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Sanatgiun Bir Sair Olarak Portresi

Irlandali yenilikgi yazar James Joyce’un sair yonii iil-
kemizde pek bilinmez. Halbuki, yazann ilk yayimlanan
kitabi, Chamber Music (Oda Muzigi) (1907) adh siirler
toplamudir. Gergi, Joyce’un diizyazisinin yenilikgiligi de,
Ulysses ile Finnegans Wake'i Ingilizce orijinalinden oku-
ma sansini bulamamug okurlar igin kulaktan dolmadir, de-
nilebilir. Bilingakigi yonteminin doruguna giktigi bu
eserlerin Tiirkgeye gevrilmeleri de neredeyse imkansizdr.
Hal boyle olunca, Joyce, iilkemizde, gevresinde oriilii mit-
sel 151k halesinin igine hapsolmug, dokunulmaz ve deyim
yerindeyse, gercekdisi bir yazar konumundadic Bu bakim-
dan, Joyce’un yayimlanan biitiin siirlerinin yer aldigi bu
geviri kitabin, onun sanatg kisiliginin eksik bilinen yon-
lerinin taninmasinda yararh olacagini iimit ediyoruz.

Celigkilerle dolu bir sanatqidir Joyce. Sair yonii Dan-
te, Blake, Shelley ve D’Annunzio gibi lirik sairleri izler-
ken, yazarhginin kokleri de Aristoteles, Aquinas, Flaubert
ve Oscar Wilde’a uzanur; yazida kalem hakimiyetini, ik-
tisati, kontrollii duygusallig ve zekaya dayali teknigi go-
zetir. Joyce, birgok edebiyat elestirmeninin ilgi merkezi
olan bu “ge¢imsizligin bilesimi”ni, bu geliskiyi Ulysses’te
Stephen Dedalus’un agzindan soyle yanitlar: “Kendim-

vii
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James Joyce

le mi geligiyorum? lIyi 6yleyse, kabul, kendimle gelisiyo-
rum.” Joyce’un kisiliginde koklerini bulan bu geligiklik,
onun tiim yazisinin itici giicudir.

1907’de yayimlanan Chamber Music’te Jacobean tarz-
da yazilmug lirik siirler yer alir. Cok iyi sarki sdyleyebilen
Joyce, 36 siirden olugan kitabina Chamber Music adim
vererek siirlerin miizikal 6zelliklerini 6ne ¢ikarir. Gergi gi-
irler, sadece miizikalitesiyle degil, asktaki tensel sehvetle
duygusalligx birlegtrebilmesiyle de ilgi ¢ekicidir. Joyce, yil-
lar sonra, bu siirlerin yayymlanmig olmasindan utang duy-
dugunu soyler.

1904'te yazdigy “The Holy Office” (Kutsal Gorev), “rol
kesen kumpanya” dedigi ve W. B. Yeats, George Russell,
John Synge, Lady Gregory, George Moore, Padraic Co-
lum ve Edward Martyn gibi yazarlann olusturdugu Irish
Literary Revival (Irlanda Edebi Uyanig1) gevresi ve ken-
disiyle ilgili bir yergidir. Keskin zekasini yansitan bu ¢a-
tal dilli yergide Joyce, bu yazarlan “ayaktakumu” ve Mam-
mon’un koleleri olarak nitelerken, kendisini zeki Aristo-
teles ile gelik gibi Aquinas’in yolunu izleyerek doruklara
cikan bir siirgiin olarak goriir. “The Holy Office”i Dub-
lin’de bastiri, ama basimci 6demeyi nakit isteyince yer-
ginin dagiumi yapilamaz.

1912’de son kez gittigi Irlanda’dan dénerken, bir di-
ger ofkeli yergisini, “Gas from a Burner”1 (Yakici1 Gaz)
trende yazar. Kitabin1 basmayan yayimci1 George Ro-
berts’1 hicvettigi bu yergide, Roberts, siirekli, ne kadar
cesur bir yayimci oldugunu soyleyerek kendini savun-
maya ¢aligir. Joyce, bu siiri, Trieste’de bastirir ve Dub-
lin’de dagitmasi igin kardesi Charles’a gonderir. Bu ta-
rihten sonra Joyce, hayatinin sonuna kadar Irlanda’ya

gitmeyecektir.
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Biitiin Siirlers

Chamber Music’ten bu yana yazdig siirleri bir araya
getiren ve 1927°de Paris’te yayimlanan Pomes Penyeach
farkl ¢izgidedir. Joyce, bu siirlerde, ruhunu gozler 6nii-
ne sermekten ¢ekinmez. Kitapta yer alanssiirler, Joyce’un
ruhundan heniiz tam gekillenmeden koparilmig gibidir.
Diizyazisinda ritm, ses, anlam ve yapi kaygilan yiiziinden
tam serbest birakamadig) duyarliklan, iginden geldigi gibi,
ket vurmadan sergiler.

1932’de, torunu Stephen James Joyce’un dogdugu giin
yazdigs “Ecce Puer”de ise diger siirlerinde pek goriilme-
yen bir barigiklik ve huzur duygusu vardir. Siirde, yalin
bir soyleyigle babasini, oglunu, torununu ve bir 6lgiiye ka-
dar da kendini anlatr.

Joyce'unssiirleriyle kargilagan okurlar, diizyazilannda-
ki yenilikgi tavrin siirlerinde goriilmedigini fark ederek
sasiracaktir. Bu siirlerde, yazinun giriginde de belirttigimiz
gibi, Joyce’un kontrole gerek duymadig: duygusal yonii
yansir; sanatgi kigiliginin Ttirkiye’de pek de bilinmeyen
yonii...

Osman Cakmakgl
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The Holy Office
(1904)
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Kutsal Gorev
(1904)
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James Joyce

The Holy Office

Myself unto myself will give

This name, Katharsis-Purgative.

I, who dishevelled ways forsook

To hold the poets’ grammar-book,
Bringing to tavern and to brothel
The mind of witty Aristotle,

Lest bards in the attempt should err
Must here be my interpreter:
Wherefore receive now from my lip
Peripatetic scholarship.

To enter heaven, travel hell,

Be piteous or terrible

One positively needs the ease

Of plenary indulgences.

Ucretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org
2



Biitiin Siirlers

1

Kutsal Gorev?

Kendim adlandiracagim kendimi

Su isimle, Aritma Mushili.

Biitin yollan birbirine karan ben
Vazgectim sairlerin dilbilgisi kitabindan,?
Tagidim meyhaneye, kerhaneye
Aristoteles’in keskin zekasini,

Hevesli ozanlar yanilmasin diye

Burada yorumlamaliyim kendimi:
Bunun i¢in dudaklarimdan kapin gimdi
Gezginligin ilmini.

Girmek igin cennete, cehennemden gegmeli,
Acinacak olsun veya dehgetli

Herkes muhakkak muhtagtir

Mutlak bagislanmanin rahatina.3

Joyce, bu yergiyi 1904’de Dublin’i terk etmeden hemen hemen iki ay 6nce
“kelt alacakaranligi” sanatgilarina kargi yazmigtr. Joyce'da sik sik gonildii-
g gibi, baghkta tek bir s6zciikte, birbirine bagh bir¢ok anlam demetinin
iizerinde ayru anda oynuyor... Joyce, siirin baglangicinda kullandigi Anema-
Muishili (Katharsis-Purgative) sézleriyle, Aristoteles’in “Katharsis” kavra-
mina da atfta bulunuyotr
Joyce, 1902'de Paris'te, ¢agdaglarinin 6zellikle Yeats'in eserlerinde ortaya
¢ikararak kumazca eglendigi dilbilgisi hatalariny gostererek Synge'i sinir-
lendirmigti.
Mutlak bagiglanmanin rahatina: Burada kastedilen, pisman olununca Ka-
tolik kilisesinin giinahlan bagiglamasidir.
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James Joyce

For every true-bom mysticist

A Dante is, unprejudiced,

Who safe at ingle-nook, by proxy,
Hazards extremes of heterodoxy,

Like him who finds a joy at table
Pondering the uncomfortable.

Ruling one’s life by common sense
How can one fail to be intense?

But I must not accounted be

One of that mumming company —
With him who hies him to appease

His giddy dames’ frivolities

While they console him when he whinges
With gold-embroidered Celtic fringes —
Or him who sober all the day

Mixes a naggin in his play —

Or him whose conduct “seems to own”
His preference for a man of “tone” —
Or him who plays the ragged patch

To millionaires in Hazelpatch

But weeping after holy fast

Ucretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org
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Biitiin Siirlers

Ciinkii her gergek mistik

Bir Dante’dir, pesin yargsiz,
Giivenliktedir atesin kiyisinda, vekaletle
Oynar korkusuzca aykiriigin agirihiklaryla,
Solen sofrasinda tedirginleri

Diigiinerek mutlu olan biri gibi.

Birinin hayatin1 sagduyuysa belirleyen
Nasil uzak durabilir insan acimasiz olmaktan?
Ama rol kesenler kurnpanyasindan biri4
Saymayin beni —

Asil hanimlanin hoppaliklarini$

Tatmin etmek igin yirtinanlardané

Ki avuturlar kendilerini

Altin yaldizli Kelt motifleriyle onlarin? —
Biitiin giin ciddi ciddi dolagip da
Eserlerini vir zivirla dolduranlardan8 —
Veya tavirlarindan kibarlara

Egilimli oldugu anlagilanlardan®—

Veya baldini ¢iplag: oynayip da
Hazelpatch’li milyonerlerin huzurunda
Kutsal orugtan sonra aglamakli10

Irlandals geng sair ve yazarlarin gogu, 1904 Agustos’'unda resmen taninan
ve sonrasinda Irlanda Devlet Tiyatrosu olan Abbey Tiyatrosu’nun etkinlik-
lerine katilhyordu. Bu tiyatronun “Irlanda Ronesans”inda oynadigi rol bi-
linir. Annie E. Homiman tarafindan finanse edilen ve Lady Gregory tara-
findan yonetilen tiyatroda, 6zellikle Synge ve Yeats’in baglica oyunlar oy-
namugtir. Yeats'in tiyatroya etkisi biyiktic
Lady Gregory ve Annie E. Horniman ve belki de Maud Gonne MacBride
kastediliyor.
Yeats'den bahsediliyor.
Yeats'in 1809°a dogru yayinlanan kitaplari altin yaldizhi motiflerle susliy-
di
Synge.
Oliver Gogarty.
Padraic Colum.
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James Joyce

Confesses all his pagan past —

Or him who will his hat unfix

Neither to malt nor crucifix

But show to all that poor-dressed be
His high Castilian courtesy —

Or him who loves his Master dear —
Or him who drinks his pint in fear —
Or him who once when snug abed
Saw Jesus Christ without his head

And tried so hard to win for us

The long-lost works of Aeschylus.

