


Azarbaycan qadin sairlorinin poeziya antologiyasi:
klassiklar vo sovet dovri

Azarbaycan vo ingilis dillorinda

Sohla Nagiyeva vo 9lison Mondovil
torofindon toplanib vo redakto edilib

Isas torcimoci: Alison Mondovil

Torcumogilor:
Mirasgor Agalarov
Fatma Burciyeva
Giinay Mirzoyeva
Sohla Nagiyeva
Zumrud Nobiyeva

Uz qabigindaki vo kitabi icindoki illiistrasiyalarm
muollifi Giinay Hoasonovadir

Isoarlorin se¢imi tizra maslohatci:
Solim Babullaoglu

“Sénmoz Mogal” Madoni Dlagalor Ictimai Birliyi
UNESKO-nun layihosi

United Nations ¢ National Commission
Educational, Scientific and  :  of the Republic of Azerbaijan
Cultural Organizat

ization [ for UNESCO

2014

i



Anthology of Poetry by Women in Azerbaijan:

Classical to Soviet

In Azerbaijani and English

Collected and Edited
by Shahla Naghiyeva and Alison Mandaville

Translated by Alison Mandaville

Co-Translators:
Mirasgar Aghalarov
Fatma Burjiyeva
Gunay Mirzayeva
Shahla Naghiyeva
Zumrud Nabiyeva

Cover Image and Illustrations by Gunay Hasanova

Collection Consultation:
Salim Babullaoghlu

Sonmaz Mashal, Cultural Relations Public Union
A UNESCO Project

=

I

National Commission
of the Republic of Azerbaijan
. for UNESCO

d
Educational, Scient
Cultural Orgar

2014

il



Anthology of Poetry by Women in Azerbaijan: Classical to Soviet

Azarbaycan qadin sairlorinin poeziya antologiyasi: klassiklor vo sovet dévru

Sonmaz Mashal, Cultural Relations Public Union
“Sénmoz Mogol” Madoni Olagolor Ictimai Birliyi
Major funding and support from UNESCO
UNESKO-nun maliyys dostoyi ilo ¢ap olunmugdur

United Nations ¢ National Commission
Educational, Scientificand +  of the Republic of Azerbaijan
Cultural Organization ©  for UNESCO

Motboa: Boxtiyar-4 / Printshop: Bakhtiyar-4
Baku, Azerbaijan - Baki, Azorbaycan

All rights reserved - Bitin hiiquglar qorunur
Copyright 2014

ISBN: 978-9952-8086-5-0

Editing Assistance - Redaktorlar:

Huseyn Humbatov - Hiiseyn Himbotov (English)
Vugar Aliyev - Viigar Sliyev (Azerbaijani)

Musallim Hasanov - Missllim Hasonov (Azerbaijani)

Cover Design - Uz gabiginin dizayneri:
Doug Harkness - Daq Harknes

Special thanks for additional funding and logistical support to:
Azerbaijan University of Languages

Califonia State University, Fresno

Slavo maliyyo vo toskilati dastoyo géra Azorbaycan Dillor

Universitetino vo Kaliforniya Dovlot Universitetino xiisusi togokkiirlor.

v






vi



Table of Contents — Miundoricat

On So6z 2
Introduction 3
I. Classical Period — Klassik dévr (1200 — 1850) 5
Mahsati xanim Gancavi 6
Mahsati Khanum Ganjavi 7
Raziyya Gancavi 14
Raziyya Ganjavi 15
Gllsad 20
Gulshad 21
Sahib Sultan Diinbiili 24
Sahib Sultan Dunbuli 25
Xadica Sultan xanim 26
Khadija Sultan Khanum 27
Agabayim aga Agabaci 28
Agabeyim Aga Agabaji 29
Heyran xanim 32
Heyran Khanum 33
Asiq Pari 38
Ashug Pari 39
Qonc¢abayim 42
Gonchabayim 43
II. Oil Boom — Neft bunii (1850 — 1920) 45
Xursidbanu Natavan 46
Khurshidbanu Natavan 47
Asiq Hamayil 54
Ashug Hamayil 55
Asiq Basti 56
Ashug Basti 57
Nimtac xanim 62
Nimtaj Khanum 63
Fatma xanim Kamina 66
Fatma Khanum Kamina 67

vii



Rancur Sahnigar xanim 72
Ranjur Shahnigar Khanim 73
Ziba xanim Lali 78
Ziba Khanum Lali 79
Masadi xanim Leyli 80
Mashadi Khanim Leyli 81
Qomorbayim Seyda 84
Gamarbayim Sheyda 85
Sona Axundova 86
Sona Akhundova 87
Nabirli Badam 88
Nabirli Badam 89
Cahansuz 90
Jahansuz 91
Ummiigiilsiim 98
Ummugulsum 99
Poarvin xanim Ehtisami 108
Parvin Khanim Ehtishami 109
Mina 112
Mina 113
II1. Soviet Period — Sovet dovrii (1920 —1991) 119
Mirvarid Dilbazi 120
Mirvarid Dilbazi 121
Nigar Rafibayli 156
Nigar Rafibayli 157
Madinas Giilgiin 166
Madina Gulgun 167
Hakima Billuri 176
Hakima Billuri 177
Marziys Uskuyi (Dalga) 184
Marziya Uskuyi (Wave) 185
Xanimana 9libayli 190
Khanimana Alibayli 191
Narinc Xatun 194
Narinj Khatun 195
Zivar Agayeva 196

viil



Zivar Aghayeva
Kamala

Kamala

Nurangiz Giin
Nurangiz Gun
Firuze Mammadli
Firuza Mammadli
Valide Hiiseynova
Valida Huseynova
Elmira Qasimova
Elmira Qasimova
Kamils Nemat
Kamila Nemat
Rafige Nuray
Rafiga Nuray
Minayse 9liyeva
Minaya Aliyeva
Riizgar ofandiyeva
Ruzgar Afandiyeva

Index of Poets and Co-Translators
Sairlar va tarciimacgilar

197
200
201
206
207
212
213
218
219
222
223
226
227
230
231
234
235
240
241

244
244

ix






Dedicated to brave and creative women everywhere.

Butun cosaratli vo yaradict qadinlara ithaf olunur.



Azorbaycan qadin sarrlrinin poeziya antologiyasi: klassiklor va sovet dovru

On Soz

Bu kitabin yaranma ideyasi, toxminan, yeddi il avval, poeziyani sevon
iki Fulbrayt programi mozununun - amerikal 9lison Modovil vo
azorbaycanl $ohla Nagiyevanin ilk tamighgindan sonra yaranib.
Kitaba 800 il orzindo Azorbaycanin miixtolif regionlarinda yasayib-
yaratmig qadin sairlorin asorlorindon segmolor daxil edilib.

Bu poeziya nimunoslori regionda yasamis yaradici qadinlari poetik
potensiali haqqinda tosovviir yaradir. Kitabdaki seirlorin oksoriyyoti
ononovi sevgl seirloridir. Daha qodim dovro aid olan seirlor iso, demok
olar ki, lirikk mahnilardir. Bununla belo, kitaba milli-siyasi xarakterli,
modoniyyoat vo zohmot movzulu seirlor do daxil edilib. Hoalo godim
dovrlordon Azarbaycan Morkozi Asiyada vo miisolman dinyasinda
qadimnlarin, qizlarin tohsil almasini tomin edon 6lko kimi taninib. XIX
asrdo vo XX osrin avvallorinds kondlords vo Bakida quzlar tigtin
moktoblor acilib. XIX osrds, Qarabagda, Susada Xursidbanu
Natovanin togobbusii ilo togkil edilon odobi moclislords kisilorlo yanast
gadin sairlor do foal istirak ediblor.

Biz avvallor ¢ap olunmug vo bu kitabin arsays golmosi tligiin
bohrolondiyimiz “Azaorbaycan qadin sairlori antologiyasi
(2005),“As1q gadinlarin antologiyast” (2010) kitablarinin
tortibatgilarina, redaktorlarina dorin minnoatdarhgimiz bildiririk.

Tobii ki, son 150 il arzinde Azorbaycanda yasayib yaratmis qadinlarin
¢ap olunmus vo olunmamug asorlorini arxivlordon toplamagq tigtin ciddi
aragdirmalara chtiyac var. Toqdim etdiyimiz antalogiyanin gonc
todgigatgilarin vo oxucularin bu sahoyo maragini artiracagina,
Azarbaycanin gadin sairlorinin yeni vo daha muikommol asorlorinin
izd ¢ixarilmasina vo torctimo edilmasino tokan veracoyino timid edirik.

Oxuyun, hozz ahn!

Alison Mondovil
Sohla Nagiyeva _
Sénmoz Mogol Modoni 9lagolor Ictimai Birliyi



Anthology of Poetry by Women in Azerbagjan: Classical to Soviet

Introduction

This collection was begun nearly seven years ago, when two Fulbright
scholars and lovers of poetry, one from Azerbaijan, the other from the
United States, met for the first time. Included here are selections of
poetry by women from the region of Azerbaijan, across nearly 800
years of literary history.

This volume offers just a taste of the vast body of poetry and lyrics
produced by women in this region. Many are traditional love poems;
the older poetry was often written first as song lyrics. However, topics
also include nation, politics, culture, and work. Azerbaijan was early a
leader in the education of girls and women in the Muslim world and
Central Asia. Many schools for girls were established in the nineteenth
and early twentieth centuries throughout the rural regions as well as in
the capitol city of Baku. As a result, beginning in the nineteenth
century, women’s literary production blossomed and was often
supported by educated patrons such as the Karabagh poet
Khurshidbanu Natavan, who held literary salons for women and men
in her home.

We owe a great debt to the editors and collectors of two previous
anthologies published in Azerbaijani: Azerbaycan Qadin Sairlori
Antologiyast (An Anthology of Azerbaijani Women Poets, 2005) and Asg
Qadinlarin Antologiyas: (An Anthology of Women Ashugs, 2010).

Much archival research remains to be done to collect writing by
women in Azerbaijan, especially from the multitude of literary
journals published in the past 150 years. We present this collection
with hope that it will whet the appetites of both readers and scholars
and lead to the discovery, translation and enjoyment of yet more
wonderful literature by women writers in Azerbaijan.

Read and enjoy!

Alison Mandaville
Shahla Naghiyeva
“Sénmoz Mogol” Cultural Relations Public Union
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I. Classical Period — Klassik dovr (1200 -1850)
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Mashsati xanim Goancoavi
XII osr

Mbohsoti Goncovi toxminon 1089-cu ildo Goncs gohorinds dogulub vo
6mriinin sonuna gadar bu gohords yagayib. Onun osl adi Monico
olub, Mbhsoti adin1 iso 6ztino adobi toxolliis kimi gotiiriib.

Toadqiqatgilar asorloring osason Mohsotinin mitkommol tohsil aldigini,
Sorq adobiyyatt vo musiqising yaxindan bslod oldugunu ehtimal
edirlor. O, lirik ritbailor yazmagla moghurluq qazanib. Qadim
monbolordo Mohsoti Goncovinin iki yiizo yaxin ritbaisi vo bir nego lirik
seiri qalib. Mohobbot lirikas1 yaradiciiginda asas yer tutur. Onun
seirlorindo xalqun, xtisusilo $orq qadiminin azad vo xogboxt hoyat
haqqinda romantik arzular1 da oks olunub.

Mbohsoti Goncovinin 6liim tarixi molum deyil.
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Mahsati Khanum Ganjavi
12t century

Mabhsati Ganjavi (the poet’s pen name) is believed to have been born
around 1089 in Ganja, Azerbaijan, with the given name Manija.
Some research indicates she received an excellent education and knew
Eastern literature and music well.

Her approximately 200 lyrical rubaiyat (quatrains), hold a significant
place in the history of Azerbaijan’s poetry, and Eastern poetry as a
whole. The philosophical and romantic poems embody the spirit of
her land and culture and offer a strong voice against prejudice,
hypocrisy and patriarchy, while also upholding love -- both human
and divine.

Mabhsati Ganjavi’s date of death is not known.
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Riubailar

Ey agilli qoca, deyilson nasi,
Torpaq aloyonin cavandir yasi,
De, yavas olosin, ¢iinki bu torpaq
Porviz bodonidir, Keyqubad bag.

*

Yetmozmi qoriba verdin iggonca?
Cofanin hiidudu olmazmi, sonca?
Demigdin Goncodo kama yetorson,

Indi bu mon, bu son, bax, bu da Gonco!

*

Alimds godohlo sonin kiigondon,

Hor geco, sevgilim, sorxos ke¢dim mon.
Esqi sorab kimi tokdim godoho,

Husa getdim, disiib sind1 slimdon.
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Rubayyat!

Ay, wise old man, you are not unskilled.

The one who sifts the soil is too young —

tell him to work carefully, for this ground

is the body of Parviz? and the head of Keygubad.3

*

Isn’t it enough that you torture the stranger?

Don’t you think suffering should have its limit?

“You’ll achieve your desire in Ganja, ” you once said.
Now here I am, here you are, and look, here is Ganja.*

*

Every night, Beloved, a wine glass in my hand,

I pass, drunken, through your streets.

I poured my love into a glass like wine —

as I lost consciousness it fell from my hand, and broke.

*

I Rubaiyat or Rubayyat are a form of Persian poetry consisting of four-line stanzas.
2 Parviz probably refers to Khosrau II, last king of the Sasanian empire in Persia,
whose reign ended with the Muslim conquest of the region in the year 628. He is the
historical basis of the fictional Khosrow in the widely read poetic saga Khosrow and
Shirin by the Nizami Ganjavi (1149-1209).

3 Keygubad likely refers to one of the Seljuq rulers. Given the presumed dates of the
life of the poet Mahsati, it may refer to the first (1188-1237), though Mahsati would
have been either born later or quite elderly to overlap with him. The remains of a
mosque by this name, thought to have been built during the reign of Shirvanshah
Keygubad (1317-1356), were recently restored in the old city of Baku. The mosque,
built after Mahsati's presumed lifetime, is part of the Shirvanshah's Palace in the old
city of Baku, Azerbaijan.

+ Ganja is an ancient city in north central Azerbaijan, where the poet Mahsati-
Khanum lived. In her time it was a center of trade and cultural creativity. Today it
remains a lively town in modern Azerbaijan.



Azorbaycan qadin sarrlrinin poeziya antologiyasi: klassiklor va sovet dovru

Olum soba yeli, mon sona qurban,
Mblok balasina xabor ver, aman!
Soylo ki, intizar igindos yaziq —
Mbohsoti yol usto gordiim verir can.

Dedim: “Moslohat ver bizo, ey tirok!
Sirin meydon i¢ok, acidan i¢ok?

Dedi: “Acidan ig, yoxsa $irino

Vurgun deyilson ki, son do Forhadtok™ .

Ozgodon heg zaman gozlomo komok,
Quru budaq koélgo salmaz, ey tirok.
Qpnaot azizlor, tamah xar edor,

Az olan seyloro gonaot gorok.

Sono géndordiyim moktubu, canan,
Qanl gbz yagimla yazmigam, inan.
Bu godor dordimin hekayotini,
Bilmirom, he¢ no ciir eyloyim boyan?!

10
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I am a morning breeze, I am a sacrifice for you.
Pass on this news to that child of an angel, O God:
Say, “I have seen poor Mahsati — with little hope
left, she has nearly reached the end of her road.”

I said: We need some advice, my heart!

Shall we drink sweet or bitter wine?

My heart replied: Drink the bitter wine,

unless you plan to fall, like Farhad, for Shirin.

Ah, my heart, never wait on the help of another,
the dry branch, leafless, will never cast shade.
Thrift is sweet, greed brings shame.

Amidst scarcity, one should be sparing.

The letter I sent to you, my beloved,

believe me, I wrote with tears of blood.

So great is the tale of my grief,

I know of no other way to reveal my sorrow.

5> Farhad and Shirin were legendary lovers memorialized in an epic poem by Nizami
Ganjavi (1141 to 1209) — another poet who lived in Ganja around the same time as
Mahsati.

11
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Dad tirok olindon, dad esq olindon!
Coxlar tok diigdiim bu méhnoto mon.
Urokdir sobabi bu ahu-zarin,

Dad tirok olindon, dad esq olindon!

*

Mbono mey ver, folok qomlidir yaman,
Ey yarim, 6ldtrdi moni bu hicran.
Mbonim kimi sadliq sevoni ne¢in
Badosiz, canansiz ozir bu dévran?

*

Torpaq slayonin mon agigiyom,
Dilim golmir agib sirrini deyom.
O, torpaq aloyib qizil axtarir,
Mobon slimdo qizil onu gozirom.

12
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God help my heart, God help my love!

Like so many others, I come alone to this grief.
The heart is at fault for all this sighing and sobbing,
God help my heart, God help my love!

*

Give me wine, for Destiny is filled with evil.

Ay, my other half, this parting has killed me!

Why does fate crush one like me, so filled with joy?
Now I have neither wine glass, nor sweetheart.

*

I am an admirer of the soil sifter.

I can find no words to reveal the secrets of the heart.

He sifts the soil, looking for gold —
I search for treasure in my own hand.

13
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Roaziyya Gancavi
XII-XTIT asrlor

Roziyys Goncovinin asorlorine XIV asrds Colaloddin Xolil Sirvaninin
tortib etdiyi “Niizhotul-moacalis” adli macmuoados rast golindiyindon
alimlor onun XII-XIITI asrlorde yagadigini toxmin edirlor.

Riubailor

Yolun torpagitok eyloson do xar,
Yeno ds qulunam, ey oziz dildar!
Qorgom g6z yagina, morhomot qilib
Alsan agusuna moni, no olar?

*

Yuxum yox, getmo son, canan, gézimdon,
Getmoyir gz yag bir an géziimdon.
Cnki son g6zimu etmison moskon,
Sevincdon yag damir hor an géztimdon.

*
O zulfun ahimtok uzundur, canan!
Adotin gozoldir, 6ztin mehriban.

O xumar gbziino mailom sonin,
Strmodon he¢ minnoat ¢okmoyib bir an.

14
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Raziyya Ganjavi

12th — 13th centuries

Researchers believe that Raziyya Ganjavi lived sometime in the
twelfth or thirteenth century. Her works appear in a collection entitled
“Nizholotul-mocalis” collected by Jalaladdin Khalil Shirvani in the
fourteenth century.

Rubayyat

You treat me like the dirt in the road,
Yet I remain your slave, my dear heart!

I am drowning in my own tears —

Have some mercy, rock me in your arms.

*

I can’t sleep — don’t leave my sight, my love,
I can’t stop my tears from falling.

Because you’ve set up residence in my eyes,
Tears of love fall without respite from my eyes.

*

My love, your tresses are as long as my sighs,
Your manners are lovely and you are always kind.
I delight in those languid eyes of yours —
Unmarked with even a trace of kohl.6

6 Kohl is a black powder used as an eyeliner.

15
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Tellorin bas oyib 6pur somoni,
Bozoyib somonlo migki-xiitoni.
Deyirlor ki, xotdir ag tiztindoki;
Xotdir o, gotirib 6ldiirstin moni.

*

Sonin gah tiztino bas oydi bahar,
Hors bir xidmotgiin 6nds durdular.
Nazin vozir oldu, qasin qapigi
Lalin do arada saqidir, ey yar !

*

Ay1 sondon artiq saymayir konlim,

Ey sonom, hiisniindon doymayir konltim.
Lobindon bir buso alandan bori,
Sokordon dadmaga qoymayir konlim.

*

Yolunda hoyatim bir zillot oldu,
Bir anhq viisalin min afot oldu.
Intizar siifronds kénlimiin gani
O sirin lobino bir sorbot oldu.

*

Sagirdom sa¢ina dityin vurana,
Ustadam hiisniine biisat qurana.
Goziimdon o goador yag tékmiigom ki,
Soqgayam gapinda xadim durana.

16
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Your curls bend to kiss the ears of grain,

They have scented the perfumery with malt.

They say your ivory face is perilous

Perilous it is — brought before me, you are killing me.

*

Spring bowed before your regal face,

All waited their turn to serve you.

Oh my love, you were a seductive vizier,

Your eyebrows his doormen, your lips my wine goblet.

*

Already my heart prefers you to the moon.

You are mine! My heart cannot resist your charms.
Since I stole a kiss from your lips,

My heart has no taste for sugar.

*

For your sake my life was filled with hardship,

A moment with you brought a thousand misfortunes.
My heart’s blood became the wine on your supper table,
Waiting anxiously for your sweet lips.

*

I’'m a student of the one who plaits your hair,

An apprentice to the builder of a castle for your beauty.
So many tears have spilled from my eyes,

I'm a water carrier for your chamber maid.

17
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GoOrdim evo gedir mosti-mostana,
Yaninda bir ne¢o yadii-bigano,
Yetirdim 6ziimii mon ¢irpdim ona,
Neco sama vurar 6ziin parvana.

18
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I saw him leave his house, roaring drunk
Walking along with a few random strangers.
Catching up to them, I flung myself at him
Like a moth throws itself to a candle flame.

19
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Giilsad
XVI-XVII osrlor

“Tosnifi-Giilsad” adh yegano osorindon bagqa oldo heg bir yazisi
olmayan Giilsadin toxminon XVI asrin sonu, XVII asrin birinci
yarisinda yasadigi ehtimal olunur. Yegano osori osarotdo, agir, qomli
hoyat ke¢irion, ata-ana qucagindan, dogma yurdundan qoparilib
goribliyo aparilan “yesirlorin” dordinin torciimani sayilr.

Goydon 6ton bogii-bolgt durnalar,
Bizdon salam olsun 9com elino!
Yagil geymis, sar telli durnalar,
Bizdon salam olsun 9com elino!

Bizi apardilar tatar xanina,

Fitva verdilor yesirin qanina,

Bir namos gondordim Moshod kanina,
Bizdon salam olsun 9com elino!

Bizi géndordilor Sahisordon,

Rum 6lkasi varid oldu yesirdon,
Ol Samii Holob, gohri-Misirdon,
Bizdon salam olsun 9com elins!

Bes qiz 1dik bir arada, bu yerdo,

Ya ilahi, dorman elo bu dordo!
Canmim durna, hor votondo, hor eldo,
Bizdon salam olsun 9com elino!

20
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Gulshad

Late 16t or early 17 century

Gulshad, who is known only by her “Tasnifi Gulshad” (Works by
Gulshad) lived between the end of the sixteenth and the first half of
seventeenth centuries. Her only remaining piece is considered to be
one of the best reflections on the people in her region who led a very
hard life, including many who were displaced, often taken away from
their parents and relocated to distant places.

*

Cranes overhead, passing one by one,

Give our regards to the land of Ajam!”

Cranes dressed in green, with a fringe of yellow
Give our regards to the land of Ajam!

They carried us away to the khan of the Tatars,
The verdict was death for the unlucky ones.
I’ve sent a letter to Mashad khan:

Give our regards to the land of Ajam!

They sent us away from Shahisar,

News of the unlucky ones reached Rome —
From Egypt’s cities to Shamu and Aleppo,
Give our regards to the land of Ajam!

We were five girls, together in this land,

Oh God, make a balm for my grief.

In every homeland, everywhere, my dear crane,
Give our regards to the land of Ajam!

7 For Turkic people in the classical period, this term referred to the region of
Azerbaijan, which in Gulshad’s time was part of the Satavid Empire based in the
Azerbaijani region of Ardabil. The empire’s rulers were mainly Turkic, but ruled over
a wide mix of ethnic groupings, and supported literature in both Azerbaijani Turkish
and Persian.

21
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Axan caylar yesirlorin yasidir,
Ahu-nalom goyds molok esidir.
Canim durna ¢orxi-folok igidir,
Bizdon salam olsun 9com elino!

Budur goldi yesirlorin karvan,
Cagiriram, ya Mévlana, ya Qani,
Qara geydi ocom pirii cavani,
Bizdon salam olsun 9com elino!

Bizi ayirdilar ata-anadan,

Ya Robbim, son qurtar bu qomxanadan.
Istanbul gohrindon, Qostantinadan,
Bizdon salam olsun 9com elino!

Bu 50zt soyloyon yanar 6ziindon,
Yas yerina qan tokulor goziindon.
Moblik, gan Giilsadmn s6ziindon,
Bizdon salam olsun 9com elino!

22



Anthology of Poetry by Women in Azerbagjan: Classical to Soviet

The unlucky ones’ tears are flowing rivers.
My cries reach up to angels in the heavens.
My dear crane, it’s the will of God —
Give our regards to the land of Ajam.

Here comes a caravan of the unlucky ones —
I call to you: Hey, Mewlana!® Hey Gani!?
Young and old were dressed in black,

Give our regards to the land of Ajam!

They tore us from our mothers and fathers.
My God, put an end to this house of sorrrow.
From Istanbul, from Costantinople —

Give our regards to the land of Ajam!

This tale of complaint burns from the telling,

In place of tears, blood pours from the eyes.

Oh, Melik,!0 from the blood of Gulshad’s words,
Give our regards to the land of Ajam!

8 Mewlana is a famous poet like Rumi, a Sufi mystic who lived in the thirteenth
century.

9 Gani is one of the dervishes (a Sufi Muslim) who tried to extend Islam in Khorasan
and Anatolia.

10 Melik is the title given to the provincial leaders of the Caliphate.
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Sahib Sultan Diinbiili

Namolum

Sahib Sultan xanim $ahbaz xan Dinbiilinin qizidir. Giney
Azorbaycanin Diinbil gohorindo yasayib. Yuksok sairlik istedadina
malik olan bu qiz incosonat sahasindo do qabiliyyoti ilo secilib.
Monbslords sahzados Hosonoli Murads torif edon bir geirino rast golinir.
Seirin iki variantda torctimoasi oxuculara togdim olunur.

Haqqinda basga molumat yoxdur.

O giillii bagganiza yaxin olsa da ogyar,

Bu moni ns qorxuya, na do bir dordos salar.
Ciinki mon do bir zaman sizo yaxm olmugam,
Els bu yaxinhiqdan bir arzu, kam almigam.
Var olsun bu cahanin sahongahi gahzads!
Agillilar i¢cinds cavan Mahmud diinyado.

*

Roqib oldu saha yaxin, gom edorom... bilin fogat,
Bir vaxt monos moxsus idi o yaxinliq, o mohobbot.
Bu cahanin gahongahi ol sahzado Mahmud ki var -
Basindaki pir aghdir, alnindasa - enmoz viiqar.
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Sahib Sultan Dunbuli

Unkown

Sahib Sultan Dunbuli was the daughter of Dunbuli khan, who lived in
Dunbul city (an ethnic Azerbaijani region of what is now the north of
modern Iran). She is thought to have been a skilled artist and poet.
Little else is known about her. This ode to prince Hasanali Murad by
her is presented in two versions found in source materials.

Though that rival of mine nears your garden of flowers,

I am neither frightened nor saddened.

At one time I, too, was was near to you.

That closeness still brings me the delight of love.

May God of all the universe bless you, my prince,

and among all the wise ones of this world, keep you young.

*

As that rival neared the shah, I mourned....

yet I know that once, this closeness, this special love was mine.
Like prince Mahmud, there exists a king of all this universe,
Who is wise as a sage, proud and unbending.

25



Azorbaycan qadin sarrlrinin poeziya antologiyasi: klassiklor va sovet dovru

Xoadico Sultan xanim
XVIII asr

Xodico Sultan xanim Hoasonoli xan Dagistaninin qizi, “Riyaziig-
stiora”nin misllifi Aliqulu xan Valehin omisi qiz1 olub. Omisi oglu ilo
eyni madrasado tohsil alib, onunla sevigib. Todgiqatgilar sairin Nadir
sahin hakimiyyoti dovriindo Isfahanda yasadigini miioyyon ediblor.
Hoyat vo yaradiciigr haqqinda otrafli molumat yoxdur.

Saqiyom

Mbon saqiyom — gorab hazrr,
Tosno agiq, bax ab hazir!

Lal dodagim sudur sona,
Buyur monim Iollorimo,
Lollorimlo gorab hazir!
Go6zolliyin qargisinda

Giinog 6zl no karadir,
Buyur monom, émir gedir,
Buyur monom, giinog hazir!
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Khadija Sultan Khanum

18t century

Khadija Sultan Khanum was Hasanali khan Daghistani’s daughter
and author of “Riyazush-Shuera” (which translates from the Persian
as “Wonderful Gardens”). She was also Aligulu khan Valeh’s cousin.
and studied in the same madrasa with him. They fell in love. Research
indicates that she lived in Isfahan, now modern Iran, during the
period of Nadir Shah’s rule. Little else is known about her life and
creative activities.

