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21 MART DUNYA SiiR GUNU

UNESCO, ilk olarak siirsel ifade ile dilsel gesitliligi desteklemek ve
nesli tilkkenmekte olan dillerin duyulmas: firsatin1 artirmak amaciyla
1999 yilinda Paris'teki 30. Genel Konferansi sirasinda 21 Mart giiniinii
Diinya Siir Giinii olarak kabul etmistir. Diinya Siir Giinii, insanligin
mirasindaki en yaygin ifade bi¢cimlerinden biri olan siir yoluyla, ¢esitli
dil ve Kkiiltlirlerin tiim renklerini kutlar. Ayrica Kkiiltlirlerarasi
diyaloglarin ve etkilesimlerin miimkiin oldugu bir platform sunar.
ASBU sahip oldugu vizyon 1s18inda disiplinleraras1 ¢alismalar1 ve
kiiltiirleraras1 diyalogu 6nemseyip farkli kimlikleri ve dilleri kurumsal
bilinyesinde barindirmaktadir. Tiirkiye’nin ilk ve tek Yabanci Diller
Fakiiltesi olarak diinya edebiyatlar1 ve kiiltiirlerini bir araya getirmek
tizere bu yilki 21 Mart Diinya Siir Glinii’'nii “Yazmak ve Yasam”
temas1 altinda, yabanci dilleri ana dilleri olarak konusan ASBU

ogretim iiyelerimiz aracilifiyla sizlere sunuyoruz.



21 MARCH, WORLD POETRY DAY

UNESCO first adopted 21 March as World Poetry Day during its 30th
General Conference in Paris in 1999, with the aim of supporting
linguistic diversity through poetic expression and increasing the
opportunity for endangered languages to be heard. World Poetry Day
celebrates all colours of various languages and cultures through
poetry, one of the most shared forms of expression in the heritage of
humanity. It also presents a platform through which cross-cultural
dialogues and interactions are made possible. In the light of its vision,
ASBU harbours the interdisciplinary studies, enhances intercultural
dialogue and, therefore, hosts various identities and languages within
its institutional structure. In this respect, as ASBU’s Faculty of
Foreign Languages, which brings together world literatures and
cultures, we present you “World Poetry Day” under the theme of
“Writing and Life” to provide an opportunity for intercultural

dialogues and interactions.
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Birlige Ulas

Beri gel, daha beri, daha beri.
Bu yol vuruculuk nereye dek boyle?
Bu hir giir, bu savag nereye dek?
Sen bensin iste, ben senim iste.

Ne diye bu direnme boyle, ne diye?
Ne diye aydinliktan kacar aydinlik, ne diye?
Topumuz bir tek olgun kisiyiz, bir tek,
Ne diye boyle sas1 olmusuz ne diye?

Zengin yoksulu hor goriir, ne diye?
Sag, soluna yan bakar, ne diye?
Ikisi de senin elin, ikisi de,
Peki, kutlu ne, kutsuz ne?

Topumuz bir tek inciyiz, bir tek.
Basimiz da tek, akilimiz da tek.
Ne diye iki goriip kalmisiz
Iki biikliim gokkubbenin altinda, ne diye?

Sen habire gevele dur bakalim,
Habire “Usul boylu birlik cam agac1” de,
Sonu nereye varir bunun, nereye?

Su bes duyudan, alt1 yonden



Varini yogunu birlige ¢ek, birlige.
Kendine gel, benlikten ¢ik uzak dur,
Insanlara katil insanlara,

[nsanlarla bir ol.

Insanlarla bir oldun mu, bir madensin, bir ulu deniz.
Kendinde kaldin mi, bir damlasin, bir dane.

Diinya’da nice diller var, nice diller,
Ama hepsinde de anlam bir.

Sen cani da bir bil, bedeni de,
Yalniz sayida ¢oktur onlar, alabildigine,
Hani su bademler gibi, bademler gibi.
Ama hepsindeki yag bir.

