

    
        
          While my eyes adjust

        

        
        
          Diana Cosma

        

        
          Published by Diana Cosma, 2026.

        

    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Dedication

While my eyes adjust

To give

The nature of light

A reciprocity of light

The anonymity of light

The longing for recognition of light

The precious worry of light

The blessing of light

The curse of light

The complex dance of light

The hesitation of light

The cost of light

The scarcity of light

The toil of light

The exhaustion of light

The pointlessness of light

The burnout of light

To receive

The memory of light

The fragility of light

The sound of light

The grief for light

The rarity of light

The pretense of light

The destruction of light

The warping of light

The hazard of light

The wish for light

The instinct of light

The wide world of light

Flickers of light

The risky business of light

The imprecision of light

The loss of light

The wasting of light

Crumbs of light

The stubbornness of light

Waves of light

Dreaming of light

The apparent return of light

The refusal of light

The subjectivity of light

Light’s favorite hiding place

Sign up for Diana Cosma's Mailing List

Further Reading: Ugly Crying: the grief side of love

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To Yvonne, who always encourages me to receive the light.

      

    


While my eyes adjust

© 2026 by Diana Cosma 

All rights reserved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without prior written permission from the author, except for brief quotations in reviews or critical articles.

ISBN: 9798235966932

Cover artwork: ”The Light Side of Grief” by Yvonne van der Laan

Cover design: Bert van Gorkum

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

To give
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You can’t pour from an empty cup, but

what could be a more welcoming 

vessel for light

than a dark sky?

I will meet you again

in the heartland where to give is joy

and joy is a street with puddles to jump in,

crunchy yellow leaves singing underfoot,

rocks and clouds in whose shapes we can see

hope for a hopeless world.
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The nature of light
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I am midwinter midnight.

Polar cold presses my body down

with the sound of your name,

thick steam coming out

of my mouth, abandoned

in the frozen silence that follows

every time.

But even though I’m sweating darkness,

even though warmth has become a cause for alarm

and, instead of longing for a blanket, my bones hurt,

I am still pushing the sun up with my head

to hold it in place on your sky -

in the quiet, I hear

strangers and acquaintances

opening their windows

and letting out

a sigh of relief,

their cheeks blossoming

like young flowers in the sunlight

that was meant for you.
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A reciprocity of light
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I used to dream of red giants

anticipating my darkness

just as I had trusted their stardust

before they were fully born as suns.
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Today I feel your hand

reaching out

through thick layers of fog.

We touch each other.

The orange taste of joy lives and breathes

in the ephemeral warmth on our fingertips,

a spark of togetherness

that lasts less than it would take

our eyes to adjust and recognize

the one-word poem in the dirt of two mundane lives

separated and still intertwined.
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Today you only need to be a speck of dust

in response to the small mercies of my

gravitational love.

You don’t need to be pulled into me.

Gently reflecting a fraction of my light back

as a faraway dot of pale orange on the sky

is enough.
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The anonymity of light
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If you knew it was me,

would you seek righteousness

in letting the darkness consume you?

Would you let your bright colors fade

on purpose

just so it wouldn’t be my rays

catching you? Would you fall

on principle

if I signed my name

under the first light

of hope?
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The longing for recognition of light
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I wish you knew

my name

as a source of light.
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sunbeam kittens play 

on a dark wall in your room -

strays whose meows you’ve learned.
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first water drop

touches your lips

after a whole day.
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you peel an orange,

luxuriate in its taste -

sunset overhead.
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I wish you welcomed

my name

as a source of light.
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The precious worry of light
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When I can feel it 

warming my palms 

with the fragile strength of its existence,

my hands become feathers

to reach out. I build a safe space inside myself

to shelter this light bud

from anything that’s sharp in the world.

I’ve grown accustomed to a single weary ray

resting its tiny body against my chest now and then

for a moment, its comfort

being both greeting and recognition,

then it’s gone 

and in the daily darkness 

I await its trusting return.
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When it forgets that my heart is a home,

delayed, mistrustful, or fed up 

with my boring rhythms,

what precious ache it is, the one that visits me

and questions every action, every insensitivity

that may have accompanied my gift

to this light whose softness I love

and who cherishes the nest inside my chest

though it doesn’t want me to be the face

of the tree that provides shade

for it to shine through so playfully.
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