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INTRODUCTION

Over two weeks in June 2010, nearly two dozen women writers gathered
in a meeting room at the American Center in the Azerbaijan University of
Languages in Baku. Each day, we spent hours writing, talking, and sharing
our ideas. We each connected with writers we had heard of, but never met-
few of the Azerbaijani writers had even met one another. Between heavy
family obligations and work, it can be a challenge for women to gather for
creative pursuits in Azerbaijan. It was a remarkable group-bright, motivated,
energized and energizing.

Azerbaijan has a long history of fine literature, in which women writers
have played no small part, especially in the past two hundred years. Never-
theless, the economic, political and social problems facing the country since
the fall of the Soviet Union have made being a writer, much less a woman
writer in a traditional society, very challenging indeed. Women writing in
Azerbaijan have often been discouraged, isolated both from each other as
well as from international writing culture. Though they carry a deep love of
literature, support for ongoing creativity and innovation have been sorely
lacking.

Myself, my Azerbaijani colleague Shahla Naghiyeva, and my co-facilita-
tor, Melida Tuzunoglu, a Turkish writer, all hoped to support and encourage
these talented women in their efforts to write and publish their work. We
wanted to start to develop international connections between women writing
in Azerbaijan and women writing elsewhere, to the benefit of all of us. As a
creative writing professor in the United States, I also hoped to begin to in-
troduce new strategies for helping these women stretch the boundaries of
Azerbaijani writing, so that their work can respond with currency to a diverse
and rapidly changing world.

On this last note, we hoped to raise awareness and discussion of the ways
in which literature is a part of and so can offer a response to social issues-
especially those of gender. Around the world many laws have changed, and
continue to change, to support gender equity. But laws are not always en-
forced. In practice, many gender inequities continue, from the United States
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to Azerbaijan. As women writers, [ hoped we might begin to approach some
of these issues, each from our particular backgrounds and standpoints, and
explore the ways in which our writing and art might offer a place to not only
reflect the world, but indeed, interact with it, and communicate our ideas
about these issues-even if metaphorically.

In her book on women and fiction, A Room of One’s Own, Virginia Woolf
wrote of how when women write, we see whole parts of the world we never
see if only men are writing. And indeed, in this volume are poems and stories
about shoes, about the dailiness of women’s lives, about families, children
making messes, the drudgery of work, the smell of a blucher’s shop, and,
perhaps most remarkably, about friendship between women. Virginia Woolf
makes special note of how few times women’s relationships with each other
are the subject of literature. She points out how, when we see women char-
acters in fiction, at least, they are almost always portrayed in terms of their
relationships with men-with their fathers, their lovers, their sons. I emphasize
women’s friendship because it is a stereotype, in Azerbaijan as well as in
the United States, that women are devious with each other, jealous of each
other, seeking only to best each other in the competition for men and their
attention. Yet as our work together in the workshop demonstrated, women
not only can and do work together productively, we like to work with each
other. We are generous and kind to each other, appreciative of each other’s
creative efforts and offer one another endless encouragement to keep it up.

This group of women chose the title “Buta” for this collection. “Buta” is
an Azerbaijani national symbol, often known to Westerners as “paisley.” Ar-
tistically rendered on the cover by young artist Gunay Hasanova, this design,
in the tear drop shape of one of the region’s most common vegetables, the
eggplant, symbolizes woman, in all her fullness-with child, with life, and
most of all, with creativity. The Baku workshop was a wonderful experience,
offering all of us, in a “room of our own,” a chance to explore creativity
based in our own lived experiences. It was certainly my privilege to be a
part of it and I hope you enjoy the writing by these amazing women as much
as I have. And that you look for more if it-coming soon!

Alison Mandaville
Seattle, November 2010
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Aysel Novruz

1985-ci ild> dogulub. Ix-
tisasca pianocu olsa da,
usaqligdan adabiyyata
maraq gostarib. Ilk
maqalasi 10 yasi olanda
“Guinas” jurnalinda darc
olunub. Odabi nii-
munalari muxtalif mat-
buat organlarinda
vaxtasirt ¢ap olunur.
Hazirda Fransada
musiqistinasliq tizra toh-

sil alir.

A pianist, Aysel Novruz
was born in 1985. Inter-
ested in literature from
childhood, Aysel pub-
lished her first article at
the age of ten in Gunash
(Sunlight) magazine. Her
literary works are regu-
larly published in differ-
ent periodicals. She is
currently a second-year
Student of music in

France.
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KRUASAN

Tuluz vagzalinin baglanmasina
bir saat galirdi. «Ibis» otelin qarsi-
dan yola agilan gapilar1 dincolmok
bilmirdi. Kiilok gur kii¢a isiqlarinin
suya diison kolgasini da yelloyirdi.
Kanalin konart boyunca diiziilmiis,
kecon mashinlara gulumsoyon kiigo
gbzolgolorinin siras1 yavas-yavas
seyralirdi. Soyuq noyabr havasini
tiirk donorxanalarindan golon kabab
qoxusu isidirdi.

Evlondiklari il dobds olan dama-
dama paltosunun yaxaligini yanaq-
larinacan qaldirdi. Siirtinmokdon
rongi getmis c¢emodanini yero
goydu. Kiminso onu tantyacagindan
qorxub ag sorfini basina Ortdi.
Sohar artiq Milad bazayina gorq ol-
musdu. Olini cibina sald1 - comisi
bes avro alli sent...

Geconin gaxtali mehi yanagin-
daki goz yaslarint ¢oxdan qurut-
mugdu. No edacayini gotiir-qoy
etmoyo baslamisdi ki, arxadan qol-
una toxunan a1 onu bark diksindirdi:

- Geconiz xeyirli olsun, made-
muazel. Ominom ki, siz do monim
kimi fransiz deyilsiniz vo bu moh-
tosom geconi darixmagqla kegirmok
istomirsiniz, - boz, doyirmi slyapali,
solgun gdy rongli gddokgo geymis
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CROISSANT

An hour still remained before
Tuluz train station would be closed.
The front doors of the Ibis Hotel
opening onto the road had had no
rest yet. In the wind blowing over
the channel before the hotel,
sparkling strings of lights waved
along the street. After many smiles
at the owners of the cars standing
along the channel or passing by, the
number of street girls became fewer
and fewer. The cold November
weather was warmed by the rich
smells coming from the Turkish
donerkhannas (meat sandwich
stands).

Ulviyya raised the collar of her
checked coat to her neck. The coat
had been in fashion the year of her
marriage. She put down her suit-
case, the color faded and worn from
long abrasion. Afraid that someone
could see and recognize her, she
covered her head with a white scarf
as she looked out at the city. The
buildings and the shops were al-
ready festooned with Christmas
decorations. She checked her
pocket. She had only five Euros and
fifty cents.

“Good evening, Mademoiselle. I
can see that, like me, you are not

Aysel Novruz
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yasl kisi Ulviyyoni méhkom qorx-
utdu.

O golunu geyri-iradi bir kobud-
lugla konara ¢okdi vo gaslarini ¢atdi

- Xeyr, sohv edirsiniz! Mon orimi
gozloyirom ! O indilordo golmalidir.
Yagli ocnobi israr etmodi. Pa-
pagini ¢ixarib nozakotlo sagollasdi
vo garanliqda gozdon itdi.
Ulviyyanin hoyocan1 keg¢modi
amma. Hor an tanig simayla iizlogo-
coyindon qorxurdu. Ona dogma
olan bu gohor geconin qarasina
biirlinmiis, birdon-biro yadlagmisdi.
Holo bu giin erkondon homiso
oldugu kimi o bu kiigodon kecgib
sohor siifrasi iiglin kruasan almis,
tolosa-talasa eva doniib orino gozal
gohvaaltt hazirlamigdi. Ori kruasan-
lar1 ¢ox sevirdi, stifronin kruasansiz
olmas1 sohor yemoyinin biitiin
nosasini  alardi  onun olindan.
Ulviyye bunu bilirdi vo birco dofo
do arinin bu nasadon moahrum ol-
masina razi olmamisdi. Kruasanlari
xoslamasa da bu gilinocon siifro
basinda yalniz qoymamisdi orini.
Icdiyi bir fincan cay, etdiyi
sObotlorin cavabi orinin ara-sira
basini astaca yellotmasi olmusdu.
Sonra diinenki, sragagiinkii, daha
sragagiinkii vo bunlardan da avvalki
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French. Surely, you don’t want to
spend this wonderful evening alone
and bored,” said an elderly stranger
wearing a round, grey hat and a
faded blue jacket as he reached for
her arm.

Shocked, Ulviyya roughly with-
drew her arm and frowned, “No,
you are mistaken! I am waiting for
my husband! He is due to come any
time now. ”’

The elderly stranger did not per-
sist. Doffing his hat to her, he po-
litely bade good-bye and
disappeared into the darkness.

But Ulviyya was still nervous.
Every second she was afraid of see-
ing an acquaintance. Wearing the
darkness of night, this native city
had become strange to her. It had
been just today that she had crossed
that very street and had bought
croissants and, hurrying home, had
prepared a delicious breakfast for
her husband. He loved croissants.
After breakfast, she had left the din-
ing table and walked to the hallway
together with her husband and,
holding his coat and scarf in her
arms while he, at last, put on his
shoes, she had forced herself to
smile and shut the door after him
just as she had done yesterday and
the day before yesterday and all
previous days. And then she had to

8
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giinlordo oldugu kimi masadan
ariyls birgs qalxmis, onun arxasinca
dohliza ke¢mis, o ayaqqabisini
geyononacon palto vo sorfini qol-
larinda asili saxlamis, nohayaot,
oziinii toplayib, dodaqglarini azaciq
yanlara apararaq arino giiliimsomis,
gapini arxasinca Ortmiisdii. Sonra,
homiso oldugu kimi, ndvbo axsam
yemoyina ¢atmis, onu da giiloriizlo
yola vermisdi Ulviyya...

...Glnlin sonuncu qatarindan
bosalan sornisinlor vagzalda bir géz
qurpiminda izdiham yaratdiglar
kimi, tez do dagiligdilar. Basin1 yax-
alig1 arasinda gizlodan, evini tork
etmis, geconin lageyd kolgosi al-
tinda soyuqdan isiiyon bu gqadina
mohal qoymadan kii¢olordon silindi
hamisi.

Ulviyyos hor basmi qaldiranda
yalqiz gozolgolori  vo onlarin
qarsilarinda dayanib, tez do gbzdon
iton bahali avtomobillori goriirdi.
Onlar yola sala-sala baxislar1 qo-
fildon bir masinda ilisib qaldi — ¢ox
tanig goldi. Orinin dostu Rasimin
masinina oxsayirdi. Masin isiqforun
qurimizi isiginda dayananda suallara
yer qalmadi: Rasimin masinidir!
Qorxunun siddotindon tir-tir 9s-
moyo basladi, facio indi baglayirdi.
Demak, ori onun evdon getdiyini

BUTA. THE BAKU WORKSHOP - 2010

get ready for their dinner—and Ul-

viyya did it expertly, too.

The passengers getting off the
last train of the day crowded the
train station for a few minutes and
then, shivering with cold in the dark
night, they disappeared into the
streets, leaving the place empty
again. Nobody paid attention to the
woman hiding her head in her collar
and scarf who had abandoned her
house.

Every time Ulviyya raised her
head she saw only prostitutes and
the expensive cars that stopped in
front of them and then quickly
drove off. Watching them come and
go, her eye came to rest on a famil-
iar car. The car was much like the
one belonging to her husband’s
friend, Rasim. When the car
stopped for the red of the traffic
light, Ulviyya became sure that it
was Rasim’s car. Increasingly nerv-
ous, she began shivering. She felt
that, from this point in time, tragedy
would begin for her. Indeed, her
husband must already be aware that
she had abandoned their house. He
must had told Rasim and so they
had decided to search for her, street
by street. Ulviyya became terrified.
She had neither the time, nor the
consciousness to think over what
she was afraid of. It seemed to her

Aysel Novruz

9



BUTA. BAKI SEMINARI - 2010

nohayot ki bilmis, Rasimgilo xobor
vermis vo onlar onu kiigabokii¢o ax-
tararaq vagzala qodor golib
cixmisdilar.  Ulviyys qorxurdu.
Nodon gorxdugunu ayird etmoyo no
zamani, nd hal1 vardi. Elo bil yatag-
dan xalvatco qalxib 6zili getmomisdi
evdon, qovmusdular onu. O,
orindon bark qorxurdu. Axi1 heg vaxt
sevgi gormomisdiso do, bu zohmli,
garagabaq, kobud adam ona homiso
nozakotlo yanasmis, evli olduglari
ii¢ ildo siifrosini ¢Oroksiz qoy-
mamisdi. Gecoalori darixmisdisa da,
glindiizlori homiso  gozmokdo,
piknikdo ke¢misdi Ulviyyonin. Onu
evdon uzaglagsmaga vadar edon bi-
ganoliyin i¢ina siirtiklodiyi tonhaliq
duygusunun birdon haraya yox
oldugunu, indi i¢indo gaynayan geri
donmok  ehtiyacinin  haradan
yarandigini anlaya bilmadi. Bir
anlig orinin ayaglarina diisiib yal-
varmag, bagislanmasin1 dilomok
kecdi konltindon. Amma noays goro
uzr istoyocoyini do anlamirdi
Ulviyya...

...Qirmiz1 is1q yerini doyisdi.
Rasimin masmi Ulviyyenin gasisin-
daki yolda dayandi. Indi masin-
dakilarin iizli aydin goriiniirdii. Ori
do masinda idi! Amma o he¢ do
hirsli gériinmiirdii. Ulviyyoya torof
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that she had had no choice in leav-
ing, as if from the time she had risen
from bed something had been
covertly driving her from the house.

She was afraid of her husband.
Despite the fact that she had never
felt his love towards her, during the
three long years that they were mar-
ried, that loathsome, cheerless boor
had always dealt with her politely
and put bread on the table. Al-
though the nights had been lonely
for Ulviyya, she spent her days
going for walks and having picnics.
It had, perhaps, been indifference
that made her abandon the house;
now she did not understand the
source of the desire suddenly boil-
ing up from within her to return.
For a moment she thought about
going back and begging her hus-
band to find it in his heart to forgive
her. But she did not know what she
would ask him to forgive her for.

The red traffic light had changed
to green. Rasim’s car crossed the in-
tersection and stopped on the road
right in front of Ulviyya. Now she
could see the faces of the men in the
car more clearly. Her husband was
in the car too. But he did not look
angry. He did not even look towards
Ulviyya.

Rasim got out of the car first.
Turning, he crossed the street. He

10
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baxmirdi, kimisa axtaran bir tabir
do yoxdu davramisinda. Uziinda
gorginlik va qayg1 hiss olunmurdu.

Masindan ovvalco Rasim endi.
Burulub yolun o biri torafino kegdi.
Gozoalgalordon birine yaxinlagdi,
qisa s6hbatdon sonra basqa bir qiz
da onlara qosuldu. Vo hor tgi
magina dogru addimladilar. Onlar
masina ¢atanda ori do endi, siikkan
arxasina kec¢di. Rasim qizlara arxa
qapint agdigdan sonra gabaqda
oturdu vo masin siiratlo uzaqlasdi. ..

skskok

Bu sohar soma diinonkindan daha
aydin, giinos daha soligali,
saclarinin ucuna qodor daranmis
kimi goriiniirdii. Ulviyys homisoki
vaxtda oyanmigdi. Ori olindo dos-
mal yas iiziini silo-silo salam-
lasanda omin olmusdu ki, onun
evdon getmosindon xabari olmayib.

Bu sohor Ulviyyonin siifrosi
diinonki, sragaglinkii, daha
sragagiinkii vo onlardan da ovvolki
giinlordos oldugu kimi bazadilmisdi.
Stifrads tokco kruasan ¢atismirdi...
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approached one of the waiting
beauties, and after a short conversa-
tion, they were joined by another
girl. The three of them then stepped
towards the car. As they reached the
vehicle, her husband also got out,
and, circling behind the car,
climbed into the driver’s side seat
to take the wheel. After opening the
car’s doors for the girls and settling
them in the back, Rasim slid into
the front passenger seat of the car
next to Ulviyye’s husband. The car
sped off.
skskok

The sky was clearer than it had
been yesterday and the rays of the
sun’s flying hair appeared more de-
fined. Ulviyya awoke at the usual
time. When her husband greeted
her, towel in hand, drying his wet
face, she was sure that he was not
aware that she had abandoned their
house last night.

On this morning, Ulviyya’s table
was set just as she had arranged it
for breakfast yesterday, and the day
before yesterday, and all the previ-
ous mornings of all the previous
days. Only the croissants were
missing from the arrangement.

Translated by Shahla Naghiyeva

Aysel Novruz
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BIR FINCAN SINDIRMISAM

...Bu motbaxin har kiinciindo bir agri var...
Bu oglanin har séziinden asob yagir,

gozab yagir...

Masa iistds sindirmali ii¢ fincan var.

Uc fincandan on ozizi mons baxir.

Hor bayramda sevon qizin qismating ya giil diisiir,
ya bilorzik, ya da opts.

Oton bayram

0 gozabli sevgilimdon fincan aldim.

GOy rongdoydi. GOyl sevdim.

Bas, iistiinds sar1 rangli lokalori naydi ela?
Bu fincanin alninami yazilmigdi

0 gozabli sevgilimdon

gopdugum an

ollorimdo asib-asib,

yera diisiib

catlag-catlaq parcalanmaq?

Gozlorimin i¢ine baxa-baxa soydiiler do,
doydiiler do...

aglamadim!

Tasadiifon yera disiib ¢ilik olan
bayramimda sevincima sorik olan

bu fincanin

sinmasindan

g0z yaglarim gilo-gilo

axirdilar...

Bizim evds hor kiinciinds agr1 olan bir moatbax var.
Bu motboxds tez-tez smir

doniz rongli, sar1 telli fincanlarim...

BUTA. THE BAKU WORKSHOP - 2010
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HAVE BROKEN A CUP

There is an ache in every corner of this kitchen.
Every word from this young man rains irritation,
rains anger.

Three cups sit on the table to be broken;

the dearest of them is looking at me.

Every holiday, the loving girl earns a flower,
a bracelet or a kiss.

Last holiday I got a cup from my furious love.
It was blue, I loved blue.

But what is the meaning of the yellow stains
that spot it?

When I tore myself from my furious love,
was it the fate of this cup,

trembling, trembling in my hands

to fall to the ground,

to crack

and shatter?

Watching my eyes, they

insulted and beat me.

I did not cry.

For the spotted one that fell by chance,

for the companion of my joyous holiday,

at the breaking of this cup,

my eyes filled.

In our house, where every corner aches,

there is a kitchen.

In this kitchen

my sea-colored, yellow speckled cups

often break.

Translated by Shahla Naghiyeva

Aysel Novruz 13
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Nurand Nur

1980-ci ilda Géygay
soharinda anadan olub.
Usaq yaslarindan ada-
biyyata, incasonato
maraq gostarib. Odabi
niimunalori dovri matbu-
atda miintazom ¢ap ol-
unur. 2010-cu ilda
“Yanaqda yags yeri*
adli ilk seirlor kitabr isiq
tizti gortib.

Internet iinvani:

http://nurane.azeriblog.c
om/

Nurana Nur was born
in 1980 in Goychay. She
became interested in lit-
erature as a child. Her
writing is regularly pub-
lished in Azerbaijan pe-
riodicals. Her first book
of poetry, Rain Drop on
a Cheek, was published
in 2010.

Internet address:
http://nurane.azeriblog.c
om/
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NABOLOD YOLCU

Hor giin tiroyimdon kegon

Birca dofs bilmadi ki, hardan kegir.
Yeyib, bitirib i¢imi susay1b o,
GoOzlorimin nurun igir.

Addim saslaridir bu doytintiilor
Bir yoldu, bir yolgu yola nabalod
Yoqin ki, yolunu azacaq albat.
Urayim onungiin genis bir 6lko
Bas niya gorar1 tutmur bu yerdo
Basqa tirokloro tolasir balka?
Yaman nigaranam, bilmirom nadon
Kegirik yena do sondon xobarsiz.

Man sizin kiigadon, son tiroyimdon.
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STRANGE TRAVELER

The one who passes through my heart
every day
has never known the ways he passed.
He has eaten, consumed my insides,
but still he is thirsty
and now drinks the light of my eye.
The sounds of his steps beat

in my heart,
a stranger to its roads —
surely he will lose his way.
My heart is a wide country for him;
why doesn’t he settle here?
Perhaps he hurries to other hearts?
I feel uneasy. I don’t know why
you are unaware as we pass:
I, through your streets,

and you, through my heart.

Nurana Nur
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Alib adim1 dilimo,

Cokib yoxlugunu ciyarlorima,
Bagiracam goylora.

Buludlar talasla deyacoklor bir-birilorina.
ovval oks etdirib sasini aloma,

Sonra soklimi ¢okib gondoracoklor yuxularina.
Qorxub “firtinal1 mon”don yalvaracagsan
yuxuma

Etirafin dag vuracaq dilino mon adda.
And igmisom bu esqgo ki,

Daha ovvalki olmaram.

No yuxuda, no hoyatda.

OATH

Calling your name to my tongue,
breathing your absence into my lungs,

I will roar at the sky.

The clouds will gather in trepidation.
Thunderous voices will resound and flash across the earth,
snapping my picture, projecting it into
your dreams.

In fear of my storms you will beg mercy
of my dreams.

Your confession will brand my name

on your tongue.

I have sworn by this love

that I will not be as I was before —
neither in dream, nor in life.

Translated by Shahla Naghiyeva
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AILOMO...

Evin sonuncu ¢vladiydim.

Sizi taqdimatsiz tanidigimi
xatirlayiram.

Yad olmadan dogmalasdigimizi
Sizi hardansa tantyirdim.

Bilmis baxislarinizdan goriirdiim
Siz do moni taniyirdiniz

Hotta yoxlugumu da bilirdiniz
Yoxlugumun facio olmadigini da
Kokiindon qoparib dibgokdo
gizladiyim giil,

Divara gizlico yazdigim yazi
Bilmadiyim dorsi miiallimin
Sorugmadig gilin

Bunlar1 ki bilmirdiniz.
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TO MY FAMILY

I was the youngest child of the
family.

I remember knowing you before

[ met you,

and I remember how we became
close

to one another.

I knew you from somewhere else.
Your familiar gaze told me that
you knew me as well.

You were even aware of what

I lacked,

and knew that my insufficiency
was not a tragedy.

But you didn’t know

how I tore the flower from

the pot and hid,

how I wrote on the walls secretly.
You didn’t know about the day
when the teacher didn’t ask me

to answer

the lesson for which I wasn’t
ready.

Translated by Shahla Naghiyeva
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ILLUZIYALAR

- No sosdi? Kim var evda?

- No sas?

- Addim sasi.

- Taqqult1 sosidi.

- Kiilok viyildayir. Kiilokdi.

- Kiilok?!

- Meteorologlar axsam torofi
kiilok s6z vermisdilor. Demali,
kiilokdi. Daha burda siibho yeri
yoxdu.

- Yaman kiilok osir.

skskok

- Magazada soyunma otagindan
cixirdim, birdon-birs qarsima ¢ixdi.
Qorxudan osim-asim assom do,
O0ziimli o yers qoymayib sakitco
yanindan sivigib qagdim. Saticidan
glizgiinlin yerini sorusdu. Sonra
satictya burda manlik he¢ na yoxdur
deyib barmagini sora-sora getdi.
Magazadan ¢ixanda gordim ki,
usaq paltarlar1 sobasino girib bir

usaq papagini basina pargimloyir.
skskok

- Sokinin kenar1 ilo yanaki
yeriyir, mona torof golirdi. Yaxin-
lagdi, salamlasdiq, sorusdum, no
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ILLUSIONS

- What was that noise? Is there
anybody at home?

- What noise?

- Footsteps.

- No, it sounded like knocking.

- It is the wind blowing.

- Wind?

- The weather forecast had pre-
dicted windy weather tonight. So
the wind is blowing. There can be
no doubt.

- Correct! The wind is blowing
hard.

seskosk

- I came out of the cloakroom and
suddenly saw her right in front of
me. I was afraid to meet her, but I
was trying to pretend like every-
thing was normal with me. Almost
tiptoeing, | slowly sneaked out on
her. You should have seen her. What
a state she was in! When sales-
woman asked of her size, her an-
swer was: "I can’t tell you exactly,
until I look at a mirror.” The sales-
woman pointed to the mirror on the
wall nearby. After looking at herself
in the mirror, she replied to the
saleswoman that there was nothing
to fit her and walked away, sucking
her finger. Later, after I left the
store, I saw her in a children’s shop
trying to jam a baby cap onto her

Ulker Nasibbayli
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liclin o ciir yeriyirson. Dedi ki,
taninmamagq Ugun.
sekosk

- Bu noadi monim stolumun
iistiindo? Sonindi?

- Yox. Yay vaxti olcoyi neynirom?

- Bos onda kimindi?..

koskosk

- O nadi orda qaralti torponir?

- Harda? Ho. Gordiim. Qarisqadi.
- Niyo ozdin? Giinahdi.

- ©Zmosam, artar.
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head.

skosk
- She was coming towards me,
walking sideways on pavement. As
she approached, we greeted each
other and I asked her why she is
walking in this way. She said, “So
as not to be recognized.”
kskosk
- What is that on my table? Are
they yours?
- No. Why would I need gloves
in summer?
- Then, whose are they?
skesksk
- What is that black thing trem-
bling over there?
- Where? Yes. I see it now. It was
an ant.
- Why did you smash it? It’s a
sin.
- There would be more of them if
I hadn’t smashed it.

Translated by Ulkar Nasibbayli
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MON, SON, O ME, YOU, SHE
Hor sey monim olimdo, Everything is in my hands,
dualarim, my prayers,
liroyim, my heart,
ofv formanim, my ability to forgive,
imzam, my signature,
gollarim, my arms—
Ag¢in gollarimi! Untie my arms!
Hor sey Sonin slindo, Everything is in your hands,
sorgu-sual, interrogation,
durgu vo duygu isarslori, symbols for punctuation and
son ciimlo, emotions,
noqton. the final sentence,
Uroayimo 6liimciil homlo... its period.
Son dofo getmok istoyim, A deadly attack to my heart.
lizimo bagl qapilarin dostoyi... I want to go a last time,
Ac¢in gapilari! before the locked handles of

doors—
Hor sey O-nun olindo, Open the doors!
golom,
yazi, Everything is in Creator’s hands
olum vo 6lim, the pen,
Ac¢in gozlorinizi! writing,
being and death—

Open your eyes!
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YAZILMAYAN
SEIR

Ovval

omrii boyu ¢oka bilmayacayi
bir rosmin 6niindo

quruyub qaldi

saglarmin ucunacan.
Qurutdu onu,

rossam olindon siiziilon ronglor,

sonra,
narm-narin yagan yagis
islatdu.

Addim-addim uzaqlasdi
o rosimdon.

Bu heyratdon ayilmamis
sevdiyi gonci

he¢ zaman yerino olmayacagi
bir qizla gordii,

kiigoni kegon zaman.

O ciitlor gozdon itonacon,

o yagis kosonocon,

quruyub qald1 yerindaco.

Kegdi kiigadan,
Kecdi yagisdan,
Kecdi sevgidon.

Duymadi bunu
“Torqov1’nin insan alindon
tongo golmis

o dar kiigasi do.
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THE UNWRITTEN
POEM

At first

she stood shocked

and still before the artwork—

hair had been stuck to the surface of
the dried paint.

She could not wrap her mind
around it.

Colors that had filtered

through the artist’s hands and dried
now were moistened in the drizzle
of rain.

Slowly, she stepped away from the
painting.

Hardly had she drawn away from
this odd sight,

when she saw her own young love
crossing the street

with a girl she could never take the
place of.

She was rooted in place

until after the couple was lost to her
sight,

until after the rain ceased.

She passed through the street,
She passed through the rain,
She passed through love.

Even Torgovi’s narrow street,
weary of too many people,
could not comprehend.

Hayat Sami
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Heg¢ zaman geyina bilmoyacayi

bir geyim Oniindo

ayaq saxlayib igori kegdi.

Uroksiz maniken qiirrolonirdi
oynindoki geyimin zovqii altinda.
“Too exspensive” deyib esiyo ¢ixdi.
Kiigolor dasa donmiisdii,

Evlor yas dasa donmiisdii,
Ayaginin altindaki dag

dasa donmiisdii.

Ayagqlarin

torpaga omanot vermis bir qohra-
man,

duymadi daslarin dasa donmayini...

ol a¢di iki ayaqlilara-
iiroklor dasa donmiisdii.!!

Bundan sonra

gacmaq istodi gordiiklorindon ,
Qagdi, qagdi, qagdi,

gacd1 o kiigodon.

Elo qagdi ki,

he¢ kolgosi do cata bilmadi ona.
No godor gagsa da,

nod 0 rosm,

no o gonc, no o geyim, no do o
olildon

uzaqlasa bilmadi.

Heg kosin yaza bilmoyoacayi

bu seiri yazdi o giin...
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Pausing before a dress she could
never wear,

she entered the shop.

The heartless manikin boasted

of the elegant dress it wore.

Saying “Too expensive,” she exited
the store.

The streets had turned to stone.
The houses had turned to wet stone.
Even the cobbles under her feet
had hardened.

A veteran who had sacrificed his
feet for the nation

could not see how stone had turned
into stone.

He opened his hands to the two-
footed ones,

but even hearts had turned to stone.

Seeking escape

from what she had seen

she ran from that street,

as if even her shadow could not
catch her.

But she could not escape
that painting,

that young man,

that dress—

nor even the cripple.

No one could have written
the poem she wrote that day.

Translated by Shahla Naghiyeva
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AILO
FOTOALBOMUNA
BAXARKON

L.

Fotoda

Mon

Giiltimsayon
Ata-anami1 gérondo
Diistiniirom ki,
Hoyat zarbalorino
Tab gotirmok tigiin
Tobasstim

Kifayot etmir...

II.

Atanin qucagindaki

Masum cocug.

Cocugun sokorbura ayaqglarindaki
Ana opiiciiklori.

Qorxma, balaca,

Yuxundak1 koponoklor

Ana sevgisindon miijdo gotirar...
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LOOKING AT THE
FAMILY PHOTO
ALBUM

L.

When I see

my smiling parents

in the photo,

I know

that against the coming
force

of life’s blows,

the smiles

will not be enough.

II.

In the hands of a father,

an innocent child.

A mother’s kisses

on a child’s shakarbura* legs.
Sweet little one,

don’t be afraid.

May the butterflies in your dreams
bring you tidings of mother’s
love...
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ANANIN
GUNDOLIYINDON

Oz balaca

darisqal diinyanda

har sohar

usaqlara qayganaq bisirirson,
onlarin pal-paltarini yuyub sarirsan,
burun silirsan,

yan yuyursan,

birini danlayib

o birisini ovundurursan.

Sonra

divarlarina sas-kity hopmus
otaglarin tozunu alirsan,

usaqlarla oynayirsan,

onlara

sehrino inanmagq istadiyin nagillar
danigirsan.

Usagqlar

giindolik gaygilardan yorulub
yataqlara ¢okilondo,

bir xalvat kiinco sixilib

doyunca aglamaq kegor konliindon.
Aglamirsan.

Usagqlar oyanar.

G0z yaslarin har geco

gozlorindo donub qalar...

BUTA. THE BAKU WORKSHOP - 2010

A MOTHER’S
DIARY

In your little,

narrow world,

you cook omelettes for your chil-
dren.

Every morning

you scrub their laundry,

wipe their noses,

wash away their dirt,

blame the one,

soothe the other one.

Then,

as walls absorb the clamour,
you dust the room,

you play with the children,

and tell them the fairy tales

you want to believe.

When the children go to bed,
tired from their daily routines,
in a stolen moment in the corner
you want to cry from your heart.
You don’t cry.

The children may wake.

Every night

the tears freeze in your eyes.

Sima ®nnagi
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GECo ZULMU
Geca...
Tonha pancors 6niindo
Belibiikiik bir kolgo.

Tavandaki hoyasiz lampalar

Iyno siialariyla

Adamin beynini sancir,

Ayriligin gara cizgilorini yirtaraq
Sonu bilinmoyon kodori zo-
laglaynr...

Lampalarin yuxusuz is1g1
Qaranliq kii¢oni oyada bilmir,
Giiniin nikbin ronglori

Komiir ziilmatda itir.

Sasloar siikutda.

Sozlor esidilmir sassiz firtinalarda.
Kiigo kor yuxuda.

Adam - dohsotdo...

Giinos dogacaqmi...
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NIGHT TORTURE

Night—

a hunched shadow

before the solitary window.

