
- POETRY BY EYES OF REPULSION -

1.

”Excuse me, do you know this girl? Her name is Michelle…”
  Another pair of eyes were directed towards me, focused at the picture in my hand and then turned straight into my eyes Mph Morph      “nope, sorry.”
  Disappointed, as usual, I examined the rest of the room, very slow and carefully. The face of one of the old bartenders caught my interest, so I walked closer and sat down on a chair near him. 
  “Have you ever seen this girl, named Michelle?”
  The common reaction took place; eyes on me, eyes on my precious photo and then back on me again. “No, sorry, wish I could help you.”
  The small amount of hope in my body vanished - the only thing left to do was to groan for myself and then think about leaving.
  “Are you sure?” I optimistically asked again before giving up, “she is an old, very close friend of mine. The last time I heard from her, about five years ago, she was living in this town with her husband, a singer named Charlie Lumb who just recently was found murdered. You must have heard about it...”
  The bartender’s facial expression changed drastically, “ah, yeah, Mrs. Lumb, she doesn’t resemble herself on that photo I can tell you, but everyone in this small town knew Charlie for sure.”
  He began smiling widely and a look of nostalgia appeared on his face until he suddenly looked everything but happy, “we already miss him a lot, he was a great man I can tell you.”
  “I never got the chance to meet him” I said, feeling a bit restless, “but I know he must have been. Perhaps you know what happened to Michelle afterwards? Is she still here?”
  The bartender grabbed a glass and cleaned it gently while contemplating about my question.
  “Not really, I’m afraid. I know that she left this city, all by herself, and moved somewhere. She was a beautiful woman I can tell you, not only was she very attractive, but had a heart of gold along with her outward beauty, so it really hurt us all to see her suffer after her loss of Charlie.”
  I leaned my eyes on the photo of her I’d already seen a million times before the last couple of days.
  “A very tragic story. Such a wonderful woman should live happy all her life, don’t you agree?” I asked.
  The bartender smiled, “yeah, but life is sometimes cruel and unfair you know. Really sad that I couldn’t help you better, you seem to be a nice man and you seem to care about your poor friend. Hold on a sec…”
  He bent down, grabbed a pencil and a piece of paper and wrote down something.
  “Maybe this helps you though. This old lady knows your friend Michelle, it is quite a long way from here but I recommend you go visit her, she’s a very pleasant lady I can tell you.”
  I received the note with the pleasant lady’s address, thanked him and left.


  It was a dark and silent night. The beautiful music coming out of my stereo together with the lights around me created the perfect ambience for a long journey in the night. Driving on a straight road all alone, my mind was occupied by thoughts, thoughts about Michelle. Why didn’t I tell her how I felt when I had the chance? Why haven’t I ever found a girl like her again? Why did she choose Charlie just after I had went away? How could it all go so wrong? I realized that I had to dig deep into myself to analyze everything. If not to find the answers, at least get closer to them. Fortunately, I had the entire night in front of me.

  “Rick, someone wants to say hello to you!”
   I remember it all like yesterday. My mother had been talking about this very cute someone for quite some time and at my ninth birthday I finally had to meet her. I was extremely nervous, as always back then, but when I saw that she was as nervous as I was, I calmed down a bit.
  “Hello, I’m Michelle, pleased to meet you.”
  Her cute smile made me blush, which luckily lead to a blush-response. We both quickly turned our heads away in embarrassment, but after some seconds we both felt ready to talk again.     

  A year later she was one of my best friends. We were both young and never thought about love, so our friendship steadily grew stronger. She lived about one minute away from me, so whenever I got bored, I ran to her place. There was nothing different with our relationship, we played like normal children and enjoyed it.

  Our friendship evolved when we became teenagers. We valued our friendship a lot more and we realized that what we had was unique and very comfortable. I always helped her getting the guys she wanted and she always helped me with my entire girl chasing. Whenever I had problems figuring out how women worked, she helped me to understand them better. We talked deeply about exactly everything, and there was nothing I liked more than to have a long conversation with her. I still thought she was very beautiful and even though I didn’t like some things about her, I deeply loved her as a friend. Close as we were, everyone thought we were in love even if she or I had a partner, but neither of us did care. We were like brother and sister, we loved each other, but on another level, and we liked it that way.
    
  Years passed and we both grew in maturity and life experience. The few bad things about Michelle had disappeared, even though nothing about our relationship changed. We really loved each other’s personalities, but we still were like siblings. I myself had a couple of difficult years full of depression, feelings of meaninglessness, broken hearts and broken dreams. But nothing was as terrible as my first true love - Rachael. I had never felt that I had had any need for a girlfriend. I had a lot of great friends and I had Michelle, which was more than enough. However, Rachael was irresistible.   

  When I first saw her I was nothing but stunned. Her looks were all I’d ever wanted and her personality was wonderful, she was surprisingly closer to my picture of the perfect girl than Michelle was, and no girl had even been close before. So, of course, I had to get her to love me.
  Within a short period of time we became friends, close friends and even best friends. Not a single girl was comparable to Rachael, including Michelle. I was totally spellbound by her and dedicated all my time on trying to get my love answered and to make her to love me as high as I loved her. I failed.
  “I thought you were my friend, not in love with me! All this time you’ve just lied!” I remember her yelling at me.
  I was devastated. The girl of my dreams now hated me, and there was nothing I could do about it. Guess who got to be my key for consolation?
  
  Michelle experienced love in other forms. All the time a new guy confessed his love for her, but she had to disappoint each and every one of them. Love didn’t feel like a positive force for her anymore - her old experiences had taken that away from her. Love felt cheap, false. Extremely fastidious she was unable to find any suitable guy to love and she more or less gave up.
  I on the opposite side did not. I searched for the perfect girl whole-heartedly wherever I was, but she seemed impossible to find. I gave up over and over again but always tried again some months later, unsuccessfully. No one was even near the wonderful Rachael, not to mention the almost perfect Michelle. I began to realize that I never would find a girl as extraordinary as Michelle, and I reluctantly gave up as well.
  Without true knowledge about it, I think Michelle was looking for a guy exactly like me. Her picture of the perfect guy sounded like a description of her best friend - myself. And I guess I was doing the precise same thing, searching the planet for another Michelle. 

  An old country house made me leave the world of thoughts for a while. As it was a little too late to knock on the door and pay the old woman a visit, I decided to drive to a nearby lying hotel and wait until the morning. 
  The room was quite cozy and comfortable. I felt a bit too depressed too just waste my time on the TV, so I grabbed a newspaper and browsed it through. It was now three weeks since Charlie Lumb was found murdered, but still the newspapers had small articles about the tragedy. No one still did know exactly what happened, which made the whole town - or more like the entire country - play detectives by reading the many articles. I didn’t care really. My interest was in Michelle Lumb and not her famous and popular husband. I had come to help her life to the better, and to help my own life get what it always had been missing - a true meaning. Without the woman I had been in love with all my life - my predestined - I could never be entirely happy. She was my missing link, my cure.   

2.

  As many nights before, my dreams were about Michelle. Both the past, present and the future was flying in my head, whether I liked it or not. I hadn’t seen her for more than five years, but still I felt obsessed by her. I was stupid. A girl I didn’t really know occupied my mind. The picture I had of her was probably nothing but a ghost created by my optimistic imagination. When I thought about her, as I once knew her, she was far away from perfect. She was an almost boring girl I just happened to have a great relationship with. And as she undoubtedly was the girl I knew best, there was nothing strange about the way I felt about her. You always love and care about your closest ones - your family - even though you perhaps not always love them for who they are. They just had the advantage of being closer to you, and therefore won your love and care. Perhaps it was the same with Michelle. Or perhaps it was nothing but strong desire. 
  After having eaten and prepared myself enough, I left the hotel to visit the old lady. I felt quite happy for once, the day was beautiful, the sun was shining and what I was about to do felt good. I would take a step closer to my remedy.

