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Dr. Nesrin Eruysal
SOYLE S I

Bir soylesi olali beri
Bildik birbirimizi dinlemeyi.
Holderlin

Holderlin, ‘Main Nehri’ adli siirinde kalbinin daglar1 astigini, isteklerinin deniz
ve sahil lizerinde gezindigini, Yunanlilarin melankoli {ilkesi kadar sevebilecegi
baska bir yere rastlamadigimi sdyler. Giizel Iyonya adalarinda, meltemler
denizden sicak sahillere serinlik tasir, izlimler gilinesin giiciiyle olgunlasir ve
altin renkli bir sonbahar yoksullarin i¢ ¢ekislerini sarkilara doniistiiriir:

Belki sizin tizerinizde, adalar, evsiz bir sarkici
Giiniin birinde varsillasir; ¢iinkii ¢ok gidip geldi o
Bir yabancidan digerine...

Bir bagka ada siiri olan ‘Patmos’ta, “Tehlikenin tehdit ettigi yerde / Boy verir
ondan kurtaran da,” diye baslar s6ze. Bilmedigi diyarlara yolculuklar yapar,
Asya’nin ¢i¢ek agtigini duyumsar. “Kadim zamanlardan kalmis sarmasiklarin,
ulagilmasi olanaksiz duvarlarda biliytidigi” yerlere gelir. Bozdag’dan, Sart
Cayr’ndan, Toroslardan, Aydin Dagindan gecerek 1sikli bir adaya, Vahiy
Kitabi’nin yazar1 Aziz Yuhanna'nin kutsal adasi Patmos’a vararak, karanlik
deniz magarasinin 6niinde durur.

‘Takimada’da ise soyle seslenir:

Hayw dualar bu yerden ve
Insanlarin yeni ruhunu akitandan.

Ozans1 barinirsa insan diinyada, ozanlar adalarda barinmanin gizlerini yeniden
yorumlarsa, bu ruh kozasindan ¢ikacaktir.

Séylesi Ug Aylik Siir Dergisi’nin sairler ve okurlar arasinda bir sdylesi baglatmasi
ve birbirimizi isitmeyi stirdiirmemiz dilegiyle.



CONVERSATION

Because we have been a conversation
And because we have been able

To hear from one another.
Holderlin

In ‘Der Main’ (‘The Main’) Holderlin writes that although his heart flies above
mountains and his wishes wander across sea and shore, he has not encountered
a place superior to the Greeks’ melancholy country. In the beautiful Ionian
islands, where sea breezes spread coolness onto warm shores, where the grapes
ripen under an implacable sun, a golden autumn turns the sighs of the poor into
song.

On you perhaps, islands, a homeless singer
Might someday still prosper, he who has wandered
From stranger to stranger...

In another poem invoking an island, ’Patmos,’ the poet declares: “But wher-
ever there is danger, / An element of rescue prospers as well.” He journeys to
unknown territories, sensing that Asia somehow is in bloom. He passes through
Tmolus, Patoklos, Taurus and Messogis where “ivy grows from ancient times
on the inaccessible walls,” to find himself before the dark sea cave on Patmos,
the holy island of St. John who wrote the Book of Revelation.

In “The Archipelago” he says:

Blessings from this place and that
Transfuse the people with a new soul.

If man learns how to dwell poetically on earth and interprets the secrets of dwell-
ing on islands, this new soul will emerge from its cocoon.

Let us hope that Soylesi Poetry Quarterly initiates a comparable conversation
between poets and readers, and that we continue to hear from one another.

vi



Dr. Pete Hay
University of Tasmania

ADALARIN SIIRINI YAZMAK

Gezegenin her yerinde adalara ve adalilik fenomenine yonelik giderek artan bir
merak sdzkonusudur. Bunun nedenlerine dair akil yiiriitmek ilging olabilir ve
bana gore yanit adalarin kendilerine 6zgii yerler olmalarinda ve biitiinliikler-
inde yatmaktadir. Kiiltiirel ve hatta biyolojik 6zelliklerin gezegenden silinmekte
oldugu bir donemde, kiiresel sermaye ve ileri-sanayi teknolojilerinin birbiriyle
baglantili saldirilar1 altinda, hayatlarindaki cografi kesinliklerin ve evin/yerin
sagladigl, kimlik olusturmaya hizmet eden referans noktalarimin yitirilisinin
yasini tutan —genellikle neyin yasini tuttuklarini bilmeden- pek cok kisiye
adalarin keskin ¢izgileri duygusal bakimdan ¢ekici gelmektedir.

‘Yere iligkin anlam olusumunun uzamin fizikselligiyle insanlarin onunla
kurdugu iliski arasindaki siirekli diyalogdan dogdugunu’ yazmistim. Adanin be-
lirgin sinirlart dahilinde bu tiir etkilesimler bir yere baglanmay1 ve ada merkezli
kiiltiirel kimlik olusumunu saglayan ve baska yerlerde oldugundan daha yiiksek
sesle telaffuz edilen yogun ve dolaysiz bir hal alir.

Ama durum bu kadar basit degildir, daha 6nce degindigim gibi adalar1 belirle-
yen sinirin ‘keskin kenarli’ olmasi gergegi yansitmayabilir: bu adanin kiiltiirel
ve biyolojik biitiinliigiinlin zaman i¢inde korunmasmi saglayan bir bariyer
degil, adanin daha biiyiik ve sinirlar1 giderek belirsizlesen diinyayla birleserek,
etkilesime girdigi ‘kaygan bir esik,” ‘hareketli, akiskan ya da gegirgen bir
siirdir.” ‘Adaliligin’ bugiine kadar sorunsuz oldugu diisiiniilegelmis temel
bilesenlerinin esit 6l¢iide muglak, karmasik ve anlasilmasi zor oldugu yeni bir
akademik alan olan ‘ada calismalar1’ olgunlastikca, ortaya ¢ikmaktadir.

Adal1 bir sanat¢1 —s6zgelimi bir sair- genel olarak adalarin, 6zelde kendi adasi
ve bu ada i¢indeki yerinin yaratici agidan yorumlanigina nasil yaklagsmalidir?
Benim yanitim sdyle: toprakla, denizle ve toplumla zorlu bir gestalt i¢inde
hemhal olmali, karmasik, muglak ve ayrintili olanla yiizleserek yaraticit duy-
gu iiretmelidir. Iliskiselligin ilkelerinin ve kendini ayri tutmanin énlenemez
bir igbirligi i¢indeki yogun zitliklar olduklarini kabul etmelidir. Baska bir
yerde de yazdigim gibi, ‘biiyiik, kozmik varlik sorularina deginmek, ama bunu
kiymin belirledigi bir segicilikle yapmak’ gerekir. Adalar her ne kadar bireysel
varolusun payina diistiigli sOylenen varolussal yalnizlik baglaminda uygarligin
belli bagl edebi mecazlarindan biri olsalar da, ada edebiyatlar1 her zaman Gtede
varolan ve diinyanin temel, yani ‘kitasal’ ve ‘kozmopolitan’ edebi gelenekleri-
yle biiyiik olciide ilgisi olmayan mindr edebiyatlar olarak goriilmiislerdir. Buna
kars1 direnmek gerekir. Ada edebiyatlar kesinlikle ‘minér’ edebiyatlar degildir,
baska bir yerde belirttigim gibi, ‘adal1 yazarlar kenardaki yazarlar degildir. Bu
boyle anlasilmalidir.’

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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WRITING THE POETRY OF ISLANDS

Around the planet an interest in islands and the phenomenon of islandness bur-
geons. It is interesting to speculate as to why this should be so, and to my mind
the answer lies in the distinctiveness -the very integrity - of islands as places.
At a time when cultural and even biological particularity is vanishing from the
planet, under the linked assaults of global capital and late-industrial technolo-
gies, the hard-edgedness of islands renders them emotionally attractive to the
very many people mourning the loss from their lives of the geographical certain-
ties and identity-constructing references points of home place - usually without
knowing just what it is that they are mourning.

I have written that ‘the construction of place meanings rises from a perpetual
dialogue between the physicality of space and the interaction of people with it’.
Such interactions within the confined limits of an island - the apparently confined
limits - take on an intensity and an immediacy that makes for a place attachment,
and an island-centred cultural identity, that is more highly pronounced, more
highly developed, than is usually the case elsewhere.

But it is not as straightforward as this - for, as I’ve already intimated, the ‘hard-
edged’ nature of the boundary that defines islands may be more apparent than
real; less a barrier behind which an island’s cultural and biological integrity
is preserved through time than a ‘shifting liminality’, a ‘mobile, fluid, or per-
meable boundary’ through which island place merges into and interacts with
the larger, boundariless world. Other key components of ‘islandness’, hitherto
thought to be unproblematic, are proving, as the new academic field of ‘island
studies’ matures, to be equally ambiguous, complex and elusive.

How should an island artist - a poet, say - approach the creative interpretation
of islands generally, his/her own particular island, and his/her place within that
island? My answer is this. It is to engage with land, sea and community in a
difficult gestalt, and it is to confront and make creative sense of complexity,
ambiguity and nuance. It is to acknowledge principles of relationality and sepa-
ration as tense opposites in unavoidable collaboration. It is, as I have written
elsewhere, ‘to address the large, cosmic questions of existence, but to do so
within a context of shore-delineated particularity.” Though islands are one of
civilisation’s major literary tropes - for the existential loneliness that is said to
be the lot of individual existence - island literatures have always been regarded
as ‘minor’ literatures, existing beyond, and largely irrelevant to, the world’s
main - which is to say, ‘continental’ and ‘cosmopolitan’ - literary traditions.
This should be resisted. Island literatures are not ‘minor’ literatures at all and,
as I have elsewhere observed, ‘island writers are not writers at the margins. So
should it be recognised’.
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PETE HAY

Aday1 Kateden Riizgar

Riizgar dokunur

Mor kenarli kilica

Kendi solugundan {ifler.

Bu yapragin kivrimlari

Riizgardandir, solugun riizgar ruhlu ¢ocugu.

Riizgar zamani kucaklayip
Havalandirir agacin ve sehrin iistiine
Atar tohumlarini rastgele.

Kétii iyiyle kok salar,

Yasamin 6zl koyulasir, duraksar.

Gorkemli orman yikilir.

Riizgar ¢ilginlig1 yiikseklere tasir.
Kiikrer, kucaklar yasama,

Usulca, giizellikle 6liime tasir.
Orman parcalanmig uzanir.

Kayitsiz degil!

Sanma aldirmadan eser

Yikilmis mersin agacinin iistiinde de
Testere disli adama yaptig1 gibi!
[lkseldir ve

Cilgin yasamin sarkisini soyler.
Upuzun agaglar tamamlar onu;
Ezgisini ylikseklere tasir,

Asina oldugumuz, yas konugmasini.
Askla gegip gider.

Actyi tagirken,

Haykarir avaz avaz, 6fkesini 6zetler
Orselenmis topragin,

Solugu odlenlerle yanar

Sert, sert ve acimasiz.

Iste yeryiiziinii biiken azap,
Tanikligin acist,



Saf, yabanil 1zdirap.
Bazen nazik, bazen ilencli,
Olmekte olan bir ses ince kanatlara biiriiniir.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

iHSAN TOPCU

Neye Benziyorum

yagmurlardan 1slanmayan irmagim
denizde bogulan adacik bazen

bir onaran doga
bir yikan kasirgayim

cok seye benziyorum
hicbir seye bazen

diisiiniirken boyle de
kendime benziyor muyum yasarken?



KADIR AYDEMIR

Riizgarin Sarkilar
I. CIPLAK

Bir balik¢1 kdyti burasi

Dort hane, birkag kdpek ve denizin kirdig1 kabuklar
Sessiz bir kuyu

Bekar kizlarin bildigi

Bir tapinak var adanin 6te tarafinda

Coban Hasan tiirkii sdylilyor durmadan
Ansizin anltyorum zeytinlikleri...

I1. SON

Her giin ayni1 seydir, diyor, sikintiyla

Tavandaki 6riimcekleri aliyor, elinde ¢ali siiplirgesiyle
Terekte, tozlu bardaklarin i¢inde, durmus bir kol saati
Nemden 1slak tuzlugun yaninda

Kararmis glimiis bir yiizik...

IIL. SAIRIN DUSU

Siir, diyor

Bir legende dogan kiz kardesim
Annemin -1sitip- karnina koydugu
Sicak kiremit belki...

IV. BULUSMA

El ele geciyoruz demir kopriiden

Frezya kokuyor nefesin

Saclarina dokunmak i¢in egiliyorum
Kuguran kuslar, 6lii yapraklar ortmiis agzini
Bitmeyen merdivenleri iniyoruz,

Once golgelerimiz ayriliyor.



ADNAN ADAM ONART

Boztorgay

18 Mayis 1944, gece saatin 10°u.
Bahgesaray Tren Istasyonu, Kirim

Derken karanlig1 bile bastiran

bir sessizlik ortalig1 kapladi.

