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Hiimanizma ruhunun ilk anlayig ve .., ., ... ...
varliginin en miisahhas sekilde ifadesi olan sanat eserlerinin be-
nimsenmesiyle baslar. Sanat subeleri i¢inde edebiyat, bu ifade-
nin zihin unsurlan en zengin olanidir. Bunun igindir ki bir mil-
letin, diger milletler edebiyatimi 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 davamiz igin miiessir bellemekteyiz. Zekasinin her cep-
hesini bu tiirlii eserlerin her turlisiine tevcih edebilmig milletler-
de dusiincenin en silinmez vasitasi olan yazi ve onun mimarisi
demek olan edebiyat, biitiin kiitlenin ruhuna kadar isliyen ve si-
nen bir tesire sahiptir. Bu tesirdeki fert ve cemiyet ittisali, za-
manda ve mekanda biitiin hudutlan delip asacak bir saglamlik
ve yayginhgr gosterir. Hangi milletin kitiipanesi bu yonden
zenginse o millet, medeniyet dleminde daha yiiksek bir idrak se-
viyesinde demektir. Bu itibarla terciime hareketini sistemli ve
dikkatli bir surette idare etmek, Tiirk irfaninin en 6nemli bir
cephesini kuvvetlendirmek, onun geniglemesine, ilerlemesine
hizmet etmektir. Bu yolda bilgi ve emeklerini esirgemiyen Tiirk
miinevverlerine gitkranla duyguluyum. Onlarin himmetleri ile
bes sene icinde, hi¢ degilse, devlet eli ile yiiz ciltlik, hususi teseb-
busslerin gayreti ve gene devletin yardimu ile, onun doért bes mis-
li fazla olmak iizere zengin bir terciime kiitiipanemiz olacaktir.
Bilhassa Tirk dilinin, bu emeklerden elde edecegi buyuk fayda-
y1 diguniip de simdiden terciime faaliyetine yakin ilgi ve sevgi
duymamak, hi¢bir Tirk okuru i¢in miimkiin olamiyacaktir.

23 Haziran 1941
Maarif Vekili
Hasan Ali Yiicel
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Bu cevirileri

Shakespeare hayrani canim kizim Defne’ye
armagan ediyorum






Onsoz

William Shakespeare “Biitiin diinya bir sahnedir,” diyor.
Shakespeare yeryiiziinii bastan basa sahne olarak gormiis,
kendi sahnesine biitiin yeryliziinii sokmaya ¢alismigtir. Ama,
hem oyun yazari, hem sair olan Shakespeare’in biitiin diin-
yasi sahne degildi. Yasantilarinin bir¢ogunu trajedilerindeki
ve komedilerindeki kisilerin sozleriyle dile getirmekle yetin-
medi, siirleriyle de agiklad:.

Biiyiik yazarin i¢ diinyasi, sonelerindedir. Bu 6zli siirler-
de, dramatik ses degil, lirik ses egemendir. Cogu, derin duy-
gular, giiclii heyecanlar, acilar1 ve sevingleri anlatir. Ingiliz
sairi William Wordsworth, soneler i¢in diyor ki: “Bu anah-
tarla Shakespeare gonliiniin kilidini agmugtir.”

On altina yiizyihin sonlarinda yazilmis olan sonelerde,
Shakespeare insan ruhunun bir¢ok boyutlarini yansitmus,
yaratmugtir. Bastan sona okunduklarinda incecik sevgilerden
yaman cinsel istahlara kadar degisen bir goniil seriivenini
anlattiklar1 goriliyor.

Soneler, denilebilir ki, Ingilizcenin en iinlii siir dizisidir.
Hem de diinyada ask edebiyatinin en giizel 6rnekleri arasin-
dadir, Ingilizce, bu siirlerde, gerek duygu ve diisiince derinli-
gi, gerek soyleyis zenginligi bakimindan, 6limsiiz bir yere
ulagmustir.
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Sonelerin 6nemi, ozellikle ti¢ yonden buyuktiir:

1. Salt siir olarak, sonelerin ¢ogu, benzeri az bulunur gi-
zelliktedir. Unlii Hayyam cevirmeni Edward Fitzgerald su
ovgiuyiu bosuna yazmug olmasa gerek: “Soneleri titizlikle
okudugum giine kadar bana yari-tanr1 gibi goriindiigii igin
Shakespeare’i yar1 tanidigimi soylersem yargimin agir1 oldu-
gunu sanmam.”

2. Soneler, Shakespeare’in i¢ diinyasinin bir¢ok yonlerine
isik tutmaktadir. Biiyiik Ingiliz ozan ve elestirmeni Samuel
Taylor Coleridge’in ogluna Shakespeare’in kafasini anlamak
i¢in sonelere bagvurmasini salik vermesi bunun igindir.

3. Soneler, Unlii yazarin dramatik sanatgihigi ile lirik sesi
arasinda kesin baglar kurdugu i¢in de ilgingtir.

Sonelerin timiinii bagska herhangi bir dile ayni bigimle,
ayni kafiye diizeniyle ¢evirmek, diisiiniilebilecek en zor ¢evi-
ri islerinden biridir. Nitekim bir¢ok dilde tiim sonelerin ¢evi-
risi yoktur. En gozii pek ¢evirmenler bile, bu mihnetli igi tist-
lenmekten tirkmiis gibidirler.

Ingilizceden Tiirkceye sone gevirisi, iki dilin yapisi ve ses
diizeni birbirine hi¢ benzemedigi ve vakit vakit ters diistiigii
icin, biiyiik zorluklar ¢ikarmaktadir. Belki de bu yiizden,
Shakespeare’in oyunlarinin hepsi —bazilar alt1 yedi kez, on
kez dilimize ¢evrildigi halde— soneler genellikle ihmale ugra-
mustir. Sone cevirilerine iliskin ilk 6nemli ¢alisma 1887-
1888°’de Mehmet Nadir’in diizyaz1 olarak yayimladigi 42
sone ¢evirisidir. Tim sonelerin ilk ¢evirisi 1979 yilinda Saa-
det Bozkurt ve Biilent Bozkurt tarafindan yayimlandi. Titiz-
likle hazirlanmig olan ve orijinallere sadik kalan bu yararh
calismada, geviriler vezinsiz, kafiyesiz, diizyaz iledir, yer yer
musralarin agiklamasini yapiyor gibidir; siirsellikten ¢ok
uzaktir. Bozkurtlar sonradan (1994’te) cevirilerini daha siir-
li bir dille, cogu zaman vezinli ve uyakh olarak yeniden di-
zenlediler. Bence, siirsellik yoniinden, en basarili 6rnekler
arasinda, Sabri Esat Siyavusgil’in bir, Can Yiicel’in iki sone
cevirisi vardur.
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Soneler

Benim sone ¢evirilerim, ilk olarak, Aralik 1961°de, rah-
metli Yasar Nabi Nayir'in Varlik dergisinde yayimlanmugti.
Sonra, birkag tanesi Yeditepe’de, Tiirk Dilinde ve Dost’ta
cikti. 1964°’te, Shakespeare’in dogumunun 400. yildoni-
miinde, kirk soneden olusan William Shakespeare: Soneler
bashkl kitabimi yayimladim. Yeditepe Yayinevi’nin ¢ikardi-
g1 bu kitap hem o yil, hem de sonraki yillarda genis ilgi gor-
dii. Yillar boyunca, baska sone cevirilerimi birer ikiser ¢esit-
li dergilerde yayimladim: Ankara Sanat, Tiirk Dili, Edebi-
yat-Sanat, Varlik, Yeditepe vs. Bir¢ok sone ¢esitli antolojiler-
de yer ald, siir programlarinda okundu, derslerde kullanil-
di. Ozellikle Prof. Dr. Oya Basak, Bogazi¢i Universitesi’nde-
ki derslerinde bu ¢evirileri yillardir okuttugu i¢in kendisine
minnettarim. Yildiz Kenter, Istanbul Radyosu i¢in soneler-
den olusan bir program hazirlad.

1985 ve 1986’da Miisfik Kenter Kahramanlar ve Soyta-
rilar: Shakespeare’in Diinyas: bashgiyla yazdigim tek kisilik
oyunda, sonelerden birka¢ tanesini iistiin basariyla okudu.
Kendisine tesekkiir borcum biiyiiktiir.

Cem Yayinevi sahibi M. Ali Ugur’un ilk Tiim Soneler ki-
tabimin yayimlanmasina verdigi 6nemi her zaman minnetle
hatirlayacagim. Onun yakin ilgisi ve giiclii destegi olmasa,
Soneler kitabi giin 1s1g1ina ¢ikamazdi. Ayrica, kitabin yayim-
lanmasi ugrunda canla bagla ¢alisan degerli kardesim Giin-
gor Dilmen’e de tesekkiir ederim. Kitap i¢in hazirladig tanut-
ma yazisinda Giingor Dilmen goyle diyordu: “Halman’in ¢e-
virileri hem Shakespeare’e ¢cok sadik, hem de olaganiistii gii-
zel olmanin cifte erdemini tasiyor. Sone gibi zor bir siir for-
munu Tirkcede aynen yinelemek giicligiin giigliikle garpi-
mudir. Sonug sasirtict: Halman ustesinden geldigi bu inanil-
maz ¢ileyi bize sezdirmiyor bile, 6ylesine rahat bir soyleyis.
Soneler artik Tiirk¢enin olmustur.”

Sair Nevzat Yal¢in’in yardimi iin de minnettarim. Ingiliz-
ceyl ve Shakespeare’in sonelerini olaganiistii iyi bilen Sayin
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Yalgin, 30°dan fazla ¢evirimi satir satir, sozcik sozciik goz-
den gecirip orijinalleriyle kargilastirarak elestirilerde bulundu.
Yaptigi onerilerin birgogundan biiyiik 6l¢lide yararlandim;
bazilarin1 aynen uyguladim. Dostum Nevzat Yal¢in’in biling-
li ve titiz elestirileri, 30 kadar sonenin ¢evirisinin daha iyi ol-
masini sagladi. Kendisine candan tesekkiir ederim.

Kitaba ¢esitli yardimlarda bulunan Dr. Jayne Wamer’a
da tesekkiirlerimi sunarim.

Sonelere gosterilen ilgi icin birgok kimselere tesekkiir
bor¢luyum. Adlarini anmayr unuttuklarim olursa bagjsla-
malarini rica ederim. Tesekkiirlerimi sunmak istediklerim
arasinda. Hayati Asilyazici, Mehmet Atay, Hiisamettin Bo-
zok, Tanju Cilizoglu, Giingor Dilmen, Giiltekin Emre, Niiz-
het Islimyeli, Yasar Kemal, Yildiz Kenter, Serhat Kestel ve A.
Turan Oflazoglu basta gelir. Sonsuzluga gocenlerden Melih
Cevdet Anday, Siikran Giingor, Azra Erhat, Ilhan Berk,
Mehmet Kaplan, Yasar Nabi Nayir, Behget Necatigil, Niivit
Ozdogru ve Nurettin Sevin’in adlarin1 anmak isterim.

Soneler tizerindeki ¢alismalarima her zaman destek olan
esim Seniha T. Halman’a tegekkiir ederim.

Kizim Defne Halman, kitabimin hazirlanmasina ilham
kaynagi oldu, manevi destek sagladi. Onun ve geng sanatgi
arkadaglarinin sonelere gosterdikleri ilgi, bu kitabi tamamla-
mam i¢in hevesimi artirdu.

Soneler’in en iyi sekilde yayimlanmasi i¢in biiyiik emek
veren Sayin Ahmet Salcan ile Sayin A. Alkan Inal’a tesekkiir
borcum biiyiiktiir.

Metnin baskiya hazirlanmasinda canla bagla ¢alisan De-
met Gilizelsoy Chafra’ya tesekkiirler ederim.

Cevirilerde siirlerin asillarina sadik kalinmig, adaptasyon
(uyarlama) yoluna gidilmemistir. Baglica diisiincem, sonele-
rin Ozuni ve sesini otantik olarak Turkgede yeniden yarat-
mak, bunu yaparken kulak tirmalamamak, “geviri kokusu”
vermemek olmustur. Bu ¢eviriler, “sadakat ile siirsellik ara-
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sinda denge” ilkesine gore yapilmustir. Pek ¢ogu, sanirim,
Tirkge yazilmug gibi okunabilir, ama orijinallerdeki 6zellik-
lerin hemen hepsi korunmustur.

Okaurlar, bu sonelerde Tiirkgenin gur ve giizel seslerinden
esintiler bulursa diinyalar benim olur.

Genel Bilgiler

Sonelerin Yayimlanmasi: 154 sone ilk kez 1609 yilinda
topluca Thomas Thorpe tarafindan basilmigtir. Thorpe’un,
soneleri Shakespeare’den degil, bagka birinden alip izinsiz ola-
rak bastig1 saniliyor. Yanlslarla dolu olan bu birinci baskiy:
Shakespeare kitap satisa ¢iktiktan sonra gormiis. Thorpe,
T. T. harflerini kullanarak, soneleri adi sadece W. H. olarak
verilen birisine armagan etmis. W. H. armagan yazisinda,
“the onlie begetter of these insuing sonnets” diye tanitilmak-
tadir. “Begetter”in anlamim iki tiirli yorumlamak miim-
kiin: Biri, “bulup getiren”, ikincisi “ilham eden”. Bu anlam
kangikligi yiiziinden, W. H. adl kimse soneleri Shakespea-
re’in ilham kaynagi olan my, diye siirtip gelen bir tartigma
var. W. H. adinin kimin adi oldugu tizerinde uzun kitaplar
ve sayisiz yazi yazilmstir.

1640 yilinda soneler, John Benson tarafindan yeniden
yayimlanmustir. Benson, sonelerin arasina bagka siirler karis-
tirmug, baghklar eklemis, birtakim deyimleri degistirmis ve
soneleri yeni bir siraya koymus.

Bu ilk iki baskidan bu yana, soneler yiizlerce defa basl-
mustir. Hepsi ya da ¢ogu, yerytiziiniin belli bagh dillerine ve
bircok bagka ufak dillere ¢evrilerek yayimlanmustir.

Sonelerin Bicim ve Ozellikleri: Ronesans Italyasinda
baslayan sone tiirii, Shakespeare’den 6nce Ingiliz siirinde
genis Ol¢iide kullanilmig ve gelistirilmigti. Shakespeare, so-
neyi olgun bir lirik siir arac1 olarak kivama erdirmis, bu
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tiriin en saglam ve canli 6rneklerini vermeyi basarmustir.
Bilginlerin yaptig1 incelemelerden Shakespeare’in Petrarca
(1304-1374), Pierre de Ronsard (1524-1585) ve Torqua-
to Tasso (1544-1595) gibi yabanci ozanlarin ve Sir Philip
Sidney (1554-1586) ile Samuel Daniel (1562-1619) gibi
Ingiliz ozanlarinin sonelerini okuyup etkilendigini 6greni-
yoruz.

Shakespeare, Italyan ve Fransiz sonesinden bigim baki-
mindan degisik olan Ingiliz sonesini kullanmustir:

e e B - o = o Bl o nl N o nl

8
g

Uyak diizeninde goriilecegi gibi, Ingiliz sonesi ii¢ dortliik-
le bir beyitten meydana gelmise benzer. Genellikle birinci
dortlik, konuyu sunar; ikinci dortlik konuyu genisletir;
tgiinci dortlik gelistirip doruga gotiiriir; son iki satir ise si-
irin Oziini ve Ozetini verir. Shakespeare, sonelerini her za-
man bu siraya gore yazmus degildir elbette. Bi¢cim bakimin-
dansa fazla degisiklik yapmamugtir. Sone 126’da 14 degil, 12
satir vardir; Sone 135 apayri bir uyak diizeniyle yazilmistir

(abab/bcbc/adad/aa).
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Shakespeare, sonelerinde, piyeslerinde oldugu gibi, ¢o-
gunlukla “iambic pentameter” ol¢iistinii kullanmustir. Bu 6l-
cude, satir sirayla biri vurgusuz, biri vurgulu olmak iizere on
heceden meydana gelir. Vurgusuz heceler yerine bir nokta
(.), vurgulu yerine de bir kisa ¢izgi (—) koyarsak satirin 6l-
cusiini goyle gosterebiliriz:

Bu 6lciiniin Ingiliz siirinde ve Shakespeare’de uygulanisi
kesin bir kurala bagli kalmaz: Vurgular yer degistirebilir, bir
iki hece eklenebilir, satirlara ¢esitli ritmler konulabilir. Boy-
le degisiklikler olsa da olmasa da, bu 6l¢i ses ve anlam vur-
gularindaki belirli ayrimlar dolayisiyla inis ¢ikigh ve kivrak
bir ahenk saglar.

Sonelerin Genel Onemi: Shakespeare’in sanatinda sone-
lerin 6nemli bir yeri oldugu belirli ve bilinen bir gercek. Bel-
li bagh trajedi ve komedileriyle birlikte sonelerinin de titizlik-
le okunup degerlendirilmesi, Shakespeare’in yaraticiligini
biitiin yonleriyle goriip anlamak bakimindan bir zorunluluk
olmustur.

Soneler, salt siir olarak, Shakespeare’in lirik dehasini dra-
matik eserlerinde sezinledigimizden ¢ok daha yogun bir giic-
le karsimuza gikariyor. Ustelik Shakespeare’in bir¢ok kisisel
yasantilar1 —hatta yer yer i¢ diinyasinin gizli koseleri— sone-
lerde gozler oniine seriliyor.

Bu iki yonden, bilginler ve elestirmenler soneleri gozden
gecirmigler, yorumlayip tartismiglardir. Sonelerle ilgili birta-
kim muammalar da Shakespeare uzmanlarini 6teden beri
ugrastiriyor. Bu cevapsiz sorular, sonelerin yazildig: yillar-
dan Shakespeare’in kendisini sonelerinde ne denli agikladigi-
na kadar degisiyor.
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Sonelerin Yazildig: Yillar: Cesitli bilginlere gore, Shake-
speare’in soneleri yazmaya basladigi yili 1588 kadar geriye,
bitirdigi yili ise 1609 kadar ileriye gotiirebiliriz. Sonelerin
adin1 anan ilk kaynak, Francis Meres’in 1598 yilinda ¢ikmus
bir kitabidir. Sonelerle 1595 yilina kadar yazilmis olan bir-
kag piyes (Love’s Labour’s Lost, Two Gentlemen of Verona,
Romeo and Juliet, Richard II, Richard III) ve iki uzun siir
(“Venus and Adonis”, “Rape of Lucrece”) arasindaki bag-
lantilar, sonelerin hi¢ degilse bazilarinin 1595 yilindan 6nce
yazilmig oldugunu gosteriyor. Bir¢ok kaynakta belirtilen ce-
sitli noktalar1 kargilagtirarak su sonuca varabiliriz: Shake-
speare, sonelerini 1592 siralarinda yazmaya baslamus, ¢ogu-
nu 1595 yilindan sonra kaleme almig ve herhalde 1598 sira-
larinda tamamlamustir.

Sanigin Gencin Kimligi: Shakespeare 154 sonesinin ilk
126’sin1 glizel, sarisin ve soylu bir gence yazmugtir. 1609°da
ctkan ilk sone kitabi, W. H. harfleriyle tanitilan birisine ar-
magan edilmis oldugu i¢in, adi bu harflerle baglayan soylu
kisinin kimligi bugiine kadar aranmus ve tartistimistir. Ugiin-
ci Southampton Kontu Henry Wriothesley (1573-1624),
birka¢ bakimdan akla yakin goriiniiyor ama, onun adinin
ilk harfleri W. H. degil, H. W. Baska adaylar arasinda Pem-
broke Kontu William Herbert (1580-1630), Southampton
Kontu’nun iivey babasi William Harvey (Hervey), basimevi
sahibi Thomas Thorpe’un arkadasit William Hall, William
Hathaway, William Holgate, Shakespeare’in yegeni William
Harte var. W. H. harflerinin “William Himself” yani
“Shakespeare Kendisi” anlamina geldigi de ileri siirilmiis-
tir. Oscar Wilde, Will Hughes adinda bir geng aktor uydur-
mus ve Shakespeare’in ona tutkun oldugu goriisiinii savun-
mustur. Bir yorumcu ise gen¢ adamin Shakespeare’in kendi
oglu oldugunu 6ne siirmiig ve biitiin soneleri buna gore sira-
layip yorumlamustir.
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Simdiye kadar bulunan belgeler, sarigin giizel gencin kim
oldugunu kesin olarak 6grenmemiz icin yeterli degildir. Bu
bakimdan, gercek kimligini degil, sonelerdeki siirsel kimligi-
ni goz Oniinde tutmamiz uygun olur.

Oteki Ozamn Kimligi: Birka¢ sonede Shakespeare bir ra-
kip ozanin soylu gencin goziine girmis oldugundan yakin-
maktadir. Oteki ozanin kim oldugu bilinmiyor. Uzerinde en
¢ok durulan iki Gnli ozan, George Chapman (1559-1634)
ile Christopher Marlowe (1564-1593). Bagka adlar da one
striilmigtiir. Edmund Spenser, George Peel, Michael Dray-
ton, Samuel Daniel, Barnabe Barnes, Gervase Markham,
Thomas Nashe ve bagkalari. Sone 86’nin ilk satirlan ile
Chapman’in bir siiri arasinda birtakim baglant1 ve benzerlik-
ler sezildigi i¢in, Chapman rakip ozan olarak akla yakin go-
riiniiyor, ama bunu kesinlikle sdylemek miimkiin degil.

Esmer Kadinin Kimligi: Bu konu itizerinde uzun arastir-
malar sonu¢ vermemistir. Yeni belgeler ortaya ¢ikmadikga
esmer kadinin kimligi gizli kalacaga benzer. Onsekizinci
yuzyilin sonunda George Chalmers, esmer kadinin Kralige 1.
Elizabeth (1533-1603) oldugunu ileri siirdii. Sonralari, Sha-
ke-speare’in karis1 Anne Hathaway, Penelope Rich, Shake-
speare’in metresi oldugu sanilan Davenant gibi adlar ortaya
atildi. Elizabeth Vernon ile Mary Fitton, bazi bakimlardan
esmer kadinin niteliklerine uymaktadir. Elizabeth’in nedime-
lerinden biri olan Vernon, 1598 Mayisinda Southampton
kontu Henry Wriothesley ile evlenmis, ayni yilin Kasiminda
cocuk dogurmustu. Mary Fitton da Elizabeth’in nedimele-
rindendi; 1601 Martinda Pembroke Kontu William Her-
bert’ten bir ¢cocuk dogurunca Herbert hapse girdi. Bu ba-
kimdan, Shakespeare’in son sonelerinde birkag kere agik¢a
soz konusu ettigi utang, rezalet, yiizkaras: gibi olaylar ya So-
uth-ampton-Vernon, ya da Pembroke-Fitton skandal ile il-
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gili olabilir. George Bernard Shaw, Sonelerin Kara Kadini
adli piyesinde Mary Fittont kabul ediyor. Bununla birlikte,
esmer kadinin kimligi kesinlikle bilinmemektedir.

Sonelerin Sirasi: Sonelerin hangi sirayla yazilmis oldugu,
Shakespeare uzmanlari arasinda uzun zamandir tartigma
konusu. 1609 baskisinin baska yanlslarla birlikte siray1 da
bozdugunu o6ne siirenler var. Hig degilse yirmi kitapta sone-
ler ayri siralara konulmustur. Birtakim yorumlara bagh olan
bu siralamalar, ille de birinci baskidan stiin sayilmamali.
Nitekim, bir¢cok ¢agdas bilginlerle editorler birinci baskidaki
siray1 kullanmayi uygun gortiyorlar. Bu kitapta da 1609 bas-
kisinin sirasi kullanilmigtir.

Shakespeare’in Yazmadigr Samilan Soneler: 154 soneden
birkaginin Shakespeare’in kaleminden ¢ikmadigini ya da ¢1-
kamayacagini One siirenler olmustur. Bunlar arasinda en
fazla s6z konusu olanlar, 130, 145, 151, 153 ve 154 numa-
rali sonelerdir. 130’un Shakespeare tarafindan o ¢agin ozan-
lariyla alay etmek amaciyla kaleme alindigina siiphe olma-
mali. Bunu bir taslama siiri olarak kabul edip ¢evirisine bu
derlemede yer verdim. Sone 145 6l¢ii bakimindan biitiin so-
nelerden degisik oldugu icin itiraza ugramustir. 151°de anlam
onemli ama, siirin yapisi ve 6zellikle ritmi sakat; bu yiizden
bazi kimseler 151’1 Shakespeare’in yazmamig oldugunu ileri
sirmiiglerdir. Sone 153 ve 154 sonelerin buitiinliigiinii bozan
ve genel niteliklere uymayan iki siirdir. Yunancadan yarim
yamalak cevrilmise benzeyen bu iki sone, Shakespeare’in sa-
nat¢ihigina aykir1 goriindiigi i¢in bazi kimseler, bunlarin
bagka bir ozan tarafindan yazilmig oldugunu sanmaktadir.

Sonelerde Dil ve Soyleyis: Shakespeare, sonelerinde ge-
nellikle piyeslerinin ¢ogundan daha agik ve duru bir dil kul-
lanmustir. Gerek duygularin agikga bildirilmesi, gerek kivrak
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bir ritm saglanmasi i¢in, Shakespeare ¢ok sayida kisa kelime-
den yararlanmak yoluna gitmis. Ustelik sonelerde piyesleri-
nin bir¢ok yerini zorlastiran mitolojik ve tarihi adlar1 kullan-
maktan ve yogun benzetmeler yapmaktan kaginmugtir.
Yine de baz1i sonelerde bulanik ve karisik satirlar var.
Shakespeare, yer yer benzetmelerini birlestirerek okuyucuya
cetrefil anlamlar veriyor. Belki Shakespeare’in ara sira titiz
davranmamus olmas yiiziinden, belki de eski baski yanligla-
1 yuzinden, i¢inden ¢ikilmaz duruma girmis satirlarla da
karsilasiyoruz. Vakit vakit ozanin birtakim soyleyisleri zor-
ladigint ve ¢irkin egretilemeler yaptigini goriiyoruz. Ama so-
nelerin en buyiik zorlugu, s6z oyunlarinda. Bazi satirlarda
anlagilmasi g, iki ¢ anlamh kelimeler ve soyleyisler var.
Hemen hepsi bile bile yapilmis olan bu s6z oyunlar tizerin-
de Shakespeare uzmanlar1 uzun uzun ¢ahsip tartismiglardir.
S6z oyununun bastan sona siirdiigii Sone 135’de “Will” de-
gisik satirlarda ayr1 anlamlara geliyor ve sik sik ayni yerde
birka¢ anlam birden veriyor: “Will” hem Shake-speare’in ilk
adi olan William’in kisa sekli, hem de bazi uzmanlara gore
Shakespeare’in sevgilisinin adi; ayrica “will” Ingilizcede
“irade”, “vasiyetname”, “istek”, “bilerek yapmak” gibi an-
lamlara geliyor. Shakespeare, ayni sone i¢inde biitiin bu an-
lamlari kullanmus; bazi satirlarda “will” yukardaki anlamla-
rin iki ya da ¢ tanesini birden veriyor. Boyle s6z oyunlari-
nin bagka dillere aktarilmasi, degme cevirmenleri basarisizli-
ga ugratmigtir. Denebilir ki, sonelerdeki s6z oyunlarinin hep-
sini tam olarak ¢evirmek, hi¢bir babayigidin harci degildir.

Sonelerde Shakespeare’in Kisiligi: Ozan ve elestirmen
Stephen Spender, sonelerin diizensiz olarak tutulmus bir siir
gunliigii ya da bir karsilikli konugmanin yarisi gibi oldugu-
nu soyliiyor. Sonelerde Shakespeare’in kendi yasantilarini ve
i¢ dunyasini ne dereceye kadar yansittig tizerindeki tartis-
malar on dokuzuncu yiizyil baslarindan beri siiriip gelmek-
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tedir. Ingiliz Romantiklerine gore, Shakespeare sonelerde
varliginin en gizli yonlerini bile ¢irilgiplak ortaya dokmistiir.

Yirminci yizyihin -hele ikinci yarisinin— belli bagh
Shakespeare uzmanlarinin ¢ogu, Romantiklerin goriisiine
taban tabana zit bir digiinceyi ileri siirdiiler. Onlara gore,
soneler bir otobiyografi degildir, bir goniil seriiveninin 6y-
kiisii olarak yazilmamistir. Shakespeare sonelerde kendin-
den onceki ve ¢agindaki ozanlarin baslica sevgi konularini
kullanmus, gerek sone bigimi, gerek estetik anlayis ve ruhsal
duyarlik bakimindan bir gelenege uymus, giiniiniin moda-
sin1 kabullenmistir. Peter Quennell ve Northrop Frye gibi
iki bilgin elestirmene gore, sonelerin temalar1 Ronesans’tan
beri belirli bir sOyleyis geleneginin gergevesi iginde siiriip
gelmekteydi; Shakespeare kendi gonliiniin degil, bu estetik
anlayigin siirini yazmigtir. Hemen hemen biitiin trajedi ve
komedilerinde oldugu gibi, kendi agzindan konusmamus,
“bir ozan” (kendisinden baska bir ozan) yaratarak onu bir
arag diye kullanmistir.

Bu iki goriisten hangisinin agir bastigini kesinlikle soyle-
mek mimkiin degil. Belki de bu konudaki tartisma higbir
sonug veremeden siiriip gidecek. Ikisi ortas bir degerlendir-
me, akla yakin goriiniiyor: Soneler, ger¢ek anlamda otobi-
yografik olmasa bile, Shakespeare’in ruhunun ve yasantilari-
nin bazi yonlerini apagik ya da ustii kapal olarak yansitsa
gerektir. Soneler herhalde bir itiraflar dizisi, bir giinlik, bir
soyunma degildir ama Shakespeare’in bu siirlere kisisel ya-
santilarim sik stk koymus olmamasi havsalaya sigmaz. Bu
bakimdan sonelerin Shakespeare’in kisiligine yer yer 1s1k tut-
tugu yargisina varmak yanhs olmaz.

Sonelerin Konulan

Shakespeare’in 154 sonesinin genel konusu sevgidir;
oykiisii ise bir sevgi seriiveni. Bu Oykiiniin dort kigisi var:
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Ozan (belki Shakespeare’in kendisi, belki de anlatim araci
olarak yarattig: bir ozan), sarisin erkek sevgili, esmer kadin
ve rakip ozan.

