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Hiimanizma ruhunun ilk anlayig ve duyus merhalesi, insan
varliginin en miisahhas sekilde ifadesi olan sanat eserlerinin be-
nimsenmesiyle baglar. Sanat subeleri i¢inde edebiyat, bu ifade-
nin zihin unsurlar en zengin olamudir. Bunun igindir ki bir mil-
letin, diger milletler edebiyanni kendi dilinde, daha dogrusu
kendi idrakinde tekrar etmesi; zeka ve anlama kudretini o eser-
ler nispetinde artirmasi, canlandirmasi ve yeniden yaratmasidir.
Iste terciime faaliyetini, biz, bu bakimdan ehemmiyetli ve me-
deniyet ddvamiz igin miiessir bellemekteyiz. Zekasinin her cep-
hesini bu tiirlii eserlerin her tiirliisiine tevcih edebilmis milletler-
de diisiincenin en silinmez vasitasi olan yazi ve onun mimarisi
demek olan edebiyat, biitiin kiitlenin ruhuna kadar igliyen ve si-
nen bir tesire sahiptir. Bu tesirdeki fert ve cemiyet ittisali, za-
manda ve mekinda biitiin hudutlar: delip agacak bir saglamlik
ve yayginligi gosterir. Hangi milletin kiitiipanesi bu yonden zen-
ginse o millet, medeniyet dleminde daha yiiksek bir idrak sevi-
yesinde demektir. Bu itibarla terciime hareketini sistemli ve dik-
katli bir surette idare etmek, Tirk irfaninin en 6nemli bir cep-
hesini kuvvetlendirmek, onun geniglemesine, ilerlemesine hiz-
met etmektir. Bu yolda bilgi ve emeklerini esirgemiyen Tiirk
miinevverlerine sitkranla duyguluyum. Onlarin himmetleri ile
bes sene icinde, hig degilse, devlet eli ile yiiz ciltlik, hususi tegeb-
bisslerin gayreti ve gene devletin yardumu ile, onun dért beg mis-
li fazla olmak iizere zengin bir terciime kiitiipanemiz olacakuir.
Bilhassa Tiirk dilinin, bu emeklerden elde edecegi biiyiik fayda-
y1 diisiiniip de simdiden terciime faaliyetine yakin ilgi ve sevgi
duymamak, hicbir Tiirk okuru igin miimkiin olamiyacakur.

23 Hagziran 1941
Maarif Vekili
Hasan Ali Yiicel
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SONGS OF INNOCENCE

1789



MASUMIYET SARKILARI

1789



William Blake

Introduction

Piping down the valleys wild
Piping songs of pleasant glee
On a cloud I saw a child.

And he laughing said to me.

Pipe a song about a Lamb:
So I piped with merry chear,
Piper pipe that song again —
So I piped, he wept to hear.

Drop thy pipe thy happy pipe
Sing thy songs of happy chear,
So I sung the same again
While he wept with joy to hear.

Piper sit thee down and write
In a book that all may read —
So he vanish’d from my sight,
And I pluck’d a hollow reed.

And I made a rural pen,

And I stain’d the water clear,
And I wrote my happy songs,
Every child may joy to hear



Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

CEECECECECEEECEHECEECEEEeEEE

Sunus

Kaval ¢alarak 1ssiz vadiler iniyordum
Kavalimla neseli sarkilar ¢ala gala
Bir bulut istiinde bir ¢ocuk gordiim.
Ve o soyle dedi giilerek bana.

Bana bir sarki ¢al bir Kuzu igin:
Ben de bir garki caldim neseyle,
Kavalci o sarkiyr gene calsana —
Ben de ¢aldim, aglad isitince.

At elinden kavalini o mutlu kavalini
Negeli sarkilarini kendin soyle sen,
Boylece soyledim ayni sarkiyt

O dinleyip sevincinden aglarken.

Kavalci simdi artik otur da sen

Bir kitap yaz herkes okuyabilsin —
Boylece kayboldu goziimiin 6niinden,
Ve ben i¢i bog bir kamig kopardim.

Ve bir koyli kalemi yaptim,
Ve boyadim temiz suyu,

Ve mutlu sarkilarim yazdim,
Neselendirmek i¢in her ¢ocugu



William Blake

The Shepherd

How sweet is the Shepherds sweet lot,
From the morn to the evening he strays:
He shall follow his sheep all the day

And his tongue shall be filled with praise.

For he hears the lambs innocent call.

And he hears the ewes tender reply.

He is watchful while they are in peace,

For they know when their Shepherd is nigh.



Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Coban

Nasil tathdir Cobanin tath nasibi,
Sabahtan aksama dek gezer kir bayur:
Biitiin giin koyunlarni izleyecektir
Ve dili dualarla dolacakur.

Clnkii duyar kuzularin masum seslenigini.
Ve duyar analarin mugfik kargiligmni.

O tetikteyken onlar huzurludur, ciinkii
Bilirler ne zaman yakinda Cobanlar:.



William Blake

The Ecchoing Green

The Sun does arise,

And make happy the skies.
The merry bells ring,

To welcome the Spring.

The sky-lark and thrush,

The birds of the bush,

Sing louder around,

To the bells chearful sound,
While our sports shall be seen
On the Ecchoing Green.

Old John with white hair
Does laugh away care,
Sitting under the oak,
Among the old folk.

They laugh at our play,

And soon they all say,

Such such were the joys,
When we all girls & boys,
In our youth time were seen,
On the Ecchoing Green.



Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar

Yankryan Yesillik

Giineg dogup yiikseliyor,
Gokleri mutlu ediyor.

Caliyor negeli ¢anlar,

Bahan kargiliyorlar.
Tarlakuglan, ardickuglan,
Calligin kuglan,

Canlarin sen seslerinin
Cevresinde daha yiiksek sesleri,
Ovyunlarimuz goriileceginde
Yankiyan Yegsillikte.

Ihtiyar John ak saciyla

Giiltip gecer kaygilara,

Oturmus megenin altina,
Yashlarin arasina.

Oyunumuza giilityorlar,
Pesinden goyle diyorlar,

Bizim de boyleydi sevinglerimiz,
Oglan iken kiz iken biz hepimiz,
Goriiliirdii kiigukluk devrimizde,
Yankiyan Yesillikte.



William Blake

Till the little ones weary

No more can be merry

The sun does descend,

And our sports have an end:
Round the laps of their mothers,
Many sisters and brothers,

Like birds in their nest,

Are ready for rest:

And sport no more seen,

On the darkening Green.



Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilars

Ta ki yorulup ¢ocuklar,
Keyifleri kagana kadar
Giines al¢alip batiyor,
Oyunlarimiz bitiyor:
Analarinin kucaginda
Kizlar oglanlar bir arada,
Tipki yuvada kuslar,
Dinlenmeye hazirlar:

Ve artik oyun goriilmez,
Kararan Yesillikte,



William Blake

The Lamb

Little Lamb who made thee
Dost thou know who made thee
Gave thee life & bid thee feed,
By the stream & o’er the mead;
Gave thee clothing of delight,
Softest clothing wooly bright;
Gave thee such a tender voice,
Making all the vales rejoice:
Little Lamb who made thee
Dost thou know who made thee

Little Lamb Il tell thee,
Little Lamb Il tell thee;

He is called by thy name,

For he calls himself a Lamb:

He is meek & he is mild,

He became a little child:

I a child & thou a lamb,

We are called by his name.
Little Lamb God bless thee,
Little Lamb God bless thee.



Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilars

Kuzu

Kiigiik Kuzu seni kim yaratti
Bilir misin seni kim yaratti
Kim hayat verdi, irmak kiyilarinda
Ve cayirlarda yiyecek sundu sana;
Sana seving giysisini kim verdi,
Tiyld, parlak, yumusacik;
Sana kim verdi biitiin vadileri
Senlendiren boyle tath bir sesi:
Kiigiik Kuzu seni kim yaratti
Bilir misin seni kim yaratti

Kiigiik Kuzu soyleyecegim sana,
Kiicitk Kuzu soyleyecegim sana;
Senin adinla bilinir kendi de,
Cunkii bir Kuzu der o da kendine:
O algakgoniillii, yumugak huylu,
O kiigiiciik bir ¢ocuk oldu:
Ben bir ¢ocugum, kuzusun sen de,
Onun aduyla biliniriz biz de.
Kiigiik Kuzu Tanr seni kutsasin,
Kiigiik Kuzu Tanri seni kutsasin.



William Blake

The Little Black Boy

My mother bore me in the southern wild,
And I am black, but O! my soul is white,
White as an angel is the English child:
But I am black as if bereav’d of light.

My mother taught me underneath a tree
And sitting down before the heat of day,
She took me on her lap and kissed me,
And pointing to the east began to say.

Look on the rising sun: there God does live

And gives his light, and gives his heat away.

And flowers and trees and beasts and men recieve
Comfort in morning joy in the noon day.

And we are put on earth a little space,

That we may learn to bear the beams of love.
And these black bodies and this sun-burnt face
Is but a cloud, and like a shady grove.

For when our souls have learn’d the heat to bear
The cloud will vanish we shall hear his voice,
Saying: come out from the grove my love & care,
And round my golden tent like lambs rejoice.



Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Kiigiik Kara Oglan

Anam beni giineyin yabaninda dogurdu,

Ve benim rengim kara, ama ah! beyaz ruhum,
Bir melek gibi beyazdir Ingiliz ¢ocugu;

Ama ben karayim sanki hig 11k almamugim.

Anam bana bir agacin altinda 6gretti
Ve giiniin sicaginda otururken orada,
Beni kucagna alip 6ptii oksadi sevdi,
Ve doguyu gostererek bagladi anlatmaya.

Su dogan giinege bak: Tann orada yasar

Ve 1sig1mu verir ve sicagmni verir. Ve

Cigekler ve agaglar ve hayvanlar ve insanlar
Sabah rahatlik alir 6gleyin nege.

Ve diinyada kiigiiciik bir yere konulduk biz,
Sevgi 1ginlarina dayanmay: 6grenelim diye.
Ve bu kara viicutlar ve bu giinegyanig yiiz
Bir bulut ve golgeli bir ormandir sadece.

Ciinkii ruhlarimiz o sicaga dayanmay1 6grenince
Bulut ortadan kalkacak duyacagiz onun sesini,
Cikin ormandan sevgim ve kaygim diyecek bize,
Negselenin altin ¢adirnmin etrafinda kuzular gibi.



William Blake

Thus did my mother say and kissed me.

And thus I say to little English boy.

When I from black and he from white cloud free,
And round the tent of God like lambs we joy:

1l shade him from the heat till he can bear,
To lean in joy upon our fathers knee.

And then I'll stand and stroke his silver hair,
And be like him and he will then love me.



Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilars

Boyle dedi benim anam ve 6ptii sarilip bana.

Ben de kiiciik Ingiliz gocuguna diyorum simdi.
Ben kara o beyaz buluttan kurtulunca ve etrafinda
Neseliyken Tanrr’nin ¢adirinin kuzular gibi:

Onu sicaktan ben koruyacagim o babamizin
Dizine negeyle yaslanmaya katlanana dek.

Ve sonra durup giimiis sagina dokunacagim,
Ve onun gibi olacagim, o zaman beni sevecek.



William Blake

The Blossom

Merry Merry Sparrow
Under leaves so green

A happy Blossom

Sees you swift as arrow
Seek your cradle narrow
Near my Bosom.

Pretty Pretty Robin

Under leaves so green

A happy Blossom

Hears you sobbing sobbing
Pretty Pretty Robin

Near my Bosom.
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Gonca

Neseli Serce Negeli

Yesil yapraklar altinda
Mutlu bir Goncea
Goriiyor senin ok gibi seri
Aradigini dar besigini
Gogsiimiin yakininda.

Tath Iskete Tath

Yesil yapraklar altinda
Mutlu bir Gonca
Duyuyor senin higkirdigini
Tath Iskete Tath
Go6gsiimiin yakininda.



William Blake

The Chimney Sweeper

When my mother died I was very young,
And my father sold me while yet my tongue,
Could scarcely cry weep weep weep weep.
So your chimneys I sweep & in soot I sleep.

Theres little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head
That curl’d like a lambs back, was shav’d, so I said,
Hush Tom never mind it, for when your head’s bare,
You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair.

And so he was quiet, & that very night,

As Tom was a sleeping he had such a sight,

That thousands of sweepers Dick, Joe, Ned & Jack
Were all of them lock’d up in coffins of black,

And by came an Angel who had a bright key,

And he open’d the coffins & set them all free.
Then down a green plain leaping laughing they run
And wash in a river and shine in the Sun.

10
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Baca Temizleyici

Annem oldugiinde ben ¢ok kiigliktiim,

Ve babam beni sattiginda daha dilim
Dénmiiyordu bile bacaci s6ziine. Simdi igte
Bacamizi temizler ve uyurum is i¢inde.

Kiiciik Tom Dacre var ya, aglamigti kuzu sirt1 gibi
Kuvir kivir saclan kesilirken, ben de dedim ki,

Ssst Tom bogver, ¢iinkii kafan ¢iplak kaldiginda
Bilirsin kurum zarar veremez beyaz sagina.

Ve boylece sakinlesti, ve tam o gece,

Tom uyurken 6yle bir hayal gormiis ki,
Dick, Joe, Ned ve Jack, binlerce temizleyici,
Kapkara tabutlara konmus hepsi,

Bir Melek gelmis elinde parlak bir anahtarla,
Ve tabutlar1 acip hepsini serbest birakmis. Sonra
Yesil bir diizliikten asag: giile oynaya kosmuslar,
Bir irmakta yikanmig ve Giineste parlamiglar.

10



William Blake

Then naked & white, all their bags left behind,
They rise upon clouds, and sport in the wind.

And the Angel told Tom, if he’d be a good boy,
He’d have God for his father & never want joy.

And so Tom awoke and we rose in the dark

And got with our bags & our brushes to work.

Tho’ the moming was cold, Tom was happy & warm.
So if all do their duty, they need not fear harm.

11
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Sonra ¢iplak ve beyaz, birakip biitiin ¢antalar arkada,
Bulutlarin iistiine yiikselmis, eglenmisler riizgirda.

Ve Melek Tom’a iyi bir ¢ocuk olursa, Tanr’nin ona
Baba olacagini soylemis, ve tzillmeyecegini bir daha.

Ve sonra Tom uyands, biz de karanlikta kalkip

Ise gittik cantalarimiz1 firgalarimiz alip.

Sabah soguktu ama Tom mutlu ve sicakty, gerek yok demek ki
Sikintidan korkmasma kimsenin, yaparsa gorevini.

11
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The Little Boy Lost

Father, father, where are you going
O do not walk so fast.

Speak father, speak to your little boy
Or else I shall be lost,

The night was dark no father was there
The child was wet with dew.

The mire was deep, & the child did weep
And away the vapour flew.

12
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Kiigiik Oglan Kayboldu

Baba, baba, nereye gidiyorsun

Ah bu kadar hizli yiiriime.

Konug baba, kiiiik oglunla konus
Kaybolacagim yoksa,

Gece karanlikti baba ortada yoktu
Cocuk ¢iyden islanmusti.

Camur derindi ve ¢ocuk agliyordu
Ve buharlar ugup gidiyordu.

12



William Blake

The Little Boy Found

The little boy lost in the lonely fen,
Led by the wand’ring light,

Began to cry, but God ever nigh,
Appeard like his father in white.

He kissed the child & by the hand led
And to his mother brought,

Who in sorrow pale, thro’ the lonely dale
Her little boy weeping sought.

13
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Kiigitk Oglan Bulundu

Kiigiik oglan 1ssiz batakhkta kayboldu,
Takilip serseri 15181 pesine,

Bagladi aglamaya, ama Tanri hep yakinda,
Goriindii babasi gibi, beyazlar icinde.

Cocugu optii ve eliyle gotiirdii,

Getirip teslim etti anasina,

Yiizii solmus aciyla, 1ssiz kirlar boyunca
Kiigiik oglunu arayan aglaya aglaya.

13



William Blake

Laughing Song

When the green woods laugh with the voice of joy
And the dimpling stream runs laughing by,

When the air does laugh with our merry wit,

And the green hill laughs with the noise of it.

When the meadows laugh with lively green

And the grasshopper laughs in the merry scene,
When Mary and Susan and Emily,

With their sweet round mouths sing Ha, Ha, He.

When the painted birds laugh in the shade
Where our table with cherries and nuts is spread
Come live & be merry and join with me,

To sing the sweet chorus of Ha, Ha, He.

14



Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

CEECEECECEECECEECECECEEEECECEEE

Giilen Sark:

Yesil korular giildiigiinde negenin sesiyle

Ve giilerek kogtururken gamzelenen dere,
Hava bizim sen dilbazligimizla giildigiinde,
Ve onun giiriiltiisiiyle giildiigiinde yesil tepe.

Cayirlar giildiigii zaman canli yesille

Ve bu negeli sahnede giildiigiinde gekirge,
Sakirken Mary, Susan ve Emily,
Yuvarlak tath agizlaniyla Ha, Ha, Hi.

Boyal: kuglar giildiigii zaman golgede
Masamizin kiraz ceviz doldugu yerde
Canlan ve negelen ve katil bana, sirin
Ha, Ha, Hi korosunu gakimak igin.

14
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A Cradle Song

Sweet dreams form a shade,

O’er my lovely infants head.
Sweet dreams of pleasant streams,
By happy silent moony beams

Sweet sleep with soft down,
Weave thy brows an infant crown.
Sweet sleep Angel mild,

Hover o’er my happy child.

Sweet smiles in the night,
Hover over my delight.

Sweet smiles Mothers smiles
All the livelong night beguiles.

Sweet moans, dovelike sighs,
Chase not slumber from thy eyes,
Sweet moans, sweeter smiles,

All the dovelike moans beguiles.

15
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Bir Besik Sarkist

Tath digler bir golge olugturun,
Bag iistinde sevgili yavrumun.
Tatli diigleri hog akintilarn,
Mutlu sessiz igiklarinda ayin

Tath uyku yumugacik tiiylerle,

Bir ¢ocuk tact dokusun kaglarin.
Tatl uyku nazik Melek siiziil sen,
Benim mutlu ¢ocugumun Gstiinden.

