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Biography

			A Tapestry of Life, Woven with Words and Paint

			A Life Born from the Depths of Despair

			A life begins with a word of love. Hers began the day death refused her. It was then, in a hospital room, after a suicide attempt, that the poet and painter emerged, reborn from the ashes of despair. In a world of prohibitions and taboos, crouched in the conflicts of her thoughts, in a world imposed upon her from the start; she was not yet worn down by time. With texts stained with black petals on her notebook, she tried to live a non-life with excess. In a world of fire where feelings are not lukewarm, they burn and regenerate. She denounces the false good and expels the unspoken aspects of her life and that of others too, before their tears are immortalized on glossy paper in the galleries of bookshops.

			A Tapestry of Life

			Born under the Algerian sun, a solitary star among two brothers, she was a child of resistance, her heart a barren landscape yearning for the rain of love. Her father, a soldier, a guardian of the nation, and her mother, a teacher, a cultivator of minds, shaped her early years with their unwavering love and support. Yet, even in the warmth of their embrace, shadows lurked.

			School, a place of learning, became a battlefield for her young mind. The teacher’s chalk scribbles on the board were hieroglyphs she couldn’t decipher. Failure was her constant companion, a heavy stone tied to her ankle, dragging her down.

			As she blossomed into adolescence, the weight of societal expectations bore down upon her. Her curves, once a source of comfort, were now a source of shame. She yearned for the slender figures of her peers, their effortless beauty a mirage that haunted her dreams. At fourteen, the death of Douda, her beloved aunt, plunged her into a darkness she couldn’t escape. The void she left behind was filled with an insatiable hunger, a desperate attempt to soothe the ache in her soul.

			High school brought its own trials and tribulations. Love, a fragile flower, bloomed and wilted, leaving her bruised and alone. Yet, from the ashes of heartbreak, a new understanding emerged. She embraced her body, to see the beauty that had been hidden beneath layers of self-doubt.

			The road to university was fraught with obstacles. Failure on her baccalaureate exam cast a long shadow over her dreams. Depression, a heavy fog, enveloped her mind, robbing her of hope and motivation. But she refused to surrender. With newfound determination, she juggled work and night classes, striving to redeem herself. Her heart yearned for the world of cinema, but her grades stood in her way. Determined, she turned to English, a language she had barely began to learn. With unwavering resolve, she pored over textbooks, mastering the intricacies of grammar and vocabulary. The words flowed from her pen, a testament to her resilience.

			University, a beacon of hope, offered a fresh start. Yet, the spectre of terrorism loomed large. The streets of Algeria were stained with the blood of innocents, their lives extinguished by the brutality of violence. This storm shook her life in the 1990s when two to three thousand people spearheaded these violent acts. The black decade and the years of embers caused her to lose friends and loved ones. And what about her, you might ask? She would tell you that some things are better left unwritten, only painted. She narrowly escaped the clutches of danger, her heart pounding with fear. To escape the terror that enveloped her homeland, she fled to France. Leaving behind her unfinished studies, she embarked on a new chapter, a journey into the unknown.

			… Twenty-five years later …

			She found herself lying in a hospital bed, the weight of the past bearing down upon her. The memories, long buried, resurfaced, a tidal wave of emotions that threatened to overwhelm her. The darkness that had once consumed her was now a familiar companion.

			Upon leaving the hospital, the air felt too heavy, the light too harsh. She moved forward, but it was like walking on shattered glass, each step embedding fragments into her skin. The pain was everywhere, infinite, suffocating, yet invisible to the world. How do you scream a suffering no one can hear? How do you explain that one does not always die from an open wound, but from an abyss growing inside, devouring everything in its path?

			She needed another fire, another wound. A pain she could see, touch, understand. A physical pain, raw and tangible, to drown out the insidious agony inside her. So, she offered herself to the needle.

			Sitting in that tattoo parlour, she was an empty vessel, a wandering soul. The machine hummed, a low vibration echoing inside her like a funeral hymn. The needle pierced her skin, drawing black lines, voluntary scars on a body that already bore too many invisible ones.

