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1.

MYTPUBO, FAM BA3MHU]JIA...

MyTtpubo, FaM 6a3Mujia TO HaBXa OXAHT alJIaUHT,
3ab(uuf )KUCMUMHU TOPY KOMaTUM YaHT ailJiaJIuHT.

bynau 6YcTonu y3opuHr 6omanun adpyxra,
Maiinu ry€ 6ycroHadpy3 nia panr ailiaiuHr.

Yok 3THO 31 KYHIJIMH 3TTUHT FYHYaJAEK KYHTIIYM THPUX,
OYTHHT 571 KYHIJIMH arapyd OW3HU JUITAHT aiilaJuHT.

byku Tambux 3TTUHT, 51 KY3, XOKU OWUUH cypMara,
bunku xaBXapHu Kapo Ty(HpOoKKa XaMCaHT aijIauHT.

Nk cuppn MaxMWIMH KYK IIWJIA Y€KMAac, 91 Ka3o,
IMap XxumonuavH Kakak, XypIIMAUANH 3aHT alJIaIuHT.

He xatuk Boguii oxuH, € Pad, canra sl MIITKKHM,
AKJI capKalll TaBCaHUH KYWFad KajaM JIaHT allJIaJiuHT.

Kun HaBowuiinu Byxyau Hanruaus, € Pao, xamnoc,
UyH By)XyJIuH Oapya oJiaM axJiuFa HaHT aljiaJuHT.

A MUSICIAN, IN A WOE PARTY...

(A ghazal by Alisher Navoiy)
Hey, Musician, by playing a sad music in the woe party,
A string of my weak soul, as a chang! you stroke my body

As if wine is made ruby by adding crown flower water,
By the affect of wine your face is flushing with red color.

! Chang- a national musical instrument



By breaking folks’ souls, tied my little soul like a bud,
Folks’ souls you opened though made our souls so sad.

Hey eye, her steps’ soil to surma? you did resemble,
Do know, to black clay made you equal the pearl.

Load of love’s secret heaven’s elephant can’t lift, hey fate,
Even though a hook of moon, a bell of sun you’ve made.

Oh Allah, how difficult is the road leading to your fame,
As soon as the mind’s steed makes a step to you, it’ll lame.

Oh Allah, get Navoiy rid of shame to live worthless,
For his existence is shame for the whole world, Bless.

(Published in Journal: Jahon Adabiyoti, October issue, 2018.)

2
349 Fazan: TOHI' HACHMHH COHHP ITKAH...

TOHT HACUMUH COMUP ITKAH I'yJ] Y30pUMAYP MEHHUHT,
CexpuT® MaliIOHFa KUPraH MaXCyBOPUMIYP MEHUHT.

I"apn smac, rapauna 6akuM KypMacyH 1e0 371 Ky3u,
Bonuxy capramira )KOHH XOKCOPUMIYP MCHHHT.

MapkaOUMHUHT HABIUAWH Xap JaM YOKWIIFaH YT 3Mac
Kum, xyHryn otiaur 3audu 6eKapopuMayp MEHUHT.

backu, Tenmypau ky3ym Kupraiimy 1ed mMaiiion apo,
K¥3 kapocu WyKkH, 10FU HHTU30PUMIYP MEHHUHT.

V1 6axopu XyCH MUHTaH KatpaadinoH O0Amoun ,
[N'ynmanm aitm ouxkanu abpu 6axopuMayp MEHHHT.

6.Yo0yku Mexp ynau 6emexpy XapyH KYK TaBCaHU,
TyTMaHT OTHHKUM, 3UIUTMaK aHU OPUMJIyp MEHUHT.

Nynuna aiinait hpumo K3 raBXapuH, *KOH KaBXapuH,
Oii HaBowid, eTca ys1 400yK, HUCOPUM/IYp MEHHHT.

SHE WHO’D ME WALK IN A DAWN WIND...
(from “A wonderful child” by A. Navoiy, Ghazal # 349)

She who’d me walk in a dawn wind was my flowery beloved.
A horse rider who galloped into the field was due to my beloved.

