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WILFRED OWEN

18 Mart 1893te dogan Ingiliz
Ggretmen, asker ve sair Wilfred Owen,
Birinci Diinya Savaginin en 6nemli
seslerinden biri olarak kabul edilir.
Bat: Cephesinde yasanan garpigmalarn
insan odakh bir bakigla dile getiren
giirler yazdis savasta, 4 Kasim 1918'de,
Ors'daki Sambre-Oise kanahint
gegmek igin yapilan muharebede
vurularak éldurilmigtir. Olimanin
ardindan kendisi hakkinda yazilan
eserler aracihgiyla genig evrelerce
taninip okunmaya baglayan Owen,

20. yiizyil Ingiliz siirinin en saygin
isimlerinden biri olarak kabul gérmiig
ve Birinci Diinya Savaginin yizinci
yildéniimiinde edebiyat gevrelerinde bir
dizi etkinlikle anilmigtir.

TAMER GULBEK

1965 yihinda Ankara'da dogdu. Bogazigi
Universitesi Ingiliz Dili ve Edebiyati
bélimiinden 1988'de mezun oldu. O
gunden bu yana Ingilizce 6gretmenligi
yapiyor. 11k siiri 1998'de Varhk'ta
yayinlanda. §iirleri ve giir izerine
yazilaniyla, Kitap-lik, Ludingirra, Virgil
gibi gegitlidergilerde yer aldi. Ayrica,
bagta C.N. (Cevirmenin Notu) olmak
lzere, esitli edebiyat dergilerinde

giir gevirileri yayinlandr. Tayvandan
Sesler ve Cagdag Hong Kong iiri gibi
bazi antolojilerde siir gevirileriyle yer
aldi. Giilbek'in giir kitaplan sunlardur:
Zefiran (2008), Suda Tuhaf Harehetler
(2009), Giiven Park (2010), Yabanc: Dil
(2013) ve Tumunii Cortintiile (2018).
Ayrica elestiri ve denemelerinden
olugan bir kitabi daha vardir: Siirle
Tutulan (2010).

Tamer Giilbek'in VakifBank Kiiltir
Yayinlari'ndan ¢ikan iki 6nemli giir
gevirisi bulunmaktadir: Alfred Lord
Tennyson'dan Enoch Arden (2018) ve
Henry W. Longfellow'dan Kolelik $iirleri
(2020).
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WILFRED OWEN
(1893-1918)"

Galler simirindaki Oswestry'de diinyaya gelen, Birkenhead
ve Shrewsbury'de biiyiiyen Wilfred Owen (1893-1918) Birin-
ci Diinya Savaginin en 6nemli seslerinden biri olarak kabul
edilir. Oldiigii zaman neredeyse hi¢ taninmiyordu; yasadig
stire zarfinda yalmzca dért giiri yayinlanmigti. Owen kiigiik
yaslarda sair olma hevesiyle siir denemelerine baglamgti.
1913-1915 arasinda, Fransa'da Bordeaux ve Bagnéres-de-Bi-
gorre'da 6gretmenlik yaparken, daha sonra siirinin ayirt
edici 6zelligi haline gelen uyak bigimleri tizerinde gahgty;
bununla birlikte gergek sesini 1917 yazindan sonra buldu.

Owen 1915'te Ingiliz Ordusuna kaydoldu. 1917'de
Ocak-Nisan arasi Serre’de ve St. Quentin'de yaptig: faal go-
revin yol a¢tig) ruhsal ¢okiintiden dolay: Ingiltere'ye geri
déndi. Edinburgh’daki Craiglockhart Savag Hastanesinde
tedavi gorirken, edebi idollerinden biri olan Siegfried Sas-
soon’la tanigt1. Sassoon ona, savag deneyimlerini giire do-
niigtiirme konusunda yol gésterip cesaret verdi.

Owen bir yildan fazla bir zaman sonra Bati1 Cephesine
déndugiinde, Ekim 1918'de Joncourt'taki Hindenburg Hat-

1. http://www.wilfredowen.org.uk
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tinin gegilmesinde yer aldi ve bu harekattaki cesaretinden ve
liderliginden 6turti Askeri Hag nigamyla 6dullendirildi. 4
Kasim 1918'de, Ors'daki Sambre-Oise kanalin1 gegmek igin
yapilan muharebede vurularak éldurildu.

Bugiin en ¢ok taninan siirlerinin neredeyse hepsi,
Agustos 1917 ile Eylil 1918 arasindaki cogkulu tretkenlik
doéneminde ortaya gikti. Eve gonderdigi mektuplarda da
agikqa ifade ettigi gibi, bitiin gayreti, emir-komutas altin-
da olanlar adina, savagin yarattig1 acima hissini if ga etmekti.
Onun kasvetli gergekgiligi, enerjisi ve kizginhg), sefkati ve
siirdeki teknik becerisi birgok eserinde agikga goriiliir. “Per-
delerinin inigi olacak her yavag giinbatim1” ve “O eski yalan:
Dulce et decorum est...” gibi baz1 dizeleri ve deyisleri hilen
ahntilanmaya devam ediyor.

Wilfred Owen'in tinii giinden giine biiyiidii. Bunda,
Edmund Blunden'in 1931'de yayinlanan biyografik incele-
mesi —ve onun tekrar basimlari— kadar, C. Day Lewis, Jon
Stallworthy, Dominic Hibberd gibi isimlerin yazdig biyog-
rafiler ve edebi ¢6ziimlemeler de etkili oldu. Cagdas aka-
demi diinyas1, Owen'in eserlerini 1914-1918 arasi savag done-
minde yazilmig en 6nemli siirler olarak gérmekte ve onun
sonraki kugak sairler ve okuyucular tizerindeki etkisini tes-
lim etmektedir. Benjamin Britten'in 1961'de yayinlanan War
Requiem kitabinda Owen'in baz siirlerine yer verilmistir.
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SAIR OWEN'

Wilfred Owen 1917'nin Agustos ayinda Siegfried Sassoon’la
tanigmamig olsaydi, bugiin ¢ok meshur olan savags siirlerini
yazmamug olurdu. O giine dek, ingiliz halkinin biiyiik ¢o-
gunlugu gibi, o da savagin hakh bir nedene dayandigin dii-
sintyordu. Oysa daha 6nce Bertrand Russell gibi pasifist-
lerlegériigmiig olan Sassoon olaylaridaha farkh goriiyordu:
O, politikacilarin amaglarim gizlice degistirmis olduklan-
n1 ve artik baglangigtaki gibi Belgika'y: iggalden kurtarma
miuicadelesi vermek yerine, somiirgeler ele gegirmekle ve
ticaretle ilgilendiklerini diiginiiyordu. Bu nedenle Sasso-
on toplumun vicdanina seslenen ¢ok 6fkeli giirler yazarak
kamuoyuna barig gériigmelerinin ivedilikle baglamas: ge-
rektigi fikrini agilamaya ¢ahgiyordu. Sassoon hem savagin
amaglan konusunda hem de Almanlarin 1917'de goriigme-
lere raz1 olacaklan konusunda yamlmug olabilir, ancak yeni
arkadagim ikna etmeyi bagarmugti.

Owen alt1 yildir giir yazmaktayd: ve ahenk 6gelerini
belli bir ustalikla kullanmay: 6grenmigti, fakat Sassoon’la
tamgana kadar kendisini adayacag bir konusu olmamugti.

1. http://www.wilfredowen org.uk
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Wordsworth gibi, siirin ‘siikiinet iginde hatirlanan duygu-
lar'dan kaynaklandigina inanan Owen, 1917'nin baginda
cephede ya da cephe yakininda yagadig ve hafizasinda yer
eden deneyimleri kigida dokmeye bagladi. Sassoon’un et-
kisinin gorildagu ilk siiri, ‘Tikenmiglik’ giirinin Agustos-
ta yazilmig ilk versiyonudur; bunu Eylilde yazilan ‘Kader
Mahkimu Genglik Marg1’ ve Ekimin baginda yazilan ‘Dul-
ce et Decorum Est’ ve ‘Malul' izlemigtir. Cok etkili bir giir
olsa da, ‘Dulce et Decorum Est’, 1918'de yazdig) en bagarih
siirlerine gore nispeten ham bir eserdir: Owen’in yetenegi
siradigt bir siiratle geligmistir.

Kasim 1917'den itibaren Owen kendisine bagka mo-
deller buldu. Robert Graves, Owen'in ‘savaglar-iistii bir
meram’ sahibi olmasi gerektigi konusunda kendisine 1srar
etti. Bu tavsiye, muharebenin ‘sevincini’ kabul edip ac-
masiz sivilleri suglayan ‘Apologia pro Poemate Meo' sii-
rinin ortaya gtkmasinda etkili olmugtur. Protesto yeterli
degildi: Artik tstin deger ‘savagin dogurdugu acima hissi’
idi — Shelley’nin dedigi gibi, insanlarin bagkalarimin dert-
lerini anlamas: ancak acima hissiyle miimkindi. 21 Mart
1918'deki biiyiik Alman taarruzu, Almanya'nin hili askeri
zafer pesinde kostugunu gosterdi; Owen'in buna tepkisi,
‘Boguna’, ‘Ugurlama’ ve ‘Akil Hastalan’ bagta olmak tzere,
o giine kadarki en biyiik siirlerini yazmak oldu. Bir aske-
rin 6ldiurdugi adamla kargilagmasimi ve geg de olsa artik
‘dost’u olan ‘diigman’inin agzindan bu gergegi 6grenmesini
anlatan ‘Tuhaf Kargilagma,’ savag siirleri iginde belki de en
6zgiin konuya sahip olandir. Birgoklar: tarafindan Owen'in
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en baganh siiri sayllan ‘Bahar Taarruzu,’ yazin yazilmaya
baglanmig ve muhtemelen Ekim baginda cephede tamam-
lanmigtir; Owen'in yazdig) son dizeler olan bu siirin son
dizelerinin, Hindenburg Hattinda 6ldiiriilen ve yaralanan
onlarca insan1 gordiikten ve onlara yardim etmeye gahgtik-
tan sonra giire eklenmig olma olasihg ytiksektir.

Owen, ben dahil, birgok insanin hayranhgin kazan-
mg kendine has bir gairdir: Onunla ilgili ug kitap [Wilfred
Owen: A New Biography (2002), Wilfred Owen (1992), The
Last Year (1992)] ve bir de edebi inceleme yazis1 [Owen the
Poet (1986)] yazmig bulunuyorum. O, hi¢ kugkusuz, Birin-
ci Diinya Savaginin en buiytk sairidir, ancak ahgildik ‘savag
sairi’ tammindan uzaktir. 1917'de Sassoon’la birlikte savag
kargit1 olan bir tek o vard, sonra 1918'de Owen benzersiz
siirler yazarak ve kendisine 6zgiin bir konum hazirlayarak
daha da ileri gitmigtir.

Dominic Hibberd,
Wilfred Owen Dernegi Bagkan Yardimais
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GIRIiS

Béyle bir girig yazarken yapilmasi gereken az ve 6z yazmak-
tir. Bu kitapta yazilan giirlerin ne benden ne de bir bagka-
sindan gelecek 6vgiilere ihtiyaci var. $air bize kendi tamam-
lanmamig ama etkileyici Onséz'iinii birakmigtir. Bu 6nséz
ve siirleri, arkasina piyade askeri olarak tecriibesinin des-
tegini ve uislubundaki asaleti ve 6zgunligu de alarak, onu
bize anlatmaya yeter. Wilfred Owen'in en giigli yanlan gi-
irlerinde yagamaya devam ediyor; onun kisiligiyle ilgili her
tur yiizeysel izlenim, konugmalarina, davraniglarina ve gé-
rindgine dair her tir kayit, alikasiz ve uygunsuz olacaktir.
Boyle bilgi kirintilar talep eden merakhlarin, onun eserle-
rindeki zenginligi takdir etmesi zordur.

