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So you sent Me to the many

No, I’m not afraid — to see your face – after all these years
(That) we tried, so many others, call them lovers

I don’t give a damn about your forms — appetizing, ugly

What the hell, no it’s something else, for sure

It’s your Magic Touch Beyond your hands

And I admit I am afraid – that you lost it

You abandoned the Need to be that Pure

I’m afraid you did submit – to flesh and norms

To all that we were laughing at

When we were fooling around in bed

You know the one that fell apart

When you wanted me too much, too eagerly

I can’t stop to imagine making love to you again

I feel you, in my chest and everywhere

I’m trembling like I don’t exist, no body anymore

Only vibration’s left, only You and suddenly, just before

My fluids want to make you conscious

I’m holding just your corpse

And that’s all right, that’s ok, that’s what it is

But why I’m scared and block is that your body

Acts as if it’s still alive, it moves and smiles and even grabs

But where, my Darling, where are You

Where have You gone? – the past can’t be forgotten

Can it, can You? – where then is that Look

So magical, overwhelming and tormenting?

Can you, Freely, Give me One more Kiss, I’m dying

One that is Eternal, Beyond bliss, Beyond all forms

And now I do Remember all the words that I forgot

To mention, to reveal to you, to form

For I felt Freedom — was Beyond the words

Beyond the forms, I didn’t Realize, how could I

Know, that Final Freedom Needs the Form

Yes, I am afraid that you got stuck and can’t get out

That your body could not really carry who You Are

That you are bleeding somewhere in the gutter

But that you do not know – for you occupy some (holy) castle

Now consuming all your luck that your body offered in abundance

I admit, I am afraid you tell the people that you’re happy

That I’m just a painful suppurating wound

Somewhere in the dungeons of Your Heart, that you try to cover

To dab, to heal, to anyway not Feel, to never be reminded of

I am afraid that you’re afraid to Meet me, See me, What I am

After all these years, and why — would it still make any sense

But I tell you it can never be too late, to see

The Truth, to look into my face, my Eye

I’ll tell you, Naked, humbly at your feet:

For always You’re my Darling, my One and Only

For yes, You are the many

Don’t be shocked, my Love, that I don’t want – anything

From You, You will get used to this, I promise, just relax

It’s not the end that I can’t see You as a form

Which I never managed to learn in fact

I always had this trouble, pressing, belittling the Divine 

Into some petty pretty form – remember?
Even if you wanted that so bad, seduced me to
I can tell you now, it’s time, to confess, all that was not Clear before

(That) I Went, into You, Truly and For good and never did

Come out again, I Saw You there and looking back I Saw

You didn’t See just Who I am, it seemed to you I didn’t care

I had to play the Game, to Know you, Who You Are

To Understand, to Truly Meet You, I had to meet the many

And it was not me – it was Yóu, the one to send me away,

To other Woman-forms, to Penetrate, Embrace, Love

You couldn’t use me, so naïve, as I came, could you?

My Love for You was just too Pure, it irritated you

Just too superficial, for Your Heart, for Your Choosy Womb

Now I See that you were Right, you were always Right,

Even if, indeed – like always – you were wrong,

Even if you didn’t know that you were Right and you felt guilt,

Guilty without end, and still, it doesn’t, cannot mend

For now, the time made you afraid to fin’lly reap what you did sow

You sowed me in your body, watered me so I could Free you

From your suffering, being form – well, here I Am, You Managed

I’m Your Man, Forever, for I Took Your Message

Serious, yes, I Always Paid Respect. I Am The Holy Fruit

That You Wanted me to Be – and by eating Me

Finally, you’d be Relieved, of all that was

Bothering you for as long as you remember

Now Eat Me, why do you now forget to Eat?

Cannot you Remember Me, Your Holy Son,

Invited, initiated in Your flesh? I did

My Job, I Felt and Lived Your Pain – I was Sent

To and Went into the many, now I’ve Come

To Give It Back, I’ve Come to Honour You

And now, now I walked barefootedly, all your ways

You delicatedly draped for me with thistles

You’re resistant, you’re reluctant, to Receive

You’re afraid I’d pay you back – you will not See I See

Your Bloody Gift, and thus not Here, Forever
Estimate It as the one, Precious Treasure

And this is My Pain: that You don’t Recognize

That I Felt and Feel Your Pain

That I can Liberate — if only You’d Allow Me

To Be Your Guide, What I Already Am

Guide You through Your Being, afraid to Be Liberated

And I Wait, can only Wait, in Patience

And Look at You, and See, in Tears, how again you run away

It’s My Eye, You are in fear, forever, of My Light

You Want It, It is all you Wanted and for always Want

And now that you Allowed Your Son to be a Man

You resign, preferring to create, your sons more and more

Too afraid to Truly Look Your Man in the Eye

That’s all right, I have the Time, just take it easy

Do some crying, in the meantime, to practice, to Prepare

It’s True, I cannot run away — from You, from My Embrace (of You)
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