2 Surma- paint for eyes



It isn’t dust, but due to dust, folks’ eyes see my beloved not.
It was my dusty soul that was wandering there, believe or not,

It was not fire but lightning of my horse-shoe strike.
Nor is it my soul steed that makes troubles go spike.

To see if my beloved enter the field my eyes stared a lot.
It isn’t my eyes’ apple that you saw, but my missing spot.

That steed my beautiful beloved is riding fast to enjoy,
Is a spring cloud that presents my life garden much joy.

Love’s horse turned loveless, persistent was heaven’s horse.
Before me don’t hold the horse, to hear I shame even worse.

Hey Navoiy, if my horse-rider beloved reaches me so cool.
I’1l sacrifice to her road my eyes’ apple and all soul’s pearl.

Published in Journal: Jahon Adabiyoti, November issue, 2018.
3.
350 FA3ZAJI: UIIK CUPPHUH...

Nk cuppuH Xaxp acupy HOTaBOHJIAPAWH CYPYHT,
AW wiia uipaT TApUKUH KOMPOHJIAPIUH CYPYHT.

busra xy3 Mexpy Bado oitunu 6ynmaiiayp HacuoO,
beradonur pacMuHM HOMEXPUOOHIAPIUH CYPYHT.

bu3Hu naBpOH MEXHATH XaM 0KU3 3TMUILI, XaM KapH,
XyCH uia KyBBATHU PAbHO HABKYBOHJIAPJUH CYpPYHT.

benun sn MUKy nyK € QUIIIMKAHIUK PACMUHU
®axmM Kuiamaciap, Oy UIIHU JUJICUTOHIAPANH CYPYHT.

Hek HOM 571 niik apo 6aiHOMIIHFIAp IIEBACHH
SIxmm 6HIMacnap, anu Ou3IeK EMOHIAPANH CYPYHT.

@apuK 3aBKUHU CYPMAHT LIABKATY KOX AXJIUJIWH,
VY1 cyy0at naz3zaTuH O€XOHYMOHJIAPAUH CYPYHT.

A3 TyQpoFua UK axJura YJIrad XykMu 0op,
Katn xykmu aliiamMakHu KaXpamMOHJIApAUH CYPYHT.

bunmaau MakCcyiu raH>KMHUHT HUIIIOHUH aXJIU PacM,
I"ap cypapcus, anu 6€eHOMY HUIITOHJIAPAWH CYPYHT.



Yyn HaBoun uik caxpocuia uTTH, IycCTiap,
AHM yJ1 €HIUH €TUIITaH KOPBOHJIAPAUH CYPYHT.

LOVE’S SECRET
(Ghazal #350, from the book “Benefits of Old Age” by Alisher Navoiy)

Ask love’s secret from those who’re by separation enslaved,
Ask joy and pleasure from those who’re with happiness pleased.

We are endowed with nothing but love and faith,
AsK faithlessness habits from those who love not.

The toils of this time made us both weak and old aged,
Ask beauty, strength from those who’re young pledged.

Those lovers who lack souls would conceive not what
Pleasure or displeasure is, of it ask beloved souls’ lot.

Those who were honored with good name are unaware
Of the dishonored, ask for them from us - bad who are.

Don’t ask the pleasure of loneliness from the high ranked,
Ask the pleasure of hardships from those who’re deprived.

On the weak’s soil you’re subjected to do nothing but die,
Ask death sentence from those heroes who for love’s sake die.

Where treasure was, the griefless weak law abiders knew not,
If you want to know, ask those who a good name left not.

Hey friends, in love’s steppe Navoiy was lost from sight,
Now, do ask for him of caravans passing on that road site.

4.

353-zazan: HE JIYT® J/[HKMU...

He nytd snuku, Mmenu Homa Oupia €1 STTUHT,
He nHOoMa apauku, FaMIruH KyHTYJIHU IO OTTUHT.

Tunum Kanam TUIMAEK WYKPAUH 3PYP OXKHU3,
by Homa Oupraku Oy HOTaBOHHM €1 STTUHT.