Siirsel ahenk ogeleriyle yaptigy farkh gahigmalar (ki
‘Tuhaf Kargilagma' bunun en iyi 6rnegidir), profesyonel siir
elestirmenlerinin konusudur; onlarin da biiyik ¢ogunlugu
bu teknik ayrintilarla ugragirken, onun ‘Apologia pro Poe-
mate Meo' ve ‘Daha Biiyiik Bir Agk’ gibi siirlerinin son di-
zelerinde kendi i¢ diinyasindaki derin insaniyeti nasil aqiga
vurdugunu kagirirlar.

Onun savag edebiyatina olan katkisi, benim gibi ona
hem gair olarak hayranhk duyan hem de bir dost olarak de-
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ger verenlerin degerlendirebilecegi bir konu degil. Savasla
ilgili gorgleri kendi goriiglerimle o kadar birebir 6rtigi-
yor ki, onun siirini elestirel tarafsizlikla degerlendirmem
imkénsiz. Benim yapabilecegim yegéine ey, onun ne denli
bozulmamug bir zihne sahip oldugunu dogrulamak olur. O,
birgok savag sairinin aksine, hi¢bir zaman siirlerini kigisel
bir etki yaratmak igin yazmamgtir. Kendisine degil, bagka-
larina acima hissiyle yaklagmigtir. Yagaminin son senesin-
de, ne anlatmas gerektigine dair net bir vizyon gelistirmis-
tir; iste bu giirleri gimdi onun gergek ve muhtegem vasiyeti
olarak yagamaya devam etmektedir.

Wilfred Owen 18 Mart 1893'te Oswestry'de dogmustur.
Birkenhead Enstitiisiinde egitim gérmiig ve 1910'da Londra
Universitesine girmigtir. 1913'te Bordeaux yakinlarinda 6zel
ogretmenlige baglamig ve 1915'e kadar orada kalmugtir. Bu
stire zarfinda, taninmig Fransiz gair Laurent Tailhade ile ah-
baphk kurmus, ona ilk siirlerini géstermis ve onun tarafin-
dan yireklendirilmigtir. Saghk durumu gok iyi olmasa da,
1915'te Artists’ Rifles Subay Egitim Birligine katilmig, oradan
Manchester Alayina génderilmig ve ayni alayin 2. Taburuyla
Aralk 1916'dan Haziran 1917'ye kadar Fransa'da gorev yapmug
ve o tarihte guiriige aynlarak eve génderilmigtir. On dort ay
sonra Bat1 Cephesine geri donmiig ve ayni taburda bu kez Bo-
lik Komutani olarak gérev yapmgtr.

Katildig) getin muharebelerde gosterdigi kahraman-
liktan dolay: 1 Ekimde Askeri Hag niganiyla taltif edilmigtir.
4 Kasim1918'de, askerleriyle beraber Sabre Kanalini gegme-
ye gahgirken oldiralmigtur.

SAVAS SIIRLER!]
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Oliimiinden bir ay énce annesine gunlar1 yazmgtir:
“Sinirlerim gayet iyi durumda. Bu ¢ocuklara yardima
olmak igin yeniden buradayim; 6ncelikle bir subay olarak
onlara onderlik ederek, sonraysa onlarin dertlerini dile
getirecek bir savunma vekili géziiyle onlar izleyerek.”

Mezar yazit1 da kendi sézlerinden olsun:

“Cesurd um ben ve gizem doluydum;

Bilgelik de bendeydi, hiiner de.”

Siegfried Sassoon
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PREFACE'

This book is not about heroes. English Poetry is not
yet fit to speak

of them. Nor is it about deeds or lands, nor anything
about glory, honour,

dominion or power,

except War.

Above all, this book is not concerned with Poetry.
The subject of it is War, and the pity of War.

The Poetry is in the pity.

Yet these elegies are not to this generation,

This is in no sense consolatory.

1. This preface was found, in an unfinished condition, among Wilfred Owen's papers.
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ONSOZ'

Bu kitap kahramanlar hakkinda degildir. Ingiliz $iiri
heniz onlardan bahsetmeye

hazir degil. Ne eylemler ve tilkeler hakkinda ne de
zafer, seref, egemenlik

ya da gii¢ hakkindadur,

yalmzca Savag hakkindadir.

Her seyden 6nce, bu kitabin §iirle bir ilgisi yoktur.
Onun konusu Savagve Savagin dogurdugu acima hissidir.
$iir de bu acima hissinde yatar.

Bununla birlikte, bu agitlar bu nesil igin yazilmamustr,
Boylesi higbir bigimde teselli veremezdi.

1.Bu 6ns6z Wilfred Owen'in kigitlan arasinda yanim kalrmig hilde bulunmustur.
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They may be to the next.

All the poet can do to-day is to warn.

That is why the true Poets must be truthful.

If I thought the letter of this book would last,

I might have used proper names; but if the spirit of it
survives Prussia,—

my ambition and those names will be content; for
they will have

achieved themselves fresher fields than Flanders.

SAVAS§ §SIIRLERI
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Bir sonraki nesil igin yazilmig olabilirler.

Sairin bugiin yapabilecegi tek sey uyarmaktir.

Bu nedenle biitiin gergek sairler diinist olmak zorundadr.
Bu kitabin gelecege kalacagina inansaydim,

6zel isimler kullanabilirdim; ancak anlami ve ruhu
Prusya’'dan uzun yagarsa,—

benim arzum ve bu 6zel isimler tatmin olacak; ¢iinki
kendilerine

Flandre'den daha yesil araziler bulmug olacak.

SAVAS SIIRLERI
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STRANGE MEETING

It seemed that out of the battle I escaped
Down some profound dull tunnel, long since scocped
Through granites which titanic wars had groined.

Yet also there encumbered sleepers groaned,

Too fast in thought or death to be bestirred.

Then, as 1 probed them, one sprang up, and stared
With piteous recognition in fixed eyes,

Lifting distressful hands as if to bless.

And by his smile, I knew that sullen hall;

By his dead smile I knew we stood in Hell.

SAVAS§ SIIRLERI
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TUHAF KARSILASMA

Muharebeden derin ve kasvetli bir tiinel
Yoluyla kagmigtim sanki, biiytik savaglarin
Birlestirdigi granitlere uzun zaman 6nce oyulan.

Ancak, inleyerek uyuyanlar yolumu kesti orada da,
Kipirdamayacak kadar hizli diigiinen ve 6lenler.
Sonra, ben aralarinda gezinirken, biri ayaga firladi
Ve donuk gézlerindeki aci teshisle gozlerime bakt,
Garesiz ellerini kutsar gibi kaldirarak.

Onun giiliigiiyle tanidim bu kasvetli salonu;

Olii giiliigiiyle anladim Cehennemde oldugumu.

SAVAS SITRLERI
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With a thousand fears that vision's face was grained;
Yet no blood reached there from the upper ground,
And no guns thumped, or down the flues made
moan.

“Strange, friend,” I said, “Here is no cause to
mourn.”

“None,” said the other, “Save the undone years,

The hopelessness. Whatever hope is yours,

Was my life also; I went hunting wild

After the wildest beauty in the world,

Which lies not calm in eyes, or braided hair,

But mocks the steady running of the hour,

And if it grieves, grieves richlier than here.

For by my glee might many men have laughed,

And of my weeping something has been left,

Which must die now. I mean the truth untold,

The pity of war, the pity war distilled.

Now men will go content with what we spoiled.

Or, discontent, boil bloody, and be spilled.

They will be swift with swiftness of the tigress,

None will break ranks, though nations trek from progress.

SAVAS SIIRLERI
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Binlerce korkuyla 6rilmiigtii bu hayalin yiiz;

Yine de yeryiiziinden sizmamigt oraya kan,
Dévmemigti onu silahlar, inmemisti borulardan fer-
yat-figan.

Dedim ki “ilgingtir, dostum. Burada kederlenecek bir
sey yok.”

“Higbir ey yok,” dedi, “Yaganmamug yillardan

Ve uimitsizlikten bagka. Senin iimidin olan gey
Benim de hayatimd; gozlerde ya da

Orgiilii saglarda barinmayan en vahsi

Guzelliginin peginden gittim diinyanin,

Zamanin muntazam gegisiyle alay eden,

Ve uiztiliince buradan daha dolu dolu uziilen.

Birgok insan giilmustiir belki benim sevincimle

Ve bir gey arta kalmigtir aglamamdan belki

Artik 6lmesi gereken. Séylenmemis gergekten
Bahsediyorum, acisindan savagin, damitilmig acidan.
Artik insanlar hognut kalacaklar bizim ettigimizden.
Ya da aksine, kabaracak ve tagacaklar sicak kan gibi.
Hareket edecekler disi kaplan gevikligiyle,

Uluslar donse de yolundan, saflar1 bozmayacak onlar.
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Courage was mine, and I had mystery;

Wisdom was mine, and I had mastery;

To miss the march of this retreating world

Into vain citadels that are not walled.

Then, when much blood had clogged their chariot-wheels
I would go up and wash them from sweet wells,

Even with truths that lie too deep for taint.

Iwould have poured my spirit without stint

But not through wounds; not on the cess of war.
Foreheads of men have bled where no wounds were.

I am the enemy you killed, my friend.

I knew you in this dark; for so you frowned
Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed.
I parried; but my hands were loath and cold.
Let us sleep now
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Cesurdum ben ve gizem doluydum;

Bilgelik de bendeydi, hiiner de;

Uygun adim geriye cekiligini kagirdim

Diinyanin, duvarsiz ve yararsiz kalelere.
Savagarabalarn saplandiginda pihtilagan kana
Yikardim tekerlerini kuyulardan ¢ektigim sularla

Ve hatta gok derinlerde yatan lekesiz dogrularla.
Durmaksizin dékerdim ruhumu diga

Yaralarimdan olmasa da; olmasa da savagin bahtina.
Adamlarin ahinlan kaniyordu olmayan yaralarindan.

Ben senin 6ldirdigin digmanim, dostum.

Bu karanhkta tanidim seni; diin de boyle

Catikh kaglarin gtinki stingtilediginde beni.
Savugturdum; ancak isteksiz ve soguktu ellerim.
Uyuyabiliriz gimdi..."

SAVAS SIIRLERI

025



GREATER LOVE

Red lips are not so red

As the stained stones kissed by the English dead.
Kindness of wooed and wooer

Seems shame to their love pure.

O Love, your eyes lose lure

When I behold eyes blinded in my stead!

Your slender attitude

Trembles not exquisite like limbs knife-skewed,
Rolling and rolling there

Where God seems not to care;

Till the fierce Love they bear

Cramps them in death'’s extreme decrepitude.
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DAHA BUYUK BIiR ASK

Olii ingilizlerin 6ptiigii lekeli taglar kadar
Kirmiz1 degil kirmiz1 dudaklar.

Agikla maguk arasindaki muhabbet

Saf agklarina saygisizhk sanki o éliilerin.
Ah Agsk, gozlerin yitiriyor cazibesini
Korlegmis g6zleri gordiigiimde ben!

Narindurugun senin,

Bigaklaoyulan ve Tanr'nin umursamadig) yerlerde
Yuvarlanip duran uzuvlar kadar

Guzel sallanmuyor;

Ta ki tasidiklar: vahgi Agk

Dondurana dek onlar 6liimiin son dermansizhginda.
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Your voice sings not so soft,—

Though even as wind murmuring through raftered loft,—
Your dear voice is not dear,

Gentle, and evening clear,

As theirs whom none now hear,

Now earth has stopped their piteous mouths that
coughed.

Heart, you were never hot,

Nor large, nor full like hearts made great with shot;
And though your hand be pale,

Paler are all which trail

Your cross through flame and hail:

Weep, you may weep, for youmay touch them not.
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Sesin o kadar tath degil sarki soylerken,—

Gat1 katinda minldanan riizgar gibi olsa bile, —

Ne onlarin artik duyulmayan sesleri kadar

Samimi senin sesin ne de yumugak

Ve gece kadar berrak,

Kapad: artik onlarin ékstiren acih agizlarim top-
rak.

