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Odalat Osgaroglunun «Dardimizin qan rangi» poemasi
Xocal soyqurimmmn on bey illiyina hasr olunub. Ancaq els dii-
stiniiram ki, Odalat konkret bir mévzuya miiraciat etsa da, hadaf
daha genisdir. Burada son iyirmi ilin Azarbaycan mamlakati

. DORDIMIZIN QAN RONGI obrazinda metaforiklagib. Qan

burada Xocalidan biitiin diinyaya yayilan faryadin, ahin,
kadarin simvoludur. Qan burada tarixdir — bir mamlakatin
toklonmasi, sasinin, foryadvun bogulmasi, 6z iginda garq
olmasidir. 9dalat Osgaroglu gan kalmasinin dogurdugu biitiin
manalara, metaforik ¢alarlara iiz tutur.

... 2 asab,

dard deyirlar buna?

Yox, oglum, dard deyil bu!
Bu, miigaddas bir can!
Ortaligda dumduru gan
Axiwr... axir... axiracan...
Xocalidan Bakiyacan,
Qan boyali villalardan
Cana doymusg ¢adiracan.

Bu tasvirdan sonra 9dalat poetik giicii zaiflatmadan pub-
lisistik ahangi giivvatlandirir. Dardimizin niya qan rangina
boyanmasiun  sabablarini  agiqlayir. Agsib-dagan sart va
ehtiraslar galir, bu ehtiraslar, aslinda, itrihamlardir. Poeziya-
nin, bir sair iirayinin etirazlari...

Milli Sarvat-
millat gan...
canli tarix.



Milli Sarvat-

ganim manim

gah nncixan,

gah iiziilan canim manim.
Bu boyda gan

bu yolda can

niya olmur sana qurban,
Azarbaycan!

Sana qurban, Azarbaycan

Bu misralar poemanmin sonlugudur. Miiallif bir-iki xarak-
terik sahna ila asarin faciliyini artiran ¢alarlari giiclandirir.
Quzil giila banzayan bapbalaca qizcigaz «qan-qan!» deyib
qusqinir. «Bu quzil giil gongadir hala, sinasindan gan fisqiqir».
O bapbalaca qiz xayallarda boyiiyiir, gqan icinda, éz ganimin
arxasinca baxir, galib on bes yasina ¢anr. fllar kegir Xocali
sahidlari Qan Qiyafasinda qapwuizi doyiirlar, bizi qisasa
caginrlar.

Odalat Osgaroglu Azarbaycan poeziyasinda yasanan -Qan
obrazina yeni gan verib desak, yamlmangq. O, dardimizin gan
rangini poeziyamizin qan rangina gevirs bilib.

Dardin gan rangi...

gan, gan, gan!

Boya gay liziinii,

Gdy iizii boliinanacan,

Biirii yer iiziinii,

bu sevda dlanacan!

Diinya yenidan dogulanacan.

Vagqif Yusifli

SDALIT 9SGOROGLU

DORDIMIZIN QAN RONGI

poema

(Xocalt soyqurinundan 15 il 5tdii)

Aglamah dard deyil bu,
ziiliim-ziilim aglayasan...
Sixasan gozlorinin garasini
qora kimi,

gbz yaginin yangisinda
dardini da sisa ¢akib
daglayasan...

Saxlamali dard deyil ki,
qoyasan iirayinin bagina...
saxlayasan, saxlayasan
varislora miras qala.
Atmalim?

neca atasan?

Udmalim,

neca udasan?

Ogul demazmi

neca ogulsan?

neco atasan?

Neco udasan.

Camm, goziim, baba!
Bels vatandagliqmi olur?
Satmalimi?



Kimo satasan?
Bels alver, bela bazarligmi olur?
Bu da torpaq deyil ki,
Arsin-arsin 6lgason,
satqinlara yem edasan...
¢uxib geda
giinlarla, aylarla, illarla...
Sonra da diigasan
uzun-uzun yollara
iiz tutasan
diinyanin har terafina
sizlayasan,
yaxani, liz-goziinii cirasan.
Tarixin sohifolarins axan
qiz1l gan
axir.., axir... axiracan.
axar-baxarl yeracen...
Tiikleri ipak géyarginlarin
dimdiklarinacan,
arxalr képoayacan.
Bogazinacan, agzinacan...
qanla dolu
lap Iabalab...
na acsb,
dard deyirlar buna?..
Yox, oglum, dard deyil bu!
Bu, miigaddas bir can!
can, can, can,
Bir da, bir do Azarbaycan!

Ortaligda dumduru gan,
axir... axir... axiracan.

Xocahdan Bakiyacan,
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qgan boyah villalardan
cana doymus ¢adiracan...
BMT-don ATOT-acan,
Masin-magin,
vagon-vaqon.
karvan-karvan,
astb-dagur...

O hadd bilmaz,

sarhad bilmaz

axir... hildudlar agir.
Qoca, cavan, ugaq gant...
Goriinmamis bir isdi bu,
sair cani.

Gostar soziin qiidratini,
gostar, sair!

Bu millata, bu torpaga
olan gasdlar

ilahi soz istar, sair!
I¢i-colii yeyilon Vatan!
Dil-dil,

agiz-agiz

deyilan, Vaton!

Sinans kdrpalari mismarladilar,
analarin kasilmis doslari

amzik kimi

agizlarinda...

Belina baglanan

qaynar samovari

ziinla hara aparirsan, Ana!
Azib galarsan

falayin qic olmus

yazilarinda.