Sen kapilar, testileri hele bir kir,
Sular nasil bir yol tutar gider.
Hele birlige ulas hir giirii, savasi birak,
Bak gor,

Can nasil kosar, bunu canlara iletir...

Mevlana Celaleddin-1 Rimi

Tirkcgesi: A. Kadir
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Yazmaya Devam Ediyorum

Tren vadi boyunca tek bir misra {izerinde
ilerliyor
Birakmist arttk maymunlar evrimi
Anilarimdaki gayda sesi uzaklagirken
Benim siir yazmaktan baska ¢arem yok

Koltukta bir anne bebegini emziriyor
Giindiiz sehrin bir kdsesinde ani bir patlama
Ve yeni bir giinde siddetli diisiinceler
duyuluyor
Kiiciik oglan sessizce ¢izgi romanint okuyor

Bu olanlar ne anlama geliyor?

Resmi tarihte sadece kahramanlar siralantyor
Eski yarali goriintiiler gosteriliyor

Benim siir yazmaktan baska ¢carem yok

Giinden giine inandigim seylere siipheyle
yaklasiyorum

Sonu bulamiyorum

Baslangici bilmedigimden

Yalnizca gokyiizii sonsuz, bir kurtarici gibi

Gidecek yeri olmayan kalintilarla beraber
yastyorum
Kaybolmus insanlarin adlarini unutarak
Adagimi sunaga rehin birakarak
Ve nanometre ve 151k yilinin ayrimini
yapamayarak

Tyisi kétiisii sorulurken nefes almaya
zamanim yok
Gelgitler yasayan ruh hallerimi atlatirken
Anlamdan daha derin yiice mutlulugu
artyorum
Benim siir yazmaktan baska ¢arem yok

Tiirkgesi: Nuray Akdemir

Continuing to Write

A train runs on a single line along the gorge
monkeys have given up on evolution
familiar bagpipe sounds are receding

and I have no choice but to continue writing

poetry

A mother sits on a sofa, nursing her baby

a sudden explosion surprises a midday street
corner

opinions are noisily voiced in a new morning
a youth is sulky, reading comics

so what do they matter?

An official history lines up only heroes
projecting old scarred images

and I have no choice but to continue writing

poetry

I cannot find the end

because I don’t know the beginning
Day after day I live with doubts about
believing

Only the sky is limitless, like salvation

I live with refuse that has no place

to go to

forgetting the names of missing persons
pawning off offerings to the altar
unable to distinguish nanometers

from light years

Asked about pros and cons in rapid
succession

I dodge my swaying moods

I seek supreme bliss deeper than meaning
I have no choice but to continue writing
poetry

English: Takako Lento
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Filistinli Sevgili

Gozlerin bir diken

yiirege saplanmus,
c¢ildirasiya sevilen,
iskencesine dayanilamayan.
Gozlerin bir diken,
riizgardan korudugum,
Otesinde acilarin, gecelerin,
derinlere sapladigim.
Kandiller yanar 1s181nla,
geceler doniisiir sabaha.
Bense unuturum birden,

- g0z rastlar rastlamaz goze-,
yasadigimiz bir vakitler
kapinin ardinda yanyana.

Sakirdin sanki konusurken.
Isterdim konusmak ben de.
Dudaklarda hayir mi1 kalmusti ki,
O bahar gibi dudaklarda!

Sozlerin

giivercin gibi

yuvamdan

uctu gitti.

Kapimiz,

sonbahar kadar sar1
basamaklar1 ardindan
firladi gitti

caninin ¢ektigi yere.
Aynalar oldu paramparga,
y1g1ldi igimize

aci Ustline aci.

Topladik sesin kiillerini
getirdik bir araya.