Higbir zaman ategli olmadin, kalbim,

Genig de olmadin vurularak biytiyen kalpler gibi;
Ve solgun olsa da elin senin,

Elleri daha solgundu

Senin ¢armihini sicak soguk demeden izleyenlerin:
Aglasimdi aglayabildigince, dokunamazsin art 1k onlara.
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APOLOGIA PRO POEMATE MEO

I, too, saw God through mud—

The mud that cracked on cheeks when wretches
smiled.

War brought more glory to their eyes than blood,
And gave their laughs more glee than shakes a child.

Merry it was to laugh there—

Where death becomes absurd and life absurder.
For power was on us as we slashed bones bare
Not to feel sickness or remorse of murder.

I, too, have dropped off fear—

Behind the barrage, dead as my platoon,

And sailed my spirit surging, light and clear,
Past the entanglement where hopes lay strewn;
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APOLOGIA PRO POEMATE MEO'

Ben de gordiim ¢gamurun iginde Tanr'y1—
Garibanlar giildiigiinde yanaklarinda ¢atlayan ¢amu-
run i¢inde.

Savaggozlerine kandan fazla zafer getirmigti,

Ve giiliiglerine bir ¢ocuktan fazla nege vermisti.

Senlikliydi giilmek orada—

Oliimiin sagma, yagamuin daha sagma oldugu o yerde.
Gunki bigag) dayadigimizda kemige giig bizdeydi
Rahatsizlik ya da pismanhk duymamak igin cinayetten.

Korkuyu atmigtim ben de—

Yaylim ateginin ardinda, miifrezem gibi 6l,
Yiizdi ruhum dalga dalga, hafif ve berrak,
Agt1 imitlerin dagildig1 engelleri;

1. “§iirimin Savunmasi Olarak” anlamina gelen Latince sézler. Owen'in bu siiri,
Robert Graves'den aldig; ve daha negeli ve iyimser geyler yazmasini 6neren mektuba
cevaben yazdig) séylenir —n.
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And witnessed exhultation—

Faces that used to curse me, scowl for scowl,
Shine and lift up with passion of oblation,
Seraphic for an hour; though they were foul.

I have made fellowships—

Untold of happy lovers in old song.

For love is not the binding of fair lips

With the soft silk of eyes that look and long,

By joy, whose ribbon slips,—

But wound with war's hard wire whose stakes are
strong;

Bound with the bandage of the arm that drips;

Knit in the welding of the rifle-thong.
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Ve bulugtu sevingle—

Bana kiifreden yiizler kaglarim gatarak

Parliyor ve yiikseliyorlar dyin cogkusuyla,

Melekler gibi bir siire; giinahkar olsalar da ashnda.

Arkadaglarim oldu benim—

Eski sarkidaki mutlu dgiklardan habersiz.
Gunki agk baglanmasi degildir giizel dudaklarin
Bakan ve hasret geken gézlerin yumugak ipegine,

Neseyle, bag ¢6ziilir onun,—

Fakat baglanmasidir savagin saglam kazikh
telleriyle;

Sanlmasidir koldaki sizdiran sargiyla;
Oriilmesidir tiifek kayigindaki lehimle.
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I'have perceived much beauty

In the hoarse oaths that kept our courage straight;
Heard music in the silentness of duty;

Found peace where shell-storms spouted reddest spate.

Nevertheless, except you share

With them in hell the sorrowful dark of hell,
Whose world is but the trembling of a flare,
And heaven but as the highway for a shell,

You shall not hear their mirth:

You shall not come to think them well content
By any jest of mine. These men are worth
Your tears: You are not worth their merriment.

November1917.
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Daha ¢ok giizellik buldum ben

Cesaretimizi diri tutan gatal sesli yeminlerde;
Nobetin sessizligindeki muizigi duydum;

Kirmiz seller akitan topgu atesinde huzuru buldum.

Yine de, cehennemin elem dolu

Karanhgin cehennemde paylasmadikga onlarla,
Ki titrek bir igaret figegidir diinyalar:,

Ve cennet bir top mermisi yoludur onlara,

Duyamazsin onlarin sevinglerini:

Benim higbir latifem sana anlatamaz

Onlarin memnuniyetini. Bu adamlar gézyaglarina
Layiktir senin: Sen layik degilsin onlarin sevinglerine.

Kasim 1917.
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THE SHOW

My soul looked down from a vague height with Death,
As unremembering how I rose or why,

And saw a sad land, weak with sweats of dearth,
Gray, cratered like the moon with hollow woe,

And fitted with great pocks and scabs of plaques.

Across its beard, that horror of harsh wire,

There moved thin caterpillars, slowly uncoiled.

It seemed they pushed themselves to be as plugs

Of ditches, where they writhed and shrivelled, killed.
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GOSTERI

Bulanik bir tepeden agag: bakt: ruhum Oliimle,
Nasil ve neden oraya giktigini hatirlamadan,
Mahzun bir toprak gordii, zayif diigmiig yokluktan,
Boz, derin bir kederle ukurlagmg ay ytizeyi gibi,
Veba kabarciklariyla ve yara kabuklanyla bezeli.

Sakalinin i¢inde, o hagin tellerin dehgeti,
Zayif tirtillar oynuyordu, yavagga ¢oziilen.
Hendeklere tikag olmaya ¢ahgiyorlard: sanki,
I¢inde kivramip buziistikleri ve sldikleri.
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By them had slimy paths been trailed and scraped
Round myriad warts that might be little hills.

From gloom’s last dregs these long-strung creatures
crept,
And vanished out of dawn down hidden holes.

(And smell came up from those foul openings
As out of mouths, or deep wounds deepening.)

On dithering feet upgathered, more and more,
Brown strings towards strings of gray, with bristling
spines,

All migrants from green fields, intent on mire.
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Balgikli patikalara stirtiinip iz birakiyorlardi
Kugiik tepelere benzeyen binlerce sigilin etrafinda.

Kasvetin tortusunda stiriindii bu ince-uzun yara-
tiklar,
Ve safakla gozden kayboldular gizli deliklerden inerek.

(Ve kokular ytikseldi bu berbat deliklerden
Agizlardan ya da derin yaralardan yiikselir gibi.)

Titreyen ayaklarimin istine kalktilar birbiri ardina,
Kahverengi saflar gri saflara karg,’ dogrulan
sirtlaniyla,

Yesil gayirlardan geliyorlardi, gamuru arzulayarak.

1. Burada, iiniforma renklerine gondermeyle, “kahverengi saflar” Ingiliz askerlerini,
“gri saflar” ise Alman askerlerini temsil ediyor —n.
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Those that were gray, of more abundant spawns,
Ramped on the rest and ate them and were eaten.

I saw their bitten backs curve, loop, and straighten,
I watched those agonies curl, lift, and flatten.

Whereat, in terror what that sight might mean,
I reeled and shivered earthward like a feather.

And Death fell with me, like a deepening moan.

And He, picking a manner of worm, which half had hid
Its bruises in the earth, but crawled no further,
Showed me its feet, the feet of many men,

And the fresh-severed head of it, my head.
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Cekirge surisu gibi kalabalik olan griler,
Saldinp digerlerine, yediler onlary; yenildiler de.

Isinlan sirtlarinin kivrandigini ve diizlegtigini gord iim,
Oradaki 1stirabin kivranigini ve diizlegmesini seyrettim.

Bu manzaranin yarattig korkuyla
Yalpaladim ve titredim yere diigen bir tiiy gibi.

Oliim de diistii benle beraber, derin bir inleme gibi.
Ve yanisi yaralarini yerin altinda saklayan bir kurtguk
Seklini alarak ayaklarim gésterdi bana,

Sayisizinsan ayaklariydi bunlar, ve gosterdi

Yeni kesilmig bagin da, ki benim bagimdi o da.

SAVAS SIIRLERI

041



MENTAL CASES

Who are these? Why sit they here in twilight?
Wherefore rock they, purgatorial shadows,

Drooping tongues from jaws that slob their relish,
Baring teeth that leer like skulls’ tongues wic-
ked?

Stroke on stroke of pain,— but what slow panic,
Gouged these chasms round their fretted sockets?
Ever from their hair and through their hand palms
Misery swelters. Surely we have perished

Sleeping, and walk hell; but who these hellish?

—These are men whose minds the Dead have ravished.
Memory fingers in their hair of murders,
Multitudinous murders they once witnessed.
Wading sloughs of flesh these helpless wander,
Treading blood from lungs that had loved laughter.
Always they must see these things and hear them,
Batter of guns and shatter of flying muscles,

Carnage incomparable and human squander
Rucked too thick for these men’s extrication.
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AKIL HASTALARI

Kim bunlar? Neden burada oturuyorlar alacakaranhkta?
Neden sallaniyorlar, aciyla arinan gélgeler,
Agizlarinin tadini bozan dilleri sarkmug genelerinden,
Kafataslarinin dilleri gibi kot bakan diglerini ortaya
¢ikaran?

Vur acimin vuruguna,— fakat hangi yavas panik,
Yipranmig oyuklarinin etrafina oydu bu bogluklary?
Terleyen saglarindan ve avug iglerinden stirekli
Sefalet akar. Zail oldu uykumuz cehennemde gezer,
Ama kimdir bu cehennemlikler?

—Akillarinin irzina Oliiler gegmigtir bu adamlarin.
Dokunur hafiza her teli bir cinayet olan saglarina,
Bir zamanlar tanik olduklar sayisiz cinayete.
Bedenin batakhgina bata gika ilerler bu garesizler,
Basarak kanina eskiden kahkaha seven cigerlerin.
Mecburen gériir ve duyarlar bunlarn stirekli,
Patlayigini toplarin ve paramparga olugunu kaslarin,
Gorilmemis kiyim ve insan israf1 fazla derinden
Orselenmigtir bu adamlarin kurtulugu igin.
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Therefore still their eyeballs shrink tormented

Back into their brains, because on their sense
Sunlight seems a blood-smear; night comes blood-black;
Dawn breaks open like a wound that bleeds afresh
—Thus their heads wear this hilarious, hideous,
Awful falseness of set-smiling corpses.

—Thus their hands are plucking at each other;
Picking at the rope-knouts of their scourging;
Snatching after us who smote them, brother,

Pawing us who dealt them war and madness.
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Bu yiizden goézleri hili aciyla gekilip

Batmaktadir beyinlerine, ¢tinkii onlarin algisinda
Kan lekesidir giin 151§); kan-karasidir gece;

Safak tekrar kanayan bir yara gibi s6ker

—Bu nedenle ytizlerinde tagirlar bu giiliing, igreng,
Berbat sahteligini hazir-sintigh cesetlerin.

—Bu nedenle elleri gekistirir birbirlerini;

Kusur bularak birbirlerinin kirbaglaniginda;
Pegimizden kogarak, vurdugumuz igin onlara, kardegim,
Pengeleyerek bizi savag ve delilik dagithigimiz igin.
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PARABLE OF THE OLD MEN AND
THE YOUNG

So Abram rose, and clave the wood, and went,
And took the fire with him, and a knife.

And as they sojourned both of them together,
Isaac the first-born spake and said, My Father,
Behold the preparations, fire and iron,

But where the lamb for this burnt-offering?
Then Abram bound the youth with belts and straps,
And builded parapets and trenches there,

And stretched forth the knife to slay his son.
When lo! an angel called him out of heaven,
Saying, Lay not thy hand upon the lad,

Neither do anything to him. Behold,

A ram, caught in a thicket by its horns;

Offer the Ram of Pride instead of him.

But the old man would not so, but slew his son...
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YASLI VE GENG ADAMLAR
MESELi

Ve ibrahim dogruldu, odunu kesti ve gitti,
Yanina atesi ald1 giderken, bir de bigag..

Ve ikisi beraber konakladiklarinda,

Ogul [shak konugtu ve Baba, dedi,

Baktim da hazirhklara, ateg ve demir,

Peki bu pisirilecek adaklik kuzu nerede?

