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The shadow remains devoid of detail, no matter how close you draw near!

I want to tell you that it is too late;

for some of our things, only return once the time has passed,

so return
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Strike me with the cold wave,

Strike with all the might you possess.

For I am that towering lighthouse, encrusted with salt and shells,

And when your waves subside, your voice will not reach me.

2

Send me the fierce winds

Send me the rains laden with the ephemeral cloud

Or count for me a thousand thousand waves of what you number, or more.

⁕ ⁕ ⁕

The rocks of my lighthouse may shatter

And scatter across my vast sea

⁕ ⁕ ⁕

But, to quench your wrath,

Gather that wreckage, piece by piece,

Rock by rock,

To shape me anew,

And strike me!

And strike me yet again.

3
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When we lose everything;

We draw closer to absolute freedom.

Chains unravel in the spaces of brokenness and surrender.

Graves are buried proofs,

while headstones are but signs

marking the trace of the tale.

4
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My window yields countless sounds

though I shut its jaws.

The sounds slip through the cracks of its frame

and its failing locks!

⁕ ⁕ ⁕

It yawns in the morning,

amidst the songs of birds and the rustling of trees.

⁕ ⁕ ⁕

Its voice rises with the scorching blaze of the sun

when the sun beats directly upon the edge of its gleaming handle.

⁕ ⁕ ⁕

It waits for the glowing disc to set

to the crackling sounds of its glass

scratched by shyness.

Calm descends

and its voice becomes

my very own voice in the evening.

⁕ ⁕ ⁕ ⁕
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Sometimes I laugh

sometimes I complain

sometimes I burst into song.

And it ends its day

with the sound of the curtain drawn across its stage

then sleeps.

5

Why do I hide my memories of her in the dark?!

Even though she is:

The light,

Life,

The sun,

And the moon.

⁕ ⁕ ⁕ ⁕

Because I am forged from the sparks of jealousy;

Flying afar, burning anyone who thinks of drawing near

To her.

⁕ ⁕ ⁕

One day, my fire died out,

So I drew a memory from my pitch-black darkness;

And I burned.

6

Damn the idealism I wear!

It is my favorite garment.

I hated this cloak when I remembered the photograph that

brought together my shoulder and your brow

The photograph you asked me to tear, and so I did

to please you, and my wretched garment.

If only I had cast it off that day, and kept the picture 

7

What remains of you is a memory and your perfume.

Your perfume fades, gradually,

Trailed by a chain of memories.

Every trace of the scent vanishes completely,

And the final memory struggles,

In vain!

Then your perfume returns

In a form,

In an image,

In other features,

And all the memories return

In other traces or ln lingering traces,

and then all memories return

8

He did not come to you,

He came to his shore.

He chanced upon you standing there

At the exact same time and place.

He did not turn back,

He pressed on—

For both of you are an end!

9

There was a deep sea, its waves like mountains

And my beloved was on the far shore

She longed to reach me

So the mountain took shape, and roots of rock sprouted into a bridge

She bared her legs and came to me

And when she departed, the waters ran dry

And the rock that touched her feet remained ;

I gaze upon it.

10

How beautiful is the thud of that sphere echoing against the walls!

For I am writing to you now to its melodies

A composition is played,

Upon whose strings a child sang

Declaring his triumph over another.

Without a doubt, it would have been more beautiful

Had it been played upon my wall 

11

Whenever I drift away;

my colors are confined between the overpowering black,

and the white, curled upon its luminous self.

And when I draw near to you;

my colors begin to emerge, little by little,

until I reach you,

and upon your earth,

all colors fill my eyes—

except them.

12

I open my umbrella to receive you,

not to shield myself from you,
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my rain.
13

As the darkness deepens,

my stars appear 

14

What if the gears turned

and the minute did not pass;

whose fault is this?!

⁂ ⁂ ⁂

And what if the gears turned

and an hour passed,

advancing its small hand,

neglecting the large one

that kept waiting for fifty-nine ticks;

whose clock is this?!

15
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I will prepare my seat and place it before her,

Only the final touches remain to complete my appearance.

I sat down, settled,

Smoothed my garments from the trace of sitting,

Before my mirror, and I am my mirror's adornment.

16

I looked at her with both my eyes instead of

one, in the passing glance of strangers.

And I said to her: Come, I am ready.

I can look at you,

My mirror!

A candle is not enough for me, nor a ray of light.

Rather, I want a moon and a constellation of stars,

Rather, a brilliant sun;

To illuminate my path to the point of ignition!

For I do not wish to lose the way as I did before 
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17

I entered a fierce war.

I kindled its fire and beat its drums.

The winds raged, and the fire surged into a blazing sun...,

It consumed the false shadow of my allies, and they vanished! 

18

I always marvel at the shifting of states and feelings from one extreme to the other; this transformation strikes me with awe, fear, and bewilderment.

Even if one party destroys all the gifts, the garments, the flowers, the voices, the photographs, and the footsteps, what remains will stay in your mind. And even if it fades from there, there will remain among people those who bear resemblance to figures lingering in photographs, footsteps, and tones.

Carrying in their hands the spark that ignites the fire of the absent one, which in turn sometimes drives you to the replica, to reclaim the memories you burned with your own hand.

In truth, those moments and memories are many. Hasn't one of them, or all of them at once, crossed your mind? For I was never one to leave you in your ordinary day; even if you were far from your own body, you see me in your surroundings and hear me through your glances.

Do you not remember my voice when I entered our simple home, its echo racing your ribs? And have you forgotten my perfume that I leave behind when I bid you farewell, its atoms and molecules lingering in that long corridor, to tell you that a piece of my essence is still present?

And have you forgotten my touch that would absorb every sorrow, every heavy burden, taking it from your shoulder to mine? I suppose, I am the one who remembers all this, I alone! As for him, he would take and cast away, cast away and cast away; and now it is my turn to forget, and cast away 

19

My prostration mingled with the supplication of the one praying beside me.

He was saying:

Decree for me the one I love, for I want none but her!

Who is she?

Who is he?

To pray for all this?!

I abandoned my own supplication for his, and began to say:

Ameen!

Ameen, every time.

He noticed my Ameen, so he stopped.

But I did not stop.

Ameen!

Ameen!

20

My travels were without destination or path

But my journey now, wherein I still gather my prayers,

Is complete in its measure.

The beginning is clear

And the end is clearer, and what remains of the journey...

Miles

Ink

An embrace

And I! 

21

Was there a war?

Or a prayer?

What did you do? Tell me!

Tell me of both:

Your soldiers and the prayer

But the prayer first,

For I may need it with you one day.

I see his throne, my beloved, has trembled

I see her throne has become unrecognizable

I see you, and I do not see the throne

Tell me of both!  

22

When our gazes meet in the womb of the sky,

it bears a star,

S T A R,

S T A R. 

23

I will run a run that knows no finish line,

That knows the meaning of neither land nor gravity,

Breaking all laws just as it breaks the grains of wind

That cross its path,

A blind run,

Seeing nothing around it,

Its present is the near North,

Its past buried upon the arrow of the distant South.

As if the earth were its enemy, leaving the sky and hardships behind it,

Inevitably, I will run. 

24

When you swore the oath back then

and gave your word by all that is precious,

I did not force you.

On that day, I did not ask for it.

And when you broke your vow,

I was waiting for you to feed me—

The first of the ten destitute souls! 

25

Since I have
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