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PREFACE

For lovers of poetry this collection is a rare gift. It opens the
door into a world of verse almost completely unknown fo English-
speaking readers. Afthough the Uzbek classical tradition— or at
least the Turko-Persian literary matrix from which it sprang—
has long been accessible to both experts and intrepid amateurs,
Uzbek modernism is truly terra incognita.

The movement stems from impuises common to all «mod-
ernisms» — a reaction to the perceived exhaustion of language,
a wariness of the ideologies implicit in cerfain artistic forms— yet
the Uzbek national experience has given it a distinctive shape.
Uzbek poets have not lost touch with their literary past, but
rather seek to reinvigorate the old, applying traditional imagery
and themes in surprising new contexts. Perhaps because the
style does not represent an utter rejection of earlier traditions,
Uzbek modernism has not fallen into the traps common to much
contemporary verse. It is not experiment-for-experiment’s-sake.
!t is not self-referential to the point of opacity. Instead, it reminds
the reader of the unexpected beauties of the mundane. It
champions the ordinary person’s capacity for love, for patience,
for insight. It gazes through daily life into the divine.

Today’'s Uzbek poetry is the quirky, thoughtful expression of a
language finding itseif a new voice; a people finding themselves
a nhew way in the world. Through A'zam Obidov’s excellent trans-
lation, English-speaking readers will hear (for the first time in
such an extended format) the voice of the foremost of the current
generation of Uzbek poets. We have much to learn from it.

Rachel Harrell
January 29, 2005
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'UROZ HAYDAR

WHITE SHADOW

k¥

Ketcam peliMan y30K éknapra,
IOpak aca 3aMUHAEK XUMAND.
Kywmk aitrim kenyp 6ornapra,
AXnp, MEHM KYTMOKOA KNMIOVP.

TVp Tykuiiam ogpTob napéaa,
Jlek nap&HuWHr TyTraHn Kymaoup.
KOparvmpaa ToBYLLCU3 cano,
AXMp, MEHN KYTMOKAZ KNMAWUD.

Akc-cafio apyp 6y Xaér,
KyproHuaa TornraHnum 4umomp.
lFox non aTyp y3raya 6aér,
AXrp, MeHN KyTMOKDA KNMOWP.

Juirpopumra Todrnap iya kapab,
K¥3 TMKKaHiM 0TaM, CUHFUMAnP.
BakT kywumHu 3aHxunp6ana aidnab,
AXnp, MEHN KYTMOKAA KUMANP.

Kumaomp MeHu KytMokaa, axmp.
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* * %

{ wish to leave away a long way off,

But my heart is silent as the ground.

{ want to sing to gardens lovely songs,
Someone waits for me, you see, around.

In the river the sun knits a net,

But the river always holds sand.

In my heart there’s a noiseless sound,
Someone waits for me, you know, around.

In actual, this life is like an echo,

In it's fortress only grass | found.

And sometimes surprises me the rest,
Someone waits for me, in fact, around.

Every morning my farther and my sister
Look forward to my coming in the road.
Tightly chaining up a bird of time
Someone waits for me, you see, around.

Someone waits for me, in fact, around.
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OK CO4

O, 0K co9 - oNnokK apFyMoOK,
Xaénnapvm cyBaam caypaTauir.
K¥n o3ura tawnabmm yBok,
IOnpysnaphax Kywnap TapaTiavnr.

Kywwk 6yin kenyp cabopaH,
Xaén KManH Ky4yanu ganak.
CoMOH Wynu — oilamH HaBodaH
Wceuk HoHpan yaunngu iopak.

O, 0K c0oa ~ ONNoK apFyMOK,
EnnapvHrpaa xapaHrnanam TyH.
Acpuii op3y — 3yNMaTHWU KYBMOK,
Kowku 3yamat Tyraca 6yTyH.

O, OK cosi — OfMNoK apFyMOK,
Ok vinoHpai o CypancaH.
OnpyanapaaH EKUb wiamM4npok,
TyHHu Tabaccymra ypaicad.

O, oK cofl — OfNOK apFyMOK,

cy3

C¥3 Kyl amMac, 3aMuHiaH OFnp,
AMMO napgeos 3TUWIM MYMKWH.
OCMOH YHWHT ERFU3 KAHOTHK,
3aMWH 3ca 4expacu YHUHF.

C¥3 wyHaainH caxmnii Ba xoTam,
danak TowmH BeTuH Tapanan.
Y onamra BokxkaHnga xam

Ky&iu ky3n BunaH kapanow.
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A WHITE SHADOW

Oh, white shadow — a white saddle-horse,
You have spattered as water my thought.
Having cast the crumbs on take shore
From the stars you spread the tunes a lot.

Wind is giving out smeil of song,
Heaven is embracing fancy’s daughter.
From the Milky Way — a brilliant tone
Heart fell down as a fervent patty.

Oh, white shadow — a white saddle-horse,
Night is jingling in your lengthy manes.

To drive dark is old dream, by force,

It wishes darkness never will remain.

Oh, white shadow — a white saddle-horse,
Like a serpent you ask always light.
Setiing fire from the distant stars

In a splendid smile you wrap up night.

Oh, white shadow — a white saddle-horse...

WORD

A word is not a bird, it's heavier
Than the earth and it may fly too high.
Its only wing is the endless sky,

The earth is its open face.

