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As I was getting ready to translate some of the most groundbreaking Turkish poets’
works into English, I wasn’t sure if I could do justice to their work. When it comes to
translating poetry or literature into another language the translator faces many challenges.
The works of the poets that I have picked for this thesis are from well-known Turkish
literary periods.

During my process of translation, I knew I had to keep the meaning of each poem
but the hardest part of translating was to break away from the strict usage of original
meter and rhyme that some of the poems contained. There were circumstances when
rhymed translation was possible and it sometimes happened without extra effort that I
had to put in to have the poem rhyme.

However, trying to imitate the rhyme of each original poem sometimes worked
for my disadvantage. Keeping the original meter and rhyme of the original poem at times
presented me with a problem of losing the meaning of the poem. As a translator, with
certain poems, I felt the need to omit translating in meter and rhyme and concentrate on
delivering the meaning the best way I possibly could to my reader.

Nevertheless, the problems I had to face did not just end with using rhyme when it
worked or omitting it when the meaning was lost. The issue that arises when translating a
text from a period remote in time is not only that the poet and his contemporaries are
dead, but the significance of the poem in its context is dead too. Therefore, the problem is
translating these poems in order for any reader to be able to interpret the meaning without
needing more background information. As a result, there were times, where some of the
poems that [ have translated went through a makeover where the contents were kept but

the usage of words and expressions were changed dramatically for the English-speaking



reader to understand.

Perhaps, dealing with expressions that are essential to Turkish language and
trying many ways to translate those expressions into English was my biggest challenge.
Translating expressions literally, with the emphasis on word for word translation,
distorted the sense and the syntax of the original poems. Those were the times that I felt
like I was not being a good translator for not finding the perfect words to describe the
most intricate details of some of the contexts these poems. I often felt like I was not
keeping the clear contexts the original poems had, and that I was creating something that
was completely different than the original. However as a translator, there were times
where I would spend hours on a single poem to figure out which ways of translating
expressions into English would still keep the context of the poem without making the
reader feel lost.

I now realize that the right thing for a translator to do is to set themselves free
from any poetic restrictions of the original poems. There are too many criterias that come
into play during the translation process that involve grand shifts in expressions, meter,
rhyme, syntax and meaning. As a native speaker of Turkish, I realize now better than ever
that there is a close link between the language a person speaks, the person’s culture and
the person’s understanding of the world around them. Language is the only efficient
carrier of information during a person’s growing up process. People learn about their
surroundings, historical, cultural and social knowledge through language and all
languages reflect different deictic incompatibilities. Therefore as a translator, it is best to
keep all the differences that the two languages may have and try to create a work that is

true to the original yet a work that may also stand on their own.



NAZIM HIKMET 1902 - 1963

Hikmet was born in 1902 in Greece. Nazim Hikmet himself had the most
impeccable bourgeois antecedents. His grandfather had been the governor of Salonica
and his father consul at Hamburg. Hikmet was enrolled at the Naval Academy but after
five years he suffered repeated bouts of pleurisy and was given a medical discharge.
Later, he was accepted into the Department of Economic and Social Studies at the
University of Moscow where he remained until 1924, coming under the influence of the
futurist poet Mayakowski’s free verse poems. Hikmet was the poet whom created the
new era of “Serbest Nazim” also known as era of free verse in Turkish poetry.

Though he returned to Istanbul and began publishing his poetry in local journals,
the Ankara Independence Tribunal sentenced him to 28 years of hard labor and exile in
1938 for his activities in Turkish Communist Party. He was released from prison in 12
years after a new exemption law, but alarmed by threats against his life. When he was
asked to fulfill his military duty when he was 48 years old, he escaped to spent his
remaining days as a political refugee in Poland, Bulgaria and Moskow where he died of a

heart attack in 1963.



“Her sanatg1, 6zellikle de sosyalist ger¢ekei sanatg1, yasaminin sonuna kadar arayis iginde
olacakti. Bu arayis siirecinde o, her somut igerige uygun bi¢imi bulmaya, bireyselligini
koruyarak bagkalarini taklit ve tekrar etmemeye ¢aba gosterecektir. Tek bir yasanin,
gercekligi toplumcunun kafasi ve goziiyle yansitma yasasinin disinda, mutlak ve
degismez higbir sanat kurali ve 6l¢ii tanimayacaktir. Daha dnce uygulamada denenmis
sanat kurallarindan yararlanacaktir kuskusuz. Kendi halkinin ve diger halklarin sanat

geleneklerinden de yararlanacaktir.”

“Every artist, especially the socialist artists, will spend the rest of their lives searching.
During their search, they will try to fit everything that is concrete into their own contents,
protect individualism by avoiding imitating and repeating the tactics of artists from the
past. With the exception of one law, the law to reflect society through the people’s eyes,
they will not recognize other rules and measures. Without a doubt, they will benefit from
the experiences of past artists. Without a doubt, they will benefit from their own and
other societies’ traditions.”

Nazim Hikmet



MEMLEKETIMI SEVIYORUM

Memleketimi seviyorum:

Cinarlarinda kolan vurdum, hapisanelerinde yattim.
Higbir sey gidermez i¢ sikintimi

memleketimin sarkilar1 ve tiitiinii gibi.
Memleketim:

Bedreddin, Sinan, Yunus Emre ve Sakarya,
kursun kubbeler ve fabrika bacalari

benim o kendi kendinden bile gizleyerek

sarkik biyiklart altindan giilen halkimin eseridir.
Memleketim.

Memleketim ne kadar genis:

dolagmakla bitmez, tilkenmez gibi geliyor insana.
Edirne, izmir, Ulukisla, Maras, Trabzon, Erzurum.
Erzurum yaylasini yalniz tiirkiilerinden taniyorum
ve glneye

pamuk isleyenlere gitmek i¢in

Toroslardan bir kerre olsun gegemedim diye

utaniyorum.
Memleketim:

develer, tren, Ford arabalar1 ve hasta esekler,
kavak
sogut

ve kirmizi toprak.



Memleketim.
Cam ormanlarini, en tath sular1 ve dag basi gollerini seven
alabalik
ve onun yarim kilolugu
pulsuz, giimiis derisinde kiziltilarla
Bolu'nun Abant géliinde yiizer.
Memleketim:
Ankara ovasinda kegiler:
kumral, ipekli, uzun kiirklerin pirildamasi.
Yagli, agir findig1 Giresun'un.
Al yanakli mis gibi kokan Amasya elmasi,
zeytin
incir
kavun
ve renk renk
salkim salkim iiziimler
ve sonra karasaban
ve sonra kara sigir
ve sonra: ileri, giizel, iyi
her seyi
hayran bir ¢ocuk sevinciyle kabule hazir
caligkan, namuslu, yigit insanlarim

yar1 ag, yar1 tok yari esir...



ILOVE MY COUNTRY
I love my country:
I have swung on its plane trees, I stayed in its prisons.
Nothing takes away my distress
like the songs and tobacco of my country.
My country:
Bedreddin, Sinan, Yunus Emre and Sakarya,
lead domes and factory chimneys
are all the work of my people
hiding from themselves
with a smile under their mustaches.
My country:
My country is so immense:
For many, it may seem enless to go around.
Edirne, Izmir, Ulukishla, Marash, Trabzon, Erzurum.
I know the Erzurum plateau from the songs
and [ am ashamed
to not have visited Taurus once
to visit the cotton pickers
in the south.
My country :
Camels, trains, Ford automobiles and sick donkeys,

poplar



willow

and red earth.
My country:
The trout that likes the pine forests, through the sweetest waters

mountain lakes.
Trout weighing half a kilo,
with red reflections on its silver skin
swims in Lake at Abant at Bolu.
My country :
goats on the plain of Ankara:
the sheen of long dark, silky furs.
The oily hazelnuts of Giresun.
The fragrant red apples of Amasya,
olive
fig

melon
and many many colors bunches, bunches of grapes
and then the plough
and then the black ox
and then: ready to accept

everything
superior, beautiful, good

with the blissful admiration of a child



my hard-working, upright, brave people
half hungry, half full, half slave...
KARIMA MEKTUP
Bir tanem!
Son mektubunda:
"Basim sizliyor
yliregim sersem!"
diyorsun.
"Seni asarlarsa
seni kaybedersem;"
diyorsun;
"yasayamam!"
Yasarsin karicigim,
kara bir duman gibi dagilir hatiram riizgarda;
yasarsin, kalbimin kizil sacli bacisi
en fazla bir yil siirer
yirminci asirlarda
oliim acisi.

Oliim
bir ipte sallanan bir 6lii.
Bu 6liime bir tiirlii

raz1 olmuyor génliim.

Fakat

10



emin ol ki sevgili;
zavall1 bir ¢ingenenin
killi, siyah bir 6riimcege benzeyen eli
gecirecekse eger
ipi bogazima,
mavi gozlerimde korkuyu goérmek i¢in
bosuna bakacaklar
Néazim'a!
Ben,
alaca karanliginda son sabahimin
dostlarim1 ve seni gérecegim,
ve yalniz
yar1 kalmis bir sarkinin acisini
topraga gotiirecegim...
Karim benim!
Iyi yiirekli,
altin renkli,
gozleri baldan tath arim benim;
ne diye yazdim sana
istendigini idamimin,
daha dava ilk adiminda
ve bir salgam gibi koparmiyorlar

kellesini adamin.

