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@edication
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Thank you for giving me a life to live.
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preface

| was born to a small family and was loved very much as a
child, youth and young adult. When on my own path, I
imitated what | had learned from my mother and my father:
| took responsibility for parenting. Of my inner child. But,
unlike my parents, | neither acknowledged nor accepted it.
Nor did | provide it with any loving — unlike what my
parents had done with me. For decades, I lived aloof to the
vital needs of that inner child to survive. 1 lived in a state
of trance. Given my initial identity — my name, | thought
such existence was intended for me. “Hiilya,” after all,
translates in to such half-conscious state: dream; daydream.

| don’t know how and when awareness settled. Numerous
experiences within the third space where | have been
breathing — somewhere between the Turko-Germanic-
American existence, prompted transformations in me.
Some were soul-shaking, others had a passing impact. My
poems reflect the nuances for you and for me, such as
“before her end” and “goodbye, mom” as opposed to
“Loneliness”’and “the backyard circus.” As you will
conclude, two states of being connect them all: love and
melancholy. The same two human conditions always
defined my persona. In Trance, | entrust my poetic
narrations the immense responsibility of tending to my
inner child’s elations and miseres. The urge to listen to
them now has a simple reason behind it: | chose to
experience a trance-like state in the direction of life through
them. As for the encouragement to voice them, it came
from a most treasured friend — with the following words by
the American poet, Mary Oliver (b. 1935): “Instructions for
living a life: Pay attention. Be astonished. Tell about it.”
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|\/|y poems tell you about a life passed by me, at the same
time — with their mere appearance in this book, they
announce to you and me a life | decided to live. Whether
their construct is in English, German or Turkish, I deeply
hope you will recognize your own stories in them.
However, | wish you will mostly relate to the poems of
rejoice and not need to seek solace in those where | mirror
deep sadnesses.

As for me, 1 have long ago made a lifetime commitment to
love. Better yet, one was made for my inner child before
birth. And, I am not done with melancholy as of yet, either.
For it, too, was predetermined. | must be confusing you
right now. Allow me to explain:

Hulya, a novel authored by Oguz Ozdes (1920-1979)
found my mom’s hands during a very difficult time in her
life. Though diagnostic procedures were quite limited, her
mother was thought to have a sudden onset of ovarian
cancer — her death ensued soon after. (Years later, the
same cancer type was to claim my mother’s life.) During
my grandmother’s illness, my mom had become pregnant
with her second child — me. | never asked my mom why
she read this romantic prose during her pregnancy. For
Hilya is one of the saddest literary works | have ever
encountered or used as a material for my teaching. The
protagonist lives and dies in agony of her all-consuming
love for a married man. It turned out that the period of my
life soon after | first met my namesake book, marked itself
for me as a time of one of my most tragic losses. Still,
wherever | move to, whatever | give away or throw out, my
personal copy is always with me. It was, after all,
autographed by the author himself, solely for me — not
because my name happened to be the same as his novel’s
title. It was, rather, because his nephew had back then just
entered my life to become another most treasured friend.
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From my precious belonging — the back of the third
edition, | give you first in its original Turkish and then, in
my own English translation Hilya’s synopsis by the author,
whose memory is still utterly dear to me:

“Bu roman1 okurken, hassas ve mustarip Hiilya’ya
muhabbetinizi, onun kaderine gdzyaslarinizi
esirgemiyeceksiniz.”

“While reading this novel, you are not going to deprive the
sensitive and emotionally anguished Hulya of your love or
of your tears for her faze.”

Love and melancholy.  Two traits that defined me
throughout my life thusfar. Not very different from Oguz
Ozdes’ Hiilya — the young woman whose tragic love
captivated my mother to the extent that she adopted her
name for me. As | have said before, | have a commitment
to love. When it comes to melancholy, | am considering a
healing interaction with it — an initiative | have already
prompted with my poems for Trance. | do intend to
accomplish a continued healing, though. To begin to
achieve such endeavor, 1 may have to write a different
ending to Hilya but to hiilya as well. And, | believe I will.
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?oreword

| call her Dr. Hilya .

It was just recently during one of our banterous exchanges
that i addressed her as such. Her education and institutional
achievements do warrant her to be addressed as Doctor,
however if you know her as i am so honored, you can not
help but feel the warmth of her humanity and spirit shine
through such containments.

Many forewords will indulge in critique of the body of
work that lies before you. To some very finite degree i do
as well, but i will not take the liberty of spoiling your
journey as you wonder and wander through the ensuing
verse laden pages and accompanying narratives.

hilya n. yilmaz is first and foremost an exemplary model of
what i feel all human beings should be, caring and
considerate. As i said earlier, she is warm, intimate and
compassionate. She exudes her concerns for life, the people
and circumstances that make this experience so grand.

In the following pages of this book you will experience the
marvel of hilya n. yilmaz, the Human Being, hiilya n.
yilmaz, the Woman, the Mother, the Daughter, the Student
and of course, the Teacher. She conveys all of these
wonder-filled personages through her writing, not only in
her Poetry, but within her carefully and insightfully worded
narratives that accomplish various works.

This book, Trance is being offered to the world in three
languages; English, Turkish and German, as denoted in its
titling. Each of these tongues do have their own distinct
romantic flavor and voice. As a Publisher i had no other
choice but to consider the possibilities of what could be
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done to further the enchanting experience for the reader by
way of exploiting the gifts of hiilya’s Life Experiences and
Education. We made agreement to offer to the reader, not
only the poetry, but the translations, for those such as
myself who do not read nor comprehend to any significant
degree, German or Turkish. | have teased her at times that
this book, Trance allows her to again do what she does best
... Give!l | believe through her particular nurturing spirit
and her attention to detail, that as a Teacher she is pretty
damn effective. She most certainly is very thorough.

hiilya’s poetry exemplifies her courage to be honest and
authentic as she shares her personal rectitude with the
reader. In getting to know her, one realizes, that in her
personal journey, she has collected many life metaphors,
memories and lessons. She effortlessly shares these gems
within her verse, thereby lending to each of us her
reflections and contemplative examinations. Her subject
matter though mostly about Human Interaction, can not
easily be dismissed. You will not help but recognize a piece
of your self sitting between the lines, wallowing betwixt the
quiet expressive adjectives, the stirring adverbs and
prepositional phrasing. In spite of her formal education, she
writes from her heart, though her need and desire to instruct
is ever present. | could say much more about this particular
entity whom i affectionately call my friend, Dr. hiilya, but, i
will leave that for you to discover for your self as you take
the voyage through the pages of Trance. In the following
pages, you will touch hiilya’s humanity, and i pray you
touch your own.

Enjoy

William S. Peters, Sr.
Inner Child Press
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Trance ~ M@ﬂ n yzﬁm:z

a few words from Atilya

| was born and raised in Turkey, a country whose formal
language is Turkish — a branch of the Ural-Altaic language
family, together with Finnish, Estonian, Hungarian,
Turkmen, Tatar and Mongolian. English is a foreign
language | have acquired after German. My discovery of
each, however, occurred within significant time intervals: |
entered the German-speaking environment in my early
childhood, whereas during my acquisition of English, | was
an adult — a young one but still an adult.

Considering that my K-12, undergraduate and masters’
degree schooling all took place in my country of birth, the
literary voice you may have expected to hear from me
would have to be “anadilim” (“my mother’s tongue” — the
English “native language”). Yet, Trance unites English,
German and Turkish in order to enable for me three
different literary voices, fulfilling their own unique roles
and functions.

Why English?

While still living in Turkey, | took English classes from the
American Language Institute in Ankara. That was in my
early twenties. Being in the same family as German — my
first acquired language, learning English seemed rather
easy to me. It was at a beginners’ level, though, where I
had — according to my own standards — achieved
proficiency before moving to the States. When | began my
doctoral studies (in Germanic Languages and Literatures),
the native-German professors were, as understandable,
happy to hear me use the target language of the program.
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Nevertheless, 1 did self-studying to advance upon my
knowledge of and proficiency in English. With no formal
classes. A fond memory comes to mind here. It was right
after | received my acceptance letter from the doctoral
program of the graduate school of my application. | knew I
just had to get better with my English competence. |
applied to the ESL program office in our area. Then, | met
the person in charge of enrollments. My letter generated
their interest, he told me. We began to communicate. In
spoken English. A few minutes later, he paused, looked up
and said — with a sweet smile: “Save your money, please.
There surely is no need for you to take any classes with
us!” For, I had no reason to think I could speak with him in
any of the two languages | knew best, | had only the third at
my service. English, thus became the language of my self-
expression in public.

Poetry, then, demanded from me to use it also for its
articulation.



Trance ~ M@ﬂ n yzﬁm:z

| had become an expert at camouflage. My
precocity allowed me, chameleonlike, to be to each
what they required me to be.

The Power of One

Bryce Courtenay
(1933-2012)
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the woman’s place™

a beauty

eyes — green, almond-shaped

thick long lashes, distinctive brows
dark radiant hair — complexion, fair
slender, waist thin — long shapely legs
a fine boned petite

intelligent

confident

forthright

articulate

a mother of two

an alien in her home land

caution! they advised:

this, a tiny town

word gets around

women heed their household
not strut their being out loud,
dare talk as good as men,

or ever know to think more

she may have been a beauty, too

maybe also a mother of two

her still warm frame screamed her youth
not much was left of her disfigured face
marred, the rest

an alley kitchen’s door — temporary home
under heaps of garbage refuse
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a random incident! they said
the new teacher, the one out of town
who lived on, by and to her own

only then she saw the color of warning:
this, a tiny town

women heed their household

not strut their being out loud,

dare to talk as good as men,

or ever know to think more

*“the woman’s place” is a poem inspired by noir and
imitates the voice of a detective. An actual murder of a
young woman had, however, taken place in an ultra
conservative small town in Turkey where my father was
serving as a veterinary doctor. Back then only a toddler, |
heard their account of the incident many years later.
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minds, contaminated>

female virginity
eternal purity
its lack: the primary taboo

before during after matrimony

timeless obsession
ageless restrain
tireless phobia

true loves chained
vibrant lives ruined

oh, my sweet home country
depossess your manhood already
conceive your women in whole
remember the wisdom they wore
countless centuries before

see the substance beyond the frame
stop being a fool of inordinate fame
make yourself a new name

the bodies are never the ones to blame

*In “minds contaminated,” I touch upon a dilemma that
causes suppression of world’s women, not only in ‘my
sweet home country” — Turkey, an otherwise utmost
beautiful corner on earth.
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adapt

your mother, in bed to her death
aborting on your mind
lacked nourishment for the one inside

she lived

your hug warmed her a ring
tears uttered sadness in disguise

a premature bundle of bones
dark-haired body wrinkled

no contest to your first-born:

a striking baby boy

handsomely white from head to toe

yet your love was the same
with it though soon the dominance came

not that wear this, lend grace to your walk
feet in tight distance, not back and forth
arms on the side, in sync with the rest
harmonize

fine, a left-handed tote, if a must

adjust shoulder well — of course both
head up, relax neck
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never inside the lids: liner outside

mascara on occasion, when required

skip color on the lips; omit the blush, too
hide acne, for sure; a powder stroke, or two

henna is a must! accent the eggplant hue
keep it long keep it loose, not below the waist!
apparent lack of height — no need to emphasize

he is the first ever, not to forget too young,
a bookish boy to boost; spoiled an only child
his mother over-demands; aunt too much of a socialite

stop meeting every day

mom, you know i have
although for each moment i crave
as i am anything but strong or brave

11
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good willed but...*

we ate this girl’s head*
no cannibalistic act

parental failure

*The first line (“Biz bu kizin basimi yedik” in Turkish) is a
regretful remark to or behind a child whose life quality
parenting mistakes may have compromised.

12
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love gone wrong (Pantun®)

often advice is given on self-respect
what though are each of the selves’ conditions?
Is it feasible to uniformly expect

the tyranny of one fits all admonitions?

*Pantun is defined as a Malay poetic form with love being
its most common theme, embodying an abab rhyme
schemed quatrain with each line consisting of eight to
twelve syllables. The claim is there may be a display of a
semantical disconnect between the first and the second two
lines, although a relation of some nature is evident.

13
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raising a wife

his love, never fallen into her
evident to both for long

her hurtful honesty from the outset
then no longer

only at the end

no wasted effort on his part

all had to go along his way

yet, she, resolute

reared in full idiocy

brought up in static obedience
accommodating — except for the self
gratifying — except for the self

catering to him incessantly
catering to his household
catering to his profession
catering tirelessly

catering

14
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his

ego

grew

more and more

just more and more

as

as were

as were such

as were such growth

as were such growth at all

as were such growth at all possible

one day she was no longer
body intact for sure

yet she was no longer

she was no

she was

she

15
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Curse

1
“You’ll find your demise!”

| have.
As has he.
Ahead of me.

| of selfless love.

Weak in breakage.

Was the innocent heart not already my demise?
| of selfless love.

2

She loves him.

Where, though, is the sun?

The water?

Air?

Blame is upon me.

Blame is always upon me.
My own curses do agree.

16
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anatomy of a divorce*

onto death i want to lay the self
my One and Only’s hope eyes erase the bed
before the head makes contact

onto death i want to lay the self
deadlock is all i feel

what have i become

what though had i been

the husband . . . former already
weary, distraught, ruined
my One and Only’s sun face takes a shadow now and again

it all began with her inside me

love took off to eternity with her every smile

my only precious bond to life

for whom i pushed aside the self

not one small regret

the one for whose hope death does not get me today

i made us a home, i glorified it

on my own for long, too long of many years
filling in for all marital lack:

a promise is a promise after all!

years left, tens of years passed away

multiplied into trying decades

once looked aback, there exists a husband . . .

my One and Only’s sun face takes a shadow now and again
her graceful not yet disheartened soul wound up

on the verge of a leap onto her own life

but. .. how about . ..

17
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no, no, not possible!

once my One and Only is no longer home
having set onto her own path

the husband and i . . .

ways of ours ever so apart

how long, until where?

if the self can remain as self, that is!

onto death i want to lay the self
my One and Only’s hope eyes erase the bed
before the head makes contact

onto death i want to lay the self
deadlock is all i feel

what have i become

what though had i been

* “anatomy of a divorce” has been previously published
under the title “twinning with Munch” in Pastiche, The
magazine of the OLLI at Penn State Writers Special
Interest Group, Issue 5, Spring 2012.
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a guide

All see it with ease
A rare gem of a daughter

He? The ego wins

*With this Haiku, | am re-visiting an issue very near to my
heart — an occurrence often overlooked among parents: our
children are a gift to us — a borrowed gift. They are their
own persons, with their own feelings and thoughts, entitled
to make their own choices. Unless anything about their life
initiatives presents the risk of hurting them, we, as parents,
owe them one feat: to treat them as we want or need to be
treated by them.

19
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imbalance

Loved? Siiphesiz!*
Cared for? Stiiphesiz!
Respected? Stiphesiz!
A son’s finances: hooked to a lifetime support.

The daughter somehow must breathe without.

*sliphesiz (a Turkish adverb in negation): "with no doubt.”
The poem articulates my subdued critique of patriarchal
mentality — indiscriminative of any cultural entity.
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why now ?

re-married
three hundred eighty four months long
half a sorrow year after his love of life

nerved aggressive insult-full
he’s had it with her, now he concludes

the son the daughter-in-law
financed throughout their lives
a mere few blocks down

can’t stay there...

besides...

desires to be on his own

with the daughter

in the midst of her life struggle
after prolonged decades
continents away

impossible!

too much resentment
if for nothing else...

21
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One cannot step twice in the same river.
Heraclitus

(ca. 540 — ca. 480 BCD)
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when love is everything*

among long-time friends once again
enduring the familiar left-side pain
decades surpassed their centuries
the hurt remains the same

an Immortal Beloved* crafted life
birthed death ever so keen
a blazing desire in-between

oh geh mit, geh mit*
oh accompany me, accompany me

Hebuterne* embraced the call
Plath* followed it with ease
Claudel* suffered a living disease

King Edward VI1I1* stunned the monarchy
etched to memory for lives to come:

the essence negates all that is told
nourishes from the authentic self;

sates and attains for evermore,

absolute ecstasy at the core.

