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Introduction:

Nahid Sirr1 Orik (1895-1960) was a Turkish short story and novel writer. Born into a family of
state officials and literati, after his preliminary education, Nahid Sirr1 spent his youth traveling in Europe.
Nabhid Sirr1 returned to Turkey in 1928 after the foundation of the Republic. While he held an official
position as a translator for a short time, Nahid Sirr1 spent his life writing for literary journals and
publishing his short stories and novels. His literary career started with a novella, “Zeynéb la Courtisane”
(Zeynep the Courtesan, 1927), which is not the only work that he wrote in French. Later, in 1932, he
published Colere de Sultan (Anger of the Sultan) in French as well. Among his most recognized and read
works include Kiskanmak (Being Jealous, 1946), Sultan Hamid Diiserken (As Sultan Hamid Fell, 1957)
which was also staged with the name “The Fall” in 1976 and adapted for the cinema in 2003) and his
short story collection San atkarlar (Artists, 1932). Nahid Sirr1 also published literary and historical
essays, memoirs, and travel writing. The following short story, “Sair Necmi Efendi’nin Bahar Kasidesi,”
was first published in Muhit (No 36, October 1931) and then included into the collection San atkarlar
(1932).

Translation: The Poet Necmi Efendi’s Ode to Spring

The door slowly opened and Hatice Giilfam Hanim tiptoed into the room. She wanted to check
her husband who was writing an ode for Abdiilkadir Hulusi Pasha’s promotion to the grand vizierate.
Wondering if he was halfway through it, she stepped in, but her bony and brown face soon turned red.
Instead of stringing couplets of eulogy and reverence for the new grand vizier, Necmi Efendi was in deep
sleep, his inkwell and dip pen pushed aside, papers scattered on the floor! Muffled sounds were filling the
gaps of several lost teeth in his mouth, and his cap had slid sideways.

Hatice Giilfam harshly shook her husband by the shoulder. Necmi Efendi quickly opened his
eyes. When he saw his wife standing right by his side, his hallowed cheeks went slightly pink, his hands
reaching almost unconsciously for the ink, pen, and papers. The ink and the pen were in their usual spot.
But he couldn’t pick up the papers so easily. He was too drowsy to collect them. Furious, Hatice Giilfam
bent down to gather the papers. Before handing them over, she checked what and how much he had
written. The moment she took a glanced at them, she felt a rush of blood to her head. Almost all the
papers were blank. Even the vizier’s name was not written yet. There was only the prologue, strolling
through opening remarks.

“It’s already late afternoon. And you’ve been here since noon. This sofa drives you to sleep, not
to inspiration! What did you do? Write a couplet per hour? At this speed, by the time the vizier gets
deposed you will only finish the half of it.”

In her late thirties or early forties, she was a tall woman, with a long face and a long neck. She
altogether looked towering with her high hat and long dress.

Necmi Efendi wanted to tease his way out of this flaming war.

“So what if he gets deposed? We’ll just change the name and present our ode to the new vizier.”

With a disdainful manner, Hatice Giilfam shrugged her shoulders:

“You think that’s funny, don’t you? What more do you expect? Should we even sell our beds and
pillows for you to write? Your name already faded. Even if you can write and present something, it is
doubtful that the Pasha will pay any attention. If only you did have any other skill. I’d say, ‘Go open a



store in the market!” How could I object to God’s judgement if the Chief Judge Harputizade Hayrullah
Efendi’s daughter Hatice Giilfam was destined to be the wife of a mere shopkeeper?”

Necmi Efendi’s white face, circled by half-gray, half-auburn beard, revealed a look of weariness.
When his wife declared her nobleness for a hundredth time, her thin pale lips pursed, spitting her
poisonous scorn around, ‘becoming the wife of a mere shopkeeper!’, Necmi Efendi tiredly lowered his
eyes. Picking up the paper he dropped when he fell asleep, he folded it into two as usual and dipped his
pen into ink. The pen started scratching on the paper, slowly, hesitantly, unsure of itself.

Hatice Giilfam shrugged her shoulders again:

“Try harder, perhaps you can write something substantial. You used to write so easily, so
beautifully. What a pity! You’ve exhausted that poetic essence.”

Necmi Efendi did not respond, but the paper shaking in his hands betrayed his anger.

Taking no notice, Hatice Giilfam instead looked at the pen that had stopped, convinced that there
was not even one ounce of poetry left in her husband. Still, even if he could not write well now, he had
made a name for himself. The more this name and reputation bowed in front of the new vizier, the lower it
got, without doubt, the more gifts it would receive.

“Efendi, don’t forget to sing the Pasha’s praises. You better repeat a couple of times that there has
been no better vizier for decades.”

“Sure, Giilfam, sure, I’ll raise this guy to the skies even though he deserves the seven depths of
the hell.”

Her eyes pierced through him, without responding, she left the room. She would speak harshly if
she stayed longer.

