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Faleeha Hassan 

New Jersey 

United States of America 

Viġe / More: https://diogenplus.weebly.com/faleeha-hassan.html  

Pulitzer Prize Nomination 2018, Push Caret Prize 
2019. 

 

Member of International Writers and Artists Asso-
ciation. 

 

Winner of the Women of Excellence Inspiration 
award from SJ magazine 2020,  

 

Winner of the Grand Jury Award (the Sahitto Inter-
national Award for Literature 2021) 

 

One of the Women of Excellence selection com-
mittees 2023 

 

Winner of women the arts award 2023  

Member of Whosô Who in America 2023 

SAHITTO AWARD, JUDGING PANEL 2023  

Cultural Ambassador - Iraq, USA 

 Email : d.fh88@yahoo.com 
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* Warôs Drizzle 

Our mothers, who loved us more than we do 
ourselves, 

Were baffled by wars. 

They forgot to anoint our lives with balms to ward off 
battles. 

Thatôs why every time a king sobers up 

And slips on victoryôs shoes, crafted from the skins of 
loyal soldiers, 

And breathlessly  

Delivers rotten orations 

From the dais of prevarication, 

Once he opens his mouth 

The wordsô that drizzle spatters us, 

And our lives fester with 

Warôs abscesses. 

 

Å Before my friend got killed  

The sky actually was blue  

The streets were more spacious  

Women were sitting on the thresholds of their houses 
in the afternoon  

Telling amazing stories to each other  

The cafes were full of menôs laughter  

My father smiles as he tells her: 

Donôt take Faleeha to the hair salon 

Give your hair the color of the sun 

And leave the glamour of night to my daughterôs hair  

She smiles back and says 

Her name is not poetic 

If it were me, I would change it  

We all laugh  

My mother was more compassionate  

She would say   

Eat from one plate so your emotions will not be lost 

And like ants on a candy bar, we would gather 

together  

Oh, my friend  

After your death  

The world wore a garment of dust  

The war had swept away the thresholds of our homes  

Women now wear worries  

Permanent sadness 

Cafes are bustling with the songs of false victory 

Menôs voices are hoarse from smoke  

And from drinking scorching defeats 

Oh, my friend  

Your death spread the snow colour on my hair  

If you had stayed a little bit longer 

You would have seen how my name was won 

 But death betrayed you 

As it did my mother  

And my father as well 

All their advice fell on stone ears  

Our lives filled up with wars, poverty, and exile  

When I shout 

Oh father , 

Mother,  

Brother, 

 Sister,  

There is no echo coming back  

And regret bites my heart  

Oh, my friend 

Can you stop your Specter from dancing in my 
memory  

Give me ten minutes to sleep  

The smoke from the plane that killed you  

Suffocates my days  

ééééé 

Dedicated to my friend Mason Hassan Kamuna who   

was killed during the Iraq-Iran war  

Faleeha Hassan 
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* When I drink tea in New Jersey 

Like a girl who writes poetry about a boy she has 
never seen  

My day sits with all this disappointment 

Counting her fleeting moments  

 I remember my mother using the smell of onions 

 To shed her tears in the kitchen 

For the absence of my father 

 Who climbed his life war by war 

Whenever he wore his military belt  

 He wished that war was just an old shoe  

He could take it off whenever he liked 

And he didn't need to think of fixing it at the cobbler's 
shop 

I remember my brother 

Who asked in his letters-- 

When will the war understand that we are not good at 
dealing with death? 

I remember us forty years ago 

We were kids, very much kids  

With colourful clothes and hearts 

It was enough for us to see a balloon  

To drown in big laughter 

I remember all this now   

When I drink my tea 

And  

I practice my loneliness. 

 

Å After forty years of snow 

Do you remember the watch you gave to me wrapped 
in a poem?  

It is still bound to my soul's meaning 

The more time passes  

The more the letters jump into my heart artery 

My heart is now pumping flirtation  

How many times I have wished 

That if my city were not surrounded by graves 

Then like a little girl   

I would wait for you in a secret garden  

Come on!  

