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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

lngi]iz Romantizminin kurucusu
kabul edilen William Wordsworth

7 Nisan 1770'te dogdu. Universite
egitimi sirasinda patlak veren Fransiz
Devrimi ve igine dogdugu Sanayi
Devrimi Wordsworth un diinya
gérigunt buytk élgude sekillendirdi.
Samuel Taylor Coleridge ile birlikte
Ingiliz edebiyatinda Romantik Gag
baglatan ortak siir kitabi Lirik Baladlar
(1798) ile tanind) ve bu eserin ikinci
baskisina yazdif 6nséz, ingiltere'de
Romantizmin manifestosu kabul edildi.
Wordsworth'un magnum opusu, yillar
boyunca tizerinde ¢ahgip siirekli revize
ettigi yan-otobiyografik bir siir olan
Prelud: Bir Sairin Zihinsel Geligin dir
(Tirkgesi: Nazmi Agil, Yap: Kredi
Yay:nlan, 2010). Sanayi toplumuna kargi
ortaya koydugu ekolojik duyarhihgiyla
William Wordsworth, uzun yillar
boyunca insanlarin “"dogaya dénug”
arzusunun sesi olarak kabul edildi.
1843'te Kralige Victoria tarafindan
kraliyet sairi unvaniyla onurlandinilan
Wordsworth 23 Nisan 1850'de vefat etti.

NAzZMi AGIL

1964 te Eskigehir'de dogdu. Kuleli
Askeri Lisesi ve Bogazi¢i Universitesi
ingiliz Edebiyati bolimunii bitirdi,
doktora derecesini ayn1 bélimden W

H. Auden tzerine yaptig bir ¢aligmayla
aldy. Ingilizce 6gretmeni olarak galigti,
simdilerde Kog Universitesi Ingiliz Dili
ve Kargilagtirmal Edebiyat bolumiinde
6pretim tyesi. 1998 Yunus Nadi Siir
Odiilu sahibi Agil'in toplu siirleri
Yagmura Bunca Duigkiin ad1 altinda
yayimlandi. Agil ayrica Beowulf, Preliid,
Canterbury Hikdyeleri ve Astrophil ile
Stella nin da aralarinda bulundugu
birgok énemli eseri dilimize kazandird1.
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NAZMi AGIL

18. ytzyihin sonlarindan 19. yiizyilin ortalarina kadar uza-
nan Romantizm Avrupa'da biyiik oranda “Aydinlanma
Cag1” adiyla anilan 6nceki ytizyilin anlayigina tepki olarak
dogan; resimden miizige, mimariden edebiyata kadar bir-
cok alanda etkili olmug ve aslina bakilirsa etkileri halen
devam eden bir diigiince devrimidir. Belli bagh 6zellikleri
arasinda tabiatin giizelliklerine karg: derin bir hayranlik,
duygulann mantiktan ustiin tutulmasi, hayalgticiine veri-
len 6nem, dikkatin dig diinyadan sanat¢inin i diinyasina
dénigt, sanatta klasik yaratim kurallanina karg: ¢ikig, halk
kultiiriine ve diline yaklagma gabas, uzak, gizemli, Gotik
konulara ve ortagag romanslarina duyulan ilgi sayilabilir.
Akim zaten adim klasik edebiyatin 6lgil, susli, resmi,
yapay diline ve akilc1 bir gergevede kalmay: segen kurgu-
suna bir¢ok acidan tezat olugturan bu romanslardan alir.
Ingiltere’'de William Blake, Charlotte Smith, William Coo-
per, Thomas Gray gibi 6nciilleri olsa da Romantizmin asil
olarak William Wordsworth ve Samuel Taylor Coleridge’in
1798'de ortak yayinladiklan Lirik Baladlar adl siirlerle basla-
dig1 kabul edilir. Kitaptaki siirlerin gogunun ona ait olmasi
(Coleridge aralarinda meshur “Yagh Gemicinin $arkisi"nin
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da bulundugu sadece dért siirle katki yapmigti) ve 1800 ta-
rihli ikinci basima yazdig) 6ns6zde yeni akimin prensiple-
rini ortaya koymasi nedeniyle Romantizmin babasi olarak
Wordsworth'ii anmak yanhg olmaz.

William Wordsworth 1770'te ingiltere'nin Cumber-
land bélgesinde diinyaya gelir. Sekiz yagindaannesini, on tig
yasinda babasini kaybeder. Kardegleriyle birlikte akrabala-
nnin yaninda biyiir. Sonradan belirttigine gore, bu dénem-
de akrabalariyla ge¢inememesi bir agidan yararh olmus,
sik sik kendini daglara, derelere atmas: sair kimligininin
bigimlenmesinde rol oynamigtir. Ancak babasi noter olan
ve evlerinde o zamana gére hatin sayilir bir kittiphane bu-
lunan Wordsworth’iin, ashinda, gocuklugunda iyi bir egitim
aldigin1 da unutmamak gerekir. Liseden sonra Cambridge
Universitesi'ne giden sair, notlan ¢ok parlak olmasa da,
buradan diploma almay: basanr. Ama tniversite yagami-
nin ona asil kattig, okuldan bir arkadagiyla Fransa, [svigre
ve [talya'ya yaptig1 dag yiiriiyiigii olur. Bu vesileyle Fransiz
Devriminin en cogkulu giinlerine taniklik etme firsati bulan
Wordsworth, mezun olur olmaz solugu Fransa'da alir. Ora-
da Annette Vallon adindaki sevgilisinden bir ¢ocugu olur,
ne var ki, Wordsworth o sira ingiltere’ye dénmiig ve iki tilke
birbirleriyle savaga tutugmustur. Bu ytizden sairin Fransa'ya
yeniden gitmesi ¢ok yillar sonra, Ingiltere'de evlenip ¢oluk
¢ocuga karigmigken kismet olacaktir. Onun siirine inanan
bir dostunun sagladigi maddi imkanla, kendisine 6miir
boyu en yakin destek ve ilham kaynag olan kizkardesi Do-
rothy ve kansiyla birlikte Gol Bolgesinde biiyiikge bir eve
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yerlesirler. Unii yayilmaya baglayinca devlet Wordsworth'e
destek olur ve pek is yapmadan maag almasin saglayacak
bir makam verir. En verimli donemi ¢ok gerilerde kalmig
olsa da, 1840 yilinda kraliyet sairi ilan edilir ve 1850'deki
6limiine kadar yazmaya devam eder.

Wordsworth'iin tiim bu hayat hikayesini (nedense
Annette ile ilgili boliim harig) sairin otuz yil boyunca tirlua
degisikliklerle yazmay: siirdiirdiigii ve ancak élimiinden
sonra yayinlanan Preliid: Bir $airin Zihinsel Geligimi adli uzun
siirde buluruz. On dért béliimden olugan bu uzun anlatida
sair Tabiatin ruhunu ve zihnini doyurdugu gocukluk yilla-
rindan baglayarak, sik sik derslerden kagip daglarda yiirii-
yuse ¢iktig1 iiniversite dénemlerine uzanir, yerinde g6zleme
firsat1 buldugu ve ilk evrede kendisini gok heyecanlandiran,
ancak sonradan neden oldugu siddeti sorgulayacag Fransiz
Devrimine deginir. Sonraki boliimlerde onun Londra’nin
dinamik kalabaliklarindan da en az Tabiattaki kadar zevk
aldigin gorsek de, sairin génlii yine besleyiciligiyle kugiik
yagsta kaybettigi annesinin yerini tutan Tabiattadir. Nitekim
son boliimde bir dagin zirvesinden agagilardaki manzara-
ya bakarken zihninde yiice duygular uyanacak, evrende
var olan her geyin bir bitiin oldugunu fark edecektir. Di-
ger yandan, bu noktada insan yaraticihginin kaynag olarak
gordugii Hayalgiiciinii gimdiye kadar her seyin iizerinde
deger verdigi Tabiata ustin tuttugunu da gézden kagirma-
mak gerekir. Bir elestirmene gore, zaten Wordsworth bilin-
altinda annesine ya da onun yerine koydugu Tabiata ba-
gimlihgindan kurtulmak istemektedir.
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Birgoklan igin Preliid gairin bagyapiti sayilir, fakat
bu bagyapita giden yolu agan siirlere, Lirik Baladlara do-
nersek, Wordsworth “Onséz”de, bu siirlerin o zamana
kadar yazlanlardan ¢ok farkh oldugunu, gogu kimsenin
bunlan garipseyecegini dugtinduklerini belirtir. Sézleri-
ne, ¢aligmalannin deneysel bir amag tagidigim ve halkin
kullandig dille, konugma havasinda, siradan olaylan giir
degerini koruyarak anlatmanin mimkiin olup olmadigim
gormek istediklerini agiklayarak devam eder. Wordsworth'e
gore, siir “kendiliginden kabanp tagan gigli duygulann
daha sonra sakin kafayla hatirlanip” kaleme alinmasidir ve
yazim siireci dért agamalidir: Once giigli duygular uyandi-
ran yaganti tecriibe edilip not alinmaly, sakin bir zamanda
bu yaganti1 hatirlanmaya ¢ahigilmaly, stiziilip gereksiz tiim
aynintilardan temizlenmeli ve son olarak halkin anlayacag
bir dille ifade edilmelidir. Ardindan Wordsworth, hayalgii-
ciine deginir. Ona goére, insan zihni dig uyanlan kaydeden
pasif bir organ olmanin gok 6tesinde, hayalgiicii sayesinde
Tannsal bir yaraticihga sahiptir. Bu nedenle her sey siire
konu olabilir, yeter ki kisi en 6nemsiz goriinen varlik ve ol-
gulara anlam verebilecek yetiye sahip olsun. Bu igi en iyi ya-
pabilecek kisiler Tabiatla ig ige, dimaglan kiiltirin yapay-
higiyla bulaniklagtirici etkisinden uzak yasayan kéylulerdir.
“Sanat igin sanat degil, hayat i¢in sanat” kuralin1 benimse-
yen Wordsworth'e gore, siir insanlara ahlaki ve felsefi degeri
ogreterek onlan yticeltme amacim giider. Dolayisiyla sair
de halkin ustiinde ilahi giiglere sahip bir varhik degil, halkin
arasindan ¢tkmig biridir. Onu toplumun geri kalanindan
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ayirt eden, sadece onlardan daha giigla bir duyarhliga sahip
olmasidur.

