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To Iris Rodríguez Arias

 

Always take the decisive step
with your shoes in your hand

 





Prologue

I like it when the artist does not masquerade their intention. 

This book may be lacking something, but it is worth keeping it for a while. In it the measure of pain is steady, the order of emotions does not matter and in this hideout the smiles triumph, despite the fact that sometimes we fall asleep after having survived the Nazi deworming that is still perceived in the form of regression, taking the risk of leaving a type of worm under the skin of someone close to us which threatens to grow bigger. 

I might write some verses in a different language one day, sometimes there should be more than one echo to break through sterile limits in other countries. We are talking about a full disclosure of feelings and emotions. I come to you as a reader this time, with dusty shoes after a long trip, with some bits of fiction and some of reality. I walk through the racism avenues, hatred and selfishness landscapes, and the home to acceptance, with the experience that comes with aging. Not taking away my white hairs but embracing them.

On the other hand, the most complicated part of my life I like to hum it barefoot at home, trying to improve my tunning. Although I still cannot have the same stability that my dog shows when she sleeps standing, all by sheer will power. I am not predictable and I do not wish to smile all day when I am through a sing-to-remember-a-name phase. 

	How sweet is the smell of living bodies that do not deny pain. I feel passion, and sometimes enjoy being angry, but above all I want to live and skilfully observe life. Please reflect when you are in those situations you might perceive as sad…

	This is like having your waters break and the anticipation of waiting for something that is going to happen with gran splendour whilst drinking all the coffee and cognac sip by sip.

	This book will be here for you when someone gives you an unwanted piece of advice, or when they let you know they expected more from you. You will not find compassionate words here, nor the intermediate fixer. Simply put, if you go to the toilet during the movie, you miss it. If you are thirsty, you should have prepared a drink. If there is too many people around you, I can lend you my solitude, but you should work in yours as this is not a book with damsels wearing caps, nor it is a velvety book sown with gold.

	Through these short stories I want to transmit a very important part of me, like the bone marrow of different topics that needed not only more time to develop, but also more focus.

	Happy books overwhelm me. 

	The words in this book need humans around them to work. It is a book full of life, but not only the good parts of it, you have to work hard for those. Those of you unaware of your own thinking, meditate about where the anger comes from

	I wish I could say I care in which days or months I wrote each page. What is most interesting is the diverse content, so vast that a duck could vigorously swim in it even if beheaded.

	I can only ask of you not to be sceptical and to get involved in reality. Be friends with those that do not need to reveal to you how you are like. I am also talking about books that do not need explanations to be understood. If you are forcing yourself to be stronger than you are, this chapters will weigh an extra twenty kilograms on you.

	I do not tell things here that are convenient to be, I would need two hundred years for that. Although, most of the time, “I smile from the joyful sadness of oblivion” (Miguel Hernández).

	There is no manipulation here.

	You must know there is al least two sides: those who opt for therapy in the midst of revenge or those who opt for revenge in the midst of therapy.

	Do not trust in encaged singing birds. Be like Charlotte Delbo when she was deported amongst two hundred other women to the concentration camp —only forty nine survived. When they were forced to stay in line, her and her companions were never first or last, as those were the ones beaten down. As you should know, do not go near the extremes. 

 

 

 

 

Maybe we are alike if you know what I mean when I say that I bring from the past the light that is still in the rooms where children used to be born.

 

All those rows of roses
they are like a weak army still sanding.

 

 

To be honest, the world is not exactly what I need in days of lack of understanding and anger. But I would never hurt it.

 

I have a bad feeling when I start sentences by saying “I think”, as I am usually a very decisive person. On the other hand, consider thinking like a big plait, or several small ones strongly put together, that have been washed in the river of our small village, where we grew invincible every summer.

 

It was crystal clear to me.

I saw how she faced the world not caring what other people would think. I was with her when she cried and ate at the same time to stay strong. She finished two bags of eucalypt sweets that I kept for my sore throat in three days. Apparently, they also work for her chest issues. 

	She was dragging with her the torture of humiliation that someone with an elevated ego caused her. Then she managed her emotions without even realising it when she gave me advice, realising that reality is better understood when we speak about it than when we just look at it.

	Alan Earl talks about the confinement cells in Kremlin in his book, where the prisoners were subdued. He says that “innocent people were beaten up and terrorised, they confessed to murders, and then the guilty ones pointed at other victims”. Our cells now are invisible.

	Life is not exactly unfair if we compare it to what happened in the past. Sometimes we only need to move somewhere else or explore the unknown, and send the occasional picture of fried eggs to know that there is still hope, and that we understand the history of this country, especially our own history.

	Not because I am a woman, but because I am human. It was crystal clear to me.

 

Generosity.

	Generosity taught by the system will not keep us safe. It will keep is in line. They sell it as a luxury good to keep us quiet while we suffer its transformation. There are generosity bruises. Imitations. Interests. 

	Enough is enough. It would seem as if they banned the harmony of our country.

	I would like to see their face when they look at me after feeling what I feel.

 

It is easy to only love what is beautiful, but do you know what? That is a symptom of a horrible blindness. 

	I have my bread and butter with pain, fear and the unavoidable.

	Let’s bring down the bridge so the calamities cannot come back with their perfect sunsets, or their dragonflies, bones and coins.

	Let me enjoy with laughs and tears together, knowing that crickets are beginning to jump in the back patio of the house my father grew up in. 

	Wonderful madness. Wonderful revolution of hope and thought, after the happiness of seeing more than four birds singing together.

	Hunger thrives when you live for yourself.

 

We have everything within reach: psychologists, commitments, good friends, feelings with rights, chocolate, dinner time, a roof, a warm glass of milk… But even now, we are still suffering. We still covet our neighbour’s pyjamas.

 

I only feel like cancelling any social gathering on some rainy days. We mortals choose to tire ourselves preparing to go where we do not want to.

The good thing is that I feel self-motivated when I face adversities. I can control my impulses and solve the problem. My new found concept of interaction is cheesy but pleasant.

 

A few days ago someone told me they cried with my first book.

It might be because of some of the things that I saw and, although I do not talk about them, they are a part of me. 

	Like that dead little boy on a Turkish beach. I was seven months pregnant trying my best to keep track of why I wanted to bring a child to this world.

	I was trying to understand why a picture that had me crying for days did not make a long term impact in society, as it fell into oblivion after the overload of information, and no one understood the real message. There is a saying that goes “the wolf eats all types of meat, but only licks his own”.

	I could not share it once, instead I scratched my belly as if I was giving a future to my son. A future where together we could discover what is unjust, and uncover what is just hand in hand with a troop of other mothers.
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