  I knocked hard on the door. The house was big and elegant, even though it appeared to be old it gave the impression of being very good taken care of. An old man prudently opened the door.
  “God day sir, my name is --” was all I managed to say before he interrupted me.
  “I know who you are, Rick, please come in. My name is Gregory.”
  A bit confused I shook his hand and walked into his house.
  “Let me take this”, the man said while taking my coat off. He then asked me to sit down, and I did.
  “Wilma, he is here!” the man shouted, making me feel very curious.
  “How did you know I was coming?” I asked.
   I could hear the old lady slowly walking down the stairs while her assumed husband answered my question.
  “Michael, the bartender at Phil’s, told us.”
  I nodded understanding.
  Wilma placed coffee on a tray on the table in front of us and sat down.
  “Hello Richard, my name is Wilma, how are you?”
  It felt both disrespecting and pointless to tell the polite woman that my name wasn’t Richard. Instead, I shook her hand gently and behaved as polite I could.
  “Hello Wilma, I’m fine thank you, how are you?” I felt like a seven-year-old but I guess it would be worth it...
  “Oh I’m just fine thanks” she said and smiled. “Drink some coffee and try one of my homemade cookies if you would like.”
  I did exactly that, and was just about to start asking questions when she opened her mouth again.
  “I heard you were looking for Michelle Lumb, am I right?”
  With a mouth full of cookies I nodded.
  “I think I can help you. Actually, she told me a lot about you, she really likes you, Richard.”
  I smiled as an answer, and she continued.
  “However, she made me promise not to tell anyone where she was heading. The pressure you know. But I guess she didn’t think that you would show up, so I will give you her address. Hold on a minute.”
  I thanked her and she slowly walked away. Gregory - who had been quiet all long - now looked as he wanted to say something.
  “If you find her, please be cautious with her. Charlie’s death was really hard for her, as I'm sure you understand. And you might rake up old wounds, I don’t know.”
  I once again nodded, and this time added some voice to it.
  “I will, don’t worry. She is an old and dear friend of mine I just want to help through this, I don’t want to see her unhappy either. Thanks for your concern.”
  “Good”, Gregory concluded at the same time his wife once again entered the room.
  “Here you go. Is it readable?” she asked, sounding worried but looking happy, and handed me the piece of paper.
  “Yeah sure, thanks a lot. I will give her your regards if I find her. Thanks again. And thank you for the coffee and delicious cookies.”
  She laughed and politely showed me the way out. She then said goodbye together with her husband and wished me luck.            

  It seemed like destiny wanted me to find her. I now had the current - or at least last known - address and would be there at this time the next day. All I had to do was to gather my things at the hotel and drive away, and so I did. Even though my journey seemed to be over pretty soon, my adventure had just started.

3.

  “Life is about love, to share love with someone, to share life with someone. I really want to find such a person, “Aeris”, as I like to call her. Ever since I was a kid I have been of that opinion. There is no point of being respected, popular, meaningful or famous without having someone by your side. To share everything with, to dedicate your life too, to truly love. Michelle is of the same opinion. However, none of us really feel eager of finding such a person. We have each other.”

  I hated that part. My old diary was filled with such depressive thoughts. The most depressive thing about them was that they were written too late, and that they just lead to more agony. I was so stupid back then, so blind.
  The first time I realized I was in love with her was when I for the first time spent more than a year away from her. My parents advised me to go study abroad, and without questioning it too much I did. I left everything behind, including Michelle. My year in France would not only give me the education I wanted, I was also planning to find a wife there among the cute, thin girls. Maybe raise a family and live there the rest of my life. I didn’t like America anyway...

  Five months later I was bored, especially with the girls. Suddenly I understood how spoilt by Michelle I was. She had everything; no girl was comparable to her. I claimed to be in love with four different girls in that short period of time, but all relationships ended as soon as they realized I’d lost interest. That I’d never really loved them. And slowly but steadily I came closer to the true answer - that I was in love with my best friend. It didn’t please me, but what could I do about it? Keep on denying it and hope to find someone better? Keep on making my life feel terrible because of constriction? I had already tried that.

  I decided to get in touch with her again. I wrote a letter telling her what I’d been up to the last five months, told her about my life and my friends and asked for her forgiveness for not writing sooner. I blamed it on the fact that I’d been extremely busy. All my true feelings were left out of the mail. About two weeks later I got her reply. 

  “Dear Rick,
I can’t explain how much I’ve missed you!!! You made me really worried by not writing anything, it wasn’t like you at all! Have you mailed your family? I’m glad you are fine and it pleases me to hear that you are happy with your life! I hope you won’t be as busy in the future so we can mail with each other!
  Now let me tell you about my life! Everything is much like when you left, but there is one big difference. I’ve met the most wonderful guy! His name is Charlie and we’ve been together for almost two months now. I thought I would never find anyone, but I did! It feels wonderful, I’ve never been this happy! You must be really happy for me!”

  I stopped reading for a while. For some reason I anticipated that she would have found someone. While I came to the conclusion that I was in love with her, she came to the conclusion that she was in need of a replacement for me. It felt so typical. She just took me for granted because she needed me, she always had, and now she thought I’d just be happy for her. Perhaps that was what I should be, I don’t know. I hated her, but still, I knew loved her... 


  My car was in need of another petrol-refill. The small red sign had to start blinking to make me notice that - I surely was absent-minded sometimes. It seemed like I had arrived in the small town she was living in just in time. I drove to the nearest hotel, settled and prepared myself and then walked away towards the house where my predestined was said to be. The wings of hope were carrying me.        


§ KAP. 1-3: Skriv om! Bort med alla klyschor, all skitdialog, allt larv, stora delar av handlingen - hela skiten i stort sett. Utveckla mycket dessutom - kolla manus.

4.

  The house showed no signs of life. I had been knocking a sufficient amount of times already without any response. The only evidence stating I was at the right house was the mailbox, and I saw no point in disbelieving it. Perhaps destiny just wanted me to meet her a little later, so I gave up, left the house and went back to my hotel to wait for a while. 

  After my small misadventure with Michelle’s last mail, I decided to write another one. This time I was a bit more honest. As she always had been so easy to speak with and the one I’ve told everything, the letter became quite emotionally charged. Still, it was very carefully prepared and thought-through so I was to receive the reactions I wanted. I started by telling her how bored I was with all the girls around me, how much I missed her and how superior I’d realized that she was to all the other women of this world. That I was glad she had found someone. That she was worth the best someone there was. That I was entirely happy for her.
  A little later in the mail I started sharing questions I asked myself with her. Why we never had been in love with each other, if she’d ever thought of me that way at all. I admitted that I had done so lately, and neatly asked if she had too.
  To not get too emotional and just shoot all my feelings in her face at once I calmed down a bit. I told her the usual stuff instead - what I’ve been up to and asked what she had been doing. When I felt that it was right time for more feelings, I continued, very seriously and deep. “I search with all my power and all my heart for a wonderful girl to love. To be able to live my entire life with happily, to raise children together with, all that stuff. But wherever I look I find no one good enough. No one beats the model - you. Cause how can I be able to truly love someone when I know that you are closer to perfection than she is?” I expected a strong reaction this time, some true feelings. 
  What I received was questions. Not from her, but from myself - I got no answer and I didn’t know why.  


  I decided to try again at her house. Sure, there was no rush, I still had two months left on my deserved vacation, but I saw no meaning in wasting time in my hotel for no reason.
  A young girl opened the door this time. Her blue, unsympathetic eyes looked up at me and she insecurely asked me who I was. I just smiled. I could bet my grandpa’s ashes on that she was a daughter of Michelle’s - the girl was a replica of her mother in that age.
  “Hi, I’m Rick, what’s your name?”
  I just had to ask her that before speaking to the original.
  “Hello, I’m Candy, pleased to meet you.”
  I smiled widely, full of feelings of nostalgia, and then asked for her mother. Half a minute later my eternal love stood in front of me, totally dumbfounded, just like myself. I hadn’t expected her to be so... alive. She was not the dead Michelle on the photo anymore, she was... with me.


§ KAP. 4: Utveckla mer, beskriv mer.

5.
 
