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THE BATTLE, THE BOOT AND DEATH

War is an expression of feelings,
the song of the bullets an artistic style,
the soldiers a rapid succession of thoughts

and blood the fearsome silence of a minute.

I once looked at the boot

of a dead soldier,

still not cold inside.

It stood straight up

in remembrance of feet.

Boots are what tell us most

Of the death of a man.

That is why the wedding-ring

on the trigger-finger

begs the finger every time:

I implore you, please ,

don’t push me against the metal.
The soldier’s grief in the trenches
is best asked of the foot.

At times, the dirt sticking to the boot
is the mark of tension inside.

In a word, the boot

Is the most mournful picture

of the absence of a man.
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A PARK

It is as this park

is a painting

hanging from the collar of the city.
The benches are green

and the people on them,

especially the young boys and grils,
are its forest dreams.

The winds of time have welded them
tightly onto the benches.

A woman has kept her balance,
holding her child by the hand.
Look! That gril, a student perhaps,
has held firmly on with two hands
to the thoughts in her heart

and remains standing.

The trees too still stand.

If you think about it

these trees were planted

with human looks.

The wind, an onlooker,
blows across the painting

and shakes the trees.
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But the woman

holds her child tightly by the hand.
She wishes to go nowhere.

How sad that time

will one day

take the painting away

like a curator at an exhibition.

TO WRITE A LETTER

To write a letter

is to water a cornfield.
Each letter of the alphabet
a single ear of corn.

And each ear a finger:

the earth saying “I am here”

To write a letter

is to knit stockings.

Each woolen letter

soon fills up the feet

is to set out on a long journey.

To walk is to write the feet on the road.

To write a letter

is the last-born girl in a village.
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To write a letter
is to make time for her.
She sends time to the city

Where her lover has no time.

To write a letter

is to copy out the heart

Like copying out a letter.

Do not pass letters hand-to-hand

they may bleed.

DID YOU KNOW?

I poured into a drop of rain
and fell in love with your window.

Did you know? Did you not? | never knew.

Drunk with your eyes
| fell into your heart.

Did you laugh? Did you not? | never knew.

I loved the way our shoes
were next to each other at the door.

Did you? Did you not? I never knew.
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To my heart which you loved
my head was posed as a question,
my hands asban exclamation.

Do you know? Do you not? I don’t know.

Your hands? Like clouds,
cast shadows

on the light of my hair.

It is going to rain tonight.

Are you awere of this? Are you not? I don’t know.

SKETCHES OF PRISON

Those are men, in prison,

but their wives

and their babies held in their memory.
Those are not men, beaten up in prison,
but their women

and, in particular,

the women’s eyes.

The courts can never learn

The reason
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why men kill others.
Perhaps it’s the murdeed

who are most murderous.

At the end of each day

The darkness leaves the cells

to take each prisoner back to his home.
The prisoners’ wives clearly see
under the moonlight

what their husbands suffer in prison.
They can taste prison

in the cheap cigarettes

bought on credit.

Each prisoner goes out

with a piece of letter

written to his wife.

Each night the interrogators attack
the dreams of these women

on the prison wires.

Prisons turn men

into the cruelest murderers.

A Track
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Just before my eyes a girl took her hand and
threw into the sea.

Now it is not her hands

which she put into her pocket.

It is just the case of her hands.

I have seen many people who threw their hands
into the sea.

It looks like that a woman refuses her child
because of not being able to keep it.

Maybe the hands are the first child of the people
and to fling them into the sea

is the main way out of the situation.

We are unaware of the excisting of white papers
in our hands .

For example, that girl loved the another man
but she knew that there was the name of

other man on her hands.

The people throw their hands into the sea

for to lose tracks.

Then they begin to work

with the hands looking like

to their hands.

www . kitabxana.net — Milli Virtual Kitabxana



http://www.kitabxana.net/

*k*x

Your Hands

Your hands are like me

their voice is inside of them.
The heat of your hands

stirs as a baby.

Your comb-shaped fingers

have been filled up with voice.
Your words, your heart were dripping
Out of your fingers with tramp.
Your hands are a free poem.
Though your lips as a hemistich
Are without rhyme.

They are read in this world

as the best poem

*k*

www . kitabxana.net — Milli Virtual Kitabxana



http://www.kitabxana.net/

My Flower

My flower, your petals are dusty
Allow me to kiss them,

they will be washed then.

My flower, your looks are mournful

Look at me, they will be full of delight.

I am able to taste grief,

I am able to swallow grief.
At least | can deceive it.

It is difficult to deceive you.
You don’t believe anything
you will die, my flower!

I wish to die before you!

**k*x

Last Breath
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If I am in your way or bar your road
And cry looking at you

What will happen then?

If you will realize
What | regret for-
I regret for your smiling a little,

your eyes’ looking towards me.

I was angry with you falsely once
And you were frightened.

I was protecting myself from
being captivated by you.,

abasing myself before you

and entreating you.

I have never loved anybody thus
This love tired me.

My spirit is narrow in my body

I think if you know all these
Will the world change?

What will you say to me?
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To get married is a kind of punishment
There is no forgiveness in it.
A cell is a world,

| feel its coldness.

It is impossible for me

to carry this punishment through.
Little time remained till my dying
Look here, my friends, I am dying ,
hi, look here!

Listen to me, ear me, my darling!
Let me say a word to you

It is my last breath:

“I love you”

Don’t say it to anyone!

*k*

Between Us
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People rain to the space between us
Raindrops rain to the space between us.
A tree may grow between us,

Planes may pass between us

Pouring their voices as tears.

The heart of a train which is in a hurry

beats between us.

It may rain up to your knees
You don’t believe your eyes.

It may rain in your heart,

It may rain in your dream, too.
But you will not believe this rain
It rains between us.

People rain between us

It will grow a tree between us.

Worker Bus

Every morning each man moves away his wife
and directs his way to work.

The bus is surrounded by perfume of woman
....Perhaps a pair of woman hands creep

on each man’s neck.
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and then come down.

As if the hands are hidden

under blanket.

Look at that man! He hasn’t even shaven.
Maybe his wife didn’t go to sleep because of
being angry

This man carries his wife nerve on his face
For not to be seen

He has pressed himself to the corner.
Maybe his wife is repentant

and has not got up yet.

She stretches her feet

under her husband’s blanket,

and takes the heat remaining there

and brings with her foot to her place.

She shuts her her eyes

and embraces heat

as her husband.

In the bus men

put on their knees their hands.

I think hands of each man look like

a kitchen of his house.

Fingers are kitchen furniture.

Thumb is a lower part,

the little finger is an upper part.

