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ON SOz

Prof. Dr. Mine Ozyurt Kilic
Ars. Gor. Hiiseyin Alhas

UNESCO, siirsel ifade ile dilsel ¢esitliligi desteklemek ve
nesli tiikkenmekte olan dillerin duyulmasi i¢in bir firsat
yaratmak amaciyla 1999 yilinda Paris’teki 30. Genel
Konferansinda 21 Mart giiniinii Diinya Siir Giinii olarak
kabul etmistir. O tarihten beri Diinya Siir Giini,
insanligin ortak kiiltiiriinii kutlamak, saglamlastirmak ve
diinya siir mirasin1 gelecek kusaklara aktarmak amacl bir
gin olarak her yil 21 Mart giinii kutlanmaktadir.
Kiiltiirleraras1 diyalog ve etkilesimlerin artmasi i¢in 1999
yilindan itibaren gii¢lii bir platform sunan Diinya Siir
Giini her sene farkl bir temaya odaklanmaktadir.

2019 yilinda UNESCO’nun belirledigi diller ve dillerin
korunmast temasi1 kapsaminda, iiniversitemizde bir
gelenek haline gelmesini hedefleyerek, bu anmanin ilkini
Yabanci Diller Fakiiltesi onciiliiglinde “Yazmak ve
Yasamak” temasi altinda farkli dillerden siirleri o dili ana
dili olarak konusan ASBU mensuplarinin
seslendirmesiyle  gerceklestirmis ve bir  kitapgik
hazirlayarak bu siirleri basili olarak sunmustuk. Tiirkee,
Japonca, Arapca, Rusca, Etiyopya’da konusulan Amharca,
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Farsca, Cince ve Ingilizce dillerinde yazilmis siirlerin
Ingilizce ve Tiirkce gevirilerinin yer aldig1 bu kitapgikla,
etkinlige katilan 6grenci, akademisyen, idari personel ve
konuklarin insanligin ortak duygu ve diisiincelerini, siirin
insanlig1 esitleyici glicii araciliiyla deneyimleyebilmesini
saglamistik.

2020 yili i¢cin de etkinligi diinyada, iilkemizde ve
iiniversitemizde Oncelikli ¢alisma alanlarindan biri olan
gd¢ ve gdgmenler temasini ele alacak sekilde ASBU Gog
Arastirmalart ve Uygulamalart Merkezi onciiliigiinde 21
Mart 2020 tarihinde yapmayr planlamistik. Etkinligin
farkli cografyalarda, farkli tarihsel donemlerde, farkll
dillerde gog tizerine yazilmis siirlerden olusan seckisini ne
mutlu ki 21 Mart 2021 Diinya Siir Giinii'nde okurlarla
bulusturabiliyoruz.

Sectigimiz gog¢ siirleri aracilifiyla, tarih boyunca gog
konusunun diinyanin farkli yerlerinde yasamis sairlerce
nasil dile getirildigini ve ortak deneyimlerin zaman ve
mekan sinirlarini nasil asarak bize ulastigini anlatmayi, bu
sayede insanligin go¢ konulu edebi mirasini sizlerle
paylasmay1 hedefliyoruz. Kronolojik olarak siraladigimiz
Siimerce, Latince, Cince, Ingilizce, Tiirkce, Italyanca,
Japonca, Adigece, Ispanyolca, Rusca, Azerbaycan
Tiirkgesi, Fars¢a, Arapca dillerinde yazilmis toplam on {i¢
dilden gog¢ siiri sayesinde hem dil c¢esitliligini kutlamay1
hem de diinyadaki go¢/gogmen sorununun farkli



boyutlarima dikkat ¢ekmeyi amagliyoruz. Segki yayina
hazirlanirken siirlerin se¢ilmesi, bazilarinin gevrilmesi ve
metnin bastan sona gbézden gegirilmesi asamalarinda
katkilarim1  coémertce sunan ASBU’niin ¢ok degerli
akademisyenlerine sonsuz tesekkiirlerimizi sunuyoruz.

Go¢ etmek zorunda kalan, go¢ etmeye zorlanan, gocili en
uygun secenek olarak goren insanlarin yasadiklarina
duygudaslik etmeye araci olmasini diledigimiz bu secki
ulastig1 her yere farkindalik, sifa ve zihinsel aydinlanma
gotiirsiin.  Umariz soziin giicli insanlarin  yasamay1
sectikleri yerde giivenlik, huzur, saglik ve refah icinde
sevgiyle var olabildigi hayatlar1 kurmay: kolaylagtirir.
Bunu yiirekten diliyoruz!
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PREFACE

Prof. Dr. Mine Ozyurt Kilic
Res. Assist. Hiiseyin Alhas

UNESCO first adopted 21 March as World Poetry Day
during its 30" General Conference in Paris in 1999 with
the aim of supporting linguistic diversity through poetic
expression and increasing the opportunity for endangered
languages to be heard. Since then, World Poetry Day has
been celebrated on March 21 every year to acknowledge
and consolidate the common culture of humanity and pass
on the world’s poetic heritage to the future generations.
World Poetry Day, which has provided a strong platform
for promoting intercultural dialogue and interactions since
1999, focuses on a different theme every year.

In 2019, within the scope of the theme of preservation of
languages determined by UNESCO, we made the first of
this commemoration under the theme of “Writing and
Living” at the initiative of the Faculty of Foreign
Languages with the recital of various poems in different
languages by ASBU members, the native speakers of those
languages. We also brought out a booklet which included
the English and Turkish translations of all the poems
recited together with their texts in Turkish, Japanese,
Arabic, Russian, Amharic (spoken in Ethiopia), Persian,
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Chinese and English. With this booklet, including texts
and translations, we provided an opportunity to the
students, faculty, administrative staff and guests
participating in the event to experience the shared feelings
and thoughts of humanity through the equalizing power of
poetry even though the poems were originally in foreign
languages.

Under the aegis of ASBU Global Migration Research
Center, we planned to hold the event, World Poetry Day
2020, on March 21, 2020, to address the theme of
migration, which has been one of the priority fields of
study in the world, in our country and at our university.
We are happy to engage readers with a selection of poems
written on the theme of migration, in different territories,
historical periods, and languages, on March 21, 2021
World Poetry Day.

Through the chosen poems, we aim to accentuate how the
issue of migration was dealt with by poets who lived in
different parts of the world throughout history and how the
common experiences reached us by transcending time and
space boundaries. In this respect, we aim to share the
literary heritage of humanity on migration with you. With
the thirteen migration poems in this book written in
Sumerian, Latin, Chinese, English, Turkish, Italian,
Japanese, Adyghe, Spanish, Russian, Azerbaijani, Persian,
and Arabic languages, which we have listed
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chronologically, we aim to both celebrate the diversity of
languages and draw attention to the various aspects of
migration. We take this opportunity to place on record our
profound sense of gratitude to the esteemed ASBU
academics who keenly participated in the selection and
translation of certain poems and also undertook a thorough
review of the texts while preparing this book for
publication.

Let this selection help cultivate empathy with the people
who have to migrate, who are forced to emigrate, and who
see migration as the most suitable option; and let it also
bring awareness, healing and mental enlightenment
wherever it reaches! We hope the power of words will
make it easier for people to establish lives blessed with
joy, love, safety, peace, health, and prosperity wherever
they choose or happen to live. We wish this
wholeheartedly!
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SIIR ve INSAN
Prof. Dr. M. Hakan Tiirkcapar

Ankara Sosyal Bilimler Universitesi
Rektor Yardimcisi

Her sanat dalinin, dolayisiyla o sanati gerceklestiren
sanat¢inin kullandigr bir hammadde ve malzemeyi islerken
kullandig1 bir yontem var. Ressam tuvali boyay1, rengi sekli,
heykeltras bir kiitleyi, miizisyen notalari, sesleri, edebiyat dili,
yonetmen senaryoyu, 0ykilyii, miizigi, oyunculari igler... Siir
ise bir edebi tiir olarak dili ve sdzciikleri kullanmanin belki de
en ¢ok One ¢iktig1 edebi tiirdiir. Dil insani, insan yapan, insana
0zgli olanin dogdugu yerdir. Dilimize gdsterecegimiz 6zen
dogrudan diisiinmeye verdigimiz 6nem anlamia gelir; bir
diigiinceyi dili ne kadar iyi kullaniyorsak o kadar iyi
aktarabiliriz. Bu anlamda siir dilin yogunlastigi, sozle
aktarilanin belki de en zengin, en derin sekilde ifade
edilebilecegi edebi tiirdiir. Bir siir, hatta bazen bir dize, belki
onlarca sayfanin aktaracagi seyi, bir ¢irpida bize sdyleyiverir.

21 Mart Diinya Siir Gilinii'ne iliskin hazirlanan bu seckiye
sunus yazmam istendiginde bunu bu duygularla biiyiik bir
memnuniyetle kabul ettim. Biiyiik bir emek ve ¢aba {riinii
olan bu giizel siir se¢kisinin iki tiirlii onemi var: Hem c¢esitli
dillerden 6zgiin siirlerle tanisma hem de onlari, yeniden
Tiirkge  soOylenisiyle okuma sansi  veriyor.  Siirin
cevrilemeyecegini ancak yeniden baska bir dile
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aktarilabilecegini, bunun da ¢ok zor bir edebi ugras oldugunu
diistinliyorum: Her siir c¢evirisinin bir y0niiyle yeniden
yazilmig bir siir olduguna inananlardanim. Bu nedenle
cevirilere emegi gegen ¢evirmen-yazarlar ayrica bir kutlamay1
hak ediyor.

Bu duygularla Diinya Siir Giinii’nii kutluyor ve basta sayin
Mine Ozyurt Kilig ve Hiiseyin Alhas olmak iizere yapita
emegi gecen herkesi tebrik ediyor, biitlin okurlara iyi
okumalar diliyorum.

XVi



POETRY and HUMAN BEINGS

Prof. Dr. M. Hakan Tiirkcapar

Vice Rector,
Social Sciences University of Ankara

Every branch of art has its own raw material and its unique
method to process this material. While a painter needs paint
supplies, a sculptor deals with mass; a musician’s tools are
notes and sounds while a writer employs language; for a
director, a script, music and actors are essential... Poetry is
perhaps the most prominent literary genre in which the use of
words is of central importance. Language is fundamental in
making us more human since attention to language is the sine
qua non of the significance we attach to thinking. Therefore,
our ability to communicate an idea is directly related to our
linguistic capacity. This makes poetry a literary genre in
which the language appears in its most laconic and dense
form. A poem, sometimes even a single line, will tell in a flash
what is normally stated through dozens of pages.

When | was asked to write a brief foreword for this selection
prepared for March 21, World Poetry Day, | accepted it with
great pleasure. This selection of beautiful poems, which is a
product of great effort, does two important things: It not only
introduces original poems from various languages but also
enables us to read them in translation. | think that poetry
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cannot be translated; it can only be transferred to another
language which is a very difficult literary endeavour: 1 am one
of those who believe that every poem in translation is a
product of rewriting. Therefore, translators, i.e. writers, who
contributed to this selection deserve a special mention.