For love is everything.
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*Romantic love, to me, is an eternal state of being. As
such it can only be conceived — nothing to explain or to
describe. Staying true to my conviction, with this poem, |
am merely pointing out love’s impact on some of the most
famous personalities and their lives.

*Immortal Beloved: A masterpiece created from love
letters by Ludwig van Beethoven (an 18" century German
composer and pianist). “oh geh mit, geh mit” are lines
from the work with their English translations following in
the next line.

*Jeanne Hébuterne: An early 20™ century French artist who
is known to have jumped to her death with her unborn child
upon the death of her love — the Italian painter and sculptor
Amedeo Modigliani.

*Sylvia Plath: A 20" century American writer of poetry
and prose who is known to have committed suicide after
losing the love of her husband — the English poet and
children’s writer Ted Hughes.

*Camille Claudel: A 20™ century French sculptor and
graphic artist who is claimed to have been committed to a
mental institution for longer periods of time after her
married love — the sculptor Auguste Rodin ended their
relationship.

*King Edward VIII (1894-1972), the Duke of Windsor, has
famously abdicated in order to wed Mrs. Wallis Simpson,
who was married at the time.
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memories on call again

an ordinary day

to class as decades before

time has since not been the same
nor remained unchanged the space

a campus nook
age-resistant couples

sweet tender hugs — everlasting
even temporary break up — hard to bear

head turns fast away

heart wishes to stay

bitter-sweet fossil tears hide

the smile attempting to grow inside

first love
shattered
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barren no more

once a creek of bountiful flow
though lacking the dew the evening mist too
among the countless drying away

endured in abundance
snow-craving winters
rain-thirsty springs
long parched summers

yearning in solemn unease

a cloudburst then passed her impasse
through thick innumerable trees

amid myriads of blanketing streams
soaked one by one the bone-dry leaves

each of its caressing drop in gait
eased her drought of eternal wait
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once obsessed

effort opens my eyes to a new morning
the old armchair of your fondness
stands alone pitiful sad lonely

in sight of my sorrow

even the sea bans its music

has demands from the blue clouds
commands they strip their vibrant dance
abandons those daring in cheer to commence

your first-time pleading eyes
your private invite in disguise...

my self-resentment never learned to set me free
self blames my alter ego in times of desperate misery

pathetic sense of innocence!
senseless pathos over purity!
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evasion

the day fades anew
high moments and banalities recede
evening hours set in
hand in hand with that familiar pain

sadness rules

simple and intense:

i miss you

want you

yet you distance

detach

evade

i merely want your breath next to mine
perhaps...

just perhaps...
a little while longer
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alive ?

body numb
mind on hold
voice in tremor
extremities, on ice
violent shaking
head spinning

air dried out

when will the eyes infer

ears finally heed...

how hot the blaze on the corpse?
how deep the gash in the heart?
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postponing the self

waited
from the outset

dared to cite

a woman’s invite to unite

an elite member of times long past
from the Empire of the Ottomans at last

the choice though had been made firm
no hope was left to affirm

waited
from the outset

this time it is the end

must stop wishing to further extent
for tomorrow’s ills are yet to be met
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How ?

| changed; they so tell me.

How can the before be without you?
| smile as if a cry; they so tell me.
How can bliss survive without you?

My vigor, long lost; they so tell me;
that I must try harder to revive myself.
The self is ripped from its sustenance.
How can there be life without you?

My youth is the hope; they so tell me;

that the pain will ease when older.

| am buried alive without you.

How can I endure time; they won’t tell me!
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wishing for

a call
aline

a sight
presence

to reminisce

exchange

interact

argue

part

settle

reunite

recompense caress

love with no end be loved

solo living for freedom for ease
its thorns oft long to displease
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fictive mind

last night sleepless for my rare trip to a vacation

a popular television show attracted my full attention
a woman falls in love with a man: a couple quite becoming
his news reaches her before no return:

ex-girlfriend is expecting

he confesses in grave anguish

he must stand by the mother of his baby

five months for both are still ahead...maybe...

the inescapable force of all forces falls upon her

Eros had long ago chosen him for a custom-cast spell
“my heart will get broken,” she knows —

“what if, though, it is all worth it?”

today on the road Sezen offered me her Turkish soul song
“I couldn’t know I would hurt you by loving you so”
the agony of her love destined to be a no go

expectant and fulfilled arrival at my breathing space
i did not travel light for a three night room and board
put to shame the record of my ten-day case for abroad

my first night out

i put on a black sleeveless midi dress

threw over a blood orange whole-body shawl
heavy glimmer jewelry accompanied to impress
black open-toe shoes high-heeled quite décolleté
may have been in vain for a woman dining alone
as far as the judgments would wonder in stress
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this soul ascertained to tell itself a different tale

it was there with you donning a smile of enormous scale
with each of the slow sips

its unending delectable wine

its mind dove deeper to a smooth rain-washed lake,
rather divine

it then devoured the immaculate sunset for two

before its inventive eyes

oh, by the way, it wasn’t all black or blood orange on me

there too was something bright red inside...
my bleeding heart
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the coward self

sorrow — sly — lurks near by

walls ring the primeval blame calls
not one sight no other sound

lungs choke in leap for healing breath
blood left the body far ahead

curses, you ceaseless thirst!
you cruelest yearning!
curses to you, you youless i!
born a half

loved less

destined to live as more

mourn in reproductive regret
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love first

what color his room?
where his desk, favorite chair?

the embrace mattered
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anguish

a new dawn breaks
seas join the infinity of mountains and dales
the agony of missing you
slithers, sobbing, in to me, and pales
a distinct whisper in the wind
lends me in pity our final breath
before it denounces my lifelong commitment

with no hope for a further fulfillment
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leaving it to fantasy...

aching anew for his skin on mine
soft intense surprise-filled caress
yearning lips that never miss
the silkiest whisper of “yes?”

each time i utter his name

childlike smile in his eyes

in step with his handsome face
starting on those shapely feet

in invite to dance along with grace

wipes away my internal tears

appeases in faint promise to ease...
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my love

doesn’t long for another

for the beloved is in the breath
surrenders with zealous passion
as the beloved is as was once

doesn’t force life onto death

while the beloved brings the breath
doesn’t die with each passing day
as do those who with ease forget

is a promise from the core
defies time until skins decay
the beloved is found anew
however with a tragic delay

submits until the last breath
without pushing life to death
doesn’t die day by day

while still taking in and out a breath
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denial

gaps in comprehension
dryness in the throat
sense of paralysis
rapid heartbeat
the mouth, parched
memories’ eyes, resolute

lungs gasp for air, stabs here and there

could never say goodbye
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illusion ?

clad in yearning once again

several decades lived apart

unaged heart still seeks its twin
vindictive nights elapse in vain

soul’s devotion surpasses the frame
relents unwilling in submission and pain

yet...

incessant the night — won’t want to end
the day somehow won’t want to ascend

clad in yearning once again
determined the memories — not one a waste

but...

has love indeed ever taken flight?
have two hearts pulsated as one?
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acryinred

don’t be burning, oh heart, don’t be yearning
for those who omit a love like yours
mistake dear life for a faithful gift

survive on dead commands adrift

refuse dismay, oh heart, reject despair
your fireball tears must promptly cease
you will not always be ablaze

one bright dawn will soon lend you a gaze

don’t be burning, oh heart, don’t be yearning
you loved at the core to self-annihilate

what difference does it all ever make
someday also this burn will abate
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dying to life*

heart slows its beat
blood rushes to head

at every grasp of the loss
asleep awake

or in a dreaming state

ears deafen to sounds

eyes blind to colors

voice trembles steady tears
food serves to deaden the thirst

elation departs

eternal craving remains behind and keeps on and on

death comes

oh yes, it comes

but not to kill
condemns to life

the undying void inside

**dying to life” has been previously published under the
title of “Elegy — 3” in the September 2013 issue of the

Inner Child Magazine.
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I don’t regret what | have lived,
My anger is possibly because of
what I haven’t been able to...

Nazim Hikmet Ran
(1902-1963)
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dis-ease*

today
gratitude stays away

"dis-ease" -

some instruct me to call it
those whom it does not visit
by no means "disease"!

twenty-four hours
year after year after year
constant companion

fatigue, aches, fatigue, pains, fatigue, disorientation, fatigue

work gets done
must make a living
at what cost?

triple the rest

to do only the least

reminiscing

Hannelore Kohl**

sun drains energy

body's defective demands
merely that

today
gratitude can stay away
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*”dis-ease” has been previously published under the same
title in Pastiche, The magazine of the OLLI at Penn State
Writers Special Interest Group, Issue 6, Spring 2013.
*Hannelore Kohl (1933-2001), wife of former German
Chancellor Helmut Kohl, suffered from a debilitating
allergy to light.
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the dead and the living*

my mother's grave, lost
too many look alikes since then

yet his dog finds his

*A 2012 news of a dog that wouldn’t leave the grave of his
owner for six years inspired me to write this poem. My
mother who died of undetected ovarian cancer at the age of
fourty-eight was buried in Istanbul, Turkey on a reserved
family lot. Not being able to visit her grave is an ongoing
emotional turmoil for me. Even if | were to live on her
continent, I would be lost on that vast compound. Yet, this
dog didn’t and wouldn’t.
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cancer was more loyal*

Lilia, mein Schatz*
you won’t know me
| left too soon

you were born of love and longing too strong
made me feel immortal by your side
merely a year though is all we had aside

a young woman you are now, no longer fragile
beautiful bright and loved very much

the precious darling in my arms back when
showering me with tiny beams of joy so immense
shaming even cancer of its ugly unwavering request

it is your birthday today

can’t be there for you again this sorrowful mom
but don’t be sad, mein Schatz, you are not alone
the one your eyes locked on in a time long past

a basement, my in-laws, on a cold summer night
when we both cradled your newly born delight
the one who perhaps mirrored me to you

for the color of her skin, hair and eyes’ hue
whose both arms better secured you many a meal
before you glided to a sleep very deep and real
embraces you with both of our loves combined
whom I whispered to you in her mother’s tongue
you know, mein Schatz, you met her online anew
the one who signs her e-mails hilya teyze* for me and you
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* I wrote “cancer was more loyal” to honor the memory of
my long-deceased cousin, Yasemin in my imagination of
what she would have said to her daughter on any of her
birthdays, had she not been robbed by a fatal cancer of any
opportunity beyond a mere one year to celebrate her baby's
much sought birth.

*mein Schatz (German): my treasure, often used as a
nickname for a loved one

*Teyze (Turkish): maternal aunt but also an endeared non-
biological aunt
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primal pain*

no womb to take the tears to

the hurt above you —

only a petite full-grown

a premature fetal fist

forced to let it lurk

inside the three hundred ninety grams
as well the mere seven pounds

and not once not twice nor the nth time

but a content and eternal guest in you

*In its intent, “primal pain” is an apolitical writing, from
line one to the end. Its imagery may, however, lead to
wrong conclusions. My interest in composing this piece
was of pure personal nature: immense emotional pain that
led me to spiritual death — from which | came back. Again.
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Sinopem*

the homeland enters the main vein
her scent floods to each body cell
one stunning aroma after another

i thirst in hunger pangs

etched to memory in blood and flesh

the magic of my early life

often asleep — head should feel sore

however when awake cold or ache no more
blanket soaking in her perfume

pillow, one of softest feathers

“snow falls upon who sleeps” she whispers...

one corner — a distinctive delight
a town in unison with its sea
unlocks the long suppressed

there!

it stretches to the harbor in cheer

main street down tea gardens of yesteryear

Divan café — loyal as ever before

hugs the aged salt factory to affectionately mend
guards before the old prison the compliant inner bay
not at all anxious by its fast descending bend

sates with secrets-devouring treats

my childhood eyes and arousing sighs

on loads and loads of mouth-watering plates

a huge piece of Revani* — apt for my sweet-tooth-fame
topped with natural ice cream of vanilla beans
delights generation after generation after generation
eight in total the loved ones of mine

51



?ny Poetic %mpecﬁuey & Voice ~ Enﬂ/iyﬁ

farther away lies the town’s aorta

the legendary passage to famed Ada

coveting April 23" parades of ribbon bouquets

on Cocuk Bayrami — Festival of Children...

flows in sync with streets wide open alleys unseen
carries along a dear one of mine

to the heart’s mind scene by scene

my eyes lock on the trail to the highest peak
one modest look to the left or the right
the sea struts its azure wealth and might

and there a breath away

dons mysteries that spectacular house
bricks worn out shutters ashen hue

still erect in humility though

vies few more breaths to accrue

ornate transoms eye the vastness of the sky
their weathered glances down upon the sea
the soil tender as a new mother’s caress
depleted tree roots soon to finally rest

as have those who were put there abreast

my heart wanders off to the faded print:

wide steps to a wooden tall entry door

a stately man — fedora briefcase handsome face
my uncle by his leg — a mere toddler

a Shirley Temple though Turkish — my mother
her tiny gleaming face ever so bright

glued to the colossal front window
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my grandmother’s beauty in the dark

on her lap my other uncle — her youngest
his cruel damaged pre-natal heart

cut off too soon his contagious delight

next to me
the unique scent of my mother
the warmest warmth of her soul

*Sinop/e of the Turkish Black Sea — my adoptive birthplace
—is the country’s only peninsula. “Sinopem” is a self-
coined wordplay for which | resorted to the Turkish
possessive “m” suffix in order to hint at the reference “my
Sinop” — as a possession of the poetic 1. This small
picturesque town is where seven generations on my mother
side lived and died, where I, also will have my final home.

*Revani: A traditional Turkish dessert made of semolina

and heavy syrup.
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before her end*

two calls came — in sequence

heart depressed the potential pain

the swelling in her abdomen subsided
a surgery thus was scheduled again
not to worry standard procedure
but...if possible...to pay a visit...

soon

means were scarce — mere students

economy tickets sold out, visa for Turks rare
impossibilities when in a time bound

friends secured business travel

he of the German consulate opened Saturday doors
failed to note the name of his soul-filled eyes
would have thanked him with my life otherwise

seven and some hours on the plane

will she be in a stretcher
wheelchair perhaps — she is tough
to shorten the space between us
add hours to our remaining time

no sight of her at the airport...

two family friends alone

in the distance — far behind the security line
expressionless faces
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the check-point officer tosses my passport

to a hit to the ground

as soon as its cover shouts to him my ethnic origin
succeeds to distract my anticipation of unbearable sorrow
until i am in the vicinity of my road companions

faint forced smiles in condescending hugs
one drives the other attempts to tell me gently...

my uncle — her brother and anesthesia specialist
her surgeon — a longtime acquaintance

along with assisting doctors

meet me outside for mundane pleasantries

with a large medical personnel entourage

i enter the hospital

the tallest, hesitant, whispers as if i were not there:
has she ever been...

hears his key colleague’s confident reply:

no but my niece is utterly strong

too long of a corridor, quiet ice cold bare walls

her eyes when they see mine

her attack on all her life connections
her hands signaling to write

“I am dying. Let this end already!”
doctors activate the life machine anew

before the medications silence her with force
determined, she grabs another paper — pen was never let go
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“Let this end already! I am dying.”

heavy sedation
eleven days and a half

and i

just sat there

soundless soulless lifeless

allowed my traumatized senses spin me to a nothing

in her death-bed she was sounder than all of us combined

thirty-two years five months twenty-one days ago
her last breath exited her body

on the date her only surviving first family

her beloved brother

the anesthesiologist of her final two surgeries

had been born

*It is a tragic fact for me but nothing is a product of my
imagination in this story-poem, “before her end”.
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goodbye, mom*

for the sake of saving me
both dear men succumbed to your iron will
a child’s tale — one after another

oh, how i resented them

the growing abdomen before my wedding date
cancer’s fast spreading rage
your sacrifice of your right to suffer

belittling was for you the end

a chiseled note a bare concrete
though on a vast family compound
intruders step on precious ground
laid in tears by generations abound

1 haven’t been there in too long of a while
i don’t even think i want to find it

not an easy subject, that i know

an unfortunate taboo it was with you

your granddaughter is aware
she has courage

she is brave

her soul heard the ache in mine
tears of red did with ease define

i never had a chance for a goodbye
your granddaughter will escape that fate
hence the clause in my living will

her silent scream will not be as shrill

~*~
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*Like “before her end,” also ”goodbye, mom,” has no
fictional element in it.
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void

I put it in the full — didn’t take it
I put it in the empty — didn’t fill it

Turkish hence negotiates
“a dilemma of rather minor mess”
though this one is of grand magnitude

[13%2]

1” picks this lore of folk nevertheless

this matter is one of lost identity
the claim is it reigned with dignity

knighted an “I”” with distinction

a mere “1”? what a superstition!

when the wise asked why then...
the slap hit it hard, carved it to pieces
baffled the fragments of its tiny heart

it then thrust its “1” in grief aside
for it saw there never was an “I” inside
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You need chaos in your soul
to give birth to a dancing star.

