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Selahattin Yolgiden
HAD IZGOVARJA MOJE IME

v slovenski jezik prevedla Erna Pacnik Felek



balthus

tabut tasiyan ¢ocuklarla konusuyorum
yemyesil bir yol kenarinda
meleklerin erkek olup olmadigim

portakal agacina asik keci
koyii terk edeli uzun zaman olmus
kendi derisinden bir bavulla

canlar caldiginda 6gleyin
tuzlu sularla yikiyor kizlar kadinliklarini
ve kurutup ipe asiyorlar 6ptlsiin diye

sevigen iki iskelet
doktorun elindeki rontgende
“unutuyoruz sadece kemik yiginlari oldugumuzu”

kasiklarindan akan sularla yikaniyor
kirazlar, bedeninin gelgiti yatakta
bir yelkenli, kalmis yazik a¢ik denizde firtinada.



balthus

razpravljam s fanti, ki nosijo krsto,
ob soc¢no zeleni cesti,
ali so angeli moski ali ne

kozel, zaljubljen v pomarancevec,
je ze zdavnaj zapustil vas
s kovckom iz svoje lastne koze

ko se oglasijo opoldanski zvonovi,
dekleta s slano vodo umijejo svojo zenskost,
jo posusijo in obesijo na vrv v poljub

okostnjaka, ki se ljubita,
na rentgenski sliki v zdravnikovi roki:
»pozabljava, da predstavljava le kup kosti«

cesnje se umivajo z vodo, ki polzi z dimelj
telesa, v ritmu plime utripajocega na postelji,
na odprtem morju je nevihta zalotila neko ubogo jadrnico.

)
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bitirdigim her ise baglamistim ama
bitiremedim bir¢ok basgladigimi
iplik egirdigimi, riiya gordigimu, ask yaptigimi...

bana sundugun dudaklari 6ptim ve
bitirdim tabakta kalan kirazlar



vse, kar sem dokoncal, sem nekoc zacel,
vendar mi marsicesa, kar sem nekoc zacel, ni uspelo dokoncati:
presti preje, sanjati, ljubiti ...

poljubil sem ustnice, ki si mi jih ponudila,
in pojedel preostale Cesnje na krozniku



cezanne

sallanan sandalyede yash bir adamdan
kalan kirik gozlik ve kar kuslari bahgede
eski yilin son giinleri boguyor geyikleri

cocuklugundan kalan yalanlar
kar tanecikleri gibi dontip duruyor
avluda titreyen kopegin etrafinda

ipe asili buldular gol kiyisinda bir agacta
fa teli kopuk bir kontrbasi
tabutu gibi yaninda agz1 agik kilifi

ath tramvayin bir aralik giinii ezdigi johan
kalkti otopsi masasindan, elinde beyni

»

“bana Ogretin ayakta kalmay: oldigiimde
¢ cocuk nehir kiyisinda
ol bir kuzgunu inceliyor degneklerle

morartan mart sogugunda

bir baykus sallaniyor dalda kahkahayla



cezanmne

na gugalniku lezijo zlomljena ocala nekega starca,
v vrtu gnezdijo snezne ptice,
jeleni pa se dusijo v zadnjih dneh iztekajocega se leta

lazi iz otroskih dni
se kot snezinke vrtincijo
okoli trepetajoCega psa na dvoris¢u

nasli so kontrabas s pretrgano F-struno,
ki je visel z drevesa ob jezeru,
pod njim pa njegov odprti kovcek, podoben krsti

johan, ki ga je nekega decembrskega dne povozil tramvaj s konjsko vprego,
je vstal z obdukcijske mize in s svojimi mozgani v rokah dejal:
»naucite me, kako se bom obdrzal na nogah, ko bom umrl«

trije otroci ob jezeru
proucujejo poginulega krokarja, s palicami dregajo¢ vanj,

v strupenem marcevskem mrazu

sova se krohotaje pozibava na veji
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hi¢bir sey bilmiyorum.

aksam olunca golgesine tapan
bilmekle bilememenin arasindaki
kassandra’nin boynundaki

suda bogulunca kati.

ila¢ kutular1 atilmig ¢coplikler
kanli arabezleri

kullanilmig prezervatifler
kadeh singirtilar:

gece.
kumdan bir kopegim.
fark kadar kara.

saati didikliyor bir horoz.

asilinca mor.

sidik kokan hasta yataklari
wsirilmig emzikler

sado kirbacglar:

kendine giilenler

bagkasina gtilenler insanligin tamami pis.

