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THE SEA WITHIN



Eski Alinganlik

Bir yagmuru koymak var sabahin yanina
Bir yagmuru simdi tizgiin boynuna

Nehirlerin dinledigi seslerdik

Icimizden sular gegti
I¢imizden sessizlikler, dalginliklar

Baktik acimiz bir perde
Kapatuk

Simdi durup dokunsam bir yalnizliga
O yalnizlik o yagmura uysa

Aksak zamanin ucuna aksak
Bir yokus var, bir yok olus
Tirmansak

— Onlar eski bir alinganlig1 koydular éniime
Ben kuglari anladim bundan



Old Asperity

If I could set rain beside morning
Put rain now to your joyless neck

We were voices heard by rivers

Waters poured through us
Silences, abstractions through us

We saw our pain is a curtain
We closed it

Now if I stop and touch that loneliness
If only that loneliness and rain would fit

If we flow to the end of time
There is a hill, a vanishing point
If we could only climb it

— 'They place before me an old asperity
And from that I understood the birds



Boliinmeler

Kusura vardim
Benimdir dedim bu eski séz

Kime acildiysa kapilar
Kapanani benim dedim

Beni bir avuntudan oldurmuslar
De ki bir sitkintinin i¢ini oymuglar

Boyle boyle sezdim dilin de sabri var
Aksamdan hizla gegen sesin de
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Partitions

I possessed a flaw
This ancient word is mine I said

For whomever doors open
I said for me they’re closed

They formed me from consolation
Maybe carved me out of woe

Thus I learnt the tongue is possessed of patience
The voice too passing swiftly through evening
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II

Biter simdi gecenin susmayan agz1
Eger beni séze dogru karanlik

O eski dudaklarla diislemek seni

Boynunun bahgesini bu 6lii dudaklarla

Tenin altinda bir usul bezginlik
Yapraklar gegiyor bir gocuk dalginligindan

Denizin heniiz bitmedigi
Daralip daralip genisledigi her seyin
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II

Nights never-silent mouth stills now
Darkness inclines me towards the word

To dream you with those ancient lips
Your neck’s garden with these dead lips

Beneath the flesh a soundless weariness
Leaves falling through a child’s day-dreams

Where the sea has yet to end
Where everything narrows and broadens out
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III

Yerinde dursun su dalginlig
Ben kendimi yapraga sunacagim

Nasilsa geri dénecek kuruttugum soz
Bir ¢icegin acisini andiracagim

Gecenin getirdigi ne varsa ona inanacagim
Hem inanmak ¢ocuksu yanimizdan gelir

Bir ¢ocugun akliyla harflerinizi dolanacagim
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III

Let water’s day-dream stay where it is

I'll offer myself to the leaf

The word I wilted will somehow return
I will bring to mind a blossoming flower

I will believe whatever night brings
For belief springs from our child-like side

With a child’s mind I'll stroll around your words
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1A%

Sonra bir yalnizlig1 denemek oluyor her sey
Ug bes sandalye yetiyor hiiznii agirlamaya

Aksamlari getirdigim yorgunluk beni anlatmiyor
Durmadan oksuyorum tiiylerini gecenin

Cigekler biiyiik bir yokluga bakiyor
Gitsem gitsem bir solgunluga gidiyorum

Yiiziimde kelebekler 6lityor
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v

Then everything ends up in loneliness
A few chairs are enough to host grief

In evenings, the weariness I bring home says nothing of me
Unceasingly I caress the feathers of night

Flowers peer into vast emptiness
Wherever I go, its into paleness

Butterflies dying on my face
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