DIÁLOGOS AU REVOIR INGLÉS
· You´re right… I live alone. What about you?
· My boyfriend left me. Since our separation, whenever I think about it, then and only then, things begin to take on importance.

· What you’re saying is interesting. Things beginning, things coming to an end… Whatever happens, it’s not your story or mine, but our history. Even if we never meet. It’s History.

· You don’t talk much.

· I met someone two years ago. Not very pretty but she dared to say what she thought. I wonder whatever became of her.

· You shouldn’t say that you love me. We shouldn’t say that we love each other. Okay? Because we don´t know. All we know is what we’re experiencing. Let’s enjoy it while it last. Some day it’s going to end… Poof! We’re going to disappear like a soap bubble in the air.

· We can’t ever know what a thought is about.
· You win. I was smiling.
· Say it again. Slowly… 

· “Every thought… should recall… the essence… of a smile.”
· I hope so.
· Bye.

· Don’t you think a break-up should be as beautiful as the beginning?
· Break-ups are never nice. It’s always the same. One person leaves and the other gets left behind, alone and crying.
· I’m not so sure. If they’re really united… so united that they´ve become one entity… when it ends, it’s as if the entity disappears. Nobody is left behind crying.

· No, no! I’m begging you. I can still hear your voice. You were scared. You were scared, but that afternoon I loved your fear. I was watching you… I love you. There was something in your eyes. You were so… alive.

· Do you know that quote from St. Augustine? “The true measure of love is to love without measure.”

· Why? Everything is shaking… everything… the Earth… the house… me.

· I took the same train as you. I thought that I shouldn’t stop you. No, only things. Fair things.

-
How can you know what I think? Really, I couldn’t care less. 

· I want to know why you lied a momento ago.
· Who says I lied? Come on!
· You did. I can tell you that you don’t love me anymore.
· What good will it do to know the truth?
· See? You admit that I was right.
· I don’t admit anything. Leave me alone.
· It´s true. I don’t love you anymore.
· Why not? Yesterday you still loved me.
· Yes, a lot. But now it´s finished.

· Say it again. Slowly… 

· “Every thought… should recall… the essence… of a smile.”
· I hope so.
· Bye.

