
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


DIARY ON THE INFERNET

––––––––

MARCELA GUTIÉRREZ BRAVO


We came into the world with an infinite supply of love. 

And we have been led to believe that we never have enough of it. 

That whoever wins us over deserves that we give them a little 

What if I wait for you in the immense storehouse of your love, the one you think is empty and nobody cares about? 

What if you turn to see that I smile from there and, at the same time, that I leave a trail of manna flakes of my own? 

What if, weary of your temporary blindness, I go on my way, nourishing myself, until one day I come back to you? 

Beloved human being.

And you offer me, smiling, part of all the true love that you finally found within yourself. 

That which you came into the world with, and which is infinite.
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1

I'm Gustavo. Regardless of whether or not you care about who I am, through this book’s magic, you will carry me in your mind; that’s just how it is, even though the goal is not to talk about myself primarily, but, as you well know, no one is immune to the need to talk about oneself.  

And what are the stories that we know, besides our own? 

Yes, I must talk about myself.  Writing this book is a beneficial and blessed catharsis. I know that by talking about me I will get to the heart of several more Gustavos who are out there, maybe I'm just an ordinary guy. 

As a rule, I don't make promises, but I promise you, reader, that I will be useful.  And I'm not breaking a rule, I'm obliging myself to fulfill it. 

I will sear upon your heart a couple of painful but bearable dramas; not spicy hot, but like hot coffee burning the tongue. And no, don't worry, it's more about reading about someone else's misery to feel oneself more fortunate.  So that every time you connect with something in this book, even if it is only a shadow or a similarity, the searing on the tongue caused by this hot coffee makes you aware that memory is made of emotions, of strong and true emotions.

As an extra bonus, and so that your time is not wasted thinking that you’re reading yet one more made-up story, which I think almost none is, I warn you that one of the two stories related here did actually happen just as I will tell it.  What I did embellish around it is my attempt to squeeze lemon onto the wound. But of course, even that surrounding fabric is made of true threads masked with colors to my taste and choice, thinking of you. 

I will open the door for you to a moment in my youth, already decades ago, for you to ask the questions that are pertinent to the disoriented heart, to look to your own memories for true love, or false; so that you can clearly figure out who your family is, what your home is, what friendship is, what machismo is and how much it can affect us if we don’t have these ideas in focus. 

At what point are we mature? I know old-timers who are not and 14-year-olds with excellent perspectives on life. I am fussy about it, especially when it comes to love. Because in order to learn to love, you first have to learn a lot about what it is not, as I see it. Not because it is the only way to learn it, but because of the bad habits of the human being. And I want, right here, to insert an example of my prejudices (because you will see, reader, that I am a disorganized and brazen storyteller). It happened right now, a friend just called me to ask for advice on a guy who is interested in her, a guy 20 years her junior.

I will quote some of her words:

“He said to me: ‘I have forged for you a home in my soul, from the very day I met you, being my teacher, and I have forged a home for you, since I started making money. Now everything is ready for us to love each other there. From the moment I formed one, until I formed the other, there’s a piece of my heart that I no longer have; you have it, and I know well that, if you do not accept my proposal to be the protagonist of our life adventures, my heart will begin to crumble a little bit every day, until there is nothing left to offer.’ " 

She doesn't want anything; what a problem, she says, but of course her desire and the allure of feeling loved like this pushes her to try, at least. 

What is the problem? Isn’t it obvious? He loves her with all the strength of his youth! 

Is this a problem?

A huge problem, I think; when one gets older, that is, one thinks he or she is too old for love, understanding that this cannot be right at all, because adults do not fall in love easily, or not at all.  That is for the daring, for those who still have the courage to fight with their own and others' demons, not because they like it, but because in youth demons seem like a thing of video games, of children's stories, or of badly misguided superheroes.  Adults, on the other hand, are concerned with children, work, finances, grandchildren, the shattered chaos after a divorce, weekend friends, political parties, and the list goes on; along with the old love stories that we lived when we were young, brave, strong, deluded and hopeful. 

I have used the word deluded, and it usually has negative connotations, but it has a positive connotation that I adore: believing that everyone is acting out of good will or that nothing bad is going to happen.

That is the very chasm between the young man who is courting my friend and her. Not their age. 

That beautiful quality that, at least my friend and I, have lost. And that is why love, to flourish in that relationship, would have to penetrate her old, scarred heart to carefully remove the fear of a new wound. Or, it would have to enter his gentle, glowing mind and warn him that he will suffer perhaps like never before in his life, sooner or later, and that what he wants so badly involves that kind of pain. And little does he know that that pain will return from time to time in his life; when he hears a song, when he feels alone in a crowd, when he visits certain places, when he whiffs certain smells, or when someone smiles in that way that he believed only she could.  The repertoire includes even articles of clothing that he saw her in on the day he met her and were imprinted in his memory, they will revive her in each woman who dresses similarly and, in doing so, his now conditioned desires, his illusions, his passions, his sacred youthful love will once again remind him of all the wounds since which he has suffered. 

