A poem by Gulchehra Nurullayeva

| have no word to say to evil-doers,

| treasure very much the lion-hearted.

| speak to that man — not of himself cares —
But always everything with people started.

If 1 fail to find such human beings,

| ardently will put my words to line.

If poems share not my own feelings,
| will tell the black soil wail of mine.

(Translated by A’zam Obid)

Original in Uzbek:

Homapanapra anrap Cy3um MyK,
AiiTcaMm, KaJIOM 1iepra aiTama .
«MeH y3uMHU YUIIaMacMaH Xeu,
XaJIKHUKUMAH. ..» — JIepra auTaMaH.

[IynpainapHu TormMacam arap,
Enn6-8116 menpra aiiraman.
[IIesp xaM MeHTa KuiaMaca Bado,
YHIa Kapo epra autaMmas. ..