11



Haydi bunlara bos ver.
Bunlar uzak bir ihtimal.
Paran varsa eger

bana fanila bir don al,
tuttu bacagimin siyatik agrisi,
Ve unutma ki
daima iyi seyler diisiinmeli

bir mahpusun karist.

1933
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LETTER TO MY WIFE
My dearest!
In your last letter:
"My head aches
my heart is dazed!"
you said.
"If they hang you,
if I lose you;"
you said,
"I cannot live!"
You'll live my dear,
my memory will vanish like dark smoke in the wind;
you'll live, red-haired sister of my heart
the grief of death
only lasts for about a year
in the twentieth century.
Death
a corpse swinging on a rope.
My heart doesn't accept
this death.
But
be sure, love,

if some shameless gypsy's

13



hairy black spider-like hand
slips the rope
around my neck,
to catch a glimpse of the fear in my blue eyes
they'll look in disppointment
at Nazim!
L
in the darkness of my last morning,
will envision my friends and you,
and alone
take with me the grief
of an unfinished song
to the soil...
My wife!
Good hearted,
golden colored
eyes sweeter than honey, my bee;
why did I write you
that they will hang me,
taking its first steps
and they don't snatch the head
of a man like a turnip.

Here, don’t worry about it.



If you have some money
buy me some flannel underwear,
my sciatica is acting up.
And don't forget that
a prisoner’s wife
should always think good thoughts.

1933

15



BIR CEZAEVINDE, TECRITTEKI ADAMIN MEKTUPLARI
1
Senin adini
kol saatimin kayisina tirnagimla kazidim.
Malum ya, bulundugum yerde
ne sap1 sedefli bir ¢aki var,
(bizlere alati-katia verilmez),
ne de basi bulutlarda bir ¢inar.
Belki avluda bir aga¢ bulunur ama
gokyliziinli bagimin {istiinde gérmek
bana yasak...
Buras1 benden bagka kag insanin evidir?
Bilmiyorum.
Ben bir bagima onlardan uzagim,
hep birlikte onlar benden uzak.
Bana kendimden bagkasiyla konugmak
yasak.
Ben de kendi kendimle konusuyorum.
Fakat ¢ok can sikici buldugumdan sohbetimi
sarki sdyliiyorum karicigim.
Hem, ne dersin,
o berbat, ayarsiz sesim

Oyle bir dokunuyor ki i¢gime
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yliregim pargalaniyor.
Ve tipki o eski
aciklr hikayelerdeki
yalnayak, karl1 yollara diismiis, yetim bir cocuk gibi bu yiirek,
mavi gozleri 1slak
kirmizi, kiigiiciik burnunu ¢ekerek
senin bagrina sokulmak istiyor.

Yiiziimii kizartmiyor benim

onun bu an
bdyle zayif
bdyle hodbin
bdyle sadece insan
olusu.
Belki bu hélin

fizyolojik, psikolojik filan izahi vardir.
Belki de sebep buna

bana aylardir

kendi sesimden bagka insan sesi duyurmayan

bu demirli pencere
bu toprak testi
bu dort duvardir...

Saat bes, karicigim.

Disarda susuzlugu



acayip fisiltist
toprak dami
ve sonsuzlugun ortasinda kimildanmadan duran
bir sakat ve siska atiyla,
yani, kederden ¢ildirtmak icin igerdeki adami
disarda biitiin ustalig, biitiin takim taklavatiyla

agacsiz bosluga kipkizil inmekte bir bozkir aksama.

Bugiin de apansiz gece olacaktir.

Bir 151k dolasacak yaninda sakat, siska atin.

Ve simdi karsimda hagin bir erkek 6liisii gibi yatan
bu limitsiz tabiatin

agacsiz bosluguna bir anda yildizlar dolacaktir.

Yine o malum sonuna erdik demektir isin,

yani bugiin de miikellef bir daiissila i¢in

yine her sey yerli yerinde iste, her sey tamam.

Ben,

ben i¢cerdeki adam

yine mutad hiinerimi gosterecegim

ve ¢ocukluk giinlerimin ince saziyla

suzindk makamindan bir sarki agziyla

yine billahi kahredecek dil-i1 ndsadimi

seni boyle uzak,

18



seni dumanli, egri bir aynadan seyreder gibi

kafamin i¢inde duymak...

2
Disarda bahar geldi karicigim, bahar.
Disarda, bozkirin iistiinde birdenbire
taze toprak kokusu, kus sesleri ve saire...
Disarda bahar geldi karicigim, bahar,
disarda bozkirin iistiinde piriltilar...
Ve icerde artik bocekleriyle canlanan kerevet,
suyu donmayan testi
ve sabahlar1 ¢imentonun iistiinde giines...
Giines,
artik o her giin 6gle vaktine kadar,
bana yakin, benden uzak,
sonerek, 1s11dayarak
yurur...
Ve giin ikindiye doner, golgeler diiser duvarlara,
baslar tutusmaya demirli pencerenin cama :
disarda aksam olur,
bulutsuz bir bahar aksamu...
Iste icerde baharm en kotii saat1 budur asil.

Velhasil



o pul pul 1s1ltil1 derisi, atesten gozleriyle
bilhassa baharda ram eder kendine icerdeki adami
hiirriyet denen ifrit...

Bu bittecriibe sabit, karicigim bittecriibe sabit...

3

Bugln pazar.

Bugiin beni ilk defa giinese ¢ikardilar.

Ve ben dmriimde ilk defa gokytiziiniin bu kadar benden uzak
bu kadar mavi
bu kadar genis olduguna sagarak
kimildanmadan durdum.

Sonra saygiyla topraga oturdum,

dayadim sirtimi duvara.

Bu anda ne diismek dalgalara,

bu anda ne kavga, ne hiirriyet, ne karim.

Toprak, giines ve ben...

Bahtiyarim...

1938
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LETTERS FROM A MAN IN SOLITARY
1
I carved your name on my leather watchband
with my fingernail.
Obviously, where I find myself now,
I don't have my pearl handled knife
(they don’t give us sharp tools)
nor a plane tree with its head in the clouds.
Trees may grow in the yard
but I'm not allowed to see the sky
over my head...
Besides myself, how many others’ house is this?
I don't know.
I'm by myself far from them,
they are all together far from me.
Talking to anyone else
is forbidden.
I talk to myself by myself.
I find my conversation so boring,
my dear wife, I sing.
And do you know,
that awful voice of mine

touches me so deep down

21



that it breaks my heart.
And just like
In the sad old fables
where the barefoot orphan walks in snow, like an orphan child, this heart,
with blue eyes full of tears
and sniffling his little red runny nose
wants to snuggle up in your arms..
It doesn't make me feel ashamed
that I’ve become
this weak,
this selfish,
this human.
Perhaps my state of mind could be explained
Physiologically or psychologically, and such.
Or may be it's
this barred window,
this earthen water jug,
these four walls,
that kept me from hearing
another human voice...
It's five o'clock, my dear wife.
Outside,

drought,



eerie whispers,
mud roof,

standing in the middle of all infinity

a crippled scrawny horse.

In all its masterful ways, in all its glory,
the red night comes down in the plain
to drive the man inside
crazy with grief.
Again today, night will fall suddenly
A light will circle the lame, skinny horse.
In the treeless space, the hopeless landscape
that stretches out before me like a dead man
will be filled with stars.
We'll reach the inevitable end once again,
for a grand home
everything is ready, everything is done.
Me,
the man inside,
once more I'll demonstrate my talent,
singing an unspeakable anguished harmony
in the reedy voice of my childhood,
again, God, it will crush my unhappy heart

to hear you inside my head,

23



to watch you in the smoky distance
watching you
in a smoky, broken mirror...
2
Outside spring has arrived, my dear wife, spring.
Outside on the plain, the smell
of fresh earth, birds chirping and all that
Outside, spring has arrived, my dear wife, spring,
the plain outside sparkles...
And inside the cot comes alive with bugs,
no more freezing water jug
and in the morning sun on the concrete...
The sun -
every day till noon now
close to me, far from me
it walks as it
fades and shines.
And as the day turns into afternoon, shadows stretch across the walls,
the glass of the barred window begins to burn in fire,
and it's night outside,,
a cloudless spring night...
Inside this is the darkest hour of spring

In short, the demon known as freedom,



with its glittering skin and sweltering eyes,
conquers the man inside
in spring...
My bitter experience, my dear wife,
my bitter experience...
3
Today is Sunday.
Today, for the first time, they took me out in the sun.
For the first time in my life I realized how far
how blue

how wide open in in surprise

I stood there without moving.

Then I respectfully sat down on the earth.

I rested my back against the wall.

For this moment no waves to fall into,

For this moment no struggle, no freedom, no wife.
Only earth, sun, and I...

I am lucky...

1938
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DAVET
Dértnala gelip Uzak Asya'dan
Akdeniz'e bir kisrak bag1 gibi uzanan
bu memleket bizim.
Bilekler kan i¢inde, disler kenetli, ayaklar ¢iplak
ve ipek bir haliya benziyen toprak,
bu cehennem, bu cennet bizim.
Kapansin el kapilari, bir daha agilmasin,
yok edin insanin insana kullugunu,
bu davet bizim...
Yasamak bir agag gibi tek ve hiir
ve bir orman gibi kardescesine,
bu hasret bizim...

