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Chapter 1 – The Balcony

Few believe my story. They think it's just a way of bragging. They say I want to look like the most romantic on the wheel. Anyone who knows my personality closely knows that I am not capable of doing these things

However, I guarantee that all this really happened. Yes, I was on that porch. Yes, death had bleached my hair. No, I hadn't died, however, she had killed me. Killed my feelings as the weight of guilt tortured me in agony.

Mistakes shaped my personality. Today, a new man, I tell this story to everyone who wants to get it right. Relationships are neither a remedy for neediness nor a pastime for bored souls. It's not a game.

When someone gives you their heart, that's the moment when you took upon yourself the greatest responsibility that a human being can have. Something as fragile as the soul, especially of a sweet woman, deserves the total surrender of the one who embraced her.

Today I know all this, but the price of this knowledge was high. I will tell you everything. Believe if you want. Some say that love makes you crazy, however, I've never made such lucid decisions. You will understand what I mean.

***
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The house is silent. The street follows the same rhythm. Mid-afternoon is the saddest time of the day. I remember when she would prepare a good coffee and call me. Sometimes I was grateful, sometimes I wasn't. Education was never my strong point.

I was raised by a “too manly” father. So “manly” that he despised anything that sounded like weakness. To him - note the absurd ignorance - thanks or apologies were open signs of dependence.

“You never apologize, father?” - a naive question on my part as a child.

“That's a girl thing.” - simple and straightforward, as always. It's amazing how these details transform someone's character. I hate to admit it, but I became that person: a copy of my father. Now I'm alone, on this balcony. The “supreme masculinity” didn't do me any good. Nothing at all.

My graying hair and increasingly striking wrinkles look older than I actually am: 52. They say suffering ages the face. In my case, this saying fits like a glove. 

I'm still lost in thought when an ordinary boy appears in front of the house. He wears a good old country style hat, a plaid shirt, an exposed belt... he seems to want a good conversation.

“Good afternoon, how are you?”

I don't want to talk to anyone at all. If it's a seller, I don't answer for myself.

“What you want? I don't want to buy anything.” 

The boy smiles. He's acting like he already knows my answer in advance.

“I don't want to sell anything. I just want to talk to you.”

I think it must be some religious conversation.

“If it's about religion, you can leave.” 

“Neither. I wanted to sit next to you so we could talk” - insists the stranger. 

I'm not obligated to do anything. I just dismiss the inconvenient boy. 

“Go away,” - I say as I move my hands like I'm swatting flies.

The boy takes a deep breath and just before turning his back to continue his journey, he says:

“If you want to dwell on this guilt while death knocks at the door, the choice is yours.”

How does he know about guilt? Who is he? Is death coming? I've never seen him before.

“Wait!” - I speak at high volume with a slight tone of curiosity – “Who are you?”

“I'm the one who was given permission to give you another chance to do what's right.

I walk to the gate and open it.

“It's all right. You may come in. But I don't have much time” - I lie blatantly, because I have all the time in the world.

I enter the house, grab a chair and set it next to me. Not too close, as I'm not familiar with this stranger.
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