Selection One
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AHachIHBI NMUUIOKOHIO AYIYPYpAyIop. Kumca
2
roJlyHa KUPMHIIAH. AHACHIHBIH GO3YMTYI Y3y
30M(IUKASH, aFpbIAAH [A9jUIIMHUILIAN, TbIca
cadyapbl HOjo KODPICco jalll MAM.

AHaChl MUTOKOHM IYIIYO O9I9HHU, TaroTCH3
ajaryapsbl ac9-oca hapaca kegupau. Y3yHY O
To/Idp ajObIH, O T'9IApP jaXbIHAAH KOPAY KH, a3
rangpl ypoju majana. Kep Oup Ho BaxT uau
aHaChIHBIH Y3YHY KepMmypay?! bemr un unu, ja
6oKe OH W M. BypachIHBI IOrUr jagbpiHa
cana 6nvomy. HobocuHu mamHo YoKHG
hocpoTiIo aHACBIHBIH MYM TOHYP KO3d]
06900KIIOpPUHA, a34a IbIPHIIIMBIII jaHATJIAPbIHA
6axmpl.

AHacbl [1ejocaH 6JIMajo KeIUpau.

AHacbIHBI 6JIMJj9 joJia caJMar Y4YH 4YOXJIy
agam jerrbUIMbIIIABL. Kydo o y3-0y ysmy
TaHBIMAJbIFbl ajaMiapiia J0JIy HIH.

AHacpl 6JIM0jo MaIlIPIHJIA KeToWoKau. MalubiH
4

ranbIHbIH aF3bIHAA, apxXa ramnbIChl aybIr

aHACBIHBI KO3JIQjUPIH.

JleMoK MHAM aHAchl MallblHA OTYpPYG
KETOUOK/IM B9 jEHd Y3YH WILIOP, GONIKd 19 90oau
OHY KOPMJjoqoKIH.

AHAaCBIHBIH JUIOPUHHU OMIYPAY...Oma-ema
arnajeipapl:—KeTMa, rypGaHbIM
oayMm...Kerma...[lapbIXbIpaM COHCH3, aHa 40X
IapbIXbIpaM.

AHacbIHBIH IU379pU hoMUIIIOKM KUMH jymiiar
B9 WCTH MW, 6NAYKYO KO3YHYH jalllbl TUA3JIOPH
HCIAOBIP/bI.

IOu3n ycTojou Aejo MHAM aHACBIHBIH Y3YHY
anToaH—jyxapbl Kepypay. AHacbIHBIH Y3y
IOHMYIITY, €J19 OWJI OHYH ONYIILUIOPUHHU hmcc
esloMupy, hapaca ysar GUp HOrTojo GaxbIPIbI.

—VYmarnapgaH MyFrajaT on’ Kuuujn mmc
OCKYDYD.

The Lonely Woman

They were carrying her mother down the
staircase. Someone was holding her under the
arm. Her pale light grey face was altered by
weakness and pain. For some unknown
reason, her short hair was wet.

Her mother’s body went down the stairs, her
powerless legs were trembling and moving
somewhere. She saw her face so closely and
so clearly that her heart almost stopped
beating. How long had it been since she had
seen her mother’s face last? Probably, five or
ten years. She could not bring herself to
remember it exactly. She held her breath in
and looked wistfully into her mother’s
beautiful brown eyes, at her slightly wrinkled
cheeks.

Her mother seemed to be moving toward
death.

There were a lot of people who had gathered
to see Mother off on her last journey. The
street on both sides was overcrowded with
unknown faces.

Her mother would go by car towards death.
At the door, the vehicle with its backdoor
open, was waiting for her mother.

So, now Mother will get into a car and go, and
again she won't see her for a number of years,
perhaps forever.

She was kissing her mother’s hands...She was
sobbing while kissing them. “Don’t go, my
darling ... I miss you.. Mother, I miss you very
much.”

Her mother’s knees were soft and warm as
usual; as she was kissing them, the tears were
making them wet.

On her knees now , was looking up at her
mother's face. Her mother’s face was blank, as
if she could not feel her kisses; she was
staring into some remote point.

“Take care of the kids. The little one coughs
badly.”
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OrpadpiHa 6axabl. hed KMMHM TaHBIMBIPABL. Jas
ajaM-Jiap JOHYT Y3710 TUHMO3-COjIoMa3
JajaHpI0 OHJIapa OGaxbIpabLIAp.

AHaChIHBIH JaJIbIHYa TU3WH-TU3UH CYPYHYO
YbIFbIpa-ubIFbIpa arianbpl:—AHa! Aj aHa
rypOGaHbIM OJIyM, KETMd aHa, KETMD.

6
AHacpl OHY eLINTMUPAM, GYTYH BYUydy
XOCTONMjUH 30MGIMjUHISH 9CI-9C9, TATITCU3
ajaFbIHBIH OMPUHM TajIgbIPbI0 MAlIbIHA MHHMOK
HCTAjUPIN.

Iu3uH-OU3MH CYPYHYO aHACBIHA YaTMBIIIAKI,
ajarnapblHbI TYYaFaajbl0 jepd jbIXMBIIIEI,
HohaCH KoCHIIO-KOCHIIO OallilaH ajaFa emypay.
Conpa 6up 19 Gaxsl6 Kepay Gajarman 6opu
jepa jbIXbIO emayjy KepIo yIIarabl, GoJlojuH
HYUHASH 30pJia YOKUO YbIXapPOBIFbI SJUIOPHHUI
aF3bIHA CAJIBIO OMO-OMd OUHMO3-COjIOMA3 OHa
GaxpIp.

Or1padbiHa 6axabl. MalIbIHBIH TalbIChI
YBIPIBUIBIO jonla aymdy. Jam amamuap
jajaBIrIapbIHbl YbIXapbl0 MAaIIbIHBIH
apXachIH4Ya jeJUTomIIop. MalIbIHBIH apAbIHYa
JIoma-Jiona rap TeKypAay Bo MallbIH TapbIH
aFJIbIFBIHAA KO3[oH utupau. —AHa! Aj aHa...

OjanbI0 jaH—jepacuHs Gaxabl. I'bI3bI ar3bl
Jjaperausir jarmeimabl. hasa home
aYbLIMaMbIIIIbL.

Kesnopunu jymy6, HooCHHH caxiajblb, jeHd
Gajarksl jyxycyHy OUp9o-OHPYo jaabIHA CaJIbI.
By na narbUIaH WUBOHM GUD jepo jbIFMar KUMU
Oup 1Iej Mou.

I'shop GOFa3bIHBI TYTHY, Y3YHY COCH YBIXMACBIH
nejo GajpIma 0achl0 aryiajbl.

ONYMYHIOH COHpa Oy aiThl MJI 9P3UHID
OupHrHYM 19(jIN aHACHIHBIH Y3YHY Oy romop
morur Kepypay. JeMok Oy Kewo OMp Hedud
OOrurs OYHAAH 9BBAJI AHACHI MIId
KOPYIUIMYIIY. ..

Bup Heyo KyH GYHIAH 9BBAJI jyxyJap
harreiga, GomoHn BahMMo MYMHIS YIIYjo-
yLIyjo oxyayry MyJiahm3onep jamblHa OyIIAY:

She looked around. She didn’t know
anybody. Total strangers with blank faces
were standing around and looking at them,
saying nothing.

She was crawling along after her mother on
her knees and howling, “Mother! My dear,
Mother, don’t go!”

