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A collection of high exposed black and white photos of architecture, accompanied by 
poems have been written during my 5 years in Sweden. Together, they form an abstract 
biography of life events.
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"I don't travel to get. I travel to go" 
  Children of the Days: A Calendar of Human History - Eduardo Galeano
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A crosswalk
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We were in broad daylight  

He was calling out for people, dogs and cats  

No one sees him  

I was dragging him by the chain of his endless promises  

While his white blood was printing the story on the asphalt 
as a crosswalk  

With boiling tears in his eyes 

He asked: 

"What's my fault?"  

But I won't look back, 

Where the past is a mirror 

A slap of confusion might hit me and I won't survive. 
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The cold
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I open the windows 

The cold creeps inside 

And since I hate the cold 

I open the door too 

The cold grows stronger 

Frost bites me 

And since I hate the cold 

I destroy the walls 

Stone after stone 

My body shudders 

I shiver
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My ears and fingers freeze 

My nose turns red 

And because I hate the cold 

I take off my clothes. 

Naked I stand  

Without walls 

Without a closed door 

Without locked windows 

To wait for death 

Or the end of the storm 
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Mum
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Night stays behind the window 

I sleep in his presence 

I wake up when he’s still there 

I only leave my bed to eat or shit 

As for urinating, a Pepsi bottle can do the thing 

It doesn’t bother me to feel as if I am an animal 

But I get angry if I imagine myself a pig 

Because I don’t want to bother my mum – inside 
me; 

She hates pigs. 
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Sometimes I think about praying 

Maybe in congregation with other Muslims 

Afterwards, I would call my mum and tell her: 

People liked my voice when I recited the Qur’an 

This happens again and again 

But I haven’t done it a single time since I left home 

I did not even call and ask her how she is 

I wait for her call everyday 

And I wonder why she doesn't call me! 
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In the presence of devils 
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Are they devils? 

Those who dance in the light  

Wearing bright colours? 

I know that they are 

But the question multiplies their number 

From them I took this flame to burn inside my mouth. 

You are riding a mosquito wing 

So beware of falling 

I’ll blow my fury in this field. 

O beautiful 

You are getting wet from the astonishment of fear 

This water is so heavy on you babe!
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Fire is still burning inside my mouth 

Do you want a flame of it? 

The echo of sound carries my laughter 

And the joy of devils  

Hearing the rhythm of their hills on the stage of tomorrow 

Do you hear that? 

Do you want another party with us? 
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You were hiding in my heart 

Running away from corner boys 

And I’ve told you: You can be safe outside. 

You got out and left your shoes by the door of my eyes 

You ran to a place where I see nobody. 

The comb turned into a sword 

When you came back 

You did not comb my hair 

You did not scrub my back 

I was cut in two halves by a sharp tool 

A half that you know  

And another half we both despise. 
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Your hand was a spoon 

Which stirred a piece of salt, stagnating in the bottom of the 
heart 

But a grunt in your face can calm me down 

It allows me to burn my old papers 

To feel warmth again
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A letter from Sweden
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You are there and you think that I’m doing well. 

I’m fine, but not as much as you may think 

I eat from time to time 

I collect sugar cubes from my friends 

My laziness pushes me to urinate in the sink of my small room 

I don’t have internet to listen to a song 

I sit alone rolling tobacco unconscious of the subject of my 
thoughts 

I read with the rapacity of those who are disadvantaged, 

But not for once do I feel fulfilled. 

I use a reminder app for everything 
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I save the price of one beer that may allow me to meet a girl, 

For a meal that I could miss later. 

Frequently I write, 

But I do not edit, 

I always do what I master there 

I don’t sleep before giving the creature between my legs his special time. 

And though I wish to sail the seven seas, 

I am certain I would drown, 

In one glass of water. 

I am the son of the coast, 

Who cannot swim 

‘Cause my father hated the sea. 

About that, I have nothing to say.
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I never betrayed the trust of time by pulling myself to the farthest of abysses and 
thrashes 

Perhaps I did what I did, out of regret, so I could forget. 

It makes no difference 

I still remember. 

Who am I to have a say, 

In the face of time? 

What I have my dear, 

Is not truly mine. 

My horizon is broken like a bridge waiting for the government to fix or bury it. 

