DENIZE ASIK OLAN KURENIN KiTABI

Gecenin bir saati, Sappho kadinin ellerine fisildadi.
“SUmbul gibi, gbzlerimi kor eden bir aydinlik var.”
Aydinlik?

Kadin aydinligin oldugu yere gitmeliydi.

Bir deniz yolu.

“Deniz”

Deniz her seydir.

Zaman cabuk aktl.

Simdi kadin teknede.

Yolu Lesbos’a.

Her yan yildiz.

Kadin basini dik tutamiyordu.

Basi yildizlara ¢arpabilirdi.

Ay yildizlarin ortasinda tipki peynir tekeri gibiydi.
Dalgalar pathyordu.

Képukleri Ay'in ylziunde kictk noktaciklar olusturdu.
Kadin dusledi.

Kucuk bir fare bu peynir tekerini isirsa...
Aydedenin yanaginda bir gedik olsa...

Bu gece herhangi bir gece degildi.

Boga Hurri'nin boynuzlarinda gelmisti.

Oyleyse neden olmasindi?

Yoksa Tanri Apollon buna ¢cok mu kizardi?
Tesup, kadinin Gzerine indi, onu 6rtt0.

Sumbdl, kiicuk fare, kadin uykuya daldi.

Her sey sessiz, s6zsuz, sussuzdu.

Can sesleriyle uyandilar.

Dalgalar korkmus, sinmis, genis elleriyle isaret ediyorlardi.
Kadin o yéne gbkylzine bakti.

Gercek dus olmazdi.

Dusu gercek olmustu.

Ay’in yanaginda bir gedik!

Hay buttn Tanrilar...

Bu Apollon’un, Poseidon’un, Tesup’un, Sappho’nun sakasi olmaliydi.

Tanrilarin ve sairlerin islerine sual olunmazdi.
Kadin sormad..
Ay’in yuzundeki karanlik gedik gittikce buyudu... bayada...

Kadin, 6limlilerin buna “Ay tutulmasi” dedigini hatirlar gibi oldu.

Saclarini Tesup’a birakti, “sagma” dedi.
Ay’ kim tutabilir?
Ben.

Sumbdl gibi, gbézlerini daha iyi gbérebilecegi kérlige goturen kadinin icindeki ses konustu:

Ben.



Kadin Ay’I nasil tutacagini biliyordu.
Lesbos’un sahillerinde ne kadar topdeniztasi varsa topladi.
Taslar coktu.

Kadin taslarin Gzerine yazd..

“i(;imizde kin yok nefret yok

cocuk yuregidir benim ylaregim.”

Sappho, kadinin ellerine egildi, fisildad..

Kadin hepsini taslara yazdi.

Ay gibi taslara.

Kadin taslari avucunda tuttu.

Taslar isind.

Onlari tek tek denize birakti.

Tesup, Apollon, Poseidon, Sappho seyrettiler.
Baska kimse yoktu.

Kadin siradan bir is yapiyormus gibi rahatti.
Tanrilar saskin.

Kadin emindi, battn aylan, batin ganesleri tutabilirdi.
Son ay yuvarlagi siir tasini da denize birakti.
Son ay yuvarlagi siir tasi batmadi.

Oylece her sey olan denizin ylizeninde kaldi.
Saga, sola... salindL.

Kadin aklinda bir kitap yapti.

Sayfalari su yesili bakirdan.

ic_;inde hayatin kendisi olan kireleri koydu.
Kurelerden biri denize asikti.

O denize gitti.

Kadin onu tutmad..

O son ay yuvarlagi siir tasiydi.

Hic batmamaliydi.

Tesup, Apollon, Poseidon, Sappho seslendiler.
“Heeeeeey... Ludingirra’nin arkadasi, Ay’i tutan kadin...”
Sesleri geldi ellerime carpti.

Evet o benim.

istanbul, Nisan 1990



THE BOOK OF THE SPHERE THAT LOVES THE SEA

Sometime in the night, Sappho whispered into the woman’s hands.
“There is a light that dazzles my eyes, just like hyacinths.”

Light?

The woman had to go toward the light.

A seaway.

“The sea”

The sea is everything.

Time flew by.

The woman was on the boat now.

En route to Lesbos.

Stars everywhere.

The woman couldn’t hold her head up.

Her head could hit the stars.

The Moon was like a wheel of cheese amidst the stars.

The waves were crashing.

Their foam appeared on the Moon’s face like small tatches.

The woman dreamed.

What if a little mouse took a bite of this wheel of cheese,

And left a chasm on the Moon’s cheek...

Tonight was not like any other.

It had arrived on the horns of the Hurrian bull.

So, why not?

Would Apollo be furious about it?

Teshub descended upon the woman and covered her.

The hyacinth, the little mouse, and the woman fell asleep.
Everything was silent, tacit, and plain.

They woke up to the sound of ringing bells.

With pavid, intimidated, and open hands, the waves pointed to the sky.
The woman turned to look.

Reality could not be a dream.

But her dream had become real.

A chasm on the Moon’s cheek!

Oh, all the Gods!

This must have been a joke played by Apollo, Poseidon, Teshub, and Sappho.
After all, Gods’ and poets’ affairs could not be questioned.

The woman did not inquire.

The dark chasm on the Moon’s face grew bigger and bigger...

The woman remembered that the mortals called this the “eclipse of the Moon.”
She left her hair to Teshub and uttered, “nonsense.”

Who can eclipse the Moon?

Me.

The woman'’s inner voice that led her to blindness where she could see her eyes better,
just like hyacinths, said: Me.



The woman knew how to eclipse the Moon.

She picked up all the round pebbles she could from the coasts of Lesbos.
There were plenty.

Sheinscribed on the pebbles,

“There is no spite or hate in us,

My heart is that of a child.”

Sappho bent over the woman's hands and whispered.

The woman inscribed everything on the pebbles.

Those that looked like the Moon.

She held them in her palm.

The pebbles warmed up.

She let them sink into the sea one by one.

Teshub, Apollo, Poseidon, and Sappho all watched.

There wasn’t another soul.

The woman was at ease, as if she were doing something ordinary.
The Gods were bewildered.

The woman was certain; she could eclipse all the suns and the moons.
She let the last moon-round poem pebble drop into the sea.
The last moon-round poem pebble did not sink.

It remained thus, on the surface of the sea that was everything.
It rolled left and right.

The woman envisioned a book.

With pages made of sea-green copper.

On them, she placed the spheres, life itself.

One of the spheres was in love with the sea.

It went to the sea.

The woman didn’t hold it back.

For that was the last moon-round poem pebble.

It shouldn’t have sunk.

Teshub, Apollo, Poseidon, and Sappho called out,

“Hey! Ludingirra’s friend, the woman who eclipses the Moon...”
Their voices crashed into my hands.

Yes, | am her.

Istanbul, April 1990



