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Eski bir elbisede yeni birer düğme gibi dikili gözlerim. Uyum-
suz ama meraklı, parlak. Kumaşımla geldim. Kumaşımı diken 
tanımıyor hiç beni. Rüyamda, kumaşımı yeniden biçebileceğim 
söylendi. Biraz da bunun için koyuldum yola, güvenli mesafes-
inde Joyce’un. Yazlıklarımla yerleştim İrlanda’ya yazdıklarımla. 
Kışlıklarımı almadım yanıma. Bunlar lekeleri, bunlar pamuklular 
ve likralılar, kotlar ve kadifeler. Sütümü taşırmadım daha hiçbir 
kuyuya. Bundan önceki tüylerim, gözyaşım, terim hepsi birbirine 
konuşuyor, hepsi birbirine küs. Alnımdaki çillerim... Üç valiz, iki 
el çantası, sayısız mevsim, ormangürültüsü. Dalgalara Sofronis’le 
beraber isim verdik gitmeden, geri geldiğimde ikimizin bir adası 
olsun diye/ikimizden bir parçaya bakıp ağlayalım, tam. Gülmek 
bahane. İncire benzeyemedim; olgunlaşmadım ama sütümü de 
akıtmadım henüz hiçbir ağza. Anneme benzedim; dünyaya ge-
tirmedim hiçbir kara parçası işitilemeyen. Dünyaya gelmedim 
hiçbir ağaçtan sabırla, bu şiirleri de ben yazmadım gece yarısı bu 
kağıtlara. Aklımı yalayıp döndüren düğümlere değil aklımı yutan 
denizlere çekilsin dört yanım, düğmelerim. Hissimdir baki, kalbim. 
Makas sesi.

Makas Sesi
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kimse yokken
duvarlara darılıyorum penceresiz
el izini öğütleyen
menekşe çiçeklere
 
atomu içimde parçalamayı öğretiyorlar kaç gündür
genişletemediğim bir kolye gibi duruyor oda
biliyorum boncuklarca uzağım 
yanına uzanmaya, koylara 
 
sevgilim,
ben,
bunları bir filin avcuna 
yazıyorum ne yavaş fakat boğazımda aksamayan bir eza
hep gecikiyorum denizi bırakmaya 
uçurum kenarlarına

Eza
değişen şeyleri anladım
buzun kırılma noktasını
uğultusunu bilmenin
 
gün doğumunda balıkçıllar inecekti yüzüme
bir dağın yankısı
yankıyı sudan bir yel ayırabilir
seni benden ayak izlerine dökülecek su
 
ki öyle sarılmıştım sana
bir Monet resmine ansızın yerleştiğimizde
nilüferlerden önce

Dağ Gölü
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Van Gogh İle Yildizli
on bir yıldızlı gecesin
 
servi ağacı, tanrıçanın
bir yana düşen saçı
 
girdabına kapılıp da aklının
ağzındır dolaştığım
 
gerisi sanrısı ressamın

Irmak
avluna götür beni
otlar sökülmeden
 
göster
etraflarını sözünün
 
kusuru unutarak
tenhamı bul
 
ırmağına sür
aralıksız ve uzun
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Lullaby
avunmanın portresi gibi bakar pervaz
eflatun kasımpatılar
 
saatleri geçmeli
saatler mırıldanmakla ilgilidir
ben sana lullaby’lar, masallar
 
bildiğin yabancı diller varmaz 
demeye:
sen bana yokuşu yaprağın
eriyen buzul
gökteki sagu
 
