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Butun casaratli ve yaradici gadinlara ithaf olunur.

Dedicated to brave and creative women everywhere.
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On sOz

Cotin masalalorin  hollinds, adoton yaradict gorarlardan
bohralonilir. 2017-ci ilin iyununda 15 vo 57 yas arasinda 40-9
yaxin gadin rossam v yazi¢t Azorbaycanin paytaxtt Bakida bir
araya galorak, 6z yaradici fikirlori vasitosilo gender vo barabarlik
movzularini mohz bu moaqgsadle daha dorindon arasdiraraq miiza-
kira obyektina ¢evirdilor. Bu layihonin asas moagsadi sosial vo gen-
der boraborliyilo olagodar sual doguran c¢otin maosalolorin
yaradiciliq vasitasilo daha giiclii sokildo giymatlondirilmasini nii-
mayis etdirmokdir. Ciinki qadinlarin illordon bori comiyyotdo
tizlosdiklori ¢otinliklorin "bir ¢orgivodon konarda” nazordon kegi-
rilmasi bu masalalorin halli ilo bagh yeni diisiincalars yol agir.

Birgos tolimlor zamani yaradict gadin yazar vo rossamlar gender
boraborliyi haqinda 6z fikirlorini boliisorok daha da iroali gedir,
yazigilar rosm asarlorinin yaradilmasinda bilvasita istirak edir, ros-
samlar 159 masgolo zamani yazilmis hekays vo seirlora rosm asor-
lori ittihaf edirdilor. Vo onlar sonotkarligla yanasaraq vizual vo
badii-odobi sonot asorlori - rongkarliq, rosm, grafika, keramika,
kollaj va poeziya, badii va elmi-kiitlovi asorlor yaradirdilar. Badii
yazilar vo rosm asarlori somimi s6hbats yol acirdi. Yazarlar 6z go-
zlori qarsisinda rossamlarin ¢okdiyi rosmlora, rossamlar iso
yazarlarin asorloring uygun yeni asorlor yaradirdilar.

Bu kitab bizim apardigimiz birgs yaradici sdhbatin — “qadin
olmagq, yaradict olmaq no demokdir?", — mévzusunda séhbatin,
istor Azarbaycanda, istarse do diinyanin basqa bir bucaginda qadin

Preface

Difficult challenges can benefit from creative solutions. In June
of 2017, nearly 40 women artists and writers, between the ages
of 15 and 57, gathered in Baku, Azerbaijan to use their creativity
to explore themes of gender and equity. The premise of this proj-
ect is that hard questions of social and gender equity might be
powerfully considered through the arts. Perhaps thinking “outside
the box” might produce new ways of thinking about age-old chal-
lenges facing women in society.

Together, through shared exercises in writing and drawing
these creative women stretched themselves — the writers partici-
pated in drawing exercises; the visual artists wrote. And they
worked in their own mediums of expertise, creating works of vi-
sual and literary artistry — painting, drawing, ceramics, collage
and poetry, fiction, and non-fiction. The writing and art became a
conversation. Writers responded to the visual works produced by
the artists; artists responded to the literary pieces of authors. This
book represents this collaborative, creative conversation we had
— on what it means to be women, to be creative, to face the myriad
personal and social challenges that face us as women, both in
Azerbaijan and in every corner of the world. This book is a
demonstration of how the arts can be a powerful alternative to tra-
ditional avenues for addressing vexing personal and social policy
issues: family, equity, work, and the neverending question of how

to survive and contribute to one’s community as a creative person.
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kimi bizim {izlosdiyimiz saysiz-hesabsiz soxsi vo sosial problem-
lor haqqinda diisoncalorimizin toplusudur. Kitab xosagolmoz soxsi
vo sosial-siyasi masolalorin hallinds sonot asorlorinin anonavi
isullara giiclii alternativ ola bilocoyini nlimayis etdirir; $oxsi vo
sosial-siyasi masalolordon tutmus ailos, baraborlik, is vo yasamag,
yasadigin camiyyats yaradici insan kimi neca téhva vermok kimi
titkonmoaz suallar1 6ziindo ehtiva edir.

Bu kitabdaki miizakiro obyektlorini izah etmok vo ya tohlil
etmok lazim deyil. Biz sizi bu osorlori duymaga, hiss etmoyo,
yasamaga dovat edirik. Inaniriq ki, belo olsa siz yuxarida séhbot
acdigimiz ¢otinliklorin hallinin yeni yollar1 barads diisiinmali ola-
caqsiniz. Biz do bu mosalaya bels yanasdiq.

Sahla Nagiyeva,
Olison Mandavil

Layihonin rahbarlori va seminarin taskilat¢ilart

Rather than explain, or analyze the work in this volumefor you,
we invite you to encounter it for yourself, and perhaps also en-
counter new ways to think about things you thought you already
understood. We certainly did.

Shahla Naghiyeva
Alison Mandaville

Project Coordinators and Workshop Facilitators
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Normin Bashmanova

1989-cu ilda Baki saharinda dogulub.

2011-ci ilda Azarbaycan Ressamliq Akademiyasinin
Rongkarhyq fakiiltasini bitirib.

Azorbaycan Rassamlar Ittifaqi Gonc Rassamlar
Birliyinin iizviidiir.

Osorlori bir ¢cox yerli va beynalxalq sorgilorda
niimayis olunub.

N.Bahmanova
Xosbaxtlik ¢icayi

Narmin Bahmanova

was born in Baku in 1989.

She graduated from the Visual Arts Faculty

of the Azerbaijan State Academy of Artists in 2011.
She is a member of the Youth Union of Artists

of the Union of Azerbaijan Artists.

Her works have been displayed national and
international exhibitions.

N.Bahmanova
Flower of Happiness
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N.Bahmanova
Mon o qadinam ki...

N.Bahmanova
I am a Woman...
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Sona 9li

1988-ci ilda Zangilanda anadan olub.

Azarbaycan Dévlat Pedaqoji Universitetini bitirib.
Odabi yaradiciliga orta maktab illorindon baslayib.
Miixtalif nasriyyatlarda redaktor kimi ¢alisib.

Sona Ali

was born in Zangilan in 1988.

She graduated from the Azerbaijan State
Pedagogical University.

She began writing in childhood and has worked
as editor and copyeditor at various publishing
houses.

O godor asandir ki, xogboxt elomok,
bir desta giil,
bir siiso atir.
O godor asandir ki, xosbaxt elomok
bir clit ayaqqabs, bir ¢iyin sali,
O godor asandir ki, xogboxt elomok,
bir kitab, bir fincan gohva.
O godor asandir ki, xosboxt elomok,
bir kalmo soz,
bir dodaq tobossiim,
bir iirok inam,

bir omiir giivon.

O godor asandir ki xosboxt elomak,
bir kegmis uzaqliq,
bir galocak yaxinliq.

10

How easy it is, to create happiness —
a bouquet of flower,
a bottle of perfume.
How easy it is to create happiness —
a pair of shoes, a scarf for your shoulders.
How easy it is, to create happiness —
a book, a cup of coffee.
How easy it is, to create happiness —
a few words spoken,
a smile on the lips,
a faithful heart,
a lifetime of trust.
How easy it is, to create happiness —
a past so distant,
a future so near.
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O gador ¢atindir ki, xosbaxt elomok
ekranin arxasindaki qapqara qadini,
bir qurtum su,
bir qurtum su!

sk

Baraborlik adalotdir — ikinin ikiys barabarliyi. Glinosin zenit xot-
tindo durmasi, geconin giindiizo ton golmasi. Bir asgorin getdiyi
kimi qayitmasi, bir qadinin agladig: kimi giilmasi.

Boraborlik odalstdir — bir afrikali, bir surial, bir falostinli usagin
sabaha inam1 — amerikali, avropali usaqlar kimi. Har birinin gdyo
giinosi gormak, quslart salamlamagq tiglin baxmasidir, gdyden
bomba gdzlomomasidir.

Boraborlik odalotdir — Xocaliya odalot! Cox demirom, ¢ox
istomirom — miiharibe ilo kegon giinlorin say1 barabaor olsun siilh
icinda giinlora.

k

Mon o qadinam ki,
bes yasinda qizim var,
bes yasim var.
Mon o qadinam ki,
giinagdo haqqim,
torpaqda istoyim,
kodordo payim var.

11

How difficult it is, to create happiness —
behind the screen, a woman, darkest black —
a sip of water,
a sip of water!

*

Equality is a matter of justice, like two is equal to two. Even as
the sun stands in alignment at Zenith, the night comes to equal
the day. As a solider’s departure, so his return; as a woman’s tears,
her laughter. Equality is a matter of justice.

Equality is a matter of justice. A child of Africa, of Syria, of Pales-
tine believes in tomorrow just as an American, a European child
does. Each looks to the sky to see the sun, to greet the birds; none
expect to see bombs fall from that sky.

Equality is matter of justice - Justice for Khojaly! I do not say
much, I do not want much — only that the days spent in peace
come to number, equally, the days passed in war.

*

[ am a woman
with a five year old daughter,
five years old.
[ am a woman
with rights to the sun,
desire in the land,
and a share in grief.
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Man o qadinam ki,
diinyaya kisi gozii ilo baxa bilorom,
baxmaram.
Man o qadinam ki,
niyo var oldugumu bilirom.
Olimdo iyna,
fikrimds qayiq,
ontimds qorxu.
Man o qadinam ki,
mandan yoxdu.

Elo sevorom, giil kimi,

Giil kimi giilorom, giil kimi.

Elo kiisorom, giil kimi,

Giil kimi susaram, giil kimi...

Danisar, otrim danisar,

Danigar rongim, soyuqlugum.

Uziim, {iziimdoki seh,

sehdoki 0Oziin.

Danisgar torpagin bagrini dolonds ¢okdiyim vicdan,
Tumurcuqdan ¢ixanda yasadigim can azabindan.
Gormok istadiyini axtaran baxiglarin altinda ozilmoyimdon,
Oziimiin 6ziimdan iiziilmoyimdan.

Bir qadin arkdyiinliiyiiniin,

bir kisi hiylssinin qurban1 olmagimdan,
Qorxmagimdan, qorxmagimdan.

Bir mozar {istlinds tisiimayimdan,

12

I am a woman
who could look at the world with the eyes of a man —
I do not look.
I am a woman
who knows why she exists.
In my hand, a needle,
in my mind, a boat
before me, fear.
I am a woman —
there is no one like me.

Just like a flower, I love.

Like a flower, I laugh,

and like a flower, I am discontented.

Like a flower, I am silent, like a flower.

Only my fragrance speaks

of my colors, my coolness —

on my face, the dew,

and you, yourself, relfected in the dew —

speaks of when I broke through the earth’s breast,
conscience stricken,

of my own pain as bud breaks into bloom, a living soul.
How under the weight of a gaze

that seeks only what it wants to see,

I am torn,

myself from myself, used up, played out, exhausted,
a spoiled victim of female pampering, a male trick.
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bir giildana osir diismayimden.

Bir rossam fir¢asinda giiliimsomoyimdon,
Bir tabloda aglamagimdan.

Oziimdon cox,

liziimdon ¢ox yasayan tablolarda.

Elo sevorom, giil kimi,

Gil kimi giilorom, giil kimi.

Elo kiisorom, giil kimi,

Gl kimi susaram, giil kimi...

13

spoiled —

Speaks of my fears, my fears

of shivering atop a grave,

held captive in a vase,

of my smile caught in an artist’s brushstroke,
my tears in an image, a representation,

a tableau more alive than my own self, my own face.
Just like a flower, I love.

Like a flower, I laugh,

like a flower, I am discontented.

And like a flower, I am silent, like a flower —
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Yegana Valiyeva

was born in Baku in 1960.

She graduated from the Nariman Narimanov
Azerbaijan Medical Institute in 1986 and

is a neurophysiologist.

Her artwork has been displayed at an exhibition
held in Sari, Iran. In 2012, her work was part

of an exhibition of Azerbaijani and American
women artists’works held

at George Mason University in the United States.

Yegans Valiyeva

1960 -c1 ild> Baki soharinda anadan olub.

1986 -ci ildo N.Norimanov adina Azarbaycan Tibb
Insititunu bitirib, hakim nevrofiziologdur:
Osorlori Iramin Sart soharinds kecirilon sargida
niimayis olunub.

2012-ci ilda Azorbaycan va Amerika

qadin rassamlarimin ABS-in Corc Meyson
Universitetinda toskil edilon sargisinin

istirakcist olub.

Y Valiyeva
¥ From the series “Nature and Ourselves”

Y Valiyeva
“Taobioat va biz” silsilosindon

14
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Y. Valiyeva
“Tobiat vo biz”
silsilasindan

Y. Valiyeva
From the series
“Nature and Ourselves”

15
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Koniil Biinyadzadas

1974-cii ilde Géy¢a mahalinda dogulub.
1997-cild> Baki Déviat Universitetinin
Sargsiinashq fakiiltasini bitirib.

Foalsofa elmlari doktorudur. Osarlari tiirk, ingilis,
fransiz, rus vo arab dillarinda nasr olunub.
2009-cu ildon UNESCO nazdinda Qadin Filosoflar
Comiyyatinin tizviidiir.

2015-ci ildan Asiya Falsafa Assosiasiyasinin
vitse-prezidentidir.

Bir agacin nagih

Har seyin baslangici bir ndqtadir: musiqi bir notdan, ciimls bir
harfdon, orqanizm bir atomdan, agac bir toxumdan baslayir. Sufi
miitofokkir Monsur Hoallac demis, “Noqte hor xattin aslidir, xatt
tamamilo noqtalorin toplusudur”.

Noqte acildigca, Allahdan verilon enerji, potensial, sevgi do
acilir. Bu acilis homin ndqtonin hayati, hekayosidir. Bu hekayoni
yazan is9 Yaradandir. “Ogor yer {iziindoki biitlin agaclar golom
olsaydi, doniz do (miirokkob olub) ardindan ona yeddi deniz do
qatilsaydi, yena do Allahin So6zlori qurtarmazdi. Haqigoaton, Allah
Qiidratlidir, Miidrikdir” (Qurani Korim 31/27).

Bu, bir agacin hekayasidir. Allahin bitmayan S6zlarindan, son-
suz mdciizolorindon yalniz birinin — obadiyystdon qopan bir arzu-

16

Konul Bunyadzade

was born in Goycha in 1974. She graduated
from the Faculty of Oriental Studies of the
Baku State University in 1997 and holds a
doctorate in Philosophy. She has been

a member of the International Network

of Women Philosophers within the UNESCO
since 2009. She has been vice president

of the Asian Philosophy Association

since 2015.

The Tale of a Tree

The beginning of everything is a single point: music begins
with a note, a sentence begins with a letter, an organism starts
from a single atom, and tree begins with a seed. The Sufi philoso-
pher Mansur Hallaj said, "A point is the origin of every line; the
line is a total collection of all its points.” As a point is opened,
the power, potential, and love of God are revealed. This opening
is the life and story of the point. The story’s writer is the Creator.

“If all the trees on earth were pens and the sea was ink, per-
petually replenished by the seven oceans, the words of Allah
would never be exhausted. Indeed, for Allah is Exalted in Power
and full of Wisdom.” — Holy Quran.

This is a story of a tree. It is a fairytale, only one from God’s
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nun toxum olub yer iiziinds hayat qazanmasinin nagilidir.

Kicik bir toxuma hoyat esqi liflonon andan o, nagil dolu
diinyasin1 qurmaga baslayir. Bu rongarong nagillarda o, gah
kopanak olub ucur, gah su olub axir, gah da kiilok olub osir.
Yaradan bu arzu topunu alib Ana Torpaga omanat verir. Qara tor-
paqgla qucaqlagan toxum avvalca qorxur. Onun arzu diinyasinin
ronglaring qara rang do olava edilir. Ancaq ¢ox ke¢mir ki, Torpaq
ona hazinco Ana oldugunu pigildayir vo onu bagrina basir. Kigik
toxum sakitlosir vo anasindan aldig1 giicls boytiyiir, yeni arzulari
dogulur vo o, onlara dogru can atir. Beloco Ana Torpagin qoy-
nunda bir hayat dogulur vo bdyiimayes baslayir. Toxum ciicarir,
fidana cevrilir. Bir toxumdan basqa diinyalara yollar agilir, arzular
har biri bir c1g1r olub uzaqlara uzanir.

Giin golir bu toxum torpagin bagrini yarib Giinoge boylanir,
gdzlori qamasir. Bu yeni hoyatda yagis kigik yarpaqlar1 doyac-
loyir, kiilok saclarini yolduqca giicti, 6z inco gdvdasinin iistiindo
durmaq ozmini yens anasindan alir, boytidiikce, boytiytir. Hor no
gadar boyiisa do, anast heg vaxt onu tok qoymur, qaygisini askilt-
mir. Fidanin kokii qara torpaga niifuz etdikco qollar1 da
Yaradanina torof gdylors uzanir. Anasi Torpaqdan aldig1 esqini
damarlari ilo on son hiiceyrasine qador ¢atdirir, glinosdon aldig1
isiqda ¢imib nurlanir. Beloco hayatin dord tinsiiriinii 6ziinds bir-
losdirir.

Glin golir, fidanin arzular ¢igok agir, icindon yeni arzular boy
atir. Cigoklorinin gozslliyino al-olvan koponoklor tamasaya golir,
bal kimi sirosini arilar yuvasina dasiyir, bocoklor bir-birine bu
mociizonin xobarini ¢atdirir, yarpaqlar hayacanla onu dovrayo
alib otrafina toplasir. Bir vaxtlar xoyalindaki nagil bir-bir gercok
olur. Hor morholesinds ranga rong qatilir, toxumun balaca diinyasi
giindon giino zonginlasir. Kicik toxum 6z hekayasini yarpaq-
yarpaq, logak-logak yazdi, boyiiyiib tarix olur, qollu-budaqli, aln1

17

inexhaustible Words and endless miracles — a tale of a desire
plucked from eternity to become a seed, earning a life on the
earth.

The instant a love for life blew into the small seed, it began to
build its own fairytale world. And now, in this bright fairytale,
the seed flits about like a butterfly, carried in the wind, swirling
like water. The Creator takes this tiny mote of desire and entrusts
it to Mother Earth. At first, embraced by the black soil, the seed
is frightened. The color black is now added to the many colors of
the seed’s dream world. But it is not long before the soil in a low
voice whispers into the seed’s ear that it is its mother and hugs it.
The little seed calms down and grows now with the strength it
has received from its mother; new dreams emerge, and the seed
strives to attain them. In this way, a life is born and begins to grow
in the arms of Mother Earth. The seed sprouts, transforms into a
seedling. From one seed roads to other worlds open out, each
point of desire becomes a path for others, stretching into the dis-
tance.

There comes a day when the seed, sprouting from the earth’s
bosom, looks to the sun — its eyes are dazzled. In this new life,
though the rain beats down on its small leaves, and the wind buf-
fets its young stem, the seedling stands firm, its tiny roots
strengthened by its mother, and it grows in size. Yet no matter
how big it grows, its mother never leaves it alone, never lessens
her care. As the roots extend down from the tree’s trunk into the
black soil, its arms stretch upward towards the Creator in the
heavens. Mother Earth’s love, drawn from the moist soil up
through the tree’s capillaries, up to the last cell, and finally bathed
in the light of the sun, is radiant. And so, the four elements of life
are brought together.

The day comes when the seedling’s dreams blossom, and, in-
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qurish miidrika ¢evrilir. Obadiyyatin agac simasinda tocossiim
olunur — immandan bir damla yer tiziindo varliq qazanir.

Agac saxolondikco sanki kokiindon arali diisiir, diinyasi
boytidiikco sanki niivesindon xaborsiz qalir. Ancaq igindon,
ruhundan bu bagliliq daim qorunur. Ax1 o bag qopsa, hayat aninda
yox olar.

Arzudan arzu dogulur — ¢igoklomis arzularin bar-bohro vermok
vaxti ¢atir. Hor ¢icok i¢indo dogulan yeni hoyati qucaqlayib,
biitiin horaratini, giiclinli ona verir. Agacin budaqlarinda ¢igok
incaliyinin yerini meyvo tomkini tutur. Agac bar verir. Meyva
yavag-yavas, sabirlo boylidiikco, 6zii do i¢indo bir hoyat bos-
lomayas baslayir. Belaco, budaqlarinda bir hoyatin basqa hoyatla
ovoz edilmosi, bir govdo lizorindos neg¢o arzunun bar vermosi
moclizosi yasanir. Maraqlidir, har meyvonin i¢inds yaranan to-
xumda bir vaxtlar bir ndqtodon baslayan xottin, bir horfden
baslayan hekayonin ndqtosi qoyulur sanki. Cevra qapanir.

Bali, toxum agacin ndqtesidir. Bir toxumun hoyat xatti do iki
ndqte arasindaki xotdir. Amma ikinci ndqte hayat hekayasinin bir
moarholosino qoyulan noéqtadir. Qoyulur ki, yeni climls, yeni
hekaya baslasin.
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side, new wishes grow. Brightly colored butterflies arrive to ad-
mire the show of the beautiful blossoms. Bees gather nectar sweet
as honey to fill their hives. News of this miracle spreads to insects
everywhere, and the leaves excitedly surround the flowers on all
sides. One by one, those fairytales, once only the seed’s dreams,
become reality. With every stage of development, the small seed
adds color to color, day by day, its small world enriches. The
small seed writes its own story, leaf by leaf, petal by petal. It
grows into a history, a branchy author with a wrinkled forehead.
Embodied as the image of the eternal tree, one drop from the
ocean has earned a place on earth.

The tree branches out, as if to wander from its root; the world
widens. Of its heart, the tree remains almost unaware. But, al-
ways, deep inside, the spirit guards the heart. For if the heart is
lost, life cannot exist.

Desire from desire is born — the time has come to flourish, to
fruit. Each flower embraces a new life inside, gives it warmth,
energy, and strength. In the tree’s branches, in place of delicate
flowers, fruit takes hold. The tree bears fruit. And as each fruit
grows, slowly and patiently, it begins to create a new life within
itself. So, the miracle of bearing fruit from one’s very trunk is
made manifest — one life in the arms of the tree is replaced by an-
other. It is interesting, that at one time, inside every fruit’s lives
a seed that is a point from which begins a line, just as a letter is a
single point from which a story begins. The circle is closed. Yes,
the seed is point of the tree. The line of life the seed engenders is
also a line between two points. But the second point is also a pe-
riod, marking the stages of a life story. Each period makes way
for a new sentence, a new story to be written.
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Zirvadokilor

Allah insan1 yaratdi vo ona Oz ruhundan {iflodi. Bu ruh insan
ti¢iin ilahi aloma aparan bir va—sito, miigoddass diinya ilo baglayan
bir alago oldu. Insan kamilliyi, iilviyyati, miiqoddasliyi 6z ruhu
ilo tanid1. Go6zalliyi, ecazkarligl 6z ruhu ilo duydu. Pakligi, ucaligi
0z ruhu ilo yasadi. Fiziki badoninin ali magsodlarini ruhu toyin
etdi. Allah insan1 yaratdi... Insanliq zirvesinden sonra gadinliq
va kisilik moegamlarini verdi.