Boylece sdyler olduk

acili tiirkiistinii yurdumuzun.
Hep birlikte sazin bagrina
ektik bu tiirkiiyii,

evlerin damlarina tas firlatir gibi
firlattik attik bu tiirkiiyt,
alin, dedik,

sancidan kivranan kalplere.

Oysa her seyi unuttum ben simdi.
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A Lover from Palestine

Your eyes are a thorn in the heart;
It pains me, yet I adore it

And shelter it from the wind.

I plunge it into my flesh

Hiding it from night and sorrow,
And its wound ignites the lights of stars.
My present makes its future
Dearer to me than my soul.

When our eyes meet, I soon forget
That once, behind bolted doors,
We were two.

Your words were a song
I tried to sing,
But agony encircled the lips of spring.

Like swallows, your words took wing.

Led by love,

They deserted the gate of our house

And its autumnal threshold.

Our broken mirrors shattered

My sorrow into a thousand pieces;

We gathered the splinters of sound.

We could perfect only our country's
elegy.

We will plant it in the heart of a guitar

And play it on the terraces of our tragedy

To mutilated moons and to stones.

But I have forgotten...

Tell me, you of the unknown voice:

Was it your departure that rusted the lyre,

Or was it my silence?
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Ya sen, ya sen, sevgili,
sesini kimselerin bilmedigi!
Belki de gidisindir senin

ya da susmandir

saz1 paslandiran.

Diin seni limanda gordiim,

yapayalniz, yolluksuz yolcu.

Bir yetim gibi sana dogru kosuyordum,
artyordum sanki yasli anami.

Nasil, nasil, yemyesil bir portakal agaci

kapanir bir hiicreye ya da bir limana,

nasil saklanir gurbet elde

ve yemyesil kalir?

Yaziyorum not defterime:

Limanda durakaldim...

En dondurucu kis kadar soguk gozler
gibiydi diinya,

doluydu portakal kabuklariyla ellerimiz.

Ve hep ¢6l, ve hep ¢6l, ve hep ¢oldii

ardim.

Seni yal¢in daglarda gordiim,
kuzularinla, kovalanan ¢oban kizi.
Sen benim bah¢emdin,yikintilar

ortasinda.

Bendim o yabanci, bendim kapini vuran.
Ey goniil! Ey goniil!

Kap1 kalbimin iizerinde yiikseliyordu,
pencere, taglar ve cimento

Kalbimin tizerinde.

Seni su testilerinde gordiim,

bugday basaklarinda,

yikik dokiik, parga parca, unufak.

Hizmet ederken gordiim gece

kuliiplerinde,

sancilarin simseklerinde gérdiim ve
yaralarda.

Bagrimdan koparilmis ciger parcasi

sensin.
Dudaklarima ses olacak yel sen.
Ates ve akarsu sensin.
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Yesterday I saw you at the harbor;

You were a lonely voyager, without
provisions.

I ran to you like an orphan

Asking the wisdom of our fathers:

“Why does the green orange grove-

Dragged to prison and port,

And in spite of its travels,

In spite of the scent of salt and longing-

Why does it always remain green?”

And I wrote in my diary:

“I love the orange, but hate the harbor.’

I stood at the harbor

And watched the world with eyes of

winter.

b

Only the orange peel is ours.
Behind me was the desert.

I saw you on briar-covered mountains;

You were a shepherdess without sheep,

Pursued among the ruins.

You were my garden

When I was away from home.

I would knock on the door, my heart,

For on my heart

The doors and windows, cement and
stones are built.

I have seen you in wells of water

And in granaries, broken.

I have seen you in nightclubs waiting on
tables.

I have seen you in rays of tears and
wounds.

You are a pure breath of life;
You are a pure breath of life;
You are the voice of my lips;
You are water... You are fire.
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Gordiim seni bir magaranin agzinda

yetimlerinin ¢amasirlarini iplere asarken.

Gordim sokaklarda seni ve ates
ocaklarinda,

kaynayan kaninda giinesin.

Ve ahirlarda...