1940



INVITATION
Galloping from Far Asia and stretching
into the Mediterranean like a mare

this country is ours.
Bloody wrested, teeth clenched, feet bare
and this soil a silk carpet,

this hell, this heaven is ours.
Shut the gates, don't let them open again,
destroy man's servitude to man,

this invitation is ours.
To live like a tree alone and free
and in brotherhood like the forests,

this yearning is ours.

1940
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YASAMAYA DAIR
1
Yasamak sakaya gelmez,
biiylik bir ciddiyetle yasayacaksin
bir sincap gibi mesela,
yani, yasamanin disinda ve tesinde hicbir sey beklemeden,
yani biitlin igin giiclin yasamak olacak.
Yasamay1 ciddiye alacaksin,
yani o derecede, dylesine ki,
mesela, kollarin bagli arkadan, sirtin duvarda,
yahut kocaman gozliiklerin,
beyaz gdmleginle bir laboratuvarda
insanlar i¢in dlebileceksin,
hem de yiiziinii bile gormedigin insanlar i¢in,
hem de hi¢ kimse seni buna zorlamamisken,
hem de en giizel en gercek seyin
yasamak oldugunu bildigin halde.
Yani, 0ylesine ciddiye alacaksin ki yasamayz,
yetmisinde bile, mesela, zeytin dikeceksin,
hem de Oyle ¢ocuklara falan kalir diye degil,
Olmekten korktugun halde 6liime inanmadigin i¢in,

yasamak yani agir bastigindan.



2
Diyelim ki, agir ameliyatlik hastayiz,
yani, beyaz masadan,
bir daha kalkmamak ihtimali de var.
Duymamak miimkiin degilse de biraz erken gitmenin kederini
biz yine de giilecegiz anlatilan bektasi fikrasina,
hava yagmurlu mu, diye bakacagiz pencereden,
yahut da sabirsizlikla bekleyecegiz
en son ajans haberlerini.
Diyelim ki, doviisiilmeye deger bir seyler i¢in,
diyelim ki, cephedeyiz.

Daha orda ilk hiicumda, daha o giin

yiiziikoyun kapaklanip 6lmek de miimkdin.

Tuhaf bir hingla bilecegiz bunu,
fakat yine de ¢ildirasiya merak edecegiz
belki yillarca siirecek olan savasin sonunu.

Diyelim ki hapisteyiz,

yasimiz da elliye yakin,

daha da on sekiz sene olsun agilmasina demir kapinin.

yine de disariyla birlikte yasayacagiz,

insanlar1, hayvanlari, kavgasi ve riizgariyla

yani, duvarin ardindaki disariyla.

29



Yani, nasil ve nerede olursak olalim

hi¢ dliinmeyecekmis gibi yasanacak...
3
Bu diinya soguyacak,
yildizlarin arasinda bir yildiz,

hem de en ufaciklarindan,
mavi kadifede bir yaldiz zerresi yani,

yani bu koskocaman diinyamiz.
Bu diinya soguyacak giiniin birinde,
hatta bir buz y1gin1
yahut 6lii bir bulut gibi de degil,
bos bir ceviz gibi yuvarlanacak

zifiri karanlikta ugsuz bucaksiz.

Simdiden ¢ekilecek acis1 bunun,
duyulacak mahzunlugu simdiden.
boylesine sevilecek bu diinya

"Yasadim" diyebilmen igin...

1947-1948
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THOUGHTS ON LIVING
1
Living is not a laughing matter :
you must live with great seriousness
like a squirrel, for example -
I mean without looking for something beyond and above living,
I mean living must be your whole occupation.
Living is no laughing matter :
you must take it seriously,
I mean so much so and to such a degree
that, for example, your hands tied behind your back,
your back to the wall,

or else in a laboratory dlebileceksin,

in your white coat and safety glasses,

you can die for people -

even for people whose faces you have never seen,

even though you know living

is the most real, the most beautiful thing.
[ mean, you must take living so seriously
that even at seventy, for example, you'll plant olive trees -
and not for your children, either
but because although you fear death you don't believe it,

because living, I mean, weighs heavier.



2
Let's say we are seriously ill, need surgery -
which is to say we might not get up
from the white table.
Even though it's impossible not to feel sad
about going a little too soon,
we'll still laugh at the jokes being told,
we'll look out the window to see if it's raining,
or still wait anxiously
for the latest political reports.
Let's say we are at the front -
for something worth fighting for, say.
There, in the first offensive, on that very day,
We'll know this with a curious anger,
but we'll still worry ourselves to death
about the outcome of the war, which could last years.
Let's say we're in prison
and close to fifty,
and we have eighteen more years, say,
before the iron doors will open.

we might fall on our face, dead.

I mean with the outside beyond the walls.

32



I mean, however and whereever we are,
we must live as if we will never die...
3
This earth will grow cold, a star among stars
and one of the smallest,
a gilded mote on blue velvet -
I mean this, our great earth.
This earth will grow cold one day.
not like a block of ice
or a dead cloud even
but like an empty walnut it will roll along
in pitch-black space.
You must grieve for this right now
- you have to feel this sorrow now -

for the world must be loved this much

if you're going to be able say "I lived"...

1947-1948
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DUNYANIN EN TUHAF MAHLUKU
Akrep gibisin kardesim,
korkak bir karanlik i¢indesin akrep gibi.
Sercge gibisin kardesim,
sercenin telasi igindesin.
Midye gibisin kardesim,
midye gibi kapali rahat.
Ve sonmiis bir yanardag agzi gibi korkungsun, kardesim.
Bir degil,
bes degil,

yiiz milyonlarlasin maalesef.
Koyun gibisin kardesim,
gocuklu celep kaldirinca sopasini
stiriiye katiliverirsin hemen
ve adeta magrur,
kosarsin salhaneye.
Diinyanin en tuhaf mahlukusun yani,
hani su derya icre olup

deryayi bilmiyen baliktan da tuhaf.
Ve bu diinyada, bu zuliim
senin sayende.

Ve agsak, yorgunsak, alkan i¢indeysek eger

ve hala sarabimizi vermek i¢in tizim gibi eziliyorsak
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kabahat senin,
-demege de dilim varmiyor ama-
kabahatin ¢ogu senin, canim kardesim!

1947
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THE STRANGEST CREATURE ON EARTH
You're like a scorpion, my brother,
you live in cowardly darkness like a scorpion.
You're like a sparrow, my brother,
always in a sparrow's flutter.
You're like a clam, my brother,
closed like a clam, content,
And you're frightening, my brother,
like the mouth of an extinct volcano.
Not one,
not five--
unfortunately, you number millions.
You're like a sheep, my brother,
when the cloaked shephard raises his stick,
you quickly join the flock
and run, almost proudly, to the slaughterhouse.
I mean you're strangest creature on earth-
even stranger than the fish
that couldn't see the ocean for the water.
And the oppression in this world
is thanks to you.
And if we're hungry, tired, covered with blood,

and still being crushed like grapes for our wine,
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the fault is yours-
-I can hardly bring myself to say it- but
most of the fault, my dear brother, is yours.

1947
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HAPISTE YATACAK OLANA BAZI OGUTLER
Diinyadan memleketinden insandan
umudun kesik degil diye
ipe ¢ekilmeyip de
atilirsan igeriye
yatarsan on y1l on bes yil
daha da yatacagindan baska
sallansaydim ipin ucunda
bir bayrak gibi keske
demeyeceksin
yasamakta ayak direyeceksin.
Belki bahtiyarlik degildir artik
boynunun borcudur fakat
diismana inat
bir giin fazla yasamak.
Igerde bir tarafinla yapyalmz kalabilirsin
kuyunun dibindeki tas gibi
fakat obiir tarafin
Oylesine karigsmali ki diinyanin kalabaligina
sen iirpermelisin igerde
disarda kirk giinliik yerde yaprak kipirdasa.
Icerde mektup beklemek

yanik tiirkiiler soylemek bir de
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bir de gdziinii tavana dikip sabahlamak
tatlidir ama tehlikelidir.
Tirastan tirasa yiizline bak
unut yasini
koru kendini bitten
bir de bahar aksamlarindan.
Bir de ekmegi

son lokmasina dek yemeyi

bir de agiz dolusu giilmeyi unutma higbir zaman.

Bir de kim bilir

sevdigin kadin seni sevmez olur

ufak is deme

yemyesil bir dal kirilmis gibi gelir
icerdeki adama.

Icerde giilii bahgeyi diisinmek fena

daglar1 deryalan diisiinmek iyi

durup dinlenmeden okumay1 yazmay1

bir de dokumaciligi tavsiye ederim sana

bir de ayna dékmeyi.

Yani i¢erde on y1l on bes yil

daha da fazlas1 hatta gecirilmez degil

gegirilirkararmasin yeter ki

sol memenin altindaki cevahir.

