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Octavian Finaru

A

a letter-novel

To the one who stood by me,
with all my love and eternal longing!

Every event mentioned in this book that might resemble the
reader’s own memories, is a coincidence, or not. Anyone who
recognises their own self in this book or perhaps something
that they themselves experienced, must keep on reading.
There is even more to come...
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PROLOGUE
This is how the story begins

Dear A,

Qamg(acfﬂaminyourﬁanafs. 7 have conﬁnecf myseg[ to
the most isolated place on earth. 1 am in the middle of the
ocean, surrounded Ey notﬁing but water. ﬂnywﬁere the eyes
of my ofesu'ny can see, the [ine of the horizon looks calm and

circles me in from afcm

71 can fee[ the wind and the silence inwnsiﬁng my
memories of you, making me relive them again and again

and again,. 7 needed this.
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It’s been a while since 1 last saw YOuU. ?l[tﬁougﬁ we've
been apart, 1 have always kept you in my heart. 1 hope 1
haven’t become a stranger to you either. 1 often ask myself
if you are well. Today 1 am writing you ...not to upset you,
but because 1 feel you have a right to know. 1 am praying
and hoping you would read this letter when you receive it.

1 am writing to you because 1 need to say “ thank
you”. 1 need to share with you tﬁings Tve just foumf out on
this journey. 1 need you to Eeey read’ing my letter no matter
how painful it might get at times. And there will be chaos. 1
tried to make sense of my tﬁougﬁts as much as 1 could. 1*ve
been writing them down for a fong time. My moods SWUNg
from lack of understanding to revelation, from pain to
c(arity. 7 would (ike you to Eega reaaﬁ'ng till the end, Jo(ease,
for the sake of all the Eeaunﬁ[ moments we lived togetﬁer.

There was a time when 41 tﬁougﬁt 7 would not be able
to go on fiw’ng without you. 1 came on this boat of memories
and surrounded myself with nothing but water. This was
the on[y Joface that fe(t calm and quiet enougﬁ for my
memories of you to come back to fife. And tﬁey did, with
such intensity that they almost felt real. 1 refused to follow
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any other yatﬁ that oyeneaf to me. 1 missed many sunrises
as 1 could only remember the ones 1 watched with you. 1
sw}?}oec{ smifing because 1 could on(y think (f the times we
smiled togetﬁer.

7 made mistakes. 1 was conﬁisecf And 1 regret that 1
didn’t understand any of this earlier. But everytﬁing 1 feﬁ%
was screaming for your presence, especially in the first days
mﬁrst weeks... Every morning 1 woke up, my }oi(fow was
soaked in tears, tears 1'd shed at m’gﬁt, trying to sﬁega. Al
those hours when 1 couldn’t sleep felt [ike an eternity, that
was the extent of the pain 1 was ﬁae[ing, And on(y when my
eyes were tived with crying, my eye(id’s would ﬁna(fy close,
as if in an attempt to protect themselves from so much pain.
Or mayﬁe that was simy[y nature’s call for rest or my Eocfy

ﬁna[@ giw’ng up.

But you were still there, present in my dreams. In
the morm’ng, 7 would wake up with another sigﬁ, fee[ing 1
was slowly dying from exhaustion, sadness and pain.
‘]—[onestfy, it feft horrible. 1 couldn’t eat. 1 couldn’t be
around Joeoyﬁe. So 1 isolated mysegf in the middle of the
ocean as 1 always thought 1 would do if 1 ever suffered as
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much as some of my characters did. 1 lost weight, 1 got sick,
1 went though all possible phases, from ‘how could this be
}90551’6&5’ to ‘this is wﬁy it’s ﬁaypenecf. ﬂ[tﬁougﬁ the pain
hasw't gone away, at least 1 can breathe now and have

enougﬁ cfam’ty to be able to write to you.

7 wonder... What will you fee[ when you get to read
these pages? What feelings will rise in your heart?
T\fosta@ia? Hatred? Joy? Will you ﬁncf it hard to believe
that 1 have not forgotten you? Inappropriate that 1 tried
to 7 1 can only hope that you will not read this with a cold
heart. The pain and sadness can diminish, you taugﬁt me
that. And ﬁa}oyiness is what we all [ong for, ﬁom our ﬁrst
breath to the last. But if my letter makes you feel nothing,
then the pain 1 caused you must have been far more intense
than any cf the ﬁa}o}ay moments we [ived wgetﬁer. So, A,

please, read on!

In this letter you will ﬁnc{ everytﬁmg 1 fee[ you need
to know. If you decide to go on with your life without
read'ing this letter, 7 would be t‘ewiﬁfy sad. Please, stay with
me among the words 1 have written, between the [ines on

these pages. Onfy you can Bm’ng them to Bfe. And it fee[s
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someﬁow ﬁlée you’ve a[read’y cfone tﬁat, 66fOT€ 'J ﬁave even
started.

This letter is, Eefore cmytﬁing else, our story wm}a}aeof up
into words. This is not a strategy to get you back. You know
my intentions Ey now. You know me. These words are
wmﬂy honest, and come stmigﬁt from my heart. Terﬁays
you don’t understand how you could mean so much to me.
fPerﬁa}as you will discover some amazing tﬁings in these
_pages. Whatever the vesult, 1 know that d’eqa down inside
you know that 1 am telling the truth. Please take my words
as tﬁey are.

All the moments we shared together brought us so
much joy. 1 am aware that in a few pages from now, the
painful moments will also come out. 1 choose to live them all
one more time. 1 put them in this letter because 1 believe it
is important for you to know everything. Before you start
reading, 1 would give anything to know how you remember

me...how you remember us....

7 remember the dhy T met you and what 1 read in
your eyes: the Hoye that the journey we were about to start
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was going to be Eeautifuf And 1 also remember how
innocently you looked at me and told me you had not done
much with your ﬁfe until then.. 1 wanted to ﬁe(p you grow,
ﬁ[f that empty space, overcome that fear, ﬁeﬁo you ﬁnc[ your
purpose and then help you attain it. 7 wanted to be next to
you all the way, to draw our Joatﬁ wgetﬁer But 1 didn’t
manage to do that with grace. f.lf 7 could turn back time and
rewrite the last pages, 1 would. But [ife isn’t ike one of our
books... 1 cannot cﬁange what is aﬁfeacfy written. 1 can onfy
write new pages. Because, my cfar[ing A, 1 have never
stopped thinking about you, not for one second. 1 have not
abandoned you. It was excruciating to think that 1 was not
what you needed and that 1 let you down. 1 am fascinawaf
by the strength with which you stood back up. 1 admire

your will to survive.

My darling A, getting back on track is a painful
process and a ﬁuge task. 1 had to sink into isolation.
Meditation was necessary, however, not enough. 1 had to
regain the strength to write, and mainly the strength to

write to YOu... When we were wgetﬁer you demanded that 1
told you the truth all the time and 1 did that refigiousfy.
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Even when 1 knew what 1 was going to say was not what

you wanted to hear, 1 still spoke truthfully.

And 1 continued to do 50, even when 1 knew what 1
was about to say would lead to destroying the image you
had @( me. 1 wanted us to be ﬁiencfs and for you to share
every tear and every smile with me. 1 wanted you to tell me

everything that happened to you, when it happened”..
Truth is not aﬁways what we expect it to be.

And still...

This letter is truth. But a truth that is warm,
longing to be embraced by your heart. 1 know some things
should stay locked inside our souls, unspoﬁen and
unwritten; joerﬁays sometimes to be remembered for a smile
on our faces and nothing else.. Now that we are apart 1
ﬁqpe you will ery’oy these pages, that you will be im])ressec[
and moved when you read my words, as much as 1 was
when 1 laid them down on paper for you. Let them reach
your heart.
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For cfays and cfays it was imyossiﬁ[e for me to even
hold a pen. ‘foafay, 1 feel veady. 1 have drawn my own [ine
in the horizon, all around my boat of solitude. 1 have
surrounded myseg[ with our memories. Every time we met,
every message we sent to each other, every conversation we
had, every J’oy we [ived, every smile we smiled, ever tear we
cried, and all my tﬁougﬁts of you; 1 s’pread’ them out on the
white walls surrounding me to make sure 1 as not leaving
sometﬁing im}?ortant out when the emotions would
overwhelm me. And this is how 1 start this journey. 7 wish 1
could place myself in your hands until your next birthday.
1 ﬁqae the pain Tve caused you will not cast a shadow over
the fo[fowing _pages and that you would take my words into
your heart while sipping a cup of Apple-Melissa or
cmnﬁewy tea.

This letter is a “Torgive me!” cry. It is also a “Thank
you!” feeling. Why and what for? 1 will let you discover...

Torgive me 1f my words migﬁt hurt you, but 1
couldn’t face the irreversible passing of time with the regret
@C not ﬁa\/ing exyressezf mysegf at this }ooint n my ﬁfe.

%61’6 are a(reaafy enougﬁ regrets to come...
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There was a dhy, m’gﬁt at the Eeginning, when you
told me that somebody should do this, this thing 1 am about
to start. That is wﬁy 7 believe this will be amazing for us
both. CDarfing A, 1 may be a goocf writer. ‘But Yyou... you
helped me reach perfection! And 1 refuse to accept that you
on(y came into my ﬁfe just to inspire me..
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Chapter 1
The Arrival

1 think about myself, the one 7 was before you came
into my fife. No one ever did the tﬁings you did to me. It
seems amusing and d’zﬁcu[t to understand how, all my fife,
ever since 1 was a child and went to kindergarten, and then
all tﬁrougﬁout the fo[Towing years, 1 breathed without
Enowing you existed. ?lmusing, because 1 had no clue about
what was going to happen. Difficult to understand, because
now that you (eﬁ, no matter how hard 1 try, notﬁing is [ike
it was Eefore, 1 sw}o}oecf resis’a’ng, [ying to mysegf or trying to
forget, when the truth is, all 7 want is to keep it in my heart
for ever. 1 am the most blessed man on earth and 1 will
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}9?"0”6{@ ccmfy a(f our memories Wltﬁ mefor tﬂe rest ofmy
life.

1 trace our footjom’nts, revisia’ng every moment we
[ived wgetﬁer... The words are excruciating. Q%reatﬁing in
and out our past is so ])aiﬂﬁif it almost suﬁocares me...

Life brought you in my life just when 1 needed you
most. CPeq(ect u’ming! You, }Wecious soul, are so fucﬁy; you
are always in your own presence. 1 wonder if the reason
why 1 had you by my side for such short time was so that 1
would get to know what greatness feels (ike.

Fulfilmentfromthefirstlines. My past was crowded
with joy and sadness, happy moments and despair. 1 lived
happy days and new beginnings. More than 1 can count.
When you came into my life, 17 was alone. Just me and a
plenty of wild dreams, plus a gram of hope that 7 wasn’t too

keen to admit to or make use of, in any way.

We got in touch on October 30, at 10 am. When 1
ﬁrst read your message 1 coufofﬁm{ mysegf in your
c{esyemte ca[ffor ethics and integrity. With a calm
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innocence, you tic[i[y orgomised’ your tﬁougﬁts into words.
Out of the blue, your message startled me. 1 had to reply: “1
could not ﬁeﬁ? but Eeing pfeasecf to ﬁnc[ sometﬁing so rare
nowac[ays: uniqueness and a critical mind. A grouncfeof
point of view and an objective contribution. Real potential

for a career as an qpinion inﬂuencer.”

You smiled when you got my reply. You didn’t quite
see yoursegf in that [igﬁt. You fe[t there was still a lot @C
room for improvement. ?l[tﬁougﬁ you were }o(easeaf to get
feedback from a writer, you couldn’t foresee a successful
career in writing for yourseﬁ ﬂ-ﬁwing [ived a little, 1
insu’nca’vefy fe[t how syeciaf you were, m’gﬁt ﬁom the

moment ‘1 met you.

Truth is, 1 feﬁ“ more than that. 1 saw in you what 1
thought 1 would or could never have. All the ovations
received, wﬁigperecf or shouted out loud, could never ﬁlf the
emyu’ness 7 feft when 1 would write. 1 was aﬁaicf 7 wasn’t
good enough, that 1 couldn’t reveal my emotions between the
pages, that 1 was inca}oaﬁfe of cfescriﬁing them at a

moﬁacufar ﬁzve[
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But here 1 am now, cfoing exact[y that. 1 should be
thankful to  you and naturally, 1 would celebrate the
success, hadn’t 1 been so scared Ey the tﬁougﬁt of ﬂ\/b, 1
rqﬂse to accept that you came into my ﬁfe Just to be my

muse!

“A, but there is a ﬁuge di;ﬁezrence between ‘normal’

and ‘common’. “

1 find it so hard, my darling, to go back to our first
days together, before we got to know each other. One thing is
certain: 1 fe[t that you were... sometﬁing else. 1 fe[t that you
were different from all the chaos that surrounds us and
steals our hope. 1 anticipated your noble expectations. Apart
from the smile that your distant, yet close and magnetic
Eeauty put on my face, cfeey down inside 1 was sad. 7 was
not sure that the future would give you what you rightly

d;zservecf

1f 1 could [ive that time again, T would run to you in
a heartbeat, to share every second (f it. ‘Jf 7d knew you
were on[y a few kilometres away and so within my reach, 1

would not wait for three more weeks to go Ey in vain.
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Do you know how special your smile makes you? T'm
[ooﬁing at it as 1 am writing to you rigﬁt now. A4 yﬁoto @C
us both is rigﬁt here, in ﬁont of me. It is my constant
reminder of how lucky 7 was to meet you. But you already
know that.

When 1 suggesmf we should meet you rgofiec[ simjo[y:
“Im smifing. “

My subtle suggestion came from my desire to meet
you. That was the main reason behind it. 1 didn’t see it
coming. All 1 had was a phone number and a time we had
both agreec[ on. 1 was sitting in an armchair in my
bedroom at that late hour in the m’gﬁt, while my 600@ was
shivering with a vet unknown feeling, growing from the
centre of my heart, {prea({ing all over my Eoc[y and Eeyonaf.
7 didn’t know what was ﬁay}aening to me, nor wﬁy 1 feﬁ%
sleepy. For a long while, 1 didn’t understand. Up until now,
when 1 turned back in time and connected the dots. A

sensation Eeyoncf ﬁumcm uncfersmnd’ing was wmng me
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si(entfy that sometﬁing extmorc[inary was about to ﬁa}o}oen
in my @(e’

The morning looked cﬁ;ﬁerent to me that dhy. 7 woke
up ﬁdf cf enthusiasm and energy. 1 was torn between the
desire to close this cﬁajowr of [oneliness, uncertainty and

chaos in my fzfe and the comformﬁﬁa feeﬁ’ng cf re(ieving the

“sweet dreams” cf your words.

7 don’t remember very cfear[y everytﬁing 7 did that
day before spm. It actually doesn’t matter much because it
all ﬁa}a}oenec[ ngore us. But 1 remember 1 Erougﬁt you
candies.

Our little chat from the night before made me sleep with a
smile on my face because T feft a new [ife opening ahead.

1 couldn’t stand the place 1 was in any more, and
our words were the only thing that gave the world meaning
in those c[ays. We were fmntica[fy send’ing each other text
messages, back and forth, in the gap created between my
past [ife and the beauty unknown to me yet, an unknown

tﬁat was }au[ﬁng me tmvcmfs you as ifyou were a magnet
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that 1 could not and did not want to resist. 1 Erougﬁt you

chocolate candies. That was my first mistake, wasn’t it?

7 woke up in the morning and, for the ﬁrst time in a
long while, 1 felt certain a beautiful day was about to begin.
7 ﬁefr home earfy as 1f 1 was getting reac{y for a Eig event.
That wasn’t my intention, nor had 1 any idea about what
was going to happen. But something inside me, an
unfami[iar imjoufse, was poinu’ng me in the n’gﬁt direction.
7 walked into a not so crowded sﬁcyo. There were lots of
options on the shelves. 1 wanted to find something special
tﬁougﬁ. 7 chose iBe@icm chocolates, the type that melt in
your mouth and leave you elated for hours.

7 arrived at the cafe an hour and a ﬁagf earlier. 1
sat in the most comformﬁfe chair, and all this time we were
sending each other text messages frenetically, as if we were
to crazy yeop[e on some kind of mission, woréing
undercover. You texted you were close to the cafe. 71 went
down the corridor leading to the men’s room and kept
texting you ﬁom there. You somehow knew 1 was going to
hide. And that’s when 1 realised you were comy(ere(y wild,
my darling. And 1 was so thrilled about that.
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1 got even more surprised in the following minutes. 1
could hear your ﬁigﬁ heels clatter on the marble ﬂoor. The
sound was both hard and c[e[icate[y e[egcmt From where 1
was hidden, 1 could observe you through the slight opening
in the door. You put your ﬁancfﬁag on the armchair next to
you, where 1 had [eft my hoodie on purpose, for you to know
which table 1 reserved. In a second, 1 scanned you from
head to toe. You were tall and fmgi(e, determined and
e[egant. 7 walked towards you. You turned around. 1 looked
at you, smitten by your beauty. Your eyes were sparkling,
your [i}:»s drew an e[egant smile which came with a noble
posture but also with warmth, which insmntfy made you
approachable. You shook my hand with confidence and
introduced yourseﬁf: your mother’s caprice and your fatﬁer’s
yricfe. 7 can still recall how much 1 ery’oyeof the way your
name rolled out of your tongue and how your voice

SOUTLC[QC[:

1 sat next to you and tried to find out as much as 1
could about you. Your whole Eeing inm’guec{ me. You
seemed so complex and strong. 1 was listening fascinated to
what you were saying, 1 wanted to know every thought you

22



A

had, every Eel’ief, no matter on what suﬁject 7 wished we
had the whole cafe just for ourselves. And while 1 was
tafﬁing to you, 1 was ﬁqping for an occasion like that to
arise soon. ‘My wish came true sﬁortfy aﬁzr, a(tﬁougﬁ with
difficulty. Come to think of it, that was not the time we first
met, for real. ‘The cfesu’ny was on the side of the Gemini and
the connection we had was about to make that ﬁay}oen for

us.
“7 need the m’gﬁt Bacﬁing to get started.”
“7 want to be there for you,”

Leaving the caffe, a somewhat chilly wind was
blowing and 1 saw you were shaking. 1 touched your hand
to check if you were cold and even though 1 didn’t ask you
anything, you looked into my eyes and said “yes, 7 am.” 1
took your hand in my }oa[ms, ﬁo(cfing it there for a few
seconds protectively. Only for a few seconds, as we both felt
that we were not there yet and the walk didn’t allow us to
hold hands either. ‘Desyiw that, notﬁing sw}?}?eaf us ﬁom
being for each other exactly what we needed to be in those

moments.
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“ The Ocean has plenty of drops.”

Now 7 understand that the silence you emergecf ﬁom
was in a strong contrast with what was Eeing built in ﬁ’ont
of you. It was my responsibility to make this transition as
smooth as Joossiﬁ[e. And 1 am g[ac[ you allowed me to be
close to you in the cfays that came aﬁw that. ‘Unfortunate[y
1 didwt do it fully or exquisitely. This thought upsets me a
lot, and the gui[t puts ﬁuge pressure on me. T am ashamed.
7 would [ike to hide away, even ﬁom my own segf... t’s not
that 1 didn’t do it till the end, but that 1 didn’t do it
enougﬁ. ‘My cfarﬁ'ng, 1 fee[ 7 don’t deserve the admiration ,
but still you gave it to me ﬁom your heart, with inﬁniw

kindness.

“ f.lf 1 open my heart to you...” , and 1, cfarﬁng A 1
broke it.

You will be an excellent writer. 1 know it. You want
to become exquisite. You are a perfectionist. No one can
understand you better than 1 do. But you must make
yerfeca’on and oytimism work hand in hand. Do not let

désyair win you over. 1 remember that evening when 1 told
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you this. 1 had received some gooc[ news - of course, you
were attracting them fmm everywﬁere into my ﬁfe. ‘Tﬁings

were gettmg ca[mer. Tﬁere was [ess stress. ‘1 rememﬁer our

words:

“(...) s0 1 will be able to sleep tonight.”

“ Awww, 1 am so gl’ad’. You should take great
advantage of this sleep.”

“1q fee[ like a child who was J’ust given a toy. 71 am

so excited, 7 cannot sleep now.”

“ Nooooo.)” Even your written words were

giggfing.

vaerytﬁing came natum[fy between us. 1 was getting to
know you and 1 liked what 1 saw, and now 1 miss the
simy(icity of those a[ays, the Eeauty with which tﬁey went
Ey. It was also then, at the Eeginning, that we syo/ée about
immunity; the immunity we could achieve in our minds, in
our souls; the ﬁarocity with which we protect ourselves. You
mugﬁt me how to get rid of stress and negau’ve Joeoyfe. 1
thought 1 was in charge of this immunity, but only once
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you feﬁ | tru[y earned it. You were m’gﬁt to say “immunity
to negativity takes work.”

“When you think you’ve got it, sometﬁing unexyecm{
comes up just to show you that you still have a [ong way to

”»

gO.

“So...should 1 believe that even you have a [ong way
to go to master your own immunity ﬁﬂy? That means you

are rea[(y sensitive.”

71 now write ﬁom a Jo[ace of cﬁegpair, [ike you used to
do, my cfarﬁ’ng. This was the fa[[—out in our story. The
anticipation of how our story was going to end was right
there, in our very ﬁrst words. And now, with this letter, 1
am trying to make it sound less yainﬁt[ The }aain is

a[reac[y hard to bear as it is...

That m’gﬁt we studied wgetﬁer about man{pufaﬁon,
the sublime, semi-hypnosis, the history of advertising, photo
messaging and the actual targets in mam;pufau'on, Our
conclusion was that man?pufaﬁon isa weapon we use more

or less consciousfy and the control we have over it aﬁeﬁnes
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our inte[ﬁ’gence, as words are Eeing used at a more elevated
and Jorofounc[ level. “ More or less consciousfy” have we ever

mam’}ou(awzf each other, my Jarﬁng?

« ..those moments when you ask yourseﬁf what’s the
good n s[ee}f»ing...”

1”

“exaaact[y
“but have you noticed that no one understands us?”

“yess... but it’s ok. You don’t a[ways need other
eople’s understanding.
P }a[ ’ derstandi g”

‘Because you needed the rigﬁt gui({ance, 7 fe(t 1
should do sometﬁing to ﬁe(p you. So 1 waited for the
sunrise and Begcm preparing your surprise. You are such a

Gemini!

1 told you that 1 needed natural light and that
raised your curiosity. In the evening, jofeasec{ with the
outcome, ‘1 ﬁcyaeof 7 would make you smile and that you

would be as excited as 1 was. 1 wasn’t yet aware of how
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much you needed this. We Iéejot texting trying to ﬁnd’ a
moment fjust for the two of us. 1 went to a restaurant
nearﬁy and ordered cmnﬁerry tea. ‘Usualfy 1 sit on my
own, away from anyone else, in a quiet corner, but this time
1 sat right in the middle of the restaurant. My eyes were
g(uec{ to my Joﬁone’s screen waiting for a green [igﬁt ﬁom
you. 1 wasn’t yaying attention to anytﬁing ﬁa}ayening
around me. Néar[y two hours went by and then 1 got the

sign 7 wanted from YOU. And tota[fy oblivious, 1 drank my
tea cold. The wait had been worthwhile.

7 used to take fong walks ofum’ng the spring @C our
time rogetﬁer, not even 1 non’cing that end of November’s
cold wind started to give you chills...

A got dark and the onfy figﬁt 7 could see in the streets
came ﬁom the cars passing Ey. There was no (igﬁt on your
quiet and somehow empty street. 1 waited patiently for you
to come, few steps to the side, so that you could see me when
you’d’ come out of your courtyarcf And you came, all
smiling, happier than any character in any fairy tale, ever;
you walked towards me, almost ﬂoau’ng. The moon Joourea[
down its cold white (igﬁt on your face, a face that was

giving me so much warmth.
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1 walked towards you and felt how we got closer to
each other. You, to me. 1, to you. The wave of your being
was coming [ike a current towards me and 1 wasn’t
resistmg it. 1 embraced the emotion you arose in me Ey
simply being yourself and 1 surrendered to it fully. God,

ﬁOW })recious you are!

Your hair framed your happy face, and while you
moved closer to me, 1 could see a child’s smile in your eyes. 1
gave you the red memory stick which was about to reveal
the surprise 1 had prepared for you, and a bar of brittle
yistacﬁios, [ike an evening smile. You burst with ﬁay}oiness
when you ﬁugged’ me. On(y a kind genuine soul can rejoice
from small pleasures. Another thing we have in common. 1
took you in my arms. 1 waited for your embrace as 1 would
wait for the most wond’erﬁif tﬁing in the whole universe of
fulfilled dreams. There was nothing that could make me
quiver nor breathe more inwnse[y than the ﬁaypiness of our
bond and the fn’end’(iness 7 founof both in your heart and
in your mind. You rested your head on my shoulder. You
put your arms around me, and your hair caressed my face

as the wind was Bfowing tﬁrougﬁ it. 1 could hear your calm
breath and fé[t 7 had ﬁnaﬁy made it home. 1 hid my face
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in your Eeautiﬁdfy wavy hair. It fe[t warm. ‘1 smyecf [ike
that for a few moments, then 1 looked into your eyes and
you kissed my cheek wncfer(y and it fe[t (ike an expfosion @C
sun(igﬁt all over my face. A few minutes spent with you
ﬁ[kaf my heart with tremendous ﬁayyiness. That was Ey far
one qf the most Eeauu’ﬁA[ evenings (f my ﬁfe.

Next day, we were supposed to meet again in the
evening. Do you remember? ﬂigﬁt ﬁom those ﬁrst c[ays,
obstacles started to get in our way. A sense of fair-play and
integrity determined you however, to make a firm decision.
You were upset. 1 believe your only peace of mind in those
moments came from the awareness that you did what was

n’gﬁt And 1 love you for that!

There was so much ﬁa}oyiness in your eyes when you
knew what we were about to do, but then you gave up. You
had an exemjofary uyﬁringing, T respect how you chose to
[isten to your consciousness. In vain had 1 waited for hours
and hours for you to come. 1 couldn’t call you, but you
knew T'd be there and that 7'd be waiting for you till opm.
CDega down in my heart 1 fearec[ you migﬁt not come; but

30



A

that wasn’t [ike you. On the other hand, 1 didn’t know how
to tell you that 7 would respect your choice.

But, because things happen as they are meant to, we
put our cards on the table, with the warmest sincerity
possible, the day we became forever friends. For me, that

was Wﬁen we metfor tﬁeﬁrst u'me, rea[fy.

Indeed, tﬁings ﬁajoyen the way tﬁey are meant to.
There were years in my ﬁfe when 1 didn’t believe that and 1
would rebel in my denial. But then came the days when 1
understood how true that saying is. It is so easy to say it
now but back then, afrer you [eﬁ, 7 rqﬂsed’ to see it. “ That’s
how it was meant to be..” How could 1 have said that to
my broken heart?

“q oﬁm burn myse(f out.”

“as fong as you are ok with it, 1 will encourage you

to Eeqo going.”

?lnyﬁow, Tve made some sacn’ﬁces for you, not to

mention that compromise, which 1 still think was huge. But
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1 tﬁougﬁt it was all worth it, for you to have a Eeauaﬁf
evening. Nothing seemed too much or too difficult. 1 felt [ike
a rocket, so fast it all went, or so it seemed ﬁom my
ga[foying rﬁytﬁm. 7 attended the event, smiled, said ‘hi’ to
people... Everybody looked so thrilled by what was
ﬁa}?})ening around them. Oﬁviousfy 1 was part (f the game
and went on with it. But now without you, it makes no
sense. 1 felt too empty inside and decided to leave a few
minutes later. 1 on[y ﬁ(y?ec{ that you wouldn’t be upset with
how tﬁings worked out. 1 ﬁoyed’ you would have faitﬁ and
would explain to me so 1 could understand all those things
that 1 was uncertain about. 1 wanted you to know that 1

was tﬁerefor you.

At home, 1 Ee}ot wa[ﬁing round and round my room
incessant[y. What was 1 to do? What was the appropriate
thing to do in such a circumstance? And then suddenly 1
remembered your smile the m’gﬁt Eefore and that cheered

me up in an instant.

You deserved the Eest, so 1 chose ﬁonesty. 9 chose the
truth. 1 could fee[ the burden on my chest. 1 had to tell you
everything 1 had on my mind, otherwise 1 would have
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exy[ocﬁacf 7 didn't quite know what 1 should say. 1 was
sorry that everything 1 had prepared hadnt really come
out as }ofannec{, but more than that 1 regrettec[ that you got
sad. You were not to blame. Your on(y blame was that you
were standing your ground. We were both between the
hammer and the sickle. But you wouldn’t have breathed in
all that sadness 1f 7 hadn't started the whole tﬁing. 7 need
you to know that 1 did all that 1 could and despite that, 1
was still convinced 1 was gui[r/l/. In those last c{ays you gave
me great positive energy. 1 could see that in the pages 1
wrote in my book. But that evening... 1 really missed your
smile...so much.

7t had gone dark and 1 was sitting in my Eafcony
looking at the trees being covered by the first snow drops. It
was past mic{nigﬁt and fmm far away, fmm behind the tall
Buiﬁfings in ﬁont of me 1 could hear the ﬁreworlés. 1
couldn’t see their colourful light but they wouldn’t have
Erougﬁt me much joy in those moments anyway. The wind
was Efowing a gentﬁa cold breeze tﬁrougﬁ the cyaenec[ window.
The wind and some people randomly passing by were the
on(y signs reminzfing me that time hadn’t stood still. An
hour had gone Ey and 1 startled when, [ooEing in the cfe}atﬁ
of the sky, 1 anticipated your reply:
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“1 am in such a bad, negative cloud, 1 can’t find the
appropriate words to Eegin with (..)”

Both of us, A4, like two children, victims of ofaify
routine, made a commitment to be honest to each other.
Then 1 understood what you can and what you can’t take
from the people around you. Your words gave you strength,
and at the same time, showed me how human you really
are. You seemed unreal, as if you had come out of a
fairymfe, but my heart wouldn’t have been so fu(f cf joy
hadn’t you been real. We both calmed down and slept a
gooc[ m’gﬁt’s sfeejo, sometﬁing we hadn’t ex}pect‘ecf at all that
day.

“lam send’ing you a smi(ey face, as you are the one

resyonsiﬁfe for it this evening )«

As we didn’t Eeejo in touch that cfay, J’ust ﬁaﬁf an

hour Before we mmet, you wanted a conﬁrmation that 7 will
be there:

“We're still meeting, n’gﬁt? ))”
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7 remember our ﬁrst meen’ng; how the air qm’verec[
when you arrived. 1 was eager to meet you. 1 felt you were
getting closer and 1 ﬁoze instant(y, My heart fe[t a tremor
[ike never Before, not even when 1 was still alive. Your
steps... The sound of your high heels seemed as though you
were Enocéing at the door (f my senses to let me know 1
must let you in without any doubt. And you ayyearec[ in
all your splendour, introducing yourself so naturally, with
a smile. Your e[egcmce, your stature, your natural look,
YOu - entire(y - entered my world. Your goocf manners,
your openness towards me - a man longing for you. Your
straigﬁt posture, your c[igm’ty and sﬁyness when you
stretched out your hand towards me. Your conﬁcfence and
your shiver when you smiled gently at me. It was like an
anu’ci}?au’on of the end of our story; the musica[ﬁy in our
words and the eu})ﬁom’a of those feeﬁ’ngs we oyen[y had for
each other. You filled all the emptiness in me the very first
time our eyes met. Your ﬁrm yet kind voice made me fee[
in a second like we've known each other for too [ong. You are
unique, you are love with all that warmth that surrounds
YOu. And when you saw me [ike this, compfew, you gave me
a smile to ﬁeﬁa me breathe agm’n. 7 understood and acceywo{

the giﬁ of ﬁfe. But then you made me ill. And you had on[y
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started to cure me with your love. There is no science or
force that can prove the miracle of your being, the greatness
you ﬁ[fecf me with; you, my }arecious tﬁing!