hades adim1 okuyor.
ilkokuldayim.

annemin elde yikadigi onligimde
egnatia’da

titriyorum ne zaman konugsam

pazarda taze ceviz satiyorlar.
patatesli borek

ne yersen ayni seye dontiyor icinde.

bir sokak képeginin
hi¢ kimseyi

ruya.

sinif bagkani se¢ilmisim besinci kez.
kan pihtilari.

bir elektrik diregiyim,

sus.

krokanli pastalar
icli kofte.
anla.

yuzine baktiginda aglamayan
sokma hayatina.



nicesar ne vem. noc.

ko zemljo objame tema, se prelevim v pescenega psa, ki obozuje svojo lastno senco.
barva katerega je tako ¢rna kot razlika med vednostjo in nevednostjo.
petelin kljuva uro, obeseno okoli kasandrinega vratu.
ko se utopi v vodi, odreveni. ko se obesi na vislicah, pomodri.
smetis¢a, polna odvrzenih skatlic zdravil. bolniske postelje z vonjem po urinu
okrvavljeni higienski vlozki pozvecene dude
uporabljeni kondomi sadomazohisticni bici
cingljanje kozarcev ljudje, ki se smejijo samim sebi
ljudje, ki se smejijo drugim vse Clovestvo je umazano.
had izgovarja moje ime. sanje.
osnovnosolec sem. ze petic so me izbrali za predsednika razreda.
moja uniforma, ki jo moja mati pere rocno, je posejana s krvnimi strdki.
elektri¢ni drog v egnatiji sem
in vztrepetam, kadarkoli spregovorim, molci.
na trznici prodajajo svez oreh. torte, posute s krokantom,
krompirjev burek. polnjene polpete.
karkoli ze jes, se v tebi sprevrne v isto. tega se zavedaj.
v svoje zivljenje nikakor ne sprejmi ¢loveka,

ki tedaj, ko se zazre v obraz potepuskemu psu, ne bruhne v jok.



jobannes brabms
symphony no 3. in f major, op. 90 - poco allegretto

gecenin bu saatinde
yapilacak en iyi sey
bir kediyi kollarinda uyutman

oya agaci bedenini sarmig
golgeler grapon kagitlarindan
melekler kesiyor saclarina

altinda uyandigin veranda
oturup kalkiyor nefesinle

hangi birimizin haberi var
ne zaman oleceginden?

seninle uyuyanlarin kiymetini bil bak
zordur biriyle uyumak

her gece solumda horlarken beatrice

poe konustugunu gortyor riiyasinda



jobannes brabms
tretja simfonija v F-duru, op. 90 — poco allegretto

ob tej nocni uri
je najboljsa stvar, ki jo lahko storis, ta,
da uspavas macko v svojem narocju

krepasta mirta je obrasla njeno telo,
sence sestavlja krep papir,
angeli motrijo njene lase

veranda, pod katero si se zbudil,
se dviguje in spusca s tvojo sapo

kdo izmed nas ve,
kdaj bo umrl?

ceni tiste, ki spijo ob tebi,

ker je tezko spati ob nekom,

medtem ko beatrice vsako no¢ na moji levi smrci,
poe sanja, da govori



elimi uzatamiyorum
omzundan bir nehir gibi
icime akan saglarina

yurliyor odada
peru zakkumu
basarak ayak uglarina



ne morem se dotakniti
tvojih las, ki se s tvojih ramen kot reka
iztekajo vame

perujski oleander
se sprehaja po sobi,
stopajoc po konicah prstov
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hicbir sey
birinin igine

bahgenin bir koésesinde
tirmaniyor salyangoz.
kiftr ediyor birbirlerine.
agladigini duyuyorum. ayni evde mi?
“yazdiklarimi torenle yaktilar otuz tgte”
“gormedik bir daha

cesetler ve killer i¢inde

elbe’nin kiyiya tasidigi
birilerini kalbinden vuracak
kendimden tanrilar

daha iyi degil yalnizliktan
gomiulmedikten sonra.

bir el arabasina
birileri almanca
bir cocugun

belki de.

diyor wolfgang,
almanya’nin dirildigini
gecti hayatimiz.”

odun parcalarindan
minik oklar yontuyorum
yaratiyorum

clinki hi¢bir sey daha kesin degil inanilmaktan.



ni¢ ni boljsega
Ce se ne pokopljes

v nekem kotu vrta

po samokolnici.
obmetavajo s psovkami.
slisim.

kot samota,
v nekoga.

polz leze

neki ljudje se v nemscini

otroski jok

pribaja iz iste hise? morda res.