  “Okey, now, sit down please.“
  The sudden shock of seeing each other again after so many years had calmed, her daughter had gone out to play with a friend of hers and to stay with her family over the night and we could finally sit down to speak.
  “I don’t really know how to start, I have millions of questions in my head, all fighting which one to be answered first” she said as she sat down in the sofa next to me.
  “I know the feeling” I answered with a big smile on my face.
  “Let’s start with how you found me? It’s great to see you by the way, will you stay for a while?”
  I looked like I was thinking about what to answer while I moved my hand to my right pocket and took out my wallet. I opened it and took out the note with her address from Wilma and showed it to her. She watched it carefully, smiled and looked into my eyes.
  “This note is from Wilma Gray, isn’t it? How did you find her, then?”
  “I got her address from a guy named Michael” I said smiling, expecting another question of the sort.
  “Oh” she started, “for how long have you been searching for me? And why did you stop sending me letters from France...? And how come --”
  She hailed herself, laughed bashful and excused herself.
  “Yeah, I’ll try to be more patient, you go on...” she whispered, innocently.
  I smiled and continued answering her questions. 
  “I read about Charlie in the newspaper...” I said, feeling very afraid of how she would react.
  She moved her eyes towards the floor, giving the impression of being very sad - on the verge of tears - but she still didn’t say a word. Charlie wasn’t a good subject... and it felt wrong to start talking about France now. I slowly put my arms around her to comfort her, and just like she would have done ten years ago, she started weeping in my arms.
  “I don’t know how to feel” she cried, “I don’t know what to do.” 
  I didn’t know what to say - “it will be all right” and such crap felt pointless.
  “Let it out”, I said.
  She did.


  Two hours passed. We had been talking about most things - old times, Charlie in a suitable way, job, health, her daughter, economy, stuff like that - and she looked to feel a bit happier. Still, I hadn’t told her a thing about why I’d been searching for her, that I’d been in love with her for almost eight years now. For some reason she hadn’t asked. She was lying in my arms and her brown, curly hair was all over me. She smelled as wonderful as I remembered her use to. Old, drought tears mixed with her mascara soaked her blue eyes, and her beautiful face made my mind come back into old questions. It felt appropriate to ask what I’d been wanting to ask for so many years now.
  “Didn’t you... ever question that I was more than a friend to you back then...?”
  She hawked, was quiet for a while and then answered, “I don’t know, really...”
  Half a minute passed before anyone said anything.
  “I recall you writing that I was your model when looking at women as potential partners” she stated, “and I guess it was pretty much the same for me. The difference was that I never ever thought of you like that as you seemed to have done with me. You’re weren’t worth that - you were above all of them but still too close as a friend to me and I didn’t want to ruin that. I felt so happy with what we already had and felt that it was enough, that it was all I needed.”
  It got quiet again. I felt pretty irritated actually.
  “So when I left you and went to France you just had to find a replacement for me at once?”
  I directly regret that I was so malicious, still, I felt she was worth it.
  “I guess I didn’t think that far...” she said, a bit ashamed.
  Silence ruled yet again. I asked myself if I should be rude enough to ask if she ever missed me when being with Charlie, but seeing her eyes full of pain made me keep my mouth shut.
  “Were you in love with me back then?” she suddenly asked.
  I got entirely stunned, didn’t have a clue on what to say.
  “There in France?” I asked to buy myself more time to think it through a bit more.
  “Yeah...”
  “Well...” I forced out of myself, “I surely missed you a lot and I questioned it...”
  I hoped that would be enough as an answer. Not a word was said.
  “How come your daughter is named Candy?” I asked some minute later to escape from the last subject. She smiled beautifully - the first time she did that the last hour - and aimed her eyes deep into mine with a look of sarcasm on her face.
  “It was Charlie’s decision. Her name isn’t Candy you know, it’s Candice.”
  I smiled back in both surprise and relief, “oh, well, nice, that’s good, for her I mean...”
  She smiled tenderly and hugged me affectionately, “I’ve really missed you, Rick... Will you stay for a while?”
  I didn’t want to sound like I took it for granted and hence thought before replying.
  “What’s your plans for the next couple of days?” I asked.
  “None, really. Candy can stay at her friend’s house, she’ll like that, so we can spend some time together, catch up on old memories, make new ones...”
  I smiled, thanked, accepted and told her I’d come back within an hour with my stuff, hugged her goodbye and left.
  It looked like everything was going my way, like destiny finally was on my side. I couldn’t be happier. 


§ KAP. 5: Larvig dialog, barnslig. Mer beskrivningar, känslor, minnen.

6.

  “Candy got really happy.”
   I closed the door behind me before answering.
  “Oh, how come?”
  “It’s not very often that she gets the chance to sleep over at some friend’s house...”
  I was just about to unintentionally reiterate my last question while walking into the kitchen where Michelle was when she continued.
  “Now when Charlie isn’t around anymore she is more or less my only friend, my only comfort, so she’s been home quite a lot lately.”
  “I see... how come you don’t have any other close friends? You always had a lot of friends when we were young for sure...”
  She smiled, still, not looking happy.
  “I’ve lost them... Charlie and Candy were enough, I guess. Can’t say that many I’ve met has been potential friends either, Charlie’s circle of friends wasn’t my kind of people really - mostly arrogant celebrities with brains destroyed by marijuana.”
  We both smiled without having any real reason for it.
  “Didn’t you ever think of contacting me?” I asked. She avert her gaze from me, trying to look like she was doing something with the food she was cooking when it actually was pretty obvious that she was nothing but insecure what to answer.
  “Charlie wouldn’t let me...” she said quietly, sounding disturbed by what she said.
  She served the now finished food and sat down just opposite myself.
  “Why?” I predictably asked her.
  She tasted the food instead of answering me.
  “Do you like the food?” got to be her reply.
  I said I did and kept waiting for an answer on my last question.
  Nothing was said. I didn’t want to repeat the question as I understood she didn’t want to answer it - I wondered why. 
  After we’d eaten the food, spoken about some old memories and left the kitchen we decided to watch an old movie together we both used to love. When the film had reached its end and the night ruled outside we were once again talking, both loving it.
  “I have no bed for you” she said after one of our subjects got emptied. ”Is it okey for you to sleep next to me, in Charlie’s bed?”
  “Sure...” I said, totally unconcerned as I didn’t think about what it meant. I was suddenly Charlie’s replacement beside her in bed - I was suddenly her dead husband.
  “Is it really okey with you?” It felt like I had to ask her that.
  “Of course, I wouldn’t have asked you if not.”
 
  
  We kept on talking for almost four hours, all the time lying next to each other in the bed where she had experienced the greatest form of love with a man, a man not being myself. It now seemed like she was asleep - none of us had said a word for about fifteen minutes.

  After having spent an entire day with Michelle my feelings controlled me. I was not in love with her, I’d never been - she obsessed me. Everything about her was perfect, it always had been. She was created in a way that would make someone be able to love her more than anyone ever loved anyone before. That someone was I, I was the one who could make her entirely happy. She was created to fulfill all my dreams of a woman and no one could ever make her happier than I could. I just hoped she would realize that some day...

  “Rick...”
  “Yeah?“
  “There are no words for how much I’ve missed you... thanks for coming...”
  I turned around to see her face. Her beauty was indescribable - she was without doubt the most beautiful woman of this world.
  “I must have missed you more as I was the one who found you, don’t you think?”
  She smiled widely while still looking very serious. 
  “Well, then you really must have missed me...”
  I smiled back, feeling completely ruined inside. I wanted to tell her all of my true feelings - that she was perfect, how much I really loved her - but I kept my mouth shut.
  “Good night, Rick” she whispered and kissed me innocently.
  “Good night, Aeris”, I thought, already yearning for another day with my remedy. 


§ KAP. 6: Halvsunkig dialog igen. Mer känslor och beskrivningar - igen. Stämning saknas.

7.

  After some minor problems falling asleep, the night passed by. When I woke up, the beautiful woman had left the bed and was making breakfast for us. My dreams had been about the same person as ever - the one I now could both hear and see. It felt strange, surreal. Candy wouldn’t come home until the day after, so we spent the entire day together. She showed me around in town, introduced me to some acquaintances and wheedled me to follow her on a walk through the local forest where she decided that we should rest a while by a fireplace. We really behaved like teenagers, and both of us loved it.

