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Introduction:’

Behind the beating of a blind heart, a love is born

that is blind and not insightful.

It confuses the life of its owner and obstructs his

path.

A lonely and frightening love in which you do not
know whether you want to be sad or happy. It does
not show any signs of seriousness or signs of mockery

and abuse.
A strange, mysterious and exciting love.
Welcome, my reader, to my bitter world.

Hello to my blind heart...
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Who will return the lost to his way?

You will see who will return the lost to his way.

A child who left his surroundings and is

floundering in the misery of life.
A young man who was eaten by human wolves.
He was disappointed in people.

He wishes for death and does not even know how

many years he has lived.
In fact, it was only moments.
Tell me how rose petals open after they wither.

And who will bring back?

The tree has its fallen leaves,
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and teach me how a person's heart can regain its
security after a huge amount of disappointment and

setbacks.
Please do not hold back on me
for I am in dire need of some advice and guidance.

Do not hesitate to advise me or grant me some

good deeds.
Perhaps something simple can free my heart from

the womb of suffering.
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The hope of lovers:

Perhaps there is hope.

This is what the mouths of dreaming lovers were

repeating behind the painful echo of separation.
The lover invades his lover and kills him,
just as the disease kills its patient.
Without mercy, and in the absence of medicine,
the pain intensifies little by little.
Just as the sick person needs medicine,
the beloved needs his lover.
Enough of abandonment and separation.

Enough of pain and trouble.

13



Y A B
Let us return to the embrace.
Let us leave the conflicts behind us.
Let there be an abyss behind me,
and only abysses in front of me.
There are no gaps between you and me.
Hold me as a father contains his child,
as a notebook embraces memories.

Hide me so that the tragedy may end.
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I am the season of spring,

[ am the season of spring.
What do I need in the season of autumn?

Flowers with dew on them and roses whose

fragrance wafted and white clouds rising

I was freed from harm and liberated from the reins

of passion.

It was my pride that I chose to walk away from

you
so I banished my soul from you,
and your soul banished from me,
and I turned a blind eye to useless words
I no longer like those compliments.

And the whispers of lies revive me.

16



0

I love you, woman. [ hate the most lies in my eyes.
If I am not the First Lady,

then hitting the margins does not concern me.
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Don't ask me

don't ask me how I am,

for I am not well without you.

Since your departure,

the life in my eyes has been extinguished,
the secrets have been cut off from my face,
and there is no life left in my life.

After your love,

there are no stories or groans,

only some painkillers that refuse to suppress the

pain of memories.
Words cannot describe the suffering,

and regret has become a source of regret for me.
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for all disappointments

so come let us listen to these songs.

Let the melodies of your heart beat make me happy,
and I feel the fulfillment of wishes.

Let the figs of my heart be wet with your voice.

May the bereaved meet her child who died.
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Apathy
let me remove the thorns in my heart and sew up

the wounds of my soul myself.

Perhaps the burning longing will pass and spring

will come to my life.
[ am tired of autumn and the yellowing of the trees.

The coldness of the night and the heat of the

morning.

The shyness of the birds and the retention of the

rain. How long have you been traveling, my moon?
He intentionally neglected me.
Suspicions kill me and possibilities overwhelm me.

[ can only cry in these moments
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and wish that everything would return to how it

was.
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Behind the bars of love

Behind the bars of love I was waiting in the hope

that a man would come who had imprisoned my

heart.

[ was patting the left side of my chest and

alleviating my sadness.
[ was calming down and expelling the sadness
that settled in my eyes.
An unfamiliar feeling came over me,
but despite that, I continued to hope.

[ waited for him with enthusiasm like children

waiting for Eid. I wore it.
The best clothes were in my closet.

I also wrapped a gift for him with my scarf,
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and I sprayed a little of my fragrant perfume on it.
I stayed near the balcony excitedly.
My heartbeat was getting louder in shouting

I cooked pasta for him with hot sauce and did not

forget to put lemonade on the table for him.
[ sat waiting for the next phone call.

It was a few moments until I fell asleep on the

roof.

The table passed and hours passed in succession

and he did not come.
Suddenly I woke up to the sound of wailing

and suddenly my beloved and the saint of my heart

had passed away
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A word that was like me falling from the highest
places in the universe was like someone pulling me to

the ground to kneel to die.
Hell in my soul was burning me.