Each evening their wives

take butter,
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alt, from the finger eyes

of this kitchen.

One eye is shut,

Another is opened,

and buys something from one finger
To other finger puts something.
Hands of each man

Are the kitchens of their house.

The Carrion of the Dog

This night nobody covers

the carrion of the dog on this road.

It is covered only with its own barking.
The dog’s voice goes round the carrion
a hundred times

As if likens the carrion

to a living dog.

As soon as the dog’s voice

falls on the carrion

the dog is covered with

its voice wheediling.

Perhaps voice doesn’t like this place

and wants to take its carrion from here
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Oh, My God!

When dying it is human’s name
falling firstly on him.

Tongues of men reach out

for to take that name.

But they are always late.

Days blow as wind

Our hearts sway as a leaf on its hand
Look here! How many people run
For to take that heart.

But they are always late, too.

To my mind the man who fell
He fell from the hand of heaven.
But heavens are never late

For to take those who fell from their hands.

*k*x
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Maybe You are...

Maybe you are the most betrayer man
And | anguish from

not believing to this reality.

*k*k

My Arms are Green Light

I have reached out my arms towards you
Don’t stand between the dusty ways

Don’t stand on the black bristles of night light
And on border opening of ways

Don’t stand!

My arms are green light

Don’t stand on the rainy weather
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of liar birds.
Don’t stand on the steep bridge

Don’t stand!

My arms are green light

Don’t stand on the desire of a human
for dying.

Don’t stand on the ways of returning
of the stones which were thrown once

Don’t stand!.

*k*

Joining

You are not able to understand me
If you are not able to understand
what rainbow is after rain.

Nature is full of such kind of events.

Therefore everything is strange and beautiful.

Mushrooms are unaware of why they were born
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But who asked them to come out and

to search for a human.

Never try to understand me

I am mot a mathematics.

As if we realize the lifeless apples of human eyes
in this fine light.

But we pull in this fine light on our eyes.
There are the parts of

apples of human eyes inside water.

Look here! How willingly we drink water!
Maybe it is not water which draws us

It is the parts of bodies of our relatives.

We longed for years.

*kk

A Picture

You are a picture
which has been hung
on the collar of Baku.

You are a picture on the streets and walls of Baku .
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You are a swaying picture,

You are a picture hung on the arms

of a man.

I am also just a picture coming to Baku

from our village.

Now | am watching the pictures

looking like human.

All of us are pictures.

And there is an autograph of God on our foreheads:

“I created you because of loving”.

*k*

A Street Lamp

This alone street lamp

has been hung down its head.

It is standing as if it is looking

under its feet in darkness.

Maybe this alone lamp

is the night lamp of this sleeping dark street.

And it is tired of waiting daybreak.
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Therefore its eyes has been turned yellow.

*k*

At the Door

My sons’ shoes always stand

an inch behind my shoes

as chicklings of a hen.

They long for to rise,

to come forward as me.

| felt it seeing their pale faces.
Every night my shoes want to poke
their noses for to be aware of

my sons’ shoes.

*k*
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My Dear Son

My last-born son Tural!
When you entered the room,
When you didn’t find a place
for to hide your dirty hands.
At that time

the neck, the throat, the collar
of the little puppy

which you smoothed

were praying to God.

for not to hurt you

your mother’s hands

while slapping in your face and waist.

*k*x

But...

If a song rises out of your soul

grieving you.
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All your acquaintances and friends
will wave their hands leaving you.

Is there anyone who believes in you?

It is necessary-

A song to come from far away places

It is necessary reality to come

from far away places.

If a man who came from far away places
And said only lies,

If he considered sour clotted milk

and the Sun to be black

The people will believe in him.

It is necessary-

The bad news about death to be heard
from far away places.

It is necessary -

A mounted man to stop

and get on a stranger.

No one will believe in the strangeness

of your voice,

No one will believe in your shivering here.
It is necessary the strange voice to come
from far away places.

It is necessary the shivering man to come
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from that mountain,

and say: have you any fire?

It is necessary —

the voice of a poet

to come from far away places

It is necessary passing months and years
for him to be forgotten.

It is necessary-

for him to return to the village he was born

and died once.

*k*x

Poets are Born

Poets are born because of a pleasant grief.
As pregnant women pains give birth poets
into the embraces of midnight,

poets as Lermantov and Ali Karim.

A beautiful women is enduring labour of a poet
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The river Araz is planting poets on Earth.
Nights want to give birth daybreaks

Nights are enduring labour of mornings.

My heart also wants to give birth to me
For the answer of my one grief

There are appeared hundreds of poems.
Maybe the grieves of the world increased

Therefore many poets are born.

Poets are born as light
Nights are not able to eat light
By living poets put an end to grief

Grieves can’t eat poets.

*kk

My Salary

My salary always cries in my pocket
It cries, and my pocket fills up manat by manat

My salary puts an end to crying,
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only its name remains at home, as an empty word.

How cowardly my salary is!
My children are satisfied only with its tears
The stomach of my pocket sticks to my knee

My hands fill up my pocket again.

I walk the city as a heartless man
The greengrocers are angry with me.
The feet of my little son

Start to sway in the air for a ball.

The market of Baku looks like a city of Halab
When | enter the market, my heart is skinned
The eyes of my children are washed

With the tears raining from my eyes, My God!.

*k*

The Evening Stories

First my hands fall into my pockets
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Then my fingers are sown like whet

My fingers fill into bottle of heart medicine
Face of stenocardia is on my countenance
First my fingers take the medicine

My sweated hand comforts bottle of medicine a little.

Nerve as much as salary is low
Pressure as much as war in Iraq
Raises my head

Only poverty downs my head

Sometimes when | lose my head
And can’t find my pockets

My wife goes after me

With water in one hand

And medicine in other.

Short poems
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I make my will for you,
always search for the confidence in small things .
Because our lifetime is so short that,

you will not need to search for it in great things.

*k*

I can’t only forget

how I loved your feet.

But when | knew that

you are the owner of these feet

I don’t promise to love them, either.
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*k*x

He passed all bounds in love
Now he is standing in the centre.

And he is very repentant.

*kk

They are the doctors
who say that | am going to die.
Therefore forgive me for lying up

before you!

*k*
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Maybe it remains little time till my last day
A little time.
Try to understand my jumping up and down

All are because of short time.

*k*

My eyes are the shore of my heart
My heart is beating.... the sea is waving....

My tears are the waves of my heart....

*k*

I knew....

The death is not able to part us

But | believed that

a small thing can part us....