A word is such a lavish and generous,

It combs a stone of the heavens without a cutter.
Even when it iooks at the world

It'H glance with the eyes of the sun.
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KAMOKXOHA KYIIIUFHA

Tynnop kyHnap kamanub érap,
MaHxapara TmpmMallraH OCMOH.
ByxynnapHu wnkuc yirFotap,
Xypknragu KysnapHu MceéH.

Osoanap Yypmanat aesopaa
TupHoOKnapaa KoH 6¥nub xotap.
MaHxapaHn 6ysonmait, Kyimno,
Tynnop KyHnap kamanub tap.

*kk

MaHoB 4Yum Tawumiagn Kypranm KyproH,
Ky4yapaH Tow Tonca yira rawuvinaun.
KyiixoHa kypait ne6 6oluKacu capcoH,
Kywnuk emuid nyk neb rox 6o kawwmngw.
OT6oKap OTUHWHI EnvHN cunab
Heua kynkapwaaH 3otaap YyMUABOD.
XoTuH-Ky apura ayonap tunab
Bup y3yK ¥iimaa TyHy KyH 6enop.
Xywtak yanranu4ya y3 6oru Konub
KyiuHn 6ona KywHuE BOFMHW TOWNaP.
Haun Ty nodnaidam HaivHmM 4anuo,
Foxo Tyit Tanawmb okapTrad co4nap.
by He TanoTymaup, By He updao,
Xap knM ¥3 itynnaa 6Gopranavp unaam,
Ka4oH KYpFoH Kypra, € Tonras Haso,
bunmam, Xxamma yuyyH silaraH ogam.
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PRISON SONG

Racer days are imprisoned,
The sky climbs at a fence.
Riot wakes the body up,
And it frightens the eyes.

Voices creeping in the wall

Will harden in the nails.

Unable to destruct the fence
Remain arrested the racer days.

*k%

This man carries straw to build a mound,

Takes a stone found in the street.

The other one is troubled to build a shed,

There isn’t hay he says and scratches his head.
A groom rubbing hair of his horse
Is so hopeful to win the horserace.

- His wife praying everyday for God

Dreams only of a ring, in short.

A whistling boy that stones not his garden

But the orchard of the other neighbors.

A flutist waits for wedding all long day,

Sometimes with quarrel his hair turned gray.
What the brawl is this and what’s the trouble?
Everyone is going in his way.
Who knows, when will build his life a man
Living for all people every day?
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MYCABBHPTA

MeH kyknamuv 4n3ub Gep necam,
Yusub GepavHr xazoHpes pacnuH.
Anpoknapaek TYyKUnay Wy gam,

YHaa kypanm anpunuk pacMuH.
Huroxyumpoa TUTpaan XaxoH,
Cysra Tywurad kKysrygam TuHanm,
BespgupraHan TyHOB capaToH,
Narmpuupa wadgakgai cyHaum.

Nos-noe éHyp 60Fnap y1 kanab,

JapaxTnapHuHr TUnm Tyrunrat.

UxTusnb-pa dpanakum anpad

MeHuHIr xabn 3aMuH TYKUAraH.
Tonunb BepuHr 6axopuvm Aecam,
Yupaiuygra yopnaliap Ky3Hu.
MykoTraHra yxwainmMmns oLHam,
MkkoBMN3 xam 6aXopUMU3HI.

HOMADBIIYM OAAM

XammMma MeHzaH 6e30p, MeH XaM xammanas,
BUpoB 04 KONANMU, TYKMK, ULLIMM YK,
HoTtanuw oponra Wynum kemagaH

Tywnb xonraH kabw kant ypap KartTvk.

MaHa KaiiTMOKAaMaH 3HI CYHITW OBAAH,
IpkuHmMman, Tow oTub YiaHaw — By uwumMm.
AXUp TyKMnMmaraH Kapruil, MaKkTOBOaH
YTT13 UKKM TULLAAH BUPOHTA TULLIMM,

“Canom”, “xalip” cy3u uyunTmac acro,
YYunTmac Ky3 ey MaJiomar, anam.

KvMHUWHI razarura manxamamp,nnno,
Homabnym oponra ainasrad ofgam.

10
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TO AN ARTIST

| asked you to draw a green season,
But you made a fall.

It fell down as leaves at once,

| saw a picture of separation in it.

The world trembled in my eyes,
| cooled as a mirror in water.

The heat annoyed me that day,
| stewed as horizon in the cold.

Gardens are as red as ardent,
Trees are dumb.

Deceiving the heavens as me
The earth fell down.

Give me my spring, | ask them,
But they call the fall.

It seems to me, my friend,

We lost our spring.

STRANGER

All people hate me and | annoy them,
| don't care they are full or hungry.
As a traveler left in a desert island
My heart beats quickly.

I'm returning from the last hunting,

| am free and throwing stones is my business.
After all no tooth from thirty-two has fallen
From the curse and praise.

The wordé “hello” and "good-bye” do not frighten,
Teardrop, reproof and distress do not scare.

But a man turned into an unknown island
Is the remedy for someone’s iliness

1
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*kt

YK, 6olwmmMra KyHAMPMaHrn3 TOX,

AnTUOTY KapoOMaT HEeYyH.

Onam acnu TynaHmaraH 60X,

tlly 3aMMHHK ceBraHnHr yuyH.
Tupuknnk 6y — NKPOPJIMK, XONOC,
O, MHTUKOM — XYPANK HULLOHMW.
CeH ¥3uHrgan 6ynamHrMn xanoc,
TonTap, AHYap IPKHUHI KALLEHW,

Mappan Ty3ap PyXMHM KaHOTH,

Towpai Terap MypyBBart, QJIKuLL.

