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Kristina Kocan: (Slovenya, 1981) Sair ve ¢evirmen. 2016 yilinda
Maribor Universitesinde c¢agdas Amerikan siiri iizerine
doktorasini tamamladi. Dért siir kitabi yayimladi: Selid¢a, Sivje,
Kolesa in Murve ve 2009 En lyi Ilk Kitap Odiili'ne aday
gosterilen Sara. Son siir kitabi Seli$¢a ile 2022’de “En lyi Siir
Kitab1” dalinda prestijli Veronika Odiilii'nii kazandi; ayrica Jenko
Odiilii ve Velenjica-¢a$a nesmrtnosti o&diillerine de aday
gosterildi.

2019°da Divjad adli oyki kitabini ve kendi siirleri ile
miizisyenlerle yaptigi kayitlari, Bojan Atanaskovic’in fotograf
calismalariyla birlikte iceren ¢oklu ortam kitab1 s|prehod’u
yayimladi. Yapitlar1 10’dan fazla yabanci dile ¢evrildi, Europe in
Poems: The Versopolis Anthology ve Other Words/Druge besede
dahil olmak tizere pek ¢ok uluslararasi antolojide yer aldi.

2015'ten itibaren miizisyenlerle birlikte ¢alismaya baslads;
Sloven miizik grubu Brest i¢in sarki sozleri yazdi, bugiine dek iki
alblim yayimlandi. Ayrica siirini taninmis Sloven caz
miizisyenleriyle birlestirdigi performans projelerine
yogunlasmaktadir.

Kristina Koc¢an (Slovenia, 1981) is a poet and translator. In
2016 she received a Ph.D. in contemporary American poetry at
the University of Maribor.

Her publications include four books of poetry: Seli§¢a, Sivje,
Kolesa in Murve, and Sara, which was nominated for the Best
Debut Book Award in 2009. For her latest poetry collection
Selisc¢a, Kocan received the prestigious 2022 Veronika Prize for
Best Book of Poetry and was also nominated for the Jenko Award
and the Velenjica-¢aSa nesmrtnosti Award.

In 2019 she published a collection of short stories Divjad, as well
as a multimedia book s|prehod, containing her poems and
recordings with musicians together with photography work of
Bojan Atanaskovi¢. Her work has been translated into more than
10 foreign languages and anthologized in several international
collections, including Europe in Poems: The Versopolis
Anthology and Other Words/Druge besede.

7



In 2015 she began working with musicians, writing lyrics for the
Slovenian band Brest, which has so far released two albums. In
addition, she dedicates herself to performance projects,
combining her poetry with the work of renowned Slovenian jazz
musicians.

Kristina Koc¢an (Slovenija, 1981), pesnica in prevajalka, je
avtorica Stirih pesniskih zbirk: selis¢a (2021), Sivje (2018),
Kolesa in murve (2014) in Sara (2008), ki je bila nominirana za
najboljsi prvenec leta. Konec leta 2018 je izSla vecmedijska
knjiga s|prehod, ki vkljucuje izbor njene poezije, avdio posnetke
z njeno uglasbeno poezijo in fotografije Bojana Atanaskovica.
Leta 2019 je pri zalozbi Litera izSel njen kratkoprozni prvenec
Divjad. Njena poezija je prevedena v vec kot deset tujih jezikov in
vkljucena v Stevilne mednarodne antologije, med drugim Europe
in Poems: The Versopolis Anthology in Other Words/Druge
besede. V svojem prevajalskem delu se pretezno osredotoc¢a na
ameriske avtorje. Kot besedilopiska sodeluje z zasedbo Brest, s
katero so izdali Ze dvaodmevna albuma.



TORTU



KUS DINLEYICisi

ilk kez bir evde gérmiiyorum onlari
sadece seslerini duyuyorum

les kargalari saksaganlar serceler
kara basli yarasalarin titremesi
martilar sumrular giivercinler
ispinoz, gece boyu giirtltiiyle ucan
kugularin, safak vakti sessizce stizlilmesi
asiklarin ayak izlerini

hafifce dolduran kar,

acik pencereden gelen

soguk hafifce dokunuyor

yarisi agikta kalan bedene
cebinden buhar ¢ikariyor

beyaz bir tily

Ceviren: Selahattin Yolgiden
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VAHSi DOGAYI YA DA TAMALPAIS’iMi DENEYIMLEMEK

su anda

dongiisel yolumu

tipki Snyder’inki gibi buluyorum
yilda dort defa

saat yoniinde

sessizce bir daire ¢izerek
diistinceler ve kahkahalarla
bir mantrayla yiirtiyorum
zamanda arinarak

benim dagimi bul

orada, burada,

onun Tamalpais'i vardi
sekoyalari, douglas goknarlari

defne fidanlari

11



se¢
Pohorje mi, Peca m1?

kediotu ladini

dag cami

yalniz firtina agaclari

bin yillik kayanin lizerinde
gokkusagi damlalarina karisiyor
bu 151k

yolun iizerindeki deniz feneri
siirin hedefi

ormanin dili

huzur.