Qapilar agtlr...
masum-masum,
tabassiimlar asir
hazin-hazin.

Gal, sevgili didargin!
Hecalara béliinmayan
bu qan sanin!

Qan i¢inda goriinmayan,
itkin

oliim monim.
Buglana-buglana boy atan
qan.

Burum-burum burulan gan,

suallanan, nidalanan,
8z-Oziiynan gidalanan...
Gur-gur axir,

bagilovlu Kiir kimi,
QagIr... qagir...

Iti-iti

ceyran kimi,

ciiyiir kimi.

Isti-ist

can yandiran.

cani yanan,

ona demsa bir az dayan!
O dayansa laxtalanar
gor, na olar?

qgan qaralar.

Ortaligda dumduru qgan...
axir...

bdyiik, xirda giinahacan,
dil-dil 6ten dovlatlerin
hiylasindan,

hikkasindan,
makrinacan.

Gor haracan?

Ust-bagi his Misiracan,
iizii bumbuz Sibiracan,
sabrin bacasi sokiiliir,
sabiracan,

goabiracan.

Dardin gan rangi...
gan, gan, qan!

Boya goy iiziini,

Goy iizii boliinanacan,
Biirii yer tiziinii

bu sevda dlanacen!
Diinya yenidan dogulanacan!

Ekk

Neft da bizim,

kef da bizim.

Bizim olan

(Yoni Sizin),

Bali, bali afandiler

sizin, sizin.

Siiframiz var

koniil agan -

Milli Sarvat!

galin xalvat

qaga-gaga

dizin-dizin.

No gedirsa bizdan gedir,
lap darindan, kokdan gedir.
Goalib forman



ozil do ki, agir batman,
mohkam gedir,

bizim yerlar deya-deya
bizim olmur bizim olan.
Soziimiiziin qabaginda

o sozdiirsa,

séziim olmur

viran olub partlamasin?
Bas neylasin?

tiroyinds s6zii galan
aman diinya, aman tale!
Qamm sigmir yera-géys,
nefta sahib gixan "dostlar"
bu gana da

GIXSIN yiya.

Milli Sarvat -

millat gant...

canl tarix.

Tani vicdan,

san da tani...

Dedin vicdan?

Vicdand: gan.

Goz oxsayir

rangi aldr.

Ay ganigon, dadina bax,
qaymaq nadi, bu ki bald1.
Giinahsizds,

tomiz gandi,

lap neftdan da iralidi
kibrit ¢oksan tez yanandi,
manim rangim sana balli —
San qinayan, son taniyan
qapqarayam mazut kimi,
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girtma vursan
tez ganayan

qanli sair.

Qipqirmizi gan kimidi
garanfillar...

Ah, o illar

ah, bu illar!

Geconin ziilmatina yagdi,
qapqara bir yagmur kimi.
Qizi1] kimi parildadi,
istm-isgim isildadi,
topa-topa yagmalandi,
Uzii dan yerina axdi.
Qiz1l giilii dost eyloram,
qoynum dolar bas deyaram.
Zalimin qasdi-gorazi

bir yana

man dziim-6ziima

qasd eylaram.

Bu quzil giil

gongadi hala,

sinasindan gan figqinr.
Bapbalaca bir qizcigaz
"qan-qan" deyib qisqirir.
Kipriklarini qirov tutub,
dord yanini alov tutub,
Bu alovun dilim-dilim
dillariynan

viran olmus

bu xaraba koniillari danisdirir.
Bu bapbalaca qizcigaz
Na tez boyiidii belo

Bir goz qirpiminda,
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qan i¢inda,
al-amanda.

Oz qaninin arxasinca
baxir... baxir..,
Qonga-qéngo,
dityma-diiymo

agIr... qagir...

qan ¢icayi,

Qan-qadanin on géygayi,’

an gergayi.

Yolun hayanadi, bala?
uzagami?

Cox gedarsan yorularsan,
aci-aci tanalardon
qovrularsan

xirman kimi,
sovrularsan

getms uzun...
Yumurudu bu yer iizii,
o gadar da genis deyil.
Cevrolonmis
nisanlanmig

yerds durma

bir qanad ag,

ganad, durnam!

Ug goylora...

Xaboar apar moalaklors.
Soyla-syla na is oldu?
Bir stidemar korpa idim,
gana diisdiim

yasim artdi

on bes oldu.
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Ey... san kimsan orada?
Qapini ugqildadan,
pancarani dinqilladan
yaddasg kimi ¢irpinib
Umid kimi qimildanan.

- Giinahsiz gan...

- Ay aman

- gediram, baba!

- Getmo dayan!

- getmaliyam.

bu gandu, gan!

soydasdi o,

qardasdi o,

vatondasdi.

Mon ogulam,

Oziim da diigmoan gopari,
bugan

manim axan qanim
manam onun tapari,

— Bir az dayan!

- Yox, babacan!

Bu qandi gan.

dovlatlor var azman-azman
kegmaz bir qasiq ganindan
bas biz niya kegak ax1?
Milli Sarvat —

— ganim manim

gah tincixan,

gah iiziilon camim monim.

13



Bu boyda gan...

bu yolda can

niys olmur sana qurban
Azarbaycan!

Sona qurban Azarbaycan!