Take off this thick absence  

As thick as a New Jersey coat in the winter time 

Melt off the snow that has stacked on the lines of 
your messages  

Mow the grass that has grown on your tongue 

Donôt save a sea of tears for me  

I am not a mermaid  

Make yourself present with words 

Woo me 

Let me stop demanding my rights 

And thrive by the touch of your fingers as they play 
with my hair 

Let me fool myself again 

And see you as center of my universe. 

 

* A message to my poem  

Is this fair? 

You leave me with the pale whiteness of my paper  

like an orphan stretching out his hand in the void  

wating for a moment of kindness,  

Is this fair? 

I open the door of my broken heart to celebrate the 
pride of your words  

And you, in vain, give me an indifferent look  

Pure silence, around me now  

Where did you get your hardness? 

I'm like whisper of a silk glove.    

I fall asleep on a velvet sheet waiting for you 

I'm not a word hunter 

to make traps for you. 

No dice player 

to collect the glow of your body from a lost throw. 

I am a poet,  

I am born from a wing of a word  

and drowning deeply in the emptiness of the paper. 

Nothing can be more cruel than your absence now. 

 

Faleeha Hassan 
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* Talk between us  

óWhere you are goingô  

I read it in the driver's eyes as he stares in the mirror 
at me.  

Although the sky is so far away 

no wing can collide with it, however I'm worried 
about who's flying now 

óThere, I pointed, on the edge of the sea!ô 

óNo bus stops there!ô 

óImagine one and let me out, I will put all these waves 
in my bag,  

Spread them whenever and where.  

With bare hands I always separate thorns from my 
days,  

In the south of the south, I live full of madness and 
perfection.  

My dream is so wide but I have no hope of finding 
hope.   

Leave me here.  By the way,  

I am a poet .ô 

 

 

 

*  Old friendsô selfies  

They were beautiful  

Like a very early morning 

They were delicate  

Like a breeze afraid to be born in July 

Their eyes were like forgiveness 

Now withered behind misty glasses 

I see them posing on the phone screen 

Leaning on ñIt only takes second!ò 

Their forced smiles quickly vanishing 

And as soon as the game of capturing happiness in a 
picture ends 

They will scatter like pollen in a bee's feet 

Carrying with them wishes and even the smallest of 
dreams 

With most of them getting lost in the crowd! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

* Today 

I don't know why I feel like a grandmother of a man 
in his sixties, 

Both kind and hopeless.  

I am the one who sewed a coat from your voice to 
shield myself from the sting of parting, 

How many times I told you not to leave until you 
separated the letters of your name from the beat of my 
heart,  

look what happened 

The day is no longer connected to its moments 

The silence of the night is meaningless 

And your dream of me is oblivion 

I am still as you left me.. 

Lean on my silence and fade away 

 

Faleeha Hassan 

Viġe / More: https://diogenplus.weebly.com/faleeha-hassan.html 

https://diogenplus.weebly.com/faleeha-hassan.html


NO12 PAGE 10 

ĶBRAHĶM TIĴ  

 

Turkish poet, writer, journalist and editor 
Ķbrahim Tēĵ was born in Devrek / Zonguldak 
Turkiye in 1970. He studied at Dicle University 
and became an architect. His first poems were 
appeared in 1986 and his poems were published 
in many prestigious literary magazines in Tur-
key.  

 

He worked as a correspondent and columnist for 
national daily newspapers and press agencies. He 
founded Daily Newspaper ñBºlge Haberò in 
Devrek. He is also chief editor of ķehir (City) Lit-
erature and Culture Magazine since 2004.  

 

His first poetry book was published in 1994 and his 
poems were collected in six poetry books. He won 
many poetry prizes in Turkey. He is also the writer 
of three short stories books and two review books 
about Turkish poet R¿ĸt¿ Onur who was born in 
Devrek.  

 

Ķbrahim Tēĵ is the member of many organizations 
such as PEN International, FIJ (International Federa-

tion of Journalists), TGC (Society of Turkish Jour-
nalists) and TYS (Turkish Writers Union).  