Tath giiliisler siz geceleyin,

Siiziiliin mutlulugum istiinde benim.
Tath giiliigler Anne giiltigleri
Rahatlatin bitmek bilmez geceyi.

Tatlh iniltiler, kumru gibi i¢ ¢ekisler,
Gozlerinden uykuyu siirmesinler,
Tatl iniltiler, daha tath giiliigler,
Rahatlatin kumru gibi i¢ gekisleri.

15



William Blake

Sleep sleep happy child.

All creation slept and smil’d.
Sleep sleep, happy sleep,

While o’er thee thy mother weep

Sweet babe in thy face,

Holy tmage I can trace.

Sweet babe once like thee,

Thy maker lay and wept for me

Wept for me for thee for all,
When he was an infant small.
Thou his image ever see.
Heavenly face that smiles on thee.

Smiles on thee on me on all,

Who became an infant small,
Infant smiles are his own smiles,
Heaven & earth to peace beguiles.

16
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Uyu mutlu bebek uyu.

Ciimle mahlukat giiliiyor, uyudu.
Uyu uyu, mutlu uyu sen,
Basucunda annen aglarken

Tath bebek segebiliyorum ben,
Kutsal imgeyi yiiz ¢izgilerinden.
Tath bebek bir zamanlar benim igin,
Senin gibi yatip aglard: yaraticin

Aglard: kiigiik bir cocukken benim icin,
Senin i¢in ve herkes igin.

Sen hep goriiyorsun onun yiiziinii.
Sana giilimseyen o goksel yiizii.

Sana giilimseyen, bana, herkese,

Kiigiiciik bir ¢ocuk olan vaktiyle,
Cocuk giiliigleri onun giiliigleridir,
Yeri gogii barisa yonlendirir.

16
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The Divine Image

To Mercy Pity Peace and Love,
All pray in their distress:

And to these virtues of delight
Return their thankfulness.

For Mercy Pity Peace and Love,
Is God our father dear:

And Mercy Pity Peace and Love,
Is Man his child and care.

For Mercy has a human heart
Pity, a human face:

And Love, the human form divine,
And Peace, the human dress.

Then every man of every clime,
That prays in his distress,

Prays to the human form divine
Love Mercy Pity Peace.

And all must love the human form,
In heathen, turk or jew.

Where Mercy, Love & Pity dwell,
There God is dwelling too.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Tanrisal Imge

Rahmet Merhamet Huzur ve Sevgiye,
Dua eder herkes sikintili vaktinde:

Ve siikrederler Tanr1’ya

Bu latif erdemler kargiiginda.

Ciinkii Rahmet Merhamet Huzur ve Sevgi,
Aziz babamiz Tanrr’dir:

Ve Rahmet Merhamet Huzur ve Sevgi,
Onun ¢ocugu ve kaygisi olan Insandr.

Ciinkii insan yiiregi var Rahmetin
Merhametin, insan yiizii:

Ve Sevginin, kutsal insan sureti,
Ve Huzurun, insan giysisi.

Demek ki her iklimde her insan,

Bagi dardayken dua ettiginde,

Kutsal insan suretine dua eder
Rahmet Merhamet Huzur ve Sevgiye.

Ve herkes sevmelidir insan suretini,
Putperest, Tiirk ya da Yahudi.

Rahmet, Sevgi ve Merhametin yasadi yer,
Tanr’nin da yasadig yerdir giinki.
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William Blake

Holy Thursday

Twas on a Holy Thursday their innocent faces clean

The children walking two & two in red & blue & green
Grey headed beadles walkd before with wands as white as snow
Till into the high dome of Pauls they like Thames waters flow

O what a multitude they seemd these flowers of London town
Seated in companies they sit with radiance all their own

The hum of multitudes was there but multitudes of lambs
Thousands of little boys & girls raising their innocent hands

Now like a mighty wind they raise to heaven the voice of song
Or like harmonious thunderings the seats of heaven among
Beneath them sit the aged men wise guardians of the poor
Then cherish pity; lest you drive an angel from your door
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar

CEECECCEEEEECECECECECEEECEESE

Kutsal Persembe

Bir Kutsal Pergembe giiniiydii tertemizdi masum yiizleri

Iki iki yiiriiyordu gocuklar kirmizi mavi yesil giyimli

Onde kir sagh kavaslar yiiriiyordu ellerinde kar gibi ak asalar
Paul’in yiiksek kubbesine kadar Thames’in sulari gibi aktilar

Ah Londra gehrinin bu ¢igekleri ne bol goriiniiyorlard:
Grup grup oturmuglardi kendiliklerinden 151k saciyorlardi
Kalabaliklarin ugultusu vardi ama kuzularin kalabaliginin
Masum ellerini goge kaldiran binlerce kigiik oglan ve kizin

Simdi giicli bir riizgar gibi yiikseltiyorlar goge sarki sesini
Ya da cennet siralari arasinda uyumlu gok giiriltiileri gibi
Altlarinda yagh adamlar oturuyor yoksullarin bilge hamileri
O halde aziz tutun sefkati; yoksa kapinizdan kovarsiniz bir melegi
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William Blake

Night

The sun descending in the west,
The evening star does shine,
The birds are silent in their nest,
And I must seek for mine,

The moon like a flower,

In heavens high bower;

With silent delight,

Sits and smiles on the night.

Farewell green fields and happy groves,
Where flocks have took delight;

Where lambs have nibbled, silent moves
The feet of angels bright;

Unseen they pour blessing,

And joy without ceasing,

On each bud and blossom,

And each sleeping bosom.

They look in every thoughtless nest,
Where birds are coverd warm;
They visit caves of every beast,

To keep them all from harm:

If they see any weeping,

That should have been sleeping
They pour sleep on their head

And sit down by their bed.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar

Gece

Giineg algaliyor batida,

Aksam yildizi parliyor,

Kugslar sessizler yuvalarinda,

Ben de kendi yuvami aramaliyim,
Ay bir gigek gibi sanki,

Gogiin yiiksek kameriyesinde;
Sessiz bir tathlik iginde,

Oturmus giiliyor gecede.

Elveda siiriilerin keyifle gezindigi

Yesil tarlalar ve mutlu korular;
Kuzularin otladig yerlerde sessizce simdi
Meleklerin ayaklari parildar;
Goriilmeden rahmet doker,

Ve durmaksizin nege verirler,

Her goncaya ve cigege,

Ve uyuyan her sineye.

Her kaygsiz yuvaya ugrarlar,
Sicacik ortildiagi kuglaring
Onlan sikintidan korumak igin,
Inine giderler her hayvamin:
Uykuda olmas gerektigi halde,
Aglayan birini goriirlerse
Basina uyku yagdirirlar

Ve basucunda otururlar.
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William Blake

When wolves and tygers howl for prey
They pitying stand and weep;

Seeking to drive their thirst away,

And keep them from the sheep,

But if they rush dreadful;

The angels most heedful,

Recieve each mild spirit,

New worlds to inherit.

And there the lions ruddy eyes,
Shall flow with tears of gold:
And pitying the tender cries,
And walking round the fold:
Saying: wrath by his meekness
And by his health, sickness,

Is driven away,

From our immortal day.

And now beside thee bleating lamb,

I can lie down and sleep;

Or think on him who bore thy name,
Grase after thee and weep.

For wash’d in lifes river,

My bright mane for ever,

Shall shine like the gold,

As I guard o’er the fold.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilars

Kurtlar ve kaplanlar av derdine diistiigiinde
Merhametle durup aglarlar;

Onlarin susuzluklarini gidermeye,

Ve koyunlardan uzak tutmaya cahsirlar,
Ama onlar 6fkeyle saldirirsa;

Melekler olanca ihtiyatla,

Yumusak birer can alirlar,

Yeni diinyalara salarlar.

Ve orda kizil gozlerinden aslanin,
Gozyaslart akacaktir altin:

Ve aciyarak, sefkat sesleriyle,
Dolagaeaktir siirliniin gevresinde:
Diyecektir: onun uysallig1 gazabi
Ve onun sifasi hastahgy,

Siirtip gotiiriir bizim

Oliimsiiz giiniimiizden.

Ve simdi senin yaninda, meleyen kuzu,
Yatip uyuyabilirim; disiinebilirim ya da
Senin admi tagimig olan onu,

Ardinda otlayabilirim aglaya aglaya.
Clnki hayat irmaginda yikanmig
Parlak yelem altin gibi

Parlayacak ebediyen,

Siiritye gozciiliik ettikge ben.
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William Blake

Spring

Sound the Flute!

Now it’s mute.

Birds delight

Day and Night.

Nightingale

In the dale

Lark in Sky

Merrily

Merrily Merrily to welcome in the Year

Little Boy

Full of joy.

Little Girl

Sweet and small.

Cock does crow

So do you.

Merry voice

Infant noise

Merrily Merrily to welcome in the Year
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Babar

Calin Flicu!

O sessiz simdi.

Kugslar tasasiz

Gece ve Giindiiz.

Biilbiil

Vadideé

Tarlakusu Gokte

Ugar Neseyle

Neseyle Negeyle karsici ¢tkmak icin Yeni Yila

Kiigiik Oglan

Seving dolu.

Kiigiik Kiz

Tath, ufacik.

Horoz otiiyor

Otiisiin siz de.