14
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Adalet Askeroglunun “Derdimizin kan rengi” siiri Hocali
soykirimimin onbeginci amim giiniine atanmig bir giir. Fakat
dyle diisiiniiyorum ki, Adalet surf bir konu iizerinde ¢aligsa bile
hedef kitlesi ¢ok genigtir. Burda son yirmi sene boyunca

. Azerbaycanda gerceklesen olaylar DERDIMIZIN KAN RENGI

simgesinde toplanmistr. Kan Hocalidan tim diinyaya dalga
dalga yayiumakta olan ahn, feryatin, ¢ighgin simgesidir. Kan
tarihtir, bir memleketin yalmz basina kalmasi, figanmn,
feryadiin kendi icinde bogulmasidir. Adalet Askeroglu “kan”
kelimesinin ¢agrigtirdigt  her tiirlii anlamlara, manalara
gondermeler yaptyor bu giirinde:

...0fke mi,

Dert mi diyorlar buna?

Yok, oglum, dert degil bu!

Bu kutsal bir can!

Ortalikta oluk oluk kan

Akiyor... akiyor... sona kadar.
Hocalidan Bakiiyedek

Kana boyannug villalardan,
Canina tak demis cadira kadar...

Bu anlanmdan sonra Adalet giirsel giicii aksatmadan
diizyazi teknigiyle anlatiyr siirdiiriiyor. Dertlerimizin neden kan
renkli oldugunu acikliyor. Asip tagan sert itirazlar siralaniyor
pespese, aslinda bu itirazlar bir nevi ittihamlardir. Siirsel
anlatinun, bir gair yiireginin itirazlart...

Milli servet
Millet kani...
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Canlt tarih.

Milli servet ADALET ASKEROGLU
Kanun benim

Bir yorulan,

Bir kavrulan canim benim. DERTIMIiZiN KAN RENKIi
Bu kadar kan

Bu yolda can poema

Neden olmaz sana kurban,

Azerbaycan! (Hocali soykirimindan 15 sene gecti)

Sana kurban Azerbaycan!

Bu dizeler giirin bintigini anlatiyor. Yazar bir iki genel Aglanacak dert degil bu,
sahneyle giirin feci sonlugunu okurlara anlatiyor. Kirmmzigiile Inleyerek aglayasin...
benzeyen kiigiiciitk kiz “Kan! Kan!” - diye haykiriyor. “Bir Sikasin gozlerinin karasini
kirmizigiil goncasidir heniiz/ gégsiinden kan fiskinyor”. O Su misali
kiicliciik kiz hayallerde biiyiiyor, kanlar i¢inde vatarken kendi Dertlerini de bin bir cefayla
kanumin pesinden bakiyor, béylesi bir durumla gelip onbegini Daglayasin...

dolduruyor. Aradan yillar geciyor. Hocali gehitleri kanl
elbiseleriyle kapimuzi  ¢aliyorlar, bizi dciimiizii  almaga
sesliyorlar.

Adalet Askeroglunun Azerbaycan giirinde bulunan KAN
simgesine yeni bir hayat verdigine inamyoniz. O, derdimizin

Saklanacak bir dert degil ki

Saklayasin kabinin en kuytu kosesinde
Saklayasin, saklayasin

Ta ki varislere miras kalsin. ..

kan rengini siirimizin kan rengine doniigtiirmesini ¢ok iyi Atmalimi?
biliyor. Nasil atacaksin?
Dertlerin kan rengi... Yutmal!ml, )
Kan, kan, kan! Nasil yutacaksin?
Boya gdkyiiziinii, Cocugun sormazmi
Gaokyiizii biiyiiyiinceye kadar Sen ne bicim oglusun,
Kapla yeryiiziinii Sen ne bicim babasin?!
Bu sevda dliinceye kadar! Nasil yutasin,
Diinya tekrar doguncaya kadar Canim, gozum, baba?!
Boyle vatanseverlikmi olur?!
Vakif Yusifli Satmalimi?
16 i M.F.Axunciov acuna |

AZarbaycan Mk
Ki tabxanas
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Kime satacaksin?

Boylesi alisveris, pazarlikmi olur?!
Bu da toprak degil ki,

Kare — kare olcerek
Serefsizlere yem edesin....
Cekip gide

Kaybola ortalardan
Gunlerce, aylarca, yillarca. ..
Sonra sen dusesin

Uzun — uzun yolun agina
Yalvarasin

Sizlayasin

Dunyanin dort bir kosesinde
Aglayasin, yuz yirtasin...
Tarihin sayfalarina dokulen
Kirmizi kan

Akiyor, akiyor... Durmadan.
En verimli yerleredek...
Tuyleri ipek guvercinlerin
Gagalarinadek

Arkali kopegedek

Agzina kadar, bogazina kadar...
Kanla dolu

Tika basa

Fakat ne hikmetse

Dert diyorlar buna..?

Yok, oglum, hayir, dert degil bu!
Bu kutsal bir can!

Can, can, can

Bir de, bir de Azerbaycan!
Ortalarda kirmizi kan

Akiyor, akiyor hic durmadan!
Akiyor, akiyor

Ta Hocalidan Bakuyedek.
Kan boyali konutlardan
Bikkin cadiradek...

BM - den AGIT - edek
Kamyon — kamyon

Vagon - vagon

Kervan - kervan

Asip tasiyor

O, sinir tanimaz

Bir had bilmez

Akiyor, hudutlari asiyor.
Genc, ihtiyar, cocuk kani...
Gorunmemis bir istir bu,
Sair cani

Goster sozun kudretini,
Goster, sairim!

Bu millete, bu topraga

Olan kasitlar

Ilahi soz ister, sairim!

