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			Rivers of Ink

		

	
		
			For all the teenagers who left home to find home: I hope your heart is healing well. 

		

	
		
			“She took all that she felt,

			all the love, all the risk,

			and from the tip of her pen, 

			streamed rivers of ink.”

		

	
		
			PROLOGUE

			Rivers of ink is a collection of poems in which the author shows all the wonder, the beauty, the poignant depth of a feeling, love, that gives life even when it causes pain, when it is tormented, unrequited, silent.

			Each poem explores love by highlighting a different facet of it. The author, with her young age, shows us how loving can be easy and complicated at the same time. The poems follow the various steps of falling in love, each describing the emotional toll it takes:

			«[…] Fell in love with the love./Fell in love with the hate./And, although it was rough,/fell in love with the pain.» ‘Fell in Love’

			«[…] So I guess that what I’m saying/is that I’m afraid of you,/because you will never like me/and I hate that I like you.» ‘I hate that I like you’ 

			«[…] The problem is that I’m delusional,/the problem is that I don’t care,/that I knew it was impossible/and, no matter what, I fell.» ‘Risking my life’

			«[…] NUNCA pensé que una mirada/pudiera decir más que mil palabras/y aquí estás tú, y yo confundida/porque tus ojos me gritan que entre en tu vida.» ‘NUNCA’

			The style is simple and delicate; the vocabulary bare and essential, devoid of elements that could shift the focus to anything other than the sentiment itself. Among the various rhetorical figures, anaphora (Home, Fell in love, Nunca) and alliteration («[…] It hurts to think I opened up/and that you left me on read,/it hurts to think there was an ‘us’/and that I thought we were friends» In ‘It hurts that I can’t hate you’; «[…] Cause there’s a place that’s in my mind,/in my memories, my heart,/it’s a place I left behind.../and I wish I could go back» In ‘There’s a place’) are prominent.

			The presence of poems in Spanish makes the collection even more poignant and romantic, emphasising even more how love can be a feeling that can make one suffer but can also heal.

		

	
		
			POET’S NOTE: FEELINGS

			Being a teenager is… complicated. Teenagers feel twice as much as anyone else, intensely, with passion. A dumb crush can feel like the love of your life, and a heartbreak seems to be the end of the world. We can be surrounded by people and still be the loneliest person in the world. Quite often, we feel like we don’t have anyone who understands us, who has felt this way before. We can even think that there’s no one they can cry to without being weak, or sensitive. 

			This is how I felt for a very long time. I just turned sixteen and, in the past five months, I have felt more than I ever thought possible: pain, love, happiness, doubts, nostalgia, sadness, and fear. Lots of fear. Because, yeah, being a teenager is complicated, but being a teenager in a completely new country, all by yourself? That is terrifying. But it’s also the most beautiful thing ever. It’s sad and magical and wonderful. It’s everything. And, just like life itself when you are fifteen years old, it can feel so, so, so… lonely. 

			In my case, all these emotions (all the pain, the love, the happiness, the doubts, the fear, the nostalgia, the sadness, the loneliness…) created an artist. Because I know that leaving your home can be hard, especially when you feel everything so intensely, and because I know that having someone who feels the same way can be the most healing thing ever. Because I don’t want anyone to feel like they are not heard, not seen, not felt. So, I took all those ideas and all those experiences, whether personal little things or universal feelings, and used them to create flowing rivers that streamed from my pen and into the pages of my little notebook. Rivers of fear, love, sadness and happiness… Rivers of Ink.
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