The wreath on my head, my high office.

Dear Menophila, did you have lovers?

Or was there a quietening between your thighs? Were you swept up in floral until your
final surmise? To think or infer without certain conjecture. I know you had lasting
conviction. Did songs sound sonorous around your heavens? My wreath is floral and
my flowers are drying in the sun. What thoughts lay on your horizon? What desires did
you cast out into the starry night sky? Were you looking at the same stars as I? Yours
will have burnt out to nothing by the time they reach my sight. Are we seeking the same
constellations? No two are forged alike. Within the galaxy there is room for all the space
that exists between us. Does the night sky contain a shadow, marking the moment you
disappeared? You are my northern star, my morning light— I will move you into
blackness, cast you across tender night sky.

The book indicates wisdom.

An allegory and an ode— educational avenues leading towards you. How to act
devotional without having met you. There is space for you to meet me within dialogue.
Trace me with your fervour. Set my flames alight with your timing bode. Raise me to
distant mountain tops, scrub me and run cool water down my spine. Ravish me in endless
story and draw me softly back towards respite. You were the omen that announced my
arrival. With tears, we have helped the sea levels rise. You changed the architecture of
the oceans. To portend my placements; to announce my becoming, before your departure.
Thousands of passing moons have swept the black tide of sky since you closed your eyes.
Replace my phrases with fresh poetic gesture— you were a poem intended to be sung.

The wreath on my head, my high offfice.

Melancholic melodies play on repeat and I am stuck fast within the briny depths of sea.
Tam an arm at the lower end of the river, attempting to swim upstream, I am searching.

The letters of the muses say ...

The work remains, stays, re-trains and rejuvenates. There is no such thing as writer’s
block. 1 lean back on the words. I press the letters into my thighs, hoping for bruises
from new language. You are the distant light of the ferry. Guide me home, Menophila.
Bring with yourself forgotten vocabularies. Tell me it is okay to push to brilliance or
sink to anonymity. The ones who are meant to be remembered, will be remembered.
We can only do so much on earth and then it is up to the reader, the historian or the
listener. Seek forgotten estuaries— that part of the mouth or lower course of a river in
which the river s current meets the sea’s tide. Swim within currents of possibility.

Meet me in the water. I am awaiting the waves to break— I am ready for new
conversation, swept up in sea foam.

The wreath on my head, my high office.

T will build a room for poems to coalesce and thoughts to run rapid; a room, a set of
rooms, or building. Moving through my mind’s makeup. Brick walls fall in on one
another. Her office is next to mine. A room assigned to a specific person. Keep order
externally and internal order will follow. I was appointed to top wrung, top field, top
fair. There was no one who could stand before me, or below me. I was all alone out on
the precipice, under spotlight, before audience. I was cast as speaker, sonorous. My
voice paled in comparison to the waves. I was moving forward, yet nothing was audible.
She cast me backwards in order to appreciate the scores of poetry I had written— a break
from all of the reading rings necessary.

The most fruitful age.

A position of duty. I was in service to myself and not to others. The work goes out and
blankets you, but the making is for and from myself. Being an artist is a solitary act. You
can only reach out so far before the work loses authenticity. Women are bathing on the
coast. 1 fall back into the waves, my back swept up in ancient water. I am listening to
sprinkled moments, dulled by buckets of sand. I have visited your gravestone three
times. Menophila, walk before me. Language has the ability to reclaim and retrain our
bodies. We can be built upon the choral voices of a thousand souls before us. I will
try to bring you back through words. We can only hear them when we tune into our own
frequencies. I need to stand aside myself with nothing but admiration, breaking down
the fortress walls that surround me. You do not need to encircle me with feeling — I was
born within the whirlpool. In engraved hand, I will write a letter to the muses. I will
carefully transcribe scripture to pull me from this period of heat and rut. I have the
power in my hands to cast new pronouncements and poetics, to write my future, afresh.

The wreath on my head, my high office.

They will whisper truths back to me. They have been waiting patiently. I am searching
for Roman, Hellenistic, Byzantine and Ottoman frequencies. The dates overlap and get
mixed up. To come up with the new. To let inspiration run. To be open; to come undone.
T'am so very terrified standing before the unknown. I am so very terrified to welcome a
new sun. My future is yet to be written. The body can only do what the body can do.
There is no need to seek shame, judgement or comparison to others. My body is

strong. I have strength marked in the corners of my eyes. You are in my periphery,
Menophila. You are silent waves, seeking to blanket me. Lift me up to the pulpit and

cast me over with brazen confidence. I will stand behind you. I will seek your office.