Neseli sesler

Cocuk giiriiltiileri

Neseyle Neseyle kargici ¢tkmak igin Yeni Yila
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Little Lamb

Here I am,

Come and lick

My white neck.

Let me pull

Your soft Wool.

Let me kiss

Your soft face.

Merrily Merrily we welcome in the Year

22



Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Kii¢ik Kuzu

Burdayum iste,

Gel yala benim

Beyaz boynumu.

Birak ¢ekeyim

Yumugak Yiiniini.

Birak 6peyim

Yumugak yiiziind.

Neseyle Neseyle karsici ¢ikiyoruz Yeni Yila
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William Blake

Nurse’s Song

When the voices of children are heard on the green
And laughing is heard on the hill,

My heart is at rest within my breast

And everything else is still

Then come home my children, the sun is gone down
And the dews of night arise

Come come leave off play, and let us away

Till the moming appears in the skies

No no let us play, for it is yet day,
And we cannot go to sleep

Besides in the sky, the little birds fly
And the hills are all coverd with sheep

Well well go & play till the light fades away
And then go home to bed

The little ones leaped & shouted & laugh’d
And all the hills ecchoed
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilan

Dadvun Sarkist

Yesillikte ¢ocuk sesleri duyuldugunda
Ve giiliigler duyuldugunda tepede,
Huzur i¢indedir gogsiimde kalbim
Ve geri kalan her sey siik{inet icinde

Artik eve gelin ¢ocuklarnim, giines batiyor
Ve cikiyor gecenin giyleri

Gelin gelin birakin oyunu, gidelim artik
Sabah goriinene kadar goklerde

Hayir hayir oynayalim birak da, giindiz daha,
Ve uyuyamayiz ki heniiz

Hem kiigiik kuslar daha ucuyorlar

Ve tepeler de koyunlarla dolu

Tamam tamam gidip oynaymn isik gidene kadar
Ve sonra eve gelin yatmaya

Ziplayip bagirdi giildii kiigtikler

Ve yankiland: biitiin tepeler
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William Blake

Infant Joy

I have no name

I am but two days old. —
What shall I call thee?

I happy am

Joy is my name, —

Sweet joy befall thee!

Pretty joy!

Sweet joy but two days old.
Sweet joy I call thee:

Thou dost smile.

I sing the while

Sweet joy befall thee.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Nese Bebek

Bir adim yok benim

Iki glinlidgiim ancak. —
Nasil sesleneyim sana?
Ben mutluyum

Nesedir benim adim, —
Tatli nese gelsin bagina!

Sirin nege!

Tatli nege iki giinluk ancak.
Tatli nege diyorum sana:
Giiliyorsun sen.

Sark: soylerken ben

Tatli nege gelsin bagina.

24



William Blake

A Dream

Once a dream did weave a shade,
O’er my Angel-guarded bed,
That an Emmet lost it’s way
Where on grass methought I lay.

Troubled wilderd and folorn
Dark benighted travel-worn,
Over many a tangled spray,
All heart-broke I heard her say.

O my children! do they cry,

Do they hear their father sigh.
Now they look abroad to see,
Now return and weep for me.

Pitying I drop’d a tear:

But I saw a glow-worm near:
Who replied, What wailing wight
Calls the watchman of the night.

I am set to light the ground,
While the beetle goes his round:
Follow now the beetles hum,
Little wanderer hie thee home.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilan

Bir Diis

Bir golge diis dokudu bir keresinde,
Meleklerin korudugu yatagimin iizerinde,
Kaybolmug bir Ana Karinca gordiim
Yatugumu gordiigiim yerde diigiimde.

Bagt dertte kimsesiz yitirmis yolunu
Karanlik gecikmis ve yol yorgunu
Bir siirii dolagik dal iizerinde,

Soyle diyordu kirik bir kalple.

Ah ¢ocuklarim! Aghiyorlar mu,
Babalarinm ahini duyuyorlar mu,
Simdi gormek icin digar1 bakarlar,
Simdi déner benim igin aglarlar,

Uziiliip bir damla gozyast doktiim:
Ama yakinda bir ategbocegi gordiim:
Cevap verdi, Kimdir gecenin bekgisini
Cagiran bu aglayip inleyen kisi.

Yeri aydinlatmaya baglarim ben,
Bocekler gemberlerini ¢gizerken:
Simdi béceklerin viziltisini izle,
Kiigiik avare tez ulag evine.
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William Blake

On Anothers Sorrow

Can I see anothers woe,
And not be in sorrow too.
Can I see anothers grief,
And not seek for kind relief.

Can I see a falling tear,

And not feel my sorrows share,
Can a father see his child,
Weep, nor be with sorrow fill’d.

Can a mother sit and hear,

An infant groan an infant fear —
No no never can it be.

Never never can it be.

And can he who smiles on all
Hear the wren with sorrows small,
Hear the small birds grief & care
Hear the woes that infants bear —

And not sit beside the nest
Pouring pity in their breast.
And not sit the cradle near
Weeping tear on infants tear.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Baskasiun Kederi Uzerine

Bagkasinin derdini goriiriim de,
Durabilir miyim dertlenmeden ben de.
Kederini goriip de bagka birinin,
Teselli aramadan yapabilir miyim.

Goriip de dokiilen bir gozyagini,
Paylagilmis duymaz miyim tasamu,

Bir baba ¢ocugunun agladigini goriip de,
Kalabilir mi dolmadan kederle.

Bir ana oturup dinleyebilir mi,

Bir yavrunun korkusunu inleyigini —
Hayir asla olamaz.

Asla asla olamaz.

Ya hepimize giliimseyen o

Duyup ¢alikugunun kiigiiciik kederini,
Kigiik kusun derdini kaygisini

Duyup da yavrularin feryadini —

Oturmaz m1 yuvanin yani bagina
Merhamet doldurup gogiislerine.
Oturmaz mu begigin yan bagina
Yas dokiip yavrunun aglayigina.
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William Blake

And not sit both night & day,
Wiping all our tears away.

O! no never can it be.

Never never can it be.

He doth give his joy to all.
He becomes an infant small.
He becomes a man of woe
He doth feel the sorrow too.

Think not, thou canst sigh a sigh,
And thy maker is not by.

Think not, thou canst weep a tear,
And thy maker is not near.

O! he gives to us his joy,

That our grief he may destroy
Till our grief is fled & gone
He doth sit by us and moan
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Gece giindiiz oturmaz mu,
Silerek hepimizin gozyaglarinu.
Ah! hayir asla olamaz.

Asla asla olamaz.

O kendi negesini verir herkese.
Kigticuk bir ¢ocuk olur kendi de.
Bir insan olur kederli

O da hisseder kederi.

Sen ah edip inlerken yaradanin

Seni yalnz birakir sanma sakin.
Sen gozyast dokerken yaradanin
Seni yalniz birakir sanma sakin.

Ah! bize verir o kendi negesini,
Ki yok edebilsin dertlerimizi
Derdimiz silinip gidene kadar
Yanimizda oturup bizimle aglar
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William Blake

Introduction

Hear the voice of the Bard!

Who Present, Past, & Future sees
Whose ears-have heard,

The Holy Word,

That walk’d among the ancient trees.

Calling the lapsed Soul

And weeping in the evening dew:
That might controll

The starry pole:

And fallen fallen light renew!

O Earth O Earth return!

Arise from out the dewy grass;
Night is worn,

And the momn

Rises from the slumberous mass.

Turn away no more:

Why wilt thou turn away

The starry floor

The watry shore

Is giv’'n thee till the break of day.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar

Sunus

Duyun Ozanin sesini!

Gordir o Simdiyi, Gegmisi, ve Gelecegi
Isitmistir kulaklars,

Kutsal Sozii,

Eski agaglar arasinda yuirtiyen.

Tokezleyen ruhu ¢agiran
Ve aksam ciyinde aglayan:
Giict yeter onun hitkmetmeye

Yildizli kutba:
Ve diisen diigen 15181 yenilemeye!

Ey Diinya Ey Diinya geri don!
Yiiksel ¢iy diigmiis ¢imenden;
Gece bitkin,

Doguyor giin

Uyusuk bir kiitleden.

Doéniip gitme bir daha:

Neden doniip gidesin ki

Bu yildizhi zemin

Bu sulu sahil

Giin dogumuna kadar sana verildi.
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William Blake

Earth’s Answer

Earth rais’d up her head,

From the darkness dread & drear,

Her light fled:

Stony dread!

And her locks cover’d with grey despair.

Prison’d on watry shore

Starry Jealousy does keep my den
Cold and hoar

Weeping o’er

I hear the Father of the ancient men

Selfish father of men

Cruel jealous selfish fear

Can delight

Chain’d in night

The virgins of youth and morming bear.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilart

Yeryiiziiniin Cevabi

Yeryiizii kaldird: bagini, ,
Kasvetli ve korkutucu karanliktan,
Isig1 ugmug:

Tas olmus, korkmusg!

Belikleri boz bir umutsuzlukla kapl.

Tutsagim ben bu sulu kiyida
Basimda yildizli Kiskanghk bekliyor
Usiimiis, bozarmus,

Durmadan aglayarak

Isitiyorum eski insanlarin Babasin

Insanlarin bencil babast

Zalim, kiskang, bencil korku
Geceye zincirlenmis

Mutluluk dogurabilir mi
Gengligin ve sabahin bakireleri.
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William Blake

Does spring hide its joy

When buds and blossoms grow?
Does the sower?

