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A LITTLE BIRD FLIES IN MY SOUL...
Salimakhon Mirzaeva
Doctor of Philology, Professor of the Andijan State University

Abstract: From this point of view, we are almost the same age as Rauf Parfi. But from the
point of view of his thinking and outlook, I liken his poetry to a baby, a child, a teenager, an adult,
and a wise traveler, drawing the distant past, recent history, present and distant future in one line.
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Also, the names of the collections he published throughout his life are a clear indication that
Rauf Parfi was not a bright and cheerful artist. That is, "Caravan Road", "Echo", "Image", "Memory",
"Eyes", "Return”, "Patience Tree", "Silence", "Repentance”. It awakens in my imagination the figure
of a luminous Man who is flaring his gaze from the bottom to the top, from left to right. I would like
to give Rauf Parfi the qualities of being born, grown up, or like a young child thinking like an adult.

Youth is a green season, passed, turned yellow,
It was spilled. Oh, merciless leaf fall
He shot into the black frost,
Leaf fall is breaking at the feet of the winds.

Youth is a green season. It's gone. Yellow. (1)

Euumik 3anrop dacn, keduu, caprap/u,
TYkunan y. HlagkaT 6unmac 6Gaprpe3on

Kopa coBykmapra otu6 16opau,
[[Tamosnap monMuaa CHHMOK/A Xa30H.
Enunk 3anrop ¢aci. Keunu. Caprapan. (1)

Many years have passed since Rauf Parfi's place in Uzbek literature was defined as extraordinary. In
the second half of the last century, Rauf Parfi was one of the great poets who poured out the rebellion
of his soul into his pen. Rauf Parfi was one of those who could not come to terms with himself, could
not come to terms with the injustice, wrongness, and unevenness around him, and could not use his
pen, which had become a dignified heart, for simple praises and praises.
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| left my body and landed on the ground.
Everything is clear to me, the living cannot see.
Ye blind world, I am a spirit, said I,

They don't see me, they don't ask me.

Man is a man hunter, he hunts man,

Insatiable, strangely insatiable, gratuitous.

He dig Pocket of helpless corpses,

betrayal, trouble, trouble in his arms

Tanamnan YMKAMM-[a MEH €pra UHINM,
Menra 6apu aéH, THPUKIIAp KypMac.

DM cu3 KYp OJJOMOH, MEH PyXMaH, AEIHUM,
VYap kypMac MEHU, XOJUMHU CypMac.

banu ogam oBuM, 01aMHU OBJIAp,
Tunurad Tyimac, Faxuo TyiiMac, 6e1aBo.
Hovop MalinTinapHUHT YyHTaruH KoBiap,
[Mumkuaa xuénat, kaboxar, rasro  (2)

In the memoirs of the writer and famous creator Nazar Eshanqul about Rauf Parfi, many closed and
open verbs of the poet are well written:

" Brother Rauf would divide the world, as he used to say, into a “"big country" and a ~“small
country."” The tragedy of most of our contemporaries is that they have bought a big homeland or
exchanged it for something useful, a career, or a job. They only became slaves of the "small
homeland". Because of this, Rauf brother openly and deliberately mocked such people. Until they
realized who they are, that the great motherland is irreplaceable, they deserved to be mocked and
insulted. Brother Rauf believed that this disease was very contagious and could Kill everyone.
Therefore, he always tried to protect himself from this disease. That was the thing that tormented
brother Rauf and was tormented by his surroundings. The fact that Tewarak changed, changed, easily
took on different forms, lamented about the motherland, and "sold" the motherland, always caused
pain and suffering in the heart of brother Rauf.

In the series "Black Wall" he writes:
Kanpgaiinn cupaup Oy, Oy KaHzaai Tymaup,
by Kannai yikyaup, yirOHraH yuky.
K¥3mapumaan Kopa Ky3FyHIap yuau
Mynaxum Kopa AeBOp opTuaa, €xy!
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Kopa neBop Kabpu, COTKMHIIAp FOPTH,
Turcus, BaraHcu3Iap BaTaHU KOJIIH.
Cankuran kacaj-ia Tendapud opanm,
AxJuMmra pyénap KauaoJiat COJJIu.