hâlâ şaşırdığım şeyler var:
şuramızda duran leke
dağılmıyor hiçbir yere

The Sounds of Scissor/ Makas Sesi
My eyes, like new buttons sewn on an old dress. Inharmonious but 
curious, bright. I arrived here with my fabric. Those who sew my 
fabric don’t know me at all. I was told in my dream that I could 
cut out and reshape my cloth. Partly for this reason, I set out, 
keeping Joyce’s safe distance. I settled in Ireland with my sum-
mer clothes and my writings. I didn’t take my winter clothes with 
me. These are stains on them. These are cotton and lycra, jeans 
and velvet. I have not leaked my milk into any well yet. My previ-
ous hairs, tears, and sweat, they all talk to each other; they are all 
crossed with each other. Freckles on my forehead... Three suitcases, 
two handbags, countless seasons, and forest noise. We named the 
waves with Sofronis before I left, so that when I come back, we 
will both have an island; stare a part of us and cry, united. Laugh-
ing is an excuse. I could not resemble the fig; I have not ripened, 
but I have not drained my milk into any mouth, either. I took 
after my mother; I did not give birth to any land that could not 
be heard. I was not born from any tree with patience; I did not 
write these poems on these papers at midnight. May my four sides 
be drawn not to the knots that lick my mind, but to the seas that 
devour my mind, as well as my buttons. My feelings are eternal, 
my heart: the sound of scissors.
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How to Be a Seaside Child
I will show you my dreams at Mind Your Edges
open your heart to the waves
for my dreams revolve around childhood cycles
 
I will make you swim far out with scurrying minnows
and make you taste the homemade sandwiches
with tomato and halloumi
 
I used to eat after the w a v e s
 
I will bury you watermelons in the dunes like a treasure
to be found in stunned silences of sunsets
 
when it darkens midnight blue
I will wake you up to draw frames for the stars
in the sky and celestial scars on our kneecaps,
 
the next day
 
I will slip you down from my hand like a jar of 
breakfast marmalade 
don’t be afraid
to spill  
more than a wave can carry
 
I will cry for you song lyrics from the nineties
and invent names from the depth of turquoise waters
while playing hide and seek,
splash!
our breaths will be reshaped
as our land of love

My Father is a Meteorologist
Poem beginning with a line by Durs Grünbein 
 
a new poem begins this balmy morning 
on the anniversary of the birth of a composer;
an occasion I always celebrate by listening to
the violin concerto: four seasons evoking the 
rhythms of my father born today,
the 4th of March, shared with Antonio Vivaldi
 
my father is a meteorologist
he watches the weather more than 
he watches my mother when she sleeps                               
because he never sleeps when it rains
the first thing he wonders about on the phone
is the topography of the place where I live;
not my mood, not my grades, not my sanity  
 
he never wept 
– at least in front of me – even though
my mum said he once wept thunderously
when his son had been hit by a car,
if I saw him weeping recently I would say;
it’s more like a drizzling instead of a heavy rain
my father likes making predictions on wars, 
currency rates and relationships of constellations
but not as much as the likelihood of the low pressure systems                
and high pressure systems of our heartwaves,
daddy suggests we winterise our minds for any 
snowsqualls just in case
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he told me the other day that
swallows have built nests on his Mediterranean balcony 
earlier than usual, this February
 
my father used to make me toast with eggs
always sunny side up in the mornings
before I drove fast to school to teach kids
not to be lured by strawberries ripened before 
harvest time
 
here is just another spring today
I lie flat on the grass of St. Stephen’s Green 
and soak up the bird chirping
as the sky keeps changing thanks to each angelic stitch 
 
with carbon accumulated in his atmosphere
and crises in his climatology
my father is turning seventy 

First Poem
I didn’t tell you that I am gone
instead I gave you a divided island 
and suspended peace talks with 
aggressive politicians
crossing borders is a mundane task,
never mind!
 
I didn’t tell you how long I will be gone
even so, promise you won’t count days
you had better start collecting plastics
from the sea where we used to swim 
and make sure we can swim there 
the next time we reunite
 
I didn’t tell you what time of the year 
I will be moving in my new house
since the seasons are all mixed up 
due to the climate crisis
you know, it’s not hard to imagine becoming
one of those extinct species to be missed 
 
I didn’t tell you if I will be back 
from Dublin or not but I liked getting soaked
to the skin on Parnell street 
while cycling to school 
in the hope of reducing my carbon footprint
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Torment/ Eza
when no one is around
I get angry with the walls without windows 
and canterbury bells that offer your handprint
 
they have been teaching me for days
how to split the atom inside me
the (hospital) room stands like 
a necklace I cannot extend
I know I am many beads away from
lying next to you, from the bays
 
how slow I am writing these on an elephant’s sole 
but there is a ceaseless torment in my throat
I am always late to leave the sea
to the edges of your abyss, my love

