Gift from god

An imprecated master forced into thrall
There in darkness he lies 
To be alive yet immured for eternity
till he dies 

Slowly effete, trapped within the walls of diffidence 
Damn that fake visage of dybbuk
Lo! manumit, I command let my master go
For I, son of god
Wishes to end that fake comportment
And liberate my true self 
My gift from god
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