Ici, disi yiyilmis Vatanim!
Dil - dil,

Agit — agit

Soylenmis Vatanim!
Gogsune cocuklari civilediler,
Annelerinin kesik gogusleri
Biberon misali agizlarinda!. ..
Sirtina baglanmis

Semaveri nereye goturuyorsun, anam?!

Kaybolursun



Felegin felcli yazilarinda.
Kapilar aciliyor... ’
Masum masun
Tebessumler esiyor

Usul — usul.

Gel sevgili gocmenim!
Hecelere ayrilmayan

Bu kan senin!

Kan icinde gozukmeyen
Kayiplar,

Olumler benim!

Burma — burma burulan kan,
Sorulasan, unlemlesen

Kendi kendinden gidalanan...

Gur akiyor

Ateslere dusmus Kur misali
Kosuyor... kosuyor...
Hizli bir sekilde

Ceylan misali,

Geyik misali

Sicacik

Can yakan

Ona soyleme azacik dur!
0, durursa katilasir

Bak, neler olur?!

Kan simsiyah olur
Ortalikta duru kanlar...
Akiyor...

Buyuk, kucuk gunaha kadar

Durmadan konusan devletlerin

Duzeninden,
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Ofkesinden

Tuzagina kadar

Bak, nereye kadar?!

Uzerini is basmis Misira kadar
Yuzu buz kaplamis Sibiryaya kadar
Sabrin bagri sokulmede

Sabra kadar,

Kabre kadar.

Dertin kan renki...

Kan, kan, kan!

Boya gokyuzunu

Gokyuzu bolununceye kadar

Kapla tum dunyayi

Bu sevda olunceye kadar!

Dunya yeniden doguluncaya kadar!

sk

Petrol de bizim

keyif te bizim.

Bizim olan

(Yani sizin)

evet, evet, efendiler,
sizin, sizin.

Soframiz var

Gonul acan —

Ulusal servet!

Gelin halvet
Kosaraktan,

Dizustu surunerekten
Ne gidiyorsa bizden gidiyor
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Ta derinden, kokten gidiyor
Gelmis ferman

Hem de soyle agir batman
Hizla gidiyor

Bizim yerler diyoruz ama
Bizim degil bizim olan.
Sozumuzun karsisinda

O sozdurse

Sozum degil

Viran kalsin, patlamasin?
Peki napsin?!

Kalbinde sozu tutsak
Aman dunya, aman kader!
Kanim sigmaz yerle goge
Petrolume ortak olan dostlar
Bu kana da olsun ortak.
Ulusal servet —

Millet kani...

Canli tarih,

Tani vicdan,

Sen de tani...

Vicdanmi dedin?

Kandir vicdan

Goz oksuyor

Renki aldir.

Al ey vampir, azacik tat,
Kaymak ne ki, bu saf baldir.
Gunahsiztir

temiz kandir

petrolden bile ileridir,

bir cirpida hemen yandir.

22

Benim renkim sana belli —
Sen kinayan, sen taniyan
Simsiyahim mazot gibi
Bir dokunsan

Kani damlayacak

Kanli sair.

Kirmizi kan misali
Karanfiller!

Ah, o yillar,

Ah bu yillar!

Gecenin karanligina yagdi
Simsiyah bir yagmur gibi
Altin gibi parladi,

Isil isil isildadi

Demet demet yagmalandi
Tan yerine dogru akti,
Kirmizigulu dest eylerim,
Koynum dolsa, pest derim
Zalimin kasti, garazi,

Bir tarafa

Ben kendi kendime

Kast ederim.

Bu kirmizigul

Goncadir henuz
Gogsunden kan akmada.
Kucucuk bir kizcagiz
“Kan, kan” — diye bagirmada.
Kirpikleri buzla kapli
Dort tarafi ates dolu

Bju atesin dilim dilim
Dilleriyle
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Viran olmus

Bu harabe gonulleri konusturur
Bu kucucuk kizcagiz
Nasil buyudu boyle
Ansizin

Kan icinde

Yardima muhtacken
Kendi kaninin pesinden
Bakiyor... bakiyor...
Gonca... gonca...
Dugme... dugme...
Aciyor... aciyor...

Kan cicegi,

Bu kanlarin en gokcegi
En gercegi.

Ne tarafa gidiyorsun, yavrum?
Uzaklarami?

Cok gitme yorulursun
Aci aci azarindan
Kavrulursun

Harman misali
Savrulursun

Gitme uzak...
Yuvarlaktir dunya dedigin
Pek o kadar genis degil.
Cevrelenmis
Belirlenmis

Yerde durma

Bir kanat ac

Kanat, turnam!

Uc goklere!...
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Haber gotur meleklere.
Soyle soyle nasil oldu
Bu sut kokulu bebektim
Kana dustum

Yasim ansizin buyudu
Onbes oldu.

#eokk

Hey... sen kimsin ordaki?
Kapiyi calan

Pencereyi tiklatan

Bellek gibi cirpinarak
Umut gibi ses yapan...

- Gunahsiz kan...

- Aman, ay aman

- gidiyorum, dede!

- Gitme dur!

- gitmeliyim.

Bu kandir, kan!

Soydastir o,

Kardestir o,

Vatandastir.

Ben ogulum,

Halkimin dusman siperi
Bu kan benim akan kanim
Benim onun guc neferi

- Azacik dur!

- Hayir, dedecigim!