Qadin da bir insan kimi Allahdan ruh alib, yalniz Onun bildiyi
adlardan agah edildi, onun ali insanliq magami qarsisinda biitiin
yaradilanlar sacds etdi, ruhu dogulmamisdan qabaq Allahla ohd
bagladi, o da dagin-dagin gotiirs bilmadiyi ilahi omanati dasimaga
raziliq verdi. Holo antik dovrde Diotima Sokrati dyradirdi ki,
sevgi — gozolliya can atmagq deyil, diinyaya gozallik gotirmokdir.
Onu da olave edir ki, sevgini badon istoyondo diinyaya ovlad
gotirirlor, bu, monavi bir hamilslik olanda iso ortaya gozol
diisiincalor, kosflor ¢ixir. Qadin hor iki yaradiciliga malikdir. O,
bir torofdon, yeni yaranan insan ii¢iin Allahin tifiirdiiyii ruh tiglin
secilmisg saf, ilvi mokandir. Digor torafdon, biitlin ruhu ilo Allah-
dan golon hikmatlari gqobul etmays, onlara maddi diinyada yeni
hoyat vermayo qadirdirlor. Bali, qadin da kisi kimi Allahin
kolamini gqobul etmoya gadir vo bu kolami insanlara ¢atdirmaga
masul bir varhiqdir.

Qadnin biitiin varligini, zahiri vo batini mahiyyatini Movlana
0z «Mosnavinsinda bels toronniim edir: «Qadin — Haqq nurudur,
sevgili deyil; sanki yaradicidir, yaradilmis deyil».

Foridoddin ©ttar Rabio ol-Odoviyye haqqinda yazirdi ki, o, 6z
ruhi inkisafinda elo bir saviyyaye ¢atmigdi ki, orada qadin vo kisi
forqi qalmamisdi, yalniz insanliq maqam var idi.
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Those at the Summit

God created humans and breathed His spirit into them. This spirit
became a link binding people to the sacred world, a way to carry them
to the divine world.

Through the connection of spirit, people recognized perfection,
sanctity, and holiness. They could touch beauty and sense the miracu-
lous. The spirit enabled them to live purely and eminently. The spirit
determined the highest purpose for the physical bodies of humanity. So
God created humans... And only after humanity had reached the zenith
of its being, God gave to them femaleness and maleness.

The woman, as a human, received the spirit from God, and was
made aware of the names that only God knew and all the creatures
bowed down in the face of her supreme humanity. Her spirit pledged
her faith to God before her body was even born and agreed to take on
the divine responsibility that the mountains and rocks could not carry.
In ancient times, Diotima taught Socrates that love does not mean to
throw one’s heart to beauty, but, rather, to bring beauty into the world.
She also told him that when the body desired love a child was born into
the world, but when it was a spiritual pregnancy then wonderful ideas
and discoveries were born. A woman possesses both kinds of creativity.
At once, women’s bodies are chosen as an exalted, pure dwelling for
new people, into whom God breathes the spirit; and they are also well-
equipped through their own souls to receive wisdom from God and so
to empower the new lives in the material world.

Yes, like a man, a woman is capable of accepting the word of God
and is likewise responsible for communicating this message to human-
ity. A woman’s entire existence, the essence of her being, her external
appearance and her interiority, is described in Mevlana's “Masnawi” as
follows: "Woman is a beacon of truth, she is not an object of love; she
is a creator, not one created.”

Faridaddin Athtar wrote of Rabbi al-Edawiyyah, that she had
reached such heights in her spiritual development that there was no dif-
ference between men and women, there was only humanity.
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Insanlar 6z tofokkiirlorinin, diisiincolorinin hocmine uygun da
harmoniya tapirlar: kimi sonsuz doniz, uca daglar, genis diizon-
lordo, kimi do geco klublari, barlar, raqqasaler, igki siisolorinda.
Onlarin ruhlarinin dork etdiklori do els tapdiglari, uygunlagdiglari
«harmoniya» boydadir. Obu Turxan tesadiifon demoyib ki, “Hor
insan 0z sevgisi boydadir”.

Zirvaya can atan insanlarin isa ruhlari nainki daga, donizo, heg
bu maddi diinyaya da sigmir. Belolori iigiin iso Allah iilvi bir
alomin «qapilarin agir, bu aloma aparan yollari, vasi—to—lori ona
tanidir. Belo insanlarin ¢atdirmagq istadiklari sonsuz bir alom—don
golir va bir-iki nafor {iglin nozords tutulmur. Musiqi, rasm, heykal,
elmi kosf, badii vo ya folsofi asor soklini alan bu «ilahi xobarlor»
ruhu oyaq, koniil gézii agiq, manavi diin—yasi isiqli olan hor kos
ticlindiir.

Allah insan1 seva-seva yaradib vo bunu xatirlamasi, 6z insan-
ligin1 qorumasi li¢iin onun qaygisina qalir heg vaxt 6z bandasi ilo
tinsiyyatini kosmir! Beloca yiiksok yaradiciliq yaranir, yaradici
sonatkarlar dogulur — bu {insiyyatdon har kasi xobardar etmak
ticiin. Yiiksok sonat diisiincolords ali qatlari, insani keyfiyyatlori
daha da ucalda bilir. Sanki zirvode dayanmis bir insana iistolik
bir ganad da boxs edilir ki, zirvonin 6zline do yuxaridan tamasa
edo bilsin.

Hor yaradilan osar yaradicisinin 6ziindon do xabarsiz olaraq
osl Yaradandan bozi seylor oxz edir. Sanki yiiksok ideyanin
tocassiimil olacaq bir sonat asaring Yaradan 6zii do ara-sira mii-
daxilo edib, strixlor artirir. Bu sobobdon sonotkar 6z osorini
yarada-yarada 6zlinds do yeni bir qat, morhols aga bilir, “mon”ini
forqli bir rakursdan goriir-tantyir. Bozon buna toacciib edir, bazon
casir, bazon heyrat edir, bozon do dohsot icindo geri ¢okilir.

Bali, bir heykal, bir rosm osari diislincelords qaranliq qa—lan
qatlara is1q salir, yaxud... bir diislincs artiq hamiya balli olan bir
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People find their place in accordance with the size of their intellect
and spaciousness of their thoughts: some find harmony with the endless
sea, high mountains, open plains and grasslands; others find harmony
in nightclubs, bars, dancers, and bottles of alcohol. They find them-
selves at the reach of what their spirits can comprehend. Abu Turkhan
did not say only by chance that "Every human being exists at the level
of his own love."

The spirits of those who strive to reach at the peak do not fit into
the mountains, the sea, nor the material world. For them, God opens
"the gates" to a glorious world, and introduces them to the means and
virtues that lead to that world. The messages that such people would
like to convey come from an eternal world; they are communications
meant for more than one or two people. This "divine news," which takes
the shape of artistic or philosophical works — music, painting, sculpture,
scientific discovery, such work is for every one whose spirits are awake,
whose hearts are open, whose spiritual world is bright.

God has created humanity with deep affection and provides people
with guidance for their support, a caring that a person always feels. For,
GOD never ceases His relationship with humanity so that each person
can appreciate and protect their own humanity! Thus, an exalted cre-
ativity is created, creative artisans and craftspeople are born — in order
make everyone aware of this divine relationship. The high arts can raise
up human intellect and human character to the highest level. As if a
person already standing on the summit is given wings as a gift, allowing
them to view the mountaintop from even higher than the peak itself.

Without the maker — the artist, the writer, the philosopher, the sci-
entist — even being aware of it themselves, each creative work carries
something of the Original Creator. Sometimes it is as if the Creator
even intervenes in an artwork that will embody high ideals, adding new
shading with that touch. This is why, while creating a piece of work the
artist may discover new depths, find a new burst of creativity, and may
see and recognize themself — the “I” — from a different angle. Some-
times the artist is surprised, sometimes confused, sometimes shocked.
And sometimes the artist takes a step back in horror.
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osarin hansi iso qaranliq qatlarini kosf edo bilir! Amma miixtalif
yaradiciliq sahalori, ayri-ayr1 somalarda parvaz edon diistincolor
ancaq tomasda olanda, eyni miistovido rastlaganda bir-birini
tamamlaya, olavo rong qatmaga, daha da kamillogsdirmoyo
qadirdir. Yoni bazon ronglorle elo hikmat ¢atdirilir ki, onu ancaq
filosof baxislar1 oxumaq qiidroatindadir. No qodar goariba saslonso
da, bu da bir haqiqgatdir ki, marmardas, ronglords sanki gizli kod-
larla yazilmis homin hikmat 6z oxucusunun, onu aganin hasratini
gakir.

Bir hikmati ayri-ayri dillordoe ¢atdiran sonatkarlarin ha—rasinin
0z dili olsa da, onlar yaradiciligin elo bir zirvasine cata bilirlor ki,
orada artiq biitiin dillor 6z giictlinii itirir.

Belo bir soraitds diinyanin varligini, eyni zamanda, gozalliyini
goruyub saxlamagq, halo a¢ilmamis sirlorini kosf etmok li¢iin
sonatkar vo filosof eyni ehtiyac dniinds duruxur: 6z ideyasini
ifado etmok {igiin filosof minlorlo s6z xaosunda S6z, rossam iso
ronglorin arasinda dil agan obrazlar1 gozir. Har ikisinin magsadi
garsisindaki xao—sa, qaranliga isiq salmaqdir. Ideya bolli, ona
gedon yol da balli, sonda olds olunacaq notice do giin kimi ay-
dindir, ¢atin olan bu balli ideyan1 har kasa gostormok, hamini
hey—ran qoyacaq bu méhtosomliye “can” vermayi bacarmaqdir.

Allah insam yaratdi... Insanliq zirvesinden sonra gadinliq vo
kisilik magamlarini verdi. Biitiin bosor qadin vo kisi qiitblorine
boliindii. Zirve ise zirve olaraq qaldi. Ora hor kas li¢lin deyil.
Se¢ilmislor ticiindiir... Bu zirvaya ¢atanin qadin vo ya kisi olmasi
deyil, manaviyyati, iman1 diqqot morkozindo durur vo cinsinin
ona verdiyi Ustiinliiklor, imkanlar deyil, 6z insanliq mahiyyatini
nd daracada dark etdiyi vo reallagdira bilmasi miizakirs mévzusu
olur.
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Yes, a sculpture, or a painting can cast light into the dark places in
our thoughts, or...a thought can discover new shades in an artwork fa-
miliar to everyone! Different spheres of creativity, thoughts flying
through different skies can complete and add more color to one another,
and become an absolute perfection only when they meet one another
on the same plane, the same level. In other words, sometimes wisdom
which is communicated through colors can only be read by those with
a philosophical view. Although it sounds strange, it is a fact that the
wisdom written in marble and in colors longs for a reader to unlock its
secret codes. One who tries to communicate the same wisdom to the
public in their own private language can reach to such a peak of their
uniqueness and creativity that the words have already lost their own
power.

In such a situation, the artists and philosophers are in a quandary,
faced with the need to preserve the materiality and the beauty of the
world, and, at the same time, to discover its unopened secrets. Amongst
the chaos of thousands of words, the philosopher is looking for the one
word that can express his idea, and the artist is looking for the singular
image that begins to speak from among all the colors. The goal of both,
philosopher and artist, is to illuminate the chaos, the darkness.

The idea is self-evident, the way leading to it is obvious, and, fi-
nally, the final goal is as clear as the day. The challenge is to share this
idea with everyone, to impress and give life to this grand idea.

God created humanity. After humanity had reached the zenith of its
being, God gave them femaleness and maleness. Today, all of hu-
mankind is divided into the binary of male and female. Yet the summit
remains the summit. It's not for everyone. It’s only for those who are
chosen... For those who reach this peak, whether male or female, it’s
their ethical spirit and their faith that stand at the center of our attention.
The subject of this discussion is not the privileges and opportunities
granted by gender. Rather, it is the degree to which people, for them-
selves, can each perceive and realize the essence of their own huma-
nity.
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Nargiz 9sgarova
1991-ci ilds Barda rayonunda anadan olub.
2012-ci ildo Azorbaycan Déviat Rassamlig

Akademiyasimin Sonatsiinashq fakiiltasinin bakalavr
pillasini bitirib. 2011-ci ildo Sankt-Peterburq Kino
va Televiziya Institutunda foto sanati ixtisasi iizra
tahsil alib. 2014-ci ilda Azarbaycan Dovlat Ras-
samliq Akademiyasinin Sonatsiinashq fakiiltasindo
“Incasanat asarlorinin barpasi va ekspertizast”
ixtisasi iizra magistr daracasi alib.
Osorlori bir sira yerli va beynalxalq sargilorda
niimayis olunub.

N.Osgorova
Stikutdan sonra
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Nargiz Askerova

was born in Barda in 1991.

She earned her Bachelor s degree from the faculty
of Art Studies of the Azerbaijan State Academy

of Artists in 2012. She studiedthe professiob

of photography at the St. Petersburg Institute

of Cinematography and Television in 2011.She
earned a Master's degree in “Restoration and
Examination of Artistic Works” from the Art Stud-
ies faculty of the Azerbaijan State Academy

of Artists in 2014.

Her works have been displayed national and inter-
national exhibitions.

N.Asgarova
After Silence
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N.Osgarova N.Asgarova N.Osgarova N.Asgarova
Dostlugun adi Friendship's Name Hoaqiqgot Reality
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Sevinc Cilgin

1983-da Baki sohorinda anadan olub. Qafgaz Uni-
versitetinin mazunudur. Yaradiciliga 2000-ci illorin
avvallarinda baslayib. “ATV” kanalinda ¢aligir.
“Alacarpa” (seirlor) va “Yumurta” (hekayalor)
kitablarinin miidllifidir. “Nasimi” adabiyyat miis-
abiqasinin qalibidir.

Leyla

Leyla — monim canli siikutum!

Man ovuclarimda agrilarimi sixib-sixib gizlotdikca
Sonin danisan baxislarin tisyan edor

Mon sona heg vaxt agriyan yerlorimi gostormorom
Son manos susmagq ligiin gondoarilmison ¢iinki...

Leyla...

Son bilirson adam hamidan gizli 6z i¢indo neca 6liir?
bilirson...

unutmagin qabiq doyigsmok oldugundan xabarin varmi?
Var, gorirson...

Bos adamin...

Bos adamin 6lmadon 6nco
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Sevinj Chilgin

was born in Baku in 1983.

She graduated from Qafqaz University and
currently works for AYV television channel.

She began her creative activities in the 2000s
and is the author of two books. She is the winner
of “Nasimi” literature award.

Leyla

Leyla - my life overflows with silence!
I hide my wounds, squeezing them tightly into the palms

of my hands
Your looks speak volumes, reproach me with their questions,
I will never show you my painful places
You were sent to me, to enable me to keep silent...

Leyla...
do you know how a person dies deep inside,
hidden from everyone?
You do know...
Are you aware that forgetting means peeling away,
changing skins?
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Yoxluguna aglayan dostuna sarilib
“mona unutmag dyrat ki, 6lmayim” pigiltisini neco,
esidirson?

Sano boyal1 dirnaglarimin soklini yollayaram

Gozoldi deyorson

Uziimo saatlarca susub

gdzlorimin, dodaqlarimin sirrini agarsan

sona dordlorimi gizladon gozalliyimdon danigaram
0ziimo danigdigim yalanlara soni do inandirmaq istorom
son baxarsan

son susarsan

giillimsayib tiroyindon moni bagrina basmaq kegor
kegar, Sevinc, bu da kecar...

Leyla...
Leyla...
No gozoal adin var
Adin
istimo yagdirmadigin suallarina
on dogru cavabimdi — Leyla...
son lignoqtalorin arasinda gizlonon haqigatimi
iliyino qodar hiss edarson
v on dadli dermani1 — siikutu qoyarsan gqanayan ovuclarima

Leyla, xoborin varmi

oglum

biitiin dostlarim1 "Lelaaa" ¢agirir

dostun bir basqa ad1 — leyladir, xabarin var?...
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Yes, you are aware, you do see —

But —

before someone dies, in the arms of a weeping friend,
do you hear them whisper,

"teach me to forget, so that I won’t die”?

I am sending you a photo of my painted fingernails.

Tell me they are beautiful!

Watch my face for hours in silence

to reveal the secrets of my eyes and lips.

I tell you of my beauty to hide my pain —

and to convince you also of the lies I tell myself.

You look —

you remain silent.

A smile passes through your heart to embrace me,
as if saying this too will pass Sevinj, it will pass.

Leyla...

Leyla...

What a beautiful name you have

Your name is the best response

to all the questions you don’t shower upon me.

In the very marrow of your bones

you will feel my truths,

hidden among the elipses that follow your name.

And you will anoint me
with the most delicious medication —
your silence, a liniment for my bleeding palms.

Oh Leyla, were you aware
that my son calls all of my friends "Lelaaa”?
Did you know that Leyla is just another word for friend?
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Gunay Hasonova

1994-cii ild> Bakida anadan olub.

2014-cii ild> Baki Incasanat Kollecini bitirib.
2017-ci ilda Italivada Istituto Europeo di Design
(IED) universitetindo Geyim Dizayneri ixtisast iizra
bakalavr doracasi alib. Rasm asorlori ftaliya,
Amerika, Avstraliya, Liiksemburq kimi 6lkalords
kegirilon sargilarda niimayis olunub.

G.Hasonova
Siilh
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Gunay Hasanova

was born in 1994 in Baku, where she graduated
from the College of Fine Arts. She continued

her education in Italy where she received

her Bachelor s degree in Fashion Design from the
Istituto Europeo di Design. Her art has been
exhibited internationally, in Italy, the United States,
Australia, and Luxembourg.

G.Hasanova
Peace

26




AZSRBAYCAN QADINI YARADIR £_°3 AZERBAIJANI WOMEN CREATE

et

G.Hasanova G.Hasanova G.Hasanova G.Hasanova
Orik ¢ayirdayi Apricot Stone Yuxu Dream
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Giinel Eminli

1984-cii ild> Masalli rayonunda anadan olub.
2000-2006-c1 illards Baki Doviat Universitetinin
filologiya fakiiltasindo tahsil alib.

Azarbaycan MEA Mahammad Fiizuli adina
Olyazmalar Institutunun dissertantidir. 2008-ci
ildon adabi faaliyyato baslayib. "Connatda payiz"
adli esselor va hekayalor, "Yalanla Haqigat
arasinda" tarciima kitabilarmmin miiallifidir.
"Oaranqus" usaq jurnalina usaqlar tigiin
hekayalor yazir.

Orik ¢oyirdoyi

O, moni sevirdi. Dalicasina. Bozon sevgising tab gotiro bilmirdim.
Mohabbatinin dalgasinda, sunamisinds bogulurdum. Arada sevgisindon
fasilo gotliirmok istoyirdim. Amma alinmirdi. Esqi otrafimi elo
biiriimiisdii, hatta nafaslik qoymagi da unutmusdu. Onunla psixiatr
kabinetinda tanig olmusdum. Daha dogrusu, man onun xastasi idim.
Ara-sira yanina gedib, qorxularimdan danisardim. Bu vahimalorin mani
neca dali etdiyini sOylayirdim: gecalor otaqda 39 daraco hararstdo
isiimayimdan, kilo almamaq l¢iin biitiin arzaqlar1 tullamagimdan,
gongsulara rast galmayim deys lifte gacaraq minmayimdan, qaranliq da-
landa bir giin zorlana bilacoyimdan, zalzals bag verdikdos hamamda ola-
cagimdan. Amma o, tomkinini pozmadan dinlayir, kreslosundan qalxib
grafindan fincana su tokiib mons uzadirdi. Sanki bela do olmali idi. Bu
bir fincan suya sanki méciizovi eliksir kimi baxirdim. Inanirdim ki,
soharin an tacriibali hakiminin alindan bu suyu igib, biitlin monasiz fo-
biyalarimdan xilas olacaqdim.
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Gunel Eminli

was born in Masally in 1984.

She graduated from the Philological faculty

of Baku State University in 2006.

She is a completing her dissertation

at the Muhammad Fuzuli Institute of Manuscripts.
She began her literary activities in 2008 and has
published numerous essays and stories for adults,
including “Autumn in Paradise." She has also
completed a book in translation titled "Between
Falsehood and Truth." She also writes for children,
in collaboration with “Garangush,”

a children's magazine.

Apricot Stone

He loved me. Madly. Sometimes I could not bear his love. I was
drowning in the tsunami of his love. I wanted to take a break from his
love. But I couldn’t. His love had so enveloped me I’d forgotten how to
breathe. I met him in a psychiatric office. More precisely, I was his pa-
tient. I would occasionally go to his office, talk with him about my fears.
I told him how my nightmares were driving me crazy: how in weather of
100 Fahrenheit I was chilled; how, in order to avoid putting on pounds,
I"d tossed out all my food; how I rushed into the elevator to avoid my
neighbors; how I was afraid of being raped in a dark side street, or of
being caught in the bathtub when there was an earthquake. He listened
to me without interruption, then got up from his armchair, poured water
from a carafe into a glass, and handed it to me. As if this was all how it
should be. The cup of water seemed to me a miraculous elixir. I believed
that drinking this water from the hands of the most knowledgeable doctor
in the city would rid me of all my senseless phobias. I will never forget.
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Hec yadimdan ¢ixmaz. O, sonra soyuqanliqla slava etmisdi: “Siz
sevgisizlikdon aziyyast ¢akirsiz”. Bu ifads mani qiciqlandirmisdi: “Heg
do yox!”,- deys koskin etiraz etmigdim. “Mani hami sevir, dostlarim,
valideynlorim, is yoldaslarim”,- demisdim.