With these feelings, | celebrate World Poetry Day and
congratulate everyone who contributed to this book,
especially Mine Ozyurt Kili¢ and Hiiseyin Alhas, and | wish
you all a pleasant reading.
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SUNUS
Prof. Dr. M. Akif Kirecci

UNESCO Tiirkiye Milli Komisyonu Baskan
Yardimcisi

Ankara Sosyal Bilimler Universitesi, Yabanci Diller
Fakiiltesinin degerli Ogretim iiyeleri ve Ogrencilerinin
katkilariyla her sene, UNESCO’nun Diinya Siir Giinii
olarak ilan ettigi 21 Mart tarihinde, belirli bir tema altinda
bir siir dinletisi diizenleyerek diinyanin farkli dillerinden
siirleri, bu dilleri ana dili olarak konusan Ogretim
iiyelerinin agzindan dinleyicilere sunuyor.

2020 yili etkinliginin ana temasi, ¢agimizin en Onemli
konularindan ve siyasal, toplumsal, ekonomik ve ¢evresel
acilardan  tim diinyayr ve llkemizi derinden
etkileyen gd¢ konusu. Diinyanin bir ¢ok yerinde goniillii
ve zorunlu go¢ yoluyla, insanlar bir bolgeden bagka bir
bolgeye hareket ediyor. Bu hareket zorunlu gog
kapsaminda ger¢eklestiginde, ona trajediler, ve gézyaslari
eslik ediyor. Cocuklar, kadinlar ve yashlarin yam sira
gengler, dalga dalgabir bolgeden digerine hareket
ederken, aslinda —istenmeseler bile—gittikleri yerlere farkli
kiiltiirleri agiliyor, yeni dinamizmler kazandirtyor. Diinya
ve toplumlar, bdylece bir taraftan hiiziin yasarken diger
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taraftan kendilerini yenileme imkanmi elde ediyorlar.
UNESCO biitiin toplumlar1 ve yoneticileri bu gog
hareketlerinden olusan insanlik hallerini tanimaya davet
ediyor, gocmenlere insani muamele konusunda caba
gosteriyor. Tiirkiye de diinyada en ¢ok yerlerinden edilmis
insan barindiran iilkelerden birisi olarak kaynaklarii ve
imkanlarini paylasiyor.

UNESCO Tiirkiye Milli Komisyonu ile ASBU GAUM
Kiiresel Go¢ Arastirmalar1 ve Uygulamalar1 Merkezi'nin
igbirligi ile Asya’dan Giiney Amerika'ya ge¢misten
giiniimiize uzanan onlarca siiri dinleyicilerle bulusturacak
olan 2020 Diinya Siir Giinii etkinligi, dlinyay1 etkisi altina
alan Korona Viriisii salgin1 nedeniyle gerceklestirilemedi.
Bu nedenle, bu etkinlikte yer alacak siirler, siirlerin
yazildiklar dilin yani sira Tiirkge ve Ingilizce cevirileriyle
beraber bir kitapta toplanarak okuyuculara sunuluyor.

Kitapta Siimerce, Latince, Cince, Ingilizce, Tiirkge,
Italyanca,  Japonca, Adigece, Ispanyolca, Rusca,
Azerbaycan Tirkgesi, Farsca ve Arapga dillerinde
yazilmig on ¢ siir kronolojik olarak siralaniyor.
Cevirilerin biiyiik béliimiiniin de ASBU Yabanci Diller
Fakiiltesi  0gretim  iiyeleri tarafindan  yapildig
seckide, Ovid’den Karacaoglan’a, Du Fu’dan Neruda’ya
pek cok sairin yani sira sairleri bilinmeyen anonim
eserlere de yer veriliyor.
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Gociin duygusal ve tarihsel kaydi anlamina gelen bu
siirleri daha c¢ok kisiye ulastirmayi, daha c¢ok =zihni
uyandirmay1 hedefleyen bu anlamli ¢alismaya emegi
gecen herkesi ayr1 ayri tebrik ediyorum.
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FOREWORD
Prof. Dr. M. Akif Kirecci

Vice President of the Turkish National
Commission for UNESCO

Social Sciences University of Ankara organizes poetry
recital under a specific theme every year on March 21,
which is declared by UNESCO as World Poetry Day, with
the contributions of the members of the faculty and
students of the School of Foreign Languages. These poems
are presented to the audience every year by the members
of the same faculty.

The main theme of the 2020 World Poetry Day event is
migration, which is one of the most important issues of our
age and which deeply affects the whole world and our
country in several aspects including political, social,
economic and environmental. In many parts of the world,
people move from one region to another through voluntary
and forced migration. When this movement takes place in
the context of forced migration, it is mostly accompanied
by tragedies and tears. As children, women and the elderly,
as well as young people move from one region to another
in waves, they actually instill different cultures and bring
new dynamism to the places they go, even if they are not
welcomed. Thus, the world and societies have the
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opportunity to renew themselves while migrants
experiencing sorrow and struggle. Through its established
principles, UNESCO invites all societies and
administrators to recognize and feel compassion for the
human condition resulting from these migration
movements, and strives for humane treatment of
immigrants. Turkey, as one of the countries that is hosting
the most displaced people in the world, shares its resources
and facilities with those people as a host country.

Due to the Covid-19 pandemic, 2020 World Poetry Day
event at SSUA was delayed. But now it is time. UNESCO
Turkey National Commission with the Global Migration
Research Center of the SSUA, are bringing dozens of
poems from all around the world, from Asia to South
America, to the attention of interested audience. The
poems which take place in this event are presented to the
readers in a book together with their Turkish and English
translations as well as the language in which the poems are
written.

Thirteen poems written in Sumerian, Latin, Chinese,
English, Turkish, Italian, Japanese, Adyghe, Spanish,
Russian, Azerbaijani Turkish, Persian and Arabic
languages are listed chronologically in the book. Most of
the translations were made by faculty members of the
Faculty of Foreign Languages of SSUA. The collection
includes many poets from Ovid to Karacaoglan, Du Fu and
Neruda, as well as anonymous works of unknown poets.
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| congratulate each and every one who contributed to this
meaningful work that aims to bring these poems, which
means the emotional and historical record of migration to
the attention of more people and awaken more minds.
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GOC, INSAN ve SiiR
Prof. Dr. Sebnem Koser Ak¢capar

ASBU Go¢ Merkezi Arastirmalar1 Merkezi
Miidiirii

Gog, insanlik tarihi kadar eski ve ¢ok katmanli bir olgudur.
Goglin farkli nedenleri ve farkli kategorileri bulunmasina
ragmen, glinlimiizde ¢ogu zaman siyasi, sosyal, ekonomik,
kiiltiirel nedenlerin afetler, iklim degisikligi, i¢ savaslar,
etnik ve dini ayrimeilik gibi sorunlarla tetiklenen ve birbiri
icice girdigi durumlar1 gérmekteyiz. Bu nedenle, zorunlu
ve goniillii go¢ ayrimini yapmak artitk daha zor hale
gelmektedir. Uluslar arasinda ¢izilen sinirlar baglaminda,
gogler i¢ go¢ ya da dis gog olarak ikiye ayrilsa da, zorunlu
goglerin biiyiik kismini miilteciler gibi smir otesine
gec(e)meyen yurticinde yerlerinden edilmis insanlar
olusturmaktadir. Modern go¢ hareketlerinde kitlesel ve
uzun siireli ¢oziimsiizliikle karakter bulan, ayn1 zamanda
araftaki hayatlara sikigsmis insanlarin yasadiklar1 sosyal
bilimlerde arastirma konularimizin odagina yerlesiyor.
Diinya niifusunun sadece %3.5’u hareket halinde olsa bile,
goc her iilkeyi etkileyen ve siyasallagtirilmis bir konudur.
Ayrica, uluslararast gociin  fakirlik, insan haklari,
kalkinma gibi diger kiiresel sorunlarla dogrudan iligkisi
bulunmaktadir. Dolayisiyla, go¢ olgusu, go¢ eden disinda
cok fazla insan1 etkilemekte; hem goc veren iilkede, hem
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gb¢ alan iilkede sosyal, siyasi ve ekonomik yankilari
olmaktadir. Icinden gectigimiz bu dénemde, gdgiin
giderek giivenliklestirildigine ve popiilist sdylemler ile
daha sorunlu hale getirildigine taniklik etmekteyiz. Bu
durum, hi¢ siiphesiz, go¢men kimliklerinin yeniden
ingasinin yani sira, sosyal kabul ve aidiyet konusunda
tekrar diistinmeye yol agmaktadir.

Ulkemiz go¢ hareketlerinin yabancist degildir. Pek
cogumuz dogdugumuz sehir disinda yasamakta ve
ekmegimizi kazanmaktayiz. Tiim diinyada oldugu gibi,
Tiirkiye’nin de gegmisten glinimiize ekonomik ve siyasi
nedenlerle pek ¢cok gdg tipolojisine maruz kaldig1 herkesge
malumdur. Tiirk ve Islam tarihine bakildiginda, gdciin
onemli bir yer tuttugu goriilmektedir. Hicret, Islam
tarihinde yeni bir baglangic olarak kabul edilir.
Cografyamiz, yiizyillar boyunca pek ¢ok din mensubuna
da ev sahipligi yapmistir. 15. yiizyilda, Portekiz ve
Ispanya’dan siiriilen Yahudiler Osmanli’ya siginmslar;
1829-1914 yillan arasinda Balkanlar ve Kafkaslardan 5-7
milyon arasinda Miisliiman yine Osmanlh
Imparatorlugunda giivenli bir yasama kavusmuslar; 1923
niifus miibadelesi ile Yunanistan ve Ege adalarinda
yasayan 500.000’in iizerinde Tiirk azinlik, yeni kurulan
Tiirkiye Cumhuriyeti’nde yeni hayatlarina baglamigslardir.
Tiirkiye, onyillar icinde ¢ok farkli iilkelerden go¢
hareketlerine maruz kalmustir. Ikinci Diinya Savasi
sirasinda, egitimli binlerce Yahudi, Alman isgali altindaki
Avrupa’dan Tiirkiye’ye kagip bir siire iilkemizde
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yasamuslar; 1980’lerde iran ve Irak’tan siginmacilar siyasi
nedenlerle gegici olarak iilkemize akin etmisler;
1990’larda, Arnavutlar, Pomaklar, Bulgaristan Tiirkleri,
Bosnaklar, Tirkistan ve Ahiska bolgelerinden zulme
ugrayan Misliimanlar yine Tiirkiye’ye gelmislerdir.

