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CONAB SOZ

“Soz ta azaldon vardr. Sozii Allah, Allahi
Soz yaratd...”
Incil

Bu giin adabi makanimiz biiriiyan savadli, saligal,
lakin adabi-badii cohatdon gidasiz, cansiz va ruhsuz
matnlar bollugunda itivilmakda olan Haqiqi Azarbay-
can Odabiyyatim tapmagin, iiza ¢ixarmagin, “haqiqi
olam” “oxsarmdan” secib ayrrmagin bir yolu da yara-
nan va yaranmaqda olan nadir adabi incilarin yeni for-
matlarda va miistavilorda tagdim olunmasidir. Seira
galinca, diisiiniirom, har biri ayri-ayriligda sanballi
adabi tutum dasiyicist olan kigik poetik niimunalar
biitov qazet sahifalarina yerlagdirilon ananavi seir silsi-
lalari, yaxud “kitab bollugu” sindromunda azdirilmis
cildlarla yox, bir-bir, tok-tak nasr edilmolidir. Burada
asas maqgsad Badii Fikrin, Soziin yazildigr daracada
manimsanilmasina imkan yaradilmas:, “yazilan”n ya-
zild1gy, bas aldigr Magamin monzarasinda, yarandig
hamin Ilahi Tonhaligda tagdim edilmosidir.

Yazib-yaratdiglariny nagr etmoaklo arasi olmayan,
Allaha olan sevgi, agrilar va durulmalar dolu seirlori-
ni tabi galdikca xeyir-sarda dost-tanisina sadaqa kimi
paylayan Zakir Faxrinin poeziyast da bu giin hamin o
itirilib-axtarilan Hagiqi Odabiyyatlardandar.

A.Masud



MASTER WORD

"In the beginning was the Word, and the
Word was with God, and the Word was
God...”

Bible

Authentic Azerbaijan Literature needs to be
rescued from ongoing literate, accurate however
artistically inanimate, apathetic, the feeble abundance
of texts. One of the ways for distinguishing “actual”
from “analogous” is the emergency of presenting those
unique literary treasures in a contemporary pattern
and configuration. As for poetry, I assume that these
meager poetic samples bearing separately some literary
capacity should be published not in traditional poetry
series that capture whole pages of newspapers or not in
the "abundance of books” syndrome but must be
published one at a time. The main purpose here is to
enable the Artistic Idea to be mastered as it is written,
“the written piece of art” should be presented in the
image of its divine solitude, in which it first appeared.
Ignoring to publish his pure poems that are full of pain,
loaded with the love of God, just handouts the poems
to his friends naturally, and the author of those poems
is Zakir Fakhri. Zakir Fakhri’s poetry appears to be one
of those lost and found Authentic Literature.

A.Masud
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Mona bir sam verin,
Fiizuli sama.

Yandirmaq istayirom
gecikmis axgsama!

XSO
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Give me a candle,

A candle of Fuzuli.

I want to lit it up

To rush the delayed night’s arrival!

XSO




POETIK DUSUNCONIN
TOZOLIYI

Coxdan bari seirlarini “Ulduz” va “Azarbay-
can” jurnalinda oxudugum Zakir Foxri 0z tislu-

buna, dast-xatine malik olan sair kimi diggetimi
colb edir.

Quirbatda gazdiyim har qarig torpaq
Ayagim altinda iynadi, Vaton!

Vo yaxud:

Omriin cirhacirinda galdim iisiiya-iisiiya,
Qaytar, ana, gaytar mani besiya.

Deyen gairin ssmimiyyseting,

Ayagr yalin usaqtok
Ayaglart yalin baxtim!

Vo yaxud:

Ollarim dormayib sani,
Gozlarim darib, cicak!

Deyan sairin istedadina inanmis ve hormat
baslomisom.

Zakir Faxri— fikir c6vheri i¢ qatda olan sa-
irdir. Onun asas matlabini seirin {iz sathinda ax-
tarmamaliylq, onun seirlarinds xalqilik, anana
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THE FRESHNESS
OF THE POETIC THINKING

I have been a longstanding admirer of Zakir
Fakhri, whose unique writing style in the poems
published in “Ulduz” and “Azerbaijan” journals
has attracted my attention. How could I have not
believed in the sincerity of a poet who expressed
his feelings in these lines?

Every inch of the land I wander in a strange land,
Is a needle beneath my foot, Homeland!

Or take these lines:
In the hot days of my life
I kept on shivering.
Return me, mother, return me to my cradle.
How could I have not believed in the talent of
and developed respect for the author of these

lines?

Oh, my barefooted destiny!
Reminding me of a barefooted child!

O

It wasn’t my hand that picked you,
Rather my eyes have chosen you, flower!

Zakir Fakhri’s poems have much deeper
meaning than they appear to have. Hence, one

11



seirin formasinda deyil, deyim torzinin ruhun-
da gizlenir. Masalan:

Dostum, sevgisiz giinlarda

diiz yol da adama yoxus galir,

.. Uziindaki kadar mana tams golir.
Gozlorindon daman qom

cokdiyim gamlor sayaq,

Hor ¢okilan isti gamin

arxasinca yagis galir...

Sarbast voznda yazilmis bu seir formaca anes-
navi deyil, amma ruhunda eneneni géormamok
olmaz. Diqqatli baxilsa, 3—4 satirdon bir “yo-
xus golir”, “tanis golir”, “yagis goalir” tokrirle-
rinda bu seir garaylini xatirladir.

“Diinya, qayit diilnyamiza” deyim torzinin
sairliyi ve lirayayatimlig ilo miiasir duygu va
fikirlor carpazlanmis olur.

Cokdik har ¢akilon gomi,
Bu omiir-giin bos yerami?
Gotiir Oslini, Korami,
Diinya, qayit diinyamiza.

Zakirin geirlorinin asas cohati onlardaki nag-
molilikdir. Bu negmolilik izaha golmir, hiss olu-
nur. Ikinci cohat onun seirlorindeki deyim
torzinin, badii obrazlarin 6ziinemaxsuslugu va
yeniliyidir. Bu deyim terzi uzun illoarden bari

12



should dive deeper to fully comprehend and
appreciate the national character and traditions
hidden in the spirit of his poems. Consider this:

My friend, in days without love

Even a slope feels like an uphill.

...I can recognize the grief in your face.
The sadness in your eyes

Reminds me of sadness of my own
That is followed by rain...

It is true that this example of a free verse poem
is not in traditional form. However, one cannot
miss national character in the spirit of these lines.
More specifically, the rhyming repetitions
encountered frequently in the original version
reminds of a garayli, a traditional Azerbaijani
form of the poem.

In the following lines, one can sense the
crossing of the poetic and hearty style with the
contemporary feelings and ideas:

We survived through grief and sadness
Is this life a meaningless journey?
Take Asli and Karam with you

And get back to us, World.

The main feature of Zakir's poems is their
musicality, which is hard to explain, but easy to
feel. Moreover, 1 have been a longstanding
admirer of the uniqueness and the novelty of the
characters and expression style in his poems,

13



ona gOro manim xosuma golir ki, seirimizdo tok-
rarlanib qulaglar: yagir eloyon badii ifade vasi-
talarindan tamamils secilir, seirs taza ruh, taza
nafes gotirir. Malumdur ki, yeniliyin qiisurlari
da olur. Biz, yasl neaslin niimayendaleri bu
quisurlar1 gostermakls yanasi, yeniliyi gormali
va taqdir etmaliyik.

Biz 6z yaz1 terzimizi adabi gencliys gabul et-
dirmayo deyil, onlara 6zlori kimiyazmag: tab-
lig etmoliyik. Bir sozls, Ozlerini ozlerine
tanitdirmaga calismaliyiq.

Bu monada Zakir Foxrinin “Qara Molik
haqda negmeoloar ”aserinds orijinalliq ve 6ziine-
moaxsusluq diqqpeti calb edir.

O giin

havali agigin

havali-havalr inladi sazi.

O giin

kond-kasak

havali-haval: dinladi saz.
Havali-haval getdi yuxuya,
Havalr yuxular gordii.
Gordii ki, havalanib

hara bir at belinda,

Qara qorxular1 salib qorxuya.

Misal gatirdiyimiz bu parcan1 oxuyanda har

seyi goriirsen, ¢linki Zakirin geirlarinds obraz-
lar canlidir ve 6ziinamaxsusdur. Bu, onun seir-
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which make them stand out. Of course, sometimes
novelty comes with flaws. Those the poets of the
older generation who have been around for a long
time should encourage this novelty of younger
generation, along with pointing out flaws.

We should discourage novice poets from
adopting existing styles and encourage them to
express themselves in their own style. In short, we
should inspire them to express themselves freely.

In this regard, one can notice the originality
and novelty in Zakir Fakhri’s “Songs about Gara
Melik”:

That day

Wild ashug’s saz
Moaned wildly.

That day

all villagers listened

to saz wildly.

They went asleep wildly.
Saw dreams wildly.
They saw that

All were wild,

each on a horse
Terrifying the black fears.

In the example above one can envisage
everything clearly, since Zakir’s heroes are lively
and unique. It is no doubt is the best feature of his
poems. It worth noting that the poet’s ability to
express himself clearly is highly interconnected
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lorinin an yaxsi keyfiyyaotidir desak, sohv etmao-
rik. Burada bir sirri do oxucularla boliismak is-
tordim: geirin goriinme Kkeyfiyysti  sairin
diinyan1 gorma qabiliyyati ilo diiz miitenasib-
dir. Yoni sairin goron gozleri no gadar iti olar-
sa, onun seirlari do o qadar sevilar, goriinar.

Bu asarde Qara Molik sar qiivvalara qarsi
miibarize aparan fadakar adamlarin simvolik
obrazidir. Sair toranniim tisuluile Qara Maliyi
miixtalif vaziyyetlorden kegirir. Burada matlab
birbasa deyil, dolay1 yollarla oxucuya ¢atdirilir.
Senatda dolayiliq asas cohatlorden biridir, lakin
bu, haddini asanda fikrin axarinda oxucu asas
motlabi tuta bilmir, ¢asir. Man arzu edardim,
miiallif bu barada bir gadar diisiinsiin.

Zakir Foxrinin insami diislindiiren, darin
mazmunlu va 6zlinemaxsus deyim terzi ils yaz-
dig1 seirlarin poeziya hoveskarlar: torefinden
maragqla qarsilanacagindan stibham yoxdur.

Baxtiyar Vahabzads

Xalg gairi,

Azarbaycan Dovlat miikafatlar: laureat
1983
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with the author’s vision and conception of the
world. In other words, the better the vision of the
poet, the more likable his poem:s.

In the example above, Gara Melik is an
everyday hero taking a stance against evil forces.
The author puts him in difficult situations, thus
subtly and indirectly conveying the hero’s best
features to readers. This indirect approach is
widely taken in literature, however, excessive use
of this method could sometimes confuse the
reader. I suggest the author puts some thought
into this.

I have no doubt that readers will embrace
Zakir Fakhri’s unique poems with deep
philosophical meaning which make them
contemplate.

Bakhtiyar Vahabzade
National Poet, the recipient of the USSR and
Azerbaijan State Awards

1983
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SOXSIYYOT VOSIQosSi

Yolumu sapdim, deyasan,
Bu diinyaya azib geldim.
Goy tizti derddan catlad,
Qosulub bir damla suya,
Man o ¢atdan s1zib geldim...

Gordiim ganadlanir quslar
Bir saso — Azan tarafo.
Adamlar ardimca galir,
Golir man azan terafe...

Gordum dil agib ¢ol-bayir,
Goylerdan yags dilayir.
Bir gar1 giinlarin sayir,

Bir qoca Omriin olayir.
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THE IDENTIFICATION CARD

It seems that [ went astray,
Getting lost on my way

I came to this world.

The sky was cracking with grief
Joining a drop of water

I leaked through the crack

And came to this world...

I saw the birds flapping

their wings were flying

Towards a voice — voice of Azan,
People following me came
Towards the place

where I got strayed...

I saw, steppe-desert are speaking
Asking rain from the heaven

An old woman

is counting the number of her days,
And an old man is sifting his life.
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Dord bir yan1 duman aldj,
Quslar avaza gelmadi.
Qariblikdan sarxos diisdiim,
Ruhum namaza galmadi.

Yolumu sapdim, deyasan,
Bu diinyaya azib geldim.
GOy tizt derddan catlad,
Qosulub bir damla suya,
Man o ¢atdan s1zib geldim...

XG>0
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All sides were covered with the cloud,
The birds did not come to sing the songs.
I got drunk in a foreign land

My spirit did not come to salah.

It seems that I went astray,
Getting lost on my way

I came to this world.

The sky was cracking with grief
Joining a drop of water

I leaked through the crack

And came to this world...

XEXKG>O
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SOS

Bir saso ilisib qaldim,

Yerimdacoe diisiib galdim.
Yolayrici ¢asib galdim,

Bu sasin alindan al mani, Tanrim.

Basim tistii bulud idj,
Buluddanmi dogdu bu sas?
Anam, atam umud idi,
Umuddanmi dogdu bu ses?

Bu sasin slindan al mani, Tanrim!

Dag gordium, goziim yasards,
Ruhumu xayal apardi.

Qoyma meoni hal aparda...

Bu sasin alindan al mani, Tanrim!

(Cokar mani yuvasina,

Oynadar 6z havasina.

Vallah, alisa bilmaram
Darmanina-davasina,

Bu sasin slinden al mani, Tanrim!

Bu ses yaddasimdan goldji,
Qopub basdasimdan goldi.

Bu sos goz yasimdan goldi...

Bu sasin alindan al mani, Tanrim!
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THE VOICE

I stuck to one voice and stayed there,
I fell to the ground and stayed there.
I became entangled on the road crossing
and stayed there
My God, take me away from the hands of this voice!

There was a cloud over my head,

Did this sound come from the cloud?

My mother and my father were my hope,

Did this sound come from the hope?

My God, take me away from the hands of this voice!

I saw a mountain and moved to tears,

My spirit was taken away by illusion.

Do not let the harpy take me away...

My God, take me away from the hands of this voice!

This voice took me to its own nest,

Have me to dance under its music,

I swear that I cannot get used

to its remedies and drugs

My God, take me away from the hands of this voice!

This voice came from my memory,
Break off and came from my headstone,

This voice came from my tears...
My God, take me away from the hands of this voice!
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Bu ses yaman tutdu mani,

Darya olub uddu mani.

Kim sevdi, unutdu mani...

Bu sasin alindan al mani, Tanrim.

Daga-dasa sald1 mani,

Yiiz savasa sald1 mani.

Uz tutdum iizii bahara —

Uzii qisa saldi mani.

Bu sasin slinden al moani, Tanrim!

Yetor bu gordiiklarimin
Gozlarimi boytitdiiyii. ..
Urayim dayirman olub,
Doarddi, gemdi tiytitdityti -

Bu sasin alindan al mani, Tanrim!



seirlor @ poems

This voice excited me,

Became a sea and swallowed me.

Who loved and forgot me...

My God, take me away from the hands of this voice!

This voice took me to the mountains and desert,

To the hundreds of battles.

I wanted to go towards the spring —

It took me towards the winter.

My God, take me away from the hands of this voice!

Put an end to it, what I have seen

Made me goggle-eyed...

My heart became a mill,

Milled grief and sorrow —

My God, take me away from the hands of this voice!

SNSESSERS
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X0S GOLDIN, DORDIM,
X0OS GOLDIN!

Goylerin yeddi gatindan,
Qariblarin ovqatindan.
Qomlorimin ¢atindan

Kecib, sinomso tus goldin,

Xos galdin, derdim, xos galdin!

Yelkan oldun, tizdii gomim,
Cigekladi gilissam, gomim.
Tumurcuglad: gelomim.
Qassiz baxtima qas goldin,

Xos goaldin, derdim, xos galdin!

