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I have been defeated unexpectedly
While looking at the view from above
A single cannon shot was enough to bring down the walls
The city fell, engulfed in flames by evening.
I have been defeated by time like this.
By the bulk of the arrogant giants.
I mixed in
As if sliding into nothingness from satin sheets.
By praising madness.
I have been defeated by a light breeze
And it swept and tossed me into the abysses
As I fell, I understood this realm
I searched my curtain in black.
I have been defeated by fire with my wax boat.
I have been defeated by nothingness with my existence made of atoms.
I have been defeated and I have completely worn out since then...
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Now I
Every now and then write
My poems.
Then I stop and look,
Just like
Holding its hand;
Wondering if it’s with the grace of
A ballerina twirled on her toes.
Of course, there are minor touch-ups,
I am my words' sculptor after all.
Sometimes I read in admiration
Whatever I have written,
As if in front of me
Ahmet Arif
Or
Nazım Hikmet.
Sometimes a sadness envelops me,
As if I have fallen defeated to Nazım,
I retreat into my shell.
I'm glad I'm writing,
I'm glad,
Otherwise, what meaning would it hold
For the shells of mussels
Covered with the sands of the Mediterranean
And hidden in a glasses case
In my world?
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To love,
How many seasons must pass
To be happy?
How many springs must filter
To see the sun?
On which roads must one walk
Should one be swept into fairy tales?
Or should one be buried in nightmares?
How many days must one see
Through which corridors must one pass
How many people must one know
How many wrongs must one sense.
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If it were a rose, I would understand...
It didn't smile...
It gave a rose.
It seemed to say go with its gaze...
Harsh and proud...
As if it were shouting because its tone of voice had finished...
I was left standing there with the rose in my hand.
In my silence, I was listening to my voice...
Silently...
I was breathless.
My tongue was tied...
My eyes filled with tears...
My heart drowned in sadness.
However...
The rose was hope for me...
It was happy to say goodbye with that rose...
It forgot that the rose it gave me
Would wither my smiling face...
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

However, i


[image: ]


However, I
Would have wanted to start life
From the same street as you.
To grow up together,
To know life together,
I would have wanted to write our fate together...
And to extract the pain of being late...
I would have wanted to be struck by you from my childhood...
Now, though, what I do is just for your well-being...
My wish every night.
Me?
I stayed where I fell for you....
Why?
There’s no answer, just so you know.
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That he is older than nine
That pride is a form of decorum
That one end of the stick is gold,
And the other end is iron,
That the full is so full it will crack,
And the hungry is so hungry it will moan
I know.
I know the lovers in the mirror
I know those who warm themselves with a lighter
I know the dreamers,
I know those who make others dream
I know the kings from their palaces
I know the lords from their castles
I know the village chieftains from their mansions
I know the workers from their single-room houses.
I know this disgusting order from its workings
I know the ones who change when they find it
I know those who go mad with thoughts
I know those last hopes too.
I know but still, I am ignorant
I am a traitor because I can't equalize the conditions
I am a shameless one because I crush and laugh
It seems everyone is immortal, only I am mortal...
A Timeless Thought
I have left life to the flow of time
I do not force anything
Nor do I chase after it.
Every day is the same
In the people I see
I have fallen into a monotony
I keep going around.
Changing,
With night and day
With sun and moon
And
The revolving four seasons
The world had the sun
But my only companion is my loneliness
What is missing is
The sun...
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My love, my dreams, and me
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I was free like the clouds
Feral like the wind
And drunk like the trees
You fell into my heart
You rained
You blew
You thundered
You took root
Do you hear
Let it be love
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