Wordsworth'tin siirlerinde ne derece halkin dilini
kullandig tartigma gétiiriir, ancak 6zellikle kahramanlan-
n1 siradan kigiler arasindan sectigi ve ¢ogu zaman sade ve
anlagilir ve hatta bazen gultng kagacak derecede basit bir
tislupla yazmaya galistig1 gergektir. Onceden belirlemeyip
kendisinin yazmig oldugu siirlerden yola gikarak ortaya
koydugu bu prensipleri ve Romantik siirin yukarida anilan
pek ¢ok ozelligini elinizde tuttugunuz seckide gézlemek
mimkiindiir. Oyleyse simdi kitapta yer alan siirlere kisa bir
baksg atabiliriz:

Dogay! sorumsuzca tiiketirken kendi hayatlanimizi
da mahvettigimizi aciyla idrak ettigimiz bu giinlerde 6zel
bir anlam tagiyan ve kentli insanin hem Dogadan hem kendi
dogasindan yabancilagmasina agit yakan “Diinya Cok Fazla
Bize” adli siir bu ytizden ilk sirada. Benzer sekilde “Baha-
nin {lk Giinlerinde Yazilmig Dizeler” siirinde Wordsworth
Tabiattan uzaklagtig) igin, birbirine eziyet eden ve Diinyay:
yasanmaz bir yer kilan insamin aptalhigina yas tutar. “Kal-
bim Yerinden Firlar” adh giir Romantik dénemin ¢ocuksu
sevinglere, diinyaya bir ¢ocugun saflhig i¢ginde bakmaya ne
kadar ok 6nem verdiginin bir 6rnegidir. Wordsworth orta
yaslara gelmesine ragmen igindeki ¢ocugu yagattig igin gu-
rur duymakla kalmayip bunun yaglilikta da boyle olmasi-
ni diler. “Cocuk babasidir Insanin” dizesi sagirtic1 gelebilir,
ancak, yetigkinlerin gocuklugun iginden ¢ikarak geldikleri
ve insanin soyunun hentiz uygarhgin kurumlan tarafindan
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bozulmadig ilk evrelerinde masumiyet agisindan ¢ocuklara
benzedigi digtintliirse durum netlegecektir. Son bélumde
Tanrr'nin yerytiziindeki her varhgin i¢inde barindigina ina-
nan Panteistik diinya gériigiiniin izlerine rastlaniz. “Enfes
Bir Aksam Bu, Sakin ve Genig " Wordsworth’tin Fransa'da
biraktig), o sira dokuz yagindaki kiziyla sahilde yaptig: bir
yuriyigten dogmugtur. Bu giirde Wordsworth, yagindan
dolay1 kizi, etrafinda gérdigii muhtegem manzarada ya-
tan kutsiyeti idrak edemese de, bunun 6nemli olmadigin,
onun zaten hala Tabiatla ig i¢e yagadigim belirtir. “Bir Bulut
Gibi Yalmz Dolagtim” Wordsworth'tin 6nsézde yaptig) siir
tanimiyla tam bir uyum igindedir. Sair gérdiigii manzara-
nn asil anlamini ilk heyecan gegtikten sonra, bu tecriibe
tizerinde diigtintirken kavrar. “Yalmz Orak¢” adh siir de
benzer sekilde, Wordsworth'iin siirlerini yazarken hatirla-
y1p 6ykiinecegi halk dilinin, muziginin tzerinde biraktig
etkiyi anlatir. “Ikaz ve Itiraz” adli siirde kendisini kitap oku-
mak yerine aylak aylak Tabiat1 gozlemekle elestiren dostu-
na, sair, kulak verilecek olursa etrafimizdaki tiim varlik-
larin bize bir geyler soyledigi cevabini verir. Ayni diigiince
bir sonraki siir olan “Diizden Bakinca” adl siirde de ifade
edilir. Siirin “Tersten Bakinca” anlamina gelen baghgim bu
sekilde gevirmeyi sectik, ¢iinkii Wordsworth az evvel ken-
disini uyaran arkadagina seslenip, onu kitaplarin diinyasin-
dan ¢ikip duyularimi gergek diinyaya agmaya davet ediyor.
Ona gore, sessizce oturup, bagka higbir ey yapmadan Tabi-
at1 gézlemlemek atalet degil, “bilgece pasifliktir. Ciinki o
sirada zihin, ashinda, dig diinyadan algiladig) duyumlar an-
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lamlandirmakla megguldiir ve Tabiatla insanin hayalgucu
arasindaki kargihkh iletigim gergek bilgiyi dogurur. “Lond-
ra, 1802” zamanin Ingiltere'sine déniip bakar ve “mihrap,
kilig, kalem ve ocak” sembolleriyle tilkenin dini, askeri, en-
telektiiel kurumlan ve “ocak”la aile yagaminin yozlagmasini
elestirirken, 17. ytizyllda yasayip “Kayip Cennet” adl1 bagya-
pitin yanusira gesitli sosyal ve politik konularda kaleme al-
dig1 makalelerle yol gosterici olan John Milton'dan yardim
dileginde bulunur. “Westminister Kopriisii Uzerinde Yazil-
mg Dizeler” adli siirde Wordsworth'i uygarhkla banigmig
goririz. Daha énce giinesin hi¢bir zaman kentin tzerine
dogdugu gibi dogmadigini belirten dize, dumansiz bir sa-
bahta sairin izledigi manzaraya dinsel bir nitelik katar. Bu
siirden dolayr Wordsworth Thames Nehrinin kirliligini,
kopri altinda uyuyan evsizlerin, kentte hiikkiim siiren se-
faletin ve dilenen gocuklarin varhgin1 gsrmezden gelmekle
suglanmigtir. Ancak sairi biytileyen giizelligin kentin heniiz
uyanmadig}, insan faaliyetlerinin baglamadig bir zamanda
gozleniyor olmasinin imkan tamdig farklh bir yorum belki
onu bir derece temize gikarir: Son dizede belirtildigi gibi,
kalbi kipirtisiz yatan kentin cazibesi 6li olmasindan, bir
bagka deyisle, uygarhgin tamamen Tabiatin hikmii altin-
da bulunmasindan m1 kaynaklanmaktadir? “Bilmedigim
Kimseler Arasinda Dolagtim”, “Tuhaf Tutku Nébetleri
Yasadim”, “Issiz Yollar Arasinda Yagard:”, “Bir Uyku M-
hiirlemigti Ruhumu” baghkh siirler kimligi tartigmali Lucy
adinda bir kadinin 6limiinden dolay: duyulan tzintiyi
anlatir. Kimi elestirmene gore, Lucy, sairin 6liimiinden

BIR BULUT GIBt

014



cok korktugu kizkardesi, kimine gére bir ara dostluklari-
nin bozuldugu Coleridge ve kimine gore ise kaybederim
diye endiselendigi esin perisidir. “Bir Uyku Miihiirlemigti
Ruhumu” adlh giirde Wordsworth'tin bir tanriga gibi algi-
ladig giizelligin sahibi artik 6ludir. Ama saire gore neyse
ki 6liim yerytzinin bir pargas olarak hayatin dongiistine
karigmak suretiyle bir anlamda 6limsiizliige kavugmak de-
mektir. Bu digtincenin ¢ok da avutucu oldugunu séylemek
zor. “Yedi Kardegiz” adli siirdeki kardeglerinin 6ldiigiint bir
tirli kabullenmeyen kiigiik kiz gocuksu sezgisiyle bizim
bilmedigimiz bir geyi biliyor sanki. “Azim ve Ozgirliik”
ya da “Suliik Toplayic1” adiyla bilinen giirde, Wordsworth
olen sairleri, Chatterton ve Robert Burns'i hatirlayip yasa-
min degeri konusunda karamsarliga kapilmaktan kendini
alamaz. O sira bataklik kiyisinda stiliik toplayarak gegimi-
ni saglayan bir ihtiyarin yagama tutunma azmi kargisinda
kendi duygularindan utanir. “Onséz"de Wordsworth, yap-
tiklar ig boliimiine gére Dogatistii olaylan siradan olaylar-
mug gibi sunmanin Coleridge’in, siradan olaylara dogaiistu
ozellikler atfetmenin ise kendisinin gérevi oldugunu belir-
tir. Dolayisiyla 6teki birgok siirinde oldugu gibi, buradaki
siradan kargilagmada, saire gore, tannsal bir aklin parmag)
vardir. Bu giicii Wordsworth bu seckideki son giir olan ve
kisaca “Tintern Manastin1” olarak anilan eserinde “Giin ba-
timlarinin aydinhiginda, okyanusun/Etrafinda, canh hava-
da, mavi gokte/Ve insan beyninde barinan:/Bir hareket ve
bir ruh, tiim akil sahibi/Varliklar, tiim diigiincelerin tiim
nesnelerini/Diirten ve her seyin i¢inde devinen.” sozleriyle
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tanimlayacaktir. S6z konusu giictin varhigin fark edigsi, yine
yasantilanm hatirlama yoluyla zihninde tekrarlayip an-
lamlandirdig1 zamana denk duger. Bu siirde de yillar sonra
Dorothy’le birlikte ayn1 manastir 6niinde durup manzaray
seyrederken uzakta, kentlerde yasadig giinlerde bu manza-
ranin hatirasiyla avundugunu séyler. Bu giiniin yagantisi da
ileride hog bir aniya déntigecektir ve Wordsworth, kendisi
oldiikten sonra kardeginin o anki mutluluklarini hatirlaya-
rak teselli bulmasini ister.