Giiniimiizde, Tiirkiye farkli go¢ hareketlerinde hem hedef
hem de gegis iilkesi konumundadir. Gég Idaresi Genel
Midiirligi istatistiklerine gore, 3.6 milyonu asan gegici
koruma altindaki Suriyeli ile 400.000 civarinda biiyiik
cogunlugu Afgan, Irakli ve iranli olmak iizere uluslararasi
koruma altinda si§inmaci bulunmaktadir. Ayrica, 2000°li
yillardan bu yana Tiirkiye, Orta Dogu, Afrika ve Giliney
Asya dahil ¢ok farkli iilkelerden gelen diizensiz gd¢menler
icin bir gecis llkesi haline gelmistir. Ayn1 zamanda,
ozellikle Orta Asya, Kafkaslar ve Dogu Avrupa’dan
Tiirkiye’ye yonelik emek gbcii devam etmektedir.

Bilindigi tzere, Tiirkiye aym1 zamanda gd¢ veren bir
iilkedir. Bati Avrupa’ya yonelik 1960’larda baslayan is¢i
goclinden diinyanin her yerine dagilmis 6 milyonluk
diasporaya doniligen Tirkiyeli go¢menler ise, artik
yasadiklar1 iilkelerde ekonomiye katkida bulunan ve
siyaseti etkileyen; sosyal ve ticari aglari, gd¢men
dernekleri ve federasyonlariyla Tiirkiye ile siirekli iletisim
halinde olan bir konuma gelmistir. Go¢le meydana gelen
sosyal, iktisadi ve kiiltlirel siiregleri daha iyi anlamaya
eskisinden de fazla ihtiyag vardir. Islamofobi, yabanci
diismanligi, wrkeilik, ayrimeilik, sosyal dislanma,
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toplumsal tabakalasma, toplumsal cinsiyet ve gogcilin
kadinlagsmasi, toplumsal uyum(suzluk) sorunsallar1 gogiin
temel arastirma konular1 arasinda yer alan ve gocle gelen
sosyal sorunlardan sadece birkagidir.

Gog bir yerden digerine gitmekse eger, en biiylik go¢ zaten
icimizde yagsanmaz mi? Nereye gidersek gidelim,
anavatandan bir par¢a tasimaz mi? Iste edebiyat ve
ozellikle siir, sayilarin ve kuramlarin 6tesinde bir alanda
insanm1 tekrar odagina alarak bize gocili anla(t)mak ig¢in
farkli bir kap1 aralar. Tiirk edebiyatinda da go¢ konulu
siirler karsimiza siklikla ¢ikar. Oliim gd¢ etmekle es
tutulur. Hasret, sila, siirgiin yine go¢ etmekle ilintilidir.
Nazim Hikmet’in siirgiin yillar1 memleket hasretiyle
kokar:

Memleketim, memleketim, memleketim,

Ne kasketim kaldi senin ora isi,

Ne yollarini tasimis ayakkabim,

Son mintanmin da sirtimda paralandi ¢oktan,
Sile bezindendi.

Sen simdi yalniz sagimin akinda,
Enfarktinda yiiregimin,

Almimin ¢izgilerindesin memleketim,

XXVili



Memleketim,

Memleketim...

Cemal Siireya ise, Gdgebe siirinde hayat tarzini da
gbc imgesiyle bezeler:

Biliyorsun ben hangi sehirdeysem

Yalnizligin baskenti orasi

Edip Cansever’in Mendilimde Kan Sesleri siirinde pek
yakinda 60 yilin1 geride birakacak Al(a)manya yolculari
adeta can bulur:

Trenler tiklim tiklim

Trenler cepheye giden trenler gibi
Isciler

Almanya yolcusu isgiler
Kadinlar

Kimi yolcu, kimi gurbet bekgisi

Ellerinde bavullar, fileler
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Kolonyalar, su siseleri, paketler
Onlar ki, hepsi

Bir tutsak agag gibi yanlis yerlere biiyiiyenler

Farkli kiiltir ve dillerde aktarilan bu go¢ siirleri ve
tercimelerinin derlemesi uzun bir ugrasi sonucu sizlerle
bulusuyor. Her biri, gécii — hissedilenleri, arkada kalanlari,
yola ¢ikanlar1 — ele aliyor; yerinden yurdundan edilmenin
zorluguna oldugu kadar, umuda dair alisilmadik simgeler
tastyor. Keyifle okumaniz dilegiyle.
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POETRY and MIGRATION: HUMAN
BEINGS as AGENTS in MIGRATION
FLOWS

Prof. Dr. Sebnem Koser Ak¢capar

Director of Migration Research Center at
ASBU

We cannot deny the fact that migration is as old as history
of mankind. Yet, in today’s world, we tend to see
securitization of migration and migration as a problem or
challenge rather than as an opportunity. Although there are
different reasons of displacement and neatly divided
categories of migrants such as forced and voluntary, it has
become more and more difficult to differentiate these
categories since political, economic, and socio-cultural
reasons are intertwined with each other usually triggered
by disasters, climate change, uneven development, civil
wars, failing states, ethnic and religious discrimination.
Therefore, the thin line between economic and forced
migration is often blurred. While the division between
internal migration and international migration is still valid
as it encompasses crossing man-made borders between
nation-states — a relatively new concept in history, the vast
number of forced migrants today are not refugees who are
able to cross these borders but internally displaced people
sharing the same problems albeit without any international
protection. We witness protracted situations in many cases
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with no solution at sight, ranging from Palestinians to
Afghans with the new additions of other nationalities such
as Syrians and Venezuelans. We think and write about
migration as social scientists, however only 3.5 % of
world’s population is on the move which makes almost
270 million as international migrants. The significance of
the migration phenomenon does not have anything to do
with the mere numbers though. It is the reality that it
affects everybody — not only those migrating, but also
those who stay behind. Obviously, migration is related
with wealth, development, and human rights or lack
thereof. Therefore, it has the innate capacity to impact
countries of origin and countries of destination as well as
transit at social, economic and political levels. Social
exclusion and racism targeted at immigrant communities
entangled with populist discourses in many countries
today open up new discussions on identity, belonging and
social cohesion.

Turkey is no stranger to migration flows. We are a nation
of migrants. Many people live - whether willingly or
because of force majeure such as marriage, work,
education, loss of land — outside their place of birth. In the
1950s, when Turkey experienced rapid urbanization and
modernization of agriculture, millions changed places in
such a short time altering demographics thanks to rural-
urban migration. Throughout history, Turkey hosted many
refugees and migrants coming from far away lands or near.
While millions belonged to same ethnic and religious
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origin, there were many from different cultures to find a
safe haven in our country. Today, Turkey is designated as
the country hosting the highest number of refugees and
asylum seekers who were forced to leave their homelands.
Most recent figures indicate the number of Syrians under
temporary protection reached 3.6 million whereas there
are almost half a million other nationalities, such as
Afghans, Iragis and Iranians. Apart from refugees, Turkey
attracts many labor migrants from Central Asia, Eastern
Europe and Caucasus. Other than being a destination
country in international migration flows, Turkey is a hub
for transit migration for diverse nationalities especially
those originating from countries in Africa, South Asia, and
the Middle East. Turkey is a migrant-sending country at
the same time. We will be commemorating the 60™
anniversary of Turkish migration to Germany in 2021. In
6 decades, Turkish gastarbeiter became a vibrant
community. They constituted the largest minority in
Germany and important part of more than 6 million
diaspora living outside the country.

In such turbulent times, it is utmost crucial to grasp the
social, cultural and economic dynamics of migration
processes. Racism,  xenophobia, Islamophobia,
discrimination, social stratification, social exclusion,
feminization of migration, social cohesion and integration
are only some issues that needs to be unearthed and
examined at length. To this end, there is a need to put
human beings and human stories as the first and foremost
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subject of study. What better medium is there to use than
poetry if we would like to emphasize the agency within us
all? This short poem titled After Aleppo by Jehan Bseiso,
an American-Palestinian, depicts the despair, strength,
hope, and in-between-ness of Syrian refugees very
eloquently:

| learned to read early.

But the truth is sometimes | wish the letters remained
funny

drawings for longer, before the uninvited tyranny of
words, and

before other tongues found home in my big
mouth.

I don’t mean it literally.
One day, we will go back to Aleppo you said.
You don’t mean it literally.

Habeebi four years ago we shouted for change,
and now we are

citizens of border towns.

We go from Turkey, to Lebanon, to Egypt, but we
don’t find

Aleppo.
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We have food vouchers, and assistance criteria,
and intermittent

empathy.
1 don’t write any more poetry.
The boat is sinking,
literally,
but I don’t want to leave this room.
It smells like jasmine and you taste like freedom.

Poetry opens up a new world distancing us from elusive
theories and fuzzy figures in migration. Rather, humans
take the center stage in poems where emotions run deep
with the use of metaphors, imagery, symbols that result in
different interpretations in every reader. Turkish language
is rich with similes in which death is akin to migration. In
the Turkish literary scene, there are many master poets
who had taken up themes of
migration/exile/nostalgia’/homesickness - Nazim Hikmet,
Cemal Siireya, Edip Cansever and many more. This book
on migration and poetry is an excellent example of
integration, bringing successfully together different
languages and different cultures in harmony under one
roof. I am sure you will read these pages with great interest
and come to appreciate diversity as the stronghold of
mankind.
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“Lugalbanda’nin Giines’e Yakaris1”

Anonim

Siir, “Lugalbanda Dag Magarasinda” adli Siimer kral
destaninda yer alan siirlerden bir tanesidir. Stimer katip

gelenegi eseri 2Tt HEE == (ud ul an ki-

ta bao-ras-a-ba) “Eski giinlerde, gbk yerden ayri iken”
olarak kayda ge¢mistir. Stimer ordusu Uruk kentinden
uzak Aratta ilkesine yiiriirken Lugalbanda hastalanir.
Silah arkadaglar1 onu 1ss1z bir dag magarasinda birakmak
zorunda kalir. Giinese dua eden Lugalbanda, yurduna
duydugu 6zlemi ifade eder.!