Ceviren: Selahattin Yolgiden
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INGILTERE

bu yaz, yaz degil;

ingiltere, daglardayiz

karanlik firtinalarda

ya ofkelenecek gokyiizii

ya da dolup tasacak yildizlarla
sezlonglarimiz ¢cimende

kayan yildizlar gozlerimizde
dag evlerinde

gec saatlere kadar yaniyor 1siklar
ev sahipleri masada uyukluyor
otlaklardan gelen

c¢an sesleri ineklerin
tepelerden yankilaniyor

bir ninni gibi

yatmaya hazirlanirken
pencereleri

ardina kadar agiyorum

gece rilizgari esiyor

icimize isliyor

sicak 6gleden sonralari

serinletiyor
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biz sevgiyle dolup tasarken
ayni zamanda yamalayip
ortliyor bizi perdeler

bir géziimle

vadideki sise bakiyorum

diger goziimle besikteki cocuga
uzanmis yatiyor

huzur i¢inde uyuyoruz
ingiltere’de yildizlarla

ya da yildizsiz

Ceviren: Selahattin Yolgiden
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GOCLER

kara kavaklarin gévdelerinden
ayrildi sar1 yapraklar

baska bir yere gog ettiler
gdecmen kuslar gibiyiz
topraklardan insanlardan
kendi yolumuzdan

tek siginak

surekli hareket etmek

sadece geri donecegimize dair bir s6z
kurtulur muyuz

hentiz ayrilmadan 6nce
uykuyla

uyaniklik arasinda

altimizda

cicek aciyor nehirler
yapraklarin renginde

bizi 1sitiyor

sarimsi glines

avcumuzda bir 6tlegenin

ya da bir circir béceginin

agirhginin hatirasi

Ceviren: Selahattin Yolgiden
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OVA BOYUNCA BRONZ RENGI

karanlik bir perde gibi ytikseliyor
gbgiin siyahi carki

hicbir seyin ardina gizlenmeyen
metalik pariltilar

¢ilginca savruluyor riizgarda

kasirga bir sanriy1

tilyden yapilma bir dantelle sariyor
¢alinan ya da kullanilan

veya 6dung alinan bir sarkiyla
hayalete benzer bir beden

aninda sessizlige biirtinebilir
yagmaci bir giirtltiiyle vizildayan bécekler
tiztimlerin tizerinde, son ahududular
bronz rengi ovaya yayilirken

misir saplari direniyor hala

sipsivri kuleler gibi koganlari
yakinda ve uzaklarda

kavaklarin altinda sallaniyor
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bir milyonerin planinin bir pargasi olarak
eski diinyadan yeni diinyaya

melodileri esliginde tirpanlarin

tiim Amerika'y1 kuslarla doldurmak icin
1890’daki Shakespeare’den kalan
seksen cift sigircik

ne yaptilar Central Park’ta

nerede barindilar

hangi agaca yuva yaptilar

nasil dalgalar yarattilar
kugurdamalariyla

hangi gilinesi gordiiler

onlar icin de sac¢ildi mi1 bronz 151k?

Ceviren: Selahattin Yolgiden

17



LEYLEKLER

yavasca kuruyup dokiiliiyor
kiraz agacinin yapraklari
aceleyle

yanan giinese dogru
vakitsiz don korkusuyla
kavurucu gecelerde
yavasca akar kan
yuvalarina sadik

sessiz planorler
toplanmaya baslar

stirtiler halinde

evimizin yanindaki

eski yuvanin iizerinde
hamile kaldigimda

rahat bir besik yaptilar bana

dallardan, yosunlardan ve likenlerden
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simdi bir 1sir1k izi var

oglumun boynunda

onu uzun sure tasiyan

senin 1sirik izin

benimle birlikte gec saatlerine kadar
bekleyerek gecenin

gunduzler bize yaklasirken

hevesle sariyoruz birbirimizi
digerimizin

doéniisini

bekleyerek

Ceviren: Selahattin Yolgiden
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KIRLANGICLAR

deniz uzaniyor orada

ugsuz bucaksiz bir ayna tapinagi
lizerinde durdugumuz

barajdan uzakta

riizgarin ugultusunu arayan
gemi direkleri

zar zor gorinen adalara dogru
garip dillerde siirler fisildiyoruz
birbirimizin kulagina
tistiimiizde

kisa ¢imli sulak alanlarin

soguk kiy1 kuslar1

pesini birakmadan

ay 1s181na giivenerek

boceklerin dolastig1 geceler
daimi olanlara sadik tiineller
riizgar ve 6lim

mistik bir ¢iglikta

vatan hasreti daha derinlere itiyor
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simdi sise simdi cimenlere
simdi dalgalara simdi
sakin denize

yakinlarda uzanan

bir anlik g6z atarak
parildayan yesile
viicuduyla bogaziyla

siyah goziiyle

sicakliga dogru

bir pusula gibi

Ceviren: Selahattin Yolgiden
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KAYAKCI

ellerinde sandaletler, ayaklari

kivrimli kum tepelerine teslim oluyor
riizgarin lizerinde siiziiliiyor su kuslari
¢oziiyor havada donen diisiincelerin karmasasini
bogulurken unutulmus bir melodide
aska meyilliyiz

bir an icin ¢dmelmis

birbirimizi kaybetmis

hayalet denilemeyecek bir adada
yuzyillardir glineye ve doguya dogru
yol alan bir kadirga