SJ’Kprla OKTH €IIUM UXTUEPCU3, TYUUE
Ku, xaxxp nynacuaus Homara MU0 OTTHHT.

Erypou xucmuma pyx, 31 Ky€I, Marapku
Macux MyauMm 3pJid TaMEKUM aHU CaBOJI STTHUHT.

XKaBoxupeku HndopauHT Oy HOMYPOJIUHT YUYH,
K¥yuryn xapobacunu Max3aHu MypoJa STTHHT.



He cyn 6ynca aman HoMacu Kopa rap Xy
Otunr HuioH y3a XXammma € Ky0o 1 STTUHT.

Hagowuii, )xrcMuHITa pyX yiI KY€ XaauCcu SMUIL,
Macux HyTKura UyK epJia YbTUKOJ STTUHT.

WHAT A MERCY IT IS ...

(“Wonders of Childhood” by A. Navoiy, Ghazal # 353)
What a mercy it is, with a letter you remembered me,
What a letter it is, with it you made my sad soul happy.

My tongue is as weak as pencil to praise your fame,
With this letter, you remembered your humbler’s name.

As | was reading your letter my tears ran mindless,
As if in the letter you used separation ink, God bless.

O sun, while writing this letter did Jesus supervise you?
For when | was reading it | felt forever resurrected too.

As if to your hopeless beloved, the pearls you sent,
And his ruined soul into hopes treasure you turned.

If your letter of affairs intends evil, do save God,
No use to sign it with names Jamshid or Qubod.

O Navol, it is the sun’s words that cured your pain,
But you’ve made your faith in Jesus verses in vain.

5.
Fazan 333: KHMKH OIIIHK BYJICA...

Kumku omuk 6yiica 30py/ Xxactaxos YIMOK Kepak,
Parkaun/ omam snura /6aaxaén YIMOK Kepak.

Bacn tonmornmFkn/ MIIK /axjiuFa aMpeayp Maxod,
KeuaBy kyHy3 utim /(pUKpu MyxoJ YIMOK Kepak.

[IlaBk apo /rax MysIuH OYIMOK Kepak /aHTOKKH MY
Xaxp apo/ rax HonaauH/ aHIOKKHA HOJI YIIMOK Kepak.

Bacn mymkuH WK,/ Bane/ XykpoHaa /xap 1am 3 0aino
MyH10K odat MyOTamocu/ MOXyY COJ YIMOK Kepak.

Wik xyiuaa 3ynoiu /Bacn HuMaiyp Kumiu,
Haiip capu /Tonubu /5KoMH 3yJ1031/ YIMOK Kepax.



3ynM KYpKkuM/ yapx 3THO /MKKH CUTIAXHH KHITHABap,
My¥pnap xaiinu apojia /oMot YIMOK Kepak.

DO HaBowii,/ ncracanr /Maxjiac /Ky 1ypaTauH caHra
XOoHaKaxIMH Jaip copu/ HHTUKOJ YIMOK Kepak.

(“Fapoiu6 yc-curap”, 333-ra3an)
5. Ghazal 333: HE WHO IS IN LOVE...

He who is in love, for love always be sick he must,
From jealousy, of world folks think badly he must.

For lovers’ folk to reach love dating is a difficult trust,
Night and day, dream of this impossible affair he must.

Once doing woes you must become thin as hair from lust,
Once moaning in missing turn into weed’s woes you must.

No way for dating, separation is accompanied by bad luck,
Months, years with lots of misfortunes encounter you must.

Burning for love drink the dating wine a man would not,
For this go to an idol’s house and ask pure wine you must.

Against one another the fate put two revenging troops,
Under this fierce battle ant’s troops be trampled must.

Hey Navoiy, if you want from grieves, concerns to be free,
At once leave the mosque, to an idol-house you must flee.

(From “Wonders of the old age”, Ghazal #333)

6. CHHCA KYHIJTIYMJ/IA YKYHI...

CuHca KyHIIIyMJa YKyHT, CypTyO UCUF KOH/IMH aHra,
[Taii MacaiIMK YyupMaraliMeH pUIITAaNU KOHIUH aHra.
If your arrow breaks in my soul with hot blood it I oil,

The roots of my soul as a vessel around it I will scroll.

