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Republican Turkish Poets: Representative Poems with
Turkish Texts and their English Translations

Syed Tanvir Wasti*

1. Introduction

Along with Arabic and Persian poetry, Turkish poetry may be considered
one of several summits, both of past intellectual achievement as well as
current literary activity, in a large region stretching from North Africa
through the Middle East as far as the frontiers of Pakistan. Eastwards, this
mountain range acquires a new and later peak, that of Urdu poetry. In the
Islamic heartlands, especially in the past, literature has always comprised
poetry par excellence.

Poetry flourished in Turkey during the Seljuk Turkish Empire, which
spanned the time period from 1060 A.D. to about 1300 A.D. At its greatest
extent, this empire covered much of present day Turkey, Iran, Syria, Iraq
and parts of Central Asia. Though the official language of the Seljuk State
was Persian, Turkish served as a lingua franca and was widely spoken.
The great poets of this period include Maulana Jalaluddin Rumi' who
wrote in Persian, and Yunus Emre,> who wrote in Turkish that is
understandable even today.

The Ottoman Empire was the successor of the Seljuk Empire and was one
of the largest and longest lasting empires of all time, occupying the
political stage over parts of the Middle East, South-East Europe and North
Africa from about 1300 A.D. to 1922 A.D., when it disappeared from the
stage of history. During this long span of over six centuries there were, as
would be expected, large numbers of major poets writing in Turkish.’

The Turkish Republic was founded in 1923 as the successor of the
Ottoman Empire, which had suffered major defeats in the First World War
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of 1914 — 1918. After a military and political struggle that lasted four
years, the Turks under Ghazi Mustafa Kemal Pasha [later Atatiirk]
regained their freedom and proclaimed a Republic. The intention in the
present article is to introduce [in original and in English translation®] a
highly limited selection of Turkish poetry produced during the first half-
century of the Republic, between 1923 and 1973. As such, contributions
have only been included by poets who are no longer living, and whose
work is therefore complete.

2. Ottoman Turkish Poetry

Much material is available, in many languages, on the vast corpus of
Ottoman Turkish poetry. Most notable by far is the six volume work of
Elias John Wilkinson Gibb called 4 History of Ottoman Poetry.” Of these
volumes, only the first was published during the lifetime of Gibb, and
though the remainder was fairly complete, it was assembled and edited
from Gibb’s manuscripts and papers by E. G. Browne,® a professor at the
University of Cambridge and also a famous scholar of Oriental languages.
It is of interest to recall that Elias John Wilkinson Gibb, who came from a
Scottish family and had some learned Turkish friends, learned Turkish
with his own efforts and never set foot in the Ottoman Empire. The first
page of each volume of this work has the same epigraph,’ a hadith whose
translation in English is as follows:

God hath Treasuries aneath the Throne, the Keys whereof are the Tongues
of the Poets.

Gibb’s comprehensive historical analysis of Ottoman poetry is an
achievement of a very high order, so much so that it has also been
translated into Turkish in two large volumes.®

It might be worth pointing out that, if a chronological selection were to be
made by different scholars of the greatest Ottoman poets treated in Gibb’s
work, the names of Stleyman Celebi,” Fuzili,'® Baki,'' Nef'i,'* Nabi,”
Nedim'* and Seyh Galib"” would probably feature on all lists.

For an introductory account of Ottoman poetry during its last major phase,
taking up from where Gibb left off and ending more or less with the
establishment of the Turkish Republic in 1923, reference may be made to
the book on late Ottoman poetry by Wasti.'® Of the poets presented in this
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work, the last three major poets, Mehmed Akif Ersoy, Ahmed Hasim and
Yahya Kemal Beyatly, lived their final years after the proclamation of the
Turkish Republic. In style, content and in volume, their poetry belongs to
the late Ottoman period, which is why their output has been considered in
detail in the above-mentioned book. However, they are also included
below for the sake of completeness.

3. REPUBLICAN TURKISH POETRY

For the time span of five decades of poetic activity between 1923 and the
arbitrarily chosen cut-off date of 1973 A.D. the selection, both of poets
and their work, must necessarily be subjective. It is proposed, within the
limited compass of the present article, to introduce the following Turkish
poets'” and to give, both in the original Turkish and in English translation,
two representative poems from the works of each poet. In each case, the
poem chosen is first given in the original Turkish [in italics] and in
English translation immediately after the Turkish text.

e Mehmed Akif Ersoy

Ahmed Hasim

Yahya Kemal Beyatli

Faruk Nafiz Camlibel

Nazim Hikmet Ran

Ahmed Hamdi Tanpinar

Necip Fazil Kisakiirek

Cahit Sitki Taranct

Fazil Husni Daglarca

Melih Cevdet Anday

Mehmed AKkif Ersoy was born in Istanbul in 1873 and graduated from the
Faculty of Veterinary Sciences. He was deeply patriotic and religious, and
developed a high level of proficiency in Arabic, Persian and French.
Mehmed Akif began to publish both poetry and prose articles in the
learned journals of Istanbul. For a while, he also served on missions for
the Teskildt-1 Mahsusa [the Ottoman Intelligence Organization created by
Enver Pasha]. Mehmet Akif joined the struggle for Turkish independence
by migrating to Ankara to serve in the Turkish resistance. When the
Turkish Grand National Assembly was convened in 1920, he was chosen
as the Deputy for Burdur where a newly established University bears his
name. His entry for the words of the National Anthem of Turkey was
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chosen with acclamation by the Assembly [although he passed on the prize
money to a charity for women]. In later years, he taught Turkish at the
University in Egypt. Mehmed Akif died in Istanbul in 1936.

KISSADAN HISSE

Gegmisten adam hisse kaparmis... Ne masal sey!
Bes bin senelik kissa yarim hisse mi verdi?
"Tarih"i "tekerriir” diye tarif ediyorlar;

Hig ibret alinsaydi, tekerriir mii ederdi?

