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ONSOZ

William Shakespeare «Bitun dunya bir sahnedir,» diyor.
Shakespeare yeryuziini bastan basa sahne olarak gérmis ve ken-
di sahnesine bitiin yeryiiziini sokmaga calismistir. Ama, hem
oyun yazari, hem sair olan Shakespeare’in butin diinyasi sahne
degildi. Yasantilarinin bircogunu trajedilerindeki ve komedile-
rindeki kisilerin sozleriyle dile getirmekle yetinmedi, siirleriyle
de acikladu.

Blyik yazarin i¢ diinyasi, Sonelerindedir. Bu 6zIu siirlerde,
dramatik ses degil, lirik ses egemendir. Cogu, derin duygulari,
giiclii heyecanlari, acilari ve sevingleri anlatir. ingiliz sairi Wil-
liam Wordsworth Soneler icin diyor ki: «Bu anahtarla Shake-
speare gonlunun kilidini agmistir.»

Onaltinci yuzyihin sonlarinda yazilmis olan Sonelerde, Shake-
speare insan ruhunun birgok boyutlarini yansitmis ve yarat-
mistir. Bastan sona okunduklarinda incecik sevgilerden yaman
cinsel istahlara kadar degisen bir gonil seriivenini anlattiklari
goruliyor.

Soneler, denebilir ki, ingilizcenin en Gnlii siir dizisidir. Hem
de diinya ask edebiyatinin en giizel 6rnekleri arasindadir. ingi-
lizce, bu siirlerde, gerek duygu ve disiince derinligi, gerek soy-
leyis zenginligi bakimindan, 6limsiz bir yere ulasmistir.

Sonelerin 6nemi, Ozellikle ¢ yonden blyuktir:

1 - Salt siir olarak, Sonelerin ¢ogu, benzeri az bulunur gi-
zelliktedir. Unli Hayyam gevirmeni Edward FitzGerald su ov-
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guyl bosuna yazmis olmasa gerek: «Soneleri titizlikle okudu-
gum giline kadar bana yari-tanri gibi goriindigi icin Shake-
speare’i yari tanidigimi sdylersem yargimin asiri oldugunu san-
mam.» 2 - Soneler, Shakespearein i¢ dunyasinin birgok yonle-
rine 11k tutmaktadir. Biyik ingiliz ozan ve elestirmeni Samuel
Taylor Coleridge’in ogluna Shakespeare’in kafasini anlamak icin
Sonelere basvurmasini salik vermesi bunun icindir. 3 - Soneler,
Unll yazarin dramatik sanatcih@r ile lirik sesi arasinda kesin
baglar kurdugu iciri de ilgingtir.

Sonelerin timini baska herhangi bir dile ayni bicimle, ay-
ni kafiye duzeniyle cevirmek, disintlebilecek en zor ceviri isle-
rinden biridir. Nitekim, bircok dillerde, tim Sonelerin cevirisi
yoktur. En gozlpek ¢evirmenler bile, bu mihnetli isi tstlenmek-
ten drkmus gibidirler.

ingilizceden Tiirkgeye sone cevirisi, iki dilin yapisi ve ses
diizeni birbirine hi¢ benzemedigi ve vakit vakit ters diistugu igin,
buyuk zorluklar c¢ikarmaktadir. Belki de bu yuzden, Shake-
specre’in oyunlarimn ugte ikisi —bazilari alti yedi kez— dilimize
cevrildigi halde, Soneler genellikle ihmale ugramisti. Tim So-
nelerin ilk cevirisi 1979 yilinda Saadet Bozkurt ve Bilent Boz-
kurt tarafindan yayinlandi. Titizlikle hazirlanmis olan ve oriji-
nallere sadik kalan bu yararh ¢alismada, geviriler vezinsiz, kafi-
yesiz, dizyazi iledir, yer yer misralarin agiklamasini yapiyor gi-
bidir; siirsellikten ¢cok uzaktir. Bence, siirsellik yoniinden, en
basarih drnekler arasinda, Sabri Esat Siyavusgilin bir, Can Y-
celin iki sone cevirisi vardir.

Benim Sone cevirilerim, ilk olarak, 1961 Arah§inda, rah-
metli Yasar Nebi Nayirin Varlik dergisinde yayinlanmisti. Son-
ra, birka¢ tanesi Yeditepe'de, Turk Dili'nde ve Dostta ¢ikt.
1964'te, Shakespeare’in dogumunun 400%nci yildonimiinde, 40
Soneden olusan «William Shakespeare: Soneler» baslikli kitabi-
mi yayinladim. Yeditepe Yayinevinin c¢ikardigi bu kitap hem o
yil, hem de sonraki yillarda genis ilgi gérdu. Yillar boyunca, bas
ka Sone cevirilerimi birer ikiser cesitli dergilerde yayinladim:
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Ankara Sanat, Tirk Dili, Edebiyat-Sanat, Varlik, Yeditepe vs.
Bircok Soneler cesitli antolojilerde yer aldi, siir programlarinda
okundu, derslerde kullanildi. Yildiz Kenter, istanbul Radyosu
icin, Sonelerden olusan bir program hazirladi.

Sonelere gosterilen ilgi igin bircok kimselere tesekkir borg-
luyum. Adlarini anmayi unuttuklarim olursa bagislamalarini ri-
ca ederim. Tesekkiirlerimi sunmak istediklerim arasinda, Me-
lih Cevdet Anday, Hayati Asilyazici, Mehmet Atay, ilhan Berk,
Hisamettin Bozok, Tanju Cilizoglu, Gingér Dilmen, Sikran
Giingor, Nizhet islimyeli, Yildiz Kenter, A. Turan Oflazoglu
ve Nivit Ozdogru basta gelir. Sonsuzluga gocenlerden Azra Er-
hat, Mehmet Kaplan, Yasar Nabi Nayir, Behcet Necatigil ve
Nurettin Sevin’in adlarim anmak isterim.

1985 ve 1986'da Misfik Kenter «Kahramanlar ve Soytari-
lar: Shakespeare’in Diinyasi» basligiyla yazdigim tek kisilik oyun-
da, Sonelerden birka¢ tanesini Ustiin basariyla okudu. Kendisi-
ne tesekkur borcum biyuktar.

Cem Yayinevi sahibi M. Ali U§ur’un bu kitabin yayinlan-
masina verdigi 6nemi her zaman minnetle hatirlayacagim. Onun
yakin ilgisi ve gicli destegi olmasa, Soneler kitabi giin i1si§gina
cikamazdi. Ayrica, kitabin yayinlanmasi ugrunda canla basta
calisan degerli kardesim Gilngor Dilmen’e de tesekkir ederim.

Sair Nevzat Yalgin’in yardimi igin de minnettarim. ingiliz-
ceyi ve Shakespeare’in Sonelerini olaganustii bilen Sayin Yal-
¢in, 30dan fazla ¢evirimi satir satir, kelime kelime gézden ge-
cirip orijinalleriyle karsilastirarak elestirilerde bulundu. Yaptig
onerilerin birgogundan biyik 6lcide yararlandim; bazilarini ay-
nen uyguladim. Dostum Nevzat Yalgin'in bilincli ve titiz elesti-
rileri, 30 kadar Sonenin cevirisinin daha iyi olmasini sagladi.-
Kendisine candan tesekkur ederim.

Kitabin sayfa duzeni, resimleri ve genel olarak yayina ha-
zirlanmasi konusunda arkadasim Dr. Jayne Warner’in biyik
yardimlarini gérdiim. Ona da tesekkirlerimi sunarim.
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Soneler (zerindeki c¢alismcdarima her zaman destek olan
esim Seniha T. Hdman’a tesekklr etmek isterim.

Kizim Defne Halman Dumer, kitabimin hazirlanmasina il-
ham kaynagi oldu, manevi destek sagladi. Onun ve gen¢ sanat-
¢1 arkadaslarinin Senelere gosterdikleri ilgi, bu kitabi tamam-
lamam icin hevesimi arttird.

Cevirilerde siirlerin asillarina sadik kedinmis, adaptasyon
(uyarlama) yoluna gidilmemistir. Baslica dislincem, Sonelerin
0zunl ve sesini otantik olarak Tirkcgede yeniden yaratmak, bu-
nu yaparken kulak tirmalamamak, «ceviri kokusu» vermemek
olmustur. Bu ceviriler, «sadakat ile siirsellik arasinda denge» il-
kesine gore yapilmistir. Pek ¢ogu, sanirim, Tirkce yazilmis gibi
okunabilir, ama orijinallerdeki 6zelliklerin hemen hepsi korun-
mustur.

1964'te Yeditepe Yayinevi'nin yayinladigi (40 Soneden olu-
san) kitabimin Onséz’tinde soyle demistim: «Giiniin birinde 154
Sonenin hepsinin cevrilip bir ciltte toplanmasi, en biyik dilek
ve umutlarimdan biridir.» Bu umudum gerceklestigi i¢in mut-
luyum.

Elinizdeki kitap, Shakespeare’in 154 Sonesinin timdnin ve-
zinli, uyakh ve siirsel cevirilerini iceren ilk ve tek Tirkce kitap-
tir. Umarim, okurlar Shakespeare’in bu siirlerinden hoslanirlar.
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Sonelerin Yayimlanmasi: 154 Sone ilk kez 1609 yilinda top-
luca Thomas Thorpe tarafindan basiimistir. Thorpe’un, Soneleri
Shakespeare’den degil, baska birinden alip izinsiz olarak bastigi
sanihiyor. Yanhglarla dolu olan bu birinci baskiyr Shakespeare
kitap satisa ¢iktiktan sonra gérmds. Thorpe, T.T. harflerini kul-
lanarak Soneleri adi sadece W. H. olarak verilen birisine arma-
gan etmis. W.H., armagan yazisinda, «the onlie begetter of these
insuing sonnets» diye tanitilmaktadir. «Begetter»in anlamim
iki tirli yorumlamak mumkin: Biri, «bulup getiren», ikincisi
«ilham eden». Bu anlam karisikhi§i yiziinden, W. H. adl kimse,
Soneleri Shakespeare’in haberi elmadan Thcrpe’a veren mi, yok-
sa Shakespeare’in ilham kaynagi olan mi, diye siiriip gelen bir
tartisma var. W. H. adinin kimin adi oldugu (zerinde uzun ki-
taplar ve sayisiz yazilar yazilmistir.

1640 yilinda, Soneler, John Benson tarafindan yeniden ya-
yimlanmistir. Benson, Sonelerin arasina baska siirler karistir-
mis, bashklar eklemis; birtakim deyimleri degistirmis ve Sone-
leri yeni bir siraya koymus.

Bu ilk iki baskidan bu yana, Soneler yizlerce defa basiimis-
tir. Hepsi ya da ¢ogu, yeryuziiniin bitin bellibash dillerine ve
bircok baska ufak dillere cevrilerek yayimlanmistir.

Sonelerin Bigim ve Ozellikleri: Ronesans ftalyasinda basla-
yan sone tird, Shakespeare’den dnce Ingiliz siirinde genis 6lgl-
de kullanilmis ve gelistirilmisti. Shakespeare, soneyi olgun bir
lirik siir araci olarak kivama erdirmis, bu tiriin en saglam ve
canli drneklerini vermeyi basarmistir. Bilginlerin yaptigi incele-
melerden Shakespeare’in Petrarch (1304-1374), Pierre de Ron-
sard (1524-1585) ve Torquato Tasso (1544-1595) gibi yabanci ve
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Sir Philip Sidney (1554-1586) ile Samuel Dapiel (1562-1619) gibi
ingiliz ozanlarinin sonelerini okuyup etkilendigini 6greniyoruz.

Shakespeare, italyan ve Fransiz sonesinden bigim bakimin-
dan degisik olan ingiliz sonesini kullanmistir:

a
b

b

g
g

Uyak diizeninde gériilecedi gibi, ingiliz sonesi ti¢ dortlikle
bir beyitten meydana gelmise benzer. Genellikle birinci dortlik,
konuyu sunar; ikinci dértlik konuyu genisletir; tg¢uncu dortlik
gelistirip doruga gotirir; son iki satir ise siirin 6zinl ve Ozeti-
ni verir. Shakespeare, Sonelerini her zaman bu siraya gore yaz-
mis degildir elbette. Bigim bakimindansa fazla degisiklik yap-
mamistir. Sone 126’da 14 degil, 12 satir vardir; Sone 135 apayri
bir uyak dizeniyle yazilmistir (abab/bcbc/adad/aa).

Shakespeare, Sonelerinde, piyeslerinde oldugu gibi, ¢ogun-
lukla «iambic pentameter» Olclsund kullanmistir. Bu 6lglde,
satir sirayla biri vurgusuz, biri vurgulu olmak (zere on heceden
meydana gelir. Vurgusuz heceler yerine bir (.), vurgulu yerine
de bir kisa cizgi (-) koyarsak satirin 6lcusiuni soyle gosterebili-
riz:

Bu olciiniin ingiliz siirinde ve Shakespeare’de uygulanis
kesin bir kurala bagh kalmaz: Vurgular yer degistirebilir, bir iki
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hece eklenebilir, satirlara cesitli ritmler konulabilir. Boyle der
gisiklikler olsa da olmasa da, bu 6l¢ii ses ve anlam vurgularin-
daki belirli ayrimlar dolayisiyla inis ¢ikisl ve kivrak bir ahenk
saglar.

Sonelerin Genel Onemi: Shakespeare’in sanatinda Sonele-
rin onemli bir yeri oldugu, belirli ve bilinen bir gercek. Belli-
bash trajedi ve komedileriyle birlikte Sonelerinin de titizlikle
okunup degerlendirilmesi, Shakespeare’in yaraticiligim bitln
yonleriyle gérip anlamak bakimindan bir zorunluluk olmustur.

Soneler, salt siir olarak, Shakespeare’in lirik dehasini dra-
matik eserlerinde sezinledigimizden cok daha yogun bir glgle
karsimiza cikariyor. Ustelik, Shakespeare’in bircok Kisisel ya-
santilari —hattad yer yer i¢ diinyasimn gizli késeleri— Sonelerde
gozler dnine seriliyor.

Bu iki yonden, bilginler ve elestirmenler Soneleri gdzden
gecirmigler, yorumlayip tartismislardir. Sonelerle ilgili birtakim
muammalar da Shakespeare uzmanlarini 6teden beri ugrastiri-
yor. Bu cevapsiz sorular, Sonelerin yazildigi yillardan Shake-
speare’in kendisini Sonelerinde ne denli agikladigina kadar degi-
siyor.

Sonelerin Yazildigi Yillar: Cesitli bilginlere gore, Shake-
speare’in Soneleri yazmaga basladigi yili 1588 kadar geriye, bitir-
digi yih ise 1609 kadar ileriye gotirebiliriz. Sonelerin adini anan
ilk kaynak, Francis Meres’in 1598 yilinda ¢ikmis bir kitabidir.
Sonelerle 1595 yilina kadar yazilmis olan birkag piyes (Love’s
Labour’s Lost, Two Gentlemen of Verona, Romeo and Juliet,
Richard Il, Richard Ill) ve iki uzun siir (Venus and Adonis,
Rape of Lucrece) arasindaki baglantilar, Sonelerin hi¢ degilse
bazilarinin 1595 yilindan 6nce yazilmis oldugunu gdésteriyor. Bir-
cok kaynaklarda belirtilen cesitli noktalan karsilastirarak su so-
nuca varabiliriz: Shakespeare, Sonelerini 1592 siralannda yaz-
maga baslamis, ¢cogunu 1595 yilindan sonra kaleme almis ve her-
halde 1598 siralannda tamamlamistir.
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Sarisin Gencin Kimligi: Shakespeare 154 Sonesinin ilk 126’
sini guzel, sarisin ve soylu bir gence yazmistir. 1609°da ¢ikan ilk
Sone kitabi, W. H. harfleriyle tanitilan birisine armagan edil-
mis oldugu icin, adi bu harflerle baslayan soylu kisinin kimligi
bugiine kadar aranmis ve tartisilmistir. Ugiincii Southampton
Kontu Henry Wriothesley (1573-1624), birka¢ bakimdan akla
yakin goériindyor ama, onun adinin ilk harfleri W. H. degil, H.
W. Bagka adaylar arasinda Pembroke Kontu William Herbert
(1580-1630), Southampton Kontunun uvey babasi William Har-
vey (Hervey), basimevi sahibi Thomas Thorpe’un arkadasi Wil-
liam Hall, William Hathaway, William Holgate, Shakespeare’in
yegeni William Harte var. W. H. harflerinin «William Himself»
vani «Shakespeare Kendisi» anlamina geldigi ileri strilmastar.
Oscar Wilde, Will Hughes adinda bir gen¢ aktér uydurmus ve
Shakespeare’in ona tutkun oldugu goérisiunid savunmustur. Bir
yorumcu ise gen¢ adamin Shakespeare’in kendi oglu oldugunu
One surmis ve batiin Soneleri '‘buna gore siralayip yorumlamis-
tir.

Simdiye kadar bulunan belgeler, sarisin giizel gencin kim
oldugunu kesin olarak 6grenmemiz igin yeterli degildir. Bu ba-
kimdan, gercek kimligini degil, Sonelerdeki siirsel kimligini goz-
6nlinde tutmamiz uygun olur.

Oteki Ozanin Kimligi: Birkag Sonede Shakespeare bir ra-
kip ozanin soylu gencin godziine girmis oldugundan yakinmakta-
dir. 6teki ozanin kim oldugu bilinmiyor. Uzerinde en ¢ok du-
rulan iki Unli ezan, George Chapman (1559-1634) ile Chris-
topher Marlowe (1564-1593). Baska adlar da 6ne sdrdlmustir.
Edmund Spencer, George Peel, Michael Drayton, Samuel
Daniel, Barnabe Barnes, Gervase Markham, Thomas Nashe ve
baskalari. Sone 86°nin ilk satirlari ile Chapman’in bir siiri ara-
sinda birtakim baglanti ve benzerlikler sezildi§i icin, Chapman
rakip ezan olarak akla yakin gériiniyor, ama bunu kesinlikle
sOylemek mimkin degil.
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Esmer Kadirim Kimligi: Bu komi Uzerinde uzun arastirma-
IIn* sonu¢ vermemistir. Yeni belgeler ortaya cikmadik¢a esmer
kinhnin kimligi gizli kalacaga benzer. Onsekizinci ylzyilin so-
nunda George Chalmers, esmer kadinin Kralice Elizabeth 1
(1533-1603) oldugunu ileri siirdi. Sonralari, Shakespeare’in ka-
tiss Anne Hathaway, Penelope Rich, Shakespeare’in metresi ol-
dugu sanilan Davenant gibi adlar ortaya atildi. Elizabeth Ver-
ium ile Mary Fitton, bazi bakimlardan esmer kadinin nitelikle-
rine uymaktadir. Elizabeth’in nedimelerinden biri olan Vemon,
1598 Mayisinda Southampton’la evlenmis ayni yilin Kasiminda
cocuk dogurmustu. Bu nedenle, Southampton kontu Henry
Wriothesley bir siire hapis yatti. Mary Fitton da Elizabeth’in ne-
dimelerindendi; 1601 Martinda Pembroke Kon{u William Her-
bert’ten bir ¢cocuk dodurunca Herbert hapse girdi. Bu bakimdan,
Shakespeare’in son Sonelerinde birka¢ kere agikca sézkonusu
ettigi utanc, rezalet, yizkarasi gibi olaylar ya Southampton-Ver-
non, ya da Pembroke-Fitton skandali ile ilgili olabilir. George
Bernard Shaw, «Senelerin Kara Kadini» adli piyesinde Mary
Fitton’t kabul ediyor. Bununla birlikte, esmer kadinin kimligi
kesinlikle bilinmemektedir.

Sonelerin Sirasi: Sonelerin hangi sirayla yazilmis oldugu,
Shakespeare uzmanlan arasinda uzun zamandir tartisma konu-
su. 1609 baskisinin baska yanlislarla birlikte siray1 da bozdugu-
nu one strenler var. Hig degilse yirmi kitapta Soneler ayn sira-
lara konulmustur. Birtakim yorumlara bagl olan bu siralama-
lar, ille de birinci baskidan dstin sayilmamali. Nitekim, birgok
cagdas bilginlerle editérler birinci baskidaki sirayr kullanmayi
uygun gorlyorlar. Bu kitapta da 1609 baskisinin sirasi kullanil-
mistir.

Shakespeare’in Yazmadi§i Sanilan Soneler: 154 Soneden
birkacinin Shakespeare’in kaleminden cikmadigini ya da ¢ika-
mayacagini éne sidrenler olmustur. Bunlar arasinda en fazla
s0zkonusu olanlar, 130, 145, 151, 153 ve 154 numarali Soneler-
dir. 130’un Shakespeare tarafindan o c¢agin ozanlariyla alay et-
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mek amaciyla kaleme alindigina siiphe olmamali. Bunu bir tas-
lama siiri olarak kabul edip gevirisine bu derlemede yer verdim.
Sone 145 6l¢u bakimindan biitin Sonelerden degisik oldugu igin
itiraza ugramistir. 15Fde anlam ®&nemli ama, siirin yapisi ve
Ozellikle ritmi sakat; bu yizden bazi kimseler Shakespeare’in
151°i yazmamis oldugunu ileri sirmislerdir. 153. ve 154. Sone-
lerin btinliglini bozan ve genel niteliklere uymayan iki siir-
dir. Yunancadan yarim yamalak c¢evrilmise benzeyen bu iki So-
ne, Shakespeare’in sanatciligina aykin gortindaigu icin bazi kim-
seler bunlarin baska bir ozan tarafindan yazilmis oldugunu san-
maktadir.

Sonelerde Dil ve Soyleyis: Shakespeare, Sonelerinde genel-
likle piyeslerinin ¢cogundan daha acik ve duru bir dil kullanmis-
tir. Gerek duygularinin agikca bildirilmesi, gerek kivrak bir ritm
saglanmasi icin, Shakespeare bol sayida kisa kelimeden yarar-
lanmak yoluna gitmis. Ustelik, Sonelerde piyeslerinin birgok ye-
rini zorlastiran mitolojik ve tarihi adlan kullanmaktan ve yo-
gun benzetmeler yapmaktan kaginmistir.

Yine de bazi Sonelerde bulanik ve kansik satirlar var. Shake-
speare, yer yer benzetmelerini birlestirerek okuyucuya cetre-
fil anlamlar veriyor. Belki Shakespeare’in arasira titiz davran-
mamis olmasi ytizinden, belki de eski baski yanlislan yiziinden,
icinden c¢ikilmaz duruma girmis satirlarla da karsilasiyoruz.
Vakit vakit ozanin birtakim soyleyisleri zorladigim ve cirkin
egretilemeler yaptigini gériiyoruz Ama Sonelerin en biyik zor-
lugu, s6z oyunlannda. Bazi satirlarda anlasiimasi gii¢, iki ¢
anlamli kelimeler ve soyleyisler var. Hemen hepsi bile bile ya-
pilmis olan bu s6z oyunlan (zerinde Shakespeare uzmanlari
uzun zamandir ¢ahsip tartismislardir. S6z oyununun bastan sona
strdugu 135 sayili Sonede «Will» degisik satirlarda ayn anlam-
lara geliyor ve sik sik ayni yerde birka¢ anlam birden veriyor:
«Will» hem Shakespeare’in ilk adi olan William’in kisa sekli,
hem de bazi uzmanlara goére Shakespeare’in sevguisinin adi; ay-
rica «will» ingilizcede «irade», «vasiyetname», «istek», «bilerek
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yapmak» gibi anlamlara geliyor. Shakespeare, ayni Sone iginde
butin bu anlamlan kullanmis; bazi satirlarda «will» yukarda-
ki anlamlann iki ya da (¢ tanesini birden veriyor. Bdyle soz
oyunlarinin baska dillere aktanlmasi, degme ceviricileri basari-
sizhga ugratmistir. Denebilir ki, Sonelerdeki s6z oyunlannin
hepsini tam olarak ¢evirmek, hicbir babayigitin harci degildir.

