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Introduction

Welcome to the second anthology of new writing by
Azerbaijani women. This volume, Buta II: The Regional Writers
Workshop, is named for the eggplant shaped, or paisley, symbol
of female power and creativity. It contains writing by women
from many backgrounds who have many demanding roles—
teachers, journalists, students, businesswomen, and
homemakers. Yet all are writers, often called by the spirit, as
Aliyeva Maftuna Arzu says, to create. And most, unlike the
writers included in the last anthology, are from the more rural
areas of Azerbaijan. It can be especially difficult for women
from the regional areas of Azerbaijan to make professional and
creative connections. All the reasons that make this difficult for
women even in Baku—family, children, work obligations—are
magnified when distance and the costs of travel are added to
the mix.

So, after the success of the workshop we held in 2010 for
women writers in Baku, in June of 2012, we held a second
workshop. This time, however, nearly twenty women from the
regional areas and smaller cities of Azerbaijan travelled to
Baku. This workshop was modeled after the 2010 workshop,
with the added goal of connecting women writers from the
regional areas of the country with each other and with their
colleagues in Baku and the United States. The week was a great
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success, as both regional and Baku writers wrote, shared, and
critiqued each other’s work. Particularly exciting were the
number of younger women who attended from the regions.
Their exuberance and goals as writers suggest good things
ahead for literature in Azerbaijan. And, now, unlike in 2010,
nearly all these writers are able to continue their connections
with each other via the internet, through email and facebook.

In these pages you find poetry, fiction and philosophy, all
exploring issues of keen interest to rural as well as urban
women in Azerbaijan today: tradition and change, gender
equity, social justice, the economy and, of course, love. So,
enter, and enjoy!

Alison Mandaville
Decorah, Iowa, USA
November 3, 2012
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On sz

Azorbaycanl qadin yazigilarin yeni yazilarini shato edan
ikinci antologiya sizin ixtiyariniza verilir. Bu cild do
qadin giiciinii vo toxayyilind, naslin davamini simvoliza
edon butanin adi ilo “Buta- 1l: Regionlardan olan gqadin
yazigilarin seminar1” adlandirilib.

Topluya hayata va adobiyyata forqli baxislar1 olan
muolliflorin — pesokar yazigilarin, siravi miiallim,
jurnalist, taloba va evdar qadinlarin yazilari daxil edilib.
Bu adamlarin hamaisi, seminar istirakc¢ist Maftuna
Oliyevanin tobiriylo desak, tez-tez ruh torafindon
yaratmaga cagirilirlar.

Osorlari avvalki antalogiyaya daxil edilmis yazigilardan
forgli olarag bu antalogiyaya asarlori daxil edilon
yazigilarin oksariyyoti Azarbaycan paytaxtindan aralida
— bolgalords yasayan yaradici qadinlardir. Bolgalordo
yasayan Azorbaycanli qadinlar iigiin professional vo
yaradici alagelor qurmagin 6zal ¢atinliklori var. Bu
catinliyi yaradan amillor - ails, usaqlar, is 6hdaliklori
Kimi vazifalorin olmasi hotta Bakida yasayan yaradici
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qadinlar tigiin da saciyyavidir. Ucqar bolgslords yasayan
qadnlar Gi¢iin isa bu vazifalordon slave uzaq mosafays -
daha gaynar yaradici miihit olan paytaxta galib- getmok,
yol xarclori kimi basqa ¢atinliklor do var.

Bu amillari nozars alaraq biz regionlarda yasayan
yaradici qadinlarin bir qrupu ilo bels bir goriis — seminar
kecirmayi qorara aldiq. Belaliklo, 2010-cu ilds gadin
yazigilarin Bakida kegirilmis ugurlu seminaridan sonra
2012-ci ilin 1yun ayinda ikinci seminar1 togkil etdik. Bu
dofo Azarbaycanin bolgalorindan va kigik sohorlorindan
toxminon iyirmi qadin Bakiya goldi. Olkonin ayri-ayri
bolgalorindon olan yazig1 qadinlari bir-biri ilo, eloco do
Bakida va Birlogsmis Statlarda yasayan homkarlar1 ilo bir
araya gotirmoklo bu seminar 2010-cu ildaki seminardan
bir godoar forglondi. Hom regional, ham do Baki1
yazigilarinin birga yaradici faaliyyati, bir-birinin asarini
mizakiro vo tonqid soraitindo kegon bu seminar somarali
va xeyli ugurlu oldu. Xiisusilo daha gonc va tocriibasiz
qadin yazigilarin seminarda istiraki ¢ox sevindirici idi.
Onlarin yaradici yazi prosesine cosqun vo magsadli
sokildo qosulmalari, miizakiralords foalliq gostormolori
Azorbaycan adabiyyatinin parlaq goalocayindon xabar
VErir.
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2010-cu ildan farqli olaraq, indi bu yazigilarin, demok
olar ki, hamisi internet, elektron pogt va vo ya facebook
vasitasi ilo alagalori davam etdirmayo gadirdirlor.

Siz bu kitabda Azarbaycanin sohor va kandlarinda
yasayan yaradici qadinlarin maraq dairalorini ohato edan
movzularda - adat-anans va doyisikliklor barads, gender
barabarliyi, ictimai odalst, igtisadiyyat va albatto ki,
mohabbat mdvzusunda galoms aldiglari poeziya, nasr vo
falsofi nimunalarle tanis olacagsiniz. Buyurun, oxuyun,
aylanin!

dlison Mandavil
ABS, Ayova stan, Dekorah sahari.
3 noyabr 2012-ci il
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Elvira Emil

1994-cii ildo Rusiya Federasiyasinin Kimov saharinda
anadan olub. 2011-ci ildo Ganca saharindaki 39 nomrali
orta maktabi bitirib. Rus dilinds yazdigi “Hisslor” adli
ilk seiri 2009-cu ilda maktab gazetinda darc olunub.
Hazirda Gancada faaliyyat gostaran ““Xaricda tohsil™
maslahat markazinda ingilis dili miallimi islayir.

Elvira Emil

Was born in 1994 in the city of Kimov in the Russian
Federation. In 2011 she graduated from secondary
school number 39 in the city of Ganja. Her first poem
“Feelings’™ was been published in her school newspaper
in 20009.

She is currently working at the ““Study Abroad™ advising
center in Ganja as an English teacher.

Getsam da, har an tirayimdasan

Gedirom,

Go6zln yollarda galmasin.

Ollarimi slindan ¢oxdan tizmiisom,
Indi isa Gireyimi qoyub gedirom

12
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Aglama ey yar! Ey galbimin varisi!
GOzlarimi gozunda qoyub gedirom...
Ayriliq acisa da, d6zok bir tohar
Goris giinii balka do no vaxtsa galoar.

Yalnizliga dogru, bas1 asagi,
Umidimi yaninda qoyub gedirom.

Y axsis1 budur - g6zloma.

Kapazi, Gancani, sani qoyub gediram.

Though I left, you remain in my heart

I'm going,

Don’t wait, watching the road.

[ tore my hands from yours long ago,
And now I go, leaving my heart.

Don’t cry, my love! Oh, my heart’s heir!

[ go, leaving my eyes in yours.

Though the separation be bitter, we'll bear it somehow.
We may meet again, one day.

Towards loneliness, head low,

[ go—leaving my hope with you.
It is better—don’t wait for me.
I'm leaving Kapaz, Ganja and you.

13
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Firuzo Mammodova

Mammoadova Firuzo Ciimsiid qizi 1988-ci ildo Ganca
saharinda anadan olub. 1993-2004-cl illarda Ganca
soharindaki Nasimi adina 44 sayli Bag¢a- Maktab Lisey
Kompleksinda tahsil alib. 2005-Ci ilda Bak: Ictimai-Siyasi
Universitetinin Jurnalistika fakultasina daxil olub, 2010-
cu ilda hamin Universiteti bitirib. 2008-ci ilin avqust
aymda Kopaz MUstogil Teleradio Sirkatinda aparici-
muxbir vazifasinda calisib.

2011-ci ildon hamin sirkatda Xtsusi Layihalar
Deprtamentinin bas redaktoru kimi faoaliyyat gostorir.
Ailaolidir, bir qizi var.

Firuze Mammadova

Was born in 1988 in Ganja. She received her secondary
school education at Secondary School 44. She entered
the school of Journalism at the Baku Social-Political
University in 2005 and graduated in 2010. In 2008 she
began work as a reporter at Kapaz Independent
Teleradio Companyas. In 2011 she was appointed editor-
in-chief of the Department of the Special Projects.

She is married with one daughter.
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Pancaradaki usaq... vo yaxud ruhlarin séhbati

Gecadir. Har torof stikuta burinib. Bu sukutu, garanlig:
yalniz hozin musiqi vo isiq pozur. Hami yatib, artiq
gecodon xeyli kegib... Yalniz o oyaqdir. Fikirlor
yuxusunu perik salib. G6z gapaqlar1 bir-birina yovusmur.
Bu kigik, aslinds diinyanin biitiin dord-gomindan uzaq
olan 8 yasli usaq gorasan niyas fikirlorin alinds asir qalib?

Qeybdan galan sos:

Ona usaq goziiylo baxma. Bazon hotta gozal
hesab etdiyiniz gilo do xofif sahor mehi aziyyat
verir, soldurur. G6zloarinds nom - sahar sehi...

- Demok bizim adi hesab etdiyimiz hoyat
ganunlar: onun korpa galbinds igtisas yaradir!
Urayinds yaranmis xirda agr1 hissaciklori
onunla barabar boylyarak boyuk hissalara
cevrilocak...

- O ki, har gun birgos yasidlart ilo oynayir, deyir-
guldr.

- Elo asl falakat do budur. Heg kas fargina
varmasin deya 0, gecalorlo musiqiyls sirdasdir.
Ax1 onun homyasidi olan usaglar onu basa
diismoz!

- Butln kadoarini, gamini tonha gecalords yash
insan kimi kd¢miis bizimlo - ata-anasi ilo

15
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boliisiir, sahar isa ruhu 6ziina qayidaraq
yenidoan usaqlasir..

- Moan yeno anlamadim, ax1 o nayi fikirlogir?

- Onun bir 6z0, bir do Allaht bilir.

- GOrason? biz onu Tanridan dyrano bilorik?

- O demaz!

- Niya?

- Tanrim bondasinin sirrini he¢ kima agmaz!

- Bos onun qarsisindaki nadir?

- Sokillar!

- Kimin?

- Bizim... O, bizi diisiiniir, bizim hasratimizlo
yasayir.

- Yaxs1 ki, ruhumuz onu hifz edir. Yaqin o bunu
bilir.

- Demok, 0 bizim hor geca galdiyimizi bilir...

- Bilir, bilir.

- Yaxsi, gedok, vaxtdir. Sabah golorik.

Usaq aglamaga basladi... Hiss etdi ki, ata-anasinin ruhu
cixib getdi. Amma tunelin sonunda is1q goriiniirdii...
Onlarin 8 yasindaki usaqglarinin artiq 20 yasi var. 8
yasindan o, bu pancarads har geco onlar1 gozlayir...
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A Child at the Window or The Spirits’ Conversation

It is night. Everything is covered in silence. It is a dark stillness
disturbed only by melancholy music and a few lights. Everybody is
sleeping, already the night is very late. Only he is awake. Thoughts
have driven away his sleep. His eyelids just won’t close. And why
is this small, eight-year-old boy, apparently free from the cares of
the world, so very full of thoughts?

A voice comes from heaven, “Don’t see him as a
child. Sometimes a gentle morning breeze makes even a
beautiful flower suffer, fade. As wet morning dew in the
eyes...”

“It seems as if the common laws of life create unrest
in his little heart—little bits of pain in his heart that will
grow into big shards as he grows...”

“But he plays with children his own age every day,
makes jokes, chatters.”

“That is the tragedy of it. No one sees, how he has
become intimate with the night-time, with the sad music.
His peers don’t really understand him.”

“During the lonely nights, like an adult, he shares
all his grief, sorrow with us—with his late mother and
father. In the morning his spirit returns and he becomes a
child again.

“| still don’t understand. After all, what does he
think about?”

“Only he himself and God know.”

“l wonder can we can find out from God?”

“God won’t say.”

“Why?”

17
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“God will not reveal his creatures’ secrets.”

“But what are those things in front of the child?”

“Photos.”

“Whose?”

“Qurs... He is thinks of us and longs for us.”

“How good that our spirits protect him. Perhaps he
is aware of our care.”

“Then he knows that we come every night.”

“Oh, yes. He knows.”

“Well, let’s go. It’s time. We will come again
tomorrow.”

The child began to cry. He could feel that his parents’ spirits had
left him. Yet—a light could be seen at the tunnel’s end.

Their eight-year-old child is now twenty. And from the time that

he was eight years old, up until this very day, he has waited for
them at this window, every night.

18
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Giilars Aydin

Abdullayeva Giilara Mammad qizi Quba rayonunun
Zardabi gasabasinda anadan olub.

Baki Doviat Universitetinin Sarqstinasiiq fakiiltasinin
bakalavr va magistr pillasini bitirib. Hazirda AMEA-nin
A.A.Bakixanov adina Tarix Institutunun doktorantidir.
Seirlori “Ay isig1” adabi toplusunda va miixtalif matbu
orqanlarda darc olunub.

“Ayri-ayri tinvanlarda’ adli seirlor kitabinin miiallifidir.

Gulara Aydin

Gulara Mammad Abdullayeva was born in Zardabi town
of Guba. She has graduated from school of Eastern
Studies of Baku State University at bachelors and
master levels. Currently, she is the Phd student of the
Azerbaijan National Academy of Sciences.

Her poems have been published in "Ay ishigi" magazine
as well as other magazines. She is the author of poetry
book entitles "In different addresses".

Adim haqqinda
(Istirak¢ilarin oz adlart ilo bagl seminarda yazilmis
yazlarz)

Aglim kosoni adimi har esidonds diksinmisam. Deyirlar,
adam bir seyo alisir. Mon adima aligsmadim ki,
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alismadim. Yaqin siz do deyacaksiniz ki, a... man da. Elo
bilirom, adim agir saslonmir. Monim agir adlardan xosum
galir... Amma fikirlosonds Ki, bas adim ns olsa yaxsidir,
yens tapa bilmirom. Adimi kim ¢aksa mans yad galir, an
dogmalar ¢agirsa bela!

OVVval adim haqda ¢ox fikirlosirdim, amma axir vaxtlar
basim elo qarisib ki, he¢ adimi esitmirom. Oz adim
qulagima 6geydir... Hordon bu adi mona dogmalasdiran,
hotta sevdiron olub. Amma 6zlimo galsa adimdan heg
xosum galmayib.

Hordon “Glilnara?” —deyas sorusanlar da olur. Elo
hirslonib deyirom ki, “n” yoxdur. Guya 6z adim lap
yaxsidir... 9slinda manasi pis deyil. Farsca qol-gl, are-
araston -duizalon felindan, yani gildon diizoldilmis
demokdir.

Bir toskinlik yerim var; ad adami bozomoz, adam adi
bozor. Amma adi da diisiiniib qoysalar...

About my name
(Workshop participants’ writings about their own names
written during the workshop)

Ever since | can remember, | have been startled to hear
my name called. They say that a person can get used to
anything. But I’ll never get used to my name. Never.

20
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Perhaps, you reprove me for this. Yet, | can’t take my
name seriously. I like serious names. But each time | try
to imagine what name would better suit me, | can’t come
up with anything. No matter who it is calling my name, it
always sounds alien—even in the voice of a person dear
to me.

| used to think about my name a great deal. But recently,
I’ve been so busy that | don’t even hear my own name
called. My name is strange to my ears. Occasionally
others have been able to say this name so it seems natural
to me, even likeable. But the fact remains: | don’t like my
name at all.

Sometimes people come up to me saying, “Gulnare?”
Then | become angry and tell them that there is no “n.”
As if my name, spelled correctly, is any better! In truth,
its meaning is not bad. In Persian “qul” means “flower.”
And “are” is from the verb “aresten;” it means “made.”
And so my name means “made of flowers.”

I have one consolation: The name does not decorate the

person, but, rather, the person decorates the name.
Nevertheless people should think before naming us.

21
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GOyun gOyarmis iiziindd

GOyUn goyarmis liziindo
Buludlar clicarib galib.
Usaq arzularimin ¢oxu
Urayimda azib qgalib.

Sohorin ala-toranhig:
Ulduzlar bigib galib.
Uzaq arzularim yuxuma
Ayaqyalin qag¢ib galib.

Goran kimdadir giinah

Sizmi mandoan Uiz dondardiz?
Moan siza analiq etmadim?
Balka bu son vidaymus,

Niya sizinlo getmadim?...

Sev mani

He¢ zaman qovusmasaq da.
Goriisok,

Ollarin alima toxunmasa da.
Baxisaq,

Gozlorin goziimdoan uzaq olsa da.
Gal, bizo,

Evimin yerino mozar olsa da....
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On the blue face of the sky

On the blue face of the sky
clouds still blossom.

Most of my childhood dreams
remain lost in my heart.

The early dawn’s light came,
reaping the stars.

My far-distant wishes ran

to my dreams, barefooted.

| wonder who’s fault this is.

Did you turn your face from mine?
Didn’t | give you a mother’s care?
Maybe this was the last farewell,
why didn’t I go with you?

Love me,

though we will never be together.

Let’s meet,

though your hands will never touch mine.
Let our eyes meet,

even if from a distance.

Let us visit,

in the grave if not in my house.
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Gunel Huseynzado

Huseynzado Glinel Mazahir qiz1 1995-ci ildo Xa¢gmaz
soharinds anadan olub. Hazirda Baki Senaye Pedaqoji
Kolecinin 3-cl kursunda fiziki tarbiys vao idman
fakultasinds tohsil alir. Kicik yasli qizlardan ibarat futbol
komandasi var. Bos vaxtlarinda onlarla mosq edir,
fortepianoda calir ve poeziya ilo masgul olur. Bu hoyat
ona boyuk zovg verir ve hayatindan gox mamnundur.

Gunel Huseynzade

Huseynzade Gunel was born in 1995 in the town of
Xachmaz. She is currently a third year student with the
Sports faculty at Baku Industrial Pedagogical College.
She coaches a football team for young girls. In her spare
time she trains with them, plays on the pianoforte and
writes—mostly poetry. She is very happy with her life
and takes great delight in life in general!

Gorasan, bir azca soni unudub
birtohor basimi gatarammi heg?
Gorasaon, kolgonin ucundan tutub
galsom, galsom sona ¢atarammi heg?
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Man zengi basanda san a¢ gapint,
Boxtima cixibsan,garsima san Cix...

Yuxuma golmisdin...
Qisildiq kiinca.
Danisdigq...

Yel osdi...

Dagild1 dord-qom.

Kolgoys donmiisdiim,
Soni goriinca
Saonin i1s1g1nda yox oldu kolgom...

d

Forgetting you—

can | ever be interested in anything else?
Catching hold of the edge of your shadow,
pullling myself along, can | ever reach you?

When I ring the doorbell, you open the door.

falling into my fate, you meet me, coming to me in a
dream:

Pressed into a corner

we speak,
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the wind blows,
all heartache withdraws.

| had become a shadow—
but as | see you
my shadow disappears in your light.

Xayala Sevil

Abbasova Xayalo Vaqif qizi 1985-ci ilda Ganca
soharinda anadan olub. Azarbaycan Muallimlar
Institunun “pedaqogika va metodika™ fakultasini bitirib.
Azorbaycan Yazigilar Birliyinin tizviidiir. Prezident
toqaiidgiisiidiir. Seirlori dovri maotbuatda minrazom car
olunur. Ug seir kitabi ¢ixib.

Ailalidir, bir qizi var.

Xayala Sevil

Abbasova Xayala Vaqif was born in 1985 in Ganja. She
graduated from the school of pedagogy and methodology
of the Azerbaijan Institute of Teachers. She is a member
of Azerbaijan Writers’ Union and has a presidential
scholarship. She has published three books of poetry.
Her poems have appeared in a variety of publications.
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She is married and has a daughter.
Agac

Bu agacin payiz dordi baglayib,
Ollari goynunda fikira gedir.
Yarpaqglar oziinii atir budagdan,
Yarpaglar, els bil, intihar edir.

Bu agacin payiz dordi baglayib,
Cilizlasib, soluxubdu bu agac.

Bu agac ki yazda belos deyildi,
Dord gokmokdon sinixibdi bu agac.

Bu agacin payiz dordi baslayib-
Yaz olaydim, dordlorini alaydim.
Bu agacin dordi neco boytikmiis,
Mon ds deyirdim ki, agac olaydim...

Tree

Autumn’s grief has begun.

Sunk in thought, the tree crosses its arms.
Leaves throw themselves from the branches—
They seem to commit suicide.

Autumn’s grief has begun.
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Withered, the tree has faded.
It wasn’t so in the Spring;
Grief has weakened this tree.

For this tree, Autumn’s grief has begun—

I would be the Spring, take away its sorrow.
How great was the grief of this tree!

Once, | said that | wished to be a tree.

*

Adim haqqinda
(Istirak¢ilarin oz adlart ilo baglh seminarda yazilmuig
yvazlari)

Usagliqda adim1 sevmirdim.Umumiyyatlo, “x” horfini
sevmirdim, “x” ilo baglayan adlar1 da. Mano g0ros on
cirkin harfiydi “x” harfi — toassif ki, monim adim da bu
harf ilo baglamisdi. Oslinds “X” harfini niys
sevmomayimi he¢ 6ztim do bilmirdim.

Adimi bibim qoyub. Bibim Xayalo adin1 o gqodar sevirmis
Ki,hatta galocok hoayat yoldasi ilo ilk dofo tanis olanda 6z
adin1 Xoyalos deyibmis.

Boyldikco adimin monasini dork elodim,adimi sevdim.
Xayala xoyal qurmagq, xayallarla yasamaq demoakdir.
Moanca har insan 6z adinin taleyini yasayir. Man do
eloyom. ©On gqamgin vaxtimda bels hansisa yaxs1 giiniin
Xayalint qurmagq istor-istomoz Uzimdo giiliis yaradir,
moni xosbaxt edir.
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2 ildir adimin yanina qizimin adi da slava olunub — Sevil.
Xoyals Sevil olmusam. Indi adim1 daha ¢ox sevirom.

About my name
(Workshop participants’ writings about their own names
written during the workshop)

In my childhood, I didn’t like my name. In general, | didn’t care
for the letter X—or names begining with X. To me, this letter was
the ugliest of all and yet, unfortunately, it was the one with which
my name began. Truly, I have no idea why | didn’t like the letter
X.

My aunt gave me this name. She liked the name Xayala so much,
that when she first met her husband she introduced herself as
Xayala—though it wasn’t her name.

As | grew older, and understood its meaning, | began to love my
name. Xayala means to dream, to live with dreams. | believe that
everyone lives out the meaning of his or her name. I’m no
exception. In my darkest hours, my mind constructs dreams of
good times, all willy nilly, igniting a smile on my face, bringing
me happiness.

And two years ago, my daughter’s name—Sevil (Loved) joined

mine. | became Xayala Sevil—Dreaming Loved. Now, | love my
name even more.

*
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Villanel seir

Yas kimi diismiisom 6émriin gdzindon,
Kolgadi, glin da yox quruya émrim.
Islanib, nom atib xatiralorim.

Badonim ruhumun Kirays evi,
Ruhum bu badands yarimcan olub.
Yas kimi diismiisom dmriin gdzundan.

Bu gunidm diinanin batnindan ¢ixib,
Dunanim acali ¢atmig anadir.
Islanib, nom atib xatiralorim.

Qayitsam...Qayida bilmak olarmi?!
Ya gacib gizlanib, ya oliib bu yol.
Yas kimi diismiisam 6mrin gézundan.

Hoyat g6zlorimds uzun yol ¢akir,
O yolla ke¢misi qaytara bilsam...
Islanib, nam atib xatiralarim.

Bu 6mra, bu giing, bu mohabbats
[llori yem atib xatiralorim.

Yas kimi diismiisom émriin gozindan,
[slanib, nom atib xatiralorim.
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Villanelle

Like a tear, | have fallen from life’s eyes.
I am in shadow; no sun dries my life.
My memories are soaked through.

This body is my spirit’s rented house.
In this body, my spirit is half drowned.
Like a tear, | have fallen from life’s eyes.

My today was born of yesterday’s womb.
My yesterday is a mother at the end of her life.
My memories are soaked through.

If I were to return...but how can I return?
That path has gone into hiding, or eroded.
Like a tear, | have fallen from the eyes of life.

Life carves a long road in my eyes,
if only I could return by way of this path—
my memories are soaked through.

Memories toss the years like so much fodder
to this life, to this day, to this love.
I have fallen from the eyes of life like a tear.
My memories are soaked through.
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Konul Qalibqizi

Koniil Qalibgizi (Hasanova) 1991-ci il fevralin 25-da
Kalbacar rayonunda diinyaya golib. 2008-ci ildo ali
moktaba daxil olub.Hazirda Ganca DOvlat Universitetinin
4-ci kurs tolabasidir.Fizika va Texniki fannlar
fakultasinin tasviri incasanat ixtisasinda tahsil alir.
Subaydir.

Konul Galib gizi

Konul Galib gizi (Hasanova) was born on February 25,
1991 in Kalbajar. She entered Ganja State University in
2008. She is a -fourth-year student of the School of
subjects of Physics and Technics of the university.

