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Publisher’s Note

A book of poetry does not carry only the feelings of the period in which it was written. As the years pass, the poet’s experiences, losses, discoveries, and newly named truths enter the old lines. When a poem written in youth is revisited after a long life, it is not merely corrected; it passes through another age and is tested for a second time.

What Remains Hidden / Saklı Kalan is the result of such an encounter.

A significant part of the poems in this volume is based on texts written during the poet’s youth, beginning in the early 1990s. The faith, fervour, love, sense of friendship, attachment to homeland, and expectations for the future that marked those years form the first current of these poems. Yet this book is not simply a collection of old poems reproduced in their original form. The early texts have been read again through the experience of the intervening years; they have been expanded, pared back, at times reconstructed from the ground up, and interpreted anew in the language of the present.

For this reason, What Remains Hidden is the joint work of a young poet who once left these poems in his notebooks and the mature voice that returned to those notebooks many years later.

Judgements that appeared certain in youth are now weighed on a more demanding scale of conscience. Some statements once made from a distance and in a heightened register have been recast through lived experience, from the site of the wound, and in a language that also takes account of the speaker’s own failings. The poet neither repudiates his former self nor leaves him untouched where he once stood. He returns to the old lines to discover what must be preserved, what must be abandoned, and what needs to be spoken again.

The book consists of three sections.

The first section, “Companions of the Road,” centres on friendship, loyalty, fellowship in a shared cause, justice, faith, resistance, and the individual’s confrontation with personal responsibility. The poems in this section do not treat friendship merely as intimacy or togetherness. Friendship means refusing to withdraw in the hour of fear; preserving a person’s name in their absence; not losing one’s voice before injustice; and never placing oneself in the position of truth itself.

Here, historical memory stands beside the fractured friendships of the present. While examples of devotion from the past are recalled, the contemporary individual is also called to account. The question posed by these poems is direct: How much of what a person has said about the road and those who walk beside them has actually been carried into life?

The second section, “What Remains Hidden in You,” reveals the book’s more intimate and inward-looking face. The beloved, the mother, the sister, childhood, home, exile, waiting, separation, and loss constitute its central themes.

Love here is not an abstract feeling defined through ornate or elevated declarations. It appears in the unbruised side of an apple quietly turned towards the beloved; in a half-filled glass of water offered during the night; in a mother’s hand left suspended in the air; in the faint break heard in a sister’s voice; and in a touch remembered at the collar of a shirt.

The poet’s understanding of love has also changed over time. The love of youth, shaped by the desire to possess, to arrive, and to merge completely, becomes years later an ethic that does not regard the other person as property, does not force its way into their unknown regions, and refuses to reopen its own wound in another body. What remains hidden in this section is not only the beloved. It is also the face the poet has found, lost, and recognised again through that person.

The third section, “Final Breaths,” forms the book’s closing movement through mortality and the consciousness of death. Ageing, the body’s decline, the moment of death, the final word, the objects left behind, names, titles, reckoning, and the forms in which a person is remembered are addressed directly in these poems.

Death here is not an abstract or distant concept. It is a half-finished glass of water beside the bed. It is a key that loses its meaning after its owner is gone. It is a message waiting for its final sentence. It is a name altered in a foreign language, a register of attendance, a shroud, an obituary, and the incomplete memory of the living.

In this section, the poet also looks at his own life from the outside. The child, the judge, the exile, the poet, and the servant of God meet within the same poems. It is acknowledged that no title can fully contain a human being. Praise, no less than accusation, may estrange a person from their own truth. What remains at the end is a human being with no grand sentence left in self-defence, alone with his name and the direction towards which he has turned.

Ramazan Faruk Güzel is a writer who has produced work in law, journalism, publishing, literature, and poetry at different stages of his life. His professional experience, the social ruptures he has lived through, and his long years of exile can be felt clearly in the background of these poems. Yet this book was not constructed as a documentary account of a single life. Personal experience opens within the poems towards shared human states such as friendship, love, exile, conscience, and death.

Although What Remains Hidden continues the poet’s earlier work, it also possesses an independent integrity of its own. Rather than repeating what was said in the past, the book brings forward what remained unsaid through the years, what was left incomplete, and what had to be expressed again in a different language.

The title of the book arises from this.

What remains hidden is not only a body of poems forgotten in drawers. It is the pain people conceal from one another, apologies not offered in time, loves understood too late, unfinished prayers, small habits carried after those who will never return, and the inner rooms a person struggles to open even to himself.

These poems do not claim to open those rooms entirely. They seek to make audible the voice coming from within them.

The reader is invited not to meet that voice with ready-made judgements, but to read it beside what has remained hidden within their own life.

Nordic Publishing House 
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A Note from the Poet

Most of the poems in this book were born during the years when life still appeared before me as a long, open road.

In those days, I spoke from a higher register. I believed that the things I held true would never change, that friendships would not easily break, that love might be enough for a human being, and that justice, however delayed, would eventually be done before our eyes. Youth is not only courage. It is also a person’s excessive confidence in his own judgement.

The first lines were written in Ankara, Istanbul, narrow rooms, on journeys, and late at night. Some remained in the corners of notebooks. Others fell silent for years among different poems. I even forgot that I had written some of them. Yet a few continued to live within me longer than the day on which they were written.

When I returned to these texts many years later, I did not encounter old poems alone.

I encountered my youth.

I recognised that young man’s fervour. I saw his impatience, his inclination towards grand declarations, his urge to measure love against eternity, his belief that friendship could remain flawless, and his pure, unrestrained conviction that the world might be changed within a short time.

I did not look down on him.

But neither did I leave everything he had said untouched.

Life had intervened. Professions, roads, courtrooms, separations, losses, broken friendships, unexpected acts of loyalty, migration, and years of
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