Modern hayat kentlerde yaganiyor. Beton duvarlar,
demir gitler ve benligimizi giin giin esir alan sanal dlem bizi
ger¢ek diinyanin sahici yagantilarindan mahrum birakmak-
ta. Dorothy kadar sansh degiliz, bu gidigle, ileride hatira-
siyla acilanimizi dindirecek deneyimlerimiz de olmayacak.
Oyleyse, Wordsworth'iin bizi hem Tabiatla hem kendi ta-
biatimizla barigmaya ¢agiran sesine acilen kulak verme za-
manu.
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THE WORLD IS TOO MUCH WITH US

The world is too much with us; late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers;—
Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;
The winds that will be howling at all hours,
And are up—gathered now like sleeping flowers;
For this, for everything, we are out of tune;

It moves us not. Great God! I'd rather be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;
SomightI, standing on this pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathéd horn.
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DUNYA COK FAZLA BiZE

Diinya ¢ok fazla bize, bitmek bilmez bir yany,
Kazan harca, hep ¢6pe olan tiim gliglerimiz.
Dogada bize ait dediklerimiz ne az,

Verdik kalplerimizi, agagilik bir bagss!

Gogsi mehtaba dogru inip kalkan bu deniz,
Simdi uyuyan gigek, ama sonradan tekrar
Ulumas: saatler boyu stirecek rizgar.
Bunlann ve hepsinin havasinda degiliz.
Costurmuyor bizleri, Tanrim! Ah neden sanki
Eski inanc1 emmig bir Pagan degilim ben?

O zaman bu hog kirda durup baktigim yerden
Huzniimii azaltacak seyler gorirdiim belki.
Sudan kalkan Proteus’u gortir, duyardim
Triton'u ¢elenkli borusunu tflerken.
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LINES WRITTEN
IN EARLY SPRING

I heard a thousand blended notes,

While in a grove I sate reclined,

In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts
Bring sad thoughts to the mind.

To her fair works did Nature link

The human soul that through me ran;
And much it grieved my heart to think
What man has made of man.

Through primrose tufts, in that green bower,
The periwinkle trailed its wreaths;

And 'tis my faith that every flower

Enjoys the air it breathes.
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BAHARIN iLK GUNLERINDE
YAZILMI$ DIZELER

Binlerce karigik nota duydum

Bir koruda yaslanmig, oturuyorken.
O tath ruh halinde, hani hiiziin
Dogar ya hos diigtincelerden.

Benim de i¢imdeki insan ruhuna
Baglamg giizel iglerini Tabiat.
Ah, i¢imi nasil da sizlatiyor
Insanin insana ettigi fakat.

Guha gigekleri arasindan menekgseler
Uzatiyordu gelenklerini o yesil ¢ardakta.
Inancim o ki her igek aldig1 nefesin
Tadini doyasiya ¢ikarmakta.
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The birds around me hopped and played,
Their thoughts I cannot measure:—

But the least motion which they made

It seemed a thrill of pleasure.

The budding twigs spread out their fan,
To catch the breezy air;

And I must think, do all I can,

That there was pleasure there.

If this belief from heaven be sent,
If such be Nature’s holy plan,
Have I not reason to lament
What man has made of man?
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Sekip oynuyordu kuglar ¢evremde,

Ne digiindiiklerini elbet bilemem ben:—
Ama sevingleri belliydi

En kgtik titreyiglerinden.

Esen meltemi yakalamak igin

Kanatlarini agiyordu tomurcuklanan dallar,
Ve diigiine, bakina su gercege vardim:
Orada mutluluk var.

Eger bu inang goklerden geldiyse,
Sayet bu kutsal plan1 kurduysa Tabiat,
Insanin insana ettigine yas

Tutmakta haksiz miyim fakat?
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MY HEART LEAPS UP

My heart leaps up when I behold

A rainbow in the sky:

So was it when my life began;

Sois it now I am a man;

So be it when I shall grow old,

Or let me die!

The Child is father of the Man;

And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety.
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KALBIM YERINDEN FIRLAR

Gokkusgag gérmeyeyim

Kalbim yerinden firlar:
Gocuklugumda boyleydi,
Biiyiidiim, hala boyleyim;

Ve yine olayim boyle bir ihtiyar.
Yoksa 6leyim!

Cocuk babasidir insanin.

Ve birbirlerine, dilerim,

Dogaya imanla eklensin giinlerim.
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IT IS A BEAUTEOUS EVENING,
CALM AND FREE

It is a beauteous evening, calm and free,

The holy time is quiet as a Nun

Breathless with adoration; the broad sun

Is sinking down in its tranquility;

The gentleness of heaven broods o'er the Sea;
Listen! the mighty Being is awake,

And doth with his eternal motion make

A sound like thunder—everlastingly.

Dear child! dear Girl! that walkest with me here,
If thou appear untouched by solemn thought,
Thy nature is not therefore less divine:

Thou liest in Abraham's bosom all the year;
And worshipp'st at the Temple's inner shrine,
God being with thee when we know it not.
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ENFES BiR AKSAM BU,
SAKIiN VE GENi§$

Enfes bir aksam bu, sakin ve genis,
Kutsal zaman hayranliktan nefesi
Kesilmig bir rahibe kadar sessiz,
Stikuneti iginde batiyor koca giines.
Goégtin yumugakhg oturmug deniz
Ustiine. Dinle! Yiice Varlik uyamk

Ve sonsuz hareketiyle gok

Girler gibi bir ses gikanyor —bitimsiz.
Canim gocuk! Canim Kiz! Yanimsira yiirtyen,
Kutsal diigiinceler sana ugramadiysa bile
Tabiatin daha az Tanrnisal degil:
Ibrahim'’in gégsiinde yatiyorsun koca yil;
Tapinagn ta kalbinde ediyorsun duan,
Farkinda degilken bizler, Tann seninle.
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I WANDERED LONELY AS A CLOUD
LAUNCH AUDIO IN A NEW WINDOW

I wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never—ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.
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BiR BULUT GiBi
YALNIZ DOLASTIM

Bir bulut gibi yalmz dolagtim
Vadiler, tepeler tizerinde stiziilen,
Ve bir kalabalikla kargilagtim

Bir stirii altin nergisle birden;
Golun kiyisinda, agaglann dibinde,
Meltemle, kipir kipir dans eden.

Saman yolunda goz kirpip
Isildayan yildizlar gibi, kérfez
Hatt boyunca uzayip
Gidiyorlard: bitimsiz, araliksiz.
1k bakista sayilan on bin kadard,
Negseyle sallanip duruyorlard.
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The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company:

Igazed—and gazed-but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought.

For oft, when on my couch 1 lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.
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Yanlarinda dalgalar da danstayd, fakat

Daha sendi onlar kopiiklii dalgalardan.

Boyle cogkun bir grup kendisine refakat

Eder de sevingle dolmaz mi bir ozan.

Baktim -bakip durdum, ama sormadim sunu:
Bu gosterinin nasil bir zenginlik sundugunu.

Gunkii sik sik, diigtinceli ya da 6ylesine
Kanepemde uzanmg yatiyorken,
Yalmzhgn litfu olan o gonul géziine,
Gikip, goriiniiveriyorlar aniden.

iste o dem kalbim en hos hislerle
Doluyor ve dansa duruyor nergislerle.

BIR BULUT GBI

031



THE SOLITARY REAPER

Behold her, single in the field,

Yon solitary Highland Lass!
Reaping and singing by herself;
Stop here, or gently pass!

Alone she cuts and binds the grain,
And sings a melancholy strain;

O listen! for the Vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound.

No Nightingale did ever chaunt

More welcome notes to weary bands
Of travellers in some shady haunt,
Among Arabian sands:

A voice so thrilling ne'er was heard

In spring—time from the Cuckoo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides.
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YALNIZ ORAKCI

Suna bakin, tarlada bir bagina

Yalniz yayla kizina, igte surada!
Bigerken tiirkii sdyltiyor bir yandan
Hig¢ kimildamayin, usulca gegin ya da!
Tek bagina bigip ekinleri baghyor,
Yanik turkist yirek daghyor,

Kulak verin nasil da derin

Vadiyi doldurup tastigina sesinin!

Arabistan ¢ollerinde, yorgun

Kervancilar igin bir biilbiil

Boylesi goniilden bir gark:

Sakimig degil:

Guguk kusundan da duyulmadi baharda
Ta Hebrides'te adalarda

Suyun sitkununu bozan béyle nefes
Kesici guizellikte bir ses.
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Will no one tell me what she sings?-
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow
For old, unhappy, far—off things,
And battles long ago:

Or is it some more humble lay,
Familiar matter of to—day?

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,
That has been, and may be again?