But all these men of whom I speak
Make me the sewer of their clique.
That they may dream their dreamy dreams
I carry off their filthy streams

For I can do those things for them
Through which I lost my diadem,
Those things far which Grandmother Church
Left me severely in the lurch.

Thus I relieve their timid arses,
Perform my office of Katharsis.

My scarlet leaves them white as wool:
Through me they purge a bellyful.

To sisters mummers one and all

I act as vicar general

And for each maiden, shy and nervous,
I do a similar kind service.

For I detect without surprise

Ucretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org
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Biitiin Sisrlers

Zindik gegmigini itiraf edenlerden —
Veya sapkasini gikaranlardan

Ne biraya ne de Carmiha,

Ama gostermek igin o zavallilara

Yiice Kastilyali asaletini!! —

Veya sevgili Ustadim sevenlerden12 —
Veya ickisini korkuyla igenlerden13 —
Veya ancak sicak yatagina uzandiginda
Boynu vurulmus Isa’y1 gérenlerden

Ve Aiskhylos’un ¢oktandir kayip eserlerini
Bize kazandirmak i¢in ¢ok ¢alisanlardan.14
Ama biitiin bu bahsettigim adamlar
Beni kendi hiziplerinin lagimi yapiyorlar
Gorebilsinler diye hiilyali rityalarimi
Tagirken ben onlarin pis akintilarini
Cunkii bu igleri onlar igin yapabilirim
Yitirerek tacimi tahtimu,

Biiyiikanne Kilise’nin beni

Zor gunlerimde terk ettigi igleri.

Boylece ferahlatirim mahcup gotleri,
Yerine getiririm Aritma gorevimi.
Ginahlarnim kar gibi pakhyor onlar:
Benimle temizliyorlar iskembelerini.
Kumpanyanun rol kesen rahibelerine
Piskopos yardimciligi yapiyorum

Ve her bir bakire igin, utangag ve asabi,
Benzer bir hizmeti veriyorum.

Ciinkii hi¢ sagmaksizin seziyorum

W.K. Magee (“John Eglinton™)
Usta George Russel, ¢irak ise George Roberts'dic.
James S. Starkey (“Seumas O’Sullivan”)
George Russell.
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James Joyce

That shadowy beauty in her eyes,

The “dare not” of sweet maidenhood
That answers my corruptive “would”.
Whenever publicly we meet

She never seems to think of it;

At night when close in bed she lies
And feels my hand between her thighs
My little love in light attire

Knows the soft flame that is desire.
But Mammon places under ban

The uses of Leviathan

And that high spirit ever wars

On Mammons countless servitors
Nor can they ever be exempt

From his taxation of contempt.

So distantly I turn to view

The shamblings of that motley crew,
Those souls that hate the strength that mine has
Steeled in the school of old Aquinas.
Where they have crouched and crawled and prayed
I stand, the self-doomed, unafraid,
Unfellowed, friendless and alone,
Indifferent as the herring-bone,

Firm as the mountain-ridges where

I flash my antlers on the air.

Let them continue as is meet

To adequate the balance-sheet.
Though they may labour to the grave
My spirit shall they never have

Nor make my soul with theirs as one
Till the Mahamanvantara be done:
And though they spurn me from their door

My soul shall spurn them evermore.
Ucretsiz’ PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org
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Biitiin Siirleri

Gozlerindeki golgeli giizelligi,

Benim ayartici “niyetimi” yanitlayan

Tath bakireligin “gekingenligini”.

Ne zaman insan iginde kargilagsak

Bunu diigiinmityormug gibi goriiniir;

Ama geceleyin yatarken yanimda
Hissedince elimi uyluklarinin arasinda
Benim ince giysili minik sevgilim

Bilir ki bu tath ates, ihtirastir.

Ama Mammon yasaklar

Leviathan ayinini

Ve bu yiice ruh savagir daima
Mammon’un sayisiz kolesiyle

Ama yine de kurtulamaz asla

Onun agagilamasindan.

Bunun igin uzaktan bakiyorum onlara,
Yerlerde siiriinen bu giiruha,

O ruhlar ki nefret eder ruhumun kuvvetinden
Eski Aquinas okulunda gelik gibi sertlesen.
Onlarnin ¢omeldigi, siiriindiigii, yakardig: yerde ben
Ayakta dururum dimdik, 6fkeyle, korkusuz,
Tek bagima, arkadagsiz ve yalniz,

Ringa balig) kilgig: gibi aldinigsiz,

Dag yamaglan gibi sert ki orda

Simgek gibi ¢akarim boynuzlarimi havada.
Birakirim, devam etsinler sanki
Uygunmuglar gibi alinyazisina.

Olene kadar ugragsalar da

Ele geciremeyecekler ruhumu asla

Kendi ruhlarina da benzetemeyecekler
Mahamanvantara’ya kadar;

Geri gevirseler de beni kapilarindan

Ruhum sonsuza dek tiksinecek onlardan
Ucretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https: //rantey org
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Chamber Music
(1907)
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Oda Muzigi
(1907)

Ucretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



James Joyce

Strings in the earth and air
Make music sweet;
Strings by the river where
The willows meet.

There’s music along the river
For Love wanders there,
Pale flowers on his mantle,
Dark leaves on his hair.

All softly playing,

With head to the music bent,
And fingers straying

Upon an instrument.

Ucretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org
7



Biitiin Siirlers

Sazlar yerde gokte

Hos bir miizik yapmakta;
Sazlar, irmak boyunda
Sogiitlerin bulustugu.

Miizik var irmak boyunda

Cinkii askur orda dolagan,
Paltosunda solgun ¢igekler,

Koyu yapraklar saginda.

Tatl tath ¢aliyor,
Miizige egilmis bagi,
Geziniyor parmaklar
Calginin.
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James Joyce

2.

The twilight turns from amethyst

To deep and deeper blue,

The lamp fills with a pale green glow
The trees of the avenue.

The old piano plays an air,
Sedate and slow and gay;

She bends upon the yellow keys,
Her head inclines this way.

Shy thoughts and grave wide eyes and hands
That wander as they list —

The twilight turns to darker blue

With lights of amethyst.

Ucretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org
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Biitiin Siirleri

2.

Yakuttan giderek koyu maviye
Doniiyor akgam karanhgy,
Fener soluk yesil bir alevle
Dolduruyor sokakta agaglar.

Eski piyanodan yiikselen ezgi,
Agirbagh, yavag ve negeli;

O abaniyor sari tuglara

Bu yana doniiyor bagi

Utangag diisiinceler, ciddi iri gozler ve elleri
Geziniyor keyfince —

Aksam karanlgi doniiyor koyu maviye
Yakuttan igiklarla.

Ucretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org
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James Joyce

At that hour when all things have repose,
O lonely watcher of the skies,

Do you hear the night wind and the sighs
Of harps playing unto Love to enclose
The pale gates of sunrise?

When all things repose do you alone
Awake to hear the sweet harps play

To Love before him on his way,

And the night wind answering in antiphon
Till night is overgone?

Play on, invisible harps, unto Love,

Whose way in heaven is aglow

At that hour when soft lights come and go,
Soft sweet music in the air above

And in the earth below.

Ucretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org
9



Biitiin Siirlers

Her seyin uykuya ¢ekildigi saatlerde,

Ah goklerin yalmiz gozciisii,

Dinliyor musun akgam riizgariny, iggekiglerini
Ask igin galan arp’larin, kapatan

Safagin solgun kapilarini?

Her sey uykuya ¢ekildiginde bir bagina m
Uyaniyorsun dinlemeye

Ask igin ¢alan tath arp’lan,

Ve ilahilerle kargilik veren aksam riizgarim
Oliinceye kadar gece?

Calin, goze goriinmez arp’lar, Ask igin

Ki goklerde yolu pariltih

Yumusak 1giklarin bir goriiniip bir kayboldugu
saatlerde,

Yumusak tath miizik, havada yukarida

Ve toprakta agagida.
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James Joyce

4.

When the shy star goes forth in heaven
All maidenly, disconsolate,

Hear you amid the drowsy even

One who is singing by your gate.

His song is softer than the dew

And he is come to visit you.

O bend no more in revery

When he at eventide is calling,

Nor muse: Who may this singer be
Whose song about my heart is falling?
Know you by this, the lover’s chant,
"Tis I that am your visitant.

Ucretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org
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Biitiin Sisrleri

4.

Urkek yildiz yiikseldiginde gokyiiziinde
Oylesine mahcup, kederle,

Dinle uykulu aksamda

Sarki soyleyeni kapinda.

Ciyden daha yumugaktr sarkisi
Ziyarete gelmis seni.

Ah artik dalma hayale

Aksam vakti o seni gagirirken,

Dalma diisiinceye: Kim olabilir bu diye
Sarkis: yuregime ¢oken?

Anla ki bu, dg181n sarkisi,

Benim akgam vakti ¢alan kapini.
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James Joyce

Lean out of the window,
Goldenbhair,

I heard you singing

A merry air.

My book was closed;

I read no more,
Watching the fire dance
On the floor.