Sensiz diinyam hazin diisdi,
Har giintima hiizn digsdii.
Dondiin, odun, koziin diisdii.
Bos ruhuma savas goaldin,

Xos goldin, dardim, xos galdin!
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WELCOME, MY GRIEF,
WELCOME!

From the seven layers of the heavens,
From the mood of the strangers

From the cracks of my sadness
Passing you came to my chest
Welcome, my grief, welcome!

You became a sail, my ship sailed,

My sorrow, my sadness bloomed.

My pen budded.

You became a gemstone for my poor fate,
Welcome, my grief, welcome!

My world was sad without you,

My everyday was mourning without you.
You returned, your fire, embers fell.

You came as a battle to my empty spirit
Welcome, my grief, welcome!
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Uz tutdum S6z dargahina,

Od tictin k6z dargahma...
Noadansa 6z dergahina
Qay1dib slibos goldin,

Xos goaldin, derdim, xos goldin!

Gozindan yiiz bulaq oydum,
I¢dikco demadim doydum...
Mizan-teraziys qoydum.
Sevgimlo bas-basa goldin,

Xos goaldin, derdim, xos goldin!

)
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I went to the kingdom of Word,

I went to the kingdom of embers for the fire...
for some reason to your own kingdom

You returned with empty hands,

Welcome, my grief, welcome!

I dug a hundreds springs from your eyes,

I drank water, but did not say that I quenched my
thirst.

I put you on the scales of justice.

You weighted equal to my beloved one,
Welcome, my grief, welcome!

f_
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TUT OLIMDON, YOLLAR, MONIM!

Mani yolundan eladi...
Daglar da durdu goasdimes.
Qoalbimdan bir zarrs dordi,
Gottirtib atdim tstiine.
oridi daglar, aridi...
Ko6z-koz tistiima yeridi...

Har sey adami aldadir,

Ac1 zahoar da bal dadur...

Tut slimdan, yollar, manim,
Bir gor ruhum na haldadur...

Distib gtimanda aziram,
Batib dumanda aziram...
Bir kor zamanda aziram,
Tut slimden, yollar, manim!
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MY HANDS, WAYS!

They made me be out of my way...
Mountains was against to me, too.
They torn out a particle of my heart
I took and throw it on them
Mountains were melted and melted...
Walked nervously to me...

Everything is like an illusion

Even if bitter poison tastes as sweet as
honey...

Hold my hands, ways,

See what happened to my soul...

I fall and be lost in suspicion
I stick and be lost in fog...

I go astray in the evil time,
Hold my hands, ways!
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Tamah ¢akir 6z yoluna,
Gtlinah ¢akir 6z yoluna.
Gal bu dardin d6z yoluna...
Tut slimdan, yollar, manim,
Apar mani S6z yoluna!

Tut slimdan, yollar, manim!
(Qiyma saxta, sazaqlara...
Qoariblari y1§ basina,

Apar, apar uzaqlara...

Apar bizi dag basina,

Tut slimdan, yollar, manim!
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Temptation attracts to its own way,
Sin attracts to its own way.

Lets endure this for your way...
Hold my hands, ways

Take me to the Poetry way!

Hold my hands, ways!

Don’t give away freeze, frost...
Gather the strangers

Take, take them far away...

Take us to the top of the mountains
Hold my hands, ways!
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O AGLAYAN KiMDIi ELO?

O aglayan kimdi els?
Aglaya-aglaya guliir...
Sinesini qan aparir,
Yarasimin diiymasini
Baglaya-baglaya giiliir...

Ocag kiil, kozii giilen...
Igi yanib, iizti giilen,
Goz yasinda gozu giilen
O aglayan kimdi ela?

Sigimnib garib daglara,
Batib qalib uzagqlara.
(Qisilib 6ton ¢aglara
O aglayan kimdi ela?

Baxib gokli diison dasa,
Goydao siizen tenha qusa...
Usaqligiyla bag-basa

O aglayan kimdi els?

Dayanib yolayricinda,
Gozlintin yas1 ovcunda.
Son S0z dilinin ucunda
O aglayan kimdi els?

34
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WHO IS THAT CRYING ONE?

Who is that crying one
Laughing by crying
Whose chest is bleeding
The button of wound
Laughing by tying...

The one who’s bonfire is ash and cinder laughing. ..
Who laughs despite burning inside.

Whose eye laughing in tears,

Who is that crying one?

The one who took shelter in thick mountains,
The one remained stuck in distance

The one stood close in former time

Who is that crying one?

The one who look at stone falling picture,

The one who look at a lonely bird flying in the sky...
The one who is tete a tete with his childhood

Who is that crying one?

The one who stood in the road separately
Whose tears in the palm,

Whose last word is in tip of tongue

Who is that crying one?

30
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QARA MOLIK HAQQINDA

NOGMOLOR
I
Qtirbatin isti ocagindan
od alib qizmaz cani.
Ovlada isti galor
Vatan torpagindaki
qara daslarin soyuq qucag.
Salam, ata ocag!
Bu qara basdas:
aglanib unudulmus,
unudulub aglanmamis
iki damla goz yas...
Bir zaman axidilan
isti goz yaslarindan
bu gebir oyug-oyug;
torpagi od icinda
basdasi soyug...
Dillan, ata ocag!
Qara daglarmna
qara giingtin ¢okilmis rasmlar
bir el asiginin sazinda
ariyib dil agir
dasa donmiis simlor.
Bu yollarin dumani ¢okilmadi,
Bu goy tiztintin dan yeri sokiilmadi.
Bu caylarin korpiisti salinmads,
Qaldiq boylana-boylana.
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SONGS ABOUT
GARA MELIK

I
Catching fire from the strange land
The sons of this land will never warm up
But for them is warm
The cold breast of black stones.
Hi, the land of my father,
This black gravestone
Being cried over and forgotten
And being forgotten
Without sheding
two drops of tears.
This grave is full of hollows
Of the tears shed before.
Its ground is on fire,
But the gravestone is cold...

Speak, you land of my father!

The paintings painted for rainy days

On your black stone

will speak and sing song

on the saz of Ashug.

And the strings have hardened like a stone.
The mist of these roads did not go away,
The dawn of the sky has not cracked yet,
The bridge of these rivers was not built
And we still look around.
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X %k %k

Bu ocagim dovrasi sulanard,
koziine koz qalanardy,
stifrasi salinarda.

Igidler parvans kimi
basina dolanarda.

Dovrosi isig1yds,

basina com olanlar

hamaisi asig1yda.

Kamina kam ¢atmazdj,
Tamina tam ¢atmazd

bu ocagin.

Bu ocagin koziinden
qanina koz diigdii Malikin.
Isigindan

1ziing, alnina iz diisdii Malikin.
Biri vards, biri yoxdu...
Birinin dardi-sori ¢oxdu,
birininki he¢ yoxdu.

Bizim bu balaca diiny
tapdalanmis kilim kimi
kirli idi.

Bu kilimin tistii ilo

var-gal edan Qara Malik
yamanca fikirli idi.
Diinyanun tist-basi
gopar-¢opar yamaq idi...
Birco fikri vardi Malikin,

o da bu kirli kilimi

suya ¢okib yumagq idi.
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Around of this fire used to be watered,

An amber was put on amber.

And the table was set,

And the valiants used to go around it like a moth.
By the light was surrounded

And the ones around it

All were Ashugs.

No dreams were like to dream of this fire,

No taste were like to taste of this fire.

An amber dropped into the blood of Melik
From the amber of this fire.

A trace dropped on Melik’s face and forehead
From its light.

Once upon a time...

Someone had much grief,

Someone had none.

Our small world was dirty

like a downtrodden kilim.

And Gara Melik pacing on it

Was so thoughtful.

The clothing of the world

was patched all over

All Melik thought

Was rinsing this dirty kilim.
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I1
A yands, yands, yanda...
Urok do cosdu yandy,
kadari dagd1 yanda.
Xayyamin mey cami yandi.
Flizulinin kadar sam1 yanda...
Bir asigin sazi, ilhami yandi!
...Yands, yandh...
Golib goziim 6ntinda
Dali Molik dayanda.
Diisdii, yadima diisdi,
Xatiromdan bu geco
Qara Molik otisdi.

ITI
Giinlarin bir giiniinda
bir ds baxib gordiilar
sonmiig ocaq yerinda
batib gozlarindan goya,
dabanindan kiile Malik.
GoOzlerindon dartdilar,
dabanindan dartdilar,
Yerindon qopmad1 Malik.
Qopmadi ki, gopmada.
Qaldi elo beloco -
gozlari goys batili
dabam kiila batil1.
Yorulub aldan diisdiilar,
Zillmat ¢okdii har tarafe.
Malikli gem-qiisseni
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II
The Moon blazed and blazed,
The heart buzzed with excitement
and set ablaze.
Its sorrow overflew and condoled.
Khayyam’s bowl of wine burnt
And Fizuli’s sorrow candle switched on,
Ashug’s saz and inspiration got fire!

...It burst into flame over and over...
And before my eyes

Stood crazy Melik.

I remembered him

And in my memory this night

Gara Melik passed over.

111
One day they saw
In the place of an extinguished fire
Melik was drowned in the ashes
From heel to head.
They pulled him up from eyes,
And from the heel
He didn’t come off,
And won’t come off.
Stayed unmoved.
His eyes stared at the sky,
And heels drowned into the ash.
They got exhausted,
Pitch darkness embraced all,
They drew the sorrow of Melik
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ozloriyls stirtiytib

hara ¢okdi bir tarafe.
Xatira-xatire dasind1 Malik,
Kadar-kadar oxsandi Malik,
Aci-ac1 yagandi Malik.

Bir de goz acib gordiilar
MBolikdan bir asar yox.

Biri dedi: “Qosulub ay isigia”.
Biri dedi: “Orsa ¢akilib”.

Biri dedi: “Fursat diistib olina”,
harasa akilib.

Amma biri do dedi:

“Qosulub itmis cigira”.

Dord terafe boylanib

MBaliki qaldilar cagira-¢agira.
Amma ki

Molikdan sas ¢ixmadi.

Bulud o6tdii, yagis galdi, qayitmada.
Pay1z kegdi, qis goldi, gqayitmad.
Gillu-cigokli bahar da goldj,
Qayitmadi Qara Malik.

Ocagina yar da galdi,

Qayitmadi Qara Malik.

El-obanin daglarindan,
diizlarindan kegib getdi.
Qariblarin gozlarindan kegib getdi.
Galib soyuq kadarimdan kegib getdi.
Bas alib bu gen diinyadan

hara getdi, hara Malik?
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Here and there

Each to their sides.

Melik was carried like memory,

Melik was caressed like sorrow.

Melik was lived bitterly.

When they opened their eyes

saw no sign of Melik.

One said: He has joined the moon light.
One said: He has disappeared.

Another said: Having a chance he might run away.
But one said:

He has gone through the lost path.
Looking around

They kept calling Melik.

But no answer came from Melik.

The clouds disappeared,

It rained,

He did not return.

The autumn passed, the winter came
He did not return.

The spring with flowers also came,
Gara Melik did not return.

His beloved came to his hearth
Gara Melik did not return.

He went away

Passing through

The native mountains and valleys
He went away passing through
The eyes of strangers

He went away passing through

43



Zakir FOXRI e Zakir FAKHRI

44

v
Uzii, gozu
gemlarine bulasa-bulasa,
ayaqlari
kadarina dolasa-dolasa
axsamayaxin
yorgun-argin
donardi komasina.
Gorordi iki zorif al uzanib
qayidan yollar tste.
Qamindan qopub yixilards,
Diigordi bir sevgili gozelin
inco gollar tista.
Bir sevgili baxiglarin
odu altindan kegardi,
odundan icardi.
Oriyoardi kadari istisindoa.
Qiissa-qoamlarini
kiirtiyardi canindan
o sevgili baxislar.
Tozadan dogulardi Malik.
Axsam azaninda
olini qulagina aparib
qus sasiyle oxuyardr:
“Qara Molik, hayat bir sirin yuxu,
Basar tarixini yenidan oxu.
Demsa, mahabbatmis diinyanin oxu,
Bagina harlanir cahan, gormiisam”.
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My cold sorrow,
Leaving this wide world
Where did he go, where is Melik?

IV
His face and eyes getting gloomy
With his sorrow,
His foot stumbling of his grief
He used to come back to his cabin
Exhausted at twilight.
He would see the two hands stretching on his ways.
He would fall down tearing off his sorrow
On the slim arms of a beautiful lady.

He would pass under the fire
Of an ogle.
Also would drink the fire of it.

And his sorrow would melt under its heat.

Those admiring looks would shovel
All sorrow and grief from his body.
Melik would come to this world again.

At evening azan

Putting his hands on his ears

He would sing with bird voice:
“Gara Melik, life is a sweet dream,
Read the history of Mankind again,
Love 1is axis of the world,

I saw the Earth rounding around it”.
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Qara Moliki gordim.
Gordum goydan diistib,
Gordiim heydoen diistiib,
Gozlari sonmtis ocaq...
Giintin glinortacagi
gordiim alindo ciraq.
Yoluna is1q tutub bir alj,
Bir olindo asa
ehmal-ehmal addimlayir irali.
Distib els koks Malik,
Bapbalaca qalibdi
¢inar boyda yeke Malik.

Bu ne giindii, Qara Malik?
Bu noa haldi, bu ns kokdui?
Gozlarinin isigina

necs oldu ziilmat ¢okdii?
No sald1 sani bu hala?
Kim sald1 sani bu koka?
Kim arxanca qargs tokdii?
Yaziq gorcek aglayardin
uzununa, enina.

Bu halina, bu giiniins
yaziqlar da giildii senin.
Goriib inanmadiqglarin

0z bagina goaldi senin.
Ara-sira verdiyini

dostlar da vurdu tiziina.
Baxib gdydan bu giintine
Allah da doydii dizina.
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I saw Gara Melik.

I saw him fall down from the sky.

I saw him exhausted,

His eyes extinguished fire...

I saw lamp in his hands

Right at noon.

One hand holding light for his way,
Handstick in another hand,

He watches his step forward.
Melik has changed a lot,

Melik, who was as tall as chenar
has become so small.

What’s wrong, Gara Melik?

What miserable case are you in?
How it happened that

Darkness came

Into the light of your eyes?

What made you so miserable?
Who cursed you behind?

You would cry seeing a poor man,
But the poor laughed at your crappy.
What you saw and did not believe
Happened to you,

The friends — whom

You once supported

Also reproached you.

Seeing you up and down

God was awfully sorry for you.

47



Zakir FOXRI e Zakir FAKHRI

48

X %k %k

Yadimdadir,

Qara Malikin sasi
gotiirmiisdii kondi bagina:
— Ay haray, ay haray,
kenda bir binava galib,
dostindes giimdis telli saz!
Basi havali asigin

Ozu kimi

dostindaki sazin da
basina hava galib!
Havali-havali calir sazin,
Havali-havali dillanir sazi.
Havali-haval dillenir yaziq.
Havali agigin,

havali sazin

havali kadori

igloyib qulaglarmin karina
kar Mahammadin.
Karligdan ayilib,

kar qulaqlar:

soklonib hay-haraya!
Bizim kondls qonsu kend
verib al-alo

yalli gedir.

Doali asigin maclisina

kand qizlar1

xals1z galib,

xall1 gedir...
— Ay haray,
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I remember well

Voice of Gara Melik

Prevailed among the village:

— Oh, God, help me, oh, God, help me,

An 1gnorant man with silver stringed saz on breast
has come to the village

The saz on the wild ashug’s breast

Has also become wild like him!

He plays his saz wildly,

His saz speaks wildly.

The wild sorrow

of the poor wild ashug’s

Wild saz speaks wildly

And it delves into the deafness

of the deaf ears of deaf Mahammad.
His deaf ears escaping from deafness
Listen attentively to the cry!