When | understand that you become excited
when you are alone with me,

And you are able to stand silently

among the people.
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**k*

When I say to you that

How unhappy I am... .

But | am afraid that if | say to you about it
You can say such a sentence:

“You are at times thus ”.

*kk

Do you remember the time
when we played ball together in the mountain?

Alas! You don’t even remember it, either!

*k*
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To love is to be mistaken

You have never been mistaken!

**k*x

Because of a drop of your voice
My name is falling from me

as a yellow leaf!

*kk

I didn’t embrace you

My arms died because of hunger.

*k*

Look here, the man

who is whipping his wife.
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Let your hands be lame.

Do you know who loved her once?

**kk

I am alone.... my room is so large that
I am hungry as this broadness.

I am disappeared as this broadness.

*k*x

Oh!

I am kissing this snowball

I am putting my face on it.

This snow is frozen tear of mine

I put my eyes on it.

*kk

Your hands in my hand

as the bottom of the morning

**k*x

Who knows what does this tree dream?
Do you remember one of my hopeless coming

Or one of my hopeless going?
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If you remember all these

Then the blue heavens of this tree

will throw it to the earth

as a cotton of full of embrace.

The place of the hand of this blue heaven

will be empty ....will be empty in the sky.

*k*k

All of you come tomorrow. ...come to future

Don’t forget it, please!

*kk

The misfortune comes into being at the time
when anybody doesn’t see his hands

which are flying.

*k*x

The birds lost their feathers on my ways
as a letter.

They wanted to deceive me!

*k*

Hi! The ant which is searching for me
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in my grave,

There remained no blood for you.

**kk

My son.! If I were alive

I would sacrifice myself to your knee
which are shivering now.

I would be friend of you....

I would be protection of you....

*k*k

I am carrying a flower, don’t touch me!

Oh!.. Be careful... my violets can be trampled.

*kk

What can Qasham do?
Let my mother die

For not seeing my bad days.

**k*x

Oh! My poor feet,
Oh! When I die your regret

will not go in my grave.

www . kitabxana.net — Milli Virtual Kitabxana



http://www.kitabxana.net/

*k*

The September is full of you.

*k*

I have thrown my ears into the silence
as a net.

I am fishing voice in the silence.

*k*k

Spring is the ripe time of winter

Winter is the unripe time of spring.

*kk

I am the fish of this rain

I want to go swimming

to the place where we parted.
I want to turn and to go

to my deceiving.

*k*

Listen to me!
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To my mind the girls

are consisting of their fingers.

**kk

| have closed the door for

to remain there something to knock.

How pleasant to live

Running till this voice.

*k*x

The arms of this girl turn into her brother

And are sleeping on her both sides.

*k*

It may happen so that
you may be under the feet of whose

whom you kept on your eyes.

**k*x

Your hands are a fish
One day on the way
I wanted to throw a fishing-rod

and to take your hand.
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I couldn’t take your hands
Because | saw a gold ring

has already swallowed your hands.

Translated by Ron Margulies
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Qasom Nacafzads

“Axsam dhvalatlan”
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Moaktub yazmag

Moktub yazmagqg kimidi
zomini suvarmag,

Horiflor siimbiildi,

Stimbiil torpagin barmagqlaridi

“Moan burdayam!”’- igarasi.

Moktub yazmaq corab toxumaqdi,
Ip horflor

tezliklo ayaga dolar.

Ayaga dolmaq

uzun bir yolu baslamaqdi,
Yerimak ayagi

yollara yazmaqdi.

Moktub yazmaq

kondds yasayan sonbesik qizd,
Hom do

maoktub yazmaq vaxt tutmaqdi-
Qiz vaxt gondarar sohora-

Vaxti olmayan sevgilisina.

Moktub yazmaq
yazinin iiziinii kd¢tirmok Kimi

tirayin tiziini kogtirmakdi.
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Maktubu aldan-ala
yavas Otiiriin

qan1 toklar.

Miihariba, ayaqqabi, 6liim

Miiharibs hisslorin tozahtiridiir
Giillalorin nagmasi badii iislubdur
Osgarlor suratla 6tan fikirlordir

Qan — bir dagigalik an gorxunc siikut.

Bir dofo 6lmiis asgorin
ayaqgabisina baxdim,

i¢i halo soyumamisdi.

Diiz dayanmisdi

ayaqlarin xatirasi oniinda.
Insanin 6ldiiyiinii on ¢ox bildiran
ayaqqabilardir.

Balks do ona gora

totik cokon barmaqdaki
nigan liziiyl

hor dofo barmaga yalvarir ki,

na olar, mani domira sixma.
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Osgarin sangarda no ¢okdiyni
on birinci ayaqdan sorus.
Bozon ayaqqabilarin ¢irkli
olmasi i¢cdoki garginliklarin
cirmagq yerloridi.

Bir so6zlo, ayaqqabi

insan yoxlugunun

an gamli fotosudur.

Park

Sanki bu park

Bir sokil 16vhoasidir

Asilib goharin yaxasindan.
Skamyalar yasil,

Ustiindoki adamlar,

Xiisuson qizlar, oglanlar

Onun meso yuxularidir.
Skamyalar vaxt kiiloyindo
adamlardan bark - bark yapisib.
Qadin allorindon tutdugu usaqla
miivazinatini saxlayib.

Bax, 0 tolobays oxsayan qiz da
urayindaki fikirdon

ikialli tutub,

dayanib diimdiiz.

Agaclar baxiglartyla durub.
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Bir az da dorindon diisiinson
insan baxiglari ilo

okilib bu agaclar.

Hordon tamasag1 kiilok
yellayir bu 16vhani.

Ancaq gadin kdrpasindan
elo bork - bark yapisib ki,
heg hara getmok istomir.,
Heyif, zaman

sorgi salonunun miidiri kimi
bu 16vhani

bir vaxt yigisdiracaq.

Axsam shvalatlan

Owval ollorim tokiilar cibimo
Sonra barmaqlarim bugda
kimi sopilor.

Dolar barmaqlarim

validol siigosinin

yarimgiq yerino,

Uziimda stenakardiyanin
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sifati.

Owval dormant
ollorim igir.
Torlomis allarim
dorman siisasini

bir az sarinladir.

Maas azlig1 gqodoar asab

Susa miiharibasi gadar tozyiq,
Basimi qaldirar ayaga

Tokceo kasibliq

basimi salar asagi.

Hordon dos bagimu itirib
cibimi tapmayanda
arvadim bir alinda su,
bir alinds dorman

dalimca gozir.

Ya allah

Adam olonda
ilk dofs tistiindon adi diisiir,
Adamlarin dillari uzanir

o ad1 gbtiirmoayo,
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Amma gecikirlar.