			Each sting, each drop of ink under her skin, was a silent cry, a wordless prayer, a plea to a fate that would not listen. She hoped the new pain would suffocate the old one, that it would bring her relief, even for a moment. But the ink could not absorb the sorrow. The burning faded, the flesh healed, but the abyss remained.

			So, she wrote. But not on white pages, too clean, too fragile, too willing to betray her secrets. No, she wrote on toilet paper, words discarded as soon as they were born, thoughts drowned in the flush of water, as if making them disappear would erase them from herself. Each sentence was too heavy a confession, each word a scar she did not want to keep because writing was exposing herself, and exposing herself was the risk of being seen.

			But nothing truly disappears.

			The words she erased came back to haunt her nights. They clung to her silences, to her empty stares, to the weight crushing her day after day. They refused to die. Eventually, she found them another existence, a refuge where they were no longer a burden but a release.

			Then she picked up a paintbrush.

			It was no longer an escape. It was a rebirth.

			And that is how Bittersweet Catharsis was born. A collection of words and images, sorrow and healing, pain and light. A symphony of everything she once tried to erase, now laid bare for the world to see. Her poetry and paintings became her voice when silence had been her only refuge. Bittersweet Catharsis is not just a book. It is the echo of a soul that refused to disappear.

			Painting and poetry gave her what neither ink under her skin nor water in the drain had been able to—an outlet, a meaning, a way to survive without erasing herself.

			She did not need the pain to vanish. She needed it to exist differently.

			And she succeeded.

			A Woman of Words and Paint

			Amel… She reflected on the meaning of her name: Hope, a name of Arabic origin. A generous and tender soul. But she was more than that. Amel was a survivor, a warrior with ink-stained fingers and a heart patched together with poetry and paint. She was a mosaic of broken pieces made whole by her art. Amel carried the weight of her past not as a burden, but as a testament to her endurance. And now, through her words and colours, she no longer just survived—she lived, fiercely, unapologetically, and with an unyielding fire in her soul.
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Amel DALI is the woman, strong and true,

			Respecting words of those she knew,

			And those who needed them to feel,

			A comfort found, a wound to heal.

			Amel DALI is the woman who writes to free,

			Her soul, her heart, her destiny.

			She hopes her words can light the way,

			For those who seek, for those who pray.

			Amel DALI is the woman, bound by love,

			For the one who gave her life, above.

			Her spirit guides her every day,

			In every word she chooses to say.

			Amel DALI is the woman, broken yet strong,

			With wings that falter, but she belongs.

			She wears her wounds like badges, proud.

			Her strength is silent, strong, and loud.

			Amel DALI is the woman who will not bend,

			To injustice, she will not pretend.

			Her heart is firm; her soul stands tall.

			She will not stumble; she will not fall.

			Now that those ordeals were behind her, she knew she would not have survived if she had not possessed this peaceful and pure soul of hope.

			In Bittersweet Catharsis, she speaks for all those whose roots are still choked by ashes. She speaks for those who are not yet born. A soul for many souls.

			A bitter journey through syllables and rhymes, a waltz of emotions between love and hate. Between anger and forgiveness. A journey of hope and despair, a muted heartbeat. Feelings laid bare, written with the ink of her eyes.



	

“Under a sky where love, innocence, and fate intersect, exists an eternal quest between the heart and the soul, between the desire to escape and the impossibility of fleeing. It is a journey through the shadows of memory, the flashes of passion, and the pain of renunciation. In this poetic story, feelings are waves crashing against the rocks of an inevitable fate. The journey begins with the irony of fate, but perhaps love and innocence will guide us to understanding.”
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In this adventure, I raise my glass,

			To Magdi, my friend and sincere supporter.

			His faith in me, like a star in the night,

			Guided my steps, gave me back my life.

			To my family, I extend my hand,

			Sorry for the pain, for the sorrow.

			Your love, a refuge, a gentle warmth,

			You are my anchor, my greatest happiness.

			To my followers, thank you from the bottom of my heart,

			Your support has been my greatest light.

			From the beginning, you have encouraged me,

			In every word, your presence has vibrated.

			And to those who hurt me, who put up barriers,

			To those who, by their actions, forged my stones,

			I thank you, because thanks to your pain,

			My book has come to life, nourished by my fears.