I have left my book,
I have left my room,
For I heard you singing
Through the gloom.

Singing and singing

A merry air,

Lean out of the window,
Goldenhair.

Ucretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org
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Biitiin Siirleri

Egil camdan disan
Altnsagl,

Duydum soyledigin
Negseli ezgiyi

Kapandi kitabim;
Okumuyorum daha,
Seyredip ateg dansini
Dogemede.

Biraktim kitabimu,
Ciktim odamdan,
Duydum ya sarkini
Karanligin i¢inden

Soyleye soyleye
Negseli ezgiyi,

Egil camdan disan,
Altinsagh.
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James Joyce

I would in that sweet bosom be

(O sweet it is and fair it is!)

Where no rude wind might visit me.
Because of sad austerities

I would in that sweet bosom be.

I would be ever in that heart

(O soft I knock and soft entreat her!)
Where only peace might be my part.
Austerities were all the sweeter

So I were ever in that heart.
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Biitiin Siirlers

O giizel gogiise girmek isterdim
(Ah oyle giizel, oyle iyi ki!)
Acimasiz riizgarlar varamazdi bana.
Uziicii dertlerinden dolay:

O giizel gogiise girmek isterdim.

Sonsuza kadar o yurekte kalirdim

(Ah usulca galardim kapiyy, yalvarirdim ona!)
Bir tek huzur yoldasim olurdu benim
Dertlerim daha bir giizellesirdi

Eger ben hep o yiirekte olsaydim.
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James Joyce

7.

My love is in a light attire

Among the apple-trees,

Where the gay winds do most desire
To run in companies.

There, where the gay winds stay to woo
The young leaves as they pass,

My love goes slowly, bending to

Her shadow on the grass;

And where the sky’s a pale blue cup
Over the laughing land,

My love goes lightly, holding up
Her dress with dainty hand.
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Biitiin Sisrlers

7.

Ince giysisiyle sevdigim
Elma agaglarinin arasinda
Can anyor sen riizgarlar
Onunla birlikte kogmaya.

Sen riizgarlar cilvelegiyor
Gegerken, geng yapraklarla,
Sevdigim yiirilyor yavagca, egilerek
Cimenlerdeki golgesine;

Gokyiizi soluk mavi bir kise

Sen sakrak diyarin iistiinde,

Sevdigim yiirilyor ugar gibi, kaldirarak
Etegini zarif elleriyle.
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Who goes amid the green wood

With springtide all adorning her?
Who goes amid the merry green wood
To make it merrier?

Who passes in the sunlight

By ways that know the light footfall?
Who passes in the sweet sunlight
With mien so virginal?

The ways of all the woodland

Gleam with a soft and golden fire —
Far whom does all the sunny woodland
Carry so brave attire?

O, it is for my true love

The woods their rich apparel wear —
O, it is for my own true love,

That is so young and fair.
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Biitiin Siirleri

Bu giden kim yesil korulukta
Ona tapinan bahar riizganyla?
Bu giden kim sen yesil korulukta
Daha da genlendirerek koruyu?

Bu gecen kim giines 1g1g1nda

Hafif ayak seslerini taniyan yol boyunca?
Bu gegen kim tath giines 1s1ginda

Bir bakire edasiyla?

Korulugun biitiin yollan

Tatl ve altin bir ategle panildiyor —
Kimin igin tagtyor giinegli koruluk
Boylesine cesur bir giysiyi?

Ah, benim gergek tath agkim igin tabii ki
Giyiyor koruluk en giizel elbisesini —
Ah, benim gergek agkim i¢in tabii ki
Oylesine giizel ve sevimli
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James Joyce

Winds of May, that dance on the sea,
Dancing a ring-around in glee

From furrow to furrow, while overhead
The foam flies up to be garlanded,

In silvery arches spanning the air,

Saw you my true love anywhere?
Welladay! Welladay!

For the winds of May!

Love is unhappy when love is away!
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Biitiin Siirlers

Mayis riizgarlari, oynagirsimiz denizde,

Dans edersiniz done done coskuyla

Kivrimdan kivrima, yukaridaysa

Kopiikler uguguyor bir gelenk yapmaya,

Gumiigten kavislerle dagilarak havaya,

Rastladimiz mu sevdigime buralarda?

Ah yazik! Yazik!

Mays riizgirlarina!

Ask kahreder insani uzaklardayken agk uzaklarda!
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James Joyce

10.

Bright cap and streamers,

He sings in the hollow:

Come follow, come follow,
All you that love.

Leave dreams to the dreamers
That will not after,

That song and laughter

Do nothing move.

With ribbons streaming
He sings the bolder;

In troop at his shoulder
The wild bees hum.

And the time of dreaming
Dreams is over —

As lover to lover,
Sweetheart, I come.
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Biitiin Siirleri

10.

Fiyakali tolgasi ve flamasiyla,
Sarki soyliyor derede:

Gelin benimle, gelin benimle,
Biitiin sevenler.

Birakin hayalleri hayal kuranlara
Bu sarkidan bu negeden sonra
Hala kil

Kipirdamayanlara.

Dalgalanan niganlanyla
Sarki soyliyor ciiretkarca;
Omuzunda bir alay
Vizildayan yaban arisiyla.
Gegti hayal kurma zaman
Hayaller bitti —

Bir ds1gin agigina gidisi gibi
Sevgilim, geliyorum sana.
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James Joyce

11.

Bid adieu, adieu, adieu,

Bid adieu to girlish days,

Happy Love is come to woo

Thee and woo thy girlish ways —
The zone that doth become thee fair,
The snood upon thy yellow hair.

When thou hast heard his name upon
The bugles of the cherubim

Begin thou softly to unzone

Thy girlish bosom unto him

And softly to undo the snood

That is the sign of maidenhood.
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Biitiin Siirleri

11.

Elveda de, elveda, elveda,
Elveda de kizlik giinlerine,
Mutlu Ask geliyor almaya
Seni ve kizhk hallerini —

O kusak ki giizellestiren seni,
Sari saglarindaki sagfilesi.

Meleklerin borusundan
Duyunca onun ismini
Yavasga bagla agmaya
Kizlik gogsiinii ona
Yavasga ¢0z sagfileni
Kizhiginin simgesini.
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James Joyce

12.

What counsel has the hooded moon
Put in thy heart, my shyly sweet,

Of Love in ancient plenilune,

Glory and stars beneath his feet —
A sage that is but kith and kin
With the comedian Capuchin?

Believe me rather that am wise

In disregard of the divine,

A glory kindles in those eyes,
Trembles to starlight. Mine, O Mine!
No more be tears in moon or mist
For thee, sweet sentimentalist.
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Biitiin Siirlers

12.

Hangi kaygiy: digiirdii yiiregine
Kukuletal ay, tirkek sevgilim,

Eskilerin dolunays: Ask’indan,

Ihtisam ve yildizlar ayaklarinin altinda —
Bir bilge ki, degil mi soyundan

Soytan Capuchin’in?

Sen yine de inan benim sozlerime
Kutsal olmasa da,

Bir ihtisgam yaniyor o gozlerde,
Titresir yildizlara. Benim, ah benim!
Artik gozyasi olmayacak senin igin
Ne ayda, ne siste, duygulu sevgilim.
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13.

Go seek her out courteously,

And say I come,

Wind of spices whose song is ever
Epithalamium.

O, hurry over the dark lands

And run upon the sea

For seas and land shall not divide us
My love and me.

Now, wind, of your good courtesy

I pray you go,

And come into her little garden

And sing at her window;

Singing: The bridal wind is blowing

For Love is at his noon,

And soon will your true love be with you,
Soon, O soon.
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Biitiin Siirleri

13.

Gitincelikle ara bul onu,
Geldigimi soyle,

Bahar riizgan, sarkisi hep

Diigiin sarksi.

Ah, ag karanlik daglan

Kos denizlerin iistinden dogru
Ne denizler ne de daglar ayiramaz
Agkimla beni.

Hemen, simdi, iyi yiirekli riizgar
Yalvaririm sana, git,

Gir onun kigiik bahgesine

Sarki soyle penceresinde;

Soyle: Diigiin riizgar esiyor

Cinkii Agk son haddinde;

Yakinda gergek agkin sana kavusacak de,
Yakinda, ah yakinda.
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James Joyce

14.

My dove, my beautiful one,
Arise, arise!

The night-dew lies

Upon my lips and eyes.

The odorous winds are weaving
A music of sighs:

Arise, arise,

My dove, my beautiful one!

I wait by the cedar tree,

My sister, my love.

White breast of the dove,
My breast shall be your bed.

The pale dew lies

Like a veil on my head.
My fair one, my fair dove,
Arise, arise!
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Biitsin Siirlers

14.

Kumrum benim, giizelim,
Dog, dog artik!

Aksam ¢iyine bulandi
Gozlerim, dudaklarim.

Mis kokulu riizgarlar
I¢cekislerinden miizik dokuyorlar:
Dog, dog artik

Kumrum benim, giizelim!

Bekliyorum yaninda sedir agacinin,
Kizkardegim, agkim.

Ak gogsii kumrunun,

Gogsum dogegin olacak senin.

Soluk ¢ly bagimda

Pege misali uzaniyor.
Sarigimim, sarigin kumrum,
Dog, dog artik!
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James Joyce

15.

From dewy dreams, my soul, arise,

From love’s deep slumber and from death,
For lo! the trees are full of sighs

Whose leaves the morm admonisheth.

Eastward the gradual dawn prevails
Where softy-burning fires appear,
Making to tremble all those veils
Of grey and golden gossamer.

While sweetly, gently, secretly,

The flowery bells of morn are stirred
And the wise choirs of faery

Begin (innumerous!) to be heard.
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Biitiin Siirlers

1S.

Islak riiyalardan, ruhum, uyan,
Agkin derin uykusundan, 6liimden,
Iste bak! Iggekislerle dolu agaglar,
Sabahin uyardig: yapraklar.