Giinlar kiilok kimi asir
Olinds yarpaq kimi tirayimiz yellanir,
Nego sino yliyiirtir bir tiroyi tutmaga

Amma gecikirlar.

Mancs, yixilan adam
gbyiin olindan diisir.
Olindon diigoni gotiirmays,

amma goylar gecikmoz.

Qapida

Oglanlarimin ayaqqabilari
toyuq balalar tok

monim ayaqqabimdan

homisa bir qar1s

arxada dururlar.

Manim ayaqqgabim kimi
bdytimok, bir az da irsli ¢cixmaq
hosratindadilor.

Bunu gorxmus adam kimi

bonizlorinin gagmagindan bildim.
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Ona gors do ayaqqgabilar
har axsam burunlarini
icari soxub

oglanlarimin ayaqlarindan

xabar tutmagq fikrindadilor.

Dua

Turalim,

san evo giranda,

allarini gizlotmoyoa

bir yer tapmayanda

onda ¢6lds it kiigliyliniin
sigalladigin boynu, bogaz1
boynundaki ipi

ala-bula ayaqlart

tanriya dua eloyirdi ki,
anan allarina - allorina

vuranda

Hayif

Olimin qirisinda

Yeriyon vaxta hayif.

www . kitabxana.net — Milli Virtual Kitabxana



http://www.kitabxana.net/

Sagimin yatisinda
Taxta hayif.
Kd&ynayimin rangi ilo
Solur vaxt

Ayagqabim tozlandiqca
Oliir vaxt

Hayif, hayif deyon

Dilino hay1f.

Dodagin tarpanands
Tobassiim qaymaqli
Vaxta hayif

Bir dofo monim olmagin
Yadima diisdii
Omriimiin icindo

“O vaxta” hayif.

Bu havadan bir

Sirim ag

Bu kiigadan yol salginon,
Urayimda xalin yoxdu
Urayima xal salginan,
Urayima diismoyon

Xalina hayif.
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Fotograflar

Iclaslardan ¢1xib qagmaq no gozoldi,
Bir arzum var, 6zimii

baliq kimi havanin ayag altina atmagq.
Havanin ayagi agacin ayagidirsa,
yellangaya do minmok olar.

Amma fotograflar manes olur,
Varli-halli kisilorin

gabaginda ayils-ayilo

sokil ¢okirlor,

Yol tapmiram ke¢maya.

Kegsom mani qiyiq gozlariylo
nazirlorin qulagina tikorlor.

Iclasin sonu lap dohsotdi,

Davatli - davatsiz adamlar

On ¢ox da xanimlar

cumurlar vazifsli adamlarla

sokil gokdirmoyao.

Fotoaparatlar anlar1 qayci kimi kasir
Qnlarimn qisqurtis

yagis kimi yagir salona.

Indi mon necs kegim?

Bir do goriirsonki tig-dord dono bas
nazirin kiirayinin dalindan

baxir irali.

Onlarin parildayan gozlori
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nazirin ¢iynindon yagis
damlalar1 kimi goriiniir.
Arada publisistik kitablarini
nazirin alina doldururlar.
Yol tapmiram kegmoyo,
Indi tongonafas yellonir

Agacda hava yellongayim.

Birlosma
Yagisdan sonra goy qursaginin

no demok oldugunu anlamadigin kimi
mani do anlamazsan.

Tabiot bu ciir hadisalarlo doludu.

Ona goro da har sey qoriba vo gozaldir.
Goboloklar na tiglin dogulduglarindan
Xabarsizdi.

Amma kim onlara dedi ki,

¢IXIn insan axtarin.

He¢ vaxt moni anlamaga ¢alisma
Mon riyaziyyat deyilom.

Guya biz bu gozal is181n icindo
sOonmiis insan babaklorini

anlayiriq.

Ancaq is1q xosumuza galir
Goziimiizs gokirik.

Sularmn i¢inda insan babaklarinin

hissalori movcuddur.
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Amma elo havaslos igirik!

Balka su deyil bizi 6ziino ¢okan
Hasrot qaldigimiz
dogmalarimizin

badan hissalaridir.

agrimasin.

Sirr

Badonimiz gizli bir siirin tistiinii 6rton qapidi
Qolumuz o siirin altina qoyulmus tirdi
Ayagimiz darinlikdi

Gozlarimiz quyudu

O siiri gizlatmak tigiin.

Yasamaq enerjisi

Hor an o sirrin

Acilmasina hazirlasmaqdi.

O sirr aynina insan geyinib,

Insanin 6zii da bilmir ki,

gizlotdiyi nodir.

Yarpaq bilmir ki, onu agan vaxt

0zl yixdi.

O sirrin agilmaq mogami

darixmaqdi.
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Problem

Hor bir insanin ¢akdiyi azab
Ozlinilin yaratdig1 problema goradir.
Bu giin yasamagq,

adico adam kimi goriinmok belo
sabahk1 isina diiyiin

vurmaga oxsayir.

Hor giin 6zlim-6ziimlo qabaqglasiram
Oziimii yaxs1 tantyiram: oclaf !
Sohor unversitetds yens 6ziimlo
gOorusacayam.

Soharki adam qurx ildir

homin pancaranin 6niina yol galir ki,
qabagima ¢ixsin.

Bu adam on gozal problemdi

Basin iglasin garok.

Moan bu problemi girx ildir

tomiz insan qanindan

hazirlamisam.

Fanar

Tonha fanar dirayi

basini agagi salib
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Ela durub ki,

elo bil

qaranliqda

ayaginin altina baxir.
Boalka do bu tonha fonar
Yatmis bu qara kiigonin
geco crragidir,

Goziiniin kokii saralib

Sohari gozlamakdan.

Yad qiz1

Bu qadinin kegmisi
hor zaman durar {izo
bosalmis allaring
tozo gan kimi dolar.
Uzii tozo iz gatirar,
Elo bil ki ayninda

evdar qadinliq solar.

Silar gadin pancars siigasini
altindan yaz1 ¢ixar.
Uziindo goz izlori

qiris altindan baxar.
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Hara getdi kegmisini gotirdi 6z evino,
Ata evindan cehizi do bu idi.

Ori hordon tanimird: he¢ onu
Qucaqlayirdi 6zgo gadini kimi.

Balks yad oldugu tigiin

Hor giin ona vurulurdu ari.

Uziinii gevirib yatardi divara sari,

Ori hey yalvarir, tiziini ¢evir bari.
Qadinsa ke¢misini qucaqglayib uyuyur
Onu razi1 salinca,

lap aldan diisiir ari.