A cracked boat 

Where the waves might not reach.  
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I’m fine; this is the only thing that I’m sure of 

So do not worry 

You should know that everyone really laughs here 

Just as we heard about it 

But they laugh from a distance 

Their laughter, you see, 

Is a decision they make. 

And I laugh at the resemblance, 

The one from which I ran away. 

And I try to have no role,
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But I always sit back and gaze. 

I gaze and think, 

Think and gaze, 

Till I fall asleep, 

And my precious phone, 

Falls as well. 

And I laugh, 

When the phone shatters. 

As for women, they are almost naked as we watched them on Youtube 

You can see their breasts, backs and thighs  

In every street, restaurant, hospital or university 

I really thank summertime and their bicycles
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But they always go past me in the street 

As if they pass by void  

They drown my nose in the scents of their perfumes and cosmetics 

None of them turns back 

They don’t wet your mouth even with a single look  

Know that I get lost in malls 

In such places, 

The maps seem to me like a puzzle. 

And I have no money, no paper or metal 

But I’m fine 

I have a card with a four digits in which all the money hides,  

And I still make mistakes every time I use it 
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Merry massacre
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O liars! Unify 

Kill all the honest people 

first 

Cut their tongues  

As if you were harvesting weed  

You don’t like its form 

Cut them out  

Throw them to stray dogs 

Let your children watch their bits everywhere 

Stinky and covered in flies
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Teach your children about the punishment facing honest people 

So when they pass by the pieces of the sincere 

with their eyes scattered everywhere as if they pass by roses 

Let the day of the massacre be a feast 

To be celebrated by your descendants every year 

Hanging wooden tongues on your doors 

As you hung honest people on the day of the massacre 



�28

The Match
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I’m holding a match 

I took it after my friend failed to kill it, when he was cooking 
dinner 

I used it to clean my teeth, 

So it was broken in two. 

I sung for it a lousy song, with a low voice 

I don’t know why my tone of voice was twisted 

I hadn’t a secret to tell in that song 

I did not lie either 

It was merely a lousy song, sung in a low voice 

It’s our fear that explains the things we don’t know, I said.
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The half of the match was still in my hand 

The small and sad half that doesn’t even amount to a straw; 

In a time where a straw is considered as a means to save oneself from 
drowning. 

If it was able to speak, it might beg me to leave it alone 

Or to throw it in the nearest trash bag 

Maybe, it would ask me to kill it as my friend tried to do; 

Without bothering it with the questioning of humans for the sake of reasons. 
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All this was happening inside my head 

While the half of the match lays down on my palm 

I was gazing at it 

As if it was a prophet holding a message heavier than his weight 

I thought; how can prophecy be a punishment? 

Or a divine wrath that only calms down when Allah falls from His throne 

Yet, He is Allah, the Almighty, the best of planners. 

I went to my room 
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I took all the papers, books, cardboard boxes 

And everything that can bring more light when the fire burns in 

The half of the match is in my pocket 

While apocalyptic images run in my head 

The half of the match was not worried like me 

It did not understand anything 

Or so it seems 

I sang for it a less lousy song, in a funeral tone; 

That fits its position between papers, books and cardboard boxes 

I used my lighter to begin the mourning ceremony. 

I was looking at its death and vanishing ashes when I told it 

I wish you were able to watch your end with me 

And tell me; 

Is death really different? 

Or is this just what the living say? 
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The town of tunnels
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I stretched my soul 

Until I feared that it might split in two 

I got drunk until I thought that I was God 

However, I believe that God is powerful and merciful 

So I disbelieved in myself. 

I got lost in a godless country looking for another God to worship 

I found Allah has been always sitting next to me although He was invisible to my eyes!



�35

Here I am, always losing whenever I try to win 

Knowledge only means sadness to me 

But I always say that sadness is like a strainer 

To know things is a heavy burden that bends my soul 

Like the backs of donkeys in my country 
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I no longer ask where this path is taking me 

Since questioning here is the trick of civilization  

It’s a trap catching hungry rats 

And it is right that I’m a small rat  

It’s also true that I came from the city of tunnels 

But I’m not hungry. 

Civilization is the greatest sin of mankind 

when they let greed lead our destiny. 