The Cup-Bearer

I am the cup-bearer — wine is prepared,
Oh, thirsty lover, look — water is prepared!
My ruby lips are water for you,

Here, my rubies are ripe,

Wine is made from my full lips!

Beside your beauty,

The sun itself has no purpose.

Here I am, and life is passing,

Here I am, and the sun is ready!
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Agaboyim aga Agabaci
1780 — 1832

Agabaa toxolliisii ilo farsca vo Azorbaycanca seirlor yazan Agaboyim
aga Qarabag xan1 Ibrahimxolil xamn qiz1, Xursudbanu Natavanin
bibisi olub. Toxminon 1780-1781-ci illords Ponahabadda (indiki Susa)
anadan olub. 1801-ci ildo Tran hékmdar1 Fotoli saha ors verilib vo
omrunun sonuna kimi voton hosroti ¢okdiyi Tehranda yagayib.
1832-ci ildo orada vofat edib, Qum gohorinds dofn olunub.

Beytlor

Ifsus ki, yarim geco goldi, geco getdi,
Hec bilmadim émriim neca goldi, neco getdi.

*

O kos boxtovardir ki, xogboxtdir ki, ey canan,
Oziino monzil sahb yaxin yerdo bagindan.

*

Sonin o gil bagganin otirlidir havasi,
Mbonim ds bu kénliimiin yalniz odur dovasi,

*

O, sofors ¢ixanda mon qiissayo dalaram,
Dovosinin boynunda 6ziim bir zong olaram.

%

Ey naseh, nosthotin mono obasdir, obas,
Atokloyar sozlorin atogimi, sondiirmoz.
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Agabeyim Aga Agabaji
1780 — 1832

Aghabayim Agha wrote poems in Azerbaijani and Persian under the
penname of Aghabaji. She was the daughter of the khan of Garabagh,
Ibrahimkhalil khan and aunt to poet Khurshidbanu Natavan. She was
born around 1780 or 1781 in Panahabad (now Shusha). She married
the Iranian ruler Fatali Shah and lived in Tehran until the end of her
life. She died there in 1932 and is buried in the city of Gum.

Couplets

My beloved arrived in the night, and in the night, also left.
Sadly, I hardly noticed how my life arrived, nor how it left.

*

Ay, my love, how fortunate, how happy is the one
who has built a house for himself next to your garden.

*

That flower garden of yours perfumes the air —
that scent is my heart’s only remedy.

*

When my love travels, I am pierced with sadness.
I would be the bell hung from his camel’s neck.

*

Oh, teacher, your advice is useless to me.
Your words only sustain my flame, it cannot die.
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*

Hiusniintin torifini hogro qodor yazsalar
No torifin qurtarar, no hosrotim qurtarar
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Were your beauty proclaimed to the ends of the earth,
there could be no end to praise for you, nor any end to my longing.
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Heyran xanim
1790 — 1860

XIX asrdo, toxminon 1790-1860-c1 illords yasamig goérkomli
Azorbaycan sairlorindon biri do Heyran xanimdir. Sairin Azorbaycan
vo fars dillorinds olan 4500 beytlik divani!! onun hoyati haqqinda
muayyan hogiqgotlori 6yronmoyo komok edir.

Heyran xanim Fuzuli odobi moktobinin moharotli davameilarindan
biri kimi taninib. O, oruz vozninin muxtslif oynaq bahrlorindon
istifads edib, heca voznino yaxim bohrlords bir sira geirlor yazib.
Dogum vo 6liim tarixi barods doqiq moalumat yoxdur.

Qoazallor

Bir namo yazim, badi-soba yars yetirsin,
Sorhi-qomimi ol biiti- xunxara yetirsin.

Hicran slimi sald1 ayaqdan moni-zari,
Daruyi-viisalin mona bir ¢aro yetirsin.

Sobrim kasilib, yar monim canimu alsin,
Ya sad elosin vosl ilo, didars yetirsin.

Dunyads vo iighads gériim motlobs yetsin,
Hor kos moni ol yari-vofadars yetirsin.

Bir yol verin ey mohnoti-hicran ki, peyamim,
Ta badi-soba ol giilii gilzars yetirsin.

1 Divan — Yaxin vo Orta Sorq, habelo Azorbaycan klassik odobiyyatinda hor hansi bir
sairin lirik seirlor mocmuosi. Divanda toplanan seirlor qafiys vo ya rodiflorininin son
horfino gbro orob olifbasi ilo diziliirdi.
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Heyran Khanum
1790 — 1860

An outstanding poet living from about 1790 to1860, Heyran Khanum
is considered one of the most talented members of the Fizuli!? school
of literature. She used different forms (bahrs) of Aruz meter and
syllabic verse in her poetry. Her divan,!? consisting of 4500 couplets in
Azerbaijani and Persian, helps us gain some information about her
biography. The poems in Heyran Khanum’s divan were written using
the Arabic/Persian alphabet,!* enabling her to most properly follow
the poetic form, in which the final letters of rhyming lines match.

Ghazals

Let me write a love letter, oh morning breeze, carry it to my lover,
May word of my sorrow reach my blood-thirsty hero.

Our separation drains me head to foot, I weep bitterly.
To be with you is a healing balm, it would cure me.

My patience runs out, lover. Either take my life,
Or come to me, darling, and bring me joy.

May those who bring me closer to my faithful love,
achieve their heart’s desire in both this world and the next.

Ay, suffering and separation, clear a path —
let the morning breeze carry that rose to the flower garden.

12 Fizuli is celebrated in Azerbaijan as one of the first major poets to write in the
Azerbaijani language. Prior to his time, most literature in the region was composed in
Persian.

13 A divan is a collection of lyrical poems in Eastern and Middle Eastern classical
literature, including Azerbaijani literature.

14 The alphabet in which Azerbaijani is written has changed four times in the past
century alone (Arabic, Latin, Cyrillic, Latin), making the study of literature a
challenge for today’s scholars.
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Yz hosrot ilo ol dili-hicrans giriftar
Izm etdi 6ziin ol giili-bixars yetirsin.

Yz geys ilo soddi-roh olub xaric-sitomkar,
Qoymadi 6ziin ol giilo bicaro yetirsin.

Gol, tann tciin bunca sitom eylomo izhar,
Qoy, yars 6zln bu dili-avars yetirsin.

Bikasliyimo rohm elosin xaliqi-bigun,
Heyrani o gohbaza digor baro yetirsin.

Koénlun dilass bu dili-viranos dagilsin,
Ciok nazilo ol ziilfiino bir sanos, dagilsin.

Min asiqi zoncira ¢okib, bavorin olmaz,
Bir tarixi ur ¢6llors divans dagilsin.

Bu bozmara com ¢okor hosroti saqi,
Ey piri-mugan, omr els, peymano dagilsin!

Most oldu ¢l ussaq sonin loli-lobindon,
No mosrofi var bizloro meyxano dagilsin.

Ol iki Iobin vosfini ¢ok rigteyi-nozmo,
Ver badi-sobays ki, bu dévrano dagilsin!

Zilfin gireh iciin ki dolub miirgi-dililo
Ol kesmokesi qoyma giiliistano dagilsin!

Xali-siyohin miilki-Bodoxsani qilib foth,
Forman deys yaz, sofhoyi-Iranos dagilsing

34



Anthology of Poetry by Women in Azerbagjan: Classical to Soviet

With a hundred longings, overtaken with heartbreak,
still she resolved to reach that idle flower.

A tyrannical stranger barred the way with a hundred chains,
forbidding that poor soul from reaching the flower.

Come, don’t simply complain of your torment to God,
let that heartsick lover reach her beloved.

Have pity on my loneliness, my one and only God,
let Heyran and that brave one reach one another, their love bear fruit.

If your heart of hearts wishes to collapse into this ruined heart,
Brush out those honeyed strands, let your hair tumble down.

With no sense of decency, a thousand lovers were locked in chains.
Dump those love-crazed ones on an ancient steppe, let them

disintegrate, blow away.

The tavern’s charms draw all who await the cup-bearer,
Hey, bartender, take our orders! Let the cups be handed ‘round!

Lovers grew drunk on your red, juicy lips.
We have no money — let the wine-house be razed.

Compose a poem, a praise song for those two lips,
Give it to the morning-breeze, to sow round the world.

Your hair is knotted with lovers’ hearts,
Don’t scatter them around the flower garden.

Your black mole has won approval thoughout Badakhshan —
Draft a decree, let it be proclaimed across the land of Iran.
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Y Yoxdur o sonom, onda dii abruyi-xomino,
Biz socdo edok, qoy biitiin biitxans dagilsin.

Heyran, ¢l yanarsan o gqodor yomo miugqabil,
Bir vez ilo ¢ok 610 ki, parvano dagilsin.

Olubdu gom yatagi sad gérditytin kénlim,
Dagild: qiissodon abad gordiytin kénlim.

Diyari-gomdas giriftart dostgir olu,
Komondi-firqots, azad gérditytin kénlim.

Foraq dordino axtardi, tapmadi caro,
Comi-hikmoto ustad gérdiyiin konlim.

Soriri-vosldo Xosrov sifot oturmusdu,
Olubdu kuhdo Forhad gorditytin kénlim.

Foraqi-mohnoto diisib vo por sikosto olub,
Visal seydinos soyyad gorditytin konlim.

Hiicumi-moéhnoti-qomdon stipehri-alayo,
Yetirdi nalovii foryad gordiytin kénlim.

Cokib gorarolor, etdi viicudumu heyran,
Misali-kiirreyi-hoddad gordiytn konlim.
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Nowhere is there one like you, with such lovely arched brows.
We make obeisance, let all the pagan temples fall to ruins.

Heyran, you struggle to burn against the light of so many candles,
Yet just a glimpse of your sweeping radiance incinerates every moth.

The once joyous heart has become a bed of grief.
See a heart that once flourished, is now abandoned and destroyed.

Lassoed by loss, captive in a world of sadness,
once, you see, my heart was free.

My heart searched, but could discover no escape from loneliness.
Once, as you saw, my heart was a master of wisdom.

There, on the marriage throne, sat one like Khosrow.
My own heart, you see, dwells in the mountains like Farhad’s.1>

My heart plummeted with the weight of loss, its wing crippled.
See? My heart is a hunter, racing to reach the beloved.

Under assault from sorrow and grief, you can see
how at times the cries of my heart reached to God.

Once my heart was a thing of wonder, Heyran,!6¢ a blacksmith’s forge,
you could see it giving off sparks in the dark.

15 Farhad was a legendary figure who loved a princess, Shirin, who did not return his
love. Instead, Shirin loved Khosrow.

16 Heyran, the poet’s name, means wonder, or amazement. It is customary in this
form of poetry, to use the poet’s name in the final stanza. Here, she makes a play on
words, using her name for its literal meaning. In keeping with the form of the poem,
her name is added in the English version, in addition to the word “wonder.*
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Asiq Pori
1811 — 1847

XIX osrin birinci yarisindak: agiq seirinin on gorkomli
niimayondolorindon biri olan Agiq Porinin hoyati vo yaradiciligi
haqqinda molumat veron monbolords sairin XIX osrin ovvallorinds
Araz qiragindaki Maralyan kondindo yasadig vo sonralar Susaya
kécduyii bildirilir.

Moshur adosbiyyatsiinas vo todgiqatgr Adolf Berjenin molumatina goéra
1829-cu ildo Asiq Porinin 18 yag1 olub. Bu molumata ssason onun
toxminon 1810-1811-ci illordo doguldugu ehtimal edilir. Eyni
zamanda biitin monbalor onun ¢ox gonc ikon vofat etdiyini gostorir.
Asiq Pori osason agiq seiri tislubunda lirik seirlor yazib. Onun biitin
asarlori bizo golib ¢atmayib. Slimizdo olan osorlor Porinin istedadl: bir
sair oldugunu sitbut edir.

Goraylilar

Zalm Socor, dad slindon,

Son ha nahaq gan eylodin.
Zilmunlo konlim gohrini

GOr neco viran eylodin?!

Saymadin sultani, xani,
Eyloyibson nahaq gani,
Badam kimi novcovani,
Yer ilo yeksan eylodin.

Nece qiydin giilzarina,
Piinhan kegon iqrarina,
Saldin yollar konarina,
Doérd yan al-qan eylodin.
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Ashug Pari
1811 — 1847

Ashug Pari was a prominent figure in early nineteenth century ashug
poetry. She appears to have lived first in the village of Maralyan on
the banks of Araz River, moving in about 1830 to the town of Shusha,
where she spent the rest of her life. According to research by a well-
known literary figure, Adolf Berje, Ashug Pari was eighteen years old
in 1829. So she was presumably born in 1810 or 1811. All sources
indicate her death occured at early age, around 1847. Ashug Pari
wrote lyrical poems in ashug poetry style. Though we have do not
have many of her poems, those remaining demonstrate her talent.

Geyraylilar!’

You are a cruel and unbearable one, Shajar.
You wantonly shed blood.

See — through your tyranny,

you have devastated the city of my heart.

You paid no heed to the sultan or the khan,
you shed blood needlessly.

You were made in the mirror image

of that young man Badam.!8

How could you destroy her flower garden,
force her confidence,

and throw her to the side of the road,
surrounded on all four sides by blood?

17 The main genres of Azerbaijani Ashiq poetry include goshma, dastan, ustadnameh,
as well as their poetic forms — gerayli, divani, tajnis.
18 Badam means almond, but is also can also be a man’s name.
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Porinin dordi tiigyandi,
Sakin yeri Maralyandi,
Gilim gongasinda yands,
Biilbiillor ofgan eylodi.
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Pari’s grief boils over —

she finds peace in Maralyan.!?
My flower faded while still a bud,
as the nightingales cried out.

19 Maraylan is a village in the Jabrayil region of Azerbaijan, on the southern border
with Iran where Ashug Peri first lived and was probably born.
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Qoncabayim
XIX asr

Qongaboyim toxminon 1827-ci ildo Nax¢ivanda Ehsan xanin ailosindo
anadan olub. Onun atasi rus zabitlori ilo dostluq edib, Aleksandr
Qriboyedov Irana gedorkon onlarin ailosindo qonaq olub. O dévriin
giirct sairi Baratagvili do dofolorlo Ehsan xanin sarayina golib, burada
Qéncaboyimlo tanig olub.

Qongaboyim 1837-ci ildo Nax¢ivanda togkil edilmis rus moktobino
daxil olub, orada rus vo fars dillorini yaxs1 yronib.

Deyilono géra, Qongaboyim Ibrahim bay adli bir zabiti sevib, lakin
1844-cii ildo sevmodiyi Samil xana ors verilib. Giiman edilir ki,
sonralar dilloro digmus “Sahzado Ibrahim” dastanma daxil edilon vo
“Boyim” dilindon deyilon geirlorin bir gismi mohz Qongaboyimindir.

Hicran sonotkari, qom xiridari,
Qaoddar olan biiqrara de, golsin.
Yeno tozolosin didar didari,
Ciyor oldu hozor para, de, golsin.

IArzi-halim yazdirmisam horzoads,
Qara bagrim yarzodadir, yar, zodo,
Bir miiddat ds qaldiq Imammirzodo
Eylodi dordimo gara, de, golsin.

Asiq olan mosuqgoyo mirasdi,

Esq oduna nahaq yanmagq obosdi,
Bizim moskonimiz Tunii-Tobosdi,
Qprib diigdiim bu diyara, de, galsin.

Asiq bilor masuqonin halini,
Qismot olsa, olo alaq olini,
Gozlomokdon bimiirvatin yolunu,
Gozimdos qalmadi garo, de, galsin.
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Gonchabayim
19t century

Gonchabayim was born in about 1827 in Nakhchivan in Ehsan khan’s
family. Her father befriended Russian officers and Alexander
Griboyedov was their guest when he visited Iran. The Georgian poet
of her time Baratashvili visited Ehsan khan’s palace several times and
met Gonchabayim. Gonchabayim attended Russian school in 1937 in
Nakhchivan, learning both Russian and Persian. It is believed that she
loved an officer by the name of Ibrahim, but was forced to marry
Shamil khan in 1844. It is thought that the poems Bayim included in
the famous “The Prince Ibrahim” dastan may have been authored by
Gonchabayim.

He is an artist of longing, a tiller of sorrow,

He’s all cruelty and no loyalty, tell him to come.

Let us meet, rejuvenate one another.

My liver is teased all to pieces from longing, tell him come.

I have written him, tried to put my feelings into words,
I have been wounded deep inside, my love, wounded.
We stayed for awhile in Imammirza

Mending my grief, tell him come.

The beloved’s inheritance is her lover.

It is senseless to burn in the fire of love,
Our place is Tunu Tabas,

I am stranger in this land, tell him come.

A lover knows the feelings of his beloved,

If fate permits, let us take his hands,

Lead him from this path of callousness.

The black pupils of my eyes are fading, tell him come!
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I1. Oil Boom — Neft bumu dévrii (1850 - 1920)
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Xursidbanu Natovan
1832 — 1897

Qarabagin sonuncu xanmnin - Mehdiqulu xanin qzi, Ibrahimxolil
xanin novasi Xurgidbanu Natovan 1832-ci ildo Susada anadan olub.
Ona gors do Xurgidbanu “Xan qiz1” kimi taninib. Golacok sair
xalasinin himayosindo b&ytiylib, musiqini, poeziyani vo rossamligi
onun sayasindo sevmoya baslayib.

Xurgidbanu Natovan Sorq dillorini 6yronib vo Nizami, Sadi, Firdovsi,
Hafiz, Novai, Fizuli vo.s. kimi klassiklorin asarlorini miitalio edib. O,
dévriinin taninmis ziyalilarindan olan Xasay xan Usmiyevo aro gedib
va tez-tez Dagistana, Thilisiyo vo Bakiya soyahot edib. Natovan 1858-
ci ildo Bakida Aleksandr Diima ilo gorisiib vo 6z ol islorindon ona
hadiyyo verib.

Natovan 1872-ci ilds Susada “Moclisi-tins” adli odobi moclis togkil
edib, 1873-cti ildo 150 Sugaya su komori ¢okdirib. Natovan yaradicihiga
anoanovi $orq movzular: vo janrlar: ilo XIX osrin ollinci illorinds
baslayib. Qazollorinds sevgidon, tobiot gézoslliklorindon bohs edib. On
alt1 yagh oglunun 6limiindon sonra bodbin seirlor yazib.

Natovan 1897-ci ildo vofat edib vo Agdamda “Imarot” adlanan yerdo
dofn olunub.
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Khurshidbanu Natavan
1832 — 1897

Born in the town of Shusha in 1832, Natavan Khurshidbanu was
celebrated as a humanist, poet and social reformer. The only daughter
of the last khan of Karabagh, Mchdigulu khan, and granddaughter of
Ibrahimkhalil, she was brought up by her aunt, Agabeyim Aga
Agabaji, who fostered her love of poetry, music, and painting. She
learned Eastern languages and read the works of such classics as
Nizami, Sadi, Firdovsi, Hafiz, Nevai, and Fizuli. She married Khasay
khan Usmiyev, a significant intellectual of her time. She travelled to
Daghestan, Thilisi and Baku, where she met Alexandre Dumas in
1858, giving him gifts of her own handicrafts.

She was instrumental in facilitating a number of civic projects,
including a water pipeline and supply system that aided in the
development of the town of Shusha. Even today, this piped water is
called “Khan gizi spring.”

A staunch supporter of the arts, in 1872, she began organizing literary
circles called “Majlisi-uns,” through which writers and intellectuals —
even those under political attack — met and shared their work. She
began her own creative activity with poems written in traditional
Eastern genres in her fifties. She dealt with love and the beauty of
nature in her ghazals. After the death of her sixteen year old son, the
mood of her poems was often very dark.

She died in 1897 and was buried in the graveyard “Imarat” in
Aghdam. Widely respected in Azerbaijan, a statue of Natavan stands
in the center of downtown Baku’s shopping district “Fountain
Square.”
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Qazallor

9gorci xogdu mono hom otri hom sofasi giiltin,
Cofast coxdu, no hasil ki, yox vofas: giiliin.

Cofayi-xar1 goriib, kogdii bagidon biilbiil,
Goéron kim oldu bu giilsondo aginosi giillin?

Xozano meyl eylodi ailmadi vofa nozors,
Yetigdi biilbiilo ¢ox-¢ox qomii-cofas: giiliin.

Tokiir sirsik ovozinds goziim 1izd al-gan,
Olubdu, ¢tinki kénil zaru-miibtslas: giiliin.

Yazilsa néqtoboandqta, deyilso horfbohorf,
Qurtarmaz hogro godor hali-macoras: giliin.

ﬁzari-aling baxdigca qan olur dillor,
Ilahi, haddon astb mohnati bolasi giiliin.

Xota yolunda diigiib, biilbiilo cofa qildi,
Xotaya sald1 6zlin agibat, xotast gtliin

Cahanda zorrs qodor olmaz, ey konil, xondan
Ki, xuni-bulbtl ogor olmasa gozasi gtliin.

Tutard, xuni-cigordon olayd: gor sirab,
Giinos tok hor torofi, Natovan, ziyas: gilun.
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Ghazals

Ah! Her scent and her beauty — without compare is the Flower.
She 1s also without constancy — how I suffer for the Flower!

Wounded in the garden, the Nightingale fled.
Then whom did she take for a lover, the Flower?

She dreamt of fall and so easily broke her vow.
Deeply the Nightingale grieved the betrayal of the Flower.

Crimson blood bursts from my eyes, flowing like tears,
Filling my soul with the grief of the Flower.

Were it written dot by dot, spelled out letter by letter,
This saga is neverending: 7he Nightingale and The Flower.

Inconsolable, the whole world moans and cries —
Oh, My God — day after day, bearing the grief of the Flower.

In error, how cruelly she tortured the Nightingale.

Now error has punished her, and changed the fate of the Flower.

Ah, my soul, despite all, how the world would rejoice
If only the murderous Nightingale would spare the Flower.

Were she still beautiful, bright, and sweet in spirit,
Oh Natavan! She could be the sun to this world, the Flower.
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Suri-esqin bagima axir1 sévda gotirir,
Bu mugoxxosdir ki esq agiqo qovga gotirir.

Tari-zulfindir moni boyls giriftar eyloyib,
Nbo golo bagima, ol ziilfi-mitorra gotirir.

Gil tziin gérmok ogor miimkiin olayd: bu dom,
Hor zaman gérmok onu nuri-miicslla gatirir.

Qasu-g6z, novki-mijofitno ticlin com olmus,
Ox atib, tig ¢okib, hor biri dova gotirir.

Kénlimi garat edir 6ylo ki, tari-ztlfiin,
Rumo, sanki hobosi logkori yogma gotirir.

Noqanin varmi siiuru bula agiq kuyin,
Onu Mocnuna torof cozbey-Leyla gotirir.

Yusifin sanma, dibara géro Yoqub tziin,
Mehr bazarina gor getso, Ziileyxa gatirir.

Yusifi Ziileyxa Misirdo kor aldi noqdo,
Noqdi-can, asiq olan, aldo mithoyya gotirir.

Sidqi-golb il nisar etmis idin can naqdin,
Natovan, miijds bu giin, gotlino forma gotirir.
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Your ecstatic love brings me everlasting love —
this union pits lover against lover — an intimate brawl.

Your cascade of dark curls torture me so —
those falling tresses the source of all my misfortune.

To see the flower of your face, for just one moment
is to set my heart beating, alight for all time.

See how your eyebrows, your lashes gather for attack—
they shoot their arrows, draw their swords, each seeks to persuade me.

Your black curls are the marauders of my soul,
entrenched, as Ethiop soldiers in the field of my mind.

Lovers are rendered senseless and blind;
yet the power of a bright love brought Leyla to Majnun's side.20

If Jacob hopes to see his dear Joseph again, he will bring Zuleykha —
only she can guide him through that lovers market.?!

In ancient Egypt, Zuleykha bought the deaf Joseph —
for even a slave can prepare for his lover’s delight.

For Love you would sacrifice everything, Natavan.
Good news! He comes tonight, death’s decree at his side.

20 Leyla and Majnun is perhaps the most famous love story of this region, its most
influential version written in verse by the poet Nizami (1141 — 1209) from the Ganga
region of Azerbaijan. The first European style opera performed in the Middle East
was based on this story. It was composed by Azerbaijani Uzeyir Hajibeyov.

21 The Story of Zuleykha and the prophet Yusif (Joseph) is a favorite of love poetry in
the region of Persia and Azerbaijan, based on an account in the Koran. Zuleykha, an
Egyptian Princess who desires Yusif while he is a captive in Egypt, represents an ideal
of desire and Yusif, a pure and unatainable, even sacred, beauty.
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Dilbara, dordi-dilimdon belos invan etdim
Ki, gomi-hicrds dil milkiini viran etdim.

Miimkiin olmaz mono vaslin, bilirom, hagro kimi,
Ol sobob moskonimi kuyi-biyaban etdim.

Esq sultant monim qgatlimo forman gotirib,
Etmodim torki-vofa, tasti-forman etdim.

Sori-kuyinds qoyub bagimi, bir uf demodim,
Sori-sidq ilo dilii-canimi qurban etdim.

Ya tobib, adin1 tork eylo, tobabot etmo!
Ya monim dordimi tap, gor niys tigyan etdim?!

Yoxdur bir kimso mogor dordimi bilsin, yarob!
Ki, mon 6z qanim ilo dordims dorman etdim.

Dordi-hicrinds g6zim yast tutub dinyani,
Nuh tufani kimi gér no tufan etdim.

Natovan, etmozdi ol songdilo nalom osor,
Geco-glindiiz no gador nalovii-ofgan etdim.
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Beloved, my poor disastrous love drove me insane,
destroying my treasury of words, leaving me all alone.

Could I ever attain the pleasure of your love? Never.
Wild plains and barren deserts will be my home forever.

My sultan of love issued a decree for my death,
and so devoted, I obeyed without a breath.

So sweet the sorrow of this love, I never sighed —
but sacrificed my heart to lead that bitter life.

Doctor, abandon your career or treat me,
examine and diagnose this mortal malady.

There is no one to cure this fatal sorrow, my God!
So I treat my own wound, bathe it with my own blood.

My wild tears broke forth, drowning the world —
like Noah’s storm I raged, oh, see how I stormed!

Natavan, that merciless one ignored all my sad wailing—
Day and night I have suffered, from morning to evening.
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Asiq Hamayil
XIX asr

Asiq Hamayil toxminon XIX asrin birinci yarisinda $omkir mahalinin
Dollor-Cirdaxan kondinds kasib bir kondli ailasinds anadan olub. Bir
¢ox osarlorin muollifi oldugu barado molumatlar yayilsa da,
dévrimuza godor yalniz bir ne¢o qogmast golib ¢atib. Bu qogmalarin
Molla Ponah Vagqif kimi taninmuis sairin vo agiq Yohya bay Dilqomin
yaradiciliginin tosiri ilo yazildigi gtiman olunur.

Asiq Yohya boy Dilgom Agiq Hamailin muasiri vo homyerlisi olub. O,
XVIII asrin sonu, XIX asrin avvollorinds indiki Somkir

rayonunun Dsllor-Cirdaxan kondindo diinyaya golib.

Bagina dondiytim sorvi-salatin,
Yetkin yemis, girin bar bizo gondor.
O g6zal baggada heyvadan, nardan,
Gilas tez yetisir, nar bizo géndor.

Seyrana ¢ixanda géziim qamagr,
Zilfin komondino qoddim dolagr,
Giildon, reyhandan bir dosto dosiir,
Zulfin arasinda, yar, bizo géndor.

Bagina dondiylim, ay nazl xumar,
Yagilbag 6rdoklor gollors cumar,
Sofali yaylagdan bu kénliim umar,
Yayliq arasinda gar bizo gondor.
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Ashug Hamayil

19t century

Ashug Hamayil was born sometime in the first half of the nineteenth
century in a poor family in the village of Dallar-Jirdakhan in the
Shamkir region. Though she was said to be the author of many works,
only a few of her goshmas are known to us. Her poetry is thought to
have been written under the influence of the outstanding poet Molla
panah Vagif and the ashug Yahya bay Dilgami. Ashug Yahya Bay was
her countryman, born around the end of the eighteenth or beginning
of the nineteenth centuries, also in Dallar-Jirdakhan, a village in the
Shamkir region.