Bu kandir kan

Devletler var azman azman

25



Gecmezler bir kasik kanlarindan
Peki, biz neden gecelim, neden?
Ulusal servet —

Kanim benim

Soluk soluga kalan,

Uzulen canim benim.

Bu kadar kan...

Bu yolda can

Neden olmasin sana kurban,
Azerbaycan!

Sana kurban, Azerbaycan!

Ceviren: Oqtay Hacimusalt
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IMoama Adansma Ackepozny nocesujena namnadyamoti
2000emune  Xodxwcanunckon mpazeduu. Hecmompa  na
KoHKpemubiii hakm ucmopuu Asepbaiiddcana, 6viOpanHbli
noamom, mema — HamHozo wpe. Peus udem o cmpadanusx,
KpO6asbix COBLIMUAX, Nepelcusaemvlx Hawed poouHol 6
nocnednue Oeadyamv nem. Kpoev siensiemes memaghopot,
cumMeonoM mpazeduu, zopecmet, neyaneu, pacnpocmpanie-
wuxca no eceli nnaweme, Hauanom komopou cman Xo0-
aicanunckuii  2eroyud. Kposb — cumgon cmpauel, Kpuk U
cmpadanuii KOMopoll HUKMO He Xo4em CAbluambv U 6uoeme.
Adansam Ackepoziy ucnonvzyem Kpogb KO ecem memaghopy,
O3HAUAIOUWYIO U JHCUHB U CMEPIb.

U cmpyumcs 20pa4as Kpoeb

MEJIC OUjepeHHbIX XUUJHO KAbIKOE,

8 YEPHbBIU OMYM 02NOXUIUX BEKOB.

3mo kposb, 3ma Kpoeb, 3ma Kpoeb....
Hawa namvame, npoxnsmye u ckopbb, —
gce beacum, gonuem Ha bezy

om necoe Xooacanel do baky,

u QoHOCUM «nANAMOYHBIL» NAaY

00 YXO0JICeHHBIX GUAN 1 0aY,

Hocae amux cpagHenuil, hoamuyeckue CmMpoKL 3gy4am ¢
ycunennou nybauyucmuyeckoi cunoti. O packpoieaem npudu-
Hbl, NO KOMOPOI Haw Cmpadanus OKpacumice 8 Kposaebiil
yeem. T'onoc agmopa 36y4um Jicecmko, npomecmys, pasooia-
was. B ycmax nosma oHu npeepaujaiomcs. 6 006uHeHUA, Op-
ocaemule nOIMOM.
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B scunax moux 8cell 3eMau He Zpex yyecms.

KPACHblll 2HEE. T'padem pacnnama 3a meimapcmeal

B uepnbix ouax — 3a nHawy Kkposb,

Hegme... 3a zopeyb paH!

Anozo yeema Iyckas nady na none 6paru

necHu noama, 3a uecme meoio, Asepbaiidacan!

anozo yeema

Mope 26030UK. .. ‘Adanam Ackepoany npodomicun memy Kposu, mpaou-
B uepHoti Houu, yuonHyto & azepbaiidacanckoli noasuu. Emy yoanoce okpacume
anozo yeema yeem Hawieil Nod3UU 6 KPOo8assill Yeem Hawel UuCmopuuU.

cmanu pyubl,

K020a HazpaHyU Bazugh Ocugnu
nanavu...

Omo koHyoska nosmst. OOHOU-06YMS CHIPOKAMU, XAPaK-
MepHBIMU CYeHKaMu noam ycunin ouywenue mpazeduu. Oco-
bento Apko 3mMo yOanoce 8 ONUCAHUU CMepmu ManeHbkoli de-
BOUKU.!

B cHez ymxknyaacs, kak 26030uyKa
KaHyna 8 8euHblil COH.

Ha pecnuyax 6enviii uneil.

H kydpswxu e cepebpe.
IMocedena é Mue eQuslil...

Tapvio naxuem 6o dsope.

Heeozmooichocms  cmupumeca ¢ 3mou mpazeduetl, o
CMEPMbIO HU 6 YeM HEROBUHHBIX MUDHbIX Jicumeneil u, 8 nep-
6yio ouepedv Oemell, 3akaH4quéaem no3m ceoio noamy. Lywu
ybuennbix He Oalom emy nokos, mpebys 603mMe30UA.

— Ho ecmb npeden mepnensio, ecmb
QOCMOUHCMBO0, 8 KOHIe KOHYO8, U Yechb.,

H 3mo yapcmeam-zocydapcmsam
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AJAJAT ACKEPOILJIY

KPOBb JIIOJACKAS, KPOBb 3EMHAAL...

Moima

(Mamamu scumeneit azepbaiidscancrkozo cena Xodacansl —
Jiceping zenoyuda 26 ¢hespana 1992 200a.)

3To rope He BHIMIAKATS,

3TO rope He BHICTOHATh.

DToit KPOBH HE BBLIAKATD
Kposonuiinam HEHCTOBBIM.

3710 rope npeseaHKoe

He ynpsuews, kak pesHKBHIO,
D710 rope Bcei TAXECTBIO

B TOpJIE KOMOM — HE CKaxeTcs,
310 rope Ha cepaue —
ynomgoGHa0CE MaTpHLE.

['ne e ObIIH BB, NIOOM, cOrpaxaaHe?..
Yro TBOpHTCS Ha Genom ceere?
Hawei kpoBH CHOBa BO3KaKAaNH
B30e/IeHHUBILIHECS «COCENU». ..

