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MIOGEN

PR s

Aydan Yal¢in

POETRY

son s6z
liziinciin aci kokusu var simdi burada, soludugum havada...
Baudelaire

tepemde bakir ¢aligi gok
ylUzimde disiinceli bir zaman

dilimin arsiz kuslari bunlar yalnizhgim degil
her siir mavisini surlkliyor ardindan

eros’un mesalesi sonmius coktan
¢cikmis civisi tutkunun

daldigim diisler bunlar uzayan saatler degil
ellerimde eriyor yapiskan yoksullugun

zamani kaybettim ve buldum
sarsak ve cipil gozIU bir kentte

Optigium asklar bunlar gittigim gocler degil
cogaliyor yalnizhigim bir saatin dilinde

suyun kani ¢ekilmis belli ki atesin gozi kor
kim derdi ki bu dis burada biter
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yine bir ask isirigi, aldatmis beni her sey
ne baktigim goéz olacaksin ne tuttugum el

oysa konusan sozlerdik ve hi¢ susmayan deniz
simdi dalgin sokaklarda

yiten ayak sesiyiz...
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the last word

there is now the bitter smell of sadness here, in the air | breath...
Baudelaire

the bluish green sky above me
a thoughtful time in my face

the cheeky birds of my tongue are these not my loneliness
every poem trails its blue

eros' torch has already gone out
passion has been out of joint

the reveries | have fallen into are these not the growing hours
your sticky poverty is melting in my hands

i have lost the time and then found
in a shaky and bleary-eyed city

the loves i have kissed are these not my migrations
my loneliness is increasing on the tongue of an hour

the water has been drained of its blood the eyes of the fire are obviously blind
who would have said that this dream would end here

again a love bite, everything has deceived me
you will be neither the eyes i look at nor the hand i hold

whereas we were the talking words and the never-quieting sea
now in the pensive streets

we are the lost footsteps...

Translated by Baki Yigit
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kelebek tozu
sonra sen gittin
tozlar topladi

kelebek ezberi dilim

biriktirdim kendimi
bir mendilin icinde

uzadim diine
cebim ne ¢ok kelebek tozu

bahgcem yikik
kesik basli bir cesme

renkler konusmuyor
susuyor tas evlerde

kagak bir gblgeyim
anilarim yok artik

¢6zmeli dedim digiimiini gegmisin
dolanmali bu giine

ask riizgarmis bildim ben
tutundum zirvesine

olacaksa senle olsun
ama olsun

gitme...
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butterfly dust
then you have gone
my butterfly-memorizing tongue

has gathered dust

i have saved myself
in a handkerchief

i went back to yesterday
so much butterfly dust in my pocket

my garden is ruined
a beheaded fountain

colors do not tell
they are quiet in stone houses

i am a fugitive shade
i have no memories anymore

i said i must untie the knot of the past
and walk about today

i have realized that love is a wind
i have clung to its summit

whatever will be let it will be with you
but let it will be

do not go...

Translated by Baki Yigit
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kambur palyago

ama palyacolar hic¢ aglamaz ki dedi
iliklemezler ceketlerini eksiyen yagmurlara
savascidirlar

kemirip dururlar hayati

dillerinde 6te gecelerden sarkan

sabikal bir sarap tadi

hem palyacolar hi¢c durmaz ki dedi
eselerler dagin karnini karinca gibi
yorgundurlar

dokaltverirler aksamin orta yerine
ylzleri donuk beyaz

zamanin tuvalinde

zaten palyagolar hi¢ 6lmez ki dedi
ay tlyu ile sobelerler sabahi
agactirlar kuslarin sarkisini giyinen
yorgun didigini susarak

gecip giden bir tren

aslinda palyacolar hi¢ sevmez ki dedi
asinadirlar kokusundan tanirlar aski

dagdirlar cirilgiplak glinese bakisimli
yerylziine resmedilmis

bir sefil tanri

dedim kim bu saskin palyaco
yagl bitmis bu lamba?
dedim de ¢okti duvar
kirithverdi ayna

1Is1gin1 hayatin birakarak ardimda
darmadagin bir palyaco

yuridim kamburuma...
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the hunchbacked clown

but clowns do not cry at all he said

they do not fasten their jackets with soured rains
they are warriors

they keep gnawing life

on their tongues a recidivous taste of wine
dangling from the far nights

also clowns never stop he said

they grub in the belly of the mountain like ants
they are tired

they happen to pour on the middle of the evening
their faces are dull-white

on the canvas of time

anyway clowns never die he said

with moon feathers they reach base before mornings
they are trees wearing the songs of birds

trains that pass by

keeping their tired air whistles silent

indeed clowns do not love at all he said

they are conversant with love they can tell it by its smell

they are mountains across the bare-naked sun they and it look so deeply
at each other

a miserable god

depicted on the earth

i said who is this confused clown
this lamp whose oil is finished?
| said and then the wall collapsed

the mirror was broken

leaving the light of life behind me
a crabbed clown

i walked toward my hunchback. ..

