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I wrote the book without
thinking about it, but literally listening to the voices that came
out from the deep of my heart, from something impalpable and
absorbed that I defined my Soul. They are voices, reflections and
timeless stories, born in a remote place which is fantasy but that
come from my human and psychical experiences. Each story is
highlighted by a colour and a picture, to offer you a global and
archetypal experience. They are intuitive stories, not very
logical, but almost surreal.

Reading these stories is like opening a window on a collective
spiritual world, which is in every one of us.

I hope that they can give you a moment of break and reflection
with their chorus of memories by touching colours, which is an
incomparable heritage of our existence.


  

    


  



  
                                                           
                   PATRIZIA BARRERA
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I
am the water who murmurs in the valleys,
    
  



  

    

      
who
touches the lawn with her dewy hands.


  

    

      
And
I am the water who thickly falls from the sky,
    
  



  

    

      
who
gently masses in the dark hollow of trees.


  

    

      
Water
from snowy peaks,
    
  



  

    

      
rough
and dark water who dryly rains on flowers.
    
  



  

    

      
Wherever
you are
    
  



  

    

      
And
whoever I am
    
  



  

    

      
I’ll
always be water
    
  



  

    

      
The
flaming and bitter drops
    
  



  

    

      
were
born
    
  



  

    

      
from
your love for me.
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It
was in that summer that I became his wife. I still remember the
apple
trees that looked out over the fields like celebrating soldiers and
the long walkway that separated us from the woods. There was our
house, and that's where it happened.
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