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INTRODUCTION
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IN WESTERN SOCIETIES, love is often presented through the cliché of two halves meet to make each other whole. 

The story is commonly reproduced in literature, film, and television, but it also can be damaging when translated into reality.

The excessive importance of romantic love can also create the false belief that all people need a romantic partner or a fairytale relationship, which leads to disappointment since many people will not find someone to live this life.

In various countries, romantic love is portrayed as the most important source of love. This discourse is often repeated in the movies and on social media. But this is not the truth. Unfortunately, many spend too much time and energy looking for a romantic partner and neglect other relationships.

The affection between the couple is only one of them, but there is also love between friends, parents, and children and even love for the sacred.

We will be doing kids and young people a great favor if we become more realistic about true romantic love because we need to recalibrate the space it occupies in our lives. It is increasingly recognized that romantic love is not supposed to be the ultimate goal of our lives. At the same time, many people have also been open to other forms of romantic relationships.

Changes in politics, society, and our understanding of what love is or what constitutes a family is slowly changing the way we view and prioritize romantic love...or are they?
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CHAPTER 1 
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AS USUAL, HE TURNED on his computer and went to get himself a cup of coffee. He hated that tyrannical decision of his PC, the systems engineers, or reality to make him wait without the right to kick.

When she heard the program's opening arpeggio, he walked over, moved the cursor over the icon showing the little yellow phone, and clicked the left mouse button twice. Then he returned to the kitchen, this time with the excuse of peeking in the fridge to confirm that nothing was tempting there, although in reality, to prevent his machine from seeing him anxious and helpless waiting for the Internet connection to open.

Roberto had that hateful bond with his computer that we netizens share. Like everyone, he survived with more or less difficulty -according to the days- that ambivalent relationship that one has with those we love when we realize that we depend on his wishes, goodwill, or one of his whims. . But today, the PC was in one of his good days; he had loaded the distribution programs with speed and strange noises, and most pleasantly, no routine warning" had appeared on the screen:

Cannot find the file dxc.frtyg.dll

Do you want to search for it manually? Yes? Nope?

Drive C does not exist.

Retry, Abort or Cancel?

The program has attempted an invalid operation and will shut down.

To close

Unrecoverable error in file Ex_ Oct. put.

Retry or ignore?

Nothing of that.

So today was a wonderful day.

He logged into his email manager and automatically typed in his password. The screen tinkled, and the program reception window opened.

Hello Rofrago. You have six (6) new messages."

Rofrago was the fantasy name he had registered in his server's freemail. I would have wanted to be roberto@..., but no, another Roberto had registered before, a Rober... and a Bob... and a Francisco... and Frank... and Francis... So combined the first syllables of their first and last names (Roberto Francisco Gómez) and registered.

He took a sip of coffee and clicked on the inbox. The first email was from his friend Emilio, from Los Angeles.

He read it very pleased and saved it in the Correspondence folder.

The second was from a client who was finally commissioning a marketing study for a new film and theater magazine.

He liked the idea and sent the letter to the Work folder. The next two were intrusive advertising. It is unknown who wanted to sell and who knows what to anyone stupid enough to want to buy it; no previous experience is required.

How annoyed they were by these unauthorized invasions of their private spaces! He hated those emails almost as much as he hated the impersonal calls to his cell phone:

You have been favored in a raffle and have won two tickets to Cochimanga; you must pass by our offices and complete your information, sign the forms, and give us your consent to be able to send him a wonderful set of ... 

He quickly deleted those two messages and stopped at the next one; It was a letter from his friend, the Chua. He carefully read each sentence and imagined every gesture on the face of losh when he wrote. They hadn't seen each other for so long... he thought he should write her a long letter. But that was not the time. He left the email in the inbox as an automatic reminder of his wish.

The last message was striking; it came from an unknown destination: carlospol@spacenet.com and the subject of the message appeared as "I send you." Roberto had the email address on his work card, so he thought another job offer had arrived. Wonderful!, he told himself.

He opened the message. It was an email addressed to a certain Fredy in which someone sent greetings and rambled about not understanding what proposal on the topic couples. Signed: Laura.

Roberto did not remember any Laura or any Carlos who could write to him, much less was he concerned with the theme of the letter, so he quickly realized that it was a mistake and deleted the message from his computer and from his mind. He turned off the PC and left for his work.

The following week he received a second email from carlospol@spacenet.com; It took Roberto less than 5 seconds to hit the delete key. Those episodes would have been inconsequential in Roberto's life if it weren't that three days later, another "I command you" from Carlos brought another letter from Laura to HIS computer. A bit annoying he deleted the message without even reading it. Laura's third message reached the fourth week, and Roberto decided to open it to find out where the error was. He didn't want to continue feeling that little satisfaction and excitement that receiving mail always caused him, only to be frustrated when he realized he wasn't the real recipient. The message said:

Dear Fredy:

What did you think of what I wrote to you? We could chat or change what you don't agree with.