KukupnaAau koHura 6o0tmb:

XaéT — MyLIYK OF3103ru KyLu.

AKUIATIAPACT

Tapo3wnpa TopTap LWamMoNiHu,

Bakr BasHuUH aHMKnacam nep.

CaBo6 atap KyH-TyH YBORHH,

CeHn kMp oeb, y3uH arap Ep.
Arap TaxTra Kynrygan 6ynca,
Ep 103uHn konnarai TymaH.
Kysna6 conrait py6apy kenca
NairamBaphn xaccacu 6unat.

HXTUETKOP BONUIHNK,

XuHnap rynxaH éxub 6aam Kypap,
Fox uprFiwinab, rox aymanawiap.
YHW aca anaHrFoq aTnb
Macxapanap roxyga Townap.
K¥n-0&rnH 6oFnalumé cyHrpa
Yykka Tawnab kuayp cason.
Yanak 4anap MynosumMnapm,
MamHyH Kapwunapam Kaschinx,
MyuwT TywiraHaek 1o3ura Tynkyc,
YitroHapkas kenub xyluira.
YAKyCuHN By3raHu yuyH,
XandcaH 3bsoH KWAAW Tywura.

12
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*k%

No, f don’t need a crown,

What for kindness and wonder?
The world is an unpaid duty,
Because you love this land.

Existence is confession only,

Oh, revenge is evidence of freedom.

Have you get rid of yourseif,

Chain of liberty treads down and grinds.
Wings of spirit dishevels like a feather,
Charity and applause seem like a stone.
It giggles all in blood:

Life is a bird in the mouth of the cat.

BIGOT

He weighs wind on a scale,
He wishes to determine weight of time..
He calls squander a kind deed, '
He thinks he is the earth and you’ re a hill.
If he-becomes a king
The world will be in mist.
If he meets a prophet
He will oust him with his stick.

A CAUTIOUS PRINCIPLE

Genies feast around the fire

They leap and somersault.

Stones make him naked

And make a mock of him.
They muffle up his hands and legs,
Cast him to the fire.
The genies applaud everywhere
They look at his dying.

As if someone stroke fair in his face,

He wakes up at once.

And he rebuked his dream

Because it broke his sleep.

13
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T'VIAK

AyH8aa axr T03a 4evakaup,
AdypaaH To3a, wabHampaH To3a.
Bbokupanuk 606uaa ap3vp
danak yHpaH onca aHzn03a.

’ Bupos 6unaH acno uwin vk,
dakaTt TaHUP KyBOHY, KYAI'YHU.
Orpuiiguras akn Tmwm NyK,
AnpaipuraH cy3am WYK yHUHr.

IOHP CEBI'HCH

Cen yykyp XYPCHHAWHI, KON KyuMaan,
X¥YpcuHUK enrnaaH 6apr xam yumaan.
HossoW xyTrasnaexk TaHOMp COBYLUWMH,
dakat ByXyn TYMOW epHUHT TOBYLUMH.
IOpak KyMcoatgam TyKnagn HevyH?
TyxTaTonMac 03T1a epakn kyuu.
Bakr — xapcaHr 6ynca, kymra ainaxap,
Kapa, 6up Hykrara 6up y1 6ofinanap.
XKoHuMm, apasnama, XypcuHMa acno,
CeHcna OytyH 6opnnk konraii 6eHaso.
* AHa Ky3napuHraa TanupnagTvp
Myxa66art gopura ocuaraH woup.

KAWTHII YUIITACH

Ky&uw manry canéx, umntacua aMmmo,

Caitépanapapo ke3agy 6ekyT.

BynyT Tycraspa xam 4ypK 3TMac 3vHXop,

Oxun myitcadnanek cysvga cobur.
BakTHUHI yunTacy WK, TUHMa# TannuHap
Kaiicap nynosunpai optra 6ypunman.
AHa, ATOATCU3 TannuHap MUNnNap
ABaavsT ToWMra ypunman.,

Yxap ot nunnapan Tutunmb osap,

OpTtra 6ypunmuwigaH kKMnraHgan xasap.

YAapHUHr XaMMacH, TYWYHWHI, acnu,

YHYTUG KOonavprad KaATui YMNTacuH.,

14
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INFANT

The pure blossom in the world,
Better than the pearl and dew.
And the sky may take a mould
From his purity anew.

It's all the same to him, in fact,

Only for enjoyment fit.

A wisdom toothache is neglect,

" He has not a word to cheat.

POETS’ LOVE

You heave a groan, a rock didn't move,

A leaf did not grow from the blow of the groan
Like a baker waiting for cooling his oven

Only a body felt the sound of the earth.
Why-did my heart slope down like-a sandglass?
Hundred Hercules can’t stop.it..

If time is.a.rock; it willturn to sand;

Look;one thing is tied.up to one place.
My.darting, do not take offence and never sigh,
The entire world is dull for me without you.

In your eyes there is a troublesome poet
Come to the gallows of Love,

RETURN TICKET

The sun is the eternal traveler, but it has no ticket,

It tours through the planets uniuckily.

When overcastted it says nothing,

It keeps the word as a clever old man.
The time has no ticket; it is always in advance
Like a stubborn traveler does not look back.
Look, disobedient hands of the watch strive
Not being touched with the stone of eternity.