Please send us a ripe melon,

My darling, my sweetheart.

Of all the fruits in this beautiful garden,

The cherries are not yet ripe — send a pomegranate.

My eyes are dazzled at the sight of you.
Your curls engirdle my waist.

Send us a boquet of flowers and basil
Tied with a lock of your hair.

Ah, my beloved, my coy beauty,

As greenheaded waterbirds plunge into the lakes,

My heart yearns for snow from the healing summer highlands,
Wrap some in your scarf and send it to us.
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Asiq Basti
1836 — 1936

Bosti Korbolayi Bayramali qiz1 XIX osrin toxminon 30-cu illorindo
Kalbacor rayonunun Levi kondinds yoxsul ailodo diinyaya galib. Asiq
Alasgor vo Agdabanh Qurban kimi ustad agiglarin moclislorinds olub,
el odobiyyatini onlardan 6yronib vo seir yazmaga baslayib.

Omriiniin sonuna yaxin gozlori tutuldugundan, el arasida “kor Bosti”
adi ilo tanmnib.

Uzun middot Basarkegor, Dagkoson, Godoboy vo Samux rayonlarinda
agiqliq edib, bir ¢ox agiqlarin yetigmosindo boyiik rolu olub.

Omriiniin axirlarina yaxin yenidon dogma kondino qayidib vo 1936-c1
ildo, toxminon 100 yaginda vofat edib.

Qosmalar

A boy, no gozirson halli-havali,
Stleyman miilkiintin yiyosi kimi.
Nodondi yaxgimin bagin kosmoyo,
Hazirsan xoncorin tiyosi kimi?

Glvonmo son dovlating, varina,
Lonot olsun geyratino, arina,
Haxdan zoror doysin biircii-barina,
Liit galginon palaz iynosi kimi.

Agladim doyunca, giilmodim, hasa,
Bir ah ¢oksom, daglar golor bas-basa.
Bosti deyor: Soni do dis atasa

Yan, Novruz saminin piltosi kimi.
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Ashug Basti
1836 — 1936

Basti Karbalayi Bayramli gizi was born in the 1830s into a poor family
in Kalbajar. She participated in majlises (gatherings) of great ashugs
such as Ashug Alasgar and Aghdabanli Gurban. From these ashugs,
she learned about literature and began writing her own poems. At the
end of her life she became blind and was known as “Blind Basti.” Her
work as an ashug continued for a long period of time. She was active
in the regions of Basarkecher, Dashkasan, Gadabay and Samukh and
had significant role in educating many young ashugs. Towards the end
of her life she returned to her native village. She died in1936,
approximately 100 years old.

Qoshmalar?’

Oh, nobleman, why do you go about so haughtily,
like the owner of Suleyman’s?3 estate?

Why are you always ready, like a sharp dagger

to slash and cut down good people?

You, who boast of your wealth and fortune,
cursed be your pride and manliness.

May God tear down your tower of treasure,
and may you walk as naked as a carpet needle.

I am fed up with crying, with never a smile.
I sigh once and mountains go head to head.
Basti says: You too — climb into the fire.
Burn like the wick of a Novruz2* lamp.

2 Qoshma is an ashug syllabic poetic form in quatrains with a strict pattern of rhyme.
3 Name of a sultan.

24 Novruz is the Azerbaijani name for the traditional and ancient New Year as
celebrated at the time of the spring equinox throughout the greater region of
Azerbaijan and central Asia.

2
2
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Mbleyka boyludu, sirin Isheali,
9zoldon tamasa olan bu dinya.
Qoca cadugordi, aldadar soni,
Cavanlq donunda galan bu dinya.

Qanani eyloyib talesiz, baxtsiz,
Ayibdir qoddini, qocaldib vaxtsiz,
Coxlarii qoyub eyvan-otagsiz,
Varhnin dordinos galan bu diinya.

Qomnon pay gétirdim, nalodon gismot,
GoOrmoadim bir lozzot, ¢okdim sziyyat,
Canda egq atosi, dildo mohobbot...
Bostini odlara salan bu dinya.
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With the height of an angel and a sweet voice,
from the beginning, this world is a show.

An old wizard, still dressed in the clothes of youth,
this world may cheat you.

From first consciousness, this world’s people became ill-fated, unlucky.
Their backs bent, they grew old before their time.

Many wandered homeless, having no place to live.

Even the wealthy worried about debt.

I took my share of grief, did my lot of wailing,

I saw no joy and felt only pain.

And yet, love still burns in my heart and on my tongue —
throw Basti into the fire of this world.
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Goraylilar

Yarm qanl koynoyi tok,
OQ1zarr yol tsto lalo.
Xangobanm?® gotir dilo,
Bir sirin can isto, lalo.

Dordim doéniib hekayoato,
Canim do6zor bu zilloto,

Yar mozarin ziyaratd
Golib doasto-dosto lalo.

Hara getson, golorom mon,
Ahu kimi molorom mon,
Bosti deyir: 6lorom mon,
Bu daglardan getso lalo.

25 The head, or chief shepherd.
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Geraylilar

Like a beloved's bloody shirt

the poppy blooms red along life’s road.
Make the chief shepherd sing!

Ask for a sweet soul, poppy.

My grief has become legendary.

My soul will endure this sorrow.
Many boquets of poppies have come
to visit the beloved’s grave.

Wherever you would go, I would come.

I would bleat like a gazelle.

Basti says: I would die

if ever the poppy vanished from these mountains.
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Nimtac xamim
XVIII asrin sonu - XIX osrin avvollori

Nimtac xanim Conubi Azorbaycanin Solmas sohorinds dogulub.
Anadan oldugu vo vofat etdiyi tarix barods molumat yoxdur. Yalniz
Azorbaycan Respublikasinin Milli Elmlor Akademiyasinin 9lyazmalar
Institutunda saxlamlan monbalordon birindo Nimtac xanim haqqinda
bir qeyd var. Bu qeyddon anlagilir ki, sair XVIII asrin sonu, XIX osrin
birinci yarisinda yagayib. O, 1812-ci ildo Solmasda bag veran bir gotl-
qarot hadisosini hossas sair iroyi ilo tosvir edib.

Iranhlar Koyan toxtin istosalor, hor qig, bahar,
Gorok 6nco yurdlarinda Gavoalori axtaralar.

Boyiik adam 6zt kimi boytik islor gorsa agor,
Quvvoasilo mugkillors halalligin 6zi catar.

Indolisdo namaz shli namazin baglayanda
Qiidsds o dom cogsmahdir, dagmahdir quzil ganlar.

Ah, iranl gikost olub, morhomot yox zomanodon,
9gor yiiz yol rong ¢okson do zahirino no xeyri var?

Bu heyrotdon pargaland: ssmmaz scom pordosi do,
Indi golin, indi goriin no giindoadir bu qadinlar?!

G0zol Rogtin zonanlari - qara saglar1 porigan,
Acar sizin eyiblori... Glinahimiz sizo catar?
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Nimtaj Khanum
Late 18th — early 19t centuries

Nimtaj Khanum was born in the city of Salmas (an ethnic Azerbaijani
region in northern modern day Iran). There is no accurate
information about her birth and death dates. A note about her in
sources held by the Institute of Manuscripts of the National Academy
of Sciences of the Azerbaijan Republic states that the poet lived at the
end of eighteenth and the beginning of the first half of the nineteenth
centuries. She described the criminal violence taking place during her
era with a sensitive poet’s soul.

The Iranians who seek Kayan’s throne, every winter and spring,
Should search for the Gavels first in their own homeland.

If an important man takes care of important things like himself,
When he runs into trouble, he can himself make it right.

At the very moment the call to prayer begins in Andalusia,
Red blood should rise and overflow in the veins of those in Jerusalem.

Ah, there’s no mercy in these times. The Iranians have become
crippled —

What point is there in building a hundred paths that lead away from
here?

This marvel shattered even the unbreakable curtain of Persia.
Now come, now see how the women are living!

The ladies of beautiful Rasht, with their black tangled hair —
They are the key to your shame...you can’t escape your sins.
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Uzaqgliqda gqalib nodon Urmiyanin gozallori,
Carosizlik hara ¢atib? - Bazarlarda yer tapiblar.

Ah, solmasly, ciyorlorli qana dénmiig bacilarim,
Qardaglarin qani ilo saclarini qizardiblar.

Tozo bir Nuh gomisiylo tozo tufan qopmalidir —
(Cohronizdon qizil, qanh lokolori yuyar, yuyar...

Azadligi baglayiblar qilinclarin dastoyina,
Kisi gorok qilincina tokyos edo, sadiq gala.

Xilgatin 6z qanunudur: bir 6lko ki, bir millot ki,
Qursaniblar rahathga, eys-isroto zolil olar.
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Why do the beauties of Urmia26 remain so far away?
See how helpless they are? They seek shelter in the bazaars.

Ah, filled with violence, the daughters’ livers’ turn to blood,
They dye their hair with their brothers’ blood.

With a new Noah’s ark, a new storm must break out,

It will wash the blood stains from your face, wash them away...

They have tied freedom to the hilts of their swords —
men must depend upon and be loyal to their swords.

Creation has its own laws: the people of a city, or a country,
who seck only ease and comfort will have life-long misery.

26 Urmia is the capitol city of the western Azerbaijan province of modern Iran.
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Fatma xanmim Komino
1841 — 1898

Fatma xanim Komino Fona toxolliisii ilo yazan Aga Mirzo Boybabanin
qiz1 olub. Tazkirogilor ona $orqin Mohsoti, Nigar xanmim, Nurcahan
boyim, Ayiso, Teyytbo kimi sairlori igorisindo foxri yer veriblor. Biitiin
monboalordon aydin olur ki, Fatma xanim Komino “Qarabagin tiglincii
saireyi-motoromosidir”.

Fatma xanim Kominonin 1840-1842-ci illords Susada anadan oldugu
toxmin edilir. Vofat etdiyi tarix iso dogiqdir: monboaloro 9sason 0,1898-
ci il sentyabrin ovvollorinds vofat edib vo Susada dofn olunub.

Qoazallor

Cana, bu no cadudur qasu-géz arasinda,
Nitgim tutulur gérgac, hordon s6z arasinda.

Gor, gorso Ziileyxavu Yusif soni bozmindo,
Mbobhut qgalar onlar yiiz min qiz arasinda.

Innab lobin, cana, togbih edib asiqglor,
Nar danosidir, guya, dismiis buz arasinda.

Ey dil, elomo artiq, nalon yerino yetdi,
Saldin 6ziin odlara, yandim kdz arasinda.

Ohdino vofa varsa, mobhut no durmugsam,
Var guya, ylglr-yort ta canin 6z arasinda.

Xuni-cigorim gozdon ol qadr rovan olmus,
Laf etmo, Komins ¢ox giiltok iz arasinda
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Fatma Khanum Kamina
1841 — 1898

Fatma khanum Kamina was Agha Mirza Baybaba’s daughter. She
wrote under the pen name “Fana.” She stands with other great poets
of the East such as Mashati Gangavi, Nigar khanum, Nurjahan bayim,
and Ayisha Teyyuba. Some consider Fatma khanum Kamina “the
third great poet of Garabagh.” She is believed to have been born
around 1840-1842 in Shusha. She died in early September of 1898
and was buried in Shusha.

Ghazals

My darling, what magic lies in your eyes and eyebrows!
Whenever we meet, their mien steals my words away.

Finding you among their guests, even Zulaikha and Joseph??
would be dazzled, as if surrounded by a hundred thousand lovely girls.

My darling, lovers have sung the praises of your wine-red?? lips,
they are pomegranate seeds, sparkling among crystals of ice.2?

Ay, my heart, already scorched, you’ve reached a land of moaning,
You set yourself on fire, and burned to ashes among the cinders.

If you have kept your promise, why do I feel so confused?
To keep faith, you must strive within yourself, to your soul’s end.

Pain overflows from the eye of my bloody liver!
Speak not a word, Kamina — just float like a flower upon this river.

27 Biblical Joseph (Yusif) and Zuleykha, a woman, Zuleykha, who longs for him, are
characters in a widely re-told story based on Quranic verse. In Sufi tradition,
Zuleykha’s longing for Joseph represents the soul’s longing for God.

28 Translated here as “wine-red,” “innab” is the Azeribaijani word for the ziziphus
shrub or tree, which grows in Mediterranean climates, including Southwest Asia, and
produces a small, very sweet red fruit used in making candies and jams. The word is
also used to indicate a red-brown or wine-like color.

29 Perhaps apocryphally, the nineteenth century poet Natavan served frozen
pomegranate seeds at her salons for artists and writers.
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Xali-migkino baxin, arizi-canano dustib,
Deyoson, bir hobosi sofheyi-Irana diigtb.

Muiirgi-dil daneyi-xalin gorali nals ¢okar,
Qismoti ruzi-azal ah ilo ofgano dugib.

Arizi-aldadir xali-siyahi olhaq,
Xoti migkin neco kim laleyi-nemans diisiib.

Ey g6ziim, ruyi yuzinds bax o xali-siyoho
Xobor et miirgi-dilo kim: odu, bir dano disiib!

Muiirgi-dil daneyi-xalin hovosilo dismus,
Holqgoyi-ziilfs ki, zoncirs ¢u divano diigiib.

O kaman qaso qoyub qomzs oxun tiirk yuzin,
Sohro agub salib hor biri bir yano digiib.

Gorali dil sori-zilfini konul bond oldu,
Misrdo Yusifi-Konan neco zindans dustib.

Derimig dilbor kim, konli degil monds miiqim,
Dil donub gana o gtinden ki, bu bohtana diigtb.

Noqteyi-xalii gozl qas yigilmis ruye,
Dovrdos zilfi-Komino kimi peykano dusiib.
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Behold, a black mole has fallen to my beloved’s face —
as if an Ethiopian fell to the land of Iran.

Since first I spied your tiny mole, my poor heart has been wailing.
From the first, the heart’s fate was to fall, moaning.

That black mole rests on your apple cheeks
just as if a freckle had fallen to the petal of a scarlet tulip.

Ay, darling, behold that mark of beauty on your face,
it’s like a message sent to the heart: a fallen ash of fire.

In longing for your little mole, the bird of my heart
has fallen into your ringlets, caught like a crazed one in chains.

Your arched brows have let in arrows of flirtation, a hundred Turks
swarm here and there, causing an uproar across this fallen city.

At the sight of your black ringlets my heart was bound in love,
as Joseph of Canaan was chained in Egypt’s fell dungeons.

The one in my heart said her heart did not reside in me.
Fallen to such calumny, from that day forth, my heart turned to blood.

A tiny black mole, eyes, and brows all came together in your face,
they revolve around the curls of Kamina, falling like planets.
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Foraq atosino yandiritb zomanos moni,
Bolavii dord, ilahi, gotirdi cano moni!

Bu godri covrii cofayo folok gbrib tabim,
Edibdi gom oxuna miittosil nigano moni.

Zosbani-ton agib tstiimo odu hor yan,
Ttkondi sobri-dilim, gotdilor amans moni.

Tifaqumi dagidibdir bu ¢orxi-badkirdar,
Edib moaclisi-ogyarda fosano moni.

Gorondo ziilf ilo xalin, deyor koniil mirgi:
O dami-zilfs salur axiri bu dano moni.

Qutar bu qgeydi-fonadon, moacaz seyrindon,
Ilahi, indi yetir mulki-cavidans moni.

Komins etmoz idi bak ohli-alomdon,
Miiqoyyad eylodi axir yeno zomano.
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These days, the fires of our separation burn in me.
The ravages of misfortune, my God, bring me such pain.

Seeing how well I withstood such torture and anguish,
Destiny aimed yet more arrows of grief at me.

From all directions, foes spoke words of reproach.
Endurance leaked from my heart, I begged for mercy.

The vicissitudes of fate have destroyed my hearth,
making legendary my encounter with the enemy.

Seeing that sepia mole neighboring your ringlets, the bird of my heart

cries out: “T'his tiny mark finally lures me into a prison of curls. ”

Bring an end to this obsession, to the contemplation of metaphor —
Oh God! Bring me back to earth, to a world that endures.

For a time, Kamina was free from the sight of those around her.
These days, it seems, I must face them once again.
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Roncur S$ahnigar xanim
1850 — 1899

Roncur XIX osrin ikinci yarisinda yagayib yaratmig sair Sahnigar
xanmmin toxollisudir. O, Qazax mahalinin Agkdynok kondinin sakini
Kazimaga Qiyasboyovun qizi, Pasa aga Dilbazovun hoyat yoldag
olub. Sahnigar xanim QQazaxda naqsbondi torigatina basciliq edon sair
Seyid Nigarn tosiri altinda dini mahiyyatli seirlor yazib. 9rinin vo
yegano qizt Abihoyat xanimin vofatina gomli geirlor — morsiyyolor do

yazib. O, 1899-cu ildo vofat edib.

Qoazallor

Nigara, rovzeyi-hiisntin kimi alomds bag olmaz,
Cokon ol hiisnii-hicranin aror, goziindo yag olmaz.

Gili-ruyin foragindan, ozizim min fogan ilo,
Edon foryad sobgiri olur, biilbilt zag olmaz.

Sorasor yer Uizlin tutmug, xiiruc eylor somavato,
Cixar samu sohor zarim, kénil bir dom forag olmaz.

Sonin tok bir gohi-ziba bulunmaz kainat igro,
Mbonim tok sinosi hicran odundan dag-dag olmaz.

Konun zohmi-foragindon bu cismi-natovan i¢ro,
Tobiba, gozson ondamim sorapa cayi-sag olmaz.

Vucidin sarbasor qildin mtizoyyon roxti-xab i¢ro,
Konil, bil, asiqi-sadiq cahanda bu sayaq olmaz.

Opyan bu xabi-giflotdon, fogan et, xasto Roncuri,
Fogandan asiqin konlii yarim lshzo iraq olmaz.
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Ranjur Shahnigar Khanim
1850 — 1899

Ranjur is the penname of the poet Shahnigar khanum who lived in the
second half of the nineteenth century. She was the daughter of
Kazimagha Giyasbayov, a resident of Aghkoynak village in the
Gazakh region and wife of Pasha agha Dilbazov. Shahnigar khanum
wrote religious poetry under the influence of Seyid Nigar and poems
and elegies for the death of her husband and their only daughter. She
died in 1899.

Ghazals

Sweetheart, your elegaic3? beauty is like no garden of this world.
One who drinks of that lost beauty wastes away, eyes dry, unseeing.

At the loss of your rosy face, my dear, the one of a thousand wails,
a cacaphony of cries at dawn, is no sweet nightingale.

Blanketing the lands, ascending to the heavens, my cries ring out
from dawn to dusk — there is not a moment’s peace for my heart.

Your regal beauty stands by itself in this universe,
as does a breast like mine, branded with the fire of loss.

Examine this mortally shattered and weak frame —
Doctor, search my entire body — you will find no germ of health.

You have kept your body safe in a beautiful and warm bed.
Heart, beware: there are no faithful lovers like you in all the world.

Wake from this sweet dream! Cry out, sick Ranjury —
tears, my dear, can never be far from a lover’s heart.

30 While transalated here as “elegaic beauty,” a “révzeyi” (see Azerbaijani version on
facing page) is a poem of mourning, generally used in a religious context for an elegy
about the death of the Muslim apostles.
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Tiirfs namondon, goha, goldikeo hor giiftars lofz,
Dom urur dirman beyindon can verir lofz.

Kim edor homta ani alomdo min simu zora?
Kim verar nisbat doxi min 1616i-gohvaro lofz.

Zilmoti-hicrinlo gomnak idi ¢egmin mordiimi,
Stkrillah kim bu giin gorq eylodi onvars lofz.

Kuyi-gtlzarin vofasindan vertr hor 1ohzos bu,
Abi-kuyindon rovan eylor dili-piirnars lofz.

Var idi min dordim ol dormani-Logmandan fiizun,
Dombadom eylor mualic dordi-min dugvara lofz.

Bondeyi-iiftadonom lofzino, sahim, qil nazor,
Zorraco alomdosordon olmasin avara lofz.

Himmoti-arinlodir slhomdulillah nisbat ol,
Xosta Roncurun sorindo kaseyi-sorsaros lofz.
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It’s a strange thing, my master: Each spoken word
1s a medicine — blood flows from the brain, giving life with a word.

Who could create the equal of a thousand worldy treasures?
The one who crafts a thousand kingly pearls with words.

The pitch darkness of our parting had covered my eyes with sorrow,
Thank God for the one who illuminated this day with a word.

Every syllable from my rosy cheeked devoted one is this:
a release of cool water, soothing the fiery heart with a word.

I’'ve had a thousand sorrows beyond the help of a doctor’s medicine
yet, every moment, a thousand difficult ills are treated by a word.

I’m just your poor servant, my King, speak gently,
may you always keep close at hand a few good words.

With God’s help, may you always find good and pure intentions

in ailing Ranjury’s songs, crafted from her bowl-shaken head of words.
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Yagmasa hicran, goziim, yanmaz kontl hor dagilon,
Dymoasd hicran oyilmoz qodd dord olmagq ilon.

Son neco Logman idin azdur bildin dordimi?
Cun tobib togxis edor hor dordi nobz almaq ilon.

Xostey-hicraninam gor gérmasom didarini,
Olmazam sakin viisalin geyrindon sormagq ilon.

Gor bu xosto Gizra nagoh litf edib qilsan gizor,
Can bular behbudi-feyzi-maqdomin bulmag ilon.

Gorgi qildin seyr, ey diist, cesmolor dévriinds, mon
Tosneyi-didarinam, doymaz koéntl irmagq ilon.

Moclisi-nadana dovat qilma, ey zahid, moni,
Biilbiilo négsandir hommoclis olmaz zaq ilon.

Eylomo minbad ¢ox azari ibram, ey raqib,
Yoxdu xofim fitns-shlils cahan dolmagq ilon.

Himmoti-Seyyid Nigarils torgi-esqdo,
Stkrillah, tokdiim ogyarin géziin barmagq ilon.

Xosto Roncurom, mono litfi-xuda yar olsa gor,
Var gosdim hor zaman ogyari kor qilmagq ilon.
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Barring a deluge of separation, my dear, the heart will not break.
Unless torn from love, the body will not stoop with pain, nor break.

What kind of doctor are you, if you can’t locate my pain?
A healer should take the pulse, lay hands on every sorrow.

Without a glimpse of your face, I am sick from our parting.
I can draw no peace from others’ tales of your happiness.

If, by chance, you were to be so kind as to visit this sick one
your first step forward would bring life to this broken soul.

You contemplated me, my friend, at the waterside — but parched
for your presence, the heart cannot be quenched by a brook.

Oh hermit, invite me not into the company of ignorance.
It shames the nightingale to share space with a crow.

Don’t boast a thousand-fold of trouble, my rival,
I have no fear — the world is filled with such trouble-makers.

God be praised! In the way of Seyid Nigari,3! our master of love,
I gouged out my foe’s eyes with my fingers.

Sick Ranjur though I am, with God’s good grace,
may I always have the determination to blind my enemies.

31 Seyid Nigari (1805-1885) was a Sufi mystic and poet born in the Karabagh region
of modern Azerbaijan.
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Ziba xanim Loali
XIX osr

XIX osrin ikinci yarisinda yagayib yaradan Ziba xanim Mustafaxan
qiz1 Ardobili Loli toxslliisii 1lo kicik seirlor, bir godor soxsi saciyya
dagiyan gozollor yazib.

XIX osr clinglorindon birinds vo digor monbalardoki bir sira bagqa
geydlors osason Ziba xanim Lolinin bir middst Irovanda yasadigini,
ara-sira Qarabaga — Susaya goldiyini, miiasirlorindon Fatma xanim
Kominos, Gévhor bayim, Qomorboyim Seyda kimi sairlorls tanig
oldugunu, onlarla seir deyigmolorinds istirak etdiyini s6ylomok
mimkiindir. Onun “Agam cam” rodifli qozolino Qarabag
sairlorindon Komino, Seyda vo Novras nozira vo cavablar yazib.
Isarlorindon gorinir ki, Ziba xamm Lali savadl, klassik Azorbaycan
adobiyyatini bilon bir sair olub.

Qoazal

Porigan eylorom zilfi-porigani, agam canu,
Porisan eylorom mocmui-diinyani, agam cani,

Xovyali-voslimo hor kim diisgo, canindan ol ¢oksin,
Bu sevdayo diison tork eylosin cani, agam cani.

9gor turi-tacalla eylosom, bu abii-tab ilo,
Stayi-ruyim ilo mohv diinyani, agam cani.

Adim Ziba, s6ziim sirin-gokor, gozlorim gohla,
Foramus eyloyib hiisnim Ziileyxani, agam canu.

Sonin tok agiqii-mosuq yox, Lali, bu alomds,
Qamu asiqlori esqin edib fani, agam cani.
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Ziba Khanum Lali

Late 19t century

Ziba Khanum Mustafakhan, who lived in the second half of the
nineteenth century, wrote poetry expressing her personal feelings.
According to some sources from the nineteenth century, Ziba
Khanum Lali lived in Iravan for a time, sometimes visiting the region
of Karabagh-Shusha to meet with her contemporaries Fatma
Khanum Kamina, Govhar Bayim, Gamarbayim Sheyda, and others.
Karabagh poets Kamina, Sheyda and Novras all wrote poems under
the influence of Ziba Khanim Lali’s ghazal "Upon My Agha’s Life."
Her works show her to be an intelligent poet with a thorough
knowledge of classical Azerbaijani literature.

Ghazal

If I upset the one with disheveled hair, upon my master’s life,
I may upend the whole world, upon my master’s life.

Whoever dreams of love’s union must prepare to give up her life.
One who falls madly in love forsakes her own soul, upon my master’s

life.

If I stand on that mountaintop with the shining mists,
I may devastate the world with my radiance, upon my master’s life.

My name is Ziba. My words are sugar-sweet and my eyes are gray.
My beauty outshines Zuleykha’s, upon my master’s life.

There is no other lover like you, Lali, in this entire world,
the love of all others wanes, upon my master’s life.
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Mbosadi xanim Leyli
1892 — 1912

XIX osrin sonu XX oasrin ovvollorindo yagamig vo ¢ox az 6mur sirmiis
Mbosadi xanim Leylinin hoyati hagqinda moslumat olduqca azdur.
Yalniz 1892-ci ildo Bakida anadan oldugu, 1912-ci il aprelin 30-da
burada vofat etdiyi molumdur. Monbolordos Leylinin iki gozoli
mithafizo olunur. Hor iki qozol Natovan porostiskarlarindan olan bu
sairin istedadl, qabiliyyatli vo nacib bir insan oldugunu gostorir.

Qoazallor

Edim ya rob, no ¢aro, mondon ol canim ayrild,
Bu hicrandids canimdan o sirin canim ayrild.

Gedib seyir etmayo agyarlarla bagos, bustano,
Giinah etmom desom: mondon, ogor, yozdanim ayrildi.

9Sgor kiismiib, agor xigm etmoyib, incimib, ey dil,
Giliindon bas negiin biilbiili-xogxanim ayrild.

Fizundur Leylidon, Sirindon, 9zradan snduhim,
Mbonim Forhadt Qeysim, Vamiqi Sonanim ayrild.

No noi sobr edim hicranina Macnunun, ey Leyli,
Hoyatim, ruhum ayrildi, gohim, sultanim ayrildi.
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Mashadi Khanim Leyli
1892 — 1912

There is very little information about the life of Mashadi khanum
Leyli who lived very short time at the end of the nineteenth and
beginning of the twentieth centuries. It is known that she was born in
1892 in Baku and died there on April 30, 1912. Two of her ghazals
have been preserved. These two ghazals demonstrate that she was a
talented poet and an admirer of Natavan’s poetry.

Ghazals

Show me the way out, Oh God, for my love has left me,
I am parted from my love, that sweet soul has left me.

He has gone out walking in an orchard filled with rivals,
It would be no sin were I to say that God, indeed, has left me.

Oh my heart, if there were no quarrel, neither trespass nor anger,
why did that sweet-voiced nightingale ever leave his flower?

My grief surpasses that of Layla, Shirin, and Azra32 —
My Farhadi-Qeys, my own Vamigi-Sanan?3 has left me.

Ay, Leyli, how can I live with the loss of Majnun?34
My soul and my spirit, my King and my sultan have left me.

