Lake of Moon Lulu
It’s very strange, but every evening I try to remember my past, especially things or actions. I ask myself: what I did right or what was wrong? Sometimes it’s very amazing, similar to reading books (I love them very much) nothing can make me laugh or cry all nights. “Laugh enough” is heard like “love enough”, do you agree?

Love… ” All you need is love” sang Beatles in 60 -s. I think it was the best time. If I had a Time machine I would like to live in 60s, when everybody adored music when people needed peace and love. 
I’m just 17 years old boy, too young to test the feeling called Love. 
One clever woman, I can’t remember her name, told me once “Love and falling in love are different concepts. Real love will come later, it’s only for mature man” What she meant by 

 ” mature’ I don’t know.

But I want to tell about something that happened to me, something very important. It’s no need to explain. Just listen:  half year ago I was at my classmate’s funeral. Her name was Lulu. When everyone went out from her home, I stayed alone and stole her diary, Yes, her own diary. Don’t ask me why, no reason, but something strange feeling told me to do it. So I did it. 
It’s very bad from my site, I want to public some notes from her diary. Her notes begin from August, a year ago.
“The 14-th of August, Monday, Evening
I woke up at seven o’clock. I have a headache like someone bit you. Yesterday, oh yesterday! I was at the party, danced all night till morning. Now I’m OK. I got a very pleasant offer – work of model in the city fashion agency. Tell me what to do? I’m 15. They said I had a beautiful face, long legs… I hated my body before this day. “
“The 20-th of August, evening
My dream came true. They took me, they took me! I’m so happy. When I went to agency I felt myself very confused at first time. The photograph was a very pretty man. He was about 40, but looked very young. His voice, hands were tender. I want to have a father like him.
Many years ago my dad died. He worked too much. I had never seen him resting. I remember his tired eyes, sick body. Oh, my father I miss you…

I need to sleep. “
After these notes there are only few pictures, no dates, and no words. She always drew eyes, so many eyes – sad, happy, cold, dark, and bright. If I were a good psychologist I could analyze it.

Everything must have reason, but why eyes? Hundreds of them. Feeling as if they look at you, sometimes they make me crazy and I wish not to steel the diary.

She was a model of fashion magazine. I have never seen such a beautiful girl. She was a real Diva: black long hair, extremely tall slim legs, and blue tinted skin. I don’t want to describe her face – it’s impossible. She is always associated with the moon, so far from me, so big distance between us. I’m alive on the Earth, Lulu… Where are you?  After a long time her notes go on.

“The 17-th of December, night
It’s snowing, cold room, my fingers became dumb, and it’s difficult to write. Days are passing as one day: photo sections, school, and parties. I have no time for myself.
My mom works all day. She has forgotten me, really she has forgotten me. Home alone. I try to sleep. I’m so tired.

I’m getting fat. It’s terrible situation. I need to give up food, only water and vitamins, ignore hunger to be perfect.

Mother has just come. So, good bye.”

“The 20-th of December
 No news. I have cut my hair. “

“The 28-th of December

When I was going home I became a witness of one scary accident: after school about 7p.m. I was waiting for the bus. Suddenly I heard a loud scream. Cold breath ran all over my body.
A teenager was lying on the snow, he was dead. His open eyes and lips can’t go out of my mind. Why did I see him? Why did he do it? All questions are mixed in my head. I feel tired again...

 “The 29-th of December
Today I have called my teacher to ask about that accident. She doesn’t know the facts exactly. She said that boy was from other school… jumped down from the twelfth floor under drugs affect, nothing more. Try to forget about it Lulu, try to forget. New Year is coming. I’ll buy for my mother golden watchers. I have saved some money. I hope she will be glad - the last model, very expensive.

I have sensation. I threw away 2 kilograms, strong will power, isn’t it? I want to look like Andrey Hepburn? Do you remember her role in “Funny Face”? It’s a real beauty. 

“The 14-th of May
I noticed that my hair began to come out. It’s so terrible. Imagine me without hair. Catastrophe! And these blue circles under eyes. I try to hide it from mom. She will take me to the hospital. 

At photo section we demonstrated new summer clothes. When I wore bathing dress, everybody was shocked. To tell the truth I liked it, it made me feel higher than everyone. I’m single in my kind.”
“The 20-th of May, Evening
Dear diary, I’m in blue. It has been lasting since I gave up working. My mom doesn’t let me work, of course I respect her opinion but… but what is going on with me. I’m abandoned. Bye fashion life!

Today I bought new perfume; it smells like winter, cool and easy. I want winter to feel coldness.
“The 22-th of May, Night

 Insomnia, hot pillow. Everybody is sleeping. At nights like this I watch people in the street. It’s so amazing.

Oh, the telephone is ringing. Somebody is joking. 
I’m so tired. I can’t explain what’s happening with me. Since I gave up eating my health is changing for the worse. May be my biological clocks have come to an end. But I’m so young. What is happiness? As for me it is beauty. I wanna to be the most beautiful like no one.”

      X              X           X          X        X      X    

“Like no one” are the last words. Everyone thought she died because of exhaustion, but they misunderstood.
Loneliness make people to be egoistic, it’s like suicide. They destroy themselves becoming moral disabled. All they need is love.

Days and years can’t change my love to her. Full moon was her life, she was Lulu. So dear, if you hear me take me to the moon, give me life.
