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EJAN MATUR is an award-winning poet of land, myth and

memory—an elemental voice rising from the red-soiled
highlands where Anatolia meets Mesopotamia. Born in Maras to
a Kurdish Alevi family, she writes primarily in Turkish yet keeps
the pulse of the forbidden Kurdish tongue of her childhood and
the cadence of Alevi ritual humming beneath every line.

Since her trail-blazing debut, Winds Howl Through the Mansions
(1996), Matur has published nine books of poetry and several
works of prose. Her verses braid shamanic myth, Sufi mysticism
and fierce political witness: they let stones speak, turn wind into
scripture and carry the stories of displaced peoples and forgotten
gods. Critics have called her ‘a poetic oracle—at once fiercely
grounded and luminously lyrical.

Translated into 46 languages—including full English collections
In the Temple of a Patient God and How Abraham Abandoned Me—
Matur’s work travels widely while remaining rooted in ancestral
soil. Beyond the page she has served as a newspaper columnist,
directed the Diyarbakir Cultural Art Foundation and continues to
advise on Kurdish issues.

Today she moves between Berlin, London and Istanbul, walking
the ancient fault-lines that keep her poetry earthy, feminine and
timeless—bridging oral tradition with written word, ritual with
reality, and offering quiet rebellion for the modern soul.

UTH CHRISTIE was born and educated in Scotland, and after
R graduating from the University of St Andrews taught English for
two years in Turkey, later studying Turkish language and literature at
London University. In collaboration with Richard McKane she pub-
lished a selection of Oktay Rifat’s poems (Rockingham Press 1993).
A major collection of Néazim Hikmet’s poetry, again with Richard
McKane, was published by Anvil Press in 2002. In 2004 In the Temple
of a Patient God, her translations from the Kurdish / Turkish of Bejan
Matur, was published by Arc Publications in its “Visible Poets’ trans-
lation series. With Selguk Berilgen she translated Bejan Matur’s How
Abraham Abandoned Me (Arc, 2012) which was a Poetry Book Society
Recommended Translation.

She died in 2021.



Hakikat

Taslarin bildigi
Insanin unuttugu

>

Daglarla konusmay1 biraktim

Daglarla konusmay1 biraktim

Artik soylemiyorlar bana

Gizli gegitlerin

Ve sularin

Biyiittigi cocuklugu,

Yagmurda islanan kardesligi anlatmiyorlar.
Daglarla konusmay biraktim ¢oktan

Kar kuyularinda biriken s6z

Sirtimda yik.

Kelimelerle bir kervanda yiiriiyorum sanki
Ve bir yalan

Govdesini parlatarak bakiyor bana.

Kim inanacak o ¢irpinisa

Kelimelerin yiikiini

Kim alacak benden?

Daglarin sirtinda yiiriirken
Selamladigim ay

Bir kez daha sesleniyorum ona
Kelimelerin yiikiinii kim alacak benden
Sen mi?

Hayal
Bir dag hayal etmistim
Kelimeleri bir Tanr gibi kucaklayan

Bizi gogsiine bastiran bir dag.
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Truth

What the stones know
Mankind has forgotten

I

I Gave up Talking to the Mountains

I gave up talking to the mountains

Now they don’t talk to me

They no longer talk of childhood reared
On secret passes

And streams

And friendship soaked in rain.

I gave up talking to the mountains long ago
Words gathering in snowy wells

Aload on my back.

I walkin a procession of words

And aliar

Polishing his body gives me a look.
Who will believe that flutter,

Who will relieve me

Of the burden of words?

As I walked on the back of the mountains

I greeted the moon

Once again I cry to her

Who will relieve me of the burden of words?
Will you?

Dream

I dreamed of a mountain
That pressed us to its breast
And embraced words like a God.
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Golge

Mor daglarin golgesi
Ve unutkanlik

Daha fazlasi yok,
Vadilerin ugultusu
Ve agriyan kalbim.
Asil simdi

Basa doniiyoruz
Agiret ve soy tarihinde yalniz,
Bu dag baginda
Buldugumuz hiziin
Bizim degil
Gegmisin . . .

Eski Karanlik

Kelimelerin kanatlanip
Bana dogru geldigi

O eski karanhik
Atalarin toprag
Ruhun ve 6ncenin.

Siikran

Her sey durmusg

Ama daglar konusuyor benimle
Annem ateg yakiyor

Ocaginda sitkran.

