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    This novel is a figment of the author's imagination. Any reference to facts, persons and/or things that really exist and/or existed is purely coincidental.




     




     




     


  




  

    The doors of words: microcosms of the soul




     




    





    A microcosm of dreams and thoughts wriggling between four lines, scraps of memory and time, breaths, voids, dreams and fairy tales: this is a microcosm of life. Images of fragments and cells taken by the writer's camera, a singular prototype. They are words without a clock, silent drawings and memories in free fall. The microcosm of life is beyond tomorrow, perhaps it is already past but certainly not just today. The scent of future memories stuns me.




     




     




     




     




     




     


  




  

    MICROCOSM OF THE SOUL - PREFACE




     




    Each preface opens the door to new journeys; to be involved are the senses, imagination, critical spirit, experience. It is we who are involved.




    The idea of introducing the reader to a book and an author who immediately whetted my appetite and knew how to make me love her, tickled me too much not to become a reality. So, here I am: dressed as a ticket-taker or, if you prefer, a tour guide, ready to accompany you on the first leg of the journey. In the hope that you will be able to continue on your own, with curious eyes and a firm step. Reasoning over the definition of preface, I isolated two meanings: presentation and justification.




    Present who and justify what? 




    After a few minutes of impasse, I understood and therefore found the right writing key. The one suitable for Barbara Gabriella Renzi, for her world made of pongo and spirit, that could dress it up. The execution of this task (and pleasure) aims to make myself invisible or almost invisible, to disappear between the lines, to allow author and book to present themselves in their own unique voice, without too many interruptions. The only quirk I will indulge in will be to justify why certain remarks are made. Which will clearly be to my taste, in my opinion. I will leave the reflections to you. Trust one thing, though: I mean every word here in black and white and I am pretty sure you will soon agree with me.




    Actually, I would propose a change of plan, if you like: run and read Barbara, comfortable and warm, enjoy her stories and only then come back; you will see if I have lied or exaggerated. 




    For the more curious, I would start by giving some brief hints of style and content. 




    One fact immediately jumps out at you: Barbara's are not just stories, but fairy tales. Short moments imbued with dream and soul, as effervescent as they are ethereal, precious precisely because they are immediate. At times, it is like being hit by an overly intrusive ray of sunlight right in the face, pure and honest, stubborn. Impossible to ignore. Others, it is a caress to touch, not necessarily innocent but delicate.




    Barbara literally unveils worlds from other worlds, realms made of her and explored by her. Mental images, metaphors, sentiments so crystal-clear and fragile that they need solid bedding, and for this reason embedded within fable-like narrative structures. There are many semantic references to the fantasy genre and the medieval era, with its castles, princesses, ghosts, swords and knights. The atmosphere is always cosy, warm. Barbara turns into big sister, mother, grandmother: she peels reality like a fruit, revealing its most unconscious and subconscious layers and translating them into the comprehensible language of life. A childlike, simple and spontaneous language: the author speaks softly, without holding anything back, but always lovingly, explaining the reality of things as one would with a human child. That's right: Barbara speaks to our inner child, now in touch with the cosmos but still in need of reassurance. Explanations. Magical microcosms.




    No lies, no deception, only Truth. Whether beautiful or ugly, of rebirth or fall, these tales expertly lead to it. The themes are the most diverse: family contexts of strong emotional impact, existential malaise, mourning, emigration, beauty, spirituality, sexual violence, self-love and inexplicable intimate feelings, jealously guarded by the protagonist (who is always a woman, who is always sincere), brought to light. Perhaps dimly, initially, frightened, but alive.




    The happy ending does not unfold as the literary tradition would suggest; it is the journey itself, the self- affirmation, the coming to consciousness, the maturity of the human being, the enriched soul and the colours encountered along the way that replaces it, beautifully. "Beauty is seen when you have it inside", writes Renzi, aware of the peace that can arise precisely from the darkest passages.




    Robert de Boron would be at home between these pages, knowing the 'Holy Grail' so worthily transposed into a modern key. 




    Mother Nature is perhaps the real protagonist, raised to the nth power, omnipresent and omnisapient, divine. In the form of the sea, gardens and sky, she permeates every story, an eyewitness and psychic of what happens or does not happen. And will probably never happen. A cloak of a thousand colours, also a constant element of the narrative, ready to decorate the scene but not to cover it. Nature observes, participates, teaches; the characters notice and make room for her.




    The style runs on frantic tracks, as short but direct as the plot train. We move from tales of only coordinated sentences, with cleverly syncopated punctuation, to baroque, inflected, rich and slow descriptions. The pace, however, is always brisk and even amusing. 




    Now, without going any further, I would say that the 'theoretical' part can be said to be over. I would move on to the justification mentioned at the beginning. To those precious moments that made reading 'Microcosm of the Soul' so dear to me. To those precious moments that I cherished. To the minutes I 'lived' and not 'spent', paraphrasing.




    Explaining it to you in my own words would debase and rob of power the voice of Barbara Gabriella Renzi, who speaks very well on her own and for many years, having nine publications to her credit.




    So I thought I would bring back some of the passages that most marked my soul, getting stuck somewhere over there and staying there for a long time. I hope in this way to honour the trust placed in me and the author's talent, although I admit the pleasure was all mine. Selfish, yes, purely selfish.




    To you, dear readers, a handful of gems excavated from the diamond mine that is 'Microcosm of the Soul'.




    'The ghosts of the beach also talk to themselves, but they prefer to be heard'. 




    "A straw had entered her soul and sucked the golden light from the clouds at dawn". 




    "It is night and memory does not answer my prayers. I hope he hears the sound of shards, which are worth more than a prayer'.




    "Every pain has its own voice and I listen to it " .




    "We live in an angular world, where you go straight, left and right, where you move as if chased by a ruler or a square. I don't see many ovals or circles, I don't see the sinuous shapes of the hills and the waves of the sea'.




    The flower of memory is the most beautiful: it has all the colours of the sky and the sea and time. It has no sunset colours, because memory does not set.




    "After all, I am mother and daughter or perhaps just a woman bathing in the sea and listening to her words".




    "The curls of your hair are waves hiding little fish " . 




    'Plant your garden and slowly caress the seeds: they like sweetness'. "I feel an atavistic fatigue on my shoulders but I don't walk curved " .




    "Perhaps I looked at myself in the mirror for the first time and saw the red thread linking my actions to my thoughts " .




    "My blood at that time was not enough to cleanse his soul. Tears cleaned the skin " . "A capital sin to let the dust of others settle on thoughts " .




    Now I've really said it all. In fact, it was Barbara Gabriella Renzi who said it all. And you still have to start reading!




    Happy dreaming,




     




     




    Johanna Finocchiaro




     




     




     


  




  

    The words of the sea




    The sea speaks, by day, by night.




     




     




    He often speaks to me while the horizon is silent. It is far away because it does not want to be reached. It is a curved red line, now; sometimes, it is blue, sometimes yellow. It plays with colours as my feelings play.




    That day on the beach, silent time was being told by the waves. The waves moved steadily, almost infinitely, patient waves. They waited for nothing, they swayed like a rocking chair, suspended in space, like a clock pendulum, but the waves are much older, much more, how much I do not know.
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