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Makas Sesi
Eski bir elbisede yeni birer digme gibi dikili gézlerim. Uyum-

suz ama merakli, parlak. Kumagimla geldim. Kumagimi diken
tanimiyor hi¢ beni. Rityamda, kumagim: yeniden bigebilecegim
soylendi. Biraz da bunun i¢in koyuldum yola, giivenli mesafes-
inde Joyce'un. Yazliklarimla yerlestim Irlanda’ya yazdiklarimla.
Kisliklarimi almadim yanima. Bunlar lekeleri, bunlar pamuklular
ve likralilar, kotlar ve kadifeler. Stitimi tagirmadim daha hi¢bir
kuyuya. Bundan 6nceki tiiylerim, gézyasim, terim hepsi birbirine
konusuyor, hepsi birbirine kiis. Alnimdaki ¢illerim... Ug valiz, iki
el cantast, say1siz mevsim, ormangtiriltiisi. Dalgalara Sofronis’le
beraber isim verdik gitmeden, geri geldigimde ikimizin bir adas:
olsun diye/ikimizden bir par¢aya bakip aglayalim, tam. Giilmek
bahane. Incire benzeyemedim; olgunlasmadim ama siitiimii de
akitmadim heniz hi¢bir agza. Anneme benzedim; diinyaya ge-
tirmedim higbir kara pargasi isitilemeyen. Diinyaya gelmedim
hi¢bir agactan saburla, bu siirleri de ben yazmadim gece yaris: bu
kagitlara. Aklimi yalayip déndiren digimlere degil aklimi yutan
denizlere ¢ekilsin dort yanim, digmelerim. Hissimdir baki, kalbim.

Makas sesi.



Eza
kimse yokken

duvarlara dariliyorum penceresiz
el izini 6gtitleyen
menekse ciceklere

atomu i¢cimde parcalamay1 6gretiyorlar kag giindir
genisletemedigim bir kolye gibi duruyor oda
biliyorum boncuklarca uzagim

yanina uzanmaya, koylara

sevgilim,

ben,

bunlar1 bir filin avcuna

yaziyorum ne yavag fakat bogazimda aksamayan bir eza
hep gecikiyorum denizi birakmaya

ucurum kenarlarina

Dag Goli

degisen seyleri anladim
buzun kirilma noktasini
ugultusunu bilmenin

giin dogumunda balikgillar inecekti yizime
bir dagin yankis:

yankiy1 sudan bir yel ayirabilir

seni benden ayak izlerine dokilecek su

ki 6yle sarilmigtim sana
bir Monet resmine ansizin yerlestigimizde
niliferlerden 6nce
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Van Gogh ile Yildizli

on bir yildizli gecesin

servi agaci, tanriganin
bir yana digen sagt

girdabina kapilip da aklinin
agzindir dolagtigim

gerisi sanrisi ressamin

Irmak

avluna gotiir beni
otlar sokilmeden

goster
etraflarini s6zinin

kusuru unutarak
tenhami bul

irmagina sur
araliks1z ve uzun
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Lullaby

avunmanin portresi gibi bakar pervaz
eflatun kasimpatilar

saatleri gecmeli
saatler mirildanmakla ilgilidir
ben sana lullaby’lar, masallar

bildigin yabanc: diller varmaz
demeye:

sen bana yokusu yapragin
eriyen buzul

gokteki sagu

hala sasirdigim seyler var:
suramizda duran leke
dagilmiyor higbir 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
tabric 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

T used to eat after thewaves

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 Griinbein

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/ Dag Goli

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

it 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 Ile 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 Siosdr/ Makas Sesi

Mo shuile, mar a bheadh cnaipi nua fudilta ar sheana ghudna.
Neamh cheolmhar ach fiosrach, glé. Thdna anso lem chuid éadach.
Nil aon aithne acu sitd a thudileann mo chuidse eadach orm.
Daradh liom i dtaibhreamh go bhféadfainnse méadach a ath-
chruthd agus a ghearradh amach. Sin cuid den bhfith, go dtugas
fén mboéthar, ag coimedd faid sibhalta Joyce. Lonnaios in Eirinn
lem chuid éadai samhraidh agus mo chuid scribhneoireachta. Nior
thugas liom méadai geimhridh. T4 siad sailithe. Seo cadds agus
liocra, jeans agus veilbhit. Ni sceitheas aon chuid dem bhainne in
aon tobar go f6ill. Labhrann na seana ribi gruaige, deora agus allas
go léir lena chéile; iad ar fad fite fuaite lena chéile. Breicneach ar
méadan.... Tri cinn de mhalai taistil, dh4 ma4la ldiimhe, iliomad
séasur, agus fuaim coille. Thugamar ainm ar na tonnta le Sofronis
sula bhfdgas, ionas, nuair a thagaim thar nais, go mbeidh oilein
againn beirt; smut ddinn ar stinadh is ag gol, le chéile. Nil sa
ghidire ach leithscéal. Ni théadfadh go raibh cuma an thige orm;
nilim aibi £6s, ach ni dhoirteas mo bhainne in aon bhéal eile, ach
an oiread. T4 rian mo mhéthar orm; nior rugadh aon talamh uaim
na ‘féadfai a chlos. Nior rugadh as aon chrann mise le foighne; mar
nar scriobh mé na ddnta seo ar na pdipéiri seo ag medn oiche. Na
meallfadh na snaidhmeanna a liobann m'aigne mo cheithre cho-
thram, ach chun na farraigi a alpann m’aigne chomh maith lem
chnaipi. T4 mo chuid mothuchdin siorai: fuaim siostr
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Conas Bheith mar Leanbh Cois Tra/ How to Be a
Seaside Child