Bu ke¢misin qadini

Qiz kimi tozo-tordi,
Cixarardi analigi aynindan.
Ori igdon tez golordi
Opeordi yad qizinin

atirli allarindan.

Siqgaret

Uziinii divara gevirib yatmagq
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Burnunu soyuq divara toxundurmaq
Geco yarisi

Habs olundugunu basa diismoakdi.

Divari siqaret tok ¢okmok olar
Homiso bels eloyirom

Sigaret yerina divari ¢okirom,
Divara sdykonmak

Adama sabr gatirir.

Divara dironmayini

Arvadina toxunmaq kimi arzula
Qadini sigaret kimi gokirom,

Qadin i¢cimdo

Divan, kreslo

Tozsoran, matbax

Utiilii yorgan - dosok kimi torpanar.
Qadin sigaret kimi gokirom,

Elo bil evi ¢okirom.

Qadmin allarins basdirilmig
usaq ayagqlari
on il habs cozasinin

an sirin xatirasidir.

Hobsxana usaqlar haqqinda
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an sirin diistiincalordi.
Dustaglar1 dinlays bilsan

coxlu usaq saslori esidarsan.

Hobsxana qadindi

Bir bos gadin tuflisino baxsan

Bir giiniin bir ildon hesablanar.
Tuflido on gozal qadina baxib

Sarxos olarsan.

Bos qadin tuflisiylo aylonarsan,

Ona basqa dustaglar baxsa
qisqanarsan.

Hobsxanada qadinin tuflisi do gozaldi.
Moanoa sigaret yox

gadn tuflisi géndarin.

iz

Gozimiin gabagindaca bir qiz allarini
gotiirtib atdi donizo.

Indi onun paltosunun cibino

saldig1 ol deyildir artiq

allorinin gabidir.
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Cox adam gormiisom olllarini

gotirib donizs atsin .

Bu ona banzayir ki, qadin

6z korpoesini saxlaya bilmadiyi tigiin
ondan imtina edir.

Balks do allor insanin ilk korpasidir.
Ollari donizos tullamaq adamlarin

bir ¢ix1s yoludur.

Ollarin i¢inds ag varaglorin
olmagindan xabarsizlik.

Moasalon, o qiz basqa birisini

sevdiyi halda,

Olindo basqa bir adamin

Olinin yazist oldugunu bilirdi.
Adamlar izi itirmok tigiin

Ollarini donizs atirlar.

Sonra iss is gortirlor

Ollarinin sokline oxsayan alla.

Qadinin oliimii

Asiqi masuga mahir eylar

M. Fiizuli
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Qadinlar kisilari gohromana cevirs bilmirlor
kicik gadinlarin kisisi boyiimaz deyirlor.
Bu giin bizim kisi kimi qadinlarimiz

kisilorda kisiliyi 6ldiiran gohromanlardi.

Ilahi,na elayirsan els
amma qadini kisiya cevirma

qoy elo gqadin kimi qalsin.

Boyiik gadinligin boytik kisilik dogdugunun
farginds deyilik.

Songori qoyub gacan kisinin

on boylik giinahgar1 6z qadinidir.

Mohtorom hakim, o zaman ki, qadini
hirslonmisdi onun {istiino

usaqlarin gozii qabaginda

itin sOziinii demisdi iiziino

kisi hec no demomisdi ona

sadaCa sOziinii bu glina saxlamigdi.

Qadin kisinin altin1 iistiino

ceviran realist tislubdu.

Bu iislubla kiico kisisini do

bir anin icinds gohromana

cevirmak olar.

Bilirsonmi Macnunun boyiikliiyiinda

qadin gizloanib.
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Onu da bil ki har forari doyiisciiniin

arxasinda balaca bir gadin var.

Sangards har kisinin yanina

0z gqadinin1 qoyun.

Kiilgab1

Icazo verin bu siqareti yandirim
Unutmagin esqina.

Boyiik oglan olsun unutmagq,
Yiiz yasini qeyd edok.
Sevgidon birinci oldugu ti¢iin

Onun sagligina siqaret ¢okok.

Toklif eloyirom
“Malbora” ¢okak,
Unutmagin sorofina.

Ozii do ayaq iisto ¢okok.

Icaza verin mon sigareti
otagda goazins-gazina gokim.

Kiiliinii kiilgabiya yox,
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nalbakiys tokiim.
Ciinki kiilgabida

cirillmis gadin sokillari var.

Sevmok gadinin,

Unutmagq kisinin yaragigidi.

Sigaret qutular1 kisilarin

an ¢ox sevdiyi ¢igaklordi.

Qutularn kiilgabiya qoyagq,
indan bels kiilgabiya

kiil tokmayak.

Qorxma

Get ag balincina saglarini tok,

Heg qorxub eloma goézlarini yum.
San Allah, sinandan golunu ag, tok,
Bu 6lmoak fikrini bir torafs at.
Goziinli yyummaga qorxursan, quzum,

Moan sani sevirom, 6lmazson heg vaxt.

Gordiin, mon deyandi diinyanin isi,

Konliin istayani milyon alli tut.
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Qara gozloring 6liim ilissa,
Qorxma,

Moan sani sevirom,0lmazsan heg vaxt.

Qorxma, tistlindodi géziim homiso,
Oliim bir tiikiino toxuna bilmaz.
Qorxursan, gal diisok torpagin listo.
Diisok ayaqyalin yeriyok, quzum.
Diisok gatarlardan, toyyaralordan,
Diisok tuflilordon, martoboalordon,
Diisok torpaq dadsin ayaqlarimiz,
Enak ¢igaklara, giillara nolar.

Ogor ayaqyalin yeriys bilsok,

Diisiib dalimizca golor adamlar.

Holo gatardayiq, toyyaradayik,

Holo giills iisto, bomba iistayik.

No olsun,

Moan soni sevirom, get arxayin yat.
Urayin agrisa, qatar yixilsa,

Tayyars siiriigso gdylin liziindon
Qorxma,

Moan sani sevirom, 6lmoazson heg vaxt,

Olmozson heg vaxt.
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Skamya

Bax, listii qara golomlo cizilmus,
dosiine Giinay +Aydin yazilmis
skamya har sohar insan oxuyur,
Oxuyur, 6zl do yaman oxuyur.
Bolka do Giinay1

¢oxdan unudub Aydin,

Holo do skamya 6ziindos saxlayir
Glinayn agirhigini.

Bolka do skamya els bilir
Giinay halo do onun iistiinda

aylosir.