People of our village holding

Hand in hand

With our neighbor village

Dance — Turkish folk dance.

The village girls come

To Deli ashug’s ceremony

with mole on their faces

And leave without moles...

— Oh, God, help me, the sick people
Left their beds

And come here moodless
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xastalor qalxib yorgan-dosokdan.
Halsiz goalon halli gedir.
Ulduzlar da yalh gedir.
Giil qizlar da yalli gedir.
Dul kisilar geyrato golib.
Soklanib torpagin qulags,
Dag-qaya heyrato galib!
Cirtma vurub

oynadi doyunca Malik,
¢oparlar boyunca Malik.

O giun

havali agigin

havali- havali inladi saz.
O giin

kand-kasak

havali-havali dinladi sazi,
havali-havali1 getdi yuxuya,
havali yuxular gordii.
Gordi ki, havalanib

hara bir at belinds,

qara qorxular1 salib gorxuya,
capir, capir irali

sorqi oxuya-oxuya!

VII
Uzii-gozii
gemlarina bulasa-bulasa,
Ayaqlari
kadarina dolasa-dolasa
axsamayaxin

o0
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And left happy.

The stars dance Turkish folk dance
And the beauties join them.

The widow men pull themselves up,
The ground pricks up its ears

And the rocks got surprised!

Giving a fillip Melik danced a lot

along hurdles.

That day wild ashug’s saz moaned wildly.
That day all village listened to saz wildly.

They went asleep wildly.
Saw dreams wildly.
They saw that
All were wild, each on a horse
Terrifying the black fears
They rode forward
Singing song.
vil

His face and eyes getting gloomy

With his sorrow,

His foot stumbling of his grief

He used to come back to his cabin

Exhausted at twilight.

He would see the two hands stretching on his ways.
He would fall down tearing off his sorrow

On the slim arms of a beautiful lady.
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yorgun-argin

donardi komasina.

Gorardi iki zerif al uzanib
qayidan yollar iste.

Qamindan qopub ywxilards,
Diigardi bir sevgili gozalin

inca qollar tisto.

Bir sevgili baxiglarin

odu altindan kecordj,

odundan igardi.

Oriyerdi kadori istisinde.
Quisso-gomlorini

kiirtityordi canindan

o sevgili baxiglar.

Tazadan dogulard: Malik.

Axsam azaninda

olini qulagina aparib

qus sasiyls oxuyardi:

“Qara Malik, hayat bir sirin yuxu,
Boegor tarixini yeniden oxu.

Demsa, moahabbatmis diinyanin oxu,
Basima herlonir cahan, gormtisom”.

VIII
Qonsumuz Qara Malik
Diisdii yagisa bir giin.
Yagisdan ¢ixa bilmadi.
O ki var
island1 yagisda
Islands, gol gorasen.
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He would pass under the fire

Of an ogle.

Also would drink the fire of it.

And his sorrow would melt under its heat.
Those admiring looks would shovel
All sorrow and grief from his body.
Melik would come to this world again.
At evening azan

Putting his hands on his ears

He would sing with bird voice:

“Gara Melik, life is a sweet dream,
Read the history of Mankind again,
Love 1is axis of the world,

I saw the Earth rounding around it”.

VIII
Once our neighbor Gara Melik
was exposed to rain,
Could not escape
And got soaked to the skin.
So soaked that
His cast off did not dry that day
Gara Melik was not happy that day,
Was not happy.
He addressed the rain
In vain
The rain did not hear him.
He bored to death
And took a stone and threw at rain
And emptied all his anger to the rain.
He blamed the rain
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9yninin nimdasg paltar1
qurumadi ki, qurumadai o gtin.
Qara Molik

taleyinden yarimadi ki,
yarimadi o giin.

Qara Molik

Uziinii ha tutdu yagisa,

Yag1s onu esitmadi ki, esitmadi.
Goldi axar zara Molik,

gotiirdi das atd1 yagisa,
hirsini-hikkasini

sino-sina bosgaltd1 yagisa.

Bitiin giinahlarn yagisda gordi.
Qara Molikin halini

yagis da duydu,

yagis da gordii.

IX
Qonsumuz Qara Malik
diisdii qargisa bir giin.
Qargisdan cixa bilmadi.
Bags1 dasa deydi o giin,
Qara Malik o ki var
gara boxtini sOydii o glin.
GOyo sofar etdi az1 yiiz kers,
Az1 yliz kora
Allahin gapisini doydii o giin.
Allah da 6z qapisini
a¢madi Maliyin iiziins,
yaziq dardini desin.
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for everything.

The rain also felt,

The rain also guessed

How Gara Melik was depressed.

IX
Once our neighbor Gara Melik
Was cursed.
He could not escape.
He came against
A brick wall that day.
Gara Melik blackguarded
His bad luck
Made a trip
To the sky hundred times,
At least hundred times.
He knocked at God’s door,
And God didn’t open
The door to Melik
For the poor
To tell his sorrow
He walked around
Faltering that day.
He walked around
Fighting against his luck that day.
Fed up of everything,
Threw away the stone of his hope
Lay down and slept.
His luck horny in his palms,
His luck blister in his palms,
He put his head in his palms forever....
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Ayaglar bir-birino
dolasa-dolasa gozdi o gin.
Taleyi ils

dalasa-dalasa gezdi o giin.
Bezdi axarda har seydaen.
Har seyden doyub
timidinin dasin atdz.
Basin1 qoyub yatd

baxti qabar-gabar ovcuna,
baxti sulug-suluq ovcuna.
Basini qoydu

biryolluq ovcuna...

X
Uzii-gozii
gemlarins bulasa-bulasa,
Ayaqlari
kadarina dolasa-dolasa
axsamayaxin
yorgun-argin
donardi komasina.
Goroardi iki zorif ol uzanib
gayidan yollar tists.
Qamindan qopub yxilards,
Diigardi bir sevgili gozalin
inca gollar iiste.
Bir sevgili baxiglarin
odu altindan kegardji,
odundan igardi.
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X
His face and eyes getting gloomy
With his sorrow,
His foot stumbling of his grief
He used to come back to his cabin
Exhausted at twilight.
He would see the two hands stretching on his ways.
He would fall down tearing off his sorrow
On the slim arms of a beautiful lady.

He would pass under the fire

Of an ogle.

Also would drink the fire of it.

And his sorrow would melt under its heat.
Those admiring looks would shovel
All sorrow and grief from is body.
Melik would come to this world again.
At evening azan

Putting his hands on his ears

He would sing with bird voice:

Gara Melik, life is a sweet dream,
Read the history of Mankind again,
Love is axis of the world,

I saw the earth rounding around it.
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Oriyordi kodari istisinda.
Quisso-gomlarini

kiiriiyardi canindan

o sevgili baxiglar.

Tozadan dogulardi Malik.

Axsam azaninda

olini qulagina aparib

qus sesiyle oxuyardi:

“Qara Malik, hayat bir sirin yuxu,
Boegar tarixini yenidsn oxu.

Demsa, moahabbatmis diinyanin oxu,
Basina herlonir cahan, gormtisom”.

XI

Qonsumuz Qara Malik
diisdii yoxusa bir giin,
Yoxusu ¢ixa bilmadi.
Yoxusa diismamisdi heg,
Boxt yollar:

enisa olmusdu hamisa.
Boxtina yoxus diisdii o giin.
Uzii yoxusa

naxos diisdii o glin
Uziiqoylu Qara Malik.

Ozii kimi
baxti da diigdii tiziiqoylu.
Ha cahd etdi qalxsin ayaga,
cohd da diisdii tiziiqoylu.
ol tutub

qgaldiran1 da olmada.

Qara Molik
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XI
One day our neighbor Gara Melik
Happened to be on way up,
He could not go up on uphill.
His luck roads
Never crossed the uphills,
Were always on downhills.
That day his luck met uphill.
His face against the uphill
The prone Gara Melik
became ill.

Like himself

His luck lay prone.
He made effort to stand up,
The effort lay prone too.
Noone lent a hand.

Gara Melik looked prone at the stars,
Each was the Sun

That day

The stars winced too

Looking at Gara Melik...

XI11
Our neighbor Gara Melik
Became lucky one day.
His luck smiled at him
All sorrow and grief in his heart
Burnt and became ash.
All the stones under his foot
Became soft like tulle.
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tzliqoylu baxdi ulduzlara,
harasi bir xursuddu...

O gilin Maliyo baxib
ulduzlar da

liz-goziunu tursutdu...

XII
Qonsumuz Qara Mbalik
diisdii naxisa bir giin.
Acild1 baxti giil-giil,
Urayinin qiissa-qomi
yanib oldu kiil.
Dag-kasak da
ayaqlar altinda
dontib oldu ipak tiil.
Qara Molik
kef ¢okir o giindan.
Kef ¢akir, gol gorasan.
Yagisa da diisdii, forqins varmur.

Qargisa da diisdii, ferqine varmur.

Yoxusa da diisdii, fargine varmur.
Amma yaziq Qara Malik

kef coka-cokoa

dard ¢okir o giindan.

Dard ¢okir, gal gorasan.

Yorulub diisiib heydan,

alini tiziib goydaen.

Torpaga baglayib

Qara Molik

umidini birdafslik!

1982
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Gara Melik over lived from that day
And had fun through his life.
He didn’t care

If it rained,

He didn’t care

When he was cursed,

He didn’t care

If he was on an uphill.

But the poor Gara Melik
Overliving

Grieves from that day.
Grieves so much that

Has got driveled hard
Losing his hope for the sky
He has his hope
for the Ground forever.
1982
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SALAM, ZAKIR FOXRI, SALAM!

Basdan asd1 derd-sarin,
Qalmadi canda teparin.
Yox idi xebar-atarin,
Sasin da golmirdi, balam,
Salam, Zakir Foxri, salam!

Cokdiklarin galmaz saya,
Donmiison quru taxtaya.
Dussen soyuga, saxtaya,
Burtinmoyo isti salam,
Salam, Zakir Foxri, salam!

Qobrin isti, yuvan soyug,
Urak gemdan oyug-oyug.
Yaranmisdan els buyug...
Olub-kegonlardon halam,

Salam, Zakir Foxri, salam!

Yaxalarda qirmizi bant,
Yixdi bizi o vad... bu and...
Ha desinlor “isin avand”,
Soz giil agmaz dilds, lalam,
Salam, Zakir Foxri, salam!
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HELLO, ZAKIR FAKHRI, HELLO!

You are full of grief and sorrow

You are fully exhausted

We did not have any news about you,
We did not hear anything from you
Hello, Zakir Fakhri, hello!

The sufferings you underwent are countless
You are as skinny as weightless.

If cold, and frost bit you

I will be a hot shawl to wrap you,

Hello, Zakir Fakhri, hello!

Your grave is warm, your home is cold.
Your heart is broken .
That is your destiny ...

I am aware of that what happened to you,
Hello, Zakir Fakhri, hello!

The red ribbon on the chest,
That promise, that oath destroyed us...
Even if everyone says me have a good luck

I am dumb whose words will not blossom in the tongue
Hello, Zakir Fakhri, hello!
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Gozlardas bir goz qalmada,
Od almaga koz qalmadi.
Uz tutmaga iiz qalmady,
Bir damla umud borc alam,
Salam, Zakir Foxri, salam!

Saslor i¢ro sesin garib,
[lhamin, havesin qorib,
Sinanda nafasin qorib,
Yazdiglarin duzsuz kslam,
Salam, Zakir Foxri, salam!

Goz goranlor bir tamasa,
Gal, ay yetim, di gal yasa,
“Deyilanlor goldi basa”.
Sikast badan, kasik qolam,
Salam, Zakir Foxri, salam!



No eyes remained in the eyes R o
No ember remained to get fire from it

I felt shy to ask, o
To borrow a drop of hope, ‘
Hello, Zakir Fakhri, hello!

Among the voices your voice is strange,
Your inspiration, your desire is strange
Your breath in your chest is strange

What you have written are colorless words,
Hello, Zakir Fakhri, hello!

What the eyes see is terrible

Come on, a poor man,

If you can survive through this terrible,
“What was said it had happened to you”
I am a disabled body, cut arm,

Hello, Zakir Fakhri, hello!

B0
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Yetono das atma, qardas,
Dasgin varsa, at mons...
Ozgoloro satma, gardas,
Dordin varsa, sat mano...
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Don’t throw a stone at a stranger, rother
Throw that stone at me...
Don’t share your grief with a stranger, brother,

Share your grief with me...

SNSSNERS
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XATIRO CiCcoYi

Ay cigak, zarif ¢icok,
Ay cigak, garib cicak.
Ollorim darmayib seni,
Gozlarim dorib, ¢icok.




5 i
FLOWER OF MEMORY
You flower, tender flower,
You flower, strange flower.

It wasn’t my hand that picked you,
Rather my eyes have chosen you, flower.
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DUNYAYLA UZ-UZO

Uziine, goziine sag1 dagilmus,
Taxt1 viran olmus, tact dagilmis
Qonurgoz, qaraqas bir qara oglan
Dolasar diinyani, gozar bicars,
Axtarar, dordloro tapammaz caro.

Ciiytiriin gagari, qusun ugart...
Qaraqgas, qonurgoz o qara oglan
olindan, dilinden salib itirer
Bir esqin sirrina diisen acart.

Getdiyi yollar da dalinca qagar,
Galdiyi yollara konliinti agar.
Torpaginda goezar, goytinda ugar
Qaraqas, qonurgoz o qara oglan.

Qonur gozlerinds gara yas gozar,
Qara ciyarinde gara das gozar.
Bu varh diinyada cibi bos gazer
Qaraqas, qonurgoz o qara oglan.
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FACE TO FACE WITH THIS WORLD

Hair fell around his face and eyes,

He lost his throne and his crown

Dark skin with black eyebrows and hazel eyes
He wandering and roaming the world

And seek healing for his grief

That he can't find.

As a running roe deer, flying bird

This guy with black eyebrows and hazel eyes
Would drop and lose the key

Of the mystery of one love.

The roads he travelled would run behind him,
And he would open his heart

to the roads he came before.
He would ramble across the land, fly in its sky
This guy with black eyebrows and hazel eyes.

He would have black tears in his hazel eyes,
And black stone in his liver.
He would wander in this rich world

poor and with empty pocket
This guy with black eyebrows and hazel eyes.
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Gozol sevdalardan soniitk adamlar,
Dost tiziindan tizii dontik adamlar
Qarguyar o ki var, hey danar onu.
Gazdiyi torpaga, ugdugu goys,
Getdiyi yollara qisqanar onu.

Belacs, belaca yasar diinyada,
GoOzilindan, soziindan, 6ztindan dasar.

Kiliindoan puskiiriib, koziindon dasar,
Diinyayla {iz-ize bir oglan yasar...
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The ones extinguished from fiery love,

The ones turn their faces away from beloved
Curse him as much as and deny him

Feel jealous of the lands he wanders,

The sky he flies,

And the roads he travels.

Just this way he would live in this world

He would overflow in his eyes, words and inside.
He would erupt of his ashes and overflow of his
amber,

A guy would live face to face with the world.

SNSSNSERS
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SONSIZ

Toki sen xosbaxt ol, sen xosbaxt yasa,
Bir daha demoram “0larem sonsiz”,
Omriimii birtohar vuraram basa,
Yasay1b kecina biloram sansiz.

Ataram galbimdan qiisse, qgemi ds,
Yasaram vaslina yetmis kimi da.
Bir i¢cim suyu da, son tikemi da
Saninls garikli boloram sansiz.

Soylarom dost, tanis-bilislering,
Qurbanam bu yers golislorina.
Hoyatda ugurlu giiliislorine
Uroakdaen serikli giiloram sansiz.

Calmar kadarim sar1 sim kimi,
Goal cilon ruhuma tobassiim kimi.
Mozara bas ¢oken bir yetim kimi
[k goriis yerine golorom sansiz.