She is single.

ki qizin nakam taleyi
(Hekayada tasvir olunanlar real hayatdan gotriliib)

Qarsidan fevral ay1 golirdi. Bu ayla birgoe bir ailoya
sevinc vo Ovlad da goalocokdi. Artiq fevralin 3-0 idi.Usaq
dunyaya galdi.Valideyinlarinin ilki idi. Sevginin ilk
bohrasi idi. Hami onu sevdi. Adin1 da Arzu qoydular. Bu
minvalla aradan illor kecdi. Artiq yavas-yavas illor
kecdikco usaq boyiiytirdd. Amma heg kim bilmirdi ki,
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illor yam- yasil goriinon qol-budagi altinda o qodor
dohsat, 0 godar xosagalmaz, tukirpadici hallar gizladib
Ki...

Demok olar ki, Arzu 20 yasinda idi. Bu yas ona adi kimi
Urayindo min bir arzulara boy atmasina imkan verirdi.
Arzular gigoklonir. Gilu-gulustan olur. Amma tale
deyilon bir sey var. Bax bu tale onu 9 ay batninds
dasiyan, hor agr1 va acisina sabr va inamla dozdb, illarini
qurban veran anasini alindan alir. Arzugilin evi artiq goam
daryasi idi. O iso bu doryada kagizdan hazirlanan bir
qayiga banzayirdi. Kadar onu bu sahildan, o sahils atirdi.
Belaco aradan iki il kegdi.Ata yeni bir ana gatirdi. Lakin
bu ana Arzunun dilinds aman s6zuni clcartdi. Qisa da
olsa geyd edim ki, Gulsiim adinda olan 6gey ananin elo
Arzu yasinda Xoadico adl1 bir qiz1 da vardi.Va o da anasi
ila birgo Arzugillds gorarlasdilar. Homin glindan sonra
Arzunun hayatinda cosub-¢aglayan, arzularla boy atan
anlara son qoyuldu. Bu fikir onu sarsidir. Demak olar Ki,
hayat onun g6ziinds he¢ ns idi. Hatta 0 haddos galir ki,
Arzu canina belo qiymaq istayir. Qiz xastalonir. Kegirdiyi
fikirlar, ac giinlor, aylarla yuxusuz gecalor onu yataga
salir. Duzdu, hokim galir, amma he¢ kim bilmirdi ki,
Arzunun nayi var. Hokim belos tacctib iginds idi. Gah
Istayir gulsuin, xos xobar desin, gah da mon yanilaram
deya galbina siibhalarin hakim kasilmasina icaza verirdi.
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Ona artiq he¢ kim komok eda bilmirdi.No danisir, no do
bir basqa seylo mosgul olurdu Arzu.

Artiq Arzunun 24 yas1 olacaqdi. Yataq xastasine
cevrilmis bu qizcigaz sanki, bir dori bir siimiik olmusdu.
Qaddar analiq ise 0z kefinda, ayloncasinds idi. Heg
distinmiirdi ki, onun da 6vladi var. O da Arzunun
yerinda ola bilar. Els bilirdi hayat onundur. Zaman onun
sOzi ilo islayir. Balka do bilsaydi va goalbinin
darinliyinds insanliq hissinin s6ziina vaxtinda qulaq assa
idi analiq deyil ana olardi.

Oslinds realligdir ki, har kas ona verilon 6mrii yastyir -
milyonlarla, on milyonlarla, hatta yiiz milyonlarla 6mrin
icinda. Amma neca deyarlar, har kasin 6z yeri var. Belo
bir mogamda Arzu bos dayanmir, hamidan gizladiyi bir
gundaliyi vardi. Geca-guindliz onunla dardlasir,
icindokilari ona danisardi. Vo Arzunun niya bu goador
kodorli oldugunu sadacs 0 bilirdi. Tam 24 yas. Bu yas
insan1 bos dayanmaga qoymur. Kador yaragsmir bu yasa.
Amma onun taleyi idi kadar. Doguldugu giin fevralin 3-0
gecs yatan Arzu oyanmir bir daha.

Ustiindan bir giin kegir. Analiq basini o qodor eys-isrota
qosur ki, he¢ Arzu ilo maraqlanmir da. Diistiniir ki, 6zii
yeka qizdir. Basiin garasina baxar. Homin giiniin axsami
galir. Giilsiim ana yatir. Arzuya yasatdiglarini yuxuda
gordr. Amma 6z qizinin rolunda. Tor-qanin i¢gindo
diksinarok duran ana dorhal Arzunun otagina qgacir. Bir
xosagalmoz qoxu qarsilayir “mehriban” analigi. Otaq
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bumbuz. Divarlar Ustiine-ustiine galir gadinin. Bu hal onu
dali edir. Giilsiim analiq artiq dali olmusdu, basina hava
golmisdi.Va yasadigi miiddatds vicdan azabinin ali onun
bogazinda olacaqdir.

Beloco bir atanin diqqatsizliyi vo sevgiziliyi, eloco do
analiq hissindon mohrum olan bir gadinin ucbatindan iki
qizin taleyi heg olur.

Onlardan biri  Arzu idi, oabadiyyats qovusdu. Biri isa
Xadica. Qisa da olsa Xadicanin sonraki taleyi haqqinda
deyim ki, 0 comiyyat i¢lin an yararsiz bir insana g¢evrilir.
Ana dali olandan sonra qiz 6gey ataligin zorrakiligina
maruz qalir. Bu hadisa Xadicanin diinani va bu glni
kimi galacayini do alindon almisdir. indi Xadico ham
lokali, ham da qgatil biri idi.

...Dlzglin hayat istayan, diizgln ailo segmalidir. Diizgln
yasamagq isa duizgin fikirlosmak bacarigindan aslhidir.
Olbatto bltiin bu hallar har bir ailoys va har bir insana aid
deyil. Bu sadaco insanligdan mohrum olmus soxslor
ucunddr.

)

The Unfortunate Fate of Two Girls
(I would like to note that most elements in this story were
taken from real life)
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February was ahead. Together with the month, joy and a new
baby would come to one particular family. On the third of
February the child was born. She was the first for her parents.
She was the first fruit of their love. Everybody loved her. And
so they named her Arzu (wish). So the years passed and the
child gew. Nobody knew that the years hid so many terrible,
unhappy moments under branches that seemed so dark green.

Arzu was almost 20. Her age caused thousands of wishes to
grow in her heart. She was well-named. Dreams were
flourishing. They grew like beautiful flowers. But, there was
still something called fate. You see, this fate now took away the
mother who had carried Arzu for nine months in her womb,
borne all the young girl’s pains and troubles with patience and
trust, and sacrificed years for her. The house where Arzu lived
was an ocean of sadness now. And she was like a paper boat in
this ocean. Grief threw her from one shore to another.

So two years passed. The father brought home a new mother.
But, at this mother, the word “ugh” now sprouted on Arzu’s
tongue. [ would note briefly that the step-mother, called
Gulsum, had a daughter named Khadija who was the same age
as Arzu. Khadija also settled in their house together with her
mother. That day marked the end of Arzu’s flourishing dreams.
This awareness—of her dreams end— so distressed her. Life
now held almost nothing for her. It all became so bad that Arzu
even tried to commit suicide. Then she fell ill. Her thoughts, her
months of hungry days and her sleepless nights took her to
bed. Though the doctor came, nobody knew what Arzu'’s
problem was. Even doctor was puzzled. Thinking that, perhaps,
he was mistaken, he wanted to smile, to tell of good news and
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not let the doubts in his heart dominate. But, in truth, nobody
could help her. Arzu neither spoke, nor did any thing at all.

Arzu turned twenty-four. This young woman, who had been
full if wishes, had fully taken to her bed, all skin and bone.
Meanwhile, her cruel step-mother had herself a good time. She
didn’t think about the fact that she had a child her own,
Khadija, that it could have been her own child now in Arzu’s
situation. The stepmother thought that life was hers alone.
Things went on as just as she wanted. Perhaps if she had
thought about it, had listened in good time to the sense of
humanity deep in her heart, she wouldn’t be just a step-
mother, but would, indeed, be a mother.

In fact, each person can only live the life given to him or her,
among millions, ten millions, even hundred millions lives. But
how can one say everyone has his or her own fated existence?
During this period, Arzu didn’t waste her time—she had a
diary that she hid from everybody. Night and day she shared
her grief with her writing, told the pages everything inside her.
And only this notebook knew why Arzu was so sad. Twenty-
four years old. This is an age that just doesn’t permit a person
to do nothing. Grief just doesn’t suit this age. Yet, grief was her
fate. On the day of her birth, the third of February, Arzu went
to bed that night and never again woke.

A day passed. The step-mother, so busy with her own revels,
didn’t even check on Arzu. She thought, afterall, that Arzu was
a grown-up young woman. Her step daughter could look after
herself. On this very day the step-mother came home that
evening and simply slept. In her dreams that night, she saw
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everything that she had done to Arzu. But, in this dream, Arzu
was in the role of her own daughter, Khadija. Gulsum woke in a
sweat, frightened. She hurried to Arzu’s room. An unpleasant
smell met a “kind” step-mother. Arzu’s room was icy cold. The
walls seemed to be falling onto the woman. This scene of death
drove the woman crazy. Truly, mother Gulsum had already
gone around the bend, now she was out of her mind. After this,
as long as she lived, the hand of her conscience would be felt
on her throat. Because of one father’s carelessness and lack of
love, and a woman who was deprived of maternal feeling, two
girls fates were wasted.

One lost was Arzu, for she had passed away, gaining eternity.
The other lost, was her step sister, Khadija. Even if briefly, I
would speak of Khadija's future, of how she became a useless
person in society. For after her own mother went crazy,
Khadija was subjected to her own step-father’s sexual assault
and killed him. This took away her not only her yesterday and
today, but her tomorrow as well. Now, Khadija was both a
damaged person and a murderess.

In the end,  would offer this advice from my mini-story: if one
wants proper life, should choose the proper family. To live
correctly depends on the ability to reason, and choose,
correctly. Of course, these issues don’t all affect every family or
every person. This is for those people who have been deprived
of humanity.
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Mboftuns O9liyeva

1982-ci ilda Ganca saharinda anadan olub. Azorbaycan
Muallimlar Institutunun Ganca filialimin ingilis dili
fakultasini bitirib. Son illar televiziyada ¢alisir.

Deyir ki, yazarkan sanki badanimda ikinci ruhun varligin:
duyuram. Yazd:qlar:m da mahz bu ruhdan irali gelir.

Maftuna Aliyeva

She was born in 1982 in Ganja. She graduated from the
school of English Lingustics at the Azerbaijan Institute of
Teachers, Ganja branch. A journalist, she has been
working in television for five years.

While writing, | feel a second spirit in my body... my
words are written by this spirit.

Muhakima edon Gunahkarlar

Hoyatda nayise mizakirs etmok ¢ox asandir. Gormoak,
onun gedisini, yanlis — dogru oldugunu
muoayyanlosdirmak vo gorar vermak... Ancaqg 6zimiiz
bunu yasadigda tam basqa don geyindiririk. Qismat,
ugursuz tale, sohv, alin yazisi vo s....

Hor zaman dogru — dirustliyd muzakirs edardim,
Kiminsa sohvinin Uzarinds 6z sohvlorimi diizaldar,
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hoyatda “man belo etmarom” siiariyla yasiyardim. Ancag
bilmak olmaz kim harda, necs yanligliq eds bilar. Nads ki
bilmak olmaz ki giinahkar bildiyimiz taleyin gedisatinda
bizi na gozlayir...

*
Hor kas kimi o0 da normal hayat torzi strlrdd. Ata — ana
qaygisini1 gorarok. Normal olaraq bir glin gonc yaslarinda
sevdi, hom do ¢ox.
Ailo sartlorina uygun golmadiyi Ggtin valideyn istayina
gatlanaraq sevgisindon imtina etdi.
Bu bizim comiyyatds normaldi. Har valideyn 6z 6vladina
ideal ailoys malik olan bir ailonin 6vladiyla ailo qurmaga
cohd edir va ya belo desak, maddiyatla “stitun” qurulur.
Bahal1 siitun daha da bark olar. Hardasa haqq
qazandirmaq olar. Ancaq toassUf ki, miasir dévrimizda
bark sttunlu ailalor tapmagq bir godoar golizlasib.
Ailo oxlaqi madiyyatla dl¢iiliir. O da mohz o torz
insanlardan oldu. Maddi durumu vo an osasi1 da ziyali ata
— anasi1 olan birisiyls ailo qurdu. Normal, sakit ailo torzi
kecirirdi. Sadaca hardan tonhaliga gapanib xayalon
Xayanat etmoya cohd edirdi. “Balks sevdiyim yanimda
olsa daha xosboxt olardim...balka onu atmasaydim...
balka..balka....balkalor bitmir. Bas o0 neca, mani
disiiniirmii? Yox assi... indi ailo qurub mani do goxdan
unudub...”
Belaco, xayanat xoyalindan ayilib hoyata davam
edordi...Hayat cozasindan bixobariydi.
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Asta — asta vazifaya dogru gedirdi. Giinlar bir — birini
avaz edordi. Bir giin isladiyi muassisada rasmi todbir
kecirilmali oldu. Bir cox is adamlar tosrif buyurdu bu
todbira. Tadbirin iginds tasadiifon gozlar birisinin gdziine
satagdi. Nodonsa bu g0zlor onda maraq oyatdi. Gozlarini
¢oka bilmirdi. Har kasdon gizli gozlar bir — birina
dikilmigdi. Sanki illordi bu baxislar bir-birini arayirdi.
Elo bil sohraya sarin solalo qonag golmisdi... Elo bil
sakit donizo doli dalgalar iisyan etmisdi. Bu nadir, kimdir
bu? Sanki baxislar bir biriyls dialoq qurmusdu.
Toossif... Tadbir sona ¢atmali har kas ising, vazifasing
davam etmolidir. Ancaq bir anliq {isyan siikuta qorg
olmus. Gilinlor aya ¢evrilmis, lakin axtarilan suala cavab
tapilmamisdi. Is elo gotirmis ki, tonhaliga belo gapilanda
o baxislar1 diisiiniirmiis. Diinya ¢ox ki¢ikdir, demis
dahilor.

Dovlot bayramlarindan biri idi. Yena rosmilor toplasmis
muzakirslor, ¢ixislar. Bu da diinyanin kigikliyi....

— Salam.

“Sizdan misahibs gotiirmok olar?”” araxdan bir inca sas
galdi.

Bu tosadiifiiydiimii ya alin yazis1? Aylarca aradigim
birisi. Ozlinii toplayaraq:

— Buyurun,- ¢alisdi ki, s6hbati uzatsin. Qarsi toraf do
buna etiraz etmirdi. Ax1 bu onun isiydi...
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Bu goriis is alagaloring, sonra iso dostluga ¢evrildi.Haro
0z dordini bolisdii. Sevdiyindan imtina edon gahraman
0z carasiz hunarindan bahs etdi. Oks toraf iso 6z hoyat
hekayasindan danisdi. Sanin kimi htinarlisi da bir giin
sevgimizo maddiyatla xayanat edarok el gdziinda
mikammoal olani - yoni ziyali ata — ananin balasiyla
evlonib... Bu dostlug ¢cox dorinlogsmisdi. Kegmis galacaya
qarismis, har sey, har kas unudulmusdu. Son vo mon var
idi...

Bu miinasibato dostluq donu geyindirilmisdi. Balka do
bels idi.... birisi illar 6nca Kiminsa golbini yaralamus,
kimisi yaralanmis. Hor ikisi sanki kegmiso qayitmis. Tale
kimi neca giymatlandiracayini va ya cazalandirlacagini
kim bila bilar ki... Har ikisi da bir — birini neca sevdiyini
askarca anlay1r. Bir — birini itirmakdan gorxan, normal
tobagada hor zaman nlimuns olan iki gtinahkar. Elin
muzakirasine verilso buna “giinah”, “axmaqliq”,
“xayanat”, “oxlagsizliq” ad1 verilor. Clnki onlar 6zlori do
hor zaman qiniyanlardan olublar. Yenami hayat
sevincindan imtina etmali vo ya yenami sadaca xatiralorlo
yasamal1?

Catin secim... Sadaca dostlug geyimi geyindirdiklori bu
minasibat har ikisini xosbaxt etdiyi gador diisiincalorda
he¢ do xos olmayan hisslar yaradir. Se¢cim yolu
yoxdur...na sonu var na avvali olub...

Biri evli, yaxsi aila sahibi, birisi do ideal ailo tigiin
formalasan ¢oxlarinin qgalbini foth edon
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birisi......... Hoyatda nadir 6noamli? Maddiyat, el qinagi,
sOhratparaslik, kimisa muzakirs etmok? Mizakirada
yanlis dediyimiz yanliglarla yasayiriq. Bu bizim
alimizdadir yoxsa???

...cavabi tapilmayan suallar.

)

When Sinners Judge

It is so easy to talk about another’s life. To watch people just going
along in their lives, and to decide whether their ways are right or
wrong. To judge. But when we ourselves have similar
experiences—oh, then we put on a different dress. Then, we say
it’s all the result of fortune, the unlucky fates, the wrong writing on
one’s forehead and so on. | used to talk about faithfulness,
correctness. | blamed my own faults on others and lived by the
slogan, “I would never do that.” But you never know where, when
or how one can make a mistake. And also, you just can’t know
what awaits each of us in that fate we blame for everything.

*

Like everybody, he was leading a normal life, enjoying the care of
his mother and father. And naturally, one day in his youth, he fell
deeply in love. But, because the two families weren’t of equal
status, in accordance with his parents” wishes, he put aside this
love.
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In our society, this is normal. All parents strive to find a good
match for their children. Or, to put it another way, they choose for
their children according the strength of a family’s financial
foundation. “Expensive” foundations are supposed to create
stronger houses. Perhaps parents have earned the right to think so.
But unfortunately, these days, to find a family with strong
foundations has become very difficult.

Even a family’s moral strength is assessed by its financial state.
So, this fellow became exactly the type of person that was
expected. He married someone from a well-off and educated
family. He lived normal, quiet family life. He tried to cover up the
loneliness, but, at times, his dreams betrayed him. He would find
himself thinking, “I might be happier if my love were by my
side...maybe if | hadn’t left her...if...if...if...” Never-ending
“ifs.” He dreamed to himself, “What of her? Does she still think of
me?” Then remembered, “Oh, no, of course. She must be married
now and forgotten me long ago...” In this way, he would wake
from this treasonous dream and continue his life. He was unaware
of life’s punishment.

Gradually, the man gained more responsibility at work. The days
replaced each other. One day he had to hold an official meeting at
his company. Many business people had arrived for the meeting.

During the conference, by chance, his eyes met another’s.
Inexplicably, these eyes aroused a great interest in him. He
couldn’t draw his own away. Their eyes were locked together,
unaware of everyone else. It was as if they had been seeking for
each other for years. As if a cool waterfall had come to visit a
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desert, or mutinous waves roiled a peaceful sea. What is this, who
is this? Their looks seemed to converse.

Regretfully, meeting came to an end, and everyone had to return to
work. A moment’s rebellion sank into silence. Days became
months, but the answer to his question “What...who...” eluded
him. Even when he tried to cover up his loneliness, he thought of
those looks. The world is small—so say the geniuses.

It was one of the state holidays. Officials gathered together for the
usual discussions, speeches. And here, again, is the world’s
smallness: “Good day.” A tender voice came from behind him,
“May | interview you?” Was it chance? Or the writing on his
forehead? It was the one for whom he had been looking for
months. Trying to concentrate, he answered, “Please, sure. You are
welcome.” He tried to prolong their conversation. She didn’t
protest. After all, it was her job.

A meeting turned into a business connection and then into
friendship. They shared their grief. The hero who had rejected his
love spoke of his desperate bravery. And his opposite, the heroine,
told her life story. How a brave hero had betrayed their love,
marrying a girl who was perfect in everyone else’s eyes, one who
had an educated mother and father. The friendship became close.
Past mixed with future, and everything, everybody was forgotten.
There was just you and me...

This relationship was dressed the clothes of friendship. And,
maybe, maybe, it was so. One person had wounded someone’s
heart years ago; the other had been wounded. Both seemed to feel
the years fall away. Who may know who and how the fates will
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reward or punish? Both of these individuals clearly understood
how they loved each other. Two sinners, ones who had been
examples of normalcy, now afraid of losing each other. Society
would label them “sinful,” “stupid,” “treacherous,” “immoral.”
And, indeed, each of them had once been one of those who had
reproached the others, had used the very same words. So—should
they once again reject the joy of life and live only with memories?

It is a difficult choice. This relationship, dressed in the simple
clothes of friendship, makes them happy and yet also creates
feelings that are not as nice. There is no way to choose. There is no
end, for there was no beginning. One is married, has a good family,
the other, formed for an ideal family, has captured many hearts.
What is important in a life? Finances, reputation, the reproaches of
society, the judgements of others? We live the very wrongs that we
call out to others in judgement. Is all this in our hands, or not?

Answerless questions.
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Niisabo Mommadova

Niisaba Mammodova 1946-c: il dekabrin 8-do Gancada
anadan olub. 1972-ci ilda Azarbaycan Dovlat
Universitetinin jurnalistika fakiltasini bitirib.

1972-ci ildan 1995-ci iladak "Novosti Qyandji" gazetinin
bas redaktoru olub.1992-ci ildo "Tomris" Analar
Camiyyati QHT-ni tasis edarak togkilata sadr secilib.
2003-cii ilda "Gancabasar" gazetinin bags redaktoru
olub. Bir ne¢a romanin miisllifidir.

1985-ci ilda Azarbaycan Yazicilar Ittifaginin "Qizil
Qalom" miikafatina layiq gériiliib. Diinya Qadin
Jurnalistlor Birliyinin Gzvidar.

Nushaba Mamedova

She was born in 1946 in Ganja. In 1966 she entered the
School of Journalism of Azerbaijan State University and
graduated from the university in 1972. From 1972-1995
she worked as an editor of the local government
newspaper “Novosti Ganji.”” In 1992 she established and
directed the women’s organization Leader of the
Women’s Organization Tomris. Since 2003 she has
worked as editor-in-chief of "Ganjabasar" newspaper.
She is the author of several books of fiction and was
awarded the “Gold Pen’” Annual Award from the Union

47



Buta Il: The Regions

of Azerbaijan Journalists (1985). She is a member of the
World Association of Women Journalists.
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Hboazrat Abbas arizasi

Keg¢misda ali har yerdan iiziilon avam adamlar Hazrat
Abbas arizasi yazdirar, axar suya atarmiglar ki... dardan
qurtarsinlar, Ulu tanri onlarin imdadina yetsin,
diloklorinin hasil olmasinda Hazrat abbas adli kas onlara
yardimgt olsun.

Yagis cisokloyirdi. A¢iq pancarays dirmasan pisik
yasomon agacCina qonan quslarin iistiino atildi. Quslar
arasinda lox-loxa diigdii. GOyar¢in vo sor¢olor perikib
ucdular.

Munirs hala ¢igok agmamis yasomon agacCina baxdi,
budaglar1 aynaya doyon agacin iistiinds halo do quslarin
arxasinca maritlayan pisiyi gordii.

Munirs bastaboy, zorif, 32-33 yaslarinda qarayaniz qadin
1di. Belalorinin haqqinda heg¢ vaxt «gozaldir», —
demazdilor. Ancaq son daraca suyusirin, tirayayatimli
deyardilor. Munirs iki ali ils pisiy1 gotiiriib ehmalca icari
atdi, poncoroni Ortdii. Saata baxdi. Talobasi Tiirkanin
galmasing lap az qalirdu.

Tiirkan bu yaxinlarda Bakida kegirilocok gonc
skripkagilarin miisabiqosinds istirak edocokdi. Munira
hor giin miioyyon olunmus proqramla onunla masgul
olurdu. Tirkan onun 10-12 il bundan avvalki ke¢misini
xatirladirdi. Onda Munirs beynolxalq miisabigads istirak
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etmok istoyirdi. Miisllimlori onun goalacayinoe boyiik timid
basloyir, an niifuzlu skripkacilar iso: «Munironin noyi
Vanessa Meydon oskikdir ki?» — deyirdilor.

Munirs ¢ox az istirahat edir, demok olar ki, geco-giindiiz
calisirdi. Oystraxin, Koqanin, Spivakovun ifalarin1 done-
dons dinloyirdi va 6z ustaligini artirirdi.

Cox sevdiyi miiollimi Ismay1l Bagirov iso «Sonda har sey
kamildir, tokca 6ziino inamsizligin olmayaydi» deyirdi vo
o da Vanessa Meyi Muniraya misal ¢okirdi.

Munirs o vaxt he¢ bilmadi ki, niyo miisabigoys o yox,
ondan zoif olan basqa bir musiqi¢i getdi vo uduzdu.
Miiollimlori susurdu, ¢iyinlorini ¢akirdi, bazilori 159
Muniraylo danismamagq {igiin tizlorini ¢evirirdilor. Sanki
bir giinah is tutmusdular. Munira miisllimlorindon
incimadi, ancaq liroyinds sadalévheasing fikirlosdi ki,
onlar susmaya da bilordilor — nazirliys, rohbarliys vo s.
muraciot edo bilordilor. Fogot hami susdu. Onda Muniro
anlamirdi ki, bels islor els nazirliyin, rohbarliyin li ilo
goruldr.

