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​"Feelings and emotions are universal; they are simply clothed in the colors of our personal experiences, our cultures, and the earth upon which we walk."
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For more than thirty years, the European Union has been my home. It is where I studied, from school through to university, where I worked, and where I traveled across open borders. Living in such a vibrant and multicultural society, surrounded by people from all walks of life, has been one of the greatest privileges of my life.

As a foreigner living in these lands, I have spent decades reading books in different languages and immersing myself in cultures that were not originally my own. Along the way, I came to a profound realization: despite our differing religions, languages, and traditions, we all bleed the same ink when we suffer, and we all share the same light when we hope.

This realization sparked a question within me: If I can find solace and comfort in the books of other cultures, why shouldn't I share my own thoughts, feelings, and cultural heritage with the world?

This book makes no grand literary pretensions, nor does it seek to be a bestseller. It is simply a humble attempt, a discreet homage from someone who feels things deeply, written for others who feel the same. I am certain that your innermost emotions are no different from mine.

As to whether I have succeeded in building a bridge between our worlds and conveying this message to you, that is not for me to say. It is a silent judgment that only you, the reader, can make after turning the final page.

If you find that these pages resonate with your heart and you enjoy this book, please share it with your friends and loved ones so that these sentiments may travel even further.
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Thank you for accompanying me on this journey.

Take good care, 

​Khan Zaman

​July 2026
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​01. Every Word I Speak

Every word I speak carries his unique grace,

As if he has lived within me for an eternity.

He entered my gathering with such a sacred devotion,

As if he never held a single grievance against me.

He crossed my path lifetimes ago,

Yet it feels as if he just stood up from my side at this very moment.

He celebrates so proudly after winning me over in love,

As if he had fought the entire world all by himself.

He sits in the gathering today, wearing a mask of utter innocence,

As if the stains of love have never touched the hem of his robe.

Oh Zaman, what a strange custom has taken over the world today,

Where merely uttering the name of love feels like committing a sin.
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​02. I Am a Spectacle

I am a spectacle, and I am the spectator myself;

I am a desire, and I am the desirer myself.

I adorned the face of love with many moons,

Yet I am the ruin of my own love myself.

I am that pain of love which makes hearts weep,

Yet I am the celebratory melody of every gathering of love myself.

I am the one who holds up the skies of love,

And I am the absolute depth of this earth of love myself.

If I scatter, I spread far and wide like the winds;

If I gather, I am the solitude of every speck of dust myself.

O Paradise, do not look at me with eyes of wonder,

For I am the ancestral inhabitant of this sacred land myself.

I gave my own heart's blood to my love, O Zaman,

Yet I am the unfaithful wanderer in my own love myself.
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​03. The One Who Ruined My True Form

So many veils of restraint forbid me to speak;

The turmoil within will not permit me to remain silent.

My heart, too, longs for the fellowship of kindred souls,

Yet the burdens of day and night deny me that delight.

How often the yearning to unveil my heart compelled me,

Yet the formal distances he keeps forbid my confession.

Once more I yearn to tread the path of faithfulness,

Yet the wounds of bygone sorrows will not grant me leave.

Be silent now, O Zaman, for silence is the wiser course;

The times themselves no longer grant permission to speak the truth.
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​04. He Will Return

He will return, and to my door alone he shall come;

Once more, the blame for love will rest upon my head.

Let him remain as unaware of me as he wishes;

In the end, to learn of himself, he must come to the one he calls unaware.

Change, if you will, the pathways of love a thousand times;

Upon every road you choose, my home will stand before you.

This, too, bears witness to the playfulness of my longing:

Walk on, O Zaman—for in this way, even longing becomes an art.
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​05. He Has Departed

He has departed with the fanfares of passing time;

I linger on, accompanied only by my solitude.

Long ago, he forgot the joys we once had in life;

Yet I remain alive, sustained by nothing but his shadow.

A quiet certainty of forgiveness has begun to bloom within me,

For he now speaks my name with words of goodness and grace.

He who seeks only the splendour of the shore—

What concern has he with the depths of the boundless sea?

Let him value me at whatever price he deems fit,

O Zaman; But let him take me together with all my disgraces and scars.
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​06. Marketplace of Hearts

Come, let me too behold the marketplace of hearts;

Let me declare my love, and see what comes of it.

Love has become a trade in this world today;

Let me enter that commerce, and witness it for myself.

He has changed his face as he changed the chambers of his heart;

Let me behold him once again, and see what remains.

Until the Day of Judgment, O my friend, I shall await your return;

Let me keep that vigil, and see where it leads me.

I have witnessed the enmity of friends, O Zaman;

Now let me behold the love that even enemies may offer.
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​07. Earrings

Every day, as I walk through the same narrow street, 

I see young women—the admired ones—

Changing their clothes each day and wearing earrings,

Whose colours perfectly match their dresses.