32 All three are legendary heroines who suffered for love.

33 Three are the names of legendary men who (at times) love the heroines Shirin
(Farhad), Layla (Qeys—he is later renamed Majnun, after his love-sickness), and Azra
(Vamiq). Sanan is the name of a legendary Muslim Sheikh who fell in love with a
Christian (perhaps Georgian) woman. The particular joining of these heroic male
lovers’ names, one as an adjective, the other as a noun, serves as an intensification of
the desirable but problematic male lover.

34 Legendary lover of the heroine Layla — a name similar in sound to the poet’s name:
Leyli.
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Halal qul monu, ey sairi-fikar 6lirom,
Edib daha moni giirgi-ocal sikar, 6lirom.

Zomano qoymad bir dom deyim, giiliim, danigom,
Go6ziimii qoydu monim sondo intizar, 6lirom.

Bahari-6mrimiu dévrani-dun xozan etdi,
Olundu igrotimin toti tari-mar, 6lirom.

O aglayan goziivo gozlorim foda olsun,
Dayanma, al kofonim, hazir et mozar, 6liiroms

Moboni bagislagilon, cox xacalotom sondon,
Cofami ¢cokmison, ofsus, sod hozar, 6lirom.

Nisans qalmadi mondon, qizim da 6ldi monim,
GoOzimos oldu ocab tirs riizigar, 6lirom.

Qizimla mon sono, ey asgiqim, foda oldug,
Bu bir gosal sono mondondi yadigar, 6lurom.

Halal qulgilon, ey Qeys, xasto Leylini,
Gortm ola sono parvordigar yar, élirom.
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Forgive me, oh my wounded poet, for I am dying
The wolf of death has caught up with me, I am dying.

Our times didn’t allow for much laughter or conversation —
My eyes search for yours, I am dying.

Evil days turned the spring of my life to autumn,
My appetite for the feast was ruined, I am dying.

Let my eyes be a sacrifice for your tears,
Hurry — buy me a shroud, dig my grave, I am dying.

Forgive me, I feel such shame before you,
I have suffered a hundred thousand sorrows, alas, I am dying.

I'leave no mark in the world, my daughter, too, has died,
The future turns black in my eyes, I am dying.

My daughter and I are sacrifices for you,
This ghazal is a keepsake for you, my love, I am dying.

Ay, Qeys,?> forgive this loved one, your sick Leyli,
Look now to God, my sweetheart, I am dying.

35 Before he goes mad from unfulfilled love, Qeys is the name of the legendary lover of
the heroine Layla. Once mad, he is renamed Majnun.
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Qamarbayim Seyda
1881 — 1938

Qomorboyim Seyda (Vozirova) XIX osrin son ribiinds Susada
anadan olub. Tezlikls atasini itirdiyi tigtin dayisinin himayosinda
boyuyib. Dayist onun gimnaziyada oxumasina gorait yaradib.
Qomorboyim Vozirova olduqca cosur, at minon, tiifong atan igid bir
qadin kimi ad ¢ixarib.

Qomorboyim Seyda yaradiciiga erkon yaslarinda, hom do seirlo
baglayib. 8-9 yas1 olanda Xursudbanu Natavana yazdigi bir gozolini
béyiik saira ¢ox bayonib vo Qomors “Seyda” toxolliisiini verib.
Qomorboyim Seyda boyiik miasirlorindon Fatma xanim Kominoni vo
Ziba xanmim Lolini tanryib, onlarin seirlorino cavab yazib.

1918-ci ildo Qomorboyim xanliglar dévriiniin hagsizhglarimi oks
etdiron “Zilmin dagqini” adlh 6 pardolik bir facis do yazib.
Qsmorboyim Seyda 1938-ci ildo Bakida vofat edib.

Qoazel

Dagitsam hor torof ziilfi-somonsani, agan cani,
Giriftar eylorom son kimi Zibani, agan cani.

9gor olsan g6zollikds borabor mahi-tabana,
Sono xurgid olan ruyim olar mane, agan cant.

Sonin tok hor buiti-ziba caligsa, sayos ¢atmaz,
Camalim Yusifi-Misri edib sani, agan cani.

Moblahost gtlseninds qongeyi-ronayi-giil¢inom,
Acilsam gor tutar qovga bu dinyani, agan cani.

Lotafot milktniin sultaniyamgson kimi zibalar
Konizi-mothoximdir, et tamasani, agan cani.

Lobi gokor, s6zii sirin bu Seyda tok horifin var,
Sgor miimkin ola tork et, bu sdvdani, agan canu.
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Gamarbayim Sheyda
1881 — 1938

Gamarbayim Sheyda (Vazirova) was born at the end of the nineteenth
century in Shusha. She lost her father at the early age and was
brought up by her uncle, who helped her to receive a high school
education. She was known as a courageous horse woman and
sharpshooter. She began her creative activities at an early age by
writing poetry. At the age of eight or nine, the poet Khurshudbani
Natavan gave her the pen name “Sheyda” because she liked a ghazal
that Gamar had dedicated to her. Gamarbayim Sheyda knew other
great poets of the modern period such as Fatma khanum Kamina and
Ziba khanum Lali, often responding to their poems in her work. In
1918 Gamar wrote a tragedy in six acts, Flood of Oppression. She died in
1938 in Baku.

Ghazal

If I let my heavenly hair tumble down, upon your master’s life,
Even a beauty like you would fall in love, upon your master’s life.

If you find another whose beauty equals the white moon,
my sun-filled face may rise, stand in your way, upon your master’s life.

As each of your sweet darlings approaches my shadow,
my beauty outshines even handsome Joseph of Egypt, upon your
master’s life.

I am the prize bud in a glorious garden of roses,
When I unfurl my petals, I wreak havoc in this world, upon your
master’s life.

I am the sultan in a palace of grace, and, behold, beauties like you
are the servants in my kitchen, upon your master’s life.

Sugar-lipped is this Sheyda, a sweet word among the unlettered —
Forsake this bargain, if you possibly can, upon your master’s life.
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Sona Axundova
1896 — 1982

Sona Ibdiilxaliq g1zt Axundova 1896-c1 1lds Samaxi gohorinds
qulluggu ailosinds dogulub. Ik tohsilini Bakida Hac Zeynalabdin
Tagiyevin togkil etdiyi qizlar gimnaziyasinda alib. O, XX osrin
avvallorinds yaradic: foaliyyatlo moggul olub. Monzumolorinds ictimai
motivlor, xalq1 maariflondirmoys meyl giclidir. Xogboxt golocok
ugrunda ¢arpisan ziyahlar dastosindon olub. Yaradiai foaliyyot dévrii
asasan, 1905-1920-ci illors tosadiif edir, dovrii motbuatda bir gox
seirlori cap olunub.

Sona xanim tohsilini Moskvada davam etdirib vo 1923-cii ildo
hokimlik diplomu alib. Tibb elmlori doktoru, professor (1952) olub,
Azorbaycan SSR omokdar elm xadimi (1964), respublikanin omokdar
hokimi (1960) adlarina layiq gortliib.

*

Votonin boxtino hordon ¢okirom hasrati mon,
Sevirom ol votona sorf edilon qeyrati mon.

No gomim var, votonimlo qazanam gohroti mon,
Olmaram razi ogor cohldos galsa votonim,
Votonim qalsa agor cohldo, yansin bu tonim!

Varmi bir mordi-miicast votona qurban ola?
Votonin torpagi cisminds onungiin can ola,
Votonin dordini duyacaq tirayi al gqan ola,
Olmaram razi ogor cohldos galsa votonim,
Votonim qalsa agor cohlds, yansin bu tonim.
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Sona Akhundova
1896 — 1982

Sona Akhundova was born in1896 in the town of Shamakha to a
family of civil servants. Busy with creative activities at the beginning of
twentieth century, her poems reflect public interests and a strong
desire to enlighten and educate her people. She was part of a group of
Baku intelligensia who struggled for a more progressive future. She
wrote between the years of 1905-1920, publishing many poems in the
local press. She eventually studied at Moscow State University in the
faculty of medicine, receiving a diploma in medicine in 1923. Her
honors include: Doctor of Medicine, Professor (1952), Honored
Scientist of the Republic of Azerbaijan (1964), Honorary Doctor of the
Republic (1960).

*

I always yearn for the progress and fortune of my homeland.
I'm proud to serve the honor of my nation.

I have no worries, I earn my glory through my homeland,

I will never be satistied while my country is ignorant.

If my homeland remains backward, may this skin burn!

Is there one brave patriot who will sacrifice himself for the
motherland?

One who knows the soul of this nation’s soil,

Whose own heart will bleed for this land’s sorrows?

I will never be satistied while my country is ignorant.

If my homeland remains backward, may this skin burn!
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Nabirlhi Badam

XIX osrin sonu — XX osrin avvollori

El arasinda Nabirli Badam adi ilo taninmis Badam Muslim qiz1
toxminon XIX osrin 80-82-ci illorindo Samaxi gozasinin Nabir
kondinds anadan olub. Kicik yaslarindan s6z qogsmaga hovos gostorib.
Onun hoyat vo yaradiciigs barado genis molumat yoxdur.

Uzdiim qovvas kimi s6z doryasinda,
iqbahm arzumla heg ton olmadi.
Min-min kéntl tikdim abad eylodim
Konil saraymmi tikon olmad.

Mbono gismot oldu elo bir dovran,

No insaf yox, no odalat , no divan,
Haqqi gordiim getdi nahaqqa qurban.
Durub hesabini ¢okon olmad.

Pulu namus bildi azgin agalar,
Peysori piylilor, qarni yogunlar,
Din-imandan gop eyloyon mollalar
Ozlorinds iman nodon olmadi?

Yordu eli ¢covusglarin cir sosi,
Besaciland: kondxudanin sillosi.
Neco yand: kasitb-kusub dodosi,
9rso ¢ixdy, ayird edon olmad.

Qorib sayilsam da dogma elimdo,
Aydind1 alomin sirri géziimdo,

El dordini gizli gokdim sinomdo,
Badam, heyif, agkar bilon olmadu.
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Nabirli Badam

Late 19t — 20t centuries

Badam Muslim’s daughter was known by the pen name Nabirli
Badam among her people. She was born in the early 1880s in the
village of Nabir in the Samakhi region. She enjoyed writing poems
from her youth. Little is known about her life and creative activities.

I swam, like a diver, in the sea of words,

my fate never aligned with my wishes.

I built happiness in the hearts of thousands upon thousands,
but no one built a palace for my own heart.

It was my fate to live in such times,

with neither mercy, nor justice, nor fair courts of law.
I saw justice go out the door, sacrificed for corruption.
No one brought it to account.

Uncontrolled old men, for whom money meant honor,
Unctious men with fat necks,

Boastful Mullahs who lied about religion —

Where is the faith in them?

People were worn down by the shrill voices of sergeants,
A rifle shot from the village chief was merely a slap,

The poor peasants suffered terribly,

their cries rose to the heavens, but no one came to inquire.

Though a stranger in my native land,

all the world’s secrets were clear to me.

I kept the people’s pain hidden deep in my breast,
Badam, unfortunately, no one saw it there.
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Cahansuz
1898 — 1945

Zornisan Hidayot boy quzi Seyidzads 1898-ci ildo Gonco gohorindo
Hidayot bay Xakinin ailesindo diinyaya golib. Toxminon 14-15
yaslarinda geir yazmaga baglayib. O, he¢ bir moktob tohsili almasa da,
evdo soxsi mutalio yolu ils arab, fars vo rus dillorini dyronib.
“Cahansuz” toxolliisii ilo seirlor yazan sair 1945-ci ildo Goncods vofat
edib.

Gorayh

Bu dohr iizrs golon giindon,
Cahani piir-bola gérdim.
Yetondos on besgo yasim,
Olub boxtim qara gérdim.

Qomim punhan, séziim piinhan,
Go6zim yagi rovan punhan.
Mbonos diigmon olub konlim,

No kénliimdon vofa gérdiim.

Gozim hosrot, giniim mohnot,
Mbokani ¢ahidir ziilmot,

Noyi sevdimso dinyado,
Oziimdon mon cuda gordiim.

Homigo xastovi hicran,
Olub Mocnun sayaginda,
No tork etdim bu diinyani,
No diinyada sofa gérdiim.
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Jahansuz
1898 — 1945

Zarnishan Hidayet Seyidzadeh was born in 1898 in the city of Ganja
to the family of Hidayat bay Khaki. She began to write poems at the
age of fourteen or fifteen. She did not go to school, but learned Arabic,
Persian, and Russian by herself at home. She wrote her poems under
the pen name Cahansuz. She died in 1945 in Ganja.

Gorayh

From the day I came into this world,
I saw a universe filled with trouble.
When I reached my fifteenth year,

I saw my own fortune blackened.

My grief'is secret, my words are secret,
In secret I shed endless tears.

My heart has become my enemy,

I saw my own heart betray me, faithless.

With eyes of longing, my days are a torment.
I reside in a well of darkness—

From all that I love in this world

1 saw myself cut off.

I am forever heartsick,

Like poor crazed Majnun,36

I could not forsake this life, yet —
I saw no joy in the world.

36 Majnun and Leyla are star crossed lovers, characters in an ancient poem
popularized in a re-telling by Nizami Ganjavi, a poet from the city of Ganja in what is
now modern Azerbaijan. In Nizami’s retelling, Majnun goes so crazy from longing for
his forbidden love, Layla, that he does not even recognize her, when she eventually
comes to find him.
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Qalib kénliimds ¢tin piinhan,
Dili-dordim zibos, yaran,
Tobiblordon olub moyus,

No bir motlob rova gérdim.

Gedib Logman hiizurunda,
Dedim dordim molulanog
Dedi: get, get Cahansuz, mon
Sono sobri rova gérdum.
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The secret remained in my aching heart —
Overfull with the wounds you inflicted,
Disappointed by the efforts of physicians,

I saw no reason for hope.

Grieving, I visited a doctor (Logan)37
and told him of my sad melancholy.

He said to me: Go! Go, Jahansuz —

for I have seen that you must be patient.

37 Logan is a name that appears in the Koran, so that while in the poem we translate it
as “doctor,” it adds a spiritual element to the quest for a remedy for heartache.
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Comonzara

Sohor ¢ag1 durub gedim ¢omonzara, bahar idi.
Qalib bir gusonds mohzun, g6éziim hosrot baxar idi.

Gili bilbul, bonévss hom bir-birino edar nazi,
Comi bulbil edor nalo, sofada birco xar idi.

Koasordi sobrini biilbiil, edordi naleyi- dilsuz,
Go6z ilo agikar gdrmiis yar: ogyars yar idi.

Giilo bilbil olb asiq, bu moaghuri cahan olmus,
Acan voxti onu gormoz, zi bos ki, cesmi tar idi.

Qobahot giiya giildodi, homigs xar ilo oynar,
Nodondir sobr edor bulbiil,onun da sirri var idi.

Il atdim giil budagino, tizom bir qongayi- la,
Tikan barmagqlarim sancdy, ki, giiya ofi mar idi.

Olub mohzun, kec¢ib ordan, yetigdim su konarino,
N0 hirs ilo axar gordiim, ocaib hali var idi.

Ki, guya covri-diigmondon acigh giro dénmiigdd,
Vurar nal, ¢okor nalos, sosindon agikar idi.

Sikarin geyri bir soyyad olindon oxz edib guya,
Oziin girpar solu sagonoa siiratlo axar idi.

Baxib gordiim giilistanda comi canli, comi cansiz,
Yaniblar nars , esq ilo comisi bigorar idi.

Cahansuz, girmo gtlzars, soni dordin konar olmaz,
Ola gor yiiz bels giilzar bu dord ki, sondo var idi.
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To the Meadow

One morning I rose and went to the meadow, it was spring.
Melancholy, I rested on a small patch of ground and gazed with
longing.

The flowers, nightingales and violets were all flirting with one another.
All the nightingales were keening, it seemed only their rival felt joy.

As the nightingales lost patience, they wailed with sorrow,
they saw with their own eyes that their darlings loved a stranger.

That the nightingale loves the flower is known the world over.
So blinded was he, he did not notice her petals unfurl and bloom.

It seems the flower was at fault, always playing with strangers.
Why the nightingale would bear this, is a mystery.

When I stretched out my hand to pick a perfect rose bud,
a thorn pricked my finger, like a viper.

Dismayed, I rose and walked to the river’s edge,
I saw how the water was raging, in a wild state.

It was as if the river had become an angry lion, tortured by a rival —
in roar after roar, torment was plain in the water’s voice.

Its prey caught by another hunter, the river raced on,
a torrent, striking at itself, left and right, right and left.

I'looked at that field of flowers, seeing both the living and the lifeless
continually in motion, burning and restless with love.

Jahansuz, don’t walk into this field of flowers, you cannot avoid the
grief there.

And were there a hundred such meadows, that grief will remain with
you, always.
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Coévr etmo mono, bir belo, giryanom, ey konil,
Hicr atogilo mon dili biiryanom,ey kontil!

Bir Ishzo qoygilon moni gomdoan konar olum,
Cinki tirokds dordlori pinhanam,ey kéniil!

Ey koniil, son moni bu gomlors diigar eylodin,
Dagi—hasrotlo acob qoalbi porisan eylodin.
Etmodin rohm mono, dord monos sayosta deyil,
Mboni parvans kimi bir gomo suzan eylodin.
Gohi homtadan uzaq, munisi — gom, xanonigin,
Dilimi lal eylayib, golbimi al gqan eyladin.
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Don’t torment me so — I am in tears, my heart,
I am burning in the flames of parting, my heart!
Let me set aside my grief for a single moment,
for deep within is my secret pain, ah, my heart!

My heart, you let grief overtake me,

you handed me a mountain of longing and sorrow.

You had no mercy for me, and sadness doesn’t become me.

You burned me, like a candle flame burns the moth.

Now, far from the scent of grape flowers, well-acquainted with grief,
I'am closeted at home.

You silenced my voice and turned my heart to blood.

97



Azorbaycan qadin sarrlrinin poeziya antologiyasi: klassiklor va sovet dovru

Ummiigiilsiim
1899 — 1944

Tk soyadi Rosulzado olan Ummiigiilsiim xanim 1899-cu ildo Bakida
anadan olub. Mommod 9min Rosulzadonin omisi qiz1, gérkomli nasir
vo tonqidgi Seyid Hiiseynin hoyat yoldas idi.

Elo bu sebabdoen ds hor ikisinin aci taleyini paylagsmali olub.

Tk miustoqil Azorbaycan Gimhuriyyoti dévriinds milli votonporvorlik
va tiirkgiiliik ruhunda seirlor yazan Ummiigiilsiim 1937-ci ildo ori

Seyid Hiiseyn tutulduqdan sonra hobs edilorok Sibirs siirgiin olunub,
1944-cii ildo vofat edib.

*

Birinci diinya mitharibasi illorinds asir diigon minlarlo harbi asir
Bakiya gotirilir, oradan gomi ilo Nargin adasina aparilirdi. Oliim adasi
kimi taninan bu adada osirlor ozab-aziyyat igorisindo yasayirdilar. Agir
xastolikdon, mitharibads aldiglar: yaralardan, eloco do ac-susuzlugdan
vofat edon osirlor donizo atilirds ki, yerli ohali oradak: foalkotdon xobor
tutmasin. IAsirlor arasinda tiirklor coxluq togkil edir vo bu masals o
dévrin ziyalilarini, eloco do Baki milyongularinin ciddi narahathigina
sobab olurdu. Ona goérs do onlar tiirk zabitlorinin 6lim adasindan
qacirilaraq Tirkiyoyo gondorilmosi ilo moggul olurdular. Bu yolla xeyli
zabit Tirkiyoyos gondorilmisdi. Seir bu hadisolors hosr edilib.

Dordli nagma

Nargin asirlorinin dilindon

Dordli-dordl stiriiklondim, inlodim,
Acr-aa1 foryadlar dinlodim,

Goldim isto, dordim sono séylodim,
Arzimi dinloyon, soran noroda?

Uyudulmaz dordim, ovulmaz kénlim,
TIk bahar olsa da acilmaz gulim.

Gol, yarami son 6ziin sar, sevgilim,
Duyulmaz dordimos dorman noarado?
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Ummugulsum
1899 — 1944

Ummugulsum, whose first surname was Rasulzade, was born in 1899
in Baku. She was the cousin of Mammad Amin Rasulzade, an

an Azerbaijani statesman and scholar, and the first and only president
of Democratic Republic of Azerbaijan (1918-1920). She was also the
wife of famous writer and critic Said Hussein, with whom she shared a
bitter destiny. Ummugulsum, who wrote poems on national patriotism
and Pan-Turkism in the time of the People’s Republic of Azerbaijan,
was exiled to Siberia after her husband was first imprisoned during
Stalin’s purges in 1937. She died in 1944.

*

During World War I many military prisoners were brought to Baku,
and were then taken by ship to Nargin island offshore in the Caspian
Sea. The prisoners lived a difficult life on this island, which was known
as the Island of Death. Prisoners who died of serious illnesses, wounds
they received during the war, or hunger and thirst were thrown to the
sea, in an attempt to hide their deaths from the local population. The
majority of these prisoners were Turks, which deeply disturbed many
of the Baku intelligensia and oil millionaires of that time. It is said that
these locals engineered the escape of some Turkish officers back to
Turkey. The following poem refers to these events.

A Tearful Melody
Dedicated to the prisoners of Nargin

I moaned, dragged down into grief.

I listened to all the bitter cries.

I came here, told you of my misery,
Where is one who will hear my words?

My grief'is unrelieved, my heart inconsolable.
Though spring arrives, my flowers won’t bloom.
Come, bind my wounds yourself, my love —
Where is a balm for my intangible sorrow?
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Dagitdilar yuvasini biilbiiltin,
Susdurdular nogmosini bu elin,
Xozan vurdu yarpagini hor gtliin,
Canana can veron o can narado?

Moskonimiz bir folakoat ocagi,
Bosdorimiz firtinalar ocag,
Sénmiigmiidir, acob yurdun ocagi,
Anadolu norodo, Turan norodo?

Qprib stirgiin olur bizim adamlar,
Ninni soylor ugultulu dalgalar,
Morhomot namino soni haraylar,
SAdalotin norads, vicdan norada?

Tolatimos ugramisiq hopsimiz,
Qalmamigdir inan daha sobrimiz.
Bir sahil yoxmudur ¢ixa gomimiz?
Aglagir analar, duyan norado?

Soba yetir sevgilimo s6zimii,
Miikoddor halimi, giilmoz tiziimii,
Yanigh ahimi, aglar goztimii,
Asiqglor norado, canan norado?
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They destroyed the nightingale’s nest,

silenced the songs of our people.

Autumn withered each flower petal.

Where is the beloved who can breathe life into this soul?

Our homeland is a hearth of catastrophe.

Our final resting place is a stormy cradle.

Has the hearth fire of our native land gone out?
Where is Anatolia? Where is Turan? 38

Our people have become strangers, exiles.

The crashing waves sing a lullaby,

calling out to you for kindness and mercy.
Where is your justice, where is your conscience?

We were all subjected to the turbulent sea.
Believe me, we can endure no longer.

Is there no shore where our ship can land?

The mothers weep, where are those who can feel?

Ah, gentle breeze, carry my words to my beloved,
carry my mournful mood, my unsmiling face,

my sad sighs and my tear-filled eyes.

Where are the lovers? Where is your dear one?

38 Anatolia refers the region of land between the Black sea and the Mediteranean,
most of which now makes up modern Turkey. Turan is the Persian name for a
historical region of Central Asia. During the decline of the Ottoman empire, when this
poem was written, the term was used to express a sense of pan-Turkism.
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Moanim andim

Goromozso géziim bir an tizlind,
Ruhumu oxgayan munis goziind,
Dinlomozsom ogor dadl séziind,
Oton biilbiillordon soraram soni.

Soni digiintirom ey gozol xiilya,
Sonson kirpiyimdon asilmig réya.
Nuhun dovri galso dagilsa dinya,
Yeno kainatda araram soni.

Uyutmaz galbimi bagqa bir sofqot,
Ruhumu oxgamaz heg bir moahobbot,
Agor araliga digorso firqat,

Isan kiloklordon soraram soni.

Ey Sadiq, sadiqom ohdimo, sono,
And olsun Allaha, dogma vatono,
Sonsiz nasib olan élumdiir mono,
Haraya getson do taparam soni.
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My Vow

If I lose sight of you for even one instant —
of your dear eyes, which caress my spirit —
if I can’t listen your sweet words,

I'll ask for you from passing nightingales.

Ah, my vision of loveliness, to me

you are a dream dangling from my eyelash.
Should Noah’s era return and all the world drown,
I'll search for you still, across the wide universe.

No other tenderness can calm my heart.
No other love can soothe my soul.
Should we ever be parted,

I'll ask for you from the blowing winds.

Ay Sadig,* I am faithful to my vow, to you.
I swear to God and to my homeland,
without you my only fate is death.
Wherever you go, I’ll find you.

39 Sadig (Sadiq) is a name which comes from the Arabic for honest or sincere, means

faithful in Azerbaijani. There is therefore a play on this name in the same line in
Azerbajjani: “sadiqom ohdimo, sons” — I am faithful to my promise, to you...
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Konil

Dordli koniil, soylo no ahu-zardir,
Cosgun doniz kimi iisyan eylorson.
Gen diinya bagina yeno do dardir,
Gizlin egqlori boyan eylorson.

Yeno sigigmirsan bu dar gofoso,
Alovlar qatirsan ¢ixan nafoso.
Kegdi xoyalmdan yens do kimso...
Go6zimiin yagini rovan eylorson.

Yeno dord olindon golmison cana,
Eylomison moni doli-divano.
Iridi sam kimi can yana-yana,
Kosilir dogranir, fogan eylorson.

Qaranhqdir sono hor isiqh giin,
Yanarsan daima, ¢ixmaz tiitinin.
Insafa gol, konil, mono son gorin,
Axan yaslarimi imman eylorson.

7 Dekabr 1937-ci i, Bayil hobsxanasi
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Heart

Ah, sore heart, tell me, why do you sob and moan?
Again, you rise up like a stormy sea.

The wide world has become too narrow for you —
again you show signs of hidden loves.

Again you don’t fit this tiny cage —

you flame with each exhalation.

Again someone passes through my dreams...
bringing tears to my eyes.

You brought pain to my heart again.
You drove me crazy.

Like a burning candle, my soul melted.
Cut to pieces, you cry out.

To you, each bright day is the darkest night.
You burn obsessively, releasing no smoke.
Relent, my heart, show some sign of happiness,
lest you turn my tears into an ocean.

7 December 1937, Bayil Prison*0

40 Bayil Prison, on the ourskirts of Baku, was an infamous prison during the Soviet

period. It was also where Joseph Stalin was held in the early twentieth century for his

labor activism with Baku oil workers.
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Ayrihiq

Mobon saralib sollam qgorib ellordo,
Sozum dastan olar butiun dillordo,
Gozum qald ¢igoklordo, giillords,
Gil dormoadim, diigdiim ¢omon ayrisi,
Strgtinom, diigkiinom, voton ayrisi.

Aglaram gozumiin yast bitincs,
Sizildaram olim sizo yetinco,
Seirlor diizorom incidon-inco,
Canim candan cida, badon ayrist,
Strgtinom, diigkiinom, voton ayrisi.

Konil hasratidir gtilbonizlorin,
Lals yanaqlarin, gilor tzlorin,
Xurmayt tellorin, ala gozlorin,

Strgiinom,diiskiinom,voton ayrist. ..

Aprel 1938, Bayil hobsxanasi
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Parting

I fade, turn pale in foreign lands.
My story is a tale that can be told in any tongue.
I couldn’t take my eyes away from the flower blossoms,

but, barred from the meadow, I couldn’t gather flowers.

I'm exiled, outcast, torn from the motherland.

I may cry until I have no more tears.

I may whimper until you hear me.

I may write poems more delicate than a pearl.

My soul has been severed from life, cut from my body.
I am exiled, outcast, torn from the motherland.

My heart longs for flowered beauties,
poppied cheeks and blooming faces,
chestnut curls, gray eyes —

but, barred from the meadow, I couldn’t gather flowers.

I am exiled, outcast, torn from the motherland.

April 1938, Bayil Prison
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Poarvin xamim Ehtisami
1906 — 1941

Porvin xamim Ehtisami 1906-c1 ildo Tobrizdo dogulub. Giiney
Azorbaycanin gorkomli sairidir. Fars dilinds yazsa da, dogma votoni
Azarbaycana bagl olan Porvin xanimin qadinlarin acinacagh taleyino
hosr olunmus tosirli seirlori var. O, hom do tomsil ustast kimi taninir.
Porvin xanim Ehtisami 1941-ci ildo vofat edib. Qabr daginin istiine
“No gordiin” rodifli gozali hokk olunub.