Friedrich Nietzsche
(1844-1900)
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Loneliness*
“My loneliness is filled with people,” Kafka

Loneliness once:

Nighttimes —the worst, amid winter darkness.

Days end in haste.

Day-ends prolong like childhood’s gummy sweets

in the hands of street vendors, looking unkempt, unwashed,
lips not even touching the mom-water cup,

yet, devouring in full trust

those stretchy rainbow-colored sugar treats.

Loneliness now:

Filled with sounds of indecipherable joy

two person bed in the morning, two person bed at night
Quiet at nighttime but witness to a commotion at dawn...
The family of birds, greeting each new day

in non-stop frenzy

housed in my bedroom’s right corner window crevice,
frantic back and forth wing-clapping

chirping

twitching

beak-to-wall-knocking

fighting off intruders.

How many birds were victims to slings

of childhood’s neighborhood boys,

wood and ribbon killers of baby aviators

on their way to flying classes.

Loneliness now:
Filled with sounds of indecipherable joy.

~*~
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*”Loneliness” has been previously published with the same
title in Pastiche, The magazine of the OLLI at Penn State
Writers Special Interest Group, Issue 6, Spring 2013.
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the backyard circus

an outdoors person, i have never been
i despise crawling flying intruders on my side
but i refuse the snap of a hand or slap by a finger

S0 i stay inside — for my cute little actors don’t abide

the squirrel feeder and its fancy servings
keep the small bird cafe in peaceful distance

humming wonder owns its own, for instance

all designed to have for each an orderly procession...

i have it here! no need for film or theater production

i take to my lazy chair in my living room to write
a loge corner, offers a cozy clear view to outside
i avoid the slightest beep, fear the storm window glass

will begin to tattle-tale my spy-like acts of high class

before i start i give outdoors a chance in a glance

and what do i see?
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squirrels acrobat on at beneath the birds’ territory,
although they glide

bunnies circle around near under an array of supplies,
won’t abide

sparrows wrens peck whatever is left

on squirrel turf from before

a cardinal too large for the avian diner

pleads in a jagged shout

then flops its wings in a dance of grace

to a red forevermore

gangs of crows inch closer,

bully for a quick bite off snack

for a calmer spot opts the chipmunk

for it trusts me and my patio in full

it has known for long a secret fact:

my decorative pebbles mean a safe hide

and there never comes a sneaky mean strike
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Tanka*

waiting on the dock
after a trying workday
warm, tranquil, sweet home...
fountains of impish waves

surprise! shouts a speeding boat

*A “Tanka” — akin to the American “cinquain” is a poem
with a strict syllable pattern (5-7-5-7-7). The expectation is
for the final two lines to introduce a surprising turn. The
2013 National Poetry Writing Month prompt inspired me to
a poem. Then a video on YouTube, “Big Waves Takes
Women by Surprise” practically wrote it for me.
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Suffocation no more

A life of convenience. Beyond 4000 square feet.
Privileged. Secured. Drawn — his future’s map.
Dark window covers.

Tinted windows.

Black shutters.

Then...

there is you

my love on you
your love and you
the skin-tight you

a gift nearby from afar

where the sun wakes up the sea
and the sea tucks in the sun

the yearning — unceasing...
yes, oh yes

the sun does set...
but it rises anew again
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sole soul travel*

hours of road monotony
the GPS — self-imposed dictatorship
tired, bored, no more beauty in the snow

then...

a private gateway,

a much anticipated spectacle:

The Inn.

A compelling magnificence.

No need for a color, shade, or a hue;
a winter embrace of splendor;

the smolder of her fireplace...

| feel home.

Spacious beyond the eye’s territory,
not at all an inn of limits;
high-risers’ luxury at hand,

many may deem impersonal,

out of futile habit: This, a B&B?

| feel home.

Eloquent, the host — the hostess, of elegance.

The puppy acts like one yet outsizes me.

Struck by grave illness, the eldest feline

each night in my Victorian space.

She, too, will break hearts, never to replace the pieces.
Just like my Russian Blue, Duman.
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A mere three days’ span...
listening

inhaling

seeing

the authentic self

outside its tested and testing
fragmented, fragmenting
judged, judging

rushed, rushing

shell-self.

I am home.

*It was during one of my short break-away trips in the
midst of a rather harsh winter that | discovered a magical
soul-nourishing setting, a manor-sized Bed&Breakfast right
on Chesapeake Bay. I wrote “sole soul travel” in the “Play
It Again Sam” cafe in the nearby Chestertown. The
revisions | made for Trance are minimal.
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afresh*

splashes of light waves
hit the dry land on short loan

I revive again

*While | love to travel to discover new world beauties in
people and landscape, | lack the time. My most favorite
remedy to soothe my longing to escape life’s monotonous
ills is driving to nearby distances in the peak of winter —
during my semester-break, as | have done before my poem
“sole soul travel” existed. The Haiku “afresh” came about
after my exhausted soul had a chance to revive itself in one
of the most spectacular (if not the only one) Bed&Breakfast
establishments in Bemus Point, NY.
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grey™
“We write to taste life twice,” Anais Nin*

glamorous empty wishes
drowning unknowns
vain convictions
nonstop doubts
tribulations

Black and white.

darkness of self-pity lifts

soul resolves to don scents galore

a dappled bouquet glazed in mirth

clears the canvas off ills though in uproar
at the stroke of the pen

grey emerges

*Anais Nin was a 20" century American author. Two of
her most known works are Delta of Venus and Little Birds.
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Bir Taneme*

with you

life embellished itself
laughter came strong
tears did stall

the sun found me
water began to run
air turned pure

I, however, burdened your light
once you no longer were a child
gave you many sad tears to shed
for you, my darling, they were not meant

you are forgiving, you understand
you even saw it all from my end

you are my sun
my water
my air

don’t you ever despair

for this fortunate woman

loved pained and elated

lived all of life’s beauties to bear
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*”Bir Taneme” in Turkish translates as “To my one and
only.” My only child, a daughter, is what constitutes my
life and love in its ultimate conception and materialization.
The second stanza unravels an emotional suffering she has
gone through and presents me — or any poetic | — as the one
with all the responsibility for that past predicament. When,
in fact, however, her tremendous hurt came about on
account of a tragically mishandled divorce.
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annenden*

my mother in grief over the fate of her own
feared i must leave before i came

my melancholy had thus been inborn

don’t you ever think we four are the same!

i sorrowed after her in profound dismay
and the special two of whom you know
but also myself as it once was a whole

i of accidental life
a can* torn from its canan*

you of sought for breath
a dear canan to your can

set yourself to evade your ills
sail your heart to eternal bliss
life is stunning, as it is arduous
hurt is real, so are love’s thrills

there will be an array of crossroads

keep on the paths you call your own

don’t let a friend or foe confine you
whether with a mate or lover of value

lend esteem to a dost* through and through
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*Writing a volumunous book about and for my daughter —
an incredible human being — would be an easy task. She,
however, is too modest to be in such a spotlight.

*annenden (Turkish): From your mother; can (Turkish):
Life; soul; canan (Turkish): The beloved; dost (Persian-
Urdu-Hindi-Turkish): Gender-neutral friend
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Mourning for Innocence*

This time they were saved, the babies.
The killer, dead.
Timely.

Unlike the one who had aspired to live
for several rounds too many.

Oh, you innocent souls.

Sweet gifts of life. Future’s treasures.
The present was stolen from you.

A mere one digit past yours was.

This stranger’s heart refutes your final moments’ terror.
Etches instead your enchanting smiles forever.

*When the Sandy Hook Elementary School shooting
occurred on my birthday in 2012, I couldn’t get my horrific
scenarios-filled, imagined images out of my mind. When
the pictures of the murdered children surfaced, | knew I had
to write about them. Otherwise, their beautiful faces and
the fact of their senselessly wasted and violently ended
lives were going to keep breaking my heart again and
again. “Mourning for Innocence” begins with a reference
to the Quebec daycare shooting in 2013 during which
armed attack — thankfully — no child was killed.
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Elation*

bursting balloons wrapped in rainbow
carry the darkness up and away
splashes of refreshed, vivid colors
force the thunder clouds astray

arms wide extended, prancing to and from
myriads of rejoined, bracing town squares
shadows packed, locked, sent missing
more destruction, the storm no longer dares

frolicking wills move in instead

afar, nearby, nearing, or there

honed by the warmest, keenest of hearts
to soar over you, with utmost care.
Your new lives will not be bare.

*”Elation” has been published on July, 2013 under the
same title in Twist of Fate, an international charity
anthology by Indies In Action.
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You Are Not Alone*

the skies may now appear as night
not much is left erect in sight
sorrow and destruction abound
whenever you look around

while despair may rise its ugly head
many cycles of sunshines still await
as in the hearts of those who here pen
these lines of care and encouragement

you don’t know us, and we, not you

through our minds, though, we unite

with these words, we do embrace

all together what you have to face

you will, thus, begin a promising phase

inside a new home you will soon call your place.

*Like “Elation,” “You Are Not Alone” has also been
published on July, 2013 in Twist of Fate, an international
charity anthology by Indies In Action.
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a rare gratitude*

we mourn those killed whether by nature or human hands
are often quick to form groups of support

join in the pain in any way we can

honor collaborate reach out

yet
we forget

in the face of the ease

amid traffic on electronic space

who gave us the chance to compensate

for the tremendous loss of any violent decease?

the reporting souls for whom we tend to beget
outbursts of thunder fire but also twister effect
for we frequently resent

the tongue the style in their accounts

no further consideration we lend:

they are the ones we shall neglect!

there has been twice a ferocious whirling wind
uprooting helpless humans, many deceased

none though remained a mere number

there were infinite mourners

joined by precious young life

one of whom was amazed to face

how the living chose to commemorate
their dead in warm circles of those alive
greeted hope for new lives in full embrace
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destruction and loss was vast in extent
volunteers of numerous count fast went

we onlookers non-locals
akin souls of continents called alien
were able to mediate in penning our appeal

for we have learned of your sorrow

from thankless efforts of journalism

professed by those who exist far and wide

who have not let your acute ills and needs slide

* Inspiration for “a rare gratitude” came to me from the
discrete substance numerous journalists delivered during
and after the horrifying May and June 2013 tornado hits in
Oklahoma, U.S. During the time, an array of poets and
writers from various parts of the world - as | have — were
working on our contributions to create the charity
anthology, Twist of Fate by Indies In Action — now a
published book.
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headlines: as good as it gets ?
world

Afghan children killed by Nato...
10 children and two women...
air strike...

UK urges calm over N Korea crisis...
despite the paranoid rhetoric emanating from Pyongyang...

Cairo clashes Coptic funerals...
of four Coptic Christians...
killed in sectarian violence...

Kerry warns Iran time is limited...
on its nuclear programme...
U.S. delays missile test over tension with North Korea...

the U.S.

new recruits combat sexual assault in the Air Force...
the first gun in America...

a mere scan reading —
violence war

war violence

more war more violence

Kansas Set To Enact Law
Saying Life Starts At Fertilization...

what if...

we were to first acknowledge
life in those already been born?
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no I*

grave despair

ailment-laden days lacking means
career a dead-end labor-rich post

private life made believe

the alternative?
his sole question...

you loved twice they have gone their ways
sole stronghold your mother no longer
brother wedded father remarried

he worried...

on a pedestal same as the brother
they would know the best

she resolved

forced aside the heart’s un-yearning
stayed on and on and on

until the rope of old teachings
sprang back where she had left a blank

inhaled
exhaled
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exhaled again
again and again

lived
in euphoria

on the path of the spirit — the authentic one
freed once again from post-natal melancholy
in a triumphant attempt to pre-empt

the resolve of

grave despair

*A 2013 NaPoWriMo, National Poetry Writing Month
prompt gave me the inspiration to write “grave despair” in
the literary technique called “in medias res” — beginning
and ending with the same word. From that starting point,
with the help of information in Encyclopedia Britannica, |
made the attempt to adopt the corresponding narrative
technique instead. In sum, one immediately delves in to a
situation critical in or for life, exposes previously occurred
events as flashbacks and later develops the exposed.
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final nostalgia*

rainbows repleting
splashed by the waves of my daily walks
soul out of its cage in ecstasy prances in trance along
my shadow, secured, seeks a reunion once more
still spry in high heels my frolicking essence
soars over the town square inside its sea
honed by the keenest of primal senses

awaits a vision in ultimate plea

*The object of my primordial yearning in “final nostalgia”
is, once again the peninsular Turkish town, Sinop.
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all German Poetry is followed by translation into English.
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a few words from Atilya

The earliest memory | have of Germany has a view from
the shoulders of my father. With passers-by looking at me
with  smiles. The next 1is “eine grosse Tafel
Milchschokolade” (a large bar of milk chocolate) right
under my nose, with my tiny hands protecting a big and
thick slice of powder-sugared cake from being taken away
from me (1 am sure there is an ownership certificate for the
term “sweet tooth” with my name on it somewhere.) As an
old photograph from the family album told me several
summers ago, my father’s house still guards that picture. I
became a matter of wonder with my dark and semi-curly
hair and dark brown eyes — my parents and their witness
German or non-German friends used to narrate to everyone
back in Turkey. That was before the work migration of
large groups of Turks to Germany in 1961; hence, before
the country had begun to struggle with the integration or
assimilation of its largest minority population.

I don’t know whether it was that early childhood exposure
to the German language enticing me to study it many years
later. It could have been during the other times when my
family and | traveled to Germany to accompany my father
while he did his veterinary research. What | know is how
fascinated | had become with the brand new sounds way
back then when | was that little girl. But more so as the
years went by, with my family and myself having spent
more time in the German land, while my father continued
with his research projects. Back in Turkey, | selected
German as my foreign language option in middle school
and high school and made a commitment to advance my
knowledge of it in any opportunity I could get.
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That determination took me through a bachelor’s and
master’s degree in German philology and a doctoral degree
in Germanic Literatures and Languages.

Since 1977, | have been teaching college students either the
German language, literature or culture. In sum, the
language of Germany has been largely my means of
communication on the professional level. While the
surface fact may be so, for my own pleasure, | have at
times resorted to German also to write poems. | want to
hope the pleasure will not be only mine as you read through
them in their first-ever publications.

As for my German-to-English translations, | hope | have
attained more losses than additions. For | remain of the
same conviction the following words by the German poet
and philosopher, Karl Wilhelm Friedrich Schlegel (1772-
1829) uncover with specific regard to the essence of the
translation process:

“What is lost in the good or excellent translation is
precisely the best.”
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identitat, die urspriingliche

Bir Tanem™ weiss es

sowie jede meiner herzensschwestern

treuester bruder in Izmir*, dem malerischen ort der tiirken
der autorenkreis, fursorglich — aus der cyberwelt

die immer mehr wachsende dankbare lernkraftgruppe
meiner ewigen lehrvergangenheit wie auch von heute

die hoffnung meiner liebe, der hingebungsvollen...

den umfang meiner dankesschuld

fiir deren bestellung von gliick

alleinig mir zuliebe

der name, jedoch, der mir gegeben

hat scharf das gegenteil zu vertreten

beweis dafur bin ich es doch selber

sowohl mein mehrere jahrzehnt langes leben...