Ilk sonelerde ozan kendisine ihsan ve yardimlarda bulu-
nan bir geng aristokrata giiglii ve heyecanl bir sevgiyle bag-
lidir. Sonralar, bir rakip ozanin goze girmesi ve baska sa-
dakatsizlikler yiiziinden acikli durumlara diger. Son sone-
ler, bir esmer kadina duyulan cinsel sevgiyi anlatir. Bu kisa
ozetten anlasilacagy gibi, 154 sone ozanin soyut sevgiden
cinsel iliskilere kadar gecirdigi tiirli tirli ruh olaylarinin
oykisii gibidir.

Genel konunun gelismesi bakimindan, soneler ¢esitli sira
ve siniflara konulabilir, ama en belirli bolme sudur:

1. Sone I’den Sone 126’ya kadar soylu gence yazilmug
olanlar,

2. Sone 127°den Sone 152’ye kadar esmer kadina yazil-
mus olanlar.

(Sone 153 ve 154, dizinin bitinligiinden ayn diismekte-
dir. Bunlar, iki eski Yunan siirinden ¢ok serbest ve aksak
olarak Ingilizceye aktarilmistir.)

Birinci uzun boliimdeki sevgili (Shakespeare kendisinden
yer yer “dost” ya da “arkadas” diye de bahsetmistir) geng ve
soylu bir adamdir. Bir kadin gibi giizel, ozandan ¢ok daha
geng, servet ve soyluluk bakimindan ¢ok ustiindiir.

Ilk on yedi sonede Shakespeare, gencin evlenmesi ve gii-
zelligini ¢ocuklarinda devam ettirmesi i¢in yalvarir. Gegen
zaman ve yaklasan ecel, giizelligin bas dismanidir. Giizellik,
ancak devam etmekle zamanin ve 6liimiin elinde yok olmak-
tan kurtulabilecektir. Onun i¢in, gen¢ adam giizelligini ¢o-
cuklarinda siirdiirmelidir.

Sone 18’den baslayarak, ozan, sevgilisinin giizelligini si-
irlerinde yaratmak ve yasatmak zorunlulugunu duyar. Bir
yandan, yaslanmaktan yakinan ozan, siiri —hele kendi siiri-
ni— giizelligin bir gorkemli anit1 olarak goriir. Zaman ve ecel

X1X



William Shakespeare

sevgilisinin guzelligini alip gotiirse bile o giizellik sonelerde
sonsuz yasayacaktir.

Sone 26’dan sonra, ozan, sevgilisinden bir siire uzak ka-
lir. Bu siirede ge¢mis giinlerin mutlulugunu o6zlem ve tiziin-
tiyle disuniir: Nedense kaderin sillesini yemis, insanlarin
(ya da soylu gencin) goziinden dismiustur artik.

Soylu geng, ozanin sevgisine ihanet etmistir: Anlasilan,
ayrihk sirasinda gen¢ adam ozanin metresiyle dusiip kalk-
mis. Ama ozan, gen¢ adam olesiye sevdigi i¢in bu utang ve-
rici olay1 bile bagslar.

Sonra yeniden yollara diisen ozan, 6zlem acisi ¢ekerken
siirinde sevgilisinin guzelligini bir yandan soyutlastirir, bir
yandan sonsuzlastirmaya ¢alisir. Varlik, onun igin bir ¢ile ol-
mustur artik; diilnyadan elini etegini ¢ekmeye yeltenir, ama
sevgisi Oyle derindir ki bu diisiinceden cayar. Derken, sevgi-
lisinin adinin karigtigy bir rezaleti haber alinca derin bir tiziin-
tiniin pengesine digiip Oliimu dusiiniir kara kara. Yine de
sevgilisini bir tiirli aklindan ¢ikaramaz. Gelgelelim, rakip bir
ozanin goze girmesi yuziinden Shakespeare gozden diigmiis-
tir. Sevgilisini birakmaya karar verir, ama bu sefer sevgilisi
ona doner. Ozan kuskular i¢indedir, giiveni kalmamustir ar-
tik. Bundan sonra sirayla ayriliklar baglar, sevgi yeniden can-
lanir, ihanetler olur: Ozan sevginin Olumsiizligiinii ister
ama, cinsel istahlarla ihanetler ve ayriliklar yliziinden zaman
ve ecel, sevgiye karsi zafer kazanacak duruma gelmigtir.

Sone 127°den Sone 152’ye kadar uzanan ikinci boliim,
ozanin esmer kadinla yasadig1 yar1 ac1 yar tath hayatin oy-
kiisi. Bu bolumde, gen¢ adama duyulan manevi sevgiye
karsilik, esmer kadina baglanmanin ozam cinsel isteklere
tutsak dusiirdugii anlatilmaktadir. Shakespeare, Elizabeth
caginin gergek giizellik saydigi sarisginliga kiyasla esmerligin
astiin oldugunu savunur. Ozan, metresine candan bir sev-
giyle bagh goriinmez. Esmerligi 6vmekle beraber, yer yer es-
mer kadini giizel degilmig gibi gosterir. Bazen “esmer” der-
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ken “kara”, “karanlik”, “som” anlamini vermek istiyor gi-
bidir. Evli bir kadin olan metresi baskalariyla da disip
kalkmaktadir. Ozana en biiyiik ihaneti, soylu gengle yasa-
mas1 olmustur. Biitiin bunlara ragmen, kadinin 6yle gicli
ve cekici bir kisiligi vardir ki ozan ona korii koriine bagh
kalmakta, gonliinden bir tiirlii sokiip atamamaktadir. Cin-
sel istahin zaferidir bu.

Yukaridaki 6zet, Shakespeare’i sonelerde kendi gonlii-
niin acilarini ve mutluluklarini anlatmig gibi gosterebilir. Bel-
ki de, gercekten, sonelerin otobiyografik bir niteligi var. Bu-
nu kesin olarak bilmiyoruz. Sonelerde Shakespeare dort bes
yil siren ve kanl canli bir cinsel heyecandan en ince soyut
sevgiye kadar degisen bir kigisel seriiveni izlemis olabilir.

Bazi elestirmenlere gore, soneler Shakespeare’in kendi
hayatim1 yansitmiyor. Ben diye konusan ozan, Shakespea-
re’in kendisi degildir, sanat sesidir. Bu siirlerin gosterdigi sev-
gi anlayisi ve estetik kaygilar, Ronesans’tan Shakespeare ¢a-
gina gelmis olan belli bagh geleneklere uymaktadir. Sevgi si-
iri, dogrudan dogruya kisisel sevgiyi anlatmaz ve onu bir
duygu, bir insanlik yasantisi olarak inceler. Erkek ya da ka-
din, herhangi bir giizel varlik, kendisi olarak degil, soyut ger-
cekler yoniinden siire konu olur. Yirminci yuzyil elestirmen-
lerinden Northrop Frye, Shakespeare sonelerinin Bati uygar-
liginda biling ve istemin son sinirlarina kadar arastirilmasina
yol agan ruh arayisimi ¢agin edebiyat gelenegi icinde Ozetle-
digini sOyliiyor. Frye’a gore, Shakespeare Bati diinyasinda
Petrarca’nmin idealizminden Proust’un acikli bunalimlarina
kadar suriip gelmis olan sevgi ¢esitlerini sonelerinde algilayip
yaratmustir.

Shakespeare’in kendi yasantilarimi anlatsa da anlatmasa
da, soneler sevginin sayisiz yonlerini ¢iril¢iplak ortaya atiyor
ya da hafif¢ce duyuruyor, alev alev heyecanla haykiriyor ya
da incecik duygularla yansitiyor, ruhun derinliklerini aydin-
latiyor ya da karanlik kivraniglar iistii-kapali soyleyiglerle
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gizli birakiyor. Birbiri ardina sonelerde sevgi dolu bir gonli
sarsan heyecanlar, onu didik didik eden cileler bazen canh
bazen duru, ama her zaman duygulu bir lirik sesle aciklan-
mus: Taparcasina sevmek, kusku, 6zlem, ihanet, sevginin
mutlulugu, kiskanma, iyilik ve gaddarlik, cinsel istek, giizel-
ligi ve sevgiyi clriitecek olan 6lim kargisinda korku, hayal
kirikligi, sevgi ugrunda her aciya katlanma, umut ve karam-
sarlik, giinah ve su¢ duygusu, sevgili 6niinde benligin deger-
sizligi, siirin yasatma giicii, lanet ve nefret... Sevginin insan
ruhundaki her duygusu, insan yasantilarindaki her goriinii-
st sonelerin bir yerinde ifade edilmistir denebilir. Sevgiye de-
gin, gonle degen duygular ve degerlerle doludur soneler. Bel-
ki de bagka hicbir siir dizisi, sevgiyi bu denli derinlemesine ve
geniglemesine anlatabilmis degildir.

Sonelerin ¢ogunlugunun geng bir erkege yazilmis olmasi
ve atesli bir sevgiyi haykirmasi, Shakespeare’de homoseksii-
el (pederast) egilimler oldugu disiincesine yol ag¢mustir,
Shakespeare uzmanlari arasinda ¢6ziilememis bir nokta bu.
Herhalde hicbir vakit ¢oziillemeyecek. Bir ozanin bir giizel
erkege hayranlik ve sevgi duymasinin o ¢aglarda bir edebi-
yat gelenegi ve giiniimiizdeki homoseksiiellik anlayisindan
bagka bir sanat tutumu oldugunu One siiren bilginler var.
Ogzellikle eski Italyan sonelerinde sik sik kendini gosteren er-
kek sevgisini sone geleneginin bir cesit geregi sayan bu gorii-
se kargilik, baz1 sonelerde rastlanan belirli ifadeler, Shake-
speare’in sarigin gence karsi gercekten escinsel nitelikte bir
sevgi duydugu diisiincesinde azimsanamayacak bir gercek
pay! bulundugunu ortaya koymaktadir.

Shakespeare ile sevdikleri arasindaki ilintileri, felsefi ve
estetik yonden yorumlamak da mimkiin: Shakespeare bel-
ki de sarigin genci ideal giizelligin simgesi olarak goriip 6y-
le yaratmgtir. Ozan, sevgilisinin erkekligiyle kadin yiziini
esi olmayan bir karigim halinde birlestirmis olabilir. Sarigin
gencin soylulugu da, aslinda bir manevi temizlik, arinmig
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ruhun bir boyutudur. Boyle bir giizellige duyulan sevgi, cin-
sel istahlarin ¢irkinliginden uzak kalir. Soyut bir sevgidir o.
Sarisin gengte dis giizellik gercek bir goniil zenginliginin, ya-
sama duristliigiiniin ve manevi degerlerin belirtisidir. Gii-
zellik, bu anlamda erdemdir. Sonelerdeki bu estetik anlayi-
sinda (gercekten boyle bir anlayis varsa) bir dinsel nitelik
bulmak da mimkiin: Giizellik bir erdemse ona goniil ver-
mek ve tapmak, onun istiin ahlakina ermeye ¢alismak ge-
rekir. Giizelligin boylesiyle vuslat olamayacag igin, seven
goniil ona erisememekten dogan ¢ileye katlanmalidir. Seven
ve bu ¢ileyi ¢ceken goniil arinir, bedenden koparak gergek te-
mizlige kavusur.

Tirli yonlerden dogru ve yararli olsa da bunlar siir-dist
bakis ve yorumlardir. Asil 6nemli olan siirin kendi i¢ gerge-
gidir. Ona ermek icin en dogru ve en degerli kaynak, sone-
lerdir. Sonelerin gercegi, kendi iclerindedir.

Ceviri Ilkeleri

Bu ¢evirilerde anlam, duyarlik, diisiince, benzetme ve eg-
retileme, soyleyis, ses ve s6z uyusumu, ritm, uyak ve bi¢im
bakimindan sonelerin aslina bagh kalmak amac gidiilmiis-
tir. Ama korii koriine sadakatten kag¢imilmigtir. Uyarlama
ya da Tiirk¢ede yeniden soyleme gibi yollara basvurulma-
mug; Ote yandan, Turkgenin hakkini yememek, soneleri gii-
zel Tiirkge siirler olarak ¢evirmek tizerinde durulmustur.

Elizabeth Cag Ingilizcesiyle bugiinkii Tiirkge arasindaki
temel ayriliklar yiiziinden, Shakespeare’i dilimize olgiili ve
uyakli olarak cevirirken bitin ince anlamlari, ses ve soz
oyunlarini, soyleyis ve diisiince Ozelliklerini tam olarak ak-
tarmak kolay is degildir. Bazi kavramlarin, hele s6z oyunla-
rinin bagka bir dile cevrilmesi olanak disidir. Yine de, sone-
lerin her ogesi tizerinde satir satir, sozciik sozciik durulmus,
en uygun karsiliklarin bulunmasi ugrunda hicbir ¢aba esir-
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genmemistir. Her seye ragmen, yer yer, giicliikkleri yenemedi-
gimi sanlyorum.

Tartisma konusu olan soneler ve satirlarda ya ayn zor
anlasilir sOyleyisi vermek, ya gesitli yorumlardan bir tane-
sini dogru olarak kabul etmek, ya da ¢elisik birka¢ yorumu
bagdastirmak zorunlulugu dogmustur. Bir iki yerde, ash
belirsiz kalmis soyleyislerin anlamini biraz agip belirlemek
gerekli oldu. Bu tek tiik degistirmeler bir yana, genellikle
cevirilerim, sonelerin asillarina bastan sona sadik kalmistir,
denebilir. Satir satir yapilacak bir karsilagtirmanin “sada-
kat”e ne denli 6nem verdigimi agik¢a gosterecegine inani-
yorum.

Shakespeare, soylu gence 70 sonede “sen”, 34 sonede
“siz” diye hitap etmistir. Esmer kadin i¢in bagtan sona “sen”
kullanmistir. “Sen” ve “siz” ayriminin bile bile yapilmisg
olup olmadigini kesinlikle séylemek zor.

Sonelerin bi¢imi ve uyak diizeni ¢evirilere oldugu gibi
alindi. Biri vurgusuz, biri vurgulu on hecenin siralanmasin-
dan olusan “iambic pentameter” gibi bir nitelik vezninin di-
limizde karsihigi olmadig: igin, gevirileri hece vezniyle yap-
mayi uygun gordiim. On heceli “pentameter”dan dort hece
uzun olmakla beraber, kivrakligi dolayisiyla 7+7 veznini seg-
tim. Yine de, bir say1 Ol¢iisii olan 7+7, Shakespeare’in ritmik
ve kivrak vezni yaninda zayif kaldi. Boyle bir uyusmazlhig: gi-
dermek i¢in birkag¢ ¢6ziim yolu aradim:

1. Sesli ve sessiz harfleri canli ve kivrak bir ses diizeni
icinde siralayan satirlar yazarak Shakespeare’dekine benzer
bir ritm saglamaya ¢ahismak.

2. 7+7 parmak hesabinin biraktigi ses boslugunu giiclia
ve zengin uyaklarla doldurmak.

3. Baz satirlarda yedinci heceden sonraki duraktan vaz-
gecip anlami duraksiz olarak ikinci ctiz’e gecirmek.

Yalnizca bir sone, biitiin ¢abalarima ragmen, 7+7 olgi-
siine sigmadi: Sone 99, 8+8 Ol¢lisiiyle ¢evrilmistir.
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Elbette onemli olan, ¢eviri yontemi, bi¢im, vezin ve uyak-
tan Ote, soneleri hem asil anlamlarina bagh kalarak, hem de
Tirkgeye tamamyla yatkin olarak taze siirler gibi aktarip
yaratmaktir. Cevirilerim bunu basarabildiyse gorevimi dog-
ru diiriist yaptim diye sevinecegim.

Talat Sait Halman

Bu kitabin imlasi i¢in Tirk Dil Kurumu’nun 2008 yilinda ya-
yimladigi Yazim Kilavuzu (web sitesi <http:/www.tdk.gov.tr>)
kullanilmugtir.
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Sonnets

I

From fairest creatures we desire increase,
That thereby beauty’s rose might never die,
But as the riper should by time decease
His tender heir might bear his memory:
But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,
Feed’st thy light’s flame with self-substantial fuel,
Making a famine where abundance lies,
Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel.
Thou that art now the world’s fresh ornament
And only herald to the gaudy spring,
Within thine own bud buriest thy content,
And tender churl, mak’st waste in niggarding.
Pity the world, or else this glutton be,
To eat the world’s due, by the grave and thee.
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I

Artmasini isteriz en giizel varliklarin
Giizelligin giil yiizii solmasin diye asla,
Bir giizel, yaslanip da goglince bugiin yarin
Anisi yasar yine korpecik yavrusuyla;
Ama can yoldagindir kendi parlak gozlerin,
Kendi atesin besler ruhunun alevini;
Kitliga cevirirsin bollugunu her yerin,
Kendi diismanin gibi, ezersin can evini.
Simdi sen yeryiiziiniin taptaze bir siisiisiin,
Varligin ¢icek dolu bahardan miijde tasir,
Ama kendi koncanda ruhunla gomiliisiin,
Pintiysen, ince koyli, kendi sonun yaklasir.
Diinyaya acimazsan, oburlar gibi ancak
Varligin da mezar da giizelligi yutacak.



Sonnets

11

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow,
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,
Thy youth’s proud livery, so gaz’d on now,
Will be a tatter’d weed of small worth held:
Then being asked where all thy beauty lies,
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,
To say within thine own deep sunken eyes
Were an all-eating shame, and thriftless praise.
How much more praise deserved thy beauty’s use
If thou couldst answer, ‘This fair child of mine
Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse,’
Proving his beauty by succession thine.
This were to be new made when thou art old,
And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st it cold.
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11

Kirk yilin kigi, giizel alnimi kusatti m,
Kapladi m1 yiziinui derin ¢ukurlar artik,
Gengliginin kibirli, siisli giyim kusami
Bes para etmez olur, hirpani yirtik pirtik:
O zaman sorarlarsa giizelligin nerdedir,
Ding ve sen giinlerinin hazinesi ne oldu;
Dersen yuvalarina ¢okmiis su gozlerdedir,
Bencillik utanciyla israfa 6vgudir bu.
Kavusur giizelligin ¢ilginca alkiglara
“Benim giizel ¢cocugum beni kurtarir,” dersen
“Ve yluziimi agartir ben yaslandiktan sonra,”
Giizelliginin onda surdugiini gostersen.
O, sen yaslandiginda yeniler varhgini,
Soguktan donan kanin duyar 1isindiginu.
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11

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewest
Now is the time that face should form another,
Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest
Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother.
For where is she so fair whose unear’d womb
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry?
Or who is he so fond will be the tomb
Of his self-love to stop posterity?
Thou art thy mother’s glass, and she in thee
Calls back the lovely April of her prime;
So thou through windows of thine age shalt see,
Despite of wrinkles, this thy golden time.

But if thou live remembered not to be,

Die single, and thine image dies with thee.



Soneler

11

Aynaya bak da sunu gordigiin yuze soyle:
Sira gelmigtir artik bir taze yiiz yapmana,
Giizelligini hemen yenilemezsen soyle,
Yeryiizii yoksun kalir, lanetlenir bir ana.
Hicbir giizel var mu ki el siirilmemis rahmi
Senin siirdiigiin ciftin ekinini tepecek?
Sirf kendini sevmenin mezarini ister mi,
Gelecegi ahmakg¢a durdurur mu bir erkek?
Sen annenin aynasi olmugsun da o sende
Bulmustur gencliginin giizelim bahariny
Kendi ding varliginla goriirsiin pencerende
Kinigsiklara ragmen, su altin yillarini.
Istersen ki varligin unutulsun ve bitsin,
Bir kuru basina 6l, izin de oliip gitsin.



Sonnets

1A%

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend
Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy?
Nature’s bequest gives nothing, but doth lend,
And being frank she lends to those are free:
Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse
The bounteous largess given thee to give?
Profitless usurer, why dost thou use
So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live?
For having traffic with thyself alone
Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive:
Then how when nature calls thee to be gone,
What acceptable audit canst thou leave?
Thy unused beauty must be tombed with thee,
Which used, lives th’ executor to be.



Soneler

IV

Savurgan giizel, nedir bu kendine harcaman

Senin mirasin olan giizellikleri boyle?

Doga temelli vermez, 6diing verir her zaman:

Eli acik olana borg verir igtenlikle.

Boyle yanlis kullanmak olur mu, giizel pinti,

Miras birakman i¢in sana birakilani?

Kar etmeyen tefeci, bu koskoca serveti

Niye tiiketiyorsun yasatmak varken cani?

Meraklisin kendinle i¢li digh olmaga;

Bu, tatli benligini sirf aldatmaga yarar.

Vaktin geldi diyerek seni ¢agirsa doga

Verecegin hesapta elle tutulur ne var?
Kullanmazsan gomiilir giizelligin seninle,
Kullanirsan varisin olur da siirer boyle.



Sonnets

V

Those hours that with gentle work did frame

The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell

Will play the tyrants to the very same,

And that unfair which fairly doth excel:

For never-resting Time leads summer on

To hideous winter and confounds him there,

Sap checked with frost, and lusty leaves quite gone,

Beauty o’ersnowed and bareness everywhere.

Then were not summer’s distillation left

A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass,

Beauty’s effect with beauty were bereft,

Nor it nor no remembrance what it was.
But flowers distilled, though they with winter meet,
Leese but their show; their substance still lives sweet.



Soneler

V

Her goziin takildig1 o bir-igim-su yiizii
Ozenle, incelikle yaratan su saatler
Birer zalim olup da vurunca yaman giirzii
O essiz guzellikten kalmaz hicbir hos eser.
Durmak bilmez zaman, yaz’1 sokip gotiiriir,
Yok eder igreng kisin kucagina atarak;
Ozsu, ayazda donar, saglam yapraklar ciiriir:
Guzellik kar altinda, her yore ¢iplak, ¢orak.
Ozsuyu cigeklerden ¢ekip almamissa yaz,
Cam duvarlar i¢ine kapatmamigsa onu,
Giizel gogup gidince guizellikten iz kalmaz:
Gelir, kendisi gibi, anilarinin sonu.

Ozsuyu ¢ekilmisse, kis gelince o ¢igek

Kupkuru kalsa bile, tath 6zu siirecek.



Sonnets

VI

Then let not winter’s ragged hand deface
In thee thy summer ere thou be distilled:
Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place
With beauty’s treasure ere it be self-killed:
That use is not forbidden usury
Which happies those that pay the willing loan;
That’s for thyself to breed another thee,
Or ten times happier be it ten for one.
Ten times thyself were happier than thou art,
If ten of thine ten times refigured thee;
Then what could death do if thou shouldst depart
Leaving thee living in posterity?
Be not self-willed, for thou art much too fair
To be death’s conquest and make worms thine heir.



Soneler

VI

Ne yap yap, kurban gitme kigin zalim eline:
Oziin aritilmadan, yaz’1 almasin senden;
Bir siseye bal akit, bir yere bir hazine
Sun giizel hazinenden, kendin sona ermeden.
Bu is haram degildir, tefecilik de degil:
Seving verir goniillii bor¢ 6deyenlerine—
Gorevin bir bagka “sen” yaratmaktir, bunu bil;
Iste on kat mutluluk: on gelir bir yerine.
On kat biiyiik bir gorkem dogar giir benliginden
Ortaya senin esin on tane sen ¢ikar da,
Oliim, eli bogriinde kalird: gogiince sen—
Birakirdi, yasardin gelecek kusaklarda.
Vazgec inattan: Oyle giizelsin ki, olmasin
Ecel senin fatihin, selucanlar mirasgin.



Sonnets

VIl

Lo, in the orient when the gracious light
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight,
Serving with looks his sacred majesty;
And having climbed the steep-up heavenly hill,
Resembling strong youth in his middle age,
Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still,
Attending on his golden pilgrimage:
But when from highmost pitch, with weary car,
Like feeble age he reeleth from the day,
The eyes (’fore duteous) now converted are
From his low tract, and look another way:
So thou thyself out-going in thy noon,
Unlook’d on diest unless thou get a son.



Soneler

VII

Bak, o canim aydinhik kaldirirken dogudan
Alev alev bagini, gevrilir biitiin gozler
Onun taptaze dogan giizelligine, hayran—
Ve kutsal gorkemine hizmet etmeyi ozler.
Sarp yamagtan ¢ikarken goklerin tepesine
Gengliginin gliclinii andirir orta yast:
Giil yuziine o fani bakiglar tapar yine,
Altin yolculugunda hepsi onun yoldas.
Yorgun arabasiyla doruga ¢ikar ¢ikmaz
Yashlik ¢cagi gelmis gibi birakir giinii:
Ustiinden ayrilmayan gozler ona hi¢ bakmaz,
Bagka vyerleri siizer, izlemez ¢okiistinii.
Sen de kendi 6gle’'nde oliip gozlerden irak
Unutulmaktan kurtul - bir ogul yaratarak.



Sonnets

VIII

Music to hear, why hear’st thou music sadly?

Sweet with sweets war not, joy delights in joy:

Why lov’st thou that which thou receiv’st not gladly,

Or else receiv’st with pleasure thine annoy?

If the true concord of well-tuned sounds

By unions married do offend thine ear,

They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds

In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.

Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,

Strikes each in each by mutual ordering,

Resembling sire, and child, and happy mother,

Who all in one, one pleasing note do sing;:
Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one,
Sings this to thee: “Thou single wilt prove none.’



Soneler

VIII

Sen ki miiziksin, miizik dinlerken hiizniin niye?
Tathlar kavga etmez; seving, sevingle cosar.
Sana zevk vermeyene katlanirsin ne diye?
Can sikani bagrina basmakta ne anlam var?
Birbirine es olan hos seslerin uyumu
Yine de kulagina sikinti m1 veriyor?
Bil ki ahengin sana tatli bir sitemi bu:
“Par¢alari dinleyip timii unuttun,” diyor.
Dinle, iyi bir koca gibi, tek bir tel nasil
Yaratirsa esiyle birlikte hos bir ezgi,
Baba, ¢ocuk ve mutlu ana, yapiyor fasil:
Kulaklar oksuyor tek bir sesin ahengi.
O sozsiiz sarki sanki tek bir agizdan sana
“Degerin olmaz,” diyor, “yasarsan tek basina.”



Sonnets

IX

Is it for fear to wet a widow’s eye
That thou consum’st thyself in single life?
Ah! if thou issueless shalt hap to die,
The world will wail thee like a makeless wife;
The world will be thy widow and still weep
That thou no form of thee hast left behind,
When every private widow well may keep
By children’s eyes her husband’s shape in mind.
Look, what an unthrift in the world doth spend
Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it;
But beauty’s waste hath in the world an end,
And kept unus’d the user so destroys it.
No love toward others in that bosom sits
That on himself such murd’rous shame commits.



Soneler

IX

Bir dulun gozleri yas dokmesin diye mi sen
Tiiketip duruyorsun kendini tek basina?
Ah! ardinda hi¢ ¢ocuk birakmadan 6liirsen
Diinya, dul kalmis kadin gibi yas tutar sana.
Senden dul kaldiginda, yas kurumaz goziinde,
Cunki senin benzerin gelmeyecek ardindan;
Ne var ki baska her dul, cocugunun yiiziinde
Kocasini goriir de yeni gii¢ alir ondan.
Savurganlarin yazik ettigi varlik, ancak
Yer degistirir, diinya ondan yine zevk alir,
Ama harcanip giden giizellik son bulacak,
Kullanmadan saklanip ortadan kalkacaktir.
Kim kendine kargi bu cinayeti islerse
O insanin gonliinde ask bulamaz hi¢ kimse.



Sonnets

X

For shame deny that thou bear’st love to any,
Who for thyself art so improvident!
Grant if thou wilt, thou art belov’d of many,
But that thou none lov’st is most evident:
For thou art so possessed with murd’rous hate,
That ’gainst thyself thou stick’st not to conspire,
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate
Which to repair should be thy chief desire.
O, change thy thought, that I may change my mind!
Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love?
Be as thy presence is, gracious and kind,
Or to thyself at least kind-hearted prove:

Make thee another self for love of me,

That beauty still may live in thine or thee.

10
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X

Yazik! hem kiyasiya harciyorsun kendini,
Hem gonliin yeltenmiyor hi¢ kimseyi sevmeye.
Biliyorsun, saymakla bitmez sevenler seni,
Ama besbelli sen agk duymuyorsun kimseye.
Oldiiren bir nefrettir yiiregindeki seytan:
Hi¢ umurunda degil kazsan kendi kuyunu,
Cekinmezsin giizelim can evini yikmaktan
Onarmak olmaliyken asil amacin onu.
Sen tutum degistir de cayayim diisiincemden,
Yumugsak bir sevgi koy nefret yerine bir yol;
Goriindiigiin gibi ol: comert, sicak, sevecen;
Hig degilse kendine yumusak yiirekli ol.
Askim ugruna bir “sen” daha yarat kendine:
Giizellik onda veya sende yasasin yine.

10
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XI

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou grow’st

In one of thine from that which thou departest;

And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestow’st
Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth convertest:
Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase;

Without this, folly, age, and cold decay:

If all were minded so, the times should cease,

And threescore year would make the world away.

Let those whom Nature hath not made for store,
Harsh, featureless, and rude, barrenly perish:

Look, whom she best endowed she gave the more;
Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish:
She carved thee for her seal, and meant thereby
Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die.

11
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X1

Gengligin giinden giine kalirken gerilerde

Bir yavru yaratirsan alsin diye yerini,

Dingken hayat verirsen o korpe can ilerde

Senden gogen genglige varip yasatir seni.

Boyle siirecek akil, giizellik ve basari;

Yoksa cinnet, yaglanmak, ¢liriimek yer altinda:

Hig kimse diisiinmese gelecek kusaklari,

Insanlik sona erip giderdi ii¢ batinda.

Diinya ¢ogaltmak i¢in dogmayanlarla dolu,

Kaknem, kakavan, kaba: kisirliktan bitsinler;

Yaradan vermis sana en iyiyi, en bolu,

Bu comert armagana comertge karsilik ver.
Seni kendine miihiir yapmus, bunu boyle bil:
Sen de esler yap diye, oliip git diye degil.

11
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XII

When I do count the clock that tells the time,

And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;

When I behold the violet past prime,

And sable curls all silver’d o’er with white;

When lofty trees I see barren of leaves,

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,

And summer’s green all girded up in sheaves

Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard,

Then of thy beauty do I question make,

That thou among the wastes of time must go,

Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake,

And die as fast as they see others grow;
And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make defence
Save breed to brave him when he takes thee hence.

