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My dearest Victoria, around 6-07-’07 
 

As always you were right. I have not seen and never ever did I see. Always retracted in 
my cocoon contemplating who else than me. Never ever could I truly connect with anything. 
Always I reside in the mind, in the shell, and not in the world. Never feeling anything truly of 
this world, or entering into the sentiments of the belly. No – always separate from everything, 
and so it has been with us. Always your gentle and true heart wanted for me to feel Her, to 
love Her and to see Her. You choose me from all men, from everything She (your Heart) has 
chosen me for Her to be seen, and still I reside in the mind. She shouts, cries, tries to make 
herself believe it is not true that I do not see her, but it is true, my love, never have I seen you 
and never have I truly seen anything of this world. And so you tried and tried, first to 
convince yourself it could not be so (as I always convinced myself that it was not so), trying 
as you always did for me to see your Heart, to love you like you loved me: clearly, 
knowingly, truly and deeply. But instead I resided in my mind, in my pure, but oh – so lonely 
world. So lonely that the two times I WAS my world with no difference, the first one I 
immediately started to cry out of loneliness and despair, and the second time I was so lonely 
that if I would not have called my Teacher instantly to tell him I was going to die, and if 
Satlova did not start shouting at me, I would still have preferred to stay there and die. So 
much did/do I want to enter this life here. So much have I been truly interested in what is 
going on down here. For never ever did I choose to love woman knowingly, in this body and 
on earth. And still I love You so much. So, so much, but it is deep within, far away, like a 
faded dream in the early morning, one you cannot really remember but you still feel it, you 
still somehow know it is there, but far, far away. 

So, my love, it is utterly true that I have failed you and I am truly not worth the 
gentleness of your heart. It is true that it was inevitable for you to leave, for days before I felt 
utterly strange and empty, devoid of anything. Tired of something, of everything (but I did not 
want to feel it and take it seriously), of all your attempts to pull and make it happen, and I felt 
that I was no good. In my belly I was tired of trying to pretend our relation was working 
(lying to myself), but still there was the dream there, but too far to matter. No, on the surface 
our relation has been one big Lie, one big attempt to fake something that has always been our 
Promise, but never our Reality, to be One and to truly Love. And we were perfect in 
pretending and trying. And I felt us slipping, I felt how we were both too tired to keep on 
trying to pretend. And that is good! You were too tired to keep on pulling me down here, to 
truly be with you and I was getting tired of myself, of your pulling (or was your pulling 
making me tired not to See the untruth, tired to keep pretending?). I was tired of our fears, of 
our stuff. 

No, we were both getting tired of the way it was, and there was nothing more to be 
done for you than see finally how unreal I have been for your heart. 

How I (somewhere) love you, but on the surface I am not with you in our bodily life. It 
is like my feelings for you, my love (or all other feelings for that matter), are separate from 
me. I see them, but I am not them. So it is not with bad intentions that it was so. 

And so you were tired of pulling at me, of me being a coward and a blind man, and of 
me not being able to help you as the Man you always felt was in there. But finally you 
realised that in me it is not the Man you are with, but the useless coward. How can you stay 
with me the moment you realise you were dreaming, and that the Man is not your man? Now, 
Love, you have done perfectly fine, perfectly good and true. There was no other way for us 
and our wicked ways. No my Love, you are right, I am not worth You if I cannot come down 
for you, and you must leave and reject and feel sad and hurt. Maybe it is YOU who feels 
rejected more than me! 
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And now I imagine you going on with your life, being with another. I imagine how I 
never did take you seriously somehow, nor was I able to truly serve you. Countless times you 
told me, warned me and now I feel like I must vomit out all that happened. 

Never ever did I take seriously the fact that here, in this place we live in, there is 
something to be done for me, the one in the ivory tower. I thought: well whatever, I know it is 
not so or it is so and what the hell, what is there to be done here for me? Why should I go into 
this hell of the body, of pain, of love, of Woman? What for? I am peaceful up there, the wise 
guy who in the end knows better. Why should I see all this stuff down here for? It is too 
painful and unnecessary to crawl down here (and whomever proved me differently than a 
woman?), and I am too good for it. And as long as She believes my crap, so why should I ever 
reconsider it? 

And now that you are gone, I feel lonely, separate from everything, and not to feel the 
sentiments in the body is not so funny anymore, although I still gravely persist in not entering 
and letting go of the mind. 

And how could I ever truly help you, be with you if I think of myself as nothing here 
on earth? If I declare my earthly presence dead? If I shut myself off from the body? Yes, my 
love, I have always declared myself here on earth dead. Never did I take this body in any way 
serious, never did I bother to look down from my tower to see if there was any life or 
anything to be seen down there. If there could be joy or whatever interesting to see. No, I left 
the body lying on the street like a beggar, not caring for it, like it was a corpse I dragged 
somehow with me, and I instead stayed asleep in my shelter high up in the sky, not even 
aware that I have a body, and that I am on earth. Yes, Victoria, until not so long ago, I was not 
even aware of myself here in this body. Feelings in this body, felt knowingly and consciously, 
that was something I did not know about. Everything I reconstructed in the mind as one big 
make-believe. Separate from everything. Asleep, unfocused. 