Sow by night?

Or the plowman in darkness plow?

Break this heavy chain,

That does freeze my bones around
Selfish! vain!

Eternal bane!

That free Love with bondage bound.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilart

Bahar saklar mi negesini

Tomurcuklar goncalar actiginda?
Rengber tohumu

Gece mi eker?

Pulluk¢u karanlikta mi siirer pullugunu?

Kemiklerimi donduran,

Bu agir zinciri kir

Ozgiir Aski simsiki baglayan
Bencil! kibirli!

Sonsuz yasagl.
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William Blake

The Clod & The Pebble

Love seeketh not Itself to please,
Nor for itself hath any care;
But for another gives its ease,

And builds a Heaven in Hells despair.

So sang a little Clod of Clay,
Trodden with the cattles feet;
But a Pebble of the brook,
Warbled out these metres meet.

Love seeketh only Self to please,
To bind another to Its delight:

Joys in anothers loss of ease,
And builds a Hell in Heavens despite.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Kesek ve Cakil

Ask ugrasmaz memnun etmeye Kendini,
Ne de birazcik 6zenir kendine;

Ama baskast i¢in bozar keyfini,
Cehennemin yeisinden bir Cennet kurar.

Boyle soyliiyordu sigirlarin
Ayagindan firlamis bir Camur Kesegi;
Ama deredeki bir Cakiltas,

Neseyle sakidi su ol¢iilii sozleri.

Ask sirf Kendini memnun etmeye ugrasr,
Baskasini Kendi keyfine kurban eder:
Bagkasinin rahatinin kagmasindan zevk alir,
Ve Cennete ragmen bir Cehennem kurar.
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Holy Thursday

Is this a holy thing to see

in a rich and fruitful land,

Babes reducd to misery,

Fed with cold and usurous hand?

Is that trembling cry a song?
Can it be a song of joy?
And so many children poor?
It is a land of poverty!

And their sun does never shine.

And their fields are bleak & bare.
And their ways are fill'd with thoms
It is eternal winter there.

For where-e’er the sun does shine,
And where-e’er the rain does fail:
Babe can never hunger there,
Nor poverty the mind appall.



Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Kutsal Persembe

Gorulecek kutsal bir ey mi bu
Zengin ve bereketli bir iilkede,
Bebekler yoksulluga disiiriilmiis,
Soguk tefeci ellerle besleniyor?

Bir sarki mu ki bu titrek ¢iglik?
Bir nege sarkisi olabilir mi?

Ve bunca ¢ocuk yoksul?
Burasi bir yokluk iilkesi!

Ve hi¢ parlamaz onlarin giinesi.
Ve tarlalar kurak ve corak.

Ve yollar1 diken dolu:

Sonsuz kig vardir orda.

Ciinkii her nerede giines parlasa,
Ve her nerede yagmurlar yagsa:
Ne bebekler a¢ kalirdi orada,
Ne de yoksulluk akli sarsardi.
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William Blake

The Little Girl Lost

In futurity

I prophetic see,

That the earth from sleep,
(Grave the sentence deep)

Shall arise and seek
For her maker meek:
And the desart wild

Become a garden mild.

In the southern clime,
Where the summers prime,
Never fades away;

Lovely Lyca lay.

Seven summers old
Lovely Lyca told,

She had wanderd long,
Hearing wild birds song.

Sweet sleep come to me
Underneath this tree;

Do father, mother weep, —
“Where can Lyca sleep™.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Kiigitk Kiz Kayboldu

Goriuyorum gelecegi,
Goriiyorum kahin gibi,
Bir giin gelecek yerytzi,
(Derine kazin bu sozii)

Uyanacak, arayacak
Algakgéniillii yaradaninu:
Ve o 1ssiz, vahsi bozkir
Giizel bir bahge olacak.

Yazin devrinin

Hi¢ gecmedigi

Giiney ikliminde,
Yatiyordu giizel Lyca.-

Yedi yaz yasindaydi

Boyle diyordu giizel Lyca,
Yabani kuglarin sarkilarini
Dinleyerek ¢ok dolagmusti.

Tatli uyku gel bana

Bu agacn altinda;

Aglar mi annem babam, —
“Lyca nerde uyur” diye.
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Lost in desart wild
Is your little child.
How can Lyca sleep,
If her mother weep.

If her heart does ake,
Then let Lyca wake;
If my mother sleep,
Lyca shall not weep.

Frowning frowning night,
O’er this desart bright,
Let thy moon arise,
While I close my eyes.

Sleeping Lyca lay;

While the beasts of prey,
Come from caverns deep,
View’d the maid asleep

The kingly lion stood
And the virgin view’d,
Then he gambold round
Q’er the hallowd ground:
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar

Issiz ¢olde kaybolmusg
Kigiik cocugunuz sizin.
Lyca nasil uyur gimdi,
Agliyorsa annesi.

Yaniyorsa onun yiiregi,
O vakit uyansin Lyca;
Eger annem uyuyorsa,
Aglamayacak Lyca da.

Gece catik kaslt gece,

Bu parlak ¢oliin dstiinde,
Dogsun artik senin ayin,
Gozlerimi kapayayim.

Uzanip uyurken Lyca;
Vahsi hayvanlar,

Derin magaralardan gelip,
Seyrettiler uyuyan kizi.

Kral aslan dimdik durdu,
Bakireyi seyre durdu:
Sonra dolanip sigradi
Bu kutsanmis alanda.
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Leopards, tygers play,
Round her as she lay;
While the lion old,

Bow’d his mane of gold,

And her bosom lick,
And upon her neck,
From his eyes of flame,
Ruby tears there came;

While the lioness

Loos’d her slender dress,
And naked they convey’d
To caves the sleeping maid.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Leoparlar ve kaplanlar
Cevresinde oynadilar;
Yash aslan egdi

Altin yelesini,

Ve yalarken sinesini,
Kizin boynuna
Atesten gozlerinden
Yakut yaslar damlady;

Disi aslan kiigiik kizin
Incecik giysisini gikardi,
Ve uyuyan kizi ¢iplak
Tagidilar magaraya.
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The Little Girl Found

All the night in woe,
Lyca’s parents go:

Over vallies deep,
While the desarts weep.

Tired and woe-begone,
Hoarse with making moan:
Arm in arm seven days,
They trac’d the desart ways.

Seven nights they sleep,
Among shadows deep:

And dream they see their child
Starv’d in desart wild.

Pale thro’ pathless ways
The fancied image strays,
Famish’d, weeping, weak
With hollow piteous shriek

Rising from unrest,
The trembling woman prest,

With feet of weary woe;
She could no further go.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar

Kiigitk Kiz Bulundu

Lyca’nin anne babasi,
Biitiin gece gozii yagh:
Vadileri aradilar,
Aglagirken bozkirlar.

Yorgun, acidan bitkin,
Inlemekten sesleri kisilmus:
Tam yedi giin, kol kola,

Iz siirdiiler 1ss1z yollarda.

Uyudular yedi gece

Derin golgeler iginde:
Cocuklarini 1ss1z yabanda
Ag agik gormeyi hayal ettiler

Cikigsiz yollarda soluyor
Diislenen goriintii kayboluyor,
Ikisi de ag, dolmus gozleri yasla
Agliyorlar sessiz hickiriklarla

Uykudan yorgun uyanmus,
Kadin tir tir titriyor telagla,
Ayaklarinda derman yok;
Yola devam edemez artik.
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In his arms he bore,

Her arm’d with sorrow sore:
Till before their way,

A couching lion lay.

Turning back was vain,
Soon his heavy mane,
Bore them to the ground;
Then he stalk’d around.

Smelling to his prey,
But their fears allay,
When he licks their hands:
And silent by them stands.

They look upon his eyes
FilPd with deep surprise:
And wondering behold,
A spirit arm’d in gold.

On his head a crown
On his shoulders down,
Flow’d his golden hair.

Gone was all their care.
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Kollarinda tagidt adam kadini,
Kadinin acidan yaniyor kollar::
Biraz sonra 6nlerine
Yatan bir aslan ¢ikt.

Bosunayd: geri donmek,
Aslan agir yelesiyle

Yere disiirda onlarr;
Sonra g6yle bir doland:.

Aslan avim koklad,
Ama ugtu korkular
Aslan ellerini yalayinca:
Sonra durdu yanlarinda.

Aslanm yiiziine bakular,
Hayret icinde kaldilar:
Serapa altin kuganmig
Bir hayalet gordiiler.

Baginda bir taci vardi,
Akiyordu altin saclan
Omuzlarindan agag;.
Ugup gitti kaygilari.
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Follow me he said,
Weep not for the maid:
In my palace deep,
Lyca lies asleep.

Then they followed,

Where the vision led:

And saw their sleeping child,
Among tygers wild.

To this day they dwell

In a lonely dell

Nor fear the wolvish howl,
Nor the lions growl.
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Dedi, beni takip edin,
Kiziniza tziilmeyin:
Lyca benim sarayimda
Huzurlu bir uykuda.