Whate'er the theme, the Maiden sang
As if her song could have no ending;

I saw her singing at her work,

And o‘er the sickle bending;-

I listened, motionless and still;

And, as I mounted up the hill,

The music in my heart I bore,

Long after it was heard no more.
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Ne s6yluyor, diyecek yok mu bana?
Hiiziinli notalar ¢ok 6nceki.
Mazideki, bedbaht, uzak seylerden
Savaslardan gikayet ediyor belki.
Yahut daha tamdik, bugiinki
Konulara dair bir gey mi bu turkii?
Bir dogal feliket, kayip ya da keder,

Yaganmig ve yaganabilecek tekrar.

Konusu her ne idiyse, bu Kiz

Sonu yokmug gibi séyltiyordu tiirkisiind.
Oraginin iizerine egilmis, iginde,

Ve 6yle qiginirken izledim onu. -
Dinledim sessizce, hareket etmeden,

Ve tepeyi tirmanip uzaklagirken,

Duymaz olduktan ¢ok sonra sesini,
Kalbimde tagidim melodisini.
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EXPOSTULATION AND REPLY

‘WHY, William, on that old grey stone,
Thus for the length of half a day,

Why, William, sit you thus alone,

And dream your time away?

‘Where are your books?—that light bequeathed
To Beings else forlorn and blind!

Up! up! and drink the spirit breathed

From dead men to their kind.
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iKAZ VE ITIiRAZ

“O kadim, gri kaya iistiine

Oturup ta 6glene kadar,

Boyle yalmz bagina, William,
Diiglerle oyalanmanin ne anlami var?

‘Kitaplarin hani? —yoksa 6kstiz ve kér
Kalacak varliklara sunulan o 151k?
Kalk. Kalk ve 6lilerin ¢ocuklarina
Ufledigi ruhu yudumla artik.
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‘You look round on your Mother Earth,
As if she for no purpose bore you;

As if you were her first—born birth,
And none had lived before you!

One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake,
When life was sweet, I knew not why,
To me my good friend Matthew spake,
And thus I made reply:
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‘Doga Ana'na bakinip duruyorsun.
Sanki seni bog yere, amagsiz yaratt,
Senden evvel kimseler yagamadi sanki,
Sanki ilk sana can katt1.”

Bir sabah Esthwait Goliiniin kiyisinda
Hayat sahaneyken, bilmem ki neden,
Dostum Matthew bunlar dedi bana,
Ve onu §6yle cevapladim ben:
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‘The eye-it cannot choose but see;
We cannot bid the ear be still;
Our bodies feel, where'er they be,
Against, or with our will.

‘Nor less I deem that there are Powers
Which of themselves our minds impress:
That we can feed this mind of ours

In a wise passiveness.
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‘Gormemek elinde degil goziin,

Kulaga diyemeyiz ‘duyma sen.’

Nerede olursa olsun duyumsar bedenlerimiz,
Ister irademizle, ister ona ragmen.

‘Zihnimize tesir eden Giiglerin
Varhigina da kuvvetle inanirim elbet,
Ve zihinlerimizi beslemeye yarar
Bilgece bir atalet.
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‘Think you, 'mid all this mighty sum
Of things for ever speaking,

That nothing of itself will come,

But we must still be seeking?

‘—Then ask not wherefore, here, alone,
Conversing as | may,

I 'sit upon this old grey stone,

And dream my time away.’
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‘Etrafimizi saran bunca sey

Konusup duruyorken stirekli,

Sanir misin ki, oturmakla bulunmaz,
Kalkip aramak gerekli?

‘~Oyleyse, neden, burada, yalniz,

Bir sohbet igindeyken ben,

Bu kadim, gri kayaya oturmus,

Duslerle oyalaniyorsun? diye sorma, liitfen.’
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THE TABLES TURNED

Up! up! my Friend, and quit your books;
Or surely you'll grow double:
Up! up! my Friend, and clear your looks;
Why all this toil and trouble?

The sun above the mountain’s head,

A freshening lustre mellow

Through all the long green fields has spread,
His first sweet evening yellow.
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DUZDEN BAKINCA

Kalk dostum, kalk! Bunca okumak nedir?
Kamburun gikacak devam edersen sayet.
Kalk dostum kalk, gozlerini dinlendir;
Neden bunca cile, bunca eziyet?

Dagin dorugunda gimdi giines,
Ferahlatan, yumusacik bir 151k
Yayiyor ve tiim yesillikler yavag yavag
Aksamin sansina biiriiniiyor artik.
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Books! ‘tis a dull and endless strife:
Come, hear the woodland linnet,
How sweet his music! on my life,
There’s more of wisdom in it.

And hark! how blithe the throstle sings!
He, too, is no mean preacher:

Come forth into the light of things,

Let Nature be your teacher.
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Kitaplar! Sonu yok tartigma, yavan.
Gel, keten kusuna kulak ver,

Onun hog 6tigiine! Ve inan,

Onda daha derin bir bilgelik var.

Dinle! Nasil da gen sakiyor ardi¢ kusu.
Sanmaki o siradan bir vaiz:

Cik, sarsin seni varliklarin 11§,

Ve Tabiati kil kendine kilavuz.
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She has a world of ready wealth,
Our minds and hearts to bless—
Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health,
Truth breathed by cheerfulness.

One impulse from a vernal wood
May teach you more of man,

Of moral evil and of good,

Than all the sages can.
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Ondaki bitmez titkkenmez servet

Hem kalbe hem zihnimize derman,
Saglikla solunan dogal bilgelik, hikmet,
Ve Hakikat, neseyle solunan.

Baharda ormandan bir diirtd,
Gok daha fazlasim 6gretir
Tim bilgelerden: iyi, kétd,
Ya da insan dogasina dair.
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Sweet is the lore which Nature brings;

Our meddling intellect

Mis-shapes the beauteous forms of things:—
We murder to dissect.

Enough of Science and of Art;

Close up those barren leaves;

Come forth, and bring with you a heart
That watches and receives.
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Tabiatin getirdigi bilgi tatl.

Varliklarin o kusursuz

Seklini bozar her seye karigan insan akl.
Kesip inceleyelim derken éldiiriiriz.

Tamam artik Sanat, tamam Fen;
Kapat su kurak sayfalari, yetigir,
Gik ve yaninda gozleyip 6ziimseyen
Bir ytirek getir.
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LONDON, 1802

Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour:
England hath need of thee: she is a fen

Of stagnant waters: altar, sword, and pen,
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower,
Have forfeited their ancient English dower
Of inward happiness. We are selfish men;

Oh! raise us up, return to us again;

And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power.
Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart:
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea:
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free,

So didst thou travel on life’s common way,

In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart

The lowliest duties on herself did lay.
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LONDRA, 1802

Milton! Hayatta olmaliydin bu dénem.
Sana ihtiyaci var [ngiltere’nin,

kokugmuyg bir batak: mihrap, kilig ve kalem,
ocak, o dillere destan zengin

salon ve sokak. Kaybedildi, Ingilizin
kadim geyizi o i¢sel huzurun kalmad: izi.
Benciliz. Ah, kaldir bizi, d6n aramiza

ve bize terbiye sun, fazilet, 6zgurluk,
kuvvet. Bir yildiz gibiydi ruhun

uzak ve yalmz. Denizin giir sesine benzerdi
sesin. Ciplak gokler kadar saf, heybetli

ve hiir. Cogku dolu bir tannsallikla katettin
hayat yolunu, lakin en basit igleri
yiiklenmekten yiikstinmedi kalbin.
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COMPOSED UPON
WESTMINSTER BRIDGE

Earth has not any thing to show more fair:
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by
A sight so touching in its majesty:

This City now doth, like a garment, wear
The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie
Open unto the fields, and to the sky;

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.
Never did sun more beautifully steep

In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill;
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!

The river glideth at his own sweet will:

Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;
And all that mighty heart is lying still!
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WESTMINISTER KOPRUSU
UZERINDE YAZILMI§ DiZELER

Bu diinya daha giizel bagka neyin sahibi?
Ruhsuzdur gegip giden bakmadan doya doya,
thtisami mest eden boyle bir manzaraya:
Sabahin gérkemini tipki elbise gibi

Giyiniyor simdi kent; siikun iginde, ¢iplak,
Gemi, kule ve kubbe, tapinak ve salonlar,
Hem yerde boydan boya hem ta goklere kadar,
Dupduru bir havada goz alic1 ve parlak.

Vadi, tas, tepeleri bu giinden daha 6nce
Sabahla daha giizel yikamig degildi nur.

Ne gordiim ne hissettim béyle derin bir huzur,
Akip gidiyor irmak kendi tath keyfince.
Sevgili Tanrim! Her ev uykuda olsa gerek,
Kipirtisiz yatiyor ve 0 muazzam yiirek.
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I TRAVELLED AMONG
UNKNOWN MEN

I travelled among unknown men,
In lands beyond the sea;
Nor, England! did I know till then
What love I bore to thee.

'Tis past, that melancholy dream!
Nor will I quit thy shore

A second time; for still I seem

To love thee more and more.
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BILMEDIGIM KIMSELER ARASINDA
DOLASTIM

Bilmedigim kimseler arasinda dolagtim,
Gidip denizin 6tesindeki tilkelere;

Ve farkinda degildim hig, seni

Ne ¢ok sevdigimin, ingiltere!

Gegti artik, o melankolik ritya!
Senin kiyilarindan, hayir, miimkiin
Degil ayrilmam tekrar, giinkii galiba
Seni daha da seviyorum her giin.
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Among thy mountains did I feel

The joy of my desire;

And she I cherished turned her wheel
Beside an English fire.