THE MORAL OF THE STORY

So, Mankind learns something from the past — what a big fable!
To teach us, have millennia of History been able?

‘History repeats itself” is the dictum they prefer;

Had any lesson been learnt, why would it have to recur?

BULBUL

Biitiin diinydya kiiskiindiim, diin aksam pek bunalmistim;
Nihayet, bir zaman kirlarda gezmis, koyde kalmistim.
Sehirden kagmak isterken sular zaten kararmisti,

Pek 1ss1z bir karanlik sonradan vddiyi sarmisti.

Istk yok, yolcu yok, ses yok, biitiin hilkat kesilmis ldl...
Bu istigrdki tek bir nefha olsun etmiyor ihldl

Mubhitin hdli "insaniyyet"in timsdlidir, sandim;

Doniip mdziye tirmandim, ne hicranlar, neden andim!
Tasarken hasrolup beynimden artik bin miiselsel ydd,
Zaldmin sinesinden fiskiran memdiid bir ferydd,

0 miistagrak, o durgun vecdi ndgdh oyle costurdu

Ki vddiden biitiin, yer yer, eninler ¢caglayp durdu.

Ne muhrik nagmeler, yd Rab, ne mevcamevce demlerdi;
Agaclar, taslar iirpermisti, giiya Siir-i Mahserdi!

-Esin var, dsiyanin var, baharin var, ki beklerdin,
Kiydmetler koparmak neydi, ey biilbiil, nedir derdin ?
0 ziimriid tahta kondun, bir semdvi saltanat kurdun;
Cihdnm yurdu hep ¢ignense, ¢ignenmez senin yurdun,
Bugiin bir yemyesil vadi, yarin bir kipkizil giilsen,
Gezersin, hdnmdnin sen, icin sen, kdinatin sen.
Hazansiz bir zemin isterse, sdyed rith-i ser-bdzin,
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Ufuklar, bu'd-i mutlaklar biitiin mahkiim-i pervdzin.
Degil bir kayda, sigmazsin - kanadlandim mi - eb'dda;
Haydtin en muhayyel gayedir ahrdra diinydda,

Neden oyleyse mdtemlerle eyydmin perisandir?

Nigin bir damlacik gogsiinde bir umman hurisandir?
Hayr, mdtem senin hakkin degil... Mdtem benim hakkim:
Aswrlar var ki, aydinlik nedir, hig bilmez dfdkim!/
Teselliden nasibim yok, hazdn aglar bahdrimda;
Bugiin bir hdnmansiz serseriyim 0z diydrimda!

Ne husrandir ki: Sark'm ben vefdsiz, kansiz evlddi,
Serdpd Garba ¢ignettim de ¢iktim hdk-i ecdddi!
Haydlimden gegerken simdi, fikrim herc i merc oldu,
SALAHADDIN-I EYYUBI'lerin, FATIH lerin yurdu.
Ne zillettir ki: ndkiis inlesin beyninde OSMAN'm;
Ezan sussun, fezdlardan silinsin yddi Mevid'nin!

Ne hicrandir ki: en sevketli bir mdzi serdp olsun;

O kudretler, o satvetler hardb olsun, tiirdb olsun!
Cokiik bir kubbe kalsin ma'bedinden YILDIRIM Hdn'in;
Sendatlerle ¢cignensin muazzam Kabri ORHAN'm!

Ne heybettir ki: vahdet-gdhi dinin devrilip, tas tas,
Siiriinsiin simdi milyonlarca me'vdsiz kalan dindas!

Yikilmig hdanmdnlar yerde iskenceyle kivransin,
Serilmis govdeler, binlerce, yiiz binlerce dogransin/
Dolassin, sonra, Isldm'in harem-gdhinda nd-mahrem...
Benim hakkim, sus ey biilbiil, senin hakkn degil mdtem!

NIGHTINGALE "

Last evening the world much upset me and my spirits dropped.
Wandering through the countryside, at a village I stopped.
When I escaped from the town, the light had begun to fade,
And a silent, lonely darkness the valley overlaid.

No light, no traveller, no sound — all creation was mute,

No gust of wind — this trance-like condition was absolute.

My surroundings reflected the state of humanity —

I turned my thoughts to the past, and much sorrow engulfed me!

A thousand memories became collected in my brain;
From some chest of injustice burst forth a lament of pain!
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The quiet, dreamy solitude was suddenly aflame,

The silent valley a valley of moans and sighs became!

With such scorching tunes, O Lord, did this music oscillate,
As if the Last Trumpet sounded, did trees and stones vibrate!

A mate you have, and a nest, and the long-awaited Spring,

Why do you wail, O Nightingale, what is your suffering?

On a throne-like green bough you sit, just singing at the sky,
Were the world trampled underfoot, you would be high and dry;
Today a green valley, tomorrow a rose garden too,

Flit about, filled with joy, all creation belongs to you!

If your freedom-loving soul now wants an autumn-free place,
All you need do is to fly away and just conquer space!

Once you take wing, distance cannot contain you, it would seem
In this world, to freedom-lovers, your life is like a dream!

So why spoil your days with lament, and surge with emotion?
In your tiny breast why do you hide a restless ocean?

No, you have no reason for sorrow — mourning is my right!

For centuries, my horizons have shown no ray of light!

Without consolation am I; Autumn weeps in my Spring;

In my own home a vagabond — condemned to wandering!

How tragic that I, the unfaithful, weak son of the East,

Have let the West trample the soil of my fathers deceased!
Memories of the glorious past have led my thoughts astray,

To the lands where SALADIN and SULTAN MEHMED held sway.
Shameful that, within OSMAN’s brain, church bells should resonate,
That the azan and prayers to God no more reverberate!

What pain, that like a mirage, disappears the past august,

That pomp and might are destroyed, and transmuted into dust!