12
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X1

Saatler, ben saydik¢a gegiyor da pes pese,
Nurlu giin, bakiyorum, ¢irkin geceye go¢miis;
Goriiyorum soluyor, yaslaniyor menekse.
Kapkara biikliimleri kapliyor apak giimiis.
Yapraksiz, ¢iplak kalmig ulu agaglar iste;
Siiriileri sicaktan korurlard: eskiden.
Yesil yaz ekiniydi: simdi devrilmis de,
Aksakal, salkim sagak, su arabada giden.
Diigsiinmeden edemem senin giizelligini:
Sen de ¢Okersin vaktin yikip gectikleriyle,
Cunki tath ve glizel, her sey harcar kendini,
Yetisen tazeleri goriip kosar ecele.
Kimse kars1 koyamaz Zamanin tirpanina,
Kendi soyun direnir o kiyarken canina.

12
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XIII

O that you were yourself; but, love, you are
No longer yours than you yourself here live;
Against this coming end you should prepare,
And your sweet semblance to some other give.
So should that beauty which you hold in lease
Find no determination; then you were
Yourself again after yourself’s decease,
When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear.
Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,
Which husbandry in honour might uphold
Against the stormy gusts of winter’s day
And barren rage of death’s eternal cold?
O, none but unthrifts, dear my love, you know;
You had a father; let your son say so.

13
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XIII

Ah, sen keske sen olsan! Ne var ki, canlar cani,
Sen degilsin sen, ne de burda yasayan sensin.
Dilerim su yaklasan ecele hazirlanmany;
Giizel yuiziinii bagka birine vermelisin.
Su emanet giizellik boylece son bulmazsa,
Benligin, sen oldiikten sonra yasatir seni;
Bir ¢ocugun olursa siirdiiriir, hi¢ olmazsa,
O tath varhgiyla senin giizelligini.
Kimse canim bir evi birakmaz ¢iiriimeye
Gorkemini serefle ayakta tutmak varken,
Kis giinlerinde azgin bora oldiiresiye,
Sonsuz ecel ayazi, onu yaman sarsarken.
Ah! bu israf, sevgilim. Sen kendinden bilirsin:
Babam var diyorsun ya; birak, oglun da desin.

13
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XIV

Not from the stars do I my judgement pluck,
And yet methinks I have astronomy,
But not to tell of good or evil luck,
Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons’ quality:
Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell,
Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and wind,
Or say with princes if it shall go well
By oft predict that I in heaven find.
But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive,
And, constant stars, in them I read such art
As truth and beauty shall together thrive
If from thyself to store thou wouldst convert;
Or else of thee this I prognosticate:
Thy end is truth’s and beauty’s doom and date.

14
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XIV

Yildizlardan derlemem vardigim yargilari,

Oysa miineccimligi enikonu bilirim;

Ama anlatmam iyi ve kot yazgilar::

Ne afet ve kitliklar, ne altiist olan mevsim.

Anlara fal bakamam, gelecegi gostermem;

Soylemem kime simsek, yagmur ve riizgar kismet,

Tahta gececeklere ikbal miijdesi vermem

Gok kubbede bulsam da tiirlii tiirlii alamet.

Senin gozlerindedir bildigim her ne varsa,

O degismez yildizlar kaynagidir sanatin,

Birlikte yasar gercek ve giizellik yasarsa;

Sen siirdiir varhgin, siiriip gitsin kag¢ batin.
Yoksa, senin gelince sonun —bu fala bilir—
Gergekle giizelligin kiyamet giinii gelir.

14
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XV

When I consider every thing that grows

Holds in perfection but a little moment,

That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows

Whereon the stars in secret influence comment;

When I perceive that men as plants increase,

Cheered and checked even by the selfsame sky,

Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease,

And wear their brave state out of memory;

Then the conceit of this inconstant stay

Sets you most rich in youth before my sight,

Where wasteful Time debateth with Decay

To change your day of youth to sullied night;
And all in war with Time for love of you,
As he takes from you, I engraft you new.

15
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XV

Distiniiriim, her seyin biiyliyiip gelismesi
Kisacik bir an igin kivama varir ancak,
Ne oyunlar sunarsa koca diinya sahnesi
Son s6z yildizlardaki gizli giigte olacak;
Goriiriim de bitkiler gibi biiyiir insanlar,
Ayni g6k once oksar, sonra sarsar onlari,
Ozsuyla fiskiranlar gitgide diisiip solar.
Artik amilmaz olur ding yagiz zamanlar::
Faniligi diisinmek, gercek gibi bir diisle,
Seni gosterir bana gorkeminde gengligin,
Yikic1 Zaman, cenge tutusur ¢iiriiyiisle
Senin genglik giiniinii gom gece yapmak igin;
Zamanla savagirim senin sevgin ugruna,
O seni kemirse de ben can veririm sana.

15
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XVI

But wherefore do not you a mightier way
Make war upon this bloody tyrant Time,
And fortify yourself in your decay
With means more blessed than my barren rhyme?
Now stand you on the top of happy hours,
And many maiden gardens, yet unset,
With virtuous wish would bear your living flowers,
Much liker than your painted counterfeit.
So should the lines of life that life repair
Which this, Time’s pencil, or my pupil pen,
Neither in inward worth nor outward fair
Can make you live yourself in eyes of men.
To give away yourself keeps your self still,
And you must live drawn by your own sweet skill.

16
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XVI

Acaba neden: daha giiglii yol bulamaman
Savagmak i¢in Zaman denen kanh zalimle?
Ve ciirimemen neden; baska bir kutlu yoldan
Degil de yalmz benim kisir dizelerimle?
Simdi en mutlu ¢agin dorugu senin yerin;
Bak, can atiyor nice el degmemis bahgeler
Erdemle sana canl ¢igekler vermek igin:
Bu diizmece eslerden sana ¢ok daha benzer.
Ancak yasam diizeltir yasam cizgilerini;
Zamanin kalemi, toy kalemim can katamaz
Ve i¢ degerlerinle, dis gorkeminle seni
Yansitip insanlarin géziinde yasatamaz.
Varligini sebil et: sana kalir varhigin;
Kendi elinle ¢iz ki siirsiin bahtiyarhign.

16
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XVII

Who will believe my verse in time to come
If it were filled with your most high deserts?
Though yet heaven knows it is but as a tomb
Which hides your life and shows not half your parts.
If I could write the beauty of your eyes,
And in fresh numbers number all your graces,
The age to come would say, “This poet lies;
Such heavenly touches ne’er touched earthly faces.’
So should my papers, yellow’d with their age,
Be scorned, like old men of less truth than tongue,
And your true rights be termed a poet’s rage
And stretched metre of an antique song.
But were some child of yours alive that time,
You should live twice — in it and in my rhyme.

17
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XVII

Hig kimse inanir mu siirime ilerde

Yazarsa bastan basa senin gercek ovginii?

Tann bilir, siirim varhgim gizler de

Simdi bir mezar gibi orter egsiz yiiziinii.

Anlatsam gozlerinin giizelligini bir bir,

Sayip degerlerini tiiketsem sayilari,

Bir giin derler ki “Ozan yalanci mudir nedir,

Diinyadaki yiizleri oksarmg mu ki tanr1?”

Solgun tomarlarimi hor gorerek yererler

Gergegi az, lafi bol bir bunak diye bir giin:

Hakkin olan 6vgiiye ozan sagmasi derler

Ve sisirme sozleri antika bir tirkiiniin:
Ama vyetistirirsen bir yavru o giinlere,
Yavrunla, siirimle yasarsin iki kere.

17
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XVIII

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate.
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date.
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimmed,
And every fair from fair sometimes declines,
By chance or nature’s changing course untrimmed;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade,
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st,
Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st.
So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

18
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XVIII

Seni bir yaz giiniine benzetmek mi, ne gezer?

Cok daha giizelsin sen, ¢ok daha cana yakin:

Taze tomurcuklar sert riizgarlar orseler,

Kisaciktir siiresi yeryiiziinde bir yazin:

Isildar gogiin gozi, yakacak kadar sicak,

Ve sik sik kararir da yaldiz diiger yiiziinden;

Her glizel, gizellikten er ge¢ yoksun kalacak

Kader ya da varligin bozulmasi yiiziinden;

Ama hi¢ solmayacak sendeki 6liimsiiz yaz,

Gizelligin yitmez ki, asla olmaz ki hurda;

Golgesindesin diye ecel caka satamaz

Sen ¢aglar1 asarken bu 6lmez satirlarda:
Insanlar nefes alsin, gozler gorsiin, elverir,
Yasadikga siirim, sana da hayat verir.

18
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XIX

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws,
And make the earth devour her own sweet brood;
Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s jaws,
And burn the long-lived phoenix in her blood;
Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleet’st,
And do whate’er thou wilt, swift-footed Time,
To the wide world and all her fading sweets.
But I forbid thee one most heinous crime:
O carve not with thy hours my love’s fair brow,
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen;
Him in thy course untainted do allow
For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men.
Yet do thy worst, old Time; despite thy wrong
My love shall in my verse ever live young.

19



Soneler

XIX

Aslanin pengesini korlet, Zaman ejderi,
Doyur diinyay1 kendi yavrusunun caniyla;
Kaplanin ¢enesinden sok o keskin digleri,
Alevlerden dirilen ankay: yak kaniyla;
Istersen kasirga ol, sen mevsimleri karart,
Riizgar kanath Zaman, yap aklina eseni,
Istersen diinyay: yik, giizel yiizleri sarart,
Ama en kalles su¢tan alikoyarim seni:
Sevgilimin yliziinii saatlerinle oyma,
Kohne kalemin onu bogmamal ¢izgiye;
Siiriip giderken sakin ¢irkin izini koyma
Sonraki insanlara giizellik kalsin diye.
Geckin Zaman, yapsan da en som kotiliikleri,
Siirimde sevgilim sonsuz yasar dipdiri.

19
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XX

A woman’s face with Nature’s own hand painted
Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion;
A woman’s gentle heart, but not acquainted
With shifting change as is false women’s fashion;
An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,
Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;
A man in hue, all hues in his controlling,
Which steals men’s eyes and women’s souls amazeth.
And for a woman wert thou first created,
Till Nature as she wrought thee fell a-doting,
And by addition me of thee defeated,
By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.
But since she pricked thee out for women’s pleasure,
Mine be thy love and thy love’s use their treasure.

20
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XX

Yaradan, kadin yiizii ¢izmis sana eliyle,
Istek dolu sevgimin efendisi dilberi;
Ince kadin yiiregin 6grenmemistir hile,
Bilmez kadinlardaki kancik doneklikleri;
Gozlerin daha parlak, kahpelikten yoksundur,
Neye bakarsa baksin altin yaldiz kaplatir;
Erkeklerin en hosu, en hos seyler onundur,
Erkekleri biiyiiler, kadinlar1 ¢ildirtur.
Seni yaratmis olsa kadin olarak 6nce
Yaradan bile gilgin bir sevgi duyacakti,
Ama bir hi¢ ugruna bir fazlalk verince
Varligina doymaktan beni yoksun birakti.
Erkeklikle yaratmig kadinlar igin seni,
Sen sevgimi al, onlar sOmiirsiin hazineni.
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So is it not with me as with that Muse,
Stirr’d by a painted beauty to his verse,
Who heaven itself for ornament doth use
And every fair with his fair doth rehearse,
Making a couplement of proud compare
With sun and moon, with earth and sea’s rich gems,
With April’s first-born flowers and all things rare
That heaven’s air in this huge rondure hems.
O, let me, true in love, but truly write,
And then believe me, my love is as fair
As any mother’s child, though not so bright
As those gold candles fixed in heaven’s air.
Let them say more that like of hearsay well;
I will not praise that purpose not to sell.
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Ben, baska bir ozanim. Obiir manzumeciler

Boyali giizel goriir, kalemi alir ele,

Gogi tutup onunla yazdiklarin sisler,

Her giizeli benzetir kendindeki giizele.

Hem de ne satafath tesbihler, cifter cifter:

Giinesle ay; topragin, denizin cevherleri,

Nisan tomurcuklari, nice bulunmaz seyler,

Yeryiiziinii kusatan o cennet ¢emberleri...

Ben, gergegi yazarim, benim sevgim gergek ya:

Inan olsun, sevgilim, giizellerin giizeli,

Ana yavrusu gibi, pek parlak olmasa da,

Gokyiiziinde yanan o altin kandil misali...
Onlarin bos laflar1 olamaz benim isim:
Satacak degilim ki, ni¢in 6vecekmigim.
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My glass shall not persuade me I am old

So long as youth and thou are of one date;

But when in thee Time’s furrows I behold

Then look I death my days should expiate:

For all the beauty that doth cover thee

Is but the seemly raiment of my heart,

Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me.

How can I then be elder than thou art?

O therefore, love, be of thyself so wary

As I, not for myself, but for thee will,

Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary

As tender nurse her babe from faring ill:
Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain;
Thou gav’st me thine, not to give back again.
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Inandiramaz aynam yaslandigima beni,
Degil mi ki dogdunuz aym giin genglikle sen;
Ama ortiince vaktin kirigiklar: seni
Medet umarim 6mriim bitsin diye ecelden.
Varligina o essiz gizelligi giysen de
Gonliimiin urbasindan bagka sey giyemezsin.
Yiregim sende ¢arpar, yiiregin ¢arpar bende:
Demek ki bana gore yashsin diyemezsin.
Onun i¢in, sevgilim, kendine bakman gerek,
Nasil ki ben bir hicim bakmak dururken sana,
Yiiregin bende diye ustiine titreyerek
Olmusum yavrusunu esirgeyen bir ana.
Gonliine bel baglama gonliimii yok edersen,
Geri almak yok diye onu verdin bana sen.
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As an unperfect actor on the stage,
Who with his fear is put besides his part,
Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,
Whose strength’s abundance weakens his own heart;
So I, for fear of trust, forget to say
The perfect ceremony of love’s rite,
And in mine own love’s strength seem to decay,
O’er-charged with burthen of mine own love’s might.
O let my books be then the eloquence
And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,
Who plead for love and look for recompense
More than that tongue that more hath more expressed:
O learn to read what silent love hath writ;
To hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine wit.
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Bir acemi oyuncu nasil beceriksizse
Sahnede korkusundan donakalmis dururken
Nasil fazla duyguya kapilinca bir kimse
Zayflarsa yiiregi giiciinden kudururken,
Benim de bu korkuyla giivensizlikten iste
Sevgi torenindeki duam aklimdan ¢ikmus,
Sevgimin giicii beni paramparca etmis de
Agkin bitiin yiikiini omuzlarima yikmus.
Oyleyse kitaplarim séylesin giizel sozler,
Sussun dilli génliimiin dilsiz laf ebeleri,
Onlar sevgi dilenir, ama bir ¢ikar bekler;
Gonliin so6zii, bollukta hepsinden ¢ok ileri.
Sessiz ask ne yazmigsa onu oku ve 6gren,
Askin ince aklidir gozlerle duyup bilen.
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Mine eye hath played the painter and hath stelled
Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart;
My body is the frame wherein ’tis held,
And perspective it is best painter’s art,
For through the painter must you see his skill
To find where your true image pictured lies,
Which in my bosom’s shop is hanging still,
That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes.
Now see what good tums eyes for eyes have done:
Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for me
Are windows to my breast, wherethrough the sun
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee.
Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art,
They draw but what they see, know not the heart.
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Gozlerim ressam oldu senin giizelligine,
Kalbimin levhasina naksetti goriintiinii
Bedenim de cerceve oldu senin resmine-
Derinlikle gii¢lendi sanatin en ustiinii.
Goreceksin, ressamin ustaligi nasilmus:
Gergek yuziini ¢izmek, olur ancak bu kadar.
Iste resmin kalbimde baskoseye asilmus,
Sergimde pencereler goz nurunla isildar.
Gozler, baska gozlere ne iyilik etti, bak:
Benim gozlerim ¢izdi senin giizelligini;
Seninkiler gonliime pencereler agarak
Giinesi soktu — cogsun, gozlesin diye seni.
Ama kurnaz gozlerin sanat yetenegi az:
Sirf gordiigiinii gizer, yiiregi taniyamaz.
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Let those who are in favour with their stars

Of public honour and proud titles boast,

Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,

Unlocked for joy in that I honour most.

Great princes’ favourites their fair leaves spread

But as the marigold at the sun’s eye,

And in themselves their pride lies buried,

For at a frown they in their glory die.

The painful warrior famoused for fight,

After a thousand victories once foiled,

Is from the book of honour razed quite,

And all the rest forgot for which he toiled.
Then happy I that love and am beloved,
Where I may not remove nor be removed.
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Yildizlarin gozdesi olanlar 6viinsiinler
Ikballe, iktidarla, aliml unvanlarla;
Kader vermediyse de bana boyle bir zafer.
Mutluyum en saydigim beklenmedik sanlarla.
Hiikiimdar gozdeleri ne giizel yaprak agar;
Giinesteki kadife ¢icegidirler ancak:
Iclerinde gomiilii kalir kibirler, sanlar,
Cunki kas ¢atildi mi her gorkem yok olacak.
Savaslarda giiciiyle iin salan bir kahraman
Bin zafer kazansa da diismeyegorsiin bir kez,
Adh silinir seref defterinden o zaman,
Mertlik destani artik anilarda siiremez.
Ben sevdim, sevildim ya; hepten mutlu yasarim;
Yoldan g¢ikartilamam, ne de yoldan sasarim.
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Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage

Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit,

To thee I send this written ambassage

To witness duty, not to shew my wit:

Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine

May make seem bare, in wanting words to shew it,

But that I hope some good conceit of thine

In thy soul’s thought all naked will bestow it,

Till whatsoever star that guides my moving

Points on me graciously with fair aspect,

And puts apparel on my tatter’d loving

To show me worthy of their sweet respect:
Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee,
Till then not show my head where thou mayst

prove me.
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Sevgimin sultam ben kul oldum igte sana,
Erdemin gii¢lendirdi benim gorev duygumu;
Gonderdigim bu yazi, elgilik yapsin bana,
Bir zeka gosterisi degil, hizmet belgem bu.
Boyle yiice gorevi zavalli akhm belki
Anlatamaz da dogru diiriist, ciliz gosterir,
Ama sendeki ruh ve diisiin 6yle giizel ki,
Umarim, iste onu bana ¢irgiplak verir.
Ugur dogar yazgimi yonelten yildizlarda,
Talihim baslayarak yaver gitmeye yine,
Yirtik pirtik sevgime giyim kusam saglar da
Layik gosterir beni senin iyiligine.

Bir giin 6viinecegim sevdigim igin seni,

O giine dek goriinmem sinarsin diye beni.
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Weary with toil I haste me to my bed,

The dear repose for limbs with travel tired;

But then begins a journey in my head

To work my mind when body’s work’s expired:

For then my thoughts, from far where I abide,

Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide,

Looking on darkness which the blind do see:

Save that my soul’s imaginary sight

Presents their shadow to my sightless view,

Which like a jewel hung in ghastly night

Makes black night beauteous and her old face new.
Lo, thus by day my limbs, by night my mind,
For thee, and for myself, no quiet find.
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Yorgun argin, alirim yatagimda solugu:

Yatak, yol yorgununa en hos dinlenme yeri,

Ama bu sefer baglar aklimin yolculugu,

Kafam ¢irpinir gévdem bitirmisken isleri;

Depresen duygularim gurbet elden o zaman

Sana varmak isteyip ugrunda hacca ¢ikar,

Bayginlagmis gozlerim agildik¢a durmadan

Sirf korlerin gordiigii karanliklara bakar:

Hig degilse ruhumda diis kuran bir goz var da

Gormeyen bakigima senden hayal getirir,

Hayalin karanlikta elmas gibi parlar da

Korkung geceyi siisler, ona taze yiz verir.
Guindiiz bedenim, gece aklim huzur bulamaz,
Govdeyle bas senden de benden de kurtulamaz.
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How can I then return in happy plight

That am debarred the benefit of rest,

When day’s oppression is not eased by night,

But day by night and night by day oppressed,

And each, though enemies to other’s reign,

Do in consent shake hands to torture me,

The one by toil, the other to complain

How far I toil, still farther off from thee?

[ tell the day to please him thou art bright

And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven;

So flatter I the swart-complexioned night

When sparkling stars twire not thou gild’st the even:
But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer,
And night doth nightly make grief’s length seem

stronger.
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Nasil doniip geleyim bedenim ding, gonliim sen?
Dinlenmek nimeti hi¢ nasip olmaz ki bana?
Guiniin cefasi, huzur saglayamaz geceden:
Giin gecenin, gece giiniin kiyar canina.
Kanli bigakli iki diisman degiller sanki,
El ele verip bana baslarlar igkenceye:
Biri hep ise kosar, hep sizlanir 6teki
Calismak beni senden uzaklastird: diye.
Giinii hos tutmak igin “Sevgilim parlak” derim,
“Aydinlatir gokleri bulutlar kararmigken.”
Yagz yuzli geceyi 6ver, diller dokerim:
“Yildizlar kor olunca sevgilimdir nur doken.”
Ama giin, iste her giin ¢ilemi uzatiyor;
Gece, iste her gece derdime dert katiyor.
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When, in disgrace with Fortune and men’s eyes,

[ all alone beweep my outcast state,

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,

And look upon myself and curse my fate,

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,

Featured like him, like him with friends possessed,

Desiring this man’s art and that man’s scope,

With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising

Haply I think on thee, and then my state,

Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate:
For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth brings
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.
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Disiince insanlarin ve kaderin goziinden
Aforozlular gibi, yapayalmz aglarim;
Irkilir sagir gokler ¢ighklarim yiiziinden,
Bahtima lanet okur, yiiregimi daglarim;
Talihi yaver giden herkese gipta eder,
Su denli giizel olsam, dostlarim olsa derim;
Sunda sanata, bunda dehaya i¢im gider,
Oysa solda sifirdir yapmak istediklerim;
Kendimden igrenirken aklim sana dogrulup
Gonliim kara diinyay: gerilerde birakir,
Giin dogarken yiikselen bir tarlakusu olup
Cennet kapilarinda kutsal ezgiler sakir;
Oyle bir servettir ki sevgini anmak bile,
Sultanlarla yer degis deseler de nafile.
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When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
I summon up remembrance of things past,
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,
And with old woes new wail my dear times waste;
Then can 1 drown an eye, unus’d to flow,
For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night,
And weep afresh love’s long since cancelled woe,
And moan the expense of many a vanished sight:
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,
And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er
The sad account of fore-bemoanéd moan,
Which I new pay as if not paid before.
But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,
All losses are restored and sorrows end.
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Bazen gec¢mis giinlerden kalanlar1 anarim
Bir araya gelince hos sessiz diigiinceler;
Aradigim seylerin yokluguna yanarim,
Gonlumii yitenlerle ¢ektigim yaslar deler:
Yag bilmeyen gozlerim bogulur da yaglara
Oliim gecesindeki sevgili dostlar igin,
Depresir yiregimde nice kapanmus yara,
Yitip gitmis yiizlere inlerim igin igin.
Gegmis yaslar yeniden beni yiirekten vurur,
Acilar saydikga bir bir, i¢im kan aglar;
Gonliim eski dertleri anip ¢ile doldurur,
Borcum bitmemis gibi yine keder borcum var.
Ama, sevgili dostum, seni andim mu yeter:
Biitiin yitenler doner, biitiin acilar biter.
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Thy bosom is endearéd with all hearts
Which I by lacking have supposed dead,
And there reigns love, and all love’s loving parts,
And all those friends which I thought buried.
How many a holy and obsequious tear
Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine eye
As interest of the dead, which now appear
But things removed that hidden in thee lie!
Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,
Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone,
Who all their parts of me to thee did give;
That due of many now is thine alone.

Their images I lov’d I view in thee;

And thou, all they, hast all the all of me.
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Oliip gitti sanarak 6zledigim tiim dostlar

Senin giizel gogsiinde bir araya geldiler:

Orda hem agk, hem agkin her varlig: hitkkiimdar,

Hem de topraga diistii sandigim sevgililer.

Yiirekten inandigim sevgi, géziimden ¢ald

Yalvaran yaglarimi nice cenazelerde

Ve oliilerin hakki diyerek harag aldi,

Ama, bak, onlar sende kaldilar gogseler de.

Sen gomiilii sevginin yasadigi mezarsin,

Yitirdigim dostlardan kalma andaglar orda,

Benden ne aldilarsa hep senin olsun varsin:

Artik yalmiz senindir neler varsa onlarda.
Sevdigim goriintiiler, iste gordiim, hep sende,
Hepsi birlesmis sende; hepten seninim ben de.
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If thou survive my well-contented day,
When that churl Death my bones with dust shall cover,
And shalt by fortune once more re-survey
These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover,
Compare them with the bettering of the time,
And though they be outstripped by every pen
Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme,
Exceeded by the height of happier men.
O then vouchsafe me but this loving thought:
‘Had my friend’s Muse grown with this growing age,
A dearer birth than this his love had brought
To march in ranks of better equipage;

But since he died, and poets better prove,

Theirs for their style I'll read, his for his love.’
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Benim omriim bitince hala yasiyorsan sen,
Hoyrat 6liim gémiince kemiklerimi yere,
Talihin cilvesiyle bir g6z atmak istersen
Olmiis dostundan kalan zavalli dizelere,
Karsilastir hepsini bugiinkii yapitlarla:
Cok gerisinde onlar ustaca yazanlarin;
Onlarn siir diye degil, ask i¢in sakla:
Katina gikamazlar bahtiyar ozanlarin.
Icinden geliyorsa bana soyle sunlar::
“Giiglenseydi dostumun Esin Perisi hele,
Yaratis1 asardi askindan doganlari,
Alli pullu yiiriirdi yiiksek riitbelilerle;
Ama o 6ldii, yeni ozanlar ondan iistiin:
Onlarda sanat, dostta ask okuyorum bugiin.”
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Full many a glorious morning have I seen

Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye,

Kissing with golden face the meadows green,

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy,

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride

With ugly rack on his celestial face,

And from the forlorn world his visage hide,

Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace.

Even so my sun one early morn did shine

With all triumphant splendour on my brow;

But out, alack, he was but one hour mine,

The region cloud hath mask’d him from me now.
Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth:
Suns of the world may stain, when heaven’s

sun staineth.
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Ne gorkemli safaklar gormiisiimdiir, hitkiimdar
Gozleriyle daglara koyar en sanl siisi,
Altin yiizii optiikge yemyesil olur kirlar,
Soluk sulara yaldiz kaplar kutsal biiyiisii,
Ama birden birakir — gokten inmis yiiziine
Saldirsin diye hinzir bulutlarin yigin,
Sonra saklar yiiziinii tizgiin diinyadan yine,
Batiya kagip gizler kararan varhginy
Sevgili giinesim de dogup ruhuma doldu
Bir sabah zaferlerle gorkemlerle erkenden,
Ah, sonra gitti, ancak bir saat benim oldu,
Kara bulutlar onu yine gizledi benden.
Bu yiizden ona karsi sevgim kapilmaz hinca,
Yerdekiler solmaz m1 gokte giines solunca?
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Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day,
And make me travel forth without my cloak,
To let base clouds o’ertake me in my way,
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke?
’Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break
To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face,
For no man well of such a salve can speak
That heals the wound and cures not the disgrace:
Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief;
Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss:
The offender’s sorrow lends but weak relief
To him that bears the strong offence’s cross.
Ah, but those tears are pearl which thy love sheds;
And they are rich, and ransom all ill deeds.
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O kadar giizel bir giin vaad edip sanki neden
Pelerin giydirmeden yola ¢ikardin beni?
Indi de kem bulutlar yar yola gelmeden,
Hain duman gizledi senin alp gérkemini.
Bora gormiis yiiziimii yagmurlar islatinca
Yetmez bulutu delip kurulamaga kogman;
Ovgii olmaz yarayi iyi eden ilaca
Utang denen illete olamiyorsa derman.
Senin utanman benim yiiregimi daglamaz;
Sen pismanlik duysan da olanlar yalniz bana;
Suglunun Gzintisi, pek teselli saglamaz
O sugun ¢armihin sirtinda tagiyana.
Ah, sevginden dokiilen o inci gibi yaslar:
Onlarda serre fidye, illetlere deva var.
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No more be grieved at that which thou hast done:
Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud,
Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun,
And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud;
All men make faults, and even I in this,
Authorizing thy trespass with compare,
Myself corrupting, salving thy amiss,
Excusing their sins more than their sins are:
For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense—
Thy adverse party is thy advocate—
And ’gainst myself a lawful plea commence:
Such civil war is in my love and hate,

That I an accessary needs must be

To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me.
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Yakinmasan da olur artik kotuliigiinden:
Giillerde diken vardir, giimiis cesmede ¢camur;
Tutulur ay ve giines, soner bulut yiiziinden;
En sirin tomurcukta igreng kurtlar bulunur.
Kusursuz insan olmaz — bende kabahat az mu:
Ornekler verip hakh bulmak sug isleyeni?
Bu oziirler busbiitiin ahlakim1 bozmaz mi?
Giinahlarindan 6te bagislamigim seni.
Benim aklim savunur senin sehvet sucunu;
Avukatin gibiyim davacin olsam bile:
Suglu ben’im, yargica kendim sGylerim bunu,
Igsavasa tutusur bende nefret sevgiyle.

Sug ortag1 olmaya gosteriyorum riza

Hi¢ acimadan beni soyan tath hirsiza.

35



Sonnets

XXXVI

Let me confess that we two must be twain,
Although our undivided loves are one:
So shall those blots that do with me remain
Without thy help by me be borne alone.
In our two loves there is but one respect,
Though in our lives a separable spite,
Which, though it alter not love’s sole effect,
Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love’s delight.
I may not evermore acknowledge thee,
Lest my bewailéd guilt should do thee shame;
Nor thou with public kindness honour me,
Unless thou take that honour from thy name.
But do not so; I love thee in such sort
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.
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Itiraf edeyim ki ikimiz apayriyiz
Birlesik olsa bile boliinmeyen sevgimiz:
Bu utang lekeleri bende kalacak yalniz,
Bana nasip olacak ¢ile doldurmak sensiz.
Duydugumuz sevgiler birlesir bir bakima,
Yasamimizi bolen acikli ayrihiklar
Sevginin birligini altiist edemez ama,
Sevismenin tadindan tath saatler ¢alar.
Sevgilim oldugunu agiklamam artik ben
Yanip yakildigim sug, lekeler diye seni,
Bana iyilik edip onur veremezsin sen
Feda etmeden kendi adinin serefini:

Sakin buna kalkigma; 6yle ki sana sevgim,

Benim oldugun igin iyiligin de benim.