deniz fenerinden direkleri

¢imenleri yorgun ve eksi

istiridye avcilarinin

gagalarini dipteki camura daldirdigi
gelgitin gizemli vahsi yasami

ortaya ¢ikardigi yerde

onlar tekrar dindar yapmak i¢in

aksamin gri 15181nda

Ceviren: Selahattin Yolgiden
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MEDUSA

goz kamastiran bir toprak pargasi
platin rengi sinirsiz bir kumsal
cevresindeki kum tepelerinden
denize uzanan uzun bir yol

bu giizellik, bu serbestce yiizen
medusa hareketi nabizla

s1g suyu bekleyen

gelgitle ylikselmek i¢in

akintinin onu striiklemesi i¢in
vahsi, yar1 saydam bir dansgi
birbirlerine karsi, suya karsi
nazikee carpismalarla

hafif kokular yayarak

uzaklara riizgarla

esaretin cazibesinden uzak

o sakin ihtisamda

kafeste bir hayvan gibi, bir kelebek gibi
camin arkasinda yakaladig bir sey
dokungaclarinda, onu yok eden
denizin sessizliginde, kacak bir
bulutun yansimasinda

nazikee cicek acar

altin deniz borilcesi

Ceviren: Selahattin Yolgiden
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KAPLAN

hi¢ kimsenin kucagindaki herkes
tonlarca yiKk fisildar

karanliktaki hi¢ kimsenin kulagina
uzakta dikmis gozlerini

vizildayan kadin sesleri

durgun havada okyanusun

sesi nedir

o karanlik ya da gok mavisi
Hudson’in suyu soguk

ibre kuzeyi gosteriyor, odun
olaganca agirhigiyla ¢itirdiyor
ateste, 6l yagmur

kara doniistiyor, sonra buza, sonra
kemiklere yakinda duran

yabani hindiler

titreyen yildizlar

bir yerlerde, umuduyla aydinlatmanin

bir kis1 daha atlatmanin

Ceviren: Cenk Kolcak
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ASLAN

terk etmek sabah ayininin siginagini

kirmizi tuglal kilisedeki korodan yiikselen

o0 sessiz seslerin yankisini

yelken agmak ¢camurlu denize

daha diin aksam yemegi icin

icinden ringa balig1 ¢ektikleri

eski enkazlardan sag ¢ikmak

dogrusu yelken agmadan hemen 6nce
pruvada tropiklerin yildizlariyla bekler biber
baharat adalarinda o keskin rayiha

Bengal, vahsice yanan kumaslarin ¢igek diirbiinti
kadife ¢icegi sarhos ederken

evin solmakta olan hatirasini

ancak Ganj'in kahverengiliginde

targ¢in ten, sicak gogusler, o kafes

icinde acik bir aslanla

Ceviren: Cenk Kolgak
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SAHILi TARAMAK

her glin yonlendirmek

agir aksak adimlari

dosdogru o ugsuz bucaksiz
sahile, mesafenin Otesi
sadece adimlarda degil
ansizin diistincelerdedir
fethetmek, dinlemek

kuzeyin kuslarini, riizgarlarini
kiristirmak ytizi

sahili taramak

burusan ellerle

eselemek kumu

aramak ve bulmak yeni-eskiyi
sisme bir bebek, ahsap bir takunya,
tekerlek, samandiralar
balik¢1 kasalari, kasklar
ayakkabilar, persil, ¢cizmeler
kiipe, sigara paketleri

yirtik aglar, 1stakoz tuzaklari,
halatlar

sonsuza dek aramak

bulmak, ama

fazlasin degil

icinde ytizlerce mesaj olan

cesitli siseleri
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ara beni, diyerek birakilan

telefon numaralar1 dahil

¢ogu bir ¢cocuk eliyle

yazilmis

biiyiik bir umutla

beyaz gecelerde bir adresin verildigi yere
cevap yazmak

titrek parmaklarla:

mektubun

uzak bir diyara ulasti

tam da buraya kadar

asla sahip olmamak

sadece aramak

insanlarla tanismak

orada olmaksizin

sadece adalarda degil

her yerde karaya vurur her sey
sadece ne zaman ve nerede

degil medcezirden sonra, daha 6nce
kendinden ge¢mis halde ytiriimek
glinlin buluntulariyla eve dogru
gecenin ve yeni bir sabahin icine

ve slirdiirmek aramay1

Ceviren: Cenk Kolgcak
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SON CAGRI

sabahin erkeninde, gdlgelerde
mavilikte agaclari kovalayan

bir saksagan tiiyii;

biitiin ask siirlerim

okumayan birinedir

avda bekleyen, yuvarlanan toprak parcasinda
kayalik yamacta

disi geyigin son ¢agrisinda
tepemde titreyen

kerkenezin gagasinda

o tam karsima gelip durdugunda
alakarga ciftleri uguverir

ormana dogru, goririm
kahverengi kus siirtileriyle

iner bulutlar kirpiklerine

guz fundaliginin

tizerinden atilan o saglam adimda

diller tek bir seyi sdyler icimde

Ceviren: Cenk Kolgak
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CALILIK

ayakkabilarin altinda kar gicirtisi
geride kalan

sicacik kuliibe, ates

yavas yavas sonmekte

i¢ cekislerin toklugu

nemli bedenlerin siirtiiniisi
durgun bir ikindi vakti

sisin i¢inde i¢in i¢in yanan

zarif adimh geyikler ¢alilikta
birbirine karismis izler, parmaklar
sicak dillerdeki sézctikleri
tutusturan alevler