Thy mornings showed, thy nights concealed,
The bowers where Lucy played;

And thine too is the last green field

That Lucy's eyes surveyed.
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Senin daglarinin arasinda hissettim
Coskusunu arzumun;

Ve bir Ingiliz ocag1 baginda

Egirirdi yiintini sevdigim kadin.

Senin sabahinda goriindi, gecende sakland:
Lucy'nin altinda oynadig ¢ardaklar;

Ve sana aitti yine Lucy'nin gézlerinin
Degdigi son yesil topraklar.
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STRANGE FITS OF
PASSION HAVE 1 KNOWN:

Strange fits of passion have I known:
And I will dare to tell,

But in the Lover's ear alone,

What once to me befell.

When she I loved looked every day
Fresh as a rose in June,

I to her cottage bent my way,
Beneath an evening—moon.

Upon the moon I fixed my eye,

All over the wide lea;

With quickening pace my horse drew nigh
Those paths so dear to me.
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TUHAF TUTKU NOBETLERI
YASADIM

Tuhaf tutku nébetleri yagadim,
Gekinmeyip anlatacagim ama sade
Agiklanin kulagina, bakin

Ne oldu bir keresinde.

Her giin tazeyken sevdigim
Bir Haziran gili kadar,
Kuliibesine niyetlendim
Bir akgam, gokte ay var.

Aya diktim géziimui,

Bitti u¢suz bucaksiz mera,
Sabirsiz adimlarla vardi atim,
O canim patikalara.
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And now we reached the orchard-plot;
And, as we climbed the hill,

The sinking moon to Lucy's cot

Came near, and nearer still.

In one of those sweet dreams I slept,
Kind Nature's gentlest boon!

And all the while my eyes I kept

On the descending moon.

BIR BULUT GtBI

062



Ve iste meyve bahgesine geldik;
Tek, giktigimiz su tepe kalds;
Derken, ay Lucy'nin evi tistiinde

Algaldi, daha da algald:.

Bagim nazik Tabiatin en kibar
Liitfu o tath rilyalardayd,

Ve goziim de her an

inmekte olan aydaydi.
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My horse moved on; hoof after hoof
He raised, and never stopped:
When down behind the cottage roof,

At once, the bright moon dropped.

What fond and wayward thoughts will slide
Into a Lover's head!

“O mercy!” to myself I cried,

“If Lucy should be dead!”
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Adim adim gikmaya devam
Ediyordu atim, soluk vermeden:
Ki kuliibenin ¢atis1 ardinda

Ay, dustverdi birden.

Ne olmaz vehimlere kapilir
Seven birisi:

“Tanrim” diye haykirdim,
“Yoksa 6ldti mii Lucy?”
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SHE DWELT AMONG THE
UNTRODDEN WAYS

She dwelt among the untrodden ways
Beside the springs of Dove,

A Maid whom there were none to praise
And very few to love:

A violet by a mossy stone
Half hidden from the eye!
—Fair as a star, when only one
Is shining in the sky.

She lived unknown, and few could know
When Lucy ceased to be;

Butshe s in her grave, and, oh,

The difference to me!
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ISSIZ YOLLAR
ARASINDA YASARDI

Iss1z yollar arasinda yasard,

Dove ¢aylaninin kiyisinda, bir kiz,
Kimseleri yoktu onu 6vmeye,
Sevmeye derseniz ¢ok az:

Yosunlu bir kaya dibinde

Bir menekse, gozlerden yan uzak,
—Gokte tek bagina 1giyan

Bir yildiz kadar parlak.

Kimse bilmeden yagsad), azdir bilen de
Lucy ne zaman 6ld;

O mezarinda simdi ve ah,

Olan bana oldu!
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A SLUMBER DID
MY SPIRIT SEAL

A slumber did my spirit seal;

I had no human fears:

She seemed a thing that could not feel
The touch of earthly years.

No motion has she now, no force;

She neither hears nor sees;

Rolled round in earth's diurnal course,
With rocks, and stones, and trees.
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BiR UYKU MUHURLEMIigTi
RUHUMU

Bir uyku miihirlemisti ruhumu,
Insani kaygilar uzakti bana,
Samirdim ki diinyevi yillarin hitkmi
Asla gegmezdi o kadina.

Simdi hareketsiz, halsiz busbiitiin,
Ne duymakta ne de gérmekte,
Yuvarlanip gitmede her giin,
Kayalar, taglar, agaglarla birlikte.
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WE ARE SEVEN

———A simple Child,

That lightly draws its breath,
And feels its life in every limb,
What should it know of death?

I met a little cottage Girl:

She was eight years old, she said;
Her hair was thick with many a curl
That clustered round her head.

She had a rustic, woodland air,
And she was wildly clad:

Her eyes were fair, and very fair;
—Her beauty made me glad.
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YEDi KARDE§iZ

——-Basit bir ¢ocuk,
Nefesi hafif, kug kadar,
Her organinda hayat,
Oliimden ne anlar?

Bir koylu kiza rastladim:
Sordum, yas1 sekiz;
Cepegevre kivircik

Saglan giir mui giir bir kiz.

Bir kir, bir orman havasi varda tistiinde,
Yabanild: kiyafeti:

Gozleri hos, ¢ok hostu;

Guzelligi mest etti.
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“Sisters and brothers, little Maid,
How many may you be?”

“How many? Seven in all,” she said,
And wondering looked at me.

“And where are they? I pray you tell.”
She answered, “Seven are we;

And two of us at Conway dwell,

And two are gone to sea.

“Two of us in the church-yard lie,

My sister and my brother;

And, in the church—yard cottage, I
Dwell near them with my mother.”
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“Kardesin var mi, minik kiz,
Kag kisisiniz, kiz, erkek?”
“Kag kisiyiz? Toplam yedi,”
Gozlerin de merak.

“Neredeler? Soyle litfen.

“Yedi kardesiz” diye tekrar etti;
Ikisi Convway'de yagiyor,

ikisi denize gitti.”

“Ikisi kilise avlusunda yatiyor,
Biri erkek, biri kiz;

Biz annemle avludaki
Kuliibede yagiyoruz”

BIR BULUT GIBI

073



“You say that two at Conway dwell,
And two are gone to sea,

Yet ye are seven! I pray you tell,
Sweet Maid, how this may be.”

Then did the little Maid reply,
“Seven boys and girls are we;
Two of us in the church—yard lie,
Beneath the church-yard tree.”

“You run about, my little Maid,
Your limbs they are alive;

If two are in the church-yard laid,
Then ye are only five.”
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“Ikisi Conway'de dedin,
ikisi denize giti, fakat

Yedi kardegsiniz! Seker kiz,
Nasil oluyor, anlat.”

Cevap verdi kiigtik kiz,

“Kiz, oglan hepsi yedi;

Kilise avlusundaki agacin altinda
Yatiyor ikimiz,” dedi.

“Kosturup duruyorsun,
Saghkhsin da pek;

ikisi avludaysa, himm, bu
Beg kardegsiniz demek.”
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“Their graves are green, they may be seen,”
The little Maid replied,

“Twelve steps or more from my mother’s door,
And they are side by side.

“My stockings there I often knit,
My kerchief there I hem;
And there upon the ground I sit,
And sing a song to them.

“And often after sun—set, Sir,
When it is light and fair,

I take my little porringer,
And eat my supper there.
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"Mezarlan yesil, gérebilirsiniz,”

Dedi kiigiik Kiz bana,

“On iki adim kadar annemin kapisindan,
Ve ikisi yan yana.”

“Goraplarimi gézerim sik sik,
Mendilimi dikerim orada;

Ve sarki soylerim onlara,
Oturdugum yerde.”

“Gogu vakit, giin batinca,
Corba kasemi alir giderim,
Hava aydinhk ve iliksa
Yemegimi orada yerim.
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“The first that died was sister Jane;
In bed she moaning lay,

Till God released her of her pain;
And then she went away.

“So in the church-yard she was laid;
And, when the grass was dry,
Together round her grave we played,
My brother John and I.

“And when the ground was white with snow,
And I could run and slide,

My brother John was forced to go,

And he lies by her side.”
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“Once kizkardegim Jane 6ldi,
Inleyip duruyordu yataginda,
Tann kurtardi onu,

Ve iste, gitti sonunda.”

“Kilise avlusuna gomiildi;
Gimenler daha kuruyken,
Mezar etrafinda oynardik,
Oglan kardegim John ve ben.

“Kosturup kayiyordum,

Yerler bembeyaz biitiin kar,
John da gitmek zorunda kald,
Yanina yatirdilar.”
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“How many are you, then,” said I,
“If they two are in heaven?”
Quick was the little Maid’s reply,
“O Master! we are seven.

“But they are dead; those two are dead!
Their spirits are in heaven!”

"Twas throwing words away; for still
The little Maid would have her will,
And said, “Nay, we are seven!”
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“Ikisi cennete gittiyse,

O zaman kag kardegsiniz?” dedim,
Kiigiik kizin cevab: gecikmedi,
“Yedi ya! Efendim.”

“Ama onlar 6ldii; o ikisi 6lii!
Ruhlar cennette yalniz!”

Bosa nefes tiiketiyordum fakat,
Kiigiik k1z inat m1 inat,
“Hayir” dedi, “yedi kardegiz!”
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RESOLUTION AND
INDEPENDENCE

There was a roaring in the wind all night;

The rain came heavily and fell in floods;

But now the sun is rising calm and bright;

The birds are singing in the distant woods;

Over his own sweet voice the Stock—dove broods;
The Jay makes answer as the Magpie chatters;

And all the air is filled with pleasant noise of waters.