And so you have lived in hell with me. Always trying and making yourself believe I 
was with you somehow, or that I was at least changing to become so, but in the end, totally 
exhausted, you were forced to see the Lie in me and the Lie in you, and totally numbed you 
give in on me, and you finally get probably furious and angry as hell. You must feel like you 
have been cheated on, not with another woman, but with your heart. And right you are, my 
love, right you are. FUCK, I hope that you are feeling all of that to get it out of You! And you 
say I could never say no to you, and I was too much of a push-over, no real Man, easily 
manipulated, powerless and empty. How could a fucking corpse be alive and kicking? And 
again, finally I cannot else but tell you how right you are. I am empty, powerless, an eunuch 
as long as I do not enter this place here on earth, and take it seriously. 

There is lots of stuff I see in you, but I did not focus on it, nor did I show it to you, and 
that is indeed a grave fucking insult of mine to you! 

We were both afraid, my love, afraid to see that the world is not so nice. We both 
somehow loved truth, the truth in each other (but hidden) and saw the promise. But what else 
did we do than live a complete Lie? Yes, we did our utmost to be untrue, and we were very 
good at it indeed! Especially I was the king of bullshit. But how else than with each other, 
with some help from others, could we be made to see that we were bullshitting ourselves and 
each other than by living through the Lie (although inside we are both Pure, and these Pure 
beings Love each other) until we are forced to see it is untrue? Maybe finally the truth did 
prevail after all. And we have both been released from some of our illusions through each 
other, and that I find beautiful. We shared with each other our personal lies until we were both 
made to see them. 

And today it seems like I take you finally serious, because the Lie is gone, or going 
away. And the pain in the belly is back, burning like hell. I am still in the mind, but for days, 
weeks, I have been feeling that I cannot keep ignoring myself forever. The cocoon is slowly 
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but surely breaking and I am forced to see what I am down here, instead of up there. Down 
here there is an untrue whatever, unable or rather unwilling to live, to connect, to feel, to love, 
to suffer... knowingly, willingly and consciously, to go through it here in this place that I 
cannot bear to see, to feel, to suffer. FUCK!!! For it is not so that in the end I have no heart. It 
is so that in the end I have too much heart for me to bear. I am indeed afraid of my heart, 
terribly afraid to feel all this stuff down here. I have a big Heart, am really strong, fearless, 
pure, brave and most of all loving and compassionate, only I am not focussed on it somehow. 
And so, dearest Victoria, it is not so that I do not love you deep within. Nor does Rebecca or 
whomever have anything to do with me and you. It is all about ME and solely about my total 
failure to be with you simply because I am not focused. 

You were never more right that we could not be One as long as we were in this 
relationship. Never ever would I have taken You more serious, would I have come (more) 
down to see what I feel down there in my basement, what itches so that there is some life 
there to be found and to be concentrated upon. No, only now, after you cut the crap, is it 
itching so much that I must come down to see Truth also on this place somehow, the Truth of 
me, and my carelessness with you and with the world... and my failure here on earth, because 
I was fucking careless. Because I was careless I am not free, but I am caught! What a divine 
joke! 

And only now, after the “facts” am I slowly looking at you, and at us. 
Not that I am there. It is still a dream down there, but I know now that it will not last, 

this resistance of mine to love and see. And maybe when you moved on with your life, are 
taken by another, I will cry in my bed and see what a fool I was to stay up there and not come 
down for you. For YOU, my love, are the one who can make me come down, because you are 
so pure and true. And maybe, little by little, in the time to come, I will look more and 
consciously what is in my body, in myself, in this world to be felt. For my Teacher is right, 
this place is no “fun” but staying up there is no fun or rather a solution neither. It is lonely, 
empty and You made me see. Your heart desired me so purely that I feel it is I who have been 
wrong. 

My love, I know in my heart that I am nothing but Love, but until my carelessness hurt 
You, disappointed you, sucked so much out of you that you finally turned me down, do I 
bleed within for what I do down here while being up there. Because it is true, I never ever did 
consider anybody in this world pure enough to feel my heart bleeding for my own 
carelessness. But in hurting you, I do feel. 

You rejected me because you had nothing else to do, and God knows you did right. 
There was no other way that I could begin to take serious what happens down here, what there 
is to be felt in this body, and God knows that You have suffered enough now, and that I am a 
fool, and that you deserve to be free of me as long as I am careless with your Heart. 

And God knows I do love you very much, despite my carelessness. 
God knows that I am getting tired up there, that in my egoism to stay there and be with 

you at the same time down here, I wronged you terribly, and God knows I want to come down 
and Feel. 
 

Love, 
Henry 