			Every joy, every sorrow, every broken heart,

			Has woven my story, helped me move forward.

			In these words, I find the strength to be reborn,

			For it was in adversity that I learned to be.

			“Many thanks to all those who have supported me in this adventure. Your encouragement has been invaluable. Here are the names of those who have illuminated my path:”

			Délya

			Maïlys

			Noam

			Yazid

			Magdi BISSADA

			The DALI family



	

My Instagram followers:

			@mariesotelo73

			@artist.ays

			@paulyfingersart

			@colette_pauzat

			@fatihakabeche

			@alicaaborigin

			@mruzkovagallery

			@elisa.marie9

			@iqra._art_gallery

			@lyubart.phila

			@raadmotions

			@dst_sketchbook

			@biju_ramankutty

			@goetzmagda

			@smitajsharma

			@humanity.forthemasses

			@alexablood9

			@soniavm02

			 

			“Though not every name could find its place,

			Know that each of you, in my heart, has its trace.

			Your support, like a sweet melody,

			Resonates within me and never runs out.

			To those I haven’t mentioned,

			You are all precious, even if I can’t show it.

			Your light, your love, are forever etched,

			In the pages of my soul, where you will remain.”

			 

			 

			 

			AND
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A word of thanks to those who turned away,

			Your rejection led me to my own stay.

			To all who abandoned and left me alone,

			You helped me find the strength I’ve always known.

			 

			To all who betrayed, with a dagger so sharp,

			You reconciled me to the beat of my heart.

			To all who lied, with smiles so fake,

			You taught me truths that no one could take.

			 

			To those who hurt and caused me to fall,

			You made me rise, standing strong and tall.

			To those who stabbed with malice in mind,

			You showed me depths of a soul refined.

			 

			To those who laughed, mocking my dreams,

			You made me smile, bright as sunbeams.

			To those who scorned, with venom and spite,

			You taught me love, my guiding light.

			 

			You tore me apart, yet gave me the key,

			To rebuild myself, to be finally free.

			For every wound, a lesson was sown,

			For every tear, my courage has grown.

			 

			So here’s my thanks, my deepest bow,

			You shaped the then to strengthen the now.

			Thanks to you, I found myself whole,

			A love reborn within my soul.

			 

			And while I rise with grace and pride,

			You are trapped in the emptiness inside.

			For what you gave, I turned to gold,

			But what you took left your heart cold.

			So thank you all for what you have done,

			Your shadows sharpened my light like the sun.

			Now I stand with myself as my guide,

			While you are lost, with no one inside.

			 

			Thanks to you, I’ve learned to see,

			The beauty of truly being me.

			And while you are what you’ll never be,

			I walk this life with myself, free.

			 

			Amel Dali



	

Introduction

			A Hand Reaching Out to You

			To you, the reader. Yes, you, holding this book in your hands. This is not an ordinary collection of poems. It’s not merely a gathering of words and verses. It’s a journey. An exploration. An invitation to dive deep into the intricate labyrinth of the human soul, where every pain, every joy, every dream, and every scar come alive in these lines.

			You, who are sometimes swept up by the routine of daily life, who wrestle with invisible wounds or quiet hopes left unattended. You, who keep moving forward, even when your legs tremble, even when the weight of the world feels too heavy. This book is a promise: you are not alone. Every word here is an outstretched hand, every silence a whisper reminding you that your strength lies in your vulnerability, and that your light exists, even in your darkest shadows.

			Within these pages, you will find universal stories, yet they are deeply personal. Stories of a child discovering the world with wonder, of a heart opening itself to love and its sorrows, of a spirit rebuilding itself after loss, and of a soul rising, proud and unbreakable. It’s the story of all of us, but it’s also yours.

			Because here is a truth we often forget: we are works of art in progress. Our flaws are not imperfections; they are proof of our humanity. Every tear shed is a testament to our courage to love, every scar a lesson learned, and every rediscovered smile a triumph over adversity.

			So, let these words move through you. Let them awaken what you might have buried deep within: a fire waiting to shine, a strength waiting to be reclaimed, a beauty that blossoms in the most unexpected moments.