Mountain Lake/ Dağ Gölü
I figured out the things
which have changed
the melting/breaking point of ice
the howl of knowing
 
at sunrise, herons would land 
on my face, the echo of a mountain,
a breeze can separate the echo from the water
a body of water to be spilled onto your footprints
can separate you from me
 
so I hugged you just like that
when we settled in a Monet painting
before the lilies
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Symbiosis 
if a doe gives birth to me
I won’t reveal my name to the world
my mum will nuzzle me and lick my fur
the forest can conceal my scent
till she comes back
I will press myself against long grass
so no one will really notice or
cuddle me 
 
If I were a fawn
I would walk before crawling
and save my voice for singing
to my twin
 
when I grow up and molt
jackdaws will pull rusty red 
summer coat from my ribs                 
and bunch them together with fallen leaves
to build their nests

In the Starry Night with Van Gogh/ 
Van Gogh İle Yildizli
you are the night with eleven stars
 
the cypress, the hair of the goddess
falling upon her shoulder
 
drawn into your mind’s whirlpool
it is your mouth
in which I swirl
 
the rest is the illusion of the painter
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River/ Irmak
take me to your backyard
before the weeds are trimmed
 
 
show me the outskirts
of your word
 
 
looking past my flaws
discover my seclusion
 
let it sail through your river
long and relentlessly

Lullaby/ Lullaby
the frame looks like the portrait of consolation
lilac chrysanthemums 
 
we need to get over  hours
hours belong to murmuring 
I will sing lullabies, tell tales to you
 
the foreign languages you know 
are not willing to say:
you are the inclination of the leaf to me
melting glacier
requiem in the sky
 
there are still things that astonish me:
the blemish on us 
is not scattering anywhere
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Fuaim Siosúr/ Makas Sesi
Mo shúile, mar a bheadh cnaipí nua fuáilta ar sheana ghúna. 
Neamh cheolmhar ach fiosrach, glé. Thána anso lem chuid éadach. 
Níl aon aithne acu siúd a fhuáileann mo chuidse eadach orm. 
Dúradh liom i dtaibhreamh go bhféadfainnse m’éadach a ath-
chruthú agus a ghearradh amach. Sin cuid den bhfáth, go dtugas 
fén mbóthar, ag coimeád faid sábhálta Joyce. Lonnaíos in Éirinn 
lem chuid éadaí samhraidh agus mo chuid scríbhneoireachta. Níor 
thugas liom m’éadaí geimhridh. Tá siad sailithe. Seo cadás agus  
líocra, jeans agus veilbhit. Ní sceitheas aon chuid dem bhainne in 
aon tobar go fóill. Labhrann na seana ribí gruaige, deora agus allas 
go léir lena chéile; iad ar fad fite fuaite lena chéile. Breicneach ar 
m’éadan….Trí cinn de mhálaí taistil, dhá mála láimhe, iliomad 
séasúr,  agus fuaim coille. Thugamar ainm ar na tonnta le Sofronis 
sula bhfágas, ionas, nuair a thagaim thar nais,  go mbeidh oileán 
againn beirt; smut dúinn ar stánadh is ag gol, le chéile. Níl sa 
gháire ach leithscéal. Ní fhéadfadh go raibh cuma an fhige orm; 
nílim aibí fós, ach ní dhoirteas mo bhainne in aon bhéal eile, ach 
an oiread.  Tá rian mo mháthar orm; níor rugadh aon talamh uaim 
ná ‘féadfaí a chlos. Níor rugadh as aon chrann mise le foighne; mar 
nár scríobh mé na dánta seo ar na páipéirí seo ag meán oíche. Ná 
meallfadh na snaidhmeanna a líobann m’aigne mo cheithre cho-
thram, ach chun na farraigí a alpann m’aigne chomh maith lem 
chnaipí. Tá mo chuid mothúcháin síoraí: fuaim siosúr

Conas Bheith mar Leanbh Cois Trá/ How to Be a 
Seaside Child
Taispeánfad dhuit mo bhrionglóidí ag Mind Your Edges 
oscail do chroí leis an tonnta
mar ciorclaíonn mo chuid brionglóidí babhtaí óige

Cuirfad iachall ort snámh i bhfad amach leis na bodairlíní is iad ag 
scinneadh
is iachall ort ceapairí tí a bhlaiseadh
le trátaí agus halloumi