Sonelerde Shckespeare’in Kisiligi: Taninmis caddas ozan
elestirici Stephen Spender, Sonelerin diizensiz olarak tutulmus
bir siir glnligu ya da bir karsilikh konusmamn yansi gibi oldu-
gunu soylliyor. Sonelerde Shakespeare’in kendi yasantilarini ve
i¢ dinyasini ne dereceye kadar yansittigi tzerindeki tartismalar
Ondokuzuncu yizyil baglanndan beri siiriip gelmektedir. ingiliz
Romantiklerine gore, Shakespeare Sonelerde varliginin en gizli
yonlerini bile ¢inlgiplak ortaya dokmdastur.

Yirminci yuzyilin — hele son kirk elli yilin— bellibash
Shakespeare uzmaniannm ¢ogu, Romantiklerin goérisiine taban
tabana zit bir dusunceyi ileri surtyorlar. Onlara gore, Soneler
bir otobiyografi degildir, bir gondl sertiveninin 6ykisi olarak
yazilmamistir. Shakespeare Sonelerde kendinden 6nceki ve ca-
gindaki ozanlarin baslica sevgi konularini kullanmis, gerek so-
ne bicimi, gerek estetik anlayis ve ruhsal duyarlik bakimindan
bir gelenege uymus, gininiin modasini kabullenmistir. Peter
Quennell ve Northrop Frye gibi iki bilgin elestiriciye gore, So-
nelerin temalari Rénesanstan beri belirli bir sdyleyis geleneginin
cercevesi iginde siriip gelmekteydi; Shakespeare kendi gonli-
nin degil, bu estetik anlayisin siirini yazmistir. Hemen hemen
bitiin trajedi ve komedilerinde oldudu gibi, kendi agzindan ko-
nusmamis, «bir ozan» (kendisinden baska bir ozan) yaratarak
onu bir ara¢ diye kullanmistir. «

Bu iki gorusten hangisinin agir bastigim kesinlikle sdylemek
miumkin degil. Belki de bu konudaki tartisma hicbir sonug ve-
remeden siriip gidecek. ikisi ortasi bir degerlendirme, akla ya-
kin gorintyor: Soneler, gercek anlamda otobiyografik olmasa
bile, Shakespeare’in ruhunun ve yasantilarinin bazi yoénlerini

25



apacik ya da ustu kapali olarak yansitsa gerektir. Soneler her-
halde bir itiraflar dizisi, bir gunlik, bir soyunma degildir ama,
Shakespeare’in bu siirlere kisisel yasantilarini sik sik koymus
olmamasi havsalaya sigmaz. Bu bakimdan, Sonelerin Shake-
speare’in kisiligine yer yer 1sik tuttugu yargisina varmak yan-
lis olmaz.
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Shékespeare’in 154 Sonesinin genel konusu, sevgidir; dyku-
s ise bir sevgi sertiveni. Bu dykinun doért kisisi var: Ozan (bel-
ki Shakespeare’in kendisi, belki bir anlatim araci olarak yarat-
tigr bir ozan), sarisin erkek sevgili, esmer kadin ve rakip ozan.

ilk Sonelerde ozan kendisine ihsan ve yardimlarda bulunan
bir gen¢ aristokrata gucli ve heyecanli bir sevgiyle baghdir. Son-
radan, bir rakip ozanin gbze girmesi ve baska sadakatsizlikler
ylziunden acikh durumlara diser. Son Soneler, bir esmer kadina
duyulan cinsel sevgiyi anlatir. Bu kisa 6zetten anlasilacagi gibi,
154 Sone ozanin soyut sevgiden cinsel bagintilara kadar gegir-
digi tdrld tdrld ruh olaylanmn 6ykusi gibidir.

Genel konunun gelismesi bakimindan, Soneler cesitli sira
ve siniflara konulabilir, ama en belirli bélme sudur:

1 Sone I’den Sone 126’ya kadar soylu gence yazilmis olan-
lar,

2. Sone 127'den Sone 152’ye kadar esmer kadina yazilmis
olanlar,

(Sone 153 ve 154, dizinin batlnliglinden ayri dismektedir.
Bunlar, iki eski Yunan siirinden ¢ok serbest ve aksak olarak
ingilizceye aktariimistir.)

Birinci uzun bdlimdeki sevgili (Shakespeare kendisinden
yer yer «dost» ya da «arkadas» diye de bahsetmistir) genc ve
soylu bir adamdir. Bir kadin gibi giizel, ozandan ¢ok daha genc,
servet ve soyluluk bakimindan cok dstindir.

ik on yedi Sonede Shakespeare, gencin evlenmesi ve giizel-
ligini cocuklarinda devam ettirmesi igin yalvarir. Gegen zaman
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ve yaklasan ecel, giizelligin bas dismanidir. Guzellik, ancak de-
vam etmekle zamanin ve 6limin elinde yok olmaktan kurtula-
bilecektir. Onun i¢in, gen¢ adam guzelligini ¢ocuklarinda sir-
durmelidir.

Sone 18'den baslayarak, ozan, sevgilisinin glzelligini siirle-
rinde yaratmak ve yasatmak zorunlulugunu duyar. Bir yandan,
yaslanmaktan yakinan ozan, siiri —hele kendi siirini— guzelli-
gin bir gorkemli aniti olarak gorir. Zaman ve ecel sevgilisinin
gizelligini alip gotiirse bile o glizellik Sonelerde sonsuz yasaya-
caktir.

Sone 26°dan sonra, ozan, sevgilisinden bir stre uzak kalr.
Bu slrede geg¢mis glnlerin mutlulugunu 6zlem ve (zintuyle
distnar: Nedense kaderin sillesini yemis, insanlarin (ya da soy-
lu gencin) gdzinden dismustir artik.

Soylu geng, ozanin sevgisine ihanet etmistin Anlasilan, ay-
rilik sirasinda geng adam ozanin ~metresiyle disiip kalkmis. Ama
ozan, genc¢ adami Olesiye sevdigi icin bu utang verici olay bile
bagislar.

Sonra yeniden yollara disen ozan, 6zlem acsi ¢ekerken sii-
rinde sevgilisinin giizelligini bir yandan soyutlastirir, bir yandan
sonsuzlastirmaga calisir. Varhik, onun igin bir cile olmustur ar-
tik; dinyadan elini ete§ini cekmeye yeltenir, ama sevgisi Oyle
derindir ki bu distnceden cayar. Derken, sevgilisinin adi kari-
san bir rezaleti haber alinca derin bir Gzintinin pencesine du-
sup 6lumi dustnir kara kara. Yine de sevgilisini bir turlt ak-
imdan ¢ikaramaz. Gelgelelim, rakip bir ozanin gdze girmesi yu-
ziinden Shakespeare gdzden dismustir. Sevgilisini birakmaga
karar verir, ama bu sefer sevgilisi ona doéner. Ozan kuskular
icindedir, guveni kalmamistir artik. Bundan sonra sirayla ayri-
liklar baglar, sevgi yeniden canlanir, ihanetler olur: Ozan sev-
ginin 6limsuzlugund ister ama, cinsel istahlarla ihanetler ve ay-
riliklar yuziinden zaman ve ecel sevgiye karsi zafer kazanacak
duruma gelmistir.

Sone 127°den Sone 152’ye kadar uzanan ikinci bolum, oza-
nin esmer kadinla yasadigi yan aci yan tath hayatin 6ykisi. Bu
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bolimde, gen¢ adama duyulan méanevi sevgiye karsilik, esmer
kadina baglanmanin ozani cinsel isteklere tutsak distrdigi an-
latilmaktadir. Shakespeare, Elizabeth caginin gergek guzellik
saydi§i sarisinhga kiyasla esmerligin stiin oldugunu savunur.
Ozan, metresine candan bir sevgiyle bagl goriinmez. Esmerli-
gi ovmekle beraber, yer yer esmer kadini giizel degilmis gibi
gOsterir. Bazen «esmer» derken «kara», «karanlik», «som» an-
lamini vermek istiyor gibidir. Evli bir kadin olan metresi bas-
kalariyla da dislp kalkmaktadir. Ozana en buyUk, ihaneti, soylu
gencle yasamasi olmustur. Bitiin bunlara ragmen, kadinin dyle
gliclu ve gekici bir kisiligi vardir ki ozan ona korikdriine bagh
kalmakta, goénliinden bir turlt sékiip atamamaktadir. Cinsel is-
tahin zaferidir bu.

Yukardaki 6zet, Shakespeare’i Sonelerde kendi gonlinin
actlarim ve mutluluklarini anlatmis gibi gosterebilir. Belki de,
gercekten, Sonelerin otobiyografik bir niteligi var. Bunu kesin
olarak bilmiyoruz. Sonelerde Shakespeare dort bes yil siiren ve
kanli canh bir cinsel heyecandan en ince soyut sevgiye kadar
degisen bir kisisel sertiveni izlemis olabilir.

Bazi elestirmenlere gdre, Soneler Shakespeare’in kendi ha-
yatim yansitmiyor. Ben diye konusan ozan, Shakespeare’in ken-
disi degildir, sanat sesidir. Bu siirlerin gosterdigi sevgi anlayis,
ve festetik kaygilar, Ronesanstan Shakespeare ¢agma gelmis olan
bellibasli geleneklere uymaktadir: Sevgi siiri, dogrudan dogru-
ya kisisel sevgiyi anlatmaz ve onu bir duygu, bir insanlik yasan-
tist olarak inceler. Erkek ya da kadin, herhangi bir guzel varlk,
kendisi olarak degil, soyut gercekler yoniinden siire konu olur.
Yirminci Yuzyil elestirmenlerinden Northrop Frye, Shakespeare
Sonelerinin Bati uygarhdinda biling ve istemin son sinirla-
rina kadar arastiriimasina yol acan ruh arayisim ¢agin edebiyat
gelenegi icinde ozetledigini sodyliyor. Frye'a gore, Shakespeare
Bati diinyasinda Petrarch’in idealizminden Proust’un acikli bu-
nalimlarina kadar sirip gelmis olan sevgi cesitlerinin hepsini
Sonelerinde algilayip yaratmistir.
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Shakespeare’in kendi yasantilarini anlatsa da anlatmasa da,
Soneler sevginin sayisiz yonlerini ¢irilgiplak ortaya atiyor ya da
hafifce duyuruyor, alev alev heyecanla haykiriyor ya da incecik
duygularla yansitiyor, ruhun derinliklerini aydinlatiyor ya da
karanlik kivraniglari ustu-kapah sdyleyislerle gizli birakiyor.
Birbiri ardina Sonelerde sevgi dolu bir gonlii sarsan heyecanlar,
cnu didik didik eden gileler bazen canli bazen duru, ama her za-
man duygulu bir lirik sesle agiklanmis: Taparcasina sevmek, kus-
ku, 6zlem, ihanet, sevginin mutlulugu, kiskanma, iyilik ve gad-
darlik, cinsel istek, glzelligi ve sevgiyi ¢iritecek olan élim kar-
sisinda korku, hayal kirikligi, sevgi ugrunda her aciya katlanma,
umut ve karamsarlik, giinah ve su¢ duygusu, sevgili 6niinde ben-
ligin degersizligi, siirin yasatma giicti, lanet ve nefret... Sevgi-
nin insan ruhundaki her duygusu, insan yasantilarindaki her go-
rindst Sonelerin bir yerinde ifade edilmistir denebilir. Sevgiye
degin ne varsa, gonle degen ne varsa, hepsi Sonelerde. Belki de
baska higbir siir dizisi, sevgiyi bu denli derinlemesine ve genis-
lemesine yaratabilmis degildir.

Sonelerin ¢cogunlugunun geng bir erkede yazilmis olmasi ve
atesli bir sevgiyi haykirmasi, Shakespeare’de homoseksiiel (pe-
derast) egilimler oldugu disiincesine yol agmistir. Shakespeare
uzmanlan arasinda ¢dziimlenememis bir nokta bu. Herhalde
higbir vakit ¢dzimlenemeyecek. Bir ozanin bir giizel erkede hay-
ranlik ve sevgi duymasinin o caglarda bir edebiyat gelenegi ve
gunimuizdeki homosekslellik anlayisindan bambaska bir sanat
tutumu oldugunu one siiren bilginler var. 6zellikle eski italyan
sonelerinde sik sik kendini gosteren erkek sevgisini sone gelene-
ginin bir cesit geregi sanan bu goérise karsilik, bazi Sonelerde
rastlanan belirli ifadeler, Shakespeare’in sarisin gence karsi ger-
cekten homoseksiel nitelikte bir sevgi duydugu dislincesinde
azimsanamayacak bir gercek payl bulundugunu ortaya koymak-
tadir.

Shakespeare ile sevdikleri arasindaki ilintileri, felsefi ve es-
tetik yonden yorumlamak da miumkin: Shakespeare belki de sa-
risin genci ideal gizelligin simgesi olarak gorip Oyle yaratmis-
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tir. Ozan, sevgilisinin erkekligiyle kadin yiiziini esi olmayan bir
karisim halinde birlestirmis olabilir. Sarisin gencin soylulugu
da, aslinda bir ménevi temizlik, arinmis ruhun bir boyutudur.
Boyle bir glizellige duyulan sevgi, cinsel istahlarin girkinligin-
den uzak kalir. Soyut bir sevgidir 0. Sarisin gencte dis guzellik
gercek bir gondl zenginliginin, yasama duristliginin ve mane-
vi degerlerin belirtisidir. Glzellik, bu anlamda erdemdir. Sone-
lerdeki bu estetik anlayisinda (gergekten bdyle bir anlayis var-
sa) bir dinsel nitelik bulmak da mimkdin: Guzellik bir erdemse
ona goénul vermek ve tapmak, onun dstiin ahldkina ermege ¢a-
lismak gerekir. Glzelligin bdylesiyle vuslat olamayacag icin se-
ven gonil ona erisememekten dogan cileye katlanmalidir. Seven
ve bu cileyi ¢eken goénul arinir, bedenden koparak gercek te-
mizlige kavusur.

Tirlli yénlerden dogru ve yararh olsa da bunlar siir-disi ba-
kis ve yorumlardir. Asil énemli olan siirin kendi i¢ gercegidir.
Ona ermek igin en dogru ve en degerli kaynak, Sonelerdir. So-
nelerin gercedi, kendi i¢lerindedir.
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CEVIRI
ILKELERI

Bu cevirilerde anlam) duyarlik, disiince, benzetme ve eg-
retileme, sdyleyis, ses ve s6z uyusumu, ritm, uyak ve bicim ba-
kimindan Sonelerin aslina bagh kalmak amaci gidilmistir.
Ama korla koriine sadakatten kacinilmistir. Uyarlama ya da
Tlrkcede yeniden sdyleme gibi yollara bagvurulmamis; 6te yan-
dan, Turkcenin hakkim yememek, Soneleri gizel Turkge siirler
olarak cevirmek Uzerinde durulmustur.

Elizabeth Cagi ingilizcesiyle bugiinki Tiirkge arasindaki te-
mel ayriliklar yizinden, Shakespeare’i dilimize 6l¢tli ve uyakl
olarak cevirirken bitlin ince anlamlan, ses ve s6z oyunlanni,
sOyleyis ve duslince Ozelliklerini tam olarak aktarmak kolay is
degildir. Bazi kavramlarin, hele séz oyunlanmn baska bir dile
cevrilmesi olanak disidir. Yine de, Sonelerin her unsuru dzerin-
de satir satir, kelime kelime durulmus, en uygun karstliklarin
bulunmasi ugrunda hicbir caba esirgenmemistir. Herseye rag-
men, yer yer, glclikleri yenemedigimi saniyorum.

Tartisma konusu olan Soneler ve satirlarda ya ayni zor an-
lasilir s6yleyisi vermek, ya cesitli yorumlardan 'bir tanesini dogru
olarak kabul etmek, ya da celisik birka¢ yorumu bagdastirmak
zorunlulugu olmustur. Bir iki yerde, ash belirsiz kalmis sdyle-
yislerin anlamim biraz acip belirlemek gerekli oldu. Bu tek tuk
degistirmeler bir yana, genellikle cevirilerim, Sonelerin asillarina
bastan sona sadik kalmistir, denebilir. Satir satir yapilacak bir
karsilastirmanin «sadakat»e ne denli 6nem verdigimi agikca
gosterecegine inaniyorum.
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Shakespeare, soylu gence 70 Sonede «sen», 34 Sonede «siz»
diye hitabetmistir. Esmer kadin icin bastan sona «sen» kullan-
mistir. «Sen» ve «siz» ayriminin bile bile yapilmis olup olmadi-
gini kesinlikle sdylemek zor.

Sonelerin bigimi ve uyak dizeni cevirilere oldugu gibi alin-
di. Biri vurgusuz, biri vurgulu on hecenin siralanmasindan olu-
san «iambic pentameter» gibi bir nitelik vezninin dilimizde kar-
sthgr olmadigr icin, cevirileri hece vezniyle yapmayi uygun gor-
dim. On heceli «pentameter»dan dort hece uzun olmakla be-
raber, kivrakhgr dolayisiyla 7 + 7 veznini sectim. Yine de, bir
sayl Olcusu olan 7 + 7, Shakespeare’in ritmik ve kivrak vezni
yaninda zayif kaldi. Bdyle bir uyusmazli§i gidermek icin birkag
¢6zim yolu aradim:

1 — Sesli ve sessiz harfleri canli ve kivrak bir ses duzeni
icinde siralayan satirlar yazarak Shakespeare’dekine benzer bir
ritm saglamaya calismak.

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

3 —e Bazi satirlarda yedinci heceden sonraki duraktan vaz-
gecip anlami duraksiz olarak ikinci ciiz’e gecirmek.

Yalnizca bir Sone, biitiin ¢abalanma ragmen, 7 + 7 6lci-
stine sigmadi: 99 sayili Sone, 8 + 8 dlgusiyle cevrilmistir.

Elbette énemli olan, ceviri yontemi, bicim, vezin ve uyak-
tan Ote, Soneleri hem asil anlamlarina bagl kalarak, hem de
Tilrkceye tamamiyle yatkin olarak taze siirler gibi aktanp ya-
ratmaktir. Cevirilerim bunu basarabildiyse gorevimi dogru di-
rist yaptim diye sevinecegim-
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SONNET No. 1.

T Xrom 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,
Thyselfthy foe, to thy sweet selftoo 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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SONE 1

rJ
Artmasini isteriz en giizel varhiklarin

Guzelligin gll ylzi solmasin diye asla,
Bir glzel, yaslanip da géctince bugin yarin
Anisi yasar yine korpecik yavrusuyla;
Ama can yoldasindir kendi parlak gozlerin,
Kendi atesin besler ruhunun alevini;
Kithga cevirirsin bollugunu her yerin,
Kendi diismanin gibi, ezersin canevini.
Simdi sen yerylzinln taptaze bir susisdin,
Varhgin ¢icek dolu bahardan mujde tasir,
Ama kendi koncanda ruhunla gémulasan,
Pintiligin arttik¢a kendi sonun yaklasir.
Dinyaya acimazsan, oburlar gibi ancak
Varhgin da mezar da glzelligi yutacak.
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SONNET No. 2.

W hen 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,
Wiill be a tatter'd weed o f small worth held:
Then being asked where all thy beauty lies,
Where all the treasure o f 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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SONE 2

j lark yilin ki1, giizel alnini kusatti m,
Kapladi mi yizund derin ¢ukurlar artik,
Gengliginin Kibirli, stsli giyim kusami
Bes para etnlez olur, hirpani yirtik pirtik:
O zaman sorarlarsa guzelligin nerdedir,
Ding ve sen glnlerinin hazinesi ne oldu;
Dersen yuvalarina ¢okmus su gozlerdedir,
Bencillik utanciyla israfa évgudur bu.
Kavusur guzelligin cilginca alkislara
“Benim guzel cocugum beni kurtarir,” dersen
“Ve yuzuimu agartir ben yaslandiktan sonra,”
Guzelliginin onda strdiguni gostersen.
O, sen yaslandiginda yeniler varligim,
Soguktan donan kamn duyar isindigim.
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SONNET No. 3.

-*ook 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
O f 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.
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SONE 3
rJ
eXI£ynaya bak da sunu gordigun ylze soyle:
Sira gelmistir artik bir taze yiiz yapmana,
Guzelligini hemen yenilemezsen soyle,
Yerylizi yoksun kalir, lanetlenir bir ana.
Hicbir gtzel var mi ki el stirulmemis rahmi
Senin sdrdigun ciftin ekinini tepecek?
Sirf kendini sevmenin mezarini ister mi,
Gelecegi ahmakc¢a durdurur mu bir erkek?
Sen annenin aynasi olmussun da o sende
Bulmustur gencliginin glzelim baharini;
Kendi din¢ varliginla gérirsiun pencerende
Kirisiklara ragmen, su altin yillarini.
Istersen ki varhgin unutulsun ve bitsin,
Bir kuru basina 6l, izin de 6lip gitsin.
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SONNET No. 4.

llth rifty loveliness, why dost thou spend
Upon thyselfthy 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 asum of sums, yet canst not live?
For having traffic with thyselfalone
Thou of thyselfthy sweet self dost deceive:
Then how when nature calls thee to be gone,
W hat acceptable audit canst thou leave?
Thy unused beauty must be tombed with thee,
Which used, lives th'executor to be.
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SONE 4

tS avurgan gizel, nedir bu kendine harcaman’

Senin mirasin olan gizellikleri boyle?

Doga temelli vermez, 6dung verir her zaman:

Eli acik olana borg verir ictenlikle,

boyle yanhs kullanmak olur mu, guzel pinti,

Miras birakman i¢in sana birakilan1?

Kar etmeyen tefeci, bu koskoca serveti

Niye tiketiyorsun yasatmak varken cam?

Meraklisin kendinle icli digh olmaga;

Bu, tatli benligini sirf aldatmaga yarar.

Vaktin geldi diyerek'seni ¢agirsa doga

Verecedin hesapta elle tutulur ne var?
Kullanmazsan gomdlur gizelligin seninle,
Kullanirsan varisin olur da strer boyle.
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SONNET No. 5.
r
Jhose hours that with gentle work did frame
The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell
Wiill 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 o f glass,
Beauty’s effect with beauty were bereft,
Nor it nor no remembrance what it was.
But flowers distilled, though they with winter nei
Leese but their show; their substance still lives sw
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SONE 5
1/ f

Cz£Eer gozin takildigi o bir-igim-su yuzu
Ozenle, incelikle yaratan su saatler
Birer zalim olup da vurunca yaman gurzi
O essiz guzellikten kalmaz higbir hos eser.
Durmak bilmeyen zaman, yaz’1 sOkup gotarar,
Yok eder igren¢ kisin kucagina atarak;
Ozsu, ayazda donar, saglam yapraklar ¢urir:
Guzellik kar altinda, her yore ¢iplak, gorak.
Ozsuyu ciceklerden gekip almamissa yaz,
Cam duvarlar igine kapatmamissa onu,
Glzel goclp gidince guzellikten iz kalmaz:
Gelir, kendisi gibi, antlarinin sonu.

Ozsuyu cekilmisse, kis gelince o gicek

Kupkuru kalsa bile, tath 6z slrecek.
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SONNET No. 6.
rr
J hen let not winter's ragged hand deface
In thee thy summer ere thou be distilled:
Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place
W ith 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 thyselfto breed another thee,
Or ten times happier be it ten for one.
Ten times thyselfwere happier than thou art,
Iften 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
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SONE 6

yap yap, kurban gitme kisin zalim eline:

Oziin aritilmadan, yaz’r almasin senden;
Bir siseye bal akit, bir yere bir hazine
Sun gizel hazinenden, kendin sona ermeden.
Bu is haram degildir, tefecilik de degil:
Seving verir gonulli borg 6deyenlerine -
Gorevin bir baska ‘sen’ yaratmaktir, bunu bil;
iste on kat mutluluk: on gelir bir yerine.
On kat bluyuk bir gérkem dogar gur benliginden
Ortaya senin esin on tane sen c¢ikar da,
Olum, eli bogrinde kalirdi gégiince sen -
Birakirdi, yasardin gelecek kusaklarda.

Vazgec inattan: Oyle glizelsin ki, olmasin

Ecel senin fatihin, solucanlar mirasgin.
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SONNF/r No. 7.

