Bir Yolcunun Gunludi

Finisterre Plaj

Nihayet yiizlerce kilometre yirlylp sonunda denizi gériiyorusun. Finisterre kasabasyna dodru adym adym ilerlerken yassy deni
kabuklaryny aramayy ve bulduklarymyzy syrt cantamyza atmayy ihmal etmiyoruz.

Deniz her zaman oldudu gibi bugiinde insany sakinleptirici 6deleri ile seni kendine, igine ¢ekiyor. denizin iginin dypynda oldudunt
farkynda oldudunda kendi dypynynda icinde olabiliyorsun.

Yurimenin felsefi boyutu sportif boyutunun éniine gecebiliyor.

Aradyoynyn ne oldudunu bildidin slirece aramaya devam ediyorsun. Ama cevabyna soru aryyorsan durumun daha zor. Seni den
glndiz bile ypyldayan yakamozlary bile kurtaramyyor.

Biz yolda tesadifen karpylapan insanlaryz. Hayatlarymyzyn kesiptidi nokta Concurbion kasabasynyn misafirhanesi. Yurlytp dyf
noktamyz. Birlepenimiz Herman Hesse.

Herman Hesse Unll bir Alman dipuniri ve yazaryymyp. Grupta Herman Hesse'yi tanymayan ve okumayan bir tek ben varym. C
sabah ilk defa John ve Annemarie ile yirimeye bapladyk ama pimdi birbirini gok uzun yyllardan beri tanyyan insanlaryn rahatlyd
icindeyiz. John Sedat ve Herman Hesse'nin Unli yapytlaryndan Siddharrt'nyn birbirine isim olarak benzerlidi Gizerine epey bir
felsefe yiruttl. Herman Hesse'nin felsefi yapytlaryny anlatty. John anlattyk¢a benimde yazara ve yazylaryna karpy olan ilgim artt
gece normal yurime mesafesi olan 34 kilometreyi yuriidiikten sonra bizim diin konakladydymyz kasabada, daha bugtin yiriimes
hissine kendini teslim ederek ylirimeye devam eden Johannes Thinauer isimli Avusturyaly geng bir ahgy,22 kilometre fazladan
yurlyerek bizim bulundudumuz misafirhaneye saat 22.00 gibi yorgun ve bitap halde geldi.

Biz burada ben yola cykmadan bana Anna tarafyndan verilen Matthew Arnold'un The Buried Life isimli piirini ¢6zimlemeye
calypyyorduk. Annemarie, John ve ben. biirin derinlikleri bizi etkiliyor. Tabiiki burada i¢tidimiz evyapymy parabyn etkiside yok dec
parabyn etkisiyle kiigiik bir Sezar misali masanyn Ustiinde hikayemi anlatyrken Johannes iceri girdi.

Bu yol tam bir Halil Ybrahim sofrasy gibi. Hemen onada yemek hazyrlandy. Ve oda konupmamyn ve arkadap grubunun bir parca
oldu. Bu ipler bu kadar basit, selam verdinmi alynyyor ve sende o anda o ortamyn pargasy oluyorsun. Soru yok, sorgu yok, sual
yok. Kabullenme var. Gel kapymyz acyk deme var. Dost olarak kalbine basma var. Anna arka planda bizi ydnetiyor.

Uzaklardan bana yolladydy bir mesaj pu anda bu insanlarla hayatlarymyzy birleptirdi.

Dostlar uzaktada olsa sana herzaman bir pekilde birbirlerine yardym edebiliyorlar.

Buried Life - Mathew Arnold - biiri ingilizce olarak en altta bulabilirsiniz.

Herman Hesse

Hermann Hesse 1877&rsquo;de Almanya&rsquo;nyn Calw kasabasynda doddu. Editim sistemindeki kysytlamalara ve misyoner
babasynyn dinsel baskylaryna direnerek Maulbronn Ylahiyat Okulu&rsquo;ndan ayryldy. Bir siire kitapgylyk yaptyktan sonra
1904&rsquo;te serbest yazarlyda baplady. Birinci Diinya Savapy&rsquo;nda tarafsyz kalan Ysvigre&rsquo;ye yerleperek Alman
militarizmi ve milliyetcilidini yeren yazylar yazdy. Savap tutsaklary ve gdzaltyna alynanlar igin bir dergi gykardy. 1923&rsquo;te Y:
uyruduna gecti.

Savap ortamynyn ve kipisel sorunlarynyn etkisiyle adyr bir bunalym geciren Hesse, Jung&rsquo;un 6drencisi Lang&rsquo;dan
psikanaliz tedavisi gérdi. Lang ile dostludu Hesse&rsquo;nin ruhbilime ve Jung&rsquo;a duydudu ilgiyi kérikleyerek ic diinyasyr
zenginleptirdi. 1911&rsquo;de Hindistan&rsquo;a yaptydy yolculuk Dodu kiltiriinden etkilenmesine yol acty. Yapytlarynda, kipini
uygarlydyn yerlepik kalyplaryndan kurtularak 6zbenlidini bulmaya calypmasyny ipledi, insanlary kendi yapamlaryny kurtarmaya ¢
gizemcilidini yuceltti.

