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I Wander in Cities Defeated by the Darkness of Your Eyes



In the late 1990s, as the echoes of war lingered, my mother and I walked from our home to my grandmother’s house. Along that path, I encountered pivotal moments that would shape my love for literature.

The first of these moments was at an old grocery shop, where shelves were lined with forgotten magazines and neglected books. My mother’s voice still resonates in my memory: “Don’t be stubborn; there’s an Esquire bookshop and Antoine’s bookstore just at the crossroad near your grandmother’s house.”

As the youngest and most cherished daughter, my mother often let me choose our path. That day, she indulged my wish, and we stepped inside the shop. I always felt that those forsaken books and magazines needed care, and a touch of love.

So, I gave them that love and care, offering them a safe place in my heart and mind. I sheltered them from the memories of war and, in return, they carried me to distant worlds, across countries and cultures.

As I grew older and traveled to what became my second home, I felt a deep sense of gratitude for those books. To repay the favor, I wrote a book that takes the reader on a journey through the world of love.









Preface


Why do we write? This is a question I’ve spent my life trying to answer. Over the years, I’ve experienced moments of deep adoration for the written word, times when I’ve burned my papers in the fireplace, and times when I’ve torn them apart in frustration.

I’ve poured the contents of my soul onto pages that, over time, have been lost. Do we write to live? To love? To dance? To laugh? Or perhaps, to forget?

With every poem or piece of prose, I gather within me the wisdom of Greek philosophers and the poetry of the Arabs. Socrates believed that writing is no better than speech, while Plato affirmed that writing is a path to wisdom.

Images race through my mind, carrying me from the vineyards of Italy to the hotels of Vienna. It’s not just one question, but many: To whom do I write? Where? How? When? The poet within me tries to escape her confines, to crawl onto the page, and I fear that someone might catch a glimpse of her.

Is the art of writing an act of love or revenge? Do we write, or does fate write us into pages not of our choosing, in a love that is not meant for us?

And if it’s already written, am I the one writing, or is it love itself being written? Can I wipe away a tear, or seek reparation through my words?

Do we write to change fate, or does fate change us when we write?

Let us ponder this together, dear readers. We have just met. Has this book offered us an introduction? Has this introduction made us friends of the written word?

Nizar Qabbani and Khalil Gibran wrote about the agony of exile, their works serving as bridges to an ideal Arab world. Antara wrote poetry to honor Abla’s smile, while Qais wrote of his pure love for Laila. Al-Mutanabbi expressed his disdain for Kafur through his verses.

Meanwhile, Mikhail Naima reflected on the years of his life, and Abu al-Qasim Al-Shabi wrote of revolution and the will to live. Zuhair bin Abi Salma, on the other hand, expressed his discontent with life.

We write our feelings, our pain, our victories, and our defeats. Above all, we write life, and in doing so, we dissolve into love.

Some of us sing, others draw. Businesspeople write their passions through their deals. Engineers write their love into the towering structures they build. Doctors write their mission in the lives they save, while lawyers craft second chances for their clients.

We all write so that fate does not write us. Writing becomes an act of survival, a way of living on our own terms.

We write to live; we live to write. We dance, we love, we grieve, we rejoice, and in between, we experience life.

If we choose to live, the pressing question remains: What do we write?

The beauty of the pen lies in its ability to let us choose what to write. We leave it to the pen to decide when its ink runs dry.

The allure of a blank page is that it awaits us. So let’s write love stories that resonate with us. Let’s write of victories, even if only on paper.

Let us live in love and peace. If fate drafts a story that doesn’t suit us, let us write a thousand novels of our own choosing. Even if the pages disappear and the pens run dry, we will write. We need no one’s permission; this is our story, belonging to us and for us.

Let’s set aside our fears and doubts, and move toward that beautiful destiny, walking toward our dreams, the night, and the laughter of the moon.

If we are broken once, it doesn’t matter. If we fall twice, it’s okay, let’s write of our rise with an iron pen, and hide our words from the treachery of time. Let us carry our Arab identity within our letters, and write, write, and write again.





Maestro

In the fourth row,

I sat, deep in thought.

The maestro,

With a wave of his right hand, made me melt.

With a sweep of his left, he breathed life into me.

A flick of his baton,

And my heart lost its rhythm,

A beat disappeared.

With a nod of his head,

My blood ceased to flow.

Maestro,

Did he notice me?

Did he feel the tune of longing?

The yearning that slipped from my lips,

Drifting beyond his gaze,

Seeking refuge eternally in his chest.

His melodies carried me back,

To a time of forgotten beauty.

I lost myself

In the symphony’s embrace.

And when I opened my eyes,

I found myself captive in his gaze.


Each key,

Black or white, lifted my soul.

My waist swayed to the charm of his hands,

Those two enchanting hands.

I danced on the strings of my pain,

Sang a nostalgic Beiruti tune,

Bloomed in the spring,

Turned to autumn,

And fell into winter in his hands.

Then I awoke,

Still in my seat,

And he remained the maestro.




The Subject and Predicate

I am poetry and prose,

I am the verse.

I dwell in the pauses of your gaze,

In the pulses of your heart.

I am the alphabet of your eyes,

Every letter rests upon my shoulders.

I am the language, the poem, the moon.

I am love, adoration, and the impossible.

And you, a refugee, reside in the depths of my heart.


I am the subject and the predicate.

I carry the verses of my poetry upon my lashes.

I have drowned in the seas of verse.

I am the sun, the sea, the end goal.

I do not fear Antara’s sword upon my heart.

I am the Arab, the Phoenician, the Pharaonic poet,

With an engraved heart of henna.
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