1949
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SOME ADVICE TO THE ONE WHO WILL SERVE TIME IN PRISON
Instead of being lynched
you're thrown in
for not giving up hope
in the world, your country, and people,
if you do ten or fifteen years
apart from the time you served
you won't say,
I wish I had swung on the end of a rope
like a flag
you will insist on living.
It may not be gratifying,
but your earnest duty
is to live one more day
to spite the enemy.
A part of you is alone inside,
like a pebble at the bottom of a well.
But the rest of you
must get caught up in the craze of the world
so that you will shiver inside
when a leaves quiver on the outside
Waiting for letters,

singing meloncholy songs,
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starting at the ceiling at night

is delightful but dangerous.
Look at your face between shaves,
forget your age,
protect yourself from lice

and for spring evening,

and always remember

to eat your every bit of bread
and never forget to laugh with your mouth full.
Who knows,
the woman you love might stop loving you.
Don't say it's a big deal

It will feel like a snapping of a green branch

to the man inside.

Thinking of rosegardens is bad,

Thinking of rivers and mountains is good.

I recommend you read and write without rest
I also advise you pick up weaving

and making mirrors.

I mean, it's not that you make

ten or fifteen or more years pass inside

it is possible as long as the gemon

the left side of your chestdoesn't lose its gleam.

1949
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OTOBIYOGRAFI
1902'de dogdum
dogdugum sehre donmedim bir daha
geriye donmeyi sevmem
iic yasimda Halep'te pasa torunlugu ettim
on dokuzumda Moskova'da komiinist Universite dgrenciligi
kirk dokuzumda yine Moskova'da Tseka-Parti konuklugu
ve on dordiimden beri sairlik ederim
kimi insan otlarin kimi insan baliklarin ¢esidini bilir

ben ayriliklarin
kimi insan ezbere sayar yildizlarin adini

ben hasretlerin
hapislerde de yattim biiyiik otellerde de
aclik cektim aglik girevi de i¢inde ve tatmadigim yemek yok gibidir
otuzumda asilmami istediler
kirk sekizimde Baris Madalyasinin bana verilmesini

verdiler de

otuz altimda yarim yilda gectim dort metre kare betonu
elli dokuzumda on sekiz saatta uctum Pirag'dan Havana'ya
Lenin'i gdrmedim ndbet tuttum tabutunun basinda 924'de
961'de ziyaret ettigim anitkabri kitaplaridi
partimden koparmaga yeltendiler beni

sOkmedi



yikilan putlarin altinda da ezilmedim
951'de bir denizde geng bir arkadasla yiiriidiim {istiine 6liimiin
52'de catlak bir yiirekle dort ay sirtiistii bekledim Sliimii
sevdigim kadinlari deli gibi kiskandim
su kadarcik haset etmedim Sarlo'ya bile
aldattim kadinlarimi
konusmadim arkasindan dostlarimin
ictim ama aksamci olmadim
hep alnimin teriyle ¢ikardim ekmek parami ne mutlu bana
baskasinin hesabina utandim yalan sdyledim
yalan sdyledim baskasini tizmemek icin
ama durup dururken de yalan sdyledim

bindim tirene ugaga otomobile
cogunluk binemiyor
operaya gittim

cogunluk gidemiyor adini bile duymamis operanin
cogunlugun gittigi kimi yerlere de ben gitmedim 21'den beri

camiye kiliseye tapinaga havraya biiyliciiye

ama kahve falima baktirdigim oldu
yazilarim otuz kirk dilde basilir

Tiirkiye'mde Tiirk¢emle yasak

kansere yakalanmadim daha

yakalanmam da sart degil



basbakan filan olacagim yok
meraklisi da degilim bu isin
bir de harbe girmedim
siginaklara da inmedim gece yarilari
yollara da diismedim pike yapan ugaklarin altinda
ama sevdalandim altmisima yakin
s0ziin kisasi yoldaslar
bugiin Berlin'de kederden gebermekte olsam da
insanca yasadim diyebilirim
ve daha ne kadar yasarim
basimdan neler gecer daha

kim bilir
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AUTOBIOGRAPHY

I was born in 1902

I never went back to my birthplace

I don't like going back

at three I served as a pasha's grandson in Aleppo

at nineteen a student at Moscow Communinist University

at forty-nine I was back in Moscow as guest of the Tcheka Party

I’ve been a poet since [ was fourteen

some know all about plants some people know about fish

I know separation
some know the names of the stars from memory

I know yearning
I've stayed in prisons and in grand hotels
I've known hunger a hunger strike and there's almost no food I haven't tasted
at thirty they wanted me lynched
at forty-eight they gave me the Peace Prize

they did indeed

at thirty-six I covered four square meters of concrete in half a year
at fifty-nine I flew for eighteen hours from Prague to Havana
I never saw Lenin I stood to watch his coffin in 24
in '61 the moment I visit is his books

they tried to tear me away from my party
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it didn't work
I was not crushed under the falling idols
in '51 I walked around the beach with a friend before his death
in '52 for four months waited for death laying flat on my back with a broken heart
I was crazy jealous of the women I loved
I didn't envy Charlot not one bit
I was unfaitful
I never talked about my friends behind their backs
I drank but not every night
I’'m happy I earned my bread working honestly
I lied in embarrasment for others
I lied not to hurt others
I lied for no reason at all

I've ridden on trains planes and cars
most don't get that chance
I attended the opera

most people can’t go some haven't even heard of the opera
since [ was 21 I haven't gone to the places most people visit

to mosques to churches to temples to synagogues to magicians

but I've had my coffee grounds read
my writings are published in thirty or forty languages

in my Turkey and in Turkish it is banned

cancer hasn't caught up with me yet



it’s not necessary that I should have cancer
I won’t become a primeminister or anything
I don’t wonder what that’s like
I never went to war
Or into bombshelters in the middle of the night
I never had to get on the road under diving planes
I fell in love at sixty
in short friends
even if I maybe dying of grief in Berlin
I can say I've lived like a human being
how much longer I might live
what else I might go through
who knows.

September 1961, East Berlin
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SEVERMISIM MEGER

yil 62 Mart 28

Pirag-Berlin tireninde pencerenin yanindayim

aksam oluyor

dumanli 1slak ovaya aksamin yorgun bir kus gibi inigini severmigim
meger

aksamin inigini yorgun kusun inisine benzetmeyi sevmedim

topragi severmisim meger
topragi sevdim diyebilir mi onu bir kez olsun siirmeyen
ben siirmedim

Pilatonik biricik sevdam da buymus meger

meger irmagi severmisim

ister boyle kimildanmadan aksin kivrila kivrila tepelerin eteginde
doruklarina satolar kondurulmus Avrupa tepelerinin

ister uzasin goz alabildigine diimdiiz

bilirim 1rmak yeni 1s1klar getirecek sen géremiyeceksin

bilirim dmriimiiz beygirinkinden azicik uzun karganinkinden

alabildigine kisa

bilirim benden 6nce duyulmus bu keder

benden sonra da duyulacak
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benden 6nce sdylenmis bunlarin hepsi bin kere

benden sonra da sdylenecek

gokyliziinli severmigim meger

kapal1 olsun agik olsun

Borodino savas alaninda Andirey’in sirtiistli seyrettigi gokkubbe
hapiste Tiirk¢eye ¢evirdim iki cildini Savasla Barig’in

kulagima sesler geliyor

gokkubbeden degil meydan yerinden

gardiyanlar birini dovilyor yine

agaclar1 severmisim meger
cirilgiplak kayinlar Moskova dolaylarinda Predelkino’da kigin
cikarlar karsima algakgdniillii kibar
kayinlar Rus sayiliyor kavaklar1 Tiirk saydigimiz gibi
[zmir’in kavaklari
dokiiliir yapraklar
bize de Cakici derler
yar fidan boylum
yakariz konaklar1
Ilgaz ormanlarinda y1l 920 bir keten mendil astim bir ¢cam dalina

ucu islemeli
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yollar1 severmisim meger
asfaltin1 da
Vera direksiyonda Moskova’dan Kirim’a gidiyoruz Koktebel’e
asil ad1 Goktepe ili
bir kapali kutuda ikimiz

diinya akiyor iki yandan disarida dilsiz uzak

hi¢ kimseyle hi¢bir zaman boyle yakin olmadim

eskiyalar ¢ikt1 karsima Bolu’dan inerken Gerede’ye kirmizi yolda ve
yasim on sekiz

yaylida canimdan gayri alacaklar1 esyam da yok

ve on sekizimde en degersiz esyamiz canimizdir

bunu bir kere daha yazdimdi

camurlu karanlik sokakta bata ¢ika Karagdze gidiyorum ramazan
gecesi

onde kortiklii kaat fener

belki boyle bir sey olmadi

belki bir yerlerde okudum sekiz yasinda bir oglanin Karagdze gidisini
Ramazan gecesi Istanbul’da dedesinin elinden tutup

dedesi fesli ve entarisinin {istline samur yakali kiirkiinii giymis
ve harem agasinin elinde fener

ve benim i¢im i¢ime sigmiyor sevingten
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cicekler geldi aklima her nedense

gelincikler kaktiisler fulyalar

Istanbul’da Kadikdy’de Fulya tarlasinda ptiim Marika’y1
agz1 acibadem kokuyor

yasim on yedi

kolan vurdu yiiregim salincak bulutlara girdi ¢ikt1
cicekleri severmisim meger

ic kirmiz1 karanfil yolladi bana hapishaneye yoldaglar 1948
yildizlar1 hatirladim

