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CAVE BIRTHDAY'

No sign of residents in rural parts

cities at sea level now underwater

glass panels of skyscrapers distend
narrowing and expanding

they shatter from the pressure

in these hollowed-out skyscrapers

birds and bugs build their nests
cockroaches scurry into books

settle into foam mattresses

surging they open doors and let themselves in
taking the shape of the vessel they inhabit
the skyscraper

you know they can survive anything.

' From “Slippage”, Selcan Peksan, translator: Anna wood, 2022: Bored Wolves.
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Alone on my thirty-eighth birthday

| stretch out my contours and widen in profile
right at my breaking point | contract again

bending and folding over my pelvis
| fill my space

taking a shortcut to get to my best state

my best state my best state
I’m becoming the best me
because there’s no one here
| don’t feel anyone’s absence

it’s interesting

| wasn’t this content and cheerful before

my subconscious mind must have developed

a kind of defense mechanism
in order to stop and think

to stop and stop

and sink down

from on high.

This is my cave; this is my comfort zone.

From the litany of things | dislike about myself:

That which suits me

this phrase is on my mind

that which suits me

a criterion that doesn’t suit me
that’s what it is.
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38 yil sonra’

Kirsal kesimlerde insandan iz yok

Deniz seviyesindeki tim kentler su altinda
Gokdelenlerdeki camlar darlasip

Gokdelenlerdeki camlar darlasip genlesme baskisiyla kirillacak
Bu harabe gokdelenleri bosalan

Kuslar ve bécekler yuva yapacak

Hamambaocekleri yerlesecek tiim kitaplara ve siinger yataklara
Kapilar agip gelecekler ve seklini alacaklar bulunduklar
kabin yani gokdelen

Biliyorsunuz onlara bir sey olmuyor.

38. yas gunum gecti yalniz basima

Kontiirimden esneyerek genisliyorum profilden

Tam kopma noktamda yeniden buiziiserek

Biikulerek legen kemigimden katlanip

Alanimi dolduruyorum

En iyi halime ulagsmak i¢in kestirme yoldan

En iyi halim, en iyi halim, oluyorum en iyi ben

Kimse yok dlye hlssetmedlm birinin eksikligini

ilginctir daha evvel degildim béylesine mutlu, keyifli

Bir tir savunma gelistirmis olmali zihnim benden gizli
simdi durup distnmek igin

Durup durup diismek icin yiiksekten

Burasi benim magaram, burasi benim konfor alanim.
(Kendimde begenmedigim 6zellikler defterinden):
Bana yakisan diye bir laf var aklimda bana yakisan,
Bana yakismayan bir kistas bu.

? insandan sonra, Nod yayinlari: 2020
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ACME3

Virtually all signs of human civilization erased
ladies and gentlemen

historical fountains

zoological gardens

data-dump websites

underground cisterns

lumberjack cabins

the pantheon and all the watchtowers
music (this, the one loss | mourn)
lighthouses

graphing calculators gone abacuses gone
so sorry militant mathematicians

unable to calculate your logarithms
consumer tastes and preferences
concrete iron steel leave no trace.

Structures left:
great wall of china
pyramids in giza

Otherwise:
plants everywhere

nature everywhere

Absolutely a development to celebrate

the acme of human history is human absence.

This is my garden; this is my playground.

* From “Slippage”, Selcan Peksan, translator: Anna wood, 2022: Bored Wolves.
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From the agenda of hope for the future:

I’ll find a handy lover maybe two
one(s) who can make fire cook food
it’s okay if they don’t hunt.
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ilk bin yil*

Bin yil sonra insana dair hemen hemen tim medeniyet izleri silinmis
olacak hanimlar, beyler, tarihi cesmeler ve hayvanat bahceleri,
bilgi copligl web siteleri, yeralti sarni¢lari, oduncu kullbeleri,
Pantheon tapinagl ve bitiin gézlem kuleleri

Mizik, iste kaybettigimize Gzildigim tek sey, deniz fenerleri
Hesap makineleri ve abakiis yok,

Uzgiinim matematik neferleri, logaritma hesaplayamiyor
begenileri ve tiketici egilimlerini

Her yer bitki, her yer doga. Betondan, demirden, celikten eser
kalmayacak. Cin Seddi ve Gize piramitleri hari¢ tim yapilar.

Oh be iste kutlamaya deger bir gelisme

Insan insan olali beri vardigl en iyi nokta yoklugu bence

Burasi benim bah¢em, burasi benim oyun parkim.

(Gelecek icin notlar ve dileklerden):

Kendime eli is tutan bir sevgili bulacagim, bilemedin iki

Ates yakabilen, yemek yapabilen

Avlanmasa da olur.