Bopnaiin nabauHr MU30KH pyxnapBapayp Oace,
I'itué mam3y:x 3THOCEeH 00U XalBOHIMH aHra.
The words of your lips energize my spirit like wine,

You seem to have added it an alive water quite fine.

VKU KYHIUIyM IIyBJIaCUH I'ax COKUH 3TTH, I'0X TE3,



I"ax yTyH O6Ynam, raxe cy ypau MaAKOHIUH aHTa.
Her arrow made my soul-light at times quiet or quick,

Into the fire the arrow poured either oil or water leak.

Japny famM OYCTOHWHMHT TOBYCHAYP KYHTIIYM KYIIIH,
['yn 6y1y6 ®ucMuMIa KECKaH HabJ Xap €HIIMH aHTa.
My soul bird is a peacock of woe grieves’ garden,

As trails of a horseshoe left their peacock design.

He xabyrap era onyp yn Ky€lika, He HaCHM,
DOt KYHTYJ, XOJIMHTHA YBJIOM aiiyia ahFOHINH aHTa.
Neither dove, nor wind to that beloved sun can reach,

Hey soul, of your state inform her with a woe preach.

Ky3ra To kupMum Xa€nuHr, COByr OXUM BaxXMUJUH,
bornamummen Kyp€ xap cOpu My>KT'OH/IMH aHTa.
When your thoughts enter my eye, of cold woe fear,

| guard it covering with my lashes not to hurt, my dear.

it HaBowii, iuF1aMoK OXMMFa TaCKUH OepMajiH,
Bax, 6y He yTaypku, WYk Tabcup TY()OHIUH aHTa.
Hey, Navoi, weeping for woes render help could not,

Ah, what fire it is to put it off even a storm could not.

6. IF YOUR ARROW BREAKS IN MY SOUL...

If your arrow breaks in my soul with hot blood it I oil,

The roots of my soul as a vessel around it I will scroll.

The words of your lips energize my spirit like wine,



You seem to have added it an alive water quite fine.

Her arrow made my soul-light at times quiet or quick,

Into the fire the arrow poured either oil or water leak.

My soul bird is a peacock of woe grieves’ garden,

As trails of a horseshoe left their peacock design.

Neither dove, nor wind to that beloved sun can reach,

Hey soul, of your state inform her with a woe preach.

When your thought enters my eye, of cold woe fear,

| guard it covering with my lashes not to hurt, my dear.

Hey, Navoi, weeping for woes render help could not,

Ah, what fire it is to put it off even a storm could not.

(Wonders of Childhood by A.Navoi, Ghazal #10)
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7. VJI TAPUBAIIIKUM, FYJIYEMEH...
V11 napuBamkum, 6¥1yOMeH 30py caprap/ioH aHra,

NumkuavH onaM MeHra XapoHy MEH XalpOH aHra.

YxnapuHravH qamo6aiaM TacKUH Tonap KYHIUIYM YT,

Bopaypyp Oup Katpa cy ry€ku xap naikoH aHra.

bup nunoBapayp KYHTYJIKHM, FaM CUITOXU KanOuia,

Oxu HOBaK, T03a JOFUIYP KU3UJI KAJTKOH aHTa.

HoBakuHuHT nappy nmailkoHU1a paHTHUH TYC 3PP



Exu KYHIITyMIMH 9y TappoH YTTH IOKMHII KOH aHTa.

Homau maBkym He HaBb yJ1 Oiffa €TKail, YyHKH MEH

D51 OTHH YKYp XacaJauH €3MaJluM YHBOH aHTa.

Xu3pu XaTTUHTHUHT akab MK ca0d3y Xyppam OYIMOFH,

JIa66arab uyHKuM Oepyp Cy JaliMaiy XaiiBOH aHTa.

Dl Xy11o, MyF KYWUHKUM, pudbat Ousa 3uiiHaTaa 6op

Mexp anra 6up mamMcaBy KyK TOKHAYp ailBOH aHra.

