
Vurulup tertemiz alnından, uzanmış yatıyor,	 Now lie stretched out, hit in the middle of their spotless foreheads;
Bir hilâl uğruna, yâ Rab, ne güneşler batıyor!	 My God, my God, what suns are setting for the sake of a crescent !         
Ey, bu topraklar için toprağa düşmüş asker!	 You, soldier, who has fallen to the ground for the sake of this land !
Gökten ecdâd inerek öpse o pâk alnı değer.	 Your ancestors might well descend from heaven to kiss that pure forehead.
Ne büyüksün ki kanın kurtarıyor tevhidi...	 Such is your greatness, that your blood retrieves God’s unity…
Bedr'in arslanları ancak, bu kadar şanlı idi.	 Even the lions of Bedr could have won only so much glory. 
Sana dar gelmiyecek makberi kimler kazsın?	 Is there anybody who can dig a grave that would not be too small for you ?
'Gömelim gel seni tarihe' desem, sığmazsın.	 I would bury you in history, but even that cannot hold you.
Herc ü merc ettiğin edvâra da yetmez o kitâb...	 Neither would that book suffice to describe the ages that you have thrown into turmoil…
Seni ancak ebediyyetler eder istiâb.	 It is only eternities that can hold and contain you.
'Bu, taşındır' diyerek Kâ'be'yi diksem başına;	 If I were to place the Kaaba at your head as your tombstone;
Ruhumun vahyini duysam da geçirsem taşına;	 If I were to write my soul’s illumination into your inscription;
Sonra gök kubbeyi alsam da, ridâ namıyle,	 If I were then to take the heavens, and wrap them 
Kanayan lâhdine çeksem bütün ecrâmıyle;	 Around your bleeding grave as a holy, star-spangled drape;
Mor bulutlarla açık türbene çatsam da tavan,	 If I were to build a roof of purple clouds for your tomb in open air;
Yedi kandilli Süreyyâ'yı uzatsam oradan;	 If I were to hang down the Pleiades’ seven candles, 
Sen bu âvizenin altında, bürünmüş kanına,	 And, while you were lying in your blood under this chandelier,
Uzanırken, gece mehtâbı getirsem yanına,	 I were to bring in the moon, too, and place her beside you,  
Türbedârın gibi tâ fecre kadar bekletsem;	 To have her keep watch over you, as your tomb-keeper, until the break of day;   
Gündüzün fecr ile âvizeni lebriz etsem;	 If I were to fill up your lamps with the dawn by daylight;
Tüllenen mağribi, akşamları sarsam yarana...	 If I were to use the filmy sunset to dress your wounds in the evening… 
Yine bir şey yapabildim diyemem hâtırana.	 Even then, I wouldn’t have done anything to perpetuate your memory.

Sen ki, son ehl-i salibin kırarak savletini,	 You, that by breaking the onslaught of the last crusade,
Şarkın en sevgili sultânı Salâhaddin'i,	 Have caused Saladin, that most beloved sultan of the East,
Kılıç Arslan gibi iclâline ettin hayran...	 As well as Kılıç Arslan, to envy your glory…
Sen ki, İslam'ı kuşatmış, boğuyorken hüsran,	 You, who shattered that iron ring on your chest,
O demir çenberi göğsünde kırıp parçaladın;	 As Islam was sinking, drowning in shame and despair;
Sen ki, rûhunla beraber gezer ecrâmı adın;	 You, whose name and soul are known to the heavenly bodies;
Sen ki, a'sâra gömülsen taşacaksın...Heyhât,	 You, who cannot be buried in centuries, for you would overflow… Alas,
Sana gelmez bu ufuklar, seni almaz bu cihât...	 These horizons cannot hold you, nor can you fit inside the points of the compass…
Ey şehid oğlu şehid, isteme benden makber,	 O, you martyred son of a martyr, do not ask me for any sepulcher;
Sana âğûşunu açmış duruyor Peygamber.	 Holding out his arms for you is the Prophet.
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Why does Gallipoli loom so 
large in Turkey’s both so-
cial (i.e. from below) and 
national (i.e. more offici-
al, or from the top down) 
memory? First, because it 

is by far the single biggest war, front, campaign, 
expedition or indeed fused mega-battle in mo-
dern Turkish or for that matter Ottoman history. 
Over eight and a half months (25 April 1915 to 8/9 
January 1916) of fighting on land, its total casualty 
figure of 251,000 outnumbers the corresponding 
total of 40,000 for the three-plus years (1919-22) 

of the National Struggle by 6:1, while its death 
toll is even greater in comparison -- 85-86,000 vs 
around 9200, which is higher than a disparity of 
9:1.
In short, an entire generation was lost at Gallipoli, 
as reflected in some of the most painful folk songs 
to come out of the Great War. At the same time, 
among all the various Ottoman fronts of 1914-
18, it most embodied the idea and spirit of natio-
nal self-defence; after all, it was not so remote as 
Caucasia, Mesopotamia, Iran or the Suez Canal, 
but right here on the doorstep of Istanbul. Hence, 
too, it was one of the last wars fought to mainta-
in an obsolete and defunct empire, and simulta-
neously one of the first wars marking the rise of 
a new Turkey. An old content was dying; a new 
content was being born. But even more crucial-
ly, it was the first victory in a long series of de-
feats stretching all the way back to the rout out-
side Vienna in 1683. Much closer to home, they 
had lost catastrophically against Russia in 1877-
78, against Italy in 1911, against four small Balkan 
states in 1912-13, and then again in both the east 
(Sarıkamış) and the south (Egypt) in 1914. It was 
as a bright and unexpected ray of hope in the mi-

dst of all this gloom, this unending retreat that 
Gallipoli suddenly appeared in 1915.
It was, moreover, a victory against not just any-
body, but two Great Powers whose combined fle-
ets launched against the Dardanelles stood as the 
very embodiment of that civilization of steam and 
steel brought forth by the Industrial Revolution 
which seemed to have left Turkey sadly behind. 
Hence when they were repulsed on 18th March 
1915, this was virtually like a Turkish Tsushima 
(the Japanese naval victory over the Russian fle-
et back in 1905). Or it was once more like David 
slaying Goliath -- and without the morale and 
self-confidence it provided, without the sense 
that yes, we can do it, who knows whether that 
last magnificent “Independence or Death” gamb-
le of 1919 might have been undertaken with such 
panache? 

1- This is a brief summary of the opening and clo-
sing sections of a 103rd anniversary talk I gave at 
Ibn Haldun University on 19th March 2018.
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