Bunun tizerine ibrahim genci bagladi kayglarla,
Sonra gukur ve hendekler kazdi oraya,

Ve uzatt bigagini 6ldiirmek igin oglunu.

Sonra birden, bir melek seslendi cennetten,
Dedi ki, elini siirme oglana,

Ne de bir gey yap ona. Bak,

Bir kog, gahlikta yakalanmig boynuzlarindan;
Bu Kibir Kogunu kurban et oglunun yerine.
Fakat yagh adam dinlemedi bunu ve dogradi oglunu...
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ARMS AND THE BOY

Let the boy try along this bayonet-blade

How cold steel is, and keen with hunger of blood;
Blue with all malice, like a madman'’s flash;

And thinly drawn with famishing for flesh.

Lend him to stroke these blind, blunt bullet-heads
Which long to muzzle in the hearts of lads.

Or give him cartridges of fine zinc teeth,

Sharp with the sharpness of grief and death.

For his teeth seem for laughing round an apple.
There lurk no claws behind his fingers supple;
And God will grow no talons at his heels,

Nor antlers through the thickness of his curls.
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SILAHLAR VE GOCUK

Birak gocuk gérsiin bakip siingiiniin metaline
Soguklugunu geligin ve kana susamig keskinligini;
Masmavi kétilugini bir delinin parlayisi gibi;

Ve agliktan kivranan etobur inceligini.

Ver de dokunsun bu kér ve kit mermilere

Can atan tikamak igin genglerin kalplerini.

Ya da ginko kaph diglere benzeyen sarjorleri ver,
Keder ve 6limdin keskinligiyle sipsivri.

Ginki kendi digleri giiltiiyor bir elmanin gevresinde.
Yumugak parmaklarinin ardinda pengeler gizlenmiyor;
Topuklarina mahmuzlar yerlestirmemis onun Tanr,
Ne de boynuzlar, saglarinin sik buklelerinden ¢gikan.

SAVAS SIIRLERI

049



ANTHEM FOR DOOMED YOUTH

What passing-bells for these who die as cattle?
Only the monstrous anger of the guns.

Only the stuttering rifles’ rapid rattle

Can patter out their hasty orisons.

No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells;
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs,—
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells;
And bugles calling for them from sad shires.

What candles may be held to speed them all?
Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes
Shall shine the holy glimmers of goodbyes.
The pallor of girls’ brows shall be their pall;
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds,
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.
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KADER MAHKUMU GENGLiK MARSI

Sigirlar gibi 6lenler igin ¢alinan ganlar hangileri?
Yalnizca hayvani 6fkesi toplarin.

Yalnizca takirdayan tiifeklerin hizh gingirag
Okuyabilir onlarn aceleci dualarini.

Artik onlara yapilacak bir gaka yok; ne dua, ne gan;
Ne de agt sesi korolardan bagka,—

Inleyen toplarin tiz ve gilgin korolarindan;

Ve hiiziinli sancaklardan ¢alinan borazanlardan.

Biitiin bunlan hizlandiracak hangi mumlar taginabilir?
Delikanhlarin ellerinde olmasa da gozlerinde
Parlayacak vedalarin kutsal panltilar.

Geng kizlarin solgun yiizleri olacak tabut ortiileri;
Sabirh zihinlerin nezaketi olacak gigekleri,

Ve perdelerinin inigi olacak her yavag giinbatimi.
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THE SEND-OFF

Down the close, darkening lanes they sang their way
To the siding-shed,
And lined the train with faces grimly gay.

Their breasts were stuck all white with wreath and spray
As men’s are, dead.

Dull porters watched them, and a casual tramp
Stood staring hard,

Sorry to miss them from the upland camp.
Then, unmoved, signals nodded, and a lamp
Winked to the guard.
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UGURLAMA

Dar ve karanhk sokaklardan marglarla gegerek
indiler istasyona,
Ve zalimce negeli ytizlerle doldurdular treni.

Gogiisleriak gelenklervebahardallanylabezenmigti,
Oli adamlarinki gibi.

Seyretti onlar1 duygusuz hamallar ve dik dik bakt
Bir sokak serserisi,

Ordugihtan gikarken onlan kagirdigina hayiflanarak.
Sonra baglar sallandi lakayt bigimde, 151kla

Sinyal verilirken kondiiktore.
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So secretly, like wrongs hushed-up, they went.
They were not ours:
We never heard to which front these were sent.

Nor there if they yet mock what women meant
Who gave them flowers.

Shall they return to beatings of great bells
In wild trainloads?

A few, a few, too few for drums and yells,
May creep back, silent, to still village wells
Up half-known roads.
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Ortbas edilen yanlislar gibi gizlice koyuldular yola.
Bizden degildi onlar:
Hangi cepheye gonderildiklerini duymadik hig.

Orada hila saka yapip yapmadiklarin1 da duymadik,
Kadinlarin kime neden gigek verdigiyle ilgili.

Dénecekler mi acaba dolu trenlerle geriye
Galarken kocaman ¢anlar?

Sessiz sedasiz donecek belki de arda kalanlar,

Ve siiktinetle gikarak zor hatirladiklan yollardan
Ulagacaklar kéylerinin durgun kuyularina.
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INSENSIBILITY

Happy are men who yet before they are killed
Can let their veins run cold.

Whom no compassion fleers

Or makes their feet

Sore on the alleys cobbled with their brothers.
The front line withers,

But they are troops who fade, not flowers

For poets’ tearful fooling:

Men, gaps for filling

Losses who might have fought

Longer; but no one bothers.
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HiSSiZLiK

Oldirilmeden 6nce damarlarini
Kurutabilenlere ne mutlu.

Higbir merhamet hissi ilgilendirmez onlan
Ne de ayaklarim yakar yiirimek

Tag yerine kardegleriyle d6genmis yollarda.
Kuruyup kalir 6n saftakiler,

Ama askerdir bu kuruyanlar, gigek degil
Sairlerin aglak aptalhklarina hitap eden:
Bogluklar doldurulmas: gereken adamlardir
Daha uzun savagabilecekken yitirilen;
Ancak kimse umursamaz bunu.
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And some cease feeling

Even themselves or for themselves.

Dullness best solves

The tease and doubt of shelling,

And Chance’s strange arithmetic

Comes simpler than the reckoning of their shilling.
They keep no check on Armies’ decimation.
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Ve bazilan birakir hissetmeyi

Ve kendine acimay:.

Duyarsizhk en iyi ilagtir

Bombalarin tacizine ve sokuna kargi,

Ve Talihin tuhaf aritmetigi

Daha kolaydir yenilgiyi hesaplamaktan.
Katledilenlerin hesabi tutulmaz olur artik.
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Happy are these who lose imagination:

They have enough to carry with ammunition.
Their spirit drags no pack.

Their old wounds save with cold can not more ache
Having seen all things red,

Their eyes are rid

Of the hurt of the colour of blood for ever.

And terror's first constriction over,

Their hearts remain small drawn.

Their senses in some scorching cautery of battle
Now long since ironed,

Can laugh among the dying, unconcerned.
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Ne mutlu hayal giictinii kaybedenlere:
Mihimmat tagimaya engel degildir bu.
Agirhiklarindan kurtulur ruhlan béylece.
Tek soguk acitabilir artik eski yaralarini.
Her yeri kirmizi gérdiikten sonra,
Gozleri rahatsiz olmaz artik

Kanin kirmizi renginden.

Ve korkunun ilk hedefi olan kalpleri
Daha az yorulmug olur.

Mubharebenin yakici sicakhgiyla

Uzun zamandir ttilenen duyulan

Can gekigenler arasinda giiler umursamadan.
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Happy the soldier home, with not a notion
How somewhere, every dawn, some men attack,
And many sighs are drained.

Happy the lad whose mind was never trained:
His days are worth forgetting more than not.

He sings along the march

Which we march taciturn, because of dusk,
The long, forlorn, relentless trend

From larger day to huger night.
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Ne mutlu evine donen askere, bilmeden
Kimlerin kimlere saldirip her giin
Cigerlerini kuruttugunu.

Ne mutlu zihni hig terbiye gormemis olana:
Onun yasadiklaridir unutulmay: hak eden.
Yiriiytig boyunca marg soyler o

Karanhkta sessizce yiiriirken biz,

Ne gece ne giindiiz dinleyen

O uzun, hizinli, dinmeyen ahgkanlik.
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We wise, who with a thought besmirch
Blood over all our soul,

How should we see our task

But through his blunt and lashless eyes?
Alive, he is not vital overmuch;

Dying, not mortal overmuch;

Nor sad, nor proud,

Nor curious at all.

He cannot tell

Old men’s placidity from his.
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Biz akilhlar, ruhumuza bagtan agag

Kan bulagtiran bu digtinceyle,

Onun kor ve kirpiksiz gozleriyle
Bakmayacagiz da ne yapacagiz bu géreve?
Hayatta o, ama ancak gerektigi kadar;
Oliiyor, ama etkilenmiyor bundan;
Uzgiin de degil, gururlu da,

Hele merakh hig degil.

Yagh adamlara 6zgu

Bir durgunluk ¢6kmiig tistiine.
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But cursed are dullards whom no cannon stuns,
That they should be as stones.

Wretched are they, and mean

With paucity that never was simplicity.

By choice they made themselves immune

To pity and whatever mourns in man

Before the last sea and the hapless stars;
Whatever mourns when many leave these shores;
Whatever shares

The eternal reciprocity of tears.
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Lanetliler higbir patlamadan etkilenmeyen ahmaklardur,
Taga d6nmiiglerdir adeta.

Zavalldirlar ve basitlikten ziyade

Kithk yiiziindendir sefaletleri.

Bilerek bagisikhk kazanmiglardir aciya

Ve tiikenen bir deniz ya da bahtsiz yildizlar

Nasil keder verirse insana, iste ona;

Ve nasil keder verirse gogunun terk edisi bu kiyiys;
Ve nasil paylagilirsa

Sonsuz aynasi gézyaglarinin.
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DULCE ET DECORUM EST

Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through
sludge,

Till on the haunting flares we turned out backs,

And towards our distant rest began to trudge.

Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots,

But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame, all blind;
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots

Of gas-shells dropping softly behind.

Gas! GAS! Quick, boys! — An ecstasy of fumbling
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time,

But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime.—

Dim through the misty panes and thick green light,
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.
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DULCE ET DECORUM EST!

ikiyekatlanmugtik guvallara sannmug yagh dilenciler gibi,
Carpik bacakli kocakarilar gibi 6kstirerek kiifrediyor-
duk ¢amurun iginde,

Gozkamagtiran isaret figekleriyle arkamizi d6ndiik sonra,
Ve uzaktaki mola yerimize dogru yiiriimeye bagladik
bata ¢ika.

Ayakta uyuyordu adamlar. Cogunun postallari kayipti,
Yuriyorlardi ayaklan kanli. Hepsi aksak, hepsi kér;
Sarhog yorgunluktan; hatti sagir duyamayacak kadar
ikazlan

Geriye yavasg¢a diigen gaz-bombalarini haber veren.

Gaz! GAZ! Cabuk, ¢ocuklar! — El yordamiyla tam za-
maninda

Yerine oturtmanin verdigi rahatlama bigimsizbaghklar,
Ancak birisi hala aciyla baginyordu ve sendeleyip
Debeleniyordu atege ya da kireg kuyusuna diigmiig gibi—
Puslu camin ve yogun yesil 151g1n ardinda bulanik du-
ruyordu,

Yesil bir denizin dibindeymig gibi, boguluyordu gér-
digimde onu.

1. Dulce et decorumest pro patria mori, Romal: sair Horatius'unbir giirinden alinan Lat-
ince bir dizedir ve “Vatan ugrunaélmek tath ve giizel bir geydir,” anlamina gelir —n.
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In all my dreams before my helpless sight
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.

If in some smothering dreams, you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,

And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin,

If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood

Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud

Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,—
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,

The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est

Pro patria mori.
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Biitiin riiyalarimda onu goriiyor ¢aresiz zihnim
Atihyor bana dogru, eriyor, tikaniyor, boguluyor.