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.
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SONE 7

(l7l(7tak, o canim aydinhk kaldirirken dogudan
Alev alev basini, cevrilir butiin gozler
()nun taptaze dogan guzelligine, hayran -
Ve kutsal gorkemine hizmet etinegi 6zler.
Sarp yamactan cikarken goklerin tepesine
(iencliginin gucinl andirir orta yasl:
(idlyuzane o fani bakislar tapar yine,
Altin yolculugunda hepsi onun yoldasi.
Yorgun arabasiyla doruga cikar ¢cikmaz
Yashlik ¢agr gelmis gibi birakir gini:
Ustiinden ayrilmayan gozler ona hi¢ bakmaz,
Baska yerleri suzer, izlemez ¢okusunu.
Sen de kendi 6gle'nde 6lip go6zlerden irak
Unutulmaktan kurtul - bir ogul yaratarak.
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SONNET No. 8.

usic to hear, why hear’st thou music sadly?
Sweet with sweets War not, joy delights in joy:
W hy 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:
W hose speechless song, being many, seeming one,
Sings this to thee: ‘Thou single wilt prove none.’
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SONE 8

o/ en ki miziksin, muzik dinlerken huznin 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 mi veriyor?

Bil ki ahengin sana tath bir sitemi bu:

“Parcalan dinleyip tima unuttun,’ diyor.

Dinle, iyi bir koca gibi, tek bir tel nasil

Yaratirsa esiyle birlikte hos bir ezgi,

Baba, ¢ocuk ve mutlu ana, yapiyor fasil:

Kulaklari oksuyor tek bir sesin ahengi.
O sozsuz sarki sanki tek bir agizdan sana
“Degerin olmaz,” diyor, “yasarsan tekbasina.”
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SONNET No. 9-

® it for fear to wet awidow’s eye
Ifhat thou consum’st thyself in single life?
h1'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 himselfsuch murderous shame commits.
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SONE 9

'l\é\é/vf dulun gozleri yas dokmesin diye mi sen
Tuketip duruyorsun kendini tekbasma?
Ah! ardinda hi¢ ¢ocuk birakmadan olursen
Dinya, dul kalmis kadin gibi yas tutar sana.
Senden dul kaldiginda, yas kurumaz gézinde,
Cunku senin benzerin gelmeyecek ardindan;
Ne var ki baska her dul, cocugunun yuzinde
Kocasini gorur de yeni guc alir ondan.
Savurganlarin yazik ettigi varlik, ancak
Yer degistirir, dinya ondan yine zevk alir,
Ama harcanip giden guzellik son bulacak,
Kullanmadan saklanip ortadan kalkacaktir.
Kim kendine karsi bu cinayeti islerse
O insanin gonlinde ask bulamaz hi¢ kimse.
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SONNET No. 10.

shame deny that thou bear’st love to any,
Who for thyselfart so unprovident!
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 murderous hate,
That 'gainst thyselfthou stick’st not to conspire,
Seeking that beauteous roofto ruinate
Which to repair should be thy chiefdesire.
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 thyselfat least kind-hearted prove:

Make thee another selffor love of me,

That beauty still may live in thine or thee.

60



SONE 10
a)/ .
ty” azik! hem kiyasiya harciyorsun kendini,
Hem gonlin yeltenmiyor hi¢ kimseyi sevmeye,
ililiyorsun, saymakla bitmez sevenler seni,
Ama besbelli sen ask duymuyorsun kimseye.
Oldiren bir nefrettir yiiregindeki seytan:
Hi¢c umurunda degil kazsan kendi kuyunu,
Cekinmezsin glizelim canevini yikmaktan
Onarmak olmaliyken asil amacin onu.
Sen tutum degistir de cayayim dustincemden,
Yumusak bir sevgi koy nefret yerine bir yol;
Gorundigin gibi ol: comert, sicak, sevecen;
Hic¢ degilse kendine yumusak yitrekli ol.
Askim ugruna bir ‘sen’ daha yarat kendine:
Guzellik onda veya sende yasasin yine.
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SONNET No. 11.

s 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 convertesi

Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase;

Without this, folly, age, and cold decay:

Ifall 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.



SONE 11

o'engligin glinden gune kalirken gerilerde

Bir yavru yaratirsan alsin diye yerini,

Dincken hayat verirsen o kdrpe can ilerde

Senden goc¢en genclige varip yasatir seni.

Boyle slrecek akil, guzellik ve basart;

Yoksa cinnet, yaslanmak, ¢irimek yer altinda:

Hi¢ kimse distinmese gelecek kusaklari,

insanlik sona erip giderdi ti¢c batinda.

Dinya c¢ogaltmak icin dogmayanlarla dolu,

Kaknem, kakavan, kaba: kisirliktan bitsinler;

Yaradan vermis sana en iyiyi, en bolu,

Bu comert armagana comertce karsilik ver.
Seni kendine mihidr yapmis, bunu boyle bil:
Sen de esler yap diye, 6lip git diye degil.
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SONNET No. 12.

hen | do count the clock that tells the time,
And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;
When | behold the violet past prime,
And sable curls o’er-siiver’d all with white;
When lofty trees | 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 | question make,
That thou among the wastes o f 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 defencij
Save breed to brave him when he takes thee hence.
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SONE 12

(a
e / aatler, ben saydikc¢a geciyor da pespese,
Nurlu gin, bakiyorum, c¢irkin geceye gé¢cmus
(jorayorum soluyor, yaslanityor menekse,
Kapkara buklimleri kapliyor apak gimus.
Yapraksiz, ¢iplak kalmis ulu agaclar iste;
Sdaruleri sicaktan korurlardi eskiden.
Yesil yaz ekiniydi: simdi devrilmis de,
Aksakal, salkimsacak, su arabada giden.
Dustinmeden edemem senin guzelligini:
Sen de ¢Okersin vaktin yikip gectikleriyle,
Cunku tath ve guzel, hersey harcar kendini,
Yetisen tazeleri gorup kosar ecele.

Kimse karsi koyamaz Zamanin tirpanina,

Kendi soyun direnir O kiyarken canina.



SONNET No. 13.

that you were your self; 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

Your selfagain after yourself’s decease,

When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear.

Who lets so fair a house fall to decfay,

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.
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SONE 13

sen keski sen olsan! Ne var ki, canlar cani,

Sen degilsin sen, ne de burda yasayan sensin.
Dilerim su yaklasan ecele hazirlanmani;
Guzel ylzunu baska birine vermelisin.
Su emanet guzellik boylece son bulmazsa,
benligin, sen 6ldikten sonra yasatir seni;
bir cocugun olursa strdurir, hic olmazsa,
() tath varhgiyla senin guzelligini,
kimse canim bir evi birakmaz ¢urimeye
Gorkemini serefle ayakta tutmak varken,
Kis gtinlerinde azgin bora olduresiye,
Sonsuz ecel ayazi, onu yaman sarsarken.

Ah! bu israf, sevgilim. Sen kendinden bilirsin:

Babam var diyorsun ya; birak, oglun da desin.
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SONNET No. 14.

ot from the stars do I my judgement pluck,
And yet methinks | have astronomy,
But not to tell ofgood or evil luck,
O f plagues, of dearths, or seasons’ quality:
Nor can | 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 | read such art
As truth and beauty shall together thrive
If from thyselfto store thou wouldst convert;
Or else of thee this | prognosticate:
Thy end is truth’s and beauty’s doom and date.



SONE 14

ev7ildizlardan derlemem vardigim yargilari,

<ysa muneccimligi enikonu bilirim;

Mna anlatmam iyi ve kotu yazgilari:

Ne afet ve kithiklar, ne altist olan mevsim.

Anlara fal bakamam, gelecegi gostermem:

Soylemem kime simsek, yagmur ve rizgar kismet,

Tahta gececeklere ikbal mijdesi vermem

(i6kkubbede bulsam da turlu tarlu alamet.

Senin gozlerindedir bildigim her ne varsa,

O degismez yildizlar kaynagidir sanatin,

bitlikte yasar gercek ve glzellik yasarsa;

Sen surdur varhgim, surup gitsin kag batin.
Yoksa, senin gelince sonun - bu falci bilir -
Gergekle guzelligin kiyamet glnl gelir.
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X SONNET No. 15-

When | 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 | 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 o f 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 ofyou,
As he takes from you | engraft you new.
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SONE 15

A

ustnuruam, herseyin buyuyip gelismesi
Kisacik bir an icin kivama varir ancak,
Ne oyunlar sunarsa koca dinya sahnesi
Son so6z yildizlardaki gizli gucte olacak;
Goriram de bitkiler gibi blyir insanlar,
Ayni g0k dnce oksar, sonra sarsar onlari,
Ozsuyla fiskiranlar gitgide disup solar.
Artik anilmaz olur ding yagiz zamanlari:
Faniligi disinmek, gercek gibi bir disle,
Seni gosterir bana gérkeminde gencligin,
Yikict Zaman, cenge tutusur Curuyusle
Senin gencglik gliniini som gece yapmak igin;

Zamanla savasirim senin sevgin ugruna,

O seni kemirse de ben can veririm sana.
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SONNET No. 16.

}ut wherefore do not you a mightier way
Make war upon this bloody tyrant Time,
And fortify yourselfin your decay
W ith means more blessed than my barren rhyme?
Now stand you on the top of happy hours,
And many maiden gardens, yet unset,
W ith 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 yourselfin eyes of men.
To give away yourself keeps your selfstill,
And you must live drawn by your own sweet skill



SONE 16
rJ
e-X/-caba neden: daha gucld yol bulamaman
Savasmak icin Zaman denen kanli zalimle?
Ve clrimemen neden baska bir kutlu yoldan
Degil de yalniz benim kisir dizelerimle?
Simdi en mutlu cadin dorugu senin yerin;
Bak, can atiyor nice el degmemis bahceler
Erdemle sana canh cicekler vermek igin-.
Bu diizmece eslerden sana ¢ok daha benzer.
Ancak yasam duzeltir yasam gizgilerini;
Zamanin kalemi, toy kalemim can katamaz
Ve i¢ degerlerinle, dis gérkeminle seni
Yansitip insanlarin gézinde yasatamaz.
Varligini sebil et: sana kalir varhgin;
Kendi elinle ¢iz ki slrsun bahtiyarhgin.
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SONNET No. 17.

W ho will believe my verse in time to come
Ifit 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.
If1 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 ofyours alive that time,
You should live twice—in it and in my rhyme.
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SONE 17

¢ T£i¢ kimse inanir mi siirime ilerde
Yazarsa bastan basa senin gercek 6vgini?
Tanri bilir, siirim varligini gizler de
Simdi bir mezar gibi orter essiz ytzind.
Anlatsam gozlerinin guzelligini bir bir.
Sayip degerlerini tiketsem sayilari.
Bir guin derler ki “Ozan yalanct midir nedir,”
“Dunyadaki yuzleri oksamis mi ki Tanr1?”
Solgun tomarlarimi hor gérerek yererler
Gercegi az, 1afi bol bir bunak diye bir gin:
Hakkin olan 6vgiye ozan sagmasi derler
Ve sisirme sozleri antika bir tirkdniin:
Ama yetistirirsen bir yavru o glnlere,
Yavrunla, siirimle yasarsin iki kere.
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SONNET No. 18.

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,
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SONE 18
a>
e_yeni bir yaz gintine benzetmek mi, ne gezer?
Cok daha guizelsin sen, ¢ok daha cana yakin:
Taze tomurcuklan sert rtizgarlar orseler,
Kisaciktir stiresi yerytzinde bir yazin:
Isildar gogun gozu, yakacak kadar sicak,
Ve sik sik kararir da yaldiz duser yizunden;
Her guzel, glzellikten erge¢ yoksun kalacak
Kader ya da varlhigin bozulmasi yiziinden-,
Ama hi¢ solmayacak sendeki 6limsuz yaz,
Guzelligin yitmez ki, asla olmaz ki hurda;
Golgesindesin diye ecel caka satamaz
Sen caglari asarken bu 6lmez satirlarda:
insanlar nefes alsin, gézler gorsin, elverir,
Yasadikca siirim, sana da hayat verir.
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SONNET No. 19.

J> evouring Time, blunt thou the lion's paws,

A A 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.
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SONE 19

«@Ilanln pencesini korlet, Zaman ejderi,
Doyur dunyayi1 kendi yavrusunun caniyla;
Kaplanin ¢enesinden s6k o keskin disleri,
Alevlerden dirilen ankayi yak kaniyla;
Istersen kasirga ol, sen mevsimleri karart,
Rizgar kanatli Zaman, yap aklina eseni,
istersen diinyay1 yik, giizel yiizleri sarart,
Ama en kalles suctan alikoyarim seni:
Sevgilimin yizunu saatlerinle oyma,
Kdéhne kalemin onu bogmamali gizgiye;
Sakin surup giderken cirkin izini koyma
Sonraki insanlara guzellik kalsin diye.
Geckin Zaman, yapsan da en som kotultklerti,
Siirimde sevgilim sonsuz yasar dipdiri.



SONNET No. 20.

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

W ith 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 awoman 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.



’ SONE 20

c raradan, kadin yiizi ¢izmis sana eliyle,

istek dolu sevgimin efendisi dilberi;

ince kadin yuregin égrenmemistir hile,

Bilmez kadinlardaki kancik doneklikleri;

(.6zlerin daha parlak, kahpelikten yoksundur,

Neye bakarsa baksin altin yaldiz kaplatir;

Urkeklerin en hosu, en hos seyler onundur,

Erkekleri buyuler, kadinlari ¢ildirtir.

Seni yaratmis olsa kadin olarak dnce

Yaradan bile ¢ilgin bir sevgi duyacakti,

Ama bir hi¢ ugruna bir fazlahk verince

Varhgina doymaktan beni yoksun birakti.
Degil mi ki kadinlar icin yaratmis seni,
Sen sevgimi al, onlar sémursin hazineni.
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SONNET No. 21.

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
W ith 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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SONE 21

c°-’2‘/?et|, baska bir ozanim. Obiir manzumeciler

Boyali glzel gorur, kalemi alir ele,

GOgu tutup onunla yazdiklarini susler,

Her guzeli benzetir kendindeki giizele.

Hem de ne satafath tesbihler, gifter gifter:

Glnesle ay; topragin, denizin cevherleri,

Nisan tomurcuklari, nice bulunmaz seyler,

Yeryuziunu kusatan o cennet gemberleri...

Ben, gercegi yazarim, benim sevgim gercek ya:

inan olsun, sevgilim, giizellerin giizeli,

Ana yavrusu gibi, pek parlak olmasa da,

Gokylzunde yanan o altin kandil misali...
Onlarin bos laflari olamaz benim igim:
Satacak degilim ki, ni¢in dvecekmisim.
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SONNET No. 22.

y glass shall not persuade me I am old
So long asyouth and thou are o f one date;
But vphen in thee Time’s furrows | 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,
W hich in thy breast doth live, as thine in me.
How can | then be elder than thou art?
O therefore, love, be of thyselfso 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.



SONE 22

/ nandiramaz aynam yaslandigima beni,
Degil mi ki dogdunuz aym gun genclikle sen;
Ama ortunce vaktin kirisiklari seni
Medet umarim 6mrim bitsin diye ecelden.
Varligina o essiz guzelligi giysen de
Gonlumiin urbasindan baska sey giyemezsin.
Y iregim sende carpar, yuregin carpar bende:
Demek ki bana gore yaslisin diyemezsin.
Onun igin, sevgilim, kendine bakman gerek,
Nasil ki ben bir hicim bakmak dururken sana,
Yiregin bende diye Ustiine titreyerek
Olmusum yavrusunu esirgeyen bir ana.

Gonlune bel baglama gonlim{ yok edersen,
Geri almak yok diye onu verdin bana sen.
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SONNET NO. 23-

-[X s 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’srite,
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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SONE 23

acemi oyuncu nasil beceriksizse

Sahnede korkusundan donakalmis dururken
Nasil fazla duyguya kapilinca bir kimse
ZayIflarsa ylregi glcunden kudururken,
Benim de bu korkuyla guvensizlikten iste
Sevgi torenindeki duam aklimdan ¢ikmis,
Sevgimin glcl beni paramparca etmis de
Askin butin yikind omuzlarima yikmis.
Oyleyse kitaplarim soylesin giizel sozler,
Sussun dilli génlimun dilsiz 1af ebeleri,
Onlar sevgi dilenir, ama bir ¢ikar bekler;
Gonlun sozu, bollukta hepsinden gok ileri.

Sessiz ask ne yazmigsa onu oku ve 6gren,

Askin ince aklidir gozlerle duyup bilen.



SONNET No. 24.

ine 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 turns 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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SONE 24

0'6zlerim ressam oldu senin guzelligine,
Kalbimin levhasina naksetti gérintinu
Bedenim de cerceve oldu senin resmine -
Derinlikle guclendi sanatin en dstlng.
Goreceksin, ressamin* ustaligr nastimis:
Gergek yuzini ¢izmek, olur ancak bu kadar.
Iste resmin kalbimde bas koseye asiimis,
Sergimde pencereler g6z nurunla isildar.
Gozler, baska gozlere ne iyilik etti, bak:
Benim gozlerim c¢izdi senin guzelligini;
Seninkiler gonlime pencereler acarak
Gunesi soktu - cossun, gozlesin diye seni.
Ama kurnaz gozlerin sanat yetenegi az:
Sirf gordigina cizer, ylregi taniyamaz.
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SONNET No. 25.

mfet those who are in favour with their stars

O f public honour and proud titles boast,

W hilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,

Unlooked 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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SONE 25

c():JUI|dI2|aI’In gOzdesi olanlar évunsinler
ikballe, iktidarla, ahmli Gnvanlarla;
Kader vermediyse de bana boyle bir zafer.
Mutluyum en saydigim beklenmedik sanlarla.
Hukumdar gozdeleri ne guzel yaprak acar;
Gunesteki kadife ¢icegidirler ancak:
iclerinde gémilii kahr kibirler, sanlar,
Cunkl kas catildi mi her gorkem yok olacak.
Savaslarda guictiyle un salan bir kahraman
Bin zafer kazansa da dusmeyegdrsin bir kez,
Adi silinir seref defterinden o zaman,
Mertlik destani artik anilarda siiremez.

Ben sevdim, sevildim ya; hepten mutlu yasarim;

Yoldan gikartilamam, ne de yoldan sasarim.
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SONNET No. 26.

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 | 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 | dare to boast how I do love thee,
Till then not show my head where thou mayst
prove me.
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SONE 26

tS evgimin sultam, ben kul oldum iste sana,
Erdemin guclendirdi benim g6rev duygumu;
Gonderdigim bu yazi, elgilik yapsin bana,
Bir zek& gosterisi degil, hizmet belgem bu.
Boyle yuce gorevi zavalli aklim belki
Anlatamaz da dogru durust, ciliz gosterir,
Ama sendeki ruh ve dustn oyle guzel ki,
Umarim, iste onu bana ¢irciplak verir.
Ugur dogar yazgimi yonelten yildizlarda,
Talihim baslayarak yaver gitmeye yine,
Yirtik pirtik sevgime giyim kusam saglar da
Layik gOsterir beni senin iyiligine.

Bir guin évunecegim sevdigim igin seni,

O gline dek gorinmem sinarsin diye beni.
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SONNET No. 27.

eary 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 | 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.



SONE 27

ANorgun argin, alirnm yatagimda solugu:

Yatak, yol yorgununa en hos dinlenme yeri.

Ama bu sefer baslar aklimin yolculugu,

Kafam c¢irpinir gévdem bitirmisken isleri;

Depresen duygularim gurbet elden o zaman

Sana varmak isteyip ugrunda hacca ¢ikar,

Bayginlasan gozlerim acildik¢ca durmadan

Sirf korlerin gérdagu karanliklara bakar:

Hic degilse ruhumda dus kuran bir gbz var da

Gormeyen bakisima senden hayal getirir,

Hayalin karanlikta elmas gibi parlar da

Korkun¢ geceyi slsler, ona taze yuz verir.
Gundiz bedenim, gece aklim huzur bulamaz,
Govdeyle bas senden de benden de kurtulamaz.
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SONNET No. 28.

f

ow can | 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’sreign,
Do in consent shake hands to torture me,
The one by toil, the other to complain
How far | toil, still farther off from thee?
I tell the day to please him thou art bright
And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven;
So flatter | 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
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SONE 28

asil dontp geleyim bedenim ding, gonlum sen?
Dinlenmek nimeti hi¢ nasib olmaz ki bana?
Gunin cefasi, huzur saglayamaz geceden:
Gun gecenin, gece ginin kiyar canina.
Kanl bicakl iki disman degiller sanki,
Elele verip bana baslarlar iskenceye:
Biri hep ise kosar, hep sizlanir oteki
Calismak beni senden uzaklastirdi diye.
Gund hos tutmak igin “Sevgilim parlak™ derim,
“Aydinlatir gokleri bulutlar kararmisken.”
Yagiz yuzli geceyi 6ver, diller dokerim:
“Yildizlar kér olunca sevgilimdir nur doken.”
Ama gln, iste her glin ¢ilemi uzatiyor;
Gece, iste her gece derdime dert katiyor.
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SONNET No. 29.

% Ken, in disgrace with Fortune and men'’s eyes,

I all alone beweep my outcast state,

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,

And look upon myselfand 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,

W ith what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myselfalmost 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 | scorn to change my state with kings.
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SONE 29

<Q¢)U§Unce insanlarin ve kaderin g6zlnden
Aforozlular gibi, yapayalniz aglarim;
irkilir sagir gokler cigliklarim yiiziinden,
Bahtima lanet okur, yiregimi daglarim;
Talihi yaver giden herkese gipta eder,
Su denli guzel olsam, dostlarim olsa derim;
Sunda sanata, bunda dehaya i¢im gider,
Oysa solda sifirdir yapmak istediklerim;
Kendimden igrenirken aklim sana dogrulup
Gonlum kara dunyay1 gerilerde birakir,
Gun dogarken yukselen bir tarla kusu olup
Cennet kapilarinda kutsal ezgiler sakir;
Oyle bir servettir ki sevgini anmak bile?
Sultanlarla yer degis deseler de nafile.

99



A SONNET No. 30.

VV Ken 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 I drown an eye, unus’d to flow,
For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night,
And weep afresh love’s loftg since cancelled woe,
And moan the expense of many a vanished sight:
Then can | grieve at grievances foregone,
And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er
The sad account of fore-bemoaned 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.

100



SONE 30

e-"~lazan gecmis gunlerden kalanlari anarim

Bir araya gelince hos sessiz dusunceler;

Aradigim seylerin yokluguna yanarim,

Gonlim yitenlerle gektigim yaslar deler:

Yas bilmeyen gozlerim bogulur da yaslara

Oliim gecesindeki sevgili dostlar igin.

Depresir ylregimde nice kapanmis yara,

Yitip gitmis ylzlere inlerim igin igin.

Gecmis yaslar yeniden beni ylrekten vurur,

Acilari saydikca bir bir, icim kan aglar;

Gonlim eski dertleri anip gile doldurur.

Borcum bitmemis gibi yine keder borcum var.
Ama, sevgili dostum, seni andim mi yeter
Butln yitenler doner, butin acilar biter.
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SONNET No. 31.

C"rH y bosom is endearéd with all hearts
Which I by lacking have supposéd 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 o f 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,
W ho all their parts of me to thee did give;
That due of many now is thine alone.

Their images | lov’'d | view in thee;

And thou, all they, hast all the all of me.
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SONE 31

gitti sanarak 6zledigim tum dostlar
Senin glzel gégsinde bir araya geldiler:
Orda hem ask, hem askin her varhgi hikimdar,.
Hem de topraga disti sandigim sevgililer.
Y urekten inandigim sevgi, géziimden caldi
Yalvaran yaslarimi nice cenazelerde
Ve oOlulerin hakkr diyerek harag aldi,
Ama, bak, onlar sende kaldilar gogseler de.
Sen godmild sevginin yasadigl mezarsin.
Yitirdigim dostlardan kalma andaglar orda,
Benden ne aldilarsa hep senin olsun varsin:
Artik yalnz senindir neler varsa onlarda.
Sevdigim goruntiler, iste gérdim, hep sende,
Hepsi birlesmis sende; hepten seninim ben de.
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SONNET No. 32.