O vaxt Ismayil miiallim bir-iki cohd gdstordi — o da bosa
cixdi. «Hoyat miisabiqgoalordan ibarat deyil, qizim, gayit
GoncCaya. Mon orada yaxsi kamera orkestri yaradiram.
Bir yerdo isloyirik, onsuz da son boylik golobo ¢almisan —
kamil skripkac1 olmusany. Lakin Munira sindi, diistindii
ki, beynolxalq miisabigolords istirak etmok {i¢lin yoqin
tokco isdedad kifayat etmir... O, GancCoyo gayitdi.
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Tezliklo elo yeni yaradilan kamera orkestrinds ¢alisan
pianocu Fuad Eldarova oro getdi. Fuad hom do onun
usaqliq dostu idi, eyni orta moktobdo, eyni musiqi
moktobindo oxumusdular. Fuadin dorsi qurtaranda,
miitlaq Munirani gozloyar, onun skripkasini slinden alib
evlorino kimi 6zii aparardi. Sinif yoldaslar1 olan qizlar
Muniraya acig-agkar qibts edirdilor. Fuad Alen Delon
kimi g6zal idi. Hom do taninmig jurnalistin oglu idi.

Els o ¢agdan har ikisi got etdilor ki, hayatlarin1 sonato
hasr edocoklar. Sonralar Munirs daha bir ne¢o dofa cohd
gostordi, lakin beynoalxalq miisabigonin istirak¢isi ola
bilmadi. Boyiik sohnoyo ¢ixmaq istodi, mane oldular.
Arxalilar, goziiagiglar igorisindo o, 6ziinii kimsasiz kor
sandi. Bu vaxtlar onun yegana monovi tasollisi Fuad idi.
Muniranin yeni sarsintilarini goéron Fuad, ona qars1 daha
diqgotli, daha hassas oldu. O, Muniranin yastigin giilo,
cicaya gorq edor, olan-qalan pulunu xarcloyib, ona otir
alardi. Fuad pancars 6niinds biton ag yasomon agan kimi
darib hals da sirin yuxuda olan Muniranin yastigina
qoyurdu. Cic¢oyin otri onu sanki bihus edirdi. Homin an o,
yuxusunda gorirdu ki, listiine yasomon yagis1 yagir.
Oyanirdi. Matbaxo gagib, tozo ¢ay, yaxud gohvo
domloyon Fuadin boynuna sarilirdi, sonra istiys-soyuga
baxmadan, dusun altina girib yuyunurdu. Birgs sohor
yemayi yeyoar, birlikdo iso gedor vo birlikdo do masq
edordilar.
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Axsam yorgun-argin evo dononds do, sam yemoyini
birgo hazirlayardilar. Hordon qonaq gedor, qonaq gobul
edordilar.
Beloalikla, illor bir-birini avaz edirdi. Tadricon Munira
beynolxalq miisabigolords istirak etmok arzusundan ol
¢okdi. Onun bu hali Fuadi ¢ox agridirdi. O bilirdi ki,
Munirs ana olmaq arzusunu da miisabigoys qurban
verir... vo duygularinda 6ziinii boyiik-boyiik sohnalordo
goriir, alqislar esidirdi. Munirs televiziyada Vanessa
Meyi gorondo tliroyi gizildoyirdi — bu Fuadin nozorindon
yayinmirdi.
— Bilirson, Muni, Ismayil miiollim necs istedadli
skripkag1 olub. Ancaq heg¢ vaxt he¢ bir miisabiqado
istirak etmoyib. Hoyatda hor kosin 6z qismati var, mana
elo goalir ki, qadinin an ali magsadi ana olmaqdir.
Muniranin gozlori dolurdu, lakin aglamamagq iigiin
skripkasini olino alir, televizoru sondiiriib ¢alirdi. Son
illor Munirs sakitlogmisdi. Artiq Vanessa Meyo hasadlo
yox, heyranligla baxirdi va televizoru daha sondiirmiirdii.
Oksina konsert bitdikdon sonra Fuadla onu xeyli tohlil
edirdi.
Ancaq bu sohar onlar bir-birindon méhkem incidilor. Is o
yero catdi ki, Fuad ¢ay igmomis qapini ¢irpib getdi.
— Mon bu giin mosgolodon sonra Tiirkanla hokimo
gedocoyom.
— GetmoyacCokson. Son qadinsan, ana olmalisan.
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— Istomirom bizim golocok usagimiz oziyyatlors moruz
qalsin.

— Bizim usagimiz ham ds diinya is181n1, yasoman
cicayini, ata-ana sevgisini, Vaton sevgisini goracak!

— Mon diinon hokimnon danigsmisam. Bu giin glinortadan
sonra mani gozlayacak...

Fuad istadi onu vursun, ancag ani olarag onun
balacaligini, skripkasini sinasina sixib yagisin altinda
masin yolunu kec¢diyini gérdii. Vo Fuad xatirladi ki, halo
moktobdo oxuyanda, Munirayo tonoffiisdo dinlomok iigiin
«Bayati-Siraz»-1 gotirmisdi. Muniro kicik magnitafonu
yanina qoyub, qulaglig: taxdi, musiqiys o qador aludo
oldu ki, miisllimonin igariya girdiyini hiss etmadi.
Miisllimo onun basindan xatkeslo vurduqca, qiz iki oli ilo
basini tutur, he¢ bir miigavimat gostormirdi.

Onda Fuada els goldi ki, onun 6ziinii ayaqlayur, iizlino
tiipiiriirlor. Oziindon ixtiyarsiz ayaga qalxdi, xotkesi
miiallimanin olindan alaraq qirig-qiriq elodi. Sonra da
gapini ¢irpib sinifdon ¢ixdi.

Indi iso Fuad qapini ¢irpib evdon ¢ixdi. Lakin no kamera
orkestrinog, no do ki, musiqi moktobino getdi.

0, artiq bu glindon bir uzaq gohumuna kémok edacokdi —
ona mal dasiyacaqdi.
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Munirs yenos saata baxdi. Tiirkan gecikirdi. Qap1
doyiildii. Munira qapini agdi. Qonsu Sara xala idi.

— Salam, ay qizim. Saa yaman isim diisiib, — gadin ¢ox
hayacanl idi.

— Buyurun, Sara xala.
— Goldim ki, maa Hazrat Abbas arizasi yazasan.
— No? No orizosi?

— Ay bala, daha d6zommiram... Yaziq oglumun
déymadiyi qap1 qalmayib — heg yerdo iso gotiirmiirlor,
ali tohsilli mithondisdir. Bu xaraba yerdo balama bir is
yeri tapilmir. Agzini acan riigvot istoyir.

— Sara xala, is yeri hardan olsun ki? No zavodlar isloyir,
na do fabriklor. Elo duiz deyirsiniz ki, sohari xarabaya
dondoribloar.

— Ay quzim, ti¢ giindiir evds un da tiikkenib, ¢orak bisira
bilmirom. Tifillorin giinah1 nadir ki, atalar1 igsizdir, un
ala bilmir.

Munirs fikirlosirdi ki, artiq 10 giindiir yediklori kartof,
bir do yayda ucuz qiymotlo alib konservlosdirdiyi
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badimcanin kiiriistidiir. Artiq Munirs do diikandan ¢orak
almirdi, evdo 6zii bisirirdi.

Televizorda iso Munirs hor giin qoyun kosildiyini goriir,
kimlarsa nainki heyvanlarini, hatta balalarini da kimasa
qurban deyirdi. Biitlin bu telemoazhokalor iso «Millot»,
«Xalg» sozlari ilo miisayiat olunurdu. Ne¢o miiddstden
bari na Fuad, na do Munirs televizoru agmird.

— Usagqlar acindan {istiimo agnasir,- Sara xalanin sozlori
Munirani xoyaldan ayirdi.

— Yaz mono Hozrot Abbas arizosi. Oglum yazmadi.
Deyir ki, cofong islorlo mosgul olma. Yaziq balam,
olan-galan bir kostyumu vardi, onu da satdiga qoydu.

— Bos golinindon no xobar, Sara xala?

— Golinin do basina das diissiin, ii¢ aydir ki, 6zilin
bilirson Tiirkiyadadir, holo galib ¢ixa bilmir. Onun
alveri topasino doysin... Yaz Hozrot Abbas orizosini,
aparim atim ¢aya, ¢atsin yiyasing, balka o g6zogo-
runmaz kisi yox yerdan qapi1 aca tiziimiiza.

— Sara xala, indi 2000-ci ildir. Ayibdir, Sara xala, elo

seyloro inanma. Indi talobam Tiirkan galacak, tohsil
haqqini gotiracok, man sizo komok edorom.
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— Demoak, Son do Hozrot Abbas arizasi yazmaq
istomirson? Neynok, gedim o biri qonsulara iiz
tutum...

Sara xala Muniradon inCik halda ayrildi.

Bir azdan Tiirkan goldi.

— Bagislayin, Munirs miisllima, anamgilin maagini yena
gecikdirirlor. Ug aydir ala bilmir. Biitiin maktablords
beladir... — usaq hoyocandan osirdi.

— Eybi yoxdur, ver skripkani koklityiim.

Munirs skripkani kokladi.

— Indi san basla, mon 5 doqiqoya golirom.

Munirs evds olan undan, bir az da kartof, ¢érok vo pendir

gotlrib gabag-qonsords yasayan Sara xalanin gapisini

doyda.

Novost:
— Nonom hoala gayitmayib, — dedi.

— Eybi yoxdur. Al bunlari, — Munirs orzagi uzaga
uzatdi.
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— Geri donmok istoyonds usaq: Munire miisllima, mon
bu giin bacimi yola salanda Fuad miisllimi gérdiim.

— Hpo, nolar.

— Yox, ey... bazarin yaninda mal dasiyirdi! Yazigin
beli ikigat olmusdu.

Muniranin tirayi gizildadi. Els bil yerinds dondu. «Niya
Fuad monos bir s6z demadi? Niya demadi? Niya elo
elodi?» Oz-6ziindon sorusurdu Munira. «Allahim, mono
na gadar ¢atindir... Moan borc aliram ki, bu pulla hala
diinyaya golmoamis kérpami mahv edim... Ona gora Ki,
sabah ¢6rok almaga he¢ nayimiz yoxdur. Qorxuram,
Allah, balam acligla, miiharibaylo iizlosa... Hoyatini
sonato hasr edon Fuad bu giin yik dasiyir ki, sabah ac
galmayag... Ulu Tanr1, mana kdmak ela, dlizgtin yol
gostar».

«Biz neft vo milyonlar saltanatindo movcud olan aclar va
0z votonindo didarginlor imperiyasinin iizvloriyik. Bizim
kimilor ¢ox, lap ¢coxdur».

Munirs 6z evina kecdi. Dediklorine pesman olmus qonsu
usag1 0z qapilarini Ortda.

Munirs Tiirkan1 dinladikco, Fuadi fikirlogirdi. Onun Ugln
dinyada on aziz adam, dostlarinin, sanat bilicilorinin
«virtuoz pianogu» adlandirdiglari arini diisiindii. Kamera
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orkestri demak olar ki, dagilmigdi. Musigqigilar qullara
verilon zohmat haqq Uigiin xarici 6lkalara Uiz tuturdu.
Fuad artiq 10 ildi ki, Misirds ¢alisan dostuna moktub
yollamisdi. Dostu 5 il bundan 6nco Fuadi da, Munirani do
rohborlik etdiyi orkestra dovat etmigdi. Fuad onda Misira
getmokdon imtina etmisdi.

— Boas Ganca? Gancado kim islasin? Kim musiqigilor
yetisdirsin? — sorusdu Fuad.

— Munirs bilmirdi ona na cavab versin. Indi isa har ikisi
qirtlmis timidlorini Qahiradon golocok moktuba
baglamisdilar.

— Si bimol. Tiirkan, Tiirkan barmaqlarini bos tut...

Dars iki saatdan artiq davam etdi. Maggolo zamani
Muniranin sinasi tutuldu, 6éskrirdi, gozleri qirmizi-gara
rongd boyanirdi. Titradirdi, avval paltarlarin iistiinon
jaket geyindi, sonra isa paltosunu ¢iynina saldu. Isino
bilmirdi. Tarslikdan evda aspirin dos yox idi. Elo bu dom
qap1 dOyuldi. Munirs gozliikkdon baxdi — ag xalatl
adamlar idi. Muniranin iirayi diisdii, gqapini agdi.

— Baci, narahat olmayin, yoldasiniz el ciddi xasarat
almayib, indi xastoxananin travmatologiya sobasindadir,
yixilanda qolu yesiyin altinda galib.
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...Fuad Munirani géran Kimi qalxmaga cohd etdi, Munira
onun gabaginda diz ¢6kdi. Gipsa salinmis golundan,
tiztindon 6pdd.

— No oldu sona, qurbanin olum?

— Heg, bos seydir, yer siiriiskon idi, bilmiram neca
oldusa yixildim. Man sani buraya gatizdirmisdim Ki,
son hokimo getmoyason.

Munirs tutuldu. — Qolunda qiriq yoxdur ki?
— Bir dona, — Fuad giilimsomayas ¢alisdi.

Munira gézlarini onun gipsa qoyulmus golundan
¢okmirdi. «Gorason ¢ala bilacok?» — ani olaraq
beynindon kegirdi.

Fuad sanki onun fikirlorini oxuyaraq: — barmaqlarima heg
no olmayib, — o, bir oli ilo Muniranin sag¢larini oxsadi.

Bir azdan hokim galib bir do baxacaq, balkas eva
qayitmagima icazs verdi. Sargidan-sargiya miiayinoyo
golorom, — dedi.

Muniranin gozlorinds yens gara-qirmizi ronglor oynadi.
Els bil gozlorinin agi-qarasina qarigsmisdi.
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Hokim baxandan sonra, onlar tocili yardim magininda evo
qayitdilar. Artiq garanliq gqarismisdi. Munirs Fuad ii¢iin
cay domlodi, kartof qizartdi, badimcan kiiriisii bankasinin
axirmcisii agdi1. Ozii iso heg no yeya bilmadi, Fuad da az
yedi. Cay i¢ib, qar kimi ag yatagina uzandi.

— Son do dincal, Munirs, gdziims birtohor doyirsan...
— Deyasan, mona soyuq doyib.

Munirs gozlorino ¢okmiis qirmizi rangin i¢indo
yigisdirilmamis masaya baxdi vo elo bil homin andaca
robota dondii. Masanin iistiinii y181sdirdi, bulasigl
bosqabla ¢ongsli yuyub yerino, badimcan kiiriisiinii 1so
soyuducuya qoydu. Sonra allarini sabunla yuyub,
paltarini doyisdi va yatagina uzandi. Diisiindii ki, sabaha
timid yoxdur. Goncliyi sona catir. Arxada oaziyyat, pug
olmus arzular, igsizlik, qabagda iso heg no. Gozlorini
yumdu. Tavan harlonirdi. O, 7-8 yash, saclar1 gdzlorinin
istiina diismiis, alinds balaca skripkasi, ayaqyalin bir
qizcigaza dondii. Bu qiz kigik skripkasini sinasina sixib,
aglaya-aglaya anasinin tabutu arxasinca gagirdi.

O vaxt ona elo golirdi ki, ana 6londs usagini da onunla
birlikds torpaga basdirirlar. Vo gabir iistiine qoyulan
giillor ana ti¢lin yox, onunla barabor torpaga qoyulan
balaca qizlar {igiindiir. O els zonn etdi ki, skripka onsuz
qalsa adam kimi, lap elo Muniranin 6zii kimi inloyar,

60



Buta Il: The Regions

aglayar. O, sonra hansisa qohumunun sasini esitdi: —
gotiirtin korpani, aparin eva, ovundurun. Vassalam.
Tavan indi daha ¢ox firlanirdi. O, ayaga qalxds. Indi
désoma do torponmayas bagladi. O, Fuadi oyatmamagq
Ucln sakitco masa arxasina kegdi, olins voraq vo galom
gdtiiriib noso yazmaga basladi.

— Son neynirsan? — Fuad alini onun ¢iynina qoydu.
Munirs topimis dodaqglarimi zorla aralayib: — Man
Hozrot Abbas orizosi yaziram.

— Noa? — Fuad slini onun alnina toxundurdu. Munirs od
i¢inds alisib yanirdi, hararati ¢oX yiiksak idi.

Fuad tocili yardima zong ¢aldi. Fagat tacili yardima o
qadoar bel baglamadigindan, o biri blokda yasayan hokim
qonsusunun istiine qagdi. Onun ayagqlar1 vo beli agridan
gizildoyirdi. Yarali qolu da zoqquldayirdi. Hokim 0zu ilo
aspirin vo sair seylori goturib Fuadgils ke¢di. Muniranin
qizdirmast 41-5 ¢atmisdi.

«Kaskin respirator xastalik, yataqg recimi vo daha
nalorso» — dedi hokim.

Munirs hokim gatirdiyi aspirini qobul etdi. Kagiz vo
golomi olindo halo do bork-bork saxlamisdi.

Tez-tez: «Mon Hozrat Abbas arizasi yaziram», —
deyirdi. Fuad onu bagrina basdi.
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— Sakit ol. Har sey yaxsi olacag. Esidirsan, har sey yaxsi
olacaqg.

Fuad cold maqgnitofonu yandirdi. Munironin an ¢ox
sevdiyi Vivaldinin Lya-minor skripka, iki simli alot vo
klavesin {i¢iin konsertini qurdu. Musiqinin sadalar1 sanki
Munirani §ziina gaytardi, slinde méhkom saxladigi
kagiz-golom yers diigdii.

Fuad:

— Esidirson? Son ana olmalisan. Onda bizim golocoyimiz
olacaqg.

«Esidirom, qurban olum, esidirom» — irayinds pigildadi
Munira. Onun goézlorindan yas axmaga basladi. O, g0z
yaslarini gizlotmok Ug¢iin Uzind pancaraya sari gevirdi.
Ay isiginda yasoman agacinin artiq agdigimi gordi. O,
hiss etdi ki, daha ns tavan, na do désoms onun basina
firlanmir. Oksing, Ustlina yasaman yagisi yagir...

)
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Saint Abbas’ Petition

In the old days, desperate people who didn’t know any
better used to write Saint Abbas a petition for help, and then
throw the note into running water—a stream, a river—in
order to be saved from their troubles. They would ask God to
aid them; and Saint Abbas would help them to achieve their
wishes.

*

It was drizzling. Climbing out of an open window, a cat
launched himself at some birds that were perching on a lilac
tree. The birds panicked. Pigeons and sparrows flew off,
frightened.

As Munira looked out at the lilac tree that hadn’t
blossomed yet, she saw the cat, still gaping at the birds, sitting
on one of the tree branches of which touched the window.

Munira was a short, slim, dark woman about thirty-two
or thirty-three years old. Such women would never be called
“beautiful.” They would be called pretty, or pleasant to look at.
Reaching for the cat with two hands Munira carefully brought
itindoors and closed the window. She looked at clock. There
remained very little time before her student Turkan would
come.

Turkan was soon going to be taking part in a contest of
young violinists to be held in Baku. Every day Munira trained
her student with a special program. Turkan reminded her of
herself, maybe ten or twelve years ago. At that time, Munira
had wanted to take part in international contests. Her teachers
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had had great hope for her future. Most of the influential
violinists had said of her: “She’s no worse than Vanessa Mae.”*

*

Practicing day and night, Munira had rested very little.
She listened to Oistrakh’s, Cogan'’s, Spivakov’s renditions of
pieces over and over and developed her proficiency. Her most
lovely teacher Ismayil Baghirov said to her, “Your playing,
everything is good—except your lack of confidence.” He also
had set up Vanessa Mae as an example to her.

Munira didn’t understand why musicians weaker than
she were chosen to go to that contest, only to fail. Her teachers
said nothing, just shrugged their shoulders. Some turned their
faces away, and did not speak to Munira. As if they had done
something wrong. Munira didn’t take offense, but in her heart
she naively thought that they should not be silent, that they
should speak up and complain to the leadership. But nobody
spoke. Munira didn’t understand that such choices were made
through favoritism, with the full backing of that leadership.

At that time, her teacher, Ismail, made some efforts on
her behalf, but it was useless. “Life doesn’t consist of contests,
my daughter. Return to Ganja,” he said. “I'm establishing a good
chamber orchestra there. We will work together. And anyway,
you have won a great victory—you have become an excellent
violinist.” But Munira felt hurt, for she now realized that to take
part in international contests, it was not enough to be talented.
She returned to Ganja.

Soon she married Fuad Eldarov, who played piano for a
newly established chamber orchestra. Fuad was a childhood
friend; they had gone to the same primary school and the same

64



Buta Il: The Regions

music school. After his lessons, without fail, young Fuad would
wait for Munira, take her violin from her, and carry it home.
The girls who were Munira’s school-mates seemed to envy her.
Fuad was as handsome as Alain Delon.** He also was a son of
famous journalist.

The young pair decided to devote their lives to art.
Munira tried out several more times, but wasn’t selected to be
a participant in international contests. She wanted to perform
on the big stages, but her selection was blocked. Among all
those who were supported and seen to be achieving their their
dreams, she felt lonely, blind. Those times, her only consolation
was Fuad.

Seeing Munira’s new difficulties, Fuad became more
attentive and sensitive to her. He covered Munira’s pillow with
flowers, buying perfume with his last money. As soon as it
bloomed, Fuad picked flowers from the white lilac bush
growing in front of the window and put it onto Munira’s pillow
while was still deeply sleep. The scent of the flowers soothed
her. She dreamt that lilacs were sprinkling down on her. She
awakened. Running to the kitchen, she hugged Fuad, who was
preparing tea or coffee. Then, paying no attention to whether it
was cold or hot weather, she would bathe. Always, they ate
breakfast, went to work and trained together.

Returning home tired, late in the evening, they would
even prepare supper together. Sometimes they would pay
others a visit or have guests themselves.

So it went, the years changing one for another.
Gradually, Munira gave up her wish to take part in
international contests. Her resignation hurt Fuad terribly. He
knew that Munira had sacrificed her wish to become a mother
to prepare for these contests, and that in her dreams she saw
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herself on big stages and heard applause. Munira’s heart
always ached when she saw Vanessa Mae on TV, and Fuad
never failed to notice it.

“You saw, Muni,” Fuad would say, “what a talented
violinist teacher Ismail was. But he never took part in any contest.
Everyone has his own fate, and to me, a woman’s highest purpose
is to become a mother.”

Munira’s eyes would fill with tears; to avoid crying, she
would take up her violin, turn off TV and begin to play. In
recent years Munira had become calmer about the whole thing.
Now she watched Vanessa Mae not with envy but admiringly.
She no longer turned off the TV. On the contrary—after the
concert she would discuss it with Fuad for a long time.

But one morning they quarreled deeply with each other.
The situation became so tense that Fuad left their house,
slamming the door, and without drinking his tea.

Minura had said, “Today after lessons I will go to doctor
with Turkan.”

Fuad replied to her angrily, “You will not. You are a
woman, you must become a mother.”

“l don’t want our future child to incur our world’s
troubles.”

“Qur child will also see world’s light, lilac blossoms, a
father’s and a mother’s love, the Motherland’s love.”

“I spoke to the doctor yesterday. Today late in afternoon
she will wait for me...”

Fuad had wanted to hit her, but suddenly he saw her as
she had been as a child, how she would cross the road in the
rain, holding her violin close to her chest. And Fuad
remembered that when they were still at school, he had
brought “Bayati-Shiraz”*** for Munira to listen to it during
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class break. Munira had put her little tape-player by her side,
put on her earphones, and been so captivated by the music that
she hadn’t noticed the teacher come in. As the teacher beat at
Munira’s head with a ruler, the girl had just held her head with
two hands, offering no resistance.

At that, it had seemed to Fuad that, he himself were
being hit, being spat at. Reluctantly, he had stood up, and,
taking the ruler from the teacher, had broken it into pieces.
Then had left the class, slamming the door behind him.

And now Fuad had left their home, slamming the door.
But he went neither to Chamber orchestra, nor to the music
school.

He would go help his a distant relative with his business
- transport goods for him, try to earn some money.

Munira looked at clock again. Turkan was late. There
was a knock at the door. Munira opened it. It was her
neighbour, Auntie Sara.

“Good day, my daughter,” she said, “I am very much in
need your help.” The woman was very excited.

“Of course, aunt Sara.”

“l came to ask you to write Saint Abbas a petition for me.”

“What? What petition?”

“Oh my child, | can’t bear any more... There is no place
where my son doesn’t apply, but nobody gives him a job. He is an
educated engineer! There is no place to be found for my child in
this ruined place. Everybody wants bribe.”

“Aunt Sara, where are there any places to work? There are
neither plants, nor factories anymore. You are right in saying that
the city has become a ruin.”
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“Oh, my daughter, for three days we have had no flour—I
can’t even bake bread. The sad truth is that my grandchildren’s
father is unemployed, he can’t even buy flour.”

Munira was thinking that for ten days all that she and Fuad
had eaten was the potato and eggplant stew that she had canned
when she bought the vegetbles at a low price last summer. Munira
didn’t even buy bread in bakery, she cooked bread herself at home.

But on TV, every day Munira watched sheep being
butchered. Some people offered not only their animals in sacrifice,
but also their children in war. All these TV shows were plastered
with the words “The Nation,” “The People.” For a long time now
neither Fuad, nor Munira had turned on the TV.

“The children are faint from hunger,” Aunt Sara’s words
awoke Munira from her thoughts.

“Write the Saint Abbas petition for me. My son wouldn’t
write it. He told me to stop such nonsense. My poor child. He had
only one suit and he is going to sell it.”