*Bir Tanem (Turkish): my one and only
*[zmir: A historically most significant city in Turkey,
situated on the Aegean sea.
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identity, the original one*

my One and Only is aware

as is each of my heart’s sisters,

the most loyal brother in Izmir —

on that picturesque site of the Turks

the caring circle of authors —

of cyberspace

the evermore growing group of thankful learners
of my eternal teaching past, of today as well

the hope of my love — the devoted one...

of the extent the debt of my gratitude
for their ordering of luck
only for my sake

the name, however, the one chosen for me
speaks sharply of quite the contrary

i am proof for it, after all

as is my multiple decade long life...

*| am herewith referring to the story behind my name, as |
detailed it somewhat in the Preface.
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geheimnis

holle auf erden
gewohnlicher spruch

keine ausnahme, dieses ich
WO es hatte sein zuhause

es war das ende
das absolute ende
wieso wurde es zu einer tragodie

das ur-ich fand sich dort
in einer einzigen rose
rot — knallrot

und erwachte mit mut

zu einem hohen augenblick...
ihre seele
die ermordete

springt heute noch von der stadtmitte in die meerestiefe
und ruht

92



Trance ~ ﬁd@a n. yz/maz

secret

hell on earth

goes a common saying
this i had no immunity
where it was at home

it was the end
the absolute end
unknown, why it turned to a tragedy

the primordial i found itself there
in one single rose

red — bright red

and awoke in courage

to a high moment...
her soul
the murdered one

leaps still from the town center in to the depth of the sea
and rests
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mutter

das oftere alleinsein

vor und nach der geburt
sowie seit friher kindheit
wahrend mancherlei krankheit

horror-drehbuch im kopfe

treuer pessimist

in ewiger panik

angst um ihr kind

das einzige das wunderschdne das unglaublich liebe

sie lasst die sonne scheinen

entsperrt die urwasserquelle

fullt das dunkle mit hellstem licht

I6st los den tod in reinste luft, ganz schlicht

kein baby verlangt es — nur wir allein
sicher ist sie weder dein noch mein
jedoch hast auch du
verantwortungen mit mir gemein
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the mother

alone — a frequent occurrence
before and after delivery
often in her early childhood
for various illnesses, as well

in thoughts of horror-film plots

a loyal pessimist

in unending panic

fearing for her child

the only one, the lovely one, the amazingly dear one

she makes the sun shine

unblocks water’s primal source

fills the dark with the brightest light
boldly, eliminates death to purest air

no baby demands it — only we do

it is certain: she is neither yours nor mine
yet you, too, are accountable

for the same responsibilities as i
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litanei

litany spielt sie heute noch
als ob in seiner gegenwart

sie? halb? nicht mehr!

dank dem ersten treffen

nach dem unverganglichen abschied
eins mit ihrem ganzen wesen!

das lange nur eine halfte gewesen

litany spielt sie heute noch
als ob in seiner gegenwart

dennoch sah sie schwerleidend ein

wir gehoren uns nicht mehr

hat sie es nicht verdient unsere zeitlose liebe
die Uberzeugung in seiner sanften stimme

tag und nacht dachte sie nach

in einsamen erbarmungslos langen
trostlos dunklen stunden
leidenschaftlich liebkosung verlangend
wie dann...

verteufelt human!

verpfuschtes leben!

wieviel langer muss sie noch leiden
sich von diesem leiden zu scheiden?
wann ist’s genug?

wann ist’s getan?
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litany spielt sie heute noch
als ob in seiner gegenwart

was aber schmerzvoller...
der verdacht, der grauenhaft grausame verdacht
seine stimme gegenwart wie auch seine liebe

all dies sei nur...
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litany

she plays litany still today
as were she with him

she? half? not anymore!
after the first encounter
ensuing eternity’s farewell
united with her essence!
for long, a half

she plays litany still today
as were she with him

in agony, nevertheless, her realization:
we no longer belong together

didn’t our timeless love earn it?

the convinced tone in his gentle voice

day and night, she reflected

in lonesome hours

long with no mercy

desolately dark

his passionate reach for a caress
how then...

cursedly humane!

messed up life!

how much longer must she suffer
to severe herself from this agony?
when is it enough?

when will it be over?
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she plays litany today still
as were she with him

what, though, pains more, is...
the suspicion, the atrocious gruesome suspicion
his voice his presence his love as well

may have been all...
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das zweite ich

unerwartet trat er in meine gegenwart hinein
bruchstlicke atmeten noch im alten dasein
wie sonst dominierte machtig der schein...

jedoch schmerzte es im innersten heftig

ein schrilles geschrei war dauerhaft dabei
weinte in heftiger trauer mit leid und wut
zum feind wurde atem sowie (iberlebensmut

aus dem gedachtnis fiel er ihr eine weile aus

sein liebes wesen erschien aber ungeahnt wieder
seine feine seele trug sie zurtick zum leben tber
das herz wachte endlich auf, als gelangte es zuhaus

wo es auch in hdchster euphorie ist heim geblieben
wie er sie verstand...ohne eines gleichen

wiedertreffen von zwillingsseelen
sollte denen nicht zugrunde gehen!

lautete ihr innerster wunsch

hoffnung, unbeugsam, blieb ihr noch lange treu
seine schone ansicht wiederum zu erleben
fur ihn durch ihn unsterblich zu leben

wenn aber sie nun ist mit sich allein

betrauern tranen den ersatzlosen verlust

unverhofft gelang ihr dieses kostbare geschenk
schaffte leider fort den letzten hauch aus ihrer brust
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alter ego

surprising her, he entered life
fragments were still alive in her old self
in appearance, she was fine...

yet the pain inside was immense

a sharp scream lived in permanence

cried in fierce mourning in rage and agony
breath, a foe just like the courage to survive

his lovely being left her attention a while
then, appeared once again — nothing foreseen
his dignified soul carried her over, back to life
her heart awoke at last, as were it at home

and it remained there in highest ecstasy
how he understood her...no equal

a re-encounter of twin souls
should not perish!

chimed her innermost wish

unrelenting, hope stayed by for long
to re-attain his lovely sight
of eternal life for and through him

when she, however, is now alone

for the loss of the irreplaceable, tears mourn

this precious gift had come to her when not expected
alas! from her chest the final breath it depleted
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auf kosten von...

abrupt
erzwungen
ohne weiteres

verzweifelt verwiistet vernichtet
erniedrigung unvermeidbar
selbstrespekt verstorben
gewaltige trauer

ohne trost

zu spat... zu erwarten oder zu hoffen
was vor jahren war einst erwiesen...

nun

nur ein ich
ohne namen
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at the expense of...

in haste
compelled
without warning

broken-hearted devastated destroyed
humiliation — inevitable

self-respect — deceased

daunting mourning

with no consolation

too late... to expect or to hope
what once was proven years ago...

now

amere i
innominate
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liebe (Pantun®)

sie entstand aus emotionen allein
ihr wesen und leben ihm zu widmen bereit
er war vornehm gebildet und sehr fein

es scheint, ihm glich ihre liebe der unfreiheit

*The full definition of “Pantun” appears under my poem in
English, titled “love gone wrong (Pantun)”. To avoid an
annoying repetition, | also refer to it under my upcoming
Pantun poem in Turkish.
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love (Pantun)*

she evolved solely from emotions
her being and life poised for devotion to him
he was distinguished sophisticated and dignified

it seems her love equaled bondage for him

*In my English translation of the original, | do not conform
to Pantun’s requirements. It wasn’t my intent to do so.
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anhanglichkeit

statt abhangigkeit

des wesens bedarf an freiheit
seelennahrung sowie furs alltagsleben

das leiden zu Uberleben
der entfernten kérpernahe

bedingungslos zu lieben

danke fir diese gabe das teilen deiner weisheit dich
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devotedness

in place of dependency

the need of the essence to be free
nectar for the soul, for daily life as well

to survive the suffering
of the body’s distanced immediacy

to love without reserve...
thank you for this gift

for sharing of your wisdom
for you
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es war einmal...

mann und frau
ringfrei

anziehung
respekt
vertrauen
verstandnis
gelangen zu ihrer heimat

und wenn sie nicht gestorben ist

lebte sie allein bis zum ende ihrer zeit...
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once upon a time

a man and a woman
ringfree

attraction
trust
respect
understanding
arrived at their home

and if she did not die

she lived on her own until the end of her time...
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egos

knochen und fleisch

nase, mund und ohren

und all das andere organ

im ausseren oder inneren

wozu

die erbarmliche Gibernahme von superioritat?
die banale vorstellung vom klassenunterschied?

zu schade!

die eifrig erstellten buicher scheitern
belehren nicht das vollkommen offenbare

geburt tod

zeichnet niemanden aus
das leben ist ausserdem auch anderen zuhaus
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egos

bones and flesh

nose mouth and ears

and all those other organs

inside or in the exterior

what for, the pathetic assumption of superiority?
the facile notion of class divide?

what a pity!

the eagerly compiled books do fail
don’t teach the perfectly obvious

birth death

don’t distinguish between anyone
life, moreover, is home also to others
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zeit

heute und gestern
maogen in der zukunft erscheinen
und enthalten sich wohl im vergangenen

T.S. Eliot* - nach seinen worten

sicher erlautert er viel mehr

ich aber verstehe alles nicht so sehr

also imitiere ich unverschamt geschwind

eins aus meinem einstigen wissenswind

von Hans Jakob Christoffel von Grimmelshausen*
Simplicissimus Teutsch* - seinen berihmten

doch bloss um seines opportunen namens willen

simplizistisch missen mir letzten endes eben
komplexe konzepte beigebracht werden
denn auf dieser komplizierten erden

gibt es ganz und gar viel zu viel zu lernen

was an mir jedoch scheint oft zu fehlen

begrenzt sich nicht unbedingt zur intelligenz

vielmehr liegt es an dem mir unverstandlichen vergehen
namlich an der zeit und ihrer bestandigen prasenz

~ % <

*Thomas Stearns Eliot: A 20" century American poet,
essayist and playwright.

*Hans Jakob Christoffel von Grimmelshausen: A 17
century German author; Simplicissimus Teutsch, a novel is
his most famous work.
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time

today and yesterday
may be appearing in the future
and probably are present in the past

according to words by T.S. Eliot

he surely illuminates much more

i, however, don’t get it all quite well

so: brazen-faced i imitate apace

from my lore’s gust erstwhile

the famous Simplicissimus Teutsch

of Hans Jakob Christoffel von Grimmelshausen
but only for his opportune name’s sake

it is in simplistic terms, after all,

how you must teach me concepts of complexity
‘cause there just is much too much to learn

in this world of much uncertainty

what, though, seems to be often missing in me

is not necessarily confined to the intellect

it rather lies in a misdeed of my incomprehension
namely, time and its presence with determination
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ihr baby*

einen wundernamen hat er zurecht
an hoffnung gross, erfillt von bedeutung
den eltern steht zu die kdstliche meldung

wenn allein jubele ich in der stille

ubermutig erhebt sich meine seele

lange begleitete mich weder musik noch tanz

nun laden mich ein tdne von himmlischer eleganz

dennoch fallen mich aufs reale leben
mehrfache sorgen um seine mutter
wie wird er seine geburt wohl pflegen

nach allem wachst er in einem baby...

in dem meinen

*When | was working on the semi-final stages of Trance,
my daughter — pregnant with her first child, had been
preparing for her son’s birth. She was in her ninth month.
Knowing that my book’s publication couldn’t possibly
precede the arrival of her baby, hence any potential for her
to read anything from my book, | wanted to give her a
surprise with this poem. | use the German possessive
pronoun “ihr” (her and their) with purpose, as it suggests a
reference not only to my daughter but also to her and her
husband together. At the same time, | hint at a second
female present — in the disguise of the poetic i.
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her baby

he has a miracle name, and rightly so
big in hopes, full of significance
to the parents belong the news so exquisite

when alone i rejoice in silence

my soul, carefree, soars

lacked for long a companion in music

now ask me out tunes of heavenly elegance
nevertheless, many worries about his mother
fell me to the ground of reality

in what way will he administer his birth

he is, after all, growing inside a baby...

my own

115



German ~ a /anﬂwye acqm’reﬁ/

116



"
native

Vo1ce

~*~

Turkish

all Turkish Poetry is followed by translation into English.
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a few words from Atilya

“We seldom realize, for example that our most
private thoughts and emotions are not actually our own.
For we think in terms of languages and images which we
did not invent, but which were given to us by our society.”

Alan Wilson Watts (1915-1973)

The words above by the British philosopher and writer
prompted my initial deliberations on what appears next:
Some of my “most private thoughts and emotions” in
Turkish — my native tongue. To resound Watts, I “did not
invent” this language or the “images” that enhance and
enrich it. Nonetheless, writing through the voice with
which 1 first perceived our world, is a gift of intimacy that
sates a higher yearning for me. May it be in their original
compositions or in my English translations of them, the
poems in this part of my book will uncover for you that
native voice. Hence, as it is my hope, it will help me
achieve a deeper connection between us.

Throughout the previous sections of Trance, | invited you
to some of the hardest ordeals | have gone through and
expect to meet still. Yet, many other verses opened
themselves up to you in their joyous sounds and imagery
with a touch of brighter anticipations. Whatever tone my
life experiences demanded from the form, content and
imagery, all those verses related them to you in loyal
devotion to authentic representation.  The poems |
compiled under “my native voice” are no exception.
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Remaining in the hope for one day to be able to achieve a
“complete poem,” I would like to reiterate the insight
Robert Frost (1874-1963) granted us all as my concluding
reflections on “my native voice”:

A poem begins with a lump in the throat; a
homesickness or a lovesickness. It is a reaching-out
toward expression; an effort to find fulfillment. A complete
poem is one where an emotion has found its thought and
the thought has found words.
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Notre Dame’in Kamburu*

Yagmur fiitursuzca 1ss1z mahalleleri dansa ¢agiriyordu.
Bir karalt1 ¢ikt1 gecenin tlicrasindan eksik ve sirt1 biikiik.
Kanatsiz bir kuscasina acizdi hareketleriyle etrafina.
Dogustan olmaliyd: tariflenemez bu kamburu.

Once bos sonra dolan caddelerden gecti

urkekgce topallayarak.

Her adimu bir ¢ift tiksinti nefret dolu bakisla karsilanarak
omzunun yamuk yuvasina siginan basina

tikurukler yagarak

hizla ¢cemberlesen kalabalik dolu ara sokaklardan korkarak
insafsi1z s6zde insan kitlesinden

bosuna ka¢gmaya calistyordu.

Merhamete susuz gozlerini

aczinden zevklenenlere cevirerek

sirtin1 gittikge yoklasan 6ziine caresizce bindirerek
carpik agzinda sessize yakin bir yakaris,

saglam dizini yere birakti.

Son anina varmis bir idamlik gibi anlasilmaz bir jestle
gozleri donmiiglere tuhaf bir tebessiim sunuyordu.
Hakaret dolu igreng haksiz suclamalar bigak gblgelerinde
az gelismis beyninde bir iskence silsilesine doniyordu.
Cirpinmaya kivranmaya basladi, yalvarmaya yeltenerek
fakat kurtulmaya kicuk bir imit bile veremiyordu.

Kulaklarma yapisti insan disi1 sesini bir haykirisa iterek.
Daha fazla direnmesine imkan olmadigini anliyordu.
Oldugu yere yikilip kald1 son bir titreyisle irkilerek
Yasamiyordu artik

Notre Dame’1n bir par¢a sevgiye hasret Kamburu.