Digtiiler yine yollara,

O hayalin ardinda:

Gordiiler ki kizlar1 uyumakta
Vahsi kaplanlarin arasinda.

Artik onlar o 1ss1z

Vadide yasiyorlar

Ne uluyan kurtlar korkutur onlan,
Ne de kiikreyen aslanlar.
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The Chimney Sweeper

A little black thing among the snow:

Crying weep, weep, in notes of woe!

Where are thy father & mother? say?

They are both gone up to the church to pray.

Because I was happy upon the heath,
And smil’d among the winters snow:
They clothed me in the clothes of death,
And taught me to sing the notes of woe.

And because I am happy, & dance & sing,

They think they have done me no injury:

And are gone to praise God & his Priest & King
Who make up a heaven of our misery.
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Baca Temizleyici

Kiigiik kara bir ey karlar iginde:
Baguriyor bacaci! bacaci! kederli bir sesle
Nerde senin anan baban? sdyle bana!
Ikisi de kiliseye gittiler tapinmaya.

Ciinkii ben mutluydum ¢imenler tstiinde,
Ve gilityordum kigin karlari iginde:

Bana 6lim giysilerini giydirdiler,

Ve bu kederli sarkiy1 ogrettiler.

Baktilar mutluyum, dans edip sarki séyliiyorum,

Bana zarar vermediklerini diigiindiiler:

Dua etmeye gittiler Tanri’ya, onun Rahibine ve Kralina,
Bizim sefaletimizden bir cennet kuranlara.
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Nurses Song

When the voices of children, are heard on the green
And whisprings are in the dale:

The days of my youth rise fresh in my mind,

My face turns green and pale.

Then come home my children, the sun is gone down
And the dews of night arise

Your spring & your day, are wasted in play

And your winter and night in disguise.
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Dadiun Sarkist

Yesillikte cocuk sesleri duyuldugunda
Ve fisillar duyuldugunda vadide:
Genglik giinlerim gelir aklima,
Yiiziim yegile doner, solar.

Artik eve gelin ¢ocuklarim, giines batiyor
Ve diisiiyor gecenin ¢iylert

Bahariniz, giindiiziiniiz, oyunda gecti
Oyun siras1 kigintz, gecenizde gimdi.
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The Sick Rose

O Rose thou art sick.
The invisible worm,

That flies in the night
In the howling storm:

Has found out thy bed
Of crimson joy:

And his dark secret love
Does thy life destroy.
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Hasta Giil

Ey Giil sen hastasmn.
Geceleyin, uluyan
Firtinada ucan

O goriinmez kurt:

Buldu senin kizil
Seving yatagini:

Ve karanlik gizli agkt
Mahvediyor hayatinu.
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The Fly

Little Fly

Thy summers play,
My thoughtless hand
Has brush’d away.

Am not [

A fly like thee?
Or art not thou
A man like me?

For I dance

And drink & sing:
Till some blind hand
Shall brush my wing.

If thought is life

And strength & breath:
And the want

Of thought is death;

Then am I
A happy fly,
If I live,

Or if I die.

43



Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Sinek

Kiicik Sinek

Senin yaz oyununu,
Benim diigiincesiz elim
Bozup dagtt1.

Bir sinek degil miyim
Senin gibi ben de?

Ya da sen de benim gibi
Bir insan degil misin?

Ben de oynuyorum iste
Icip sarki sdyliiyorum:
Ta ki kor bir el gelip de
Kirana dek kanadimu.

Digiince hayatsa eger
Ve giic ve nefesse:

Ve olimse
Dusiincenin yoklugu;

Demek ki ben
Mutlu bir sinegim,
Ister yasayaymm,
Ister leyim.
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The Angel

I Dreamt a Dream! what can it mean?
And that I was a maiden Queen:
Guarded by an Angel mild:

Witless woe, was neer beguil’d!

And I wept both night and day
And he wip’d my tears away

And I wept both day and night
And hid from him my hearts delight

So he took his wings and fled:

Then the morn blush’d rosy red:

I dried my tears & armd my fears,
With ten thousand shields and spears.

Soon my Angel came again:

I was arm’d, he came in vain:
For the time of youth was fled
And grey hairs were on my head
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Melek

Bir Diis gordiim! neye yormak gerekir?
Bakire bir Kraligeydim ben:

Iyi kalpli bir Melekti koruyucum:
Kizoglankizdim, hi¢ aldanmamuig!

Agliyordum gece giindiiz

Gozyagimu siliyordu melegim

Gece gundiiz aghyordum

Kalbimin hazlarin1 ondan sakliyordum

Kanatlarini takip uctu bu yiizden:

Giin giil pembesine dondii birden:
Gozyasimi kuruttum, korkularimi donattim
On binlerce kalkan ve mizrakla.

Cok gecmeden Melegim geri dondii:
Silahlanmigtim artik, geligi bogunaydi:
Clinkii gecip gitmisti genglik cagim
Ve bagimda agarmisti saglarim
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The Tyger

Tyger Tyger, burning bright,

In the forests of the night;

What immortal hand or eye,
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies,
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand, dare sieze the fire?

And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp,
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?
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Kaplan

Kaplan Kaplan gecenin ormaninda
Isil i1l yanan parlak yalaza;

Hangi 6lumsiiz el ya da goz, hangi,
Kurabildi o korkung simetrini?

Hangi uzak derinlerde goklerde
Yand: senin atesin gozlerinde?
O hangi kanatla yiikselebilir?
Hangi elle atesi kavrayabilir?

Ve hangi omuz ve hangi beceri
Biikebildi kalbinin kiriglerini?

Ve kalbin atmaya basladiginda,
Hangi dehsetli el? ayaklar ya da?

Neydi ki gekic? ya zincir neydi?
Beynin nasil bir firin icindeydi?
Neydi 6rs? ve hangi dehgetli kabza
Oliimciil korkularini alabilir avcuna?
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When the stars threw down their spears
And water’d heaven with their tears:
Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tyger Tyger burning bright,

In the forests of the night;

What immortal hand or eye,
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?
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Yildizlar muizraklarini agagiya atinca,
Gogii sulayinca gozyaglanyla,
Giildi mii o, gériince eserini?
Kuzuyu yaratan mi yaratti seni?

Kaplan Kaplan gecenin ormaninda
Isil 151l yanan parlak yalaza;

Hangi 6liimsiiz el ya da g6z, hangi,
Kurabilir o korkung simetrini?
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My Pretty Rose Tree

A flower was offerd to me:

Such a flower as May never bore.
But I said I’ve a Pretty Rose-tree,
And I passed the sweet flower o’er.

Then I went to my Pretty Rose-tree:

To tend her by day and by night.

But my Rose turnd away with jealousy:
And her thorns were my only delight.
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Benim Giizel Giil Agacim

Bana bir giin bir ¢icek sundu biri:
May:s giillerinden bile giizeldi.

Benim Giizel bir Giil Agacim var dedim,
Ve geri ¢evirdim bu tath ¢gigegi.

Sonra gittim Giizel Giil Agacima:
Gece giindiiz yaninda olmakt: niyetim.
Ama Giiliim kiskanip sirt ¢evirdi bana:
Sirf dikenleri oldu elde ettigim.
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Ab! Sun-Flower

Ah Sun-flower! weary of time,

Who countest the steps of the Sun:
Seeking after that sweet golden clime,
Where the travellers journey is done.

Where the Youth pined away with desire,
And the pale Virgin shrouded in snow:
Arise from their graves and aspire,
Where my Sun-flower wishes to go.
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Ab! Giinebakan

Ah Giinebakan! zaman bezgini,
Giinegin adumlarini sayan:
Gezginin yolculugunun bittigi yeri,
O tath altn iklimi arayan.

Orda arzudan tiikenmis Delikanhlar,
Karla kefenlenmis solgun Bakireler:

Mezarlarindan kalkip hasret ¢ekerler,
Giinebakanimin gitmek istedigi yere.
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The Lilly

The modest Rose puts forth a thorn:

The humble Sheep, a threatning horn:

While the Lilly white, shall in Love delight,

Nor a thorn nor a threat stain her beauty bright.
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Zambak

Al¢akgonilla Giil bir diken ¢ikartverir:
Himbil Koyun tehditkar bir boynuz gésterir:
Beyaz Zambak Askin hazz i¢indeyken,
Parlak guzelligini ne boynuz bozar ne diken.
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The Garden of Love

I went to the Garden of Love.
And saw what I never had seen:

A Chapel was built in the midst,
Where I used to play on the green.

And the gates of this Chapel were shut,
And Thou shalt not, writ over the door;
So I turn’d to the Garden of Love,
That so many sweet flowers bore,

And I saw it was filled with graves,

And tomb-stones where flowers should be:

And Priests in black gowns, were walking their rounds,
And binding with briars, my joys & desires.
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Sevgi Bahgesi

Sevgi Bahgesine gittim.

Hig¢ gormedigim bir sey gordiim:

Bir Kilise yapilmist: tam orta yere,
Cocukken oynadigim ¢imenlerin yerine.