Bildinmi
Dolub yagis damlasina
pancaranizi sevdim,

Bildinmi- bilmadim.

Goziindan sorxos kimi
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yixildim {irayina

Guldinmu — bilmadim.

Oziimiizdon énca
gapida ayaqqgabilarimizin
gosa dayanmagini sevdim,

San da sevdinmi — bilmadim.

Son yatan iirayima
basimin sual
Ollorimin nida qoyuldugunu

Bilirsonmi-bilmiram.

Ollarin bulud kimi
kolge salir

Sac¢larimin isigina,
Deyason yagis yagacaq
axsama,

Xobarin varmi, bilmirom!

Olcii

Hor seyi soninls 6l¢diim

Yagisi esidirsonmi dedim

Televizora baxirsanmi dedim.
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Hecan1 dodaginla olgdiim
Cigayi nafasinlo 6l¢diim
Kiilayi sag¢inla 6l¢diim

Hasrati kiismayinlo 6lgdiim.

Ayagqlarindan dyrandim

yollarin uzunlugunu,

Gozlarin ¢oliin diizlinii nisan verdi
Qolarinla havani arsinladim,

Sukutunla s6ziin boyiikliiylinii 6l¢dim.

Canimin sirinliyini bildirdin mans
Canimi soninlo 6lgdiim
Ag-ag voraglori alinlo 6l¢diim

So6ziin dadlisinm dilinlo 6lgdiim.

Dovga igonda son bunu
necs dadarsan dedim,

Seir yazanda son buna

na deyarson dedim.

Gozal paltar goronds

San bunu geyarsan dedim.
Bir dofa iizimo baxmagla
getmayimi, galmayimi

bilorsan dedim.
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Sanin darsin

Niys sagirdlorin duymurlar sani,
Giil kimi darsinds sas elayirlor.
Moan sevan allara, man sevan gozo,

Moan sevan iirays gosd elayirlor.

Agz1 yanmiglarin yoxdu xobari,
Man sonin 6niinds lal dayaniram.
Daftara qirmizi diizalis kimi,

Varaq yanagimda al dayaniram.

Adin tok darsimi ozbarloyiram,
Sevgi baxisina boyanmagq ti¢iin.
Omriimii, giiniimii qurban veraram,

Sagird tok 6niinde dayanmaq tigiin.

Vaxt axir... sagirdlor duymurlar soni,
Gor necoa quyirlar kovrak sasina.
Hardan bilsinlar ki, hosrat galmisam

Qirx bes dagigonin bir dogigasina.
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Sohvdi misallari, masalalori,
Dordini artirib yiiz eloyarlor.
Oliirom man sonin “ii¢”iindon 6trii,

Verdiyin “bes”lora naz eloyarlor.

Tobasir logakli ¢igok allarin,
Lovhanin iizinds kopanok olar.
Dasmala bonzoayar goygok allorin,

Bir oglan balan1 balomok olar.

Misra dodaqlarin yorular hardan,
Saglarin pirtlasar, sllorin asar.
Bir go6zal, bir goycok oglumuz olar,

Bu dacal qizlarm sasini kosar.

Niya sagirdlorin duymurlar soni,
Giil kimi dorsinds sas elayirlar.
Moan sevan allara, man sevan gozo,

Mon sevan iiraya qosd elayirlor.

Na olar

Ayagqlarin gqagan saniyyslordi,

Iso tolasirson dayan, no olar.

Els bu kiigads a¢ gozlarini,
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Otuz il yatmisan, oyan na olar.

Bu seiri do yazdim olvida kimi,
Bax ela bu satrim son vida kimi.
Man 6lsam misra tak, san nida kimi,

Basimin iistiinds dayan, no olar.

Canim, bundan sonra “yasa”, “61” kimi,
Qanatdin golbimi saritel kimi.
Qosa allarini qosa giil kimi,

Sinamin {stiine goyam, nos olar.

Ah ¢okim, ahimdan dag-dag olum mon,
Sani gozs - gaza ¢iraq olum man.
Ciirtiylim bir ovuc torpaq olum man,
San da ¢1x tistiimdos dayan, na olar.

Balka onda sandan doyam, na olar!

Illorim

Nega illordir ollorim

Sanin allaring taraof ugmaginda.

www . kitabxana.net — Milli Virtual Kitabxana



http://www.kitabxana.net/

Ollorimin u¢gmaq sasi

serlorimdi dinlo.

Ollorimin tiistiisii
Sono yazmadigim moktublarimdi,

Oxu.

Hor sohor - axsam
ollorin ditymolorini
Necs acib baglamagindan duydum

sonin da allorinin ugmagini.

Badboxtlik onda dogulur ki ,
heg kas allorinin ugdugunu

gormiir.

Gorusonds belo
Sono dirmasan allor

Oslinds ugmayan sllordi.

Ollarinin u¢dugunu

Vo tistlindo kiiloyin ¢igok kimi
cigir agdigini géranda
agladim,

Monim ucan ollorim var .

www . kitabxana.net — Milli Virtual Kitabxana



http://www.kitabxana.net/

Har Kisinin iiziinds

Hor kisinin {iziino baxanda
evds goyub galdiyi

arvad usaqlarini

aydin gérmok olar.
Masalan, o kiginin alnindaki
qurist kigik oglu dislayib
Xosoxanada,

Satolcomdan yatanda.
Basindaki ag tiiklor qiz usaglarinin
¢ox olmagina igaradir.

Qi1z usaglari indi

harada dayaniblarsa

oradan isiqlar1 diisiir

qara saglarinin istiina.

Ag koynayinin bir diiymasi
uygun olmayan sapla
tikilib.

Bu onu gostarir ki,

ya arvadi 9ziindon

on yas kicikdi,

ya da maaginin

az olmagindan

arvadi hirsli vo narazidir.
Evini iizlindo dagiyirlar
kisilor.

Bax,indi bu kisinin iki iizii var,
Xalq dilinds desok, iki arvadi.
Hor iki iizlinda

qirmizi gangirlarin

olmasi arvad danlagina
isara kimi yozula bilar.

Bir do salvarin

iitlistizliyii iki arvadin
miibahisosi deyilimi?

Kand tablosu
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Itimiz kondo oxsar
Qagis1 ata banzar.
Bir tiziinds ular

Bir tiziinda lahlar.

Burnunun ucunda arxac oturar,
Disinds qonsumuzun
oglunun qan1 dadar.
Burnunun ustiindo

atimizin nali var.

Agzinda

nonamin bisirdiyi

yal dasar.

Basinda, belindo
gardagimin oli var.

Qagsa

qalxar ayaginda

yol duman-duman,

Agcilar ayaginda

¢ol parda pardo.

