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"The Alphabet of Solitude" is a fragment of my life.

Here, I am — my truest self, unmasked and unfiltered;

a mosaic of laughter and pain, of tears, of colors,

of love and separation, of irony and lament,

of anger, eruptions, and cries,

of hopes and despair, optimism and doubt,

of beauty and ugliness, of silence and solitude —

boundless, uncensored, and raw.

And just as Barthes says:

"I speak, but only of what is possible for me — not through a coherent narrative,
but of what rises within me... by selecting particular moments, particular words,
and particular meanings to express."

Here, in The Alphabet of Solitude, I am wholly myself — unmasked.
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The Final Torment

Am | a part of the problem, or a piece of the solution?
I do not know.

I cannot even escape the question itself.

This final torment...

This final torment...

When you reach the end,

only then do you begin to wonder what truly mattered.

When fear has faded,

and you are left alone...

with yourself.

Me. Myself. Myself. Me.

Fear. Fear. Fear...

And thus,

the apple remains forever distant from its tree.
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Freedom

From atop Nekeroz, the ancient mountain,

under the cover of night,

my gaze ignites —

An ignited glance and the radiant figure of the city...
wandering, searching for a narrative of waiting,

... seeking words to voice the unsaid

A brief silence.

A rebuilding of thought.

And then — the rush of speech,
of questions, of why...

I must, inevitably,
cast aside the cautious vocabulary,
and break the silence that has been forced upon me.

The right to express the true forms of thought —
within this value-laden social enclosure —

1s labeled disorder,

deviance,

a crime.

And there are those who are paid

to uphold the trembling logic of repression,

to preserve the sentence of prohibition.

deskkook

From the eyes of those who trade in falsehood
and guard illegitimacy,

legitimacy means nothing more

than the current, desirable, orderly status quo...

And to preserve this fabricated order,
they have even rented out their ears
and their eyes.



seskoskosk

No — I cannot endure this.

I am a child of Kurdistan,

and my homeland has always possessed

a singular order of freedom.

The fruit of this freedom

1s rupture from the imposed value-package,
the will to know,

the rejection of prohibition,

and the defiance of censorship and silence.

ekokoek

Now even speaking in this very way
is no longer permitted —
but I shall cry out:

The institutions that manufacture power,

the agencies that hoard and preserve fear,

the shops that manage prohibition and silence,
the inquisitorial homes,

and the rented puppets —

none of them shall ever subjugate

my thought,

my word,

or my deed.

ekokock

Kurdistan, my land,

has always lived by a unique order of freedom.
And I, child of this soil,

am bound to its creed —

my sacred duty:



To think freely.
To speak freely.
To act freely.
To live freely.

Nekeroz It is the name of an ancient mountain in Saqqgez, Kurdistan.
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The Threshold of Love

With a yearning overflowing with love,

I summon your heart to the feast of our union.
With eyes of longing,

and the intoxicated wandering of our restless souls,
I await the night —

within the boundlessness of love,

I invite you to the bedside of becoming a shared verse...

A guest, sweetened by your gracious hosting.

So that the darkness of all nights

might be lit by the sun of my love-lit life —
as [ bow in reverence

at the Kaaba of the Beloved,

and in your sacred presence,

I may illuminate the altar of Love

with endless light.
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The Embrace of a Gaze

Ensnared within the embrace of a single gaze,

drowned in the form of its very being—

unaware of diving deep,

yet moment by moment, lost in wonder, in longing, in disarray,
seeking union within a dream,

from one bond to the next,

bound limb by limb to servitude,

fearful of the self,

and ever more tainted, fragment by fragment...

ekokoek

Now, head bowed, not merely the heart,

but the entire soul has fallen into a fevered throb.
The solace of the soul stolen away,

each breath drawn into worsening darkness,

and the searing waves of love swell ever more with each passing moment—
no strength for release,

no grace bestowed for union,

no permission granted to enter

the passionate tempest of her love.

O Lord—

if not peace for this stormy sea,

then at least a touch of mercy.

Or grant an answer—

an answer to the cry

of this mad, forsaken lover
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The Mirror

I gaze into the mirror—

Searching, questioning, seeking my twin reflection.
What I see 1s a mass of flesh,

Shaped of my own substance:

At times frozen,

At times embalmed,

And at moments. ..

something else.

I ask myself—

Is this heap of tissue my reality?

Sometimes, in thought,

I draw invisible lines between scattered parts of my body,
Hoping to arrive at a truth of self.

But my gaze into the image-crafting mirror

Has always been dazed, suspicious, and confounded.

Am [ the reality?

Or is it the image that defines me?

Is this truly my reflection?

Then where is my truth?

Are reality and truth the same within me?

deskoskook

And hours later—

With longing lost,

Having cast myself out of the mirror,

I seek shelter in the bitter corner of reality.
Yet still,

My truth lingers on,

Living in the realm of shadows—
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Still living...

in the realm of shadows
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The Will to Liberation

kindled by the strengh of my hand,

It bears the will to be free.

Let it drink deep from the chalice of certainty,
If you hold it dear as life itself—

It shall bear fruit

Yet beware...

Lest it be scorched by the flames of heedlessness.
The sovereign of the world,

holds calamities
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Captivity

You think it’s captivity—
So you knock,

Knock on every door,
Chasing release

You know,

And yet—you don’t.

With every knock,

You only draw me into a deeper captivity, You sink my soul further into bondage
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The Elixir of Self-Sacrifice

You have etched self-sacrifice upon your own image,
And chosen your shadow
To portray yourself

You have become the elixir of self-sacrifice.

So deeply do you identify with your shadow
That you call its height—your full, real stature!
But you are now... not, the shadow—

You are the darkness within it.

A blackened scroll of yourself,

Your specter, your shadowed self

The dark of shadow

Now is the distance

Between your true essence

” And the silhouette you claim as “you

You know yourself through shadow,
You see yourself in shadow,

And reveal yourself as shadow.

Thus you have emptied your core,
And surrendered your luminous being
To your shade outside

You have become

A cryptic likeness of a shadow—
A shadow you’ve legalized as self.
To become shadow-like

Is now your revolt against the flow.
Not to be oneself,

But to dissolve like shadow,

To fall inward—

Self... collapsed into shade
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The elixir of self-sacrifice—

A nightmare crafted from your own essence—
Turns against you,

And sacrifices the truth of the self.

The elixir is an uncanny tale

Of the shadow’s nature—

A dark shadow—

An anti-shadow now,

... An anti-shadow thus

The elixir of self-sacrifice

Drains your self of meaning,

And fills the anti-shadow with destruction.
The star fades within you.

You become shadow-like.

The self devolves—

A continuum of swallowing,

Of self-consuming

You become the counter-current—
Time, reversed.
Space, reversed

A shadowed self—

Yet a being fallen into un-being.

A finite void collapsing inward.
Like meaning itself:

A presence dissolving into absence,
Overflowing with meaning—

Yet meaningless

Imprisoned in the infinite
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Man

What he is, is

What he is, shall not remain
He is no more

Man

Becoming

Becoming

Becoming
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A Sign

Your gesture has brought my soul to life, a sign, a symbol, or a word. [ am a
dweller at the edge of your love, my will is that of a lover, my path one of
confusion. My guide is my passion. Your allure awakens my spirit—do you know
this? In my body, you are the wanderer, and in my will, you are the source of my
flow. Is it a sign, this stream of love and devotion that slightly ignites me too? Or is
it just a sign? My body now overflows with your soul, and my soul is now filled
with your body. There, in that, is my meaning—one word, disarray. Oh, how vast is
this confusion
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The Legend of Liberation

Hung aloft above the self, I bear the weight of my own gallows
For what sin

The enchanting deception of truth? The right to existence
Pursuing the legend of liberation, the will of fate

The resurrection of an identity

Then, the liberation of a nation

Yes, yes

For all these sins, for the accusation of all these dues

I shall bear the weight of my own gallows upon my shoulders
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Fallenness

A proud man, his head once held high, now disheveled in spirit, cast down by the
agony of poverty, bowed his head and surrendered to the shame of a wretched ease

He longed to live long — yet thus, returned to his own fallenness
His only savior: an early death — yet timely
An early death — yet timely
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The Enchantress

Even in the moments when I rest in her embrace, the thought of her imminent
departure draws a slender line between ecstasy and ache...

The notion that the tremors of now will soon, in the regret of solitude, give birth to
...the painful shudder of longing casts a contemplative shadow upon my thoughts

Aeskskook

I do not know how long I can endure this void—this trembling interval between
pleasure and pain.

Yet each time, in hope of another recurrence, I welcome it more fervently, as if in
yearning to uncover some uncharted mystery anew.

By now I have fully come to grasp: these profound intertwinings are but recurring
attempts to explore the hidden angles of two wandering souls as they unite once
...more

deskoskook

Though you almost always deny it, it seems you too have sensed—as I have—that
our steps toward one another are driven by a tempestuous will, what you yourself
have called a desirable pull, a responsibility both inescapable and sacred, toward
shaping a vision whose foundation lies neither in reason, nor in emotion, nor even
in what we sometimes, for lack of clearer meaning, name love.

It is as though we have both accepted that this merging now belongs not to “you”
or “me” any longer.

And to grasp the truth it conceals, every distance must be redrawn into a singular
union—woven from the fabric of a hidden knowing

ekokock

Each time, in the days and nights of our becoming one,
moments after the shared unrest and the surge of feeling,
we pass time awaiting the dusk—
engaged in a dialogue woven from everything and nothing.
And with the first gleam of darkness,
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within a night like a mirror,
we reflect pomegranate-sweet kisses and embraces
... across the galaxies of soul and flesh

sokokosk

I no longer see myself—

I have offered my being to my Creator.

Now, the only thing I possess

is the eternal manifestation of you within me.

Only after a lifetime of bowing my forehead to the dust
... have I understood what true worship means

sekokoek

My heart is on the verge of explosion.
Perhaps, until now,

I had not dared to feel you completely.
I believe your miracle—

this miracle named you—

... 1s my final step toward eternity

sekokoek

By now, you must have accepted

that any human can be free without being great,
but no human can be great without having loved.
Ah yes! You spoke of honor too?

Indeed—

to me, what pulses within you

is something beyond honor itself—

a new word, born of essence and meaning.

It demands another definition—

perhaps even another sign, another sacred gesture

deskoskook
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Permit me to speak—

In the solitude of my dreams,

I have fashioned a garden,

walled high with flesh and skin of my own being,
encasing the silvered form of you.

You cannot know!

The ripest, most exquisite fruits hang from its trees,
but two pomegranates,

plucked as mementos from the left and right corners
of the orchard of your essence,

one wrought of truth, the other of light—

are born of fire,

... ablaze with a nature that turns every lie to ash

deskoskook

In the end, I shall crucify myself upon the cross of your love,
on the Golgotha of Abidar,

in the city of yearning dreams.

May it be that upon seeing this body,

suspended high above Zhwangah—

that mount of love and liberty—

you too will bear, if only for a moment,

the heavy weight of this slow unravelling of self...
And perhaps, in doing so,

we may together abandon the world of illusions

. and step into the realm of truth

skooksk sk

Perhaps my madness springs from this—

that like you, I have never sacrificed truth at the altar of reality.
This, maybe, is what sets us apart from others.

And thus, I have always seen

your oaths sworn upon honor
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as falling short of a trait far beyond what we dare call honor—
something vastly greater than the word itself can ever contain.
Though I find within myself no strength yet

to name it,

nor is the treasury of language rich enough

... to define it

deskoskook

Ah, the memories of those days—

when, drowned in you and drenched in sin,

I gazed into your eyes with sacred secrecy.

And later, after our nightly farewells,

I would summon you to the feast of my thirsty soul,
hoping you might appear within me—

igniting my thoughts with hues of love,

setting ablaze the cold reign of logic

with the fire of longing eyes—

eyes brimming with desire,

yearning to shatter the stone idols

... and the cruel, confining borders we were told to respect

Aeokkook

Now, after those years of trials—

and thankfully, of errors too—

we are two alone,

freed from 1dols,

liberated from the traps of logic, reason, and shame.
I will cast them all into the margins.

Like Saturn, the seventh planet of love’s orbit,
I shall revolve around you—

every ring of affection,

drawn in tribute to your gravity.

And I shall rend open my chest—
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a reparation for the cold calculations and sober caution
of those years steeped in ignorance—

to offer you my heart,

so that perhaps a drop of what was lost

might find its way back to the fountain of hope.

[ am certain now—

with a new way of loving,

one we so often call Jove for lack of understanding—

I can bring to your sacred being

... a gift born of that very essence

sekokoek

I’ve heard it said, time and again:

"Life always gives more than we believe we deserve."
Perhaps you and [—yes, we—

are that very us

... to whom life shall bestow more than ever imagined

Being with you—**

each time—

is the birth of a new experience

of what it means to be us.

Every time we journey together

into the deep alignment of our beings,

I think we’ve reached the summit—

and yet,

you, sweetest of all,

seem to know no end to delight.

Each moment with you is sweeter than the last—
and you take what once felt like the height of union
and fold it gently into the pages

of yesterday’s green, glowing memories—

. while lighting anew today’s eternal flame
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seskoskock

Last night,

your barbed words rained down on me—

cutting deep,

and with each salt-sprinkled phrase,

you nearly undid me...

And I still do not understand—

why you withhold yourself

from the beautiful illusion of being my absolute truth:
that cherished perception,

that wondrous dance of violet and orange,

of a complete human born of tenderness and yearning,
of paradise-shaped entanglements—

where fire becomes emotion,

and we pour soul into body

and body into soul...

Tell me, truly—

1s there a miracle more sublime,

a painting more breathtaking

than this step we take

? into the infinite of becoming one

You have now so utterly flowed into my being
that only with your pure flame

do I consume my loneliness

... and reduce it to ash

skooksk sk

All I long for now—

1s to once again behold that statue of beauty
beneath the dim glow

of the Enchantress’s temple...

Side by side,
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after hours of soul-deep pleasure,
gazing into those love-drenched eyes—
until the last breath of life—

to discover, each day and night,

a new beginning of the ever-new
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The Goddess of Silence

I call the glass of my being to serenity, in search of a moment of stillness—
to sever myself from a world that relentlessly hurls itself against me.

And in the terror of its pounding, I sometimes hide within,

though the tremors are unyielding, untamable,

and the question—why such merciless assault?—remains ever unanswered...
Thus grows my bewilderment, my confusion—

... with myself, with the world, with this ceaseless pounding

In these years of torment, I have learned well—

the world shall not shift even by the weight of a dust mote.
On the contrary, it tightens its grip,

pressing ever harder upon those like me—

. the so-called dissonant ones

I do not deny: there may be slight differences—
but the outcome is always the same:

I, the dissonant,

stand condemned to suffering

for the great sin of loyalty to truth.

From Prometheus to Sisyphus,

from Sisyphus to Vienna,

a little further—Mykonos,

and nearer still—Imraly,

. and closest of all: myself

Yes, though minor variations exist,

the end is always the same.

In a world whose order will not yield, not even a needle’s width,
time means law,

space means restriction,

. and both point toward prohibition
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For loyalty to truth—

for dissonance, for breaking from the Here and Now,
for transgression—

I am condemned to suffer:

burned by the tongue of ash,

snuffed like a flame,

silent before the insulation of truth

... beneath the mask of reality

And I know not which word...
can replace these ellipses...
. I truly do not know

And now,

as I feel only a corner of that truth-loyalty within me—
or as that white-winged angel of black fate once said:
“Wingless, haunted by memories of flight,”

a thousand times a day,

. they kill me

And so—

this time, I hurl the glass of my being against stone,
hoping perhaps in the shattering,

to find release from a world that cannot bear truth,

. that refuses to shift even slightly

Now, I hurl myself against the world,

no longer made of glass, but of stone—

so that it might know—

though it knows, and feigns ignorance—
that from Prometheus to Sisyphus,

from Sisyphus to Vienna,

from Vienna to Mykonos,

and from there to Imrali,

and from that lone isle of humanity to me—
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our dissonance has always been

a love-letter to truth,

and at the end of this letter,

we would sign with our lives—

. or press the fingerprint of truth at the bottom

Yet alas...

no love,

no paper,

no ink,

no hand,

... no fingerprint

Now I understand.

The dissonant one,

for the crime of loving truth,

1s condemned to suffer,

in a world whose system shall never budge—
. not even the width of a hair

In this gallery of illusions,

I was never registered—

and so, I too have no place

. In this performance of being and semblance

[ never was.

And in the most mathematical sense,

I am the void.

In physics, perhaps they'd call me absolute zero—
. for even humanity, now, 1s measured by metrics

So I strike my being against the world again—
harder this time—

not seeking peace,

. but to break or be broken
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And now I finally see

why the world,

without even the smallest shift in its order,

with all its time and law and place and limit and ban—
— strikes itself against me so

Because I am the flawless constant in their flawed system.
Their tireless intolerance

is the world’s attempt to define me mathematically:

a void,

an absolute zero,

marked by the crime of loving truth—

by the act of dissonance,

by the refusal to belong to Here and Now,

by the pain of watching fire become ash,

... and being extinguished

Now I see:

this theater of truthlessness—
incapable of changing me—

is now racing to liberate itself

. from all who remain loyal to truth

This is my final tale—

an ending,

a word equal to sacrifice—

. without a synonym in the dictionaries

Perhaps, centuries from now,

among the lost wonders of the ancient world,
a new marvel shall stand:

The Goddess of Silence,

bearing the title:

Martyr,
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with this inscription—
"For loyalty to truth

*The sentence in quotation marks is from Forough Farrokhzad.
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Alas
—Alas for these unyielding citadels
,with their towers of darkened thought
—of brazen eyes, jaundiced hearts, and twisted sight
that ceaselessly steal from us
,the sacred breath of unity
.the fleeting chance to become one soul in a single flesh
,They, like black holes
,eternal and lightless
—swallow us whole
devouring every whisper of oneness
into an endless night
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Waiting

—Suppose now

that I have at last ensnared you

,in the net of my own existence

with that stray, masterless love

—of those hard, cold, hopeless years of waiting
?what then

What am I to do

?with a love that learned to burn alone
.How late it is

How terribly late
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The Thought of Living

Am [ fleeing from something,
or moving toward it?

I do not know.

I have been condemned

. for a sin I never committed

skokskok

One day, I shall arrive—

and bear the torch

to ignite every human bond with flame.
Then I shall stand still,

and gaze not upon things themselves,
but only upon their shadows.

For I have come to know:

to be understood,

one must accept all—

the light and the dark,

the wound and the wonder.

The thought of living

. whispers this truth to me

And now—

perhaps I have touched upon
the very essence of life.

So no longer do 1 flee.

I journey toward it.

Yes—

toward it, I go
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Slave Market

For several nights now,

my dreams have changed—
no more dreams of Kurdistan,
no flags waving,

no Peshmerga,

no freedom.

... Not anymore

In the Slave merchants’ market,

I am a Slave.

They barter me,

handle me,

sell me—

and buy me back again.

Over thousands of years of history,
In the blink of an eye:

In an instant

It’s a burning market—
Even though my skin is white.
The one who handles me
shares my color,
my essence,
speaks my very tongue.
And he sells me—
in the same language,
same color,
same lineage,
same tongue.

skeskoskosk
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Same color,
same lineage,
. same tongue

I look further away

A mountain in front of me—
with eyes,

with a pupil,

with pride,

with shame.

Lips red,

the closer I get,

the pupil flushes with shame.

It weeps blood,

its pride spilled.

Its lips tremble,
shamed and shattered,
. its pupil broken

With the cry of a Slave worker,

my gaze descends

from the mountain of disgrace

into the Slave market.
They barter me—
such a strange market,
so strange.

They touch,

they sell,

they handle,

and further out,

sekokok

ok
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believe me—
. they kill

dekokoek

Suddenly,

in the tension of sleep,

I ask myself:

How much am I worth?

Tell me—

for how much will they sell me?
Or kill me?

Or handle me?

Tell me—

when did human trade begin?
When did the Kurd

become a commodity?
Imported and exported,
imported and exported

sekokock

Now,

I simply wait.

I know it—

they will sell me.
They will handle me.
A little further still,
they will kill me
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Untitled

I do not know.

Have we struck ourselves into sleep while awake,
or into wakefulness while asleep?

Perhaps both.
... It matters not

Whatever it is,

the world advances in tiers, and we—

lost,

still,

searching for ourselves
in the labyrinths,
searching and leaping,
often like children.

We wander, but

to search again, no.

To find again, no.

To arrive again???

I do not know. Perhaps.
Although difficult,

at times hopeless,

close to the impossible mission
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Return

The coldness within you shaked my body for a long time, like winter's frost, cold,
The strange gaze of my love, pained, radiated in a bitter eclipse,

In restless rest, how unaware it seemed,

The glory of my love, filled with fear and dread, indecision and doubt, despair and
'hope

deskoskook

Will you return?
I was despondent from these bitter days, the bitter edge, the bitter wait, made of
.yellow autumn, how cold, how cold

sekokoek

Suddenly, one night, it arrived,

But it was not night, after all, it was not dark,

It shone brightly, light upon light,

Light after light, brightness upon brightness,

And you, the strange gaze, the sorrowful voice, the bitter intoxication,
You understood me, and with an unexpected prelude,

. Sweet, you returned

ok

Now, within me, a fire burns, warm,

In this cold autumn,

The warmth within you has given my body a heat,
I am hopeful, I have become hopeful,

Perhaps I can rewrite fate from the beginning
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The Game of Confession

A figure in the imagination, an exciting dream, a beautiful image, calm,

It moves forward, further and further,

Now, even the most delicate branches of it can be seen,

It has captivated my entire being—thoughts, desires, imaginations, memory,
understanding, will—

In search of a connection with her, I follow all the twists and turns,

The bond between her and I, perhaps of a nature of submission,

A vast submission, though I call her to an untamed complicity, from thought to
speech,

From speech to action, and from action to eruption,

But I know well, still it remains a submission, or perhaps a duty,

Of a kind bound by dependence, with a fierce desire for connection.