The stubborn moon is moving frayed like a cocoon

As if it disdains from stepping asidg.

Know, all of them, in actual,

Forgot to take their return tickets.

Translated by Azam Obidov
15
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BAHROM RUZIMUHAMMAD

DAVSAMAN

*%k

Tow kabu xyynu, onoBaEK aKNCH3,
xuhpa rynn kabw dacnra 6enapso,
ryoak kabu nroaTtkop.

Fost utoartkop,

XaTTo ¥3 0BO3UOAaH ¥3u Kypkaau
yyyub Tywap ¥3 xypparuaas.

TEJIBA

Burra nap onub onap-aa, KywnaH
TYNpokxa Kymap

CYHr aca

Kyl yHUG YNKMOFIMH KyTaau Tenba.
Bup X0BYY YPYFHU

Kyl yacura tawnab yrapy

Maica YHMOFUra MLIoHap KaTTuk,

KOPA MYHOIYK

TyHAQ XaMmMa yxnanauraH nanr
yaxkanox, nurucud Yrupnab acra
TalKapura Yukud kerap y.
{4yumb yiiroHaam Oup aén
yWKy Ba 6e0pAuK opanuriaa
anna kotnb Typap antunmain).
Tawkapupa rygak iMrFucu
KON-KOPOHFM BYLUINKMK nunpa
6artrap Ky4asgn, 6aTTap Kydaap.
{4y yiAFoHaon Bup aén
yiky Ba Hepopank opanurvaa
anna kotnb Typap antuamain).
Anawnd ropubam bup AnFK
Oy TOBYLIHW KUM YFUMpnaraH
KopoHFraa kypub 6ynmMac xed
16
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As strong as a stone, mindless as fire,

as blossom of loeaster remains indifferent to seasons
obedient as a baby

too obedient,

even he’s afraid of his own voice

he quivers from his own snoring.

INSANE

He plucks a fowl

buries into the soil

and then

waits for vegetation of a bird.

He casts seeds in cupped hand

1o a bird’s nest

and believes that grass will grow there.

BLACK CAT

At night when all people go to bed
steeling a baby’s cry on the sly

it will go out.

(flinching wakes up a woman
between the sleep and insomnia
lullaby stiffens )

A baby’s weeping outside

within the black emptiness

it increase more and more
(flinching wakes up a woman
between the sleep and insomnia
lullaby stiffens )

Weeping is going astray

who stole this sound

it's impossible to see it in the darkness

17
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JOHUIIMAHIHWHT KUTOBHU

JAdoHniumangHnHr
ALUMA MYKOBaSIM KMTODMHK
YKUAcaH

acTa-CekwH

Xynay vyBan4yaHr KY3ronaéTraHpek
YMBMHHMWHI WakKnura kmpap xapdnap
KaHOTUHWM Kalpab Typap ceH YyKMETranaa
Yyku6 6utupcanr yanb ketapnap

JOHUWIMaHOHWHN AU MyKOBann KUTobu
xapdnappaH 6ywad Konagw
TYTKYHAWKAAH CeH OYaTavHr ynapHu
AHYMAraH ORaMAapHK KypacaH KenunH

opsy-ymMuanapHn tepub onapnap
KaillTapaH-KalnTagan

AH-4ap-nap

KyNokHn BeknracaH

Kap 6ynnwpaH Kypkmb

JOHULLIMaHOHWHI ALWWMA MyKOBaNWU KUTO6M
MaHry KkabpTouw

GyHpali ToluHW ymMpyumMm 6uHo 6Ynub kipmManum
HUMa KWIMOKYMUIap ¥3u BuanapHun

18
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A SAGE’S BOOK

You read
a green-bound book
of a sage

gradually

like a worm that's moving forward
letters take the form of a midge
when you read it sharpens its wings
they fly away when you finish reading