The brazen ceiling lamps,

pierce people’s brains

with needlelike rays,

rending their dark-sketched

and separate figures,

slashing at the endless melancholy.
The dreamless light of the lamps
cannot waken these dark streets.
The optimistic colors of the day
are lost in this pitch-dark.

Voices are soundless,

words unheard in these storms of
quiet.

The street is in a blind sleep,

the people in a horror—

Will the sun rise...

Translated by Shahla Naghiyeva
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ALDANISLAR
SOHORI

Saat coxalib giin artdiqca biz
sohardon uzaqglasirdiq. No yaxsi ki,
sohardon qagmaq aglima golmisdi.
Bu cirhacirda burda qalmaq, od
tutub yanmaq axmaqliq olard1 lap.
Amma diinonin tosiri holo do
ke¢gmomisdi. Bir az iiroyim bu-
lanirdi, bir az. O da qorxudan.
Usaga qalmaqdan qorxurdum. Ayr1
he¢ no narahat etmirdi moni. Oro
gedondo  diiziilb-qosub  getmok
olardi. Amma onun ugagin saldir-
maga giiclim olmazdi. Bir do o usaq
gec-tez dogulmalidi onsuz da. Indi
lazim deyil sadoca. Oro gedorom,
usaglt da or pordesi altinda
boyiidorom. Hor halda ondan dogu-
lacaq yavrumu xostoxana stolunda
goyub golo bilmorom.

Bu giinso bag gotiiriib gedirom
buralardan. Aldadiram hamini. Elo
bilirlor isti qovur moeni. Guya
déziimiim yoxdu. 1-2 ay gozloyib
sonra qayidacagam. Usaga qal-
masam, qayidacagam. Yoxsa...

Diinon anami aldatdim...ilk dofa.
Dedim sohords gozirom. Onun qu-
cagina girmazdon ovval do telefonu
sondiirdiim. Sevdim onu
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CITY OF
DECEPTION

As the hours went by and the day
ran on, we traveled farther from the
city. It was a good decision to es-
cape the city. It would have been
stupidity to stay there in such hot
weather and suffer. But yesterday’s
feeling still remained. I felt a bit
nauseous. Only a bit. I was afraid of
being pregnant. Nothing else trou-
bled me. I think it would be easy to
solve the problem of my marriage
one way or another. But I would
never be able to kill this man’s
child. This child would be born,
sooner or later, but not right now.
After getting married I could bring
up the child as my husband’s. But |
can’t leave his child in the hospital.

Today I am running away from
home. I deceived everyone. They
think it is the heat that makes me
run away. I’ll wait one or two
months. Then I’ll return if I’'m not
pregnant. Otherwise...

Yesterday I deceived my
mum...for the first time. I told her
that I was walking in the city. |
turned off my phone before falling
into his arms. I loved him yesterday.
As a man. As a woman. I took off
my wedding dress forever for him.
Only my feelings are innocent now.
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diinon...adam kimi...qadin kimi...
kisi kimi... Golinlik paltarimi so-
yundum  homisalik...onungun...
hisslorim bakiradir indi ancagq.
Itirdim mon do...

[tirmok homiso incidib adamu.
He¢ vaxt itirdiyi bir sey Tlg¢ilin
iziilmayon adama rast golmomigom
do. Amma bu itki elo gozol
duyguydu ki. Sarilmisdim ona.
Opiirdii moni... O neco sevimli,
necs oziz...

Diinon ds qorxurdum. Diizii, o an
aglima hamilolik golmirdi. O anin
gorxusu basqaydi. No do olmasa ilk
dofs idi. Qorxusu olmaliydi. Qizlig-
dan gadinliga bir an varmis. Hoalo
diinonin diinonindon bu goriisiin so-
nunu tosovviir edirdim. Bilirdim
nasd olmalidi. Bilirdim. Hazir da
getmisdim. Golin kimi... Illorin hos-
ratini, yangisini biikiib bir kiincs at-
acagima qorar vermisdim. Arzu
olundugumu da bilirdim, sev-
diyindon ominom. Amma qizliq vo
qadinliq korpiisiiniin bu gadar asan,
rahat vo bir anliq oldugunu aglima
gotira bilmozdim. Ciinki bu an yal-
niz vo yalniz bir dofs yasanir. O da
yalniz vo yalniz onunla yasana
bilordi...

- Xanim qiz, burda diissok, pis
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And I lost too.

It always hurts to lose. I have
never seen someone who is not hurt
from losing something. But this loss
was such an exciting feeling! I was
hugging him. He was kissing me.
How lovely and dear he was.

Yesterday I was also frightened,
but I didn’t think of pregnancy then.
That moment’s fear was of another
kind. Anyway it was the first time.
It should be fearful. There is only a
moment between girlhood and
womanhood. Even beforehand I
had imagined the end of this sexual
encounter. I knew that something
would happen. I knew and went
there ready. As a bride. I decided to
throw away the passion and yearn-
ing of all the years. I knew that |
was desired, and I was sure I was
loved by him. But I couldn’t have
imagined that the bridge between
girlhood and womanhood was so
easy and quick to cross. This is a
moment lived only once in a life.
For me, it would be lived only with
him.

“Miss, do you mind getting out of
the car here? It’d be a shame to pass
this place without stopping. Let’s
stop a little. Get out of the car to
wash your hands and face.” The dri-
ver’s ordinary words interrupted my
writing. There was no choice but to
accept his suggestion.
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olmaz ki? Heg insafdan deyil bura
godor golib  oylomadon kegib
gedoson. Gal bir hovur saxlayim
magsini. Son do diis ol-liziinii yu.

Soferin ottokdn vo ¢eynonmis s6-
zlori mani yazimdan ayiltdi. Etiraz
etmoyin yeri yox idi. Basimla
razilasdigimi  bildirib  koniilsiiz
masindan endim. Yol konarinda
yolcular¢un nozords tutulmus kran-
lara yaxinlasib soyuq su ilo allorimi
yudum. Yas ollorimi qollarima
¢okdim. Uroyim sorinlodi. Daha
iizimdoki naraziliq da itmoyo
baslamisdi. Torlomomisdim. Bur-
numa tor qoxusu doydi. Doniib
yanimda bizim masinin soferini
gordiim...

...Diinan ¢ox torlomisdi. Qapini
ac1ib hava almasaydi, istiden iiroyi
dayanacaqdi. ©vvolco ¢antamdan
yas solfetlor ¢ixarib torini sildik.
Sonra bir doftor do ¢ixarib yel-
lomoyo basladim (Qoribadir, o an
dofotorin ona yazilan bir qalaq seir
toplusu oldugu da géziimdon yayin-
madi). O sezmoyoacok doracads
giilimsadim da. Ayaqlarimi qaldirib
ponca iisto dayanib qalin, qirmizi
dodaglarindan 6pdiim. O 6zii balaca
korpo kimidir... Yavas-yavas 6ziino
golirdi. Amma bu kifayot etmadi.
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I nodded and unwillingly got out
of the car. I approached the roadside
tap, there for passersby, and washed
my hands with the cold spring
water. Stroking my arms with my
wet hands, I felt refreshed. An feel-
ing of satisfaction came over me.
Suddenly, though I didn’t feel
sweaty myself, I smelled a strong
body odor. I turned to see the driver
of our share-taxi standing next me.

Yesterday, I remembered, he had
perspired profusely. If we hadn’t
opened the door to let in fresh air, I
thought his heart would have
stopped of the heat. At first I had
taken a wet-wipe out of my bag and
washed the sweat from his skin.
Then I had taken a copybook from
my bag and begun to fan him. At
that very moment, coincidentally, |
noticed it was the copybook of
poems I had devoted to him. I had
even smiled a bit to myself, in a
way that he wouldn’t notice, and
kissed his red lips. He was like a
baby. He had felt a bit better then.
But it wasn’t enough. He needed to
go out and breathe the fresh air. A
short time later I was walking along
the dark streets of Baku.

“I always stop here. It’s difficult
to continue on the road if you don’t
refresh yourself.” A fetid odor is-
sued from the driver’s mouth.

Tilting my head away, I smiled
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Bayira ¢ixib tomiz hava almaliydi.
Bir az sonra Bakinin qaranliq
kii¢oloriylo yuxar1 yola dogru ad-
dimlayirdim...

- Homiso burdan kegondo burda
miitloq dayaniram. Sorinlomoson
yola davam elomok ¢atin mosaladir.

Kisinin agz1 da pis qoxuyurdu.
Uziimii yana gevira-gevira yena do
basimi yelloyib guya ki, giilim-
sodim. Bu, giilimsomokdon daha
¢ox “iyvermis agzivi yumsan, pis
olmaz” demok idi.

Masmna  yaxinlagib  getmok
istodiyimo isaro etdim. Sofer do,
digor yolgular da elo monim kimi
davrandilar. Nohayat ki, yol boyu
da monasiz “siyasi” vo “qlobal”
“problemlarilo” basimi aparan bu
bosbogaz kisi agzim1  yumdu.
Deyoson, yorulmusdu. Ya da
monim ifrit sifotino banzor simam-
dan ehtiyatlanib daha az danigmali
oldugunu anlamigsdi. Amma hor
halda sevindirici hal idi. Man yena
do yazmaga davam edirdim.

Burda moni ilk sevindiron sey
goldiyimdon 6-7 saat sonra rast-
lagdigim saat oldu. Oslindo otaga
yerloson andan bu saati gérmiis,
islomadiyini esitmis vo hatta toassiif
da etmisdim. Dolablara gotirdiyim
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an artificial smile. This smile meant
“Wash your malodorous mouth, al-
ready.”

To indicate I was ready to go, I
walked back to the car. The driver
and other passengers did the same.
At last, a chatterbox, a passenger
who had already bored me to death
his tedious speech about “political
and global problems” fell silent and
didn’t say another word for the rest
of the journey. He seemed to be
weary. Or perhaps he had under-
stood from my dissatisfied face that
he’d do better not to speak. It was
so good to continue on our way in
silence. I went on with my writing.

skskok

The first thing that made me feel
happy here was the clock that I no-
ticed six or seven hours after my ar-
rival. In fact, I had noticed it the
moment I entered the room and felt
a kind of pity for it because it
seemed to be out of order. I un-
packed my clothes into a drawer
and went out to the yard. Nothing
would be better than hot village
bread with cheese after a long jour-
ney.

I didn’t return to my room until
evening. I wanted to read a book. I
opened “Unfinished Manuscript”
by Kamal Abdulla and looked again
at clock, forgetting that it had
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pal-paltar1 bosaldib hoyoto diisdiim.
Isti tondir ¢oroyi vo pendirin uzaq
yoldan sonra yeri var idi. Olqaf
elodim. Bir do axsama yaxin
qalxdim otagima. Bir az kitab oxu-
magq istoyirdim. Kamal Abdullanin
“Yarimgiq olyazmasi™ni gotiiriib
uzandim. Saata baxdim.
Islomodiyini unutmusdum. Saat
isloyirdi. Ozii do diiz. 6-nin yaris1
idi. Ixtiyars1z yerimdon durub saata
baxdim. Ho, diipbadiiz isloyirdi.
Giildiim... Homiso on ¢ox qorx-
dugum sey saatimin yatmasi ol-
musdu. Belo vaxtlarda homiso pis
na iso olurdu. Sevindim. Xarab saat,
oslinds monimgiin asilmig bu saat
islomoyo baglamisdi, 6zii do qaldigt
yerdon yox, asl islomali oldugu
vaxtdan.

Geconi rahat yatdim. Ya yol yor-
musdu moni, ya da qoyub goldik-
lorim. Oyananda yariagiq gapimin
soffaf poncoralorindon giin diistirdii
iiztima. Ayi1ldim. Yuxulu deyildim.
Harda oldugumun da forqindoydim.
Deyoson hami yatmisdi. Saata
baxdim. 7-don bes doqiqgo kegirdi.
Durdum. Otagimin qapilarin
agdim. Yel vurdu hor torafdon. Elo
xos hava vardi ki. Son vaxtlar kond
hoyatina artan maragim yenidon bas
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stopped. But I found it running. It
even showed the correct time—half
past five. Reluctantly, I got up to
look more closely at the clock. Yes,
it was running. Accurately. A slight
smile touched my face. One thing I
had always been afraid of was a
clock stopping. Every time that my
own watch had stopped something
bad had happened. I felt happy. The
clock hung on the wall for me was
running as it should—and not from
the time it had stopped. It was now
showing the correct time.
skekosk

I slept a quiet sleep. Whether
from the long journey, or from the
things I had left behind, I was ex-
hausted. When I awoke the sun was
shining through the transparent
glass of my half-open door. Every-
body seemed to be asleep. I was
fully awake now and conscious of
where I was. It was five minutes
past seven. I got up opened the
door of my room. A light breeze
smoothed my face. The weather
was wonderful. My appreciation for
village life would grow more and
more, day by day. I thought to my-
self then how a village is much bet-
ter than a city.

The walls of my room were dec-
orated with paintings. Above my
head hung a painting of “Ichari She-
har” (Inner City)*. To the left of
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qaldirdi. Uroyimds “heyif deyil
kond, na var e sohards” dedim.

Otagimin divarlart  rosmlorlo
bozadilmisdi. Basimin iistiindo Igori
sohorin goriintiisii olan sokil vardi.
Sol torofimdo daginiq saglarim
toparlayan yuxulu qadin, sag tors-
fimdo arxasini mono ¢evirmis
yataqda uzali geco koynoyinda
basqa bir qadin goriiniirdi. Sag di-
varda iki daha boyiikk tablo
astlmigdi. Biri Bakinin, digori do
indi adin1 ¢gokmok istomadiyim, yer-
logdiyim sohorin morkozi kiigosinin
goriintiisiiydii. Sol divardasa iri
bodonniima glizgii vardi. Biitlin
olaraq moni géstorirdi. Oziimo
baxdim. Bir az yorgun, bir az da
qurtulmus kimiydim. Azadliga
¢ixmisdim elo bil.

Foyeyas ¢ixdim. Burda da divarlar
sokillorlo stislonmisdi. Hor birino
ayri-ayriligda  baxa-baxa  yan
otaqlardan birins ¢atdim. Burda qi-
zlar qalirdi — qohumlarim. Qap1
aciq idi. Igori girdim. Qizlar halo
yatirdilar. Onlara mahol qoymadan
divarlardaki sokilloro baxmaga
basladim. Bu otaqda daha ¢ox tipik
vo qodimi azarbaycanli gadinlarin
rosmlori,  Umumiyyatlo, milli
kaloritli sokillor asilmigdi. Otagin
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the old city I saw a portrait of a
sleepy woman and to the right was
another women in a nightgown who
lay with her back to me. On the
right-hand wall hung two larger
paintings. One of them depicted the
city of Baku and the other one
showed the highway of the village
where 1 was now, the name of
which I don’t want to mention here.
On the left wall there was a large
mirror, which reflected me entirely.
I looked a bit tired and somewhat
relieved. As if I had been somehow
liberated.

I walked out of my room into the
foyer. The walls there were also
decorated with paintings. Walking
slowly, observing each of the art
works, one by one, I reached an-
other of the rooms. Here lived the
younger, unmarried girls — my rela-
tives. The door was open and I en-
tered the chamber. Paying no
attention to the sleeping girls, I
looked at the paintings hung there.
There were many portraits of typi-
cal, traditional Azerbaijani women
adorned with national colors. I
opened the other door of the room,
which led to the garden and let the
sun come in. I went out onto the
balcony. The village looked as if
could fit in the palm of my hand.
One of the girls woke.

Her eyes squinting from sleep,
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bayira acgilan qgapisim1  agdim.
Giinosi icari buraxdim. Balkona
cixdim. Kond ayagimin altina
sorilmigdi. Qizlardan kimsas oyandi.
Yuxulu quy1q gozleriyls “na tez dur-
musan, nds xortdamisan?” dedi.
“Yat holo, durma, elo-belo dur-
musam, ayildim durdum, gedib
yatiram indi” — cavab verdim.

Oz otagima qayitdim. Yerima
uzandim. Carpayimin yanindaki
kigik dolabin iistiindo gecodon to-
dariik edib qoydugum sudan stiziib
icdim. Sonra da kitab oxuya-oxuya
yuxuya getmigommis. Giinortaya
yaxin sohor tezdon addimlarimin
sosino oyanan qiyiq gozli qiz
hoyotdon adimi1 ¢okib oyadirdi
mani. Yoqin saoharin “intigami1” idi.

O giinii yaxs1 yola verdim deyo
bilorom. Giinortadan sonra baga
getdik. Bir az oaylondik do. Urayim
do bulanmadi. Rahat idim. Axsam
ona zong elodim. Xos roftar karima
goldi. Bir az da yaxs1 oldum.
Geconi deyasan qizlarla uzun-uzadi
sohbatdon sonra yatmigam.

Artiq bes giindiir ki, burdayam.
Oziimii yaxs: hiss edirom. Yavas-
yavas  doslorimin  istiindoki,
boynumdak: goylor do saralir.
Burda sorusan olmadi da. Deyason
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she asked, “Why did you get up so
early?”

“Go back to sleep,” I replied.
“Don’t get up. I’ve only just woken.
I am going back to sleep now.”

I returned into my room, lay on
my bed and drank from the glass of
water [ had set on the chest of draw-
ers by my bed the night before.
Then I fell asleep reading my book.
By the noon the sleepy, squint-eyed
girl who I had woken so early in the
morning with the sound of my foot-
steps now woke me, calling my
name. Perhaps it was revenge.

I must say, I spend daytimes feel-
ing quite well. Afternoons we all go
to the garden and enjoy ourselves. |
don’t feel sick. I feel relaxed. I
phone him in the evenings. The
warm welcome of my relatives is
helping me. I am feeling much bet-
ter. Nights I fall asleep talking to the
girls.

kosk sk

I have been here five days. I feel
well. The love-bruises on my
breasts and my neck are fading. No
one here has asked me about them.
They don’t even seem to notice
them. One my main motives for
rushing from Baku was this prob-
lem, these bruises. I don’t want my
mother to suspect.

As time passes my feelings are
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heg¢ kos fikir vermoyib. Vaxti yola
verdikco hisslorim do soyumaga
baglayir. Xatirolorim do uzaqlas-
maqdadir. 9slindo Bakidan gagma
soboblorimdon biri do bu gdyormo
masalosidir. Anam duyuq
diismomolidir. Oziimo galirom...

Geco yatmazdan avvol hamama
girdim. Soyuq dus istoyirdim. Yaxs1
tosir elodi. Glizgllys baxdim
hamamda. Els bil ilk dofs idi qadin
badoni goriirdiim. Vo onun badonini
xatirladim. Hoyatimda ilk dofs idi
ki, gadin badani ilo kisi bodonini
qarsilagdirirdim. Maraqli idi...onun
badoni...Oziimii giizgii 6niindo qu-
cagladim. Gozlorimi gapadim. Do-
daqlarii hiss
edirdim...ollorini...6ptislorini...
Kimso qapmni doydii. “Gec ¢ixac-
eysan? Burda sular qofil kasilir aaa”
— 5989 ayildim elo bil. “Cixiram
indi” — bu da mondon goldi.

Elo bu doqige zong elomigdi.
Daha dogrusu, on doqige bundan
ovval etdiyim zongo cavab vero
bilmadiyindon indi etmisdi zong.
Sevindim... Deyir ‘“neynirson?”.
Deyirom “Pivo ig¢irom. Bayaq da
caxir i¢irdim. “Soninom”s do qulaq
asdim, yadima son diisdiin. Hom do
soningiin hekays yaziram”. Deyir
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also gradually fading behind me.
My memories have moved into the
distance. I am coming back to my-
self.

skskok

One night before going to bed |
went to the bathroom. I wanted to
have a cold shower—it made me
feel well. I looked at my body in the
mirror. [ felt as if [ saw a woman’s
body for the first time. And then I
also remembered his body. For the
first time in my life I compared a
woman’s body to that of man’s. It
was interesting... his body. I hugged
myself in front of the mirror and
closed my eyes. I could feel his lips,
his hands, his kisses...

Somebody knocked at the door.
“When are you going to come out.
The water may be shut off any time
now.” The voice startled me from
my fantasy.

“I’m coming now,” I called out.

skskok

He has just phoned me. To be
more precise, he has returned my
call. He hadn’t answered my own
call ten minutes before. I was glad
to hear his voice.

“What are you doing?”” he asked.

“Im drinking beer. Before I
drank wine and listened to Seninem
(’'m Yours)**, remembering you.
I’m also writing a short story for
you,” I answered.
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“Yaxsi da... Denon daha mon bu
geco yatmiyiceyam ki”. Giiliirom,
deyiram “Y0000000, qorxursan ki,
sohora godor zong edorom, mesaj
yazaram?”. Giiliir, deyir “Hmmm.”.
Bu dofo ucadan giiliirom, hiss
edirom ki, giiligiim xosuna golir.
Daliyca deyirom “Darixirsan man-
im¢iin?”. Deyir “Ba na?”. Deyirom
“Coox?”. Deyir “Hmm”. Deyirom
“Man do. Ozii do lap ¢ox”. “On bes
doqiqoys ordayam” — zarafat eliyir.
“Yalan¢i1!” — cavab verirom. Axirda
da Opiir — ¢coxlu-¢oxlu (“Bilirson no
qador?...” — “Coox?” sualima o
cavab verir), man do Oplirom, sonra
sagollagiriq. Sonra da bura
kogiirirom danigdiglarimizi. Bu
yerda do hekayanin bu qismi yazilir.

Qohum qizlardan biri bayaq
gonsu qizindan damisirdi. Bizim
hoyotdon baxanda hasarin iistiindon
onlarin evinin divarina vurulmus
glizgl goriiniir. Q1z deyir ki, bayaq
elo tosadiifon o torofo baxibmus,
goriibmiis ki, gonsunun azyaslh qiz1
giizgiiniin 6niinde durub 6z-6ziins
oynayirmis. Dodagina pamada
¢okib ora-burasini diizoldirmis. Bu
da burdan uca soslo qizin adini
cagirib. Q1z da diksinib 6ziinii itirib.
Portliyini gizlotmok namins “Oy-
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“Really? I see I won’t be able to
sleep tonight.”

“Are you afraid I will call and
message you all night long?” 1
laughed.

“Yeah.”

I laugh louder and can sense that
he likes it. Then I ask if he misses
me.

He answers, “Of course.”

“Alot?”

“Yeah.”

“Me too. And very, very much.”

“I can be there in fifteen min-
utes,” he jokes.

“You’re a liar.”

In the end he kisses me. I send
him my own kisses and we say
goodbye to each other. Then I copy
down our conversation. Right here,
this part of my story is being writ-
ten.

kskosk

A little while ago, one of the
girls, my cousin, was talking about
a neighbor girl. She said that from
our yard, over the fence, you can
see the mirror that hangs on the
neighbor’s wall. My cousin said
that just a little while ago she hap-
pened to look over and noticed the
little neighbor girl dancing for her-
self in front of the mirror, putting on
lipstick, touching it up here and
there. In a loud voice, my cousin
had called out her name. Startled,
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nayirdim” deyib.

Bunu qohum qiz danigsanda qas
qaralirdi. Bir do gordik yagis
basladi. Yagis no yagis. Ucundan
tutub gdyo qalxmali. Biz do qizlarla
bu giin igmok istoyirdik. Siifro
diizaltdik. Sam elodik. Sorab i¢dik.
Hamidan ¢ox meni tutdu. Axmaq
bir giilmok goldi mona. Hoyotdo
calisan ustan1 o ki var dolayib
giildiim. Bir az sonra basgicollon-
mom kecdi vo mon indi do siqaret
istadim. Qalxib otagimin sol
gonsusu qohum oglanin dolabinin
istiindeki qutudan bir siqaret
gotlirdiim. Bunu ancaq tualetdo
¢okmok olardi. Pillslori tez-tez enib
motboxdon kibrit do gbtiirlib hoyot
tualetina  yollandim. He¢ kos
farqine varmadi. Igari giror girmoz
iroyim bulandi. Bagim bu dofs daha
forqli firland1. Gozlerim do qaraldu.
Bir ne¢o an gapinin dostayinden
tutub dayandim. Oziimo goldim.
Yox, edo bilmadim. Yadima goazetin
son nomrasinds siqaretlo baglh
verdiyim material diisdii. Alimlor
arasdirmiglar ki, siqaret usaqlarin
saglam dogulmasina mane olur.
Korpoays ¢ox ziyandi. Bir sozlo, et-
madim.

Basgicollonmom ii¢ giindiir ki
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the girl had hid herself. To conceal
her embarrassment and shame she
had called back, I was just danc-
ing.”

As my cousin told this story it
was getting dark. In a bit, we real-
ized it had begun to rain. Rain on
rain! It was pouring as if the sky it-
self must break up. Today us girls
wanted to drink together. We laid
the table. We had supper. We drank
wine. And the wine went straight to
my head. I began laugh foolishly
and made a fun of someone work-
ing in the yard. A little later the gid-
diness passed and I wanted a
cigarette. I went upstairs, and from
the chest of drawers in the room be-
longing to one of my boy cousins, I
took a cigarette. I could smoke it
only in the toilet. I went downstairs,
and taking matches from the
kitchen, set out on the path to the
toilet in the yard. Nobody noticed
anything. But as soon as I entered
the outhouse, I began to feel nau-
seous. But this time, my head was
spinning differently. Everything
darkened before my eyes. Holding
tight to the door handle, I hardly
managed to stay upright. As [ came
to myself, I thought, “I can’t do it.”
I remembered the article I had writ-
ten for the last issue of the newspa-
per on the topic of cigarettes.
Scientists had proved that smoking
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var. Urok bulanmam da homginin.
Diinon ev sahibasi bir az narahat da
oldu. Yaxst yeyo bilmirdim. Bu
giinkii sobobimso icki ola bilordi
deyo diisiiniib he¢ no demadi. Ni-
garan qalib haokimao yollaya bilarlor
moni. Ozii do an pisi Bakiya — tanis
hokimlordon birinin yanina. Ona
gora do, bir az da ehtiyath davran-
maliyam. Iki giin do kegsin bir
bohans edib morkozo gedacoyom —
apteko. Test alib yoxlayaram. Miis-
bot notico gostorso, tocili Bakiya
qayidib, tohsil hazirhigina basla-
maliyam. Qarnim bdytimadon ¢ix1b
getsom, yaxsi olar. Usagin atasini
da gedondon sonra xobordar
edorom. Osas masalo anamdir. Onu
doqquz ay yola vermok lazimdir.
Tez-tez moktub yazaram, zong
edorom. Ara-sira pul yollaram. Hom
isloyorom, hom do matbaslordon
birinds ¢alisib bir tohor dolanaram.
Qurumun rohbari do ¢ox seyi 0z
boynuna gotiiriib. Cotin olmaz.

Yuxarida yazdiqlarimi geco yat-
mazdan avval gotiir-qoy elomisom.
Demok olar ki, hor varianta addim
hazirdi. Qalir ancaq sabah bir
bohans tapib evdon ¢ixmagq.

Qonsu otagda galan gohum oglan
0zii apard1 moni morkozo. Xosboxt-
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did harm to children. For unborn in-

fants, smoking was especially dan-

gerous. In a word, I didn’t smoke.
kskosk

For three days I have felt dizzy. |
am also nauseous. Yesterday my
hostess was worried about me. |
couldn’t eat. She thought perhaps I
was hung-over, so said nothing. If
they continue to be anxious about
me today, they may send me to doc-
tor. The worst will be if they send
me to Baku, to one of the doctors
who knows me. So I must be more
careful. In two days I must make
some excuse or another to go the
center of town, to the pharmacy. 1
can buy a test and check if I’'m
pregnant. If the test is positive, I
should hurry back to Baku to begin
preparations.

It’s best if I go before my stom-
ach begins showing. I’ll warn the
child’s father after I leave. The main
problem is my mother. I shall have
to deceive her for nine months. I’ll
call and write letters often. Some-
times I’ll send her money. I know I
can both work and write articles for
newspapers and earn my living. The
manager of my organization him-
self has promised to help. It won’t
be difficult.

I thought over the passage above
before I went to sleep tonight. There
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likdon apteko monimlo girmadi.
Yoqin qadinlarin xiisusi giinlorgiin
todariikii-zad1 kimi basa diisdii.
Yaxsi1 oldu.

Inanilmaz notica! Test hamilo
deyilson dedi. Bilmadim sevinim,
yoxsa kodorlonim. Hor halda indi
arzuolunan son idi. Rahat nofos
aldim. O giindon bu yana i¢imda
azca da olsa qinaq vardisa, hamisi
yox oldu. Oz-6ziimo giiliimsodim.
Baki  iiglin @ burnumun ucu
goynayirdi... Noolsun ki, istidi....?!

Bilmirom amma bunu hekayo
adiyla “Sano yazmigam” deyib, ona
oxutdurum, ya yox...

8-11 Avqust 2007,
Qaboalo
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is a way out of every situation. All
that’s left now is to think of an ex-
cuse by which I can leave the house
tomorrow.

skskok

My relative who lives in the
room next to mine took me to town
himself. Fortunately, he didn’t came
into the pharmacy with me. That
was good.

Unbelievable! The test showed
that [ was not pregnant. I didn’t
know whether to feel joy or sorrow.
Either way, it was really the best
outcome. I can breath easy. Any
feeling of regret I had for that day
has evaporated. [ am smiling to my-
self. And from the very tip of my
nose | ache for Baku—in spite (or
because?!) of its heat.

I just don’t know whether to read
him this story I have titled “I Wrote
It For You”—or not.

Translated by Leyla Alverdiyeva
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BIiR GOZLUK SEVGI

Kisi ollorinin

ici isti,

ustu soyuq...

Eybi yox,

al ollorimi ovuclarina,

bir az sondon danigim.

Bir do, bir da...yumma gozlorini!

Moan heg vaxt darrxmadim sondon
oOtari,

heg¢ vaxt!

Amma homiss elo bildim ki,
Hans1 divardasa bir mismar tisliyiir
ondan kdynayini asmagin ti¢lin.
Hans1 bir moahallo diikanindasa
siqaret qutusu darixir,

onu soyasan deya.

Hansisa bir eyvan kiinciino gqon-
mus sar¢o

ona ¢orak ovmagini gozlayir.
Man — o qusun,

0 qutunun,

o mismarin darixmagini darixdim
sondon otori!

Onlarin gézlomayini gozladim...
Oziim he¢ darixmadim, heg!
Yumma gozlorini...

Xosuma golir sondon danismagq,
soninlo boliismoys dogmaliq tap-
mayanda
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LOVE AT A GLANCE

A man’s hands

are hot inside,

cold outside...

it doesn’t matter.

Take my hands into yours.

Let me speak of you a little

Never, never close your eyes again.

I never missed you - never.

But I always thought

that some lone nail on the wall
shivered for your shirt,

and that in some corner store

a packet of cigarettes missed
being unwrapped by you,

that a sparrow perched at the corner
of some balcony

waited for you to crumble bread.
I missed this bird’s,

this packet’s,

this nail’s missing of you.

I waited on their waiting.

I myself never missed you, ever.
Do not close your eyes.

I like to speak of you,

and when I don’t find kinship to
share with you,

I look for a step-kinship.

Hurt as a lover,

reconciled as a friend.

Giinel Movlud
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Ogeyliyi boliismok soninla,
sevgili kimi incimok,

dost kimi barigmag...
Yumma gozlorini.

Yumma, gozlorini aganda,

moni gora bilmoayacayin qodor
genisdi bu diinya.

Sondon bir an ayr1 qala bilocoyim
godor

uzundu bu dmiir.

G0z yumub-aginca

¢ix1b-getmayi bacaran dostdu
gadin!

Hamusi bosla...
Yumma gozlorini,
gbzlorini yumanda
sondon he¢ no galmur...

AYGUNO

Ag telefonu, damarlarim agriyir
ag telefonu, goy tiziindo
gara buludlar var,

hava soyuq, oynim nazik...
Ag telefonu, hokim qadaga qoyub
«fenozepamy»a
ag telefonu,

ildirim tokco goy iizlindo yox,
gbzlorimin qabaginda ¢axir
Ag telefonu, Aygiin!
Mon oturdugum yerdo galiram -
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Do not close your eyes.

Do not close them,

though you might overlook me
when your eyes are open—

the world is so wide.

This life is so long,

I can stand

being without you for a moment.
In the blink of an eye,

any woman friend may up and
leave.

Take everything easy—
do not close your eyes.
When you close your eyes
nothing remains of you.

TO AYGUN

Answer my call, my blood-vessels
throb.

Answer my call, dark clouds fill the
sky,

the weather is cold, my clothes are
thin.

Answer my call, the doctor forbade
fenozepan*.