All things that love the sun are out of doors;

The sky rejoices in the morning's birth;

The grass is bright with rain—drops;—on the moors
The hare is running races in her mirth;

And with her feet she from the plashy earth
Raises a mist, that, glittering in the sun,

Runs with her all the way, wherever she doth run.
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AZIM VE
OZGURLUK

Gece boyu kiikreyip durdu riizgar,

Yagmur fena bindirdi, sel olup akti.

Ama hava sakin, aydinhk gimdi, giineg ¢ikti,
Uzak korulardan sakimada kuslar,

Kendi tath sesinde kulugkada tiveyik,
Alakargayla sohbette saksagan, laf ebesi,

Ve havayi dolduruyor sularin hog sesi.

Giinegi seven her kim varsa digarida gu an,
Sabahin doguguna seviniyor gok,

Gimler yagmur damlalanyla parlak,

Neseyle segirtiyor kirda bir tavsan,

Islak topraktan bir duman kaldinyor ayaklan,
Giineginigiginda panldaya panldaya,

Tavsan nereye, duman da ard sira oraya.
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I was a Traveller then upon the moor;

I saw the hare that raced about with joy;

I heard the woods and distant waters roar;

Or heard them not, as happy as a boy:

The pleasant season did my heart employ:

My old remembrances went from me wholly;
And all the ways of men, so vain and melancholy.

But, as it sometimes chanceth, from the might

Of joys in minds that can no further go,

As high as we have mounted in delight

In our dejection do we sink as low;

To me that morning did it happen so;

And fears and fancies thick upon me came;

Dim sadness—and blind thoughts, I knew not, nor
could name.

BIR BULUT GIBI

084



Kirlarda dolagiyordum, iste o zaman

Goérdim kogturan tavgani, o nasil bir nege!
Korular ve uzak sulardan gelen kiikreyige

Kulak verdim, vermedim ya da. Bir oglan

Kadar mutluydum, kalbim giizel mevsime tutsak.
Eski anilarimdan kalmad bir eser,

Silindi kuruntular, tiim insani endigeler.

Hani bazen olur ya, mutlulugun ta
Zirvesine gikanz da gidemeyiz daha fazla,
Ardindan ayn1 mesafeyi ayn1 hizla
Duseriz yuvarlana, takla ata,

Oyle oldu bana da iste o sabah,

Hiicum etti koyu korku ve vehim,

Log hiiziin, kor fikirler, ad veremedigim.
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I heard the sky—lark warbling in the sky;
And I bethought me of the playful hare:
Even such a happy Child of earth am I;

Even as these blissful creatures do I fare;

Far from the world I walk, and from all care;
But there may come another day to me-
Solitude, pain of heart, distress, and poverty.

My whole life I have lived in pleasant thought,

As if life’s business were a summer mood;

As if all needful things would come unsought

To genial faith, still rich in genial good;

But how can He expect that others should

Build for him, sow for him, and at his call

Love him, who for himself will take no heed at all?
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Tarla kugunun 6tigiinii duydum gokte,

Oyunbaz tavgan aklima geldi birden.

Topragin mutlu ogluyum ben de ve bu sen
Canhlar gibiyim, 6mriim onlannki gibi gegmekte.
Diinyadan uzaktayim, ne derdim var ne tasam.
Ama bir giin kapimi ¢alabilir pekala,

Yalnizhk, kalp acis1, yokluk ve her tiirlii bela.

Hogs diigtinceler iginde stiregeldi hayatim,

Isler bir yaz1 yagamak kadar kolaydh,

Ve aramaya gerek kalmadan kapisindayd:

Sanki her tiir ihtiyag, gontilden dilerse kim.

Ama bagkalarinin sizin igin inga etmesi, ekip bigmesi
Ve istediginizde sizi sevmesini beklemek anlamsiz eger
Asl siz kendinize vermiyorsaniz deger.
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I thought of Chatterton, the marvellous Boy,

The sleepless Soul that perished in his pride;

Of Him who walked in glory and in joy

Following his plough, along the mountain-side:

By our own spirits are we deified:

We Poets in our youth begin in gladness;

But thereof come in the end despondency and madness.

Now, whether it were by peculiar grace,

A leading from above, a something given,

Yet it befell that, in this lonely place,

When I with these untoward thoughts had striven,
Beside a pool bare to the eye of heaven

I saw a Man before me unawares:

The oldest man he seemed that ever wore grey hairs.

BIR BULUT GIBI

088



Chatterton1 digtiindiim, o dahi oglani,
Gururu iginde solup giden o uykusuz ruhu;
Ve dagin etegi boyunca, 6ntinde pullugu,
Ihtigam ve nese i¢inde yiriimekte olani.
Kendi ruhlarimizdir tannsal kilan bizi.

Biz ozanlar i¢in gahanedir genglik,

Ama sonumuz yeis ve nihayet delilik.

Derken, 6zel bir liituf muydu bilmem artik,
Yukaridan génderilen, bana sunulan.

Ben bu 1ss1z yerde bu nahog diigiincelerle filan
Bogusadurayim, iste tam o an baktim ki agik
Alanda, bir gélin kiyisinda, benden habersiz,
Dalip gitmis ak sagl1 bir adam vard,

Ve gérdugiim herkesten ¢ok daha ihtiyard.

BIR BULUT GIlBI

089



As a huge stone is sometimes seen to lie

Couched on the bald top of an eminence;

Wonder to all who do the same espy,

By what means it could thither come, and whence;
So that it seems a thing endued with sense:

Like a sea—beast crawled forth, that on a shelf

Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun itself;

Such seemed this Man, not all alive nor dead,

Nor all asleep—in his extreme old age:

His body was bent double, feet and head

Coming together in life’s pilgrimage;

As if some dire constraint of pain, or rage

Of sickness felt by him in times long past,

A more than human weight upon his frame had cast.
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Bazen yiiksek bir tepenin kel bagi tizerinde
Devasa bir tag yatiyor olur ya,

Hani herkes merak eder onun oraya

Nasil ve nereden geldigini. Insanlarin zihninde
Bir canliya déngtir sonra giderek.

Surintp gelen bir deniz hayvani mesela, neden
Olmasin? karada uzanmig giineglenen.

Oyle gériindii bu adam da, ne diri ne él,

Ne de derin uykuda —epey ilerlemis yas,

Iki biiklim olmus, ayaklar ve bag

Birbirine kavusmugtu uzadikga hayatin hac yolu.
Bir goniil tiziintiisii ya da giddetli bir hastalik
Belki yillarca evvel gelip galarak kapisini,
Cokertip bozmustu iskelet yapisini.
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Himself he propped, limbs, body, and pale face,
Upon a long grey staff of shaven wood:

And, still as I drew near with gentle pace,

Upon the margin of that moorish flood
Motionless as a cloud the old Man stood,

That heareth not the loud winds when they call,
And moveth all together, if it move at all.

At length, himself unsettling, he the pond

Stirred with his staff, and fixedly did look

Upon the muddy water, which he conned,

As if he had been reading in a book:

And now a stranger's privilege I took;

And, drawing to his side, to him did say,

“This morning gives us promise of a glorious day.”
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Kollan, gévdesi ve solgun yiiziiyle,

Baston niyetine yonttugu gri bir degnekten

Aldig destekle duruyor. Ve usulca vardigimda ben,
Bataklig1 andiran o kugiik gole,

Guriltila rizgarlann sesini hi¢ duymayan,

Ama gidecekse de toptan terk—i diyar

Eden bir bulut gibi kipirtisiz kaldi ihtiyar.

Nihayet davranip elindeki sopaya,
Kangtirdi batag, gozlerini dikip

Sanki bir kitabin satirlarini takip

Eder gibi uzun uzun bakti bulanik suya:
O sira bir konugun ayricaligini kullanarak
Yanina dikildim, dedim ki “Merhaba,
Guzel bir giinii mujdeliyor sabah.”
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A gentle answer did the old Man make,

In courteous speech which forth he slowly drew:
And him with further words I thus bespake,
“What occupation do you there pursue?

This is a lonesome place for one like you.”

Ere he replied, a flash of mild surprise

Broke from the sable orbs of his yet—vivid eyes.

His words came feebly, from a feeble chest,

But each in solemn order followed each,

With something of a lofty utterance drest—

Choice word and measured phrase, above the reach
Of ordinary men; a stately speech;

Such as grave Livers do in Scotland use,

Religious men, who give to God and man their dues.
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Nazikge cevaplad beni ihtiyar,

Saygih bir dille konustu usul usul.

Ben de onu tegvik ettim ve “Nasil

Bir ugrag nedeniyle buradasin, bu 1ssiz yer
Senin gibi biri igin pek tekin degil.”

Hala canl gozlerinin kara

Kiiresinde hafif bir sagkinlik gérdiim o ara.

Zayifca gikt1 sozleri zayif gogsiinden,

Torensel bir sirayla geldiler fakat,

Yiice bir soyleyis, gli¢li bir belagat,
Ifadelerdeki 6lgiiye, sézciik segimine 6zen...
Bu Iskogya'daki Tanriya ve insanlara borcunu
Odemis, vakur kimselerinkine benzer bir dildi
Ve siradan birine ait kesinlikle degildi.
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He told, that to these waters he had come

To gather leeches, being old and poor:

Employment hazardous and wearisome!

And he had many hardships to endure:

From pond to pond he roamed, from moor to moor;
Housing, with God'’s good help, by choice or chance;
And in this way he gained an honest maintenance.

The old Man still stood talking by my side;

But now his voice to me was like a stream

Scarce heard; nor word from word could I divide;
And the whole body of the Man did seem

Like one whom I had met with in a dream;

Or like a man from some far region sent,

To give me human strength, by apt admonishment.
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Bu sulara stiliik toplamaya gelmig

Yaghilik ve yoksulluk sonucu.