When all that happens, he will want nothing more than to return to that point in his life where she is his muse, and he wants nothing more than a whole life-story by her side.  And, considering his capacity for romance and passion, he will constantly desire her in his life without having her, provoking many tears of authentic distaste. 

Distaste of life itself.

And no, I'm not saying that that first love is the only and best love in life. In fact, what I do think is that it is definitely a determinant in our forms of conquest, agreements and resolutions that we use from then on in our love relationships.  They say that “true love" comes only after loving ourselves; with a love that does not hinge on change, nor expect anything in return, because we do not expect such from ourselves. It sounds good, right? How can we make it happen? We fall in love with what we love about ourselves, that must be it... Well, they say that when the love we have for each other is really great, honest and resounding. This is how they will love us. 

Anyway...

That is why I want to return to that unguarded moment of youthful love; and I do it not for pleasure, but, humbly, for the sake of literature.  Because I am sure that, like any narrative, it will be a spiritual food for the reader who has come this far with his expectant curiosity and his searching gaze into the mental interior of the writer. 

I probably shouldn’t be the one to share this story, especially me, since it is about a girl I met on the Internet; and I was her confidant.

Yes, I was her diary and, as such, I was not supposed to know who she was or her real name; So, if you are reading this, I hope you will excuse me for sharing her intimacies, but everything I learned about her seems useful to me. It also seems crazy to me.

About me, for now, I will just say that I am around 50 years old.  I'm not tall, barely 5’6”, but I make up for it with an athletic body, a good sense of humor, and laughing honey-colored eyes. I surprise myself by saying that I make up for it like this, since I have always thought that it does not matter how you are physically, but that you can be beneficial to others and to yourself.  But my Mexican upbringing obliges me to make excuses for my "short" stature as a man, even though I am the average height in my country; It asks me to defend myself for not being attractive by pointing out my light-colored eyes, when there is immense beauty in dark eyes; and it requires me to make clear that I am not an aggressive male by speaking of my sense of humor. If you’ll allow me, I don’t believe that there is a one-size-fits-all “Sense of Humor,” but rather one for each person, but you have to present yourself that way. 

It is precisely due to all these macho prejudices that this story sets well in Mexico; if that machismo did not exist, to the extent that it does, it seems to me that the fate of my friend and of all my countrymen would have been better or, well, at least easier. 

My hair is slightly wavy and light brown, my mouth is nothing to get excited about, and I don't usually grow a beard, read, go to the movies, play basketball, listen to heavy metal and, least of all, write. I just started studying at the University and I chose a literature major, yes you read well, I have just started college. 

Well, this is a description like the ones I routinely make of myself in chat rooms,  where this all began and which was my vice, nowadays it's groups on social media.

Hardly anyone uses chat rooms now, not like at the time I met my friend; It happened in a chat that everyone used in those days, I'm talking around ‘98. She used the screen name SoLonely and mine, at that time, was Diary and well, it was precisely that screen name of mine that got her to start telling me her story.

- -
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February 10th, 1998. First conversation transcript: 10:09 p.m.

Diary says: Hello!

SoLonely says: Hello! Who are you? 

... (I can't include this part because I already said it earlier and I don't want to bore you, just change the age because I was seventeen then).

Diary says: Now, who might you be?

SoLonely says: The truth is, I don't want to tell you. 

Diary says: I suppose you don't trust me, if you want to, just make something up. 

SoLonely says: No, look, it's not about trust, it’s that, to be honest, I was struck by your screen name. And it occurred to me that maybe you could be like my diary, I connect every day and I could tell you everything I do, but if I tell you who I am, then I'm not going to be so honest and I'm going to feel embarrassed. 

Diary says: What a good idea! I also come on every day and, well, I went with Diary for that, but look, now I'm actually going to be a diary! That sounds cool to me! 

SoLonely says: Well, we’ll see if you're going to put up with me writing so much to you. It just occurred to me: I have this thing about writing in a diary and you would be like an interactive diary, which is even better. I'm going to ask you to save all the emails and conversations we have and, since I already know where to find you, I'm going to send you money so that you can print them and take care of them. One day, when I get tired of writing, you can give them to me, and I'll have my printed diary. What do you say?

Diary says: What crazy things you come up with!

SoLonely says: It’s up to you, what's more, if you prefer, don't read them, if I annoy or bore you, then don't read them anymore, just save them and print them, I'll pay for everything, I swear. 

Diary says: Now, you’d better not say too much, are you rich?