Doguya yayihyor giin dogusu
Hafifce yakan ategler goriiniiyor,
Titrestiriyor duvagim

Gri altn 6riimcek aglarinin.

Uyanirken sabahin gigekli ¢anlar
Giizelce, usulca, gizlice

Perilerin bilgece sarkilar
Bagliyor (sayisiz!) duyulmaya.
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James Joyce

16.

O cool is the valley now

And there, love, will we go

For many a choir is singing now
Where Love did sometime go.

And hear you not the thrushes calling,
Calling us away?

O cool and pleasant is the valley

And there, love, will we stay.
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Biitiin Siirlers

16.

Ah nasil da serindir simdi vadi
Sevgilim, gidelim oraya,

Sarkilar soyleniyordur simdi

Bir zamanlar Agkin gittigi orda.
Duymuyor musun ardigkuslarinin
Cagirip durdugunu bizi?

Ah nasil da serin hogtur vadi
Orda, sevgilim kalalim orda.
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James Joyce

17.

Because your voice was at my side
I gave him pain,

Because within my hand I held
Your hand again.

There is no word nor any sign
Can make amend —

He is a stranger to me now
Who was my friend.

23



Biitiin Siirleri

17.

Benden yana oldugundan sesin
Kirdim onun kalbini,

Elimin iginde tuttugumdan
Yeniden ellerini.

Ne bir s0z, ne de bagka bir sey
Onarabilir bunu —

Bir zamanlar dostum olan
$imdi yabanci bana.
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James Joyce

18.

O Sweetheart, hear thou
Your lover’s tale,

A man shall have sorrow
When friends him fail.

For he shall know then
Friends be untrue

And a little ashes
Their words come to.

But one unto him
Will softly move

And softly woo him
In ways of love.

His hand is under

Her smooth round breast;
So he who has sorrow
Shall have rest.
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Biitiin Sisrleri

18.

Ah sevgilim, dinle
Agiginin hikayesini;
Uziiliir insan, dostlar
Kirinca kalbini.

Ogrenmistir ¢iinkii
Dostlarinin hakikatsizligini
Onlarin sozlerinin

Kiile déniistiigiinii

Ama biri sefkatle
Yaklagir ona
Sefkatle yaklagir
Ask oyunlanyla.

Elleri onun yumusak
Piriizsiiz gogsindeyken;
Huzura kavugur

Uzgiin adam.

24



James Joyce

19.

Be not sad because all men

Prefer a lying clamour before you:
Sweetheart, be at peace again —
Can they dishonour you?

They are sadder than all tears;

Their lives ascend as a continual sigh.
Proudly answer to their tears:

As they deny, deny.



Biitiin Siirleri

19.

Uziilme sakin, erkekler
Soylentiler uyduruyor diye:
Sevgilim, gonlini ferah tut —
Leke siirebilirler mi namusuna?

Gozyaslarindan da uzici haldeler;
Omiirleri sonsuz bir aci giinkii.
Gururla yamitla gozyaglarini:
Onlar inkar eder, ederken her seyi.
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James Joyce

20.

In the dark pine-wood,
I would we lay,

In deep cool shadow
At noon of day.

How sweet to lie there,
Sweet to kiss,

Where the great pine-forest
Enaisled is!

Thy kiss descending
Sweeter were

With a soft tumult
Of thy hair.

O, unto the pine-wood
At noon of day

Come with me now,
Sweet love, away.
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Biitiin Siirleri

20.

Uzanabilseydik seninle
Karanlk ¢amlikta,

O serin golgelikte
Ogle giinesinde.

Ne hos olurdu uzanmak orda,
Opiismek de,

Biiyiik gam ormani
Gegidinde!

Azalan opiiciiklerin
Ne de tathyd:
Yumugak tahrikiyle
Saglarinin

Ah, camliga gidelim
Ogle giinesinde

Gel gidelim gimdi
Giizel sevgilim.
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21.

He who hath glory lost, nor hath
Found any soul to fellow his,
Among his foes in scorn and wrath
Holding to ancient nobleness,
That high unconsortable one —
His love is his companion.
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Biitiin Siirleri

21.

Onurunu kaybetti, bulamad: da

Ruhuna bir can yoldagi,

Hasimlar arasinda, hoggoriilii ve 6fke iginde
Eski soyluluga bagh kald,

O yiice yalniz adam ki —

Askidir tek arkadag.
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James Joyce

22

Of that so sweet imprisonment
My soul, dearest, is fain —

Soft arms that woo me to relent
And woo me to detain.

Ah, could they ever hold me there
Gladly were I a prisoner!

Dearest, through interwoven arms
By love made tremulous,

That night allures me where alarms
Nowise may trouble us;

But sleep to dreamier sleep be wed
Where soul with soul lies prisoned.
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Biitiin Siirlers

22,

Bu giizel mahpusluktan

Sevgilim ruhum, memnundur —
O yumugak kollardan

Yatistiran ve hapseden.

Ah, sonsuza kadar tutabilse
Mahpusu olurdum ben seve seve.

Sevgilim, agkin uirkeklestirdigi

Digiimlenmis kollar arasinda

Aklimi bagimdan aliyor gece, orda

Higbir ey tizemez bizi;

Uyku, rityali uykuya baglanmig

Ki orda ruhlar yatar yan yana, hapsolunmus.
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James Joyce

23.

This heart that flutters near my heart
My hope and all my riches is,
Unhappy when we draw apart

And happy between kiss and kiss;
My hope and all my riches —yes!'—
And all my happiness.

For there, as in some mossy nest

The wrens will divers treasures keep,

I laid those treasures I possessed

Ere that mine eyes had learned to weep.
Shall we not be as wise as they

Though love live but a day?
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Biitiin Siirleri

23.

Su girpinan yiirek ytiregimin yaminda
Umidimdir benim, her seyim,

Ayn kaldigimizda mutsuzdur,
Mutludur 6piiciikler arasinda;
Umidimdir —evet!- biitiin her seyim,
Biitiin mutlulugum.

Calikuglarinin, yosunlu bir tiinekte
Saklamasi gibi hazinelerini,

Gozyas1 dokmeyi 6grenmeden 6nce
Serdim orta yere biitiin hazinelerimi
Onlar gibi bilge olmayacak muyiz biz de
Agskin bir giinlitk 6mrii olsa da?
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24.

Silently she’s combing,

Combing her long hair,
Silently and graciously,
With many a pretty air.

The sun is in the willow leaves

And on the dappled grass,

And still she’s combing her long hair
Before the looking-glass.

I pray you, cease to comb out,
Comb out your long hair,

For I have heard of witchery
Under a pretty air,

That makes as one thing to the lover
Staying and going hence,

All fair’; with many a pretty air

And many a negligence.
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Biitiin Siirlers

24.

Sessizce tariyor,
Tariyor uzun saglarin,
Sessizce ve zarafetle

Cok hos bir edayla.

Giines iginlan sogiit yapraklarinda
Ve benek benek ¢ayirlikta,

Haila taniyor uzun san saglarini
Aynanin 6niinde.

Yalvaririm, ah, birak artik taramay,
Taramay1 uzun saglarini,

Bir bityiciiliik hissediyorum ¢iinkii
O hos edanin altinda,

Farksiz kilar ¢iinkii agik icin
Kalmay: da gitmeyi de,

O giizellik, o hog edalar

O isteksizlikle.
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25.

Lightly come or lightly go:

Though thy heart presage thee woe,
Vales and many a wasted sun,
Oread, let thy laughter run,

Till the irreverent mountain air
Ripple all thy flying hair.

Lightly, lightly — ever so:

Clouds that wrap the vales below
At the hour of evenstar

Lowliest attendants are;

Love and laughter song-confessed
When the heart is heaviest.
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Biitiin Sisrleri

2S.

Neseyle gel veya git negeyle:

Yiiregin sana gosterse de kederi,
Kiigiik vadileri, batmig giinegleri,
Birak dans etsin giiliilerin, dagperisi,
Saygisiz dag riizgarlan

Dagjtincaya kadar ugugan saglarini.

Neseyle, neseyle —hep negeyle:
Asagidaki vadileri sarmalayan bulutlar
Aksam yildiz1 yiikseldigi zamanlar
Gosterigsiz arkadagtirlar;

Ask ve giiligler sarkilar soyler

Yirek timitsizlik igindeyken.
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26.

Thou leanest to the shell of night,

Dear lady, a divining ear.

In that soft choiring of delight

What sound hath made thy heart to fear?
Seemed it of rivers rushing forth

From the grey deserts of the north?

That mood of thine, O timorous,

Is his, if thou but scan it well,

Who a mad tale bequeaths to us

At ghosting hour conjurable —

And all for some strange name he read
In Purchas or in Holinshed.
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Biitiin Siirleri

26.

Yasliyorsun gecenin kabuguna,
Sevgilim, kahin kulagini.

Haz dolu sarkilar i¢inde

Hangi ses korku sald1 yuregine?
Kuzey’in kursuni ¢ollerinden
Hizla akan irmaklar belki de?

Senin bu halin, Ah iirkegim,

Onun hali gibi, ama ah bir anlatabilsen,
O ki, delice bir efsane birakmugtir bize
Ancak ruh ¢aginirken goriinen —

Ve tuhaf isimler okur bize

Purchas veya Holinshed dilinde.
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27.

Though I thy Mithridates were,
Framed to defy the poison-dart,
Yet must thou fold me unaware
To know the rapture of thy heart,
And I but render and confess
The malice of thy tenderness.

For elegant and antique phrase,
Dearest, my lips wax all too wise;

Nor have [ known a love whose praise
Our piping poets solemnize,

Neither a love where may not be

Ever so little falsity.
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Biitiin Siirleri

27.

Zehirli oklarina karst durmaya
Yazgili Mithridates’indim senin ama,
Yine de habersizce sarmaliydin beni
Tatmam igin yiireginin esrikligini,
Geri veriyorum, ilan ediyorum gimdi
Sefkatinin kotiliiklerini.

