Azar Baksh – Like anyone

19.10.’06, early morning still in bed

Like anyone

Your father liked me, a little much, did you know, did you feel, when you were young.

Your father raped me, rather unhandy, did you know, did you feel, when you were young.

How far, how deep did he go, I don’t remember — and you weren’t there I suppose.

Which hole did he use, to get rid of his overflowing fluid, to release at least some of the tension, I forgot, but down, somewhere down anyway.

So far I never told you, but now I thought you better know, I don’t know why.

Anyway, who knows, maybe it has to do with the fact that I don’t like to make love to you. I only like the love, but not the making.

I prefer you and not your prick, although I’ve nothing against it.

No, don’t be shocked, it’s just what it is, it happened.

Many things happen, you know? You must know by now, you’re not an idiot.

And anyway, I don’t blame you, not at all. How could I? Him, I even do not blame. I don’t blame anyone or anything. Not for this, not for anything.

The birds are flying and they sing, as they can, just as they can. Do you hear me?

Do you feel the love beyond my words?

He liked my innocence, he couldn’t resist. He liked my skin, he liked to touch me, everywhere he could imagine, but it was never deep enough.

Yes, he did it more than once, I’m sorry, for eleven years in fact.

I was five and suddenly sixteen.

I couldn’t help it – then as well as now – to feel sorry for him. I know it’s not so nice of me, but I can’t help my feelings, just like you.

I went out when he was busy – with his thing, with what seemed to be important for him, for anyone.

No, he’s not so different from others, you don’t have to change opinion, that’s all right, just relax.

It seemed to be his mission even, to have to take me, rape me, whenever, wherever he could.

You liked people with a mission didn’t you? You told me once.

He always tried to be kind, and he smiled when again he had to come to me – like anyone, trying this, trying that.

I’ve become sensitive, very sensitive for the lie, but I don’t judge it, don’t be scared, everybody lies.

My body cannot help to feel it, every little lie that you, anyone, would try to sell.

And up, yes, I remember also up. Few times I was almost choked.

I was always happy when this silly glue came out at last. Then he somehow had enough of it, got tired of the show and stopped and left me finally alone again.

Oh yes, he called it love, I remember, but I never bought it, not from him, not from you nor anyone. I always see. I have no opinion.

No, I do accept the cramp here and there and everywhere, my whole body being one big cramp, what can I do. I’m human, I pass on the cramp, like anyone.

Yes, he was a strange babysit, your dad. He really sat on it.

Come let’s go to the beach, and have some fun…

Oh, by the way, did he like you too?
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