 

He works as the Director of Press and Public Rela-
tions Department in Devrek Municipality. He is mar-
ried and has two children.  

 

ðððð 

 

HORSES 

 

I came and the sky was without you! 

ascended to atlases long 

I left my horses 

I mean your mouth your mouth in whole  

ages will be commemorated with birds  

 

maybe still 

takes me away 

a city-weary boy! 
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PURGATORY 

 

anyway this sea will never diminish 

rust of seagulls on the shore is human 

with time accumulated in my mouth 

water naked river will flow in reverse 

 

the missing parts of lovemaking will be completed 

syrian woman who came to sleep overnight 

a horse's subconscious battery-powered doll 

 

temples will fall in the eyes of gazelles 

the dream I kissed will return to purgatory 

 

I broke the night half at the waist 

my days are a little desolate 

how about yours? 

 
COLLAPSE 

 

wrinkled like a handkerchief washed every morning 

I hang my face on my arms, it dries 

my head is accustomed to being ironed  

I step on the folk songs your shoes speak from the 
food 

untruth is an insidious time flies by 

 

aphrodite calls from 6th century 

jesus between us you cannot crucify the time   

I am afraid, how is your father the great zeus?  

donôt you have a parallel line telephone?  

 

lydia is far letôs meet in troy 

my dear you suffer from Oedipus complex 

the country is bankrupt and psychologically dis-
turbed 

 

you carried the autumn on hour back  

you left me a winter without a snow and without a 
mate 

so our heart is an ancient settlement 

reaching my sore spots 

 

stop! 

 

Shakespeare is calling: 

- some collapses incentives for brighter develop-
ments.   

is that true Helena? 

 

KANDAHAR  

 

blood in kandahar is an exceptional mother  

fathers are the mountains of their children 

 

who writes the fairy tale of the stolen hope 

who digs the grave of fathers without sons 

who kisses the pain planted in pots 

 

there's still the respect in my chest 

the caftan from the khilat ceremonies 

I dropped my voice into the water my heart is veiled  

I burned the ships, my temples ache 

 

blood in kandaharé  

 

LOUD CRY 

 

I took my pain from a diary 

neither my mother understands nor you 

that's why I have to find fires for myself 

 

true that I'm being detained, I deserve it 

I can't deny Iôve stolen hearts 

a damaged youth is left behind from me 

through the window I want to tear out 

 

houses are wounds in our most resentful places 

heavy and besieged on all sides, words left  

on the table, dry your skin, you look like rain 

everyoneôs gone, before the trace on the ground be-
ing erased 

 

your picture on the wall brings to me  

great meanings, my share of ashes 

and a forgotten loud cry! 

Viġe / More: https://diogenplus.weebly.com/ibrahim-tig.html 
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why 
 
why a mother dies 
and why mournful rooms 
deep loneliness, june 
the song inside me, of those who don't come back 
I buried your heart in my eyes 
 
who will rock the cradle of my mother  
who forgot the village in her bosom  
leftover from her childhood 
 
as 
a boy's loneliness is worse than  
a girl's solitude 
 
thatôs why  
stars fall every night  
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
bleeding 
 
when I was child a dead cat 
interrupted my sleep and also 
my uncleôs anger 
 
I had black rubber shoes and patched pants 
my mother had a candle burning in her mouth  
my voice would undress my inner sanctuary 
my body is the lost lake 
 
who knows that my mother planted roses  
on the torn parts of my face. 
 
do not ask my name, I have changed 
boy whose garden bleeds while begging for the pain 

 

T.w!ITa ¢LF  
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Video of the inauguration: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MMMen7U91s0 

Inauguration of editor in chief as a  

Member of the International Academy of Science and Arts  

in Bosnia and Herzegovina (ianubih.ba) 

Saturday, 25.5.2024 

Academician of IANUBIH 

Prof. Dr. and Dr. Honoris Causa 

Prof. Sabahudin Hadģialiĺ 
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