~*~
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~*~

* With “Notre Dame’in Kamburu,” I give you my earliest
attempt at a theme where | am not the protagonist. This
poem also stands out with its external format, as | had
finally succeeded in constructing run-on lines - a desired
element in formal spoken and written Turkish. As for the
inspiration, it came to me from the same-titled novel I had
read for the first time while a sophomore in high school.
Especially, after |1 saw a musical production of the work,
my fascination with Quasimodo’s tragic love story and fate
kept growing. Then, my imagination took off, to the point
to have him die by choice — of heartbreak. The image of
the knives serves to represent hatred.

~*~
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The Hunchback of Notre Dame

The rain was indifferent in its call for a dance

to desolate neighborhoods.

A silhouette, incomplete, his back curved, emerged
from the loneliness of the night.

His movements were feeble, as if a wingless bird.
His indescribable hunchback had to be inborn.

Fearfully, he limped through the empty streets
they were now getting full.

Disgusted hatred-filled looks confronted each step
spittles poured on his head

he tried to shelter it in his crooked neck
scared, attempted in vain to escape

from the relentless crowd, supposedly human
through side streets,

now filled with people encircling him.

In thirst for mercy, he turned his eyes

to those delighted by his weakness

hopeless, he lowered his back

in to his body, disappearing so fast

a silent prayer in his askew mouth,

he fell on his good knee.

As if under a death sentence, in a strange gesture,
to those enraged he gave an awkward smile.
Under the shadows of knives,

insult companions, disgusting accusations
echoed as tortures inside his weak brain.

With an attempt to beg, he convulsed and writhed.
He had no hope to escape.
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Shouting an inhuman scream, he covered his ears.

He knew not to fight it anymore.

In one last shudder, he fell back.

Together with his quest for a little love,

the life of the Hunchback of Notre Dame had just expired.
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Yavrundan Sana*

Yagmur yagarsa disarida, gozyaslarim saniyorum.
Aglayan bir ses varsa, senin sesine benzetiyorum.
Veda eden bir yiiz gérsem, senin ylzund buluyorum.
Ruhum bir an daralsa, senin ruhunu hatirliyorum.

Ufukta bir karalt1 belirse, onda hemen seni tantyorum.
Neden mi? Bilemem ki anne!

Didinen, ugrasan bir kadin gorsem sekil degistiriyor birden.
Annelerin kralicesi, benim annem oluyor aniden.
Nedimelerin de her biri iistelik ayr1 bir kralice, anne!

Sensizligimi bir an hatirlasam, nankdrce
Artik gozlerim bugulanmiyor anne.

Nasil ki, Oyle tasavvur edemiyorum seni de
Aglamay1 birak, sihrimiz kaybolabilir anne!

*The poem, an acrostic in its Turkish version — repeated in
its title, came about during my junior year at Erenkdy Kiz
Lisesi in Istanbul, Turkey — a boarding school back then.
Staying away from my family was my own choice, for I
didn’t want to lose a year of my studies while my father
completed a research project in Germany. The tone behind
my native voice best evidences how | missed my mom.
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From Your Offspring To You

Whenever it rains, my tears! is what | can think.

If | hear someone in weeps, | take them to belong to you.
A face at a farewell brings along yours to me in haste.
Where my soul chokes, your spirit is already there.

A silhouette appearing in the horizon

fast resembles you.

Why? Idon’t know, mom!

A laboring woman in struggle

transforms before my eyes suddenly.

She becomes the queen of all mothers,

rapidly mirroring your image.

And, each royal maid is herself a queen, mom!

In your absence now, mom, ungratefully,
my eyes tend to run out of water.

My wish is for you to also be sob-free:

stop your cries, mom, for our magic’s sake!
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ebeveyn sevgisi

dogmak onlarin sayesinde

bliylimek ise ayni sekilde

yaslanmak bir sans eseri

kac¢inilmaz bir olgu is 6lmeye gelince

peki, ya yasamak?

biz biz miyiz
onlarin yansimasi mi1 yoksa?

diyelim ki, sevdik

hem de ¢ok sevdik

uymadi ama o onlarin hiilyasina*
demek ki, bir olamayiz artik o sinecanla

fakat zaman sabirsiz irmak

katmis Oniine nice yasamlari

cosmus kopiir koplir yadumluyor

bir ruh bir beden bir sevgi

onun siddeti karsisinda ne farkeder ki

canan artik bir bagka canin yaninda
kalmis diger can yitene dek tek bir basina
kavurur ruhu bedeni derininden bir yanik
sonmemis sevgi dzlemle birbirlerine tanik

iste Omiir! bitti bitiyor
hayat sadece bir kez gelip gegiyor
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yanlis anlagilmasin

cok sevildik, ¢ok da sevdik
kendimizce diisiinmek nedir
onu hi¢ bir zaman 6grenemedik

*] am making a wordplay in the original language but it
unfortunately gets lost in the English translation: He was no
fit (1) either, for their dream (“hiilya” in Turkish) or (2) for
their daughter named hilya. Also important to know is the
use for “can” and “canan,” in classical Turkish literature, in
particular: “can” means “life” but also “the essence of a
human being,” namely “heart”. “Canan,” a proper name
when capitalized, means “sweetheart; beloved” — in the
sense of romantic love, as | have intended it for this poem.
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parental love*

to be born — thanks to them

growing up, the same

to age — a matter of luck

when it comes to death: unavoidable

how about living?

are we ourselves
or, their mere extension?

let’s say, we fell in love

and loved to extremity

he, however, didn’t meet their dream*

in sum, then: the heart’s mate’s chance is none

yet, time is an impatient river,

has for long put infinite lives at its feet,

it gushes, devouring them sip by sip

what does one soul one body one love matter
in the face of its force

the sweetheart now has joined another

as for the other heart, all alone until its end

a deep burn chars the soul ignites the body
unquenched fire and desire, witnesses for each other

here it is! life! about to be over
comes only once and passes
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there should be no misunderstandings:
loved, we surely were

and loved back in return

though never able to learn

to think by and for ourselves

*Under the poem in Turkish, |1 am sharing a critical insight
as to my wordplay with the meaning of “hiilya.”
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Sinecan*

Yagmur sesi ile uykum boliindii bir gece birden.
Kagida diisen gozyaslarin1 andirtyordu damlalar.
Arada bir parlayan simsek giirleyen yildirim

bir insan sesiydi sanki i¢in i¢in higkiran.

Ruhu desen bir ¢agr1 vardi bu haykirista.

Deniz dag kara hasmetle gdz online seriliyordu.
Tutulmamis sézlerin umut yeminlerini anlatircasina
istikrar ve ciiretle isyan dalgali inip yiikseliyordu.

Birden durdu 6liimciil bir darbeyle noktalanircasina.

Yasantilar kendilerine dondii tiim aciz gercekleriyle.
Oliime can veren o muhtesem can hayal artik yoktu.
Kostum baktim disariya bir son limitli iimitsizlikle.
Yagmur megerse hi¢ yagmamis ve hala da yagmiyordu.

~*~

*The night I wrote “Sinecan” is a vivid memory. It was
past midnight. 1 couldn’t sleep; 1 got up, turned on the
swan-neck light on my small desk and began to experiment
with words. Ankara was under a heavy rain attack. |
opened my balcony curtains. The tall apartment building
sitting now right in front of my childhood home wasn’t
there then. Nor had my parents yet covered the balcony
with metal-framed glass windows from its concrete up. In
other words, | had a full open view to the outside. The
sound of thick water drops against the glass captivated me.
I can’t recall anymore when I went to bed. Before I did,
though, my poem was finished. The poem’s title is a noun
compound I made up using “sine” (bosom, breast or heart)
and “can” (life; heart), in order to express the heart’s twin.
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Heart’s Twin

The rain’s sound interrupted sleep one night.

The drops reminded me of tears falling on paper.
The thunderbolt and occasional flashes of lightening
resembled a human voice entwined in bitter sobs.

This soul-piercing cry had a hint of invite.

Sublime, sea mountain earth appeared before the eye.
As were they to tell of hopeful oaths of promises unkept.
In steady waves and bold revolt,

the weep was fading away to rise again.

It suddenly ceased, as were there a fatal jolt to end it.

Joined by their helpless realities,

lives returned to their before.

That heart’s vision, once livened death, no longer was.
In one last hopeful self-despair,

| raced and looked outside.

Rain, it seemed, never was.

Nor was it now being.
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Pismanlik*

Sahiller boyu sirukleniyorum

bosa bir arzuyla seni gérmek igin.

Anilar1 ¢ikarip tek tek goz atryorum

elimde elini yeniden hissedebilmek igin.

Bulutlarin o pek comert insafina siginiyorum

benden beni kag kez alan i¢ alevimi golgelemek icin.

Bir kez daha seninle seni bizle beraber bulmak istiyorum
unutulma bezginliginin gazap kapl derisini

soyup atmak igin.

O zamanki bizden izli 1slak kumlara haykirmak istiyorum
bugiinkii yagsamlarin nasirlagmis yordamindan

beni ayirabilmen igin.

Oysaki sadece...
bendeki sensiz bosluga yoldasim yasimi
tutmaya devam edebiliyorum.

~*~

“Pigmanlik” had been published in Issue 1 of Resimli
Roman — a back then popular magazine in Turkey on
December 29, 1975 in the “Siir Kdsesi”, the Poetry Corner.
The version here displays a dramatic revision.
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Regret

| drag myself along the beaches

with desire to see you, in vain;

one by one, take out the memories,

to feel in mine your hand again;

seek shelter under the clouds’ bountiful mercy
to lend the fire inside a shade,

the same one that tears me off of myself.
Together with you one more time, | want to find us
to shed my wrath-covered skin,

the same weary one, the forgotten;

| want to scream to the sands,

wet with our traces of the past,

to help you set me apart

from calloused habits

from today’s lives.

Alas! | merely manage my mourning,
a steady companion of the post-you void inside.
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Sensiz Ben
Gene sabah.

Gozlerim agiliyor giigliikle

bilirlermis gibi karsiy1 bos bulacagima.
Antika koltugumu benimsedigin o kdse
tokatliyor bana bir kez daha yalnizligima.

Her yer karanlik.

Kara bulutlar ¢c6kmiis gok yiizii {istline.
Bezmis terketmis o giizelim maviligini.
Vermiyor biteviye aliyor benden hasetle
bendeki senin beni terketmez sefkatini.

Hafizamin bakislarina daliyorum hevesle
gOrlirmiis tutabilirmis gibi o essiz seninkileri.
Sariliyor kucakliyor inliyorum yitmez hasretle.
Kizil gbzyaslarim adeta bulabilecekmis gibi seni
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I, without you
Morning dawns again.

Heavy, half closed my eyes

they know, it will remain empty what | see across.
The tiny corner with the antique seat of your embrace
slaps me one more time with my loneliness.

Darkness is everywhere.

Black clouds have now settled atop the sky.

Weary, it forsook its bountiful blue.

In envy for your tenderness, it eats away ceaselessly
the one thing of you not abandoning me.

Eager, I dive to my memory’s eyes,

to seek a hold of those unequal yours.

| hug them, curl with them, then moan in unending yen
as if my tears of red ever could find you.
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Avutmaca*

Degismisim, bana dyle diyorlar.

Baska nasil olabilirim, soruyorum, sensiz?

Giiltislerim eksikmis yiiziimden, hayretle izliyorlar.
Tebessiim iplerim sende teslim, nasil giilerim ki sensiz?

Bos bos dolasiyormusum, sorguya gekiyorlar.
Nasil yeniden dolabilirim ki, soruyorum, sensiz?
Canliligimi yitirmisim, dirilmemi istiyorlar.
Kalbim evsiz barksiz, nasil yasarim sensiz?

Uziilmemeliymisim, benden gayret bekliyorlar.
Nasil ¢abalarim mutluluga, soruyorum, sensiz?
CGok senem varmis 6niimde, teselli ediyorlar.
Yiizyillarin yiikiinii nasil agsarim sensiz?

Belki de bana geri gelirmissin, inanmaz, miijdeliyorlar.
Kalbim nasil dayanacak yeniden atmaya,

soruyorum, sensiz?

Bezmemeliymisim, zaman yaralari sarar diyorlar.

Her nefesimde akan kani neyle sararim sensiz?

*”Avutmaca” is one of my poems with which 1 come
closest to "THow?”” with my emotional state. The inspiration
of both was the same: Love after its loss.
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Consolation

I have changed, I’'m told.

| ask: How can | be different?

| am without you.

Lacking its smiles, my face is a surprise.

The strings are entrusted with you. How can | smile?
| am without you.

I walk around with no aim. I’m questioned.

| ask: How can | have a purpose?

| am without you.

My liveliness has withered. I’m required to resuscitate.
| ask: My heart is left homeless. How can I live?

| am without you.

I should not deplore, I'm expected to make an effort.
| ask: How can | strive for happiness?

| am without you.

Many years are ahead of me, I’m being comforted.

| ask: How can | defeat the burden of centuries?

| am without you.

I’m heralded: the word, though incredulous, is,

you may come back to me.

| ask: How can my heart survive beating again?

| am without you.

| am not supposed to grow weary of life, I’'m told,

time will heal.

| ask:

How can | nurse the blood that floods with each breath?
| am without you.
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Sen Yoksun

Yalnizligimin kafesinden sana dogru uzaniyorum.
Y akariglarim cevapsiz kaliyor,
cunki sen yoksun,

Kabuslu uykularimda uzanip seni kucakliyorum.
Kollarim bosluga diisiiyor,
cunki sen yoksun,

Alt1 ugurum tek kayamdaymiscasina direniyorum.
Ellerimden tutup ¢eken olmuyor,
cunki sen yoksun,

Anlagimin almadigi bilinmezlerde savrularak kosuyorum.
Kaybolmuslugumu avutan olmuyor,
cunki sen yoksun,

Zaman zaman zayif bir umuda kanarak giilmek istiyorum.
Tebesstimiim dudaklarimda donuyor,
cunki sen yoksun,

Yer yer biraz olsun zehir akitmaya aglamak istiyorum.
Alev ¢aglayanli gézyaslarimi silen olmuyor,
cunki sen yoksun,

(Cogu zaman diinyanin sinavlaria direnebilmek istiyorum.

Bel baglayacagim kimse kalmiyor,
cunki sen yoksun,
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Gene de Umitsiz Umitlerde Gmit dolu bir yoldas ariyorum.
Ama bana hig biri yanasamiyor,
cunki sen yoksun,

Yineledigim biz ayricalikli anilara daliyorum.
Yasimdan bezgin her biri, kipirdanmuiyor,
cunki sen yoksun,

Yiiregimde fosillesmis sitem ve sikayetler duyuyorum.
Yasama giiciim beni hizla terkediyor,

cunki sen yoksun,

Soruyorlar bir de bana, yasam nedir diye, susuyorum.
I¢im bos laf etmekten bunalmis, beziyor,

cunki sen yoksun,

Bir giin sanki miihiirlenmis bir vahadan figkirtyorum.
Son bir can ¢ekisle korum soniip nihayet yitiyor.

CUnku sen yoksun.
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For You Are Not There

| reach for you from the cage of my loneliness.
My pleas remain unanswered.
For you are not there.

In my nightmared sleeps, my arms extend and
embrace you.

They fall to emptiness.

For you are not there.

| hold out, as if on the only rock atop an abyssed cliff.
No one pulls me up.
For you are not there.

Scattered, I flow with the unknown, I can’t comprehend.
No one comforts me whenever | wonder.
For you are not there.

Now and again, a laugh steals a faint hope.
My smile, frozen, falls on my lips.
For you are not there.

At times, a cry tries to stream away the ills.
No one wipes my fiery tears.
For you are not there.

I attempt to withstand world’s trials.

There remains no one | can rely on.
For you are not there.
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Still, 1 seek a hope-filled companion in hopeless hopes.
But, none can approach me.
For you are not there.

| renew and sink into memories privileged with us.
Each, wearier than my mourning, is motionless.
For you are not there.

| hear reproaches, grievances, all fossilized in my heart.
My inner strength leaves me swiftly.
For you are not there.