That YILDIRIM’s tomb be reduced into a collapsed dome

And o’er the grave of the great ORHAN pagan boots should roam!
Fearsome that mosques saying ‘God is One’ be crushed into stone,
That millions of believers should out of their homes be thrown!
Battered families writhe under torture and violence,

Hundreds of thousands of the poor bear their pains with silence!

In Islam’s sacred sancta, foreigners themselves regale,

It is my right to grieve, not yours; be silent, Nightingale!
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Ahmed Hasim was born in Baghdad in 1884 and came to Istanbul to join
the Galatasaray Lycée at the age of 12. He had a genuine talent for poetry
— and he followed the French Impressionists in writing poetry that radiates
both colour and music. In addition to his poetical collections, his prose
essays are also remarkable for their charm, humour and wide-ranging
observations. After serving for some years in the public and private
sectors, Ahmed Hagim was appointed to teach Aesthetics in the Academy
of Fine Arts in Istanbul. He died of illness in 1933.

BAHCE

Bir Acem bahgesi, bir seccdde
Dolduran havzi atesten bdde.

Ne kadar gamli bu aksam vakti
Bakisim benzemiyor mu ‘tdde.

Gok yesil, yer sart, mercan dallar
Dalmzs iistiindeki kuslar ydde.
Bize bir zevk-i tahattur kaldi

Bu sonen, golgelenen diinydda!

GARDEN "

A Persian garden, a prayer carpet;

As if full of fiery wine the pond lies.

How sorrowful now is this eventide —

And unfamiliar the look in your eyes.

Green sky, yellow earth, branches of coral

On which, as though in sleep, the birds recline.
Only the joy of memories remains

In this darkly withering world of mine.

BASIM

Bi-haber govdeme gelmis, konmus,
Miiteheyyi¢, miitekallis bir bas,
Aywrir sanki bu bastan etimi,
Omr-i ehrdma muddil bir yas!

Urkerim kendi haydldtimdan,
Sanki kandr sakagimdan akiyor ...
Bir kizil gehrede dtes gozler,
Bana giiya ki igimden bakiyor!
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Bu cehennemde yetismis kafaya,
Kanlt bir lokmadir ancak mihenim,
Ah yd Rabbi, nasil birlesti,

Bu ¢etin basla bu sugsuz bedenim?

Disi, tirnaklart gegcmis etime,
Govdem iizerinde duran ifritin.
Bir kiigiik ldhza-i drdma fedd,
Biitiin dldyisi ndm ii syytin!”

MY HEAD

To my body has been attached, somehow,
An excited and shrunken-looking head;
Between this head and my own flesh, I vow,
A gap old as the Pyramids is spread!

My fantasies all make me feel afraid,

And down my temples, streams of blood do flow,
Eyes of fire in my red face parade,

And penetrate my insides with their glow!

To this strange head of mine nurtured in Hell,
Just a juicy morsel is all my pain,

Oh My Lord! For me can anyone tell,

How perverse head, and pure flesh, one remain?

Its sharp teeth and nails have entered my skin,
This demon that, to my being, lays claim;

For peace of mind I would throw in the bin,
All trappings of fame and power and name!

Yahya Kemal Beyath was born in Skopje [the capital of the present-day
Republic of Macedonia] in 1884; his real name was Ahmed Agéh. He
came to Istanbul in 1902, from where he fled to Paris seeking a more
congenial political and cultural atmosphere. Returning to Istanbul in 1912,
he began to pursue a career in teaching and writing. After the
establishment of the Turkish Republic in 1923, he spent many years
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serving as Turkish Ambassador — in Spain, Poland and elsewhere. In 1947,
he was appointed as Turkey’s first Ambassador to the then newly
established state of Pakistan. He died in 1958 in Istanbul.

BERGAMA HEYKELTRASLARI

Pek taze penbe tenlere benzer bu taglari
Yontarken eski Bergama heykeltraslari
[Tham eden vuciidun edastyle mest imis;
Heykeltras demek o zaman putperest imis.
Insan viiciidu bazan acik, bazan értiilii,
Her ¢izgisiyle san’ati canlandran biiyii.
Artik dehaya eski giizellikler sinmiyor.
Gordiik ki yer yiiziinde ilahlar gezinmiyor.

THE SCULPTORS OF BERGAMA *

The Bergama sculptors of old, who these stones shaped
To look so very fresh, so flesh-like pink and fine

Were entranced by the charm of the body indeed,;

Idol worship must then have been the sculptor's creed.
The human body, sometimes nude and sometimes draped,
The magic, imparting life to art with each line,

Imbues not talent now with the beauty of yore.

On the face of the earth the gods do roam no more.

MAHURDAN GAZEL

Gordum, ol meh disuna bir sal atip Lahar'dan,
Gul yanaklar tistiine yagmak tutunmusg niirdan.
Nerdiibanlar blisig-i nermin-i dimaniyle mest,
Indi bin isveyle bir kisane-1 fagfiirdan.

Atladi, damen tutup, g ¢ifte bir zevrakgeye;
Gegti sandim mah-1 nev dyine-i billirdan.
Halk-1 Sa'd-abad iki sahil boyunca feve fevg
Va'de-1 tesrifine alkig tutarken dirdan,
Cedvel-i Sim'in kenarindan bu avazin Kemal,
Koptu bir fevvare-i zerrin gibi méahirdan.
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GHAZAL [IN THE MAHUR* MODE]

I saw that moon, with a Lahore shawl on her shoulder flung,
And a transparent veil of light from her rose-red cheeks hung.
Even the stairs were joyful with the caress of her gown,

As from the porcelain tower she coquettishly came down.
She stepped into a rowboat with six oars, minding her dress,
Like the new moon seen in a crystal mirror, I confess!