LGB <11 135.-170. satirlar. Tiirkge geviri igin bkz.
Selim Ferruh Adali ve Ali Turan Gorgii, 2016. Siimer Kral Destanlart.
Enmerkar ~ Lugalbanda. Tiirkiye Is Bankasi Kiiltiir Yaymlari,
Istanbul: 48-49. Ingilizce geviri igin bkz. Vanstiphout, Herman, 2003.
Epics of Sumerian Kings: The Matter of Aratta (Writings from the
Ancient World 20). Society of Biblical Literature, Atlanta: 113, 115.
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Transliterasyon / Transliteration

135. Ses-a-ne-ne ku-li-ne-ne

136. kug %lugal-bans-da hur-ru-um kur-ra mu-ni-ib-tags-
a-as

137. irz dis-e a-nir dis-e

138. ir>-e nigz-Sags-ne-sSas-ka

139. Saga sigs-ge i-Si-i§ garx-gao-de3

140. ses-gal-ses-gal Ylugal-bans-da kur-ra ba-an-suns-ne-
es

141. ud-ba lugal-banz-da tu-ra-ams ud 2-ams i-ni-in-zal
142. ud 2-amz ud mas-ams ba-an-tah

143. dutu ez-a-ni-ses igi-ni gax-gaz-giny

144. mas-anSe Surums-Ses sag ilo-i-giny

145. ud $u-nigin; a2 ud-te-en-na-ra

146. i3-gin7 su-na mu-na-hal-ha

147. tu-ra-na nu-um-ta-ab-eds-des

148. utu-ra an-ses igi hex-em-gi-ib-ilo-ia-kes

149. a-a tud-da-na-giny ir2 ba-si-in-pads

150. Su sage-sage-ga-ni hur-ru-um kur-ra-kam mu-na-ab-
Zi-Zi-zi-i

151. %utu silim ga-ra-ab-dugs nam-ba-tu-tu-des-en

152. ur-sag dumu %nin-gal silim ga-ra-ab-dugs nam-ba-tu-
tu-des

153. %utu $es-mu-ne-ka kur-ra mu-un-eds-des

154. a-a hur-ru-um kur-ra ki Sur ki-ka nam-ba-tu-tu-des
155. ki ama nu-gub-ba a-a nu-gub-ba

156. zu-a nu-gub-ba kal-la nu-gub-ba



157. ama-mu a dumu-mu nu-um-me

158. Ses-mu a SeS-mu nu-um-me

159. usar ama-mu ez-a Kurg-ra-na ir>-mu nu-ses-Ses

160. dingir ama dingir a-a ul-sug>-ge-es-a-ta

161. dingir nam-usar-kes luz ba-ra-an-eds-des im-me-a
162. ur nu-zu hul-a luz nu-zu hus-ams

163. kaskal nu-zu gab kur-ra-ka

164. dutu luz nu-zu luz hul rib-ba-ams

165. a-gin7 ki-lul-la nam-ma-e

166. Se-gin7 sahar $es-a nam-ba-da-guz-e

167. geSpu-gin7 edin ki nu-zu-ga> nam-ba-e-dez-sub-bu-
des-en

168. mu in-na $es-mu-ne-ka nam-ba-an-kuas-kus-desz-en
169. su-lum-mar duso-sa-mu-ne-ka nam-ba-an- kus-kus-
des-en

170. dimz-ma-gin7 kur-ra musz nam-ba-an-tumz-mu
171. Yutu ir-na $u ba-an-gi-in-ti

172. zi-Sags-galo-la-ni hur-ru-um kur-ra-ka mu-ni-ib-e11-
des

Transliterasyon: Selim Ferruh Adal



“Lugalbanda’nin Giines’e Yakaris1”

135. Kardesleri ve yoldaglari,

136. Kutsal Lugalbanda’y1 terk ettiler,

137. Gozyasi ve agit ile,

138. Gozyasi ve dua ile,

139. Kederlenerek ve gozyasi1 dokerek,

140. Lugalbanda’nin biiyiik kardesleri dagda yola devam
ettiler,

141. Lugabanda hasta yatti, iki giin gecti,

142. Bu iki giine bir yarim giin daha eklendi,

143. Giines’in gozleri evinin listiindeydi,

144. Hayvanlar, diskilarina bakar iken,

145. Giiniin sonunda, aksam serinliginde,

146. [Lugalbanda] ter i¢inde kalmisti,

147. Hastalig1 gegmenmisti,

148. Yiiziinii Giines’e dondii,

149. Babasina yakaran ¢ocuk gibi aglad,

150. Magarada zarif ellerini kaldirdi ve ona dua etti:
151. “Ey Giines, sana selam olsun! Beni bu hastaliktan
kurtar!

152. Ey Kahraman, Ningal’in oglu, sana selam olsun!
Beni bu hastaliktan kurtar!

153. Ey Giines, kardeslerim daga tirmaniyor,

154. Ey Baba, bu magarada, bu ¢ok vahsi yerde, beni
hasta hasta birakma!



155.
156.
157.
158.
159.
160.
161.
162.
163.
164.
165.
166.
167.
168.

Burada anam yok, babam yok,

Tanmidigim yok, sevenim yok,

Burada “Ah vah yavrum!” diyecek anam yok,
“Ah vah kardesim!” diyecek kardesim yok,

Gelip aglayacak anamin komsusu yok,

Ana tanr1 ve baba tanr1 burada olsaydi,

Komsuluk Tanris1 “Bu adam 6lmesin!” derdi,
Yalniz kopek kederli, yalniz adam 6fkeli olur,

Bu 1ss1z dag basinda,

Ey Giines, yapayalniz bir adamim, durumum kot,
Oliim beni su gibi alip gétiirmesin bu vahsi yerde!
Bir bugday tanesi gibi ac1 topraga yedirme beni!
Bir topag gibi atma beni bu 1ss1z yerlere!
Kardeslerim kiictimseyerek anmasin beni, kurtar

beni bu hastaliktan!

169.

Yoldaslarim asagilamasin beni, kurtar beni bu

hastaliktan!

170.
171.
172.

Sonum bir aciz gibi daglarda olmasin!”
Giines, Lugalbanda’nin gozyaslarini sildi,
Magarada cesaret ve gii¢ vermisti ona.

Tiirkgesi: Selim Ferruh Adali



“Lugalbanda’s Prayer to Sun”

135. His brothers and companions

136. Abandoned Holy Lugalbanda in the mountain cave.
137. In tears and sighs,

138. In tears and wailing,

139. In grief and weeping

140. Lugalbanda’s older brothers took to the mountains
again.

141. Lugalbanda lay ill for two days,

142. And half a day was added to those two days.

143. Then, when the Sun was already looking toward
home,

144. When the animals lifted their heads toward their
COW-pens,

145. At the end of the day, the cool of the evening

146. Flowed over his flesh like balm—

147. But his illness had not yet gone.

148. He lifted his eyes to the Sun in the sky,

149. Wept to him as to his bodily father.

150. In the mountain cave he raised his fair hands,
praying:

151. “Sun, I salute you! Let me no longer be ill!

152. “Hero, Ningal’s son, I salute you! Let me no longer
be ill!

153. “Sun, my brothers are now ascending the
mountains—



154. “O father, let me not stay ill in the mountain cave,
the most dismal place on earth!

155. “A place where there is no mother nor father,

156. “Nor an acquaintance, nor a loved one!

157. “My mother is not here to say: ‘Woe! My child!’;
158. “My brother is not here to say: ‘Woe! My brother!’
159. “My mother’s neighbor who frequents our house is
not here to wail for me.

160. “If mother god and father god were standing here,
161. “The god of neighborliness would say: ‘This man
should not perish!’

162. “A dog unknown to anyone is sad; a man unknown
to anyone is dreadful.

163. “And here, on this unknown road at the edge of the
mountains,

164. “O Sun, there now is such a man unknown by
anyone: this is unbearable!

165. “Let me not be poured away like water in this
dismal place;

166. “Let me not yet eat bitter dust instead of barley;
167. “Let me not be thrown away like a throwstick in the
desolate plain!

168. “Let not my name be scorned by my brothers;

169. “Let me not be made into a jest among my
comrades;

170. “Let me not come to my end in the mountains like a
fool!”
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171. The Sun accepted his tears;
172. He sent down his encouragement into the mountain
cave.

English: Herman Vanstiphout
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“Siirgiin Siirleri”

Publius Ovid Naso

Tristia 111. 1.

Missus in hanc uenio timide liber exulis urbem
da placidam fesso, lector amice, manum;

neue reformida, ne sim tibi forte pudori:
nullus in hac charta uersus amare docet.

Haec domini fortuna mei est, ut debeat illam
infelix nullis dissimulare iocis.

Id quoque, quod uiridi quondam male lusit in aeuo,
heu nimium sero damnat et odit opus.

Inspice quid portem: nihil hic nisi triste uidebis,
carmine temporibus conueniente suis.

Clauda quod alterno subsidunt carmina uersu,
uel pedis hoc ratio, uel uia longa facit;

quod neque sum cedro flauus nec pumice leuis,
erubui domino cultior esse meo;

littera suffusas quod habet maculosa lituras,
laesit opus lacrimis ipse poeta suum.

Siqua uidebuntur casu non dicta Latine,
in qua scribebat, barbara terra fuit.

Dicite, lectores, si non graue, qua sit eundum,
quasque petam sedes hospes in urbe liber."

Haec ubi sum furtim lingua titubante locutus,
qui mihi monstraret, uix fuit unus, iter.
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"Di tibi dent, nostro quod non tribuere poetae,
molliter in patria uiuere posse tua.

Duc age, namque sequar, quamuis terraque marique
longinquo referam lassus ab orbe pedem."
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Tristia I11. 2.

Ergo erat in fatis Scythiam quoque uisere nostris,
quaeque Lycaonio terra sub axe iacet:

[...]

plurima sed pelago terraque pericula passum
ustus ab assiduo frigore Pontus habet.

Quique, fugax rerum securaque in otia natus,
mollis et inpatiens ante laboris eram,

ultima nunc patior, nec me mare portubus orbum
perdere, diuersae nec potuere uiae;

sufficit atque malis animus; nam corpus ab illo
accepit uires, uixque ferenda tulit.

Dum tamen et terris dubius iactabar et undis,
fallebat curas aegraque corda labor:

ut uia finita est et opus requieuit eundi,
et poenae tellus est mihi tacta meae,

nil nisi flere libet, nec nostro parcior imber
lumine, de uerna quam niue manat aqua.

Roma domusque subit desideriumgue locorum,
quicquid et amissa restat in urbe mei.

Ei mihi, quo totiens nostri pulsata sepulcri
ianua, sed nullo tempore aperta fuit?

Cur ego tot gladios fugi totiensque minata
obruit infelix nulla procella caput?
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Tristia I11. 1.

Bu sehre gondermis olsalar da beni, bir siirgiiniin
kitabiyim ben, korku i¢inde

Bitkin diismiis biri olarak, bana bir el uzatin, degerli
okurum.

Korkmayasiniz, sizin i¢in bir utang vesilesi olacak da
degilim

Bu siirimde tek bir dizede agktan s6z edilmez.

Iste benim ustamin talihi budur; bahtsiz bir kisi
Herhangi bir latife edip saklamamali talihini.
Genglik ¢aginda kapilmistir o siirin riizgarina;

Ama artik ¢ok gec, o siire lanet okuyor, nefret duyuyor.
Siz bana kulak verin. Burada hiiziinden baska bir sey
gérmeyeceksiniz,

Buradaki siir de buna uygun olacaktir.

Eger bu agitin dizeleri farkl noktalarda durursa
Bunun sebebi ya vezin 6l¢iisii ya da yolculugun
uzunlugudur.