Answer my call, there is thunder in
the sky,

in my very eyes.
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diinya harasa sivisib, gedir...bu-
raxma!

Ayglin, a¢ telefonu.

Monim bels vaxtlarimi
sonradan rahat tobassiimlo,
xosbaxt giinlorimi gézlorimda
yasla

xatirlamaq vordisim var

ac telefonu, Aygiin, soni 6z
kadorimlo ¢ox yormaram.
Amma indi yadima on mutlu saat-
lar dustir -

aglamagq istoyirom, qoyma!

Qoyma, Aygiin,

gecolor dadsiz ay dogur,
sohorlor boyat giinas ¢ixir,
tiziimo 6li giin galir,
yanimdan aci bir hoyat kegir,
yuxuma nahong baliqlar girir,
anami istoyirom, ... ¢agirma!

Ovvallor kimiss unutmaq
istoyando

Ohmod Qayaya qulaq asirdim
saglarimi kosdirirdim

on kilo ¢oki artirirdim
dostlarla goriigtirdiim.
Qocaliram baci, daha kasilon
saclar, kiird sairi-filan kdmaya
golmir.

Dostlarin agrili tiziindo
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Answer my call, Aygun!

I remain where I sit.

The world runs somewhere - don’t
let it.

Answer my call, Aygun.

It’s my habit to remember

hard times with calm smile,

happy times with teardrops.
Answer my call, Aygun,

I won’t weary you much with my
grief,

but now, remembering the good —
I want to cry. Don’t let me.

Don’t allow it, Aygun.

Evenings, a bland moon appears.
Mornings, a stale sun rises.

Dead days arrive,

a bitter life passes.

I see huge fish in my dream.

I want my mother, but I don’t call
her.

Before when I wanted to forget
someone

I listened to Ahmad Gaya**,

had my hair cut,

put on ten kilos,

hung out with my friends.

I’'m getting older, sister.
No hair cut, nor Kurdish poets, nor

Giinel Movlud
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no qodor qocaldigimi goriirom.
Tokco sonin iizilin, Aygiin, tokco
sonin liziin

giinosli yaz giinti kimi agiq
stiddon kosilmomis pisik balasi
godor momnun

sokkiz il avvalki kimi hoalo do tor-
tomizdi!

Gal, gollarimiz1 agib, bir-birimizi,
gol, qollarimiz1 agib, goncliyimizi
qucaglayagq.

Ag telefonu, Aygiin,

sonin kimiso unutdurmaqda avozin
yoxdu!
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any such thing

can help me any more.

In the pained faces of friends,

I see how old I’ve gotten.

Only your face, Aygun, only your
face

is serene as a sunlit summer day,
as pleased as a nursing kitten,

as clear as eight years ago.

Let us open our arms and hold each
other.

Let open our arms and hold our
youth.

Answer my call, Aygun.

You are unsurpassed, a balm for
forgetting.

Translated by Leyla Alverdiyeva

*Sleeping medication.
** Ahmad Gaya: NEED FOOTNOTE
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M9OLOK
DEYORDIN

Onda halo solmamigdi esqimizdoki

qongalar,

Monos molok deyardin 6ncalor. ..

Qanad da vermisdin goyloro ugmaga,
somani qucmaga. . .

Tann dilinds dindirmisdin igimdaki

moloyi,

sonralar gevrildi ¢orxi faloyin,

sondoki ulu babamizdan galma

stibha toxumu boy atd1

vo mondoki molayi 6ldiiriib

iblisi oyatdh. ..

daha molok demirson mano. ..

Axi1 sdylomisdim dons-done:

Iki moxluq yasayir insanda,

dindirdiyin hay veracok sona...

Monos molok deyardin 6ncalor. ..

GOZUMUN
RONGI

«Ala-yasil gézlorino vurgunamy
deyirson homiso,

«Gozlorin na gozoldiry-
heyratiylo...

Bas niys sorugsmursan gozlorimin
rongindaki sirri?
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YOU USED TO CALL
ME ANGEL

When our budding love hadn’t yet

faded,

you called me angel.

You gave me wings to fly into the blue,
to embrace the heavens.

Once you spoke to that angel inside me

in the language of God.

Then life’s reversals tured you,
sowed our ancestral seeds of doubt,
killed the angel inside,

awoke the devil instead.

You no longer call me angel.

Long I have warned you:

Two creatures live in a person,
and you hear the one you speak to.
You used to call me angel.

THE COLOR
OF MY EYES

Always you say, “I’m in love with
your light green eyes”,

and “How beautiful, your eyes,”
you sigh in wonderment.

Yet, why don’t you ask me

the secret behind the color of my
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Kas bilaydin ki, gdzlorim

orada batib-qalmus,

yosun rongi almig

saysiz arzularimin yamyasil
bataqligidir. ..

«Ala -yasil gozlorine vurgunam»
deyirson homisa,

Amma he¢ sorusmursan goz
rongimin sirrini. ..

QISSABXANA

Ana hor giin eyni yolu kecib
usag1 bagcaya aparirdi. Vo hor giin
toxminon eyni monzoro il
qarsilasirdi. Yolunun iistiindo qoss-
abxana vardi. Hor sohor ii¢ yash
oglunun alindon tutub bu gossabx-
ananin yanindan elo stiratlo 6tiirdii
ki, usaq yerimoyo c¢atdirmayib
eloco anasinin arxasinca stirtintirdii.
Hor giin do kosilmis qoyun, ya da
mal basi ilo rastlasirdi. Kosilmis
heyvanin dorisini igori iiziino ge-
virib bir konara qoyurdular. Otrafa
kasif peyin iyi yayilirdi. Yaxinligda
su krani olsa da, hor giin sirhagir
suyu golso do, bu qoxu ¢okilmirdi.
Hor giin 1ys y1g81san, viziltilar1 uza-
gqdan da aydinca esidilon iri, yasil
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eyes?

If only you knew

my eyes are dark green marshes
in which the drowned remains of
countless wishes,

absorb the stain of swamp grass.
“I love your green eyes,” you al-
ways say,

but you don’t ever ask the secret
of the color of my eyes.

Translated by Leyla Alverdiyeva

THE BUTCHER’S
SHOP

The mother took her baby to
kindergarten by the same route
every day. And every day she faced
the same scene.

There was a butcher’s shop on
their way.

Every morning, taking her three-
year-old son by the hand, she
passed the butcher’s with such
speed that the child could hardly
keep up and was often just dragged
after his mother. Every day she
came across a severed sheep’s head
or a bull’s head. The skin of the cut
animal was turned inside out and
put to one side. A rank odor perme-
ated the air. Though there was an

Sevinc Murvatqizi
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milgoklori géronds ana dylimoyini
giiclo saxlayirdi . Otrafa tomizlon-
momis igalat, bagirsaq qoxusu
yayilirdi vo bu qoxu milgoklori
ne¢a-neco kilometrdon dartib bura
yigirdi. Allahin ver gilinii qarni
yarim metr irali ¢ixmis kok gossab
kisinin qoyunlari, ya da boyiik bir
danani neco bogazladiginin sahidi
olurdu. Kigik oglu ilo birgo bu
monzaranin yanindan 6tondo bax-
maga iiroyi golmozdi. Bogazlanib
yera yixilan heyvanin gézlorindoki
lal yalvariglar1 goriirdii. Qassab iso
yaxinligdan kimin ke¢mosino
ohomiyyat vermoyorok par-par
parildayan iti boylik bicagini birco
dofo heyvanin bogazina ¢okirdi. Bu
zaman ana basqa somto baxaraq
yolu kegirdi...

Oglu docal usaq idi. Bagcada
sakit olsa da, evo golonds od-alova
dontirdii. Bu giin homigokindon do
aqressiv idi. Isdon goldiyindon
yorgun olan ananin oglu ilo oyna-
maga vaxti yoxdu. Tok oynayan
usaq ciddi-cohdlo otagda no iloso
mosgul idi. Ana onun sakitliyindon
stibhalonib islodiyi matboxdon ¢ixib
otagin qapisindan igori boylandi .
Usaq boyiik ay1 oyuncagini yero
yixib olindoki oyuncaq qilinci onun
bogazina siirtiirdii. Qilinc plastmas-
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outdoor tap nearby and the water in
this neighborhood ran every day,
the smell never washed away. A mi-
asma of unclean guts and bowels
drifted everywhere, drawing flies
from several kilometers away.
Every day, seeing those green flies
that gathered to the stench, hearing
their buzzing even from a distance,
the mother could hardly contain her
nausea.

Every single day she witnessed
the fat butcher, whose belly stood
out a half meter before him, cut off
another sheep’s or a big calf’s head.
Passing by this scene with her little
child she didn’t dare to look at it.
She saw the silent entreaty in the
eyes of the animal to be killed. Pay-
ing no attention to the passers-by,
the butcher drew his long, sharp and
glittering knife only once against
the throat of the animal. At this mo-
ment the mother passed, looking in
the other direction . . .

Her son was naughty. Though he
was calm in the kindergarten class,
he became mischievous when he re-
turned home. The exhausted mother
had no time to play with her son.
On this particular day he was more
aggressive than ever. She had re-
turned from work very tired. The
child, who often played alone, was
deeply absorbed with something in
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dan oldugundan heg bir natico aldo
etmoyon usaq daha da artiq soylo
onu aymin boynuna ¢okirdi. Isins o
godor aludo olmusdu ki, anasinin
ona baxdigin1 da hiss elomodi.
Qizarib- portmiis usaq xeyli ollosdi,
aymin bogazini iizo bilmadi. Onda
usaq qilinct yera qoyub oli ilo
ayinin bogazini iizmoyos ¢alisdi.
Xeyli dartdi, nohayast aymin basini
bodonindon tizdi. Portiib torlomis
usaq eynilo yekoqgarin gossab kimi
qalib odayla oyuncagin iiziilmiis
basini bir torafa, badonini do bir
torofo qoyub basini qaldiranda
qapinin agzima ¢Okmiis, canlidan
daha ¢ox ruha oxsayan anasinin buz
kimi baxislari ilo qarsilasdi...
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the other room. The mother, suspi-
cious of her son’s silence, left the
kitchen where she was working and
looked in on him.

The child had knocked a big
stuffed bear flat and was rubbing at
its throat with a toy sword. Not
achieving any results with the plas-
tic blade, the child commenced to
sawing it back and forth across the
throat of the bear even more vigor-
ously. The child was so captivated
by his work that he didn’t notice his
mother watching him. Flushed, he
was making a great effort—but he
couldn’t seem to cut the throat of
the bear.

Finally, the child laid the sword
on the floor and worked at pulling
the bear’s head off with his bare
hands. He pulled forcefully and de-
terminedly, and, at last, succeeded
in separating the bear’s head from
its body. When the reddened and
sweaty child triumphantly put the
detached head of the toy off to one
side and its body to the other, ex-
actly as the butcher did, and raised
his own head, he met the icy look of
his mother who sank down against
the doorway and appeared more
dead than alive.

Translated by Leyla Alverdiyeva
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“9ON UZAQ
GOLOCOK” PARCA

Onun agzi aciq qalmisdi. Mon
oliimiin Sasanin aciq qalmis agzin-
dan ¢ixib giiclii qollar1 ilo monim
bogazimdan yapisacagindan qorx-
dum, dshsatls onun agzin1 qapadim.
Sonra bayaq cirdigim ag bayragin
nisboton boyiik pargasi ilo Saganin
agarmis sifotini ortdiim. No vaxtsa
ozborladiyim vo pozuq orob lohcasi
ilo demayi bacardigim Kolmeyi
Sohadoati dedim. Moan dindar adam
deyilom. Axirat diinyasina da inan-
miram. Bunu Sasa ti¢iin deyirdim.
Bu onun Kolmeyi Sohadati idi.

Bu arada bolke do ¢olda ilk
bahar kiiloyi osir, dag ¢icoklori
kiilok novazisindon xosallanir,
agaclarin altda qalmis yarpaqlari
onlar1 bu navazisdon konar qoymus
agaca lonot oxuyur, slacsiz-alacsiz
koks ottirtirdiilor.

Oyananda soyuqdan titroyirdim.
Nego saat yatdigimi deys bilmorom.
Amma yoqin ki, ¢ox yata
bilmomisdim. Moan adoton
isiiyondo yuxumu qarigdiriram.
Balaca vaxtimdan belo olub.
Geconin bir yarisi olsa da, atamin
yolunu go6zloyon anam tez-tez
istimi ortiirdli. Mashur yaziginin
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EXCERPT FROM
“THE FARTHEST
FUTURE”

His mouth was open. Afraid
Death would emerge from his open
mouth and take me by the throat
with its strong arms, I fearfully
closed his mouth. Then I covered
Sasha’s pale face with a somewhat
bigger piece of the white banner I
tore not long ago. I said Kalmeyi
Shehadet (a prayer Muslims say
when they are dying) that I had
once learned and could only repeat
with a terrible Arabic accent. I'm
not religious. I don’t believe in life
after death either. I was saying it for
Sasha. It was his Kalmeyi Shehadet.

At the same time a spring wind
was possibly blowing outside, the
mountain flowers were enjoying ca-
resses of the wind, and the leaves
lying under the trees cursed sighed
desperately for being excluded from
this caress.

I shivered with cold when I
awoke. I can’t say how many hours
I had slept. But perhaps I didn’t
sleep much. Usually I sleep badly
when I am cold. It was often so in
my childhood. Late at night my
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dediyi kimi diinyada bir atanin
ovladina veracoyi on bdoylk sey
onun anasini sevmosidi. Monim
atam anami he¢ vaxt sevmodi.
Anam atamin mond veracayi on
boyiik hadiyyoni gozloyo-gdzloyo
diinyadan kogdii. O zamandan mon
daha ¢ox iisiimoyo bagladim.
Basimi ehmalca torpatdim. Sasa
sakit-sakit uzanmisdi. Onun liziindo
momnunluq ifadoesi vardi. Mon
ondan qorxmaga basladim. Sanki
bir az avval 6liimlo olboyaxa olmus
Sasa onunla dostlagsmis, 6liim onun
gansiz cismindo pusquda durmus,
moni bogmaq U¢lin oyanmagimi
gozloyirdi. Qan 1iyi qaranliq veo
soyuq tanki daha da vahimoli
edirdi. Mon fiziki yorgunlugunu
c¢ixarmig bodonimi torpotmodon
voziyyotimi, niyo o badheybot
Solim vo Agsinlo diismon kosfiyy-
atina ¢ixdigim halda bir 6li ilo
bumbuz tankin i¢indo tirtab
uzandigimi arasdirmaga ¢aligdim.
Xatirladim ki, Solim vo Agsin an
coxu iki-ii¢ saata yarali Sasani vo
ona kesik¢i duran moni alavo qiivvo
ilo sohvon daxil oldugumuz diismon
miihasirosindon qurtarmaga
golocoklor. Ixtisasca  hokim
oldugumdan gicgahdan axan venoz
ganin bir saata axib qurtardigini bil-
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mother, who would be waiting up
for my father, would often cover me
with another blanket. As a famous
writer once said, “The best thing
that a father may give to his child is
to love his or her mother. ” My fa-
ther never loved my mother. My
mother passed away waiting for the
best present that my father could
give me. After her death I began to
feel much colder.

I moved my head -carefully.
Sasha was lying silently. He had an
expression of satisfaction on his
face. I began to be afraid of him.
Sasha seemed to be making friends
with the very death with whom he
had been fighting just a little time
ago. In this body that had lost all its
blood, Death seemed to lie in wait,
standing by for me to awake in
order to throttle me. The smell of
blood made the interior of the dark
and cold military tank more fearful.
I tried to remember why I was lying
so physically exhausted, stretched
out and still, in icily cold tank with
a corpse when I was supposed to be
reconnoitering with that ugly Salim
and Agshin. Then I remembered—
Salim and Aqshin will return in two
or three hours with additional forces
to save the wounded Sasha and me,
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som da, Saganin ciliz badeninds qir-
mizi sel axininin Ginnesin rekordlar
kitabina diisacok doracodoa ¢ox
vaxta-iki saata axib qurtardigini
hesabladim. Yarim saat da yat-
misdimsa, demok artiq iki saat
yarim ke¢migdi.

Aglamaqdan  Oziimii  giiclo
saxlayirdim. Bagimi tank kogusun-
dan g¢ixarib bir doqige belo
diismonlo ohatolonmis votonimo
baxa bilmadiyim iiglin 6ziimo
qozablonir, tiziinds amirans oliimiin
sokli ¢okilmis Sasadan utanir,
haqqinda agizdolusu danigdigim
Voaton, Xalqg, Millat {igiin birdofalik
0lo bilmadiyim ii¢lin Sasanin asan
olimiino hosad aparirdim.

Artiq bir miiddat idi ki, Sasanin
qiirurlu nagine, onun badaning boy-
aboy uzanmig 6limo, qaranliq vo
soyuq tanka, Voton vo Namus
kolmalari haqqinda timumiyyatlo
diisinmomoyo baslamisdim. Kaos-
fiyyat iclin gotiirdiiylimiiz
azuqolordon yeyir, monasiz vo
giilmali seylor haqqinda diigiinerok
saqqiz  ¢eynayirdim.  Ovvalco
diistindiim ki, Sasanin birinci, yoxsa
ikinci arvadi onunla axirotdo bir
yerdo qalma ixtiyari alacaq. Saganin
birinci arvadi birinci usagini
diinyaya gotirondo diinyasini doy-

BUTA. THE BAKU WORKSHOP - 2010

his guard from the enemy encir-
clement we stumbled into by mis-
take. As I was a doctor by
profession, I knew that blood that
flows from the forehead can last for
an hour, and yet, by my calcula-
tions, that red torrent streaming
from Sasha’s feeble body had lasted
nearly two hours, so long that it
could be included in Guinness’s
Book of World Records. If T slept
for half an hour, suddenly two and
a half hours had passed.

I could hardly keep myself from
crying. [ was angry with myself, for
I couldn’t seem to raise my head out
of the tank, even for a moment, to
look at my motherland that was en-
circled by enemies. And [ was
ashamed of Sasha, on whose face
was painted the picture of imperi-
ous death. I envied Sasha’s easy
death because I couldn’t die for the
Motherland, the People, and the Na-
tion of which I spoke much.

It was some time before I was
able to stop thinking about Sasha’s
corpse, the death that was spread
over his body, the dark and cold
tank, the words Motherland and
Honor. I was eating provisions we
had carried for the reconnaissance,
chewing gum and thinking of

Sahilsa Ibrahimova
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ismisdi. O yaziq qiz o biri diinyada
Sasanin yolunu sobirsizliklo go-
zlodiyi halda, Sasa bu biri diinyada
Olmiis arvadinin gohrino d6zmoyib
ikincisini almisdi. Sonra diistindiim
ki, gbérason onun 6liimii haqqinda
ailosina xobar verib, solahiyyatli nii-
mayondo kimi qobri istliindo
lopab1g komandir no deyacaok. “Na-
muslu vaton 6vladi sorafli 6liima tiis
goldi”. Birdon-biro ona yazigim
goldi, gézlimo haqigaton namuslu
va sorafli goriindii. Onun ogurladigi
kagizlar mono komandirin yeko
garn1 vo g¢opur sifotinin yaninda
biitiin diinyada olan qarisiq
ronglordon daha aydin vo agappaq
goriindii. Mon ag varoglordo
Sasanin totuq qizinin ciriq moaktob
paltarinin yamagini, 6ziiniin ogrun-
ogrun diinyada galmis son oksigen
kimi acgozliiklo ciyorlorine ¢okdiyi
“Marlboro” tiistlislinlin ~ oksini
gordiim vo rahatlandim. Mona elo
goldi ki, diinya elo o balaca qizin
ciriq paltarinin yamagindadi. Mon
bir zamanlar Sasa haqqinda pis
diistindiiylim {i¢iin xocalot ¢okdim.
Sanki onun qizinin paltarin1 mon
cirmigdim. Sasa qarisiq diismiis
pazli yenidon qurmagqla onu xilas
etmis osl gohromandi. Sonra mon
sorgdz komandirin Oziinii saxla-

BUTA. THE BAKU WORKSHOP - 2010

meaningless and funny things. At
first I thought whether Sasha’s first
or the second wife would have the
right to stay with him in the next
world. Sasha’s first wife passed
away while giving birth to her first
child. While this poor girl was wait-
ing impatiently for Sasha in the next
world, Sasha, not carrying any grief
for the loss of his first wife, instead
married the second one in this
world. Then I thought of what the
commander would say, with his
bushy moustache, of how he would
inform his family of his death on
Sasha’s grave, pontificating in his
emissorial role about how “The
Honorable son of the Motherland
met his glorious death.” Suddenly I
pitied Sasha, and he seemed to me
truly honorable and glorious. The
theft of paper that he had committed
seemed to me purer than all the
mixed colors of the world and shin-
ing white against the background of
the commander’s big belly and
pockmarked face. I saw both the
patch of his plump daughter’s torn
school uniform and the image of
smoke from the “Marlboros” that
he breathed greedily and stealthily
as if they offered the last oxygen in
the world on the stolen white paper
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may1b Sasanin ikinci arvadina “qar-
dassayagi” baxdigini tosovviirimo
gotirdim vo ¢ox sevindim. Indi
Sasanin birinci arvadinin yanina
gedocoyindon omin idim. Ciinki o
mond gora no Sasaya, no do basqa
birino xoyanot etmoyo macal tap-
madan moclisi tork etmis on na-
muslu gadinlardan biridi. Sasaya
omolli-bagli hosad aparirdim. O
ozomotlo uzanmis, manss toraddiid
va qorxu ilo burnumla beynimi eyni
vaxtda esoloyirdim.

BUTA. THE BAKU WORKSHOP - 2010

and was calmed. It seemed to me
that the world exists in the patch of
this little girl’s torn uniform. I was
ashamed of having had a bad opin-
ion about Sasha. As if I had torn his
daughter’s dress. Sasha was a real
hero, who had saved her by solving
a confusing puzzle. Then I pictured
how the lascivious commander
wouldn’t be able to keep from look-
ing at Sasha’s second wife in a
“brotherly” way and was glad. Now
I was sure that Sasha would go to
his first wife. Because for me she
was one of the most honorable
women who had left the world’s
party without having had any op-
portunity to betray Sasha or anyone
else. I envied Sasha completely. He
was lying on high, but [ was picking
my nose and brain at the same time
in hesitation and fear.

Translated by Leyla Alverdiyeva
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TORCUMOCI

Oziz ag varaq soni,

Goyo boyamagq,

Ser yazmaq istoyirom.

Amma bilmirom neco?!

Icimdokilari gevira bilmirom
kalmolora

Barmaglarim torciimo edo bilmir

Urayimin dilini.

Urayimin s6z doludu iirayi.

Patlayacaq sussa agor,

Uroayimin iirayi!

Barmaqlarim insafa gal!

Oyron artiq

Urayimin dilini!

FOTOAPARAT

Salam. Mon balaca, rongli bir
sokilom. Mon hoyatin bir anini
tutub 6ziimo sarimigsam. Mon bunu
Irado adli talehsiz qadinin fotoa-
paratinin komayi ilo etmisom. O,
Oziinii donize atmasaydi, mon ona
togokkiir edordim. Tosokkiir edordim
ona gora ki, o qizcigaza soz verdiyi
kimi fotoaparat1 gotirdi vo onun

BUTA. THE BAKU WORKSHOP - 2010

TRANSLATOR

Dear white paper,

I would like to color you in blue
And write a poem ;

But I don’t know how

To transfer my inner feelings into
the words,

My fingers cannot translate

The language of my heart,

The heart of which is full of
words.

Should it keep silence

The heart of my heart will burst
out.

Have pity on me, my fingers !

Do learn the language of my heart.

Translated by Shahla Naghiyeva

CAMERA

Hi. I’m a little colored photo. I
bound to myself a little piece of life.
I did it with the help of the camera
of an unfortunate woman called
Irada. 1T would thank her if she
hadn’t thrown herself into the sea. |
would thank her, for she brought
her camera as she had promised the
little girl and sent a piece of her life
to the Archive of Memories. Now

Ofsana dliyeva
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hayatinin bir kadrini xatirslor arxiv-
ino géndordi. indi homin qiz mono
baxanda usaqligini, homin giint, elo
[radonin &ziinii  diisiiniir. Bas-
maginin ciriq oldugunu xatirlayib
giiliir.

Balka do irade onu kim iso xatir-
lasin deyo verdiyi s6zii tutdu. O,
sokildo 6zli yoxdu, amma goklin
0zii odu.

Iradonin kémoyi ilo fotoaparat
iso  diisdii, mon  yarandim,
qizcigazin usaqliq xatiralorinin say1
artdi. Amma Irado 6ziinii donizo
atanda ona komok edon tapilmadi.
Hec o ani1 bir sokildo donduran FO-
TOAPARAT da.

TIKANLI KOL

Aylar kecir, il dolanir, yeni
nagillar yaranir. Bu nagillarin
icindon on gozalin se¢orom, sizo
nagil bigorom.

Bu dofoki nagilimiz mesodo
yasayan kol baradadir. Kol hom bal-
aca, hom do tikanli idi. Meyvolori
do yox 1idi. Elo ona goro do
diistiniirdii ki, he¢ noyo yaramir,
he¢ kimo lazim deyil.

Kol boyiik palid agacinin yaxin-
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watching me, that girl thinks over
her childhood memories, thinks of
Irada herself, and smiles, remem-
bering that her sandal had been
torn.

Maybe Irada kept her promise
because she wanted somebody to
remember her. She is not in photo
herself, but the photo itself is she.
The camera was turned on with the
help of Irada, I was created, and the
number of little girl’s childhood
memories increased. But nobody
helped Irada when she threw herself
into the sea. Not even the CAM-
ERA which will keep this moment
in a photo.

THORN BUSH

Months pass, years run, new
tales spring forth. I’'ll choose the
best of them and make a tale for
you.

This tale will be about a bush
that lived in a forest. It was small
and thorny. It also had no fruit.
That’s why it was thought that the
bush was not useful and nobody
needed it.
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liginda yasayirdi. Palid agaci mii-
drikliyi ilo mesodaki biitlin agaclar-
dan secilirdi. Kol tez-tez palid agac1
ilo sohbatlosirdi.

Go6zol yay giinlorindon biri idi.
Kol yaman gomlonmisdi. Bunu
goran Qoca Palid Koldan gomlon-
mayinin sobabini sorusdu.

Kol Qoca Palida dedi:

- Son bu diinyaya mondon ¢ox
illor ovval golmison. Bolke son
biloson Tanr1 moni no tiglin yaradib.
Ax1, monim meyvoalorim yoxdu,
ovazinds ¢oxlu lazimsiz tikanlarim
var. Ustolik boyum da kigikdir. Bu
gorkomlo mon he¢ kimin isino
yaramiram.

Qoca palid:

- Manim ds meyvalorim yoxdur.

Kol:

- No olsun, avazinda sonin kol-
gon var. Heyvanlart yagisdan,
soyuqdan qoruyursan. Quslar sonin
budaglarinda yuva qurur. Tohliiko
olanda ki¢ik heyvanlar sona siginir-
lar. Insanlar sonin kétiiyiinden, bu-
daglarindan, odun kimi istifads
edir- kagiz diizaldir, mebel istehsal
edirlor.

Qoca Palid onun sualina cavab
vermak istayirdi ki, bu vaxt goariba
bir sas esitdilor. Bu sos tiilkii ilo
dovsan balasinin sosi idi. Tilkii
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The bush lived by a big old oak.
Oak differed from all other trees in
the forest for his wisdom. The bush
used to talk to the old oak.

It was a fine summer day. The
bush was very sad. Noticing that the
old oak asked the bush the reason
for its sadness.

The bush answered, “You have
lived in this world long, long before
I was born. Maybe you know why
God created me. You see, I have no
fruit—instead I have many useless
thorns. Yet I’'m small. With such an
appearance, I’m not useful to any-
body.”

“I also have no fruit,” answered
the old oak.

“But instead you have shade.
You protect animals from rain and
cold. Birds build their nests on your
branches. Little animals find shelter
in you when they are in danger.
People use your trunk and branches
as wood, to produce paper and fur-
niture ,” said the bush.

The old oak was about to answer

Ofsana dliyeva
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dovsan balasin1i tutub, yemok
istoyirdi. Dovsan balasi qagmaqdan
tonginofas olmus, hom do ¢ox qorx-
musdu. Ona goro do gizlonmoyo yer
axtarirdi.

Dovsan balas1 kolu géron kimi
onun arxasinda gizlondi. Tiilkl do
gagmaqdan tagotdon diismiisdii. No
godor o torof, bu torofs boylandisa
da dovsani gormadi. Kor-pesman
yuvasina qayitdi.

Kol dovsan balasina komok
etdiyi liclin ¢ox sevinirdi. O, 6zii 6z
sualina cavab tapmisdi.

Miidrik palid Kola
giiliimsoyirdi.

baxib,
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the bush’s question when they heard
strange noises. It was the voices of
a fox and a little rabbit. The fox
wanted to eat the rabbit.

The rabbit was out of breath and

afraid. So he searched for a place to
hide.

As soon as he noticed the bush,

the rabbit hid behind it. Though the
fox looked round for the rabbit, he
couldn’t find him.

The bush was very happy it had
been able to help the rabbit. The
bush itself had found the answer to
its own question.

The wise oak looked at the bush
and smiled.

Translated by Leyla Alverdiyeva
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QOY, BIR YAGIS
YAGSIN...

qoy,

bir yagis yagsin,
¢okoyimiz,

catimiz

bilinacok —

haqiqpot iizo ¢ixacagq...

onliyim

kirsanim

yuyulacag,

sonin do mosumlugun
gozlorindon

axib gedocok
yavas-yavas

anadangolmo olacagiq

gorxma, gozum,
bir-birimizi tanimadan
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LETIT
ONLY RAIN

let

it only rain

and our hollows

and our cracks will be known—
the truth will come out...

my rouge,
and my powder
will wash away
your innocence too
will slowly seep
from your eyes

we will be newborn
don’t be afraid, my dear

we won’t leave behind
our recognition of one another...

ayrilmayacagigq... let
it only rain...
qoy,
bir yagis yagsin...
64 Jalo ismayil
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BACARACAGIQ...

Kadorli seirlor oxumagi sevmayan
Rabige iigilin

quruyacaq goz yaslarimiz,
iisyanlarin on asanint -
Allaha iisyan1 belo unudacagiq...

unudacagiq qisqancligi,
hoatta son do,
mon do qiiruru evds qoyacam...

onca

gedocoyik dordin {istiino
giiliistimiizdon ¢asacaq,
qalbimizda

ona yer olmadigini géracak,
cixib gedocok

obadi qonaq

obadi olaragq...

sonra da

Giinasdoan alborcu

sap alib

qipqirmizi donlarimiza
qizili naxislar vuracagigq...

qanadlanacagiq
ugacagiq
bacaracagiq
xogboxt olmagi...
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WE SHALL MANAGE

For Rabigue who doesn’t like to
read sad poems

our teardrops will dry

we shall forget even the easiest re-
bellion—

rebellion against God

we shall forget jealousy
both you
and I will leave our pride at home

first of all

we shall walk toward grief

it will be confused by our smile

it will see that there is no place for
it

in our souls

and this eternal guest

will forever

leave us

then

we shall borrow thread

from the Sun

and embroider our red, red dresses
with golden tracery

we shall acquire wings
and fly
we shall manage

Jala Ismayil
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yagisa dil ¢ixarmaq
glinasa gdz vurmaq
kiiloyo burun qirigdirmaq

ancaq bizim aglimiza golocok...

aglimiza golmoyon basimiza
golacok -

“diinyanin on gozal qadinisan...”

deyocoklor,

sevinacayik, inanacagiq,
“diinyanin biitiin gadinlarini
gordiinmii?”
sorusmayacagiq...

gosdon...

onlar miitloq tapilacaq -
bizdon azad

bizdon xosbaoxt...

yalniz xosboxtlor

bacarirlar xogboxt elomoyi...

eheey, biz hoala sevacayik, dos-
tum...

halo sevacaklor bizi

dali-dali...
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to be happy

to stick out our tongues to the rain
to throw wink to the Sun

to wrinkle our noses at the wind
will occur only to us

what we could never imagine—
“you are the prettiest women of
the world”—they will say

we will love, we will believe
deliberately we will not ask
“have you seen all the women of
the world?”

no doubt one can find

those who are freer than we,
happier than we

only those who are happy
can make happiness

ah, still we shall love, my friend
and still we shall be loved

madly

Translated by Leyla Alverdiyeva
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SEVDA

O, iyirmi yasinda he¢ no
demadon, heg bir sey gotiirmodon,
oynindo tok nimdas ag salvar, ag
golsuz koynok, ayaglarinda gara
rongli sondol, basinda gara kepka,
ardina baxmadan moyus halda
evdon ¢ixdi. Onun iigilin artiq heg
bir seyin ohomiyyati qalmamisdi.
Anasi vofat etmis, 6ziindon {i¢ yas
boyiik, gonc gardasi domir bar-
maqliglar arasinda, kok, hor seyo
bigano atasi iso oyyas idi.