‘But you unveiled yourseﬁf to, your whole fzfe... 7 did
know you, stranger! You make me happy, just like this ...
The tear in my eye was brave enougﬁ not to roll down my
face with shivers in my throat... feaving us both wm@
speechless, until we both burt into tears. You are pure love,
my Em’gﬁt ﬁa}?])iness. You are ﬁfﬁ(ment at ﬁ’rst sigﬁt.' You
and me, By the ﬁrqa[ace of time smncfing still, Ee}at (ooléing
into each other’s eyes, mesmerised, for what felt like an
eterm’iy! 7 had tasted Q’fe. 1 got my ﬁope back. You turned

me into sometﬁing impossiﬁl% to reverse, in sometﬁing better.

And it fe[t goocﬂ

Your [oyaﬁy drew you close to me. Like a snowﬂalée,
you lightly touched my [ife, and 1 knew immediately how
special you were. You, the strong one, saw beyond my
attempt to protect you; you found shelter in me, which
somehow made you feel strange. You hardly took a few steps
on this planet, but you got to see how rare correctness,

verticafity and oﬁjecu’vity are. 1 was on your side, kind soul.
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Can you see now wﬁy 1 fee( S0 (ife(ess? CDesu'ny
Brougﬁt my way the most wondéqﬂ[ tﬁing in the world and
entrusted it to me. But 1 let you down.

Tmpatient to see you, 1 arrived almost an hour
ahead of you and found' us a private space: a table with two
comfortable couches facing each other. 1 had lots of news to
give you and was full of hope. T wanted you to understand
what my intentions were exactly. Although 1 suspected you
were not well, 1 understood what you had really gone
through only once you told me. So many dots connected in

tﬁose moments anc[everytﬁing Stamd’to maﬁe sense.

You are [ike a strong wind which caresses with its
breeze. Determined yet S(ﬁ, Imposing, yet calm. ‘ZPOWGZTﬁ/L(:
then sensitive and then again, ’powaﬁlf ‘Most yeoy(e would
give up as soon as they encounter an obstacle. But not
you.'. No matter what ﬁayyens You just don’t give up. You
Eeqo going. You gi\/e everytﬁing it takes. And this makes
you extraordinary. My darling, don’t give up on me!

7 have to admit, 1 was quite sceyu’caf Eefore 7 met
you. 1 wouldn’t want to raise my ﬁoyes up without a gooaf
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reason, but our meeting was so real and uplifting that 1 was
immediately convinced you were special. Unique. Unique,
not only because of the tipsy doctor who wonderfully
misspelled a letter in your name. It sounds more beautiful
with — an ‘¢’ :) Your whole being overflowing with love,
wisdom and ﬁonesty... Oh, the ﬁarmony we had in those

cfays and we now lost!

7 wanted to make your month more Eeauuﬁ( and in
excﬁcmge for the immensity of colour you Erougﬁt into my
[ife, to give you at least a fraction of it back. In the past few
cfays 7 had tossed that idea in my head. When 1 shared
with you what 1 had in mind, your great enthusiasm
brought in me a peace that 1 had not [ived since youth, an
age that seemed then remote and (ong gone. We made }a(ans
wgetﬁer. We were in awe at how alike we were. 1 will never
forget, my darling, how we were not laughing, but
Ereatﬁing ﬁajojoiness in and out.

“Indeed you are a Gemini, head to toe!” ;)

Our smiles were maEing their way to our [ungs, and

we were inﬁafing the energy born in that small space
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between us. What was that all about, when you were
apologising for being grumpy? Oh, A, you are the most
Eeauuﬁif tﬁing that has ever ﬁa])])enezf to me!

“ summer is my ‘syecia[ tﬁing’ «

ﬁefore méing a }aicture cf that moment, cf our
smiles, 1 pulled out from under the table a small present 1
had for you. The cure for [oneliness was ﬁic{ing inside.

That’s what 7 would have liked it to be anyway. 1
wanted it to Ering you J’oy, the kind of joy that was on[y for
you, a small haven in which your smile would [ive forever. 1
was aware 1 couldn’t be next to you every second. And so 1
wanted it to be with you all the time, the soﬁ haven that
you could take home with you and which you could hold in
your arms in the evening, while in bed, falling asleep. 1
gave you a Panda wc[cfy bear as my present and you
stretched out both arms towards it. A cute Dalmatian with
a red bow was coming towards you and 1 was moved
Watcﬁing you hold it in your arms with tears in your eyes.
Tﬁey weren’t tears of sadness. On the contrary, tﬁey were a
sign of the happiness you felt in that moment and which

39



Octavian Finaru

was youm’ng down, [ike rain, into my heart. 1 didn’t
manage to hide my tears either. 1 watched you and filled
with Jjoy 1 tﬁougﬁt “ God, how Eeauuﬁ( you are!”

1 oﬂ?n ask myseg[ 1f you still have it, 1f you still look
at it from time to time and if it reminds you of me. 1T
wonder what feeﬁ’ngs it Erings in you.

“ My cheeks hurt!”

It was a ymfect cfay. 7 wish 1 wrote more about it
everything 1 can remember. But 1 believe that was a day we
should cherish in our hearts. Un{poléen and unwritten (f. 7
would [ike to live in that state of we[liﬁeing for ever. ‘It
stemmed out of the joy of seeing our own self in each other,

in a time when you needed me and 1 needed you.

It’s an unique feeling and 1 believe us, humans,
would (ive hundreds of years ff we could breathe in every
morning, 1f on[y for a minute, this comfort. Tuﬁ[ment
Acceptance. Being at peace with whatever it is to come, no
matter how cﬁﬁ:icuft or bad. We had each other. We could
re(y on the immense ﬁienc{sﬁip which had grown between us

in those last cfays. That was when our vow was born. It took
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a little fonger for us to put words into it. ‘.My cfarﬁ’ng, that
was the most Beauuﬂ( tﬁing anyone has ever said to me.

You sﬁowec[me HOW mucﬁ you carecf..

1 was in a wild mood to [ive life at its fullest. 1 felt
that the miracle 1 had asked for was m’gﬁt in ﬁont of my
eyes. 1 fe[t gooc[ inside, as 1f 7 had been born a second time.
1 took your hand and we let ourselves go with the flow. We
both fe[t ﬁa}?}oy, heard the voice that {polée tﬁrougﬁ our eyes
and we both knew that wonafmffu[ tﬁings were going to
happen as long as we would be together.

In the evening, 7 took you ﬁome, up to your gate,
and before you held me in your arms, 1 looked at you,
overwhelmed by the beauty of those moments we spent
together. 1 saw once again how the moon poured its cold
light down on your warm face which smiled with fulfilment,

exact[y [ike mine.

1 had the most beautiful and sincere feelings for you
and had no doubt that that was the time for me to declare:
“ﬁna[fy”. Tina[fy, we met and ﬁom then on, 1 would not be
on my own. The intricate (ife full of challenges 1 had chosen
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had Brougﬁt me and was going to still Bring }afemy of
moments in which my heart would need support. Now 1
had it; qfter so many naive ﬁopes, 1 fe[t that 1 was not

gOiﬂg to 66 a[one cmymore.

“7 cannot remember what 1 dreamt, but 1 know it

was Beauuﬁt[ ”

“@'f you woke up feefing good: what cﬁﬁ%rence does it

make 1f you remember it?”

This cﬁa}am’ in our story is called “ﬁqpe”. Dar(ing
A, no matter what tﬁougﬁts fzfe migﬁt Ering, you should
know that hope is a good thing. 1 will tell you more about it
because it gives me the strengtﬁ to hold my pen in my hand

this very moment.

“There 1is a ﬁig cﬁﬁ(erence between ‘waiting’ and
‘wasting’ your ﬁfe... “

The eu}aﬁom’a created By Eeing wgetﬁer is, in
absolute, without ecluaf The time of méing attitude had
come. Everything felt easy and beautiful. You were my
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}nﬁar, my purpose, my support. Q\/[y smile. Oh, how much 1

miss seeing you [augﬁ!

It was close to St Nicholas’ cfay in December. 1 embraced
every occasion that created an opportunity to surprise you
without me ﬁaw’ng to invent a reason for it. 1 remember
you had to attend classes till 4pm and then we were
supposed to meet. Ever since lunchtime, a hundred paths to
ﬁa}?}?iness and }a(enty of yistacﬁios were waiting for you Ey
my side in a giﬁ Eag. The time spent with you was all that
gave meaning to a whole day so 1 didnwt mind waiting for
you for hours. 1 was on the }a(atform (f the metro station
close to where you [tve, where 1 knew you usua[fy get cﬁ at.
The wait was making me increasingly impatient. 1 kept
cﬁecﬁing my watch every few seconds. Time was passing Ey
in slow motion. 1 saw trains stop at the station, on both sides
of the platform. People would get on, others would get off,
their (ife moved fast. 1 fe[t (ike 1 had turned into a }oi[far, or
rather a chair, or any }aiece of ﬁrniture, for that matter, so
[ittle did 1 move. Every few minutes, 1 would stand up and
walk up and down the Jo(atform ﬁom one end to the other.
‘Up and down, up and down, up and down.
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1 feft 7 was in one cf those fmmes you see in action
movies, the kind in which one person stands still while
everytﬁing moves around him at ﬁigﬁ {peecf It was ﬁmny
to think about the }aeqpfe in the surveillance room watcﬁing
the station. They saw me, a kid, small gift bag in hand,
waiting for the cfay to smile at him.

7 had waited on many occasions tﬁrougﬁout my youtﬁ.
The last minutes before the agreed time were always the
most cﬁﬁcu[t. 19, 18, 17. ‘The countdown was getting close to
zero. In that moment, 1f the yﬁone wouldn’t ring, 1 would
totally freeze. My brain would start to panic and 7 would
Eegin to imagine thousands of scenarios in my head. What
1f you forgor about our date? What 1f your yﬁone ran out
of battery? What if something else has came up? Should 1
call you? Should 7 wait for a few more minutes? ... Once the
15 minute cf grace ’passedj }oﬁone in hand, my finger was
hovering above your profile picture in the middle of the
screen. 1 could call you instant(y but 1 didn’t touch it. 1
ﬁ’oze in that Joosiu’on. It is crazy, 7 know, and 1 am not

afmiof to admit it.

Beeeqa! ‘Message ﬁom A.
And my eyes filled with disappointment, ...
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Chapter 2
Loyalty

.. because T wasn’t able to give you the present on the
m’gﬁt cfay, 7 knew that you would not expect to receive a gifr
ﬁ’om me. 1 knew it would make you smile. And 1 regrettec{
missing that moment with you. Something had come up last
minute. You couldn’t call and we e had to Eeejo in touch via
text messages. In fact, 1 was extremefy gmteﬁﬁ that you
couldn’t hear my voice at the time. Do you have any idea
how cﬁﬁicu[t it is to talk when you fee( [ike crying? Some
strange sounds would awéwaroﬂ’y come out. It is the most
difficult task ever. 1 didwt want you to know how upset 1
was, but you fe[t that anyway. ‘May6e it was obvious in my
choice of words. Or mayﬁe it was ﬂoau’ng in the air. 1 don’t
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know, it migﬁt have been due to the bond we had created
between us. Or perhaps nature sent the wind of the Gemini
ﬁom where 1 stood on that ]ofatform which cocooned me
cfum’ng that time, all the way to where you were, a few
kilometres away. You instinctively felt me.

“ ﬁey, are you ujoset?”
“no”, 1 said trying to foo( mysegf.

But 1 didn’t manage to foo( you. 1 was Eeing shown
one more time that tﬁings ﬁay}aen as tﬁey are meant to. As
a(ways, 7 understood that much later. When 1 fe(t how
smootﬁfy you were trying to cheer me up and snap me out of
my sadness, 1 convinced myseﬁ that 1 was ﬁne. “Do you trust
me?” 1 asked you. You gave me the most meam’ngﬂ[ answer

ever.

“q do. That’s wﬁy 7 would [ike you to tell me about
everytﬁing you go tﬁrougﬁ, while you are going tﬁrougﬁ it.. “

Oh, my (jocﬁ ‘My cfar(ing, are you reac{ing m’gﬁt now
the words you told me back then? That is the éey to eternal
friencfsﬁi}a, the grounc[s to all Ve[ationsﬁ@’ps of any type, the
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seed qf wisdom, the dream every emotion asyires to, the tear in
a smile, the faitﬁ we have in its absoluteness. This is the
Eeginning.

This was the memory of our Eeginning, the ﬁrst breath
and the new ﬁfe that started. It meant ﬁonesty, ﬁcyoe and love
to me.

This is what Bm’ngs us peace and supports everytﬁing.
Just like “A” is the ﬁrst letter in more than 30 letters, your
words are birth and ﬁoye‘ The evolution of Erem‘ﬁing and the
feeling of growth. The present moment, the union between past
and ﬂture. The undebatable fogic of the essence of [ife, love
and rebirth, a never—encﬁ’ng Eeginm’ng. The tear in a smile, the
joy in sadness. The reffex of childhood. The simy[icily in
voicing our desires. The smjarise of a smile. The shelter for two

Joeopfe getting wgerﬁer‘ The absolute peace. ?(a}ajoiness tﬁriving
with [ifé‘ The strengtﬁ in ﬁtﬁ[ment And the birth (f a dream.

7 didn’t fee[ stressed any more. 1 was ﬁa}a_py. And 1
had to ex]afam you my sadness. 1 avoided to mention 1 had a
(ittle ﬁag ﬁt[f cf Beauufu[ tﬁings for you. You were going to get
the present the fo[[owing cfay, and you did. We met in the

same Joistacﬁio }aface‘ And in the evening 1 made sure you

47



Octavian Finaru

51’1’”[226[ prayec[a SOﬂngT yOM. But tﬁe glff yOU gave us 601’6
was aﬁsofuﬁzfy WOTLC[QW[:

7 closed my eyes. Letting the tears roll down my cheeks
as tﬁey wished, 1 Joainwc[ your face in my mind as 1 could
imagine you in those moments. ?l[tﬁougﬁ we were not
pﬁysica[fy next to each other.. somehow, we were. Do you

understand what 1 mean?

1 ﬁope you fe[t the same way too. 7 will never forger
that moment, like 1 will never forget cmytﬁing that ﬁa}apenec{
in our story, the most intense time in my ﬁfe. 7 close my eyes
now and wonder what your tﬁougﬁts would be regarcﬁ’ng
“everytﬁing you are going tﬁrougﬁ while you are going
tﬁrougﬁ it.” The words 1 am writing are rooted in this p[ace, in
the peace cf our vow. Well, at that time it didn’t occur to me
that “everything” could mean so much. However, it was
equal'[y impressive to see that your inﬁm’w soul, as valuable
and ﬁA[T of Eeauty as it is, can be enm]oturerf Ey the universe

surrouncﬁng us, so 1 tﬁougﬁt, who are we to ]’uc@e others? :)

Do you know what 1 think [oyaﬂy is? Loya[ty is the
most beautiful thing someone gives you when they stand by
you, to support you like a }oi[(ar. It is a haven (y( ’peaceﬁJness,
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faitﬁ, fm’enc[sﬁi}a, unconditional support and meaningﬂ(ness.
Loyaﬁy is courage, attitude, coolness, silence, and ﬁarmony.
Now Joerﬁays you don’t understand me but there will come a
warm c[ay, when you will know what 1 meant By saying this.

Look, the day has probably come already.

7 still owe you a dreamlike evening... | }aromiseaf |

would tell you a few tﬁings from my past.
“We are ﬁgﬁu’ng.” )

Drawn to you as 1f you were a magnet, we both
[augﬁeaf at the ﬁmny moment we had on the coach. Because it
was not  just date, 1 wanted to make sure your parents were
informec[ and at peace with it. On the joﬁone, your voice had
sounded Jo[ayfu[, ﬁap}oy, im}aau’ent, gentfy }Woud You were a

goocf actress!

1 fe[t fucﬁy, cherished and a}ﬂpreciawc[ tﬁrougﬁ the
consent with which your parents entrusted you to me. Apart
ﬁom the Beauufu[ words you must have used when you talked
to them about me, and apart from an image cf me tﬁey got
from your stories, these strangers who didn’t even know what 1

look [ike gave me the resyonsiﬁifity of their most cherished soul
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in their [ives. 1 am not taEing all merits, of course. The
fau[tfess upﬁringing you received was so obvious, in every
move you made, and it meant way more than just a

reassurance qf the faitﬁ your parents had in you.

It was a simpfe, yet comjo[éx evening. 9 believe that the
honest tﬁings 7 told you were a bit much for YOu. Tﬂey came
too aﬁruptfy. But it didn’t matter then. You were Ey my side
and the me[ancﬁofy, the past fee[ings and the bitter sweet
memories had lost their _power over me. We took a walk to a
different place. We stayed - as much as the cold allowed us to-
By the lake. A féw figﬁts reacﬁing from a distance behind us
contoured our shadows on the tired waves in front of us. The
water shivered ever so sfigﬁtfy. Tt feft that it was our
Ereatﬁing that made the water move. We were alone on that
ﬁuge [and, away from any noise or crowd. We took some
pictures. When 1 look at them now.. 1 don’t know, 1 cannot see
anytﬁing else, but how the cold and exhaustion were sfow(y
getting to us.

1 tﬁmlé we must 66 tﬁe Oﬂ[y }360}9[6 WﬁO WOU[&[ taEe
Joictures in tﬁe C[CH’E onfy SO tﬁey WOLL[J ﬁave a memory qftﬁat

moment. Oh, but look! T am just about see a shred of a smile
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in the air surrounc[ing us. Or is my memory }Jfaying tricks on

me?

You created my psycﬁo(ogica[ }amﬁfe. How much ﬁm 1
had when you started reaa(ing in my ﬁancfwriting all sort (y(
signs about my yersonaﬁ'ty and my emotional state in those
cfays. 7 would be rem]nw[ to believe you cheated a [ittle, that
you could also see inside my heart, but the conclusion you

drew when you noticed how 1 y[ace the dot on the 7'...
[ Sigh]

7 still have that need. You told me you were the answer
as my instinct had guessecf m’gﬁt from the start. Until now,
my genu'[e doll, no one could rego[ace YOuU.

This was the summer of our story, when you looked me
in the eye and told me that you will be By my side and 7 won’t
be alone any [onger: “Jama }nﬁarl” We walked arm in arm
all evening. 1 feﬁ? [ike a winner sﬁowing you to the world. 1
realised then that we wouldn’t need Big successes or

achievements in our lives. We wouldn’t need all our dreams

ﬁxyg:iﬂ'ecf in order to be ﬁa}apy‘ 1 fe[t content with my ﬁfe as it
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was. ‘1 fe[t comfortaﬁ[é in my environment, tota[fy accgoting of

everyone CLTOMYM{ me, Oﬂ[y to 66 Wlfﬁ yOU.

On our way back we came in a bus crammed with
‘people. It was at that time of the evening when strangers start
to share with others the experiences tﬁey had tﬁrougﬁout the
cfay. We weren’t at all bothered Ey the voices we could hear in
the 6acﬁgr0umf illﬁzzr a great (fay, no matter how tived 1 am,
7 can on[y fa[f asﬁee}) 1f 7 watch a ﬁ[m or chat with someone
until 1 get exhausted. That’s what ﬁaypened that m’gﬁt too. 1
onfy remember you tolld me that you wanted to read one of
my books and that you feft [ike eating a cake with ice-cream.
It was what we had }J[cmnecf to do on Satunfay. This time in
our story is called “Tuﬁ[ment”.

The bus was sﬁaléing, making its way on the road ﬁt[f
of potholes, and it made us little nervous. You had a window
seat and 1 sat to your rigﬁt, very close to you. You smiled at
me, turned your head towards the window. You Egat fooﬁing at
the ﬁe[c[ to our [eﬁ and with Your eyes open, you started
fa[ﬁ’ng into a [ong awaited and well deserved sfeeja. ?lﬁ?zr a few
seconds, your eye(ids covered your tired Brigﬁt brown eyes,
that 1 founcf e(ectr@ing(y Sﬁim’ng. 7 wanted to tell everyone
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around us to Eeqa quiet S0 you can s(eqa we[f, but who would
have listened to me?

As the minutes went By 7 noticed Yyou were not at all
disturbed by the noise or the bus shaking. You fell asleep, one
hand resting on your ﬁancfﬁag, the other, on my feg; 97 covered
it with my hand as 7 was gentfy caressing you, trying to make
your sfee}) better. You rested your head closer to me. 1 could
have woken You up 1f 7 had moved, so 1 remained in the same
Joosition for a quarter of an hour. Q\/ly [efr hand, my shoulder
and back went numb. My 600@ founcf the Joosition Joainﬁt(,
but my heart was [augﬁing at this ﬁmny romantic moment.
A curious and eager stranger had started ta[éing to me. 1
wasn’t paying much attention to him. 1 could ﬁze[ your breath
and was trying to hear it, the soﬁzzst sound in all that loud

noise around us.

You were a child, A, a curious ﬁa}ojoy child who had
taken a bold step in a new world to discover a new ﬁfe. You
were reac(y to ﬁnc[ out who you were and evolve ﬁom there
onwards. You Just wanted to have a Beauuﬁ[ ﬁfe and do what
you loved. This Eeginning reminds me of a Baﬁy, who is so
tiny he needs to be protected all the time, every step along the
way. It fe[t [ike you were a valuable piece of China antique.
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You were as(eqa with your head on my shoulder. Nuafgecf
5y my tumultuous past, ﬁaw’ng learnt my [esson of
resyonsiﬁifity and c{anger awareness in this ﬁfe, 7 ﬁzﬁ? the need

1'0}01"01'8“’ you amftvoﬁ on tﬁat 1’0[6.

A few afays earlier, 1 had asked you to stay with me
forever. You needed me as much as 1 needed you. You stood Ey
me all afong our joumey and inﬁnite@ more, Eeyonc[ that,
cgrﬂzr the end. Or mayﬁe 7 should better call it a break... My
attempts to protect you were going to }msﬁ you away fmm me
aﬁru}atfy and Emta[[y. 7 removed my hand ﬂom yours and
touched your cheek.

7 didn’t want to wake you up but 1 caressed your face
for a few seconds and you startled s[igﬁtfy, in your s[eqo,
without guessing what was going on around you or in my
heart. 1 sat there. 1 often revisit that memory and let it
enrapture me. No matter what 1 [ive in the present, the
memory of that dreamlike moment makes me fee[ gooaf
instant[y. 1t proﬁaﬁfy is the on[y memory of sometﬁing 7 lived
with you which is ﬁee of sadness. And when 1 open my eyes, 1
look at the séy, the atmospﬁere, the [ife around us, this earth

we stand on, and where we experienced that beautiful moment.
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7 still cannot quite remember 1f 7 woke you up or 1f
you fe[t my presence. You turned your head around and
Jafacecf it in the }Ja[m of my hand. You rested it there while 1
was caressing your soﬁ skin. Sweet ?lnge[, you deserve all the
great things this world has to give! In those moments it felt
[ike we esca}aed the mundane, tived and Eusy world we're [iw’ng

m.

7 couln’t wake You up not even when we arrived. 1 let
you sfeejo until the very last minute, when we had to get qﬁ the
bus. Then 1 touched your hand, woke you up and whispered in

Y you up g

your ear:
“ Shall we get oﬁt?”

Did you think you on[y fe[f asfeey for a few seconds?
That would have meant we had travelled on a rocket home,
rigﬁt ;) Not a second aﬁ‘er my question, you answered in a
warm and sweet voice, with clear certaimy, e[egance and

simpficﬁy:

« yes’ ”»
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How much 1 loved you then! For the ﬁa})}oiness you
gave me, for the feeﬁngs you Erougﬁt in my soul, for your
appearance in my ﬁfe, and for the tears 1 had in my eyes
when we got cﬁ that bus. 1 wipecf it Eefore 7 turned towards
you. 1 knew 1f you saw me you would ask me what ﬁaypenec[
and 1 rea[fy didw't know what to tell you. 1 couldn’t have
answered “notﬁing”. Who was 1 to foo[?

“7 smile the smile you put on my face, again. Good
night!”

In the morning, 7 woke up a second Eefore you called. 1
remember that perfectfy well, ...
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Chapter 3
Ecstasy

.. because 1 got out of bed woncfem’ng what else could
make the start (f a cfay more Beauuﬁf than the sound of your
voice. It was so soﬁ, so delicate and musical in those ﬁrst few
moments when the c[ay ﬁegan. Just woken up, you sent me a
smile, then we took a bit cf time to ourselves and then went out

to ﬁcwe tﬁe caEe we 601% wcmtufto eat.

This time in our joumey is called “Alive”. We talked
entﬁusiastica[@ about our immediate }ofcms. We didn’t have
time to waste. In the evening, 1 conﬁnecf myseﬁf to a writers’

ccgce that 1 a[ways founcf Joeaceﬁd and }erascmt to work in. 1
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put everytﬁing on a piece of paper and started a project that
had been waiting for quite a while to be written.

7 had just syoﬁen to you on the }Jﬁone. Some minutes
went By and 1 fe[t this strong desire in me, to hear your voice
again. 7 called you under a childish pretext, but that worked

Between us. Tﬂeﬂa\/our Qf fﬁOSé memories Wl[r never ({1.’6‘

‘J'ﬁings came out cﬁﬁ(erentfy from how 1 had pfannec[
them, 1 mean the part you knew. But there was sometﬁing else
which 1 can’t Em’ng mysegc to write here. Sometﬁing that would
have given you a bigger achievement than the happiness we
were woréing on wgetﬁer was about to ﬁa}oyen. 1 regret that
Ey cfoing what 1 did, 1 couldn’t create the rigﬁt circumstance
you needed for the acEnow[ecfgment you were waiting for. ‘Jf it
didn’t come when you wanted it, it would come this time,
because you rea[fy deserved it. This is a topic for a face to face
discussion though.

“We'll kick ass!”
Time went Ey gmceﬁd@ for us. One morm’ng, when a

volcano of energy erup‘wcf inside me, this Joositive state of mind
created results. 1 could ﬁarc[(y wait. 1 could ﬁarc[[y wait for
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you to see how 9 saw tﬁings and 7 could ﬁarc[fy wait for tﬁings
to ﬁa}a}aen.

On the first dbys 7 met you, you said you were going
to welcome every good thing coming your way. This is what
rea[fy makes me sad, as 1 rea[fy meant it to be gooaf for YOU.
’Mayﬁe 7 didn’t succeed, but once the ]oain diminished, 1
started to work on it every cfay.

1 got so attached to you, to us, to our dream that it
suddenly scared me. My life had changed radically. It had
been a ﬁxﬂ year. When it Eegan 7 couldn’t foresee that the
cfesu'ny would smile at me, with such vibration, just ﬁy
meeting you. 1 went tﬁrougﬁ a[T}oossiE(e fee[ings, from
ﬁajojoiness to cﬁsappointment, [ike a victim in the absurd game
of chance, fmm tranquifity to stress. 11 exyem’encec{ all stages,
from success and glory to the despair of loneliness. You came
like a shard of [igﬁt. You removed me from the foggy universe
and }a(acecf me with my feet on the groun(i You (zﬁ'eaf me up
ﬁom the low pface where 1 was wasting my ﬁope. You took me
to the ﬁigﬁest point in the séy, coloured my dreams above the
clouds. 1 don’t know 1f you did that because you feft 7 needed
that and knew that you could be my }ai[[ar of strengtﬁ’ Or
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mayﬁe it came so natum[fy to you, so simpfy - to [igﬁt a
syark and give ﬁfe, to smile at yecyafe around you.

Yes, 1 was cfmiaf 7 asked Yyou to never to c[isajo}aear.
You caressed me with a kind smile, showing me how childish 1
was to syeaﬁ (ike that. CBecoming incajaaﬁ(e, not to ﬁoye but to
want to ﬁqpe, would have meant com})(ere cﬁ’sinwgmu’on for

me.

7 [ike to think of you as UC you were a Jofayﬁd molecule
cf nature surrounded onfy Ey Beauu’ﬁif tﬁings and to believe
that your ﬁfe fo[fows its smooth course in this energetic
nucleus of we%eing. 1 imagine 1 see you walk in the streets,
coming towards me; then 1 see You in your room, reacﬁ’ng a
book, writing, waﬂéing on a beach weam’ng a hat and
sung[asses, protecting yourse[f from sunﬁgﬁt How Eeauuﬁ[
you are growing, taﬁing your world with you everywﬁere you
go- You are so Jaowaﬂﬂ Your state of we[fﬁeing joins you, with
a tremor, everywﬁere you go. This time in our joumey is called

“In ecstasy”.

“ Every time when 1 startled, 1 knew you would calm

me down, soothe the wounds in my heart.”
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One of those evenings, you were overwhelmed By
tiredness and 1 ﬁzﬁ‘ you didwt smile enougﬁ in the ﬁfe of that
cfay and 1 remembered how much you [iked lemon ice cream.

The idea came late in the evening. The onfy pizzerias with
non-stop home delivery service only had the classical
“vanilla” and “chocolate” ice cream and some of the ones which
considered themselves to be the real rﬁing, had an extra option:
“Forrest berries”. 1 think 1 must have called more than 10
restaurant. 1 was given syecia[ oﬁ(ers, bonuses, discounts 1f 1

gave up sometﬁing that tﬁey considered to be a ca}am'ce.

7 had one tﬁing in mind onfy and focusec[ all my

attention on it: your ca}m’ce, A, is not negodaﬁfe.’

7 even tﬁougﬁt 7 could Euy the ice cream mysegc ina
su}aermaréet then meet the pizza guy on his way to your home
and add the ice cream to your order and then let him continue
his errand. That wasn’t needed but 1 fe(t calm and content
when the idea }aoypeaf into my head. Trrespective of how tﬁings
would have gone, 7 had a }afan ‘B. 1 got there in the end. 1
went tﬁrougﬁ extreme stress. But 1 foumf a pizzeria where
Joeoyfe were uncfersmnafing. 9 think tﬁey were the last chance 1
had from that long list of possibilities. They also made great

yizza and lemon ice cream. But tﬁey were taﬁing and
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dé(ivering orders last minute, just as tﬁey were about to close.
So 1 had to cﬁange two trains, took a taxi, avoided the Eusy
tmﬁc and arrived, as a[ways, a few minutes Before the
cﬁa(i\/ery guy. 1 was n’gﬁt there, on your street. Our street... 1
called you and tickled your curiosity. You had no idea what
was coming next. 1 had on(y asked you to Eegp Your eyes on
your Jaﬁone. Did you rea[fy think 1 was going to send you the

text via email? So 1 wouldn’t get to see your reaction?