»trintridesetega so obredno zazgali, kar sem napisal,« pravi wolfgang,

»nikoli ve¢ nismo videli

nemskega vzpona,

nasa zivljenja so bila zaznamovana s trupli in pepelom.«

iz kosov polena,
izrezujem majhne puscice,
iz samega sebe

ker

ki jih je laba naplavila na obalo,

ki bodo nekaj ljudi zadele v srce,

ustvarjam bogove,

ni nic zanesljivejSega od tega, da ljudje verjamejo vate.



richard wagner
parsifal: prelude to act 1

rizgarin tirnaklar
uzayan bir 6li
icimde, tikirdayan
a’s1t bozuk bir daktilo

vazgectim tanrilarin sozlerinden
kendi kitabini yazacak bir peygamber
yarattim kimsesiz bir golgeden

ekim huzursuzlarin ayidir

yirtilmis biletler, sararmis havlular

bel kokan bekar evleri, kendini

bir 6grenci yurdunun giris kapisina asan
zurafa, memur cesetleri

ve istanbul

biri plajda dans ediyor temmuz’dan beri

beni unuttugun klavyendeki s harfinin
yepyeni olmasindan belli.



richard wagner
parsifal: preludij k prvemu dejanju

nohti vetra

mrtvec raste

v meni, ropotajoc

pisalni stroj s pokvarjeno tipko a

naredil sem kriz Cez besede bogov
iz osamljene sence sem ustvaril preroka,
ki bo napisal svojo lastno knjigo

oktober je mesec nemirnih ljudi,

pretrganih vstopnic, porumenelih brisac,

po spermi smrdecih samskih stanovanj, zirafe,

ki se je obesila

pred vhodnimi vrati studentskega doma, trupel uradnikov
in istanbula

nekdo zZe od julija plese na plazi

popolnoma nerabljena tipka s na tvoji tipkovnici dokazuje,
da si pozabila name
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bir kurt gibi indim ovaya

dort bacagimda dort pranga:

iki mektup, alt1 pul,
uyuyordunuz.

ay benim babamdi.

gogsiimde Olu bir bastankara

yalanlari sandiniz i¢inizde tutarsiniz.
tanriyla konustum gegen giin

bir seye inaniyor musun diye sordugunuzda

siz gulimstyordunuz.

birbirinizin igine girip ¢ikiyordunuz
birbirinizin tenindeki

ben i¢imdeki 6ldtirme arzusunu

bir giin bir nehir kiyisinda siyrildim postumdan.

anladim herkes bir giin yorulur.
uludum durdum
uludum

ay 1giginda.

aci, nefret, kusku ve tutku.
dort damga!
pencereleriniz buguluydu.
iyi biliyordum bunu.
uzaniyordum yaniniza.

ha ha.

daha.

ulumam bundan.

ha ha.

hala.

tuzu yaliyordunuz.
oldiriyordum geceleri.

boyle iyi.

ne ala!

uludum durdum

bir kurt neyi ulursa.



kot volk sem se v mesecini

vse Stiri noge sem imel vklenjene v $tiri okove:
dve pismi, Sest znamk,
spala sta.

mesec je predstavljal mojega ocCeta.

s poginulo veliko sinico v prsih

v sebi kopicita to, kar mislita, da so lazi.

sele pred nekaj dnevi

prav zato tulim, kadar me vprasate,

smehljala sta se.

se zmeraj sta prihajala in odhajala

drug drugemu

sam pa sem ob noceh ubijal Zeljo po ubijanju,

nekega dne sem ob neki reki slekel svoj kozuh.
spoznal sem, da se prej ali slej vsak utrudi.

v nedogled

in tulil,

spustil na poljano.

bolecine, sovrastva, dvoma in strasti.
stirje zigi!

vajina okna so bila zarosena.

to sem dobro vedel.

sem lezal ob vama.

haha.

sem govoril z bogom.

ali v kaj verjamem.

haha.

drug iz drugega.
sta s teles lizala sol.
ki je gorela v meni.

tako se pocutim dobro.
cudovito!

sem tulil

o ¢emer pac tuli volk.
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balthus

we discuss with coffin carrier boys
if the angels are
male or not

the goat -in love with an orange tree-
has left its village long ago
in a bag out of its own skin

when the noon-bell tolls,
girls wash their cunts with salty water,
hang them out on a rope to dry and let them be kissed

the doctor holds an x-ray
there are two skeletons making love on it
“we forget we are only a set of bones”

we wash the cherries with the water drops
dribbling from your crotch, your body’s ebb and tide

on the bed, on that open sea, alas, a sail boat caught by a storm



once I had started everything that I finished
but I couldn’t finish many things that I have started:
yarn spinning, dreaming, making love...

