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There is always the question of beginnings, though beginnings do not arrive with a trumpet or a shout but seep quietly through the skin, unnoticed, like a faint warmth in the palm after touching a stone left too long in the sun, and it is only later, when the hand has cooled, that you realize the heat had entered you, that it had been whispering its presence before you had learned to listen. And so this book begins not on the first page but long before, in the invisible rehearsals of breath and silence, in the unnamed accumulations of memory that sought no witness, in the slow, stubborn gathering of words that would not remain hidden even when silence tried to keep them.

I think of the body first, because the body is the first book: the hands storing calluses as though they were annotations of labor, the back arching into its own script of weariness, the eyes carrying the dim script of sleeplessness, the lips recording both the prayer and the refusal of prayer. If we are maps, then our cartography is not drawn with rivers and roads but with the faint blue veins under the wrist, the scars on the shin, the shadow at the corner of the mouth. We are marked, again and again, and the marks are not always visible but they remain, like ink soaked too deeply into paper to be washed out by water.

And poetry, if it must be defined, is perhaps no more than this continual touching of the body’s hidden maps, tracing with language what skin already knows but cannot say, returning always to the same borders only to find them altered by time, as though time itself were the secret cartographer, drawing and redrawing our outlines while we sleep. To write, then, is not to invent but to recognize, not to embellish but to listen to the hazy murmur that the blood has been speaking all along.

But recognition is never simple. It bends back on itself, it circles, it hesitates like a tide that forgets whether to rise or to fall. You stand at the shore and you tell yourself you have seen this wave before, and you are not wrong, and yet when it breaks upon your feet it is not the same, it has carried other sediments, other winds, other histories. So too with memory: each time I return to the past it is the past and not the past, it is the garden that blooms and the garden that withers, it is the mother’s voice rising in the air and the mother’s silence filling the room after she has gone, it is the scar I thought had healed and the scar that still stings when touched.

And the poems you will encounter here—they do not march forward in straight lines but wander, return, depart, and arrive again, as though language itself were unwilling to stay in one place, as though meaning required repetition to be heard, as though the only way to approach truth was to circle it slowly until one day you realize you have been standing at its center all along. There is no certainty here, only the slow thickening of images, the way rain builds its patience on a windowpane, the way light rehearses itself against the same wall at dawn and yet is never the same light.

Perhaps this is why I have come to trust poetry more than prose, because poetry admits its own incompleteness, its own refusal to resolve. It does not hide the fractures but places them at the surface, it allows silence to speak between the lines, it lets the unfinished remain unfinished. And in this incompleteness, something larger begins to breathe—the weight of a life that no single word could ever contain, the ache of waiting that is also the ache of hope, the fleeting moment that somehow lingers even after it is gone.

And so, if you ask me what this book is, I will not call it a collection, for that word suggests an order I never intended; nor will I call it a journey, for journeys imply a destination and I cannot promise you one. It is, perhaps, a kind of weather: sometimes clear, sometimes overcast, sometimes breaking open into sudden light, sometimes sinking into its own grayness. It is a sky you walk under, a sky that changes as you change. You may not know when the rain will fall, but when it falls it will fall on you wholly, and you will know it has entered you.

And if you ask me why I wrote these poems, I will only say: because the skin remembers what the mind forgets, because silence pressed too long against the chest becomes unbearable, because there are maps that must be drawn even when no one asks for them, because to speak is to insist that we have not vanished, that the marks upon us are not meaningless, that even the smallest scar can carry a whole geography of memory.

This, then, is my offering: a slow turning of pages that are also wounds, a patient weaving of shadows that are also light, a cartography not of places but of touch, not of nations but of bodies, not of certainty but of the trembling that remains when certainty has left. May you enter it not as one who demands answers but as one who allows himself to be lost, for only the lost can truly read a map, and only the wandering can find what was never hidden but simply waiting to be seen.
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You hold these pages now, though perhaps it is more accurate to say they hold you, for a book is not only paper stitched into sequence but a threshold that waits to be crossed, and once you cross it you will find that the path is not straight, nor marked with the clear signage of certainty, but winding, circling back upon itself, the way memory does when it refuses to end where you expect it to.

If you come here looking for answers, you may be disappointed, because poems are not machines built to deliver conclusions; they are more like fragments of mirrors, each one reflecting not the whole but a glint, a trembling surface that invites you to lean closer, only to find that your own face has slipped into it. What you read, then, will not always belong to me, for the words will turn against their author, seeking new hosts in the silence of your thoughts, and the poem you finish may no longer be the poem I began.

It may be useful to imagine yourself not as a reader but as a traveler entering a country whose borders shift with every step. You will see rivers that resemble veins, houses built on calluses, landscapes made of silence, and you may wonder if they are mine or yours, if they belong to the poet or the stranger walking through the lines. But is there a difference? Every scar I name is also a scar you carry, though it may lie hidden under another name, another story.

I have tried, in these pages, to map what does not stay still—the ache of waiting, the tremor of a word that refuses to be spoken, the fragile persistence of beauty in a world that forgets too quickly. The maps are imperfect, as all maps are, but they lead toward places we would rather not lose: the hand that once steadied us, the room where silence pressed itself against our chest, the fleeting light that turned a cup of water into a vessel of memory.

Do not hurry. These poems are not roads meant to be run through but thresholds meant to be lingered in. Let each image stay with you as long as it insists: the grain of wood, the smell of rain on tin, the shadow that outlives its source. And when you feel the tug to come back, to reread, to circle back—listen to it, for poetry rarely speaks in straight lines; it speaks in echoes, in repetitions, in the slow widening of circles that eventually carry us closer to what we did not know we were seeking.

And if, after closing this book, you carry with you not clarity but a deeper kind of listening, not certainty but a willingness to dwell in the unfinished, then we will have met each other in the place where words dissolve into silence, and silence itself becomes the truest reading.
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The first borders rose
at the base of the fingers,
where calluses hardened over summer afternoons
spent tightening ropes
and peeling the skin from cassava.
They were small hills then,
the kind you could cover with your thumb.
Beneath them, bleary streams moved—
veins carrying the slow tide of blood,
never in a hurry,
never lost.
There were towns once,
built on blisters.
One from a week of hammering nails
into a roof that kept leaking.
Another from pulling weeds
until the palms burned raw.
They are pale now,
soft as abandoned stations.
You would not notice them
unless you knew
what they once held.
These hands have carried
knives, pencils, doorknobs,
other hands.
The knives took pieces of yam and chicken,
but sometimes also took blood.
The pencils returned only words,
cramped and thin,
written late at night
when the house was silent.
Doorknobs never kept anything—
only offered the cold weight of metal
before letting go.
Other hands were the trickiest:
some left warmth that lingered,
others took it with them.
Time here is counted differently.

Not in years,
but in what has been lifted
when no one was watching—
a torn shirt
still smelling of rain,
the handle of a coffin
heavier than it should have been,
the last strand of your mother’s hair
from the pillow,
wrapped in tissue
like something fragile enough
to break in light.
This country of skin
does not speak in metaphor.
It knows only
the grain of wood pressed into a palm,
the heat of water
when it is just shy of boiling,
the weight of a child asleep
before you are ready to put them down.
What it thinks back to,
it thinks back to by touch,
long after the mind
has gone blank.
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