Ne sedir yagina bulanmis altin saristyim ne de
slingertasiyla piiriizsiizlestirildim;

Efendimden daha giizel goriineyim diye utangtan
kipkirmiziyim.

Eger dizelerin iistiinde silme izleri varsa

Sairin gozyaslariyla siirini yikamis olmasidir sebebi.
Siirde yazilanlar Latinceye 6zgii degil gibi olursa,
Bir barbar diyarinda yazilmis olmasidir sebebi.
Soyleyin bana, okurlarim, nereye gittigim, nerede
yasadigim sorun degilse
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O halde yabanci diyarlarda yazilan bir kitap, sehre
gelecektir.

Cekinerek, tereddiit ederek konusmusken boyle,

Zor da olsa buldum bana bir yol gosterecek.
“Tanrilar, sairimize liitfetmedikleri seyleri sana
bagislasin,

Vataninda dingin bir hayat yasayasin.

Bana yol goster! Her ne kadar uzaktaki bir diinyadan,
bitkin bir halde

Karay1 ve denizi agip gelmis olsam da, yine de takip
edecegim seni”.
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Tristia I11. 2.

Karada ve denizde bir¢ok tehlike atlattim,

Ve artik, siirekli buz gibi havasi olan Pontus sahip bana.
Bir zamanlar is giigten uzak duran, giiven ve refah dolu
bir hayata dogmus,

Narin ve zahmet ¢ekmeye karsi dayanaksiz olan ben,
Artik ¢ok zor seylere katlaniyorum; ne limansiz denizler
Ortadan kaldirabildi beni, ne de uzak yolculuklar.
Ruhum ne kadar da bahtsizmis; bedenimse, ruhumdan
Giig alarak, gogiis geriyor katlanilmaz seylere.

Karada ve denizde zorluklar yasasam da,

Oyalad1 bu zorluklar tasalarimi ve hasta ytliregimi.
Artik yol bittigine gore, yolculuk zahmeti de bitti,
Cezami ¢ekecegim yere geldim.

Tek yaptigim sey aglamak; gozlerimden dokiiliiyor

G0z yaslarim, tipki kisin yagan kar taneleri gibi.

Roma; biricik memleketim ve 6zlemini ¢ektigim yerler
Gozlimde tiitiiyor; yitirdim artik orada sahip oldugum her
seyi.

Yazik bana! Kendi mezarimin kapisini ne kadar ¢ok
calsam da

Acgilmadi bu kapi higbir zaman bana.

Neden o kadar ¢ok kilig, sik sik tehditkar sekilde esen
Firtinalar, almadi bu talihsiz kelleyi?

Tiirkgesi: Samet Ozgiiler
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Tristia I11. 1.

‘I come in fear, an exile’s book, sent to this city:
kind reader, give me a gentle hand, in my weariness:
don’t shun me in fear, in case I bring you shame:
not a line of this paper teaches about love.

Such is my author’s fate he shouldn’t try,

the wretch, to hide it with any kind of wit.

Even that unlucky work that amused him

in his youth, too late alas, he condemns and hates!
See what I bring: you’ll find nothing here

but sadness, poetry fitting circumstance.

If the crippled couplets limp in alternate lines,

it’s the elegiac metre, the long journey:

If I’'m not golden with cedar-oil, smoothed with pumice,
I’d blush to be better turned out than my author:
if the writing’s streaked with blotted erasures,

the poet marred his own work with his tears.

If any phrase might not seem good Latin,

it was a land of barbarians he wrote in.

If it’s no trouble, readers, tell me what place,
what house to seek, a book strange to this city.’
Speaking like this, covertly, with anxious speech,
| found one, eventually, to show me the way.
‘May the gods grant, what they denied our poet,
to be able to live in peace in your native land.
Lead on! I’'ll follow now, though, weary, [ come
by land and sea from a distant world.’
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Tristia I11. 2.

So it was in my destiny to visit Scythia too,

and the land that lies under the Lycaonian pole:
neither you, you crowd of learned Muses,

nor you Apollo have brought aid to your priest.

It’s no help to me I played about, without real sin,
that my Muse was more wanton than my life,

since I’ve suffered many dangers on land and sea,
and Pontus, seared by perpetual frost, holds me.

| who fled from ‘business’, born for idle ease,

| was tender, and incapable of labour,

now | endure the extremes, no harbourless seas

no far-flung journeys have had the power to kill me:
my spirit matched my ills: my body borrowed
strength from it to bear what’s scarcely bearable.
Still, while 1 was hurled, anxious, over land and sea,
the effort masked my cares, and my sick heart:

so, now the journey’s done, the toil is over,

and I’ve reached the country of my punishment,
only grieving pleases, there’s no less rain from my eyes
than water from the melting snow in springtime.
Rome’s in my thoughts, and home, and longed-for
places,

whatever of mine remains in the city I’ve lost.

Ah, how often I’ve knocked at the door of my own tomb
and yet it has never opened to me!
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Why have | escaped so many swords, SO many
storms that threatened to overwhelm an ill-starred life?

English: A. S. Kline
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“Baharin Seyri”
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“Baharin Seyri”

Memleket viran halde, daglar nehirlerse eskisi gibi
yerinde,

Bahar yiiziinii gosterince sehre, yogunluk diistii agaca
¢imene.

Gozlerim yasarir bakinca memleketin ahvaline acan
cigeklere,

Hiizne kapilip tirperirim kuslar yuvasindan ayr1.
Savagin alevleri siiriiyor ii¢ aydan beri,

Evden gelen mektubun on bin altindan fazladir degeri.
Hiiziinle diistincelere dalip kasidike¢a ak saglarim daha da
seyrelmis,

Oyle ki neredeyse toka tutmaz bir hale gelmis.

Tiirkgesi: Ayse Oztiirk
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“View in Spring”

The state broken, its mountains and rivers remain,
The city turns spring, deep with plants and trees.
Stirred by the time, flowers, sprinkling tears,

Hating parting, birds, alarm the heart.

Beacon fires stretch through three months,

A letter from family worth ten thousand in silver.
I’ve scratched my white hair even shorter,

Pretty much to the point where it won’t hold a hatpin.

English: Stephen Owen
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“The Wanderer”
“Yolgezer”

Anonim

Hwar cwom mearg? Hwar cwom mago?
Hwer cwom mappumgyfa?
Hwer cwom symbla gesetu?
Hweer sindon seledreamas?
Eala beorht bune!

Eala byrnwiga!

Eala peodnes prym!

Hu seo prag gewat,

genap under nihthelm,

swa heo no were.

Stonded nu on laste

leofre dugupe

weal wundrum heah,
wyrmlicum fah.

Eorlas fornoman

asca prype,

wepen walgifru,

wyrd seo meare,

ond pas stanhleopu

stormas cnyssad,

hrid hreosende

hrusan bindeo,

24



wintres woma,

ponne won cymed,

niped nihtscua,

norpan onsended

hreo heeglfare

halepum on andan.

Eall is earfodlic

eorpan rice,

onwended wyrda gesceaft
weoruld under heofonum.
Her bid feoh l&ne,

her bid freond lene,

her bid mon laene,

her bid mag lene,

eal pis eorpan gesteal
idel weorped!
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“Yolgezer”

(92a-110a)

Nerdedir o at? Nerdedir binicisi?
Ganimetin bagislayicist nerede?
Ziyafet sofrasinda yerimiz,

Solen salonundaki nesemiz nerede?
Heyhat o parlak kadehe!

Heyhat o zirhl1 yigide!

Heyhat o prensin gorkemine!

Nasil gecti 0 zaman,

golge gibi gecenin karanliginda,
sanki hi¢ var olmamisgasina.

Simdi o aziz yigitlerin yerinde
yilanlarla bezeli,

alabildigine yiiksek bir duvar durur.
kana susamis

mizraklarin kudreti

katletti yigitleri,

ah, ac1 kader!

ve firtinalar agindirir bu kayaliklari,
kisin belirtisi

yagan kar esir eder diinyayt;
Sonrasinda gece ¢okiip

karanlik hiikmedince gokyiiziine;
sert bir dolu firtinasi

eser kuzeyden,

26



insana diisman.

Acilar kusatir

tiim yerylizii kralligini,
degistirir kaderin buyrugu
gokler altindaki diinyay1.
Burada zenginlik gegici,
dost gegici,

insan fani,

hisim fanidir,

bu diinyay1 var eden ne varsa
heba olmaya mahkumdur.

Tiirkgesi: Hiiseyin Alhas
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“The Wanderer”

Where is the horse gone? Where the rider?
Where the giver of treasure?
Where are the seats at the feast?
Where are the revels in the hall?
Alas for the bright cup!

Alas for the mailed warrior!

Alas for the splendour of the prince!
How that time has passed away,
dark under the cover of night,

as if it had never been!

Now there stands in the trace

of the beloved troop

a wall, wondrously high,

wound round with serpents.

The warriors taken off

by the glory of spears,

the weapons greedy for slaughter,
the famous fate (turn of events),
and storms beat

these rocky cliffs,

falling frost

fetters the earth,

the harbinger of winter;

Then dark comes,

nightshadows deepen
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from the north there comes
a rough hailstorm

in malice against men.

All is troublesome

in this earthly kingdom,

the turn of events changes
the world under the heavens.
Here money is fleeting,

here friend is fleeting,

here man is fleeting,

here kinsman is fleeting,

all the foundation of this world
turns to waste!

English: Sean Miller
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“163. Kosma”
Karacaoglan

Ciktim ylicesine seyran eyledim
Dost ile gezdigim ¢oller perisan
Bir bagima olsam gam ¢ekmez idim
Bir ben degil ciimle alem perisan

Basi pare pare dumanl daglar
Hastanin halinden ne bilir saglar
Bozulmus siyeci virane baglar
Biilbiiliin kondugu giiller perisan

Ezel biz de binerdik Arab ata
Tiirlii nimet ¢ekilirdi somata
Terkettim silay1 ¢iktim gurbete
Alt1 Arab athi beyler perisan

Fenadir diinyanin 6tesi fena
Biz de erisemedik bir eyi giline
Terketmis ilini bir benli suna
Ordegi gelmeyen géller perisan

Karac'oglan der ki olaydi s6ziim
Ayagin altina tiiabdir yiiziim
Kirilmis perdesi calmiyor sazim
Sazlar diizen tutmaz teller perisan
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“Kosma 163”

| went up to the wild, high places

Where once | walked with my friend

If mine were the only cares, | could bear them
But all the world is desolate

The peaks are hidden, lost in the clouds
How can the healthy understand the sick?
Hedges are trampled and vineyards blighted
The nightingale’s rose is desolate

In the past, we rode on Arabian steeds
And sat at long tables laden with feasts

| deserted my birthplace and went abroad
Chiefs with fine Arab horses are desolate

The world’s other side is an evil place
Where fortune never designs to smile
A speckled duck has left her homeland
The lake’s still surface is desolate

Karac’oglan cries, where are my songs?
My face is earth under your feet

My saz is broken, I cannot play

Its strings are tuneless and desolate

English: Seyfi Karabas & Judith Yarnall
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“Passaggio Notturno”
“Gece Gegisi”

Vincenzo Cardarelli

Giace lassu la mia infanzia.