Again, I search for the thread of connection, but now more measured, more
sensitive,

And undoubtedly, more perilous

kkokok

Now, my body and her soul are intertwined—
Pleasure within pleasure, the simultaneous movements of body and soul,
Touch, caress, union, and the finding of a moment of unguardedness,
In the midst of servitude, until infinity,
A game of pleasures, woven into the fabric of soul and body,
A thread of connection from me to her,
From one to infinity, from infinity to becoming one,
No longer can it be concealed,
The game of confession has been unlocked for me
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For My Daughter

Three days after the death threat against Zhwan from Iran,

I feel lonelier than ever. At times, [ am even afraid—afraid of those days when this
self of mine clung so tightly to the monotony of life that it lost even the will to cast
.aside its fears and joys

Aeskskook

Yes! I had grown so used to life that I feared disruption. No encouragement, no
word of solace, no spark of hope, no constellation of syllables or sounds could part
this self—this self entangled in dread and anxiety—from its habitual trance. I had
lost the strength to walk forward, to abandon fear, and to reclaim the joys I once
believed myself worthy of. I had become... another. The very one I had spent a
Jifetime resisting, fighting to preserve my identity against oblivion

deskkook

And then—the sign appeared. Delivered by the mouth of the enemy. That
embodied devil. What cruel irony this game of fate is! As if from the sealed scrolls
:of millennia, a message was uttered by the other—by the shadow self

O you, bound to comfort, enslaved to fear and silence—arise! The ship of your"
being was not made to anchor—it longs for the storm. Arise! That seven-year-old
girl is not your eternal princess, though she is the fairy spirit of your restless soul.
She is not the final chapter of your story, though she is its last echo of eternity. She
is a reflection of your former self, born to awaken the dormant tale of a life long

" buried

skeskoskosk

And suddenly—a spark surged from within me. I saw truth in those words. I
realized: my daughter is not the sovereign of my eternal realm, though she is its
celestial queen. She is not the end of my book, though she writes my final page of
immortality. She is life reborn—a second chance to rediscover myself. Perhaps
...even a hidden force to make the impossible dreams possible. Yet even so
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seskoskook

Now, in the sticky blackness of this night, I have once again become myself. I have
returned to my truth and grasped the essence of change—something long-felt yet
always elusive. I am now no longer merely in possession of my strength—I am its
source, its expanse. | have buried fear, habit, comfort, and the longing for
numbness in the battlefield of life. I now know: my patience is not born of caution.
My heart no longer seeks painlessness, nor refuge in fleeting pleasures. /—this /
has become Self. | have climbed to the summit of courage and reached once again
for freedom, even if I am still without shelter

ekokoek

And in the midst of it all—my child, born of a captive generation, freer than the
wind—still seeks my hands in each glance, for support, for grounding. She may not
yet know that with this renewed self | have become, the danger of remaining a bud
.has far outgrown the risk of blooming

deskoskook

Fear shrinks inside me, smaller with every breath.

And still, I do not know—why had I never vowed my little girl, born into pain,
raised in the shadow of her mother’s absence and her grandmother’s looming
death, a girl who grew despite the endless lateness of her father—why had I not
offered her to the angel of freedom? Was it denial? Weakness? That unbreakable
bond? My attachment to flesh of my flesh? Was it the choice between her and the
hard path of liberty? Or perhaps it was her seraphic face, her dove-like body, and
my lost courage to send her to the altar of freedom—before the goddess of
liberation, as the ancients once did—offering their most beautiful daughters in
gratitude, from the valley of Hinem. Yes! In doing so, I had hidden her from the
awareness of her own self, had surrendered her to that barren, fear-bound self of
.mine

deskskook
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Now the dawn has arrived. And with the birth of light, I see clearly: the darkness of
night—Ilike that deepest shadow within me, where I had imprisoned the seven-year
Jlight of Zhwan for what seemed like seventy years—has faded in shame

sekokok

In this fearless encounter with the self, I now offer Zhwan to the goddess of
freedom. Let her, princess of the eternal realm, rider upon the wind, restore my
past self to the self [ am today. And if the goddess chooses her, let her robe the
world in her luminous presence. And then I—green—shall step once more upon
the first stair, and in pursuit of the sun, dance—crimson—atop the world. Not in
the temple of love, but upon the sacred threshold of Lovers' meeting place—to
pour the wine of my being at the altar of the insatiable goddess of freedom. So that
from the union of Zhwan and freedom, destiny might be woven anew at the source
of truth, in the burning light of the sun, in the flaming embers of fire—a knot
binding earth to sky. A union of power and grace. Freedom and Truth. Truth and
Zhwan. Zhwan and Freedom. In the tapestry called My Homeland. Woven eternal
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The Greatest Need

From within me,

You rose—my greatest need:

Rare, elusive, worthy of praise, sacred.

Now, before my eyes, you are the first of all things,
The meaning behind everything.

And with such dominion,

I have bloomed from the soil of my own hopes.
Perhaps through you, I will flow toward my dreams,
Through you, I shall craft meaning,

Through you, I shall find my purpose.

I am the newest creation of myself,

Born from my deepest, highest need.

I am now you.

I am now—you.
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Dead End

Dearest ones—Ilost,

Friends—gone astray,
Enemies—growing strong,

And weeds, cloaked in wheat’s disguise.
Here I stand—

Wounded, worn,

Broken and burdened,

As love collapses into a dead end.

If only I knew—

Will this river ever find its way to the sea?
If only I knew...
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Restless

I am restless—

The pain of a wound your love etched upon my soul steals all solace from me.
Of a hundred thousand words, I spoke not a single one,

For the flood of heart’s blood never reached the ocean of your being.

The intoxication of love never tasted the wine of your union,

And this longing soul—never touched the black Hair of your presence.
Now, caught between my own soul and my beloved, I remain, questioning:
Shall I dissolve into your body and become your very breath?

Shall I offer myself as sacrifice upon the altar of your essence?

Or, like a stream chasing its sea, shall I let this life flow into yours?
Though I am wearied by this journey from soul to soul,

Still, my beloved—

To you, I surrender this soul,

For you are the life within my life,

And in the depths of my being, it is you who lives.
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Alienation from alienation

When alienation from alienation occurs, we do not feel the pain of alienation.
"Alienation from alienation" is a long-term process that takes root, sprouts, grows,
and gradually absorbs the entire life. It reaches a point where the individual and the
target society lose the ability to recognize the real world and in the new world, they
.(will no longer show any sensitivity to alienation (read: subjugation

The person alienated from alienation also tells stories about reality and accepts this
story as reality himself. This constructed reality is ultimately internalized in him in
."the form of "knowledge

From this point on, "lie" and "truth" find same meaning in this cognitive system
for him

When alienation from alienation (subjugation) occurs, we do not feel the pain of
alienation. For further reading: Althusser's Critique of Empiricism
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Meaninglessness

Time and again I have fled from myself—

I have gone astray, been deceived, reproached myself,
and once more have tried,

tried to carve meaning into my being.

Yet again, the same—

this endlessly repeating cycle,

within me:

error, illusion, reproach—

meaningless, void of essence.

Why?

Misguidance, deception, reproach, ignorance—
they have all nested within me,

built a vast citadel,

unbridled, unchained.

They come and go and reveal themselves,
and yet I do not perceive my own affliction.
I know—

no one deceives me,

no one leads me astray.

It is I who have deceived myself,

I who have chosen to go astray,

only to cast off the burden of knowledge—
the heavy burden of knowing.

I am ignorant if I seek knowledge...

kokosk sk

But I have willed meaninglessness.
Ah, the shore of ignorance,

of meaninglessness, of hollowness—
how calm it is, how fearless.

What have I to do with the storms,
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with truth, with meaning,
with the dread and cost of understanding?

What care have I for the pain of humanity,

for the torment of seeking meaning?

The splendid feast of ignorance, so full of color—
what concern has it for the selfless soul?

I am ignorant if I seek knowledge...

skokskok

Yes—

I have willed meaninglessness, ignorance.
Truth and meaning?

Terror, fear, and cost?

The anguish of man?

The suffering of insight?

The selfless spirit?

All forfeit—

for the comfort of a single, careless breath,
for reclining in ease

at the lavish table of ignorance.

I am ignorant if I seek knowledge...
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Unmasked

You called me a sinner —

Perhaps you spoke the truth.

But my only sin

Was refusing to hide

Behind the masks of false innocence,
Impure purities,

And alluring ugliness

Meant to deceive myself,

Meant to ensnare you.

I came to you with an open face,
Unmasked,

Simple,

Drunk with truth —

But what could I do,

When your eyes had grown used
To the masks?

Let me speak more clearly:
You adored those veiled faces,
Those forged halos of chastity.
But I wore no mask.
Innocence?

Perhaps not.

Yet I bore something

Far beyond the logic of your masked world —
I loved the act of loving,

Freely,

Unashamed.

I was in love with loving itself,
Boundlessly.

65



And yes — you are right:
[ am guilty.

My first and final sin
Was only this:

That I did not hide

Behind the crafted veil of false virtue,

That I dared
To love you
Without disguise
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Unreal

The world is not without reality —
But reality has departed from me.
It no longer dwells within;

I have become void —
Devoid of meaning,
Of form,

Of will.

Once, I fled from reality.
Now,
It is reality that flees from me.

No longer do I possess a language to address it,
No sentence to call upon it,
No word to bridge the space between us.

All that remains —

Or perhaps all I pretend to know —
Is the image of a phantom,

The silhouette of a dream,

And a collage of restless visions
Masquerading as reality.

Now,

Only through the lens of illusion
Can I attempt

To give shape to what once was real.

To escape reality,

In a world that is still very much real —
How painful,

How tragic,

How maddening it is.
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I am drowning in unreality.
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Lawlessness

tonight, lonelier than ever, the burning cold of solitude, never had I trembled so
violently. Now, I no longer await anything, weary, disillusioned, exhausted, silent...
I had heard they imprison, torment, and even kill for the crime of love, but I had
never witnessed it... Now, however, | have come to witness it myself. Here stands
I, the first accused, charged with love, in the theater of oppression and judgment,
and... the invisible hands at work. Judge, priest, and dog, enter! Rise! First the
lowly sits, then the deceiver, and finally the one who lies in wait, the invisible
hands, lurking, howling in their den, singing the song of death. The accused, take
your place. The charge? Love. The defense? Speak, we are listening...

I had always waited for such a day, with agitation I will speak, I will defend love, I
will shout it out, I had even dreamed of it many times, shaking the world. I had
shamed the enemies of love... I wanted to scream, I wanted to speak, I wanted to
open my mouth, but... I found no one who could hear. Eyes tired, ears shut, minds
diseased... and I wept in despair. I have no defense. The inquisitor and the priest
entered the debate, the other waiting silently in the corner, time passing
slowly—tick-tock! Tick-tock! Rise! The first accused! For the crime of love,
seeking freedom, finding light, thinking about humanity, writing about...
condemned to death, with hard labor. The sentence will be passed tomorrow,
before the dawn... do you have any objections? ...!!! Is he speaking to me? Were
you with me?... Then who am [ with? Is this not your trial? ... Silence fell. The
heavy shadow of silence and the unseen specter slowly approached, landing on one
of the scales of the sword-bearing balance, now forever rusted. I paused for a
moment, then I laughed, deeply... Silence! This is an official session... yes, yes, |
humbly submit to the sword-bearing balance and the white-robed angel who, like
its predecessor, Freedom, became a Statue, and whose stories are written and songs
sung in her memory today, though always in the third person... that dear departed...
You, Red-clad Sir! You chained freedom, you tainted humanity, the balance of your
scales was always empty, just like your pockets... Your sword of justice, though
magical, was made of steel for us so-called heretics, and for the murderers, the
traffickers, and the drug dealers, like yourself, it was a sword for stuntmen... Surely
you've seen the movie Stuntmen?! No? You say truthfully... you were actually the
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lead actor in it, the director, the set designer, and the producer... but not the
financier, Sir Priest, with the black gold of mine and ours, you wove the threads of
the series that chained freedom, humanity, and thought... You... y...you...

A moment later, I return to myself. The weight of the invisible hand’s fist had
prevented me from playing any further with its soulless conscience and its
executioner under its command... I laugh again, but this time faintly, as the
constant horns of a wedding caravan and the dancing of the dead, with the song
"Everything is fine, how happy I am..." and "Tonight, I'm drunk... I've bound the
hands of sorrow... Tonight, I'm dizzy... don't ask me who I am..." bring me back to
myself... What?!!! Everything was calm, and I didn't know? Everyone was happy?
Had they bound the hands of sorrow? Was there no grief of bread, or life, or...?

All my life, I spent in pain, thinking, reading, writing, enduring all this torment,
exile, captivity, and death, trying to discover what I am, to understand what I am?
What are we? Who are we? And now, with a loud voice, he sings: "Don't ask me
who I am..." And the travelers, drunk and dizzy, shout in unison: "Don't ask me
who [ am..." I long for my own destruction, I retreat within myself, seeking my
own... and suddenly the not-so-distant memories of the past—though bitter for
most of my life—faithfully stayed with me and never left me alone... Poor my
father, and my mother, who, whenever she despaired of advising me, gently said,
"You’ll end up like him..." How many times they warned me: Don't go down this
path, don't ruin yourself. For whom? ...And I always replied: For these people!
For these people!!! And my father asked, Which people? Which people? And then
he would quietly weep, the ring of regret in his eyes...

Lately, my mother was gone too, so she couldn't say again: Your uncle did the same
things, spending his wages for the shoes and bags of his neighbors children. That
man, who later sent half the youth of this town to either the oblivion houses or the
cold graves... (I remember he used to call prison an "oblivion house," saying: Our
people are like children, if they are not seen for a while, they are forgotten). He
brought them home, and your grandmother had to first prepare his food, and now
he is the head of the Gestapo in some department. He has done everything to make
people go hungry and left the young dreaming of universities... What happened to
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your poor uncle in the end? He died young, we’ve been searching for his grave for
twenty-five years, and his fate was to become a name for lies and perjury...* This
was the men of the family who justified their filthy deeds by swearing on the grave
of that departed soul...

Do you not remember how, when he was martyred, either no one came to recite a
Fatiha for him, or they would say, “Poor guy doesn’t even deserve a Fatiha...”
They said he lost both this world and the next. I once heard with my own ears from
the mouth of Bajie Khanom... that his father, Hajji So-and-so, was the most
ruthless usurer in town, and as for him — after years of going back and forth and
chasing desires — he had become repentant and was hosting religious gatherings.
And his husband, in the early days, used to be the executioner, and in the later
years, he had turned into a reformist and a theorist of democracy... building
billion-money towers...

And as for yourself, you can clearly see now: his former students, who are our
current leaders, have made their business out of division and schism, hostility and
resentment toward one another, and negotiation and compromise and flattery in
front of... In media conferences, there’s no mention of him, no remembrance, no
commemoration — nothing at all...

That was the absence of an enemy who took his life — and this, the absence of
yesterday’s friends and not the presence of today’s ones — by taking his name.
And we ourselves, by borrowing and lending his title to one another as a form of
appeal and...

How quickly I almost forgot what my father used to say: If your ear is yours and
your cry is mine, whatever is not heard in its place is a shout... And again, the
story of that fateful day with the great Mosaddegh, and the angry crowd at the end
of the street: Long live Mosaddegh! and the same angry crowd in the evening, now
shouting: Death to...

He wanted me to become a surgeon and, wearing that white medical coat, build the
bricks of my mansion with gold through bribery and kickbacks, or to become the
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head of the money and savings and loans department like himself and his other
son, who happens to be my brother.

Answering the Red-clad Sir is too lengthy; it would be against propriety. After all,
he is a judge, and his orders are unquestionable (not negotiable). Even if he
unjustly takes my right to life... [ must respect him. One must uphold tradition and
bow to the words of the great ones who say: 4 country with unjust laws is better
than one with no laws at all... and all such sayings. No, never! I am grateful for the
sentence passed... The session is adjourned. Rise! The judge, priest, and dog leave,
and the invisible hands, howling in their den, rejoice... And I, bound by chains,
walk alone through the chaos of the city, towards the prison... And hours later, in
the solitary cell, with the burning cold of solitude, calm and waiting, until the dawn
of the next day...

A few houses away, at the dawn of the next day, after nine months of waiting, a
newborn rested upon its mother’s chest, and the mother, weeping, covered in the
sweat and blood washed away from the doors and walls of the city, sang
mournfully, a lullaby:

"I have taken a gun to liberate a land ruled by the Enemy, I have become a stranger
and the stranger owns the house, | have become a stranger and the stranger owns
the home..."
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The End

Upon the lock of my heart, a key is etched—

And upon that key, the imprint of yet another lock, enigmatic.
Though it hides no secret,

It bears the searing mark of a distant sorrow,

An ancient pain that has gnawed its edges.

[ must accept—

This lock shall never be opened again.

And that distant sorrow, now closer than ever,
Has taken aim at my heart.

[ peer more intently—

Upon the design engraved in the lock upon the key,
I discern a sign, a handwritten note:

"Condemned to suffer, forever..."

deskoskook

I press my face against the glass of my heart,
And I see more clearly—

A long, winding thread of condemnation,
Of pain, of limitation, of prohibition.

How strange!
Truth reveals itself to me, with astonishing injustice—
Cruel, a chain of dead ends...

skeskoskosk

I must set myself free.

Death, now clearer than ever,
Cries out to me.

And [—

Silent, yet pensive.
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Pensive and afraid?

Or fearful and deep in thought?

I do not know.

But death is far too small a thing to come for me.

I shall seek it out.

I shall hunt it—

And bring an end to these images of condemnation.
Yes, I shall end them

okl
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The end, like this

And only now do I begin to understand

why, in tales from childhood—

from the suffering of youth to the agony of age—
the crow never, ever reached its home.

The innocent black crow,

after centuries of witnessing the unseen,
its tongue silenced in its beak by fear,
learned only the lesson of silence,

of cawing softly, in the ever-recurring tale
of a red tongue makes a green head fall.

The black crow—

after decades of trying, warning, awakening,

after crying, “Woe! Woe!”

while none awoke, and our sleep—mine, yours, and w___e's—
burned in the fire of neglect,

once more took flight into the darkness of nights with no dawn.

At times it wore black upon black,

camouflaging itself within the midnight hue

of those black-willed hands that turned our days to ash,
mine, yours, and that w_ e who never quite became “us.”

From the hidden scrolls of shadowed schemes,
it tried to lift its head—
and in doing so, lost many.

Only now do I see

why Grandmother, in that clay-walled house,

with the earthen courtyard and a rainbow-hued pool,

and a chest of fairy tales and ogres,

for her three cradle-born darlings,

buried in a tomb of grief having known nothing but mourning,
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wove false rhymes with her yarn-crochet hook—
pairing “up” and “down”, “curd” and “whey”,
just to stitch a lie onto the poor crow,

so that we might not know

the pain of knowing and not changing.

So that perhaps,
a bowl of yogurt and a sip of whey
might conceal the darkness of our days—
might muffle the hunger-cry of
“Why is father no longer here?”,
or “Why is our table empty of bread?”,
or “Why does mother wash the neighbor s clothes each day,
only to trade her pain at night for a whisper of moans,
until her cough bled her to death?”

Perhaps—just perhaps—

we might linger a little longer,

me, you, and w_ e,

whoever that w e might be—

perhaps that “me” and “you” and “they”
who never quite became we,

or perhaps the “we” outlawed

when more than three gather and speak truth.

We lingered,
so that the death of blood
might come one night or day later...

skoskek
Ah, Grandmother—
and her endless tales from the chest,

tales that never ended,
just as the cursed crow never did.
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For in the end,

there was no home, no nest,

no destination,

and not even a drop of that whey
left on the table of God for us—

We, who were left with nothing but
an empty bowl and our gnawing hunger.

They no longer sheared the wool of cows—
they flayed their hides.

The sheep’s udders were milked

until they bled.

The rumbling bellies of me, you,andw e
could no longer hear the crows' cries.

The nights grew blacker still,
haunted by the treachery

of those who thrive in shadow,
etching red and yellow upon black.
Red. Yellow. Black.

Heokkock

Now, I no longer know what to say.
Even Grandmother’s crochet needle
cannot string together this bitter curd and poison.
There is no up to climb,
no down to dive.
Only below the lowest low—
in that place they call “the black pit,”
a vein of blood now flows—
a sign of life,
drawn from death.
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Strange.
Is death the proof of life?

dekokoek

The tale? Done.
Grandmother? Gone.
The crow? Lost.

Me? You? w__ ¢?
The tale?

The whey? The curd?
Up? Down?

Truth? Lies?

Nothing remains.

Human. The end.
The end—Human.

deskoskook

Years later?

No.

A little closer.

Here.

Now.

These very days.

Perhaps even this very moment.

The tale?
True:

The earth, red and black.
The sky, yellow.

The owls sing.

The vultures strut.
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drinking the wine of victory till dawn—
Cheers, In Memory of the Fall of Man
Cheers, To Commemorate the End of Mankind
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Echo

Eyes, now accustomed to darkness—
within this frame, this solitary cage—
resigned to the faintest flicker of light,
even a glimmer, a mirage,

though aware of the eternal curse,
aware of the eternal curse...

deskoskosk

A moment later—

the mirage collapses—

suddenly,

dissolving once more into the prison walls,
despairing of the soul’s release, and

the mirage collapses—

suddenly—

the mirage collapses—

suddenly...

Another moment,
the sentence declared—
by decree...

Execution—

at four in the morning—

in the pale hours before dawn—
four in the morning, before dawn...

dekokoek

Four am.—

in the utter darkness of earth and time—
the sky’s wailing, stained in black—

a sentence fulfilled—

an execution...
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The echo—

sudden, of a gunshot—

the shriek of bullets whistling—
humanity in chains—

and the day’s headline,

that very same day:

"By Order of the Bullet"
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Sanctuary

Seek refuge in your solitude—
from veiled hatreds,

from half-lived envies,

from blatant lies,

from relentless deceit.