Titremekli bir kadin sesi sordu

kars1 koseden:

Nereye gotiirtiyorlar bizi?

Yine sessizlik.

Sibirya’ya diye yanitladi bir erkek sesi
biraz daha yakinimdan.

Donmus gokler neyle 1simacak?

Tatar kiilleriyle!

Sonra yine sessizlik.

Gaz odasi, diye mirildandi gengten bir ses,
Gaz odasi postasi.

Gaz odasi postasi, diye tekrarladi birkagi.
Gaz odast, diye higkirdi bir baskasi.

Sonra biri daha.

Ansizin bir-iki kikirdama sanki havay1 gidikladi;
sonra kahkahalar tiim vagonu sarsalamaya basladi.
Sonra yine sessizlik.

Derken hep bir agizdan sdylemeye basladik:
Boztorgay degen ayvanin da

Cilgada bolur yuvasi.

Cevirenler: Nesrin Eruysal & Adnan Adam Onart



DIMITRIS LENTZIS

Ada

Bilenmis parmaklarla tutuyor Ay’1 denizin dibinde
obiir elinde, giinde doguyor ada

asil1 duvarda, agik pencere ve dizginlenemez aklimla, seviniyorum
elleri beni dolassin diye
izliyor basamaklara oturmus hayal meyal heceleri

kopmuyorlar uzak fisiltilardan

hiikmii oylayan hakemler mi onlar, yoksa
dinleniyorlar mi1 avlunun taglarinda, usulca

sOyle benimle neredeyse elin.

Yunancadan ceviren: Pinar Karababa



DIMITRIS P. KRANIOTIS

Yiiregimin Kafesi

Distincem ugusup
Giizelliklerine ugtu

Ovanin, dagin,

Sahillerde ytizdii

Tazelendi

Yolculuk yapti, susuzlugunu giderdi
Yarinin umuduyla
Kendinden gecti giizelligiyle
Yunan koyliniin,

Durmadan dansetti,

Acik maviyle

Kaygisizca oynadi,

Beyazla canlanip
Gegitlerden gecti

Tas yollara vardi,

Dalgalar1 dinledi,

Giinesinde 1sind1,

Isikla yikanmus,

Kumlarinda yuvarlandi

Bir karacanin iizerindeki
Bulutun resmini ¢ekti
Ve haykird,
“Yunanistan’im benim,
Yiiregimin kafesi.”

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal



FATMA AKILHOCA

Yurt Yamgi

mevsimsizlige mi

inangsizliga mi1 ¢arpar panjurum
her yan acik

yanar saglarim cayir cayir

aksan su aziz olsan

yok

dursam yagmurunda

1slansam

gegsen hiicrelerimden tek tek
alisamam mutlak dengesizlige hisimligin
siyasete diiser insan yiiziim
artar lekelerim yurt yanigindan
sil sil goriinmez

ne kapim

ne barikatim...



STEPHANOS STEPHANIDES

Kirik Kalp
Eski kent i¢cin

Alacakaranlikta hac yolunda

Venedik tabyalarindan gegip

Kendi i¢ime yol aliyorum

bir agit dili artyarak

yaslt kalbimin sarip sarmalayan ¢igligina
duvarlarda graffiti

diislerimiz mezarlarda

mezarlar diislerimizde

gozler kor ve hevesli

beyaz avlularin 151811 gizleyen perdeler

hasir sandalyelerde oturan bryikli erkeklerin hayaletleri
kahve fincanlarinin dibinde bulanik yazgilar

limon agaclarinin anisinda biiyiikannelerin goélgeleri
yatak Ortiimiin parcalarini birlestiren romatizmali eller

bedenimi koruyan

aglayan ikonlarin tagtan rahmi

adlarini hatirlamadigim Bizans azizleri

eski tiitiin yapraklarinin kokusu yalnizca bir an1

ve kuzeye uzanan yolda goriinmeyen hocalarin aglatan dualar

soguk migferli genclerin sicak yiizleri
bu hasta kalbin yasam ¢izgisi
ucusan sancaklar

yasak yollardan beni uzak tutan

ve kent kapilarina dogru yiiriiyorum
diisleyerek doguyu ve kuzeyi
halkin ruhlarini

deniz, narenciye, koyun siitli

ve zeytinle yapilan

bir ayin

tan agarirken kii¢giilen diinyada
arayisimin kirillgan zafer hatirasi.

Lefkosa 1993 (2000 yuiinda yeniden diizeltilmistir).
Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal



IMMANUEL MIFSUD

Dahlet Qorrot

Suyun uzun mu uzundur dykiisii. Tipki ruhumunki gibi.
Hergiin anlatir susturulmus kayalara,

anilar ¢181 hizla ilerler birlesmeye

1slak kum pargasiyla.

Kumun altinda, dalgalarin dilsiz sesleri

anlatir anlatir 6ykiilerini.

Ciinkii su uzun oykiilerin dilidir

asla bitmek tiikenmek bilmeyen.

Yagmur ¢iselediginde Dahlet Qorrot’a giderseniz,
suyun sizi yanina ¢agirdigini duyarsiniz

kumda uzanmaya, uzun 6ykiileri dinlemeye
ruhunuzdan 6teye kan gibi usulca yelken agan.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

MARIA GRECH GANADO

Ada
John Donne yanilmisti-her insan
bir adadir, battiysa derinlerine

melankolisinin.

Ozellikle, siklikla oldugu iizere,
denizse otekiler...

10



Payima Diisen

Cozemedim anlamini yasamin,
daginik melekeler,

bulanik bir zihnin bélinmiisligii.
yalnizca duvarlarin i¢inde yol aldim
nereye gitsem.

Ne kadar ¢ile kald1 ¢oziiliip agilacak
gittikge karmasiklasirken 6rgiisii yagsamin
biz yaslanirken-yerimiz ne kadar dar
sikistigimiz, dolagmis ipliklerden

kalan1 ¢6zmek igin.

Bir labirent sanki ya da Arakne’nin
Athena’ya kars1 6liimciil savast,
tanrilarin islerinin

bilgisiyle

bir tanrinin bilincinin

agirhigini tasima ciireti.

Ama bir salyangozu diislinliyorum

evinin altinda yol alan - uzun ¢imenler

arasinda, geride birakarak ipligini

kendi Bizansim1 dokudugum gibi belki, sarkilarla degil,
govdemi ada evimde koruyarak.

Kabuklarinin i¢inde saklanip yavasca kayarak

yolculuk yapanlarin yankilarini dinleyerek.

Basladigin yerdir memleketin. Yaglandikca
Daha bir yabancilasir diinya, daha karmasiklasir diizeni
Oliimle ve hayatla. *

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

*Dért Quartet: East Coker: T. S. Eliot Ceviren: Ismail Haydar Aksoy
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AINE MAC AODHA

Ada Evim

Bu ada evden uzaklara ¢ok az yolculuk yaptim
Topragim barindiriyor birlestiriyor beni

doganin dongiisiiyle, riizgarlarin sesiyle,

yaban kuslarinin ¢agrisi ve insanlarinin lehgeleriyle.

Tyrone’in yosun kapli tepeleri ve diimdiiz batakliklar
patlar ara sira okyanusta bir dalga gibi.

Kiiciik kasabalar, kdyler canli ve giiriiltiilii

ilmek ilmek Oriilmiis manzaraya.

Yollar katedebilirsin arabayla

donemegcli kasaba topraklarinda adlari, taglh patika,
acik renkli tarla ya da tatarcik tepesi olan;

ansizin bir koy citlerin arasinda belirene dek.

Fintona, Seskinore, dag yolundan
Fivemiletown’a, tali yoldan Sixmilecross’a
Carrickmore, Gortin ve tekrar Omagh’a,
gordiiklerin ruhunu canlandirir daima.

Gortin kdyii tam boyle bir yerdir,

ormanin koruyucu Ortiisiiniin ve sert yosun kapli
tepelerin icinde gizli, kdye giden yolu kusatan.
Keman sesi yiikselir miizik diikkanlarindan.

Cok uzaga gitmemis olsam da, bu ada benim
evim, topraklarinda, sanatinda ve garip isimlerinde
atalarimin iz biraktig1;

Zaman zaman beni uzaklara gotiiriir zihnimde.

Ceviri: Nesrin Eruysal
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DRAX IRELAND AKA DES DONNELLY

Bu Ada Hapishanesi

Bu ada hapishanesi

nereye donsem su,

bogulmak i¢in ¢cok

ylizmek i¢in az.

Hayali bir Irlanda’ya,

giineste bir adaya

yesillere biiriinmiis

Olmiis ve 6lmekte olan gecmise
0zlemle dokiilen sahte yaslar
hayaldir.

Kapitalist cinlerin ve hayaletlerin hiikiim siirdiigiidiir
gercek olan.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

Tas Kiimeleri

Kutsal adalarda tas kiimeleri
Hristiyan Columkille’yi degil
Eski magaralar1 gosterir

Ve onlarin karanlik sirlarini
Deniz tanris1 burada daha giicliidiir
Roma’nin sandigindan

Sadece emin olmak i¢in

Eski tanrilara adak adayacagiz
Ciinkii onlarin 6fkeleri giiclii
Sozleri dogru

Ve hayir dualar1 comerttir.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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RAY GIVANS

Kiiciik Adah

Dilimi siyiran adlari tattim:

Caulfield kalesi, Phelim harabeleri,
Pump Hill, Galbally bataklig1 ve Gael,
Parkinaur’u somiirenler,

Acheson malikanesi, McGurk kabilesi.

Denizlerin asindirip, tiiketip, hapsettigi bu yerde;
bos sozlerle oyalanmak kolaydir.

Kaldirip turbay1

Irlanda Denizine atmak isterdim;

mitik, diislenmemis yildizlara

ufacik dalgalar sunmak.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

SHEEHNAGH PUGH

Kisa Omiirler

Bir ada aceleyle toparlanir giiclii riizgara karsi
kamburlagmis bir omuz gibi. Yapagi, yele,
cimen, gbzyasi, hepsi sel olup akar.

Yorgun argin yliriir, gozleri yerde
sabitlenmis. Ilerler
kiil tanecikleri hizla ucarken, denize dogru.

Sonra aniden havaya kaldirilip

rlizgarla, yukar firlatilir.

yiizlerce kelebek gibi, solgun saydam mektup.
Tutunamazlar

cimlere, taglara, hafif olan hersey havalanir.
yon degistiremez, yerlerinde duramazlar
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hareket halindeki gokytiziinde. Riizgar yiiklidiir
ise yaramaz kagitlarla,

kisa, sOzsiiz iletiler
daha okunmadan ucup gider
Atlantigin lizerinde.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

Adalara Yelken A¢mak

Zaman gelir elbet adalara yelken agmanin

yesile dondiiklerini farkedersiniz,

yola ¢iktiginizda dyle degillerdi oysa. Maviydiler dnce,
gokyliziiniin kiynsinda daha derin bir mavinin lekesi

Hayal meyal bir iz, eski bir gz agrisi

ama giderek yerlesirler topraga

yesil bir buradalik ve deniz uzanir

otelerde bir yerde; herseyin sonu degildir nasil olsa.

Toprak tarlalara boliinmiis;

cok gegmeden goreceksin evleri, yollari, rihtimi.
Geriye dontip bir bak: yola ¢iktigin liman

simdi orada degil, yitip gitmis mavi bir gdlgede.

Gegmis ve gelecegin yer degistirdigi bir an olmali
aniden daha yakin oldugun sona baslangigtan.

Aklin dolanir

yunuslarda, kutup firtina kuslarinda, ya da bir bulutta.

Isikla akar ve o an gecip gider

her zaman oldugu gibi. Bilinmeyen hi¢bir sey yoktur
nereye gittigin hakkinda,

o uzaktan goriilen kara, uzanir 6niinde

daha gercektir simdi
hatiralardaki mavi anakaradan.
Deniz 6telerde uzanir, ama senin i¢in degil,

giivenli limandan yoktur kag1s.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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SUSAN RICHARDSON

Takim Adalar
(1) Kuzey Atlantik

Deniz nefes almak i¢in ¢irpiniyor
yara bere i¢cinde ama yalayamiyor
yaralarini — dili koyu kirmiz1 kaygan
zipkinlarin kustugu balina etlerinden.

(2) Alt-Arktika

Savrulan kanat, parildayan gozler
gbclin araba tekerlegi.

Kar kazlar tartyor

gokyliziinii, ortadan ayiriyor.

Diinya bir tekerlege doniisiiyor.

Yaz mevsiminin hiikmii sona ererken.
Sonbaharin tarag: kazlari tartyor
Kepek gibi gri gokyiiziinde.

(3)Kesfedilmeyen
O daima
insanlar1 uzak tutmay1
amacladi kesfedilmeme
cabasi topraklarimin
suyun altina batmasina
yol agsa bile. Nansen
ele gecirdiginde nunataklarin suglulugu
deldi tenini. Simdi,
uzlagsmaya daha fazla
zorlanirken, kendinden
vazgecmeyi ve 0zgiirliik adina
ylpranmisg beyaz paltosunun

tilylerini dokmeyi secti.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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NORMAN BISSELL

Sesler

Burada kimi zaman
zordur ayirdetmek
rlizgarin sesini
dalgalarin sesinden

ya da dalgalarin sesini
yagmurun

ya da riizgarin sesinden
ve dalgalar ve yagmuru
solugumun sesinden.