J f 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 o f 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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SONE 32

o”/enim omrum bitince halad yasiyorsan sen,

Hoyrat 6lim gomince kemiklerimi yere,

Talihin cilvesiyle bir g6z atmak istersen

Olmuis dostundan kalan zavalli dizelere,

Karsilastir hepsini bugtinki yapitlarla:

Cok gerisindedirler ustaca yazanlarin;

Onlart siir diye degil, ask i¢in sakla:

Katma c¢ikamazlar bahtiyar ozanlarin.

icinden geliyorsa bana séyle sunlari:

“Guclenseydi dostumun Esin Perisi hele,

“Yaratisi asardil askindan doganlari,

“Alli pullu yartrdu yuksek ratbelilerle.
“Ama o 0ldi, yeni ozanlar ondan ustin:
“Onlarda sanat, dostta ask okuyorum bugin.”
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SONNET No. 33.

% many a glorious morning have | 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

W ith 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

Wi ith 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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SONE 33

gorkemli safaklar gormustmduar, hukimdar
Gozleriyle daglara koyar en sanli sisd,
Altin ylzl 6ptikce yemyesil olur kirlar,
Soluk sulara yaldiz kaplar kutsal blyusu,
Ama birden birakir gékten inmis yizine
Saldirsin diye hinzir bulutlarin yigini,
Sonra saklar ylzunu Gzgln dinyadan yine,
Batiya kacip gizler kararan varhgim;
Sevgili glinesim de dogup ruhuma doldu
Bir sabah zaferlerle gorkemlerle erkenden,
Ah, sonra gitti, ancak bir saat benim oldu,
Kara bulutlar onu yine gizledi benden.
Bu ylzden ona karsi sevgim kapilmaz hinca,
Yerdekiler solmaz mi gokte giines solunca?
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SONNET No. 34.

V Thy 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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SONE 34

\tS yle guzelim bir giin vaad edip sanki neden
Pelerin giydirmeden yola ¢ikarttin beni?
indi de kem bulutlar yari yola gelmeden,
Hain duman gizledi senin alp gorkemini.
Bora gérmus yuzuamia yagmurlar islatinca
Yetmez bulutu delip kurulamaga kosman;
Ovgii olmaz yaray! iyi eden ilaca
Utan¢ denen illete olamiyorsa derman.
Senin utanman benim ylregimi daglamaz;
Sen pismanlik duysan da olanlar yalniz bana;
Suglunun Gzintusd, pek teselli saglamaz
O sugun ¢armihint sirtinda tagtyana.
Ah, sevginden ddkiilen o inci gibi yaslar:
Onlarda serre fidye, illetlere deva var.

109



SONNET No. 35.

/Vo 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 | bring in sense—
Thy adverse party is thy advocate—
And ’'gainst myselfa lawful plea commence:
Such civil war is in my love and hate,

That I an accessary needs must be

To that sweet thiefwhich sourly robs from me.
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SONE 35

A*akinmasan da olur artik koétilugunden:
Gullerde diken vardir, gimus ¢cesmede ¢camur;
Tutulur ay ve gunes, s6ner bulut yuzinden,;
En sirin tomurcukta igren¢ kurtlar bulunur.
Kusursuz insan olmaz - bende kabahat az mi:
Ornekler verip hakh bulmak sug isleyeni?
Bu Ozirler busbatin ahlakint bozmaz mi1?
Gunahlarindan 6te bagislamisim seni.
Benim aklim savunur senin sehvet sugunu;
Avukatin gibiyim davéacin olsam bile:
Suclu ben’im, yargica kendim soéylerim bunu,
ic savasa tutusur bende nefret sevgiyle.

Sug ortagl olmaga g0Osteriyorum riza

Hi¢ acimadan beni soyan tatli hirsiza.



SONNET No. 36.

1

I et me confess that we two must be twain,
Although our undivided loves are one:
So shall those blots that do with me remain
Wi ithout 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 bewailed 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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SONE 36

ell tiraf edeyim ki ikimiz apayriyiz
Birlesik olsa bile bélinmeyen sevgimiz:
Bu utang lekeleri bende kalacak yalniz.
Bafa nasib olacak ¢ile doldurmak sensiz.
Duydugumuz sevgiler birlesir bir bakima,
Yasamimizi bolen acikh ayriliklar
Sevginin birligini altliist edemez ama,
Sevismenin tadindan tath saatler calar.
Sevgilim oldugunu aciklamam artik ben
Yanip yakildigim sug, lekeler diye seni,
Bana iyilik edip seref veremezsin sen
Feda etmeden kendi adinin serefini:

Sakin buna kalkisma; 0yle ki sana sevgim.

Benim oldugun icin iyiligin de benim.
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SONNET No. 37.

s a decrepit father takes delight

T o 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 | am not lame, poor, nor despised,

W hilst 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!



SONE 37

S leyredip haz duyar ya ¢okmds bir baba hani

Kabina sigamayan delifisek oglandan,

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.

Hakcas! bu: basina ta¢ oldu onlar; ben de

Bu essiz hazineye katiliyorum askla.

Ne sakat, ne zavalli, ne acikliyim artik

Bana dyle yaman glg¢ verdikge senin goélgen,

Yeter de artar bile senden aldigim varlik:

Gorkeminden bir parca alip yasiyorum ben.
Dilerim senin olsun en iyi ve en kutli;
Bu dilegimle bile olurum on kat mutlu.
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SONNET No. 38.

( k vcan my Muse wane subject to j,vent
While thou dost breathe that pour’st into my verse
Thine own sweet argument, too excellent
For every vulgar paper to rehearse?
Oil, 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 thyselfdost 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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SONE 38

(O eker mi benim Esin Perim konu kithgi
Sen siirime sebil ettik¢e solugunu,
Yaninda kaba kagit-kalemin kof kaldigi
Hos varligin oldukca bana en tath konu?
Ah, tim tesekkdrleri, 6vguyu kendine sun;
Varsa, al, yazdigimda degerli gérdagina.
Sen yaraticiliga 1siklar sagiyorsun,
Sanki kim dilsiz kalip yazamaz ki évguna.
Sen onuncu Peri ol, kot ozana gelen
Yash dokuz Periden on kat ylksek degerin;
Gur esinlerle dolu Peridir sana gelen:
Bu gln0 asan sonsuz dizeleri getirsin.
Bu deney cagina hos gelirse Esin Perim,
Uzgiisii benim olsun, évgiisi senin derim.
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SONNET No. 39.

k), how thy worth with manners may | sing

When thou art all the better part of me?

W hat can mine own praise to mine own self bring,

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

Even for this let us divided live,

And our dear love lose name ofsingle one,

That by this separation | 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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SONE 39

, hasil efendice dvguler sunsam sana?

Hep senin degerindir bende varsa bir deger,
Kendimi 6vmek sanki ne kazang saglar bana?
Boburlenmektir sana sdyledigim turkiler.
Sirf bu yuzden bile biz yasamaliyiz ayrri;
Tek diye bilinmesin glizel askimiz artik:
Sana verebilirim salt hakkin olanlari
Hele bir gergeklessin aramizda ayrilik.
Ah, yokluk, sen kimbilir ne korkung bir iskence
Olurdun, uzakhgin acisi saglamasa
Sevgi dislnceleri gibi hos bir eglence,
Zaman ve hayal glcl, yuregi daglamasa;

Sen 6gretmis olmasan nasil ¢ift olurmus tek

Burda bulunmayani vargicunle éverek.
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~ SONNET No. 40.

/ ake 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 thyself deceivest

By wilful taste of what thyselfrefusest.

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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SONE 40

¢ IL ftpsini al, sevgilim, ne sevgi varsa bende,
Coktan senin olmayan ne sevgi saglarsin ki?
Gergek der misin ona eline gegirsen de,
Sevdiklerimin hepsi sende degil mi sanki?
Sevgilimi alirsan gercek sevgim ugruna
Ses ¢cikarmam onunla keyif sirdigin igin;
Sevgime sirt cevirip el uzatirsan ona,
Kendini aldatirsan sugun biydgu senin.
Tath hirsiz, yine de bagislarim sugunu
Sen varimi yogumu asirsan bile benden;
Oysa daha acidir, sevenler bilir bunu,
Sevginin haksizligi nefretin sillesinden.
Guzel surtuk, kotuluk iyi gérinur sende;
Biz disman olmayalim canevimi sgksen de.
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SONNET No. 41.

T

y hose pretty wrongs that liberty commits
When | 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
W ill sourly leave her till he have prevailed?
Ay me! But yet thou mightst my seat forbear,
And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth,
W ho 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.



SONE 41

tW/en kalbinden uzakken, firsat kagirmayarak
Yaptigin su sefahat, su capkinhiklar var ya:
Hepsi de guzelligin, gencligin icin bir hak,
Cunkii nereye gitsen, arzu kosar oraya.
Herkes seni kazanmak ister cOmertsin diye;
Sen afet bir glzelsin: sevaptir glizel sevmek.
Kadin karar vermisse agina dusturmeye,
Anasindan dogmus mu ondan kacacak erkek?
Ah, yine de kalbinden kovmazsin belki beni;
Guzelligini, hoppa gencligini kinarsin.
Onlar sefahatte de birakmazlar pesini:
Zorlanirsin ve gifte ihanete kalkarsin

Guzelliginle cekip aldigin kadina da,

O guzellikle beni aldatarak saha da.



SONNET No. 42.
<T
i hat thou hast her, it is not all my grief,
And yet it may be said | loved her dearly:
T hat 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,
SufTcring my friend for my sake to approve her.
If 1 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 | are one.
Sweet flattery! Then she loves but me alone!
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L/ kadin senin oldu: derdim degil yalniz bu;

Onu essiz bir askla seviyordum, dogrudur;

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

Sevgi yok olup gitti, beni kahreden budur.

Bagislarim, clnkl ask, suca iter seveni.

Sen onu seviyorsun ben seviyorum dive;

O da benim ugruma aldatiyor ya beni.

Hatirim igin razi dostumdaki sevgiye.

Ben seni yitirirsem kaybim askimin kari

Ve onu yitirirsem dostumun kazanci var;

ikisi birlesti de ben yitirdim onlari.

Gonlimt almak icin bana hag ¢ikardilar.
Sevingliyim yine de: dostumla tek varhgiz;
Ne hos duzen! O kadin beni seviyor yalniz.
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f Vhen most | wink, then do mine eyes best see,
For all the day they view u :ngs unrespected;
But when | 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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rJ
eX/pacik goriyorum goézlerimi yumunca.
Butun gin gorduklerim tasimaz highir deger,
Ama dislerde hep sen varsin uyku boyunca;
GO0z karanlikla isir, karanliklari deler.
Bagka butun goélgeler, gélgende i1sik bulur;
Bedeninin godlgesi, mutlulugu gosterir
Isil 151l giindiize sacarak daha ¢ok nur,
Senin golgen nasil da kor gozlere fer verir.
Gozlerim kutlu olur seni seyrettikce ben,
Canli giin aydinlanir sendeki 1siklarda,
En karanlik gecede belirsiz glzel golgen
Derin uykuda sénmus g6zlere can katar da.
Seni gérmeyince benim her giinim gece;
Geceler glindiiz olur dis seni gosterince.
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J{ the dull substance of my flesh were thought,
Injurious distance should not stop my way;
For then despite of space | 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 o f 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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e’(‘)ij)g)iinceye déniisse benim etim kemigim
Yolum kurban gidemez hoyrat mesafeglere;
Ben, tum uzakliklari asip erisecegim
Sinirsiz 6telerden, senin oldugun yere.
Varsin, simsiki bassin ayagim topraklara
Diinyada bir kdsede, senden uzak mi uzak,
Cevik dustunce sicrar, dinlemez deniz, kara,
Ulasir 6zledigi yere hayal kurarak.
Ben, dustnce degilim: ah disindikce bunu
- Sen gittin, ben ugamam.- bu dldurlyor beni;
Alt tarafi, varligim biraz toprak, biraz su:
inleyerek beklerim gelecegin keyfini.
Bu iki som maddeden, birbirinin yasma
Nisan takan o agir yaslar kalacak bana.
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t le other two, slight air and purging fire,
Are both with thee, wherever | 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,
W ho even but now come back again assured
O f thy fair health, recounting it to me.
This told, | joy; but then no longer glad,
I send them back again, and straight grow sad.
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Ql/bir ikisi, hafif hava, paklayan ates,

Ben nerdeysem onlar da hep seninle beraber:

Birisi disunceme, Oteki arzuma es;

Bir vardir, bir yok: boyle hizla kayip giderler.

Bu ucucu maddeler yel yeperek yol alir,

Ask elcileri gibi, sevecenlikle sana;

Canim dért maddedendir, o ikisiyle kalir,

Uzgiin yirekle diser ecelin kucagina.

Tim varligim kavusur 6z yapisina', derken:

O hizh haberciler senden donmustur iste -

Onlar bana mijdeler getirmistir gelirken

Senin sag, sapasaglam oldugunu gérmds de.
Duyunca mutluyumdur, sonra sevincim soner;
Yine elgi yollarim, hizin kalbime doner.
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‘Mne 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’sright thy inward love of heart.
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tLS avasir gozlerimle gonlim o6lduresiye

Senin guzelliginin ganimeti yltzinden:

GOzum kovar gonlumu seni gérmesin diye,

Gonlim ister gozime pay vermemek ytzunden.

Gonlum bildirir senin orada yattigini

Oyle bir hiicrede ki giremez billar gozler;

GoOzum inkara kalkar génlin anlattigini,

Glzel ylzunin ona sigindigini soyler.

Gonlu dinleyip karar vermek igin toplanir

Diustnceler kurulu: sorusturur, hakgasi

Kurulun yargisiyla bir karara baglanir

Seven go6zun payiyla duyan gonlin pargasi:
Senin dis glzelligin olur gézimin pay!,
Gonlim kazanir askin gonlindeki dinyayi.
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y etwixt 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 himselfdoth 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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rJ
tXItiUasip birlestiler benim gézimle gonlim,
Karsihikli iyilik yaparlar, gerek varsa:
Bir bakisa acikip azap ¢ekerse gozim
Ya da seven kalbimi higkiriklar bogarsa.
Gozlerim, sevgilimin resim s6lenindedir,
Gonluma cagirirlar renklerin cumbdsiine;
Gozlerim de gonlime konuktur arada bir
Ve candan ortak olur bu sevdanin dustne.
Ya resminle bendesin ya benim askimla, bak,
Sen hep canevimdesin uzaklara gitsen de,
Kalamazsin bendeki distncelerden uzak,
Ben hep onlardayim ya, onlar her zaman sende.
Onlar uyusalar da resmin iste karsimda,
GOzl gonlu uyutmaz, sdlen yapar canimda.
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ow careful was | when | took my way
Each trifle under truest bars to thrust,
That to my use it might unusM stay
From hands of falsehood, in sure wards o f 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 ofevery vulgar thief.
Thee have | 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, | fear,
For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear.
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ty~asil da 6zenmistim yola ¢gikmadan 6nce:
Degersiz her malimi mahzene kapatarak,
Tam biraktigim gibi bulmak igin dénunce,
En glvenli yerlerde, hinzir ellerden uzak.
Mdcevherlerim senin yaninda gerden c¢opten-.
Sen essiz huzurumdun, simdi yas olacaksin;
Sen ki canlar canisin, derdim ginimsin hepten,
En adi hirsizlarin elinde oyuncaksin.
Ben sandiga koymadim, kilitlemedim seni;
Y oksan bile ordasin diye bildigim yere,
Canevime usulca sokup gizledim seni,
Girip cikasin diye kendi keyfine gore.
Seni calarlar ordan bile, iste korkum bu:
Boyle degerli 6dul, hirsiz eder namusu.

137



SONNET No. 49-

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 | 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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f/y’ giin gelsin, hazirim; erge¢ gelirse o gun

Kusurlarima bakip kasini gatacaksin,

Askinin degerine ters dusecek gdrdagun,

Bu uyusmaz hesabi silip kapatacaksin.

O gun gelsin, hazirim; el gibi gegersin ya,

O gunes gozlerinle, selam bile vermeden;

Ask buranmistir artik bambaska bir kiliga,

Asik suratin icin bulursun bircok neden.

O gin gelsin, hazirim, alistirdim kendimi:

Degerim, hakkim budur diyerek bile bile,

Kendime karsi tanik, kaldiririm elimi

Ve savunurum senin hakli 6zrini soyle:
Zavalli ben’i birak, yasalar senden yana,
Gerekge gosteremem bana sevgi duymana.
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jt=Jow heavy do | journey on the way,

When what | 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,

W hich 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 grieflies onward and my joy behind.
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m ola 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 gotiren hayvan, tzintimuan yorgunu,
Gucbelad yurir benim dert yukimu tasirken;
Zavalli, bir sezgiyle 6grenmis sanki sunu:
Binicisi hiz sevmez senden uzaklasirken.
Kanli mahmuzum bile onu 6ne siiremez
Sagrisini 6fkeyle bazen dirtukleyince;
Yalmzca inilder de, baska yamt veremez,
O, derisini desen mahmuzdan keskin bence.
Cunki o inleyisten su doguyor kafamda:

Benim derdim 6niimde, sevincimse arkamda.

141



SONNET No. 51.

Jhus can my love excuse the slow offence
O f my dull bearer, when from thee | speed:
From where thou art why should | 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.

142



SONE 51

®C/inegimin sucunu hos gorebilir sevgim:
Yavas gitti ben hizla uzaklasirken senden.
Senin oldugun yerden nicin kosup gideyim?
Donlinceye dek, kosu tutturmaga yok neden.
Ah, zavalli hayvanim ne 6zur bulur boyle,
Hizlarin en yamani bana yavas gorunur;
Ben lzengi vururum rizgéara binsem bile,
Kanatlamp ucarim, baska her hiz sirinur.
Asik atamaz higbir at arzumla o zaman,
Cunkil arzu en gicli asktan dogan yarati,
Kisner - killge et degil - atesli bir kiiheylan;
Aska karsilik sevgi, hos gorir bitkin at.
Senden uzaklasirken kasden yavas gitti ya,
Ben sana kosup onu birakacagim yaya.
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Ao am | as the rich whose bless&d 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 ofworth 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,

T o 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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asil acar da kutsal anahtariyla zengin,
Kucaklasirsa canim kitli hazinesiyle,
Seyrek tadilan zevkin kérlenmemesi igin
Nasil denetlemezse her saat - ben de dyle...
iste bunlar en mutlu, en sanli s6lenlerdir:
Arada bir gelirler upuzun yil boyunca,;
Paha bicilmez taslar, seyrek dizilenlerdir,
Ayrik mucevherlerdir gérkem verenler taca.
Zaman, mucevher kutum gibi basar bagrina
Ya da giysi dolabim gibi saklar da seni,
Essiz kutsallik versin diye essiz bir an#
Gozler 6ntne serer tutuklu gérkemini.

Erdemlerin sonsuzdur, varhigin gir ve kutlu:
Sana ermek zaferdir, sensizlik umut dolu.
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SONNET No. 53.

W hat is your substance, whereofare you made,
That millions o f 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 o f beauty set,
And you in Grecian tires are painted new.
Speak of the spring and foison of the year,
The one doth shadow o fyour beauty show,
The other as your bounty doth appear;
And you in every blessed shape we know.
In all external grace you have some part,
But you like none, none you, for constant heart.
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#Wen neden yapilmissin, varhiginin 6z ne?

Sayisiz garip golge, el pence divan sana.

Herkes tek bir kez yansir, herkeste tek bir golge;

Tek olan senden diser her golge dort bir yana.

Besbelli, sana desem gel, Adonis’i* anlat:

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

Helena’nin* yizunde her gizellik bir sanat

Ve sen Yunan giysili bir yeni sahesersin.

Dile getir ilkyazi, hasadin bollugunu,

Sendeki guzelligin golgesi olur biri,

Oteki isbat eder ne comert oldugunu -

Ve biz sende buluruz tim kutsal bigcimleri.
Senden bir pay! vardir tim dis guzelliklerin;
Gonul sadakatinde yoktur esin, benzerin,

* Adonis: Yunan mitolojisinde, her vil 8lup dirilen yakisikli geng
* Helena: Zeus ile Leda'nin guzel kizi
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SONNET No. 54.

@) 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 danker blooms have full as deep a dye

As tht 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;

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



SONE 54

c_g(Jgh, guzellik nasil da dogrulugun kattigi
Céanim suslerle kat kat giizellige barinar!
Gul, alimhdir ama, bagrinda yasattigi

Tath kokuyla bize ¢ok daha hos gorundr.
Yaban gullerinin de, biyuli kokularda
Gorkeme ermis guller kadar koyudur rengi;
Onlar da dikenlidir: yaz solugu acar da
Konca pecelerini, oynarlar dort kol ¢engi.
Ama dis gorianastir onlarin tek erdemi,
Yasarlar oksanmadan; gozlerden irak solar,
Yapayalniz olurler. Canim guller 6yle mi:
Tath 6limlerinden varliga 1tir dolar.

Sevgi dolu glzel gencg, sen solup gittiginde

Siirlerimde yasar senin 6z gergegin de.
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M ot marble, nor the gilded monuments
O f princes shall outlive this powerful rhyme;
But you shall shine more bright in these contents
Than unswept stone besmeared with sluttish time.
W hen wasteful war shall statues overturn,
And broils root out the work of masonry,
Nor Mars his sword nor war's quick fire shall burn
Thriving record ofyour memory.
‘Gainst death and all oblivious enmity
Shall you pace forth: your praise shall still find room
Even in the eyes o fall posterity
That wear this world out to the ending doom.
So, till the judgement that yourselfarise,
You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes.
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yaldizli hiikimdar anitlari, ne mermer
Omiir siiremez benim giclu siirim kadar;
Seni pasakli Zaman pis bir mezara gémer,
Ama satirlarimda guzelligin 1sildar.
Savaglar tepetaklak devirir heykellerti,
Cokertir bogusanlar yapi demez, sur demez,
Ama Mars’in* kilici, gengin ates selleri
Siirimde yasayan amm yok edemez.
Oliime ve herseyi unutturan dismana
Karsi koyacaksin sen; yeryuziniu mahsere
Y aklastiran ¢aglarin gézinde bile sana
Bir yer var 6vgum seni ¢ikarttikca goklere.
Dirilip kalkincaya kadar mahser giintinde,
Yasarsin siirimle sevenlerin gonlinde.

* Mars: Roma mitolojisinde, Savas tanrisi.
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~weet 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
W hich parts the shore where two contracted new
Come daily to the banks, that when they see
Return oflove 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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oF atl sevgi, glcuni tazele de istahin
Kdrlendi demesinler bigcak cekmeden Once;
Oyle ya, bugiin doyup yatissa bile yarin
Bulur eski glclnt yeniden bilenince.
Sen de dyle ol, sevgi: bugin ag¢ gozlerini
Tikabasa doyur da simsiki kapat, ama
lyice gérmek igin, yarin a¢ gozlerini:
Sonsuz duygusuzlukla askin rdhuna kiyma.
Bu acikli ayrilik, diyelim ki bir umman,
Boler yaman gucuyle bir sahili ikiye.
Her gun iki nisanh gelir, sevgi o zaman
Donmustir: sevinirler kiyr senlendi diye.
Ya da ayrihik kistir, nice Gzintu dolu,

Onun icin dort gozle beklenir yazin yolu.



SONNET No. 57.
i
yeing your slave, what should | do but tend
Upon the hours and times ofyour 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 afool is love that in your will,
Though you do anything, he thinks no ill.
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X Olen olmusum senin, elden baska ne gelir,
Gece glnduz el pence divanim buyruguna;
Gecirdigim saatler bastan basa bir hictir
Sen buyurmus degilsen cabalarim bosuna.
Senin igin, sultanim, saatleri gézlerken
Ben kimim ki kiseyim sonu gelmez glnlere,
Kara kara disinmem, aci cekmem 0zlerken
Ugurlar olsun dersen kdlene sen bir kere;
Ben kimim ki kiskanip kuskulanip sorayim
Kimle icli dishsin, nedir yaptigin isler;
Derdim glnum put gibi disinmeden durayim,
Mutlu kildiklarini bilmek igime igler.
Oyle korkitik sadik bir koledir ki sevda,
Seni kotl géremez bin kotulik yapsan da.
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hat 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 ofyour 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.



SONE 58

<J ann beni ilkbasta sana kul yapti, sonra

Keyfine el koymayi kurmami yasak etti,

Ya da 6zlem duymami hesapli zamanlara;

Kdlenim ya, bos vaktin olsun diye bekletti.