yalnizca kis filizlenir

aninda yutulan

optciiklerle

ilerideki yolda

Ceviren: Cenk Kolgcak

29



YILDIZPATLARI

bunaltict
glinbatiminda
yildizpatlari
1srarcidir hala
turuncu kuyruklu
sinek kusu

tepede akin akin
kiiciik, taze bocekleri
kaparken havada
her sey karisir
yesile, kahverengiye
yalnizca yildizpatlari
parlayip durur

renk climbiisiiniin
simsiki dansiyla
unutulmamak i¢in
kuslarca

kis boyunca

Ceviren: Cenk Kolcak
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KUCUK FENERLER

yakiliyorlar

usulca mirildaniyorum

bir zamanlar Apalas Daglari’'nda
duydugum

kadim bir Kizilderili sarkisini
birak ugsunlar

o uykuya dalmadan 6nce

kiiciik 1s1klar

kiiciik mumlar

kiigiik fenerler

yakilir

iste o0 zaman ¢oker gece

oglum

kiraz agacinda

toplanan kuslari

sayarak uyur

yliziinde

biitiin bir giiniin

yaz golgeleri

ceplerimdeki oyuncaklar1 dékerim
bir 151k olayim diye beklerken onu

parildayan sabahta

Ceviren: Cenk Kolgcak

31



OLMAYAN SOZCUK

ve sonra yeni bir donemecg

yilin kusu oluverir

basparmak kadar bir yarasa

biitiin tiifek¢ikuslarini, papaganlar
su ¢ulluklarini, albatroslari alt ederek
ne zaman yazmigtim

yarasalarin kus oldugunu

sonra bir kalp kiriklig:

¢linkii icimdeki

o sonsuz yugen degillerdi

olmayan bir sézciik

tipki suskun sulara

dalip gitmek gibi

glineye donen, olmayan

cicekli yapraklariyla ylizen

hiiziinlii gévdelerine dogru ¢amlarin
mese golgelerinin derinliklerine
kanatlarinda kar sesi tagimayan kuslar

uzar gider bilinmezlik

Ceviren: Cenk Kolcak
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VENEDIK

kimin bu taslar

labirent yollar

her seyi kendi icine batirip

ait oldugu yere geri gotiiren

bu kiyisiz pus

yalnizca g6z oyalanir

yalnizca ay eslik eder ona

uykulu kanallarin

titreyen sularinda

dantel gibi ¢cirpinarak

nerede bulduysan kendini

orada kaybedeceksin yeniden
burada, zamanin yurdunda

akin eden kalabaliklarin tuzuyla asinmis
o yorgun cephelerin ardina
siginirken

bazilikalarin mezarlarin arasinda
onceki adimlarin

mermer suskunlugunda

kopriiler bir an igin
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nemli bir Girperti
uyandirir kemiklerinde
oyle biiytik bir karanlik ki
ardinda tek bir giines
dogacak

tiim glizelligiyle

Ceviren: Cenk Kolcak
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SETTLINGS



BIRD LISTENER

the first time in a home where

I do not see them only hear them
hooded crows magpie sparrows
the trembling of bats black-headed
gulls terns doves

chaffinch a noisy overflight

in the night towards morning

of swans falls silent

in lover’s footsteps

smother light snow

through the open window
coldness lightly touches

the half uncovered body

steam chirruping from it

in his pocket

a white feather

Translated by David Limon
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PRACTISE THE WILD OR MY TAMALPAIS

in the moment

find my circular path
like Snyder’s

four times a year
clockwise

circle in silence

walk in a mantra

of thoughts and laughter
purify in time

find my

mountain here there
he had Tamalpais
sequoias Douglas firs

sweet bay bushes
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choose

the Pohorje or Peca

valerian spruce

mountain pine

solitary storm trees

absorbed into rainbow

drops on millennial

stone step into

the luminosity that is

the lighthouse on the path which is
the goal for the poem which is
language in the wood which is

tranquillity

Translated by David Limon
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ENGLAND

this summer is not summer
itis england we are in

the mountains

in the darkness storms

will rage or the sky

will be too full of stars

on the lawn our deckchairs

in our eyes shooting stars

at the high mountain homesteads
lights shine late

the owners doze

at the table from the pastures
cow bells

resonate from the hills

like a lullaby when

we get ready

for bed I open windows

wide a night breeze blows
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enters us

cools from the warm

afternoon when we are bursting
at the seams with love

at the same time patches us
veils roll

from our house

into the valley I look

with one eye into the mist

with the other at the child in the crib
lying all splayed out

we sleep peacefully

in england with the stars

or without

Translated by David Limon
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MIGRATIONS

from the black trunks of poplars
yellow leaves moved
away resettling
migratory birds we are
from lands from people
from ourselves the path
is the only refuge

is moving always

just a promise to

return are we saved by
leaving already before
leaving between

being asleep and

being awake

beneath us

rivers blossom

in the color of the leaves
the tawny sun

keeping us warm

the memory of the weight
of a warbler in the palm

or a cricket

Translated by Helena Fosnjar
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BRONZE ACROSS THE PLAIN