This factory of daggers,
forged solely to pierce your heart—
seek refuge in your solitude.

From wild, choking weeds,
from narrow minds,

from creeping worms—
seek refuge in your solitude.

From flatterers,

from crumbs-licking parasites,
from the devil himself—

seek refuge in your solitude.

For the sake of your thoughts,
the dignity you uphold,

the ache of your conscience—
let it not be lost...

Seek refuge in your solitude,
seek refuge in your solitude

deskoskook

sekokoek

skeskoskosk

deskskook
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sekoskok

deskskook

dekokock

Heokkook
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Quest

My heart burns with fever—

it smolders within the fragile shell of illness...
Though my tongue denies this fevered ache,
my gaze spills over—

with love, fierce and consuming.

And the words my heart cannot voice,

scatter through the ether,

drifting across the sky.

dekokock

I will say no more—

my fevered heart carries the scent of the heavens...
I gather up my life,

and in the boundless night—

in the infinity of love—

I begin the quest for dawn’s salvation,
in these fleeting moments of still-being.
Though I know—

the destination of this fevered heart

is a resting place

nowhere and never,

a non-place,

a never-time
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The Message of Our Generation
Every generation bears its own message—and perhaps ours is this:

We are not bound by fanaticism, nor do we think in dogma.

We no longer speak to one another in the alien, fear-laden tongue of ages past.
We turn away in disgust from those who bow before the altar of power,

and we honor those who, in the gardens of freedom, release the fragrance of
liberation.

We have forged a covenant to push back against regression and reaction,
and we compose the verses of reform, of renewal, of bold becoming.

We unlock the treasure of our knowledge and share it without reserve.

We inscribe the alphabet of life-loving culture—Iletter by letter—

across the alleys of our cities,

and the pulse of vitality, the surge of existence,

will no longer stir from the silence of our private chambers—

but from the courtyards of our homes,

vibrant, boiling, rushing—

it will flood the streets.

We write briefly and read concisely—
but act with vastness.

And again, we will read—ourselves,
and one another...

And then—

we shall fight to prove the innocence of every Dreyfus,
and rise against the reactionaries

and the enemies of liberty.

But—
but—
we shall not perish in the inferno of fratricidal war...

So then—
blessed are we,
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who, in the great battle,

shall fall into death’s embrace—

and at the foot of the radiant statue of the sun of freedom,
shall find our final rest in the soil...
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Draft of Life

In the storm of thought, I search for a new idea,
Winding through the thousand turns of my mind,
I seek—

Possibility, decision, choice, realization—

A key word, perhaps?

Life. Me. The vastness of adulthood. Winner. Loser...
Emotional data leaves no room;

A whirlwind of feelings rises,

Thoughts abandoned, analysis forgotten,

No measure of truth remains—

All is swept away.

Restless...

Suddenly, I arrive at a conclusion,

Perhaps I have found the way,

In the simplest of tongues—

I sold it cheap, only to be forced to buy it dearly.
Now, I am more at ease,

As though the storm has passed.

Neither sorrowful nor joyful,

Neither bound nor free.

deskoskook

Now, I write more slowly than ever before:

What? Why? Where? How? When? Who?!

The question marks are larger than I had imagined.

Neither the storm of thought nor the whirlwind of emotion can aid me.
I have failed—even in the draft of life,

Even in the draft... I have failed.

deskoskosk
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Possibility. Decision. Choice. Realization.
It seems another storm is approaching—
Yes, another storm is on its way.
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Offering

Should you reclaim what once you cast aside, and set aside what once you held
dear,

I shall offer to your grand soul my entire world — this small, private universe of
mine.

I know not what will become of me should you depart —
What shall I do?

How shall I endure?

In what manner shall I live?

Though the path be arduous,

whether you choose to leave or remain,

my little heart, brimming with your eternal love,

shall be yours —

a humble gift

upon the altar of distant dreams and unspoken longing
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Bond

As though, after a long vigil of waiting, a chance has emerged—
a chance that returns me to myself;

like the sun, which after weeks of longing,

pierces through the scattered clouds,

casting its golden ray upon me,

illuminating every shadowed corner—

even those tending toward darkness—

with full, unyielding light.

Gently, yet with resolve,

it weaves, thread by thread,
the very fabric of my being—
binding me to itself.

It roots within me, swiftly and fervently;
it sprouts, blossoms, and bears fruit—
until, through its presence,
my union with self and truth 1s revealed.

Within the vastness of my soul,

it thinks of but one purpose:

to expand in me,

to grow through me,

to nest within my innermost depths.

Its striving, its disquiet, its courage and boldness—
and perhaps, more realistically,

its ultimate ideal—

is to behold itself in me,

and to find me in itself.

In this way, it seeks me out anew,
spreading through my being,
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so that beyond itself, it may birth something from nothing—
and within me, become the reflection of all things.

It moves through me,
seeking, by the power of its own essence,

to be known—
and that I, too, may once again feel that long-lingering, wondrous sensation.

Perhaps it whispers:

“So long as I am with you, nothing shall overcome you.
Unbroken before destiny, forward—

Always forward,

toward the endless passion of life,

toward the unreachable stars—

that now,
seem not so unreachable at all.”

Strive, dare, speak—
speak again, act, become.

Thus, the line that binds me to it, and it to me—
from root to sky—
across the horizons,

first one, then many,
unties the knots of darkness toward the light,

toward the enduring majesty of eternity—
the eternal majesty of endurance.

Until, at last, from the hesitant “maybes” of doubt,
a voice of unwavering certainty cries out:

“If you are not, then I am not.
And without ‘us,’ there shall be nothing.”
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For it is this bond—

between you and me,

you and us,

me and us—

that has sprouted roots,

and borne fruit from you,

binding me, you, and us to the heavens.

And this...

this 1s what fills our being with potential,

our becoming with meaning,

and our evolution with future—

stretching across the soul,

the cosmos,

and the boundless vastness of existence itself
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History

Each time I gaze upon the sacred history I have crafted—from myself, of myself,
and of my people—I find few moments of solace.

Whichever point I choose to mark the path ahead, it either bleeds with crimson,
bears wounds yet unhealed,

or lets fall fresh drops of blood upon the fabric of time and space.

This sanctified history I have woven—from my being, my people—still reeks of
gunpowder and smoke,
the stench of blood, the scent of death.

Even the colors, nailed long ago to a corner with a rusted spike—red, white, and
green—
bleed still with shades of crimson.

In the hallowed chronicle I have conjured—from myself, my people, my
land—even love,
has been flayed and led to the slaughter.

The sacred history of my homeland bears the visage of death incarnate—
or rather, let me speak plainly: it is death embodied,
and only a semblance, a faint shadow of truth remains—
a shadow of a truth named life
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Light and Shadow

The light of love, or the darkness of death?

I fled—fled from the terror of death into the arms of love,
Yet in the end, death shall find me within this very light,
Within this very radiance,

It shall draw me down into its darkness.

It shall draw me down into its darkness.
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The Turn of the Year

Adorned with dreams—

A surge, a swell, a soaring into the arms of imagination—
and yet... still, the wait.

ok

The tick-tock of the timekeeper,
more audible than ever before,
the hands swifter than always—
and still, the wait.

Now—
anxiety, longing, and love, bubbling within the house of being;
a radiance, a melting, a burning—
a moment steeped in primal delight,
freed of rust and alloy,
entwined in the tightest bond with time—
and still, the wait.

Tick and beat, in embrace—

interwoven, from self to self—

the hands of the clock, with a hundred graces,
slow, yet flowing—

again, the wait,

the wait—and still, the wait.

skeskoskosk

In the frenzy of one’s confinement,

surrendering to the captivity of time,

and across the universe—

a seeing of all, within the self.

The soul, racing across the endless expanse;
time, like fire, flooding the stream of existence—
and slowly,
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an awakening to truth, swift and radiant,
coursing through every vein.

One more moment—of waiting—

now boiling, burning, aflame with love and anxiety and motion,
like fire in full blaze,

and falling into the trance of the intoxicated.

deskoskook

Now,

only silence and time—

released from symbols and dreams—
drawn toward a union with the cosmos.

At last—

the end of waiting.

A brief shiver through this trembling form—
this union of space and time—

and the sublime moment of the year’s turning.

ekokock

In the continuum of existence’s ledger,
a quest for a new covenant,

a new communion—

eternal,

everlasting.

A quest for a new covenant,

a new communion—

cternal,

everlasting
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Furious Imagination

My imagination burns with fury tonight.
The best way to die—is not retreat.
Crawling back is not survival.

To turn away is to undo oneself.

My imagination is furious,

Perhaps a lifetime of being life’s pupil,
Or perhaps... something else.

Ah, how hard it is—

Now I know: our days are numbered.
Ten. Nine. Eight.

Now I understand what must be done.
Seven. Six. Five.

It is time to move.

Four. Four. Four.

Oh, this cursed Four...

The number that stripped me of identity,
The number that returned identity to me.
Four. Four. Four.

I am accused of being what I never was.

I am forced to become what I never wished to be.

I am now what I cannot accept.

I have been sentenced to live in the world’s forgotten corner.

Three—
No more wasted time.
No more waiting for permission to breathe.

Two—

If there had been a chance for freedom,
I might have chosen to stay.

But no—
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[ will become the hunter.
I will resist.
I will fight.

One. One. One.

My imagination is ablaze with fury.

My imagination—
1S aiming now.

At the mark.

Fire
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Fear

A poison flows through me—

Fear runs in my veins.

I cannot contend with this fear;

I am wrenching words from myself.
I have no strength left.

Fear, like a fog, surrounds me,

Its scent reaches my senses.

skskskk
Man, a deviation born of nature;
Fear, a deviation born of man;
And death—
The end of both.
skskskok

A venom has been poured into my being,
Fear courses within me,

I have lost myself,

I have lost self.

dekokock
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A Contradictory Composition

The power of love — to heal.

The force of lust — to destroy.

Love says: I give you all of me.

Lust says: [ take all of you.

Love — becoming oneself beside you.

Lust — breaking apart within your embrace.

Love — a sinful pleasure.
Lust — a pleasurable sin.
Love — the beginning of a new line.

Lust — all punctuation at the end of the line.

Man — this contradictory composition.
Man — this contradictory composition!
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The Image

I conjure an image of you in my mind—hold it for a fleeting moment.
Are you more beautiful, or is it the image I have made of you?
With the hunger I carry, perhaps my image of you is more so.
Here, quantity has no place.

Though it is no dream, it is not born of delusion either.

I have cast aside all calculations and measures—

As if a wish had come true,

A grand structure of beauty,

A sculpture in which I have architected love itself...

And I dwell in it, deeper still.

It may seem selfish—

This image I have made of you is shaped by all I desire.

An object, yes—but one made for love.

Yet I desire from you not an object to be loved—

I long for the subject of love.

kkk

Now, another image emerges—

No longer mine to command.

It bears its own will,

With all that it holds—and all it lacks—
Not merely what it should or should not possess.
You are now the subject,

Perhaps even more so than before...
And [—

I am motionless, entranced,

Drowned in the image,

Surrendered to your spell.

How wondrously beautiful—

A portrait of reality,

Painted by the hand of my own creator.
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seskskook

Now, the curve of my smile

Hosts the sealed line of your lips

In a shapeless, multidimensional geometry—
Shapeless, yes, but deep and with design.
I—subject, object, sub-object—

A fragment of a boundless desire,

A corner of an endless delight
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Virtual Image

The sickness of submission,
The infection of will-lessness,
The collapse of resistance,
The decay of strength,

The paralysis of thought...

Then comes justification—
Moralizing under domination,
Synthetic fatalism,

Chosen fatigue,

Voluntary comfort,

Psychic disarray,

The elective curettage of liberty,
The abortion of free thought...

And in the end?

A nihilistic definition of relation—

A sum total of zeros,

A zero that 1s no longer 'nothing',

But rather, beautifully accepted,

The mere persistence of being—

Of a kind born from infinite virtual images
Caught between two parallel mirrors.

Infinite virtual images,
Between two parallel mirrors...
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Repetitions

Love seeks neither submission,

Nor dominion.

Love—free from rule and obedience—

Longs to create,

And to be created.

A gateway to unity,

A transfiguration of values,

A breath of fresh air in the realm of repetitions,
A breath of fresh air in the realm of repetitions

L ) sa

(A es e b (lal A e

i ety b a4 e
e

(s s le 8 5 (5 pala s Ol s
(S Al Glalsa

(A% oy il

(S (5 5 A slo 35

la ul‘)‘)\ U_\.&g‘)gd

c\.m‘)\‘)i:\ slad DM Lg\o‘ju dd
LAJ\)S\S sliad B Ls\aju dd

115



A Dedication to All Mothers of the World

She has drifted into a serene trance, as though she had finally sensed she was ready
.to depart on her journey

Her being was a vessel overflowing with the sorrows of others — a conscious
anxiety burdened with what we call helplessness and name suffering. She detested
death, dying, and hearing of it. Many times, she had shed tears for those who wept
.miserably in the face of death, but it seemed she knew death

In these final years, she had seen death — perhaps more than once — and each
time, both she and death had quietly agreed: she could still soothe the silent pain of
.others before their own silence fell

.Ah, death... what contradictions it carries within itself

At the close of that final winter — the last breaths of agony spent, the end of
countless uncounted days — even the borrowed Haft-Seen of Nowruz crossed her
memory. At the very moment of the year's turning, amidst the pain, she clutched
.my hands like ivy, fiercely and tight, still wishing happiness for humankind

But in the years before, she had come to understand well that in this unkindness
world — a world of unkindness and Disloyalties — no one would again sit at the
table of her kindness, nor would any chest remain to shelter the shelterless, or keep
.safe the secrets left unspoken

.Tomorrow, she will no longer be — and we, tomorrow, shall continue, motherless
I do not know to whom I should run — from all this ceaseless pain without
.remedy, and from the countless betrayals by those without honor

I do not know to whom I can speak of the endless ache of this land, wounded to its
core — nor from whose lips I’ll ever again hear the simple yet soulful words that
:once passed from hers, words always born from her very being

”...My son, I don’t understand these big words — say it in a way I can follow*
”.And then: “Don’t worry. One day, they’ll understand you

.I do not know what to say to Zhwan

:She had seen her pain so clearly that she, too, began to console me

”.Dad... maybe it’s better if she’s freed soon*

And I, stunned, realized: even Zhwan had begun to see death not as end, but as
redemption — though she knew it would only leave her more alone, more without
Jkindness

.Tomorrow, she will no longer be

.The autumn in our home has long whispered of a bitter winter to come
.Tomorrow, she will no longer be
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She, who was born on the day of love — perhaps to teach the world a little of
loving — might even now, had breath and strength not failed her, have said once
:more

”...My son, I’'m so sorry I can’t be with you on your birthday*

.Now I must entrust her to the silence of death

.Let her go

.Perhaps death will be gentler to her — and tell her tales with more tenderness
:But now I know

.For mothers, it is always too soon to go

.For mothers, dying is always too soon

.Let her rest in peace

.Perhaps death will be her salvation

,And in the twilight of that very day

— She left

.And left us forever alone

Written on the 12th of April, 2011, in the hours as my mother surrendered to the
Angel of Death
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The Loneliest

In the loneliest of my loneliness, I leave you alone.

In the loneliest of your loneliness, it is you who leaves me.
O you, the founder of hidden kindness,

The veiled bearer of love,

The reflection of moonlight...

deskoskook

Tonight, I flee from myself—so utterly that I ponder:
Even being denied death is a torment.

And now I realize:

To be deprived of death

Is a torment greater than death itself...

I believe in your gaze,

I believe in your waiting—

Waiting to hear:

"Very well, for your sake..."

Yet leaving, like dying, is an inevitability.
And death—Tlike life—

Is but an obligation.

So one must go.

One must go.

deskoskook

Once again, [ write—

But this time, I will not erase.

In the loneliest of my loneliness, I leave you alone.
And in the loneliest of your loneliness,

It is -—once more—who leaves you alone.
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Solitude
I, and death, and the grave, and countless mounds of dust,
and a thousand ages of loneliness —
Inevitable, yes...
But not I,
Not me.
I, Thoughtful,
shall, for a fleeting breath of shared years with kindred souls,
bind my name to the Resurrection —
by inscribing upon the bony tablet of my bowl
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Eternity

Beneath death’s tread, from the depths of being,
I cry out — silent, searing, yet hopeful:

Take me with you — but not today.

I have lit a candle

In the heart of these darkest of days,

Burning in the anguish of anticipation.

[ am immersed

In the bliss of becoming flame,

And I wait — trembling — for the blaze.

Take me with you — but not today.
Only when light has rained down
Upon the heart of these darkest of days
Shall I walk with you —

So that I, too, may become eternal,

As you are eternal.
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The Geography of Secrets

In the geography of sealed lips,

The sun of blood — eyes torn from their sockets —
Greets the red earth,

While the sky, restless and transfixed,

Watches in stunned silence.

In the collision of blood and crimson,

Of sun and soil,

The children of earth, in a land of riddles,
Fall — but do not rise —

And bind their fates to death.

Is the sun of blood

Ashamed of the crimson soil?

Perhaps —

Who can say?

Perhaps not.

dekokock

The central thread of this tale

Is a question forever shadowed by elusive answers:
Who said that red death

Is a new definition of life?
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Manifestation

The madness of manifestation,

in a yearning most mature,

with

the ignition of the grandest feeling,
and

the transfiguration of the subject
into the body of the object—

a ceaseless, tangible motion

from

the eruption of life’s deepest springs,
with

the outpouring of the most intimate secret,
upon

the most tender point of necessity,

in, with, within, from, with, into...
Love,

this stillness forever restless,

this restlessness seeking stillness. ..
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Madness of Crime
Name, letter, honor, and bread—

now clutched in the hands of the unworthy.

The land of love, bloodied,
its villains—

flames of fury, awakened.
An age of madness, of crime,
An age of madness, of crime
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The Bubbling Spring

The spring of your ever-bubbling eyes
stole the darkness from my gaze.
Might you, perhaps,
unlock this heart—
with a key made of tenderness?
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How We Play With Words

Let us not say: the path is astray.
Perhaps it is we who are the straying of this path.

Let us not say: the way is foreign, or the goal, distant.
Better to admit: we are strangers to the way, and we ourselves, far from the goal.

Let us not say: it cannot be done.
Let us say: we chose merely to be, and never chose to become.

Let us not claim: the goal we chose lacks proper worth or measure.
Let us confess: we lack the worthy measure required to reach it.

Let us not deceive the self.
We are the straying of this path—
the wandering lost within the way.

Let us not proclaim in lofty tone that the path misled us.
Let us speak directly to the self:
it was we who strayed.

Perhaps eternal return means this:

To misread our misreadings not as evil—
but as misreadings, only.

The path is not astray.
We are the ones who’ve gone astray—
upon the path.
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His Grace, Sorrow
O Lord—
Protect the sacred presence of His Grace, Sorrow,
who never leaves me alone,
and so faithfully honors the rite of companionship.
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The Right to Self-Determination

I shall not wound you as you wounded me.
I knew — the destroyer is doomed to be destroyed.
There is no greatness in drowning in the blood of one's own sacrifice.

To inscribe in blood?
To write with blood?
To sink into blood?

Never shall I seek vengeance.

Nor shall I offer pity or compassion.

I shall leave you to your own shame.

I shall abandon you to your own ruin.

I shall entrust you to the abyss of the unseen.

Aeokkook

Now, you lie in the throes of agony.
Your pallor — it is fear, is it not?

Your roars no longer echo with triumph.
Are they the cries of death?

Or perhaps the death of humanity?

Or maybe the loss of reason?

Feeble, trivial, steeped in decay —

You now struggle to overcome fate.

And I?

I dwell in the thought of “the right to self-determination.”

You — from enslavement to death-feasting.

I — from captivity to sovereignty.

You — toward baseness, bloodless lineage.

I — beyond nobility, toward elevated ancestry.
You — mourning the loss of "power."

[ — dreaming of the dignity of "identity."
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You — corrupted, dwelling in the most ruined of cities.
[ — in the fervor of building my land, my utopia.

dekokoek

Your pallor — yes, it is from fear.

Your cries — I know well, they are the groans of death.
Of the loss of reason.

Of the fading of humanity.

Feeble, petty, steeped in ruin.
Struggling to conquer fate.

And I?
I am but a handful of words.
Only a handful of words:

"The right to self-determination"
"The right to self-determination"

Codi g o (s (B

A POIP-C I PG IPI SN PEG PEN R

Gl Sk 2 gl Gelél‘)u 0aiiS 3 o1l eiwj\a o
A5 S0 el i sA LA 05RO
O o &S

f05 b ik

O Ha palds

S aal s o sa alET) K 5

A3 a8 (5 gl 5 an

133



I aal sl g Ol 5 lue yli 4 ]
38 pal A IRyl aliay ) 5
¢ )ls st A o) Slanbiaa ] o

sekokok
csloalitl jliaial 43 () 5iS)
0 (Cal Ly )l (S K
(g ilails K00 aa @l slae y2i
Sl G Ol )
fuilod) (8 ) Cusd ) a8 LG
ol (s i
03 ) (AL coal8) Ly hw ccamia
(Cudi g g aale g5y 9 ST 3 () S) €S
S 5 e (et B il )3 (0
(5l sn S e dn 5 yla00 5 3l €
(s A Skl ) e
(S (2 S b s 4 05
(s LY 5 ¢ Sabaily (5 pual B S0
¢ A" (438 ) Gy ) adle 0 058

R L IBIS RIS

134



O G o) (AL Sl con ) AL €

e Gl ) Caam sl (Sasd 2 0
dekokoek

pil (ol (g )l By 5y G

¢alld (o0 S G Gl ) il jas

¢l )28 an

euiloal (58 ) Cund ) a8

€03 ) AL 028 fin cCamia

(ol g e e (O )

Lol (e

(0 5) 5 4id S <Ll (pa

(0 5) g Ahnd S gt

"Ny o s e aa!
¢ gy Caad

"M oo,

G gy Gt (3"

135



The Foul Truth

A man, ensnared —

lost in the dream of a lust-driven woman.