“Do you have any news about your daughter-in-law?”

“Damn my daughter-in-law. You know, she has been in
Turkey for three months now, and she can’t come back yet. Damn
her business...Write the Saint Abbas petition for me. I’ll take it and
throw into the river so that it may reach its owner. Maybe that
invisible man will open a door for us from nowhere.”

“Aunt Sara, we live in the year 2000. This is embarrassing,
Auntie, you shouldn’t believe in such things. Soon my student
Turkan will be here. She will bring her tuition fee, and I’ll be able
to help you.”

“So don’t you won’t write a petition to Saint Abbas
petition, either? What to do. I shall go to the other neighbours.”
Aunt Sara left Munira, offended.

68



Buta Il: The Regions

Soon Turkan arrived. “Sorry, Teacher Munira, my
mother’s salary has been delayed again. It has been three
months since she’s been paid. It’s the same for teachers in all
the schools.” The child was trembling with nervousness.

“It’s all right. Give me your violin, I’ll tune it up.” Munira
tuned the violin. “Now, you start. I’ll be back in five minutes.”

Taking some flour, a few potatos, and bread and cheese
from home, Munira went next door and knocked at Aunt Sara’s
door.

A child answered the door. “My grandmother has not
returned yet,” he said.

“Nevermind. Take these.” Munira gave the child the food.

When she turned to leave, the boy said to her, “Teacher
Munira, today, when | dropped off my sister, | saw Teacher Fuad.”

“And, so, what about it?”

“Oh...well...he was hauling goods near the bazaar! Poor
guy’s back was all bent over.”

Munira’s heart throbbed. As if she was frozen. She
thought, “Why Fuad didn’t tell me anything? Why didn’t he
speak up? Why did he do this?” She said to herself, “My God,
how difficult this all is... I go into debt to kill my unborn child
with this money... because we have nothing with which to buy
bread tomorrow. I'm afraid, God, my child will face only hunger
and war... Meanwhile, Fuad, who devoted his life to art, carries
heavy loads today so that we won’t be hungry tomorrow. Great
God, help me, show me the right way ahead.”

She thought, “We are hungry people living in a realm of
oil and millions, members of an empire of wanderers in our
own motherland. There are so many like us, too many.”
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Munira returned to her own home. The neighbor’s child,
who, seeing her reaction, felt bad about what he had said,
closed the door.

Munira was thinking of Fuad as she listened to Turkan
play. She was thinking of her husband, the dearest person in
the world to her, who was called a “virtuoso pianist” by their
friends, connoisseurs of art. In the political and economic chaos
of the dissolution of the USSR, the country’s chamber
orchestras had been almost completely dispersed. Musicians
these days went to foreign countries to play for slave wages.
Ten years ago, Fuad had sent a letter to his friend who lived in
Egypt. Five years ago his friend invited Fuad and Munira to join
the orchestra that he lead. Then, Fuad had refused to go to
Egypt.

“What about Ganja? Who will work in Ganja? Who will
prepare musicians?” Fuad had asked.

Munira hadn’t known how to answer him. But now both
of them tied their broken hopes to another letter from Cairo.

“Si bimol. Turkan, Turkan, hold your fingers loose...”

The lesson lasted more than two hours. During the
lesson Munira’s chest had seized up, she had begun coughing,
her eyes seemed to turn a blackish-red. Turkan finally left.
Minura shivered, first putting a light jacket over her clothes,
and then she slinging her heavy coat over her shoulders. She
couldn’t get warm. Unfortunately, there was no aspirin in the
house.

At just that moment, there was a knock at the door.
Munira looked through the peephole—there stood people
dressed in white uniforms. Her heart missed a beat, and she
opened the door.
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“Sister, don’t be afraid. Your husband wasn’t injured badly.
He is in the trauma surgery department of hospital. His arm was
pinned under a box when he fell.”

*

Fuad tried to get up as soon as he saw Munira. She
kneeled in front of him, kissing his plastered arm, his face.
“What happened to you, my darling?”

“Nothing, a stupid thing. The ground was slippery and |
don’t know how, but I fell. I made you come here instead of going
to your doctor’s appointment.”

Munira was embarrassed. “Isn’t there a break in your
arm?”

“One.” Fuad tried to smile.

Munira didn’t take her eyes from his plastered arm.
“Will he be able to play the piano?” The thought fleetingly
passed through her mind.

As if reading her thoughts, Fuad said, “Nothing
happened to my fingers.” He smoothed Munira’s hair with his
good hand. “Soon the doctor will come and have another look,
maybe he’ll let me come home. I'll return for an exam when [
get the cast off,” he said.

Again black-red colours played in Munira’s eyes. As if
white of her eyes mixed with black of her eyes.

After doctor had a look, they returned home in an
ambulance. It was already dark. Munira prepared tea, fried
potato, and opened last eggplant caviar can for Fuad. But she
herself could eat nothing. Fuad also ate little. Drinking tea he
lay in his snow-white bed.

“You also rest, Munira, you look a bit odd...”

“It seems | have caught a cold.”
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Munira looked at the untidy table through the red haze
that had sunk into her eyes. It was as if she had become a
robot. She cleared the table, washed dirty plates and
silverware and put them away. She returned the jar of the
remaining eggplant stew to refrigerator. Then she washed her
hands with soap, changed her clothes and lay down on their
bed. She felt there was no hope for tomorrow. Her youth had
come to an end. There was only trouble, wrecked wishes and
unemployment behind—and there was nothing at all ahead.
She closed her eyes. The ceiling was spinning. She turned into a
seven or eight year-old barefoot girl with a little violin in her
hand whose hair fell in her eyes. She was running after the
coffin of her mother, crying and holding her violin close to her
chest.

At that time she had thought that when a mother died,
her child would to be buried together with her. And that the
flowers put on the grave were not for the mother but for little
girls who had been put in there together with their mothers.
She supposed that if her violin stayed behind, it would
whimper and cry like a human, just like Munira herself.
Afterwards, she heard one of her relatives’ voices saying, “Take
the baby. Take her home and comfort her. That’s all.”

The ceiling was spinning even more now. She stood up.
Now the floor too began to move. So as not to wake Fuad, she
silently crossed to the dining table, found a pen and some
paper and began to write.

“What are you doing?” Fuad put his hand on her shoulder.

Munira hardly parted her cracked lips, “I’m writing Saint
Abbas a petition.”
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“What?” Fuad touched her forehead. Munira was burning
with fever; her temperature was very high. Fuad called an
ambulance. But these days he couldn’t depend on the ambulance,
so he also ran to his neighbour, a doctor who lived in a nearby
block of apartments. His feet and back were aching. His wounded
arm was also throbbing. Bringing along some aspirin and her
medical Kit, the doctor headed with Fuad back to their house.
Munira’s temperature had risen to 41. “Acute respiratory disease,
she must stay in bed—and there is more...” said the doctor.

Munira took aspirin that the doctor brought.

She was still holding the paper and pen in her hands
tightly. She kept saying, “I'm writing Saint Abbas a petition.”

Fuad embraced her. “Relax. Everything will be fine. Do
you hear me? Everything will be fine.”

Fuad quickly turned on their tape player. He put in a
tape of the concerto for violin, two-stringed instruments and
harpsichord by Vivaldi that Munira loved most of all. Strands of
the music seemed to bring Munira to her senses. The paper and
pen that she had been holding fell to the floor.

Fuad was speaking again, “Are you listening to me? You
must become a mother. Then we will have future.”

“I hear, my dear, [ hear you.” Munira whispered in her
heart. Tears began to roll down her face. To hide her tears she
turned her face to window. She saw how the lilac tree bloomed
in moonlight. Neither the ceiling, nor the floor were spinning
any longer. On the contrary, lilacs were raining down over her.

* Vanessa Mae is a famous young British violinist, born in 1978.

**Alain Deon is a famous French-Swiss actor, born in 1935.
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***Bayati Shiraz is a symphony in the style of traditional
Mugham music.

Rafigo Mommadqiz:

Abdullayrva Rafiga Mammad qizi Quba rayonunun
Zardabi gasabasinda anadan olub.

Baki Dovlat Universitetinin filologiya fakultasinin
bakalavr va magistr pillasini bitirib.

Seirlori “Azarbaycan” jurnalinda, “Ay isig1” adabi
toplusunda darc olunub.

Rafiga Mammadaqizi

Rafiga Mammad Abdullayeva was born in Zardabi town
of Guba. She has graduated from the school of Philology
of the Baku State University at bachelors and master
levels.

Her poems have been published in "Ay ishigi" and
"Azerbaijan" magazines.

*
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Qalbimo seytan girib
Daslayin moni, daglayin!
Anam diigiib géziimdan-
Daslayin moni, daglayin!
Dostu goron gozum yox,
Diismon stifrom basinda
Daslayin moni, daslayin!
Bir namordin sevgisi
Urayimin basinda
Daslayin moni, daglayin!
Moan glinaha batiram,
Yaradani unudub

Oziim bt yaradiram
Daslayin mani, daslayin!
Qoalbima seytan girib
Daslayin mani, daslayin!
Seytan1 qovmagq lc¢iin
Daslayin mani, daslayin!
Daslayin mani, daslayin!

)

The devil has entered my soul—
Throw stones at me, throw stones!
My mother has fallen in my eyes.
Throw stones at me, throw stones!

I don’t want to lay eyes on a friend—
An enemy sits at my table.

Throw stones at me, throw stones!
Love for a traitor

is in my heart.
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Throw stones at me, throw stones!
I commit a sin—

forgetting the Creator,

I create myself an idol.

Throw stones at me, throw stones!
The Devil has entered my heart—
Throw stones at me, throw stones!
To turn him out,

throw stones at me, throw stones!

Throw stones at me, throw stones!

%
Dinyaya insan galir,
Hamu sevinir, giiliir,
Ozl aglayir.
Dinyadan insan gedir,
Hami aglayir,

Ozi...

*

A person comes to the world.

Everyone rejoices, smiles.

He himself cries.

A person leaves the world, Everyone cries.
He himself...

*

Torazinin bir qoluna giinahlarimi
Bir qoluna savablarimi qgoydum
Giinahim ¢ox savabimdan.
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Demas ayriligmis alin yazimiz
Ogor tiikonirso burda sobrimiz.
Demok godorladir bizim esqimiz.
Sevirik, sonunda ya sevinc yasi,
Ya da golb carpdiran ac1 goz yast.

*

I lay my sins on one side of the scale

and my good deeds on the other.

My sins outweigh my good deeds.

It seems separation is written in our palms,

if our patience ends here.

That is to say—the measure of our desire rests on fate.
We love, and in the end fall tears of joy

or heart-breaking tears of bitterness.
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Rafiga Sadiqova

1949-cu ildo Agdam rayonunda anadan olub. 1966-c1
ilda orta maktabi bitirarak Baki Déviat Universiteting
daxil olub va 1971-ci ilda universiteti bitirib. O jurnalist
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"Gancanin sasi" gazetinin bas redaktorudur.

Ganca Sahar Jurnalistlor Birliyinin sadri, Azarbaycan
Yazigilar Birliyinin iizviidiir. "Quzil galom" miikafatt vo
"Taraqqi" ordeni ila taltif olunub. 2011-ci ilda
Azorbaycan Yazigilar Birliyinin Zordabi adina
miikafatina layiq goriiliib.

Rafiga Sadigova

She was born in Aghdam in 1949. She finished the
secondary school in 1966 and graduated from Baku State
University in 1971. She has worked with several different
newspapers and magazines as a journalist. She is
currently an editor-in-chief of "Ganjanin Sasi"
newspaper. Chairwoman of Ganja City Journalists'
Union, she is also a member of the Azerbaijan Writers'
Union. She has received several awards including "Gizil
Galam,” the order of "Taraggi" and the Zardabi award
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from the Azerbaijan Writers' Union in 2011. She is the
author of several books of fiction.

79



Buta Il: The Regions

Gecikmis etiraf

Bilmirom nodandir, amma insan bazon 6zl ilo bas-basa
galmagq istayir. Sanki 6zunu dinlomays, 6z ilo
dordlasmaya ehtiyac duyur. Bax els hamin giinlardan biri
idi. Sakit bir gusaya ¢okildim. Fikir-xayal moni gah
yaxina, gah da uzaga cokib aparirdi. Qafloton xofif bir
picilt1 esitdim. Moana elo galdi ki, qulagim sasa diisiib.
CUnki otrafda bir inli-cinli yox idi. Lakin hamin xofif
piciltt davam edirdi. Dingadim. Bu itirilmis bir 6mrin
klskin xatirasina banzayirdi. Ayagimin ucunda sas galan
torafa iralilodim va dinlomays basladim. Solub-saralmis
bir agac yamyasil, sumal bir hamcinsina hayat hekayasini
danisirdi.

...0nun gozloari iti imis. Moani lap uzaqdan tanimisda.
Bagbandan alib ozizloya-azizloys evino gotirdi. Lap
g0zal, axarli-baxarli, suyu bol olan bir yeri ixtiyarima
verdi. Bu tamasdan har ikimiz sevindik. Torpag anam
sigal ¢cokib moni ozizlayir, hamin adam iso basima
dolanirdi. Sevincdon pugur-pugur bdyiiyiirdiim. i1k
tumurcuglarimi géron adam az gala sevincdon ugacaqdi.
Bu mano els xos galdi ki, onun sevincina sevinc gatmaq
{iciin yarpaqlarimi budaglara diizdiim. Indi manim
otrafima daha ¢ox adam toplasirdi. Biri boyumu-
buxunumu, biri gamatimi, digeri iss yarpaglarimin
parlagligini, suxlugunu 6yiirdii. Bundan o qadar
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forohlonmigdim ki, bir giildon min gul agmagq deyirlar ha,
onu taqlid etdim. Budaglarimi bazayan gi¢oklor baxani
heyran edirdi. Gozalliyim dillora dastan olmusdu.
Bacarigimi gostormoyin vaxti yetismisdi. Cigoklori
sipsirin, gozol-goycok almalarla ovoz etdim. indi basima
parvans kimi dolananlarin sayi-hesab1 yox idi. O goador
xosbaxt idim ki, ginlarin neca kecdiyini bels hiss
etmadim.

Bir giin ayi1ldim ki, strafimdaki adamlar yavas-yavas
seyralmoyas baslayir. Bu o zaman idi ki, artiq barim
dorilmisdi. Addim saslari esidonda dikalib gilimsomaya
calisirdim. Lakin onlar mani gormiirmiislor Kimi
yanimdan 6tiib kegirdilar. Nohayat anladim ki,
gozlomoayim abosdir. igarimdan qalxan ah1 sinamda sixib
saxlamaga ¢alisirdim. Ciinki o ahin hararatindan
yarpaqglarim solmaga baslayirdi. Lakin daxildon galon
he¢ nayi amra tabe etmak olmazmis. Hiss etdim ki, son
imidim olan yarpaqlarimin konarlar1 yavas-yavas
saralmaga baglayir. Yalvarirdim ki, o saralib-solma
dayansin. Boxtavor glnlorin xiffati halo moni tork
etmomisdi.

Lakin zamani1 vo olacagi durdurmaq miimkiinsiiz is imis.
Saralib yera tokillon yarpaglarimi gordiikco gozlarima
qaranliq ¢okiirdii. Budagima siginib qalanlara moahrom-
mohrom xos s6zlor pigildayirdim ki,moni tork etmasinlor,
getmasinlar. Axi onlar monim har seyim idi. Onlar
monim varligim, hoyat, yasam timidim idilor.
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Bir guin bark bir kiilok asdi va olan-qalanimi da talan etdi.
Umiidsizliys gapilmagq cox ¢atin bir is imis. Cokdiyim
ahlar sinomi, budaglarimi dagladi. Indi budur otrafimda
hor kas gozalliyi ilo Oyilinarkon mon tok-tonha galmisam.
Govdomdoan zoglanib ¢ixan o budaqlar da kegmisimi geri
gaytara bilmir. Clinki hoyatin gézalliyi elo onun
tokrarsizligindadir. Verilon 6miir payini neca yasamaq
alin yazisi olsa da, bazon israf¢iligin qurbanina cevrilir.
Boalka o slini, tomannali sozlara, tariflora inanib varimi-
dovlatimi bir-birinin ardinca talan edirmis kimi ortaya
atmasaydim hoyatim tamam bambasqa olardi.Insanlarin
yalanci sevgisina yaman inandim. Ela bildim ki, hor
zaman otrafimda olacaqlar.

Sinasi dagli alma agacinin dordli s6hbati qarsisindakinin
he¢ eynina do deyildi. Glinos siialarinin altinda barq
vuran yamyasil yarpaglari ilo cilvalonirdi. Deyason, bunu
dordina hamdord axtaran agac da hiss etmisdi. S6ziiniin
Vo Sasinin ona tasir etmayacayini hiss etdiyi li¢iin axirinci
ciimlasina Urayinda négta qoydu. Sevilmoak xosbaxtlik,
baxtavarlikdirss, gozdon diismok faciadir. No yaziq ki, bu
hikmati anlayanda ¢ox gec olur.

o
Belated Confession
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I don’t now why, but sometimes a person wants to be all
alone. As if to listen to herself, to share her grief with herself. It
was just one of those days. | withdrew into a silent nook. Thoughts
and dreams took me—now near, now far. Unexpectedly, | heard
soft whisper. It seemed to me that | must be hearing things. For
there was no one near. But that soft whisper continued. I listened.
It sounded like an aggrieved memory of a lost life. Listening more
closely, I tip-toed towards the voice...A withered, yellowed tree
was speaking its life story to a very green, unblemished and
upright tree. It said:

... He had an eagle eye. He recognized me from far away.
Buying me from the gardener he brought me home and pampered
me. He gave me the most beautiful, good-looking location, with
rich soil and abundant water. This relationship made both of us
glad. Mother Earth caressed me and the man cared for me. In joy,
slowly | grew. Seeing my first buds the man was so pleased, he
almost flew with joy. I also was very pleased; I strung leaves on
my branches—joy to his joy. Now more people gathered around
me. One praised my height, one my trunk, another the brilliance
and liveliness of my leaves. | rejoiced, blooming. Flowers adorning
my branches enchanted everyone. The tale of my beauty spread.

Then it was time for me to show off my fruitfulness. |
transformed my flowers into sweet apples. Now people circled me
like moths around a bright lamp. So happy, | didn’t notice the
passing days.

One day, | noticed that the number of people around me
had begun to dwindle. It was past harvest, and my all fruit had
been gathered. | tried to stand straight and smile when | heard their
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steps. But they passed by as if they didn’t even see me. At last |
understood that my desires for attention would no longer be met. |
tried to hold back the wails | felt inside in my breast; for the heat
of this sorrow faded my leaves. But it seems one can’t hold back
that which comes from deep inside. | felt the edges of my leaves—
my last hope—nbegin to turn yellow. | begged for this decay to
stop. A longing for happier days had not yet left me. But time and
predestination proved impossible to halt.

My eyes darkened as | saw my faded leaves fall to the
ground. Carefully sheltering the remaining leaves in my branches,
I whispered cheerful words to them, encouraging them not to leave
me. After all, they were everything to me. They were my
existence, my life, my living hope.

One day there blew a strong wind that plundered
everything I had left. To abandon hope was very hard. My wails
wounded my breast and my branches. Now, as you can see, | am
all alone, while others around me boast of their beauty. Even the
new branches that sprout from my trunk can’t give me back my
past. The beauty of a life is unique; it cannot be repeated. Though
fated to live the life we are given, sometimes we waste that life.
Perhaps if | hadn’t so freely given away the wealth of my
branches, seeking praise, and, believed the superficial, mercenary
words of admirers, my life would be a bit different. | believed so
strongly in people’s false love, | thought they would always stand
by me.

The intended recipient of this broken-hearted apple tree’s
sad story didn’t seem to be concerened. The young tree flaunted its
bright green leaves that were glittering in the sunlight. The tired
tree that had been looking for a fellow sufferer, notice the young
tree’s indifference. Realizing that his words and their message
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would have no effect on his audience, the tired tree spoke his last
sentence only in his heart: If to be loved is happiness and
contentment, to lose respect is a tragedy. Regretfully, it can be very
late when you finally understand it.
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Agac olmaq

Bir agac olsaydim...Bali, bunu arzuladim... Balka do
konardan baxinca daha dsli, daha ¢i1lgin, yaxud da daha
sadalOvh gorina bilorom... Amma... Amma, bu arzunu
arzuladim... Agac olmaq arzusunu...Bu arzuyla bagh
xayallar qurdum... Qalxdim géylarin negoanci gatina va
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baxdim... Asagilarda uzanan meso vardi... Agaclar yasil
idi... Amma, hamisi da eyni rangdas deyildi. Yasilin biitiin
aglagalon va golmayan ¢alarlarindaydi bu mesa...Hotta,
lap yuxarilardan baxinca qara agaclar da gordiim orda...
Sonra 6ziimii gordiim... Agac donunda... Agac
olmusdum... Birco giin... Comi bircs giin agac émrii
yasadim onda... Agac kimi yasadim... Agac kimi...

*

Agac idim...Nega illor avval okmisdim, onu da
bilmirdim...Amma, atrafim 6ziim kimi, mandan uca,
mondoan balaca, qoca, cavan agaclarla dolu idi... Hotta,
basini mana sdykayib glinasa glilimsayan balaca, bir az
gOya calan rongda ting do vardi... O elo gozal
gilimsayirdi ki... Ax1 hayat onun {iglin nagil idi... Halo
bOylyacokdi, otrafindaki agaclarin saglariyla
oynayacaqdi... Sonra da bahar golincs budaqlarinda
tumurcuglar gorinacokdi... Ardinca isti yay giinlorinda
balaca, yetismomis meyvalariylo diggot ¢cokacokdi.
Yabani da olsa bu meyvalarin yetismasi i¢iin glinasdan
isti, ana torpaqdan uzvi maddslor, yagisdan su payini
alacaqda...

Pay1z galinca donunu dayisoacak, sar1 drpayini 6rtacak,
yarpaqlarimi kiilokls yarisdiracaqdi... Bax, elo bu
zamanlar da an romantik gérkomiyls iki sevgiliys
si@inacaq olacaqdi... Kiilayin alindan pencayino birinib
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gacan iki goanc kiilok tutmasin deya onun gévdasina
sOykanacakdilor. Ardinca sazaqlar qollarint donduracaqdi
onun... Goylarin hadiyys etdiyi ag yapincisina
biiriinacokdi onda... Usiimoasin deys qollarini paltonun
ustiinds garpazlayacaq, haminin da onun kimi paltosunda
uyudugunu goriib o da yuxuya gedocokdi. Bir do baharda
ayilacaqdi. Beloco, onun dmriindon negs baharlar, negoa
qislar ke¢diyini unudacaqdi. Bir giin manim kimi no vaxt
okildiyini do, torpagdan no vaxt cucardiyini do yadina
sala bilmayacaokdi.

...Mansa... Manss hals ona baxir, diistintirdiim... Agac
olmag gozal idi. Yarpaglarin mehdan titradiyini hiss
etmok... Sanki elo indica esqoa diismiis tirak Kimi titrayirdi
yarpaglarim. Budaglarimda kigicik quslar
cikkildasirdilar. Onlarin budagimda nagmaloarini 6z
dillarinds tabiato armagan etmasi do gozal idi. Halo bu
balaca sorgoys bax. Gévdoms yaxin budaglarin birindo
balaca yuva qurub 6ziine. iginds deyesan, yumurtalari da
var. Ho, ha... Yumurtalar1 da var. Yay faslini elo sevirom
ki. Biitlin quglarin yumurtalari olur onda.

Elo maraqlidir ki, yarpaginla bu yumurtalari sigallamagq...
Onlarm i¢indoki balaca quscugazin giindon-gline
boyuduyunu bels hiss etmok. Bunlar o godar g6zal
hisslordir ki. Halo bu yuvalarin qurulmasini seyr etmok.
[lahi... Gozal hisslor niys ifadoolunmazdir?
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Agac olmusdum... Bu mesonin lap darinliyindaydim...
Guna sahar mehinin inca tomasi ilo baglamagq, giinoasi
basinin tstiinds hiss etmok, kdksiinds balaca quslara yer
ayirmag, sona siginan tinglori gormok...9sl agac omrii
idi...

Giinortadan ke¢misdi. Birdon insanlarin mono torof
goldiyini gordiim. Onlarin manim gévdomo siginmasi da
forah verirdi. Balaca, hardasa 14-15 yasli bir usaq mana
yaxinlagdi. ©lindaki siiso qirig1 ilo govdomi cizmaga
basladi.

Yoxxxx...Agridirdi...Cigirmaq
Istoyirdim....Amma...Amma, bacarmadim. Agrimi igimdo
¢cokdim...Usaq isini qurtarib konardan baxirdi. Onun
gOzlarinda ela boyuk sevinc, els tilvi duygular vardi
Ki...Magar moani yaralamag onu bu gadormi xosbaxt
etmisdi? Usaq elo gulimsayirdi Ki...GOvdomin cizilan
yerina elo maraqla, xosbaxtliklo baxirdi ki...Maraq moni
biirtidii...Oyilib baxdim...Govdemds bu sézlor cizilmigdi:
“Soni sevirom! Monim Safam!”...