Eski ve soylu bir soyleyis igin,
Sevgilim, agir1 bilgeydi dudaklarim;
Ne fliitleriyle ozanlarin dvgiiler
Dizdiigu bir agka rastladim,

Ne de bir agk gordiim ki

Iginde hig sahtelik bulunmasin.
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28.

Gentle lady, do not sing

Sad songs about the end of love;
Lay aside sadness and sing
How love that passes is enough.

Sing about the long deep sleep
Of lovers that are dead, and how
In the grave all love shall sleep:
Love is aweary now.
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Biitiin Siirleri

28.

Giizel bayan, agk bitti diye

Kederli sarkilar soyleme;

Birak bir yana kederi, sarkilarini soyle
Gegip giden askin yettigini.

Sarkilarini soyle, 6lmiig agiklarin

Uzun derin uykularinin,

Nasil uyuyacagini biitiin agkin kabirde:
Ask ¢ok yorgundur gimdi.
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29.

Dear heart, why will you use me so?
Dear eyes that gently me upbraid,
Still you are beautiful — but O,
How is your beauty raimented!

Through the clear mirror of your eyes,
Through the soft cry of kiss to kiss,
Desolate winds assail with cries

The shadowy garden where love is.

And soon shall love dissolved be
When over us the wild winds blow —
But you, dear love, too dear to me,
Alas! why will you use me so?
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Biitiin Siirleri

29.

Sevgili yiirek, nigin eziyet ediyorsun bana?
Beni setkatle azarlayan sevgili gozler,
Hala ¢ok giizelsiniz ~ama ah,

Nasil da yakigiyor giizelligin sana!

Tertemiz aynasindan gozlerinin,

Opiigler iginde tatli inleyiglerden,
Kimsesiz riizgarlar saldiriyor haykinglarla
Askin gezdigi karanlik bahgeye.

Eriyip yokolacak ask yakinda

Yabanul riizgarlar estiginde iizerimize —
Ama sen, sevgilim, en sevgili bana,
Heyhat! Nigin eziyet ediyorsun boyle?
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30.

Love came to us in time gone by
When one at twilight shyly played
And one in fear was standing nigh —
For Love at first is all afraid.

We were grave lovers. Love is past
That had his sweet hours many a one,
Welcome to us now at the last

The ways that we shall go upon.
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Biitiin Siirleri

30.

Bir daha ele gegmez bir giinde ask geldi bize
Birimiz dans ederken, sikilgan, alacakaranlikta
Bir kenarda korku igindeydi 6biiriimiiz —
Cunkii Ask baglangicinda sadece korkudur.

Kara sevdaliydik biz. Agk bitti
Tath dakikalarim yasadik,
Iste sonunda goriindii bize
Yiriyecegimiz yeni yollar.
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31.

O, it was out by Donnycarney

When the bat flew from tree to tree

My love and I did walk together;

And sweet were the words she said to me.

Along with us the summer wind
Went murmuring — O, happily! —
But softer than the breath of summer
Was the kiss she gave to me.
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Biitiin Sisrlers

31.

Ah, Donnycamey ¢ikigiydi
Agactan agaca uguyordu bir yarasa
Yan yana yiirityorduk agkimla;
Giizel sozler soyliiyordu bana.

Yanimuz sira yiirilyordu yaz riizgir
Fisiltilarla —Ah, sevingle!-

Yazin solugundan da yumusakti
Yarin bana verdigi buse.
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32.

Rain has fallen all the day.

O come among the laden trees:
The leaves lie thick upon the way
Of memories.

Staying a little by the way

Of memories shall we depart.
Come, my beloved, where I may
Speak to your heart.
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Biitiin Siirleri

32.

Yagmur yagdi giin boyunca.

Ah gel yagmur yiiklii agaglarin arasina:
Yapraklar yigilmug yoluna,

Yoluna hatiralarin.

Biraz yiiriiyiip yol boyunca
Hatiralann, ayrilacagiz sonra.
Gel, sevdigim, gel de belki orada
Girebilirim gonliine.
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33.

Now, O now, in this brown land
Where Love did so sweet music make
We two shall wander, hand in hand,
Forbearing for old friendship’ sake,
Nor grieve because our love was gay
Which now is ended in this way.

A rogue in red and yellow dress

Is knocking, knocking at the tree;
And all around our loneliness

The wind is whistling merrily.

The leaves — they do not sigh at all
When the year takes them in the fall.

Now, O now, we hear no more

The villanelle and roundelay!

Yet will we kiss, sweetheart, before

We take sad leave at close of day.
Grieve not, sweetheart, for anything —
The year, the year is gathering.
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33.

Simdi, ah simdi, bu esmer iilkede
Ask’in tath sarkilar soyledigi,

Biz ikimiz dolasacagz, el ele,
Sabrederek eski giinler hatirina
Neseli agkimiz i¢in iiziilmeyelim
Simdi boyle bitti diye.

Bir kopuk kirmizi san elbisesi iginde
Vuruyor, vuruyor agacin govdesine;
Etrafimizda yalmzlik ¢epegevre

Islik galiyor riizgar negeyle.

Yapraklar —ah ¢ekmezler higbir zaman
Yillar alip gétiiriince hazan mevsiminde.

Simdi, ah simdi, duymuyoruz artik
Seslerin! sarkilarin, tirrkiilerin ne de!
Yine de 6piisecegiz, sevgilim, hiiziinle
Ayrilmadan 6nce giin bitiminde.
Uziilme, sevgilim, iiziilme higbir seye —
Yillar, yillar ekleniyor birbirine.
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34.

Sleep now, O sleep now,

O you unquiet heart!

A voice crying “Sleep now”
Is heard in my heart.

The voice of the winter

Is heard at the door.

O sleep, for the winter

Is crying “Sleep no more”.

My kiss will give peace now
And quiet to your heart —
Sleep on in peace now,

O you unquiet heart!
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34.

Uyu, ah uyu artik gimdi,

Ah susmak bilmez yiirek!
Duyuyorum, “uyu artik” diyor
Bir ses yiiregimde.

Kig mevsiminin sesi
Duyuluyor kapida.

Ah uyu, Baginyor ¢iinkii kig
“Uyuma artik” diye.

Opiiciigiim huzur verecek sana simdi
Ve susturacak yiiregini —

Uyu huzur iginde gimdi,

Ah susmak bilmez yiirek!
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35S.

Allday I hear the noise of waters
Making moan,

Sad as the sea-bird is, when going
Forth alone,

He hears the winds cry to the waters’
Monotone.

The grey winds, the cold winds are blowing
Where I go.

I hear the noise of many waters

Far below.

All day, all night, I hear them flowing

To and fro.
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3S.

Biitiin giin dinliyorum giiriiltiistinii sularin
Feryat eden,

Uzaklara bir bagina giden kederli

Deniz kugu misali,

O kug ki dinliyor riizgarlarin haykirigini sularin
Tekdiize sesine.

Kiilrengi riizgarlar, soguk riizgarlar esiyor
Gittigim yere.

Dinliyorumn sularin sesini,

Cok derinlerde.

Her giin, her gece, dinliyorum akiglarini
Bir agag: bir yukari.

41



James Joyce

36.

I hear an army charging upon the land,
And the thunder of horses plunging, foam about their
knees:
Arrogant, in black armour, behind them stand,
Disdaining the reins, with fluttering whips,
the charioteers.

They cry unto the night their battle-name:

I moan in sleep when I hear afar their whirling laughter.
They cleave the gloom of dreams, a blinding flame,
Clanging, clanging upon the heart as upon an anvil.

They come shaking in triumph their long, green hair:
They come out of the sea and run shouting by the shore.
My heart, have you no wisdom thus to despair?

My love, my love, my love, why have you left me alone?
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36.

Daglarin ordan hiicuma kalkan orduyu duyuyorum,
Ve gokgiiriiltiisiinii ileriye atilan atlarin, dizboyu
kopiik iginde:
Magrur, kara zirhlar iginde, arkasinda ordunun,
ayakta,
Horgorerek dizginleri, titresen kamgilariyla, savag
arabacilar.

Savagg isimlerini haykiriyorlar geceye:
Inliyorum uykumda duyunca uzakta firdénen
kahkahalarin.
Yariyorlar riiyalarin karanligini, korlegtiren alev,
Cinlayarak ginlayarak yiirekte, ¢inlar gibi bir 6rsiin
tistiinde.

Geliyorlar savurarak zafer edasiyla uzun yesil
saclarin:
Cikiyorlar denizden, kosturuyorlar bagira ¢agira
kumsal boyunca.
Yiiregim, hi¢ mi akil kalmad: sende umutsuzluga
diigecek kadar?
Askim, agkim, agkim, neden biraktin beni bir bagima?
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James Joyce

Gas from a Bumer

Ladies and gents, you are here assembled
To hear why earth and heaven trembled
Because of the black and sinister arts

Of an Irish writer in foreign parts.

He sent me a book ten years ago:

I read it a hundred times or so,
Backwards and forwards, down and up,
Through both the ends of a telescope.

I printed it all to the very last word

But by the mercy of the Lord

The darkness of my mind was rent
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Yakic1 Gaz!

Bayanlar, baylar, burada toplanmanizin nedeni
Yerlerin goklerin neden titredigini 6grenmektir
Ki nedeni, yabanci diyarlarda yagayan irlandali
Bir yazarin karanlik ve seytansi sanatdir.

On yil 6nce bir kitap gondermigti bana:

Yz kere okudum belki de daha fazla,
Arkadan, 6nden, asagidan ve yukaridan,

Bir teleskopun her iki ucundan.

