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Eser adi: Mavileri kuruturken / While drying the blues

Kiz kardesim deniz i¢in aghyor

Kiz kardesim agliyor, durmadan agliyor.

Gozyaslari tuzlu, firtinali saganaklara dontstiyor.

Yagmura, ¢aglayanlara ve nehirlere...
Denize, denize akiyorlar.

Kiz kardesim sessizce hickiriyor, biliyor.
Kabuklara ve siglklara kulak veriyor.

Aksam karanliginda uyuyan baliklardan duyuyor.

Mantarlardan ve kiiflerden 6greniyor.

Mayaro’da, yuriiyen baliklari acik¢a duyuyor.
Baglarindan firlayan siyah gozler:

“Riizgar suyu terketti.

Deniz canlilart yataklarma ziftlenmis.”

Newcastle’da liken ve yosunlari duyuyor.
Agaclar kahverengilesip kururken:
“Zehirler, onlar, hava akimini yakaliyor!
Kara ve deniz olecek.”

Kiz kardesim aglyor, durmadan agliyor.
Gozyaslar gelgitle birlegti.

Kabuklar ve sigliklar kayboldu.

Yerler ve gokler ayrildi.

My sister cries the sea

My sister is crying and crying

her tears grow to salt stormy showers
to rain and to rapids and rivers

they run to the sea to the sea.

My sister sobs softly she knows

she listens at shells and the shoals

she hears from fish sleeping at nightfall
she gathers from mushrooms and moulds.

Hears walking fish clear at Mayaro
black eyes popping out of their heads:
“The wind it gone out of the water
the sea things is tarred to their beds.”

Hears lichen and moss at Newcastle

as tree things brown up and go dry:

“The poisons them capture the air waves!
The land and the sea going to die.”

My sister is crying and crying

Her tears have joined up with the tide.
The shells and shallows have vanished.
The earth and the heavens divide.
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