Deyil?

Yaxasindan yapsib tutdu polis bir mostin,
Mostin: Ey dost, bu ylyondirmi? De, paltar deyil?
Polis cavab verdi qozoblo: Yixilrsan kiigodo!
Mostin: Yoxdur glinahim, yol 6zii hamvar deyil.
Polis: Qaziyo gérok mon soni tohvil verom.
Mobstin: Qazi 6zii do dom yatib, hiigyar deyil.
Polis: Valinin evi tindadir, torpan do gedok.
Mostin: Qazi kimi, hog vali dobidar deyil.

Polis: Roiso deyim, get gecolo mosciddo.

Mostin: Bas onda demozlor ki, ginahkar deyil?
Polis: Dirhom verason lal olacaglar molla.
Mbostin: Bas onda soriot? Mono bu ar deyil?
Polis: Qanuna goro torki-libas eyloyorom.
Mostin: Coxdan tziiliib, bir el paltar deyil.
Polis: Borkiin do dugiibdiir yers, ey xana-xorab.
Moskin: Bork yox, agilin olmasi inkar deyil.
Polis: Gox mey iconin horzo danigmaqdir igi.
Mostin: S6z dizdir, egor ¢oxlugu azar deyil.
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Parvin Khanim Ehtishami
1906 — 1941

Parvin Khanum Ehtishami was born in 1906 in Tabriz. She is an
outstanding poet from the region of Southern Azerbaijan (now in the
north of modern Iran). She wrote her poems in Persian, and her
poems take up the miserable lives of women in her society. She is also
a master of allegorical poetry. She died in1941. Her ghazal “What did
you see” is carved on her gravestone.

Isn’t It?

A police officer seized a drunk by his collar.

Said the drunk: Is that a bridle, my friend? That’s clothing, isn’t it?

The officer answered angrily: But you are falling down in the street!

Drunk: It’s not my fault ! The road itself is uneven, isn’t it?

Officer: I'm going to hand you over, you can go see the commander.

Drunk: The commander himself isn’t sober. He’s sleeping it off, isn’t
he?

Officer: The governor’s house is just ‘round the corner, hurry up —
get going!

Drunk: The governor’s as drunk as the commander — there’s no way
he’s awake, is there?

Officer: I'll talk to the chief. You can spend the night in the mosque.

Drunk: But people would talk, they’d say that’s sinful, wouldn’t they?

Officer: Oh, give the mullah some pennies, he’ll look the other way.

Drunk: But what of sharia?4! That would be shameful, wouldn’t it?

Officer: According to the law, I could take the clothes off your back!

Drunk: My clothes are all worn out — they’re not even clothes
anymore, are they?

Officer: Your wool hat has fallen to the ground in disgrace. Your
house is a ruin.

Drunk: My head is bare, but my wisdom is incontrovertible, isn’t it?

Police said: One who drinks too much wine talks plenty of nonsense!

Drunk: You speak the truth, but surely plenty isn’t a problem, is it?

41 Sharia refers to laws based on Islamic texts and teaching.
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Ey Giil

Ey gil, bag ara, tohltiikodon qeyri, no gordiin?
Nestor kimi s6zdon, lokadon qgeyri, no gérdin?

Bosdir bu godor parladin ulduz kimi, ey Ial,
Yoxdur olanin soksokodon qgeyri, no gordin?

Diigdiin comono, leyk nasibin gofos oldu,
Ey qus, burada morokadon geyri, no gérdin?
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Ay, Flower

Ay, Flower, as you gazed on the garden, apart from danger, what did
you see?
Aside from words like scalpels and bloody stains, what did you see?

It’s enough that you sparkle and shine like a star, ay, Ruby —
You felt nothing but a certain watchfulness, but what did you see?

You fell to the meadows — it was your fortune to be caged,

Ay, Bird, aside from the uproar, the gathering crowd, what did you
see?

111



Azorbaycan qadin sarrlrinin poeziya antologiyasi: klassiklor va sovet dovru

Mina
Namolum

Sair Minanin adi 5-6 odobi monbado ¢okilso do hoyati vo yaradicilig

haqqinda molumat, demok olar ki, yoxdur. Ona gdrs do onun no vaxt,
hans1 dévrds yasayib-yaratdigi barods dogiq molumat slds olunmayib.
Lakin osorlorindon goriintr ki, rovan tobli vo boytik istedadl sair olub.

Namo yazdim yara vosfi-halimu,
Namo ki, yetigdi sana, durma, gol!
No uymusan fona diinya malina,
Cigorim doéndordin gana, durma, gol!

Mbon ha soni sevmomigdim nihandan,
Saghigin istorom gahi-cahandan,
Daniganda od tokiliir dohandan,
Domadom cismimdir yana, durma, gol!

Xozan ola, bilbiil, bagin ¢apula,
Cigor-bagrin esq oduna yapula,
Can vermozom, bolks canan tapila,
G0z axtarur dona-déno, durma, gol!

Alom bilir gozollordon g6zolom,
Badi-xozan dogmis bagda xazolom,
Inanmazam mon bu dorddon diizolom,
Xirda porigandir, Mina, durma, gol!
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Mina
Unkown

Though the poet Mina’s name is mentioned in several sources, there is
almost no information about her life and creative activities, nor her
birth and death dates. The works attributed to her demonstrate her
talent as a poet.

I wrote you, my friend, proclaimed the state of my passion,
The moment that love note arrives, don’t delay, come!
Why have you succumbed to the evil material world?

My liver turns to blood, don’t delay, come!

I have never claimed I didn’t love you, never hidden my desire.
From the king of all, I seek only your well-being.

When you speak, flames pour from your mouth.

My whole body burns, don’t delay, come!

My nightingale, were it autumn and your garden at rest,
Your whole body, liver and heart, could burn with love.

I will not yield to death, I may yet reach your soul.

Time and again my eyes search for yours, don’t delay, come!

The whole world knows, I am the loveliest of beauties —
The winds of autumn have only yellowed my garden.

I don’t believe I can heal from this sorrow.

Khirda#*? is sad, Mina, don’t delay, come!

42 Khirda (Xirda) literally means “small one.” Ironically, “xirda pul,” means “small
change,” making a play on the materialism of the beloved in the first stanza.
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Bir vofali yar sevginon,
Ozgolora yar olmasin.
Girmo egqin doryasina,
I¢in ahti-zar olmasm.

Ivval vofasin gorginon,
Sonra can istor-verginon,
Bir torlana tor qurginon,
Middoast sar olmasin.

Mina, sirrin vermo yada,
Tlgar-iman gedor bada,
Heg igidin bu diinyada,
Yar biilqar olmasin.
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The one I love is faithful,

and would never love another.

Don’t plunge into that ocean of love

if you would not drink of sorrow and woe.

First, see to your lover’s fidelity.

Then, if the heart desires, give your soul.
Spread your nets to gain a lover —

just be sure you don’t catch a buzzard.

Mina, don’t give your secrets to a stranger,
lest you squander your faith and devotion.
May no brave soul in all this world

learn her beloved is unfaithful.
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Bizim bagda bir ciit sona seyr elor,
Bag1 yasil, ayaqlart qirmizi,

Sokor ozmis dodagina, dilino,
Alma toki yanaqlar1 qirmizi.

Bakim yoxdur soltanindan, xanindan,
Soni sevon kecor sirin canindan,
Alvan-olvan agiglarin qanindan,
Hona yaxmig ayaqglar1 qirmizi.

Mbonim yarim hom soltandir, hom xandr,
Malim yoxdur, yara peskos bu candir,
Inci deyil, yaqut deyil, morcandur,
Qolundaki qolbaglart qirmizi.

Mina deyor Xirda geysin, qursansin,
Soni sevon agiq bagri bogansin,
Alvan-slvan otaglar dosonsin,
Yanindaki yastiglar: qirmizi.
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A pair of lovely birds wander in our garden.
Their heads are green, their feet, red.

With honeyed lips and sweet tongues,

and cheeks rosy as apples, they enchant us.

I care nothing for your sultans and your khans.
The one who loves you would give his sweet life —
And from the blood of bards

You would make henna, paint your feet red.

My lover is my sultan and my khan.

I have no wealth, my friend, I offer only my soul.
Neither a pearl nor a ruby — my soul is coral,
the red bracelet on my lover’s wrist.

Mina says, Khirda, dress in your finest,
drive your poet’s heart crazy for love.

Let your rooms be spread with carpets,
and may the pillows nearest you be red.
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III. Soviet Period — Sovet dovrii (1920 -1991)
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Mirvarid Dilbazi
1912 — 2001

Mirvarid Dibazi 1912-ci ildo Qazax mahalinin Xanhglar (indiki
Musakéy) kondinds anadan olub. Orta tohsilini Baki Qizlar
Seminariyasinda, ali pedaqoji tohsilini iso Azorbaycan Pedaqoji
Institutunnun dil vo adobiyyat fakiiltosindo alib.

Sovet hakimiyyoti illorinds foal adobi yaradiciligla moaggul olub,
coxsayh lirik seirlor yazib, "Mbohsoti" (1945), "Olcozairli qiz" (1961),
"Partizan Aliyo" (1972) vo s. kimi poemalar yaradib.

Mirvarid Dilbazinin seirlorinoe ¢oxlu mahni, romans vo oratoriyalar
yazilib.

Azorbaycanin ali miikafatlarindan olan “istiqlal” ordeni ils toltif edilib.
Mirvarid Dilbazi 2001-ci ilin iyulunda vofat edib.

Biz od iistiinds dogulduq

Biz od ustinds doguldug,
Od istiinds yasa doldugq.
Alovlara diigdik, ancaq
Arimoyon metal oldug.

Yangmlar1 sondirmokgiin,
Od tstiindo addim atdiq,
Od ustiindo 6mur stirduk,
Biz od ustindo yaratdigq.

Dérd yanimiz 6lim oldu,
Momlskatlor parcalandi.
Yurdlar dilim-dilim oldu,
insanhga zulim oldu.
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Mirvarid Dilbazi
1912 — 2001

Mirvarid Dilbazi was born in 1912 in the village of Khanliglar, in the
Gazakh region. She received her secondary education at the Baku
Girls’ Seminary, and her post-secondary education at the School of
Literature in the Azerbaijan Pedagogical Institute. She was actively
engaged in creative work during Soviet period, writing and publishing
many lyrical and long form poems including “Mahsati,” “Algerian
Girl,” and “Guerrilla Aliya.” Many songs, romances, and oratorios

were composed to her lyrics. She received a national honor in
Azerbaijan, the order of “Istiglal” (Freedom). She died in July of 2001.

We Were Born in the Fire*®

We were born in the fire.
In the fire, we grew old.
We fell into the flames,

but became hardened steel.

To quell the blaze,

we stepped into the fire.

In the fire, we led our lives.

We created and built in the fire.

On all four sides was death,
the land was shattered,
homelands sliced into pieces,
humanity oppressed.

43 Azerbaijan has long been called a land of fire. With rich petroleum deposits, some
hillsides burn with pertual flames. Even the surface of the Caspian Sea has been
known to catch fire.
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Cigok okdik,

Qan cilondi logayino,

Toxum sopdik

Qgsbkarlar géz dikdilor ¢érayina.

Diismon min-min yara vurdu,
Xalqimizin trayine-

Elo sand1 moglub oldug,

Yox, biz od tisto doguldug.

Alovlara diigdiik, ancaq
Arimoyon metal oldugq.
Oldugq osrin 6liim oymoz,
Gillo doymoz,

O1linc kosmoz gohromani.

Dogulmusuq:

Dohgotlordon qorumagqgiin
Bu diiyani.
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We planted flowers —

Blood splashed onto the petals.

We sowed grain —

Invaders fixed their eyes on our bread.

The enemy pounded many thousands of wounds,
into the hearts of our people.

He assumed he would defeat us.

No. We were born in the fire.

We fell into the flames,

but unmelted, we were forged into steel.
We became soldiers, unbent by death,
bullet-proof,

heros uncut by swords.

We were born
to protect this world
from all horrors.
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Tikan ci¢aklori

Qiirbat 6lkolordon dogma votono,
Xozor sahilino dontirdim yeno.
Payizdi,

Solmugdu giillor, ¢igoklor,

Soyuq nofosliydi ason kiiloklor.
Istisi az idi al giinogin d.

Yolllarin tstindo topo dostindo
Ag cicok agmigdr tikan kollar.
Cox gedib, golmigom mon bu yollar:.
Tikanlar tGstiinds agilan ¢icok,
Goriindo géztimo ag yasomontok
Dogma Abseronda biton tikan da,
Qurumus ag ot da,

Ac1 yovsan da,

Itirli giil kimi monos xog golir.
Voton hasratino tabsiz tiroyim
Tikan da qoxlasa burda dincolir.
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Thorn Flowers

From foreign lands I returned again to my native home,
to the shores of the Caspian Sea.

It was autumn —

the flowers’ blooms had faded,

the sighing wind’s breath was cold,

and the ruddy sun shone with a lessened heat.

At the side of the road, on the breast of the hill,

thorn bushes had opened their white blossoms.

Many times I have come and gone on these roads,

as flowers blossomed among the thorns,

appearing to my eyes like white jasmine.

This native Absheron#* thornbush,

the dry white grass,

even the bitter wormwood —

they delight me like perfumed flowers.

Against the pull of my homeland, my heart grows weak,
and finds peace in the scent of the thornbush.

4 Azerbaijan is located on the Absheron Peninsula on the shores of the Caspian Sea.
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Ayagim qar usta, fikrim baharda

Q151n sitkutunda yaz intizari

Bahar hosroti var,

Golocok bahar,

Daglara no godor yagir, yagsin qar.

Koénlin stikutunda siz deyin bari,
Bos uirok arzular hansi bahari?
Golor qulagdna arabir sonin
Forohli sodast hansi nogmonin?

Hans1 yaz buludu bagina gilor
Giinog isigryla dolu incilor?
Hansi xatiratin odu, alovu,
Soni bu daglarda isido bilor?

Ayagim qar usto, fikrim baharda,
Bagimda qar taci, 6ztim daglarda,
Doldurub qoynumu, qucagimg mon-
Tozs seirlorls qayidiram son,
Konlimds bir bahar toravoti var,

No gom, qoy no qoador yagir, yagsin gar!
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My Feet Stand on the Snow, My Thoughts are of Spring

In the silence of winter is an expectation of spring,
a vernal longing.

Spring will come

no matter how it snows in the mountains.

In the quiet of your heart

tell me, which spring is your soul’s desire?
Which joyous melody echoes

too rarely in your ears?

Which of the spring clouds might shower
your head with pearls of sunlight?
Which flame of memory, which fire

can warm you in these mountains?

My feet stand on the snow, my thoughts are of spring.
Crowned with snow, I am myself a mountain,

embracing, open armed, I am filled.

Joytully, I return with new poems.

There is a spring freshness in my heart —

whatever the sorrow, however high it piles or heavy it falls,
let it snow!
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Fasillor

Gtlom, sonsiz xazan olsam,
Sonom, mon bagri qan olsam,
Mehom, dénsom, tufan olsam,
Hozin soslim,

Xos nofoslim,

Yetismozmi xozan foslim?!
Odam, s6nsom, kiilo dénsom,
Alovam, parlayib s6nsom,
Asan sussam, ¢otin dinson,
Hozin soslim,

Xos nofoslim,

Yetismozmi xozan foslim?!

Var idin, var idim mon do,
Cigoklondim bu gtlgonds.
Giinogdin, nur, isiq sonds.
i§1g1, giinogim, nurum,
S6zi diiz, golbi billurum,
Hozin soslim, xos nofoslim,
Golor, golson bahar foslim.
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Seasons

Without you I am the autumn. Still, I flower.
Though my heart bleeds, I'm joyful.

I'm the lightest breeze, though I whirl and storm.
I am a song of melancholy

a sweet exhalation.

Don’t I ripen in my autumn?!

I’'m a fire, though quenched and reduced to ashes.
I burn, though my sparkle has dimmed.

If I find it easy to be quiet, you find it difficult to begin speaking.

I am a song of melancholy,
a sweet exhalation.
Don’t I ripen in my autumn?!

While you lived, I also lived,

I blossomed in this flower garden.

You were the sun, all grace and light.

My light, my sun, my grace,

my clear-spoken crystal heart,

my melancholy song, my sweet breath —

my season of spring will return, if only you will come.
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Acar1 doryaya atdim

Uroyimo qufil vurub,
Acar1 doryaya atdim.
Hoyotdo bir saray qurub,
Soyuq dagim aglatdim.

Kecdim dinonki izindon,
Xoborsiz oldum 6ztimdon,
Go6z yagt axd1 tiziimdon,
O g6z yagini aglatdim.

Cigirdim: -Sos ver, sosima!
Mon méhtacam nofosino!
Déndiim doniz Iapoasino,
Oziimii qoynuna atchim.

O gtdon qaldim doryada,
Nbo sahil var, no do ada,
No yetonim var imdada,
No do viisalma ¢atdim.
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I Threw the Key into the Sea

I'locked my heart,

threw the key into the sea.

In that inner courtyard I built a palace,
and made the cold stones cry.

I passed by the tracks you made yesterday,
but found no trace of myself.

Tears dripped down my cheeks —

my tears themselves cried.

I screamed, Answer me —let me hear your voice!
1 need your breath!

Turning to the sea’s waves,

I threw myself into their embrace.

From that day, I remain at sea.
Here there 1s neither shore, nor island
nor anyone to come to my aid,
nor does my darling ever come.
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Golir

Lalodon bigondo donunu daglar,
Yadima usaqliq illorim digtr.
i§1qh, giinagli, olvan bir bahar,
G0zol obalarim, ellorim golir.

Min nogma sasloyir elo bil mona,
Anir mohobbotlo min koniil moni.
Yadima yurdumun ¢o6li, gomoni,
Ziumrid ¢egmolorim, gollorim golir.

Tez yatan govgunlar, 6ton boranlar,
Gozib dolagdigim daglar, aranlar
Sehli omolords qagdigim anlar-
Yadima-islanan tellorim golir.

Iziz usaghgin uzaq illori,

Qar altdan dordityim novruz gillori,
Yadima baharin iliq yellori,
Nogmolor oxuyan dillorim golir.
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Recollections

When the mountains bloom with poppies,

I remember the years of my childhood.

In the light of a sunny, many-colored spring,

my lovely lands, my village hamlets come to mind.

It is as if a thousand melodies call to me,

and a thousand loving hearts remember me.

My country’s steppes and meadows,

the emerald springs and blue lakes come to mind.

Fast-moving snow-storms, yesterday’s blizzards,
the mountains I climbed, the lowlands

through which I raced, and dew-filled meadows
that soaked my brow — all these come to mind.

The distant years of sweet childhood —

white snowdrops I gathered through the snow,
the spring’s warm winds, and songs sung

in my native tongue, these come to mind.
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Oz icindan yanan bir ocagam mon

Qslom, he¢ qoymadin son moni darda,
Cix hor imtahandan gohroman kimi.
Lovbori méhkom at dorin sularda,
Sinom do galxanir bir imma kimi.

Monim mohobbatim torpaga diisso,
Ona bazok olar cigoklorilo.

Bir damla seh olub yarpaga dugso,
Danisar baharin kiloklorilo.

9Dgor sers donss bu mohobbatim,
Hor s6zdo bir ana golbi déytnor.
Mbonim burdan golir glictim, qivvotim,
Ocaq 6z i¢gindon yanmasa sonor.

Oz igindon yanan bir ocagam mon,
Yandiqca, daha gur yanacagam mon.
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I’m a Fire Burning from the Inside

You, my pen, have never abandoned me —

you’ve emerged like a hero from each of life’s exams.

A horse anchored in deep waters,
my heart churns like waves in the sea.

If my love were to fall to the ground,

it would carpet the earth with flowers.
If my love dropped as dew to the leaves,
it would flirt with the winds of spring.

If my love became a poem,
a mother’s heart would beat in each word.
From this comes all my will and strength.

A fire that doesn’t burn from the inside, burns out.

I’'m a fire burning from the inside,
the more I burn, the brighter my blaze.
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Sairam, odludur iirokds qanim

Dagildi bagimin dumani ¢oni,
Votonim qoynuna alanda moni.
Hosr edib sonino hansi nogmoni,

O sono yaragsin, Sirvanim monim?!

Stnbilindon tutmus giinosli tarla,
Yasaya bilmirom mon intizarla.
Yeno gorusiing tozo baharla
Golorom,ey yagil immanim monim!

Genis dtzonlori isti Zordabim!
Mbonim ayrihiga olmayir tabim.
Holo yarimgiqdir 6miir kitabim,
Holo gabaqdadir tigyanim monim!

Voton, torpaglarin ucsuz-bucagsiz...
Sinomo od verdin odsuz, ocagsiz.
Burda gohromandir hor golin, hor qiz,
Mordlik dévramdir, dévranim monim!

Yaman dorinlosdim Kiiro baxanda,
Sularla danigdim o lal axanda

Ag yollar Agsuya golib ¢ixanda
Cosdu yeno hissim, hoycanim monim!
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I’m a Poet, Blood Burns in My Heart

When my motherland embraced me,
The foggy mist in my mind dissipated.
Ah, which joyful hymn, which melody
Can sing of your beauty, my Shirvan?!45

Taken far from your bright fields of grain,
in longing for you, I can’t live.

With the arrival of yet another spring,

I am coming, my green ocean!

My dear Zardab!*6 I haven’t the strength
To be parted from your broad, arid plains.
The book of my life is yet unfinished —
There are so many revolts still left in me!

My motherland, you are boundless...
Without even a match, you ignited my heart,
Here each bride, each girl is a hero —

It is the age of courage, this time of mine!

My thoughts ran deep as I gazed into the Kura River,
I talked with the mute, deep waters that flowed there.
When white roads took me to the springs of Agsu,*’
A wild new feeling arose in me!

4 Shirvan is a region centered in the pains of Azerbaijan. It is also a city in central
Azerbaijan, southwest of Baku that was known from 1938-2008 as Ali Bayramli, and
prior to 1938 as Zubovka. The city was renamed “Shirvan” in 2008.

46 Zardab is a district on the agricultural central plains of Azerbaijan.

47 Literally, “Agsu” means “white water” and is the name of a famous spring in
Azerbaijan, thought to have healing powers.
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Goycayda gdyorib tozodon bitdim,
O1z1lgiil immani i¢indo itdim,
Koénluimi bir qiza hadiyyo etdim,
Mboshabbotsiz olmur bir anim monim!

Lahicin daglar1 durub bas-basa,
Deyirdi: “Goal, elo mono tamaga!”
Elo bil daglarla dayandim qosa,
Ugdu zirvalors torlanim monim!

Laloli daglarin qodim gozali,

Sabirin, Sohhotin sofali eli,

Isondo tizimo sabahin yeli,

Susdu kérpom kimi hicranim monim!

Elo ki aynldiq godim Agdagdan,

“Zonn elodim, digdii ag yayhq bagdan”.
Quzlar paltar geydi aldan, qumagdan,
Doldu gozallorle dord yanim monim!
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I bloomed again in Goychay* —

Lost in a sea of roses,

I gave my heart to a girl,

I can’t be without love for even a moment!

The moutains of Lahij,* arranged side by side,
Called to me, “Come, watch our show!”

In my mind, I rose and stood in line with them,
At the peak of my own rapture!

From ancient mountains covered with poppies,
Across the scenic lands of Sabir and Sahhat,%0

The morning wind blew across my face

As if I were a baby, soothing me, easing my departure.

Hardly had we left ancient Agdash, 5!

When “My white headscarf seemed to slip from my head.”
The girls wore red clothing, from red calico,5?

Such beauties surrounding me on all sides!

48 Literally meaning “Blue/Sky River,” “Gdycay” refers to a river and plains district
in central Azerbaijan. The name is said to mark the reputedly very clear river water
that reflects the blue sky.

49 Lahij is small town deep in the mountains of Azerbaijan northwest of Baku. The
town is most famous for its decorative metalwork.

50 Sabir and Sahhat were poets living at the turn of the nineteenth to twentieth
centuries. Mirza Sabir was especially famed for his poetry published in the popular
satirical journal Molla Nasraddin.

51 Agdas is an ancient town (and district) in Azerbaijan that was established in the
sixteenth century on one route of the Silk Road.

52 This enigmatic reference is partly for rhyme's sake, but may also refer to the Soviet
campaign during the late 1920s encouraging women to embrace the secular and forgo
traditional veiling in the spirit of gender equity. A large statue in central Baku of a
woman taking off her veil memorializes this campaign. Reference to red clothing may
mark both Soviet emphasis on gender equity and the positive significance of the color
red in the region.
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O Qalaaltinin gofa yaylag,
Qubanin,Qusarin qarh Sahdag:,
Ustiindo Xagmazin Coban bulag,
Saslonsin qoy tarim, kamanim monim!

Qoynu sorin daglar, doroli daglar,
Cosqunam mon sizi géroli daglar!
Yarpizh bulaglar, tziimli baglar,
Sizdondir ganadh ilhamim monim!

Sairom, odludur tirokds qanim,
Odludur hasratim, egqim, hicranim,
Ey monim bozokli Azorbaycanim,
Sono qurban olsun bu canim monim!
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Over Galaalti’s’? healing summer pastures,

Over the snowy Shahdag mountains of Quba and Qusar,>*
Past the Shepherd’s springs of Khachmaz’s,5

Let my tar and kamancha’6 be played!

Cooling mountains, valleyed mountains,
The sight of you exhilarates me!

Springs of watermint and gardens of grapes,
You give wings to my every inspiration.

I'm a poet, blood burns in my heart,
With flames of longing, love, and farewell,
Ay, my decorated Azerbaijan,

My dear soul, I'd sacrifice my life for you!

53 Qalaalti (literally the “lower castle”) is near the northeast coast of Azerbaijan, a
summer vacation spot.

54 Quba and Qusar are neighboring towns and districts in the mountains to the
northeast of Baku. The forests on the road to Quba are popular with Bakuvians
secking to escape the summer heat.

55 Khachmaz (Xa¢gmaz) is a city and region in northeastern Azerbaijan, near the
Caspian coast.

56 The tar is a stringed instrument of central and southwest Asia that is plucked or
strummed, like a guitar. The kamancha, from the same region, is a stringed
instrument, held in the lap and played with a bow, like a very long-necked fiddle.
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Riubailar

Cagirdim daglardan soni giindo mon,
Qarqiza oxgadim qar stiindo mon.
Buxara ¢evrildim o qarqiz kimi,
Sonin yoxlugundan yananda sinom.

*

Sonin mohobbotin ulduza oxsar,
Uzaqdan parlayar, ucada yasar.

Son moni axtarma,mon yer qiziyam,
Yanar orbitindon qopan ulduzlar.

*

Dayandim bir agac altinda mohzun,
Gozlorim yol ¢okdi hey uzun-uzun.
Nogmosi fikrimdon ayird: moni,
Bagima tokiilon hor qar ulduzun.

*

Kénlim olub yens ¢ox inca, zorif,
Qar iisto giil bitib, ot da géyorib.
Dostolor baglamaq istorom yeno,
Bu qi5 gomonimdon ¢igoklor dorib.
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Rubayyat

Everyday I called from mountains,

like a snowgirl, there on the snow.

When my chest burned from your absence,
like that snowgirl, I turned to steam.

*

Your love resembles a star,

it shines from afar, resides high above.

Don’t seek me, I'm Earth’s daughter.

Plus, torn from their orbits, stars may combust.

*

I stood, despondent, under a tree.
I gazed at the road for a long time without seeing.

The song of snowflakes, falling to my head like stars,

woke me from my thoughts.

*

Once again my heart grows tender.

Flowers bloom through the snow and the grass grows green.

I want to make boquets again,
and gather flowers from this winter meadow.
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Mbonim 6z diinyam var, 6z alomim var,
insanam, sevincim, fikrim, gomim var.
Gah payiz dumani ¢okor kénlimo,
Orda gah sevincim ¢igoklor agar.

*

Mobon elo saniram qugda baharam,
Conub yaylarinda yaylayan qaram.
istiya, soyuga diigon insanlar,
Harda istosoniz, mon orda varam.