36



Sonnets

XXXVII

As a decrepit father takes delight
To see his active child do deeds of youth,
So I, made lame by Fortune’s dearest spite,
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth;
For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,
Or any of these all, or all, or more,
Entitled in their parts, do crowned sit,
I make my love engrafted to this store:
So then I am not lame, poor, nor despised,
Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give
That I in thy abundance am sufficed,
And by a part of all thy glory live.
Look what is best, that best I wish in thee;
This wish I have — then ten times happy me!
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Seyredip haz duyar ya ¢okmiis bir baba hani

Kabina sigamayan delifisek oglundan,

Ben de, kaderim yaman sakat edeli beni,

Huzur duyarim senin erdeminden, vefandan.

Guzellikle soyluluk, servet, akil hep sende—

Bunlardan biri, ya da hepsi, ondan da fazla.

Hakgasi bu: basina ta¢ oldu onlar; ben de

Bu egsiz hazineye katiliyorum askla.

Ne sakat, ne zavalli, ne acikliyim artik

Bana Oyle yaman gii¢ verdikge senin golgen,

Yeter de artar bile senden aldigim varlik:

Gorkeminden bir par¢a alip yasiyorum ben.
Dilerim senin olsun en iyi ve en kutlu;
Bu dilegimle bile olurum on kat mutlu.
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How can my Muse want subject to invent
While thou dost breathe that pour’st into my verse
Thine own sweet argument, too excellent
For every vulgar paper to rehearse?
Oh, give thyself the thanks if aught in me
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight;
For who’s so dumb that cannot write to thee,
When thou thyself dost give invention light?
Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in worth
Than those old nine which rhymers invocate;
And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth
Eternal numbers to outlive long date.
If my slight Muse do please these curious days,
The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise.
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XXXVIII

Ceker mi benim Esin Perim konu kithigi
Sen siirime sebil ettik¢e solugunu,
Yaninda kaba kagit-kalemin kof kaldig
Hos varligin olduk¢a bana en tath konu?
Ah, tim tesekkiirleri, 6vgiiyii kendine sun;
Varsa, al, yazdigimda degerli gordigiinii.
Sen yaraticiliga isiklar sagiyorsun,
Sanki kim dilsiz kalip yazamaz ki 6vgiinii.
Sen onuncu Peri ol, kotii ozana gelen
Yash dokuz Periden on kat yiiksek degerin;
Giir esinlerle dolu Peridir sana gelen:
Bugiinii asan sonsuz dizeleri getirsin.
Bu deney ¢agina hos gelirse Esin Perim,
Uzgiisii benim olsun, évgiisii senin derim.
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O, how thy worth with manners may I sing

When thou art all the better part of me?

What can mine own praise to mine own self bring,

And what is’t but mine own when I praise thee?

Even for this let us divided live,

And our dear love lose name of single one,

That by this separation I may give

That due to thee which thou deserv’st alone.

O absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove,

Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave

To entertain the time with thoughts of love,

Which time and thoughts so sweetly dost deceive,
And that thou teachest how to make one twain
By praising him here who doth hence remain.
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XXXIX

Ah, nasil efendice 6vgiiler sunsam sana?
Hep senin degerindir bende varsa bir deger,
Kendimi 6vmek sanki ne kazang saglar bana?
Bobiirlenmektir sana soyledigim tiirkiiler.
Sirf bu yiizden bile biz yasamaliyiz ayri;
Tek diye bilinmesin giizel agkimiz artik:
Sana verebilirim salt hakkin olanlari
Hele bir gerceklegsin aramizda ayrihik.
Ah, yokluk, sen kim bilir ne korkung bir iskence
Olurdun, uzakhgin acis1 saglamasa
Sevgi dusiinceleri gibi hos bir eglence,
Zaman ve hayal giicii, yiiregi daglamasa;
Sen Ogretmis olmasan nasil ¢ift olurmus tek
Burda bulunmayani var giiciinle 6verek.
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XL

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all:

What hast thou then more than thou hadst before?

No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call;

All mine was thine, before thou hadst this more.

Then if for my love thou my love receivest,

I cannot blame thee, for my love thou usest;

But yet be blamed, if thou this self deceivest

By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.

I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief,

Although thou steal thee all my poverty:

And yet love knows it is a greater grief

To bear love’s wrong than hate’s known injury.
Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows,
Kill me with spites; yet we must not be foes.
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XL

Hepsini al, sevgilim, ne sevgi varsa bende,
(Coktan senin olmayan ne sevgi saglarsin ki?
Gergek der misin eline gegirsen de,
Sevdiklerimin hepsi sende degil mi sanki?
Sevgilimi alirsan gercek sevgim ugruna
Ses ¢cikarmam onunla keyif siirdiigiin igin;
Sevgime sirt gevirip el uzatirsan ona,
Kendini aldatirsan sugun biiytigii senin.
Tath hirsiz, yine de bagiglarim sugunu
Sen varimi yogumu agirsan bile benden;
Oysa daha acadir, sevenler bilir bunu,
Sevginin haksizlig1 nefretin sillesinden.
Gizel siirtiik, kotiiliik iyi goriniir sende;
Biz diisman olmayalim can evimi soksen de.
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XLI

Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits

When I am sometime absent from thy heart,

Thy beauty and thy years full well befits,

For still temptation follows where thou art.

Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won;

Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assailed;

And when a woman woos, what woman’s son

Will sourly leave her till he have prevailed?

Ay me! But yet thou mightst my seat forbear,

And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth,

Who lead thee in their riot even there

Where thou art forced to break a twofold truth;
Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee:
Thine, by thy beauty being false to me.
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XLI

Ben kalbinden uzakken, firsat kagirmayarak
Yaptigin su sefahat, su ¢apkinliklar var ya:
Hepsi de giizelligin, gengligin icin bir hak,
Cunki nereye gitsen, arzu kosar oraya.
Herkes seni kazanmak ister comertsin diye;
Sen afet bir giizelsin: sevaptir giizel sevmek.
Kadin karar vermigse agina diisiirmeye,
Anasindan dogmus mu ondan kagacak erkek?
Ah, yine de kalbinden kovmazsin belki beni;
Guzelligini, hoppa gengligini kinarsin.
Onlar sefahatte de birakmazlar pesini:
Zorlanirsin ve cifte ihanete kalkarsin

Gizelliginle ¢ekip aldigin kadina da,

O giizellikle beni aldatarak sana da.
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XLII

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief,
And yet it may be said I loved her dearly:
That she hath thee is of my wailing chief,
A loss in love that touches me more nearly.
Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye:
Thou dost love her because thou know’st I love her;
And for my sake even so doth she abuse me,
Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her.
If I lose thee, my loss is my love’s gain,
And losing her, my friend hath found that loss:
Both find each other, and I lose both twain;
And both for my sake lay on me this cross.
But here’s the joy: my friend and I are one.
Sweet flattery! Then she loves but me alone!
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XLII

O kadin senin oldu: derdim degil yalniz bu;

Onu egsiz bir agkla seviyordum, dogrudur;

Ama, sen onun oldun, yas’a bogdun ruhumu:

Sevgi yok olup gitti, beni kahreden budur.

Bagislarim, ¢iinkii agk, suga iter seveni.

Sen onu seviyorsun ben seviyorum diye;

O da benim ugruma aldatiyor ya beni,

Hatirim i¢in razi dostumdaki sevgiye.

Ben seni yitirirsem kaybim agkimin kari

Ve onu yitirirsem dostumun kazanci var;

Ikisi birlesti de ben yitirdim onlari,

Gonliimii almak i¢in bana hag ¢ikardilar.
Sevingliyim yine de: dostumla tek varhigiz;
Ne hos diizen! O kadin beni seviyor yalniz.
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XLIII

When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see,
For all the day they view things unrespected;
But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee,
And darkly bright are bright in dark directed.
Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make bright,
How would thy shadow’s form form happy show
To the clear day with thy much clearer light,
When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so!
How would, I say, mine eyes be blessed made
By looking on thee in the living day,
When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay!
All days are nights to see till I see thee,
And nights bright days when dreams do show
thee me.
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XLIII

Apagik gorityorum gozlerimi yumunca.
Biitiin giin gordiiklerim tagimaz higbir deger,
Ama diislerde hep sen varsin uyku boyunca;
GOz karanlikla isir, karanliklar deler.

Baska biitiin golgeler, golgende 1s1ik bulur;
Bedeninin golgesi mutlulugu gosterir

Isil 151l giindiize sagarak daha ¢ok nur,

Senin golgen nasil da kor gozlere fer verir.
Gozlerim kutlu olur seni seyrettikce ben,
Canh giin aydinlanir sendeki 1siklarda,

En karanlik gecede belirsiz giizel golgen
Derin uykuda sonmiis gozlere can katar da.
Seni gormezsem olur her giiniim gece;

Parlak giindiizdiir gecem diis seni gosterince.
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XLIV

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought,
Injurious distance should not stop my ways;
For then despite of space I would be brought
From limits far remote where thou dost stay:
No matter then although my foot did stand
Upon the farthest earth removed from thee;
For nimble thought can jump both sea and land
As soon as think the place where he would be.
But ah, thought kills me that I am not thought,
To leap large lengths of miles when thou art gone
But that, so much of earth and water wrought,
I must attend time’s leisure with my moan;
Receiving naught, by elements so slow,
But heavy tears, badges of either’s woe!
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XLIV

Disiinceye doniigse benim etim kemigim
Yolum kurban gidemez hoyrat mesafelere:
Ben, tiim uzakliklar1 agip erigecegim
Sinirsiz Otelerden, senin oldugun yere.
Varsin, simsiki bassin ayagim topraklara
Diinyada bir kosede, senden uzak mi uzak,
Cevik disiince sigrar, dinlemez deniz, kara.
Ulasir 6zledigi yere hayal kurarak.
Ben, diisiince degilim: ah disiindiik¢e bunu
—Sen gittin, ben ugamam- bu oldiiriiyor beni;
Alt tarafi, varhgim biraz toprak, biraz su:
Inleyerek beklerim gelecegin keyfini.

Bu iki som maddeden, birbirinin yasina

Nisan takan o agir yaslar kalacak bana.
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XLV

The other two, slight air and purging fire,
Are both with thee, wherever I abide;
The first my thought, the other my desire,
These present-absent with swift motion slide.
So when these quicker elements are gone
In tender embassy of love to thee,
My life, being made of four, with two alone
Sinks down to death, oppressed with melancholy:
Until life’s composition be recured
By those swift messengers returned from thee,
Who even but now come back again assured
Of thy fair health, recounting it to me.
This told, I joy; but then no longer glad,
I send them back again, and straight grow sad.
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XLV

Obiir ikisi, hafif hava, paklayan ates,

Ben nerdeysem onlar da hep seninle beraber:

Birisi diisiinceme, 6teki arzuma eg;

Bir vardir, bir yok: boyle hizla kayip giderler.

Bu ugucu maddeler yel yeperek yol alir,

Ask elgileri gibi, sevecenlikle sana:

Canim dort maddedendir, o ikisiyle kalir,

Uzgiin yiirekle diiser ecelin kucagina.

Tim varligim kavusur 6z yapisina, derken:

O hizh haberciler senden donmiistiir iste—

Onlar bana miijdeler getirmistir gelirken

Senin sag, sapasaglam oldugunu gormiis de.
Duyunca mutluyumdur, sonra sevincim soner;
Yine el¢i yollarim, hiiziin kalbime doner.
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XLVI

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war

How to divide the conquest of thy sight;

Mine eye my heart thy picture’s sight would bar,

My heart, mine eye the freedom of that right.

My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie,

A closet never pierced with crystal eyes;

But the defendant doth that plea deny,

And says in him thy fair appearance lies.

To ’cide this title is impanelled

A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart,

And by their verdict is determined

The clear eye’s moiety and the dear heart’s part,
As thus: mine eye’s due is thy outward part,
And my heart’s right thy inward love of heart.
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XLVI

Savasir gozlerimle gonliim oldiiresiye

Senin giizelliginin ganimeti yiiziinden:

Gozim kovar gonliimii seni gérmesin diye,

Gonliim ister goziime pay vermemek yiiziinden.

Gonlim bildirir senin orada yattigim

Oyle bir hiicrede ki giremez billur gozler;

GoOziim inkara kalkar gonliin anlattiginy,

Giizel ylziniin ona sigindigini soyler.

Gonlii dinleyip karar vermek igin toplanir

Disiinceler kurulu: sorusturur, hakgasi

Kurulun yargisiyla bir karara baglanir

Seven goziin payiyla duyan gonliin pargast:
Senin dis giizelligin olur g6ziimiin payi,
Gonlim kazanir agkin gonliindeki diinyay:.
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XLVII

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took,
And each doth good turns now unto the other.
When that mine eye is famished for a look,
Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother,
With my love’s picture then my eye doth feast,
And to the painted banquet bids my heart.
Another time mine eye is my heart’s guest
And in his thoughts of love doth share a part.
So, either by thy picture or my love,
Thyself, away, art present still with me;
For thou not farther than my thoughts canst move,
And I am still with them, and they with thee;
Or if they sleep, thy picture in my sight
Awakes my heart to heart’s and eye’s delight.
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XLVII

Anlasip birlestiler benim goziimle gonliim,

Kargihikl iyilik yaparlar, gerek varsa:

Bir bakisa acikip azap ¢ekerse goziim

Ya da seven kalbimi higkiriklar bogarsa.

Gozlerim, sevgilimin resim g6lenindedir,

Gonlimii ¢agirirlar renklerin cimbiisiine;

Gozlerim de gonlime konuktur arada bir

Ve candan ortak olur bu sevdanin diisiine.

Ya resminle bendesin ya benim askimla, bak,

Sen hep can evimdesin uzaklara gitsen de,

Kalamazsin bendeki diisiincelerden uzak,

Ben hep onlardayim ya, onlar her zaman sende.
Onlar uyusalar da resmin iste karsimda,
Gozi gonli uyutmaz, solen yapar canimda.
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XLVIII

How careful was I when I took my way

Each trifle under truest bars to thrust,

That to my use it might unused stay

From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trust!

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are,

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief,

Thou best of dearest and mine only care,

Art left the prey of every vulgar thief.

Thee have I not locked up in any chest

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art,

Within the gentle closure of my breast,

From whence at pleasure thou mayst come and part;
And even thence thou wilt be stol’n, I fear,
For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear.
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XLVIII

Nasil da 6zenmistim yola ¢ikmadan 6nce:
Degersiz her malimi mahzene kapatarak,
Tam biraktigim gibi bulmak i¢in doniince,
En giivenli yerlerde, hinzir ellerden uzak.
Miicevherlerim senin yaninda ¢erden ¢opten:
Sen egsiz huzurumdun, simdi yas olacaksin;
Sen ki canlar canisin, derdim giiniimsiin hepten,
En adi hirsizlarin elinde oyuncaksin.
Ben sandiga koymadim, kilitlemedim seni;
Yoksan bile ordasin diye bildigim yere,
Can evime usulca sokup gizledim seni,
Girip ¢ikasin diye kendi keyfine gore.
Seni ¢alarlar ordan bile, iste korkum bu:
Boyle degerli 6diil, hirsiz eder namusu.
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XLIX

Against that time (if ever that time come)
When I shall see thee frown on my defects,
Whenas thy love hath cast his utmost sum,
Called to that audit by advised respects;
Against that time when thou shalt strangely pass
And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye,
When love converted from the thing it was
Shall reasons find of settled gravity;
Against that time do I ensconce me here
Within the knowledge of mine own desert,
And this my hand against myself uprear
To guard the lawful reasons on thy part.
To leave poor me thou hast the strength of laws,
Since why to love I can allege no cause.
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XLIX

O giin gelsin, hazirim; er geg gelirse o giin

Kusurlarima bakip kasim ¢atacaksin,

Agkinin degerine ters diisecek gordiigiin,

Bu uyusmaz hesabu silip kapatacaksin.

O giin gelsin, hazirim; el gibi gegersin ya,

O giines gozlerinle, selam bile vermeden;

Agk biirinmiistiir artik bambagka bir kiliga,

Asik suratin i¢in bulursun bir¢ok neden.

O giin gelsin, hazirim, alistirdim kendimi:

Degerim, hakkim budur diyerek bile bile,

Kendime karsi tanik, kaldiririm elimi

Ve savunurum senin hakli 6zriini soyle:
Zavalh ben’i birak, yasalar senden yana,
Gerekge gosteremem bana sevgi duymana.
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L

How heavy do I journey on the way,
When what I seek (my weary travel’s end)
Doth teach that ease and that repose to say,
“Thus far the miles are measured from thy friend.’
The beast that bears me, tired with my woe,
Plods dully on to bear that weight in me,
As if by some instinct the wretch did know
His rider loved not speed being made from thee.
The bloody spur cannot provoke him on
That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide,
Which heavily he answers with a groan
More sharp to me than spurring to his side;
For that same groan doth put this in my mind:
My grief lies onward and my joy behind.
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L

Yola koyuldum ama, ilerlemek ne de zor;
Su yorucu yol var ya, ben sonuna vararak
Rahata kavusmay1 umarken, soyle diyor:
“Sen ne kadar gidersen dostun o kadar irak.”
Beni gotiiren hayvan, liziintiimiin yorgunu,
Guig bela yiiriir benim dert yiikiimii tasirken;
Zavalli, bir sezgiyle 6grenmis sanki sunu:
Binicisi iz sevmez senden uzaklagirken.
Kanli mahmuzum bile onu 6ne siiremez
Sagrisim ofkeyle bazen diirtiikleyince;
Yalnizca inilder de, bagka yanit veremez,
O, derisini desen mahmuzdan keskin bence.
Cunkii o inleyisten su doguyor kafamda:
Benim derdim 6nimde, sevincimse arkamda.
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LI

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence
Of my dull bearer, when from thee I speed:
From where thou art why should I haste me thence?
Till I return, of posting is no need.
O what excuse will my poor beast then find
When swift extremity can seem but slow?
Then should I spur, though mounted on the wind;
In winged speed no motion shall I know.
Then can no horse with my desire keep pace;
Therefore desire, of perfect’st love being made,
Shall neigh, no dull flesh in his fiery race;
But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade:
Since from thee going he went wilful slow,
Towards thee I'll run and give him leave to go.
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LI

Binegimin sugunu hos gorebilir sevgim:
Yavag gitti ben hizla uzaklasirken senden.
Senin oldugun yerden nigin kosup gideyim?
Doniinceye dek, kosu tutturmaya yok neden.
Ah, zavalli hayvanim ne 6ziir bulur boyle,
Hizlarin en yamani bana yavas goriiniir;
Ben tizengi vururum riizgara binsem bile,
Kanatlanip ugarim, bagka her hiz siiriiniir.
Agik atamaz hicbir at arzumla o zaman,
Cunki arzu en giiglii agktan dogan yaraty,
Kisner —kiilge et degil- atesli bir kiitheylan;
Asgka karsihik sevgi, hog goriir bitkin atu.
Senden uzaklasirken kasten yavas gitti ya,
Ben sana kogup onu birakacagim yaya.
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So am I as the rich whose blessed key
Can bring him to his sweet up-locked treasure,
The which he will not every hour survey,
For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure.
Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare,
Since, seldom coming, in the long year set
Like stones of worth they thinly placed are,
Or captain jewels in the carcanet.
So is the time that keeps you as my chest,
Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide,
To make some special instant special blest
By new unfolding his imprisoned pride.
Blessed are you whose worthiness gives scope
Being had, to triumph; being lacked, to hope.
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LII

Nasil agar da kutsal anahtariyla zengin,
Kucaklagirsa canmim kitli hazinesiyle,
Seyrek tadilan zevkin kérlenmemesi igin
Nasil denetlemezse her saat — ben de oyle...
Iste bunlar en mutlu, en sanh solenlerdir:
Arada bir gelirler upuzun yil boyunca;
Paha bigilmez taslar, seyrek dizilenlerdir,
Ayrik miicevherlerdir gorkem verenler taca.
Zaman, miicevher kutum gibi basar bagrina
Ya da giysi dolabim gibi saklar da seni,
Essiz kutsallik versin diye egsiz bir an’a
Gozler 6niine serer tutuklu gorkemini.
Erdemlerin sonsuzdur, varhgin giir ve kutlu:
Sana ermek zaferdir, sensizlik umut dolu.
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What is your substance, whereof are you made,
That millions of strange shadows on you tend?
Since every one hath, every one, one shade,
And you, but one, can every shadow lend:
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit
Is poorly imitated after you;
On Helen’s cheek all art of beauty set,
And you in Grecian tires are painted new.
Speak of the spring and foison of the year,
The one doth shadow of your beauty show,
The other as your bounty doth appear;
And you in every blesséd shape we know.
In all external grace you have some part,
But you like none, none you, for constant heart.
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LIII

Sen neden yapilmugsin, varhiginin 6zii ne?

Sayisiz garip golge, el penge divan sana.

Herkes tek bir kez yansir, herkeste tek bir golge;

Tek olan senden diiser her golge dort bir yana.

Besbelli, sana desem gel, Adonis’i anlat:

O senin sahte resmin, salt kotu bir taklidin...

Helena’nin yiiziinde her giizellik bir sanat

Ve sen Yunan giysili bir yeni sahesersin.

Dile getir ilkyazi, hasadin bollugunu,

Sendeki giizelligin golgesi olur biri,

Oteki ispat eder ne comert oldugunu-

Ve biz sende buluruz tiim kutsal bigimleri.
Senden bir pay1 vardir tim dig giizelliklerin;
Goniil sadakatinde yoktur esin, benzerin.
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LIV

O how much more doth beauty beauteous seem

By that sweet ornament which truth doth give!

The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem

For that sweet odour which doth in it live.

The canker blooms have full as deep a dye

As the perfumed tincture of the roses,

Hang on such thorns and play as wantonly

When summer’s breath their masked buds discloses:

But for their virtue only is their show

They live unwoo’d and unrespected fade—

Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so;

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made.
And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth,
When that shall vade, by verse distils your truth.

54



Soneler

LIV

Ah, giizellik nasil da dogrulugun kattig
Canim sislerle kat kat giizellige biiriintir!
Gil, alimhdir ama, bagrinda yasattig:
Tath kokuyla bize ¢cok daha hog goriiniir.
Yaban giillerinin de, biiyiilii kokularda
Gorkeme ermis giiller kadar koyudur rengi;
Onlar da dikenlidir: yaz solugu agar da
Konca pegelerini, oynarlar dort kol ¢engi.
Ama dig goriiniigtiir onlarin tek erdemi,
Yasarlar oksanmadan; gozlerden irak solar,
Yapayalniz oliirler. Canim giiller 6yle mi:
Tath 6liimlerinden varhiga 1tir dolar.

Sevgi dolu glizel geng, sen solup gittiginde

Siirlerimde yasar senin 6z gergegin de.
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LV

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

So, till the judgement that yourself arise,

You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes.
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LV

Ne yaldizhi hikkiimdar anitlari, ne mermer

Omiir siiremez benim giiglii siirim kadar;

Seni pasakli Zaman pis bir mezara gomer,

Ama satirlarimda giizelligin 1sildar.

Savaglar tepetaklak devirir heykelleri,

Cokertir bogusanlar yap: demez, sur demez,

Ama Mars’in kilici, cengin ates selleri

Siirimde yasayan animi yok edemez.

Oliime ve her seyi unutturan diismana

Karsi koyacaksin sen; yeryliziinii mahgere

Yaklagtiran ¢aglarin goziinde bile sana

Bir yer var 6vgiim seni ¢ikardikga goklere.
Dirilip kalkincaya kadar mahser giiniinde,
Yasarsin siirimle sevenlerin gonliinde.
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LVI

Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not said
Thy edge should blunter be than appetite,
Which but today by feeding is allayed,
Tomorrow sharpened in his former might.
So, love, be thou; although today thou fill
Thy hungry eyes even till they wink with fullness,
Tomorrow see again, and do not kill
The spirit of love with a perpetual dullness.
Let this sad interim like the ocean be
Which parts the shore where two contracted new
Come daily to the banks, that when they see
Return of love more blest may be the view;
As call it winter, which being full of care
Makes summer’s welcome, thrice more wished,
more rare.
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LVI

Tatl sevgi, giiciinii tazele de igstahin
Korlendi demesinler bicak ¢ekmeden once;
Oyle ya, bugiin doyup yatigsa bile yarin
Bulur eski giiciinii yeniden bilenince.
Sen de oyle ol, sevgi: bugiin a¢ gozlerini
Tika basa doyur da simsiki kapat, ama
Iyice gormek igin, yarin ag¢ gozlerini:
Sonsuz duygusuzlukla agkin ruhuna kiyma.
Bu acikli ayrilik, diyelim ki bir umman,
Boler yaman giiciiyle bir sahili ikiye.
Her giin iki nisanli gelir, sevgi o zaman
Donmistiir: sevinirler kiyr senlendi diye.
Ya da ayrilik kistir, nice Giziintii dolu,
Onun igin dort gozle beklenir yazin yolu.
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Lvii

Being your slave, what should I do but tend

Upon the hours and times of your desire?

I have no precious time at all to spend,

Nor services to do, till you require.

Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour

Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you,

Nor think the bitterness of absence sour

When you have bid your servant once adieu.

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought

Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,

But like a sad slave stay and think of nought

Save where you are how happy you make those.
So true a fool is love that in your will,
Though you do anything, he thinks no ill.
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LvVII

Kolen olmusum senin, elden bagka ne gelir,
Gece giindiiz el penge divanim buyruguna;
Gegirdigim saatler bastan basa bir higtir
Sen buyurmus degilsen ¢abalarim bosuna.
Senin i¢in, sultanim, saatleri gozlerken

Ben kimim ki kiiseyim sonu gelmez giinlere,
Kara kara dusiinmem, ac1 gekmem o6zlerken
Ugurlar olsun dersen kolene sen bir kere;
Ben kimim ki kiskanip kuskulanip sorayim
Kimle igli dighsin, nedir yaptigin isler;
Derdim giiniim put gibi diisinmeden durayim,
Mutlu kildiklarini bilmek i¢ime igler.

Opyle korkiitiik sadik bir koledir ki sevda,

Seni kotii goremez bin kotiiliikk yapsan da.
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That god forbid that made me first your slave,
I should in thought control your times of pleasure,
Or at your hand the account of hours to crave,
Being your vassal bound to stay your leisure!
O let me suffer, being at your beck,
The imprisoned absence of your liberty,
And patience-tame to sufferance, bide each check
Without accusing you of injury.
Be where you list, your charter is so strong
That you yourself may privilege your time
To what you will, to you it doth belong
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime.
I am to wait, though waiting so be hell,
Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well.

58



Soneler

LVIII

Tanri beni ilk basta sana kul yapti, sonra

Keyfine el koymay1 kurmamu yasak etti,

Ya da 6zlem duymami hesapl zamanlara:

Kolenim ya, bos vaktin olsun diye bekletti.

Ah, birak katlanayim, el penge divan: deger,

Senin Ozguirligiiniin tutuklu yokluguna;

Her mihnete sabreder, her azara bas eger.

Incittin diye hig sug yiiklemez bile sana.

Sen nerde olursan ol, yetkin, giiglii, 6zgiirsiin;

Hakimsin diledigin gibi kendi vaktine:

Canin neyi isterse varsin o keyif siirsiin,

Kendine sug islersen kendin bagisla yine.
Beklemek cehennemdir, ama beklerim seni,
Iyi kotii demeden, suglamadan keyfini.
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If there be nothing new, but that which is
Hath been before, how are our brains beguiled,
Which labouring for invention bear amiss
The second burthen of a former child!
O that record could with a backward look
Even of five hundred courses of the sun
Show me your image in some antique book
Since mind at first in character was done.
That I might see what the old world could say
To this composed wonder of your frame,
Whether we are mended, or whe’er better they,
Or whether revolution be the same.

O sure I am the wits of former days

To subjects worse have given admiring praise.
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LIX

Yeni hicbir sey yoksa, yalniz eskiler varsa

Demek ki beynimize oynanan bir oyun var,

Yasamus bir cocugu dogurmaya kalkarsa

Yaratma ¢abasiyla sancilanarak tekrar!

Ah, su eski defterler bir doniip baksa geri,

Gtinesin bes yiiz kere doniisiinden de 6nce,

Gostersin eski kitap sendeki imgeleri

Ilkin nasil yaziya dokiildiiyse diisiince.

Acaba eski diinya neler demis, gorelim,

Sendeki gormelere deger giizelliklere;

Onlar mu tstiin, biz mi, bu isin ustasi kim,

Yoksa doniip dolasip geldik mi ayni yere?
Hi¢ kugkum yok: Gegmiste, ne sivri akillilar
Senden degersizlere 6vgiiler yagdirdilar.
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Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,

So do our minutes hasten to their end;

Each changing place with that which goes before

In sequent toil all forwards do contend.

Nativity, once in the main of light,

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crowned,

Crooked eclipses gainst his glory fight,

And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.

Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth,

And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow,

Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth;

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow.
And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand,
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.
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LX

Dinen dalgalar gibi kayalik kiyilarda
Sonlarina kosusur 6mriimiiziin anlari,
Hizla yuvarlanirlar ¢irpinarak art arda
Tutmak istercesine 6ne atilanlari.
Dogan varlik aydinlik giinlere erer ermez
Olgunluga ilerler, tam kivamini bulur,
Ama som karaltilar sganina aman vermez,
Zaman, armaganini yok etmeye koyulur.
Genglige vergi olan siisii Zaman didikler,
Derin cizgiler kazar giizelligin alnina,
En gozde varliklari canavarlar gibi yer,
Kimse karsi duramaz amansiz tirpanma;
Ama o gaddar ele ragmen, seni 6ver de
Dimdik durur siirim umut dolu giinlerde.
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Is it thy will thy image should keep open
My heavy eyelids to the weary night?
Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken,
While shadows like to thee do mock my sight?
Is it thy spirit that thou send’st from thee
So far from home into my deeds to pry,
To find out shames and idle hours in me,
The scope and tenor of thy jealousy?
O no! Thy love, though much, is not so great;
It is my love that keeps mine eye awake,
Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat,
To play the watchman ever for thy sake:
For thee watch I, whilst thou dost wake elsewhere,
From me far off, with others all too near.
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LXI

Agir gozkapaklarim, yorgun gece iginde
Hayalinle apacik kalsin, dilegin bu mu?
Sana benzer golgeler, goziimle eglensin de
Keyfince pargalayip gegsinler mi uykumu?
Gonderdigin, ruhun mu can evinden uzaga
Islerime g6z kulak olsun, diisiirsiin diye
Aylak saatlerimi, utancimi tuzaga:
Hasedine, kugskuna yardakgilik etmeye?
Hayir, sevgin ¢oksa da biiyiik degil o kadar,
Benim kendi askimdir vermeyen uyku durak,
Iste 6z sevgim, dirlik diizenligimi bozar
Senin ugruna bana hep nobet tutturarak.
Ben bekginim, sen baska yerlerde uyaniksin:
Benden uzaksin, sana baskalari ¢ok yakin.
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LXII

Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye,
And all my soul, and all my every part;
And for this sin there is no remedy,
It is so grounded inward in my heart.
Methinks no face so gracious is as mine,
No shape so true, no truth of such account,
And for myself mine own worth do define
As I all other in all worths surmount.
But when my glass shews me myself indeed,
Beated and chapped with tanned antiquity,
Mine own self-love quite contrary I read
Self so self-loving were iniquity:
"Tis thee, myself, that for myself I praise,
Painting my age with beauty of thy days.
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LXII

Kendime agk duymanin giinahiyla dopdolu

Gozlerim ve yiiregim, varhgimin her yeri;

Yoktur ki bu giinahtan kurtulmanin bir yolu:

Can evime simsiki sarilmustir kokleri.