O, eyni tovrds yeno davam etdi: “Anlayiram. Amma onlarin sevgisi
siza adi, neco deyim, tobistdon bels olan, yoni belo do olmalidir, bagqa
neco ola bilor ki?” siiarina uygun golir. Siz iss utopik sevgi, 0z
diinyanizda yaratdiginiz, qazanilmis sevgi istayirsiniz. Siz sevginizi har
sohar qulaginiza pigildayan, lisiiyonds sorusmadan pencayini tistiiniizo
salan, qorxanda olinizi sixan, qorxularinizi, fikirlorinizi, arzularimizi
birlikds bolacoyiniz adamin arzusundasiniz.”

Ax1, 6zl bels adam idi. Man ona qorxularimi, o 1S9 mona sevgisini
etiraf etmisdi. Sevib, sevilmayin har sevincini yasatmisdi. Onunla hoy-
atimiz1 sevimli karamelli late qohvasi kimi tosvir edirdim. Ehtirasls,
canli, son damlasina gadar hayacanverici. Man biitlin fobiyalardan uzaq
diisondon sonra yasamagin dadini ¢ixarmaga basladim.

O, hec¢ gozlomadiyim halda xastoliys tutuldu. Giiclii ipoxon-
driyadan oziyyat ¢okirdi. Amma bunu 6ziine yox, mona qarsi yonalt-
misdi. Ona elo golirdi ki, mon xostalonib 6lo bilorom. Xorgongo
tutularam, iltihabli qrip, veram, infeksion, tibb alomino molum vo askar
olmayan biitlin xastaliklors tutulmaq ehtimallarim onu rahat yasamaga,
hotta get-gedos islomoyos qoymurdu. Soharimizi nar sirasi ilo agib, arik
¢oyirdayi ila bitirirdik. Oxumusdu ki, orik ¢oyirdayi an giiclii antioksi-
dantlardan biri hesab olunur. Onlar1 tomizlayib, sevgiylo qablasdirib is
yerimo gotirirdi. Indi yadima salanda giiliimsoyirom. Amma xatirlamaq
xosdur.

Belaco, indi 78 yasin i¢indayom. Giindslik yaziram. O, monim tez
Olacoyimdon qorxurdu. Amma 6zii 34 yasinda ruhi xastasi torafindon
bigaqlanib oldiriildii. Man ise dmriim boyu onun dsli, ipoxondrik
sevgisine sadiq qaldim.

Sevgilarla, azizim...

Then he added coldly, "You are suffering from a lack of love.”

His words irritated me. "That’s not true!" I objected sharply, then
added, "I have everyone’s love — my friends, my parents, my colleagues.”

He continued in the same manner. "I understand. But their love is or-
dinary. How can I explain it? That is just love that occurs naturally. It is
a love like, as the saying goes, ‘how could it be otherwise?’ Indeed, what
you desire is a utopian love, a love you have created in your own world,
a love you have earned for yourself. You want someone who whispers
his love into your ear each morning. Someone who, before you can even
ask, covers your shoulders with his own jacket when it’s cold, who holds
your hands tightly when you are afraid. You want someone with whom
you can share all your fears, your thoughts, and your wishes.”

After all, he himself was just such a man. So I told him all about my
fears and he confessed his love to me. He taught me to enjoy loving and
being loved. I might have described my life with him as a sweet caramel
café latte — passionate, soulful, and exciting to the last drop. When I rid
myself all of those phobias, I began to taste the sweetness of the life.

Unexpectedly he fell ill.

He had always been severely affected by hypochondria. But he had
projected it onto me. He never considered himself ill. Instead, it seemed
to him that I might fall ill and die at any moment. He imagined I might
have cancer, catch a terrible flu, tuberculosis, infection, or might be di-
agnosed with some mysterious illnesses of which the medical community
was not aware. These thoughts prevented him from relaxing enough to
enjoy life — he became unable even to work. We began our mornings with
pomegranate juice and finished the day with the meat from the stone of
an apricot. He had read that the apricot seed was a powerful antioxidant.
He shucked and washed the seeds, mixed them with his love, and brought
them to the office where I worked.

Now, remembering, I smile. But to remember is so sweet. And now
I’'m 78 years old. Daily, I write.

He was always so very afraid that [ would die. Instead, it was he who
was stabbed to death at the age of 34 by one of his mentally ill patients.
From that time, I have remained faithful to his crazy, hypochondriac love.

With love, my dear...
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Qizbaci Nagiyeva

1990-ct1 ild> Baki soharinda anadan olub.

2011-ci ilda Azarbaycan Doviat Rassamliq
Akademiyasinin bakalavr, 2014-cii ilda isa magistr
pillasini heykaltoraslq ixtisasi iizra basa vurub.
Osarlari Azorbaycanda kegirilon bir ¢ox sargilorda
niimayis olunub.

O.Nagyeva
Hor acrya dozmok...
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Gizbaj1 Nagiyeva

was born in Baku in 1990.

She earned a Bachelor's degree in 2011,

and a Master s degree in sculpture in 2014,

both from the Azerbaijan State Academy of Artists.
Her works have been displayed at many national
exhibitions, in Azerbaijan.

G.Nagiyeva
To endure every bitterness...
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O.Nagyeva
Ofsanadir...

G.Nagiyeva
Itis a legend...
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Elnaz Eyvaz

1976-c1 ilda Baki soharinda dogulub. 1998-ci ilda
Azarbaycan Dévlat Pedaqoji Universitetinin
filologiya fakiiltasini bitirib.

Talabalik illarindan bu giina gadar maqalalari,
seirlari, hekayalori, miixtaolif matbu orqanlarda,
antalogiyalarda, dargilarda ¢ap olunub.

“Yaxs1 ki yaza bilirom...”, “Kisi etirafi” adli
seirlor kitablart nasr olunub.

2011-ci ilda kecirilon Nasimi Milli Ddabiyyat
miisabigasinin hekaya nominasiyast tizra qalibidir.

Bir do sondon uzaqda
kor is1q axtaran kimi.
xogboxtlik axtarmaq var.
Ollorim 9s9-9s9

hayatin enino-uzununa
cirpdim 6ziimii -

hor yan dord divar.
Sondon uzaqda heg no yoxdu,
har sey ofsanadir,
nagildir.

Bu no agildir

verdi mana

Soni yaradan?!
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Elnaz Eyvaz

was born in Baku in 1976.

She graduated from the Philological faculty of the
Azerbaijan State Pedagogical University in 1998.
She began publishing while a student and

her articles, poems, and stories have appeared in
various anthologies and magazines.

She has published two books and is currently
engaged in work as an educator.

Now I am far from you,

and it’s like a blind man looking for a light,
a search for happiness.

With my trembling hand

I slam myself

against the width and length of life —
on all sides, just the four walls.

So far from you, there is nothing,
reality is a myth,

a distant tale without you.

What is this wisdom

granted to me by your creator?!
Once I slept upon your chest,
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Bir do koksiinds uyumaq vardi,
sakit, sassiz.

Sanki nofassiz

dinlomoak,

tirok doytintiilorini,

saymaq, saymaq, saymag...
Bilirom, san tiraksiz,

zalim, qoddar deyilson.

Har azaba qatlasib,

hor aciya dozmokdir isin,
Hor nadana oayilson,

daha son olmazdin ki...

Bir son varsan,

soharacon 0ziling ziiliim veran

ollorimin, gozlerimin, dodaqlarimin bir addimliginda.

"Qal, getmo,qal!!!" — demoyo qisilib
"Yaxs1 yol!" — deyan dilimin ucunda
gdylim-goyiim gdynadin.

Neynodin, Adam, neynadin?!
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peacefully, silently.

Listening to you breathe:

counting, counting, counting

the beats of your heart...

I know that you are not heartless,

not cruel or merciless.

To endure every torment,

to suffer, to labor under every bitterness,

and to bow to every ignorance —

ah, it would no longer be you....

Yet there is always the you who steps with me

who moves with every move of my hands, my eyes, my lips,
which torment themselves with you until morning.

I was too shy to say, "Stay, don’t go, stay!"

You moaned so blue-blue

from the very tip of my own tongue that said Fairwell.
Oh, what have you done, Adam? What have you done?
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Morziyya ibrahimova

1987-ci ild> Baki soharinda anadan olub.
2011-ci ilda Azarbaycan Déviat Rassamliq
Akademiyasinin Tasviri sanat fakultasinin
Rongkarlq ixtisasint bitirib. Rassamlar Ittifaq
Gonc Rassamlar Birliyinin tizviidiir.
Azarbaycanda va xarici olkalarda kegirilon

bir ¢cox sargilorin istirak¢isi olub.

Marziyya Ibrahimova

was born in Baku in 1987.

She graduated with a specialization

in Visual Arts from the Descriptive Arts faculty

of the Azerbaijan State Academy of Artists in 2011.
She is a member of the Youth Union of Artists'

of the Union of Azerbaijan Artists.

She has participated in many exhibitions held

in Azerbaijan and abroad.

M.Ibrahimova
Zorif doylisci

M. Ibrahimova
Gentle Warrior
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M.Ibrahimova
Araxna - Horlimgok qadin

M.Ibrahimova
Arachne - Spider Woman
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Giinel Eyvazh

1984-cii ilds Sumqayit soharinda anadan olub.
Azarbaycan Dévlat Pedoqoji Universitetinin
filologiya va Baki Slavyan Universitetinin
yaradiciliq fakiiltasini bitirib. 2005-ci ildan
Sumqayit Doviat Texniki Kollecinda ¢calisir.
2013-cii ildon Azarbaycan Yazigilar Birliyinin
tiziidiir. Prezident taqaiidgiisii olub.

“Yuxumu xeyira yozun” adli seirlar kitabinin

Gunel Eyvazli

was born in Sumqayit in 1984.

She graduated from the Faculty of Philology

of the Azerbaijan State Pedagogical and Baku Slavic
University. She has been working at the Sumgayit
State Technical Colleague since 2005 and

is currently a freelance journalist.

A member of the Writers' Union of Azerbaijan,

she began her literary activity in 2003 and

miiallifidir. is the author of the collection of poems titled

"Interpret My Dreams for Good.”

Araxna - Hortimgok gadin Arachne - Spider Woman

Soyuq tobassiim oks olunub dodaqglarinda, Your lips reflect a cold smile —

Senin xosbaxtliyas, sevgiys ehtiyacin var, qadin. you are in need of happiness, of love, woman.

Soyls, Tell me,

Xaoritoalor iizorindo dilimlonon meridianlari, paralellori, the meridians, the parallels sliced into the maps —

Olkalar, insanlar arasinda ayriliq salan sarhadlori, the borders drawn to sunder countries, separate the peoples —

Qadinlarin qorxdugu qocaliq cigirlarini the traces of old age that women fear —

Saon toxudunmu, Araxna? did you weave these, Arachne?

Bezmodinmi tor adli hayatin, tor adli manzilin Are you not sick of hanging there, all alone

tizorindo tok-tonha asilmaqdan? on this web of life, this web called home?

Bezmodinmi ipak, tiil dolasigt Are you not weary, your sole companion the embrace

homdom kimi qucmaqdan? of this entanglement of silk and lace?
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Casaratim olsaydi

Qovusuq korpiisii hor, monim {i¢iin deyardim.
Lap els o diinyan1 bu diinyayla birlosdiron
Sirat korptisti kimi.

Qitolori qovusduran

Bosfor korpiisii kimi.

Banpo korpiisii kimi.

Dilimds ilisib qalan “sim-sim, a¢il” kalmasini
Lal-covahiri olmayan magarada
Qovusdugum zaman unutmagq istoyirom.
Bagli qap1 arxasinda sevgi tapmaq istoyirom.
Xosbaxt olmaq istoyirom.

Araxna,

Oziin kimi bir yuva hdr

Isti, sevgi dolu bir evin tavaninda.
Giliis saslori golon,

hay-kiiylii usaq baggasinda.

Vaoya

Yeni yarpaglayan bir agacin kogusunda.

Borabor asilaq qollarimizdan,

Unudagq har seyi

Nogmo oxuyaq, seir yazaq, naxig toxuyaq,
Rasm ¢okak, nagillar uyduraq,

aldadaq 6zlimiizii, Araxna, aldadagq.
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If I had the courage,

I’d ask you

to spin me a bridge of unification,

like the sacred bridge of Siret

that joins the world beyond, to this world,
like the bridge across the Bosporus
connects the continents, Europe and Asia,
like the lighted Banpo, in Korea,

joins district, to district.

I would like to forget

how the words “open sesame” caught in my throat
as I came upon

the cavern empty of jewels.

Behind the closed door, I would like to find love,
I would like to be happy.

Arachne,

spin me a nest like your own,

on the ceiling of a warm and loving house,
above a clamorous kindergarten

that echoes with sounds of laughter,

or in the crook of a tree, newly leaved in green.

Let us hang from each other’s arms,

everything forgotten.

Let us sing songs, write poems, weave patterns,
draw pictures, invent fairy tales —

let us deceive ourselves, Arachne, deceive ourselves.




Son Tanrisan

Oziinii dorya bilib
Oziino atilmaq var.
Oziins giivonmok var.
Oziino inanmaq var.
Axil kimi on hassas
Yerindon vurulmagq var.
Son giicliison.

Sohra yagis1 kimi,
Qar soyuqlugu kimi
Giin aydinligr kimi
Nizolor diinyasinda
Zeytun budag1 kimi
Siilh ¢agirir dodaglar.
Son doziimsan.

Kiisiib, barisan oldu
Tale nagil danisir.

Bu edam diinyasindan
Neco dillor asilir
Bozisi susub gedir
Bozisi deyib gedir
Son sairson.

Is1q golon torafdo

Yasamagq olar, olar.
It hiiriisiin sos bilib
Ona aldanmagq olar.
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You are the Creator

Knowing that you are the sea —

you can dive into yourself.

You can trust in yourself.

You can believe in yourself.

Like Akil,

you can survive a hit

to the most sensitive part of your body.
You are strong.

Like rain in the desert,

like the cold of the snow,
like the clear light of the sun,
in a world of spears,

like an olive branch

your lips call for peace.

You are patience itself.

You have quarreled, been reconciled —
fate tells the tale.

In this world of executions

how many tongues are cut?

Some go silently.

Some speak up.

You are a poet.

One may live on the side of light —
it is possible.

You may know the sound of a dog barking




Diinya boyda agilib,
Sonra bagilanmaq olar
Son ¢igoksan.

Sort kozmok yara iisto.

Bir giin qopub diismak var.

Cat-cat yarganlar kimi
Yenidon bitismok var.

Yenidon yasamagq var,

Yenidon sevilmok var.
Son gadinsan.

“Adin nadir?” sorusdu
“He¢ kimom™ dedi ona.
Tapilmadi Odissey

Itib gdriinmaz oldu.
Hayat budur, 9zizim
Gozlomak galir sona.
Son sevgison.

Bir ovuc torpaq gotiir
Yenidon Adom yarat
Yenidon diinya yarat
Yenidon Hovva yarat
Har seyi lap avvaldon
Har an baglamagq olar.
Son tanrisan.
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and may be deceived by it.

You may open as wide as a world,
and then close.

You are a flower.

The blackest scab on a wound,

will one day fall away.

Like the dry, cracked earth

again you can absorb the rain, fuse together,
again you can live,

again you can be loved.

You are a woman.

“What is your name?” one asked.
“l am no one,” was the answer.
Odysseus has not been found,
apparently, lost.

This is life, my dear.

You have to wait.

You are the beloved.

Take a handful of soil

Once again, create Adam.
Once again, create the world.
Once again, create Eve.

At any moment, it is possible
to begin everything again.
You are the Creator.
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Normin Abdullayeva

1986-c1 ild> Baki soharinda anadan olub.

2008-ci ilda Azarbaycan Déviat Rassamlig
Akademiyasinin dizayn fakiiltasinin badii toxuculug
ixtisasi tizra bakalavr, 2010-cu ildo homin
akademiyanin rangkarliq fakiiltasinda teatr
dekorasiyast iizro rassam ixtisasi tizva magistratura
pillasini bitirib.

2011-ci ildon Azarbaycan Rassamlar Ittifaqinin
tizvii, “Cigayim” usaq teatrimin modelyeridir.
Azarbaycanda, elaca da Tiirkiya, Iran, Rusiya,
Fransa, ABS, Hollandiya va s. olkalarda kegirilon
miixtalif sargi-miisabigalarin istirakg¢ist olub.

N.Abdullayeva
Sevgi bag1

40

Narmin Abdullayeva

was born in Baku in 1986.

She earned Bachelor's degree in the art of weaving
[from the faculty of design of the Azerbaijan State
Academy of Artists in 2008 and in 2010 she earned
a Master's degree in Theater Decoration from their
Visual Arts Faculty. She has been the member

of the Union of Azerbaijan Artists since 2011 and
she is a costume designer at "Chicheyim" Chil-
dren's theater. She has participated in exhibition
contests held in Azerbaijan, as well as in Turkey,
Iran, Russia, France, the United States, the Nether-
lands, and other countries.

N.Abdullayeva
Love's Bond
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N.Abdullayeva
Qurmiz1 agaclar

N.Abdullayeva
The Red Trees
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Aysel Fikrat

1976-ct ild> Baki soharinda anadan olub.

1997- ci ild> Baki Déviat Madaniyyat va Incasanat
Universitetini bitirib. Homin ildon Azarbaycan
Déviat Incasanat Gimnaziyasinda
kinodramaturgiya fannindan dars deyir.

Odabi foaliyyata 90-ct illordon baslayb.

2010-cu ildon Azorbaycan Yazigilar Birliyinin
tizviidiir .

Ug kitab miiallifidir.

Torpaq adam

Hec kim bilmir ki, insanlar 6ldiikdon sonra Diinyani Torpagln Al-
tindan izloyirlor. Hami1 Ruhlart Goyds Gozir. Gdys Baxib Dua
edir.Yalniz Mon burdayam Yerin altinda...

Yasayarkon bir bagban idim... Bagban deyonds ki 6ziimii Torpaga
Qurban veron adam deyok. Biitiin vaxtimi okib becormoya hasr
edirdim. Bolko do yasayarkon toyyars siirsoydim indi goyden
baxardim na bilmak olar... Aha, evimizin qapisi cirildadi, gadinim...
neca do solgun goriiniir... Bu gapinin sasi adamin basina diigiir. Kimdi
ax1 qapiya yag tokon, alt1 aydir yoxam, evdon esikdon xabarim yox.

Qadinim otaqdan c¢ixdr hoyotdo gozisir... Rongi bomboyaz,
gbzolimdon asor alamat yoxdu. Condon su gdtiiriib bu torafo galir...

[nana bilmirom, monim bagda isloyarkon geydiyim geyimda. Dali
olub, nadi?... Ax1 o bu geyimas do, baga da nifraot edirdi...

Qadin ayilib diiz torpaga su tokdii... Torpagin iistiine s1gin1b agla-
maga basladu.

Gozlorini yum... Yoni bu qadormi sevirdin moni? Man heg bels
bilmirdim.
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Aysel Fikret

was born in 1976 in Baku.

She graduated from the Baku State University
of Culture and Arts in 1997. Since then, she has
been teaching at the Azerbaijan State Art
Gymnasium on cinematography.

The author of three books, she began

her literary activity in the 1990s and has been
a member of the Azerbaijan Writers'

Union since 2010.

Soil Man

Nobody knows that after death people watch the world from under the
earth. Everyone looks for spirits of their loved ones in the heavens. Look-
ing to the heavens they offer up prayers. But I'm right here, under the earth.

When I was alive, I was a gardener. When I say a gardener, | mean a
person who sacrificed his life for the sake of the land. I devoted all my
time to cultivating the soil. If I'd been an airplane pilot when I was alive,
who knows? Perhaps I might now be looking at the earth from the sky.

Eeeek! The hinges on the door of our house were squeaking. My wife...
how very pale she looked. That squeaky door always annoys everyone.
But who else except me would oil it? I’ve not been home for six months.
For all this time, I have had no news of home.

My wife left the house and walked into the yard. She was very pale —
there was no hint of the beauty of my beloved one. She drew water from
the cistern and came to this side of the house. I can’t believe it! She is
wearing my gardening clothes. What happened — has she gone mad? You
know, she always hated both those old gardening clothes and the garden.

My wife bent to pour water on the salty soil. She knelt down on the
ground and began to cry.

Ah, you loved me so much, and I didn’t even know it.
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...O zaman ki tozo evlonmisdik, son qigilcim kimi is1q sagan
baxiglarint mandon ¢okmirdin. Man da bu baxislara elo aluds oldum
ki, aslinda soni zamanla itirdiyimi 6ziimdo 6tiirdiim. Indi yadima sala
bilmirom. Sani o lonats golmis ise icazo verdiyim glinmii? Yoxsa na
vaxt? Ovladimizin olmayacagini bildiyim giinmii? No bilim?

...Niyo belo geyinmison? Hani sonin bar-bazoyin? Gozal geyim-
lorin?

...GOzlorimi ag1b sonad baxa bilmirom. Aglama bu qador, g6z yasin
gozlorimos axir...

Aglama dur geyin get isina... Uroyim donur. Aglama...

- Yadindadi?.. Hor sohar ¢arpayinin yanina, els yers bir dosts qizil
giil goyardim. “Sabahin xeyir gdzolim” deyib sohar-sohar gozlorindon
Opordim. ©limi ¢okib mani 6zlindon konara itoloyordin...

Az qalirdin o giillori tapdalayib yanimdan kec¢oson. Sosimi
esidondo qulaqlarimi tutardin . Futbola qisiq saslo qulaq asardim.
“Qol”,- deya qisqurib yerimds atilanda qapint ag¢ib isin, yorgunlugun
barado uzun-uzadi nitq séyloyardin... Ondan sonra giinlorlo soninlo
danigmazdiq...

Indi az qalirsan sasimi esitmok iiciin torpagin altina girason... Bir
az da Ustlino golsom... “son moni azirson”,- deyo hay-kily salardm...

Indi ozirson moni... oturmusan sinomin ustunda. Bir az toxta...
Hay-kiiy salma... Suuuus.... Sakit...

... Yox, no iso gedocom daha, no do bir yera...”,- pigildadi gqadin.

Ax1 hardasan? Qadinin allari torpaqi dsldikcea...

Kisi bu agirliga dozmiir... Sinasini diden qadinina “bu, ola bilmaz,
ax1 san mani neca esitdin?”’ — deys sorusdu.

Qadin foryad qopartdi.

“Man soni duyuram... Otrin galir burdan”, - deyo bagirdi. Agla-
maga basladu...

Anladim ki, bu, mociizo deyil. Bu isdo mdciizo yoxdu. Qadinim
manim tigiin darixirdi, cox darxirdi. Kodori darixmaq dogur. Darixan,
aglayan, foryad edon qadinim...