Her mother didn’t hear her. With her whole
body trembling with the weakness caused by
her disease, she lifted one of her legs wishing
to get into the car.

She caught up with her mother, crawling on
her knees; she hugged her legs and collapsed
on the ground; finding it hard to breath, she
was covering her with kisses. Then she
looked again and saw that it was a baby
where she had collapsed and was kissing; the
baby released his hands from the swaddles
with an effort and put them into his mouth;
he was sucking them and looking at her in
silence.

She looked around. The door of the car
banged, and the car started. Strange people
took their kerchiefs off and waved them at the
car. There was snow falling in big flakes be-
hind the car, and soon it was out of sight, hid-
den in the whiteness of snow. “Mother,
Mother...”

She awoke and looked around. The girl was
sleeping with her mouth half-open. The
weather had not cleared up yet.

She shut her eyes, held her breath, and began
to restore the fragments of her dream. It was
like trying to gather spilled mercury.

The rage stuck in her throat and, to prevent
her shrieks from coming out, she threw
herself on the pillow and burst out crying.

That was the first time in the six years since
her mother’s death that she had seen her face
so distinctly. So, that night, just a few minutes
before, she had met with her mother...

She remembered with a cold chill, her body
trembling, what she had read about dreams a
few days ago.



“OCIMHIS cU3 63YHY3 jyXyda KepayjyHY3
aJaMJIapbIH jyxXycyHa Kupupcus.”

IleMo aHACBIHBIH jagbIHA AYIIMYILOY, aHACHI
IapbIXbIPAbI OHYH Y4yH. Beno dukupiomongs
jeHo Kesiopu A0ay6 Oornandsl. JageiHa jyxyma
arjlaja-afjaja aHacblHA JEOUjU CO3JTOPH OYLIaY,
ypoju o3unmu. Kepon aHacel OHIIIM KU, OHCY3
jamaja Gunmup, oHcy3 hed Hoju M3 HACBI
joxmyp,—Trapaaii-6avbIChl [1a, 9pH 19,
yiarjiapsr ga?!

Ouxupasuiau ku, naha o jan-Oy jaHbl jox;[yp.7
Omncy3 jamaja omimup. ByHy oupmadanuk
aYbIr-ajaplH OOjHYHA ancpin.” Iaha xyHpoe Oup
meju 6ohaHd eajub WaMaaThbIH KYHYHY rapa
€JIOMOCHH. OH Y0X Ja €BIOKWIOPUH TaHBIHBI
3ohopa ;[eﬁ)lapMacm{.9 Bup apa Oejuuns
JEPUTMUIITN KM, MYAJIMY9CH OJIMajaH Oup
xacranujo Tyrysny6. Ouna hamel Gup-OupUHS
Iojau, hoKuMIIop GUP-OMPUHUH apabIHYA
OHJIApa TOKYJIVIIAY, AaBa- JopMaH, uypGauyp
otiap, japmariap jerFsuigel. COHpa HOIOHC
apuHs HubPIT eoMajo Ganutaapl. hojaTeiHma
9pUji1o Garibl OYTYH XOIIAKAAMO3  aHJIaphbl

OejHUHIS CUPIALIIUPUG O3YHS dauraiu Oup
Taje japatabl B9 OYTYH YFypPCY3JIyIJIapbIHbI,
aHACBIHBIH OJIYMYHY GeJId 9pHjJIo
anaronouaupupau. Conpa aa GyTyH ayHjaja
Hudpot enoau. UyHku heu Koc aHAHBI 9BI3 €119
OUIMUDIN.

Byny anacel e3y g9 homume gejupgu. Xocra
BaxThl jOPFaH-MIOIIQjo MOPUYUMIIOHOHI
aHACHIHBIH GMPYd MCTOjU OHY hoMmIIe jaHBIHHA
KopMoK uau. O Gupu orarga GeIrvs Jorure
JIOHKUjoH KHMH aHACHIHBIH XQCTAJIMKASH OHCY3
na 6osapaH y3y' GHp a3 TYHAIOIIADIH,
Ho(acH aFpIpIAIIBIPABI, FAUUIAPBIHBI YaTHIO
HHYHK Y3YHY JHBapa YeBHPUPIOH, Y3YH MYIIOT
cycypay coHpa e y3y guBapa: “CoHo MoH
J1a3pIMaM”—Iejupau.

ho, anacel GyHY XoCToJIMjUHIOH rabar ja,
caFjlaM B9 KYWJIy BaxXTJIapbIHOA Ja OHA
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Moho66AT H0y KO3JIapie Oaxa—0axa ~ Jejupau.

“Basically, you yourself enter the dreams of
the people whom you dream about.”

So, her mother remembered her, she was
missing her. Thinking about it her eyes were
filled with tears again. She recollected the
words which she had said to her mother in
the dream and her heart was broken. So,
Mother knew that she couldn’t live without
her, that everybody—brothers, sisters,
husband and children—was meaningless
without her.

She couldn’t carry on like this any longer, she
thought. She can not live without her. She has
to say that to herself frankly, once and for all.
She must not make excuses and darken other
people’s days any more. First of all, she
mustn’t poison her kinfolk’s blood. There
came a moment when it seemed to her that
she had picked up an incurable illness.
Everybody was making a fuss about it,
doctors kept pestering her one after another,
drugs and other means of healing, various
herbs and leaves were picked up. Then she
developed an inexplicable disgust towards
her husband. She summed up all the
unpleasant moments of her life related to her
husband, made up a tragic fate for herself and
kept associating all her misfortunes and
failures, including her mother’s death, with
her husband. Then she began to hate the
whole world, because no one could replace
her mother.

That is what Mother herself used to say. The
main desire she had during her illness,
trapped between a blanket and a mattress,
was to see her daughter nearby all the time.
Any time when she stayed in the next room
five minutes extra, her mother’s face, already
ash-colored because of the illness, would
become still darker, her breathing heavier; she
would frown, turn her exhausted face
towards the wall, remain silent for quite a
while, and then say without turning, “You
need me.”

Mother used to say the same words before
her illness, when she was healthy and strong,
and she had looked at her with eyes full of
love.



4

Bup 19 jagpiHa KoiMp aHAchl YaH BEPOHAR:
“ToK4d COHO KOpd 619 OMIMHPIM”—IeMUIIIN
OHA.

Hujo Tok4s oHa Kepa?—dukupnamau. OHa
KOPd KH, OHy O OMpM OepH YIUarbIHOAH 40X
ucTojupau? O3yHa oXmaigbIpAbl OHY, Homu? O3
YaBaHJIbIFbIHA OXINAIBIPALI GJIKa?!

hucc emonyu Ku, GAIOHMHS COJYT TOP KAJIH.
ho, jorun enmojou. ByHy aHacel madamapiie
MYHMHHA YoKo-90Kd, OHYH Y3YHO, OOjHYHa,
QJLIIOPMHA KOIOPIM KO3JIapie Oaxa-06axa, COHpa
CauIapbIHbI QJIMHO aJbI6 €jHOJUHN KO3YHO
TaxbIO caybl UIIbIFa TyTa-TyTa:—Caunap aa
MOHUMKUIN.—IejUPI.

BanpIbIH Y3y MCIaHMBIIABL. ['bI3bI OHYH
herureipeIraapeigaan Hapahart oay6 jyxysy-
JYXyJly Y3YHY TypUIyTAy, Y6HYO jOpFaHbI
GallbIHA YOKIM.

13 .
OUKUPIOUITN KU, KOp  OHp jyXyjiap Hd Tomop
TIOTUTIN.