severmisim meger

ister agagidan yukartya seyredip onlar1 sasip kalayim

ister ucayim yanibaglarinda

kosmos adamlarina sorularim var
cok daha iri iri mi gordiiler yildizlar
kara kadifede koskocaman cevahirler miydiler
turuncuda kayisilar m1
kibirleniyor mu insan yildizlara biraz daha yaklasinca
renkli fotograflarini gérdiim kosmosun Ogonyok dergisinde
kizmayin ama dostlar non figiiratif mi desek soyut mu desek iste
o soydan yagli boyalara benziyordu kimisi yani dehsetli
figiiratif ve somut

insanin yiiregi agzina geliyor karsilarinda



siirsizlig1 onlar hasretimizin aklimizin ellerimizin
onlara bakip diisiinebildim 6liimii bile su kadarcik keder duymadan

kosmosu severmisim meger

gdziimiin Oniine kar yagis1 geliyor
agir agir dilsiz kusbasisi da buram buram tipisi de

meger kar yagisini severmisim

giinesi severmisim meger
simdi su visne receline bulanmis batarken bile
giines Istanbul’da da kimi kere renkli kartpostallardaki gibi batar

ama onun resmini sen dyle yapmiyacaksin

meger denizi severmisim
hem de nasil

ama Ayvazofski’nin denizleri bir yana

bulutlar1 severmigim meger
ister altlarinda olayim ister {istlerinde

ister devlere benzesinler ister ak tiiylii hayvanlara

ay1s181 geliyor aklima en aygin baygini en yalancisi en kiigiik burjuvasi

severmisim
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yagmuru severmigim meger

ag gibi de inse listlime ve damlayip dagilsa da camlarimda yliregim
beni oldugum yerde birakir aglara dolanik ya da bir damlanin
icinde ve ¢ikar yolculuga haritada ¢izilmemis bir memlekete gider

yagmuru severmigim meger

ama neden birdenbire kesfettim bu sevdalar1 Pirag-Berlin tireninde
yaninda pencerenin

altinci cigarami yaktigimdan mi

bir teki 6liimdiir benim i¢in

Moskova’da kalan birilerini diisiindiiglimden mi geberesiye

saclar1 saman sarisi kirpikleri mavi

zifiri karanlikta gidiyor tiren

zifiri karanlig1 severmisim meger

kivileimlar ugusuyor lokomotiften

kivileimlar: severmigim meger

meger ne ¢ok seyi severmisim de altmisimda farkina vardim bunun
Pirag-Berlin tireninde yaninda pencerenin yeryiiziinii doniilmez bir

yolculuga ¢ikmisim gibi seyrederek

Nisan 1962, Moskova



I WAS APPARENTLY IN LOVE

year 1962 March 28th

I'm sitting in a window seat in a Prague-Berlin train
night is falling

I was apparently in love

The night flying down like a tired bird on a smoky plain
I didn’t like

comparing nightfall to a tired bird

I was apparently in love with the earth
could someone love the earth if they never worked it
I've never worked the earth

it must be my only platonic love

I was appareantly in love with rivers

even if they’re motionless circling the hills

they’ve built chataous on the European hills

or they’re stretched out flat as the eye can see

I know the river will bring new radiance you'll never see
I know we live longer than a stallion but not nearly

as long as a crow

I know this grief that was felt by many before me
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will be felt by those after me
I know all that’s been said a thousand times before me

will be said after me

I was apparently in love with the sky

say, cloudy or say, clear

at Borodino, Andrei studied the blue dome lying on his back on the warfield
in prison I translated both volumes of War and Peace into Turkish

I hear voices coming

not from the blue dome but from the courtyard

the guards are beating someone else again

I was apparently in love with trees
The many naked beeches near Moscow in Peredelkino
sympathetically come across me in winter
beeches are Russian the way poplars are Turkish
"the poplars of Izmir
are losing their leaves
they call us knifeman
lover slender as a sapling...
burning all the mansions sky-high"
in 1920 at Ilgaz forest, I tied an embroidered

hankerchief to a pine branch.



Apparently I loved roads

even the asphalt kind

Vera's behind the wheel we're driving from Moscow to
the Crimea Koktebel

formerly "Goktepé ili" in Turkish

the two of us inside a box

the world flows past the two sides distant and mute

I was never so close to anyone in my life
bandits stopped me on the red road to Bolu and
Gered¢ when I was eighteen
They had nothing to take from me besides my life
and to an eighteen year old, life isn’t such a big deal
I've written this somewhere before
wading through a dark muddy street on my way to the
to the Karagoz shadow play on a Ramadan evening
a paper lantern leading the way
maybe nothing like this ever happened
maybe I read it somewhere an eight-year-old boy going
to the shadow play on a Ramadan night in Istanbul holding

his grandfather's hand



his grandfather wearing a fez along with his fur coat with a sable collar .

and there is a lantern in the harem guard’s hand
and I can't contain myself in happiness.
flowers come to my mind for some reason
poppies cactuses jonquils
I kissed Marika in a jonquil garden in Kadikoy Istanbul
fresh almonds on her breath
my age, seventeen
my heart on a swing went through the clouds and down
apparently I loved flowers
friends sent me three red carnations in prison 1948
I just remembered the stars
I apparently loved them, too
whether I'm mystified watching them upside down

whether I'm flying by their side.

I have some questions for the cosmonauts
were the stars much bigger
were they like jewels on black velvet
or like orange apricots
you feel haughty as you get closer to the stars
I saw color photos of the cosmos in Ogonyok magazine

now don't be upset pals but nonfigurative shall we
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say abstract well some of them looked just like
paintings which is to say they were terribly
figurative and concrete.
my heart dropped in fear looking at them
they are the endlessness of our yearnings mind and hands
looking at them I thought of death and did not feel
at all sad

apparently I loved the cosmos

snow flashes through my mind
both heavy steady and the dry whirling snow

apparently I loved snow

I apparently I loved the sun
even when it sets in deep cherry hue
in Istanbul the sun sometimes sets in postcard colors

but you will not paint it that way

I apparently loved the sea

oh so much

side from the sea of Aivazovsky

I apparently love clouds
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whether I'm under or above them

whether they’re shaped like giants or white furred animals

moonlight comes to my mind the most awake calm most deceiving little bourgeois

apparently I loved

I apparently I loved rain

whether it falls like a fine spider’s web or hits and scatters around my window
my heart leaves me tangled up in a web or trapped
inside a single drop and leaves for unknown lands

I apparently loved the rain

why did I suddenly discover these passions sitting by the window on the Prague-Berlin
train

perhaps because I lit my sixth cigarette

one alone could kill me

is it because I'm thinking about someone back in Moscow

her hair straw-blond eyelashes blue

the train moves through the pitch black night
apparently I love the pitch-black night
sparks fly from the locomotive

I apparently loved sparks
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I apparently loved so many things and I had to wait
until sixty to realize sitting by the window on the
Prague-Berlin train watching the world as if I’ll never come back.

April 1962, Moskow

KOCALMAGA ALISITYORUM

Kocalmaga alistyorum diinyanin en zor zanaatina,
kapilar1 ¢almaga son kere,

durup durmadan ayriliga.

Saatlar, akarsiniz, akarsiniz, akarsiniz...

Anlamaga calisiyorum inanmay1 yitirmenin pahasina.
Bir s6z soyleyecektim sana soyleyemedim.
Diinyamda sabahleyin a¢ karina igilen cigaramin tadu.
Oliim kendinden &nce bana yalmizligim yolladi.
Kiskaniyorum 6ylelerini kocaldiklarinin farkinda bile degiller,
Oylesine baglarindan askin isleri.

January 12, 1963



I'M GETTING USED TO GROWING OLD

I'm getting used to growing old world’s hardest art,
knocking at the doors for the last time,

to the inevitable separation.

Hours, you, flow, flow, flow...

I'm trying to understand at the cost of losing faith.
I was going to tell you something but I couldn't.

In my world the taste of my morning cigarette.
Death has sent me its loneliness before himself.
I'm jealous of those who are not aware of getting old,
they are so out of their minds busy with their work.

12 January 1963
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CENAZE MERASIMIM

Bizim avludan mi1 kalkacak cenazem?
Nasil indireceksiniz beni li¢iincii kattan?
Asansore sigmaz tabut,

merdivenlerse daracik.

Belki avluda dizboyu giines ve giivercinler olacak,
belki kar yagacak ¢ocuk ¢igliklartyla dolu,
belki 1slak asfaltiyla yagmur.

Ve avluda ¢op bidonlar1 duracak her zamanki gibi.

Kamyona, yerli gelenekle, yiiziim agik yiikleneceksem,
bir sey damlayabilir alnima bir glivercinden : ugurdur.
Bando gelse de, gelmese de ¢cocuklar gelecek yanima,

meraklidir 6liilere ¢ocuklar.

Bakacak arkamdan mutfak penceremiz.
Balkonumuz gegirecek beni camasirlariyla.
Ben bu avluda bahtiyar yasadim bilemediginiz kadar.

Avludaslarim, uzun 6miirler dilerim hepinize...

April 1963, Moskova
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MY FUNERAL

Will my funeral ceremony, will it start at our courtyard?
How will you get me down from the third floor?