When we were newly married, you looked at me with your sparkling
eyes...I went so mad for those eyes! I’ve even forgotten the precise time
when I began to gradually lose you. I cannot now remember. Was it the
day when I gave permission for you to go to your cursed work? Or was it
the day when I knew that we would not have a child? I don’t know.

Why did you put on such ordinary clothes? Why don’t you wear your
jewelry? Where are your beautiful garments? [ can’t open my eyes to look
at you. Don’t cry so — all your tears are flowing into my eyes. Please don’t
cry. Put on your dress and go to work...my heart bleeds. Don’t cry.

Do you remember? How every morning I put a bunch of roses next to
my bed on the floor. And I said to you, “Good morning my beautiful
beloved one!” And then I kissed you on your eyes. And every morning you
pushed my hand away from you.

You almost passed right by me as you trampled down the flowers there.
When you heard my voice you covered your ears. I watched football with
the TV on low volume. But when they scored a goal I shouted, “GOAL!”
and jumped from my chair. Then you just opened the door to deliver a long
speech, saying that you were tired and had to go to work in the morning.
We did not speak with each other for days.

But now you almost try to break through the earth to hear my voice.
When we argued, you complained I was smothering you. And now you are
crushing me — you are sitting on my chest. Please calm down. Please do
not sob so. Sh sh sh — be still.

“No, I don’t want to go to work anymore...nor anywhere else,” my wife
whispered.

“But where are you?” she asked, as she dug her hands into the soil.

“How could my husband possibly bear this weight on his chest? But
it’s impossible — how could you even hear my voice?”

My wife kept wailing, “I can feel you... the place is filled with your
fragrance.” My wife shouted and cried out and I understood that it was not
a miracle, there was no miracle here, it was just that my wife missed me
terribly, and such longing bears grief. You are my wife, who longs for me,
who cries and wails for me.

Then I sprouted as a tree, and sprouting, I began to grow. Seeing my
green sprout emerging from the dark soil, my wife stopped crying. She
smiled.

If I wished everyone such a death you would probably laugh at me.
Don’t laugh — this is a beautiful death.
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Agladiqca clicordim. Ciicardikea bir az da qalxdim... Qadin tor-
paqin altindan ciicortimi goriib goz yasini kosdi. Giiliimsadi. Hor kasa
belo Oliim arzu etsom mono giilorlor yoqin... Giilmayin. Gozal
olimdii...

O giindon biitiin giinii homin yera golb diiz torpaga su verib, bir
az da sohbot etdik. Mon dediyimi o duymadi, o dediyini mon duy-
dum... Qaribadir, bu diinyada bir yers yigsan bir moktubluq danis-
madiq. O diinyada bir birimizs dastan yazdiq.

Qadiim moni ¢ox qorudu... Goydo qar1 saxlardi, istido giinosi.
Moni qorumaq ucun... No danim, sevilmok xosuma golirdi. Lap
6ziimdon ¢ixmisdim. O godar ucalmisdim ki, kokiimi unutmusdum.
Kokiim ¢iirimoays baslayib. He¢ bilmirom bunu qadinima neco
deyim...

Bu giin sabah tufan qopacaq, qar u¢qunu giillori do yox edacok.
Mon do qosulub onlarla gedocom. Yens do aglayacaqsan? Mon burda
olacam, gozolim. Getmays ayr1 bir yerim yox... Yaz golocok, hor torofi
tutacam sarmasiq kimi, qalxib hoyotimizi biiriiyacom... Indi iso
aglama, dur get evo...

- Heg¢ kim bilmir ki, insanlar 6london sonra diinyan: torpagin al-
tindan izloyirlor. Hami ruhlar1 goyds gozir. Goys baxib dua edir. Yal-
niz man burdayam. Yerin altinda. O da bilir bunu...

Yasayarkon bir bagban idim, qadinim mani 6miir boyu sevmadi...
Sevmadiyini do bilmirdim. Axirda mani bir avtomobil gozasinda
itirdi. Indi agac koklii ocaib bir bitkiyom...

Sabah qar ugqunu olacaq, yeno do doniib sizlors dmiir olacam...
Sevgi insan olsayd1 gatil olardi... Bu dunyada elos sevin ki, 6london
sonra dirildocok qador cox sevmoayasiz...

Sohar yuxudan duranda ugqun qarin altinda moni yens 6lmiis
tapan qadimim moni kokiimdon qirib evo qacirtdi, aglaya-aglaya
dibgoya okdi. Ona yazigim golirdi. Yalniz dirilo bilmirdim...

Bu giin yuxusuna girib “moni bagisla”,- deyacom. Bolko do
deyacom ki, “gozlorini yum, golirom, sevgilim”...

From that day on she came here to the garden every day, poured water
on the saline soil, and we chatted for a while. What I told her, she did not
notice and hear, but I noticed and heard what she told me. It is very strange
that in this world we talked as little as a brief letter holds, but in this other
world, we talk so much it is as if we have written epic poems to each other.

My wife guarded me well. She covered me, kept the snow from falling
to the ground around me. She watered and shaded me from the burning
sun. She loved, and cared for me. Truly, I enjoyed being loved by her. I
was pampered. I grew so tall that, I forgot my roots. My roots began to
decay. I do not know how to tell her.

Today or tomorrow it will be storming, the flowers will be fading under
the avalanche of snow, I also will join the flowers and go away. Will you
cry again? I will stay here my beautiful one.... I will not go anywhere...
when the spring comes I will spread everywhere, I will rise and climb up
like the ivy and surround our yard. And now please, do not cry — stand up,
go home.

Nobody knows that after death people watch the world from under the
earth. Everyone looks for spirits of their loved ones in the heavens. Look-
ing to the heavens they offer up prayers. But I'm right here, under the earth.
She knows.

When [ was alive, I was a gardener. My wife did not love me for whole
of our lives together. Or, if she loved me, I did not know it. We lost me in
a car accident...and now I am a strange tree who has an ivy like root.

Tomorrow there will be an avalanche of snow, I will again turn into
your life. If love were a man he would be a murderer. Love your beloved
one in this life, or you will regret your inability to raise the dead, love them
again.

Waking in the morning, my wife found me dead once again, fallen
under an avalanche of snow. She lifted me up by my roots and ran to take
me home. As her tears fell, she tried replanting me in a large pot. I felt
great pity for her. But I could not live again.

Today I will come to her in her dreams. I will ask her to forgive me.
Maybe I will say to her, “Close your eyes, my beloved one. I will return
again, my sweetheart.”
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Artiq yoxam

Bu sohari ranglodim panbaya,
rahat yasa...
Hor sohor iso gedorkan {irayine bir sevinc tax,
Bolks goroyin olar.
Artiq mon yoxam...
Isti geyin, darixilmaq soyuqdur.
Ugrunda vurusulan, uduzulan vaton kimison.
Hom sassiz, hom sevimli,
Hom na gadar dords siiriiklesan bels kegilmoyon...
Olocokmi nece-neca timid?
Arzularin ¢ixacagsanmi sonuna?
Bundan sonra biitiin ruhumu aldiqda xoyalin,
Biitiin dogmalarima yad olduqdan sonra,
Bir insanliq belo dogmam galmadiginda tirayimdo
Bolka do golacoksan...
Halo ki, dordin son torofindoyom.
Halo ki, anlamiram sansizliyin vaxt axinini.
Holo ki, sshifosini ¢evirdiyim har sotirde
Birinci sonin adin kegir...
Halo ki, soninladir sonsizliyi bu baharm...
Baxma ki, 6ziim yoxam.
Bu sohori ronglodim ponbaoya,

rahat yasa...
Hor sohar iso gedorken iiroyins bir sevinc tax,
Balka gorayin olar.
Artiq mon yoxam...
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I’m Already Gone

I painted this city pink,
I live comfortably.
Every morning, when you go to work,
fasten a bit of joy to your heart —
maybe you will need it.
For, I’'m already gone...
Put on your warm clothes, for yearning is cold.
You are like a native land for which we fought and lost,
both voiceless and lovely,
and though overridden, still carrying so much sorrow.
Will all hopes die?
Will you put an end to all dreams?
After your presence took up full residence in my spirit,
I became an alien place for all my native people.
Perhaps, when not a single native person remains in my heart,
perhaps you will come —
I am still on your side, with your grief.
Without you, I still don’t understand the flow of time.
Still, your name comes first,
in every line of every page I turn,
And still, though it seems I’m gone
the spring without you is still a spring with you.
I painted this city pink,
I live comfortably.
Every morning, when you go to work,
fasten a bit of joy to your heart —
maybe you will need it.
I’m already gone...
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Viisalo Mommoadova

1983-cii ilda Baki saharinds anadan olub.

2006-c1 ilda Azarbaycan Beynalxalg Universitetinin
pedaqoji fakultasini bitirib.

Kigik yaslarindan rassamliga béyiik maraq
gostarib, rasmlari usaq qozet va jurnallarinda
dorc edilib.

Pesokar rassamlardan raosm darslori alib.
Azarbaycanin taninmis usaq yazarlarinin
kitablalarina illustrasiyalar ¢akib.

V.Maommadova
Icorisohor
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Vusala Mammadova

was born in Baku in 1983.

She graduated from the Philological faculty

of the International University of Azerbaijan in
2006. She has had great interest in painting from
her early childhood and her paintings have
appeared in children's newspapers and magazines.
She has studied with a number of professional
artists. She has illustrated books for several well-
known children's authors..

V.Mammadova
The Old City
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V.Mammadova V.Mammadova
Axtaris Search

V.Mammadova V.Mammadova
Pay1z monzarasi Autumn Landscape
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Sevil Giilton

1961 -ci ilda Zardab rayonunda dogulub.

1984-cii ilda indiki Azarbaycan Dillar
Universitetini bitirib.

2009-cu ildon Azarbaycan Yazigilar Birliyinin
sizviidiir. Us seir kitabinin va bir esselar toplusunun
miiallifidir. Azirbaycan dilindan ingilis dilina va
ingilis dilindan Azarbaycan dilina torciimalorlo
maggul olur.

Uroyim sonlo dolandan beri

Soklin asilib gozlorimin ekranindan-
Soklindon basqa he¢ noyi goro bilmirom...
Uroayim sanlo dolandan bari

Sasini esidirom har torafdon-

Sosindon basga sos esitmir qulagim...
Uroayim sanlo dolandan bari

Hara getsom do ayaqlarim son torafs can atir

Ollorimi noya uzatsam da, ollorim olini axtarir...

Ruhum ruhuna osir diigon giindon
Gecalori tok yatmiram-
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Sevil Gulten

was born in 1961, in the Zardab district of the
Republic of Azerbaijan.

She graduated from Azerbaijan University

of Languages in 1984. She has been a member

of Azerbaijan Writers Union since 2009.

She is the author of three books of poetry and an
essay collection. She currently works as a transla-
tor of literary works from English into Azerbaijani,

and from Azerbaijani into English.

Since the Day You Filled My Heart

Since the day you filled my heart —

Your photo hangs in front of my eyes-

I can see nothing but your picture.

Since the day you filled my heart —

I hear only your voice, everywhere.

My ears hear nothing but your voice.

Since the day you filled my heart —

Wherever I go, my feet step towards you,
Whatever I reach for, my hands reach for yours.
Since the day your spirit captured mine,
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Gecalar xayalini elo méhkom qucaqlayiram ki
Sohoarlor yatagdan durmaga tagotim galmur...
...Dlinyanin an kovrayi olmusam soni sevondon
Deyilmamis bir kolmo do agladir mani...
...Urayim sonlo dolandan bori

Oziimii unutmusam-

Hec bilmirom hardayam indi...

Otrafina bax, inan, gérorson moni...

Urayim sanla dolandan beri-

Urayimin siikan1 sonin alinds.
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I never sleep alone.

Nights I hug your image close to me.
Mornings, I’ve lost the energy to rise.
Since the day I fell in love with you,

I have become so sensitive

Even unspoken words bring me to tears.
Since the day you filled my heart —

I have forgotten myself.

I don’t know where I am now.

Just look around you, believe me, you can see me there.
Since the day you filled my heart —

My heart’s rudder is in your hands.
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Samirs Rasulova

1990- ci ilda Rusiyanin Hastarxan saharindo
anadan olub. 2011-ci ilda Azarbaycan Dovlat
Rassamliq Akademiyasinin bakalavr, 2014-cii ilda
iso magistr pillasini bitirib. Azarbaycan Rassamlar
Ittifagimn iizviidiir. 2008 -2009-cu illards Almaniya
va Tiirkiyada kegirilon rasm miisabigalarinda
miixtalif daracali diplomlarla taltif olunub.

Osorlori Azorbaycan, Gurcustan va Tiirkiyada
kegirilon sargilards niimayis olunub.

S.Rasulova
Diistinco (qraviira)
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Samira Rasulova

was born in Hashtarkhan, Russia in 1990.

She earned a Bachelor's degree in 2011 and
her Master's degree in 2014, both from the
Azerbaijan State Academy of Artists.

She is a member of the Union of Azerbaijan Artists.
She was awarded several awards in painting
competitions held in Germany and Turkey

in 2008-2009. Her works have been displayed
in exhibitions held in Azerbaijan, Georgia, and
Turkey.
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S.Rasulova
Sun

S.Rasulova
Giinos
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Ulviyys Heydorova

1981-ci ilda Sirvan saharinda anadan olub.
2005-ci ild> Azarbaycan Ictimai-Siyasi
Universitetinin jurnalistika fakiiltasini bitirib.
Odabi foaliyyata 90-ci illordon baslayb.
2009-cu ildon Azorbaycan Yazigilar Birliyinin
tizviidiir.

Bir kitabi nasr olunub.

Qus ganadinda

Arzu gofasi oling alanda sevincdon atilib diisdii. Qoafaslo birgo
otagina dovro vurdu. Ona miinasib yer axtarmaga basladi. Qofosi
gah kitab gkafinin yanina, gah yazi masasmin iistiinog, gah da
pancaranin Oniind qoydu

Qus iso aciq poncoradon c¢inar agacini goriinco daha ¢ox
cikkildomoyos basladi. Ciinki agacin budaqlarinda dostlar1
oylogmisdi. Onlar somada dolasan quslart miizakirs edirdilor.

Qoafas do 6ziinds deyildi. Ona goras ki, uzun illordir magazanin
on hormotli yerindo miistorilora baxirdi. Elo bilmisdi ki, hoyati
pistaxtalar arasinda kegocak, tellori vitrindo paslanacagq.

Arzu qusdan, qussa gofosdon xaborsiz idi. Amma Arzu
sevinirdi. Ozii do ¢ox sevinirdi. Urayindon qus ganadinda uza-
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Ulviyya Heyderova

was born in in 1981 in Shirvan.

She graduated from the Faculty of Journalism

of the Azerbaijan Social-Political University in
2005. Currently a freelance journalist,

she began her

literary activity in the 90s and has been a member
of the Writers' Union of Azerbaijan since 2009.
She has published one book.

On the Wings of a Bird

Arzu reached out her hand and picked up the cage. She jumped
for joy. She skipped around and around, circling her room, cage in
hand. She began to search the room, looking for a good place for
the cage. First, she tried putting it next to the bookcase. Then she
changed her mind, moving it to the writing desk. Finally, she placed
the cage in front of the window.

Seeing the sycamore tree through the open window, the bird in
the cage began an incessant chirping. For it could see that its friends
were sitting on the branches of the tree. They were discussing the
other birds that were flying by, through the sky.

The cage was not feeling itself. This was because for years it had
been sitting in a prime, respected location in the shop, watching cus-
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qlara ugmaq, somalarda olmaq kecirdi. Hotta bir giin qusa
cevrilmok bels istoyirdi. Ciinki iki giin 6nco nonasi ona «qiz
kogoari qusdur» demisdir.

[llor 6tdii. Arzu qus qanadlarinda yox, tayyarolords ugdu. Hoy-
atin1 somaya bagladi. Sevgilisi ilo gdydo tanis oldu, evlilik tok-
lifini buludlarin arasinda ald1.

Indi hamin otaqda no Arzu var, no do qus. O, kdgari qus kimi
basqa elo ugub. Amma o otagda gdydon yer enona bir ciit qanad
var...

Xazarin dostlari

Yaradan "ol" deyondon bari yer {iziiniin doniz moxluglar1 bir
yers toplagsmaga heg ciir macal tapmirdi. Hosratdon cana golon
Xazar daha d6za bilmayib 6ziins yaxin donizlori basina y1g1ib on-
larla hal-ohval tutmaq, dordlosmok istodi. S6z yox ki, Xozora
tokiilon ¢aylar ona dostlarindan ara-sira xabarlor gotirordi. Xozor
do tobriklorini, bagsagliglarini baliglarin komayi ilo tez bir za-
manda dost tinvanina géndorib onlarin sevincloring vo yaxud da
kadorloring sorik ¢ixardi. Baliglarin bu ¢evikliyi Xozorin keyfini
yaman agirdi. Hor zaman onlara baxib qiirralonar, Allaha yal-
varardi ki, insanlara insaf pay1 verands xasislik etmosin. Ciinki
sevimli baliglarinin naslinin kosilmosindon yaman qorxurdu.
Diizdiir, Xozor hordon lopslorini qayalara ¢irparaq iisyan qopar-
dar, etiraz dalgasin1 goyloro qardirar, lakin ona mohal qoyul-
madigini goéronds basini yens yetim tok asagi salmaqgdan savayi
olact olmazdu.

Xazarin lirayi yaman dolmusdu. Baliglarini soforbar edorok,
dostlarina xabor gondarib goriismoak istadiyini bayan etdi. Kon-
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tomers come and go. It had imagined that it would spend its life be-
hind the store counter, its wires rusting at the shop window.

Arzu was not conscious of the bird’s thoughts, and the bird was
not aware of what the cage was thinking. But Arzu was joyful. She
was elated. In her heart, she wished she could fly far away on the
wings of the bird, passing through the sky. Two days ago, her grand-
mother had said to her, “a girl is a migratory bird.” And now she
wished to one day turn into a bird.

Years passed. Arzu did not fly on the wings of birds but rather
on airplanes. She spent her life in the sky. She met her beloved in
the sky — and indeed it was among the clouds, high in the sky, that
she received a marriage proposal.

Now neither Arzu nor the bird is in the room. Like a migratory
bird, she has flown to another country. But in that room, there are
now a pair of wings that descended from the heavens.

The Friends of the Caspian Sea

Since that time when Creator said “be,” all the seas had not found
time to gather together in one place. The Caspian Sea could not bear
it any longer. It wanted to call all the neighboring seas together to
chat and find out how things had been going. It is noteworthy that
the rivers flowing into the Caspian Sea had occasionally brought
news from its friends. With the help of the fish, the Caspian Sea was
able to quickly send its congratulations and condolences to the ad-
dresses of its friends and share with them their joys and sorrows.
The promptness of the fish put the Caspian into a good mood. The
Caspian Sea had always been proud of them. And, as the Caspian
Sea was also very much afraid that its beloved fish would become
endangered, he begged God, to be very generous while granting
mercy to the people. True, the Caspian Sea would occasional cause
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liindon okeanlar kegso do, s6zii yers diisocoyindon ehtiyatlanib
fikrindon dasindi. Ax1 azaldon okeanlar hamiss 6ziindan kigiklora
yuxaridan asag1 baxib. Balka do ollorinds ixtiyarlari olsaydi doni-
zlori coxdan 6zloring qatardilar. Hor halda Xozar belo diisiiniirdii
vo ona gora do okeanlarla yaxinliq etmok fikrindon homise uzaq
olard1.

Xozor dostlarininin sabit is qrafikinin olmadigin1 gozol
bildiyindon goriis vaxtini geca yarisina toyin etdi. Dostlar dovati
alan kimi onu momnuniyyatlo gobul edib diinyan1 yuxuya
verandon sonra Xazorin hiizuruna yi1gismaga basladilar.

Bax, budur! Baltik donizi "Baltik" pivasi i¢e-i¢o, Araligsa Qara
donizls qol-qola girib golir, Qirmizi doniz ayagini ¢oko-¢oko, Aral
159 nofosi kasile-kasilo Xozorin yanina togrif buyurur. Ag, Simal
donizlori uzaqdan dostlarini goércok al edib yiiylirmays baglayirlar.
Xazor onlara heyratlo baxib sevincindon kovralir. Ayriliq no ya-
manmis?!

Dostlar ayli gecodo Xozori dovroyas aldilar. Aralinsa yerindon
qalxmaga taqati yox idi. Bunu goron Xozor Arala toacciiblo:

- Aral, bu sansan? No yaman zoiflomison? Ayaq listo qurumu-
san ki?

Aral Ishloyo-lahloya:

- Ay Xozoar, son Allah suyundan ver i¢im... Uroyim yanur...
Of1!! Su liziins hasrotom...

Aralin bu halina biitiin denizlor kdvraldi. Horasi 6z suyunu
ondan osirgomadi. Aral suyu acgdzliikle i¢ir, yaziq doymaq
bilmirdi.

Xozor dostlarinin arasinda Sar1 denizi gérmoyanda toacciiblo
sorusdu:

- Bas, Sar1 hanm1? Axi1, ona da xabor gondormisdim.

Elo bu vaxt Ziyad balig1 tovsiiya-tdvsiiyo goldi:
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a bit of a riot, raising waves of protest to the sky and knocking rocks
about. But when it saw that it was ignored, it could do nothing but
hang its head, like an orphan.

The heart of the Caspian Sea was full. It mobilized the fish, send-
ing messages through them to its friends, saying it would like to talk
to them. Because the invitation to gather the seas together passed
right through the hearts of the oceans, the Caspian Sea was afraid it
would get lost. It gave up the idea of inviting them. After all, oceans
have always snubbed those junior to them, like the seas. Maybe, the
Sea thought, if the oceans had had the power to do so, they would
have annexed all the seas a long time ago. In any case, the Caspian
thought it might be so and it always stayed away from any notion of
getting nearer to the oceans.

Knowing that its friends did not have a fixed schedule, the
Caspian Sea fixed the time of its appointment with its friends for the
midnight. As soon as the friends received the invitation, they gladly
accepted it. After the world fell asleep all the friends came to meet
with the Caspian Sea. Look, there they are! The Baltic Sea was en-
tering into the Caspian, drinking its Baltic beer; the Mediterranean
Sea came arm in arm with the Black Sea, the Red Sea came in drag-
ging his feet, and the Aral came, breathing heavily at the sight of the
Caspian Sea. Seeing their friends the White and the North Seas
waved their hands; they began to run towards their friends. The
Caspian Sea looked at them all with wonder and was moved to tears
of joy. How hard had been this separation?! The friends all sur-
rounded the Caspian Sea on this moonlit night.