The cﬁeﬁvery guy was all over the Jo[ace. He had been
given instructions by the people at the pizzeria but also by me,
on the Joﬁone. He had been told how this order was going to be
delivered. He foumf me, conﬁwec[, at the one end of the street
where 1 had waited for you to go to the }Jﬁotv shoot the other
cfay. He told me how much 1 had to pay and aﬁ?r 7 checked
the order was correct, he wanted to abandon me in the middle
of the street. 1 explained to him for the third time and he
understood that he had to call you and hand you your
dinner, without giw’ng out that 1 was there. ﬂ[tﬁougﬁ you
never said anytﬁing to me, 1 have a fee[ing you guessecf 1
would have liked to see your eyes, not just to fee[ them smi[ing
when 1 called you, but the respect for your intimacy came
quore my (onging for you. From the tone of your voice 1
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understood that my strugg[e that evening was comy(ew(y
worth it.

“You are a little tﬁief. ”

That moming when 1 came to The North Station, 1
waited for you on the ’pfatform with a small Eag of pistacﬁios.
Quite a few trains had gone By and then, when Yours arrived,
you saw me and smiled, even Before the train swpyecf and the
doors openec[ You came towards me and gave me a warm ﬁug.
7 almost got my mind foo[éc[ it was summer again. In a way,

it was. That was still the summer of our time wgetﬁen

You Em’ng a wave with you, sﬁa_pecf like a V. 1ts [ines
are to be foumf in the cﬁagona[s behind you. An energy and a
ﬁa}ojoiness fo[[ow you everywﬁere you go, my afar[ing. This

makes you so syecia[

Our visit at that location didnw’t mean much on its
own, but 1 wanted to tell you that 7 have afways been cgﬁ’aic[
cyf cfogs, ever since childhood, when 1 went tﬁrougﬁ an
uny(easant experience at the age offive. 7 was in the
Einc[ergart‘en at lunchtime with tﬁree-four other children in
my group. 1 think our mothers were with us too and }70551’6@
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our teacher. It was at the end of our programme and we
stayecf behind for a few minutes, where the swings were. 1 was
ﬁofcﬁ’ng a metal stick 1 had founc[ on the grouncf There was a
sﬁoy se[ﬁ’ng construction materials nearﬁy‘ Tﬁey also had lots
of tools in that shop. Tn my playfulness, 1 started running
past this fence. A stray cfog saw me, barked at me, ran from
behind and jum]oecf on me. It shocked me Eacffy. Tt was a ﬁuge
c&Jg. And 1 was... as you can yroﬁaﬁ[y imagme, 9 was the most
innocent, with aﬁsofute[y no bad intentions. It didn’t bite me

but it &eﬁ me with a pﬁoﬁia for the rest of my ﬁfe.

And when 1 say ‘aﬁ)gs’, 7 don’t mean your old gooc[
guarcfian - the black cfoggie (wﬁicﬁ, Ey the way, is still there. 1
saw him the other (fay.). 7 mean all cfogs, even the tiny ones we
Eqn‘ [ooEing at all the time. ‘Any ﬂuﬁy cfog with four [egs,
teeth and a lot qf energy, can still scare me. ‘J\fatum@, 1
would have put a distance between myself and dogs, following
all my refﬂzxes, but you succeeded - 1 don’t know how, and 1
will leave it up to you to understand the impact you had on
me - to suffe these rejﬁzxes in me. 1 would immecfiate(y activate
the instinct 1 had to protect you ﬁrst, to clear the way for you
and aﬁafena( you. 1 don’t know but mayﬁe any other person
wouldn’t have fe[t that you needed cfefemfing. ﬂﬁzzr all, tﬁey

were JIUSt some sma[f (ngS. But to me, you were tﬁe centre (D(
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the universe, in the most fitemry way Jaossiﬁfe and with no

exaggemu’on.

On our way Eack, we sw})}aed at the tmﬁc ﬁgﬁts‘ As ‘1
was about to suggest to go somewhere to spend the rest of the
cfay, you turned your face towards me and asked me:

“Shall we eat sometﬁing?”

Like all artists, we went to have Ereaﬁfast at lunchtime.
1 couldn’t help myself but pleasantly notice how naturally
everytﬁing went and how }oeaceﬁil@ you SJooEe. We were two
peoy[e, growing and zfevefoying on this Jo(anet earth, without
any rush, without any pressure. We didn’t (fe})encf on anyone
and anytﬁing. We sim}o[y [tved. Llfe was so Beauuﬁf,‘ 9 think
last time 17 enjoyed a worry-free morning was in my
childhood. This time of our journey is called “ Living a

dream”.

A dream. ‘Dum’ng our meal, we talked about what we
would do 1f we would ever be apart. le sometﬁing or someone
would ever come between us. The tﬁougﬁt scared me, but we
spoke about that and you reassured me that 1 had nothing to

Wowy aﬁout.
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“ Qf we tell each other everytﬁing, notﬁing can come

1”

Eetween us

Do you understand now where 1 stand? 1 told you
everytﬁing and ook, that wasn’t enougﬁ. “ fverytﬁing “was a
ﬁigﬁ truth in which, 1 believe, our very existence tells us that is

tﬁe answer. ‘It WOM[&[ ﬁa\/e woréecf, you IéﬂOW. qt WOM[C{ ﬁcwe

worﬁedfor us too. QJCWG 60fﬁ ﬁcw[w[a(eacﬁ otﬁer tﬁe trutﬁ

Q\/bW, tﬁe onfy Eeauuﬁfcfreams 1 ﬁave ﬁaﬁ are tﬁe ones

in which you appear. No matter how you treat me in them,

warm[y or reﬁe[fiousfy, a ({TECM’H Wlfﬁ you is a[ways a reason

fOT me to 66 ﬁa})})y

“when, on the 27th?”
“ yes, but not many }Jeopfe know...”
“ 1f the m’gﬁt Joeoy[e know then everyone knows” :)

Onfy (iving such Jaoweg%( emotions can a human know

what ﬁa}o}ainess rea[fy is. 1 came to know it. 1 ﬁope | gave you
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back a small part of what 1 received from you. 1 need to thank
you for it. Your ﬁap_piness was sim}o(y ﬁdf of ﬁa}o}ainess‘ 1
believe that 1f on[y for a moment everyone on earth would [ive
this emotion, the world would be wm@ cﬁﬁérent and would

continue to exist in warmth and Eeauty.

The Eig afay came. We were in the }aface where we ﬁrst
met, but sitting on a d‘tﬁerent scfa. We both O}Jenecf our
em/efoyes. 1 was sure you would be on Cloud Nine. 1 had
Jore}mreaf everytﬁing impeccaﬁ@. This time in our journey is
called “ @eauuﬁ(’" What a strong word, “Eeautiﬁif”! You were
[iswning with interest to everytﬁing 7 had to say because our
time was [imited and you had to be up to date, consiafen’ng the
Nnext steps.

You had a cold. That’s what you had told me. On our
way, as we made a detour to the district Mihai Bravu, rather
than go stmigﬁt home, to catch the sales, you started fee[ing
worse and worse. At some }Joint, you ﬁafr (ike fainu’ng and held
onto me for support. You touched your foreﬁeacf You had a
headache and started to shiver. 1 didn’t rea[fy know what was
going on, 1 tﬁougﬁt those were the symptoms qf a cold.
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Even tﬁougﬁ you were so ill, the gentfeman we saw
informec[ us with regret that it was a wasted journey, ]’ust [ike
the one we made to The North Station, but he was extreme[y
Joﬁzasec{ that he had met my stunning sister, remember? 1
knew that 1f tﬁings had become more clear, you would have
been more safe, and we would have received more cre({iﬁifity 1f

7 had introduced you as my sister.

When we [eﬁ, 7 insisted T would take you back home to
your gate, so we took a taxi. You could see how worried 1 was

about you. You looked into my eyes so sweetly,...
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Chapter 4
Sincerity

.. smifing as a[ways‘ Oh, my yrecious friena[, my
c{ar(ing, what a wonc[m:ﬁJ soul you are! You reassured me you
were ﬁne. 1 was ﬁofding you u’gﬁt with my [éﬁ arm, to ﬁe@a
you sit comfortaﬁ[y. 7 took your hand and kissed it with
aﬁ[ecu'on. 7 could ﬁan{[y ﬁgﬁt my own tears and the worries.
Fven now, when we are far away ﬁom each other, 1 cﬁzn
think about you and wish you well.

“ fverytﬁing will be ﬁne!”, you said to me.

My muse, our SfOT"y was aﬁout to reacﬁ its autumn...
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Going back to that cfay is }aainﬁ;f le 1 had understood
where 1 was aiming, and the reason wﬁy you ap})earecf in my
Jaatﬁ, the resyonsiﬁi[ﬁy ﬁfe had gi\/en me, 1 wouldn’t have
cfisa])poinwd and we wouldn’t have gone tﬁrougﬁ the sulfem’ng
which cﬁangecf us, one way or another. 1 think that that Joain
resembles me, who 1 am toafay. 1 try to Em’ng a bit of
reconciliation between us and to know that these lines will get

to you.
“ ﬁey, ﬁey.’ 7 want to hear the news”

“7 had fa[fen asﬁeqp }aﬁone in hand”

..... 7 am so sorryyyyy.”

To be awaken Ey YOu seems now to be a [ong dead
wonder. The second day, we were supposed to be together, black
and white. 1 was stressed and a [ittle scared for you. Even 1f a
cup of the made qf }Jassion ﬁm’t “cures everytﬁing”, 7 should
have known better. The stress, the tiredness, exhaustion, lack of
rest and burn out had taken me to the ﬁosyim[ more than

once.

“it’s ok. ﬁonestfy”
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The morning started with an exy[osion 1 fe[t inside.
From ﬁajojoiness to uncertaimy, from many cluestions to... no
answer. Then a ﬁeartﬁrea/éing fear‘ ‘Uncertainty. 1 was in a
point where 1 had to choose between taking a stand or not.
And c[enying that was in itseg[ a stand. No matter what 1
chose to do, or not do, would have had consequences and the

responsiﬁifity of those consequences.

Ten minutes. ‘FifTeen. ’J—[agc an hour. ‘Fony minutes.
Three quarters of an hour. An hour. An hour and ten
minutes. Almost two hours. Time went Ey without En’nging a
clear answer, so 1 made the choice that put you ﬁrst, b'efore us.
Because we wouldn’t have made any sense without you. You

were the most Eeaunﬁ( tﬁing n our friemfsﬁljo.

1 informed you of my choice and waited to hear from
you. A scene [ike the ones 1 saw in action movies was about to
unfofc[, and all 1 could do was to ﬂasﬁ a green figﬁt at you
and to syeaﬁ up. It was d’lﬁ:icu(t to make a decision in your
absence, esyecia[fy as this decision involved you as well. Then 1
lived, on a small scale, afee[ing called “oxymoron” in
(iterature; emotiona(fy Sjoeaﬁing, 7 don’t think it has any

name. At least not one that can describe it’s real inwnsity.
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How can some words sound cﬁ’sturﬁing and sootﬁing at
the same time! Your answer shocked me and 1 could not see
how... 1 went silent. 7 let tﬁings calm down. 1 let you rest. And
7 did what 1 do best. 1 wrote you a letter. T went, ﬁom the
shadow under our Joistacﬁio tree, to the onfy Jo[ace that
connected us the cfee})est.

7 didn’t even know what to write to you. 1 tﬁougﬁt that
qﬁw all we had been tﬁrougﬁ, you wouldn’t fee[ [ike reacﬁ’ng
Sometﬁing, anytﬁing‘ Tt was for the ﬁrst time 1 had founcf
myseg in that _position and 1 fe[t so afmic[ to go so far. 7 was
scared sometﬁing bad migﬁt ﬁa}a}aen to you. Sure, 1 knew that
the Joufse “was there”, but all the scenarios 1 made in my
head... 1 wasn’t trying to acquit myseﬁf. It wasn’t easy. 1
didnw’t want to make decisions for you. 1 have not tried to do

that at alll Never.

How many times have 1 told you 1 was afraic[ you
migﬁt cﬁsa})}oear on me? Reason and fear Eeyot ﬁgﬁu’ng each
other inside me for a [ong time. T want you to know 1 did not
Jou[f the alarm imjoufsive[y, in a blink. 1 closed my eyes and

could see how a huge abyss appeared between us; as 1 was
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connecting the dots, and 1 remembered tﬁings as tﬁey had
ﬁa}o})enecf, the aﬁyss would grow and start to have a sﬁa}oe.

1t was yainﬁ[ That’s all 1 mcmagec[ to tell you. That
hurt. And aﬁzsyiw the aﬁyss getting cfeeJoer, and the conﬁﬁion
in my heart, 1 was calm. You were ﬁne‘ 1 mean, not very well,
but at least 1 could erase all the scenarios 1 had in the

moming.

‘My c[arfing, your health comes ﬁrst. ‘J\ﬁ)tﬁing is more
imjoormnt than that. 1 know 1 am far away from you n’gﬁt
now. Sjoeaﬁ to (oyaﬁy when you fin(f it. Don’t stay on your
own. Don’t isolate yourseg( ﬁom the world in moments [ike
those were! Don’t protect others, but protect yourseg[ ﬁrst.'

“7 told you 1 am not made of gofi 1 am, sometimes,
Joerfect to be thrown out qf the window.”

Tt was yainﬁd but 1 did what 1 had to. The Eiggest
risk was that it was “a fa(se alarm” and that the break up
would come between us. And that is exactfy what ﬁcgojoenec[,
but that was bearable and accgpmﬁfe in comparison to the
tﬁougﬁt that sometﬁing bad could have ﬁajopene(f to you. 17
was going tﬁrougﬁ the lowest state of mind ever, doubled Ey
the fact that 1 had not had the opportunity to talk to you
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oyenfy. The uncertainty hadn’t vanished. Cl-ﬁ)wever, calm as 1
was, 1 wasn’t ashamed cf what 1 had chosen to do, a comfort 1
got onfy a few hours @%r you had cfisajojoearecf on me.

This time in our story is called “ Up, again” . Your
words are the best cure for my heart. 1 got this back then and
7 still believe it to be true toc[ay. Dear A, when you can make
a man sﬁiﬁ ﬁom a state cf internal turmoil to a reﬁesﬁing
Jaeaceﬁd smile, ﬁA[T of moving tears, when you can soothe a
fn’encf onfy Ey ta[Eing to him as you a[ways do, simjo[y and
sincerely, you are powerful. And in my eyes you will always
be yowerﬁd Do not let anyone else tell you otherwise! 1 need

you so much rigﬁt now!

Tt’s a ﬁfe lesson! T used to be upset with this saying but
ﬁfe made me understand, not ﬁy s[quoing but By caressing me
rather - for this is what you are, a caress - that when someone
needs Yyou, you must cfro}o everytﬁing else and be there for that

person. When you can do that you must do it. And you must
ask yourseﬁf zf you can do it, 1f you have that power it takes.
And then, fo[fow what your heart tells you. You must leave all
other tﬁougﬁts behind; your heart is so great that it would

never show the wrong way.
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7 ask you toc[ay, 1 Eeg of you, be here for me. Read this
letter till the end and then, listen to your heart.

“‘U}o, again”, because your heart didn’t take fong to
our it’s tranquil kindness between us. 1 remember your
P q Y

WOTC{:&

“ﬁeeey.. 7 am the on[y one who should fee[ bad. (..) 1
couldn’t remember anytﬁing... 7 cannot believe how much it
bothered you, not in a bad way, but it made me smile :) on the

other hand, it made me fee[ guiﬁy that you went tﬁrougﬁ all
these tﬁings, that 7 (..)”

7 remember all the words you said back then, but 1 ﬁze(
7 should éeejo them locked in my heart. ‘Unsyoéen and
unwritten. It was a fee(ing we created in each other, you, with
your inﬁniw kindness, and me, with the inﬁniw a}a}areciation 1
have for you, my afarﬁ’ng. Tt was sometﬁing we created for us,
for the smile qf our ﬁay})iness.

7[1’16( you U)[d/ me tﬁe WHOQZ trutﬁ. 7 unc[erstvocf tﬁen

how much you suffered and how much you needed me. 1
wanted to be close to you and only God knows how much 1
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regret tﬁat 71 wasn’t CLE[;Z to, cmcf tﬁat il ﬁa(f WTOngC[yOU SO
mucﬁ ancfforcecfyou to...

“1 can’t Eeejo strug(ing ) you didw’t know about these
thins, but (...) 1 don’t want others to worry about me anymore,
because 1 a[ways get over it. 1 try not to whine unless (...),
because when You say you fee( pain you become aware of it.
im}o(icit[y, the brain gets ﬁung up on that and (..) 1 was
mere[y trying to (.)

In that moment, A, 1 wished 1 were the onfy person
you could fee[ at peace to talk to till the end. You needed a
shelter, and once again, 1 am monstrousfy guiﬁy that 1
couldn’t be there for you. 1 would give cmytﬁing to have this

cﬁance one more time...for yOUY to a[Tow me tﬁat...

Your yromise was warm, ﬁt[f (f kindness and what you

as Eec[ me...

“sometﬁing 7 donw’t want at all, (..) HOWEVER there

is no other way, (.)

.. Was ﬁuman, (1}7}01’0}91’1@@ anc[ aﬁso(ut'e[y necessary.

You waited for my answer quiet[y. You should have known it
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afrecw[y. 1 Eee;p Efaming myseg[ that 1 showed you those _papers
aﬁwwanfs. It was a way cf mamjau(ating you unconscious[y.
Believe me, 1 didn’t do it on purpose. When you cﬁangec{ your
mind, 1 comfomaf myse(f By }aromising to be ﬁy your side and
to look cgctw you. That was all 1 wanted to do in that moment
and... }oerﬁajas 1 tﬁougﬁt that, Ey moving forwarc[, 7 would get
that chance which, on[y now 1 know, 1 would have had

anyway,.
“1q fee[ so bad ;) and not }Jﬁysica[fy.” “ forgive me...”

7 had the power to stop everytﬁing, 7 know that. 1
tﬁougﬁt 1 was going to do that when the time came, but 1
didn't realise that the time had a[reacfy come. That was “ a
Jaoint of no return’, flf 7 had done then what 1 had to, tﬁings
would have been cﬁ"ﬁerent toc[ay.

“1 fé[t 7 couldn’t breathe all a(ay, 7 burst out crying “when
you ﬁuggecf me

“ goof... 1 am sorry,... for all the mess and for how much you
suferedf‘.”
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It was then that 1 realised how cﬁﬁcu[t it is to talk
when you fee[ [ike you’re about to burst out crying. We both
did that all c[ay with other Jaecyofe around us, but between us it

came so easify; as 1f we were one, and inside us, we fe[t at ease.

“use fewer words :) it makes us stronger “

. it doesn’t make any sense. 1 didn’t want to be strong
next to you. 1 wanted to ﬁna[fy have the chance to be myseff
after so much chaos, after a turmoil which seemed to have

lasted three [ifeu’mes.

| fe[t a strong urge inside me. 1 needed to tell you over
and over again that you were the most im}oormnt tﬁing n my
ﬁfa In that moment 1 had no other interest but for you to be

well and ﬁappy‘

7 like to think that the tmnqui[ity and acceptance of
that evening were [ike a summer cfay at the end cf Sqotemﬁer.
When you know that autumn is around the corner, but you
are given strong sun[igﬁt for a few hours and fresﬁ air
inviting you to rest in a hammock with a good book to read.
That’s how it was for us. An evening that gave us strengtﬁ.
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And you told me incessantfy that everytﬁing would be
afm’gﬁt

This time in our Jjourney is called “Stronger”. 1 was
waiting for you. That was the last afay 1 saw you come out (y(
that gate, wa(Eing towards me, smifing with all your heart. 11
Eeyt this memory and will éee}a it for ever in my heart.

You were so Beauuﬁ[ You were radiant!

“You are shining, stranger!”

We looked at each other and we both understood that
the time cf maEing y[cms had gone Ey. That was a time for
action. We were both thrilled, fu[f of ﬁope and curious to finc[
out where that yatﬁ would take us. 1 held on to some }Jﬁo‘ws
fmm that c[ay. ‘mey are so dear to me. 1 Eeep [ooﬁing at them

whenever 1 want to go back in our time.

On our way 1 made an unforgi\/aﬁfe mistake. You saw
it diﬁfezrentfy but you still didn’t like what 1 said. 7 would [ike
you to know it came fmm a gooc{ Jo[ace of J’usuﬁeof worry on
my part, déspiw the way it landed.
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Then, onfy to take the situation out (f its dramatic
context, 1 continued my idea, tongue in cheek. You can
imagine how absurd it is that such a déqp bond (ike ours was
cﬁastmyec[ Ey what seemed to be a mfk? We were both wrong to
decide to continue everything secretly..., but, my darling, the
words we told each other then, Ey the cash machine, had
painﬁif consequences. That moment when, for a second, 1

caugﬁt the g[im})se cf a silent cry n your eyes.

1 don’t know 1f the test was your decision or 1f you
were inf[uenceaf. But 1 believe that you did it on[y because
you considered it to be the best choice. 1 would have gi\/en

cmytﬁingfor yOU to i ememﬁer our commitment tﬁen.

“everytﬁing you go tﬁrougﬁ when you are going tﬁrougﬁ

it ”»

My eyes and ears signamec[ that sometﬁing was wrotg
when you came out cf the train station without giving me a
ﬁug. We were both in a ﬁuwy, but in my mind 1 didn’t want
to see that. And instead of ca[ﬁ’ng you, 1 reacted instmctive[y.
1 came qfﬁzr you. You smiled at me. 1 watched you walk
towards the taxi and fe[t very Jorouc( that you came into my
[ife. 7 waited for a few seconds Just enougﬁ to see the number
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written on the taxi as it went past me. 7 could be calm on@ 1f
you were we[f, not 1f you told me you were well. 1 had ﬁuge
faitﬁ n you, but that was smjaassecf Ey the care 11 fe[t for YOu.

When 1 saw you walk away towards the taxi you
jum}aetf in, 1 fe[t 7 had to do sometﬁing to stop you. 7 had a
fee[ing that sometﬁing bad was about to ﬁayyen. Tortunawfy

you were ﬁne. However my intuition turned into a harsh

decision.

And when 1 think of how, qﬁ?r that, 1 s[ejot a whole
m’gﬁt Efissﬁd@ unaware when you a(reac{y knew...
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Chapter 5
Sense

.. How could you do this to me? 1 had put all my ﬁcyoes

n you!

“Tve lost you, my }oilfar of strengtﬁ!”

1 thought 1 could cope. Reliving that leaves me
breathless. It hurts too much. 1 know, somehow and up to a
certain cfegree, 1 got over it. Not com}afew[y but at least 1
understood wﬁy and what for. And 1 thank you. But 1 ﬁze(
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that 1 ]oﬁysica[@ Tm foosing it... and still, you need to know
what 7 went tﬁrougﬁ.

The first c(ay went tota(fy dark. Conﬁtsecf, 71 was
[ooéing for answers everywﬁere, but the onfy direction 1 had
was You. And since you were gone, 1 did not have any
direction (eﬁ... 7 was in a shock, but not the kind cf shock that
shakes you but an empty, senseless, meam’ng[ess, ﬁfe[ess kind.
1 fe[t that my reassurance that you can count on me without
[imits had been in vain, that my loyalty for you was complete
and that, no matter what would ever come up, 1 would a(ways

acce}at anc[stcmaf Ey yOU.

You were the one who told me an impressive truth not
fong ago: “if we tell each other everytﬁing, we will a[ways be
fine.” Even then, 1 respected that. Maybe 1 exaggerated or the
sadness made me choose the wrong words. Lacﬁing energy, and
even the desire to understand what ﬁa})}oenec[, 7 could onfy
Eeqo ﬁo]m’ng you were ﬁne. 1 ﬁqpecf you were all ﬁne.

Dear A, you should never make ﬁm of someone like
me. Not even to test that person, or to make a joke or a punk. 1
am far away from Eeing “made ofgof .1 am crazy,
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sometimes immature mayﬁe, with no resyonsiﬁi[ity,
unconscious till the clock strikes eleven. But, ﬁey.‘. 1 am a

Gemini!
“7 have lots of faitﬁ. don’t worry, ([ teach you.”

7 have no clue what you meant Ey that, but you know
for sure. You cannot make ﬁm cf anyone. 1 am not saying
that this is what you actua[fy did. 1 still care about you more
than my own [ife, but... 1 am too involved. 1 get too
emotionally invested. 1 burn myself out and suffer so much 1
end up in ﬁosyita[ Hundreds of tﬁougﬁts are tormenting me.
7 make thousands (f scenarios in my head. 1 am all alone
tﬁrougﬁ it all. And 1 fee[ 1 am quite a rare type within my

own s'pecies‘

CPersona[@, 7 dow’t like déscriﬁing myseg( or ﬁaw’ng to
segc-ana[yse mysef 7 know my worth. And not onfy because 1
observe the }oeqpfe around me, but because 1 know how much 1
love you, how much you mean to me and how much
everytﬁing matters to me. Back then, ‘everytﬁing’ meant ‘you’.
Mﬁody knows how Big the emotions 1 invest are, not even you
- the receiver, for most of them. 1 know you understood them.
7 know you a}o}oreciawaf them. But that is not enougﬁ to make
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you realise what you did to me. Even back then, it wasn’t fair
for Yyou to put me tﬁrougﬁ such tests.

That was the time when we should have told each other
“everytﬁing”. That was “sometﬁing” we should have shared.

How could you do such a tﬁing to me? 1 had put all
my ﬁcyes in you! 17 trusted you! 1 trusted your faimess in
maﬁing decisions! What you did fe[t [ike you put a Em’fe
tﬁrougﬁ my heart! It hurt, A! 9t hurt and the wound has not
ﬁﬂﬂy closed. 1t is that kind of wound that onfy time can heal.

It is a wound that requires words, not silence.

?lftﬁougﬁ you knew 1 was feeﬁ’ng horrible, notﬁing
made any cﬁﬁ(erence to you. 1 would have a[ways accgptec[ to
go tﬁrougﬁ these tﬁings and even more oﬁﬁcuﬁr ones, on[_y 1f 1
had done it with you by my side! 1 am not just saying this. It
isa reafity that 1 still [ive. 7 would do anytﬁing for your well
Eeing without hesitation, and 1 would not be afmic[ of
anytﬁing. CJf you needed me then, you had me m’gﬁt Ey your

side and you can still have me, no doubt about that!

“ God, how wugﬁ everytﬁing is..”
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How did it all cﬂange so aﬁmytfy? Yesterc[ay you
smiled at me, tocfay you tested me? “ Everytﬁing 1 am going
tﬁrougﬁ, when 1 am going tﬁrougﬁ it”... doesn’t stand between
us any more? Ask yoursegr and give yourseﬁc an answer, what
did 1 do to deserve this? What? Don’t keep reading, please take
a minute... What... what have 1 done, to deserve this?

The uncertainty was c[m’w’ng me insane and the
restlessness was tearing me apart. My heart was Bﬂeec{ing and
1 asa human Eeing, was fa[ﬁ’ng‘ 1T was fa[ﬁ’ng, A, because you
had been my pi[far. You were the feefing that made me smile
when the sun was rising as 1 would wake up. 1 would get out
of bed and instcmtfy fee[ [ike 1 was the luckiest man on earth,
because that morning was Eringing with it your voice and my
ears were }ofeasantfy caressed By the most suave sound of
yourﬁ - the music in your voice. The c[ay was coming a[ong
with your smile, with your embrace and new steps in our [ife.
You and me, each Eeing for the other exactfy what was needed,
erasing everytﬁing else in the cfaustroyﬁoﬁic space
surrouncﬁ’ng us and which sometimes cﬁsap})earec{ com}afete[y.
The evenings were JoeaceﬁJ as 1 was awaiting for the sfeep to
come in the quiet of the ﬁcyoyiness around us - how could we

not notﬁae[[iﬁe we were Eaﬁies Wﬁen we ﬁac(eacﬁ 01'661’?
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7 have none qf that in my fife now. 1 was the saddest
and most cfistraugﬁt man. In vain did 1 try to foof myseg(
that 1 can get a new Beginning cgcmf you [eft. Q\/btﬁing can be
the same ff you don’t exist in my ﬁfe. ﬂ-ﬂzy, don’t fee[ guiﬁy!
This is how it was meant to be! fverytﬁing will be afrigﬁt! )

“Where am 1 going, so lost? Without dreams, without
ﬁope?” 7 couldn’t understand what 1 had done that was so
wrong that 1 lost you. We had been so close to each other.
What was 1 su}oposeaf to do with my dreams now that you were

gone‘

7 would wake up and go outside. 1 would walk into a
cafe where 1 fe(t 50 [ove[y. 7 would choke over a ﬁzzy juice,
then walk into a suyermarﬁet and just go up and down the
a[kys for hours on end. 1 would leave the sﬁop without Euying
anytﬁing and would go back to the same ccgce endi’ng the (fay
the same way 7 had started it, with no other fee[ing in me
apart from my pain. 1 would walk on foot back home, alone. 1
would fa[f asfeq) crying, wake up with nigﬁtmares and start
the cfay in tears. And then repeat.

This is what my (ife without you looked [ike.

87



Octavian Finaru

Smiles and tears. 1 would walk down many streets,
take the train, revisit our Jafaces. 7 had no intention of getting
anywﬁere, no meaning. Al 1 could think about was how
tormenting our separation was. In the few moments when my
[ife would trick me and escape, T would visit our most beautiful
memories wgetﬁer. The ﬁrst eveninyg when your embrace made
me smile, the ﬁ’rst cfay when our cheeks hurt with faugﬁwr,
our walks, our natural conversations ﬁt[f cf theories, the way
you would calm me down with a few words, your insyim’ng
words, the way you moved and behaved... and other syecia[
moments which will abways [ive in our hearts - they brought a

51’1’11&3 tﬁat gOt [051' amongst SO mcmy tears.

7 think 1 must have spent hours [ooﬁing with no
Jaam’cu[m focus in sigﬁt, just smifing. The tears on my cheeks
must have looked [ike 1 was [augﬁing with ﬁa})}ainess. And
when 1 would start to see things clearly again, the smile would
go away, and even more tears would voll down my cheeks in

waves. 1 couldn’t and in fact, didn’t want to accept it had

ended.

“What was the instinct that determined you to leave?”
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Two Jays later 1 tried to cool down and set out to
uncover the enigma that had a}o}veareaf between us. The truth
is, apart ﬁom the mistakes we have both made - Joerﬁays 1
made more than you - cfum’ng our autumn, Qndlﬁerence made
no sense and falling apart was difficult. My actions were not
ﬁuitﬁx[ fMy stranger, it is common for us all to believe in the
_power of communication without boundaries and the _power of
w[ﬁ’ng the truth. But this 5e[ief is cftzzn wrongfy abused.
‘Mayﬁe when 1 generous[y oﬁ(erec[ this to you, your instinct to
protect yourseff got in the way of you seeing it for what it
really is. But it’s fine. 1 will come second, for the hundredth
time. Look aﬁw yourseﬁ First and foremost, yoursegc.'

A cranﬁewy tea would’ve been sootﬁing for both of us.
You had started to give me lessons, more or less wi[ﬁ’ng[y. 1
understood that 1 was wrong to treat the pecy[e who had let

me down with indifference.

It’s true, our situation bears no comparison. But it is
un}o(easam that on the other side of the fence - ta[ﬁing would
have been the ideal solution, but because 1 hadn’t %ferec{ that
to other }oeoy[e around me when 1 could have done so, Jesu’ny
made sure 1 didnt get that when 1 needed it most. The fact
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tﬁat you EHQW ﬁOW Qﬁﬁ' sﬁoufJ ﬁave ca[mec[me C{OWH, sﬁou(cf

have sau'sﬁecf me, but it seems it made my }Jain.