O, artiq nego illordir ki, doniz ko-
narinda yalniz moskon salib. Ozii do
baliq¢1 adin1 qazanib. Hiidudsuz
doniz, mavi sonzus soma va 0, ¢OX
g6zol vohdot toskil edirlor. Qahvayi,
siniq daxmasi hor geco onu go-
zlomok macburiyyotindo qalir.
Deyason insanlara oldugu kimi, o,
0z daxmasina da biganodir. Heg

koso bas qosmur, hec¢ koslo
danismuir, hotta baliggilara belo bel
baglamirdi.

Yadindadi, atas1 anasinin rofigosi
ilo 6z evlorindo eys-isrotdo olanda
gardas1 Samir ilo o, bu monzoroni
goriib donub galmisdilar. Ho, homin
qirmizi gapi, anasinin rofiqosi Giil-
naro, no edocoyinin bilmoyon
yarigilpaq, yekoqarin atasi vo
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SEVDA

At the age of twenty he sadly left
the house, not looking behind, say-
ing nothing, taking nothing, wearing
only shabby white trousers, a white
sleeveless shirt, black-colored flip-
flops and a black cap. Nothing had
any importance for him now. His
mother had died, his young brother,
who was only three years older than
he, was in prison, and his fat father,
who was indifferent to everything,
was a drunkard

After several years, he settled at
the seashore alone. He became a
fisherman. The boundless sea, the
blue and endless sky, and he, to-
gether, made a good union. His dark
and broken-down shack waited for
him every night. He seemed to be as
uncaring towards his house as he
was to other people. He paid atten-
tion to nobody, spoke to nobody and
didn’t even rely on other fishermen.

He remembered how he and his
brother had frozen in astonishment
when they saw their father together
with their mother’s good friend, car-
rying on in their own house. Yes.
That same red door, his mother’s
friend Gulnara, and his half-naked,
big-bellied father who didn’t know
how to react. And how at last his
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nohayot qardast Samirin Giilnaroni
oldiirmasi. Hordon qardasinin yer-
ino ciizi do olsa vicdan ozabi
cokorok yetim galmis vo ¢ox giiclo
xatirladigl Giilnaronin yetim qiz1.
Goroson o neynayir. Axi gotl vaxti
0, heg¢ nadon xabarsiz dorsds idi.

Bu cavan oglan, yoni Sorxan ¢ox
qasqabaqlidir. Uz cizgileri inca,
xarici gorliniisco bosit insan tosiri
bagislayir.

Yadindadir ki, bir vaxtlar
balig¢ilart gérmaya gozii yox idi.
Hotta bir dofs igkili, amma xos izl
baliq¢ilardan biri tosadiifon ona
habs hoyatini yasayib-yasamadigini
sorugsmusdu. Sorxan dézmoyib ol
bigcagini gotlirorak o ariq, xos lizli
baligginin tistiine cummusdu. Digor
sorxos baliggilar da onlar1 giic-bala
ilo ayirmigdi. Sorxan ordan ayri-
landa bels bir s6z esitdi. ”Tirmado
olanin golocayi olmaz.”0, heg vaxt
tiirmado olmayib. Orda olan onun
qardasidir.

Sohar {izii golib daxmasina ¢atdi.
Quyrugu qisiq kopok do onun
yaninda harlonirdi. Basini dizlorinin
istliino qoyaraq noaso fikirlogirdi.
Donizin lapalori kimi fikirleri do
iist-listo golirdi. Otrafinda bir y1gin
icki stisosi y181lib qalmigdi.

O, birden ayilib yorgun halda
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brother had killed Gulnara. Some-

times he felt a little conscience-
stricken on behalf of his brother and
for Gulnara’s orphan daughter,
whom he hardly remembered. He
wondered what she was doing. She
had been at school at the time of the
murder, unaware of the events.

Sarxan was a very gloomy young
man. He had a fine featured face
(small nose, mouth, etc.), and his
outside appearance gave the impres-
sion of a commoner.

He remembered that for a time,
he hadn’t thought well of fishermen.
Once a drunk but fine-faced fisher-
man had asked him, by chance, if he
had ever been in prison. Unable to
bear this, Sarxan had taken his knife
and attacked that thin, fine-faced
fisherman. The other drunk fisher-
men could hardly pull them apart
from each other. As Sarxan was
leaving, he had heard someone say,
“A person who has been in prison
has no future.” But he had never
been in prison. It was his brother
who was in prison.

He arrived at his cabin at dawn. A
dog ambled nearby, its tail between
its legs. Sarxan rested his head on his
knees to think. His thoughts were
coming one after another, as waves
of the sea. There were plenty of
liquor bottles about.

Sara Damirli
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qayaliglara dogru iz tutdu. Uzag-
dan, haralardansa hozin bir musiqi
sosi  golirdi. ©Otrafdaki evlorin
isiglart zoif do olsa goriiniirdii.
Sorxan qayaliq tlizorindo durub fit
calarkon agagidaki balaca qayaliqda
g0ziino ol satasdi. Daha da yaxina
goldi. Bu, inco bir qiz ali idi. Inco,
gosong lizli, saglar1 agiq, aynindo
ag don, ayaglariyalin bir qiz. Torad-
diid etmodon o qiz1 qucagina
gotiirdii.

Kiilokli hava donizin lopalorini
horokoto gotirirdi. Sorxan qu-
caginda qiz sahil boyu gedirdi.
Daxmaya ¢atanda qiz1 yar1 sokiik
hasirli kéhna bir ¢arpayiin tistiino
goydu. Basia islaq dosmal qoyub
nobzini yoxlad1.Oz-6ziino:

-E, bunu ki, qizdirmali xastalora
qoyurlar, bu ki, xasto deyil.

Sonralar Sorxanin yadina golirdi
ki, qiz ayilanda ona neco qorxa-
gorxa baxmisdi. Hotta bilmodon
onu yetim gqalmis Giilnaronin qiz1
ilo doxlisiz sokildo miigayiso
elomisdi. Ozii do bu neco olmusdu?
Heg bilmir. Q1z qorxa-qorxa:

-Siz kimsiniz?-dedi.

Oziinii  hoyocandan
Sorxan:

-Qorxamayin,monom

Qorxaraq usiiyon qiz:

itirmis
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Suddenly he awoke and wearily
rose to walk in the direction of the
rocks at the shore. From the distance
somewhere came the sound of
music. Lights shone faintly from the
nearby houses. As Sarxan was stand-
ing on the rocks, whistling to him-
self, he noticed a hand resting on the
small rocks below. He moved nearer.
It was the hand of a slender girl. A
slim, barefooted girl in white dress
with beautiful face and blond hair
lying on the rocks. He took her in his
arms without hesitation.

Windy weather pushed at the
waves of the sea. Sarxan walked
along the sea shore with the girl in
his arms. When he arrived at his
shack he put the girl on an old bed
with half-torn mat. He put a wet
towel on her forehead and felt her
pulse.

He said to himself, “This is what
to do for people who are sick with a
fever, but this one is not ill.” After-
wards, Sarxan would remember how
apprehensively she had she looked
at him when she came to her senses.
He reluctantly compared her with a
picture in his mind of Gulnara’s or-
phaned daughter, but disinterestedly.
How could this be? He didn’t know.

Fearfully, the girl asked, “Who
are you?”

Sarxan, growing quite anxious
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-Bura haradir, mon hardayam?-
dedi.

Sorxan:

-Hor halda gaya tizorindo uzan-
maqdan min dofo yaxsidir.

Sorxan he¢ no demodon ¢olo
¢ixd1. Daniz siddotlo dalgalanmaga
baslad1.O, fikirlosib qiza torla baliq
tutdu. Onu qizardib nimg¢aye qoydu
Vo qizin Oniing gatirdi.

Elo indinin 6ziinds ds o qizin
utancaqligi, agzini1 goriba sokildo
neco bliziigdirmoyi yadina golir.
Qosong qonur gozlori holo o zaman
onu valeh elomisdi. Qizin adini
sorusmusdu. Qiz da ona adinin
Sevda oldugunu soylomisdi.Bu ad
0 zamanlar ona ¢ox tanis golmisdi.
Hatta bir nec¢o glindon sonra qizin
utanaraq oynini doyismak istodiyini
bilonds neco? Onda Sorxan yaxin
baglarin birino girib Sevda iigiin
zivodon  asilmis sart  don
ogurlamigdi. Sonra da o don qiza
cox gozal yaragsmigdi.

Baligg¢ilardan onu gizlomoyo
calisirdi. Ciinki buranin cammati
yaninda qiz saxladigini bilsoydi
onun li¢lin yaxsi olmazdi. Amma
gizlays bilmadi. Giinlerin bir gilinii
Vaso adli gonc baliq¢r qizi sahil
boyu gozisorkon gormiisdii vo Sorx-
anla rastlasanda “he¢ yaninda su
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now replied, “Don’t be afraid, it’s
me.”

The girl, who was indeed both
afraid and cold, asked, “Where is
this? Where am [?”

“ Somewhere a thousand times
better than lying on the sea rocks,”
said Sarxan. He went out without
saying anything more. The sea was
getting very rough. As he thought, he
netted fish for the girl. Returning
home, he fried the fish, put them on
a plate and brought them to the girl.

Even now he remembered her
embarrassment and how she had
pursed her lips in that odd fashion.
Her beautiful brown eyes had
charmed him then. He had asked her
name. She had said her name was
Sevda. This name had seemed very
familiar to him then. And what had
he done when she had said to him
shyly that she wanted a change of
clothes?! He had gone to one of the
neighboring cottages and stole for
Sevda a yellow dress from the
clothes-line. That dress had suited
her very well. He had tried to hide
her from fishermen. It wouldn’t have
gone well for him if the local people
had known that there was a girl liv-
ing with him. But he couldn’t hide
her.

One day a young fisherman
named Vaso saw her when she was
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porisi do olan belo fikirli-fikirli

gozor?”’-demisdi. Onda da Sorxan

¢ox hoyacanlandi. Qizin yaninaq

gactb ona ¢Olo ¢ixmamagini

tapsird1.Qiz da gozlonilmodon:
-Sonin atanin ad1 Malikdir?
-Sorxan hayocanla:

-No olub?

Sevda biganolklo:

-Malik, bu addan he¢ xosum
golmir.

Sorxan biitliin  bunlar1  adi

garsilamisdi. He¢ no belo hiss
elomomigsdi.Ancaq bir giin... Hor
sey birdon-birs elo tez doyisdi ki.
Artiq iki ay 1idi ki,b irlikdo
yasayirdilar. Daha dogrusu, Sevda
onun daxmasinda, Sorxan kicik
basqa bir yerdo yatirdi.Yayda heg
olmasa ulduzlarla bas gatmaq
olurdu. Onu goriirdiiso bu elo bos
idi. Ulduzlar altindanda rags
neco?Onu heg¢ unutmaq olmaz.Bir
giin onlar birlikdo gorarlasib sohoro
film seyr etmoyo
getdilor.Kinoteatrda Giin kecdi
filmi niimayis olunurdu.Biitiin
giziltilor, hoyacanlar,etiraflar
kinoteatrin qaranliq salonunda,hor
kosdon gizli sokildo acilib ortaya
tokiilmiisdii. Onda narin-narin yagis
yagirdi. Onlar ollorinds ucu siniq
yasil bir ¢otir tutub yol uzunu mo-
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walking along the sea shore. When
he met Sarxan he asked, “How can a
man who lives such a mermaid be
walking so calmly?”” Sarxan became
very worried then. He ran back to the
girl and asked her not to go out any-
more.

The girl asked unexpectedly, “Is
your father’s name Malik?”’

Sarxan asked anxiously in turn,
“Why did you ask?”

Indifferently, Sevda replied, *“ Oh,
Malik, I don’t like this name at all.”

Sarxan accepted it all without
question. He felt nothing.

But one day, quite suddenly,
everything changed. They had been
living together for two months. To
be more precise, Sevda slept in his
shack and he in some another small
shed. In the summer he could amuse
himself with stars overhead. It was
enough to see her. What about a
dance under stars? It would never be
forgotten.

They decided to go into the city
one day to watch film. In the cinema
they were showing the film “Giin
Keg¢di” (The Day Passed). In the
dark hall, secret from everyone, all
the pain, excitement, and confes-
sions of love poured out amid the
flickering pictures on the screen.
Then it was drizzling. They walked
along silently, moved by happiness,

72

Sara Domirli



BUTA. BAKI SEMINARI - 2010

sudlugdan ~ kovrolmis  halda
susurdular.Yolda pisiklor miyol-
dayir, arabir butiklor garsisnda,
sokido insanlar gézo doyirdi. Onlar
”Qirmiz1” adlanan kafeys daxil
olub moarcimak sifaris verdilor.Go-
zlor onsuz da bir-birine baxib gi-
zlinco  yox, agig-askar noso
picildayirdi. Els bil her sey burda
hall olunacaqdi. Biitlin suallar bu
giin cavabini tapacaqdi. Elo belo do
oldu. Sorxan Sevdadan izn istayib
ollorini yumaq ti¢iin homin yers
getdi. Krantin bagligini acib ollorini
yumusdu ki, bir tanis sos ona xirilt1
ilo:

-Demok son do burdasan. No
acab?

Sorxan bu sosdon diksinorak
homin adama torof dondii. Yanil-
mamisdi .Bu allorini qurulayan soxs
onun atas1 idi. Sorxan astaca:

-Sonin burda no isin var?

Atast hirslo:

-Hara getsom gorok qarsima ¢ix-
asan.

Sorxan tomkinin pozaraq:

-Ax1 son na lizlo monim garsima
cixirsan. Hec¢ 0Oziindon xoborin
var?Anama xayanatdon sonra...

Saorxanin atasi basini yelloyarok?

-Giilnarani gardasin 6ldiidii, mon
yox. Indi burda mana dors vermo.
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holding in their hands a green um-
brella with a broken handle. Cats
were mewling on the road, and here
and there a few people could be seen
in front of the boutiques and on the
sidewalk. They entered the café
“Qirmizi” (Red) and ordered lentil
soup. Their eyes were whispering
something between them, not se-
cretly, but clearly. It seemed every-
thing would be solved then and
there. All questions would find their
answers this day. With the permis-
sion of Sevda, Sarxan went to the
restroom to wash his hands.

He had just turned on the tap and
was washing his hands when a fa-
miliar voice said with wheeze, “So
you are here too. How strange.”

Startled by the voice, Sarxan
turned to the man. He wasn’t mis-
taken. That person who was drying
hands was his father. Sarxan quietly,
“What are you doing here?”

His father replied angrily, “Do |
have to meet you everywhere [ go?”

Sarxan was losing his self-con-
trol. “How dare you face me?! Are
you in your right mind? After betray-
ing my mother...”

Sarxan’s father was shaking his
head: ““Your brother killed Gulnara,
not me.”

Their fighting continued so long,
and so loudly, that at last the waiters
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Bu dava o godor ¢ox ¢okdi ki,
axirda igo qarsonlar vo miidir qaris-
mal1 oldu. Sorxan atasina “{iroyini
bosaldandan” sonra salona golorkon
Sevdani gérmoadi. Onu ¢ox aradi,
axtardi, lakin he¢ yerdo tapmadi.
Fikirlogdi ki, qiz salonda olarkon
davan1 gérmosa do esidib, ho, ¢ox
gliman ki, esidib. Bas indi no ola-
caq? Onda yalniz bir sey olmusdu.
Dogrudan da qiz hor seyi esitmisdi,
0zii do oldugu kimi. Sorxanla
yasaya bilmozdi. Ciinki anas1 Giil-
naroni Sorxanin qardasi Oldiir-
miisdii.

Belo ki, Sevda o goatldon sonra
tok qaldi. Lakin aran1 yumsaltmaq
tigiin kisi qiz1 gotiiriib bir miiddot
0zl saxladi. Sonra icki,sorxosluq
iziindon arada Sevda bork
doyiiliirdii. Bunu goron qohumlari
Sevdan1 gec do olsa himayoyo
gotiirdli. Aradan illor kegmidi. Sorx-
anin anasi1 vafat elodi. Sorxan elo bu
vaxtlar doniz konarma golib
moskunlasmigdi. Atasi iso qizdan
istifado etmok moqsadilo Sevdani
bag evino ¢agirib ona yalandan
olindo anasina aid vosiyyat
oldugunu bildirmisdi. Bu bag evi
morhum Giilnaroys aid idi. Elo
Sorxanin atasi da pula goro Giilnara
ilo bir yerds olurdu. Homin giin Bag
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and café manager had to interfere.
After saying to his father everything
he thought of him, Sarxan returned
to the hall but didn’t see Sevda there.
He looked for her, but couldn’t find
her anywhere. He thought that per-
haps the girl she had heard their
voices from the hall, and though she
didn’t see the fight, yes, she had
probably heard it. And what would
happen now? Only one thing could
happen. The girl really heard every-
thing, exactly as were said. She
couldn’t live with Sarxan. Because
Sarxan’s brother killed her mother
Gulnara.

After the murder she had been
left alone. In order to rectify the sit-
uation Sarxan’s father had taken care
of her for a while. But, at times,
when he was drinking, Sevda was
badly beaten. Sevda’s relatives who
observed this took the girl in, though
very late. The years passed. Sarxan’s
mother passed away. At that time,
Sarxan came to the sea shore and
settled there. His father, with the
goal of using the girl, called Sevda
to his cottage saying that he had a
will that concerned her mother. This
cottage was the late Gulnara’s cot-
tage. Sarxan’s father had taken up
with Gulnara only for her money. On
that day in the cottage the girl under-
stood that she was misled. When
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evind qiz yanildigin1 basa diisdi.
Kisi ona tocaviiz etmok istoyondo
qiz kiilgabin1 kisini basina ¢irparaq
ordan qagmisdi. O, bilmodon axgam
vaxti qayaliglara dogru iz tutmus,
intihar etmok istomisdi. Sorxan da
onu tosadiifon (hoyatda heg¢ no
tosadiifon olmur) goriib toraddiid-
sliz evino gtirmisdi. Elo tosadiifon
do kafedos esitdiyi sozlor onu soka
salmisdi. Dilinya na qodor do dardr.
Sorxan onu ¢ox axtarmis, amma
holo do tapmamigdi. O, yeno do
fikrini dagitmaq tigiin qayaliq
iistiine ¢ixdi. Dodaglar1 durmadan
Sevda deyirdi. Elo bil homin giin
tokrarlanmigdi. O yena suda bir al
gordii. Sevdanin oli. Amma Sevda
bu dofo sag deyildi. O, bu dofo
olmiisdii.Ikinci intihar1 bas tut-
musdu. Sorxan aglayaraq onu qu-
cagina gotiirdii. Daxmaya gotirib
yar1 sokiik hosir ¢arpayiya uzatdi.
Sorxan yeno qayaliga iiz tutdu.
Genig 1ifligo baxib Sevda deyo
qisqirdi. Yeno qayaliga iz tutdu.
Gozlorini yummusdu. Yalniz bir sey
oskik  idi. Dodaglart  iso
deyirdi:“Sevda, Sevda, Sevda”.
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Sarxan’s father attacked her, she beat
an ashtray against his head and ran.
She went to the seashore rocks,
thinking to commit suicide. Coinci-
dentally, Sarxan saw her there
(though nothing in the life happens
accidentally) and without a thought,
brought her to his home. The words
she had heard, also accidentally, in
the café had shocked her. How nar-
row the world is.

For a long time, Sarxan looked
for her but she was nowhere to be
found. Again he climbed the sea
rocks to dispel his thoughts. His lips
were saying Sevda continuously. It
seemed that day from his past was
repeating itself. Again, he saw a
hand—in the water. Sevda’s hand.
But this time Sevda wasn’t living.
This time she had died. Her second
suicide attempt was “‘successful.”
Sarxan took her in his arms, crying.
He brought her to his sea shack and
put her on the old bed with half-torn
mat. He returned to the rocks by the
shore. Looking out on the wide hori-
zon, he cried for Sevda. Again he
had come to these rocks. He closed
his eyes. Only one thing was miss-
ing. His lips were saying: Sevda,
Sevda, Sevda.

Translated by Leyla Alverdiyeva
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SONSIZ

Bilirom, sonsizlik sixacaq moni,
Hans1 duracagi invan segocom.
Bu giindon ayirib birco kolmoni,
Harda izin varsa, ordan kegacom.

Bir kalma na gadar ruzili imis?
Bar-bohar bu s6zdon alir gironi.
Sansizlik rongini tiziimo ¢okmis,
Neco deyim axi, buyur sev moni?

Arzumun, duygumun 6zal sahibi,
Moni yasamaga sovq edir ancaq.
Sevgi oyununun olmur qgalibi,

Kim ocaq ¢atacaq, de kim yanacaq?

Uroyim ddyiiniir, son ddyiiniirson,
Sasim titroyondo nalom ney olur.
Gordiiyltim gozlords son goriiniirson,
S6zliim sodzlorini mahattal qoyur.

Yollar ayricinda yol hagalanir,
Hagansa konliim do havasiz 6tmoz.
Titroyar, qirilar, dord hacalanar,

Bu s6ziin nagmasi diinyadir, bitmaz.
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WITHOUT YOU

I know being without you will oppress me.

Now which station I shall choose as my address?
From this day I have taken one word,

I shall pass where it is permitted.

Of what worth was this word?

The fruit and harvest take their juice from the word.
Being without you drew its color into my face

How can I say, Come, love me?

Only the private owner of my heart

Enjoins me to live.

There is no winner in the game of love—
Who will make the fire, say, who will burn?

My heart is beating, you are beating.

My wail becomes a ney, my voice vibrates.
You are seen in all the eyes I see.

My word surprises your words.

At a crossroad the way forks.

Without air, my heart won’t sing—

It will shiver and break, grief will fork.

The music of this word is a world, it won’t end.

Translated by Leyla Alverdiyeva
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YAGISIN ALTINDA

Yagisin altinda
Bir gadin aglayar
Aglamasa bogular

Yagisin altinda
Bir gadin aglayar.
Son hadds dartinar
Icindo agrilar
Toptoza, ipisti
Gozyas1 dogular.

Yagisin altinda

Bir gadin aglayar.
Sagini kiiloyo dagidar
Kiilok neft qoxuyar

Bu gohor yosunlu donizo
Vo gadin

Sorxos baliga oxsayar.

Yagisin altinda

Bir gadin aglayar.
Cirpinar, sahilo can atar
Na yaziq

Bilmoz ki,

Sahilds yangin var...
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UNDER THE RAIN

Under the rain
a woman may cry;
without tears, she may choke.

Under the rain

a woman might cry:

At her final limit she breaks
loose—

and from the pain inside
the freshest, hottest

tears are born.

Under the rain

a woman would cry.

She would throw her hair to the
wind,

wind that smells of oil.

In this city of seaweed

the woman

would resemble a drunken fish.

Under the rain

a woman will cry.

She will fight, yearn for the
seashore.

But, poor woman,

she doesn’t know—

there is fire on the shore.
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IOSLINDO

Oslindo,

Har sey belo olmamaliydi.
Adamlar1

O adadan bu adaya gotirdim
Hor seyin

Qarsiliglt olduguna inandim.
Inandim ki,

Hoyat ehtiyaclariyla gézoldir.
Biitlin falsafolordeon

Intihar iyi golir.
Maglubiyyatin yalniz bir,
yalniz bir ad1 var.
Inana-inana hoyati ozboarlodim
Inandim ki,

Darixmaq ke¢id marholosidir.
V3 insan

Oziindon daha ¢ox inamdar!

Oslindo,
Hor sey belo olmamaliydi.

Mon 6ziim belo olmamaliydim.

Amma bela do olur.
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IN FACT

In fact

nothing should have been like this.
I brought

people from that island to this is-
land.

I believed everything was bal-
anced.

I believed that

all the basic necessities of life
were beautiful

while all the philosophies
smelled of suicide.

Defeat has only one

only one name.

Convinced I had learned life by
heart

I believed that

loneliness was a passing phase
and that people had faith beyond
themselves.

In fact

nothing should have been like this.
I myself should not have been like
this.

But it may be.

Translated by Leyla Alverdiyeva
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PISIK

Bu giin gozal giindiir, pisik

Fotostudiyaya gedirik,
Son vo moan, giilmali

Paltarlarda sokil ¢okdiracik
Man oglan paltarinda, son isa

Kigik molok,

Incima, sonos pisik deyirom,
Sevdiyimdondir, son monim

Kicik bacimsan pisik,
Otaq qaranliqg,
Kameranin 15181 gur
Fotograf¢inin ominin
Amirana sasi otur

Man ayagq lsto,

San iso oturursan,

ovval igin-i¢in ,

sonra mohkom-moéhkom
aglayirsan,

anam ol ayaga disiir,
nohayat pul kisosini
totuq, kigik ollorinin
arasina qoyur.

San ovunmursan,

Mban iso narahatam,

Elo kisoyo baxa-baxa
Kameraya baxirsan,

Vo “SIK”

Amma qus u¢madi,
Uziimdo gorgin tobassiim
Indi iso giiliirom,

Pisik, son indi hokimsan,
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CAT

Today is a good day, Cat

we are going to the photographic stu-
dio,

you and me,

to have our picture taken in funny
clothes.

I'will be in boys’ clothes,

and you will be dressed as a little angel.
Don’t be offended that I call you Cat ;
it comes from my love of you—

you are my little sister Cat.

The room is dark.

The light of the camera is very bright.
Uncle Photographer commands, “Sit
down!”

I stand and you sit down.

You begin to cry — first bitterly and
silent,

then you sob loudly.

My mother fusses

and finally puts her purse into your
plump and small hands.

You are not consoled.

And I am uneasy.

Still playing with the purse, you look
up at the camera.

And, “CLICK.”

But a bird did not fly out.

There is a tense smile on my face.

Giinel Eminli
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Amma onda ovunmayan balaca
Tok-tlik sokillordon biridir,
Bizim ikimizin,

Sonra vaxt kegdi,

Vo ikinci pisik doguldu,

Vo olduq tig...

Sakillarin sakinlori artd...

DUA

O, birdon olindoki fincan1 yers
attb mohkomdon nofos almaga
basladi. Amma deyason, alinmird.
Ciinki nofasi getdikco ¢atinlosir vo
xirildayirdi. Qofil ayaga durdu, elo
bil noso demok istoyirdi. Ol
harokatlorindon anladim ki, su
istoyir. Matboxo cumdum, kigik fin-
cana avval gohvadandan, sonra iso
grafindon su tokiib qarigdirdim.
Onu bir doqigoalik qonaq otaginda
goydum. Amma nofos almamaqdan
yorulmus, usanmig bogazi, sinasi,
bodoni asirdi. Osdikco do dohsoatli
soslor ¢ixarirdi. Bu dohsotli soslor
molekullara qarisaraq, hava va-
sitasilo dohlizdon matbaxa catir vo
monim sinirlorimin sto iti qiline
iisto qonan kigik tiik toki qonurdu.
Bu gorginliys tab gatirs bilmirdim.
Ayaglarim bir-birine dolasa-dolasa
gonaq otagina gayitdim. Man bu
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But now I am laughing.

Cat, once the little inconsolable one,
you are a doctor now,

and this, one of the few pictures of us
together.

Time passed,

a second cat was born,

and we became three.

The number of the picture-dwellers in-
creased.

PRAYER

Suddenly he dropped the cup that
was in his hands and began to
breathe deeply. But it seemed he
couldn’t do it. His breathing was
gradually becoming difficult and he
was wheezing. Abruptly, he got up
as if he wanted to say something.
From his gestures, the motions of
his hands, I understood that he
wanted water. I ran to the kitchen,
poured water into a little cup from
hot water kettle and then tea from
the carafe and mixed them. I had
only left him in the sitting room for
a minute. But he had become ex-
hausted for lack of breath and his
neck, chest, and body trembled with
weariness. Terrible sounds were
being wrenched from each his trem-
bling body parts. These terrible
voices mixed with the molecules of
air passing through the hallway into
the kitchen and settled on my nerves
like a thin hair resting on a sharp
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otaga, bu stola, bu televizora,
atamin oturdugu bu kresloya bu
godor nifrot etmomisdim. Bu
osyalar acizano durub, monimlo
birgo atamin hoyatla ¢arpigsmasina
tamasa edirdilor. Ona fincan1 uzat-
dim. Fincam1 havada qapdi. No
godor edirdisa, nofas yolu agilmirdi
ki, acilmirdi. Sifoti oziyyotdon
qizarmig, boyun damarlar1 partla-
maq doracosing ¢atmigdi. Bir qodor
beli biikiik halda ollorini dizine
sOykayib, miibarizosini davam et-
dirirdi. Man acizliyimo, insanligima
lonot oxuya-oxuya biitiin diinya
miigaddaslorine dua edirdim. Ona
toxunda da bilmirdim. Bu doqiqo
onun badoni agir havasizliq
yiikiiniin altindan ¢ixmaga ¢alisirdi.
Monim zorro gadar toxunmagim
ona bir beton agirliginda golo
bilordi.

Miibarizo davam edirdi. Homin
giin isdo bir is yoldasimin oglu
anadan olmusdu. Onu tobrik etdik,
uzun Oomiir arzuladiq.

Atam nofos almaga ¢alisirdi.

Bir toyyars gozaya ugramisdi,
hamin giin, 200-3 yaxin insan halak
olmusdu, biitiin kanallar bu xobari
isiglandirirdilar. Amma bir kanal
belo gostormir ki, atam otagin or-
tasinda durub 1 ml hava iigiin
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sword. I couldn’t bare that tension.
Legs wobbling, I returned to the sit-
ting room. I had never hated that
room, that table, that TV set, that
armchair in which my father was sit-
ting so much. Together with me,
those things were helplessly watch-
ing my father’s struggle with the
life. T reached out to pass him the
cup. He grabbed at the air for the
cup. No matter how he tried, his
windpipe just wouldn’t open. His
face reddened with effort, the blood
vessels in his neck came near to
bursting. Bending the waist and
leaning his hands on his knees, he
continued his struggle to breathe. 1
prayed to all the saints of the world,
cursing my weakness and humanity.
I couldn’t even touch him. At that
moment his body was weighed
down with the hard work of trying
to extract itself from airlessness.
Any light touch might weigh as
heavy on him as concrete.

The struggle went on. On the
same day a boy was born in the fam-
ily of one of my colleagues at work.
We congratulated him and wished
him a long life.

My father was trying to breathe.

A plane crashed on that day and
about 200 people died. All the chan-
nels were broadcasting that piece of
news. But no channel showed that
my father was bent over in the mid-
dle of the room, struggling for one

Giinel Eminli
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miibarizo aparir.

Biitiin diinya 6z isindadir. Mon
iso atamla liz-lizo dayanib onun
ozab ¢okmosino tamasa edirom.
Birdan 6ziimii ¢armixda Isanin oz-
ablarina tamasa edon vo he¢ noylo
komok eds bilmoyon yaziq Mariya
Magqdalena ilo miigayiso edirom.
Hor ikimiz sevdiyimiz insanin 9z-
ablarima sahid oluruq. Biitiin
xatirolorim yadima diisiir. Qarsim-
dak1 monzoranin son xatirom

olacagini fikirlosmokdon
qorxaraq gozlorimi méhkamcs yu-
muram. Vo son li¢ giindo yuxuda
mony deyilon surani méhkam soslo
oxumaga baglayiram:

Bismillahir rohmani rohim
Qul huvallahu ahad
Allahus somad

Va lam yakun kufuvan ahad.

Vo dizi usto ¢okorak, atamin
tizorino tifliriirom.

Bu giin futbol iizro diinya ¢em-
pionat1 baglayir, evo gedocom,
atamla futbola birgo baxmagi
xoslayiram. Biz ikimiz do ¢ox emo-
sional azarkeslorik. Otagimizda,
televizor, su vo dua var.
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milliliter of air.

All the world was busy with its
own work. But I was standing face
to face with the show of my father’s
agony of breath. All at once, I com-
pared myself with poor Maria Mag-
dalena who had watched the
sufferings of Jesus on the crucifix
and couldn’t help him with any-
thing. Both of us, witness to the suf-
ferings of a person whom we loved.
All my memories ran through my
mind. I closed my eyes tightly to
shut out the thought that this could
be the last scene I remembered. In a
loud voice, I began to recite a surat,
a passage from the Koran spoken
into my dreams for the past three
nights :

Bismillahir rahmani rahim
Qul huvallahu ahad
Allahus samad

Va lam yakun kufuvan ahad.

