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Dedicated to:


My friend,


the one, who provided me with a pen and paper to write.


My Love,


the one and only, who inspired me with feelings to write.




“Little children, let us love, not in word or speech,


but in truth and action.”


1 John 3,18




Prologue:


O my Love!


Read my words!


You might like them, you might hate them


You might enjoy them, might be disturbed by them


You might learn something, you might know them already


You might be surprised, you might be bored


You might be all of that, yet you might be none of that


You might be me


Who am I to talk to you people about Love?


I'm simply a human


one who found the light of Love


as many of you did


one who decided to share some words of it


with all of you!


And of all these possibilities, I ask you for one


Read my words


with an open heart!




Hypocrisy


Hypocrites we are, all of us. Day and night we are and even in our Love. That is a sin and with my own sin I start, me... A human.


How come that a human can be a Hypocrite in the presence of the almighty feeling of Love? How can he be a disturbing being to the blissful pulse of life?


We are the victims of our own, with the strings of lies we draw around our lives and the lives of our closest, the lies which eventually will wrap themself around our necks and stop the air of life and love, the lies which we are spreading or not yet telling, but deep down we live by them!


And I... I'm the one who promised us a future in a small hut on a hill far away, far from the cities and people and high it should've been, next to a cliff, which would be hugging the sea and its waves.


But a Hypocrite I am, since I sold that piece of land, since I've burned all of the woods and tossed the door over the cliff and since I've stopped holding that future in my heart.


The sky is no longer blue, but full of grey. Those are clouds shaped like our pains, the heavy thunder sounding like our noisy mourning and the rain like our warm tears falling down.


Haven't you seen that storm yet? Haven't you listened to your heart? So why do we lie and say: The sky is blue!


Be honest, O human, whenever you're asked!


For a long time now, my sky has been grey!


I miss the sun and the spring, I miss a clear blue day.


Shame on us! We who commit our sin with intent and keep on doing it.


Have you, human, ever heard of a strange kind of Hypocrisy? That which holds us in the nightmare of yesterday, the frightening of tomorrow and the lostness of today. That which leads us to become prisoners of Love, after we were the freest of all.
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