But the Aral did not have strength to move from its usual place.
Seeing this, the Caspian Sea asked the Aral with astonishment, “Is
that you Aral? How weak you’ve become! You grow thin and cannot
stand on your feet!”

The Aral said breathlessly, “Oh Caspian Sea, for God’s sake give
me your water to drink... My heart burns of thirst... Ooofff !!! Ilong
for water...”
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- Olahozrat, bizo indi ¢atdirdilar ki, Sar1 doniz gols bilmo-
yacok. Deyir, yaman azarlamisam.

- Yoqin, sariliga tutulub?! - Simal donizi soyuqqanhqla dil-
londi.

- No olar, eybi yox. Golon dofo galor...- Xozor Simala tors-tors
baxib dillondi.

- No olsun ki, man da xastoyom do,- deys Qirmizi doniz 6ziinii
ortaliga atdi- Monim do ayaqlarimi duz baglayib. Amma goldim.
Ciinki... Xozar, iizlino demok olmasin, sons ¢cox bdyiik hdrmatim
var... Xatrini yaman istoyirom.

- Cox sag ol, ay Qirmizi! Son moni lap utandirdin. Bir azdan
sonin kimi qizarmaga baslayacam- deyo, Xozor bagini agagi saldu.

Ag doniz:

- Xozor, toriflomok olmasin, ay isiginda yaman go6zol
goriiniirsan. Ag olsam da alino su tokmays doymorom!

- Eh, ay Ag, qaranliqda elo goriiniirom. Bir giin gol, giindiiz
monys tamasa elo, liroyin agriyar. Elo ¢irkinlogsmisom ki... Eh...
yasim artdiqca, dordim do ¢oxalir... Siz 6ziinliz necosiniz?
Xaboarlorinizi mena catdirirlar. Ancaq dilinizdon esitmak pis ol-
mazdi.

Qara doniz:

- Monom da... adim Qara, 6ziim garaboxt. Elo bil Allah gara
taleyimi qabaqcadan bilibmis ki, adim1 da Qara qoyub. No olsun
ki, tobiat gdzoalliyini moandon asirgomoyib. Amma o dar bogazim
ki var ha, asrlor boyu bagima bala olub. No godar qan tokiilormis
listimda. Az qalmisdim qan donizina ¢evrilom. Inan, bu qirgin-
lardan elo bezmisdim. Allaha gileylonirdim ki, niys bu bogazi
mona qismot etdin? Indi siikiir Allaha, ara sakitlosib. Day
miihariba-zad yoxdur. O qodor gomilor qobul edib yola saliram
ki, fit soslori qulagimi batirib. Basimi qagimaga macal yoxdur...
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All the seas were moved to tears, seeing the condition of the Aral.
They were not sparing and shared their own water with the Aral.
The poor Aral was drinking all the water greedily, yet its thirst could
not be slaked.

When the Caspian Sea did not see the Yellow Sea among its
friends, it asked with astonishment, “Where is the Yellow Sea? I sent
that one a message as well.

At that moment, Omul fish swam up, speaking breathlessly,
“Your Majesty, we are just now reporting back to you that the Yellow
Sea will not be able to come. It is very sick.”

“Maybe it caught jaundice?!” the North Sea said cold bloodedly.

“Well, no matter. It will come the next time...” The Caspian Sea
returned a sour look to the North Sea.

"Well, I'm sick, too," the Red Sea interjected, “My feet become
have become stiff due to the salt. But  have come nevertheless...Oh
Caspian, I did not want say it to your face but I have only come be-
cause I deeply respect you... [ am really very fond of you,” said the
Red Sea.

“Thank you, Red Sea! You have embarrassed me. I’ll become as
red as you are!” And with that the Caspian Sea bowed its head.

Said the White Sea, “Caspian Sea, I hope it doesn’t sound like
mere flattery, but you look very beautiful in this moon light. I'm so
white, I'm not worthy to even pour water into your hands!”

"Well, White, I do look beautiful in the darkness. But come and
see me in the daytime someday — your heart will ache. I'm so pol-
luted...and as I get older, my anxiety increases as well. How are you,
yourself? Your news has been passed on to me. But I would rather
hear it directly from your own tongue.”

The Black Sea spoke, “It is me... my name is Black, I'm ill-fated.
God must have known my fate in advance, for He gave me the name
of Black. Although naturally beautiful, for centuries my narrow strait
has caused me so much trouble. Do you know how much blood has
been shed for me? I almost became a sea of blood. Believe me, I’ve
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- Son necasan, ay Araliq? G6ziima yorgun goriiniirson?

- No basini agridim ay qardas, monim do dmriimiin yaris1 Qara
kimi miiharibalorde ke¢ib. Otrafima o qador 6lke comlonib ki,
galmisam aralarinda. Neg¢o vaxtdir ki, tirok torofim yaman oziyyot
verir. Bilmirom, na edim ki, oralara amin- amanliq gedib ¢ixsin...
Simal, son bilan, siilhiin yolunu kim kosir?

Simal donizi bu sualdan 6ziinii itiron kimi oldu. Bagin1 goya
qaldirib diggeti 6ziindon yayindirmaga basladi.

Araliq yena do s6zs basladi:

- Birco, tirok torafim sagalsaydi, dordim olmazdi. Qalan yer-
lorimdo isa ¢oxlu kurortlarim var... Bilirsan, o kurort sahiblorino
no qador xeyir verirom...Bas no? Amma di gol, gomi gozin-
tilorindon yamanca yoruluram. Agirliglar iistimo diigondo qorx-
uram ki, miivazinatimi itirom.

-Son Allah, ay Araliq, bir az ayiq ol! Yoxsa camaat qirilar-
deyo Xozor dostunu ehtiyatli olmaga soslodi.

- Yorgun olsam da, hayatim pis ke¢mir. Atlantikls neco deyar-
lor, can bir galbdoyam. Elos golonds ona dedim ki, Xozor qonaq
cagirib yanina gedirom. Sona salam gondordi.

- Sag olsun! Minnoatdaram... Son do salamimi ¢atdir!

Xozor Arala baxib onun vaziyyatini goéronds 6z dordini bir an-
liga unutdu. Aralin danigmaga taqoti yox idi. Sakitco dayanib zoif
baxislarla donizlors hasratlo baxirdi. Lakin 6ziinii giicle toplayib
Xozora:

- No yaxsi eladin... bizi bir yers y1gdin.

- Bilirdim ki, sizlorlo goriismok ¢otin masalodir, amma bu
istoyimdon vaz kego bilmirdim. Sag olun ki, goldiniz.

Normonazik Qirmizi Baltik donizina baxib heyratlo:

- Baltik, bu gadar pive igmok olar? Qorxmursan ki, axirin pis
qurtarar?
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become so tired of these massacres. I used to complain to God: why
He gave me this strait? Thank God, things are calm now. There’s no
war now. | receive and send off so very many ships that the blowing
of their horns have deafened my ears. [ am so busy I don’t even have
time to scratch my head...”

“But how are you, Mediterranean Sea? You look tired.”

"How my head aches, my friend, for half of my life has passed
in war like Black there. Surrounded by so many countries, I find
myself in the middle of their quarrels. Oh, I have been suffering from
this heart ache for a long time. I don’t know how to help peace reach
to land in the North, do you know who is standing against peace?”

The North Sea was bewildered. It lifted its head to the heavens,
hoping to dispel the others’ attention from itself.

The Mediterranean added, “If only my heart was recovering, |
would have no problem. On my other shores, I have many resorts ...
do you know how much benefit the owners of the resorts receive
from me? Hmmm? But come on, I'm tired of all the ships sailing on
my waters. When I'm overloaded, I'm afraid that I will lose my bal-
ance.”

"For God’s sake, pray be a little bit more vigilant! Otherwise,
you will kill people” said the Caspian Sea, asking its friend to be
careful.

“Even though I am tired, my life is not so bad. How can I say it
— the Atlantic and I are soul to soul. When I left, I told the Atlantic
that the Caspian Sea had invited me to be its guest, that [ was going
to visit. The Atlantic asked me to convey its best regards to you.”

“I am a very grateful to the Atlantic! Please, convey my best re-
gards to it as well!” The Caspian looked at Aral and seeing its sad
condition, the Caspian sea forgot its own pain for a moment. Aral
was so exhausted, it could not even speak. It just stood quietly, star-
ing longingly at the other seas with its weak eyes. Gathering its
strength, it said to the Caspian, “You did well...gathering us all to-
gether.”
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- Son monim dordimi ¢okmo, 6z pulumnan almiram ki... Soro-
fima piva ¢ixarirlar, mona do pay gondarirlor. Yaxsist budur, galin,
Ag1 dinlayak.

Ag doniz tizlinlii Xozaors tutub:

- Xozar, sona tosakkiir edirom ki, moni do unutmamisan. Bilir-
siz, adim Agdir, amma elo bilmayin ki, elo ag giino ¢ixmisam.
[¢im 6ziimii yandirir, ¢oliim 6zgoni.

- No gader olmasa da, bagimiza gatirilon facislorin yari faizini
¢okmomisan, elo deyil, Xozor?- deys Qara doniz s6zo qarisdi.

Xozoar darin ah ¢okdi.

- Bilirom, amma Allah moni yerlogdirondo gotirib diinyanin
basina ¢ixardib. Ona gora do ilin yarisint soyuqdan donub buz
oluram. Inan ki, 0o zaman dmriim, hoyatim da iisiiyiir. Giinos
isigina hosrot qaliram... Bu sualt1 gomilor do lap bezdirib mani.
Ay balam, adam no qodoer suyun altinda qalar? Aylarla nara-
hat¢iligima sabab olurlar. Baliglarim da ki, sllorindon lap bezara
galiblor...

- Eh, son ilin yarisint donursan, ancaq man ilin on iki ayini is-
tidon boguluram. Bir torafim Orobistan, bir torafim do Afrika. Indi
goriin, mon yaziq bu istidon nolor ¢okirom. Portiib qizaziram.
Ustalik do andira qalmis bu duzlar olimi-ayagimi y1gib. Elo bu-
raya da giiclo golib ¢ixmisam.

Baltik donizi liziins ciddi gorkom verib s6za basladi:

- Bayaqdan sizlori dinloyirom, he¢ esitmoadim deyasiniz ki,
omriim boyu rifah i¢inds olmusam. Hamimizin taleyi bir-birino
oxsayir. Hor kos 6z moqsadi li¢lin bizi zor giiclino aldo edir,
qaygimiza qalmaqlarindan da ki, s6z agmaga doymoz. Bizo ra-
hatliq, dinclik vermirlor. Belodon bela, elodon els har ciir gomilor
gedir. Diizdiir, sarnigin gomilarini goéronds liroyim agilir, 6ziimdo
bir sakitlik tapiram. Amma elo ki, qara qiivvalorin gomilari kegir,
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“I knew that, it would be difficult to meet with you, but I could
not give up the idea of coming here to meet you. Thank you all for
coming.”

The delicate Red Sea looked at the Baltic Sea and said in surprise,
“But Baltic Sea, why are you drinking so much beer? Are you not
afraid that you will end badly?”

“Don’t worry about me, I do not buy beer with my own money.
The beer is produced in my honor and a portion is sent to me free of
charge. But let us now listen to White Sea...”

The White Sea look at the Caspian Sea and said, “Caspian Sea, |
am so thankful you did not forget to invite me. You know, though
my name is White Sea, it does not mean my days are light. My in-
terior burns me and my exterior burns others.”

“I think that you have not experienced even half a percent of the
tragedy we have lived through, have you?”” The Black Sea asked of
the Caspian Sea.

The Caspian Sea sighed deeply, “I know, but when God gave me
my place His Almighty located me at the ends of the earth. And so,
I freeze from the cold, turning to ice for half the year. Believe you
me, then my life is cold and I long for the light of the sun. I also get
quite tired of these submersible vessels. Oh, my child, how long a
man can stay under the water? They disturb me for months. Even
my fishes tire of them....

“Oh you! So, the cold freezes you for half the year, but I am suf-
focating under hot weather all twelve months of the year. [ am sur-
rounded by Arabia on one side and Africa on the other. You can see
how 1 suffer from the heat. I blush, turn red. In addition, this
dammed salt stiffens my hands and feet. I came here despite such
difficulties.”

The Baltic sea began to speak, a grave expression on its face, “I
have been listening to you all for a long time and I have not heard
from any of you that you are happy or have had a healthy life. Our
fates all resemble each other’s. Everyone uses us for his own inter-
ests; no one takes care of us. They don’t give us a chance to live in
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onda firtina qopartmagq istoyirom... No edim, vicdanim qabul
etmir... Bilmirom, dalgalarimi1 neco ovsunlayirlarsa, 6z islorini
elo rahatca goriirlor ki... Simal, son yaxs1 bilorson, bu gomilorin
axir1 neco olacaq? Hor halda onlar1 son do goriirson.

Simal kefini pozmadan, ciddi-ciddi:

- Bunu zaman gostorar!- Ancaq iiziinii Xozors ¢evironds siini
tobassiimla:

- Bizi y1igmisan bagina, amma he¢ 6ziindon danigsmirsan?-
Simal he¢ 6ziindon bohs etmok istomirdi.

- Eh.. bu bagim yaranan giindon bolalar i¢cindo olub. Els hor
kosin go6zii mondadir. Deyirlor, gol olasan, amma doniz
hiinorinda. Siikiir ki, g6zo golmirom. Ancaq halimi sorusan yox-
dur ki, ay Xozor, ohvalin necoadir? Elo bil diinyayla yerim sohv
diisiib: mon onun iistiindo olmagdan, o monim Ustiimdadir. Elo
hey ganimi ¢akirlor. ©n acisi da odur ki, no man, na dos baliglarim
bu zonginliyimdon heg¢ xeyir gotiirmomisik. Man ¢irklonirom,
yaziq baliglarimsa zoharlonir. Hor doqiqe menimlo salamlagan
qagayilar, indi elo bil tanimirlar... Tanimazlar do... Zohorli
baliglar naylorine lazimdir? Hor giin sahilimds insanlar dolasir.
Onda elo utaniram ki. .. Heg istomiram bu halima baxsinlar. Daha
gbzolliyimo baxib sonimo mahnilar, seirlor do qosmurlar...
Qossalar da, o da elo-belo, xala-xotrin qalmasin... 9vval bir
dordim vardi, indi olub iki. Qanim1 ¢okmoklari az deyil, hals tisto-
lik parcalamaq da istayirlar.

Qara donizin gozlori doldu:

- Can qardas, soni parcalamaga neca allori golir?

Qirmiz1 doniz heyratla:

- Yaxs1, soni pargalasalar, bas onda, baliglarinin hali necs ola-
caq?

Xazor dordli-dordli:
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a peace and comfort. Different vessels sail back and forth through
our waters. It is true — when I see passenger vessels sailing on my
waters | become happy and calm. But when ships belonging to dark
forces pass through me, I want to storm and destroy them. But what
can [ do? My conscience would not allow it. I don’t know how they
manage to bewitch my waves so they may easily do their work upon
my waters. North Sea, you may know — how can we put an end to
these vessels? You have them too!”

North, said, in all seriousness, “Time will tell.” Then, turning its
face to the Caspian it said, with an artificial smile, “You have gath-
ered us around you, why don’t you talk of yourself?” The North ob-
viously did not want to speak about itself.

“Oh...since my creation | have been in trouble. Everyone’s eyes
are on me. They say, ‘You are a lake as courageous as the sea.” For-
tunately, God protects me from evil eyes. No one asks about my
mood, or says, ‘How are you Caspian?’ As if my place in the world
is wrong: instead of me being on the world, the world is on me. They
are constantly bleeding me white. The most terrible thing is that nei-
ther I nor my fish benefit from my riches. I am becoming polluted,
and my poor fishes are poisoned. Seagulls who used to greet me
each minute now act as if they do not know me. Of course, they will
not know me, for why do they need a sea with poisoned fish? Every
day, when people walk along my shore, I get so embarrassed — I do
not want them to see me in this condition. People don’t gaze upon
my beauty and compose songs, or write poems about me. And even
if they did compose songs they are not composed for my sake, but
for the sake of poem or song. I had one problem before, but now I
have two problems. They are not satisfied with bleeding me dry for
they also want to divide me.”

The Black Sea’s eyes filled with tears, “My dear brother how can
they be so heartless as to divide you?”

The Red Sea worried, “But if you are divided, what will be the
fate of the fish?”
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- Bilirom, parcalansam, bu, yaxs1 olmayacaq. Axirda bir giin
baliglarim1 da bagima y181b iisyan qaldiracam... Firtina qopara-
cam!

Xozor elo bunu demisdi ki, giiloriizlii Giinos basini qaldirib
salamlasdi. Glinosin xos roftar1 Xozori bir anliga hor seyi unut-
durdu. Xozor fikrindon ayilanda bir sagina, bir soluna baxdi.
Dostlar1 yox idi. Sanki bir g6z qirpiminda qeyb olmusdular. Xozor
elo zonn etdi ki, okean onlar1 ogurlayaraq 6ziins qatib. Fikirlogdi
ki, bas onu niys ogurlamayib? Nodonsa, bu forziyssine inanmadi.
Gozlarini yumub var giiciiylo qisqirmaga basladi:

- Qaaaraaa, Siiiimaaaal, Aaaaaaraaalll... haaardaaasuz?

Xozor yalniz 6z sosinin oks-sadasini esitdi. Yeno dostlarini
haraylamagq istoyirdi ki, birden kicik das parcasi ona atildi. Qafil
sos Xozori sirin yuxusundan eladi. O, gdzlorini acib otrafina
baxdi. Buxtani, uzaqdan iss neft buruqlarini gordii. Xozor bulvara
nozor yetironds bir ananin oglunu alindon tutub ona baxdigini
gordi. Usaq bir do Xozors das atanda onu yuxudan kimin oyat-
digin1 anladi.

Yeno do Xozorin homisoki sohori baslandi. Buruglarda
neftcilor ora-bura qagir, yataqlar 6z isini goriir, baliqgilarsa tor-
larin1 sahmanlay1b baliqlarin galigini gozloyirler.

Sukut

Soyuq fevral ay1 idi. Bir hofto idi gliniimiizli evimizds yox,
yariqaranliq vo istalik bos bankalarla, kisslorlo dolu olan
zirzomido kegirdiyimizdon saxta iliyimizdo gozirdi.

Burda olmagimizin sababini he¢ kim mons sdylomirdi. Heg
bayira ¢ixmaga da qoymurdular. Bacimdan sorusanda birco onu
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The Caspian cried in grief, “I only know that if I am divided it
will not be good. I will eventually summon my fish around me and
we will rebel... I will stir up a storm!”

Just as the Caspian Sea finished these words, the smiling sun
raised its head in greeting. The sun’s cheerful demeanor made the
Caspian forget everything else for just a moment.

When the Caspian Sea came out of this reverie, it looked right
and left. The Caspian’s friends were not there. It was as if they had
disappeared in the blink of an eye. The Caspian thought that perhaps
the ocean had stolen and annexed them. But then why didn’t the
ocean steal the Caspian Sea? It now mistrusted the hypothesis. It
closed its eyes and began to shout with all its strength: “Blaaack,
Norrrrth, Aaaaaaraaalll ... are you here?”

The Caspian heard only the echoes of its own voice. It wanted to
call to its friends again, but suddenly a small piece of stone was
thrown into its waters. A voice coming suddenly from the shore
woke the Caspian Sea from its sound sleep. It opened its eyes and
looked around. Again, a new morning began for the Sea. It saw a
bay, and oil rigs in the distance. When it gazed at the boulevard
along the shore of the city, it saw a mother was grabbing at her son’s
hand while looking at the Sea. When the boy again threw a stone
into the water, the Caspian Sea understood that it was by him that it
had been awakened.

The oil workers were running here and there on the rigs, the oil
fields were doing their own work, and the fishers adjusted their fish-
nets and waited for the fish.

Silence

It was the cold month of February. We were chilled to the marrow
of our bones, for we hadn’t been in our house for a week, and were
somehow living instead in the dim basement of our building, which
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dedi ki, son holo usagsan! Guya ki, 6zii boyiik idi?! O, besinci,
mansa liglincil sinifdo oxuyurdum. Anam nonomin qulagina pigil-
dayanda ancaq onu esido bildim ki, sohorimiz artiq goyo olan
iimidini do itirib.

Onda nonam yavas saslo dedi ki, yox bala, o timidi zorla olim-
izdon aldilar. Dedi va buz kimi li ilo boyiik bacimin, qardagimin
deyil, mohz monim agzimi tutdu. Sosimin ucalmagindan ¢ox
ehtiyatlanirdi. O, heg vaxt belo etmozdi. Novalarinin biitiin qisqir-
bagirtilar: tiroyine yag kimi yaxilardi.

Ciinki anam nanamls rohmoatlik babamin uzun illorden sonra
diinyaya golmis yegans 6vladi idi. Ona gdro do hoyatimizdon
novolorinin, elo qonsu usaqlarinin da sosi askik olmazdu. Illah da
moandon bes yas boyiik olan qardagim eyvanda alini qulaginin dib-
ino qoyub zildon oxuyanda nonom Onliiyiiniin ucu ilo ¢uxura
diismiis gozlorinin yasini silordi.

Qoaribadir, zirzomiys kdgondon tokco gardasimin deyil, elo
qonsularimizin da sasi kosilmisdi. Hor yer sinif miisllimomin
“sus” kolmosindon sonra yaranan siikuta oxsayirdi. Atamin
galmayini sabirsizliklo gézloyirdim. Nego giindii ondan xobar yox
idi. Anam deyirdi ki, o, babamin tiifongi ilo mesoyo ova gedib.
Nodanso, atam son zamanlar tez-tez ova yollanardi. Qayidanda
da torbasindan 6zii demiskon «Mommadnasir» ¢ixardi.

Homigo bunu deyonds anam vo noanamdon basqa hamu giilordi.
Son zamanlar anamla nonomo els bil nass olmusdu. Daha avvalki
kimi bir-birilori ilo deyib-giiliib, zarafat etmirdilor. Yoqin biitiin
bunlar atamin ugursuz ovlarina goro idi. Amma {iiroyimo
dammigsd ki, atam tezliklo golib nainki siikutumuzu pozacaq,
iistolik hoyatimizdoki mangalda ovladigi quslardan kabab da
hazirlayacaqdi.