And I kneeled and blew on my
father.

Today the world football cham-
pionship is beginning. I shall go
home for I like to watch football to-
gether with my father. Both of us
are passionate fans. In our room is
a TV set, water and prayer.

Translated by Rasim Baghirov
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Rabiqs Nazim quz1 (Zey-
nalova)
1979-cu ilda Baki
soharinda dogulub. Azar-
baycan Dovlat Pedaqoji
Universitetinin filologiya
fakiiltasini bitirib. Miixtalif
qazetlorda miixbir kimi
calisib. Nasimi adabi
miikafatina vo Rasul Rza
adina Beynalxalg
9dabyyat Fondunun
“Umid isig1” miikafatina
layiq goriiliib. “Sana
qadar” adli kitabt isiq iizii
gortib.

Rabige Zeynalova was
born in 1979 in Baku. A
graduate of the Philology
School of the Azerbaijan
Pedogogical University,
she has worked for several
different newspapers as a
reporter. She received the
Nasimi literary award and
the “Umid Ishighi” prize
in International Literature
from the Rasul Rza Foun-
dation. Her book is entitled
Up to You.
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1.

Holo ot x6raklori hazir deyil

hoalo yedirmomisik torpaga dostlarin badonini.
holo tanimiriq qizlarimizi —

bu moloklor dogulmayiblar hala.

bir do, illorin saldig1 lokalor yoxdu bu sokildo -
fotoqraf bunlar1 gostora bilmozdi o zaman.

2.

Tozo ¢okmolordon baslayir diinya -
Aysel belo bilir.

Hor giin neg¢o kors altini-iistlinii silir,
hor yan1 gozdirir...

Atas1 alib onu,

sixsa da ayagini geyacok il uzunu.
Qisda ¢olo - gara, yagisa doyacak,
bir az kdhnolacak,

Yazda gozdiracok onlar1 evindo -
anasi na qodor istoyir danlasin...
bir giin doyisocok ayagin 6l¢lisii -
holo vaxt lazimd1 Ayselo anlasin...

88 Robiga Nazim qizi



BUTA. BAKI SEMINARI - 2010
1.

BUTA. THE BAKU WORKSHOP - 2010

The meat meals are not yet ready.

We haven’t fed the soil with the flesh of our friends.

We don’t know our daughters yet.

These angels haven’t been born.

And—there are no stains to mark the years in this photo.
The photographer couldn’t have revealed them at that time.

2.

The world begins from new boots.

That’s what Aysel knows.

Everyday she polishes them, top to bottom.

She walks them everywhere.

Her father bought them for her—

though they pinch, she will squeeze her feet into them all year long.
In winter they will touch the snow and rain,

and they will become a little bit older.

In the summer she will walk them around the house —
though her mother will scold her many times.

One day the size of her foot will change.

Yet there must be time for Aysel to understand this.

Translated by Rasim Baghirov
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Elnaz Eyvazh

1976-c1 ild> Baki
saharinda anadan olub.
1998-ci ildo ADPU-nun
filologiya fakiiltasini
bitirib. 2007-ci ilda “Yaxsi
ki yaza bilirom...” adl
seilor kitabi nasr olunub.
2010-cu ilin Prezident
Taqaiidgiisiidiir. Orta mak-
tabda Azarbaycan dili va
adabiyyati miiallimi, eyni
zamanda Azarbaycan
Dovlat Televiziya vo Radio
Verilislori Qapalr Sohmdar
Camiyyatinin amakdasidur.

Born in Baku in 1976,
Elnaz Eyvazli is a gradu-
ate of the Azerbaijan State
Pedogogical University's
School of Philology. She is
a secondary school litera-
ture teacher and works for
the Azerbaijan State Tele-
vision and Radio Com-
pany. Her poetry collection
It is Good That I Can Write
was published in 2007. In
2010 she received a presi-

dential scholarship.
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KISI ETIRAFI
Sondon 6trii darixmaq deyil bu,

daha ac1 vo dohsotlidir.

Hor geca eva galondo,

olimi gapinin dostayine atanda,

biitiin ayloncalori gerido qoyub

xarabama catanda

duyuram bu acini.

Son heg¢ vaxt gqapini arxadan baglamazdin.
Qap1 homiss iiziimo agiq olardi.

Nofoasin qapinin o iiziiniidon yandirardi moni...
Sondon 6trii darixmaq deyil bu,

Dabha {iziicii vo dohsatlidir.

Yuxulu ollorimi baligina

vaton xainini gobra tullayan kimi tullayiram.
Sohorocon buz kimi yataqda

it kimi ulayiram.

Qonsum deyir ki,

Bu geco bir kdpak bizi yatmaga qoymayi1b.
Qayit, moni saglarila yuvama zoncirla.
Hosratindon kopok oldugumu

bilacoklorindon qorxmuram.

Bu, gec-tez hamiya catacagq.

Sahibsiz oldugumu bilsalar,

haro bir das atacagq.

kokosk

Son monim an yaxin dostumsan,

on oziz sirdagim.

Qarsinda oturanda susmagi bacarmiram.
Elo hey bosaldiram tiroyimi.
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Dilin yox, agzin yox,

susub baxirsan liziima.

Qolomin yox, kagizin yox,

No dediklorimi yazisan, na do yozursan.

Hordon manim olduguna gore sono yazigim golir.
Hordon do tiroyimi bosaltmaga s6z tapmiram,
Istoyirom soni

ayagimin altina qoyub

O0zumu asam.

Monim sevimli vo lal yazi masam.

A MAN’S CONFESSION

Missing you is more than loneliness;

it’s a terrible and bitter thing.

Every night when I return home, throw
open the front door, leave

behind all the other amusements,

enter my wrecked and god-forsaken home,
I feel the falsity

of my gaiety.

I feel this bitterness.

You would never close your door to me.
Your door would always be open.
The breath of your open door would ignite me.

More than missing you,

I feel such exhaustion and terror,

as every night [ throw my tired arms down upon your pillow

as a traitor of the homeland is tossed into a grave.

Until morning, in a bed like ice,
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I howl as a dog.
Last night, my neighbor said
a dog kept us from our sleep.

Come back and chain me to my nest with your hair.
I am not afraid for them all to know

I have become a dog from this longing.

Sooner or later,

all will realize.

And at the one they know is ownerless,

everyone throws a stone.

skkok

You are my closest friend,

my dearest lover.

At your side, I can’t maintain silence.
Always, you free my heart.

You have no tongue, no mouth,

you respond to me with silence.

You have no need of paper, no pens,

for you have nothing to say, nor analyze.
At times my owned one, it is to you I write.
At times I can’t find the words to unlock my heart,
I want to climb upon you,

and hang myself.

My lovely, dumb writing table.

Translated by Rasim Baghirov
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Mehriban Vazir

Taninmis yazigi-publisist,
400-don ¢ox hekaya va
dord badii kitab miiallifidir.
Bundan basqa gender va
milli adat-ananalarin
arasdirilmasi naticasinda
iki kitab nagr etdirib. Uzun
illor televiziyada ¢alisib,
bir miiddat Xazor Univer-
sitetinda telessenari kur-
sundan dars deyib.
Qeyri-hékumat Taskilatlar:
sahasinda zangin is

tocriibasi var.

Mehriban Vazir is a
writer-publicist. She is the
author of more than 400
stories and four literary
books. She has published
two books on gender and
traditions studies. She
worked for television for
many years and taught
screenwriting at Khazar
University. She has had
significant experience
working with NGOs.
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COHRAYI CANTA

Onu indico gordim. Demo
bayagdan bori monimlo yanasi un-
udulub galibmas.

Baxdim-baxdim vo liziimii ge-
virdim. Yena doniib baxdim. Yeno
lizimi c¢evirdim. Amma burada
mond homsohbot olacaq ondan
basqa heg kos yox idi.

Gol-dedim-gal. Gal goriim kim-
san, kiminsan?

Aldim. A¢dim.

O.. bu Dbasqa mosalo...
stirma...vosma...onlik...kirsan...

Yoqin bunun sahibi gonc bir
qizdir. Hussuz, bassiz, xoyali
goylorda... Bozonib diizonib va atib
gedib. Hotta yeniyetmo do ola bilor.
Gortiniir bu seylordon geco-giindiiz
uz-gozuno yaxir. Hamisinin cani
cixib. Coxu gedib az1 galib. Bu
kimdirso tez boytimok istoyir.

Amma bu qiz yeniyetmadirsa bu
¢ohray1 cantada miitloq narinci ruj
(dodaq boyasi) olmaliydi. Ax1 indi
gonc qizlar dodaqglarini narinct,
¢ohray1 rongds boyayirlar. Bunun
dodaq boyasi iso aciq gohvoyidir.
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PINK HANDBAG

I just saw it. It appears to have
been left beside me for a long time.
I looked and looked at it and turned
my head. I couldn't help myself but
turned and looked again, and again
turned my head. But there was no-
body to speak to nearby about that
handbag.

“Come,” I said, “Come. Let's see
who you are.”

I took and opened it.

Oh... this is quite a task ... eye
shadow... mascara... rouge... pow-
der...

Probably the owner is a young
girl.  An absent-minded day
dreamer... She dolled herself up and
left the handbag behind. She could
even be a teenager. Apparently she
makes herself up day and night. All
the cosmetics are breathing their
last. Very little is left in them. This
is somebody who wants to grow up
fast. But if this girl was a teen-ager
this pink handbag should contain
orange rouge. After all, nowadays
young girls use orange or pink

Mehriban Vazir
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Yox, deyason bu ¢antanin sahibi
orta yasli, yoni toqribon 37 yasl bir
gadindir.  Ciinki ronglor ¢ox
yumsaqdir. Cox sakit, dinmoz vo
sirlidir. O zaman niyo burada otir
yoxdur. Bu yasda olan biitiin gadin-

larin  c¢antasinda  otir  olur.
Hamisiminmi? ominom ki,
hamisinin.

Bos 37 yas1 olan bu gadinin
saglar1 negodir goroson. Deyoson
gur vo dalgalidir. Ciinki daraginin
dislai iridir. Bir bax: daragin
iistiindo 1-2 dono gohvoyi rongli sa¢
da var. Bu deyoson boyali sagdir.

Ola bilor bu ¢ohray1 ¢antanin
sahibi yash bir qadindir. Vo o,
biitiin bu kosmetik vasitolori yaqin
ki, 7 il bundan qabaq alib. Halo do
yarilamayib. Arada-sirada noyiso
alib ¢okir va atir bir torofa. Bu ¢an-
tan1 da ona novosi hadiyyo edib.
Daha dogrusu 0zilino yenisini
aldigindan kohnosini ona verib. O
da yenisino pul vermomaok tigiin bu
¢ohray1r cantani momnuniyyotlo
gobul edib.

Cohay1 cantanin igindokilai bir-
bir alib baxir yerino qoyurdum.
Basgasinin onnik-kirsanindan isti-
fado etmok bu anda mons ¢ox caz-
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rouges. But this rouge is brown.

No, she seems to be middle-
aged, about a 37 year old woman,
because the colors are very soft,
very calm, all quiet and mysterious.
Then why is perfume missing? All
the women of that age have per-
fume in their handbags. But do they
all? Yes, I am sure that all of them
do.

And what about the hair of this
37 year old woman? Probably it is
thick and wavy, because the comb
has big teeth. Look there are one or
two brown hairs on the comb. They
seem to be dyed.

But maybe the owner of this
handbag is an old woman. And she
bought all these cosmetic products
seven years ago and has not even
finished them yet. It is only occa-
sionally that she takes something
out, uses it, and puts the handbag
aside. And this handbag is a gift
from her grand-child. Or to be more
accurate, the grandchild is now
buying herself a new one, and she
has given this one to her grand-
mother. And not willing to pay for
a new one for herself, the grand-
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ibali goriindii. Bir do men indiys
godor he¢ zaman parkda, ucqar bir
oturacagda oturub {iz-gézimii
boyamamigdim. Hovaslondim.
Glizgilinii ac1b iso bagladim. Olimo
gaolon hor seyden istifado elodim.
Kefim kokoldi. Man qaqqildayib
giiliirdiim.

Birdan hiss elodim ki, bu ¢ohroy1
¢anta monimlo sdhbat edir. Moanim
bu agilsiz horokotim onun da
xosuna golibmis. O da giiliir. Beloco
biz dostlagdiq. Amma ayriligin za-
mani golmisdi. Cohray1 ¢antani
parkin qapigisina vermok iigiin
ayaga qalxdim.
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mother may have accepted the pink
handbag with pleasure.

One by one I took the contents of
the handbag out, and then put them
back again after studying them. At
that moment it suddenly seemed
very attractive to use another per-
son’s make-up. And besides, I had
never made myself up sitting on a
lonely bench in the garden before. |
was tempted. I took the mirror and
set to work. I used everything I
found. I felt my spirits rise. I burst
into laughter.

Suddenly I felt that the pink
handbag was talking to me. It liked
my foolish behavior. It was laugh-
ing with me. So, we had become
friends together. But it was the time
for us to separate. I stood up to give
the pink handbag to the gate-keeper
of the park.

Translated by Ulkar Nasibbayli
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GULSON

Giilson ayagini eva yenico basib
salam vermisdi ki, anasi salami
almaq ovozins dedi: ---Bilirson na
oldu? Saakasvili forman verdi ki,
Giirciistanda har kisi ii¢ arvad ala
bilar.

-No danisirsan? Ola bilmoaz.

-Ho, indica televizor dedi, 6ziim
esitdim.

Giilgon bir anlhq yerinds quruyub
qaldi. Bu neco olmusdu, bu, neco
ola bilor? Ozii do harda-harda, Gir-
ciistanda, bir xristian 6lkasinds. Elo
sey olar? Ola bilmaz. Yoqin anast
noyiso dolasiq salib. Amma deyir,
0ziim esitdim. Bas indi neco ola-
caq? Diinya buna neco baxacaq? Bu
neco izah olunacaq?

Giilson bu gofil xabori holo tam
anlaya bilmeso do artiq fikrindo
bazi borastlor isarmaga baslamisdi.

-Son bilon bu no masoladi?

-No bilim, Vallah. Neylssin
Saakasvili? Oziino goro vermayib
ki, bu formani? Giircilistana goro
verib, har halda. Neyloyir hamisin
Olkosi iigiin eloyir, 6zlori tigiin
eloyir. Elo bilirson orda vaziyyot
burdakindan yaxsidi? Onlarin da
kisilari bizimkilor kimi orda-bur-

BUTA. THE BAKU WORKSHOP - 2010

GULSHAN

“Have you heard the news?
Saakashvili issued a decree allowing
every man to have three wives!” Gul-
shan had just stepped in the door
when her mother said these words in
reply to her greeting.

“You don’t say! It’s not possible.”

“The TV news has just announced
it. I heard it with my own ears.”

For a moment Gulshan was riv-
eted to the spot. How could this be?
And moreover, in Georgia, a Chris-
tian country. What a thing to do! Im-
possible! Perhaps her mother was
mixing things up. But she insisted on
having heard it with her own ears. So
what would happen now? How
would the world react? How would
they explain it? Justifications had al-
ready started flickering in Gulshan’s
mind, although she still was not able
to fully take in this unexpected news.

“What do you think? What’s the
meaning of all this?” asked her
mother.

“How should I know? What’s left
for Saakashvili to do? He didn’t issue
that decree for himself. Anyhow, it is
for Georgia. He does everything for
his country. Do you think their situa-
tion is better than ours? Their men
are just as ours are here and also

98

Mehriban Vazir



BUTA. BAKI SEMINARI - 2010

dadi, Rusiyadadi. Qadinlar qaliblar
belo... ailo yox, usaq yox., millot
artmir ki, azalir. Amma eloyibso ¢ox
ocaib is eloyib ha...

-Indi no olacaq?

Giilson gordi ki, bu xobordon
anasi daha betor hoyacanlanib.
Gildi:

-Son noyin fikrini ¢okirson?
Sonin {iistiine arvad almayacaq]lar,
gorxma. Amma atam sag olsaydi,
zor olardi ha. Birlosib giindo ii¢
dofo hodoloyordik soni.

Anast:

-Bos-bos danisma- deyo iiziini
cevirib matboxo getdi.

Anasi getdi, amma onun xabari
Giilsani bir tohoar eladi. Diisiindii ki,
giirci  arvadlar1  Saakagvilinin
tilkkiinli didocok, buna s6z yoxdu,
amma no bir olacaq? Yox, balko do
hamist yox, coxu alqislayacaq.
Coxumu? Hor halda bu isin torafdar
faizinin ¢oxluq olacagi hesablanib
ki, bu addim atilib. G6rason Giircii-
standa qadinlarin neg¢o faizi or-
sizdir?  Demogqrafik  pozuntu,
bizimki godor olmasa da yaqin orda
da ¢ox dorindi. Yoxsa Saakagvili bu
gorara 0z kefi ilo golo bilmozdi.
Avropa Birliyi buna neca baxacaq?
Bu, Sovetin dagilmasindan betor
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there, in Russia. Women are in des-
perate situations... No family, no
children... The population is decling-
ing, instead of growing. But if it is
true, he has done a remarkable
thing...”

“And now what will happen?”
Seeing her mother far more anxious
than herself, Gulshan started laugh-
ing, “What are you worried about?
There is no one now to wed a second
wife alongside you. Don’t worry. But
it would be great if my father was
alive. Together with him we could
threaten you three times a day!”

“Don’t talk such nonsense.” Say-
ing this, her mother turned away and
went to the kitchen.

Her mother had left, but her news
had affected Gulshan. No doubt,
Georgian women are going to tear
Saakashvili into pieces, she thought.
It serves him right. But perhaps not
all would. Perhaps many will ap-
plaud. Most? It must be that support-
ers will be in the majority; otherwise
this step wouldn’t have been taken. |
wonder what percentage of Georgian
women are without a husband? De-
mographic breakdown! Even if it’s
not as severe as in our country, their
situation is probably dramatic as
well. Otherwise Saakashvili
wouldn’t do this to save his soul.
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bomba ola bilor. Misa deyoson doali
olub. Miitloq Giirciistanda torofdar-
larin  vo oleyhdarlarin  savasi
baslanacaq. Saakasvilinin yaxasi
qald1 arvadlarin alinda. Agila bax,
qorara bax. Bels gorarlar bir 6lkonin
yoX, regionun mizanini poza bilor.
Yoqin yaxin vaxtlarda bizim parla-
ment do bu mosoloni miizakiro
edocok. Edocok, ola bilor ki,
edacok.

Giilson  ollorini  yuya-yuya
fikrindo mosaloni ¢ozoloyirdi. Bu
vaxt anast sakitco vanna otagina
boylandu.

-Sonco, Azorbaycanda da belo
bir i ola bilormi?

-Ola biler.

-Deyason, ax1 bir dofs olub belo
bir miizakira.

-Ho, o bizdon avvalki ¢agirisda
olub.

-Qobul olunmasina bir neca sas
catmay1b, deyirdin, ha?

-Ho, deyosan, iki sos.

-Kimlor olub o iki nofor?

-Na bilim. Sono na olub? Els
sorusursan elo bil o iki nofor bu saat
olins kegsa gozlorini tokarson.

-Yoox, elo-belo dedim. -deyo
yeno ¢okilib getdi.

Giilson oynini doyiso-doyiso
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How is the European Union going to
react? Misha must have gone crazy.
This could be a bomb worse than the
collapse of the Soviet Union. A strug-
gle between supporters and oppo-
nents is inevitable. Women will
shake Saakashvili by the scruff of his
neck. What an idea! What a decision!
Such decisions can upset the balance
not only of a country, but indeed of
the whole region. Probably our par-
liament will also discuss this issue
soon. It will, probably, it will.

Washing her hands, Gulshan was
working through the tangle in her
mind, when her mother peered qui-
etly into the bathroom.

“Do you think this is possible in
Azerbaijan as well?”

“Maybe.”

“I think it was also discussed in
our Parliament once.”

“Yes, it was before our current
session.”

“And I think you said only one or
two votes had prevented it from
being adopted.”

“Yes. Two votes, if I am not mis-
taken.”

“Who were those two?”

“How do I know? What is the
matter with you? You ask as if; if you
had them in your hands at this mo-
ment, you would scratch their eyes
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distintirdii ki, yox, bu, elo-belo
masalo deyil, agar Giirciistan parla-
menti bu moasaoloni prezidentin
tovsiyosi ilo giindoliyo ¢ixarir vo
tosdiq edirse, miitlaq bizimkilor do
bu yolla gedocoklor. Hor halda xris-
tian Olkosinin belo bir addim atmast
bizimkilori do ruhlandiracaq. Ruh-
landiracagmi? Bunu holo bilmok
olmaz. Bu, bir az cosarot istoyon
isdi. Yaxsi, bos niyo glirciilors ii¢
evlilik lazim olub, iki yox, dord
yox, mohz ii¢ evlilik? Bunun hor
halda bir sobabi olmalidi, hor halda
bu addim 6l¢iiliib -bigilib, gdydon
diismoyib ki... Gorok axsam xobaor-
lorinda na deyirloar.

Bu vaxt anas1 yens homin asta vo
qaygili tovrii ilo basini yataq
otagina saldu.

-Mon hardasa oxumusam ki,
miiharibodon sonraki dovrdo Al-
maniyada da, tesovviir edirson,
Avropanin gdboyindo, belo bir
mosolo parlamentin miizakirosino
¢ixarilib. Orda da bir nego sos cat-
may1b ganunun gobul olunmasina.
Eyni ilo bzdoki kimi.

Giilson anasmmin bu halina
ucadan gildii:

-Moardimazar hor yerdo var, dey-
ilmi, anam?
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out!”

“No, no. I'm not asking for any
particular reason.” With these words,
her mother left the room again.

As she changed her dress, Gul-
shan considered that her mother’s
question was, however, not without
reason. If the issue were to be put on
the legislative agenda by the Geor-
gian Parliament with the recommen-
dation of the President and approved,
she thought, then there was no doubt
that our Parliament would also take
the same path.

In any case, she thought, such a
step taken by a Christian country will
encourage our people. But will it?
How can one say? It would require
some courage. But why did the Geor-
gians specify three marriages, and
not two, or four? It couldn't be for no
reason. This step must have been
thought through repeatedly. It didn’t
just drop from the clouds... Let's see
wait for the evening news, she
thought. Once again, her mother
peeked into her daughter's bathroom
with the same quiet and worried face.

“I have read somewhere, that dur-
ing the post-war period in Ger-
many—Can you imagine, even in the
heart of Europe!—such an issue was
brought to Parliament. And as in our
Parliament, the votes came up short
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-Son zarafat elo...

Anast yeno ¢okilib getdi. Amma
sonuncu dediyi soOzlorin biitiin
sozalt1 agirhiglarmi  bir daha
Gililsono yasada bildi. Oslindo
Giilsan bilirdi ki, bu s6zlar onun bu
yasina kimi ailo qura bilmomasino,
ogul, usaq sahibi ola bilmomasino
isaro idi. Diizdi, hoyatda bazi ciddi
nailiyyotlor oldo edo bilmisdi,
mosalon, heg az is deyil ki, otuz
dord yasinda millot vokili ola
bilmisdi vo tam bes ildi ki, millotin
on uca maclisinds oturub onun tom-
silciliyini edirdi. Amma anast li¢lin
hoyatin on miihiim qazanci bu
sayilmirdi.

Bacidan artiq sevdiyi xalasi qiz1
159 bir miibahisads aralarinda olan
biitiin pordoni yirtib dagitdi:

-Xahis edirom, monim yanimda
0ziino millot vokili dema, soni xalq
6ziino vokil etmayib. Irticag1 bir
rejim torafindon parlamentds otur-
dulmusan. Sonin xalqin cibindon
aldigin o pullar da halal deyil,
amma bilirom ki, o haramlar bur-
nundan golondo sonin halin soni oda
atan o yaramazlar1 yox, moni
yandiracagq.

Yox, Giilson bu sézlorin altinda
qalmadi. Bitorof adiyla tomsil ol-
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for approval of the law.”

Gulshan, again, burst out laughing
at her mother's nervous state, “Vil-
lains everywhere, huh, Mother?”

“While you just joke...” And
again she left. But Gulshan could feel
all the weight of her mother’s last
words. In reality, Gulshan knew that
these words hinted at her own failure
to get married and have children by
now. It was true that she had
achieved a number of worthwhile ac-
complishments. For instance, it was
no small triumph that she had man-
aged to become a Parliament mem-
ber at the age of thirty-four and had
been representing her nation in this
most supreme assembly. But for her
mother, the biggest success one could
achieve in life was completely differ-
ent.

Even Gulshan's cousin, who was
closer to her than a sister, had lost all
sense of shame during one of their
quarrels, saying to her accusingly,
“Please, don't call yourself a member
of parliament in my presence. You
are not elected by the people. You are
appointed to the parliament by a re-
actionary state. The money you re-
ceive from the pockets of the people
is not halal. But I know that when
these things that are haram make
trouble for you, it will be me who
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unsa da, parlamentdo miixalifot
adiyla oturdulan deputatlar kimi
xalast qizinin {iziino durdu ki,
basqgalarint deyo bilmorom, amma
mani xalq segib.

Bu davanin axsami anasi xeyli
qara dinmaz oturdugdan sonra dedi:

-Diiz deyir.

-Desin do, neyniyim.

-Razilagsmamagq olardi?

-Niya razilasmayim? Men yazig1
Magsud Ibrahimboyovdan, yoxsa
sair Zolimxan Yaqubdan agilliyam?
Monaviyyat bu o6lkeonin sairina,
yazigisina aid deyilso, mono niyo
aid olmalidir?

-Bizo haram diismiir.

-Basdi son, Allah.

-Qorxuram bundan sonra da
baxtin  ac¢ilmaya, oro gedo
bilmoyason.

-Qoaronfil do monim kimi segilib
da, bas nd olur, onun baxti acilir, o
oro gedo bilir, monim iso baxtim
acilmir?

-Onlara baxma, bizo diigmiir.

Anast bu dofo cosarot edib
“haram” sOzlinii dilino  gotiro
bilmadi, fikirlosdi ki, qiz yens bu
s0zii esidib 6ziindon ¢1xacaq, amma
diisiincasindo yalniz o qorxu idi.
Biitiin dmriinii moktob miiallimliy-
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grieves for you and not those unfit id-
iots.”

But no, Gulshan wouldn’t stand
for such talk. As one of the parlia-
ment members supposedly impar-
tially appointed to the Parliament to
represent the opposition, she spat
back, right to her cousin’s face, “I
can’t speak for the others but I am
elected by the people.”

“She is right, “ her mother had
said, after a long silence the evening
of that quarrel.

“So you say, so what?”

“Would it have been possible to
turn the position down?”’

“Why should I turn it down? Am
I smarter than the writer Magsud
Ibrahimbayov, or the poet Zalimkhan
Yagub? If the morality of it doesn’t
bother a poet or a national author,
why should it concern me?”

“Nothing good can come from
such haram.”

“That’s enough, for God's sake.”

“I’m just afraid that after this your
luck will run out—you won’t be able
to find a husband.”

“Garanfil was elected just like me,
but look what happened—she was
fortunate, she found a husband. Why
shouldn’t I also be so lucky?”

“Don’t compare yourself to oth-
ers. We ourselves are never so fortu-
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ina hoasr etmis bu qadin 6z sado vo
0zl demigkon loyagotli hoyatinda
bunu boalks yiiz dofo stnamisdi. Ona
haram diismiirdii, anas1 da, nonosi
do belo deyirdi, onlara haram
diigmiir, vossalam.

Giilson esitdiyi congol-bicaq
sasindon bilirdi ki, anasi ona siifro
diizoldir. Adoaton 6zilinii evo acindan
Oli salardi vo anasi da bilirdi ki,
onun yemayini yubatmaq olmaz,
clinki, konarda yemok yemir,
modosi gotiirmiir. Amma  Gililson
indi motboxa kegmoya tolosmirdi.
Pal-paltarin1 asir, nayise qatlayir,
noyiso gotiirlir, noyiso qoyurdu. No
elodiyini he¢ 06zii do bilmirdi.
Basin1 itirmisdi. Oslindo evo
golondo bork ac idi, amma bu
xabar... bogazinin yolunu kasdi bu
xabar.

Anast indi do boyiik otagin
qapisindan boylandi.

-Sondon iki sira o torofo oturan
bigli oglan var ha , o oglan evlidi?

-Son bu sualt mons dord dofs
vermison, mon do dord dofs
demisom ki, o oglanin olli yas1 var,
0zii do lap ¢oxdan evlidi, balko indi
0zl boyda usaqlari var.

-Yoox, onu demirom, onun
boyriindokinin dalinda oturant...
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nate.” This time her mother did not
dare to speak the word "haram.” She
thought perhaps that, hearing this
word again, her daughter would
come unglued. But there was nothing
in the mother’s mind except this fear.
For this woman, who had dedicated
her entire life to school teaching, had
already tested her luck maybe a hun-
dred times in her ordinary and, if she
did say so herself, decent life. For
her, it was not worth the risk to ex-
pect anything good to come from
haram. This is what her mother, and
her grandmother before her used to
say. Haram promises nothing good to
them. And that's final.

Hearing the clinking of forks and
knives, Gulshan knew her mother
was setting the table for her. Usually,
she was nearly dropping dead from
hunger when got home, for she
wouldn’t eat out. Her mother knew
that it was best not to delay the meal,
because her daughter would get a
stomachache. But now, Gulshan was
in no hurry to head to the kitchen. In-
stead, she was hanging her clothes in
the wardrobe, folding something,
picking up this and that, then putting
them back down. She was not her-
self. She had lost her head. On her
way home she had been very hungry,
but this news... her throat had closed
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-Deyoson Saakasvilinin formani
soni xarab eloyib.

Anast:

-Sonin taylarin... 6zlori...

Vo soziiniin gerisini demoadon
getdi motboxo. Bax, belo horokatlori
Giilsonin xosuna golmirdi, de, do,
de , axira kimi de, goériim no
deyirson. De, cavabini da al, yoxsa
oxu atib yay1 gizlotma. “Sonin tay-
larin- sonin taylarin”, no qadar olar,
bezdi bu s6zii esitmokdon. Vo tez
do hirsi soyudu. Ossi, eybi yox,
anasidi do, osas bu Saakagvilinin
hoqgalaridi. Onun no 6ziindon, no
giilli inqgilabindan bizo xeyir
golmayib, bu tigarvadliliq formanin-
dan sonra da nolor olacaq, Allah
bilir. Birco evimizo dava salmagi
qalmigdt ki, onu da edocok,
deyoson.

Gilson motboxo kegdi, anasi ¢ox
fikirli gortiniirdii, konliinii almaq
ticlin yarizarafat, yariciddi dedi:

-Hos, anam, bizds do bels bir is
ola bilormi, olarsa san buna neco
baxarsan?

Anasimin izl giilon kimi oldu.
Hoqigoton o bu soéhbeati agmagq,
qizinin fikirlorini bilmok istoyirdi.

-San elo bilirson Peygombarimiz
coxarvadlilig1 kefindon elomisdi?
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on this news.

This time her mother peered out
from hall, saying, “The guy with
moustache, sitting two rows away
from you, is he married?”

“This is the fourth time you have
asked. And four times I have replied
that this guy is fifty years old and has
been married for ages. By now his
children may be grown.

“No, not him. The guy sitting be-
hind the one sitting near him...”

“Obviously Saakashvili’s decree
has put you out of sorts.”

“Your colleagues. .. they...”

And without finishing the sen-
tence, her mother left for the kitchen.
Damn. Gulshan couldn’t stand this.
Couldn't she just finish the sentence?
Don't leave it unsaid. Say it and re-
ceive your answer. "Your col-
leagues...your colleagues..." For
crying out loud, she was sick of hear-
ing this word. But her anger quickly
cooled. Never mind her mother, she
thought, the big question was
Saakashvili and his tricks. Neither he,
nor his Rose Revolution have
brought us anything good. And God
knows, will happen after this three-
wives act. This tops it all if he if can
incite quarrels in our own homes.

She went into the kitchen. Her
mother looked very pensive; to win
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Yox! Sorait  tolob  edirdi.
Miiharibalor idi, koglor idi... Kisi
soyyar moxluqdu, bilirsonmi?

Qadin isa oturaqdi. O vaxtlar da in-
diki kimi kisilor gedir, qadinlar
qalib 6lkenin ozablarini ¢okirdilar.
Orsiz qalirdilar, atasiz usaqlar
dogulurdu, monaviyyat pozulurdu.
Qurban oldugum o kisi bu seylorin
mosuliyyatini dasiyirdi, ona goro
elo formanlar verirdi. Indu mo-
suliyyat dasiyan kisi kimdi? Qurul-
mayan ailolor, dogulmayan usaqlar
t¢lin kimin ruhu inciyir? Heg
kimin.