The coffin won't fit in the elevator,

the stairs are terribly narrow.

Maybe in the yard, there'll be sun and pigeons,
maybe it will be full of snow and the shouts of children,
maybe rain on the asphalt.

And the trashbins will stand in the courtyard as always.

If, as is customary, I will be put in the funeralcar in an open casket,
a pigeon might drop something on my forehead: it's good luck.
Whether there is a marching band or not, the children will come up to me,

children are curious about the dead.

They will watch me from our kitchen’s window.

Our balcony will see me off through the laundry on the line
In this yard I was happy like you'll ever know.

Neighbors, I wish you all long lives.

April 1963, Moskow
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NECIP FAZIL KISAKUREK 1905 —1983

Another author who lived during the time of Nazim Hikmet was Necip Fazil
Kisakurek. Kisakurek never felt connecteded to his fellow poet Hikmet’s work and he did
not support Hikmet’s free verse. He did not give up on meter and rhyme while he used
the dialect and the sensitivity of the rural population in his poems to work it into the
sensitivity of the more urbanized population of Turkey. Unlike the extrovert, materialistic
and social tone of Nazim Hikmet, Kisakurek used the introvert, non-materialistc and an
individualistic tone in his poems. During the 1940s he decided to spend more time with

political and religious activities and distanced himself from writing poems.
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“Insanlarin guzel ve cirkinine bakarken iskeletlerini gormeliyiz. Gorebilseydik hepsinin
iskelette birlesmis olgunu gorurduk. Oyleysel bir sire baktigimiz zamanda onun iskeletini
gormeliyiz. Gormemeliyiz ki, gozlerinde, dudaklarinda, belinin inceligine ve bacaklarinin
ve butun bunlarin bir arada ugum halindeki toplu endamina hayran olabilelim. Siirde
sekil ve kalip, zatiyle sekil ve kalip olarak haykirdigi, “ben buradayin” dedigi nisbette o

siir kotudur.”

“When we look at the most beautiful and most ugly people, we must see their skeletons.
If we were able to see, we’d see that they all come together with their skeletons. When
we look at a poem, we must not see its skeleton. We must not see it so that we can
appreciate its eyes, lips, the thinness of its waist, its legs, and how all this comes together
in a knot. In a poem when the shape and the shape and form screams out, “I am here look

"’

at me!” that poem is not a good poem”

Necip Fazil Kisakurek



BEKLENEN

Ne hasta bekler sabahi
Ne taze oluyu mezar
Ne de seytan bir gunahi

Seni bekledigim kadar

Gecti, istemem gelmeni
Y oklugunda buldum seni
Birak vehmimde golgeni

Gelme, artik neye yarar?

1930
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WAITING

The sick cannot not wait for morning
The grave cannot wait for the dead
The devil cannot wait for sin

Like I can wait for you.

Too late, I wouldn’t want you to come
I found you in your absence
Leave your shadow in the groundless fear

Don’t come, what good would it do?

1930
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AKSAM

Giines ¢ekildi demin,
Dogdu bir renk aksami.
Bu, biitiin giinlerimin,

Icime denk aksamu.

Aksami duya duya,
Sular yatt1 uykuya;
Kizillik ¢oktii suya,
Sandim bir cenk aksamiu...
1922
EVENING
The sun pulled away a while ago
An evening of color rose
This night represents

All of my days

Hearing the evening,
The waters fell asleep

The red sank to the water

And I imagined an evening’s battle.

1922

68



OLUNUN ODASI

Bir oda, yerde bir mum, perdeler indirilmis;

Yerde ¢iplak bir gémlek, korkusundan dirilmis.

Stitbeyaz duvarlarda, ¢ivilerin golgesi;

Artik ne bir ¢itirt1, ne de bir ayak sesi...
Yatiyor yataginda, dimdik, upuzun, 6li;
Ustii, boynuna kadar bir ¢arsafla ortiilii.
Bezin iistlinde, ayak parmaklarinin izi;

Mum alevinden sar1, baygin ve donuk benzi.
Son nefesle gdgsii bos, eli uzanmis yana;
Gozleri renkli bir cam, mihl1 ahsap tavana.
Sarkik dudaklarinin ucunda bir ¢izgi var;
Kiiciik bir ¢izgi, kiiciik, titreyen bir an kadar.
Sarkik dudaklarinda asili titrek bir an;

Belli ki, birdenbire gitmis ¢irpinamadan.

Bu benim kendi 6liim, bu benim kendi 6lim;

Bana geldigi zaman, bdyle gelecek oliim...

1925



ROOM OF THE DEAD

A room, a candle on the floor, curtains down,;

A naked shirt on the floor, it’s awake from fear.
Milky white walls, the shadows of the nails;

No crackling, no sound of footsteps...

Lying there in the bed, the long tall dead;

Covered with a sheet.

On the sheet, the foot prints;

More yellow than the flame of the candle, pale skin.
Hollow chest after the last breath, arm stretched to the side;
Eyes of colorful stone reflecting on the timber ceiling
A line on the hanging lips;

A small line, small, as a shaking moment.

On the hanging lips a shaking moment;

Obviously, death came and took him with out a fight
This is my own death, this is my own death

When it comes for me, it will come like this...

1925
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KALDIRIMLAR

Sokaktayim, kimsesiz bir sokak ortasinda;
Yiiriiyorum, arkama bakmadan yliriiyorum.
Yolumun karanliga saplanan noktasinda,

Sanki beni bekleyen bir hayal gériiyorum.

Kara gokler kiil rengi bulutlarla kapanik;
Evlerin bacasini kolluyor yildirimlar.
In cin uykuda, yalniz iki yoldas uyanik;

Biri benim, biri de serseri kaldirimlar.

Icimde damla damla bir korku birikiyor;
Saniyorum, her sokak basini kesmis devler...
Ustiime camlarini, hep simsiyah, dikiyor;

Goziine mil ¢ekilmis bir ama gibi evler.

Kaldirimlar, ¢ilekes yalnizlarin annesi;
Kaldirimlar, i¢imde yasamis bir insandir.
Kaldirimlar, duyulur, ses kesilince sesi;

Kaldirimlar, icimde kivrilan bir lisandir.

Bana diismez can vermek, yumusak bir kucakta;

Ben bu kaldirimlarin emzirdigi cocugum!
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Aman, sabah olmasin, bu karanlik sokakta;

Bu karanlik sokakta bitmesin yolculugum!

Ben gideyim, yol gitsin, ben gideyim, yol gitsin;
Iki yanimdan aksin, bir sel gibi fenerler.
Tak, tak, ayak sesimi a¢ kopekler isitsin;

Yolumun zafer taki, golgeden tas kemerler.

Ne sabah1 goreyim, ne sabah goriineyim;
Giindiizler size kalsin, verin karanliklar1!
Islak bir yorgan gibi, simsiki biiriineyim;

Ortiin, iistiime ortiin, serin karanliklari.

Uzaniverse gdvdem, taglara boydan boya;
Alsa buz gibi taglar alnimdan bu atesi.
Dalip, sokaklar kadar esrarl1 bir uykuya,

Olse, kaldirimlarin kara sevdali esi..

1927
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SIDEWALKS

I’m on a street, in the middle of a lonely street,
I’'m walking, without looking back I’'m walking.
At the point where the street meets darkness

I see a ghost as if it’s waiting for me.

The dark sky is covered with ash clouds
The lightening is protecting the chimneys of the houses
In the middle of this night only two people are awake

I am one, and the vagrant sidewalk is the other.

Drop by drop fear gathers inside me
I imagine giants have cut the ends of every street
Holding their black glass on me

Their eyes are taken out blind giants

Sidewalks, the mother of sufferers
Sidewalks, a person who lived inside me
Sidewalks, you can hear when the sounds cease

Sidewalks, a growing language within me

It’s not upto me to die in soft arms

I was a child nursed by sidewalks
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Mercy, don’t let the morning come to this dark street

Don’t let my travels end in this dark street

I’ll continue, the road will continue, I’ll continue, the road will continue
Let the lights of lanterns flow from my sides
Tock, tock.. let the hungry dogs hear my footsteps

Let the stone belts be oppressed by the sound

Neither walk around in the light or be seen
You take the days, give me nights
As if night is a wet blanket, I’ll cover myself with it

Cover me, cover me with cool nights

Have my body lie on the stones

Have the cold stones take the heat from my forehead
Delve into a mysterious sleep like the streets

Dies the passionate lover of the nights.

1927



KEDER

Keder, saclarima ak
Yuzume cizgi serdi.
Ruhumu cirilciplak

Soyup carmiha gerdi.

Akarken bagrimda kan
Beni seyretti hayran,
Bir kadin oldu o an
Kendini bana verdi.

1930

GRIEF

Grief, spread white into my hair
And lines to my face.

Stripped my body naked

Stretched me on a cross.

As the blood flowed on my chest
It watched me in admiration,
Became a woman and

Gave herself to me.

1930
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BU YAGMUR

Bu yagmur...bu yagmur... kildan ince
Opiisten yumusak yagan bu yagmur.

Bu yagmur...bu yagmur...bir giin dinince

Aynalar yiizlimii tanimaz olur.

Bu yagmur kanim1 bogan bir iplik,
Karnimda acisiz yatan bir bigak.
Bu yagmur, yerde tas ve bende kemik

Dayandikga cisil ¢isil yagacak.