Ah, birak katlanayim, el penge divan: deger,

Senin 6zgurliagunin tutuklu yokluguna;

Her mihnete sabreder, her azara bas eger,

incittin diye hi¢ suc yiiklemez bile sana.

Sen nerde olursan ol, yetkin, gic¢li, 6zgursin;

Héakimsin diledigin gibi kendi vaktine;

Camn neyi isterse varsin o keyif sirsin,

Kendine sug islersen kendin bagisla yine.
Beklemek cehennemdir, ama beklerim seni,
lyi kotii demeden, suglamadan keyfini.
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be nothing new, but that which is

Hath been before, how are our brains beguiled,
W hich labouring for invention bear amiss
The second burthen ofaformer 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 o fyour frame,
Whether we are mended, or whe’er better they,
Or whether revolution be the same.

O sure | am the wits of former days

T o subjects worse have given admiring praise.



SONE 59

We nTi highir sey yoksa, yalniz eskiler varsa
Demek ki beynimize oynanan bir oyun var,
Yasamis bir gocugu dogurmagda kalkarsa
Yaratma cabasiyla sancilanarak tekrar!

Ah, su eski defterler bir donip baksa geri,
Gunesin bes ylz kere donlstnden de Once,
Gostersin eski kitap sendeki imgeleri

ilkin nasil yaziya doékiildiyse dusiince.
Acaba eski dunya neler danig, gorelim,
Sendeki gérmelere deger guzelliklere;
Onlar mi dstin, biz mi, bu isin ustasi kim,
Yoksa dontp dolasip geldik mi aym yere?

Hi¢ kuskum yok: Gec¢miste, ne sivri akillilar

Senden degersizlere dvguler yagdirdilar.
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SONNET No. 60.

»ike 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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SONE 60

oQ/)nen dalgalar gibi kayalik kiyilarda

Sonlarina kosusur 6mrimdzun anlari,

Hizla yuvarlanirlar, ¢irpinarak ardarda

Tutmak istercesine 6ne atilanlari.

Dogan varlik aydinlik gtinlere erer ermez

Olgunluga ilerler, tam kivamim bulur,

Ama som karaltilar samna aman vermez,

Zaman, armaganini yok etmeye koyulur.

Genclige vergi olan sust Zaman didikler,

Derin cizgiler kazar gizelligin alnina,

En gozde varliklari canavarlar gibi yer,

Kimse karsi duramaz amansiz tirpanina;
Ama o gaddar ele ragmen, seni dver de
Dimdik durur siirim umut dolu glinlerde.
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SONNET No. 61.

jS it thy will thy image should keep open
My heavy eyelids to the weary night?
Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken,
W hile 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 I 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.



SONE 61

(LC/J’\glr gbzkapaklarim, yorgun gece iginde
Hayalinle apacik kalsin, dilegin bu mu?
Sana benzer goélgeler, goziimle eglensin de
Keyfince parcalayip gegsinler mi uykumu?
Gonderdigin, rGhun mu canevinden uzaga
Islerime gdézkulak olsun, disiirsiin diye
Aylak saatlerimi, utancimi tuzaga.-
Hasedine, kuskuna yardakg¢ilik etmeye?
Hayir, sevgin ¢oksa da buyuk degil o kadar,
Benim kendi askimdir vermeyen uyku durak,
Iste 6z sevgim, dirlik diizenligimi bozar
Senin ugruna bana hep ndbet tutturarak.
Ben bekc¢inim, sen baska yerlerde uyaniksin
Benden uzaksin, sana baskalari ¢cok yakin.
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SONNET No, 62.

in o f 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,
N o shape so true, no truth ofsuch account,
And for myself mine own worth do define
As I all other in all worths surmount.
But when my glass shews me myselfindeed,
Beated and chopped with tanned antiquity,
Mine own self-love quite contrary | read—
Selfso self-loving were iniquity:
'Tis thee, myself, that for myself | praise,
Painting my age with beauty of thy days.



SONE 62
nJf
zyU zndime ask duymanin ginahiyla dopdolu
Gozlerim ve yuregim, varligimin her veri,
Yoktur ki bu gtinahtan kurtulmanin bir yolu:
Canevime simsiki sarilmistir kokleri.
Hos degildir kimsenin yuzu benimki kadar,
Benden yakisiklisi, benden vefalisi yok;
Olgiip biciyorum da, bende ne degerler var.
Ben herkesten dstlinim, her bakimdan, hem de ¢ok.
Ama gercek yuzimi aynada gorur gormez
Porstimis, benzim uguk, serha serha ve kdhne,
Kendime duydugum ask, ters duser bana bu kez:
Kotl seymis insanin ask duymasi kendine.
Sensin 6blr benligim, varhigimda évdigum,
Yasimi gencliginle, guzelliginle ortttim.
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SONNET No. 63.

gainst my love shall be as | am now,

W ith Time’s injurious hand crushed and o’erworn;

When hours have drained his blood and filled his brow

Wi ith lines and wrinkles; when his youthful morn

Hath travelled on to age's steepy night,

And all those beauties whereofnow he's king

Are vanishing or vanished out of sight,

Stealing away the treasure of his spring:

For such a time do | 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.



SONE 63

ty'YCumburusuk yapacak, ezecek sevgilimi
Zamanin gaddar eli nasil beni yiktiysa;
Ginler kanini emip alnina isledi mi
Kirisiklar bir kere; genclik tani ¢iktiysa
Yaslilik gecesinin karanlik yokusunu,
Hukimdari oldugu guzellikler kagisir,
Go6zden irak olarak yalniz birakir onu,
Bahar hazinesini ¢alip yokluga tasir;
Kaygim, batin gicumle karsilamak o ¢agt:
Gozlerden gonillerden yok edemesin diye
Yasliligin amansiz élduruci bigagi
Tath guzelligini - kiysa da sevgiliye:

Kara satirlarimda gézler yizina gorsun,

Siirim yasadikca taptaze Omiur sursin.
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SONNET No. 64.

en | have seen by Time's fell hand defaced
The rich proud cost of outworn buried age;
When sometime lofty towers | see down-raz’d,
And brass eternal slave to mortal rage;
When | 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 | have seen such interchange of state,
Or state itselfconfounded 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.



SONE 64

zy 6rdim anitlarini nice gérkemli ¢agin
Zamanin zalim eli yikip etmis yerle bir,
Baslari goge degen kuleler darmadagin
Ve sonsuz tung 6limin gazabina koledir;
Gordim obur okyanus yenilgiye ugratmis
Keyfince hikim siren heybetli kiyilari
Ve sert toprak kendine koca ummani katmis,
Zarar kari arttirmis, kar bayatmdas zararr;
Gordim hersey bozulur, sonsuz surip gidemez,
En saglam devlet bile glinin birinde ¢urar,
Yikimlar dusindurdi beni ister istemez:
Ergec sevgilimi de Zaman alip go6tirur.
Bana 6lum gibidir yitmesinden korkarak
Hicbir sey yapamayip varligina aglamak.
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SONNET No. 65.

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.
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SONE 65

e tung ne tas ne toprak ne de sonsuz denizler

Acikli fanilige karsi koyamazlarken,
Nasil bu kor 6fkeyle guzellik cenge girer
Cabasinda en fazla bir cicek glict varken?
Ah, nasil gogis gersin yazin tath riizgéari
Azgin gunler dort yandan ustiine yuridukee,
Bozguna ugrattikca yenilmez kayalari,
Celik kapilar bile Zamanla ¢urudikce?
Ne korkung bir duslince: Ah, nerde sakh dursun
Caglarin micevheri Caglarin sandigindan?
Bir zorlu el var mi ki bu kosuyu durdursun?
Gulzellik yagmasini kim esirgesin ondan?

Yok hicbiri, meger ki bu mucize siirsiin de

Sevdigim 1sildasin kara yazi Ustlinde.
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SONNET No. 66.

77 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 | be gone,
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.
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SONE 66

« " ktim artik dinyadan, bari 6lup kurtulsarri:

Bakin, gonlu ganiler sokakta dileniyor,

iste kirtipillerde bir sis, bir giyim kusam,

Iste en temiz inang, kallesge ¢igneniyor,

Iste utanmazlikla post kapmis yaldizli san,

iste zorla satmislar kiz oglan kiz namusu,

iste gadra ugradi dort basi mamur olan,

iste kuvvet kor-topal, devrilmis boyu bosu,

Iste zorba, sanatin agzina tikag tikmis,

Iste hitkiim siirtiyor ¢ilginhik bilgiclikle,

Iste en saf gergegin adi saflija ¢ikmis,

iste kotii bey olmus, iyi kotilye kole;
Biktim artik diinyadan, ben kalici degilim,
Gel gor ki 6lup gitsem yalniz kalir sevgilim.
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a SONNET No. 67.

L h, 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?
W hy should false painting imitate his cheek
And steal dead seeming of his living hue?
W hy should poor beauty indirectly seek
Roses of shadow since his rose is true?
W hy 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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SONE 67

s £ ,neden yasar sanki sevgilim illetlerle?

Varhgiyla senlenir imansizlar boluga...

Gunahin ekmegine neden yag strer boyle

Susleyip pusleyerek kol gezen kotuluga?

Nicin sahte boyalar ylizint taklid eder,

Canli renginden 6lu goriantuler asirir

Ve zavalli guzellik zar zor pesinden gider

Yapma gullerin - oysa tek gercek gul ondadir.

Sevgilim nigin yasar iflas etmisken Doga,

Dinmisken yiize kan ve renk veren ding damarlar?

Doga kavusmuyor ki ondan baska kaynaga.

Din évundugu kimler vardi, bugln bir o var.
Bu kot cagdan 6nce ¢cok zengin oldugunu
Gostermek icin Doga bagrina basar onu.
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SONNET No. 68.

C\]lhljs 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 aliving brow;
Before the golden tresses of the dead,
The right of sepulchres, were shorn away
To live asecond life on second head,;
Ere beauty’s dead fleece made another gay.
In him those holy antique hours are seen
Without all ornament, itselfand true,
Making no summer o f 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 o f yore.
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SONE 68

rtT)? anaklan, eskiyi gosteren bir harita:
Guzellik, dogal yasar, 6lurdu cicek gibi.
Bugunin stsu pusd, pic izleri dogup da
Olmamisti yasayan alinlann sahibi;
Olilerin sagina konan altin orglyle
Gomutin kutsal hakki kirpilmazdi o zaman,
Yeni yasam bulmazdi ikinci basta boyle;
Guzel, 610 duvakla kimseye vermezdi san.
Onda yasar bu kutsal saatleri gegmisin:
Sevgilim alli pullu degil, yalinkat, berrak;
Kimseden yesil almaz kendi ilkyazi igin,
G0z boyamaga kalkmaz eskileri soyarak,
Doga sakliyor onu - harita, hazinedir:
Dizmece Sanat gorsun eski gizellik nedir.
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SONNET No. 69.

J, hose 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, dven 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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SONE 69

»Zlunvanin goézindedir sendeki bunca deger,
Daha guzel yapamaz onlari akil, yurek;
Ruhlarin sesi olan tum diller seni 6ver,
Dismanlardan da 6vgu alir bu ciplak gergek.
Bastaci edilirken dis varhigin disardan,
Diller senin hakkini sana verirken dnce,
Vazgecerler 6vguden, satafath laflardan
GoOzln gosterdiginden oOtesini gdriince.
Senin canevindeki guzellige g6z atar
Ve yaptigin islerle kiyaslarlar da onu,
GoOziundn ici gulen bu yaratiklar katar
Guzelim cicegine igreng ot kokusunu.
Ama yakismiyorsa kokun gorundsune:
Nedeni, orta mali olmandir ele glne.

179



SONNET No. 70.

a d hatthou 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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SONE 70

t / ana kara caldilar, senin sucun degil bu:
iftira, hep iyiyi, dogruyu hedef bilir;
Guzellige takilan bir sus gibidir kusku,
Karga, gokteki en hos havalara yonelir.
lyi olursan sana deger katar iftira,
Caginin sevgisini kazanirsin ustelik;
Kurt gibi dis gecirir kotiluk goncalara,
Istah acar sendeki saf, lekesiz korpelik.
Artik ardinda kaldi gencliginin tuzagi:
Ayagini denk aldin, yenik distremedi;
Ama belli 6vglnin sonsuz olmayacagl.
Zincire vuramaz ki siddetlenen hasedi.
Kotuligun lekesi maske olmasa sana
Y ureklerin sultani olurdun tekbasina.



SONNET No. 71.

0 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 | 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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SONE 71

77 77xs tutmaya kalkisma ecel beni aldi mi,

Nobran ve mendebur ¢an bildirdi mi bir kere

Bu igreng yeryizunden kacip sigindigimi

Bana koynunu agan en igreng boceklere:

Bunlari okuyunca yazani anma derim;

Cunki oyle sonsuzca seviyorum Ki seni

Tath antlarinda unutulmak isterim

Aci cektirecekse sana dustinmek beni.

Ah ben distukten sonra bagrina topraklarin

GO0z atacak olursan bu siirlere bir gun,

Soylemesin zavalli adimi dudaklarin,

Hayatimla birlikte birak sevgin ¢urisun;
Yoksa su kurnaz dunya deser de iniltini,
Benim icin yas tuttun diye hor gorur seni.
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SONNET No. 72.

(” . lestthe 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 |
Than niggard truth would willingly impart:
O, lest your true love may seem false in this,
That you-for love speak well o f me untrue,
MYy 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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SONE 72

S LJ, ben éliince neler soyletecekler sana:
Ne buldun diyecekler, onun nesini sevdin?
lyisi mi, sevgilim, sen hepten yan ¢iz bana,
Zaten bende ne arar senin deger dedigin.
Meger ki uydurdugun erdemli yalanlarla
Hic layik olmadigim seyler yakistirasin,
Cimri gercegin vermek istediginden fazla
Bu 6liye, ardindan, dvgller yagdirasin.
Ah, belki gergek sevgin gorunir diye sahte,
istemem ask ugruna yalanciktan 6vmeni;
Adimi da gomsinler cesedimle birlikte -
Yasamasin; ne beni utandirsin, ne seni.
Utaniyorum iste bunlara yol agmaktan;
Hic deger tasimayan seylerden sen de utan.
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SONNET No. 73.
T] hét time ofyear 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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SONE 73

4 ?
cv”//ak, goreceksin bende basladigini gizin:
Avyaza karsi titrer dallardaki yapraklar,
Sararir, tek tuk kalr, diserler batun batun;
Kus sesleri kesilmis, yikik bos tapinaklar.
Bak, goreceksin bende alaca karanhgi:
Nasil glines batidan solgun solgun gidince
Kefen drten eliyle ezerse her 1s1g1
Olimin kan kardesi kapkara cirkin gece.
Bak, goreceksin bende atesin korlari var:
Geng ve ding gunlerinden kalma kuller tstunde
Olim désegindeymis gibi fersiz yatarlar;
Eceline ermistir ates kendi giictinde.

Senin bunlari gérmen arttiracak sevgini,

Ayrilik yakin diye ¢ok seveceksin beni.
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SONNET No. 74.

\ ut be contented when that fell arrest

Wi ithout 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 o f life,

The prey of worms, my body being dead,

The coward conquest of awretch’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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. SONE 74
ay, _

Uzintuye kapilma: zalim ecel kiskivrak
Tutup atinca beni dénilmez bir zindana,
Yine de siirlerim dinyada yasayarak
Varhigimi strduren bir anit olur sana.
Siirimi okursan goreceksin demektir,

Bu kutsal armagani sana birakiyorum:
Toprak, kopup geldigi topraga ddnecektir,
Ama sendedir gercek varhigim olan ruhum:
Oyleyse yitirdigin, canin posasi ancak,
Solucanlarin avi, ecel kolesi beden,
Hinzirin bicagina boyun egen bir korkak;
Oyle algak ki onu hic anmamaksin sen.
Bedenimin degeri, ruhun kabi olmaktir,
Ruhunki ise sende siirimle kalmaktir.
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SONNET No. 75.

o 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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SONE 75
rJ
tysI”klim icin sen o’sun, can igin neyse besi,
Yagmur neyse topraga en sevimli mevsimde;
Nasilsa bir cimrinin servetle cenk etmesi
Senden huzur saglamak i¢in benim c¢engim de.
Hazinesi benimdir diye tam sevinirken
Ya hirsiz ¢ag, calarsa diye irkiliyorum,;
En iyisi seninle basbasa kalmak derken,
Dunya zevkimi goérsin daha iyi, diyorum.
Bazen seni seyretmek, bana cennetten taam,
Bazen de acikirim senin tek bakisma;
Baska sevincim yoktur, baska seving aramam,
Yeter senin verdigin, vereceklerin bana.
Gunden gline ya a¢ kal, ya tika basa ye, ig¢:
Kismetime, yiyorum ne bulursam, ya da hig.
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SONNET No. 76.

A? hy is my verse so barren o f new pride,
So far from variation or quick change?
W hy with the time do | not glance aside
To new-found methods and to compounds strange?
W hy write | 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, | always write ofyou,
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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SONE 76

o/f™igin benim siirim yeni sislerden yoksun,
Ne cesnisi yeterli, ne de kivrakhgi var?
Isterim ki ¢agina sirt gevirmeyip bulsun
Taptaze soyleyisler, yepyeni anlatislar.
Yazdiklarim benziyor birbirine tipatip,
Butin siirlerimde nicin urbalar aym?
Basmakalip s6zlerini beni ortaya atip
Ele verir adimi, sanatimin ashim.
Sunu bil ki sevglim ben hep seni soylerim:
Bir sertsin, bir de sevgin kullandigim tek konu:
Eskileri yeniler en Gstun siirlerim,
Onceden ne yazmigssam yine yazarim onu:
Nasil ki glines her giin hem eskidir, hem yeni,
Sevgim de yenibastan sdyler her sdyleneni.



SONNET No. 77.
r f

Xhy 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
O f 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,
T o take a new acquaintance of thy mind.

These offices so oft as thou wilt look

Shall profit thee and much enrich thy book.



SONE 77

% zellik nasil eskir, sana gosterir aynan;
Saatin, “Bunca guzel dakikana kiydin,” der.
izler getirir her bos yaprak senin aklindan;
Su sOzleri dgretir iste sana bu defter:
Acik secik gizgiler goreceksin, hak aynana:
Onlar aklina agik gomiitler getirecek.
Cilines saatindeki golgeler soyler sana:
Hirsizlama yuriyor zaman sonsuzluga dek.
Bak, senin belleginde kalmayacak ne varsa
Yaz su bos sayfalara, yaz da gor*: ne bakimli
Olur dustncelerin ¢ocuk gibi dogarsa,
Biraktiklari izler orada kalir sakli.

Bak da saatle ayna zenginlestirsin seni,

Duislnceler kazancla doldursun defterini.
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SONNET No. 78.

o 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 learned's wing,
And give grace a double majesty.
Yet be most proud of that which | compile,
Whose influence is thine and born o f 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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SONE 78

L'sin Perimsin diye.seni ¢agirdim sik sik,
Siirime ne guzel yardimlar sagladin da,
Eline kalem alan, bana 6zendi artik,
Siirler sacti senin kanadinin altinda.
Gozlerin su dilsize turktler 6gretti ya,
Yicelerde ugmayi hem de kara cahile,
Yeni tuyler takarak bilgenin kanadina,
Guglerine glc katti katmerli bir gorkemle.
ilenim yazdiklarimdan en fazla 6vung duy sen:
Hepsine sen yon verdin, hepsi senden yarati;
baskalari yazinca tslip duzeltmek senden:
Tath varhigin susler onlardaki sanati.
Ama benim sanatim, tim varhigiyla sensin:
Beni kara cahilden bilgeye yukseltensin.
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SONNET No. 79.

A W hilst 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.

I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument

Deserves the travail of aworthier 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

N o 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 thyselfdost pay.
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(ikiden senden yardim dileyen bir bendim de,

(ilizel varhigin yalniz benim siirimdeydi;

Artik yikim basladi ince dizelerimde,

Ilasta perim yer verdi baskalarina simdi.

Tatli sevgilim, dogru: guzelligini yazan

kalem hak etmeli bu emekteki degeri;

Ne var ki sana bdyle dvgiler sunan ozan,

Hep senden caldigini yine veriyor geri.

Sende erdem bulursa o deyimi galmistir

Senin 6z varhgindan; sana gizellik verse

O guzelligi senin yanagindan almistir;

Sirf sende yasayani 6vebilir dverse.
Sakin tesekkir etme sana soyledigine,
Cunkd onun borcunu ddeyen sensin yine.
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SONNET No. 80.

how I faint when | ofyou do write,
Knowing a better spirit doth use your name,
And in the praise thereofspends all his might,
T o 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.
W hilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride;
Or, being wreck'd, I am a worthless boat,
He of tall building and ofgoodly pride.
Then if he thrive and | be castaway
The worst was this: my love was my decay.



SONE 80

S L-h, cok bocaliyorum yazdigimda évgiini,

Seni anlatip-duran ustadla yarismak zor:

Varguculyle 6viyor senin yaygin uanind,

Dilimi baglayarak bana s6z birakmiyor.

Sendeki degerlerin 0 engin ummaninda

Cihiz yelkenliler de, gugluler de yol alir,

benim findik kabugum higtir onun yaninda,

Ama senin ufkuna hi¢ yilmadan agilr.

Beni tutup yuzdirar en sig yardimin bile

O, senin derin sessiz dibinde ilerlerken:;

Ben boraya tutulsam teknecigim nafile,

Ama o, sapasaglam, magrur, dik, pupayelken.
Ben atilsam,da kalir o dort basi bayindir;
En kotlsi: batarak curimem, askimdandir.
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SONNET No. 81.

a I shall live your epitaph to make,

Or you survive when | 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 acommon 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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t4£?/dki ben sag kalir da yazarim Kkitabeni.

Belki de sen yasarsin ben ¢irirken toprakta;

Anilardan koparip alamaz 61im seni

Ben unutulsam bile tim gdzlerden uzakta.

Benim yazdiklarimla adin 6limsiz olur;

Ben bugin 6lsem herkes igin 6liyim yarin,

Topragin bana verip verecedi bir cukur,

Oysa sen hep yasarsin gozunde insanlarin.

Sevecen dizelerim anit olacak sana:

Henliz dogmamis gozler okuyacak durmadan,

Yarinki diller 6vgl sunacak varligina

Bugiin soluk alanlar go¢se bile dinyadan.
Sonsuz yasayacaksin kalemimin gucuyle,
Gireceksin her agza, her soluga, her dile.
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SONNET No. 82.

I
I grant thou wert not married to my Muse,

N And therefore mayst without attaint o’erlook

The dedicated words which writers use

O f 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

W hat 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.

204



SONE 82

aQ"t)gjru, evli degilsin benim Esin Perimle:
Ne ¢ikar yakinmadan okusan her eseri
Kutsamak i¢in o en glzel konuyu dile
Getiren yazarlarin adadigi sozleri?
Sen hem gdrindsinle, hem bilginle glizelsin,
Benim 6vgllerimi asan degerlerin var -
Artik sart oldu: Zaman, giinden gtine duzelsin,
Sen ondan daha taze izleri ara tekrar.
Oyle yap sen istersen, onlar abartsin boyle,
Zorlama, yapmacikh laflar uyduradursun;
Senin gercek erdemin, dosdogru sozleriyle
Oviilir dogruluktan hi¢ sasmayan dostumun.
Kimin yanagina kan gerekiyorsa ona
Sirdlstin adi boya; senin igin bosuna.



SONNET No. 83.

I never saw that you did painting need,

And therefore to your fair no painting set;

I found—or thought | found—you did exceed

The barren tender of a poet’s debt:

And therefore have | 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,

W hich shall be most my glory, being dumb;

For I impair not beauty, being niute,

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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trérdim, resim gerekmez senin guzelligine,
Resme hi¢ yeltenmedim seni gdstermek igin;
Gordim ya da sandim ki gitmissin otesine
Ozanin borcu olan kisir 6demelerin.
ihmalim bu yiizdendir 6vgini unuttumsa;
Sen de gorebilirsin sapasaglam yasarken:
Su yeni tuy kalemler nasil kaliyor kisa -
Erdemi, hele senin erdemini yazarken.
Sucluluguma verdin sessizligimi, iyi,
Cunki bu dilsizligim san getirecek bana;
Sususum yipratmamis oluyor guzelligi,
Baskasi, can yerine goémut verirken sana.
O guzel gozlerinin her birindeki canin
Gucunu 6vemez ki senin ¢ifte ozanin.