Amnacel oHy rojyo xemgupau. O na TaHBIMAIbIFbI,
janm amaMiapbeIH MYHMHOQ, TOMTOK raisIpasl. hop
IIIej He4d JOrur uam.

CoHpa aHACBIHBIH Y3Y jeHo OYTYH JoTHIJIMjH
MJId KO3YHYH ra0arbiHa KoJIU. AHACHI
Y3VYHIOKH hoMHUIIIO JUTITOTIIM, rajFbLIbI
ndanocujiia oHa ryjiar achbIpabl.

Apxachl YCTo y3aHMBIIIBI [1€jd KO3YHYH jalllbl
KUYKahbl W9 axpIO ryjJarjapblHa JOJAY.

Amnaceianan coHpa heu kum oHa Oy 4yp ryjiar
acMmbIpabl. heuy Kkumun GyHa heBconacu, coGpu
YaTMBIP/IBL.

JeHo Ke3IepH 10/1y6-GOoIIaIIbL.

OUKUPIOLIIN KU, aHACHIjJIa GAFJIbl KEYHPIUjU
OYTYH Oy MOLISITOTIIOP aHa-0aa
MYHACHOOTHHISOH Y0X CEBKIJIM MYHACHOOTUHO
OXIIajbIp.

She remembered her mother, while taking her
last breaths, saying, “It’s only because of you

that I can’t die,” when she was at the point of

giving up the ghost.

“Why only because of me?” she thought.
“Because she wanted me more than her other
four children? Or I reminded her of herself?
Or, perhaps, I reminded her of her young
years?”

She felt cold perspiration on her body. Yes,
probably it was true. Mother used to sob and
look at her face, neck, and hands with sad
eyes; then she would take the daughter’s hair
in her hands, put her eyeglasses on, turn the
hair against the light and say, “That hair was
mine, too.”

The pillowcase became wet. The daughter
was troubled by her mother’s sobbing, her
sleeping face became twisted, she turned
around and pulled the blanket over her face.

She thought about how precise the dreams
were.

Mother was deserting her. She was among
total strangers, absolutely alone. Everything
was perfectly lifelike.

Then her mother’s face appeared in front of
her eyes with a complete distinctiveness. Her
mother was listening to her with that always
attentive and careful expression of hers.

She stretched herself on her back, and tears
began to flow down her temples and fill her
ears.

Nobody had listened to her like that after
Mother. Nobody had the patience to tolerate
her.

She cried her eyes out again.

She thought that all the sorrows which she
had been living through with her mother
made their relations seem even closer than the
normal ones between mother and daughter.



Byny opu 10 6up modo memumugu. bup mode
jeHo hoMHIIOKU KMMH OTYPAYFY jepae Ke3inspu
IOJIy0 aFiajaHjia, opd rallIapbIHbI YaThIO
IOPIIN—I9PIIN CUTapeT YoKo-4oKd: “Oy aHa-
Gasta mMacaimacu aejun,” gemunrau. OHga 6ac
Hojau?! ...dukupaemau. AHacel KUM uaM, gaha
IOFpycy KUMH oamyuiay?!
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... AHacpl YaH BepoH/I9, WAaHBIjJIa QJUISIIS-

JJUIeNId, GUP K63y OHja raga-rama: .. homa
MOHHMM Y4YYH OYPHYHYH y4y KOjHOjowoK ...”
JEMUILAN, COHPa Oa HOOCHHU aFbIP-arbIp
Iejub, KO3YHOoH ra390 jara-jara: “... oo
KOjHOjOUOK, dJI0 KOjHIjoUoK ...” nejub
CyCMYIITY.

TanxpI6 jepMHUH WYMHIS OTYPIY, TyJarjiapblHbl
6ouantapl. CoHpa aypy0 GamMarjiapbIHbI
Kejou, 0 OUpM OTara Ke4au.

Opu Gy orarga jarmbiugsl. Komm6 opuHuH
rapubIChIHAA OTYPIY, OUpP X€jiId rapaHibIraa
0elIo4o OTypa-oTypa 9pHHd Oaxibl.

OpH jyxyaa Ho KOpYPAYCo, Y0X WHATU Oup
KOPKoM alMbIsl. [anuiapbiHel qyjyHIojuo
AJIJIOPVHY TapHBIHBIH YCTd Yapras3jiaMbIIIIbI.
Eno Gt ro0yiajapl, KAMHHCY OOPIMHS
YaHOopAM TyJiar aca-aca MKpPe KEeTMUIIIH.

OJiHU ehMajva opMHHMH aJIHbIHA YOKOU KW,
OjaHCBIH. OPUHHU 0jajIbI0 aHACKIjIa
KOPYILIAYjYHY AaHBIIIMar UCTQjUpAU. OpU
KO3YHY a4bI0 TooWUyOIOHMAIOH:

—Hujo jatmbipcan?—nenu.

Opu GeNd [iejoHs jeHs KeBpasau heHKYpy6
Y3YHY TyTOy.

—H0J1y6?15

OpHU ranxbi6 jepUHUH MYUHID OTYDPHY, OHY
ryvar- Jiajbl0 CMHOCHHO CBHIXIbIL:
—Jeno ony kepuyH?

Bambiael Topnonub “hs” peau. Opu MYMHU
YoKHO GUP MYIIST OTYPHAYFY BA3HjjoTIo|d
rajaubl, COHPa y3aHbI6 OHYH OalllbIHBI CMHACHHD
CBIXABI, ChIFAJIabI Bo maha heu Ho memomu.

—By nodo...1erur KepayMm ysyHy...esno Gui
KOPYIIIYM OHYHJIA.

It was her husband who once said that. Once,
when she was sitting at her place, crying, her
eyes overflowing with tears, he frowned and
said in a fit of temper, smoking his cigarette:
“After all, it's not a matter of a mother and a
daughter relationship.” But what was it?>—she
thought. Who was Mother, to be exact, who
had she become?

When Mother was passing away, when she
was taking leave of her soul, she said with
one eye fixed on her daughter: “She is going
to cry her eyes out after my death.” Her
breathing became heavy, her eyes became
inflamed with rage; she added “cry out, cry
out” and became silent.

She sat up on the bed, cleaned the tears out of
her ears. Then she stood up, put her shoes on,
and went into the next room.

Her husband was sleeping there. She came
and sat down in front of him in the dark, and
remained seated like that for quite a while.

Whatever her husband saw in a dream, he
always acquired a quite solemn expression.
He had knit his eyebrows and crossed his
hands on his stomach. He looked as if he had
fallen into thinking while listening to the
story of someone’s mischief in his reception
room.

She put her hand on her husband’s forehead
cautiously, to wake him up. She wanted to
wake him up and say that she had seen
Mother. He opened his eyes and asked
without surprise, “Why aren’t you sleeping?”

When he asked that, her eyes became pools of
tears again, she burst out crying and seized
her face.

“What's the matter?”

He sat up on the bed, hugged her and pressed
her against his chest.
“Did you see her again?”

She said “yes” with a nod. Her husband
choked and remained in the sitting posture
for some time, then lay down, her head on his
chest; he was stroking it saying nothing.

“This time...I saw her face quite
distinctly...as if I had met her.”
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Opu maha muEMUpOM, GalIBIHBI Oa
TymapaamMbIpasl. Ejows TUHMa3-COjIoMa3,
y3aHIBIFBI jePIo TaBaHa GaxXbIPIbL.