I kissed your lips bestowed to me,
[ finished the cherries on the plate.



cezanne

broken glasses on a rocking chair
forgotten by an old man, snow-birds in the garden,
choked deers by the last days of the year

lies remained from your childhood
circling like snow flakes
around the dog trembling in the yard

they found the f string broken double bass
hanging down a tree by the lake,
its half open case was like a coffin aside

johan, who was crushed by a horse-tram,

got up from the autopsy table, holding his brain in his hands
and said “teach me how to stand still when I am dead”
three kids are examining a dead crow

by the sticks, by the river

everything becomes blue in the march cold

an owl swings on a branch as it bursts in a laughter

translated by Gokcenur C.



i know nothing.

when evening falls
worshipping

as black as the difference
a rooster

stiff when drowned.

dumps stuffed with discarded

urine stinking
panty liners
sado whips

some laughing at themselves

all of humanity

hades is reading out my name.

’m in primary school.
for the fifth time.
washed by hand

i am a electric pylon
trembling whenever i talk

picking at the watch

chewed pacifiers

at night.
i am a dog of sand
its own shadow.

between knowing and not knowing.

round cassandra’s neck.

purple when hanged.
medicine boxes.
hospital beds in blood.
used condoms

the clinking of glasses
some at others

rotten.

a dream.

chosen as class captain

on the uniform my mother
clots of blood.

in egnatia,
be quiet.



at the market they sell fresh walnuts. croquant cakes,

potato pies and meatballs.
whatever you eat turns to the same thing inside. get it.
do not let anyone who looks at the face of a street dog

and does not weep into your life.



jobannes brabms

symphony no 3. in f major, op. 90 - poco allegretto

at this hour of night
it is best to lull
a cat to sleep on your lap

the myrtle tree has enfolded her body
from crepe paper the shadows
cut angels for her hair

the veranda you sleep under
rises and falls with your breath

you must know the worth of those you sleep with
for it is hard to sleep with another

as beatrice snores every night on my right

poe see himself speaking in his dreams

i cannot stretch out
to your hair cascading
river like down your shoulders into me



across the room
the peruvian oleander
creeps on tiptoe



nothing is better than
after not burying yourself

in one corner of the garden

up a wheelbarrow.

at others

i hear a child crying. in the same house?

“they ceremonially burnt my writings in thirty three”
“we never again saw
in corpses and ash passed

from his heart he will strike

he has hawled from the shores of the elbe
tiny arrows from myself i create

is as certain as being

solitude
right into another.

a snail climbs

some people are swearing
in german.

perhaps yes.

says wolfgang,
germany arise
our lives.«

some of the pieces of wood
i sculpt

gods for nothing

believed in.

translated by Neil Patrick Doberty
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richard wagner
parsifal: prelude to act 1

nails of the wind

a dead body growing longer
inside me, a clattery type writer
with a broken a

i gave up the god’s words up
i gave life to unclaimed shadows
and created a prophet who’ll write his own book

october is the month of the anxious ones
torn tickets, pale towels,

semen smelling bachelor pads, a giraffe

who hanged himself to the

dormitory door, dead public officers

and istanbul

someone is still dancing on a beach since july

from the spickandspan s
we can see you already forgot me.

translated by Gokgenur C.



down in moonlight i went to the steppe
four shackles on four legs:

two letters. six stamps

you were sleeping,

the moon was my father.

with a dead titmouse on my chest
out by your side.

you hoarded within you.

i spoke with god
that is why i howl
if i believe in

you were laughing.

were entering were leaving one another.
you were licking

at night

welled up

one day by the river i shed my hide.
and understood that everyone’s grows
ah how lovely!

and howled

like a wollf.

pain, hate, doubt and lust.
four postal marks!

your windows all fogged up
this i knew well.

i stretched

what you thought were lies

ha ha.

just the other day.
when you ask me
anything.

ha ha.

still.

the salt of the skin of one another.
i was killing off that desire to kill
inside me.

it’s better like this.

tire done day.

relentlessly i howled
whatever it is a wolf howls.

translated by Neil Patrick Doberty
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