...M06cuza...Man daha agrimirdim.Goévdomin o cizilan
yeri do agrimirdu. Ilahi...Sevgi budur? Insanlar1 basorin
asrofi edan o ilahi duygu budur demok? Bir usagin
Uzlndaki xosbaxtliys bax. Onun xosbaxtliyi balks do
hala sevdiyina etiraf etmoya clirat etmadiyi sevgisini
monim gévdoma siiso parcasiyla yazmagi idi.
Mansa...Yooxxx...Agrimirdi daha hamin yara. Cunki,
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orda qirilacagindan qorxdugu qadar da sevdiyindan amin
olan bir trayin doyunttlori vardi...Daha agrimirdim...
Axsam torafi mona basga bir gonc oglan yanasdi. ©lindo
naso vardi. Siiso parcasi deyildi. Daha boyiik idi. Onun
Uzinds do maraq vardi. Amma, bayqaki usagin tiziindoki
ifadodon tamam forgliydi. Basqa maraq idi. Bu maraq
moni gorxutdu. Cunki, hardasa onun (iztinds vohsi ehtiras
da oxuyurdum. Deyasan budagimdaki sargalor do nosa
hiss etdilor. Ugub o biri agaca qondular. Manss halo
baxirdim. Gonc bagima dolanmaga bagladi. Deyason
gbvdomi 6lgiirdii. Bu neynir ax1? Oliyla gévdomin
qabigini soyur, tazadon 6lcur. Bu neynamok istayir ki?
olindoaki alati goys galdirib yavasca toxundurur.
Toxunusu hiss edirom, amma, agritmir...Ikinci dofo
qaldirir. Birdon gévdomds bark agri hiss edirom..Ardinca
daha bork...Daha bark...Basim

firlanir...Y oxxx...Agaclarin hamisi monim bagima
firlanir. Quslar borkdoan foryad qoparir. Deyasan, mani,
cagirirlar. Yox, onlar 6z yuvalar {igiin narahatdirlar. Ax1
mon onlarin evi idim. Yarpaqlarim bir-birini
qucaqlamaga calisir. Ela bil bir-birina hayan olmaq
istayirlor. Budaqlarim qirilir nadi? Bu no saqqiltidir belo?
Deyason, yers yixiliram axi...Ha..Yixildim artiq.

Torpaga diismiisom. Oslinda iSa...Mani ana torpaga
baglayan kdkdan ayiriblar. Man artiq yasamiram, nadi?
Sanki gévdam yoxdu. Ha, o yoxdu. Otrafima baxiram.
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Agaclar hamis1 gamli-qamli basini asagi salib. Quslar
yena haray salib. Bayaq mona séykanib giinage
guliimsayan ting yaralidir. Deyasan, can verir. Ax1 man
onun dstling diismiisom. ©zmisom, qirmisam onu. Man
neca da pis agacam. Qus yumurtalarina bax. ikisi qurilib.
Cami bir donasi salmat galib.

Sas golir. Bayagki goncdi. Bagimin {istiinde dayanib.
Yaninda basqasi da var. Yox, onlar coxdular. Saya
bilmirom. G6zlorim garalir. Yenoa bayagki salamat qalan
¢illi yumurtaya baxiram. Gonc gévdoma torof ayilir, bir
addim irali goyur. Yumurtani ayagiyla azir. G6ziima
yena garanliq ¢okdii. Qarmagqarisiq saslor galir. Man neca
da pis agacam. Bir qusun yuvasini qoruya bilmadim.
Moana arxa sdykayib yasamagq istoyan bir tingi yasada
bilmadim. Neca ds pis agacam.

Sonuncu dafa g0zlorimi ag¢iram. Giinasi axtariram.
Qagdi... Giinos uzaqdadi..Qiiruba gedir. O da qacda...
GOzlorim garaldi. Diigtiniirom... Guinas do kusd
mondan... Onun azizladiyi bu godar yarpagimi, ¢igoyimi
goruya bilmadim. Man pis agacam. Gozlarimi yumuram.
Deyason, daha aca bilmiram. Son anda bu nadir bela?
Insanlarin dilini anlayiram axi...

-Cox yaxs1 agacdir...

Bunu ganc deyir. Vassalam... Manim 6mrim bitdi,
deyasan... Agac dmriim bitdi...
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*

Yox, daha istomirom agac olmaq. Arzulamiram daha bu
arzunu. Heg Koso arzulamiram daha. Insan kimi no
yasadim ki? Yaxud da indi na yasayiram ki? Yaxud da
bundan sonra ns yasayacagam ki? Yox...Agac olmaq
Istomirom daha. Bir qus yuvasini, bir balaca tingi qoruya
bilmadim. Agac olmaq istomirom. Amma, insan kimi bir
agact neco, goruya bilirom? Bu haqda diisiinmaya dayar...

)
ToBeaTree

If I were to be a tree...yes, | have wished for this. Perhaps, from a
distance, this desire appears quite crazy, rash, or even naive.....and
yet...l have wished it. To be a tree... | have even dreamt of it...that
I rose into the deep blue skies and looked down. Far below was a
wide forest. Its trees were green. But not all the same green. This
forest appeared in all possible and impossible shades of green.
From high above | saw even black-green trees there. Then | saw
myself...in a tree dress. | had become a tree...for one day. For just
one day I lived the life of a tree life. | lived as a tree. As a tree.

*

I was a tree. How long ago | had been planted | didn’t know. But
my surroundings were full of trees like me, and some taller,
shorter, older, and younger trees. There was even a little blue-
toned sapling leaning its head on me and smiling at the sun. It
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smiled so nicely. After all, for this young one, life was still a story.
It had yet to grow, to play with hair of the neighbouring trees. As
spring arrived, buds would appear on its branches. On hot summer
days, the young tree would attract attention with its small, unripe
fruits. Wild as the young tree was, the tiny green fruits would take
their share of warmth from the sun, organic nutrients from the
mother soil, and water from the rains.

As autumn came the tree would change clothes, covering itself
with a yellow kerchief, its leaves battling the wind. Look, at just
that moment the tree, with its romantic appearance, would become
a shelter for two lovers. Two young people, bundled against the
grasping fingers of the wind, would lean against the tree’s trunk to
avoid the chill. Eventually, the coming frosts cause its arms to
freeze and the skies present the tree with a white wrap to cover
itself. The tree would cross its arms over the coat against the cold,
and seeing that everyone else is asleep in their coats, it would also
would sleep. Not until spring would it awaken. In this way, it
would forget how many springs, how many winters had passed
through his life. One day, like me, he wouldn’t be able to
remember when he had been planted, or when he had sprouted
from the ground.

As for me... I was still looking at the sapling, and thinking. It was
nice to be a tree. To feel leaves tremble in the breeze. My leaves
were trembling like a heart newly fallen in love. Little birds were
chirping on my branches. Their melodies, presented to Nature from
my branches in their own little tongues, were so lovely. Still, look
at this small sparrow. On one of the branches near my trunk, he
had built for himself a little nest. Inside, it seemed, there were
eggs. Indeed. There were eggs. | like summertime so much—a
time when all the birds have eggs.

93



Buta Il: The Regions

It is so curious, to smooth these eggs with your leaves. To feel how
the little birds inside them grow, day by day. Such a beautiful
feeling. And to watch how these nests are built. God... Why are
such beautiful feelings unexpressed?

I was a tree...l was deep in the forest. To begin the day with the
light touch of the morning breeze, to feel the sun upon your head,
to make a place for little birds in your breast, to see saplings lean
upon you...It was truly a tree’s life.

It was late afternoon. At once, | saw people coming towards me.
That they might shelter against my trunk gave me joy. A child of
fourteen or fifteen approached me. With a piece of glass in his
hands, he began to carve into my trunk. Noooo... It hurts... |
wanted to scream... But... But | couldn’t. | endured my pain
silently. Finishing, the child stood back to admire his work. There
was such great joy, such an exalted look in his eyes. Did injuring
me make him so happy? Smiling widely, he looked with such
admiration and happiness at my wounded trunk. | was curious. |
bent and looked. There on my trunk there were scratched the
words, “I love you! My Shafa!”

...Miracle... It didn’t hurt anymore. The carved place on my trunk
no longer hurt. God... Is love this? Is this the divine feeling that
puts people on top of the world? Look at the happiness on the face
of a child. His happiness was to write his love—feelings that,
perhaps, he didn’t dare to express aloud—on my trunk with a piece
of glass. As for me... Nooo... This wound no longer hurt. Because
there, as steadfast as it was afraid of being broken, was a heart
beating. My pain was gone.
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By that evening another boy approached me. He also had
something in his hand. It wasn’t a piece of glass. It was something
bigger. He also looked at me with great interest. But it was
different from the expression of the previous boy. It was a different
interest. This emotion frightened me. Somewhere in his face, |
could read a savage desire. Sparrows on my branch seemed to feel
it, too. They flew off and perched on another tree. As for me, | was
still watching.

The boy began to walk around me. He seemed to be measuring my
trunk. What will he do? With his hands, he strips bark from my
trunk and measures again. What is it he wants to do?

The tool in his hand now raised to the sky, he strikes me, gently. |
feel the contact, but it doesn’t hurt. He raises the tool a second
time. Suddenly, | feel a sharp pain on my trunk. Then
sharper...even sharper... | feel giddy... Nooo... The other trees spin
around my head. The birds scream loudly. As if they are calling to
me. No, they are just worried about their nest. After all, | was their
home. My leaves try to hug one another. As if they want to help
one another. My branches are breaking, aren’t they? What is that
great cracking noise? | seem to fall. Yes. | have already fallen.

I have fallen on the land. Ah, I have been severed from my root
that tied me to the mother land. I don’t live anymore, do 1?7 | have
no trunk—it’s gone. | look around. All the trees sadly bend their
heads low. Birds cry out again. The sapling that, just minutes ago
was leaning on me, smiling at the sun, is wounded. It seems to
breathe its last. For | have fallen on it. I’ve crushed and broken it.
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What a terrible tree | am. Look at the bird’s eggs. Two of them are
broken. Only one of them is safe.

There is a noise. It’s that boy. He stands over me. There is another
one by him. No, they are many. | can’t count them. My eyes
darken. Again I look at the one saved and freckled egg. The boy
bends over my trunk, steps forward. He crushes the whole egg with
his foot. Again everything becomes dark. | hear chaotic noise
around me. What a terrible tree I am. | couldn’t even save a bird’s
nest. Or a sapling, leaning on me, that just wanted to live. What an
awful tree I am.

For the last time, | open my eyes. | search for the sun. It runs. The
sun is so far away. It is setting. The light fades. Everything
becomes dark. I am thinking that the sun is also disappointed in
me. | couldn’t save so many leaves, or the blossoms that it warmed
and pampered. | am a bad tree. | close my eyes. It seems | can’t
keep them open anymore. At the very last—what is it | hear? | can
understand the people’s language.

“It is a very good tree.” The boy says that. That’s all. My life
appears to have ended. My tree-life is over.

*

No, I don’t want to be a tree anymore. This is no longer my desire.
I don’t wish this for anyone, anymore. Yet, how should I live as a
person? Even—how am I living now? How will I live in the
future? No...I don’t want to be a tree anymore. | couldn’t even save
a nest, a small sapling. | don’t want to be a tree. But, as a person,
how might | save a tree? It is worth thinking about.
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Telefon sevgisi

Telefon sevgisi imis bu sevgim,
Konturla qurtara bilirmis dema.

Qalbimin s6zl do birco mesajliq
Simvollar azala bilirmis demao...

Tozo telefon almagim galir,
Onunla yeni bir esq baslayarmi ki?
Ya da elo bunu atmagim galir,
Qolbim unutmaga alisarmi ki?

Yens garsilasdiq bu giin royada,
Biz genis deyirdik, diinya dar imis...
NOmroni silmisdim telefonumdan,
Qolbimda silinmaz izin var imis...

)

Phone love

This love seems to be a phone love

It could end with the paid-up minutes

My heart’s word the size of one text message
It turns out symbols can diminish...

I would like to buy a new phone,
Will a new love begin with it?
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Do | want to toss the old one out,
S0 my heart can get used to forgetting?

We met again, today, in a dream

We spoke of space, how narrow the world
I deleted your number from my phone
You have left indelible marks on my heart

*
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Hardasan, 9zizim?

Bu ikica kalmads asili galib doziim,
Hardansa goalocak sanli glinlorim...
Ax1 hara gedib, hara iiz tutub?

O sanli glnlarim...

Sonli glnlarim...

Qaytar “sonli” olanimu...
Itirmoa olub-qalanimu...
Unuduram hardsn sani...
Unuduram...

Tomasini...

Noafasini...
Unuduram...inanmirsan?
Yaxsi...

Na tez tutdun yalanimi?
Qaytar “sonli”liyimi, gultm,
Qaytar mana “monliyimi”...

Hardasan, azizim?

Urayimin yerinds bir ovuc torpaq asili qalib havadan...
Indi kimsa Ufliracak...

O torpag donalari kbkslimdan gopacag...

Sanli xatiralors tokilacak...

Hardasan ax1?
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Demirsan, yaziqdi bu dali Leylim...
Bilmirsan, bu Urak sonsiz darixir?
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Hardasan, 9zizim? (Where Are You, My Dear One?)*

Patience hangs on two words.

My days spent with you are somewhere—

Oh, where have they gone, their faces turned away?
Those days with you

My days with you

Return the with yous to me
Don’t lose what is left to me

I will forget you sometime

I will forget

Your touches

Your breath

I will forget. Don’t you believe me?
Good—

How quickly you took my lie
Return my with you, my flower
Return to me my ownself

Where are you, my dear one?

In place of my heart, a palmful of sand hangs in the air
Now someone will blow

And these grains of sand will tear the skin from my breast
It will pour forth memories of with you

Oh, where are you?

Can’t you say, my crazy Leyli is wretched?

Don’t you know, this heart is deserted without you?
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Hardasan, 9zizim?

Qayit...
Mon olmusam suyu qurumus bir cay...

Dordli nogmom sansiz kegan gecalordo,
Zilmatin lap darininds uyuyan,
Mirgulu xatiralors “lay-lay”...

Bax...Nolur, dén goldiyin yola bax...
Yollarda hor gedanin ayaq izindan bir négts diisiib...
O noqtalar uzun, donulmaz hasrat yolunda,
Bir do manim xayalimda mehribanlasib...
Bir-birina sigimib, iki sdzds birlosib...
Bax...oxuya bilirson?

Orda yazilib ki...

Hardasan, ozizim?

)
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Hardasan, 9zizim? (Where Are You, My Dear One?)*

Come back

I have become a river run dry

My sad tunes thread these nights without you
Lullabies to drowsing memories

Half-asleep in deepest darkness

Please...turn, look back down the road you came
Everyone who passed in the street has left marks
Marks on the long road of longing

These traces have became friends in my memories
Sheltering each other, two words united
Look...can you read?

There, it is written

Where are you, my darling?

*Note: These two poems, both titled “Where Are You, My Dear

One,” allude to an ancient story from the region of greater

Azerbaijan, Leyla and Mejnun, about two star-crossed lovers who,

here, have been separated and are searching for each other.

Mejnun, who has gone crazy, cannot recognize Leyla when they
meet in the desert, breaking both their hearts. “Two words” in both

poems refer to the title question, which is only two words in

Azeribaijani “Hardasan, Ezizim?” (Where are you my dear one?).
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Tohminos Tagizads

1982-ci ilda Ganca saharinda anadan olub. 2004-cii ilda
Azarbaycan Texnologiya Universitetinda turizm lizra menecer
ixtisasina yiyalanib. Talabalik illarindan jurnalistika ila masgul
olmaga baslayib. Yerli ve markazi televiziya kanallari ila
amoakdasliq edib, miitamadi olaraq 6lkanin bir sira niifuzlu
gazet va web-portallarinda yazilari darc olunur.

Toxminan 6 il Ganca Media Markazinin koordinatoru kimi
calisib. Bir neca televiziya programinin va sanadli filmin
musllifidir. Hazirda media tzrs layiha ¢arc¢ivasinda regional
koordinator va redaktor kimi faaliyyat gostarir. Juranlistika va
yeni media lizra talimci kimi da ¢alisir.

TahminaTaghizade

TahminaTaghizade was born in 1982 in Ganja and graduated
from the Azerbaijan University of Technology as a tourism
management specialist in 2004. While a student, she began
working as a journalist. Since that time her pieces have been
published in established newspapers and web portals
throughout the country. She worked as a coordinator of Ganja
Media Center for six years and was the writer for of several TV
programs and documentary films. Currently, she serves as a
regional coordinator of a project on media and is an instructor
in journalism and new media.
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Tiistii

Axsamlar dumanli marasimindas atrafa sepalonmis, hatta
havaya da ¢6kmiis xatiralar kimi kiillarin da kanara
dagilmamasi ti¢iin kiilgabis1 nem olardi. Sigareti targida
bilmasa da tiistiisii daha aziz idi. Pis- yaxs1 xatiralari, bu illar
arzinda itirdiyi dost va azizlari kimi onu ¢iyarina ¢akar, bir
daha lirayina alar, sonra yenidan ¢ola tUfiirarak, sanki onlari
azadliga buraxardi. Oziinii da o dumana, tiisdiiys banzadardi,
hamisa azad, bir nafaslik...

Cakdiyi siqaretlari isa gancliyinds atasindan ogrun gotiiriib
stimiirdiiklari kimi agir nikotinli idi. Indi yasadig 6lkads hamin
siqaretlari uzun illardir tapa bilmasa da oxsar dadlisini ¢akir,
onlarla birgs goncliyindan bari aziz xatiralorinin tamina
xayanat elomirdi. Els hayat1 da bu siqaretlar kimi agir, xeyli aci,
¢otin ¢akilon idi.

Yena da axsam diismiis, artiq 10 ilden ¢oxdur ki, panah
gatirdiyi sart iglimli ucqar bir dag kandina hiiziirlu bir sakitlik
cokmiisdi. Sigareti damaginda baga gansar duran eyvaninda
aylasarak geca ainlarina baslamis, yena xatiralar listliine hiicum
cokmis, kadarini sevincina qataraq gecanin tamiz havasini
tiistiisiina biirtiimisdii. Onu burda hami yaxsi taniyirdi, lakin 47
yasin1 haqlamis bu gadinin hardan galdiyini, kim oldugunu va
na li¢lin burada tenha yasadigini bilan bir kas da yox idi. Coxu
onun yabang¢isayagi adinin da dogru olduguna siibha edirdi vo
onlar yanilmirdilar. Sebina Qoral onun yeni adiyd1 (Dayisdiyi
soyadi, “Qoral”1 iki s6zdan diizaltmisdi, siqareti ard-arda
soakdiyi li¢ilin bir-brinin qoruna yandirir, ¢ox vaxt qor alirdi
sanki). Tozadan baslamaga garar veridiyi hayatinda bu ad ona
daha ¢ox ugur va sohrat gatirmisdi. Dliizdii buralarda he¢ kim
onun sohratindan xabardar deyildi. Bu kandan aligabarli, alni
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qirisiq insani aglina bela gatirmazdi ki, diinyanin bir ¢ox
olkslarinds kitablari alden-ala gazan ¢ox mashur bir yazigi ila
bir kandda yasayir, onunla eyni pal¢igl yollari gedir... Bu da
hayatin ayr1 bir yol shvalatidir... O 6z boyiik sohratini
buralarda kicik kendin adi qadininin hayatina sigdira bilmisdi.
Minlarals oxucunun hamsohbat olmagq istadiyi bu yaziginin,
glinlin istanilon saatinda gapisini doyiib dardlarini danisa
bilma kimi imkanlar1 vardi. Adam bazan Tanr1 ila da bir
kandds yasaya bilar...

Sabina bu kandin az gala hakimi, miiallimi, hiiqugsiinasi - an
catin anlarda an asan yol gosterani idi. No qadar adi kand
gadini hayat1 yasamaq istasa da insanlara yardim etmak esqi
hala do sonmamisdi. O bura ké¢andan sonra kand da simasini
xeyli dayismis, daha ¢ox yaxs1 yolu-izi, is181, maktabi,
xastoxanasi olan gasabaya banzamays baslamisdi. Artiq atraf
yasayls mantaqglarindan, hatta rayon markazindan da xeyli
yaxsl1 soraiti olan kanddaki xastaxanaya, maktaba islomaya
goalanlar var idi. Sebina kandin ugur simvolu idi. Bunu har kas
duyurdu, amma na tilsim idise kimsa duyurmurdu. Bu
dayisikliklarin onunla alagasi olmasindan stibhalananlar da,
gadinin 6ziinln ¢ox sads hayat yasadigini goriib bu fikirlari
ozlindan uzaq tutanlar da, har kasin inandig1 bir sey var idi; o
bu kands galondan Tanr1 onlarin tiziina giilmayas baslamisdi.
Kandlilarin bu siibhalari de havadan deyildi. Sebina acnabi
dilda yazib, xarici matbaalarda ¢ap etdirdiyi kitablarindan
aldig1 qanorarlarin miqdari da bu sadas insanlarin xayalina bela
galmazdi. O bu pullarin demak olar ki, boyiik gismini
tirayindan tikan ¢ixarmagq ug¢iin adini gizli saxlayaraq
xeyriyyaciliya xarclayirdi. Yerda qalan o gadar da boyiik
olmayan hissasini dolayi yolla bu gozal tabiatli dag kendinin
hayat soraitini yiingiillosdirmak iigiin sorf edirdi. ilds bir
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toskilat galib kandda maktab, xastoxana, baxg¢a, kitabxana, yol
insa edir, sahibkarlar buranin safali suyundan tutmus
meyvasinacan qiymatli bilib, kicik fabrik-zavod tikirdi. Kend
camaati isa tikinti ve miiassisalarda islayib, mahsullarini satib
glizaranlarini diizaldirdilar. Artiq son iki il idi ki, Sebina kanda
daha pul xarclomir, kend 0zii 6z yasayisini tomin edir, aksina
getdikca turistlarin axisdig1 makana ¢evrilarak qonaglarin
diggatini ds calb etmaya baslayirdi. Diizdi, garib adam
goranda bu Sabinanin he¢ xosuna galmirdi, amma kanda 6zi
kimi yeni hayata baslamaga sans vermasi, onun yeni simasi,
kandlilarin tziindaki galacaya timid dolu ifadalari gérmak
yazarin ¢ox xosuna galirdi, onun alominda Tanr1 da bir yazardi.
Sabina bilirdi ki, bu kand he¢ zaman déniib boyiik sehar
olmayacagq, qorxulari abasdir, amma uzun miiddat 6lkasinin an
x6sbaxt kandi kimi qala bilacak. O, 6z 6lkasi liciin 6mriiniin
ganc ¢aglarini xarclamis, biitiin imid va arzularini ona
baglamis, lakin biitiin dostlari, yoldaslar: kimi miibariza
yolunda yipranib, 6lkasini elo do x6sbaxt eda bilmamisdi.
Demokratik, azad comiyyat liglin vurusan biitiin dostlar1 ya
olkadan didargin diismiis, ya hayat1 zindanlarda ¢iiriimiis, ya
da miibarizadan yorulub aci talelari ila barisaraq batmis
timidlarinin bulaniq sularinda intihar etmisdilar. Onlar
comiyyat liciin har seylarini foda etmis, min bir zillat gérmdis,
olmazin mahrumiyyatlarini yasamisdilar. Lakin ugrunda
vurusduglari comiyyat bu azadliga hazir ola bilmamis, getdikca
ganlarina hopan qul xislatlarindan qurtulmagi
bacarmadigindan azadliq esqi ilo dogulan kérpani boyiimaya
goymamis, har dafs bir yerini sikast edarak, sonunda bogub
oldirmiisdiilar. Sebina da bu kérpanin badaninin bir pargasi
idi, 6lkada bas qaldiran demokratik dalginin 6ntinds gedir,
ictimai-siyasi faaliyyatle masgul olurdu.
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9sl ad1 Sebina Eminbayli idi. Ozii 6lkenin ikinci boyiik, eyni
zamanda darin tarixi ananasi olan saharindan idi. Istedadi ve
zohmati sayasinda getdikca ¢ox taninmis bir simaya
cevrilmisdi. Onu mashurlasdiran miibarizasi idi. Azad
diisiincasindan dolay1 zaman-zaman o da maslakdaslar: kimi
cotin hayat yasamis, qadin olmasina ragman dafalarlo fiziki
tazyiqlara bela maruz qalmis, sonucda isa aksar dostlari kimi
habs olunaragq ti¢ il mahkumluqg hayati yasamisdi. 9sas maslayi
olan jurnalistlikadan yazigilaga ke¢cmaya da orada, zindan
divarlar1 arasinda baslamisdi. Sebina uzun boyluy, incs, mavi
gozli, sabah giinasi kimi barq vuran agiq sarisin sach yarasigh
bir qiz idi. Zarifliyi taki, sert xasiyyati do ona bir basqa gozallik
verirdi, atrafindaki he¢ bir homyasidina banzamirdi. Har
zaman enerjililiyi, isgiizarhigi, hayata baxislari, inanclari va
forqli dayarlari ilo do haminin diqqgatini ¢akirdi. Cox prinsipial
idi va bu xasiyyati ona basqalar1 kimi yasamaga imkan
vermirdi. Boyiik istedadi oldugu ticiin mahz bu comiyyatin
dayarlarini gabul eda bilmir, uygunlasib hami kimi imkan
diislinca faydalanaraq yasamagi bacarmirdi. 9ksar
hamyasidlarindan daha ¢ox ugur qazanmis, taninmis televiziya
va goazetlarin mashur jurnalistina ¢evrilmis, simasi vo imzasi
coxlar1 ticiin ideal olmaga baslamisdi. Lakin 6lkesinda azad
sozln havasi titkandikca Sabina da bir jurnalist kimi
bogulmaga baslamis, miibarizasini ictimai va siyasi miistaviya
kec¢irmali olmusdu. Diiriistliiyli ve temiz adi, yaxsi nifuz
gazanmasi ona burda da ugur gatirirdi. Lakin 17 yasindan
inandi81 va getdikca formalasan dayarlarinin arxasinca
diisarak 6z soxsi hayatni va arzularini da unutmusdu, uzun illar
calissa da xaricda tahsil ala bilmamis, zaman imkan vermamis
va sonda bu istayindan da sl ¢gokmali olmusdu. Artiq 34
yasinda dovlate xayanat damgasi ils zindana atilanda malum
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olmusdu ki, onun 6z ila dasidig1 dayarlara comiyyatinda
talebat yox imis. Cox vaxt darman ac1 olur deyirlar... Azadliq
kalmasi bu ellars yad idi ve onun da azadligina sl qoymaga
cohd etdilar. Lakin ruhan azadligini heg kim ala bilmadi va bu
glin yeni adla yasadigi ki¢cik kandinda o sonsuz azadliginin
bayramini edirdi.