Bastim onu en son satirina varincaya

Ama siikiirler olsun ki Tanrr’ya

Yarild: da zihnimin karanhg:

Bu intikama giirde, Maunsel and Co. yaymevinin yéneticisi George Ro-
berts’dan bahsediliyor

1909 Eylil'inde Joyce'un elyazmasi igin Maunsel'le mukavele imzaladig:
Dublinliler'i, Roberts yillarca siiriincemede biraktiktan sonra yayimlamak-
tan vazgegmigti. Joyce'un éykiilerinde, o sirada heniiz yagamakta olan in-
sanlarin isimlerini aynen kullandig: ve Roberts'in da olasi kovusturmalar-
dan korktugu biliniyor. Aynca birgok hikiye, sonradan Ulysses'in de ba-
sina geldigi gibi “miistehcen” bulunmugtu. 1912 Temmuz'unda sonunda
sorunu ¢6zme umuduyla Dublin’e gelen Joyce, hikiyelerinde yapilmasi is-
tenen degisiklikleri yapmay: kabul etmedi. Yazar, basilan kitaptan sann al-
may1 6nermig, ancak yayimci John Falconer, hepsini yok etmisti. Joyce bu
yergiyi, Flushing'den Salzburg’a giderken trende, Maunsel & Co. ile yap-
u@ anlagmanin arkasina yazmgt.
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And I saw the writers foul intent.

But I owe a duty to Ireland:

I hold her honour in my hand,

This lovely land that always sent

Her writers and artists to banishment

And in a spirit of Irish fun

Betrayed her own leaders, one by one.

"Twas Irish humour, wet and dry,

Flung quicklime into Parnell’s eye;

*Tis Irish brains that save from doom

The leaky barge of the Bishop of Rome

For everyone knows the Pope can’t belch
Without the consent of Billy Walsh.

O Ireland my first and only love

Where Christ and Caesar are hand and glove!
O lovely land where the shamrock grows!
(Allow me, ladies, to blow my nose)

To show you for strictures I don’t care a button
I printed the poems of Mountainy Mutton
And a play he wrote (you’ve read it, I'm sure)

45



Biitiin Sisrlers

Gordiim yazarin bozuk niyetini.

Ama Irlanda’ya bir borcum vards:

Serefi ellerimin arasindaydi,

Her zaman bu sevimli iilke

Gonderrnigti yazarlariyla, sanatgilanini siirgiine
Ve Irlandali mizah anlayigiyla

Thanet etmisti, bir bir, 6nderlerine.

Bu irlandali mizahiyds, ayik veya sarhos,
Firlatan sonmemig kireci Parnell’in gozlerine;2
Roma Piskoposunun su alan saltanat kayigini
Hazin sondan kurtaran bu Irlandah kafalard:
Giinkii herkes bilir ya Papa gegiremez bile
Billy Walsh’un nizasi olmadan.3

Ah Irlanda, ilk ve tek agkim benim

Isa’nin et, Sezar’in tirnak oldugu iilkem!

Ah sevimli iilke, yoncalarin vatani!4

(Izin verin, bayanlar, siimkiireyim burnumu)
Gostermek igin elegtirileri hig¢ umursamadigimi
Basum Dagh Koyun’un siirlerini,$

Piglerin, kulamparalarin ve orospularin konugtugué

“[Pamell] evli bir kadina umutsuzcu agik oldu, kadinin kocas: Yiizbagi Shea
bosanmak istediginde, bakanlar Gladston ve Morley milliyetgi partinin ba-
sinda bir balikg: oldugu siirece, Irlanda’nin lehine yasama yapmay: agik¢a
reddettiler Parnell, davasini savunmak igin durugmaya gelmedi. Bir baka-
min Irlanda’nin siyasi meseleler iizerinde veto uygulama hakk: olmadigim
agiklad: ve istifay: reddetti. Grubundaki 83 milletvekilinden sadece sekizi
ona sadik kaldi. Tiim papaz sinufi igini bitirmek igin onunla miicadeleye gi-
rigti. Irlanda basini ise tiim zehrini onun ve sevgilisinin tizerine kustu. Cast-
lecomer halki suratina sénmemig kireg atu...” Joyce, 'ombre de Parnell,
1912.

Mgr. William J. Walsh, D.D. Dublin Bagpiskoposu.

Yonca (shamrock), Irlanda’nin simgesidic.

Maunsel, 1909’da, Joseph Campbell'in The Mountairry Singer ad eseri-
ni yayimlamigt.

Campbell'in 1912'de Maunsel tarafindan yayinlanan Judgemnent: A Play
in Two Acts adli eserine gonderme.
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Where they talk of bastard, bugger, and whore,
And a play on the Word and Holy Paul

And some woman’s legs that I can’t recall,
Written by Moore, a genuine gent

That lives on his property’s ten per cent:

I printed mystical books in dozens:

I printed the table-book of Cousins

Though (asking your pardon) as for the verse
"Twould give you a heartburn on your arse:

I printed folklore from North and South

By Gregory of the Golden Mouth:

I printed poets, sad, silly and solemn:

I printed Patrick What-do-you-Colm

I printed the great John Milicent Synge

Who soars above on an angel’s wing

In the playboy shift that he pinched as swag
From Maunsel’s manager’s travelling-bag.

But I draw the line at that bloody fellow

That was over here dressed in Austrian yellow,
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(Okumugsunuzdur, eminim) bir de oyununu,
Moore’dan da adini hatrlayamadigim bir oyun basum,
Word and Holy Paul ile bazi kadin bacaklan iizerine,”
O kusursuz beyefendiden, mallarinin

Yiizde onuyla geginen:

Esrarli kitaplar bastim diizinelerce:

Cousins’in kitabini bir de8

Gergi tabirim igin beni affedin ama

Kalpyangini yakacak kiglarimzda?:

Masallar bastim Kuzey’den ve Giiney’den

Alun Agizh Gregory’den10

Sairler bastim, kederli, ahmak ve vakur:

Patrick Nasildi-ama-Colm bastim!?

Mubhtesem John Millicent Synge de bastim

O ki siiziiliir havada bir melegin kanadinda
Gapkin!2 kadin iggamagirlar iginde, agirilan
Mounsel’in, idarecisinin seyahat bavulundan.!3
Ama bu kanli adamla son verdim her geye
Avusturya sarisi elbiseler giyinen

The Apostle, Moore’'un 1911'de Maunsel tarafindan yaywinlanan oyunu. On-
soziinde yazar, Incil'in “sehvetli” pargalarimi bulup, agiklamaya 6zen gos-
teriyor.

Dublin’li gair ve teozof James Cousins'in 1912’de Maunsel tarafindan ya-
yinlanan Etain the Beloved and Other Poemes'i s6z konusu.

Ulysses’de gegen, Joyce’un babasina 6zgii bir deyis.

Lady S.A. Gregory, kendini Irlanda folklorunu tanittaya adamug ve irlan-
da Devlet Tiyatrosu’nun kuruculanndan olan bir kadin. Maunsel, 1909'da
Kiltartan History Book'u ve 1910°da Kiltartan Wonder Book adl kitap-
larint yaymnlamigtie Lady Gregory 1912'de ise Irish Folk History Plays adli
eseri yazrmstur,

Sozii edilenin, “Kelt Rénesansi”ni Irlanda’min bagimsizlig: igin bir hareke-
te doniigtiiren, §air ve oyun yazari Padraic Colum oldugu anlagibyor.
Synge'in “Bati Diinyasinin Soytarisi” adli eserinde kullandig: “shift” (ka-
duin ig gamagin) kelimesi Abbey Tiyatrosu'nda skandal yaratmuga. Oyun ayru
yil Maunsel tarafindan yayinlandi.

Roberts, kadin i¢ gamagirlaniyla yolculuk ediyordu.
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Spouting Italian by the hour

To Leary O’Curtis and John Wyse Power
And writing of Dublin, dirty and dear,

In a manner no blackamoor printer could bear.
Shite and onions! Do you think Pl print
The name of the Wellington Monument,
Sydney Parade and Sandymount tram,
Downes’s cakeshop and Williams’s jam?
I’'m damned if I do — I’m damned to blazes!
Talk about Irish Names of Places!

It’s a wonder to me, upon my soul,

He forgot to mention Curly’s Hole.

No, ladies, my press shall have no share in
So gross a libel on Stepmother Erin.

I pity the poor — that’s why I took

A red-headed Scotchman to keep my book.
Poor sister Scotland! Her doom is fell;

She cannot find any more Stuarts to sell.
My conscience is fine as Chinese silk:

My heart is as soft as buttermilk.

Colm can tell you I made a rebate

Of one hundred pounds on the estimate

I gave him for his Irish Review.
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Leary O’Curtis!¥ ve John Wyse Power!$ ile

Nutuk atar gibi italyanca konusan iyi saatinde,
Sonra da sevgili ve kirli Dublin’imiz iizerine yazan
Higbir zenci basimcinin kabullenemeyecegi bir tarzda.
Sizi gidi boklar, ciiciikler! 16 Wellington Anitinin
Sydney Meydaninin, Sandymount tramvayinin,
Downes’in pastanesinin yahut Williams peltelerinin
Isimlerini mi basacagumi sandiniz?

Allah belami versin basarsam —Cehennemlik olayim!
Yerlerin Irlandaca Isimleri iizerine konugalim!17
Curly’nin Deligi’nden!8 bahsetmeyi unutmus,
Serefim lizerine yemin ederim, ¢ok sagirdim.

Yoo, bayanlar, basimevim asla iistlenmeyecek
Uveyana Erin ile ilgili igreng yaymnlari.19

Acirim zavallilara —onun igin kizil sagh

Bir Iskogyal tuttum tutmas: igin kayitlarimi.20
Zavalli bacim Iskogya! Sonu fena;

Bir Stuart bile bulamiyor artik satmaya.

Bilincim Cin ipeklileri kadar iyidir, iyi:

Yiiregimse yumusaciktir yayik ayram misali.

Colm anlatabilir size Irish Review adl

Kitabinin basimu igin ¢ikardigim hesaptan

Nasil yiiz pound’luk bir indirim yaptigimu.

O’Leary Curtis, Dublin’li bir gazeteciydi.