D’íosfainn i ndiaidh na t o n n t a

Cuirfad tú le mealbhacán uisce sna dumhacha mar a bheadh pota 
stóir
le fáil i gciúnas balbh luí gréine

nuair a dhoirchíonn sé ina mheán oíche gorm
dúiseód tú le frámaí a tharrac dos na réalta
sa spéir agus marcanna réaltacha ar ár nglúine,

an lá dar gcionn

scaoilfad leat óm láimh mar phróca
marmaláid bricfeasta
ná bíodh eagla ort
níos mó ná ualach na dtonn
a dhoirteadh

caoinfad leat liricí amhráin os na nóchadaí
agus samhlód ainmneacha ó íochtar na bhfarraigí gorm ghlasa
ag imirt cluiche folach bíoga
splash!
athróidh ár gcuid anáil
mar a bheadh ár móinéar grá.
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Meitéareolaí isea m’Athair/My Father is a 
Meteorologist
Dán ag tosnú le líne le Durs Grünbein 	

tús dán nua an mhaidin shéimh seo
ar cheiliúradh breithe cumadóra;
ócaid a cheiliúraim i gcónaí tré éisteacht leis
an coincéartó veidhlín: cheithre shéasúr ag múscailt
rithimí m’athar a rugadh inniu,
ar an 4ú Márta, roinnte le Antonio Vivaldi

is meitéareolaí m’athair
is mó a bhíonn sé ag faire aimsire ná mar 
a fhaireann ar mo mháthair ina codladh
mar ní chodlaíonn sé riamh nuair a bhíonn sé ag báisteach
an chéad ábhar suime leis ar na nguthán ná
topagrafaíocht an cheantair ina mairim;
ní mo  mheoin, ní mo chuid torthaí acadúil, ná mo chuid céille

níor chaoin sé riamh -
ar a laghad os mo chomhairse – cé go ndúirt
mo mháthair gur ghol sé go tóirniúil tráth
ar bhuaill carr a mhac,
dá bhfeicfinn ag gol le déanaí é déarfainn;

níl ann ach braon in áit tuille báistí
deineann m’athair tuar ar chogaí,
rátaí airgeadais agus gaol idir réaltbhuíonta
ach ní chomh mór le baol corais lagbhrú
agus ardbhrú na tonnta inar gcroíthe,
molann deadaí go gcuirfimis geimhreadh inar naigne roim’
ráigeanna sneachta ar eagla na heagla

dúirt sé liom an lá eile
go bhfuil neadacha na bhfainleog ar an bhalcóin Meánmharach
níor luaithe ná mar is gnách, an Feabhra seo

dheineadh m’athair tósta agus uibhe dom
bolg le gréin ar maidin
sula dtiomáineas tapaidh ar scoil chun múineadh do leanaí
gan bheith meallta ag na sú talúin aibí roim’
aimsir an fhómhair

gná lá earraigh atá ann anseo
mar a shínim siar ar fhéir Fhaiche Stiabhna
ag sú suas ceol na n-éan
agus an spéir ag síor athrú a bhuíochas le gach gréim aingil

le carbóin carnaithe ina atmasféar
géirchéim ina chlíomeolaíocht
m’athair ag deich mbliana agus trí scór

26 27



An Chéad Dán/ First Poem
Ní dúrt leat go rabhas imithe
thugas oileán scoiltithe dhuit in ionad
agus cainteanna síochána ar sos le
polaiteoirí trodach
cúram leadránach isea trasnú teorainn
ná bac!

Ní dúrt leat cé chomh fada is a bhead imithe
é sin ráite, geall dom ná beidh tú ag comhaireamh laethanta
ní mór duit  tosnú ag bailiú ábhar plaisteach 
ón bhfarraige go mbímís ag snámh inti
agus cinntiú go bhfuil ar ár gcumas snámh ann
an chéad uair eile a bhuailfimid le chéile

Ní dúrt leat cén am den bhliain
go mbead ag bogadh isteach im thigh nua
mar tá na séasúr bun os cionn
toisc an géirchéim aeráide
tá’s agat, ní deacair samhlú go n-iompóimis
isteach i gceann des na speiceas díóthaithe sin nár chóir a chailliúint

Dúrt leat dá mbeinn thar nais
ó Bhaile Átha Cliath nó ná beinn gur thaithin flichadh
na báisí ar mo chraiceann ar Chearnóg Pharnell 
is mé ag rothaíocht ar scoil
le súil mo lorg carbónach a ísliú.