-Saakasvilinin.

-Ho, o deyason, deyilon qodor
var imis. Bizo do belasi lazimdi.

-Vallah, qorxuram, son deyon
ola, avvalco onun giilli inqilabi,
sonra da bu doliliyi golib bizo do
cata.

-Son nadon gqorxursan Kki...

Bir anliga Giilson do, anas1 da
bir-birindon xobarsiz diisiindiilor ki,
belo bir sey bizdo do olarsa neco
olar vo noyi neco elomok olar.
Aman Allah, bels bir forman olsa
6lkada zalzalo olar. Parlamentdos no
az, no ¢ox, diiz yiiz iyirmi dord
subay, yox, subay yox, dul da yox,
amma, hor halda evlonmoyo
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back her heart, Gulshan said, half se-
riously, half in jest, “Well mother, do
you think this thing is possible in our
country and if so, what do you think
of it?’

A slight smile appeared on her
mother's face. In truth, she wanted to
open this conversation and learn her
daughter's opinion. “Do you think
our prophet gave permission for
polygamy for nothing? No! This is
what the circumstances required.
Wars, nomadic life. .. you know men
are nomads. And women are seden-
tary creatures. Just as today, during
those days the men left their homes
and the women remained to bear the
suffering of their homeland. Hus-
bandless women were left, fatherless
children were born, morals were
shattered. That man, may my soul be
sacrificed, shouldered these respon-
sibilities and issued these decrees.
And where is that responsible man
nowadays? Who cares for the fami-
lies which are not built, for the chil-
dren who are not born? Nobody.”

“Saakashvili does.”

“Yes, it seems he is as good as the
rumors report. He is what we need.”

“My God, I am afraid it will be as
you say. First the Rose Revolution,
and then this madness of his will
reach us.”
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namizad az1 yiiz kisi olacaq. Goron
Giilson onlarm hansini se¢or? Han-
sin1 boyonor? Vo yaxud onlarin
hans1 Giilsoni secor, Giilsoni
boyonor. Ana da, bala da fikir-
lasdilar ki, belo bir se¢cimi ¢oxlari
edor, on az1 c¢oxunun iiroyindon
kegor. Adam oOlacak, elo diiz do
edordilor, clinki Giilson gosongdi,
incadi, savadlidi, agillidi, intizam-
l1id1, ingilisco danisir. Diizdli, Me-
clisdo ¢ox elo aktiv deyil, amma
bunun noyi pisdi ki, an az1 o birilor
kimi gara- sivonnik ¢ixarib 6ziini
risvay elomir. Deyondo do moadoni
deyir, mosolon, arada miixalifati
monaviyyatsizligda qinayir, deyir
ki, olkonin sirrini bayira ¢ixar-
mayin, insan haqlarmin, siyasi moh-
buslarin quyrugundan bu qodor
yapismayin, yaxst deyil. Deputat
garak vatonparvar olsun.

-Gtilson.

Fikro getmis Giilson diksinon
kimi oldu:

-Ho, anam.

-Sonco giindoliyinizo belo bir
mosolo diisso sos toplaya bilor?
Kego bilor indiki zamanda?

Giilson xeyli fikro getdi. Parla-
mentdo oturan kisilori  bir-bir
goziiniin gabagina gotirdikco timid-
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“Why should you be afraid...?”

For a moment, unaware of each
other’s thoughts, both Gulshan and
her mother independently imagined
such a thing happening in their coun-
try and what it would be like. God,
such a decree would be like an earth-
quake. Neither more nor less than
one hundred and twenty four sin-
gle—no, neither single nor widowed,
but rather eligible—male candidates
for marriage would appear in the Par-
liament. Both women wondered who
Gulshan would pick from among
them? Who would she like? Or, who
would chose Gulshan, who would
like Gulshan? Both mother and
daughter thought that many of them
would indeed make such a choice—
or at least would like to. And this
would not be a mistake, because Gul-
shan was pretty, delicate, educated,
smart, disciplined and she spoke
English. It was true that she was not
particularly active in the Parliament,
but who says that’s a bad thing? She
was simply less likely to disgrace
herself like the other, more clam-
orous women. Even when she did
speak, it was with decorum and de-
cency, perhaps to accuse the opposi-
tion of immorality, or to support
keeping the secrets of their country
from foreign nations, or speak
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sizlik onu biiriidii. Q1zinin iiziindo
heg bir “ha” isartis1 gdrmayan anasi
togvisodiisdii:

-Ho, ola bilormi ki, bizds do o
qanun ¢ixsin?

-Naso, aglim kosmir.

-Niya?

-Moano elo galir ki, parlamentds
oturan kisilorin hamis1 arvadlarin-
dan qorxurlar.

-Lap hamis1?

-Manca, lap hamisi.

-Yaziq Nizami Goncovi diiz
deyirdi  ki;  dovrin  kisilori
nakisidirlor.

-O bunu on ikinci asrds deyib-e,
anam, gor lstiindon sokkiz yiiz il
kegondon sonra nalor olub?

Ana-bala lozzotlo giiliisdiilor.

-Gtilson.

-Can.

-Amma oldu- oldu da bala,
diinyanin isini bilmok olmaz, balko
xeyri bundadi. O bayaq dediyim
bigh oglan var ha, sondon arxada,
elo bil, iizindon yaxs1 adama
oxsayir-e, o birilor kimi mundar
gorinmuir.

-Na bilim. Balks da...

-Yox, son ona bir yaxs1 fikir
ver... Corayini niys yemirson?

-Istomirom. Bir azdan...
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against dragging feet on issues of
human rights and political prisoners,
as this is not a good thing to do. A
member of parliament should be pa-
triot.

“Gulshan.”

Startled out of her thoughts,
Gushan answered, “Yes, mother.”

“Do you think this can gather a
majority, if brought to a vote?”

Gulshan was again lost in thought
for a long time. Despair filled her
heart as the men sitting in the parlia-
ment ran before her mind's eye one
by one .

Her mother, seeing no hint of a
“yes” in her daughter’s face became
deeply concerned. “So, is it possi-
ble?”” She asked again.

“I don't think it is.”

“Why not?”

“I think all the men sitting in the
Parliament are afraid of their wives.”

“All of them? Without excep-
tion?”

“Yes, I think all of them.”

“Sadly, Nizami Gangavi was right
in calling the men of the present day
dishonorable.”

“Mother, he said that in the
twelfth century, can you just imagine
the situation after more eight cen-
turies have passed?!”

Daughter and mother both

108

Mehriban Vazir



BUTA. BAKI SEMINARI - 2010

Gilson yataq otagina kegdi.
Uzanib gdzlorini yumdu. Diigiindii
ki, bu no mosolodi axi? Yoxsa,
Saakagvili indi do yediklorimizi
belo haram docok? Giiniimiizii bu
ciir goy oskiyo biirtiyocok? Er-
monistan zad bos seydi, bu Giirciis-
tan deyoson Azaorbaycanin basina
boladi. Demokratiya, demokratiya
vo nohayat, ii¢ arvadliliq. Ozii do,
orda oldusa, miitloq buralara da
golib ¢ixacaq. No vaxt olsa bir giin
golib catacaq. Bu, hava axin1 kimi
bir seydi, qabagim1 kosmok
miimkiin deyil. Indidon hazir olmaq
lazimd1 ki, gofil yaxalanmayasan.
Ax1 neco, anasi da soz tapdi, bigh
oglan, yox bir, Asiq Zolimxan.

Glilson Zolimxan Yaqubdan tut-
mus izl o torafo bir-bir biitiin dep-
utatlari, qadinlardan basqa -
bir-birinin paxilligindan 6lon o qur-
ddu arvadlarin adlarmi belo gokmak
istomirdi - biitlin deputatlari
gbziinlin qabagindan kecirdi. Ona
elo galdi ki, kimso yadindan ¢ixib.
Bir do siyahini geri gaytardi, dir do,
bir do, gordii olmur, durub ¢antasin-
dan telefon kitabini ¢ixardi, ad-ad
hamisin1 oxudu vo miistori gozii ilo
kitabcadaki isimlora bir-bir nozor
yetirib gotiir-qoy eladi. Dofalarlo
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laughed in delight.

“Gulshan.”

“Yes, mother dear.”

“Still—you never know—any-
thing might happen. That guy behind
you seems to be a good man. He
doesn’t look as unpleasant as the oth-
ers.”

“I don't know. Maybe...”

“No. You should pay him more at-
tention... Why don't you eat?”

“I don't want it. Maybe later...

Gulshan went to her bedroom, lay
on the bed, and closed her eyes. She
started thinking about what all this
might mean. Does Saakashvili really
intend to make life a burden for us
again? Armenia was nothing, just
nonsense, but that Georgia seemed to
be a source of misfortune for Azer-
baijan. Democracy, democracy and
finally trigamy. And if it happens
there, undoubtedly, it will also be the
case in our country. One day it will.
It's like air flow—you cannot prevent
it. You'd better be prepared so as not
to be overtaken, but how? And her
mother going on again about the boy
with moustache—though at least he
was not Ashug Zalimkhan.

Beginning with  Zalimkhan
Yagub, Gulshan scrolled through all
the parliament members one by one,
except for the hypocrital women
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¢ok-cevir eloso do he¢ bir gorara
golo bilmadi. Is ciddiyo golondo vo
secim ani ¢atanda i¢i o anasi
boyonon bigh oglan qarisiq heg
birinin istiindo dayana bilmadi.
Tokco oralarda o tox turac kimi
lovga-lovga gozonlori deyil, heg
ara-sira ona torif deyib {iziino irigon-
lari bels, heg birini galbine yaxin
buraxa bilmodi. Uroyi istomadi.
Nohayat, bu 6lgma, bigma, se¢cmo
isgoncasindan yorulub aldon diigdii.
Bas1 sisdi. Ozii do ac-susuz, isdon
golib  ¢orok  do  yemoyib.
Saakagvilinin gozii ¢ixsin. Bizo giir-
clidon no vaxt xeyir golib ki, indi do
galsin. Hirslo durub motboxa kecdi.
Anast kirimisco oturmusdu. Yaziq
arvad omrindo elomadiyi bir isi
eloyib, gor no qodor ¢asib ki, or-
tadan ¢Oroyi do gotiirmayib, 6zl
demiskon siifrani intizar qgoymusdu.
Bayaqdan he¢ Giilgonin arxasinca
da boylanmamigdi. Yaman fikirli idi
vo bilirdi ki, qiz1 da méhkom ¢ok-
cevir eloyir. Bu elo-belo mosalo
deyil axi1. Tale, qismat masalasidi.
-Giilson, son diiz demirson, o
ganun bizds do kego bilor. Yoni biz
giirclilor qodor hiinor sahibi ol-
madiq?
-Pir

monimdi koramatina
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dying of envy for on another. Some-
body seemed to be missing. Some-
one for her. She started again from
the beginning, recalled them again
and again. It didn’t work. She rose
and pulled the phone book from her
bag, and one by one, she read every
name. With a careful eye she looked
through every single name in that
phone book, weighing the pros and
cons for each. And she could not
make her mind, despite of racking
her brain for a long time. And when
it was time to make the final deci-
sion, she could stick to none of them
including the guy with moustache
whom her mother liked so much. Not
the arrogant ones, nor even the men
who sometimes smiled and compli-
mented her could please Gulshan's
heart. Finally, exhausted with all this
thinking, weighing and choosing tor-
ture, she had developed a splitting
headache. In addition, she was hun-
gry and thirsty. Coming home from
work, she had not eaten anything.
Damn Saakashvili’s eyes! Georgians
have never brought us any good. She
rose with anger and went to the
kitchen. Her mother was sitting qui-
etly. Poor woman had done one thing
in her life that Gulshan would never
do. How confused and entangled her
mother must be—the bread still not

110

Mehriban Vazir



BUTA. BAKI SEMINARI - 2010

balodom, anam. Oz xoslarina qalsa,
yox, cosarat elomozlor, bunun evo
getmoyi do var axi.

-Ax1 bu millot tgiindii, 6lko
liciindii, yiyesiz qalmis qadinimiz,
qizimiz tigiindii.

-Orda sonin qadinini, qizin fikir-
logon kisi yoxdu, anam. Amma
prezident gostoris verso, kimin agzi
nadi sos vermasin?

-Lap gosteris olsun. Cohonnamao.
Amma olsun. Sos versinlor.

-Man sleyhinas sas veracom.

-Niyo???

-Cox fikirlosdim, gordim ki,
diinyada bir o deputatlar qala, bir
mon, heg¢ birini boyonib oro get-
marom.

-Elo niya???

- Orda oturmagima baxma, ara
getmok basqa seydi axi. Mon
istoyirom monim orim yaltaq ol-
masin, qorxaq olmasin, yalanci ol-
masm. Urokli  olsun.  Adam
olsun-ey, adam. Kisi.Kisi kimi kisi.

Anast siifroni rahlaya-rahlaya vo
omrla dedi:

-Amma har halda o ganun sizo
galib ¢ixsa, bax, tapsiriram -ha, son
“ho” de, Oziin li¢iin yox, basqalari
ti¢lin. Humanizm namina. Orda otu-
ran gorok arada bu cammati da
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cleared from the table. She had kept
the table waiting, as she herself used
to say. Her mother had not come to
look for her for a long time. She was
sunk deep in thought and she knew
that her daughter was also in debate
with herself. It was not a simple
issue. It was a matter of fate and des-
tiny.

“Gulshan, you are not right. This
law can be passed here as well. Do
you think we are not as courageous
as the Georgians?”

“I know what is what, mother. If
it was for their own pleasure, no, they
would not dare to, for sooner or later
they have to go back to their homes.”

“But it is for others, for our un-
cared-for women and girls.”

“Mother, there isn't a man there
who is thinking about your women
and girls. But if the president were to
give direction, who would dare not to
vote and support it?”

“Let it be his direction then. But
let them vote.”

“I’ll vote against it.”

“Why???7”

“I thought about it a lot. Even if
they were the last men in the earth, |
would not marry any of them.”

“But why???7”

“Although I sit there with them,
marrying is a different matter. [ don't
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fikirlogsin axi. Esitdin, bax sona
tapsiriram ha “ho” de. Vacib deyil
ki ordan olsun, basqa yerdon ¢ixar,
insallah, sonin gismotin. Diinya xali
deyil ki, Allah var, rohmi do var.

Axsam xoborlordo dedilor ki,
Saakagvilinin arvadi usagini da
gotiirib 0z Olkosino gedib vo
bosanma haqqinda kilsoys miiraciot
edib. Giilson bu xobordon lap doli
oldu:

-Ay, Allah, gor-e, avropali qadin
prezidentdon bosanir. Qadinda
qiirura bax, goziitoxluga bax. Bizdo
he¢ prezidentin siiriiclistinden, o
siirlicliniin gayninin dayis1 oglun-
dan bosanmurlar, qaldi ki, 6zlindon
ola. Alcagin 06zii cosaratiylo
kisilorimizi riisvay elomisdi, arvadi
da arvadlarimizi riisvay eladi.

Anasi bu xobordon daha cox
hoyacanlandi:

-Bos indi 0 qanun necs olacaq?
Saakagvili indi neylesin, 06z
Olkasini, 0z millotini diisiinsiin,
yoxsa bu ocnabi qizim? Gedir
diinondon getsin. Qoy, radd olsun.
Gedib 6z millstindon birini alar.
Noolub, cavan, gosong oglandi. Indi
bu avropali golin istiino gilinl
gotiirmiir deyin Saakasvili xalqinin
diisiinmoyacok? Axi Glirciistanda
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want my husband to be wheedling, to
be cowardy, to be a liar. I want him
to be brave, to be human, a real man.

Tidying up the table, her mother
said imperiously, “But still, if this law
comes to you, you say yes, not for
yourself, but for others. In the name
of humanity. One sitting in that place
should sometimes think about the
people. Did you hear me? I am
telling you, say “yes.” He doesn’t
need to be from Parliament, inshallah
, your betrothed can be from else-
where. God is merciful.”

The evening news announced
that, together with her child,
Saakashvili’s wife has left for her
motherland and applied to the church
for a divorce. This news drove Gul-
shan even crazier. “My! A European
woman gives a divorce to a Presi-
dent. What a pride! How satisfied she
must be. In our country no woman
would offer divorce, let alone to the
president, even to the cousin of the
brother-in low of the driver of the
President. That bastard dishonored
our men, now his wife brings shame
to our women.”

But this news made her mother
even more excited. “And now, what
is going to happen with this law?
What Saakashvili is going to do
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dogum bizdokindon do qat-qat
azdir.

Giilgonin anas1 kiisiib gedon bu
avropali golinin sorqli qaynanasi
kimi hikkolonmisdi. Giilsen iso in-
dico esitdiklorindon elo hala diisdii
ki, bayagki xabor yalan oldu. Bu
saat Saakagvilinin doyori onun
goziindo gara gopik idi. Demo, bu
zalim balasinin arvadi 6ziinden
betor imis. Esq olsun, avropali
golin, son  irok  sahibison,
hiinorlison, elo sah arvadi olmaga
layiq imisson. Goriiniir senin za-
tinda sahliq varmis. Yoxsa son bu
golati eloyas bilmozdin.

-Goriirson, anam, har qadin man-
sobdon imtina eds bilmoz. Qadin
acgdz moxluqdu. Or oayyas olsun,
qumarbaz olsun, riyakar olsun,
yalang1 olsun, al¢aq olsun, lap cani
olsun, eybi yox, toki pulu olsun.
Bizim gadnlar biitiin bunlara déziir,
toki prezident olsun, ya da prezi-
dentin ayaqqab1 tomizloyani olsun,
hardan, na yolla olur-olsun, evo
golir gotiron kisi olsun. Qadin hoy-
atin1 mohv edor, dmriinii ¢liridor,
gdzlinlin yasin toko-toko, liziino
sOyiilo-soylilo giin kegiror, amma
pullu kisidon, zongin hoyatdan
imtina elomoz. Tamahkarliq qadinin
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now? What could he do? Should he

think about that foreign girl instead
of his country, his people? Let her go
to the hell. He can marry a woman of
his own nationality. He is a young,
handsome man. Now that European
bride is gone, shouldn't Saakashvili
think about his people? After all in
Georgia the birth rate is much lower
than in our country.

As an Eastern mother-in-law,
Gulshan’s mother was angry with the
Euopean daughter-in-low who had
left. And now, after hearing this
news, Saakashvili had become no
more than a blackened penny in Gul-
shan’s eyes. It appeared his wife was
braver than he. Glory to you, Euro-
pean bride, you are bold and brave
you deserve to be a Queen. Appar-
ently aristocracy runs in your blood.
Otherwise you would not dare to do
as you have done.

“You see, mother, not every
woman can turn down status. A
woman is a greedy creature. Never
mind if her husband is an alcoholic,
a gambler, a liar, a rascal or even a
murderer, the main thing is money.
Our women would put up with all
these faults if only he were a presi-
dent, or even the cleaner of presiden-
tial boots. A woman will ruin her life,
drag out a miserable life of scolding
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zatindadi, anam. Ona goro sono
deyirom, hor qadin belo addimi ata
bilmozdi. Aforin.

-Hec¢ har kisi do o addimi ata
bilmaz.

-Raziyam, ata bilmoz. bizds belos
addim atila bilmoaz. Orada atila
bilor. Onda gol, onlarin ikisini do
alqislayagq.

Giilson oasabi halda olini alina
vuraraq qoh-qoho ¢okib giildii vo
diisiindii ki, bu il parlaments seck-
ilor demokratik kegarsa, sozsiiz ki,
o 0zl do orda olmayacaq. Tok ona
yox, parlamentdo oturan o Yyiiz
iyirmi dord noforin heg birino sos
veran olmayacag. Olsun do...- deyo
diisiindii; -cohonnomoki... elnon
golon dord toy-bayramdi. Sabah
bizdo doGiirciistandaki o qanun
qabul olunsa, men yiiz iyirmi doérd
deputatin i¢indon bir kisi tapmaya-
camsa oro getmoyo, neynirom elo
parlamenti vo o yiiz iyirmi dord
nosnoni. Yan yoromda bir belo dep-
utatin olmagindansa - kas, belo bir
orim olaydi - deyib, barmagimi
tuglayacagim hiinorli bir kisi ol-
saydi, bundan min pay yaxsiydi.

O axsam na anasi, nd do Giilson
0zli bu sOhboto bir daha qayit-
madilar. Umumiyyatlo, he¢ danis-
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and weeping but will never turn
down a rich life or a wealthy man.
Mother, greediness is in women's
blood. That’s why I am saying not
every woman can take such a step.
Well done!”

“And not every man can take such
a step as he has.”

“I agree. We certainly can’t do it.
But they can. So let’s applaud the
both of them.” Gulshan irritably
struck her hands together, and clap-
ping furiously, shaking with laughter,
thought about how, if this year’s elec-
tions were to be held democratically,
she would not be in the Parliament.
And not only she. Not a single one of
the one hundred and twenty four
could gather enough votes. So what?
... she thought, to hell with it. If trou-
ble falls everywhere, then everyone
celebrates sorrow as a wedding party.
If tomorrow that law from Georgia
passed here as well, and still I can’t
find one man to marry, why would I
need such a Parliament—any of
those those 124 objects? I wish |
could point my finger to a husband I
could call brave, instead of being sur-
rounded by parliament members.

That evening neither Gulshan nor
her mother returned to their previous
conversation. They did not speak at
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madilar. Hor ikisi tutulub qalmisdi.
Olkodoki vaziyyati bildiklori iigiin
tezliklo belo bir formanin olacagina
iimidlori yox idi. Miiallima xanim
159 qizina bir s6z demasa da, belos
bir gqonasto goldi ki, Giilson bilir,
deyir, bu kisilordo koramat yoxdu,
burda oturanlarin hiinari ya agiq-
askar yaltaqglanib 6z yiikiinii topoyo
yigmaga, ya da lizdo miixalifat, os-
linds iqtidara ndker olmagqla
yarinib, oyun oynayib yena tokco 6z
isini agirmaga catar. Bunlardan bu
olkaya xeyir galmoz ki, ziyan galar,
neca ki, indiys kimi yetorinca golib.
Demirom, bolko Giirciistandak:
kimi Azerbaycanda da milli
quvvelor  bir igidlik eloyib
hakimiyyoto golo, i¢lorindon bir
saakagvili yetirs, ondan sonra, ici
onun deputat qiz1 qarisiq, deyilon
faizi olli ikini ke¢mis, asil faizi iso
yetmiso ¢ixmis bizim bu bodboxt
arvadlara, elo hamisina, pullusuna
da, pulsuzuna da, orlisina do, orsiz-
ina do bir giin aglayan tapila. Balka.
Yemokdon timid yaxsidi.
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all. Both of them felt increasingly

stuck. Well aware of the situation in
the country, they had no expectation
such a law would be approved in the
near future. And though the
schoolmistress didn’t say a word to
her daughter, she had come to the
conclusion that Gulshan was right—
she had indeed called it. There was
no generosity to be found in these
men. It was clear that those sitting in
Parliament could scrape up only
enough courage to wheedle them-
selves to the top of their own little
hill, or as in the case of the opposition
members, in fact, to serve power
alone—playing games, working only
to return themselves to power. From
all of them, no good could come to
this country, only harm. Perhaps, if
one day in Azerbaijan, as in Georgia,
the forces of the nation bravely
gather together, and a saakashvili
rises from among them, then finally,
the sorrows of our women, whether
rich or poor, with or without hus-
bands, including her “member of
parliament”daughter, will be illumi-
nated. Maybe. Hope is the poor
man's bread.

Translated by Ulkar Nasibbayli.
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ATMAQ

("A¢, monom"
romanindan parga)

Bir axsam Sobayel rayonunun
polislori Neftcilor prospektindo
kondirlo bogulmus qar1 Oliisi
gordiilor. Meyit bir neg¢o saat
qalmis, iyi sanki “burda olii var”
xabarini yaymagq tg¢iin otrafi bas-
migdi. Onun kim oldugunu arasdir-
maq, cinayotkar1 tapmaq igiin
giinlorlo, bolko do hoaftalorlo
islomok lazim olacaqdi. Sohar bu
qotlo goro gorgin bir gilin yasaya-
caglar1 qagilmazdir. Kegon ay
tapilmis 6li halo do boyunlarinda
idi, stolik, onun cinayatini
aragdiran miistontiqi do 6ldiir-
miisdiilor.

Saobayel rayonunun rohborlori
miistontiqin simasinda yaxsi bir
dost itirmis, 6litys holo do lonat ox-
uyurdular. Indi do tozos 6lii. Sebayel
polislari cold torpondilor, qarimi
masina qoyub Qaradag rayonunun
arazisina stirdilor, orda casadi kim-
sosiz bir kiigodo diisiiriib getdilor.

Bu qarisiq vaxtda rayonda bir
gotl hadisosi ¢atmir — Qaradag
polisi bogazikondirli arzuolunmaz
cosaddon xobor tutan kimi qorar
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ABANDONMENT

(An excerpt from the novel
"Open, It’s Me")

One night on Neftchilar Avenue,
the Sabail district policemen stum-
bled upon the strangled body of an
old lady. The corpse had already
been there for a few hours and gave
such a foul odor it was as if to sig-
nal the presence of a dead body. The
policemen knew that it would take
days and maybe even weeks to es-
tablish the woman’s identity and
find the perpetrator of the crime. It
was inevitable that this incident
would make their upcoming day a
hectic one indeed.

In fact, the body they had dis-
covered last month was still uniden-
tified, and to make matters worse,
the investigator who had been as-
signed to the case had also been
murdered. The police detectives of
Sabail had lost a good friend and
they cursed the victim as the cause
of their loss. They knew what to do
with this new case and acted
quickly. They drove the body to
Garadagh district and dumped it in
an empty street.

In these turbulent times, a mur-
der case would be a burden for the
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cixartdi: Qaradagda gotl indi bizo
lazim deyil. Cox miizakiro agmadan
onu masina qoydular, qoyanda
cosadin garnina y18ilmis qaz gurul-
tuyla bayira ¢ixdi, stirliciinii giilmok
tutdu. Binagadiyo stirdiilor.
Binogodi - Bakinin an boyiik ray-
onu. Dordi, cinayati do hamisindan
¢ox. Binogodi polis idarasinin ii¢
stravisi indiyacon artiq dord dofo et-
diklori isi gordiilor. Bu garmi da
garanligda Nizami rayonunun ol-
ayaq doymaoyan bir kiigosinds qarin
ylngiilco agartdig1 asfaltin {istiino
goyub siiratlo uzaqlasdilar.
Sabahis1 giin Nizami rayonunda
icra hakimiyyatinin va polisin bazi
is¢ilorino dovlat miikafatlarinin ver-
1lmosi morasimi, ondan sonra iso
ziyafot olacaqdi. indi gotllo mosgul
olmaq ohvali he¢ kosdo yox idi,
ham1 sonliyo hazirlagirdi. Kegon
ribiin  cinayot aragdirmalarini
tamamilo yerino yetirmis, rayon
orazisindo  tOrodilmis  biitiin
cinayatlorin sobobkarlarini tapmis
Nizami polisi 6ziinli ¢ox yaxs1 hiss
edirdi. Boalke do bu oli bir hofto
ovval tapilsaydi, onu da planlarina
salar, bolko yox, dogrudan da
salardilar, arasdirib kondiri qarmin
bogazina, garmi kiigcoloro salani
tapardilar. Indi tohfil verilon
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Garadagh district. As soon as the
police were informed of the unwel-
come corpse found with a rope
around her neck, they decided: We
don't need a murder in Garadagh
now. After much discussion, as they
were forcing the body into the car,
it released the gas accumulated in
its stomach with a characteristic
rumble. The driver burst into laugh-
ter. Without wasting any more time,
they drove the dead woman to Bi-
nagadi, the largest district in Baku.
It was also the district with the with
most suffering and crime.

There, three street officers of the
Binagadi police bureau acted just as
they had on four previous occa-
sions, speeding away in the dark
after dropping off the body in the
snow in a deserted street in the
Nizami district of the city.

An award ceremony and banquet
for the employees of the Executive
Committee and police officers of
Nizami district was scheduled to
take place on the following day.
Amid preparations for the party, no-
body felt like dealing with a homi-
cide. Nizami police officers were
proud of having solved every crime
in the last quarter. Had the corpse
appeared a week ago, it might have
been the subject of an investigation.
They might even have found the in-
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hesabatda onun da adi olard1. Ancaq
bu giin he¢ uygun vaxt deyildi.
Nizami polislori gecoylo cosadi
gonsu Xatai rayonunun arazisinda -
Ohmadlida, bir saho miivokkilinin
hayatinin arxasinda qoyub getdilor.

Saho miivokkilinin oglu evo
qayidanda Olini gordii, atasina
dedi. Atas1 Xotai bag polis idarasine
zong etdi. Idarodon kdmokei goldi.
Bir insan kimi bu zavalliya acidi,
ancaq o, bir ne¢o saat qalib isti
izlorini itirmisdi. Bu gotlin miiol-
lifini tapmaq indi “Kalilo vo
Dimno”-nin on birinci, Boydoba
yazan nilisxosini tapmaq qodor
miiskiil idi.

Gecoyaridan kegmis Olii Oz-
izbayov rayonunun arazisindo idi.
Bu gozlonilmoz basagri Ozizboayov
polislarinin basina indimi
golmoliydi? lin sonu, hesabat vax-
tinda. Onsuz da yiiz qovluq sonad
yoxlanib imzalanmaliydi, onsuz da
qat1 agilmamas alt1 qotl yaxalarinda
idi, bir do bu yeddinci onlarin ha-
rasina yarasardi?!

Soharoyaxin, qaranliqla isiq ol-
lorini bir-birindon iizmaya baslayan
vaxt Abseron rayonu orazisindo
bogazina kondir kecirilib
oldiiriilmis vo ¢ollilyo atilmis gart
meyidi tapildi. Hava is1q olduguna
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dividual responsible for tying a rope
around an old lady’s neck and aban-
doning her body on the street. Her
name would have appeared in their
latest report. But today was the
wrong day. So, the Nizami police
officers sent the corpse to the neigh-
boring Khatai district. They
dropped it off by night behind the
yard of the field commissar’s house
in the neighborhood of Ahmedli.

The son of the field commissar
noticed the corpse on his way home
and told his father. His father called
the main police office of Khatai dis-
trict to send for an officer. The latter
felt pity for the old lady but she had
been dead for quite some hours and
any trace of clues had vanished.
Now finding the murderer seemed
to be an impossible mission, like
finding the original copy of “Kalila
and Dimna” by Beydeba.

Shortly after midnight the body
appeared in the Azizbeyov district.
But should the policemen of Az-
izbeyov district suffer such an un-
expected headache, especially at the
end of the year when annual reports
were due? They still had hundreds
of folders to check and sign and six
yet unsolved cases. Wouldn’t a sev-
enth one be out of awkward?!

Just before dawn, at the time
when darkness and light decide to
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goro, meyidi bir neco adam gérmiis,
polis cagirmisdi. Basqa rayonlarda
da indi bayir-bacaq adamla dolu idi.
He¢ no etmok olmazdi. Goronlor
deyinirdi:

- Polis oglum, siz olmasaz,
gan dizs ¢ixar, sizin qorxunuzdadi
¢oxusu dinc oturub.

- Agbirgok arvada neco bunu
elomok olar!? O basi ozilmali algagi
tapin, o gansiz hogorati tapdaq-tap-
daq eloyim, - goriiniisiindon yerdo
Oliisli uzanmis qariya bonzoyaon bir
qar1 ¢ox hirslonmisdi.

Olii Abseron rayonunun boy-
nuna qalmisdi. Roais xobori esidib
kodorlondi. Bir nego telefon zongi
edondon sonra bir ucaboy gomi
kapitani raisin otagina girdi. Igorido
bir az s6hbot edondon sonra kapitan
gapini a¢ib dohlizo boylandi, s6h-
batlorini he¢ kosin dinlomadiyino
omin olandan sonra 6liinli anbarda

gizlodib rayonun orazisindon
cixaracagina soz verdi. Raziliga
goldilar.

Sohar saat 9-da 6lii ag1q donizdo
agir-agir Giirciistana {izon gominin
anbarinda Bakidan uzaqlasirdu...

Casad novbati dofs Gilirclistanin
Poti liman1 yaximlhiginda suyun
iizlindo tapildi. Giirciilor baxan kimi
dedilor: Bu, bizim deyil! Oliinii ton-
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part hands, a corpse of an old lady
with a rope around her neck was
abandoned in the wilderness of the
Absheron district. As it was day-
time, several people noticed the
corpse and called the police. Other
districts were also crowded with
people. Nothing could be done.