Lassu in quella collina

ch’io riveggo di notte,

passando in ferrovia,

segnata di vive luci.

Odor di stoppie bruciate

m’investe alla stazione.

Antico e sparso odore

simile a molte voci che mi chiamino.
Ma il treno fugge. 1o vo non so dove.
M’¢e compagno un amico

che non si desta neppure.

Nessuno pensa o immagina

che cosa sia per me

questa materna terra ch’io sorvolo
come un ignoto, come un traditore.
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“Gece Gegisi”

Isiklarla piril piril

bir trenle gegerken gece
gordiigiim su tepecikte,

iste surda,

yukarlarda,

cocuklugum yatar benim.

Yanik sap kokusu

dolduruyor i¢imi istasyonda.
Beni cagiran sayisiz sesi andiran
eskil ve yaygin koku.

Ama gidiyor tren.

Nereye gittigimi ben de bilmiyorum.
Uykudan go6ziinii bile agmayan
bir yol arkadasim var.

Bir yabanci gibi bir hain gibi
gectigim bu ana topraginin
benim i¢in ne oldugunu

ne diisiiniir ve disler baskasi.

Tiirkgesi: Bedrettin Comert
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“Night Landscape”

It lies up there my childhood.
There upon that hill

that I see again at night,

passing by on the railway,

marked by bright lights.

Smell of burnt stubble

strikes me at the station.

Ancient and diffuse smell

similar to many voices calling me.
But the train flees. | go, not knowing where.
My company is a friend

who is not even awake.

No one thinks or guesses

what it means to me

this motherly land which | overfly
like a stranger, like a betrayer.

English: Alessandro Baruffi
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“Eve Doniis”

Chiiya Nakahara ({5 A 4)

HHEES NN T D

A RITIFONREE

RO T IRk (<b) O
DAISHIZFEN CThD

LTIk AR B

>4 BITAFN R

B (1372) OEFE N
HEVTIWEL (D72 L) AT 5

ZIVINFLDOE R (55x8) 72
SRNIZTEL RN THD
DEZRSPI L E

s (ELE) ORWFES T2

OS> BENIREZLTRIZOIZE

MR &SRB JESFAS I 5
[RITERR) 4 )

35



“Eve Doniis”

Stitunlar da bahge de kurumusg
Bugiin, giizel bir hava var
Kosedeki oriimeek agi

Yalniz titriyor

Daglarda kurumus agaclar nefes aliyor
Oh, bugiin, giizel bir hava var

Yol kenarindaki ¢alilik golgesi
Masum bir keder birakiyor - yaratryor

Buras1 benim memleketim
Ferah bir riizgar esiyor
Go6z yaslarim usulca kendini birakiyor

Yasl kadin sesim ¢ikiyor hafifce

Ah, sen neler yaptin da dondiin
Esen riizgar soruyor bana...

Tiirkgesi: Nuray Akdemir
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“Homecoming”

Dried are the columns and garden
A nice weather there is today
The spider web on the corner
Lonely shivers

Dried trees in the mountains are breathing
Oh, a nice weather there is today

The shade of the bushes on the roadside
Gives a feeling of innocent grief

This is my hometown

A fresh wind is blowing

My tears gently touch my cheek
Crone-like voice of mine faintly clatters

Oh, what have you done to return
Asks the blowing the wind...

English: Hiiseyin Alhas
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“AIbIr XaKy”

“Ana Vatanimiz”

Anonim

Anpirs yado,
Anpirs nilpure),
VYarym cuxpam,

[Isuresp cu mrpanlsm.

Anpirs yado,
Anpirs milenres,
YU 1paxsM CUTMD,
JlyHeim ChITeTKB?!

VYU xkbpans mxpuoIIbIM
3bIKB(bI)parb3LXby,
Barby3331mmbmsip
AKourkIs 33mlo6ma(p).
A O1BIM esHDYy,

Hoxb s10xbb1¢5K]BIY
Cu rypsipIsirsysp
AJBIT X3KYKB3!

VYu ryorsys kysuilsip
[Tupney xaasikleip,
Tapu xbb133pOoKIpH
[ewinza 3xemn(p).
[IbIM CRIrBAUICH
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HpHu ceirbaklyn,
Barpys xbinlams —
JIBIT'bD KBACXBBIHKB)!

Y H3p 3BLIRILIBEAIM
Yu 1u3p apolaceip.
KbbIppIM 11b JaHU
Vipalacaksa!
Anpirs yado,
Anpir nilpuTe),
Vu mpaxsM CUTMD,
JlyHelM ChITeTKB3!
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“Ana Vatanimiz”

Diinyadaki bu azametli kaleden

Cennetin doruguna ulasip havada siiziildigiim
Cerkes cenneti,

Adige topraklarinda.

Sadece buldugumda yiiregimi

Adige semalarinda,

Ocagimin tiittiigii dizinin dibinde,

O zaman dipdiri yasayan bir varligim!

Yedi biiyiik kasaban

Ihtisamiyla parildar,

Tipk: Biiyiik Ayimin

Yedi gece yildiz1 gibi.

Bu paril paril yedinin sekizincisi,

Daha da heybetli ve kutsal olani,

Kalbimin gercek tesellisi ve siZinag,

Iste bizim Cerkes vatanimiz, Cerkes halkimiz!

Aksam karanlig1 ¢okiince bereketli genis kirlarina

En goz alic1 nakis islenmistir topraklarina.

Sanki bereketli, kudretli ulu Terek

Portresini glimiis tufanlartyla yikamis gibi.

Insan1 husu icinde birakan o zarif kitheylana bindir beni,
Nereye istersen gonder; yaparim her seyi senin i¢in.
Dersen “bana semadan bir y1ldiz getir”

Zevkle getiririm sana azametli Giinesi.
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Ufkunda gordiiklerin

Azametle kazandigindir.

Kirim’1in seckin ipekleri bile

Ganimetindir; buradadir.

Yiiregimi sadece

Cerkes kubbesine,

Adige topragina kattigimda

Iste 0 zaman varligimda anlam bulur, dirilirim!

Tiirkgesi: Ziimre Gizem Yilmaz Karahan
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“Circassia — Our Motherland”

Circassian heaven,

Adiga earth,

| ascend and soar right into heaven's zenith,
From my lofty watch bastion here on earth.
Adiga firmament,

Circassian soil,

It is only when | reside by your hearth,
That I am most alive on this Earth!

Thy seven large towns
Gloriously flicker,

Like the seven night stars

Of the great Dipper.

The eighth of these fine seven,
Even more august and solemn —
My true comfort and haven —

Is verily our Circassian nation!

On thy abundant and expansive steppes in the evening
A most vivid embroidery is depicted by the gloaming,
And as the fecund and mighty Terek waxeth great

It washeth silver inundations onto the portrait.

Mount me on my awesome, but elegant, steed,

And dispatch me anywhere for some deed,

"Fetch me a star from the heavens," if thou askest of me,
It's the great Sun, instead, that | shall gladly bring thee!
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The compass of what thine eyes see

Is with tenacity attained by thee.

Even the exquisite silk of the Crimea
Thou, for spoil, hadst brought here!
Circassian sky,

Adiga land,

It is only when I am in thy home and fold,
That I am fully animated in this World!

English: Amjad Jaimoukha
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“Himno y Regreso”
“Doniis Sevinci”

Pablo Neruda

PATRIA, mi patria, vuelvo hacia ti la sangre.
Pero te pido, como a la madre el nifio
Ileno de llanto.

Acoge
esta guitarra ciega
y esta frente perdida.
Sali a encontrarte hijos por la tierra,
sali a cuidar caidos con tu nombre de nieve,
sali a hacer una casa con tu madera pura,
sali a llevar tu estrella a los héroes heridos.
Ahora quiero dormir en tu substancia.
Dame tu clara noche de penetrantes cuerdas,
tu noche de navio, tu estatura estrellada.
Patria mia: quiero mudar de sombra.
Patria mia: quiero cambiar de rosa.
Quiero poner mi brazo en tu cintura exigua
y sentarme en tus piedras por el mar calcinadas,
a detener el trigo y mirarlo por dentro.
Voy a escoger la flora delgada del nitrato,
voy a hilar el estambre glacial de la campana,
y mirando tu ilustre y solitaria espuma
un ramo litoral tejeré a tu belleza.
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Patria, mi patria

toda rodeada de agua combatiente

y nieve combatida,

en ti se junta el aguila al azufre,

y en tu antartica mano de armifio y de zafiro
una gota de pura luz humana

brilla encendiendo el enemigo cielo.
Guarda tu luz, oh patria!, mantén

tu dura espiga de esperanza en medio

del ciego aire temible.

En tu remota tierra ha caido toda esta luz dificil,
este destino de los hombres

que te hace defender una flor misteriosa
sola, en la inmensidad de América dormida.
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“Doniis Sevinci”

Vatanim, benim vatanim,
Sana yonelttim,

Akar kanima.

Ben, gozii yasl bebek,
Anasina dil doken:
Yalvaririm dur,

Koru,

Bu kor gitaray,

Bu yitik alni.

Sana yeryiiziinde,
Ogullar bulmak i¢in,
Ciktim;

Ve basuclarinda
Bekleyeyim diye:

Ak pak adin ugruna,

Yer diisenlerin.

Korpe agacindan,

Bir ev kurmak i¢in,
Ciktim;

Ve yaral yigitlere,
Yildizini gétiireyim diye.
Sende uyumak istiyorum,
Bu giin de.

Geceni ver bana,

Bin telli geceni;

Yildizli 6l¢iindi,
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Gemiden geceni.

Golge degistirmek istiyorum,
Yurdum.

Gl degistirmek istiyorum.
Kolumu,

Ince beline dolamak istiyorum.
Ayaginin ucuna,

(Cokmek istiyorum;

I¢ini gdrmek istiyorum,
Bugdayn.

Bir nitrat ¢igegi sececegim,
Ince;

Buz gibi bir ¢andan,

Bir mekik ipligi egirecegim;

O 1ss1z dillere destan kopiigiinii,
Seyrederken senin:

Giizelligin i¢in,

Sahillik bir kol 6grecegim.

Vatanim:

Glimbiir giimbiir sular,
Eriyen karla;

Cepecevre vatanim.
Kiikiirtle hasir-nesir olur,
Kartal sende.

Mavi yakutlu,
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Kakimli Antartik elinde:
Sikir sikir insan

Bir 151k damlasidir,

Parlar;

Diisman gogii aydinlatan.
Aman ha, 15181na vatan,
Karanlik, korkung riizgardan
Koru,

Stirt timit basagini.