* insandan sonra, Nod yayinlari: 2020
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White®

last night in my dream

on the slopes of Pilio mountain

in the center of the famous village
with its linden trees, blackberry wines
and narrow streets

three gunshots were heard

its shepherds, gods

and riots set forth.

its riots; three sounds and a dance
not blood from my hands

not you on my hands

wolves howled on my hills.

bells chimed, drums...

the word revenge

was coined with a ritual.

for revenge, swallows drinking water were shot
swallows and water

were three colors and a chance

this they forgot.

yet our history is glorious,

our history, more rightful than the power brand of formality.
by right i mean: gloom, breath and flame

and love’s relation to ownership was established.

three seasons passed by without you, bitter cold

missing corpses were found in my nets.

—there are only fourteen steps between us-

® From “The Pulse of Contemporary Turkish: Poems from the New Millennium”, editors-translators: Bugra
Giritlioglu and Daniel Scher, Syracuse University Press: forthcoming April 2025
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Beyaz6

diin gece rilyamda

Pilio daginin yamacinda

thlamur agaclar, bogirtlen saraplari
ve daracik sokaklariyla

meshur kdyin meydaninda,

ug el silah sesi duyuldu

cobanlari, tanrilari

ve isyanlari yola koyuldu.

isyanlar; G¢ ses ve bir dans

benim ellerimden kan degil,
ellerimde sen degil

daglarimda kurtlar uludu.

canlar caldi, davullar...

intikam diye bir kelime

torenle icat olundu.

intikam diye su icen kirlangiclar vuruldu,
kirlangiclar ve su,

t¢ renk ve bir sansti

unutuldu.

oysa tarihimiz anli sanli,

tarihimiz, resmiyetin gti¢ halinden hakl.
hak dedigim; hiziin, nefes ve alaz

ve askin muilkiyetle iliskisi kuruldu.
sensiz U¢ mevsim gecti, ayaz

aglarimda eksik cesetler bulundu.

-aramizda yalnizca on dért adim var-

& Magara Vardir, 160. Km yayinlari: 2015; Everest Yayinlari: 2024
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I Want to Go Home’

sometimes before i head outside

i need a hand.

i can renege on a promise not made.

my hand touches a lemon with ample craters

those who see me during a farewell scene

take me for a branch with green ample.

an embroidered arch of utmost gravity on my everyone nose

if i pass under it a mermaid with ornate hairpin

to all inquirers i’ll shall say heaven forbid

i’d never conform to Schopenhauer’s criteria.

my grandma would never take offense at me no matter what i do.
never say ‘“a dead person?”

didn’t they drag many slaves in shackles

didn’t they cut off the feet

of this world’s pigeons

that means the eyes of a dead person

undoubtedly will shall outhear the rest of us.

if the sun’s out as you head outside in the present continuous tense, take it
to be my grandma’s hand.

those who see me in the present tense will shall call me an amply hot red.
viewed by whoever from whatever angle

what falls to my lot is a subtle injustice and that

this should form the subject matter of songs surely

ought to be regarded as an insult in itself.

to build a temple in my name countless priests

have carried a sentence here in so many languages

strung on arosary all are the same:

voglio andare a casa.

7 From “The Pulse of Contemporary Turkish: Poems from the New Millennium”, editors-translators: Bugra
Giritlioglu and Daniel Scher, Syracuse University Press: forthcoming April 2025
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Eve gitmek istiyorum®

kimi zaman sokaga ¢ikmadan

bana bir el lazimdir.

verilmemis bir s6zden cayabilirim.

bol kraterli bir limona dokunan elim
bir veda sahnesinde

beni gorenler yesili bol dal sanir.
burnumda ciddi mi ciddi nakigh kemer
altindan ge¢missem deniz kizi tokasi stsli
soranlara Schopenhauer kriterlerine
tovbe uymam diyecegimdir.
anneanneme ne yapsam bana kiismez.
bir 61t mi demeyin,

bircok koleyi zincirle siriiklemediler mi
bu diinyanin glivercinlerinin

ayaklarini kesmediler mi

demek ki bir 6ltinlin g6zleri

suphesiz hepimizden iyi duyardir.
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simdiki zaman sokaga cikarken glines varsa anneannemin eline yor.

geniste beni goérenler acisi bol kirmizidir derlerdir.

kim nerden baksa

payima bir ince haksizlik diiser ve bunun
sarkilara konu edilmesi her halde
kendince kifir sayilmalidir.

adima tapinak yapmak icin sayisiz papaz
kac dilde bir ciimle tasidi buraya

tespihe dizilmis hepsi de birdir:

voglio andare a casa.

8 Magara Vardir, 160. Km yayinlari: 2015; Everest Yayinlari: 2024
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