The grand vizier Abdiilkadir Hulusi Pasha’s old and illness-ridden body looked majestic in his
magnificent and lavish fur. Leaning on pillows made from the finest Indian shawls, he slowly read Necmi
Efendi’s congratulatory ode. He did not seem to be pleased with it. Necmi Efendi was sitting on a thin
futon right by the door, his knees bent to the vizier’s glorified will. After reading it, the vizier raised his
head, looking at the man waiting for his compliment and gift. He regretted that he granted this audience
just by virtue of the poet’s name. The Pasha did not enjoy reading this long poem at all. He did not think
the praises for his past wars were enough. He was annoyed that he was not compared to any known world
conqueror or hero. Didn’t another poet, Nef’i, raise Young Osman’s unsheathed sword to the skies just
because he went on war before growing a beard? This good-for-nothing even forgot to pray for the long
lasting of his vizierate. He was not even firmly saying that his vizierate would open the doors for an
unprecedented period of welfare and prosperity for the land and the state. There was no doubt, this
congratulation was more half-hearted and less passionate than the other ones, and the weakest of all. And,
God knows why, it was presented later than the rest. Abdiilkadir Hulusi Pasha did not deem the poem
worthy of complimenting. Only about the poem’s last couplet, written on the insistence of Necmi Efendi’s
wife, the Pasha asked in a patronizing manner:

“Your wife, she is Mehmet Hayrullah Efendi’s daughter?”

“Yes, your excellency.”

In his youth, Abdiilkadir Hulusi Pasha had seen many favors from Hayrullah Efendi. However, on Hatice
Giilfam’s order, the opposite was said in the poem; even though Abdiilkadir Hulusi Pasha was a nobody
when Hayrullah Efendi was a chief judge, the poem described Hayrullah Efendi as Hulusi Pasha’s
subject.



After a short silence, the Pasha said:

“I met him when I was young. He was a knowledgeable and virtuous man.”

Convinced that this was more than enough, he then turned his head to look at the flower beds in
the garden, adding in a voice full of contempt:

“Give it to the chamberlain!”

The vizier’s hallowed, yet bright eyes did not look at the face of the poet bending down in
reverence. He did not waste a small gesture of his hand to stop the poet kissing the hems of his fur. When
his eyes finally saw Necmi Efendi, it was only to pierce through his transparent being.

When he left the room, Necmi Efendi wanted, for a second, to skip the chamberlain. Alas, his
house was facing poverty. Above all it was Hatice Giilfam waiting in that house. And her reproaches,
derisions, and poisonous words.

Necmi Efendi waited half an hour more to meet the chamberlain. While waiting like a wretched
and lonely soul among a hundred different kinds of men, he thought bitterly:

“Halfwits! Just because our pens write their names, just to mock not to praise, next generations
will know and remember them! Thanks to us, they become immortal. Yet they think they bestow on us!
Arrogants!”

The chamberlain had a patchy beard on a constantly twitching face. In a guttural voice:

“For your reward, right?” he asked.

Without waiting for a response, he reached for numerous red silk pouches lying beside; picking
one of the smallest ones, he handed it to Necmi Efendi.

Even the chamberlain’s eyes were not seeing him.

The Chief Judge Hayrullah Efendi had shown much attention and care for his daughters to
receive the same education with his sons. Likewise, he chose his sons-in-law not in accordance with their
wealth or rank but in light of their individual values. That was how he married one of his well-educated
daughters to Necmi Efendi who was a talented young poet at the time. Since then, this talent had fully
bloomed and Necmi had truly become a great and well-known poet of his age. However, Necmi had a
grave fault, one that would prevent him from receiving the respect and prestige that he was worthy of. He
couldn’t pay court at all. He couldn’t portray the sultan, who did not want to leave the harem filling with
more concubines every day, as God’s blessing to the nation and the state; nor could he sing the praises of
the fictive merits and services of senior officials who usurped their positions by feeding the women of the
palace with bribes and did nothing other than amassing their wealth by oppression. He couldn’t show the
defeats of the disorderly janissary troops as victories won against Russians and Hungarians. Nor could he
declare the country crushed under an ever-growing oppression to be a place of immense happiness. As he
witnessed how those who could say such things were showered with gifts and reaching or given higher
positions, he could no longer write. It finally reached a point when he started despising and tearing apart
even things he wrote for himself, for his own pleasure. It had been almost a year since he dropped his pen.
They lived on by selling whatever they had for value.

Already exasperated that her father did not leave anything of value because of his righteousness,
Hatice Giilfam took exception to selling a couple of assets which she was sure would soon be followed by
her diamonds. She cried in protest:



“I’m the daughter of a chief judge. How can I attend a wedding without a piece of jewelry on my
ears or arms?”

Around that time the grand vizierate changed hands and was given to Abdiilkadir Hulusi Pasha
who had once seen many favors from Hatice Giilfam’s father. The woman forced Necmi Efendi to pen an
ode and to add that he was Hayrullah Efendi’s son-in-law. Upon his return from the vizier’s mansion,
Necmi found Hatice Giilfam waiting by the door. It was not her usual self to hurry to the sound of the key.

“Did you see the Pasha? What is his reward?”’

Without a word, Necmi Efendi took out the small pouch of money and handed it to her. Seeing its
size, Hatice Giilfam’s face went red. She counted what was inside and grunted:

“This is what an unskilled poet such as yourself deserves!”

She raised her head, as if looking at an enemy, and only then saw that her husband was wet from
tip to toe. Necmi Efendi must have caught a cold: his face was white as a sheet, his teeth chattering and
his whole body in shivers.

In fact, he had walked in rain all the way from the Pasha’s mansion to his house nearby the city
wall and got soaked to the bone.

Since the day he was caught in the rain, Necmi Efendi was burning up with fever. If he could get
out of bed for three days, he was glued to it for the next five. His strength was declining day by day.
There was only a little left from his reward. On the days when he recovered, Hatice Giilfam was breathing
down his neck, pressing and harassing him: “You should write something new! You should show
something new!”