Hoyatimizin darvazasi agilanda sevincdon dik atildim. Amma
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was filled with empty bottles, cans, and sacks. No one told me why
we were sitting there. We weren’t even allowed to go out. When I
asked my sister why we were there, she only told me that I was too
young to understand. As if she herself was such an adult?! She was
in the fifth grade, and I was in the third. When my mother whispered
something in my grandmother's ear, I could hear only that she said,
“our city had already lost any hope for heaven.”

My grandmother had replied in a slow quiet voice, “No my child,
that hope was forcibly taken from us.” Then she put her icy hand
not over my elder sister’s or my brother’s, but over my mouth. She
was terrified that I would raise my voice. She had never done this
before. She usually loved the noise her grandchildren made.

My mother was an only child, born to my grandmother and late
grandfather after long years of the marriage. Our yard was always
full of noise made by both her grandchildren and the neighbor’s chil-
dren. And when my brother, five years my elder, stood on the porch,
held his hands below his ears and began to sing a song in a high-
pitched voice my grandmother just wiped tears from her sagging
eyes with the hem of her apron.

It is strange, since we moved into the basement, not only my
brother’ song, but also our neighbors’ voices were absent. As if it
were after the teacher spoke the word “Silence” to the class — silence
reigned everywhere. [ was waiting impatiently for my father to come
home. We had not heard any news from him for a long time. My
mother said that he had gone to the forest to hunt with my grandfa-
ther's rifle. For some reason, recently, my father often went to the
forest, hunting. When he returned, as he himself said, he pulled out
nothing but “Mammadnasir” from his bag.

When he said this everyone except my mother and grandmother
laughed. It was as if something was happened to my mother and
grandmother recently. They didn’t laugh and joke with each other
as they had before. All of this might be due to my father's unsuc-




AZ3RBAYCAN QADINI YARADIR ﬁ AZERBAIJANI WOMEN CREATE

qapidan atam yox, qara saqqalli yekopar kisilori, listalik ¢oban
itlorini goéronds hamimiz sasirdiq. Hor sey, yoni nonomin basina,
qardasimin bogazina, baciminsa qarnina dolan giillslor bir géz
qurpiminda bas verso do, anamin gozii qarsisinda balta ilo
hissalora boliiniib, tikelorimin itlors atilmasi boyiik vaxt apardi.
Sonra anam da giillo va bigaq zarbalorins tus goldiyindon gani
qan selimiza qarigdu.

Indi burda no giiniimiiz var, no do ilimiz. Hamimiz eyniyik.
Ailomiz yens do hor seyi mondon gizlodir. Ona gdra son saat-
larimizdaki siikutu tez-tez xatirlayiram, o6ldiiriilmoyimizin
sobabini, hotta xarabaliga donon soharimizi belo diigtintirom.

Bilirom, yerdokilor do hor zaman «Xocaliya adalat», «Xocali
sohidlorini bir doqiqalik siikutla yad edok!» deyir. Bir doqiqalik
siikuta donmiistik. ..
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cessful hunting. But I predicted that my father would soon return
and he would not only break our silence, but also would prepare ke-
babs in the yard from the birds that he had hunted.

When the gate to our yard opened, I jumped out in joy. But my
father did not walk through the door and we were all confused to
see instead big guys with black beards and shepherd dogs. Every-
thing — bullets hitting my grandmother’s head, brother’s throat, and
sister’s stomach — seemed to happen in the blink of an eye, but chop-
ping me up with the axe and throwing my pieces to the dog in front
of my mother’s eyes took a long time. Later, as my mother was hit
by bullets and attacked with knives her blood also mixed in with the
flood of our blood.

Now we do not have here either days or years. We all are equal.
Again, my family hides everything from me. I often remember our
last hour of desperate silence, and still think about the reasons why
we were killed, and even about our city, turned into a ruin.

I know that those who are on the earth always saying: “Justice to
Khojaly!” and “Let us remember the Khojaly martyrs in a minute
of silence!” We have turned into a minute of silence.
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Leyla Nasibova
1981-ci ilda Baki soharinda anadan olub.
2002-ci ilda Azarbaycan Déviat Pedaqoji

Universitetinin Badii Qrafika fakultasinin bakalavr,
2004-cii ild> Azarbaycan Doviat Rassamliq
Akademiyasinin Tasviri sonat va sanatstinasliq
fakiiltasinin qrafika ixtisasi tizva magistr pillasini
bitirib. Azarbaycan Rassamlar Ittifaqinin iizviidiir.

L.Nasibova
Qizil gadin
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Leyla Nasibova

was born in Baku in 1981.

She earned a Bachelor's degree in Art:

Graphics from the Azerbaijan State Pedagogical
University in 2002, and in 2004 she earned

a Master's degree in Graphics from the Descriptive
Arts and Art Criticism faculty

of the Azerbaijan State Academy of Art.

L.Nasibova
The Golden Woman
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L.Nasibova
When the Sun Sets

L.Noasibova
Gunos batanda
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Jalo Ismayil

1978-ci ildo Yevlaxda anadan olub.

Baki Doviat Universitetini bitirib.

Azarbaycan Milli Elmlor Akademiyasinda va
Ruminyanmin Babes-Bolyai Universitetindo
doktorantura tohsili alib.

Filologiya iizra falsafa doktorudur. Milli va xarici
adabiyyat miikafatlart laureatidir.

Iki kitabt var. Hazirda tarciimagi kimi faaliyyat
gostorir.

Tokioya bilet

Basabas y181lmis

Sar1 camadan kimidir hoyatim
Tokioya bir bilet alasan
(Camadani gondorib

Oziin qalasan...

Kisiyo suallar

Tasovviir elo,
Qabirgan yerindadir,
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Jale Ismail

was born in Yevlakh in 1978.

She graduated from Baku State University.
She received a doctorate in education at the
Azerbaijan National Academy of Sciences and
the Babesh-Bolyai University in Romania.

She also holds a PhD in Philology. She is the
winner of national and international literature
awards. She has published two books and

is currently working as a translator.

A Ticket to Tokyo

My life is like a yellow suitcase,
packed and overstuffed.

You wish to buy a ticket to Tokyo?
Send your suitcase there —

let yourself remain here.

Questions to a Man

Imagine,
that your rib is still in its place,




AZ3RBAYCAN QADINI YARADIR ﬁ AZERBAIJANI WOMEN CREATE

Alma da nadir, bilmirsen that you don’t know what an apple is,
Vo heg vaxt 6lmiirson and that you will never die

Esqdon! of love!

Tosovviir eds bilirson? Can you imagine?

Cilpaq qadin qarsisinda diisiincolor Thoughts in front of the naked woman

“You are late,” says the man.
“Too late,” says the foreigner in his heart.
He flinches at the pained note that sounds in his soul.

“Gec golmison” — deyir kisi,
“Cox gecdir” — deyir bu yad kisi iirayinda.
Qolbinin sasindoki agridan diksinir.

Sasi aglayir i¢inda.

Baxir bu ¢ilpaq qadina,

Bu gozalliys baxir,

Bu gozallik yandirib-yaxar...
Gozlorini gdrmiir qadinin,
Gozlaring baxacaq giicli yox.
Sinasina baxir,

Yavasca sixir

Ovcunu doldurmus titrayon yumsaqligi.

Basin1 qoyub 6lmok istayir

bu miisk-onbor qoxuyan gozallik iginda.

Amma: “Cox gecdir”, - deyir iirayinda.
Basini qaldirmadan

“Har sey yaxst olacaq”, - deyir

Va resept yazmaga baglayir
Onkolog-mamoloq kisi,

Basini qaldirmadan

Sinasindon gbdzol gozlorine baxmadan
qadinn...
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Inside him, a voice weeps.

He looks at the naked woman,

looks at this beauty,

and the beauty scorches him.

He does not meet the eyes of the woman —
he lacks the strength to look into her eyes.
He looks at her breast,

squeezes it gently.

The trembling softness filled his palm.

He wants to lay his head down

and die upon this beautiful woman,

in the scent of her amber-musk.

But — “It is too late,” says the voice in his heart.
Without raising his head,

he says, “Everything will be fine.”

and begins to write a prescription —

this mammologist-oncologist man,
without raising his head

to meet the woman’s eyes,

more beautiful even than her breasts.
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Narmina Valiyeva

1989-cu ildo Baki sohorinds anadan olub.

2010-cu ilds Azarbaycan Doviat Rassamlig
Akademiyasinin Rongkarlq fakultasininin bakalavr,
2012 -ci ilda isa magistr pillasini farqlonma diplomu
ila bitirib. Azarbaycan Doviat Rassamlig
Akademiyasinin dissertanti, Azorbaycan Rassamlar
Ittifagimn iizviidiir. 1999-2000-ci illord> BMT xatti
ila kecirilon miisabigalarda qalib galib, asarlori
homin qurumun nasr etdiyi tagvimlora daxil edilib.
2001-ci ilda Yaponiyada ke¢irilon “Okean” adli
beynalxalq miisabiqada qizil medala layiq goriiliib.

N.Valiyeva
Heyranliq
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Narmina Valiyeva

was born in Baku in 1989.

She earned a Bachelor s degree from the Visual Arts
Sfaculty of the Azerbaijan State Academy of Artists in
2010 and in 2012 earned a Master s degree, with high
honors. She is a dissertant of the Azerbaijan State
Academy of Artists and a member of the Union

of Azerbaijan Artists. She was the winner of art compe-
titions held under the auspices of United Nations
programs in 1999 and 2000 and her works are included
in calendars published by the United Nations. She was
awarded a gold medal at the international competition,
themed "Ocean," held in Japan in 2001.

N.Valiyeva
Admiration
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N.Valiyeva N.Valiyeva
Ana tobiot Mother Nature

N.Valiyeva N.Valiyeva
Qadin ruhu A Woman's Spirit
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Normin Kamal

1981-ci ild> Bakida anadan olub.

2003-cii ilda Baki Dévlat Universitetini
bitirib.2007-ci ilda Azorbaycan Milli Elmlar
Akademiyasinin Falsafs Institunun

Foalsofa tarixi s6basinda ixtisasi iizra

ayani aspirantura tohsilini basa vurub.
Odabi yaradiciliga usaqhqdan baslayib.

Ug kitab miiallifidir.

Yasil seir

Sizi tantyiram hardansa,
mani son Oldiiron adama
bonzayirsiniz

mon, gordilyiiniiz kimi,
sohor oyandim, qosuldum isino kainatin,
qusla qus oldum, agacla agac

bazondim, min naxis taxdim albisoma,
gostordiyi ronglor ticiin
ovaz verdim tobioto

Oziimi okdim torpaga
)
eloco durdum

Narmin Kamal

was born in Baku in 1981.

She studied at Baku State University

Sfrom 1997 to 2003. She graduated from

the post-graduate course at the History

of Philosophy Department of the Philosophical
Institute of the Azerbaijan National Academy
of Sciences in 2007.

She has been writing since childhood and

is the author of three books.
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Green poems

I know you from somewhere —
you look like the one
who last killed me.

You see, I woke in the morning,
and yoked to the work of the universe,
I became a bird with a bird, a tree with a tree —

I fastened a thousand ornaments to my dress.
For the many colors it showed me,
I devoted myself to nature.

I planted myself in the soil
and
stood there:




AZ3RBAYCAN QADINI YARADIR & AZERBAIJANI WOMEN CREATE

bahar, meh, yarpaq,
yer liziindo
bax, bels sakit yasamagq....

vo gordiim yena siz.
Bilirom,
bilirom,

vurub salmaga
sokiib baxmaga
dorib atmaga golirsiniz

siz mondo ov goriirsiiniiz yer qanunlariyla,
monss qusam, agacam, qadinam
golbimin ganunlariyla...

Bir qus nogmaosi

mon doa bir az insanam,

baxmayin qus olduguma

monim do anam olur, atam olur, balam olur
mon da ev tikirom, man do

moan da sevirom, moan do

mon da itirirom, man da

forohls doluram yaz galinco
tolas-tolas ¢irpiram qanadlarimi
baxiram siz do ¢ixirsiz evlordon
goriirom torpaga, agaca sarildiginizi
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spring, breeze, leaf
all live so peacefully
on the land...

and then I see you again.
I know,
I know,

you are coming —
to throw your punches and gaze upon the destruction,
to take and take, and toss away.

You see in me a hunt, a game with the laws of the land —
but I am a bird, a tree, a woman
in accordance with the laws of my soul.

A Bird’s Song

Though I look to be a bird,

I’m a little bit human.

I too have a mother, a father, babies.
I too build a house, I too.

I too love, I too.

And I too experience loss, I too.

I am filled with joy when spring comes —
I flutter my wings in excitement.
I watch how you also leave your houses.
I see how you bind yourselves to the ground,
wind about the trees.




yayda susayiram,

c¢linki sudur yaridan coxum

az qaliram quruyam ¢uxurumda
eynan sizin kimi

darixdimmi, uguram bir xabor kimi
ucuram var glictimlo

ucguram donizlar, soharlar,

qirmizi isiqlarin iistiiylo

anlayiram insan dilindon

cox sey bilirom, amma demirom
eynan sizin kimi

onu da bilirom qus deyirsiz qadina
incitmok istoyanda.

siz olsaz, inciyardiz,

mon incimirom sizdon

clinki bilirom bir az da qusdur insanlar,

azad olunca
bir az da qusdurlar...

Roqiblor

Onlar monim on iki yasimda doguldular,

boytidiiler,
sinamin yarisin tutdular

Heg 6ziimdon ayirmadim
dasidim
oztimlo birgo
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In the summer I thirst,

when little remains for me in my dry little ditch —
because I am more than half water —

just like you.

When I am bored or lonely, I fly like the news
I fly with all my strength.

I fly over the seas, the cities,

the red lights.

I understand the human language

I know many things, but I do not speak —

just like you.

For example, I know

when you want to offend her,

you call a woman a bird.

Perhaps if you were me, this would offend you —
But I am not hurt by you —

I know humans are also a little bit bird.
And when freed,
they become a bit more bird.

Rivals

Born when I was twelve years old,
they grew up,
took over half of my chest.

I’m never separated from them —
always
I bring them along.
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Onlar1 tam da 6ziim saymiram,
amma
kadarlari kadarim, sevinclori sevincimdir

Onlar1 bagqasinin saniram bozan,
6zgonindir,
amma mon saxlayiram onungiin

Disi inaklorls liz-lizo goldimmi, part oluram
izah edo bilmirom
amma xos deyil inaklords do olmasi

Geyinarkan birinci onlar1 geydirirom,
¢immoya baslarkon do eloco
yol ke¢on usaqli qadindirlar vo giizost edirom sanki

Hor zaman hesablagiram onlarla
paltar alanda aciq olmasin,
kdynak sintetik, tora qarsi vasitode aliminium olmasin

Tez-tez yoxlatmaliyam onlari, bilirom,
xar¢ong yetisdirirlormi gizlico
amma yoxlatmiram, inaniram dostluqda sadaqatlorino

Mon do asl dost kimi dururam arxalarinda
bir dofs sillo do vurmusam sofehin birino
minnat qoymuram, dostumun yolunda dalasmisam sadaco

Ancagq onlar sevilorkon do xosbaxt olmuram

Onlar sevilorkon do xosboxt olmur qadinlar
¢linki biz 6ziimiiz istordik o ciir sevilmayi.
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I don’t fully think of them as me,
yet
their sadness is my sadness, their joy my joy.

Sometimes it seems they belong
to someone else —
I keep them anyway.

When I come face to face with cows, I am dismayed —
I can’t explain,
but it is not pleasing that the cows have also them.

When I dress myself, I first dress them.
When I bathe, I wash them first,
as if yielding to a woman who crosses the road with her baby.

I always take them into consideration:

When I buy a dress, it should not be very open,

no synthetic shirts, and no aluminium in that which
prevents sweat.

I don’t get them checked very often.

Oh, I know they can develop cancer, in secret,

but I don’t have them checked. I trust in their loyalty,
their friendship.

In turn, I stand up for them, a true friend;

once I slapped the face of one who acted foolishly.

I don’t grudge them my service, it’s simply a fight for
my friends.

But — I'm not happy when they are the object of love —
love for them does not make a woman happy.
We women want to be loved ourselves, as they are loved.
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Roza Hasonova

1982-ci ild> Baki soharinda anadan olub.
2010-cu ilds Azarbaycan Dovlat Rassamlig
Akademiyasinin bakalavr, 2012-ci ilda

magistr pillasini bitirib.

Azarbaycan Doviat Rassamliq Akademiyasinda
heykaltorashq ixtisast iizra dars deyir.

Eyni zamanda fgari;ahar Onanavi Incasanat
markazinda keramika ustasi vazifasinda ¢alisir.
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Roza Hasanova

was born in Baku in 1982.

She earned a Bachelor's degree in 2010 and

a Master's degree in 2012, both from the Azerbaijan
State Academy of Artists.

She teaches sculpture at the Azerbaijan State
Academy of Artists and is a ceramics master

at the Icheri Sheher (Old City)

Center for Traditional Arts.

R.Hosonova vdVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVA\' *v R.Hasanova

Harmoniya

Harmony
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R.Hasanova R.Hasanova
Nonomin naxislart Grandmother's patterns
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Aysel Korim

1993-cii ildo Baki soharinds anadan olub.

Milli Konservatoriyanin nazdinda faaliyyat gostoron
Asaf Zeynallr adina Musiqi Kollecinin va

Uzeyir Hacibayli adina Baki Musigqi
Akademiyasinin mazunudur.

Azarbaycan Yazigilar Birliyinin iizvii,

Prezident taqaiidgiisiidiir.

"Bir Ovuc Yagis" adli seir kitabinin miiallifidir.

Yorgunam

Yorgunam deyacok s6ziim qalmayib,
Nazin1 ¢okmayo doziim qalmayib.
Goziinds ozizim goziim qalmay1b,
Catinki geriys dono bilim man.

Silinir yavagca toz olan izin,

Artiq yollarina boylanmir géziim.
Bu son baxisidir yorgun donizin,
Mandas ds, onda da ¢ézliim qalmayib.

Dolmusam bir bulud seir kimiyom,
Bitib-tiikonmayan sobr kimiyom.
Olimi har seydon lizon kimiyom,
Alisan golbimdas koziim qalmay1b.
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Aysel Karim

was born in Baku in 1993.

She graduated from the Asaf Zeynally Music
College within the National Conservatory in 2012
and from Baku Uzeyir Hajibeyli Musical Academy
in 2017. She is the author and composer of many
published songs, classical and contemporary
musical compositions, as well as scholarly articles
on music. She has been a member of the Writers'
Union of Azerbaijan since 2013 and is the author
of a book of poem titled "A Handful of Rain.”

I am tired

I am so tired, I cannot say a word.

I cannot bear your flirtations.

My dear, my eyes no longer see your eyes.
It is difficult to turn back, to return.

Your traces slowly disappear in the dust.

I no longer look for you on the road.

This is the last gaze of a tired sea,

Neither the sea nor I have found a solution.

I’m like a poem entirely overcast with clouds,
I’m like a never-ending life of patience.

I’m like one who has lost all faith,

For nothing now kindles the embers of my heart.
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Rassamam

Bir rossamam sanki sabahimi ¢izirom,

Bu giiniimdo yasayib, sabahimda gozirom.
Yeridiyim yollar1 incidirom ozirom,

Oziim istomasom do gizlinim agkar olur.
Gah diinyaya qarisir 6z diinyamdan qagiram,
Gah 6zlimlo barisir sirrlorimi agiram.

Ay1 ¢ox sevsom belo giinos kimi sagiram,
Oz i¢imdo 6ziim do hordan bir basqa olur.
O, sanki tablolarda kitabda gozir mani,
Fikir-fikir iistiino ¢oxalir ozir mani.

Ko6lgom mandan xaborsiz axtarir gozir mani,
Baxdigim giizgiilordo géziim do basqa olur.
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I am an artist

I am artist; I draw my future,

I live in today, and walk in my future.

I trample and wreck the very road I walk.

The secrets I would keep are instead laid bare.

Now I exchange worlds, and run from my own.

Now I make peace with myself, and reveal what is hidden.
Though I love the moon, I shine like the sun.

I am myself inside me — and sometimes I am another.
As they look for me in books and in paintings

My thoughts multiply, they dominate and depress me.
My shadow goes in search of any news of myself
Even in my own mirror, my eyes look different.
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Govhar Hiiseynli

1999-cu ildo Baki sohorinds anadan olub.
Osorlori Azarbaycanda kegirilon bir ¢ox sargilorda
niimayis edilib.

2017-ci ilda Tiirkayinin Bilkond Universitetinin
"Orafik dizayn" fakiiltasina daxil olub.

G.Hiiseynli
Ayaqqabi
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Govhar Huseynli

was born in Baku in 1999.

Her works have been displayed in many exhibitions
around Azerbaijan.

In 2017, she entered the Graphic Design faculty

of Bilkent University in Turkey.

G.Huseynli
Shoes
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G.Hiiseynli
Giindiiz yuxusu

G.Huseynli
Day Dream
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Rabigs Nazimqiz1

1979-ct ild> Baki saharinda anadan olub.

1999-cu ilda Azarbaycan Déviat Pedaqoji
Universitetini bitirib.

Azarbaycan Respublikasi Nazirlor Kabineti yaninda
Tarciimo Markazinds ¢alisir.

Odabi faaliyyata 2000-ci illordan baslayb.

Iki kitab miiallifidir.

GoOvharin ¢okdiyi
¢cohray1 gadin sokling

Qarani ¢ixarib geymisom ¢ohrayi,
ohvalim babatdi,

toxam, rahatam —

yemisom ulduzlari, glinosi,
yemisam ayl.

Almisam diinyan1 madomo,
yemisom,

Oziim boyda isiq pay1, sevinc sartyam,
yartyiram haminin i§ino -

indi 90 kiloluq tesolliyom

¢okisi altmis1 kegmis rofigolora..
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Rabiqe Nazimqizi

was born in 1979 in Baku.

She graduated from the Azerbaijan State
Pedagogical University in 1999.

Currently she works at the Translation Center
within the Cabinet of Ministers of the Republic
of Azerbaijan. She began her literary activity
in the 2000s and is the author

of two books of poetry.

To the portrait of a pink woman
painted by Govhar

I threw off black and wore pink,

I’m in pretty good spirits,

full, relaxed —

I ate the stars, the sun,

I ate a full moon.

I took the world into my stomach,

I have eaten.

