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For me, poetry is not just words, but a mirror of emotions. This small collection reflects moments that linger in the heart, bloom in silence, and reveal the colors of life. Each poem is a short journey—sometimes the gentle fragrance of love, sometimes a meeting with oneself, and sometimes the beauty of nature and the world.

I hope these words touch your heart and give you a chance to feel, reflect, and smile. This is my little world, now shared with you.
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‎

I Know, Yet I Do Not Know

‎

‎I know, yet I do not know,

‎The secrets my heart has kept,

‎There’s a sparkle within my eyes,

‎Yet shadows of the night have crept.

‎I know, yet I do not know,

‎Where the paths of my journey lead,

‎At every turn, questions arise,

‎Answers hidden beneath my feet indeed.

‎I know, yet I do not know,

‎The distance I keep from myself,

‎Every feeling has its own color,

‎More precious than words on a shelf.

‎I know, yet I do not know,

‎The joys that once came my way,

‎The pains that silently wept,

‎All merged in memories that stay.

‎I know, yet I do not know,

‎I wander lost with my own reflection,

‎A mirror shows the truth,

‎Yet conceals every fleeting connection.

‎

‎—Burhan bin Usman

The Heart I Have

‎

‎The heart I have feels no pain,

‎I love freely, without restraint,

‎I embrace every smile I see,

‎Yet no one shares my ache or complaint.

‎I try to understand every heart,

‎I seek healing for every wound,

‎But for my own silent sorrows,

‎No shadow lingers, no one swoons.

‎I give my love without measure,

‎Every moment, every breath I take,

‎Yet the one who could hold my soul,

‎Never comes, no bond to make.

‎The heart I have feels no pain,

‎I love freely, without restraint,

‎But beneath the shadow of my dreams,

‎No one walks as my companion or saint.

‎

‎—Burhan bin Usman‎

How Long

‎

‎How long will you live like this,

‎Bearing your wounds in silence?

‎Hiding every pain within your heart,

‎Keeping yourself locked in defiance.

‎How long will you stay behind the veil,

‎Concealing the secrets of your soul?

‎How long will you let the rain of tears,

‎Dry upon your face, taking its toll?

‎Every moment of life asks a question,

‎Every breath waits in quiet despair,

‎How long will you keep running from yourself,

‎Staying distant from the truth you bear?

‎How long will you live like this,

‎Bearing your wounds in silence?

‎Perhaps one day you’ll realize,

‎Feeling the pain is part of living in its essence.

‎

‎—Burhan bin Usman

‎

‎In the middle of the way

‎

‎In the Middle of the Road

‎She left me,

‎If I hadn’t let her go in the middle of the road.

‎Every moment we shared,

‎Became the reason for this distance that showed.

‎Perhaps this is life,

‎Where even held hands slip away,

‎The ones who feel like ours,

‎Sometimes guide us to paths of sway.

‎I wonder, was it my mistake?

‎Or just a strange play of fate?

‎But the truth is, every bond that broke,

‎Taught me lessons I needed to translate.

‎She left me,

‎If I hadn’t let her go in the middle of the road,

‎And maybe one day, this distance too,

‎Will lead me to the place I’m truly owed.

‎

‎—Burhan bin Usman

Faithful

‎

‎We called them faithful,

‎And they betrayed us in silence.

‎Every feeling we gave,

‎Became a treasure for their own pretense.

‎Every promise we held dear,

‎They quietly broke apart.

‎Every smile we thought was ours,

‎Became a piece of their hidden art.

‎I asked my soul,

‎Is this what love truly means?

‎Where “faithful” is just a name,

‎And betrayal hides in unseen scenes.

‎We called them faithful,

‎And they betrayed us in silence,

‎And perhaps this pain taught me,

‎The truth behind my quiet defiance.

‎

‎—Burhan bin Usman

The Ones We Loved

‎

‎We were mad for them,

‎And they turned out mad for someone else.

‎The one we built our world around,

‎Went to build another place for themselves.

‎The one we placed in our hearts,

‎Chose to make a home for another,

‎The heart we worshipped quietly,

‎They left alone, with no bother.

‎We wrote every joy in their name,

‎They silently changed every plan,

‎We stayed loyal, shattered inside,

‎While they made betrayal seem easy to stand.

‎We were mad for them,

‎And they
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