Azar Baksh – Growing older

25.02.’07, outside in ‘nature’, in the pouring rain, 

still Meditating some very heavy karma

Growing older

You felt that it could never happen

You knew you never would get old

But now you must surrender

And you failed to see a Glimpse of Gold

You thought they’d never get you

You were steady in your stand

Everything would just get better

You would show ’em you’re a man

But you’re getting fatter, fatter

Ever since you met the meat

Even if it’s not your body weight

You cannot stop, too many forms to eat

Romantic dreams have left you

You had to leave them at the refuse dump

And you begged to enter in the muddy flesh

All was just too dirty, messy, to stay humble

And you don’t complain, you take it all

You know you had to leave the Heart

’t was just too painful, much too Pure

Its Beauty’s emptiness you could no more endure

You gave up to be an individual

The whole concept was meant to fail

The project that you once called ‘you’

– Without death – just vanished in the mist

Look, your limbs are falling off

Your head you can’t keep up

Your back so weak, you have to laugh

And your heart – in the middle – you can’t feel

Who made up this mummery

This gnawing tragedy, awful comedy

Who is to be awarded, hanged

With the laurel of the blind

All your (even) small success,‘t was not Real somehow

All too light, without an anchor

All you gave, was dim or empty

Yes, the sky was blue, but just a fact

It seems you cannot kill it

Still you’re faintly longing for a war

Something clear-cut, something bright

With wrong and right and black and white

But as well you’ve given up, your hope to explode

You have to live like this, you know

To feel your deadness, before you die

And still you linger to comply

And even now, set free from hope

When – thus – That Which is Beyond should Show

Even now there’s no reward

No mercy, for a potential lord

If you’ll ever live again, you think

This time you’d do it differently!

Also if you don’t know yet

How to manage, what to change

All you know is you’re fed up

As long as you remember

You’ve had it, in the womb already

Not at ease and being angry

Next life they’re gonna hear from you

You’ll show them solitude

Hate and happiness, the entire gamut

Just wait and see, they’ll have it

So you decide to utilize – the time

That’s left for someone growing older

It even gives you energy, joy to plan

All (that) is too near now to unfold

Only remains one question

That only one is why

A naked why, that knows no content

Staying alive, long after you died…
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