Hos degildir kimsenin yiizii benimki kadar,

Benden yakisiklisi, benden vefalisi1 yok;

Olgiip bigiyorum da, bende ne degerler var.

Ben herkesten iistiiniim, her bakimdan, hem de ¢ok.

Ama gergek ylizimii aynada goriir gormez

Porsiimiis, benzim uguk, serha serha ve kohne,

Kendime duydugum agk, ters diiger bana bu kez:

Kotii seymis insanin ask duymasi kendine.
Sensin obiir benligim, varhigimda 6vdiigiim,
Yagimu gengliginle, giizelliginle orttiim.
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LXIII

Against my love shall be as I am now,

With Time’s injurious hand crushed and o’erworn;

When hours have drained his blood and filled his brow

With lines and wrinkles; when his youthful morn

Hath travelled on to age’s steepy night,

And all those beauties whereof now he’s king

Are vanishing or vanished out of sight,

Stealing away the treasure of his spring:

For such a time do I now fortify

Against confounding age’s cruel knife,

That he shall never cut from memory

My sweet love’s beauty, though my lover’s life.
His beauty shall in these black lines be seen,
And they shall live, and he in them still green.
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LXIII

Bumburusuk yapacak, ezecek sevgilimi
Zamanin gaddar eli nasil beni yiktiysa;
Giinler kanini emip alnina isledi mi
Kirigiklar bir kere; genglik tam ¢iktiysa
Yaghlik gecesinin karanlik yokusunu,
Hiikiimdari oldugu giizellikler kagisr,
Gozden 1rak olarak yalniz birakir onu,
Bahar hazinesini ¢alip yokluga tasir;
Kaygim, biitiin giiciimle kargilamak o ¢ag:
Gozlerden goniillerden yok edemesin diye
Yaghhigin amansiz oldiiriicii bigag:
Tath giizelligini — kiysa da sevgiliye:

Kara satirlarnmda gozler yiiziini gorsiin,

Siirim yasadikga taptaze 6miir siirsiin.
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When I have seen by Time’s fell hand defaced

The rich proud cost of outworn buried age;

When sometime lofty towers I see down-raz’d,

And brass eternal slave to mortal rage;

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain

Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,

And the firm soil win of the watery main,

Increasing store with loss and loss with store;

When I have seen such interchange of state,

Or state itself confounded to decay,

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate:

That Time will come and take my love away.
This thought is as a death, which cannot choose
But weep to have that which it fears to lose.
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LXIV

Gordiim anitlarini nice gorkemli ¢agin

Zamanin zalim eli yikip etmis yerle bir,

Baslar1 goge degen kuleler darmadagin

Ve sonsuz tung oliimiin gazabina koledir;

Gordiim obur okyanus yenilgiye ugratmig

Keyfince hiikiim siiren heybetli kiyilar

Ve sert toprak kendine koca ummani katmus,

Zarar kar artirmus, kar biiyiitmiis zarari;

Gordiim her sey bozulur, sonsuz siiriip gidemez,

En saglam devlet bile giiniin birinde ¢iiriir,

Yikimlar disiindiirdii beni ister istemez:

Er ge¢ sevgilimi de Zaman alip gotiiriir.
Bana o6liim gibidir yitmesinden korkarak
Higbir sey yapamayip varligina aglamak.
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Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,
But sad mortality o’ersways their power,
How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea,
Whose action is no stronger than a flower?
O how shall summer’s honey breath hold out
Against the wrackful siege of battering days,
When rocks impregnable are not so stout,
Nor gates of steel so strong but Time decays?
Oh fearful meditation! Where, alack,
Shall Time’s best jewel from Time’s chest lie hid?
Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back?
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid?

O none, unless this miracle have might,

That in black ink my love may still shine bright.

65



Soneler

LXV

Ne tung ne tas ne toprak ne de sonsuz denizler
Acikl fanilige karsi1 koyamazlarken,
Nasil bu kor ofkeyle giizellik cenge girer
Cabasinda en fazla bir gigek giicii varken?
Ah, nasil gogiis gersin yazin tath riizgar
Azgin giinler dort yandan stiine yiuiridiikge,
Bozguna ugrattikca yenilmez kayalari,
Celik kapilar bile Zamanla ¢iriidikge?
Ne korkung bir diisiince: Ah, nerde sakli dursun
Caglarin miicevheri Caglarin sandigindan?
Bir zorlu el var mu ki bu kosuyu durdursun?
Giizellik yagmasini kim esirgesin ondan?
Yok higbiri, megerki bu mucize siirsiin de
Sevdigim 1sildasin kara yaz ustiinde.
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Tired with all these for restful death I cry:
As to behold desert a beggar born,
And needy nothing trimmed in jollity,
And purest faith unhappily forsworn,
And gilded honour shamefully misplaced,
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,
And right perfection wrongfully disgraced,
And strength by limping sway disabled,
And art made tongue-tied by authority,
And folly, doctor-like, controlling skill,
And simple truth miscalled simplicity,
And captive good attending captain ill;
Tired with all these, from these would I be gone,
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.
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Biktim artik diinyadan, bari 6lip kurtulsam:
Bakin, gonlii ganiler sokakta dileniyor.
Iste kirtipillerde bir siis, bir giyim kusam,
Iste en temiz inang, kallesce cigneniyor,
Iste utanmazlikla post kapmis yaldizli san,
Iste zorla satmuslar kizoglankiz namusu,
Iste gadre ugradi dort bagi mamur olan,
Iste kuvvet kor-topal, devrilmis boyu bosu,
Iste zorba, sanatin agzina tikag tikmus.
Iste hiikiim siiriiyor ¢ilginlik bilgiclikle,
Iste en saf gercegin ad safliga ¢ikmus,
Iste kotii bey olmus, iyi kotiiye kole;
Biktim artik diinyadan, ben kalici degilim,
Gel gor ki olip gitsem yalniz kalir sevgilim.
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Ah, wherefore with infection should he live
And with his presence grace impiety,
That sin by him advantage should achieve
And lace itself with his society?
Why should false painting imitate his cheek
And steal dead seeming of his living hue?
Why should poor beauty indirectly seek
Roses of shadow since his rose is true?
Why should he live, now Nature bankrupt is,
Beggared of blood to blush through lively veins,
For she hath no exchequer now but his,
And proud of many, lives upon his gains?
O him she stores, to show what wealth she had
In days long since, before these last so bad.
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LXVII

Ah, neden yasar sanki sevgilim illetlerle?

Varligiyla senlenir imansizlar boligi...

Giinahin ekmegine neden yag siirer boyle

Siisleyip piisleyerek kol gezen kotiiligi?

Nigin sahte boyalar yiiziinii taklit eder,

Canli renginden 0lii gorintiiler asirir

Ve zavall giizellik zar zor pesinden gider

Yapma giillerin — oysa tek gergek giil ondadir.

Sevgilim nigin yasar iflas etmigsken Doga,

Dinmigken yiize kan ve renk veren din¢ damarlar?

Doga kavusmuyor ki ondan bagka kaynaga,

Diin 6viindiigii kimler vardi, bugiin bir o var.
Bu kotii ¢gagdan 6nce ¢ok zengin oldugunu
Gostermek icin Doga bagrina basar onu.
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Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn,
When beauty lived and died as flowers do now,
Before these bastard signs of fair were borne,
Or durst inhabit on a living brow;
Before the golden tresses of the dead,
The right of sepulchres, were shorn away
To live a second life on second head;
Ere beauty’s dead fleece made another gay.
In him those holy antique hours are seen
Without all ornament, itself and true,
Making no summer of another’s green,
Robbing no old to dress his beauty new:
And him as for a map doth Nature store,
To show false Art what beauty was of yore.
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LXVIII

Yanaklari, eskiyi gosteren bir harita:
Giizellik, dogal yasar, oliirdi gigek gibi.
Bugiiniin siisii piisi, pi¢ izleri dogup da
Olmamigt1 yasayan alinlarin sahibi;
Oliilerin sagina konan altin 6rgiiyle
Gomiitiin kutsal hakki kirpilmazdi o zaman,
Yeni yasam bulmazd: ikinci basta boyle;
Giizel, olii duvakla kimseye vermezdi san.
Onda yasar bu kutsal saatleri gegmisin:
Sevgilim alli pullu degil, 6zbeoz, berrak;
Kimseden yesil almaz kendi ilkyaz igin,
GOz boyamaga kalkmaz eskileri soyarak,
Doga sakliyor onu - harita, hazinedir:
Diizmece Sanat gorsiin eski guzellik nedir.
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LXIX

Those parts of thee that the world’s eye doth view
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend;
All tongues, the voice of souls, give thee that due,
Uttering bare truth, even so as foes commend.
Thine outward thus with outward praise is crowned;
But those same tongues that give thee so thine own
In other accents do this praise confound
By seeing farther than the eye hath shown.
They look into the beauty of thy mind,
And that, in guess, they measure by thy deeds;
Then, churls, their thoughts, although their eyes were kind,
To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds.

But why thy odour matcheth not thy show,

The soil is this — that thou dost common grow.
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LXIX

Diinyanin goziindedir sendeki bunca deger,
Daha giizel yapamaz onlan akil, yiirek;
Rubhlarin sesi olan tim diller seni over,
Diismanlardan da 6vgii alir bu ¢iplak gergek.
Bas tac edilirken dig varligin disardan,
Diller senin hakkini sana verirken once,
Vazgecerler 6vgiiden, satafath laflardan
Goziin gosterdiginden Otesini goriince.
Senin can evindeki giizellige goz atar
Ve yaptigin islerle kiyaslarlar da onu,
Gozleri iyi ama, bu gorgiisiizler katar
Giizelim gigegine igreng ot kokusunu.

Ama yakigmiyorsa kokun goriiniisiine:

Nedeni, orta mah olmandir ele giine.
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LXX

That thou art blamed shall not be thy defect,
For slander’s mark was ever yet the fair:
The ornament of beauty is suspect,
A crow that flies in heaven’s sweetest air.
So thou be good, slander doth but approve
Thy worth the greater, being wooed of time;
For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love,
And thou present’st a pure unstained prime.
Thou hast passed by the ambush of young days
Either not assailed, or victor being charged;
Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise
To tie up envy, evermore enlarged.
If some suspect of ill masked not thy show,
Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldst owe.
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LXX

Sana kara caldilar, senin sugun degil bu:
Iftira, hep iyiyi, dogruyu hedef bilir;
Giizellige takilan bir siis gibidir kugku,
Karga, gokteki en hos havalara yonelir.
Iyi olursan sana deger katar iftira,
Caginin sevgisini kazanirsin tstelik;
Kurt gibi dis gegirir kotiiliik koncalara,
Istah acar sendeki saf, lekesiz korpelik.
Artik ardinda kaldi gengliginin tuzag:
Ayagini denk aldin, yenik diigiiremedi;
Ama belli 6vgiiniin sonsuz olmayacag,
Zincire vuramaz ki siddetlenen hasedi.
Kotiiliigiin lekesi maske olmasa sana
Yiireklerin sultani olurdun tek basina.
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No longer mourn for me when I am dead
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell
Give warning to the world that I am fled
From this vile world with vilest worms to dwell.
Nay, if you read this line, remember not
The hand that writ it, for I love you so
That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot
If thinking on me then should make you woe.
O if, I say, you look upon this verse
When I perhaps compounded am with clay,
Do not so much as my poor name rehearse,
But let your love even with my life decay;
Lest the wise world should look into your moan
And mock you with me after I am gone.
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LXXI

Yas tutmaya kalkisma ecel beni aldi my,

Nobran ve mendebur ¢an bildirdi mi bir kere

Bu igreng yeryiiziinden kagip sigindigim

Bana koynunu agan en igreng boceklere:

Bunlari okuyunca yazani anma derim;

Cunkii Oyle sonsuzca seviyorum ki seni

Tath anilarinda unutulmak isterim

Aa gektirecekse sana diigiinmek beni.

Ah ben diistitkten sonra bagrina topraklarin

Goz atacak olursan bu siirlere bir giin,

Soylemesin zavalli adimi dudaklarin,

Hayatimla birlikte birak sevgin giiriisiin;
Yoksa su kurnaz diinya deser de iniltini,
Benim igin yas tuttun diye hor goriir seni.
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LXXII

O, lest the world should task you to recite
What merit lived in me that you should love,
After my death, dear love, forget me quite;
For you in me can nothing worthy prove,
Unless you would devise some virtuous lie
To do more for me than mine own desert,
And hang more praise upon deceased I
Than niggard truth would willingly impart:
O, lest your true love may seem false in this,
That you for love speak well of me untrue,
My name be buried where my body is
And live no more to shame nor me nor you:
For I am shamed by that which I bring forth,
And so should you, to love things nothing worth.
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LXXII

Ah, ben oliince neler soyletecekler sana:
Ne buldun diyecekler, onun nesini sevdin?
Iyisi mi, sevgilim, sen hepten yan ¢iz bana,
Zaten bende ne arar senin deger dedigin.
Megerki uydurdugun erdemli yalanlarla
Hig layik olmadigim seyler yakistirasin,
Cimri gergegin vermek istediginden fazla
Bu olitye, ardindan, ovgiiler yagdirasin.
Ah, belki gercek sevgin goriiniir diye sahte,
Istemem agk ugruna yalanciktan 6vmeni;
Adimi da gomsiinler cesedimle birlikte—
Yasamasin; ne beni utandirsin, ne seni.
Utaniyorum isgte bunlara yol agmaktan;
Hig deger tasimayan seylerden sen de utan.
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That time of year thou mayst in me behold

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang

Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,

Bare ruined choirs where late the sweet birds sang.

In me thou see’st the twilight of such day

As after sunset fadeth in the west,

Which by and by black night doth take away,

Death’s second self that seals up all in rest.

In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie

As the death-bed whereon it must expire,

Consum’d with that which it was nourished by.
This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love

more strong,

To love that well which thou must leave ere long.
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LXXIII

Bak, goreceksin bende bagladigimi giiziin:
Ayaza kars: titrer dallardaki yapraklar,
Sararir, tek tik kalir, diiserler biitiin biitiin;
Kus sesleri kesilmis, yikik bos tapinaklar.
Bak, goreceksin bende alacakaranhg::
Nasil giineg batidan solgun solgun gidince
Kefen orten eliyle ezerse her 15181
Oliimiin kan kardesi kapkara cirkin gece.
Bak, goreceksin bende ategin korlar var:
Geng ve ding giinlerinden kalma kiiller tistiinde
Oliim dosegindeymis gibi fersiz yatarlar;
Eceline ermigtir ates kendi giiciinde.
Senin bunlari1 gérmen artiracak sevgini,
Ayrilik yakin diye ¢ok seveceksin beni.
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But be contented when that fell arrest
Without all bail shall carry me away:
My life hath in this line some interest
Which for memorial still with thee shall stay.
When thou reviewest this, thou dost review
The very part was consecrate to thee.
The earth can have but earth, which is his due;
My spirit is thine, the better part of me.
So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life,
The prey of worms, my body being dead,
The coward conquest of a wretch’s knife,
Too base of thee to be remembered.
The worth of that is that which it contains,
And that is this, and this with thee remains.
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Uziintiiye kapilma: zalim ecel kiskivrak
Tutup atinca beni kefaletsiz bir zindana,
Yine de siirlerim diinyada yasayarak
Varligimu siirdiiren bir anit olur sana.
Siirimi okursan goreceksin demektir,
Bu kutsal armagani sana birakiyorum:
Toprak, kopup geldigi topraga donecektir,
Ama sendedir gercek varligim olan ruhum:
Oyleyse yitirdigin, canin posasi ancak,
Solucanlarin avi, ecel kolesi beden,
Hinzirin bigagina boyun egen bir korkak;
Oyle algak ki onu hi¢ anmamalisin sen.
Bedenimin degeri, ruhun kabi olmaktir,
Ruhunki ise sende siirimle kalmaktr.
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So are you to my thoughts as food to life,
Or as sweet seasoned showers are to the ground;
And for the peace of you I hold such strife
As ’twixt a miser and his wealth is found;
Now proud as an enjoyer, and anon
Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure;
Now counting best to be with you alone,
Then bettered that the world may see my pleasure;
Sometime all full with feasting on your sight,
And by and by clean starved for a look;
Possessing or pursuing no delight
Save what is had or must from you be took.
Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day,
Or gluttoning on all, or all away.
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Aklim igin sen o’sun, can igin neyse besi,

Yagmur neyse topraga en sevimli mevsimde;

Nasilsa bir cimrinin servetle cenk etmesi

Senden huzur saglamak icin benim cengim de.

Hazinesi benimdir diye tam sevinirken

Ya hirsiz ¢ag, calarsa diye irkiliyorum;

En iyisi seninle bas basa kalmak derken,

Diinya zevkimi gorsiin daha iyi diyorum.

Bazen seni seyretmek, bana cennetten taam,

Bazen de acikirim senin tek bakisina;

Bagka sevincim yoktur, bagka seving aramam,

Yeter senin verdigin, vereceklerin bana.
Gunden giine ya ag kal, ya tika basa ye, i¢:
Kismetime, yiyorum ne bulursam, ya da hig.

75



Sonnets

LXXVI

Why is my verse so barren of new pride,
So far from variation or quick change?
Why with the time do I not glance aside
To new-found methods and to compounds strange?
Why write I still all one, ever the same,
And keep invention in a noted weed,
That every word doth almost tell my name,
Showing their birth and where they did proceed?
O know, sweet love, I always write of you,
And you and love are still my argument;
So all my best is dressing old words new,
Spending again what is already spent:

For as the sun is daily new and old,

So is my love still telling what is told.
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Siirim nigin yeni ses ve siislerden yoksun,

Ne ¢esnisi yeterli, ne de kivrakhig var?

Isterim ki ¢agina sirt cevirmeyip bulsun

Taptaze soyleyisler, yepyeni anlatiglar.

Yazdiklarim benziyor birbirine tipatip,

Biitiin siirlerimde nigin urbalar aym?

Basmakalip sozlerim beni ortaya atip

Ele verir adimi, sanatimin ashini.

Sunu bil ki sevgilim ben hep seni soylerim:

Bir sensin, bir de sevgin kullandigim tek konu:

Eskileri yeniler en iistiin siirlerim,

Onceden ne yazmigsam yine yazarim onu:
Nasil ki giines her giin hem eskidir, hem yeni,
Sevgim de yeni bastan soyler her s6yleneni.
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Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear,
Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste,
The vacant leaves thy mind’s imprint will bear,
And of this book this learning mayst thou taste:
The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show
Of mouthed graves will give thee memory;
Thou by thy dial’s shady stealth mayst know
Time’s thievish progress to eternity;
Look what thy memory cannot contain
Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shalt find
Those children nursed, delivered from thy brain,
To take a new acquaintance of thy mind.

These offices so oft as thou wilt look

Shall profit thee and much enrich thy book.
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Giizellik nasil eskir, sana gosterir aynan;
Saatin, “Bunca giizel dakikana kiydin,” der.
Izler getirir her bos yaprak senin aklindan;
Su sozleri Ogretir iste sana bu defter:
Acik secik cizgiler goreceksin, bak aynana:
Onlar aklina agik gomiitler getirecek.
Giines saatindeki golgeler soyler sana:
Hirsizlama yiiriiyor zaman sonsuzluga dek.
Bak, senin belleginde kalmayacak ne varsa
Yaz su bos sayfalara, yaz da gor: ne bakimli
Olur dissiincelerin ¢ocuk gibi dogarsa,
Biraktiklar izler orada kalir sakl.

Bak da saatle ayna zenginlestirsin seni,

Disiinceler kazangla doldursun defterini.
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So oft have I invoked thee for my Muse
And found such fair assistance in my verse
As every alien pen hath got my use
And under thee their poesy disperse.
Thine eyes, that taught the dumb on high to sing
And heavy ignorance aloft to fly,
Have added feathers to the learnéd’s wing,
And given grace a double majesty.
Yet be most proud of that which I compile,
Whose influence is thine and born of thee:
In others’ works thou dost but mend the style,
And arts with thy sweet graces graced be.
But thou art all my art, and dost advance
As high as learning my rude ignorance.
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Esin Perimsin diye, seni ¢agirdim sik sik,
Siirime ne giizel yardimlar sagladin da,
Eline kalem alan, bana 6zendi artik,
Siirler sagt1 senin kanadinin altinda.
Gozlerin su dilsize tiirkiiler ogretti ya,
Yiicelerde u¢gmayi hem de kara cabhile,
Yeni tiiyler takarak bilgenin kanadina,
Giiglerine gii¢ katt1 katmerli bir gorkemle.
Benim yazdiklarimdan en fazla 6viing duy sen:
Hepsine sen yon verdin, hepsi senden yarati;
Bagkalar1 yazinca uslup diizeltmek senden:
Tath varhgin siisler onlardaki sanati.
Ama benim sanatim, tiim varhgiyla sensin:
Beni kara cahilden bilgeye yiikseltensin.
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Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid,

My verse alone had all thy gentle grace;

But now my gracious numbers are decay’d,

And my sick Muse doth give another place.

[ grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument

Deserves the travail of a worthier pen;

Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent

He robs thee of, and pays it thee again.

He lends thee virtue, and he stole that word

From thy behaviour; beauty doth he give,

And found it in thy cheek: he can afford

No praise to thee but what in thee doth live.
Then thank him not for that which he doth say,
Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost pay.
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Eskiden senden yardim dileyen bir bendim de,
Giizel varhgin yalniz benim siirimdeydi;
Artik yikim bagladi ince dizelerimde,
Hasta Perim yer verdi baskalarina simdi.
Tath sevgilim, dogru: giizelligini yazan
Kalem hak etmeli bu emekteki degeri;
Ne var ki sana boyle 6vgiiler sunan ozan,
Hep senden ¢aldigini yine veriyor geri.
Sende erdem bulursa o deyimi ¢almugtir
Senin 6z varligindan; sana giizellik verse
O giizelligi senin yanagindan almgtir;
Sirf sende yasayam Ovebilir Gverse.
Sakin tesekkiir etme sana soyledigine,
Cinkii onun borcunu 6deyen sensin yine.
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O how I faint when I of you do write,
Knowing a better spirit doth use your name,
And in the praise thereof spends all his might,
To make me tongue-tied speaking of your fame!
But since your worth, wide as the ocean is,
The humble as the proudest sail doth bear,
My saucy bark, inferior far to his,
On your broad main doth wilfully appear.
Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat.
Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride;
Or, being wreck’d, I am a worthless boat,
He of tall building and of goodly pride.

Then if he thrive and I be cast away

The worse was this: my love was my decay.
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Ah, ¢cok bocaliyorum yazdigimda 6vgiinij,

Seni anlatip duran iistatla yarigmak zor:

Var giiciiyle 6viiyor senin yaygin iiniinii,

Dilimi baglayarak bana s6z birakmuyor.

Sendeki degerlerin o engin ummaninda

Ciliz yelkenliler de, giigliiler de yol alir,

Benim findik kabugum higtir onun yaninda,

Ama senin ufkuna hi¢ yilmadan agilir.

Beni tutup yiizdiiriir en sig yardimin bile

O, senin derin sessiz dibinde ilerlerken;

Ben boraya tutulsam teknecigim nafile,

Ama o, sapasaglam, magrur, dik, pupa yelken.
Ben atilsam da kalir o dort basi bayindir;
En kotiisii: batarak ¢lirimem, agkimdandir.
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Or I shall live your epitaph to make,
Or you survive when I in earth am rotten,
From hence your memory death cannot take,
Although in me each part will be forgotten.
Your name from hence immortal life shall have,
Though I, once gone, to all the world must die.
The earth can yield me but a common grave,
When you entombed in men’s eyes shall lie:
Your monument shall be my gentle verse,
Which eyes not yet created shall o’er-read;
And tongues to be your being shall rehearse
When all the breathers of this world are dead.
You still shall live —such virtue hath my pen-
Where breath most breathes, even in the
mouths of men.
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Belki ben sag kalir da yazarim kitabeni,

Belki de sen yasarsin ben ¢iiriirken toprakta;

Anilardan koparip alamaz 6liim seni

Ben unutulsam bile tiim gozlerden uzakta.

Benim yazdiklarimla adin 6liimsiiz olur;

Ben bugiin 6lsem herkes i¢in oliiyiim yarin,

Topragin bana verip verecegi bir ¢ukur,

Sen gomiitte yasarsin — goziinde insanlarin.

Sevecen dizelerim anmit olur da sana:

Heniiz dogmamus gozler bile okur durmadan,

Yarinki diller 6vgii sunacak varligina

Bugiin soluk alanlar gogse bile diinyadan.
Sonsuz yasayacaksin kalemimin giiciiyle,
Gireceksin her agza, her soluga, her dile.
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[ grant thou wert not married to my Muse,

And therefore mayst without attaint o’erlook

The dedicated words which writers use

Of their fair subject, blessing every book.

Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue,

Finding thy worth a limit past my praise,

And therefore art enforced to seek anew

Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering days.

And do so, love; yet when they have devised

What strained touches rhetoric can lend,

Thou, truly fair, wert truly sympathized

In true plain words by thy true-telling friend;
And their gross painting might be better used
Where cheeks need blood — in thee it is abused.
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Dogru, evli degilsin benim Esin Perimle:

Ne ¢ikar yakinmadan okusan her eseri

Kutsamak i¢in o en giizel konuyu dile

Getiren yazarlarin adadig) sozleri?

Sen hem goriiniisiinle, hem bilginle giizelsin,

Benim 6vgiilerimi asan degerlerin var—

Artik sart oldu: Zaman, giinden giine diizelsin,

Sen ondan daha taze izleri ara tekrar.

Oyle yap sen istersen, onlar abartsin boyle,

Zorlama, yapmacikh laflar uyduradursun;

Senin gercek erdemin, dosdogru sozleriyle

Oviiliir dogruluktan hi¢ sasmayan dostunun.
Kimin yanagina kan gerekiyorsa ona
Siiriilsiin adi boya; senin igin bosuna.
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I never saw that you did painting need,

And therefore to your fair no painting set;

I found —or thought I found- you did exceed

The barren tender of a poet’s debt:

And therefore have I slept in your report,

That you yourself, being extant, well might show

How far a modern quill doth come too short,

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow.

This silence for my sin you did impute,

Which shall be most my glory, being dumby;

For I impair not beauty, being mute,

When others would give life and bring a tomb.
There lives more life in one of your fair eyes
Than both your poets can in praise devise.
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LXXXIII

Gordiim, resim gerekmez senin giizelligine,
Resme hig yeltenmedim seni gostermek igin;
Gordiim ya da sandim ki gitmissin Gtesine
Ozanin borcu olan kisir 6demelerin.
Ihmalim bu yiizdendir 6vgiinii unuttumsa;
Sen de gorebilirsin sapasaglam yasarken:
Su yeni tily kalemler nasil kahyor kisa—
Erdemi, hele senin erdemini yazarken.
Sugluluguma verdin sessizligimi, iyi,
Cunki bu dilsizligim san getirecek bana;
Sususum yipratmarmus oluyor giizelligi,
Baskasi, can yerine gomiit verirken sana.
O giizel gozlerinin her birindeki canin
Giiciinii 6vemez ki senin gifte ozanin.
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Who is it that says most, which can say more
Than this rich praise — that you alone are you,
In whose confine immured is the store
Which should example where your equal grew?
Lean penury within that pen doth dwell
That to his subject lends not some small glory;
But he that writes of you, if he can tell
That you are you, so dignifies his story.
Let him but copy what in you is writ,
Not making worse what nature made so clear,
And such a counterpart shall fame his wit,
Making his style admired everywhere.
You to your beauteous blessings add a curse,
Being fond on praise, which makes your praises worse.
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Daha ne diyebilir en giiglii anlatanlar,

Sen iste yalniz sensin diye Oviince seni;

Diinyada kimde bunca birikmis giizellik var,

Kim bulabilir senin 6rnegini, esini?

Biraz iin saglamazsa anlattig1 insana,

Kalem fukaraliktan bir deri bir kemiktir;

Hikayeni kagida gegiren yazar, sana

Sen igte sensin derse, yazdigim yiiceltir.

Sende ne yaziliysa suret ¢ikarsin ondan,

Bozmaksizin doga’nin ortaya koydugunu;

Bak, bu es nasil verir onun sanatina san:

Her yerde hayranlikla izlerler iislubunu.
Giizel nimetlerine sen leke siirityorsun:
Ovgiiye ¢cok diiskiinsiin, deger diisiiriiyorsun.
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My tongue-tied Muse in manners holds her still,
While comments of your praise richly compiled
Reserve their character with golden quill
And precious phrase by all the Muses filed.
I think good thoughts, whilst others write good words,
And, like unlettered clerk, still cry ‘Amen’
To every hymn that able spirit affords
In polished form of well-refinéd pen.
Hearing you praised I say, “Tis so, ’tis true’,
And to the most of praise add something more;
But that is in my thought, whose love to you,
Though words come hindmost, holds his rank before.
Then others for the breath of words respect,
Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect.
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Ilham Perimin dili bagly, bilir haddini;

Gel gor ki bagkalar1 6vgiine 6vgii katmus,

Altin kalemler mutlu giinlere saklar seni,

Periler, siirleri senin igin yaratmus.