The more the poet said:

“I’m exhausted, woman! Leave me alone!”

The more she kept repeating her sarcastic, bitter words:

“Why do you keep complaining you’re tired and need rest? As if I’'m asking you to take the field
of battle! Your poetry has really left you.”

This woman was unable to grasp the heaviness of praising the grand vizier Abdiilkadir Hulusi
Pasha or indeed any other great men of the time. This Pasha was someone who used to grind down
everyone in the palace school, subdue people by force and corruption during his term in other cities, and
leave his post as a commander before facing enemy troops. He had reached his current position thanks to
the bribes he gave to the palace out of his wealth that he had amassed through oppression and corruption.
Praising him, finding great virtues and values in him and elevating him, was unbearable for Necmi
Efendi. In the future, when history unveiled the crimes of this vizier, branding him as a thief and villain,
what would they say of Necmi Efendi if he praised this stealing scoundrel as God’s blessing and boon to
this country? Despite his wife’s unending pestering and insistence, he couldn’t find in his heart to pen a
new poem.

On a day when he was feeling a bit better, Hatice Giilfam returned with news from a neighborly
visit:

“We have enough money left to last a week. You must finish your poem until then. But good
news, your luck has turned. A perfect opportunity has come our way.”

“And what’s that? Was Abdiilkadir Pasha replaced by a more honorable man?”

Hatice Giilfam found it unnecessary to respond to his sarcastic response and added:



“It turns out that the Pasha is having a mansion built in Emirgan. We’re truly living on another
planet! And it is about to be finished. The Pasha is going to give a banquet there in early May with
entertainment going on all night. You can present an ode on the occasion of his mansion.”

Necmi Efendi shook his head like someone who just heard the clinging of his chains. There was
no escape, he had to write this poem. Writing it would not however bring an end to this torturing disaster.
He would again have to go to the vizier’s mansion with a new poem in his coat, beg his smug servants to
pass his ode on to the pasha, and wait, God knows how long and with whom, listening to the coarse and
arrogant laughs and talks of those servants.

It was quite likely that the Pasha, who didn’t find the previous ode congratulatory and
commending enough, would respond to the new one with insult.

The sky was still covered with clouds in Istanbul; it was windy and rough. And yet, something in
the air was telling the spring was here. It might be the wind or the weather or perhaps the bare branches of
the trees or the earth, or maybe everything everywhere, that was telling that the spring suddenly arrived to
inject a worn world with freshness and purity. It was a beautiful and crisp spring, seeping everywhere but
not seen anywhere with naked eyes. Beautiful as the moments of hesitation and doubt that one would feel
when the heart was filled with love but the tongue couldn’t say it. So pristine, so captivating. When
Necmi Efendi opened his eyes in the bed which he hadn’t been able to leave for so many days, he found
himself recovered. He was feeling an innate desire to write an ode, without any external admonition.
There was a strange hunger in his mind, a new excitement and spark in his soul. This fresh sensation was
washing away his anxiety and anguish, making him forget all the sad and severe necessities that must be
considered: Hatice Giilfam’s sulking face because she sold a ring at the bazaar, the expectation to wish an
extortionist and incompetent vizier long-lasting years of prosperity, the sin in hoping for him be at the
head of the state and nation every coming spring, the expectation to resemble his Emirgan mansion,
which he built for indecent pleasures, to God’s heaven. All these slipped his mind. Necmi Efendi was just
writing a spring ode. He was describing a spring in a country where people didn’t lie, didn’t deceive or
sin, where there was no disgrace, no theft, no crime or punishment, and a country where no one bent the
knee or was forced to do so.

Now his pen was light as a feather. From its ink was flowing the charms of every color and his
words were echoing with every sound. The spring was alive in his ode, with its thousand smells, fresh
winds, fresh lights, and fresh rains. This ode was not about Abdiilkadir Hulusi Pasha or about the position
he laid his hands on, nor was it about the mansion he probably got built by confiscating that piece of land,
stealing materials, and underpaying workers.

This was a spring ode, an ode to the spring.

With her high hat on, Hatice Giilfam popped her head around the door a couple of times, seeing
him immersed in writing, she just left, probably thinking that it was better to not disturb a poet who
finally got a visit from his muse.

As Necmi Efendi filled the paper with couplets, his spirit got lighter, his head relaxed, feeling
none of the pains in his tired and sick body. And his temples were throbbing, his eyes were hazed, as if all
his blood was flowing out of his veins. He wrote and wrote. Words, ideas, similes, and depictions were
passing through his soul and mind onto the pen and paper, one after another, strung like a set of rubies,
emeralds, diamonds, and pearls on an endless chain.



So, he wrote, without any stop. It was not a nature-born, seasonal spring, lasting only a couple of
months, that he created. It was a divine spring: its scents would forever captivate, its colors would forever
dazzle, and the divine strokes of its winds would forever caress. It was only then that he understood how
tired he was, how worn down with a fatigue that would never go away. His hand pulled away from the
paper, leaving the pen aside, and his head collapsed on the pillow. Through the window lattices he had
opened came a wind breezing in, bringing him the early scents of the new spring, and leaving kisses on
the scattered pages of the ode.

Poet Necmi Efendi fell into sleep.