How could you leave me without warning and not

bid me farewell?

You tied my heart to the bars of your love and left

me.

Who will be my home after my homeland?
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Human wolves

There are human wolves in our world

men who do not bear responsibility and have illegal

relationships under what is called love and romance
You see him striving to show signs of seriousness,
and then when he wins the girl’s heart
all seriousness evades him and he says,
“My love, I want to perform military service,

and when [ finish, I will marry you, my future

bride.
Here you will wait for him because
You loved him hysterically.

You will dismiss the letter under the pretext of

academic matters. Meanwhile
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there are those whose families marry them off,

and they escape the traps of the past and the

machinations of villains,
and live a bright future free of torment,
while there are those who take the words seriously,
so they wait and fall on their head like a victim.
They spend a lifetime waiting,
and have fallen to the verge of eternal spinsterhood.
[ dismissed.

They lived a lifetime of femininity and rosy youth

without warning, so be careful,

be careful of illegal relationships
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Your absence is heavy on me

Your absence is heavy on me.

Your absence and your dryness are the harshest

moments.
[ did not expect all this cruelty from you
nor all these absences.

I do not want to continue after you or have more

adventures.
Longing for you haunts my eyes,
and your ghost visits me thousands of times a day.
With the brush of dreams,
I wrote my story.

One day I will meet you and I will become a

perfect woman. | have already done so.
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And if I sought the help of the greatest of Arafat

and they informed me of your arrival,
but they did not mention to me any of the days,
months, or years, they left me to my senses,
dependent on your face

and my heart attached to your imagination at all
times. They know that you are my curse from which I

cannot escape,

and that you are my mark that I cannot do

without,

just as you are my accusation for which 1 was

imprisoned. You are my story,
you are my longing.

You are my desire and everything I sought
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A message of longing

O Master of separation. A letter from you full of

longings. My heart and are relieved of separation.
[ read it with love in a corner behind the alley.

I am alone with it as lovers are alone with each

other.
A letter with which I kill the feeling of longing.

The fear of separation and the eagerness to

embrace.

It is enough for me that you say to me some words

that raise my heart to the seventh heaven.

My heart loves your face marked with songs like

spring symphonies.

Without any introduction,
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my soul blossoms whenever I inhale your perfume
and you give me the most beautiful bouquets of roses

and tulips
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The yellow autumn leaf

To be the yellow autumn leaf among all the spring

leaves hanging on me.

This is what was hurting me and pushing me to

questions that puzzle me.
What did I do to you to scold me?

And when you chose to make me sad instead of

making me happy.
Today I see you do not distinguish me.
Is my desires extinguished,

or is it that you do not prefer me from the

beginning?
Is it possible that there are women?

Other women who are similar to me
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or are there female admirers who gave you

attention,
but they overpowered me?
Tell me, oh you who left me, for God’s sake,

tell me, is there someone in you who shares with

me,
or is it that you alone decided to leave me?

[ know that there are a lot of women competing

with me about you,

but I wanted an answer from a man I know and

who really knows me.

Have you replaced me?
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My letters are tired of being blamed.

I can no longer speak.
My letters are tired of being touched.
I don’t know what the days have done to me

A voice tells me that there is no room for
surrender. Behind every darkness there are many

colors,

and behind every affliction there is great goodness

that was not taken into account.
Today I sat alone among many dreams,
looking with deep gazes.
Towards a sky clouded with sorrows.

The delicate expressions of love echo in my ears

like melodies.
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[ will not leave you alone.
That famous word has stuck in my mind

It seems that man has a bitter soul that pulls him

quietly towards disappointment.

Oh, the miserable life that forced us to live like

cattle.

We demolish innocent nests and break hearts that

were safe for us, and then we sleep like toys.
Meeka looks forward to beautiful dreams.

We walk with heavy steps if time hurts us while the

pace accelerates if we want to live in peace.
This is the world with its round fluctuations,

turning and turning to repeat to each person the

actions he has done.
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The wreckage of pain

I will reveal to my pen and the lines all the pains
and wounds I will tell the pages about my pain
and how fate messed with my dreams

How sadness married me without asking

and how I became alone without separation

I did not find a friend to be fair to me to stand by
my side to free me I did not find a lover to sanctify
me to love me as I loved him to adore me and I fell

down,
kneeling. Is it possible that I was created from clay?

