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After the Fires of Day translates as “après les feux du jour” in French. The words appear in Alphonse de Lamartine’s poem “Le soir” (Evening). I selected them because they sum up the essence of haiku — short, impactful and conjuring up images that go beyond nature.  

Kahlil Gibran and Alphonse de Lamartine helped me find my style as a poet. Haiku have allowed me to express myself in a way that other forms cannot. 

And they make my heart skip a beat every time I read them. 

Thank you for purchasing a copy of After the Fires of Day!
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CHAPTER 1 - KAHLIL GIBRAN
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I was 19 when I received my first copy of Kahlil Gibran’s The Prophet. 

I still remember the feeling I experienced after reading the first sentence of the book. My heart felt as though it was going to explode from gratitude. More than 20 years later, I still get shivers down my spine whenever I read this incredible book.

After 12 years in Orphalese, the prophet Almustafa is about to board a ship that will carry him home. But first, he must answer questions from inhabitants of the city. Each chapter is dedicated to a specific topic, including love, marriage, children, freedom, laws, religion, and death. 

The Prophet is a masterpiece loved by millions of people around the world. Just like its author. 

Among the leaves,

raindrops gather slowly

in my hands. 

Morning wind:

unknown melodies 

around willows.

Beyond the night,

beyond this path,

laughter. 

Dazzling sun:

a blur of silhouettes

scattered into space.

Ebbing waves

mist almost touches

our footsteps. 

Sunday afternoon:

deserted marketplace, 

moving clouds. 

The old moon 

calls frogs to the surface

and sleeplessness.

How colorful

the cherry blossoms

in solitude. 

Distant sounds:

last train of the day

moves towards the storm. 

At a crossroads,

between toys and clotheslines,

all these geese.  

Valley sits in gold,

reflections in water

welcome September. 

Youthful whispers

behind blooming orchids and

the evening mist.

Rustling leaves

and nearby rivulet—

concert for one. 

Chilly evening:

they pass each other

for the second time. 

Opened door—

sunrays burst into the room;

dust on the table. 

April morning:
beyond this dusty road,
the untrodden home. 

How stillness speaks

on this suspended bridge—

a thousand summers. 

Shades of blue

between sky and mountain

now deepening. 

At sunset,

the sound of water 

despite the wind.

Sudden rain—

the three words we share

in our minds.

At 5 p.m.

the garment in her hands

both wrinkled.  

Morning breeze:

ripples come and go

along the hill.  

Heavy snow:

what remains of the path

after this letter. 

Autumn day

collecting fragments of

the sun’s reflection. 

Veils of stillness

across the kitchen

despite broken glass. 

Evening’s changing shades—

I rewrite an old poem

in my mind. 

Monday:

drifting clouds across the pond,

still in love.  

Frost on windows—

dust on black keyboards  

year after year. 

Just enough wind

to sway snow-covered branches

now shadow puppets. 

At dawn

brushing back her hair

soft as ever. 

Evening mountains

in a veil of blue haze—

togetherness. 

An eagle soars:

how many times in its life 

has it sought mountains? 

Calmly we gaze

snowflakes like fireflies

in the moonlight. 

The hours

always forgotten 

among aspens. 

Water drops—

caught between light and shadow

the dawn of spring.

Bright moon,

the solace of mist

and this letter. 
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