Ve bu Kilisenin kapilar kapaliydi,
Kapinin tistiinde Girilmez yaziyordu;
Ben de Sevgi Bahgesine dondiim,
Eskiden giizel ¢iceklerle doluydu,

Ve gordium ki bahge mezarlarla dolmus,

Ve ¢igeklerin yerinde mezar taglari var:

Doniip duran kara ciibbeli Papazlar,

Sevinglerimi arzularimi dikenli tellerle bagliyorlar.
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The Little Vagabond

Dear Mother, dear Mother, the Church is cold.
But the Ale-house is healthy & pleasant & warm:
Besides I can tell where I am use’d well.

Such usage in heaven will never do well.

But if at the Church they would give us some Ale,
And a pleasant fire, our souls to regale:

We’d sing and we’d pray all the live-long day:
Nor ever once wish from the Church to stray.

Then the Parson might preach & drink & sing,

And we’d be as happy as birds in the spring:

And modest dame Lurch, who is always at Church,
Would not have bandy children nor fasting nor birch.

And God like a father rejoicing to see,

His children as pleasant and happy as he:

Would have no more quarrel with the Devil or the Barrel
But kiss him & give him both drink and apparel.
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»

Kiiciik Serseri

Anacigim, Anacigim, Kilise soguk.
Ama Birahane saghkly, sirin ve sicak:
Ayrica ben nerde iyi oldugumu bilirim.
Boyle bir muamele Cennette hi¢ olmaz.

Ama Kilisede de bize biraz Bira verselerdi,
Ve bir de hos ates, canimiza can katan:
Biitiin giin sarkilar soyler, dua ederdik:
Hig aklimiza gelmezdi Kiliseden ¢ikmak.

Rahip vaaz verip icip sarki soyleyebilirdi,

Biz de mutlu olurduk baharda kugslar gibi:

Hep Kilisede olan o al¢akgoniillii Bayan Lurch de

Ne orug tuttururdu ¢arpik ¢cocuklara ne de sopa cekerdi.

Tanr da bir baba gibi sevinirdi goriince

Cocuklarinin kendisi kadar rahat ve mutlu oldugunu:
Artik kavga etmezdi ne Seytanla ne Ficiyla

Tersine 6per, hem icki hem de elbise verirdi ona.

51



William Blake

London

I wander thro’ each charter’d street,

Near where the charter’d Thames does flow
And mark in every face I meet

Marks of weakness, marks of woe.

In every cry of every Man,

In every Infants cry of fear,

In every voice; in every ban,

The mind-forg’d manacles I hear

How the Chimney-sweepers cry
Every blackning Church appalls,
And the hapless Soldiers sigh
Runs in blood down Palace walls

But most thro’ midnight streets I hear

How the youthful Harlots curse

Blasts the new-born Infants tear

And blights with plagues the Marriage hearse
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Londra

Dolagtyorum biitiin imtiyazli sokaklarinda,
Imtiyazh Thames nehrinin aktg: yerde
Rastladigim her yiizde bir iz goriiyorum
Zayiflik izlerini, acinin izlerini.

Her ¢igliginda her Insanin,

Her Cocugun korku ¢igliginda,
Duyuyorum her seste her yasakta,
Aklin dovdigi kelepeeleri

Nasil agliyor Baca temizleyici

Kararmig Kiliseler uistiine istiine geliyor,
Ve bahtsiz Askerin i¢ ¢ekigleri

Saray duvarlarindan kan gibi akiyor

Ama ¢ogu geceyarilan sokaklarda
Lanetini duyuyorum gen¢ Orospunun
Yeni dogmug Bebeyi parampar¢a ediyor
Cenaze arabasina ¢eviriyor Gelin arabasim
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The Human Abstract

Pity would be no more,

If we did not make somebody Poor:
And Mercy no more could be,

If all were as happy as we:

And mutual fear brings peace:
Till the selfish loves increase.
Then Cruelty knits a snare,
And spreads his baits with care.

He sits down with holy fears,
And waters the ground with tears:
Then Humility takes its root
Underneath his foot.

Soon spreads the dismal shade
Of Mystery over his head;
And the Catterpiller and Fly,
Feed on the Mystery.
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Insani Soyutlama

Merhamet diye bir sey olmazd,,

Biz Fakirlestirmeseydik insanlari:
Rahmete de gerek olmazd artik,
Herkes mutlu olsaydi bizim gibi:

Karsilikh korku huzur getirir:
Artana kadar bencil sevgiler.
Sonra Zuliim bir kapan kurar,
Ve yemini dikkatle serper.

Kutsal korkularla oturur,

Ve gozyaslariyla sular toprag:
Alcakgonalliilitk koklenir biyiir
Ayaklarinin altinda.

Cok gegmeden bagmin tistiinde
Kasvetli golgesi uzanir Gizemin;
Sonra Tirtillar ve Sinekler,

Bu Gizemle beslenirler.
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And it bears the fruit of Deceit,
Ruddy and sweet to eat:

And the Raven his nest has made
In its thickest shade.

The Gods of the earth and sea,
Sought thro’ Nature to find this Tree
But their search was all in vain;
There grows one in the Human Brain
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Aldatma meyvesini verir Gizem,
Pembe pembe, ¢ok tath bir meyve:
Ve Kuzgun yuvasini kurmustur

O Agacin derin golgelerinde.

Toprak ve deniz Tanrilan,

Bu Agaci arayip durdu Dogada
Ama bogunaydi arayglarg;
Ciinkii o Agac, Insanin Beyninde
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Infant Sorrow

My mother groand! my father wept.
Into the dangerous world I leapt:
Helpless, naked, piping loud:

Like a fiend hid in a cloud.

Struggling in my fathers hands:
Striving against my swadling bands:
Bound and weary I thought best

To sulk upon my mothers breast.
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Keder Bebek

Annem inliyordu! babam agliyordu.
Sigradim bu tehlikeli diinyaya:
Caresiz, ¢iplak, bagirp duruyordum:
Buluta saklanmig bir ifrit gibiydim.

Cirpinip durdum babamun ellerinde:
Bogusup durdum kundak baglarimla:
Bagli ve yorgun, en iyisi bu dedim,
Somurtup durmak gogsiinde annemin.
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A Poison Tree

I was angry with my friend:

I told my wrath, my wrath did end.
I was angry with my foe:

I told it not, my wrath did grow.

And I waterd it in fears,

Night & morning with my tears:
And I sunned it with smiles,
And with soft deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night,
Till it bore an apple bright.

And my foe beheld it shine,
And he knew that it was mine.

And into my garden stole,

When the night had veild the pole;
In the morning glad I see,

My foe outstretchd beneath the tree.
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Zehirli Bir Agac

Dostuma ofkelenmigtim:
Ofkemi séyledim, gecti 6fkem.
Diigmanima 6fkelenmistim:

Dile getirmedim, biiyudi 6fkem.

Ve korkularla suladim 6fkemi,
Gece gilindiiz gozyaglarimla:
Giinesi giiliiciikler oldu onun,
Yumusacik yalanlar, hileler.

Gece gunduz buyudi 6fkem,
Sonunda olgun bir elma verdi,
Diigmanim gordii bu elmayi,
Biliyordu ki benim elmamdi.

Bahgeme girdi elmami ¢almaya,
Gece orttiigiinde kutbun yiiziinii;
Sabah oldugunda ne gorsem tiyi,
Disgmanim serilmis agacin altina.
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A Little Boy Lost

Nought loves another as itself
Nor venerates another so,
Nor is it possible to Thought
A greater than itself to know:

And Father, how can I love you,

Or any of my brothers more?

I love you like the little bird

That picks up crumbs around the door.

The Priest sat by and heard the child,
In trembling zeal he siez’d his hair:
He led him by his little coat:

And all admir’d the Priestly care.

And standing on the altar high,
Lo what a fiend is here! said he:
One who sets reason up for judge
Of our most holy Mystery.

57



Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar:

Kiiciik Bir Oglan Kayboldu

Kimse kendi gibi sevmez bir bagkasini,
Kendi gibi saygt duymaz bir bagkasina,
Miimkiin degil Diisiincenin kendisinden
Daha biiyiik bir seyi tanimasi:

Daha fazla nasil sevebilirim Baba,
Seni ya da kardeslerimden birini?
Kapi 6niinde kirinti toplayan
Kigiik kus gibi seviyorum seni.

Yakindayd: Rahip, ¢ocugu duydu,
Gayretkeslikle yapigti sagima:

Kiiciik ceketinden tutup siirikledi:
Herkes hayran oldu bu Rahipge ilgiye.

Ve yiiksek sunakta dikilip Rahip,
Dedi, Bakin hele kiigiik ifrite:
Akil 6gretmeye kalkiyor yargica
Bizim en kutsal Gizemimizi.
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The weeping child could not be heard,
The weeping parents wept in vain:
They strip’d him to his little shirt,
And bound him in an iron chain.

And burn’d him in a holy place,
Where many had been burn’d before:
The weeping parents wept in vain.

Are such things done on Albions shore.
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Aglayan ¢ocu@u kimse duymadi,
Ana babasi bog yere aglad:
Yirttilar da kiigiiciik mintanini,
Demir zincirle bagladilar onu.

Ve kutsal bir yerde yaktilar onu,
Pek ¢ogunu yaktiklan yerde:
Ana babasi bog yere aglad.
Albion kiyisinda olur mu boyle.
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A Little Girl Lost

Children of the future Age,

Reading this indignant page;

Know that in a former time,

Love! sweet Love! was thought a crime.