Pain or am I mixed with tears of sorrow to burn

my cheeks for eternity?

Search for what my heart vomited for you,
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oh my pen.

Tell them that I tortured your ink to love me to fall

in love with me,
but it did not

Even my pen dried up and I was neglected by a

voice that echoed in my ears.
It is my fault for living a life of sickness.

There is no fault for you, my heart, except that you

are innocent of

He was charged
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A betrayed woman

while everything in my heart needs you and
mourns you. Everything in my mind rejects and

detests you.
Everyone thinks that I am a mentally ill woman,
but [ am not.
In fact, [ am a romantically abandoned woman.
[ only need an eternal embrace.

This is what the doctor wrote for me in the

prescription. Then he told me that he was free.

[ need to find someone who can give me true

happiness and rosy love

So where can I find love when I am a betrayed

woman? My heart is broken and my wounds have not
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yet healed. My wounds have taught me that a lover is

a forgotten woman,
that all men are equal,
adept at fooling around,
not being serious,

and that the bonds of true love are the most sacred

and beautiful of those things.

The holiness that men's hearts have long been
devoid of, so they began to see that all things are not

worth sacrificing, even in love and humanity.

They run after fancy girls every evening while their

women sleep with ironed hearts.
Oh, how stupid I was when I loved you.

What is wrong with you, womanizer?
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Rather, in me and in you.
[ will not blame forgetfulness.
The fault is my fault.

Because I placed such importance on you while you

did not deserve a look from my dark eyes
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An eternal quarrel.

[ wish I could bid you farewell, sir, to put an end

to a hope that has settled in my heart
[ wish I had been able to see you before leaving.
Perhaps then my sadness would have slowed down

[ wish I had done a lot other than wishing and

regret. Would you have benefited me?
[ wish, sir, would you have returned to me.
[ wish you had returned your expired love.
I wish I had done so, and not that twisted fate
. And here it is.

I live without your love and I drown in my sorrows
until I sip, I gulp down your separation, gulp gulp, and

in my eyes is a hidden sadness.
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I feel bad about that time,
as it passes without you,
miserable and withdrawn,

and sometimes I get bored of those revolving hands

as they sting for seconds and run in minutes,
miles, to sew from them hours of sorrowful sorrow,
losing all the details of joy.

Eternal
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The return of winter

my dear, it is time for rain, winter has come, and

the full moon is coming behind the black clouds.

The sky is clapping thunder and a flash of
lightning behind the clouds.

An atmosphere that lovers need.

I remembered that [ am alone and suffering from

separation.

I stay behind the windows while I watch the love

birds exchanging grapes.
An expectant, trembling heart longing.

[ wait for the knocks on the door.
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Perhaps someone will come to surround me too

with his wings and give me a hug.

[ am sure of the cold of winter
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Separation is nothing but a damned
judge.

[ am still sleeping with fate with an innocent heart

with the heart of a drowned lover.

[ am still waiting for some love and attention from

him before he announces his departure to me,

but he looks at me harshly and does not have
compassion and neglects him at every opportunity he

gives.

[ do not know what I did except that I wanted a

little mutual love to heal my heart.

The wounded, how many times did he remove the

thorns from my heart.

[ thought then that [ would rest,
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but the pain increased above my pain
and I became bleeding.

Wounded. How many times did I argue with him to

be convinced of my love,

but with the same words he answered: He wants
freedom, my lover, and I and my love seem to him

like a suspicious prison. He wants and wants,
but he never wants what I want.
He does not want a woman.
Rather, he wants many of the women of the worlds,
and this is what exhausted my poor heart.
Despite everything that is happening,
[ still have a damned love for him.

If I had been asked if I could love anyone else,
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[ would have answered that I love him and cannot

change him.
You ask the lover why he loves his beloved.
[ am so contradictory in loving you,
but I swear.

Sincerely, my sad, sad feeling, I struggle with bouts
of longing, and separation is nothing but a damned
judge. The pain has not dried me out since I knew

you.

So, I wonder, after you I will rest.
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Waiting for who will come first.

Waiting for who will come first, me or you.
The days passed one by one,

followed by months and years.