Zakir Foxri, hicran bos yuvam olub,
Yasaram gah giindiiz, gah axsam olub,
Parvane soraql dilsiz sam olub,
Icimds ney kimi malerem sansiz.
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WITHOUT YOU

Just you be and live happy

I will not say I will die without you.
I will finish my life somehow

And can manage without you.

I will through away the gloom

Live like meeting you

Share you like drop of water or bread
Just without you.

I will greet all your friends
For their happy coming
For their happy smile

I will laugh heartily

But again without you.

My grief sounds like a yellow sting,
And rain like smile to my soul.

I will come to our first dating place

Like an orphan visiting your grave.

Zakir Faxri the sorrow became my bare cell
Would survive just like night and daylight

Being just as meek candle longing for the butterfly
Would bleat just as pipe without you.
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Havalar isti kec¢diyinden son bir neco
guniinii sahildeki sam agacinin kolgesinda otu-
racaqda oturub, tok-tonha saatlarla mavi sulara
tamasa etmoklo kecirordi. Els orada, oturdugu
yerdace xatiralarin qoynunda miurgilayar,
gozunin acisini alardi. Gecadan adlamis otaga
donor, carpayida uzanib yasadigi omru toftis
etmakla maggul olar, geconi basa vurardi. Vs bu
tonha gecoalari onu an ¢ox diistindiiran da in-
sana verilmis dmriin yetarinca olub-olmamasi

idi...
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As the weather was hot he would be sitting lonely
in the shade of a pine tree on the beach and watching
blue water for hours during the last few days. He was
napping in the arms of memories just in the place
where he sat. At the midnight he would return to his
room, lie down in bed and spend the night inspecting
his life. And those lonely nights the thought that oc-
cupied his mind was if the life given to the person
was enough or not.
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BU TONHA GECOLOR

Bu tonha gecalor, yalqiz gecalor
Hardasa, hardasa gorib gozlarde
Ay is181 qorib-qgarib iciler.
Gozlarindan uzaqlasar dogma yurd,
Goytin tizii qoarib-qgarib kigilar.

Bir gorib iirayin artar qubari,

Kadar agacinin meyvasi dayar.
Qarisib kiminsa giley-gtizar:

Tonha gecalards, hey tiistiilayar...

Bu tenha gecalor, yalqiz gecolor
Glindiiziin acis1 gozuindesn kegor...
Ocagmdan kecor, koziindon kecar,
Kecor tagatindon, kecor heyindon,
Kecar torpagindan, kecor goytindan,
Umudun, giimanin diiser tiistiiys.
Gozlerin ovusa-ovusa qalar.

Ruhun diiser bir doziilmaz istiys,
Seninki bir malak yagisa qalar...

Konliintin xatirs gebristaninda
Olmiis xatiraler dirilar geca...
Korpoe usaqligin xatiralords
Boy atib iriler, iriler geca...

Bu tonha gecalor, yalqiz gecolor

Seytanin dizini qatlaya bilsen...
... Bu taydan o taya adlaya bilsen...
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THE LONELY NIGHTS

These lonely nights, solitary nights

Somewhere, somewhere in the strange eyes

The moon light will be drunk strangely-strangely.
The native land will be lost from the sight

The surface of the sky will shrink strangely-strangely.

The grief of an alien heart will grow,

The fruit of the affliction tree will ripe.

Someone’s grumble-complaint mixing with each other
Will be smoking in the lonely nights...

These lonely nights, solitary nights

The bitterness of the day will pass through your eyes..
Will pass through your hearth, through your ember
Will pass through your strength, through your weakness
Will pass through your soil, through your sky

You hope and suspicion will fall to the smoke

Your will keep on rubbing your eyes

You sprit will fall to the unbearable heat

Your only hope will be an angel rain...

In the graveyard of your soul’s memory,

The dead memories will become alive at the night...
Your childhood in your memory

Will grow up, grow up in the night...

These lonely nights, solitary nights

If you can only have the demon kneel down..
If you can only cross from this side to other side...

e
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...Kokstinda gizlonib agmayan giiliin
Tumurcugu olub catlaya bilsen,

Bir soyuq baxisin, solgun baxigin
Sonmiis umuduna koz ola bilsan...

Diinya isigina hasret gozlars

Bir is1iq dolusu goz ola bilsen.
Ulduz isiginda, ay isiginda
Tepadan dirnaga durula bilsen,
O qiza bir daha vurula bilsen...
Gulltintin boynuna sarila bilsan...

Bu tenha gecalor, yalqiz gecalor

Sen ay isigindan keg¢ib gedarsan.
Gedarsaen, gedarsan ag yollar boyu.
Hamimin goziindan koglib gedarsen,
Gedarsen, gedarsan suallar boyu...

Bir gorib tirayin artar qubari,
Kadar agacinin meyvosi dayar...
Qarisib kiminsa giley-gtizar:
Tenha gecalars, hey tiistiiloyor...
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If you can only open as a bud of flower
Hidden in your heart without blossoming

If you can only be the sparkle of the lost hope
For the cold look, for the faded look...

If you can only be the eyes with full of light

For the blind eyes that are longing for the light.

If you can only become pure from top till bottom
Under the light of stars and under the moonlight

If you can only fall in love with that maiden again...
If you can only hug your flower again...

These lonely nights, solitary nights

You are going passing through the moonlight.

You are going, going along the white roads.

You are going moving through the eyes of everybody
You are going, going through the questions...

The grief of an alien heart will grow,
The fruit of the affliction tree will ripe.

Someone’s grumble-complaint mixing with each other
Will be smoking in the lonely nights...

- @ - §§§;>C'
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OLUM

De, hara getdin bas alib?
Yerin, yurdun bilinmadi...
Gordim ki, diinya bosalib,
Naydi dardin, bilinmadi...

Uziimii tutdum daglara,
Baxdim ki, daglar kicilib...
Quslar gonmur budagqlara,
Korpa budaglar kigilib...

GOz agdim ki, toklonmisom,
Sehrada azan kimiyom.
Qoriblikds yiliklonmisom,
Bir gorib ozan kimiyem.

Gordiim dord yamn su basib,
Ha allasdim, kecommadim...
Bir az susuzdum mon kasib,
Bir qurtum su igemmadim...
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THE DEATH

Tell, where did you go?

The place, your dwelling was not known...
I saw that the world was empty.

Your malady would stay unknown...

I went towards the mountains

I saw that the mountains had shrunk...

The birds did not land on the tree

The young brunches of the trees had shrunk...

I opened my eyes and saw that I was alone,

As 1f I got lost in the desert.

I was loaded with the burden in the strange place
As if I am a strange minstrel.

I saw that four sides were flooded

I tried a lot, but could not cross over the water.
Poor me, I became thirsty,

But I could not drink a sip of water...
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Agaclar quruyur, gordiim
Ciynims yarpaq tokiiliir...
Gozlorimin nuru gedir,

Goziima torpaq tokiiliir...

Hara getdin, soyls, hara?
Kiraklarim buz bagladh...
Gozlarimin suyu getdi,
Babaklarim buz baglada...

__
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I saw that the trees faded away

The leaves fall down on my shoulder...
The light of my eyes faded away

The soil were being poured on my eyes...

Tell, where did you go, where?

My backs were frozen...

The water of my eyes dried,

The pupils of my eyes were frozen...

SNSSNERS
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AYAGINA DOYON DAS

(Qarabag ugrunda savasda sahid olmus
Milli Qahraman Sahlar Siikiirovun xatirasina)

I
Gottiriib bir kenara
atardin uzagbast...
Usaq vaxti
ayagina doayon dasi.
Ayagin qanayard,
Qaninla smaga cokib
o das soni smnayardu.
Kirimozdin,
tokbagina aglayardin.
Aglayardin onda, qardas,
basdasma aglayardin...
Sen boytidiikca boytiyerdi
ayagima dayan das,
anan lanat deyon das...

Ayagina deayoan dasi
qargima, stizmo aciqla...
Hami1 namord deyen dasi
optib, 6ptib qucaqla.

O, sanin basdaginds...
Glin golacak,

o dag1 yad edacak.
Qabrini ziyarat edib,
hami ¢ixib gedacak.
Seninle geca-giindiiz
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THE STONE THAT HITS YOUR FOOT

(To the memory of National Hero Shahlar Shukurov who was
martyred in the battles for Karabakh)

When a child

You would take

and at the worst would throw away
a stone that hits your foot.

Your foot was bleeding

The stone would test you

through your blood

You would not stop crying,

You would cry alone.

You would cry at that time

for your headstone...

As you grow up the stone

hitting your foot would also grow,
the stone which your mother cursed...

Do not imprecate and do not look angrily at
The stone that hit your foot...

Kiss, kiss and hug

the stone that

everyone calls ignoble stone

this is your headstone. ..

A day will come

Everyone will remember you

And will visit your grave

And everyone will leave you alone.
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Bircs o das galacaq.
Sene yoldag qalacaq.
Seninls o dag galacaq.
Yayi, qis1

hamen das ovunduracaq
Baci-qardas, yar-yoldast...
Atan Ovoaz, anan Balisi.
Ustiine gl sapacak,
Hami, hami homan das1 6pacak,
Ayagina dayen dasi...
Aylar, illor ottisdiikes
yollar unudulacagq,
Cigirlar ot basacaq,
Gedis-galis

bir az ¢atin olacaq...
Seninla

birce o das qalacaq.
Birca o das

hamsohbatin olacaq.
Ilda bir yol

ruhun ugub

hamen daga qonacagq.
Yasadigin qisa omrii
qisa anda anacagq...
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Only that stone will remain with you
Days and nights

will be your friend.

Only that headstone will remain with you
In summer, in winter

That stone will console your sister,
brother, beloved ones...

Your father Avaz, your mother Balishy
Will scatter flower on your grave.
Everyone, everyone will kiss the stone,
The stone that hit your foot...

As the months, years passed

Roads will be forgotten

The pathway will be covered by the grass
Comings and goings

will be a little difficult...

Only that stone

will remain with you

Only that stone

Will be your companion.

Once a year

Your spirit will fly and

land on that stone.

Short life you lived

Will be remembered for a short time...
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SAIRIM, SALAM!

1

Sairin anasi da,

ananin sair oglu da

bir soyuq zindanda

dustaq oldular zalimhgqlara
eyni giinds, eyni anda...

Sohari giin sairi

apardilar asmaga.

Hor seyi boslayib Tanr1 da

sair Urayinin ¢irpintisina,

son Negmasing

baslad1 qulaq asmaga...

“9l saxlayin”, — dedi sair, —
“Ozgo allarlo asmaym mani”.
[zin verin, 6ziimii 6z allorimla asim.
Izin verdiler...

Giilla-giills qalxib

bir pille Tanriya sari,

bir pills 6zlindsn asag1 durmus
olima baxd1 giila-giile.

Oliimii bir soyugq ter basdu...
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GREETINGS TO MY POET!

1
In a cold and frigid weather
A poet with his mother
And a mother with his poet son
Became the prisoners of oppressive pain
On the same day,
At the same time...

The next morning they came

To take the poet for execution

And put aside everything the God

To listen the sound of his heart

The last song

The last beating of his heart

But, wait!

Hold on, please, said the poet.

Hang me not with these strange hands
Let me hang myself with my own hands.
And they let!

Like bullets, he went farthest

And one step closer to God

Smiled into eyes of Death

One step below its eyes.

And Death tastes the cold sweat!

With his hands the poet
Put the noose around his head.
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Sair 0z alloriyla

sald1 ilgeyi bogazina.
Aglaya-aglaya
diinyaya goz acan sair
giile-giils 6zlinii asdi!

2
Sairim, diinyanin derdini ¢okmak
diinyan ¢iyninda saxlamaq imis.
Sairin derdine aglamagq ozi
yurdun dordlsrins aglamaq imis...
Oliimiin goziine dag olan sair,
Oliib, 6liimdan dogulan sair...

Sair de adamds, basila bilar,
Xogbaxtlik ugrunda, yurd savasmda
sair da asgerdi, asila bilar.

3
Isigda dogulub, dumana diismiis,
Yaxsiliq eylayib, yamana diigmiis,
Baxtindan o namard mokana diismiis,
sairim, salam!

Quru budag yox, yas1 kasilmis,
Omiir agacinin bagi kasilmis,
Tagati alinib, husu kasilmis,
sairim, salam!
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Crying baby he was

With his first breath after being born
Now smiled into eyes of death

And hanged himself.

2
My dear poet, grieving for the world
Holding up this on your shoulders
And mourning for your sufferings
Mourning for the grieves of homeland.
My dear poet — as high as mountain
In the eyes of Death
Died and rebirth from death...

A poet is human, soul like you
Defeated, beaten he can be,
Hanged as a soldier

For the sake of happiness,

For the sake of country.

3
Greetings to my poet
Who was born in light
And found himself in a mist,
Who did good,
But seemed as an evil,
Who is in that unthankful place
For bad luck.
Greetings to my poet
Whose dry brunch was kept,
Healthy branch was cut instead
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Maslokindan xalga xata diismayan,
Amalindan dosta gada diismayen,

Sagliginda bir yol yada diismayen,
sairim, salam!

Yurdu dagidilib xaraba galmus,
Torpag1 daginib bir torba qalmus,
Basinin ustiinti buludlar almas,
sairim, salam!

4
Qolomi soziiyle serhad olanda,
Susub-danismamagq bir sedd olanda,
Evsizlik, ¢ilpaqliq bir dard olanda,
asin onda, asin sairi!

Sair bir sairi dasa basanda,
Soziinti, 6ziina glidib-pusanda,
Yerli sozlorini yersiz yozanda,
asin onda, asin sairi!
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Head of whose life tree was cut
Who lost his memory, got exhausted.

Greetings to my poet!

Whose art gives no harm to us,
No one is hurt of his aim

No one recalls

when he is alive.

Greetings to my poet!

Whose land was destroyed
and in ruin

Whose soil was carried away,
Only a package was left.
Whose top of head

is covered by clouds.

4
Hang the poet, hang him
When his pen
Borders his poem,
When keeping silence
Is a demand.
When being homeless
And being without clothing
Brings one sorrow.

When a poet

Throws a stone at another,
And spies him over,

And misinterpets his words
So hang the poet, hang him.
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5
Sair yandirilib,
kiilii gbye sovruldu,
Sair yurdundan qovulub,
qurbatds qovruldu.
Sair soyuldu...
Sair dali sayildi...
Sair 0z i¢ino qusilda.
Sair asildi...
Horasi da bir ciir sair oguldu,
Hamisi da 6z 6liimiindan doguldu.
Amma, Benjamin Moloizs,
oliim diinyaya qalds,
diinya saira!

RaVSENSSERE
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5
The poet was burnt
And his ashes were blown off.
The poet was driven away
From his land
And squirmed in a strange land.
The poet was robbed.
The poet was called crazy,
The poet withdrew within himself,
The poet was hanged...
Each is a son of poet,
All were born of their own death.
But Benjamin was left to Moloise,
The death to the world was left,
And the world to the poet.

SNSSNERS
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AXIROT

Bir sohar yuxudan durarsan, qardas,

Bilmazson sahoardi,

ya axsam ¢agi...

Axar sularm da

yolu dayisib,

Gorarsan eriyib Himalay dag...
Yollarin da sag,

solu doayisib,

Sularin altinda qalib gabirlar.
Sular da gebrinin tistiindan axir...
Ruhun da goyloerden
gebrina baxr...
Baxarsan, els hey
gozlin axtarar...
Amma gorarsen ki,
no bir inni-cinni,

no bir can qalib.

No bala, na xata,

na da qan galib...
Sularda ovulub,
ariyib har sey,

No sos, no bir sada
...kiriyib har sey.
Dasglar agac olub,
agaclar da das...
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THE OTHER WORLD

One day in the morning you will wake up,
my brother,

You will not know if it is morning,
or evening...