  Three hours later we once again sat still while talking deeply to each other, now in the middle of a forest surrounded by odd trees. The fireplace did well in creating a soft, mysterious atmosphere, and distant sounds from deeper into the forest made everything perfect. It was getting quite late, but we had no rush getting back home. This place was ideal for a profound conversation. 

  The last couple of minutes we’d been talking about Michelle’s and Charlie’s relationship and one thing troubled me - she never sounded happy. It sounded like she did not really loved him as a husband but only as a man she once unfortunately fell in love with, as if she almost regretted marrying him. We opened up to each other like we’d been married for forty years, pretty extraordinary considering we’d just met really, I would say...
 
 I wanted answers, not theories, and hence asked her some useful questions to hopefully get closer to them.
  “Didn’t you think that you would hurt me by not inviting me to your wedding, not even telling me about it?”
  My start could’ve been better. She looked puzzled, embarrassed at the same time as annoyed.
  “Yeah... well...”
  She turned her gaze away from the fire and rested it on a nearby tree, probably because of insecurity.
  “You know, it wasn’t easy...” she almost whispered, very absent-minded. “Of course I wanted you to see me on the happiest day of my life, a day you and I’d been talking about since we had been teenagers, but we’d lost contact and I didn’t really know how you felt and so on... I was uncertain about how you would take it, especially after I didn’t reply to your mail... I thought perhaps you hated me... So it all got awkward, I felt stupid and evil and didn’t know how to deal with it, so I guess I ran away instead...”
  I nodded understanding.
  ”Was Charlie a part of that escape?” I rudely continued.
  “Well...” she whispered, “yes...”
  Without understanding the timing, she leaned her head on my shoulder and took my hand. I could smell her hair, see her beauty and hear her voice, still I didn’t like the situation. I knew her too well to expect something positive at this point.
  “Rick...“
  “Yeah?“
  “Charlie...”
  It became silent.
  I gently moved some of her hair away to be able to see her face, and the first thing I noticed was a tear in her eye. That single little tear developed into a lot of tears and Michelle suddenly wept like a child. I hugged her as affectionately as I could and just waited for her to open her mouth and tell me the reason for her now soaked face. She was so beautiful, such a wonderful person and I hated to see her cry more than anything. She was like a little cute and innocent girl some nasty boy had stolen candy from for no reason except being a bitch - all I could feel was empathy towards Michelle and hatred towards the cause of her tears.
  “Charlie hit me... several times.”
  I didn’t know how to react - I got totally furious! I wanted to kill him (now that would be really smart) and I wanted to just shake it into this woman that being with such a man was just terribly stupid.
  “Instead of being happy with a guy that loves you more than himself, you waste your life in misery with a man not even worth the love of some brainless licking dog!” Of course I didn’t say that, I’m not that tactless or geeky, but my soul did - millions of times. Instead I just sat there, saying nothing more than “Michelle...” over and over again as comfort. Comfort? What a wuss was I? I wanted to kill the dumb myself too...
  
  Some minutes passed and we both came into senses.
  “I don’t know what to say”, I said in my total stupidity.
  “You’re worth the perfect guy, Michelle, and it even hurts me to know that you’re not entirely happy.”
  It felt kind of hard to say such things, but I felt it was very necessary. I felt false even though I wasn’t and I felt inferior even though there was no real reason for it. She knew I meant it from my heart and that I didn’t say such things only to make her happy.
  “I wish I could find that guy”, she said, looked straight into my eyes, smiled and then wiped off her drought tears with her sweater.
  “Let’s go home now...”


§ KAP.7: Samma grej som i kapitlena ovan.
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  I was confused. I had the strong feeling that I was living a lie and felt out of control. She saw me as a great friend - the perfect friend perhaps - while I was in love with her. While I lied and manipulated her to like me even more so that she could finally love me back. Is that love? It’s obsession - an insanely high level of desire - not love. I felt like a psychopath. Couldn’t I just accept that she was unable to love me even after confessing that she had chosen a guy who beat her rather than my lousy self? She obviously thought I was as beautiful as a camel-ass as she apparently never thought of me as more than a friend, never even questioned it. Or was it because I never showed any signs that I desired her either? Had I had built a wall between us, with a big sign saying ”do not pass friendship”? 

  There were two views of reality in my mind. One was pessimistic - that she didn’t love me. That there was something about me making it impossible for her to love me. The other was optimistic - that she really loved me even though she didn’t know it herself, or perhaps was afraid of telling me, just like I was to tell her. Perhaps she was only afraid of losing me as the good friend I was and therefore didn’t tell me? I wish I knew what the realistic view was... I felt blind. 

  I had been shutting out the truth for so long that I didn’t know myself any longer; I didn’t know how I really felt. Was I just so lonely that I'd seize the opportunity to feel needed when hearing about Charlie’s death? Was I just so obsessed by the word ”love” that I thought I’d never experience the greatest form of love with anyone but my best friend, like in some dumb Shakespeare-story? Or was I just here to pull the woman I had now realized to be the perfect one for me, thinking that she had the same feelings for me somewhere deep inside? Maybe love was fooling me. Was she really as perfect as in my imagination? Was she really worth all this? I couldn’t tell. 

  The imminent question was what my next move would be. There was no real point in hanging around here anymore, getting closer and closer as a friend to her - if that is even possible. This situation was crazy, insane, nuts. Where would it end, she passionately kissing me while still regarding me as a friend? I would never be able to take that pain. What I wanted now was some love back, and the best way to achieve that was probably to either force her to question me as a potential partner or let her come to those conclusions herself, without me interfering. The second option felt most comfortable and smartest, so I decided to leave and simply make her miss me. To be alone without me after these days of pure friendship she hadn’t experienced in many years had to make her question one or two things about our relationship, and hopefully make her realize that I was the one who could make her really happy. I explained to her that I had to leave but that I would come back in a couple of weeks, and after a warm goodbye I drove away, leaving her with loneliness, yearning and questions. 


§ KAP. 8: Funkar, går att utveckla, förbättra.
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  For some inexplicable reason I’d shut her phonenumber off so she couldn’t call me, not given her my address and not even told her I still used the same old email. She actually sent two mails, which I - of course - didn’t reply to. It was very obvious that she had missed me already some days before, but I had felt like letting things evolve just a little bit further before contacting her. It had to be perfect - I definitely didn’t want the same problems the next time I saw her. I decided that I’d call her later this evening, the time felt right now... 

  As we all know: no pain and no gain. These last couple of weeks had surely been a painful period. I missed her like kittens miss their mum, and there wasn’t a minute without Michelle running through my mind, making a pandemonium of the otherwise peaceful and quiet environment. It destroyed me. I couldn’t focus on anything, I couldn’t eat and I couldn’t sleep. Everything reminded me of her, even the most trivial objects in the world suddenly made me relate to something - a perfect, slim woman with dark blue eyes and curly brown hair together with a disgusting surname. When I heard a nice old song on the radio it made me remember the time when I heard it together with her. When I saw a golden retriever while taking a walk it reminded me of her old dog, a cocker spaniel named Roy. Girls on TV had something that reminded me of the best girl of the lot. An old woman wearing red shoes reminded me of her old pink shoes she had had when she had been 13. It was totally pathetic, so fucking lame. I wasn’t cool anymore - I’d lost the love for myself and she’d stolen it. I felt like a gay cat. However, the worst thing was that I didn’t even try to run away from the agony - I just sat there, begging to be tortured. Her face was all over my computer as I’d stolen a recent photo of her, my stereo played tunes that made it inevitable to think of anything but Michelle, and I just sat there, alone in my chair, reading old mails and letters she’d written to me. I was so annoyed that I ended up buying myself a pair of boxing gloves and a punchbag to waste my hatred on, usually without wearing the gloves. The bleeding forced me to sit down and take care of myself, and these became the only moments I forgot about Michelle. 