SONNET No. 84.

ho 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 ofyou, if he can tell
That you are you, so dignifies his story.
Let him but copy what in you is writ,
N ot 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

208



SONE 84

&)Z/laha ne diyebilir en glcli anlatanlar,

Sen iste yalniz sensin diye 6viince seni;

Dinyada kimde bunca birikmis glzellik var,

Kim bulabilir senin 6rnegini, esini?

Biraz Un saglamazsa anlattigi insana,

Kalem fukaraliktan bir deri bir kemiktir;

Hikayeni k&g§ida geciren yazar, sana

Sen iste sensin derse, yazdigim yuceltir.

Sende ne yaziliysa suret ¢ikarsin ondan,

Bozmaksizin doga’nin ortaya koydugunu;

Bak, bu es nasil verir onun sanatina san:

Her yerde hayranlikla izlerler tslibunu.
Gilzel nimetlerine sen leke suruyorsun:
Ovgilye ¢ok diiskiinsiin, deger disiiriyorsun.
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SONNET No. 85.

y tongue-tied Muse in manners holds her still,
W hile comments ofyour 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 o f well-refined pen.
Hearing you praised | 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 o f words respect,

Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect.
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SONE 85

t / Iham Perimin dili bagh, bilir haddini;

Gel gor ki baskalari 6vgine dvgu katmis,

Altin kalemler mutlu ginlere saklar seni,

Periler, siirleri senin icin yaratmis.

Baskasinda parlak s6z, bende giizel duygu var:

Cahil bir gomez gibi yalniz ‘Amin’ derim ben

Dokduldukege bigimli, 1sil 1sil dualar

Kudretli dehalarin perdahli kaleminden.

Onlar seni 6vdikce ‘Dogru, oyledir,” derim

Ve taze dvgulerle stslerim ovguleri;

O denli glcludir ki sessiz dustincelerim

Sevgim asar hepsini, lafta kalsa da geri.
Hoslansan da onlardan laf soyliyorlar diye,
inan bendeki dilsiz ama gercek sevgiye.
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SONNET No. 86.

as it the proud full sail of his great verse,

Bound for the prize ofall-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?

N o, 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.



SONE 86

ﬁun bir kalyon gibi heybetli pupayelken
Héazinene yonelen gorkemli siiri mi
Dustinceler beynimde fiskirmayi beklerken
Onlara mezar yapti dogacaklari rahmi?
Vurup camma kiyan, 6lumsuzlik katinda
Yazmay! hortlaklardan 6grenen dehasir mi?
Hayir, ne kendi, ne de gece karanliginda
El uzatan dostlar1 yipratmaz sanatimi.
Ne ozan 6vinmeli, ne de onu her gece
Dusunceyle besleyen karagin dostu hortlak
Ben yenilmisim gibi sessizlige duslnce;
Onlar gonlime asla korku sagamayacak:

Gel gor ki comert yuzin gilmus 6bir ozana,

Gugsuz kalmis siirim, konu kalmamis bana.
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SONNET No. 87.

“Vewell—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 | 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.

Thyselfthou gav’st, thy own worth then not ktiowing;

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 | had thee as a dream doth flatter,
In sleep a king, but waking no such matter.



SONE 87
"i/0
¢ 7\kosca kal! Degerin ¢ok yiksek, tutamam seni,
ililiyorum kendine ne paha bictigini;
Ozgirluge kavustun alip deger belgeni,
Iptal ettik sendeki hakkimin senedini.
Nasil tutarim seni, saglamadan iznini,
Neyim var hak edecek senin zenginligini,
Bu essiz armagana kim layik gorir beni?
Bana verilmis berat, donup buldu vereni.
Sen vermistin kendini, bilmeden degerini
Ya da bana vermekle haté isledigini,
Bir yanlis anlamanin sonucu hediyenti;
Ama, o yine buldu hatay! dizelteni.
Sen benimdiii: ridyanin gorkemleriyle doldum.
Ben, uykuda sultandim, uyaninca hi¢ oldum.

Shakcspeare, dteki Sonelerinden degisik olarak, hu Sonedeki ilk 12 satirin 10'unu
-ing takisiyla bitirmistir. Asrinda, bu -ing takilari tam kafiye sayilmaz Ceviri-
de, Shakespeare’e sadik kalarak, ayni yaklasimla, ilk 12 satiri -ni ile bitirdim.
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SONNET No. 88.

hen thou shalt be disposed to set me light,

And place my merit in the eye o f scorn,
Upon thy side against myself1'll fight,
And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn.
W ith mine own weakness being best acquainted,
Upon thy part I can set down a story
O f faults concealed wherein | am attainted,
That thou in losing me shall win much glory.
And I by this will be againer too,
For bending all my loving thoughts on thee
The injuries that to myselfl do,
Doing thee vantage, double vantage me.

Such is my love, to thee I so belong,

That for thy right myselfwill bear all wrong.



SONE 88
Cf

¢y enin g6zinde artik kalmayinca degerim,
Hor gérmege baslayip kucllttiginde beni,
Senin yanina gecip kendimle cenk ederim:
Haksizsan da korurum senin erdemlerini.
Eksiklerimi benden iyi bilen olur mu?
Birak, ben anlatayim senin yerine bir bir
Isledigim her sucu, gizli her kusurumu;
Beni yitirmek, sana san ve seref getirir.
Ben de, dogrusu, bundan saglayacagim yarar:
Gonlumdeki ask dolu dustinceleri sana
Y dnelterek kendime verdigim bunca zarar
Sana iyi gelirse katmerli iyi bana.

Benim sevgim bdyledir, varligim senin hepten:

Her sugu Ustlenirim yeter ki hakl ¢ik sen.
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SONNET No. 89.
C
ay that thou didst forsake me for some fault,
And I will comment upon that offence.
Speak of my lameness, and | straight will halt,
Against thy reasons making no defence.
Thou canst not, love, disgrace me halfso ill,
To set aform upon desired change,
As I’ll myselfdisgrace, knowing thy will.
I 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.



SONE 89

Ina sirt gevirdinse bir kusurum yuzinden
Anlatayim sugcumun nedir asl astari;
Bana topalsin dersen aksak yirurim hemen:
Savunmam, dstlenirim yukledigin sugclari.
Sen sokmak istedin ya beni baska bigime:
Sevgilim, senin bana verecegin utanci
Ben katmerli yaparim; arzun, dogdu icime,
Tanisikligr bogup oldum sana yabanci.
Hi¢c yirumem seninle; dilsiz gibi dururum,
Canim gibi sevdigim adim anmam artik -
Serde kuflrbazlik var; belki bos bulunurum,
Agzimdan kagar diye su eski tanisiklk.
Vurusurum kendime karsi senin ugruna;
Nefret ettigin kimse, sevgi duymam ona.
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SONNET No. 90.

.hen 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 awindy night a rainy morrow,

To linger out a purposed overthrow.

I fthou wilt leave me, do not leave me last,

When other petty griefs have done their spite,

But in the onset come: so shall | 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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SONE 90

¢ /L zmen nefret et benden nefret etmek istersen,
Tam simdi, dikilirken diunya benim karsima;
Beni ezmek isteyen talihe destek ol sen,
Ben yere yikildiktan sonra artik hi¢ vurma.
Ah, yapma, son bulunca tzintast gonlimun;
Ustesinden gelmistim, bicak vurma yarama,
Firtinali geceyi izleyen yagmurlu gin
Gibi Gstiime ¢cokme, zaferi oyalama.
Son birakan sen olma beni birakacaksan,
Kiymadan bana baska nice bicur tzuntd,
Sen baslangicta gel ki tadayim ta en bastan
Su talihin gticlinde her ne varsa en kotu.
Simdi yaman goriunen baska ufacik dertler
Senden yoksun kalisim yaninda hige iner.
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SONNET No. 91.

: ;'ome 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 theif horse;

And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure

Wherein it finds a joy above the rest.

But these particulars are not my measure:

All tfyese | better in one general best.

Thy love is better than high birth to me,

Richer than wealth, prouder than garments' cost,

O f more delight than hawks or horses be;

And having thee ofall men’s pride | boast:
Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take
All this away and me most wretched make.
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SONE 91

soyla oviunur, kimi hinerleriyle,

Kimininki zenginlik, kimininki sert pazi,
Kiminde giyim kusam, korkung rukisse bile,
Kiminde safkan atlar, kiminde sahin, tazi;
Her merakin kendine goére bir buyuasi var,
Hoslananlar ¢ikarmaz onu gontllerinden-,
Ama beni doyurmaz bolik porcik meraklar,
Benim bir sevgim var ki Gstundur her birinden.
Soylu dogmak nedir ki, seni sevmek elverir,
Parlak urbalardan hos, servetten daha zengin.
Bana sahinden, attan daha fazla zevk verir;
Bende butin dvingler, benim oldukga sevgin.

Derdim su ki hepsini birgun alir kagarsin,

Yoksun kalan gonlime sonsuz dertler sagarsin.



SONNET No. 92.
Z

Jut do thy worst to steal thyselfaway,
For term of life thou art assured mine;
And life no longer than thy love will stay,
For it depends upon that love of thine.
Then need | not to fear the worst o f wrongs,
When in the least of them my life hath end,;
| 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 blessed fair that fears no blot?
Thou mayst be false and yet | know it not.
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SONE 92

rV/2endini ¢calmak i¢in yap elinden geleni,

Yine de sen benimsin sonuna kadar 6mrun,;

Hayatim stirer ancak génlim sevdikce seni,

Yasamak sona erer bu sevgi bittigi gin.

Artik korkutmaz beni en korkung aci bile,

Ciinkui daha ilk act benim Oliimiim olur;

Senin keyfine kalsam ne dert biter ne cile,

Oysa simdi varhigim iskenceden kurtulur:

Artik kaygim olamaz cayarsin diye belki,

Cunku sen cayar caymaz bitmis, demektir 6mrim;

ilahtin bana verdigi firsat oyle guzel ki

Nasil mutlu sevdimse 6yle mutlu élurim.
Karanliktan korkmamak gibi mutluluk var mi?
Sen sirt ¢evirsen bile bunu ruhum duyar mi?
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SONNET No. 93.

o 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 | 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,

W hate’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
I f thy sweet virtue answer not thy show!
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SONE 93

Iy—"‘agaylp gidecedim sadik sanarak seni,
Boynuzlu koca gibi. Sevginin yuzi héala
Bana gercek gorunur, olsa bile yepyeni;
Kalbin uzaktaysa da benimsin bakislarinla.
Hicbir nefret yasatmaz senin g6zindeki nur,
Anlayamam, sendeki degisme nasil, nerden.
Sahte gonlun tarihi ¢cok gozlerden okunur:
Ofkeden, catik kastan, acayip ¢izgilerden.
Bak, Tanri yaratirken, s0yle buyurmus sana:
Sevgi, senin yuzinde sonsuza dek yasasin;
Duydugun, dasundugin, yaptiklarin bir yana,
Sadece tathliktan sz etsin bakislarin.
Guzelligin gelisir Havva elmasi gibi,
Gorunustn degilse erdemlerin sahibi.
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SONNET No. 94.

T hey 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,
UnmovM, 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 itselfit only live and die;
But if that flower 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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SONE 94

can acitmayanlar incitme giicu varken,

Herseyi yapabilir goriinup yapmayanlar,
Kaya gibi duranlar baskasini sarsarken,
Tamaha sirt gevirip haram sey kapmayanlar -
Tanri Tatfunun helal mirasgisidir hepsi,
Doga nimetlerini yok olmaktan esirger,
Hepsi kendi «ytzinin sahibi, efendisi;
Bu yetkin erdemlere herkes bekgilik eder.
Mevsime guzellikler getiren yaz ¢icegi
Yasar kendi belirli 6mrin, 6lir sonra;
Ama kotl bir illet bozar bozmaz cgigegi
Sam maskara olur en degersiz otlara.

En tath seyler eksir kot isler yaparak:

Ottan ¢ok daha igreng kokar ¢lrlyen zambak.
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SONNET No. 95.

ow sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame
Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose,
jL/oth 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 haye those vices got
W hich 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
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SONE 95

L /™ etatlar, ne sevgiler verirsin sen utanca

() bir kemirgen gibi yerken mis kokan gulu

Sende koncalar agan giizellige konunca!

Ah, gliinahlarin nice hos seylerle ortili!

Capkinca gecirdigin gunleri anlatan dil

Nirfintilik kondursa sana aci sozlerle

Yergileri yine de dévguden farkli degil:

Utanci kutsal yapar adini anmak bile.

O dusklnlukler seni segip barinmislar da

Ah, varligin hepsine essiz bir saray olmus;

Guzelligin pecesi leke komamis orda,

Goze gorunen hersey guzelliklerle dolmus.
Varim yogum, bu coémert armagana iyi bak;
Kota kullantlirsa korlenir en sert bigak.
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Sme 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 ofathroned 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 alamb he could his looks translate!

How many gazers might’st thou lead away

I f thou wouldst use the strength of all thy state!
But do not so: | love thee in such sort
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.
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eyToy diye yeren de var seni, sirtik diye de;
Gengsin, ucarisin da gtzelsin diyen de var;
Kusura da tapilir sende, guzellige de:
Gil yuzin gorundd mu hice iner kusurlar.
Nasil ki tahta ¢ikmis ecenin parmaginda
Herkesi hayran eder en degersiz micevher,
Ne aksakliklar varsa senin 6z varliginda
Hepsi dosdogru olur, gercek yerine geger.
Hain kurt ka¢ kuzuyu gafil avlayip yutar
Kurnazlik edip koyun postuna burtntnce!
Kag¢ hayranin kamp da senin yolunu tutar
Gorkemin varguculyle onlara goriinince!
Sakin buna kalkisma; Oyle ki sana sevgim,
Benim oldugun icin iyiligin de benim.
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ow like awinter hath my absence been
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year!
What freezings have | felt, what dark days seen |
What old December’s bareness everywhere! .
And yet this 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 pf 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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t / enden uzak kalisim uzun bir kisa benzer:
Carcabuk gecen yilin lezzetinden ayrilik,
Duydugum Urpertiler, gérdagim kara gunler,
Dort bir yanimda kohne cirilgiplak Aralik!
Gel gor ki bu seferki ayrilik yazin oldu:
Gebedir glz, bekliyor bir bereketli artis,
Bahar ¢capkinhiginin canh yukiyle doldu
Issiz rahimler gibi kocalardan dul kalmis;
Ama benim g6zimde bu hos girblz yavrucak
Daha dogmadan 6ksiliz, babadan yoksun eser;
Yaz ve yazin lezzeti sana baghdir ancak,
Sen uzakta kalinca kuslar sesini keser.
Kuslar sakisa bile ruhlara kasvet dolar,
Kis yaklasiyor diye butin yapraklar solar.
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rom you have | been absent in the spring,
When proud-pied April, dressed in all his trim,
Hath put aspirit of youth in everything,
That heavy Saturn laughed and leapt with him.
Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell
O f 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 | with these did play.
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t-§?ensizdim, bitun bahar yasadim senden irak;
Nisan bu, alli pullu, giyinmis sislenmis de,
Herseye genclik ruhu asitlamis, sen sakrak,
Gulup oynuyor durgun Saturnus* bile iste.
Ama canim kuslarin sdyledigi sarkilar,
Elvan elvan cigekler, burcu burcu, alaca,
Bana bir yaz masali anlattiramadilar,
O soylu cicekleri ben kesemem haraca.
Zambakta beyazliga sasmiyorum bir tirld,
Guldeki kizilligr 6vmek gelmez icimden;
Dogrusu hepsi guzel, bir i¢cim su, buyuld,
Hepsi senin resmindir, hepsinin érnegi sen.
Ama sen olmayinca kis strdi biteviye:
Bunlarla oyalandim senden gdlgeler diye.

e Saturnus: Eski Roma nin tarim ve bagcilik tanrisi
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\] he forward violet thus did I chide:
‘Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet that
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 condemned 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,ofall his growth
A vengeful canker eat him up to death.
More flowers I noted, yet | none could see
But sweet or colour it had stol’n from thee.
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JP
varken acan menekseyi payladim soyle diyerek:
“Tath hirsiz, nerden caldin o guzel kokuyu 0Oyle,
“Askimin solugundan mi? Cekip almis olsan gerek
“Yumusak yanagindaki o alligi, gérkemiyle,
“Sevgilimin damarindan, arsizca, ¢ekinmeyerek.”
Beyaz zambak benden zilgit yedi eli senden diye,
Feslegen de, koncasini senden ¢almis ya, ondan.
Gauller, dikenler tstiinde kaptimisti trpertiye:
Biri, ali al utancgtan, Oteki apak, kahrindan;
Uclinciisii ne al, ne ak: her birinden nemalanmis,
Asirdiklarina bir de senden soluk eklemisti;
Blyumus boblrlenmis de, bu soygundan cezalanmis,
Bir solucan 6¢ alarak onu éldurtp yemisti.

Bildigim bunca ¢icek var, her birinde gérdim sunu:

Ya rengini senden calmis, ya da camm kokusunu.
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|U-/here art thou, Muse, that thou forget’st so long
T o 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,
Ifany, be asatire to decay
And make Time's spoils despised everywhere.
Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life;
So thou prevent’st his scythe and crooked knife.
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*VV/~endesin, Esin Perim, ¢coktan unuttun, niye

Koz etmiyorsun sana vargicunid verenden?

Doktun coskunlugunu degersiz bir turkiye,

Ha6tldin ki 1sik alsin &di konular senden.

I>0n gel, unutkan Peri, bosa gecen zamana

lilce s6zlerle yeni bir dirlik dizenlik ver.

Ilangi kulak hayransa turkind soyle ona.

IMm verirse yazina akil glict ve hiuner.

Sevgilimin yuzlne kalk bak, uyusuk Perti,

/ainan o tath ylze kirisiklar ¢izmigse

Verin dibine batir curtytp gitmelerti,

Yikicl Vakte karsi nefret 6gret herkese.
Sevgime Un ver, assin ezip gegen Zamam,
Tut, ecel kullanmasin kor bigakla tirpani.
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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! W ilt thou not haply say,
‘Truth needs no colour with his colour fixed,
Beauty no pencil, beauty’s truth to lay,
But best is best if never intermixed’?
Because he needs no praise wilt thou be dumb?
Excuse not silence so, for it lies in thee
To make him much outlive agilded tomb
And to be praised of ages yet to be.
Then do thy office, Muse; | teach thee how
To make him seem long hence as he shows i
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o'lzellige blrlinmus gergedi unuttun ya,

Nasil giderirsin bu ihmali, haylaz Peri?

Hem gercek, hem guzellik bagl benim askima:

bak, sende de bundandir soylulugun, degeri.

Soyle diyemez misin sanki, Peri, cevap ver:

“Gercek boya istemez; kendi rengi solmaz ki;

“Guzellik, kalemsiz de, gercek resmini gizer:

“En iyiyle glzeli karistirmak olmaz ki!”

Ona 6vgu gerekmez diye susmak olur mu?

Bahane bulma: kullan génliindeki gtcun,

Yaldizli bir gdmutten Ote sen yasat onu

Ve sdylet hep gelecek caglarda 6vgusind.
Gorev basina, Peri: Ben 6greteyim sana,;
Onu simdiki gibi goster sonsuz zamana.
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"Ly love is strengthened, though more weak in seeming) j

I love notless, 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 | 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, | sometime hold my tongue,
Because | would not dull you with my song.
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(1
¢J'iclendi benim sevgim ciliz goriinse bile,
Daha az sevmiyorum, bu ters bir gérunustur.
Her yere yayilirsa sahibinin diliyle ,
Paha bigilmez diye, ask pazara dismustir.
Sevgimiz civil civil, taptaze baharinda:
Glzelim turktlerle karstliyorum onu
Nasil ki Filomda* sakir yaz baslarinda
Ama sesi kesilir geldikge mevsim sonu.
Hos, bu yaz, guzellikten yana geri kalmaz ki
Bulbalun agitlarla susturdugu geceden;
Gel gor ki tim dallar1 biker hoyrat musiki,
Orta mali meyvadir tadim tez yitiren.

Onun gibi dilimi tutarim iste boyle,

Cunkd sitkmak istemem seni tirkulerimle.

'Philomela-. “Prokne ile Philomela, Atina kurali Pandion'uri kizlaridir. Prokne, Trak-
ya kirali Tereus ile evlenir ve Itys adli bir ogullari olur. Ama. Tereus, Philo-
mela ile de sevisir ve olup biteni kiz kardesine anlatmasin diye dilini koparir.
iki kiz kardes itys'i kesip babasina yedirmekle 6¢ alirlar. Tanrilar Prokne’yi
bulbal. Philomela’yr kirlangic (baska bir anlatima gére adi glzel sesli anlami-
na gelen Philomela bulbal olur), Tereus'u da hithit kusuna déntsturirler.”
(Azra F.rhat, Mitoloji S6zligl, Remzi Kitabevi, 1972, s. 13)
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Tlack, 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 mywerses tend

Than ofyour 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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ne yoksunluklar getirdi Esin Perim,

(iticti nice gorkemler yaratmaga yeterken;
Itklenmese de olurbenim bu évgulerim
Yalinkat anlatimda daha ¢cok deger varken.
Artik yazamiyorsamsucu bana yikleme!
Karsinda beliren yuz, baktiginda aynana,
(i6lge dusurtyor da hamhalat s6zlerime,
siirimi korletip utang veriyor bana.
Duzeltmeye kalkisip bozmak gunah degil mi?
Kas yapayim derken g6z ¢ikarmak buna denir.
Seni 6vmege sebil ettim dizelerimi,
Senin erdemlerini, hinerlerini bir bir;

Oysa neler gosterir kendi baktigin ayna -

Benim siirlerimden ¢ok fazlasini sana.
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V "o me, fair friend, you never can be old,
For as you were when first your eye | 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 | seen,
Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burned,
Since first | 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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t / enin gibi gtzel dost sanki yaslanir miymis?

ilk kez goz goze geldik, essiz giizeldin hani,

Iste bugiin de dyle giizelsin. Uc karakis,

Ormanlardan silkti de tam Gc¢ yazin kibrini,

Enfes U¢ bahar, soluk bir giiz gibi kivrandi;

Nice mevsimler goc¢tl, gérdim, zaman boyunca:

Burcu burcu i¢ Nisan, U¢ Haziranda yandi;

Amasen, ilk gérdigum gibi, kérpe bir yonca...

Ah, glzellik stirmez ki; sanki bir saat kolu:

Hirsizlama yururken gidisini gérmek zor.

