that animals are slaughtered and massacred in the 
process of 'making meat', that there is blood and pain, that unconscious creatures are 
instrumentalised as living beings for the sole purpose of being food for the 'meat eating' people, 
this is too vile and so – typically society – it is somehow disguised from view, not discussed, 
conveniently forgotten. We buy' meat' in the store. The killing, the blood, the nastiness is beyond 
the mental horizon of people. Brushed in the dark corners of slaughter houses in society, their 
activities never being brought into view. Have you noticed that newspapers or documentaries 
never ever, or very rarely, show images of the production of 'meat'? An inconvenient truth gladly 
forgotten. 
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I have nothing against eating flesh, lions and other animals also eat it, and so do I (but much less 
than before) but against the hypocritical and fundamental negating dishonesty surrounding it. If 
you are a predator, then be honest about it and then it is ok for me. Devour the flesh of another if 
your nature compels you to do it, if it is part of the cruelty of our animal selves. But don't give me 
that lame crap about 'consuming meat'. We eat slaughtered innocent creatures because we are no 
better than the 'cruel' jungle, so don't turn it into a cultured and cleaned out lame business. End of 
story. 
 
This to cite but one of the millions of examples of the Societal Woman constantly blindfolding 
herself and shrouding everything in senseless taboos and 'whipping nastiness under the matt'. I 
am not joking when I say I will write some book(s) about it, and especially about what I regard 
the most nasty of all transgressions and the most arrogant: that one creature should have – for 
some bizarre and unspecified reason – (judgemental) authority over another, that there is 
hierarchy amongst creatures. That one being should possess the truth and another must swallow it 
as such (someone like yourself excluded, and then again, you don't at all want to 'force' your truth 
on another). Adults exercise this nonsensical nastiness over children and call it 'education', 
another one of these nasty euphemisms, humans over animals and nature, calling it to 'belabour 
nature', as if nature were somehow imperfect and we know better, teachers over students, the 
state and its 'police'/'courts' based on the 'law' over all of us etc etc. No other creature/form has 
any authority over me, and I not over another. A lion or even a rabbit doesn't give a shit about the 
law, so why should I? Only connected formlessness as itself has anything to say to me, it is the 
only thing to which I can naturally surrender. It is from this point of view that I naturally 
surrendered myself to you, Connected Formlessness, and will continue to do so, until all is 
burned off and I melt in my own Heart. Why is this simple mechanic so hard for society? They 
all lose themselves in bizarre games, endless blindness, they try so hard to get out of something 
but out of what they don't even know, and they don't know how to get out of there, and so they 
grope blindly in the dark, submitting themselves to one another in senseless power games. 
Foucault can show this like no other. 
 
I think, finally, the only thing that will 'save' me is my unwavering capacity for receiving and 
acknowledging Formless Truth (through your form, paradoxically), accepting it when I hear it, no 
matter how hard it is. The moment I can no longer 'receive' Formless Truth, that moment I am 
lost. 
 
Yours in sincerity, 
 
Gerrit 