Taispednfad dhuit mo bhriongléidi ag Mind Your Edges
oscail do chrof leis an tonnta
mar ciorclaionn mo chuid briongléidi babhtai 6ige

Cuirfad iachall ort sndmh i bhfad amach leis na bodairlini is iad ag
scinneadh

is iachall ort ceapairi ti a bhlaiseadh

le tritai agus halloumi

D’iosfainn i ndiaidhnatonnta

Cuirfad ta le mealbhacédn uisce sna dumhacha mar a bheadh pota
stéir
le fail i gcitnas balbh lui gréine

nuair a dhoirchionn sé ina mhedn oiche gorm
duisedd tu le framai a tharrac dos na réalta
sa spéir agus marcanna réaltacha ar ar ngldine,

an l4 dar gcionn

scaoilfad leat 6m ldimh mar phréca
marmalaid bricfeasta

na biodh eagla ort

nios mé nd ualach na dtonn

a dhoirteadh

caoinfad leat lirici amhrdin os na néchadai

agus samhléd ainmneacha 6 {ochtar na bhfarraigi gorm ghlasa
ag imirt cluiche folach bioga

splash!

athréidh dr geuid andil

mar a bheadh dr méinéar gra.
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Meitéareolai isea m’Athair/My Father is a
Meteorologist

Ddn ag tosnii le line le Durs Griinbein

tis din nua an mhaidin shéimh seo

ar cheilitradh breithe cumaddra;

6caid a cheilitraim i gednai tré éisteacht leis

an coincéarté veidhlin: cheithre shéasir ag muscailt
rithimi m’athar a rugadh inniu,

ar an 40U Mirta, roinnte le Antonio Vivaldi

is meitéareolai m'athair

is m6 a bhionn sé ag faire aimsire nd mar

a thaireann ar mo mhathair ina codladh

mar ni chodlaionn sé riamh nuair a bhionn sé ag baisteach

an chéad dbhar suime leis ar na nguthdn nd

topagrafaiocht an cheantair ina mairim;

ni mo mheoin, ni mo chuid torthai acaduil, nd mo chuid céille

nior chaoin sé riamh -

ar a laghad os mo chombhairse — cé go nduirt
mo mhdthair gur ghol sé go téirniuil trath
ar bhuaill carr a mhac,

da bhfeicfinn ag gol le déanai é déarfainn;

nil ann ach braon in 4it tuille baisti

deineann m’athair tuar ar chogali,

ratai airgeadais agus gaol idir réaltbhuionta

ach ni chomh mor le baol corais lagbhru

agus ardbhru na tonnta inar gcroithe,

molann deadai go gcuirfimis geimhreadh inar naigne roim’
riigeanna sneachta ar eagla na heagla
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dairt sé liom an 14 eile
go bhfuil neadacha na bhfainleog ar an bhalcéin Mednmharach

nior luaithe nd mar is gndch, an Feabhra seo

dheineadh m’athair tésta agus uibhe dom

bolg le gréin ar maidin

sula dtiomdineas tapaidh ar scoil chun muineadh do leanai
gan bheith meallta ag na su taldin aibi roim’

aimsir an thémhair

gnd 14 earraigh atd ann anseo

mar a shinim siar ar théir Fhaiche Stiabhna

ag su suas ceol na n-éan

agus an spéir ag sior athrd a bhuiochas le gach gréim aingil

le carbéin carnaithe ina atmasféar
géirchéim ina chliomeolaiocht
m’athair ag deich mbliana agus tri scér
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An Chéad Dan/ First Poem

Ni durt leat go rabhas imithe
thugas oiledn scoiltithe dhuit in ionad
agus cainteanna siochdna ar sos le
polaiteoiri trodach

cdram leadrdnach isea trasnd teorainn
nd bac!

