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The melody of life*

(The age is not a vice or a disease,

 it is a natural state of our organism)

Dear friend!…

…I agree with you that “sometimes, irrespective of him/herself, one wants to return to the past in his/her dreams and, say, “to rewind” the tapes of pleasant moments of those times left in the subconsciousness “cellar” as you said”. However, I share the opinion of those who state that to return to the past only for recollections is not a real pleasure. Even the best moments of those times fail to excite human imagination that has exhausted its resources. This is quite natural. Like a river, time moves in one direction as well and becomes a yardstick of our actions, but in the form of statistics. Every spent moment, hour or day supplements the statistics.  

Nevertheless, to all appearance, there is no countdown. Moreover, having thought him/herself to be reasonable and a knower of energy of pleasure and joy, a man would probably like to re-experience similar or even better moments of his/her life not only in virtuality, but also in reality. I believe that somebody’s sudden and most pleasant coming to another person’s heart abode can affirm the righteousness of the idea, this simple logical state of affairs. A supposedly short meeting of two persons can sometimes take down the wall separating them from the past and give a chance of feeling a desired reality of existence of the eternal center of joy and delight.
I think the center works until the heart stops beating, the heart, an indispensable “engine” of our body that everybody possesses, unlike mind, and that reacts first to external influences and then passes them to our nervous system. Blood runs through the heart and it is able to react and synchronically transfer billions of body cells the impulses of warmth, kindness and love emitted by an accidentally met inspiring person, in this case, my friend, by your supposed woman interlocutor.
Believe me that women like that warmth as much as men. Nature simply created them a little bit differently having given the initiative to men. Therefore, our energy of life can undoubtedly “illuminate” scantily lit corners of the male heart that got cold by time and kindle somebody’s passion and yearning again. I think the fire that slightly diminished with time is at the very bottom of human sensory organs. If the man wants, the fire can gradually grow into a flame that may require more than the man could imagine. 
The thirst, passion of love is able to dry an ocean. To keep up the incredibly unordinary state, efforts and desire of the two parts are necessary. If you manage to kindle a woman’s passion, you should try to maintain it as an inextinguishable lampion, to give her a chance of re-experiencing “not-deep-felt” – joy of communication, exchange of positive emotions originating from natural needs of heart and mind as a whole unit of moral and physical pleasure. 
I suppose that men are capable of even more than one is permitted to think. Connoisseurs of beauty are of common opinion that women, as a rule, keep up “smouldering coals” of sensuality, passion till the end of their life. They preserve their affection and inner dignity. I believe that every observant person can notice that. Recently you have managed to discover that in familiar women. I remember your excited phone talk ended approximately like this: “Your lips are probably moved by an incredible angel; the motions of Your body – from fingertips to hair – are so natural and uncommon that are capable of making a man follow you to a quite different world, the world of endless divine enjoyment”.
I was glad to hear such a courageous declaration of love from a friend of my childhood and student days. I think in such cases it must be enough to go further, to follow the mirage of one’s infatuation and unrestrained desires. It is not accidental that physicians state that courage comes as infatuation increases. The mirage is a certain guide leading to the horizon. It distracts the one following his/her affection. Driving out one’s desire never has a happy end. We both know this. However, long suffering and understandable control of one’s emotions may even result in brain stagnation. One should remember one more important reason: we live because we hope, dream and consciously create illusions that may result in heart catastrophe. 

To avoid that, one should put up with illusions, the virtual world and the reality not to lose the connection with the rest attributes of the real world. Devotion to uprightness, truth and justice has had problems as well at all times. 
So, my dear friend, taking into consideration the above said, be patient and summon up your courage! Never abandon the opportunity of dreaming! Continue your way to the object of your dreams though they seem to be castles in the air! Dare and win!
Today, at the dawn of declining years I am sure the motive of your actions may turn into the melody of the remainder of your life. Only few people can do that, you know. I hope you do not experience difficulties of your age on the wing of that endless melody of love and passion. The age is by no means a factor of shyness and despair. The age is not a vice or a disease, it is a natural state of a man. Let’s check it in practice!?

Your friend Rafig!
P.S. The story is the result of the analysis of the letters of my friend, now living abroad. I understood that my 57-year-old friend lacks bravery of recommencing an active mode of life. His pessimistic credo expressed in his words like “life itself finishes interrelations between a man and a woman” made me feel that he is in despair. In my letter of response, I have tried to ground my personal optimistic viewpoint that differs much from his baseless pessimism. It is for you to judge what has come out from that. I am bringing to your judgment the above given letter that has been shortened for some personal and business reasons.
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