The root of the flowing water

has changed,

You will see that the mountain

of Himalaya has melted...

The right side,

and left side of the roads

has changed,

the graves are under water,

The water flows over your grave...
And your spirit from the heaven

is looking at your grave...

Your eyes will be continuously looking for...
But you will see that,

No person, no jinn,

no spirit has been left.

No trouble, no mistake,

and no blood has been left...

The water has crumbled,
everything has melted,

No voice, no news,

is heard...
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Sen 6ziin 6zlinda
batmisan, qardas!
Na nar agaclar,
nd ancir, izum,
no alma, na piists,
na badam qalib.
Diinyan su basib,
diinya bir ada,

Bu kicik adada
tok Adem qalib...

Adanin kokstinde sevgi catlara...
Na Havva goriiniir, na 6vladlari...

XEXKG>0
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Mountains have become trees,
And trees have become stones...
You have drowned in yourself, brother!

No pomegranate trees,

no figs, no grapes,

no apple, no pistachio

no almond have been left.

The world flooded,

The world turned into an island,
In this small island

Only Adam has remained...
There is the crack of love...

In the heart of the island
Neither Eva nor her children are seen...

EXRLG>o
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Gozlorim ¢inar agacina dikilib. Agacmn dibinde
olinds “raqatka” budaglarda serce axtaran balaca
Zakiri gordiim. Qaygisiz, agrisiz, i¢i hayat esqi
ile dolu...

Diinyaya sevgiyls, nage dolu gozlsrls baxan
Zakirls tiz-lizeyem. Gozlerimin yagimi saxlaya
bilmiram. Ona teraf addim atmagq istesem ds,
ayaglarim getmir. Qulaglarimda Coelaladdin Ru-
minin sozlari seslanir:

“Diinyaya naga dolu gozlarle baxma:

[lanin kiirayini gozol naxislar bazayor, zehori
ise Oldurar...”

“Bagisla, — deyirom, — qal burda, bizi ayiran
ayrib bir-birimizdasn, bu, ¢arasiz ayriliqdi. Sens,
sonin diinyana qayitmaq isterdim, amma olmaz
deyirlar, senlik deyil deyirler, esidirsonmi?”

Yazmasayd: Yaradan, dorda rasul olmaz idim.
Dard mana sah, mon ona zarraca qul olmaz idim.

Faxri, giinah evidi diinya, giinah, yoxsa ki, mon.
Yuyunub goz yasinda, giinda qusul almaz idim.

Piciltiyla danisiram: “Sen elo belaco da gal,
he¢ olmasa, birimizin ¢iyninda yiik olmasin.
Tabutun altina girms, diinya boyda yiikii var.
Bu diinyada ayaq qoymaga yer yoxdu, galmaynb,
ayaq qoydugum har yer iynadi... Esidirsan?..”
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I was staring at a plane tree. I saw little Zakir
under the tree. He had a slingshot in his hand,
carefully looking for a sparrow. He looked carefree
and full of life...

I am standing face-to-face with this joyful kid. I
can’t hold back my tears. | am trying to take a step
towards him, but my feet won’t move. I recall Ja-
maladdin Rumi’s words:

‘Don’t be too joyful about the world: snake’s
patterns makes it attractive, but its venom Kkills.’

Forgive me, stay here, I can’t stand this separation.
I would like to get back to you, get back to your
world, but I can’t, can you hear me?

Hadn t it come from the Creator I wouldn t be in this sorrow.
The sorrow wouldn't be my king, [ wouldn t be its slave.

Fakhri, this world is house of fault, otherwise me
Wouldn t rely on my tears and buy ghusl every day.

I am talking in a whisper: “Please, stay the way
you are. At least one of us needs to stay strong,
despite the mammoth grief. There is no place to run
away in this world. Wherever I go I am walking on
pins and needles. Can you hear me?..”
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CIYNIMD®
TABUT, GOZIROM

Alisdim tok dasimaga,

Ciynimds ytik dagimaga,
Yer yox bir titk dasimaga,
Ciynimda tabut, gozirom.

Dolasiram dagi-dast,

No zar, na yaqut gozirom.
Diiytin-diiytin yollarimi
Acga-aca oxuyan bir

Kokdan diismiis ud goziram.
Ciynimdo tabut, gozirom.

Gozirom dord bir terofi,
Bilmirem yolum harad.
Cokir moni sirr torafi...
Oliimii gérdiim, deyasan,
Gorason, olum haradi?

Suyuna dodaq deymamis,
Koksiins ayaq deymemis,
Sinesina ox doymamis
Gozden uzaq yurd gezirem,
Ciynimda tabut, geziram.

Dord yana meydan sulayan,

Sesi ruhunu dalayan,
Axirot deyib ulayan
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I WALK A COFFIN
ON MY SHOULDER

Alone

Used to carry

Carry a burden on my shoulder
No place for a thing to carry

I walk a coffin on my shoulder.

Wandering in the valleys

I seek no gold, no ruby

In search of a singing, out of tune lute
that unlocks the knotty roads

I walk a coffin on my shoulder.
Rambling all over the place

Don't know where the road leads?
Allured by its mystery...

Seems like I saw the death
Wonder what meant to be?

I seek an obscure land

With water untouched by lip
ground untouched by foot

chest not shot by arrow

I walk a coffin on my shoulder.

I seek a lone Wolf

reigning in every corner

with

soul pricked by its own voice
whining for the next world

I walk a coffin on my shoulder.
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Yalqiz qalmis Qurd geziram,
Ciynimdbo tabut, gozirom.

Balalar ¢i¢cek dogulur,
Giil dogulur balalar.
Balalar goy¢oak dogulur,
...Qul dogulur balalar.

Torpagdan altun dogulur,
Dasglardan yaqut dogulur,
Nadense sair dogulan
Ciyninds tabut dogulur.

Cox gdynatdi tirok mani,
Dardsiz tiraye qurd diiger...

Silkalams, falak, moni,
Ciynimdaki tabut diigar!..
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Babies are born

like flowers

like blossoms.

Babies are born beautiful
...born as a slave

Gold 1s born by soil

Ruby is born by jewel

For some reason

A poet is born

with a coffin on his shoulder.

Heart gave me much pain

Easy heart would become wormy...
Hey, fate

Don't waggle me

A coffin on my shoulder would drop!..

SNSSNERS
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DUNYA, QAYIT DUNYAMIZA

Arxanca moan su atmisam,
Sularda itib batmisam,
Mean ki gedib qayitmisam,
Diinya, qayit dinyamiza.

Bu bar ayriliq barids,
Gozallar erkon garidi.
Yariyan sonnen yarids,
Diinya, qayit dinyamiza.

Tale bizi yaritmads,
Yaramaizi saritmada,

Nom gozlari qurutmadi,
Diinya, qayit dinyamiza.

Das da doniib ogul olub,
Oranlarin nagil olub.
Korpalora nogul dogub,
Diinya, qayit diinyamiza.

Coakdik har ¢akilon gomi,
Bu 0miir-giin bos yerami?
Gottiir Oslini, Karami,
Diinya, qayit dinyamiza.

Torpaginda ah goyorar,
Har atilan ox goyaorar.
Donmasen, giinah goyorar,
Diinya, qayit diinyamiza.
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THE WORLD,
COME BACK TO OUR WORLD

I splashed water behind you,

I am lost in waters,

I left, but have come back

to the world, you have come back
to our world.

This 1s the fruit of parting.
Beauty grows old early.
Other’s profited in this world
then returned to our world.
Fate did not please us.

Fate did not dress our wounds.
Fate did not dry our tears.
Come back to our world.

A stone turned into a son too.

Heroes turned into legend.

You can give sweets to our children.
Come back to our world.

We mourned every kind of sorrow.

Tell us, is life frail?

Take Asli and Keram.1

Come back to our world.

Too many exclamations are in your land.
Each arrow shot, is pain.

If you don’t come back, sin will flourish.
Come back to the world, our world!
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BIR AZ DA SEVDIM SONI...

Dag cayinin oniinda
Axar sulara baxdim.
Qosulub goy sulara,
Sular axdiqca axdim...
Yenas yadima diisdiin,
Xatira-xatira san
Gozlarimdan otiisdiin.
Pigildayib adim

Axar sulara tutdum.
Bir az da sevdim soni,
Amma bir az unutdum...

Kirslarda dolagdim
Kiigo-kiica... sohari.
Yuxusuz gozle agdim
Neco-ne¢o sahari...
Kimsom, arxam olmady,
Basim tiste bir siniq,

Bir u¢uq dam olmada...
Tok pencakds kegirtdim
Qarly, saxtali qis1.

Sert saxtada, soyuqda,
Ayazda sevdim sani,
Bir az da sevdim sani...
Tanitdim man sevgimi,
Yola-riza tanitdim.
Qisildim tok sevgims,
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I LOVED YOU A BIT MORE...

In front of the mountain river

I looked at the flowing water.
Joining the blue water

I flowed with the running water...
Once again, I remembered you,
You memory

passed in front of my eyes.

I whispered your name

to the water.

I loved you a bit more,

But I forgot you a little bit.

I wandered in the rent

In every streets of the city.

I did not have a broken,

even a collapsed roof over my head...
I opened many-many mornings. ..
with the sleepless eyes

I spent the snowy, frosty winter
Putting on a jacket only.

I loved you in one of the harsh cold,
freezing weather,

frosty day

I loved you a bit more...

I introduced my love
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Colo, dlizo tanitdim.
Bir az da sevdim soni,
Amma bir az unutdum...

Egey sahillorinds
Tonha ruhun dolasir,
Bir-birine qaynasir.
Gomgoy lapaler cosur,
Bir vaxtsiz ayriliga
Qoarib tirkilsr qosur.
Goynoar ruhuna hopur,
Xatirlaya-xatirlaya
Sahilds dolasiram...
Icimdan bir ah qopur.
Doarinden nafas alib

Bir udum hava uddum,
Bir az da sevdim soni,
Amma bir az unutdum...

Aramla yagis yagir,
Ustiim-bagim islanib.
Sina dasin islanib,

Das heykaldan boylanib
Baxirsan fagir-fagr...
Arxamca su atardin,
Ko6vrak gozlarin o an
Doluxsunub dolardh.
Balka da, yagis deyil,
Yagan haman sulardi...
Basim tista dolasan
Kovrak, garib buluddun...
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To the road, lane.

I cuddled up to my only love,

I introduced you to steppe and plain
I loved you a bit more...

But I forgot you a little bit...

In the cost of Aegean

Your lonely spirit is wandering,
Joining each — other.

The blue waves are storming,
Composes an exciting songs

About a timeless separation.
Whimpering penetrates into your spirit,
Remembering it I walk on the shore...
I sigh deeply.

Deeply breathed

I swallow a mouthful of air,

I loved you a bit more,

But I forgot you a little bit...

It is raining slowly,

I got soaked.

Your grave got soaked,

You look helplessly

through the stone sculpture...
You used throw water behind me,
At that time your eyes

Moved into tears.

May be it was not rain,

But the tears of your eyes were pouring as a rain...
You were a fragile, strange cloud.
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Bir az da sevdim soni,
Amma bir az unutdum...

Kogari quslar da yox,
Goy uzii bombos galib.
Payi1z, bahar, yay kogiib,
Yuvamda tok qis qalib.
Dardimi bogaltdim
Ayrilig quyusuna,
Xatira bir das atdim...
Aylar, illar 6tsa ds,

Har an soni gozladim.

Donmadin... na gizladim,
Sevgina ¢cox umuddum.
Bir az da sevdim soni,
Amma bir az unutdum...

SNSSNERS
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Which wandered above my head...
I loved you a bit more,
But I forgot you a little bit...

The migrant birds flew away,

The sky was empty.

Autumn, spring, summer moved away,
Only winter remained in my country.

I emptied my grief into

the well of separation,

I threw there a stone as a remembrance...
Despite the months and years passed,
Every moment [ waited for you to return.
You did not return... why did I hide it,

I was pinning a hope on your love.

I loved you a bit more,

But I forgot you a little bit...

|
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QAYTAR, ANA,
QAYTAR MONI BESIYO

oOrk etdiyim dostlar da
tiziime durdular...
Sevdiyim qizlar da
sevgimi tiztima vurdular.
Korpe-korps umudlarim
bu yollarda slden salib
moani tamam yordular.
Omriin crrhacirinda
qaldim tstiye-tistiys.
Qaytar, ana, qaytar meni besiye.

Avand isim tors goldi,
clit sobir 6tdii moandan,
gatironda nahs galdi...
Dilim galmadi tepinom
har sahar
yolistii
qabagimdan kegen qara pisiya.
Qaytar, ana, qaytar mani besiyae.

Goy lziiniin karrig
goran gozlarin korrugu,
kecdiyim yolun darrig:
oddad1 meni, oddada.
Mano tus golasi sevinc
basim tistdon addada.
Bond olmaya bilmadim
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RETURN, ME MOTHER,
RETURN ME TO THE CRADLE

The friends I relied on

Gave false testimony against me...

the girls I loved

rejected my love.

the little hope

I am pinning on my friends an beloved ones
Caused me to feel exhausted

to feel fatigue.

In the hot days of my life

I kept on shivering.

Return me, mother, return me to my cradle.

My good job inverted,

A pair of sneeze passed near me,

An 11l bonding sneeze was expelled by me...
I felt pity and did not abuse

the black cat passing

in front of me

every morning.

Return me, mother, return me to my cradle.

The deafness of the sky

the blindness of the eyes that can see
the narrowness of the way that I pass
burned me, burned me.

The happiness I need

passed over my head.
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hor agildan diisiya...
Qaytar, ana, qaytar moani besiya.

Har payiz unutdu mani
tanislar-bilislar...
Uziime, gdziims qonmaga
yer tapmad giiliiglar.
Ciyarim siqareta alisantok
uzim-gozim alisdi
gem adl bir nagayeo.
Qaytar, ana, qaytar moni besiya.

Cokilmisem 0ziimo,
yigilmisam icimes.
Kadar mani seslomir,
soslomir sevinc mani,
kimsa saslomoaz mani,
bu darisqalligdan
bir hovur ¢ixam esiya.
Qaytar, ana, qaytar moni besiya.
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I could not ignore
a stupid man...
Return me, mother, return me to my cradle.

Each autumn my friends and acquaintances
forgot me...

The smiles could not find place

to land on my face, on my eyes.

As my lung was addicted to cigarette

I became addicted to drug

called a grief.

Return me, mother, return me to my cradle.

I got self-absorbed,

I got stacked inside...

The sorrow does not call me

The joy does not call me,

No one calls me

So that I go out from this

narrow place.

Return me, mother, return me to my cradle.
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Bayaqdan gozalti baxiram. Dostumun gozlori
yaxtani atib-tutan mavi sulara zillenib. I¢indas
qovruldugu itkinin, ayriligin qiisse-qemin
dogdugu sasi, pigiltilar: esidirom...

Sevgi dolu xatiraloer alinden tutub onu
otenlers, uzaq kegmislars, cavanlgq illorins aparir.
Bunu su kimi aydin goriir, duyur, hiss ediram...
~ Ya Robbim! Mano giic ver, meni S6zs qaytar...
Icimde picildayiram...

Daslasmis duygularim yumgsalmaga baslayir,
icima is1q axir...

Aramla gseir oxumaga, soylamays baglayiram.
Hami mene diqqgat kasilir...
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% ok %

I have been secretly watching my friend, who had
been staring at blue waters shaking the yacht. I can
hear the whispers of the grief from his loss inside
him.

I can see the memories full of love taking him
back to the past, to the years of youth. I can see, listen
and feel this clearly.

Oh, God! Give me more power. Bring me back
to the Word...

I am whispering inside.