Have you already talked to Miguel?

I'm so excited about the idea of ​​the book that I can't stop writing.

Here's another shipment.

And following a long text on relationships. Roberto had some time, so he read it quickly.

When people encounter relationship difficulties, they tend to blame their partner.

They clearly see what change the other needs to make the relationship work, but it is very difficult to see what they are doing to create the problems.

It is very common to ask a person in a couple sessions:

- What's wrong? 

And that you answer:

- What happens to me is that he doesn't understand. 

And I insist:

- What happens to you?

And she answers again:

- What happens to me is that he is very aggressive! 

And I continue to exhaustion:

- But... what do you feel? What's wrong with you?! 

And it is very difficult for the person to talk about what is happening to him, what he needs or is feeling. Everyone always wants to talk about each other.

It is very different to face the conflicts that arise in a relationship with the attitude of checking "what's wrong with me" than to face them with anger thinking that the problem is that I am with the wrong person.

Many couples end up separating based on the belief that with another, it would be different. Of course, they find themselves in similar situations where the change is only the interlocutor. 

For this reason, in the face of relationship disagreements, the first point is to become aware that difficulties are integral to the path of love. We cannot conceive of an intimate relationship without conflicts.

The way out would be to put aside the fantasy of an ideal couple, without conflicts, permanently in love. It is surprising to see how people look at this ideal situation.

"...And when Mr. X realizes that his partner does not correspond to that romantic and fictional ideal model, he insists on telling himself that others DO have that idyllic relationship that he is looking for, only that he had bad luck.. .because she married the wrong person..." (?)

NO!!!!!!

It is not like this.

He did not marry the wrong person.

The only thing inappropriate is his previous idea of ​​marriage, the idea of ​​the perfect match.

In a way, it calms me down to know that what I don't have, nobody has, that the ideal couple is a fictional idea, and that reality is very different.

The thought that the neighbor's grass is greener or the other has what I can't reach seems to generate a lot of suffering.

Perhaps learning these truths can free some people from these toxic feelings. Reality improves noticeably when I decide to enjoy as much as possible instead of suffering because an illusion or a fantasy does not occur.

The proposal is: Let's make life possible... the best possible.

Suffering because things are not as I had imagined them is not only useless but also childish.

"These psychologists are never going to learn to use a computer," thought Roberto, remembering the technical questions that his friend Adriana, the psychologist, would ask him from time to time.

She carefully checked the recipient: rofrago @ yahoo. Com R - O - F - R - A - G - O. There was no question! The message was addressed to his mailbox.

He remained motionless for a few minutes looking at the screen. He wanted to find a more satisfactory answer to the mystery of the emails since it seemed to him that Laura's ineptitude was not a sufficient explanation. He then decided that Fredy should have a box with an account name or email similar to his. 

The assignment of the free boxes was made automatically; therefore, small differences were enough for the server to accept the new accounts. Fredy (like himself) hadn't been able to register with his name either, so he had used his last name or dog's name or who knows what. Her email address was then Rodrigo, Rodrigo, or ro fraga... and Laura had written it down wrong. Some guy wasn't receiving material, and a Psy was writing for him something that she would never get to him.

Alright, all cleared up. And now?

In some free time on the weekend, he would solve the problem; he would alert Laura of her mistake, and she would find the real address of Fredy Rofraga (she had decided that was her last name).

Roberto turned off his PC and went to the office.

The few lines from that Laura went around his head all day. When his girlfriend called him towards the end of the afternoon, he got tangled up with her like so many other times in those endless discussions they used to have. Cristina complained that he never had time to go out. When he wasn't working, he was resting from work. When he wasn't doing either of those two things, he was sitting at his desk in front of his PC, "connected" literally and symbolically with virtual reality.

Roberto also complained; Cristina was too demanding. She had to understand that the Internet was his only moment of rest and that he had the right to enjoy a little of his free time.

"Oh, of course, being with me is not enjoyable, " Cristina said.

-And... Sometimes not... - answered Roberto, which (later he thought) it was an excess of sincerity.

- For example?

- For example, when you fill me with claims and complaints.

Cristina had hung up.

With the receiver in hand, Roberto remembered the last discussion with Carolina, his previous partner. He felt how a phrase he had read that morning in Laura's email came to mind:

Similar situations where the change is only the interlocutor...

And he still remembered:

One always spends talking about the other...

It was true! That was what he and Cristina did in every argument. And it was that very thing that had ended his relationship with Carolina. In fact, he had separated from her, believing that it would be different from another.

That afternoon he left the office a little early; he wanted to reread the text on couples.