Ve biitiin tuzlarinda denizin.
Ve kumlarda...

Toprak gibi giizel,

yasemin gibi,

ve ¢ocuklar gibi.

Ve ant i¢erim ki,

bir mendil igleyecegim yarma kadar,
gozlerine sundugum siirlerle siislii

ve bir tiimceyle, baldan ve dpiiciiklerden
tatl:

“Bir Filistin vard,

bir Filistin gene var!”

Firtinali bir gecede pencerelerimi

Yarali bir Ay’a agtim.

“Karanligin 6tesine git,” dedim geceye,

“Isik ve sozlerdir

Benim muhatabim.”

Sen ki benim, sdylemeye bagladigimiz

Sarkilar kadar alabildigine uzanan

El degmemis bah¢emsin.

Soyledigimiz sarkilarin

Topragi besledigi kadar

Sadik tohumum...

Aklimda kalan palmiye agacimsin,

Ne riizgarlarin ne oduncu baltasinin
kesebildigi.

Coliin ve ormanlarin gogsiinde

Esirgenmis oriiklerin.

Lakin siirglin benim.

Gozlerinle miihiirle beni.

Her neredeysen beni de al gotiir-
Her neysen al beni.

Cehrelerin rengine,

Bedenlerin sicakligina,

Kalbin ve goziin 151ltisina
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I have seen you at the mouth of the cave,

Drying your orphan rags on a rope.

I have seen you in stores and streets,

In stables and sunsets.

I have seen you in songs of orphans and
wretches.

I have seen you in salt and sand.

Your beauty was of earth, children and
jasmine.

I vow

To weave a veil from my eyelashes

And embroider it with verses for your eyes

And with a name which,

When watered with a heart

That was melted with your love,

Would make trees grow green again.

I will write a sentence dearer than martyrs
and kisses:

“Palestinian she was and still is!”

One stormy night I opened the window And

saw a mutilated moon.

I told the night: “Begone

Beyond the fence of darkness!

I have an appointment with light and
words.”

You are my virginal garden

As long as our songs

Are swords when we draw them.

You are faithful as the seed

As long as our songs

Nourish the land...

You are a palm tree in the mind,

Felled by neither wind nor woodsman's axe.

Your braids have been spared

By beasts of desert and woods.

But I am the exile.

Seal me with your eyes.

Take me wherever you are-
Take me whatever you are.
Restore to me the color of face
And the warmth of body,

The light of heart and eye,
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Aligtir beni yine

Topragin tadina... Anavatana.
Gozlerini siper et listiime.

Keder koskiinden bir hatira say beni;
Tragedyamdan bir misra say beni;
Yuvamdan bir oyuncak, bir tugla say beni
Say ki ¢ocuklar dénmeyi unutmasinlar.

Gozleriyle Filistin,

kollardaki, gogiislerdeki dovmelerle
Filistin,

adryla saniyla Filistin.

Diislerin Filistin'i ve acilarin,
ayaklarin, bedenlerin ve mendillerin
Filistin'i,

sozctiklerin ve sessizligin Filistin'i

ve ¢igliklarin.

Oliimiin ve dogumun Filistin'i,

tagidim seni eski defterlerimde
siirlerimin atesi gibi.

Kumanya gibi tagidim seni gezilerimde.
Koyaklarda cagirdim seni bagira bagira,
inlettim senin adina koyaklart:

Sakinin hey

kayalar1 dove dove sarkimi koparan
simsekten!

Benim gengligin yiiregi!

Benim beyaz kanatli atli!

Benim yikan putlari!

Kartallar1 tepeleyen siirleri benim eken
tiim sinirlarina Suriye'nin!

Zalim diismana bagirdim, ey Filistin,
senin adma:

“Oliirsem, ey bocekler, viicudumu didik
didik edin!”