Baskasinda parlak s6z, bende giizel duygu var:

Cabhil bir ¢6mez gibi yalniz “Amin” derim ben

Dokiildiikge bigimli, 11l 151l dualar

Kudretli dehalarin perdahli kaleminden.

Onlar seni 6vdiikge “Dogru, oyledir,” derim

Ve taze ovgiilerle siislerim ovgiileri;

O denli giiglidiir ki sessiz diisiincelerim

Sevgim asar hepsini, lafta kalsa da geri.
Hogslansan da onlardan laf s6yliyorlar diye,
Inan bendeki dilsiz ama gergek sevgiye.
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Was it the proud full sail of his great verse,
Bound for the prize of all-too-precious you,
That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse,
Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew?
Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write
Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead?
No, neither he, nor his compeers by night
Giving him aid, my verse astonished.
He, nor that affable familiar ghost
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence,
As victors of my silence cannot boast;
I was not sick of any fear from thence.
But when your countenance filled up his line,
Then lack’d I matter; that enfeebled mine.
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Onun bir kalyon gibi heybetli pupa yelken
Hazinene yonelen gorkemli giiri mi
Diistinceler beynimde fiskirmay: beklerken
Onlara mezar yapti dogacaklar1 rahmi?
Vurup canima kiyan, 6liimsiizliik katinda
Yazmayi hortlaklardan 6grenen dehasi mi?
Hayir, ne kendi, ne de gece karanhiginda
El uzatan dostlar yipratmaz sanatimu.
Ne ozan 6viinmeli, ne de onu her gece
Diisiinceyle besleyen kara giin dostu hortlak
Ben yenilmisim gibi sessizlige diisiince;
Onlar gonliime asla korku sacamayacak:
Gel gor ki comert yiiziin giilmiig 6biir ozana,
Giigsuiz kalmug siirim, konu kalmamis bana.
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Farewell — thou art too dear for my possessing,

And like enough thou know’st thy estimate:

The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing;

My bonds in thee are all determinate.

For how do I hold thee but by thy granting?

And for that riches where is my deserving?

The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting,

And so my patent back again is swerving.

Thyself thou gav’st, thy own worth then not knowing;

Or me, to whom thou gav’st it, else mistaking;

So thy great gift, upon misprision growing,

Comes home again on better judgment making.
Thus have I had thee as a dream doth flatter,
In sleep a king, but waking no such matter.
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LXXXVII*

Hosca kal! Degerin ¢ok yiiksek, tutamam seni,

Biliyorum kendine ne paha bigtigini;

Ozgiirliige kavustun alip deger belgeni,

Iptal ettik sendeki hakkimin senedini.

Nasil tutarim seni, saglamadan iznini,

Neyim var hak edecek senin zenginligini,

Bu egsiz armagana kim layik goriir beni?

Bana verilmis berat, doniip buldu vereni.

Sen vermistin kendini, bilmeden degerini

Ya da bana vermekle hata isledigini,

Bir yanlis anlamanin sonucu hediyeni;

Ama, o yine buldu hatay: diizelteni.
Sen benimdin: rityanin gorkemleriyle doldum.
Ben, uykuda sultandim, uyaninca hi¢ oldum.

Shakespeare, 6teki sonelerinden degisik olarak, bu sonedeki ilk 12 satirin
10’unu -ing takisiyla bitirmistir. Ashinda, bu -ing takilar1 tam kafiye sayil-
maz. Ceviride, Shakespeare’e sadik kalarak, ayni yaklagimla, ilk 12 sati-
ri —ni ile bitirdim.
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When thou shalt be disposed to set me light,
And place my merit in the eye of scorn,
Upon thy side against myself I'll fight,
And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn.
With mine own weakness being best acquainted,
Upon thy part I can set down a story
Of faults concealed wherein I am attainted,
That thou in losing me shall win much glory.
And I by this will be a gainer too,
For bending all my loving thoughts on thee
The injuries that to myself I do,
Doing thee vantage, double vantage me.

Such is my love, to thee I so belong,

That for thy right myself will bear all wrong.
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Senin goziinde artik kalmayinca degerim,
Hor gormeye baglayip kiigilttiigiinde beni,
Senin yanina gegip kendimle cenk ederim:
Haksizsan da korurum senin erdemlerini.
Eksiklerimi benden iyi bilen olur mu?
Birak, ben anlatayim senin yerine bir bir
Isledigim her sugu, gizli her kusurumu;
Beni yitirmek, sana san ve seref getirir.
Ben de, dogrusu, bundan elde ederim yarar:
Gonliimdeki ask dolu diisiinceleri sana
Yonelterek kendime verdigim bunca zarar
Sana iyi gelirse katmerli iyi bana.
Benim sevgim boyledir, varligim senin hepten:
Her suqu istlenirim yeter ki hakh ¢ik sen.
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Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault,
And I will comment upon that offence.
Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt,
Against thy reasons making no defence.
Thou canst not, love, disgrace me half so ill,
To set a form upon desired change,
As I'll myself disgrace, knowing thy will.
[ will acquaintance strangle and look strange,
Be absent from thy walks, and in my tongue
Thy sweet beloved name no more shall dwell,
Lest I, too much profane, should do it wrong
And haply of our old acquaintance tell.
For thee, against my self I'll vow debate,
For I must ne’er love him whom thou dost hate
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LXXXIX

Bana sirt ¢evirdinse bir kusurum yiiziinden

Anlatayim sugumun nedir ash astari;

Bana topalsin dersen aksak yiiriiriim hemen:

Savunmam, tistlenirim yiikledigin suglaru.

Sen sokmak istedin ya beni baska bigime:

Sevgilim, senin bana verecegin utanci

Ben katmerli yaparim; arzun, dogdu igime,

Tanmgikhigr bogup oldum sana yabanc.

Hig yiirimem seninle; dilsiz gibi dururum,

Canim gibi sevdigim adin1 anmam artik—

Serde kiifiirbazlik var; belki bog bulunurum,

Agzimdan kagar diye su eski tamisikhik.
Vurusurum kendime karsi senin ugruna;
Kimden nefret edersen hi¢ sevgi duymam ona.
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Then hate me when thou wilt, if ever, now,

Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross,

Join with the spite of Fortune, make me bow,

And do not drop in for an after-loss.

Ah do not, when my heart hath ’scaped this sorrow,

Come in the rearward of a conquered woe;

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow,

To linger out a purposed overthrow.

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last,

When other petty griefs have done their spite,

But in the onset come: so shall I taste

At first the very worst of Fortune’s might;
And other strains of woe, which now seem woe,
Compared with loss of thee will not seem so.
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XC

Hemen nefret et benden nefret etmek istersen,

Tam simdi, dikilirken diinya benim karsima;

Beni ezmek isteyen talihe destek ol sen,

Ben yere yikildiktan sonra artik hi¢ vurma.

Ah, yapma, son bulunca tiziintiisii gonliimiin;

Ustesinden gelmistim, bigak vurma yarama,

Firtinali geceyi izleyen yagmurlu giin

Gibi tistiime ¢Okme, zaferi oyalama.

Son birakan sen olma beni birakacaksan,

Kiymadan bana bagka nice biiciir iiziinti,

Sen baslangigta gel ki tadayim ta en bastan

Su talihin giiciinde her ne varsa en kotii.
Simdi yaman goriinen bagka ufacik dertler
Senden yoksun kalisim yaninda hige iner.
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Some glory in their birth, some in their skill,

Some in their wealth, some in their body’s force,

Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill,

Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their horse;

And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure

Wherein it finds a joy above the rest.

But these particulars are not my measure;

All these I better in one general best.

Thy love is better than high birth to me,

Richer than wealth, prouder than garments’ cost,

Of more delight than hawks or horses be;

And having thee of all men’s pride I boast:
Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take
All this away and me most wretched make.
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XCI

Kimi soyla 6viiniir, kimi hiinerleriyle,
Kimininki zenginlik, kimininki sert pazi,
Kiminde giyim kusam, korkung riikiigse bile,
Kiminde safkan atlar, kiminde sahin, taz;
Her merakin kendine gore bir biiyiisii var,
Hogslananlar ¢ikarmaz onu goniillerinden;
Ama beni doyurmaz boliikk porgiik meraklar,
Benim bir sevgim var ki iistiindiir her birinden.
Soylu dogmak nedir ki, seni sevmek elverir,
Parlak urbalardan hos, servetten daha zengin,
Bana sahinden, attan daha fazla zevk verir;
Bende biitiin 6viingler, benim oldukg¢a sevgin.
Derdim su ki hepsini bir giin alir kagarsin,
Yoksun kalan gonliime sonsuz dertler sagarsin.

91



Sonnets
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But do thy worst to steal thyself away,
For term of life thou art assuréd mine;
And life no longer than thy love will stay,
For it depends upon that love of thine.
Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs,
When in the least of them my life hath end;
I see a better state to me belongs
Than that which on thy humour doth depend.
Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind,
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie.
O what a happy title do I find,
Happy to have thy love, happy to die!
But what’s so blesseéd fair that fears no blot?
Thou mayst be false and yet I know it not.
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XCII

Kendini ¢almak igin yap elinden geleni,

Yine de sen benimsin sonuna kadar 6mriin;

Hayatim siirer ancak gonliim sevdikge seni,

Yasamak sona erer bu sevgi bittigi giin.

Artik korkutmaz beni en korkung aci bile,

Ciuinkii daha ilk ac1 benim oliimiim olur;

Senin keyfine kalsam ne dert biter ne cile,

Oysa simdi varhgim iskenceden kurtulur:

Artik kaygi duyamam cayarsin diye belki,

Cunkii sen cayar caymaz bitmis demektir 6mriim;

Bahtin bana verdigi firsat oyle giizel ki

Nasil mutlu sevdimse 6yle mutlu 6liiriim.
Karanliktan korkmamak gibi mutluluk var mi?
Sen sirt gevirsen bile bunu ruhum duyar mi?
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So shall I live supposing thou art true
Like a deceived husband; so love’s face
May still seem love to me, though altered new,
Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place.
For there can live no hatred in thine eye;
Therefore in that I cannot know thy change.
In many’s looks the false heart’s history
Is writ in moods and frowns and wrinkles strange:
But heaven in thy creation did decree
That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell,
Whate’er thy thoughts or thy heart’s workings be
Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness tell.
How like Eve’s apple doth thy beauty grow
If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show!
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XCIII

Yasayip gidecegim sadik sanarak seni,
Boynuzlu koca gibi. Sevginin yiizii hala
Bana gercek goriiniir, olsa bile yepyeni;
Kalbin uzaktaysa da benimsin bakiginla.
Hicbir nefret yasatmaz senin goziindeki nur,
Anlayamam, sendeki degisme nasil, nerden.
Sahte gonliin tarihi ¢ok gozlerden okunur:
Ofkeden, catik kastan, acayip ¢izgilerden.
Bak, tanri yaratirken, soyle buyurmus sana:
Sevgi, senin yiiziinde sonsuza dek yasasin;
Duydugun, diisiindiigiin, yaptiklarin bir yana,
Sadece tathliktan soz etsin bakiglarin.
Giizelligin gelisir Havva elmasi gibi,
Goriiniisiin degilse erdemlerin sahibi.
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They that have power to hurt and will do none,
That do not do the thing they most do show,
Who moving others are themselves as stone,
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow;
They rightly do inherit heaven’s graces,
And husband nature’s riches from expense;
They are the lords and owners of their faces,
Others but stewards of their excellence.
The summer’s flower is to the summer sweet,
Though to itself it only live and die;
But if that flow’r with base infection meet,
The basest weed outbraves his dignity:
For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds;
Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds.
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XCIV

Hig can acitmayanlar incitme giicii varken,
Her seyi yapabilir goriiniip yapmayanlar,
Kaya gibi duranlar bagkasini sarsarken,
Tamaha sirt ¢evirip haram sey kapmayanlar-
Tanr liitfunun helal mirasgisidir hepsi,
Doga nimetlerini yok olmaktan esirger,
Hepsi kendi yiiziiniin sahibi, efendisi;
Bu yetkin erdemlere herkes bekgilik eder.
Mevsime giizellikler getiren yaz gigegi
Yasar kendi belirli omriinii, oliir sonra;
Ama kotii bir illet bozar bozmaz ¢igegi
Sami maskara olur en degersiz otlara.
En tath seyler eksir kotii igler yaparak:
Ottan ¢ok daha igreng kokar ¢iiriiyen zambak.

94



Sonnets

XCV

How sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame

Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose,

Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name!

O, in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose!

That tongue that tells the story of thy days,

Making lascivious comments on thy sport,

Cannot dispraise, but in a kind of praise,

Naming thy name, blesses an ill report.

O, what a mansion have those vices got

Which for their habitation chose out thee

Where beauty’s veil doth cover every blot

And all things turns to fair that eyes can see!
Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege:

The hardest knife ill-used doth lose his edge.

95



Soneler

XCV

Ne tatlar, ne sevgiler verirsin sen utanca

O bir kemirgen gibi yerken mis kokan giilii

Sende koncalar agan giizellige konunca?

Ah, giinahlarin nice hos seylerle ortilii?

Capkinca gecirdigin ginleri anlatan dil

Sirfintiik kondursa sana aci sozlerle

Yergileri yine de 6vgiiden farkh degil:

Utana kutsal yapar adim1 anmak bile.

O digkiinliikler seni segip barinmiglar da

Ah, varligin hepsine egsiz bir saray olmus;

Giizelligin pegesi leke komamus orda,

Goze goriinen her sey giizelliklerle dolmus.
Varim yogum, bu comert armagana iyi bak;
Kot kullanilirsa korlenir en sert bigak.
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Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness;
Some say thy grace is youth and gentle sport;
Both grace and faults are loved of more and less
Thou mak’st faults graces that to thee resort.
As on the finger of a thronéd queen
The basest jewel will be well esteemed,
So are those errors that in thee are seen
To truths translated and for true things deemed.
How many lambs might the stern wolf betray
If like a lamb he could his looks translate!
How many gazers might’st thou lead away
If thou wouldst use the strength of all thy state!
But do not so: I love thee in such sort
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.
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XCVI

Toy diye yeren de var seni, siirtiik diye de;
Gengsin, ugarisin da, giizelsin diyen de var;
Kusura da tapilir sende, giizellige de:
Giil yiiziin goriindii mii hige iner kusurlar.
Nasil ki tahta ¢itkmis ecenin parmaginda
Herkesi hayran eder en degersiz miicevher,
Ne aksakliklar varsa senin 6z varliginda
Hepsi dosdogru olur, gercek yerine geger.
Hain kurt ka¢ kuzuyu gafil avlayip yutar
Kumazlik edip koyun postuna biiriiniince!
Kag hayranin kanip da senin yolunu tutar
Gorkemin var giicliyle onlara goriiniince!
Sakin buna kalkisma; Gyle ki sana sevgim,
Benim oldugun igin iyiligin de benim.
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How like a winter hath my absence been
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year!
What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen!
What old December’s bareness everywhere!
And yet tills time removed was summer’s time;
The teeming autumn, big with rich increase,
Bearing the wanton burthen of the prime,
Like widowed wombs after their lord’s decease.
Yet this abundant issue seemed to me
But hope of orphans, and unfathered fruit;
For summer and his pleasures wait on thee,
And thou away, the very birds are mute;

Or if they sing, ’tis with so dull a cheer

That leaves look pale, dreading the winter’s near.
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XCVII

Senden uzak kalisim uzun bir kisa benzer:
Cargabuk gegen yilin lezzetinden ayrilik,
Duydugum iirpertiler, gordiigiim kara giinler,
Dort bir yanimda kohne girilgiplak Aralik!
Gel gor ki bu seferki ayrilik yazin oldu:
Gebedir giiz, bekliyor bir bereketli artis,
Bahar ¢apkinhginin canli yiikiiyle doldu
Iss1z rahimler gibi kocalardan dul kalmus;
Ama benim goziimde bu hos giirbiiz yavrucak
Daha dogmadan oksiiz, babadan yoksun eser;
Yaz ve yazin lezzeti sana baghdir ancak,
Sen uzakta kalinca kuslar sesini keser.

Kuslar sakisa bile ruhlara kasvet dolar,

Kis yaklagiyor diye biitiin yapraklar solar.
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From you have I been absent in the spring,
When proud-pied April, dressed in all his trim,
Hath put a spirit of youth in everything,
That heavy Saturn laughed and leapt with him.
Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell
Of different flowers in odour and in hue,
Could make me any summer’s story tell,
Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew.
Nor did I wonder at the lily’s white,
Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose;
They were but sweet, but figures of delight
Drawn after you, you pattern of all those.
Yet seemed it winter still and, you away,
As with your shadow I with these did play.
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Sensizdim, biitiin bahar yasadim senden 1rak;
Nisan bu, alli pullu, giyinmis siislenmis de,
Her seye genglik ruhu agilamis, sen sakrak,
Giliip oynuyor durgun Saturnus bile iste.
Ama canim kusglarin soyledigi sarkilar,
Elvan elvan ¢igekler, burcu burcu, alaca,
Bana bir yaz masali anlattiramadilar,
O soylu ¢igekleri ben kesemem haraca.
Zambakta beyazliga sasmiyorum bir tiirli,
Giildeki kizilhgr 6vmek gelmez igimden;
Dogrusu hepsi giizel, bir igim su, biiyiilii,
Hepsi senin resmindir, hepsinin 6rnegi sen.
Ama sen olmayinca ki siirdi biteviye:
Bunlarla oyalandim senden golgeler diye.
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The forward violet thus did I chide:
‘Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet that smells,
If not from my love’s breath? The purple pride
Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells
In my love’s veins thou hast too grossly dyed.’
The lily I condemneéd for thy hand,
And buds of marjoram had stol’n thy hair;
The roses fearfully on thorns did stand,
One blushing shame, another white despair;
A third, nor red nor white, had stol’n of both,
And to his robbery had annexed thy breath,
But for his theft in pride of all his growth
A vengeful canker eat him up to death.
More flowers I noted, yet I none could see
But sweet or colour it had stol’n from thee.
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XCIX

Erken agan menekseyi payladim soyle diyerek:
“Tath hirsiz, nerden ¢aldin o giizel kokuyu oyle,
Askimin solugundan mi? Cekip almig olsan gerek
Yumusak yanagindaki o alligi, gorkemiyle,
Sevgilimin damarindan, arsizca, ¢ekinmeyerek.”
Beyaz zambak benden zilgit yedi eli senden diye,
Feslegen de, koncasini senden ¢almis ya, ondan.
Gdiller, dikenler ustiinde kapilmugti iirpertiye:
Biri, ali al utangtan, 6teki apak, kahrindan;
Ugiinciisii ne al, ne ak: her birinden nemalanmus,
Asirdiklarina bir de senden soluk eklemigti;
Biiyiimiis bobiirlenmis de, bu soygundan cezalanmus,
Bir solucan 6¢ alarak onu oldiiriip yemisti.

Bildigim bunca ¢igek var, her birinde gordiim sunu:

Ya rengini senden ¢almig, ya da canim kokusunu.
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C

Where art thou, Muse, that thou forget’st so long

To speak of that which gives thee all thy might?

Spend’st thou thy fury on some worthless song,

Darkening thy power to lend base subjects light?

Return, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem

In gentle numbers time so idly spent;

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem

And gives thy pen both skill and argument.

Rise, resty Muse, my love’s sweet face survey,

If Time have any wrinkle graven there,

If any, be a satire to decay

And make Time’s spoils despiséd everywhere.
Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life;
So thou prevent’st his scythe and crooked knife.
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C

Nerdesin, Esin Perim, ¢oktan unuttun, niye
S6z etmiyorsun sana var giiciinii verenden?
Doktiin coskunlugunu degersiz bir tiirkiiye,
Sondiin ki 11k alsin adi konular senden.
Don gel, unutkan Peri, bosa gegen zamana
Ince sozlerle yeni bir dirlik diizenlik ver.
Hangi kulak hayransa tiirkiinii sdyle ona.
Kim verirse yazina akil giicii ve hiiner.
Sevgilimin yuziine kalk bak, uyusuk Peri,
Zaman o tath yiize kirigiklar ¢izmigse
Yerin dibine batir ¢liriiylip gitmeleri,
Yikic1 Vakte karsi nefret 6gret herkese.
Sevgime uin ver, agsin ezip gecen Zamani,
Tut, ecel kullanmasin kor bigakla tirpan.
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O truant Muse, what shall be thy amends
For thy neglect of truth in beauty dyed?
Both truth and beauty on my love depends;
So dost thou too, and therein dignified.
Make answer, Muse! Wilt thou not haply say,
“Truth needs no colour with his colour fix’d,
Beauty no pencil, beauty’s truth to lay,
But best is best if never intermix’d’?
Because he needs no praise wilt thou be dumb?
Excuse not silence so, for it lies in thee
To make him much outlive a gilded tomb
And to be praised of ages yet to be.
Then do thy office. Muse; I teach thee how
To make him seem long hence as he shows now.
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CI

Giizellige biirinmiis gercegi unuttun ya,

Nasil giderirsin bu ihmali, haylaz Peri?

Hem gercek, hem giizellik baglh benim askima:

Bak, sende de bundandir soylulugun degeri.

Soyle diyemez misin sanki, Peri, cevap ver:

“Gergek boya istemez; kendi rengi solmaz ki;

Giizellik, kalemsiz de, gergek resmini gizer:

En iyiyle giizeli karigtirmak olmaz ki!”

Ona 6vgii gerekmez diye susmak olur mu?

Bahane bulma: kullan gonliindeki giiciinii,

Yaldizli bir gomiitten Gte sen yagat onu

Ve soylet hep gelecek ¢aglarda 6vgiistinii.
Gorev bagina, Peri: Ben 6greteyim sana;

Onu simdiki gibi goster sonsuz zamana.
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My love is strengthened, though more weak in seeming;

I love not less, though less the show appear:

That love is merchandized whose rich esteeming

The owner’s tongue doth publish everywhere,

Our love was new, and then but in the spring,

When I was wont to greet it with my lays;

As Philomel in summer’s front doth sing,

And stops her pipe in growth of riper days:

Not that the summer is less pleasant now

Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night,

But that wild music burthens every bough,

And sweets grown common lose their dear delight.
Therefore, like her, I sometime hold my tongue
Because I would not dull you with my song.
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CII

Giiglendi benim sevgim ciliz goriinse bile,
Daha az sevmiyorum, bu ters bir goriiniigtiir.
Her yere yayilirsa sahibinin diliyle
Paha bigilmez diye, agk pazara diigsmiistiir.
Sevgimiz civil civil, taptaze baharinda:
Giizelim tiirkiilerle karsiliyorum onu
Nasil ki Filomela sakir yaz baglarinda
Ama sesi kesilir geldik¢e mevsim sonu.
Hos, bu yaz, giizellikten yana geri kalmaz ki
Biilbiiliin agitlarla susturdugu geceden;
Gel gor ki tim dallar biiker hoyrat musiki,
Orta mali meyvedir tadini tez yitiren.
Onun gibi dilimi tutarim iste boyle,
Cunki sikmak istemem seni tiirkiilerimle.
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Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth,

That having such a scope to show her pride,

The argument all bare is of more worth

Than when it hath my added praise beside.

Oh, blame me not if I no more can write!

Look in your glass, and there appears a face

That over-goes my blunt invention quite,

Dulling my lines and doing me disgrace.

Were it not sinful then, striving to mend,

To mar the subject that before was well?

For to no other pass my verses tend

Than of your graces and your gifts to tell;
And more, much more, than in my verse can sit,
Your own glass shows you when you look in it.
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CIII

Yazik, ne yoksunluklar getirdi Esin Perim,
Giicii nice gorkemler yaratmaya yeterken;
Eklenmese de olur benim bu 6vgiilerim
Yalin anlatimimda daha ¢ok deger varken.
Artik yazamiyorsam sugu bana yiikleme!
Karsinda beliren yiiz, baktiginda aynana,
Golge dusiiriiyor da hamhalat s6zlerime,
Siirimi korletip utang veriyor bana.
Diizeltmeye kalkisip bozmak giinah degil mi?
Kas yapayim derken goz ¢ikarmak buna denir.
Seni 6vmeye sebil ettim dizelerimi,
Senin erdemlerini, hiinerlerini bir bir;
Oysa neler gosterir kendi baktigin ayna
Benim siirlerimden ¢ok fazlasini sana.
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To me, fair friend, you never can be old,
For as you were when first your eye I eyed
Such seems your beauty still. Three winters cold
Have from the forests shook three summers’ pride;
Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turned
In process of the seasons have I seen,
Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burned,
Since first I saw you fresh which yet are green.
Ah, yet doth beauty like a dial hand
Steal from his figure and no pace perceived,
So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand,
Hath motion, and mine eye may be deceived,
For fear of which hear this, thou age unbred:
Ere you were born was beauty’s summer dead.
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CIV

Senin gibi giizel dost sanki yaglanir miymug?

Ilk kez goz goze geldik, essiz giizeldin hani,

Iste bugiin de oyle giizelsin. Ug karakis,

Ormanlardan silkti de tam ii¢ yazin kibrini,

Enfes ii¢ bahar, soluk bir giiz gibi kivrand;

Nice mevsimler gogtii, gordiim, zaman boyunca:

Burcu burcu ii¢ Nisan, ii¢ Haziranda yand;

Ama sen, ilk gordiigiim gibi, korpe bir yonca...

Ah, giizellik siirmez ki; sanki bir saat kolu:

Hirsizlama yiiriirken gidisini gormek zor.

Belki sendeki renk de, ¢oktan tuttu da yolu,

Benim goziim yerinde sanarak aldaniyor.
Dogum bekleyen ¢ag, bak: korkum degil nafile;
Giizelligin yaz, sen dogmadan 6lmiis bile.
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Let not my love be called idolatry,

Nor my beloved as an idol show,

Since all alike my songs and praises be

To one, of one, still such, and ever so.

Kind is my love today, tomorrow kind,

Still constant in a wondrous excellence;

Therefore my verse, to constancy confined,

One thing expressing, leaves out difference.

‘Fair, kind, and true’ is all my argument,

‘Fair, kind, and true’ varying to other words;

And in this change is my invention spent:

Three themes in one, which wondrous scope affords.
Fair, kind, and true have often lived alone,
Which three till now never kept seat in one.
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Putperestlik demesin benim agkima kimse,
Sevgilimi put gibi gostermesinler asla;
Tirkilerimin hepsi tek kisiyi 6vmiigse
O tek kisi askimdir, severim onu hala.
Bugiin de sevecendir, o yarin da sevecen,
Ondadir sasmaz vefa ve her piiriizsiiz deger;
Sadakat eksik olmaz benim siirlerimden:
Bagka soze yan qizip sirf vefayi soylerler.
“Iyi, giizel ve sadik”, siirlerimin 6zii,
“Iyi, giizel ve sadik” demesem de kastim bir;
Yarattigim hep ayni, degistirsem de sozij,
Bu ti¢ konu birlesip ufka sonsuzluk verir.
Iyi, giizel ve sadik, ¢okluk yasarlar tek tek,
Var olmamugti tigii birlikte simdiye dek.
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When in the chronicle of wasted time

[ see descriptions of the fairest wights,

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme

In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights,

Then in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow

[ see their antique pen would have expressed

Even such a beauty as you master now.

So all their praises are but prophecies

Of this our time, all you prefiguring;

And, for they looked but with divining eyes,

They had not skill enough your worth to sing;
For we, which now behold these present days,
Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise.
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CVI

Gordim de goglip giden zamanin oykiisiinde
Nasil anlatilmistir doyum olmaz varliklar,
Olmiis sevgililerle yigitler 6vgiisiinde
Siirlere guzellik ne guzellikler katar,
Nasil eski kalemler giizelligi yazarmus,
El ayak dudak diye, goz diye, alin diye,
Anladim ki onlarda bir derin 6zlem varmig
Simdi sana kul olan giizelligi 6Gvmeye.
Onlarin 6vgiileri, bugiiniin kehaneti,
Hepsi seni 6nceden anlatmayi denemis,
Gozleriyle eglenmis bilmemenin laneti,
Varligin1 6vmeye soluklari yetmemis:
Biz ki giizelligini bu ¢aglarda goriiriiz,
Gozlerimiz hayran da dillerimiz 6vgiisiiz.
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Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul

Of the wide world dreaming on things to come,

Can yet the lease of my true love control,

Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom.

The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured,

And the sad augurs mock their own presage;

Incertainties now crown themselves assured,

And peace proclaims olives of endless age.

Now with the drops of this most balmy time

My love looks fresh; and Death to me subscribes,

Since spite of him I’ll live in this poor rhyme

While he insults o’er dull and speechless tribes:
And thou in this shalt find thy monument
When tyrants’ crests and tombs of brass are spent,
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Ne kendi korkularim, ne diinyanin ilerde
Gorecegi gunleri diigsiinen koca kahin,
Oliime mahkiim diye umut gérmediler de,
Hig kisaltamadilar siiresini sevgimin.
Tutulan olumli ay katlandi karanhga,
Kendi bos fallarini gom kahinler yeriyor;
Belirsizler tag giyip baglarken hakanliga
Baris, sonsuz ¢aglara defne dal veriyor.
Bu en mutlu giinleri yudum yudum iger de
Sevgim dipdiri durur, ecel kul olur bana:
Ben yasarim yokluga karsi bu siirlerde,
Oliim kiyar beyinsiz siiriilerin canina.
Kendine siirimde anit bulacaksin sen,
Zorba migferleriyle tung mezarlar gogerken.
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What’s in the brain that ink may character
Which hath not figured to thee my true spirit?
What’s new to speak, what now to register,
That may express my love or thy dear merit?
Nothing, sweet boy; but yet prayers divine
I must each day say o’er the very same,
Counting no old thing old -thou mine, I thine-
Even as when first | hallowed thy fair name.
So that eternal love in love’s fresh case
Weighs not the dust and injury of age,
Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place,
But makes antiquity for aye his page,
Finding the first conceit of love there bred
Where time and outward form would show it dead.
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CVIII

Beyinden miirekkebe dokiilecek ne var ki
Sana bunca goriintii vermesin can evimden?
Dil yeni ne soyler ki, el yeni ne yazar ki
Sendeki erdemlerden, benim sana sevgimden?
Hicbir sey, tath ¢ocuk. Sanki kutsal torenin
Dualarini her giin sGylerim birer birer;
Eskiye eski demem. Sen benimsin, ben senin:
Giizel adimi nasil kutsadimsa ilk sefer.
Sonsuz sevgi hep girer taze agk kihigina;
Umursamaz zamanla tozlanip yipranmayy,
Hayat hakki tanimaz hi¢bir kirnigigina—
Olur en eski ¢aglar onun sadik usagi.
Ask tohumu, diisiince gelisir var giiciiyle
Zaman ve dig goriiniis, Olgiin gosterse bile.
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CIX

O never say that I was false of heart,
Though absence seemed my flame to qualify!
As easy might I from myself depart
As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie;
That is my home of love: if I have ranged,
Like him that travels I return again,
Just to the time, not with the time exchanged,
So that myself bring water for my stain.
Never believe, though in my nature reigned
All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood,
That it could so preposterously be stained
To leave for nothing all thy sum of good;

For nothing this wide universe I call,

Save thou my rose; in it thou art my all.
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CIX

Ne olursun, gonliime sakin vefasiz deme
Ayrihk zayiflatmig sansan da alevimi.
Ikisi de bir bence: veda etmek kendime,
Ya da sokiip gotiirmek bagrindan can evimi:
Sevgi yuvam bagrindir; gezsem de bog ve iizgiin
Er ge¢ yolcular gibi donecegim bagrina,
Giinlerle degismeden, donmem gerektigi giin,
Gozyaglar1 dokerek kara lekem ugruna.
Varligim ne ¢ekse de her cani kusatarak
Giinaha dirtikleyen istahlarin elinden,
Inanma, lekelenmez can evini satarak,
Bir hi¢ ugruna ge¢cmez senin zengin sevginden;
Su koskoca diinyaya bir hi¢ der gecer gonliim,
Yalniz sen her seyimsin diinyada, giizel giiliim.
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Alas, ’tis true, I have gone here and there

And made myself a motley to the view,

Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most dear,

Made old offences of affections new.