Shadow

Purple shadow of the mountains
And forgetfulness

Nothing else

The sound of valleys

And my aching heart.

Now we turn

To the real source

Only in the history of tribe and family
The sadness we find

On this mountain peak

Belongs not to me

But to the past

It

Old Darkness

That old darkness
When winged words
Came straight to me

Earth of the ancestors
Of spirit and of old.

I

Thankfulness

Everything has stopped.

But the mountains are talking to me
My mother lights the fire
Thankfulness on her hearth.



Son dag

Aramizda duran dag

Ikimizin baktig1.

Kendi karanhigin1 gogaltan bir sair gibi
Aramizdaki biiytik dagda

Geceye baktim

Ve sirrin1 duydum goriinmeyenin.

Bir kalp varsa

O dagdur.

Son dag

Varlig1 zamanin.

[ste sdylilyorum
Kelimeler benimle hala.
Uzak kitalar
Donenceler yagmurda,
Icimde hepsi

Ve gergek.

Simdi duyuyorum

Kim daha giiglii zamandan.
Kartallarla sunulan zafer
Ve kadinlarin gogiislerinden
Tagan bogluk,

Son dag

Biyiik sirlarla

Dizilmis aramiza.
Yagmurlarin

Gilinesin

Ayininde yikanmus.
Kardeslik olmayan bag

Ve delirmenin hitkmii.
Cunki kaguk kizlar

Atlarin sirtinda 6liime gétiiriiyorlar hala.
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The Last Mountain

We looked

At the mountain between us.

On the great mountain between us
I'looked at night

Like a poet who deepens his own darkness
And sensed the secret of the unseen.

If there’s a heart

It’s the mountain.

The last mountain
The existence of time
Look

Words are still mine.
Far continents

Sharp bends in rain,
Allin me

And true.

Now I perceive

Who is more powerful than time.
Victory’s eagles

Emptiness pouring

From women’s breasts,

The last mountain

With its grave secrets

Ranged in our midst.

Washed in the rituals

Of sun

And rain.

The madman’s rule

The bond which is not friendship
When young girls are still carried off on horseback
To death.
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Cinki elbiseleri ¢tirtimiis kardegler
Yirtiyor yollarda.

Diinyaya ve insanliga giiliimseyebilen
Ve ideallerine zamanin inanan
Buradayiz diyorlar

Bizi unutma.

12

When comrades tramp the roads

In rags and tatters.

But those who can still smile at the world and humanity
Believing in time’s ideals

‘We're there’ they say

‘Don’t forget us.
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Bahar Yok No Spring

Erguvanlar agmus The Judas trees are in flower
Yastay1z yine We're still in mourning
Bahar yok No spring
Ulke yok No country
Ve her yer kan iginde. And bloodshed everywhere.
> a4
Siirgiin Exile
“Sular, daglar, ovalar ‘Streams, mountains, plains
Her sey geride kald1. All are left.
Kalsin bogver So be it!
Hepsiyle 6teki diinyada goriisiiriiz” We’ll meet them all again in the next world.
Bunlardi bir kadinin siirgiin sozleri. These were the words of a woman in exile.
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Issizlik bagladi sonra

Colden geliyordum
Dolunay sagimda

Yol boyunca

Sarkimizi séylityordu.
Issizlik bagladi sonra
Daglardan

Cekildi masumiyet

Ve bakis koreldi.

Kigtik bir kizin rityasinda
Biiyiiyen gelincikler
Sigradi daglara.

Makilerin ve gecenin adiyla
Ayni anda soylendiginde inang,
Makilerin ve gecenin adiyla
Ayni anda cesaret.

Sonra durdum,

Bir ermigin mezarinda
Gogsiime bastirdigim
Siyah cigeklerle

Yalnizdim.

Cook uzaklardan gelmisti inang
Colleri ge¢mis

Yiirege ulagmugti.

Gegmise aglamistik birlikte
Ama bilmiyorduk
Gegmeyecek!

16

Then Desolation Began

I was coming from the desert

All the way

The full moon on my right

Was singing our song.

Then desolation began

From the mountains

Innocence was withdrawn

And sight grew blind.

The poppies that grew

In a young girl’s dream

Leapt to the mountains

In the name of the makis and the night
When spoken at once — faith.

In the name of the makis and the night
When spoken at once — courage.

Then I stood,

In a saint’s graveyard

I was alone

With the black roses

I pressed to my breast.