When Hatice Giilfam came into the room for one last time, she found her husband sleeping and
the papers scattered on the floor. Without taking any notice of him, she quickly picked up the papers and
started reading. The chief judge Hayrullah Efendi had indeed paid much attention to her education and
she had received one that excelled a common man’s. She could not fail to see the beauty of the poem she
was holding. Fascinated by the exquisiteness and radiance of depictions and similes, the woman read it
until the very end. Only then she realized there was no prayer for the grand vizier, no depiction of or
praise for his Emirgan mansion, not a single couplet or a line that would guarantee a reward. Her eyes
brimming with fury, Giilfam held out the papers toward the body lying in the bed, toward the head that
sunk into the pillow, and shouted:

“Efendi? Efendi? Are you trying to drive me crazy? You didn’t even write the pasha’s name!”

But then, she pulled herself back, her eyes wide open, her hands trying to push a bad dream,
mumbling, she started crying.

Right after finishing this divine ode which would be passed down not through years but centuries,
Necmi Efendi had fallen into his eternal sleep. Through the half-opened lattices of the window came in
fresh scents and cool breezes, the spring was gratefully rewarding him.

Translated by Mehtap Ozdemir

Source Text: “Sair Necmi Efendi’nin Bahar Kasidesi”

Yavasca kapiy1 acarak, Hatice Giilfam Hanim sessiz adimlarla igeri girdi. Birkag giin evvel
sadaret makamini ihraz eden Abdulkadir HulGsi Pasa igin zevcinin viicuda getirecegi kaside hakkinda
fikir edinmek istiyor, bunun yarilanip yarilanmadigini merak ediyordu. Fakat, iki adim atar atmaz,
kemikli ve esmer yiizii kipkirmizi kesildi. Sair Necmi Efendi divitiyle kalemini bir tarafa birakmus,
kagitlar1 elinden diismiis, yeni sadrazami medih ve tebcil eden beyitler diizecegine uykuya dalip gitmisti!
Digleri seyrelmege baslayan agzi karisik sesler ¢ikariyor, bagindaki takke yana sarkiyordu.

Hatice Giilfam Hanim sert bir el darbesiyle kocasinin omuzunu sarsti. Necmi Efendi hemen
gozlerini agmist1 ve basinin ucunda karisini dikili goriir gormez, biraz ¢okiik yanaklarina hafif bir
pembelik geldi, adeta gayr-1 suliri bir hareketle eli divite, kagida, kaleme uzandi. Divitle kalem ta
yaninda, eski yerde duruyordu. Lakin agagiya diismiis olan kagitlari hemen alamadi. Bu alamayista her
halde mahmurlugun tesiri olacakti. Hisimla egilerek, Hatice Giilfam kagitlar1 topladi ve bunlar1 kendisine
vermeden evvel, ne kadar yazdigini ve neler yazdigini bilmek istedi. Kagitlara bakinca da, kan beynine



sigradi. Yapraklarin hemen hepsi bembeyazdi. Heniiz vezirin ismi bile yazilmamisti. Daha mukaddemeler
yapiliyor, heniiz girizgahlarda dolasiliyordu!

“Ikindi vakti erismek iizeredir. Halbuki 6gleden beri buradasin. Bu sedirde sana ilham degil, uyku
geliyor! Saat baginda tek beyit mi yazdin? Bu gidisle sadrazam azledilinceye dek belki kasidenin yarisina
varirsin!”

Uzun boylu, uzun yiizlii, uzun boyunlu, otuz beslik kirklik bir kadind1. Yiiksek hotozu ve dort
uzun pesli entarisi ile biisbiitiin iri gériiniiyordu.

Necmi Efendi, ilk atesleri beliren bu harpten bir latife i¢inde ¢ikmak istedi.

“Ne olmak ihtiméali mevcut? Biz de isimleri degistirerek kasidemizi yeni vezire takdim ederiz!”

Istihkar eden bir eda ile Hatice Giilfam Hanim omuzlarin silkti:

“Acep simdi hos sdyledigine mi kailsin? Evde yatak ve yorgan bile kalmayinca m1 meydana eser
¢ikaracaksin? Ismin zaten unutulup gitmis. Bir sey yazip takdim edebilsen bile, pasanin methiyene
ehemmiyet ve kiymet verecegi meskik! Hi¢ olmazsa elinde bir san’atin olsaydi, “Carsida diikkan ag!”
derdim. Kazasker Harputi-zade Hayrullah Efendi kerimesi Hatice Giilfam kaderinde esnaf haremi olmak
da yazilmigsa, Rabbimin takdirine ne diyebilirdim?

Necmi Efendi’nin yaris1 agarmis yuvarlak ve kumral bir sakalla ¢evrili beyaz yiiziinde,
yorgunluga benzer bir hal vardi. Yiiz bininci defa olarak asaletini ilan ettikten sonra ve tarif edilemez bir
istihzanin zehirlerini sacan renksiz ince dudaklarini biize biize, zevcesi “esnaf haremi olmak da
yazilmigsa!” diye ilave ederken, goz kapaklarm, bitkin, indirip kaldirdi. Sonra, yazmaga basladig1 ve
uykuya dalarak yere disiirdiigii kagidi eline aldi, usulii vechiyle ikiye biikerek kalemini divite batirdi.
Agir agir, miitereddit gibi, ¢ekiniyor gibi, kagit kalemin iizerinde cizirdamaya baslamisti.

Hatice Giilfam Hanim bir kere daha omuzlarmi silkti:

“Gayret et, belki de muvaftak bir eser viicuda getirebilirsin. Eskiden ne kolay, ne giizel yazardin!
Yazik, sende artik cevher-i sairiyet tiikkendi!”