Fagat, azad oldugu qadar da har zaman ke¢misina bagh idi.
Ke¢misda itirilmis timidlari, dostlari azizlari var idi.
Mahkamada qizinin 3 il habs cezasina mahkum olundugunu
esidan anasinin iirayi dézmamis, infakt kecirmis, bir il sonra da
eyni sababdan atasi vafat etmisdi. Ailasinin yegana 6vladi idi
va artiq hayatinda heg bir yaxini qalmamis, gohum-aqrabasi da
tazyiqlardan ¢akinarak ondan iiz dondsrmisdi. Dostlarinin
coxu oxsar aqibati yasamis ve ya 6lkadan didargin salinmisdi.
Sabins artiq tenhaliga zindanda alismaga baslamis, ona yegana
dogma olan, har zaman gizladiyi galoam-kagiza mehr salmisdi.
Mahkumlugq illari ¢ox mahsuldar idi; 3 ils iki cilid kitab
yazmisdl, amma daha o 6z dogma dilinda yazmirdi va
yazdiglar1 da 6lkssinin insanlari tigtin deyildi. Tezlikls soyadini
dayisib Qoral edan Sabina Sabina Qora imzasi il ¢cap olunmaga
basladi. He¢ zaman aglina da galmazdi ki, yazdig1 asarlar
toxminan 10 il sonra 6lkasina ds ayaq acacaq ve bir zamanlar
onu dislayib, 6ziindan kasib atan comiyyatinda ¢ox
populyarlasacaq. Goriiniir, 6lkasinds insanlar bir zaman
Sabinanin carg¢isi oldugu dayarlara indi susamaga baslamisdu.
Olkasi hala da bulasdigi ¢irkablardan azad olmaga calissa da
Sabina ki¢ik kendinds 6zilinii har seydan uzaq tutmaga ¢alisir,
olkanin glindami ile maraqlanmirdi. O zamanlardan 13 il
kecmis, cox sey dayismisdi, amma aksar bolgalarda insanlar
hala da 20 il bundan 6nca oldugu kimi kasib yasayirdi. Bu kand
isa sanki artiq bu cemiyats maxsus deyildi, Sebinanin 6zii
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kimi...

Azadliq qoxan daha bir giin bels basa ¢atmis, Sebinanin
gozlarina limid, inama qarigsmis kedar gonmusdu. Dumanl
kecmisini bir daha veraqladikdan sonra o yena siqaret
kotlytlnii aci xatiralarinin izi kimi yas kiilgabida isladib
ke¢misi ila birga izini itirmayas calisirdi. Darhal da siqaret
kotiklarini gancliyindan adat etdiyi kimi gozdan-koniilden
uzaq yera atardi. Boytidiiyu sehards qadinlar artiq gizlinda
siqaret cokmaya ehtiyac gormasa ds oralardan xeyli uzaqda
s1gind1g1 ucqar kandda sigaret ¢akan qadina miinasaibat heg
doayismamisdi. O kotiiklari atmagi sevsa da ¢atinlikls alda
etdiyi sigaret qutusunu aziz xatiralari kimi qoruyur, gizlinda
saxlayirdi. Har yeni sigaret onun ti¢lin hala da 6ziint bir
parcasi hesab etdiyi comiyyati, onunla bagh yasantilari ils
yenidan gorisu idi. Bir ne¢a daqigalik yenidan dostlari-
diismanlari ils i¢c-i¢a, g6z-gbza olur, sanki onlarla s6hbat edir,
xayyallari tiistii-duman icinda dolasir ve yenidon garsilasdigi
kecmisinin tirayindaki acilarini séndiirarak, ruhunu onlardan
azad edirdi. Sigaret onun Ug¢iin ham yangisinin tiistiisi, ham
sarinliyinin dumani idi, baglihq ve azadliq kimi...

)

Smoke

In the evenings, in a ceremony of mist, she wet her ashtray so
that the ashes wouldn’t scatter like her memories that spread
everywhere, absorbed into the very air. She couldn’t break
herself of the cigarettes, though the smoke itself was even
dearer. She would take a long pull on the smoke, and once
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again take it into her heart like good and bad memories, like
friends and people who had been dear to her and whom she
had lost during those years—then she blew it out, as if setting
them free. She used to compare herself with the mists, the
smoke: She was always free, for a breath. The cigarettes she
smoked were heavy with nicotine, like the ones she had stolen
from her father in her youth. Though she hadn’t been able to
find the same cigarettes for many years in the country where
she now lived, she smoked a brand with a similar taste. With
these cigarettes, she would not betray the taste of her dear
youthful memories’. Her life was heavy like these cigarettes,
and very bitter and hard to endure.

Again evening came and a peaceful silence fell in the remote
mountain village with the harsh climate where she had taken
refuge for 10 years. Cigarette between her lips, sitting on the
veranda opposite to the garden, she began her nightly ritual.
Again memories attacked her, and mixing her grief with joy she
blanketed the night’s fresh air with her smoke. Everybody
knew her very well here, but there was no one who knew
where this woman of forty-seven had actually come from, or
who she was and why she lived there alone. Most of them
doubted that her somewhat foreign name oul be her real
name—and they were not mistaken. Sabina Qoral was her new
name. For the surname she replaced, she chose the name Qoral
(qor —ember, al - take) - she made this name from these two
words as she chain-smoked, lighting each new cigarette with
ember of the previous one, often as if she herself was taking
new life from it. In the life she had decided to begin anew, this
name had brought her signigficant success and fame. Of course,
it was true that nobody was aware of her fame here. This
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village’s inhabitants with their work hardened and horny
hands and her sunbaked and wrinkled forehead would never
guess that they lived in the very same village and travelled the
same muddy roads as the famous writer whose books were
famous all over the world. Her life here was an entirely
different story. She had managed to contain her great fame in
the plain life of an ordinary woman from a small village. Her
naeighbors had the opportunity to knock at her door at any
time of a day and to pour out their griefs to this writer, to be
for them the listener her thousands of readers would have
wanted. Sometimes a person is able to live in the same village
with a God.

Sabina was almost like this village’s doctor, teacher, and lawyer
- a person who could find the easiest way out in the most
difficult situations. However hard she tried to live an ordinary
village woman'’s life, her love for helping other people had not
yet died. Since she had first moved there, village looked very
different. It began to look more like a town with good roads,
lights, schools, and a hospital than it did a village. There were
already people who came to the village, with its very good
conditions, from surrounding settlements—even from the far
district cente—in order to go to its hospital, to school or to
work. Sabina herself was a kind of symbol of success for this
village. Everybody felt it, but nobody understood what the
magic was.

People doubted that those changes were connected with
Sabina; seeing the woman'’s very ordinary life they kept that
idea very far from their minds. Everybody believed only that
God had been very kind to them since she had come to this
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village. The peasants’ doubts weren’t unreasonable. Afterall,
these ordinary people couldn’t even imagine the royalties
Sabina received for books she wrote in foreign languages and
published with foreign printing houses. To remove thorns from
her heart, she spent almost all of this money on charity,
concealing her name. The portion of her royalties that still
remained—and it was not a very big portion—she spent
behind the scenes to make the conditions of life in this
mountain village, surrounded by natural beauty, better. Every
year an organization came to work on building schools, a
hospital, a child care center, a library, and a road through the
village. Business owners, seeing everything this town now had
to offer, from the beautiful waters to the excellent fruit, built a
new factory. People in the village now worked at construction
and small businesses, sold their harvests and generally made
their lives better. It had been nearly two years since Sabina had
spent any money on improving the village; the village now
provided itself with everything needed for life. And now it even
began to attract guests, changing into a place to which tourists
were thronging. It was true that Sabina didn’t like when she
saw a stranger, but the writer was delighted to give the village
a chance to begin a new life, like she had. It was something
new, to see on a peasant’s face an expression full of hope for
future. In her world God was a writer, too.

Sabina knew that this village would never become a big city,
that her fears for the future were unjustified. Indeed it would
be able to remain her country’s happiest village for a long time.
She had spent her own youth for her country, tied all her hopes
and wishes to the nation, but, like all her friends, her comrades
fraying from the hard road of struggle, she wasn’t able to make
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her country happy. All her friends who had fought for a
democratic, free society had either been banished from the
country, or rotted in its jails. Or, worn down by the struggle,
they had accepted their bitter fate and committed suicide in
the murky waters of their own abandoned hope. They had
sacrificed everything for their society, endured so many
adversities, lived unthinkable privations. But the society for
which they fought hadn’t been ready for this freedom; they
couldn’t slough off the habit of serfdom that had been absorbed
into their blood; they didn'’t let the tiny baby who had been
born with desire for freedom grow; and they crippled it, one
body part at a time, until at last they had strangled the child.
Sabina had been one part of this baby’s body; had been in the
forefront of the democratic wave that rose in the country,
engaged in social and political change.

Her real name was Sebine Eminbeyli. She herself was from the
country’s second biggest city, one with a long history. Due to
her talents and her efforts, she had become a well-known face.
What made her famous was her struggle. Because of her free
mind, she, just as her like-minded friends, had lived a hard life
at times. Despite being a woman, she had undergone even
physical torture, and finally, like most of her friends, had been
sent to prison. She lived a prisoner’s life for three years. To
keep a record of her ideals, she began to turn from journalism
to the craft of writing, becoming an author, there, between the
walls of the prison.

Sabina had been a tall, slim, blue-eyed, pretty girl with blond
hair that shone like the sun. Her seriousness, like her
tenderness, gave her another kind of beauty, for she wasn’t like
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others her age. She always attracted attention with her energy,
hard work, strong ideas, her differing beliefs and values. She
was very principled. This character of hers didn’t allow her live
like others. Because she had great talent she couldn’t accept
this society’s values; she couldn’t live a life of complicity just to
benefit from opportunity as did everybody else. She gained far
more success than others her age, becoming a famous
journalist on well known TV channels and in the newspapers.
Her face and her mark became an ideal to many. But as the air
for free words in her country was choked off, Sabina began to
suffocate as a journalist; she had to transfer her struggle onto
social and political spheres.

Her accuracy and her good name, and the good reputation she
had earned once again brought her success in her new work.
But—in chasing after values in which she had believed since
she was seventeen, and that had formed gradually, she forgot
her private life and desires. Though she had tried for many
years, she couldn’t secure an education abroad. There was just
no time. At last, she had to give up this wish, too. When she was
sent to prison at the age of thirty-four, accused of disloyaly to
the government, she realized that her society had no need for
her values. Often medicine is bitter, they say.

The word “freedom” was alien to those people and they tried to
take away her freedom, too. But nobody could take away her
spiritual freedom, and today, in her little village where she
lived with new name, she celebrated her endless freedom.

But she was tied to her past as much as she was free. In the
past there were her lost hopes, friends, people dear to her.

115



Buta Il: The Regions

Hearing that her daughter was to be sent to prison for three
years her mother’s heart couldn’t bear it; she died of a heart
attack. A year later her father died for the same reason. The
only child in her family, there remained nobody close to her.
Her existing relatives, afraid of gorvenment pressure, turned
against her. Most of her friends lived a like fate or were exiled
from the country. Sabina began to get used to loneliness in
prison. She became bound to only her own things - the paper
and pen that she always hid. Her years of imprisonment were
very productive: she wrote two books in three years. But she
didn’t write in her native language anymore and her writings
were not for the people of her own country. Sebine, who soon
changed her surname to Qoral, began to be published under
the name Sabina Qoral. She could never have imagined that
after about a decade, the literary works she had written would
come to be distrubuted even in her own country and would
become popular in the very society that once had cut her from
itself, excluding her. It seemed to her now that the people of
her country had began to be thirsty for the values that Sabina
had once called for.

Though her country still struggled for freedom, to cleanse itself
of the slop that had soiled it, Sabina kept herself away from
everything political in her little village; she was no longer
interested in agenda of her country. Thirteen years had passed
from that time long ago, and although many things had
changed, in most regions people still lived lives just as poor as
they had twenty years ago. But this particular village seemed
not to belong to this society any more, like Sabina herself.
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Yet another day smelling of freedom had ended in this same
way. Hope and grief mixed with trust waited, stranded in
Sabina’s eyes. Turning over the pages of her foggy past she
stubbed out the cigarette together with the traces of her bitter
memories in wet ash tray, and quickly tossed the butts
somewhere out of view, as she used to do in her youth.
Although, in the city where she had grown up, women didn’t
need to smoke secretly, far in the far-distant village where she
had taken refuge, attitudes towards women who smoked
hadn’t changed at all. Though she would have liked to sift
through the cigarette butts, instead she saved the cigarette
packets that she found with difficulty, dear memories, kept in a
cache. Every new cigarette was a meeting with the society with
which she was still considered to be a part, to which her living
was still connected. For several minutes, smoking, she was
tete-a-tete, face-to face with her friends, her enemies as if she
spoke to them. Her dreams wandered in the smoke and mist
and, suppressing the past bitterness in her heart, she met them
again—and relived her spirit of their presence. The cigarette
was both—it was the smoke of her fire and the mist of her
coolness, both her loyalty and her freedom.

*
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Moanim adim

Manim adim Tahminadir. Atamin aglina bu ad1 qoymaq hardan
galib, he¢ bilmirom. Amma usaqliqda eyni adda yasidlarimin
olmamasi mani teasiiflondirirdi, els bilirdim ki, mani da qonsu
qizlar kimi Leyla, Lala adlandirsaydilar, man ds hayatds,
moaktabda populyar olardim, daha bu gadar fagir ve utancaq
olmazidim. Birinci sinfa gedands miisllimam anama demisdi
ki, bu niya bu gadar sakit usaqdi, nadi, onu evda doytrsiiz?
Anam isa deyirdi ki, atas1 onu o qadar azizlayir ki, lap “qogu
9sgoarin kecisi” kimi. Atam mani els bels da adlandirirdi, “Qogu
asgarin kegisi”. Diizdii mana yetginlik yasina kimi ariq, sisqa
qi1z oldugum {i¢iin keg¢i da deyirdilar, amma man yetgin qiz
olandan sonra 6ziimii amalli bash Qogu asgarin kecisi kimi
aparmaga basladim.

Usaqligimin sakitliyinin avazini ne¢a qat ¢ixmisam artiq, anam
da maatal qalib mana. Ata da arkasdyiin ogul balasinin déniib
siltaq qi1z olmasina ¢atin alisdi. Amma boytidiikdan sonra
ondan bels bir ad1 niys mana verdiyini sorusanda demisdi ki,
Firdofsinin Sahnamasinda bir mashur igid pahlavan Riistomin
sevgilisi olan sah qizinin ad1 Tehmina idi. Bu adla da ilk dafa
burada rastlasib, bu asar kimi, onun nacib obrazindan da
xoslanib. Cox gozal va agilli bir gadin olan Tohmina ham da
taxtin varisi sahzads Z6hrabin anasi olur. Bu sebabdan da atam
deyirdi ki, gdzal Tehmina sah qiz1 ve sah anasi idi. Qi1z olmaq
xosuma galmasa da, atamin bu hekayasi xeyli xosuma galmisdi.
Amma boyiidiikca manim adimin yanina nadansa Zauru da
qosurdular. Manim usaqliq yaslarimda bir film ¢ox
populyarlasmisdi - “Tehmina”. Zaur burada bas gehraman
Tohminanin vafasiz sevgilisi idi. Indiyacon monim adimi ilk
esidib, tanis olanlar, sorusur bas Zaur hani?
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Bir neca il 6nca yeni bir filmin premyerasinda idim, bas
gehraman bu Zaurun rolunu oynayan Faxraddin Manafov idi.
Ondan miisahiba almaga hazirlasirdig. Birdan tanislardan biri
moani Tohmina deys harayladi. Bu zaman bizim mashur Zaur
“Toehmina? Tohmina?” deya taacliblii sual eladi. Man dedim ki,
bali, Tehmina. O isa eyni tonda “ola bilmaz, ola bilmaz”-deya
tokrar toaciibiinii ifads etdi. Man adimla adi1 qosa ¢akilon bu
uydurma masuq Zaurdan bezsam da, goriiniir, o ilk dafa idi ki,
hayatda real Tohmina ilo garsilasirdi. Mana o maragsiz idi,
amma bizim mashur Zaur Toehminani goriib xeyh
hayacanlanmigdi...

Man isa adimin yeni manasini tapmaga ¢alisirdim, minlarin
icinda tok, tok mina, yoni das-qas. Indi menden Zauru
sorusanda manim Zaura ehtiyacim yoxdu, tak da biitdvem deya
zarafat ediram.

)

My name

My name is Tahmina. Why my dad chose that name, [ don’t
know. But in childhood I was upset as there were not any
children of my age with this name. I thought that if [ were
named Leyla or Lala, like neighbour girls, I would be popular in
the yard and at the school—I wouldn’t be so meek and shy.
When I was at first very serious and quiet at school my teacher
asked my mom why [ was so silent and whether they bit me at
home. But my mother only replied that my father pampered
me so much, it was just like “chieftain Asgar’s goat.” My father
named me just like that “chieftain Asgar’s goat.” In fact [ was
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called “goat” till I was adult as I was skinny, puny, but when I
became an adult I began to really behave like “chieftain Asgar’s
goat”. Even my mother was astonished at how | compensated
for the silence of my childhood. It was hard for my father to get
used to the idea that his pampered boy had changed into a
capricious girl, too.

When I became adult and asked him why he gave me this
name, he answered that Tahmina was the name of princess -
paramour of famous hero Rustam from “Shahnama” by
Firdovsi. From the first time he met the woman by this name
in the poem, he liked her nobel character as much as the poem.
Tahmina—a very beautiful and witty woman—was also the
mother of prince Zohrab, heir to the throne. So my father said
that beautifull Tahmina was both king’s daughter and king’s
mother. Though I didn’t like being a girl, I liked this story of my
father’s very much.

But as [ became older, for some reason or other, the name Zaur
began to be attached my name. When I was a child one film
became very popular, “Tahmina.” Zaur was a leading character
- Tahmina’s unfaithfull lover in this film. Even now, when
people who are getting acquainted with me hear my name for
the first time, they ask me, where is Zaur?

Several years ago | was at the premieére of a new film.
Faxraddin Manafov, who played the part of Zaur, was the
leading character. We were going to interview him. Suddenly
someone called me by name. Immediately the famous Zaur
asked in surprise “Tahmina? Tahmina?” I answered, yes,
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Tahmina. And he in the same tone repeatedly expressed his
surprise: “Incredible. Incredible.”

Though [ was fed up with this imaginary lover Zaur, whose
name was always joined to mine, he seemed to be meeting real
Tahmina for the first time in his life. It was not particularly
interesting for me, but our famous Zaur was very excited by
Tahmina.

Still, I had been trying to find new meaning for my name, the
one among the millons, the only jewel. Now when I am asked of
Zaur, I joke, saying, “I don’t need Zaur. I am whole, even if
alone.”

Tiirkan Qomborova

Turkan Qamboarova 1988-ci ildo Gancads anadan olub.
2011-ci ilda Baki Doviat Universitetinin jurnalistika
fakultasini bitirib. Hazirda isa homin ixtisas Uzro magistr
daracasi alir. Goncada faaliyyat gOstaran Kapaz
televiziyasinda miixbir iglayir. Odabiyyata maragi maktab
illarindan baslayib. Odabi nimunalari vaxtasirt matbuat
orqanlarinda va internet saytlarinda darc olunur.

Turkan Qambarova
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Turkan Qambarova was born in 1988 in Ganja. A
graduate from the journalism faculty of Baku State
University, she is working toward a master’s degree, also
in journalism and is currently a correspondent for Kapaz
TV. From childhood, she has been interested in
literature. Her writing has appeared in a variety of print
and web publications.

Deya bilmiram

Yazmisam serlor, yeno yaziram,
Sohvlorim olanda poza bilmirom.
Esqi, mohabbati hor an aniram
Yalang1 diinyadan deya bilmiram.

Xoyanatlor goriib qorxub gagmigam,
Yalanlar esidib bork aglamigam,

Ol ac¢ib tanriya ¢ox yalvarmisam,
Vofasiz insanlardan deys bilmiram.

Cox sifatlor gordiim algaqliq edon
Kimsanin galbini muma déndaran,
Nalayiq s6zlorlo foxr eyloyan
Kobud traklordan deys bilmiram.

Ovladlar gérmiisom Uzi donuklu,
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Dosta yalan satan izl bilovli,
[lantok qrvrilib ézii siiriiklii,
Tulkd cilidlordan deyas bilmiram.

Deyirlor insani1 tanr1 yaratmis,
Yaradan haqqin1 sor tapdalamus,
Yerdoki moxluglar artiq kim olmus,
Urayi daslardan deys bilmiram.

Y azdim mahobbatdan, asl sevgidan,
Sevginin abadi sadagatindan,

Inana bilmirom man bu gobildan
Xoyanatkarlardan niys deys bilmirom?
Yarmi unudub tozo yar tapan

Sevgidan mohrumlari deya bilmiram.

o
| Can’t Tell

I have written poems, still | write—

| cannot erase these mistakes | make.

Each moment, | recall love and tenderness;
I cannot speak of the world of deception.

From betrayals | witnessed, | ran scared.
Hearing lies, I cried bitterly,

Hands wide, | have pleaded with God:

I cannot speak of the unfaithful.
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I have seen so many wicked faces,
Roughened souls, so proud of indecent words
That turn one’s heart to wax—

I will not speak of them.

I have seen inconstant children,

Faces like whetstones, who lie to a friend
And glide away, serpentine.

I cannot speak of those in foxes clothes.

They say people were created by God,;
A righteous creation, trampled by evil;
Who are these creatures peopling the earth?
I cannot speak of them—the hearts of stone.

| wrote of true love, eternal and faithful.

I don’t know why; | can’t speak of these traitors,
of those who forgot their lovers, just to find others.
I can’t speak of those left behind, emptied of love.

*
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Turkan

(Seminar zamani miiallimin tapsirigi asasinda adimdaki
harflor asasinda yazilmis seir)

Turk tarixi gohromanliq dastani,
Umid-Vaton ciragidir deyiblor
Rovsonn siriib Canlibelds Qrrati
Kisilari Voatontgiin 6lubdu

Ana olub torpagin ozol adi
Nadanlar1 yer tiziindon siliblor

d

TURKAN
(This is an acrostic poem. The first letter of each line read
vertically, names the subject of the poem, in this case, the author.)

Turk—Turkish history is a heroic saga

Umid—Hope is the light of Motherland’s light, they say

Rovsann—Rovshen rode Qirat in Chenlibel*

Kisilori—Men died for motherland

Ana—Mother was the land’s first name.

Nadanlari—Those who are ignorant are wiped from the face of
the earth.

* In the the Turkic folk legend Koroglu (also an opera by 20th
century composer Uzeyir Hajibeyov), Rovshen is a hero and Qirat
the remarkable horse he rides to attack Chenlibel, the fortrees of a
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repressive Khan who holds Rovshan’s love, Nigar, captive. Nigar
is, herself, a strong-willed heroine who speaks up against the
Khan, and whose actions against the unjust ruler enable her love,
Rovshan to gain victory.

*

Qatil gardas

Hekayamin osas gohromanmnin 11 yasi var, 5-ci sinifi
bitirmok (zradir. Amma artiq o goalocokds kim olacagini
goti beyninds gorarlasdirmisdi. Rasmlori ¢ox sevirdi.
Demok olar ki, vaxt tapdiqca rasmlor cokordi, forqi
yoxdur, ya tobist sokli olsun, yaxud da otrafinda olan
yaxm insanlarm  rosmlori  olsun.  Oziinagilivenen
yeniyetmonin osas hoadofi bacarigli ressam olmag,
diinyasohrotli osorlor ortaya c¢ixartmaq idi. Hotta 0
moktobdo xlsusi logoblo do cagirilirdi. “Rossam Tag1”,
ya da sadoca Tag1. Hiss etdirmasa do onu bels sasloyands
xoslayirdi. Adi Tagi deyildi. Soyadi Tagiyev oldugu liglin
vo adi o godor do yadda galan olmadigi iiglin onu belo
cagirirdilar.