*

Tk acan ¢i¢oyoam, ilk gdyoron ot,
Quragliqda yags ¢iloyon bulud.
Ey ota, ¢i¢oyos vurgun oxucum,

9gor bacarirsan son moni unut!

*

Mobonzilo mosafs azaldigca mon ,
Oluram neco do glcli, glimrah, son.
Uroyimdo yanir biitiin giraqlar,
Bir ¢igok gondorib monos hor ¢omon.
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I have my own world, my own realm.

I am human: I feel happiness, I feel sorrow, I think.

Sometimes an autumn mist settles into my heart,
and there, too, my joy blossoms like a flower.

*

It seems to me, I'm the spring in wintertime,

I'm a snow in the Southern Hemisphere’s summer.
People, whether you are hot or cold,

wherever you are, I'm there.

*

I’'m the first flower to open, the first sprout of grass,
the cloud pouring rain in a drought.

My dear reader, enamored of grass or flower,
forget me, if you can!

*

As the distance to my home lessens,

I become strong, so cheerful and merry —
all the lamps in my heart are lit,

and each meadow sends me a flower.
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Elo bil baharda oriyon qaram,

Kigcik sahilloro daha sigmaram.
Mocrasindan ¢imig cosqun bir ¢cayam,
Gorok iimmanlara mon yol axtaram.

*

Yikiim agir oldu diinyada monim,
Nor gticii gorokdi onu ¢okonin.
Dasidigim tlvi duygular imis,
Onu boxs edibmis monos votonim.

*

Cirpib bir agacin budaglarini,
Tokdim ustiindoki qalin garmni
Agac dils golib dedi: Ey qafil,
Verdin saxtalara girin barimi!”

*

Bir agac kotiiyt uistiinds mon tok,
Oturdum slimds garl bir ¢igok.
Bilmodim, no zaman hérdu kiloklor,
Fikirli bagima gardan bir ¢olong
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In the spring, it’s as if I'm melting snow,
unable to settle into little coves and channels.
I'm a flooded river that’s jumped its banks,
with a need to seck paths to the oceans.

*

The weight of the world is mine.

What a strong spirit is needed to bear this burden!
The extraordinary power to shoulder this weight
was bestowed upon me by my motherland.

*

I shook the tree’s boughs

and a thick drift of snow tumbled down.
The tree began to speak: Hey, careless one,
_you gave my sweet fruits to the frosts!

*

I sat alone on a tree stump,
a snowy flower in my hands.
I didn’t notice when the winds came,

and wove a wreath of snow upon my pensive head.
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Qoazallor

Dag lalosiyom, ¢onli dag istor yeno konlim.
Daglarda soyuq bir bulaq istor yeno konlim.

GOy gurlaya, sel soslono, daglar, ulu daglar!
Ordan tozs bir s6z, soraq istor yeno konlim!

Gursad yaga, giillor yuyuna yaz yagisinda,
GOy qursaq ata, ¢ilgiraq istor yenos kénlim!

Gozdim bu voton miilkinii mon qol-qanad agdim,
Gl fosli,bu giilsonds bag istor yeno konliim.

S6z ¢oxdu sinomdos, monos moéhlot vers illor,
Son monzilimi ¢ox uzaq istor yeno kénlim.

Mirvarid, azizin, bu hoyat, el soni gézlor
Oz 6mriins eldon dayaq istor yeno kénliim.
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Ghazals

I’'m a mountain poppy, I want mist-wreathed mountains again, my
heart.
I want a mountain-cold spring again, my heart.

Thundering skies, flooding streams, oh mountains, great mountains!
I want some news, some tidings from those lands again, my heart!

Let the rain pour down, let the flowers be washed in a spring shower.
Let a rainbow be thrown to the sky. I want that refracted light again,

my heart!

I walked the ground of my motherland on wings of joy,
I want a season of flowers, this blooming meadow again, my heart.

So many words still wait in my breast, if only I'm granted the years —
May my last days remain far distant, oh, my heart.

Mirvarid, my dear, this life, this land awaits you.
I want to feel my people’s arms embrace me again, my heart.
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Min ah elosom heg biri bir yana yetismoz,
Kim bunca szab ¢okso mogor cana yetigmoz?

Min foshi bahar min giil agib otrini sagsa,
Bir qongosi do giilloro heyrana yetismoz.

Ginlor boyu andiqca soni odlara yandim
Yandim, bu odun zorrrasi bir yana yetismoz.

Qalds, yeno hicran sitomindo olim, ey dost
Sonsiz, no tobiba, no dormans yetigmoz.

Go9l, saironin indi ¢otin gunlori goldi,
Gol, sonra olin kénlii parigans yetismoz.
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Though I sigh a thousand sighs, they reach no one.
Won’t one other who suffers for love reach out to me?

Though a thousand blooms of a thousand spring flowers scent the air,
Not one bud will reach that admirer of flowers.

All the day long, I burn with the remembrance of you —
I burn, yet not one spark will reach a single soul.

I can’t pull my hand from the flames of longing, my friend.
Without you, neither doctor, nor medicine can reach me.

Come, these are difficult days for the poet.
Come now — later you will not be able to reach this sorrowful heart.
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Omriimii ey gézolim mon sana qurban elodim,
Elodim agikara, sanma ki, ptihan elodim,

Qan tokonlorls aram olmasa da, ofsus, 6ziim
Do6zmoyib yoxluguna, gér no yaman qan elodim.

Yandi yanmis tiroyim, odlara parvans kimi,
Bunca heyranhigima alomi heyran elodim.

Mbon sadagot baginin bagbaniyam, el do bilir,
Bu bag1 sidqgim ilo gor no guliistan elodim.

Mirvarid, gers, s6zo sigmadi divanoliyin,
Esqini incimo ki, alomo dastan elodim.
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Ay, my beauty, I made my life a sacrifice to you,
See, I did this openly — never think that I kept it hidden.

It’s a pity that I don’t like to shed my own blood,
See how I tortured myself — I made myself bleed for want of you.

My wounded heart was consumed, like a moth to the flame.
See, to my own amazement, I made myself a wonder of the world!

Everyone knows, I'm a gardener in the garden of faith,
See how I made these flowers bloom with my words of truth.

Mirvarid, there wasn’t room for your madness in the words of a poem,
Don’t take offense — from your love I created an legend for the world.
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Gozlorin qoasdimo durmaqda yaman qan eloyir,
Gah moni abad edir, gah da o viran eloyir.

Giil acib, géngolonon vaxti xozan fosh golir,
Esqimin giilsonini, gor neco talan eloyir!

Ox atir, ovguya bax, gozlori dolmug marala,
Ona mehman olani, gér nayo mehman eloyir?

Mirvarid, zalima bax, qan aparir ox doyoni,
Baxmayir vurduguna, ziilmiint piinhan eloyir.
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Your eyes do their best to break down my resistance, to bleed me.
Now they fill me with hope, now they devastate me.

Even during a time of budding and blooming, fall comes,
Look, how my garden of love is plundered!

An arrow flies — the deer’s eyes fill with tears. Look to the hunter!
See what kind of host he is to his guests!

Mirvarid, look at that ruthless one, how the one he shot is bleeding.

He hides his cruelty. He never looks at what he shoots.
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Nigar Rofiboyli
1913 — 1981

Nigar Rofiboyli 1913-cii ildo Gonca sohorinds anadan olub. Ibtidai
tohsilini Goncods alib, sonra Baki Pedaqoji Texnikumunu bitirib.
Adobiyyata 30-cu illords golon N. Rofiboylinin yaradicihginda zorif
mohobbot lirikasi, analiq, tobiot, voton mdvzular: asas yer tutur.

Tk seri 1928-ci ildo "Dan ulduzu" jurnalinda dorc edilib. Sonralar
miuxtolif poetik toplulari, geir vo poemalar: nogr edilib.

Sairin oruz vozninds qazallori, heca voznindos vo sorbast vozndo ¢oxlu
seirlori, eloco do poetik noasr torciimolori var. O, odobiyyat sahosindo

fodakar xidmotino géra 1981-ci ildo xalq sairi foxri ad1 alib.
N. Rofiboyli 1981-ci ilds Baki gohorindo vofat edib.

Neyloyim?

Ala g6zliim, mondon ayr1 gecolor
Bir il kimi uzun olur, neyloyim
Baggamizda qizil giillor hor sohor
Tezdon agir, vaxtsiz solur, neyloyim?

Norgizlorin gozi yagla dolanda,
Bonovsolor baxib qomgin olanda,
Qpronfilin g6zl yolda qalanda,
Yasomon sacini yolur, neyloyim?

Ison ruzigarin da yoxdur vofasi,
Dugmiigdur bagia 6zgo sevdasi.
Lalonin cirilib gomdon yaxagsi,
Saclar1 porigan olur, neyloyim?

Bolko tez goloson olac verason,
Stnbilin sagmi y1g1b horoson,
Slvan ¢igoklori 6ziin doarason,
Gozlori yollarda qalir, neyloyim?
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Nigar Rafibayli
1913 — 1981

Nigar Rafibayli was born in 1913 in Ganja. She received her
secondary school education in Ganja, then graduated from the Baku
Pedagogical College. She began writing in her thirties about topics
including love, motherhood, nature and her motherland. Her first
poem was published in 1928 in Dawn Star magazine. She later
published other long poems and book collections of her poetry. She
wrote poems in aruz, syllabic and free verse forms and translated
prose. She was awarded the title of National Poet for her contributions
to Azerbaijani literature. She died in 1984 in Baku.

What can I do?%’

My blue-eyed one, when I am parted from you,

the nights are as long as years — what can I do?
Every morning the roses in our garden

bloom too early, fade prematurely — what can I do?

When the daffodils’ eyes fill with tears,

the violets gaze upon them sadly.

When the carnations’ eyes stare into space
the lilac tears out its hair — what can I do?

Even the blowing wind is unfaithful —

now that it knows another love.

The tulip has torn its own breast from sadness,
its petaled hair is tangled — what can I do?

Perhaps you will come soon, smooth and plait
together these torn and tangled ears of silk,
gather for yourself the colorful blossoms
whose eyes are waiting, fixed on the road.

57 This lyric was popularized in a song by Akif Islamzade.
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Cokir gigoklorin g6z intizar,
Ayriligdan betor diinyada no var,
Bu bahar axgami soni bax, Nigar
Hozin-hozin yada salir, neyloyim?

Daglar:i duman alanda

Daglar1 duman alanda,
Go6zum yollarda qalanda,
Yadima soni salanda,

Gil yanagim solmasinmi?

Ison yellor, ason yellor
Sevgilimdon mono xobor
Solanda narin ¢igoklor,
Gozim yagla dolmasinmi?

Bu yerlordon ke¢gmoz oldum,
Dost-diigmoni se¢moz oldum,
Esqimo and igmoaz oldum,
Koénliim xarab olmasinmi?
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Anxiously, the eye of each flower awaits you —

in all the world, there is nothing worse than this isolation:

Look at this spring evening, see how your Nigar
is utterly bereft, thinking of you — what can I do?

When Fog Settles in the Mountains

When fog settles in the mountains,
When my eyes search the roads for you,
When thoughts of you come to mind,
Why don’t my rosy cheeks fade?

Blowing winds, blowing winds
Give me news of my love.
When the tiny flowers fade,
Why don’t my eyes fill tears?

I never could move on from this place.
I never could tell friends from enemies.
] never took vows with my love,

Why isn’t my heart in ruins?
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Qanun

Qanun var ki, kolo etmis insanlar1 diinyada.
Qanun var ki. qulluq yazmig babalardan évlada.
Qanun var ki, zoncirlomis ¢ox arzunu, omoli.
Qanun var ki, bazarlarda satmig nadir gozoli.
Qanun var ki, korpalori sofil etmis, ac qoymus.
Qanun var ki, qocalar: ¢éroyo mohtac qoymus.
Yer tizindon bu qanunu silmok ticin hor zaman,
Miibarizs yollarinda ¢ox igidlor tokmts qan.
Qanun var ki, zoncirlomis ruhu, dili, hovosi,
Strgtinlrtdon azadlhiqgin ytiksolon magrur sosi.
IAzomotli bir miilloti qul eloyon gqanun var.
insanhgl 9zmok tUgiin verilib bu qanunlar.
Yarandigi giindon bari insan oglu hor zaman,
Adalotsiz qanunlara qaldirmigdir min dsyan.
Azadlogm bayragini ucaldan bir insan da
Sodagatin qanununu yaratmigdir cahanda.
Kolaliyo, osarato qara mozar qazildi,

Azad, g6zal bir 6lkodo azad qanun yazildi.
Insanlarin azad fikri, esql, hissi, duygusu,
Qocalarin hor istoyi, analarm arzusu,
Alqislayir bu qanunu, salamlayir hor zaman,
9mok, hiinor diinyasina alqig deyir hor insan.
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Laws

Once a law made slaves of the people of the world.

Once grandfathers wrote a law demanding the service of their sons.
Once laws chained so many wishes and dreams.

Once a law allowed the sale of uncommon beauties in markets.
There were laws that created miserable, hungry babies.

There were laws that caused the elderly to live in need of bread.
And for each unjust law countless brave ones

stood on this road of struggle,

and shed their blood to clear these laws from the earth.

Once there were laws that chained spirit, tongue, and passion —
and the proud voice of freedom rose from the exiles.

A great nation was enslaved by law.

Such laws were made to trample the people.

And each time, from the earliest days of creation, the sons of humanity
raised a thousand rebellions against the unjust laws.

Hoisting the banner of freedom, even a single person

can create a law of loyalty and faith for all the world.

Now a dark grave has been dug for slavery and for servitude.

In a beautiful, free country a law of liberty has been written.

For the people’s thoughts of freedom, for their love and their passion,
for every desire of the elders, for all the dreams of the mothers,
now acclaim and welcome this law for all time!

For a world of courageous labor, everyone give praise!
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Golson, 6lorom sevincdon, soadotdon
Golmoson, 6lorom gomdon, hasrotdon...
Indi ki 6limiim yagayir sondo,

No forqi var ozizim,

Golson do, golmoson do.

*

Oliimdon qorxmuram,
Cofadan, ziilmdon qorxmuram.
Birco mohobbat yarasidir
Uroyimi qanadan...

Elo bil mahabbatlo
Dogulmusam anadan.

Birco giin sevilmosom,
Bulud kimi dolaram.
Birco giin sevilmoasom,
Cigok kimi solaram.
Birco an sevilmosom,
Bir anda mohv olaram.
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If you come to me | may die of pleasure, of joy.

If you do not come 1 may die of yearning and sorrow.
Therefore, because my death resides with you,

there is no difference, my dear one,

whether you come to me, or not.

*

I am not afraid of death.

I am not afraid of suffering
or oppression.

Only a wound of love

can make my heart bleed
as if I was born of love.

If I am unloved for a single day

I may blow away, like a cloud.

If I'm unloved for a single a day

I may fade, like the flowers.

If I'm unloved for even a moment
in a moment, I may die.
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Yaz gecasi

Agaclar picildagir,
Cigoklor danmgirdu. ..
Ulduzlar goy tiztindon
Hey baxib qumigirdi.
Sos-somir kosilirdi

Hor yandan yavag-yavas.

Cigoklor bir-birinin
Ciynino qoyurdu bas.
Gillor miirgiiloyirdi,
Yuxulayird: koponok.
Yagil ot, sar1 ¢igok.
Yatb dincin alirds,

Meh osir, yirgalayir
Yatmis outu, ¢igoyi
Meh osir, oxsayird,
Yuxulu koponayi.
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A Spring Night

The trees whispered,

the flowers spoke in hushed voices,
the stars in the sky above

seemed to smile, endlessly.
Everywhere, the sounds of the day
were slowly, slowly ebbing, quieting,

Blossoms rested their heads

on each other’s shoulders.

The roses drowsed.

Butterflies slept.

The green grass and the yellow flower
calmed, resting.

A gentle wind blew, waving
the sleeping grass, the flower.
A gentle wind blew, caressing
the sleepy butterfly.
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Mboadino Giilgiin
1926 — 1991

Modinos Gilgiin 1926-c1 1ldo Bakida anadan olub. Bu gohords ibtidai
tohsil alandan sonra 1928-ci ildo ailssti il birlikdo Giiney Azorbaycana
— 9Ardobil gohorins kdgb.

Tk seirlori 1945-ci ildo Tobrizds gixan “Voton yolunda”,
“Azorbaycan” gozetlorinds vo miixtolif almanaxlarda dorc olunub.
Conubi Azorbaycanda azadliq horokati bogulandan sonra Bakiya
kocub vo 6mriiniin sonuna goador burada yasayib.

Onun osorlori ke¢mis SSRI xalqlarinin dillorins vo daha bir ne¢o xarici
dils torciims olunub.

Modins Gilgiin 1991-ci ilds Bakida vofat edib.

Bilor

Hosrat agrisini, viisal qomini,
Ayrihq oduna yananlar bilor.
Donizds gorq olan tonha gominin,
Tonha foryadini immanlar bilor.

Mbono soylomoyin az aligtb-yan,
Inanin, dag1 da agladar hicran.
Daglarin ahidir o ¢on, o duman,
Daglarin dordini dumanlar bilor.

Mboni sorgulara tutma son obas,
Arzumu qolbimdos, baxigimda goz.
Koénlumi hor nag1 oxuya bilmoz,
Onu diinya gérmiis insanlar bilor.
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Madina Gulgun
1926 — 1991

Madina Gulgun was born in 1926 in Baku. After graduating from
secondary school in Baku, she moved with her family to Ardabil, a city
just south of Azerbaijan’s border with Iran. She published her first
poems in Tabriz in 1945 in the periodicals On Motherland’s Roads and
Azerbagjan. Fleeing political repression of Azeribaijani nationalists by
the Iranian government, her family returned to Baku. Her works have

been translated into Russian, among other languages. She died in
1991 in Baku.

Knowing

Only those who have burned in the flames of parting can know
the pain of separation, the grief of love.

Only oceans can know the solitary moans

of a lone ship wrecked, sunken in the sea.

Do not tell me to burn just a little —

believe me, this loss would make even a stone cry.

That mist there, that fog, they are the sighs of the mountains.
Only the fog can know the grief of mountains.

Do not throw those pointless questions at me.

Search for my desires in my heart, in my face.

One who lacks experience could never read my heart.
Only those who have seen the world can know.
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Yer tiziinds bir evim var...

Yer liziindo bir evim var,
Poncorosi giinago

Nogmo deyib, quslar qonar
Poncoromo homigo.

Yer liziindo bir evim var,
Min zohmotlo qurmusam.
Ordan iki kérpo qartal
Boytdib ugurmugam.
Yer tiztindo bir evim var
Ocag1 daim yanar.
Onun sénmoz g6losindon
Uroyim igiglanar.
Xatirolor moskonim
ilqarmda duz olana
Aciqdir gapim monim.
Yer liziindo bir evim var,
Orda nego illordir,
Taleyi bir, arzusu bir,

Tki sair omr edir,

Yer liziindo bir evim var,
Orda gomim, sevincim
Ordan gedor sl¢atmayan
Mlors émiir kécim.

Yer liziindo bir evim var,
Sanki xoyala dalmus.

O, monimgiin on migoaddos,
Isti asiyan olmus.

Yer liziindo bir evim var,
Batmaz tufanlar ona.
Biinévraodon baghdir o,
Bu Voton torpagina,

Bu Voton torpagina.
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I Have a House on Earth

I have a house on earth,

its window opens to the Sun.
Birds alight on my windowsill
always chirping a tune.

I have a house on Earth,

built with the efforts of thousands.
Here I have nurtured two young eagles
and seen them take flight.

I have a house on Earth

its hearth always bright.

Its steadfast radiance

lightens my heart.

I'live in my memories.

For those who keep their promises
my door is always open.

I have a house on Earth

where for countless years,

two poets have passed their lives,
sharing one destiny, and one dream.
I have a house on Earth

that holds my sorrows and my joys.
From here I travel life’s journey,
with years of life’s belongings.

I have a house on Earth

buried in dreams.

To me, it has become a sacred
and loving shelter.

I have a house on Earth

that storms cannot drown.

It is tied at its very foundation

to the ground of this motherland,
to the ground of this motherland.
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Goziim Arazda qald:

Sobrim yaman tiikondi,
Urayimdo déziim yox.
Ayrihigin olindon

Gecom yox, gindliizim yox.

Omriim qom igindodir,
Bir karvan koctindodir,
Alovum i¢indadir,

Demo, odum, kézim yox.

Catdim 6mriin qigina,
Do6ndim sapand dasina,
Taleyin koc isino,

Daha heg bir séziim yox.

Gozim qaldi Arazda,
Dedim, gollom bu yazda.
Ana, sobr et bir az da,
Soylomoya liziim yox.

S6z var hor 6ton giindo,
Tlor toyda, diytndo,
Dogma ata evinda
Sohbotim yox, 6ziim yox.

Ey Votonim, Votonim,
Olmusan sosim, Untm.
Kimso demosin monim
Torpaq uisto izim yox...
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My Eyes Look to Araz

I ran out of patience —
my heart cannot endure.
Parted so long,

I can’t tell day from night.

My life is filled with grief.
I migrate with a caravan,
my flame carried within,
as if neither fire nor embers remain.

I reached the winter of my life.
I became a stone

catapulted by fate.

I had nothing more to say.

My eyes look to Araz —

I had hoped to return this spring.
Now I hardly dare say,

Mother, be patient a little longer.

Each passing day, there are things to talk about —
the years are counted in weddings and celebrations.
In the house of my own father

I have nothing to say, for I am not there.

Ah, my homeland, my homeland,

you are now my mouthpiece and my voice.
Let no one say

I left no trace on this soil.
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Bu yurdun

Bu yurdun yas1 bolli,
Bahari, qist balli,
Qayast, das1 bolli,
Hosrotimin yast yox.

Bu yurdun ¢ollori var,
Nazonin gillori var,
Aylary, illori var,
Hosrotimin yast yox.

Yol salib qisa 6mrim,

Qalxir yoxuga 6mriim,
Dolsa da yasa 6mrim,
Hosrotimin yast yox.
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Of this Motherland

The age of this motherland is known.
Its springs and its winters are known.
Its rocks and its stones are known.
My longing has no age.

This motherland has meadows.
It has sublime flowers.

It holds the months and years.
My longing has no age.

My life is on the road to winter.
My life climbs the mountainside.
Although my life grows old,

my longing has no age.
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O axsam...

O axgam ulduzsuz qalmigdi soma,
O axgsam Tobrizo hey qar yagird.
Dogrusu, golmozdi o giin aghma,
Omriimo hosrotli miir dogurdu.

Dord tokor tistiinds kegirdi anlar,
Arxada qalirdi dasgh kii¢olor.
Sanki arxamizca boylanirdilar,
O axgam gozlori yash kiigolor.

Arxada qalird1 dalanlar, yollar,
Arxada qalird1 evlor, binalar.
Ayrilib gedirdi qizlar, ogullar,
Bir hosrot qalirds, bir do analar.

O gln Ggiyirda bitin yer tz,
Arxada qalirdi bag, bagca, meydan.
Siayird: sanki o axsam bizi,

Saxta bir torafdon, hosrat bir yandan.

Odlu nofosimiz oritdi gari,
Donmadiq, sahiddi buna yaxin, yad.
Kecdikeo saxtali, garh yollar,
Hosroti orids bilmadik heyhat.

Korpo balalarin géztindo sual,
Anaya, ataya and yeri olduq.
Yoqin ki, kimino ac1 bir xoyal,
Kiminin dilinin 9zbori oldugq.

Cinar gévdosinds yazimiz qalds,
Bir do songorlordos qald: yerimiz.
Elo bil ifiqglor, gdylor daraldi.

O axgam Tobrizdon ayrilanda biz.
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That Night

That night, the sky remained starless.

That night, snow fell steadily in Tabriz.

Truly, on that day I did not yet realize

how my life would be filled with sad days of longing.

Time passed on the four wheels of a car,
leaving behind those stony streets.

That night, it was as if the streets watched us
from behind, their green eyes filled with tears.

The alleys, the roads remained behind.

The homes and tall buildings remained behind.
The sons and daughters had left — gone.

Only longing and mothers remained.

That day the whole Earth shivered with fever.
The gardens and the plazas remained behind.
It was as if we were being tested that night —
caught between a hard frost and the flames of longing.

Our fiery breath melted the snow.

We did not freeze, as the witnesses recall.
We weathered a frozen road of snow,
but, alas, we could not melt our longing.

We became a question in the eyes of little children,
a prayer said by the mothers and fathers,

and, probably, only a bitter dream for some,

just names on tongues, learned by rote.

We remained as the names carved on the trunk of a plane tree.
Our final place forever in the trenches.

It was as if both the horizon and the sky narrowed,

that night, when we left Tabriz.
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Hokimo Billuri
1926 — 2000

Hokimo Billuri 1926-c1 ildo Conubi Azorbaycani Zoncan gohorindo
anadan olub. TIk tohsilini orada — “Azori” g1z moktobindo alib. Halo
moktobds oxuyarkon fars vo tiirk dillorinds geirlor yazib. Onun
Azarbaycan tlirkcosindo ilk seirlori “Voton yolunda”, “Azor”
gozetlorinda vo “Azorbaycan” jurnalinda dorc olunub.

Conubi Azorbaycanda azadliq horokatinin bogulmasindan sonra
Hokimo Billuri 1946-c1 ildo Simali Azorbaycana miihacirat edorak,
burada foal badii vo elmi yaradiciligla moaggul olub.

2000-c1 ildo Bak: gohorinds vofat edib.

Tabriz

Qollarim dolanar boynuna bir giin,
Yeno bas qoyaram dizina, Tobriz.
Hosratdon, hicrandan cana doymusam,
Doyunca baxaram goziina, Tobriz.

Bulaniq sularin axsm, durulsun,
Toz5 glinlorindon biisat qurulsun,
Sohond camalina bir do vurulsun,
Bir qubar qonmasin tiztino, Tobriz.

Hosrotin yandirar, porsiidor moni,
Zorif ¢icok kimi tigtidor moni,
Saslosom, Savalan egidor moni,
Qizinam oduna, kéziins, Tobriz.
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Hakima Billuri
1926 — 2000

Hakima Billuri was born in the city of Zanjan in Southern Azerbaijan
(the predominantly Azerbaijani region of northern modern Iran). She
was initially educated at an “Azeri” girls’ school. She wrote her first
poems in Persian and Turkish while studying at secondary school. Her
first poems written in Azerbaijani were released in For the Sake of the
Motherland and Azer newspapers and Azerbagan magazine. After the
southern Azerbaijani liberation movement was suppressed in Iran, she
immigrated to Soviet Azerbaijan in December 1946, where she
continued her active engagement in literary and scientific activities.
She died in Baku in the year 2000.

Tabriz

One day, I will circle my arms around your neck.

Again, I will rest my head in your lap, Tabriz.

I am heartsick from this separation, this longing for you,

I would gaze into your eyes to my heart's content, Tabriz.

May your muddy rivers flow on and run clear.

May a celebration be held for your new days.

May Sahand?® once again fall in love with your beauty.
May not one speck of dust mar your face, Tabriz.

This longing for you has burned and scorched me.

I shake with fever like a delicate flower.

If I call out, perhaps Savalan® will hear me —

I would entrust myself to your fires and warm in your embers, Tabriz.

58 Sahand is the pen name of an Azerbaijani-Iranian poet, Bulud Qara-chorlu (1926-
1979). He wrote primarily in the Azerbaijani language.

59 Savalan, like the aforementioned poet's pen name, is another romanized spelling of
Sahand or Sabalan, is the name of mountain and a village in norethern Iran, near the
border of modern Azerbaijan. It is in an area long populated by ethnic Azerbaijani
peoples.
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Giliistan baginin seyrina golim,
Lalo yamacinda bir do dincolim,
Oton giinlorimo yetigmoz olim,
Digtim, heg olmasa, izina, Tobriz.

Ana tobossimim ay isigidir,
Qolum gamotinin sarmagigidur,
Serin bu diinyanin yaragigidir,
Incisi tiikonmoz x9zinoa, Tobriz.

Son gair 6mriimo viigar vermison,
Solub-saralmayan giilzar vermison,
Etibar vermison, ilqar vermison,
Hor igid ogluna, qizina, Tobriz.

Sottarxan bayragin géylors ucalt,
Qara buludlar od agzina at,
Sair quzinin da sézlorini qat,
Sirin sdhboting, s6ziino, Tobriz.
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Let me journey to Golestan’s®? gardens

Let me rest on your poppied slopes.