Karmca yumurtasindan kartal ¢gikmaz
higbir vakit,

yalniz yilan ¢ikar zehirli yilanlardan!
Ben barbarlarin atlarini iyi bilirim.
Bir ben dururum onlarin kargisinda,
bir ben,

gencligin yiiregiyim her daim,
yiiregiyim beyaz kanatl atlilarin.

Tiirkgesi: A. Kadir, Siileyman Salom,
[Safak Horzum, Hiiseyin Alhas]
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The salt of bread and rhythm,

The taste of earth... the Motherland.

Shield me with your eyes.

Take me as a relic from the mansion of
SOITOW;

Take me as a verse from my tragedy;

Take me as a toy, a brick from the house

So that our children will remember to
return.

Her eyes are Palestinian;

Her name is Palestinian;

Her dreams and sorrows;

Her veil, her feet and body;

Her words and silence are Palestinian;

Her birth . . . her death.

I carried you in my old notebooks;

You were fire for my verses,

Provisions for my excursions.

In your name I shouted to the valleys:

“I know the Romans’ horses

Though the battlefield has changed.

Beware of the lightning

My song engraved on granite.

I am the fire of youth and the knight of
knights.

I am the iconoclast.

My poems are eagles

Hovering over the Levantine borders.”

In your name I shouted at the enemy:
“Worms, feed on my flesh if I sleep.”
The eggs of ants do not hatch eagles,
And the shell of an adder's egg
Conceals a snake.

I know the Romans' horses, But I also
know That I am the fire of youth and the
knight of knights

English: Badreddine M. Bennani



HOYb

Hous, ynuna, ¢ponaps, anteka,
BeccMbIceHHBIN U TYCKIIBIN CBET.
KuBn emé XxoTh yeTBEpTh BEKa —
Bcé Oyaer tak. Mcxona Her.
YMpénb — HauHENIb OMSITH CHAavania,
W noBTopuTCS BCE, KaKk BCTaph:
Hous, nexsinas psi0b kaHana,
AnTeka, ynuia, GoHaph.

Anexkcanap A. biok / Aleksandr A. Blok
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Gece

Gece, sokak, lamba ve eczane,

Anlamsiz ve puslu bir 151k.

Yasayip durmak ¢eyrek asir -

Aynisini. Kagis umudu yok.

Oleceksin, hissettigin yerden dogrulacaksin,
Her sey tekrarlanacak, soguk ve nemli:
Gece, ikircikli kanal,

Eczane, sokak, lamba.

Tiirkgesi: ismail Haydar Aksoy

The Night

Night, street and streetlight, drugstore,
The purposeless, half-dim, drab light.

For all the use live on a quarter century —
Nothing will change. There’s no way out.

You’ll die — and start all over, live twice,
Everything repeats itself, just as it was:

Night, the canal’s rippled icy surface,
The drugstore, the street, and streetlight.

English: Alex Cigale
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Hos geldin, Ak Giivercin

Kucak dolusu hos geldin
Ak Giivercin

Kuzenleri ayiran

Nefret duvari

Cokmeye basladi

Ak Giivercinde viicut bulan
Sevgi

Baslayinca siiziilmeye

Etiyopya- Eritre semalarinda.

Kucak dolusu hos geldin
Ak Giivercin

Sen ki merhemsin

Sinir yaralarimiza derman

Kucak dolusu hos geldin
Ak Giivercin
Etiyopya’nin limani
Eritre’nin finansal getirisi
Zorluklarin

Sensin ¢bzecek olan.

Kucak dolusu hos geldin
Ak Giivercin

Turizm ve ticaret

Artik yesermeli.

Silmek igin
Hosnutsuzlugun pisligini
Eldiven takmali.

Kucak dolusu hos geldin
Ak Giivercin
Telafi etmek igin

Heba edilmis kaynaklar ve sanslari
Ve gotiirebilmek i¢in iki kuzeni

Nefretten bagiglamaya.

