I wished to share the muse evoked inside after I saw you last week...

I think I have never before really seen how beautiful you are but I suppose I am seeing it for the first time as something I must leave and say goodbye...Now I know that love must entreat or demand; love must have the strength to become certain within itself since only then it ceases to be attracted and begins to attract, and my love was attracted to you and that's why I had lost you...

It was extremely beautiful to belong to you and to give myself to you… but to love you, to abandon myself to you; to absorb you completely and to feel absorbed by you that was what I did call love, simply as the road to life, the way toward the meaning of life..  but now I mock that a little... all the signs of that drunkenness now I call being in love...yes the darkly beautiful sadness of my love was wonderful, in its foolishness and hopelessness; my sleepless, thought filled nights were beautiful; it was all as beautiful as the fold of your lips or like the lost tone of your voice when you spoke of hope, love and sorrow. Now I am much more aware of myself since I know, in my conscious reason, my innermost unreasonable force, drives and weaknesses and now I know how to deal with them...Now I feel myself had become another person in these few months, much older; not more intelligent, yet more experienced; not happier, yet much more mature and much richer in my soul.. I guess I am no longer a boy anymore…
Though I have certain fatigue in my heart, a slackening of desire and curiosity, a gray shallow feeling of having had enough, of being fed up, I also know that pains wilt and fade. Would today's pain also wilt one day and be meaningless. Yes it would be soon forgotten since nothing had permanence and I regret that too. One day all of this would be a pale memory to me -a small picture book in my heart; yet all of which I want to salvage from the great dance of annihilation to make it last longer than we do. Hence, I will try to write a play on my life to prevent the feelings, images and words to disappear through the humming brook of life and existence. Astounded that words are stronger and sharper than sword, I guess that's the goal that keeps me lucid, hopeful and gay on my path to realizing myself. You know I am a man of soul and mind, feelings and emotions, words and impressions, Apollonian and Dionysian, so let it be a wayfarer, a wanderer in my path…. 
When it comes to the other side i.e. you; it might be that you did the wrong thing or rather undoubtedly you did the wrong thing, but all the same you did something accomplished; and you ventured a leap; and that took courage...assure it to be not backward into something inferior but forward and into something higher... 

So keep your promise to me: be relentless, gallant, ardent and vigorous through your path to be yourself, try to realize yourself; exploit your potentialities...Having goals is a privilege that you do not share with the rest and most; always put yourself to the place in which you are best able to serve wherever your gifts and qualities find the best soil and the widest field of action. There is no other goal for you...

On your way sometimes your will would command "never again" but your heart would say "again tomorrow"; sometimes you will see that mountains of hindrances would collapse, oceans of forgetfulness would vanish and you would rejoice in life; sometimes you would get accustomed to being alone, to leading a life of self-denial, to battling strenuously with your agonizing difficulties; sometimes you would be allowed to lead a comfortable, enchanted existence among beautiful and agreeable surroundings; sometimes you would breathe the fullness and comfort but alongside with the tormented haste you would feel that the happiness could not last and you would soon waken from the beauty and face with solitude and struggle. Sometimes your body and soul; your flesh and spirit; your instincts and senses would clash but let them be so and tolerate the dreamy strolls on your path even though they do not lead to a particular direction. Neither peace nor relaxation, no easy living together for a restless soul of you but be sure that you will always find new magic dream islands and you will see that the heraldic bird will always be coming to life inside you, beginning to swell up and sparkling from within and sprout its wings. It will always struggle to free itself as though from a giant egg -- all of this against a sky-blue background :)

Wish the best for you in your life...

To my beloved, to my best friend, to my Gertrude