Having the nerve, they ask me: What is life.
| keep silent.

Suffocating from inane talk,

| am tired of living.

For you are not there.

One day, | erupt,
as though from an oasis, dried up for long.
In final agony, my ember burns out, and withers at last.

For you are not there.
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Umitsizlik*
Seviyor, yarinsiz seviyorsun

yasami ondan* nefeslercesine.

Seviliyor, doymayastya seviliyorsun
daimi bir tek sen var olabilecekcesine.

Tadiyor, sarhosga tadiyorsun,
yudum yudum ellerinden icercesine.

Tattiriyor, suursuzca tattirryorsun
hayatin nektarini* ¢9zebilecekcesine.

Urkiyor, kendinden Grkiyorsun
olabilecek en agir bir su¢ islemiscesine.

Urkiitiyor, halinle trkatiyorsun
yasamis olmakla beddua hak edercesine.

Unutuluyor, muhakkak unutuluyorsun
ask adeta hi¢ yasama ge¢gmemiscesine.

Sorguluyor, kendini sorguluyorsun
mahkemede sanik sandalyesindeymisgesine.

Siiriikleniyor, kurumus, kirilgan siiriikleniyorsun
attigin hatali adimlarin sekmelerinde ezilmisgesine.

Algiliyor, tek bir goriintiiyii algiliyorsun
dipdiri sevgisiyle karsina gelivermiscesine.
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Bakayor, 151ks1z gozlerinde umutla bakiyorsun
onun hala parlak giiliimser bakiglarin1 gormemezcesine.

Sarsiliyor, kendini birakmakla hi¢leniyorsun
gozbebeklerindekine es simsiyahlarin
onceligine tiikenircesine.

Cabaliyor, yatalak zihninle ¢abalayip duruyorsun
iimitsizliklere sonmiis ruhunu lanetlercesine.
Bir son yanikla yanindakine dondiigiinii gozliiyorsun.

O meghul sol kdsende bitercesine

suursuzca daliyor, daliyor, daliyorsun

sOndiiriir atesini belki artik engin sular, diye

yitirdiginden beri yerini dolduramadigin o essiz sefkatle...

“Umitsizlik” had been previously published in Turkey by a
back then alive magazine, Resimli Roman on March 25,
1974 under the title “Dolunay”. The version here is
significantly revised. Important to note is the Turkish “0” —
a gender-neutral pronoun, and its simultaneous reference to
“she, he, it” in English. In my translation, I opted to
represent a male with it. As for “nektar,” I apply it in the
mythological sense; in other words, as the drink of gods.
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Despair

You love, love without a tomorrow,
as were you to attain your breath from him.

You get loved, loved insatiably,
as were you to become the only one, eternally.

You taste, taste in a drunken state,
as were you to consume it from his hands, drop by drop.

You have him taste it, taste it senselessly,
as were you capable to decipher the nectar of life.

You dread, dread yourself,
as were you one of a serious crime.

You appal, appal with your behavior,
as were you deserving of a curse, for having lived.

You get forgotten, certainly forgotten,
as were love never alive.

You question, question yourself,
as were you in court, as the accused.

You drag on, wasted, fragile, drag on and on,
as were you crushed under each of your flawed steps.

You pick out, pick out only one image,
as were he right before you, the might of his love as well.
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You watch, watch with hope in your darkened eyes,
as were his smiling eyes, still aflame, not a true sight.

You shatter, dissolve for having let yourself go,
as were you consumed by the sole attention he pays
to the black eyes, a match only to his.

You struggle, struggle on with your bed-ridden mind,
as were you to curse your soul to abate in despair.
In one last burn, you see him turn to his companion.

As were you to end the one on your left side,
you dive, dive and dive senselessly;

in belief the vast waters will quench your blaze
with the same unequal care

its loss you could never replace nor bear...
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Kasvet

Uzaklardasin boynu biikiik.

Anilarin birer parca sonmez alev.
Kahrolasiya duygusalligin boliik porgiik.
Kendine bagimli bir zuliim en yakin dostun

Olmazliklarindan siiphe duymadigin umutlarin

ona ragmen seni costurabilen kendini avutmalarin
cekmis gitmisler gérmiisler sende olmayacak bir yaratik.
Diyemiyorsun ki bir tiirlii gegmise aglamak pek bos artik.

Vardin romanlarindan birine diisledigin o noktaya.
Pes etmeyen ruhun kalan son hayat 1s181n olmus.
Uzerinde kat kat kimseyi ddiinlemez bir toprak.
Haykiriyorsun dogusunun sesini tanimayarak.
Bosuna bir gayretle bedeninden kacarak.

Gecmise aglamak pek bos artik.
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Gloom

Humbled, you are enstranged.

Each of your memories, a piece of undying blaze.
Your grieving sentimentality, in bits.

A co-dependent cruelty, your closest friend.

The hopes you have convinced to fail,

your ability to self-console for occasional elation,
have all left, seeing in you a living thing not to be;
for you can’t seem to say: too late to cry for the past.

You reached the point you dreamt for one of your novels.
Your unyielding soul is now your last light of life.

Under layers of unrelenting earth you scream,

with the unrecognizable voice of your birth.

Fleeing from your body, in an attempt in vain.

It is too late to cry for the past.
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Anneler ve kizlarn*

Riyamda gérdiim gene seni.

Higkiriklarim bile bozamadi sihrini.

Yalniz degildin bu sefer, yavrunu da diisledim;
uyandiginda minicik bedenine bir tek beni istedi.
Giydirdim. Altin1 temizledim. Giildirdiim.

Oynadim bebeciginle,

kendiminkiymis gibi sevdim, kokladim, oksadim onu.
Ellerim an an seninkilerine doniistii;

sendedir simdi onun sicakligi, mis kokusu.

Nedense belirsiz bir yerde kalmay1 yegledin...

Senin yerine ben tattim, o miniciginden 6zlemini.
Merak etme, iyi bakilacak yavruna;

sirdagim, kardesim, sen yeter ki kal huzurda.

Bul orada senden ¢ok erken ¢alinani burada.

Arada bir sorarsin herhalde annemin hatirini;
bilirsin seni ¢ok, pek ¢cok severdi.
Acaba neden 6nce beni istetmedi?

Gotir ona yavrusundan en son haberleri,
uzilmesin, sadece huzur verenleri.

Bitmedim, tikenmedim heniiz;

hala kiguk bir yavrum var benim de ne de olsa.
O essiz varliklarimiz1 yastyorum elden geldigince,
kendi yavruma yansitmak dilegince;

tanitasiya sizin ender ruhunuzu onun benligine.
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Bilmem giicim ya da émrim yetecek mi?

Bir tarafta sen, bir tarafta annem.

Kizim ve kizin ise yanibasimda. ..
Tamamlamaya ¢alisirken yarim 6zlemlerinizi,
unutmadan yavrunu da yavrumu da;

hem de dogru aktararak onlara sizleri,

hak edebilecek miyim acaba essizliklerinizi?

Megerse iki melek yoldagmis hep yanimda.
Yavrulari burada, beraber biricik yavrumla.
Siginiyorum giiclerine, giic gegmesi i¢in bana.

Oylesine zor ki aslinda,

siirdirmek efsanelerini arkalarindan,
bir kez ictikten sonra

muhtesem hayat suyunu onlarla dolan.

Biliyorum...

anladim biraz

gorevim su ki:

yagsam amansiz zorluklarla da dolsa

bir¢ok zaman da umutlarim kirilsa

i¢ yorgunluklariyla debelense ruhum
yasantilar hiiziin ve matemle sonuglansa,
onlars1z onlarin tadin1 vermek yavrularimiza.

*1 wrote ”Anneler ve kizlar1” after one of my saddest losses
to death. As some of my several other poems show, the
extent to which | was experiencing the internal pain once
again took me to writing. This time, cancer had just

claimed too many dear ones too soon.
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Mothers and their daughters

| had a dream of you again.

Even my sobs couldn’t break your spell.

You were not alone this time. 1 also dreamt of your baby:
after her nap, she asked only for me.

| dressed her. Changed her diapers. Made her laugh.

| played with her, as were she my own.

| pampered, caressed and smelled her.

Time and again, my hands became yours;

her warmth, her heavenly scent must now be on you.

Somehow, you preferred to stay somewhere unknown...

| tasted the fruition of your longing for your baby.
Don’t worry; your little one will receive good care;
My confidante, my sister, you just be in peace.

Find the one who was taken far too early from here.

You will ask my mom, how she is, will you not?
On my behalf? You know how much she loved you.
| wonder, why she didn’t ask for me first?

Fill her in with the latest news on her little one,

but only the comforting ones, she should not be sad.
It is not over with me yet. | have not expired,

A young child of mine needs me still, after all.

I am living your incomparable beings,

to the best that | can,

to reflect you on to my own offspring;

to teach her soul your essences, so rare.
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I don’t know. Will my life suffice?

There is you, there is then my mother, too.
My daughter and yours are right here...

I wonder. Will | ever be worth it to be
the one to represent in accuracy,

to deservedly model for them

your unequaled selves;

while not neglecting your baby or mine,
while trying to bring to closure

your departures left behind?

Two angels, it seems, were my companions all along.
Their offsprings are here, together with my only one.
In my sobs on their shoulders, | seek their strength.

It, however, is an immensely difficult feat
to revive their legacies in their absences,
when one tasted a sip from the elixir

they once had filled.

I know...

| understand it somewhat.

It is my duty

to somehow feed our babies with their flavors without them
even though cruel challenges may have filled we call life
even though my spirit may have often been broken

even though my soul’s fatique may struggle from its core
even though we know life ends on mourning and sorrow...
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Sinanmak*
Ne yapmali, bilinecek gibi degil bazen!

Nefeslenecekken zorlu bir kosudan sonra;
bir agir yiik daha su hastalikli zayif omuzlara.

Bazen yeni giin karsilanmaya gii¢ bekliyor sil bastan;
giinese hasret birakiliyor cogu insan ¢ogu zaman.

Hele bir de ¢okmiiyor mu o zor ¢ekilir agirliklar,
hi¢ ara vermeden su bedenin {istline, zaten bastan kirilgan.

Her ne kadar bitis ¢izgisinde de olsa feri sonmiis o gozler,
nefes bekliyor gene de her taze giin baslangicindan,
benlik yepyeni bir acty1 gdgiislemeye mecburlanmadan.

Anlamaya ¢abaliyorum ben de, herkes gibi, bu bilinsin
cozmeye sirrini ezelden olagelmis onca ¢oziimsiizliiklerin.

Neden bu bitmeyesiye acimasizlik, diye diye
sitemler ederek surekli tazelenen tizuntl gemberine.

Inangl olsam soracagim: hi¢ bilmedin mi ki
tahammiilliiliiglimii, sana 6zentimi ve de sevgimi
cocuklugumdaki o ilk 6ziimiin seslerini.

Uzun zamandir hakim bana siiphelerim.

Eger ondansa comert ac1 ¢ektirilmelerim.

Onlar aklin mutsuzluklu serserilikleri.

Stikret anmayi bilirim mutlu anlarimda seni.
Yalvaracagim bikmadan bir sefer daha sana,
aralarinda birkag¢ nefeslik zamanli sinavlar bu kuluna.

~*~
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~*~

*The tone of the final stanza of “Sinanmak™ resembles a
call to God. I am, however, not religious and can’t and
won’t under any circumstances mislead you in to thinking
otherwise. Therefore, please try to see in this poem what |
intended to convey: a human being exhausted to her end by
the flood of ills that kept coming to her — during an
otherwise already utterly trying phase in her life.
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To be tested

What to do? It seems impossible at times!

Just when you are about to catch a breath after a trying run;

one more load falls upon these ailing shoulders, quite weak.

The new day demands at times strength to begin afresh;

most souls are left longing for the sun most of the time.

And when then, in a rush, come down
those unbearable weights,

atop this body, already fragile from before...

Although, dimmed eyes fixate on the finishing line,
breath still awaits in hope from the new day’s start,

before it is forced to face a fully new ache the heart.
Let it be known:

As does everyone else, I, too, am trying to comprehend

the code of all those unsolvables, ever so eternally present.
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While | reproach the reproductive hoop of sorrow,

wondering why this mercilessness never comes to an end.

If | were a believer, | would ask: Have you not known
my patience in face of adversity, my coveting

and my love for you

those sounds of my original self, the child.

My doubts have been ruling over me for long, | know.
If therein lies the reason for your generosity

in your distribution of my sufferings...

Those misgivings

stem from the wandering of the misfortunate mind.

I don’t take you for granted during happy times.
Untired of it, | will beg of you one more time.
Let come tests to this mortal of yours

with at least few instances of a break

so that it can take one single fresh breath.
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Ozlem*

En ufak kosesini bile diisliiyorum bu siralar memleketin;
o essiz kokusu her hiicremde, buram buram.

Susamisim inanilmaz.

Doyulacak gibi bir aglik degil bu.

Hasreti daglamis 6ziinii dimagimin.

Cocuklugum gecti bir¢ok kalp atisinda,

hele ki gencligimin o kaygisiz 6n yillari;

ilk yetiskinligimin en ulu cazibesi de orada,
unutamam ne yasadiklarimi ne de umduklarimi.

Sirin sipsirin bir yeri yokluyor nabzimi vatanin sik sik
denizle kucaklagmis o masal kitab1 gibi sehir

iste o glizelim rihtim karsida, ¢ay bahgelerine bakiyor,
can dayimin 6gretisi dondurma revanili café ise sagda
i¢ kiyidaki hapisane kulesine diirbiinle nébet tutuyor.
Az 6tede ada patika, ip incesi,

bir ¢ocuklar bayrami korteji sanki,

ara sokaklardaki hanelerle birlik olmus cosuyor;

her birinden miizik yiiklii yasantilarimi topluyor.

Ada yolunu izliyorum;
beni en yliksek noktasina gotiiriiyor sehrin;
deniz tiim heybeti ve canlilifiyla goz oniinde, sere serpe.

Iste karsimda duruyor o ev, gocuklugumun tiim esrariyla.
Biraz benzi atmis boyasinin,

gene de satafatli, o sehrin denizi kadar.

Tarifsiz bir setkat kokuyor {izerine yayildig1 topraginda.
Pencereler goge dogru uzanmis iyice sanki,

artik i¢ini 1sitamayan can varliklarim gibi.
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Annemi algiliyorum merdivenlerinde o evin.
Geng. Hayat parliyor. O kadar da giileg.
Bir de elimdeki gegmise bakiyorum...

Kguctk bir ¢cocuk o birden,

annesi yaninda, pencereden babasini izliyor;

elinde ¢anta basinda pek yakisan genis kenarl1 bir sapka;
yanindaki ¢ocuk o bambagka can yakinim.

Anneannemi pek secemiyorum — karanlikta kalmus.

Annem yaninda, dedim, ama peki ya kucagindaki bebek?
O da karanlikta.

Tamam, tanidim. Pek az tadabildigim

o ¢ocuktan hasta diger can varligim.

Yanibasimda annemin kokusu, kalbinin simsicakligi.

Kah yiriyorum dar dik yokuslarinda o sehrin;

kah dalmis ¢ocuk gozlerim denizine ugsuz bucaksiz.
Korumda yagsanmisliklarin yagsanamamisliklarin agirligi
yasanabileceklerin endisesi hem de merakli bekleyisi.
Bir de su topragini iglemesi yok mu su gurbet agacinin!

Bahara gézyaslari i¢inde dallar.
Uzun siirdii kis bu sefer.

Glinesine yanik ana vatanin ve de ige ¢ekilesi havasina.