  This was the pain I had to take while living everyday life. The nights were even worse. My dreams were more of a pain than anything was while I was awake and every night became another torment. She was at my place, totally happy, as beautiful as always, and she loved me. We kissed, made love. Everything was perfect. Then I woke up without her and the day was ruined at once. In some nights she was just sitting beside me crying while telling me all sorts of inner secrets, making me feel terrible. Sometimes she was horned and the worst creature you can imagine, only alive to make my life a hell. She was mighty successful. There were some dreams I enjoyed though - the ones I killed Charlie in. To see straight into his ugly eyes when he was just about to die, not knowing the reason why I was about to kill him, was a satisfaction beyond expression... 

  Michelle was just as present now after I’d run away from her as she had been when I had been at her place, and I wondered if she was in the same situation over there. Probably she thought about me fifteen minutes a day or so... and it drove me nuts. 

  Around this time I did a lot of strange, questionable things which seriously made me wonder if I perhaps was a real, living and dedicated psychopath. I surely felt sick even though most things were of good nature, so to speak. Without knowing why, I’d begun to send her huge amounts of money now and then, without letting her know who really sent them. I didn’t need them, perhaps she did. I faked it differently every time, all the time using very secure methods. I mystically paid Candy’s education so she’d now begun in a new preschool, the best there was in her area according to my sources, without having a clue on why she’d been accepted and paid for. I even paid off Michelle’s house. All the time I was careful covering up my tracks so she wouldn’t know it was me, and I was totally certain that it worked. My scapegoat had to be Charlie - a dead man. It couldn’t be any safer. 

  ”Okey, see you soon!”
   I put down my phone after more than two hours talk, feeling extremely happy and excited. It went just as I hoped it would - now I would finally settle everything. Unfortunately it would mean taking some sacrifice - painful but probably necessary - paired with some fun as well... I had an early night and drove off the next morning. 

  When I reached her residence the next day, all the usual things happened. After a battery of predictable conversation topics, signs of appreciation and other pleasant things had been finished with, I revealed a little false secret to her. I told her I’d won some money two days ago and that I didn’t know what to do with them, and asked her if she and Candy would like to go on a vacation with me. I knew that Michelle had the freedom to leave whenever she wanted, and that there would be no problem with Candy either. I said that I’d pay for everything and that they could choose the destination. The reason I lied about the money was simply because it sounded a lot better that way - it would be kind of embarrassing to be so overgenerous for no apparent reason. 

  The two now enthusiastic and happy girls sat contemplating where to go for more than half an hour before they came up with three ideas. The first one was Candy’s own choice - Puerto Rico, as her beloved Ricky Martin was born there. Michelle preferred Paris. Both of them were curious what Budapest was like, I had no clue why. I shared their curiosity, and thus we decided to visit Budapest. Over the following two days we packed our bags, spent time with each other and spoke about how much we all yearned to leave for Europe. We had great fun and I got close to Candy very quick. To say that we became a family wouldn’t have been an exaggeration... 

§ KAP. 9: Inga större fel.
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  We all got fond of Hungary. Everything was cheap, there was a lot to look at and explore, the people were friendly and there were many things to try out. Our shared favorite was the Turkish baths - really comfortable stuff. But the best part of the trip was the feeling of solidarity that had been built up between us. Candy and me got along perfectly - she was one great little girl for sure, a true Michelle junior. 

  Michelle senior explored the town alone one day while Candy and me had fun together without her. She was so very talkative my ears were aching the next day, but I truly enjoyed it anyway. I couldn’t do anything but smile and think about Michelle at her age. She’d just started to be interested in this thing called love, and hence asked me millions of questions about it. If I was married, if I had been married, if I was in love with my wife if I was married, if I would like to get married, if I was in love with someone, if someone was in love with me, if I was gay, if I liked gay people and so on and so forth. There was no end to it. Nothing concerned her mum though, which I found strange. If she was so curious she must have asked herself the question if her mum and me were in love - I was a man and she was a woman, and none of us were homosexual, as she now knew. It didn’t seem to have struck her so far though. Yet all the time she noticed girls looking at me and was fast to let me know they did.
  ”That girl...” she said, pointing at the now embarrassed woman, ”has been looking at you very much, Rick. Maybe she is in love with you?”
  She wasn’t very good at speaking with a low voice either... 

  To try finding some answers by asking this little kid questions were pointless.
  ”Is your mum in love with someone?”
  ”Yes, my mum is in love with my dad, but he is in heaven now.”
  ”Don’t you think your mum wants a new husband now as your dad is in heaven?”
  She looked strange at me and answered, ”yes, but she must fall in love with someone first, you know.”
  To continue felt like a waste of time.
  ”I will marry someone when I grow up, but I must fall in love with him first, right Rick?”
  Right... 

  Later that night when Candy had fallen asleep, Michelle and me were lying in the cozy bed we were sharing, speaking about our day, Hungary, Candy and all other natural topics there were. She was amazed how well her daughter and me got along - she was usually very shy with adults, Michelle said.
  ”You’ll be a great father one day, Rick”, she smiled out of her mouth with signs of love all over her face. ”Don’t you want to have a son or daughter yourself one day?”
  I didn’t know if I was supposed to smile or start weeping - my heart surely preferred to weep. I answered that I definitely wanted both a son and a daughter. ”And I want you to be their mother”, wasn’t far away from being said. 

  Even if Michelle was extremely interesting and fun to talk to, I’d begun to be bored of this type of chats. It led nowhere. And as I only wanted to express my love to this heavenly woman and take everything to a new level, I’d started to feel like a hypocrite. How could I tell if I really found these conversations interesting when I actually had to do so to be able to move on? I didn’t know my own feelings. I was beginning to become a stranger to myself. 

  Suddenly she began telling me about her mysterious economic boost, which made me feel really uncomfortable. I’d gotten pretty used to the acting - lying - around her, but doing it still felt like shit. I’m glad it did - it was more or less the only proof that I wasn’t a fully developed psychopath yet. She thought it was a bit strange that so much had been paid in the same week in which I’d won money. I agreed. In a very sincere and cute way she asked me if it perhaps was me who’d paid everything. I lied. I said it couldn’t have been possible, as I won the money some days after she claimed everything got paid for. She believed me. An hour later she was asleep in my arms while I was clearly awake, staring right into the roof, thinking at maximum speed and depth. 

  I didn’t understand her, not at all. I’d been analyzing her for a long time now and couldn’t make her out more now than when I started. At first I thought that maybe she wanted to see how well I could take care of Candy before deciding anything. Now she knew, and nothing seemed to have changed. Perhaps there was something about me she just couldn’t love, whatever that might have been, as she could obviously love me as a friend. The most logical reason she didn’t even seem to try to imagine me as more than a friend had to be because I’d in some way made her believe I wasn’t interested in her at all – like thought before – and that I really had put up that ”do no pass friendship”-sign. ”Pass and we’ll cut your head off and take your daughter.” It didn’t make sense though, for one reason. I remembered what she had said some weeks earlier: ”I recall you writing that I was your model when looking at women as potential partners, and I guess it was pretty much the same for me. The difference was that I never ever thought of you like that as you seemed to have done with me. You weren't worth that - you were above all of them but still too close as a friend to me and I didn’t want to ruin that. I felt so happy with what we already had and felt that it was enough, that it was all I needed.” Perhaps I only needed to make it clear that I now wanted her as more than a friend? The question was if she cared - she’d been without me for over eight years and didn’t seem to have had any problems with that. Now as Charlie was gone, my value had, of course, increased, but I didn’t want her to ”love” me for any other reason than really loving me, from the bottom of her heart. 

  Earlier that night I was visiting the toilet when I happened to overhear a small conversation between the two ladies. Michelle was saying goodnight to her daughter when she asked a question that caught my interest.
  ”Mum, are you in love with Rick? Will you marry Rick?”
  Michelle laughed as if she’d never thought about it and answered ”no, he’s just a very good friend of mine” with the most annoying tone of voice I’ve ever heard. ”No, of course not, are you insane?” could’ve been her words just as well - I didn’t see any difference for sure. And not even Candy thought it was strange, even though she knew that I was attractive - that other women found me good-looking. 

