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Yakamoz.


A Turkish word for the reflection of the moon in the water.


Sometimes, things need wording when they are portrayed on a moving surface and captured through an unfamiliar lens.


And that’s poetry.




For my mother




A game of darts


Eyes hurtled through the room, penetrating every pair they met, analysing every face they belonged to.


Gazes were flying like darts around the room, trying to find some bullseye to hit.


Dashingly fast they pierced every iris, and you - you were the only sight making those gaping black holes expand,


like concrete under heat.


You were all they were yearning for - you were the bullseye they were secretly aiming at.


But you were just standing there: shy and frizzy-haired like an angel’s baby trying not to get hurt,


by those flying missiles.




Mother´s necklace


The day you were born the stars formed a picture; a constellation of light and dust.


It hangs around my neck and comes around each year.


The energy you once were, floats around somewhere millions of years in the past,


because the light you see is not really here, it’s a beam of the past,


that took forever to get near.




Idols


Eyes, they mesmerize.


Lips, they apologize.


The love they have,


compromised.


The hate they share,


disguised.


But they´ll be forever idolized.




A nightmare from 1777


The star spangled banner.


The paraselene light beam that aches in your eye.
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