A woman, anxious —

burning for the embrace of a pleasure-seeking man.

Souls corrupted,
restraints undone,
minds steeped in desire.
The beggary of lust —
a fleeting pleasure,

tucked away in some hidden corner.

This 1s the foul truth.
Inescapable.

One must, inevitably, fall silent.

Inescapable.

One must, inevitably, fall silent.
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Transform Our State

Cries—rusted in the throat,

Silences—bearing the weight of shattered souls.
Humankind—frozen, numb,

Living once, only to die a hundred times each day.
Then, sleepless through the nights,

haunted by these darkened days.

One has had a rightful claim unjustly denied,
Another has seized injustice under the guise of right.
What prevails?

Ignorance, oppression, cruelty, blind savagery—
Brutality cloaked in the garments of men.

Ugliness, deceit, and cunning

circle the heavens under names of cleverness.
Treachery has found its craft,

but humanity—neither arrival nor promise.
Even the Creator Himself seems lost

in the face of such ways, such confusions.

The ignorant—armed with ignorance.

Walls built to cage knowledge, chains upon the wise.
The seed of truth cast to the dust.

Deceit—an arrow rooted deep in the soil.
Wickedness has drawn its bow,

aiming the arrow of evil once more.

People—dispersed and sorrowful.
And the cruel—holding the sword of death
to the throats of the wise.

deskskook
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And now, in this desolation of deception,
chained by what is falsely called life—
a dungeon cloaked as day:

O God! Transform our state
to the best of states
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The Line of Bond

The intertwined fibers of my being —
in the instant of passage —

seize the entirety of my existence.
An embedded impulse:

on one side, self-arising,

on the other, harmoniously attuned.

Though difficult to comprehend,

and harder still to articulate,

yet in a single, fleeting moment —

against all long-held convictions —

a profound inclination toward transcendent transformation
blooms within my understanding,

my will,

my action.

Now, the facets, the correlations, the repercussions —
press me to transgress imposed laws.
A new acceptance arises in me,
for all that is, and all that could be.
An inner mandate unfolds:
to disobey, to unveil, to dismantle —
yet with more order,
more discipline
than ever before.

The image of my line of bond to the Ought —
to that which must be —

now burns more fiercely than ever,

now reveals itself more vividly than ever
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The Contagious Sleep

Woe to this contagious sleep!
The thief of thought,

The eraser of meaning,

The slayer of the soul...

And the swaying in the cradle of ignorance...

deskoskook

What have I been? Nothing.
What have I pondered? Nothing.
What have I done? Nothing.
Nothing! Nothing! Nothing!

Even in waking, I am asleep.
Even in waking, I am asleep.

Woe to this contagious sleep!
Woe to this contagious sleep!

ok koo
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The Self

From years long past, to this very year—

From “self” to “un-self,”
bewilderment, estrangement,
and at last, transformation.

The “self” of those years was no “un-self,”

No stranger—

Its eyes! its thoughts! its words! its deeds!

Pure,
And in its mouth, no hidden nausea.

But now—

It has become something else.
In such a way—

It has become someone else.

The “self” is no longer me.
The “self” is no longer us.

The “self” has now become the other.

The “self” has now become the other:
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Self-Creation

A self-generating subject—

Emerging within the domain of thought,
with a tangible pull toward objectivity,
it appears within me.

A recollection of past things,

a shock of recognition—
concept and reality,

logic and depth,

a priori assumptions of reason
to give belief to truth.

The result?

A continual transformation

of thought and reality.

The knowledge of the self-knowing truth:
synthesis and analysis,

a union of theory and action,

of concept and reality.

Internalization.

Reaching the simplest depths.
Metamorphosis into a renewed self.
Inner distinction,
institutionalization,

self-evolution,

self-liberation,

oneness with the self.

Externalization.

Cleansing through expression.
Transcendence.

Surpassing all bounds.
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At the threshold of transformation—
a structured evolution.

A new beginning.

Absolute.

A unity of reality and truth.

And finally—

the pure manifestation of motion
in the actualization

of release from every chain,

in the actualization

of release from every chain,

in the actualization

of release from every chain
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Suicide

The thought of suicide

1s part of a deeply complex and ancient process:
a mechanism for the suppression of the Ego
after its failure

to control the Self.

1. Self: the acquired self

2. Ego: the intrinsic self
(4s defined in the Oxford Dictionary)
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The Common Good

Lately,

how often we lie to ourselves—
cultivated lies,

valued lies,

necessary lies,

expedient lies,

rational lies,

moral lies,

intentional lies,

political lies,

public lies,

chronic lies—

in short,

a culture of lying and lie-watching.

And finally:

the institutionalization of falsehood.
A legal realization of the lie.

A new moral order of the world.

Now, before me—
a moral dictionary:

Lie: a public good.
Or in other words:
methodical identity.

In common usage:
a natural psychological need.

See also:
Lie-belief.
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Search results:
Infinity minus one.
And that one—
the lie of ruin...!!!

And now I understand—
why we so love to lie to ourselves.

Perhaps the only path to mental recovery:

an electroshock called lie therapy,
an electroshock called lie therapy...
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Sorrowful destiny

"Fame is a sorrowful destiny;
the unknown sage walks the bridge more lightly."
S BRI K]
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The Encyclopedia of Madness

In the lexicon of my mind,

I roam from door to door,

seeking a term

to name this chaotic bazaar of words...

deskkook

Words jostle each other,

cast sharp glances,

and now and then, in the corners,
a skirmish erupts—

a quarrel in their own tongue,

a discourse, if you will.

Some words wander lost,

some tremble with worry,

and a few—

since the dawn of language—

still locked in passionate embrace.

Some steadfast and upright,
others frail and trembling.

Most idle, indifferent—

dazed, or frothing with rage,
cursed,

drenched in madness and doom.

Perhaps they wished, but failed.
Existed, but became nothing.
Flames turned cold,
laughs turned to sobs,
joy to torment,
smiles to smirks of poison.
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Rising and falling,

torture and anguish,
shuddering, pounding—
and in the end,

a death of spirit,

a word slumped in a corner,
awaiting: madness.

deskoskosk

Now, in this very madness,

in the most veiled of thoughts,
a voice whispers,

“Leave a message, then pass...”

And the thoughts, too,
march to the slaughterhouse of lunacy,
trapped in this chaotic market of words.

What shall I leave behind?
What must I forsake?
Myself?

My thoughts?
My words?

deskskook

Now, in the deepest trenches of my mind,
words, ruthless, devour thought.

Yes—perhaps the only phrase
to name this disarray,

this unraveling,

is a scattered fusion of longing:
The Encyclopedia of Madness
The Encyclopedia of Madness
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Pain

With iron shoes, but a verdant soul,
I ascend toward the peak—

to glimpse the sun.

Always, just a few steps remain.
Only a few steps...

Yet each time,

a fall

into the ravines of "what if" and "but"—

and the plunge.

Now, like a burnt-out meteor,

I lie in the depths of despair.
And I wonder—

truly—

are we the tale of Sisyphus,

that Camus once mythologized?
Perhaps.

I bury my fragmented words,

sekokock

in hope that a new beginning might rise—

this time,
free of ifs and buts.

Now I understand—

how true it was:

No matter how you write it,
pain

is always

pain.
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Dwelling in the Shadows

With a hushed voice,

I speak in such a way that nothing may truly be heard—
sometimes vague,

and at times... nothing at all.

I have long struggled

to shatter this silence,

by every means I know—

yet somehow,

I do not entirely resent

my own replication of this silent discourse.

Though I have sworn to always speak of it,
I cannot ignore this naked truth:

Why have I been condemned to live in the shadows?
Why have I been sentenced to myself?

How did I come to accept

this fundamental prohibition?

Why do I surrender to every form

of conformity and adaptation?

A discourse devoid of essence,

to uphold a silence unjust,

a silence now endlessly expanding,
cast in the mold of that ever-growing,
ever-vanishing first-person plural.

dekokoek
I accept the banishment of certain words,
willingly.

Through the censorship of expressions,
I submit myself
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to the doctrines of subservience.

I enforce the architecture of this compulsion
upon my very self—

and in my desperate flight from selthood,

I declare it a doctrine for all.

All this endless speech—
only to question
one why:

Why have I been condemned
to dwell
in the shadows?
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Heart and Soul

For a lifetime,
we sought love—
yet it never came.

Now, it has turned toward us on its own.

We gave it shelter,
and our hearts.

To love,

we gave both heart and soul.
And now,

heart and soul live within us.

Be glad,

be at peace,

and bid it stay with us forever—
for surely it knows,

all that we are

1s because of it
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Depart

Leave this city—

go far from it.

Here, many loathe your presence.

The pious, the preachers, the judges,

the green-robed mercenaries,

and the shadows—

they deem you a danger to their society.
To their “true” faith,

you are nothing but a blasphemer.

Even the gravedigger trembles at the thought of you—
lest one night,

roused by ghostly whispers,

he be ordered to bury you in a nameless grave
beyond the farthest edge of the forgotten world.

Depart—

lest by fatwa of the zealot,

by gesture of the preacher,

by judgment of the magistrate,

by decree of the mullah,

by the will of the shadow,

and the fearful hands of the gravekeeper—
you are fed to the cold mouth of earth.

Depart from this city.
Depart!

159

EE TS

sh 58 e o )
)l om 5 ) ok eyl
‘Q\_)l.i_'\:ga

cQU:'nc\j

col.g..'al.g



¢Olbo yau

)

m.'\j\.JGAcSUJL';AM\;Ls\)g ) &

cﬁ\dsa.ﬁ}iodi‘)w)\)';\)}ﬁd:ﬁu\‘)oy

5 S Gaolan Gld aed ) OalBaan bl s el Gl a2 5 3) s aa (R K
(i€ Caelal 4y el cba Casa o o b 50 o (s gl (o s, K a1y 58 o (e

5z e 4y el Jans sl cAsie 248 ¢l S cae | (oo )L JSa ) B Ay 48 R h )50
b ) sd 3y CSIA 4] ol oS & a4y

BTSN IS

SIS

160



Cycle

Infinite expansion, confined within nothingness—
The one and the many, eternal in transformation.
Self-creator, self-destroyer—

A ceaseless turning,

Unwilled,

A circular motion within the orbit of fate.
Endless striving, toil without rest—

Rise and fall,

Gentle, soft, cold,

Yet tumultuous, unyielding, inflamed.

Endless expansion within the bounds of void
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Our Era

Our era—

The age of humanity’s death.
The twilight of compassion.
Modern savagery.

An epoch of bodily violence,
Sexual disorder,

Mass rape,

A public culture of clamor and deceit,
Sanctimonious facades,

A surplus of invented enemies,
A parasitic existence,

Political crime,

Social hypocrisy.

An age of mud-brick love and moral idiocy
In a society obsessed with blame and bent on coercion.

dekokock

Now I see—

All T had learned was wrong.
Deliriums of madness,

Life in the alleyway dungeons.

Entertainment? Murder.

Method? Cruelty.

Faith? Rigid piety.

Massacre? A sacred duty.

Work? Beggary, bondage, servitude.
Greed? A fire to be stoked.

Betrayal?

The joy of living.

Emotion? Lust compressed, provoked.
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Alas—
The shame of humanity.
Alas—
The shame of humanity
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The Friend

I'love no one—
No one, except the Friend.

The Friend?
A tablet inscribed with goodness—

Through it, I trace the path of my own greatness.

I love the Friend,

I honor them,

I hold them as precious,

And I follow the call of their companionship.

From the very name of the Friend,
The fire of love rises in flames

S g4

c\JMJJﬁAeJ\M&uJJ\JL}S\%:\A

?L.Lu:j.ﬁ

ey (oo Ul gd (S el Sl 5 ailsa e (S 3 a b
‘eﬂuﬁ)\&u}aﬁ}ww@&“ﬁ\ﬁ‘wawlﬁcw\am}abm}a

164

A el ) s ga Al ) B v



I Love You

I don’t know why I cannot let go of this wandering—
Is it an act of loving?

An obsessive compulsion?

An ungovernable current?

Or a futile attempt to answer the unanswerable?

Perhaps it is the failure of a lover,

Or a love whose time has passed.

Perhaps we humans have never truly learned what Love is—

Or have settled for the shallow relief of liking, of wanting, of saying "I love you.'

Love’s homelessness remains a mystery.

Perhaps Love, too, has surrendered—

Reduced itself to projection,

To something more bearable, though no less destructive.

To reduce Love to “I love you”—
And this time, to call it “an ungovernable force.”

Now, having stepped away from /oving as an act,
I, like so many others,
Exhausted by endless, fruitless deconstructions,
Go on with the words “I love you,”
Following the map to its end,
Forever lost,
Utterly afflicted—
Yet true to Truth itself,
Even if this love remains unanswered.

“I love you,” now free from meaning, from constraint—
Turns my voice to music,

Makes the rhythm of my heart more even,

And gives my emotions a melody.
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This “I love you” has become my fated refrain.
Yet perhaps, one day,

You, or I, or we—

May reclaim what was lost,

And restore Love

To its rightful place—

Beyond language,

Outside of time,

In the nowhere
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Madness

Madness—

The most intoxicating ecstasy for escaping reality,
A refuge in the realm of unreality,

A reversal of the long descent,

A flight from the hell of sorrow,

Depression, dullness, and obsessive thought.

Perhaps only through madness

Can one shatter anxious expectations,
Tear apart the book of reflections
Unread, unturned—

And never write again.

Aeokkook

Madness—

An escape from all forms,

A retreat from the self,

A disappearance from the stage of self-awareness in the now,
A slipping away from every thought, word, and deed.

Madness, perhaps, is the only possible escape
From the consequences
Of repeating this drama called life.
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Humiliation

Past? Sealed, surrendered, discarded, betrayed, scattered to the wind...
From the beloved, to the self.

From truth, to injustice.

Honor? Suspended.

And yet, how easily you dare call yourself human.

Believe me—

He who trades freedom for the price of disgrace shall never behold the face of
truth.

Oblivious! You strayed, imagining yourself

wise—

You fled the dwelling of the Friend,

only to seek refuge in the enemy’s porch.

So be it—
An eternal curse upon you.
So be it—
An eternal curse upon you
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The Path

Our path leads upward—

beyond, above, toward the greater.
To rise,

to awaken a new roar within,

to fill the soul

with the abundance of grace,

so that perhaps—

the fountain of love,

the will to love—

may flow from our very being.
And once again,

we may pursue the thread of humanity
with love
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The Solution

An idea born of love lays a path before me.

I do not know—

will my linguistic being permit its expression?
Whatever the outcome,

it shall affirm my greatness.

I believe in the purity of my intention.

This adornment—of love, and perhaps of language—
brings me peace.

My intention is woven of love;

and for this reason,

both the question and its solution

are visions of mine for a rebirth of glory.

I am compelled.

In this dance of love and language,

reason and emotion

have long since lost their worth, their utility, their truth.

dekokoek

I entrust my idea to love,

that it may become a key.

[ know—

it shall safeguard the dignity of my being.
Perhaps this is the definitive path

out of the endless circle of reason and emotion.

dekkoek

Now, I see more clearly

this preview of a world without reason and emotion—
and the choice of love as the path forward.

So often, under the name of these two,

have I seen goodness turned cruel,
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and cruelty cloaked in goodness,
that [ am left with no refuge but love.

dekokoek

Now,

my linguistic being grants permission.

I choose love as the system

for both the question and its answer.

And perhaps what I shall gain through love
will at last redeem every loss

suffered at the hands of reason and emotion—
from the innocence of childhood feeling

to the pride of mature intellect
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The Long Road to Freedom

Look at these wretched men of doctrine.

Do you know whom they despise most of all?
Do you know whom they crush without mercy?
They loathe and fear

the breakers of their tablets of values—

their idols, their lawless laws.

They are terrified of the creators.

They hate them.

And they strike them down.

But [—

I have discovered a new truth.

A radiance has dawned within me.
The first light of morning

has carried this truth to me.

I shall make it my song.
I shall follow my path.
I shall pursue my purpose.

My coming shall herald

the fall of these lowly souls.
For I am still alive.

I will walk this path.

I will follow it through

to its destined end—

“The long road to freedom,”
The long road to freedom.

(The Long Road to Freedom is the title of a book by Nelson Mandela)
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Footprint

I am searching for the trace of myself—
unable to express,

unable to declare—

I want to scream me into the world.

Bound by a longing,
I feel the urge to do anything, everything.

“No meaning.”

Yet all is meaning.

I know—

there is no escaping my fate.

At times, | smother myself within myself.

I am forced to write my being into words—
a paradox unavoidable,

muted, stifled,

beyond interpretation.

From edge to infinity,

from belief to denial,

I search for a scrap of paper
just to write.

This is the price to be paid.

I want to return—

perhaps I have lost the trace of myself.
Perhaps I never had one.

And if a footprint exists,

deep down I know

it does not belong to me.

I am lost within myself.
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Departure
Though long have we lost ourselves,

we have not forgotten the destination.

We’ve come this far.

Perhaps the path has ended—
Arrival?

Or a dead end?

I do not know.

Perhaps a bridge must now be built.

At the edge of the road,

I see a light—

a glow, a flicker.

At least it is not darkness.

Nor is it the illusion of unspeakables.

The destination—

a vision that has now become certain.

Perhaps the final pain

will be unbearable,

but it is the pain of a birth—
called release, freedom, dignity.

So one must go.

Go, indeed.

Even if this light

1s but the glimmer of a firefly

Ly

adlod i HlalA 511 daie el agled S o815 368 Cand (5 o aa S

atloal Loyl s

sdilai o)y Ko Al

i b O

o by b AL cpily e

s S L (Gl cain (e s 0l sl 0

o 5 5 S

177



Cooth ab Ly (A0 S 0 Gl awend

Col 48l Cunlad ) 630 AS ol et cliada

Cal (ST el 3T ¢l b4y Slal 5 20 Led 2l L jd il a5 350 2l
Cd ) b G

b &d,

25 A o S (5 gmasm <53l S s

178



The Cipher of Liberation

The thread of my own weaving,
the essence of my own becoming—
of quality and quantity,

of glory and growth,

of renown and rootedness,

of selthood,

of knowing and being known,
of trials and the trialed,

of identity and eternity,

of rapture and revelry.

Tears, sweat, and blood—

layered upon ages of suffering—
and at last,

a return to the origin of selfhood—
through love,

through the act of loving,

through the pursuit of love—
toward the unmatched,

toward the One.

The sweetest cry: freedom.

Cradled in the jewel of love’s pursuit.

As long as there is being in becoming,

as long as there is presence in existing,

as long as there is becoming in presence—

This is the cipher of liberation.

Flowing in the heart of love’s pursuit.

This is the cipher of liberation.

Coursing through the veins of love’s devotion
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Colorlogue

Often real,

sometimes unreal,

and at times, void of reality altogether.

To give voice to all three—

from thought to image—

1s but a subtle shift,

a word of color.

A spectrum.

A rainbow with its shifting tones—
from violet to crimson.

One is green, another yellow,

and the other?

Truly, I do not know.

But this [ know well:

Within this chromatic wordscape,
within this rainbow of hues,
black and white find no place.

And this—

this is the subject of color itself,

the pattern of difference smoothed,
the pattern of difference made vibrant
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The Age of Great Nausea

What a harsh age—

How unbearably grim the times,

An age in which the brazen, the boastful, the witless

preach servitude to the masses,

teaching them to live like beasts,

to wallow in the ways of clamor and chaos:

"Unless you become a cow, you shall never ascend to the kingdom of heaven,;
and so, you must learn one thing: how to ruminate."

(4 quote from Nietzsche)

And they themselves, these hollow prophets,

spare not a single scrap of filth,

relishing the rot of their thoughts:

vulgarity, vileness, stench, deceit, depravity, bloodshed, lust—
Their stench, it seeps through everything.

What an age,
what a grievous, loathsome age—
The Age of Great Nausea
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Blessed Be Your Day
For Farzad Kamangar — On Teacher s Day

The day I donned the cloak of learning,

I did not yet know that you would wrestle ignorance with love,
that, at the end of the road of gradual becoming,

you would cause knowing to blossom within me—

with the vastness of your passion.

Now, I write words pure and untainted,

only in your name,

free of rust,

only for you—

with the healing warmth of your Christ-like breath.

Now, remembering your loneliness,

your vast intellect bound in a black hole of silence,
I carve my dreams with ink.

I offer my soul-writings to your endless love,
restless yet sincere,

like you...

Dearest Farzad, blessed be your day...
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The Dream of Wakefulness

To surrender sleep unto the spell of slumber,

to sing a lullaby not for oneself, but for sleep itself—
and meanwhile, in wakefulness,

to weave a dream not born of sleep,

but of presence, of awareness...

Ah, how beautiful is the dream of wakefulness.
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The Lost Dream

I am a child on a journey—

in search of lost dreams,

laden with the tight embrace of love,

tethered to the boundless being of the beloved.

I am a child on a journey—

through narrow, dark twists and turns,

in pursuit of light,

wandering and whirling,

yearning for that strange yet familiar land,
enchanted by its sun-kissed grace,
intoxicated by its tender allure,

drunk on the sweetness of its beauty.