the green-bound book of the sage
empties from the letters

you set them free from prison
you'll see the ground people then

they pick derams and hopes
again and again

they grind

you'll close your eyes

not to become deaf

The green-bound book of the sage
is an eternal tombstone

I've never seen such stone

is it a steel lattice

what are they going to do with us

19
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YkuiicaH

YiuidcaH

KabpTow GUTUKNapUH aHam Bupma-oump
3aHropn KaHOTAapwH Tapab

MutTn dapmrwitanap

KY3uHraaH 6exnHnb Typuwap

K¥3 loryptupcanr 6ac

6UpP-BUPUH NHXUIA KNPTYOEK

JMp-AMp TUTpapnap

Paxm-wadxart kun

ONNCPOK KeTrun

XYA0 KapFarax ywan goHNWMaHAHWHE
3pMak yuYyH apatradH Malwrynotm Kownnad

ki

MeHn TaHuMra sarxup6aHg kunavwnap

nannokKa
KOByLUra
Kyinakka sanxupbana knngunap MeHu

Oup KyHun HapvacuH Tawnab ketapmaH
MeHra eénuwmnb
PYXMM KOAAXaK OMOH

34Hau MeH
3HOAN MeH

KauoH Bup apKMHPOK, AluaiMaH
Wy CYHIW XankanaH Kytynuo

20
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again and again

you read

epitaphs

combing their green wings

tiny angels

hide themselves from your eyes
when you look at them

they tremble

as they seek shelter

in each other’s bosom

show mercy

keep away

from the funny Exercise
of the accursed sage

*kk

They enchained me to my own body

to socks
boots
and shirts they enchained me

once | will leave all of them
my spirit will only stay
safe and sound

now |
now |

when shall | live free
getting rid of this last chain

21
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*kk

canruHa ryboppaH Tapc épunaraH ryn
KYWHWHE XOHULIWHW 10TraH 31 FyHua
TYH YYKCHH WNOXUIA TyCcra Kupacus
ryé ToHr oTMmaiigy 3HAN Xe4 Ka“oH
Kuémartra kagap daprnap wusmpm
O WwybRacKu-na Ty3rad UTTMAOoK
Ltadpak, ToBAGHApKAH Xy EKyTaeK
KYPKMHYIN TyiOnap Bolyrnn cacw
aMMo Xyl ékaam MmeHra by KypKyB
GOpNKKHK 3rannap OK Kopa Ku3nun
6up-Gupura xanan SepMmanam pasdriap
XaMmacw ¥3iuua TaHxo Ba €nFn3
BY OKWOMHWUHI MYHI N KYLUWFK

JABCAMAH
MNpogeccop NMHrebopr bannaygpra

JKyHnapw xypnairaH Ba AanTupox,

Ky3napyi Kun-Kkuaun

TYMLIYFA Y3YH

Haduc xapakatnap vna

MO30pAaH Mo30pra cakpab opaaw
Mkky TOMYM KOHREK KYy3napwuHu
Trkub Typap akaH 3MNUCTOHNIUKKA
xysunnab 6opap padbaraH

Ol WwybnacuHu Ky3roTaay 1ONFyHNap

KOTMS yXxnap MUHI MWK TYNpox

TYLW Kypuylra-4a Kygsarcus Tynpox,

Tapanub Typaau 6Mp XOpFUH AKFN
XKomeb MacxkuanHurr ky66anapuaa
wybnanap 6up-6UPKH N3MAAH KyBap
Xxanka 6ynué anaHagam cyHr

YuHknpab AnFnaigm 4akanox

IONFyHAAp XYp 6ynap TyNpokK xam

KOBXvparaH 08o3 una inrFnanam

ky66anapra ypuiaam YMHKUPKK

22

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi



k%

a flower cracked from the smallest dust
a bud that swallowed tune of singing bird
night falls and you become celestial
as if dawn will never light today
until doomsday whisper of the leaves
with the moon-light entered into union
when horizon flashes as a ruby
it seems that voice of owl is so awful
but | take great pleasure from this fear
white red black come over all subsistence
colors do not hinder one another
each of them is lonely and unique
It's a sorrowful song of the night

DAVSAMAN
To professor Ingeborg Baldauf

Hairs are tousied and bright
eyes are very red
beak is long
with tender motions
leaps from a grave to another
when glaring at darkness
with the eyes like two drop of blood
empties all of a sudden
Verdure disturbs the moon-iight
millennial soil is in strong asleep
50 weak soil that not able to dream
one can hear a weary weeping
on the dome of the praying mosque
light rays pursue each other
and revolve like a circle
a baby weeps noisily
the soil that the grasses join
weeps with faded voice
cry strikes against the domes
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LyHaa MKW o8rFypa TWK Typap fascamad
pyxnap paspacura Kywunap kenub
YAAPHUHI BemMabHU YAnHAGPUHU

Ky3aTv0 XXMM KoTap

JaBcaMaH Ly TaxauT yxnanam

YiiroHMok4n 6¥nagn gascaMad ToHraa
XUCMUMHU Xed ceamalian bupok,
KY3WUHM OYULLIA YPUHraH Maxan

ApK aTM6 rynnaign 10AFyH FyH4acu
3pub 6uTraHnem wyHaa éunap y

Xomeb MacxunamHnHr ky66anapvaa
6YpTun6 ynraspkaH maxobar
apBoxnap HadacuH uura ioTagm

MoO30pUCTOH TYHUHWUHI NOALLIOXY
XUCMUHN WwabHamMmra ypawrad Maxnyk,
XyHnapu Xypnairad sa anrupox
Kyanapu wadakpaHr

OBO3K Kopa

YAaKANOKHWHI K¥3UTa MeHIr3ap oBo3u
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then davsaman stands in its two legs
joins the circle of spirits

watches their senseless game

and keeps silence

davsaman sieeps like this

davsaman wants to wake up in the morning
but it does not feel its own body

when it ties to open eyes

bud of verdure blooms at once

only then it knows that became so melted

On the dome of the praying mosqgue
when swelling up the majesty grows
the spirits hold their breath

King of the cemetery night

a creature distributed its body to dews
tousied and bright

red-eyed

black-voiced

its voice is likea baby’'s eye

Transiated by Azam Obidov
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KAPFAJITAH

31 6ynyT KeMTurmum Tonub

ot Hypwn vna uwnos Gepysun NApaO3 KMAYBYK

wamosra ByHaan acma aebd Kyéwra Ba oWra aaxum
6ysnmaraH Hypnapra 6yHaai Tyiuma ae6 taH6ex bepysum

3l Mancanap XMamHu ryanap xuanaaH axparmb
TadOBYTHMHY UMO-MiLOpa BunaH TYFpU KYpCcaTyB4m

coinap wunaMpawmnaa 6yabyaHnHE caxapri Hoamwnra
VXwianauraH yuwokkmHa HonaHu Tonub 6epysun

EMFMpAAaH Keni Mesanapw capxun nuwrax 6oraa

Kopa aHXMUPHUHI OUMOKHY Epryaex WwpuH waxkap whoprHn
pyX ToBRaHunapura roaraa dopanm neb unysun