The day before we spoke, 1 edited a short film on my mobile
phone, something 1 am sure you would like and which

ﬁqpéﬁiﬂ‘y 1can SﬁOW you some(fay...

Now that you have feﬁ, my heart beats distressed without
you. T am inca}oaﬁﬁe cf taléing any action, that is how much 1
miss you. You came and gave ﬁfe to my entire Being. When
you [eft, everytﬁmg fé[[ apart. Countless tﬁougﬁts tell me to go
aﬁw you, not to give up on you, not to give up the [ife you
made me love. 1 sat Ey the window and }meecf for you to fee(
my cﬁzsyemte cry. 1 would like to believe that at least 1 had a
bit of an impact on you, enougﬁ to make you remember me
once every few hours. 1 believe you did not want me to suﬁer,
but that doesn’t give me much consolation. My pain, A, was

[ou&r tﬁan tﬁe music you [iSl?H to.

7 lost my sense of orientation. ‘It fe(t [ike 7 had no space,
nor time [eft. 7 had started to ﬂy with you and when we
reached the zenith, you [eﬁ and cut my wings‘ 1 was &eﬁ
without you. You took everytﬁing away ﬂom me. You took my
simyﬁe joy, my ﬁoye and the strengtﬁ to carry on. 1 was a man
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who couldn’t breathe, a dream without a }nﬁar, a word
without a voice. 1 was [eft on my own, with one sing[e ﬁoye
dormant in my heart and which 1 fe[t, was not to wake up too

soon.

With these words 1 am wm’u’ng to you, ﬁoye started to
surface. This beam qf sunfigﬁt has continued to shine even
aﬁm’ you feft. illfways, all this time, aﬁzqo n my heart, 1 Eept

ﬁcying that we will make new memories wgetﬁer‘

1 looked fearfully ahead. During our time together it never
crossed my mind that we would ever reach this point. The
shock was too }oowerﬁd 7 don’t give up when under pressure. 1]
cﬁa[fenge pressure. It is aﬁﬁcu[t, yerﬁa}as useless, to write to
you about what yain fee[s (ike. It was horrible. You, my
cfarﬁng, put me under pressure and 1 yie[afec[

And once again, 9 hover about, with an empty, broken
heart and 1 wonder 1f 7 can hold on to ﬂoye. Uﬁrougﬁout my
ﬁfe, 1 suﬁ(ererf more than 1 was ﬁcgo}oy. ‘My Bzggest ﬁa}a})iness
was with you. Equaﬁy 7 believe 1 Erougﬁt to others both smiles

cmcf tears.
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How easy it is not to get involved, to turn everytﬁing
u})sicfe cfown, but when you are the one who is Eeing messed

with, you understand.

My darling, 1 wish for our next embrace to come without
you ﬁaving [tve not even the smallest Joam’cﬁe of the pain g feft
when 1 lost you. You ]ounisﬁec[ me wwi[ify and 1 ﬁmf it
unbearable to think you could also be going tﬁrougﬁ this.

How could 1 heal my wound? 1 am used to Be, to [ive, to
breathe next to you and now 1 have to pay the price of 6eing
apart. You appeared Ey my side, my }oiﬁar, and then you ﬁaﬂ,
[eaw’ng our dreams unﬁiﬁﬂéc[ By the passing of time. 1 know
that my mistakes go c[eey and that the pain 1 caused you was
Eig, but this }Junisﬁment is too much. All 1 [ong for is the

antidote for this }min, your forgi\/eness‘

Time was going Ey as fife had lost any meaning, any
a}oyea[ 7 didn’t know how you feft, 1f you had aﬁ’eac[y
recovered. 1 didn’t know 1f it aﬁ(ectwf you to such a (fegree that
you would have to recover. fverytﬁing had been so Eeauuﬁ(
between us, you weren't.. you were too.. it is not like you. Dots

weren’t connecting. 1 remember ‘1 tﬁougﬁt it would have been
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amazing to get a}aﬁone ca((ﬂom you and to ﬁncf out
everytﬁing had been a nigﬁtmare 7 had.

Tell me, all this time, have 1 ever stood a real chance to get
out of this situation decently? If you need time to think about
it, take it as much as you need, because 1 would like to have
an answer to this question. 1 was a foof And 1 am sorry. 1
should have told you this back then. 1 should have afn)}a}aec[
everytﬁing and ﬁgﬁt with all my strengtﬁ for you! You are not

someone 1 can [056. L?J(e 6[06571’1' come Wlfﬁ SUCﬁ g1ﬁ$ a[ong my

Jaatﬁ. The wonders @( ﬁfe are too... wonc(efﬁf to be missed.

Sunrise can be quire c[e}aressing when you are cﬁsa}o}aoim'ec[
Do you think 1 was not going to suﬁter?

The time for segc-}oity was over. It was time for acceptance
and 1 fought with that. Weeks, then whole months, 1 fought
with it and 1 still don’t know who the winner was. 1 am aware
that the ﬁgﬁt is over and that it could never start again afmr
1 ﬁegcm writing these words to you.

Sadness couldn’t ﬁe@o me understand anytﬁing, my
cfar[ing, cfespiw your wishes. 1 was exhausted, with no
strength, and no discernment. My “ letters” were once more

’PTO(y(Of’ﬁOW MUCH 1 carea[aﬁout you, aﬁout us. ﬂﬁey S}?OE@ on

93



Octavian Finaru

my Eeﬁaff about my desire to mend at least the fm’enc[sﬁijo we
had.

1 know you wouldn’t have wanted me to be ind]ﬁerent, no
matter how gooa( that sounds now. In absence of emotion,

TLOtﬁiTlg maﬁes sense.

‘}-ﬁ)wever, [ét me te[fyou, you were, are cmaf afways WOU[C[
be IRREPLACEABLE ! What we had is unique.

“Happy holidays! (...)
To many Beauuﬂ[ tﬁings! Aa”

“Trust takes years to build, can be afestroyeaf in a second,
and takes an eternity to win back.” - unknown author. It took
us way too [ittle time to build trust and, no matter what
happened between us, it was and, 1 believe, still is strong. The
bond we created between us was lost in a few moments and, to
Yegain everytﬁing and to rqaair everytﬁing, 1 am ]n’e}mrecf to
wait for two eternities, not J’ust one. 1 am cﬁaid however that
our [ives are not as generous and 1 believe that 1 have wasted
enougﬁ time a[reac@. Waiting gave me the smmgtﬁ to breathe

again. 1 have a smile in my eyes when 1 write these words
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n’gﬁt now: Dear A, It’s not fong Eefm’e 7 will be able to say
that T'm c&n’ng ﬁne.

1 ﬁope that in the years ahead of us 1 will be able to
prove things so you can understand. 1 find it hard to
remember how immature 1 was but 1 didn’t know how to Eeeja
you in my flfe. 7 ﬁoye that the ﬁdf stop you put is not a ﬁna[
one. This would take away the meaning ﬁom all the gooc[
tﬁings that came aﬁw your decision.

‘My dear, every sing[e tﬁing that 7 will do will be to
honour all our feefings and memories, expressing my eternal
gmtituc[e for the kindness you showed me. Every success, every
step forwarc[, everytﬁing in line with your strong sense cf
mom[ity and integrity.

1f 1 had treated your challenge with indifference,
wouldn’t you have fe[t under-valued? 1 couldn’t have done
that. 1 know that this led to our loss, but... You meant so

much to me.
7 fe[t useless. ‘There were times when you were not cfoing
anytﬁing to me }aﬁysica[(y but somehow you were, tﬁrougﬁ

lack of action. You didn’t know me for a ﬁfeu’me, but you
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should have known how much it was going to hurt what you
chose on my Eeﬁagf. ‘Tbc(ay, 7 tell you that you would [ike that
someone in my position would react the way 1 did. And wﬁy
don’t you take any action in this regam@ 7 had traveled from
the end of the world for just a few minutes, isn’t this madness?,
just to show You your worth.

7 realise on(y now how naive my answer was. Had 1
been you, 7 would have s[ajojoecf me. In fact, 1 just did.
’Pﬁysica[@. For that moment back then... But 1 was honest.

You can’t take tﬁings out of context, even when you
simpfy walk on the street. We need equifiﬁm’um That wasn’t a
mistake as far as 1 am concerned. 1 was wrong not to give you
the credit you deserved. 1 was wrong to believe that you would
not be able to mandage tﬁings Ey yourseﬁ that you couldn’t
c{efenaf yourseﬁf from afanger‘ 1 was wrong not to want to let
you do tﬁings Ey yourseﬁc and not to know how to make myseﬁf
understood.

“The end of the world“ was coming, accorcfing to the
well-known Jorolpaganafa‘ These were ideas that 1 had studied
superficially and amused, driven only by the morbid curiosity
in marﬁeu’ng. 7 tﬁougﬁt 9 should write a book about an island
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just going to be swallowed Ey the ocean and the }Jeopfe (iw’ng
on it, tiny civilisation, had onfy 24 hours to live, not Eeing
able to evacuate the island in time. iZlnyﬁow, 7 never treated
this w}aic serious[_y. And this goes to prove, 1 wasn’t wrong.
Then however, 1 asked myself “but, what if...?

71 was c[espemte, sad, even shocked Ey the sudden twist
in my ﬁfe. 7 wondered what 1f the end of the world come and 11
would never get to see you again. In moments [ike these, a
man understands what rea[fy matters to him. 1 was in my
kitchen, [ooéing out the window. It was m’gﬁt time. A Euming
tear was rolﬁ’ng down my clenched throat.

':ATLC[ tﬁen tﬁe sacfness come outﬁ’ee[y, ﬁeﬁnng me to get
mcfcftﬁe ETIOT,' 7 ﬁacf in my tﬁroat. 1 C[OSQC[ my eyes to escajoe

the rea[ity which was Em’nging me no joy anymore.

Dear ‘A, where were you in those moments and wﬁy are
you putting me tﬁrougﬁ such distress? My tears got stuck in
my throat and, Bgcore maﬁing my eyes go foggy, fe[t [ike
knives cutting me inside. Wﬁy did you leave and wﬁy did you
let go of our commitment? No matter how much 91 torment
myself, 1 still can’t find an explanation that would do any one
of us some goocf.
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7 know that tﬁings ﬁa}a}aen as tﬁey are meant to. T've
learnt this lesson but it doesn’t quite ayy[y in our case. And
all that matters now is the reason for this suﬁéring. i{f 1 founa[
it and my strengtﬁ was the supreme goocf, 97 choose to ignore it.
7 needed to be more than just that.

A, the winter of our story came. This cﬁayWr doesn’t
have a title, at least 1 haven’t founc[ an a}o})roym'aw one for it.
With every winter we get Christmas. And because to me, you
continued to mean as much as you did in the summer,
Christmas was an occasion to give you a present. You got ﬁaﬁf

of it two c[ays Eefore Christmas and the other ﬁag(, two afays
after.

7 remember 1 was wriu’ng a list on my yﬁone:

- the tea ( 1f possiﬁfe, the fruit @( [ove)
* [ook for “appﬂz and Melissa” ( }afcmt, not gir[’s name)

- and Jaismcﬁios...

tﬁey were giving ﬁfe to my (ist. 1 smile as 1 remember

your reaction. You also had 15 minutes with me in yrivaw.
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’My dear ‘every[iocfy’, the swyn’se which arrived Eefore its
time, was not a “necessary” gesture, but a ﬁeart-fe[t one. 1
would have liked to cheer you up with more than just a box
ﬁdr qf fugﬁﬂec{ wishes; with tﬁings dear to you, with joy, gooa[
memories, and fee[ings. 7 knew you deserved more. 1 say all
these tﬁings to make you aware this time. ‘Mayﬁe you do not
understand, but 1f you cﬁ’g a little c[egaer in our memories, you

will realise what 1 am ta[Eing about.

“q (ike very much what you put inside that box almost

my size... “

That Jay you gave me a present. You gave me the peace
between us, sometﬁing 7 don’t know 1f we still have now. You
gave me peace, gave me your appreciation. Qf 7 could turn

back time, 1 would re}o[y with acceptance and gmu’tucﬁz:
“Thank you for your love, A. “

9 should have taken your giﬁ, let you prepare the tea
and to... that’s all. ’Perﬁays we would’ve not been in this
situation wafay‘ 7 learnt however, tﬁrougﬁout my entire [ife,
thanks to the good people surrounding me, that things happen

as tﬁey are meant to. ﬂ[tﬁougﬁ 1 was W?’Oﬂg once again, EOfﬁ
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n your eyes and in mine, 1 am convinced that tﬁings will
take a better turn. CPerﬁa}os this is the road we should have
taken m’gﬁt from the start. 1 would [ike to hear that we are
both at peace and sau’sﬁec[, irrespective of whether we are close
to each other or apart. 1 would [ike to know that 1 am in your
heart and in your tﬁougﬁts and that you smile when you
think qf me. 1 would [ike you to know how much 1 cherish Yyou.

“q admire you a [ot”

In my mind, all 1 could think was “ I'm gonna show
you what a box almost your size is”. What was 1 su}ayosecf to
do with that admiration? To forget everytﬁing that ever
ﬁa}o})enecf between us? How could 1 forget how we used to smile
togetﬁer and how ﬁa})}o}/ you made me?

To abandon our dreams? To “éeey going”? Mayﬁe 7
shouldw’t have done all @( these, mayﬁe not even some of these
tﬁings, but when you’re upset, A, your mind gets foggy. That’s
wﬁy, 7 want to tell you that our mind reacts cﬁﬁzrentfy when
we are upset or angry. We make wrong decisions, say tﬁings
we don’t actua[fy believe, hurt ourselves and the lpeoy&e who
love us. Such thoughts took over my mind and 1 didn’t
understand how }Wiceﬁass the gifr you gave me rea[fy was. 1
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never said ‘thank you’ for it and want to do so here. Thank
you for the chance you gave me that afay. 7 didw't deserve it
because 1 wasn’t aware that 1 had done so much wrong Ey
you, nor that my actions didn't protect you as 1 would have
[iked them to do, or cherished you as your deserved. T would
[ike to look into your eyes m’gﬁt now, as you are reac[ing this
letter, but T have afreac[y received a smi[ey face ﬁom YOu. :) no
matter how upset you are with me, 1 know that you ﬁ’m[ the
_power to forgi\/e me in your heart. Otherwise, there is notﬁing
feft for me but to Eeep ﬁgﬁu’ng for rec[emjau’on all my [ife.
Living peacefully means a lot to me.

1 was trying to protect my heart. 1 was about to have
the saddest Christmas ever and 1 knew that onfy you could
cﬁange that.

As 1 felt it was not going to happen, 1 took a Santa
Claus outﬁt and visited all my closest friemfs - those that
would have cgaenecf my door. T ﬁey were the same as the
previous year when 1 saw them. Their routine didn’t go
tﬁrougﬁ drastic cﬁanges. 1 gave and received smiles, but none
was like yours. For the first time, 1 didn’t e‘ry’oy what 7 was
cfoing; 7 couldn’t ﬁncf StVengtﬁ, to leave a part of my heart
with the joy 1 was giving. 1 was trying to survive. 1 fe[t [ike an
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ill man in need of machines to be Eqat alive. The machines

COU[C[HOTT ﬁowever, emﬁe[ﬁsﬁ my existence.

7 realised then, that onfy in few cfays, a person who is
the rigﬁt one and a bit of (uck coming at the m’gﬁt time in
one’s ﬁfe can have an unimaginaﬁ&a impact over that person.
And 1 strong(y believe that everyone should experience that.
You ﬁcgajoenec( to me, stranger...We[T done!

This Christmas wasn’t going to be as we had }J[cmnecf it,
ﬁi[[ (f fairy tales, but a part @( it was down to me. 1 was
aware that goocf intentions can ruin all ﬁoye ﬁeft in me but, 1f
7 hadn't }aaic[ you a visit, 1 would have tormented myseﬁ for

not Bn’nging you a smile in which 1 strong[y believe.
“Let’s see what the sun will rise for “

It was 6 in the morning and all 1 had yfanneaf
dépencfecf on yegcect (uck. 1 started my journey with the ﬁoye 1
would stand a chance, and &mging to live with you at least
one moment similar to the ones we lived cfum’ng our summer.

To go past our mistakes, our heart break and Joain, and to go

with the ﬂow, led Ey our hearts, in the Jaa[m of a smile.
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The m’gﬁt ngore, 1 s’poﬁe to my parents and ex})fainecf
the wild tﬁings 7 had set mysegf to do. 1 didn't tell them
everytﬁing, just one small part. 1 had to talk to someone, but
the feeﬁngs 1 fe[t Be[ong onfy to us, and have no other Ja[ace to
[tve in apart ﬁom our hearts. ﬂﬁey understood me but also
read into my eyes the insugau’on, the necessity. Tﬁey suggest‘ec[
7 should let you know Eeforeﬁanc[, but 1 a[reac[y knew what
that would Bm’ng with it. ‘Tﬁey knew that tﬁey didw't stand a
chance to make me cﬁange my mind or give up, so tﬁey didn’t
even try. Sometimes 1 wonder 1f anyone will manage to cﬁange
this stubbornness into something better. The more 1 think of it,
7 am not sure 1 would necessam’(y [ike that, in my heart (f
hearts. Other times, 41 fee( that it is necessary for my peace up
here gaoinu’ng to my head). And you appear in my tﬁougﬁts
once again, you, my lead character, tvgetﬁer with all the goocf
tﬁings you ﬁrougﬁt down my patﬁ. You cﬁangecf my ﬁfe in so
many ways, 1 don’t want to get anyone else the chance to

mould me again.

The will of the heart has su}oernatum[})owers. Tt
annihilates the meam’ng of any “must” and, 1f we [isten to it,
we [ive Joeaceﬁd[y. Day ﬁy c{ay this is all we need. Q\/layﬁe we
weren’t strong enough, maybe we didn’t want each other as

much. 1 sat in an armchair for three and a ﬁaﬁc hours in one
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of the empu’est cawiages qf the train in which 1 got on without
cﬁﬁi’cuﬁy, but my (uggage-your present-you can imagine.

1 tﬁougﬁt about everytﬁing we lived wgetﬁer and about
the beautiful things that were to come. How beautifully we
could have decorated our ﬁfe 1f we had been side By side. 1 took
a piece of _paper and 1 started to write. 7 wanted to s’peaé to
you about what ﬁa})}aenec[ between us, to make You see my
Jaoint qf view, to tell you how much it hurt and to ask for your
forgiveness. 7 wanted to tell you that you must not [ose your
drive. The ﬂture c(e}aencfs on[_y on you. 1 wanted you to turn
me into a better man and 1 was reacfy to abandon myseg(

ﬁdfy into your hands.

7 stood up once or twice and took a ﬁzw steps. | ﬁzﬁ?
numb, tﬁougﬁ not pﬁysica[[y.

When 1 was 45 minutes away from you, 7 started to
assemble - much to the  amazement and scepticism qf the
_passengers who could see the synapses 1 was (ﬁn’ng, a]o})arentfy
incorrect[y - the props for the show 1 was going to deliver as a
serenade at your feet
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7 was nervous, stressed, under pressure. 1 could fee[ the
suspicious looks 1 was getting ﬁom the _pofice oﬂ:icers and all
other Joeoyfe that 1 met that c{ay. 1 was moving as 1f in slow
motion, and 1 knew that every step 1 tooé, every street 1
walked was getting me closer to a climax where was my faw
was going to be decided. You had back then, the power to decide
1f my ﬁfe was going forwarc[ or backwards and 1 would have
not trusted anyone else with that Tesponsiﬁi[ﬁy. Qnﬁuecf with
[oving faitﬁ 7 waited for you to arrive.

1 could hear your steps on the pavement. There were a
few seconds (eﬁ. 7 knew there was no turning back. 1 tried to
hide all the suﬁ(em’ng behind a sincere smile, which arose ﬁom
seeing you again. You did the same, with considerable eﬁtort;
you words sounded warm, but 1 fe[t cold ﬁom the coldness
between us. You migﬁt have tﬁougﬁt that Eeing upset was not
going to do us any good, to neither of us. And you avoided
ﬁaw’ng a ﬁgﬁt and te[ﬁ’ng me that you fe[t hurt.

You onfy tried to reassure yourseg that we hadn’t lost
everytﬁing; you asked a question whose meaning 1 did not
fo[fow then. You wanted to hear me say that 1 would not
isolate myself. That brought you a bit of peace, although 1
don't believe did you much gooc[. The minutes we had wgetﬁer
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killed me. 1 was unconscious, not getting much ﬁe@a from the

(ittle air you gave me.
“You are mad!”

7 was crazier than 1 had ever been. Mad with sadness,
with missing you, with the outrage and incﬁ'gnation 1 feft
inside. 1 wanted to ask you, until 7 would (ose my mind, that
we prove it to our cfesu’ny that we are mature Eeings and that
we can cherish everytﬁing that Erougﬁt us togetﬁer. 71 was
losing my mind with the love 1 felt for you... You made me
love ﬁfe and see it Beauu’ﬁif as 1 had never succeeded to do
Eefore meeting you.

You gave me a ﬁug; smjorising[y sad, the in‘wnsﬁy of
our fee[ings wasn’t as powerﬁx[, as it used to be and your arms
fe[t cold. ‘Umferstanc[ing what was going on, 1 expressec[ my
outrage and yain ﬁof(fing you rea[fy ﬁgﬁt, just for a second. It
had all been too short. 1 was in }aieces, ﬁope(ess, not wanu’ng
cmytﬁing any more. For a time, 1 cfung on to the }mm that
was Ei[ﬁng my heart, my soul, my ﬁﬁz and 1 tried to fee[
comfortaﬁ&z there, in my tears. Squeezing out every sing[e

cfm}o @( energy you had given me since our }oistacﬁio themed
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evening. A while ago vou told me that “if the n’gﬁt person
knows, then everyﬁoafy knows”.

ﬂ[rﬁougﬁ 7 asked myseg[ ofnm then what it was that 1

had done wrong, now 1 understood that 1 hurt you so much
that you chose to remain silent. Terﬁa}os that emﬁmce, as cold
as it was, was a giﬁ ﬁom YOu. The last one for me. ‘It was a

painﬁ[ giﬁ, but 7 accqotecf it with open heart.

Your words could [ie to me, but not your eyes. 1 had no
idea then that 1 was still writing our story.

7 tﬁougﬁt 7 had known unﬁa})})iness ngore. 7 walked to
your favoum’te cafe and sat at the second table on the m’gﬁt 1
ordered your favoum’w tea ﬁoying to ﬁncf reconciliation in it.
It came with two spicy biscuits. Their ﬂcwour made me think
(f you, as 1f it had been made ﬂom a pfant with your name.
Almost every table was taken and it ﬁa}?}oenec[ so that 1 founc[
myseg to be at the centre of attention; afesyite that, no one and
notﬁing could stop my tears ﬁom faﬂi’ng. Tﬁey were coming
out cf my [ungs, not c{irectfy from my eyes. You know, that
Joface where we put our hand when we refer to our soul... 1
would have liked you to be there with me... People were
watcﬁing me ﬁom everywﬁere; the manager of the cqﬁze sﬁop,
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the waiters, the clients, everyone saw how my cup of tea shook
in my hand while 1 was trying to sip out cf it. 1 took oﬁ( my
red Santa ouiﬁt and whilst wmpying it newous(y, my
crying which 1 was trying to éeep as quiet as Joossiﬁﬁe, covered

the sound of the carol Jafaying in the Eacﬁgrouncf

And 1 cyoenezf my mind, [(ike we open our eyes in the
morning. 1 Ee})t staring at the Santa outﬁt 7 had Eougﬁt
esyeciaﬁy for you. 1 fe[t bad that 1 hadn't controlled that
imjou[se. 1 fofcﬁzd it carefu[fy.

7 efy’oyeaf sitting in the same armchair where you once
sat and had the same green tea 1 was (frinﬁing. 7 closed my
eyes and imaginecf you were n ﬁont of me, like 1 ﬁoyecf to see
you every morning at sunrise. But rea[ity was cfri[ﬁ’ng in me
the exﬁausu’ng truth, not [etting me hold on to my fanmsy for
long.

When 1 (eﬁ, 1 fe(t S0 fone[y and empty inside, like never
5efore. Seeing you again wasn’t sootﬁing, but rather more
cfisturﬁing. 7 made a terrible mistake to let the chance to syealé

to you pass us By so easify‘
“T miss you”
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On my way back, in the saddest train ever, 1 could onfy
breathe, grace to the unconditional reﬂ'ex that Ee_zpt me alive.
You were meant to be By my side till the end! That’s what 1
expected from you!

“(..) 1 dow’t want to think that you are aﬂuafmg to

sometﬁing ”

Were you ta[ﬁing serious[y when you said this? What
did you imagine 1 was going tﬁrougﬁ? Did you think 1 foumf
it easvy, that 1 could [et go just [ike that? No! 1 couldn’t. 1
didw't want to and 1 am }Woucf of that! 1 look forwanf to the
cfay when you will be }n’ouc{ of me too and tﬁrougﬁ me, you
will be }Jroucf of yoursegf. For all the gooc{ tﬁings you syarﬁecf
in me and of the way in which you gave me ﬁfem 7 am
scolding you for these words you said; you didn’t know me at
all 1f you could say sometﬁing [ike that. My mind wasn’t clear
given the }aain, the suﬁ%m’ng. 7 believed you went tﬁrougﬁ the
same tﬁing yourseﬁf. But the tﬁougﬁt of ignomnce, which came
with a quesu’on mark, stabbed me in my heart (ike the
ﬁgﬁmning of a thunder. Or was that you trying to make
tﬁings sound (igﬁter, to continue somehow, suﬁtfy, with small
steps, writing our swry? Was this the chance 1 was ﬁoying for?
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ﬁigﬁt in front of my eyes, without Eeing aware? Very
un(iﬁe(y... And stilll

?lnyway..‘ tﬁat was tﬁe [ast time we ever saw eacﬁ otﬁer.

And every sing(e cfay, without excejou’on, 7 have tﬁougﬁt about
YOu.

“7 would have given you the best of me. 1 would have
gi\/en you more than 1 had. Wﬁy did you throw it all away? “

What were you trying to tell me? “ ‘Forget about me and
leave tﬁings as tﬁey are” ? 1 can even remember the accent you

used when you were imTozfucing yourseg‘: you actress!

7 can remember the tone cf your voice which had in it a
combination qf insisting request and the childlike innocence qf

your smile when you regpeawc([y asked me, qﬁ?r 7 had said

1 want you to know what you did hurt me. 1 think
about you as a hurt man, trying to make you understand me
and 1 don’t know... 1 can’t stay mad at you, do you get it?? 1
need you to understand this! Any choice you are going to
make from now on, to reply to this letter or not, please take my
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fo[fowing request into consideration. Because there are still lots

cffee[mgs to exyenence.

You see, ‘1 migﬁt have made another mistake. A ﬁuge
one. Not Ey Suﬁocaﬁng you, but Ey not figﬁu’ng for you [ong
enougﬁ, Because 1 should have suﬁocawcf you, 1 should have
come to see You, call you and write to You every (fay. 1 fee[ 1
didn’t visit you enougﬁ, 7 didn’t ﬁgﬁt for you as 7 should
have. Because once we had gone over our issues wgetﬁer, we
could have become invincible. Forgive me. 1 forgi\/e you. And 1
would like to ask that you continue to continue protecting your
soul. Despite all the tﬁings that came between us, you can
trust me. We both know that.

1 was wrong.' 1 was wrong not to be }Jusﬁy enougﬁ. 7
could have been but 1 didn’t want to suﬁocaw you with my
actions. My actions would have been justified, given how you

CFLOS(Z to manage tﬁe WﬁO&Z tﬁ’”’lg

7 am scofcfing you now for that! illﬁ'er all the moments
we went tﬁrougﬁ, it was your turn to make the wrong choice!
It was horrible and so unfair‘ Tt was unfair to me. It didn’t
bring any peace to your soul either. You should be ashamed of
your choice, of the way you behaved!
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7 let you go as 7 cared about you too much. 1 was
afmicf to ﬁgﬁt for you more than 1 c[wf, 1 feﬁ,‘ that 1f 7 had
continued Joursuing you, we would have both [ost what

Eeauaﬁ[ memories we had [eﬂ‘

7t would have been a goozf option to stop taﬁing any
action cﬁ?r 9 received with all my heart those Eeauuﬁ[ words
ﬁ’om you on the 23rd. 1 realise tﬁings could be cﬁﬁferent wcfay.
Many tﬁougﬁts told me that “too much ﬁonesty is ﬁarmﬁd”. 1
still believe that saying is not true. “You must adapt yourself.
That’s how the world goes. That’s how tﬁings work.” 1 reﬁue!
To me, tﬁings work as my instinct tells me. 1 don’t need to
foﬁow any rules of universal behaviour or any advice from
Jaeoy[e who did not face the cﬁa[fenges you Erougﬁt my way,
irrespective (yf your intention. Indeed, 1 could have Eept quiet
and could have taken no action, but 1 have no doubt that
every cell in my Eody would have yum’sﬁeaf me for eternity for
the silence 1 was gm’ﬁy of
‘Tﬁings could have been better between us, same as 1f you
were to look at it from the other side cf the fence, this lesson
wouldn’t have been as dramatic. Qafealfy 7 would fincf the
balance between heart break and mnecessities, between

accgptance amf regret. ‘Tﬁere is aﬁne [ine 6etween tﬁOSé anc[

112



A

not Eeing Jomfect mysegf, 7 couldn’t vesist crossing it. However
when 1 cross it, 1 like to know that 1 am dbing it because my
heart told me so, not my mind shouted at me to do it.
fmotiona[fy and affectionate[y, 7 don’t strive towards

productivity, but rather towards acceptance of myself as 1 am
of others.

How much 1 missed in flfe Ey a[fowing the fear cf [oss

run my actions!

Did you notice how the word “disillusion” was made up?
Dis-illusion. 1 know, it not our case. You were not an
“ilusion”. You never “disillusioned” me. The truth is that 1
built the illusion mysegf and 1 was the one who Brougﬁt
disillusion upon myseﬁf. You were the natural cause of my
actions. This is not a letter meant to soothe, A. This is more
than just a story. Szl[tﬁougﬁ 7 have to be gmt‘eﬁt[ to you for the
many [tves you've given me, 1 also have sometﬁing to hold you

acc ountaﬁ &me’.

Wﬁy, aﬁ?r [iw’ng 50 [ong, 9 still didn’t know to Eeqo you

near me? Wﬁy have 1 lost you?
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Aa fong time had to go Ey for me to understand that
what my soul - perﬁa})s everyone’s soul - &mgs for and aspires
towards is ﬁeecfom. That ﬁeecﬁ)m we gain when no eartﬁ(y
force can c{efeat us.

A dead heart is the onfy tﬁing we can’t [ive with.
We are just two human Eeings on a })fanet that moves
around a star. In our ga[axy there are 400 billion stars. The

universe has more than 200 billion ga[axies‘ It is a wonder

that this universe, as enormous as it s, ...
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Chapter 6
Assumption

.. can emﬁmce yOUT" greatness.'