In the coming and going of these days of longing,

I glimpse an image in the whirlpool of mirrored hardship—
I know well: this wandering grows a hundredfold,

an unfulfilled desire,

yet destined, in the end,

to unite with the blossoming of dwelling and eternity—

to step, hand in hand, toward the honeyed immortality,
toward the path where becoming and belonging are one,

I am a child on a journey.
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Liberation

To escape the machinery of limitation—

to incite an ascending momentum,

to shatter the seemingly unbreakable taboo of domination,
to dismantle the negative elements of submissiveness,

to fracture the very structure of power,

and to bring the techniques of authority into discourse.

Historical data are with us—
they are our guides, our compass,
our possibility to reframe the truth anew.

sekokoek

Domination enacts its theory through negation—
through prohibition, censorship, denial,
prison, and annihilation.

I, through my no,
will found a new order of freedom.

Power imposes—
I will act.

It will suppress—
I shall rise.

Suppression speaks in the most explicit terms—
I shall scream freedom in the boldest words of thought.

It reveals the authority it enforces—
I will bind the will of liberty to the act of liberation.

It seeks to crush time and place and language—
the here and the now.

189



But I will displace thought and possibility—
toward the future.

It behaves without rule—
I will shape freedom with method.

It is born of bondage and suppression—
I am the grandchild of liberty and emancipation.

You and I, we...
In this great battlefield of repression and resistance,
we shall forge our eternal order of freedom.

History tells us this.
The data of history stand in our favor
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The Most Beautiful Return

For many years, we spoke of her—our mother—not with our hearts, crafted of her
own essence, but with our minds. We thought of her, spoke of her, and acted upon
those thoughts—sometimes idealistically, at times realistically, occasionally
philosophically, and often in contemplation.

deskkook

Never did we learn, understand, or embrace the symbolic language of her heart in
the course of her life.

And now, after all those missteps, incapable of charting a nobler path or
abandoning our hollow justifications masked as rationality, we have come to
realize: no human being is eternal. Now, the only thread binding her to life is a
filament as delicate as breath itself.

And all of us—terrified of spelling out the word death—grasp desperately at the
last particles of life, scrambling, struggling, straining, only to repeat the same
misguided ways. All the while, we ignore the unseen thread that stretches from her
heart to her lover’s will—a love that, through that very thread, sometimes
re-creates the beloved anew within itself.

But we? Still enslaved by petty reasons and feeble rationalizations masquerading
as principles of thought.

At last, the voice of truth—through the lips of that seeker of wisdom—awakens us,
we who bring forth reasons and cling to chosen logics:

In the game of death and life, reason has already lost.

You have forgotten how to feel the meanings that dwell within.

Be still. Let her be.

She has lived with grandeur and grace—and she alone shall choose the most
beautiful return.

Like a swan, proud and serene.
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Trust. Do not wish for her to suffer more.
She will not die small.
She will choose—the most beautiful return.

*The nights when mother was on her deathbed
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Abyss

When we fall one step behind,
we bar the path to those greater than ourselves—
devilish, demon-like, afraid.

Before death,
we kill.

With the club of lies,

the dagger of slander,

the sword of false accusation,
the axe of deceit.

And in short,
honor is suspended.

As 1f,

by punishing our own lagging, helplessness, and exhaustion,

we might redeem ourselves.

Thus,

not one,

not two,

but all—

we fall

into the abyss
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Zhwangeh
—The Gathering Place of Lovers—

We have shared a truth with one another.
Our struggle—

1s a battle for our beliefs.

“Our thoughts shall not fall.”

We have learned to act with integrity,
to think rightly,

and to speak the truth.

“Our thoughts shall not fall.”

Our motives are sacred,

and so are the sparks they ignite.
We—

“Our thoughts shall not fall.”
Our hearts speak honestly.

Our souls are kind.

We—

“Our thoughts shall not fall.”
Our love for life,

our love for freedom,

and our love for dignity—
this is our highest hope.

Zhwangeh is our sanctuary:
A place for thought.

A place for freedom.

A place for the free
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The stranded shore

With a driftwood plank resting on the shoulder of a wave,

I reach the shore—

perhaps to scatter the name of my nation in the fragrance of history’s words,
with every word I’ve ever used

to speak of identity, of nation, of homeland...

are now in defiance

of the rules of this shore run aground.

Suddenly,

a wave of strange emotions rushes in—
on this stranded shore,

in this dream-woven land,

where until the daylight of yesterday,
my only fragment of hope was

to linger beside words,

perhaps to write for liberation.

But now,
no one knows wounds, blisters, violence, torture.
No one knows my nation.

I come from a land

where even in sleep,

children dream of torture, bombs, exile, and orphanhood.
The children of my land

have seen the burning of dreams,

have felt fire and death,

and they have lived them.

Yet here,

to speak of my land,

my people,

the rights of the children of my homeland—

even the act of shaping a destiny in the name of a nation—
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is in defiance of the rules
of this shore run aground.

It is in defiance of the rules
of this shore run aground.

skosksk sk
There is no more to say.
Words darken before my eyes.
And I,
riding a driftwood of thought,
return—
to begin the end
of my word-weaving
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Devotion

Immersed in the turbulence of my own being,
clinging to existence without end,

seeking endlessly for what was lost—

to tread this perilous path,

only love suffices;

and to step upon this arduous way,

only a lover dares.

Inevitably,

from the "must" of love

to the "perhaps" of becoming a lover,
there is only devotion—

a surrender that begets eternity
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The Secret of Love
(Inspired by the teachings of the Baha'i Faith)

No ear to listen,

no eye to see,

no heart to love.

A lifeless soul perceives nothing
but a withered flower.

Perhaps, never having beheld the rose’s beauty,
we return to mere dust and clay—
hopeless, hopeless.

Take the first step.

Then take another.

Discover the truth—

the secret of divine love—

so that ears may hear,

eyes may see,

hearts may fall in love,

souls may awaken,

and flowers may bloom again.

Perhaps, having glimpsed the rose’s countenance,

you may seek a path to the celestial throne—
intimate, intimate.

Take the first step.
Then take another
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Red and Black

The black judge

saw 1n red,

wrote in red,

judged in red,

and sentenced in red—

in the name of law, justice, and righteousness.

He sought the color red.

The black judge

possessed but one trace of white—

a leaden white

he planted upon the chests of the condemned.

The black judge

was a tangle of wild serpents—
a living meaning

of the lust for bloodshed
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Homeland

Eyes anew, to see afresh,

Ears anew, to hear anew,

A tongue reborn, to speak anew—

All for a new thought, a new way of thinking, a new kind of human:
Proud, noble, profound, in love—superhuman.

Then comes defiance.

They spoke true:

Tears, sweat, and blood are never spent in vain.

A sister’s tears, a mother’s toil, a father’s blood, a brother’s death—
Revolt resounds throughout.

Cursed be the great disgrace of mankind: enslavement.

Throughout, rebellion—a battle to the last breath, and the gift of that breath.
Thus we pray, turned toward the lovers’ gibla.

Hail, my homeland. Hail. Hail
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Destiny

To live still—or live no more,

To descend—or be sacrificed,

To stand proud—or drown in shame,
To hope—or to despair,

To wither—or to flourish green,

To be free—or be enslaved,
Baseborn—or of noble soul,

To fall—or rise—

I, alone, shall forge my own fate.
We, together, shall forge our shared destiny

205

i g3 ot
(3 Ko b (e 5

(a1 L gadiy A

¢l a i by iy

(el (2 b )l sl

O b D8

6‘)..}.\.&\ L: a.J\J'\

easd yadily by adla () 90

d8 L 8
“"_\;Luess\};\‘)uﬁﬁg};qu)nm};w



The Journey

[ am deeply unsettled. Last night, from dusk till the break of dawn, regret and
longing were my only companions—me, you, and this heart of mine sat together in
quiet company, brushing the dust off the storeroom of memories.

How swiftly it passed...

For years, you tended the forbidden garden of my love. How many nights, in the
silent ambush of dream-thieves, I whispered your name instead of the codeword
for fear of discovery. In silence, I would invite you—your silken presence—into
the delicate chambers of my mind.

What could I do?

The only safe haven for this forbidden love was the house of thought, the
boundless expanse of you, where the corridors of my mind could roam free.

Alas, the chains of duty and constraint bound my hands and feet.

What am [ saying...?

What care has the heart for fettered hands and feet?

Now I understand—it was fear.

Perhaps you were too vast, too infinite for my dreams, while the image I carried
was not even a modest hut. Or perhaps I was too small to be worthy of praising
your greatness.

And thus the coward died with his dreams—

Yes, the coward died.

Now you depart,

Love departs,

Dreams perish,

And all my life departs with you.

You reach for the sky, gathering stars,

And I seek the footprints of your grace in the ruins of my heart.

Though the beginning of your journey tolls the end of mine,

With a greeting for your farewell, I entrust my soul to your path—
So that the untimely death of this old love may be offered to you,
As once I offered the firstborn of my heart’s devotion.
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I am deeply unsettled.

The landings of fear echo with a storm of regrets within me—
Ifonly... ifonly... if only...

I know those who lacked will were led to slaughter,

Their bodies surrendered to the fiend of fear,

That we might chant daily lamentations for hopes once held—
With the half-body of courage that remained.

What am I to do?

The gardener of my heart is gone.

And I, hopeless, wander in a mirage named hope—
Perhaps a miracle,

Perhaps a single green branch, a tender shoot,
Might spring from this dark weed—

From the “if only”’s of fear...

From the “if only”’s of fear...

"If only the poem of the journey had no final verse,"
"If only my heart knew not the pain of solitude,"
"If only life could be born again..."
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The Agony of the Journey

From the land of Armen, I offer the ink of my tears as a gift to my homeland—
A land that trembled for decades beneath the iron boots of dominion,

Yet never broke.

And today, it chants the Hymn of Praise,

The Song of Freedom,

The Cry of Liberation,

Etching these anthems upon its walls and thresholds.

It sings, it proclaims, it paints.

And I—this I that for decades remained / and never became we—
Still voiceless in expressing myself,

Still incapable of speaking in my own tongue,

My ink long dried, my pen silenced,

Unable to name my own identity...

In... ca... pa... ble...?

seskokosk

Here, no one knows a Kurdistani.

In truth, here, no one even knows Kurdistan.
You cannot imagine the moment,

When the woman selling wine by the roadside asked:
"Where from? From where?"

And I answered: "Kurd, Kurd!"

She said, "Ah... Da... Kardestan... Kardestan,"
Then gestured toward the towering Ararat.

In that instant,

Amid a crimson-and-white dream,

I sat atop Ararat and beheld the world.

"Go on, tell me more!" I longed to say.

But she had only heard a name—Kardestan—
And even here, at the foot of Ararat,

“Kurd” and “Kurdistan” remain forbidden words.
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She shrugged to mark the end of the exchange.
She did not know I was yearning to speak—
But to be spoken to,

To be seen,

For someone to recognize

The power of my language,

The force of my Kurdish being—

Restless, ceaseless, ever in search of a name.

kokock

Now I wish to scream—

In this light-soaked city,

A scream in the very tone of screaming:

What you longed for two decades ago but lacked the courage to utter,
I have tasted for forty decades—

Blood of my soul, poured into its roots.

My wound is a rift that has never closed.

Yet in the lexicon of these carefree beauties—

Who dare, at times, to grasp even the whiteness of the moon—
There exists no word for captivity, dominion, slavery, or slaughter.
All that remains is that one lonely museum—

The Armenian Genocide Museum—

Where even the guide,

While flaunting Kurdish garments in the pictures,

And reading the familiar names—Diyarbakir, Van, Bitlis—
Dismisses them with a mocking glance,

Denying them as a part of Kurdistan.

Aok

Now they have stepped into a moment of history
In which I still stumble, one foot caught behind—
And in this way,
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I feel useless.

No—/1 am useless.

In this balanced world,

I am the imbalance.

Distinct.

Nameless.

And though I am truth,

[ am not reality.

Perhaps, in today’s world, it is realities that live—
Not truths.

It must sound absurd,

But perhaps to become real,

One must step back from truth—

For the functional value of reality

Is that it can sing of liberation,

Raise hymns of praise,

And broadcast the music of freedom...

dekokoek

And yet, despite all,
I know well—

The key to my nation’s captivity lies in its own hands.

And the key to its freedom—
Also in its hands,

In its will,

In its strength.

— During a brief journey to Armenia and a visit to the Genocide Museum
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Caricature of a Human

The venomous vapor of not knowing oneself,
A shattered awareness,

A lack of candor with the self,

Contradiction with one's own essence,

The rousing of instinct,

The unchaining of desire,

The imposition of ought in the realm of values,
A shamelessness beyond redemption,

Moral disarray,

A fundamental pessimism,

A crooked comprehension,

The failure to measure one’s own worth,
And thus, a wild and boundless judgment of all worth,
A desolate morality,

A will intoxicated with superiority,

An ingrained culture of primal reflex,

A false sense of happiness—

And at last,

The human being diminished,

Reduced...

To a mere caricature of humanity.

Yes—

Reduced to a caricature of humanity
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Silence

Silence has never been a sign of consent.

Silence 1s the withholding of speech to erase the idea of a goal,
The continuation of futility without aspiration,

The loss of power,

The certainty of the irreversibility of what has passed,
Surrendering to an imposed belief,

The Material of ignorance and incapacity,

Endless despatir,

The crumbling of trust,

The loss of the necessary logic of urgency,

Arriving at namelessness,

The surrender of will,

The destruction of meaning,

A mind constructed to displace the self,

The feeling of insecurity,

The ancient understanding of the new phenomenon, and...
Ultimately,

Another self-destructive act,

Without benefit but full of pretensions,

A journey toward a self-aggrandizing delusion,
Relentless, destructive,

In the most self-centered emotions of thought, body, and soul.
Silence is not a sign of consent,

But the widespread poverty of thought and language

In the face of a wild, unreal, and self-deceptive spirit
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Hello, Freedom

I count the hours, one by one,

awaiting the moment [ may offer you the key to my life.
I count the minutes, one by one,

so [ may gift you my being, my essence,

everything I own—

all that I am.

I count the seconds, one by one,

in hopes that if there is a tomorrow,
if there 1s a dawn,

it will rise swiftly.

I wait, moment by moment,

to kiss your feet,

to caress you—

to warm the world

with the fire of your presence.

I count the hours,

the minutes,

the seconds,

and the fleeting moments.

Hello, Freedom
Hello, Freedom
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Burning

From the drunkenness of night

to the haze of morning, I press on—
from midnight’s meteor shower

to the break of dawn, I walk.

I ponder, yet stay silent.

I strike the fevered pen,

draw lines upon the blazing tablet,
hoping to carve you from heart to page.

In the end,

it is the same tale—

of fire and the reed-bed becoming.

Of the reed-bed, and of being un-being.

Of the reed-bed, and becoming nothingness.

At last,
thought, tablet, and pen
all burn with the fire of the heart
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The Subject

Surrender?

A surrender born of conquest.
Seduction?

A verb cast from longing—

and a heart that's been wounded.
The trap of devotion.

Now:
Stunned, enchanted,
spellbound, captivated—
as if a love has just begun in the mind,
or perhaps,
a love has just returned
to breathe life once more
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The Blackest Black

They say poverty has a definition—
a line, a threshold,

and beneath that line,

another kind of explanation.

So many lines, so many tangles.

They say poverty is not the same as begging.
Of course it isn’t.

But its continuation?

Its lines, i1ts underlines—

1s it not misery, corruption,

prostitution,

humiliation,

the erasure of humanity?

Poverty has but one story—
a tale called poverty:
the most repulsive face of life,
designed to humiliate.
And in the end, they say
“We must accept it—there is no other way.”

Bravo to this solutions manual,
which never offered us a solution
but only erased the question.

Woe to this helplessness.
Curse this despair.

More deathly than death itself
is this indifference.

I will challenge poverty—
and with it, death, humiliation, and annihilation.
Let me say it madly:
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I will hurl every unworthy word of this unworthy culture
at the builders and sellers of poverty.

I too have no other way—

for poverty is loathsome.

But silence in the face of it

is loathsomer still.

And to grow accustomed to poverty,

to excuse it with “there is no other way”—
that is the most loathsome act of all.

I will never accept this blackness.
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The Red Apple

You asked:
"Which lost paradise are you the red apple of—
that once again, with you, Adam's vow is broken?"

I don’t know—
were you serious?
Were you joking?

Or was it in reply to:

"Be two people in this world—
one for yourself,

and one for another.

Live for yourself,

but be life for others."”

Again, [ don’t know.
But now, I have a different answer.

You asked: “Which paradise?”
Listen closely:

The paradise you created from me—
where an angel named after you
was placed at its heart,

solely for the loveplay of two souls,
two lovers.

Yes, yes—

that very enchanted sanctuary.

And now,

that other one is also you.
That [ife is also you.

Not two people anymore—
but one.
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And that one...

is only you.
Only you
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The Prince

Here, in this land,

morality reeks of The Prince—
far more, it tastes of Machiavelli.
No mercy.

No forbearance.

No trace of reverence.

A human... and nothing more,

Nothing
skoskskosk
Here, in this land,
the only law that reigns
smells of power,
bears the color of blood,
and tastes like death.
Here, in this land,
morality stings—
with the sharp scent of The Prince
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Night

Night—

the great snare,

where one casts oneself into the trap,
rises in rebellion against the self,
reveals oneself as one truly is.

Night—

unafraid of being bare,
sinks into itself,

sheds its skin.

Night—

breaking its own chains,

slithers out from hiding,

hands over its tyranny to the dark.

Night—
of stars, of moon, of lightning—
tears through its own darkness,
in the vast infinity of gloom.

Night.
Night.
Night
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The Night of Secrets

Tonight, too, I tear open the night of secrets—
with but a flicker of light,

in search of a path toward my dreams

in a world far vaster than the reach of my beliefs.
Yet my dream abides with me,

and its fulfillment lies

in traversing a road long and winding,

with a mind awakened and feet made strong.

I know well:

neither is my mind awakened,

nor my feet strong.

But I have been summoned.

I have been called.

My dream walks with me,

the path unfolds within me,

and the visions that unveil truth at journey’s end
shall be my guides.

Aok

[ must go—

toward the dream,

toward the path,

toward the purpose.

I have been summoned—

birthed from a painful labor,

after a thousand years of gestating sorrow.

Now the dream,

the path,

and the purpose

are born within me.
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Thus, I shall rise from this long voyage,
and I will bind the world of my dreams
to the truth—

I have been called.

I have been summoned.
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The Night of Rebellion Against Structures

With your soaring, my own wings burned—this flight turned into a fluttering
collapse.

The distance between me and the now-absent you stretches from one to infinity.
You cannot know how I was unmade in your absence. Or perhaps you do,

And in your “not knowing,” the veiled truth of thought and deed reveals itself.

Now, in the spiraling of myself within the storm of your forgetfulness,
I scatter the dust of death upon the sanctuary of my longing.

And in the unraveling of every woven memory,

I let the cry— “I will expose you"—echo through the world.

Then, I shall send the crumpled pages of my love

To the broom of time, to be swept into the abyss of forgetting.

I direct the soul of my being toward the marsh of regret,

And cast the bones of my melted self into the mold of life's dice—
One and white,

That shall forever be defeated by the sixes of betrayal.

I gild cruelty in goldleaf and frame it with

The shabby excuses of dishonor, hung upside down upon the wall—
Perhaps then, even God, tortured within the prison of a heart,

May return to compassion.

All these years—years lost in delay,

And all these years lived in the waiting room of love,

While brushing away the claims of suitors with weary hands.
It was so that in the end, hand in hand, we might play

The song of being, belonging, and becoming—until forever.

But no!

Let me speak plainly and sit this tale upon the throne of literature:
No one takes it upon themselves.

No conscience awakens to the wonder of it.

Full stop. New line.
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To whom do I speak? To myself.
To whom is this addressed? To myself.

I did not know you would practice your dictation

Upon love itself.

That you’d tear the daily writings of my love-struck calendar

From a desk diary that was already bruised by my own self-deception.

Too late did I realize:

You had played the melody of my pride

Upon the strings of your instrument—note by note—until it broke.

By the time I understood that the blossoms of apple, the brambles of raspberry,
The rubies of cherry and pomegranate,

Had all been sung in fragments from your journal,

My heart had already been marked by the rhythm

Of meaningless, numberless beats.

You had written it all in pencil—

Just in case you needed to erase.

And when you said you were leaving—

And wouldn't even take with you the heart you'd broken a thousand times—
I, in foolish hope, shattered even the hour of our tryst,
As if to freeze time and eternalize your presence.

Yet, before you even finished saying “I'm leaving”,
You were already months ahead—

Leaving me behind:

A torn-up heap of flesh without face or form,

Shoved away with your hand,

Kicked forward with your foot,

Only to be finally rejected by your palm—

And I, abandoned, was all that remained.

Perhaps, from the very beginning,
You had your eyes on drowning my boundless pride
In the nectar of your being.
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And now you walk away,

Passing even beyond the night—

To find, again, the time

To write the unscented untold,

With that same magical pencil

And the ever-ready eraser,

Until, at last,

You dissect the melody of my heart’s sanctuary.

Last night, before this night,

I pulled out the old notebook of reason,

From the sixth year and the half of my mirror-and-candle-learned love.
How many unfinished tasks I have!

Should I first search for the pieces of my heart—

Between pillows, bedsheets, and the rug's edge?

Or gather the remnants of faith in God—

Whom I had summoned down to your place upon the altar of worship?
Or should I collect my spilled dignity

Drop by drop from the shallow pools of friendship’s faded house?

Or perhaps I should collapse humbly into myself,

And weep blood upon the ruins of my now and here?

Then I looked into your cardboard eyes—

All T have left of you—

The total sum of my devotion,

Your fleeting embrace,

And love’s expiration marked by time.

I asked:

Is this my share of such impassioned surrender?
That too, under the scrutiny of every eye?

I remember the day you said, half-jokingly, “You are homeless.”
I didn’t know you could predict the future.
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Now I roam the city’s real estate listings:
“Excuse me... do you know a good place to die?”

