INTERLUDE

Dear Sam,

Picture it. I came back from 101 days in America, where I was at least 3000 miles away from home, and the life that I had looked forward so much to coming back to, had changed. The only stable thing of my entire life until now, our dear house, is on the market. None of my friends are at home: they're all many miles away living new lives as University students. Even my own sister is a different person. She, like everyone, has changed; and I've been left behind.


Of course, in actuality I have changed too, but this change in myself occurred without the support of the people closest to me – I feel like I've grown apart from them. So I while away my hours writing to everyone I know, trying to re-establish some connection. I get maybe three replies.


In my desperation (not despair really, perhaps only loneliness) I grab these opportunities and spend as much time as possible talking to these loyal few. I arrange a fantasy weekend with my legend, Néféli.


It all goes to plan, we have a dreamy time – but then it strikes me that it IS just a dream. Just a fantasy. She loves me, I am her purpose in life, but I know that I don't love her as much. My mind flashes across some event in my past, some echo of this situation, and in a panic I tell Néféli everything she never wanted to hear.


And so I witness the person whom I most care about in the whole world die in my arms, by my own hand. I've never seen such agony and despair. I hope never to cause it again, in anyone. She has the worst two days of her life, but she is so strong. Instead of letting herself slip away, she helps me.


Thanks to her sound counseling and unparalleled wisdom, she allows me to see the truth in my own heart. She persists through thick and thin, drama and trauma until she clarifies my own emotions. Once I see how I really feel, it pours out. The lightness of raw truth fills the room.


My truth... is that I am making the mistakes of my own mother. The mother whom my heart has hated for so long. The mother whom I could not hug because I was physically repulsed. The mother that loved me absolutely and despaired in seeing the anger in my eyes. Who despaired when she saw the devastation in the people she most cared about in the world, her own children. The devastation she herself had caused.


You see; 20 years ago my father fell in love with my mother in the same way that Néf fell in love with me. Everlasting, true love – it's still there today. My mother respected and admired him, and wanted to make him happy. But she didn't love him. In the same way that I didn't feel that spark for Néf. Everything was perfect about him, and she convinced herself that she could fall in love. Similarly, everything was perfect about Néf, and I want to make her happy too. I also convinced myself that I could fall in love with her, and it took me two years to realize what I was doing. My parents married before two years was up.


So it's over between Néf and I. It's for the best. It's painful, but we can be sincere now. She will still love me, but she can love another. I will soon discover what real love feels like.


Unfortunately, the story is different for my parents. They lived the lie. And it never went away. Eventually, mum had her affair with "Greece". It could have been a thousand people – it's not fair to hate Demetres. What matters is what he represented to my mother. And she really fell in love with him. It hurts for me to write it, though I know it's not my business in a way.


And I understand her. It took such a trauma, but now I realize that I don't have to forgive my mum, because she never realized she was doing anything that would hurt anybody. I have gone through what she went through two decades ago, but for her it was too late to correct the mistake. My mother and I hugged for the first time in well over a year. The problem is far from solved – understanding the problem is just a start – but it's a breakthrough. We are closer again.

Anyway, Néf left; I felt really depressed and lonely, spent about four days and drunken nights with Keith and hung out with you guys a bit. I survived a 40mph car crash – both cars are write-offs – which depressed me even more because it was at least partly my fault. And only in the last three days, I've organized the three-month round-the-world trip I’m booked up for by being on the phone for a few hours to various people, and being on the Internet for a few hours to print out reams of info on various places.


Ultimately, this escape is happening at the worst (or perhaps best!) time possible – I am almost totally unprepared for it. Psychologically, logistically: I'll get off the plane at half past six am local time with my huge backpack, totally jetlagged, with no idea what to do or where to go. It'll be like waking up in someone else's life.


What an adventure. It is just what I make of it. A dream again, except this time totally sincere. I can really, for once, truly be...


Myself.

I'll keep a journal. I'll write it like a book if I can. Let's see how much trouble I can get myself into!!!


So this is goodbye for a while, my friend. Dear Sam. I wonder what you think of me. Do you look at me as an equal? Do you admire me? Are you attracted to me? Do you pity me? Hello. I'm human. In the end, I'm like everyone else. We all think our experiences and emotional roller coasters put us outside of average, but we're merely playing our part.

Charles