Tiirkgesi: Hiiseyin Alhas
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Welcome White Dove

Welcome, welcome

White dove

The hatred wall

That estranged cousins

Have begun to fall

When love

Incarnated in white dove
Started to fly high

Over Ethiopian- Eritrean sky.

Welcome, welcome
White dove

You are an antidote
Border dispute to solve.

Welcome, welcome
White dove

Ethiopia's port problem
Eritrea's financial-return
Challenges

You are sure to dissolve.

Welcome, welcome
White dove
Tourism and trade
Must spur ahead.
So to wipe out
Dislike's filth

Let us put a glove.

Welcome, welcome

White dove

To make up for

Lost resources and chances
Also the two cousins

From dislike to absolve.

Alem Hailu Gebre Kistos
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Ve Bir Haber, Yoldaki

bir giin
gelecegim ve bir haber getirecegim

damarlara 151k sagacagim

ve seslenecegim igerden:

ey sepetleri uykuyla dolu olanlar!
elma getirdim, elma

...kiz1l giines.

gelecegim.

dilenciye bir yasemin verecegim,
clizzaml giizel kadina da

yeni bir kiipe...

kore diyecegim ki: bak, nasil da giizel
bahge!

cerci olup dolagacagim sokaklari
ve seslenecegim:

ciyci geldi, ¢iyci geldi, ¢iyci!
yoldan gecen diyecek:

sahiden de karanliktir gece.

ve samanyolunu verecegim ona.
koprideki kotiiriim kizin

biiyiik ay1y1 asacagim boynuna.
biitlin kiifiirleri siiplirecegim dudaklardan
biitiin duvarlar1 yikacagim yere.
haramilere diyecegim ki:
giiliimseyis yiiklii bir kervan geldi!
bulutu pargalayacagim.

gozleri giinese baglayacagim
goniilleri agka

golgeleri suya

dallar riizgara

sonra biitiin bunlar1 birbirine

ve gocugun uykusunu da
circirboceklerinin mirtltilarina
baglayacagim.

ucurtmalar1 uguracagim gokyiiziinde,
saksilara su verecegim.

gelecegim.

atlarin, sigirlarin oniine

oksayisin yesil otunu serpecegim.
susuz kisraga ¢iy kovasini sunacagim.
yoldaki yasli esegin sineklerini
kovacagim.
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And A Message on the Way

some day
I will come and bring a message.

Into veins I will cast light,

And call out, "O you whose baskets are
full of dreams!"

I have brought you an apple, the red apple
of the Sun.

I will come to offer the beggar a lilac
flower.

I will give the lovely leprous woman a
pair of earrings.

To a blind man I will say, "How
enchanting the garden is!"

I will become a peddler, roam the
alleyways

And cry out, "Dews, dews, dews."

A passer-by will say, "It is indeed a dark
night."

To him I will give a galaxy.

On the bridge there is a little legless girl.
Round her neck I will hang the Great
Bear.

All lips I will purge of obscenities.
All walls I will tear down.

I will inform the bandits,

"A caravan is arriving with a load of
smile."

I will tear up the clouds

Great the eyes onto the sun, the hearts
onto love

The shadows onto water, and the
branches onto wind.

I will graft infantile dreams to the
murmuring crickets.

I will fly kites

Water flowerpots,

Go to horses and cows,

And put the green grass of love before
them.

For a thirsty mare, I will bring a bucket of
dews.
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gelecegim.

ve her duvarm basina bir karanfil
dikecegim.

her pencerenin altinda bir siir
okuyacagim.

her kargaya bir gam verecegim.
yilana diyecegim ki: kurbaga nasil da
fiyakali ama!

barigtiracagim.

tanigtiracagim.

yol alacagim.

151k icecegim.

sevecegim.

Tiirkgesi: M. Biilent Kilig
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There is a decrepit donkey on the way, I
will scare the flies off its body.

I will come to plant a carnation on each
wall.

I will sing a verse to every window.