  What the hell could I do? Why not just fucking tell her that I was so terribly in love with her I couldn’t stand another second without confessing it to her? Why didn’t I? Was it because I was tactical - playing this game with timing and just waiting for the perfect moment when I really knew her true feelings - or because I was a fucking coward? I was stuck in this game of horror and I didn’t have a clue what to do next. There was no way to find out either, so the only two choices I had were either to continue on this path and hope to come up with something, or just simply tell her the truth. Parts of it, at least. I had to get out of this jail, whatever the price was. Too bad I had to use a bomb instead of a key to open the door, risking everything around me to fall down as well. Life’s a bitch, a son of a whore born by a hooker. A fucking prostitute. 
 

§ KAP. 10: Lugn.
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I decided to take it a bit slow, more like a wuss than a real man. Too much was at stake to act stupid, and acting smart is never stupid in the long run. We would fly back the following morning and I thought it might be best to come home first, be apart from each other and then tell her. It would be more natural, that my sudden enlightenment slowly had made me realize the truth while being away from her. I just felt so extremely worthless because all of this shit - how the hell did everything get this complex? All the problems with falling in love with ones best friend when being millions of miles away is one thing, pretty understandable in a way, but why fuck everything up again this time? Couldn't I have been a normal loser when I met her again, asking her for a date or whatever? At least just something giving the impression that she was too perfect to just have as a friend... This incurable disease was worse than having been treated with sandpaper in the anal orifice for seven years, damnit... 

If I just slipped a declaration of love through my lips at the moment, would my bomb be a small, invisible little firecracker or some new type of devastating nuclear weapon? I didn't know. But what could go wrong really? She loved me as a person. She loved me as a friend. She knew that I felt the same about her. She knew I could make her happy. What would be so terrifying if I told her that I - without expecting or demanding anything - thought she was a bit more perfect than I perhaps should? If the feelings weren't mutual - what's the fucking problem? That would be my burden to bear and not hers.

While having the creative part of my mind on hold I thought of testing her a little, hopefully to perceive what the hell my next step would be. The trick was nothing really. I placed a picture of her from my wallet under my jacket as if I'd dropped it, saying "will I ever be able to find anyone better than this perfect woman?" on the backside, ready for her to find. It couldn't turn into any kind of disaster, I thought. She could see and read it, become happy and shut up about it, or the same thing but ask me about it. Of course something could go wrong as well, so she didn't find it at all. The last alternative would be that she found it and got disappointed for some reason, but if that would happen I guess my chances were none anyway, realistically.

It went my way. Later the same night when Candy had gone to bed and we were having an ordinary, cozy evening with deep talks and nice Hungarian food, she told me about her discovery under the jackets. Conveniently I blushed like a kid when she told me what she'd read on the back of the photo, and I - the lying hypocrite said to be her best friend - was definitely not a suspect of fraud. She said that it had made her very happy and started asking me lots of predictable questions, all being answered in a very correct way. She now knew that she'd always been superior, and most importantly - that she still were. Disturbingly something made everything screw up - it felt false, just polite, like my words were empty. And right when the moment for "do you mean that you're in love with me?" would have been perfect for her to ask, she begun babbling about Charlie in escape. That of course made the theme of this evening's conversation more difficult to direct, something I didn't care about - I was tired of this. Without dragging my own feelings into the topic again, I got her to speak about men. For more than half an hour she spoke about all the men who'd tried to win her heart even when Charlie was around, and how men always had treated her like shit. It didn't seem like she knew I was one of those creatures with penises - I was something else. She ended the conversation telling me how the ideal man should be, for another fifteen minutes or so. She described me - there were no doubts about that. As I knew - or so strongly hoped that it felt like I knew - that it would be like hearing a story about myself I couldn't resist throwing that in her face. "Yeah, you really need a guy exactly like me..." I said with a smile, receiving a shy, blushing "yeah" with a laughter in return. She looked away at her cute feet on the other side of the small sofa, giggling nervously, looking uncomfortable in the situation and changed subject. Anyone would take that as a positive sign - I didn't. I knew her far better than that. I felt more rejected than ever before, ditched like hell. To give up now and whine for some hours again would be my typical procedure, but I was too damn bored. "Then how come you've never been in love with me?" I asked, as my words meant nothing. She was extremely cute looking pressured. "I..." left her mouth as she took her focus off her feet and at my face, "don't know really..." "Try...?" I bravely continued, now looking straight into her angelic eyes which, like always, made me lose touch with the real world. She thought for a while before saying anything. "I don't know, Rick... I really don't. I'll give it some more thought and then we'll speak about it again when I'm not this tired, alright?" Even though it sounded like nothing more than an easy way out for her, I agreed, skeptically if she'd ever bring up that subject again. Ten minutes later we were lying next to each other in a bed again, she unaware that her curly, fragrant hair had trespassed onto my face, right under my nose. I was in urgent need of a remedy for my remedy.   

12.

My mind was fucked. Having to struggle to understand and have control over myself was painful enough - I surely didn't need Michelle to be another fucked-up riddle. Hell, what kind of a man did that woman see me as? I knew that her feeling of unawareness about why she'd never been in love with me was too profound to just state that easily, "because you are too stubborn" or something as weak as that, and that the answer was a more complex one. But what the fuck - love is always a bitch once in a while, why the hell keep away from it and be self-deluded just because it's a war in the beginning? She'd built so many fat walls to stay away from trouble with me she'd lost the full picture. I almost felt certain about it now - she was in love with me and had been so for a long time. What was harder for me to catch was her image of me. It was really difficult even to guess, not only because I didn't know how she saw me but also because the possible truths were many. Some days the most logical answer was that we in fact were biological siblings, that our parents always had lied but told her the truth and made her promise never to tell me. It felt quite possible sometimes, but I guess my mind just enjoyed fucking with me... or that I'd been watching too much crap on TV. Sometimes I thought that she was a demon sent to this world to torment me because of something evil I'd done in my life. The dumb guy who directed my dreams was fond of that idea. But the truth I most often considered the ultimate one was that she could - as I've thought before - feel that I had no interest in her as more than a friend, at least not that I saw her as a candidate. That she was like a little sister I took care of, almost like a daughter. Sometimes, too often, I'd behaved like that, always ahead of her, self-secure and without any major problems or feelings of powerlessness like she sometimes had, and therefore helped her instead, in the long run creating a inferiority complex she was able to hide as she knew I cared for her so strongly. Whatever answer I found logical, the reason of this big mess was I, and I had no clue on how to fix it. I was the fuck-up, not able to do jack shit about it which drove me mad like hell. 

Meeting Michelle again after all these years became more of an adventure than I had imagined. As my mind felt like a cold bubble-bath of some disgusting liquid, not capable of sorting anything out, separate good from evil, right from wrong or what was the truth and what wasn’t, it had made me lose contact with Rick. If Rick ever existed, that is. If the truth was that I’d always been in love with Michelle that naturally had formed me into who I am now - someone perfect for her to love. I’d always known what she’d wanted and instinctively adapted to fit her demands. Not only in all the big issues but also in the on the surface smaller ones. It wasn’t difficult to change opinion if some song on the radio I found so-so later would show to be her favorite, for example. It was the same thing with everything else - from smaller things like movies to what people we preferred to be around. Love took control over me because of the feelings of affinity, changed me, and was my driving force in life. 

This was getting awfully monotone, way too long-winded for me to stand. Something drastic had to happen. I'd been mind-wrestling so much I started questioning if it was smart at all to do so - who the hell behaves like this? Normal people care about their work and egoistically invest all their time in that, meet someone, take mutual interest in each other, shag and then boom - they're a couple. I was fucking demented. I'd been obsessed by a woman for all my adult life, thinking about her all days and never ever felt meaningfulness in anything as she obviously was the missing link for me to be able to feel anything deeply positive at all. I'd tried everything else - been successful in most areas but never felt any satisfaction for more than a very short period of time. To be respected or even idolized is comfortable until you get too much of it, maybe even realize that you can accomplish anything or get anyone you want to like you, if you really want to. I'd been there. A great economy making it possible to travel the world, buy whatever you want and never have to care about the cost is great, as long as you don't start feeling lonely and everything suddenly gets boring. It's as in the saying about spending time inside a huge and beautiful castle with all its keys without finding any room to enjoy - totally pointless. I'd been there too, and now money was like water to me. I'd even tried to buy love, something that made me unhappier than ever and made me long for Michelle even more. I was a sad, crying child not knowing what toys to play with to have fun again. 