It made me feel good to hear, in the late hours of the
m’gﬁt, you wl'[ing me that YOUr parents were at peace Enowing
you were with me. It made me fee[ [ike home. It wasn't a civic
cfuty, but a strong admiration for the re[au’onsﬁiy we had, that
drove me in the great resyonsiﬁi[ﬁy 1 fe[t 1 had for your well-
Eeing. 7 wanted to know you were well and sqfem and this took

you awayfrom me.
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’My heroine, 1 believe that all the tﬁings we went
tﬁrougﬁ Before you gave me flfe ﬁa})})eneaf so 1 could be Ey
your side, gentfy. And 1f we were to see our ﬁﬁ as a book, then
its cover is there for me to dedicate the rest of my ﬁfe to your
happiness, to your perfection.

7 would [ike to be able to put all my ﬁfe lessons in the
haven of this letter, for you to ﬁmf support in all the situations
ﬁfe will Bring your way. Sometimes 1 stru&g[e to fo[fow my
own advice, cfespiw the ﬁan{sﬁi}as 9 lived and that taugﬁt me a
great deal. It is easy to tell people around you the truth
oEjecu'vefy, but the real cﬁﬁ%cuﬁy comes when we are involved.
Words are not much use, not when tﬁey come in a written
form, 1 am aware. But 1 am far from you and 1 can onfy
write to you ﬁom here.

Oh, my dear, wﬁy didn’t we honour our commitment?

Q—ﬁ)fcﬁng you in ﬁigﬁ esteem like 1 did m’gﬂt from the
start, was a cfangerous game to p[ay. Without any [imits on
my part, you became, natum[fy, the centre of my own
existence. 1 dedicated every moment of my ﬁfe to countless

attempts to make you ﬁa}apy and Bm’ng you as much joy as
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}90551’6&2. 1 ETLOW 1 was successfu[w a certain zfegree amf am

}9[;2@566{&601/%' tﬁat

q think about all the }chms we made Wgetﬁer and those
1 was about to share with you once we'd see our first
achievements... Wﬁy weren’t you able to come to me, to hold
me in ]oface Ey your side until you feft you got what you
wanted? 1 wouldn’t have been your prisoner for [ong. Beyonc[
any dream, you were the on[y one who mattered to me. But
you a[reacfy knew that and perﬁa}as, didn’t take it too

sem’ousfy‘

To e, you were the most imyormnt person n my ﬁfe.
7 understood how much you needed me then. Stamfing By
your side, Being there for you, was enougﬁ and sau's,@ing for

me too. ‘Tﬁere was notﬁing e[se 7 needkcﬁ

fMy punisﬁment was to be alone Juring my walks, with
the wind strong(y Bfowing in my ear. And to ﬁoye that when 1
would call out your name, 1 would be close to you and you
would hear me. All cf my emotions demand that 1 léee;p ﬁoying
and ﬁgﬁu’ng so that this time in my [ife called “ Away from
you” does not last for ever. And this is why 1 write this here

now.
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?lﬁzzr you feft, 1 yost}wnecf this moment as much as 41
could, as 7 was cfmicf the }min would kill me, but now 1 can
write to you as 1 fee[ _postponing is more Joainﬁt[ than the
anticipation of re[iving all the ﬂae[ings 7 had invested in us.

Loneliness is bitter as much as you are sweet. It
SJoreadE out inside me, gmcfua[@ mﬁing over every cfroy of
energy you gave me c[mfing our ﬁﬁz tvgetﬁer and 9 surrender
to it, seeing no other way. Tt wins me over enu’re[y, it
suffocates me. And it comes very naturally. And 1 don’t resist
it; it is the tﬁing which allows me to remember you as you are.

As you were anaf as yOU taugﬁt me to five.

7 have this strange fee[ing that we should have met a
few years ago. 1 have many reasons to believe that. Mtﬁing
compares to loneliness in times of sadness, apart from the
tﬁougﬁt that 1 could have lived my [ife without meeting you.
This tﬁougﬁt haunts me sometimes and comes as a sfap to
snap me back into rea[ity. It stops my tears and makes me
realise how gm‘wﬁJ 7 should be that 1 had met you. How
fucﬁy you are.. to have yoursegf 6y your side all the time.
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?l[tﬁougﬁ you are gone, you are with me everywﬁere 1
go- 1 fee[ your breath next to me all the time. No matter what
7 experience in everycfay ﬁfe, 91 think about you and wonder
what you would tell me in any given moment. That’s how 1
Eeyt you Ey my side, with a Sigﬁ, Tememﬁering you, and
Enowing that everytﬁing fe[t eterna[ry intense. We never got to
say “fareweﬂ” Jm’oyer(y. 71 miss you, A. 1 care about you [ike 7

care about my [ife and this will never cﬁange. It is
unbelievable that we met in this ﬁfe.

1 got to know you for the amazing human Being you

are anc[ 1 CLMﬁ[EBC{ W'Ltﬁ enormous regret...
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Chapter 7
Nostalgia

.. at the tﬁougﬁt that the yecyoﬁe you will meet migﬁt

not even rea[ise tﬁat

This afisajojoointment is a com}?(ex w}oic, a }minﬁJ
suﬁject ‘My pen is crying as it is Wn’u’ng down every aspect of
the flfe in which we were both Jarotagonists, and then [iw’ng one

emotion cg%r another...

“Oh, God, give me strengtﬁ to carry on without it. It is
getting dark and 1 don’t think 1 will ever hear from you. It all
fee[s so surreal. It can’t be over. Remember that..“ It is so
cﬁﬁcuﬁ‘ to describe what went on in my heart in the ﬁrst
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cfays. Q\[Of 6€CCLUS€ 71 cannot rememﬁer 6141' ﬁecause it sﬂ(f

hurts as im?mse(y as it did then.

The minutes turned into hours and it seemed you had
comy(ew[y forgotten me... 1 was so [one[y. 7 walked down the
quiet streets, darkness all around me, 1 looked up and saw how
the moon was sﬁowing me my way to you. All the memories
came tumﬁfing down on me, and, like a mad man, 1 stayec[
there, with an empty gaze, smi[ing sometimes, rememﬁem’ng the
times we had wgetﬁer, crying other times at the tﬁougﬁt qf

never living those again..
living those ag

In the ﬁrst monthis aﬁw you feﬁ, time was }Jassing Ey
too s[ow[y. sze was passing me Ey and 1 Eqpt watcﬁing it as
an outsider, like 1 used to do Eefore meeh’ng Yyou. illftﬁougﬁ 1
(ived many ﬁa}opy moments that year, the last eigﬁt months 1
fe[t 7 was a robot who did notﬁing to smile. 1 was mere(y
surviving - eau'ng, s&aejoing, a gﬁost on the street, and a[tﬁougﬁ
1 was maﬁing e;ﬁforts, my proafucu'vity decreased and my work
was imﬁcient. 1 tried to foof mysegc into Ee[ieving that tﬁings
were a[m’gﬁt, but in truth, 1 was ﬁoying for a miracle. A
miracle that once Erougﬁt me so much joy, a miracle which
made me fa[( in love with every minute spent with you, a

mimc(e tﬁat ga\/e me tﬁe conﬁlfence to ({1"6(11’1’1 ana[tﬁe strengtﬁ
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to ﬁgﬁt, a miracle that Eeyt me with my two feet on the
grounc[ and made me vational. A miracle 1 didn’t know how to
hold on to. A miracle 1 wasted like a foof and which, 1 don’t
believe 1 will ever get back into my ﬁfe, even UC on[y for a

moment.
“1 aﬁvays fe[t [onefy. Until T met you.”

In those c(ays when 1 wanted to meet you, 91 discovered
a new Eevemge, a juice 7 had never had Before. This was my
companion tﬁrougﬁout all the time we spent wgetﬁer and [ong
aﬁw that. A juice 7 will a[ways love afm’nﬁing. Its ﬂa\/our, the
taste.. uniclue, intense, discrete. It m’ggers sometﬁing in my

mind. 7 see sometﬁing and it instantfy reminds me of you.

7 oﬁzn make associations, [ike everyone else does. Like
for instance, when we go for a walk in a park with someone
whenever we pass that ]aface, we can’t ﬁe@o but reca[fing that
moment. Or like when we [isten to a song and immeaﬁ’aw[y
think of the person who recommended it. Or how when we
think we can recognise someone’s }oeqﬂtme in the air and that
takes us Ey surprise. The strongest bonds are based on
repetition. When we go to a specific place repeatedly, when we
Eee}a [istem’ng to the same song, when we do certain tﬁings
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pem’oaﬁ’ca[@, or even on a (faify basis. There comes a Jooint in
our flfe when we Just walk in the street and remember, ﬁom

one moment to cmotﬁer, a }961" son, an event, a time.

What was 1 suyyosea( to do when rememﬁen’ng became
too yainﬁ? When the song 7 heard on the radio reminded me
of you and you were 1o fonger part of my present.

When 1 walked past a street that reminded me that a
smile had came to ﬁfe one evening there. When 1 entered a
restaurant and spotted that very table we sat at for hours on
end, every c[ay. How can sometﬁing S50 Beauu’ﬁJ become
unEeamE(y }minﬁtﬁ That song we both liked, that quiet street,
that }m'vate intimate table, suafcfen[y turned into a poof of
pain. And 1 couldn’t ﬁnd my way out...

Hope is a good thing. Possibly the best. The thought
that we'll smile again, that the }oain will dissolve. With the
}mssing of time, ﬁoye is all 1 had [efr. The Eeﬁ’ef that tﬁings
ﬁa}o}oen as tﬁey are meant to. 1 believe in ﬁoye as the cure for
all illnesses, as the universal antidote. But up to that Jooint,
associations are }oainfuf And 91 had to learn how to [ive with
them, to see the positive side in them. The memory. The worry
of not repeating the same mistakes. The attention to be Jaaid to
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every gooc[ tﬁing n my ﬁfe. Sweet cmnﬁewy. The ﬂavour cf a
painﬁt[@ sweet tea. Sweet for its ﬂcwour, yainﬁd for the

memory it Em’ngs with it.

Away from you, the tea, the street, anytﬁing around

me is una}o}oea(ing.

In those afays, some new songs of a singer 1 admire
since childhood came out. fKnowing how yowerﬁJ association
is in our mind, 1 saved them without [isnming to them too

many times.

7 waited for a while, to be able to breathe again, Eefore
7 could discover them ﬁd@. And now, a(tﬁougﬁ the _pain is still
there, these songs are the calm meadow in which 1 write this
letter. And 1 associate them to the words 1 write to you, so
that, whenever 1 [isten to them from now on, 1 will remember

you ancfyour ﬁaypyface cfearfy.

So, A, everytﬁing demanded your presence in my flfe. 1
would leave my house and start wa(éing towards your home.
On my way, 1 fe[t 7 couldn’t do it. And then 1 would stop, and
instead, enter shops randomly, revisit places we used to go to
wgetﬁer Or other Jo[aces which somehow reminded me (gf You.
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When 1 would look at my pﬁone, your ’prqﬁfe }n’cture with
the ‘call’ button n’gﬁt under it was in the centre of it - you
were smiﬁng in that section dedicated to you on my screen. 1
tried to touch your face, without ca[ﬁng you. ‘But your face

felt cold and hard, as did the screen of my phone which 1 kept
mn my pocﬁet cfuring those snowy afays.

My soul knew that notﬁing would be the same without
you. Despite your premature Eeﬁefs, you were irrqp[aceaﬁfe.
And 1f you didn’t understand this reacfing my [etter, 1
wouldn’t know how else to make you see it, apart from
suwenafering myseﬁc to these _pages, [ike a Euttmﬂy in an

insectarium.

And you cared about me! Wﬁy didn't you ﬁgﬁt for
me? Wﬁy did you abandon me in this darkness in which 1 got
lost? Why didn’t you give me a chance to talk, to [isten to my
silence, and to let me [isten to you?

You know 1 would have done everytﬁing in my power,
don’t you? You know, because I told you you come ﬁrst in my
ﬁfe. Did you ﬁncf the tﬁings 7 said to you inayyr(zpriaw,
unjust? 1 am so guilty of not making myself understood, of
ﬁaving had the impression 1 [tved in the pages (f a book. Or
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am 1 not? That cfay when 1 reacted uncontro(fa[i(y, 7 was sad
for hours and 1 Eeyt ﬁcying 9 still had you n my ﬁﬁz. That

ﬁcyoe was ﬂgﬁ[ﬂecf A short-lived ﬂg@[ment, which Erougﬁt me
ﬁa}opiness. What will my ﬁcye look (ike now?

A year later 1 feft more inwnse[y nosta(gic than ever
Eefore. A year went Ey, A A year since 1 last saw you or
heard your voice. 1 have no recorcfing of you. 1 would have
done anytﬁing to be able to hear your voice one more time... 1
fong for new memories with you. Please don’t vanish from my

mind!

1 see you everywﬁere... 1 get scared quite qﬁ?n. 7 can’t
stop woncfem’ng what you 7 do, what would you do... Would
you ﬁegp wa[ﬁing or would you stop 1f you saw me? And 1f you
wou[cf, what should 7 ﬁrst tell you, when 1 think about you so
g’i’en‘ 7 would so want to see you again. And at the same time,
7 ﬁ(yoe that moment doesn’t come. Not ﬁefore you read this
letter.

Let’s forgive each other and re;joice in the memories we
have wgerﬁer. Let’s ﬁncf in us the strengtﬁ to make new
memories. Let’s welcome the peace of acceptance in our hearts.

‘Because pain is too unbearable... Let’s look into each other’s
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eyes with the same sincerity we afways showed each other, ﬁA[Ty
aware we can let go. 1 went tﬁrougﬁ terrible pain aﬁw you
[eft, and 1 did not support you [ike you needed me to. These
are our mistakes. fverytﬁing 7 received with your leave, [ike
the strength 1 have now, is a gift for which 1 will always be
grawﬁd to you. 7 know 1 was not what you deserved. ‘Mayﬁe,
to you, 1 am not even a Eeaunﬂf memory. But }afease, don't
stop your heart from feefing kindness towards us. Our
ﬁ'iencfsﬁi}a, weak and tigﬁtfy woven at the same time, has
a[ways been specia[ and wortﬁy qf us mﬁing a few steps to
ﬁ’m{ each other again, A. Pride and hard fee[ings aside, we
could admit to each other that we got over the hardest bit, that
we are stronger now than the decisions we make when we are

u})set

A decision made in anger or sadness is never a good
one. Don’t let negative im}ou(ses get the best qf you. Reason

and kindness should a[ways drive our actions.

This way you will afways be in the hearts cf the }Jeqp&z
around you, you will be ﬁay})y n your own skin, and you will
attract on[y ﬁeauuﬁ[ tﬁings. You are very insigﬁtﬁt[ 1 do
trust your judgment. You already know it’s value yourself.
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You are so Jaoweqﬁﬂ 7 know you are able to do this, 1 trust
your J’uc@ement

1t fee[s [ike 1 am [ooéing at you from my words on this
page, on my knees in ﬂont of your heart, 1 ask you, | Beg you,
save me! Save me [ike you did when you a}ajoeareaf ﬁrst time
and }m[fec[ me out of my c(ausmyoﬁoﬁic stage when 1 could
ﬁarcffy breathe. Pull me out cf my yain, once again and give

me tﬁe}oeace 1 7’1666{50 WIUCﬁ, my 6[66”’.

7 would ﬁ’gﬁt anyone and anytﬁing for you, no matter
what the circumstance would be. 7 would do anytﬁing to be By
your side again, to ﬁmf in you the support 7 so much need,
and to be your sweet haven. Without any hesitation, regret or
doubt. There is sometﬁing in our memories that says 1 should
never forget Yyou. Not that 1 would be able or want to do this.
f_lf 1 forgot you, 7 would fee[ [ike a man who just landed on
Farth, with no past and no emotional inwmgence. fvery time
q think about you, 1 ﬁgﬁt with all my strengtﬁ to remember
everytﬁing you ever meant for me. 1 ﬁmf it hard to think
about the sad times, so, most ()fazn, 9 revisit the Eeginning and
remember your genuine ﬁap}n’ness, your craziness, and

y(ayﬂ(ness in everytﬁing you did. You were... }aeg"ect
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You were exact[y what 1 needed when 1 needed it most.
You compfeted' me and pu[fec[ me out cf my sadness with your
won[s, your gestures, your emﬁmce, your smile. Everytﬁing

you were, covered and ﬁ[kcf all the em])’a’ness 1 fe[t inside.

7 would write more than just one letter to you. You are
not a habitual, common, random Eeing. ‘My }oatience and goocf
intentions apart, what did 1 do to deserve this miracle, even 1f
too short Ey comparison to my heart’s desire and need? How
does the world manage to embrace your heart when it is so
Eig? You have such a gooc[, innocent heart, the climax of my

ﬁa}a}oiness. 7 will never forget your innocence...

‘My entire Eeing is in })ain, my world is vanisﬁing, my
pain calls out your name and Eegs you to come back. Dear A,
1 ﬁmf this Joum’sﬁment too harsh and too oﬁﬁcu[t to endure
much longer. My sweet and darling happiness, 1 will always
think about you tﬁrougﬁ the intensity which you made me [ive
with. And now, that 1 can think stmigﬁt, 7 cannot blame you
for my suﬁ(ering. 7 know you could have let my wounds heal,
but tﬁey are faw’s response to how wrong[y 7 behaved towards

yO‘bL
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Every soul on earth needs love to survive, and 1 foumf
that love in your eyes, as tﬁey were receiving, innocent(y,
a}oyrecian’on from me; ‘1 founcf it in your voice - you were the
most 6eauuﬁ4[ song and 1 loved [isrening to you; 1 founcf it in
your words, um{erstancfing, and in your smile, ﬁ(yoe. Your
touch, when you held me...1 founc[ the joy (f fiw’ng grouna(ecf

n rea[ity, not in illusion.

When what you feel is real, then you experience true
happiness. And everything 1 lived when you were by my side,
the feelings and suspense to come in the following days, the

SU’OTlg 60”({ we ﬁaa[ as fm’enc[s, a[f tﬁese 1'6[? me ﬁOW 1"6(1[
everytﬁing was, ﬁOW many ﬁa}a}oy ste}as we SI'L[T ﬂacf to taEe.

With a bit cf faitﬁ and gooc{ will, with a bit of love
sprinéfeof on the [ines of this letter, in my ca[ﬁ’ng you and in
my hope, 1 find peace and calmness that everything will be
a[m’gﬁt )

‘Tbcfay 1 am going back into your ﬁﬁz. ‘Because ‘1 ﬁze[
it’s needed. My feeﬁ’ngs are not a game. During our time
apart, 1 missed your embrace that 1 still cherish in my heart.
We were two fools who had each other and [ost one another.
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In the subtle c[e}otﬁ of the m’gﬁt, and in my heart’s
embrace, you know what 1 fee[ for you. T am in love with how
you handled me, with our ﬁay})y moments and the tmmlui[ity
we had back then. For a [ong time 1 [ived oﬁ our memories
alone. 7 want to come out qf my nigﬁtmare now and to get o
see You. But aﬁw so many months in which 1 dreamt in vain,
7 don’t think 1 will ever snap out qf that nigﬁtmare. 7 mean...
it took too [ong. It is not a dream, is it? This is all very real.

7 read Booés, 7 watched movies, ‘1 studied the world qf
our perceptions, and 1 understood that past fears project
themselves on our ﬁture, Euifcﬁ’ng a Em’a(ge between the two
moments. 1 am vulnerable when it comes to you. 1 will afways
be. But so be it. 1 will never gi\/e up my past, no matter how
Jaainﬁd it was. Because 1 lived a real dream with you. f{f this
means that 1 will never free mysegc from the past and will not
be able to experience the present as it is, 7 will take that - this

means 1 will a[ways be with you.

1 struggfe to remember your voice and cannot call you
anymore. You haven’t taken my calls far too many times.
When 1 take the }oﬁone T lose all contro[, 1 start sﬁaking and
panic, and still... Despite all this, 1 was brave and called you.
7 did it quite a few times.
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7 remember every }O[ace where 1 waitec{for you
whenever we had a date. 1 went to all of them. Yes, 1 went to

a[foftﬁejafaces wﬁere we ﬁe[cfeacﬁ otﬁer in our arms.

That time in my [ife, when 1 walked down the street
where 1 could still smell your }mﬁme every c[ay, is called
insam’ty. When 1 met you, 1 was ﬁa})py. 7 didn’t have to write
you any letter to make a fee(ing grow between us, m’gﬁt?

7 knew that 1 would Eee}a ﬁgﬁu’ng to regain your smile
for the rest @( my [ifé. 7 owed this to you and to me. 1 realise
that 1 was wrong and that is all that matters in the end. But
equa[fy, you cannot leave my goocf intentions aside. ﬂﬁ'er all,
1 on[y meant to make you ﬁaypy and to respect you every
moment (yf my ﬁfe‘

fMy }n’ano, my sound, watcﬁing the waves Juring calm
moments, surrounded Ey the silence of the sea, 1 fee[ the
vibration of a song to be named qﬁ?r you. You inspire me in a
musical way. 1 would write you a song with no words in it.
The léeyﬁoarc[s would transcribe with Joerfect intensity and

free calmness your essence, your demeanour, your smile. 1
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could [isten to you then in the endless evenings of my sym’ng

in which you 1o &mger are present...

“See the moments when somerﬁing seems to come to an
end as a new Eeginning‘” 1 Eept saying this to others but no
one wanted to [isten. Now 7 tell myseg that and... But it’s
natural not to be able to think of a new Eeginning when the
_pain was cmsﬁing my soul. 1 couldn’t do that even 1f 1 }m[fec[
myseﬁf H)getﬁer. Because cﬂeqo down, 1 didn’t welcome any new
Eeginnings in my ﬁfe, 7 just wanted you back.

7 dreamt (f you once. 1 try now to recall every detail (f
that dream. The knot in my throat had gatﬁemf all the tears
in the world and my Eody was sﬁaEing‘ 7 could ﬁan{(y move. ‘1
couldnw’t walk and was goocf for notﬁing‘ In the dream you
looked at me as 1f 7 was the man you hated most on earth for
what 1 did to you. The look 1 saw in your eyes scared me and
made me fee[ haunted By my own seﬁ(. il fé(t you were sad,
upset with me, and 1 couldn’t ﬁncf any cure for my loneliness.
‘My heart ached, so real it fe[t. In the dream, aﬁ-er a while, the
distance between us and the rqproacﬁ in your eyes grew Eigger
and Bigger‘ 7t all turned fo&gy. 7 was mfriﬁec[ -7 knew you
were there, wanted to get closer to you but the distance between

us was not aﬁ’minisﬁing.
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7 woke up with a broken heart because 1 knew that a
part of this }Jain, from what 1 feﬁ.‘ in the dream, foumf Ja[ace
in your heart a while ago. 1 don’t know lf you still fee[ hurt
now, but as for myseﬁf A, 1 am aware that 1 caused you }min.
And 1f 7 couldn’t see this cﬁaar[y then, as 7 should have, it was
onfy because 1 was equa[@ as hurt.

There were times when 1 wanted to tmnsfer in your
heart every cell of my own heart so you would fee[ the pain
you caused me too. On[y imagining c[oing this was so scary it
would make me gmwﬁd to fife for not a[fowing me to do it. It
would have been rewifying to know you would go tﬁrougﬁ
sometﬁing [ike that, even 1f
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Chapter 8
Desire

you are stronger tﬁan 7 am.

Dear A, 1 am com}aﬂaw@ mad. ’.My feet are Ee}ot on the
grouncf on[y By the tenderness and love of the yeqyﬂz 7 hold
dear in my heart. Losing you made me realise how important
it is that 1 Eeey these }aeoyfe close to me. But the empty ]oface
[osing you [eﬁ in me cannot be ﬁ’[fec{ Ey anyone else on earth.
When 1 say that there is no one like you 1 am }m)ﬁaﬁfy
stating the most valuable truth in this letter.

“7 think 1 have faﬂén il ﬁ’om missing you.”
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Yes, 1 miss You. 1 miss you in the moming, 1 miss you
in the c[ayn’me. In the evening. At m’gﬁt In the sym’ng, in the
summer, in the autumn and in the winter. 1 miss you when 1
am happy and when 1 am sad, when 1 either get enthusiastic
or afraicf @( sometﬁing. 1 miss you all the time because you
were my haven. ?lway ﬁom you, with every step 9 take 11 fee[ 1
am fa[fing into an aEyss of memories. And 1 miss you even
more. 1 miss the joy cf our conversations, the smile cf your well
Eeing, the tmnqui[ity qf our [ong walks, the way we shared
everything, the balance between reality and dream we used to
Eeep. That balance would eventua[fy veer towards dream as we

both lived every moment with such inwnsity and feft ﬁ;ﬁﬂécf
5y the fact that we had both cgajoearecf in each other’s ﬁﬁ.

You [efr and took everytﬁing good in my [ifa You &zﬁ
me only my memories with in you 1 can still find happiness,
even wcfay, stranger, when 1 falf in my tﬁougﬁts, [ike a child,
with an empty gaze, without Eeing able to or even interested to
see or hear anytﬁing around me. 1 co[@ase [ike that in an
endless vacuum, in a Jaain which has notﬁing [eﬁ to squeeze
out cf me. And that’s how 1 ﬁnd peace, in our past, in the
reality of those moments we had both experienced. The regret
that Yyou are no fonger ﬁy my side Eeejos upsetting me, but
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someﬁow, you manage even ﬁom cfar to Ering me comfort

with your smile from the yicture we took when we ﬁ’rst met.

We smiled so much togetﬁer‘ 1 feea[ oﬁ the memories qf
our smiles. 1 quencﬁ my thirst with them. Tﬁey Eeeja me warm
in the winter, and cool in the summer. ﬂﬁey ﬁeﬁo me sﬂegp. You
give me strengtﬁ. fvery time 1 look ahead with conﬁdénce,
every moment 17 stand up determined, ﬁopgﬁd, towards my
survival, it is down to you and 7 will be eterna[fy gmwﬁd to
you for that.

Now that you are far away from me, com]o[ewfy
disconnected, do you ever fee[ the urge to contact me? The
desire to talk to me? To take a walk with me to try and come to
terms tﬁrougﬁ a discussion? Even 1f on[y for a second? flf 7
didn’t write this letter to you, would you ever look for me?

'Jf you missed me [ike 1 miss you, you would run in a
heart beat to me, to come see 1f 1 am cfoing ﬁne. 7 know this
because 1 get this im}au[se every cfay. ‘Jf 7 could, 7 would
launch with _power of my mind a message written in sﬁiny
letters all the way up to a twinﬁfing star and then pray for
you to look at that same point of love in the sky. My message
would ref[ect itseg[ in your eyes. You would read it with your
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heart and rq:[y... 7 don’t know how to communicate at this
level but 1 know that 1f 9 could do it, you would ﬁmf a way to

come to me.

1 miss you and 1 would keep telling you this for ever. 1
loved and continue to love every minute ‘1 spent with you,
every date we had, every message we sent each other, every [ine
we wrote to each other, every embrace we comfortec[ or made
each other ﬁay}oy with. 1 loved every word you said and every
feefing you made me fee[ 1 éejot all these in my heart as the
most valuable gifr ﬁfe ever gave me.

7 would [ike to get close to you. One evening, when you
would be out with your girfﬁ’iend% or when you would take a
walk enjoying the cool air caressing your skin and moving
your hair ﬁgﬁt[y. 7 would [ike to get so close to you that 1
could see you eyes, but somehow without you seeing me. From
a safe distance, close enougﬁ to fee[ you are a[m’gﬁt 7 would
like to see that what 1 did to you had not cﬁcmgecf you.
Because, my dear, when }Jeoyfe go tﬁrougﬁ a break up [ike
ours, }Jeoy[e get hurt Eacf[y. And suﬁfem’ng cﬁcmges us in ways
we could not }aossiﬁfy imagine. We become... cﬁﬁ‘erent
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?lﬁw you feﬁ, the pain 1 fe['t inside killed my soul and
sfowfy, aﬁ[ectec[ my Eocfy; time couldn’t heal the wound, on(y
made it a tiny bit better. And neither will the time to come
succeed to remove you from my heart or exu’nguisﬁ the ﬁre qf
all regrets that burn me every c{ay and every m’gﬁt 7 will not
allow the ﬁAture to make me forget you and 1 know that this
will never ﬁa}o}aen.

You cﬁangecf me Ey giving me strengtﬁ. Aa strengtﬁ
hard to exp[ain, because you need to have it in the ﬁrst Joface
in order to understand. It’s a strengtﬁ which makes you
understand that notﬁing can beat Yyou.

‘Tbcfay, cfarfing A, 1 miss you more than ever Eefore. 1
fee[ [ike 7 am in an oyjaressive desert and don’t know how to

65661}96‘

7 wake up and remember the mornings when the ﬁrst
tﬁing we did was pfan the c[ay ahead qf us. And when 1 was
over the moon with ﬁcyopiness when we [augﬁecf [ike crazy and
were content with ﬁfe’s Beauty. We [ike [ooEing in each other’s
eyes and cfiscovering another human Being who looked Just
[ike us and resonated with us. Another being in whose presence

eacﬁ OJCUS féﬂ' gOOd: 71 miss tﬁat now tﬁat you are gone. Llj:e
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ﬁas cﬁangeafits rﬁytﬁm 1 (OOE arouncfme chsee]?e(y[e waﬂi,
[augﬁ, qucmfe[, meet aﬂd’ 1 rea[ise ﬁOW mucﬁ tﬁings ﬁa\/e

cﬁangec{ for me too. What an im})act your ﬁeaw’ng had on me!

After so much distress, after so much of my life lived
Before 7 met you, there is notﬁing 1 ﬁnc[ more aﬁﬁcuft; the
pain of a ﬁfe without you 1 foum{ the hardest tﬁing to take
because 1 had faﬂén for you [ike a tﬁirsty man would run to a
spring. Even the ﬁcyoe you migﬁt come back to me somecfay
hurts. My heart desires, from time to time, mere[y one moment
of happiness, my eyes, your smile, my heart, an embrace. 1

won’t EHOW HOW to acceyt tﬁem wﬁen anaftfyou ever come

back.

Then my mind urges me to write to you or to do
sometﬁing in that direction. Some cfays, 1 manage to write
down a thought, a feeling. Other days, 1 postpone writing
afwgetﬁer Because it would become even more yainﬁd There
are (fays when 1 fee[ 7 cannot breathe because qf the pain. And
then there are cfays when 1 am g[cwf to see 1 can ﬁncf in me the
strengtﬁ to smile at a sunvise. 1 smile on(y at the tﬁougﬁt that
this is what 1 would do 1f you had been By my side.
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The time of _postponing writing this letter has ]oassecf 1
am writing it now. And this Erings me comfort. ‘Because 1 was
a[ways honest with you and this is what 1 am c[oing at this
moment too. On[y wcfay, some (yf the truth hurts.

How have you been? You know 1 afways tﬁougﬁt
ﬁigﬁfy of you and didn’t want you to get hurt, ever. Al 1 did
came ﬁom my wish to make you as ﬁcgopy as we were on our
ﬁrst evening tvgetﬁer when 1 fe(t 50 ﬁa}of)y Ey your side,
gmwﬂf to my c{estiny for Eringing you my way.

7 would [ike to fee( peace between us, once again. 1
would [ike to kiss your cheek and touch your delicate skin once
again, to fee[ enm}oturec( ﬁy your innocence, one more time. ‘1
would [ike to know that you are the same and to unburden
myseg[, to stop [iw’ng with the fear that 1 Jestroyeaf you Eeyoncf
repair or that 1 took a piece of you that you could never
re]aface.

1 Eegan to fee[ the urge to take new steps. Listening to
my intuition, a smile starts to sﬁa})e up in the corner cf my
heart when 1 would pray for another cfay with You... 7
overcame so many hardships, 17 am amazed 1 can still hold

this pen n my hand rigﬁt now.