Though I cannot bring back the days of the past,
at least let me walk in your footsteps, Tabriz.

My mother’s smile is the moonlight.

My arms twine round your slim figure like a vine of morning glory.
Your poetry is a garland for this world,

Your pearls an inexhaustible treasure, Tabriz.

You have bestowed pride on a lifetime of poetry.

You have bestowed a flower garden that can neither wither nor fade.
You have bestowed confidence and fidelity

On each of your sons and daughters, Tabriz.

Raise the flag of Sattarkhan®! to the sky!

Cast the dark stormclouds into your mouth of fire!
Add the words of your poet daughter

To your sweet conversation, Tabriz.

60 An ethnic Azerbaijani region in northeastern Iran.

61 Sattar Khan (1866-1914), an ethnic Azerbaijani born in the region of Tabriz, is
considered an national hero in Iran for his leadership in the Iranian constitutional
revolution of the early twentieth century. He died at age 48, perhaps as a result of leg
wounds sustained in a violent confrontation with the Shah (allied with Western
nations) in 1910, which left him disabled.
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Mbonim xalgqim

Xalqimi ¢ox sevirom, ¢ox...
Ona monsub oldugum t¢iin yox.
Imoksevordir...

Ona goro.

Qonagporvordir...

Ona goro.

Hor seyi cibino salan yox,
Uroyino salandir.

Ozgo dordins qalandir,
Incoliklori duyar monim xalqim.
Qslbinds quirur, alninda viigar,
Mbonim xalqum...

Torpaga baghdir szoldan,
Motanotli, déztimludiir.
Sinamigam mon.

Tomkini dag kimidir,

Fitri istedads - bulaq kimi.

Sobr mohvorini hicran

Bozon ¢ixarsa da halqasindan
Yeno do sobri Konan sobrina bonzor.
Ad, sohrati uzaqlarda gozor,
Gonclorini gox sevirom
Vofalidir - ona goéro.

Qocalarmi gox sevirom,

Hor s6zii monalidir - ona goro.
Analarin kosorlidir s6zii,
Uzaqgorondir gozi,

G0zal adotlori vardir xalqumin,
Uroyi isiqdir, nurdur xalqimin.
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My People

I have a powerful love for my people —

not only because I am one of them.

They work hard —

that’s why.

They are hospitable —

that’s why.

They don’t care about what you keep in your pocket,
but about what you hold in your heart.

They are sensitive to the sorrows of others —
my people are big-hearted and proud.

From the beginning, they were bound fast to this soil.
They have the courage to meet every challenge.
I have tested them.

Their patience is like a mountain.

Their creativity is like an eternal spring.
Though loss makes them long

to break their chains,

yet, their patience is the patience of Canaan,

a fabled name that has traveled far and wide.
Our youths are much beloved

because they are faithful.

Our elderly are much beloved

because every word they speak carries wisdom.
Our mothers' sharp advice

proves farsighted.

My people’s traditions are beautiful.

My people are clear-hearted and pure.
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Usaqgligdan bir adatdir

Bizdo boytiyo hormot.

Alinmib satilmaz mohabbot,
Toxunulmazdir omoak,
Migaddoasdir zohmot.

Elo buna gbrs do moni yasadir
Xalq mohabbati.

Moboni 6ldirs bilor Voaton hasroti.
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From childhood we learn:

to respect one’s elders,

that love is neither bought nor sold,

that labor 1s inviolable,

and that to strive is holy.

Love for my people

keeps me alive.

To be deprived of my homeland could kill me.
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Morziya Uskuyi (Dalga)
1945 - 1972

Mobrziys Uskuyinin taleyi facioli olub. Morziyo Ohmodli Uskuyi
(Dalga) 1945-ci ildo Tobriz yaxinhgimdaki Uskii gasobasinds diinyaya
galib, ali pedaqoji tohsil aldiqdan sonra {ic il Uskii kondindo orta
moktob muiollimi kimi ¢aligib, seirlor yazib. Xalqin agir voziyyoti, azori
tirklorinin agri-acilart Morziyoni (dostlar: ona Morican deyordilor)
gonc yaglarindan inqilabi foaliyyoto colb edib, dostlar il birlikds sah
mohboslorine atilib, zindan hoyati haqqinda xatiralor yazib.

1972-ci ildo 27 yaginda sah rejimi torofindon qotls yetirilib.

Giintim gedib su i¢sin, abt donun doyigsin
Can glinogim, parla, ¢ix!

Cahan goérinsin agiq.

Aylar, illor dolands,

Ah, gérdiiyiim yuxumu?

Zaman naqqa baliq tok

Uddu cocuglugumu.

Indi domirdon tifong

Hesabsiz figong gorok.

Xalqin donmoz esqgindon

Burda dayaq gorokdir,

Yurda dayaq gorokdir.

Hor kos Giinosi sevso, atar bagqa sevgini...
Yorulub yolda qalmaz.

Bolkos 6ztint do unudar,

Yada salmaz

Gedor, tapar Glinagi... uca daglar baginda.
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Marziya Uskuyi (Wave)
1945 — 1972

Marziya Uskuyi had a tragic fate. Marziya Ahmadi Uskuyi (Wave) was
born in 1945 in the Usku settlement near Tabriz. After receiving her
higher education in pedagogy, she worked as a teacher for three years,
and wrote poems. Because of ongoing hardships for many people in
the nation of Iran, and the specific grievances of the ethnic
Azeribaijani population, Marziya (her friends would call her Marijan)
became involved with revolutionary activities from a young age. She
was imprisoned in the Shah’s jails with her fellow revolutionaries,
eventually writing about time in jail. She was killed during street
protests in 1972 at the age of 27.

My sun, head down to the water, have a drink,
put on your blue dress.

Dear sun of mine, come out, shine —

light up the universe!

Ah, but perhaps this vision is just a dream?
Months and years have passed.

Time, like a bullhead fish,

has swallowed my childhood whole.

We now need the iron rifle,

and countless rockets.

We need the steadfast love of our people

to shore up the fortifications,

to sustain our homeland.

Those who love the sun will forsake all other lovers,
will not be stopped in the road.

They will go to the mountaintop,

and there they will find the sun.
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Gecolorim aysizdir,
Gindiizlorim Glinossiz.
Omriim illordon bori
Bu ciir sovusur sossiz.
Nifrot, soyuq, aldanig
Kokt dibdon quruyub.
Soadotin, sadhigin.
Qaranlhq y18in-y18in,

Nbo sonu var, no dibi.
Ah, bu zulmot, kor zilmot,
Gomirmokds golbimi.
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My nights are moonless.

My days are sunless.

The years my life

slip away in silence.

Hatred, coldness, deceit —

My joy, the fat root of my happiness,
has shriveled. Darkness piles upon darkness,
with neither beginning nor end.

Ah, this blind darkness,

pitch black,

gnaws at my heart.
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Dalga

Xirda, inco arx idim,
Mesolordon, daglardan,
Dorolordon axirdim.
Bilirdim durgun sular
Oz i¢indo bogular.
Dalgalar qucaginda
Xirdaca arxlar ticin
Yeni hoyat dogular.

Nbo yolun uzaghg,

No qaranhq c¢uxurlar,
No durgunluq havosi
Moboni yoldan qoymadi.
Indi garigmigam mon
Qurtulmaz dalgalara.
Varligimiz ¢alismaq,
Yoxlugumuz dayanmag.
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Wave

I was a small and gentle brook.

I flowed through forests, the mountians,
the valleys.

I knew that still water

could drown in itself —

In the arms of the currents

a new brook,

new life is born.

Neither the road’s distance,
nor its dark ruts,

nor a love of stillness

could hold me back,

now that I have run

with the unrestrained currents.
To be is to try —

to stand still, is to be nothing.
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Xamimana 9Jliboayli
1920 — 2007

1920-ci ilin aprelinds anadan olub. Orta moktobi bitirdikdon sonra
N.Norimanov adina Azorbaycan Tibb Institutunun mualico-
profilaktika fakultosindo, sonra iso Azorbaycan Pedoqojt Institutunun
filologiya fakultosindo tohsil alib. "Ana" adh ilk matbu seiri 1938-ci ildo
"Azorbaycan qadint" jurnalinda gap edilib. Homin vaxtdan 2007-ci
ildo vofat edono godor foal badii yaradiciligla moggul olub.

Hoadiyyo

Bir az ag parca kosim,
Axsam olar, tolosim,
Bu gun tikig ttkmoyo
Scab golir hovosim.

Bax, budur iynom, agim,
Yarasiqli oymagim,
Soninlo tikig tikim,
Agrimasin barmagim.

Bu monim saplarimdir,
Nbo rong deson, varimdir.
Coxlu tikig tikmigom,
Koloflorim yarimdir.

Mbon bagladim tikiso,
iyngm girigdi igo.
Yasil ipok saplardan
Yarand: atlas meso.
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Khanimana Alibayli
1920 — 2007

Khanimana Alibayli was born in April in 1920. After graduating from
secondary school, she studied in the Faculty of Treatment and
Prophylaxis of the Narimon Narimanov Azerbaijan Medical Institute,
then with the Faculty of Philology of the Azerbaijan State Pedagogical
University. Her first published poem “Mother” was published in the
magazine Azerbayani Woman in 1938. She was actively engaged in
literary creativity until her death in 2007.

Gift

Let me snip off a piece of white cloth.
Evening falls, let me hurry!

I have a wonderful desire

to sew these stitches today.

Look — here is my needle, my white cloth.
My beautiful thimble,

let me sew with you!

Let my fingers not ache.

Here, see my spools of thread.
Whatever the color, I have it.
I have sewn so long and so much,
many spools are now half empty.

I begin to sew,

my needle sets to work —
from green silk thread

a satin forest grows.
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Sonra tikdim qizil sar,
Dévrosindo gtialar.

Bu giinagdir, goylordo
No duman, no bulud var.

Tikmoni aram-aram,
Bozorom, naxiglaram.
8 Mart bayraminda
Anama bagislaram.

Aynur

Bu ag inayo baxin,
Dolagib ¢oli, dizi.
Golir Aynura yaxin,
Ona dikilib g6zi.

Sagicit Aynur bu il
Yeno do onu sagir.
Dolcasina elo bil

Ag rongdo yagis yagir.

Goziindon nur sagilir,
Kosmosdur onun ad.
Onu gorcok agilir,

Aynurun qol-qanadi.
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Then I embroider a golden circle

and light radiates from its circumference:
This is the sun, hung in a blue sky

with neither fog nor clouds.

I sew steadily, peacefully,
patterning, embellishing.
On the 8t of March$2

I will give this to my mother.

Aynur

Look at this white cow

that roams the wide steppe.
She approaches Aynur,
gazes steadily into her eyes.

This year, once again,

the dairymaid Aynur milks her.
Again, it is as if white rain
were falling into the bucket.

Her cow eyes twinkle brightly.
Her name is Cosmos.

When she ambles into view
Aynur dances with joy.

62 International Women’s Day
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Narinc Xatun
1930 — 2000

Narinc Xatun kimi tanian Coforova Narmc 9voz qiz1 1930-cu ildos
Neftcala rayonunun Banks qosobasinds anadan olub. Tk seirlori holo
orta moktobds oxuyarkon yerli motbuatda dorc edilib. 2002-c1 ildo
“Burla xatun novasiyom” adli seirlor toplusu nosr olunub.

Narinc Xatun uzun illor Azarbaycan Asiglar Birliyinin nazdinda
foaliyyot gostoron “Agiq Por1” moclisino rohborlik edib.

"Burla xatun navasiyom", "Mon xalqimin agiqiyom" adh kitablarin
muollifidir.

Ayriligin

Solacaqmus ¢igok-¢icok,
Giiman imig ayrihgin.
Yoxsa moni qoarq edacok,
Umman imis ayrihgm.

Gunlor 6tur sina-sina,
Sodaqotds moni sma.
Gozlorimin qarasma

Duman imig ayrihigin.

Saldin esqin axarina
Yandim giinog baxarina.
Il gozdiror baharima
Xozan imig ayriligin.

Xatun deyor xog goloydim,
Gozloorindo seviloydim.

Kas ki, bir glin mon biloydim
Yalan imis ayriligin.

194



Anthology of Poetry by Women in Azerbagjan: Classical to Soviet

Narinj Khatun
1930 — 2000

Jafarova Narinj, known as Narinj Khatun, was born in the Banka
settlement of the Neftchala region in1930. Her first poems were
published in local media while she was still in school. Her book of
poems titled I Am the Granddaughter of Burla Khatun was published in
2002. Narinj Khatun was the leader of Ashug Pari Majlis (gathering,
or group) that existed within Azerbaijan Ashugs’ Union for many
years. She is also the author of the book 7 Love My People.

Losing You®

The fear that you would leave me
withered each and every flower.
The loss of you would be an ocean
that could sink me.

The days pass in broken shards,
testing my fidelity.

The fear of losing you was a fog
in the pupil of my eye.

You threw me into a river of love —
I burned in your bright gaze.

My spring was destroyed

and in the autumn I was forsaken.

Khatun says, I am to be welcomed,
that I am beloved in your eyes.

I hope one day I can be certain
that your leaving was a lie.

63 Because these are composed as song lyrics in an oral tradition, there can be different
versions of the same lyric. For example, different versions of this lyric appear in the
2005 anthology Azerbaijan Women Poet’s Anthology (2005) and in the collection Ashug
Women’s Anthology (2010). We are using the 2005 version.
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Zivor Agayeva
1934

1934-cii ildo Qazimommod rayonunun Qarasu kondindos anadan olub.
Qazimommod domiryol moktobini bitirdikdon sonra Baki Tibb
Texnikumunda tohsil alib. Sonralar Azorbaycan Pedoqoji Institutunun
dil vo adobiyyat fakultosinds tohsilini davam etdiib. Uzun illor
"Azorbaycan qadint” jurnalinda igloyib.

Adobi fraliyyata 60-c1 illordon baglayib. "Oziin seg, 6ziin bayan"
(1975), "Ilk baharda golmisom" (1980) vo s. adl kitablar: nogr olunub.

Sahil

Itirli qoynuna, yagil sinono
Lopoalor yol boyu sopibdir inci.
Elo bil, qonubdur yarpaglar tsto
Ana tobassumii, bala sevinci.

Cigokli sahilim, giilli sahilim,

Sohor cilgiragh tacdir baginda.
Soytdlor boylansin, kitknar daransin,
Xozar bir aynadir, durub qarsinda.

Sayrigan ¢iraglar ulduzlar kimi,
Salir qaranhgin sinosindo iz.
Kolmolor dilimds nagmoyo doniir,
Hor bahar soninlo goriisonds biz.
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Zivar Aghayeva
1934

Zivar Aghayeva was born in 1934 in the village of Garasu in the
Gazimammad district. After graduating from Gazimammad railway
school, she studied at Baku Medical Technical School. She pursued
further studies at the Faculty of Language and Literature at
Azerbaijan State Pedagogical University, later working for the
magazine Azerbagjani Woman. She began her literary activities in the
1960s and published two books Ghoose Yourself, Like Yourself (1975) and 1
Came in the First Springtime (1980).

Shore

Waves have scattered pearls

along the stretch of your fragrant, green breast.
As if a mother's laughter, a child's delight,

have settled upon these leaves.

My shore of blossoms, my flowery shore,

the city is a jeweled crown upon your head.

Let the willow watch as the fir tree combs its hair —
the Caspian Sea is a mirror set before you.

As lamps are lit, they twinkle like stars,
tracing light across your bosom of darkness.
Each spring, when we meet again,

words turn to song on my tongue.
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Dolanim

Bir ¢aglayar iki kontil,

Ayri deyil candan canim.
Bir odda ki son yanirsan,
Alovunda mon ds yanmim.

9gor Aysan, ulduz olum,
Kesiyindo dayanim mon.
Giinogsonsa, Yerdon ovval,
Qoy bagina dolanim mon.

Galmoz

Yazin yaz vaxti var, payizin payiz,
Otiib kegon anlar, bil, olo golmoz.
Hor giils, ¢icoyo demo vurgunam,
Bilbullor vurulub hor giils golmoz.

Yazda al giinogdir, qisda boyaz qar,
Vagqifi most edon bizim sonalar.
Qslbini etso do hicran tari-mar,
Yagilbas gormoyo hor golo golmoz.

Hor oddan giicliidiir mohobbat odu,
Sons qanad verib yasadan odur.
Sevilmok uludu, sevmok uludu,

O nagmoyo sigmaz, o dilo golmoz.
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Let Me Revolve Around You

Our two hearts beat as one,
your soul undivided from mine.
Since you burn, as if on fire,

let me also burn in that blaze.

If you are the Moon, let me be a star.
Let me guard you.

If you are the Sun, let me be the Earth.
Let me revolve around you.

Don’t Come

Spring has its spring time, and autumn its own season.

Know and understand — times past can never come again.
Don’t say that you are in love with every blossom, every flower.
Nightingales love, but they cannot reach every flower.

Our beauties, those who can enchant Vagift+

are the warm sun in spring and the white snow in winter.

Even if their hearts ache with desire,

they don’t visit every lake to watch the green-headed waterbirds.

Love burns with the brightest flame of all.
Love gives you wings, sets life alight.

To love 1s a wonder, to be loved is a wonder,
which songs cannot contain nor words express.

64 Vagif is a common Azerbaijani male name. There have been many famous Vagifs,
from poets, to statesmen, to jazz musicians. This might refer to one of these, or be
used as a generic young man’s name: “Many girls enchant our John.”
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Koamaloa
1937

Sair Komalo 1937-c1 ildo Naxgivan gohorinds anadan olub. Burada 2
sayl gohor orta moktobini bitirdikdon sonra Azarbaycan Dévlot Xarici
Dillor Institutunun fransiz dili fakultosinds tohsil alib. "Halal olaydim"
adli ik motbu seiri 1957-ci ilds "Azorbaycan" jurnalinda dorc
edilondon sonra foal badii yaradiciligla moggul olmaga baglayib. O,
fransiz dilindon poetik torcimolor ds edib. "Arpacayin nogmosi"
(1978), "Das piyald" (1982) vo s. kitablar1 nosr olunub.

Torpaq

Ihq nofosini duyub baharn,

Acir gozlorini yuxulu torpag.
Yeno nogmosing dalir sularin,
Nofosi borokot qoxulu torpaq.

Yazacaq kokstino xos omollori,
Sinasi gozloyir insan ollori.
Ona qarigdiqca zohmotin tori,
Hor il cavanlagir bu ulu torpagq.

Adavot, hagsizhq ondan uzaqdur,
O, zohmot sevoni yagadacaqdir.
Kim deyir adics, qara torpaqdir,
Insan duyguludur, duygulu torpaq.
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Kamala
1937-

Kamala was born in 1937 in the city of Nakhchivan. After graduating
from secondary school No. 2 there, she studied in the French Faculty
of the Azerbaijan State Foreign Languages University. After her poem
"I Wish I Were Permissible" was first published in Azerbajjan magazine
in 1957, she became engaged in literary activities. She translated
poetry from French and published several books including 7The Song of
Arpachay (Arpa river) (1978) and Stone Bow! (1982).

Soil

Feeling the warm breath of spring,

the sleepy soil opens its eyes.

Once again breathing abundance, the soil
drowns in the song of water.

This broad land waits for human hands

to inscribe happy deeds upon its chest.
Each year, mingling with the sweat of labor,
this remarkable soil rejuvenates.

With enmity and injustice far from here,

this ground will sustain those who love to toil.
Who says this land is merely black soil?

This sensitive ground has a human soul.
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Bir koniilom

Bir kontlom hosrat dolu,
Heg qaygimi ¢okonim yox.
Bir bulagam gofa sulu,
Sularimdan igonim yox.

Bir dagam bas1 dumanls,
Dumanimi géronim yox.
Bir bagam gtil kohkoganl,
Gillorimi doranim yox.

Bir mosolom, $6lasi bol,
Do6vromda bir parvanom yox.
Leyli yolu getdiyim yol,
Sohrada he¢ divanom yox.

Bir heyrotom gozlords mon,
Ancaq halim soranim yox.
Hey gozorom diizlordo mon,
Bir atogom aranim yox.

Omiir kegir yana-yana,

Mboni candan duyanim yox.
Uz tutmugam hansi yana,
Gormiusom heg hoyanim yox.

Bu diinyaya golib-getdim,
Elo bildim mokanim yox.
Bir 1ol idim, diigiib itdim,
Heg axtarib tapanim yox.
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I Am a Heart

I am a heart filled with longing,
but there is no one to look after me.
I am a spring of healing waters,

but no one drinks from my waters.

I am a mountain, crowned in mist —
no one admires my mist.
I am a garden starred with flowers —
no one picks my flowers.

I am a bright and shining flame —
no moths circle me.

I am traveling Leyli's lonely path,

but I have no mad lover in the desert.

I am a wonder, a sight to see,
but no one asks after me.

I wander across the plains,

a flame without my lowlands.

Life passed, burning, burning —
no one reached into my heart.
No matter where I turned,

I saw no one to protect me.

I simply came and went in this world —

it seemed I had no place here.
I was a fallen jewel that was lost —

no one searched, no one ever found me.
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Moani

Omiir birco idi getdi olimdon,
Yetirmoz bir daha ruzigar moni,

Bir vofa gérmodim q6n¢o giliimdon,
Unutdu diinyada o nigar moni.

Yox, bagqa birino meyl salmaram,
Gdlin olmadimsa, xarin olmaram,
Konil deyiloni satib-almaram,
Hoyat yaratmayib sévdogor moni.

Voroglor tstunds gozolo dondiim,
O giildon ayrilmaz nozors déndiim,
Bitdim yolu iisto, xozolo déndim,
Alib saxlamadi yadigar moni.
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Me

There is only one life — it slipped from my hands.
I will not come into this life again.

Forgotten in this world by that beauty of mine,

I received no devotion from my rosebud.

No, I'll give my love to no one else.

If I was not your flower, neither will I be your shame.
I'll neither buy nor sell that thing called a heart.

Life did not create me a merchant.

I became a ghazal on leaves of paper.

I became a gaze inseparable from that flower.

I grew on my beloved’s path, turned color like an autumn leaf.
That one took no part of me to save as souvenir.
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Nurongiz Giin
1938

Nurongiz Gun 1938-ci ildos Bak: gohorinds dogulub. Orta moktobi
bitirdikdon sonra 1 saylh Baki Tibb Moktobinds, sonralar iso
Azarbaycan Dovlot Incosonot Universitetindo tohsil alib.

Oxucularla ilk gorigo “Ulduz” jurnalinda dorc edilon “Tann” povesti
ilo (1981) golib. “Ag qanadlar” (1986), “Giinogo dua” (1990) vo bir sira
bagqa kitablarin muollifidir.

In ¢atini boliinmoakmis

...Sonra o mogum nagila

stibha kimi birgo géynadik.

Bu minvalla, bu béyiik dinyamizda

eyni kodarimizlo eyni clr qorib dusdiik...
Ah giilltim, goribliys son yaxst balodsan,
Son heg noayi unuda bilmoayacokson!
Ovun, quzum, ovun, monim kovrok sevgim!
"No giinahi telli sazin?.."

Ison bir bagqa ciir asdi.

Mobon toslimom. Kiri son do.

Kiri, monim ay omurliik kodorim!

9n acist-

qoynumuzdan agilib

yera diigon o gollart unutmaqmas.

9n acist-

cigirlara hagalanib

qar selindo Ustiyon o yollar1 unutmaqmas!
Olacaga no hacot? Yoqin bu da gorokmis.
No biloydik, na biloydik.

9n ¢otini bélinmokmig?!
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Nurangiz Gun
1938

Nurangiz Gun was born in 1938 in the city of Baku. After graduating
from secondary school, she pursued her education at Baku Medical
School No.1, then at the Azerbaijan State Economic University. Her
first encounter with readers was through her narrative "God" (1981)
published in Star magazine. Her published books include White Wings
(1986) and Prayer to the Sun (1990).

Worst of All

...After that terrible tale

we grieved together until dawn.

And so, in this big world of ours,

with our identical sorrows, we went our same separate ways.
Ah my beloved flower, you know well what it means to be a stranger,
You will not be able to forget anything!

Be consoled, my lamb, my fragile love!

"What guilt has the saz5> whose strings are plucked?"
Fate's wind blew us different ways.

I'am resigned. You be silent too.

Hush, oh lifelong grief of mine!

The most bitter

was to forget those arms that fell away

from our embrace.

The most bitter

was to forget those wide roads

that had forked into narrow paths

and frozen under an avalanche of snow!

Isn’t fate inevitable? Perhaps this all had to be.

How could we know, how could we know —

that to be separated would be the very worst of all?!

65 A long-necked stringed instrument, played by plucking.
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Qaciram

Bos haylardan,
haraylardan,

tomtoraqli

otaqlardan,-
saraylardan qagiram!
Yersiz guliislordon,
saxta, yaltaq opuslordon
qazanc giidon,

s6z Uyltidon

gorislordon qaciram!
Ali baltali qollardan,
dolam-dolagiq yollardan,
bos kiiylordon,
koloklorden gagiram!
Qamarlayib soadotimi
0zgosing sovqat veran,
strtkloyon
"kiiloklordon" qagiram!
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I Reject

I reject the empty fanfare,

the shouting

the flamboyance

the plush rooms,

and palaces!

I reject empty laughter,

the feigned and flattering kisses,
and opportunistic,
word-grinding

meetings!

I reject the hands holding an axe,
those winding, tangled ways,
vain clamour,

and artifice!

I reject the “winds”

that would drag me down,

steal my happiness

and present it as a gift to others!
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Zumzumo
Onda

gozlorim kor, qulaglarim kar,
giinlorim lal, bekarmas.

Onda

moni doli bir egq karixdirmas...

obas, obas! Cox obas!

obas yero sevmis imig bu kontl soni.
Allahin

sonin kimi bigana, xudpasond bandasini.
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Lullaby

Once
my eyes were blind, my ears deaf.
My days were dumb, idle.

Once

I was bewildered by a mad love.
In vain! In vain! So much in vain!
In vain this heart loved you,

such a selfish,

indifferent creature of God!
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Firuzo Mommoadli
1940

Firuzo Mommodli 1940-c1 ildo Xagmaz rayonunun Canaxir kondindo
anadan olub. Homin rayonun Hiilévli kond orta moktobini
bitirdikdon sonra Quba sohor Tibb Moktobindo tohsil alib.
1964-1968-ci illords Azorbaycan Dévlat Pedaqoji Institutunun dil vo
adobiyyat fakiiltosindo tohsilini davam etdirib.

9Adobi foaliyyate 1963-cii ilds Xagmaz rayonunda ¢ixan “Dostlug”
gozetindo dorc edilmis “Ay hokim™ adli eirlo baglayib.

Sonralar ali tohsil sisteminds ¢aligib, Azorbaycan Pedoqoji
Universitetinds dors deyib, Yusif Vozir Comonzominlinin hoyat vo
yaradiciligt mévzusunda namizodlik dissertasiyast yazib.

Miixtolif illords “Sonin émriin” (1982), “Yetkinlik” (1989), “Bir qarig
ucaliq” (1995), “Moni monlos bélon diinya” (1999) adl kitablari, 2002-
ci ildo 159 1ki cildlik “Secilmis osorlori” nogr olunub.

Lirik seir

Oxgaymm tellorini,
ovuclayim su kimi.
Axsin barmaglarimdan
stizolonsin, dinmoyim.
Rongini gbzlorimo
¢okim

bir yuxu kimi.
Strmolosin gbzimi
saclarmin ipoyi.

Els gozsin baxisim
¢Ohronin sohorini,
Yanaginda aligan
laloyo meyli diigsiin.
Qslbim kego bilmoasin
toroddiid ¢oporini,
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Firuza Mammadli
1940

Firuza Mammadli was born in 1940 in the village of Janakhir in the
Khachmaz region. After graduating from Hulovlu village secondary
school, she studied at the Guba City Medical School. From 1964-1968
she studied at the Faculty of Languages and Literature in the
Azerbaijjan State Pedagogical University. She began her literary
activities in 1963 with the poem “Hey Doctor,” which was published
in the newspaper Friendship in the Khachmaz region. Later she worked
in the national system of higher education, teaching at the Azerbaijan
Pedagogical University and writing and defending her thesis about
Yusif Vazir Chamanzaminli’s6 life and creative activities. Over the
years she published the books Your Life, Adolescence, Height of an Inch, and
The World Dividing Me From Mpyself.