Arnajbi6 cycmy, OpMHHH UCTU CHHOCUHIIOH,
cakuT HacdocuHIeH hucc engjupam Ku, oHa
Jja3bIFbl Koup ~ Jas3bIFbl OHAa KOPd KAJIUpP KW,

OH Gelll jalIbIHIa aTaChIHbl UTUPMUIITU, GUP
a3 COHpa aHachbIHbl. BUp 119 OHa Kepa Ku, 3aud
WU, Te3-Te3 YPaju arpbljbIipabl. hed HomoH
ha33 anMbIpabI, CEBUHMUDPAN, YPIjU
avybUIMBIpABL. BUp oo OHa K6pe KH, rapajiHMo3
1101178

Opu GYTYH GyHJIaphl 19daIopiId, aHACHIHEI
jyXyna Kepy0 ariajaHma AeMHULITN OHA.

TapuGo Gypachljabl KU, 3pH OUPYS aHACHI
Gapome heu mo memupmu. Eno GMI TaHBIMBIPIbI
ony. Ja ma Gonke 3ahsrocu KCIII/IpJII/I17
a”aceiHaaH?! CoHpa na hUKUPIIIIIN KH, HAjd
Kepace 3ahiocu KetMamjau axel?! heu Baxt
6HMp-GUPUHN MHYUTMOMUIIIWIAP, CO3IOPU Yal
IYIIMOMMUIIITH.

Jox, 3ohsacu KeTMojUHO KeTMHpPIHU, aMMa
HOjIauCo, OypachIHbI garur hucc esjupou K,
aHACBIHBIH OJIYMYHIOOH COHpAa aHACBIHAAH CO3
OYLIOHIS 9PUHUH KO3JIopH UPHU-UPH
auYBLILIPBI, Y3y mojumupau. Exo 6wt opu
BahumoToHUpIH.

Boanka oHa Kepajau Ku, aHACBI OJIYMYHISH
COHpa OHJIapa pahaTjbIl BepMUPH,
KYHAIILIPBI jyXyJiapbiHa Kupub Kah Kycypay,
Kah arnmajeipapl, Kah y3yHy AuBapa 4eBUpHO

cycypay.

Bup 19 aHachl [1ejocoH axbIp BaxTiiap 9pUHHUH
IO jyXyCcyHa KMPMojo OauuiaMbIliabl. AXbIp
BaxTjiap 9pM KEYOHUH japbiChl Oypy6 MoTOIXd
KEeYUpPIH, OpJa MIIBIFbI jAHIBIPHIO CHUraper
YOKUPAH, ja [a OjaHBIO €19 jepUHHH UYUHIQ
y3aHa-y3aHa TaBaHa GaxXbIPHBI...

OpH HO (PUKHUPIISIIONC, GANIBIHBI JjUO OHYH
aJIHBIHJIAH Iy, COHPa jeHd CaubIHbI
TyMapiaaasl. Bup MyameT 6eirous Gallbl OPUHHUH
CHHOCUH/IQ AMHMA3-COjJIIOMA3 y3aHAbLIAD.

Her husband didn’t utter a word, nor did he
caress her head any more. He was absolutely
silent, staring into the ceiling from the place
where he lay.

She cried and then remained silent, she felt
compassion coming from her husband's
warm chest, from his quiet breath. He was
compassionate because he had lost his father
at the age of fifteen; his mother had died only
a bit later. Another reason was that he was
weak and very often was depressed. Nothing
could perk him up or make him happy.
Occasionally he was taciturn, he was rarely
lighthearted.

Her husband used to tell her many times that
he had had dreams about her mother; he
cried at those moments.

The strangeness of the whole thing was that
her husband never talked about Mother—as if
he had never known her. Or maybe he had an
aversion to her? She started wondering
where, after all, that aversion could come
from. They’d never offended each other, there
hadn’t been a single bad word said between
them.

No, the whole thing was not because of aver-
sion, but whatever it could be, she felt sure
that whenever after Mother’s death her name
was mentioned in a conversation, her
husband’s eyes opened unnaturally wide, his
face changed as if he were mortally terrified.

Maybe it was because Mother hadn’t left
them alone after her death; in dreams she
came up to them once every two days,
quarreling or crying or keeping silent with
her face turned to the wall.

It looked like, recently Mother has begun to
penetrate the husband’s dreams too. Recently
her husband started getting up after midnight
and walking to the kitchen; there he turned
the light on and smoked; or, otherwise, he
stayed awake lying stretched out on his bed
staring at the ceiling...

Whatever her husband might think inwardly,
he pulled her head to himself, kissed her fore-
head, then caressed her hair again. They
stayed mute for a while, her head rested on
his chest.



—Buiupcas Ho GUKUPIIIIUPIM?!—apUHUH “Do you know what I'm thinking about?”
OHCY3 J]a TaJIbIH CICH jaThI6 JypaHIaH COHpa Her husband’s naturally harsh voice was

J1an KOGY/IAMI MBIIIIIbL. even harsher because he had just woked up.
—ejupom Gosiko Gar ayar? “Let’s buy a garden.”

—Bars! HejHUPHK? “What do we need a garden for?”

—Opna Tojyr-uyus caxnajapcaH, 6ocTan “You'll take care of hens and chicks, and I'll
AY39I109PaM, ToMu3 haBa...aco6IopuH cultivate an orchard...the air is clean, your
CaKUTIIAIISP. nerves will calm down.”

Tanxel6 OTYpAy, aFJaMarjaH IIMINNG KUYHIIOH She sat up and rubbed her eyes, which were
Ke3/opunH 0Bfly. COHpa SPUHUH Y3YHO Gaxyibl. swollen and itching from crying. Then she
OPHHMH Y3y 40X CaKUT WIH. hoM 11p fiejocon looked into her husband’s face. It was very
JyXycy Kompau. calm. Besides, he seemed to be sleepy.

— Tojyr-4y4oHUH 2co6o HO ZoXJH Bap?> “What do fowls have to do with the nerves?”
ByHy ejHMIIS aHACHI KMMU [eIU Bd jeHO KO3 She said that exactly in her mother’s manner,
Jambl HINHTP 60?)’-71)1)’- OpPHHHH KO3II9pU UpH- and drowned in tears again. Her husband’s
upH avbLIbL. J€jocoH aHACHIHBIH COCHHU O Ja eyes opened widely. It seemed as if he also
eLInTn. heard her mother’s voice.

Jlejunons Kepa eJyMYH[I9H COHpa aHaHbLIH pyhy There is a saying that after a mother’s death
TBI3bIHA Keunp. HeMoK aHachIHBIH pyhy her spirit passes to her daughter. So, Mother’s
MYHHIQjAM. AXbI €3y JOrur hucc emojupan K, spirit is inside her. After all, she felt that she

hop mieju ajpel 4yp Kepyp, WLIIPIS
TaHBIIBITJIAPBIHI €JI9 OUJI TI33[I0H TaHbIjbID,
XOIIy KAJIUKJIOPUHAH 3ahytocu Kemup, 3ahitacu
KETOUjUHIOH XOIIy KJUP.

saw everything in a different light, that
people whom she had known for ages seemed
to be new acquaintances to her; she was
disgusted with the things she used to like,
and liked the things she used to hate.

—DBar-3a7 1a3bIM J€jUII MOHA...YMYMU|joTIId “I don’t need any garden. I don’t want any-
hey Ho MCTOMHDAM... thing at all.”

OpPUHUH Y3YHO Gaxzbl. OPUHMH Y3YHAS HOjo She looked into her husband’s face. It
Kepaco KyHahKap ajamel Hagac somehow wore the expression of a guilty
JjapaHMBIIITBI. person.