Ba AyHEAAH YMUIMHN y3raH Kyanapu Hypcu3 KaMnupra
HanaHn xyHOywra kenraH 60Kkvpa nNanTnapyHn cCRarysun:
fibHU OfiaM Ba KyPT-KyMYpPCKa AapaxT AIfNpoK TOW XamMpaa
waxapnap xaMaa dacnaap cuécarnap Tysymaap capkapaanap
poxubanap sa ¢oxuiianap masxabnap KyppHUHI XuiMa-xun
lwaknnapy yaraHnapuaas cysr intraHnapuaad cyHr 6apubnp
AYKNUK Aen atanyeum 4OXAa ¥3apo TyTaiuMiiu 3apypar
AKAHAUIWHKY YYKYD TYWYHraH Ba OyHU TywlyHTMpa ONMaik
AvNTaHr 6ynraH 3ot

CeH ynyr nbTuionaH Hapmpokka bup kagam 6ocamHr

wy 60MC ARNOXHUHT Kaxpu Kenam

nainrambap Kapragu cexm

LWAWTOHM nanKaak-aa 6arrappok 6ynanHr

6UPOK CEHMHI PYXUSITUHTHW TYIAMPraH 3aBKy WaBk

VKKK iYHEAA XaM YK dakat ceHga 6op

an abaguii AMFK 31 abaguii Kynry a3k abaaun XuMnux
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Accursed

© you who found a flaw in a cloud

and touched it up with moonbeams

who told the wind not to blow like that

and scolded all lights but the sun and moon for shining

o0 you who distinguished the scent of green shoots from the
fragrance of flowers

and pointed out their difference with a gesture

who heard in the murmur of streams a distant sobbing
reminiscent of the nightingale’s morning whine

who found the sharp-sweet smell of black figs

ripening in an orchard after the rain

essential to the sparkling of your soul

who reminded a dull-eyed old woman long since disenchanted
with this world

of how her virginal body once awoke

that man and insect tree leaf stone and

cities and seasons politics regimes gene-

rals nuns prostitutes sects all sorts of

infidels after they die after they’re gone nonetheless

will fall together into the pit called non-existence

you who understand the deep necessity of all this but can’t ex-
plain it

profoundly disappointed creature

You took one step away from the great beginning

and for this Allah’s wrath descended

the prophet cursed you

you became worse even than satan

yet the ecstasy that fills your soul

no one in this world or the next no one possesses but you

o infinite weeping o infinite mirth o infinite silence.
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XKA3ABA

OnnoxpaHx n6o xmnnb

Onnox, “CMWUH 3UKP KMAMACAAH
KWN-QNIaHFod

paxcra Tywmokaa cydbu

Kyinnab 106opagm ky3 ELLnapK Xam
aHr waddogp kyra

Hapuc bup xuianmra
KWAMHKG-KMAMHWG

pakcra TYLMOKRa cydu

Kason myannax

KA30M MYTHOK

Xvpkacura ypanub Maxse 6ynaunap
OCMOH Mnawiaam oéknapura
TUPHOFMra énnwagy 1naysnap

Ky&lwHy konroxaek VidHailgw cydpu
YMMOHHUW XOByUYRap coxmbkapomar
aHaI-XaK aHan-xak '
Xasasara Tywmb

HEeHK ApaTUlEHK BuAmanay cydm
Y3uHu sipatap Takpop Ba Takpop

JHan paxc cydwura Tywap
OXaHr afnaHagy Kysnapra
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ECSTASY

Abashed before Ailah
unable to speak His name
stark naked

the sufi dances

He bursts into song his tears sing with him
layer after layer he puts on

transparent melody

in the softest of garments

the sufi dances

Uncertain death

. certain death

have folded themselves in his shroud and vanished
the sky tangles beneath his feet

stars clutch at his fingertips

The sufi plays ball with the sun

master of marvels he cups the sea in his hands
ana-1-haqq ana-l-haqq

entering ecstasy

unawares

he creates himself again and again

Now the dance is dancing the sufi
the music has become his eyes

-
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* % k

Bynbyn HarmMacuHn BacTanaraH Kum

KM Yinab TonraH sanu3 MCUHK

Hapr TUTPOFUHN KM KMAraH UXTUPO

KWMM Tywinaphu co3nab Typysuun
ONUCHATraH KUM ongysnapti 6usgan
TYWHUHr Hapéruaa Huma 6op akaH
macxapabosnapmu xuaanii kac dyHpa
TYHOAHAA Y3YHPOK 3KaH-KY aHyX
aHOyX 1010y3 CORCUMUKMH

HAPBOH TacuUP TYCYPU MOMaKanaupox

Opam ATo XaHHaTaaH Tywiaértrasaa

wyHaal WoBKWUH TYpras axTumon

OMp Xygasm KAMNTUPOK BynyT

ETTUHYYK OCMOHTra YMK1G KeTraH 4ok,
EHapKYPTHY EHAMPIraH Kan Kyd
IopakHu. UK 6opa TenTuprad HUMa
KMM 3KaH TyuinapHu cosnab typysuu
KM YiAnab TonraH annu3 HCrHW
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* % %

Who wrote the score for the nightingale
who came up with the smell of mint
who invented the rustling of leaves
who orchestrates our dreams
who put the stars so far from us
what lies on the further shore of sleep
is foolery a serious profession
since grief is longer than the night
is it perhaps the shadow of a star
could thunder be the creaking of the ladder
Father Adam climbed down out of heaven
maybe it's the clatter that came with him
while a single flashing cloud
shot up to heaven
what power set the glow-worm glowing
what first caused our hearts to beat
who is the orchestrator of dreams
who came up with the smell of mint

Translated by Rachel Harrell
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AZAM OBIDOW

A MRACLE 1S ON THE WAY

I0PT

Cenu 60p ayHEnaH aiipo KypMaauM,
EpKyH MaKTOBra xam KWIMacMaH TOoKarT,
Banku 3amMvHanpcaH 6ebaxo, Kaanm,
Banky camo cyitraH asamar Xuikar.

