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Jesús Ignacio Carrero

To the one who,

before even memory,

was.

To my father,

because regardless of it, 

HE IS.

To those who believed in me.

to those who still do.

To me,

for meaning to.

To you, 

by all means.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Introduction


[image: image]




February 5, 2023

Somewhere,

where you and I are right now,

perhaps here.

We are not certain of other times.

but this one 

has been held by a thread.

––––––––
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In the heart of those who are dreaming. 

What an unseeing eye looks at as it yearns.

—Are you crying?

—I am making clay of the things that can’t hold themselves up.

––––––––
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As I write these lines, I know that I owe nothing to time and that pulpits are for those who don’t mind having to get off them.

Always held to that which restricts the passage of time.  What binds infinity to the present. What binds it all together.

Maybe just a madman who handles stationary waves as he pleases. Who always has been more about intentions than having a coffee with the present.

And you learn that writing a verse leads you to not letting go the essence of what matters, although I can’t stop walking off on tangents that keep me from ever reaching my destination, although I am always the one who seeks his horizon. 

After lives that took place inside a memory, sometimes, a little worn, you perceive that you can’t walk while sitting down, sitting down only allows you not to fall. But that is also something you can achieve by holding on to the thread of existence, as you soothe the importance, this invisible thread that rebounds in you, the thread you hold on to because you know that holding it means grasping the hand of another soul, which you are not sure if it’s yours or not because, turns out, that as the day continues, it turns out to be the same thing. 

And because you are always affixed to what transcends, that is tied to the unfinished friendship to what one is without meaning to, when one is because your soul cannot stop paying attention to a hug. Because fondness is not created nor destroyed, it is merely glimpsed when two souls grasp the same thread, because that was the next step. And it is the step before a soul just evokes indifference however you look at it. That it’s just how you feel it. It brings you to the sense that everything is within you.

On a path that alternates between stones and smiles, it manages all that binds existence to life.

I am a madman or, perhaps, I am making the whole thing up. After setting up shrines to fake relics, I realize that I came back to life on the third day, according to my scriptures, and I see myself hanging from the apex of my existence where nights and mornings alternate with the now.

The loneliness of the moment worships ink that I will never replace.

And although the light has gone out, I still see it.

While one is still holding on to a non-negotiable illusion, you seem to be done with on the edges of what appears to be attached to the lasting but not finite, unless my existence is finite.

Now, when I have given up the hope until I put a price on the loneliness of the one who writes, I see blood on hands.

And I still see it. 

The privilege of the absentee. 

The one who only flies when nobody sees him.

The one who only flies with his feet on the ground.

The privilege of the one who has grown backwards on time.

Now, when I am will and fear in equal parts.

Now that I know that I have been dead

because now I am alive,

I see the light of the one who has never given up on being happy.

And I still see it.

Now I know that going from childhood into the now is just a formality, an optic illusion, if what’s usual is only the way in which you open the window.

Now I am certain that when you reach the last page, a book won’t be the only thing you’re holding. Doubt will be my master and my lord.

It’s funny, now that I am certain, I reach the end of a road I have never walked. But somewhere, at one point, I have chosen to pick up the thread and put it to my ear. Maybe, tired of crying and drying the earth, I have heard that now is that moment that never ends and always feeds us.
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