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Bejan MATUR 

 

Rage, Rage Against the Dying of the Light 

 

My Swedish editor likens me to Cassandra. He describes me in my Swedish book as someone who 

carries in her soul the tragedy of sensing disasters without being able to stop or hinder them. That 

may be the summary of my adventure in poetry.   

 

In my childhood, I was curious about outer space. I used to look at the sky more than I looked at the 

people around me. Perhaps that explains why my neck is slightly uneven. I had the same curiosity 

and passion about what was happening beneath the earth.  I decided to become an archaeologist.  We 

have a lot to learn from the inscriptions on stones—the stone registers more than mankind. I wove 

my poetry in an interstitial space between the stone and the star. I am still doing it that way. 

 

My constant questioning about the Sky and the Subterranean made me more human. I became 

acquainted with the shared narratives of humanity because of that curiosity. I discovered the world of 

the great spirits who wrote the purest literature, the world of the writer that Lorca describes in his 

Duende. After all, an artist is nothing but someone who feels attraction between the Earth and her/his 

body.   

  

Until now, I’ve written dramatic poems in between the heavy reality of my people and that attractive 

force—but I have to confess, the older I become, the more I get interested in the philosophy of 

seeing joy as an integral part of thinking (I shall salute Socrates here). 

 

Well, until recently, I was living in the Highgate district of London. The tomb of Karl Marx was 

three minutes’ walking distance from my house. When I was there, George Michael died and was 

buried in the same graveyard. I found out via Twitter that I was living in George Michael’s 

neighborhood. (Nowadays, we learn everything from Twitter.) It seems that he lived in a secretive 

house with high walls vis-à-vis the pub I sometimes used to frequent, Flask, where Lord Byron and 

Keats drank. 

  

At Flask, I used to meet my neighbor, Mark. He was a real nerd who prepared forecast reports for 

one of the most globally influential consulting firms in England.  We usually talked about the future. 

When I asked him what will happen, he used to respond the same way: “Listen, Bejan, we’re all 

gonna be vegetables, we’re gonna be cabbage.” To him, the biggest danger to the future of 

humankind was access to knowledge. A 12-year-old boy could access the knowledge to build an 

atom bomb via the internet, he said, and then, “In the future there will be generations who don’t want 

to work, don’t want to marry, don’t want to have children and who will stay dependent on their 

parents.’’ Vegetable generations, you see!  

 

We are the generation that bridges the analogue and the digital. We carry the reality of the past to the 

future. That’s why we are tragic—but I will get to that.  

 

Before that, let us imagine for a moment: what would happen if Cervantes lived today and sent his 

Don Quixote to his publisher? He would probably receive a letter from his editor saying, “Your work 

is too long. Please cut it short so that the reader is not bored.”   
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Sadly, this is the reality of our time: our most important benchmark as writers is hooking the reader. 

The more the technology changes our relationship to “speed,” the shorter our attention span 

becomes.  

 

There is no old media any more. Now, the entities who produce news and images with higher 

frequency win. Truth or lie, there is too much “information.” What we can say with certainty is that 

only its impact is true. Formerly, there was a monopoly on information. Because everybody can now 

produce information, it has no value anymore. Information is free of charge now. 

 

That is not bad, actually. Social media and technology offer possibilities of opening new areas of 

free speech, possibilities of fragmenting the power of authority.  The problem is that the potential of 

“fragmenting” makes meaning and the truth also fragmentary. There is a flood of several truths. 

Which one is the right one? 

 

It is not only the form of truth that is changing in this climate—it is also its essence. Truth is 

something that can be simulated. We are producing emptiness, noise, and bubbles, like air, without 

any meaning or essence. We flow into an uncontrolled space of words, voices and images we name 

post-truth.  

 

Let me give an example: 

 

A friend of mine, an actor, has been in a coma for 4 years. He wanted me to adapt Sophocles’ 

Antigone. Like all his friends, I am waiting for the day of his awakening. I believe he will awaken 

and we will continue where we left off. Time and again, I see hashtags like Kenan Işık has awakened 

on Twitter. One such hashtag was initiated when I was in Iowa. Twitter users wrote he was awake, 

and even posted photos of his awakening. Because of the time difference between here and Turkey, I 

couldn’t confirm the accuracy of that information. I couldn’t sleep until morning because I was 

wildly happy. But unfortunately, it wasn’t true. 

 

The truth of our time is like a soap bubble. What is said to be true is untrue, but its effect is true. We 

have to live and get used to it. Our feelings and our mind are in a boat on this stormy sea of 

subliminal words and images.  

 

You see, the human being has capacity not only for light but also for darkness. There is no escape 

from it. The flow of humanity and history is in this direction, a stream no one can hinder. And it 

drags us—where? To becoming vegetables. I hope it is not that way.   

 

I, with my Cassandra intuitions, can say that we are getting closer to the light.  Everywhere is 

brighter. Every day there is more energy emerging, in the direction of a new dimension, and the 

whole—I mean we both mankind and universe—is watching it. The old world, old values and old 

patterns we knew are crumbling and new ones are replacing them. Nature abhors a vacuum.  

 

What kind of impact has the poem here now? I think that the poetry is one of the luckiest arts. 

Because the language of that new stream is poetry, or it must be poetry. I want to believe it with all 
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my heart. Because, honestly, our most urgent need today is to believe in something. The only way to 

overcome our rage is that conviction. 

 

As the Poet said,“Rage, Rage against the dying of the light.” 
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