The milling crowds of Sa‘dabad on both banks stood in view,
Cheering from afar the promise of her visit anew;

Kemal, this voice of yours from the Silver Channel of old,
Sings, in the Mahur mode, like a water fountain of gold.

Faruk Nafiz Camhibel was born in Istanbul in 1898 and died in 1973.
Although he spent some years studying medicine, he dropped out and
became a teacher of Turkish literature in high schools and Teacher
Training Colleges in Istanbul, Ankara and Kayseri.

Faruk Nafiz Camlibel has written poetry both in the traditional style as
well as in modern verse forms. His poetry frequently reflects the attitudes,
aspirations and sensitivities of rural Turkey. Camlibel was elected as a
Member of the Turkish Parliament as a member of the Democrat Party of
Prime Minister Adnan Menderes between the years 1946 and 1960 A.D.
His literary output consists of 13 books of poetry, 5 plays and one novel.

GIZLI BAKISLAR

Bir bakis ki actyor goniil muammasini,

Iki sevdali kalbin en gizli yarasmni,

Bir bakis ki kudreti hi¢ bir lisan da yoktur,
Bir bakis ki bazen sifa, bazen zehirli oktur.

Bir bakis, bir asiga neler anlatir,

Bir bakis, bir asigi saatlerce aglatir

Bir bakis, bir asigi askindan emin eder,
Seven insanlar daima gozleriyle yemin eder.

SECRET GLANCES

A look that solves the riddle of the heart,

The hidden wound of love might ease in part;
A look, making words futile and narrow,

A glance that cures, or a poisoned arrow.
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A lover’s look, so full of meaning rare
Or resulting in hours of despair;
A look that can confirm the lover’s prize

For true love is pledged always with the eyes.

MELEK

Annesi diin Zeynebe
"Melek yavrum!" diyordu,
Isitince bu sozii

Kiz merak etti, sordu:

Melek yavrum ne demek?
Dogrusu anlamadim.
Melek kanatli olur;

Hani benim kanadim?

Cevap verdi annesi:
Us yavrum daha vardi,
Onlar kanatlanarak
Elimden u¢muslard.

Hepsi yalniz birakti,
Bu talihsiz kadin,
Bari sen ugma diye
Kopardim kanadimni!

ANGEL

To Zeyneb, her mother yesterday

Said: ‘My very own, my angel child!’

These words, when she heard the mother say,
Her little daughter eagerly smiled.

‘My angel child’ — Mum, what does it mean?
I find this statement hard to catch on;
In all paintings, angels’ wings are seen

Where then, tell me, have my own wings gone?

Answered the mother to her offspring
Alas, I had other children three
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But like little angels they took wing
And left me lonely in misery.

They went, leaving me alone to stay

I was bereaved, and in full dismay

I feared that you too might go one day
At your birth I took your wings away.

Nazim Hikmet Ran was born into an aristocratic family in Thessaloniki
[now in Greece but then part of the Ottoman Empire] in 1902. He
graduated from the Naval Academy in Istanbul but illness forced him to
leave the Services. Impressed by the Russian Revolution, he also studied
in Moscow as a young man. He became a prolific poet and playwright,
using mainly free verse as his medium of expression. Later, Nazim Hikmet
became known as the ‘Romantic Communist’ because of his political
leanings, and spent over 10 years in different prisons in Turkey before
finally leaving his homeland surreptitiously to escape to Moscow in June
1951. He was stripped of Turkish nationality a month later.”* He was
married several times; he died and was buried in Moscow in 1963.

SENI DUSUNMEK

Seni diisiimmek giizel sey, iimitli sey,
Diinyanin en giizel sesinden

En giizel sarkiyt dinlemek gibi birsey...
Fakat artik iimit yetmiyor bana,

Ben artik sarki dinlemek degil,

Sarki soylemek istiyorum.

THINKING OF YOU

How lovely to think of you; with hope it fills me
Like listening to a refrain of rare beauty

Chanted for me by the world’s most beautiful voice —
But, alas, in this I can no longer rejoice

No more do I desire to hear songs all day long —

I just want to sing my own song!

24 Eylal 1945

En giizel deniz:
heniiz gidilmemis olanmdir.
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En giizel ¢ocuk:
heniiz biiyiimedi.

En giizel giinlerimiz:
heniiz yasamadiklarimiz.

Ve sana soylemek istedigim en giizel soz:
Heniiz soylememis oldugum sozdiir...

24 September 1945
The most beautiful of seas:
is the one not yet reached or known.
The most beautiful small child:
is the one who has not yet grown.
And our most beautiful days:
are those which have yet to occur.
The most beautiful words I wish to say to you:
are those I have yet to utter.

Ahmed Hamdi Tanpmar was born in Istanbul in 1902 and died there in
1963. He graduated in Turkish Literature from the University of Istanbul.
He taught in high schools and later became Professor of Turkish Literature
at Istanbul University. Between 1942 and 1946 he was elected as a
Member of the Turkish Parliament, after which he returned to teaching.

Ahmed Hamdi Tanpinar was the author of many well-known books,
including a comprehensive History of XIXth Century Turkish Literature.
Although considered by many people to be the greatest Turkish novelist of
the 20th century, he is also a major poet.

RIHTIMDA UYUYAN GEMI

Rihtimda uyuyan gemi
Hatwrladin mi engini?
Sert dalgalari, yosunu
Sularmn ugultusunu?

N'olur bir sabah vakti
Cagrsa bizi sonsuzluk
Birden demir alsa gemi
Baslasa giizel yolculuk.

29



Republican Turkish Poets... Syed Tanvir Wasti

Ywtilan yelkenler gibi
Enginle basbasa kalsak.
Ve bir safak serinligi
Icinde, uykuya dalsak.

Rihtimda uyuyan gemi
Hatwrladin mi engini?

Gidip de gelmeyenleri
Beyhude bekleyenleri?