Bu Deniz Yorgunu Kayalar

Bu deniz yorgunu kayalar burada olacak benden sonra da
ve siz goreceksiniz onlar1 benim gozlerimle

bu siyah 1slak kayalar kalacak

gbclip gittigimizden ¢ok sonraya

onlar1 kayiklarini bu korfezde kiyrya ¢ekenlerin
bu kayaliklarin altinda gblge bulan

catilarini duvarlarini1 6rmek icin

kayagantags1 sokenlerin

gozleriyle goriiyoruz

bu gece hayranlikla bakiyoruz

denizin kiyidaki sonu gelmez telasina

ve siz bizi diisiineceksiniz bu gece.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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CHRISTINE DE LUCA

Ice Floe On-Line

Baglant1 kurmak i¢in yaziyoruz sozciikleri

bir zamanlar aramizda bag olan tilkelerle

sonra onlar1 meridyenler arasinda gonderiyoruz
sanal dliinyamizin her yoniine.

Bir zamanlar haberler kiirekle, yelkenle gelirdi
uzun bir deniz yolculuguyla, en ¢ok

korkulan sozciikler. Simdi sozciikler dansediyor
uydulardan, yildizlardan; si¢riyor, kivriliyor.

Goklerdeki Aurora Borealis gibi.

Arktik mesafeleri aptalca konusarak asiyoruz
Babil Kulesini yavasca sarsiyoruz

bir ev kursun ve farkliliklarimizi korusun diye.

Not: ‘Ice Floe’ 60 derecenin kuzeyindeki yerlerde konusulan ¢ok sayida dilde
yazilmus siirleri yayimlayan bir siir dergisinin adiydi. Ne yazik ki bugiin artik
yok.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

Takla (Tepetaklak)

Farkli bakis acilarindan, ada degisir
Ufuk cizgisinin lizerinde uzanmis 6liiden
Diinyanin ucundaki ii¢ gururlu tepeye.

Farkli zamanlarda goriiliir karanin denize uzantisi
yagmurdan hemen sonra, uzaklasir
puslu pegenin arasindan. Gozlerimizi kaldiririz

ylpranmis mevsimin son goriintiilerinden. Sonbahar,
yumusak ve kalmak icin ayak direyen, aydinlatir
hem topragi, hem kalbi; yeninin parlak piriltisini.

Ve tiim anlamsiz kavgalar gelir

yalnizca tek bir yere bakmaktan,
solup gider hiclige dogru.
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Bir 151k huzmesi en yeknesak toprakta, bir anlik sevgi ¢akimi
katilagmis kalplerde ve hersey olur

tepetaklak. Ben demeyi birakmak gerek

birbirimizi tiiketen herseyden vazge¢mek

farkliliklarimizla yol almak ve tatmak

diinyanin kaniksadigimiz mucizelerini.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

DONALD §. MURRAY

Adada Sis

Sistir ayiran bizi komsularimizdan,
sesleri ve giiliimsemeyi uzak tutan
duvarlar 6rerek

havanin duraganligiyla soluksuz kalmig
kii¢iik dostluk isaretleri

tek basina kigkirtip

eski kavgalar1 kortiklemek igin
insanlarin karada toplayip biriktirdigi.

Bir yanlis anlamadan ytikselen sis boliiniir
yalnizca martilarin 6fkeli ¢igliklariyla,

bir karganin zifiri karanlig

ofkesi gocuguna yonelen

bir babanin uyumsuz sesi

bulutta yankilanir.

Ve martilarin sesi

gokytiiziinlin miihiirleyip sardig1 su ucak gibi
doner dolanir tilkeyi asar

getirmek igin

sis ve denizin siirladig hayatlara

bir basligin koyu harflerini

sevilenin yazdig1 notun verdigi telasl giiveni.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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VILANEL - KASIM’DA MED-CEZIiR

Saatler geri alindiginda, giiclii dalgalar carpar kiyiya,
Her gegen saatle birlikte kiy1y1 agindirarak;
Karanlik dalgalar biiytiylip kara ufalirken.

Hep denizin kazandig1 savaslara girerler,
Kumlar1 ve kayay1 acimasizca dgiiten.
Saatler geri alindiginda, giiclii dalgalar carpar kiyiya.

Giiz riizgarlarmin savrulmaya bagladigini hissederiz
Gokylizii ve uzak ufuklar 6fkeyle bakar
Karanlik dalgalar biiytiytip kara ufalirken.

Ruhun dizginlenemedigi, zeminin sarsildig1
Zamanlar gelene dek.
Saatler geri alindiginda, giiclii dalgalar carpar kiyiya.

Kirbaglanmis kumlarin teni kavurdugu sahilde yiiriiriiz
Ya da kopiik ve ¢akil yagan rihtim boyunca,
Karanlik dalgalar biiytiytip kara ufalirken.

Okyanuslarin sarki sdyledigi mevsimdir

Zafer coskusuna kapilmis-giiriiltiicii ve hir¢in.
Saatler geri alindiginda, giiclii dalgalar ¢arpar kiyiya
Karanlik dalgalar biiytiytip kara ufalirken.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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MAOILIUS CAIMBEULL
Adalar

Denizden ytikselir adalar
kokenleri gizlenmis
kadim tecriibelerde.

Adalar zamanin hem i¢inde hem disinda
gezginlere yol gosterir

ya da yitip gitmis zamana sinmis.

Bazilar1 saglamdir

akintida yiiksek ve karanlik.

Higbir firtina etkileyemez giiclii duruslarini.

Bazilari lavlar ve siilfiirlii kederler i¢inde,
Orselenmis bir kalbin deniz ¢ocuklari
otekiler, buzdaglari, suda kayip giderler.

Bazilar sessizlik i¢inde durur,
yalniz-kaya gibi icedoniik-
giiniin sicaginda iddiasiz.

Ve bir ada vardir alacakaranlikta
giivenli, kararli ve uzak

solmus bir zamanin i¢inde.

Ve bir giinbatiminda ada

baska bir aday1 izler

kendi bi¢cimine kendisi karar vererek.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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ODDFRIDUR MARNI RASMUSSEN

Faroe Isig1’ndan Se¢meler

Anne ¢ocuga “masadan in” dedi. Asagis1 deniz. Gereksindigin sdzciik disarda.
Alfabe ve daglar. Dille tarih arasindaki 1sikta. “Disaris1 gorak m1?” diye sordu
cocuk ve ekledi: “daglar i¢in biraz bulut alabilir miyim?”” Evet, ama onlar denizde
kayniyorlar.

Camin cesareti kiriliyor. Cam. Dogada ciplak, bir 151k huzmesinde ¢armiha gerilmis.
Camda. Cama kars.

Sonbaharin solundadir bozulmamis olan ve ufuk bulutlarin inmesi i¢in ¢izilmis diiz
dalga seklinde bir resimdir. Manzaraya bir glimiis mermi atiyor ve kendimi kii¢iik
Oykiilere boliiyorum.

Tasa birsey yazilmisti. Yoksa camura m1? Giines gozde parliyor ve biiyiiyen yo-
sunun ¢ocuga silinip gitmeden 6nce burada birisinin oturdugunu sdylerken yaptigi
gibi, bir kez daha zamanin neler barindirdig1 hakkinda birseyler soyliiyor.

Dilersen bana artakalan de. Deniz bugiin kabul etmez beni. Bunun yerine, denize
benzeyen birsey gozlerimin arkasinda titreyen bir tehdit gibi biiyiiyor sanki. Bir dal
sahile vuruyor. Dilersen sen bana artakalan de.

Ve biryerlerde bir karga bir deniz saksaganini kovaliyor. Pencerede bir igaret
parmagi 1slak bir gozii siliyor. Fundalikta bir yagmur damlasi diisiiyor alacali
yumurtanin {istiine, birisi fotograf ¢cekerken.

Biri 6ldiigiinde, ben bir kus olurum, arzin ortasina pike dalis1 yapan. Bir ev. Bir
radyo. Kumda hayali bir dalga.

Yesil renge yolculuk uzun siirer-denizin yansiyan imgesine yanasir ve kendini
kiyinin en ug¢ noktasinda vaftiz eder: “Ters yol.”

Bahardan ve herseyden gelecek haberleri beklemek. Giin boyunca bir kusun hersey
hakkinda sakidigini duydum. Giineyden geliyor ve ilk kez buz tutmus ¢imenlere
yerlesiyor. Dogrulup kalkiyor ve sanki uzaktaki birseye dogru yiiriir gibi yola
cikiyor.

Ve sonra deniz su aliyor, adalar avuctaki pasli ¢iviler gibi uzaniyorlar ama diinya

sessiz. Cocuk cebinden yavasca bir ¢ivi ¢ikariyor ve sahnenin kenarinda bir delik
aciyor ses varolana renk versin diye.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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HRAFN ANDRES HARDARSON

Kuzgunun Sarkilari (besteci Rosalind Page’e adanmistir)
1.BASLANGICTA

Karanlik
mavi pelerin
siyah kenarh
riya

okyanusta
yildizlar
Medusalar.

Gece gebe
Karanhiga.

2.SABAH

Agina yakalanmis
sabah 15181n1n

asla giine varmayacak
aksam kuslari.

Cirpinmiyorlar

kanatlariyla

kan

Gogiislerinde kan

kendi pencelerinin akittigi.

3.CENNET KUSLARI
Yaraticinin harpindan gelen notalar
Bulutlarn tizerinde siiziiliir

tilylii kanatlarla

asagida

havada asili1 duran
verilmis sozler gibi....
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Ahenk kuslar1
okyanusun tuslarinda.

4.YASAMIN KENDISI
Cennetle okyanus arasinda
mutlulugumuz:

atalarimizin gordugi tilke
kuslar ve daglar

ve irmaklar

zaman gibi akan

tuhaf tohumu

tiim zamanin, tiim dalgalar1
yiikselip alcalan
titresimleri yeryiiziiniin
yiikselen ve asla bitmeyen

ugsuz bucaksiz

Tanr1’nin gozu

tiim yillar

gozyaslari i¢inde

yitip gider

hayir, yeniden ¢ikip gelir
sonsuza dek

sonsuzun solugunda
denizle gokylizii arasinda.

S.KEHANET

Aksam kuslar1
giiniin hiizniinden kacar
golgeli kucagina gecenin

sik sik
hayallere daldigim

yelpaze kanatl kuzgun gibi
bir kehanet arar

yeni bir gline dair

diin oldugu gibi...
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6.INCi YAGMURLARI
Narin damla

Narin damla

inciler arasinda bir inci
gbzilinde

diinyanin goriintiisii
Tanr1’nin imgesi.

7.0, FRON (IZLANDA), ANNEN...

Oliim sessizligi, kipirtisiz
uzanir okyanusta dylece
ve derin derin bakar
giinesli maviliklere,
yildizsiz gokyiiziine

her zaman oldugu gibi

ve uyumaz asla...

Riizgarin tliy gibi hafif parmaklari
calar

kustan kemanlari

deniz kizlar1 danseder

rliizgar musikisi altinda gokyiiziiniin
asla uyumayan...

Hassas kalpli dalgalar
dalgalarla sahlanan
kiilleriyle oynar
giinesin

asla uyumayan...

sessiz kar, yagmur
gizemli sis

sarar siissiiz bir pegeyle
hir¢in dalgal1 denizi
asla uyumayan...

sonra ylikselerek

ac1 ¢eken sessizliginden
uyuyan bir Aegir’in

yol acarak

yesil-derin dalgalarda



kabaran, yiikselen denizlerinde
siddet yiiklii okyanusun
asla uyumayan...

yanan, kipkizil, 6tkeli irmak
erimis metal ve yarilan taslar
kiil grisi, siyah

cigliklar atan, parlak

tagskin 6fkesiyle

gokyliziine lav tiikiiren
yanan bir giinese dogru

asla uyumayan...

senin dogumun, benim iilkem,

oliimciil bir hastalik gibiydi

hi¢ kimse istemedi seni

annenden baska, okyanus korur ve besler seni
ve o asla, hayir asla uyumaz....

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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ADALSTEINN ASBERG SIGURDSSON

Yazin Son Rengi

Pencere pervazlarina yansiyan
melankoli, yeniden yankilanan arzu
iyi bilenmis bir tirpana duyulan.

Kirli duvardaki tuz
fundalikta solup gitmis fundalar
ne olacag1 belirsiz bir hava.

Dalgal1 bir goliin lizerinden gonder bana
yas tutan seslerini kuzeyin ve
yazin son rengini.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

Biling

Kahramanlar at iistiinde hala
tasl tepelerde

karanin denizle bulustugu yerde
kiliglarin1 kinina sokuyorlar.

