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      Chains Rusting in My Heart

      Your longing, an ache growing in my palm,

like your name left silent on the tongue of night.

As heavy smoke settles over a city,

slowly, stubbornly, it settles inside me.

      To think of you;

a song left half-finished on my lips,

an “ah” knotted in my throat.

Sometimes a bird wing flutters within me,

sometimes my eyes turn to stone.

I do not look — even if I look, I cannot see;

because my eyes are always on you,

and you are always far away…

      I am

a traveler of roads that tire my heart.

I walk;

as if with every step I come a little closer to you,

as if with every step I remain a little more without you.

My hands are empty,

yet I carry a whole homeland inside me:

street by street, house by house,

filled with your voice.

      A wind blows between us,

a wind whistling over my feelings.

Whichever way I turn,

your absence rises before me like a wall;

I search for a fine crack

so that light may seep in,

a greeting, a possibility…

      I know,

reaching you is sometimes impossible.

But waiting is also a kind of arrival;

the patience I have grown inside me

is a small lamp I light against the dark.

      For you,

I hide a smile in my most secluded place;

so that my shivering days may have

warmth, a memory.

And at night,

I cannot sleep without saying your name —

forbidden to my tongue, not to my heart.

      Look,

still I love.

To love

is sometimes to clasp broken glass in your palm

and accept the bleeding.

But I,

the more I bleed, the more I understand:

a person is closest

inside distance.

      If you return,

knock at the door of this weary heart.

If you do not knock,

I will still hear it;

because longing,

like a door knocker,

keeps striking inside me.

      And I,

with every strike, grow a little older;

but know this:

even while carrying your absence,

I will not let go of what belongs to you.

I will not…

Because loving you

is the only knot that will not loosen inside me,

my deepest, truest wound.

    
  
    
      The Hour of the Threshold

      Before you arrive,

a silence grows in me,

as if evening, in the gap of the window,

softly speaks your name.

      The color of the roads is pale,

an old waiting lives in the stones…

My heart, with the unease of a bird,

does not know how many times it returns to the same sky.

      As if something will happen—

so delicate that it almost will not.

My breath is half upon my lips

and my eyes hang on a distant “perhaps.”

      My fear is from you,

and my hope as well…

Because a person burns most

while waiting for what would be beautiful to come.

      Before you arrive,

the light of the room changes;

even the furniture falls silent,

the walls come closer to my chest.

      I pretend to gather myself,

but I am the one who scatters.

If a momentary wind passes,

I think it is you…

and my inner self is ashamed of its own voice.

      I know,

when the door opens everything will change;

I will be swept away in the wind of your coming.

      And I,

right at that threshold—

can neither hold joy

nor let sorrow go.

    
  
    
      A Silence for Two

      I remained on the edge of an evening,

I grew cold without saying your name.

I passed through crowds,

yet inside me there was always an emptiness made for one.

      I thought the world would multiply when you came;

it turns out that when a person learns

to take shelter in a single glance,

they also make room inside themselves.

      What you call love

is like two hearts growing tired at the same time…

Like one falling silent and the other understanding,

like one falling and the other holding them.

      Sometimes one sentence is enough

to exile a person from their home;

sometimes a silence

feeds a fire that lasts for years.

      I never called you by saying “stay,”

so as not to multiply the footsteps of the one leaving.

But every night inside me

there was a hope that left the door ajar.

      Because love

is not carried alone.

It grows heavier on one shoulder,

and lighter in the other’s eyes.

      If you are not here,

the streets are longer,

the songs more unfinished,

the walls colder.

      I was

something completed together with you.

Now I keep turning back to myself,

like an incomplete circle…

      No matter how much it is loved,

a heart

cannot warm as much as two people.

      And I understand:

Love

is a place for two.

If one does not come,

the other is always left outside.

    
  
    
      “Even Without Speaking Your Name”

      I borrow a city from the evening.

      My heart is more trembling than the street lamps.

I pass through the crowd,

touching no one, colliding with you.

      Even when you are absent, your presence continues in me,

half like a sentence, too much like a breath.

I catch your name while speaking to myself;

my tongue falls silent, my inner self speaks.

      I tried so hard to escape you.

Your shadow never followed me;

you always walked within me,

stepping on my loneliest places.

      Sometimes a window opens suddenly;

it is not the wind, it is you who enters.

The furniture does not move,

but my heart rises from its place.

      Where everyone says “it will pass,”

I pass saying “it will remain,”

because some feelings

cannot be left in the water of time.

