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For Daniela and Montse.

Cane over cane.

For their love and patience.

For my parents

for foreseeing poetry

at a reckless period

of time.

All of it, it’s not enough.

To the stones that won’t stop smiling at me.

To the smiles that are my bandages.
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A note before we begin
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Esteemed reader, 

Before we begin this shared journey, I want to tell you that you should, just for a moment, attempt to start with the look you had some time ago. When the present is a regular in our minds and hearts, our soul and the journey will bring serenity. You can tell me later.

You will likely read this again, listen to this again, but just in case, what if when, through the inertia of your task, you and what you are were no longer here after turning the last page?

Let us begin.

After you, Martina.
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Prologue 
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— Martina Cuesta —

The poetic prose of Jesús Ignacio Carrero is a balm for the senses and the different sensations to be discovered in love. Feelings tha change at times according to circumstances, the environment, the way and situation of being are translated into an offering of living, of the love of “ourselves and the now,” that present that leads to a past tense that doesn’t fit into oblivion and comes again and to a future that creates legends.

There are many ways of cherishing and loving, but just one of feeling passion, and that is the union of two beings in a spiritual and bodily trance, primitive and earthly, a journey to entertain each word and make it real in one’s imagination, idealization, or physical reality.

A tangible, ephemeral passion, for if it was mortal with the soul itself, the heart itself and the body itself could die from a heart attack.

<< The transmutation of what’s impossible into love>>, as shows Jesús Ignacio, is closing your eyes and seeing always the same face, although we might feel pleasure carnally or fictitiously with other people, and not opening them until that face, chosen from a place of personal freedom, is in front of us.

What is irreplaceable about distance is the hope of what is not impossible and what Jesús Ignacio offers us can be hard, very hard, and ephemeral but not impossible.

Communication, trust, and, especially, not pretending to feel something contrary to what we truly feel, is essential for two opposing or twin streams to flow, shaping a transparent river.

There are no dogmas, ideologies, beliefs, signatures..., to break the free soul that’s ours by right and that we should, at least, have in theory.

To not deny the truth to oneself and walk out alive and without a broken mind, Plato said with a lot of conviction that << the first and best victory is to conquer oneself >>. 

This book by Jesús will forever set an after to those who connect with the soul, words, and poetry.

Not in vain does poetry save us.
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A downpour heartbeat
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I woke up with a goodbye,

something announced in my mind

some time ago.

But what in a beat

my heart told me 

was part of an imagining

altered by the lack of your kisses.

Dying for the lack of a moment,

perhaps a sensation linked to

a different way of watching me,

is not written into the agreement, 

when that autumn morning

there was no other solution but

looking at each other.

Dying for us, 

there you have my shroud.

The liturgy of the senses comes 

from a glance from yesterday.

Alchemy.

Which molds a heart.

What is just sex for some,

you with your look

transcend to love.

Alchemy elevated to alchemy.

And in a new blink,

in the uncertainty,

you and your way of kissing appeared.

And with your hand 

you elevated several of my sensations

of a wet sheet.

A man covered in pain and wait;

of words and moments;

Downpours of applause between moans and not findings 

What’s in my hands,

in my arms.

My body is not an empire,

it’s just the key to open my one-piece heart without damaging it.

Fissures, holes, and cracks are the path toward a soul:

a complex thieving soul.

It’s hard to let go of my reign, 

what I have stolen and what nearly cost me death:

my motives.

“Perhaps, it cost me much to build up the ego to set this fear of mine flying like a rapacious eagle.”

Mine!

Easy is not a timorous kiss.

I do not ignore, I weep.

I weep for fear, for mine,

for once it blooms it might escape

and go away.

Man and friend.

Tired between two storms;

the one of not knowing what to do but knowing what you feel.

Man, yes, perhaps I have disregarded in my memory the oblivion of a kiss, of impregnating upon your lips my burning residue and right then, a downpour. I smile.

What can I say to you I haven’t said to you and people would say:

“Nobody dies for a bread thief who goes to prison because she didn’t wake while she thinks.

Do not lose the look for damned water.”

Martina Cuesta

Jesús Ignacio Carrero
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Of stones
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I got talking 

with a stone

that winked at me

as it tripped

me up.

And I looked up

and even the sun turned its back on me

if I intended it so.

And I realized

I had my fingers destroyed

by so much thinking

and getting tangled 

in words that were 

just that.

As I looked 

to the other side,

The forgotten and the remembered

were getting even.
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