Eyewitnesses were saying: “Po-
lice officer, if not for you, nobody
would obey the law, and the blood
would rise up to our knees.” And,
“How could this have been done to
an old woman?! Find that insect and
I will walk over it and crush it,” said
an indignant older woman who
looked very much like the dead one.

The corpse stayed in the Ab-
sheron district. The chief of police
grew very distressed when he heard
the news. He decided to make a few
calls. Shortly thereafter, a tall ship’s
captain entered the chief’s office.
After a brief conversation, the cap-
tain opened the door, checked the
corridor to make sure nobody was
eavesdropping, and promised to
hide the body in the hulk of the ship
in order to remove it from the dis-
trict’s territory. The two made a
deal.

At 9 o’clock in the morning the
corpse slowly departed Baku in the
cargo hold of ship headed out on the
open sea towards Georgia...
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luq kilke baliq giin bir qutuya

qoyub gizlincs limandan ayrilmaga
hazirlagsan Nelson gomisinin an-
barina atdilar.

Nelson Amerika-Rusiya birgo
gomisi idi. Giirciilor casadi onun
anbarina atmazdan oavval rus heyot
tizvlori homiso etdiklori kimi,
gominin donizs ¢ixmamis yiikiini
artlq Olgmiisdiilor, ona goro do
yikiin agirlagsdigindan  bir do
okeanin ortasinda xobaor tutdular.
Yik 70 kilo agirlasmisdi! Bunu
goron heyat togviso diisdii, anbara
su dolur! Bir nofor asagi diisiib
yoxladi, anbar tomiz idi. Bas bu na
yetmis kilo idi?! Bu dafo kapitan
0zii asag1 endi, qutunu da o goriib
acdu...

Gomi yiikk gomisi oldugundan
bu, sarnisinlardan biri ola bilmozdi,
gominin ig¢ilorindon iso heg kos bu
qadini tanimirdi. Poti yaxiliginda
su qarinin dorisinin  qiriglarina
dolub onlar1 tarim ag¢misdi, ona
gora do qart elo bil iyirmi il cavan-
lasmisd1. indi o, gomi iscilorindon
nec¢osinin xoyalindaki gadin g6zol-
liyino uygun da golirdi.

Olii haqqinda sahilo tocili xobor
verilmoliydi. Ancaq elodo quruya
catan kimi onlar1 dindiracokdilar,
bir miiddot siibhoali suallarla vaxt
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The body washed up at the port
of Poti in Georgia. As soon as the
Georgians saw the body, they ex-
claimed, “It’s not ours!” They
placed it in a container for sprat fish
and secretly hid it in the hull of a
Nelson ship ready to set sail.

The Nelson was a joint Ameri-
can-Russian ship. Russian crew
members had measured the weight
of the cargo prior to departure and
before the Georgians stowed the
body on the ship. For that reason,
the excess weight was discovered
only after the ship and its crew had
reached the middle of the ocean.
The cargo was 70 kg heavier than it
was supposed to be! The crew be-
came nervous, thinking that water
was filling the hull! One of them
went downstairs to check, but there
was no water. Where did those 70
kg come from?! This time the cap-
tain descended the stairs and
opened the container to find...

This was a cargo ship so there
were no passengers and nobody
from the crew recognized the body.
Near Poti, water been absorbed by
the pores of corpse’s skin and
stretched it taut, making the old
lady look about 20 years younger.
Now she met some of the crew
members’ standards of ideal beauty.
Initially, they thought of immedi-
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alacaqdilar, arasdirma  apara-
caqdilar. Heyotin on qoca tizvlori
dedilor:

- Nuu...

Heyatin on gonc tizvlori dedilor:

- 19-u imtahanimiz var,
conab komandir. Quruda bir doqiqo

vaxtimiz olmayacaq, hazirlas-
maliyq.
Bir-birini otuz ildir taniyan

gomigilor 6z aralarinda raziliga
goldilor, cosadi qaldirib donizo at-
dilar. Bes doqgigodon sonra durbini
gotiiriib baxdilar, goroson asagida
govdoyo ilisib onlarla golmir ki.
Yox, o suyun sathindo idi, 6zii iiglin
yirgalanirdi.

Cosod  kilometrlorlo  orazido
doniz heyvanlarina yem payladi,
ancaq yeno do ona baxanda bir
adam oliisti oldugu bilinon qodor
galmisdi. Hans1 dovlotin sularina
yaxinlagirdisa, dorhal xiisusi toyi-
natli gomi gondorilir, gar1 sulardan
uzaqlasdirilirdi: Bu bizim deyil.
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ately reporting their discovery to
the mainland. Then they realized
that as soon as they stepped on land,
they would be questioned, an inves-
tigation would begin.

The oldest crew members said,
“Hmm...”

The youngest said, “We have an
exam on the 19th, captain, sir. We
have no time to spend on land, we
need to prepare.”

The seamen, many of whom had
known each other for thirty years,
reached consensus. They dumped
the corpse into the sea. Five min-
utes later, they looked through their
binoculars to make sure that the
body hadn’t gotten caught on the
ship's hull. No, it hadn’t, it was un-
dulating out on the surface of the
water.

The old woman served as feed
for sea creatures along many kilo-
meters but kept its resemblance to a
human body. Whenever it entered
the territorial waters of a country, a
special ship would be sent out to
lead it away: “It’s not ours.”

Translated by the author.
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EV
DUSTAGI

Noyi yaxsidi ev dustagi olmagimin
bilirsonmi,

bes il ovvalki tok tozo gqalmis
ayaqqabilarim

burunlar1 yeyilmomis

dabanlar1 dagilmamais

bir-ikisini korpa qizim

gadin olmaga toloson qizim
geymis ortaliqgda

dabanini qirmis

bax bu sandal Aliyenin toyunda

tuflilorso Norminin toyunda alinmis
harasi birco kora geyilmis

cokdirdiyim sokillords belo gizlonmislor...

bolko sevmisdilor ayaqlarimi
doyunca torlomadilor
qoxulamadilar qadin barmagqlarini
¢ixmadilar adam arasina
Oylinmadilor

ayaqglarima yarasdiglarina...
atildilar evin bir kiinciino
bozardilar

qizardilar

qaraldilar kimo na?

nd sildim

no parildatdim

qizima oynatdim eloco

bir vaxt

qizimin ayaqlar1 boyiiyocok

onda qizim onlar1 boyanmoyacok
qoca, gart ayaqlarimi ayaqqabilarim...
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A PRISONER AT HOME

Do you know

what’s good about being a prisoner at home?

My shoes look as new now as they were five years ago.
Their toes are not scuffed.

Their heels are not destroyed.

Just one ne or two pairs my little daughter,

my hurrying-to-become-a-woman-daughter,

has worn about

and broken the heels.

Look—I bought these sandals for Aliya’s wedding,
those shoes for Narmin’s wedding.

Each pair was worn only once.

Even in the photos taken, they are hidden.

Maybe they loved my feet.

But they were never quenched by the sweat
and scent of a woman’s toes.

Nor did they show off in public,

or boast how well they suited my feet.
Thrown into a corner at home.

they were grey,

red,

black,

who cares?

I neither brushed nor polished them,

gave them to my daughter to play with.

My daughter’s feet will grow,

and then she will not think much of my shoes,

nor will my shoes, anymore, love my old, hardened feet.
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o7

NO OLURSA OLSUN

bozon hardasa
zorlanmaq tohliikasine belo razidir gadinlar
piciltiyla bels etiraf etmosolor ds i¢lorinda

nd soraitdo olursa olsun

on pis halda belos

kisilori glinahkar sayacaqlar onsuz da-
bilir gadinlar!

amma giinahin yarisini onlar dastyir-
sassiz baxislarinda

ya bir dodaq torponisindo

olindan salib bir-bir agyalar1

ehtirasla oyilondo-

cox vaxt da bilorakdon...

on bes yasimdaydim

orta moktob miisllimlorimdon biri
eh...no iso...

sohor imtahandan bes aldim

ovvol miigavimot
g0z yas1, yalvaris
sonra bosalan qollar
va sonsuz hozz...
oldugca banal gostori

bolks do ehtirasin on yiiksok aninda
aglamalar1 da hozzdondir

sonra da

olloriyls tlizlorini ortorlor

utanmagq sllarin payina diisor.
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WHATEVER HAPPENS

Sometimes,
women may even agree to the danger of rape,
though they do not confess this even in a whisper.

Whatever the circumstances,

at worst

men will be counted the guilty ones,
women know this!

But half of the guilt is theirs—

in silent glances,

in the quiver of a lip,

in dropping things from their hands,
one by one,

and bending suggestively to reach for them,
in most cases intentionally.

I was fifteen, when one of my teachers

in the secondary school...

Ah... anyway...

The next morning I earned a five on the exam.

First resistance,

tears, entreaty.

Then, the arms loosen
into endless pleasure...
Quite a banal show.

Maybe protests at the peak of passion
are also cries of pleasure.

Hands will cover their faces.

It will fall to the hands to feel shame.

Translated by Rasim Baghirov
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INTRIQA

Tozo qoyn ati qazanda qaynara
diisondo yagi1 liziina ¢ixir.

Jalo buna tozs is yerinds amin
oldu. Kimdir kegal? Boali, o
haqigoton keg¢aldir, amma ad1 sor-
tidir. Kegal cavan rois idi, iyirmi
yeddi yas1 olmasina baxmayaraq
yasl goriintirdii. Bir Allah bilirdi
fasigligr altinda nolor yatirmis
kecolin. Konardan sakit, siilhsevar,
giilorliz, tinsiyyotcil gorlntirdd,
danisanda insanliqgdan dom vurardi,
hor bir mdvzuda danismaq,
miibahiso etmok gabiliyyati var idi.
Amma toossiif! No godor aldadict
gorkomi var imis. Danisiglari ilo
omollori diiz golmirdi, ¢ox kinli
imis kecol. Bozi xiisusiyyotlori do
sonradan iiza ¢ixdi..

Jalo igo yeni diizolmis, heg bir
tacriibasi olmayan bir qiz idi. No idi
giinah1? Giinah1 fagir olmagi,
madoniyyati gdzlomasi, bdyiiklora
hérmot etmasi, cavab qaytarmamast
idi. Diisdiiyli miihitdon xobarsiz idi.
Is yeri deyildi, elo bil 6zlorinin do
dediyi kimi akvarium idi, kollektiv
ilo ¢aqqal siiriisiiydii. Sorusanda
sadalovliiklo kollektivi, raisini tori-
flomigdi, stikiir Allaha, hor sey yol-
undaymis kimi gorlintirdi. Hoalo
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INTRIGUE

When fresh mutton boils in a pot
its fat rises to the surface.

Jala was sure of this in her new
workplace. Who is bald-headed? Yes,
he was really bald, but his name was
conventional. A bald young execu-
tive, and though he was 27 years old
he appeared older. Only God knew
what slept under his pathetic self. Ex-
ternally he seemed calm, peaceful,
cheerful, sociable, was used to talk-
ing highly about humanity, and he
had good speaking skills, could de-
bate any subject. But alas! How de-
ceptive was his appearance. His
speech didn’t match his deeds, for the
bald man had been very malicious.

A girl without any experience,
Jala had just gotten a new job. What
were her faults? Her faults were that
she was poor, gentle, respected the
old, and she didn’t talk back. She was
unaware of the conditions of the en-
vironment in which she found her-
self. It wasn’t a work place—it
seemed, as they themselves said, to
be more of an aquarium tank, and her
co-workers a pack of jackals. When
asked, she naively praised the collec-
tive and the executive, for, thank
God, everything seemed to be all
right. She even wanted to become
friends with one of them.

Her desires remained unsatisfied,
for the person whom she had chosen

Nihals
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onlardan biriylo rofigo do olmagq
istoyirdi.

Istoyi neco do iiroyindo qaldi,
diismoni elo xayalon se¢diyi rofigosi
idi.

Jalo i1sdo ¢otinlik ¢okmrdi, son
zamanlarda isi az verirdilor ona.
Tez-tez zong vurub raisi sorusan So-
figo xanimin da adin1 “Dostoevski”
goymusdular, bu s6z inadkarligina
goro “dostat” sO0ziindon
gotiiriilmiisdii. Jalo no biloydi ilk
baxisdan goriba tosir bagislayan bu
gadin sonra ona komok edocok, isi
Oyradoacokdir. Sofigo xanim hami-
dan elo bil tocrid olunmusdu. Adi
ilo ¢agrilan, “xanim” kolmosi
yaragdirilmayan, sObonin digor
iscilorindon yasca boyiik olan bu
gadin nadonso qizlarin nifrot mon-
bayi idi.

Jala ilo dostluglariin goribao tar-
ixcosi var idi. Tomir iglori ilo olage-
dar biitlin s0ba iscilori bir otaqda
oturmali oldular. Sofigo xanim
Jaloyo homiso adamlarin he¢ do
gorlindiiklori kimi olmamasi barado
xobordarliq etso do, Jalo bunlari
qulagardina vurmusdu. Bu sozlor
ona qadinin uydurmasi kimi goriin-
miisdii. Hotta Esmiranin raislo
nisanlanmasina ¢ox sevinmis, qiz1
iirokdon tobrik etmisdi. Sevinci ¢ox
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as a friend in her mind, was her
enemy.

Jala had had no difficulties at
work, but lately she was given few
tasks. They had named Shafiga who
phoned often and asked for the exec-
utive, “Dostoevsky.” This word was
taken from the word “dostat” for her
stubbornness. How could Jala could
know that this woman who seemed
strange to her at first would help her
afterwards, teach her the work. Mrs.
Shafiga seemed to be isolated from
everybody. This woman, who was
called “Dostoevsky,” who was not
considered proper enough to be
called “lady,” and who was older
than other workers, was an object of
hatred from the girls for one reason
or another.

There was a strange history of her
friendship with Jala. Related to some
repair work, all the workers of de-
partment had to sit in the same room.
Though Mrs. Shafiga warned Jala,
telling her that people were not al-
ways as they seem, Jala didn’t pay
any attention to this. These words
seemed to her to be the woman’s
imagination. She even was glad
when Esmira became engaged to the
executive and congratulated her
heartily. But Jala’s joy didn’t last
long. Her own wishes remained un-
satisfied, and her illusions about the
collective turned out to be ludicrous.
This couple always brought disgrace
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¢cokmodi Jalonin. Gozilindo qaldi
arzulari, kollektiv barads xayallar
pli¢ oldu. Bu iki nisanli daim Jaloni
gozdon salirdi. Ugursuz giinlorin
birindo raislo iizgdéz oldu. Hotta
geybatcil Firangiz xanim da Jaloys
irad tutub homkarinin torofindon
goldi. Insanlar nego tez doyisirlor.

Belo voziyyatlordo namordlor
olbir olmagi bacarirlar.

Adoton sixinti ¢okondo ¢ox
kovrak olurdu, hor s6z onu tez tu-
turdu, bu dofo hotta aglamadi,
sadoco hirsindon badoni ugunurdu.
Allah boytikdir! Miitlaq komok
edocakdi Jalaya! Sofige xanimin so6-
zlori yadma diisdii, deyirdi bu
kollektivdo borkiyacokson, hoyat
sano dors olacaq. Inanmamigdi.

Quizlar da Jaloni “baykot”
elomisdilar. S6z  sorusanda,
gozmoyd ¢ixanda, hotta bir dofo
nonasi  Olon qizin yas yerind
gedondo sorgusuna cavab ver-
momis, cevrilrib getmisdilor. Bu
harokatlordon cana doymusdu. Da-
banina tiipiiriib aradan ¢ixardi, yox,
burada prinsip var idi. Allah vur-
musdu naqis insanlar1! Axira kimi
burada isloyocoyini roisino boyan
etmisdi.

Kecgal iso basg raising arxayin ol-
musdu, neco olmasa, kisi kiginin
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upon Jala. On one of these unlucky
days, she had a falling out with the
executive. Even gossipy Mrs. Firan-
giz pointed out Jala’s defects and
backed her colleague. How quickly
people change. Traitors can act in
concert with one another.

Usually when she suffered, she
was very sensitive, every word hurt
her. This time she even didn’t cry, her
body simply trembled with anger.
God is great! God would undoubt-
edly help Jala. She remembered Mrs.
Shafiga’s words, that she used to say
Jala would become stronger in this
collective, that this life would be a
lesson for her. Jala didn’t believe her.

The girls declared a “boycott”
against Jala. When she asked for
something, they didn’t answer her
questions, went for a walk, and even
once, when they visited a girl whose
grandmother died had died they
didn’t explain, just turned away and
left. She was sick and tired of these
evil deeds. She would make a dash
and escape, but there was the princi-
ple of the thing. And God punished
flawed men. She declared to her ex-
ecutive that she would work there till
the end.

But the bald man was sure of the
chief executive’s support, and any-
way, a man would support another
man. He would go to director and de-
nounce Jala, who had worked there
only for a little time. The chief exec-
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torofini saxlayacaqdi. Direktorun
yanina girib diinon golon Jaloni pis-
loyacokdi. Bas rais bir dofo do olsun
Jaloni yanina ¢agirmamisdi, onunla
sOhbat elomomisdi. Jalo onun liziini
birco dofo gbrmiisdii. Bir sohor
otaga girib isc¢ilori sorusmusdu.
Vassalam!

Jalo ¢ox hoyocanli idi. Ehh,
cohonnomo, no olar-olar, osasi
budur s6ziimii dedim. Isdon getsom
do, artiq vecima deyil. Bas rois di-
rektorun kabinetino girib s6zlorini
catdird1, Jaloylo isloyo bilmir, Jalo
1slomok istomir, isi do bilmir.

"Odalotli, midrik", "sozi
kecorli" bas raisin bu oldu hokmii!

Direktor ohvalatdan agah idi,
xabarg¢ilor xaboarlomisdilar.
Bozilorindon forqli olaraq mosaloni
aragdirmigdi. Olini stola ¢irpib
palong kimi elo norildodi, bina
lorzoyo goldi. Dedi: “Gedin o qo-
duga deyin qiza is versin!

Jalo otaga gayidanda gozlorino
inanmadi, kegolin yagli alninda tor
aristo kimi burmalanirdi.

Soyiildii iiz gozii bigara kegolin.
Sonradan is do verdi Jaloyo, lakin
heg birisi unutmadi olaylari.
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utive didn’t call Jala to him even
once, didn’t talk to her. Jala had seen
him only once. One morning he en-
tered the room and asked questions
about the workers. That’s all!

Jala became very anxious. Ah, so
be it, let it be as it should be. The
main thing was that she said her
piece. Even if she would have to
leave the job, it wouldn’t matter to
her. The chief executive went to di-
rector and told him his side, that he
couldn’t work with Jala, that Jala did-
n’t want to work, that she didn’t
know her job.

The “fair,” wise”, and ‘re-
spectable” chief executive’s choice
was this!

However, the director was aware
of incident, for sneaks informed on
him. Unlike some other people, he
investigated the matter. He roared so
loudly, slamming his hand on the
table, that the building shook. He
said: “Go and tell this fool to give the
girl work!”

When Jala returned to the room,
she couldn’t believe her eyes, for of
perspiration stood out on that bald
man’s greasy forehead like noodles.

The poor bald man had been told
off. Later on he gave work to Jala,
but none of them forgot those events.

Translated by Leyla Alverdiyeva
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AFTER A PHOTO OF
NAVANGUL’S MOTHER

I tell you I am
ready for anything, eye
to the camera. [ am

lying though. I don’t know
if my shirt is the right color
blue, if my hair curls

too much, if
my nose is too long. I tell you
I am afraid of the polka-dot

hat I must wear, afraid of
the boy who wants me,
who waits each morning

at Baki Soveti Metro
station, tries to catch
my eye in the crowd. 1965

was a year I would have forgotten
but for the way I saw him

hold a lit cigarette—loose,

ash falling to the summer concrete.
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LEARNING ENGLISH IN AZERBAIJAN

Everyone learns the grammar of English here.
We can hardly communicate sometimes

but the university teachers say they know English
grammar better than I do and they are right.
Semantics and syntax and phonetics

and the gerund: They know my grammar like it is a raft
in the middle of the ocean. Like it is their bread

and their clothes and their electricity. And there is nothing
like the grammar of English, everywhere I turn, to
remind me of my place in the world. Strangers ask

for my phone number: Do you give private lessons? They
will pay. Exchange two sentences on the broken

street, at the newly installed stoplight, in a tea house

with the mistaken caller of my (wrong) telephone number
and they are ready to abandon everything they had

planned for that day to practice English with me. Do

you have time now? They are not hungry. They have water
and electricity, at least part of each day. But they

have left green villages and sheep and pomegranate orchards
for the oil stained dust of Baku, to spend one month’s salary

on the one suit they wear each day to teach the grammar
of my language, which I will never know like they do.
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ANNE

Mama!
Arkasindan gegen trenlerde
Vahsi ve yumusak hayvanlar
Yeni dogan yavrular
Ve mis mis mis masallar
Incilerin dékiiliiyor
Bir altin zincir sariliyor boynuna
Italya’dan geliyor trenler hediye
-altin —altin —altin
Ipekli bir koza aciliyor
Ogleden sonra
Aksamlar1 ve her zaman
Biitiin ¢i¢ekler biitiin saksilar
Biitiin ¢ocuklar hazirol’da!
-Melo, sa¢im nasil olmug?
-Gtizel anne.
Gizel anne.
Dik durup agirligimca
Agzim1 ag1p sorular sorunca
-Ben nereye, nasil gidiyorum?
Arkasindan gegen trenlerde
Hediyeler geliyordu raylarda
Bir ev dolusu altin bosaltiltyordu
Biitiin kollar hazirol’da.
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MOTHER

Ma-mal

Trains run besides her

Wild and soft animals

The newborns

And fairy tails, tails, tails together
You feel injured, losing your pearls
Then a golden chain encircles your neck
Trains bring you presents from Italy
-gold -gold -gold -gold on the rails

A silk cocoon is opening up

In the afternoons, in the evenings and always

All the flowers and all the pots

Are waiting, ready your arms!

-Melo, how is my hair?

-Beautiful, mother.

-Beautiful mother.

When I stand up and open my mouth

I ask, where do I go?

Trains go, the presents come

Gold bars fill the whole house

Waiting for it, ready your arms!
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MIKNATISLI SAYFIYE HANIM

Glines onu iyice halsizlestirmisti.
Yattig1 havlunun iizerinde, yahni olacakti.
Etleri sisiyor, teni kizartyordu.

Tatilin bir giinii, akarsuyun dibinden kum ¢ikarmaya calistyorduk yiiz-
eye.

Akarsu tatiliydi bizimki. Obiir aileler deniz tatiline giderlerdi, biz
akarsu.

Su bizi hemen yiizeye kaldirtyordu. En derin seyin yiizey oldugunu
biliyorduk.
Bu ytizden biitiin ylizeyselligimizi derinligimize bor¢luyduk.

Etrafta kimse yoktu. Kopek uyuyordu.

O iyice terliyor ve yanginli riiyalar goriiyordu.

Biz buz gibi suya atliyorduk.

Atladigimiz an mayomuzun alt1 iistlimiizden ¢ikiyordu.
Suyun i¢inde utantyorduk.

Incecik ¢ocuklardik. Kum yiyerek biiyiiyorduk.
Taslarin suda yasayan bir canli tiiri oldugunu saniyorduk.
Giines 1s1nlar1 bizi yaniltiyordu.

Evde ocak yanip sonmiis, yemek pismis ve yenmis, aile bireyleri teker
teker koselere ¢ekilmiglerdi. Bu aileyi ¢eken koseler vardi.

Evin ortasindaki miknatis, bir Sayfiye yeriydi.
Televizyonda yer yer bir tatil filmi oynuyordu.

Aksama dogru tstiylince plajdan eve doniiyorduk.
Hirildanip dkstirtirken agzimizdan ¢akil taglart dokiilstin istiyorduk.
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Sayfiye hanim, ekrana bakip temiz bir ev hayal ediyordu. Gozleriyle
ekranin tozunu aliyor, her zamanki temizlik ndbetini tutuyordu.

Sayfiye teyze, gordiigiimiiz filmlerde ¢akil taslar1 36 dislerin arasindan
mendillere diisiiyor. Biz de 0yle oksiirsek, 6ho desek, i¢cimizden mendile
karat karat pirlantalar dokiiliir mii?

Degisik bir kadinsin, sayfiye yerisin.
Tag kalpli adamlar dibe ¢oker, ¢ocuklar, yanitin1 veriyorsun; degerli
taslar ise, en dibe.

Saymakla bitmez 6zelliklerin bizi sana bagliyor, Sayfiye. Sana sayfa
sayfa tatil koyleri ¢izmek, ¢imenli yollarda sana dogru kosmak istiyoruz.

Ertesi giin, atladigimiz o akarsuyun iginde kor bir balik gibi kocaman
bir tasa carpmustik. Tas1 gdrdiigiimiiz an ona goniilden baglanmistik. Ug
cocuk, suyun dibinde o tasi beraber kiyiya ¢ikarmistik. Nefeslerimizi
suyun i¢inde iki dakika tutmus, neredeyse morarmistik. Tas1 evin ortasina
koyup sokaga ¢ikmistik. Ipleri belimize dolayip kosup atlamistik. Diisiip
kalkmistik.

Fakat o giinden sonra evde tuhaf seyler olmustu. Herkes birdenbire
kosesine ¢ekilmisti.

Buldugumuz seyin miknatis oldugunu bilmiyorduk. Orta yerdeki mik-
natis, herkesi kdselere dogru itiyordu. Iceride manyetik bir akim vahsi bir
sekilde sayfiye yerine akiyordu. Odalarin koseleri insan suretleriyle ka-
planmis ve dolmus, evimiz artik bir kareden, daireye donmiistii. 2. kat, 5.
daire.

Atomlarimiza boliinmiistiik, Sayfiye.

Sokaktan eve giremiyorduk. Miknatis bizi itiyordu.
Evin ortasinda yapayalniz kalmistin, Sayfiye. Ama biitlin dikkat yine
iizerindeydi. Sana tatil kdyleri ve uzun ¢imenli yollar ¢izip pencereden
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gostermeye ¢alisiyorduk. Elimizden geleni yapiyorduk, seni mutlu etmek
icin. Fakat digerleri, koselerinden ayrilip seni ortadan ¢ekip alamiyordular.
Miknatis seni koklerinden tutuyor birakmiyordu. Kipirdayamiyordun.
Gizelliginin esiri oluyordun, miknatis eseri.

Kapi igerideki gii¢lii akim yiiziinden simsiki kapaliydi. Disarida kalinca
sikilmis, resim yapmay1 birakmis, ii¢ cocuk yine plaja gitmistik.
Buz gibi akarsuyun i¢ine atlayip, burunlarimizi kuma ¢arpmistik.

Gozlerimizi kirpistiriyor, glinesten halsiz diisiiyor, etrafi izliyorduk.
Yer yer bir tatil filmi oynuyordu.
Sayfiye, evin ortasinda gozleriyle temizlik yapiyordu.

Kopek uyuyordu.

Biri, giinesin altinda pisiyordu.

Evdeki herkes kosesine ¢ekiliyordu.
Atomlar parcgalanip, ocaklar yantyordu.

Biz suya athiyorduk.

Atladigimiz an mayomuzun alt1 tistlimiizden ¢ikiyordu.
Utanip yine athiyorduk.

Utanip yine athiyorduk.

Utanip yine athiyorduk.

MRS. HOLIDAY’S MAGNETS

My body was getting numb under the sun
Like a piece of stewed meat on the towel
Swelling flesh, frying skin.

One day on our holiday, we tried to scoop handfuls of sand out from
the bottom of the river. We were having a river vacation, while the others
were going to the oceans.
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The water was lifting us up to the surface. We knew the deepest thing
had always been the surface. We owed our shallowness to our depth.

Nobody was around. The dog was sleeping.
She was sweating like a pig and dreaming of fires.
And we were diving into the icy waters.

As we jumped, our swimsuits were slowly stripped off.
We became embarrassed under the water.

We were slim kids, eating sand and, in this way, growing up.
We had always thought that the stones were alive as much as we were.
The sunlight was indeed misleading.

In the summerhouse, the meal was cooked and eaten. The family mem-
bers were secluded each in their corners. There were corners in this house,
which were pulling at the family hard.

The magnet in the middle of the house was the place for Holiday.
And a summer movie was being projected on the television.

We were getting numb under the sun.
Like a piece of stewed meat on the towel
Swelling flesh, frying skin.

One day of our holiday

Time passes I need more space

We were coming back home from the beach, cold in the evening
Wishing to have stones on our hands, when we were coughing.

Rolling up and down in our flat, roundly coordinating.

Mrs. Holiday was looking at the TV screen and daydreaming about the
cleanest flat in the world. She was vacuuming the glass of the screen with
her eyes, suffering as always.

“Dear Aunt Holiday,
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on the movie,

us kids see 32 teeth

falling from mouths

like pebble stones.

If we cough as they do,

if we sound uhhoo,

can we have precious stones
shed into our hands?”

You are a strange woman, you are a summer holiday.

So, you answer: Kids, the men who are stonyhearted must sink to the
bottom; yet, the precious stones also go to the deep deep, down in the
water.

Your invaluable skills attach us to you, Mrs. Holiday. We would very
much like to draw colorful summerhouses for you and run run run run run
and run towards you.

One day of our holiday, yes, indeed the next day,

Oh time passes [ need more space

We strike a huge stone under the water when we dive in. The moment
we saw it, we were attached to it—extremely. We three kids took the stone
from the water. We held our breaths under the water for two minutes,
nearly turning blue.

We placed that stone in the middle of the room.
Then, we went out. We ran. We fell over. We stood up.

Things in the house changed incredibly after that day. Everybody be-
came more secluded in their corners, more than before. We did not know
that the stone we had struck was a big magnet. The magnet in the middle
was pushing, pushing us hard towards the walls. The stream inside was
getting wilder, wilder than before, and amassed into the center: Mrs. Hol-
iday.

The corners were being all covered up by the faces, the bodies.
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In this way the flat square was getting a circle.

We divided into our atoms, Mrs. Holiday fused.

One day, indeed the next day,

Time passes I need more space

We could no longer enter the house. The magnet was pushing us away.

You have become so alone, Mrs. Holiday, in the middle of the house.
We were drawing clean summer villages and long, neat grass fields. Show-
ing them to you would just to make you happy, the tv.

The family members pulled up by corners could not save you from the
center. The magnet pulled hard at your roots. You could not move, while
being enslaved by your beauty and the great work of the magnet.

The door was closed tight because of the powerful stream inside.

Since we were out all day, we got bored, quit drawing pictures and went
to the beach again. We dived into the icy rivers and hit on the rocks like
dreamers.

Time passes I need more space

We were blinking our eyes, becoming numb under the sun, and looking
around.

A slow summer movie was playing.

Mrs. Holiday was cleaning the house with her eyes.

The dog was sleeping,

Somebody was frying her skin with the sun.

The bodies were covering up corners of the house.

Atoms were shattering, starting a huge fire.

When we were diving into the water.

Translated by Melida Tuzunoglu
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SEMINARDA QRUP SOKLINDO
YAZILMIS HEKAYOLOR

Asagidaki on iki hekaya seminar zamani istirak¢ilarin birgs yazdiglart
hekayolordir. Daha dogrusu, kimso yazmaga baslayib, bir nego climlodon
sonra ikinci miiollif davam etdirib, sonra tiglincli vo s. Proses zoncirvari
davam edib vo motn sonda hekayani baglayana qayidib vo o, hekayani
yekunlasdirmaga calisib.

Hor bir hekayonin miiollifi kimi onu baslayan vo bitiron istirak¢t
gostorilib. Glinel Eminli iss bu «c1zma-qaralariny aziyyastini ¢okorok kom-
pliterds y1gib. Onlar redakto olunmayib vo har hekayonin hor bolmasi
yazan yazi¢inin 0z dilindadir - Azarbaycan, tiirk vo ingilis dillarinda.

Noticolor maraqli vo calbedicidir.

GROUP CHAIN STORIES

The following twelve short chain stories were written collectively dur-
ing the workshop. They are titled with the name of the writer who began
and ended each piece. Gunel Eminle kindly deciphered our scribbles and
typed up all the pieces. They have not been edited and each section of
each story appears in the first languages of the writers: Azerbaijani, Turk-
ish and English.

The process: After each participant wrote a beginning for a story, we
passed the stories to the next writer to continue the tale. This process went
on until the story circled the room and reached its originator, who made a
valiant attempt to bring the story to a reasonable, if not always logical,
conclusion. The results are remarkably coherent and compelling—and
very current.
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Isigfor yands, yolun o biri torafine kegmok iigiin tolosirdi ki, kimso qol-
undan tutub, adin1 ¢agirdi:

- Almaz, ganrilib baxdi.