Hesse, Dodu kiltiriine yakynlydyyla, 6zellikle 1960&rsquo;larda Amerika&rsquo;da canlanan Budizm ve Zen Budizmi akymlary
syrasynda en ¢ok okunan yazarlar arasyna girdi. Romanlary, dykuleri, denemeleri, piirleri, politik makaleleri ve kultir alanyndaki
eleptirel yazylaryyla tim diinyada 100 milyonu apkyn okura ulapan, 1946&rsquo;da Nobel Edebiyat Odiili&rsquo;nii alan Hesse
1962&rsquo;de Ysvicre&rsquo;nin Montagnola kasabasynda 6ld.

http://www.biryolcunungunlugu.com Joomla! Tarafyndan Desteklenmektedir Ureten: 10 September, 2010, 20:28



Bir Yolcunun Gunludi

Baplyca yapytlary: Peter Camenzind (Afa, 1992), Unterm Rad (Carklar Arasynda; Afa, 1990), Gertrud (YKY, 2003), Rosshalde
(Afa, 1993), Demian (Ylk Genglik Yyllarym; Say, 1984), Siddharta (Sidarta; E Yay., 1972), Der Steppenwolf (Bozkyrkurdu; YKY,
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The Buried Life by Matthew Arnold
Light flows our war of mocking words, and yet,
Behold, with tears mine eyes are wet!
| feel a nameless sadness o'er me roll.
Yes, yes, we know that we can jest,
We know, we know that we can smile!
But there's a something in this breast,
To which thy light words bring no rest,
And thy gay smiles no anodyne.
Give me thy hand, and hush awhile,
And turn those limpid eyes on mine,
And let me read there, love! thy inmost soul.

Alas! is even love too weak

To unlock the heart, and let it speak?

Are even lovers powerless to reveal

To one another what indeed they feel?

I knew the mass of men conceal'd

Their thoughts, for fear that if reveal'd

They would by other men be met

With blank indifference, or with blame reproved;
| knew they lived and moved

Trick'd in disguises, alien to the rest

Of men, and alien to themselves--and yet
The same heart beats in every human breast!

But we, my love!--doth a like spell benumb
Our hearts, our voices?--must we too be dumb?

Ah! well for us, if even we,

Even for a moment, can get free

Our heart, and have our lips unchain'd;

For that which seals them hath been deep-ordain'd!

Fate, which foresaw

How frivolous a baby man would be--

By what distractions he would be possess'd,
How he would pour himself in every strife,
And well-nigh change his own identity--
That it might keep from his capricious play
His genuine self, and force him to obey
Even in his own despite his being's law,
Bade through the deep recesses of our breast
The unregarded river of our life

Pursue with indiscernible flow its way;

And that we should not see

The buried stream, and seem to be

Eddying at large in blind uncertainty,
Though driving on with it eternally.

But often, in the world's most crowded streets,
But often, in the din of strife,

There rises an unspeakable desire

After the knowledge of our buried life;

A thirst to spend our fire and restless force

In tracking out our true, original course;

A longing to inquire

Into the mystery of this heart which beats

So wild, so deep in us--to know
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Whence our lives come and where they go.
And many a man in his own breast then delves,
But deep enough, alas! none ever mines.

And we have been on many thousand lines,
And we have shown, on each, spirit and power;
But hardly have we, for one little hour,

Been on our own line, have we been ourselves--
Hardly had skill to utter one of all

The nameless feelings that course through our breast,
But they course on for ever unexpress'd.

And long we try in vain to speak and act

Our hidden self, and what we say and do

Is eloquent, is well--but 'tis not true!

And then we will no more be rack'd

With inward striving, and demand

Of all the thousand nothings of the hour

Their stupefying power,

Ah yes, and they benumb us at our call!

Yet still, from time to time, vague and forlorn,
From the soul's subterranean depth upborne
As from an infinitely distant land,

Come airs, and floating echoes, and convey

A melancholy into all our day.

Only--but this is rare--

When a beloved hand is laid in ours,

When, jaded with the rush and glare

Of the interminable hours,

Our eyes can in another's eyes read clear,

When our world-deafen'd ear

Is by the tones of a loved voice caress'd--

A bolt is shot back somewhere in our breast,

And a lost pulse of feeling stirs again.

The eye sinks inward, and the heart lies plain,
And what we mean, we say, and what we would, we know.
A man becomes aware of his life's flow,

And hears its winding murmur; and he sees

The meadows where it glides, the sun, the breeze.

And there arrives a lull in the hot race
Wherein he doth for ever chase

That flying and elusive shadow, rest.

An air of coolness plays upon his face,

And an unwonted calm pervades his breast.
And then he thinks he knows

The hills where his life rose,

And the sea where it goes.
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