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Narjis (Narcissus)

My name is Narjis after the narcissus flower that has grown
after the death of the hunter, narcissus, who has been
overwhelmed by narcissism according to the myth.
Narcissism has not only controlled narcissus, but also it has
apparently overwhelmed me overnight since I have fell in
love with you as slightly same as narcissus.



S g-did|

e g el Ty o] o yladt @ o a1 5T 0
Byddldual

dae Blay) adazad ¥ oley Y 4 B o] ey ST
Uaieg Gable Gasd Eoegol alan¥l qey ey aSadl e
ol (LSl 8 AL Loy «nl, Sl Gy (Bhyag
HARYCESIN PN PH PV AT R PP PN IS ES PN POPE-E|

L s coleg (U315 § ¥sladll Jhoes plata o
Sl gl s



Longing

Life was beautiful until you
left and longing curse haunted me. I
write now with nothing left in my chest
except ashes. I cannot stop thinking
about you although you woke away. I
have become an emotional, exhausted
and tired person who is yearning for
memories. I am still lost in memories,
and I have not made any progress or achievements or
worked. You were my
cure, but you have become my ailment. I
could not handle my internal wonders
until they faded away slowly. I have to
be patient as life will be better.
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Time

I wish time had a door like houses. I
would go out of this time, shut the
door behind me, and enter
another time. I wish to go back and
live in the ancient time where
grandmothers tell bedtime stories; a
time that is not like my time in any
way; a time of pure love where I can see
a girl selling Jasmine necklaces and
roses to lovers; a time that
rejects materialism where people feel
happy with the simplest things
and holdings, such as a jasmine
collar, a poetry collection, paper letters,
hearts drawn in red ink, and
wearing a jasmine necklace instead of a pearl necklace. I
hope to wander
through the old stories, but the rituals of
love have changed and the time of paper
letters is over.