A Tenepk Ha cebe pBH BOJOCEHI,
TOJIOCH Ha BCE YEJI0BEYECTRO. ..
Iponaxaiy KpacHsIE MOJNOCKI
HEYCJ/IbILIAHHOE OTEYECTBO. ..

U Teuer, Te4yeT OHa, anas,

CKaJlbl TBEp/blE pacKablBas,

H CNAAAT PACTPEBOXKEHHO rosybou
Ha GarpoBsle B Hajeau npopy6H,
H CTPYHTCA ropsiyas KpoBb
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MEX OLLEPEHHBIX XHILHO KIILIKOB,

B YEPHBIH OMYT OIJIOXLINX BEKOB.

3TO KpOBb, 3Ta KPOBb, 3Ta KPOBb. ..

Haiua namate, POKNATEE U CKOPOB, —
Bce GexuT, BonueT Ha bery

ot necos Xomkans! 1o baky,

Y JIOHOCHT «NaNaTo4HbIH» njiay

JI0 YXOXKEHHBIX BHJIN M Jlad,

W HeceTcH CTOYCThlH CTOH

6uetcs B crexna rnyxue OOH,

B X010210K OnarounHHbIX Gecen

non arupoi OBCE.

Kposb geteii, CTapHKOB, MOJIOABIX,
yGHeHHBIX, OE3BHHHBIX, POJAHEIX,
[UIS HEE HET TAMOXKEH H BH3,
HHKaKHMX 3aCTONONEHHBIX MPaHULL, —
M KPYLIHT €10 JIOXKb K 0OMaH
uccTpanasiuniics Asepbaiimxan!
BMecTo cOCOK BAOKHB BO PThl
BBIPE3KH MaTEPHHCKHX IPYIEH. ..
NPHTOPOYHII MAaTEPH CaMoBap

Ha CTIMHY, H3TAIANACch, TBaph. ..

M kyna Tbl AL, Munan?

U xyna Thl Haews, Geccunpnan?

B xunax kpoBb y/lernach, CTeliad,
Cnut TBOA cyabba nocTbinas,
KpoBb 6exut 1 6€XHT, HE CBEPTHIBAACS,
OcTaHoBNEHHas, CYHTAl, MEPTBad. ..
Kposs kunut, kak Kypa GypHas,

U 3emns oT Hee kpacHO-Gypast,
rocyaapcTBa axalT-0XaloT,
Pe30IOUMH Pa3HEIE FPOXAIOT,

H, lIapMaHKy KpyTa Gecnonesuyio,
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obelatoT MoMo4s, COOONE3HYIOT. .. JloGblua ToHHAMH.

U noka caslLaTcs CIOBONPEHHUSA, loperaMu weapeiMu.

TepEenoIHUTCS Yalia TepreHns, Jlenumcst JOHHBIMHU

W BMajiaeT pexa KpoBasas Hawumu Heapamu.

B OKEaH BYJIKAHHYECKO#H 1aBoto, Hauuu-to Halewnbkw.

MIaMEHEET 3EMHBIMH 3aKaTaMH Ects euie naiumkm.

Hajl OTYETAMH H NOKNaNaMH, Yro nekonaemoe —

Haj JABOWHBIMH CTaHAAPTAMH, KO3HIMH, TO OKYyrnaemoe.

6e30TBETHBIMH MYKaMH CIIE3HBIMH. .. JpyxHo xonaem Msl
BMECTE C KOMMaHHIMH.

* ok Boiuepnan — BbiuepkHu.
Hosyto BeivepnHy.

Teuer HeTb. Kposb nHayctpun

U Toxe Halua. : KOPMMT ropoja.

Komy-To ke#d. Yro e He BUAAT KPOBb APYTyIO,

Komy-To caxa. KPOBb XODKAJIHHCKYIO

Crona, crofa, rocnoxa?

Jamel B rocnopa!l YepHyio BHAAT,

BoT HauboraTcTeo. B anyio — Her.

Por u3o0Hies, anas — rope,

Crnewure croaa, yepHasl — He()Thb. ..

roka Jipyrue Anas — Hawu

He 3acToNOHM! . CJIe3bl FOpIOYHE.

HauuoHansHoe Haie Brl nonpobyiite —

NOCTOSIHBE, yeM xe roproyee?.,

MaHHT Jaxue YupKHHUTE CNHUKOMH —

Ha paccrosiHbe. BCTIBIXHET NJaMeHeM.

3eMHOE JIOHO Tyt e B30opBeTcs

W Brpamb 6e310HHO. THEBOM MPABEIHBIM.

JleGuThI HAlLH. B sxunax Momx

JlebGetr! Bauu. KpacHbLIH THEB.

Teuer, ponHad, B yepHbix ouax —

KOHLIA HE 3Had. HEDTD. ..

fad
(]
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Anoro usera

NeCHH M03Ta,

anoro usera

MOPpE TBO3JIHK. ..

B uepHo#i HOuM,

anoro uBeTa

CTanM pyveH,

KOr/la HarpsiHy /11
nagayu...

ITnayer kpoxa-HeBeNHYKa.
[Inams co Bcex CTOpPOH,
KaK IBO3JHKA.

B cHer yTkHynace, kak rBO3fH4Ka
KaHyJa B BEYHBIH COH.

