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The leaves, they wail all night

The lament of yellowed leaves

is the mournful vigil of the night.
It isn’t visible.

But in sharp voices,

those leaves, scattered far along the paths,
slowly inch closer to one another
to tell their story... whimper

to say

why they broke and when they fell.
The leaves they wail all night,
alone.
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You men

You men—

Thinkers, philosophers,
theologists, sages!

You roving experts,

makers of language, makers of decisions.

You roamed far and wide.
You interpreted

the expanse of the nations and the world.

You learned

history geography

the business of numbers.
That is to say you learned
everything there was to learn
of the political order.

You did not deem necessary,
as a measure of your erudition,
to know

the heart of a woman.

You remained ignorant,
therefore.

You could not know

the science of intimacy of minds.
You could not read

the minds closest to you —

a mother, a wife

a kin’s mind,

a daughter, a sister,

a sibling’s mind.

The mind of

a companion, your other half,
your friend.

Your roving mind
remained at a remove
from affection

from compassion.
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Friends

My treasury has been ever abundant
with friends.

To God and solitude
I surrendered my joys and sorrows
and accepted the gift of creation.

From nature and light
I took for my share,
a sky with the sun, moon and the stars.

Clouds and rain
remained my lifelong companions.

Clouds

that never strayed from me,

that neither altered their nature nor colours,
that neither vanished in the crowd of the city,
nor changed their dwellings.

Wherever, however
I found them as they were.

The rain kept my melancholic
heart soaked

and under my feet,

the earth green.

Wherever fearless I bloomed,

I found friendship with the flowers
that blossomed each season

and transformed into fragrance.

I forged a bond with the winds
that never left me alone

but moved with me

clutching at my hem.

The universe, the winds,

the waters, fire and the earth,
held in an embrace,

my will to live.