Bu yagmur...bu yagmur...cinnetten {istiin;
Karanlik kovulmaz diisiincelerden.
Cinlerin beynimde yaptig1 diigiin

Sulardan, seslerden ve gecelerden

1934
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THIS RAIN

This rain...this rain...thinner than hair

This rain is softer than a kiss.

This rain...this rain...one day when it stops

Mirrors will not recognize my fear.

This rain is a rope that strangles my blood,
A knife that lies in my heart without pain.
This rain is a rock on the ground and a bone in me

It will keep on drizzling

This rain...this rain...more than insanity;
More than the dark that can’t be driven away
The wedding the demons hold in my mind
Water, sounds and nights.

1934
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ORHAN VELI KANIK, OKTAY RIFAT & MELIH CEVDET ANDAY
of

GARIP MOVEMENT ALSO KNOWN AS THE STRANGE MOVEMENT

Orhan Veli, Oktay Rifat and Melih Cevdet, who had been friends since high school,
made their mark with a 1941 joint collection entitled Garip.. This piece came to be
considered as the manifesto that launched the groundbreaking Garip Movement also
known as the New Movement of the 1940s. They After Veli's death in 1950, the two
remaining friends developed their individual styles and began to write novels and theater
pieces as well. The group's poems were published in a number of Turkish literary
magazines, especially Varlik and Yaprak.

The name Garip symbolized a break with the conventional decadent style of Turkish
poetry and literature. Garip poets used vernacular speech and surrealist elements in their
poems. It was mainly a rebuttal of pretentious poetic-ness and it criticized the efforts
to establish connection with traditions. Instead, the Garip Movement advocated the

use of familiar, daily language in the composition of poetry.
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“Halkin zevki, bir gorenegin, gir gelenegin eseridir. Halbuki sanatkar, durmadan daha
guzeli aramak kaygisi yuzunden cok kere zevkini gelenegin getirdigi zevkin ustune
cikarir. O zaman halk ile kendisi arasinda bir mesafe peyda olur. Bu mesafe muvakkattir.
Bir kac anlayisli insanin o sanatkardaki kiymetleri bulup meydana cikarmasiyla bu

mesafe kapanir”

“The taste of society is determined by the traditions and the cultures of that society.
However, the artist who is constantly paranoid to produce an original work, tries to invent
his own taste to go above the tastes the traditions and the cultures of that society. As a
result, he creates a gap between himself and his reader. This gap is always temporary. A

few very openminded readers who can bring out the best in the artist always close that

2

gap.

Orhan Veli Kanik



ANLATAMIYORUM
Aglasam sesimi duyar misiniz,
Misralimda,;

Dokunabilir misiniz,

Gozyaslarima, ellerinizle?

Bilmezdim sarkilarin bu kadar giizel,
Kelimelerinse kifayetsiz oldugunu

Bu derde diismeden once.

Bir yer var, biliyorum,;
Her seyi sdylemek miimkiin;
Epiyce yaklasmisim, duyuyorum;

Anlatamiyorum.
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I CAN’T EXPLAIN

If I cried, would you hear my voice,
In my lines

Can you feel

My tears, with your hands?

I could have never known the beauty of the songs
And the nakedness of the words

Before falling into this misery.

There is this place, I know;
To be able say everything is possible;
I am really close to it, I hear it;

I can’t explain it.
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ISTANBUL'U DINLIYORUM
Istanbul'u dinliyorum, gozlerim kapali
Once hafiften bir riizgar esiyor;

Yavas yavas sallantyor

Yapraklar, agaclarda;

Uzaklarda, ¢ok uzaklarda,

Sucularin hi¢ durmayan ¢ingiraklari

Istanbul'u dinliyorum, gozlerim kapali.

Istanbul'u dinliyorum, gozlerim kapali;
Kuslar geciyor, derken;

Yiikseklerden, siirii siirti, ¢1glik ¢iglik.
Aglar cekiliyor dalyanlarda;

Bir kadinin suya degiyor ayaklari;

Istanbul'u dinliyorum, gdzlerim kapal.

Istanbul'u dinliyorum, gdzlerim kapali;
Serin serin Kapalicarsi

Civil civil Mahmutpasa

Giivercin dolu avlular

Cekic sesleri geliyor doklardan
Giizelim bahar riizgarinda ter kokulari;

Istanbul'u dinliyorum, gdzlerim kapali.
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Istanbul'u dinliyorum, gozlerim kapali;
Basimda eski alemlerin sarhoslugu
Los kayikhaneleriyle bir yals;

Dinmis lodoslarin ugultusu iginde

Istanbul'u dinliyorum, gozlerim kapali.

Istanbul'u dinliyorum, gozlerim kapali;
Bir yosma gegiyor kaldirimdan;
Kiifiirler, sarkilar, tiirkiiler, laf atmalar.
Birsey diisiiyor elinden yere;

Bir giil olmal;

Istanbul'u dinliyorum, gozlerim kapali.

Istanbul'u dinliyorum, gdzlerim kapali;

Bir kus ¢irpintyor eteklerinde;

Alnin sicak m1, degil mi, biliyorum;
Dudaklarin 1slak m1, degil mi, biliyorum;
Beyaz bir ay doguyor fistiklarin arkasindan
Kalbinin vurusundan anliyorum;

Istanbul'u dinliyorum.

1947
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I’M LISTENING TO ISTANBUL

I’'m listening to Istanbul, with my eyes closed;
First there is a soft breeze;

Slowly slowly swings the leaves

On the trees;

Far, very far away,

The nonstop bells of the watermen;

I’m listening to Istanbul, with my eyes closed.

I’m listening to Istanbul, with my eyes closed;
The birds fly by, then

High, in groups, loud.

Fishnets are pulled in at the harbors;

A woman’s feet touches the sea;

I’'m listening to Istanbul, with my eyes closed;

I’'m listening to Istanbul, with my eyes closed;
The cool air of the covered bazaar;
Mahmutpasa so loud;

Courtyard full of pigeons

Sounds pulling away from the docks

Beloved spring air, the odor of sweat;

I’m listening to Istanbul, with my eyes closed;
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I’'m listening to Istanbul, with my eyes closed;
I’'m drunk on the thoughts of other lands,

A seaside palace with its dim boathouses;

The inside murmur of the southwest winds

I’'m listening to Istanbul, with my eyes closed;

I’m listening to Istanbul, with my eyes closed;
A woman of easy virtue walks on the sidewalk;
Oaths, songs, yelling;

Something drops out of her hand;

It must be a rose;

I’'m listening to Istanbul, with my eyes closed;

I’'m listening to Istanbul, with my eyes closed;
A bird flutters on its skirts;

I don’t know if your forehead is warm;

I don’t know if your lips are wet;

A white moon rises, behind the pistachios

I understand your heartbeat;

I’'m listening to Istanbul.

1947
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“Her sey insan icindir. Baska kimin icin olabilir? Kurtlar, kuslar icinmi? Bilgi de, sanat
da insan icin. Insanin, tabiatin ve toplumun yikici kuvvetlerini yenerek daha rahat, daha
kolay, daha insanca yasamasi icin. Birtakim mantic oyunlariyla bu ana kuraldan

ayrilmak, bu ana kuralin tersine kurek cekmek sairlige sigmaz gibi geliyor bana.”

“Everything is for people. Who else would it be for? For wolves and birds? Knowledge
and art are for people. It’s all there to break the destructive nature of people and society,
to live in comfort. It seems to me that with certain mind games to get away from this rule,

to row away backward does not fit the duties of being a poet”

Oktay Rifat



HAYRANLIK

Ne guzel enseyi gecmemesi saclarin

Alnimizda bitmesi

Tane tane olmasi kirpiklerin

Tel tel olmasi kaslarin

Ne guzel insan yuzu

Elmacik Kemigi ve on parmak
Ya dunyamiz butun bu mevsimler
Bulutlar telli kavak

Ya Istanbul

MANZARA

Kucuk bir lavanta cicegi

Sarisin ari

Ve alabildigine gelincik
Dusunmeden sevdigimiz bu anda
Birdenbire baslayan gokyuzu

TECELLI

Nedir bu benim cilem

Hesap bilmem

Muhasebede memurum

En sevdigim yemek imambayildi
Dokunur

Bir kiz tanirim cilli

Ben onu severim

O beni sevmez
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ADMIRATION

How nice your short hair

Bangs on the forehead

Lashes lined like kernels

Strands and strands of brows
How beautiful is the human face
Cheekbone and ten fingers

How about the world the seasons
Clouds like gilded poplars

Oh Istanbul

VIEW

A small lavender flower
Blonde bee

And poppies as far as the eye
can see

This moment we love
without a thought

Sky that suddenly begins.

MANIFEST

What’s with all my suffering
I don’t know math

I work as an accountant

My favorite food is stuffed
eggplant cooked in olive oil
Bad for me

I know a girl with freckles

I like her

She doesn’t like me.



ELLERI VAR OZGURLUGUN
1

Kopiirerek kosuyordu atlarimiz
Durgun denize dogru.

2

Bu ugus, giivercindeki,
Ozgiirliik sevinci mi ne!