THE SHIP THAT SLEEPS AT THE QUAYSIDE

O ship that now sleeps at the quay

Do you remember the ocean?

Strong waves, and the weeds of the sea,
And the water’s loud commotion?

Great it would be, if one morning
We got a call from the unknown
And the ship left without warning
To start a long journey alone

Like sails that from the mast are torn
Left alone with the boundless deep
In the cool of the night forlorn

We could gently fall into sleep

O ship that now sleeps at the quay
Do you remember the ocean?

The ones who left as if to flee
And those waiting with emotion?

BASIMIZIN USTUNDE BIR BULUTUN
Basimizin iistiinde bir bulutun

Giinese asilmis golgesi,

Uzakta toz halinde dagilan

Yogurigu sesi,

Giin bitmeden basladi icimizde

Yarmsiz insanlarm gecesi.
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THE CLOUD ABOVE OUR HEADS
Right on top of our heads the shadow stays,
Of a cloud hung from the sun in the sky;
And crumbling to dust in the distant haze
Is the yogurt seller’s weakening cry;
Before daylight fades, begins with sorrow
The night of those who have no tomorrow.

Necip Fazil Kisakiirek was born 1n Istanbul in 1904. He is the author of
many books [including plays and novels] but is primarily famous as a
poet. He studied both in Paris and at Istanbul University. Although his
earlier years were spent in somewhat bohemian surroundings, he later
turned to religion and edited a journal called Biiyiik Dogu [The Grand
East] which had a traditional and conservative approach. Necip Fazil died
in Istanbul in 1983.

DONEMEC

Bir giindii, hava ilik

Ve cadde kalabalik...

Bir kadin sapiverdi oniimden donemece;
Yalniz bir endam gordiim arkasindan, ipince.
Ve gormeden sevdigim, iste bu kadmn dedim.
Carpildim, sendeledim.

Bir giindii, mevsim bayat

Ve esnemekte hayat ...

Donemecten bir tabut ¢ikti ve ii¢ bes adam;
Yalniz bir ahenk sezdim, ¢ercevede bir endam.
Ve tabutta, incecik o kadmn var, anladim;

Bir kosede agladim ...

THE CORNER

One day gentle was the heat,

And people crowded the street...

A woman turned the corner in front of me;
From behind a slender figure did I see.

This is the woman I love unseen, I said.
Dumbfounded I was, and faltering my tread.
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One day the weather was stale

And a yawn did life exhale...

From the corner, carried by a few, a coffin came;

I just sensed a rhythm, a profile within the frame.
And then I understood that the slim woman had died;
In a corner I sat down and cried.

MANSUR

Mercan mercan, uguk dudaginda kan,
Inci inci, soluk sakagmnda ter.

Ne bas yedi, ne kan icti bu meydan!
Bu meydan dgsiktan canni ister.

Tatlydi akrebin sana kiskaci,
Actya acida buldun ildci;
Diyordun, geldikge iistiiste aci:
Bir azap isterim bundan da beter.
Sana tas attilar, sen giiliimsedin,
Dervisin bir cicek atti, inledin,
Bagrimi delmeye tag yetmez dedin,
Halden anlayanmn bir giilii yeter!...

MANSUR *

On your faded lip the stain of blood like coral is set,

And like a pearl on your pale temple is each drop of sweat.

In this field have so many heads rolled, and so much blood spilled,
With demands for the soul of the lover is this ground filled.

Almost sweet for you, it might be said, was the scorpion’s sting,
You found a cure for pain by increasing your suftering;

And, as the increasing torment, pain and more pain supplied,
Try to give me something even worse than all this, you cried.

All you did was to smile when the crowd pelted you with stones,
When a dervish threw a flower at you, painful were your moans;

My chest will not shatter, you said, with stones thrown by those hands;
Much more powerful is a rose from one who understands!
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Cahit Sitki Taranci1 was born in Diyarbakir in south-east Turkey in 1910.
He was sent to Istanbul for further education, and later left for Paris. He
returned to Turkey when the Second World War began in 1939 and
worked as a Translator in various government departments. He subscribed
to the “Art for Art’s sake’ approach in his writings.

Cahit Sitk1 Taranci’s poetry is mainly romantic and fraught with much
melancholy. He died of illness at an early age in 1956 and lies buried in
Ankara.

GUN EKSILMESIN PENCEREMDEN
Ne dogan giine hiikmiim geger,

Ne halden anlayan bulunur;

Ah aklimdan oliimiim geger;

Sonra bu kus, bu bahge, bu nur.

Ve gomiil Tanrismma der ki:

Pervam yok verdigin elemden;

Her mihnet kabuliim, yeter ki

Giin eksilmesin penceremden!

LET DAYLIGHT NOT QUIT MY WINDOW
The dawning day I do not command

Nor find someone who might understand,

The thought of my death crosses my mind,

With this bird, garden and light, combined.

And the heart to God does dare to say:

I shall brave each sorrow on my way —

I shall suffer and accept each blow

Just let daylight stay at my window.

OTUZ BES YAS

Yas otuz bes! yolun yarisi eder.
Dante gibi ortasmdayiz omriin.
Delikanli ¢agimizdaki cevher,
Yalvarmak, yakarmak nafile bugiin,
Goziiniin yasma bakmadan gider.

Sakaklarima kar mi yagdi ne var?
Benim mi Allahim bu ¢izgili yiiz?
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Ya gozler altindaki mor halkalar?
Neden boyle diisman goriiniirsiiniiz,
Yillar yili dost bildigim aynalar?

Zamanla nasil degisiyor insan!
Hangi resmime baksam ben degilim.
Nerde o giinler, o sevk, o heyecan?
Bu giiler yiizlii adam ben degilim;
Yalandir kaygisiz oldugum yalan.

