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Phony. That you call love is anything but love. At least, it is not the love I read about. Go and fuck Shakespeare. Then who cheated me, you or him?

The contradiction in my feelings make them a turmoil of emotions I can not handle. I could hate you really for I loved you.

It has always been so although I did not allow  myself to see it. Our lives have been a continous coming and going of déjà vu of  passion-restrain, leading to a climax, and then, inexorably, blowing up, enabling me to see the reality, hidden behind so many patches.

This is why I understand now your words were bound to an irrevocable contract, signed for you on our present, whitout my acquiescence, thus endangering our past and conditioning my future.

Troughout life I have been crying because the impossibility of dreams, to end, finally, to blind believe in the first one that turn up, whitout considering its unreal reality.

I have been living  nothing more than utopia which  did not go beyond my imagination, and whose surrealistic perfection had nothing to do with your cynical reality. In which everything was measured and where the Machiavellian end you put up for me is not a surprise for you at all.

I am overrating you. Although I am saying you deceive me, in fact, I should say I am deceiving myself.

The lover's morals belongs to a subjectivity agreed, secret, and incomprehensible to someone's else objectivity. Yet, in truth, we are only actors playing a script we did not write and which we only understand when our own role is forgotten and we begin to improvise.

Until, finally, the  script and the stage become too small for us and we try to get away from  the farce at play, but then, as if due to an exterminating angel's whim, we find ourselves unable to get out, not even knowing why.

How terrible, to be one's own jailer and captive and be at the same time totally unaware of both. The only way out of that paradox is to blindly carry on with it until one become victim and executioner at the same time. To sentence ourselves.

And you... you helped me to see it so, persuading me that our world, rotten and disgusting inside, beautiful and idyllic outside, was not but an utopian reflection, unacceptable for us, stupid couple doomed to interaction´s failure due to failure in the introspection.

We shut ourselves up inside a microclimate where the most generous egoism do as the atmosphere and our ground as the setting. And two deoxygenated bodies cannot lay down their two weightless souls on a fiction ground which putrefaction will consume your reality before I lend you a hand. I will not sink with you, actor.

You and your world killed me,or, at least ,the part of me that wanted to live far away from  a world so foreing to mine. And instead of creating our own existence we join two and believe it to be a single new one. A being born  of  the fusion of two, is not the same than two beings joined in confusion.

Ah... sightless... you have had such an easiness to see lies in my truth, but, however, what difficulty to see the lie in your own lies.

Now I understand I do not need you really, I just  need your presence to harden mine, as the unstable water needs the cold to freeze. I have never loved you, but for the effect of you on me, as nourishment for my self-love. I loved you more as more you loved me, because it is a twisted, inborn need: to love for the only reason of feeling oneself loved.

It took me time to understand courtly love as a stupidity that goes begging for an act of faith to consolidate its plausibility. Romeo and Julieta is not more credible than the Inmaculate Concepcion.

You not even stop yourself to think in the meaning of fully interact with other´s life. A life completely foreing to yours,  a life wich, from beginning to end could have had nothing to do with yours, till you meddle in. But it is rather useless to interfer another's life without understanding the magnitud of doing so. What a mania, fear interaction.

Our end is only the beginning of.