Tehlikeli ve ayrica yorucu,

Mesakkati epey fazla bir is:

Gol gol, batakhk batakhk dolan dur.
Sanshysa bir yer buluyormug bagini sokacak,
Belki zor geginiyormus, diiriist yoldan ancak.

Thtiyar anlatmaya devam ediyordu ama
Belli belirsiz duyulan bir dereydi simdi sesi,
Ve kelimeleri birbirine ge¢iyordu dogrusu.
Sanki rilyada gérdiigiim bir adama

Nasil da benziyordu her hali tavr,

Uzak diyarlardan kendini topla diye

Beni ustiliince uyarmak igin gelmisti veya.
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My former thoughts returned: the fear that kills;
And hope that is unwilling to be fed;

Cold, pain, and labour, and all fleshly ills;

And mighty Poets in their misery dead.
—Perplexed, and longing to be comforted,

My question eagerly did I renew,

“How is it that you live, and what is it you do?”

He with a smile did then his words repeat;

And said that, gathering leeches, far and wide
He travelled; stirring thus about his feet

The waters of the pools where they abide.

“Once I could meet with them on every side;

But they have dwindled long by slow decay;

Yet still I persevere, and find them where I may.”
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Onceki diigiincelerim geri déndii o an:

Oliimciil korku, beslenmeye géniilsiiz umut,

Soguk, 1stirap, megakkat, tiim bedensel hastahiklar yahut
Ve sefalet i¢inde 6len nice gérkemli ozan.

—Sagkin, biraz rahatlamay: umarak,

Onceki sorumu tekrarladim yine:

“Nasil geginiyorsun, tam olarak igin ne?”

O da tekrarlad sozlerini giiliimseyerek,
Dolagip durdugunu siiliik toplaya toplaya,
Ayaklarinin hemen dibindeki suya

Sokup eselemek igin elinde bir degnek.
“Eskiden her yerde buluyordum,” dedi,
“Simdi neredeyse tiikendiler, azala azala,
Ama ben bu igten vaz gegmedim hala."
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While he was talking thus, the lonely place,

The old Man'’s shape, and speech-all troubled me:

In my mind’s eye I seemed to see him pace

About the weary moors continually,

Wandering about alone and silently.

While I these thoughts within myself pursued,

He, having made a pause, the same discourse renewed.

And soon with this he other matter blended,
Cheerfully uttered, with demeanour kind,

But stately in the main; and, when he ended,

I could have laughed myself to scorn to find

In that decrepit Man so firm a mind.

“God,” said I, “be my help and stay secure;

I'll think of the Leech—gatherer on the lonely moor!”
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O bunlan soylerken o 1ss1z mekan,

Adamin gérintiisii, konugmasi, her geyi tedirgin
Etti beni, onun dur durak bilmeden, o bitkin
Haliyle bata ¢gika yiiridiigini hayal ettim bir an,
Yapayalniz ve tek kelime konugmadan kimseyle.
Iste kafamdan bunlar ge¢iyordu ki tam

Kaldig1 yerden devam etti, biraz soluklanan adam,

Ve hemen sonra bagka bir konuya

Bagladi bunu, negeli, kibar ve fakat ille

Yine oyle vakur, etkileyici bir dille.

Sustugu zaman utangtan, dogrusu bu ya,

Yerin dibine gegtim. Boyle diigkiin bir adamda nasil
Bir azim! “Tanrim,” dedim “ne olur, 6mriim boyunca
Aklimdan gikmasin 1ss1z batakliktaki bu stiliik toplayic1.”
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LINES COMPOSED

A FEW MILES ABOVE
TINTERN ABBEY,

ON REVISITING THE BANKS
OF THE WYE DURING A TOUR.
JULY 13, 1798

Five years have past; five summers, with the length
Of five long winters! and again I hear

These waters, rolling from their mountain—springs
With a soft inland murmur. ~Once again

Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs,

That on a wild secluded scene impress

Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect
The landscape with the quiet of the sky.
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TINTERN MANASTIRI’NIN BIRKAG
MIiL YUKARISINDA OLUSTURULMUS
DIZELER, 13 TEMMUZ 1798 DEKI
BIR GEZi SIRASINDA WYE
KIYILARINI YENIDEN ZiYARET
ETMENIN UZERINE

Bes yil gegti aradan; beg yaz, beg uzun

Kig gibi gelen! Ve simdi bir kez daha dinliyorum
Dagdaki gozelerinden hafif karasal

Bir minltiyla yuvarlanip gelen bu sulan.

—Bir kez daha seyreyliyorum bu yaban

Ve gozlerden uzak manzaranin

Kuytulugunu daha da koyulastiran ve

Peyzaji goglin stikunetiyle birlestiren

Bu sarp ve heybetli kayaliklar.
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The day is come when I again repose

Here, under this dark sycamore, and view

These plots of cottage—ground, these orchard-tufts,
Which at this season, with their unripe fruits,
Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves
‘Mid groves and copses. Once again I see

These hedge—rows, hardly hedge—rows, little lines
Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral farms,
Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke
Sent up, in silence, from among the trees!

With some uncertain notice, as might seem

Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,

Or of some Hermit's cave, where by his fire

The Hermit sits alone.
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Kismet bugiineymis, igte bir kez daha,

Bu ¢inarin koyu golgesinde dinelmis,

Kir evlerinin arsalarina, bu mevsimde
Hentiz ham meyveleriyle yegillere biirtintip
Orman ve ¢allar arasinda kaybolmus,

Yesil ve sade renkleriyle

Yaban yesil goriiniimii rahatsiz etmeyen
Bahgelere bakiyorum.

Bu gitler, pek de it denemeyecek,

Alip bagini giden haylaz dallardan

Olusan incecik gizgiler: ta kapiya kadar
Yesile kesmig bu pastoral giflikler ve agaglar
Arasindan sessizce yiikselen duman
Halkalarini bir kez daha gériiyorum! Iskansiz
Ormanlan yurt tutmug berduglarin ya da
Magarasindaki ategin baginda yalmz oturan
Bir miinzevinin varhgina dair belirsiz

Bir igaret.
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These beauteous forms,

Through a long absence, have not been to me
As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye:

But oft, in lonely rooms, and ‘mid the din
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them,

In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,

Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart;
And passing even into my purer mind

With tranquil restoration:—feelings too

Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps,
As have no slight or trivial influence

On that best portion of a good man'’s life,
His little, nameless, unremembered, acts
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,

To them I may have owed another gift,

Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood,
In which the burthen of the mystery,

In which the heavy and the weary weight

Of all this unintelligible world,

Is lightened:~that serene and blessed mood,
In which the affections gently lead us on, -
Until, the breath of this corporeal frame
And even the motion of our human blood
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep

In body, and become a living soul:

While with an eye made quiet by the power
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,

We see into the life of things.
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Onlardan ayn kaldigim uzun siire boyunca

Bu harika bigimler koriin baktig:

Bir manzara olmadilar benim igin;

Tersine, ¢ogu zaman, yalniz odalarda,

Ve kasabalarin, kentlerin hirgiirii ortasinda,
Yorgun saatlerimde, kanda hissedilen,

Yiirekte hissedilen ve oradan hatta

Saf akhma igleyip siikkunetle sagaltan

Hogs duyumlan borgluyum onlara:
-Unutulmus hazlarin duygularini da:

lyi bir insanin yagamindaki o en giizel

Dénemi iizerinde hi¢ de hafif ve 6nemsiz
Sayilmayacak etkiler birakan kiigtik, isimsiz,
Hatirda kalmamig merhamet ve sevgi
Davraniglan gibi. Ve daha ytice

Bir armagani da aym derecede

Onlara borgluyum kuskusuz;

Biitiin bu anlagilmaz diinyanin agr ve

Yorucu gizeminin yiikiini hafifleten

O kutlu ruh halini: —hislerimizin bizi

Nazikge yonlendirdigi o huzurlu ve kutlu

Ruh halini, ta ki bu élimli bedenin solugu

Ve hatta kanimizin akig1 askiya alinip
Cismimizin uykuya daldig) ve yagayan bir ruha
Dénigtiigiimiiz ana dek: Uyumun giiciiyle

Ve sevincin derin giictiyle sakinlemis bir bakigla
Niifuz edip, varhklarin hayatini gérebildigimiz.
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If this

Be but a vain belief, yet, oh! how oft—

In darkness and amid the many shapes

Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart—
How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee,

O sylvan Wye! thou wanderer thro’ the woods,
How often has my spirit turned to thee!
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Eger bu bog bir inangsa, ah! yine de —ne kadar da
Siklikla karanlikta ve keyifsiz giin 11ginin turli
Halleri arasinda; nafile huzursuz kipirtilar

Ve diinyanin atesi kalbimin atiglar tizerine
Bindiginde —ne kadar da siklikla, ruhumla sana
Yéneldim ey ormanlik Wye! Ormanlarda gezinen
Kalbim yiiziinii ne de ¢ok déndii sana!
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And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought,
With many recognitions dim and faint,

And somewhat of a sad perplexity,

The picture of the mind revives again:

While here I stand, not only with the sense

Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts
That in this moment there is life and food

For future years. And so I dare to hope,

Though changed, no doubt, from what 1 was when first
I came among these hills; when like a roe

I bounded o’er the mountains, by the sides

Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams,

Wherever nature led: more like a man

Flying from something that he dreads, than one
Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then

(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days

And their glad animal movements all gone by)
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Ve simdi, yar1 sonmiig dugtincelerin

Pinltilan, séniik ve soluk bir¢ok animsama

Ve biraz da hiiziinli bir kafa kangikhig: iginde,
Zihnimdeki resim yeniden canlamyor:

Sadece mevcut mutluluk duygusuyla degil,
Ama su anin iginde gelecek yillarin hayati

Ve gidasim da barindirdigini diigiinmenin
Hosluguyla burada dururken.