SoLonely says: Let’s say that I am. But I'm not going to tell you anything about me until you accept the deal. 

Diary says: I hereby accept!

SoLonely says: No, you don’t sound very sure, and, if not, I'll find another diary. 

Diary says: Okay! I accept!  Besides, I swear I'll be a good diary.

SoLonely says: Don’t let me down, eh? Well, I have to go, but I'm going to send you an email telling you more or less what I am like. If you want to read it, fine; if not, then you know what to do. Thanks for everything and behave yourself.

Diary says: What do you mean? Are you already leaving?

SoLonely says: Yes, I do need to get going, I have things to do. You said you would be a good diary so you will have to get used to me you little by little about myself, bye!

Diary says: 'Don't go – hang on a sec!

SoLonely says: What do you want?

Diary says: Well, to know something about you, but now. 

SoLonely says: I'm sixteen years old. Goodbye!

Diary says: No, wait! Tell me something else.

Diary says: Hey! Are you still there?

- - -
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As you can imagine, I waited impatiently for that first email, I was moved by the reality of knowing everything about a girl who seemed attractive to me, even without knowing her, with the confidence of an adult and apparently wealthy; At that time in my life, all of that was important and valuable in selecting a girlfriend. 

Her email arrived, as promised, the next day, and it left me more certain than ever that I wanted to be my new friend's diary.  She wrote very well and without spelling errors, which for a girl her age meant a good education, in private schools for sure. (Today I know that this is not enough, that it is natural for a person to perfect one specific aspect of one's being). To answer her, I had to check my writing, constantly.  


- - -
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Transcript of the email from February 11th, 1998

To: Diary  From: SoLonely  

Dear Diary, 

It’s awesome to be able to start my diary with a real flesh and blood guy, I hope it doesn’t bother you that this relationship is based only on me, if this tires you, as I said yesterday, please let me know.  According to your description I did like you, but I cannot have a relationship with my diary, it would just be weird.

But if it’s any consolation, just know that I have two sisters and that they are very pretty, and I am going to introduce them to you in case you back away from what you swore yesterday. So, your services would be well paid. 

Well, the truth is I deceived you, I wanted to make you accept; I am only fourteen years old; my sister Pamela is sixteen and the oldest, Jessica, is eighteen.  Jessica’s very pretty, but, really, she's nuts, so I don't recommend her. Pamela’s the prettiest and she was even the school queen last semester, so you can imagine, maybe you could even end up as my brother-in-law! 

As I told you yesterday, well, yes, we have money, (but we are not snobs or sissies, eh? Well, I don’t think so). We live with my mother because our parents got divorced eight years ago and we came to live in Puebla. We used to live in the Defective City with my dad; If you ask me, I like Puebla better and I don’t remember very much from when I lived in the Federal District.

My mom owns a very luxurious, five-star hotel here in Puebla. Well, she’s the administrator, she’ll be the owner when my grandfather dies and she inherits the hotel, which is a sure thing. That is why we’re not in a panic, because in the meantime, we live very well and it’s not like we want my grandfather to die or anything, because nothing will change, only that the hotel will actually belong to my mother. 

We have more or less a large residence here in Puebla and, for obvious reasons, I’m not telling you where it is. We go to one of the best schools in the State, and in the afternoons, we take English and ballet classes (I hate them, honestly).  At night I like to swim a little in our pool before bed, and I also like to go ice skating and bowling or out to play pool; they are games that my mother likes, and she teaches us. 

I think that’s enough for today, let me know if you have questions and you already know what to do if you no longer want to continue with this. 

Tomorrow I’ll write more, of course, today I am very excited, and I think I crammed in too much, but, anyway, we have all the time in the world for me to tell you who I am, right? 

Thank you for this first day, my dear diary. 

Sincerely,

Valeria

P.S. It's not my real name, I don't want you to investigate.  If I can, I will get on tonight to chat a little with you. 

- - -
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I am not going to include all the emails and conversations that I had with Valeria, because there are many, I will only draw on those that seem important to me. And as these were the first ones, for me they are important.  That night, we did talk. I was already very interested in her sister Pamela, so, following my hormones, I asked her what the three were like and what things they liked to do. The answers weren’t clear in the conversation, as always, while we chatted she never told me anything clear, but I think she wrote down my doubts and in the email the next day she clarified everything, a very considerate gesture on her part or else she simply wanted to write out her story correctly.  

- - -
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Transcript of the email from February 12th, 1998

To: Diary  From: SoLonely

Dear Diary, 

I get it that you are interested in knowing about my sisters, because I can’t expect you not to want something in return. Anyway, it’s great that I tell you about them, because if not, then you won’t understand what my life is like.  