143



Octavian Finaru

“When sometﬁing doesn’t work as it should, 1 think about

”»

you.

So much time has }mssec[ Ey..‘ my memories (f you
seem to be ﬁom another [iféu'me. The cfays 7 fee[ [ike 1 am
about to die because of how much 1 miss you, 1 close my eyes,
and relive every moment, one By one. ‘Jf you had been a song,
7 would sing you in my loneliness. The sad truth is that 7 am
not in solitude. The ocean is mere[y the space 1 chose to write
to you. It is in my mind and in my heart. It is the Jo[ace 1
isolated myseﬁf in, the (fay you broke up with me. You see,
notﬁing is on my side apart from the [igﬁt breeze which joins
me when 1 go for a walk and think about you. When 1 am
sad, 1 do the same tﬁing and fim’sﬁ my walk with the image of
your face smiﬁng in my mind. 1 can’t cry qﬁ‘er that, 1 on[y
get tears of emotion in my eyes and my whole body shivers.

7 would like to tell you that you should fee[ remorse for
how you treated me, so 1 can move on, but your smile is

enougﬁ. 7 can’t ﬁa\/e any ﬁarcffee[ingsfor you.

Do you believe 1 somehow had a hunch that you would
leave? 1 told you so many times that 1 didn’t want you to
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cﬁ’sa}a}aear on me, 1 Eeggeaf you to stay next to me and you
}Womisecf me that you were going to be my }Oiﬁar no matter
what.

There were c[ays when 1 could onfy look around me,
}mssive[y, 7 would anafyse what was going on, and observe all
the subtle tﬁings. That’s how 1 started to understand what
made me sad and what made me ﬁa}o})y. And 1 realised that 1
couldn’t make peace with loneliness. Loneliness made my
cﬁajmfession escalate to extreme[y ﬁigﬁ levels. 1 had this knot in
my throat for c(ays on end. 1 wanted to cry. 1 would cry but
that would not do me any gooc[

7 needed someone Ey my side. So 1 relied on you again.
You cured me up to the point 1 managecf to survive. ?ainﬁJ
ﬁgﬁt for survival, but even so... 1 survived. In my memories
with you, that’s where 1 found my cure. T would close my eyes
and confess to you how much it hurt. 7 would tell you that 1
am sad and that 7 am sorry. 1 didw’t know what to do in that
situation and again, 7 asked you. In my imagination. And 1
would stay for minutes there, [ooéing for the words you would
tell me. There were Jays when 1 would immecfiate[y know what
your response would be and then, other times, 1 would fa[(
as(ee}o with you in mind. fvery c[ay, however, without
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€XC€’P1'[0H, you sootﬁec[ my }Jain as WUCFL as you COU(C{; ﬁom

where you were stuck in my imagination.

7 knew you would have comfom’ng words to tell me.
And that’s how 1 would fill my heart with happiness, knowing
that you are somewhere, far away, but if you could come to
me, you would give me strengtﬁ to carry on. 1 would thank
God that you exist and that 1 had you came into my fife. You
were there for e, genuine, maéing me have cfeqp fee[ings, and
gi\/ing me strengtﬁ. In my tﬁougﬁts, you were still ﬁofcfing me

n your arms...

7 dreamt of you last m’gﬁt You were again, Ey my
side. You looked so ﬁapyy... ?lftﬁougﬁ 71 was afmicf that you
migﬁt be a dream, 1 wasn'’t scared that you will disa})})ear.
The moments we had tvgetﬁer was all that mattered. 1
couldn’t think of anything else. 1 enjoyed us being together. 1
fe[t 7 was one with you. We were togetﬁer and all our
memories came alive in my dream. 1 was content and relaxed
in a way no one else had ever made me fee[ .‘Everytﬁing
around us was moving at unimaginaﬁfe syeec(, but the two of
us, hand in hand, seemed to live all moments in one. And you
were Ey my side, again‘ ﬂﬁw missing you so much, qﬁ?r
crying for you, 1 fe[t your heart near mine. You looked at me
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and breathed figﬁtfy next to me, ﬁa}:}ay to Ering me joy agm’n,
stranger! 1 relived the most Eeauuﬁ[ and intense fee(ing
Jaossiﬁfe. To be with you fe[t like 1 was covered By a

comfortaﬁﬁz, warm E[cmket qf[ove.

ﬂ-[onestfy, the more 1 looked at you, the more 1
understood that notﬁing is more valuable to me than Eeing
next to you. 1 feﬂ‘ your }m(m ﬁofcfing my heart, 1 ﬁzﬁ‘ you
ﬁncfing yourse& in me. You rested your head on my chest and
7 embraced you with all my Eeing. You were [ooking for me,
‘putting your face next to mine. Those cheeks that made you
exy[ode with ﬁajo}ainess at the start (f our re[au’onsﬁijo. 7 could
fee( your sqfr hair on my neck, ﬁa}o}aify caressing me. We
didn’t need words. We knew each other very well and knew we
had both missed and cherished each other as much. You
stayed [ike that, in my arms, t(l dawn, [igﬁu’ng me up with
your [igﬁt. Innocent, sensitive and equa[(y }oowerﬁd soul, you
are the most woncferﬁJ tﬁing that ever ﬁa}o}oened to me. Your
gaze, afways sﬁim’ng. Your embrace, a(ways comforﬁng. Your
smile, aﬁvvays sootﬁing. Q\fotﬁing shadowed the peace, J’oy and
ﬁajojoiness we breathed in our communion. 1 loved your [augﬁ,
u’ny Jocma(a, and the comfort we both found in each other’s
arms. You were for ever cﬁarming and kind. In each other’s

arms, 7 caressea[yourface. Wefeft we ﬁacf come to terms Wlfﬁ

147



Octavian Finaru

everytﬁing. Now 1 am awake. Obedient, 1 am Waiu’ng for the

dawn. We had met again in our world.

So much time }mssecf Ey and 1 still miss you, my dear.
1 miss you in every moment that has been passing since you
went out of my ﬁﬂ. But 1 fee[ 1 miss you these c[ays more
than ever Eefore. Tve been tﬁinﬁing about you with ﬂigﬁer

im?msity than ever Eefore.

7 haven’t given you up. In the times when 1 fee[ [one[y,
sad or content - as content as 1 can feel without you, 7 close
my eyes and think of you. 1 see your smile and all the
moments we lived wgerﬁer. And those moment are ﬂﬁ cf jov,
but tﬁey are too short because sucfc[en[y the pain overwhelms
me when 1 come back to rea[ity, and release that my dreams
will never come true, will never ﬁmf their embrace. You are far

awayfrom me, (11’16( Tam StUCE n tﬁatfar away [ana(.

7 would [ike to dream of you every m’gﬁt and to make
the dream last the entire cfay, to léeego it imyrintecf in all my
senses when 1 wake up, in all the steps 1 take tﬁrougﬁ the cfay,
until 1 go back to sfeep and meet you again. My [ife, a[tﬁougﬁ
an illusion, would be so Beauu’ﬁtf ‘Because notﬁing that
ﬁa}a}oens on this earth matters 1f 7 am not surrounded By your
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presence, yﬁysica(fy. 7 would [ike, that whatever ﬂasﬂ 1
remember from my dream most c(ear(y, to be the one 1 had in

ﬁ’OTlf 0)( my eyes every time 1 E[mE

“Do you know how 1 start Sﬁaﬁing at the tﬁougﬁt of

seeing you? Tam Joure(y going insane.”

There are so many cfays when 1 get the impression 1
see You. When 1 am in a ccyfe, take the metro cross the street, 1
open my eyes wide to see ff it’'s you 1 am seeing. From a
distance, the illusion is quick to enter my soul, which starts to
shiver with anticipation at the tﬁougﬁt you are on[y a few
steps away, close enougﬁ for me to call your name. So 1 get
closer as 1 want to make sure that it is not you and that it is
all in my head. But my sensitivity when 1 think about you
has grown so much that 11 Eeey staring, as 1f in a shock, at the
illusion that is so close to me, that in two or three steps would
be so near that 1 could stretch out my hand and touch it. But
71 never fo[fow that im}m[se. 71 just Eega watcﬁing for a few
seconds, sometimes more than a few, trying to take in every
inch of that person’s face until 1 ﬁnaﬂy realise what is rea[fy
ﬁaypening. 7 miss you so mucﬁ, my cﬁzar, that the gaze 7 hold
at the sight of those women who have some of the features that
remind me of you 1is mere[y a manifestau’on (gf ﬁope. 7 don’t
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dare to ﬁ(ye that ﬁna(fy you would appear Ey my side, even
uninmnu’ona[fy. M, 1 cannot raise my ﬁoyes S0 ﬁigﬁ. But 1
can ﬁope that you would be somewhere, in my w’cim’ty‘ And
even tﬁougﬁ we it fee[s S0 far, we both [ive our [ives in the same
corner of the universe. In the end, 1 realise that this is a the
reafity. We live in the same city aﬁw all, &syit‘e my attempts
to isolate myseg in the middle qf the ocean, where norﬁing can

disturb the memories 1 have made with you.

The truth is that 1 actua[ry ﬁqpe it isn’t you. When 1
think 1 see you in a crowd, my mind skips over my strong
desire to meet you again. The fear and weakness overwhelm
me as 1 start asﬁing myseg[ what it is that 7 would tell you
ﬁ’rst and how 1 could stay clear in my head when my heart
would beat uncontro[faﬁfy fast

Beyond this truth, 1 very often look for your face full
of love amongst the ye(yﬁz 7 meet when 1 take a walk. le you
would [ike to see me again too, mayﬁe cﬁzstiny would Jofot
somehow to make us meet. Who knows, mayﬁe it can make it
ﬁajojaen..‘ and mayﬁe it will do Just that when we both need

each other again‘
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7 asked you once what we would do 1f someone or
sometﬁing would get in our way and tear us apart. Your
answer was reassuring, made me smile and comfortecf me, as
a[ways. 7 would like to believe you meant it and tﬁat, yutting
behind us the reality of our separation, they were not empty
words to you, back then.

1 fe[f ill, so much 1 missed you, so yainﬁt[ it was and
still is.

7 am not at all rea(fy to let time heal my wound, even
1f it could. But it wouldn’t be able to do it! Because 1 am
driven Ey my reason, my will and my emotions. Cf 7 ever came
your way again, no circumstance could give me the time 4
would need to tell you everytﬁing 7 feef So wﬁy would 1 invest
my ﬁope in that?

You mean too much to me for me to leave you behind. 1
sometimes wonder what my ftfe would look [ike roc[ay, ﬁve
hundred afays since we last saw each other. Would you have
still been with me? 1 know tﬁings were diﬁ(ezrent. 1 miss you
terriﬁfy.'

1 tﬁougﬁt your mission was to be my }oiﬂar in my (ife,
but now 1 sometimes think that it was quite the opposite. You
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came into my ftfe because you needed to evolve, you were at
the start of a new journey here and tﬁings couldn’t have been
better for you. 7 am tﬁerefore guiﬁy. 7 should have known
better. Back tﬁen, 9 should have known better!

How stmnge.' The suﬁ(ering 7 went tﬁrougﬁ when you
[efr was inﬁm’wfy Eigger than the one you soothed when you

came into my ﬁfe...
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Reliabilit

cmcfat tﬁe same n'me, macﬂe mefee[so gOOd:

Oh, dear A, how quicﬁ(y time f[ies when 1 write to
You... 1 face Fast, without fooéing G[irectfy into the Efazing
sun. 1 take my pen and _paper, and pour my fee(ings down
with the ink that starts cfmwing sﬁa}oes and colour on my way
to your heart. And when 1 look up to the sﬁy, 7 realise many

sunsets ﬁave 301’16 6y

A few afays ago, 7 searched the c[e}otﬁs (f the sea and
the [ine where the sﬁy meets the ocean, ﬁ(ying for another “one
more time”, and remembered our ﬁrst embrace. And all the

ones cyﬁw that. And an embrace is so short, rea[fy. 7 would
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[ike to give you a ﬁug that could last for etm’m’ty, as a sign of
gmtitucfe for all you made me experience, and so that we could
fee[ it for ever, to comfort our souls everywﬁere and anyu’me,

wﬁerever we WO‘M[C[gO.

That way we would both be the most Jarivifegec[ of all
peqpfe in this universe, for we would enfigﬁwn our souls with
the fm’encﬁﬁi}o that bonds us, and we would know now that
there is no harm in that. Silence surrounds us, and we on(y
have each other, whenever we would need comfort or want to
share a happy moment we lived that day. It would all be so
simyﬁe. 7 would be ﬁa}a}ay. 1 am sure you would [like that too;
when you read my tﬁougﬁts in this letter, 7 would [ike you to

fee[no remorse cmc[nopain.

And notﬁing would ever compare to this eternal
embrace. We would know that there will never be a time when
we wouldn’t be togetﬁer, come tears and smiles, ﬁmfing
notﬁing too cﬁﬁcu[t, emEarmssing or ridiculous to share. The
abandonment in this embrace would serve us both as support
in all our endeavours in the ﬁfe ahead cf us. 1 know 1 hurt
you and this made us both behave inajojoro}oriaw[y, trying to
protect myself and not to lose each other. 1 would like for us to
be able to put all that pain and the un]ofeasant memories
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behind us; to hold on to the goo«f tﬁings we had, and both fee(

no remorse, no secrets ancfno nega’a’vity Eetween us.

Seated in this armchair from our past, 1 started to write to
you. 1 wonder when and how T will get rid (f this nigﬁtmare.
Of the unrest that haunts me whenever 1 think (f what 1 did
to you. Of the ﬁigﬁtﬁA( memory 1 still have. Of the air 1
breathed when you [eft me.

Dearest A,

will you forgive me? We live in a world, a time, a space, a
society and context in which we do tﬁings sometimes we cannot
understand ourselves. In this regarcf, 7 know that 1 was
wrong. But sometimes our mistakes come ﬁom a gooc[ y[ace.
We were both too seﬁ%ﬁ to see that.

1 was wrong to think that 1 knew more than you did. 1
didn't give you the credit you showed me you deserved. 1
should have known better. Now 1 realise that my gomf
intention had no value without the m’gﬁt actions. 1 understand
that onfy now, as well as the fact that you needed someone to
have faitﬁ n you back then. 1 did it unconcfiu’ona[[y. But

someﬁow an instinctﬁom tﬁe }9(151' maaﬁz me want w}orotect
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Yyou. 7 didn’t show you that as you deserved. There is no use
now in asEing myseﬁf wﬁy 7 did it. Even 1f you would [ike to

ﬁa\/e an answer. Wﬁat rea[fy matters is tﬁat 7T was WTO?’lg.

7 see it all c(ear[y now and 1 Eeg you to forgi\/e me. T was a
foof not to listen to you. You see, now you know 1 am not as
“gofdén” as you used to tell me. 1 am not }mfect and 1 fee[ 1
had not been so wrong in my entire ﬁfe as 1 was in how 1

666&\/66[11) you.

At some point, 1 told myself that it’s time to move on, no
matter what 1 do, no matter how many afays pass without
tﬁinEing of you. T am so sorry that 1 hurt you and made you
suﬁfer. Apart from our memories, this letter afways holds my
request to forgi\/e each other, my ﬁcyoe that we can smile at
each other again, as 1 believe we can do this togetﬁer, For us,

6{6(11" A an emﬁmce (ZfOMT' ﬁearts wi((ne\/er come too [aw‘

7 am tired qf waiting. You, 1 am certain of this now more
than ever, will never look for me. And even 1f you would ever
do, we should not leave tﬁings unsaid. 1 don’t know... 1 am
sencﬁ’ng you this letter because of that.
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7 need to let you know that you meant everytﬁing to me,
you were the space in which 1 ﬁmcu’oneaf ﬁdfy, the time in
which 1 [ived, my dream and my strengtﬁ to Eeep ﬁgﬁu’ng, my
ﬁope and my impu(se to Eee}o cfreaming, my Joi[[ar which
inﬁxsea( me with oyu’mism. You were my joy, my tear, my
every emotion. 1 know. 1 know that that dream was too
Eeauuﬂf to ever turn into reafity but 1 cannot stop ﬁoying
that we will smile again, in the name cf all the times we lived

1'0861'661".

And that we will hold each other u’gﬁt ‘Jf Yyou cannot get
over sometﬁing, yfease tell me. s there cmytﬁing 7 could do to
be part of your ﬁfe again? Teqpfe say that time heals all
wounds. But that is not true in our case. 1 am still acﬁing,
whilst you.. 1 tried to get in touch with you a vear cgrﬂzr we
broke up. 1 didw’t hear anytﬁing back from You...

7 know that it migﬁt seem far fetcﬁec[, but it was you who
made me invincible in the ﬁrst pface. 1 fe[t your }min, 1
breathed the bitter tears you condemned me to, and now 1 ﬁze[
much stronger and unbreakable. 'We usua[fy give our most
valuable tﬁings without 6eing aware we are cfoing it. Mayﬁe

you didn’t even mean to give me so much, so many feelings,

amftﬁen fﬁlS Strengtﬁ.,. Eut you djld’
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Don’t ever allow anyone to tell you that you are inca}aaﬁfe
cf dbing sometﬁing.' illnytﬁing! Stay away ﬁom those yeopfe!
‘mey advise you so because tﬁey are incayaﬁ[e of cfoing that
tﬁing themselves. ‘Jﬁey are afmicf that you migﬁt succeed and
that tﬁey would be (eﬁ behind. ﬂnwnu’ona[@ or not... But you
are ca}oaﬁﬁz! You will a[ways be, no matter what tﬁing you
migﬁt want to achieve. 1 know you that well. 1 can see that in
you. Please believe me. Count on yourseﬁf with all your migﬁt

7 have been taléing no action for a [ong time now. 1 didn’t
write to you..‘on[y fmm time to time 1 would write you
messages on a piece (f paper, fo[c[ it and then Joface it under
my }Ji(fow Eefore going to sfee}a. n ﬁqpe that 1 would dream of
you. Do you have any idea how womfmﬁ( and cherished a
dream can be when the woman your heart holds in its greatest
esteem, is no [onger near you? That cﬁanges the rea[ity.
Although an illusion, that dream has power over you. 1 had a
dream in which 1 had to ﬁgﬁt for you. You seemed absent as
determined... It was so painfu[, 7 woke up fee[ing grumpy. You
looked cmnoyecf that 1 showed up, and cfespite my wasted
attem})ts to talk to you, 9 didn’t want to wake up. That dream
feft me er, emo’a’onaﬂy as well as Joﬁysicaﬁy, and still... at
least 7 was with you. A few meters away from you. At least 1
got to see you...
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There are so many hints 1 never managec[ to tell you. So
many stories, so many tﬁings 71 went tﬁrougﬁ, and taugﬁt me
lessons 1 believe you could have learnt from too.

CBefore 1 met you, [iﬁa had taken me down many diﬁ%rent
Joatﬁs. 7 loved, smiled, suﬁmf, won, lost, understood, learnt,
rebelled, 1 was ﬁa})}ay, incﬁﬁcerent, involved, ignomnt, loved,
a}a})faucfe(f, scolded, 7 said ‘thank you’, 1 rq’ectecf, Eegged’ and

cried...

And yf we never meet again 7 know Tl Suﬁ:er, but 1 want
that at least one small joom'on (f the tﬁings 9 learned, to ﬁncf
their way to Yyou. Lﬁ comes with Jaain and inevitaﬁfy, with
ﬁarcfsﬁljos. Had 1 been By your side, 1 would stand as your
Jm'[Tar of strengtﬁ, in every moment, but ﬁom the distance this
ocean puts between us, 1 can on[y reach you tﬁrougﬁ these

words.

7 have a[ways seen ﬁqpe as a goocf tﬁing, }aerﬁa}as the best
tﬁing of all. When we are sad, we ﬁope to solve our }Jroﬁfems, to
overcome our obstacles, to see the [igﬁt at the end of the tunnel.
We look for haven in the heart of someone close to us. We look
for a pillar. In its vicinity we feel good, comforted, motivated,
and then ﬁa}a})y. When we get &e})fy cﬁsa}o}aoint‘ed, on the
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other hand, we are (eﬁ without ﬁcyae. In such moments, do not
déspair Keep calm and accept rﬁings as tﬁey come because
tﬁings are meant to ﬁajojoen that way. Do not rebel and wait
to see where the new }oatﬁ takes you. Being rebellious can be
physically harmful. People will tell you that hope never dies,
that it is the last one to die or that it is accejotaﬁﬁz not to ﬁ(yoe
any fonger. Don’t get conﬁisecf. Keep the ﬂame of ﬁoye [it for
ever. Even 1f pain fee[s unbearable. A [igﬁt will show itsegf to

you wﬁen you [east exyect 1:1', ancfwﬁen you neecfit most.

1 like to believe that there are no problems, but only
obstacles in ﬁﬁ. The moment you say the word “problem”, the
cﬁ’ﬁi’cuﬁy seems to somehow increase, a solution becomes
necessary and that is not a[ways easy to ﬁmf or to assemble. 1
know that obstacles can be overcome. Three tips: determination,
el%rt and time. ‘mey oﬁm appear in our [ife under cﬁﬁérent
shapes - inner obstacles or job-related obstacles. When you are
motivated Ey your emotional side, you will figﬁt Jaassionaw(y
in order to achieve your purpose. Have you ever asked
yourseﬁf how success comes when it does? Because you don’t
stop until you get it, because you've a[ways wanted it and you

had a strong motivation.
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A sense qf a@fencfing what fs n’gﬁt and what is true is
cfeey[y rooted in our consciousness. The m’gﬁt tﬁing to do is to
remain oEjecu’ve. A Man, with cayim[ M, is someone who has
the strengtﬁ to stand Ey what is m’gﬁt whenever needed. A true
friend is the one who slaps you when you need to wake up to
reafity. Other }oe(yoﬂz’s bad intentions will _poison the spring (f
goocfness that comes from you, will harm you without aséing
for cmytﬁing, not even in a pragmatic sense. 1 remember when
you put yoursegc in an uny[easant situation in order to
protect someone who was mean to you. 7 am rea[fy [ucéy that

1 have met you, my sweet Edelweiss..

joyﬁA( moments, collected and jorowctecf, are u’ny tﬁings
that contribute to our ﬁa}o})iness rﬁrougﬁ the Eeauuﬂ[ feefings
we [ive when we give birth to dear memories. In the cfays to
come, Ering Jofenty of joy to your dear ones. Be it with a word,
a card, a book, a compliment, a suggestion. The happiness you
Bm’ng to others will come back to you. Your cheeks will hurt
with all the (augﬂs you will faugﬁ.

Where are you ever worried? Yes, 1 know... You didn’t
know what was going on with someone you cared about once.
You didn't know 1f what your Jo(cm would work and so on.

Such moments are bearable but sometimes u’m’ng and Jaainﬁif
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and tormenting. The more involved you are, the Eigger the
worry gets, until you reach the point it migﬁt fee[ you are out
cf breath. Stress can reach such ﬁigﬁ levels that you migﬁt ﬁze[
every c{rojo of energy is Being squeezeo[ out qf you, that our
[iving space closes in on you and you want to break free. Look
for a haven then, for a foyaf support. Loya[ty will be
comfortmg.

Do you know what comfort fee[s [ike? :) Comfom'ng! 1
like to think we receive comfort as a reward for our gooof
intentions, our noble thoughts and active involvement. Same
as with the smile, comfort is Erougﬁt Ey that someone who
stands Ey us unconcﬁdonaﬁy. That someone who knows us
better than we know ourselves. It is vital that we Eega our
Jm'[Tm close. No matter how lost, alarmed, stressed, scgm’ca[ or
ﬁoyeﬁt[ you fee[, your yi[far would a[ways appear. In its
presence, everything will work better, sadness would not last

[ong, Joossiﬁfy would even pass By unnoticed.
Us meeting was yrecfestinec[for both of us. ‘It is

important not to lose the support, and 1)( we get lost on our
way, we owe it to our [ife to do all in our power to get it back.
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“To stand Ey someone” means you need to support
your yi[far when it needs ﬁeﬁ), a ﬁug, a smile, a kind word or
comfort. Or all cf them at the same time. 1 could write a whole
book about my Joiﬁar of strengtﬁ.' She [igﬁts up the darkness,
turns tears into smiles, calms the tempest, turns despair into
reason. She can be oﬁjecu've and suﬁjective at them same time.
She is generous and gmteﬁA[ when she receives, hard to
inﬂuence, stancfing tall when tﬁings get tvugﬁ,.. all these and
many more. It is ﬁea[tﬁy to have a Jai[far-sou[, that we could
share everytﬁing with, tell the truth without ﬁic{ing, admit to
every good thing we did as well as to any mistake we regret.
Uncensored communication, with no boundaries, is useﬁJ

onfy when it is mutual and freefy accqamf on both sides.

We mre[y fee( ecstatic and most of the times, we
understand ecstasy aﬁw it has }msseaf Tt is ﬁa}apiness [ived
with such intensity that we cannot comprehend. Happiness
leaves c[eejo memories that will [ive forever in our hearts. It is

o) good to be able to smile anytime, even without reason.

Like when you would drink a cmnﬁewy tea, for
exam}afe‘.. Do you know what 1 mean or am 1 ﬁving na
Jaamﬂé( rea(ity? ‘Jf you can ﬁ’m{ yourseg( in my words, then

that’s a sign that you're a super Gemini! )
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Do you know that moment when someone tells you “q
smiledl” ? It is averwﬁe[ming! No... ’U}ﬂﬁ'fting! Q\fo, 7 don’t
think the word to describe that fee[ing exists. Thank you!

Each of use goes through moments when we feel stuck,
or haunted Ey uncertainties, or put to aﬁﬁcuft tests which can
either cfestroy or consolidate a refationsﬁi}a. %eing involved, we
strong[y fee[ the desire to repair the situation. No one can
blame us for wanting to make tﬁings better. We have to fincf
the way to marry the clam and _patience with c{espair and
uncertainty. When we succeed in doing that we become

invincible. Do not give u}a! 1 didn’t...

Now 1 know the reason wﬁy 7 a})}aearecf in your ﬁfe: to
cherish you, to hold you, to look aﬁ'er you, to learn to be a
better man and to stand By you whenever you would need
someone to rely on. 1 kept asking you to be my support
because 1 feft small and weak aﬁw all 1 had been tﬁrougﬁ, but
you needed me J’ust as much, A. 1 had foun(f my }a(ace - to be
your sweet haven, to protect you and to [isten to you when you
wanted to be yourseﬁf when you needed to give up all your
_power and talk free[y, to [augﬁ or to cry. That’s what 1 was

meant to be.
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During those days 7 got to ﬁncf out a lot about you. 1
went tﬁrougﬁ a Eeauuﬂ[ time when 1 got to know you for real
and to fee[ 7 was cfiscovering you, and then, to make you smile.
Or who knows, mayﬁe 1 ﬁarﬂy got to discover who you were
in our times together. And 1 only got to know you in the
yainﬁif moments. And the time when 1 will discover you for
real will on(y come qﬁ?r you ﬁm’sﬁ reaaﬁ’ng this letter. You do
know what ﬁope is, don’t you? Mine is mere[y for you to read
this letter. Then, to choose wise(y, with kindness, 1f you are
going to write back.

“The smile is the rainbow (f our tears, the exyression (f
the ﬁa}:}ainess and emotions which overwhelm us. Genuine,
real, Eeauuﬁ[ and ﬁa})})y. That’s how you ﬁ[f my heart with
ﬁajojoiness.”

People say that the feelings that hurt are beneficial for
us, they make us understand that whatever is at their core
really matters to us. 1 didn’t need to ache so much. 1 knew
how much you meant to me right from the start. The final
désign was in your hands on[y and 1 believe that is what hurt
more than the actual break up - the way it unfolded, your
choice. Honesty could have been so useful. Our commitment. 1

fe(t scared for a fong time. ‘1 Eejot post}ooning this moment. But
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wafay 1am ena[ing my fear. 7 decided to listen to my instinct,

tﬁe same instinct tﬁat macfe you [0\/6 me ancftﬁen, ﬁat‘e me.

7 loved you more than 1 loved my [ife‘ 7 will a[ways
stand Ey you whenever you need me. Our c[ays wgetﬁer were
woncferﬁt[. My embraces landed in your arms softfy. And 1
made the new shore in your (ife fee( close, we[coming and
intimate. Home... Like a foof, turned ujasicfe down By your
appearance, 1 cherished you. 1 cherish you now too, for all
that you are. You are not an illusion. You exist, A, without
pompous words, the most worthy of admiration, the most

tﬁm’ving and most loved gifr my [iﬁz has given me.

7 will a[ways tell you what 1 ﬁze( is good’ for You. Now
and a[ways the decision will be enu're[y yours. 1 will never
hide from you what 1 fee[ in my heart for you - eternal
gmu’tua[e to you and to your im}aufse.

7 fe(t 7 had everytﬁing when you were 6y my side. 1
knew it then and 1 received a conﬁrmation when you ﬁzft me. 1
locked mysegc in my own chamber. 1 saw how [one[y and how
cfistmugﬁt 7 was. You had reﬁesﬁecf my ﬁfe, you gave it [1fe,
do you understand? What you did to me was extmorc(inary.’

When 1 saw you, 7 fe(t S0 ﬁaﬂpy...
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You came at the n’gﬁt time in my ﬁfe ]’ust [ike an ange[.
It was unbelievable, but it fe[t (ike 1 knew you from the ﬁcyoes
1 never ﬁcyoe&f and the dreams 1 never dreamed.

The idea of A was deeply rooted in me. We gave each
other all that we had more Eeauuﬁ( in us to share. ﬂ-(aw’ng
ﬁigﬁ expectations, 1 gave you my ﬁoyes and my dreams, and 11
p[acecf myseg in your ya[m, just [ike this letter is cfoing now.

You, my precious and my c[ar(ing, took me, stroke me
and then blew over me, in your palms, plenty of happiness. 1
saw you. You took me. We enjoyecf each other, stranger. And
you yourezf extmoraﬁ’nary ﬁa}o})mess into my heart. This is

what makes you so special.
My dear,

At times we are not ﬁﬂy aware of the value of
sometﬁing we [ive, or qf a situation we ﬁncf ourselves in. We
are [iw’ng com})ﬁcatec[ times, and we risk to abandon the
values that surround us. We forget to focus on the })ecyo[e
around us. We get lost in }arojects, in Jorioriu’es. Until one cfay,
we realise a lot of time has gone by since we last had a

meaningﬁ[ conversation with a relative, or with a ﬁienc[
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When we stop and think, we see how, instead cf sﬁowing
admiration and gmu’tucfe to that _person, we syoﬁe to them
ﬁastify, ina temper, in a raised voice and, without meaning
to, we said words which were not true to what we fe[t And we
don’t get the chance to apologise.

When we get tired, we cannot even achieve our goafs
cmyﬁow. We have many un})rocfucn’ve moments, we Eeega
_postponing tﬁings for later, and when we see no results, we give
up. This is how months can go By, even years without
acﬁieving anytﬁing im}aortant in our [ives, for us or for
others. My dear, }afease ajojm’oacﬁ the tﬁings that matter to you
with commitment. f.lf you want to meet a target, work hard,
incessant[y, and don’t leave anyone else derail you. Laziness
and cﬁi[ﬁ’ng Bring us short [ived sau'sfacu'on. Remember, your
aim is to ﬁmf Joersona[ ﬁfﬁ[ment So ﬁeep marcﬁing on, reach
your targets and achieve happiness! Put your personal [ife
ahead of everytﬁing else. le you are ﬁajojoy and ﬂg:iﬂed
}Wofessionaﬂy, all other good rﬁings will sim}ofy come into your
ﬁfe. Don’t ever stop cfreaming. 7 didw’t do it either...