Boylece umuda yelteniyorum,

Bu tepeler arasina ilk gelisimden beri, kugkusuz,
Degismis olsam da; bir karaca gibi

Daglarda, derin irmaklarin, tenha ¢aylarin
Kiyilarinda, tabiat nereye gekerse oraya,

Sevdigi seyi arayan degil de korktugu seyden
Kagan biri gibi hoplayip ziplardim o demler:
Ciinkii o vakitler,

(Gocukga giinlerimin kaba zevkleri

Ve onlarin hognut hayvani davraniglar: geride kalds)
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To me was all in all. - cannot paint

What then I was. The sounding cataract
Haunted me like a passion: the tall rock,

The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,
Their colours and their forms, were then to me
An appetite; a feeling and a love,

That had no need of a remoter charm,

By thought supplied, not any interest
Unborrowed from the eye. —That time is past,
And all its aching joys are now no more,

And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this

Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur; other gifts
Have followed; for such loss, I would believe,
Abundant recompense. For I have learned

To look on nature, not as in the hour

Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes
The still sad music of humanity,

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power
To chasten and subdue.
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Herseydi Tabiat. —O giinlerdeki kendimi tarif edemem.
Uguldayan selale bir tutku gibi dadanird: aklima:
Yiiksek kaya, dag ve koyu kasvetli orman,
Onlanin renkleri ve bigimleri

Istahim1 kamgilardy; diigiincenin biiyisiine
Uzak, gézden 6diing alinmamug higbir ilgiye

Yiiz vermeyen bir duygu ve agk.

O giinler ge¢migte kald:,

Onlann biitiin o sancili sevingleri,

Bag déndiiren cogkulan da. Bu yiizden

Ne tiziilur, yas tutar ne de soylenirim;

Bagka armaganlar geldi, boyle bir kayb:
Fazlasiyla telafi edecek.

Gunki Tabiata, digtincesiz genglikteki gibi degil,
Fakat —gogu zaman 1slah edip boyun egdirmesine
Ragmen ne hoyrat, ne can yakic olan, -
Insanhgn sessiz, hiiziinli miizigini duyarak
Bakmay 6grendim.
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—And I have felt

A presence that disturbs me with the joy

Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime

Of something far more deeply interfused,
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,
And the round ocean and the living air,

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man:

A motion and a spirit, that impels

All thinking things, all objects of all thought,
And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still
A lover of the meadows and the woods

And mountains; and of all that we behold
From this green earth; of all the mighty world
Of eye, and ear, —both what they half create,
And what perceive; well pleased to recognise
In nature and the language of the sense

The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul
Of all my moral being.
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—Ve keyifli diigiincelerin cogkusuyla beni
Huzursuz eden bir geyin varhgini hissettim;
Gok daha kaynagik bir seyin,

Giin batimlarinin aydinhginda, okyanusun
Etrafinda, canl havada, mavi gékte

Ve insan beyninde barinan:

Bir hareket ve bir ruh, tiim akil sahibi
Varliklar, tiim diigiincelerin tiim nesnelerini
Diirten ve her seyin i¢inde devinen. Dolayisiyla,
Hala sevdalisiyim kirlanin, korularin, daglann
Ve bu yesil yeryiiziinde gérdugiimiiz her seyin;
Bu muhtegem diinyasinda géziin ve kulagin
-Kismen yaratip, kismen algiladiklan-

Her ne varsa onlarin; Tabiatta ve duyularin dilinde
Gormekten fazlasiyla hognutum en saf
Diistincelerimin gapasini, yiiregimin

Ve tiim ahlaki varhgimin dadis,,

Rehberi ve koruyucusunu.
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Nor perchance,

If I were not thus taught, should I the more
Suffer my genial spirits to decay:

For thou art with me here upon the banks

Of this fair river; thou my dearest Friend,

My dear, dear Friend; and in thy voice I catch
The language of my former heart, and read
My former pleasures in the shooting lights
Of thy wild eyes. Oh! yet a little while

May I behold in thee what I was once,

My dear, dear Sister! and this prayer I make,
Knowing that Nature never did betray

The heart that loved her; 'tis her privilege,
Through all the years of this our life, to lead
From joy to joy: for she can so inform

The mind that is within us, so impress

With quietness and beauty, and so feed

With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men,
Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all
The dreary intercourse of daily life,

Shall e'er prevail against us, or disturb

Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold
Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk;

And let the misty mountain-winds be free
To blow against thee: and, in after years,
When these wild ecstasies shall be matured
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Boyle 6gretilmeseydim bile, gtirtiyiip
Gitmezdi gen tavirlanim: Ciinki bu giizel
[rmagn kiyisinda, yanimdasin sen; can
Dostum, sevgili, sevgili dostum; ve senin
Sesinde gegmisteki kalbimin sesini duyuyorum,
Yabansi gézlerinin ¢akan 151ginda eski
Sevinglerimi okuyorum. Ah! Yine de bir siireligine
Sende o giinlerdeki beni gorebilsem,

Canim, canim Kizkardegim!

Ve Tabiatin onu seven kalbe asla

Nankorliik etmeyecegini bildigimden
Ediyorum bu duayi; hayatimiz boyunca

Bizi sevingten sevince siirmek onun ayricahg:
Oyle bir etkiler ki igimizdeki akli, onu

Siikun ve guizellikle dyle bir buytiler

Ve yiice dugtincelerle besler ki

Ne kot diller, ne pervasiz yargilar, ne

Bencil insanlarin alayh giilimseyisi,

Ne igtenliksiz iyi dilekler, ne gtinlik hayatin
Bunaltici iligkileri etkileyebilir bizi, ya da
Gordiigimiiz her seyin liituflarla dolu
Olduguna dair sen imanimizi zedeleyebilir.
Bu nedenle, birak iistiine 151s1n ay

Bu yalniz yiirtiytgiinde;

Birak puslu dag riizgarlan essin yiiziine:

Ve yillar sonra bu ¢ilgin cogkular olgunlagip
Agirbash bir sevince donustugiinde;

Zihnin tim giizel bigimlerin malikanesi,
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Into a sober pleasure; when thy mind

Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,

Thy memory be as a dwelling—place

For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then,

If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief,

Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts
Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,

And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance-

If 1 should be where I no more can hear

Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams
Of past existence~wilt thou then forget

That on the banks of this delightful stream

We stood together; and that I, so long

A worshipper of Nature, hither came

Unwearied in that service: rather say

With warmer love—oh! with far deeper zeal

Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget,

That after many wanderings, many years

Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs,
And this green pastoral landscape, were to me
More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake!
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Hafizan tiim hog seslerin ve uyumlann

Yuvasi oldugunda; ah! o zaman, eger

Yalnizhik ve korku, ac1ya da hiizin

Diigerse payina, beni sevecen neseyle dolu

Hangi hatiralarla birlikte anacaksin? Tavsiyem su:
Giin gelir, sesini duyamayacak ya da

Yabans: gozlerinden gegmisteki bu
Mevcudiyetin pariltilarini yakalayamayacak
Olursam, bu enfes derenin kiyilarinda

Yanyana dikildigimizi unutma; ve bunca
Zamandir Tabiata tapan benim buraya

Bu ibadetten hi¢ bikmadan, bilakis

Daha kutsal bir agkla geldigimi.

Ve o zaman, hatirla ki,

Bunca dolagip gelmeden, bunca aynhktan sonra,
Bu dik ormanlar, bu heybetli kayalar

Ve bu yejsil kirsal manzara ¢ok daha

Degerliydi bana, hem kendileri igin,

Hem senin hatirina!
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linya edebiyatinin biytik ismi William
Wordsworth'un (1770-1850) dogumunun
250. yildoniim biittin edebiyat
cevrelerinde yeni ¢alismalar esliginde
kutlanirken, VakifBank Kiltiir Yayinlari, usta
¢evirmen Nazmi Agil'in sairin siirlerinden yaptig
seckiyle Ttrkgedeki literatiire degerli bir katki sunuyor.
Sanayi Devriminin ve siyasi devrimlerin ortaya ¢ikardig:
toplumsal ¢alkantilar karsisinda Tabiat Ana'ya yonelen
ve edebiyatta ¢evre bilincini uyandiran ilk isimlerden
olan Wordsworth, insanhigin buytik ¢evresel sorunlarla
basa ¢ikmaya ¢alistigi —daha dogrusu, insanhgin
cevreye buyiik sorunlar ¢ikarmay: strdirdugu—
su donemde hala taptaze olan fikirleriyle huzur
arayiginin sesi olmustur. “Ytice” ve “gtizel” tanimiyla
Romantizmin estetik anlayisini sekillendiren usta
sairin, insani ve dogayi ¢ok gtiglt bir vahdet hissiyle
kucakladigini gériiyoruz. Kisacasi, Wordsworth
ge¢miste kalmayip bugiine uzanabilen, bizimle bize
dair meseleler hakkinda konusabilen sanat¢ilardan
olmustur.
Dil ve tslup bakimindan Wordsworth'tin en sevilen
siirlerinin derlendigi Bir Bulut Gibi, Ingilizcesi ve
Turkgesiyle, ¢ift-dilli olarak siirseverlerin ilgisine
sunuluyor.
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