			A Pact with You

			I don’t promise you answers. I won’t tell you that everything will magically be okay. But I do promise you this: these pages are a safe space. A place where you can recognize yourself, lose yourself, and then find yourself again. A mirror that reflects not only your struggles but also your resilience, your light, and your infinite capacity to rise, again and again.

			You are here because a part of you is searching for something. Perhaps hope, perhaps understanding, perhaps simply a moment of respite. Whatever it is, know that you are exactly where you’re meant to be. This book welcomes you with open arms, without judgment, like a faithful friend.

			Why These Words?

			Every poem here is a voice. A voice that tells truths that are sometimes difficult, but always full of beauty. These words are not perfect, but they are sincere. They vibrate with the pain of failure, the sweetness of love, the brutality of loss, and above all, the triumph of hope.

			You will see that behind every line lies a universal message: no matter how many times you fall, what matters is that you rise again. No matter how many times your heart breaks, what matters is that it keeps beating—stronger, wiser, and freer.

			A Journey Together

			So come with me. Let these pages be a light in your darkest moments, a breath of fresh air when everything feels stifling, a celebration of what it means to be alive.

			This is a journey through the seasons of life: childhood and its fragile innocence, the first stirrings of emotions that make us tremble and soar, the trials that break us but rebuild us, and the resilience we discover within ourselves, even on our darkest days.

			This book is for you, who sometimes wonder if you are strong enough, lovable enough, whole enough. The answer, here and now, is yes. You have always been enough. You are more than enough. And it’s time to believe it.

			One Last Word Before We Begin

			“Living is not about avoiding pain but about finding meaning within it. Every shadow carries light, every fall opens a path upward. And you, reader, are a star in the darkness.”

			Welcome to this journey, and remember: you are never alone.
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			“I am a poet, born to shine,

			In the shadow of words, I come to align.”

			



	

I Am a Poet

			I am a poet, born to be unique,

			My mind ascends where others are weak.

			You’ll think twice before you write my name,

			Before you lay it low or play your game.

			 

			I am a poet, a dreamer in the dark,

			My love sows seeds, igniting every spark.

			I live in echoes of thoughts profound,

			Where words are woven and souls are found.

			 

			I am a poet, born to speak for those,

			Who cannot speak, their silence only grows.

			My words heal where silence holds its sway,

			They banish shadows and brighten the day.

			 

			I am a poet, my pen is my light,

			It parts the dark, like stars in the night.

			What lips won’t dare to say, I write instead,

			Turning darkness into days ahead.

			 

			I am a poet, born to say the forbidden,

			To set free the secrets from which we’ve been hidden.

			In heavy silences, I find my way,

			And in broken hearts, I plant hope each day.

			 

			I am a poet, born to dream and create,

			I sketch the unseen and make it awake.

			With every word I write, every verse I lay,

			I bring to life what others kept at bay.
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			“The irony of fate is to remain forever present in what one tries to forget.”

			



	

Irony of Fate

			Don’t search for me in places new,

			I’m in every painting, every hue.

			Don’t love me from a world apart,

			I am the distance in your heart.

			 

			Detach yourself, but you will see,

			A poor attempt to set me free.

			Terrible memory, terrible pain,

			In every raindrop, I remain.

			 

			In every greeting, in every thought,

			I’m the memory you never fought.

			Forget me not—I’m all you know,

			Your soul won’t let me go.

			 

			Under this ironic sky so vast,

			Hand on your chest, your breath won’t last.

			Eyes closed tight, a burning plea,

			But you cannot escape from me.



	

In vain, in vain, I live inside,

			I’m the heart you cannot hide.

			It burns, it burns, a cruel twist,

			The irony of fate persists.

			 

			Hand on your throat, gasping for air,

			Do you suffocate? I’m everywhere.

			Don’t look for me, I’m all around,

			In every breath, in every sound.

			 

			Detach yourself, but still I stay,

			A poor attempt to fade away.

			Irony of fate beneath this sky,

			In your heart, where I won’t die.

			 

			Irony of fate, in all you do,

			In every step, I’m part of you.