like a dark curtain ascends

the heavenly wheel of blackish
their metallic glint

from nothing obscuring all beneath
careening wildly in the wind

the cyclone wraps a thought

in a lace of feathers a spectral

body with a song stolen or

used or borrowed

that can instantly fall silent
buzzers with predatory clamour
upon the grapes the last raspberries
as bronze spills across

the plain the cornstalks still resist
the heft of cobs jutting steeples
ring near and far

poplars swaying under

a shifting fluttering membrane

accompanied by melodies
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of scythes from the old-world into the new
as part of one millionaire’s plan

to populate America with all the birds
from Shakespeare in 1890

eighty pairs of starlings

in Central Park whatever did they
glimpse wherever did they shelter
what tree did cavity nesters

perch on how did they create a wave
for their murmuration what sun

did they see did bronze

light spill out for them

Translated by Jernej Zupanic¢
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STORKS

the leaves of the cherry tree
shrivel slowly shedding
they are rushed towards
the blazing sun

by early fears of frost

in scorching nights

the blood flows slowly
faithful to their nesting place
the silent gliders

have started

to gather in flocks above
the old nest

by our house

as [ became pregnant

they made

a comfortable crib

brought branches

moss and lichen
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now my son
has a bite mark on his nape
from you who had carried him
for so long clacking

your bills and waiting

with me for late

dusk approaches us

freshly we wrap ourselves

in one another

anticipating

return

Translated by Jernej Zupanic¢
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LAPWINGS

there lies the sea

a vast mirror sanctuary

far away from the dam

on which we stand

masts in search of

feathers wind rushing

to islands barely visible

next to which we whisper
poems in strange tongues

in each other’s ears

above which coastal birds of cold
of wetlands of short grass
keep chasing

reliant on moonlit

nights swarming with insect
tunnels faithful to the constant
companions wind and death
in a mystic shriek

homesickness pushes deeper
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now to the fog now to the grass
now to the waves now

to the calm sea

lies nearby

for a fleeting glance

at the shiningreen

with the body with the throat
with the black eye

like with a compass

towards warmth

Translated by Helena Fo$njar
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SKIER

sandals in the hands feet

giving in to dunes in circles
waterbirds soaring over wind
loosening the tangle of thoughts swirling
stopping the flying in the air a thrust
drowning out in a forgotten melody
we are leaning into love

for a moment squatting

with one another lost

island not to say phantom

is a galley sailing for centuries
southbound and eastbound

its masts lighthouses

its grass a caressing graze

for the tired and tart

oystercatchers dipping

their beaks into the silty bottom
where the tide unveils

the mysterious wildlife to

make them pious again

in the grey evening light

Translated by Helena Fosnjar
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MEDUSA

a shimmering little piece of earth
a boundless beach like platinum
a long way to the sea

from the surrounding dunes

itis beauty it is a free-floating
medusa movement with pulse
waiting in the shallow water

to rise with the tide

for the current to carry it out

a wild translucent dancer

one against the other against the water
with gentle collisions

sending faint scents

far away on the winds

no charm in captivity

in that serene splendor

like a beast in a cage like a butterfly
behind glass what is caught

in its tentacles destroys it
smuggled in the silence of the sea
in the reflection of a cloud

golden samphire gently blossoms

Translated by Erica Johnson Debeljak
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TIJGER

everyone in the embrace of no one
the burden in tons whisper

in the ear of no one into darkness
staring eyes in the distance
fizzling female voices

what is the sound

of the ocean in still air

itis dark or azure

the water of Hudson cold

needle pointing north wood
crackling full weight

in the fire the dead rain

into snow then ice then

bones remaining close

wild turkeys

tremoring stars are

somewhere in the hope of
clearing up of surviving

another winter

Translated by Helena Fosnjar
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LEEUW

to leave the shelter of the morning mass
of the redbrick church the echo of
soundless voices from the choir to sail
into the muddy sea from which

only yesterday they were pulling herrings
for dinner to survive old wreckage
before truly setting sail with the stars

of the tropics on the fore pepper awaits
pungency on the spice islands Bengal
the wildly burning kaleidoscope of fabric
marigold intoxicating a fading memory
of home only in the brown of the Ganges
cinnamon skin warm breasts the cage

with a lion open

Translated by Helena Fosnjar
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TO COMB THE COAST

every day to guide
sluggish feet

straight to the wide

coast beyond distance

is not in steps merely

in thoughts suddenly

to conquer to listen

to northern birds winds
to furrow the face

to comb the coast

with aging hands

to dig in the sand

to seek and find the new-old
an inflatable doll a wooden
clog a wheel buoys
fishing boxes helmets
shoes persil boots

an earring cigarette packs
torn nets lobster

traps ropes

for infinity to seek

find not so much

to have various

bottles inside

hundreds of messages
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including

call me with a

phone number

most of them written

in a child’s hand

with utmost hope

where an address is given in white
nights to write back with
tremulous fingers

your letter

has arrived in a faraway

land all the way here

never to have

only to seek

to meet people

without them being there

not only on islands

everything washes up everywhere
only when and where

not after high tide but earlier
to march in a trance
homeward with the day’s finds
into the night and into a new

morning and keep on seeking

Translated by Nada Groselj
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last call

in early morning in the shadows
chasing trees in blue

magpie feather all of

my love poems

are for one who doesn’t read
waiting in prey in a rolling clod
on the scree in the last