Man ¢akar wyHaamMm, axup caopar
Kyuyca 6ynagepap y3ara anga xam,
E vnuK XOHKWHITa eTca Xapoxat
Tonunyp Berapa3 Kyimnyp mManxam.

Banku cenpanurm Gaxtavp 6up Tyran,
KyBoHuuM xam Banku rawnvxnaHd 6mucep,
dakaT KyHrunaaH 6up Kynuiupad assan
E3nn xahrFy yuyH cesaman anbnop.

Cenn 6op gyHénaH aipo KypMacMaH,
Awnn xam 6up Ynkara 6oFnaHraq XoHMac,

DakaT Ly CYPOBMM: KeHraMKnapapo
HeuyH 6yTyH onam YaGekuctoHmac?!
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HOMELAND

| never take you from the world,
But don't go to make the praise,
Maybe country was you old,
Even sky the greatest says.

So right, a lucky can be one,

In any other place indeed.

OCr pain in soul you have done
Find out lightly could in need.

I live completely in your side,
Gladness more than grief exists.
But when laughing from the bright
I’'m to blame for rising fist.

| never take you from the world,
Heart is also not in run,

Why, | say, thus being gold,
Not all earth Uzbekistan?!
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CE3Ir'YM KYHIJIUM YPHUJA XKYPDBAT

MeH aHa Bup KyHHW JTKasaum
OpramMra xam TMpMallLraianp sakr.
Banku 10TAUM, 8Xya 10TKA3aNM,
YMPUMHK K¥N KU3FOHAUM akarT.

MuHr wwnxoar Ba 6up YT KaHw,
CyakHWHI 61 KOTraHu Hapup?
AXUP LIYHYE ALAa0 yKKaHUM —
Heku 6utra 6epunca — KAAP!

Cesrym KYHFIUM YpHUAA Xypbar,
Erap, opTra cypama, 3CKUM,
3Hom anpab ketonmac dypcear
EynmacMan §3 yMpumra keckuu!

BHP KYII BOP

Men 6u1p Kywra yxwap amuiuman,
Mocnuk TonnG xap un pacnura,
E3vmHit Xam TaHritMan KICMaH,
JHOM KAHOT YMKKAH acnhnaa.
JleknH MeHu yXIaTMaHr, Xanxor,
KypyK HOMra Maaxmus aintnd —
LyHpai kyw 60p, 8TCaHr-aa 0304,
Yuunt kupap xadacra KanTib,

Metin Ya Kywra yxwarmaHr!

BOKHWPA TYHLIAP

Xap Ke4 Kkunpuvrimra unatwiap onays,
Kownapum opTruaaH o YMKap QUxyH,
Kanbum papbo3acuy 4epTnboH, Mabloc,
MwiKniv kaporvmra MexmMoH 6ynap TyH.
Xap key, keyonMacmaH, KYKCUMHMN 33ub,
Cawmora TopTkMnap nokuaa Kyiunap.

Cu3 AyKens, «Y3umua ydonmacmus» aed
TYnFoHb ynkaam Gokupa Tywnap.
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I FEEL DARE IN

[ have spent a day one more,
Time catches tomorrow already.
| may be won or lost a score,
But for life was very greedy.

Where is an action and a light,
What is up with softy bone?

In my life | see at last

What is one — as VALUE known!

Stop to puli back, old living,
| dare feel instead of heart,
Now time is not deceiving,
And my life | never cut!

THERE ARE SUCH BIRDS

| once said, that I'm a bird,

All the seasons fit to me.

To know myself | never could,

To fly around wings to be.
I ask you never say me like,
Sing for nothing, make ado -
There are such birds, if open task,
Always flying back they do.

Please never call me like that bird!

PURE DREAMS

Star in eyelash every night,
Rises from the brow the Moon.
Knocking gateway of the heart
Evening like a guest comes soon
Every night quits very hard,
Let’s go, say me birds in teams.
“Where are you, we flying start -
Come near”, say me pure dreams.
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030P HAAUP

Osop Hagnp, 6¥nypMin3 30p-30p,
Ddupok Haaup, AMpOK-IANPOK YA,
By nyxécu Ousra Kenyp Top,
KeTaxakmna cesrura Myni-kyn.
Ox opxanyt Tonypmus naHox,
Opak 3un-3un, CoxXra xaHganap,
By wynpaiut 6ebako daHo,
Wwiknax ynap vilkeus 6anpanap.

TYH

LHykyp, TMHAWM LHOBKUH. CykyHarT.
Yi1 opTnga sepuxkaau ow,
Yxnaétup xopruH ykybar,
Murnaétran 6axrtamp, XoMHaxom.
Yop-arpodaa myapanam A4esop,
BocvHKMUpap ANaHFoY TOXaT.
Xyayacwvs 6up BataHHu Begop,
KYpKn6-xypKnG Kypuknap coar.