Bu korlu 151810 tiimii,

Diistii senin,

Irak topraklarina.

Bu alinyazisini, insanlarin,
Sirf bir sirh gigektir,
Savundurur sana,

Uyuyan Amerika’nin enginliginde.

Tiirkgesi: Enver Gokge
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“Hymn and Return”

Country, my country, | turn my blood in your direction
But I am begging you the way a child begs its mother,
With tears:

Take this blind guitar

And these lost features.

| left to find sons for you over the earth,

| left to comfort those fallen with your name made of
snow,

| left to build a house with you pure timber,

| left to carry your star to the wounded heroes.

Now | want to fall asleep in your substance.
Give me your clear night of piercing strings,
Your night like a ship, your altitude covered with stars.

My country: | want to change my shadow.

My country: | want to have another rose.

| want to put my arm around your narrow waist

and sit down on your stones whitened by the sea

and hold the wheat back and look deep into it.

| am going to pick the thin flower of nitrate,

| am going to feel the icy wool of the field,

and staring at your famous and lonesome sea-forma
I’ll weave it with them a wreath on the shore for your
beauty.
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Country, my country,

entirely surrounded by aggressive water

and fighting snow,

the eagle and the sulphur come together in you,

and a drop of pure human light

burns in your antarctic hand of ermine and sapphire,
lighting up the hostile sky.

My country, take care of your light! Hold up

Your stiff straw of hope

into the blind and frightening air.

All of this difficult light has fallen on your isolated land,
this future of the race,

that makes you defend a mysterious flower

alone, in the hugeness of an America that lies asleep.

English: Robert Bly
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“XKnau MeHsI M 51 BepHYCb”
“Bekle Beni”
Kostantin Simonov (Kocrantun CuMHHOB)

Knu mens, v 1 BEpHYCb.
ToJbpKO OYEHB KM,

Knu, korna HaBOJAT IPyCTh
Kentele 1oxmu,

Knu, korma cHera MeTyT,
Knu, xorna xapa,

Knu, xorma npyrux He KIyT,
[To3a0bIB Buepa.

Knn, xorma u3 JaJpbHUX MECT
[Iucem He npuzer,

Knu, xoraa yx Hajoect
BceM, KTO BMeCTE XKIIET.

Knu MeHs, 1 1 BEpHYCb,

He xemnait no6pa

Bcewm, kT0 3HaeT Hau3ycCTh,
UYro 3a0bITh TIOpA.

IlycTb OBEpAT ChIH U MaTh

B 10, 4TO HET MeH4,

IIyctb npy3bst ycTaHyT XKIaTh,
Csanyt y orns,

BrInbroT roppkoe BUHO
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Ha nomun gymm...
Knou. U ¢ aumu 3a0qH0
Brinute He cremm.

JKnu MeHs, U 1 BEpHYCb,
BceMm cmeptsm Haszio.

KTo He xaan MeHs, TOT MyCTh
Ckaxer: - [ToBesno.

He noHsITh, HE )XAABIIMM UM,
Kak cpenu orus

OXujgaHueM CBOUM

TrI cnacia MeHs.

Kak st BbIKWMII, OyieM 3HATh
ToabKO MBI ¢ TOOOH,-
[IpocTo Tl yMena k1athb,
Kaxk HukTO Ipyroii.
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“Bekle Beni”

Bekle beni, donecegim

Biitiin direncinle bekle beni.
Bekle hiiziin yagmurlari
Gokyliziini kaplayinca,

Karakis tistitiirken bekle,

Sar1 sicaklar yakarken bekle.
Kimseler beklemezken bekle beni,

Unut anilarla yiiklii bir gecmisi
Ne bir mektup ne bir haber
Gelmesin ne ¢ikar, bekle beni
Bekle beni dénecegim

Bekle, yalnizca sen bekle beni.
Bekle beni donecegim, birak
Beklemekten usanmis dostlarim
Oglum, anam, yoldaglarim
Oldiigiimii sansimlar benim
Umudu kesip bir atesin basinda
Beni yad edip i¢sinler ama sen
Igme sakin yiirek acisi o saraptan
Inangla, sabirla bekle beni.

Bekle beni, donecegim
Tiim oliimlere inat bekle.

Ciinkii o biiyiik bekleyisin
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Diisman atesinden kurtaracak beni.
Bekle kizgin sicaklar i¢inde,
Karlar savrulurken bekle beni,
Yalnizca seninle ben, ikimiz
Oliimsiiz oldugumuzu bilecegiz;

O sirr1, o hi¢ kimsenin bilmedigi.
Kimseler beklemezken

Beni bekledigini.

Tiircesi: Sacide Ucer
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“Wait for me”

Wait for me and I'll come back!
Wait with all your might!

Wait when dreary yellow rains
Tell you nothing's right;

Wait when snow is falling fast;
Wait when summer's hot;

When no one waits for other men
And all the past's forgot!

Wait when those that wait with you
Are bored and tired and glum,
And when it seems, from far away,
No letters ever come!

Wait for me and I'll come back!
Wait in patience yet

When they tell you off by heart
That you should forget;

And when my mother and my son
Give up on me at last

And friends sit sadly round the fire
And talk about the past

And drink a bitter glass of wine

In memory of me —

Wait! No rush to drink with them!
Tell them to wait and see!
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Wait for me and I'll come back,
Escaping every fate!

‘Just a lot of luck!” they'll say,
Those that didn't wait.

They will never understand
How, amidst the strife,

By your waiting for me, dear,
You had saved my life!

Only you and | will know

How you got me through!
Simply — you knew how to wait!
No one else but you!

English: Mike Munford
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“Heydoar Baba'ya Sslam”
“Haydar Baba'ya Selam”

Muhammed Hiiseyin Sehriyar

Heydor Baba, ildirimlar saxanda,
Sellar, sular sakqildiyup axanda,
Gizlar ona sof bagliyup baxanda,
Salam olsun sovkatiizs eliizo,
Monim do bir adim galsiin diliizo.

Heydor Baba, kohlik'loriin ucanda,
Kol dibinnon dovsan galxup gacanda,
Baxgalarun ¢icok'loniip aganda,
Bizdon dos bir miimkiin olsa yad elo,
Acilmiyan tirok'lari sad els.

Bayram yeli ¢ardaxlar yixanda,
Novruz giili, gar ¢i¢agi ¢ixanda,

Ag bulutlar kdynok'larin sixanda,
Bizdon do bir yad eliyon sag olsun,
Dardlorimiz goy dikkalsiin dag olsun.

Heydor Baba, giin daluvi daglasin,

Uziin giilsiin, bulaxlarun aglasin,
Usaxlarun bir dasts giil baglasin,
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Yel golondo ver gatirsin bu yana,
Bolko monim yatmis boxtim oyana.

Heydor Baba, soniin iiziin ag olsun,
Dort bir yanun bulag olsun bag olsun,
Bizdon sora soniin basun sag olsun,
Diinya gazov-qodor 6liim itimdi,
Diinya boy1 ogulsuzdi, yetimdi.

Heydor Baba, yolum sonnan kac oldi,
Omriim gecdi, golommadim gec old,
Heg bilmadim gozaslloriin nec' old1.
Bilmazidim déngslor var, doniim var,
Itginlik' var, ayriliq var, 6liim var.

Heydor Baba, i8it omak' itirmaz,
Omiir gecor, ofsus bara bitirmoz,
Namord olan dmri baga yetirmaz.
Biz ds vallah unutmariq sizlori,
Gorommasak' holal ediin bizlori.

[..]

G0z yasina baxan olsa gan axmaz,
Insan olan xancar belino taxmaz,
Amma heyif kor tutdugun buraxmaz,
Behistimiz cohonnom olmaqdadur,
Zilhiccomiz maharrom olmaqdadur.
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Xozan yeli yarpaxlar1 tokondo,
Bulut dagdan yeniip kondo ¢okondo,
Soyxolislam gozal sosin ¢okondo,
Nisgilli s6z tirak'lore doyerdi,
Agaslar da Allaha bas oyordi.
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“Haydar Baba'ya Selam”

Haydar Baba, yildirimlar ¢akinca,
Seller sular sakildayip akinca,
Kizlar ona saf baglayip bakinca,
Selam olsun, sevketinize, elinize,
Benim de bir adim gelsin dilinize.

Haydar Baba, kekliklerin ugunca,
Cal1 dibinden tavsan kalkip kaginca,
Bahgelerin ¢igeklenip aginca,

Bizi de bir miimkiin ise yad eyle,
Acilmayan yiirekleri sad eyle.

Bayram yeli ¢ardaklar yikinca,
Nevruz giilii, kar ¢icegi ¢ikinca,

Ak bulutlar gémleklerini sikinca,
Bizi de bir yad eyleyen sag olsun,
Dertlerimiz koy dikelsin, dag olsun.

Haydar Baba, giines sirtin1 daglasin,
Yiiziin giilsiin, cesmelerin aglasin,
Cocuklarin bir deste giil baglasin,
Yel gelince ver getirsin bu yana,
Belki benim yatmig bahtim uyana.

Haydar Baba, senin yiiziin ak olsun,
Dort bir yanin ¢esme olsun, bag olsun,
Bizden sonra senin basin sag olsun,
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Diinya kaza ve kader, 6liim yitimdir,
Diinya boyu ogulsuzdur, yetimdir.

Haydar Baba, yolum senden ayrildi,
Omriim gecti, gelemedim geg oldu,
Hig bilmedim giizellerin ne oldu,
Bilmezidim dénemeg var, donme var,
Kaybolma var, ayrilik var, 6lim var.

Haydar Baba, yigit emek yitirmez,
Omiir geger, esef yara kapatmaz,
Namert olan dmrii tamamlayamaz,
Biz de vallahi unutmayiz sizleri,
Goremesek helal edin bizleri.

[..]

Gozyasina bakan olsa kan akmaz,
Insan olan hancer beline takmaz,
Ama yazik kor tuttugunu birakmaz,
Cennetimiz cehennem olmaktadir,
Zilhiccemiz muharrem olmaktadir.

Hazan yeli yapraklar1 dokiince,
Bulut dagdan inip kdye ¢okiince,
Seyhelislam giizel sesini ylikseltince,
Hasretli s6z ytireklere degerdi,
Agaclar da Allah'a bas egerdi.

Tiirk¢esi: Muharrem Ergin
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“Hail to Haydar Baba”

Haydar Baba when it thunders,
Floods rush down

Girls stand back and watch,

| hail your glory and your people,
May you remember our names too.

When your partridges take flight,

When the rabbits hop out of the bushes,
When your gardens have burst into blossoms,
May you remember our name too,

And make our depressed hearts happy.

When Nowruz gales uproot garden shelters!
And Nowruz flowers and snow drops blossom!
When the clouds wring out their clothes!
Greetings to those who remember us,

Let our sighs turn into mountains.