Duydugum mavi bir ¢an sesi mi
ya da bagka bir yiizyil
beni kendine ¢agiran?

Titresen gece.
Yerlesilecek yeni topraklar var

bu eski diinyada.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

En Uzak Sahilde

Burada parlak bir riiyanin
icindeyim

uzun bir yaz gecesinde
dudaklarimda bir sarkiyla.
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En uzun sahilde

terkedilmis bir ¢iftlik

ince dalli, yaprakli bir agac.
Fiyord boyunca uzanan

buluta benzeyen agagsiz topraklar.

Yolculuk
alacakaranliga dogru
masal agacinin

nadir bir meyve verdigi
yalin, degerli sessizlige.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

INGUNN SNAEDAL

Lindahraun’da

Hvannalindir’e gelmeden az dnce,

kiictik bir park yerine girip

rahat sandaletleri ayagina gegirdikten sonra
kayalik bir patikadan asag: yiiriiyebilirdin
giines gozliiklerini yukar1 kaldirarak

kanun kacag1 Eyvindur’u ziyaret edebilirdin
eger burada olsaydin

ikiytiz elli y1l kadar once.

Anlamak i¢in

biraz olsun

gelirdin

kis boyunca

vahsi dogada yiiriiylip sendeleyerek

kot ayakkabilar giyip soguk, ¢iplak ayaklarina
yara bere i¢cinde, donmus, morarmis

kirli pash yirtik giysilerinle

sogutucun bombos,

iistelik cep telefonun olmadan.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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Dogu Hellisheidi Dag Yolu

Gegip gitmis bir yazda

ve simdi bu kis giiniinde
Giines yakaliyor yansimasini
hemen karsisindaki Ay’da

kahkahalar1 yamagtan yuvarlaniyor
limon saris1 karlarla kapl

en yiiksek noktasinda yolun
dort ¢ekerlide oturmus basimi
once sola sonra saga ¢eviriyorum

giines bir hanimefendi

beyaz pegenin ardinda

ama her ¢izgisini gorebiliyorum
Ay’1n yiizline yanstyan
capkinca giiliimsedigi anda.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

Izlanda’da Yolculuk (B6liim 1)

Agir agir geciyoruz

inci dolu irmagi

eger su gecerse kaputunu
kum yorgunu arabamizin
basimiz dertte demektir

canavar gibi bir dort ¢ekerli gegti

biiyiik lastiklerin ilizerinde kibirle yol alan
gercek dagcilar gibi hissederek kendimizi
nihayet karstya gegtigimizde

simdi ne var sirada?

buz cekiglerini getirin hadi.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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Izlanda’nin Manzarasi

Bir yaris1 gokyiizi
Oteki yarist
Hatira.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

GERDUR KRISTNY

Yaz Siiri

Yaz ortasinda
evlerimizin arasindaki yol
kapanir

sokaklar karla ortiiliir
hi¢birimiz istemeyiz
kar1 kiireyecek

ilk kisi olmay1

hatirliyorum sen de
pek istekli degildin bu isi yapmaya

ve ben hep
sevdim
kar1.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

Tann

Oldiigiim zaman
kazimalisin
keskin buzu
dislerimden.
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kemiklerimden
gozde ezgiler siyirip
oynamalisin onlarla riizgarin ugultusunda.

O giin gelene kadar hatirlat kendini
cila gekerek
yeni diigmiis kar {istiine.

Ustiimde senin

koruyucu kanatlarin salinir
tek bir tily bile

dokmeden.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal

Yurtsever Siir

Soguk korkudan

bir yuva yapar bana
tilylii bir yastik koyar
basimin altina
kardan bir battaniye
simsiki sarsin diye.

Kulagimi dayardim
buzun ¢itirtisina
duyma iimidiyle
geri c¢ekilisini
bilmeseydim

o anda donacagimu.

Buz kimseyi birakmaz.
Ulkem

serilmis bir 6liim yatagi
adimin bas harfleri islenmis

buzdan bir kefen bezine.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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KENNETH ROSEN

Medusa’nin Bahcesi

Medusa’nin

Denizin derinliklerindeki bahg¢esinde
Mercan agacinin

Her dali

Kaygan bir ottu,

Bir yara, yilankavi bir hata

Yaratilis

Bahgesinde.

Bir sarmasik

Elmanin bosluklarina dolanan

Ne sinir

Ne tampon bolge, yalnizca bir kesik
Kaynamis ve kekremsi

Aynanin civali sirr1

Ya da siirlingen kokusu gibi

Dikilmis,
Elektriklenmis sacin.
Ve her yerde
Minnetkar asiklarin
Inciden gozbebekleri
Ve acinasi

Anitlar.

Sonra Perseus

Benzerine bakti-kotii
Kaniti mutlak giiciin
Sarsilmazliginin-
Kafasini kesti,

Kibris’in bedeni
Umutsuzca kana,

Utang ve 6fkeye boliindii.

Ceviren: Nesrin Eruysal
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Isveg’te 1992 yilinda uluslararasi boyutta diizenlenen bir yarismada, “Gékyiiziinii
Yitiren Kus” adli siir dosyastyla “Hiimanist Enternasyonal Siir Onursal Odiilii nii,
ayrica 2004 yilinda Yasam Avuclarimizda Sonsuzveren Giil kitabiyla “S. Avni
Olez Siir Emegi Odiilii nii ald1.Ozgiir Kocaeli gazetesinde “Persembe Yazilar1”
basligr altinda yazmaktadir. Sozleri ve ezgisi kendisinin olan Atatiirk Orato-
ryosu adl1 bir ¢aligmas1 bulunmaktadir.

Kadir Aydemir 1977 Istanbul dogumludur, is idaresi ve halkla iliskiler egitimi
gérmiistiir. 1997-2003 yillar1 arasinda Baska adli siir dergisinin editorliigiinii
yapmustir. Tiirkiye’nin ilk haiku dergisi Haikum’un yaymmecisidir. Yitik Ulke
Yayinevi’nin kurucusu ve editoriidiir. Sessizligin Bek¢isi (2002), Dikenler Sarayi
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(2003), Golii Emen Mektup (2005) ve Riizgarla Sakli (2007) adl1 siir kitaplart ve
Asksiz Golgeler (2007) adl bir kisa dykii kitab1 vardir. Cunda Oykiileri (2006),
Eksi Oykiiler (2007) ve Bozcaada Oykiilerini yayma hazirlamistir. Siirleri
Ingilizce, Fransizca, Japonca, Bulgarca, Ermenice ve Azericeye ¢evrilmistir.

Adnan Adam Onart Tiirk-Amerikali sairdir. Siirleri Istanbul’daki ¢ocuklugunu
ve Kirim Tatarlarinin ¢ok ihmal edilmis tarih ve kiiltiiriinii irdelemektedir.
Onart’in siirleri Soyut, Yordam, Kardas, Edebiyatlar, Kirim and Dergah adli
Tiirkge dergilerde ve The Boston Poet, Prairie Schooner, Colere Magazine, Red
Wheel Barrow ve The Massachusetts Review 'da yer almigtir. Onart editorliigiini
Roger Conover’m yaptig1 “Tiirk¢e: Tiirk Lokumu S6zliigii niin yazaridir.Ilk siir
kitab1 The Passport You Asked For Kenneth Rosen’in Cyprus Bad Period adl
kitabiyla birlikte The Aeolos Press tarafindan yayimlanmustir.

Dimitris Lentzis yazar ve dijital ressamdir. Halen yasamakta oldugu Kavala, Yu-
nanistan dogumludur. Satis elemanligi, sanayi is¢iligi ve gazetecilik yapmustir.
1987 yilindan bu yana Olympic Airways haftalik gazetesinin editorligiini
yapmaktadir. Bes siir kitabt yayimlanmistir: In The City (1970), Life of Thirty
Testifiers (1972), Notes about Anna Who Lived in Elsinore (1983), Handpaint-
ing Ratio (1987) ve From Dreams That Were Still Not Forgotten (2005). Ayrica
“Fireworks” adli bir oyunu (2000) ve The Small Red Book (2003) adli bir
romani vardir.

Dimitris P. Kraniotis Yunanli bir sair ve tip doktorudur. Orta Yunanistan’da kiy1
kasabasi olan Stomio’da dogmustur. Larissa’da doktor (i¢ hastaliklari uzmani)
olarak caligmaktadir. Dort siir kitab1 vardir: Traces (1985), Clay Faces (1992),
Fictitious Line (2005) ve Dunes (2007). Selanik Aristotle Universitesi Tip Okulu
mezunudur. Kendisine WAAC tarafindan Edebiyat doktoru tinvan1 verilmistir.
World Poets Society (W.P.S.) (Diinya Sairler Dernegi) kurucusu ve bagkanidir.
Ayrica 22. Diinya Sairler Kongresi (Yunanistan 2011) baskani, Roma Academy
of Tiberina Akademisyeni, Uluslararas1t Micenei Uluslararas1 Akademisi akad-
emisyeni, “Diinya Sairleri” Yunanistan Biiyiikel¢isi, Larissa Tip Birligi baskan
yardimcist ve Yunan Tip dergisi Hippocratesé’in yaym yonetmenidir. Helenik
Edebiyat Dernegi, Uluslararasi1 Yunanli Yazarlar Dernegi, Yazar Doktorlar
Helenik dernegi, Yunan Pen dernegi, Diinya Sanat ve Kiiltlir Birligi gibi pek
cok dernegin iiyesidir. Siirleri ¢esitlli dillere ¢evrilmis ve ddiiller kazanmustir.

Stephanos Stephanides Kibrisli sair, elestirmen, etnograf ve ¢evirmendir. Kisisel
ve akademik ilgi alanlar1 yerinden edilme, go¢ ve diasporadir. Halen Univer-
sity of Cyprus Karsilastirmali Edebiyat Profesorii ve Beseri Bilimler dekanidir.
Hindistan, Karayip ve Latin Amerika ile ilgili post-kolonyal ¢aligmalara olan
ilgisinde goriilecegi gibi, Guyana’daki Hintli ig¢ilerin torunlariyla olan dostlugu
yasami ve yapitlari etkilemistir.

Stephanides Ingilizce, Yunanca, Ispanyolca ve Portekizce bilmektedir, yapitlari
bu dillerde ve diger Avrupa dillerinde yayimlanmaktadir. Yapatlari: Translating
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Kali’s Feast: the Goddess in Indo-Caribbean Ritual and Fiction (2000), Beyond
the Floating Islands (2002), Blue Moon in Rajasthan and Other Poems (2005)
ve Cultures of Memory / Memories of Culture. Hail Mother Kali (1988) ve Kali
in America (2003) adl iki belgesel filmi de bulunmaktadir,

Fatma Akilhoca 7 Kasim 1965 yilinda Lefkosa’da diinyaya geldi. Sekiz
yasindayken 1974 savasinin acisina ve sonrasinda yaganan travmalara taniklik
etti. Lise egitimini Gazi Magusa Ticaret Lisesi’nde tamamladi. Anadolu Univer-
sitesi Isletme Fakiiltesi, Yonetim ve Organizasyon Boliimii’nden mezun oldu.
Evli ve iki erkek ¢ocuk annesidir. 7 Kasim 1983 yilindan beri Dogu Akdeniz
Universitesi’nde memur kadrosunda gérev yapmaktadir.

KIBATEK’in (Kibris, Balkanlar, Avrasya, Tiirk Edebiyatlar1 Vakfi) kurucu
tiyelerindendir. Ayni kurumda, uzun siire yiiritme kurulu iyeligi goérevini
ylirtitmustiir. Ayrica Kibris Tiirk Sanat¢1 ve Yazarlar Birligi tiyesidir. Siirleri
ve siirsel diizyazilari, Kibris’taki yerel bir gazete olan, Afrika’nin, Afrika Pazar
ekinde, “noktaSizim” isimli kdsesinde yaymlanmaktadir. Siir kitaplari: Istersem
Giinesi Tutabilirim (2001), Riizgdrinda Sevginin (2005) ve Su(s) Oldii (2008).

Immanuel Mifsud 1967 y1linda Malta’da dogdu. Aralarinda iki dilde yayimlanan
ve ¢evirileri Marija Grech Ganado tarafindan yapilan yolculuk siirleri KM (Mal-
ta: Klabb Kotba Maltin:2005), Maurice Riordan ve Adrian Grima’nin gevirdigi
Confidential Reports (Irlanda: Southword Editions, 2005) adli kitaplarinin da
bulundugu bes siir kitab1 yayimladi. Adrian Grima ile birlikte iklim degisikligi
konusunda ortak bir kitap yazdi. Ayrica, 2002 yili Ulusal Edebiyat odiiliinii
kazanan L-Istejjer Strambi ta’ Sara Sue Sammut (Sara Sue Sammut’un Tuhaf
Oykiileri), oldukga tartigmali Kimika (Kimya) ve en son olarak Stejjer li ma
Kellhomx Jinkitbu (Yazilmamis Olmas1 Gereken Oykiiler) i¢inde olmak iizere
alt1 oykii kitab1 bulunmaktadir. Immanuel Mifsud cocuklar icin kisa dykiiler
yazmaktadir ve en son yapiti Orqgod, Qalbi, Orqod (Uyu, Sevgilim, Uyu) adli
ninni kitabidir. Immanuel Mifsud University of Malta College’da edebiyat
dersleri vermektedir.