Yanibasimda annemin kokusu, kalbinin simsicakligi.
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*At first, “Ozlem” has been a mere idea for a Turkish to
English translation for me. As time passed by, my severe
longing for Sinop, Turkey — home to eight generations on
my mother side, became a drive in me to compose another
poem. While I realize, “Sinopem” — also in Trance, is not a
translation work, in order to avoid even the slightest
repetition of any kind, I am re-introducing it to you in lieu
of a literal translation of “Ozlem.”
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Sinopem*

the homeland enters the main vein
her scent floods to each body cell
one stunning aroma after another

i thirst in hunger pangs

etched to memory in blood and flesh

the magic of my early life

often asleep — head should feel sore

however when awake cold or ache no more
blanket soaking in her perfume

pillow, one of softest feathers

“snow falls upon who sleeps” she whispers...

one corner — a distinctive delight
a town in unison with its sea
unlocks the long suppressed

there!

it stretches to the harbor in cheer

main street down tea gardens of yesteryear

Divan café — loyal as ever before

hugs the aged salt factory to affectionately mend
guards before the old prison the compliant inner bay
not at all anxious by its fast descending bend

sates with secrets-devouring treats

my childhood eyes and arousing sighs

on loads and loads of mouth-watering plates

a huge piece of Revani* — apt for my sweet-tooth-fame
topped with natural ice cream of vanilla beans
delights generation after generation after generation
eight in total the loved ones of mine
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farther away lies the town’s aorta

the legendary passage to famed Ada

coveting April 23" parades of ribbon bouquets

on Cocuk Bayrami — Festival of Children...

flows in sync with streets wide open alleys unseen
carries along a dear one of mine

to the heart’s mind scene by scene

my eyes lock on the trail to the highest peak
one modest look to the left or the right
the sea struts its azure wealth and might

and there a breath away

dons mysteries that spectacular house
bricks worn out shutters ashen hue

still erect in humility though

vies few more breaths to accrue

ornate transoms eye the vastness of the sky
their weathered glances down upon the sea
the soil tender as a new mother’s caress
depleted tree roots soon to finally rest

as have those who were put there abreast

my heart wanders off to the faded print:

wide steps to a wooden tall entry door

a stately man — fedora briefcase handsome face
my uncle by his leg — a mere toddler

a Shirley Temple though Turkish — my mother
her tiny gleaming face ever so bright

glued to the colossal front window
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my grandmother’s beauty in the dark

on her lap my other uncle — her youngest
his cruel damaged pre-natal heart

cut off too soon his contagious delight

next to me
the unique scent of my mother
the warmest warmth of her soul

*Sinop/e of the Turkish Black Sea; “Sinopem: my Sinop;
Revani: A traditional Turkish dessert made of semolina and
heavy syrup.
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Baba...

geng idi oglun kizin
cok erken 6ldi annem
az yedin bollukla yedirdin
giydin daha fazlasini giydirdin
gerdin kanadini, kattin annemin kollarina
sevdin annem icin sevdin kendince sevdin
biz de sevdik seviyoruz
ama sana ne verebiliyoruz
yer yer aci incitici alayl agir sdzler
karisindan kocasindan kizindan oglundan
haksiz yere yermeler elestiriler ve daha niceleri
yoktu ve de hala da yok o ¢irkin tutumlarin

tek bir mazereti...

Beni affet.
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Dad...

your son was young, your daughter too
my mother died too soon
you ate little but fed in abundance
put on clothes for yourself but gave much more
you spread your wing, extended mom’s arms
loved for mom loved in your way
we, too, loved and love
what, however, do we ever give you
hurtful bitter derisive remarks at times
from his wife her husband your daughter your son
unfair villifications accusations and more
there never was nor there is

an excuse for those unseemly behaviors...

Forgive me.
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Bir hayat

Hig sikmadilar annem ve babam biiyiitmeye gelince beni.
Desteklediler hep kendime 6z glivenimi.

Gene de ben kizlara 6zgii tek liseye gittim. Kendi se¢imim.
Zamanimin ve sehrimizin en iyi lisesi.

Ustiin basar1yla bitirdim.

Saskin kaldim tiniversitemin karsisinda —

erkek-kiz karigimina.

Ve onunla tamstim. {1k erkek arkadasim.

Universite yillarimim yoldas1.

Kafa dengim. Yetisme dengim. Ilgi dengim. Ask dengim.
Sevdim. Cok sevdim. Hem de pek ¢ok sevdim...

Oysaki tereddutte babam, huzursuz annem.
Baska erkek tanimadin dediler.

Cok geng dediler. Dediler ki su. Dediler ki bu...
Yas tuttum. Fazlasiyla inat¢1 bir yas tuttum.
Gene de ayr1 kaldim.

Sevdim. Cok sevdim. Hem de pek ¢ok sevdim...

Uygun goriilmemisti ya hani o bana.

Avutuldum. Kendi kendimi avuttum.
Algilayamadim o zamanlar ruhumun ikizi oldugunu.
Evlenip yurt disinda mastirimiz1 yapacaktik.

Burs kazanmistik da beraber...

Artik ne benden ne ondan bir eser.
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Kars1 dairemizde aile dostu teyzenin oglu.

Beni hep severmis meger.

Isteyecekmis ¢oktan nisan, ben onunla olmasaymisim eger.
Taniyoruz birbirimizi ¢ocukluktan.

Bu teyzeye annem, anneme ise bu teyze hayran.

Megerse siddetli kapris ve kompleks icinde —

nisan sonrasi aci dili, elestirileri tizerimizde.

Acild aralar. Yaratmis megerse

iki erkek kardesine de benzeri sorunlar.

Ayrildim. Onunla evliligi hayal ettim, hem de ¢ok ettim.
Ama olamazdik beraber.

Gecti aradan ¢ok az bir zaman.

Buldu tiniversite iginde beni kocam.

Araya koydurmustu boéliimler arasinda bir ¢opgatan.
O asistan ben asistan.

Annemin rahatsizlig1 basladi aniden o giinlerde.
Kanser — hem de en kararlilarindan 6ldiirmeye.
Denilmisti: romatizma...

Ister ki annecigim kendi evimi bileyim.

Ben o dnden gitsin dedikgce,

hiikmediyor hastanede yatagindan hepimize.
Hikmediyor dediysem, tabii ki iyiligime kendince.
Endiseli asir1 duygusal ben i¢in.

Korkuyor, 6limden bile belki cok.

Ya kalirsam o 6liince ben sevgisiz ve biteviye buruk...
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Acele nisan oluyor. Diigiin takip ediyor.

Annem de uygun gordii ya artik.

Ben tedirgin ben lrkek ben gonilsiz.

Burkula burkula 6zlim, i¢imdeki firtinalar1 sindirmeden
yiriiyorum nikah masasimma. Dans bile ettiriyorlar bana.
Kutlayacak bir seyim varmis gibi adeta.

Amerika narkoz oluyor bana.

Uzak eskimden, hem de ¢ok uzak.

Bir seneye kalmiyor evliligim, doniiyoruz Tiirkiye’ye.

O harika insanimi gdmmeye.

Agabeyim yeni evli. Kars1 dairede hala hislendigim.

Es ruhum her zaman en derinde.

Niyetleniyorum ifade etmeye

karisina agabeyime, 1sinamadigima bir tiirli bu evlilige.
Beceremiyorum agik¢a demeyi mutsuzlugumu,
durumun benim i¢in umutsuzlugunu.

Kaderim buymus, diyorum.

Kocamla Amerika’ya geri doniiyorum.

Ikinci senenin arifesindeyiz evliligin.

Yelteniyorum bir hamleye daha.

Ayrilmaya.

Ogreniyorum ki, babam evlenmek iizere.
Agabeyimin kendi evi var rayina oturtacak.

Diger can yakinim — dayimin kalabalik ailesi,
iistelik Almanya’da.

Hig hali olabilir mi kimsenin benim igin tasalanacak.
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Dontiyorum Amerika’ya geri.

Deniyorum ayrilmay1 bir {igiincii kez daha,
dayim ve ailesi ziyarete geldiklerinde beni.
Farkettigi icin kocam bendeki soguklugu,
etmis dayimdan rica bana diisen sorumlulugu.
Bu sefer dogruyu soyliiyorum.

Dobra dobra.

Deyince dayim ama:

kocan iyi cocuk, ne olabilir ki alternatifin?
Kendime giivensizlige maglup oluyorum.
O yaz sonunda hamile kaliyorum.

Dogduktan sonra Bir Tanem,
hayat yeniden veriyor kendisini bana.

Gegiyor yillar. Onlarca yila katlaniyorlar.

Bir bakiyorum ki, elli olmus yasim.

Huzursuzum, mutsuzum evliligimde.

Kaplamis benligimi koyu bir kasvet.

Kalamam artik i¢ime aglaya aglaya, kiise kiise hayata,
giilmeye devam ederek disa

yillar ve de onyillar daha boyunca.

Ne olursa olsun sonug...

Kaldi ki, Bir Tanem —

kendimi seve seve birakip kendisine verdigim

0 essiz insanim, hayattaki en biiylik slikranim
kendi narin ama ¢etin ayaklar tizerinde

Oylesine hazir ki artik bulmaya kendi yolunu
germis giivenle kanatlarini benden ugmaya dogru...
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A life

My mother and father raised me with space for my privacy.
Always in support of my own confidence in me.

Nevertheless, | opted for an all-girls’ school.

Our city’s learning place of high reputation of the time.
| graduated with honors.

College found me surprised — for its male-female blend.

And: | met him. My first boyfriend.

The companion of my undergraduate years.
My mind’s equal. Equal to my upbringing.
My partner of hobbies. My love’s match.
I'loved. Loved much. Loved very much...

My father, however, hesitant; uneasy, my mother.
You haven’t known another male, they said.

He is very young, they said.

They said this. They said that...

| mourned. A most determined kind of mourning.
Still, I stayed away.

I'loved. Loved much. Loved very much...

He just was not found to be a match.

| was consoled. | consoled myself.

Unaware then of our twinned souls.

Our master’s studies were awaiting us abroad.
To follow our wedding.

On scholarships we both had earned...

There was no sign of him or me anymore.

The family friend’s son in the flat across from the hall,
had apparently been in love with me all along.
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And had been hoping for an engagement for long,

had I not been with him.

We knew each other since childhood.

His mother was in awe for mine;

as mine was a true fan of his.

Once out of her outer shell, she turned acutely whimsical,
suffering from inferiority complexes;

bitter words in abundance, bashing them on our heads,
right after our engagement.

The family friendship was now spoiled.

A fact emerged: in the far past,

her two brothers had to go through her similar issues.

| left him. Imagined marriage with him.

In rigorous images, | imagined marriage with him.

A union had become impossible.

Very little time passed by.

My husband found me at the university.

He had involved the departments for matchmaking.
He was a teaching assistant; so was I.

Ensuing days witnessed my mother ail with a sudden onset.
Cancer — one of the most determined to kill, to boost.
Rheumatism was the initial diagnosis...

| should have a home of my own,

my dear mother wished openly.

He can go ahead, was my reaction. The more | insisted,
the more dominating she became;

concluded it all from her hospital bed for us.

| say, she dominated. Of course, for my sake.

Her concern was vast. For the excessively sensitive me.
She must have feared for me.

Perhaps more than death itself.

What if, her death left me behind

without love and ceaselessly bitter...
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Swiftly, the engagement takes place. Wedding ensues.
My mother saw it all to be fit, after all.

I am ill at ease nervous reluctant.

My true self, distorted; internal tremors, not yet quieted.
A walk to the registry table, festivities to follow.

They even have me dance.

As were there something to celebrate.

America sedates me. A far distance from the old; very far.
My marriage passes barely a year. We return to Turkey.
To bury that fantastic being of mine.

A newylwed, my brother. Still there,

the one in the flat across the hall. My soul’s twin,
always in the deepest. | attempt to confess.

To my brother. To his wife. Of the cold I feel

in my marriage. | end up incapable.

My unhappiness. My despair.

Hence is my fate, | conclude. And with my husband
come back to America.

We are on the verge of the marriage’s second year.
I make another attempt. To divorce.

My father is remarrying, | find out.

He has his own household, my brother;

one he needs to settle down.

My other dear being — my uncle’s family is large.
Besides, he is in Germany.

How can anyone worry about me.
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| go back to America. Attempt divorce a third time,
when my uncle visits with his family.

Bothered by my cold behavior, it turns out,

my husband approaches him to talk to me,

to demand from me my responsibilities.

| say it as it is this time. Candidly.

“Your husband is a good man,

what could be your alternative?’

Upon hearing my uncle’s words,

| succumb to my insecurity.

At the end of that summer, | get pregnant.

After my One and Only is born,
life gives itself to me anew.

Years pass by. Multiply in sets of ten.

One day, as if all of a sudden, I turn fifty.

| am uneasy, unhappy in my marriage.

My inner being is covered in intense gloom.
| see no way to stay on anymore,

while I cry on the inside, quarrel with life
yet keep smiling on the outside,

for years and tens of years more to come.
No matter what the outcome...

Above and beyond,

my matchless being, the biggest blessing of my life
for whom | eagerly pushed myself aside

my One and Only is all ready

to find her own path on her delicate but tough feet
having spread in confidence her wings on her flight...
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Susadim Sana

Ayriligin sasmaz hikkmii

adresimde ezeli ndbette.

S0z dinlemez solumdaki
sana susadi dlesiye.

Yirmi dort saat alt tarafi.
Gecip bitiyor gun ve gece
ama ancak bagkasina gelince...
S6z konusu benim, deyince
corekleniyor hemen kasvet Ustlime.
Ne kalp ne beden pes diyor gene de
sana susup duruyor tikenesiye.

Sensizlik gilup te gilememek.
Kiminle neden bilememek.
Olmeden tekrar tekrar 6Imek.
Sana susayip susayip igememek.
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Thirsty for You

The infallible sentence on separation
is on eternal guard at my address.
Won'’t obey, the one on my left side
it violently thirsts for you.

A mere twenty-four hours, it is, after all.
The day and night pass by, and end
but only then, if it were someone else...
As soon as | reveal, itis I,
darkness is swift to twine over me.
Still, neither the heart nor the body gives in
both thirst after you in self-depletion.

Being without you
is to be incapable of laughing when in laughter.
Not to know with whom and why.
To die again and again without having died.
While thirsting after you over and over
not being able to drink you to sate.

174



Trance ~ ﬁd@a n. yz/maz

Cana Tak Deyince

Rahat bir hayat. Ayricalikli. Oldukg¢a emin.
Kurulmus diizen. Krokisi ¢ikmig gelecegin.
Yerlesik ahbapliklar. Hepsi el altinda.

Telaslar yonelik anlik yasama, giinliik kazanglara.

Diger tarafta sen...

Sevgin ve sen

Sevgimle sen

Uzaklarindan bile beni sevebilmen

Seni ruhumda tenim kadar ben hissettirmen
Ve kaynagina doymayi bilemeyen bir 6zlem.
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At the End of One’s Tether

Making a comfortable living in an esteemed life.
Considerably certain.

An order of design. The future’s map is out.
Convenient built-in friendships.

Hustle and bustle over immaterial ruts, and daily dimes.

You, on the other hand...

You with your love

You with my love

How you reach me from your distance
How trusted you are to my soul,

as were it inside my own frame.