Translated by Baki Yigit
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4.
Kafes Kusu

GUmis ylzlt karanlik
indirmis perdesini sevincin
Ve sitten kesilmeyen agk

Kag¢ tohum biriktirebilir ki
Tekerlek izlerinde duslerimin

Nereye baksam yangin
Nereye baksam deprem
Duvarimda sancili bir deniz riizgari

Cehennem alevi gecenin golgesi
Sudan heykel ellerlim

Ve duslerim: uzun adimli nehir

Yasam tellerine takili kaldim
Bemol mi diyez mi belli degil

Bir kafes kusuyum tutsak
ikinci yasaminda safagin

Yiizim topraga donuk...
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4.

The Caged Bird

The silver-faced darkness
Has closed the curtain of joy

And it’s the undrying love

How many seeds can be accumulated
in the wheel tracks of my dreams

Wherever | look a fire is | see
Wherever | look an earthquake is | see
A pained sea breeze on my wall

The shadow of the night of hell’s flame
My hands are a sculpture of water

And my dreams: the river with long steps

I’'m hung up on the wires of life
It’s not clear if in flat or sharp

I’'m the caged bird trapped
in the secondary life of the dawn

My face is facing the ground...

Translated by Baki Yigit
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giilimseyen koku

ayni kokudan gectik ne ¢ok
ayni dokunustan
ahenkli islak

neye baksak
kabugunu soyuyordu

ben
sende 6l¢tim
kiyisiz goliin kizaran mavisini

sen
bende topladin
glllinipeklenen sesini

hayalden gectigimiz bir sabah
firlayip ¢ikti icimizdeki dev
kirildi dagin kibri

yarildi yer

kayip bir tablo
usulca yerlesti duvarina

saat pilini yeniledi
ask’a kurdu kendini zaman

ozan
uyandi dagin uykusundan

askin aldi benden beni
bana seni gerek seni
ben yasarim diin i giinii
bana seni gerek seni

bir evin
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koynunda isitip ellerimizi
diktik yakamoz yirtig1 yasl denizi

blyiumek dedik
sarilsiklam 6zlenen aska

hayat! dedik
bir kez daha yeniden

yeniden basla...

5.

smiling scent

we have gone through the same scent so many times
through the same touching
those of harmonious and soggy

whatever we were looking at
they were peeling off

i
sized up in you
the blushing blue of the lake with no shores

you
piled up the silken voice of the rose
in me

one morning when we passed through a dream
a giant inside us rapidly emerged

vanity of the mountain fell to pieces

the earth was parted into two

a lost painting
settled down quietly on its wall

the watch renewed its battery
and time set itself to love

the bard
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woke up from the sleep of the mountain

your love has wrested me away from me,
you’re the one i need

day and night | live the day and the past
you’re the one i need

after warming our hands
at the bosom of a house
we stitched the old sea torn by the sea sparkle

we called the love longed so strongly
growing

we embraced life!
once more

to begin afresh..
Translation by Mesut Senol
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6.
Pandomima

omuz silktim
agzimdan dokuldi menekseler

penceremi yalayan isik
yeni bir ¢iplaklik istiyor artik

yatagimda yapis yapis
bir bezgin lanet uyku

sulu gicekler diksem saksiya
senlenir mi saskin evin balkonu

annem kadife glltsli bir ev
babam hep kendine ¢ikan sokak

mutfakta tenceresini arayip duran
yanlis kapatilmis bir kapak

melon sapkam delik, eldivenim dar
gogsiimiin hizasinda degil yorganim

yastigim basima yliksek
bir kdsem bile kalmadi ¢ekilecek

zaman; eprimis perdemde bir yliz agcimi
kimseyi almiyor
sertge ortliyor kendini kapi

kelebek tozlarina bulanmis, beyaz
kirik keman calisinda ellerim

gozlerimde bir golge ziplar durur
susar ¢iglik cigliga bir pandomim...
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Pantomime

| shrugged

violets spilled out of my mouth
lick my window light

now wants a new nudity
Glutinous my bed

an exhausted sleep curse

Sew flowers juicy pot

jollify mir balcony puzzled house
My mother smiles velvet home
my dad was the street itself
standing call the pot in the kitchen
a sealed cover wrong

holes bowler hat, gloves dar

I'm not at my chest level quilt

high pillow to head

| do not even be captured in a corner
time; Open up the curtains in my face epri
not receive one

shrouding himself grimly door
butterfly covered with dust, white
| work hand in broken violin

my eyes stopped a shadow jumps
a pantomime thirst screaming ...

Translated by Bengi Cam

15.11.2018.9.
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