Maria Grech Ganado (d. 1943) sair, ¢evirmen ve elestirmendir. Malta, Cam-
bridge ve Heidelberg Universitelerinde ingiliz Edebiyat: egitimi gordii. Malta
Universitesi Ingiliz Edebiyat: Boliimii’ndeki tam zamanli ilk kadin 6gretim
gorevlisidir. Maltaca ii¢ ve Ingilizce iki siir kitabi vardir. Bunlardan ilki 2002°de
Ulusal Kitap Odiiliinii, ikincisi 2006 Ulusal Kitap Odiiliinii kazanmistir. Her
iki dilde yazilmis siirleri Italyanca, Fransizca, Almanca, Yunanca, Ispanyaca,
Litvanyaca, Fince, Cekce ve Katalancaya cevrilmis, ingilizce olarak Ingiltere,
ABD, Avustralya, Giiney Afrika ve Kibris’ta yayimlanmistir. Farkl iilkelerde
cok sayida edebiyat etkinligine katilmis ve LAF ( Literature Across Frontiers)
ile ortak olarak Malta’da 2005 yilinda uluslararasi bir konferans diizenlemistir.
2008’de Malta Saint James Cavalier degisim programiyla Virginia Center of
Creative Arts’da alt1 hafta Konuk Akademisyen olarak bulunmustur. Ganado
ayrica giiniimiiz Maltali yazarlarmin siir ve diizyazilarini Ingilizceye gevirmis
ve yurtisinda yayimlamistir. 2000 yilinda, MQR Midalja ghall-Qadi tar-Repubb-
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lika (Cumhuriyete Hizmet madalyas1) almistir. U¢ cocugu ve bir torunu vardir.

Aine Mac Aodha Kuzey Irlandali bir yazardir. Kuzeydeki savasin ve bunu
cevreleyen dogal giizelliklerin arasinda biiylimenin yarattig1 mekansal duyarlilik
yazilarina esin kaynag1 olmustur. Yetiskin ii¢ cocugu vardir. Yapitlart Argotist
Online, Luciole Press, Arabesque Press, Oasis Press, Red Pulp Writers, Sham-
rock Haiku, Irish Haiku, Citizen 32, The Herald, Forward Press, New Belfast
Arts, Faces of the Goddess, ve Poetry Now gibi dergilerde yer almistir.

Drax Ireland diger adiyla Des Donnelly 1955 yilinda Kuzey Irlanda’da halen
yasamini siirdiirdiigii Tyrone’da dogmustur. Donnelly birgok tilkede otuz kadar
farkl iste calismustir. Siirleri Tyrone sairler antolojisinde ve elektronik ortamda
Right Hand Pointing tarafindan yayimlanmistir. Dokuma sanatcist Clare Mc-
Caroll ile yaptig1 ortak calismayla Northern Irish Council’den 6diil kazanmistir.
Donnelly son olarak “Des Donnelly’nin Siir Yahnisi” ad1 altinda bir dizi etkinlik
gerceklestirmistir. Yasama tutunma ¢abasi, kadin ve Tanri’nin ikircikliligi gibi
izlekler siirlerine hakimdir. Hayal giicii siklikla tek bir sozciik ya da ansizin or-
taya ¢ikan, istenmeden bir sekilde carpitilmis ucuk kagik bir imgeden beslenir.

Rus sair Marina Tsvetaeva, Cek sair Vladimir Holan ve irlandali Patrick
Kavanagh’in da aralarinda bulundugu, yasadiklar1 donemde asagilanmis ve baski1
altinda tutulmus sairlere 6zel bir sayg1 ve hayranlik duymaktadir. Rus Akmeist
hareketi ve ozellikle biiyiik sair Anna Akhmatova ile ilgilenmektedir. Siirin
anliksal olusu, kagida yansiyan duygu ve tepki lizerine odaklanir. Siirleri bir
ask, nefret, liziintii anin1 ya da catismali duygularin karisimini yansitir. Gegen-
lerde bir editor kendisine siirlerinin ¢ogunun neden bu kadar 6fkeli oldugunu
sormustur, bunun nedeni 6fkeli bir zamanda 6fkeli bir yerde dogup bilylimiis
olmasidir. Yapitlarinin bazilari http://irishpoet.blogspot.com ve http://hubpag-
es.com/author/Drax/poems/best adreslerinde bulunabilir.

Ray Givans Tyrone’da Castlecaulfield adl1 bir kdyde dogdu. Belfast’ta Stran-
millis Teacher Training Colllege’da 6grenim gordii ve Queen’s University’den
mezun oldu. University of Bath’da Egitim alaninda yiiksek lisans derecesi ald1
ve orta okullarda Ingilizce 6gretmeni olarak calisti. ikisi Lapwing Yayincilik’tan
olmak tizere dort siir kitab1 ve ayrica sanatg1 Tony Martin ile birlikte hazirladigi
Earth Works (Subway, 2003) yayimmlandi. Ray Givans, Ingiltere, A.B.D. ve
Avustralya’da siirleriyle ddiiller kazandi ve Jack Clemo Memorial siir 6diiliinii
alan ilk sair oldu. Chicago’da yayimlanan Christianity and the Arts dergisinin
konuk editoriidiir. Yapitlar1 Ulster’li yeni sanatci1 ve sairleri iceren Artwords
(2000) adli antolojide yer almis, son kitab1 Tolstoy in Love, Daedalus Press
tarafindan yayimlanmustir.

Sheenagh Pugh 1950°de dogdu Glamorgan Universitesinde Yaratic1 Yazarlik
dersleri verdi. Simdi Shetland’da yastyor. Id’s Hospit (1997); Stonelight (1999),
2000 yili Galler Sanat Konseyi Yilin Kitab1 Odiilii; The Beautiful Lie (2002),
Whitbread Siir Odiilii finaline kalmistir, The Beautiful Lie Selected Poems |
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Secme Siirler 1990°da, mini se¢me siirleri What If This Road and Other Poems
2003’te, The Movement of Bodies 2005°te, A Later Selected Poems 2009’da
yayimlanmustir.

Pugh basta Almanca olmak {izere Fransizca ve Eski Yunancadan siir gevirileri
yapmaktadir ve iki roman yazmistir: Kirstie’s Witness (1998) ve Folk Music
(1999). Son siir kitab1 The Long-Haul Travellers (2008) deniz yolculuklar1 ve
kimlik arayislar1 hakkindadir. 2005°te yayimlanan kitabi1 The Democratic Gen-
re, bir edebiyat tiirli olarak hayran romaninin elestirel ¢aligmasini icermektedir.

Susan Richardson Galli bir sair, performans sanatgisi ve egitimcidir. Ilk
siir kitab1 Creatures of the Intertidal Zone (Cinnamon Press) 11. yiizyilda
yasamis gdziipek bir Viking kadinin ayak izlerini izleyerek Izlanda, Génland
ve Newfoundland’da yaptig1 yolculuklardan esinlenmistir. Kitabin bir diger
izlegi iklim degisikliginin Arktika ve Alt-Arktika’ya etkisidir. Richardson 2011
yilinda yayimlanacak Up Where the Air Is Rarefied adl siir ve baskidan olusan
ortak bir kitap i¢in bir gorsel sanatlar sanatcisiyla birlikte ¢alismaktadir.

Richardson diizenli olarak {ilke ¢apinda diizenlenen edebiyat festivallerine ve
cevre etkinliklerine katilmaktadir. BBC Radyo 4 ‘Saturday Live’ programinin
konuk sairlerindendir. Daha fazla bilgi i¢in http://www.susanrichardsonwriter.
co.uk ve http://susanrichardsonwriter.blogspot.com.

Norman Bissell siir, deneme ve elestiri yazilar1 yazmaktadir, deneyimli bir tarih
ogretmenidir, uzun yillar Educational Institute of Scotland’da tarih 6gretmenligi
ve yoneticilik yapmustir. 11k siir kitab1 Slate, Sea and Sky, A Journey from
Glasgow to the Isle of Luing, Oscar Marzaroli’nin fotograflariyla birlikte Ocak
2008’de Luath Press tarafindan yayimlanmistir. Mark Sheridan’in besteledigi
siirlerinden bazilar1 bu yil diizenlenen Atlantik Adalar1 ve Belladrum Festival-
lerinde seslendirilmistir.

Celtic Connections, the Nairn Kitap ve Sanat Festivali, Edinburh Ceilidh Kiiltiirii
ve Edinburgh Uluslararasi Kitap Festivalinde siirlerini okumus ve konusmalar
yapmustir. Geopoetics ve Kenneth White’in yapitlarina olan ilgisi 1989-1999
yillart arasinda Open World Poetics (Agik Diinya Poetikas1) adl1 grubu kurmasina
ve Agustos 2002’den giiniimiize Scottish Centre for Geopoetics’in yoneticiligini
yapmasina yol agmustir.

Halen Argyll’de Isle of Luing’deki evinde tiim zamanin1 yazmaya ayirmaktadir.
Isle of Luing Community Trust ve Luing Horticultural Society adl1 derneklerde
yoneticilik yapmaktadir.

Christine de Luca (daha once Pearson) Shetland’da dogup biiytidii, yetisme

caginda anakaranin batisindaki Waas (Walls) da yasadi. Simdi Edinburgh’da
yasamaktadir.
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1996 yilinda ilk siir kitab1 Voes & Sounds ile Shetland Edebiyat Odiiliinii aldi
ve 1999 da Wast Wi da Vakyries ile aym 6diilii yeniden kazand1. Ugiincii kitab1
Plain Song 2002’ de yayimlandi ve 2005’ te bunu Parallel Worlds izledi. Bu
kitaptaki siirlerinden biri olan “Makkin Sooth Eshaness” 2004 yilinda Rhoda
Butler Shetland Dialect 6diiliinii ald1.

De Luca’nin siiri Seein Baith Sides The Shetland Writing Prize 6diiliinii ve
ayn1 zamanda Shetland Dialect en 1iyi siir 6diiliinii aldi. Yazar Janice Galloway
tarafindan secilen Best Scottish Poems 2006 da yer ald1 ve iki dilde yayimlanan
Collection Mondes Paralléles ile Prix du Livre Insulaire 2007 yi kazandx.

Bazi siirleri Isvegee, Norvegce, Portekizce, Galce, Bengalce ve hatta Ingilizceye
cevrildi. Edinburgh, St. Andrews, Inverness, Wigtown, Shetland, Finlandiya,
Kalkiita, Paris kitap ve siir festivalleri dahil olmak {izere, olmak iizere 150’den
fazla etkinlige ve Ouessant adasinda diizenlenen Salon Insulaire gibi birkag
Breton festivaline katildi.

Yapitlar sayisiz edebiyat dergisi ve The Royal College of Surgeons of Edin-
burgh tarafindan yayimlanan The Hand That Sees gibi ulusal ve uluslararasi
antolojide yer almigtir. Ressamlarla verimli igbirliklerinde bulunmustur.

Donald S. Murray Shetland’l1 bir yazardir. Isle of Lewis’te bulunan Ness’de
dogmustur. Kisa dykiilerinden olusan kitab1 Special Deliverance (Scottish Cul-
tural Press) Saltire Odiiliine, West-Coasters (Cuan Ard Press,2003) adli kitabi
Callum MacDonald Memorial Award’a aday gosterilmistir. Between Minch and
Muckle Flugga Ketillonia’dan 2005°te, yeni kitab1 Speak to us Catriona: New
Tales and Traditions of the Lewis 2007’ de yayimlanmistir. Guga Hunters (Brlinn,
2008) biiylik deniz kuslarinin avlanmasi hakkindadir. Yapitlar1 ¢cok sayida ulu-
sal antoloji, BBC Radio 4 ve Radio Scotland’da yayimlanmistir. Iskogya nin
tasrasinda uzun yillar 6gretmenlik yapmis olan Murray, Gaelik ve Ingilizce dil-
lerinde ¢ok sayida radyo programa katilmis, Iskogya’da ¢ok sayida gazetede
yazilar1 yer almigtir.

Maoilius Caimbeul (Myles Campbell, 14 Mart 1944) iskogyali Gaelik sairdir.
Misyoner bir babanin oglu olarak Isle of Skyde Staffin’de dogmus ve ¢ocuklugunu
Skye, Lewis ve Inverness adalar1 arasinda yolculuk yaparak gecirmistir.

16 yasinda deniz ticaret filosuna katilmis ve c¢ok cesitli ulus ve kiiltiirleri
tanimistir. 30 yasinda University of Edinburgh ve Jordanhill College’dan me-
zun olarak Gaelik 6gretmeni olarak ¢alismaya baglamis, Tobermoy, Mull ve
Gareloch’da 6gretmenlik yapmustir.