Necmi Efendi bir cevap vermiyor, sade elindeki kagidin titremesi kendisini kaplayan asabiyetin
derecesini anlatryordu.

Hatice Giilfam buna degil, kalemin yine durduguna dikkat etti ve kocasinda sairlik ndmina hicbir
sey kalmadig1 hakkindaki kanaati biraz daha kuvvetlendi. Ancak simdi giizel bir eser yazmasa da, Necmi
Efendi’nin eskiden kazanmis bulundugu bir ndm ve sohret vardi ve bu nam ve sohret yeni sadrazamin
huzurunda ne kadar egilse, ne kadar asagilara inse o kadar fazla ihsan gérecegi muhakkakti.

“Efendi, pasay1 goklere ¢ikarmay1 unutma. Kendi gibi bir veziri asirlarin gérmedigini,
bilmedigini birkag¢ kere tekrar et!”

“Olur, Giilfam, olur. Yedi kat yerin dibine gegmege layik olan bu herifi ars-1 alaya ¢ikaririm!”

Bigak gibi keskin bir nazarla kocasina bakan kadin cevap vermeye, mukabele etmeye tenezziil
etmedi ve daha fazla kalirsa pek agir bir s6z sdylemekten korkarak odadan ayrildi.

Muhtesem ve giran-baha kiirkiiniin i¢inde, Sadrazam Abdiilkadir HulGsi Paga’nin ihtiyar ve
birkag illete birden miiptela viicudu adeta heybetli goriiniiyordu. Hint sallarinin en nefisiyle yapilmis
yastiklara dayanmis, Necmi Efendinin tebrik kasidesini agir agir okudu. Bu miitaldadan pek de memnun
kalmiga benzemiyordu. Necmi Efendi kapinin tam ucunda ince bir silteye, litfen seref-sadir olmus bir
emre tevfiken diz ¢okiip oturmustu.

Kasideyi okuyup bitirdikten sonra, Sadrazam Pasa basini kaldirarak, huzurunda diz ¢6kmiis iltifat
ve ihsanin1 bekleyen adama bakti. Adi duyulmus bir sairdir diyerek, onu huzurunda oturttuguna cani



sikilmisti. Okudugu bu uzun siirden Pasa asla hoslanmamisti. Bulundugu eski muharebelere ait senalari
kafi gormiiyordu. Hig biiyiik cihangir ve kahramana benzetilmeyisine hiddetlenmisti. Halbuki baska bir
sdir, Nef’1, Gen¢ Osman hatta bryiklar terlemeden bir cenge gitti diye onun siiphesiz kinindan
¢ikarmamis oldugu kilicini artik goklere atmasini sdylememis mi idi? Karsisindaki miskin ise sadaretinin
uzun, pek uzun seneler devam etmesine duayi bile unutmustu. Bu sadaretin miilk ve devlet i¢in emsalsiz
bir saadet ve ikbal devri agacagima imanin1 bile pek kat’i bir lisanla sdylemiyordu. Evet, bu tebrikiye,
devrin biitiin suarasi tarafindan takdim edilmis siirlerin hepsinden gevsek hepsinden hararetsizdi;
climlesinden zaifti. Ve kimbilir nigin, hepsinden geg takdim ediliyordu!.. Abdiilkadir HulGsi Pasa eserden
bahsetmege tenezziil etmedi, sade Necmi Efendinin karis1 tarafindan edilmis 1srarlara magliip olarak
kasidenin son beytine dogru zikrettigi nokta hakkinda, magrur bir eda ile sordu:

“Haremin Mehmet Hayrullah Efendi kerimesi midir?”

“Evet, devletlim.”

Abdiilkadir HulGsi Pasa gencgliginde Hayrullah Efendi’den biiylk iyilikler gérmiistii ve bu Hatice
Giilfamm talimati mucibince tamamiyle aksine yazilmis, yani, Hayrullah Efendi, koca bir kazasker
oldugu halde heniiz hi¢bir sey olmadigi devirde Abdiilkadir Huldsi Pasanin lhtf-didesi, bendesi
vaziyetinde gosterilmisti.

Kisa bir siikittan sonra pasa dedi ki:

“Zamani sebabimda kendisini tanimistim. Alim ve fazil bir zat idi.”

Ve sonra, bu kadar iltifatin fazla bile olduguna kéni, pencereden bahgenin tarhlarina bakmak i¢in
basini ¢evirirken, tahkir eden bir sesle:

“Kéhya efendiye var!” dedi.

Sadrazamin ¢ukura batmus, lakin parlak gozleri, egilip etek dpen sairin yiiziine bakmadi. Onun
etek Gpmesini men i¢in eli en kiigiik bir hareketi esirgemedi. Gozleri Necmi Efendi’ye baksa bile onun
gliya ki seffaf olan mevcudiyetini delip gececekti!

Odadan ¢iktig1 vakit, Necmi Efendi bir an k&hyanin yanina gitmemegi diisiindii. Fakat heyhat ki
artik evine sefilet girmisti. Ve bahusus ki bu evde Hatice Giilfam vardi. Onun sitemleri, istihzalari,
zehirden sozleri vard.