The sense of being really powerless for the first time when you feel that it is the moment of your life is not a satisfying feeling for sure, a feeling that without doubt was to be deleted very soon. I was so damn tired of this whining that my current biggest problem was to hold my horses until we got home and then spoke again. I knew exactly what to say, how to behave and how to get her to understand how I felt when the moment occurred. I was used to this, it didn’t feel like acting any longer. I just wish I could plan her reactions too, as well as my own if she wouldn’t respond in the way I so very much wished she would. I didn’t know the Rick without Michelle - I was even deeply intimidated on who he’d turn up to be...

13.

   Once again my plans got interfered, but in a positive manner for a change. During our trip through the heavens I promised her that I’d stop at her place to spend the day, probably to say goodbye in a proper way or however this woman thinks. That’s what I thought at least. She knew that I had to work - rather that I said I had to work - the next day and for some week after, so she couldn’t expect more than a little visit. Apart from that unexpected question from her asking me about not leaving her directly, nothing extraordinary happened - all three of us spoke close to the entire journey, played some games and had a pretty nice time. 

   Back at her place it was another story. She behaved quite nervously and in spite of her obvious attention not to show it, it was pretty clear which of course made me wonder what was up. She acted like me. Naturally that would be good in a way but, as the pessimist I’d become when it came to Michelle, it didn’t feel anything but uncomfortable - I couldn’t read her like I usually could. When Candy had gone to bed and we were lying in her sofa like before, with her head against mine and behaving like lovers, some of the old questions I had were about to be answered.
   “We need to talk about feelings...” she said to interrupt one of those typical silences.
  It felt very unlike her to just state such a thing and thus I was totally unprepared on what to say.
   “Yeah... we do...” left my mouth.
   Another silence entered the room, again to be kicked out by the woman.
   “You’re in love with me, aren’t you...?”
   My stomach didn’t like what she just said, as well as my brain, and hence I sat there like a stupid statue for a while, wondering what the hell to reply.
   “I am...” got to be my contribution.
   “For how long...?”
   I understood that the girl curiously looking right into my eyes wasn’t about to give up. A welcomed feeling that it was smart to be honest sat down inside me to help me. I thought for a long time.
   “Hard to say... You’re so... incomparable to others you know... and in a way you’ve always been... so I guess to answer “all my life” would be the most truthful I can say, I’m afraid... yet I know it sounds really lame...”
   She didn’t change face at all, like she expected me to say that. It felt best to continue.
   “I think I know you quite well again, and that means ---“
   “Rick...” she put in, “let me speak instead...” I nodded slowly with an “okey”, feeling like the younger of the two siblings for the first time in years. “I’ve understood that and it’s been occupying my mind for a long time now, and ---”
   She became quiet for some seconds.
   “I... well, I honestly don’t know what I think of anything...”
   I decided to shut up and instead hope that she’d go on.
   “I...” she whispered, both confused and thought-through at the same time, “I know that I... love you, but I don’t know how. I feel like a child. I don’t think I love you in some... well, like love usually feels like... I guess... perhaps not in the way you want me to, I don’t know...”
   She moved her head a little and changed position in the sofa, moving closer to me. Three seconds later I reluctantly found my fingers fooling around in her beautiful hair, only as I knew she wanted them to. I kept on playing mute while she explored her inner self together with me.
   “Everything feels very difficult I think...”
   The room turned quiet again.
   A small “yeah...” from me didn’t feel like a waste of words, so I tried one. It was so expected none of us really heard it.
   “You know what...” she continued, “when I try to put a finger on my feelings for you, it’s like you’re... I don’t know... you’re not even worthy of being mentioned in the same discussion as Charlie or anyone else...”
   Before my mind got twisted of all questions about what she meant by that - if it was good or bad - she started caressing my hand in some awkward way that made it impossible for me to say something.
   “I could never imagine a life without you. Sure, you’ve been left out of it before, but in my mind you’ve always been there, you know... You were my invisible friend when I had problems... kind of like a comforting and caring diary I didn’t write in. It’s hard to explain... and I’m really bad at this...”
   That she’d thought about this before was very evident, I thought. I chose to use my verbal skill a little.
   “I know what you mean - it was the same with me. I mean, you’ve always been my invisible friend too, that far away kindred spirit I always share life with whatever happens even if I had to do it the lonely way. Like old times you know...”
   My choice of words sucked so badly that my current self-esteem got punched right on my lips - they would now be kept shut again. What the hell was that - who could understand that shit? I felt like an eleven-year-old. 
   “Yeah...” Michelle said, very calm.

   Nothing was said for over fifteen minutes. We were both very absent, thinking and trying to find answers on the same kind of questions. Something had indubitably evolved. We still touched each other and felt the other’s presence all the time even though our minds were on different planets. It felt really good, yet also very confusing. Close, anyway. My bomb had been as dangerous as some mosquito repellent - if it was worthy to be classified as dangerous that is. There was still a lot left to be explained though, something I surely didn’t look forward to but it felt downright necessary. Because what had happened, really? She’d realized and confessed something I did long ago - that I was very important and dear to her. So what? I was terribly in love with her, unable to live without the hope that my feelings were mutual, or one day would be. It was my goal in life, the only thing I really wanted. A Rick without Michelle didn’t exist - and he never had. How the hell should I explain that in an understandable way? 

   Before I got the chance to, the woman let her voice try a comeback.
   “Rick... I never want to lose you again, I know that... yet I feel that it maybe would be the best thing to do. The question is what you want, how you feel about everything. I really love you, still... a relationship feels impossible for me... even in the future, just to imagine kissing you makes me shiver. Not because of you, but because of my best friend in you, my brother... you know. I... well, I don’t know... I’m sorry Rick...”

   Quiet again. Was that the goodbye I feared? Everything was a big mess, a damn collection of mindfuckers. I thought for a long while before saying anything.
   “I never said that I’m in love with you like that... you’re superior and all that but I don’t have some desperate urge to own you or anything...”
   She smiled in some defensive way, like I tried to attack her with what I just said, fight back or something. I knew that my will to explain everything from my point of view now had to be left out - she would never react positive to what I wanted to tell her, not at all.
   “So what do you want...?” she asked.
   “I dunno” I predictably stated, “to live like last week, perhaps...”
   My last sentence puzzled her, it was as if the thought that it always could be like that never had crossed her mind. I was getting frustrated. Not only because of that but mainly due to that old “I can’t fall in love with my brother” bullshit that had kept me quite annoyed. Was it such a fucking impossibility to change the stupid label of “brother” of me in her head to “lover” ow whatever one should call it? At least just fucking take it away? I wasn’t her brother damnit! She sadly enough felt like a slower little sister again, one I wanted to lend out my brain to so she could catch up a little faster. Things were fucked. 

   “I’ve never been this absent-minded” the girl smiled out after yet another dead moment.
   She slowly raised and tried to wake up her body a little.
   I was still in that other world of thinking, something very obvious which made her smile and stroke my hair to help me come back. 
   “Will you spend the night?” she asked, definitely knowing what the answer would be.
   Ten minutes later we were lying in the same old bed again, she painfully close to keep the traditions alive. She kissed my lips goodnight and another fucked up day had come to an end. And yes, her hair was under my nose, and yes, it smelt fucking agony.    


14.

   I was destined to spend a lot of time with myself the upcoming weeks. Less than one an hour after I left Michelle I was about to freak out, but somewhere inside the wuss I were there was a man who told me to pull myself together and do what’s right - to help her be alone to think too. I hated that man, still I respected him more than anyone. 
 