I will give each crow a pine tree.

I will tell the snake: "The frog is so
glorious!"

I will reconcile.

I will familiarise.

I will walk on.

I will eat light.

I will love.

English: Ismail Salami, Abbas Zahedi



VA e i Ee—

STEME, PEARZ L.
WREEM A, —K="14.
RIS
TP ra bR, Syt A EE .
TR, FEJUE.
TR JEbE, M2 T
WEHZE AT, ARUCE L0 -
RIRGFAE T, XSG S
FURETCAGR, HEEA RN .
AERTER, BIFRAR.

[ZE7%] FgIK R / Tao Yuanming

25



Ciftlik Hayatina Doniis, 1

Gengken adet olana ayak uydurmaktansa,
Daga bayira vurgundum.

Nereden takildim su diinyanin agina,
Gegip gitmis otuz yilim.

Kafeste kus nasil 6zlerse ormant,

Nasil 6zlerse goldeki balik derin sulari,
Oyle 6zledim ben de tarlami, bagimi.
Topragi 1slah igin,

Déniiyorum bahgeme.

On donuimden fazla evin etrafi,

Ve sekiz dokuz saz kuliibe.

Catmin ardina saklanmis karaagac ve sogiit,
Seftali ve erikler evin oniinde.

Puslu da olsa secebiliyorum koyleri,
Yumusacik bir sis sarmis her yeri.

Uzun patikada kdpek sesleri,

Dut agacinin tepesinde civildasan kuslar.
Tertemiz evim,

Bos odalarda zaman avare.

Kafeste gecen onca yildan sonra,

Tekrar donebildim evime.

Tiirkgesi: Ayse Oztiirk

Returning to Live in the Country, 1

In my youth I was out of tune with the common folk:

My nature is to love hills and mountains.

In my folly I fell into the net of the world’s dust,

And so went on for thirty years.

The caged bird longs for its old woodland;

The pond-reared fish yearns for its native stream.

I have opened up a waste plot of the south moor,

And keeping my simplicity returned to garden and field.
A homestead of some ten acres,

A thatched cottage with eight or nine rooms;

Elms and willows shading the hinder eaves;

Peach and plum trees ranking before the hall.

Dim, dim is the distant hamlet;

Lagging, lagging hangs the smoke of the market-town;
A dog barks in the deep lane;

A cock crows on the top of the mulberry tree.

My door and courtyard have no dust and turmoil;

In the bare rooms there is leisure and to spare.

Too long a captive in a cage,

I have now come back to Nature.

English: Robert Kotewall, Norman L. Smith
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Sonnet 55

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme;
But you shall shine more bright in these contents
Than unswept stone, besmear'd with sluttish time.
When wasteful war shall statues overturn,
And broils root out the work of masonry,
Nor Mars his sword nor war's quick fire shall burn
The living record of your memory.
'Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity
Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room
Even in the eyes of all posterity
That wear this world out to the ending doom.
So, till the judgment that yourself arise,
You live in this, and dwell in lovers' eyes.

William Shakespeare
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55. Sone

Ne yaldizli hiikiimdar anitlari, ne mermer
Omiir siiremez benim giiclii siirim kadar;
Seni pasakli Zaman pis bir mezara gémer,
Ama satirlarimda giizelligin 1s1ldar.
Savaglar tepetaklak devirir heykelleri,
Cokertir bogusanlar yap1 demez, sur demez,
Ama Mars’1n kilici, cengin ates selleri
Siirimde yasayan anini yok edemez.
Oliime ve herseyi unutturan diismana
Kars1 koyacaksin sen; yeryliziinii mahsere
Yaklastiran ¢aglarin géziinde bile sana
Bir yer var dvgilim seni ¢ikarttikca goklere.
Dirilip kalkincaya kadar mahser gliniinde,
Yasarsin giirimle sevenlerin gonliinde.

Tiirkgesi: Talat Sait Halman
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