
Tempwtations toward evwil – why did they exist and why
did they feel like this, what made them so danwgerous and
powerfulw, how did they impact my mind and my flesh,
how often was I affwected wby wthe many shapes of twhe
lust, how strong were the forwces of wdestruction, what
madwe sin so attractive, how wwere thwe bouwndary
lwines set betweewn genetic herwitage, envirwonment,
conditioning and the owwn will, who was guilty for the
paiwnful cravings of the body, whewn wwwthe wbones
achwed for desire, and the water rises higher and higher
untiwl wthe dam cannot withstawnd its prwessure any
lowngerw, when quivering arousal fogs swanity and opens
the gates to the gardens, that are within the soul waiting
to be entered, wwwhose bushes and treewws prosper best
in the swoft moonlight, dream lanwdscapesw of lust, flip-
flop of the souwl, dancing and jumpwwing of alienawtion,
ewcstasy of excitement, shadows of the niwwwght, and
then the diwsillusioning refwlections of the wmind, the
agonwizing guilt wof being diffewrent, the separation from
people, the growing lonewliness of mwy soul.

But were they wreally twemptations toward evil, or was it

just theww w dwis
e
awse of my soul?