Onemli bir sair olmasmin yanisira, Caimbeul diizyazi ve gocuk edebiyati
alanlarinda da taninmis bir yazardir. Cok sayida 6diil kazanmis, hem Iskocya
hem de yurtdiginda taninmistir. 2002 yilinda Royal National Mod’da Ozan olar-
ak tac giymis, 2008’de Sabhal Mor Ostaig’de konuk yazar olarak bulunmustur.
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Kitaplar1 arasinda Eileanan (1980), Bailtean (1987), A’ Caradh an Rathaid
(1988), A’ Gabhail Ris (1994), Saoghal Ur (2002) ve Breac a’ Mhuiltein
(2007) bulunmaktadir. Caimbeul ve Mark O. Goodwin’in siirleri ve Eoghann
MacColla’ninresimlerinin yeraldig1 Gaelik ve Ingilizce olarak iki dilde hazirlanan
bir kitap Two Ravens Press tarafindan Eyliil ayinda yayimlanacaktir.

Oddfriour Marni Rasmussen 1969°da Torshavn’da dogdu. Aldur Hugans
1994°te yayimlandi. 1998’de Danimarka Kraliyet Yazarlik Akademisi’ne kabul
edildi. Iki y1l burada egitim gordii ve 1998°de Skil adli siir kitab1 yayimlandi.
1999°da Danimarkali doga fotografcis1 Ola Banke ile birlikte ¢alisti, ii¢ dilde
hazirlanan The Faroes Light Rhodes tarafindan 2001°de yayimlandi. Ras/Sar
2000°de M. A. Jacobsen odiiliinii aldi. Bugiine kadar alt1 siir kitab1 yayinlayan
Rasmussen ayni zamanda Vensil’in iki editoriinden biridir. Diger kitaplar:
Marble Rose in Endless Fog (Mjerki 1 heilum, 2001) ve Silent Suzy and Milton
Millipede (Innantanna Anna og Tusundbeinid Stni 2008).

Hrafn Andres Hardarson 1948°de Kopavogur, izlanda’da dogdu. Polytechnic
of North London (bugiinkii adiyla Kuzey Londra Universitesi) Kiitiiphanecilik
boliimiinii bitirdi. Reykjavik Kent Kiitiiphanesinde kiitliphaneci olarak calistt
ve daha sonra Kopavogur’da Kent Kiitiiphanecisi olarak ¢aligmaya bagladi.
Hardarson’un siirleri antolojilerin yanisira dergi ve gazetelerde yayimlanmistir.
Digeryazarlarlabirlikte siir okumalari ve dort siir kitabinin yayinini gergeklestiren
Kopavogur Yazarlar Grubunu kurdu (Ritlistarhopur Kopavogs). Kitaplart: Fyr-
rvera (1982) (Magnus Gestsson ve Thorhall Thorhallsson ile) Thrileikur ad or-
dum (1990) Tonmyndaljod (1992) (heykeltras Grimur Marino Steindorsson ve
besteci Gunnar Reynir Sveinsson ile) ve bu kitabin Ingilizce versiyonu Tone
Picture Poems (1992/1999). Hler (1996) (Gunnar Reynir Sveinsson’un ezgileri
ve Grimur Marino Steindorsson’un ¢izimleri ile) Ur vidjum (1999), Gler leikur
ad odum (2004) ve Verms! (2008). Gunnar Reynir Sveinsson’un yanisira, Ingvi
Thor Kormaksson ve Thad Eitt Hardarson’un siirlerini bestelemistir. Rosalind
Page Hrafnsongvar / Kuzgunun Sarkilari’ni (yedi sarki) bestelemis ve promiy-
eri 2005 yilinda Sydney Konservatuarinda yapilmis, Halcyon Group tarafindan
CD olarak yayimlanmistir. Latviyali sairlerden ¢evirileri yayimlanmistir. And-
blaer siir dergisinin ve Ings Krisrjansdottir ile birlikte 2007 yilinda Minninga-
bok Kopavogsbua (Kopavogur Kenti Sakinlerinin Anilar1)’nin editorligiini
yapmustir. Izlanda Yazarlar Birligi iiyesi olup esi Anna ile birlikte Kopavogur’da
yasamaktadir.

Adalsteinn Asberg Sigurdsson 1955 yilinda izlanda’nin kuzeyinde Husavik’te
dogdu ve aym bolgede biiyiidii. Reykjavik’te Izlanda Ticaret Kolejine devam et-
tikten sonra izlandaca, miizik ve oyunculuk egitimi gérdii. Edebi ¢ikisin1 1977
yilinda Osdnar lendur (Bakire Toprak) adli siir kitabryla yapt1. Oniki siir ve siir
cevirisi, bir roman ve on ¢ocuk kitab1 yayimladi. Kitaplari disinda sarki s6zii ve
besteleri bulunmaktadir. En son siir kitaplar1 Nokkvi Eliasson’un fotograflariyla
birlikte, Abandoned Farms (Terkedilmis Ciftlikler) (2004) ve Hjartaborg (Ka-
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Ibin Kasabasi) (2007). Sigurdsson tam zamanli bir yazar, besteci, miizik ve ede-
biyat yayincisi olarak Reykjavik’te yagamaktadir.

Ingunn Snzdal 1971 yilinda Egilsstadir'de dogdu ve Dogu Izlanda’da
Jokuldalur’da biiytidii. 1996 yilinda Iceland University College of Education’dan
mezun olduktan sonra 1996-1997 yillarinda Irlanda Galway University’de
Irlandaca calist1. 2006’da The University of Iceland’de izlanda Calismalarina
basladu. {1k siir kitab1 4 heitu malbiki (Sicak Asfalt Uzerinde) 1995°te yayimlandi.
Bjartur yayimevinden ¢ikan iki siir kitab1 daha bulunmaktadir. Gudlausir menn -
hugleidingar um jékulvatn og dst (Tanrisiz Insanlar-Buzul Suyu ve Ask iizerine
Diisiinceler) Reykjavik Kenti siir 6diiliinii, Tomas Guomundsson Edebiyat
Odiiliinii kazand1 ve izlanda Edebiyat Odiiliine aday gésterildi. 2008’de iiciincii
kitab1 / fjarveru trjda — vegaljéd (Agaglarin Yoklugu-yol siiri) yayimlandi ve
[zlanda basmninda 6vgii dolu yorumlar alds. Siirleri Izlanda’da ve yurtdisinda ki-
taplarda yer almistir, bunlar arasinda Almanya’da yayimlanan Wortlaut Island:
Islindische Gegenwartsliteratur ve Norveg’te yayimlanan Pilot: Debutantologi
bulunmaktadir. Siir yazmanin yaninda, Snaedal izlandacaya edebiyat cevirileri
yapmustir. Ingunn Snaedal dogu izlanda’da dokuz yasindaki kiziyla birlikte
yasamaktadir.

Gerodur Kristny 1971 yilinda halen yasamakta oldugu Reykjavik’te diinyaya
geldi. Siirlerini dergi ve gazetelerde yayinlamaya 16 yasinda basladi. Bir yil
sonra ulusal radyo tarafindan diizenlenen bir kisa Oykii yarismasini kazandi
ve 1992°de heniiz yapitlar1 yaymlanmamis yazarlar i¢in ulusal televizyonun
actig1 yarismada en ¢ok gelecek vaad eden izlandal sair secildi. 1994 te ilk siir
kitab1 Issfret (Buz Uyarisi), 1996’da ¢ikis roman1 Regnbogi i postinum (Pos-
tadaki Gokkusagi) ve 1998°de Eitrud Epli (Zehirli Elmalar) yayimlandi. ikinci
siir kitab1 Launkofi’dir (Gizli Ev 2000). Ayn1 y1l monologu “Bannad ad blota i
bradarkjol” (Gelinlikle Kiifretmek Yasaktir) Reykjavik’te Kaffileikhtsid tiyat-
rosunda ilk kez sahneye kondu.

2002 yilinda ilk gocuk kitabir Smart Marta izlanda Cocuk Edebiyati ddiiliinii
ald1 ve 2004’te roman1 A Boat with a Sail and All Halldor Laxness edebiyat
odiiliinii kazandi. 2004 te ikinci romant Bdatur meo segli og allt ve ressam Bri-
an Pilkington ile birlikte hazirladig1 resimli ¢ocuk kitab1 Joladyrin (Christmas
hayvanlar1) yayimlandi. On yildan uzun bir siire cocuk yasta fahiselik ve tacize
maruz birakilan bes kiz kardesin Oykiislinii ve adalet sisteminin bu vakayla
ugragmakta sergiledigi aczi anlatan The Portrait of My Father-Thelma’s Story
(Babamin Portresi-Thelma’nin Oykiisii) ile 2005 yilinda Izlanda Gazetecilik
Odiiliinii aldi. 2006°da Land hinna tyndu sokka (The Land of Lost Socks) ve bir
yil sonra Ballid a Bessastéoum (The Ball at Bessastadir) yayimlandi. 2007°de
en son siir kitab1 Hoggstadur Izlanda Edebiyat ddiiliine aday gosterildi..En son
kitabr Hoggstadur (Weak Spot) / Zayif Nokta 2007’ de yayimlandi, izlanda’nin
en prestijli kitap &diilii, [zlanda Edebiyat Odiilii’'ne aday gosterildi.

Gerdur Kristny Izlanda’nin en ok okunan gazetesi Fréttabladid’ da yazardir.
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Kenneth Rosen University of Southern Maine’de uzun yillar Edebiyat pro-
fesorii olarak calismustir. 11k siir kitabi Whole Horse Richard Howard tarafindan
Brazilier Poetry Series i¢in se¢ilmistir. Diger kitaplar1 arasinda The Hebrew
Lion, Black Leaves, Longfellow Square, Reptile Mind, No Snake No Paradise,
The Origins of Tragedy, Homo Politico ve Cyprus Bad Period bulunmaktadir.
Bulgaristan’daki Amerikan Universitesinde Balkan Bilim Insami olarak bir
donem Amerikan S$iiri ve Yirminci Yiizy1l romani dersleri vermis ve daha son-
ra yeniden Fulbright Profesorii olarak dénmiistiir. Tkinci Fulbright odiiliiyle
Yukar1 Misir’da bulunan Minya Universitesi’ne gitmis, ayrica yine Fulbright
profesorii olarak Kibris’ta bir yil kalmistir. Dogu Avrupa ve Orta Dogu’daki
gezileri 6gretmenligi ve yazarlig1 lizerinde biiytik bir etki yapmistir. Rosen son
olarak The Goat’s Mirror adli romani iizerinde ¢aligmaktadir

CEVIRMENLER

Dr. Nesrin Eruysal edebiyat elestirmeni ve ¢evirmendir. Sirket Dini (Media-
cat, 2002) ve Ceokrasi: Insan Merkezli Sirket Yonetimi (Mediacat, 2005) adli
ceviri kitaplar1 yayinlanmistir. Edebiyat ve Jung psikolojisi arasindaki iliskiyi
irdeleyen makalelerin ve “Keske O Yahudi Doktor Daha Once Gelseydi” (Go-
zlem Yayincilik, 2002) adli dykiiniin yazaridir. Edebiyatin yaninda Nisoloji
(Ada Caligmalar1) ve Bat1 Esoterisizmi ile ilgilenmektedir. Conversation Poetry
Quarterly adl1 derginin Tiirkge versiyonu olan Sdylesi U¢ Aylik Siir Dergisinin
editorliigiinii yapmaktadir.

Ken Fifer’in siirleri Amerika’da Ploughshares, Barrow Street, The Partisan Re-
view ve pek ¢ok baska dergide yaymlanmistir. En son kitab1 March Street Press,
2007 tarafindan yayimlanan After Fire’dir. Nesrin Eruysal’la birlikte, diger Tiirk
sairlerinin yanisira, Edip Cansever’in uzun siiri “Bezik Oynayan Kadinlar’dan
dort siir gevirmistir. Penn State University, Berks Edebiyat profesor olup dogu
Pennsylvania’da esi Elizabeth ile birlikte yasamaktadir.

Pinar Karababa 1981°de Ankara’da dogmustur. Ankara Universitesi Mod-
ern Yunan Dili ve Edebiyat: Béliimii’nii 2003 yilinda bitirdikten sonra, ODTU
Kadin Calismalar1 Béliimii’nden Yiiksek Lisans derecesi almistir. Halen ODTU
Sosyoloji Boliimii’nde doktora yapmaktadir. Karababa 6diil kazanmis bir kisa
oykii yazaridir.

Zeki Ali Kibrish Tiirk sairidir. Yedi siir kitab1 bulunmaktadir. Siirleri Tiirkiye
ve Kibris’ta gesitli dergilerde yayimlanmistir. Kibris Tiirk Sanatc¢1 ve Yazarlar

Dernegi bagkanidir.

