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Burcu Sahin (1993, Rinkeby/Stockholm) Tiirk asilli Isvegli sair.
flk siir kitab1 "Broderier” (Nakislar) 2018 yilinda isvec’in énde
gelen yaymevi Albert Bonniers Forlag tarafindan yayimlandi ve
aynt yil Sveriges Forfattarforbund (Isve¢ Yazarlar Birligi)
tarafindan Katapult ilk Kitap Odiilii'ne layik gériildii. Aym yil
yayimlanan “Alskade Syskon” (Sevgili Kardesler) adl chapbook’u
Kuzey siiri dizisi Autor Chap kapsaminda basildi. Sahin, Biskops-
Arnd’de yaratici yazarlik egitimi aldi ve ayni1 okulda dgretmen
olarak calisiyor. Siirlerinde gog, kadinlik hallerinin sessiz dili, ev,
nakis ve sehir yasami gibi motifleri isliyor. Broderier'in agilis
dizeleri “No Mothers Cry Here Anymore” (Artik Anneler
Aglamiyor) ile baslar ve nakis metaforlarn aracilifiyla gegmis,
aidiyet ve doniisiim gibi temalarla bag kurar. Sahin ayni zamanda
goc sonucunda ortaya ¢ikan kimlik kirilmalarimi ve giindelik
yasamin ara katmanlarindaki direnisi ele alarak diisiinmek ve
yenilenmek icin siirsel mekanlar yaratir.

Burcu Sahin (b. 1993, Rinkeby/Stockholm) is a Swedish poet of
Turkish descent. Her debut poetry collection Broderier
(“Embroideries”) was published in 2018 by Sweden’s largest
publishing house, Albert Bonniers. In the same year, she won the
Katapult debut prize awarded by the Swedish Writers’ Union.
Also in 2018, her chapbook Alskade syskon (“Beloved Siblings”)
was released under the Nordic poetics series Autor Chap. Sahin
studied creative writing at Biskops-Arno and now teaches at the
same institution. Her work engages migration, the quiet
language of women'’s lives, home and urban motifs, and the
metaphor of embroidery is central in Broderier, whose opening
lines — “No Mothers Cry Here Anymore” — set a tone of
memory, belonging and transformation. She explores identity
fractures through migration and the subtle resistances
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embedded in everyday life, crafting poetic spaces of reflection
and renewal.

Burcu Sahin (féodd 1993 i Rinkeby/Stockholm) ar en svensk
poet av turkisk hirkomst. Hennes debutdiktsamling Broderier
publicerades 2018 av Albert Bonniers, Sveriges storsta forlag.
Samma ar tilldelades hon Katapult-debutpriset som ges av
Sveriges Forfattarférbund. Hennes chapbook Alskade syskon
publicerades ocksd 2018 i poesi-serien Autor Chap. Sahin
studerade kreativt skrivande pa Biskops-Arnd och arbetar nu
som ldrare dir. Hon anvidnder teman som migration, kvinnors
vardagliga  tystnader,  hem och  stadsmiljoer, dar
broderimetaforen i Broderier ar central — diktsamlingen 6ppnar
med raderna “No Mothers Cry Here Anymore”, och artikulerar sa
minne, tillhorighet och foérvandling. Sahin utforskar
identitetsklyftor som uppstar vid migration och vardagens
subtila motstadnd, och skapar poetiska rum for reflektion och
nystart.



GECE VARDIYASI



k3kk

dikis diker annelerimiz

bakicilik yapar baskalarinin annelerine

huzur evlerinde

g6z kulak olurlar

kedere



k3kk

annelerin doniisiinii bekliyoruz safakta
ter

sirtlarinda usulca sogurken

reddediyoruz biiylimeyi zaten ¢oktan biiyiidiik
bir tarla

kizlarin ¢iglik attig

uyku cocuklarindir diye

heniiz girmedik

yataga

avluda ayak sesleri yankilaniyor



k3kk

oynariz kiraz agacinin altinda
birinin elinden sokiiliip alinir tabancasi
halka acik havuz, unutulup gidecek
meyveler battaniyeler

sezlonglar
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k3kk

glinesin dogusunu izliyoruz

yatiriyoruz birbirimizi ipek yatak ortiilerinde
sarkilar soylilyoruz

anlamadigimiz

dillerde

yamuk yumuk kesiyoruz bukleli saglarimizi
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k3kk

yesim agaclari nanegiller

yaprak sariyoruz

sira sira tencerede

hi¢ gébrmedik babalarimizi
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k3kk

sarkilar soyleriz
anlayabildigimiz dillerde
oll prensler, prensesler
topraga kazdigimiz

mezarlarla ilgili sarkilar
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k3kk
dilimiz tutulur olan biten karsisinda

ama govdelerimiz

arar bulur birbirini
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k3kk
parcalanmistir dilimiz
dil 6grenir

telaffuz ederiz harfleri

taklit etmeyi 6greniriz
jestlerin smirlarini

elle tas arasindaki mesafeyi

Ogreniriz

asinmis giysinin

solgun pariltisini

0greniriz ayiklamay1
baskalarinin bakislarini

govdelerimizden
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k3kk

benzeriz birbirimize

yarim birakma korkumuz atalarimizdan miras

terk etmeyi 68reniriz, terk edilmemeyi

fakat geri doneriz nihayetinde

sabrimizi tiikketmis olan ise
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k3kk