WMo hoMUIIOKMHASH Te3 KOJIMUIIIH. She came to her office earlier than usual. On
XumoTun apBaji OHy Kepyl YCTYHd jepuu, seeing her, a service-lady came up to her;
JOrHH JEHO ITyll BEPMOK BAXTHI HIM. probably it was time to pay again.

—Xom KG.TIJJI/IH,zl rajad ajabIM HO jaxmm22 “Welcome, my dear...why did you come so
Gelto epToIoH KoIuGCoH? early?”

—heu, exo-6eia. “Oh, I don’t know.”

CoHpa OMpPISH HCTOOM apBagbl I'bIpara 4oKHUO Then she felt a keen desire to take that

0y KewoKH jyXyCyHy MaHbIIla, aHACKIHIAH woman aside and tell her about her nightly
JaHbINIA, aFiaja. AMMa 6axbI0 Kepay dream, tell about her mother, and cry. But she

XUIMOTYMHUH 9jHUHIOKH MAITAPbl YUNPKIIMIM,
QNMHAP® [9 YPOKOYJIaHOBIpAH OUP PIHKID
YHUPKJIHA ICKH TYTYO.

looked at her and saw that the woman’s
clothes were dirty, and there was a dirty rag
in her hands; it was of a color that could turn
one’s stomach.
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Konun6 otarsiabpl augbl. CTONYHYH YCTY KarbI3-
KyFy3J1a goiyjoy. JlyHoH HOco ja3MBIIITHI,
YpI3Marapa’” eJOMUILIAM, Kyja Oy KYH HOCO
eloManujau, hapa 390HK BypManbljabl, hapaca
KETMAJIHj/IH.

hop 1ej exo Gui oyutM W1 GYHIAH 9BBAJ
jasbuMbIAbIp. OUKUPIOMIIN KU, OYTYH
OyHJIapbIH HY OoxJid Bap ugu oHa?! Jlam end
CTOJIYH, Oy OTarblH, YMYMH]joTi0 Oy UIapPOHUH
HO JI9XJIM Bap uau oHa?!

Ypoju ceixbuaabl. Banka aypyo KeTcuH eBa?!
CoHpa AymIyHOY KM, 9CJIMHO rajica, €BUH Ja
OHa GUP HOXJIUCH jOXIy.

OukupIoUIN KU, 6ello KeTcd, OYTYH OyHIaphIH
axpIpbl Hoawar?! ITonm onavar Gonko?! Ja
IONM OJIavar, ja Ja aHACBHIHBIH jaHbIHA
KeIo4oK.

AHacbIHBI OHCY3 Aa KYHalIbIPBI jyXyCyHa
kupupau. Kah garein Gambigmas, Kah
MEILIOHWH TOPUHIUjUHISH, Kah Ja NoHU3UH
opTachIHIaKbl ToHha, Oalavya amgagaH oJ1 eNlojud
OHY jaHbIHA YaFbIPBIPIBI.

O pa Kequ6-Kemqub aHachbIHA 4aTa GUIMHPAM.
Kah cyma Goryaypay, Kah Tonmoje aymypay, Kah
ajarjapbl TYTyJIyO KejUjUpAM, OHY jepuMajo,
aHacCbIHA YaTMara rojMypay.

JeHa oTypayry jepme xe3y monny. Kesynmen
6Mp KWId jalll Cy3yayO CTOJIYH YCTYHOOKHU
KarpI3a QYLIY, MYPOKKOOJIO ja3bLIMBILI
hopduopu jajasl, ajub-yjmy.

CoHpa JJUISPUHHU CTOJIYH YCTYHO IOjyo Gaxmbl.
OJUTopH rovaJMbIIIAbl. bapMariiapsl aHaCBIHBIH
GapMaryiapbiHa oxIuajeipael. ByHy hambr
gejupou. Jlejupaumnep cocu A9 aHACBIHBIH
COCHHO OXIIAjBIP.

AcragaH: A...a...a—JeOM B9 jeHO aHACHIHBIH
COCHHH EIIUTIH.

She unlocked the door of her room. The table
was buried under papers. Yesterday she had
written something with indistinct scrawls as
if she had to do something today, call
someone, go somewhere.

She felt as if she had written all that fifty
years ago. She was wondering what it all had
to do with her. What does this room, this
table, this office in general, what does it have
to do with her?

Her heart was racked with grief. Maybe, the
best thing to do is to get up and go home?
But, she thought, basically she has no tie with
her home either.

She was wondering what would be the
outcome off all this. Perhaps, she would go
crazy? Yes, either she would, or she would
follow her mother.

Anyway, her mother came in her dreams
every other day. She was waving at her,
luring her from the top of a mountain, or
from a forest thicket, or from a small, lonely
island surrounded by the sea.

And she would keep on going and failing to
reach her mother. At times she would drown
in the water, she would get trapped, or her
legs would get paralyzed and wobble,
stopping her from reaching her mother.

Again her eyes were full of tears just at the
place where she sat. One of the drops rolled
down from her eye and fell on a paper that
was on the table; ink-written letters smeared
and ran.

Then she put her hands on the table and
looked at them. The hands had become old.
The fingers resembled her mother’s.
Everybody kept saying that. People also said
her voice was pretty much like her mother’s
voice.

mother’s voice again.



Conpa GpUKHpPISIIIN KU, GAJIKD
roOMPHCTAHIIBIFA KETCHH, OPJa arjachlH, HYH
JjyHKRYUTemIcHH? JamepiHa OyIIAy KU,
ro0MpUCTAaHIbIrIa heu BaxT arjiaja GUIMUD.
AHAaCBIHBIH rapa MopMapa hokK OyHMyII
KYJYMCap Y3y, cojyr, Tonha ro6pwu,
roOMPUCTAHIIBIFBIH HYM GOjy 9COH KOXOpIIU
KYJIQjUIH COcH OHYH MYuHH heu BaxT
TOPIOTMHPIH, OyHA KOpd A9 hommimo
JyaMaaTHaH XouaJlaT YoKupau. hamel arnaja-
armaja, heHkype- heHKypa, GalmanisiHel 6My6
ryvarjiaja-ryvarjaja OHyH CaKWUT Y3YHd
6axpIpbl, COHpa Ja haMbIHBIH Y3YHIO HHGPITS
oxmrap 6up udand japaHbIPIbL.

JymyHay Kd, OHa Kepe aFjiaja GHIMHD KU,
opna aHacbIHBIH pyhy joxmy. AHachIHBIH pyhy
hapgaca hamuie jaxepIHBIHIA OJryp. Yox BaxT
oHy wunHIe hucc enojupau. Emo Oun nauHo
meh gymmMylmay, ja JyMaH 4eKMyLIAy.AHachl
YOX BaxT KEYdJIop MYMHIAY Komopiu, hosun
cocid Mahub! oxyjypay. O mahHbIja cakut
ryaar aca omwamupou. Omy Kd, aximamiiap
ariama¥rbl Koupau. Bonko o arnmajaH e
aHachIjabl, KO3VHIOH CY3YJIOH 19 €JI9 aHACHIHBIH
jamsijaei?!

ho, KepyHYp 9320 YoKoH aHACBIjAbBI, O jOX.
OHyH WYMHJY jalnaja OMIMUPIHU. OTd, YaHa
JIOoJIMar, jamiaMar UCTQjUpAu, OHYH
KOPKOMUH9, OHYH POHKUHIQ YaBaH TaJIbIH
oJIMar UCTOjUPIH, 0Jia OUIMHUDPIH.