No sunlight enters the house

Where once the piano played the symphony of spring,
And now, it merely echoes the dirges of solitude.

Its music drips along the walls

Of a house that smells like a morgue,

Tuning the space with the song of death.

The beds are now dust-laden.

The same bed that once joined us

In a boundless sea of passion—

The same chamber where—

Once not so far ago—

You dreamed of a tomorrow without me,

And I-—no less recent—

Screamed nightly through nightmares of life without you.

What did you do to me?

Yet, there 1s a truth—
One that many would find hope in:
I do not know why, each time I wish to curse you
From the depths of my hatred—yellow and black—
My tongue goes colorblind.
My words scatter beneath the music of hidden and seen,
As if the rhythm itself warns:
“What place have you in hatred?”
And then, more clinically:
“What rational soul throws its reason into another's trash?”

Today, like every day and night,
All 1s darkness.
My compass, lost in direction, spins in vain.
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Though from this spring until yesterday,

It had not gone too far off—

Even as, at cock’s crow in a city without roosters—
A city where the golden cockerel wore mourning
And died, not from wounds,

But from heartbreak for his beloved chicks,
Condemned for singing the sun into rising.

By dusk, we arrived
At the southernmost cemetery,
Where its most loyal guests,

Often headless,
Lay in the embrace of generous earth.

Ah yes, now I remember.

I've lost the key to my home.

I’ve searched much, but have yet to find it.

Why must every lock without its key, remain forever locked?

Why do those who design locks never think to craft one without the need of a key?

I slept a few nights in the mosque.

Last night, I asked for a sign to find my key—

Recited tasbihs in childhood mimicry—

That wakefulness may appear as dream.

Just before dawn, I dreamt of two or three scorpions

Dwelling in a skull-bowl,

Its ceiling spun with the delicate hand of a spider,

Providing shelter for “the killers unaware of nature’s necessity.”

[ts interpretation?

“May God protect you,” they said.

But locksmiths have reported that recently,

Keys have begun sprouting locks upon themselves.

And now, few keys remain in this city

That do not bear dozens of mature and budding locks upon their slender frames.
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Keys that open no locks have been driven underground,
Marked as infidels for rusting,
Their punishment: to be chained, or hung upon the gallows of death.

Most keys now require another key to unlock themselves.
And among those marked “defective,”

Some have raised flags of liberation nearby—

They believe the revolution of unlocking

Will be the earth’s final uprising,

And that only one Self—

A self grounded in itself,

A self believing in its thoughts and deeds,

A self loyal to its own truth—

Will inherit the earth,

And sow upon it the only harvest worthy of meaning:
Freedom
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Shame and Blood

Eyes wounded, marked by sorrow, the throne of the world has trembled, and
mankind has fled from grace...

Now, the reign of the soul is captive to whim and whimsy; the world, ensnared by
the diadem of kings, entangled in the deceit of devils.

deskkook

Now blood flows from the eyes, mingled with the crimson hue of shame, shattered
by ignorance and helplessness.

I behold—hands bound—Ilovers dragged before the judge, where in the court of
chains, justice itself is shackled. With a pen sharper than any sword, that
ever-unbalanced scale delivers its decree:

Be blind, and turn away. Be mute, and limp aside. Die, and lie still.

Thus they command, and the soul, at death’s forced banquet, is hung on the
gallows of ignorance.

deskoskook

Now blood flows from the eyes, mingled with the crimson hue of shame.
I see—hands bound—Ilovers led to the judge,

The lover, torn apart by judgment,

And love, condemned—

Punished for daring to cast light upon this endless night.

Ignorance pronounces its sentence:

never was.
never be.
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Chess

Seated before the mirror, I’ve arranged the chessboard once more, its pieces in
place. Again, I intend to play.
One eye on the mirror, watching myself; the other, fixed on the board.

I’ve chosen white.
The mirror, by force, plays black.
This time, compulsion favors me.

To me, the white piece means a will bent on victory,
A will driven toward power,
An infinite thirst for conquest.

But conquest over whom?
Myself?

We’ve made a wager—

[ must win.

It is me, the mirror, and a painted field of sixty-four squares and thirty-two pieces:
Sixteen white, ruled by a proud king and a resolute queen—mine.

Sixteen black, led by a calm king and a powerful queen—my opposition.

This time, I shall defeat him.
My plans will unfold flawlessly.
What a moment it will be—when he kneels before me in checkmate.

And then—for a split second—everything is suspended:
Time, law, and I.

The same old feeling returns—

In the moment of triumph, an interruptive silence,

As though at the peak of fulfillment,

All my desires to conquer dissolve.

I press through this suspension swiftly.
Once more, the hunger to win resurfaces.
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I tell myself:
I’11 pass through every twist and turn,
I will take his realm.

Today, I’ve practiced a new opening.
I will tame that wild, untamable force.

The game begins in silence.
For a moment, I forget the new opening.
I return to the old, familiar patterns.

Time slips by.
The black king smiles gently.
The black queen sneers.

White moves. Black moves. White... Black...

I resolve again:

To win, I must relinquish all worry.
Mid-game,

I offer up my first pawn.

I tremble.

I made a wager, after all.

But the dream of victory pushes fear aside.
I begin again.

White moves. Black...!!

The black queen glances at me sidelong—
Even she seems disappointed in my poor play.

My childish schemes unravel,
One by one.

Black moves...

A white knight falls—sacrificed.
My struggles grow futile.
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In fear of checkmate—
I abandon the game.

How shameful.

Now, even in checkmate, I no longer mourn.
Perhaps this is the sharpest point of all my griefs—
No, it is only the beginning.

We had a wager.
What will they do to me now?
Perhaps this time, the opening is not in the game, but in fate.

My being—my remaining—

Now rests in the hands of that calm king and powerful queen.
Again, silence.

But now, the silence is made of sorrow—

Waiting to hear what fate decrees.

Time resumes.

The ticking clock speaks its truth.
But law stands unmoved.

And [—waiting.

The king yawns,
Still calm, perhaps tired of repeated victories.

The queen,
Her voice lacking joy in vanquishing her rival,
Declares fate:

In granting you the reward of survival,
We have decided:
Your image must die...!!!

Aok
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Now I am checkmated—truly, utterly.
I cannot even mourn my ruin.
How shameful—

The death of the image, in exchange for life.

ok

Now, I am exiled from my own image.

And the image must die so that I might live.

Thus the mirror, too, is lost—
And with it, the game against myself.

Now I have lost... to myself.
I have lost... to myself.
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Fracture

I asked, What do you want from me

You said, Everything
—You told me to cry
I screamed instead
But you

you drained not only my tears
but the very essence of my soul

Now, I am marked by foul traits

—detestable
You molded me

in the image of your own darkness

I always believed the wealthy

seskskosk

were those who reached their dreams

Now, I am the poorest of all
You achieved your conquest
—Go

leave

ekokok

I stare at the crack in the cup
It has widened

But it is / who am shattered
It is / who am broken
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The Incomparable Splendor

A swift dusk arrives, chasing the heels of day—
and soon after, night descends,
night with its awe-striking splendor.

Then darkness unfurls,

and all exhibitions, pretenses, pious fagades,
and every form of illusion and display,

fade into the matchless grandeur of night.

Now, a velil of veils draws itself across the world.
Night and darkness entwine—

frankness awakens,

behavior grows bare,

and words shed their modesty.

Thoughts and bodies lie exposed:

some for the sake of creation,

others for pleasure, for union and satisfaction.
Creation and procreation, joining and rejoicing—
all gifts of this union between night and dark.

In this mingling,

there 1s reverence for instinct,
honoring of desire,

visible fertility,

a prescription of what is real,
a claiming of truth.

dekkoek

Night, outwardly serene,

yet brimming beneath with motion—
slowly, wisely, it commands rest.
And with a silence full of intent,

it invites our eyes and ears
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to the sweet feast of dreaming,
so that no outsider may witness its parting from the dark—
neither see it, nor hear it.

Night and darkness part ways
with a whispered promise to meet again,
and vanish slowly.

And then comes morning:
words, vision, confirmation,
silence by command,
averted gazes, denials,
law and prohibition,
restriction and restraint,
an onslaught of speech
and a tolerance of behavior,
lies and deception,
flight and fraud,
the prostitute and the client,
the doctor and the patient,
the analyst and the broken soul,
and—

a thousand-fold contradictions.

deskoskook

Then again—

deep into the day,

exhausted yet enamored

with the lies, deceits, pretenses,

the endless displays and their reflections—

Worn and weary,
once more [ wait for night,
this night of incomparable splendor.
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Night—
this incomparable splendor
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The Endless City of Wishes

Tonight, in my sleepless vigil, as I seek that unparalleled splendor, something feels
amiss—

an emotion woven from loss, bewilderment, and wandering...

A cold wind blows, stoking the fire of your absence, searing ever deeper into my
heart.

Today, once again, I roamed the city of Péswa, seeking your love in a thousand
ways—

Péswa and my very existence, you and love, Péswa and the passage of the
beloved,

Péswa and love, and love of love itself...

Aok ko

Oh, how I longed for you to be a companion to this purest of vigils,

to dwell within the frame of this endless night.

In the darkness of this infinite night, only the pen, the paper, the cold wind,

and the fragile presence of your memory accompany me—silent guests, yet
brimming with unspoken cries.

If only your presence could weave itself into reality, tracing the delicate paths of
your memory through the labyrinth of my heart...

Once more, I seek refuge in words, hoping they might soothe the ever-renewing
pain of distance.

Though neither pen, nor paper, nor the whispering wind can heal the ache of this
separation,

I entrust the sacred burden of this love to the Péswa of love—

he who is the faithful guardian of the most beautiful surrenders, born of soul and
passion.

skoskoskok
Farewell, until another night—
a night born anew, brimming with an unparalleled splendor.

With the hope of a night spent together,
a night of discovery,
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of the coolness of a gentle breeze,

of hearts ablaze yet calmed by the serenity of love,

and of a tranquil solitude where we would dwell together,
in the endless city of wishes.

ok

I shall come to meet you, if only to lay down my life for you—
to greet you, that perhaps I might become your sacrifice.

Note: Péswa is a title referring to Qazi Muhammad, the spiritual leader of the
Kurdish nation.
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The Dishonored City

A city stripped of honor—

faces unreal,

shadows more real than flesh,

roots stagnant, stems withered, the earth itself, dead.
A city, dishonored.

Faces, unreal.

Shadows, the true reality.

kokock

Fear has transformed everyone into masked creatures;
each one displaying fear to the other,

and the so-called heroes—more cowardly than ever.
A city, dishonored.

Faces, unreal.

Shadows, the true reality.

skoskoskosk
People, forever caught in aftermaths,
drowning in unfinished memories,
death masks frozen upon their faces.
skeoskosk ok
Trash piled high,
life barely upright,
barbed wires strewn everywhere.
dekkock

Everyone is running from themselves,
shadows chasing shadows,
all walking endlessly in circles.
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seskoskook

Here, death is always present;
perhaps the people have chosen death over freedom...

kkoskek
Nothing remains in this city anymore.
Even the sun no longer longs to shine.
These are not the people of my city—
indeed, I am not even of this city.
The city.
The faces.
The shadows
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The City of God

The sweet songs of children—the little angels—Hfill the air here, in this amusement
park.

Voices and calls, whispers and cries, tears and laughter, wishes and refusals,
excuses and reconciliations, leaving one game for another, wandering aimlessly,
hungrily chasing after toys, unaware of the labels and colors lurking just beyond...
And the tangled chorus of childhood, innocent joys entwined in hearts and
souls—so freely, so wildly, so purely.

kokock

From the slide to the swing, from the Ferris wheel to the spiral of delight, and
finally to the inflatable castle—

And I, amidst this symphony of little angels bonding on earth, stand awash in
wonder.

deskskook

Perhaps only in this small corner of the city—this amusement park—does a City of
God still remain.

And perhaps, I dare believe, in this weary world of hardened hearts and fading
faith, God—so estranged these days—still keeps a home here, in this forgotten
nook.

deskkook

The amusement park: the City of God, the City of Dreams, untouched by lies,
deceit, treachery, and hypocrisy; a city of pure beauty.

Perhaps, even for us so-called grown-ups, it holds a hidden gate to the heavens—if
only for a fleeting moment—a meeting with the Divine.

A brief escape from worldly veneers, from masks and beards and endless
pretenses.

The amusement park: a city built upon the music of love, a song for the heart.

A city singing the song of love, sweet and free.

deskoskosk
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Now, here in this City of God, moving from wonder into a drunken yearning,
utterly intoxicated, I lift heart and eyes toward the heavens—
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The Sweetest Pain

Conqueror, vanquisher, sovereign...

Love!!!

Liberated from reason, severed from desire, untouched by convenience—
A virtue, though a suffering;

The sweetest pain,

The most celestial chant,

A shortcut to the ultimate destination,

So blissfully unconscious...

Carry me through the pain, carry me through the pain...
Forgive me!

For speaking with a broken tongue—
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Dawn

A new surge, profound—

Is it the voice of a waterfall I hear?

It seems to have arrived—no, it has risen!
Is it that Power? That sovereign Thought?
That awakened Spirit? That otherworldly Voice?
The meaning-bearer of humankind?

The lost Virtue?

The Madness of uprising?

The passage to deliverance?

The highest Hope?

The great Messenger of Freedom?

Aeokkook

Had I not foretold it?

A star shall rise from the East,

From the East of this ancient land—

And 1t shall cast the black-hearted, the black-minded, the black-handed—
The bringers of death upon this land of peace and liberty—

Into utter darkness.

Now, North and South, East and West—

All four winds—

Are but one land,

The land of everlasting Freedom and Peace.

Yes, yes!

It is the waterfall, crowned with a golden sun upon its brow—
It has risen.

It has dawned
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Lover

The game is over;
I confessed: I surrender.
Yet it seems, surrender was never what you desired.

For so long, I had chased the meaning of your love.
In the beginning, it was all a game—

I could not allow myself

To treat you with indifference.

Ah, this cruel game...

You, too, played your part so well.

But in the end,

I understood—

Far too late—

By then, I had already fallen in love.

Now, each word of yours shatters me anew.
Everyone else has lost me,
And I cannot bear to lose you.

I do not know if I truly know you,
But I know you know me.

I love you—this I know.

You love me—this I do not know.

I miss you terribly.

Come back.

Even my pride has died for you—

Though perhaps, you never wanted me pride-less.

Do not leave me alone.

Let us not remain apart.

Break this dam,

Break it down—break it down
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The Art of Loving

In the vastness of space and time,

bewildered,

I sought the destination—

Eternity,

Transcendence,

and the struggle to enter the realms beyond place and beyond time.

Thus did I gird myself—
To gather,

To be tested,

To add to my learning;
Yet a lifetime passed,
And still,

Eternity eluded me.

deskoskook

Now, a new beginning unfolds,
From a vision and a visage—
Harmony and melody,

A wandering anew—

But not of the former kind:
Rather, a melting,

In the atelier of fragility.

Again, gathering, again, the deepening of knowledge,
But this time,

An ardor,

An enkindling—

The genesis of immortality itself,

A journey toward the placeless,

The timeless.
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Marvel!
At the end that has no ending—
At this shaping of the soul.

In the dazzling awareness of such surrender,

And the inevitable devotion of this enamored heart...
Astonishing!

What a wondrous art is the art of loving—

What a sweet heart-stealer is love itself.

What a sweet beloved is the act of loving
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Love

Love—

A small word,

With a question mark immense.
A small word,

With a question mark immense
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Love in the Time of Cholera

Love in the land of cholera!?
Love in the years of cholera!?
It is good news—

Very good news.

Your splendor,
Your eternal name,
The very reason for living...

[ am unwell—

My head aches,

My color has faded.
Last night,

I wrote dozens of pages,
All for a single letter—

A letter that remains unfinished.

I have completely lost my mind.
Inside, I am unraveling.

Yet I will carry on—

I will finish the letter.

I will hold your memory close.
And I know,

In the end,

Our love will triumph—

In the land of cholera,

In the years of cholera.

deskkook

dekokoek

dekkoek
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(*Inspired by the film Love in the Time of Cholera)
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Rebellion

The very fabric of my thought is ceaselessly pursued — under surveillance,
interception, subjected to the rigid law of prohibition, limitation, censorship — all
to impose the obligatory mold of coercion, to force submission to a discourse, a
thought, and an action dictated by totalitarianism, enslaving the lowly nature of
humanity to eternal disgrace.

Yet I shall not yield.

I shall not surrender myself; I shall disgrace disgrace itself.

My duty is to forge a discourse, to shape a thought, to found deeds centered on
human dignity and bound to the imperatives of liberty.

I shall narrate events through the purest truth, omitting nothing; I shall write with
the utmost fidelity to the meaning of words, and I shall bind the desirability of truth
to the truth of words themselves.

I shall think, I shall write, and I shall speak in such a way as to create a code — a
sacred ideal — for all thoughts and feelings.

I shall recompose the notion of guidance, for myself, for those who believe in
themselves, and for the selves striving toward the process of truth-believing,
truth-speaking, and truth-doing.

I shall rethink, rewrite, and reenact legitimacy for "becoming," in the pure
commandment of content.

I shall shame disgrace itself.

And at last, beneath the sheer bliss of truth, I shall find a moment’s rest, hoping to
have traced a clear and perfect line toward freedom and nobility, a gift to the
children of the sun from now until eternity.

My mission of guidance shall forever unfold across the ever-expanding field of
salvation: the mechanism of "freedom from" and "freedom for,"
blessed by the eternal rules of "truth,"
journeying from mere "being" toward "becoming,"

and from mere "existence" toward the immortal highways of "true being,"

from this very moment until the end of history
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Rebellion

Cold, stagnant, muted, and lifeless, abandoned in a corner, despondent and
despairing, wearied by the pandemic of surrender — to the here and now, to living
at the lowest cost, to blending in with all colors and calling it "adaptation"...

ok

Suddenly, a cry stirs from within — a familiar voice, a call from the very fabric of
being:

"Embrace the spring, that light may rise upon the horizon of your soul.

Those entrusted with altering the course of history,

those who shape the world through the force of their ideals and thoughts,

are the ones who shatter structures, who step into the unknown.

To journey toward an ideal demands defiance of habit; it demands thought — and
thought carries its own pains, both within and without.

One must be willing to endure.

One must transcend even the illusions of thought;

sometimes, one must sign their words — written and unwritten — with the ink of
their own blood.

One must move forward, demolish, advance, and rebuild anew.

There is no escape, no alternative.

The structures of the here and now must be broken,

even if peril lurks at every step — they must be broken.

Dead fish, too, can flow with the current of the river;

but to swim against it demands life, demands living, demands selflessness.

From here to elsewhere, from now to tomorrow —

there is no other way.

This is the way."
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Oblivion
The free pen — that once, with the gift of free love, flourishing homes, nights of

birth, and the phoenix of hope, had offered humanity a treasure —
now imprisoned in the dungeon of forgetting, sang sorrowful verses of withering:

"Now, powerless,
Yellowed the garden,
Old companions turned unkind,
The sky darkened,
Staggering, faltering,
My lineage vanished in smoke,
Count me among the fallen, thus."
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The Saving Angel

My saving angel is no myth,

etched upon the walls of my heart — perfect and radiant —

a definition both graspable and forever elusive,

a mystery cloaked in sweetness and fire,

yearning and bliss, presence and appearance, suffering and delight,

longing and pain, sickness and healing, mastery and wisdom, ascent and fall,

patience and restlessness, birthplace and altar,

continuity and change.

My saving angel — is my love.
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The Fall into the Lower Self

The true world is not one of deceit, seduction, destruction, disintegration, and
decay.

It is our present world that is in error.

We have slipped into the lower self — frail, disillusioned, discordant, regressive,
unaware of our true being — and in decline.

Our supreme desire has become the annihilation of the other, without rule, without
reason — granted only the opportunity — no matter what or who they may be.
Only reason must be cast out of the cycle — or worse, wielded as a tool for evil.
In the lower self, man thinks thus:

to think toward the destruction of reason,

to wage war against the meaning of meaning itself.

We have been diminished into the abyss of the lower self.
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Poverty

I have never feared poverty, nor have I ever mistaken it for a virtue.

My fear is of another kind of poverty:

The poverty of reason, the destitution of the mind, the decline of values, the
absence of meaning, the collapse of ethics, the reduction of human worth to
nothingness,

— the flight from the center of humanity,

— the departure from the sacred circle of human dignity.
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The Picture Frame

I look into the mirror.

There he stands before me — slightly disheveled, more worn and aged than he
ought to be at this stage of life.

I glance aside at the framed photograph on the wall — calm, vibrant, and, in one
word: young, bold, and fearless.

In the play of reflections between the mirror and the photograph, something
presses heavily upon my heart.

A strange feeling.

I search for the passage of time, from past to present, between the mirror and the
frame.

And what is the outcome?

Though the same body holds both images, the mirror resembles the cracked pillars
of an old collapsing house, while the framed photograph beams with the polished
charm of an advertisement in the classified pages.

Even the clothes — in mirror and photo — are as autumn to spring: one faded
yellow, the other fresh, lush green.

Again | peer — one eye on the mirror, the other on the photo.

Hollow eyes, countless wrinkles layered over each other, a darkened skin, and,
alas, those forsaken front teeth, lost to the poverty that sent them as sacrificial
offerings to the altars of wealthy dentists.

The glasses, too: bifocals — upper for distance, lower for near.

I could never afford lenses or laser surgery.

Yet the photograph, nailed proudly to the wall, still beams: steady frame, gleaming
eyes, untouched by wrinkles, that dreamy smile which once fueled the fervor of my
heart long before these new encounters with the mirror.

Now the mirror has become my constant companion through long hours and
endless days.

I have long ceased to gaze at the photograph; for each glance at it squeezes my
heart with a mysterious force.