Hav- hav hurar,

Sap- sap yal icor.

GoOziiniin tistiino geco diisar,
Burnunun ucunda ay dogar.
Kefi kok olanda

¢Ollorin ¢Or-¢opiinii sular.
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Bir giin itimiz

qonsu konddan ganciq sevdi.
Gorliim o gancigi Olsiin,

Itimizin basima zencir kegirtdi.
Zancir onun sevgisiydi,

Baginin bolasiydi.

Sevondon bari burnunun iistiinda
agac yeri var,

Hor axgam burnunun ganini yalar.
Golorom tistiimds sahoars hiirar,
Hiiror boynumdaki1

qirmiz1 qalustuka.

Hiiror qapimizdaki

dikdaban ayaqqibiya.

Olimin i¢indos otiri yalar,

Els bil alimdan fatiri alar.

Deyiram no olaydi,

Bar1 heg olmasa o ganciq
Itimizin boynundaki
zonciri bir goraydi.
Itimiz do o giinii

Birco goriib 6loydi.

Sahar agaclar

www . kitabxana.net — Milli Virtual Kitabxana



http://www.kitabxana.net/

Sahordoki agaclar
oxumaga galon talobays banzar.
Yoxsul ayin - baglar

Adamin iiroyin iizor.

Els bil sohar torpaginda
Kirays galir bu yaziqlar.
Heg do agaca oxsamurlar,
Yarpaglari onlar1 giiclo

agaca oxsadar.

Elo bil agacin

Torpaq anlayisi yox.
Bolko kand bu agaclari
asgorliys gondorib,
Amma asgorlorin do

bir baxani yox.

Bu il do su vermadilor
Kolgalori korluq gokdi.
Kolgani o6ziiylo

apardi sular.

Agac kii¢alordan

alini ¢okdi.

Hiindiir binalara baxib
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Agacin bagina sigrayar
Icindiki su
Meso gorokdi aglasin,

Bu agaci.

Bu geca itlori giillalodilar

Basc1 kiigodoki itlora baxib,
Yaninda durana no iso dedi.
Hor seyi birinci duyan alabas,
Bu gizli gorxunu hiss elomadi,

Bu geco itlori giillolodilor.

Ug qorxaq balaydu, biri anaydi,
Ugii diimag idi, biri qaraydi.
Gotiirdi kiigoni hay- haraylari,
Qaldi kiigalords ¢orak paylari,
Sular1 aglaya - aglaya qaldi.
Kiigoni siipiiron qoca gadin da
Balaca {iziinii ovcuna aldi-

Bu geca itlori giillaladilor.

Saslori pancara stisasi Kimi,
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Asfalt dosamaya sopalonirdi.
Usagqlar yuxudan oyanirdilar,

Elo bil adamlar gillslonirdi.

Itin bogazindan kasilon ¢orak,
Asfaltin iistiindo can veran iirak,
Allah1 ¢agirdi, Allahi baxirdi...
Allah esidirdi, Allah bilirdi...
Coldo taxilimiz géyarmayirdi...
Itlarin saslori goya ¢ixirdi,

Ruzumuz, suyumuz yoxa ¢ixirdi.

Balaca ayagqlar, diimag ayaqlar,
Sevdiyi torpagdan gopa bilimirdi.
O yana - bu yana qagirdi itlar,

Bir insan oglunu tapa bilmirdi.

Bu geca itlori giillaladilor,
Torpag indan bels gan bitiracak.
Ayagimiz altda qalan ¢oroyi,

Gorason kiigodon kim gotiiracok?!
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Cevrilma

Yagisin i¢inds qadin allorinin olmagi
siibhasizdi.

Yagis koynayimin sokiilmiis
ditymasini iynaloyanda
qadin allorini tanidim.

Yagis qadinlarin sinonimidir,
Balka do o biri tiziidiir.
Biitiin yagislar o biri iiziino
cevrilmis qadinlardi.

Biitiin qadinlar o biri

tizlino ¢evrilmis yagislardi.
Kisilar ds o biri liziino
cevrilmis kiiloklordi.
Kiilayin o biri {izii kisidir.
Qadinlar yagis iizlino
geviran

kisilorin kiilok {izlino
cevrilmoasidir,

Kisilarin da o tiziina
cevrilmasi sobabi

yasadig1 bosluqdur.

Monasiz

Buludlarin sans oxsadigi yaxst yadimdadi,
Sondon kegmis yagirdi,
On ¢ox sani moktublarina gora sevdim.

Moan abadiyyata nifrat edirom,
Obadi sevgilor tamamilo manasizdi.
Bizi sevgi goymurdu

bir-birimizi basa diisok.

Sevgini unutduq

motbax sinfoniyasinin
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sodalar altinda

insan oldugumuzu anladiq,

Nays ehtiyacimiz oldugunu bildik,
Adam dilinda s6hbat elodik.

Man sani sevonds an pis adam
oldugunu bilirdim.

Amma sonra anladim ki,

son diinyanin on yaxsi qadinisan.
Sevgi seirlorim monasizdi
oxuma.

On yaxsist budur ki,
Bax, gor sano no almisam.

Besillik

Mohobbatin bos vo moanasiz bir sey oldugunu
axir ki, anladiq

Mohabbat eqoizim va intiriga moanbayidir .
Moahhabbat hisslorin 6tiismasi

Sevanlarin bir- birin {iziino durmasidir.
Ailalori mohobbot dagitdigini

Bir dofalik anla vo basa diis.

Mohobbat “Mon” demokdir

Mon olan yerdas ikinci

Mon yoxdur.

Mohobbat basqa birisinin

Etibarinin yoxa ¢ixmasinin siibutudur.
Mohobbat birinin basqa birisi

tizarinda goalobasidir.

Mohabbat yoxlugun isbatidir.

Mahabbat tazyiqdir
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Mohabbat sbadi deyil asla
Olsa - olsa
kohno kisilor demis

besillikdir.

Qusa seirlar

**k*k

Mandan sana vasiyyat,
Homiso etibari kigik seylordo ara.
Onsuz da omriimiiz o qodar kigikdir ki,

Boyiik seylars ehtiyac olmayacag.

Avyaglarini neca sevdiyimi
unutmaram tokca.

Ancaq o ayaqlarin

Sahibi son oldugunu bilanda

Buna da s6z vermiram.

* % *

Ayaqqabular bir
dogulsalar da

goriisa billmir,
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Bu tay, o taya
xatirasini

danisa bilmir.

* * *

Sevgido biitiin sarhadlori kegdi,
Indi morkazds dayanmus...