Hayal meyal seylerden ilk askimiz;
Hatirasi bile yabanci gelir.
Hayata beraber basladigimiz,
Dostlarla da yollar ayrildi bir bir,
Gittikge artiyor yalmizligimiz.

Gokyiiziiniin baska rengi de varmis!
Geg farkettim tagin sert oldugunu.
Su insant bogar, ates yakarmis!
Her dogan giiniin bir dert oldugunu,
Insan bu yasa gelince anlarmas.

Ayva sart nar kirmizi sonbahar!
Her yil biraz daha benimsedigim.
Ne doniip duruyor havada kuslar?

Nerden ¢ikt1 bu cenaze? olen kim?
Bu kacmci bahge gordiim tarumar?

Neylersin oliim herkesin basmda.
Uyudun uyanamadin olacak.
Kimbilir nerde, nasil, kag yasmda?
Bir namazlik saltanatin olacak,
Taht misali o musalla tasinda.

AGE THIRTY FIVE **

Thirty five years old! Gone is half the way —
Like Dante at life’s midpoint, so to say;

The promise held by the years of our youth —
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How useless to beg or complain today,
Heedless of all your tears has ebbed away.

Do I see snow upon my temples shine?

O my God! Could this strange creased face be mine!
And those purple rings just below my eyes?

Why do they stare back at me — so malign,

The mirrors I thought were all friends of mine?

How appearance changes with time, I see;
Every picture I observe is not me —

Where are those days, that joy and excitement?
This smiling man I really cannot be —

It is not true that I am trouble-free!

My first love is but a vague memory

The thought of it is so foreign to me!

The friends with whom we started together,
Each has parted and gone his own way free;
Our loneliness increases, certainly!

That the sky has so many coloured planes,

That water chokes, that stones hurt and cause pains,
And fire burns, I learnt, alas, too late!

That each new day brings its problems and strains,
One only learns when one this age attains!

Tints of yellow and pomegranate red,
These autumn colours now suit me instead!
Why are these birds now circling in the air?
Where is this funeral from? Who is dead?
Joy from so many gardens has now fled!

Weak you are — for death round the corner stares —
You sleep and wake not; death will work its snares,
Who knows where, how or even at what age?

Your kingdom will last just during the prayers,
When the throne-like stone-rest your coffin bears!
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Fazil Hiisnii Daglarca was the son of a military officer, and was born in
Istanbul in 1914. He went to military schools and graduated as an Officer
from the Turkish War Academy. However, he retired early to devote
himself to writing. He was a prolific writer and is considered one of the
great poets of his period, partly because of his efforts to express himself in
his poetry in a plain and chaste form of Turkish. He died in Istanbul in
2008. Many of Daglarca’s poems have been translated into English by
Talat Sait Halman.”

DOLU SOKAK
Ne korkuyorsun
Uyanip geceleri
Oliim yasayacagim yokedebilir
Yasadigmni degil

FULL STREET

Why do you shiver and succumb to fright
And get up in the middle of the night?
Death can only spoil what is not begun —
Not what you have already lived and done!

YALNIZLIGIM

1lik bir su gibidir icimde yalnizligim,
Yalnizligim, ruhumda uzak bir ses gibidir.
Her sabah ufuklardan mavi sarkilar gelir,
Ve her sabah iirperir icimde yalnizligim

Giinesim aydan sart, yarmim diinden zorsa,
Sarsin artik omriimii tung kandillerin isi
Usiiyen ellerimden tutmaltydi birisi,

Eger benim gozlerim onlari gérmiiyorsa.

Bir camm arkasmda acilryor giillerim,
Havuzum piril piril... yikar bakislarimi.
Isler temiz ziyalar suya nakislarimi,
Ruhumun diinyasmdan eser tahayyiillerim

Riiya riizgarlarimda bir yaprak yalnizligim
Diisiincem bir neydir ki iirperir perde perde
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Belki bu misralarim esecek goniillerde
Fakat herkese uzak kalacak,yalnizligim.

MY LONELINESS
Inside me, my solitude courses like a slow, warm stream
Or it echoes like a faraway voice within my soul
Blue songs from the horizon come each morning in a dream
Each morning within me loneliness does shiver and roll

If my sun is paler than the moon, and worse is each day

Let the dark soot from bronze oil lamps wrap my life as disguise
Should not someone have held my frozen hands in help and play?
Even if [ was unable to see them with my eyes.

My roses only bloom from behind a curtain of glass
My pool is shimmering water — it washes my glances!
Designs on the water’s surface painted by light amass,
My imagination on the stage of my soul dances!

Like a leaf in the winds of dreams my loneliness races

My thoughts are like a reed flute which shivers from note to note
Maybe these lines of mine in others’ hearts will find places

But my loneliness from all is and will remain remote.

Melih Cevdet Anday was born in Istanbul in 1915. His literary output is
huge — he was a poet, dramatist, novelist, translator, essayist and
journalist. He did not belong to any traditional literary school. His poems
are sometimes didactic and convey social and even political messages
without being saturated with too much sentiment. A lot of his work was
published under various pseudonyms. Melih Cevdet died in Istanbul in
2002.

OLMUS BIR ARKADASTAN MEKTUP
Eskisi gibi yasiyorum

Gezerek, diisiinerek..

Yalniz biletsiz biniyorum vapura, trene
Pazarliksiz alis-veris ediyorum.

Geceleri evimdeyim, rahatim yerinde

(Bir de sikilinca pencereyi agabilsem)

37



Republican Turkish Poets... Syed Tanvir Wasti

Ah... basimi kasimak, ¢igcek koparmak
El stkmak istiyorum arada bir..

LETTER FROM A DEAD FRIEND

I live much the same as I did before,
Wandering and thinking a lot, for sure;
But I travel free on all trains and ships,
And do not bargain on my shopping trips.

I am in comfort at my home at night,

Though to use a window I have no right;

To scratch the head, pick a flower, would be grand,
And once in a while to shake someone’s hand.

