The Divinity of Man and the Questioning of Divinity 

What is it to be a man? 

What is it to be the protector? To be the provider? To be the pleasuring one?
What is it to be the one that stands all his own, and shines in 
his own light eternal?

What decides you a man? Is it your 

oversized muscles that are bigger than my head? Is it your

ability to topple any foe that dares stand before you? Tell me!
Are you a man because you are Adonis?
How are you a man? Because you

come bearing gifts? Because you bow with flowers 
and because you can offer luxury unlike any other?

God, tell me! What makes you a man?

Is it that you are Hades?

Are you a man because you give pleasure?

Your every touch an orgasmic convulsion. Are you 

so much better than I? Oh, “god of lovers”, are you so much
better?

Oh Dionysus, what makes you so much better?

How are you all so much better than I? How

are you “true” men? What, who decides that you

are men?! Let me speak to them. Let me stand before them 
and prove myself. 
Tired and weary of standing in the background as a lesser male.

Reject me if you will. Mock me if you will.

I shall sit upon my stone and I shall play my soul

and sing my heart. I shall search for a way to be a man. A man
much better than the man that any of you should wish to be. A 
man truly shining in my own light and I shall bring that

light across the daytime sky. Then, the world shall shine
in my light. 
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