3

Opiismek yasakt1, bilir misiniz,
Diistinmek yasak,

Isgiiciinii savunmak yasak!

4

Uriinii ayirmislar agacindan,
Tutturabildigine,

Satiyorlar pazarda;

Emegin dallar kirilmis, yerde.
5

Isik kor edicidir, diyorlar,
Ozgiirliik patlayici.

Lambamizi bozan da,

Ozgiirliige kundak sokan da onlar.

Uzandik mu1 patlasin istiyorlar,
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Yaktik m1 tutusalim.

Mayin tarlalari var,

Karanlikta duruyor ekmekle su.
6

Elleri var 6zgiirligiin,

Gozleri, ayaklart;

Silmek i¢in kanli teri,

Bakmak i¢in yarinlara,

Esitlige dogru giden.

7

Ben kafes, sen sarmagik;

Dolan dolanabildigin kadar!

8

Ozgiirliik sevgisi bu,

Insan kapilmaya gérsiin bir kez;
Bir urba ki eskimez,

Bir diis ki gercekten daha dogru.
9

Yigit siiriiciileri tarihsel akisin,
Isciler, evren kovaninin arilari;
Bir kara somunun ¢evresinde dondiikce
Diinyamiza 6zgiirliik getiren kardesler.

O somunla dogrulur uykusundan akail,



Agarir o somunla bitmeyen gecemiz;
O giinesle bagimsizliga erer kisi.

10

Bu umut 6zgiir olmanin kapisi;
Mutlu giinlere insanca aralik.

Bu seving mutlu giinlerin 15181;

Vurur istimiize usulca trkek.

Gel yurdumun insan1 goriin artik,
Ozgiirliigiin kapisinda dal gibi;

Ardinda gokyiizii kardesce mavi!
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FREEDOM HAS HANDS

1

Proudly they were running, our horses
Toward the calm sea

2

The way the pigeons were flying

Perhaps it’s the happiness of freedom!

3

Kissing was forbidden, did you know,

To think

To fight for labor work force, was forbidden!
4

They separated the product from its tree
Selling it as much as it sells at the bazaars
The branches of effort broken

5

Light is blinding, they say,

Freedom a ticking bomb.

The ones who break our light

And put a arson on freedom are themselves!
When we reach for it they want it to explode,
And burn.

There are minefields
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Bread and water sit in the darkness.

6

Freedom has hands,

Eyes, feet,

To wipe away its sweat

To see tomorrow,

Headed toward equality.

7

I’m a cage, you’re ivy;

Twine as much as you can twine

8

This is a love for freedom,

It only takes one to see it once

It’s a piece of clothing that will last

It’s a dream that is the truth

9

Brave drivers of the historic movement
Workers, the bees of the world’s beehive
Flying around a piece of dark bread
Brothers who bring freedom to our world.
With the thoughs of that bread they wake up,
With the thoughts of that bread the nights meet mornings;

With that sun we can reach freedom.
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10

This hope is the door to being free;

A tiny crack into happy days.

This happiness is the light of better days;

It reflects upon us quietly, frightened.

Come, people of my nation,
To the doors of freedom are like a branch,;

Behind it, the sky is blue.
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“Ben ozgurlugumu, diyebilirim ki, ozan olmama borcluyumdur. Cunku yaratma, mecaz,
imge, simge yoluyla, ozgur olarak dusunduklerimi soyleyebildim diyemesem de, ozgur
olunabilecegini sezdim. Sunu yuzde yuz eklemem gerekir: Dusunkukten sonar degil, siir
olarak dusunebiliyorum ancak. Siir benim aklimdir. Yasaklar konusuna gelince; yasalarin
akla yasak koyabilecegine hicbir zaman inanamadim. Terihe inaniyorsaniz bu sozume
inanirsiniz. Insan dusuncesinin ilerlemesi hep yasaklar icinde olmustur. Akil hep
yasaklari asmistir. Dusunemeyenler ya da yaratamayanlardir yasaklardan yararlanmak
isteyenler. Benim “Yanyana” kitabim ciktigi zaman mahkemeye verildim. Savci yedi
bucuk yil hapis istedi. Gerei aklandim ama bugun size soyleyecegim sudur: Mahkemede
soz konusu edilen siirlerden birinin, “Ani” siirimin, Rosenbergler icin yazildigi o gun
kanitlansaydi yatacaktim. Ama aradan bu kadar yil gecti, Rosenberglerin sucsuz olarak
olduruldukleri gercegi bizim televizyonumuzda da bir filmle gosterildi. Ben en guc
durumda o siirimi yazip yayimladim. Okurlarim da biliyorlardi bu siirin kimler icin
yazildigini. Sloganlar her zaman mahkum edilebilir, ama siiri mahkum etmek guctur,

mahkum edilse de mutlaka yengin cikar.”

“I owe my freedom to being a poet. I didn’t have the freedom to talk using images,
symbols and meter; however, I felt that freedom could be reached through it. I must add:
I can’t think unless if I think in poetry. Poetry is my mind...When it comes to the laws of
forbidding and prohibition; I never believed they could control that in people’s minds. If
you believe in history you would believe in what I say. The advancement of all people’s
minds and happened during the times of prohibition...Mind has always come over what’s

forbidden. Those who take advantage of prohibition are the ones who can’t think and
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create. When I wrote my book “Yanyana” I was sued. They wanted to put me in for
seven years. I was found innocent, but I'll tell you this now: One of the poems that was
investigated during the trial was my poem “Ani.” If it was proven to be written for the
Rosenbergs, they were going to put me in right away. But now so many years have
passed. The reason the Rosenbergs were killed for no reason was shown on the public
television in a movie. I published that poem, during the most difficult times. My readers
knew all along for whom this poem was written for. Slogans can always always be
imprisoned, but to imprison a poem is not an easy task. Even if it is be thrown in behind

the bars, it will always come out.”

Melih Cevdet Anday



ANI

Bir ¢ift giivercin havalansa
Yanik yanik koksa karanfil
Degil bu anilacak sey degil

Apansiz geliyor aklima

Nerdeyse giin dogacakti
Herkes gibi kalkacaktiniz
Belki daha uykunuz da vardi

Geceniz geliyor aklima

Sevdigim cicek adlar1 gibi
Sevdigim sokak adlar1 gibi
Biitiin sevdiklerimin adlar1 gibi

Adiniz geliyor aklima

Rahat doseklerin utanmasi bundan
Opiisiirken o dalginlik bundan
Tel 6rgiiniin deliginde bulusan

Parmaklariniz geliyor aklima

Nice asklar arkadasliklar gérdiim

Kahramanliklar okudum tarihte
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Cagimiza yakisan vakur, sade

Davraniginiz geliyor aklima

Bir ¢ift giivercin havalansa

Yanik yanik koksa karanfil

Degil, unutulur sey degil

Caresiz geliyor aklima

1956
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MEMORY

Whenever a pair of pigeons fly together
The intense smell of carnations

No, this is not a mentionable thing

Seems unexpected to me

It was almost morning
You were going to wake up like everyone else
Maybe you were still sleepy

I think of your night

Like the names of my favorite flowers
Like the names of my favorite streets
Like the names of all my loved ones

Y our names comes to my mind

The reason of mattreses’ shame is this

Absentmindedness while kissing is because of this

I imagine your fingers uniting

Through the wholes of the woven wires

I’ve seen so many romances and friendships

Read about so many heros of the past
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Your dignified behavior that

Goes well with our time comes to my mind

Whenever a pair of pigeons fly together
The intense smell of carnations

No, this is unforgettable

I have no choice, it comes to my mind.

1956
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SERCE

Camasir asili ipte

Duran kucuk sercem

Bana aciyarak mi bakiyorsun?
Halbuki ben gunesin

Ve ilk beyaz yapraklarin altinda
Senin ucusunu seyredecegim

ELLERIMIZ GIBI

Hayvanlar konusmakilari icin ,
Kim bilir ne guzel dusunurler,
Tipki ellerimiz gibi.

Ah, okumaya baslamadan once
Ciceklere su vermek lazimdir.

BIR MISAFIRLIGE

Bir misafirlige gitsem

Bana temiz bir yatak yapsalar
Her seyi, adimi bile unutup
Uyusam...

CANARY

My little canary standing

On the clothesline

Are you looking at me with pity?
Even though I will watch you

Fly under the first white spring leaves

LIKE OUR HANDS

Since animals can’t speak
Who knows

If they think as well

as our hands.

Ah, before beginning to read
It is a must to water the flowers.

GUEST

If I went to be a guest

If they made me a bed

If I forgot my name, everything,
Sleep...
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OLMUS BIR ARKADASTAN MEKTUP
Eskisi gibi yasiyorum

Gezerek, dusunerek

Yalniz biletsiz biniyorum vapura, trene
Pazarliksiz alisveris yapiyorum

Geceleri evimdeyim, rahatim yerinde
(Birde sikilinca pencereyi acabilsem)
Ah...basimi kasimak, cicek koparmak

El sikmak istiyorum arada bir.

A LETTER FROM A DECEASED FRIEND

In the old days,

Traveling, thinking

Alone I get on the boat, the train, without a ticket

I shop without bargaining

At night, I’'m home in comfort

(Only if I can open the window when I need fresh air)
Ah...I want to relax, pick flowers

And shake some hands sometimes.