Kéahyanin huzuruna ¢ikmak i¢in de Necmi Efendi yarim saat kadar bekledi. Ve yiiz ¢esit insan
arasinda yapayalniz ve zelil beklerken, ac1 ac1 diistiniiyordu:

“Bir kere isimleri kalemimizden dokiildiigii i¢in, ancak bunun i¢in, sana degil hicvetmis bile
olsak, isimlerini gelecek asirlarin tanidigi ve taniyacag gafiller! Sayemizde ebediyet kazandiklart halde
bize latfettiklerini zanneden kiistahlar!” diye diisiiniiyordu.

Kahya Efendi kose sakalli, kas1 g6zii, agz1 burnu miitemadiyen oynayan bir adamdi. Genizden
gelen bir sesle:

“Caize i¢in, degil mi?” diye sordu.

Ve cevap beklemeksizin, yaninda duran miiteaddit al ipek keseler arasinda en ufaklarindan birini
aray1p bularak Necmi Efendi’ye uzatti.

Bu adamin gdzleri bile Necmi’ye bakmiyor, onu gérmiiyordu!..

Kazasker Hayrullah Efendi, kizlarin1 ogullar1 derecesinde okutmaga dikkat ve itina gosterdigi
gibi, damatlarinin da mevki ve servetlerine degil, sahsi degerlerine bakmis ve bdyle iyi okuttugu
kerimelerinden birini devrin miistait geng sairlerinden Necmi Efendi’ye vermisti. O vakitten beri de bu
istidat tamamen inkisaf etmis, Necmi, devrin bihakkin en biiyiik ve maruf sairlerinden biri olmustu. Fakat



onun bir kusuru, layik bulundugu biitiin hiirmet ve itibar1 gérmesine mani olan biiyiik bir kusuru vardi.
Necmi Efendi dalkavukluk edemiyor, her giin sayisi ¢ogalan cariyelerden ayrilip haremden disar1 ¢gitkmak
istemeyen padisah1 Allahin devlet ve millete bir indyeti seklinde gosteremiyor, saray kadinlarma riisvet
yedirip bilyiik mansiplara gecen ve ortalig1 zulme bogarak mal toplamaktan gayri bir sey diislinmeyen
erkanin hayali ehliyet ve hizmetlerini goklere ¢ikaramiyordu. Moskoflara ve Nemgelilere karsi
maglbiyetten magliibiyete diisen intizamsiz yenigeri ordularinin intizamlarimi birer galebe suretinde
tasvir edemiyor, gittik¢e artan bir zulmiin altinda ezilen memleketi saadete garkolmus bir iilke diye ilan
edemiyordu. Ve boyle yapanlarin daima kendisine tercih edildiklerini, Iituflara garkedildiklerini, gittikge
kendi fevkinde mertebelere eristiklerini ve eristirildiklerini gordiikge, artik hicbir sey yazamaz olmustu.
Yavag yavas 0yle bir hale geldi ki, kendi kendisi i¢in kendi zevki ve kendi hazzi i¢in yazdiklarini da
begenmeyip yirtmaga bagladi. Hemen bir seneden beri kalemi tamamen durmustu. Ellerindeki ufak tefegi
satarak yagsamislardi.

Fakat, istikamet illeti yiliziinden babasinin kendilerine higbir servet birakmamis olduguna hala
hiddetlenen Hatice Giilfam isyan etmis, birka¢ par¢a miilkten sonra siranin birkag parga elmasa geldigini
anlamust.

“Koca bir kazasker kiziyim; bir diigiine, bir davete giderken kiipesiz, yiiziiksliz mii gideyim?”
diye bagirmaist.

Tam bu esnada sadarette bir tebeddiil olmus, makama Hatice Giilfam’in babasindan vaktiyle cok
liituf gérmiis olan Abdiilkadir HulGisi Paga gegmisti. Bunun {izerine kocasini bir tebrik kasidesi viicude
getirmege kadin mecbur etmis, Hayrullah Efendi’nin damadi oldugunu yazmasinda da kat’iyetle 1srar
etmisti. Necmi, sadrazamin konagindan doéniince, onu kapi oniinde buldu. Adeti olmadig1 halde, anahtar
sesine kosmustu.

“Pagay1 gordiin mii? Verdigi ihsan nedir?”

Higbir sey soylemeksizin, Necmi Efendi koynundan kiiciik para torbasini ¢ikarip uzatti. Torbanin
ufakligini goriir gormez Hatice Giilfam’1in cani sikilmisti; igindekini hemen bosaltip saydiktan sonra:

“En miiptedi bir saire de bu kadar verilmek mutaddir!” diye homurdandi.

Diisman bir nazarla basin1 kaldirmis, kocasinin yiiziine daha yeni bakiyordu. Ve onun tepeden
tirnaga sirilsiklam oldugunu o zaman gordii. Necmi Efendi pek de lislimiis olacakti ki, rengi bembeyaz
kesilmisti; zangir zangir titriyor, ¢eneleri birbirine vuruyordu.

Filvaki, pasa konagindan surlarin yakinindaki evine kadar miithis bir yagmur altinda gelmis,
yagmur iliklerine kadar iglemisti.

Veziriazam konagindan donerken yagmura tutuldugu o giinden beri, Necmi Efendi atesler icinde
yaniyor, Ui¢ giin yataktan kalkabilirse bes giin kalkamiyor, giinden giine kuvvetten diisiiyordu. Aldig:
caizeden pek az bir sey kalmisti. Kendine geldigi zamanlarda Hatice Giilfam bagsina dikiliyor, “Yeni bir
sey yazman gerektir! Yeni bir sey izhar etmen gerektir!” diye tazyik ve iz’a¢ ediyordu.