The people
(have honoured)
Menophila, daughter of
Hermagenos. Whom does this
stone point to that is elegant and
beautiful? The letter of the muses say
Menophila. Why is your gravestone (decorated) with
reliefs of both white lily and alpha on top of those
with a wreath? The book indicates wisdom, the
wreath on my head my high office. And the
alpha that I married once. The basket,
disciplined virtue, the flower snatched
by the genie, the most fruitful age. May
there be little dust around (your grave)
You have died here, of tears upon the
mother and father you have left childless!*

* Grave stele of M hila, Sardes (Sard) Hellenistic Period, end of
2nd c. B.C (Inv. 4033T), Istanbul Archaeology Museum Collection.
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Basimdaki tag, makamim.

Sevgili Menophila, agigin var miydi? Yoksa kalgalarinin arasinda siikunet mi vardi?
Son séziine kadar gigeklere mi daldin? Belirli bir tahmin olmadan diigiinmek veya
anlam ¢ikarmak. Daimi bir inancin oldugunu biliyorum. Ezgiler seda etti mi
goklerinde? Benim tacim ¢igeklerden ve ¢igeklerim giineste kurumakta. Ufkunda ne
fikirler yatiyor? Hangi arzulari yildizli geceye disladin? Benimle ayni yildizlara m1
baktin? Benim goriisiime ulagtiklarinda seninkiler sonmiis olacak. Ayni takimyildizint
mu artyoruz? Higbiri birbirine benzer islenmemistir. Galakside, aramizdaki

mesafenin hepsini alacak kadar yer var. Gece gégiinde senin kayboldugun ani
mimleyen bir gélge var m1? Sen benim kuzey yildizimsin, sabah 15181msin — seni
karanliga tasiy1p narin gece gogiine serpecegim.

Kitap bilgeligi gosterir.

Bir alegori ve bir methiye — egitimin yollar1 sana ¢ikiyor. Seninle tanigmadan nasil
sadik davranmah? Diyalogda benimle karsilasabilecegin bir alan var. Beni sevkle izle.
Kehanetinle atesimi tutustur. Beni uzak dag tepelerine tasi, temizle ve omurgamdan
asag serin sular dok. Sonsuz bir hikaye ile doldur beni ve nazikge geri getir molaya.
Sen gelisimi haber veren alamettin. Gézyaslariyla denizin yiikselmesine yardim ettik.
Sen okyanuslarin mimarisini degistirdin. Mevkimi belirtmek i¢in; gitmeden énce,
olusumu agiklamak i¢in. Géziinii kapattigindan beri gegen binlerce ay, gogiin kara
gelgitini tarad. Siirsel taze ifadelerle soylediklerimi yeniden s6ze dok — sen sarkisi
soylenmek iizere yazilms bir siirdin.

Basimdaki tag, makamim.
Melankolik melodiler tekrardan ¢almakta ve ben denizin tuzlu derinliklerinde saplanip

kaldim. Ben nehrin asag1 ucunda bir kolum, akintiya karg yiizmeye ¢ahsarak,
ariyorum.

Sanat tanrigalarinin dedigi ...

Yapit durur, baki kalir, yeniden egitir ve genglestirir. Yaraticilik krizi diye bir sey
yoktur. Ben kelimelere yaslanirim. Yeni dilin getirecegi morluklari umarak harfleri
kalgalarima bastiririm. Sen teknenin uzaktan gelen 1s181s1n. Bana evin yolunu géster,
Menophila. Beraberinde, untulmus kelime dagarciklar: getir. Kendimi olaganiistii
olmaya zorlamamin veya siradanliga gomiilmemin sorun olmadigini séyle.
Kaderinde hatirlanmak olanlar hatirlanacaktir. Elimizden ancak bu kadar1 gelir,
sonrasi okuyucuya, tarihgiye ve dinleyiciye kalmistir. Unutulmus haligleri ara —
nehrin akintisinin denizin dalgasiyla birlestigi, o agzindaki veya yataginin
asagisindaki pargay1. Thtimallerin akintisinda yiiz. Suyun iginde benimle bulus.
Dalgalarin kirtlmasini bekliyorum — denizin képiigiine karigmus, yeni sohbetlere
hazirim.

Basimdali tag, makamim.