As soon as he got home, he threw his jacket on the old gray armchair at the entrance and turned on the PC. This time the loading of the programs was slower than ever, but he waited for it. He finally opened his mailbox and clicked on the command.

There he was.

He edited the writing and copied it into the word processor. From there, he opened the file temando.doc and searched for the phrases he remembered. He used the yellow highlighter to highlight them and marked others as well.

Put aside the fantasy of the ideal partner.

What I don't have, nobody has.

Do with life possible... the best possible.

Difficulties are an integral part of the path of love.

A strange mixture of sensations invaded him: surprise, excitement, modesty, confusion. A few times in his history, he had gone through this strange impression that life was mysteriously bringing him just what he needed. He remembered the day he met Cristina over a year ago. He was quite sad and somewhat desperate. With the pain of Carolina's departure, the tip of the iceberg of his depression had appeared. For three weeks, he had not felt the slightest desire to go out into the street. Secluded in his house, he had been letting the phone ring until the answering machine took over the calls: accumulated messages that he occasionally deleted without even listening.

That afternoon, bored with being bored, he had decided to change the welcome text on his answering machine to one that said: "I'm traveling, don't leave a message, no one will pick you up." It sounded heroic and assertive to him to open up like that to HIS friends and not create expectations of a response from them. But when he lifted the lid to record it, a voice came on the answering machine:

- Hi, I'm Cristina; you don't know me; Felipe gave me your phone number. I will tell you the truth: I have a repackage party on Saturday, and it would be dramatic to go alone or LET GO. Felipe says you are a great guy, funny and intelligent (just as my doctor recommended). If it is true and you want to bank good company and a wonderful party, call me at 6312 -4376 before Friday. If Felipe is lying and you are not what he thinks, sorry, the wrong number.

Why had the message played if he hadn't touched any keys?

Mystery.

Why had Felipe, whom he knew little, said such nonsense about him?

Mystery.

Who did that man think to challenge him? Mystery.

He called ...

And here was that inexplicable conjunction again. A psychologist he didn't know, from somewhere in the world, sent a guy in some other part of the world to tell him about relationships; those things came to him without any justification and were exactly what he needed to hear. Magic.

He had always thought that these coincidences made superstitious believers and esotericists fanatics. Beyond the existence of a god or a hundred thousand, these and those only used their faith in The Almighty to explain (perhaps in a fantastic way) what logic could not solve, seeking refuge in the idea of ​​divinity to be relieved, thus certain that their individual destiny is not simply linked to chance, nor tied only to some human successes or errors. 

Roberto thought that even he would calm down if he could believe that someone or something would finally take charge of his future or convince himself that destiny had already been written in all its immensity. Unfortunately, it was not the case for him. He could not do anything other than accept the existence of chance, chance, of the inexplicable.

Coincidences... Fortune... Crossed energies... he Searched in his mind for the word that would help him define his feelings. In therapy, he learned that it is impossible to control your existence if you cannot even name the facts. He went to bed thinking about the missing word. Thus, rehearsing phrases and combinations of syllables, he fell asleep.

In the early morning, he woke up with a start. He must have had a very unpleasant dream because the bed was messed up and the balled-up sheets had ended up thrown at the other end of the room. He stayed on the bed without moving and closed his eyes again to rescue images from the dream. He remembered only a few very confusing ones: words and words appeared on the monitors of hundreds of computers, reproduced dizzyingly, and grew inside the screens until they filled them all. Then they overflowed and fell outward, invading all tangible reality.

A world full of words, she thought too many words, swallowed hard, and got up. In the shower, she decided she would not go to the office; she had a lot to tidy up, and he could do it from his house.

He worked on his papers for a while until he began to feel the weight of boredom on his shoulders, that ghost that was too present in his life.

She picked up the phone and called Cristina, and with some luck, he found her about to leave her house.

-Hello - answered Cristina impersonally.

- Hello -said Roberto, with a voice to appease the story. -

-Hello -Cristina repeated in an annoyed tone.

-We have to talk -said Roberto.

- About what? she replied, determined to make herself difficult for him.

The approach of him.

-About the political situation in Tanzania -he quipped. "

-Ha -was the dry reply on the other end of the phone. - Really, Cris, let's get together tonight. I have a lot totell you, and I want to read you a text that came to me on the Internet.

- A text of what?

- Of couples.

- How did you get it?

- I'll tell you later... at 8 in the bar?

-No, pick me up at the apartment  -said Cristina, establishing himself once in the place of power. 

- Well - said Roberto 

- Bye.

- Bye.