Gunnar Hoydal Faroe Adali iiretken ve ddiilleri olan bir yazardir. Roman1 Un-
der Southern Stars Nordik Edebiyat Odiilii’ne aday gdsterilmistir.
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ISLAND POEMS IN ENGLISH



PETE HAY

The Wind across the Island

The wind weights its touch

to the mauve-edge scimitar
of its taken shape.

The curve of this leafis a

wind-formed, windform child of breath.

The wind gathers time,

fans it over tree and town,
strews its random seed.

Bad takes fertile root with good,

the juice of life thickens, stalls.

The great forest falls.

The wind bears madness aloft.
It roars, cradles slow

life, gentles it on to death.

The forest lies dismembered.

It is not aloof!

Do not think it blows careless
upon smashed myrtle

and saw-toothed chainman alike!

It is elemental, and

sings for crazy life.
The tall, tall trees complete it;
they take its high song,

give it knowing, mourning speech.

Its love is all that passes.

On vectors of pain,

it screams on high, sums the rage
of the battered land,

its breath fired with dying things

and hard, hard, and pitiless.
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Here is earth-wrung wrath,
the pain of bearing witness,

a pure, wild lament.
Gentling now, high-keening now,
a voiced dying takes sheer wing.

[HSAN TOPCU

What I’m Like?

I’m a river in the rain,
an island drowned by high tide,

as benevolent as nature,
as destructive as a tornado.

I’'m like most things
or nothing sometimes.

That’s how it is.
I think that’s how it’s always been.

What am I like
when I’m simply alive?

Translated by Nesrin Eruysal & Ken Fifer
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KADIR AYDEMIR

Songs of the Wind
I. Naked

A fishing village,

four houses, some dogs, and shells broken by the sea,
a silent well

where maidens linger.

And a temple on the island’s far coast.

Hasan, the shepherd, sings non-stop.

Suddenly, I understand olive trees.

II. End

He says, sounding bored, one day’s like the next,
sweeping webs from the ceiling with a broom.

On the shelf, in a dusty glass, a stopped wristwatch.
By the damp saltshaker, a blackened silver ring.

II1. The Poet’s Dream

Poetry, he says, is my sister,
born in a washtub, becoming a tile
my mother warmed and placed on her belly....

IV. Meeting

Crossing the iron bridge, hand in hand,

your breath like freesias.

When I bend to touch your hair,

your mouth is covered with doves and dead leaves.
Descending the long stairs,

we watch our shadows move apart.

Translated by Nesrin Eruysal & Ken Fifer
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ADNAN A. ONART

Bozturgay

18 May 1944, 10pm, Bahgesaray Train Station, Crimea
Then a silence as absolute as darkness.

Where are they taking us, asked a woman’s voice
from the opposite corner.

Then silence again.

To Siberia, replied a man’s voice

somewhat closer to me.

They are going to warm the frozen skies

with Tatar ashes!

Then silence.

Crematoria Express, murmured a younger voice,
Crematoria Express.

Crematoria Express, echoed multiple voices.
Crematoria Express, someone chuckled.

Then another.

Then another.

Before long the whole car was shaking

with our laughter.

Then silence.

Then we started to sing Bozturgay,

that silly song about a bird.

Boston, MA 2001
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DIMITRIS LENTZIS

Island

With what sharpened fingers she holds the moon against the seabed.

In her other hand, the island is again born to a day

Hung on the wall next to an open window. With a mind unbounded,

I am happy that her hands will explore my body

As I sit on the long stairs to the sea watching the wave’s opaque syllables,
Which don’t keep away distant whispers.

Are they arbitrators voting on a court rule?

Or are they resting on the stones of a courtyard,

This granite beach? Tell me softly,

Water, where your hand is.

Translated by: Nesrin Eruysal & Kenneth Rosen

48



DIMITRIS P. KRANIOTIS

Shell of my heart

My thought fluttered
and flew to the beauties
of the plain, the mountain,
swam in beaches

and filled with freshness,
traveled and quenched
with hope for tomorrow,
swooned with the beauty
of the Greek village,
danced ceaselessly,
revived from the white
that carefreely played
with the light blue,
passed from alleys,

went to cobbled roads,
listened to the waves,
felt warm in the sun,
rolled in the sand

that was bathing in the light,
photographed a cloud

on a roe deer,

and shouted:

“My Greece,

shell of my heart.”

© Greece
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FATMA AKILHOCA

Native Burn

I’'m not sure

if it’s non-season

or non-belief

shaking my shutters

everything’s wide-open

my hair crackles on fire

no water runs

even if you were holy

if I stand in your rain

drenched

let you pass through

my every cell

I can’t get used to

unconditional

imbalance of kinship

my human face mingles with politics
multiplying my native burn blemishes
neither my door

nor my barricade

can be seen with all that erased...

Translated by: Zeki Ali
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STEPHANOS STEPHANIDES

Broken Heart

For the old city

on a twilight pilgrimage

I cross Venetian ramparts

I journey inward

seeking a language of lament

a muffled murmuring of old heart

graffiti on old walls

our dreams are in the tombs

tombs are in our dreams

eyes blind and eager

jalousies hiding light of white courtyards

ghosts of mustachioed men striding wicker chairs
muddied destinies at the bottom of coffee cups
shadows of grandmothers in the memory of lemon-trees
arthritic hands still joining my quilt piece piece
shielding my body

stone uterus of weeping icons

Byzantine saints whose names [ don’t recall

only a memory a fragrance of ancient smoking leaves
and wailing prayers of unseen hodjas to the north
warm countenance of youth in cold helmets

is the lifeline of this ailing heart

fluttering banners

that banish me from severed arteries

and I move outward through the city gates

while I dream of east and north

of apparitions of community

a communion

with sea citrus milk of sheep

and olive

in a dawning waning earth

fragile trophy of my quest .

Nicosia 1993 (slightly revised 2000)
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IMMANUEL MIFSUD

Dahlet Qorrot

Water has a long long story. As does my soul.
Each day it tells it to the silenced rocks,

an avalanche of memories moving quickly

to mingle with this patch of dampened sand.
Under the sand, the mute voices of waves
narrate narrate the stories —

because water’s itself the language of long tales:
it never tires and never wants to stop.

If you go down to Dahlet Qorrot when it drizzles,
you’ll hear the water call you to move closer,

to lie down on the sand, to listen

to long tales which, after all,

are sailing silently like blood out of your soul.
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MARIA GRECH GANADO

Portion

Hardly a life for vision -

a dispersion of faculties

a division of mind often unclear.
I’ve journeyed only inside walls
not always there, or here.

How many skeins left to work through
though the pattern grows more complicated*
as we grow older — how narrow the space
we huddle in, as we unravel

patches left to work through.

I might consider a labyrinth or Arachne
taking up mortal arms against Athena
too daring in her knowledge

of the gods’ exploits to bear the weight
of'a god’s consciousness.

But I think of a snail making its way
under its home — making its way

through the tall grass, leaving behind

a thread — perhaps like those I weave

my own Byzantium with, not with songs,
securing my own body to my island home

sliding slowly hiding in shells
listening to echoes of travelling men.

*”Home is where one starts from. As we grow older
The world becomes stranger, the pattern more complicated
Of dead and living”.

‘The Four Quartets: East Coker’ T.S. Eliot

Island

John Donne was wrong — every man
is an island, if sunk within the depths
of his melancholy.

Especially when, as often happens,

other people are the sea...
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AINE MACAODHA

Island Home

I’ve traveled very little from this island home.

My native land grounds me keeps me in contact

with the rhythms of nature, the sound of the winds,

the call of the wild birds and the dialects of it’s people.

Tyrone’s inland landscape of moss clad hills and flat bogs
break every now and then like an ocean wave.

Small towns and villages emerge lively and loud

against the woven landscape.

One can drive for miles across back roads criss-crossing
town lands whose names mean; stony path,

fairly coloured field or hill of midges; before

a village appears out of the hedgerows.

Fintona, Seskinore, over the mountain to
Fivemiletown. across the side road to Sixmilecross,
Carrickmore, Gortin and to Omagh again, the view
always lifts the spirit.

Gortin village is one such place, hidden within
the protective fauna of the forest and rough mossy
hills flanking the road into the village.

Fiddle music sails up from the music store.

I may not have traveled far; but this island

home where the ancestors have left their marks on the land
in the form of art and awkward names,

this will take me far away in my mind at times.
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DRAX IRELAND

This Island Prison

this island prison

every where I turn water,

too much to drown in

not enough to swim.

Away to an island in the sun,

the green running in her makeup,

faux tears shed for a dead and dying nostalgia
of an Ireland imagined, imaginary.

Capitalist goblins and ghosts rule,

almost a truth

Mounds of Stones

The mounds of stones on holy islands
Don’t point to the Christain Columkille
Rather to the caves of old

And their dark secrets

The god of the sea holds more sway here
Than Rome thinks

For just to be sure

We’ll make the offering to the old gods
For their spite is strong

And their word is true

And their blessing bountiful

55



RAY GIVANS

Little Islander

I’ve savoured the names that graze my tongue:
the castle of Caulfield, Phelim’s ruins,

Pump Hill to Galbally’s bog and Gael,
Parkinaur’s deciduous planters,

estate of Acheson, McGurk’s tribe.

Weathered by seas we are wasted, confined;
it’s easy to pump the parish well.

I would like to lift a peaty sod,

clod it in my own Irish Sea;

ripples to mythical stars, undreamed.
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SHEENAGH PUGH

Brief Lives
Papa Stour

An island huddles against the gale
like a hunched shoulder. Fleece, manes,
grass, tears: all streaming.

Trudging against it, eyes down,
fixed on the ground. It’s moving,
flakes of ash scudding seawards

then, suddenly, lifted
on a gust, tossed high. They’re moths,
hundreds, pale see-through scraps

of airmail. They can’t cling
to grass or stone; everything loose is leaving.
They can’t steer,

can’t assert themselves on a sky
that’s pure movement. The wind is full
of waste paper,

brief wordless messages,

fluttering out unread
over the Atlantic.
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Sailing to Islands

There is always a time, sailing to islands,

when you notice they have turned green,

and they weren’t, when you set out. They began blue,
a blur of deeper blue at the sky’s edge,

hardly a smudge, an ache in the straining eye,
but they are hardening into solid ground,

a green presence, and the sea goes on
beyond them; they are not the end after all.

Already the land is dividing into fields;

soon you will see houses, roads, a harbour.
Look back: it is the port where you embarked
that is nowhere now, lost in a blue shadow.

There must have been a moment when past and future
changed colour; when you were suddenly nearer

the end than the beginning. Your mind wandered

on porpoises, or fulmar, or a cloud

fretted with light, and the moment slipped by;
it always does. There is nothing unknown
any more about where you are going,

that distant landfall; it is all laid out

before you, so much more real now
than the blue mainland of memory.

The sea goes on further, but not for you;
there is no escaping the safe harbour.

SUSAN RICHARDSON

Archipelago
(1) North Atlantic

The sea fights for breath.

It’s slashed and bruised but can’t lick
its wounds - its tongue’s become

a thick red slick, with whaleflesh
sicked-up by harpoon fingers.
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(2) Sub-Arctic

Wing-whirl, eye-flash —
the cartwheel of migration.
Snow geese comb

the sky, make a parting.

The world turns a cartwheel.

Summer’s eye-flash sets.

Autumn’s comb rakes geese, like dandruff,
from the greying sky.

(3) Unexplored

She has always
aimed to keep people
at the margins though the
effort it takes to stay
unexplored has caused
her land to sink
underwater. And when Nansen
had his way with her, nunataks
of guilt punctured
her skin. Now,
more and more forced
to conform, she’s
chosen to shed
herself -  in the name
of freedom
to moult her
worn white
coat.

59



NORMAN BISSELL

Sounds

Sometimes here

it’s hard to tell

the sound of the wind

from the sound of the waves
or the sound of the waves
from the sound of the rain

or the sound of the wind

and the waves and the rain
from the sound of my breath.

These Sea-Worn Rocks

These sea-worn rocks will be here long after me
and you will see them with my eyes
these black wet rocks will remain
when we are long gone

we see them with the eyes of those
who beached their curraghs on this bay
and sheltered under these cliffs

and those who unlocked slate

to make roofs and walls

tonight we gaze in wonder

at the ceaseless rush of sea on shore
and you will think of us this night.
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CHRISTINE DE LUCA (NEE PEARSON)

Ice Floe on-line

We write our words to make connection
with lands where once there was a link;

then send them zinging along meridians
in all directions round our virtual world.

At one time news came by oar or sail:
a long sea circle journey, the words
most likely feared. Our words dance
off satellites and stars; leap and twirl,

crackle like Aurora Borealis in the heavens.
We set them blethering across Arctic distances
to gently topple Babel’s Tower, and build

a house instead to hold our difference.

Note: ‘Ice Floe’ was the title of a poetry journal accepting poems in a wide range of languages
from anywhere north of 60 degrees. Sadly it is no longer.
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Head over heels (somersaulting)
(Words without Borders English translation copyright)

From different vantage points, the island sharpens
from old man laid out dead upon the skyline
to three proud* peaks upon the world’s edge.