John Wyse Power, Ulysses’de Jack Power ve John Wyse Nolan adlan alun-
da belirir. Bu kiiltiir adami irlanda Krahyet Polisi memuruydu.

Yine Ulysses’de gegen, Joyce'un babasina 6zgii bir bagka deyis.

Joyce'un bir adagina, Patrick Weston Joyce'a gonderme: The Origin ¢ His-
tory of Irish Names of Places.

Curly’s Hole Dollymount’da bir havuzdur.

“Uveyana Erin” deyigi, Roberts’in Irlandah degil, Ulster asilh fskog oldu-
gunu ortaya koyuyor.

“Kiz1l iskogyali”, Roberts’dan bagkas: deil. Dolayisiyla, burada konugan
o degil, Maunsel.
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I love my country — by herrings I do!

I wish you could see what tears I weep
When I think of the emigrant train and ship.
That’s why I publish far and wide

My quite illegible railway guide.

In the porch of my printing institute

The poor and deserving prostitute

Plays every night at catch-as-catch-can
With her tight-breeched British artilleryman
And the foreigner learns the gift of the gab
From the drunken draggletail Dublin drab.
Who was it said: Resist not evil?

I’ll burn that book, so help me devil.

I'll sing a psalm as I watch it burn

And the ashes I'll keep in a one-handled urn.
I’ll penance do with farts and groans
Kneeling upon my marrowbones.

This very next Lent I will unbare

My penitent buttocks to the air

And sobbing beside my printing press

My awful sin I will confess.

My Irish foreman from Bannockburn

Shall dip his right hand in the urn

And sign crisscross with reverent thumb
Memento homo upon my bum.
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Ulkemi seviyorum —ringalar iizerine seviyorum!
Gormenizi dilerdim akittigim gozyaglarini
Diigiindiigiim zaman go¢men tirenlerini ve gemilerini.
Onun igin bastim genig, kapsaml

Ve zor anlagilir demiryolu rehberimi.
Basimevimin sundurmasinda

Yoksul ama 6vgiiye deger fahiseler

Aksamlari kagip kovalamaca oynarlar

Dar pantolonlu Ingiliz topgulariyla

Ve yabancilar 6grenirler konusma sanatini
Ayyas pejmiirde Dublin siirtiiklerinden.

Kim soylemigti: Kotilige karsi direnme diye?2!
Yakacagim o kitabi, yardim et bana geytan.
Ilahiler soyleyecegim yanigini seyrederken

Ve dolduracagim kiilleri tek kulplu bir kaba.
Kefaretimi 6deyecegim osuruklar ve feryatlarla
Kapaklanip dizlerimin istiine.

Agacagim oniimiizdeki Orug’ta

Tovbekar kigimi havaya.

Ve higkiriklara bogularak matbaamin yaninda
Korkung giinahimu itiraf edecegim.
Bannockburn’lii ustabagim da22

Daldiracak sag elini dogruca kaba

Ve gizecek Hag’1 hiirmetkar bagparmagyla
Memento homo kaba etime.23

Kral Jacques'in oldugu sylenen versiyonunda Isa’nin sozlerine gonderme,
metin goyle: “Ama ben, kotilye direnmemenizi sOylilyorum size. Eger biri
sag yanaginiza vurursa, ona 6biir yanaginizi uzaan.” Joyce, “evil” kelime-
siyle oynuyor.

Bannockburn, Iskogya'dadur.

Burada, hem Katolik kurallarin Joyce'un iizerindeki etkisi, hem de Joyce’un
kutsal geyleri kiigimsemekten aldig1 zevk goriiliiyor.
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James Joyce

Tilly

He travels after a winter sun,

Urging the cattle along a cold red road,
Calling to them, a voice they know,

He drives his beasts above Cabra.

The voice tells them home is warm.

They moo and make brute music with their hoofs.
He drives them with a flowering branch before him,
Smoke pluming their foreheads.

Boor, bond of the herd,
Tonight stretch full by the fire!
I bleed by the black stream
For my torn bough!
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Tilly

Giiz glinesinin peginden gidiyor,

Siirerek sigirlani soguk kizil yol boyunca,
Konusgarak onlarla, tanidiklar: bir sesle,
Gidiyor hayvanlarimi Cabra tizerine.

Yuvanin sicak oldugunu anlatiyor onlara.
Bogiiriiyorlar, ritm tutuyorlar toynaklariyla.
Gidiyor onlari elinde gigeklenen bir dalla,
Toz toprak taglandiniyor alinlarini.

Koyli, kolesi siirtiniin,

Aksamleyin yayil boylu boyunca atesin 6niine!
Ben kaniyorum kara irmak kenarinda
Koparilan dalima!
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Watching the Needleboats at San Sabba

I heard their young hearts crying
Loveward above the glancing oar
And heard the prairie grasses sighing:
No more, return no more!

O hearts, O sighing grasses,

Vainly your loveblown bannerets mourn!
No more will the wild wind that passes
Return, no more return.
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San Sabba’da Kayiklan Seyrederken

Duydum korpe yiireklerinin aglayigimi
Aska dogru seken kiireklerin tizerinde
Duydum vadideki otlarin iggekisini:
Bir daha, geri donmeyecek bir daha!

Ah yiirekler, Ah ig geken otlar,

Beyhude ah ediyor agkvurgunu sancaklariniz!
Gegip giden bu deli riizgar

Donmeyecek, bir daha donmeyecek geri!
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A Flower Given to My Daughter

Frail the white rose and frail are
Her hands that gave

Whose soul is sere and paler
Than time’s wan wave.

Rosefrail and fair — yet frailest
A wonder wild

In gentle eyes thou veilest,
My blueveined child.
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Kizima Sunulan Cigek

Nazenindir beyaz giil ve nazenindir
Sunan elleri

Ki daha gorak ve solgundur ruhu
Zamanin cansiz akigindan.

Giilnazeninligi ve zarifligi —nazenin ama
Yine de sagilas: bir yabanillik
Gizliyorsun gefkatli gozlerinde,
Mavidamarh ¢ocugum benim.
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She Weeps over Rahoon

Rain on Rahoon falls softly, softly falling,
Where my dark lover lies.

Sad is his voice that calls me, sadly calling,
At grey moonrise.

Love, hear thou

How soft, how sad his voice is ever calling,
Ever unanswered and the dark rain falling,
Then as now.

Dark too our hearts, O love, shall lie and cold
As his sad heart has lain

Under the moongrey nettles, the black mould
And muttering rain.

53



Biitiin Siirleri

Agliyor Rahoon Ustiinde

Sessizce yagiyor yagmur Rahoon iistiinde, sessizce,
Yattig yere kara sevdalimin.

Beni gagiran sesi kederli, gagiriyor kederle,
Kursuni dogusunda ay’in.

Sevgili, sen de kulak ver

Nasil da tatly, nasil da kederli durmadan ¢agiran sesi,
Her zaman kargiliksiz ve yagiyor karanlk yagmur,
Her zaman, simdiki gibi.

Yiireklerimiz de karanlik, Ah sevgili ve yatacak
soguk

Kederli yiiregi yattiginda

Ayrengi 1sirgan otlarinin, kara topragin

Ve homurdanan yagmurun altinda.
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Tutto ¢ sciolto

A birdless heaven, seadusk, one lone star
Piercing the west,

As thou, fond heart, love’s time, so faint, so far,
Rememberest.

The clear young eyes’ soft look, the candid brow,
The fragrant hair,

Falling as through the silence falleth now

Dusk of the air.

Why then, remembering those shy

Sweet lures, repine

When the dear love she yielded with a sigh
Wias all but thine?
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Tutto é sciolto

Kugsuz sema, denizde aksam karanlig, yalniz bir yildiz
Delip gegiyor batiy,

Sen, seven ylirek, agsk zaman, 6yle uzak, oyle belirsiz,
Hatirlandiginda.

Berrak geng gozlerin yumugak bakiglarinin,
masum yuizun,
Mis kokulu saglarin,
Bagliyor zamany, sessizlikle birlikte gimdi
Cokiince akgam karanhg,.

Oyleyse niye, hatirlayinca o utangag
Tatl cilveleri, uzilmeli

I¢cekerek sana teslim ettigi o sevgili agka,
En az senin olanr?
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On the beach at Fontana

Wind whines and whines the shingle,
The crazy pierstakes groan;

A senile sea nurnbers each single
Slimesilvered stone.

From whining wind and colder

Grey sea [ wrap him warm

And touch his trembling fineboned shoulder
And boyish arm.

Around us fear, descending
Darkness of fear above

And in my heart how deep unending
Ache of love!
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Fontana kumsalinda

Riizgar inliyor, inliyor molozlar,
Inildiyor gilgin nhtim kaziklars;
Bunak deniz sayiyor bir bir
Balgikparlag) taglari.

Sizlanan riizgardan, soguk

Kiilrengi denizden sonra sicacik sariyorum o oglani
Dokunuyorum titreyen giizelkemikli omzuna

Ve ¢ocuksu koluna.

Etrafimizda korku, gullanan

Karanlhgi korkunun iizerimize

Ve yiiregimde nasil da derin bitmek bilmez
Ask agnist!
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James Joyce

Simples

O bella bionda,
Sei Come l'onda

Of cool sweet dew and radiance mild
The moon a web of silence weaves

In the still garden where a child
Gathers the simple salad leaves.

A moondew stars her hanging hair
And moonlight kisses her young brow
And, gathering, she sings an air:

Fair as the wave is, fair, art thou!

Be mine, I pray, a waxen ear

To shield me from her childish croon
And mine a shielded heart for her
Who gathers simples of the moon.
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Yalin Yapraklar

O bella bionda

Sei come I'onda!

Serin tath gebnem ve yumugak 1giktan
SiikGinet aglar oriiyor ay

Siik{inlu bahgede, gocugun

Salatalik yapraklari topladigy.