I feel it clearly:
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Perhaps soon I will find a new home for it — a basement, a storeroom, or the
far-left wardrobe in the bedroom, opened once a year for spring cleaning and
forgotten the rest of the time.

But what shall I do with the mirror?

It stands before me at every moment, a ruthless messenger delivering parcels of
light whispering:

"Not much time remains..."

In the beginning, I did not take these messages seriously.

After a good shower, a close shave, some aftershave and cologne, I would even
send my own "silence" signals back to it.

But now —

The mirror’s signals have grown stronger, and my responses have weakened.

I no longer have even the strength to resist.

This time, I stare at the mirror, unwavering.
Eye to eye.
As though a duel is underway.
I ask:
"What do you want?"
And again comes a parcel, a single phrase:
"The end is nearer than ever."”
And from the depth of its gaze, | know — this time, it speaks the truth.
I never realized how close the destination truly is.

No longer do I intend to banish the photograph to the forgotten dark.
I sense that one day, perhaps soon, it will accompany me into the deepest
darkness, to my very end.

Again, I glance at the mirror.

Yet this time it is no mere glance — it is an invocation of memory.

I recall the days when this very mirror heralded the end of waiting, mirrored my
youthful street wanderings in pursuit of heart and affection, when beams of light
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carried the message:
"I am the center of the universe."

I recall now the wisdom of the three old men — schoolyard friends from long ago
— who in their late years would exile themselves to the streets at dusk, seeking the
younger versions of themselves in us, hoping to keep their lost dreams alive
through our images.

They would return home at night, drifting into sleep buoyed by memories of their
own boyhood mischiefs, sometimes playing a short filmstrip from a dusty archive
of decades past.

I never asked them:

When they glimpsed the dreams of the past in the present, were they mirrors or
photographs?

Though they say dreams obey no formulas and recognize neither time nor place, I
have always doubted — a doubt perhaps foolish, but mine nonetheless.

These days, I steal furtive glances at the mirror, sensing deep down that "the time
to depart" has come.

A cold terror sometimes steals my gaze from my own reflection; a sweat of fear
seeps quietly from my being.

The signals grow faster, more urgent, bearing a new warning:
"Are you ready? We must go."

Suddenly, I remember those three old schoolyard companions, their counsel, and
those precious words about seizing today and how quickly it becomes too late —
words for which I have never found an equal.

It seems that my mind has become too full of memories.

Once again, the signals repeat, this time with a final, unyielding message:
"Did I not tell you the time has come?"

And I — regretful, lost in sorrow for the days of "I could have, but did not" —
remember how quickly I would flip through the calendar to reach payday,
sometimes mischievously reading the 25th as the 29th, chasing after the red
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holidays, sometimes even tearing away a week or moving the clock forward to
cheat time.

Suddenly, I turn coldly toward the photograph — after all, it is meant to escort me
to the darkest point of life.

This time, the message comes short, sharp, perhaps even commanding:
"Times up."

I look into the mirror one last time.

Suddenly, memories flood back:

Was this not the same mirror that once arrived before me at every joyous occasion
— wedding, first days of work, every significant milestone?

Now, it stands at the head of the solemn caravan that shall lead me to the cemetery
of life.

It is over.

Time stands still.

And I — eager, willing — ask the mirror for permission to enter.
The mirror opens along a narrow, endless corridor.

And I —

disappear into myself,

vanish within myself,

lose myself forever.
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Burning the rule

I have become so replete with myself, so brimming with my own being, that within
me, the sense of affirmation surges, making me believe that every right is
inherently mine to claim.

This swelling of self-importance, after all these years, has finally seated me at the
heart of dreams — dreams that once, in the dark nights of hope, tied the
helplessness of my oppression to the dawn of my plaintive cries.

But is it true?

Or merely the taint of self-glorification, an escape from my truer self?

I do not know — yet there is a sign within me:

This grandiose yearning, this sovereign pride, has bestowed upon me a vast
ambition, stretching from myself to my surroundings, farther still, to those distant
places, and even to this green-and-blue sphere we call Earth.

The defiance against what they name "law" has long stirred warnings and dread
within me — warnings whispered by the ever-tilting scale and the ever-sharp
sword — but no more.

Now, the logic I have forged, pure and dazzling, nurtures rebellion, disobedience,
destruction: I am nurturing the slaying of law.

I, drunk on the essence of myself, now stand face-to-face against law, seeking my
highest perfection in the death of that fiend — that hideous hag wielding a
corroded scale and a merciless blade.

My dream is painted in vivid colors: a canvas where the law's last gasping breath
will unfold before my very eyes and beneath my very feet.

I, overflowing with myself, see in the contempt of that most wretched word — law
— the true measure of my might.

For when, masked in deceit, it seeks to transform me into a feeble puppet through
the foolish interpretations of red-and-black jesters, sending me into the venomous
dungeons of false meaning — I will resist.

Now, I possess a value greater than law itself.
I, filled with the intoxication of my being, feel the surging affirmation that every
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right is mine, that [ may claim them boldly without guilt.

The desire for greatness, the boiling over of the self, spills forth this secret force: 1
will drag the law to the altar of sacrifice.

I will spill this universal stench in the name of truth.

So completely have I become filled with myself — so fervently do I affirm my
own being — that no law, no restraint, no falsehood can bind me now.
Within me roars the sacred certainty: every right is mine.
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The Butchers of Mankind

You lie — in every tongue, with every word.

All that you utter is falsehood, all that you possess is stolen.

Your very souls are steeped in deceit.

Upon the heights of religion, you have hoisted banners of lies.

You tear, you devour, you chew, you ruminate.

You are not the stewards of God's faith — you worship the festering bile of your
own corrupted spirits.

You yourselves are hell incarnate.

And now, finding no more lands to burn, you have turned upon one another.

I laugh — a roaring laughter from the depths of my being — as I watch you drag
each other through the mire.

In the simple lessons of my childhood’s history classes, I learned:
You will choke, you will suffocate, you will fall, and you will vanish,
O butchers of mankind!

Already, the first notes of freedom's anthem rise in this land.
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Our Cage

The writings upon the doors and walls of the city have now become my cage —
darkness and stillness, stillness and darkness, stillness upon stillness, darkness
upon darkness.

ok

Once, in the rush of days gone by, they bore tidings of a future entwined with the
embrace of the wind. They spoke of haste, of moving and never pausing, in search
of an unknown truth — of earth and sky, good and evil, reason and love, body and
soul, death and life, ugliness and beauty, despair and hope, mind and spirit, light
and shadow, speech and silence, self within self, the self folding into itself — ever
rushing, ever seeking that unknown truth.

But now — a slumberous marsh, a stagnant mire of words, pure no more, tainted
by the marketplace, by trade and sale, barren of doves, gardens, and fruits, and
only the void clings to the city’s walls and doors.

Now, death wrestles at the threshold. Death, born of thought, word, and deed, calls
forth the revealed truth in a countdown to its end.

Death now sits upon the threshold — brooking not even a fragment of truth, not
even the faintest whisper.

Alas! The writings upon the doors and walls of the city have now become my
cage, your cage, our cage.
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Would That a Fierce Wind

Dangling from a branch, yellowed and withered, with a venomous worm gnawing
within,

my fear has bound me to the branch.

Would that a fierce wind would rise, so I might entrust my death to it.

How beautiful it i1s — to die in the very moment of passing!

deskoskook

Dangling from a branch, yellowed and withered, with a venomous worm within,
would that a fierce wind, would that a fierce wind...
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Hyena

"O you who have suckled at the black breast of the demon,"

(4 verse from Rumi)
Hyena! So at last you have come?

You have left all waiting at the door, while you yourself have leapt onto the

rooftop.

You have shattered the bowls of the oppressed,
Stolen the rug from beneath the sleeping,

Sunk your fangs into the travelers of liberation.
From the darkness of your being,

you have muddied the clay and water of this forsaken land.
Broad daylight is tainted by the shadow of your darkness;

you have lulled all into a deceitful slumber.
Kneaded from corruption!

Murderer of blooms in the garden!

Hanger of death’s rope!

Look well and listen well to what you read,
read it with care:

For now that you have reached this state,

you have torn, you have deceived, you have bitten.

Yet know this:

the iron you forged shall one day soften,

and in the morrow to come, you shall clearly see:
from the black death of your own undoing,

every particle shall rise, shining like the sun
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Childlike

I beseech you — by your very own selves — pause for a moment, reflect, and
only then answer:

If the true visage of humankind were to change, not with the passing of time, but
according to wisdom, understanding, and perception — would it evolve, would it
ascend, or whatever else you may call it?

Would not the world of these self-proclaimed great beings be naught but a vast
nursery?

Think for a moment:

Would it not be merely a nursery — with round little masks, delicate voices,
freckled faces, childish whining, and infantile games, etched upon the walls of that
nursery?

How many grand claims have become woven into our very flesh!

How many boasts have been stamped upon us!
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The Passing

A passage upon a passage, crossing through a crossing — fleeting and fleeing —
Was there ever an escape?

Passing, crossing, and setting aside;

Flight, transition, and evasion;

Evasion and passage and flight —

Transient within the crossing,

Laid down within the crossing,

Laid down within the crossing...
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Escape

A droplet of the sun,

a fragment of the heart,

a tear ablaze,

a love unfolding leaf by leaf—

the vanishing of galaxies,

the withering of moon and stars,

the mind adrift upon a wandering road,
the restless striving of a wayward soul,
the harvest of autumn’s snare,

the death of flowers in the garden,

the gardener's grief shattering in his throat,
and pride — scattering, suddenly.

Now, in the crush of darkness,

hope stirs to rise from within;

yet in the sorrow of the world, alas,

the pen falters within its cradle of words,
and once more,

chasing after itself,

flees from its own being
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True Discourse

The necessity of an action born of discourse itself: resisting the daily spectacle of
its seemingly official mimicry, confronting the vast machinery of deceit, the
manufacture of naivety, the mass-targeting of signs, and the cultivation of decay.
The necessity of creating a unique discourse, of forging a multivalent harmony.

deskkook

Why is it that the essential point, the heart of the matter, always seems to elude
us—or perhaps more truthfully, why do we persist in fleeing from it?

Is it rupture? Fragmentation? A fractured mode of thought? A splintered gaze? Or
perhaps a measure of each?

Perhaps it is the desperate drive to adapt at any cost, or the frantic imitation of
others rather than rewriting, rethinking, and recreating ourselves?

Or perhaps it is the numbness and submission born of fear and cowardice?

deskskook

This time, perhaps, from a different kind of substance—Ilifting a veil, shattering a
secret, becoming a warrior of light—

the path to our own selves might finally unfold.

A barrier must be torn down: the fear of rethinking, re-seeing, re-reading, and
re-writing oneself.

Breaking a secret, too, might reveal another perhaps: a true discourse, a discourse
of truth, and the price of truth—a word named freedom
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Sin

I was a lover — my sin, mere madness:

To walk the path of life with you,
To strive for the realm of eternity.

Alas — it was not to be.
Forgive my sin
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The Guilty One

How can I free the guilty soul within me?

I have fallen into the snare of negativity—
trapped within the limitless confines,

the endless infinities, the unceasing endlessnesses.

The guilt within me has torn my being apart.

I do not know—

perhaps it is my very existence that is guilty,

hiding behind a face that pleads innocence,

even before myself,

even in the mirror, where it feigns a blameless facade.

Aeokkook

Now, breaking this mirror is no longer a sin.
It too, like a comb, slips through the strands of my hair,

all the while pretending to believe in my innocence...

dekokoek

I shatter the mirror,

I shatter myself,

I crush my own being—

so that not merely the guilt of my being,
but the very being of my guilt,

may be purged from me.

I have fallen deep into the traps of negativity,
and the endless weaving of despair
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The Moment

We surrender ourselves to the moment, in a restless search for escape—
We surrender ourselves to the moment to forget ourselves:

our desires, our chains, our endurance,

to forget love.

We surrender ourselves to the fleeting:

to lust, to folly, to withdrawal,

to fleeing from the self,

to bearing the burden of these heavy chains—

for...?
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Lupus

Encamped behind ignorance, seeking a deceitful escape from the self—failure,
perhaps lies, pretense, or self-destruction—

then the steps recede, miles upon miles away, into hesitation, doubt, uncertainty,
guilt,

in the quiet solitude of questioning the self:

to stand still, to remain, or to leave?!

To stay seated, or to rise?!

To wish, to rise again, to search anew for the self, deliberately lost,

the soul wandering, adrift, a little more just, but broken-hearted.

sekokoek

I and We — always striving to join the land of the free,
the land of those who are masters of their own destiny,
those with language and anthem, law and flag,
those who rule sovereign over their fate,
seeking, too, the endless image of pleasure—

But we, too, bound by the nature of ceaseless struggle, are forever trapped between
battle and flight,

flight and surrender,

sometimes even descending into the formal beggary called the "art of politics,"
searching for the meaning of existence in an elusive identity,

and finding none—

losing even the rhyme of our own existence.

As far back as I can remember, as far back as we can recall,

we have hidden the meaninglessness and barrenness of our being

behind the black veil of ignorance,

not within ourselves, but in that "other" —

now long dead —

a corpse with a deathly yellowed image plastered upon the dark wall of our
self-deceptive history,
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lest we relinquish the fragile crystalline plaque:
"The Greatest Stateless Nation in All of History."

Oh, the blood that has wept from our eyes,

wrought from the self-deception we ourselves have crafted —
this surrender to chronic servitude,

this surrender to chronic servitude...

deskoskook

The pain of I and We might not have seemed incurable—
simple, perhaps, yet severe,

possible, yet impossible,

visible to the eye, yet ever distant on the horizon.

Our affliction was no longer those professional microbes,

those scorpion-marked, lion-emblazoned, moon-bannered, star-printed, and
sun-scattered icons—

no;

they were dead-born from the start.

We ourselves chose the pale signs of fear, the sweat of cowardice, the trembling of
bloodless veins.

We ourselves, by our own will, placed their shackles around our necks.

Yes, indeed!

Our pain—the pain of / and the collective I's—

is none other than the futile flight from the self,

the projection onto the dead other,

those lions of banners,

those assaults carried only by the gusts of wind,

those banners we raised proudly, shouting, "Betray yourself, if it means you’ll live
another day!"

only to find ourselves, little by little, consumed by the fever of disillusionment,
shivering at the fear of death,

and then rejecting all bonds,
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only to mass-produce collective selves,
assembling "we" from shattered "others,"
and labeling them "our own,"

how satisfied and content we were...

ok

And now, behold this strange creation:
HLupusﬂ _
the deadly disease of encamping behind ignorance.

Now, behold:

we are afflicted with Lupus —

the affliction of ignorance and feigned ignorance,

the path barred to meaningful existence, to fruitful being,
to learning, and thus to liberation—

now closed, until further notice,

perhaps closed forever.

(Lupus. an autoimmune disease that leads the body to destroy itself, eventually
resulting in the death of the patient.)

(The original poetic line belongs to the late Jalal Al-e Ahmad: "All are lions, yet
lions of banners, their assault fueled only by wind.")
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Mother

[ am certain that God created Mother before He conceived of love — with a
fiercer longing, a purer feeling beyond mere affection, fashioned from a realm even
loftier than love itself.

Perhaps it was then that God, for the first time, envied mankind; mourned the
absence of a mother, yet bore it silently. And so, with arms wide open in an exalted
sway, He summoned forth the most sacred of all words — Mother.

In the feverish ecstasy of creation, God, drawing from the boundless well of
maternal grace, then birthed love itself — a love fashioned from the essence of a
mother’s soul. He breathed into humanity a spirit of "becoming," a sculpture of
love, a simple utterance of "I love you," to manifest the uncontainable surge of His
affection.

Thus it was that humankind came to understand: in the yearning for love, there
exists no truth more profound than Mother.
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The Eternal Spiral of Power

Successive shifts within the game of discourse seek but one aim: to overcome
differentiation within the social fabric, glancing at the notion of particularity —
and perhaps even transcending it towards singularity.

Ultimately, the analysis of this game and its outcome reveals the law of
domination’s gearwheel — a mechanism striving to legitimize the ever-expanding
reach of domination.

deskoskosk

Through the succession of interpretations, hermeneutics, and summaries, the
objective shifts: first to overcome differentiation, then to legitimize domination,
uncovering at last a dreadful secret —

The system of law, as a mere function of power, relentlessly reshapes itself anew:
From conscienceless guides to the unconscionable moralists;

From truth-bearers of difference to difference-bearers of truths;

From the prohibition of actions to the enforcement of prohibitions;

From the imposition of constraint to the constraint of imposition;

From the theory of suppression to the suppression of theories;

From compelled movements to the compulsion of movement itself —

Until, at last, all submit to an endless whirling cycle,

From two objectives to two destinies: surrendering or being surrendered.

Thus humanity succumbs to the dizzying revolution of motion within the eternal
spiral of power
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The Fighter

The body you buried in the soil shall sprout, shall blossom, shall bear fruit —
and its harvest shall grant the sweet taste of freedom to the comrades who endure.
You do not believe it?

You shall see.

Soon — very soon — you shall see.
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Imprisoned

I seek refuge in the treasury of words; to give voice to thought demands language,
yet my mind is steeped in despair and disillusionment—filled with regret, sorrow,
and affliction. Images, mere shadows of words, are cold and lifeless, summoning
me ever closer to the void.

For some time now, even the word "death" occasionally peers in, lingering silently
before retreating. Futility, in its purest form, now presses heavily upon my
thoughts.

Once again, I flee to the lexicon for solace. But is this treasury a book of affliction
or a pharmacopeia? I do not know.

I seem to be a captive of a fate which, despite its long and elaborate history, has
failed to target futility—rather, it is futility that has taken aim at it, making me the
executor of this vain agitation.

Is this futility a choice born of free will, an attempt to avoid the trap of vanity? Or
is it a compulsion masquerading as choice, to bear a burden as vast as life itself?

Once more, I turn to the treasury of words. Yet this time, death is no longer
content with mere glances; it stands nearby, fixing its eager gaze upon mine. It
comes and goes, and with each visitation, it quietly pours a deeper sense of loss
into my being.

Perhaps this is the dream—uninterpreted yet inevitable—that will finally unfold,
revealing the canvas of white and gray before me.

Now, I find myself imprisoned in the unreality of my own existence.
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Stupefied

He was drained, lifeless, powerless.

Never had I seen him thus. Until dusk, he kept downing shot after shot—or no, it
was the shots that drank him.

Stupefied, unconscious, severed from all that once tethered him.

Even the thought of the rose garden had turned into a hell for him.

Caught between two rosebushes:

one once crimson, now fading into yellow,

the other still red, yet forbidden.

He had long been preyed upon; perhaps, in truth, he had not wholly resisted being
captured—but he never knew what agony it would bring.

I do not know.

I do not wish to know.

Or is it that I do not wish to say?

I do not know.

Yet perhaps—perhaps now, the end draws near for him.

For him, even caresses now reek of damnation.

He has surrendered himself to the butchery of two rosebushes.
What has transpired has no true ending—

and yet, now, perhaps everything is nearing its end.
Everything...
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In this scorching summer, a cold wind blows,
and I, too—crippled, powerless—

gaze helplessly upon his stupor,

seeking refuge in the solitude of weeping.
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The Stages of Love

The understanding of the stages of love and its influence is the key to
understanding humanity. The phases of loving unfold from "objectivity" to
"lovility"—from behavior to thought—manifesting in the following forms:

1. Cautious

2. Deceptive

3. Union

4. Obsessive (in a collective manner)

5. Permanent Form Stabilization—this final stage is the manifestation and
symbol of love's perfection
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Masculinity

Last night, in a moment of clarification, driven by the desire for discovery, your
voice momentarily swept me away: poverty and addiction...

You apologized to the women: ...prostitution...

I know that voice was not yours, but a voice arising from the heart of thousands of
years of patriarchy, male dominance, and godly masculinity.

I do not know what to say.

Now, with a disruptive pause from the decrepit throat of this centuries-old divine
patriarchy, having passed through all my own twists and turns, I apologize for this
so-called masculinity.
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Meaning

The ascent from word to meaning — a discovery that has forever been the ideal of
humanity —

In preparation for this ascent, though fear stirs within me, I gently ask myself:

Is there a cure for this weary pen, a remedy that might enable it to rise from word
to meaning?

To see, to hear, to perceive, to choose, to elect — and at last, to arrive:

this alone is the solitary path from word to meaning.
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I take steps toward meaning.

Often, words are uttered and turn into boasts,

while meanings remain elusive, unattainable.

They say that hearts often break by the words left unspoken;

but are not thoughts shattered too —

by meanings that, unable to descend, remain forever beyond comprehension?

Now, perhaps more than at any other time,
the world stands in desperate need of the ascent from word to meaning.
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The Meaning of Man

I, the creator-self, the desirer, the valuer — I long to will the very act of willing.
I, the creator-self, seek a new pride;

I yearn to bear the burden of my existence freely,

to learn a new will — and to teach a new willing.

No longer shall I flee from helplessness.

No longer shall I surrender my destiny to the heavens and the stars.

No more shall I bury my head in the sands of celestial and imagined beings.
I shall no longer wander blindly, nor crawl toward a promised heavenly bliss.

Instead, I shall forge a nobler body for my thoughts,
stamp a seal of denial upon ancient delusions,
and cease to preach of any afterlife.

From now unto infinity,

my words shall speak of the meaning of man,
and of the most beautiful virtues:

Good Thoughts, Good Words, and Good Deeds
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The Station of Love

In the station of love? Rest and restlessness? Ascent and descent? Shore and
boundlessness? Defilement and purification? Rising and falling? Blossom and
wither? Manifestation and concealment? Phoenix and firewood? Heedlessness and
awareness? Sweetness and bitterness? Denial and affirmation? Fellowship and
misguidance? Advance and retreat? Despair and hope? Submission and rebellion?
Endurance and annihilation? The surrounding and the encompassed? Generosity
and jealousy?

And... ?

