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    Be careful not to fall in love with me, you said. What kind of sentence is that? I don’t understand what you mean. Do you mean that you’re not a good person? That it can be dangerous to like you? Why? Should I now be afraid of getting close to you because you'll hurt, disappoint, and betray me, or what? I don’t understand you. What should I be afraid of? There’s no need for such excuses. It’s enough to say, I don’t like you! Or, I think you’re cool, but you are not for me. It's more honest to say that. And less painful too. I’m trying to understand you. We’ve had our share of romantic disappointments, and many people have used us as doormats, as a disposable item, as a product with price tag, so we’re afraid, I know. What can we do? Do we live alone while the fear of suffering tears us apart continually to a lonely old age? It’s enough to say, I don’t want you. That's enough. But to refuse my love with the excuse that you’re protecting me is a real lack of affection; it is like you are trying to protect me from your contempt. There is no way to protect me from it. “Be careful not to fall in love with me!” I don’t understand you. What do you mean? It is easier to think that what you want is for me to have the courage to fall in love with you, and that’s why I should be careful. But I don’t think that any of us needs a warning. We already have plenty of experience to know that love is dangerous. The fact that it takes courage to love is now a commonplace. Don’t we know enough about that already? Yes, I'm afraid too. I'm afraid I’ll lose you if I take a step forward. Then we would be able to justify your “be careful not to fall in love”. Yes, I'm afraid of losing you. I'm afraid of being pushy, inconvenient, annoying... But I'm even more afraid that you will fall in love with someone else before I tell you that I have the courage to fall in love with you. That’s what I'm even more afraid of. I read some time ago, I don’t know where, that we shouldn’t expect anything from love. That the hope of falling in love only makes us suffer; it is the expectation that destroys us. I am starting to believe that it is totally true, but I can’t avoid having expectations. I can’t avoid having the expectation to kiss you each time we meet. I can’t. I know it would be easier to let the boat run and live as if our river was going to flow into a calm sea. But every time I see you it's as if the water of the river had turned into a very dangerous rapid, destroying the little boat that takes us along into the rocks and waterfalls of my breast. Yes, I appreciate your warning, but it’s useless. It's like saying be careful with the air! There is no alternative, you know? I can’t avoid the risk. The other day you told me that we’re just girlfriends. And you made me agree with that by asking me if it wasn’t true that we’re still friends. Of course we are. Or do you think that there is no friendship in love? Do you think that lovers are not friends, that a couple can’t be friends? Yes, we're friends, if that's what you want to know. We're just as friends as we were when we walked hand in hand, not caring about what other people would think, or even about what we would think. What happened to the time when we were girlfriends and walked hand in hand? And today, you greet me from the distance, almost with a wave, as if we don’t know each other, where is our friendship? Hidden behind the fear of falling in love? Yes, we're friends. We're friends in a kind of friendship in which the restriction against falling in love could put everything to lose if we were not so loyal to each other. (pause) By the way, it’s been a while since you kissed me. You didn’t want to confuse things, you said. Well, that didn’t work. Now everything has become confusing. I don’t know what to think. I don’t know what to do. Was it this kind of danger you warned me about? It didn’t work. I was as calm as a silent lake. And now, with our distant and mysterious friendship, full of restrictions and uncertainties, of dangerous possibilities and words that should not be said, I feel as if I am in a storm at sea, drowning in myself. How to handle this situation? How to deal with the imminent drowning of our relationship? I would really like to swim ashore with you and save us, and lie on the beach, exhausted but alive, and we would kiss filled with joy for having survived, for being still together after a storm that could have killed us. But for that to happen we would need the courage to throw ourselves into the sea. The courage to dive in until we are almost breathless, and to be sure that even if the surface isn’t near, we are not alone on the ocean floor. Would you be able to do that? Not only to dive in, but to look to your side and trust me? Trust us? I don’t know if you have the courage to do that. Would you be able to do it? The world is full of twists, of things that happen by chance, of things we can’t even be slightly certain about… To live is too big of a risk for us to choose to do it. That must be why we don’t have a choice. We may choose not to continue living, but we can’t choose to live without risks. Anything can happen, and that’s scary. Now we have to choose whether we will continue to be afraid of imaginary risks or of the real and imminent danger that we face every day. It is this every day danger that I fear. We can’t run away from it; it is inevitable. We are forced to make a choice, and to be afraid of our choices is to fear what is yet to happen, and we have no idea of what is coming. The future will certainly offer us its joy or horror no matter what we fear, the escape we plan, the choice we make. We will never know, and that's terrifying, isn’t it? It is as terrifying as it is inevitable. I can’t say if we will be happy or if we will be together forever. (pause) Be together forever. That strikes me as fanciful as a fairy tale, but I really would like to believe that. Do you understand? There is no guarantee; there will never be any guarantees, with me or with anyone else. It's an unfounded expectation, which may or may not materialize. And we will never know unless we have the courage to take the risk. What do you think? Do you think I'm afraid of falling in love with you? Of course I would be, if I weren’t already in love with you. Of course I would be afraid, as much as I would be afraid of diving into deep waters. But if we didn’t have the hope to return to the surface safely, we would never place our heads in those shallow beaches where we dived so many times before. I can’t allow you to try to protect me from my own decisions, from my own feelings. You don’t have the right or the power to do that. And I can’t protect you from my mistakes. I'm not perfect, and I couldn’t be perfect. I could even try to be perfect for you, but without my flaws would I be myself? I don’t know what would happen. I don’t know what will happen from now on, but I want you to know that even though I am afraid and scared, I'm capable of going forward. I am capable of going beyond your warnings, your worries, and your concerns, which are mine too. I am capable of being careful, but not of escaping from the danger. I know we've been through terrible things; each of us has mourned the loss of love. But we can’t resign ourselves to the tears already shed. And this is why I still don’t understand your warning “be careful not to fall in love with me”. It's like you don’t know who we are. It’s as if you are pretending not to notice that there's a lot more to our friendship than could fit in the simple joy of being girlfriends. It's as if you didn’t know that I'm capable of doing anything for you, that I have as much courage as an undersea explorer, and I won’t be afraid of going to the bottom of our expectations. It's as if you didn’t know that I want you with all my breath, with all my courage. It's as if you had no suspicion of the obvious and blatant truth that is my love. And I love you, you complete idiot.
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