Most true it is that I have looked on truth

Askance and strangely: but, by all above,

These blenches gave my heart another youth,

And worse essays proved thee my best of love.

Now all is done, have what shall have no end:

Mine appetite I never more will grind

On newer proof to try an older friend,

A god in love, to whom I am confined.
Then give me welcome, next my heaven the best,
Even to thy pure and most most loving breast.
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CX

Ah, dogrudur kendimi saga sola attigim,

Vazge¢medigim ele giine soytariliktan,

Can evimi yiktigim, sevdigimi sattigim,

Eskileri kirdigim yeni ugariliktan.

Gergege goz ucuyla yan baktigim da dogru,

Ama gonliime yeni genglik verdi bu suglar;

Degersiz tutkularin ortaya attig: su:

Her sevginin iistiinde, sana olan askim var.

Hepsi yapildi, bitti; bu ask sonsuz siirecek;

Artik istahlarima yenilecek degilim,

Eski dostu sinamam yeniyi deneyerek;

Ask tanrisin1 buldum: Onun oldu benligim.
Bagrina bas, cennete buyur et beni sen de
Ve yasat o tertemiz, en sevecen gogsiinde.

110



Sonnets

CXI

O, for my sake do you with Fortune chide,

The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds,

That did not better for my life provide

Than public means which public manners breeds,

Thence comes it that my name receives a brand,

And almost thence my nature is subdued

To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand.

Pity me then, and wish I were renewed;

Whilst like a willing patient I will drink

Potions of eisel ’gainst my strong infection;

No bitterness that I will bitter think,

Nor double penance to correct correction.
Pity me then, dear friend, and I assure ye
Even that your pity is enough to cure me.
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N’olur, hatirim igin, su Talihi azarla:
O tanriga, yaptigim kotii islerden suglu,
Yiiziimii giildiirmedi hos, rahat bir yasamla,
Verdi halkin 6niinde adi bir gegim yolu.
Bu yiizden olsa gerek, adim damga yemis de,
Talihin bu cilvesi yiiziinden siinepeyim;
Boyac eli gibi, yitip gitmis el iste.
Sen ac1 bana, yardim et de tazeleneyim.
Uysal bir hasta gibi, zehir zikkim ilac
Igerim, andim var bu illetten kurtulmaya:
Umursamam - eksiyse eksi, aciysa ac;
Yeter ki diizeleyim: raziyim ¢ift cezaya.
Bak, can dostum, sen bana acirsan, iyi belle,
Beni iyilestirir senin aciman bile.
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Your love and pity doth the impression fill
Which vulgar scandal stamped upon my brow;
For what care I who calls me well or ill,
So you o’er-green my bad, my good allow?
You are my all-the-world, and I must strive
To know my shames and praises from your tongue;
None else to me, nor I to none alive,
That my steeled sense or changes right or wrong.
In so profound abysm I throw all care
Of others’ voices that my adder’s sense
To critic and to flatterer stopped are.
Mark how with my neglect I do dispense:
You are so strongly in my purpose bred
That all the world besides methinks they’re dead.

112



Soneler

CXII

Sevginle acimanla, utangtan kurtulurum,
Rezaletin alnima vurdugu damga biter;
Arkamdan iyi, kotii demigler, ne umurum?
Sen kotiliigh ort de iyiligi ov, yeter.
Benim tiim diinyam sensin: ancak senin dilinden
Duymaya can atarim ovgiimii ve yergimi;
Senden bagka kimsem yok, sirf seni dinlerim ben,
Bir sen degistirirsin dogru yanhs bilgimi.
En derin ugurumun dibine firlatirnm
Varligima kaygilar veren her yaban sesi;
Kim kinasa kim 6vse yilan gibi sagirim.
Bak, dinle, nasil hige sayiyorum herkesi:
Can evime kuruldun, hem de ne kadar giigliy;
Bence diinyada senden bagka her varlik o6li.
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Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind,

And that which governs me to go about

Doth part his function and is partly blind

Seems seeing, but effectually is out;

For it no form delivers to the heart

Of bird, of flower, or shape which it doth latch.

Of his quick objects hath the mind no part,

Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch;

For if it see the rud’st or gentlest sight,

The most sweet favour, or deformed’st creature,

The mountain, or the sea, the day, or night,

The crow, or dove, it shapes them to your feature.
Incapable of more, replete with you,
My most true mind thus maketh mine eye untrue.
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CXIII

Senden ayr digeli, ben aklimla goriiriim:

Bana gostersin diye yoneldigim yerleri

El yordamindan medet umarim, yari koriim;

Goziim goriir gibidir, ama sonmiistiir feri.

Bu g6z, gonliime higbir gergek iz gostermiyor,

Ne kendi gordigi kus, ne gigek, ne bir varlik;

Tirla goruntilerden akla hi¢ pay vermiyor,

Ama bir iz tutmaya giici yetmiyor artik.

Gorse bile en kaba, ya da en ince yiizi,

En ¢garpik yaratigy, en ¢ok sevgi vereni,

Daglar1 ve denizi, geceyi ve giindiizii,

Kargay: ye kumruyu, hepsinde bulur seni.
Bagka sey sigmaz, dolmus seninle tiklim tiklim,
Gozumi sahte yapar gergegi goren aklim.
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Or whether doth my mind, being crowned with you
Drink up the monarch’s plague, this flattery,
Or whether shall I say mine eye saith true,
And that your love taught it this alchemy,
To make of monsters and things indigest
Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble,
Creating every bad a perfect best
As fast as objects to his beams assemble?
Oh, ’tis the first! "Tis flattery in my seeing,
And my great mind most kingly drinks it up:
Mine eye well knows what with his gust is ’greeing,
And to his palate doth prepare the cup.
If it be poisoned, ’tis the lesser sin
That mine eye loves it and doth first begin.
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Sen aklima ta¢ oldun; kandirdi mi beni, ne,
Dalkavukluk adli su hakan kemiren veba?
Inansam mu g6ziimiin dogru sdyledigine?
Sana olan askim mu tilsim verdi acaba
Tirli canavarlardan ve gulyabanilerden
Sana benzeyen tath melekler yapsin diye,
Ne gecerse ansizin gozlerindeki ferden,
Her kotiiyi gevirsin diye sonsuz iyiye?
Birincisi: Goziumii dalkavukluk ¢eliyor;
Akhma dolup tasan, hakanlardaki heybet;
Onun ne sevdigini gézim iyi biliyor:
Bardaga doldurdugu, agzina gore serbet.
Bardak zehirliyse de, asil sug, degil onda;
Korkiitik asik goziim, rehberidir akhin da.
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Those lines that I before have writ do lie,
Even those that said I could not love you dearer:
Yet then my judgement knew no reason why
My most full flame should afterwards burn clearer.
But reckoning Time, whose millioned accidents
Creep in ’twixt vows, and change decrees of kings,
Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharp’st intents,
Divert strong minds to the course of altering things
Alas, why, fearing of Time’s tyranny,
Might I not then say, ‘Now I love you best’,
When I was certain o’er incertainty,
Crowning the present, doubting of the rest?

Love is a babe; then might I not say so,

To give full growth to that which still doth grow.
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CXV

Inanma sana énce yazdigim satirlara,
“Daha ¢ok sevemem ki seni” diyene bile;
Bilmiyordum o ara: nasil olur da, sonra
Yanar yiice atesim cosup duran bir giigle.
Cetele tutan Zaman, bin bir kazayla gelip
Antlara, fermanlara olmaz igler yaptirir,
Kutsal giizeli bozup, sert amaci koreltip
Nice dik kafalar1 bagka yola saptirir.
Zaman, en yaman zorba: gonliime korku dusti,
“Artik en sevdigimsin,” desem olmaz mi sana?
Eskiden belirsizlik, kesin mi gériinmiigtii:
Bu an, bas taci, yarin kusku kaynagi bana?
Ask bir yavrudur; n’olur bunu boyle soylesen,
Biiyiimesi siiren gey, kivama erer desen?
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Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments; love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover to remove.
O no, it is an ever-fixéd mark
That looks on tempests and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wandering bark,
Whose worth’s unknown although his height be taken.
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.
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Mutlu birlesmesine hicbir engel yok bence

Gergekten sevenlerin. Sevgi demem sevgiye

Bir doneklik yaparsa bir degisme goriince,

Baska yola saparsa sevgili sapti diye:

Hayir, sevgi besbelli saglam bir nirengidir,

Boralar gozler de sallanmaz, gogiis gerer,

Gemilere yon veren yildizlarin dengidir,

Degeri bilinmeden bagsi ta goge erer.

Zamanin soytarisi degildir sevgi asla,

Giil yuzliiler gogse de oragina diiserek

O degismez kisacik giinlerle haftalarla,

Direnir ve katlanir mahgerin ucuna dek.
Yaniliyorsam bunda ve ¢ikarsa yanlisim,
Ne hi¢ kimse sevmistir, ne ben siir yazmigim.
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Accuse me thus: that I have scanted all
Wherein I should your great deserts repay;
Forgot upon your dearest love to call,
Whereto all bonds do tie me day by day;
That I have frequent been with unknown minds
And given to time your own dear-purchased right;
That I have hoisted sail to all the winds
Which should transport me farthest from your sight.
Book both my wilfulness and errors down,
And on just proof surmise accumulate;
Bring me within the level of your frown,
But shoot not at me in your wakened hate;
Since my appeal says I did strive to prove
The constancy and virtue of your love.
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CXVII

Istersen beni sugla veremedigim icin
Sendeki su gorkemli erdemlerin hakkin,
Unutup goz oniine seremedigim igin
Beni her giin daha ¢ok saran tath askini,
Yakinlik gostererek nedense suna buna,
Senin zor kazandigin hakki harcadim diye;
Her riizgara kapilip yelken agmamu kina,
Budur beni gotiiren, gozlerinden oteye.
Bendeki her kusuru, inad1 deftere yaz
Ve kesin kanitlara siiphelerini ekle;
Dilersen veryansin et, kasini ¢atar ¢atmaz,
Ama, ah, vurma beni canlanan nefretinle.
Senden o6ziir dilerim: Cabamin nedeni tek:
Askinda sadakatle erdemi belirlemek.
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Like as to make our appetites more keen,

With eager compounds we our palate urge;

As to prevent our maladies unseen,

We sicken to shun sickness when we purge:

Even so, being full of your ne’er-cloying sweetness,

To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding;

And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness

To be diseased ere that there was true needing.

Thus policy in love, to anticipate

The ills that were not, grew to faults assured,

And brought to medicine a healthful state

Which, rank of goodness, would by ill be cured:
But thence I learn, and find the lesson true,
Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you.
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CXVIII

Bizler, istahimizi kamgilamak iizere
Damagimiza mayhos alasimlar katariz;
Engel olalim diye goriinmez illetlere,
Once ilaci igip sonra hasta yatariz.
Nemalandim ya senin doyum olmaz tadindan,
Mideme tiirlii tirlii aci salgalar dolar;
Doymusum tika basa, hastalanmisim bundan,
Gereksiz goriinse de bu illet, hikmeti var.
Ask icin, ileriyi gormek hepsinden beter,
Gelecek hastaligi sezmek, yaman bir kusur;
Sapasaglam bedenim, simdi tedavi ister,
Iyilikle yasarken illetle sifa bulur.
Bu da bana ders oldu; dogru s6ze ne denir
Askindan hasta olan, ilagtan zehirlenir.
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What potions have I drunk of Siren tears
Distilled from limbecks foul as hell within,
Applying fears to hopes and hopes to fears,
Still losing when I saw myself to win!
What wretched errors hath my heart committed
Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never!
How have mine eyes out of their spheres been fitted
In the distraction of this maddening fever!
O, benefit of ill! Now I find true
That better is by evil still made better;
And ruined love when it is built anew
Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far greater.
So I return rebuked to my content,
And gain by ills thrice more than I have spent.
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Siren” gozyagslarindan nice agular i¢tim,

Kokmus cehennem gibi, siizilmiig imbiklerden;

Umutlardan korkuya, ondan umuda gegtim,

Kazanmak tizereydim, yitiriverdim birden.

En biiyiikk mutlulugum budur derken, bir yandan

Yiregim ne kadar ¢ok hata igleyip durdu;

Gozlerim firlar gibi oldu yuvalarindan,

Humma ¢ildirtt1 beni, ta can evimden vurdu.

Simdi anliyorum ki serden gelen hayir bu,

Iyiyi daha iyi yaparmug kotiiliikler

Ve yikilmig olan agk, yeniden kuruldu mu

Daha da giir, giizel ve yiice olurmus meger.
Ogrendim, déniiyorum huzuruna sevgimin,
Ug katin1 kazandim serden yitirdigimin.

"

Siren: Giizel sarki soyleyerek denizcileri aldatip yok eden yari kus, yari
kadin bir yaratik; gok cazip ve tehlikeli kadin anlamina da kullanilir.
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That you were once unkind befriends me now,

And for that sorrow which I then did feel

Needs muse I under my transgression bow,

Unless my nerves were brass or hammered steel.

For if you were by my unkindness shaken

As I by yours, you’ve passed a hell of time;

And I a tyrant, have no leisure taken

To weigh how once I suffered in your crime.

O, that our night of woe might have remember’d

My deepest sense how hard true sorrow hits,

And soon to you as you to me then tender’d

The humble salve which wounded bosoms fits!
But that your trespass now becomes a fee:
Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom me.
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CXX

Bana simdi yariyor ¢ekmis olmam ¢ileni,
O eski uziintiiyi diigiiniince ustelik,
Caresiz, kendi suqum ezip gegiyor beni,
Oyle ya, sinirlerim tung degil, ne de ¢elik.
Bana ¢ektirdigini kendin ¢ektinse eger,
Cehennem olmus demek her giiniin ve her gecen;
Ben zalimin biriyim: diiginmemisim meger
Nasil kivrandirmigt1 beni senin igkencen.
O istirap gecemiz hatirlatsaydi bana
Gergek acinin nasil derinden destigini,
Birbirimizin merhem siirersek yarasina
Daglanmug yureklerin tez iyilestigini!
Senin sugun denk geldi kendi kefaretine:
Seninle karsilikl 6diiyoruz rehine.
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"Tis better to be vile than vile esteemed,

When not to be receives reproach of being,

And the just pleasure lost which is so deemed

Not by our feeling but by others’ seeing.

For why should others’ false adulterate eyes

Give salutation to my sportive blood?

Or on my frailties why are frailer spies,

Which in their wills count bad what I think good?

No, I am that I am, and they that level

At my abuses reckon up their own;

I may be straight though they themselves be bevel;

By their rank thoughts my deeds must not be shown,
Unless this general evil they maintain:
All men are bad and in their badness reign.
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CXXI

Koti bilinmektense, iyisi mi, kotii ol,

Zaten lekeliyorlar kot degilsen bile;

Keyif senin hakkindir, ama harcarlar bir yol;

Bizim i¢imiz temiz, onlar bakar kem gozle.

Yoksa, bagka sahte ve kahpe gozler nereden

Cikarir icimdeki coskulu, ¢apkin kani?

Zaaflarima bakip —onlar benden beterken—

Niye kotiiliyorlar bence iyi olani?

Hayir, ben neysem oyum. Bende bunca giinah var

Diyenler ayna tutar kendi giinahlarina:

Ben ne kadar dogruysam o kadar egri onlar,

Habis dusiinceleri yargi olamaz bana,
Megerki hepten suna inansinlar: her yerde
Herkes kotiidiir, hem de iktidar kotulerde
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Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain

Full charactered with lasting memory,

Which shall above that idle rank remain

Beyond all date even to eternity

Or at the least so long as brain and heart

Have faculty by nature to subsist;

Till each to razed oblivion yield his part

Of thee, thy record never can be missed.

That poor retention could not so much hold,

Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score;

Therefore to give them from me was I bold,

To trust those tables that receive thee more.
To keep an adjunct to remember thee
Were to import forgetfulness in me.
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CXXII

Ezberimdedir senden armagan olan defter,
Aklimda yasayacak her harfi, her cimlesi;
Degersiz kagitlardan koptu yazdigin sozler,
Zamanin otesinde, sonsuzlasacak hepsi;
Yeter ki, en azindan, su beyinle su ytirek
Yasamu siirdiirsiinler gii¢ alarak dogadan,
Onlar unutkanhga yenik diisiinceye dek;
Senin yazdiklarinsa kalkmayacak ortadan.
Bunca ani saklamak igin defter yetismez:
Askinin hesabini tutmaya ne gerek var?
Her seyi goze aldim, defteri attim bu kez,
Boylelikle kazandim daha saglam anilar.
Deftere bel baglamak, anmak iizere seni,
Unutkanlar safina ¢ekip gotiiriir beni.
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No, Time, thou shalt not boast that I do change:
Thy pyramids built up with newer might
To me are nothing novel, nothing strange;
They are but dressings of a former sight.
Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire
What thou dost foist upon us that is old,
And rather make them born to our desire
Than think that we before have heard them told.
Thy registers and thee I both defy,
Not wondering at the present nor the past;
For thy records and what we see doth lie,
Made more or less by thy continual haste.
This I do vow and this shall ever be:
I will be true despite thy scythe and thee.
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Hi¢ 6viinme, Zaman, sen degistirmedin beni.

Tazelenen giiciinle yarattigin ehramlar,

Bence ne sagilacak yapilar, ne de yeni;

Eski agizlardaki yeni taam, o kadar.

Omriimiiz kisaciktir: biz o yiizden hayramz

Oniimiize eskidir diye serdiklerine;

Tam gonliimiize gore yaratilmig saniriz

Dillere destan olmus gibi gormek yerine.

Defterlerinle sana meydan okurum iste:

Bugiine de diine de ben asla kalmam hayran,

Kayitlarin yalandir, gordiiklerimiz sahte:

Biiyiirler, kiigiiliirler hep senin kosusmandan.
Ant igiyorum ve bu anttan donmeyecegim:
Tirpanina ve sana ragmen siirecek sevgim.
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If my dear love were but the child of state,

It might for Fortune’s bastard be unfathered,

As subject to Time’s love or to Time’s hate,

Weeds among weeds or flowers with flowers gathered.

No, it was builded far from accident;

It suffers not in smiling pomp, nor falls

Under the blow of thralled discontent

Whereto the inviting time our fashion calls.

It fears not policy, that heretic

Which works on leases of shore-numbered hours:

But all alone stands hugely politic,

That it nor grows with heat nor drowns with showers.
To this I witness call the fools of Time,
Which die for goodness, who have lived for crime.
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CXXIV

Benim agkim ikbalden rasgele dogmus olsa
Belki, babasi yoktur. Talihin pigi denir;
Onu sevip sevmemek, Cagin keyfine kalsa
Otlarla ayiklanur, gigeklerle derlenir.
Hayir, kader kismetten dogmamustir bu gocuk,
Onun bagina bela degildir ne tantana,
Ne de yasamdan sille yiyendeki mutsuzluk;
Baglh kalmaz zamanin inig gikislarina.
Diizen kural tanimaz; kendi bagina buyruk,
Kisacik saatlerde bencil ¢ikarlar bulmaz,
Kendindedir iktidar, ondadir yiice doruk;
Isinmadan da biiyiir, saganakta bogulmaz.

Bu sozlerime ¢agin budalalar sahit:

Hepsi, 6mriince suglu, 6liince masum sehit.
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Were’t aught to me I bore the canopy,
With my extern the outward honouring,
Or laid great bases for eternity
Which proves more short than waste or ruining?
Have I not seen dwellers on form and favour
Lose all and more by paying too much rent,
For compound sweet forgoing simple savour,
Pitiful thrivers in their gazing spent?
No, let me be obsequious in thy heart,
And take thou my oblation, poor but free,
Which is not mixed with seconds, knows no art
But mutual render, only me for thee.
Hence, thou subormed informer! A true soul
When most impeached stands least in thy control.
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Anl sanli yasadim, bir alay siis, satafat;
Dig varliga bu kadar 6zenmek neye yarar?
Sonsuzluga erismek i¢in bunca temel at,
Hepsi de ¢okiip gider, kisacik yasam var.
Az mu gordiik, ikbalde tantanayla yasarken
Nimetlerin bedeli yiiziinden kimler bitti;
Yalin zevki birakip debdebeye kosarken
Zavalli eyyamcilar okka altina gitti.
Bense senin gonliinde yaltaklanirim sana,
Al su armaganmimu, yoksul ama yiirekten;
Diizmece, disiik seyler karismamustir ona,
Iste degistokus bu: sana karsilik sirf ben.
Vazgeg iftiralardan, 6zentileri birak,
Hep kara calsalar da gergek ruh kalir ak pak.
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O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power

Dost hold Time’s fickle glass, his sickle hour;

Who hast by waning grown, and therein show’st

Thy lovers withering as thy sweet selfgrow’st;

If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack,

As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee back,

She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill

May Time disgrace and wretched minutes kill.

Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure!

She may detain but not still keep her treasure.
Her audit, though delayed, answer’d must be,
And her quietus is to render thee.
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CXXVI*

Hey ogul, giizel ogul, avucunda kiskivrak:
Vaktin donek aynasi, bir de saatli orak.
Sen ay gibi biiyiirken, serpilip gelisirken
Hepten ¢okmiis goriiniir kim varsa seni seven.
Yikimlara egemen olan Doga tanriga
Seni geri ¢ekiyor sen hizla yol aldikga:
Amaci, hiinerini sende kanitlayarak
Zaman rezil etmek, sefil anlara kiymak.
Simdi gozbebegisin, ama kork ondan, ¢linki
Tuttugu hazinesi sonsuz onun olmaz ki.
Ertelese de er ge¢ hesab1 kapanacak:
Yapacagi 6deme sen olacaksin ancak.

14 misradan olusan biitiin 6teki sonelerden degisik olarak bunda 12 mus-
ra vardir. Aslinda sone bigiminde degildir, kafiyeli 6 beyittir.
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CXXVII

In the old age black was not counted fair,
Or if it were it bore not beauty’s name;
But now is black beauty’s successive heir,
And beauty slandered with a bastard shame:
For since each hand hath put on nature’s power,
Fairing the foul with art’s false borrowed face,
Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower,
But is profaned, if not lives in disgrace.
Therefore my mistress’ eyes are raven black,
Her brow so suited, and they mourners seem
At such who not born fair no beauty lack,
Slandering creation with a false esteem.
Yet so they mourn becoming of their woe,
That every tongue says beauty should look so.
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CXXVII

Eski giinlerde giizel demezlerdi esmere,
Giizel sayilsa bile bagka olurdu adi;
Ama artik erigti uzak distiigii yere,
Piglikle lekelenen giizel hisma ugradi:
Herkes ele alinca Yaradanin giiciinii
Cirkini giizel yapan takma yiiz yaratilir,
Ne kutsalligi kalir giizelligin, ne tini,
Utang icinde yasar, bir kogeye atilir.
Onun i¢in dostumun kag1 gozii kapkara,
Ugradigi haksizlik ona yas getirmigtir;
Her yonden esitse de giizel sariginlara
Varliga uzanan dil, giinahina girmistir.
Yasa biiriinse bile yarasir tiziintiiler,
Dili donen kimseler giizel iste budur der.
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CXXVIII

How oft, when thou, my music, music play’st
Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds
With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently sway’st
The wiry concord that mine ear confounds,
Do I envy those jacks that nimble leap
To kiss the tender inward of thy hand,
Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest reap,
At the wood’s boldness by thee blushing stand!
To be so tickled they would change their state
And situation with those dancing chips
O’er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait,
Making dead wood more blest than living lips.
Since saucy jacks so happy are in this,
Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss.
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CXXVIII

Sen benim musikimsin, o giizelim ellerin
Kutlu tahta tuglarda nagmeler yaratinca
Ve cosup durmasiyla ahenk dolu tellerin
Can kulagima o hos ezgiler can katinca,
Cevik sigrayiglarla yumusacik avcunu
Opiip duran o tuslar beni kiskandiriyor,
Zavalli dudaklarim hasat saniyor bunu,
Tahtadaki ciirete bakip duruyor mosmor.
Ne egsiz zevk: dans eden tuglar gibi olmay1
Ozlemek, parmaklarin dolasirken kayarak
O tuslarin tstiinde cogmak, cansiz tahtay:
Yasayan dudaklardan daha ¢ok kutsayarak.
Arsiz tuglar sevinsin: uzat parmaklarin
Ve 6peyim diye ver bana dudaklarini.
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CXXIX

Th’expense of spirit in a waste of shame

Is lust in action; and till action, lust

Is perjured, murd’rous, bloody, full of blame,

Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust;

Enjoyed no sooner but despised straight;

Past reason hunted; and no sooner had,

Past reason hated, as a swallowed bait

On purpose laid to make the taker mad-

Mad in pursuit, and in possession so;

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme;

A bliss in proof; and proved a very woe;

Before, a joy proposed; behind, a dream.
All this the world well knows; yet none knows well
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.
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CXXIX

Acikan kosnii, ruhu yikip gecer bosuna
Utang mezbelesinde; zevk alincaya kadar
Yalancidir, kallestir, susar kana ve cana,
Azgin ve korkusuzdur; haindir, sert ve gaddar,
Ama keyif siiriince birdenbire tiksinir:
Delice istedigi, oksesine girdi mi
Nefret eder delice: sanki yutmus gibidir
Yutanlari ¢ildirtsin diye konulmus yemi
Hem kovalarken ¢ilgin, hem ele gegirince,
Delirir elde etti, edecek diye giiya,
Yasanirken mutlu da, iizgiin sona erince,
Ilkin sevince ¢agri, sonra bombos bir riiya.
Ne tuhaf ki diinyada bunlan bilenler ¢ok;
Cehenneme gotiiren cennetten hig kagan yok.
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CXXX

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;

Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.

I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,

But no such roses see I in her cheeks;

And in some perfumes is there more delight

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks:

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound;

I grant I never saw a goddess go,

My mistress when she walks treads on the ground.
And yet by heaven I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.
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CXXX

Sevgilimin gozleri degil giinesin dengi,
Mercan daha kirmizi onun dudaklarindan;
Kar beyaz da ne diye onun gogsii kiilrengi,
Saglar simse figkirmig kara teller basindan.
Ben giiller gormiigiimdiir ya kirmizimsi, ya ak,
Onun yanaklarinda 6yle giiller ne arar;
Cana can katar nice kokular1 koklamak,
Sevgilimin solugu giizel kokmaz o kadar.
Musiki gibi gelir sozleri kulagima,
Yine de musikinin kat kat biiyiiktiir tady
Tanriga nasil yiriir gormemisimdir ama,
Sevgilim yiiriiyiip de gok katina ¢itkmad:
Su var ki ozanlarin bos lafina karn tok,
Mecaz fos ¢ikaran, sevgilimin esi yok.
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CXXXI

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art,
As those whose beauties proudly make them cruel;
For well thou know’st to my dear doting heart
Thou art the fairest and most precious jewel.
Yet in good faith some say that thee behold
Thy face hath not the power to make love groan:
To say they err I dare not be so bold,
Although I swear it to myself alone.
And to be sure that is not false I swear,
A thousand groans but thinking on thy face
One on another’s neck do witness bear
Thy black is fairest in my judgement’s place.
In nothing art thou black save in thy deeds,
And thence this slander as I think proceeds.
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CXXXI

Sen su halinle tam bir zorbasin: nasil zalim

Olursa giizellikle 6viiniip sisinenler...

Iyi bilirsin, benim ask diigkiinii yiiregim

Icin sensin en giizel, en degerli miicevher.

Ama seni gorenler igtenlikle diyor ki:

Sevgiye ah dedirtmek giiciinden yiiziin yoksun.

Yaniliyorlar demek 6yle zor geliyor ki

Bunu yalmiz kendime s6ylityorum, ant olsun.

Elbet yemin ediyor degilim yalan yere:

Yiiziinii diistiniince bin inilti art arda

Gelip tanik oluyor soyledigim sozlere:

Senin karan en giizel kara benim kafamda.
Yaptiklarin bir yana, hi¢ kara degilsin sen:
Sanirim, sana kara ¢almalar1 bu yiizden.
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CXXXII

Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me,
Knowing thy heart torment me with disdain
Have put on black, and loving mourners be,
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain.
And truly not the morning sun of heaven
Better becomes the grey cheeks of the east,
Nor that full star that ushers in the even
Doth half that glory to the sober west
As those two mourning eyes become thy face.
Oh, let it then as well beseem thy heart
To mourn for me, since mourning doth thee grace,
And suit thy pity like in every part.
Then will I swear beauty herself is black,
And all they foul that thy complexion lack.
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CXXXII

Vurgunum gozlerine, o gozler acir bana:

Bilirler, yiiregin hor goriip iskence eder;

Seven yaslilar gibi kara ¢ekmis sirtina,

Kivramgimu 6zli bir sefkatle siizerler.