call of the doe in the beak

of the kestrel trembling

above me when he

is in front of me

pairs of jays take flight

into the forest I see

flocks of brown birds

clouds descend

on his eyelashes

tongues speak only

one thing in me

in the firm step over

the fall heather

Translated by Erica Johnson Debeljak
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BRUSHWOOD

crunching snow under shoes
falling behind is

the warm hut the fire

is slowly dying

satiety of sighs

rubbing of moist bodies

on a still afternoon

in the murk smouldering soft-stepping
deer in the brushwood
entwined tracks fingers
flames which spark off
words on warm tongues
only winter sprouts
instantly swallowed

by kisses

on the way ahead

Translated by Nada Groselj
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ASTERS

in the sultry
waning day

asters

persist

flycatchers
orange-tailed
swarming above

in the air snatching
small warm bugs
all is blending

in green and brown
only asters

in their rigid dance
of bright colours
are shining through
not to be forgotten
by birds

over winter

Translated by Nada Groselj
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LITTLE LANTERNS

they are being lit

I slowly murmur

an ancient Indian
song that I

once heard

in the Appalachians
let them fly

before he falls asleep
little lights

little candles

little lanterns

are lit

that is when night falls
my son sleeps
counting the birds
that gathered

on the cherry tree

on his face

the summer shadows
of the whole day

[ empty my pockets of toys
to be light when waiting for him

in the gleaming morning

Translated by Erica Johnson Debeljak

57



THE WORD THAT ISN'T

and then a new turn

bird of the year becomes

a thumb-sized bat

defeating all riflemen

parrots snipes albatrosses
when did I write

that bats were

birds then heartbreak
because they weren’t the eternal
yugen inside me a word

that isn’t like gazing

into silent water turning
towards the south floating its
flowering foliage that isn’t
into the deep of gloomy
trunks of pines shades

of oaks birds without voices
of snow on their wings

the mysterious extends

Translated by Jernej Zupanic¢
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VENICE

whose are the stones

the labyrinthine paths

the shoreless haze

sinking into itself everything
back to where it belongs

only the eye plays up

only the moon accompanies it
at somnolent canals

with shivering water

flapping like lace

where you found yourself before
you will lose yourself again

in the here in the abode of time
taking shelter

behind crumbling fronts

eaten away by salt

by days of swarming multitudes
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among basilicas tombs
marble muteness

of preceding steps

the bridges fleetingly
a damp chill

flutters in your bones
such a great darkness
behind it a single sun
that will rise

and all the beauty

Translated by Jernej Zupani¢
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POSLUSALKA PTIC

prvi¢ v domu Kjer jih
ne vidim le sliSim

sive vrane srako vrabca
trepet netopirjev recne
galebe cigro grlice
Sc¢inkavca glasen prelet
sredi noci proti jutru
labodov umolkne

v ljubimcevih korakih
zadusi lahen sneg
skozi odprto okno
mraz oplazi

napol razkrito telo

z njega para v Zgoletu
vV njegovem Zepu

belo pero
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VADITI DIVJINO ALI MOJ TAMALPAIS

v trenutju

najti svojo
krozno pot

tako Snyderjevo
Stirikrat letno

v smeri ure
kroziti v tiSini
hoditi v mantri
misli in smeha
predistiti v ¢asu
najti svojo

goro tukaj tam

je imel Tamalpais
sekvoje duglazije

grme lovorja
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izbrati

Pohorje ali Peco
baldrijan

smreke rusevje
viharnike

se v mavricne Kkapljice
zliti na tisocletno
kamenje stopiti

v svetlino ki je
svetilnik na poti ki je
cilj za pesem ki je
jezik v gozdu ki je

mirnodusje
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ANGLIJA

to poletje ni poletje

je anglija smo

v planinah se bodo

v temo razdivjale
nevihte ali bo nebo
prepolno zvezd

na travi najina lezalnika
v oceh utrinki

na visokih kmetijah
dolgo brlijo luci
gospodarji dremajo

za mizo s pasnikov
kravji zvonci

se razlegajo s hribov
kot uspavanka ko

se Se midva odpravljava
spat odpiram okna

na stezaj zaveje noc¢nik
vstopi v nas

ohladi od toplega
popoldneva ko pokamo

po Sivih od ljubezni
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nas hkrati takoj zakrpajo
koprene se valijo

od naSe hise

v dolino gledam

z enim o¢esom v meglico

z drugim otroka v posteljici
ves razkrecCen leZi

tudi midva mirno spiva

v angliji z zvezdami

ali brez
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SELITVE

s ¢rnih debel topolov
se je odselilo rumeno
listje naselilo je
ptice selivke smo
iz pokrajin iz ljudi
iz samih sebe pot
je edino zatocisce
je selitev vedno
res obljuba za
povratek nas resi
odhod Ze pred
odhodom med
spanjem in
budnostjo

pod nami

cvetejo reke

v barvi listja
zamolklo sonce
nas greje

spomin na teZo
trstnice v dlani

ali pa murna
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BRON CEZ RAVNICO