			I’m what you lost, what you can’t claim,

			The irony of fate—whisper my name.
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			“In the whisper of silence,

			I find my brilliance.”

			



	

The Question

			The question posed, it lingers near,

			“What is priceless to you, Amel, my dear?”

			I smile and whisper, soft, refined,

			“My answers, flowing from my mind.”

			 

			“What would you do with life so vast?”

			“Moments that matter, that truly last.”

			“And where do you craft what the soul can sing?”

			“In the hush, where echoes have their wings.”

			 

			“What irritates others that they cannot see?”

			“My silence—it’s part of me.”

			“And your great strength, where does it reside?”

			“In silence, where truths and thoughts collide.”

			 

			“But why are your answers worth such acclaim?”

			“They’re silent, yet they set hearts aflame.”

			“And why silence? What gives it its might?”

			“Because silence speaks louder than night.”

			 

			“Why this insistence, this unbroken theme?”

			I smile again, as in a dream:

			“Shhhhh… listen, no need to reply.

			Silence itself holds the sky.”

			[image: ]

			

	

[image: ]

			“Butterfly words take flight unseen,

			Soft whispers born where silence leans.

			When the pen aligns with the heart’s keen thread,

			Dreams once dormant rise from the dead.”

			



	

Butterfly Words

			Words evade, they mock my pen,

			A silent void strikes once again.

			My thoughts are frozen, tangled tight,

			A shadow looms, stealing my light.

			 

			The page stares back, a foe unkind,

			A mirror of my restless mind.

			Inspiration plays a cruel disguise,

			A dream that fades before it flies.

			 

			Butterfly words, elusive, rare,

			With wings of silk that tease the air.

			They flit and flutter, out of reach,

			A lesson time and patience teach.

			 

			Head bowed low, my spirit strains,

			The empty room reflects my pains.

			I beg the vowels, the consonants too,

			“Return to me; I long for you!”

			 

			The hours stretch; I sit, I wait,

			Trapped by this unyielding fate.

			My pen lies still, my page untouched,

			A heart that aches, a soul that’s crushed.



	

And then, a flicker, soft and bright,

			A feathered thought takes sudden flight.

			A spark ignites, my heart takes wing,

			A melody of words to sing.

			 

			My gaze falls soft upon a hue,

			A streak of white, a radiant clue.

			The silence breaks, the flood begins,

			The words rush forth, like violin strings.

			 

			Butterfly words, they’ve found their home,

			No longer destined to aimlessly roam.

			They land, they nest, upon my page,

			A gift to soothe my inner rage.

			 

			My pen ignites, alive with fire,

			Each line a breath, each word desire.

			The poem grows with every line,

			A tale that’s yours, a voice that’s mine.

			 

			And now I write, with heart set free,

			Unchained, unbound, a part of me.

			No longer lost in hollow night,

			The dawn breaks through—my soul takes flight.
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			Painting by Amel Dali

			 

			“Hearts and souls, like stars that align,

			Shine brighter together, forever divine.”

			



	

What Would…

			What would my heart be without your flame?

			A lifeless beat with no name.

			What would their hearts be without our light?

			Lost in shadows, no warmth in sight.

			 

			What would our hearts be without their tune?

			Drifting alone beneath the moon.

			What would my soul be without your glow?

			An empty river where love won’t flow.

			 

			What would their souls be without our grace?

			A mirror void, no reflected face.

			What would our souls be without their fire?

			No dreams to spark, no hopes to aspire.

			 

			What would my cheek feel without your hand?

			A barren shore of cold, dry sand.

			What would their cheeks feel without our care?

			A quiet ache in the empty air.



	

What would our hands be without their plea?

			No touch to give, no bonds to see.

			Heart and body, once a bloom,

			Now wander, lost in endless gloom.

			 

			But with your essence, I find my way,

			To brighter skies and a warmer day.

			What would my earth be without your sun?

			A frozen world where life is none.

			 

			What would their earth be without our spark?

			A silent realm consumed by dark.

			What would our sun be without their call?

			A starless sky, no meaning at all.

			 

			Together we rise, together we shine,

			Our hearts, our souls, forever entwined.

			[image: ]
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