Truth and...?

sekokoek

Amidst this bewilderment of love,

the lover, surrendered upon the path of love,

seeks the preservation of his being

through striving toward the everlasting —

expanding from ruin into the vast beauty of the Beloved's presence.

From the vantage of the longing gaze,

I behold the unfolding vision of the Friend.

By the oath of Love itself, by Being and Appearance and Existence,
all that is — in this path of no return —

entirely, utterly, is from Him.
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Forbidden

The hoopoe of Solomon — love, bound and captive,
The Simurgh of Truth — lost and astray,

The nightingale — lamenting for the truth,

Far from the nest, exiled, abandoned.

Oh, what wonder! Oh, what sorrow!

Alas and woe!

Weeping, lamenting, crying out in despair.

kokock

Hearts lie dead,

Hopes frozen still,

Eyes sealed shut,

Sight stricken with blindness,

Ears tainted with the disease of deafness,
Tongues silenced in their caves,

Lips sewn with needle and thread,

Pens weary, dulled, shattered.

Oh, what wonder! Oh, what sorrow!
Weeping, lamenting, crying out in despair.

deskkook

Driven from eternal dignity into endless disgrace,
Turning away from immortal honor,

Casting their gaze toward infinite humiliation.
Man?

This creature of eternity?

A fleeting passage of life,

A flight from meaning,

Weariness, escape...

Passing, fleeing, loathing...

seskoskosk
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Behold!
In this land, the expression of meaning is forbidden;
Expression itself — hush! Silence!
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Supplication

O Lord!

The compasses once pointing to Your Kaaba,

The guides once leading to Your sacred sanctuary,

Some are now tarnished with rust,

Many are gilded with false gold,

And some — I do not know — have turned their faces away from the true Qibla.

O Creator!

The very compasses meant to point to You,

The very guides meant to show Your Kaaba,

Each now fashions a god for himself,

Neglecting me — a bewildered, needy, and helpless soul at Your threshold —
Amusing themselves with the i1dols their own hands have crafted.

deskskook

O Divine One!

Reveal to me a heart as a true compass —

Unstained by rust,

Swept clean of dust,

Pure and radiant —

So that I may find within it a path

To seek Your singular truth,

To rise toward You,

Freed from the fetters of direction, orientation, ritual, color, and form.

O Lord of all remedy!
Grant me Your aid;
O Solver of all, lend me Your support.
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Supplication

With delicate wings,

I trace with ink and flame,

Inscribing blackened scripts upon the fire itself.
I lay my body and soul upon the dust,

and scatter the spirit of my words into ash,
hoping — perhaps — that even from ruin,

the embrace of Love might arise.

Alas! Alas!

I strike the harp of Love with discordant hands,

and the instrument of disharmony I place,

in the breath of the Devil, to craft and coerce into false harmony.
Thus, I burn and smolder in my playing —
commanded by the decree:

"Build and play and burn, without thought —"
"Play the unstrung string as though it were tuned, "
"Build and play and burn — and do not think!"
"Call the flute of No to the melody of Yes, "

"Caress the false notes with delicate fingers!"

Unaware that without thought,

to build dissonance and to strike false chords

is to doom fortune to misfortune,

to trade blessing for warning,

until, at last, the heartless players are cast down in tumult,
and the true musicians rise.

Then they will seize the manmade instruments of discord,
and hurl them down —

to rebuild them in order and harmony,

to raise anew their music in rightful creation.

Thus, at the dusk of the West,
in the dawn of entrustment,
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with hearts humbled and tongues in prayer,
with eyes fixed on Your gate,

they will raise the call:

"Allahu Akbar!"

— declaring Your greatness —

"La ilaha illa Allah!"

— proclaiming Your oneness —

"Subhan Allah!"

— praising Your purity —
"Alhamdulillah!"

— offering thanks to Your majesty and worthiness of praise.

deokokook

The sandals of hypocrisy,

the robes of deceit,

the silken threads of trickery,

the patched cloak of pretense —

these are the tales of unlearning and of false making.
He who has no wings to soar this volcano of fire,
has no ascent;

and the fledgling ones, the delicate-winged,

shall find no Simurgh in the fields of deceit.

Thus was it decreed:

that the covenant of Love must be called "Arkania,"
and that the lust for empty poetry,

the lure of ornate colors —

the mirror of venom painted sweet —

must be shunned,

for this mirage is but "Markania,"

a poisoned draft, a snake's lair.
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Therefore we cry:
"Our Lord, let not our hearts deviate after You have guided us, and grant us mercy
from Yourself; surely You are the Bestower."

-"Arkania" is a Kurdish word meaning spring of fire and "Markania" means nest of
snakes.
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I

I have seen my past,

I have scented my future,

I do not know the now.
Perhaps—

I have wept life,

I have lived death,

I have become "being,"

I have evolved "becoming."

[ am sick of this "I".

G

\) aﬁ)a 6?‘4.1.n..~1)§ b 653.1) % c.‘\:\u& ce..'a\d =y \) U}‘S\ ‘?\DJ-'HJ'J U e\al&,ﬂ ce\od.p \J ?‘&K (e
‘(""&g)é" |y o ‘?\"M‘:" |y ‘?‘d‘:‘“‘:’)

(R R b

o 0 ) sa et 4 ala

328



You and 1

I turned to you in search of myself,

You turned to me to lose yourself.

You led me to see you in a noble light,

I led you to see me as noble too.

You spoke against your own knowledge,
I spoke against my own ignorance.

The union of you and [ —
is a seed of ruin,

even if this mistake

is gilded with gold.
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ITand 1

I and We?
Fixing our gaze upon eternity.

I and He?
Enduring the weight of duality.

I and You?
Seeking refuge in the depths of empathy.

Iand I?
Thinking, perceiving, and falling silent —
before a wavering mirror,
before an unreadable mirror
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Mummification

Condemned to return to myth,

in a desperate escape from the humiliation of the present.
Refusing to return to the deaf and blind world of today,
we embrace mummified thinking,

reactive gazes,

a life lived within the past.

We forge replicas of history,

lamenting, cursing,

and loathing a world

we are neither able to transcend

nor capable of inhabiting.

Our weaving of ghazals and fabrications
is of our own substance —
a mirror of our self-humiliation.

We are the embodiment of the death
of becoming.
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Conscious Unawareness

A conscious effort

to remain positive amidst constrained conditions,

an incapacity to acknowledge the existence of shadows —
a repressed collection of desires, emotions, tendencies —
and a disruption of inner knowing.

The unconscious?

Now, emotions, sentiments, thoughts, and inspiration
emerge within me,

striving to turn this incapacity into capability —

yet the shadows are far too powerful

to allow the repressed affections

to be banished from the depths of the unconscious.

Thus, I am compelled to accept the shadows —
and with them, the masks.

Who am 1?

A being denied?

A blueprint of proof?
Potentially aware,

yet in actuality unconscious?

Perhaps this alone I know well:

Now, within the shadow,

behind the mask,

in the deepest substratum of being —
whether conventional or unconventional —
I stand,

more willful than myself,

beyond the shadow, beyond the mask,

at the very heart of conscious unawareness
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Inevitability

A soul fleeing from itself,
caught in a circle of necessity.

How powerless the powerful truly are
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The Backgammon of Love

The entire night passed in wakefulness;
we sent sleep to rest with the excuse,
"Tonight, we shall not sleep till dawn."

ok

I define it with every name, and it brings me joy.
Our words, the games we play,

were only for one thing —

to uncover the veil of ambiguity.

Does he love me?

Do I love him?

In the end, the veil did not lift.

Perhaps it was made of shame,

or a game of cat and mouse,

or maybe...

But the bliss of loving and remaining silent
endured.

From the wakefulness of the day

to the sweet sleep of an unknown morning,

the Backgammon of love continued to roll the dice.

It felt as though we were both waiting for the lucky seven.
Lover and beloved,

each betting on the revelation of the other,

though there was no longer a trap,

we had both fallen into each other's snare.

I wish,
for this "trap," may there be no "return."
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The Role

Along the path of "self,"

exiled from "L,"

I cast "self" into the distance,

severed, emerging from the realm of the formless.

deskkook

A conflict ignites between "I" and "self."

the collision of a "role" with "self."

The manifestation of "I,"

the emergence of "self,"

appears vibrant in some places and faint in others.
Yet, the visage of the "role," the "I,"

is always brightly colored,

added and subtracted,

on a stage carefully prepared,

disregarding ethics,

to place "I" in a position unworthy of its true stature.

dekkoek

Now, after many pages turned
in the perpetual calendar of suffering,
I have conspired against "self"
within the vast current of endless temptation for meaning.
In the place of the promise,
I sit, awaiting "self."
I lie in ambush,
waiting for "self"
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To Appear

Words line up in my thoughts—one by one, unruly and disordered, tall and
short—cascading from the narrow channel of the pen’s ink-stained tip. They
descend onto the pale face of the page, seeking to shape the loftiest of notions into
expressions of behavior and conduct, thus giving crafted content to this written
form.

A mental image, the coloring of conformity, cognitive dissonance, social
perception, cultural myopia, real presence, imagined presence, implicit presence,
authentic presence, the collective psyche—these are but syndromes of a manifold
social affliction. Hand in hand, they conspire for the perpetual presence of social
influence within the individual: to alter beliefs, to conform them, and to dissolve
clarity in the tedium of everyday life, so that even the most vivid imaginings may
be stripped of essence and clothed in fabricated prose.

All that has been said is the seed of a persistent ache—a timeless affliction.

A question looms: why has "the other," through their deceit or our own naivety,
come to dominate us? And why, ensnared by that deception, have we—so
blindly—accepted subjugation as reasoned, necessary, and familiar, as if it were a
noble tradition?

Now, in an act of inward simplification, we generalize this to a society pliant in the
face of domination. We derive limits, take derivatives, and integrate this unknown
variable, then set it to zero—so that from the very beginning, our non-existence
may be attributed to Newtonian formulas. In the end, the debasement of a
submissive behavior, and even centuries of surrender, is traced to instinct—seeking
comfort in the simplest of statements: "We have always been thus, and still are.”
Thus we indict history itself as a co-conspirator in the vile distortion and cowardice
of our truth.

Now, by design, we have suspended the very foundations of value. In a superficial
psychology, we chase a culture of projection and justification—seeking false truths
from unworthy origins, unaware that the path to deeper understanding lies in
fundamental inquiry. In its pursuit: order, cohesion, the testing of thought, the
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linking of variables, and the search for causality—all are needed to break free from
mundane realism and approach an unshackled truth.

To turn away from stereotypical thinking, to overcome disjointed insight, to reject
conditioned responses and instead cultivate agency—this is the fight against
imposed beliefs. It is the preservation of self-worth, that deeply personal appraisal
of one’s own unique traits, asking: Who am I? How shall I evaluate myself? How
shall I present myself to others? In describing self-concept, self-esteem, and
self-presentation—we strive to become the very reflection the world has, for
centuries, carried of us in its mind. To elevate self-perception to a station where we
are architects of norms and values born within us, our society, and most
importantly, within the very institution of thought and action. Harmonious, aligned,
and sovereign, in pursuit of our truth and our identity
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May You Be Drenched in the Light of Death

How grandly you beat the drum,

how shamelessly you shower light,

how brazenly you scatter colors—

celebrating the grandeur of your death-born anniversary,

a spectacle of death, prison, torture, torment, chains, addiction, poverty,
prostitution, oppression.

You rain brilliance upon the bleeding heart of a nation—
and call it pride?

Today, a people—adrift in the vast ocean of the world—
are captive to your claws,

awaiting the sentence of death,

fearing the executioner.

Yes—yes, you have every right!

Beat your drums,

rain your lights,

scatter your colors over this disgrace.

But know this:
Shame is not cleansed with color—
only with the inferno born of your hellish core.

So go ahead:
Beat and scatter and rain down.
May you be drenched in the light of your own death.

Though you parade in pomp and splendor,

though you cast your carnival of lies across the night,
something within me cries out:

this is the true light of death—

the beginning of the promised end.
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An end to tyranny, to cells and torture, to chains and nooses,
to execution and firing squads.

Something inside me roars:

One day,

the epic of fate shall be written again
from this land laid to death—

and the empire of liberation shall rise.

Then I, and we,

you and we,

we and we—

shall gather round the fire that burns the dark,
dancing for the day of great freedom.

And we shall smile—
at your disgrace,
your lights,
your drums.

Beat your drums,

scatter your paints,

rain down your brilliance—

may you be drenched in the light of death.

Written in reference to the annual celebration of the Iranian Revolution.
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Prayer

I sing,

and I chant,

and I laugh,

and I weep,

and [ whisper—

This is how I pray to God.
This 1s how I bow before the Divine.

)

“Thus spoke Zarathustra.’
“Thus spoke Zarathustra.”

Inspired by the great Nietzsche.
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Non-Being

What a strange and wondrous moment it is—
when we are asked to speak the truth about ourselves.

The most ill-timed moment to extract a confession:

to confront the self-awareness of conscience,

to squirm pathetically in an effort to render ourselves acceptable,
to taste the shame and revulsion

of a vile nature we seek to mask with illusion.

The self—

that if dragged out from its hiding place,

would expose the swampy roots of our so-called morality
in the cesspool of a corrupted essence—

this un-self of the self.

And so it s

that we justify our unjustifiable selves
in a thousand verbose tongues,

to appear as what we are not,

to be what we are not
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The Second Half

From which star did we fall to Earth,
that in the second half of fate,

we would seek refuge in one another?
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To Forsake Yourself Is to Invite Danger

The savagery of ten millennia
1s compressed within your nature.

The ignorance of countless ages
1s accumulated in your being.

The will to dominate of centuries
1s stirred in your thought.

The lust for superiority of decades
1s etched into your mind.

The bewilderment of years
1S assumed in your memory.

The rulership of passing days
commands your soul.

Now—
hours, minutes, and seconds
render your meaninglessness,
unjustifiable.
Your history is now your past.

To inherit you
is now to inherit danger.
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Union

My chest is filled with patience,

not with one soul, but with the passing of a hundred thousand souls.

I have reached the highest peak of love,
just one step away,

only one step,

from the moment of meeting, of union.

But I am afraid.

For which love? Which lover?

Who has been able to rest,

without heart, without anxiety, without hope,
without the nights of waiting,

in the homeland of the beloved?

No, no, no,

the true lover would rather travel a thousand years,
forever,

than take that one step.

I will not go.

The hope of meeting, the wait, the anxiety, the hope—
is sweeter than union itself.
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The duty-driven activism

A yearning for a coming future,

an indescribable passion for a goal,

a transcendental value for permanence—

without regard for success or failure, victory or defeat—
and the inspiration of a strategy to reach the goal.

deskskook

They say the world creates an alternative for every action,
and now, with a different logic,

unconcerned with victory or defeat,

I move toward the goal,

having set aside reactive tendencies

in the game of aim.

deskskook

Now, free from success or failure, victory or defeat,
love and energy,
or rather, I have chosen the force of love,
and condemned myself to follow a specific philosophy,
in pursuit of a forthcoming future,
chasing that indescribable end,
I have chosen the duty-driven activism of the self.
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Come what may

Sitting like Buddha,

I gaze into the horizon,

am [ a stranger, or one with myself?

Drowned in the chains I have created,

filled with irreconcilable contradictions,

caught in imaginary dead ends,

it seems | have become a prisoner of my own ignorance.
Now, the only way to understand

is through the logic of madness.

sekokoek

A lifetime spent trying to memorize myself,

traversing the length, width, and depth of life,

the destination was the thought,

I abandoned the origin.

Instead of rowing, I learned to steer,

for many years, with the phrase:

“Human awareness will drive him from the paradise of fools,"
despite the pain, I bought the awakening with my soul

and hammered myself toward the future.

In the pursuit of unity,

in the effort to synergize,

I repeatedly surgically altered the birth certificate of my thoughts,
in the hope of a promised future.

I accepted the present state to discover the way to rise.

To bring my beliefs to fruition,

I even put my sweetest moments of life up for auction.

Again and again, madly,

I listened to the unborn future,

and from their lips, I spoke words unspoken,

to transform the essence of existence,
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I learned, read, and memorized the roadmap,

not once, but thousands of times.

From others, in the cunning marketplace of words,
I received the badge of courage, valor, and honor,
and in search of healing,

I chose the incurable pain.

deskskook

Now I must choose:

nothing about everything, or everything about nothing—
what a wondrous irony!

A lifetime spent striving to engage with nothing?

Now, in this planned extinction,

I do not know whether I am at the beginning of the end or the end of the
beginning.

One says neither this nor that,

another calls out: both this and that.

And in between,

existence constantly calls out:

"Hey! Tell me, what are you?

Where are you coming from, and where are you going?"

deskskock

Still, I don’t know what life wants from me.
Whatever it wants, I accept,

but did it ask to take?

Alas! Even my fingers are broken

to rise one in longing to my lips,

forced to replace the sweet lie with the bitter truth.
Yes, though I haven’t graduated from life,

at least I won’t be archived, or worse, lost to time.
From today until my last breath,

in the game of compensation, as the old saying goes:
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I’ll eat my own yogurt,*
I’ll grind my own dried Kashk,*

I’ll riding my own donkey,*
and I do things my own way, no matter what—
what does it matter?

deskkook

Now I feel I have calmed down,

and for the reconstruction of this collapse,

on the endless roads,

whether at the beginning of the end or the end of the beginning,
unconcerned with what I did or what happened,
I silently scream:

"We didn’t want it,

to hell with that nowhere land,

where is this ‘non-existence’ anyway?"

I am forced to say:

Come what may

*A colloquial metaphor for “I mind my own Business”
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Delirium

I am hurt by myself,

lost within myself. I come and go, but suddenly, I vanish from myself,
without reason and without result,

a shadow of myself, entangled, a mirage, visible from afar,

but invisible, a faint aura.

Tell me, where has that vibrant mass of not-so-distant days gone?
Where did my existence go? How did it vanish?
Is this a game with reality, or a game I play with reality?

dekokoek

My destiny, in this retreat, is emptier than I ever thought,

than I ever felt, and I would make them watch the reality unfold in the realm of
truth.

My voice is tired, my mind is cold,

and that once vibrant mass has now lost its color,

drained and diluted. It seems that the members of the world,

each poured a fragment of colorlessness, weariness, and fragility into my being.

Now I know why and who,

they who accepted the wound of death,
knowingly embraced madness,

and invited love to the banquet of the heart,
to knowingly enchant themselves.

seskoskosk

I must loosen all chains to escape myself,

the self that has vanished, disappeared,
misty, mirage-like, ghostly, a faint aura.

But can it be done?

In this delirium, once again,

the self returns me to the deadlock of myself.
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The wretched doll of degradation

Saturday, pride
Sunday, envy
Monday, wrath
Tuesday, greed
Wednesday, laziness
Thursday, lust
Friday, gluttony

Seven days,

Seven deadly sins,

A human comedy,

The monotony of everyday life,

Gradual, forced wounds,

A departure from humanity,

Expulsion from the office of existence,

And now, mankind, the wretched doll of degradation
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All or Nothing

All or nothing,

The law of prohibition,

Purification within,

Reconciliation with the outside,

Suppressing perspectives from multiple angles,
Discrediting the molds,

Transcending fragmented views,

Saying no to the will of multi-power techniques,

And laying the foundation for an immense mechanism,
The production of a singular institution of power,
Reducing and eliminating undesirable elements,
Formulating the truth,

Towards a stringent choice,

Blocking the distribution and accumulation of "one" in power and will,
The accumulation of "one" in power and will
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Identity

A prisoner of fabricated identities,

In a self-constructed prison,

Hanging from oneself,

Fleeing from the self,

Towards an end that has been written for us,

The key, the prison, the hands, the ability to open, the desire to open, and the
inability to do so—everything in one,

Habit, yet still, submission, shackled, piece by piece...

dekokoek

A prisoner of fabricated identities,

In a self-constructed prison,

Hanging from oneself,

Forever in flight,

Chasing a fate that is "unconscious," written for us,

"Head," "foot," "path," fate and footnotes, "death certificate,"
The script, "Identity Killers,"

The screenplay, " Fake Identity,"

The scene, "Self-constructed Prison,"

The shot, "Self-chosen Cage"
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No Meaning

Pretending to be deceived after despair, instead of blaming another, and then, no
meaning!!!

What a paradoxical fate!

What a paradoxical fate!?
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The One and Only Sovereign

In the boundless first expanse, truth is hidden in its ultimate form,
The purest channel of existence, its sacred essence the prime mover,
In the jewel of meaning, the boundless sea,

Its melodies an inspiration from the anthem of the heavens,

The universe, being and appearance, its interpretation,

Its greatness has neither beginning nor end,

Humanity, ever in search of union,

The intoxicated souls, captivated by its sovereign intoxication,
In the realm of meaning, transcending from soul to the Beloved,
The flow is an eternal bounty, certainty,

Always was and shall be, until humanity becomes eternal,
Love, this sole sovereign,

Love, this unparalleled ruler of time
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Circumcision of Thought

The limiting fields must be burned,

Logic and wisdom must be dissected,

The considerations of expediency must be abandoned...

Freedom has never been grasped by the "metric system,"
Pessimism, vanity, envy, and distortion leave no path,

All or nothing is the supreme law,

Indifference and the yearning for relief must be buried in the battlefield of life,
No path remains,

The danger of staying in the bud is always greater than blooming,
No path remains,

"Blackness" must no longer be split with "white," but with "red,"
No path remains,

All or nothing is the supreme law.
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And Finally, The Alphabet of My Solitude:
Reality can be deceived or bypassed, but the Truth, Never.
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*What lies within these pages are echoes of solitude—reflections drawn from a stretch of life
between 2006 and 2010. First written in Persian, they have now been translated into English with
the help of artificial intelligence tools, in hopes that their resonance may still be heard.

www.behzadkhoshhali.com

CONTACT: khoshhali.behzad(@gmail.com
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