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    Dedication




    To my grandmother who,




    before learning how to write,




    made me learn how to live.




    




    




    


  




  

    Introduction




    




    




    




    




    The speech of Emo, the twenty-year-old parliamentarian who was reflecting upon love prohibition, was passionate.




    “Take me for example, comrades; I’ve loved a girl, or at least I was supposed to. I was so dazed, that I used to relate every thought of mine with her. I feel ashamed of saying it, but I almost forgot the love for the Party and the Leader. Dear comrades, as far as humanity was unable to explain the feeling that makes you enjoy standing next to another, has named it love, which was absolutely fine until it changed to the most dangerous dogma of his being. The so-called love has no reason to exist. People may have sex according to the specific timetable and place perfectly assigned by the comrades of the “Party Committee of Morality”. I suggest that love relations (this term should also be erased from the dictionary), should be sincere. I don’t mean sincere based on the feelings, but on the interest. For instance, someone wants to stay with me because I know how to express myself, she can share that with me; this way, I, the Party, all of us, may all be happy with the feature one (anybody) bears. If a girl would ask me to marry her because of “love”, how could I possibly know the reason why she is attracted to me ,when she used to tell me nonsense like: I love you just the way you are. What does this mean, dear comrades? Maybe that I don’t have any values that can attract her in a specific way? Do you realize now, that love is just nonsense? I suggest in front of the Party and the Great Leader, (not because they haven’t thought about it before, but because they have been very busy to discuss about it, and now that I came to discuss it, it will be sufficient for them to agree or, hopefully not, to disagree!); therefore, I suggest to vote against the dangerous ideology called love, that day after day is infecting more and more our people”.




    After this, with a surprised expression on their faces, similar to the faces of the scientists after they have revealed a new phenomenon that will change the world, the comrades expressed their excitement towards the speech of the young parliamentarian. It was obvious that in their minds and hearts, on their wooden backs where it was written “Long Live the Leader!”, over the dust that was rarely tolerated, the idea of this prohibition was resting for long now.




    But, who knows the reason why, no one did notice it. And it was about time that this parliamentarian, the youngest of them all, opened their eyes. Hugs and handshakes were endless.




    The grimaces and admiring glances were making Emo feel better than ever. Glasses were clicking and being tossed straight away.




    Love, his worst enemy, was finally drowning. But how did he get to this prohibition that was approved straight away? Would Emo dare to have a speech of his own free will?




    




    




    


  




  

    PART ONE
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    The meeting was taking place at the office of the Party Committee of Morality. Apparently, someone was going to be assigned an important task.




    The parliamentarian’s speech was not drawing his attention at all. He tried for a while to find the reason for this aloofness, but neither the wrinkles of the speaker, nor his determined facial expression, or his pale fingers coaxed him. He was explaining, in an unbearably cold way, the logic of a decision.




    – Aren’t we all equal, comrades? – was what Comrade 34 heard right after he started to pay some attention to the speaker, even though without the proper lucidity. He tried to remember his first name, and when he realized that he was not able to, he returned to the question. “Aren’t we all equal?” As far as the question seemed a logical reasoning following something said before, his next thought, was that he did the right thing by not paying attention to the speech. And still, as if it was the only salvation, he started to build up phrases that, at least for him, would sound beautiful. “Logical reasoning is so disgusting!”


    he puffed.




    The eyes were directed constantly to the parliamentarian, but he was not able to create even a single idea on what the other was saying.




    The brink of detailed thinking had swallowed him completely and now he became a slave of his thoughts.




    After all – he was reasoning to justify himself – aren’t all people like this? We are exclusively slaves of our thoughts. Perhaps someone thought about this before me? – he wondered.




    His sight, but not his attention, was drawn by the deep wrinkles of the speaker, whose crystal-clear voice, was crashing almost noisily to the ears. An unexpected silence covered the office and, just for a second, it seemed suffocating to him. The parliamentarian’s voice surprisingly drew all his attention.




    – Comrade 34, do you accept the privilege appointed to you by the Party?




    The goose-flesh he felt right after, was so shocking, he felt it affected his nails too, let alone his body.