Ha pecuuuax 6enblit HHER.
U xynpsawku B cepebpe.
IMocepena B MHr eOHHBI. ..
I"apeio maxHeT BO ABOpE.
Tsl kyna 6exana, kpoxa?
H cnacanacs ot koro?
Ecnu Best 3emis oroxina,
ynoBaja Ha Koro?..
BosnetuT ayua Ha Hebo,

H y3HaioT Hebeca,

KaK CMEXHI XONOAHBIH HHEHR
TBOM YEPHBIE IJ1a3a...

B 2

Ko cryunTes B aBeps Mowo?
Kto konoTut B MO0 namaTts?
TeHH npocTynaloT BHOBE. ..
370 AyIIH yOUEHHBIX.
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Ba6yHTOBaBIIAACA KPOBb. ..
- Ilopa, nopa...
— ITocToM. .. Kpenuch. ..
— 51 DoMmKeH... JOJKEH. .. BEflb OHH,
[To#imu, corpaxaaHe mou!
Eue He koHueHs! OOH. ..
— Bce obpasyercsa... Tepnu...
Cnepea CHIEHOK HAaKOTH. ..
— Ho ecTs npenen tepnenslo, ecTh
JOCTOMHCTBO, B KOHLIE KOHIIOB, H YECTb.
W 310 napcreaM-rocyjapcTeamM
BCEH 3EMJIH HE TPEX Y4ECTh.
I'psiner pacnnara 3a MpITapcTea!
3a Hawy KpoBs,

3a ropeys paH!
ITyckas nany Ha none 6panu
2~ 1ecTh TBOIO, Asepbaiimxan!

ITepesod Cunsyma Mamedzade
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Adalat Asgarogl's lyric poem of * The red color of our
sorrow” has been dedicated to the 15 th vearly of the Khojaly
slaughter. But I think that though Adalat addressed to the
concrete theme his targer is larger. Here the Azerbaijan
country of the last twenty year has been metaphoric in the
image of The red color of our sorrow. In this poem the blood is
the symbol of the scream, sighs, sorrow which are spread from
Khojaly to all over the world. Here the blood is history- the
isolation of one country, being choked of its voice, scream ,its
being lost in itself. Adalat Asgarogly faced to all the meanings,
metaphoric shades that the rose from the word of blood.

I wonder,

Why do they call it sorrow?

No, my son, it isn’t sorrow!

It is a sacred heart!

There is pure blood in the middle

It flows, flows...till the end

It flows from Khojaly till Baku

It flows from the villay dyed in blood
Till the tents being tired.

After these descriptions Adalat Asgarogly makes the
publicistic harmony strengthen without weakening the poetical
power. He explains the reasons of why our sorrow is dyed in
blood. He raises his objections, these objections are charges in
reality. The objections of the poetry, the objection of the heart
of one poet.:

The National Riches..
The blood of the nation..
The alive history..
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The National Riches..

It is my bloed ..

Which is at times is tired
Which is at times is bored
Blood very much

Why don't I sacrifice you
On this way...

My Azerbaijan!

I beseech you, Azerbaijan!

These hemistiches are the ending of lyric poem. The

author strengthens the shades increasing the tragedy of the
work with the help of some characteristic scenes. The little girl
who looks like a rose shouts crying “blood, blood”. * This girl
is like a bud of rose, blood sprouts from her heart”. This little
girl is brought up in the dreams, inside of blood, she looks at
her blood, and she is ten now,. The years pass.. The martyrs of
Khajaly knock at our doors in the form of Blood, they call us to
revenge. .
If I say that Adalat Asgaroglu gave new blood to the
image of Blood in the Azerbaijan poetry I am not mistaken. He
was able to turn the blood color of our sorrow into the blood
color of our poetry.

The blood color of the sorrow.
Blood! Blood! Blood!
Dye the sky,
Till the sky is divided
Cover all the world
Tiil the time this love dies
Till the world is born again!

Vagif Yusifli
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ADALAT ASGAROGLU

THE BLOOD COLOUR OF OUR MISFORTUNE

Epic poem
( 15 years passed after the Khojali slaughter)

It isn’t a sorrowful distress

for to weep bitterly,

or to squeeze out a tear

and to spit your sorrow and

brand in the thirst of your tears.

It isn’t misfortune for to be kept
and to keep in the deep of the heart,
to keep for years....

As heritage to the grandsons.

To throw it?

How to throw?

Or to swallow?

How to swallow?

If it is so

Won’t our sons ask us the reasons?
Won’t our sons ask us what kind of sons
are we?

My heart! My love!

Is there such kind of citizenship?
Or to sell it?

To whom to sell it?

Is there such kind of trade?

Or such kind of shopping?

It isn’t a ground
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for to measure arshin by arshin.

And make it enticement for betrayers.
And give this distress to the passing days,
months and years.

And then to turn your face

to the each part of the world,

And begin weeping or aching.

Or to break off your face and cheeks.
The gold blood flows

It flows into the pages of the history.
It flows ....till the end..

It flows till the well -groomed places,
It flows till the beaks of the pigeons

Or till the dogs having support.

It is full of blood ....up to mouth and throat.

I wonder why do we call it distress?
No, my son it isn’t a distress..

It is a saint heart! ..heart.. heart. ..heart..
And.....it is also Azerbaijan..

There is pure blood in the middle of this country.

It flows ..flows ..till the end..

It flows from Khojali till Baku..
From the palaces full of blood
Till the rents being tired of..
From The UNO till the OSCE
It flows car by car....car

As camelcade....Train by train

It boils up....

It doesn’t know what limit is....