My frozen feelings start melting, flowing inside
e =

I slowly start reciting the poem. Everyone’s eyes
are on me...
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MOTANOTLI XATIROLOR

Alar seni ganadina,
Qaytarar bir dam altma,
Bir sirin axsam altina
MBatanatli xatiralar...

Tonhaliq alar qoynuna,
Qam daryas1 udar seni.
Diistib dolanar boynuna,
Oxsayib, ovudar sani
Matanstli xatiralar...

Agaclar yarpaq tokenda
Gilleri solmus bag olar,
GO0zo garanliq ¢okonda
Yollarinda ¢iraq olar
Matanatli xatiraloar...

Oten 6mrii yada salar,
Urayines qada salar.
Yeno soni oda salar
Matansotli xatiralor...

Gece-glindiiz kesiyindi,
Isti evin-egiyindj,

Sevgi dolu besiyindi
Motanatli xatiralor...
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MATANAT’S MEMORIES

Matanat’s memories

Would take you under their wings
And bring you back home

For sweet evenings.

When you are lonely,
And full of grief
Matanat’s memories
Are there for relief.

When trees lose leaves

They feel like garden with no flower,
When your eyes blackout

Matanat’s memories

Become your guiding tower.

Matanat’s memories
Would bring back the past
Would bring the sadness into your heart.

Matanat’s memories

Protect you day and night

As if a cradle full of love

Being protected by mother’s might.

Matanat’s memories

Would return after flying away
Would age together with you
As your hair turn gray.
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Ucub gedar, yena doner,
Saclarinda dana donar,
Biitovlasib sana donar
Matansotli xatiralor...

Goytinda buludtak dolub,
Basin iiste hey aglayar,
Qaminds tumurcuq olub,
Kadarinds yarpaqlayar
Matanatli xatiralar...

Yetisib voda golonds,
Can tsuiytib, titroyondo...
Qocaliq hada golands,
Ayaglarin biidrayanda
Cavanliga bel baglayan,
Cosub, kiikrayib caglayan
Dil godalar, qisa olar...
Seni ayaqda saxlayan
Yapisdigin asa olar
Matanstli xatiralor...
Sadagatli xatiralor...



seirlor e poems

Like the clouds that can’t handle rain
Matanat’s memories cause your heart feel pain.
They would feel like bud of leaf

Which turn into the flowers of grief.

Matanat’s memories

Would become your crutches

When your legs get weaker.

When you grow older and become sicker.
Matanat’s memories

Would keep you lively

When you are no longer young and shiny...
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BALACA AYSELO

Yaz yagisina banzayir
gozlarinin yasi.

Yaz yagis1 torpag1 goyardaer,
gozlarinin yas1

uroayimdoki

bala sevgisini.

SNSSNSERS
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DEVOTED TO LITTLE AYSEL

The tears of your eyes
Look like a spring rain.
The spring rain blossoms
Vegetation in the soil.
The tears of your eyes
Blossom love to mu child
in my heart.

SNSSNERS
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GUNLOSRIN BIR GUNU

Glnlorin bir giinti

bir bagqa pancaradsn

bir bagqa yola

dikilacok gozlarin.
...Gozlayacaksan gozladiyin sayaq.
Va bir giin

g0z yaslarinla birge

qusildigl isiqgdan qopub
tokilacek gozlerin

isti-soyuq gormemis ovcuna.
I¢inds udquna-udquna
kecdiyim omiirden
yarali-yarali boylanib,

isigsiz gozlorinla

aci-ac1 baxacagsan

namard ovguna...

Diz ¢okiib

yana-yana

sOnacaksen

Oton sevgi oniinda.
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ONE DAY

One day your eyes

Will stare at another way
Through another window.
... You will wait as you did before.
And one day

Together with your tears
Your eyes will come

Off the shelter they stuck
And drop on your palm
Never felt cold and hot.
Inside you feeling empty,
Looking around woundedly
Through the life I led

Will look bitterly

With your lightless eyes
Into your faithless palm...
Kneeling and burning
Before the past love

You will go out.
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REKVIYEM

Doguldugu evdan,

usaqliqdan,

bir ds ilk sevgidon basqa,

har seyi unudur adam.

O ¢oraya min siikiir,

O suya min stikiir.

O sevgiya, 0 ocaga min siikiir,

O ulu torpaga min siikiir.
Arpa-arpa boy atdigim,

Qarg at oynatdigim

Gozum o kend torpagy.
Qucaginda dil agdigim,

Bir qiza koniil agdigim,

(oper basinda dolagdigim
Canim o kond torpagy.

(Cakib gariblikden qopardi mani,
Cakib sinasine apardi mani.
Ald1 qucagma korpasi kimi,
Qoydu besiyina korpasi kimi,
Bir garib siikutun icinden ke¢dim.
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REQUIEM

Man forgets everything,

Except the house where he was born,
His childhood

And his first love.

Bless this bread,

Bless this water,

This love and this land,

And bless this holy place.

My village — my eyes

Where | grew up like barley grass,
Rode a rushing horse.

My soul — my village

Where | started speaking in your arms,
Opened my heart to a lovely girl,
And rambled around fences.

He released me from homesickness,
Held me to his chest,

Took me in his arms,

Put me in his little bed like a baby,
And 1 passed through lonely silence.
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Qan sizan tok

gem si1zd1 gozlarima

Gilinlar burkiili-birkili,
Qaldim biikiile-biikiila...

Goy ila yer arasinda

yaxam soktilo-sokiilo

bir garib kadarin i¢indon ke¢dim.
Ayagi yalin usaqtok

Ayaglar1 yalin baxtim,

Basim birden daydi dasa,

Heg bilmadim hara baxdim.
Gordim,

dogma bilib {iziimii soykadiyim
xatiralor arasinda da yadam...
Doguldugu evdan,

usaqliqdan,

bir ds ilk sevgiden basqa,

har seyi unudur adam.

__
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Like leaking blood

The grief leaked out of my eyes

The days muggy and hot,

My back humped and I grew old..
Between the sky and the earth

My heart broke into many pieces.
And I passed through lonely sorrow.
Oh my barefooted destiny!
Reminding me of a barefooted child!
Suddenly my head hit the stone,
And didn’t know where | looked at.
But | saw

I am a stranger among the memories
That | laid my head on

That are so dear to me.

Man forgets everything,

Except the house where he was born,
His childhood

And his first love.

SNSSNERS
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DUPDURU SULAR DA
BULANDI...

Tikdiyin qalanin 6ziilii ugdu,
Dasg1 das tistiine qalandi, Xahiq!
Bilirdin diinyanin axir1 pucdu,
Bilirdin ki, diinya yalandi, Xalgq!

Doyorler aridi, bir-bir asinds,
Var-dovlatin torba-torba dasindi.
Dagmanlar 6z torpagin, dasindi,
Baxanda gozlerin sulands, Xaliq!

Yiiz yol sinona vur, yaxan yirt da,
Oz igindan yeyar meyveni qurd da...
Gor noalar yasand: qurdugun yurdda,
Sagdan da, soldan da talandi, Xahq!

Qocaliq yetisdi, nafas tontidi,
Dovran Omiir bigan bir karantidi...
Xos giin, xos gilizaran bir goriintiidd,
Diiz yolun son ucu dalandi, Xalq!

Zakir Foxri, var tisttindes yarisds,
Nofslor mil¢oktok bala darisdh...
Halal, haram bir qazanda qarisds,
Dupduru sular da bulandi, Xaliq!
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THE CLEAN WATER HAS BECOME
TURBID...

The foundation of the castle you built collapsed,

It was destroyed stone by stone, GOD!

You know that the end of the world comes to nothing, GOD!
You know, the world is a lie, GOD!

Values melted one by one and corroded

The wealth was carried sack by sack.

Carried soil and stones are yours

Looking at them you moved into tears, GOD!

If you hit or tear up your chest a hundreds time,

The worm will eat the fruit in fruit’s inside...

See what happened in the world you built,

Your people were plundered from right and left sides, GOD!

The old age has come, the breath was tightened
The life was cut by the scythe of the time ...

The happy days and happy lives are only the appearance
The last end of the straight pass is also ended with the comer, GOD!

Zakir Fakhri, competed for the wealth,

Like a fly the desire pounced on the honey...
Halal and prohibited ones mixed in one pot
The clean water has become turbid, GOD!
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QALMAZ BELD,
QALMAZ DUNYA

Big vyeri torloyan igid,

Girava harlayan igid,

Icinda garlayen igid

Qalmaz bels, qalmaz, diinya.

Sigmar bir xalvet dose,
Qorxar baxt1 bonda diiso.
Boynunu biikms, bandvss,
Qalmaz bels, qalmaz diinya.

Koniil vermozloar sor vaxti,
Arxanca bir gorib baxda.
Qara qizin gara baxti
Qalmaz bels, qalmaz, diinya.
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THE WORLD WILL NOT REMAIN
REMAIN AS IT IS NOW

A hero growing his first beard,
Longing for opportunity,

A hero pining away inside,
The world will not remain,
Remain as it is now.

The violet finds shelter in a hill,

For fearing its destiny shuts its doors for it,
Don’t bend your neck, violet

For the world will not remain

Remain as it is now.

Do not fall in love the evil of night,
A stranger stared at you from behind,
You, dark fated girl with dark skin,
The world will not remain

Remain as it is now.
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Ovladlarin ¢ixd1 nasi,

Qom yiikiini 6ziin dasi,
Axma, anamin goz yasl,
Qalmaz bels, qalmaz diinya.

Basinda xos sevda domi,
Ocaginda hicran qomi,
Aglama, Yaniq Karomi,
Qalmaz bels, qalmaz diinya.
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Your children became callow,

Carry the burden of life yourself alone,
Mother, do not shed tears from your eyes,
Because, the world will not remain
Remain as it is now.

A sweet moment’s love in head,
The longing of sorrow in heart
Do not cry, Yanig Karami,

The world will not remain
Remain as it 1s now.

XEXKGS>O
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QARABAGSIZ

(Mahir mugam ustadlarimdan biri ¢adir saharciyinda
“Xos galdin elina, obana, na yaxsi...” dedi mana va

140

“Susanin daglari”n1 oxudu...)

Dostlar, bagislayn, slibos goldim,
Galdim gapiniza man Qarabagsiz.
Vallah, gozlarimdan ¢okilib getmir
Duman Qarabagsiz, ¢con Qarabagsiz.

Ols gelom aldim, slim goynadi,
Har ad1 gelonde dilim goynadi.
Cicoyim goynadi, giiliim goynadi,
Bolindiim ortadan ton Qarabagsiz.

Sel da yox, Sarami golib aparsin,
Bu dardi, balan1 béliib aparsin.
Qoymayin stipiiriib, silib aparsin
Qara saglarimi don Qarabagsiz.
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WITHOUT KARABAKH

(One of the talented mugham singers welcoming me in
the tent camp said:
“Welcome to you native home and hearth”. And
began to sing the song of “Shusha’s mountains”...)

Friends, forgive me, I came with empty hands,
to your door without Karabakh.
By God neither the cloud nor the fog

go out of my eyes
without Karabakh.

When I took a pen in my hand , my hand whimpered,
Each time when I pronounced Karabakh’s

name my tongue whimpered.
My rose whimpered, my flower whimpered,
I divided into half without Karabakh.

There is no flood to take Sara with it,

To divide and take the trouble and pain with it.
Do not let the gray hair wipes out and takes
My black hair without Karabakh.

141



Zakir FOXRI e Zakir FAKHRI

142

Koniil sevdan Vatan adli bu baga

GOz ag, bir gor bagban kim oldu, qaga.
Doamyo taleyine min yag1s yaga,
Bitirmaz bir stinbiil, den Qarabagsiz.

“Qalmaz bels, qalmaz diinya” yazanda
Umud kozerirdi koniil sazinda.

Zakir Foxri hor tizline yozanda

Anasiz yetimson sen Qarabagsiz.
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You fall in love with the garden called Motherland,
Open your eyes, see who is the gardener

in your Motherland.
If it rains a thousand times to my barren fate,
No wheat, grain will grow without Karabakh.

When I wrote: “The world will not remain like that”,
The hope glowed in saz of soul.

When Zakir Fakhri interpreted it in detail,

You become motherless orphan without Karabakh.

SNSSNERS
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HICRAN RITMLORI

Neca yagd yagslar,
quslar nece oxudu?
Qara horiimgays doniib gem
gozloarimda bu toru necoe toxudu?
Allah, bu ne yuxudu...
Kimloar ¢ixir iztims,
Arxamca kimlar baxir?
Bilmirom, gormiirom, hiss elomiram...

X X X

Qizlarim, quzularim!
Gozlarimlos aralayib
doan-dan,
siinbiil-stinbiil giinlorin arasindan
boylaniram geriys,
baxiram irsliys,

Sizi goriirom.

Ko6rpa saglarmizi
gemlesrimin aynasinda horiirem.
Har sey cohannam!

Alisa bilmadim sevgisiz 6mra.
Sevgili ananizin
yovusa bilmadim sevgisina...
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RYTHMS OF LONGING

How it rained,

How the birds sang?
Turning into black spider
How could the sorrow spread net?
My God, what dream it is
Who meets me?

Who looks after me?

I don’t know, I don’t see,

I don’t feel...

# o ok
My daughters, my darlings!
I searched with my eyes
Through the spike like days
Looked back,
Looked ahead
And saw you.

And braided your baby hair
In the glass of my grief.
Damn everything!

I could not get used to life without love.
I could not get used to
Your dearest mother’s love...
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ik e
Bir dali seytan deyir,
get bir dostun {istiinsg,
bir azca pul borc elo.
Bir doste ¢algic1 tut.

Bu gems, bu dards diigar
bir-iki hal shlini do y1§ bagina.
Olmusglari, olacag: unut,
uz tut
sevgi ¢iragl sonmiis,
tzti donmiis
yurd yerins,

Var-yox umud yerins.
Seslayib, saslayib
cicak balalar1 cixart esiya.
Bir hovur
atasizligdan
onlari ayir.

Stumiiya isloyan bir hava ¢aldir,
sos-kiiye diksinmis binalar,
sos-kiiys agilan
poncaraler ontinda
oyna qizlarinla, doyunca oyna.
Sevgisiz bir Omriin sahili
— ayriliq gemlari boyunca oyna.
Ad gtinlerini oyna,
oyna golin toylarimnu.
Oynaya-oynaya goziinds boy atan
cicok boylarini oyna.
Yazilibsa alnma bu haqq,
ozilinii yorub, tizme nahaq!
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What the demon’s advice is
To go to a friend of mine
And borrow some money,
And order a group of musicians
And gather some people of my case.
Forget all — what happened
and to happen for days to come.
Go to the place
Of which the lights went out
and offended.
The only place of hope.

Call and invite the lovely kids to the field
And have them tore away
From the feeling of fatherlessness.
Ask the musicians
To play a wonderful music.
Dance with your daughters,
Dance to my pleasure with them.
Dance before the buildings
Starling of the noise,
Dance before the windows
Opening to noise.

Dance along the coast of their life
Without love,

Dance along their sorrow.
Dance for their birthdays,
Dance for their bride’s weddings.
Dance for their growing height
Before your eyes while dancing.
If it 1s luck for you,

Don’t feel sorry, don’t get tired!
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DOSTUM...

Dostum! Sevgisiz giinlards
diiz yol da adama yoxus galir.
Cakdiyi derdden, gemdan,
Tanis tizdan, tanig sasdan,
Giley-gtlizardan, geybatdan
yorulur adam s6z-sohbatdan.
Uziindaki keder mans tanis galir.
Gozlarinden daman gem
¢okdiyim qemler sayaq,
Har ¢okilan isti gomin
arxasinca yagis golir,
Yagis golir,

Y1815 gedak,
Qayidaq 6ten giiniin altina!..
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MY FRIEND...

