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A Window in the North

Lale Miildiir

translated from the Turkish by

Ayten Tartici

This is a selection from Lale Miildiir’s A Window in the North, a long
prose poem that forms a part of her 1992 book Kuzey Defterleri (Note-
books from the North). These poems were partly inspired by Miildiir’s
four-year stay in Brussels during the early 1980s as a result of her marriage
to the Belpian painter Patrick Claeys. In these wide-ranging meditations,
Miildiir combines the cosmic with the quotidian, and the scientific with the ar-
tistic, as the Tiirkish speaker of these poems looks out onto the Flemish land-
scape through a window. We find ourselves interrogating the monumentality of
a moment compared to the vast scale of universal time. As raindrops gather on
the window, distarices of all kinds suddenly come into focus: between exterior
and interior, winter and sunumer, North and East, the solitary self and others,






are like Bohr’s atomic models. only understood in a cloud
bilities, always moving farther away from us

in this light the efforts of the surrealists are fruitless,
rm themselves into a narcissistic charlatanism. and the classics
into a self-satisfied ordinariness of monochromatic vision
rmity. the few who wriggled out,
real visionaries, like Leonardo, William Blake, Holbein, van Eyck...
niddle of this thing we call reality, they were slipping
away from us. people like Munch, Hopper, Picasso, Dali, and Bacon,
trying to nail onto the wall the other
only be sensed, in order that, in a wider and cosmic

time and space are re-organized, there, the painted, depthless figures
casso, Dali, and Giacometti turn out to be the most realistic of them all.

en though it is not continuous we can speak of an evolution in art
le m the evolutlon of knowledge to the progress in science.

to also see people in this light. each part, parallel to the ratio
it resembles the whole, goes to its essence, and at the same time,

is barely surviving, barely protecting its totality.
it we are able to see the bow between a person’s interior
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ng on a bed of wind, on a bed of cyclones. ..
n is looking at you, self-crowned. ..

e is passing by...

volving around me like the minute hand...

h here, or north-west?

wselfl Return to the East!

s song divides loneliness into slices

here someone joyful and calm?

ting myself out of a foreigner, out of an unknown
th here, or north-west?

ss is a gray bow in the sky...

is bringing you a language of water. ..

younger sibling,
g a song for your distant heart
1ow that I am singing for you?

.



maybe someone who has become sick with melancholia is the best
interpreter of the Kabbalah. someone whipped with melancholia, someone
who can’t leave the house. because Paracelsus’s kabbalistic charm

1s trapped in the imagination and can only be kept alive in memory.

a reader sick with melancholia... once upon a time

in a place where a star lived. .. leaves every hope behind. an imagination
that can convert itself to niotion can change a foreign body.

the places where a star lived once upon a time can be recreated

through Gabalia. “it is melancholics who best know how to read the world.”
they categorize objects best. the more lifeless things are

the better they can be analyzed. this is why I never

left this armchair by this window. it it is craziness for someone

reading and writing in Turkish to try to understand the north,

it’s worth exaggerating the dimensions of this madness.

if the north can’t be understood from this narrow angle,

it will never be understood from a wider angle.

after this book, my deadly ftlirtations with the north will be over, and stll
other poles and axes will never take me from this window.
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