However, as usual,

[ still composed the words in the presence of your
absence with the intention of telling them to you upon

your return.

The thing that was puzzling me was my lack of
despair in trying to revive you inside my heart despite

my knowledge that you would not.

Come back, for you have already chosen your path

away from me and from my usual love,
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and perhaps another woman other than me may
have liked you, while someone other than me will not

like it.

[ am sorry that after you I have become not good

at trust. After the humiliation my heart has tasted,
it no longer wants to taste,
and how can it taste when it has ended inside of it?

Asham, it is enough for me that I did my best to be

a woman who keeps promises,

and it is enough for you that you killed my heart

as a man who does not believe in sufficiency or limits
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The spell of forgetting.

In my heart there is a lot of nostalgia.
mixed feelings, and moaning.

[ cannot believe that I was able to bear the thought

of the damned separation.

Despite the pain I am experiencing and the

emptiness that I feel, I am calm.

[ do not know if my calm here is collapse or

resistance. My situation truly terrifies me.

[ am afraid that I will suddenly explode and

everything that happened will come back to me.
[ crossed him by force.
[ don’t want to go back.

[ don’t even want to meet.
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[ don’t want to meet my old self, even by chance.
So how about meeting the selves I swore to meet?

Since eternity, forgetfulness is the finest of recipes.
Rather, it is the master of the honorable recipes that
are recited on the lines of the brain and stain the

bumps of the heart and the farewell napkins.

There is no suffering for anyone who makes his

way.

With forgetfulness, written with tears in the eyes

instead of the ink of pens.

One day the dewy world will bloom and the

darkness will fade.
My heart will applaud warmly.
[ will walk on the roses of my dreams,

ecstatic in the morning light.
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Behind me is a deep darkness that I have

overcome.

With forgetfulness, there are bruises on my face and

scars on my arms.
Everything translates my fall.
I left it behind me in the darkness.
[ was guided by my light.
And everyone who saw me glimpsed it.

[ feel pity for them, they do not call for surrender

73



Y A B
5 5

Loy J
g Gl &
@qu d\”K S o b w\j-j
st L}b( J.@\ f
vy gt B S st Y
wouw&u,“,\u\uayﬂ
u»ohJJ 4 Jle Y ‘u“*"”ﬁ“ w
s L ) @,L 5 Ju\
veo ] 43 u..s'-} uJ,\S\ 4b u,.a-}e
veedd C@)V\eﬁ“‘ b
el e g sty b 5
e S B IS o g o
ol O OF e WU b G e ]
o Spal) i L1 e
vor e o b By dlly (A S
o Cped) 03 230
o A LS G eyl s

74



>

A blind heart.

Wools with all their heat in my heart and sheep that

take my life like falling leaves.

Something heavier than my shoulders that contains
me. Nothing in the world can hold me and my

longing.

There is no existence of what I want and what

keeps me alive.
Futility is living.
There is no room for guesswork.

I have a long road ahead of me but it is thorny and

bitter. The path is lonely and scary in it.

I do not feel comfortable in this journey and all that

concerns me is the torment of conscience.
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Will someone whose heart is blind be saved?

He no longer knows a path to hope since he was a

seer. Can one change fate?

He writes love, destiny, and everything that is
impossible. Will the darkness of the journey fade

away?

The light seems to seep in like silk
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I fell in love with a man who does not

S€€ me.

I wonder if the twenty-eight letters can translate

the expressions of sorrow inside me.
Waves of crying from time to time.

The sound of unknown moans and the constant

door of nostalgia.
A woman writing fiery letters,
consumed with love by an imaginary spirit.
May you, alphabet, have mercy on my pain

and write down how many groans have come out

of my arms.

My tunes describe the burning volcanoes in my

heart and depths
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A woman slapping her face in pain and sorrow

from a love that made me cry and sorrow
[ fell in love with a man who does not see me.
Is there a helping hand to take care of me?

Holes in my heart that ruin the beauty of my

dreams.

I sought to build a house in which I wanted you to

be a father to my children,
a grandfather to my grandchildren,
a lord and a most sacred elder.
In his eyes are my glories,

but today you do not see me and do not want to

forget me.

A contradiction in you hurts my being.
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What do you want from me if you do not want to

take care of me?
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