In the Age of Gold,

Free from winters cold:

Youth and maiden bright,

To the holy light,

Naked in the sunny beams delight.

Once a youthful pair,
FilPd with softest care:
Met in garden bright,
Where the holy light,

Had just removd the curtains of the night.

There in rising day,

On the grass they play:

Parents were afar:

Strangers came not near:

And the maiden soon forgot her fear.
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Kiicitk Bir Kiz Kayboldu

Siz ey gelecek Cagm cocuklar,
Okurken bu ofkeli sayfays;

Bilin ki su tath Sevgi var ya,

Sug gibi goriiliiyordu eski zamanda.

Altin Cagda,

Kigin sogugundan uzakta:

Piril pinl oglanlar kizlar,

Kutsal 1518in altinda

Ciplak egleniyorlard giinesin 1gmnlarinda.

Bir giin geng bir gift,

Ikisi de birazcik kaygih:
Aydinlik bahcede karsilagt,
Kutsal 15181 gecenin perdelerini
Daha yeni kaldirdig) yerde.

Orda, giin dogarken,

Cimende oynuyorlardt:

Anne baba uzaktaydt:

Yakinda yabanci yoktu:

Ve geng kiz hemen unuttu korkularini.
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Tired with kisses sweet

They agree to meet,

When the silent sleep

Waves o’er heavens deep;

And the weary tired wanderers weep.

To her father white

Came the maiden bright:

But his loving look,

Like the holy book,

All her tender limbs with terror shook.

Ona! pale and weak!

To thy father speak:

O the trembling fear!

O the dismal care!

That shakes the blossoms of my hoary hair
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Yorgun disiip tath opiiciiklerden
Bulugmaya sozlestiler,

Gogiin derinlerinde

Sessiz uyku dalgalanirken
Yorgun gezginler aglarken.

Aydinlik yiizli geng kiz
Beyazlar icindeki babasma geldi:
Ama babasinin kutsal kitaba
Benzeyen o sevecen goriiniigu,
Dehgsetle sarsti her yerini.

Ah Ona! solgun, baygin!

Konus babanla:

Ah irperten korku!

Ah dertlendiren kaygy!

Titretiyor kir sagimin goncalarin
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To Tirzab

Whate’er is Born of Mortal Birth,
Must be consumed with the Earth
To rise from Generation free:
Then what have I to do with thee?

The Sexes sprung from Shame & Pride
Blowd in the morn; in evening died
But Mercy changed Death into Sleep;
The Sexes rose to work & weep.

Thou Mother of my Mortal part,
With cruelty didst mould my Heart.
And with false self-decieving tears,
Didst bind my Nostrils Eyes & Ears.

Didst close my Tongue in senseless clay
And me to Mortal Life betray:

The Death of Jesus set me free.

Then what have I to do with thee?
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Tirsa’ya

Her ne ki Oliimlii Dogumla dogar,
Tiiketilmek zorundadir Diinyayla
Ozgiir bir Kusagmn dogmast icin:
O halde benden sana ne?

Cinsler Utang ve Kibirden dogarlar
Sabah eser, aksam olur oliirler
Oliimii Uykuya cevirir Rahmet;
Calisip aglamak i¢in uyanir Cinsler.

Sen ey Oliimlii yammun Annesi,
Zuliimle bi¢imlendirdin Kalbimi.
Burnumu, gozlerimi, kulaklarim
Bagladin yalancai gozyaglanyla.

Hissiz bir ¢camurla tikadin Agzimi
Thanet ettin, Oliimlii Hayata sattin beni:
Isa’nin Oliimii kurtard: beni.

O halde benden sana ne?
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William Blake

The School-Boy

I love to rise in a summer morn,
When the birds sing on every tree;
The distant huntsman winds his horn,
And the sky-lark sings with me.

O! what sweet company.

But to go to school in a summer morn,
O! it drives all joy away;

Under a cruel eye outworn,

The little ones spend the day,

In sighing and dismay.

Ah! then at times I drooping sit,
And spend many an anxious hour;
Nor in my book can I take delight,
Nor sit in learnings bower,

Worn thro’ with the dreary shower.

How can the bird that is born for joy,
Sit in a cage and sing.

How can a child when fears annoy,
But droop his tender wing,

And forget his youthful spring.
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Ogrenci

Yaz sabahlari uyanmayi severim,
Biitiin agaglarda kuglar 6terken;
Uzakta bir avc av borusunu calar,
Tarlakugu sarkima eglik ederken.
Ah! bunlar ne giizel arkadasliklar.

Ama bir yaz sabahi okula gitmek yok mu,
Ah, o siiriip gotirir biitiin sevingleri;
Cocuklar, hoyrat bir bakisin altinda,

I¢ ekerek, korkarak,

Tiikenmis gecirir saatleri.

Ah! o vakitler birakirdim kendimi,
Ve sikilir dururdum saatlerce;

Ne kitabimdan bir zevk alirdim,

Ne de bilgi ¢cardag: altinda olmaktan,
Yoruulurdum bu kasvet sagnagindan.

Nesgelenmek i¢in dogmusg bir kus,
Nasil gakisin kafes icinde.

Nasil olur da korkan bir ¢ocuk,
Gengliginin baharini unutup,
Indirmesin uysal kanatlarini?
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William Blake

O! father & mother, if buds are nip’d,
And blossoms blown away,

And if the tender plants are strip’d
Of their joy in the springing day,

By sorrow and cares dismay,

How shall the summer arise in joy

Or the summer fruits appear.

Or how shall we gather what griefs destroy
Or bless the mellowing year,

When the blasts of winter appear.
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilar

Ah baba, ah anne, donarsa filizler,
Siiriiklenip giderse tomurcuklar,
Ve narin bitkiler bahardaki
Neselerinden soyulursa,

Kederler iginde, kaygi icinde,

Ya nasil getirsin yaz, yasama sevincini
Ya nasil ¢iksin ortaya yazin meyveleri.
Dertlerin yiktigini nasil onarahm ki
Nasil kutsayalim olgunlagan yili,

Esip dururken kig rizgarlari.
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William Blake

The Voice of The Ancient Bard

Youth of delight come hither,

And see the opening morn,

Image of truth new born.

Doubt is fled & clouds of reason,

Dark disputes & artful teazing.

Folly is an endless maze.

Tangled roots perplex her ways,

How many have fallen there!

They stumble all night over bones of the dead:
And feel they know not what but care:

And wish to lead others when they should be led
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Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilan

Yash Ozann Sesi

Mutlu genglik yakina gel,

Gor agilan sabahi,

Yeni dogmusg hakikatin goriintiisiinii.

Kusku ugup gitti artik, ve manuk bulutlarn,

Karanlik tartigmalar, hileli satagmalar.

Delilik ¢ikigsiz bir labirenttir.

Yolunu sagirtir ona dolanmis kokler,

Niceleri diigiip kalmigtir orda!

Olii kemikleri iistiinde sendeleye sendeleye vyiiriirler biitiin gece:
Ve kaygilanmaktan baska bir sey bilmediklerini hissederler:
Baskalarina yol gostermek dilerler onlara yol gosterilmesi gerekirken
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William Blake

A Divine Image

Cruelty has a Human Heart
And Jealousy a Human Face
Terror, the Human Form Divine
And Secrecy, the Human Dress

The Human Dress, is forged Iron
The Human Form, a fiery Forge.
The Human Face, a Furnace seal’d
The Human Heart, its hungry Gorge.

66



Masumiyet ve Tecriibe Sarkilart

Tanrisal Bir Imge

Bir Insan Yiiregi var Kiyiciligin
Ve Kiskangligin bir Insan Yiizii
Dehgetin Tanrisal Insan Sureti
Ve Gizliligin Insan Giysisi

Insan Giysisi dokme Demirdir
Kizgin Dokiimhane Insan Sureti.
Insan Yiizii damgalanmus bir Ocak
Onun ag Girtlag Insan Yiiregi.
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William Blake (1757-1827): insan duygularini yaln ve
dolaysiz bir bicimde anlatarak doneminde farkl bir ifade
tarzi yaratan Blake, sair, ressam ve oymabaski ustasiydi.
Siir kitaplarinin gogunu kendi resimlemisti.
Duygu ve yaradilis olarak piriten gelenege bagliydi.
Eserlerinde 6zel mulkiyete, kilise kurumuna, devlete,
yasalara, savasa ve insanin kendine yabancilasmasina
yol acan calisma bigimlerine karsi ¢ikti. Gozlem ve
deneyimlerini zengin bir dus guiclyle aktaran William
Blake, 1789’da yayimlanan Masumiyet Sarkilari’'nda
¢ocuklugun ve doga ile i¢ ice yasamanin hazzini, 1794'de
yayimlanan Tecriibe Sarkilari’nda ise toplumsal kurumlann
baskisindan duyulan bunaltiy yansitir.

Selabattin Ozpalabiyiklar (‘rsjjj: A’dan Z'ye
ilhan Berk (2003) galismasi ye Yz Yildan Denemeler
(2.006) derlemesinin yanisira, Blake ve Digckinson'dan

siir, Anna Kavan ve William Steig’dan anlat

cevirileriyle, kusaginin “zanaatina” en tutkulu
oldugunu kanitlamis ingilizce gevirmenlerindendir.
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