She could see her mother hanging out the wet laundry.

Kurumaya bagladi. Halihazirda kurumus olan ¢camasirlar o kadar ¢coktu
ki, kizina iitii yapmasini soyledi. Kiz1 iitii yapmaya baslatiginda saat
12.00.ydi.

Qi1zin oslindo iitii ilo aras1 yox idi. Bu sobabdon o bu isi uzun bir zaman
i¢indo davam etdi.

Qapmin qofil ¢alinan zongi onu iitiidon xilas etdi. Enli slyapali kisini
ovvollor heg gormomisdi. Anasini saslodi. Anasi qapini aganda vahimali
bir sey gorlirmiis kimi gozlori baraldi vo husunu itirorak yers yixildi.

Slyapal1 kisi he¢ no olmamis kimi icori kegdi, kiirsiido aylosib yerdo
uzanmis anasina lageydcosino baxdi. Belo tamasalara alismisdi. Anasi
homiso gézlonilmoz hadisa ilo rastlasanda ya bayilar, ya xostolonor, ya da
otaqlarin birina girib kilidlonardi. Nohayat, ona ana goziinii agib, qalxdi.
Qiz toacciiblo gah anasina, gah slayapali kisiyo baxirdi. Hami susmusdu.
Sanki danismaga ciirat etmirdilor.

Q1z motboxdos isi oldugunu bohans edib bu narahat edici voziyyotdon
xilas olmagq istadi. Slyapali kisi {iziino yaltaq bir ifado qondurub, “Qizim,
bir doqigo ayaq saxla” dedi.

Qiz bir anlig no edocoyini bilmodi. Qeyri-ixtiyari ayaq saxladi.
Urayindo anlasilmaz bir narahatligla kisiyo baxdi. Daha dogrusu, enli slya-
pasinin konarlarina.

Goriirson, mon golmisom, amma son moni tanimirsan. Baxmayaraq ki,
mon sanin atanam.

Qi1z az qala anasindan da betor hala diisocokdi. Oziinii birtahor topar-
layib atasina qulaq asmagq istodi, amma yox, bacarmirdi. “Bos anam
deyirdi ki, monim atam yoxdu, 6liib”.

Yox, qizim, man anan iigiin 6lmiigom, amma sonin ii¢lin sag vo sala-
matam. Anan illor boyu soni mondon ogurlayib, aparib. Indi iso mon soni
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aparmaga golmisom. Hazirlas, gedirik. Qiz ayaqiisto donub galmis
anasina, sonra is9 “slyapali” atasina baxdi. Qapiya yaxinlagib, monzildon
¢olo ¢ixdi. Qoy gedim, gozim deys fikirlosdi. Anamla atam danigsin vo
bir moxraco goalsinlar, balka do barigdilar. Kohno miibahisolor olan yerdo
qalmagq istomirdi. Va ¢ixib getdi.

Qayidanda artiq gec idi, hava qaralmisdi. Manzildo he¢ kim yox idi.
“Slyapal1” kisi — atas1 anasini aparib getmisgdi.

Sara

Giilnars adl1 biri sohar vaxti yolda gedonds ayagi ilisib palgiga batdi.

Cox deyinirdi. Bunu talesizliyinin {istiino yixirdi.

Amma giinah gohorin ¢irkli olmas1 vo yagisin ¢ox yagmasinda idi. No
etmoak olar...

O, yoluna davam etmali idi. Onsuz da geriys yolu yox idi. Qapisini ¢ir-
p1b ¢ixdig1 eva donmayi aglina da gotirmirdi.

Oclafin olindon tozo qurtulmusdu. Azadliq havasini tirokdolusu ciyor-
lorino ¢okdi. Palgiga bulassa da, tomizloyoacokdi. Osas palgiga bulagmis
xoyallarini, arzularini tomizlomali idi. Onu da miitlaq etmali idi. Yoxsa
dali olardi. Yeni hoyat — uzaqdan, dorindon do olsa onu ¢agirirdu.

Her dreams were like crystal chandeliers in the shop on the corner —
but the question was, would she cut herself on the glass edges that she
sought to clear from the mud.

Camurlara bulasmis, kirik can pargalar1 i¢inde ne yapacagini bilmiy-
ordu. Aniden mazosist 6zellikleri 6n plana ¢ikiyor kendini kesmeye basliy-
ordu. Ahmet neredeydi? Ahmet bu manzaray1 gorse, nasil tepki verecekti
acaba...

Ohmod bu moanzorani gors bilmoazdi. O bu an ¢ox-¢ox uzaqglardaydi vo
onun bu monzarani gérmayindon ¢ox onu diislindiiron basqa seylor var
idi.

Tacili pul tapmaliydi. Cox pis bir igo qarismisdi, avval elo bilirdi, yaxsi
qazancaq, amma indi olindo olan1 da itirmisdi.
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Giilnaronin giiniinli do qara oskiyo biikmiisdii. Deyirdi, hor seyin
sobobkar1 sonson. Bas beynini aparirdi. Ona gors do bu iso bas qosdum.

Giilnaro evo golib 0z evinin halina baxdi. Moyusluq onu tamam
biiriimiisdii. O, he¢ no olmammis kimi birdon televizoru yandirdi. Orda
gadin programi verirdilor. O televizora baxmadan yena homisoki kimi hor
seyi unudub, xoyallara daldi. Birdon yenidon ©hmaodin ayaq soslori goldi.
Gilnars ilo he¢ nodon xabarsiz artiq yuxuya getmisdi. Olacaglardan xobori
yox idi.

Nurand

Telefonun sarj1 ¢almaqdan bitmisdi. Stolun iistiinds {izorinds iyranc
barmaq naxislar1 olan butulkalar vardi.

Qadin avvalca alini telefona sar1 uzatdi,

Sonra asobindon butulkalardan birini yers ¢axdi, o da yera diisiib ¢ilik-
cilik oldu.

She was sick of her son’s drinking the cheap vodka like a poor Russian
soldier. Her back ached. A fly settled on the shards of glass. She decided
to make choban (shepherd’s) salad for lunch. There was no meat today.
Her husband would—

Kocas1 et yemegi ¢cok seviyordu. Ama daha ¢ok tavsan eti yemegi
sevdigi icin, avlamaya gitmesi gerekiyordu. Kocasi hafta sonlar1 ava
cikardr genellikle, fakat gecen hafta avlayacak tavsan bulamamisti pek.
Kocasi sinirlerdi, “bu ¢oban salatasi da ne? Benim ot sevmedigimi
bilmiyor musun!” dedi hiddetle.

Sevmaoadiyini bilirom. Bas son neco? Evdo soyuducuda ot olmadigini da
son bilmirsonmi. Bu giin alarsan vo sevdiyin yemoyi yeyarson.

Kisi qaniqara qonaq otagina kegdi. Ikisi do bilirdi ki, miinasibotlorindo
soyuducu belo bohanadir dalagsmaqgiin. Raflorin birindon kéhno fotoal-
bomu ¢ixardi.

Noyino lazimdi bu fotoalbom? Eh, bu da na... Arvadim kimi fotolara
baxib hozz almaq monlik deyil. Onsuz da biz he¢ vaxt bir-birimizi basa
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diismomisik. Bilirom, ot var evdo, qosdon bisirmir. Monim agigima. Tfu
sona! Kisi hirslondi.

Usaq olmasaydi ¢oxdan bosanardi aslindo.

Kisi bilirom, sonin dordin nadir. Halo gizlinco cibimdon axsamlar pul
ogurladigini da bilirom. Guya ot almaga pulum yoxdur?

Soni arzuna ¢atmaga qoymayacam. Bosanmaq 6ziinii

mosuqunun yaninda tez-tez gormok istoyirson. Man do sondon ¢ox elo
oziimii, an sadiq dostlarm olan o butulkalar1 sevirom. Uziinii 6z dostlarma
tutub, onlarin fikrini sorusdu.

Ofsand

Saclar1 qisa vo qivrim idi. Balaca molok heykollora bonzoyirdi Siison.
Agacda oturub anasini gézlomayi sevirdi.

Anasi onlarin ganadlarint almisdi ki, o golona qodar heg hara getmasin-
lor.

Amma deyasan bu da bir fayda vermomisdi.

Sevinirdilar, anasi uzaq yolun basinda goriindii. Qanadlarini qaytaracaq
vo onlar oynamaga-u¢maga davam edocoklor.

“Get down from that tree and get yourself inside. The dishes need
doing. Ay! You are a lazy girl.” Sarah’s mother’s yell was not the voice of
an angel’s mother. Sarah was

Sarah, o agagtan inmedi. Agacin tizerindeki armutlar1 toplamak, en ug-
taki meyveleri ulagsmak istiyordu. “Bulasiklari neden yikayayim ki” tiye
diisiindii i¢inden. Bir dalin tizerinden obiir dala , derken digerine, derken
digerine... Sarah simdi agacin tam tepesinde durmus armut yiyordu.
“Hmmm, ne kadar lezzetli bu meyveler...” Annesi evden ¢ikip “Sara”,
diyecekdi ki “Sarah! Cabuk in o agacin iistiinden!” diye inledi.

Sara sanki onu esitmirmis kimi agacin basinda armud yemoyo davam
edirdi. Bu vaxt hoyatdon golon qarisiq musiqi sosi onu enmaya mocbur
etdi.

Qonsu gadmin dofn morasimi idi. Rus orkestri xristianlara xas dofn
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musiqisi ¢alirdi. Qadinsa qoca olsa da, dordiincli mortobadon yixilaraq
kogiirdii diinyadan. Bu otiirpadici musiqi Sarada maragdan basqa heg bir
hiss oyatmadi. Hotta orkestr musiqicisinin birino yaxinlasib otoyini dartdi.

- Omi, monoa do ¢almagi dyrodorson?

Kisi hirslonib Saraya goziinli agartdi. Qiz geyri-ixtiyari geri ¢okildi.
Qofildon kisiyo dilini ¢ixartdi. Kisi bu gofil horokotdon ¢asdi.

Saranin saglarini usaq kimi dartmaga basladi. Bunu goronlor ¢ox toac-
cliblondilor.

Hor kos musiqiginin dali oldugunu diisiindii. Siison onun oslindon qagdi.
Kisi arxadan onu daslayirdi. Siison canini qurtarmaq, nofosini dormok
iiclin 0z sevimli agacina dirmasdi. Agac homisoki kimi onu bolalardan
gorudu. Bu dofs 0 anasini yox, dofn moarasiminin bitmasini gozloyirdi.

Jlison

In the hot car at the side of the street the young girl Gunay started to
cry. She wore a striped dress. It was a little dirty. She held herself tightly.

Yoldan geger sarisin, uzun boylu adam kizin yanina geldi vo sordu:
“Neden agliyorsun kiigiik hanim?”

0, i¢ini ¢oko-¢oko bir miiddot agladi vo cavab vermoadi. Sonra 6ziinli
toplayaraq bu monim anam idi — Anam? indi hardadir ki, 0? Qiz yeno
susdu. Golinciyini sinasine sixib garsisindaki sarigsin adamin ollorindon
yapisdi.

Adam ovval toraddiid etdi, bu qiz1 hara aparacaqdi? Sonra ona 2 rongli
sar alib yasil agaclarin arasinda tok buraxdi. Qiz slindo sarlar vo golincik
susub durmusdu. Artiq heg¢ kima inanmird1. Ata - anas1 da yaninda yoxdu.

Qorxmaga baglayirdi. Aglina agacin dibindo oturub aglamaqgdan basqa
he¢ no golmirdi. Sonra qalxib evini tapmaq timidilo yerimoyo basladi.
Daha aglamirdi.

Bu zaman bir masin yaxinliginda dayandi. I¢indo uzungonali, qivrim-
sacl bir kisi diisiib ona yaxinlasdi. “Balaca, gol masma min, soni evino
aparaq.” Qiz¢igaz toroddiid etdi. Anas1 homiso deyordi ki, tanimadigin
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adamlarla danisma. indi neylosin?

Homin adam: Qorxma soni yemoayacom. Deyason ax1 burda tokson. Q1z
5 saniyodon sonra homin adam yaxinlagsdi. Homin adam: Son Giilnazin
qiz1 deyilson? Anana da neco do oxsayirsan! Qiz: Anami tantyirdiniz? Kisi
dorin fikra gedib bir miiddat susdu. Sonra qiza sirr verirmis kimi

Dedi son moni tanimirsan mon amma sizin qongunuzam.

Yaziq usaq bilmirdi ki, oturub aglamaga davam etso yaxsidir, yoxsa
masina minib getsin.

Bir yandan tanimadig1 bu adamin ona danigdig1 “nagil”, bir yandan
havanin getdikco garalmasi iirayini sixdi.

O, istomasa belo masia mindi. Clinki fikirlosdi ki, ¢6ldo garanligda
dursa ¢ox adamdan bala golo bilor, masinda isa yalniz bir adamdan tohliiko
golocok.

Many years later she remembered this moment in her life as the point
at which she made a decision that would color everything. You may think
tragedy ensued. But it didn.t The kind man drove me home. He didn.t
touch me. It would never be the strange men who would touch me. I could
never tell my mother who had been coming to me after she was asleep at
night — it was never a strange. Indeed? It was only from a stranger that I
learned about trust.

Melida

Niyazi, kisa boylu, tiknaz, kilolu bir adamdir. 55 yaslarinda bir giyim
magazasi olan kizinin adi ise Aysedir.

Onlar1 bir-biri ilo dostluq tellori baglayirdi.

Hor kos ata — qizin bu mehribanligina heyran idi. Bir giin onlarin
taleyini doyisocok adam magazanin qapilarin1 aganda onlarin aglina da
golmozdi ki,

Son goriis yaxinlagir. ©Ocoba nadon diinon dogma olan adam bu giin yad
olur? Niyazi basina golocoklorindon holo xabaorsizdi. Qala kimi méhkom
diinyasinin bir giin ¢okocoyini aglina belo sigisdirmirdi.
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O adam homigsoki miistorilordon he¢ na ilo forqlonmirdi. Lakin ilk
baxisda. Birinci dofo 0, magazadan noso axtarirmis kimi o yan bu yana
baxdi. Sonra bayandiyi bir geyimi adob-orkanla alib magazadan ¢ixdi.

Sonra magazanin garsisindan aralanmamais no fikirlosdiso geri qayitdi.
Saligo ila biikiilmiis baglamani a¢ib i¢indoki geyimi cirmaga bagladi. Pal-
tar tozo oldugundan ¢otin cirillirdi. Amma buna baxmayaraq, o biitiin
giicliylo geyimi par¢calamaga calisirdi. Sonra paralanmis paltar1 Niyazinin
iiziino ¢irpdi.

Niyazi “Bu nadir monimlo zarafat eloyirson. O adam ¢evrilib giizgii
torofo baxdi vo sanki bu horokotindon tam razi qalaraq giilmoys basladi.
Sonra da omin addimlarla magazadan bayira ¢ixdi.

Magazanin gapisinda 1 masin dayanmisdi. Poncoralori yox idi. Alici
homin masina mindi. Niyazinin ona toacciiblo baxan qizinin qolundan
¢okib zorla maigna oylosdirdi. Niyazi no bas verdiyini anlamirdi. Miiqav-
imot gdstordi. Alict ona elo zorba endirdi ki, bir

Anliq Niyaziya elo goldi ki, gozlorinin 6niinds ulduzlar sayrisir. Hotta
qulaglar1 da tutulmusdu deyason. O, 6ziinii toplamaga caligdi.

Vo bu dofs zarbani o endirdi. Olbayaxa oldular vo dalasmaga bagsladilar.
Stisosiz masindan da kimso diisiib, onlar1 ayirmaq istadi. Deyason, alin-
madi. Cilinki husunu itirirdi.

However, no one could long sustain a fight in this 40 degree celcius
weather. It was never from reason that they stopped hitting each other af-
terall. Rather from the failings of the body. They would be hot or tired or
just hungry. Or the phone would ring.

Niyazinin seyrek sag¢lar1 yolunmus ve koca gobegi tekmelenmisti. Kizi
Ayse ise daha rahat goriiniiyordu. Babasinin magazadan tasarim elbiseleri
sevgilisine gizlice gbndermis olmasi, Ayseyi ¢ok kizdirmisti belli ki. Polis
kapiya dayanmisti. “Ne oldu burda? Etrafa rahatsizlik veriyormussunuz?”

- “Bir sey olmad1” dedi Baba iizgiin.

- “ Bu adamdan sikayet¢iyim, memur bey” dedi Ayse oldukca kizgin
fakat zafer kazanmis bir sekilde.
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Sahsonom yuxudan oyananda gilinos xeyli qalxmisdi. Diinonki ad
giiniinlin xo0s toassiiratlarindan sonra gozal bir roya gordii.

Saata baxdi. Bu giin bayram idi. TV kanalinda bayraqlar dalgalanirdi.
Cani sixilirdt.

Fikirlogdi ki, bu giin diinonkinin oksidir, diinon — sonlik, bu giin — darix-
magq. Sahsanam giizgiliys yaxinlasib 6ziino baxdi. Bayram ohval-ruhiyyasi
duyulmayan solgun ¢ohrasindas hayatdan heg bir asor-olamat yox idi. Go-
zlorinin otrafi da qaralmisdi. Qiriglar da yavas-yavas peyda olmaga
baslayirdi. Geco bu godor gec yatmaq lazim deyildi. Bundan sonra daha
intizaml1 yasamagq {igiin 6zlino s6z verdi. Amma iiroyinds elo do omin dey-
ildi ki, verdiyi s6zii yerino yetiracok. Homiso beloydi, nays iso etiraz
edirdi, elo ertosi giin hor sey yenidon tokrarlanirdi. Bu xasiyyotindon
oziiniin do zohlosi gedirdi.

Hoyatini sifirdan baslamaga qorar verdi. Artiq sohorlor idman edirdi.
Bir dofs rofigesine zong vurub, kitabxanaya getmok istodiyini bildirdi.
Sahsonom

Saoni na dayisdi belo? Yuxu gormamison ki? Son hara, kitabxana hara?
Son ki kitab oxuyanda sohifalori sayirsan, sokillor axtarirsan. Bu homisoki
kimi soni yoracaq. Yox, hoyat rongsizdir. Istoyirson noyi iso doyisom.
Axmagq, son na diistinlirdiin?,

No danigirsan? No bilim Allah xeyirs calasin. Amma inanmiram ki, son
Sahsanomson. Istodiyin budursa, gedok. Sonra ¢ixib gozorik. Onsuz da,
son orda tez darixacaqsan.

Ax1 o Sahsonomin hoddindon artiq hovsalasiz oldugunu bilirdi.

Amma onu ¢ox hirslondirmomok istomirdi. Sadaco diisiindiiklorini
deyirdi.

And wasn’t that the point of it? What they thought? What was bread
and meat afterall, or a bruise on the cheek. In the end it was thoughts —
thoughts as we go to sleep, head to the lumpy pillow of the earth, legs
stiff, heart still.

Yatakta uzanmis, eski sevgililerini diisiiniiyordu. Gozlerinin 6niinden
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ora siirler yazar, giizel hediyeler verer sevgilisi gegti. Gozleri dolmustu
Evet, onu hala seviyordu. Ona geri donmeliydi ama yapamiyordu. Ora
kars1 ¢ok bliyiik sug islemisti.

Ho, Sahsonom doyismisdi. Onu iirayino saf bulaq suyu kimi siiziilon
sevgi doyismisdi. Sevginin gilicli — bu mdciizodir.

Aysel (Nino)

Dofno yasilgozlii, gohvayi saglt gozal qizdir.

0, cox xoyalparvordir. Buna goro roafigolori ona daim giilor, “bosdir
xoyallara uydun” deyordilor.

O iso inadindan ol ¢gokmak istomirdi. Amma 6z-0ziina boazon har kasin
yanilmaginin miimkiin olmadigini deyirdi. Goriiniir, sohv edon elo 6zii idi.
Oslindo, buna elo do omin deyildi.

Bir giin neco oldusa, dors oxuyub oldon diisdii. Darso do gecikdiyindon
gaca-gaga moktobo ¢atdi. Direktor onu goriib yaman danladi. O iso d6zo
bilmoyib honkiir-honkiir agladi. Tonoaffiis vaxti

Onu yenidon ¢agirdi. Dofno bu dofs tohgirlora dozmadi. Direktoru
yaxsica soydii. He¢ pesman da deyildi. 1 sillo do yedi. Cantasini siirtiys-
stiriiya ¢ix1b getdi. Sillonin qirmizi lokasi liziindo qalmisdi. Sizildayirdi.
Eva yox, bir bag anasinin mozarina getdi. Dordini anasiyla boliissiin deyo.

Bolko do o heg bu godar ¢arasiz olmamisdi. indi dasdan bir tosalli, bir
novazis onu ovunduracagina inanirdi. Bolko onun belo xasiyyatli ol-
masinin an baslica sobabi do

Elo yetim boylimasi idi. Homiso saglar1 saligo ilo daranmis qizlara
hosadlo baxardi, paxilliq da edordi.

Cox darixirdi. Anasi {ligiin. Oyilib, gobrin yanindaki otluga uaznda.

- Bax, anacan, biz indi ikimiz do torpaqda uzanmisiq. Son altinda, mon
iistiinda. Elo hesab edirom ki, olindon tutmusam. Vo biz gozirik, parkda,
xoyallarimizin parkinda.

But in her mind, this park, this cemetery, was already altering, becom-
ing strange. She tried to hold her vision, but images of the Bulvar park,
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the fountains where the guys selling photographs with stuffed animals re-
placed her vision of angels.

Doldurulmus hayvanlara ilgi duyuyordu gergekten. Muzede gordigii
ici pamuk ve balmumu dolu geyik basini calmak istiyordus Muzede
dolandi, dolandi. Giivenlik goérevlisinin olmadigi bir an geyigin lizerine
atlad1 ve bas1 keptigi gibi kosarak muze kapisindan ¢ikti. Kapidan bir az
uzaklastiktan sonra hizin1 daha da artird1.

Olub qalanlara bir do nozor saldi.

Onu xosboxt olmaga qoymayan elo 6zii idi. Bir do torpagin iistiindo
onunla bir daha parka gedos bilmoyocok anasi...

Elnaz

Dayanacaqda duran gadin oallorini belino qoyub dorisi qirismis uzun
boynunu irali uzatdi.

Agzin1 agib, na iso demoak istadi, sasi ¢ixmadi.

She had been unable to speak since her father’s death three years ago.
He had been a very very old man and the center of her life. She reached
onto her handbag and pulled out

Tabancay1 ¢antadan ¢ikardi. Ceketini ve sapkasini giydi, nu siirdii ve
sokaga cikti. Genis caddelerde yiizlindiiki saldirginlik ifadesi ile hizla
yiiriiyordu. Isiklarda bekledi, yesil istk yand1 ve karsiya gegti. Okula dogru
yol aliyordu. Kizin annesi okulda 6gretmendi. Cani bir az miizik dinlemek
istedi ve ipodunu kulaklarina takti.

Musiqinin hazin ritmi ona xos bir rahatliq goatirdi. Xayal onu ke¢migo
apardi.

Amma bu rahatliq uzun siirmodi. ©lindoki tapangani jaketinin altinda
gizlotdi. Moktabin hayatindoki sam agacinin altinda bir az gozlomayi
gorara ald1. Usiiyiirdii. Golib kegonlorin gdziina goriinmomok ii¢iin kapso-
nunu basina kegirdi.

Ana olindo ¢anta, ¢iynindo yasil sal qapida goriindii. Tapancali gadin
olini goynuna soxdu, silahin soyuq metali onu diksindirdi. O, ananin
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Yoluna ¢ixmagq {i¢iin addimlarini yeyinlotdi. Anasi ilo heg¢ no olmayib-
mis kimi salamlasdi. “Acar1 sono vermok {i¢iin golmisdim™ — dedi. Anasi
bilirdi ki, qiz1 har glin bu vaxt musiqi dorsino getmolidir. Odur ki, qizindan
he¢ no sorusmadi.

Sorusmagin monasi da yoxdu. Q1z1 : ana, bilirson, sans vacib bir s6ziim
var. Amma he¢ koso demao.

Mon istomozdim belo olsun. Moni macbur etdilor. Dorin bir quyuya
diismiisom.

Ana oslindo bayagdan bori basinda qarisdigi fikirlor, qizin s6ziiniin
yaninda he¢ no idi.

0, no edoacayini, no deyacoayini bilmadi. Agzini acib, bogulurmus kimi
nofas aldi. Qiz: Ana-deyos qisqirdi. Amma artiq gec idi. Onu garsida daha
bdyiik ozab-vicdan ozab1 gdzloyirdi. indi o, hom 6z dégmaca anasinin
qgatili idi. Onu diinyaya gotiron insan1 diinyadan aparan qatil.

Ulkar

Ayglin sar1 rongd boyanib. Otaginin qapisi yaz-qis agiqdir.

Bilmirom, bu gapinin 6rtmoyinin kimo ziyani var?

Bolko mon qaranligdan qorxuram? Yox axi1 man bu qodor qorxaq ola
bilmaram.

Bu dofa gapini baglayacam, qorxudan iiroyim qopsa bels. Goriim nodon
gorxuram, bu gapidan kim va ya no giracok ki? Balko bu qorxudan moni
elo o namolum xilas edacak.

Oz fikirlosdiklorine omin olmayan Aygiin 6ziinii snamaq iigiin avval
toraddiidlo gapiya yaxinlagdi. ©lini gapinin destoyina tirokls toxundurdusa
da, illorin vardisi onu longimoys vadar etdi.

Bir an duruxdu. Ona ela goldi ki, gapinin o biri iiziinds do kimso onun
kimi hoyacan kegirir. Urayi kérpe qus kimi ¢irpindi. Sanki agzindan
diisocakdi. Mana na olub?

Amma fikrindon dasinmadi, qapini baglayacaqdi. Vo bunu gotiyyotlo
etdi. Amma diinyanin an qoriba isi bas verdi. Kisi ayag1 qap1 arasina girdi

156




BUTA. BAKI SEMINARI - 2010 BUTA. THE BAKU WORKSHOP - 2010

va gapint baglamaga qoymadi.

It was a very hairy leg — no pants? No shoes. The feet looked dirty.
“My God,” she thought. This looks like the leg of my youngest son. “But
he is in America,” she thought. Her hands shook, trying to hold the door.

Bu killarla dolu bacak oglunun bacagi miydi? Kapiyi iyice kitledi, mut-
faga gidip kendine bir ¢ay koydu. Televizyonu agt1 ve en sevdigi diziyi
izlemeye bagladi. Fakat, pencereden ¢ok killi bir bacak goriiniiyordu.

Inanmaq istomoasa belo illor sonra o dénmiisdii. Bunu istomaso belo.

Oglu anasinin gap1 ilo bagl qorxusundan xobordar idi. Demali, hor an
onu incitmak ii¢lin qapin1 6rto bilordi. Buna yol vermok olmazdi. O
birtohor oglunu basini tovlayib otaqgdan ¢ixarmali idi. Oglu o otaqda ol-
mamisdi. Onsuz da avval-axir oglu agacaqdi. Nohayat, oglu otaqdan ¢ixdi.
Aygiin bir fiirsot tapib 6ziinii tez otaga atib 6zl do dork etmodon gapini
bagladi. Arxadan qifil sasi esidildi. Oglu gapinin qifillamigdi. O na qador
yalvar yaxar etso do, oglu gqapini agmadi. Aygiin neco vaxtdir bu qapidan
niyo belo qorxdugunu anladi.

Sima

[laho iri addimlarla das kiigaylo gedirdi. Ona ela golirdi ki, biitiin sohar
ona yaddir. Q1z hirslo yagisdan sonra parlayan gélmogalori vururdu.

Yoldan 6tonlorin ona toacciibla baxib baxmadigi iso vecina deyildi.

Ayagin1 sappildada-sappildada getmosino Oziinlin giilmoyi tutdu.
Yaxinliqgdaki oturacaqda oturub utanirmis kimi iizlinli gizlotdi. Dodaginin
altinda no iso mizildayirdi. Oziinii tonbeh edon kimi. Sonra durub sahilo
torof yollandi.

Sahilds deyason ¢oxu onun vaziyystindo idi. Amma heg kim basqasinin
eyiblorini gormok istomirdi. Coxu burdan kegorak ya igo gedir,

Ya da basmi gétiiriib evdon qagmusdi. Elo oslinda laho do evdon ¢ix-
maq bohanosiylo golmisdi bura baxmayaraq ki, he¢ do burda gozismoyi
sevmirdi.

Amma sahilds oturan bazi sevgili ciitliiklori géronds ohvali pislosdi.
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Niyo onun sevgi clitli yoxdur? Qohumlar1 demiskon taleyi no vaxt onun
qapisini doyacok? Oziing hislondi. Bels algaq arzularina goro, ax1 o kary-
era qurmagq arzusunda idi. 9sl hiiqugstlinas olmaq. Vo hiiquglar1 tapdanmis
gadinlar1 miidafio etmok. Onun ¢oxlu isi olacaqdi.

Walking across the street to catch the bus, she didn’t see the motorcycle
that raced around the corner from the Carpet Museum. She was on the
ground. Looking up, she found herself surrounded by couples, men ,
women, children. She could not feel anything in her limbs,

Kadin kimildamagaya ¢alismiyordu. Baska motosikletliler de geliy-
ordu. Etrafi bir ¢ete tarafindan sarilmisti. Peki¢ bu kadinin sugu neydi?
Neden herkes ona saldiriyordu.

Neden he¢ kos onu anlamirdi. Goroson, buna goro o Oziinimii,
basgalarinimi qinamaliydi1? 9slinds balko do oldugu miihiti.

Bu zaman qoriba hiss biitiin badonini biiriidii. Hor seya bir son qoymaq
iclin miimk{in goriindii. Diinyan1 diizoltmok alinmirsa ondan imtina etmok
olar. Balko do bunu etmok yegano ¢ixis yoludur. intihardan qorxan insan
neco yasamagi anlamigdir demokdir.

Yasamagq istoyirdi.

Bilirdi, o hoalo 6z s6ziinii demoyib.

Sevinc

Yekoqarin, qizildisli homise sit-sit giilon, elo bil ki, istii orp baglamis
metal dislorini gostoron bu qossabi hor glin gérmok macburiyystindoyom.

Hoyatim boyu...

Ondan gagmaq barods diislinmiisom. Amma go6zliniin man bu gan
qorxusunu

Hols avvollor do sevmirommis. Umumiyyoetls, ot yemaklorini bu pinti
gossablar1 gorondon bari torgitmisom. Bu ayagindan asilmis heyvanlara

Homigo ikrahla baxar, hordon do 0ziinii onlarin yerino qoyardin
xoyalinda. Cox giilmoali idi, bilirom, amma neynim, mon do bu ciir
doliyom.
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Amma rafigom bu iyronc gassabi vo otlori goronds ¢ox sevinirdi vo
tizling goriba tobassiim qonurdu. Qan iyi onu ekstaza gatirdi. Hordon fikir-
logirdim ki, balka rofigom qani¢ondir? Amma yox, bu sirri sonralar agdim.
Qossabin yaninda ot dograyan qursaga qadar ¢ilpaq gonc oglanlar olurdu.
O da bu ¢ilpaq oglanlar1 gan i¢indo olsa bels sevirdi. O, bu goriintiinii se-
virdi. Bu, onun ii¢lin monotamasa idi.

She had never understood why only boys and men could be butchers.
Sure, boys got circumcised but women! Well, they bled every month, they
had children and almost died sometimes, she was herself attracted to this
business of cuttery.

Kasap olmayi1 aslinda istemiyordu, ona sanki hayvanlarin etlerini
kesince, sevmedigi insanlar1 diisiinerek rahatliyacakti. Asla, sevmedigi in-
sanlara bile zarar vermek istemezdi, ama... Ama simdi bu hayvanlar ke-
serek rahatliyordu. Tuhaf bir havasi vardi kasap diikkaninin. Sanki o da
gittikce degisiyordu.

Burda insan golblari daha ¢ox qurilirdi, kesilirdi, tapdanirdi. Qassabx-
ana baglanmaliydi. Ogor yer {iziinds bir insan, bir vicdan, vo mohabbaot
deyilon sey qalibsa.

Ogor yer lizlindo adalot galibsa, onun hoyatinin mayasina ¢evrilmis
gossabxana igino davam etmoliydi. Qassabxanasiz onun hoyati monasiz
olacaqdi. Onun burnu ot vo gan iyini, barmaqlari comdoklori duymaga
alismisdi.

Bunsuz hoayatini tosovviir elomirdi.
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