Sayet gordugiin bogucu riyalarda sen de yirtyor
Olsaydin onu firlattigimiz aracin ardindan,

Ve gorseydin ac1 geken beyaz gozlerini,

Ve giinahtan usanmug bir iblis gibi sarkmig yiiziing,
Duyabilseydin koptirmiis cigerlerinden tagan
Kanin hinltisini her sarsintida

Kanser gibi miistehcen, berbat bir gevig

Gibi ac1, masum dillerdeki o onulmaz yaralari,—
iste 0 zaman bu kadar gevkle séylemezdin arkadag
Unmitsiz bir zaferin hevesiyle tutusan ¢ocuklara

O eski yalani: Dulce et decorum est

Pro patria mori.
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THE SENTRY

We'd found an old Boche dug-out, and he knew,
And gave us hell, for shell on frantic shell
Hammered on top, but never quite burst through.
Rain, guttering down in waterfalls of slime

Kept slush waist high, that rising hour by hour,
Choked up the steps too thick with clay to climb.
What murk of air remained stank old, and sour
With fumes of whizz-bangs, and the smell of men
Who'd lived there years, and left their curse in the den,
If not their corpses...

There we herded from the blast

Of whizz-bangs, but one found our door at last.
Buffeting eyes and breath, snuffing the candles.

And thud! flump! thud! down the steep steps came
thumping

And splashing in the flood, deluging muck —

The sentry’s body; then his rifle, handles

Of old Boche bombs, and mud in ruck on ruck.

We dredged him up, for killed, until he whined

“O sir, my eyes — I'm blind — I'm blind, I'm blind!”
Coaxing, I held a flame against his lids

And said if he could see the least blurred light

He was not blind; in time he'd get all right.

“I can’t,” he sobbed. Eyeballs, huge-bulged like squids
Watch my dreams still; but I forgot him there

In posting next for duty, and sending a scout
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NOBETGI

Eski bir Alman siginag1 bulmugtuk, bunu 6grendiler
Ve bomba yagdirdilar, 6fkeli top mermileri
Pathyordu tstiimuzde, delip gegemeden higbiri.
Yagmurla oluk oluk akan balgik

Bel seviyesine yiikseldive birkag saat iginde

Yuttu merdivenleri, ¢ikigt imkansiz kilarak.

Kalan kasvetli havada, eski ve eksi

Bir barut kokusu ile orada yillarca yasayip
Cesetlerini olmasa da lanetlerini birakmig olanlarin
Kokusu karigmugsta...

Top mermilerinden kagip siginmigtik oraya,

Ama sonunda patladi kapimizda birisi.

Tokatlad: gzlerimizi ve nefesimizi, tifledi mumlanmiz:.
Sonra pat! kit! pat! diye indi vura vura dik basa-
maklara

Ve daldi selin tagidig1 gamurun igine—

Nobetginin gévdesi; sonra tiifegi, Alman bombasinin
Pargalan ve ¢amur istiine ¢amur.

Bulup gikardik onu, inleyene dek 6lii saydik:
“Komutanim, gézlerim —Kor oldum —Kér oldum, kor!”
Gozlerine mum tuttum hemen

Ve en kiigtik bir 151k gérebiliyorsa kér olmadigini

Ve zamanla iyilegecegini soyledim, inanmasam da.
“Goéremiyorum,” diye higkirdi. Kocaman kalamarlara
Benzeyen gozleri diiglerime girer hila; onu unuttum orada,
Yerine bagka nobetgi ayarlamakla, sedye bulsun diye
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To beg a stretcher somewhere, and floundering about
To other posts under the shrieking air.

Those other wretches, how they bled and spewed,
And one who wouldhave drowned himself for good,—
Itry not to remember these things now.

Let dread hark back for one word only: how
Half-listening to that sentry’s moans and jumps,
And the wild chattering of his broken teeth,
Renewed most horribly whenever crumps
Pummelled the roof and slogged the air beneath —
Through the dense din, I say, we heard him
shout

“I see your lights!” But ours had long died out.
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Birisini gondermekle ve giriltiiler arasinda diger nébet
Yerlerini bata gika gezmekle ugragirken.

Ve diger garibanlar tabii, kimi kan iginde kimi kusan,
Kimi bogulmaktan son anda kurtulan,—

Bunlar1 unutmaya ¢ahgiyorum gimdi.

Korkunun igitecegi tek bir kelime kald1 artik:

Tekrar canlandi o nébetginin inleme ve irkilmeleri,
Vekirik diglerinin gikardig) korkung gicirtilar,
Patlamalar ¢atiy1 dovdugiinde ve altindaki

Havay: dayarulmaz kildiginda —Yogun giiriiltiiniin i¢inden
Bagirdigin1 duyduk diyorum, “Gériiyorum sizin
igiklan!” diye.

Oysa mumlarimiz goktan s6nmugtii bizim.
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THE DEAD-BEAT

He dropped, — more sullenly than wearily,

Lay stupid like a cod, heavy like meat,

And none of us could kick him to his feet;

Just blinked at my revolver, blearily;

—Didn’t appear to know a war was on,

Or see the blasted trench at which he stared.

“I'll do ‘em in,” he whined. “If this hand’s spared,
I'll murder them, I will.”

A low voice said,

“It’s Blighty, p'raps, he sees; his pluck’s all gone,
Dreaming of all the valiant, that AREN'T dead:
Bold uncles, smiling ministerially;

Maybe his brave young wife, getting her fun

In some new home, improved materially.

It’s not these stiffs have crazed him; nor the Hun.”
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TUKENMISLIiK

Yikild1 yere,—yorgunluktan ¢ok bunalimdan,

Sazan gibi aptal, et gibi agir uzand,

Higbirimiz agaya kaldiramadik onu;

Hayretle bakt: tabancama, riiyada gibi;

—Bir savagin iginde oldugumuzu bilmiyor gibiydi,
Baktig: siperin havaya ugtugunu gérmemisti sanki.
“Mahvedecegim onlar,” diye inledi. “Eger 6lmezsem,
Hepsini gebertecegim, gergekten yapacagim bunu.”

Sakin bir ses duyuldu:

“Gordiigii belkide ingiltere'dir; kendi cesaretini kaybetruis,
OLMEMIS olan yigitlerin hayalini kuruyor:

Cesur amcalar, bakanhk gorevlisi gibi giiliimseyen;
Belki de geng ve cesur kansi giiniini giin ediyordur
Maddi agidan rahata erdigi yeni yuvasinda.

Bu getin cevizler degil onu delirten; Almanlar da degil.”

SAVAS SIIRLERI

077



We sent him down at last, out of the way.
Unwounded; — stout lad, too, before that strafe.
Malingering? Stretcher-bearers winked, “Not half!”

Next day I heard the Doc’s well-whiskied laugh:
“That scum you sent last night soon died. Hooray!”
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Revire gonderebildik onu sonunda.
Yarah degildi; — giichii de bir gengti, bombardimandan 6nce.
Numara mu yapiyordu? Sedyeciler goz kirpts, “Hig de degil!”

Ertesi giin Doktorun viski kokan giiliigiinii duydum:
“Diin génderdiginiz gerefsiz hemen 6ldii. Oley!”
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EXPOSURE

Our brains ache, in the merciless iced east winds that
knife us ...

Wearied we keep awake because the night is silent ...
Low drooping flares confuse our memory of the sa-
lient ...

Worried by silence, sentries whisper, curious, ner-
vous,

But nothing happens.

Watching, we hear the mad gusts tugging on the
wire.

Like twitching agonies of men among its brambles.
Northward incessantly, the flickering gunnery rumbles,
Far off, like a dull rumour of some other war.

What are we doing here?
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MARUZ KALINAN

Bigak gibi saplanan acimasiz dogu riizgarlan aaitiyor
beynimizi...

Yorulsak da uyanik kahiyoruz, ¢iinkii gece sessiz...
Algalan igaret figekleri agiga gikmak konusunda bel-
legimizi kanigtinyor...

Sessizlikten tirken nébetgiler fisildiyorlar merakh ve
gergin,

Ama higbir gey olmuyor.

Deli riizgarlarin telleri salladigim1 duyuyoruz ve izli-
yoruz.

Dikenleri arasinda insanhgin acilan segiriyor sanki.
Kuzeye dogru hig bitmeyen topgu atesini duyuyoruz,
Bagka bir savagsla ilgili sikicis6ylentiler gibi uzak bizden.
Ne igimiz var burada?
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The poignant misery of dawn begins to grow

We only know war lasts, rain soaks, and clouds sag
stormy.

Dawn massing in the east her melancholy
army

Attacks once more in ranks on shivering ranks of gray,
But nothing happens.

Sudden successive flights of bullets streak the silence.
Less deadly than the air that shudders black with snow,
With sidelong flowing flakes that flock, pause and renew,
We watch them wandering up and down the wind’s
nonchalance,

But nothing happens.
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Tan yerinin dokunakh kederi yiikseliyor...

Tek 6grendigimiz savagin sirdigl, yagmurun islat-
tig1

Ve bulutlarin firtina getirdigi. Doguda melankolisini
toplarken gafak,

Ordu bir kezdaha saldinyor titreyen gri saflarin tizerine.
Ama higbir gey olmuyor.

Aniden st tiste ateglenen mermiler sessizligi deliyor.
Yandan bastiran, duran ve tekrar bastiran kar tipisiyle
Kapkara titreten havadan daha az 6liimciil mermiler,
Riizgirin umursamazhginda agag yukan yiriirken
izliyoruz onlan,

Ama higbir gey olmuyor.
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11

Pale flakes with lingering stealth come feeling for our
faces—

We cringe in holes, back on forgotten dreams, and
stare, snow-dazed,

Deep into grassier ditches. So we drowse, sun-do-
zed,

Littered with blossoms trickling where the blackbird
fusses.

Is it that we are dying?

Slowly our ghosts drag home: glimpsing the sunk fi-
res glozed

With crusted dark-red jewels; crickets jingle
there;

For hours the innocent mice rejoice: the house is
theirs;

Shutters and doors all closed: on us the doors are
closed—

We turn back to our dying.
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II

Havada asili kalan solgun kar taneleri yiiziimiizde
eriyor—

Kivrihyoruz gukurlarda, eski diiglere déniiyoruz ve
kardan kamagmg

Gozlerle daha yesil hendeklere bakiyoruz. Boylece
uyukluyoruz,

Karatavugun 6ttiigii yerden tstiimiize gigekler
yagarken.

Olmekte oldugumuz anlamina m1 geliyor bu?

Ruhlarimiz yavagca stirtikleniyor eve dogru:
koyu kirmiz: taglarla

Kaplanmg gibi duran gémiili ateglere takihyor
géziimiz; arcar

bocekleri inliyor; bayram ediyor farecikler:

ev onlarin olmusg;

Kepenkler ve kapilar hep kapal::

kapilar iizerimize kapaniyor—

Olmeye devam ediyoruz kaldigimiz yerden.
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Since we believe not otherwise can kind

fires burn;

Now ever suns smile true on child, or field,

or fruit.

For God's invincible spring our love is made afraid;
Therefore, notloath, welie out here; therefore were born,
For love of God seems dying.

To-night, His frost will fasten on this mud and us,
Shrivellingmany hands and puckering foreheads crisp.
The burying-party, picks and shovels in their shaking
grasp,

Pause over half-known faces. All their eyes are ice,
But nothing happens.
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Gunki artik inanmiyoruz yanabilecegine miisfik
ateglerin;

Giinesin giiliimseyecegine gocuklara, kirlara ve
meyvalara.

Gunki soguttu sevgimizi Tanri'min agilamaz bahary;
Bu ytizden buraya uzandik; bu ytizden dogduk,
Oliiyor giinkii belli ki Tanr1'min sevgisi.