Haydar Baba may the sun warm your back,
Make your smiles and your springs shed tears,
Your children collect a bunch of flowers,
Send it with the coming wind towards us,
Perhaps my sleeping fortune would awaken!

Haydar Baba may you be fortunate!
Be surrounded with springs and orchards!
May you live long after us!
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The world is paved with events, deaths and losses!
This world has long been childless and an orphan!

Haydar Baba my way differed from yours,

Life passed, | could not come until late!

| could not learn what happened to your beautiful ones,
Did not know there were perilous paths,

Losses, separations and death.

Haydar Baba good sons are faithful,

Life passes, regrets are wasteful,
Disloyal sons won't live long,

Believe me we have never forgotten you,
Forgive us if we failed to see you.

[..]

Blood is not shed if one sees another's woe!
He who is human never carries a dagger!
Alas, ignorance is a blinding trap!

Our paradise is replaced with hell!

Our happy days are turning mournful!

When autumn leaves fall,

And clouds hover over our village,

Skeykhalislam calling for prayer with pleasant voice,
His spiritual words dropped on hearts,

Even the trees bow to his prayer!

English: Gholam-Reza Sabri-Tabrizi
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“Ah, Los Angeles!”

Ah, Los Angeles! Seni kendi sehrim saytyorum

ve on yildan sonra uzlasiyorum seninle!

Kaygisiz dikiliyorum

sirttmi1 duragin diregine yaslayarak.

Kayboluyorum, senin gecenin geg saatlerinin sesinde.

1 Numarali Mavi Hattan bir adam iniyor

geciyor bu yana dogru

yakalamak i¢in 4 Numarali Kahve Rengi Hatti.

O da belki fakiiltenin gecelerinden doniiyordur
belki dokmiistiir gézyaslarini bir mektubun tlizerine
duymustur omzunun iistiinden

tanidik aksanli bir kadinin sesini.

4 Numarali Kahve Rengi Hatta yagmur yagiyor.
Kadinin biri semsiyesiyle konusuyor

boyuna bir sifonun kolunu ¢ekiyor adamin biri.
Diin Carlos’a dedim ki:

“El arabanin gicirtis1 yiiziinden sabahlart uykumdan
oluyorum.”

Tanesi dort sent eden

metal mesrubat kutularini topluyor o

Kiiba’ya geri donebilmek i¢in.

Benim evsiz adamin sesi geliyor Promenade’den
icli sOyliiyor, ¢alip gitarini.

Diinyanin neresinde duyabilirim ayn1 anda
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hem bir saksafonun kara iniltisini

hem Cin isi rliizgar ¢anlarinin sesini

ve nerede gorebilirim bu sicak zeytuni teni
mavi gozlerin ta i¢inde?

Oynak giivercinler

bos banklara kondular

havuzdaki bayat suyu

cocuklarimizin iistiine piiskiirten

bir dinozora bakiyorlar.

Tahran Pazari’ndan Merziye ¢aliniyor.
Geri doniliyorum ve hasretle
ayaklarimla sirtina bastyorum.

Ah, Los Angeles!

Hissediyorum kaninla dolu damarlarini.
Gorebileyim diye giizel ayaklarimi

sen Ogrettin bana ayakta durmay1

ve Oteki maratoncularla uyum iginde
senin genis omuzlarinda kosmay1.

Bir defasinda yorgun diistiim hayattan.
Biiziisiip battaniyenin altinda

Oltimle bas basa kaldim

komsumun radyosundan

bir Rus sairinin

kursuna dizilmeden once

.....

Acaba oglum Azad siirlerimi okuyacak m1?
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Giindiizleri okula gidiyoruz,
otobiislin numarasini ta uzaktan okuyor
ve sesleniyor bana.

Aksamlar dikiliyor dusun altinda
izin veriyor su damlaciklarinin
kiiciik bedeninden siiziilmesine.
Bazen deniz kiyisina gidiyoruz,

0 bisiklete biniyor

ben patenle kayryorum.
Otomattan bir Pepsi aliyor

bir yudum da bana veriyor.

Diin Ramtin’in evine gittik.

Babas1 Hint Parsilerinden.

sedre ve kutsi giymis

evi boyuyordu.

O kiigiik iskelenin iizerinde
Hormoz’dan Sencan’a kiirek ¢eken
bir Zerdiisti’ye benziyordu.

Ah, Los Angeles!

Izin ver egilip dayayayim kulagimi sicak tenine.

Belki kendi Sencan’1mi1 bulurum sende.

Hay1r, kayalik sahile siirtiinen bir kayigin sesi degil bu,
8 Numarali1 Hattin motorunun giiriiltiisii, biliyorum.
Idaho Caddesinde inecegim

evsizlerin el arabalarinin yanindan gegecegim
tirmanacagim ahsap basamaklardan.
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Kapiy1 acar agmaz

basacagim telesekreterin diigmesine
ve bir balik¢1 gibi

beklemeye baslayacagim karanlikta.

Tiirkgesi: M. Biilent Kilig
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“Ah, Los Angeles”

Ah, Los Angeles!

| accept you as my city,

And after ten years

| am at peace with you.
Waiting without fear

| lean back against the bus post.
And | become lost

In the sounds of your midnight.

A man gets off Blue Bus 1

And crosses to this side

To take Brown Bus 4.

Perhaps he too is coming back
From his nights on campus.

On the way he has sobbed

Into a blank letter.

And from the seat behind

He has heard the voice of a woman
With a familiar accent.

On Brown Bus 4 it rains.

A woman is talking to her umbrella
And a man ceaselessly flushes a toilet.

| told Carlos yesterday,

"Your clanging cart
Wakes me up in the morning."
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He collects cans

And wants to go back to Cuba.

From the Promenade

Comes the sound of my homeless man.
He sings blues

And plays guitar.

Where in the world can | hear

The black moaning of the saxophone
Alongside the Chinese chimes?

And see this warm olive skin
Through blue eyes?

The easy-moving doves

Rest on the empty benches.

They stare at the dinosaur

Who sprays stale water on our kids.
Marziyeh sings from a Persian market
| return,homesick

And | put my feet

On your back.

Ah, Los Angeles!

| feel your blood.

You taught me to get up

Look at my beautiful legs

And along with the marathon

Run on your broad shoulders.

Once | got tired of life
| coiled up under my blanket
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And remained shut-off for two nights.
Then, my neighbor turned on NPR
And | heard of a Russian poet

Who in a death camp,

Could not write his poems

But his wife learned them by heart.

Will Azad read my poetry?

On the days that | take him to school,
He sees the bus number from far off.
And calls me to get in line.

At night he stays under the shower
And lets the drops of water

Spray on his small body.

Sometimes we go to the beach.

He bikes and | skate.

He buys a Pepsi from a machine
And gives me one sip.

Yesterday we went to Romteen's house.
His father is a Parsee from India.

He wore sadra and kusti

While he was painting the house.

On that little stool

He looked like a Zoroastrian

Rowing from Hormoz to Sanjan.

Ah, Los Angeles!
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Let me bend down and put my ear
To your warm skin.

Perhaps in you

I will find my own Sanjan.

No, it's not a ship touching
Against the rocky shore;

It's the rumbling Blue Bus 8.

| know.

I will get off at Idaho

And will pass the shopping carts
Left by the homeless

I will climb the stairs

And will open the door.

| will start the answering machine
And in the dark

I will wait like a fisherman.

English: Mecid Nefisi
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“Kimim Ben, Siirgiin Olmadan?”

Nehir kiyisindaki bir yabanci, nehir gibi ... Su

baglar beni adina. Higbir sey uzakligimdan geri
getiremez beni

palmiye agacima: ne baris ne savas. Higbir sey getiremez
beni

Incilin bagrina. Hig

bir sey... Hi¢ bir sey 1s1ldamaz

Firat ve Nil arasindaki gelgitten. Higbir sey

indiremez beni firavunun teknesinden. Higbir sey
tasimaz beni ya da saglamaz bir fikir tagimami: ne 6zlem
ne s0z. Ne yapacagim? Ne

yapacagim, siirglin ve suya bakan

Uzun bir gece olmadan?

Su

Baglar beni

Adina...

Higbir sey riiyalarimin kelebeklerinden gotiiremez beni
Gergekligime: ne toz ne ates. Ne

yapacagim Semerkant'in giilleri olmadan? Ne
yapacagim aydan taslariyla sarkicilar1 parlatan

bir tiyatroda? Tas idik tiiy olduk evlerimiz gibi
uzak riizgarlardaki. Iki arkadas olduk
Bulutlardaki yaratiklarla ... ve simdi kurtuluyoruz
kimlik topraginin agirligindan. Ne yapacagiz... ne
yapacagiz siirgiin ve suya bakan

78



Uzun bir gece olmadan?

Su

Baglar beni

Admna ...

Ne benden geriye senden baska bir sey kaldi, ne de
senden geriye

Benden baska bir sey, yabanci ovuyor kendi yabancisinin
baldirini: Hey

yabanci! Ne yapacagiz bize kalanlarla

Iki efsane arasindaki sakinlik ve uyuklamada?

Ve higbir sey bizi tasimaz: ne yol ne ev.

Bu yol her zaman bdyle miydi, en basindan beri,

Y oksa hayallerimiz tepede bir kisrak m1 buldular
Mogol atlar1 arasinda ve bizi onunla m1 degis tokus
ettiler?

Ve ne yapacagiz?

Ne

yapacagiz

Stirgiin

Olmadan?

Tiirkgesi: Mine Ozyurt Kili¢ & Hiiseyin Alhas
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“Who Am I, Without Exile?”

A stranger on the riverbank, like the river ... water
binds me to your name. Nothing brings me back from my
faraway

to my palm tree: not peace and not war. Nothing
makes me enter the gospels. Not

a thing ... nothing sparkles from the shore of ebb

and flow between the Euphrates and the Nile. Nothing
makes me descend from the pharaoh’s boats. Nothing
carries me or makes me carry an idea: not longing

and not promise. What will | do? What

will I do without exile, and a long night

that stares at the water?

Water

binds me

to your name ...

Nothing takes me from the butterflies of my dreams
to my reality: not dust and not fire. What

will I do without roses from Samarkand? What

will I do in a theater that burnishes the singers with its
lunar

stones? Our weight has become light like our houses
in the faraway winds. We have become two friends of the
strange

creatures in the clouds ... and we are now loosened
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from the gravity of identity’s land. What will we do ...
what

will we do without exile, and a long night

that stares at the water?

Water

binds me

to your name ...

There’s nothing left of me but you, and nothing left of
you

but me, the stranger massaging his stranger’s thigh: O
stranger! what will we do with what is left to us

of calm ... and of a snooze between two myths?

And nothing carries us: not the road and not the house.
Was this road always like this, from the start,

or did our dreams find a mare on the hill

among the Mongol horses and exchange us for it?
And what will we do?

What

will we do

without

exile?

English: Fady Joudah
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