Aysebnemi yildizlarla donatiyor dalgalanan saglarim
Ayisig1 6puyor korpe gehresini

Toplarken, sarki soyliiyor kiz:

Sanigindir dalgali deniz, sariginsin, sen de!

Duymaz olsun, yalvaririm, duymaz olsun kulagim
Cocuksu garkisini o kizin

Korunsun yliregim o giizel kizdan

Ayin yahin yapraklarini toplayan.
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James Joyce

Flood

Goldbrown upon the sated flood
The rockvine clusters lift and sway.

Vast wings above the lambent waters brood
Of sullen day.

A waste of waters ruthlessly
Sways and uplifts its weedy mane

Where brooding day stares down upon the sea
In dull disdain.

Uplift and sway, O golden vine,

Your clustered fruits to love’s full flood,
Lambent and vast and ruthless as is thine
Incertitude!
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Sel

Doygun selin iizerine altinkahverengi

Bir iniyor bir kalkiyor asma salkimlari.

Engin kanatlar igildayan sularin tistiinde, sarmalamug
Kasvetli giinii.

Terk edilmig sular merhametsizce

Indiriyor, kaldiriyor yosundan yelesini

Coken gun bakinirken agagiya denizin ustiinde
Donuk kibirle.

Kaldir ve indir, ah altin asma,

Salkim salkim meyvelerini agskin kabarik seline,
Parlak ve engin ve merhametsiz tipki senin
Kararsizligin gibi!
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James Joyce

Nightpiece

Gaunt in gloom,

The pale stars their torches,

Enshrouded, wave.

Ghostfires from heaven’s far verges faint illume,
Arches on soaring arches,

Night’s sindark nave.

Seraphim,

The lost hosts awaken

To service till

In moonless gloom each lapses muted, dim,
Raised when she has and shaken

Her thurible.

And long and loud,

To night’s nave upsoaring,

A starknell tolls

As the bleak incense surges, cloud on cloud,
Voidward from the adoring

Waste of souls.
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Gece Duasi

Zifiri karanlhkta belli belirsiz,

Solgun yildizlar yakiyor megalelerini,

Kefenlenmig, hareli.

Hayaletigiklari goklerin uzak sinirlarindan solgun
parhyor,

Kemerler yiikselen kemerler uistiinde,

Gecenin giinahkarasi sahin.

Melekler,

Yitik ordular uyaniyor

Ibadete

Aysiz karanlikea her bin diigiinceye kadar, dilsiz, cansiz,
Dirilen yeniden ve sallayan

Buhurlugunu.

Ve uzun uzun yankilanarak,
Gecenin yiikselen sahinina,

Galiyor yasgam

Yiikselirken soniik titsii bulut bulut
Higligedogru, adanmug

Ruhlarin ¢oliinden.
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James Joyce

Alone

The moon’s greygolden meshes make
All night a veil,

The shorelamps in the sleeping lake
Laburnum tendrils trail.

The sly reeds whisper to the night
A name — her name —

And all my soul is a delight,

A swoon of shame.
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Yalniz

Grialtin aglan ay’in donigtiriiyor
Biitiin geceyi bir tiile,
Sahilfenerleri uyuyan golde

Sira sira sanisalkim filizleri.

Hinzir sazhiklar fisildiyor geceye
Bir ismi —onun ismini—

Bagstan agag) zevk kesiliyor ruhum,
Utancin bayginhg).
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A Memory of the Players in a Mirror at Midnight

They mouth love’s language. Gnash

The thirteen teeth

Your lean jaws grin with. Lash

Your itch and quailing, nude greed of the flesh.
Love’s breath in you is stale, worded or sung,
As sour as cat’s breath,

Harsh of tongue.

This grey that stares

Lies not, stark skin and bone.

Leave greasy lips their kissing. None

Will choose her what you see to mouth upon.
Dire hunger holds his hour.

Pluck forth your heart, saltblood, a fruit of tears.
Pluck and devour!
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Geceyansinda Oyunculann Aynadaki Hatiras

Agizlarinda geveliyorlar sevda sozlerini. Gicirdat

On g digi

Cihiz agzinin sintugy. Kirbagla

Sehvetini, etin tirkek ve ¢iplak hevesini.

I¢indeki agkin solugu pérsiik, soylenmis ya da
¢alinmug,

Bir kedinin solugu gibi eksi,

Dilin tahrigi.

Bakakalan bu grilik, bu bakig

Yalan soylemez, giplak ten ve kemik.

Birak yagh dudaklarda kalsin 6pisleri. Kimse
Se¢mezdi senin agzina almaya deger buldugun kadini.
Urkiitiicii aglik kolluyor bir anin.

Sok gikar yiiregini, tuzlukan, gézyaglarindan bir yemis.
Sok ¢ikar ve ye!
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Bahnhofstrasse

The eyes that mock me sign the way
Whereto I pass at eve of day,

Grey way whose violet signals are
The trysting and the twining star.

Ah star of evil! star of pain!
Highhearted youth comes not again

Nor old heart’s wisdom yet to know
The signs that mock me as I go.
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Bahnhofstrasse

Benimle alay eden gozler gostermede
Gitmem gereken yolu giin dontimiinde.

Kiilrengi yolun mor isaretleri
Bulugan ve ikizlesen yildizlari.

Ah giinah yildiz! Istirap yildiz:!
Delidolu genglik donmez artik geri

Taniyacak kadar bilge degil yagh yiirek
Alay eden igmarlar1 ben giderken.
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James Joyce

A Prayer

Again!

Come, give, yield all your strength to me!

From far a low word breathes on the breaking brain
Its cruel calm, submission’s misery,

Gentling her awe as to a soul predestined.

Cease, silent love! My doom!

Blind me with your dark nearness, O have mercy,
beloved enemy of my will!

I dare not withstand the cold touch that I dread,

Draw from me still

My slow life! Bend deeper on me, threatening head,

Proud by my downfall, remembering, pitying

Him who is, him who was!

Again!

Together, folded by the night, they lay on earth. I hear
From far her low word breathe on my breaking brain.
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Dua

Bir daha!

Gel, ver, teslim et bana biitiin kuvvetini!

Uzaktan kisik bir s6z fisildiyor gatlayan bagimda
Zalim dinginligini, acikli boyun egisi,

Dindiriyor korkusunu, 6nceden yazgih bir ruh gibi.
Dur, suskun agk! Alinyazim!

Karanlik yakinliginla kor et beni, ah merhamet et,
arzumun aziz diigmam!
Olesiye korktugum o soguk dokunuga direnmeye

kalkigamam.
Cek al benden yine
Biktiran yasamimu! Daha egil iizerime, tehditkar
baginla,

Yikiligimdan gururlu, hatirlayarak, aciyarak
Ona, bir zamanlar o olana.

Bir daha!

Birlikte, geceyle igige, yatiyorlar topraga. Duyuyorum

Uzaklardan kisik sozlerini, fisildayan ¢atlayan
bagimda.

62



James Joyce

Come! I yield. Bend deeper upon me! I am here.
Subduer, do not leave me! Only joy, only anguish,
Take me, save me, soothe me, O spare me!

63



Biitiin Siirleri

Gel! Teslim oluyorum. Daha da egil iizerime!
Buradayim.

Boyun egdiren, birakma beni! Tek sevincm, tek kederim,

Gaspet beni, koru beni, teselli et beni, ah esirge beni!
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James Joyce

Ecce Puer

Of the dark past
A child is born;
With joy and grief
My heart is torn.

Calm in his cradle
The living lies.

May love and mercy
Unclose his eyes!

Young life is breathed
On the glass;

The world that was not
Comes to pass.

A child is sleeping:
An old man gone.
O, father forsaken,
Forgive your son!
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Ecce Puer

Karanlik maziden
Bir ¢ocuk doguyor;
Nese ve kederle
Kalbim pargalaniyor.

Siikdn iginde begikte
Yagayan yatiyor.
Sevgi ve merhamet
Agsin gozlerini!

Geng yagam buguland
Camin tzerinde;

Hi¢ olmayan diinya
Geliyor gegmeye.

Bir ¢ocuk uyuyor:
Yagh adam gogtii.
Ah, terk edilen baba,
Bagssla oglunu!

65
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ifrandal yenilikgi yazar James Joyce'un
(1882-1941) sair yoni lUlkemizde pek
bilinmez. Oysa yazarin ik yayimlanan
kitabi, Chamber Music (Oda Muzigi)
(1907) adl siirler toplamidir. Bu kitabinda
Jacobean tarzda yazilmig lirik siirler yer
alr. Cok iyi sarki s@yleyebilen Joyce,

36 siirden olugan kitabina bu adi vererek
siirlerin muzikal 6zelliklerini 6ne gikarir.
Gergi siirler agktaki tensel sehvetle
duygusallig birlestirebilmesiyle de ilgi
cekicidir. Ancak Joyce, yillar sonra, bu
siirlerin yayimlanmig olmasindan utang
duydugunu séyler.

1904’te yazdig1 “The Holy Office” (Kutsal Gérev), “rol kesen
kumpanya” dedigi ve W. B. Yeats, George Russell, John Synge, Lady
Gregory gibi yazarlarin olusturdugu Irish Literary Revival (irlanda
Edebi Uyanigi) ¢evresi ve kendisiyle ilgili bir yergidir.

1912'de son kez gittigi irlanda’dan dénerken, bir diger 6fkeli yergisini,
“Gas from a Burner” (Yakici Gaz) trende yazar.

1927'de Paris’te yayimlanan Pomes Penyeach farkl bir gizgidedir.
Joyce, bu siirlerde, ruhunu gbzler dnine sermekten ¢cekinmez.

1932'de, torunu Stephen James Joyce'un dogdugu gun yazdigi
“Ecce Puer”de ise yalin bir s6yleyisle babasini, oglunu, torununu ve bir
Olcliye kadar da kendini anlatir.

Siirlerinde Joyce’un kontrole gerek duymadi@i duygusal yénl yansir;
sanatgi kisiliginin Turkiye'de pek de bilinmeyen yénu...
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