1 felt the strong urge to tell you this now that you are
far away fmm me. 1 ﬁoye you will cherish these words
someday.
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You have no idea how syeciaf you are! 1 got tot know
you, stmnger.' And let me tell one more time, you can achieve
anytﬁing you want! Don’t let anyone else tell you otherwise!
CPeoy[e will try to distract you from your Joatﬁ, for fear you
will leave them behind, and for fear you migﬁt be succeSSﬁA(
when tﬁey are not. So tﬁey try to make you doubt your choice,
Ey w(ﬁ’ng you it is not }Jossiﬁfe to achieve what you have in
mind, because tﬁey are the ones who ﬁncf it imyossiﬁﬁz. 7 got to
know you! When you y[cm to achieve sometﬁing, you do all
that it takes to succeed. And this is a power you need to hold

on to!

It seems that the world we are fiw’ng in has not ﬁdfy
baked. The events in a (fay, the situations we face, but mostfy
the }aecyoﬁe we encounter were either baked too [ittle or too much
in the mempﬁorica[ oven of ﬁfe. We want to cﬁange tﬁings, to
remove the burnt crust. Indeed it is difficult, but if something
is important enougﬁ to you, you need to invest the necessary
time and ﬁzeﬁ'ngs. We are Eeings run 6y reason, will and
emotion. chmy times, 1f we get involved in sometﬁing, our
word, deed, or action can cﬁange tﬁings for the better. Into
sometﬁing that is needed. iKnowing you, 1 am certain you will

know where the ﬁne [ine is.
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Look aﬁw yourse(f in moments like these. Sometﬁing
migﬁt seem to be worth your qﬁforts, but try not to harm
yoursegf. Don’t run away ﬁom _}91’06[61’715, face them. And
a(ways remember, you come ﬁrst. ‘J\ﬁ)tﬁing is ever more
valuable than your [ife, your health and your ﬁa}o}ainess‘
Protect yourseﬁ and the }9@0}9[@ around you. Become immure,
[ike you taugﬁt me too.

There will be times in your ﬁfe when nature will cause
exact[y the opjoosina to what you desire to ﬁa}a}aen You want to
achieve something, you fight to obtain it, but no one pays any
attention to you. Lacﬁing the love you are fooﬁing for, you fee[
you are fa[ﬁ’ng cfeeyer and c[ee}aer into a sadness that you ﬁncf
it cﬁﬁ:icu(t to come out cf You consider giw’ng up, because
everytﬁing around You seems to move so fast you fee[ you
cannot /éeejo up. The gooa( part is that you on[y need to do Just
one thing in order to succeed. Pure and simple, carry on.
Trust me! And do that with the same enthusiasm you fee(
when you achieve good tﬁings. When you fee( [ike you want to
say you've had enougﬁ, give yourseﬁf one more chance. Or give
that chance for my sake, ok? :) Take another step. ‘Mayﬁe it
will work this time round. Don’t let obstacles knock you down.

You are }oowmﬁf, So prove it to yoursegcl And never forget
that!
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Dear A, Eeing ﬁniproof doesn’t mean that there will
never be a ﬁre. So, when the ﬁre bursts, make sure You survive.
Tt migﬁt seem cﬁﬁcu[t but it is the on[y option wortﬁy of
Eeing chosen. That is on[y fair. Being apart had an impact on
us both. See us as the salt and pepper, glued together. Although
com}oﬁm[y cﬁ;ﬁerent, a[ways side Ey side. We need to stand By
each other, come rain or come shine. le you Jouﬁ the two apart,
afﬁzr tﬁey were g[uecf wgetﬁer, one or both of them will
cfamage. 7 went tﬁrougﬁ so much }min that 11 fee[ 7 cannot put
into words. And 1 don’t think you ached as much as 1 did, or
you would have done something. This thought is somehow
comfom’ng me. 1 couldn’t have lived with the tﬁougﬁt that 1
caused such d'eqp yain in you, aﬁzr all the smiles 1 had put on

yom’face.

9 cherished all the obstacles ﬁfe put my way. 7 knew
they were there to help me. So 1 never shied away from
sadness. But the pain that came aﬁ?r you (eﬁ, crushed me. It
killed me almost. It determined me to make wrong decisions
impossiﬁ(e to repair. 1 also st?z}a}aecf into that world which was
not at all ideal. Ideal was ever}/tﬁing 7 had lived with you
fmm the cfay you entered till the ofay you went out of my ﬁfe.
Our time wgetﬁer was ideal. ‘Aﬁer that, notﬁing appeafec[ to

me.
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Your words didn’t come to ﬁfe when you tﬁougﬁt them ,
nor did tﬁey die when you s_poEe them to me. On the contrary,
tﬁey came to (zfe cyrnr you said them. Then tﬁey would have
this _power over me, to either cheer me up or make me sad.
Although 1 feel like scolding you at times, 1 prefer to be wise
instead q( snappy or feisty, and simjo[y recount some @( our
situations. Our words reffect most of the times, our c[eqaest

feeﬁ’ngs. Use your words cawfu@, for rﬁey can either hurt or
Ering joy.

Perhaps not enough time has passed for us yet. You see,
cfesyiw the fact that 1 understand now how strong you made
me become and how much gooaf you did Ey me when you [efr,
7 would give this strengtﬁ up in a heartbeat in excﬁange for a
cfay, just one more cfay with you Ey my side. CPerﬁaJos this
_pain was necessary to get to ﬂy tﬁrougﬁ oﬁﬁcu[t times 1f tﬁey
were ever to come. That was the turmoil 1 had to fée( in this
[ife to be able to grow and evolve. 1 must admit, that gﬁort is
what we sometimes need in our ﬁfe. But now that 1 became
immune, sometﬁing we both founcf S0 d’lﬁcu(t to do at the
Eeginning of our re[au'onsﬁi]o, can you }erase come Ey my
side? Onfy for a few seconds... could you, Jokase, do this for me?
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1 am Waiu’ng for you to come to me, to smile to me, and
talk to me. To hold me in your arms again and to wash away
any pain with Just a few words. It would on[y take a second

for You to snap me out of my sadness, to remove my stress -
you breathe, and ﬁaw’ng you next to me, everytﬁing becomes
Beauuﬂf, [igﬁt and alive. 1 so fong for us to stand Ey each
other in the many moments when we need support. You have

me, A, unconafitionaﬁy Ey your side...

173



Octavian Finaru

174



Chapter 10
Acceptance

.. and 1 want you to know 1 will a[ways be close to you.
Ok, enougﬁ. 7 don’t want to bore You...

When 1 isolated myseg in the middle of the sea, 1 couldn’t
think of cmytﬁing else apart from you...ancf those moments
when our cheeks hurt. 1 would stand, alone, staring with no
focus, and then, would turn arvound in the ﬁope 1 migﬁt see
you there smiﬁng as you used to. With your eyes sﬁining. And
your voice saying “my cheeks hurt”. But you were nowhere in

sigﬁt The fmme was sﬁa}oec[ }Jerfectfy on[y on my mind. And
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7 would wonder somerﬁing Wowyingfy strange. When 1 think
cf you, where does your image come from? Because ‘1 can see

you without cfosing my eyes.

Onfy for a fmcu’on qf a second. And 1 am gmwﬁif that we,
humans, have this 61’0[0(91’6(1[ aﬁiﬁ'ty. Because it would have
been unbearable not to be able to remember you once you feﬁ.

The waiting... the birth cf a smile is ﬁcmging on the ﬁcyoe
this letter Brings‘ 1 want you to know everytﬁing. f\/erytﬁing
defines what you asked from me, what you hoped would not
lead to destruction. The waiting can either kill the ﬁoye for a
chance, or it can gi\/e that chance fife. 9 chose the middle way.

7 sent you small signa[s but now 1 am giw’ng you everytﬁing...

You know, this is wrmenu’ng me. The _process is painfuf
What 1 am c[oing rigﬁt now, ‘1 mean... Not onfy because 1
relive those moments, but because 1 don’t know what the
consequences will be. 1 am scared of the next choice. 1 ﬁcye for
a smile and all 1 need to do is to ask for one. 1 regret
everytﬁing 7 did to you. Please, believe me. ’Forgive me. For
the sake of our most Beaun’fu[ memories, y&ease smile at me one

more time...
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7 wonder ff you cﬁangec[ in all this while, since we last saw
each other, and 1f 7 had an inﬂuence over you in any way. 1
would [ike to believe it was a goocf one, otherwise... 1 mefer
incﬁﬁzrence! 1 ﬁojoe you got some qf the strengtﬁ you gave me
in all this time.

The world needs Joecyfe [ike you. On the 10th of June, when
my mind couldn’t com}areﬁencf the truth, 1 fe[t your words in
Jouﬁfic. Then understood how much you value ﬁfe. ?lﬁw a [ong
si[ence, you fina[fy spo/ée - not to me, but 1 heard you. And 1
believe 1 was the only one who understood you. Give me some

va[ue wo,}oﬁaase.

You see, A, us, humans, cfﬁzn do untﬁougﬁtﬁJ tﬁings, have
crazy reactions, take random decisions. When we have
ﬁgci[ment ahead of us, we don’t care about the Joeoy[e around
us. You taught me how to behave differently. You showed me
you cared, you paiaf attention to me and a}ajoreciamf me when
7 didw’t deserve any of those tﬁings. And when 1 understood
that, 1 y[cmnecf to learn step By step how to be like you. A
better, wiser, more caring, more uncﬁerstanc[ing and calmer

man.
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You liked when 1 made you smile. Now 1 dedicate entire
m’gﬁts to you, ﬁJoEing for the m’gﬁt words to recreate in this
letter the spring, or sometimes, the autumn cf our story.
S[ow[y, 1 start to fa[f in love with these _pages, on[y because
you are in them. And as amazing as you a[ways are, you
embellish everytﬁing with your presence. Even in absence...
We'll live and see what will come next. 4, for one, can onfy

ﬁope for a “one more time”.

’Peop[e say that ﬁajopiness is not sometﬁing you can ask for,
that the moments when we are ﬁajg}ay and smile are the most
valuable in our ﬁfeu’me, and all we need to do is live them as
tﬁey come, and Eee;p wefcoming them in our [ives. At peace
with myseﬁ 1 cfefy all absoluteness and aspire to another “one

more time”...

If you were to reject my feelings, 1 believe that writing this
letter killed any chance of you ever smifing to me again. It is
the last tﬁing 7 would want but equa@, 7 could never meet
you again without aafcfressing the tﬁings that ﬁa}a})ened’
between us. These tﬁings had to be said, for my peace cf mind
and for You to know. You deserved to know the truth. 1 want to

stand Ey our commitment.
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Oh, God! 1 will never stop tﬁinﬁing about you!

Some cfays, 7 wake up in the morning and it seems that my
ﬁfe is no [onger a prisoner to our past. 1 look at the sun and
tell myself 1 can continue to [ive without you. Then 1 close my
eyes, trying to avoid its Erigﬁtness and Eegin to look for my
}mtﬁ... 1 manage to ﬁnaf it ﬁy accident and start to walk down
that }Jatﬁ until the memories overpower e and that’s when 1
return to the comfortaﬁﬁe armchair cf our ﬁrst meeting. That
warm ayjo[es and forest berries Eevemge you chose at the
beginning is the fastest route back to the past. 1 wanted to
make you ﬁay]ay and not to care about anytﬁing e[se.,.uy
until 1 didn’t even care about myseg(. And ﬁfe showed me, with
your ﬁego, that 1 was wrong.

7 would like you to come to me, to look at me, and then for
time to stand still while 7 would continue [ooﬁing you in the
eye. 1 would understand everytﬁing that is going on in your
heart, and ﬁ’nc[ all the answers you have for me... With one
look on[y, you would manage to answer all the doubts that 1
have now, mi[acfy. And that would 6m’ng me peace.
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1 am m’gﬁt here, A. For one more cfay with you, for our
ﬁa}o})iness, for our memories, because time passes, the cfays go
Ey. Full of smiles, A. T am rigﬁt here.

Thank God we were born in the same age, and that it was
part of my cfestiny to meet you. ‘Jf 7 hadn’t met you, 7 would
have never known that there is sometﬁing S0 Eeauuﬂf in this
world as you are. And 1 wouldn’t have liked to [ive this ﬁﬁz
without getting to know what your smile looks [ike. As well as

mine, when you are 6y my side.

From my window 1 can see a hill and the trees. From my
bedroom window 1 can see the lake. 1 can see the sEy’s
reffection in it. The dew on the grass in the morm’ng, and the
breeze in the air are on my side, as well as many comfom’ng
and yainﬁd dreams qf you, but it fee[s [ike 1 have notﬁing‘ As
far away ﬁom you as 1 am, notﬁing seems a}opea(ing any
[onger, The tempest in my heart doesn’t seem to calm down
and 1 have a[reacfy lost count of the m’gﬁts 7 have lived

without You.

The other afay, 97 counted 480 sometﬁing... @ays in which 1

haven’t seen your face apart ﬁom my memories and in the
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pictures. 1 fee( haunted in fact, tortured Ey your last words,

our Breaﬁup.

7 am now a one hundred years old young man. And 1 walk
in this young Eocfy down the street, in the Jgarﬁ, on the train. 1
realise that the world fée[s sad, because it doesn’t know you.
You have an amazing giﬁ to show peoylé who know how to see
tﬁings, your Beauty. CPecya[e are so used to small tﬁings and not
know gmtituc{e the same way 1 was used to thank ﬁfe
incessant[y when 1 would see you smile at me, get closer to me

ancftaﬁe me in yOUT’ arms.

TJama foo( fam’ng prey to nostafgia and [iving on air and
memories. 1 can still remember that moment when you smiled
at me for the ﬁ’rst time; the c{ay when you looked into my eyes
for a few [ong seconds; how you made me tremble when we
touched hands. The emotion 1 felt turned into a shiver that
SJoreacf all over my Eocfy maﬁing its way to the extremities.
Now 1 tremble as 1 fee[ its absence. And this shiver comes
ﬁom ﬁzar. Fear mixed with ﬁcyoe, the ﬁoye in the chance of a

“one more time“.

7 sit sometimes and wonder 1f it wouldn’t have been be

Betterfor me tﬁat you never came into my (lﬁ Tt wou[d ﬁave
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been quiet. An cya}aressive kind of qm’et, rea[fy. But still, quiet
Submission. 1 could breathe unburdened.

7 knew that 1 had notﬁing &zﬁ‘ 7 could not smife, but 1
didn’t even want to. 1 was left bare of happiness and hope. 1t
was mining inside me, ﬁom the top of my head, tﬁrougﬁout
my whole Eocfy, ﬁeavy c[ro}as fa(ﬁng down inside my entire
Eeing. During my fong walks 1 could see the world unravel
around me, past me, and 1 didn’t Be[ong there. Lﬁ went on,
but inside me everytﬁing was mow’ng S0 s[owfy, it seemed to
me it was standing still. 1 had no hope left. But you had to
appear, to take everytﬁing that you founcf in me, to (igﬁt me
up with that syaré in your eyes, to gi\/e nuances with the
Eeauty of your smile, to give me ﬁfe. To open my eyes and
make me see that there was still ﬁcye. To be born at the same
time with you and for you to give birth to me. To contaminate
me with your strength and cure me with your presence. To
take our ﬁrst steps wgetﬁer in this [iﬁz and to [ive. To ﬁnaf ﬁfe
n everytﬁing we did. To get drunk with ﬁﬁ, and not to get
tortured Ey it. To fee[ it in every sing[e cell cf our bodies and
to fee[ unique. ‘Unstoyyaﬁfe. To fee[ Eeaunﬁ[ Tevfect. To be
two and then, one. To encourage each other and be the joe1fect
loving pair. To take the shape of my body with every embrace.
You believed in me and taugﬁt me to believe in myseﬁ You
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taugﬁt me to believe in an authentic “Myseﬁ”, and 1 believed
n mysegf because you were there Ey my side.

And 1 fe[t that 1 was exactfy where 1 was meant to Be, how
1 was meant to be, and with the person 1 was meant to be.
And 1 wanted you to believe in yourseﬁ in who you are and
n your }aowna’a(, You didn’t puta smile on my face, you were
the smile. Now everytﬁing has come to an end. But 1 will
never accept that it was all an illusion. Both qf us were real.
And we will a[ways be. No matter how [ong the time we will
spend apart or how big the distance between us, we will always
stay united, for ewrm’ty. In each other’s arms, with the same
}mfect, intense, mow’ng smile that made us (ive, and fee( that
our cheeks hurt. Connected in a tﬁougﬁt, Eeyona[ time and
space, as }Jainﬁdfy sweet as it is, we will a[ways be tvgetﬁer.
You. And 1. And everytﬁing you meant to me.

The bad tﬁougﬁts vanishes as soon as ‘1 regain c(cm’ty. Of
course 1 love that you walked into my ﬁfe, you Erougﬁt 50
many Eeauuﬁ[ tﬁings with YOu. How could 1 ever regret the
fact that 1 met you cﬂesyite the [ong and suﬁocaﬁng pain g ﬁzﬁ?
cerer you [eﬁ? ’Perﬁajos 7 would be entitled to that, but 1
refuse... No, definitely. That’s why 1 can’t stop hoping for

another “one more time*. There must be another chance. It
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can’t be too late for tﬁings to take a Eeauaﬁ( turn; 1 will
prove it to YOu. ‘Jf we both want to give it another cﬁcmce, the

ﬁuure will exceed our imaginau’on.

1 try and remember all the moments we shared when we
went for a walk, or talked on the jaﬁone, when we sat on the
sofa, ina refaxing silence that on(y the sound of our faugﬁter
would interrupt at times. How ﬁa})}oy those times we spent
togetﬁer were and how emotiona@ ﬁA[T my soul fe[t. 1 saw you
shine and knew how you feﬁ; enthusiastic and blessed with
well being. 1 knew because 1 felt the same way. That is what
ye(yofe call ﬁgﬁfmem but you put it so well, simp(y Jaﬁysica[fy
- “my cheeks hurt”. Indeed, you were m’gﬁt 7 realised that as 1
Ee}at [istening to you and watcﬁing you. 1 could fee[ how our
cheeks were exyancfing with the many Eeaunﬁ[ words and
conversations at the Beginning of our friena(sﬁi]a We had a lot
in common and were similar, in our opinions, ideas, thoughts
and princi}ofes. We needed each other and when 1 was not with
you, a ﬂuﬁ‘/y }Jcma[a was going to hold you whenever faw
didnw’t make it possiﬁfe for me to be Ey your side. This need
Erougﬁt us togetﬁer and 1 was aware cf that rigﬁt ﬁom the
ﬁrst moment. 1 didn’t anticipate for one second in all that
time when 1 lived without reason, waiting for life to take me to
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a new [6\16[; tﬁat 1 WOU[({ meet sucﬁ a... yerfect }nﬁar qf
strengtﬁ.

7 walk down the same street 1 used to walk on those
evenings when 1 saw you off. 1 can almost feel you by my side.
And when 1 am on my own, wm’u’ng to you in my cornet, 1
can almost hear your breath in my ear. 1 look at a picture of
us. You are smiﬁ’ng at me, frozen. So 1 try to stop time in its
tracks once again, and again, and again, ﬁcyoing to come to a
halt, so that when we would 6egin to live again, we would take
things from there. We would know to make the right choices
and to stay away ﬁom pain this time.

This is not me reﬁe[ﬁ’ng, a[tﬁougﬁ sometimes 1 ache so
much that 1 get angry. When 1 am upset 7 don’t want to
accept the rea(ity of what ﬁappeneaﬁ Yes it’s true, sometimes ‘1
behave as 1f you were rigﬁt here in front qf me, and 1 ask you
then Wﬁy did you have to do this. But 1 realise that not the
smallest part of you, of my memories with you, of the fee(ings
7 have for you can’t make me ﬁze[ angry or upset with you, no
matter what. The sadness and the pain in my heart took me

tﬁrougﬁ a[fjoossiﬁfe stages a ﬁumcm COM[&[gO tﬁrougﬁ
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You made me understand that in ftfe, another soul can
hurt you as easify and im?mse[y as it can make you ﬁcyopy.
When 1 think about you too much, 1 ask myse& wﬁy. Wﬁy did
you come into my ﬁfe, you, the Joi[far of strengtﬁ that [eft m?
And 1 give myself the answer too. So that you could give me
all the positive tﬁings you gave me and which remained G(eep(y
ingminec[ in me. So that you could cﬁange me, a cﬁcmge that
is obvious in every (ittle tﬁing 1 do.

7 would [ike to know 1f you considered my sﬁowing up into
your life as beneficial as 1 did consider yours into mine. We
were both meant to meet, but 1 also need to know that you
managecf to let go- That you forgave me for the harm 1 may

have caused. That somehow sometﬁing }Josiu've occurred in

yOUT [lﬁ?

1 wasn’t like the air you breathe to you. You continued to
[ive your [ife aﬁw you walked out of mine, as 1f notﬁing had
cﬁange(f, to breathe like you used to Eefore you met me, or
almost the same. You healed your wounds. You discovered that
1 wasn’t im[isyensaﬁﬁe. 9, on the other hand, fe[f down. Read
this letter careﬁxﬂy, stranger, for you still move me. The cfays 1
[ived without you felt suffocating. 1 needed to inhale you more
than 1 needed oxygen to stay alive. 1 understood m’gﬁt ﬁom
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cfay one what a tewﬁc human Eeing you are. You meant so
much to me, m’gﬁt ﬁom very ﬁrst the moment 1 met you. The
more 1 smiled, in our times tvgetﬁer, the more 1 loved you, for
everytﬁing that were are and everytﬁing that you meant to
me. Not that it matters much any longer. We will never be
able to smile the way we used to until we are certain that we
forgave each other. 1 get worried when 1 think that you will
not be able to do that, because there are still tﬁings 7 would
(ike to tell you, but 71 cannot do that unless 1 look into your
eyes. 7 would like to tell you that 1 forgive you. Please, forgi\/e

me too.

7 remember 1 used to look at you and almost hear you say
“here 1 am, it is me you were waiting for. Your }Ji[far.' “ Your
smile gave me so much comfort 1 feﬁ.‘ 1 was going to [ose my
mind fmm the tremendous ﬁaypiness 1 fe[t inside. Your smile
made me feel satisfied and grateful not to be alone any longer.
Such intense emotions can make }oeoyfe have sfeqpﬂzss m’gﬁts
and shortness of breath, but thanks to you, to your position
and to the generosity of your most cherished emotions, 1 s(ept
more ca[m[y than 1 used to when 1 was a child. Yes, you were
my air... D1 ﬁ(yoec{ no one would ever take you away fmm me

anc[tﬁen 1 enc{ec{up c[oing tﬁat myseﬁ
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‘Recent(y, one m’gﬁt you a}ayeamf in my dream for the one
hundredth time or so. This time, we were on the seaside, in this
Joface T went to a few years ago, Befm’e 7 met you. The sun was
sﬁining and its beams were Eouncing back from your hair,
your eyes, making your smile perfect. 1 can only remember
snippets from the walk we took in the dream...on the sand,
close to the boulevard- there were no other }Jeoy(e there - Ey the
sea, and then on the wet sand. 1 fe(t the waves on my feet. Not
at all cold, not at all warm. ‘Jﬂe}/ had the same temperature
with the skin of your hand when 1 touched it. We were wa[ﬁing
by the sea and the water was stroking the soles of our feet, then
our ankles, just below our knees. And 1 remember 1 was w[ﬁ’ng
you everytﬁing 7 had on my chest, like 1 do when wn’u’ng this
letter to you. But most cfearfy 7 remember the calm 1 could

reac[in yOMT eyes. It was un[iﬁe my otﬁer 6{1’6611’1’15.

You were smiling sweetly at me, looking at me warmly and
fo[fowea( every word 1 was saying. It feft [ike you were not at
all upset with me, not in the sfigﬁwst Q\fotﬁing else mattered,
apart ﬁom the peace and quiet 1 got to inhale with that sea

61’6626.

My dear, 1 thank you for all the gooc[ness you Erougﬁt into
my ﬁfe. 7 will a(ways love you for how you cﬁangeff me; 1 am
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afraicf that you migﬁt never read this letter. And this is all
that 1 wish for ﬁom the bottom of my heart. fvery cell in my
Eocfy wants to make you understand how imjoortant you were

and still are to me.

Let me tell YOu a secret. 7 didn’t rea['[y know how to Eegin
this letter or how [ong it would be. But 1 fo[fowecf my own

advice.

“When you don’t know what to say or how to Eegin a

conversation, just be honest!

Ttisa gooc[ }n’ece of advice. ‘My c[arfing writer, 1 can’t wait
to read your rgafy. Please write a book. Wherever 1 would be,
no matter how far or how near, rest assured that 1 will get it

and read it.

7t would be woncfmﬁf 1f we could ﬁna[ peace until then. It is
important for you to know that 1 regret how tﬁings turned

out, you ﬁave no ufea FLOW MUCH. 7 am SOTYy tﬁat 1 66661\166[

SegCiSﬁ[i/ wﬁen you to[cfme tﬁe trutﬁ.

1 am sorry that 1 asked you to choose what to do next. 1
should have been aware cf the fact that the ﬁeec[om of choice 1
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was giving you was a form cf in\/oﬁmmry maniyufau’on.
fvery minute without you, without the yossiﬁiﬁ'ty to ask for
your forgi\/eness, without the chance of a new Beginning,
landed [(ike a harsh s[ajo. Deep down in my soul 1 didw’t want
it and 1 didn’t want to let you go. Until 1 met you, 7 had
never realised how (one[y and isolated 1 was because... 1 didn’t
know you existed. Now that 1 am all alone again, where shall
1 Eegin? You gave me strengtﬁ but you didw't teach me what
to do 1f we ever broke up.

1 want your ﬂienc[sﬁip back. 1t made me vibrate with
emotion. And 7 want to fee[ that vibration once again. T want
to [ive that eu})ﬁoria that ﬁ[feaf me up inside, com]o[éte[y, when
you would look into my eyes and tell me that you will never
walk away ﬁ’om me. That everytﬁing will be wonc{mﬁ[. That
this is it, “I am a Joilfar”. In your memory, 1 lost all reason
and 1 am certain that madness in your presence is far better

tﬁan tﬁe rea[ily awayfrom yOM‘

“‘Iﬁey say you syenaf your whole ftﬁ... “

1 so wish for you to be happy. Wherever you are, away

ﬁ’Oﬂ’l me, stmnger, my ange[,}?recious SOU(. ‘Even ifyou never
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come Eacé, 7 want yOM to ETLOW tﬁat 7 W’Lﬁ neverforget you

and will a[ways cherish what you did for me. ‘During our time
togetﬁer and qﬁwwarcfs.

q ﬁoye you are ﬁap}ay. Forgive me for all the times 1 hurt
you. Rest assured that when you left me, my heart ached, the
[oneliness 1 breathed like that, almost suffocating, all made

me }my Eacﬁfor my mistaﬁes, a fﬁOUS(ZHC{ times over.

fMayEe it was all in vain... ‘_If 7 can’t receive one embrace
in exchange, so we can carry on living our lives in peace and
ﬁa}a}oiness, 1 fai[ to see what it served. 1 reﬁue to believe that.
Ltfe can’t be so cruel. The universe is not so lame. That didn’t
ﬁap}oen Just to reestablish the equi[iﬁm’um. That wasn’t Just a
yum’sﬁment for what 1 did to YOU.

Look, with all this passing of time, the question still stands.
Wﬁy? What for? Or even, what is next? A year and a ﬁag has
gone By and our story is still Eeing written.

q think about you cﬁ?n and 1 remember the times we spent
togetﬁer‘ You come up in my dreams sometimes, [ooﬁing
friendly, other times, rebellious. 1 watch the sun rise and set, 1
see the colours of the ocean in ﬁonr cf my eyes and 1 continue
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to ﬁ(yoe. It is never enougﬁ, but what else can 1 do? 1 did
everytﬁing that 1 considered 1 should have done, and those
tﬁings 7 didn't manage to do, now would be of no use. 1 am
afmicf that 1 would do more harm and lose whatever we have

[eﬁ (eﬁ between us.

’My onfy ﬁope is, simy(y put, ﬁqae. 1 ﬁoye that somecfay
you will come back and you will tell me everytﬁing 7 need to

ﬁear .

1 am writing these words to you and a[tﬁougﬁ 7 had to go
back into the past, 1 am tﬁinﬁing about the ﬁAture. 7 believe
that sen(ﬁng you this letter is the best 1 can do. My Eiggest
wish is to receive a rq)fy ﬁom you. CPerﬁa}Js it won’t be exactfy
what 1 am expecting, but it will never be as painﬁtf as your
ﬁrst reaction afrer you ﬁefr- the absence qf words, nor as
painful as the words we told each other after that. 1 am going
to tell you rigﬁt away what 1 have in mind.

7 went to the seaside. 1 wanted to take a walk on the beach,
tﬁinﬁing about you. 1 fe[t that 1 had to do this 69(01’6 7 would
write the last few words in this letter. 1 fee[ you are in this
horizon, in the sea breeze. 1 admire you tremendously. So, so

mucﬁ,.. As mucﬁ as 1 useaf to a({MiTQ yOU wﬁen we were
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wgetﬁer, and 1 will Eeey c[oing that for ever. Please tell me you
fee[ the same. Please tell me that you think of us cfearfy‘
CPerﬁaJas you wonder 1f You can ever trust me again, @%r all
we have been tﬁrougﬁ, but y&ease ﬁncf the truth in your heart.
You know how important you have a(ways been to me, how
much 1 cherish you and, a[tﬁougﬁ 7 hurt you without
meaning to, how 1 could never do you any harm. 1 would do

cmytﬁing to éT’LOW tﬁat you are ﬁa})}oy

7 think the moment has come to s[owfy end this letter. 11
wish 1 could turn back time to prevent all those bad things
from getting in our way. To never let you leave or take any
action that would aﬁfect us both. Now 1 have to look around
me, everywﬁere, and remove all the fofcfecf messages 1 }o(acec[
under my Joilfow, the ones on which 1 wrote down tﬁougﬁts
whenever you would pop into my mind and 1 would [ong to
dream of you at m’gﬁt, and that somehow my words would
ﬁncf their way to You. Those and another +1000 memories.

“Homo locum ornet” Sssmart...

This makes me feel closer to you. Every evening. You used
to say that it was plenty-plenty-plenty, but 1 took you in
turns and cherished you every day. 1 find myself almost in
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every sing[e tﬁing, especia(fy in the seventh one, from the past
until present. And since we are tafﬁing about the past, have a
look into ours, where tﬁings are Eegot written on the 29th
November, at 4 o’clock. You had a revelation and you told me
that you were about to fo(fow my advice. The next (fay, you
started sometﬁing with this tﬁougﬁt in mind and told me you
wanted to Eeey my curiosity alert. For a while. Which }arovecf
to be a [ong while. You have to tell me what that was all about.