"I'll tell you later," he had said. Would you tell Cristina the true origin of Laura's text? Probably not. Why not? The letters found were personal correspondence, and HIS attitude towards him could be seen as a clear violation of privacy. He didn't want her to know that he'd been able to snooze on another. She would surely disapprove of him, be angry with him, and dismiss any use of the letter's contents. But as Laura would say -Roberto thought beyond, Cristina, what happened to me?

Did he have the right to violate other people's correspondence? I'm the one who really disapproves of it -she answered herself.

He got up from the chair and turned on the computer. He opened his word processor and typed:

Laura:

I am receiving in my mailbox the letters you send to Fredy with the texts of apparently a book about couples.

Surely you must have an error in the destination address.

Sincerely.

Roberto Francisco Gomez

Did he have the right to violate other people's correspondence? I'm the one who really disapproves of it -she answered herself.

She opened the post manager to send the mail. The program automatically emitted a beep and opened the reception window that said:

Hello rofrago,you have one (1) new message.

He felt a small shudder. He clicked on the inbox and found the sender and subject of the received message in bold: carlospol@spacenet.com

His body—particularly his back, shoulders, and right arm—recorded the conflict between his desire and HIS principles. Roberto hesitated. "It's a private space," he told himself, but immediately remembered the slogan on the cover of the computer magazine: "Internet: infinity without privacy."

And he thought about hackers, that legion of young people who spend a large part of their lives surfing the Internet, entering every database they find in their path, and for whom the great challenge is to be able to access every computer that is protected, even if it is from the National Library, from the corner pharmacy or from the Pentagon. 

Boys and girls from all over the world devote hours and mental work to discovering secret codes, access codes, and information encryption systems to access data and prying through or even infecting those exchanges they have accessed with viruses.

It was much more than a teenage prank. "The Internet is free and any brake they put on us is a restriction on our freedom to navigate. We will tear down those barriers and damage what is behind them in protest for wanting to put limits on our freedom. They, the encryptors, are getting more and more creative., so are we." "Cybernetic anarchists," Roberto had said to a client a few days before.

Although he was much more like an anarchist than a hacker, at that moment, he felt represented by them.

He moved the pointer over the O for Carlos and clicked the left mouse button twice:

This is the new proposal to start thinking about the couple from another place, from the place of the possible and not of the ideal.

That is why we are going to try to see conflicts not only as a way to overcome my barriers and thus be able to get closer to the other but also as a way to meet my partner and, of course, based on what has been said, as a way to produce the transformative encounter with myself.

Being in a couple helps our personal growth. To be better people, to know each other more.

The relationship adds up.

That's why it's worth it.

It's worth it... WORTH IT (that is, it's worth paying for it). It is worth the suffering it causes.

It's worth the pain we'll have to deal with. And all of this is valuable because when we go through it, we are no longer the same; we have grown, are more aware, and feel more fulfilled.

The couple does not save us from anything, should not save us from anything.

Many people look for a partner as a means to solve their problems.

They believe that an intimate relationship will cure them of their anxieties, boredom, and lack of meaning. They expect a couple to fill their gaps. What a terrible mistake!

When I choose someone as a partner with these expectations, I inevitably end up hating the person who doesn't give me what I expected.

And then? Then maybe I'll look for another, and another, and another... or maybe I'll decide to spend my life complaining about my luck.

The proposal is to solve my own life without expecting anyone to do it for me.

The proposal is also not to try to solve the life of the other.

Find someone else to be able to do a project together, to have a good time, to grow, to have fun, but not to solve my life.

Thinking that love will save us, solve all our problems and provide us with a continuous state of bliss or security only keeps us mired in fantasies and illusions and weakens the true power of love, which is to transform us. And nothing is more enlightening than being with another from that place; nothing is more extraordinary than feeling your own transformation next to your loved one.

Instead of seeking refuge in a relationship, we could accept its power to awaken us in those areas where we are asleep and where we avoid direct and naked contact with life.

The virtue of moving forward

clearly shows us what aspect we should grow.

For our relationships to prosper, we must see them in another way, as a series of opportunities to broaden our consciousness discover a deeper truth, and become human in a fuller sense.

And when I become a complete being, who doesn't need another to survive, I will surely find someone complete with whom to share what I have and what he has.

That is, in fact, the meaning of the couple.

Not salvation, but the encounter.

Or rather, the encounters.

I am with you.

You with me.

me with me, 

you with you.

We are with the world.

Roberto felt the overflow of surprise again. Ideas and images of his recent and past life raced through his mind. His head was exploding, Laura wrote as if she were speaking to him.

A path to produce a transformative encounter with myself.

The relationship adds up. It's worth it.

The meaning of the couple: not salvation, but the encounter.

Laura was saying exactly what he needed to hear as if she knew him. In fact, the email seemed to have been written by her therapist years ago to wake him up from the infinite lethargy of her ignorance about the meaning of being in a relationship.
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