YALAN

Ben giizel giinlerin sairiyim
Saadetten alryorum ilhdmimi
Kizlara geyizlerinden bahsediyorum
Mahpuslara afft umitmiden ...
Cocuklara miijdeler veriyorum
Babasi cephede kalan ¢ocuklara...
Fakat gii¢ oluyor bu isler

Giig oluyor yalan soylemek...

FALSEHOOD

I am the poet of all beautiful days

True happiness is what inspires me;

To young girls I talk of large dowry trays
To prisoners of total amnesty;

I give glad tidings to those children poor
Whose fathers are away fighting some war;
But I am irked by such activity,

For telling lies is by no means easy!

4. CONCLUSIONS

It may be observed, from the few examples of Republican Turkish poetry
presented above, that there is some detachment from the traditional
themes, traditions as well as types of Turkish poetry. Ottoman Turkish
poetry over the centuries was addressed to the citizens of a vast Empire;
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after the collapse of the old order and the birth of a young and modern
Republic in the smaller Turkish heartlands of Anatolia, new directions and
new emphases were inevitably created. Furthermore, in Turkish poetry of
the 20™ century, Western literary influences have also made themselves
felt, whether in content or prosody or style. The ghazal is no longer the
main yardstick by which a poet’s merit or appeal is measured. Poetry, in
Turkey and elsewhere, is seen to become more of a private affair in our
times. It is the wordsmith’s craft and way with words, as well as the depth
of both thought and emotion, that attract the reader.

While extensive information on all periods and aspects of Turkish poetry
is available in Turkish sources, it is also possible to give some additional
references for Turkish poetry available in English translation.*

NOTES:

1. In Turkish, the name is written as Mevlana Celaleddin-i Rimi. Rumi was born in
present-day Afghanistan in 1207 A.D. and migrated to the Seljuk Empire where he
settled in the capital city of Konya. He authored several works, of which the most
famous is the AMasnavi [in Arabic, Mathnawi and in Turkish Mesnevi]. Rumi’s
thought and mystic poetry continue to influence people greatly even today (a search
on Rumi in Google gives millions of results). Rumi died in Konya in 1273 A.D. and
his mausoleum attracts visitors from all over the world.

2. Yunus Emre is said to have lived between 1240 and 1320 A.D. in the region of
Eskisehir. A great mystic poet who used a fairly pure form of Turkish, little is known
about his life or death, and tombs at several places in Central Anatolia are said to be
his. The collection of his poctical works, known as Yunus Emre Divant is available in
several editions. Translations of some poems by Yunus Emre into English are given
in Talat S. Halman, ‘Selected Poems of Yunus Emre’” in Kemal Silay [Ed.] 4n
Anthology of Turkish Literature, (Bloomington, Indiana: Cem Publishing, 2006), pp.
34 — 41. An essay entitled “Yunus Emre’ by Annemarie Schimmel is also to be found
in the same volume, pp. 42 — 57. For the rendering of poems of Yunus Emre into
Urdu, see Dr N. A. Asrar [translator], Yunus Emre, (Islamabad: Pakistan Academy of
Letters, 1991), 361 pp.

3. The index to Gibb’s History of Ottoman Poetry [See Endnote No. 5] contains
references to no fewer than 125 major Ottoman Turkish poets.

4. Unless otherwise indicated, all translations into English given in the text have been
done by the author of the present article.

5. Published by the E J W Gibb Memorial Trust, Cambridge in several different editions
since their original publication (London: Luzac & Co.) at the beginning of the 20"
century. The approximate periods covered by the different volumes are as follows:
Volume I [454 pp.] covers the time frame from the foundation of the Ottoman
Empire till before the conquest of Istanbul in 1453 A.D.
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10.

11.

12.

Volume II [405 pp.] treats the period between the conquest of Istanbul by the Turks
till the accession to the throne in 1520 A.D. of Sultan Siileyman the Magnificent.

Volume III [381 pp.] spans the long reign of Sultan Siileyman (1520 — 1566) and
ends in 1600 A.D. The second part of Volume III deals with the period 1600 — 1700
A.D., i.e, roughly from the accession of the Sultan Ahmed I till the accession of the
Sultan Ahmed IIL

Volume IV [364 pp.] contains what Gibb calls the “Transition Period” of Ottoman
poetry over the period 1700 — 1850 A.D., otherwise also called the “Romantic
Period”.

Volume V [250 pp.] covers essentially the short duration of 30 years, 1850 — 1880
A.D., i.c., the beginning of what is called the ‘late Ottoman period’.

Finally, Volume VI [384 pp.] is a compendium of the Turkish texts of the poems that
have been referred to in the previous volumes.

Edward Granville Browne (1862 — 1926) took a degree in medicine, but switched to
Oriental Studies, becoming a Fellow of Pembroke college and Sir Thomas Adams’
Professor at Cambridge University. He was highly proficient in Arabic, Persian and
Turkish.

Called Hadis-i Sherif. The Arabic text of the hadith is also given. The hadith is
testimony to the high position accorded to poets in Arabian society.

Ali Cavusoglu [Translator], F.J.W. Gibb — Osmanlt Siir Tarihi [E.JW. Gibb —
History of Ottoman Poetry], (Ankara: Akgag, 1999). Volume I, 553 pp. and Volume
I1, 584 pp.

Siileyman Celebi was born in Bursa in 1351 and died there in 1422, Bursa was then
the capital of the Ottoman State, and he came from a well-known family. He received
a good education and later became the Imam of the Great Mosque at Bursa. All that
remains of his poetical output is the Mev/id [Mawlid in Arabic], the most famous
Turkish devotional poem celebrating the birth of the Prophet Muhammad in 732
couplets, a small part of which is recited at all religious gatherings in Turkey even
today.