In my own greatness, a share of the light,
I am a ball of joy,

reducing everyone’s work, by half —
now, to my women friends weighing upwards of 60 kg,
I am 90 kilos of consolation.
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Ag gaytanl sondollor Sandals with white lace

Yaxs1 oyloncodir barmaqlara baglari These laces are good entertainment for the toes

bezondo, yorulanda, darixanda. when they are bored, tired, missed.

Yarasir giindon qaralmis ayaqlarina, They suit the feet, browned in the sun,

G0z oxsay1r rongi, and the color pleases the eye,

Heg¢ anlamir - Q1z1 niys bayonmir ki She doesn’t understand — Why doesn’t her daughter love
bu ag, uzun qaytanl sondsllori? these sandals, so white, so long-laced?

On besino addimlay1r gadin alli yeddisindan - The woman steps into the teen’s sandals,

yeniyetma sondollorindo going from fifty-seven to fifteen years

is1q siiratilo... at the speed of light.
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Vafa Yiizbasiyeva

1986-c1 ild> Bakida anadan olub.

2010- cu ilda Azarbaycan Déviat Rassamliq
Akademiyasinin bakalavr pillasini farqlonmo
diplomu ils bitirib. 2016-c1 ilds akademiyada
magistr tohsilini basa ¢atdirib. Azarbaycan
Rossamlar Ittifaqimn iizviidiir. Osarlori yerli

va beynalxalqg saviyyali sargilords niimayis edilib.
2009-cu ildo “Miiasir incasanat miniatiir
markazi "nda fordi sargisi tagkil olunub.

V. Yiizbastyeva
Zamanin axart
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Vafa Yuzbashiyeva

was born in Baku in 1986.

She earned a Bachelor s degree, with honors
(2010), and a Master s degree (2016),

both from the Azerbaijan State Academy

of Artists. She is a member of the Union

of Azerbaijan Artists.

Her work has been displayed at many national
and international exhibitions.

Her solo exhibition was held at the
mini-gallery Center of Contemporary Art in 2009.

V. Yuzbashiyeva
The Stream of Time




V.Yiizbastyeva
Qibto olunan gadin

V Yuzbashiyeva
Woman of Dreams
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Nurans Nur

1980-ci ilda Goygay saharinda anadan olub.

Baki Slavyan Universitetinin yaradiciliq
fakiiltasinin mazunudur.

“Yanaqda yagis yeri” adli ilk seirlor kitab1 2010-cu
ilda nagr edilib. Madaniyyat va Turizm Nazirliyi vo
Azarbaycan Yazigilar Birliyinin tasis etdiyi

Gonc 9diblar Maktobinin xiisusi diplomuna layiq
goriiliib. 2013-cii ildo "Yoxluguna va saghgina "
adli ikinci seirlar kitabt ¢ap edilib. Tehranda
“Darixmaq kimi” adli kitabi nasr olunub.

2009-cii ildaon Yazigilar Birliyinin tizviidiir,
prezident taqaiidgiisiidiir.

Azarbaycan Yazi¢ilar Birliyinda ¢alisir.

Gedirson...

Gedirson...

Elo gedirson ,

Barmaqlarmin ucundan axa-axa
GoOziimin i¢ino baxa-baxa.,
Yavas-yavas, alisdira-aligdira...
Fikir elomoyim deya,

Aglimi qarigdira-qarigdira gedirsan.
Lovborini sahilo atib gedon gomi kimison,
Doénmayacayini bilirom,
go6zlomirom yolunu.

Amma baxacam arxanca,

e T

Nurana Nur

was born in Goychay in 1980.

She graduated from Baku Medical School No. 1
in 1999 and graduated from

Baku Slavic University in 2013.

She currently works at the Writers’ Union

of Azerbaijan. She began her literary activity
as a child. A member of the Writers' Union
of Azerbaijan since 2009,

she is the recipient of a presidential
scholarship and is the author of three books.
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You Are Leaving

You are leaving —

passing by,

a current flows from the tips of your toes,
you gaze deeply into my eyes,

slowly, slowly, sparking, igniting.
Obscuring the pain of your departure

you confuse my thoughts.

Like a ship that has sailed, its anchor abandoned on shore,
I know you won’t return —

I do not wait for you.

But I will watch your wake
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Gozlorimin qarasi aginda oriyona qadar.
Saglarimi vida yerina yelloyib,

Ollorimi iizlimo six1b yola saliram soni.
Heg getmosoydin kesko...

Gedisin Giinagli glinlorima

gara bulud kimi ¢okiir.

Aylari, illari bolusiirdiik

GOy qursagim idin monim,

Gozlorim yagandan sonra goriistirdiik.
Son gedirson,

Hor giin biraz uzaqliginla boyanur,
Yasil yatib, sar1 oyanir yuxularim.
Hoyatimi baxis- baxis siistloyonim,
[llorimi naxis — naxis isloyonim,

Sono demok istadiklorimi tiroyimde qoyursan.
Totiyi ¢okilmis tiifong kimisan artiq.
Gozlorimdan , baxislarimdan,
ollorimdon, saglarimdan gedirson.
Gedirson...

Barmaglarinin ucundan axa-axa ,
GoOzlimiin i¢ino baxa-baxa .

Yavas -yavas, aligdira-alisdira...

Fikir elomayim deya,

Aglimi qarigdira-qarigdira ...

Alacagin olsun hoyat,

Onsuz da biitiin sevdiklorimi alacaqgsan.
Qoy onu seva-seva yola salim.
Ozizim,0zlino yaxs1 bax deys bilmoyacom,
Olvida demayas do dilim golmir.

Moni unutma ... GONCLIYIM.
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until the dark pupils of my eyes dissolve into the whites,
my hair waving goodbye,

my hands pressed to my face to wish you farewell.

If only I could guard against your leaving.

Your going plunges my sunny days

into dark clouds.

We shared months, years —

you were my rainbow,

we met after the first day my eyes rained.

You are leaving,

Bit by bit, each day is colored by your distance:

my dreams sleep in green, wake in yellow.

You decorated my life, glance by glance,

bit by bit, you worked your designs into my years,

you put the words I want to say to you, deep in my heart.
Now, you are like a rifle, trigger cocked.

From my eyes, my gaze, my hands, my hair

you are leaving,

a current flows from the tips of your toes,

you gaze deeply into my eyes,

slowly, slowly, sparking, igniting.

Obscuring the pain of your departure

you confuse my thoughts.

You will take perhaps life itself —

gone with all my beloved ones — you will take them.

Let me see them off with deepest love.

Oh my dear, I cannot tell you to take care, look after yourself;
my tongue cannot speak the words of farewell.

Just don’t forget me, my youth!
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Ayan Nobiyeva

2002-ci ild> Baki saharinds anadan olub.

Ilyas Sfandiyev adina Elitar Gimnaziyada
tohsil alir.

2012 - 2016-c1 illards miixtalif beynalxalg
sargilarda istirak edib, diplomlarla taltif olunub.
Beynalxalq Usaq Yaradiclyq festivalinin
istirak¢isidr, Belorusda kegrilon beynalxalg
rasm miisabigasinin diplomantidir.

A.Nabiyeva
Sonsuzluga gedon yol
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Ayan Nabiyeva

was born in Baku in 2002.

She studies at the Ilyas Efendiyev Elitar Gymna-
sium. She has participated in and received awards
from various international exhibitions

in 2012 - 2016. She was a participant

in the International Children's Creativity Festival
held in Belorussia, for which she was awarded

a diploma for the drawing contest.

A.Nabiyeva
The Road to Eternity
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Moatanot Qiidsi

1997-ci ilda Somkirda anadan olub.

Hazirda Ganca regional kollecindo tahsil alwr.
Roassamliq vo heykaltarashqla da masgul olur.
Yaradiciliga usaqhq illorindan bagslayib.

Bir kitabi isiq iizii goriib.

Ana, onlar miitloq danisacagq...

Tonhaligin tiigyan1 moni basqa sohars qonaq aparmisdi.
Miioyyon miiddot ailomdon konarda, he¢ tanimadigim insanlarin
ohatosindo yasadim.

Kondimizin 6l¢iidon boylik, sevgidon arxada qalan evimizdo
qalan, on doyorli agyalarim balaca siyirtmoyo mohkum olmus
kagiz parcalar1 vo ag varoqlora hopmus, bozon do cizma qara ilo
dagilmis hislorim idi.

Yasantilarla yazilan osorlorin sanki, yasamaq haqqi yox idi bu
hayatda. Els yazildig1 andan qaranliga mohkum olmusdu. Dogl-
madan 6lon korpalor kimi,monim do,6vladlarim o ziilmat qaran-
ligda qutuya mohkum olmusdular.
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Matanet Qudsi

was born in Shamkir in 1997.

She currently studies at the Ganja regional college.
She is interested in painting and sculpture.

She began her creative career as a child and has
published one book.

Mother, they will definitely talk...

A revolt against isolation took me to another city as a guest.
For a time, I lived far away from my family, surrounded by people
I didn’t know.

I left behind our house, large for our village, with the love that
remained there, and my most favorite things, small pieces of pa-
per, torn and condemned to darkness, absorbent white sheets cov-
ered, from time to time, with the blackened scrawl of my feelings.

It was as if writing from these experiences had no right to live
in this world. As if from the moment it was written, it was sen-
tenced to darkness. Like stillborn infants, my children had also
been sentenced to a box in the darkness — who knows whether
forever or just for the time being.
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Kim bilir obadi yoxsa halalik.

Hislorim kimi, hokk etdiyim ctimlorin haqiqgatlori do sorhadsiz
idi.

Carosiz illor, aci taleli hekayolor vo tapdalanmis haglar halo
da, bagirtilarini hayqirmaqda ¢atinlik ¢okirdilar.

Mon 6z balami ollorimlo zindana salmis , onu yasamaqdan
mohrum etmisdim. Balka do, goddar anayam , ya he¢ ana deyilom
amma, analiq hissini az da olsa anlayiram. Bu hiss mono anamdan
kegib.

Amma mon, no anam kimi , qadin na ana, olmagq istoyirom.

Usaqligdan Onun sayasinda biitiin qadinlarin badbaxt oldugun
distiniirdiim. Boyiidikdon sonar anladim ki, qadinlar da ,
basqalar1 kimi farqlonir, Onlarin da xosbaxtlori, qgoh-qoho ¢akib
giilonlori,gecolor rahat yatanlari , sevgi ilo yasayanlai var.

Boyiidiim amma, anam kimi qadina rast golmodim.

Moni bdyiidon Onun verdiyi bogzima godor ¢atmayan siid, is-
ladib yedizdirdiyi ¢orak, glinds bir dofs tapdigr yemok olmadi.

Moni boyiidon kirpikleri tizorindo gotiirtiiyi od, ovuclari
igarisina dolan gan,ayagina dolasan zoncirlor oldu.

Bir giinda, bir gecods bouiidiim.

Maon Onun ugursuz taleyino, ¢atmadigi arzularina, alinmis
hagqina boytiyon qadinam. O, mani torbiys etdiyi qadin kimi qal-
magimi stoyir. Man Onun goalbino toxunmadan izah etmok
istayiram ki, Onun gordiiyli qadin badbaxtdir.

Onun tarbiyasi ilo yagamaq bu ¢irkin diinyada mohv olmaqdir.

0, qadin, gadin adindan bagqga biitiin hiitiglardan mohrum olan
bir insandir.

Mon O, gadin olmagq istomirom. O, gadin 6z evinds 6zgo kimi
yasayan, sassizco gozlori yasaran qadindir. Hagli oldugu halda
susdurulan, siddatlors morz qalan.
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Like my feelings, the truths of the sentences I crafted were
also limitless.

But stories of unlucky years, bitter fates, and rights violated
have difficulty crying out to be heard, even now.

So, I put my own baby with my own hands in prison and de-
prived him of life.

Perhaps I'm a cruel mother, or, indeed, no mother at all, but I
understand just a little the feelings of motherhood. These feelings
have passed to me from my own mother.

Yet I don’t want to be like my mother, neither as a woman or
a mother.

From early childhood, because of my mother, I believed all
women were unhappy. After [ became an adult, I came to under-
stand that women are different from each other, like anything else:
among them there are women who are happy, who break into
laughter, who sleep soundly at night, who live with love.

I grew up, but I never encountered another woman like my
mother.

What helped me to grow up was not her milk, breastfed, which
hardly reached my throat, nor the water-softened bread she fed
me, nor the meal she found for me, sometimes only once a day.

What helped me to grow up was hardship she went through,
the flames that burned her eyelashes, the blood that filled her
palms, the chains that entangled her feet.

In just one day, one night, I grew up.

In the face of her unlucky fate, her unrealized wishes, and her
rights — so very violated, I grew into the woman I am. And she
would have me remain the woman she brought up. Now, without
breaking her heart, I would like to be able to explain to her that
that woman is an unhappy one.

According to her upbringing, to live in this filthy world is to
be ruined.
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O, qadin ki, danigsmaqdan qorxan, sinasinds ahlar1 olan, badoni
ozab qoxan qadin.

Man sanin safligin1 yasadib, bagislayan vo fodakar qadin kimi
mohv ola bilmoram.

Man O, qadin ola bilmarom.

Moni bagisla!

Hagqlisan!

Sons aid oldugum, sonin bir parcan oldugum tigiin mon do,
siddatlorimo susuram, onlar1 sassizco bagiriram — boguram — va
ag voraqlors qaraldiram. Eynon Son kimi, Sonin taleyin kimi.

Boyaz kagizlarin hor soifosini badboxt edib lokoloyirom,
ardinca da , qaranliga qorq edirom . Son vo bu sevgisiz ev kimi.

Amma bu sossizliyim bir glin hayqiracaq, bagiracaq ana!

Bugiin sosindoki agirligda anladim ki, tapib oxumusan
yazdiqlarimi. Sosin o hayqirtinin yangisi idi ana. Gozyaslarini
iiroyimdo hiss etdim, badonim boyu dovr edirdi, ac1 gozyaslarin.

Uziilmo ana!

Man bir gadinin 6miir kitabin1 yaziram. Onlar miitloq bir giin
danisacaq. Inan mono, miitloq danisacagq.

88

To her, to be a woman is to be deprived of all human rights
other than that to the label “woman.”

I do not want to be that woman. That woman is a woman who
lives as a stranger in her own house, her eyes silently filling with
tears. Though in the right, she has been silenced, subject to vio-
lence.

She is a woman who is afraid of speaking, her chest full of
cries, a woman whose body smells of oppression.

I cannot live your pure life, destroyed as a forgiving and self-
less woman.

I cannot be that woman.

But, forgive me!

You are right!

Connected to you, a part of you — I, too, am silent in the face
of violence. Crying out voiceless — choking — I blacken the white
sheets of paper. Just like you, like your own fate.

I stain each white page with sadness, and then bury them in
darkness. Like you and this loveless house. But one day, this si-
lence of mine will scream and yell, mother!

Today, from the heavy sound of your voice, I know that you
found what [ have written. Mother, it was your voice that ignited
this shout. I felt your tears in my heart, and they circulated in my
body, those bitter tears.

Don’t be sad, mother!

I'm writing book of women’s lives. They will certainly talk
one day.

Believe me, these women will definitely talk.
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Yanlis tinvan

Yoxlugun hamiso monimladir. Geca yaris1 hara yol aldigini
yalniz mon bildiyim, arxa oturacaqda aylosdiyim taksidoe belo soni
hiss edirom.

Yol boyu diraklordan siiziiliib diison 151q kdlgesindon ¢ox
hiizlinlii gbriiniir susqun sifatim.

Indi bagimi sinona sixib,saglarimi ¢iynino dagitmaq vo sassizco
yol boyu sokilori izlomok kimi arzularim varkon, sadaco
yoxluguna sarilmigsam.

Tanimadigim yad bir insan yanilib sdyladiyim iinvana aparir
mani.

O iinvanda Son varsan.

Isiqlar zaifloyir...

Qaranliga dogru gedirik, maginlar azalir.

Varligina catiram dediyim an yoxluguna daha da yaxin-
lagiram.

Yollar uzanir , kisinin sobri tlikonir. Gozlorimi agiram ,
baxiglarim bosluga sancilir...

Deyason tinvani sohv salmigam.
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Wrong Adress

Your absence is always with me. Even at midnight — where
the road goes only I know — sitting in the back seat of a taxi, |
sense your presence.

My quiet countenance is more mournful than the flickering
shadows of the telephone poles, cast by streetlamps we pass on
the road.

Wishing I could press my head to your chest, let my hair fall
across your shoulder, and watch silently as the sidewalk goes by,
I simply curl myself around your non-being.

Someone I neither know nor recall takes me to the address I
gave by mistake.

You are at that address.

The lights are dimming...

We drive straight into the darkness, there are few other cars.

Even as I say [ am arriving at your presence, your nonexistence
draws closer.

The roads stretch, and the man's patience runs out. I open my
eyes, my gaze piercing the emptiness...

It seems I have mistaken the address.
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Nigar Hasonova

1987-ci ilda Baki saharinda anadan olub.
Sorbast fotoqrafdir, soxsi studiyasi var.

Bir ¢cox beynalxalg sargilorin istirak¢isidir.

N.Hasanova
Galacoyin gadim
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Nigar Hasanova

was born in Baku in 1987.

She has been a participant

in several international exhibitions.
She is currently freelance photographer.

N.Hasanova
Future Woman
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N.Hoasanova N.Hasanova
Nagillar hayati Life of Fairy Tale

N.Hoasonova N.Hasanova
Ana sevgisi Mother Love
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Giinel Samilqiz1

1988-ci ilda Abseron rayonunun Digah qasabasinda
anadan olub. Azarbaycan Déviat Pedaqoji
Universitetinin bakalavr vo magistr pillalorini

basa vurub. Homginin Baki Slavyan Universitetinin
“Odabi yaradicihq” fakiiltasinda tahsil alib.
2011-ci ildon Azarbaycan Yazigilar Birliyinin
tizviidiir, Prezident taqaiidgiisii olub. Azarbaycan
Respublikasinin Nazirlor Kabineti yaninda Tarciima
Morkazinda ¢alisir. Badii tarciima ilo masgul olur.
Miiasir Ukrayna, Belgika, Amerika, giircii, serb vo
rus adabiyyatinin bir sira mashur

adabi niimunalarini ana dilimiza tarciima edib.

Ada adam

Qusir-qusir illor galdi
Goldi, getdi adam kimi.
Qusum gondu sono, yadim.
Ev tapmadim adan kimi.

Coliin mona da ¢ol oldu,
I¢in biza s1g1smadi.
Adalara can harcadin
Adamlara yovugsmadin.

Na illor bizs vaxt dogdu,
No adalar gomi oldu.
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Gunel Shamilqizi

was born in 1988 in the settlement of Digah

of the Absheron district. She graduated from the
Azerbaijan State Pedagogical University

in 2012 and the Baku Slavic University in 2013.
She is the head of the Press Service

at the Translation Center within the Cabinet

of Ministers of the Republic of Azerbaijan.

Her poems have been published in a number

of literary periodicals and she has been a member
of the Writers' Union of Azerbaijan since 2011.

Island man

Dry and barren, the years arrived,
They came and went like a man.

My bird alighted on you, my stranger
I could find no home like your isle.

Your desert was also a desert to me,

You could not fit us both inside yourself.
You sacrificed your soul for the islands,
You were not sociable with the people.

The years did not give birth to time for us,
Nor did the islands became a ship.




Qusir illor arxasinda
Sobrin homin-hamin oldu.

Monim dibsiz gilinahlarim,
Varim-yoxum sonds qalsin.
Mon getdim adam olmaga
Qoy adalar gendo galsin.

Asilgan

Asmaga homiso noass var, dostum.
Qmama yiikiindon bezmis adama.
Sassiz baglamisdi, sassiz bitocok
Yirtiq pencaklorin geco edama.

Belo kiiskiin-kiiskiin baxma, asilqan.

O yirtiq pencayin giinah1 yoxdu.
Sondan asilsa da, asilmasa da
Onun dord saridan ciblori toxdu.

Indi kimsasizdi soni geyinib
S1gin bosluguna, oxsan, azizlon.
Kirin tomizlays bilmozson, amma
Calis bir gecalik hirsin tomizlo.

Asmaga homiso noass var, dostum.
Qmama yiikiindon bezmis adama.
Sassiz baglamisdi, sassiz bitocok
Yirtiq pencaklorin geco edama.
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Behind the barren years,
Your patience always endured.

Let my bottomless sins,

My poverty and my wealth, remain with you.
I left you to become a man,

Let the islands stay behind.

The Hanger

There is always something to hang, my friend.

Do not reproach the ones oppressed by their burdens.
Silently began, silently will end,

The nightly execution of the tattered jackets.

Do not look so aggrieved, oh hanger.
The tattered jacket is not a sinner.
Whether it’s hung on you or not,

Its pockets are full of a yellow sorrow.

Now you are dressed with the lonely one —
Shelter in its emptiness, be caressed, held close.
You cannot clean away its grime — but

Try to wash away a night’s worth of anger.

There is always something to hang, my friend.

Do not reproach the ones oppressed by their burdens.
Silently began, silently will end,

The nightly execution of the tattered jackets.
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Zornisan Yusif

1985-ci ilda Baki soharinds anadan olub.
2007-ci ildo Azarbaycan Déviat Rassamlig
Akademiyasinin dizayner-rassam fakiiltasinin
bakalavr, 2009-cu ildo hamin fakiiltonin
magistratura pillasini bitirib.

Azarbaycan Rassamlar Ittifaqi Gonc Rassamlar
birliyinin iizviidiir. Bir ¢ox rasm miisabigalarinin
qalibi olub. Osorlari Azarbaycanda kegirilon
coxsayli rasm sargilarinda, eloca do Cin, Hindistan,
Tiirkiya, Bolgaristan, Yunanistan, Ispaniya va
Avstriya kimi doviatlordas kegirilon sargilorda
niimayis edilib.

Zarnishan Yusif

was born in 1985 in Baku.

She earned a Bachelors degree (2007) and

a Master's degree (2009), both from the Designers
and Artists Faculty of the Azerbaijan State
Academy of Arts. She is a member of the Youth
Union of Artists of the Union of Azerbaijan Artists.
She has been the winner of the several art contests
and her works have been displayed in numerous
exhibitions held in Azerbaijan,

as well as in China, India, Turkey, Bulgaria,
Greece, Spain and Austria.
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Svetlana Turan

1983-cii ildo Qazi-Mammad soharinds anadan olub.
Azorbaycan Dillar Universitetinin ingilis dili
filologiyasinin bakalavr pillasini bitirib,
Ingiltara va Amerika adabiyyat: iizra magistr
doracasi alib.