Mizoffor Tagiyev — digar homyasidlarindan ¢ox forgli
idi. SOziibiitov, fikri aydin, mord va s. Bu siyahini
uzatmaqg da olar. Hotta 6zlindon dord yas bdyiik olan
qardasindan ¢ox diisiincali idi. Valideynlorinin orkdyln
boyltdiiylti boyiik qardasa lazim golondo Tagi agilli
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maslohatlor verirdi. Valideynlorindan xabarsiz etdiyi bazi
nadincliklordan iss o, qardasini uzaqlasdirmaga calisirdi.
Valideynlori Tagmin rasm sanatino olan bu havasini vo
geyri-adi bacarigini goriib sevinirdilor va bu igdo ona hor
zaman doastok olurdular. O ise darsdon sonra haftanin g
giinli usaq incasonat moktobina gedir vo rasmin sirrlaring
elmi cohatdon daha dagiglikls balad olurdu. Onun rassam
olmasi arzusu iso hor zaman fikrindoydi. Fantaziyasi
oldugca maragli idi, bunu onun sokillorina baxarkan
aydinca hiss etmok olur.

Incosonot moktobi ilo evlorinin arasindaki  mosafa
toxminon 25 dogigalik yol idi. Tagi bu yolu piyada
getmayi ¢ox sevardi, ham da tok. Biitiin yolu iss hey yeni
ideyalar diistinordi. Bir gin yens mosgalodon gayidirdi.
Cox dohsatli hadisaylo garsilasdi. Qoaza bas vermisdi, bir
nofari yolda avtomobil vurub toxminon 5-10 metr uzaga
atmigdi. Avtomobildoki slrici iso kiligads insanlarin
olmamasmi goriib qagmaga mivoffoq olmusdu.
Hadisonin yegans sahidi iso Tagi idi.

Bir ne¢a dogigadon sonra goza bas veran yera polislor vo
tocili tibbi yardim galdi. Tacili tibbi yardimin golmasine
baxmayaraq olan olmusdu. Bir ne¢co metr uzaga atilan
yasli kisi elo homin andaca diinyasini doyismisdi. Amma
yeniyetmo rossam hadisado giinahkarin  avtomobil
stirlictisii oldugunu goérmiisdii. Amma polislori inandira
bilmomisdi. Ona “usaqdir, goriib qorxub bilmir ns
danisir” dedilor.
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Oslinde Tagi cox sarsilmisdi, amma 0Ozunu toplaya
bilmisdi. Yash kisini iso vurub gacan sirtcind har kas
cox yaxs1 taniyirdi. Rayonun zongin insanlarindan birinin
oglu idi. Polislor iss onu elo hadisodon bir nego
dogigodon sonra tapdilar, amma kim oldugunu bilondan
sonra hadisods O6lmiis piyadani giinahkar bilorak, guya
“yagil isiqda Oziini masinin altina atib” deyorok
avtomobil sdruclsine haqq qazandirtb ona azadliq
vermisdilor. Hadisanin naticalorinin tofsilatini isa 0
valideynlarindan dyronmisdi.

Bu hadisadon sarsilan va g0ziniin 6nindan he¢ getmayan
yaslt kisinin faciovi 6liimii Taginin fikirlorini tamam alt-
ust etdi. GOrduyd bu cinaystin belo sakitco hall
edilmasina d6za bilmirdi. Bu hadisa hatta onun galocok
hoyatina da tasir etdi. Neco? O moaktobi bitirondan sonra
hiquq fakultesine daxil olmaga qarar verdi va heg bir sey
onu bu fikirden yayindira bilmadi. Yena ¢okirdi resmlori,
amma hobbi kimi.

Illor Otlr, 0 magsading gatir. Artiq universiteti do bitirib
Vo 0 rayon polis idarasinda iso baslayir. Halo universitet
illarinds praktika kegarkon onun bu sahads ¢ox
potensialli oldugu deyilirdi. Hadisolora obyektiv
yanasaraq, diizgiin qiymat vermayi do bacarird. Iso
basladig1 bir ne¢o ay olardi ki, artiq kifayat godar islora
baxirdi. Onun asas magsadi cinayatlori agmag, ganunu
pozanlara coza vermak idi.

128



Buta Il: The Regions

Bir il olardi ki, islayirdi, cox mivafaqqiyatli gedirdi
islori. Amma Miizaffar hobbisina do sadiq qalmisdi. Indi
awvalki illards oldugu godar bos vaxtlari olmasa da yena
sokillar gokirdi. Indi daha monali, maraqli.

Hoftonin climo guint idi. Idarays malumat goldi ki,
rayonda bir cinayat hadisasi bas verib. Hadisada 6lon
olub. Toxminan 25-26 yasi1 olan bir goncin kiirok
hissasina - Urayinin Ustiindan bir bigaq zarbasi vurulub.
Aldig1 xoasaratdon isa ¢ox gan itiron oglan diinyasini
doyisib. Meyit rayondan bir az aralida olan xarabaliqda
tapilib. Goriiniir, oglanin meyitini ora sonradan gatirib
atmisdilar.

Bas veran bu hadisadan ¢ox tasirlonon Tag1 cinayatin
izina diismoaya baslayir. Cox axtariglar aparilir. Stibhali
bilinan har yera baxilir, sahidlar dindirilir. Cinayatin
ustiind agmag iso miiskiilo gevrilir. Tag1 har vasitoylo
mugassiri axtarir. Belo cinayatlarin galocokda do bas
vermomoasi tigiin ¢ox ¢abalayir. Hor giin axsam eva gedir,
valideynlori ilo, boylik qardastyla sdhbot edir, hotta
evdokilar do bilirlar ki, o ciddi-cohdls iso girisib.
Rayonda har kasi toacclblondiran vo belo desak
gorxudan bu hadisanin kim tarafindan toradildiyini
bilmok istayirdi hor kas. “ Qatil layigli cozasini
almalidir” fikri onu geco-giindiiz rahat buraxmirdi.
Hadisadon 7 ay kegmisdi, amma hala ki bir natico yox
idi.
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Bir giin axsam torofi axtarisdan qayidan Miizoffor ¢ox
fikirli idi, rongi do qagmis, he¢ 6ziinda deyildi. 7 ay
qabaq bas vermis hadisanin sonodlorinin hamisini bir
yero toplayaraq siyirmasinoe qoyur va siyirmonin agzint
acarla baglayib, acar1 da cibina qoyaraq isdon ¢ixir. Evo
girmayiylo-¢ixmagi bir anda bas verdi. Getdi diiz hamin
hadisonin bas verdiyi xarabaliga. Sohari giin iso golmadi.
Axsama qoadar ondan xabor ¢ixmadi. Evlarindan
sorusdular, evds do olmamisdi. Ondan bir neg¢a giin xabar
¢ixmadi. Artiq hor Kos narahat olmaga baslamisdi.

Diiz U¢ glindon sonra onun xarabaliqda 6ziinii asmis
vaziyyatdos tapdilar. Hadisadon soka diison insanlar heg
no basa diismoadilor.

Qardasi isa halos i¢ giin bundan 6z yastiginin altindan bu
maktubu tapib oxumusdu:

“Oziz qardagim man Sani ¢ox sevirom. Amma polis
oldum ki, insanlarin hiiquqlarin1 miidafis edim,
cinayatlorin qarsisini alim. Qatillars layiq olduqglari
Cozalar1 verim. Amma ¢ox taassiif ki, qardasimin qatil
oldugunu elan etmayi bacarmadim. “

We make our own “Handles” (or, Names)

The hero of this story is an eleven-year-old boy. He was
only nearing the end of fifth grade, yet he had already decided for
himself what he wanted to be. He loved painting. In any spare time
he had, he painted. And he painted anything—people, the natural

130



Buta Il: The Regions

world. This self-confident teenager aimed to be a talented painter,
to create artworks that would be famous all over the world. They
even had a special nickname for him in school: “Artist Taghi” or
simply Taghi. His name wasn’t actually Taghi but he didn’t say
anything; he liked to be called this. His given name wasn’t very
memorable and since his surname was Taghiyev, he was happy
being called so.

Muzeffer Taghiyev differed in many ways from other
children his age. He always kept his word, his thoughts were clear,
and he was brave. The list could go on. He was even cleverer than
his brother, who was four years older. When needed, Taghi gave
helpful advice to his elder brother, who, as the eldest boy, had been
quite spoiled by their parents. Taghi tried to keep his brother out of
all the trouble he got into—unbeknownst his parents.

His parents were pleased to see Taghi’s unusual skill and
enthusiasm in the arts. They supported his goals. Three days a
week, after regular classes were over, he attended an art school,
where he studied the secret and precise science of art. His desire to
become a painter never left his thoughts. The depth of his
imagination was evident from his paintings.

The walk between Taghi’s house and art school took him
twenty-five minutes. Taghi loved to walk this road, specially alone.
He used the time along the way to think of new ideas. One day, as
he was returning from school, he was witness to a terrible accident.
A car hit a pedestrian and threw him five or ten metres. Not
noticing anyone nearby, the driver in the car simply left. The only
one to see the accident was Taghi.

After several minutes police and ambulance arrived.
Despite the timely arrival of help, what happened had happened—
it was too late. The old man, thrown quite a distance, had died
immediately. The teenaged artist had recognized the driver that
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was guilty of the accident. But the police wouldn’t listen. They
said, “He is just a child. He saw the accident and is frightened out
of his wits. He doesn’t know what he is saying.”

Of course, Taghi was quite shaken, and yet he had gathered
himself together to tell the police what he knew. The driver who
had killed the old man and escaped was well-known in the town,
the son of a wealthy family in the region. Indeed, Police
confronted this man just few minutes after the accident but when
they found out who he was, they blamed pedestrian for the matter,
making it sound as if the old man “had thrown himself under the
car when there was green light.” This put the driver in the right;
they gave him his liberty.

When Taghi later learned these details of the accident’s
outcome from his parents, he was even more deeply disturbed. He
couldn’t get the picture of the accident and the old man’s death out
of his head. He couldn’t bear this silencing of what he knew he had
witnessed, of the truth. It was something that stayed with him
always, affecting even the boy’s future. How? After leaving high
school, he decided to study law. Nothing could divert him from his
new purpose. He continued to paint—but only as a hobby.

The years passed, and Muzaffar achieved his goal. After
graduating from the law faculty of the university, he began work as
a police officer in a regional police district. During his years at
university, in his training practicum, he was said by everyone to
have great potential in the field. He always could aproach events
objectively and evaluate them with precision. After just a few
months on on the job, he had already studied and solved a great
many cases. His primary goal now was to uncover crimes—and to
punish the transgressors.

In this way, he worked very succesfully for one year. Yet
Muzaffar also remained faithful to his hobby. Though he hadn’t as
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much spare time as before, he continued to paint—and now, he
created pieces exhibiting even greater expression and depth.

It happened on a Friday. The police station was informed
that a crime that occured in the area—and someone had died. A
young man, around twenty-five or twenty-six years old was
stabbed in his upper chest, just over his heart. Losing a great deal
of blood, he had passed out of this world. The body was found in a
slum on the outskirts of the regional center. The young man’s body
seemed to have been moved after his death and just dumped.

Deeply affected by the murder, Muzaffar began to trace the
crime, investigating thoroughly. All the usual suspicious places
were examined and many people were questioned. But uncovering
the details of this crime proved challenging. Muzaffar searched for
the guilty party in every way possible—and worked hard to
prevent any more such crimes. Every evening he went home and
continued to discuss the case with his parents and elder brother;
even his family could see how deeply he had immersed himself in
this work. Throughout the community, everyone wanted the anwer
to who had been responsible for a crime that had so shocked and
fightened people. Morning and night, the incessant thought that “a
murderer should have the punishment that he deserves” gave
Muzaffar no rest.

Seven months passed and yet the crime had still not been
solved. Late one evening, after yet another long day of
investigation, Muzaffar appeared pensive, deep in his own
thoughts. His usual color had deserted him and he didn’t seem
himself. As he left the station, he gathered together seven months
worth of documents from his investigation of the murder, put the
pile of materials into his file cabinet and locked it. He pocketed the
key. Upon arriving home, he left again almost immediately,
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headng straight to the slum where the crime had happened. The
next day, he didn’t come to the work. By evening, there was still
no news about Muzaffar’s whereabouts. His colleagues checked
with his family—but he wasn’t at home. For several days, there
was no news at all. Everyone had begun to worry.

Three days later, he was found. He had hung himself in the
slum. Everyone was shocked. It just didn’t make sense.

But—three days before, his older brother had found a note
under Muzaffar’s pillow. It had read, “My dear brother, | love you
very much. But | became a police officer to protect people’s rights,
to prevent crimes. To give murderers the punishments they
deserve. To my grief, I could not reveal that my own brother is a
killer.”
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Ulkar Mehdiyeva

Mehdiyeva Ulkar Nemot gizi 1994-cii ilda Xagmaz
saharinda anadan olub. 2011-ci ildo Z.Oliyeva adina 8
ndmrali maktab-liseyi bitirib va qabul imtahanlarinda
618 bal toplayaraq Azarbaycan Dillor Universitetinin
torcumo (ingilis) fakultasina daxil olub.

Badii adabiyyat: cox sevir, bos vaxtlarinda badii torcimo
ilo masgul olur. Falsafi va psixoloji movzularda
hekayalar, romantik va realist iislubda seirlaor yazir.

Ulkar Mehdiyeva

Mehdiyeva Ulkar Nemat was born in 1994 in Xachmaz.
After leaving Xachmaz Z. Aliyeva school-lyceum A2 8, in
2011 she enrolled in the Azerbaijan University of
Languages with a score of 618 on her exams. Now a
university student, she enjoys reading fiction and spends
her spare time with reading and writing literature and
translating the works of others. Usually, she writes
philosophic and psychologic stories and articles, but she
also has worked on poems in romantic and realistic
styles.
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Insanhigim

Hlzur yox, yuxu yox, gecalor diisiincalorimoa ¢okir kesik
Bas tikana doyir, yastiga yox, beynim fikirlorlo dolik-
desik,

Barkiyir ruhlar, galblar, barkiyir torpaglar, barkima
varligim,

Olir tmidlor, xayallar, 6ltr insanlar, 6lmo insanligim...

Sathdokilar gatacaq zirvays, ol uzadag quyuda galanlara,
Qoabul etmirik, doziruk, 0yrasirik, sonda doniiriik
yalanlara,

Anlamiram...

Insanlara giivonmirom, inanma safligim,

Tok yolunda son dayagimsan, 6lmos insanligim...

osir komoaksiz ollor, ganayir paramparca dodaglar,
Niyyatlar, hiylalor gulur,

qan aglayir tapdalanmis vicdanlar,

Danisir dostlar, danisir comiyyat, susub,danismir
azadligim,

Yalnizliga yalniz dostsan, 6lma insanligim...

Savaglar ... Oyuncaglar ¢asqin, aglayir carosiz usaqlar,
Xeyir, sor ortada, yaxsi, hardadir yerds galanlar?
Yagislar....Aglayir tobiat, goylor, gizlonir halo
qaranligim,
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Quruyub gozlords yas, 6lma insanligim...

Dozir pargalanan goalblor, dozir gozlords kadarlar,
Dozir algalan, hiiquglar, dozir sdzlords Gmidlar,

Doziir varhq, yoxluq, doziir diinya, d6zmoz cavanligim,
Ganc yolunda ilk addimimsan, 6lma insanligim...

0
My Humanity

There’s no peace, no slumber. The nights guard my thoughts.

My head rests on thorns, not pillows, my brain torn and punctured
by thought.

Spirits, hearts grow solid, the land hardens, don’t harden my
being—

Hopes, dreams die, people die; don’t die, my humanity.

Those at ground level will achieve the summit; won’t you give a
hand to those in the well?

We resist, suffer, then become accustomed; finally, we turn to lies.

I don’t understand—I can’t count on people; don’t believe in my
own purity.

You are my last support on a lonely road; don’t die, my humanity.

Helpless hands tremble, cracked lips burn,

Intentions, tricks smile—a trampled conscience cries bitterly,

Friends speak, society speaks—silenced, my own freedom doesn’t
speak.

You are the only friend to loneliness; don’t die, my humanity.
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Battles, toys muddled; desperate children cry,

Good and evil stand in the middle—well, where are the others?
Rain. The natural world, the skies cry—my darkness hides,
Tears have dried in the eyes; don’t die, my humanity.

Shattered hearts endure, grief borne in the eyes,

Humiliated, rights endure, hope upheld in words,

Endurance comes and goes—the world endures—my youth cannot,
You are the first step on my young road; stay, my humanity.
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Sentyabr...

Kegon bahar, yalanci bahar...Balks do qis...Zaman belo
aldadiciydi. Martin soyuq kiilayi onun stimuklarina
isloyirdi. Ozl belo necs yeridiyini bilmirdi. Giinas onun
soyuqgdan donan gozlorini bir az da yasardirdi. Giinas...
O da yalangiydi... Niya g0storirdi ki 6z yalan siiallarini?!
Artiq na isidir, na do oahval -ruhiyyani galdirirdi. Genis,
yad, tozlu kiigalordo avtomobillarin slratli siitiimayi, toz,
sas -kiy, har sey yad, incidici, asobpozucu...

Nohayat, avtobusu gordii. Sanki dogma insanini gormiis
kimi, icinda ac1 qarisiq sevine qigileimi... Olinds agir
yik olsa da, 6ziinl o dogigo avtobusa atd1...Hor halda, o
vaziyyatds alina kegani ¢gamadana yigmisdi. Kim bilir na
gadar qalacaqdi. Bir hafta, bir ay, bir il... Son i¢-dord
saatda no yasanilmigdi ,bilmirdi. Beyin keyimis, gozlordos
donugq ifads, Urokds iso kaskin aci... Yeni yasanmis
Kimi...Qozab, balko siddotli agr1, balka do sarsilma
sababi ilo heg na hiss etmirdi. Cox giiman ki, acis1 sonra
bilinacakdi... O hiss var ki, insan elo glicdan diisiir ki, heg
na ilo qarsilasa bilmayacayi doracadi... O dogige
uzaqlasmagq istayir... Langimoadan, balks do sonradan
pesiman olur bu zaifliyino, amma...

Avtobus nays isa ilisdi garak ki , gafildan o diksindi.
Qurx bes-alli dogigoe olardi yoaqin ki , 0 yol gedirdi. Balka
da ¢ox. Bilmirdi... Bu vaxt arzinds heg¢ na diistinmamisdi.
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Yada, o elo diislintirdii. Elo sort idi, elo
donmus...Aglaya bilmirdi ki, nofos alsin. Indi tok istayi
rahatlasmagq idi. Ani do olsa...Nainki unutmagq...Otrafa
baxdi, monasiz donuq nazarlorla. Uziind allarine alds,
honkirdl. He¢ kima baxmadan indi ancaqg bu dshsatli
sixilmadan qurtuldu, amma o anda onu olanlar incitmayo
basladi, sonsuz yaralarin iistii aciq izlori...QUrurunu
basimi dik tutaraq olsa bels galdirmagq isteyi...Hamiya
tanigdir yoqin.

Catdi...Sohar konari lap soyuq idi...Uzagdan goriinan
Kicik eva torof — babasi 6london sonra burada he¢ kim
yasamamisdi - addimladi. Sakitlik, sonsuzlug.
Qoriblik...Manzara... Hoar sey onu bir anliga 6ziindoan
alib gotiirsa do, heg nays baxmadan 6zlnu evas saldi.
Agrikasici i¢di, bas agrisini az da olsa kassin deyo.
Sobani bels yandirmadan yataga uzandi. Yeno agladi vo
yorularaq yuxuya getdi. Yartyuxulu, yar1 ayiq, geco
birtohar kecdi.

Sohor saat 6.00... Yata bilmirdi. Bagin1 qoydugu an
hiicum edirdi sanki agrilar. Diinan 6nomsomadiyi glinasin
is1gin1 gorar- gormoz bayira tolosdi. Poncarays yaxinlasib
siisadon baxdi. K6hno, tozlu pancaradan su damlalari
axirdi...Diigon glinas siias1 parildasa da daha yorgun,
azgin, sust abu-hava qatirdi. K6hno taxta qapinin ciriltisi
otrafin sakitliyindo oks -Soda verdi. Bayira ¢ixdi...
Durdu... Darin bir nafas... Saharin soyuq ayazi
ciyarlarina isladi... Soyuq torpagin, sehli, yeni ciicormis
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otlarin stii ilo yerimaya basladi. Yeni gozmayas baslayan
korpa kimi... Sonra, qagmaga basladi... Bu bir nov
sagalma tisulu ola garak...Tez unudurdu. Xasiyyatini
bilirdi. Toki gérmosin bir muddat. Sonra onsuz da
monasini itirirdi. Saglar1 soyuq kiilokds dalgalanir... Hor
halda bu da yaxs1 tosir edirdi.

Va har giin eyni...Amma o sevmaya baslamisdi...Har
gun otrafinda yeni- yeni seylor kosf edirdi. Manzara,
yasilliq, tamiz hava... Hoar seydon hozz alird:... Ailasi
bilmirdi universiteto getmoadiyini. Ovval 6zl do
getmoyacakdi, amma sonra beyninda gorar
formalasmaga baslad1. Urayi istadi yeni ruhla, yeni enerji
ile getmoyi. I¢indaki kin tam yox olurdu. Har seydan
tosirlonib intigam almagq istayanlor va sadaca istayanlor,
get —gedo alcalanlar kimi deyildi. Incitmirdi heg na... Bu
da anlamadiqlarinin unudulma gdéstaricisiydi, vo ya Uzari
gapanma... Ozii do anlayirdi va hotta bazon gllimsayirdi
da. Oz —6zlins...Yenidon dogulmusdu sanki, amma
sizildayan tocriiba ils... ©slinds onu bu hala salan sayilasi
Vo ya deyilasi heg bir sabab yox idi...Danisilast...

Amma har sey o qadar garmagqarisig... Sadaca Ust-lista
galmok...Bu ya boxtdi, ya da pis nayin isa yaratdigi
ohval-ruhiyyas ki, iralidokilara sobsb olurdu....Ya da
taledi... Bilmirdi...Bunu ailssinin yanina qayidanda
anlamisdi.
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“No olmusdu?” sualina cavab vera bilmirdi... Cavab yox
idi sanki...Hec naa... Na he¢ na? Bu xirda halgali
ugursuzluq, badbaxtlik, pis shval- ruhiyyalik zoncirini
s0zlo ifado edo bilmirdi... Tez qayitmisdi... Demoali elo
do zoif deyilmis... Bununla foxr do edirdi...Amma o yens
do kbhno sosial hayatina donmadi... Universitet,
dostlar...Yeni insanlarla tanis oldu, yeni yerloro getdi.
Son demos onun Kigik, aziyyatli sandigi diinyasindan
konarda da hoyat varmis. Yeni qizlarla alage qurdu.
Sanki ¢oxdan darixdigi ¢ox vaxt siini belo olsa istiganl
qiz hoyatina geri dondii.

Artiq yena do ¢antasina daragini, glizgsiinii qoyub
getmays basladi. Ozii do bunu hiss edib arada sevinirdi
da. Na do olsa galbi usaq idi. Kéhna he¢ nayi istamirdi -
yaxst , pis fargi yoxdu.

Yay1 da kegirdi. Cox yaxin oldugu biri olmasa da, ¢evrasi
ayloncali idi. ©n azindan o belo sanirdi. Axi hor sey
nisbidir. Urayi istayarok hazirlasib darss getdi.
Universiteta. Sentyabr... Bir il kegmisdi...Noalor
doyismigdi... Onda igindo bir hiss donuqlugu vardi. Yeni
va saf... Butln hisslor donmusdu. Artiq universiteto do
yeni kimi baxirdi. Coxdan tanidiglarina yenilor. Amma
onlarla olmayacaqdi. Bunu bilirdi. Giivanss do
urayindan galmoyacakdi. Na do olsa, biz bagcani
tomizloyandos alaglarla birgs bazon gillari ds kasib atiriq.
Artiq “0”, “bu” deya xususilosdirdiklari do
“onlar”olmusdu...Lageyd, vecsiz, “xosbaxt” gozirdi...
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Hami ondaki bu doyisikliys maraqla baxirdi. Amma daha
bir maraq vardi. Bu il...Ham1 danigirdi. Yeni olsa gorak...
Bir hofto ke¢misdi. Yenoa sarin sohards universitetin
hoyati ilo, skamyalarin garsisi ilo rahat -rahat gozorok
binaya yaxinlasdi. ©hvali pis deyildi. Yaxs1 da demoak
olardi... Skamyalarda talsbalor... Fikir vermirdi.
Muollimonin sasi onu geri gevirdi:

- Loman!...bura gal. Ravan...son do! —
“Bu isi siza tapsiriram” deys alindaki kitablar1 verdi.
“Yaxs1”, dedi vo getdi... Glliimsadi. Gergak giinas...
Hor addiminda hiss etdiran, ilk gergok, amma xoyallarin
taniga ¢evirdiyi hiss.
Tarix dofalorls tokrarlanirmus...
Bu heg do belo deyil!!! Tarix tozalonir... Bélismoamayi,
secilmislara glivonmoayi, na da olsa gilimsamayi
dyranirsan, ya da he¢ gilimsamomayi. Hans1 doyliscii
silahsiz gozor? Insan niys sevdiyi dusmaninin —hayatinin
qarsisina silahsiz ¢ixsin ki? Amma insan tohlikani
g6zlomir. Ovval bels idi balka. Amma indi aksinadir.
Yani hami siibha ilo yasayir. Belomi yasayaq? Qorxu,
stibha ilomi? Bu “diismanimizin” arzusu deyilmi? Onsuz
da o soni g6zloamadiyin anda vurur . Mihim olan
tarazlig1 saxlamaqdir...