As for questioning, this was my big story 

But the story got old until it was tasteless 

And I became older than compliments 
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Monotheism
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An orphan in the desert 

Got acquainted with camels uneasy with the brutality of people 

He was a little shepherd 

He has neither a father nor a mother to caress his head 

If he catches a cold. 

He was a child of the market 

Seeing how money governs the life of people 

And how Deities purchase and sell slaves 

“Deities without a God” He said



�39

He held a rock on his back 

After he sought help from God to withstand misery 

He climbed the mountain 

With bleeding feet and palms. 

Deities and their worshippers cast stones on him 

He climbed the mountain silent and sad 

Dreaming of a world with one and only God – Allah 

With his voice shining like phosphorus in the dead of night 

He said: 

“Read”
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They misjudged him and said: “He’s illiterate”  

They dropped his stone 

It shattered in our hands  

Words spattered, its letters got distorted  

His phosphoric voice was covered with a question 

The question of an ignorant man was merely a noise 

An unbearable dissonance  

A sin; in its fire we all burn. 

But the Word was a miracle as he told 

In which swell the soul of the first righteous guardians of faith 

There are still a lot of stones 

And the world is full of orphans who will take them, then climb the mountain 
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In Sweden
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Nothing worth to be written happens to me 

I mean that I’m still breathing 

But nothing happens to me as if I’m frozen. 

This is normal in Sweden, isn’t it? 

To be frozen? 

As if one is living in a freezer? 

In Sweden, people run to their home early 

They hide in their warrens like mice alert to disturbance of weather 

They learned that the sun is treacherous; 

Since it leaves them alone with the stillness of the night and its dread. 



�43

Here, the night doesn’t come slowly 

It overcomes your day just after noon  

Like a knife piercing through the light 

To be dead in front of your eyes. 

In summer, Swedes get crazy 

They become yellower than they are 

As if they are struck by a fever 

You see them in the streets  

Like prisoners astonished by opening the doors to freedom. 

They are no longer those balls of cloth rolling in the city streets 

They scatter naked under the sun 

Shining like metals exposed to light after a long life in darkness.
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Autumn is my favorite season here 

A jar of beauty shaken by God 

Then spilled on the floor 

Lacy leaves in the trees 

Multiple colors in the skies. 

It’s a feast in which I smoke my mined cigarette 

Alone on a metal bench in the Pildamms Park, watching the random divine beauty 

Asking myself: 

Can beauty have a meaning if we don’t share it with others’ eyes? 
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Howling 

Your breast lies in my hand,  

I hold on to it;  

as if I were afraid that it might escape 

while we are asleep. 

It is I, only I, who knows 

that your departure is a crime 

a crime full of love.  

I wake up, frightened 

the only thing I can believe 

is that there is nothing to believe. 

My hand is empty; 

You're not here 

No one but me 

I look time in the eye 

I search for a bullet 

to shoot my nostalgia 

  

I go through your photos 

I listen to one of our songs 

And I try to write, 

but what can I say? 

This timeless question 

of an existential lover. 

This familiar bitterness 

of a man howling all night 

on a top of mountain 

facing the moon.
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The axe of truth
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I don’t like myself no matter what I do 

I’m helpless, strange in my own skin 

My strange skin in his home in the Jeninah neighborhood 

The inhabitants there know me, and I know them well. 

I know that all those who followed their desires, lost their ways 

But I’m weaker than a wing of a mosquito 

Regretting 

I spend my loneliness  

Regretting what I have done 

Regretting my own regret 

Regret upon regret.
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Do you see regret as a mountain? 

Or an ocean as I see it? 

A victim questioning his sick self 

I see an ocean, since I don’t know how to swim 

My drowning proves my good intention. 

This is how I open my chest with the axe of truth 

To be free of myself as I am shouting against the mirror 

I’m invincible 

I can’t reach myself whenever I stretch my hands towards me 

“I’m not mine”, Darwish said it right 

I’m not mine and don’t belong to anyone else 

Not even to a thing that can hide my nakedness
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Eternal punishment
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There’s a punishment for every crime 

And this is our eternal punishment  

For the crime of our existence 

All of us 

Me and you 

Human beings are the worst creation God ever made among his wonderful design 

We’ll never see light in the end of the tunnel 

There’s no solution 

Do not wait for anything