Belki sendeki renk de, ¢coktan tuttu da yolu,

Benim g0zum yerinde sanarak aldaniyor.
Dogum bekleyen cag, bak: korkum degil nafile;
Guzelligin yazi, sen dogmadan 6lmus bile.
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=»et not my love be called idolatry,
Nor my beloved as an idol show,

Since all alike my songs and praises be

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

Kind is my love today, tomorrow kind,

Still constant in awondrous 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,
W hich three till now never kept seat in one.
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t / utperestlik demesin benim askima kimse,
Sevgilimi put gibi gostermesinler asla;
Turkllerimin hepsi tek Kisiyi 6vmiusse
O tek kisi askimdir, severim onu hala*,
buglin de sevecendir, o yarin da sevecen,
Ondadir sasmaz vefa ve her purizsiz deger;
Sadakat eksik olmaz benim siirlerimden:
Baska s6ze yan cizip sirf vefayi soylerler.
“lyi, guizel ve sadik™, siirlerimin 6z,
“lyi, giizel ve sadik” demesem de kastim bir;
Yarattigim hep aym, degistirsem de soz,
Bu t¢ konu birlesip ufka sonsuzluk verir.
lyi, giizel ve sadik, cokluk yasarlar tek tek,
Var olmamisti tgi birlikte simdiye dek.
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hen in the chronicle o fwasted time
I 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—
O fhand, of foot, oflip, of eye, of brow—
I see their antique pen would have expressed
Even such a beauty as you master now.
So all their praises are but prophecies
O f 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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t/6rdim de gbclp giden zamanin gykusunde
Naslil anlatilmistir doyum olmaz varliklar,
Olmus sevgililerle yigitler ovglsinde
Siirlere guzellik ne guzellikler katar,
Nasil eski kalemler gizelligi yazarmis,
El ayak dudak diye, g6z diye, alin diye,
Anladim ki onlarda bir derin 6zlem varmis
Simdi sana kul olan gizelligi 6vmeye.
Onlarin 6vgdaleri, bugunin kehaneti,
Hepsi seni 6nceden anlatmayi denemis,
Gozleriyle eglenmis bilmemenin laneti,
Varhgim évmeye soluklari yetmemis:
Biz ki gizelligini bu caglarda goruriz,
Gozlerimiz hayran da dillerimiz 6vgusiz.
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~ ot mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul

O f 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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kendi korkularim, ne dinyanin ilerde
Gorecegi gunleri distnen koca kahin,
Olime mahkdm diye umut gérmediler de,
Hi¢ kisaltamadilar suresini sevgimin.
Tutulan 6limli ay katlandi karanliga.
Kendi bos fallarini som kahinler yeriyor;
Belirsizler ta¢ giyip baslarken hakanhga
Baris, sonsuz caglara defne dali veriyor.
Bu en mutlu gunleri yudum yudum icer de
Sevgim dipdiri durur, ecel kul olur bana:
Ben yasarim yokluga karsi bu siirlerde,
Olum kiyar beyinsiz siiriilerin canina.
Kendine siirimde amt bulacaksin sen,
Zorba migferleriyle tun¢g mezarlar gocerken.
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~ h a t'sin the brain that ink may character
W hich hath not figured to thee my true spirit?
W hat’s new to speak, what now to register,
N 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, 1 Yhine—
Even as when first | hallowed thy fair name.
So that eternal love in love’s fresh case
Weighs not the dust and injury o f 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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fWeyinden murekkebe dékllecek ne var ki
Suna bunca go6rinti vermesin canevimden?
Dil yeni ne soyler ki, el yeni ne yazar ki
Sendeki erdemlerden, benim sana sevgimden.
Hicbir sey, tath ¢cocuk. Sanki kutsal tdrenin
liualarim her giin séylerim birer birer;
Bkiye eski demem. Sen benimsin, ben senin:
Guzel adim nasil kutsadimsa ilk sefer.
Sonsuz sevgi hep girer taze ask kiligina;
IImursamaz zamanla tozlanip yipranmayi,
Hayat hakkl tanimaz hicbir kirisigina -
Olur en eski ¢aglar onun sadik usagi.
Ask tohumu, distnce gelisir vargicuyle
Zaman ve dis gorinus, 6lgin gosterse bile.
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never say that | 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;
Ihat is my home of love: if | have ranged,
Like him that travels | return again,
fust 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 | call,
Save thou my rose; in it thou art my all.
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' olursun, gonlime sakin vefasiz deme

Ayrilik zayiflatmis sansan da alevimi.

ikisi de bir bence: veda etmek kendime,

Ya da sOkiip gotirmek bagrindan canevimi:

Sevgi yuvam bagrindir; gezsem de bos ve izgin

lirgec yolcular gibi dénecegim bagrina,

(¢Unlerle degismeden, donmem gerektigi gun,

(¢6z yaslan dokerek kara lekem ugruna.

Varligim ne cekse de her cani kusatarak

(¢iinaha durtukleyen istahlarin elinden,

inanma, lekelenmez canevini satarak,

llir hic ugruna gegmez senin zengin sevginden;
Su koskoca dinyaya bir hi¢ der gecer gonlum,
Yalniz sen herseyimsin diinyada, guzel galim.
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las, *tis true, | Have gone here and there

And made myselfa motley to the view,

Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most dc.u

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 | never more will grind

On newer proofto try an older friend,

A god in love, to whom | am confined.
Then give me welcome, next my heaven the best, -
Even to thy pure and most most loving breast.
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rJd
e X /h, dogrudur kendimi saga sola attigim,
Vazge¢gmedigim ele giine soytariliktan,
Canevimi yiktigim, sevdigimi sattigim,
Eskileri kirdigim yeni ucariliktan.
Gercege g6z ucuyla yan baktigim da dogru,
Ama gonlime yeni genclik verdi bu suglar;
Degersiz tutkularin ortaya attigi su:
iler sevginin Gstiinde, sana olan askim var.
Hepsi yapildi, bitti; bu ask sonsuz surecek;
Artik istahlarima yenilecek degilim,
Eski dostu sinamam yeniyi deneyerek;
Ask tanrisini buldum: Onun oldu benligim.

Bagrina bas, cennete buyur et beni sen de
Ve yasat o0 tertemiz, en sevecen gogsinde.
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tor my sake do you with Fortune chide,
The guilty goddess o f 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 | were renewed,;
Whilst like awilling patient | will drink
Potions of eisel 'gainst my strong infection;
No bitterness that | 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 y\/Clur, hatirim igin, su Talihi azarla:
0 Tanriga, yaptigim koti islerden suglu,
Yuzumu guldidrmedi hos, rahat bir yasamla.
Verdi halkin 6nlnde adi bir gegim yolu.
Ihi yiizden olsa gerek, adim damga yemis de.
Talihin bu cilvesi ylizinden stnepeyim;
boyaci eli gibi, yitip gitmis el iste.
Sen acl bana, yardim et de tazeleneyim.
liysal bir hasta gibi, zehir zikkim ilaci
icerim, andim var bu illetten kurtulmaya:
Umursamam - eksiyse eksi, aclysa aci;
Yeter ki dizeleyim: raziyim ¢ift cezaya.
Bak, can dostum, sen bana acirsan, iyi belle,
Beni iyilestirir senin aciman bile.
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"VN our love and pity doth the impression fill
~ 1 Which vulgar scandal stamped upon my brow;
) For what care | who calls me well or ill,
So you o’er-green my bad, my good allow?
You are my all-the-world, and | must strive
To know my shames and praises from your tongue;
None else to me, nor | to none alive,
That my steeled sense or changes right or wrong.
In so profound abysm I throw all care
O f others’ voices that my adder’s sense
To critic and to flatterer stopped are.
Mark how with my neglect | do dispense:
You are so strongly in my purpose bred
That all the world besides methinks they're dead,
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t-S evginle acimanla, utangtan kurtulurum,
Rezaletin alnima vurdugu damga biter;
Arkamdan iyi, k6t demisler, ne umurum?
Sen kotalugu ort de iyiligi 6v, yeter.
Benim tim dinyam sensin: ancak senin dilinden
Duymaga can atarim évgimu ve yergimi;
Senden baska kimsem yok, sirf seni dinlerim ben,
Bir sen degistirirsin dogru yanhis bilgimi.
En derin ugurumun dibine firlatirim
Varligima kaygilar veren her yaban sesi;
Kim kinasa kim dévse yilan gibi sagirim.
Bak, dinle, nasil hice saytyorum herkesi;
Canevime kuruldun, hem de ne kadar gucli;
Bence diinyada senden baska her varlik 6l0.
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SONNET No. 113.

A™Nince | 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

O f bird, of flower, or shape which it doth latch.

O f 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 sta, 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

266



SONE 113
CP
tS enden ayri diseli, ben aklimla goririm:
Bana gostersin diye ydéneldigim yerleri
H yordamindan medet umarim, yari koriim;
GOzum gorur gibidir, ama sonmuastur feri.
Bu g6z, gonlime hicbir gergek iz géstermiyor,
Ne kendi gordugu kus, ne cigek, ne bir varlik;
Tarlt gorintilerden akla hi¢ pay vermiyor,
Ama bir iz tutmaga glcu yetmiyor artik.
Gorse bile en kaba, ya da en ince yuzd,
En ¢arpik yaratigi, en ¢ok sevgi vereni,
Daglan ve denizi, geceyi ve gindizu,
Kargay! vp kumruyu, hepsinde bulur seni.
Baska sey sigmaz, dolmus seninle tiklim tiklim,
Go6zUimu sahte yapar gercegi goren aklim.,
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SONNET No. 114.

» Whether doth my mind, being crowned with you,
Drink up the monarch’s plague, this flattery,
Or whether shall | 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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SONE 114

t / en aklima ta¢ oldun; kandirdi mi beni, ne,

Dalkavukluk adli su hakan kemiren veba?

inansam mi g6zimin dogru soyledigine?

Sana olan askim mi tilsim verdi acaba

Tarlu canavarlardan ve gulyabanilerden

Sana benzeyen tatli melekler yapsin diye,

Ne gecerse ansizin gozlerindeki ferden,

Her kotlyu gevirsin diye sonsuz iyiye?

birincisi: Gozimu dalkavukluk celiyor;

Aklima dolup tasan, hakanlardaki heybet;

Onun ne sevdigini gézum iyi biliyor:

Ikirdaga doldurdugu, agzina gére serbet.
Bardak zehirliyse de, asil suc, degil onda;
Korkutuk asik gozum, rehberidir aklin da.
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SONNET No. 115.

Xhose lines that | before Have writ do lie,

Even those that said | 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 o f 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 | was certain o'er incertainty,
Crowning the present, doubting of the rest?
Love is a babe; then might | not say so,
To give full growth to that which still doth grow,



SONE 115

14 nanma sana 6nce yazdigim satirlara,
“Daha ¢ok sevemem ki seni” diyene bile;
Bilmiyordum o ara: nasil olur da, sonra
Yanar yuce atesim cosup duran bir gigle.
Cetele tutan Zaman, binbir kazayla gelip
Andlara, fermanlara olmaz isler yaptirir,
Kutsal guzeli bozup, sert amaci koreltip
Nice dik kafalari baska yola saptirir.
Zaman, en yaman zorba-, gonlime korku dista,
“Artik en sevdigimsin,” desem olmaz mi sana?
Eskiden belirsizlik, kesin mi gérinmustu:
Bu an, bas taci, yarin kusku kaynagi bana?
Ask bir yavrudur; n’olur buni boyle sdylesen,
Blyumesi stiren sey, kivama erdi desen?
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SONNET No. 116.

et 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-fixed 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’snot Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Wi ithin his bending sickle’s compass come;
Love alters not with his briefhours 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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t*Moitlu birlesmesine higbir engel yok bence

Gergekten sevenlerin. Sevgi demem sevgiye

Bir doneklik yaparsa bir degisme gdoriince,

Baska yola saparsa sevgili sapti diye:

Hayir, sevgi besbelli saglam bir nirengidir,

Boralari g6zler de sallanmaz, gogus gerer,

Gemilere yon veren yildizlarin dengidir,

Degeri bilinmeden basi ta goge erer.

Zamanin soytarisi degildir sevgi asla,

Gul yazluler gécse de oragina duserek

O degismez kisacik gunlerle haftalarla,

Direnir ve katlanir mahserin ucuna dek.
Yaniliyorsam bunda ve cikarsa yanlisim,
Ne hi¢c kimse sevmistir, ne ben siir yazmisim.
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SONNHT No. 117.

ccuse me thus: that I have scanted all

Wherein | should your great deserts repay;

Forgot upon your dearest love to call,

Whereto all bonds do tie me day by day;

That | have frequent been with unknown minds

And given to time your own dear-purchased right;

That | 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 | did strive to prove
The constancy and virtue of your love.



SONE 117

t/ stersen beni sucgla veremedigim icin
Sendeki su gorkemli erdemlerin hakkim,
Unutup géz énline seremedigim icin
Beni her gun daha ¢ok saran tatl askini,
Yakinhk gostererek nedense suna buna,
Senin zor kazandigin hakki harcadim diye;
Her riizgéra kapilip yelken agmami Kkina,
Budur beni go6tiren, gozlerinden 6teye.
Bendeki her kusuru, inadi deftere yaz
Ve kesin kamtlara suphelerini ekle;
Dilersen ver yansin et, kasim catar ¢atmaz,
Ama, ah, vurma beni canlanan nefretinle.
Senden 6zir dilerim: Cabamin nedeni tek:
Askinda sadakati, kudreti belirlemek

275



SONNET No. 118.

JM-ike as, to make our appetites more keen,

W ith 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 | 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 i-lls 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 | learn, and find the lesson true,
Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you.
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¢>£/izler, istahimizi kamcilamak Gzere
Damagimiza mayhos karisimlar katariz;
Engel olalim diye goériinmez illetlere,
Once ilaci icip sonra hasta yatariz.
Nemalandim ya senin doyum olmaz tadindan,
Mideme turld tarld aci salgalar dolar-,
Doymusum tika basa, hastalanmisim bundan,
Gereksiz gorinse de bu illet, hikmeti var.
Ask icin, ileriyi gérmek hepsinden beter,
Gelecek hastaligi sezmek, yaman bir kusur;
Sapasaglam bedenim, simdi tedavi ister,
lyilikle yasarken illetle sifa bulur.
Bu da bana ders oldu; dogru s6ze ne denir:
Askindan hasta olan, ilactan zehirlenir.
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SONNET No. 119.

hat potions have | drunk of Siren tears
Distilled from limbecks foul as hell within,
Applying fears to hopes and hopes to fears,
Still losing when | saw myselfto win!
What wretched errors hath my heart committed
W hilst it hath thought itselfso blessed never!
How have mine eyes out of their spheres been fitted
In the distraction of this maddening fever!
O, beiiefitofill! 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 | have spent.
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o>
iren* gozyaslarindan nice agular ictim,
Kokmus cehennem gibi, stizulmus imbiklerden;
Umutlardan korkuya, ondan umuda gegtim,
Kazanmak Uzereydim, yitiriverdim birden.
En bayuk mutlulugum budur derken, bir yandan
Yiregim ne kadar ¢ok hatd isleyip durdu;
Gozlerim firlar gibi oldu yuvalarindan,
Humma ¢ildirtti beni, ta canevimden vurdu.
Simdi anhiyorum ki serden gelen hayir bu,
lyiyi daha iyi yaparmis kétilikler
Ve yikilmis olan agk, yeniden kuruldu mu
Daha da gir, gizel ve ylce olurmus meger.
Ogrendim, déniyorum huzuruna sevgimin,
Ug katini kazandim serden yitirdigimin.

Siren: Guzel sarki séyleyerek denizcileri aldatip yok eden vari kus. yari kadin
bir yaratik: ¢ok cazip ve tehlikeli kadin anlamina da kullanilir.



SONNET No. 120.

~NJhat you were once unkind befriends me now,

And for that sorrow which I then did feel

Needs must | under my transgression bow,

Unless my nerves were brass or hammered steel.

For if you were by my unkindness shaken

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

And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken

To weigh how once | suffered in your crime.

O, that our night o f woe might have remembered

My deepest sense how hard true sorrow hits,

And soon to you as you to me then tendered

The humble salve which wounded bosoms fits!
But that your trespass now becomes a fee:
Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom
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eq%na simdi yariyor ¢ekmis olmam gileni,
O eski Uzlntuyl dastnunce Ustelik,
Caresiz, kendi sucum ezip geciyor beni,
Oyle ya, sinirlerim tunc¢ degil, ne de celik.
Bana cektirdigini kendin cektinse eger,
Cehennem olmus demek her ginun ve her gecen;
Ben zalimin biriyim: disinmemisim meger
Nasil kivrandirmisti beni senin iskencen.
O 1stirap gecemiz hatirlatsayd! bana
Gercek acimn nasil derinden destigini,
Birbirimizin merhem sirersek yarasina
Daglanmis yureklerin tez iyilestigini!
Senin sucun denk geldi kendi kefaretine:
Seninle karsihikli 6dtyoruz rehine.
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SONNET No. 121.

N
is 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 arc frailer spies,

Which in their wills count bad what | think good?

No, lam that | 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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SONE 121

j L étubilinmektense, iyisi mi, kot ol,
Zaten lekeliyorlar kotu degilsen bile-,
Keyif senin hakkindir, ama harcarlar bir yol,
Bizim i¢imiz temiz, onlar bakar kem gozle.
Yoksa, baska sahte ve kahpe g6zler nereden
Cikarir icimdeki coskulu, capkin kani?
Zaaflarima bakip - onlar benden beterken -
Niye kotiluyorlar bence iyi olani?
Hayir, ben neysem oyum. Bende bunca gtinah var
Diyenler ayna tutar kendi gunahlarina:
Ben ne kadar dogruysam o kadar egri onlar,
Habis dislinceleri yargl olamaz bana,
Meger ki hepten suna inansinlar: her yerde
Herkes kotidur, hem de iktidar kotilerde.
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SONNET No. 122.

n
V J hy gift, thy tables, are within my brain

Full charactered with lasting memory,

W hich 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

O f 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 | bold,

T o trust those tables that receive thee more.
To keep an adjunct to remember thee
Were to import forgetfulness in me.
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SONE 122

uZzberimdedir senden armagan olan defter,
Akhimda yasayacak her harfi, her cimlesi;
Degersiz kagitlardan koptu yazdigin sozler,
/amanin otesinde, sonsuzlasacak hepsi;
Yeter ki, en azindan, su beyinle su ylrek
Yasami surdurstnler gug alarak dogadan.
Onlar unutkaphga yenik distnceye dek;
Senin.yazdiklarinsa kalkmayacak ortadan.
Bunca ani saklamak igin defter yetismez:
Askinin hesabini tutmaga ne gerek var?
Herseyi goze aldim, defteri attim bu kez,
Boylelikle kazandim daha saglam anilar.
Deftere bel baglamak, anmak (zere seni,
Unutkanlar safina ¢ekip goturdr beni.
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SONNET No. 123.

o, Time, thou shalt not boast that | do change:
Thy pyramids built up. with newer might
To me are nothing novel, nothing strange;
They are but dressings ofa 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 | 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 1 do vow and this shall ever be:
I will be true despite thy scythe and thee.



SONE 123

¢ILVG; dviinme, Zaman, sen degistirmedin beni.

Tazelenen gucunle yarattigin ehramlar,

Bence ne sasilacak yapilar, ne de yeni;

Eski agizlardaki yeni taam, o kadar.

Omrimiiz kisaciktir-, biz o yiizden hayraniz

Onumize eskidir diye serdiklerine-.

Tam gonlimuze gore yaratilmis saniriz

Dillere destan olmus gibi gérmek yerine.

Defterlerinle sana meydan okurum iste:

Bugtiine de diine de ben asla kalmam hayran,

Kayitlarin yalandir, gérduklerimiz sahte:

Baydrler, kigulurler hep senin kosusmandan.
And iciyorum ve bu anddan dénmeyecegim:
Tirpanina ve sana ragmen siirecek sevgim.
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SONNET No. 124.

1
J.f 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 ofshort-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.



SONE 124

r%ssenim askim ikbalden rastgele dogmus olsa
Belki, babasi yoktur, Talihin pici denir;
()nu sevip sevmemek, Cagin keyfine kalsa
(Ularla ayiklanir, giceklerle derlenir.
llayir, kader kismetten dogmamistir bu ¢ocuk,
()nun basina bela degildir ne tantana,
Ne de yasamdan sille yiyendeki mutsuzluk;
Bagli kalmaz zamanin inis cikislarina.
Duzen kural tanimaz; kendi basina buyruk,
Kisacik saatlerde bencil ¢ikarlar bulmaz,
Kendindedir iktidar, ondadir ytce doruk;
Isinmadan da buydr, saganakta bogulmaz.

Bu s6zlerime ¢agin budalalari sahit:

Hepsi, 0mrince suclu, 6lince masum sehit.
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SONNHT No. 125.

crc’raught to me | bore the canopy,

With my extern the outward honouring,
Or laid great bases for eternity
Which proves more'short than waste or ruining?
Have | not seen dwellers on form and favour
Lose all and more by paying too much rent,
I or 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 suborned informer! A true soul

When most impeached stands least in thy control,



SONE 125
rJd
t-X/nli sanh yasadim, bir alay sis, satafat;
Dis varhiga bu kadar 6zenmek neye yarar?
Sonsuzluga erismek igin bunca temel at,
Hepsi de ¢okip gider, kisacik yasami var.
Az mi gordik, ikbalde tantanayla yasarken
Nimetlerin bedeli ytiziunden kimler bitti;
Yalin zevki birakip debdebeye kosarken
Zavalli eyyamcilar okka altina gitti.
Bense senin gonlinde yaltaklanirim sana,
Al su armaganimi, yoksul ama ylrekten;
Dizmece, disuk seyler karismamistir 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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SONNET No. 126.

thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power
Dost hold Time’s fickle glass, his sickle hour;
W ho 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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SONE 126

¢, 76ey ogul, glizel ogul, avucunda kiskivrak:

Vaktin donek aynasi, bir de saatli orak.

Sen ay gibi biyurken, serpilip gelisirken

Hepten ¢cokmis gorunir kim varsa seni seven.

Yikimlara egemen olan Doga tanrica

Seni geri ¢ekiyor sen hizla yol aldikga:

Amaci, hinerini sende kanitlayarak

Zamani rezil etmek, sefil anlara kiymak.

Simdi gozbebegisin, ama kork ondan, ¢unki

Tuttugu hazinesi sonsuz onun olmaz Kki.
Ertelese de ergec hesabi kapanacak:
Yapacagl 6deme sen olacaksin ancak.

— 14 misradan olusan biitin 6teki Sonelerden degisik olarak, bunda 12 misra var-
dir. Aslinda, Sone biciminde degildir, kafiyeli 6 beyittir.
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SONNET No. 127.

n 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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SONE 12"

(Om ginlerde glzel demezlerdi esmere.
Glzel sayilsa bile baska olurdu adi;
Ama artik eristi uzak dustugi yere.
Piclikle lekelenen gizel hisma ugradi:
Herkes ele alinca Yaradanin gucunu
Cirkini guzel yapan takma yuz yaratilir.
Ne kutsalligi kalir gtizelligin, ne Una.
Utang icinde yasar, bir koseye atilir.
Onun i¢in dostumun kasi gozl kapkara.
Ugradigi haksizlik ona yas getirmistir;
Her yonden esitse de glzel sarisinlara
Varliga uzanan dil, gunahina girmistir.

Yasa burinse bile yarasir uzlntiler,
Dili donen kimseler giizel iste budur der.
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SONNET No. 128.

I"iow oft, when thou, my music, music play’st
Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds
W ith 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 o f thy hand,
W hilst 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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SONE 128

¢ n benim musikimsin, o gizelim ellerin
Kutlu tahta tuslarda nagmeler yaratinca
Ve cosup durmasiyla ahenk dolu tellerin
Can kulagima o hos ezgiler can katinca,
Cevik sicrayislarla yumusacik avcunu
Opuip duran o tuslar beni kiskandiriyor,
Zavalli dudaklarim hasat samyor bunu,
Tahtadaki curete bakip duruyor mosmor.
Ne essiz zevk: danseden tuslar gibi olmay:
Ozlemek, parmaklarin dolasirken kayarak
O tuslarin Gstunde cosmak, cansiz tahtay!
Yasayan dudaklardan daha ¢ok kutsayarak.
Arsiz-tuslar sevinsin: uzat parmaklarim
Ve 6peyim diye ver bana dudaklarim.
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SONNET No. 129.

expense o f spirit in a waste o f shame
Is lust in action; and till action, lust
Is perjured, murderous, 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 avery woe;
Before, ajoy proposed; behind, a dream.
All this the world well knows; yet none knows well
T o shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.
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tAcikan kosnd, ruhu yikip gegbr bosuna
Utan¢ mezbelesinde; zevk alincaya kadar
Yalancidir, kallestir, susar kana ve cana,
Azgin ve korkusuzdur; haindir, sert ve gaddar,
Ama keyif surlince birdenbire tiksinir:
Delice istedigi, 6ksesine girdi mi
Nefret eder delice: sanki yutmus gibidir
Yutanlari ¢ildirtsin diye konulmus yemi;
Hem kovalarken cilgin, hem ele gegirince,
Delirir elde etti, edecek diye glya,
Yasamrken mutlu da, Gizgln sona erince,
IIkin sevince cagri, sonra bombos bir riiya.
Ne tuhaf ki dinyada bunlari bilenler ¢ok;
Cehenneme gotiren cennetten hi¢ kacan yok.
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SONNET No. 130.