Siileyman Muhammed Fuzili [poctical name Fuzili] was born between 1480 and
1490 A.D. in Karbala and died in 1556 A.D. in Baghdad. Both places are now in Iraq
but were then in the Ottoman Empire. He has left behind poetry in Turkish, Persian
and Arabic and, by virtue of his influence, has claim to being regarded as the greatest
Ottoman Turkish poet.

Mahmud Abdiilbaki [poetical name BAki] was born in Istanbul in 1526 and died
there in 1600 A.D. His life span coincided with the zenith of the Ottoman Empire,
and his sonorous and majestic poctry is testimony to the glory of the reign of
Siileyman the Magnificent.

Omer [poetical name Nef*i] was born in Hasankale in Eastern Turkey in 1572. Well
versed in Turkish and Persian, he moved to Istanbul and became a civil servant.
Although he has left behind collections of verse, his penchant for satire and his
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13.

14.

15.

16.

17.
18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

23.
24.

25.

severe poetical criticism of several high-ranking Ottoman courtiers eventually led to
his being put to death in 1635.

Yusuf Nabi was born in Urfa in south-east Turkey in 1641 and died in Istanbul in
1712. He has left behind a Divan of Turkish poetry, which also includes a famous
na‘at [religious song] composed by him on a visit to the Prophet’s tomb in Medina
after performing the Hajj.

Ahmed [poetical name Nedim] was born in Istanbul in 1681 and died in 1730 A.D.
His Divan contains all types of poetry including songs, but he is best known as an
elegant composer of the ghazal [in Turkish, gazel].

Mehmed Es‘ad [poetical name Galib] is considered the last Ottoman poet of major
importance before the onset of the 19™ century. Born in Istanbul in 1757, he died in
1799. He joined the Mevlevi order of dervishes after completing a monastic training
lasting three years.

Syed Tanvir Wasti, An Introduction to Late Ottoman Poetry, (Berkeley, California:
Computers and Structures International; 2012), pp. 288. This volume spans the dates
1839 — 1922 A.D. and treats in detail the poctical works of the major poets of this
period: Ibrahim Sinasi, Ziya Pasha, Namuk Kemal, Abdiilhak Hamid, Recaizide
Mahmud Ekrem, Muallim Naci, Tevfik Fikret, Mehmed Akif Ersoy, Ahmed Hasim
and Yahya Kemal Beyatli.

The order has been chosen in accordance with the years of birth of the poets.
Mehmed Akif composed the following poem on 7 May 1921 while living in Ankara
as a member of the Turkish Grand National Assembly. It was a dark time for the
Turks after their defeat in the First World War. The Greeks had seized vast areas of
Western Turkey and the first Ottoman capital, Bursa, had fallen to the invading
Greeks in July 1920. Hence the poem contains references to the graves of the
founding sultans of the Ottoman state, i.e. Osman, Orhan and Yildirim, who lie
buried in Bursa. Mehmet Akif dedicated the poem to his friend Hasan Basri Cantay.
This translation was also published in the Endnotes to my article:

S. Tanvir Wasti, ‘Eight Months in the Life of Yahya Kemal’, Middle Fastern
Studies, Vol. 47, No. 1, (January 2011), pp. 137 — 149.

This translation was also published in the Endnotes to my article:

S. Tanvir Wasti, ‘Eight Months in the Life of Yahya Kemal’, Middle Fastern
Studies, Vol. 47, No. 1, (January 2011), pp. 137 — 149.

Of the many different modes of classical Middle Eastern music, the Mahur mode is
one of the oldest and most well-established. Sa‘dabad was a famous playground of
palaces and parks on the banks of the Golden Horn in Istanbul; the Silver Channel
refers to a large marble canal constructed there in the 18™ century.

This order was repealed by a Turkish governmental decree several decades after
Nazim Hikmet’s death, in 2009.

Husayn b. Mansur al-Hallaj (857 — 922 A.D.), the famous Persian mystic.

It is sad to relate that the author of this very famous poem died only 11 years later, at
the young age of 46.

Talat Sait Halman (1931 — 2014) was a poet, translator, author and cultural historian
who studied and taught in several universities in Turkey and North America. He also
served after 1971 as Turkey’s first Minister of Culture. His translation of Daglarca’s
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26.

poems was published as: Talat S. Halman [Translator], Selected Poems: Fazil Hiisnii
Daglarca, (Pittsburgh: University of Pittsburgh Press), 1969, 195 pp.

References to the works by Gibb and Silay have already been given. In chronological
order of publication, the following sources may be mentioned:

Derek Patmore, The Star and the Crescent — An Anthology of Modern Turkish Poetry,
(London: Constable, 1946), 50 pp.

Nermin Menemencioglu and Fahir iz [Editors], The Penguin Book of Turkish Verse,
(Harmondsworth, Middlesex: Penguin Books, 1978), 414 pp.

Feyyaz Kayacan Fergar [Editor]|, Modern Turkish Poetry, (Ware, Hertfordshire: The
Rockingham Press, 1992), 189 pp.

Walter G. Andrews, Najaat Black and Mehmet Kalpakli [Editors and Translators],
Ottoman Lyric Poetry — An Anthology, (Seattle: University of Washington Press,
2006), 336 pp.

ABSTRACT

Turkish poetry, centred within the heartlands of a large area covering the Middle
East and Central Asia, may be said to have reached its maximum aesthetic and
stylistic development during the six centuries of the Ottoman Empire. After this
Empire departed from the stage of history and was replaced by the Republic of
Turkey in 1923, the poetical legacy of the past sought new channels and modes
of expression. The article introduces a couple of poems each by 10 major poets
of the first 50 years of the Turkish Republic both in original and in English
translation.

Keywords: Republican Turkish Poetry, Translations of Modern Turkish Poetry,
Major Poets of the 20™ century in Turkey, Summary Overview of Turkish poetry
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