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I'm sorry for the damage caused. 

Believe me, I felt guilty enough about it. 

 

A painfully honest confession of will, of man’s struggle with him self. Addiction is a secondary character here, it could have been about anything else. Don’t let its relative brevity confuse you; it has all the important moments. How one become a pariah and from than on has only oneself to rely on in a hostile and hypocritical environment. How to stand on your own? It doesn’t end in glorious victory, as perhaps it should. Nor with defeat. The fight goes on, even if sometimes the fight it self is the goal. 

 

ROLAND MEZOFI, 

Translated by Cici Farha
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HISTORY

Until I was twenty, I believed in only one thing:  understanding  breeds  contempt. 

About  ten  years  have passed  since  then,  I  had  to  change  almost  every  word  in the  writing  in  your  hand.  Names,  so  that  I  don't  reveal  who caused  pain, thereby  further  opening  up  the  wounds  of  the past,  so  that  I  relive  the  pain caused  after  each  reading. 

Places  do  not  remind  me  of  the  obsessive  thought  that  I was always on the run because I carried too much  unpleasant  information  about  every  single  city  I visited.  Well,  and  of  course  the  ending. After  all,  while  I  lived  in  an  era,  I worked  on  this  book.  I  didn't  even  know  how  it  would  end.  I  just drifted and

hoped to survive. 

As  a  little  boy,  it  was  hard  for  me  to  be  like  the  others.  I  was  tormented by  oversensitivity,  the  multitude  of  problems  at  the  time,  and the  many  emotional outbursts,  which  neither  classmates, teachers,  nor  even  family  could  understand. 

I  alone  knew  that  the whole  thing  could  be  attributed  to  an  irreplaceable  void. 

However,  socializing  was  not  difficult  for  me,  I  made  contact  with  anyone  very easily. 

Two  rules  prevailed  during  the  rural  school  years.  Either  you surrender or you disappear. I chose the  the  former. Since  I  grew  up  in  a  small  town,  I  couldn't find  any  life  situation  where  I  could  feed  myself.  What  gave  me  strength  as  a child  was  writing  and  studying.  I  wrote hundreds  of  short  stories,  which  I  read to  the  family  every Christmas,  and  at  school,  I  had  to  compensate  for  my  bad image  with  good  grades.  Although  I  was  full  of  good intentions,  good  grades, love  and  the  desire  to  be  loved,  I felt like an outsider forever. 

I  have  always  chased  idols,  looking  for  the  company  of people  with  whom  I found  some  excitement.  Maybe  that's  why  I started  smoking.  Maybe  that's  why  I got  drunk  the  first  time. But  the  barriers  inside  me  prevented  me  from  unfolding again  and  again.  I  knew  even  then  that  it  couldn't  go  on  like  this.  And everything  can  be  blamed  on  the  family  situation,  and  no matter how much my ancestors tried to love me, I needed something completely different.  Fort  oughness 

and  purposefulness. 

After  two  mediocre  and  horrible  years  of  high  school, when I was filled with fears about real and unreal events that  happened  in  that  certain  small  town;  which I don’t  want  to  name.  I  was  finally  led  to  try  my  luck  in  a  new  town. 

I  became  a  college  student.  I  had  to  become  enlightened,  I  decided  that  I would  not  continue  the  previous  way  of  life.  I no  longer  wanted  to  see  those  who held  me  back,  those  who  devoured  life  in  front  of  me  while  I  barely  saw anything  of  it. It  felt  like  being  blindfolded  and  given  a  straitjacket  that stopped me from he  was  dying  to  be  touched  by  my  hand.  I  was  thankful  that  I could finally  leave  my  place  of  residence  because  I  thought there  was  no  greater contagion.  I  buried  the  events  of  the  first  sixteen  years  of  my  life  as  deeply  as possible.  I  was  naïve,  I  lived  for  the  longing,  but  I  put  on  a  perfect  mask  so that  it  wouldn't  show. 

A    new    atmosphere    always    promotes    change    that's    what    I   believed.  And indeed  I  fought  for  every  single  human  connection. Maybe  it's  the  charm  of  the new  place,  but  I  finally  felt  a  little  semblance of being somewhere important. I made a lot of  friends  and  that  was  what  filled  me  up.  The  afternoons,  then  the nights,    the    early    morning    returns.    A    pack    of    cigarettes    a    day,    the    beers. 

Collected  the phone  numbers  of  the  girls.  The  attempts.  I  promised  myself  that  I would  finally  start  living,  and  the excellent  form  attributable  to  this,  as  well  as 

the  goal-seeking drive to immoderation, took over me. 



This  is  how  I  became  much  more  open  in  2008.  That's  how  I  met  a girl with  whom  I  had  things  in  common,  such  as  writing  poetry  and playing  music. 

Getting  to  know  each  other  turned  into  beer  drinking, and  beer  drinking  turned into  a  direct  relationship,  and  from  that  became  the  first  kiss.  I  never  thought that  this  relationship  would  even get  to  this  point.  I  was  ridiculous.  I  will  never forget  what  she  whispered  in my ear;  "I mean what I'm doing now." Back then, this was  what  intoxication    meant,    walking    home    by    the    hand.    And    when    the    bus stopped,  we  fell  into  each  other,  then  it  got  on,  I  waved  to  him  one  last  time and  looked  around  360  degrees  to  see  if  it  was  me  or  the  world, but something completely changed. 

And  the  next  day,  I  realized  that  the  girl  I  fell  in  love  with one  night  told me  that  she  didn't  want  a  serious  relationship.  I  rolled  my  eyes  and  said  that  I could  wait,  but  it  was  a  little  hard  for  me  to  bear  the  fact  that  she  was  already with another guy that night. 

Then  I  felt  something  unfamiliar.  I  think  I've  become  a parody of myself. I became the disappointed teenage guy who  even  thought  about  suicide, but  not. 

Self-destruction  remains.  For  weeks.  Every  single  day.  And  I  never  mentioned  to the  family  how  bad  it  was  for  me.  But  I  wanted  to  let  my friends and

acquaintances know what the course was.  Humiliation  from  a  girl,  the  eternal  lack of  contact  with  her  was  so  indigestible.  I  wanted  her  because  it  was  the  first time  I  got  something,  and  because  I  couldn't imagine ever being able to handle the craving again. 

However, on that particular Friday evening, when we got together, everything was already running through my  thoughts.  The  fact  that  she  sleeps  with  me  on Saturday,  that  I  introduce  myself  to  her  parents,  and  that  I  can  finally  make up for  everything  I've  missed  so  far.  I  was  wrong.  I  turned  in the usual way. 
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