Toz pembe riizgarlar

1s1kla birlikte

yikselen

pliriizli ahsap ¢atinin altinda
el ele tutusup

sirayla oreriz birbirimizi

dokunmusuz
yeniden kavusma istegiyle
karli manzaralarla degil

dikis izleriyle
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k3kk

ince dantel zincir nakis

tiim dikisler cozilir
katiksiz gece, uyku ve kaygi

kimsecikler aglamaz
gozyaslari nehir olup tasiyamaz bizi

acik bir eldir geriye kalan
durmaksizin paylasan

ve avucumuza birakilan
bir giin mutlaka alinacaktir geri
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k3kk

nesilden nesile gecer ellerin bellegi
altin dikisli pamuk havlular
mutfak masasinda anlatilan hikayeler

cocuklar adil degildir ~ adil degildir
anneler

kizlarinin sag 6rgiilerine nakseder
acilarini

hem zaten kim basarabilir ki

kendi olmay1
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k3kk
diigiimlendi dil
dillerini 6grendin
ama telaffuzu degil

ana dilin
kald1 agzinda

konusulamadan
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k3kk

gezgin yankilardir sozciikler

annelerin elleri
calisir esiginde

asla yalniz degildir
dikis diken kadinlar

onarilacak bir sey vardir her zaman

bir sokiik

bir lavabo ¢atlagi

bir cam kése ansizin elinden diisen
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k3kk

uykusuzuz

dizeler veririz sana

tlimiyle yeni bir pasaj

giil ve anne
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k3kk

geceleyin hangi riiyalarda yasar anilarin
elinde igne iplik

uykuya direnirken

o ince islenmis beyaz
ipek diislerin ardindan

gelen siik(itu bahsettin bize

sozciikler bahsettin
agzindan sokiiliip alinmis sozciikler
geceleyin

sehrin en giiriltili saatlerinde

seving bahsettin bize
ellerinden koparilip alinmis
geceleyin

sokiip dikerken kederini

kimseler dantel isleyemez
cocukluklarindan beri tiglara alisik

biiyiikanneler gibi
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seni yad ederek egliyoruz kendimizi

evi sirtlaniyoruz birbirinizi sirtladiginiz gibi

6zlem ytikiyle

hi¢c yazmadigin siirler saklaniyor
korlestiren bir 151k yayarak

dokunulmamis bir beyazlikta

o 1s1ktir iste erisilemeyen asla
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NIGHT SHIFT



k3kk

our mothers sew

tend to others’ mothers

homes and institutions

look after

the sorrow
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k3kk

we await the mothers’ return dawn
sweat

down their backs will cool

we refuse to grow we are already older
a field
daughters who shout

that sleep is for children

we have not yet gone

to bed

the yard echoes with footsteps
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k3kk

we play beneath the cherry tree
a weapon is wrested out of someone’s hands
public pool disposable
fruits blankets

sun chairs
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kokk

we see the sun rise

put each other tobed  silk bedspread
sing songs

in languages

we do not understand

cut our hair in uneven strands

29



k3kk

jade plants patchouli sweat

we roll grape leaves

lined up in the pot

we have not seen our fathers
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k3kk

we sing songs

in languages we understand
about dead princes princesses

graves we have carved

into the ground
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k3kk
we sit speechless at what happened

but our bodies

seek each other out
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k3kk

tongues split
we learn the language

pronounce letters

we learn imitations
gestures’ limits

distance the hand and the stone

we learn

the gloss of waxed cloth

worn bare

we learn to pick
others’ gazes

from our bodies
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k3kk

we resemble each other

we inherit the fear of not finishing

we learn to abandon to not be abandoned

but at the end of the day we resume the work

that made us lose our patience
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k3kk