Sair:

“Pek halsizim kadinim! Beni biraz rahat birak!”
dedikge,

“Sana pehlivanlik et diyen mi var ki, halsizlikten, kuvvetsizlikten sikayet edersin? Sende sairiyet
kalmadi!” diye kinayeleri, ac1 s6zleri birakmryordu.

Bu kadin, devrin zaten hemen biitiin 6teki ricali gibi sadrazamini da, Abdiilkadir Hullsi Pasay1 da
medhetmenin ne kadar agir bir is oldugunu takdir edemiyordu. O, Abdiilkadir Hullsi Pasa ki, enderunda



herkese el’aman dedirtmis, bulundugu vilayetlerde zulmii ve irtikabiyle herkese el’aman dedirtmis; o
Abdiilkadir HulGsi Pasa ki, birka¢ cenge kumandan giderek her seferinde diisman 6niinden kagmis ve
nihayet, zuliim ve irtik&b1 sayesinde toplayip biriktirdigi servetlerden bir kismini saraya riigvet vererek bu
makama erismistir. Onu methetmek, onda yiiksek meziyetler ve kiymetler bularak onu goklere ¢ikarmak
Necmi Efendiye giic, pek gii¢ geliyordu. Istikbalde tarih bu vezirin biitiin seyyiatim teshir eder, ona hirsiz
ve algak damgas1 yapistirirken, elinde o hirsizi ve algagi Allah’in bu miilke bir liituf ve nimeti seklinde
gosteren kasideleriyle Necmi Efendinin hali ne olacakti? Karisiin bin 1srar ve ibramina ragmen bir tiirlii
yeni bir kaside yazamiyor, kalbi buna bir tiirlii riza gésteremiyordu.

Nispeten iyi oldugu bir giin, komsudan donen Hatice Giilfam kendisine dedi ki:

“Bir haftadan fazlaya yetecek akcamiz kalmadi. Hazirlayacagin siiri bu miiddet i¢inde mutlaka
bitirmen elzemdir. Hem gene talihin varmis. Miikemmel bir firsat zuhur eyledi.”

Sordu:

“Nedir? Yoksa Abdiilkadir Hul{isi Pasa azledilip yerine namuslu bir adam mi nasbedilmis?”’

Giilfam bu yar latife suale mukabele etmegi zait bularak devam etti:

“Sadrazam Pasa Emirgan’da bir yal1 yaptirtyormus. Diinyadan haberimiz yok ki! Bu yali bitmek
iizere imis! Mayis iptidalarinda Pasa orada biiyiik bir ziyafet verecek, ta be-sabah alemler olacakmis. Bu
yali miinasebetiyle bir kaside takdim eylersin!”

Zincirlerinin sakirtisini duyan bir zindan mahk@imu gibi, Necmi Efendi bagini salladi. Care yok,
bunu yazacakti. Yazmakla da zillet ve felaket bitmeyecek, koynunda kaside ile sadaret konagina gidecek,
kiistah usaklara yiiz suyu dokerek eserini pasaya gonderecek, o usaklarin kalin ve kiistah kahkahalarini,
adi sozlerini dinleyerek, kim bilir daha kimler arasinda, kim bilir ne kadar zaman, kag saat bekleyecekti!

Gegen seferki kasideyi hi¢ de medihkar ve tazimkar bulmayan pasanin, bu yeni kasidesine cevap
olarak hakareti kafi gérmesi de imkan haricinde degildi.

Heniiz Istanbul semas1 bulutlarla kapl, riizgarlari soguk ve keskindi. Fakat bilinmez nasil bir sey
baharin gelmis oldugunu anlatiyor, kesfettiriyordu. Riizgarda mi1, havada mi, agaglarin ¢iplak dallarinda
mi, toprakta mi, her halde bir yerde ve her sey vardi ki, artik baharin gelip yetismis bulundugunu ve
birdenbire meydana ¢ikarak eskimis bir diinyaya sanki birinci baharin tazeligini ve safligin1 verecegini
anlatiyordu. Her tarafa siiziiliip giren ve heniiz hicbir yerde goze goriinmeyen ve gozle sezilmeyen bu
bahar, ¢ok giizel ve taze bir seydi. Kalp sevgi ile biitiin dolmus oldugu halde, lisdnin bunu heniiz kendi
kendine bile ikrar etmedigi o leziz tereddiit ve siiphe anlar1 kadar giizel, bakir ve mestedici bir seydi. Kag
giindiir terkedemedigi yataginda Necmi Efendi gozlerini agtig1 zaman, adeta tamamen iyilestigini hissetti.
Kasideyi yazmak arzusunu kendi kendine, harigten hicbir ihtar gérmeden duydu. Zihninde garip bir aglik,
ruhunda taptaze bir heyecan, 151k vardi. Ve ruhundaki bu taptaze heyecan pek ¢cok endise ve 1stirabr silip
gotiiriiyor, viicuda getirilecek bahar kasidesi yazilirken diisiiniilmesi icap eden tekmil hazin ve isyan
ettirici mecburiyetleri de hep unutturuyordu. Hatice Giilfam’in bedestanda bir yiiziik satmis olmaktan
catilmig surati, miirtekip ve liyakatsiz bir sadrazama uzun ikbal seneleri dilenmek liizumu, her sene
baharinin onu miilk ve milletin baginda bir bela olarak bulmasina dua etmekteki giinah, onun galiz zevkler
icin kurdurdugu Emirgan Koskii’nii Allah’in cennetine benzetmek zarureti, bunlarin hepsi hatirindan
cikmist1. Necmi Efendi ancak bir bahar kasidesi yaziyordu. insanlarin yalan sdylemedikleri, hile
islemedikleri ve glinaha girmedikleri bir memlekette, ¢irkinlik olmayan, hirsizlik bulunmayan, ciirtim ve
ceza bilinmeyen bir memlekete, ayak Oplilmeyen ve ayak Optiiriilmeyen bir memlekete ait bahari tasvir
ediyordu.