Ciapadh/ Eza
nuair nach mbíonn éinne timpeall
tagann goimh orm leis na fallaí gan fuinneoga
agus cloigíní canterbury a thairiscíonn lorg do láimhe

táid dom mhúineadh le laetha anuas
conas an t-adamh istigh ionam a scoilteadh
and seomra (ospidéil) a sheasaíonn mar a bheadh 
muince ná’ féadfainn síneadh
tá’s agam go bhfuilim coirnín fada ó
bheith ag luí taobh leat, ó na cuanta

nach mall mé ag scríobh anseo ar bonn coise na n-eilifint
ach tá ciapadh gan staonadh im scornach
táim mall i gcónaí an fharraige a fhágaint
go bruacha do dhuibheagán-sa a ghrá
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Loch Sléibhe/ Dağ Gölü
dheineas amach na nithe
atá athraithe
leá/briseadh pointe oighir
sceamhaíl na faisnéise

ag éirí gréine, thuirlingeodh corr réisc
ar mo ghnúis, macalla an tsléibhe,
leoithne gur féidir léi macalla uisce a scaradh
corp  uisce a doirtfear ar rian do choise
ár scaradh óna chéile

mar sin a thugas barróg dhuit
is sinn socairte i bpéinteáil Monet
os comhair na lilithe amach

Siombóis/ Symbiosis
más eilit a thabharfaidh beatha díom
ní ínseód m’ainm leis an  domhan
neadóigh mo mháthair liom is líobfaidh sí mo chuid fionnaidh
cuirfidh an coill mo bholadh fé cheilt
go bhfillfidh sí
bead ag brú i gcoinne an fhéir fhada
ionas ná tógfaidh éinne ceann díom is
ná fáiscfear mé

más oisín óg mé
shiúlóinn sula ndéanfainn lámhacán
agus chosnóinn mo ghuth ionas canadh
dom chúpla

nuair a fhásfad aníos agus go gcaillfead mo chuid gruaige
bainfidh na cága cóta meirgeach dearg
ó m’easnaíocha
á gcarnadh le chéile leis na duilleoga ata titithe
ionas a gcuid nead a thógaint
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San Oíche Réaltach le Van Gogh/
 Van Gogh İle Yildizli
is tusa an oíche le haon réalt déag

an chufróg, gruaig an bhandia
at titim ar a cuid guailne

meallta isteach i nguairneán d’aigne
‘sé do bhéal
ina sruthlaím

níl sa chuid eile ach iomrall súl an phéintéara

Abhainn/ Irmak
tóg chuig cúl do thí mé
sula mbearrtar na fiallailí

taispeáin dom imeall
do chuid foclaibh

ag féachaint thar mo chuid lochtanna
go dtagann tú ar mo leitlis

scaoil leis ar seol trí d’abhainn
fada agus go míshocair
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Suantraí/ Lullaby
tá an cuma ar an bhfráma gur portráid de
shólás na gcríosantamam liathchorcra atá ann

caithfimid gabháil tríd uaireanta chloig
uaireanta chloig a  bhaineann le cogarnaíl
canfad suantraíthe, ínseód scéalta dhuit

na teangacha iasachta atá agat
ach ná fuilir sásta a rá:
is tú lúb na nduilliúr dom
oighearshruth atá ag leá
éagnairc spéire

tá nithe ann a chuireann íontas fós orm
an smál orainne
nach bhfuil á scaipeadh aon áit

List of poems originally written in English :
-How to Be a Seaside Child
-My father is a Meteorologist
-First Poem
-Symbiosis

List of poems originally written in Turkish : 
-Makas Sesi
-Eza
-Dağ Gölü
-Van Gogh İle Yildizli
-Irmak
-Lullaby
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File sa dá theanga í Dairena Ni Chinnéide tá deich chnuasach 
filíochta Gaeilge foilsithe aici móide aistriúcháin. Sé’n leabhar 
Deleted (2019) le Salmon Poery, a céad cnuasach as Béarla. 
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