“qs it over now? “

In case we ever meet, 1 would (ike you to think about
sometﬁing. Do you think it’s better to be inaﬁﬁ[erent rather
than involved? Of course, that cﬁﬁfers, from case to case, but in
genemf, ff we were to draw a conclusion. When we get too
involved and take everytﬁing to heart, the J'oy and smiﬁng
becomes so powerful that our cheeks hurt, well sadness is so
ﬁeavy that we ﬁam@ manage not to faint. If we weren’t so
involved, the }Jain would be smaller, }90551’6@ inexistent, we
wouldn’t fee[ hurt, but equa[fy we wouldn’t fee[ S0 ﬁa})})y. 1
know, it seems there is no middle way, and the mind f[ies toa
compromise, but 1 would [ike to know what you reaﬂy think
about this...
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We fe[t sometﬁing in our J’ourney which cannot be put into

WOt dg

“lam 19 and 1 haven’t done cmytﬁing with my ﬁfe"’

That feeﬁ’ng we had will a(ways stay with us, im}aossiﬁfe to
cfescm’ﬁe, and both of us will invest all our gooa[ness to rejoface
the tears we shed with a smile.

Yes, 1 have fina(fy managecf to let go of you, 7 am alive,
Breatﬁing..., but not entire[y. ‘J\fotﬁing is more painﬁif than
Ereaﬁing up. 1 watched movies in which the death of someone
5rougﬁt me to tears. 1 watched }oeop(e tell each other tﬁings
without meaning them, in anger or when upset. 1 watched
Joe()}afe avoid conversations, others, isolate themselves in their
sadness. Then, 1 watched the same people regret their own
actions. 1 also remember other movies in which [oya[ty was so
strong that the admiration and dedication lasted for many
years, Eeyona[ death. In times of solitude such feeﬁ’ngs are
imjoossiﬁﬁe to take. 1 saw the same emotion exist between a
man and an animal. In such moments you reconsider

everything, any fight, you pick up the phone and call
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everyone, to ayofogise anc[wforgive, to te[T tﬁem HOW WUCH
tﬁey mean to you.

7 vead books, 1 watched ﬁ[ms, so millions cf situations and
events, numerous characters and life-lessons. 1 saw people cry.
And }oeoyﬂa smile, but, to be honest, no smile seemed in any
way similar to ours. Above everytﬁing, 1 saw tears Eeing shed.
7 watched emotional stories in which death was the one that
removed any smile ﬁom yeoyfe’s faces. When someone [eft and
on[y the other one stayeaf behind to cry and pray for it all to
be just a nightmare to wake up from it. But that wouldn’t
ﬁa}a}oen. ﬂﬁey got no second chance. But we do! Stay ﬁy me,
pﬁzase, and soothe my unsyoﬁen pain. On[y wgetﬁer we can
make this ﬁa]a}aen. And it is so easy,. Onfy 1f you want it to

ﬁajojoen as much as 1 do, it is so easy...

9 see ourselves in 70 years fmm now. This tﬁougﬁt kills any
hesitation 1 migﬁt have to send you this letter. 1 would regret
enormous[y 1f 7 didn’t reach out to you. 70 vyears go Ey
qm’ckfy. 7 want to be next to you now too, in the time of our
yourﬁ. How could 1 leave you behind? You were too gooc( for
me, A. 1 don’t want us to get to the point of no return. 1 don’t
want our youtﬁ to go Ey and to receive your smile too late. To

waﬁe u‘]ﬂ at tﬁe enafofour youtﬁ anc[ rea[ise tﬁat our fives
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could’ve been...warmer. And that onfy cﬁz}oenc[s on our choice.
It makes me fee[ goocf to think about you and at the same
time, it makes me fee[ bad, a[tﬁougﬁ not sure in what
_percentage. The rea[ity is Joainﬂf and the rea[ity is that [ife
has left us behind..

7 would give cmytﬁing wcfay to receive your admiration
again. The hear your words, those you said then, that you [eﬁ
for me at the end. To know that you tﬁougﬁt them agin,
internalised them and then told them to me, for me to ﬁeep for
ever, notﬁing more. The Jaositivity qf your tﬁougﬁts aimed at
me. That’s what 1 (ong for. And 1 want to talk. 1 want our
last... 7 want to erase the memory of those cold arms around
my neck when we were in each other’s arms for the last time. 1
want you to hold me in your arms [ike you did the ﬁrst time,

as genuine, as innocent, as wild as you are and vibrant,

ﬁa}a}oy.‘.

Give me one more month in the middle of the sea and 7 will
write you ten times more! How will 1 manage to send you this
letter when 1 léee;p getting new tﬁings to tell you...7 1 want to
rebuild what we c{esu’oyecf [ike two foo[s. 7 need your ﬁeﬁo to

soothe my pain. Let me exy(ainm
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EPILOGUE
... to be continued?

meing a line and Being gmteﬁd to [ife for it 6rougﬁt
you my way, we (ived some speciaf cfays wgetﬁer, don’t you

think? :)

As 1 told you at the Eeginning, this letter comes as a
request to “forgi\/e me!”. Oh, my dear, 1 am so sorry for taEing
you tﬁrougﬁ all these stages. illftﬁougﬁ your decision made us
become like strangers and tormented me for a [ong time, 1

can’t believe you didn’t fee( as sad and as cﬁ’sa}a}ooinrecf as 1
did.

There were no “unpleasant things and inconveniences
p 9
causecf”, S0 you should not fee[ sorry about any cf those. 1 am

the one who is to blame. You were a gooc{ innocent child, who
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Erougﬁt figﬂt over my ﬁfe. 7 caused you pain because you
were thrilled and fe(t com]oe[feaf to give everytﬁing up. This
could never be cause for distress. 1 am the on(y one 1 blame
and hold resyonsiﬁfe, guiﬁy all the way, worried until the cfay
you will forgi\/e me. The on(y gruc{ge 7 have is that you didnt
involve me in your decision, that you didn’t give me the
chance to be an active part n ﬁnc[ing the solution, which
would have a}o})earecf immecﬁ’ate(y to Ering back peace, 1f we
had been tvta[fy open. illﬁzr you were gone, 1 was in such
Joﬁysica[ and emotional Joain that sometimes 1 fe[t 7 couldn't,
or even wanted to, move any fonger. It hurt too much. At the
Beginm’ng 1 tﬁougﬁt it was anger and resentment. ‘1 Eeyt
wondéring what tﬁougﬁt in your mind mggerecf that course of
actions. ‘But now 1 see it cfear(y. 7 discovered the Supreme
Good. And since 1 started writing this letter, 1 got to see tﬁings
your way. f]f there had ever been a moment when 1 migﬁt
have been deeply upset with you, although 1 never had
negative feefings for you, 1 want you to know that in my
heart, 1 had a[recwfy forgiven you even Eefore the fee[ing arose

in me.

Torgi\/e me! First (yc all, 1 shouldn’t have been so
thrilled and conﬁc(ent when - unconscious(y mam’}aufau’ng you
-1 put the decision in your hands enu’refy. You would have

200



A

taken that decision secretfy. 1am guiﬁy for this too, one more
time. Then 1 should have behaved cﬁﬁérantfy when 1 expressec[
my worries and intention to protect you, to be close to you, to
give you back some (y( the admiration and worth you gave me

with generosity.

1 am SO’I"Ty. ‘P(ease fOTgiV@ me. ‘1 [bSt yOUT trust ancf
cficfn’t resyect you, 71 was Bacffy W?"Oﬂg cma[ ﬁm’t you unfairfy.
‘Ancf even qu never get to see you again, you d:eserve to éTlOW

and 7 need to tell you that 1 am Very, very sorry.

1 migﬁt be sensitive, but onfy due to some unique
fee[ings. You are the most correct, most vibrant, valuable and
[oving human Eeing 7 know. You are the most specia[ tﬁing
that has ever ﬁayyenecf to me and this will a[ways stay the
same. 1 don’t want you to try and cﬁange these tﬁougﬁts. You
were by my side exactly when 1 needed you most. You are all
1 ﬁoyec[ for, a[tﬁougﬁ 7 didn’t know what 1 was asﬁing for...
You are so }Je(fect’ And you will afways be.

It took me a [ong time to regain cfam’ty when tﬁinﬁing

of you. It’s painfu[ to admit that 1 fee[ ﬁne, even now, without
you... what you did helped me evolve.
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Many tﬁings that have a gooaf Eeginm'ng and then
ﬁ’m’sﬁ are there to ﬁe_[p us grow and appreciate what we had.
‘Maﬁing decisions...hurts. It hurts too much. The pain
cm’}o}ofecf me so much that 1 couldn’t see how wrong 7 was. 1
wasn’t the only one who got hurt. You were upset too. 1 see
that cﬁear@ now. Well, it’s been a while since it all started to
make sense. Writing to you now 1 understand the situation

even better.

7 have to be honest, 1 can’t take this any [onger.
Although 1 still find this painful, 1 could not leave you behind
Just because 1 can see tﬁings more c&zar(y. 1 get lost inside
myseg and think about you again. We need reconciliation. We
need to look each other in the eye. We need an honest word and

one more 61’]’161’6166.

From the highest point of the detachment 1 could
reach, 1 confess that 1 want to wake up tﬁinﬁing of you,
because you give me the comfort my everycfay flfe needs. You
inﬁue me with your ﬁigﬁest intensity of positive energy.

One cfay, you asked me to stay out qf a figﬁt with
certain people. 1 did that. And 1 kept doing that ever since,
and had resisted the wm}otau’on even when 1 fe[t that a
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quawe( was somehow needed. 1 understood we could be kind in
any situation as fong as we stand Ey what drives us. When
certain events were maﬁing me angry, 1 would think cf you,
remember your kind voice and that would calm me down

immec[iaw[y.

7 don’t know 1f you remember the circumstances when
we syoﬁe that time - 1 was about to get out cf the Buifcfing 1
get lost in, on the verge of cfoing sometﬁing iﬁegaf in order to
ﬁe@a you, and you Iéept senoﬁng me text messages, until you
managed to persuade me not to take action; consequence of
which, whenever 1 fée[ [ike 7 want to scream, get angry, }n’cE
up a ﬁgﬁt or get involved in one, thanks to you, 1 manage to
Eeqo my feet on the groundf Controlled, balanced, calm. As
you [iked me to be. Calm. You see, you made me a better
man! ;) How will 1 ever get to thank you for that?

Look, thanks to you and to the Jaain you made me fee[,
7 am not afmicf cf anytﬁing any more, apart ﬁom God. ‘The
many smiles 1 saw you smile ﬁ[fecf me with ﬁcyae. And the fact
that 1 came out cf so much pain alive means 1 am invincible.
You ﬁe@oed me and made me stronger! Sometimes the harshest
of all slaps is needed to make you find the strength to carry on.
1 ﬁ(yoe you will fee[ this strengtﬁ somec[ay too. There will come
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cfays when you will need it, it’s unavoidable. 1 ﬁoye when such
moments comne, you will think of me. Look for me, yfease, s01
can hold you u’gﬁt when you need comfort. When you need
me. No doubt, 1 will be there for you, and welcome you with
open arms. My sadness wasn’t replaced, but made room,

mtﬁer, for the certainty that notﬁing can knock me down in

life.

You ﬁeﬁ)ec[ me build up an immunity 1 never tﬁougﬁt
97 could achieve. You will a[ways be with me for the rest of my
[ife, everywhere 1 go. All the time. In everything 1 do, 1 say or
[isten to, your wﬁisyers will [ive in me. Your face will forever
be ingmineaf on my heart and 7 will forever be grawﬁ[ that
you came into my ﬁfe. You let me hold you in my arms. You

macﬁe me cﬁem’sﬁ you, amftﬁen, you waﬁéec[awayfrom me.

This is wﬁy you did me gooc[ It feefs like 1 have been
under a train, and somehow 1 manage(f to come out in one

piece. 1 am immune now, impossiﬁfe to let down.
‘My dear A,

Thank you.’ Thank you for coming into my ﬁﬂ when 1
needed you most. Thank you for [étting [ife introduce you to
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me. Thank you for all the ﬁa}opy moments, for all the smiles,
for all the tears, for all the ﬁugs, and all the punisﬁment
Thank you for all that suﬁem’ng that made me become
stronger and for all the lessons that made me wiser. Thank
you for this immunity that 1 spoke of in our first
conversations and which you believed 1 had mastered. On(y
you ﬁeg)ecf me achieve it. Thank you for not maﬁing the lesson
any easier for the sake of a Erigﬁter future.

Thank you for sacmﬁcing your ﬁoye for my we[[—ﬁeing.
Thank you for Eeing _patient all this while and for staying
calm when 1 couldn’t understand what you were cfoing. Thank
you for all the positive tﬁougﬁts you }ofcmtw[ in my mind even
when, [acﬁing cfam’ty, 7 didn’t deserve them. Thank you for
wacﬁing me that 1 can overcome any obstacle and 1 can face
any cﬁsa}apointment Thank you for sﬁowing me that 1 can
achieve any goal as long as 1 have a good strong motivation.
But most of all, thank you for sﬁowing me that you will never
cﬁsapyear, no matter where my ﬁfe will go from now on.
Thank you, dear A, for the faitﬁ 7 have toc[ay ina genuine

reconciliation between us.
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7 would [ike to know what impact our time wgetﬁer
had on you too. It pains me to think 1 hurt you Eeyoncf repair
or for a [ong Jaem’oc{ of time and that it was hard for you to get
over this, but even ff that would be true, 1 would rea[fy [ike to
hear it. 1 want to know y[ our time wgetﬁer did you any goocf
and 1f there is anytﬁing 6eauuﬁ4f you Ee}at inside ﬁom that
time. 7 would [ike Yyou to remove sale from the time that came
aﬁw we broke up. 1 would [ike to know how you cﬁangecf since
then. 1 would [ike you to come back, without maEing the time
that went Ey and all the suﬁem’ng matter so much. 1 would
[ike us to hold onto the lessons we learned instead. And [ooking
ahead, 1 would like to get to know YOU as You are now.

‘My whole ﬁfe has cﬁangecf 7 need to know how your
cfays go Ey now. Same as 1 want you to know how my Jays go

by.

Here is a tﬁougﬁt 7 would [ike you to consider when
recw[ing this letter. It is yerﬁaps yet another lesson to learn,
for us both, one that migﬁt come ﬁcmc[y on our journey on
earth. ?[[ways give yecy(e the opportunity to make tﬁings
rigﬁt A few minutes out of your time don’t mean that much,
in anyone’s c{iary. But those minutes can mean a lot for two

ye(yofe and the comfort their hearts need. ‘Reacﬁ’ng this letter,
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have you ever wondered what it would be [ike to meet again? 1,
for one, would like us to be calm, Just [ike the smile 7 gave you
that cfay, a smile that you said so innocentfy moved that you
still Eejot on your face. 7 would [ike us to speak for all the Jays
that went Ey without a word between us. T would [ike us to be
conﬁaﬁmt in our friemfsﬁi}a for it has not vanished, not for one
second. 1 would [ike us to fee[ comfortaﬁfe and not to be aware
cf the hours ﬂying ﬁy. 7 would [ike us to know that we can tell
each other anytﬁing, no matter what we fee[ in our hearts. 1
would [ike us to be so Joowerﬁd that 1f we wanted to achieve
something, we could prove we can get there, with honesty,
wisdom, ﬁarmony, (oyaﬁy, with a smile. And 1 would (ike us
to end with an embrace to reassure each other that we can ﬁae(
ﬁee to call each other any time ﬁom now on, with no pain and
no remorse in our hearts, that our ﬁienc{sﬁiy is still alive and

tﬁat we madé}oeace Wﬂfﬁ oursel’ves‘

And here we are now, you, reacfing my letter, me,
[ooking for your smile. This can be our last chance. 1 would
[ike you to take it so we can rejoice in it. 1 would [ike so much
to see you, when the m’gﬁt time comes and when we both decide
that that is a goocf tﬁing to do, and that our fn’encfsﬁi}a is
invincible. Really it is up to both of us. If the time comes for
us to meet, amongst other tﬁings that 1 like to know, 1 would
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[ike to ﬁ’nc[ out 1f our time wgetﬁer was as meaningfu[ to you.
7 would like to know that you are not upset with me and that
you have forgiven me. 1 would [ike You to know that 1 have
forgi\/en you and thank you for everytﬁing.

This is what 1 fong for, should we ever get to meet
again. For everytﬁing to be smooth between us and for
conversations to start with the same enthusiasm we had when
we ﬁrst met. On an emotional scale, the admiration and esteem
7 have for you, my gmu’tucfe and [onging for your forgi\/eness
are infiniwfy more valuable than my fee[ings, all the suﬁ(em’ng
and sadness 1 reconciled with. 1 could never J’uc[ge you, 1
would onfy Ering up the sad tﬁings in our conversation on[y 1f
there would be sometﬁing good to gain from that. When 1
think about you, 1 get a warm, ﬁienc[[y fee(ing of gmn’tucfe

and admiration for you.

7 wish you fe[t at peace too. 7 wouldn’t ask you to give
yourseg[ over to me, quite the contrary, not at all. But what 1
believe you could give me is J’ust a (froy of who you are, a bit of

yOUT ﬁeart, a genuine S?’YH,&Z cmcfworc[sﬁom yOUJ" ﬁem’t

Aa few minutes (f your time and a m’p in town to see it

shouldn’t be that much of an eﬁ[ort, especia[fy 1f we were to
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think about the comfort that would Ering this and how
valuable that is. 7 am overwhelmed with grief at the yossiﬁiﬁty
that 1 will never hear back ﬁom you or that the answer 1 will
receive will be ﬁt[f qf incﬁ"ﬁerenca 1, my dear, would (ike to see
you, not to read your letter. You would have a chance that 1
don’t have m’gﬁt now. 1t is important for me that you
understand how much 1 would love to meet you. It is yossiﬁfe
that these _pages won’t mean much to you or _perﬁa}os, that tﬁey
will ﬁ’ncf you cold and ﬁdr of resentment, as anytﬁing does
coming from me. 1 know that. It makes me sad: but no [onger
blind. :) 1 would rather not receive a negative response from
you, or Jlﬁ(erent one. 1 would [ike to Eegp this goocf feeﬁng 1
have now tﬁinﬁing qf you, c[esyite the lack of ﬁtﬁfment and of
reconciliation. 1 would }mfer silence. This is Just a tﬁougﬁt A
few seconds later, 1 realise that 1 couldn’t stand [iw'ng a le.
We need to cherish and accept whatever rea[ity has to gi\/e us.

Running away or ﬁicﬁng ﬁom it is not the answer. We
should face our past and our actions. Who knows, 9( 7 don’t
hear ﬁom you, in a year and a ﬁag( 1 may write another
letter to you. Part two, a kind of “1 forgot to tell you that..” ;)

Simply put, we are two people on a planet, and 1 think

we owe it to eacﬁ 01'661’ to unaﬂerstanzf one anotﬁer anc[ not to
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end everytﬁing aﬁruptfy. 7 believe you will ﬁnc[ peace 1f you
[isten to your heart. At least this is what 41 founcf [iswm'ng to
mine. 1 will be content and at peace, /énowing that you did the

same.

There are still a few feefings to relive from our time
wgetﬁer. One or two...

Plus, like Tve a[reacfy said in this letter, there are two
or three tﬁings 7 chose not to write about here. It is not a
pretext for us to meet, 1 would only prefer to tell those things
face to face, (ooléing into your eyes. Please, don’t fee[ scared or
alarmed. These are not intense or emﬁarmssing tﬁings. Tﬁey
are just some ideas that 1 would [ike to share with you. 1
would [ike you to ﬁncf out about them. fl(nowing you a [ittfe, 1
believe you would fee[ goocf ﬁeam’ng them.

Occasiona(fy 7 was a bit of a masochist in this letter,
wasn’t 12 :) You used to tell me sometﬁing similar, that your
writing feaf oﬁ( your cﬁsa}opointments in ﬁﬁ. This makes me
think, once again, that our first discussions somehow

anu’ci}oawd how our story was going to end.
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“Someone should write a book in which the hero gets o
gmc[ua[fy fa[f in love with the reader.” ‘Utopia? ) You said it
was a Joﬁcmtasy, but tﬁrougﬁ this letter you made the
Joﬁanmsy become real. And you did that, as all good tﬁings
ﬁa}a}oen, uninmnu’ona[@. Qmagine what great tﬁings you could
do inwnﬁonal@! Because, dear A, now that 1 relived all these
fee[ings when Wn’u’ng this letter to you in the past few c[ays, 1
can see tﬁings more c[ear[y, and 1 fee[ stronger. But above all,
7 learned to appreciate even more what we had, and 11 fe[t even
cﬁaeyer in love with our fee[ings and ﬁqp}ainess‘ It was amazing
to surround myself with your presence when 1 started writing
this letter. How many tﬁings were yreafesu’nec[ rigﬁt ﬁom the
Eeginning!

1 rea[fy don’t know what else is [eﬁ for me to tell you
now. 1 think 1 could write whole cﬁapwrs in my attempt to
make you understand me, to show you how vital it is for me to
release the tension between us, to ﬁna[@ say “Farewell”. We
moved on and we learned how to move on. All 1 (ong for is
“one more time”... 1 start to shake when 1 think we migﬁt meet
again.

And there is no exaggemu’on when 1 say that even ten

years from now 1 will still be waiting for you to show up...
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As a conclusion, A, 1f my letter didn’t succeed to create
n you an impufse, an emotion or desire to write back, _p&zase
Eeqo fo[fowing you heart to be ﬁayyy. But 1f the appreciation
you once had for me is still alive, and you will take me up on
my invitation to meet, then please meet me on the sth day of
the fo[fowing month, at spm, same Jaface, on the same street
where we had yistacﬁios and held each other in our arms for

the ﬁrst time.

7 will wait for you every month, year By year, for 15
minutes every time. And we will have cranberry tea together,
the tea in which our souls will ﬁnc[ reconciliation. And in that
emotion and smile, we will ﬁnaf peace and sau'sfacu'on.

‘Missing you c{ear[y,
to my yi[far of strengtﬁ !
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Writer’s Note

Some stories are worth Being told. The fee[ing of love
is worth Eeing Egpt in our hearts. The emotional joumey we
took with someone is worth rememﬁering for the rest cf our

[ives. ‘The main purpose is that when we look back at our

[ives, wefee[reconci&zc[anc{ﬁiﬁﬁeaf.

This letter is more than J’ust a call, and says more than
‘forgi\/e me” and “thank you”. Ttisa story hidden in the heart
of a character, who is [ooﬁing for peace, with cluiet Jesyair and

energisec[ inner calm. It is up to you to decide yf he ever ﬁncfs
it and 1f he does, for what reason.

No price is ever too small to pay for our own
ﬁajojainess. That is wﬁy, the sender qf this letter is neither in
two minds, nor fearﬁd, in the rather [imited story he tells and
in the actions he chooses to take. He knows that the feelings he
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exyem’ence(f are WOTl‘ﬁ any eﬁ: ort anaf, now tﬁat ﬁe HClS C[(M’ lly

cf tﬁougﬁt, he is rea(fy to ﬁgﬁt for ﬁimseﬁ and the receiver of
this letter.

The reality we [ive in keeps us with our feet on the
grouncf but at the same time, it sﬁiﬁs our focus from the real
values and our goafs on this earth, from what makes us trufy
ﬁa}o}oy. 7 would [ike to think that every woman on earth fee[s
that she is, or could be, one c[ay, the receiver of this letter.

It is important to get over the chaotic and foggy
moments caused Ey uncertainty and to understand what we
love what makes us ﬁay}oy and what impacts our tﬁougﬁts,
words and actions we have on others, how it can inﬂuence our
connections with others, to remember to tell Joeoy[e how much
tﬁey mean to us, to cherish their love, to Eeejo our hearts open
and to welcome love in our souls, to find out when we can be of
ﬁeﬁ?, and not to lose ourselves in the confusing mix of
unﬁAgﬁ'm’ng elements, to Eeq: Em'nging joy to our dear ones, for
that will come back to us to ﬁeﬁ) us resonate, come to terms

with ourselves and with the environment we [ive in.

But most of all, let’s keep hoping...
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Some }oeoyfe say that ﬁope is afangemus. That it [igﬁts
up our expectations, which can or cannot be met. And when
tﬁings don’t turn out the way we want them to, we suﬁer.
With every gn’ef, the human ﬁeing takes the shield out to
protect themselves emotionally.

That cfefence mechanism comes as a barrier between
our own segf and the yeoy[e around us, a[&awing our minds to
conquer our hearts, our rea[ity to kill our dreams, for ﬁfe to
pass us 6y‘ In c{isa}a}oointment and sadness, the human
aspires to embrace this perspective, to take it on with conviction
and even, to syreac[ it around. ‘Jf we could all activate this
force in us to ﬁgﬁt for our dreams as }aersiswntfy as we ﬁgﬁt to
give up ﬁoye, tﬁings would be wm@ (ﬁﬁ%rent. Because, when
our sorrow ends, a beam of ﬁgﬁt comes out to make us
contradict ourselves without défay; we wﬁisper to our seg[ “ﬁope
is a positive thing”.

'Jf we took a close look, we would notice that this c[efence
mechanism is yet another type of survival, a sign that we are
alive. We need strengtﬁ and motivation to [ive ﬁﬁz Eeaunﬁﬁy.
Tt is extreme[y important that we never lose our reffexes; that
would make room to incﬁﬁerence, the most certain }mtﬁ

towards discontent.
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Like 1 mentioned ngore, there are three tﬁings that can
5m’ng the peace desired Ey the sender of this letter: ﬁonesty,
ﬁcyoe, love. He is honest, because he knows ﬁonesty is ﬁigﬁ(y
a}a}areciawd ﬁy the receiver. He is fu[f of ﬁoye, because this is
the only good thing left to do. And he loves, because he got over
any negative feeﬁ’ng he migﬁt have fe(t in some moments in

fis ife.

Q-ﬂmesty ﬁeﬁ)s and comforts us. It Bm’ngs peace to every
second. It protects us fmm any hidden tﬁings and éeeps us on
the right path. It can’t ever harm us, because it comes hand-
in-hand with love, which stands for kindness, ﬁeﬁo,
encouragement, [oya(ty, support, truth, respect, ﬁiemfﬁ’ness,

faimess.

sze is too short to be unﬁa}ojay. Tt is exﬁausu’ng to live
in a parallel universe, or in our own bubble. 1t is suffocating
to [ive under stress, hurt, scared, worried, sad, when we were
given a voice and words. Words indicate emotions, fee[ings,
wishes and ﬁeﬁo us make ourselves understood. Simy[y put,
our voice, inwrweaving the tone of our hearts with the rﬁytﬁm
of a Joassing moment, speaﬁs out the truth, with ﬁonesty,

everywhere, hoping and receiving answers. The fear vanishes.
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There is no room [efr for uncermimy. We take the next step
forwarcf and we [ive, ﬁd@ awaEe, the present.

}(c)nesty, ﬁcye, love.

The _person receiving this letter must be very [ucﬁy. She
receives ﬁom its sender sometﬁing he looked for even Eefm’e he
met her - support. In this [etter, the sender speaﬁs cyoen[y, then

Seﬂd:@ lfﬁdﬁO)C ﬁoye as ﬁe wrote itﬁom ajoface OJC[OV&

This proves how mature he is, now that he has
managecf to get over the cﬁﬁcu(t times, the grief, to ask for
forgiveness and be gmwfu[for all the suﬁ(em’ng. In his
maturity he a(reac[y knows that ﬁfe is love and a})}oroacﬁes
everytﬁing around him with kindness.

The writer hopes that she will accept to read these pages
and will cherish them as much as he cherishes her. Every
singfe one of us needs someone like that Ey our side. A strong
fm’encﬁﬁly Eeqos our fee(ings alive on[y 1f it’s based on mutual

trust and a}opreciau’on.

How comfom’ng an embrace can be!

217



Octavian Finaru

1 invite you to end this Yeaaﬁng with a text which talks
about every molecule of an emotion - the Kiss. This kiss will
be, for each of you, an opportunity to connect with a fee[ing of
ﬂgfi[ment, as you would (ike it to be, as you call it in your
imagination; it can be a kiss, it can be an embrace, it can be a

handshake, it can be a look, a walk in nature, a summer (fay

on tﬁe Eeacﬂ or tﬁeﬂa\/our cfa .?Ple tea.

Set yourse[\/es ﬁ’ee. Set your emotions ﬁ’ee!

Octavian Finaru
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Our quiver in a kiss

Kiss me! Get close to me, make the wait short so
our lips can touch. Breathe in, my love, our fulfilment,
and rejoice! Kiss me, love me forever! When | kiss you,
everything lights up inside us. You heal my longing, my
pain, and my heartbreak. A memory comes to life on my
lips and you are living it; we love each other passionately.
No holding back, no waiting. We hold each other in the
kiss of our love. With your kiss you put a soft smile on my
lips and | go with your passion; tempestuously, you plant
the illusion of sublime happiness in me, you uncover me
completely and hold me close so | can feel every drop of
it. Kiss my tears when my longing becomes unbearable,
come from behind and surprise my thirsty lips.

In the morning, kiss my closed eyes, awaken them
with your sunny love, kiss my skin with your fine lips,
caress my hair too with the comfort of your palm, so the
vibration of your love makes me shiver all over. And let
our feeling of completeness in that kiss wake up every
cell in my body, so | am born again and again, in the flow
of this feeling, for ever alive through our love and our
time. Let me cherish, with every kiss you give me, always
so familiar and yet so new, unique, the colourful rain of
delicate petals falling freely on us.
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Kiss my smile, touch my ear, so that | can
remember how | used to tremble when you touched me,
in time and in the dream that ended, let’s live that again
through our love; kiss my forehead until you slowly get
closer to my smile, because | want to feel your whisper
running through my ear. Kiss my life in this moment of
our eternal love, kiss the tempest of my dreams, spark
them with your being, stay close to my soul and give me
strength, darling, to help. Kiss me passionately in this
ecstasy we reached together, so that your lips can
unchain the spring of burning desire which will run like a
river inside me; to get drunk in our infinite sunset and
only the trembling sensation of delight running through
my whole body to keep me awake.

Kiss me every day, every night, with the desire
born from our love, looking into my soul at sunset, to find
comfort in the peace of our becoming one; kiss me,
breathing at ease with your impulse in my arms. Kiss me
gently. Kiss me deeply. Kiss my lips so | can cry a smile;
kiss me warmly with the breeze of your mouth, kiss me
for ever, don’t stop this exhilarating quiver; stay here,
close to me, in union, so my chest can feel the beat of
your heart which rises victoriously in the flavour of our
love.

I love you; kiss me at night, under the moon, so |
can feel the space between our lips slowly disappearing,
our kiss to be more complete than the sea - our touch
electrifying, the perfect fit; our gentle movements
drawing a clear path, the touch of our lips giving us
fulfilment in unity. Kiss me under the sky full of stars, to
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light up in space our pure love, to take in the flavour of
our kiss passionately, abandoning ourselves to the wave
of our burning quivers. Kiss me so | can only live in the
Shaking sensations which soothes me inside, with the tip
of your tongue you give me a sensation impossible to
comprehend - only the two of us, stranger, can stay
captive in our shore, free.

Kiss me long! As if for the last time! Kiss me for an
eternity. | am so afraid | might lose you someday and, if
you had to leave, love, my dream would be to remain
stuck to your lips. Stay with me, love, so we can rejoice
in the communion of our bodies; | want to have you
close, to look into your eyes, to know that you are here.
Kiss me, do not stop; my heart runs to the stars, in the
aurora borealis of our love; | explode. And your lips make
us quiver warmly; love smiles at us, | am shaking all over;
in the cool pool of our love, we find delight, together.

Kiss me, again, at sunrise!
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