kot temna zavesa se dvigne
nebesno kolo ¢rnjavih

njih kovinskolesketavih peg
iz ni¢ zasenci vse pod sabo

v vetru se ziblje divje

ciklon povije misel

v Cipko iz perja prividno

telo s pesmijo ukradeno ali
rabljeno ali sposojeno

ki lahko v hipu obmolkne
ZuZnjaci v roparskem rjovenju
nad grozdje poslednje maline
kadar se vlije bron ¢ez
ravnico koruza Se kljubuje
pod teZo storzZev zvonijo
Strleci zvoniki od blizu in dlje
se pozibavajo topoli pod

spreminjavo prhutajo¢o membrano
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jih v uSesu spremljajo napevi
kos iz stare celine v novi svet
kot del milijonarjevega nacrta
da naseli v Ameriki vse ptice
iz Shakespearja leta 1890
osemdeset parov $korcev

v Centralni park le kaj so
ugledali kam se zatekli

na katero drevo sedli
duplarji kako ustvarili val

za svojo jato kaksno sonce
videli se je za njih

razlila bronasta svetloba
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STORKLJE

se domaci Cesnji listje
ozge pocasi odpada
poganja njih proti
razbeljenemu soncu
prvi strah pred slano
v Zarnih noceh se

kri pretaka pocasneje
vdane gnezdiscu
neme jadralke

so se zacele

v jatah zbirati nad
starim gnezdom

v bliZini nasSe hise

ko sem zanosila

so pripravljale
mehko zibelko
prinasale veje

in mah in lisaje
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zdaj ima moj sin

na zatilju ugriz

vas ki ste mi ga nosile
tako dolgo klopotale
s kljuni in z mano
Cakale pozni

mrak se nam pritakne
sveZe se zavijamo
druga v drugo

z mislimi

na povrat
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PRIBE

tam dalec lezi morje
Sirno zrcalno pribeZzalisce
tam dalec od nasipa

na katerem stojimo
jambori v iskanju

peres vleCe veter

na komaj vidne otoke

ob katerem Sepetamo
pesmi v neznanih jezikih
drug drugemu na uho
nad katerim se lovijo
obalne ptice mraza
mokrisc¢ nizkih trav
odvisne od mesecinskih
noci polnih zZuzel¢jih
rovov zveste stalnima
sopotnikoma vetru in smrti
v misti¢nem kriku

domotozje pritiska globlje

72



zdaj v meglo zdaj v trave
zdaj v valove zdaj

vV mirno morje

lezi tukaj blizu

za beZen pogled

na sijocezeleno

s telesom z grlom

s ¢rnim ocesom

kot s kompasom

proti toploti
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SKIER

sandali v dlaneh stopala

se vdajajo sipinam v krogih
preletavajo vodne ptice veter
rahlja klob¢i¢ misli vrtinéi
ustavlja leteCe v zraku sunek
preglasa v pozabljeni melodiji
se naslanjamo v ljubezen

za trenutek skvotamo

drug z drugim izgubljeni
otok ¢e ne kar fantomski

je galeja ki stoletja pluje
proti jugu in proti vzhodu
njena jambora svetilnika
njegove trave bozalisca

za utrujene in trpke
Skoljkarice namakajo

kljune v muljasto dno

kjer bibavica razkrije
skrivnostni Zivelj da
postanejo spet poboZne

v vecerni sivi luci
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MEDUZA

lesketavi koscek zemlje
prostrana plaza kot platina
dalec je do morja

od sipin naokoli

je lepota je prostolebdeca
meduza premik z utripi

v nizkih vodah caka

da naraste s plimo

dajo ponese s tokom
divja prosojna plesalka
ena ob drugo in ob vodo
z mehkimi trki

da nese ¢im dlje

blage vonjave v vetrovih
brez ¢ara v ujetosti

v krasoti ki pomirja

kot zver v kletki kot metulj
za steklom kar se ujame
v njene lase jo unici

v tihoti morja tihotapna
v odsevu oblaka osoc¢nik

Vv neznem razcvetu
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TIJGER

vsak v objemu nikogar
breme v tonah Sepet

v uSesu nikogar v temo
strmece oci v daljavi
ZuZnjanje Zenskih
glasov kako zveni

voda oceana v brezvetrju
temna je ali pa azurna
voda Hudsona hladna
igla proti severu les

v prasketu vsa teza

v ognju mrtvi dez

v sneg potem led nato
kosti ostajajo blizu
divji purani
trepetlikajo zvezde so
nekje v upanju da se
zjasni da se prec¢aka

Se ena zima
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LEEUW

zapustiti zavetje jutranje mase
rdeceopecnate cerkve odzven
neslisnih glasov s kora zapluti

v blatno morje iz katerega so

Se vCeraj vlekli slanike

za veclerjo preziveti stare razbitine
pred pravim izplutjem z zvezdami
tropov na premcu poper ¢aka
ostrina na otokih za¢imb Bengalija
divjeZareci kalejdoskop tkanin
ognji¢ omamlja beZen spomin

na dom le v rjavini Gangesa

cimet koze tople prsi kletka

z levom odprta
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OBALO OCESATI

vsak dan peljati
pocasne noge
naravnost na $irno
obalo onkraj razdalje
ni v korakih samo

v mislih tisto mahoma
premagati severnim
pticam prisluhniti vetru
obraz razbrazdati
obalo ocesati

s starikavimi rokami
grebsti v pesku

iskati najti novostaro
napihljivo lutko leseno
coklo kolo boje
ribiske Skatle celade
Cevlje persil Skornje
uhan zavojcke cigaret
raztrgane mreZe pasti
za jastoge vrvi