Hcramumr 6ynOyn Bado TYIAHH MarapKuM, yKOJIanH

barpu KOTMUII FyHUYAHUHT, OACKUM 3pYyp XaHJOH aHTa.

Kunmamun »xoHuH (U0 )KOHOHFA €TMAC JIep IMUIIL,
Oit Hasowii, ymOy cy3 6upia ¢puio 103 )K0H aHra.

(“Fapoiiud yc-curap”, 9-razaJj)

HNurnauszyara rap:;xumon: Kocumo0oii Mabmypos

7. OF THAT ANGEL’S LOVE I GRIEVED....

Of that angel’s love I grieved, wandered with a sigh,
Of her love the world wondered at me, at her so did I.

From your eyelash arrows my soul-fire calms oftener,
As if each eyelash arrow seems to have a drop of water.

Surrounded by grieve troops, a brave soul does pain,
The woe is his arrow; his shield is his red blood stain.

Whether the arrow and feather were painted in red,
Or they stained when went through my heart straight.

How could my love-letter reach that remote moon?
As I didn’t put her name lest folks might read soon.

The hair on your lip, no surprise, seems so bright,
As your lips are watering it with alive water right.

Fire-idol’s look is gloriously designed with decoration,
Before it sun seems a circle paint, sky - its roof fashion.



A nightingale was said to ask faith from the flower,
Of hail bud’s soul turned stone, so did her smile over.

The beloved can’t be reached if a soul is not sacrificed,
Hey Navoi, for this word let hundred souls be sacrificed.

(“Wonders of Childhood” by A.Navoi, Ghazal #9)

Translator: Kosimboy Mamurov.

8. XAP KYHI'Y/1 OPOMM...

Xap KYHrya opoMu YyH 6YIMULL AUNOPOMMUM MEHHHT,
Yn cababanH NYKTYpyp KYHrAymMZa OPOMUM MEHUHT.

[yay oxMm capBAEK YMKTUIO TYATYH BYNamM aluK,
Kunfanu Tapku Badho capsu ry1aHA4OMUM MEHWHT.

Hera Kypry3an wadakauH Wybaa, KaBkabauH wapop,
lap amac fam gy3axu 6y cybxm nyK LLOMUM MEHUHT.

Ounnpabonap axaufa xe4 sTMacyHAap 3SbTUMOA,
311 cabo, UK axnFa eTKyp By NanFOMMUM MEHWUHT.

OWwMwuK oTUFa KUPUNTYP YHIAYMY TOMMAcC BUCOS,
PocrKM MaxpymTek 6ynmuil 6y 6agHOMUM MEHUHT.

JoHaun Tacbux mannm ainnamac KYHrnym KyLum
PuwTam 3yHHOPW 3yNndyHT BynFann JOMUM MEHUHT.

O Hasownity meHAEeK yn 6yT KYNKN capn KUPMaKUM,
Kydp nna 6ynamn 6agan 6y mynaa uChoMMM MEHUHT.

(“Fapoiinb yc-curap”, 352-rasan)
MHrausuyara tapxumoH: Kocumboit Mabmypos
8... EACH SOUL’S PLEASURE

For each soul my beloved provides pleasure,
For this reason, I've lost my soul’s true leisure.

As cypress rose my woe’s smoke, tears blossomed,
For my cypress flower’s disloyalty has me doomed.

Why then dawn comes with light, stars sparkle bright,
If it were hell’s grief wouldn’t my night turn to light,

The beloveds’ promise should never be relied upon,
Hey wind, take my message to lovers’ companion.



My soul has taken lover’s name, but no dating found,
This bad soul of mine remains a miscreant on ground.

My soul’s bird is not inclined to count praying pearls,
As if to become my ringlet trap the belt of your curls.

Hey Navoi, do not go to that idol’s residence again,
On this path into disbelief my Islam turned in vain.

(“Wonders of Childhood” by A.Navoi, Ghazal No 352)
Translated from Uzbek into English by:
Kosimboy Mamurov, English language professor
and translator, PhD in linguistic sciences.