My friend, in days without love
Even a slope feels like an uphill.
From grieving, mourning,
Familiar voices, faces,
Grumbling, tattling
Man feels tired hearing nonsense.
And 1 can recognize the grief in your face.
The sadness pouring out your eyes
Reminds me the sadness of my own
And every burning grief in your eyes
Followed by smooth rain
Rain comes
Pack up your things
Let us go
Go back to the shelter of lost words!..
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ORTULU PONCORO

I
Baxtin kimi qara yurdda
iyirmi ilden ¢oxdur
son adda bir ad yasayir
zancilarin andinda.
“Kigik insan”1n boytiik ad1
sigmaz qandala,
sigmaz inadi,
Nelson Mandela!

IT

Ol uzatdin dosta,

alin ¢atmada...

Qaldin qovrula-qovrula.
Ol uzatdin goys,

alin catmadi...
...Qaldin quvrila-quvrila.
Gozlarindaki

qaranliq lakani
bir umud is1g1 yudu...
Is1q dediyimiz —
bir udum hava,
bir tika ¢orak,
bir ovuc sudu.
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THE CLOSED WINDOW

I
More than twenty years
A name by your name
Lives in this place
As black as your fate.
In the oath of the niggers
Big name of “a small man”,
Could not be placed
With his wings and persistence,
Nelson Mandela!

1T
You gave hand to the friend
Your hand could not reach to him...
And it writhed you with pain.
You gave hand to the sky,
Your hand could not reach to it
And made you squirm.
Light of hope washed away
The dark stain in your eyes...
By light what we mean
Is a breathed air, a piece of bread,
And a sip of water.
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111
Ol i¢i boyda pancaradan
ay is1g1 siiziilar.
Vo hoer geco
diinyadan gizlica
siid kimi ag, bir malak tizlii usaq
demir panceraden baxar igeri.
O malak izl usagin
isti nofasi
ol ici boyda pencaradan
axar igori.
Qizdirar “otagini”,
olimiin gozlarindsn
azdirar otagma...
Bax belacs, istids, soyuqda
iyirmi il de yagsamaq olurmusg
birco sirin umudla
eni, uzunu bes taxta
darisqal bir otaqda.

IV

Dag ataram,

dasim tutmaz...

... aglayaram,

g0z yasim tutmaz...

O ortiilti pancereni
yumru-yumru yagis doyoer,
acilmaz.
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111
The moonlight trickles down
Through the window of a palm seize.
And every night
A child as white as milk
With an angel face would look inside
Through the iron window.
The warm breath of that child
With an angel face
Would come in.
Through the window of a palm seize
And warm up his “room”,
And would hide his room
From the eyes of death...
So, in warm and cold weather
One may survive for twenty years
With a sweet hope...
In a small room
Of a narrow width and longitude.

v
When I throw a stone
It would not reach to its target...
...When I cry
My tears will evaporate...
Rain drops would hit
That closed window
But it won’t be opened.
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Tale ddyar, naxis ddyar,
acilmaz
o Ortiilii pancara.

X X X

Qoamloarinls, sevinclarinle
bir boyda, bir bigimdas

bir sevgili giin yasayir iginda.
Bu sevgili giiniin

canina diismiis qadasi
soyugunda ocaq ¢atasi...

O sevgili giiniin havasi
¢ixmaz basindan, ¢ixmaz.
O sevgili giin

ilk goriigden yarimis,
qocalib qarimig

bir gozalin

ilk goriis xatiresi kimi sirin.
O ortiilii penceradan

o sevgili giino agilar
gozlorin.
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Luck would hit,

Fate would hit

But that closed window
Wouldn’t be opened, it wouldn’t.

seink ok

Your sorrows, your joys

All are of the same seize.

One dearest day has settled down
In your inside.

All its burden is in your body
You need to make a fire

To escape its cold.

Mood of that dearest day

Will not leave you, will not.
That dearest day

As sweet as first dating

Of a beautiful girl

Who felt happy of first dating,
But got old waiting.

You would open your eyes

To that dearest day

Through that closed window.
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VI
Azadliq dediyin
geminda gdyaran
bir giilli, cigokli yaz yeridi. ..
Havasi ¢alinmamis
bir gozealin naz yeridi
diz ¢okiib
bas qoyacagn bir ovuc torpagq.
Dord divarin buz laylan
arimoaz holo, arimaz.
Yenico dogulub
0z taleyins aglayan bir usaq
no sirin laylalara,
na oyuncaga aldanib
kirimoaz hals, kirimoaz.
O ortiilii panceradan
dumanlara agilan gozlarinin
pencarasini bagla.
Ve gozlerinds bir goz umud yeri saxla...
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VI
What you mean by freedom
Is a garden of flowers in spring...
Growing up in its sorrow...
And a handful soil
You will kneel on
And your head will rest on
Is a beauty’s place
Of untimely flirt...
Ice coats of the four walls
Will not melt, will not.
A newly-born child
Will not keep silence, will not
Either for lullaby,
Or for toys.
Close the windows of your eyes
Opening at the fogs.
But keep an eye of hope
In your eyes...

:
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Neco glindui carpayidan ayaga galxmaga
tageti catmayan Qara Qazanfar ayaqdayds, qol
gotiiriib son kara oynamagq arzusundaydi. Qara
Qozanfar atrafdaki, gonserindaki daglara son
kars neazor saldi, buludlarla 6ptisen Murova

baxda.
CAL,ASIQ,CAL

Cal, asiq, cal,
cal, oynayim
tiziim daglara, daglara.
Omiir-billah baxib doymaz

gozum daglara, daglara.

Cal, asiq, ¢al,
gqarsimdaki
daglarla oynayim!
Bu diinyada
zalimlarin sinama ¢akdiyi daglarla oynayim!

Cal, asiq, ¢al,
rast oldugum,
tus geldiyim
har dards ah ¢okmigem.
Cal, sinamdaki ahlarla oynayim!

Cal, asiq, cal,
keg¢diyim Omiir yolunda,
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Gara Gazanfar who had not been able to get up
from his bed for several days, was on his feet, he
wished to raise his arms and dance for the last time.
Gara Gazanfer gazed at the mountains around, and
in front of him, looked at the mountain of Murov
which was kissing the clouds.

PLAY, MINSTREL, PLAY

Play, minstrel, play
Play and let me dance
My face towards the mountains, mountains .
Till the end of my life
My eyes will not be satisfied
Looking at the mountains, mountains

Play, minstrel, play
Let me dance with mountains
Staying in front of me!
Let me dance with the brand
The tyrants branded on my chest in this world!

Play, minstrel, play
Let me dance with the pain
I encountered,
I faced
I sighed deeply in the grief
Play, let me dance with sighs in my heart!

Play, minstrel, play
Maybe I have sinned
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boalke, glinah islotmisom.
Gal, giinahlarla oynayim!

Gal, asiq, cal,
bu, bir sondu...
Anamin ruhu enib
¢iynima qondu,
ruhu boynuma dolandi...
Belo miijda
tokom-tokom olandi.
Cal, anamin ruhuyla oynayim.
Cal, navalarin
sabahiyla oynayim!

Cal, asiq, ¢al,
qol gotirib
dag dostinds
yamaclarda
seva-seva dardiyim,
yarima gondardiyim
har cicoyim,
her giiliimls oynayim.

X %k X

Cal, asiq, ¢al,
son kara qol gotiirtim.
Oliim ds bir cicakdi,
cal, 6liimls oynayim!
Olim haqds,
haqq adl1
sevgilimls oynayim!
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In the way of life I lived
Play, Let me dance with my sins

Play, minstrel, play
It is an end...
My mother’s spirit descended
And landed on my shoulder,
Her spirit went round my neck...

Such good news

Happens rarely
Play ,let me dance with my mother’s spirt
Play, let me dance with the grandchildren’s

Future.

Play, minstrel, play
Let me dance with each blossom,
Let me dance with each flower
I picked up with grate love
From the mountain’s foothills
From the slopes
And sent to my sweetheart.

X X Xk

Play, minstrel, play
Let me raise my arms for the last time
Death 1s also a flower,
Play, let me dance with the death!
Death is truth
Let me dance with my sweetheart
Whose name is truth!
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VOTON

Kopoaza banzadi qarsimdaki dag,
Uroyimin bagi gdynadi, Vaten.
Qiirbatds gozdiyim har garis torpaq
Ayagim altinda iynadi, Vaton.

Bir durna qatar1 ke¢di goziimdan,
Gozlarim yollara dikili qalda.
Qatar uzaqlasdi, ko¢dii goziimdan,
Yollar agcilmada, biikiilii qaldé...

Diuimag cigirlarda itirelor ki,
Qoynuna apara o yollar maeni.
O vatonoe bagh xatiralor ki

Iti xencer olub soyarlar mani.

Yadima diigends az qalir yanam,
Daglarda al-yasil ¢carpayim qalib.
Diinyadan ¢ox erkan kogtibdiir anam,
Bilmayib, dosiindas siid payim qalib...
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HOMELAND

Mountain in front of me looked like Kapaz,

I awfully longed for you, Homeland

Every inch of the land I wander in strange land,
Is a needle beneath my foot, Homeland.

A flock of cranes passed before my eyes,
My eyes stared into the roads.

The flock moved away, I lost the sight of it
Ways were blocked, stayed folded...

They are vanished in snow-white paths,

As those roads would take me to your arms.
Those, memories of homeland,

Would turn into sword and strip my skin off.

When I remember, I almost flare up,

My scarlet, green bed was left on the mountains.

My mother passed away too early,

She did not know, my milk share was left in her breast.
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Ay ana, soningiin ulduzdum, aydim,
Daglagsmis moazardan hay ver hayima.
Yenidan qayidib sahib olaydim
Besikda buglanan layla payima.

Esidin, dostlarim, esidin siz ds,
Xatira yollar1 qar alib, nadir?
Nadan kok atdi kin tirayinizds,
Genis tireyiniz daralib, nadir?!

Xoyalim kog edir hey yaniniza,
Sizlardan tasalli, panah umaram.
Gondarib galbimi tinvaniniza,
Intizar goziimii rahat yumaram.

Kopoza banzadi qarsimdaki dag,
Urayimin bag1 goynadi, Vetan.

Qiirbatds gozdiyim har garis torpaq
Ayagim altinda iynadi, Vaten.

XEXKG>

164



seirlor @ poems

My mother, I was a star and moon for you,
Respond my call from petrified grave.

If only I could go back again,

And have my lovely lullaby in cradle.

Hear my friends, hear me you, too,

Or ways of memories have been full of snow?

Why was malice deeply rooted in your hearts,

And why have your spacious hearts become narrow?!

My dream often comes to your mind,
I expect comfort and refuge for you.
If I send my heart to your address,

I would close my eyes in peace.

Mountains in front of me looked like Kapaz,
I awfully longed for you, Homeland.

Every inch of the land I wander in strange land
Is a needle beneath my foot, Homeland.

XEXRG>0
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Ciragan otelin hayatinds, Marmare sularmin
sahili doyaclayan yerinda dayanib, kirimisce
Onun Istanbula tamasa etdiyini xatirlayiram,
yol ¢akan gozlerini xatirlayiram ve balks ds,
trayinin ¢irpintilarini dinlayirdim, aydinca
esidirdim onda...

166

ISTANBUL

Icinda

hansisa 6ton

boxtovar gilinlorden
miirgiilii xatiralor

bas qaldirib, oyanib...
Marmaranin sahilinda
kirimigca dayanib...

Gorason,

ayriliq nagmasimi

sularda sas-kiiy salan
gagayilarin nogmasi...

Daslagib o, yerindoco mixlanib...
Unudub nafas kesen biirkiinii.
Aydinca esidirom

cat galbindan

qopan tiirkiinii...



seirlor @ poems

L

I recall him standing on the edge of the Marmara
Sea and staring silently at Istanbul. I recall him fo-
cusing on one point. It felt like I could feel his heart-
beat, I could clearly hear it...

ISTANBUL

Inside of you

napping memories

Of some past

Lucky days

raised their heads, woke up...
Stood in silence

On the coast of Marmora...

I wonder,

If the song of separation

Was the song of the seagulls

Who were making noise in the water
Fought and was nailed to the ground...
Forgot, scorching heat

I clearly hear

The song

Coming from your

Cracked soul...
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Istanbul!

Yarim kogdii bu diinyadan,
cavan iken qaldim dul...
Istanbul!

Ayriliq menzilinds,
hicranin slinds man bir qara qul...
Istanbul!

Yarali1 konliima

bir ¢ars, malhom bul...
[stanbul!

X %k k

Bu, nece ayriliq,

ah, neca...

orso ¢okilir
gozlarinin yuxusu
har geca...

Hoar gun

qaranliq perdasini
tiztinden ¢okor gecs,
acilar dan tizlina.
Sabah olar,

anar, anar Matanatini.
Anmasa, giinah olar...
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Istanbul!

My sweetheart left this world

I became widow in my young age...

Istanbul !

In the room of separation,

In the hand of separation I am a black slave...
Istanbul!

Please, find a remedy, ointment

For my wounded soul...

Istanbul!

ko ok

What kind of separation is it,

ah, what kind of separation...

you cannot sleep

The dream of your eyes is rising to the heaven
Every night...

Every day

the night will remove

the dark curtain from its face

the dawn will smile at your face

And a new day will begin

Your Courage will be remembered

It will be a sin, if it will not be remembered...
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Yollara batar gozlerin,
kirpik de qirpa bilmazsan.
Yaym cirhacirinda da
Uz-goziing,

ovcuna qgar yagar...
ovcundan ¢irpa bilmazsen
0 soyuq qart.

Usiiyarsen yataqda da,
lap isti bir otaqda da...

X %k %k

Tutub saxlama bu dardi,
Saxlama, burax getsin.

Bu dardnan... dinen boytiyer...
(Cokarsan... sinan boyiiyor!

SNSSNSERS
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L

Your eyes will pierce the road

You cannot even blink your eyelashes
Even in the scorching summer

The snow will land on your face,
And on your palm...

You cannot shake the

cold snow from your palm.

You will be cold in your bed,

Even in the warm room...

L S

Do not hold this grief,

Do not hold it, let it go

Who speaks about this grief will grow...
If you bare the grief, your chest will grow!

SNSSNSERS
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BIR AZ DA GOLDIM YAXINA...

Qopdum odumdan, kéziimdan,
Ollerim qopdu dizimdan.

Bir az da qopdum 6ziimdan,
Bir az da goldim yaxina...

Keg¢dim ilanl yollan,
Dasly, tikanli yollars,
Bazar-diikanl: yollarz...
Bir az da geldim yaxina...

Bir az da qagdim tamahdan,
Noafsls ¢okdiyim ahdan...
Qurtuldum bir az giinahdan,
Bir az da goldim yaxina...

Aldandim dils, dilgays,
Qoca nafsa — agbirgaya!
Uz cevirdim giil-cicays,
Bir az da geldim yaxina...

Diinya sir9, siralondim,
Har patokdas giralondim.
Qoam xsalbirinds alondim,
Bir az da geldim yaxina...

e
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I CAME A LITTLE BIT CLOSER...

I broke off my fire and embers
My hands broke off my knees

I broke off by myself a little bit
I came a little bit closer...

I passed through the roads with snake
the roads with stone, thorn

the roads with bazaar-shopping

I came a little bit closer...

I run away from the greediness a little bit
I run away from sigh I let out

I run away from my sin a little bit

I came a little bit closer...

I was deceived by tongue and uvula
By old man and old woman

I turned my face to the flowers

I came a little bit closer...

I threw away the loads from my shoulder

I kept on swimming my face towards the flow...
I came and reach here step by step

I came a little bit closer...
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Ciynimdon ytiklori atdim,
Hey tizdim tizii aximna...
Addim-addim galib ¢atdim,
Bir az da goaldim yaxina...

Dogmalarim dondii yada,
Evim oldu garib ada...
Dolagib payi-piyada,

Bir az da goaldim yaxina...