It doesn’t know what border is....
It flows ....it boils up the borders..
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The blood of babies....old and young people..
It is an unusual accident. ...

My heart....show the power of the words!
Show the power of the words, poet!

The attempts upon this nation

wants holy word....

My country!....eaten from inside and outside.
All speak about you....

My country!

The enemies hammered in babies on your breast
The babies had soothers in their mouths
Made from the bosom of their mothers....
Where will you carry the boiling samovar
Which has been tied on your back?

My country! On the fate of destiny

the doors are opened..

The doors are opened innocently,

the smiles blow plaintively..

Come ....lovely wanderer!.

The blood which is not able to be divided

It is yours!... The dead who

are not seen in the blood

are mine!

The blood grows steaming,

the blood is fed by itself..

Looking as question and exclamatory marks..
This blood flows with emotion and rapidly

It flows as Mad river Kur....

It runs as deer and roes....

It is hot still ...

It is aching heart still.

Don’t ask this blood to stop...

Don’t ask!
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If it stops it will coagulate....

What will happen then?

This blood will be black if it stops.

There is pure blood in the middle....

It flows...

It flows till the big ..little sins..

It flows through the stubbornness and obstinacy ..
Or through the perfidy of states....

Till which end of the world?

Till the smoke- black Misir

or till icy Siberia....

The flue of the patience are knocked down..
Till the endurance and grave....

The blood colour of misfortune....
Blood....Blood....Blood...

Dye the sky....Dye the sky till it is divided
Wrap up the Earth till this love dies!

* % K

Both the oil and humour are ours....

What is ours ....you owned them ....misters!
Our table- cloth is full of National Riches!
When seeing you are pleased

Come, misters, come, secretly.

and crawling on all fours.

What are lost is ours.

We lost deeply.. and profoundly

The order has been given....

Order as heavy as batman....

Order is going fast

speaking about our lost places....

But the places are not ours still....
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This order is going leading

our words....

Why not my word not to burst?
What will do my word then?
The world heart of which is full of
grief and sorrow.

....My blood boils up.

Let those who owned our riches
Be master of this grief.....too.
National riches-

This is the blood of the nation....
This is living history....

You ,conscience , you also know this history..

I spoke about conscience. ..

The blood is conscience....

The colour of it is rosy...

Hi....blood sucker. taste this blood...too.
It is not cream ..but honey!

This blood is innocent

It is pure blood. ...

It is better than oil too...

If you switch the mathces it will burn....
Now you are aware of my colour.
My colour is black as mazut....
Which you reproached....

Which bleeds quickly....

Bloody Poet!

The carnations are red as the blood..
Oh... those years...

Oh these years.... -
Those carnations rained as black rain
Into the darkness of the night.
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Those carnations blazed as gold

As light in the darkness.

They robbed them..

Those carnations flew towards daybreak..

How many carnations were there in the streets..

I can bunch up those carnations..
Till my bosom becomes full of them..

Except the enemy.. I can also attempt at myself..

This rose is a bud still.
Blood is spurting out of its breast
A little girl is crying saying “blood ..blood”

Her eyelashes are frozen...

All around her is fire...

With the help of the flames of fire
She causes to speak the destroyed souls
How quickly this girl brought up....
She brought up in a twinkle..

She brought up in the blood. ...

She is staring after her blood..

She blossoms as buds and buttoms..
She blossoms..

She is the best beautiful of all blood
Where are you going towards?

Are you going far?

If you go far

You will be tired..

You can writhe because of

bitter reproof and reproaches

You can be winnowed as thrashing floor
Don’t go far...

This Earth is round

It is not wide as you supposed....
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Don’t stop in the place

Which is encircled and engaged. ..

Try to acquire wings...

Take wings, my crane!

Fly to the Sky!

Say about this to the angels...
Speak about all that happened. ..
Say that you were a sucker...

Say that you are 15 years old now...

* ok &

Hi....Who is behind the door?
Who is knocking at the door?
Who is chinking the windows?
Who is throbbing as memory and
Moving as a hope?

-I am sinless blood!

-Oh!

-I am going , my grandfather!
-Don’t go!

-I must go!

This is blood!

This is our brother,.

This is our sister or mother!
This is an Azerbaijan citizen..
I am the son of this country!

They say that I am a fence for the enemies

This blood is mine, too..

I must be might of this blood!
- Stop for a moment!

- No, my grandfather!
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This is blood. This is blood .There are nations
Who will never give even a spoon of blood
Why must we spend our blood?

Blood- This is National Riches!

My blood ....

You are choked sometimes....

At times you break down...

Blood ..as gigantic as my ground..

Why are we not sacrificed for you our hearts
Why, My Azerbaijan!

1 am your slave, my motherland.!

Order me!

Translated by Sevil Gulten
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Miiallif haqqinda malumat

Odalat Isgaroglu (1957)

«Yaz ilo golon sevda» (1989), «Goygaydan baglayan mir
yolu» (1999), «Man sana asigem, diinyal» (1997), «Oziim
giirbatde, goziim Vatonda» (2000), «Sabahim itirmaysn adam-
lar» (2003), «Mamlakatim cantm manim...» (2005) kitablarinin
milallifidir. Seir va poemalan bir ¢ox xarici dillara torciima
edilib darc olunmusdur. Yaradicih bir nega beynalxalq
miikafata layiq goriilmiisdiir. :

- Azarbaycan Yazigilar Birliyinds masul vazifada galigir.

Ailalidir, iki 6vladt var.
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