za neskon¢nost iskati
najti ne toliko

imeti raznorazne
steklenice v njih

na stotine sporocil
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med drugim

poklic¢i me s pripisom
telefonske Stevilke
najvec takSnih

z otrosko pisavo
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s skrajnim upanjem
Kjer je naslov v belih
vecerih s treso¢imi
prsti pisati nazaj

tvoje pismo

je prispelo vse v daljno
dezelo do sem

nikoli ne imeti

ampak le iskati

srecati ljudi

ne da so

ne le na otokih
vsepovsod vse naplavi
samo kdaj in kje

ne po plimi ampak prej
zamaknjeno proti domu
koraciti z najdbami
dneva v no¢ in v novo

jutro priti in naprej iskati
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ZADNJIKLIC

Vv preranem jutru v sencah
preganja drevje v modrem
perju srake vse moje
ljubezenske pesmi

so za njega ki ne bere
preZe v kotaljenju grude
na meliscu v zadnjem
klicu koSute v kljunu
postovke ki trepece

nad mano ko je on

pred mano vzleta

v gozdu nekaj parov

$0j jaz vidim

jate rjavih ptic

na njegove trepalnice

se spuscajo oblaki

v meni govorijo

jeziki le eno

v trdnem koraku po

jesenski vresi
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SIBJE

Cevlji Skripljejo v snegu
se nama oddaljuje
ogreta koc¢a ogenj
pravkar pocasi ugasa
nasicenost vzdihljajev
drgnjenje vlaznih teles
v nemem popoldnevu
v temoti tli tiholazna
divjad med Sibjem
preplet gazi prstov
plamenov ki zanetijo
besede na toplih jezikih
Sele zimski brsti
nemudoma pogoltnjene
od poljubov

na poti pro¢
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ASTRE

v sopari
poznega dneva
astre

vztrajajo
Smarnice

z oranznimi repi
rojijo nad njimi
v zraku lovijo
tople hroScke
vse se meSa

v zeleni in rjavi
le astre

v togem plesu
zivih barv

sijejo skozinskoz
da jih ptice

¢ez zimo

ne pozabijo
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LANTERNICE

prizigajo se

mudljivo mrmram
starodavno indijansko
rimanko sem jo
nekoc slisala

v Apalacih

naj letijo

zanj se prizgejo
preden zaspi

majhne lucke
majhne svecke
lanternice

takrat se zgrne no¢
moj sin spi ptice
Steje ves dan

so se zbirale

na ¢esnji na
njegovem obrazu

Se vedno poletne sence
celega dneva

igrac praznim Zepe
da ga lahka pricakam

v ble$¢avem jutru
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BESEDA KI TO NI

potem novo se obrne
ptica leta postane
netopir majhen za palec
premaga vse puskarje
papige kljunace albatrose
kdaj sem Ze napisala

da so netopirji

ptice potem Zalost

Kker to niso ta ve¢ni
ylgen v meni beseda

ki to ni kot strmenje

v tiho vodo se ravna
proti jugu plove njeno
cvetoce listje ki to ni

v globocavo temnih
debel borov sence
hrastov ptice brez glasu
snega na njenih krilih

sega vse tajinstveno
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BENETKE

¢igavi so kamni
blodnjaske sledi
brezbrezno meglovje
se v sebi pogrezne vse
nazaj na svoje mesto
le oko vzigra

le luna ga spremlja

ob dremotnih kanalih
v njih voda vztrepece
¢ipkasto zaplapola
Kjer si se Ze znasel
spet se izgubis

v tukaj kjer biva cas
se je zavlekel

pod skrhana procelja
od soli zgrizena

od dneva ¢rnih cet
med bazilikami grobnicami

marmorjem nemoto
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preteklih korakov
mostovi minljivo
ti vlaZna mrzlota
zaplahuta v kosti
je tako velika tema
za njo le eno sonce
ki bo vzslo

in vsa lepota

87



	TORTU
	KUŞ DİNLEYİCİSİ
	VAHŞİ DOĞAYI YA DA TAMALPAIS’İMİ DENEYİMLEMEK
	İNGİLTERE
	GÖÇLER
	OVA BOYUNCA BRONZ RENGİ
	LEYLEKLER
	KIRLANGIÇLAR
	KAYAKÇI
	MEDUSA
	Kaplan
	Aslan
	son çağrı
	Çalılık
	yıldızpatları
	küçük fenerler
	olmayan sözcük
	venedik
	SETTLINGS
	BIRD LISTENER
	PRACTISE THE WILD OR MY TAMALPAIS
	ENGLAND
	MIGRATIONS
	BRONZE ACROSS THE PLAIN
	STORKS
	LAPWINGS
	SKIER
	MEDUSA
	Tijger
	Leeuw
	to comb the coast
	brushwood
	asters
	little lanterns
	the word that isn’t
	venice
	SELIŠČA
	POSLUŠALKA PTIC
	ANGLIJA
	SELITVE
	BRON ČEZ RAVNICO
	ŠTORKLJE
	PRIBE
	SKIER
	MEDUZA
	Tijger
	Leeuw
	obalo očesati
	zadnji klic
	šibje
	astre
	lanternice
	beseda ki to ni
	benetke