Sabahleyin goklerde 1s1iyan giines bile

Yarasamaz Dogunun soluk yanaklarina,

Aksama yol gosteren giir yildiz, gorkemiyle

Boyle 151k sagmaz los Batinin yarisina:

Yagh gozlerin daha ¢ok yarasir yiiziine.

Bana da bir pay ayir yiiregindeki yastan:

Seni yas daha giizel gosterir ele giine;

Iste acima duygun sana bigilmis kaftan.
“Giizel ancak karadir,” diye yemin ederim,
Senin renginden yoksun olan ¢irkindir derim.
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CXXXIII

Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to groan
For that deep wound it gives my friend and me!
Is’t not enough to torture me alone,
But slave to slavery my sweet’st friend must be?
Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken,
And my next self thou harder hast engrossed:
Of him, myself, and thee I am forsaken;
A torment thrice threefold, thus to be crossed.
Prison my heart in thy steel bosom’s ward,
But then my friend’s heart let my poor heart bail;
Whoe’er keeps me, let my heart be his guard:
Thou canst not then use rigour in my jail.
And yet thou wilt; for I, being pent in thee,
Perforce am thine, and all that is in me.
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CXXXIII

Kahrolsun hem dostumda hem bende derin yara

Acarak yiiregime ah ¢ektiren o yiirek!

Yetmez mi beni sokman amansiz cefalara,

Can dostumun kulluga kul olmas1 m1 gerek?

Gaddar gozlerim beni kopardi benligimden

Obiir benligim oldu sana kiskivrak kole;

O da birakt1 beni, kendi varligim ve sen—

Ben ti¢ kat iskenceye ii¢ kez katlandim boyle.

Yiiregimi zincirle gogsiiniin zindanina;

Tut zavalli kalbimi, birak dostumunkini.

Beni kim hapsederse kalbim bekgidir ona:

Hiicremde cendereye koyamazsin sen beni.
Ama zorlarsin, ¢iinkii sende sikistim kaldim:
Ben seninim, ¢aresiz, senindir tiim varhgim.
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CXXXIV

So, now I have confessed that he is thine,
And I myself am mortgaged to thy will,
Myself I’ll forfeit, so that other mine
Thou wilt restore to be my comfort still.
But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free;
For thou art covetous, and he is kind;

He learned but surety-like to write for me
Under that bond that him as fast doth bind.
The statute of thy beauty thou wilt take,
Thou usurer, that put’st forth all to use,
And sue a friend came debtor for my sake;
So him I lose through my unkind abuse.

Him have I lost; thou hast both him and me:
He pays the whole, and yet am I not free.
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CXXXIV

Iyi anhyorum: o, senin oldu bu sefer.
Arzuna boyun egdim adayarak kendimi.
Vazgecerim kendimden, yeter, bana geri ver
Oteki benligimi, dirlik diizenligimi.
Ne sen buna razisin, ne o 6zgiir kalmaya,
Cunkii sen ag¢ gozliisiin, onun tertemiz kalbi;
Benim i¢in kefalet belgesini yazdi ya,
O da sana simsiki baglandi benim gibi.
Giizelligin ahiyor hakki olan kazanci;
Tefecisin, faizin alip son kurusunu,
Benim borcum i¢in o dosttan oldun davaci,
Ben kotiiye kullanip yitirmis oldum onu.
Ben dostumu yitirdim; senindir hem o, hem ben,
Kurtulmadim ben hala, o borcu 6demigken.
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CXXXV

Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy Will,

And Will to boot, and Will in overplus:

More than enough am I that vex thee still,

To thy sweet will making addition thus.

Wilt thou whose will is large and spacious

Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine?

Shall will in others seem right gracious,

And in my will no fair acceptance shine?

The sea, all water, yet receives rain still,

And in abundance addeth to his store:

So thou being rich in Will add to thy Will

One will of mine to make thy large Will more.
Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill;
Think all but one, and me in that one Will.
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CXXXV

Kadin ne arzu etse sende de o murat var,
O murat biitiiniiyle senindir, var giiciiyle;
Benim bol bol yaptigim, dertlerine dert katar,
Senin tath kosniinii ben artirirnm boyle.
Sende bir murat var ki, sere serpe, koskoca:
Meramima varayim, birak, bir kez girerek;
Bagkalar1 amaca ulagirken kolayca,
Itilsin de soniik mii kalsin bendeki erek?
Deniz bastan basa su, ama ¢eker igine
Yagmuru, bolluguna bolluk getirir kat kat.
Sen sehvet zenginisin, sehveti cogalt yine,
Benimkini de alip muradina murat kat.
Acimasizca itip kiyma taliplerine:
Hepsini bir kisi say, beni de koy igine.
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CXXXVI

If thy soul check thee that I come so near,

Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy Will,

And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there;

Thus far for love my love-suit, sweet, fulfil.

Will will fulfil the treasure of thy love,

Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one.

In things of great receipt with ease we prove

Among a number one is reckoned none.

Then in the number let me pass untold,

Though in thy store’s account I one must be;

For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold

That nothing me, a something, sweet, to thee,
Make but my name thy love, and love that still,
And then thou lov’st me, for my name is WillL
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CXXXVI

Sana yaklagtim diye ruhun beni paylarsa
Kor ruhunla ant ver ki bendim istedigin Will;
Ruhun bilir ya, onda sehvetin yeri varsa,
Ask ugruna, sevgimi doldur, tathim, zor degil.
Will erecek sendeki sevgi hazinesine,
Ne arzular katacak: ben’im onlardan biri...
Yiice iglerde, biiyiik sayilarda, bir tane
Hi¢ kadar 6nemsizdir, ne olur ki degeri?
Varsin, adim ge¢mesin su yigmlar iginde:
Dokiim yaparken, beni yine de sayarsin sen;
Beni hige say, ama unutma, bu higin de
Tath bir degeri var sen onu benimsersen.
Adim, agkin olsun da sev onu biteviye,
O zaman sen seversin beni adim Will diye.
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CXXXVII

Thou blind fool, Love, what dost thou to mine eyes,
That they behold, and see not what they sec?
They know what beauty is, see where it lies,
Yet what the best is take the worst to be.
If eyes corrupt by over-partial looks
Be anchored in the bay where all men ride,
Why of eyes’ falsehood hast thou forgéd hooks
Whereto the judgement of my heart is tied?
Why should my heart think that a several plot
Which my heart knows the wide world’s common place.
Or mine eyes, seeing this, say this is not,
To put fair truth upon so foul a face?
In things right true my heart and eyes have erred,
And to this false plague are they now transferred.
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CXXXVII

Ask denen kor budala, ne yaptin gozlerime?

Bakip da gormiiyorlar gordiikleri her seyi;

Bilirler giizellik ne, kismet olmustur kime;

Yine de en kotiiyir samyorlar en iyi.

Hayran bakislariyla gozler bagtan ¢ikinca

Her erkegin yiizdiigii koya demir atmus, bak;

Su goz yanilgisina gerekir mi ki kanca

Takip kalbimin akil giiciinii bagh tutmak?

Neden yiiregim onu kendi yeri bellesin:

Bilir ki paylagiyor diinya alem o yeri?

Neden goren gozlerim durum bambagka desin,

Boyle kem yiizde bulsun en giizel gergekleri?
Dogrulukta kalbimle gozlerim yamilarak
Bu yalan vebasina tutuldular kiskivrak.
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CXXXVIII

When my love swears that she is made of truth

I do believe her, though I know she lies,

That she might think me some untutored youth

Unlearnéd in the world’s false subtleties.

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,

Although she knows my days are past the best,

Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue:

On both sides thus is simple truth suppressed.

But wherefore says she not she is unjust?

And wherefore say not I that I am old?

Oh, love’s best habit is in seeming trust,

And age in love loves not to have years told.
Therefore I lie with her, and she with me,
And in our faults by lies we flattered be.
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CXXXVIII

Sevgilim, “6ziim s6ziim bir” diye ant igince

Ben inanirim, oysa soyledigi hep yalan;

Varsin bellesin beni diinyada higbir ince

Hile 6grenememis olan acemi oglan.

Kendimi aldatinm geng sand: diye beni,

Ama parlak giinlerim gegti, ¢ok iyi bilir;

Ben yalniz 6nemserim yalan atan dilini,

Bu yiizden kesin gergek iki yandan ezilir.

Sadik olmadigini séylemiyor, ne diye?

Ben de agiklayamam yaglandigimi, neden?

Ah, giivenir gozitkmek ne yarasir sevgiye;

Yaglanan agsk hoslanmaz yillarla yiizlenmekten.
Yalan soyler dururuz, ben ona, o da bana:
Tath dille sarariz aybimizi yalana.
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CXXXIX

O call not me to justify the wrong
That thy unkindness lays upon my heart!
Wound me not with thine eye but with thy tongue;
Use power with power and slay me not by art.
Tell me thou lov’st elsewhere; but in my sight,
Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside;
What need’st thou wound with cunning, when thy might
Is more than my o’erpressed defence can bide?
Let me excuse thee: ‘Ah, my love well knows
Her pretty looks have been mine enemies;
And therefore from my face she turns my foes,
That they elsewhere might dart their injuries.’

Yet do not so; but since I am near slain,

Kill me outright with looks, and rid my pain.
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CXXXIX

Ah, sen kalbimi ezdin gectin gaddarhiginla;
Simdi tistiime atma tiim kotiiliiklerini
Beni goziinle degil, su dilinle yarala,
Hileyle degil, gercek giiciinle 6ldiir beni.
Goziime baka baka, “Sevdigim bagkasi,” de;
Canim, bagka bir yana ¢evirme o bakis;
Tirli aldatmalarla yaralamak da niye,
Zaten savunma giicii nedir ki sana karg1?
Seni bagiglasam mi1? Ah, sevgilim bilir ki
Giizelim bakiglar1 olmugtur bana diigman.
Diigmanlar1 hep benden 6teye ¢evirir ki
Bagkalar1 devrilsin o amansiz oklardan.
Vazgeg, iste ben artik yar1 6lityiim ama,
Bak da biisbiitiin 6ldiir beni, son ver acima.
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CXL

Be wise as thou art cruel: do not press
My tongue-tied patience with too much disdain,
Lest sorrow lend me words, and words express
The manner of my pity-wanting pain.
If I might teach thee wit, better it were,
Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me so;
As testy sick men, when their deaths be near,
No news but health from their physicians know.
For if I should despair, I should grow mad,
And in my madness might speak ill of thee.
Now this ill-wresting world is grown so bad
Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be.
That I may not be so, nor thou belied,
Bear thine eyes straight though thy proud heart
go wide.
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CXL

Gaddar oldugun gibi akill ol; hor gorme,
Zorlayip da tagirma dili bagh sabrimu:
Yoksa, belki diisiiriir tiziintii dilime,
Sen acimadigindan, hep sancilandigimu.
Derdim ki —sana akil vermek gelse elimden—
Beni sevmesen bile, seviyorum de bari,
Nasil ki hirgin hasta, ecelle bogusurken
Hekimden duymak ister yalmz saghk haberi.
Hi¢ umudum kalmazsa baglarim ¢ildirmaya
Ve delirirsem ac1 sozlerim seni haklar.
Oyle kahpelesti ki ser kumkumas: diinya,
Cilgin miifterilere kanar ¢ilgin kulaklar.
Ne ben kara ¢alayim, ne de s6z gelsin sana:
Kalbin yalpa yapsa da goziinii dik kargina.
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CXLI

In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes,

For they in thee a thousand errors note;

But ’tis my heart that loves what they despise,

Who in despite of view is pleased to dote.

Nor are mine ears with thy tongue’s tune delighted,

Nor tender feeling to base touches prone;

Nor taste nor smell desire to be invited

To any sensual feast with thee alone.

But my five wits nor my five senses can

Dissuade one foolish heart from serving thee,

Who leaves unswayed the likeness of a man,

Thy proud heart’s slave and vassal wretch to be.
Only my plague thus far I count my gain,
That she that makes me sin awards me pain.
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CXLI

Tann bilir, géziimle sevmiyorum ben seni:
Cunki sana baktik¢a g6ziim bin kusur bulur.
Ama yliregim sever goziin sevmedigini,
Goriiniige aldanmaz, sevgiye teslim olur.
Kulagimi oksamaz dilindeki tiirkiiler,
Sirnagmalarin ince duygular vermez tene;
Alip gotiirmez beni lezzetler ve tiitsiiler
Seninle bag basa bir coskular solenine.
Bes aklimla bes duyum hi¢ caydiramayacak
Sana kole olmaktan bendeki sagkin kalbi:
Vazgecti insanliktan var olmak i¢in ancak
Senin magrur kalbinin sefil bir kulu gibi.
Cektigim illetlerdir varhgimin kazanci;
Bana giinah isletip verdigi 6diil: sancu.
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CXLII

Love is my sin, and thy dear virtue hate,
Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving.
O, but with mine compare thou thine own state
And thou shalt find it merits not reproving;
Or if it do, not from those lips of thine,
That have profaned their scarlet ornaments
And sealed false bonds of love as oft as mine,
Robbed others’ beds’ revenues of their rents.
Be it lawful I love thee as thou lov’st those
Whom thine eyes woo as mine importune thee.
Root pity in thy heart, that when it grows
Thy pity may deserve to pitied be.
If thou dost seek to have what thou dost hide,
By self-example mayst thou be denied!
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CXLII

Benim giinahim agktir, senin erdemin nefret:

Sevgi giinahtir diye giinahimdan nefret bu.

Gel, kendi durumunu benimkine kiyas et,

Goriirsiin siteminin ne haksiz oldugunu.

Hakliysa da, o sozler kizil siisiinii bozan

Ve benimkiler kadar bol sahte agk senedi

Diiziip bagkalarinin yataklarini talan

Eden dudaklarindan isitilmemeliydi.

Seni sevmem yasaldir; bak, seviyorsun sen de:

Gozium sirf sana diiskiin, senin goziin onlara;

Merhamet, yiireginde kok salip boy versin de

Acimanla hak kazan sana acinanlara.
Aramaya kalkarsan kendi gizledigini
Senin kendi 6rnegin yoksun birakir seni.
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CXLIII

Lo, as a careful housewife runs to catch

One of her feathered creatures broke away,

Sets down her babe and makes all swift dispatch

In pursuit of the thing she would have stay:

Whilst her neglected child holds her in chase,

Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent

To follow that which flies before her face,

Not prizing her poor infant’s discontent:

So runn’st thou after that which flies from thee,

Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind;

But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me

And play the mother’s part, kiss me, be kind:
So will I pray that thou mayst have thy Will,
If thou turn back and my loud crying still.
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CXLIII

Titiz bir ev kadin, kosu tutturur hani
Tutsam diye sivigan tiiylii bir yaratig,
Kucagindan indirip birakir bebegini:
Kagip gideni eve sokmaktir can attigy.
Geride kalan yavru, aglayarak seyirtir,
Yetigsmeye ¢irpinir. Ananin derdi giind,
Pesinden kostugunu gozden yitirmemektir:
Dinlemez yavrucagin yaman tizuntisiinii.
Senden kagip gidenin diismiigsiin ya pesine,
Ben yavrunum, uzaktan kovaliyorum seni.
Umdugunu tutunca doniip bana gel yine,
Bir anne gibi ol da 6p beni, oksa beni.
Dualarim hep sudur Will’e, muradina er
Doniip bana gelerek ¢ighklarima son ver.
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Sonnets

CXLIV

Two loves I have, of comfort and despair,
Which like two spirits do suggest me still:
The better angel is a man right fair,
The worser spirit a woman coloured ill.
To win me soon to hell, my female evil
Tempteth my better angel from my side,
And would corrupt my saint to be a devil,
Wooing his purity with her foul pride.
And whether that my angel be turned fiend
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell;
But being both from me, both to each friend,
I guess one angel in another’s hell.
Yet this shall I ne’er know, but live in doubt
Till my bad angel fire my good one out.
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Soneler

CXLIV

Biri huzur, biri dert, iki sevgim var benim,

Iki goriintii gibi hep gonliimii celerler:

Sarigin bir erkektir benim iyi melegim,

Kotii ruh bir kadindir, kapkaranlik bir esmer.

Disi cin, cehennemde beni yok etmek ister,

Melegimi gonliimden ayartmaga caligir,

Onun saf varligim pis kibriyle buyiiler,

Kutsal ruhu seytana ¢evirmeye kalkisir.

Benim iyi melegim iblisge kudurunca

Dosdogru bilemem de kugkulara diiserim:

Ikisi benden ayr1 siki dostluk kurunca

Melek, disi seytanin cehenneminde derim;
Dertliyim bilemeden kuskuyla yasamaktan,
Sonunda melegimi yakacak disi seytan.
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Sonnets

CXLV*

Those lips that Love’s own hand did make
Breathed forth the sound that said ‘T hate’
To me that languished for her sake.
But when she saw my woeful state,
Straight in her heart did mercy come
Chiding that tongue that ever sweet
Was used in giving gentle doom,
And taught it thus anew to greet:
‘I hate’ she altered with an end
That followed it as gentle day
Doth follow night, who, like a fiend,
From heaven to hell is flown away;
‘I hate’ from hate away she threw,
And saved my life, saying — ‘not you.’

Shakespeare, bu sonede 10 ve 11 heceli degil, cogu 8, bazilar1 9 heceli
musralar kullamilmigtir. Cevirideki vezin 7+7’dir.
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Soneler

CXLV

Askin kendi eliyle yarattigi dudaklar
Bana soyledi “Nefret ediyorum” soziinii,
Bende ki sirf o kadin yiiziinden yikint1 var;
Ama su varhgimin gordii de ¢oktiigiinii
Ansizin yumusadi yiiregi merhametle:
Yaman bir zilgit verdi kiyamet koparirken
Bile inceligini yitirmeyen o dile;
Ona ogretti selam vermesini yeniden.
Tam “Nefret ediyorum” derken birden vazgegti
Gece ardindan nasil canim bir giin gelirse;
Cennetten cehenneme gece de ugup gecti
Nasil bir iblis kap1 disari edilirse.
“Nefret ediyorum”dan nefreti sokiip attu:
“Senden degil” diyerek su camima can kattu.
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Sonnets

CXLVI

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth,

[ ]* these rebel powers that thee array,

Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth,

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay?

Why so large cost, having so short a lease,

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend?

Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,

Eat up thy charge? Is this thy body’s end?

Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s loss,

And let that pine to aggravate thy store;

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross;

Within be fed, without be rich no more:
So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on men,
And Death once dead there’s no more dying then.

Burada bir ya da iki kelime eksiktir. Degisik baskilarda [Spoiled by],
[Feeding] gibi eklemeler yapilmustir.
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Soneler

CXLVI

Zavalh ruh, giinahkar topragimin can evi,

Olmussun bagkaldiran giigler elinde kole;

Nigin yanar i¢inde dert ve yokluk alevi,

Oysa dis duvarlarin siislii boyah boyle?

Giinlerin sayih da bu ¢liriiyen konakta

Niye harcarsin ona sen varini yogunu?

Mirasina ag¢gozlii bocekler konacak da

Ne siis kalacak ne san. Budur bedenin sonu.

Sen artik usaginin yitirdigiyle gegin,

Seni yiiceltsin diye o erisin, yok olsun;

Kof saatlerini sat sonsuzluk almak igin,

Disin yoksul diigsiin de igin servetle dolsun.
Sen de oliimle beslen nasil 6liim can yerse,
Olmek bitmis demektir 6liim 6liir giderse.
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Sonnets

CXLVII

My love is as a fever, longing still
For that which longer nurseth the disease,
Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill,
The uncertain sickly appetite to please.
My reason, the physician to my love,
Angry that his prescriptions are not kept,
Hath left me, and I desperate now approve
Desire is death, which physic did except.
Past cure I am, now reason is past care,
And frantic mad with evermore unrest;
My thoughts and my discourse as madmen’s are,
At random from the truth, vainly expressed:
For I have sworn thee fair, and thought thee bright,
Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.
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Soneler

CXLVII

Sevgim bir humma sanki: 6zlem duydukg¢a duyar
Illetini siirdiiren ne bulursa hep ona;
Sirf sagliga aykiri yiyeceklerle doyar:
Girmistir oynak, hasta igtahin buyruguna.
Benim karasevdamin hekimi olan aklim,
Sozinii dinlemedim diye ¢ikt gileden,
Beni birakip gitti — 1ss1z, umutsuz kaldum:
Arzu olumdiir - sifa istemiyorsa beden.
Iyilesemem artik; yoktur aklima derman,
Zivanadan ¢gkmuigim: géremem rahat yuziy
Diisiincem de, lafim da ¢ilginca, karman ¢orman,
Rasgele soylerim her deli sagmasi sozii.
Andim budur: Giizelsin, bence varligin 11k,
Cehennem gibi kara, gece gibi karanlk.
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Sonrnets

CXLVIII

O me, what eyes hath love put in my head,

Which have no correspondence with true sight!

Or if they have, where is my judgement fled,

That censures falsely what they see aright?

If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote,

What means the world to say it is not so?

If it be not, then love doth well denote

Love’s eye is not so true as all men’s: no,

How can it? O, how can love’s eye be true,

That is so vexed with watching and with tears?

No marvel then though I mistake my view;

The sun itself sees not till heaven clears.
O cunning love, with tears thou keep’st me blind,
Lest eyes, well seeing, thy foul faults should find.
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Soneler

CXLVIII

Ah su sevgi ne bi¢im gozler koymus kafama!

Hig yok onlarla gergek arasinda iligki;

Olsa bile firsat yok dogru yorumlamama

Gozlerin gordigiinii. Aklim Gyle gitmig ki

Sevgilisi glizelse yalanci gozlerimin

Ve diinya degil derse, sanki ne anlam tagir?

Giizel degilse, demek, gozlerinde sevginin

Yoktur tiim insanlara goriinen gercek — Hayir!

Ne yapsin? Nasil ersin agkin gozii gercege?

Ici dis1 yas dolu, seyretmekten perisan.

Oyleyse sasmamali ben yanhs gordiim diye:

Giines bile goremez gokler saydam olmadan.
Kurnaz sevgi, yaslarla kor tutuyorsun beni,
Saglam gozler gormesin diye igrengligini.
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Sonnets

CXLIX

Canst thou, O cruel, say I love thee not,
When I against myself with thee partake?
Do I not think on thee, when I forgot
Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake?
Who hateth thee that I do call my friend?
On whom frown’st thou that I do fawn upon?
Nay, if thou lour’st on me, do I not spend
Revenge upon myself with present moan?
What merit do I in myself respect
That is so proud thy service to despise,
When all my best doth worship thy defect,
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes?
But, love, hate on; for now I know thy mind:
Those that can see thou lov’st, and I am blind.
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Soneler

CXLIX

Seni sevmedigimi nasil soylersin, zalim?

Benligimden vazgectim katilmak igin sana.

Kendimi unuturken seni diigiinmez miyim?

Sen zorbasin, varhigim sana feda, baksana!

Ben dost belledim mi ki senden nefret edeni?

Hi¢ bagrima bastim mu senin hor gordiigiinii?

Asla! Her surat asip horladiginda beni,

Hemen kendimden, yasla, almadim mi 6ciinii?

Bende sayg1 duydugum bir erdem var my, soyle,

Sana hizmetten nefret edecek kadar magrur?

Sendeki kusurlara taparim var giiciimle;

Goziiniin her bakigi, benim i¢in buyruktur.
Var nefret et, askim, ben seni apagik gordiim:
Sen ancak gorenleri seversin, bense koriim.
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Sonnets

CL

O, from what power hast thou this powerful might
With insufficiency my heart to sway,
To make me give the lie to my true sight
And swear that brightness doth not grace the day?
Whence hast thou this becoming of things ill,
That in the very refuse of thy deeds
There is such strength and warrantise of skill
That in my mind thy worst all best exceeds?
Who taught thee how to make me love thee more
The more I hear and see just cause of hate?
O, though I love what others do abhor,
With others thou shouldst not abhor my state,

If thy unworthiness raised love in me,

More worthy I to be beloved of thee.
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Soneler

CL

Hangi kudretten aldin bu yaman giicii, soyle,

Gonliimii nasil kole ettin bunca kusura?

Ne yaptin ki yadsirim neyi gorsem goziimle,

“Ant olsun,” derim “giines biiriimez giinii nura.”

Ne hiinerdir kotiiyi iyiye ¢evirmeyi

Basarmak. Yaptigindan artakalan siipriintiin

Bile kanithyor bu ustaca yetenegi:

En kotii isin, nice iyi iglerden istiin.

Sana sevgime sevgi katmay1 6greten kim

Goriip isittiklerim nefret gerektirirken?

Baska herkes tiksindi, ama ben seni sevdim;

Sen onlar gibi olma, sakin igrenme benden.
Bende agk yarattiysa senin degersizligin,
Benim daha ¢ok hakkim olmus demektir sevgin.
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Sonnets

CLI

Love is too young to know what conscience is;
Yet who knows not conscience is born of love?
Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss,
Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove.
For, thou betraying me, I do betray
My nobler part to my gross body’s treason;
My soul doth tell my body that he may
Triumph in love: flesh stays no farther reason,
But rising at thy name doth point out thee
As his triumphant prize. Proud of this pride,
He is contented thy poor drudge to be,
To stand in thy affairs, fall by thy side.
No want of conscience hold it that I call
Her ‘love’ for whose dear love I rise and fall.
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Soneler

CLI

Ask oyle toy ki vicdan nedir bilemez, ama

Sunu bilmeyen var mi: sevgiden dogar vicdan?

Oyleyse, tath fettan, giinahimi kinama:

Hos varligin suglanir benim kusurlarimdan.

Beni ele verirsen kalkip teslim olurum

Soylu uzvumla igreng govde ihanetine;

Bedene “Kazan agkin zaferini,” der ruhum,

“Bagka bir diirtikkleme gerekmez ki etine.”

Senin adinla kalkar, seni gosterip der ki

“Iste zafer 6diiliin,” Biiyiikliik taslar, siser:

Oyle istekle senin hizmetine girer ki

Sen isteyince dimdik; isin bitince diiser.
Ona “Sevgilim” dersem vicdansiz deme bana:
Kalkmam da diismem de hep o tath agk ugruna.
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Sornnets

CLII

In loving thee thou know’st I am forsworn,

But thou art twice forsworn to me love swearing;

In act thy bed-vow broke, and new faith torn

In vowing new hate after new love bearing,

But why of two oaths’ breach do I accuse thee,

When I break twenty? I am perjured most:

For all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee,

And all my honest faith in thee is lost.

For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kindness,

Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy;

And to enlighten thee gave eyes to blindness,

Or made them swear against the thing they see:
For I have sworn thee fair — more perjured eye,
To swear against the truth so foul a lie!
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Soneler

CLII

Ben, biliyorsun, yemin bozdum sevmekle seni;
“Seni sevdim” deyip de sen iki ant bozdun, bak.
Gerdek andindan caydin, yiktin yeni giiveni,
Taze askin yerine yeni nefret koyarak.
Nasil suglarim seni katmerli doneklikle?
Ben yirmi kez donegim. Ben’im asil yalancr:
Seni aldatmak i¢in hep yeminlerle boyle,
Yitirdim artik sana duydugum tiim inancu.
Yiirekten yemin ettim tertemiz diye igin,
Sevgin gergektir diye, 6ziin soziin bir diye
Ve korlere goz verdim nura kavugman igin:
Ant i¢irdim, yok dediler gordiikleri seye.
Yemin ettim: giizelsin; 6ziim, hep yalan dolan:
Dogruya egri diyen katmerli igreng yalan.
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Sonnets

CLIII

Cupid laid by his brand and fell asleep.
A maid of Dian’s this advantage found,
And his love-kindling fire did quickly steep
In a cold valley-fountain of that ground;
Which borrowed from this holy fire of Love
A dateless lively heat, still to endure,
And grew a seething bath which men yet prove
Against strange maladies a sovereign cure.
But at my mistress’ eye love’s brand new fired,
The boy for trial needs would touch my breast.
I, sick withal, the help of bath desired,
And thither hied, a sad distempered guest;
But found no cure: the bath for my help lies
Where Cupid got new fire — my mistress’ eyes.
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Soneler

CLIII

Yaninda kizgin kama, Kiipid uykuya dalds;
Diana’nin bir kiz1 firsat buldu bir ara,
Sevda atesi yakan kamayi ele aldi,
Daldirdi vadideki buz gibi bir pinara.
Sarildi agkin kutsal alevleriyle pinar:
Sona ermeyecek bir 1s1 buldu 0 zaman—
Kaplicaya doniistii: cana can katan kaynar
Suyu, garip illetler i¢in en gii¢lii derman.
Sevgilimin goziinden ates alip tekrardan
Kiyasiya dagladi agk tanrisi bagrimi
Hummaya tutuldum da sifa umdum pinardan:
Bosuna. Gegirmedi pinar hastaligimu.
Ask tanrisinin taze ateg aldig: yeri
Canima sifa bildim: sevgilimin gozleri.
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Sonnets

CLIV

The little Love-god lying once asleep

Laid by his side his heart-inflaming brand,

Whilst many nymphs that vowed chaste life to keep

Came tripping by; but in her maiden hand

The fairest votary took up that fire

Which many legions of true hearts had warmed,

And so the general of hot desire

Was sleeping by a virgin hand disarmed.

This brand she quenchéd in a cool well by,

Which from love’s fire took heat perpetual,

Growing a bath and healthful remedy

For men diseased. But I, my mistress’ thrall,
Came there for cure; and this by that I prove;
Love’s fire heats water, water cools not love.
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Soneler

CLIV

Ufacik agk tanrisi, yaninda yiirekleri
Daglayan kizgin kama, bir giin yatrms uyurken,
Kizoglankiz kalmaya ant i¢mis bir¢ok peri
Usiistii. El degmemis eliyle kapti birden
Bu adakli kizlarin en giizeli, bir ordu
Kadar ¢ok yiirek yakmisg olan kizgin kamayz:
Iste bir bakirenin eli, silahsiz kodu
Uykuda, isteklerle yanip duran pasayi.
Kiz, kamay1 ordaki bir kuyuda sondiirdi;
Sonsuz atege verip ask kendi aleviyle
Pinan sifali bir kaplicaya dondiirdi,
Hastalara birebir. Ben, sevgilime kole,
Sifa bulmaya geldim ve gordiim ki gergek su:
Sevgi suyu kaynatir; sevgiyi sondiirmez su.
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