9y mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;

Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;

Ifsnow 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 | 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 | never saw a goddess go,

My mistress when she walks treads on the ground.
And yet by heaven | think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.
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SONE 130

e9 7ekvgilimin gozleri degil gunesin dengi,
Mercan daha kirmizi onun dudaklarindan;
Kar beyaz da ne diye onun gdgsu kilrengi,
Saglar simse fiskirmis kara simler basindan.
Ben giller gormustimdir yari pembe yari ak,
Onun yanaklarinda oyle guller ne arar-,
Cana can katar nice kokulari koklamak,
Sevgilimin solugu guzel kokmaz o kadar.
Musiki gibi gelir s6zleri kulagima,
Yine de musikinin kat kat blayuktir tadi;
Tanrica nasil yarir gérmemisimdir ama,
Sevgilim ylruylp de gok katina ¢ikmadi:

Su var ki ozanlarin bos lafina kam1 tok,

Yoksa, tanri bilir ya, sevgilimin esi yok.
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SONNET No. 131.

hou 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 | dare not be so bold,
Although I swear it to myselfalone.
And to be sure that is not false | 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 | think proceeds.
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SONE 131

t-Wen su halinle tam bir zorbasin: nasil zalim

Olursa guzellikle ovintp sisinenler...

lyi bilirsin, benim ask diskini yiregim

icin sensin en giizel, en degerli miicevher.

Ama seni gorenler ictenlikle diyor ki:

Sevgiye ah dedirtmek glcinden ylzun yoksun.

Yaniliyorlar demek 6yle zor geliyor ki

Bunu yalniz kendime séyliyorum, andolsun.

Elbet yemin ediyor degilim yalan yere:

Ylzund dustdntnce bin inilti ardarda

Gelip tanik oluyor soyledigim sozlere:

Senin karan en gizel kara benim kafamda.
Yaptiklarin bir yana, hi¢ kara degilsin sen:
Sanirim, sana kara c¢almalari bu yuzden.
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SONNET No. 132.

Thine eyes | 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 riot 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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SONE 132

Y urgunum gozlerine, o gozler acir bana:
Bilirler, yuregin hor gorup iskence eder;
Seven yaslilar gibi kara ¢cekmis sirtina,
Kivranisimi 6zli bir sefkatle stizerler.
Sabahleyin goklerde 1s1yan gines bile
Yarasamaz Dogunun soluk yanaklarina,
Aksama yol gosteren gir yildiz, gorkemiyle
Boyle 1sik sagmaz los Batimn yarisina:
Yasli gOzlerin daha ¢ok yarasir yuzine.
Bana da bir pay ayir yuregindeki yastan:
Seni yas daha guzel gosterir ele glne;
Iste acima duygun sana bicilmis kaftan.
“Guzel ancak karadir,” diye yemin ederim,
Senin renginden yoksun olan ¢irkindir derim.
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SONNhAT No. 135-

O cshrew that heart that makes my heart to groan
*  For that deep wound it gives my friend and me!
Is'r not enough to torture me alone,
Bui slave to slavery my svvect’st friend must he?
Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken,
And my next selfthou harder hast engrossed:
Of him, myself, and thee | 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:
I hou 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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SONE 133
rdT
tSL'Ukhrolsun hem dostumda hem bende derin yara
Acarak yuregime ah cektiren o yirek!
Yetmez mi beni sokman amansiz cefilara,
Can dostumun kulluga kul olmasi mi gerek?
Gaddar gozlerim beni kopartti benligimden
Obir benligim oldu sana kiskivrak kole;
O da birakti beni, kendi varligim ve sen -
Ben ¢ kat iskenceye ¢ kez katlandim bdyle.
Y iregimi zincirle gégstnin zindanina;
Tut zavalli kalbimi, birak dostumunkini.
Beni kim hapsederse kalbim bekgidir ona:
Hicremde cendereye koyamazsin sen beni.
Ama zorlarsin, ¢inki sende sikistim kaldim:
Ben seninim, c¢éresiz, senindir tim varligim.
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SONNET No. 134.

S o, now I have confessed that he is thine,
And I myselfam mortgaged to thy will,
MyselfI'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 mysake;
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 | not free.

308



SONE 134

/ yi anliyorum: o, senin oldii bu sefer.
Arzuna boyun egdim adayarak kendimi.
Vazgecgerim kendimden, yeter, bana geri ver
Oteki benligimi, dirlik duzenligimi.

Ne sen buna razisin, ne o 6zglr kalmaya,

Cunkl sen a¢ gozlisin, onun tertemiz kalbi;

Benim icin kefalet belgesini yazdi ya,

O da sana simsiki baglandi benim gibi.

Guzelligin aliyor hakki olan kazanci;

Tefecisin, faizin alip son kurusunu,

Benim borcum ligin o dosttan oldun davaci,

Ben kotiye kullanip yitirmis oldum onu.
Ben dostumu yitirdim; hem o sendedir, hem ben,
Kurtulmadim ben hala, o borcu 6demisken.
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SONN Iirr No. 135.

fVhoevcr hath her wish, thou hast thy Will,

And Will to boot, and Will in overplus:

More than enough am | that vex thee still,

I'o 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?

rhc sea, all water, yet receives rain still,

And in abundance adderh to his store:

So thou being rich in Wdl add to thy Will

One will oi mine to make thy large Will more,
Let ‘no’ unkind, no fair bcseechcrs kill;
1lunk all but one, and me in that one Will.
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M
tAidin ne arzu etse sende de o murat var.
O murat butinlyle senindir. vargiciiyle:
Benim bol bol yaptigim, dertlerine dert katar.
Senin tath kdsniinid ben arttiririm binle.
Sende bir murat var ki. sereserpe. koskoca.
Meramima varayim, birak, bir kez girerek:
Baskalari amaca ulasirken kolayca.
itilsin de soniik mi kalsin bendeki erek?
Deniz bastan basa su. ama yeker iyine
Yagmuru, bolluguna bolluk getirir kat kat.
Sen seh\et zenginisin, sehveti yogalt yine.
Benimkini de alip muradina murat kat.
Acimasizca itip kiyma taliplerine:
Hepsini bir Kisi say. beni de koy iyine.



SONNET No. 136.

jfthy soul check thee that I come so near,

Swear to thy blind soul that | was thy Will,

And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there;

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

W ill 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 some-thing, sweet, to thee,
Make but my name thy love, and love that still,
And then thou lov’st me, for my name is Will.
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SONE 136
o>

zS ana yaklastim diye ruhun beni paylarsa
Kor ruhunla and ver ki bendim istedigin Will;
Ruhun bilir ya, onda sehvetin yeri varsa,
Ask ugruna, sevgimi doldur, tathm, zor degil.
Will erecek sendeki sevgi hazinesine,
Ne arzular katacak: ben’im onlardan biri...
Yuce islerde, biylk sayilarda, bir tane
Hic kadar énemsizdir, ne olur ki degeri?
Varsin, adim ge¢gmesin su yiginlar icinde:
Dokim yaparken, beni yine de sayarsm sen;
Beni hice say, ama unutma, bu hicgin de
Tath bir degeri var sen onu benimsersen.

Adim, askin olsun da sev onu biteviye,

O zaman sen seversin beni adim Will diye.
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SONNKT No. 137-

blind fool, Love, what dost thou to mine eyes,

That they behold, and see not what they see?
They know what beauty is, see where it lies,
Yet what the best is take the worst to be.
I'f eyes corrupt by over-partial looks
Be anchored in the bay where all men ride,
Why of eyes’ falsehood hast thou forged 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 plac
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 arc they now transferred.



SONE 137

cJQQégk denen kor budala, ne yaptin g6zlerime?

Bakip da gormuyorlar gordukleri herseyi;

Bilirler guzellik ne, kismet olmustur kime;

Yine de en kotuyu saniyorlar en iyi.

Hayran bakislariyla gozler bastan ¢ikinca

Her erkegin yluzdugu koya demir atmis, bak;

Su goz yanilgisina gerekir mi ki kanca

Takip kalbimin akil gtctnt bagh tutmak?

Neden ylregim onu kendi yeri bellesin:

Bilir ki paylasiyor dinya alem o yeri?

Neden goren gozlerim durum bambaska desin,

Boyle kem ytzde bulsun en gizel gercekleri?
Dogrulukta kalbimle gézlerim yanilarak
Bu yalan vebasina tutuldular kiskivrak.



\ SONNET No. 138.

y »hen 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

Unlearned 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 | 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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SONE 138

t / evgilim, “0zum s6zim bir” diye and igince

Ben inanirim, oysa soyledigin hep yalan;

Varsin bellesin beni diinyada higbir ince

Hile 6grenememis olan acemi oglan.

Kendimi aldatirim geng sandi diye beni,

Ama parlak glnlerim gegcti, cok iyi bilir;

Ben yalniz 6nemserim yalan atan dilini,

Bu ylzden kesin gercek iki yandan ezilir.

Sadik olmadigim séylemiyor, ne diye?

Ben de aciklayamam yaslandigimi, nedfcn?

Ah, glvenir gozukmek ne yarasir sevgiye;

Yaslanan ask hoslanmaz yillarla yizlenmekten.
Yalan soyler dururuz, ben ona, o da bana:
Tath dille sarariz aybimizi yalana.
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SONNET No. 139.

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;
W hat 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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SONE 139

, sen kalbimi ezelin gectin gaddarliginla;

Simdi Ustime atma tim kotuliklerini!
Beni gozinle degil, su dilinle yarala,
Hileyle degil, gercek glclnle 6ldir beni,
(".6zime baka baka, “Sevdigim baskasi,” de;
Canim, baska bir yana ¢evirme o bakisi;
Tirlu aldatmalarla yaralamak da niye,
Zaten savunma glcl nedir ki sana karsi?
Seni bagislasini mi? Ah, sevgilim bilir ki
(«tzelim bakislart olmustur bana disman.
Dismanlari hep benden Oteye gevirir Ki
Baskalari devrilsin o amansiz oklardan.

Vazgecg, iste ben artik yari 6layidm ama,

Bak da bisbitun 6ldir beni, son ver acima.

319



SONNET No. 140.

fk

m\e 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.
If1 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,
N o news but health from their physicians know.
For if I should despair, | 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 jpe.
That I may not be so, nor thou belied,
Bear thine eyes straight though thy proud heart

go wide.
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SONE 140

o”addar oldugun gibi akilli ol; hor gérme,
Zorlayip da tasirma dili bagh sabrimi:
Yoksa, belki dustrur tzuntd dilime,
Sen acimadigindan, hep sancilandigimi.
Derdim ki - sana akil vermek gelse elimden -
Beni sevmesen bile, seviyorum de bari,
Nasil ki hir¢in hasta, ecelle bogusurken
Hekimden duymak ister yalniz saglik haberi.
Hi¢c umudum kalmazsa baslarim ¢ildirmaya -
Ve delirirsem aci sézlerim seni haklar.
Oyle kahpelesti ki ser kumkumasi diinya,
Cilgin mifterilere kanar ¢ilgin kulaklar.
Ne ben kara calayim, ne de sz gelsin sana:
Kalbin yalpa yapsa da gozini dik karsina.

321



SONNET No. 141.

)l n 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

T o 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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SONE 141

td ann bilir, goziimle sevmiyorum ben seni:
Cunki sana baktikga gézim bin kusur bulur.
Ama yiregim sever gézun sevmedigini,
Gorinlse aldanmaz, sevgiye teslim olur.
Kulagimi oksamaz dilindeki tirkuler,
Sirnagmalarin ince duygular vermez tene;
Alip goturmez beni lezzetler ve tutsiler
Seninle bagbasa bir coskular s6lenine.
Bes aklimla bes duyum hi¢ caydiramayacak
Sana kole olmaktan bendeki saskin kalbi:
Vazgecti insanliktan var olmak i¢in ancak
Senin magrur kalbinin sefil bir kulu gibi.
Cektigim illetlerdir varligimin kazanci;
Bana gunah isletip verdigin édul: sanci.
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SONNET No. 142.

\ .nve 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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SONE 142

O0a
¢-"enim ginahim asktir, senin erdemin nefret:
Sevgi gunahtir diye glinahimdan nefret bu.
Gel, kendi durumunu benimkine kiyas et,
Gordrsin siteminin ne haksiz oldugunu.
Hakliysa da, o sézler kizil stislini bozan
Ve benimkiler kadar bol sahte ask senedi
Dizup baskalarinin yataklarim talan
Eden dudaklarindan isitilmemeliydi.
Seni sevmem vyasaldir; bak, seviyorsun sen de:
Gozum sirf sana diskin, senin gézin onlara;
Merhamet, yureginde kok salip boy versin de
Acimanla hak kazan sana acinanlara.

Aramaga kalkarsan kendi gizledigini

Senin kendi érnegin yoksun birakir seni.
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SONNET No. 143.

|—Das 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:

W hilst 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,

W hilst | 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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SONE 143

z-Sl,_ itiz bir ev kadim, kosu tutturur hani
Tutsam diye sivisan tiyll bir yaratigi,
Kucagindan indirip birakir bebegini:
Kacip gideni eve sokmaktir can attigi.
Geride kalan yavru, aglayarak seyirtir,
Yetismeye cirpinir. Ananin derdi ginu,
Pesinden kostugunu gézden yitirmemektir:
Dinlemez yavrucagin yaman uzlntisina.
Senden kagip gidenin dismiussiin ya pesine,
Ben yavrunum, uzaktan kovaliyorum seni.
Umdugunu tutunca déntp bana gel yine,
Bir anne gibi ol da 6p beni, oksa beni.
Dualarim hep sudur: artik muradina er
Ve dénlp bana gel de ¢igliklarima son ver.
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SONNET No. 144.

<-|W loves | have, of comfort and despair,

Which like two spirits do suggest me still:
The better angel is a man right fair,
The worser spirit awoman 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 | may, yet not directly tell;
But being both from me, both to each friend,
1 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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SONE 144

JA . L : :
huzur, biri dert, iki sevgim var benim,

iki gérinti gibi hep génlimi celerler-.

Sarisin bir erkektir benim iyi melegim,

Kotl ruh bir kadindir, kapkaranlhk bir esmer.

Disi cin, cehennemde beni yok etmek ister,

Melegimi gonlimden ayartmaga calisir,

Onun saf varligim pis kibriyle blydler,

Kutsal ruhu seytana cevirmeye kalkisir.

Benim iyi melegim iblisce kudurunca

Dosdogru bilemem de kuskulara diserim:

ikisi benden ayri siki dostluk kurunca

Melek, disi seytanin cehenneminde derim;
Dertliyim bliemeden kuskuyla yasamaktan,
Sonunda melegdimi yakacak disi seytan.
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SONNET No. 145-

-1rh’§)se lips that Love's own hand did make
Breathed forth the sound that said ‘I 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.
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SONE 145

s & fkin kendi eliyle yarattigi dudaklar
Bana soyledi “Nefret ediyorum” sdzund,
Bende ki sirf o kadin ylzinden yikinti var;
Ama su varligimin goérdi de ¢oktaguni
Ansizin yumusadi ylregi merhametle:
Yaman bir zilgit verdi kiyamet koparirken
Bile inceligini yitirmeyen o dile;
Ona 6gretti selam vermesini yeniden.
Tam “Nefret ediyorum” derken birden vazgecti
Gece ardindan nasil canim bir giin gelirse;
Cennetten cehenneme gece de ucup gegti
Nasil bir iblis kap1 disari edilirse.
“Nefret ediyorum”da»l nefreti sokup atti:
“Senden degil” diyerek su canima can katti.
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SONNET No. 146.

\br 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?

W hy 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.
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SONE 146
c(’\)a\-!:alll ruh, ginahkar topragimin canevi,
Olmussun bas kaldiran gugcler elinde kole;
Nigin yanar i¢inde dert ve yokluk alevi,
Oysa dis duvarlarin stslu boyali boyle?
Ginlerin sayili da bu ¢lridyen konakta
Niye harcarsin ona sen varim yogunu?
Mirasina a¢ gozIlu bocekler konacak da
Ne sls kalacak ne san. Budur bedenin sonu.
Sen artik usaginin yitirdigiyle gecin,
Seni yiceltsin diye o erisin, yok olsun;
Kof saatlerini sat sonsuzluk almak icin,
Disin yoksul dissin de igin servetle dolsun.
Sen de 6lumle beslen nasil 6lim can yerse,
Olmek bitmis demektir 6liim 6lur giderse.
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SONNET No. 147.

% 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 | desperate now approve

Desire is death, which physic did except.

Past cure | 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 | have sworn thee fair, and thought thee bright,
Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.
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SONE 147

*-S evgim bir humma sanki: 6zlem duydukca duyar
illetini stirdiiren ne bulursa hep ona;
Sirf sagliga aykiri yiyeceklerle doyar:
Girmistir oynak, hasta istahin buyruguna.
Benim kara sevdamin hekimi olan aklim,
Sozund dinlemedim diye cikti cileden,
Beni birakip gitti - 1ssiz, umutsuz kaldim:
Arzu 6lumddar - sifa istemiyorsa beden.
iyilegemem artik; yoktur aklima derman,
Zivanadan ¢ikmisim; géremem rahat yizi;
Dusuncem de, lafim da c¢ilginca, karman ¢orman,
Rastgele sOylerim her deli sagmasi soz.
Andim budur: Guzelsin, bence varligin sk,
Cehennem gibi kara, gece gibi karanlik.

335



SONNET No. 148.

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?

Il 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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SONE 148

su sevgi ne bicim gozler koymus kafama!
Hic yok onlarla gercek arasinda iliski;
Olsa bile firsat yok dogru yorumlamama
Gozlerin gérdugund. Aklim dyle gitmis Ki
Sevgilisi guzelse yalanci gézlerimin
Ve dinya degil derse, sanki ne anlam tasir?
Guzel degilse, demek, gozlerinde sevginin
Y oktur tlim insanlara goriinen gercek - Hayir!
Ne yapsin? Nasil ersin askin g6zl gercege?
ici disi yas dolu, seyretmekten perisan.
Oyleyse sasmamali ben yanhs gérdim diye:
Gunes bile géremez gdkler saydam olmadan.
Kurnaz sevgi, yaslarla kor tutuyorsun beni,
Saglam gozler gérmesin diye igrengligini.
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Cj SONNET No. 149.

anst thou, O cruel, say | love thee not,

When | against myselfwith thee partake?

Do I not think on thee, when | forgot

Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake?

W ho hateth thee that | do call my friend?

On whom frown’st thou that I do fawn upon?

Nay, if thou lour’st on me, do | not spend

Revenge upon myselfwith present moan?

What merit do | in myselfrespect

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 | am blind.
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SONE 149

t / eni sevmedigimi nasil séylersin, zalim?
Benligimden vazgectim katilmak icin sana.
Kendimi unuturken seni disinmez miyim?
Sen zorbasin, varligim sana feda, baksana!
Ben dost belledim mi ki senden nefret edeni?
Hi¢ bagrima bastim mi senin hor gérdiguni?
Asla! Her surat asip horladiginda beni,
Hemen kendimden, yasla, almadim mi écini?
Bende saygl duydugum bir erdem var mi, sdyle,
Sana hizmetten nefret edecek kadar magrur?
Sendeki kusurlara taparim vargiuctumle;
Gozindn her bakisi, benim igin buyruktur.
Var nefret et, askim, ben seni apagik gordim:
Sen ancak gorenleri seversin, bense korim.
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SONNET No. 150.

from what power hast thou this powerful might

W ith 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 o f skill
That in my mind thy worst all best exceeds?
Who taught thee how to make me love thee more
The more | hear and see just cause of hate?
O, though I love what others do abhor,
W ith others thou shouldst not abhor my state,

I f thy unworthiness raised love in me,

More worthy | to be beloved of thee.
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SONE 150

¢k Gangi kudretten aldin bu yaman gtcu, soyle,

Gonlimi nasil kdle ettin bunca kusura?

Ne yaptin ki yadsirim neyi gérsem gozimle,

“Andolsun,” derim *“glnes burimez gini nura.

Ne hinerdir kotuyu iyiye cevirmegi

Basarmak. Yaptigindan arta kalan stprintin

Bile kanithyor bu ustaca yetenegi:

En ko6td isin, nice iyi islerden Gstin.

Sana sevgime sevgi katmagi 6¢greten kim

Gorup isittiklerim nefret gerektirirken?

Baska herkes tiksindi, ama ben seni sevdim;

Sen onlar gibi olma, sakin igrenme benden.
Bende ask yarattiysa senin degersizligin,
Benim daha ¢ok hakkim olmus demektir sevgin.
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SONNET No. 151-

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, | 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.
N o want of conscience hold it that I call
Her ‘love* for whose dear love I rise and fall.
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SONE 151

t)QJEék oyle toy ki vicdan nedir bilemez, ama
Sunu bilmeyen var mi: sevgiden dogar vicdan?
Oyleyse, tatl fettan, giinahimi kinama:
Hos varligin suclanir benim kusurlarimdan.
Beni ele verirsen kalkip teslim olurum
Soylu uzvumla igreng gévde ihanetine;
Bedene “Kazan askin zaferini,” der ruhum,
“Bagska bir durtiikleme gerekmez ki etine.”
Senin adinla kalkar, seni gosterip der Ki
“Iste zafer 6dulin,” Buyuklik taslar, siser:
Oyle istekle senin hizmetine girer ki
Sen isteyince dimdik; isin bitince duser.
Ona “Sevgilim” dersem vicdansiz deme bana:
Kalkmam da diismem de hep o tath ask ugruna.
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SONNET No. 152.

Jf‘n 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 | break twenty? | am perjured most:

For all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee,

And all my honest faith in thee is lost.

For | 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,
T o swear against the truth so foul alie!
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SONE 152

c-Ascn, biliyorsun, yemin bozdum sevmekle seni;
‘Seni sevdim’ diyip de sen iki kez bozdun, bak.
Gerdek andindan caydin, yiktin yeni glveni,
Taze askin yerine yeni nefret koyarak.
Nasil suclarim seni katmerli doneklikle?
Ben yirmi kez donegim. Ben’im asil yalanci:
Seni aldatmak icin hep yeminlerle boyle,
Yitirdim artik sana duydugum tim inanci.
Y urekten yemin ettim tertemiz diye igin,
Sevgin gercektir diye, 6zun sdzun bir diye
Ve korlere goz verdim nura kavusman igin:
And ictirdim, yok dediler gérdukleri seye.
Yemin ettim: guzelsin; 6zim, hep yalan dolan-.
Dogruya egri diyen katmerli igreng yalan.
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SONNET No. 153.

~/upid 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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SONE 153

«”arunda kizgin kama, Kipid* uykuya daldi
Diana’mn* bir kizi firsat buldu bir ara,
Sevda atesi yakan kamayi ele aldi,
Daldirdi vadideki buz gibi bir pinara.
Sarildi askin kutsal alevleriyle pinar:
Sona ermeyecek bir ist buldu o zaman -
Kaplicaya donulstu: cana can katan kaynar
Suyu, garip illetler igin en gucli derman.
Sevgilimin gézinden ates alip tekrardan
Kiyasiya dagladi ask tanrisi bagrimi;
Hummaya tutuldum da sifa umdum pinardan:
Bosuna. Gecirmedi pinar hastaligimi.
Ask tanrisinin taze ates aldigi yeri
Canima sifa bildim.- sevgilimin gozleri.

'Ki'pid: Romalilarin ask tanrisi
'Diana: Romalilarin ay ve bekaret tanrigasi

347



SONNET No. 154.

~ he 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 quenched 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 | prove:
Love’s fire heats water, water cools not love.
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SONE 154

C”"facik ask tanrisi, yaninda yurekleri
Daglayan kizgin kama, bir giin yatmis uyurken,
Kiz oglan kiz kalmaga and i¢cmis bircok peri
Ustisti. El degmemis eliyle kapti birden
Bu adakli kizlarin en guzeli, bir ordu
Kadar ¢ok yirek yakmis olan kizgin kamayi:
Iste bir bakirenin eli, silahsiz kodu
Uykuda, isteklerle yamp duran pasay!.

Kiz, kamay1 ordaki bir kuyuda séndirdu;

Sonsuz atese verip ask kendi aleviyle

Pinari sifah bir kaplicaya dondirdu.

Hastalara birebir. Ben, sevgilime kole,
Sifa bulmaga geldim ve gordim ki gercek su:
Sevgi suyu kaynatir; sevgiyi sondirmez su.
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