Pearly rose winds

up with
the light

the coarse wood gable
we hold each others’ hands

sew in shifts

we are woven
the will to be reunited
seams

not snow-covered landscapes
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k3kk

net lace chain stitch

seams are lost

the night the sleep the worry pure

no one cries

tears cannot become a river to float on

what is left is an open hand

that never stops giving

what is placed in our hands

will be taken away again
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k3kk

the hands’ memory is inherited
gold stitches cotton towels

stories around a kitchen table

the children are unfair and the
mothers
they weave their pain into daughters’
braids
who gets to be

in the end
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k3kk

tongue notted
you learned the language

not the pronunciation of letters

the mother tongue
remained

in your mouths

38



k3kk

the words are a traveling echo

mothers’ hands work

on the edges of the echo

never alone

seamstresses

there is always something to repair

a torn seam
a cracked basin

a glass bowl you suddenly drop
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k3kk

sleepless

we give you lines of poetry

an entirely new passage

rose and mother
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k3kk

in what dreams live your memories of the night
when you stayed awake

occupied with needle and thread

you gave us the muteness that followed
the finely woven white

dream of silk thread

you gave us the words
pulled from your mouths
at night

when the city was the loudest

you gave us the joy
pulled from your hands
at night

when you sewed and repaired your sorrow

no one sewed lace edges like the grandmothers
used to the crochet hooks

from when they were children
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we keep our hands occupied by calling for you

carry the home as you carry each other  heavy

with longing

the poems you never wrote have been archived
secrete a blinding light

remain in a state of white

and it is this light that remains out of reach
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NATTSKIFT



ksksk
vara modrar syr
vardar andras modrar

boenden och anstalter

tar hand

om sorgen

44



k3kk

vi vantar pa modrarnas hemfird gryningen

svetten

langs ryggarna ska svalna

vi vagrar vaxa vi dr redan aldre
ett falt

dottrar som ropar att somn

ar till for barn

vi har dnnu inte gatt

och lagt oss

garden ekar av fotsteg

45



k3kk

vi leker under koérsbarstradet
ett vapen vrids ur nagons hdander
utomhusbadet engdngsgrillarna kottet
frukterna filtarna

solstolarna
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k3kk

vi ser solen ga upp

baddar ner varandra  sidenodverkast
sjunger sanger

pa sprak

vi inte forstar

klipper haret i ojamna slingor
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k3kk

paradistrad patchouli

vi rullar vinblad
rader i kastrullen

vi har inte sett vara fader

48

svett



kokk

vi sjunger sanger pa sprak

vi forstar om déda prinsar prinsessor
gravar vi karvat

i marken
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ksksk
vi sitter stumma over vad som hant

men vara kroppar

soker sig till varandra
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k3kk

med kluven tunga
lar vi oss spraket

bokstavernas uttal

vi lar oss imitationer
gesternas granser

avstand handen och stenen

vi lar oss

plastdukens glans
slits ut

vi lar oss plocka

andras blickar

frdn vara ansikten
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k3kk

vi liknar varandra

vi arver radslan for att inte slutfora

vi lar oss att 6verge for att inte dverges

men i slutet av dagen tar vi upp arbetet

som forst fick oss att tappa talamodet

52



k3kk

parlemorros vecklar

ikapp
ljuset

tragavelns stravhet

vi héller varandras hander

syr i skift

Vi vavs
viljan att aterforenas
sdommarna

inte snotickta landskap
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k3kk

natspets kedjesém
sémmarna forloras

natten smnen oron rena

ingen grater

tarar kan inte bli en flod att flyta pa

det som finns ar en 6ppen hand
som aldrig slutar ge det som laggs i vara hiander ska tas ifran

oss igen
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k3kk

55

flator

hdndernas minne gar i arv
guldstygn bomullshanddukar

berattelser kring ett koksbord

barnen ar orittvisa och modrarna

de vaver sin smarta i dottrars

vem far vara

i slutandan



k3kk

med knuten tunga
larde ni er spraket
inte bokstavernas uttal
modersmalet
blev kvar

i era munnar
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k3kk

orden ar ett eko som fiardas

modrarnas hiander arbetar

i utkanten av ekot

aldrig ensamma

sommerskor

det finns alltid nagonting att laga

en sprucken som
ett krossat handfat

en skal av glas du plotsligt tappar
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k3kk

somlosa

vi ger er diktrader

ett alldeles nytt stycke

ros och mor
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k3kk

i vilka drommar bor era minnen av natten
da ni holl er vakna

sysselsatte er med nal och trad

ni gav oss stumheten som foljde
med det finvavda vita

drommen om silkestrad

ni gav oss orden
som togs ur era munnar
under natterna

da staden var som mest hogljudd

ni gav oss gladjen
som togs ur era hiander

under nitterna da ni sydde och lagade er sorg

ingen sydde spetskanter som mormddrarna
vana vid virknalarna

redan som barn

vi haller hinderna sysselsatta genom att kalla pa er
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bara hemmet sd som ni bar varandra tungt
med langtan
dikterna ni aldrig skrev har arkiverats

utsondrar ett ljus som blandar

stannar i ett tillstdnd av vitt

och det ar detta ljus som forblir oatkomligt

60



	GECE VARDİYASI
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	NIGHT SHIFT
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	NATTSKIFT
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***
	***