24
CelleKTOp~ 30HK YaJibl.

MynupyH Yai cawiapbl aTHbIHA TOKYJIMYIITY.
OJUIOPHHU YMOUHS TOjyd KPeCIOCyHY
dukupin-dukupan o jan-0y jana hapiame-
hopionge orypmyurny. OHy Kepy6 IHKQIIH,
CTOJIa AUPCOKJIOH/IN.

—Hewacus?

—Bagbar.

—Kesyma Guptohap najnpcn3.26
MyauprH Komopi Y3YHo GaxaHia jeHa

rohopnoHau, Ke3nopu gouany. Ho uco pemak
HCTQjUPOU KU, MYZUP OHAAH 9BBAJI JAHBIIIIbI:

—By KYH UKz MYoJUIH( KOJIQWIK, MEIIdKap
amamapl. Ilnanna yjeyn 6up mej Bapca
cucapuIll BEpUH.

She thought, maybe she should go to the
cemetery and ease her soul with tears there.
But then she remembered that she had never
been able to cry in the cemetery. Mother’s
smiling face engraved on the black marble,
her cold and lonely grave, the gloomy sound
of the wind blowing through the cemetery
didn’t touch her soul. This would make her
feel ashamed. All people cry and weep there,
they kiss and hug tombstones, look at her
calm face, and then their faces acquire an
expression close to that of disgust.

She thought the reason for her not being able
to cry was that her mother’s spirit was not
there. Her spirit is always somewhere nearby.
Often she could feel it inside herself as if
some dew or mist penetrated her body. Often
Mother sang in a sorrowful, mournful voice
at night. She could not listen to that song
without emotion. Tears came during the
evenings. And what if it was Mother who
cried, and the tears flowing from her eyes
were not hers but her mother’s?

Yes, probably it was her mother, not she her-
self, who took the whole pain and torture. She
couldn’t live inside her. She wanted to live in
flesh and body. She wanted to be a young
woman of her appearance and color but she
could not.

The selective phone rang.

The manager’s grey hair fell on his forehead.
He was sitting in his armchair and rotating it
thoughtfully from one side to another, his
hands in his pockets. On seeing her, he half-
raised, his elbows rested on the table.

“How are you?”
IISO_SO ”
“You look strange.”

Again she was on the brink of crying, while
looking into the manager’s sad face; her eyes
were full of tears. She was about to say some-
thing but the manager spoke first.

“Today two authors are going to come, these
fellows are professionals. If there is anything
to coordinate in the plan, place an order with
them.”
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Mynup OGyHiapsl eju6 OHYH Y3YHO Gaxmbl.

KesyHYH jauisl QujupiIoHUO jaHArbl 0Ojy
cy3yJiay.

— Houmny6 cu3a?
—heu.
—Dbukedcus gejocoH.

Mynup uaBa® Ke3JoMaAdH (BUKUPIU-UKHUPIIH:
—O3ymy muc hucc emgjupom. Cojyriamplmam.

Myaup OHYH Ke3yjaluibl Y3YHO Gaxiabl BO €J1d
6w heu Ho amylaMajbl, COHpa jeHd, apaja
OCKYDPa-6CKYDPa Te3-Te3 XOCTAIOHMAjUH/ISH,
30uIIMjUHIOH B9 OHA JOXJIM OJIMajaH GHUp
X€ejIId 1I€ejIIOPISH NaHBIIbIO Cycy.

27
EBo varanna hasa rapanMeiabl.” Ymiariapbl
avybIHIAH yAryHa-yAryHa OHY KO3JIQjUPIUIIaP.

Tanbidbl YokuO GariiajaH KUMH jafblHA AYIIAY
KH, ha3plp xepaju joxmyp. Bup mo jagsiaa
SPUMHUH IYHOH aJIbI0 KOTHPAMjU Ke3arpbloaH
TBIPMBI3BIja YajiaH a1  aymay. O or uHou
COjyAy9YyHYH jyxapbl KO3YHIQ rapajia-rapaia
OHy Ke3Jojupau. Kesmojupau Ku, KoCHJICHH,
JOFPAHCBIH, TAHBIHBI TOKQO-TOKd OHYH YPQjUHU
6ynaH111>1pcmH.2

CojyHy0 oJUTOpHHHM jydy, 9TH COjyayvydaH
YBIXaphIO WjJIOAH, COHPA TUKJ-THKS JOFPajbIo
Jjyny. Jyjyngyrda oTHH I'bIPMBI3BUIBIFBI COJITY,
aT 603apeI6 ejGouop hama mymy.

HjpoHo-1jpoHo 603 THKOJIOPH XbIPAA-XbIpa
IOFpajbL.

AHACBIHBIH OJIYMYHIOH GOPH OTHOH HjpoHMAjd
GauutameIiapl. UyHKM aHachl 0 GUPH OTarma
aFpbIIaH 3apblja-3apblja y3aHaHIa eJ1d 0y 9yp
003 oT TaBaja rei3apipirya, roBypMa Mju €Bo
jajpuigsirya, aHacel 0 GUPH OTaraa ey ar3blHa
KOJI9-KJI9 ©jYjypay. JoruH aHacel 0 KYHIIOp
6ello JAmJIbl OTU jEeNMjUHO KOpd, cariiaM
nirahacblHa KOPd OHA HU(DPAT eJI9jupau.

The manager was staring at her face while
saying that.

A tear rolled out of her eye and streamed
down her cheek.

“What's wrong with you?”
“Nothing.”
“You look sad.”

The manager didn’t wait for the answer and
said thoughtfully, “I am not well either; I
caught a cold.”

The manager looked in her tearful face and
didn’t seem to understand anything; then, in-
terrupting himself with coughing, he talked
swiftly about illnesses, weaknesses and a
number of things having nothing to do with
her. After that he fell silent.

It was dark by the time she came home. The
children were waiting for her, their mouths
watering from hunger.

When she was closing the door behind her
she realized that there was nothing ready to
eat immediately. Besides, she remembered
that yesterday her husband had brought some
meat which was red because of pre-death
fright. That meat which was getting darker
was now sullenly waiting for her in the upper
freezing section of the refrigerator. It was
waiting to get cut and minced and to turn her
stomach with with the flowing blood.

She took off her coat and washed her hands,
took meat out of the refrigerator and smelled
it, then cut it into pieces and washed it. After
washing the red color faded; the meat became
grey and took on an ugly appearance.

She minced those grey pieces with disgust.

She had become disgusted with meat after her
mother’s death. The reason was that when her
mother had lain in the next room, her body
racked with pain, the same brand of grey
meat had been fried in the pan in this kitchen,
the odor of govurma spreading all around the
house; Mother had been giddy from the bile
going up to her mouth. Probably her mother
had hated her in those days for eating that
delicious meat, for her healthy appetite.



JagpiHa Koemp, oTH jejub ryprapaHnaH coHpa
aHaChIHBIH jaHBIHA KETMJjd ropxypay. UyHKwH,
OHJIAa AHACHIHBIH KO3JIOPUHIOKM ro39610H
OTYDAYFY jepAd dpHjupAH, OYKYIYDAY.

Ojyjy0 TaBaja jar cayimpl, 9T TUKOJIOPUHU
Qy371ajbI0 TaBaja TOKAY, aF3bIHBI OPTIY.