And I, with silent longing, touch my bare ears.

For I wear my earrings only once a year— On Christmas Eve. 

And when, within just a few days, they break, 

I quietly return to waiting for another Christmas Eve.!
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​08. Do Not Rob Me of My Sorrows

Do not rob me of my sorrows in the guise of punishment;

I am content with them—yet let someone bring me to tears today.

Once more my heart longs to endure love’s ceaseless anguish, night and day;

Let someone condemn me again to the sweet sentence of love.

As I walked away from the gathering of the beloved,

It seemed as though I had squandered my very existence with my own hands.

If only someone would erase the very presence of hatred from this world,

And kindle a flame of love destined to shine forever.

May God decree that, from this day onward, O Zaman,

No one shall ever betray a soul after first calling them a friend.

​09. Beauty and Love

Beauty and Love have now arrived at such a fateful place,

That accusing fingers are raised against them both alike.

Beauty stands at the threshold of Love with but a single plea:

Cast just one gracious glance upon this humble servant.

In all the disgraces that Love has had to bear, Beauty is blameless;

Such indeed is the strange decree by which this world is ruled.

if but a single hour were granted me beneath the shade of Love,

I would gladly offer my entire life for that one blessed moment.
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​10. Disgrace That Fills Me with Fear

Now it is disgrace that fills me with fear;

My heart has even come to fear its own solitude.

The longing to behold the beloved remains unchanged,

Yet now I fear the splendour of that very beauty.

Ever since the beloved departed from my heart,

Even the sound of wedding songs has filled me with fear.

My broken heart loved with a love that knew no measure;

Now I have come to fear the wrongs that love can bring.

At every step I gathered nothing but sorrow as my earnings;

Now I have come to fear the wages of such a life.

With an open heart I gave my heart to everyone, O Zaman;

Now I have even come to fear my own goodness.
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​11. The Way of Life

Since time beyond remembrance, such has been the way of life:

It has been both reward and punishment alike.

At times it has raised mankind to the loftiest heights of glory;

At others, for no reason at all, it has turned against him.

At times it has left the human heart bleeding through hatred;

At others, it has gathered like the dark raincloud of love.

In a single moment it has abandoned the companionship of years;

Yet, like a faithful shadow, it has endured for centuries.

At times it has dragged a soul through every street in disgrace, O Zaman;

At others, it has stood beside him as the guardian of his honour.
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​12. He Bade Me Dwell

He bade me dwell in the silence of his waiting,

Forever sheltered within the fortress of my own fidelity.

He entrusted me to the keeping of autumn, saying,

“It weighs too heavily upon you to remain forever in spring.”

This truth, too, runs deep within my blood:

To dwell forever in the sweet intoxication of one’s own pride.

Who knows which fleeting moment Heaven may deem worthy?

The lips of prayer must never cease their earnest calling.

Whoever once sets foot upon the path of faithfulness

Is seldom granted the blessing of a life at rest.
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​13. It Was But a Dream

It was but a dream, and among dreams it faded away;

The flower of love withered, pressed between the pages of a book.

I remained entangled in the burdens of earning my daily bread,

While he was lost in the endless reckoning of days and nights.

For him, it was merely a game—he played it and walked away;

I remained imprisoned within the torments of my heart.

Long ago, the wind carried away the rose’s fragrance;

Now only its colour lingers upon the petals.

Some drank the blood of others, yet were still hailed as saints, O Zaman;

While my name alone was left among the disgraced of the city.
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​14. Tax

I have but one humble request to the government—if only it would listen. 

In the coming budget, let it impose even the smallest tax upon worldly love.

I am certain people will soon stop falling in love.

But... that is only wishful thinking. 

When has anyone in this country ever been eager to pay their taxes? 

Why, then, would anyone choose to pay a tax on something as priceless as love?

​15. Perfect Loves

Who says that perfect loves still dwell within this world?

Love has long
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​17. My Heart Is a Restless Fool
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​20. We Have Forsaken
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​21. By Casting Me Down in Your Eyes
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​23. The Traveller
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​25. Grant Me But One Favour
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​26. Let Face of Love Be Unveiled at Last
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​28. Can Anyone Truly Feel Shame
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​33. Heart Was Not Torn
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​34. The Pathways of Life
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​35. O, Season of Spring, Return!
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​About the Poet:

​

​The Poet (Khan Zaman) is a writer whose life and work dwell at the vibrant intersection of diverse worlds. Born into a rich Eastern cultural heritage, he has spent more than thirty years living, studying, and working within the European Union. From secondary school through to university, and into his professional career, his journey has been profoundly shaped by Europe's open borders, diverse landscapes, and multicultural tapestry.
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