Ni durt leat ¢é chomh fada is a bhead imithe

¢ sin réite, geall dom nd beidh tG ag comhaireamh laethanta
ni mér duit tosnd ag bailit 4bhar plaisteach

6n bhfarraige go mbimis ag sndmh inti

agus cinntid go bhfuil ar dr gcumas sndmh ann

an chéad uair eile a bhuailfimid le chéile

Ni durt leat cén am den bhliain

go mbead ag bogadh isteach im thigh nua
mar td na séastr bun os cionn

toisc an géirchéim aerdide

td’s agat, nf deacair samhld go n-iompdimis

isteach i gceann des na speiceas diothaithe sin ndr chir a chaillidint

Dirt leat d4 mbeinn thar nais

6 Bhaile Atha Cliath n6 nd beinn gur thaithin flichadh
na bisi ar mo chraiceann ar Chearnég Pharnell

is mé ag rothaiocht ar scoil

le suiil mo lorg carbénach a islix.

Ciapadh/ Eza

nuair nach mbionn éinne timpeall
tagann goimh orm leis na fallai gan fuinneoga
agus cloigini canterbury a thairiscionn lorg do ldimhe

taid dom mhuineadh le laetha anuas

conas an t-adamh istigh ionam a scoilteadh

and seomra (ospidéil) a sheasajfonn mar a bheadh
. B . ,

muince nd’ féadfainn sineadh

td’s agam go bhfuilim coirnin fada ¢

bheith ag lui taobh leat, 6 na cuanta

nach mall mé ag scriobh anseo ar bonn coise na n-eilifint

ach td ciapadh gan staonadh im scornach
tdim mall i gconai an tharraige a thigaint

go bruacha do dhuibheagin-sa a ghra
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Loch Sléibhe/ Dag Golit

dheineas amach na nithe
ata athraithe
lea/briseadh pointe oighir

sceamhail na faisnéise

ag éiri gréine, thuirlingeodh corr réisc

ar mo ghnuis, macalla an tsléibhe,

leoithne gur féidir 1éi macalla uisce a scaradh
corp uisce a doirtfear ar rian do choise

ar scaradh éna chéile

mar sin a thugas barrég dhuit

is sinn socairte i bpéintedil Monet
os comhair na lilithe amach
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Siombéis/ Symbiosis

mds eilit a thabharfaidh beatha diom

ni inse6d m'ainm leis an domhan

neaddigh mo mhdthair liom is liobfaidh si mo chuid fionnaidh
cuirfidh an coill mo bholadh fé cheilt

go bhfillfidh si

bead ag bri i gcoinne an théir thada

ionas nd tégfaidh éinne ceann diom is

nd fdiscfear mé

mds oisin 6g mé
shialéinn sula ndéanfainn limhacin
agus chosndinn mo ghuth ionas canadh

dom chipla

nuair a thsfad anfos agus go gcaillfead mo chuid gruaige
bainfidh na cdga céta meirgeach dearg

6 measnaiocha

a gcarnadh le chéile leis na duilleoga ata titithe

ionas a gcuid nead a thégaint
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San Oiche Réaltach le Van Gogh/
Van Gogh Ile Yildizli

is tusa an oiche le haon réalt déag

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

meallta isteach i nguairnedn d’aigne
[d 7
sé do bhéal

ina sruthlaim

nil sa chuid eile ach iomrall sdl an phéintéara

Abhainn/ Irmak

tég chuig cil do thi mé
sula mbearrtar na fiallaili

taispedin dom imeall

do chuid foclaibh

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

scaoil leis ar seol tri d’abhainn
fada agus go mishocair
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Suantrai/ Lullaby

td an cuma ar an bhfrdma gur portraid de
sholas na geriosantamam liathchorcra atd ann

caithfimid gabhail trid uaireanta chloig
uaireanta chloig a bhaineann le cogarnail
canfad suantraithe, insedd scéalta dhuit

na teangacha iasachta atd agat
ach na fuilir sdsta a ra:

is td lab na nduilliar dom
oighearshruth ata ag led
éagnairc spéire

td nithe ann a chuireann iontas f6s orm
an smal orainne
nach bhfuil 4 scaipeadh aon dit

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

-Dag Goli

-Van Gogh 1le Yildizli

-Irmak

-Lullaby
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Aistritheoir :

File sa da theanga { Dairena Ni Chinnéide td deich chnuasach
filiochta Gaeilge foilsithe aici méide aistritichdin. Sé'n leabhar

Deleted (2019) le Salmon Poery, a céad cnuasach as Béarla.
Translator :

Translated by the author
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