I'bI3bI jeHd CTONIYH JAlbIHAA, TaGaFbIHAA AYBIT
o Top, SJIMHAS IojioM GelIMHU 9juG Jar-guBapa
6axpipanl. Ene 6un muBapiapaa HICo
axTapbIP/bL.

Konu6 reI3bIHBIH KYPOjUHO BYDAY.
—Kypajunn mysaomr...Jas!

I'pI3bIH Y3y Aojugu.

—Has jaspmm?

—39 hpuMap-qopBO...Ha jazavarcan? AjerH

TapUXHHU, “€BI9,” “TAaNIIBIPbIl HOMPJ
¢I/IJIaH ”31

I'e13b1 9jpu-yjpy hopdutopie ajblH TapuxuHM,
COHpPA J]a TANIUBIPHIFBIH HOMPICHHHU ja3bIO
TO39[[9H OHYH Y3YHO Oaxmpl.

—Honny? Ysyms Hujo Gaxeipcan?

I'bI3bI KO3JIOPUHM [OjY0 To3910H KuTada Gaxbl
B9 jeHo ejOoouop hopdutopie HACo jasmbL

Bup uctopu BypcyH ymiarbl. UyHKH 9co0aopu
TapbIMa YOKWJIMHUIINNA. O3VHY KYWId caxJaibl:

—Apam kumu jas!

I'bI3 JUKCHMHMO 9JIMHM CaxJiagbl, COHPa jeHd, Oy
mode apamiia Bo JUITOTIS ja3Mara GaluIagbl Bo
jena hapdopu ojuc-yjay.

By nodo esyHy caxiiaja OUIMOjub yIIarbiH
TOJIyHY YAMIUKIIONM. UMMIOMKIISjOHIS OpTa
GapMarbIHbIH JBIPHAFBI TAIXbI0 MajamaH
apajaHpl, ChIHABL JIbIPHAFBIHBIH AJITHIHIAH
rad axmel.

[bI3b1 YUBIIIQjUO aFIIAMbI.

She recollects now that she was scared even
to approach her mother after eating that meat
because she would then be overcome and
melt in the rage coming from her mother's
eyes.

Still giddy, she put some butter in the pan,
salted pieces of meat and threw them into the
pan, covered everything with a lid.

Her daughter was at the table again, her note-
book in front of her, her pen in her hands, her
back hunched. She was staring into the wall
as if she were looking for something there.

She came up and hit the girl on the back.
“Straighten up your back...Write!”

The girl’s face changed.

“Write what?”

“Crap...What to write? Month, date, at home,
exercise number and so on!”

The girl scribbled down the month, the date,
the exercise number and then looked in her
mother’s face again.

“What'’s the matter? Why are you looking at
me like that?”

The girl rubbed her eyes, looked into her
book and wrote something with misshapen
letters again.

First she wanted to hit the girl. Her nerves
were like a stringed bow. She could hardly
restrain herself.

“Write properly!”

The girl became frightened and stopped writ-
ing. Then she began writing again, this time
quietly and attentively, and again it was just
scrawls.

This time the mother failed to restrain herself
and pinched the daughter’s hand. While
pinching, the nail of her third finger became
detached from the flesh and broke. The blood
flowed from under the nail.

The girl burst into tears.
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—OacoH €19, Hewd KHM, MOHH OJIIYPYDPCaH,
R
axbpIpbIMa YbIXbIpCaH!

OJIMHM TOJTYFYHYH alITbIHA COXyO KOjHJjo-
KOjHOjd MOT00Xd KeUau, Opjia 63YHd, OYTYH
IOYHjaja TapFbIII TOKJ-TOK JbIPHAFBIHBI
6uptohap Kocmy, jymy Bo Oarnagsl. CoHpa
TaBajJa IbI3apaH dTH TrallbIrjia TaphIlIbIpa-
rapplasIpa GUKUPISMIOU Ku, hap 1mej mucou.
OpH 19, yUIArjaphl Ja, WA 19, 9Tpadaakbl
ajgamiap 1a, eBd 19, Oy XepaK [I9.

Opu 0 OMpH OTarga JUHMI3-COjIIoMo3 JUBAHBIH
OMp KYHYYHd I'bICBLIBIO KO3YHY rajiibIpMagaH
ro3eT OXYjypAy, a4yblHOAH yATyHa-yAryHa
curapeT 4aKupau. ApagaGup roBypMaHbIH
HjUHY Tab KOTUPMOjUO MOTOOXd KUPHUPIHU, Opaa
€IIIQJIOHA - €LIIOJIOHO KO3y4y TaBaja OaxbIPIbl KU,
KOPCYH oTHH OHMIIMOjUHO YOXMY TaJibIO.

OTHHCO GUIIMAIjHHS YOX TaJMBIIIABL. OT jara
OYUIIYKY €JI9 OMJI KeT-Kead OopKHjUO KOHd
meHypay. hucc enomu Ku, e3yHYH [0 avubIHIaH
6ambl hopiioHMp, a3 rajpIp YPoju Kemo.
lampiriaa rapa THKJIOPIOH OGHUPUHU KOTYPYO
ybypay, AMUUIONM, 9T JUINMHUH aJIThIHOA
pPe3UH KUMU jBIFBLIBIO -aubLIIbI.

OpH jeHo MOTOIXI9jaM, apXachiHIa aypyo
rambiriia YeBUPIAM)H 9T THKAJIOPUHO OaxbIPIbL.
heBcasacu mapaiabl, KEpHjo YOHYO 9co0u
cocIa:

—Homun?—nenn.

OPUHUH Y3y JQjUIIIH:
—heu, ens-6ema...

—Eno-6ens... JIe xu, 1639 OuamupsM 19. hamo
O6umMajuHs Yox Bap. Hujo dopiaomupcoH MoHM?
Tapracan, cuyoByJicaH-HacoH?! KyHopra Hahap
€JIOMOMHUCH?

—Emomutiom.
—DBac oHOa HUjo JAPBIXOBIPBIPCAH MOHU?

OpH MYUHM YOKUO COjymy4yHy aujibl, OpaaH
KoJibaca, IIOMHUIOD, MEHAUP KOTYPYO CToJia
Y31y, QUIUIOPUHH YhIPhLIIAIa-YbIPhLIAAAA
jeMajo Gauutaapl. OpU JUILIOPHHU
YBIpbUIAATABIrYa hucc elojupau Hedd oTH
YDIIOHUD, UYH ACHP.

“You'll die like that, you'll kill me dead and
wipe me out!”

She put her aching hand under her armpit,
hobbled to the kitchen; there, damning herself
and the whole world, she cut the nail off
clumsily, then washed and bandaged it.
“Everything is miserable” she thought,
stirring meat in the pan with a spoon.
Everything—husband, children, work, people
around her, home, and this food.

Meanwhile, her husband cowered on the cor-
ner of the sofa in the next room and was
reading the newspaper silently, without
raising his eyes from it. He was smoking and
his mouth was watering from hunger. From
time to time, unable to stand the odor of
govurma any more, he entered the kitchen
and browsed around, the corners of his eyes
fixed on the frying pan wondering how soon
it would be ready.

There was still plenty of time before the meat
would be ready to be served. Meat, down in
the butter, seemed to become hard as leather.
She herself felt dizzy from hunger, she was
almost ready to faint. She took one of the dark
pieces with a spoon, blew at it, bit it; the meat
got stuck in her teeth as if it were rubber.

Her husband was in the kitchen again, he was
standing behind her looking at her stirring
pieces of meat with a spoon. She lost her
patience at last, stepped back and said
nervously:

“Now what?”

Her husband’s face changed:
“Nothing, just...”