And seen at different times, headlands looming
closely after rain, distance themselves
through hazy veils. We lift our eyes

from weathered end-of-season sights. Autumn,
with fingers soft and lingering, lightens both
land and heart; bright glints of newness.

And all the pointless fights that come
from thinking we can only see one way, fade
into nothingness. A glow of light upon

the drabbest land, a glimpse of love around
embittered hearts, and everything turns
somersaults. We must un-self ourselves,
untangle all that wearies one another,
journey with our difference, and savour

all the common wonders of our world.

*poised

62



DONALD S. MURRAY

Island Fog

Mist marks us from our neighbours,

making walls that sheer off sound and smile,
small signs of friendship

stifled by the stillness of that air

stirring solely

to pump breath into the quarrels

people house and hoard on land.

A fog of misunderstanding cut
only by the angry mewl of gulls,
the deep bass darkness of a crow,
the dissonance of a father’s voice
whose rage directed at his child
reverberates in cloud.

And, too, the drum of engines

as that plane sealed and enveloped by sky

spins and circles, crossing land

as it seeks the means to bring

lives bordered by both mist and sea

the black print of a headline,

the hurried reassurance of a loved one’s scribbled note.
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Villanelle - November Tides

When clocks turn back, strong tides come barging in,
ticking away the coastline with each hour ;
their dark waves full while land is wearing thin.

They meet to clash in battles seas must win,
grinding dune and rock with savagery and power.
When clocks turn back, strong tides come barging in.

We feel the whirl of winter winds begin
to rage while skies and far horizons glower
with dark waves full while land is wearing thin.

Till there are times when nerve and spirits spin
out of control, sure ground no longer ours.
When clocks turn back, strong tides come barging in.

We step on shores where whipped sand scorches skin
or quaysides that both spume and shingle shower,
the dark waves full while land is wearing thin.

This is the season oceans start to sing

triumphant in their discord - loud and sour.

When clocks turn back, strong tides come barging in,
their dark waves full while land is wearing thin.
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MAOILIUS CAIMBEUL

Islands

Islands rise from the sea,
their foundations hidden
in ancient experiences.

Islands are in and out of time,
guides for the wanderer,
or submerged in time long gone.

Some are well established,
high and dark in the flood.
No storm will affect their well-formed front.

Some in lava and sulphurous grief,
sea children of torn heart.
And others, icebergs, coldly moving in the water.

Some will stand silent,
lonely — inwardly as rock —
unassuming in the heat of the day.

And there is an island in the dusk,
assured, dark, and repelling,

its foundations in a fading time.

And this island in the sunset,
island watching another island.
You decide your own form.

From Eileanan/Islands, 1980
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ODDFRIDUR MARNI RASMUSSEN

The Faroese Light

Come down from the table, the mother said to her child. The floor is the sea.
The word you need is outside. The alphabet and the mountains. In the light
between language and history. Is it desolate outside? the child asked, and can I
have some clouds for the mountains? Yes, but they are in the sea, boiling.

*

And courage of glass breaks through. Glass. Naked out in the nature, crucified
on a beam of light. In glass. Against glass.

*

And to the left of autumn is the unspoilt, and the horizon is a flat sineshaped
picture for the clouds to sink into. I shoot a silver bullet through the landscape
and divide myself into small stories.

*

And something was written on the stone. Or was it in the mud it was written?
The sun shines on an eye and, once again, tells something about the contents of
time as does the growth of moss when it tells the child that somebody sat here
before the effacement.

And call me a remain if you like. The sea will not accept me today. Instead,
something that looks like the sea grows like a shivering threat behind my eyes.
A branch is washed ashore. Call me a remain if you like.

*

Ans somewhere a crow is chasing an oystercatcher. In a window an index fin-
ger wipes a wet eye. On the moor a drop falls on a mottled egg while someone
takes a picture.

*

And when somebody dies, I can be found as a bird, diving vertically towards
the middle of the earth. A house. A radio. A fictive wave in the sand.
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And the journey into the green colour is long — pulls at the reflected image of
the sea and baptizes itself at the utmost line of the shore: “The reversed way”.

*

And waiting to hear news from the spring and all. During the day I hear a bird
sing about it all. It has been down south, and now it settles for the first time on
the frosty grass. Rises and settles again and starts, as it were, to walk forwards
something in the distance.

*

And then the sea sprang a leak. The islands lay like rusty nails in the palm, but
the world was soundless. Slowly the child takes a nail out of its pocket and
pricks a hole in the stage wing so that the sound colours the omnipresent.

Translated from the Faroese by Gunnar Hoydal
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HRAFN ANDRES HARDARSON

Ravensongs (dedicated to Rosalind Page, composer)
1. In the Beginning

Darkness
blue mantle
black bordered

vision

in the ocean
stars
Medusae

Night pregnant
with darkness.

2. Morning

Caught in the net
of the morning glare

never reaching day
night birds

Beating

with both wings
blood

blood on their breasts
from their own claws.

3. Birds of Heaven

Notes from the Creator’s harp
Glide above clouds

on feathered wings

below

lie in the air
like promises...
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Tone-birds
on the ocean’s keyboard.

4. Life Itself
Between heaven and ocean
our happiness:

land that our ancestors saw
with birds and mountains
and rivers

flowing like time

strange seed

of all time, all tide
rising and falling
resonances of earth
rising and never ending

as far as the eye can see
the eye of god

all years

tears

are lost and disappear,
no reappear forever

in the eternal breath
between sea and sky.

5. Prophecy

Evening birds

flee the day’s sadness

into the shadowed embrace
of night

there where I often
seek daydreams

like a fan-winged raven
seeks a prophecy

of a new day

like yesterday...
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6. Rain Of Pearls
Tiny drop

Tiny drop

pearl among pearls

in your eye

a vision of your world
in your eye

an image of your god

7. O, Fron (Iceland), Your Mother...

Dead calm, flat

lies the ocean at ease
and stares deep, deep
into a sunny blue,
star-clear sky

that has always been
and never sleeps...

Featherlight fingers of breeze
play

on bird-viols

Mermaids dance

beneath the aeolian air of heaven
that never sleeps...

Lighthearted waves
aroused by the swell
play with cinders
from the sun

that never sleeps...

Quiet snow, rain
mystical mist

covers with a bare veil
the billowing sea

that never sleeps ...

then up from the tormented silence

of sleeping ZEgir

breaking its way

through green-deep waves

through the swelling, booming cresting seas
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of the violent ocean
that never sleeps ...

a burning, glowing, raging river
melting metal and bursting stones
ashgrey, black

screaming, bright

spitting oozing lava with urgent fury
to heaven toward a burning sun
that never sleeps ...

Your birth, my land,

was like a fatal disease

no-one welcomed you

but your mother, the ocean
protects you and feeds you

and never, no, never she sleeps...
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ADALSTEINN ASBERG SIGURDSSON

The Last Colour of Summer

Reflected in the windowpanes
a melancholy, resounding desire
for a well sharpened scythe.

Saltiness in the soiled gable
the heather on the moor turned sallow
the weather outlook uncertain.

Send to me over a rippled lake
the mournful tones from the north
the last colour of summer.

Consciousness

Heroes still riding
over stony hills
meet on headlands
cover their swords.

Do I hear the sound
of a blue bell

or is it another century
calling me in?

Resonant evening.
New lands can be
settled in this old world.

On the Farthest Shore

Here I’ve only been

in a bright dream

one long summer night
with a song on my lips.

On the farthest shore

a deserted farm

a fine-branched leafy tree.
Across the fjord
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the treeless lands of cloud.

The journey is bound

for a twilight story

where the fairytale tree
bears a rare fruit

a simple, precious silence.

INGUNN SNAEDAL

at Lindahraun [4]

just before you come to Hvannalindir
you can drive onto a small parking spot
walk in your comfortable sandals

down a rocky path

push up your sun glasses

visit Eyvindur the outlaw

if you were here about

twohundred and fifty years earlier

to understand

but a little

you’'d have to come

during winter

walking stumbling across the wilderness
cold barefoot in bad shoes

bruised blue frozen torn

dirty your clothes torn

your icebox empty

without a cell phone
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Eastern Hellisheigi mountain road

once in summer and

again on this wintery day

the sun catches her reflection
in the moon directly opposite

their laughter rolls down slopes
covered in lemon-yellow snow

sitting in a jeep at the highest point
turn my head left then right
then left again

the sun is a lady

in a white veil

but I can see every line
on the face of the moon
when he grins lecherously

Travels in Iceland, part I

we crawl across

the pearly river

if the water runs over the hood
on our sandbeaten car

we are in serious trouble

past us a monster jeep
on huge tires waddles arrogantly over

feel like real mountaineers
when we finally get across

what next?
bring on the ice axes

Icelandic landscape
half sky

the other half
memory



GERDUR KRISTNY

Summer Poem

In midsummer
the way between our homes
is blocked

the streets snowed up
and neither of us
wants to be the first

to clear away the snow

I remember that you were
not too keen on toil

and I have always
been fond of
SnOw

God

When I die

you should carve
out of my teeth
biting frost

fashion whistles
out my bones
and play on them howls in the wind

Until then you will keep yourself remembered
by spreading luster
on the freshly fallen snow

Above me hovers
your protective wing
not having shed

a single feather
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Patriotic Poem

The cold makes me
a lair from fear
places a pillow of
downy drift

under my head

a blanket of snow
to swaddle me in

I’d lay my ear to

the cracking of the ice
in the hope of hearing it
retreat

if I didn’t know

I’d be frozen fast

The ice lets no one go

My country

a spread deathbed
my initials stitched
on the icy linen
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KENNETH ROSEN
Medusa’s Orchard

Each branch

On the coral tree

In Medusa’s

Undersea orchard

Was a rubber weed,

A scar, a serpentine flaw
In the garden

Of creation,

A tendril yoking

Voids of apple

Neither border

Nor buffer, a fissure
Fused and bitter

To taste as the mirror’s
Mercurial tain,

Or the reptile scent

Or erectile,

Electrical hair,

And everywhere
Grateful lovers’
Eyeball pearls

And pathetic
Monuments.

Then Perseus

Peered at her
Similacrum-evil

Proof of the will’s
Omniscience-

Severed her head,

The body of Cyprus
Split into hopeless blood,
Shame and indignation.
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land. In 2007 her latest poetry collection, Hoggstadur, was nominated for the
Icelandic Literature Prize.

Gerour Kristny is a full time writer and a columnist for Iceland’s most read
newspaper, Fréttabladio.

Kenneth Rosen worked as a Professor of English at the University of Southern
Maine for many years. His first collection of poems, Whole Horse, was selected
by Richard Howard for the Braziller Poetry Series. Others are The Hebrew Lion,
Black Leaves, Longfellow Square, Reptile Mind, No Snake No Paradise, The
Origins of Tragedy, Homo Politico and Cyprus Bad Period. He spent a sabbati-
cal semester as Balkan Scholar at the American University in Bulgaria teaching
American poetry and 20th century fiction, and returned there again as a Ful-
bright professor. A second Fulbright award brought him as Senior Scholar to
Minya University in Upper Egypt. He also spent a year in Cyprus as a Fulbright
professor. His sojourns in Eastern Europe and the Middle East have had a major
impact on his teaching and writing. Widely published in America, Rosen is cur-
rently working on The Goat’s Mirror, a novel.
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TRANSLATORS

Dr. Nesrin Eruysal is a literary scholar and translator of two books, Corpo-
rate Religion (Mediacat, 2002) and A Company of Citizens (Mediacat, 2005).
She has published a number of articles that explore the relationship between
literature and Jungian thought and is the author of “I Wish That Jewish Doctor
Had Come Earlier” (Gozlem Publication Company, 2002). In addition to litera-
ture, she has an interest in Nissology and Western Esotericism. She is currently
editing Soylesi Poetry Quarterly, the Turkish version of Conversation Poetry
Quarterly.

Ken Fifer’s poems have appeared in Ploughshares, Barrow Street, The Parti-
san Review, and many other magazines. His most recent collection is After Fire
(March Street Press, 2007). He has co-translated, with Nesrin Eruysal, four
poems from Edip Cansever’s long poem “Women Playing Bezique” as well as
work by other Turkish poets. He is a Professor of English at Penn State Univer-
sity, Berks campus, and lives in eastern Pennsylvania with his wife Elizabeth.

Piar Karababa was born in Ankara in 1981. She graduated from Ankara Uni-
versity Modern Greek Language and Literature in 2003. She obtained her M.A.
degree at METU Women’s Studies Department in 2006. She is currently a stu-
dent at METU Sociology Ph.D. program. Pinar is an award winning short story
writer.

Zeki Ali is a Turkish Cypriot poet. He has published seven poetry books. His
poems have appeared in various magazines in Turkey and Cyprus. He is cur-
rently the head of the Turkish Cypriot Artists & Writers Union.

Gunnar Hoydal of the Faroe Islands is a prolific and prize-winning writer much

translated into Danish. His novel Under Southern Stars was shortlisted for the
Nordic Literature Prize.

87






