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[image: Black handwritten lettering on a white background reads, “Love has this something…” followed by a reflective quote about love’s mysteries, conveying a thoughtful, romantic tone.]



[image: Black lettering on white quotes Mark Twain on sins revealed through love, ending with Adam as sin’s author; witty, provocative tone, notebook, 1877.]
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[image: Dark water ripples reflect a pale glow near the shore, with the small message “to you my extraterrestrial love,” creating a quiet, dreamy mood.]






Acknowledgement

Special thanks to Nada Karam for the photography including the cover page.

[image: Text reading “this book is a representation of a postponed suicide” floats above rippling reflections of two figures in muted water, creating a somber, contemplative mood.]

[image: A black-and-white, high-contrast sky with soft, wispy clouds filled with numerous small, outlined silhouettes of birds flying across the frame]

[image: The abstract emotion The new self The mysterious present Post traumatic joy disorder Simplifying complexity Multiple realities The touch myth Epidemic proportions of your absence]

[image: Black and white portrait of a woman wearing a large, elaborate floral headpiece that obscures the upper half of her face, with her finger resting thoughtfully against her lips.]



I am the size

Of what I see


to become

who I am







Chapter 1

[image: Black-and-white poster titled “The Abstract Emotion,” showing a stark, sketch-like human figure against a deep black background, creating a lonely, somber mood.]

[image: Black-and-white illustration looking straight up through a deep apartment-building shaft, with rows of windows converging toward a small bright opening, creating a dizzying, claustrophobic effect.]



I have

been

missing

you

uncontrollably


All

afternoon





Today

disturbed

me more

than

I could

comfortably confess

Of

a day

without

talking

to you



I could

not resist

the desire

to tell you

that

I have

been smiling

all

afternoon

for

no reason

like

I lost all reason



Missing

You

most terribly

in any

moment in time

in any

aspect of the day

in your

infinite details

I am

immersed

I am

overjoyed

I am

alive

Is this

the perfect introduction

to the mechanism of emotional dependency?



On

the concept

Of

missing

you

though

I must admit

that

I still to today

have spectacular gaps

in my knowledge

Of

how endless

this emotion is

Of

how endless

this dessniire is

Of

how endless

this addiction is

Of you and only you



[image: Black-and-white illustration of six detailed, mascara-covered eyes stacked vertically beside the words “Too many eyes,” creating an eerie, unsettling tone.]



Tonight

there were

too many eyes

but


mine were

only



after you

missing


you



constantly

Are you

to show me

the vanity


of life

and



my weaknesses?



“Love: a temporary insanity, curable by marriage.”

Ambrose Bierce



Missing

you

is the greatest challenge

I have ever faced

Overwhelming


as it may be

I have



therefore divided

missing


you



according to

their elaborate detail

Into single parts

but

the magnitude

became awesome

I so

become

in total admiration

of your

infinite details

to end

up falling in love

with every single detail

Over and Over again



How

endless

are

all those

abstract

forms

of missing

you



From sunrise

to sunset

how


curious

are days

that

your absence

commits



yet

to today

I am

held in wonder

as to how terrible

this emotion

of missing

you



When

I was five years old

nothing was impossible

when

I was six years old

I stopped believing

until you

proved to me

that my dreams did not

dare enough

yet

I was armed

with a powerful tool:

Desire

one of the greatest

abstract phenomena

of the human mind

is to Desire

yet

I was able to Desire

your every single detail

long before

I imagined you could exist

while

to be able to witness

that

all is possible

to who believes it possible

is an edge of mystery

Or

a lack of knowledge?



today

missing


you

was



disguised

in my every word

in my every gesture

in my every smile

I guess

you must have

crowned me

in the Glory

Of a world

Of infinite adoration

for you



The infinite joy

of being in

your intense presence

of being

all alone with you

yet

as soon as


I left

all left



the All

left

leaving the remains

the remains

Of a lifetime lived

without you

that

only your All

keeps secretly

its true meaning



Missing


you



is invisible

yet

it rules

the minutes

and

the hours

It dictates

the thoughts

and

the deeds

it reigns

in great solitude


with words

as its sole

witness





The intense


yet



abstract emotion


Of



your acute absence


is



determined

to hold

onto me

with patience

and

forbearance

to the very limit

Of my strength

Of my thoughts


and

even beyond





Missing

You

is

accelerating

and

expanding

making the

minutes

wider apart

while

monotony

can blur

it all

by domesticating thoughts



“I myself a heaven and hell”

Omar Khayyam



Missing

you

is

terribly infinite

will I one day

be able to prove

it to you scientifically


that



missing


you

can be



as infinite as the universe

as mysterious as its laws

while

I am

terribly innocent


to its powers





I miss terribly

your intense presence

that

can bluff

hours into seconds

your unusual gestures

that

can hypnotize my thoughts

your precise words

that

can hold me dangerously

like water

effortlessly

and

gracefully

with that mysterious power


Of



taking my breath away

at any given moment


in time

always

when



I least expect it



What sort

of science is it?

