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​The God Who Walks the Marketplace, Stealing Hearts
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I.

At dawn the awnings unfurl like tongues of color,

and every stall is a little kingdom of hunger.

Steam rises from kettles, questions from throats,

and coins clatter like hailstones on tin plates of hope.

Into this bright-blooded churn He comes,

barefoot as rumor, hooded as a parable turned inside out.

He is the shiver in the first bargain,

the second thought before the first lie.

He moves as if music were a door and He the key,

as if rain leaned down whenever He wished to drink.

We do not know His name—

only that crows hop closer when He smiles,

and dogs stop barking mid-bark,

trembling with the sudden knowledge of obedience.

Children tug free of their mothers’ comets,

collide with His knees and laugh like fountains.

The elders nod as if someone finally remembered a story

they meant to tell the world before swallowing the world.

There is a green smell: basil, figs, the warm fur of peaches.

There is the silk hush of spice—

dusts red as sunset, saffron threads like lightning hair.

There are knives, white fish, baskets of garlic like moons.

He moves through them all, bright as an answer,

soft as the question He loves best.

And because He is a god, He is both obvious and hidden—

the way truth might kneel in a puddle and wash your face

in the reflection you are about to deny.

II.

What do we trade in a market?

Salt for bread, time for time.

Sorrow for a measuring cup, patience for an apron string.

A goat for a barrel of rain.

But He knows the oldest barter:

the heart for the heart,

the pulse for the pulse.

He is the god of tender theft and lawful larceny,

He steals as rivers do—by simply passing through.

He lifts hearts from chests

with the same gentleness you use to pluck

a fig you promised not to touch.

No one screams; they sigh,

and in the sigh they give Him permission.

He does not hoard them.

He threads them like beads on a long, long wire

that encircles His ribs and hums.

Listen: the market’s song is not the market’s,

but the necklace clacking softly against His breast—

red, rough, astonished stones of longing

polished by the touch of His going.

III.

You ask: How can a god steal what was already given?

I answer: How can dawn steal the dark?

He comes to the woman with blue dye on her palms,

whose husband is a wall no door can open.

He takes her heart the way a potter takes clay—

to find its wet obedience, its slow bravery.

In her chest He leaves a small clay bowl,

and suddenly every thirst in her life

knows where to set its lips.

He comes to the boy who cannot stop counting;

he measures hours like millet, weighs jokes as if they were fish.

He takes the boy’s heart and leaves him a bell,

so when he laughs the bell rings twice—

once for the joke and once for the liberation from counting.

He comes to the man who sells knives

and can no longer look at his own reflection.

He takes the man’s heart and leaves him a whetstone of rain;

now, when he sharpens steel, a little weather gathers,

and it is a comfort to feel the sky arrive in the hand.

IV.

All markets carry a sorrow so large no stall can hold it.

It is the sorrow of beginnings priced by endings,

and endings that forget they were once beginnings.

When He walks, that sorrow lifts like a curtain

and behind it the orchestra is not yet paid.

We listen for a debt we cannot afford and find, instead,

a secret wage the day wants to pay us:

the wage of breath, the wage of light.

This is how He steals:

He presses His thumb into your fear

and the fear becomes useful—

like salt rubbed into meat,

like fire given a job in winter.

V.

Some days He is young; on others, the beard comes down.

Sometimes He is a woman with beet juice staining her apron,

her wrists strong as bridges, her eyes temperate as shawls.

Sometimes He is an elder with teeth like chipped porcelain,

a whistle of wind where another’s chest might groan.

He is always exactly the face you are certain you won’t trust—

and the first face you trust anyway.
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