O'nun dondurucu sogugu bu gece yapisacak bize ve
§u ¢amura,

Kurutarak ellerimizi ve pul pul ¢atlatarak alnimiz.
Mezarailar titreyen ellerindeki kazma ve kiireklerle
Zor tanunan ytizlere bakiyor. Gézleri buzlanrmug hepsinin,
Ama higbir gey olmuyor.
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SPRING OFFENSIVE

Halted against the shade of a last hill,

They fed, and, lying easy, were at ease

And, finding comfortable chests and knees
Carelessly slept. But many there stood still

To face the stark, blank sky beyond the ridge,
Knowing their feet had come to the end of the world.

Marvelling they stood, and watched the long grass swirled
By the May breeze, murmurous with wasp and midge,
For though the summer oozed into their veins

Like the injected drug for their bones’ pains,

Sharp on their souls hung the imminent line of grass,
Fearfully flashed the sky’s mysterious glass.
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BAHAR TAARRUZU

O sonuncu tepenin golgesinde konakladilar,
Yemeklerini yediler ve kaygisizca uyudular
Uzanip birbirlerinin gégiislerine ve dizlerine.
Fakat birgogu da bayirin ardindaki bog

Ve 1ss1z gokyiiziine bakarak dikildi ayakta,
Bilerek diinyanin sonuna gelindigini.

Saskin sagkin durup, iginde sineklerin vizildadig
Uzun otlarin Mayis meltemiyle yaptiklan dans izlediler,
Gunkii yaz, kemik agnisi igin enjekte edilen ilaglar gibi
Damarlarina yayilmig olsa bile, 6nlerindeki otlarin
Usturaya benzeyen ilk siras: asih kaldi ruhlarinda
Gokytiziintin gizemli aynasim parlatarak korkuyla.
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Hour after hour they ponder the warm field—

And the far valley behind, where the buttercups

Had blessed with gold their slow boots coming up,
Where even the little brambles would not yield,

But clutched and clung to them like sorrowing hands;
They breathe like trees unstirred.

Till like a cold gust thrilled the little word

At which each body and its soul begird

And tighten them for battle. No alarms

Of bugles, no high flags, no clamorous haste—

Only a lift and flare of eyes that faced

The sun, like a friend with whom their love is done.
O larger shone that smile against the sun,—
Mightier than his whose bounty these have spurned.
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Saatlerce sicacik tarlalara bakip diigiiniiyorlar—
Ve arkalarinda kalan vadiye, ki dugiingigekleri
Kutsamugt: altin renkleriyle agir postallarini orada,
Ki kiigtik dikenli gahlar yol vermemisti onlara
Tutunup yapisarak kederli eller gibi bacaklarina;
Kipirtisiz agaglar gibi nefes alip veriyorlar.

Sonra soguk bir yel esip titretiyor

Bedenlerin ve ruhlarin ¢arpigma éncesi

Sarip sarmaladigs o kiigtik s6zii. Ne bir boru gahyor,
Ne sancaklar ytikseliyor; gurultiilii telaglar yok—
Sadece, artik sevmedikleri bir arkadaga déntigen
Giinesi gormiig gozlerin verdigiisaretler var.

Ne de gtizel giilerdi o yiizler giinege kargi,—
Gugliydu elbet giines comertligini reddedenlerden.
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So, soon they topped the hill, and raced together
Over an open stretch of herb and heather

Exposed. And instantly the whole sky burned

With fury against them; and soft sudden cups
Opened in thousands for their blood; and the green
slopes

Chasmed and steepened sheer to infinite space.

Of them who running on that last high place

Leapt to swift unseen bullets, or went up

On the hot blast and fury of hell's upsurge,

Or plunged and fell away past this world’s verge,
Some say God caught them even before they
fell.

But what say such as from existence’ brink
Ventured but drave too swift to sink.

The few who rushed in the body to enter hell,
And there out-fiending all its fiends and flames
With superhuman inhumanities,

Long-famous glories, immemorial shames—

And crawling slowly back, have by degrees
Regained cool peaceful air in wonder—

Why speak they not of comrades that went under?
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Boylece, tirmanarak tepeye topluca, yesil bir

Agik alandan agag) hiicum ettiler otlarin ve
Fundalarin arasindan. Ve aniden tim gékytizi
Ofkeyle tutugtu kargilarinda; binlerce kiigiik

Gukur agiliverdi kanlarina susayan; yarklar
olustu

Yesil yamaglarda sonsuz uzaya dogru yiikselen.

O son tepeden agag) koganlardan bazilan

Yedikleri goriinmez kurgunlarla veya cehennem
Gazabi gibi yiikselen patlamalarla havalandilar,
Veya dugstiiler gegerek bu diinyanin keskin sinirini,
Bazlarina gére, yere garpmadan énce Tann kurtard
onlar.

Peki varolugun egiginden diigmeden

Hizla gegiveren o g6ziikaralar ne der?

Yani gu azinhk, bedenleriyle cehenneme giren

Ve orada insaniistii insandigiliklanyla,

Bilinen zaferleriyle ve kadim utanglanyla

Biitiin zebanilere ve alevlere rahmet okutan—

Ve agir agir geri donerek

Huzurlu bahar havasini tekrar cigerine ¢eken—
Neden hig s6z etmezler arkadaglarindan agag diigen?
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THE CHANCES

I'mind as ‘ow the night afore that show

Us five got talking, — we was in the know,

“Over the top to-morrer; boys, we'e for it,

First wave we are, first ruddy wave; that's tore it.”
“Ah well,” says Jimmy, —an’ ‘e’s seen some scrappin’ —
“There ain’t more nor five things as can ‘appen;

Ye get knocked out; else wounded —bad or cushy;
Scuppered; or nowt except yer feeling mushy.”

One of us got the knock-out, blown to chops.
T'other was hurt, like, losin’ both ‘is props.

An’ one, to use the word of ‘ypocrites,

‘Ad the misfortoon to be took by Fritz.

Now me, I wasn't scratched, praise God Almighty
(Though next time please I'll thank ‘im for a blighty),
But poor young Jim, ‘e’s livin’ an’ ‘e’s not;

‘E reckoned ‘e'd five chances, an' ‘e’s ‘ad;

‘E's wounded, killed, and pris'ner, all the lot —

The ruddy lot all rolled in one. Jim’s mad.
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IHTIMALLER

Begimizin o muharebeden énce

Konugtuklarimiz kafama takihyor,— biliyormusuz,
“Yarin bagimiza her gey gelebilir beyler,

Oncii birlik biziz, kanh canh hedefiz; durum budur.”
“Neyse ne,” dedi Jimmy,— ki epey badireler atlatrigti—
“En fazla beg ey gelebilir bagimiza;

Havaya ugabiliriz; ciddi ya da hafif yaralanabiliriz;
Olduriilebiliriz; veya hasarsizama hamur kivaminda
déneriz.”

Birimize sarapnel isabet etti, paramparga oldu.
Birimiz k6t yaraland: ve kaybetti iki ayagim da.

Ve birimiz de, riyakarlarin deyisiyle, Almanlarin
Eline diigme ‘talihsizligini’ yagadi.

Bende ise, Tanri'min sevgili kuluymugum, gizik bile yok
(Geri gonderilecek kadar yaralanmay tercih ederdim),
Ama zavalh Jim, ah zavalh, hem yagiyor hem 6lii gimdi;
Beg ihtimalden bahsetmisti, hepsi de bagina geldi;
Yaraland, 6ldurildd, esir digta, ve digerleri—

Bir araya geldi o beg lanet ihtimal. Ve Jim delirdi.
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S.I.W.

“I will to the King,

And offer him consolation in his trouble,
For that man there has set his teeth to die,
Andbeing one that hates obedience,
Discipline, and orderliness of life,

I cannot mourn him.”

W. B. Yeats

Patting goodbye, doubtless they told the lad

He'd always show the Hun a brave man'’s face;
Father would sooner him dead than in disgrace, —
Was proud to see him going, aye, and glad.

Perhaps his Mother whimpered how she'd fret

Until he got a nice, safe wound to nurse.

Sisters would wishgirlstoo could shoot, charge, curse, ...
Brothers — would send his favourite cigarette,

Each week, month after month, they wrote the same,
Thinking him sheltered in some Y.M. Hut,

Where once an hour a bullet missed its aim

And misses teased the hunger of his brain.

His eyes grew old with wincing, and his hand
Reckless with ague. Courage leaked, as sand

From the best sandbags after years of rain.
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S.1.w.!

“Vanip derhal Kralin yanina

Teselli edecegim onu bu konuda,

Madem ki, diyecegim, 6liim orucuna yatrmig bu adam,
Ve nefret edermis her tiirli itaatten,

Disiplinden ve diizenden,

Yasi tutulmaz boyle birinin.”

W. B. Yeats

Sirtini sivazlayip veda ederken delikanhya

Almana gostermesini 6gtlediler yigit neymis;

Oliim evladir, dedi babas, yuz karasindansa,—
Mutlu ve gururluydu savasa gidigsinden oglunun.
Annesi biraz sizlandi dileyerek bir an 6nce doniigtint
Raziyd: 6limciil olmayan bir yaraya mal olsa da bu.
Kiz kardegleri dediler keske kizlar da alinsa askere...
Erkek kardegsleri en sevdigi sigaralardan génderdiler
Haftalar, aylar boyunca; mektup da yazdilar ayru zamanda,
Bir tiir genglik yurdunda kaldigini samiyorlardi onun,
Oysa her saat kulaginin dibinden bir mermi gegiyordu
Ve bu gegisler zihninde etkisini gosteriyordu.
Donuklagt gézleri irkilmekten ve kayitsizlagt

Elleri titremekten. Akip gitti cesareti,

Kum torbalarindan yagmurla akip giden kum gibi.

1. Ingilizcede “self inflicted wound” kelimelerinin kisaltmasi. Tiirkgede “kendi ken-
dini yaralama” gibi bir anlama gelmektedir. Savasan askerlerden bazilarinin eve
gonderilebilmek igin bagvurduklari bir yontemdir —n.
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But never leave, wound, fever, trench-foot, shock,
Untrapped the wretch. And death seemed still withheld
For torture of lying machinally shelled,

At the pleasure of this world’s Powers who'd run
amok.

He'd seen men shoot their hands, on night patrol,
Their people never knew. Yet they were vile.
“Death sooner than dishonour, that’s the style!”
So Father said.

One dawn, our wire patrol

Carried him. This time, Death had not missed.

We could do nothing, but wipe his bleeding cough.
Could it be accident? — Rifles go off

Not sniped? No. (Later they found the English
ball.)

[t was the reasoned crisis of his soul.

Against the fires that would not burn him whole
But kept him for death’s perjury and scoff

And life’s half-promising, and both their riling.

With him they buried the muzzle his teeth had kissed,
And truthfully wrote the Mother
“Tim died smiling.”
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Kapana kisilmigt zavalh siperde, yaral, ategli,
Ayaklaridonmuyg, yoka ugramig. Ve 6liim saklaniyordu
Uzerlerinde siirekli patlayan bombalarin zulmiinde,
Diinyanin g6zii donmiig Kuvvetlerinin

keyfiyetiyle.

Kendi eline ateg eden adamlar gérmiistii gece devriyesinde,
Ailelerine s6ylenmedi bu. Ama algakhk olarak gortildii.
“Onursuzluktansa 6lmek yegdir!”

Demigsti babasi da.

Bir gafak vakti sinir devriyemiz

Buldu onu. Oliim hedefini bulmugtu bu kez.
Kanayan agziru silmekten bagka bir sey gelmedi elimizden.
Kaza miyd1 acaba? — Tiifekler patlar sonugta ...
Almanlar m1 vurdu? Hayir. (Ingiliz mermisi bulundu
dahasonra.)

Nedeni belli bir ruhsal bunalimd..

Onu yakip yikmak yerine onunla dalga gegen
Oliimiin yalanlarina ve alaylarina

Ve yagamin yarim vaatlerine gosterilen bir tepkiydi.