this

giant void

in the

crushing monotony

Of time

with the tyranny

Of chance

that

can split my consciousness

into dual personas

being switch

On

By

your intense presence

then

being switch

Off

By

your acute absence



Escaping

your

acute absence is impossible

with my memory

Of a peculiar type

is so untrustworthy

Of any moment without you

and is so

incredibly detailed

Of any moment

with you

for all my memory

is

with you


in you



and


Of you





When

in the beginning was the Word

the first power

to

Biblical Scripture

for

the purification

Of the human mind

what

a blessed means

I do posses
yet

Karl Marx added

“There is power in the written word”

for the brutality

Of the human mind

what

a corrupted means

I do posses

to compete mercilessly


with the

exponential sum

Of your admires





[image: Black barbed-wire strands hang against a blurred white background above a dark fence, with the words “How did I get to the mind” adding a stark, uneasy tone.]



How

did I get to the point

where

I miss


you



most terribly

most infinitely

craving your

every single detail

so constantly

to elaborately adore

all

that is you





Chapter 2

[image: A dramatic black-and-white portrait shows a woman facing her mirrored self, fingers at her chin; “the new self” suggests quiet introspection and change.]



I am

totally

unable


to

remember



myself

without

you



Where have you been

all these years

My dear self?

you left me

when

I was five years old

for busy I was with life

this life that lived me


yet



I have not lived


for



it showed me


as much as



I could perceive

it taught me

as much as

I could comprehend

it gave me

as much as

I could take


until



out of its Hell

I was sacked

to be thrown

into a Heaven

by an extraterrestrial Touch

yet

again Hell

came back last night

to remind me

that

confirmation

can be a dangerous error



“Clarity of mind, clarity of passion, too; this is why a great and clear mind loves ardently and sees distinctly what it loves.”

Blaise Pascal



Your

every

detail

is

but

an abstract concept

of

my most

extravagant

desires



[image: Pencil sketch of a nude figure curled on the ground, face hidden and surrounded by drifting, mist-like shading; the mood is solitary and mournful.]



Myself was

a very important

part of me

yet now

I can find myself

only

in your presence

while

in your absence

I can find

No trace

Of

my only self



“The lunatic, the lover, and the poet are of imagination all compact.”

William Shakespeare



I am

disarmed

by

how extravagantly

I can

miss you

that

sensible thoughts

have lost

their meaning



I miss

your intense presence

that

look in your eyes

and

your smile

that

so often flirts

with

my common sense

and

challenges my reason



In your

intense presence

I have created

a finer

and more

complex version

of myself

that

when

you are away

I get lost

wondering

who I really am



I have developed

this habit

only

on the day

Of your departure

Of a sense of emptiness

Of loneliness

Of staring aimlessly

and timelessly by the window

like I no longer belong to my (new) self

witnessing how the horizon

can suddenly

lose its magnitude


its color

and

its mystery

for



all those days

that

you are away



The 12th of July

is not

just a date

but a confession

that

all my life

I have not dared

imagine my intimate

and

unknown persistent desires

of your


extravagant joys

extravagant touch

extravagant mind

and



my extravagant adoration

for you


my extraterrestrial love



That

endless desire

to be

with you

it is

but

to complete

the splendor

of the whole

the whole


I am

in your presence





I dreaded

my life

in the past

when

I thought


all



this joy

did not exist


I dread

my life



in the present

when

all is joy

for

I now know

but

have

no one to tell,

to tell

I dread

my life

without,

without you



The theory

Of

missing


you



that

emotion

that

dwells in

me

making itself known

in my gestures

and

in my moods

to remind me

how much I love you



The amazing something

used to be a

whispering fantasy

but now

it has become everything

on me


around me



yet

it still must

be a fantasy

for

I do not know

how

I am supposed to feel

about it

it is you

that

reminds me

it is you

you alone

with

all of yourself

all your thoughts

all your details

all those you

I spend countless hours thinking Of



It struck me

that

everything

and

everyone

were in a world

that

I would not want

to belong to.

Is this

your acute absence

that


delivers me

to the power

Of solitude?





The savage dangers

of mood swings

is but

a biochemical phenomena

of the brain

yet

I will confess tonight

that

I did not smile


all afternoon

all evening



when

memory came

to my rescue

of the oath

I lived by

“No Human”

will ever rule my moods

but then


and then



What do I do if he is not human?



“Ever has it been that love knows not its own depth until the hour of separation.”

Khalil Gibran



Behind

my thoughts and feelings

stands

a mighty ruler

who is

but

my self

my extravagant emotions


Of you



for

emotions are the voice


Of



millions of ancestors

each of whom

managed to survive

in this unforgivable environment

and

upon millions of years

those feelings

are the only

algorithms in the world

and

those thoughts

and feelings

I am


are but

Of you and you alone





[image: Two black-and-white hourglasses are stacked vertically, with dark sand pooled in each glass. The stark composition evokes time passing and quiet reflection.]



I live


in days

that



alternate between

your acute absence

and

your intense presence

making life

a constant waiting

upon

your intense presence



My love for you

interrupts me

every minute

it does not hesitate

to interfere

in all

my decisions

it sometimes demands
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