   Fifteen days passed before we made contact again. For me they consisted of three things; work, thinking and sleep. I had no reason to work really, I didn’t need more money than I already had because of my old inventions and shit, but I guess it was a good idea to try the social life again. Flying planes wasn’t the most social work though, all you did was to sit there in the cockpit, do what you should and then you were done, kind of why I once chose to get a certificate. It gave me more time to think, basically. And more money I had no use for.

   The journey in my head was divided into two parts, where part one made up the time when I could be considered a living being, someone worthy of being called Rick. Meeting all the workmates was probably the most enjoyable thing during that period. It felt encouraging to come back to the world where I was loved, and where I in a less complex way could show them that it was mutual. Of course, I knew that my love for them always had been based on their liking of me, something that felt different compared to before. Now they were quite trivial, yet very likeable. In a way they had become small and weak because of Michelle, and that made me even more secure around them. Many of them considerately asked me about my wellbeing - I presume it was very easy to see that I had changed the last couple of months and that I had more to think about than the last time they met me. 

   Whatever decent life that might sound like, it was my obsession that ruled it. She was inside me every second, controlled me as if I had no will of my own. And she was like a drug I had to use on a frequent basis not to break. I spent an embarrassing amount of time looking at pictures of her, listening to those old songs again and shitty crap like that, but the awkward winner must be that I’d bought a bottle of her perfume to have with me. I’d also stolen a sweater from her for the same purpose. I knew very well what a damn loser I was turning into, but I didn’t fucking care at all. What the hell could I do to avoid doing all these crazy things without just fooling myself? I was so in love with her nothing else existed, not even the responsibility to take care of myself nor the underlying will to do so. I was honest to myself and nothing’s wrong with that. Fortunately I still had some control over myself though, probably because of the small amount of hope I carried with me, always comforting me and telling me that things would be better one day. Could be, at least. I behaved more like some stupid child each day, but I felt there was nothing I could do about it.

   That was only during the nice part - the happy moments when that inner voice told me not to give up. Inside I still also had a more pessimistic bastard who mostly took over me during the last period away from Michelle, a damn fucking master of making everything feel like a burning purgatory. When that guy directed my thoughts it all turned destructive or very self-centered. I wanted to give up, die. If not such an ultimate solution, then to show my middle finger to my morals and do what was needed. I certainly knew the way out if I didn’t care about how dark it would be. An accident would be great, especially if it concerned both Michelle and me. I think that would be the mind-changer she needed. If I had one myself it would make her value me more and feel superior to the helpless wretch I’d be - what could be negative about that? But to feel close to death together with someone must be a yet more powerful kind of awakening of feelings. It would make us connected in something this big too, attached to each other for life in some sort, hopefully making an entire life with me feel possible. Because one thing was certain - she was in desperate need of something that could make her look beyond that tattoo of “brother” she’d put on my forehead and see me as Rick and nothing else. If she’d just forgot all those past views of me for a while I still think she’d realize her true love to me. Perhaps I was wrong, perhaps I fooled myself to think like that only to be able to feel that my hope hadn’t left me - it was hard to tell. Just like before, and I was getting just as damn exasperated that it had to be like that.

   So I decided to fuck it. I’d always been a good soldier and it had never meant that I’d been a harder target for the evil bullets of life to hit, something I was very tired of. It had helped me survive but never assisted me in winning anything I really wanted. I’d never been a man, in spite of all my success in life I had never taken any real chances. To try telling her how things actually were, that I was this obsessed by her and just to let my feelings out in the best and most flattering choice of words I could, might have worked but it was too full of risks and therefore seemed stupid. It had nothing to do with if I was scared or not, because currently I was too damn apathetic to be afraid. I just knew it wouldn’t work but instead frighten her. Throughout this self-destructive period better ideas fortunately had struck my mind. Some were purely diabolical while some were morally feasible, and some were too good to ignore. One of those had accidentally developed into a whole scenario I now couldn’t discard - the chance that it would go wrong felt as small as my balls. I would try out the life as an evil bastard for once. My motives were good and I wouldn’t make her too unhappy. I could live with it, I thought. 

   The plot was so damn simple and effective I wondered who I’d been the last twenty-six years of my life - I could’ve been a hundred times richer if I’d used all the easier methods to get what I wanted. I hired a man - bought a kind of a hooker you might say - I’d worked with in the past to act out the evil side of myself. His name was Terrence, he was my age, good-looking, smart and a tremendous actor, and he listened to me like a dog to his master. Also I must say I really liked him as a person and felt that he had the brain to understand me. Perfect, in other words. He was paid a big amount of money to help me in my quest, to be my mercenary without a conscience. I felt hope.    


15.

   Even though I now had changed my tactics, the old sissy was still a part of me. That led to the fact that everything got way more complex than it really had to. My first plan was just to try the whole idea a little, make her unhappy and hence value me more after I’d become her savior. I thought a good start would be to simply send Terrence into her life and make it worse, in an appropriate manner. First the idea of getting her evicted so she and Candy could stay at my place felt tempting, but it was so damn drastic. I had more control over this strategy and if something went wrong it could be fixed in a sec. 

   I was surprised how easy it was to move my pawn into her territory. Terry had been standing in the local store with a copy of “Trois Coleur Rouge”, Michelle’s favorite film, in his hand while reading its backside which of course made her take contact, curios and social as she is and always had been. My slave of course knew exactly what to say, how to behave and what jokes to use to make her take fancy in him. When the necessary bonds were tied he asked her if she’d seen Bleu by the same director, she said no but that she’d always wanted to see it but never found it, he said he owned it and a cozy moment later they had decided to watch it together. It was as easy as pouring milk. 

   Actually I hadn’t decided the next step he’d take yet - I wanted to see the reactions before continuing. Like I thought she’d welcome him like he was some old and trustworthy friend just because he was a fan of Kieslowski’s movies, something that has to mean he’s a good man, she must’ve reasoned. One side of me wanted to punish her for that fucking naive and stupid opinion while the other, the one in command, loved her too much, made me silly and lose my nerve. Damn him! However, my motive was too change her, not to torment her, and there were better choices waiting to be picked for doing so. I just wanted to find the best one - the most lucrative evil deed for this moment. To tell her that men sucked and that I was far above them by having Terry to betray her felt meaningless - she knew that. As a matter of fact the smartest thing to do felt like giving her a psychiatrist - controlled by me, of course - that could open up all those doors she’d locked inside her, repaint that label of brother and all that shit. Terry would probably master that just as well.

   I was right. One single thing was his objective - to be a considerate listener without taking any initiative himself. He handled that masterful, as far as I know. After they’d watched “Trois Coleur Bleu” together, a very depressive and thought-provoking movie, they had a long chat, kind of like Michelle and mine’s apart from the obvious differences when having known each other for so long like we had in comparison to their newborn relationship. When the evident discussion about the movie and some less predictable talk about monarchy, how the hell that got into the subject, was emptied for the moment, Terrence got her to open up regarding Charlie. Used to all the media asking her about him and her feelings about the tragedy and so on, Michelle was very... professional - boring, I’d say - in the way she behaved in this situation, so she only told him quite shallow crap. But it got better. Due to Terrence’s knowledge about how to adapt to the woman’s preferences and needs in this type of conversation, he could present some interesting information to me when their little date had come to its end. Based on his own view, he said that anyone would think that she were in love with me, judging how she described and spoke about me. He hadn’t confronted her about that yet, I’d done that myself a while ago and surely remember how I regret that I did. She had to realize that herself, question it without feeling pressure from someone else, something that had been clear a long time now. 

   In this situation it wasn’t as difficult though, actually pretty easy - to start up anyway. Terry arranged another rendezvous in a smart and natural way, this time with a lot of directing from me to have in mind. I thought that a video camera was necessary to plant somewhere to film the main events - I wanted to see and judge everything based on own reflections and not through Terry’s. Also, we had a script to go by, a thought-through and safe one almost certain to be effective. I wasn’t used to this, didn’t really like the idea, yet I loved what I was doing. I would help her, guide her right, and save myself.

To be continued...
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