Icim yalan, ¢6liim yalan,

Bu das derdden 6liim yalan.
Cat verdi tikdiyin galan,

Bir az da galdim yaxina...

Gozlarimi bagla, Tanrim,
Adam olan baglamasin...
Agla moni, agla, Tanrim,

Meani bands aglamasin...
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The world is sap, I get juicy,

I got a little bit sap from each hive...
I was sieved by the sift of grief,

I came a little bit closer...

My natives turned into strangers,
My home became a strange island...
Moving around and walking,

I came a little bit closer...

My inside is a lie, my outside is a lie,
The death from the stone of grief is a lie,
The castle you built was cracking,

I came a little bit closer...

Close my eyes, my God,
Do not let Adam close them...

Cry for me, cry for me, my God,
Do not let the servant cry for me...

XEXG>O
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PAYIZ GOLIR, OZiZiM

Payiz golir, azizim,
asl pay1z.
Birazdan
saralmis yarpaglar
tokiilacak torpaga —
bir-bir qopub payizdan.

Usiiyacok barmaglarimiz
soyuqdan, ayazdan.
Kiloklarin
havada ugurtdugu
qizil1 yarpagqlara
biirtinacak payiz.

Bir qizil ilan kimi
tindan-tina burulub,
dongadan-dongaye
stirtinacak payiz.

Oz qizili rongiyla
hardan baxsan,
goriinacak payiz.
Vo yavas-yavas
yarpaq-yarpaq
qisin diimag divarma
hortilacak payiz...
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THE FALL IS COMING, MY DEAR

The fall is coming

Real fall.

A little later

Yellow leaves

Will fall to the ground

Detaching one by one from the fall.

Our fingers will be cold
from the cold and frost.
The fall will be covered
by the golden foliage
flying in the air

by the blowing wind.

Like a golden snake

The fall

will turn from corner to corner,

will crawl from side street to side street.
With its golden color

the fall

will be visible from everywhere.

And slowly, slowly
Leaf by leaf

the fall

Will be built

on the white wall of the winter...

N VA7
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SON GUNUN NOGMOsi

Glnlerin bir giinti
bulaniq gorarsen

saf sulu gordiiytin
bulaglarin goziinti.
Bulaniq sularda

aray1b axtararsan,
gorarson Ozunii.
Dostdan, tanisdan, yaddan,
bir sevgili addan

son kara ayrilib
qayidarsan 6ziina.
Qayidarsan

layla-layla boy atdigin,
gecaloar “inga” sasiylos
anani oyatdigin
besiyin goziina.
Qayidarsan isti balaya.
Va yens

dolanarsan ocaq basini
imaklaya-imaklaya.
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THE SONG OF LAST DAY

One day you will find turbid
The eyes of springs

Once you saw clean.

You will look for yourself
In the turbid waters

And will see you there.

Departing for the last time
from your friends,

From your dear name

You will return to yourself.

You will return to your cradle,

Where you grew up under lullaby,
Where you awakened your mother
With your “inga”.

You will return to your warm draper.
And you will round around the hotbed
Grabbling.

N A8
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_QARA TORPAQ,
MUGAYAT OL ANAMDAN

... Yukuni ¢okemmadim,
Arzusunda biinovresini qoydugu
evini tikommaoadim.

...Dumanli kogden ayrilib,

ocag basinda yanammadim.

Is1q olub gozlarine qgonammadim,
Qara torpaq, mugayat ol anamdan.

Qulaq asmadim

xeyirxah dualarindaki
yalvariglara.

Damar-damar gema dontib,
¢Okdiim alnindaki qirislara.

Xabar tutammadim diisanda xasta,
Saxlaya bilmadim goziimiin isto,
Qara torpagq, mugayat ol anamdan.
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DARK GROUND,
LOOK AFTER MY MOTHER

I couldn’t pull her load

I couldn’t build her dream house.
Leaving hazy migration

I couldn’t burn near chimney,

I couldn’t settle in her eyes

Like light.

Dark ground, look after my mother.

I didn’t listen to her well-wishing prays
Changed into veined grief.

Settled wrinkle in forehead

I couldn’t receive her illness.

I couldn’t hold her above my eyes,
Dark ground, look after my mother.
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Oliim balli, olum yOX.

Yeri soyuq diigmasin,

Biirtimaya salim yox,

Isti koziimii yetir.

Kiliimden duyuq diismasin,

Qara torpaq, mugayat ol anamdan.

Qobrina gedon cigirlar,

bari, itmasin,

[larin altinda qalib

qoy mazar1 itmasin.

Qara torpaq, mugayat ol anamdan.

XEXRXG>o
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Death is known, but to be not
Don’t let her become cold.

I haven’t scarf for wrapping
Deliver my hot cinder,

Don’t let her feel my ash

Dark ground, look after my mother.

Don’t let paths going to her grave get lost,
Don’t let her grave go away

After years,
Dark ground, look after my mother.

SNSSNSERS
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YAZA BILMODIYIM
SEIR

O giin

icimda kozaren umudu
1¢ima axan

goz yaslar kiritdi...

O glin

icimda alisan sam1

icime axan

g0z yaslar1 aritdi...
Ustad!

O giindan tutmus

bu giinacan

nec¢a-nego seir yazdi adina
neg¢a dogma, negos yad...
Ustad!

Dodagimda neca nagmes,
dilimdo ne¢o soz.
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THE POEM
I AM NOT ABLE TO WRITE

That day

Hope glowing inside me

was soothed by tears

that flowed inside me...

That day

Candle kindling inside me
was melted by tears

that flowed inside me...
Master!

From that day till today

So many poems were written
by beloved ones

by strange ones

to your name...

Master!

So many songs on my lips,
So many words on my tongue.
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Urayimda ne¢o cat,
xatiromdae saatbasaat
dolasan nurlu tiztin

va bir da

yetim qoyub getdiyin
gorib bir umud.

Seir yaza bilmiram adina.
Seni xatirlayanda,
xatirlayib yazmaq istoyanda
urayim bark agriyir.
Sanci-sanc1 dograyir
trayimi yoxlugun.

Neco koaro

gosulub o namard cigira,
adini ¢cagira-cagira
mozarina golirom —
kimsayls bole bilmadiyim
diinenli, bu gtinlti derdlerimi
kirimisca

o kirimis basdagimla
bolirom.
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And cracks in my heart
Your shining face
wandering in my memory
again and again

And an odd hope

that you’ve left behind.
I cannot write a poem
to your name.

When I remember you
Remember you

and want to write

my heart feels a pain.
An absence of you
shatters my heart.

So many times

I come to your grave
following that mean cry
calling out your name —
With your silent headstone
I share silently

grieves of yesterday,
grieves of today
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Hamu tigiin Rasul Rza oldun,
manimg¢unsa ata...

Ustad!

O glindan tutmus

bu gilinacan

ikice bond yarimgiq seir

yaza bilmigem

Boyiik Insan adina.

Goyler geribliys boyand1 o giin.
Daniz da cosmadi, dalgalanmadi,
lapalar icine y1815d1 deye.
Korpe besiklori yirgalanmad,
Analar harasa axigd1 deye...

SNSSNERS
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that I cannot share

with anyone.

You became Rasul Rza

for everyone

but father for me...

Master!

From that day till today

I could only write

an unfinished poem

of two verses

to the name of Great Man.

The skies were covered with woe
The sea didn't bluster,

didn't wave

As the waves snuggled.

Cradles of babies were not wiggled
As mothers thronged

to somewhere...

XEXETo

188



Zakir FOXRI e Zakir FAKHRI

QSZ.S"NF“GRiN
QOBRI ONUNDSO...

Qobrin tisto
basdasinin ontinda
seni aniram...
Biirkiili yay gilintinds
qara marmoardan boylanan
baxisinda yara, goziinds yara...
Coxdandi gols bilmirem,
yoluxammiram gabir evini.
Ruhunun yaninda
tiziim da garadi, s6ztim da qara...

Salam, Qara Qozonfor!
Salam, ey ar oglu or!

Sen qoyub geden diinyad.
Ozab-oziyyetlorinden
son doyub gedan diinyad.
Heg no, he¢ noa dayismayib.
Goydan ti¢ alma diismoyib...

Lap na qodar

barkden-bosdan ¢ixsan da,
polad kimi barkison do.
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IN FRONT OF GAZANFAR’S
GRAVE...

At your grave
In front of your headstone
I am remembering you...
In a hot summer day.

There is a pain in your gaze and eyes...
Which are looking through the black marble
It is a long time, I cannot come
And visit your grave
[ myself, even my words feel guilty
in front of your spirit...

Hello, Gara Gazanfar!
Hello, the son of a man of courage!

The world is just the same world
you have left and gone,
The world is just the same world
You have left and gone being sated
with its trouble.
Nothing, nothing changed in this world
Even three apples did not fall from the sky...

Even if you survived

the hardship
Even if you became as hard
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Yens, yena havan ¢atmur,
Bogulursan
bu diinyanin biirkiistinda.

Allah, verdiyin 6mrs,
Omiir boliimiine siikiir.
Stikiir, verdiyin oliima...
Olmaz Sliimiine siikiir!

Salam, Qara Qozonfor!
Salam, ey ar oglu or!

Dardini ¢akdiyin diinya

soni dardlords yasadir.

Dillords misal olmusan.

Diinyanin dardlariyle
adin qosa ¢okilir.

Dardlarin firgasiyla
rosmin daga ¢okilir,
rosmin dasa ¢oakilir.

Ucaraq sen yatan
yalin qasina
ag goyarginlar, qonar
dard sakilli basdasina.
Dardlarin tozunu ¢irpib
yens geyinmisan aynina...
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as the steel
You starved again for the weather,
You are suffocated,
In the heat of the world.

Thanks to You God,
For the life You gave
For the life You divided among us
For the death You gave...
Thanks to You God,
For the eternal death!

Hello, Gara Gazanfar!
Hello, the son of a man of courage!

The world for which you worry,

Have you to live in trouble.
You become an example in the tongues of people.

Your name is sounded together
With the grief of the world
With the brush of the grief

Your portrait 1s drawn on the mountain
Your portrait 1s drawn on the stone.

Flying to the crest
Where you sleep
The white dove lands
On your headstone
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Qus olub gonar ¢iynina
dardin, qus olub oxuyar:

Diinya, sondan hali olanlar yaziq,
Sinends yurd-yuva salanlar yaziq.
Kogens min rahmat, qalanlar yaziq,
Cokoasi min covrii, min cofasi var.

Beyinlards dogar sual suals,
Dumanlarda azar insan xayal.

Axirata caro yoxdu, ol hal,
Torpagin kiismayen istahasi var...

XEXRLD>o
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Which bears your picture in pain
Shaking the dust of the pain
You will put it on again
The grief will be a bird and land on your shoulder
Your grief will be a bird and sing a song;:

World, I feel pity for those who know you
I feel pity for those who build home on you.
Who left you let peace be upon them,

I feel pity for those who stay in you.
The world will cause you suffering and pain.

The question will arise in the brains,
The man’s thought will get lost in the fog,
Be aware that the death is inevitable
And the soil has a good appetite...

SNSSNERS

195



MUND®ORICAT / CONTENTS

Canab soz
MOASTCE WO aoveeeveeeiieeiiieseseesessesessssssssssesssssssnssssnnees 6-7

Mana bir sam verin
Giveme acandle ............ouueeeeeeeeeeeeeiiiieeieeeeeeeeeeeee, 8-9

Poetik dusiincanin tazaliyi
The freshness of the poetic thinking .................... 10-11

Saxsiyyat vasigasi

The [dentficalionicard v 18-19
Sas
TRENVDICE iiiiiiiissaiiiiincisisssssnsssrvsssisesssnunmmmminneiiaaaaa 22-23

Xos galdin, dardim, xos galdin!
Welcome, my grief, welcomel! ............................. 26-27

Tut alimdan, yollar, manim!
My hands, Ways! ......cccoviiiiiiinnreeeenne, 30-31

O aglayan kimdi ela?
Who is that crying one? ...........uuueeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeenn, 34-35

Qara Malik hagginda nagmalar
BERASED AR GG VIEIHC 1. i inssemmiveresnnes 36-37

Salam, Zakir Faxri, salam!
2t 1 TN S o g T 62-63

Yetana das atma, gardas
Don't throw a stone at a stranger, brother .......... 66-67

196



Xatira gicayi
Flower Of Memory ............cccccovvvuveeeeeeeeeeiveeeiiinnnnn. 68-69

Diinyayla uz-liza

Face to face with this world ....................cccccuuu... 70-71
Sansiz
VIR OUE YOU ciisirnisssssissnisessssmssmmsssissiaiasasmsssnnnmiss 74-75

Bu toenha gecalar

Thelonelynights . s 78-79
Olim
The deQth ........cccooeeeeeviiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeciiiseeae e 82-83

Ayagina dayan dasi
The stone that hitsyour foot .......osimsriimsses 86-87

Sairim, salam!

Greetings to My POet! ....ccciiiisisssvesivisssssises 90-91
Axirat
The other WOorld .............ccoovvveeeeeeveeeeieieeiiiiieeeeeeeen, 98-99

Ciynimda tabut, gazirom
I walk a coffin on my shoulder ......................... 104-105

Diinya, gayit diinyamiza
The world, come back to our world ................. 108-109

Bir az da sevdim sani...
| loved you a bit more .....siiic e A 110-111

N 87



Qaytar, ana, qaytar mani besiya
Return me mother, return me to the cradle .....116-117

Matanatli xatiralar
Matanat's MeMOrIeS .......cueeveeeeeveessierisiessnesenns 122-123

Balaca Aysela
Deyoted to little Avsel vumavanmmisississssss 126-127

Gunlarin bir glini

OREday i 128-129
Rekviyem
REQUIEM ... 130-131

Dupduru sular da bulandi...
The clean water has become turbid ... ............. 134-135

Qalmaz bels, qalmaz diinya

The world will not remain remain as it is now ...... 136-137
Qarabagsiz
Without Garabakh .........coueeeeeeeeeeeiiiiiiiriirenennn 140-141

Hicran ritmlari

RUBBITIS OF IO . s siisss cesereererssrsssssssssssssssss 144-145
Dostum...
ST 1 ECT NN N e 148-149

Ortiilii pancara
el T e A I A e enriivissinssranessss 1 B0-151

198



Cal, asiq, ¢al

Play, minstrel, play ............ccccovvvueeeeeeeeeerveereiinns 158-159
Vatan

(2 (o] 121=1 [+ T o RO 162-163
Istanbul

ISEANBUE o e e 166-167

Bir az da galdim yaxina...
lcame a little DIt closer.. ......ooi 172-173

Payiz galir, azizim
The fall is coming, my dear .............cccccvvuuuu.... 176-177

Son gunlin nagmasi
R ki Te)ale o) @1e 700 [0 1 SUNNRURROUOERR—————— 178-179

Qara torpaqg, mugayat ol anamdan
Dark ground, look after my mother ................. 180-181

Yaza bilmadiyim seir
The poem | am not able to write ...................... 184-185

Qazanfarin gabri oniinda...
In front of Gazanfar's grave... i hot o siss 190-191

1898



Zakir FOXRI o Zakir FAKHRI

SEIRLOR
POEMS

Kompiiter dizayni:
Agqil Omrahov

Korrektor:
Irad> Musali

Designed by:
Agil Amrahov

Edited by:
Irada Musaly

Capa imzalanib: 12.02.2018. Formati: 60x90 1/16
Ofset cap. Fiziki cap varaqi: 12,5. Tiraj: 1000. Sifaris:

Azarbaycan Tarciima Markazi
o.Topcubasov kiic., 74

Tagdim olunmus hazir fayldan
“Aspoligraf LTD” MMC-nin matbaasinda
¢ap olunmusdur.

AZ 1052, Baki, Fatali Xan Xoyski klicasi, 149



