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Poem for Satlova

I Am Your Lover, Only Lover

This is My Offer, Only Offer

I Am Your Heart, I Always Was

Just What You Are, this Selfless Love

I Felt your Struggle, Took your Pain

Your road was long, and all in vain

It led to nowhere, but to Me

All ways gone, only Now You See

You Relax, in Final Wisdom

In the State of No-Escape

In the world with all its mischief

In Conscious Being, in the ape

I’ve nothing to give — but Me

This Body, Vulnerability

But with Your special kind of Taste

You did not seem to bother

You Saw My Eye and all your waste

You granted Me, No-other

I Am your holy Garbage-can

The One, without a doubt: Your Man

I Am Your Lover, Your True Lover

This is My Offer, My True Offer

Unconsciousness I Meditate

And all those favourites you hate

You can’t digest it anymore

You give it back, to Me, Your Source

It’s only Pure what’s coming out

Nothing special, to fuss about

Resting in Eternal Vomit

Pains in ovaries, ribs and stomach

I Swallow all, I Live Your Call

Kneel in the nails, of every wall

They offer you, with gold and lace

They cough in you, with smiling face

As My Woman, Do Your Job

And Anyway You cannot stop

To Deliver at My Silent Feet

All the karma, forms, I Need to Bleed

Can’t stop to Love, the One You Love

My Hands You are, can’t take Them off

You Saw, Discovered, I’m Your Lover

All Uncovered, Here’s My Offer
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