MYIMMHU NOWIAMIY MYBXU3A

Ypranub koncanam yauurea,
AuionMai Koncatavir MEHCU3 Xam,
CeBrnmunsra apMoH NCUHCa,
Kykcumusaa Hca YHCU3 Fam.
K¥aumpaa sntupok ymupg, 6op,
AnpadraH SyuKManvi naxpra,
by cesrvt MmeraaH-ga yMnasop,
CeHn xam KuMnaxak cexprap!
Tunnra Kankup cy3 aHTUKuG —
AunBapum, Gokupam, OXKN3aM...
{Opakka mexpaaH TyH TMKub
MYnuMHK nodnakon Mybxusa.
Anxon Kan® aH4YanuH 33uNran,
KumruHa iopubmna TYHCKU3 xam,
Nek BUp KyH ypraHcam y3uHrra
duionMai Konacan MeHCH3 Xam!
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HURT IS NOTHING

What is hurt, we do want meeting,
Parting’s nothing, far the way.
Coming this world all non-greeting,
Full in great love go away.
Breathing ever takes refuge,
Heart is broken - laughter why?
Thus non-backing past is huge,
From the fove all loveless die!

NIGHT

Thanks, stopped a noise. Just Silence,
The Moon is dull in home back.
The Grief is tired in the wildness
Maybe Luck in cold quakes.
All around a dozy Wall,
A naked Patience may disgorge.
An endless land - so being small -
Is saved by the frightened Watch.

A MIRACLE IS ON THE WAY

Let me get accustomed you,

Sans me you want to not exist.

Desire warms in loving true,

May blaze the grief at our breast.
My eyes keep hope in the bright,
I’'m afraid the world is boaster.
This love is sure being smart,

It also makes you as a monster.
My darling, dapper, dove and angel,
Words in mouth rise with pleasure.
On the way waits me a miracie
From mercy it a robe measures.

At present heart is too oppressed,

We are silent out of cover.

But once | will get you used,

Without me you can live never!
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KYPEOHIHK

CekuH kecub ongum owmmaaH 6ownabd
O3FnH KynapuMy oeknapmmMHm,

TunuM Xam aTvri akaH bup Tminam,
Ky3napum Tapk aTam KaboKnapuMmHm.

KyKCUMHIK UKKIAIra axpaTtauM wapira,
ABL30UM KONMAaON TUF TEMMaraH, TUK,
Ulykyp, ympum 6yiun 3Ham Gup MapTa
YaumpaH opTTUpm6 KnnagvM KypOoHuK.

Kyp6um 3nédatra eTMail HoMnox
Tapkanvwamn onmb KepaknnuruHu,

£ pab, TekkaHu AYK Xe4 BUTTa MyXTOX
K¥pwb KoHra 60TraH iopaknnritHu!

OHA

3wk o4ap, kupap dapuwTa,
MexmoH kenub Konap, aXTUMOonn,
[es yitnv kunnb capuwTta
fpkupatnd apTm6 kyap non.
Ewn kapw, co4napuy onfok,
OFpyraHvn antManam dennu.
Yipa aca yxnanpu y3oK
OHa 6yna ned Konras KenviH,

MEH BAXTJIMMAH

MeH 6up ogavi YFMAMaH lopTra
AmannapuvH caHoBY# Xanon,
Knmamp kné 6okmaiinH yTraH
Ba kumpaHaMp YCTYH, 9XTUMOIN.

Fam KYponmac EnrFU3nuruMHm
IOnnnv Tabknb ahnarad ywa.

MeH 6axTnrmaH, BaxTCU3NUIMMHNI
Atpodumra cesgnpmain sab.

38

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi



SACRIFICE

| cut my head in action,
Hands with legs raised voice.
My tongue was haif a portion,
| had such many choice.

| divided chest to double,
Got rid of lids my eyes.
Mercy, 1 could, non-trouble -
The first time do sacrifice.

The feast was failure, sorry,
Nothing remained, but -

No person took in glory

My heart, which all in blood.

‘MOTHER

The door is opened early morning,
Maybe comes, as angels, a guest.
Mother, cleaning room, is worrsying:
“I need to brighten all the rest.”
She is so old, her hairs — white,
Pain in waste she doesn’t say.
Still asfeep — but - in the quiet, —
Waits a child her fiance.

1 AM HAPPY

I'm a simple son of nation

Who considers deals so dapper.
Maybe someone hates my fashion,
But from others | am better.

Grief is jealous, I’'m alone,
Thus in heart exists a torture.

I’'m so happy that around
Nothing knows of my misfortune.
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Mynnaproka

Vpos Xaitnap. etprap
Baxpom Pysumyxamman. [enpnap
Aniam O6Ginos. IHerspnap.

Bocmaxonara 2005 it 5 Mait KyHUM TONIIMPHIIA.
Bocuriira 2005 imn 25 Mait KYAM pyXcat 3TWITH. XaKMU
3,5 6ocMa To6oK, Birrmu 84x60 '/ . Azamn 500 Hycxa.
20-coH Gyroptma. baxocy KeMMIIMITaH Hapxia.

«MyTtapxum» ysba xopxodacd Marbaa OVnumMuga Yon
STWIAH. TomKeHT waxpd, Xypiuna Kyyacu, Kolxukau
Top K. 1-vit.
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