Simdi kalemi bir kus tiiyii kadar hafif olmustu. Miirekkebinden her rengin tilsimlar1 dokiiliiyor,
bulup kullandig1 s6zlerde her sesin akisleri duyuluyordu. Bahar bin bir kokusu ile, taze riizgarlari, taze
1s1klar1, taze yagmurlar ile kasidesinde bastan basa yasiyordu. Bu kasidede ne Abdiilkadir Hul{isi Pasa, ne
onun dort elle simsiki sarildig1 mansip, ne de belki arsasini zapt ederek, malzemesini gasp ederek ve isci
hakkini vermeyerek yaptirdigi o kosk vardi.

Bu bir bahar kasidesi, bu baharin kasidesi idi.

Hatice Giilfam birkag kere yiiksek hotozlu basini kapidan igeri sokmus, fakat her seferinde
kendisini tamamen yaziya vermis gorerek cekilip gitmisti: ilham perisinin kirk yilda bir ziyaretine mazhar
olan bir sairi yalniz birakmak lazimdir, diye diisiinmiis olacakti.

Necmi Efendi’nin elindeki kagitlar beyitle dolduk¢a ruhu hafifliyor, basi hafifliyor, yorgun ve
hasta varligindaki 1stiraplar hi¢ hissetmiyordu. Ve sakaklar1 atiyor, hafif¢e gozleri karartyor, sanki
damarlarindaki kan agir agir bosalip gidiyordu. Yazdi, yazdi. Yakuttan, ziimriitten, elmastan ve inciden
nihayetsiz bir zincir gibi, kelimeler, fikirler, tesbihler ve tasvirler birbirlerini velyederek ruhundan ve
beyninden miitemadiyen kalemine ve kagida iniyorlardi. Yazdi... durmadan yazdi. Tabiatin halk ettigi
mevsimler gibi 6mrii ancak iki li¢ aydan ibaret bir bahar degil, kokulari ebediyen bas dondiiren, renkleri
ebediyen mesteden ve riizgarlarinin ilahi yelpazeleri insan1 miiebbeden oksayan ilahi bir bahar yaratmisti.
Ve ne kadar yoruldugunu, artik bir daha hi¢ gegmeyecek bir yorgunlukla bitép diistiiglinii ancak o zaman
anladi. Eli kagitlarindan ayrildi, kalemi yanina birakti ve basi yastiklara diistii. Biraz evvel kendi
kalkarken yar1 actig1 pencerenin kafeslerinden gelen riizgar, ona yeni bir baharin ilk kokularini getiriyor,
sonra da, yere egiliyor, yapraklar1 dagilmis kasidenin satirlarina buseler birakiyordu.

Sair Necmi Efendi uyudu.

Hatice Giilfam igeriye son girisinde kagitlarin yerde serilmis oldugunu ve kocasinin artik
uyudugunu goérdii. Onun héline dikkat bile etmeden derhal bu yerdeki kagitlar1 aldi, okumaga basladi.
Kizinin tahsiline Kazasker Hayrullah Efendi ¢ok ihtimam gostermis, kendisine degme erkegin gérmedigi
bir tahsil verdirmisti. Elindeki bu bahar kasidesinin biitiin giizelligini Hatice Giilfam’in hissetmemesine
imkén yoktu. Tasvirlerin ve tesbihlerin nefaset ve ihtisdmiyle adeta biiyiilenmis, kadin sonuna kadar
okudu, ve ancak o zaman farkina vardi ki, bunda sadrazama higbir dua yoktur, Emirgén’daki kasra dair
hicbir tasvir ve sena yoktur, caize istemegi, cdize almagi temin edecek tek bir beyit, tek s6z mevcut
degildir. O zaman, gozlerinde tehevviir kivilcimlari birden tutusarak, Giilfam elindeki kagitlar1 yatakta
yatan viicuda, yastiklarin ortasinda gémiilii duran basa uzatti:

“Efendi, kastin beni deli etmek midir? Abdiilkadir HulGsi Paga’nin ismini bile yazmamisgsin!”
diye bagirdi.

Fakat sonra, hayret ve dehsetten gozleri biiylimiis, elleri fena bir rilyay: itmek ister gibi ilerde,
“Al.. Al..” diyerek iki adim geri ¢ekildi ve aglamaga basladi.

Senelerin senelere degil, asirlarin asirlara devredecekleri bu ilahi kasidesini yazar yazmaz Necmi
Efendi uykuya, ebedi uykusuna dalmisti. Yar1 agik pencerelerin kafeslerinden bahar ona ilk kokularini ve
serin riizgarlarin1 gonderiyor, bunlari minnettarane ikram ediyordu.

Haziran 1931, Ankara
(copied from Nahid Sirr1 Orik, San atkarlar: Biitiin Hikayeleri I, ed. Kayahan Ozgiil ve Vahide Bilgi,
Istanbul: Oglak Yaynlari, 1996)






