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  Prologue




  Do not write. Someone should write and not write. No answer. It is dumb and blind. Someone does not read, not write. Someone is silent in the middle of the room, between heaven and dream pillows.




   




  Someone thinks. Someone decides. Someone has the duty to decide for another person alive.




   




  Someone says. Maybe a note or a trigger. Someone dies. At this very moment or another. At that very moment someone is born or lives. Someone make or create. On something or something. Someone feels. One cause that feeling for another person to do this. Someone, at this time. Today ...




   




  Someday, I will write your name in the pages of a newspaper may say and commenting to myself what I feel for you.




   




  Someday, I will write a long poem and some naming and counting everything that did not do for you by my side soft and quiet. But I can not, I can not hide I feel it long ago.




   




  Your calm is what my tired looking




   




  heart, without having to tell you.




   




  But your absence makes me strong




   




  between these peaceful days of unrest without being able to tell you much I love you, I love you all these days of false calm.




  

  Trains and wigs




  I do anything to hide what I think, he said, chewing a piece of chocolate cake. They look in the mirror, and began to seek ways to hide among the crowd. Nobody should know anything about his personality, and so go unnoticed again.




   




  He began to see the careers that the Student Guide in store just received from the mail and said I can study anything to help me achieve what I think. And while still looking nervously stopped commenting approved for itself, the fact of studying psychology or performance.




   




  After three months, his personality became more and more strange.




   




  Nobody must know what kind of madness stalking her, so he began to dress in clothes from her grandmother, who looked tired from an old photo.




   




  Without thinking too suddenly began to put music and wild dancing in her room,




   




  almost naked with a glass of squeezed lemon juice with sugar.




   




  The time passed and she remained the same, without having accomplished anything important.




   




  This does not work, he said. Always acting does not work.




   




  I will begin psychology. She dressed slowly after such movement. And started smiling.




   




  Four years passed. It recently received and having examined all those around her, began to develop what would be his next character. He made a look at a text and looked again, but his gaze was no longer the same. I buy makeup, wigs and started looking in the mirror to try figure what to do next. He started a diet to lose weight, and 3 weeks under 10 kilos. With her red wig of curls went out dancing, with long straight hair tended to their new patients and making him the blonde jokes amused the few friends he had left.




   




  He began to tire of such farce. With your eyes in tears he confessed to his best friend what he was doing. He replied that it should see a psychiatrist, for all this mess was not worthy of a healthy personality.




   




  And so they did. 10 o'clock in the morning take the bus that would take his first visit to your doctor. Got off the bus, and decided to do something to avoid being recognized. Walking like a lame enter to see a psychiatrist. He later made many studies and tests to find out what was their degree of dementia penetrate advise.




   




  And she, after leaving his last visit way to the train station, I get to the tracks, stopped at one of them, and when the train began to approach stayed still.




   




  There is not anything or wigs, or his ambition to change his personality and even their tests to find out what disease he had.




  

  And she went out




  And she was crying, thinking that everything would go wrong.




  Truck noise, lives that stop there, behind the wheel ...




  The reality is murky, he thought, and drank the last sip of her drink whiskey could or could he? Pay.




  The bar, friends and ... Uncertainty. The obligation of a steady job and insurance, from 9 to 6 made her sweat. His nerves could not handle such immense anguish.




  - But mom? Should it be all my life like that?




  'I need a paradox. Something like that so I might change my mind. -




  The problem is that she changed her mind so much ...




  First one thing, then another, and another ten days. Choosing a college, finding a new way of life to come, such a difficult decision, not available in the kiosks ... Even when you buy cigarettes.




  And his hands began to tremble, at the same bar as always, tiny and quiet, like a night in autumn, which no one has anything to say.




  Does your description? Small, almost shy, a spray of spring for some,




  implacable face to others. Surely once heard to say and comment on how strong was his character, but their power of decision was very, ...




  so ... How can I say? Weak. Strange. Strange power ...




  Nothing. In two seconds off his drunkenness made her faint. Ambulances, people concerned, and in an instant the face of a doctor, who, trying to advise the mortally wounded ...




  -Your liver is very sore, my dear. You should stop drinking immediately.




  The loneliness.




  And the silence.




  - Do not drink that much, doctor. - Moaned almost silent.




  And the face of him who had vanished save in your mind.




  Nearly a point at which we should all think about getting hurt me a shudder.




  This draft man, perhaps. He should not have found anyone to harm her as well, so.




  But back to the girl.




  His head, a tangle of problems that no one understood.




  - Things of adolescents. One may think one thing, some days another, like love ... They fall in love, out of love ...




  What is perhaps no one ever saw that was not the case. For three years I was in love with the same person, had eyes for him.




   




  Hospital.




  - What is this soft bed. - Enfemera told, and a hint of smile on his lips was discovered.




  - The treatment will begin soon. Within months of taking leave so much, and begin a normal life. -




  - But what is a normal life? Work? A career? ... Yes, I want to keep something, but not why. I like writing. -




  - But what you do with that? You've got to keep something that gives you security, economic stability. What will you do? Is writing little stories?




  I did not know the nurse is that she wrote very well. Writing since I was twelve, and excelled at it.




  A phone call days later, and recovered, made her think.




  - Are You having fun?




  - Yes, - I said.




  - Did they bring many gifts?




  -Some. But this Christmas finds me very lonely. Are you going out?




  - Yes, my friends.




  - What a shame ... I would have liked to go out with you.




  - Oh ... It would have been beautiful.




   




  Two months of that conversation. The views ...




  A new dream began to dazzle his whole person.




  - It's nice. Do not, Mom?




  - ... Yes.




  - Now the Sabbath is coming.




  - But how? Did not the last Saturday?




  - Yes, but it will come again.




  And he came, finally. His image of an angel falling from a building, as kind as enthusiastic ended, or began to end with a stage, which was burned to the end.




  And fell in love. And the beginning of a successful life did not come yet.




  And the uncertainty began to subside. And the last drops of alcohol were dried. The hope of being a great writer filled his eyes as dark as ever, after a long night of stars, under the same sky that grew up among books and music, as that summer infinity ...




  

  Actually no title




  I dunno, must be that I'm bored.




   




  Loud music, slimming treatments, cosmetic surgery and at my age ... I'm certainly not doing very well.




   




  My songs suck. And most strange is that people really like (I hope that someday this is done). I want to stop playing, I'm tired.




   




  I have money to my grandchildren subsisting lazy and stupid. I wish that someday they can think of studying something, and finally the message that I wanted to leave, thirty years ago, at least serve them something. At least to them.




   




  And if it serves my fans that I sang, too.




   




  I feel old. Unfortunately, the world operates as if all (even babies), we thought and we want to live as fast as the latest computer made today, or as if we drank the concoction that assures us of eternal life, forever young. I do not know anyone who wants emotionally with another of his # # # # opposite willing to be a healthy life without lies and peacefully. Drugs, much, much alcohol, antioxidant pills, emaciated men and women and because they and they want to be like that.




   




  Even this change helps us help ourselves.
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