Lyric Poem

Let me caress your hair,

cup in it my palms like water.
Let it run through my fingers,
trickle down, silence me.

Let me apply that color

to my own eyes

as in a dream.

Let your hair of silk

line my eyes with antimony.57

Let my gaze wander across your face
Let it fall in love with the poppies
blossoming in your cheeks.

Let my heart not cross

that fenceline of hesitation.

66 Yusif Vazir Chamanzaminli (1887-1943) was an Azerbaijani author and statesman
who died at the age of fifty-five in a gulag camp near Gorky, USSR.

67 Antimony, a lustrous metaloid element, was compounded for use as a cosmetic —
usually as a silvery black eye-liner.
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Arzum
timidlorinden

elo gileyli diigsiin.
Yaxinhgin tilsimi
salsin uzaga moni,
Bikulstin gozlorimin
xumarina

diloyim.

Xoyalinin ganadinda
duzlor agar, daglar asar,
torlanlarla qucaglasar.
Baxar aya, baxar giino,
Cosa-cosa, sina-sino.
Dagdan axar, diizdon axar,
Yoldan axar, izdon axar.
Odlu-odsuz,

sulu-susuz.

Sirin sozu

olmaz duzsuz.

Kéhlonini ¢apa-¢apa

agir gazor, 1zo digor Xolil Rza.
caytok cosar, daglar asar,
dizo diigor Xolil Rza.

Bu torpaqda bir iz qgalar,
Tllor kecor tomiz qalar,

O iz bizo oziz qalar....
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Let my desires

be dissatisfied by

your hopes.

Let the spell of intimacy

send me far away.

Let my fantasies

be folded up

into my drunken eyes.

On the wings of your dreams

he crosses plains and cross mountains,
embraces falcons,

looks into the Moon, looks into the Sun,
bends with passion.

He runs through the mountains, runs across the plains,
runs down all the roads and trails.

Whether fiery or cold,

watery or dry,

his sweet words

cannot be vapid.

Galloping on his fine steed,

tracking the trail — Khalil Rza.68

A turbulent river, crossing through mountains,
descending to the plains — Khalil Rza.

On this soil, some trace will remain.

Though years elapse, the tracks remain fresh —
a trace of you that remains dear to us...

68 Khalil Rza (1932-1994) was an Azerbaijani Poet who, for a time, worked for the
magazine Azerbagjant Woman. In January 1990, just prior to the collapse of the Soviet
Union, he was arrested for his activism on behalf of the Azerbaijani Nationalist
Movement and jailed for nearly two years in the notorious Moscow Lefortovo prison.
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Bu taleyin baltasina

Bagim mondon qabaq qacir.
Boxtin taxtindan enmoyo
Tacim mondon qabaq qacir.

Qapaym moni gozumdon,
Y1gin adimi izimdon.

Bezib oglundan, qizindan,
Yagim mondon gabaq qagur.

No harayam, no sodayam,
Oyan dagim, egit qayam.
Das ustunds dayanmayan
Dagim mondon qabaq qagir.
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I run head first

into this axe of fate.

My crown runs before me
to abdicate destiny’s throne.

Close my eyes.

Erase all trace of my name.
Weary of its sons and its daughters
my age runs before me.

I am neither a cry nor an echo .
Wake my mountains! Hear my cliffs!
My stone that rests on no other stone
runs before me.
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Validos Hiiseynova
1941 - 1978

Valido Hiiseynova 1941-ci ildo Nax¢ivanin Qaraxanboyli kondindo
anadan olub. Orta moktobi orada bitirdikdon sonra ali tohsilini davam
etdirib. Sovet hakimiyyoti illorinds Nax¢ivanda bir sira mosul
vazifolordo galigib.

“Ana laylas1”, “Sonziz olmasin™ vo s. kimi seir kitablarinin muollifidir.
1978-ci ildo vofat edib.

Hec¢ kimsaya demoayin

Goldim sizlo gbrigsmoyo,
Salxim s6yid, qoca ginar.
Goldim mono danigasiz,
Buralarda tozo no var?

Tok golmigom, belo olub,
Tok golmigom bura bu giin.
Sobobini sorusmayin:

Belo olub axi1 ney¢iin?

Dedim, bolks ilk mohabbot
Burda sizo iligibdir.
Goldim, gérom, kdlgonizo
Nego yent iz dugiibdir?..

Uroayimdo izi vardir
Burdak: hor cansiz dagin.
Svvoallords oldugutok
Nolar, yens pigildagin...

Hor xatirs yarpag-yarpaq
Xoyalima qalanibdir.

Oton giinlor yarpaq-yarpaq
Yaslarima calanibdir.
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Valida Huseynova
1941 - 1978

Valida Huseynova was born in 1941 in Garakhanbayli village of

Nakhchivan. After graduating from secondary school there, she went
on to receive a higher education. She then had an executive position
in the region of Nakhchivan. She is the author of the books Mother’s

Lullaby, and May It Not Be Without You. She died in 1978.

Tell no one!

I came to meet with you
leafy willow, old plane tree.
I came to talk with you:
What’s new around here?

I’ve come alone, as it happens.

I’'ve come alone today, to this place.
Don’t ask me the reason,

don’t ask, “Why? How can this be?”

I thought to find that here, perhaps,
my first love had been caught, held fast.
I came to seek any traces of love

that still remain in your shadows.

In my own heart there are marks

of each lifeless stone in this place.

Ah, as you did before, won’t you please
murmur and sigh to me again?

Like leaves upon leaves in my mind
every memory rests on another.
Interleaved, the days of the past

are inseparable from all the years of my life.
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Bax, belaca picildasaq,
Golocoyom, gedim daha.
Sizo agdim troyimi,

Siz kimsoyo demoyin hal!

I9gor bu diinyada san olmasaydin

Ufiiqlor al geyib iizo giilondo,
Beloco duraraq saatlarla mon,
Baxib somalarin mavi koksiino,
Yenomi xoyala dalardim goron?
Agor bu diinyada son olmasaydin...

Anlaya bilmirom ax1 o zaman,
Neco dolanardim, neco yasardim?
Go6z yagt axdiqca yanaqglarimdan,
Kimin xoyaliyla pigildagardim?
Agor bu diinyada son olmasaydin...

Sonsiz dordlorimi sono demigom,
Xoyalon s1gmib genis koksiina.

Min agr1 duymusam, min gom yemigom,
Bunlar giic golordi toklikdo mono,

Agor bu diinyada son olmasaydin...
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See? Like the leaves, we will whisper together.
I’ll come again. For now, let me go.

I opened my heart to you —

yes, tell no one!

Were You Not in this World

When the horizon smiles, puts on its red cloak,
I could stand like this for hours,

watching the blue chest of heaven.

I wonder, would I still dream so,

were you not in this world?

I don’t know how I would fill the time —
ah, how would T live?

When tears ran down my cheeks,

to whose image would I whisper

were you not in this world?

Without you to hear my troubles —
in my thoughts, resting against your broad chest —

I’d have felt a thousand pains, eaten a thousand sorrows.

Alone, I would be overcome,
were you not in this world.
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Elmira Qasimova
1942

Elmira Qasimova 1942-ci ildo Naxc¢ivan gohorindo diinyaya golib.
Naxcivandaki 2 sayli orta moktobi bitirdikdon sonra Azorbaycan
Xarici Dillor Institutunun alman dili fakiiltosinds tohsilini davam
etdirib.

Bodii yaradiciliga tolobolik illorindon baglayib. Seirlori rus vo bolgar
motbuatinda cap edilib. “Sevdali kénil” (1973), “Axtar moni” (1979),
“Zoriflik” (1985) vo s. kimi kitablarin misllifidir.

Yetkin mahabbat

Biz ki ayr1 yaranmigiq ozoaldon,
Niys doldu galbimizs bu sevda?..
Kegdiyimiz 6miir yolu bir nagil,
O nagildan olmaz daha dinyada.

Biz gtinlorin, biz aylarin osiri,
Ginlor kimo, aylar kimo qald1 bas?..
Simgok idin, bir anhiga parladin,
Sonsiz yoxam, no arzuyam, nd hovos.

Istosok do daha dénmoz o giinlor,
O giinlorin hosratinds yanmuigiq.
Bolko elo eyni anda, saatda,
Yada salib o gtinlori anmigiq...

Yaxs1, yaman, no qaldisa bizimdi,
O telefon moftillori no deyor?
Sohorocon damsardiq, doymazdiq,
Goran, 6mrin o illori no deyor?

Bir kimsoayo daha baxa bilmorom,
Od ocaga yas kés6vii atmayag.
Bu sevdani, bu soyumaz atosi
Gol, 6torgt hovasloro qatmayaq.
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Elmira Qasimova
1942

Elmira Qasimova was born in 1942 in the city of Nakchivan. After
graduating from School No.2, she studied with the Faculty of German
Language at the Azerbaijan Foreign Languages Institute. Her poems
have been published in both Russian and Bulgarian. She is the author
of the books Lovesick Heart (1973), Search Me (1979), and T enderness
(1985).

Mature Love

From the beginning, we were created as separate beings,
why, then, were our hearts filled with this love?

The life path we have been traveling is a fairytale,

and that fairytale no longer has a place in this world.

The days and months have held us captive.

But who held the days and the months?

You were like lightning, just a flash of illumination —
without you I’'m invisible, not even a wish, not even a desire.

Despite our longing, those days will never return.

In our hunger for those times, we burned separately.
Perhaps, aflame in that self-identical moment,

we created a bright memorial for those lost days.

Good, evil — whatever remains now is ours.

Ah, what would those telephone wires say?

We used to talk until morning, ever unsated.
What would lifetimes of witness say of those years?

I can no longer look at anyone else,

let's not throw wet wood onto the hearth.
Let's not confuse a passing fascination
for our love, this unquenchable flame.
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Qovugmariq, 6miir boyu yanariq,
Bir giimanin igartis1 tosolli.
Xoyalinla danijmaqdan doymaram,
Hosrot moni yaxalayar yuiz olli.

Xoyalimda, iiroyimds yasarsan,
Gozlorimdo yandirdigin od sénmoz.
Bir nagila c¢evrilmigik, ozizim,

Bu nagilin sonu bitib tikonmoz.

Konlum

Do6ziib hor méhnoto, doziib cofaya,
Cox trak dostunu simadi konliim.
Shdo, sodagota, sirdag troayo,
Balaya qol agan anadi konlim.

Bir sevda oduna aligh yandi,
Ondan ilham alib hey qanadlandi,
Axir unuduldu, oda qalandi,
Mohnot bolasindan ganadi kénlim.

Qslbimdo bir nisgil yuva salibdur,
Arzu-istoyimi, de, kim alibdir?
Yeno tiroyimds o dost qalibdir,
Cox da desom unut o adi, kénlim.

Dost dosta 9zaldon yar olsun gorok,
Baxiram yollara tokom burda, tok.
Mondon liz déndordi o nazh molok,
Bos ney¢iin buraxmir inadi konlim?..
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If we never come together, we will burn for a lifetime.

A flicker of hope consoles me.

I could never be satisfied with imagined conversation —
longing would choke me with a hundred hands.

You will live on in my dreams and in my heart.
The light you set in my eyes will never fade.
We have turned into a fairy tale, my darling.
And this fairytale's ending goes on forever.

My Heart

It endures all grief, stands every torment,

it has proven itself to my dear friends, my heart.

To the committed, the loyal, the intimate hearts,

itis a mother, arms always open, as to a child, my heart.

Ignited, it burns with one love,

breathes life into my every inspriation.
Eventually forgotten, it is a once-kindled fire
grieving misfortune and bleeding, my heart.

Melancholy has built a nest deep in my soul.
Who has stolen my wishes and my desires?
Again that friend has settled on my chest,
even as I tell you, forget that name, my heart.

Friends should help friends from day one.

I stare vacantly out at the roads, alone here, alone.
He turned from me, that teasing philanderer —
So why aren’t you free, my stubborn heart?
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Kamilo Nemot
1942 — 2002

Kamilo Nemot 1942-ci ildo Baki gohorinds anadan olub. O, orta
moktobi bitirdikdon sonra Baki Dévlot Universitetinin filologiya
fakultosindo tohsil alib. Badii yaradicihiga "Azorbaycan" jurnalinda
¢ixan "Yun corab" adl ilk motbu geirlo baglaytb. Homin vaxtdan
seirlori dovri motbuatda muntozom gap olunub.

Kamilo Nemot 2002-ci ildo vofat edib.

Zirvalorin sohboati

Baginin ¢almasi dumandan,

Bu golon baharin ayaq sosidir.
Hor dagin dibindo kovrok bondvso
Yazin sodasidir, yaz nafosidir.

Bond6vso rongt var ¢oldo, cayirda,
Gozlordo bondvso, saclar bondvso.
Bir biisat, tomtoraq var ki bayirda,
Baharla goriigo, yazla goriiso.

Bahar hanasini qurmug ¢6llordo,
Argact koklordir, ilmosi gillor.
Nemoti ollordo, s6zi dillords,
Stfrosi insana tobassim dilor.

Bahar tobiotin gonclik yasidir,
Qaninda gaynayir mogrurluq, qurur.
Hor yanda dil a¢ib sevinc danigir,
Daglar xonca tutub zoriflik qurur.

Zoriflik dag asir, caylar bond agir,
Giil giilo qarigir, ¢igok ¢igoya.

Bu giin hor torofds sevinc danigr,
Qs 6z gediginds most olsun deyo...
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Kamila Nemat
1942 — 2002

Kamila Nemat was born in 1942 in Baku. After graduating from
secondary school, she studied in the Faculty of Philology at Baku State
University. She started her literary activities with the publication of the
poem "Woolen Socks" in Azerbagjan magazine. Since then her poems
have been published in a variety of periodicals. She died in 2002.

Mountain Conversation

The summit’s turban is made of mist —

this is the sound of the coming spring's footsteps.
Under every stone, a tender violet —

this is the voice of spring, the breath of spring.

The meadows and fields are painted violet —

with violet eyes and violet hair.

There is such merriment and splendor in the outdoors
for this rondevous with springtime.

Spring has built its loom upon the steppe,

its warp the roots, its weft the meadow flowers.

With bounty in their arms and songs on their tongues,
the supper table is laden with the people’s laughter.

Spring is nature’s time of youth.

Its blood runs with pride and majesty.

From all sides, voices call with joy

and the mountains offer a dowry of fine wares.

Tenderness flows over the mountains, rivers overrun their banks.
Flowers mingle with flowers, and petals with petals.

Today, every corner of the land speaks the language of joy.

Even winter rejoices in its own departure.
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Gozollik 6niinds gaxta seh olur,
Collorin boynuna mirvari dizir.
Piyals gi¢oklor bogalir, dolur,
Kilok zirvolords dontir nogmoyo,
Bahar1 mahniya qorq etsin deyo.

Unvansizam

Unvansizam, iinvansiz,
Evim diinyadir monim.
Do6somosiz, tavansiz
Azad diinyamdir monim.

Ayagim torpaqdadir,
Alim giinagdo, ayda.
Zshmotim bir ¢agdadir,
Bayrami 6zt boyda.

Nbo bir sorhod bilirom,
No tikanli moftillor.
Yer tiziindon silirom,
Sizi, a qanl giinlor!

Deyirom, nagil olum,
Hor 6mros sadliq yazim.
Azadlhigin i¢inda

Elo tinvansiz azim.

Yagayiram, izim var,
Fosillords, aylarda.
Sdalot zofor calar,
Gorinaromss harda.

Cevrilorom hoyatin
9n sirin nogmosing.
Sopolonmig invanim
Bitiun Yer kiirosina.
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In the face of such beauty, the frost turns to dew

and my meadows string pearls about their necks

as their flower bowls empty and fill.

On the mountaintops, the winds become a sweet melody
broadcasting the song of spring.

I Have No Address

I have no address, none.

My house is the world,

with neither floor nor ceiling.

This whole free world is my home.

My feet stand on the earth,

my hands reach to the sun and moon.
So wonderful is my labor,

it is its own holiday.

I know neither border
nor barbed wire.

I wipe the Earth clean
of you, the bloody days!

I would be a fairytale

I would write delight into every fate.
Let me wander without address

and lose my way in that freedom.

I 'live, I leave my legacy

in the seasons and the months.
Wherever I have appeared
justice triumphs.

I would become

the sweetest song of life,

my address disseminated

to every corner of the globe.
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Rofiqa Nuray
1942

1942-ci ildo Xagmaz rayonunda anadan olub. Bakidak: 49 sayl orta
moktobi bitirib. Iki il BDU-nun jurnalistika fakultosindo oxuduqdan
sonra Moskvada M. Qorki adina 9dobiyyat Institutunda tohsilini
davam etdirib. Institutu bitirdikdon sonra "9dobiyyat vo incosonat"
gozetindo adobi ig¢1 kimi ¢aligtb. 1971-1992-ci illords C.Cabbarli adina
"Azorbaycanfilm" kinostudiyasinda masul katib, dublyaj s6basindo
béyiik redaktor vozifolorinds igloyib. "Soninlo birlikds" (1963),
"Sahildo" (1973), "9Isrin qadint" (2004) seir kitablar: ¢cap olunub.

Soyud

Aman soyud, can soyid,
Hali porigan soytud.
Sokiilib ditymolorin,
Acilib yaxan soyud.

Zorif ipok donunu
Kiiloklor soyundurub.
Salxim horiiklorini
Saxta, ayaz dondurub.

Gozibdir varhiginda
Tobiotin sort oli.
Burda yalqiz qoyublar
Sonin kimi g6zoli.

Demo ki, geyinmigom,
Isti xoz i¢indoyom.
Uroayimdo kodor, qom,
Mbon do sonin giindoyom.
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Rafiga Nuray
1942

Rafiga Nuray was born in 1942 in the Khachmaz district. She
graduated from School 49. After studying at the Faculty of Journalism
at Baku State University she pursued her education at the M. Gorky
Institute of Literature. After graduating, she worked as literary staff for
the periodical Literature and Art. From 1971-1992 she was the executive
secretary and editor-in-chief of the sound editing department at the
Jafar Jabbarli Azerbaganfilm film studio. She published several books of
poetry: Together with You (1963), On the Shore (1973), and Woman of the
(2004).

Willow

Merciful willow, dear willow,
tangled and distressed willow,
your buttoned blouse is in tatters,
your collar has been ripped open.

Winds have torn away
your fine silk gown.
Winter has frozen
your leafy braids.

Nature has taken your life

in its stern hands,

and left one so beautiful as you
to stand here, all alone.

Don’t say: [ have dressed myself

in brown fur, I am warm inside.

With a heart full of sorrow,

I find myself in your same sad state.
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Soni soyuq kiiloklor,
Mbni hicran ustidiir.
Slimizdon no golor,
Bu taleyin isidir,
Bu taleyin isidir!

Biganos konliim

Soyuyur troyim havalar kimi,
Ison kiilok kimi, yagan qar kimi,
Narahat deyilso, sozti var kimi,
Demoli, qolbimin donan vaxtidir.

Pay1z xoz2l sopdi 6miir bagima,
Qovugdum émriimiin xozan ¢agina,
Sac¢imin qapqara, §ovo tagina

Boyaz cigirlarin qonan vaxtidir.

Diinyanin yiikiindon yorulan tirak,
Bir az rahatlanib dincolo gorok.
Mbohobbot oduna yanmirsa, demok,
Bigano konliimtin viran vaxtidir.
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The blowing winds chill you.
Loss makes me shiver.

What can we do?

This is fate.

This is fate.

Indifferent Heart of Mine

My heart turns chilly — like the weather,

with its blowing winds, its falling snow.

If it’s not too much trouble, there are a few words
to say — and then it’s my heart’s time to freeze.

Fall scattered autumn leaves across my life’s garden.

I have reached the autumn of my life,
the time when white paths are traced
through the ebony of my dark hair.

My heart, weary from the weight of the world,
must gain respite and rest a little.
If love no longer burns, well then,

this is a time of devastation for my indifferent heart.
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Minaya 9liyeva
1943

Minayo Oliyeva 1943-cii ildo Sabirabad sohorindo anadan olub.
Burada gohor orta maktobini bitirdikdon sonra indiki Baki Dovlot
Universitetinin filologiya fakiiltosinin axsam s6bosindo tohsilini davam
etdirib. Bodii yaradiciliga orta moktobdo oxuyarkon baslalyib. Ilk
seirlori rayon gozetindo dorc olunub.“Tlk miisllim” (1968), “Son sevgi”
(1990) vo s. kimi kitablar: nogr edilib. Minayo 9liyeva sonralar ictimai-
siyasi foaliyyatlo do moggul olub, 1995-2000-ci illords Azorbaycan
parlamentinin deputati kimi foaliyyot gostorib.

Boasdir yatdin misri qilinc kélgasinda

Gol ¢agirma Cavangiri,

Gol ¢agirma Koroglunu.

No Baboklo, no Nobiylo

Hodoloma son yagini.

Kisisonso, ¢irmalayib oz qolunu,
Oziin qoru 6z haqqin.

No vaxtadok

Misri qilinc kélgasindo yatacagsan?
Oziin no vaxt haraylara gatacagsan?
Nbo vaxt sonin 6z qilincin olacaqdir,
Koroglunun qilincindan

Daha parlaq, daha iti...

Bundan otru

Koroglunun ruhu sondon

kiismoz qgoti.

Bos no zaman diiymonimiz

Sonin adin ¢okilonda

diksinacok, xoflanacaq?
Dunonindon bu giintino

Misri qilinc qalib, qardas!

Bu giintindon sabahina

nos qalacaq?
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Minaya Aliyeva
1943

Minaya Aliyeva was born in 1943 in the city of Sabirabad. She
graduated from secondary school there and pursued a higher
education with the evening Faculty of Philology of Baku State
University. She began her literary activities while studying at
secondary school, publishing her first poems in a regional newspaper.
Her books include The First Teacher (1968) and The Last Love (1990).
Later she became involved in social and political activities and served
as a member of Parliament of the Republic of Azerbaijan (1995-2000).

Enough Sleeping under the Shadow of Egypt’s Sword

Do not call for Koroghlu.

Do not call for Javanshir.

Do not threaten your enemies

with Babak or Nabi. 69

If you are a man, roll up your own sleeves,
protect your own rights.

How long

will you sleep under the shadow of Egypt’s sword?
When will you, yourself,

run towards the cries for help?

When will you take up your own sword,
brighter and sharper

than Koroghlu's sword?

You will not offend

the soul of Koroghlu!

Ah, when will our enemies be afraid
when your name is called?

From yesterday until today

the sword of Egypt waits, brother!

Tell me, what from your life today

will remain in your life of tomorrow?

69 These are all names of legendary heros of the region of Azerbaijan.
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Olacaqmu els tabut, qoyaq torpag:?

Bu torpaga tapsiririq
ozizlori-

Qongolori, diroklori.

Bu torpaga tapsiririq
Arzu dolu troklori.
Torpaq 6zt layla ¢alib
Ovundurur

Anasindan ayr1 dugon korpoalori.
Saxlayibdir 6z kokstindo
Gor kimlori,

Gor nolori?

Diinya boyda bir g6zolo
Can veron o.

Insan adli balasina

Su veran o,

Don veron o.

Bu torpag:

Cigok-cicok giildiiron do
Bu balalar.

Oz nofsino qurban edib
Zoshorloyon,

Zorra-zorra 6ldiran do
Bu balalar.

Ana torpaq!

Mord balalar kémoyins yetismoso,
Namord 6évlad ollorilo 6locokson...
Diinyamiza

Yuxularda goalocokson.
Vaxt golocok

Mbohkomos dos olacaqdur.
Nankor balan
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Will there Be a Coffin to Bury the Earth?

We consign our loved ones to this earth,
our flower buds, our upright pillars.

We consign to this soil

hearts filled with wishes.

The earth itself has tried to console us —
all the babies separated from their mothers —
singing us a lullaby.

Who,

what,

has this soil held in its bosom?

It is the soil that breathes

life into a world of sublime beauty.

To its children, named Human,

the soil gives water,

the soil gives grain.

And these children

make this soil

smile with flowers.

But — these children, themselves,

also poison the soil,

killing it, little by little,

a sacrifice for their own desires.

Oh, Mother Earth!

If brave children do not run to your aid

you will die at the hands of a treacherous child...

you will come to our world

only in our dreams.

One day,

a court will be held,

and that ungrateful child of yours
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Cozasim alacaqdir.

Ancag silo bilmayoacok o mahkomo
Uroklordon bir nisgili

Ana torpaq!

Olmayacagq elo tabut, qoyulasan,
Olmayacaq elo mozar,

Sigigasan ona, torpaq!
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will be punished.

But no court will have enough power
to erase the anguish in our hearts.
Mother Earth!

For you, there will be no coffin,

nor any grave,

wide enough to hold you.
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Riizgar 9fondiyeva
1947 — 2012

Riizgar 9fondiyeva 1947-ci ildo Bords gohorinds anadan olub. Boadii
yaradiciliga orta moktob illorinds baslayib. Bordo sohorindaki 3 sayh
sohor orta moktobindo tohsilini baga vurduqdan sonra indiki Bak:
Dévlot Universitetinin filologiya fakiiltosindo oxuyub. Tlk seirlori do
tolobolik illorinda, universitet gozetinds ¢ap olunub.

“Unuda bilmoazson” (1981), “Ulduzlar niys yatmir” (1985) vo s.
kitablari miollifidir.

O, 2012-ci ildo vofat edib.

Axtarma moni

Gozdiyin yerlori ¢cox dolanmigam,
Esqinin oduna gizli yanmigam.
Artiq bahar deyil,qarh bir qisam,
Odlanib yansan da, axtarma moni.

Cixiram daglara,ay gulum,sonsiz,
Dag da goribsoyir dumansiz,gonsiz.
Dolan bu diinyani,get dolan monsiz,
Pesman olsan da axtarma moni.

Sonsiz harda olsan soninloyom mon,
otrini aliram giildon, ¢igokdon.
Surotin galbimdo, nogmon dilimdo,
Oziin yanimdasan, axtarma moni.
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Ruzgar Afandiyeva
1947 — 2012

Ruzgar Afandiyeva was born in 1947 in the city of Barda. She started
her literary activities during her years in secondary school. She studied
at No. 3 secondary school and then pursued her higher education with
the Faculty of Philology at Baku State University. She published her
first poems in the university newspaper. She published the books You
Cannot Forget (1981) and Why Don't the Stars Sleep? (1985). She died in
Baku in 2012.

Don't Look for Me?®

Long I’'ve wandered the places you walked.

In secret, I've burned in the flame of your love.
Already my spring has passed and I am a snowy winter.
Even if you burst into flame, don't look for me.

I climb the mountains, my dear, without you.
Without its fog and mists, the mountain also grieves.
Go on living in this world, spend your life without me.
If you feel regrets, don't look for me.

Without you, wherever I am, you are here with me.

I take your scent from the flowers.

Your image is etched in my heart, your song on my tongue.
You are already with me, so, don't look for me.

70 The lyrics of this poem became a very popular song in Azerbaijan.
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Qaytar esqimi

Tono do, giley do yersizdir daha,
Qaytar o aligan, yanan esqimi.
Sonin ki iirayin buz baglayibdur,
Qaytar o igliyon, donan egqimi.
Mbonim troyimds diinyaya golib,
Sonin Uroyinds sénon egqimi...

Gecalor

Omiir-giinds qorq oldugum
Qara tmmanim gecolor.
Bir giin dinyadan koégando,
Qprib tinvanim gecolor.

Yay gecost ulduzludu,
Yollar nogmoli, sézludi,
Mbonimsa golbim buzludu,
Soyuq zindanim gecolor.

Mlor aramizda divar,
Moboni dord, ya acal qovar,
Son giiniims no qodor var,
Aglar dord yanim gecolor.
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Give Back My Love

There’s no more room for reproach, nor complaint.

Give back my blazing, molten love!
Your heart is entirely iced in.

Give back my freezing, shivering love —

the love born in my heart,
and ended in yours.

Nights

The nights are dark seas

to which I cast the days of my life.
One day, when I pass from this world,
night will be my uncharted address.

Summer nights are starry roads,
running with lyrical song.

But my heart has iced up,

and now the night is my cold prison.

The years grow into walls between us.
Grief and death forever chase me.
How many days do I still have left?

At night tears surround me on all four sides.
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