And my soul with its insatiable pining.
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Ollimiine ask

tatmadim bdyle bir his bugiine dek

bende siiphe yok, bu basladigi gibi siirecek
eksilmemis biraz bile uzun zamanlar boyu
yillar eridikten sonra da dyle devam edecek

cosku hiiziin seving sliphe 6zlem ve arzu
heniiz ad1 olmayan nefes kesici daha birgok duygu
kaybetmek duydugum en biiyiiklerinden bir korku

ne farkeder beraberlik olmuyorsa eger

mubhtag degil ki iki tek ruh birlesmesine sevginin
o koklii sefkatin anlayisin ve ilginin

bir kez var olmussa dogustan yek iki tenli bir ruh
onemi yok bir yarinin

viicut bulmasina yaninda kendi yariminin

cunki o zaten kendine

kendinin ilk nefesinden daha da yakin
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eternal love

this sense, an unknown one from before
no doubt, when it is i who is concerned
this shall last as it began

not lessened for all this time

it will carry on

years can melt one by one

rapture grief joy suspense yearning and desire
breathtaking yet unnamed feelings furthermore
losing, the biggest of the fears i ever did perceive

what difference does lack of a union make

the single two-bodied love is in no need to become one
nor does that affection understanding or desire
donned with deepest roots

once a pre-natal being, though now a dual-bodied soul
the one half can bear not to merge with its other half
for it cannot be possibly closer to itself

than its original breath.
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secimim

farki mu1 sevisimin diger sevenlerden

0ziin yaris1 sevgili ruhu nefese es beslerken
uzaklardan yakini gérmeyenlerden;
tamamlamigsa ikinci bir sans eseri 0ksiizliigiini
son anina dek kendini ona vermeyenlerden,;
anne karn1 6ncesi benlik bilirken bu gergegi,
varmigcasina sanki bir yedegi,

yasami1 adim adim Sliime itenlerden;

heniiz yasantilarin bitig an1 gelmemisken

her giin yavas yavas dlenlerden?

biitiiniimle bag koymusum ben sevgiye,
direnmeye raziyim ten tiimden eriyene dek;
bulmug yarimimi yarimim geg¢ bir mucizeyle,
soldakinin en son atisina dek kendini verecek;
itmeden hayata hasret yasamimi heniiz 6liime,
alabiliyor ki madem o vahadan hala bir nefes
her giin yavas yavas 6lmeye yatak dosemeyecek.
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my choice

the difference between my love and that of those

who overlook the near for the sake of the distance,

while the soul’s half feeds its other like its own breath;
who avoid to commit to their rescuer for the second chance,
for relieving them of their orphanage;

who haul life to death step by step, as were there a spare,
when the pre-natal ego knows this truth too well;

who die little by little each day,

although life’s end is still far away?

my commitment to love is unbroken,

it is ready to resist until skins decay;

my half found its other with much delay,
though in a most magical way;

it will remain there until the heart beats its last;
while that oasis still inhales to it a fresh breath,
it will not force to die a life that quests to live,
nor will it prepare for it the bed of death.
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Oliime yasamak*

sensiz gene 6zlem giyindim bugiin
geceye neyse ki var henliz biraz
ugrasiyla giin geciyor bir sekilde
onun bitisi yok mu ama az ve az...
ayni1 direngle

yilmadan

her giin

ten

umutlayip da kendini

bulabilmeye o tek esini

iki tek degil de

bulmuyor mu her seferinde bir tek teni

yasanmis bir sekilde seneler
bir¢cogu bos dolu bazisi

ya bes ya on belki de yirmi
hi¢ alacagim kalmigsa geri

beden ruhun pek gerisinde

kopacak tlimden yakin giiniin birinde
arzu etme edilme ihtiyaci

gene de yasayacak, iste ya da isteme
gun de bitmeyi beceremeyecek

gece hele hi¢ mi hi¢ gegemeyecek

sensiz gene 6zlem giyindim bugiin
tutunmaya gayretli anilar bile

o iki benligi ha terketti ha terkedecek

hi¢ sevmemis hi¢ sevilmemiscesine
sanki kalbimde kalbin asla atmamais gibi
bu yarim ruha biteviye 6zlem yikleyecek
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to live for death

my thirst for you dressed me again today
there still is some time til the night sets in
work somewhat helps pass the day

when it nears its end, though, little by little
with the same resistance

steadfast resolve

every single time...

the hope-filled body hungers for its match
to only find its one self instead

the years were lived somehow
many, in grey blur; some color-filled
five ten or maybe even twenty

if any more are left for me, that is

the body lags; the soul is ahead

some day soon, they will be detached
regardless...

the need for desire and to be wanted will survive
the day will not know an end

it will cease to expire, the night

my thirst for you dressed me again today

even resilient memories

are about to forsake those two ids

as if i had never loved nor had ever been loved

as if your heart had never beaten in mine

they will burden anew this unfinished soul with hunger
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yanik

yanma kalbim, ne olursun, yanma
senin coskunla sevgi vermeyenlere
aliskanliga asil hayat bu diyenlere
diizenlerinden vazge¢cmeyenlere

biliyorum, perisansin, korundan yandin
yoluna git, ne olursun, ancak dyle varsin

durmaz, bilirim, iner ard arda o alev yaslar
giiniin birinde herhalde bu ac1 da yavaslar
zannetme ki, i¢in acimasiz hep boyle kavlar

es ruhun bildin, sevgiye 6ziinii verdin
g6z kamastiran bir serapmis meger

yanma kalbim, ne olursun, yanma

matemde kal, baska ne var, sanki ne farkeder
hice vardi sevgin, bittin tiikendin sanma
giiniin birinde elbette bu yanik da geger
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the burn

stop the burn, my heart

I beg of you, stop the burn

ignited by those not as generous with love
who see in habitude the real life to live
who refuse to forgo matters of convenience

i know your misere, this deepest of burns
go it alone, i beg of you, go it alone
only then, you will survive

those tears will not end, they are on fire
i think also this ache will ease one day
your essence will surely not keep burning like this

you took him as your soul’s twin
and gave your whole self to love
a mere blinding mirage, it seems,
was all that there was

stop the burn, my heart

i beg of you, stop the burn

though keep alive mourning

what else is left, what difference does it make
think not your loving was in vain

believe not you finally died out

some day, also this burn will terminate
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Sinop’u sevmek (Pantun®)

ulkemin en alcak gonilli yoresi
sarmig benligimi heniiz ben dogmadan
denizinin misafirperver kosesi

karsilayacak bedenimi kucaktan

*To avoid repetition, a description of Pantun only shows up
in the first section of Trance where my poem in English
with the title “love gone wrong (Pantun)” appears.
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loving Sinop (Pantun)

the most modest piece of my home soil
encompassed my essence before i was born
the hospitable corner of its sea

will welcome my body in warm embrace
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about the ;(m‘ﬁmﬂ

hiilya yilmaz is a college professor in Liberal Arts
with an extensive teaching career. She authored a
research book on the influence of ghazal poetry by
Rumi and Hafiz on 19" and 20" century German
literature.  Another scholarly work contains her
chapter on a controversial novel by Orhan Pamuk,
the 2006 recipient of the Nobel Prize for Literature.
From her profession, however, she cherishes most
the conduct and words of appreciation from a
respectable number of students. In her creative
work, yilmaz prefers the genres of fictional
autobiography, short story and poetry. Presently,
she teaches full-time in her fields of specialty; does
creative writing; is a self-appointed literary

translator and a novice free-lance writer.
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a /[ew words ﬁﬂom hu/ a

Composing poems had been a fascinating exploration for
me during my early schooling in Turkey, my country of
birth. 1 remember in vivid images the time when | saw my
lyrical creations in the poetry section of a popular journal.
The same publisher also printed a short story | had written
with the editor’s invitation. Decades passed since. While I
haven’t stopped writing poems or prose, life’s demands
took over the concentration | used to have back then to
pursue my passion for creative work. | was convinced any
writing endeavor was no longer meant for me.

About a year and a half ago, | joined the blogging arena. |
began to write again with devotion. Most of my written
work on my blog needs revising, a process I haven’t been
able to attend to due to serious time restraints. But, | have
been writing with regular intervals — almost regardless of
whatever comes my way in terms of unwarranted
distraction.  During the process, the more my readers
responded to my written word, the better | wanted to write
for them and for myself. Courage grew in me to submit —
though in a very small amount — my work to writers’
platforms. Amazing developments that brought me to the
verge of Trance began to occur soon after — as | shared
with you in my acknowledgments.

When | write, | weave my thoughts and emotions between
Turkish — my native tongue, English and German — my
acquired and professional languages. The English versions
of my poems in Turkish and German are my own work in a
blend of the idiomatic and literal translation styles. With
regard to the genres, | also prefer not to limit myself only to
one. Recently, for instance, | finished a short story to
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which | lent characteristics of a memoir. A novel | have
been working on (with no aignificant progress in sight)
displays elements of autobiographical fiction. Poetry,
however, signifies my most authentic nature. | therefore
remain in eternal gratitude to William S. Peters, Sr. and
Janet P. Caldwell of Inner Child Press. For they enabled
me my trilingual poetic voice to tell my story.

Cultural upbringing, gender issues, parenting, death,
sorrow, joy, and the one phenomenon that stabilizes it all —
love with its own offerings of longing, elation, loss and
mourning, are the themes | attempt to evoke in my book.
Words by renowned poets, writers and philosophers
announce the emergence of a new set of thoughts, emotions
or a union of both. In each of my poems, then, | articulate
life experiences we all traverse. Their tone and symbolism
vary according to the coping mechanisms that happened to
be only my share.

It is my hope for my poetry to reaffirm for you the concept
of sameness among us. Whether it is about the written
word in one or the other language, we are not at all as
different from one another as we may assume to be. For
the only distinction lies in the extent to which our identical
or similar ordeals and joys have moved and continue to
move us toward our own transformations.

As for my passion for the literary genre through which I am
privileged to connect with you on whichever level of our
existences that may be, | reveal it to you with words from
Henry Charles Bukowski (1920-1994):

“Poetry is what happens when nothing else can.”
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I met hiilya n. yilmaz when she joined a private group on
Facebook for writers of prose, poets, and artists to donate
our talents to anthologies that benefit various charities
called Indies In Action. | was immediately impressed with
her talent as a writer and poetess as well as her vivacious
personality and we quickly became friends.

We live in a society where women are often represented as
drama queens, needy and clingy, or completely devoid of
emotion. hulya's poetry portrays women as warm, caring,
and with inner strength that enable them to maintain
composure in the face of adversity. It brings to mind all of
the best qualities | would like my daughter or
granddaughter to have if | had one.

Crystal Schall
Writer, Editor
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Professor Hulya N. Yilmaz is yet to showcase her
masterpieces in her book “Trance”, a poetry book
collection in English, Turkish and German. Her poetry
encompasses thought-provoking insights of the world
around us, intricately written as embedded in her poetry
works.

Dr. Yilmaz who considers herself an interrupted writer and
poet, armed with her impressive literary achievements and
experiences will give her readers lovely-woven words —
words of a modern poet who wonders about the miracles
and mysticism of life and beyond, weaves them and
produces inspirational works about different themes, 1 am
sure you would all fall in love with. Reading her poetry
makes me feel as though | am in those moments in time
when she had actually composed them. | was asked in an
online magazine interview before what is perfect poetry for
me. “Perfect poetry for me is one that awakes the feelings
of your readers, carries you to a place you have made up in
your imagination as written on your pieces, one that
touches the readers in one way or the other.” That is exactly
how I can describe Prof. Yilmaz’s poetry.

I highly recommend lovers of poetic works to read
“Trance” and experience a different kind of escape out of
life’s madness for a while and relax enjoying her
magnificent poetry.

Congratulations on your new international poetry book,
Prof. Hiillya N. Yilmaz !

Elizabeth E. Castillo

Writer/Journalist/Blogger
Philippines
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What is mind without emotions? What is brilliance without
emotions? Worldwide the scientists are hugely focused on
the Emotional Quotient (EQ) of humans. Now in Trance
Dr. hillya yilmaz (Ph.D., Humanities) has silently
showcased her strong adherence to the eminent poet
William Wordsworth. According to Wordsworth (Ref:
Lyrical Ballads): “Poetry is the spontaneous overflow of
powerful feelings: it takes its origin from emotion
recollected in tranquility.” With Trance the readers will
certainly enjoy revisiting memory lane. Poetry has its
characteristic spell of silence. In this collection the readers
will explore the void of silence. I have thoroughly enjoyed
reading the whole of the book but will especially mention
the following poems as my most favorite readings: raising
a wife, anatomy of a divorce, barren no more, alive?,
how?, denial, and You Are Not Alone. I believe you, too,
will enjoy Trance in its entirety, or through the poems of
your selection.

Dr. Kiriti Sengupta

November, 2013
Calcutta, India
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hiilya n. yilmaz, is a woman after mine own heart. I met
her in 2013 through a good friend and Author, Alan W.
Jankowski. Alan introduced her to one of the many, Inner
Child groups of which I not only am a member, but also the
COO, of Inner Child, Itd.

| began to read hilya's poetry on a regular basis and found
her to be a very capable and versatile writer. This is when
my curiosity peaked about this intellectual woman. | was
driven to know more. hilya is not only a talented writer
but also speaks, writes and teaches in many languages
thereby empowering her readers. | personally find
intelligence refreshing. hulya is at the top of my list.

| also want to mention that hiillya is personable, trustworthy
and a lover of mankind, expressing peace and love, for all
of humanity; and now a personal friend that | love and
adore. Within the pages of Trance, you the reader, will see
exactly what 1 mean. hilya, has a way of weaving her
poetry into the form of story telling, satiated . . . while
leaving you wanting more. Conundrum ? Thank
Goodness, | am able to turn the page and read more from
this gifted writer. hilya has graciously gifted us with the
English, German and her native tongue Turkish, in the
translations found within this book, Trance.

Trance is a steal at $ 22.95 and | encourage you to buy one
for yourself and to gift another. Happy Reading !

Janet P. Caldwell

Author
COO, Inner Child, Itd.
http://www.janetcaldwell.com/
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ahout the A rtist

Siddartha Beth Pierce
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Siddartha Beth Pierce
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Siddartha Beth Pierce is a Mother, Poet, Artist, Educator

and Art Historian. Her works are informed by Nature,
Math, Science, the Universal, Sub-Conscious and
Metaphysical aspects we encounter throughout our lives.
She works with a variety of media including painting,
drawing, printmaking, sculpture and some computer
graphics.

Siddartha says her purpose is one of self-exploration and
philosophical research. Her objective is to reach you, the
reader and viewer in order to illicit a response mechanism
within you own circle of knowledge, heart and soul. She
has hope that each of person may find something of value
to consider and expand upon their own lives and
experiences.

She further says “It is my mission to bring these works to
the public at a minimal of expense but with a depth that is
far reaching”.

Most of Siddartha’s works are a part of her own private
collection, however, she does welcome any inquiries for the
purchase of any art you may be interested in. She has
shown my work nationally and has been and is currently
featured in print magazines and journals internationally.

She thanks all for taking the time to view and explore this
creation.
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a few words from the ﬂrtist L

The cover art for this book was created in 1995
while | attended George Mason University in
Fairfax, Virginia. It is a collagraph printmaking
plate made of caulk painted with a palette knife
onto canvas board. It is a one of a kind artwork.
‘L’Enfant: A Foreshadow’ is titled as such due to
the breech, C-Section birth of my son, Pierce
Emery Haver, three years later. | later attended
Virginia Commonwealth University in Richmond,
Virginia and received a Masters Degree in Art
Education with an emphasis on printmaking and
computer art and furthered my studies there in the
Art History Department. | am now All But
Dissertation (ABD) in a degree of Philosophy of
Art History with a major in African Art History
and Contemporary Art.

Additionally, I was an Assistant Professor and
Artist-in-Residence at Virginia State University in
Petersburg, Virginia during 2001. Wherein my art,
poetry and teaching were featured on PBS, Around
the Appomatox.

Siddartha Beth Pierce
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hiilya yilmaz 1is a college professor 7 /

in Liberal Arts with an extensive
teaching career. In her creative
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fictional autobiography, short story g
and poetry. Presently, she teaches - 4
full-time in her fields of specialty; &

does creative writing; is a self-
appointed literary translator and a \
novice free-lance writer. 7Y 4

Come, come again, whoever you are, come!
Heathen, fire worshipper or idolatrous, come!
Come even if you broke your penitence a hundred times,
Qurs is the portal of hope, come as you are.

Rumi
Jalal ad-Din Muhammad Balkhi
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We live in a society where women are often represented as drama queens,
needy and clingy, or completely devoid of emotion. hiilya's poetry portrays
women as warm, caring, and with inner strength that enable them to maintain
composure in the face of adversity. It brings to mind all of the best qualities I
would like my daughter or granddaughter to have if I had one.

Crystal Schall

Composing poems had been a fascinating exploration for me during my early
schooling in Turkey, my country of birth. ~ hiilya yilmaz
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