Trust had come from far, very far,
And crossing deserts

Had reached the heart.
Together we wept for the past
But we did not know

It will never pass!
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Kor bir Maras bicagi

Kor bir Marag bigaginin iizerinde

Bir Urartu sikkesinin tagidig1 motiflerle

Su yaziliydu:

“Icimizdeki ve iistiimiizdeki anlatilamaz olana”

1

Bir sey degismedi.

Anlagilacak bir gey yok.

Sadece bedenimi kesen suyun
Uzakligina birakabilirim kendimi.
Anlamak igin gitmeyi

Giderken 6lmeyi.

Bir sey degismedi.

II

Giinesin erittigi sarki soylendi burada
Oliimiin tiikettigi sark1.

Daglara yiirtimekle anladigim dikenlerin dili
Soyledi bana

Gitmeliyim

Gitmig tiim kavimler gibi.

Dinledim sarkisini dikenlerin

Acitmak igin yaratildiklarini bilmiyorlar.
Biraktiklar: golge kadar oldugunu hayatin,
Kiigiik siradan.

Tagslarla konusuyorlar

Gece ay 15181yla.

Boceklerle dostlugu onlarin

Topragin kat1 yatagiyla

18

A blunt Maras knife
On a blunt Marag knife

was written
in motifs from an Urartu coin:
‘for tales within us and on us that cannot be told.

I

Nothing has changed.

Nothing will be understood.

All T can do is give myself to the remoteness
of water that cuts my body,

and understand how to go,

how to die on the way.

Nothing has changed.

11

Here the song was sung dissolved in sun
the song completed by death.

I understood the language of thorns
when I walked to the mountains.

It told me

I'must go

like all the tribes who've gone.

I listened to the song of the thorns,

they don’t know they were created to hurt

and that life is like the shadow they leave behind,
small and ordinary.

They talk with stones

at night in the light of the moon.

Their friends are insects

and the hard bed of the earth.
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Oldiim ben

Varligin uykusunda uyuyarak
Ve bakindim

Her yer kurak

Her yer kurak

III
Uyansin buradan bir aciyla, bir gece yaris1
Siirtlen kavim.

Kuyulardan

Asma dallarindan

Ve utanci 6rten varligindan incirin
Kim daha eskiydi?

Kim diinyada olmanin bir golgeyle
Bir oldugunu bilir?

Topragn tizerinde ve altinda yeni olmayana
Diyen giimiis sikke kag bin yillik?
Zaman hizla gegiyor sanryordum.
Yalan.

Gegmiyor

Birikiyor acis1 kavimlerin

Tarih birakmiyor zamani kuyusundan.

Kor bir Marag bigagini taglara siirtiiyorlar
Kan i¢in.

Sulara karigsacak

Ve unutulacak kan i¢in.

20

I died

sleeping the sleep of being.
And I'looked hard.
Everywhere arid
everywhere arid.

III
May the tribe driven from here one midnight
waken in sorrow.

‘Who was more ancient,

wells

branches of vine

or the fig whose existence covers shame?
Who knows that to be in the world

is but a shadow?

How many thousand years old is the silver coin
that speaks to the one not new

above and under the earth?

I used to think Time passes quickly.

A lie.

The sorrow of tribes,

history does not release time from its well.

They whet a blunt Maras knife on stones
for the sake of blood.

For the sake of blood

it will mingle with waters

and be forgotten.
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v

Biriktirdigi dogrudur suyun hayati

Biiyiittiii.

Ama burada,

Bu derin vadide kivrilarak kaybolan nehir
Gotiriyor ruhunu kavimlerin.

Goturitp olumlerini denizlerin diplerinde sakliyor
Oliimlerini onlarin, baliklara séyletiyor
Sakayiklarin titrekligine katiyor diislerini
Mercanlarin sabrina.

Kor bir Marag bigagini biliyorlar bir tasla
Kan igin.

Sulara karigacak ve unutulacak

Kan igin.

22

v

It’s true the life of water accumulates

and grows.

But here,

the river gets lost as it winds in this deep valley
and carries off the soul of the tribes.

It carries away the dead

and hides them in deep seas.

It makes fish speak of their dead

it adds dreams to the trembling of peonies
to the patience of coral.

They whet a blunt Marag knife with a stone
for the sake of blood.
For the sake of blood
it will mingle with waters and be forgotten.
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