2009-cu ildan tarciima faaliyyati ilo masguldur,
iyirmidan ¢ox kitab torciima edib.

2010-cu ildo “Dalga” romani nagr olunub.
Daha dord qadin yaziginin asarlari ilo birlikda
onun da hekayalarinin daxil edildiyi

“Sakti. Qadn dili” adl kitab 2012-ci ilda ¢ap
edilib.

Ay

Balaca olanda an qorxdugu sey qaranliq idi. Hava qaralanda,
is1glar sénondo, lap elo saglar1 {izlino tokiiliib is181n qabagini ani
olaraq kosonds qorxudan no edocoyini bilmirdi. Agzini agirdi ki,
qisqirsin, amma gozlori agzindan gabaga diisiib od kimi yandirict
su fisqurirdi. Balaca yumrugqlarini goézlorina bork-bork sixirdi ki,
aglamasin. Amma onda da ovvalkindon daha betor garanliq
cokiirdli goziina.

Boytdiikco qaranliga alismaga basladi. Gozlodiyindon do tez.
Hor garanliq qarsisinda yumrugqlart hazir vaziyystds dayandi. Bir
do gordii ki, qaranliq artiq ¢éldo-bayirda, {liziino diison sa¢in al-
tinda deyil, diiz qolbinin ortasindadir. Ozii qaranhiga gevrildi.
Hoyat belo gotirdi... Qaranligdan qorunmagin tok yolunun garan-

96

Svetlana Turan

was born in Gazi-Mammad in 1983.

She received Master's degree in English and
American Literature from the faculty of English
Language Philology of the Azerbaijan University
of Languages in 1999. After teaching secondary
schools for a time, she began her translation career,
with 22 translation publications to date, and also
worked as editor-in-chief and feature editor.

She currently works as the feature interpreter.
She began her creative literary activities

in 2009 and is the author of two books.

Moon

When she was small, her biggest fear was the dark. When the
weather clouded over, the electricity was cut, or even when her
hair fell across her face and blocked the light for a moment she
was paralyzed with fear. She would open her mouth to scream,
but her eyes were always ahead of her mouth — scorching tears
would spring to those eyes. She would ball her little fists tightly,
grinding them into her eyes to keep herself from crying. But then,
of course, the darkness in her eyes would go from bad to worse.

As she grew older, she became used to the darkness, and this
happened much faster than might be expected. Her fists now
stood at the ready, prepared to meet any darkness. One day she
noticed that the darkness was no longer outside, in the open fields,
nor was it hidden under the hair that fell to her face. Instead, it
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ligin 6zl oldugunu anladi. Qaranliq olmag: sec¢di. Se¢moya
macbur edildi. Qaranligin an ziilmati oldu.

Igindoki garanlq bdyiidii, boyiidii, giinii-giindon artd1 vo
otrafindakilar1 da 6z qanadlart altina aldi. Hamini, har seyini bu
qaranliqda itirdi.

ovvalco garanligr azadligi sandi. Onu qucaqladi. Onunla giildii
zalimcasina. Sonra onun kdlosina ¢evrildi. Onun mongonosindo
sixildi. Basini agagi dikdi. Ram oldu.

Bir giin oturdugu yerdon bagini qaldiran kimi gozii aya satagdi.
Giilimsadi. Uzun miiddat orzinds ilk dofa. Gdyds sallanan, az
qala, yerindon qirilib diismak {izro olan aypara ona bir dilim
qarpiz1 xatirlatdi. Dodaqglarini dili ilo yaladi. Yaya hoalo ¢ox
qalmisdi.

Ayaga qalxdi. Caligdi ki, bu zaman sos salmasin. Heg kosi oy-
atmasin. Ollori somani, ayparani, ulduzlar1 xirda-xirda kvadratlara
bolon barmagqliglara dogru uzandi. Onlara gata bilmadi. Gziiniin
birini yumdu, digorini qiyd: ki, ona giilimsoyan ayparani onu
dord-bes yera bolon domir barmaqliglar arxasindan gérmasin.
Qaranlig1 zoif do olsa, aydinladan, yaran bu nazik, ensiz, ayri,
tabasslima, qarpiz dilimina banzoyon ay parcasi timid verirdi.

Uzun illordon sonra goziinii na ise yandirdi. Qaranliq yaril-
maga baslamisdi.

08 iyun 2017.
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was right in the middle of her heart. She, herself, had become the
darkness.

This was what life had brought her. She had learned the only
way to protect herself from darkness was darkness itself. So she
chose to be the darkness. She was compelled to choose. She be-
came the darkest darkness of all.

Day by day, the darkness inside her grew and grew until its
wings completely overshadowed everything around her. She lost
everyone and everything in this darkness. At first, the darkness
seemed to grant her freedom. She embraced it. Together with
darkness, she laughed, cruelly. Later, she turned into its slave.
She was squeezed in its vise. She bowed her head before it. She
obeyed the darkness.

One day, while sitting in her usual spot, she raised her head
and turned — her eyes caught the moon. She smiled. It was the
first smile in a very long time. The crescent moon, hanging pre-
cariously in the sky — as if on the verge of falling to the ground
and shattering — reminded her of a slice of watermelon. She licked
her lips with her tongue. Summer was still a long time off.

She stood up. She tried not to make any noise this time. She
didn’t want to wake anyone. She stretched out her hands toward
the bars that divided the sky, the crescent moon and the stars into
little tiny squares. She could not reach them. She closed one of
her eyes and screwed up the other so that the smiling half-moon
was hidden behind the fingers of the iron dividing the sky into
four or five pieces.

This faint lightening of the darkness, created by the slender
and delicate curved smile of a crescent moon that resembled a
slice of watermelon, was giving her hope.

After so many long years, something now burned again in her
eyes. The darkness had begun to crack.

June 7, 2017.
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Giinos

Qabar-qabar, ¢at-cat olmus ollori ilo sanki elo indi dogacaqmis
kimi sismis siinbiillore sigal ¢okdi. Qizili siinbiillor xis1ldadi,
cingildadi, sas-sasa verdi.

Birco hofto sonra ucu-bucagi gériinmoyon bu saha bigilocokdi.
Yerindo gara torpaq galacaqdi.

Biitiin 6mrii belo kegmisdi. Biitiin omrii burada ke¢misdi.
Bunun {i¢iin se¢ilmisdi. Ona dyradilmisdi ki, yegans sevinc bol
mohsul toplamaqdadir. Basga sevinc yasamamisdi. Hoyatini
biirimis ziilmat i¢inds on isiql1 yer bura idi.

Ona goro do son dofo gormok istodiyi yer olaraq burani
secmisdi. Burani gorocokdi, 6zii do son dofs. Sanki qizildan
diizoldilmis zinoto bonzoyon bu siinbiilloro ancaq 6zii toxu-
nacaqdi. Zohmatinin gozslliyindon ancaq 6zii z6vq alacaqdi. Bu
gozallik qarsisinda ancaq onun izl giilocokdi. Basqa heg kasin.

Layiq oldugu xosboxtlik ondan alinirsa, o da eyni seyi
edacokdi. Onlarin xosbaxtliyini ollorindon alacaqdi.

Barmagqlar1 arasindan sahonin har torafine ulduzlar sopslon-
moy»d basladi. Nofosi kosilo-kosilo o yan-bu yana qagir, vurnuxur,
goziindon yas axir, iizii giiliirdii.

Sahonin diiz ortasina ¢atanda taqotsiz qalib yers yixildi. Siin-
biillarin Gistiina. Quru siinbiillor kiirayins batdilar. Fikir vermadi.
GOzl gdydon ona baxan giinoso zillondi. Gozlori gdynomoya
basladi. Yasint silmodi. GoOziiniin yasi selo dondii. Cirthagirt
yanan sahanin sasi qulaqglarini batirdi, dumani bogazina doldu,
istisi canina od kosildi, alovu ondan parga-parca qoparmaga
basladi. Oz balaca diinyasini yanan giinoso ¢evirdi. Disini-disino
sixd1. GOziinii yeno do giinosdon ¢okmadi.
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Sun

With calloused and cracked hands, she caressed the ears of
grain that were swollen as if to give birth. The golden ears rustled,
rattling together in song.

In only a week, this vast, seemingly endless field would be
harvested. Only the black soil would remain in its place.

This was how her life had passed. She had spent her entire life
here, in this place. This life had been her destiny. She had been
taught to find the greatest joy in reaping an abundant harvest. She
had experienced no other joy. In a life shrouded in gloom, this,
here, was the brightest spot. And so, she had chosen this field as
the last place she wanted to see. She would gaze upon this place,
just for herself, one final time. It seemed as if these ears of grain,
this jewelry and treasury of gold, were designed for her touch
alone. Only she could fully taste this beautiful legacy of all her
hard labor. The beauty in front of her gave such pleasure. As it
could give to no one else.

If she were to be deprived of this happiness she’d earned, she
would do likewise. She would deprive others of their happiness.

Stars now began to scatter from her fingers, sown to every part
of the field. Breathing raggedly, she ran to this side and that, here
and there, smiling as tears ran from her eyes.

When she reached the middle of the field no energy remained.
She dropped to the ground, falling to rest on the stalks of grain.
The dry ears pierced her back. She gave it no thought. She just
stared at the sun, who looked back at her from the sky. Her eyes
began to burn, but she did not wipe away the tears. Her tears
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Hoyat1 boyu ziilmiino boyun aymis adamlara ns 6zii qalacaqdi,
na do zohmotinin bohrasi. Yalniz giinosin ayaq basdigi yerin izi.

08 iyun 2017
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turned into a torrent. The crackling roar of the burning field deaf-
ened her ears, smoke filled her throat, and the heat of the fire
raked at her very life, as the flames began, bit by bit, to burn her
away. She had turned her little world into a blazing sun. She grit-
ted her teeth. She did not turn her eyes from the sun.

Those whose tyranny had yoked her to them her entire life
would profit neither from her body, nor from the fruits of that
body’s labor. Only the footprints of the sun would remain planted
here.

June 8, 2017
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Safura Caforova

1995-ci ild> Baki soharinds anadan olub.

ADA Universitetinin Informasiya Texnologiyalart
Miihandisliyi fakiiltasini bitirib.

Bununla bela, usaqliqgdan incasanata olan béyiik
maragi onu bu sahaya yénaldib.

Rassamligla hobbi kimi masgul olur.

S.Caforova
Qadin giicii
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Safura Jafarova

was born in Baku in 1995.

She earned her Bachelor s degree from

the faculty of Information Technology Engineering
at the Azerbaijan Diplomatic Academy.
Nevertheless, her great interest in art from

her early childhood has allowed her

to work as a self-taught artist.

S.Jafarova
A Woman's Power
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S.Cafarova
Narinc1 qadin

S.Jafarova
Woman in Orange
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Giinel Xozal

1981-ci ild> Baki soharinda anadan olub.
2002-ci illords Odlar Yurdu Universitetinin
hiiquq fakiiltasini bitirib.

Obabi faaliyyata 2004-cii ildon baslayib.
Miixtalif adobi antalogiyalarda, yerli gazet
va jurnallarda seir, hekaya, esse va publisist
yvazilart nagr olunub.

Safuranin rosmind

Mon gadin olan vaxtlar
Zorif ollorim vardi
Torpaga toxunmayan

Saglarimi darardim
Cigoklori toplardim
(Calong hortib taxardim.

Beloca bazonirdim
Rongborang geyimlords
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Gunel Xezel

was born in Baku in 1981.

She graduated from the faculty of Law

of Odlar Yurdu University in 2002.

She began her literary activity in 2004 and

her poems, stories, essays, and articles have been
published in various literary anthologies,

local newspapers, and magazines.

She is a member of the Writers’ Union

of Azerbaijan.

To Safura’s Painting

When I was a woman
I had soft hands
that did not touch the ground

I combed my hair
I gathered flower blossoms
I plaited a crown, a garland to wear

In this way, I adorned myself
In colorful apparel




Nazla giizgiilonirdim
Adi yadimdan ¢ixan
Bir hisso asir idim
Badonimi sardiqca
Telimadok asirdim.

Onda da minilirdim
Ancaq geco olanda
Ancaq birco adamla

Qamgilanirdim amma
Indi olan kimi yox
Bir dofs ildo, ayda.

Yemoyimi veranin
Qullugunda dururdum
Quluna gevrilirdim

Mon gadin olan vaxtlar
At kimi stirtilordim

At oldugum zamanlar
Qadin tok boazonirom

AZBRBAYCAN QADINI YARADIR é
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I was the image of flirtation, of coquetry

Then a feeling — what it’s called escapes me —

seized me, held my body captive
shook me to the very ends of my hair

Then, I was mounted
Only in the night
Only by one person

Then, I was whipped regularly —
Not as I am now, as a horse is whipped,
just once a month, once a year

I served the one
who fed me
I turned into his slave

When I was a woman,

I was ridden like a horse
Now, I am a horse —

I only dress like a woman
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Getmok-galmaq
(hekaya)

Deyoson, sah oasorimi ¢okdim. Niyo hor seyi siralayiriq
gorason? Ugurluya, ugursuza, alinmamis is9, sah asorino boliiriik?
Gorasan tanr1 da yaratdiglarini belo sevimliya, alinmayana, 9zizo,
yada ayirir?

Bolka bu rosmi ¢okarkon igimda hiss etdiklorimdi onu bu qodor
mohtosom gostoron? Ronglorim do elo bil soksokali, aciql
goriiniir. Balka baxsa deyacak ki, ugursuz alinib, min bir qiisur
tapib gbziimdon salacaq?!

Yenos goldin ona ¢ixdin. Min dofs demisom soxma onu hoy-
atinin hor dalanina. Onsuz da bilirsen ki, he¢ fikir vermayocak.
ovvalki kimi ¢okdiyini saatlarla didslomoyacok. Daha gérmiir
soni. Baslama. Istomaso gedordi. Qalib, demali getmok istomir.

Hor galan getmok istomoyandi? Ya hor tork edib gedon mogor
galmagq istomoayondi?

Of, filosoflugu burax. Diigiinmak taqotdon salib. O video
yadindadir? Giilmali "stand up" idi. Neco deyirdi, kisinin beynin-
da biitiin fikirler qutu-qutu y1gilib: masin, qadin, futbol qutusu.
Bir qutuda olan haqda danisirsansa onu baglamamis, shbati o
birino kegironds basinda "sboy" gedir.

Bir qutu da varmais, "he¢ no" qutusu. Bazon kisi baliq tutanda,

ya divanda oturub, agzini1 ayiranda o "he¢ no" qutusunu acir vo
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To Stay or to Go
(a story)

I think I have painted a masterpiece. I wonder why we categorize
everything? Why do we divide things into successful and unsuccess-
ful; into failed works and masterpieces? It would be interesting to
know if God also singles His creatures out as favorites, as failed or
strange ones. Perhaps the strong emotions I felt in my heart while
creating this painting made it so good.

But — it is if the colors I used also appear hesitant and angry.
Maybe he will look at it and tell me it is not a successful piece of
work. He will find a thousand flaws and my masterpiece will dim
and fall from my eyes.

Oh, but — again! — you have come to the same conclusion. You
have told yourself a thousand times not to let him intrude into any
corner of your life. You already know that he will not pay any atten-
tion to you, to your work. Never again will he study your paintings
for hours, as he once did. He doesn t even see you anymore. Don 't
start again — saying to yourself that if he didnt want to stay here,
he would leave. That if he stays, it means he doesn t want to leave.

Is it really true that one who stays doesn’t want to leave? Or that
the one who leaves doesn’t want to stay?

Do not think so philosophically. You are already exhausted by
such thoughts. Do you remember that video, the funny "standup
comedy" piece? The one that explained how all the thoughts in a
man's mind are distributed into boxes: the car box, the woman box,
and the football box. If you speak about a subject in one box and
shift too quickly to the subject in another box without closing the
previous box, ZAP! — his brain short-circuits.
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diistinmadon saatlarla susa bilir. Bu vaxt beyninda biitlin anlam-
lar1 bir-birina dolasiq, biitiin fikirlori ana xottdoki tixac kimi six,
forqli istigamoto gedon fikirlorin signallar1 baginda dayanmadan
bagiran qadin ona yaxinlagib "no fikirlogirson?" sualina "he¢ no"
cavab1 alanda havalanir. Ax1 susanda belo milyon fikri ¢okgevir
edon gadin beyni elo bilir ki, he¢ no fikirlogmomok miimkiin
deyil.

Boalko hoftalordir onun "heg na" qutusu agiqdir, tonballiyindon
baglamur.

Kimi aldadirsan? Axi goriirson ki, daha sonlo danigmir, danis-
maq nadi, suallarina cavabi belo ali ilo "yox", basi ilo "ha"don
ibaratdir. Sevmir daha.

O giin sohor oyanib onu 6pondos, neco diksindi. "Yatan adami
da dparlormis?!", dedi. Ilahi, heg belo algalmamisdim. Elo bil har
sahar mani Opiislari ilo oyadan adam deyil.

Miibahiso etmomok iiclin hamama gqapanib aglamagin
yadinda?! O daha yad olub.

Glinii - giindon yadlasiriq. Cohannomo miibahiso olsun. Sus-
mayacam. Galsin, har na fikirlasiromso deyacom. Yox, avval sokli
g6zo doyon yera qoyacam. Yena fikir vermadon yanindan kegso,
bir qirgin ¢ixardacam ki, ondan sonra evo golondo gozii birinci
no ¢okdiyimi axtaracagq.

Bura goyum?

Yox, balko heg televizora baxmadi, bura, yox, nahar edib
hamama girib, gedar birdan.

Axir vaxtlar elo bil nahara da golmok istomir. Istomir deyonds,
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There is also another box — the "Nothing” box. Sometimes when
a man is fishing, or sitting on the couch with his mouth open, he
opens the “nothing”” box and can maintain silence for hours without
thinking. The man's response — “Nothing” — to the woman's question
— “What do think?” — makes the woman seem crazy. For the woman,
who has a mind chock full of so many very different thoughts, whose
thoughts are as tightly crammed together as a traffic jam on the
highway, and in whose head the signals of these thoughts all headed
in different directions are constantly shouting, a woman whose brain
is — even when she stays silent — always thinking a million thoughts,
thinks that it is not possible to think “nothing.”

It has been almost four weeks that his “nothing” box has been
open. He is too lazy to close it.

Who are you deceiving? You see he is not speaking to you any-
more. And, not only is he not speaking, but he responds to your ques-
tions only with a wave of his hand — “no”"— and a nod of his head —
“ves.” He does not love you anymore.

That one day when I woke up and kissed him, he flinched.
“Should a sleeping man be kissed?”” he asked! Oh, my GOD, I have
never been so humiliated. As if he is not the one who has woken me
up so many times with his enthusiastic kisses.

Do you remember how, just to avoid an argument, you just locked
yourselfin the bathroom and sobbed?! At this point, he is a stranger
to you.

We are becoming more distant strangers each day. Let us quarrel
in hell. I will not be silent. Let him come. I will tell him what I think.
No. First of all, I will put the painting in a place where he cannot
miss it; if this time he again passes nearby without noticing it, I will
put up a stink, tell him that he should look for my paintings first
thing when he comes home.

Should I put it here?

No, He might not watch TV.
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diinon "donor yedim" yazdi, "Golmirson, canim? Yemak hazirdi.
Qizdirim? Cixmisan?" mesajima. Ay Allah, 6ldim fikir-
logsmokdoan.

Hoyat qapisi. Galdi.

Masa.

Hs, masanin tstiino qoyacam.

Getmok bir az saridi
Solmus xazal yarpagi
Qalmagq bir az narinci
Acis1 portagalin.

kg

Getmok bir az qaradi
Sonralarin is1qsiz
Qalmagq bir az boyazdi
Olvan ronglori udmus
Sozsiiz, basit, maraqgsiz
skeskok

Getmok bir az mavidi
G0z yasiin liziindo
(Cakdiyi ayri yollar
Qalmagq firuzayidi
Kinli gahgshalords
Na foryadlar duyular
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Here?

No, he might have dinner, take bath and go back out.

Recently he acted as if he does not want to come home at all to
have a dinner with me. Yesterday, in response to my text message
in which I said: "Are you coming, my dear? The meal is ready.
Should I heat it? Are you out?" he responded that he already had
eaten “doner kebab” outside. Oh, my God, these thoughts are killing
me.

1 hear the yard gate open. He has come.

Table.

Yes, I'll put it on the table.

leaving is a little bit yellow
like the faded autumn leaves.
to stay is orange,

a bitter orange.

skeskosk

leaving is a little bit black

like a darkness without light.

to stay is a bit of white,

choked on a confusion of color,
wordless, ordinary, uninteresting.
skkok

leaving is a little bit blue,
crooked roads drawn

by the eye’s tears.

to stay is turquoise —

in the acrid peals of laughter,
what cries go unnoticed?
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skoksk

Getmaok bandvsayidi
Uziim danalorinin
Tapdalanib, ozilib
Caxira donmoyidi
Qalmagq gohvo rongidi
Acisi dadli olar,

Yuxun arso ¢okilar.

skookok

Ruhum goyor¢in olub
Dil ag¢1b, s6z dyronib
Deyir se¢ ya Azadliq
ya da sevgi qofosi
Ciyinlorimi ozit
Getmok gqalmaq ¢onbari
skskok

Getmok 6lmok kimidi
Bomboz ¢opurlu yollar.
Qalmaq asarat kimi
Bomboz bombos divarlar...

sk

leaving is violet

bits of grape

trampled and crushed,

turned into wine.

to stay is the color of coffee

a loving bitterness,

that keeps your sleep at bay.

skkok

my spirit has turned into a dove.

her tongue unlocked, she has learned words,
says to me choose! freedom —

or the cage of love.

my shoulders ache

from turning this hoop of leaving-staying.
skeskesk

leaving is like death,

with gray and pockmarked roads.

staying is like slavery

with gray and empty walls.

About that [ was always certain — sooner or later she would
leave. How long could a woman who grew up in such a luxurious
home, among things of such wealth, bear this house smelling of
mildew? She deserves to finally live well. Let her go and be
happy. I am tired. I am not going to think about anything.

Onsuz da bilirdim ki, avval - axir gedacak. O ciir evda, cah -
colal i¢inda bdyliyon qadin, bu kif iy1 veran evo, yoxluga na qador
dozo bilordi ki? Ax1 yaxs1 yasamaq onun haqqidi. Getsin, xosboxt
olsun. Yoruldum. He¢ na diistinmoyim.
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N.Abdullayeva N.Abdullayeva
Sevgi bagi Love's Bond
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