The oldest, as I already told you, is Jessica, she’s tall, my parents are very tall. She has really beautiful honey-colored eyes; her mouth is sexy, but she is not full-lipped like we usually think a sexy mouth should be, she has shoulder-length light brown hair, straight and well kept. 

Jessica’s kind of chubby, at least she is the chubbiest of the three, but she is very pretty and has tons of bad habits, too bad, as I told you yesterday, that she is completely off the deep end. I’m serious! Ever since she turned eighteen, she’s been unbearable and makes life impossible for my mother because she wants to hang out in clubs and partying; She smokes and drinks a lot, because, according to her, that's what grown-ups do.

My mom goes out of her way now and then to accompany her to the clubs herself so she can have fun, and she can watch her, but poor Mom! Sometimes she falls asleep on a bar stool because of how tired she is. 

My mom also tries to meet the managers of the clubs she starts going to, to kind of become their friend so that when she can’t accompany Jessica, they might watch out for her. This works great sometimes and sometimes not, because Jess has a knack for getting her way.

Just between you and I, I think she’s done drugs and is no longer a virgin, don't ask me how I know, but I'm almost sure. 

This ticks me off, since my mom has always taken awesome care of us and has a ton of work running the hotel for us to be giving her those headaches, don't you think? 

My dad cared about us at first, when we were younger, but as time goes by we hear from him less and that’s why, for me, my idol is my mom, and I don't wanna let her down at any age. 

Well, then, next is Pamela, who I think is the best one for you. Ah! Before I forget, Jessica doesn't have a boyfriend, well not one, she has a ton, so I don't recommend her. 

So then, I was telling you about Pamela, by the way, her name’s the same as my mom’s, she’s the tallest of the three, she’s 5’11”, almost as tall as my mom, who is 6’1”.  Pamela has the body and face of a model, I would say that she looks a lot like Liv Tyler, who is that girl who comes out in an Aerosmith video and who happens to be the daughter of the lead vocalist of the group, I looked all this up because she really looks a lot like her. I think that when she is the right age she’s gonna be in some beauty pageant or something like that. 

Pamela isn’t as crazy as Jessica, but I think if she doesn’t watch out, she’ll follow in her footsteps. And Jessica insists on putting her ideas in our heads; I’m totally opposite and I think sometimes Pamela doesn't know who to listen to; she has a boyfriend, but she always gets new ones and they don’t last, so don't give up yet.  

Pamela doesn't go to clubs because she's not old enough yet, but she goes to party with her friends and sometimes she skips classes to go out with a guy or her friends.

I’ve caught Jessica getting her to smoke and it ticks me off, but they both tell me not to butt in, and that I am a "holier-than-thou", do you see me that way, Diary?

It doesn’t matter, when I can, I set traps with my mom so that she catches them and they get in trouble, you might call me a snitch or worse, or nosy, but I love them and my mother very much and I don't like those things going on. 

Well, I guess I’ll finally tell you that I’m the shortest of the three, barely 5’3”, as you can imagine, at my age, my body is maturing fast. I think I’ll have an awesome body. 

I don't know if I'm pretty, but several guys sure do! I have light brown eyes, Pamela is the only brunette, my hair is brown and slightly wavy, I have it down to my shoulders and I have always liked it there. The three of us are all a little different, huh? Our parents are very different too and we have each got different traits, well I think that’s enough of that. 

By the way, I just remembered that I forgot to mention that Jessica is already in college, she is studying Tourism Business Administration because she says that she’s eventually going to inherit the hotel and that she should be prepared for that. 

Pamela wants to study Computer Science when she finishes high school and I want to be the best child psychologist in the Puebla area. I also almost forgot to tell you that I put a lot of effort in at school because I really want to help a lot of kids in the future. 

Well, that’s enough rambling for today, I'm gonna go now; my sisters are already in the pool and, if I don't hurry, I won’t have time to swim tonight. See you tomorrow my dear Diary and thank you. 

Cordially:

Valeria

- - -
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My friend began to carve out for me what she proposed to be a portal into her life, and she did it, as you can see, with a lot of confidence, I suppose she knew that tempting me with her sisters would keep me interested, but that she was never really going to let me get close or know enough about her, the real her.

I also kept the emails that I wrote to her, as well as everything that had to do with this narrative, rest assured that whatever I find interesting I’ll show to you. 

***
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I want to make a parenthetical statement here to say that, now that I realize it, she was also putting herself at risk by giving out information on the Internet to a complete stranger. If I had been a bad human being, I could have kidnapped them or something.  And this is how thousands of young women in Mexico have disappeared.  But I wasn't. And if that's what you are expecting from my story, I'm sorry to disappoint you. But I wanted to bring it up because, as a fan of chats and groups on the Internet, that has always been a problem for men and women, young people or adults who frequent them for sharing ideas. 
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