Siirlerin kaynagmasi ve diisiincelerin kosturmasi i¢in bir oda insa edecegim; bir oda,

bir siirii oda veya bina. Aklimin yapilarindan gegiyorum. Tugla duvarlar birbiri

tizerine ¢okiiyor. Kadinin ofisi benimkinin yaninda. Belirli birine tahsis edilen bir

oda. Disaridan diizeni saglarsan i¢ diizen de olusur. En iist basamak, en iyi mevki, en
6nemli olaya tayin edilmistim. Kargimda veya arkamda durabilecek kimse yoktu.
Ugurumun kenarinda, sahne 1siklarinin altinda, seyircinin karsisinda yapayalnizdim.
Konusmaci roliindeydim, sedallydim. Sesim dalgalara kiyasla donuklasti.
[lerliyordum, fakat hicbir sey duyulmuyordu. Yazdigim ¢ok sayida siiri
degerlendirebilmek igin beni geriye savurdu — okumaktan tamamiyle kurtulmak gerekli.

En verimli yas.

Vazife mevki. Bagkalarma degil, kendime ¢aligtyordum. Yapit ¢ikar ve seni sarar,
ama yapim kendim i¢in ve kendimdendir. Sanat¢1 olmak miinzevi bir istir. Yapit
otantikligini kaybetmeden, ancak bir yere kadar uzanabilirsiniz. Kadinlar kiyida
yikaniyor. Geri, dalgalara doniiyorum, sirtima kadim sular garpiyor. Kum kovalariyla
soniiklesmis, serpistirilmis anlar1 dinliyorum. Birkag kere mezar tagini ziyaret ettim.
Menophila, 6niimde yiirii. Dilin, bedenlerimizi geri alma ve yeniden egitme yetenegi
var. Bizden onceki binlerce ruhun koro sesini temel alabiliriz. Kelimeleri kullanarak
seni geri getirmeye ¢alisacagim. Bu sesleri, sadece kendi frekansimizi dinledigimizde
duyabiliriz. Etrafimi saran kale duvarlarini yikarak, sirf hayranlikla kendimin yaninda
olmam gerek. Beni duygularla gevirmenize gerek yok — ben girdabin i¢inde dogdum.
Yok olmus bir dille sanat tanrigalarina bir mektup yazacagim. Beni bu sicak ve
bozunma evresinden gikarmas igin yaziti 6zenle kopya edecegim. Yeni siir teknikleri
ve telaffuzlar tasarlamaya, gelecegimi bastan yazmaya giiciim var.

Basimdaki tag, makamim.

Bana gergekleri geri fisildayacaklar. Sabirla beklemekteler. Roma, Helen, Bizans ve
Osmanli frekanslari artyorum. Tarihler ¢akistyor ve karistyor. Yeniyi bulmak igin.
[lhann serbest birakmak igin. A¢ik olmak ve ¢oziilmek icin. Bilinmezin karsisinda
durmak 6diimii kopariyor. Yeni bir giinesi kargilamak 6diimii kopariyor. Gelecegim
heniiz yazilmadi. Beden ancak kendi yapabildigini yapabilir. Utang, yargi veya
bagkalariyla kiyas aramanin lizumu yok. Bedenim kuvvetli. Sen goriis alanimdasin,
Menophila. Sen, beni értecek olan sessiz.dalgalarsin. Beni kiirsitye ¢ikar ve arsiz bir
dzgiivenle kapla. Arkanda duracagim. Refakatini ariyor olacagim.
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Halk,
Hermegenos'un
kizt Menophila'y1
(onurlandirdi.) Zarif ve giizel olan
kimi bu tag gosteriyor? Mousalarin
harfleri Menophila'y1 bildiriyor. Neden
senin mezar tagina hem beyaz zambak kabartmas: ve
alpha, Kitap ve sepet, hem de bunlarin tizerine ¢elenk
(islenmis) ? Kitap bilgeligi gosterir, basinda tagidigim
celenk yiiksek mevkimi, Alpha ise bir kez
evlendigimi, Sepet disiplinli iffeti, cin'in
kaptig1 cigek en verimli yasi.(Mezarinn)
etrafinda toz hafif olsun,burada 6lmiigsiin,
Vay, gozyaslari biraktigin gocuksuz ana-
babaya!*

*Menophila’Nin Mezar Steli, Mermerm Sardes (Sart),Hellenistik Dénem,
1.0.2.YY sonu, Env. 4033 T, Istanbul Arkeoloji Miizesi Koleksiyonu