Agzinin 6ptigi tifegi de gémdiiler onunla birlikte,
Yalan da degildi, §6yle yazdilar annesine:
“Gulumseyerek 61di Tim.”
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FUTILITY

Move him into the sun—

Gently its touch awoke him once,

At home, whispering of fields unsown.
Always it awoke him, even in France,
Until this morning and this snow.

If anything might rouse him now

The kind old sun will know.

Think how it wakes the seeds—

Woke, once, the clays of a cold star.

Are limbs so dear-achieved, are sides
Full-nerved,—still warm,—too hard to stir?
Was it for this the clay grew tall?

—O what made fatuous sunbeams toil

To break earth’s sleep at all?
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BOSUNA

Giinege ¢ikaralim onu—

Ingiltere'deyken dokunugu uyandirmigt onu
Ve ekilmemig tarlalarn fisildayigt kulagina.
Hep giinesleuyandi o, Fransa'da bile,

Bu karl sabaha kadar.

Onu uyandiracak bir gey varsa,

O iyi ve kadim giinestir yine.

Tohumlari nasil uyandirdigini diigtin—

Soguk bir y1ldizin gamurunu uyandird bir defasinda.
Onca zorlukla biytiyen kollar-bacaklar,

Sinir agiyla 6riili yanlar,— ki sicaklar hila,— bu kadar mu
Zor canlanmir? Bunun igin mi serpildi bu ¢gamur bunca?
—O zaman neden bu kadar ugragt: ki

O aptal giineg 151nlan uyandirmak igin diinyay1?
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SMILE, SMILE, SMILE

Head to limp head, the sunk-eyed wounded scanned
Yesterday's Mail; the casualties (typed small)
And (large) Vast Booty from our Latest Haul.
Also, they read of Cheap Homes, not yet plan-
ned;

For, said the paper, “When this war is done

The men'’s first instinct will be making homes.
Meanwhile their foremost need is aerodromes,
It being certain war has just begun.

Peace would do wrong to our undying dead,—
The sons we offered might regret they died

If we got nothing lasting in their stead.

We must be solidly indemnified.

Though all be worthy Victory which all bought,
We rulers sitting in this ancient spot

Would wrong our very selves if we forgot

The greatest glory will be theirs who fought,
Who kept this nation in integrity.”

Nation? — The half-limbed readers did not chafe
But smiled at one another curiously

Like secret men who know their secret safe.
This is the thing they know and never speak,
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GULUMSE, GULUMSE, GULUMSE

Kuru kafalar1 ve gukur gézleriyle tetkik etti yarahlar
Diiniin gazetesini; kayiplarimiz: (kiigtik yazilmigti)
Ve Son Vurgundan gelen Biiytik Ganimeti (biiytiik yazlrrush).
Ucuz Evler ile ilgili bir haber vardi, ama planlan ha-
zir degildi;

Gunk, diyordu gazete, “Savas bittiginde,
Insanlarin ilk aklina gelen gey yuva kurmak olacak.
Oysa su anda en elzem ihtiyaglan hangarlar,

Ne de olsa savag heniiz baglad.

Barig haksizlik olur éliimsiiz sehitlerimize,—

Kaha bir sey koyamazsak onlarin yerine

Bu evlatlarimiz huzur bulmazlar yattiklar yerde.
Once tamamen tazmin etmeliyiz kayiplarimiz..
Zafer,onda payiolan herkese ait olsa da,

Bu kadim makamda oturan biz yoneticiler

Kendi kendimizi kandirinz sayet unutursak

En ganh zaferin savaganlara ait oldugunu,

Onlardir bu ulusun birligini saglayanlar.”

Ulus mu? — Eksik uzuvlu okuyucular kizmak yerine
Birbirlerine giiliimsediler merakh gozlerle

Gizli kasalarinin yerini bilen gizemli adamlar gibi.
Bildikleri ve asla bahsetmedikleri gey suydu ki,
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That England one by one had fled to France

(Not many elsewhere now save under France).
Pictures of these broad smiles appear each week,
And people in whose voice real feeling rings

Say: How they smile! They're happy now, poor
things.

23rd September 1918.
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Ingilizler teker teker Fransa'da almigti solugu
(Fransa haricinde ¢ok Ingiliz kalmamig gibiydi).

Bu genig giiliimsemelerin resmi her hafta gikiyor
Gazetede, ve gergek duygulan seslerinde yankilanan
Insanlar géyle diyor: Nasil da giiliiyorlar! Mutlu
zavalhaklar.

23 Eylil 1918.
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CONSCIOUS

His fingers wake, and flutter up the bed.

His eyes come open with a pull of will,

Helped by the yellow may-flowers by his head.
A blind-cord drawls across the window-sill ...
How smooth the floor of the ward is! what a rug!
And who's that talking, somewhere out of sight?
Why are they laughing? What's inside that jug?
“Nurse! Doctor!” “Yes; all right, all right.”

But sudden dusk bewilders all the air -

There seems no time to want a drink of water.
Nurse looks so far away. And everywhere

Music and roses burnt through crimson slaughter.
Cold; cold; he’s cold; and yet so hot:

And there’s no light to see the voices by —

No time to dream, and ask — he knows not what.
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BILING

Parmaklarn uyaniyor ve hereketleniyor yatagn tistiinde.
Azmin giictyle agihyor gézleri,

Baginin yanindaki sari mayzs gigeklerinin de yardimuyla.
Jaluzinin kordonu agir agir konuguyor pervaz boyunca...
Kogusun zemini ne kadar d a piirtizsiiz! Ne giizel hah bu!
Peki ya bu konugan kim, gézden 1rak bir yerden?
Neden giiltiyorlar béyle? O siirahinin igindeki ne?
“Hemgire! Doktor!” “Evet; tamam, tamam.”

Fakat aniden bativeren giineg allak bullak ediyor havay: —
Bir yudum su istemeye bile vakit yok gibi.

Cok uzakta géziikiiyor hemgire. Ve her yerde yakip
Birakmig kan kirmizi bir katliam, miizigi ve giilleri.
Ustiyor; tigityor; ok tigityor; ayni anda gok da terliyor:
Sesleri gérmeye yetecek kadar 151k yok —

Vakit yok diig gsrmeye, ve sormaya — neyi, bilmiyor.
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A TERRE
(Being the philosophy of many Soldiers.)

Sit on the bed; I'm blind, and three parts shell,
Be careful; can't shake hands now; never shall.
Both arms have mutinied against me — brutes.
My fingers fidget like ten idle brats.

[ tried to peg out soldierly —no use!

One dies of war like any old disease.

This bandage feels like pennies on my eyes.

I have my medals? — Discs to make eyes close.

My glorious ribbons? — Ripped from my own back
In scarlet shreds. (That'’s for your poetry book.)
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YERDE
(Birgok Askerin felsefesi olarak.)

Otur yataga; koriim ben, li¢ yamim garapnel,

Dikkatli ol; el sikisamam gimdi; ne de sonra.

Iki elim de isyan etti bana — hayvanlar.

Parmaklarim kipirdamp duruyor, haylaz ¢ocuklar gibi.

Asker gibi 6leyim dedim — ige yaramad!
Savastan 6lmek de hastahktan 6lmeye benzer.
Gozlerimde sarg1 degil metal paralar var sanki.
Madalyalarim mi1? — Gézleri 6rten daireler.
Parlak niganlarim? — Sirtimdan sékiilen
Kirmizi geritler. (Bu da giir kitabin igin olsun.)
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A short life and a merry one, my brick!

We used to say we'd hate to live dead old, -

Yet now . . . I'd willingly be puffy, bald,

And patriotic. Buffers catch from boys

At least the jokes hurled at them. I suppose

Little I'd ever teach a son, but hitting,

Shooting, war, hunting, all the arts of hurting.
Well, that's what I learnt, — that, and making money.
Your fifty years ahead seem none too many?

Tell me how long I've got? God! For one year

To help myself to nothing more than air!

One Spring! Is one too good to spare, too long?
Spring wind would work its own way to my lung,
And grow me legs as quick as lilac-shoots.

My servant's lamed, but listen how he shouts!
When I'm lugged out, he'll still be good for that.
Here in this mummy-case, you know, I've thought
How well I might have swept his floors for ever,
I'd ask no night off when the bustle’s over,
Enjoying so the dirt. Who's prejudiced

Against a grimed hand when his own’s quite dust,
Less live than specks that in the sun-shafts turn,
Less warm than dust that mixes with arms’ tan?
I'dlove to be a sweep, now, black as Town,

Yes, or a muckman. Must I be his load?
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Hizh yaga geng 6l, dostum!

O kadar uzun yagamanin sagma oldugunu séylerdik,—
Yine de gimdi... §igman, kel ve milliyet¢i olmay:
isterdim. En azindan yaghlar

Genglerin kendilerine yaptig: sakalan gérebiliyor.

Bir oglum olsa vurmay, ateg etmeyi, savagmay,
Avlanmay: ve her tiirlii can yakma sanatim 6gretirdim ona.
Bana da bunlan 6grettiler, — ha, bir de para kazanmay:.
Oniindeki elli y1l gok uzun gelmiyor mu sana?

Benim ne kadar vaktim var peki? Tanrim! Bir sene
Boyunca hi¢bir gey yapmaz, hava alirdim sadece!
Yada bir bahar boyunca! Cok mu uzundur bir bahar?
Bahar havasini ¢ekince cigerlerime,

Leylak filizleri gibi hizla uzardi bacaklarim.

Emir erim topal benim, ama bak nasil bagiriyor!
Beni gotiirdiiklerinde hala baginyor olacak o.

Bu mumya kutusunda émiir boyu yerleri
Stupirmenin guizelligini digtindim,

Kogugturma bittiginde bile ayrilmak istemezdim,

O kadar severdim tozu toprag. Kim 6nyargih yaklagir ki
Kirli ellere, kendi elleri bu kadar tozluyken,

Giineg lekelerinden ve gillerden daha az yagarken,
Daha az sicakken giineg yanig1 kollara bulagan tozdan?
Baca temizleyicisi olmak isterdim, sehir gibi kapkara,
Evet, ya da bir ¢6p¢ti. Onun topladig ¢6p mii olsam?
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O Life, Life, let me breathe, — a dug-out rat!

Not worse than ours the existences rats lead -
Nosing along at night down some safe vat,

They find a shell-proof home before they rot.
Dead men may envy living mites in cheese,

Or good germs even. Microbes have their joys,
And subdivide, and never come to death,
Certainly flowers have the easiest time on earth.
“I shall be one with nature, herb, and stone.”
Shelley would tell me. Shelley would be stunned;
The dullest Tommy hugs that fancy now.
“Pushing up daisies,” is their creed, you know.
To grain, then, go my fat, to buds my sap,

For all the usefulness there is in soap.

D'you think the Boche will ever stew man-soup?
Some day, no doubt, if

Friend, be very sure

I shall be better off with plants that share

More peaceably the meadow and the shower.
Soft rains will touch me, - as they could touch once,
And nothing but the sun shall make me ware.
Your guns may crash around me. I'll not hear;
Or, if 1 wince, I shall not know I wince.

Don't take my soul's poor comfort for your jest.
Soldiers may grow a soul when turned to fronds,
But here the thing’s best left at home with friends.
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Hayat, ah Hayat, nefes ver bana,— yerin alindaki bir sigan!
Siganlann hayatlan bizimldnden ok da kotti degil ashnda —
Geceleri agir agir ilerlerler giivenli bir sarnigtan asagy,
Bir yeralt: siginag) bulurlar 6lip giirimeden 6nce.
Olii adamlar peynirdeki kurtlara gipta edebilirler,
Hattid mikroplara bile. Negelidir mikroplar

Ve bolinerek ¢ogalirlar, ama asla 6lmezler,

Diinyada en rahat yasayan varhklarsa kesinlikle ¢iceklerdir.
“Kangacagim dogaya, otlara ve taglara.”

Shelley'nin dedigi gibi. Gérse gok gagirirdi Shelley,
En siradan askerin bile paylagtigimi bu gériigii bugtin.
“Otlar biiriiyor mezarimi,” inancim geregi.