0
September
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Last spring was a false spring. Maybe it was still
wintertime. Time can be so deceptive. The cold wind of March
froze her to the bone. She herself didn’t know how she was able to
walk. The bright sun moved her eyes to tears, icy in the cold. The
sun. It was also false. Why did it show its false rays? It didn’t
warm anymore, no, it only lightened the mood. Cars rushed by in
the wide, alien, dusty streets. Dust, noise—everything is alien,
offensive, antagonizing.

At last she saw the bus. As if she recognized a fellow
countryman, a spark of bitter joy lit inside her. Perhaps because of
the heavy suitcases in her hands she nearly threw herself into the
bus. Because of her state, she had packed everything at hand. Who
knew how long she would stay. A week, a month, a year? What
had passed in the last three or four hours she didn’t know. Her
brain felt numb, her eyes dull, and there was a powerful bitterness
in her heart. This was a new life. Maybe because of the fury, the
sharp pain, or maybe because of the shock—but she didn’t feel
anything. She had a hunch that she’d feel the bitterness later.
There is a sensation that comes over a person when she loses
strength, so that she isn’t able to process anything. At that moment,
she just wants to get away. Immediately. Perhaps afterwards she
will be sorry for her weakness, but...

Suddenly the bus seemed to catch on something in the road,
startling her. By now, it had probably been about forty five or fifty
minutes that she had been travelling. But maybe more. She didn’t
know. She hadn’t been thinking at all during that time. Or, at least,
that was how it had seemed. She was so stiff, so frozen. She
couldn’t cry because she had to breathe. Now her only wish was to
relax. Even if for a moment. But also to forget. She looked around
with an absent, dull gaze. She covered her face with hands and
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sobbed. Paying no attention to those around her, she finished her
crying. But the very moment she brought herself under control, she
began to ache anew from all that had happened, shadowed by her
perpetual open wounds. Maintaining her pride, she tried to hold her
head high. Perhaps everyone has felt this way.

She had arrived. It was very cold on the outskirts of the
city. She began to walk towards a small house that could be seen in
the distance—since her grandfather’s death no one had lived there.
Silence. Infinity. She was like a foreigner in this landscape.
Ignoring the desire to look around and take everything in, she
quickly entered the house. She took an analgesic for her headache.
Without even lighting the stove she stretched out on the bed. She
cried again and fell asleep, exhausted. Half sleeping, half waking,
the night passed, somehow.

By 6:00 am, she could no longer sleep. The moment she
tried to lay her head back down, she was attacked by pain. As soon
as she saw the same sun’s light that had meant nothing to her the
day before, she wanted to be outdoors. She hurried to the window
and looked out through the glass. Water drops ran down the old,
dusty window. The ray of light that shone through, only added a
weary listlessness to already dreary weather. As she opened the
front door, the creak of the old wooden frame echoed in the silent
surroundings. She stepped outside. Stood. Took a deep breath. The
frosty morning entered her lungs. She began to walk on the cold
earth, on the dew-covered, newly sprouted grass. Like a baby just
learning to walk. Then she began to run. It was a sort of healing.
She forgot quickly. She knew herself again. For awhile, it was
enough just not to have to face the thing. Then—it was losing all
meaning anyway. Her hair was waving in cold wind. In any case, it
felt good.
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And everyday was the same. She began to feel happy again.
Every day she discovered something new in her surroundings—the
countryside, the greenery, the fresh air. She enjoyed everything.
Her family still didn’t know that she wasn’t attending University.
Before, she had told herself that she wouldn’t go back, but then a
new plan began to take shape in her mind. Now she wanted to
return—with a new spirit, with new energy. The sense of spite
deep inside her began to disappear. She wasn’t one of those who
needed revenge or even one those who simply wanted, the ones
who fell into ruin gradually. She wasn’t so tormented. And if this
was a sign of just forgetting things she didn’t understand, or of
covering things up, well, she herself understood that. Sometimes
she even smiled at that knowledge. At herself. As if she was newly
born, but with a knowledge and experience, already, of pain. In
fact, there was no accounting for the pain, no real reason for it, to
speak of.

Everything in life was so chaotic...simply one thing after
another. Either fate, or an ill wind had brought past events. Or
destiny. She didn’t know. She understood this when she returned to
her family.

“What happened?” She couldn’t answer this question. As if
there were no answer. Nothing. What kind of nothing? She
couldn’t express in words the tiny rings of misfortune, the chain of
events that led to the failures, the unhappy frame of mind. She had
returned quickly—which meant that she wasn’t so fragile after all.
She even took pride in this. And yet she didn’t return to her old
social life, to the University, or to her friends there. Instead she
met new people, went to new places. It turned out that there was, in
fact, a life outside her small world that she had felt was so
distressing. She began to make connections with new girlfriends,
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as if she were claiming a girlhood, even an artificial one, that she
had been missing for a long time.

Once again, she put her comb and her mirror into her purse
and began to go out. She was so pleased to be feeling this way. In
her heart she was a child. For better or worse, she wanted nothing
of her old life. In this way, she passed the spring. Though she was
not particularly close to anyone, the people around her were
entertaining. At least she thought so. You see, everything is
relative. She went to back to her lessons. To the University.
September came. A year passed. What had changed? There was
again a frozen feeling inside her. New and pure. All sensation
frozen. Now she looked at the University afresh. The faces once
familiar, had become new again to her. But she couldn’t be with
them. This, she knew. If she offered her trust, it wouldn’t come
from the heart.

Sometimes, when we clear the garden, we cut away some
flowers together with the weeds. Now the people that she had seen
as individuals, as “this one” and “that one” just became a general
“they.” And so she went about indifferently, carelessly, even,
apparently, happily. Everybody looked with interest at this change
in her.

And now there was another thing of interest. This year.
Everybody was talking about it. Something new. A week passed.
One cool morning, walking past the benches in the university yard
at a comfortable pace, she approached the building. Her mood
wasn’t bad. It might be said to be good. Students sat on the
benches, but she paid them no attention. A teacher’s voice made
her turn around. “Laman!...come here. Ravan!...you, too. You are
commissioned to do this work,” she said, putting the books into
their hands.
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“Good,” she said to herself and continued on. Then she
smiled. A Sun of a smile. With every step she took, she turned over
the first real feelings she felt she had ever had, though they were
familiar to her from her dreams.

History had appeared to repeat itself.

But it was not so! History can be renewed. You learn not to
share, not to rely on the select ones—to smile anyway, or not to
smile at all. What soldier would walk about without a weapon?
Why meet the lovely enemy — life — without weapon? But one
doesn’t come into it expect danger. At least—that’s how it used to
be. But now, it is the other way round. It seems everyone lives with
suspicion. Should we live this way? In fear and suspicion? Isn’t
that just what the enemy wishes?

The thing is, this enemy hits you when you least expect it.
The important thing is to maintain your balance.
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Viisald Nuraddinqizi

Visala Niiraddin qizi Ibrahimova 1989-ci ilda Ganca
saharinda anadan olub. 1996-c: ildo Ganca sahar 44
nomrali Bag¢a-Maktab-Lisey Kompleksina daxil olub va
2007-ci ildo hamin moaktabi bitirib. Elo hamin il
Mingagevir sahar Turizm Kollecinin ““Turizm Meneceri”
faklltasina daxil olub. 2009-cu ilda kolleci bitirdikdan
sonra “KOPOZ” Miistaqil Teleradio Sirkatinda miixbir
vazifasinda isa gobul edilib. Hazirda da sézegedan
sirkatda xtisusi muxbir vazifasinda calisir.

Vusala Nuraddin gizi

Vusala Nuraddin qizi /brahimova was born in 1989 in
the Azerbaijan city of Ganja. In 2007, she graduated
from the Ganja city secondary school number 44. In

2009 she graduated from the Tourist Management faculty
of the College of Tourism. Since graduating from college,
she has worked as a correspondent for the Kepez
independent broadcasting company. Currently, she also
works on special projects.
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Insan xasiyyatinin dord simasi

Fasillorin, qiitblorin dorddan ibarat oldugunu bilirdim,
ancaq insan xasiyyatinin dords ayrildigini yeni
Oyronmisom.

*

Gonconin Hacikond gasobasine axsamdan yagan dolu
sohar sello naticolonmisdi.

Biz do operativliyimizi qoruyaraq ¢okilis qurupumuzla
giiniin birinci yaris1 olduq qosobada. Tozoco noyi neco
edocoyimiz haqda diisiintirdiik ki, bir do gordiik yerli
camaat bizi dovraye alib. i¢lorindon algaq boylu, qisa
sagli, yliksok saslo danisan bir gadin tok ¢aromizin
gosobanin markozino gedib, orda olan pis voziyyati
isiglandirmagimizin oldugunu bildirdi.

Taqgriban yarim metr olan palcigli sulardan kega-kega
yagis sularmin evlori daha ¢ox dagitdigi oraziys getmoyo
calisirdiq. Palgigda yerimayimizi goran kandds dogulub
boOyiiyon usaqlarin bizo konardan baxib giilmoklori aydin
sezilirdi.

Elo bir az getmisdik ki, bir do gordiim arxada sas-kly
gopub. Materialin studiyaya catdirilma qorxusu vo
kamerada tok bagima ¢okilis edo bilmomok hoyacani
biiriidii moni. Az 6nco hiddstlonon yiiksok soslo danisan
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gadin indi do operatora al-qol atirdi: “9a9, siz bilirsiz biz
diinandan na ¢okirik? Bas biz nagarmaliy1q?”

Els 0 an usaqlar, yasidlarim vo boyiiklor arasinda kigik
aragdirma apardim. Malum oldu ki, bu qadin “Kand
Agsaqqli”dir. Har kasin onun qilincinin altindan
ke¢masindon xiisusi zovq alan qadin yaqin 6ziinii
Beyrak, bizi 1s9 Yalinciq hesab edib deyarak, nohayat ki,
monzil bagina galib catdiq.

Dogrudan da yagan yagisdan sonra kandin vaziyyati
yaxsi deyildi. Bir do gérdiim sag torafimdon kimsa
“Zahmoat olmasa hor seyi ¢okin. Xahis edirom isiglandirin
bizim hayat soraitimizi. Biz sizdon asiliyiq. Balks dovlot
qurumlar sasimiza sas vera”-deys, Sos esitdim. Bu
molahatli sasin sahibi son demas koand agsaqqgliymis. Har
seyi, sular altinda galan evlori, daglara ¢irpilan mal-gara
casadlarini, yararsiz vaziyyata diison ev agyalarini lents
aldig. Bayaq otrafimizda parvans kimi dolanan yerli
camaatdan he¢ kimi gérmadik. O an yolu
Istigamoatlondiran usaq olmasayd: yaqin ki, hagigsatan do
cokilisimiz efirdo yayimlanmayacaqd:.

Reportajimiz ugurlu alindi. Hotta sonra dévlst qurumlari
torafindan vaziyyati ylngullasdirmak Uglin araziya xususi
texnika da calb edildi. Bizs iss avvalca hiddat, sonra
gazab, daha sonra xahis, sonda iss lageydliklo dolu olan
kadr arxasi gorintilor gald:.
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The Four Sides of Human Character

I had known that there are four seasons and four directions, but
I’ve newly learned that the human character is also divided into
four.

*

Rain that had been coming down since evening in the
Hacikend settlement of Ganja province had produced a torrent by
the morning.

Faithful to our accuracy as reporters, we were already in
the settlement by the first part of the day with our shooting group.
Hardly had we begun to think over what we had to do and how to
do it, when we saw that the locals had fully surrounded us. Among
them, a small woman with short hair who was speaking loudly,
apprising us that the only way out of here, was for us was to go to
the center of settlement, where we coud record and illuminate the
terrible conditions there.

Passing through the muddy water, which was
approximately half a meter high, we tried to reach the location
where stormwater had wreaked its havoc and destroyed houses. As
we waded through the mud we could sense the laughter of the
children who had been born and grown up in this village.

We had gone just a short distance, when | heard someone
making a fuss behind us. The need to deliver our material to the
studio and nervousness about using the camera by myself was
rattling me. The woman who had been speaking to us angrily and
loudly few minutes ago was now grabbing my operator’s arm and
yelling, “Hey, do you know what we have been suffering since
yesterday? What should we do?”
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I immediately conducted a little investigation about this
speaker, asking around to the children, my own age-mates, and the
other adults. It turned out that this woman was a “village adviser.”
It was as if this domineering woman supposed herself to be Beyrek
and us Yalincig.*

At last we reached the place.

The conditions the flooding had left in the village were
truly terrible. Suddenly, someone from my right side said “Please,
shoot everything. Please show how it is here. We are depending on
you. Maybe the government will finally hear us.” It appeared that
this pleasant voice’s owner was another village adviser.

We recorded everything: houses that remained under water,
carcasses of cattle washed up against walls, and household items
that had became damaged and useless. Finishing, we saw no sign
of the village people who had been circing us like moths just a
short time before. If not for child who guided us, helping us find
our way back, our footage probably never would have been
broadcasted on television.

Our reportage was successful. After the story was shown on
television, governmental agencies brought a variety of technical
support to the village to help alleviate the flood damage. What
remained to us were things four things: first undirected fury, then
pointed anger, then entreaties, and, at last, indifference to those
working behind the scenes.

* Beyrek is a folk hero. Yalincig the man who tries to usurp his
place and marry Beyrek’s true love while the hero is imprisoned
and presumed dead.
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Yegana Nizami qiz1

Yegana Nizami gizi Ohmadova 1983-cl ildo Goygol
rayonunda anadan olub. Ganca DOvlat Universitetinin
filologiya fakiltasini bitirib. Miayyan muddat gazat
redaktoru kimi ¢caligib, 2002-2010-cu illarda Gancliyin
Sasi adabi birliyin Gzvi olub va hamin illorda bir ¢ox
Matbu organlarda seirlari, maqalalari va badii yazilar
darc olunub. 2010-cu ildan Goygol sahari Texniki-Tabiot
fanlari tamayulll liseydo muallima kimi calisir.

Yegane Nizami qizi

Yegane Nizami-qizi Ahmadova was born in 1983 in
Goygol region. In 2005 she received her bachelor’s
degree in philology from Ganja State University, and in
2007 received her master’s degree, also in philology.
Later she worked as the editor-in-chief of a newspaper.
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From 2002 to 2010 she was a member of “Gancliyin
sasi”” (The Youth’s Voice) literary union and many of her
poems, articles and other literary writings have been
published in various periodicals. Since 2010, she has
been working as a secondary school teacher in Goygol.

Daha o kiigadan kegmayacayam

Bir kigco vartydi, indi do durur.
Durur hayli-kiiylii adamlariyla.
He¢ no doyismayib, yena homoanki
Alcaqli-hiindiirlii 6z damlariyla.
Daha o kiigadan ke¢gmoayacayam.

Umidlorls dolu hamen yollarmn
Indi har yanindan qom-qisss yagir.
Omrii godak olan pug xayallarin
Xatirasi dohsot, hosrati agir.

Daha o kiigadan kegmayacoayam.

Sanli glnlarimdoan illar 6tubdd,
Hicranin yaras1 hoals dorindi,
Ayaq izlorimiz ¢oxdan itibdi.
Kigonin ad1 da doyisib indi.
Daha o kiigadan ke¢gmoayacayam.
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Moanim o yerlords dogulan esqim
Tanhaliq alindan odland: getdi.
Hasratin iginds bogulan esqim
Oldu, unuduldu, yadland1 getdi.
Daha o kiigadon kegmayacayam.

O

I won'’t pass that street again

There was a street, it’s still there.

[t remains there with its hubbub of people.
Nothing has changed, it’s still the same
with its tall and its short houses.

[ won'’t pass that street again.

From hope-filled streets

now pours pain and sorrow,

terrible memories of hollow,
short-lived dreams, heavy with regret.
[ won’t pass that street again.

Years have passed since our days together,

yet the wound of our separation is deep.

All traces of our footsteps disappeared long ago.
Even the name of the street has changed—

[ won’t pass that street again.

Born from that place, my passion
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burned away in the loneliness.

My love choked with longing.

Faded, forgotten, love fled, a stranger.

[ won’t pass that street again.

Yeraen...

Hor yan zilmat,

Hor yan qaranliq.

Hara baxiramsa

Gunah Usto glinah!

Bu guinah dolu diinyadan
bas gotiirum

Kima gotirim poanah?

Hoar yerdan tzilub alim—
No olar bircs anliq,

bircs anliq

yera en, ay Allah!
Basimi koksiine goyub
aglaya bilim!

O
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Come down to earth

Pitch darkness on all sides,
it'’s nightfall everywhere.
Wherever I look

there is sin upon sin.

In this world of evil,

where can I run for refuge?
From every side,

[ am broken down.

Oh, if it were possible,

just for a moment,

just for one moment—

Oh, come down to earth, God—
so I can lay my head

on your shoulder, and cry.

Zeynab Miinzavi

Zeynab Minzavi 1989-cu ilda Ganca saharinda dogulub.
2010-cu ilda Azarbaycan Dovlat Agrar Universitetinin
Muihasibat ucotu vo audit ixtisasini bitirib. "QALA" adabi
blogunda redaktordur. "Col¢ular Odabiyyat Markazi"nin
tizviidiir. Seirlor vo esselor yazir.

Zeynab Munzavi

Zeynab Munzavi was born in Ganja in 1989 and
graduated from the School of Accountancy and Auditing
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of the Azerbaijan State University of Agriculture. She is
editor-in-chief of Qalla literary blog and member of
Cholchuler Edebiyyat Merkezi (Steppe People’s
Literature Center).
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Hara gedirom sorusma

Hara gedirom sorusma,

Hardan galdiyim bilinmoz.

O yerlards yox idin.
Sansizlik zilm gatirmoz.

Uzaqdir ora, uzaqdir.
Hara gediram bilinmaz.
Soyuqdur bura soyuqdur,
Ruhun mansizmi isinar?

Gediram golbdon uzaga,
Gediram sondan uzaga.
San manim galbim idin.
Qoalbsiz insan yagamaz.

Son moanim ruhum idin.
Sansizliys addimlar.
Mans man lazim deyil,
Mani sanda tork edirom.

Xoyalinda 6lmayacom.
Moani Soana man verirom.
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Where | go, don’t ask

Where | go, don’t ask—

where | have come from is unknowable.

You weren’t there.

Being without you will not oppress me.

It’s far from here, far.

Where | go is unknowable.

It is cold here, cold.

Without me, will your spirit warm?

I travel far from my soul,
I travel far from you.
You were my soul.

A person cannot live without a soul.

You were my spirit.

| step towards being without you.
I don’t need myself;

in you, I leave me.

In your dreams, | cannot die.
| give to you myself.
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Tok adam

Soyug va garanliq havada tok, kii¢alar ilo yol getmoak,
lisliyo-lisiiya...Diislincolora dalmag. Evlorin
pancarasindan ¢blo sagilan isi1q. Evlordan golon usaq
soslori, isti abu-hava. San soyugdanmu titroyarson, yoxsa
yalnizligdanmi anlamayacaqsan. Darindon nofos al,
soyugu galbinds hiss et. Otir... Bacalardan ¢ixan tiistii
otri... Son toksan... Na isti yuvan var, na do isiqli
pancaran.

Gedacoksan yasadigin manzila... Soyuq... Oynindaki
pencayi belo soyunmayacaqgsan soyuqdan. San eva
galorkan sani garsilayacaq bir kimsoan bels olmayacag.
Peci galayacagsan, diinandan galan yemoyi qizdirmadan
yeyacaksan. Musiqinin sasini qaldiracagsan. Kiigado
golorken gordiiyiin isiqli pancaralor diisocok yadina. isti
otaginda tir-tir asacoksan. Ruhunun tisiidiiytini
anlamayacaqgsan. Isti bir qgohva igacoksan isinmakgin.
Basini balinca qoyub diisiinacokson. Ustiiagiq no vaxt
yatdigini bela bilmayacaksan.

Sohar durub iso talosacoksan. Sonra is bitdikds eyni
seylor tokrarlanacaq...

Yol...

Isigli pancaralor...
Ev...

Soyuqg...
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Isti gohva...
Diistincalor...
VO TOKLIK....

0
Single*

To make one’s way, alone, in the streets, in cold and dark
weather—shivering, shivering. To be lost in thought. Lights shine
out from the windows of the houses. From inside the homes drift
the voices of children, warmth. Whether you are shivering from
the cold or from the loneliness—you can’t be sure. Take a deep
breath, feel the cold in your soul. There’s a scent in the icy
air...smoke from the chimney flues. You are alone. You have
neither a warm nest, nor lighted windows.

You will walk to the flat where you live. It’s cold. No one will
meet you when you arive. Because of cold, you won’t even take
off the jacket you wear. You will make a fire in the stove, will eat
yesterday’s meal without warming it. You will turn up the music—
louder. You will remember the lighted windows you saw while
walking in the streets. And you will shiver in your hot room. You
won’t understand; it is your spirit that trembles. You will drink hot
coffee to warm yourself. You will think about putting your head to
the pillow. When you finally fall asleep, uncovered, you won’t
notice the time.

In the morning you will wake and hurry to work. After work, the
same events will repeat again:
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Road...

Lighted windows...
House...

Cold...

Hot coffee...
Thoughts...

And loneliness.

* In Azerbaijani, “Tok” means at once: Single/Solitary/Alone. A
“tok adam” is both a single person as well as a person alone, or,
one who is lonely. In traditional Azerbaijani culture, to be married,
to have children and family is of central importance. To be a single
adult, living alone, is to be lonely—this double meaning is marked
in the language.

168



Buta Il: The Regions

Alison Mandaville

Alison Mandaville was born in 1964, in the small town of
Princeton, New Jersey (USA). She lived for several years
in Yeman and Turkey as a child. She studied at the
University of California, Berkeley (BA) and the
University of Washington (MFA, PhD). Currently a
visiting Assistant Professor of American Literature and
Writing Studies at Luther College in lowa state, she was
a Fulbright Scholar to Azerbaijan in 2007-2008. She
taught at Qafgaz University and the Azerbaijan
University of Languages. Her scholarly articles and
poetry have been published in a variety of books and
journals. Together with Shahla Naghiyeva, she planned
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and facilitated the writing workshops in 2010 and 2012
and edited the anthologies Buta: The Baku Workshop and
Buta Il: The Regions.

9lison Mandavil

olison Mandavil 1964-cl ilda ABS-in Nyu Cersi
statindaki kicik bir soharda - Prinstonda anadan olub.
Usaq vaxti bir neca il Yomanda va Turkiyada yasayib. O
Kaliforniya Universitetinda bakalavr pillasinda,
Vasington Universitetinda 1o magistr pillasinda tahsil
alib va falsafa doktoru elmi daracasina yiyalanib.
Hazirda Ayova statinda Luter kollecindo Amerika
Odabiyyati va Yaradict yazi tizro mUallim isloyir.
2007-2008-ci illarda Azarbaycanda Fulbrayt togalidgsi
kimi tadgigat aparib, Qafgaz Universitetinds va
Azorbaycan Dillar Universitetinda dars deyib. Elmi
maqalalari va seirlori mixtalif kitab va jurnallarda darc
olunub.

Sahla Nagiyeva ilo birlikda 2010 va 2012-ci illorda
yaradict yazu iizra seminarlar toskil edib va ““Buta: Baki
seminart” V2 “Buta Il: Regionlardan olan gadin
yazigilarin seminart” adli 20abiyyat antalogiyasinin
tortibgisi vo redaktoru olub.
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Teaching in Baku

Yara. Yaradiciliq.

The retreat from the wound

into words. The solace in language.
But the word wounds. Making the word

fissures the sky, blues the land, rocks the heart,
threatens to split us. In the beginning I did not

believe in God. Words carried me too far.
Yara. Yaradicilig.

Across a room with no chalk. Talk
books. The Bluest Eye. Language
aloud. No one wants to be a writer here.

We say the world is created as a word
torn from the ocean in clots of dark
and light notes—lettered, bleeding.

Yara. Yaradicilig.

My Azerbaijani students say these are
not from the same word: Yara. Wound.
Yaratmagq: to create. It is their language,

they should know. But there are things
inside my own language I can’t see. Listen—
the sounds touch each other’s sore places.
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Bakida 6yratmak
Yara. Yaradiciliq.

Yaradan yaranir dildoki s6zlor
Onlarla tosolli tapir tiroklor
Bozon iso yaran da g0y somalari
Torpag1 sovuran, galbi sarsidan
Bizi ayiran da o sozlar olur
Owval inanmazdim man o Allaha
S0zlorss aparir moni uzaga

Yara. Yaradiciliq

Yazmag istamir he¢ kas burada
Tobasir olmayan sakit otagda
Kitablar pozurlar sukutu ancaq
“On mavi gozlordir danisan orda
Yararaq bagrini dorin sularin
Qaniyla can verir yeni hoyata
Yara. Yaradiciliq

Yara. Yaratmag.

Eyni yaradan yaranan sozlor

Bir kokdon olmayan ayr fikirlor
Ayirir sozlari bir-birlorindan
Bunlar1 sdylayan Azari talobalor
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Yaqin dillorini yaxs1 bilirlor

Mansa duyuram bu s6ézlordoki
Bir-birina toxunan yarali iniltini.

Toarcimaci Zumriid Nabiyeva

*The Bluest Eye (On Goy Goz), a novel by Nobal Priz
yazict Toni Morison.
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