3axapra ailulanauM, €rouJIeK CUHJIUM,
Kaiita ynaum, pyXxum KauTMaau TaHra.
Xaspar CynToHUMIa CHHIpad CUFUHIUM

Amnoxum, maaan o6ep. bup Cy3 6ep menra,
JKOHUMHUHT TTApBO3UH OCPIHII, COFUH/INM,
Wik 6ep! Kaiirap meru épyr Bartanra.

What a secret, what a dream,
What kind of sleep is this, waking sleep.
Black ravens flew from my eyes
Behind the terrible black wall, yes!
The black wall is old, the land of traitors,
The homeland of the languageless and stateless remained.
| went crazy with a stung corpse,
Dreams came to my mind.
| became poison, | broke like wood,
| died again, my soul did not return.
| worshiped my Hazrat Sultan
God, help me. give me a word
I miss the flight of my soul,
Give love! Bring me back to the bright country.

It is not easy to understand and understand the poet's poems and read them to get into his soul.

Because of him, sometimes you can't even understand who and what the poet is referring to when

you move from verse to verse. And when you read it again, you will begin to see yourself in the
writings of Rauf Parfi.

14

ISSN 2319-2836 (online), Published by
ASIA PACIFIC JOURNAL OF MARKETING & MANAGEMENT REVIEW.,
under Volume: 12 Issue: 12 in December-2023
https:// www.ge]'ournal.net/ index.php/APJMMR

Copyright (c) 2023 Author (s). This is an open-access article distributed under the terms of
Creative Commons Attribution License (CC BY). To view a copy of this license,
visit https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/




Asia Pacific
Journal of Marketing &
Management Review

ASIA PACIFIC JOURNAL OF MARKETING & MANAGEMENT REVIEW

W ISSN: 2319-2836

iRic

IMPACT FACTOR: 7.603
Vol 12, Issue 12, 2023

You cannot understand not only his poems, but also his thoughts and words, because of the depth of
his logic, example, and conclusion. His thoughts on literature and poetry:

A tree. Quiet. It is silent. He doesn’'t say anything. Sad. The heart aspires to this tree.
This tree seems to understand you better. The people who are walking and humming are
going down next to the painted tree. The tree looks very smart. He seems to know a lot. As if
you want to say something important...

In fact, Rauf Parfi tried to tell us a lot of things at the right time through the poems of
the example of a tree. It is for this reason that many did not understand him, and many did
not want to ""'understand’’. Because when we accept a tree as just a tree...

What is this? My tongue is stunned, my body is numb,
I have no eyes to see, my eyes are dull.
I don't see a ghost, my ears are deaf...

I know that everything is a lie except you...

Hanup 0y? Tunum 5101, By)Ky1 BaJlaHrap,
Kypranm ky3um UyK, Ky3uM YHUIFOH.
bup mapna unramac, KyJIOKJIapuM Kap. ..
bungum, Cuznan 6omika 6apuacu E1FoH. ..

Do we understand the poet until today? Have we started referring to his poetry and works? If he
had lived to this day, would he have been hurt or happy? There are many questions, just like poems.

What is love? Rare loyalty?

You ask yourself a thousand times.

I wish you patience with trembling,

You speak the divine Word to the universe,

This world is beyond all doubt,

This is the desert of dreams, this is the desert of pain.
Do not lose heart, believe in God,

Help yourself, this is the way of faith.
This love is as true as death, so

I wandered around the world thinking of you alone.
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Do not separate me from existence, a breath,
| broke my acquaintance, | crushed my eyes.
It echoed in the sky,
Give safety to my opponent, my God
From the "Munajjim" series

Summarizing my speech, I will turn to Rauf Parfi himself: A poet cannot help but speak the truth.
Now think of the poet's honesty in the midst of huge lies. They say, look at the age, sing the song of
the one you ride on. The poet is afraid of lies, superficial, false singing. More precisely, the talent
inside the poet is afraid of lies. Because falsehood is the result of talent
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