Ozii do pesiman.

* % *

Hokimlar deyir,
Monim bu giinlorda 6locayimi.
Qarsinda uzanmagima goro

bagislarsan!

* * *

Bolks do dmriimiin sonuna az qalir,
ki¢ik bir zaman ¢argivasi.

Vaxt dar oldugundan,

Atilib - diismayimi

Anlamaga ¢alis.

* k%

Quzil tiziiklo
hobs etdiyim

barmagindan sorusuram
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monsiz kegan giinlarini,
etibarli dustaq tok

o da dinmir.

*k*

Balka do son on xayanotkar
adamsan,
Mon buna inanmagq istomadiyimdan

azab ¢okirom.

*k*x

[lahi, monos yazigin golsin
Qoyma ollorimi
telefon nomroloring uzatmaga,

qryma kondir dilimdan asilim.

*kk

Xos sozlor deyands sano
Azaciq liziimo giiliimsayirsan.
Sana na dediyimi

Sorussam,

Boalka da cavab vers bilmazsan.

*k*x
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Balka sondan basqa
|Sevmaya kimsa var.

Balks 0 daha tobassiimlii
Daha tocriibasiz vo alacsiz,
Moani kimi kimsasiz

Moani kimi anasiz.

*kk

Bir giin oyanmamagimdan,
divanim aglar.

Hars bir ciir aglar,

Ancaq Turalim bu ciir aglar:

“Ata dur get isino”.

*k*

Gozlorim tirayimin sahili,
Urayim ddyiiniir...doniz ddyiinir...

Urayimin lopasidir goz yasim.

* k% %

Moan bilirdim,

Bizi 6liim ayira bilmaz,
Ancaq xirda bir seyin
ayira bilocayins inanirdim.

O vaxt ki, san manimlo toklikda
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Hoyacanlanib, insanlar arasinda
Sakit va hayacansiz

Dayanmagq bacarigini bilondo.

* % *

Aglamagimi,

Neco yaziq olmagimi

Sana desam,

Deyacayin bir ciimladan gorxuram:

“ Bu, hordon sondos olur”.

Yadindadi, dagda
top oynamagimiz?
Vay... Bu da sanin

yadinda deyil.

* k% %

Qucaglamadim soni

Qucagim 6ldii acindan.

**k*x

Tokam, evim ela genisdi ki,
Bu genislik godor acam,

Bu genislik godar yoxam.
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*k*x

Ay Kisi, doymo arvadini
ay allorin qurusun

Heg bilirsan onu kim sevirdi?

**k*k

Ay aman,

Bu gar topunu opiirom
Uziimii qgoyuram iisto.

Bu qar donmus goz yasidi

GoOzlimii qoyuram fiista.

*k*

Soharin atayi kimi
olin galib alimdo.
*x x
Goroson bu agac no yuxu goriir?
Yadinda qalirmi
Bu timidsiz galisim,
Bu timidsiz gedigim ?!
Qalirsa, qalirsa agor,
Onda bu agacin mavi somasi
Oziinii atar yero
Bir qucaq pambiq kimi.

Bos galar, bos galar eloco gdydo

www . kitabxana.net — Milli Virtual Kitabxana



http://www.kitabxana.net/

O mavi samanin alinin yeri.

* * *

Miitlag golin sabaha,

yadinizdan ¢ixmasin ha!

Sorgo ayaqlari
damir damimz Usta.
Korps qizimin ayagi

damir dizimin usta.

* * *

Quslar lalok sald1 yolumun iista
moktub kimi,

Moani aldatmagq tigiin.

* k% %

Oyunlar1 dodagimda donan,
anas1 kdynayini yumayan
qiris - quris fikirli usaq,

gal manmlo top oyna.
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* * *

Ay moni gabrimds
gozon qarisqa,
Saono gan galmadi

moni bagisla.

* k% %

Yaxsidir sohordo
pamidor satmagq,
Ziiliimdiir bu kandda

miiallim olmag.

* x x
Oglum, sag olsaydim
Sona dost olardim
hoyan olardim,
Titroyan dizina

qurban olardim.

* k% %

Cicok apariram

Mmana toxunma,
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Oy... yavas azilor

bandvsalorim.

* * %

Qizinin gdygayin
su satan alir,
No deyim no deyim

bels vatona.

* * *

Moan 6ziim cohannam
balama hayif,
Hami bazar tikdi,

mon ser yazdim.

Oy, yaziq ayaqlarim, oy
Man 6landa

hosratin yanima sigismayacagq.

* * *

Basa diisonacan,
anlayanacan,

No ¢okdim, ¢atmadi
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alim bir yera.

* * *

Sentyabr ay1 doludur sonloa

* % *

Qulagimi tor kimi
atmisam siikuta

Sas tuturam siikutdan.

* * *

Bir barmaqdan diisdii tizik,

Bir qola qolbaq doymadi.

* * *

Qoribadi eey... 6liim
Bolka do mons baxib,

Giilmakdan oliir 91 Karim.

Bahar qisin doymis vaxtdi,

Qis baharin kal vaxtidir.

* k% %
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Baligiyam bu yagisin
Uziib getmok istayirom
Sani qoyub galdiyim yera.
Doniib getmok istayirom

aldanmagima.

* * *

Ah qadmlar!

Siz abort masasinadan
Diisondan sonra,

Bar1 hec olmasa

usaq diikanindan

lizr istoyin.

*k*x

Kiiconi siipiiron kisi
Mini yubkali
“gohba” soziinii
tiiptirdii kiicoys,
Bolko maasi

az olduguna goro,
Boalka do usagi

ac qaldigina gora.
Amma yens do

Hor seydon
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ozab cokir qadinliq.

**k*x

Dayan,
Qizlar manco,

barmaglarindan ibaratdir.

* kx *

Qapin baglamigam ki,
doymays bir sey olsun,
Hayif deyil,

O saso godar yiiyiiriib yasamag...

* * *

Misralar san ti¢iin
darixdigindan
ips sapa yatmur,

gafiyosizdi.

* * *

Qollar1 0 qizin
qardas1 olar,
Yatarlar horosi

bir torofindo.
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* k% %

Goziiniin istiindo
gozdirdiyinin
Ayagi altinda

galmaq olurmus.

* k% %

Bir tiziik barmagin
yaralamigdi
Olmur barmagina

basqa bir liziik

* * *

Ollorin baliqdi

bir giin yolda

Ollorimi tilov atib
tutmagq istadim ollarini,
Tuta bilmadim

Gordiim bir qizil tiziik udub allarini.

**k*x

O qizn ollari solub.
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