Sonra yaglarim tohumlara, diriligim tomurcuklara
Gidiyor, glinkii ne varsa yine sabunda var.

Almanlar yine kaynatacak m insan yahnisini?

illa ki bir giin, sayet...

Sundan emin ol ki arkadagim,

Daha iyi gelecek bana beraber olmak

Gayin ve suyu huzurla paylagan bitkilerle.

Hafif yagmurlar diigecek tistiime, —bir kereye mahsus,
Ve yalnizca giineg gekecek dikkatimi benim.

Silahli gatigmaniz devam edebilir etrafimda. Duymam;
Ve irkilsem de bilmem irkildigimi.

Kagrmaym ruhumun rahatini kendi eglenceniz ugruna.
Ota yapraga doniigtiigiinde ruhu olur askerlerin,
Ancak burada en iyisi evde arkadaglarla birakmaktir onu.
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My soul's a little grief, grappling your chest,
To climb your throat on sobs; easily chased
On other sighs and wiped by fresher winds.

Carry my crying spirit till it's weaned
To do without what blood remained these wounds.
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Ruhumun kigik Gziintiisi sarihyor bégriinuze sizin,
Tirmaniyor higkiran girtlaginiza; diger ah’lar
Kovaliyor onu hemen ve siiptiriiyor serin riizgarlar.

Tagiyin aglayan ruhumu benim sitten kesilene dek o,
Ki bu yaralarda kalan kan gerekmesin ona.
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WILD WITH ALL REGRETS
(Another version of “A Terre”.)
To Siegfried Sassoon

My arms have mutinied against me — brutes!

My fingers fidget like ten idle brats,

My back’s been stiff for hours, damned hours.
Death never gives his squad a Stand-at-ease.

I can't read. There: it’s no use. Take your book.
Asshort life and a merry one, my buck!

We said we'd hate to grow dead old. But now,

Not to live old seems awful: not to renew

My boyhood with my boys, and teach ‘em hitting,
Shooting and hunting, — all the arts of hurting!
— Well, that's what I learnt. That, and making money.
Your fifty years in store seem none too many;

But I've five minutes. God! For just two years

To help myself to this good air of yours!

One Spring! Is one too hard to spare? Too long?
Spring air would find its own way to my lung,
And grow me legs as quick as lilac-shoots.
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KEDERDEN CILDIRAN
(“Yerde™nin farkh bir versiyonu.)
Siegfried Sassoon igin

Ellerim kazan kaldirdi bana karg: - gerefsizler!
Parmaklanim kipir kipir, haylaz ¢ocuklar gibi,
Saatlerdir tutuk sirtim, uzun ve acili saatler.

Asla ‘Rahat!” komutu vermez mangasina Olim.
Okuyamiyorum. Bak: boguna. Alabilirsin kitabinu.
Hizh yasa geng 61, dostum!

Sagma oldugunu séylerdik o kadar uzun yagamanin.
Oysa simdi, yaglanmamak korkung geliyor: yeniden
yagayamamak

Gocuklugunu gocuklarinla, ve 6gretememek onlara
vurmays,

Ateg etmeyi ve avlanmay1, —degisik yollanni ac vermenin!
— Bana da bunlan ogrettiler. Ha, bir de para kazanmay.
Senin 6ntindeki elli yil da ok degil belki;
Amabenim yalnizca beg dakikam var. Tanrim! [ki sene
Boyunca higbir ey yapmaz, hava alirdim sadece!

Ya da bir bahar boyunca! Cok mu uzundur bir bahar?
Bahar havasini gekince cigerlerime,

Leylak filizleri gibi hizla uzardi bacaklarim.
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Yes, there's the orderly. He'll change the sheets
When I'm lugged out, oh, couldn’t I do that?
Here in this coffin of a bed, I've thought

I'd like to kneel and sweep his floors for ever, —
And ask no nights off when the bustle’s over,
For I'd enjoy the dirt; who's prejudiced

Against a grimed hand when his own’s quite dust, —
Less live than specks that in the sun-shafts turn?
Dear dust, - in rooms, on roads, on faces’ tan!
I'd love to be a sweep’s boy, black as Town;

Yes, or a muckman. Must I be his load?
Afleawould do. If one chap wasn't bloody,

Or went stone-cold, I'd find another body.
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Hizmetliye bir bakin. Beni gétiirdiiklerinde
Carsaflan degistirecek, peki, ben yapsam bu igi?

Bu tabut gibi yatakta durmadan bunu diigiindiim,
Ben de ¢omelip yerleri temizleyebilirdim hayat boyu, -
izin de istemezdim akgamlar1 mesai bittiginde,
Severdim ¢iinkii tozu topragy; kim 6nyargil olabilir ki
Kirli ellere karg: kendi elleri tozluyken, —

Kim daha kisa yagar giineg gittiginde giines lekelerinden?
Sevgili toz, — odalardasin, yollardasin, bronz yiizlerdesin!
Kegke bir baca temizleyicisi olsaydim, $ehir kadar kara;
Evet, ya da bir ¢6pgi. Veya ¢6piin kendisi mi olsaydim?
Pire de olabilirdim. Bir kurbanum yeterince kanh degilse,
Veya olirse, hemen bagka bir beden bulurdum.
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Which I shan’t manage now. Unless it's yours.

I shall stay in you, friend, for some few hours.
You'll feel my heavy spirit chill your chest,

And climb your throat on sobs, until it's chased
On sighs, and wiped from off your lips by wind.

Ithink on your rich breathing, brother, I'll be weaned
To do without whatblood remained me from my wound.

sth December 1917.
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$u anda yapamam bunu. Beden senin degilse.
Kalacagim iginde, dostum, birkag saat boyunca.
Hissedeceksin tirperttigini agir ruhumun gégstin,
Tirmandigini higkiran girtlagina, ah'larla kovalanana dek,
Vesilinene dek dudaklarinin tizerinden rizgirla.

Derin soluman diigtintiyorum da, kardegim, siitten
Kesilecegim ben, yaramdan geriye kalan kan olmadan.

5 Arahk 1917.
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DISABLED

He sat in a wheeled chair, waiting for dark,

And shivered in his ghastly suit of grey,

Legless, sewn short at elbow. Through the park
Voices of boys rang saddening like a hymn,

Voices of play and pleasure after day,

Till gathering sleep had mothered them from him.

About this time Town used to swing so gay

When glow-lamps budded in the light-blue trees,
And girls glanced lovelier as the air grew dim,
—In the old times, before he threw away his knees.
Now he will never feel again how slim

Girls’ waists are, or how warm their subtle hands,
All of them touch him like some queer disease.
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MALUL

Tekerlekli sandalyede oturuyordu havanin kararmasim
Beklerken ve titriyordu korkung gri kiyafeti iginde,
Bacaklan yoktu, kolu dirsekten dikilmisti. Uziicii bir ilahi
Gibi ginhyordu parktaki ¢ocuklarin sesleri

Guin sonunda oyunlar oynayip eglenen,

Uykular gelip de annelerinin yanina dénene dek.

Yilin bu zaman $ehir negeyle dans ederdi

Neonlar siislediginde agtk mavi agaglan,

Geng kizlar parlard iyice karardikga hava,
—Eskiden, bacaklarinin yerinde oldugu zamanlar.
Artik asla dokunamayacak ince bellerine

Ve narin ellerinin sicakhgina geng kizlarin,

Onlann hepsi kendisine garip bir hastabk gibi dokunurken.
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There was an artist silly for his face,

For it was younger than his youth, last year.
Now, he is old; his back will never brace;

He's lost his colour very far from here,

Poured it down shell-holes till the veins ran dry,
And half his lifetime lapsed in the hot race,
And leap of purple spurted from his thigh.

One time he liked a blood-smear down his leg,
After the matches, carried shoulder-high.

It was after football, when he'd drunk a peg,

He thought he'd better join. He wonders why

Someone had said he'd look a god in kilts.

That's why; and maybe, too, to please his Meg,
Aye, that was it, to please the giddy jilts,

He asked to join. He didn't have to beg;
Smiling they wrote his lie: aged nineteen years.
Germans he scarcely thought of; all their guilt,
And Austria’s, did not move him. And no fears
Of Fear came yet. He thought of jewelled hilts
For daggers in plaid socks; of smart salutes;
And care of arms; and leave; and pay arrears;
Esprit de corps; and hints for young recruits.
And soon, he was drafted out with drums and cheers.
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Bir ressam resmini yapmak istemisti

Gegen sene, gengti tabii o zamanlar.

Yagland artik; asla giiglenmeyecek sirts;

Benzinin rengini buradan ok uzaklarda kaybetti,
Bomba gukurlarina akith onu damarlan kuruyana dek,
Omriiniin yans hararetli yarigmalarla ge¢misti,

Ve uylugundan figkirmigti mor bir fiskiye.

O zamanlar bacagini kaplayan kan lekesiyle 6viiniirdi,
Omuzlarda taginirdi futbol maglarindan sonra.

Yine bir magtan sonra bir sodal viski igti

Ve orduya yazilmaya karar verdi. Sebebini merak ediyor
simdi...

Uniformayla ilah gibi gériinecegini sdylemisti birisi.

Belki bundan, belki de Meg'i mutlu etmek igin,
Evet, buydu tabii, bu havai kizi mutlu etmek igin,
Yazilmaya karar verdi. Israr etmesine gerek kalmad,
Tebesstimle yazdilar yalanini: yag1 on dokuzdur.
Almanlan kafasina takmads; onlarin giinahlanni da,
Nede Avusturya'yy, higbiri etkilemedi onu. Korkudan
Korkmuyordu daha. Ekose oraptaki elmas kabzeli
Kamalan kafasina takti; gaki gibi selamlars;

Silah bakimini; ve izinleri; ve maaglary;

Birlik ruhunu; ve acemi erlere tavsiyeleri.

Ve ardindan, ugurlandi davullarla ve alkiglarla.
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Some cheered him home, but not as crowds cheer Goal.
Only a solemn man who brought him fruits
Thanked him; and then enquired about his soul.
Now, he will spend a few sick years in Institutes,

And do what things the rules consider wise,

And take whatever pity they may dole.

Tonight he noticed how the women's eyes

Passed from him to the strong men that were whole.
How cold and late it is! Why don't they come

And put him into bed? Why don't they come?
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Déniigiinde de alkigland, bir Gol bile daha fazla
Alkiglanirdi gergi. Bir tek ona meyveler getiren

Vakur bir adam tegekkuir etti; hemen tistiine maneviyatim
Sorguladi. Artik Hastanelerde gegirecek birkag yiliny,
Onlarin kurallanyla belirlenen bir hayati olacak,

Ve kendi payina diigen yardimlarla yasayacak.

Bu akgam, kadinlanin, gézlerini kendisinden kagirarak
Bedeni tam olan giglii erkeklere baktigini fark etti.
Saat ¢ok geg, hava da ¢ok serinledi! Gelip de yatagina
Gotiirseler ya onu! Neden gelmiyorlar hala?
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sker ve sair Wilfred Owen'in
Savag Siirleri, asker ve sair
Tamer Giilbek'in duru
Tirkgesiyle tam yiiz yil sonra
dilimize kazandiriliyor.
Birinci Diinya Savagi edebiyatinin en
6nemli isimlerinden biri olan Owen
(1893-1918), savasta [ngiltere adina tegmen
riitbesiyle gérev yapmis ve savagin
bitmesine ¢ok kisa bir siire kala cephede
hayatini kaybetmistir. Owen Birinci
Diinya Savaginin ve genel olarak tiim
savaslarin yol a¢tig1 bitytik acilar, siir
sanatinin en gilizel 6rneklerini verecek
sekilde dizelere dokmiistiir. Cagdas
akademi diinyas1 Owen'in eserlerini savag
kosullarinda savasa dair yazilmis en
carpict siirler olarak gérmekte ve onun
sonraki nesiller tizerindeki derin etkisini
teslim etmektedir.
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