      Whatever belongs to you

is not before my eyes,

but right inside me, at the very center,

growing without stopping.

      And know this:

it is not a habit, not a fate;

only

a state that increases toward you even without you.

      I carry you even without saying you,

like a broken clock in my chest.

Whenever I look,

you are always in the same place.

      I am bound to you…

by an unnamed necessity,

somewhere inside myself that I do not know.

      For a reason I do not know,

I am compelled toward you.

    
  
    
      The Calendar in the Mirror

      One morning I woke; my face in the glass,

a thin line between my yesterday and today.

The mark of silent years had touched my hair,

a tired coolness at the edge of my smile.

      As if a clock inside me keeps striking,

each beat whispering, “it is passing.”

That broad street I called childhood

is now as small as a stone in my palm.

      Days…

like shadows resembling one another,

pile upon my shoulders.

Of course I have joy;

but even joy sometimes trembles

like a leaf shed too early.

      I look into the mirror:

Is this me, or what remains of me?

A distance has grown in my eyes,

with an ache I cannot name.

Inside me, one voice says, “what is left?”

and immediately after,

another says, “living is still beautiful.”

      Some evenings,

my heart warms with a friend’s laughter;

some evenings,

even the smallest silence

makes my heart cold, makes it tighten.

As if time has placed its hand on my shoulder,

it neither pushes hard nor lets go.

      Something diminishes;

but in the place of what diminishes,

memories multiply.

Looking after those who leave,

I understand:

a person most of all sees themselves off.

      Still…

in the steam of a glass of tea,

in the yellow of a streetlamp,

in a loved one saying “I am here,”

I hold on to life again.

Because I know:

from our broken places,

light sometimes seeps in too.

      And I,

turning calendar pages softly,

promise my heart:

however much the years may multiply,

I will let the you within me grow

without hurting it.

    
  
    
      Seven Wounds, One Prayer

      We shouldered the night, my brother;

the moon stood on our brows like an old seal.

First we learned silence,

because words were bleeding in the breast of the homeland.

      We passed hand in hand through the ruins of a city,

the wind’s exile-mark on our faces,

our mothers’ prayers in our pockets,

and a fire multiplying in our hearts.

      We were seven wounded children,

and on the threshold of a morning we suddenly grew up.

In our eyes were both rebellion and mercy,

and a hope hidden, sharp as a sword.

      One of us carried love on his eyelashes,

one learned death from his youngest place,

one placed prostration in his palms,

one healed the darkness with his smile.

      But all of us looked at the same sky;

patience fell into us from the same star.

Our knees became wounds, our verses became prayers;

not the wind, but our hearts whispered our names.

      O my brother,

we opened the rusty doors of time with our shoulders,

we wrote with our hearts what was written on our foreheads.

Because believing

was the most beautiful uprising against darkness.

      And now,

while searching for the heaven hidden in a child’s tear,

we see the patience growing in a mother’s silence,

the morning born from the ashes of a city.

      We are not seven wounds anymore;

we burn in the night like seven lamps.

Like an unextinguished kindness,

an unbroken brotherhood,

and a pure path reaching toward God.

      The night may still be long,

but we have learned:

when a heart burns,

darkness feels ashamed.

    
  
    
      The Mortar of the Heart

      There is a wall inside me;

days have laid its stones, silence its mortar.

If I write your name upon it, will the night break,

or will my voice smear onto the brow of morning?

      I know you a little

from the rain;

from pavements swelling when wet,

from the shoulders of people walking in haste.

And also

from that thin brightness opening inside me

when my eyes grow tired.

      What you call love

sometimes rings like a doorbell;

no one opens,

but you still wait before the door

without growing cold.

Because you know:

a person grows most

where they cannot enter.

      This is not a fire,

more like a stove:

it warms while it burns,

and even while turning to ash

it cleans your hands.

From you I learned

to hold the hardness of the world

from a soft place.

      Do not be afraid,

do not tell me “stay”;

I already learn staying anew

every time your name passes through me.

A city passes over me

with horns and shop-window lights;

when you arrive,

all of it turns

into a low song.

      And look,

I do not want to tear down this wall.

I want to grow patience upon it

like ivy.

In case one day,

on a tired evening,

you lean your shoulder against it,

I warm the wall’s coldness

with my heart.

      Know this:

Love

is not a lofty word;

it is the trembling of a glass of water

that does not fall

between two
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