“Just, just...say I can't wait any longer. It's
still gonna take plenty of time to cook it. Why
the hell are you on my back? Are you a crow
or a rat? Didn’t you have your lunch today?”

“Idid.”
“Then why are you getting on my nerves?”

Her husband sighed, opened the refrigerator,
took out some sausage, cheese and tomatoes,
put it all on the table and started eating,
grinding his teeth. Her very flesh and insides
shuddered from the grinding.



—UYpIppLIgaTMa JUIIKNHHA.

OpH ar3bIHAAKBI jeMaju caxiajbl0 HUGPITID
OHa 0axmpbl, COHPa QJIMHOIKM, ObIYAr-YoHKIJIN
CTOJIa YBIPMBIO ajaFa rajixisl, 0 GUPHU OTara
Ke4YnO ranbIHbI YBIPIIIEL.

JeHa ke3mapu monmy. Hudpoer emojup hap
mejo, jamamar ucromup. AmaheiH pohmu
KOJICHH,  acaH ©JIYM KOHIOOPCHH OHA.

IymyHoy Ku, IeMoK 0ejlo YbIXBIP KM, jaiaja
OMIIMOjoH aHACKHIABI BO aHACHI OHA KOpo jaruaja
OWJIMUD KU, 63y 63YHY HCTIjup.

BambiHga anoM GUp-GHPHHS TapbIIIbL,
KuuKahbIHbl 0BYO hukMpiIouau Ku, Hohajor
hop 1meju yox morur Gamra ayuiny. Jarmaja
OUIIMOjoH, OHYH KYHYHY [0 KOj 9CKHjo OYKoH,
aHaCbIHBI MCTJjoH, €JId aHAChl ©3YAOY...

TaBaHbIH ar3bIHBI 6PTY0 OTYPAY, GAlIbIHbI
QJLIOpH apachlHa ajbI0 aFiajbl. JagpIHa
axmramiiap WINIeH rajbIoaHa aHACHIHBIH
CTOJIyH YCTYHO jaHOajaH jBIFOBIFBI XOPOKJIOD
oyupay. AHachl XepaKJIopu Ay3y06 OHyHJIA
y300y3 OTYpypay, CAKUT KO3JIOPJIo OHYH
avybIHIAH Y3YJI9-Y3YJId THUKQJIOPH a3 raja AUpHU-
JUpH yAa-yaa jeMojuHo OaxbIpibl, COHpa aa
KYJIyMcajub:

—Jaxmie1 4ejHa, ToIaCMa,—aejupau.

Conpa anacel 4yaj Katupupgu. O ga nojyo 4aj
MY9-MYd KYH OP3UMHAY HO OJMYIIyca
hambichiHa GUpYe-OMpud, OYTYH Todoppyartsljiia
JAHBIIBIPIBI.

JTaHBINIIBIIYA CO3JIOPU AHACHIHBIH KO3YHYH
HYMHIOH Keuynpau. AHAchl €19 GUJI OHYH GYTYH
CO3JIOPUHU OUP-6HUDp jejupmu, yaypay. AUbICh
OJlaHJa Y3y TypuIyjypay, INUPUH OJIaHza
KO3JI9pHjJIo KYIYMCOjUPIH.

—AmHa...

ByHy roei3bl gequ. MoTGoXMH ranbIChIHAA
VYDKOK-YPKOK HajaHbI0 OHA GaXbIPIbI.

“Don’t grind your teeth,” she said.

Her husband stopped chewing what was in
his mouth, looked at her in indignation, then
banged his fork and knife down on the table,
stood up, went to the next room and banged
the door.

Her eyes were full again. She hated
everything, she did not want to live. God
have mercy on her, let Him send a light death
to her.

So, she thought, basically it is Mother who
doesn’t want to live, and she can’t live
because she wants herself.

She put the whole world topsy-turvy in her
brain, rubbed her temple and realized that
finally she had understood what it was all
about. It was her mother who could not live,
whose life was without sunshine, it was
Mother herself who wanted her own
mother...

She put the lid on the pan, seized her head in
her hands and burst into tears. She
remembered how, when she used to come
from work in the evening she had found the
food already on the table, put there by
Mother’s hand. Having arranged the dishes,
Mother would sit face to face with the
daughter and look calmly at how she ate,
driven by hunger, swallowing bits almost
without chewing them. Then she would
smile:

“Chew them properly, there is no rush.”

Then her mother would bring tea. And, being
already full, sipping tea, she would tell about
everything that happened during the day
down to the slightest details.

While she was talking, the words penetrated
into the very core of her mother’s eyes. Her
mother seemed to be eating, swallowing all
the words. When she was upset, her face took
on a sour expression, but when she was in a
good temper her eyes smiled.

“Mom...”

That was said by the girl. She was standing at
the kitchen door and looking at her timidly.
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—Kotup 6axsim.

Ke3opuHU Toilyjia CHIM0 TaMILIPHIFB OXYIY
B9 heu Ho Gamra gymmMaau, 1adTopu epryo
IbI3bIHA y3aT/bl.

—JaxmpIaml.

Keus 0 Oupu OTaFrgaH opHHUH jyXyJy COCHH
OjaHABbl. OPH COCH THUTPQJI-TUTPIjo KHMMHIHIIICO

JyXyma Bypyurypay:

—Usx Ker! Ker nejupom cono.—CoHpa apu
janBapmara Ganutaapl. —JajaBapbipam
COHJ...KET...ja3bIFbIH KJICMH 0m3d. Ho
HCTOjUPCOH axbl?

Ypoju ace-oco Gamra AyLIny K, aHACHI UHAU [19
OPUHMH jyXyCyHa KUPHO. AHACBHI OpUHHH
JYXyCyHIa OHy HMpPH, rapa TOpa Calibl0 aF3bIHbBI
GarjiajbIpabl, COHPA TOHM3M CYjyH aJIThIHA
6aceI6 opaa HoICH KICHIIOHIUOH OOFypHy.
AXbIp HQjOUCO 9pU jOPFAH-IOIIJjUH UUMHAQ €JId
YamnanajbIpAbl, €19 OWI Topa AYLUIMYIIAY, YbIXa
OUIMHpAN.

CoHpa opH jyxyZa TI'bIPBIT-THIPBIT aFjIagbl Bd
cycny. IejacoH mopuH jyxyja Kernu. dejocoH
aHaChl OPUHU OJ1YPYO pahaTiiaHabl, aF
ajariapbIHbI Cyja YbIpma-ybIpna y3yo amachblHa
KeTHH.

ByTyH GooHM KUMAIIAPIN. OCOOMIOIOH/TD
GomonnHe hoMuIIo GeNo KHYMIIMO KJIMPIH.
Bejpy ycro 4eHY6 rapamibiria rbI3biHAa Gaxibl.
IbI3bIHBIH jyxXygaua aF3bl Oy3yamyiugy. [bI3b
OUp MYOOeT OeIovd Ke3YyjyMyiy rajiisl, COHpa
€19 jyxyna MKoH hbIurbIpeIO aFiamsl.

Ypoju o3uinau. I'bI3bIH GalIBIHBI CHIFAJLIAjBI0
YOXITy-4OXJy OIfy.

CoHpa Ho BaxTca jyXyja KeTAHW B9 jeHd AYHOHKHU
jyxycyHyH apabiabl Kepay. [epuGacu Gyjaoy K,
Oy mads jyxyma ey Gunmpau Ku, hop miej
Jyxyny.

JeHo hoMuH MamIbIH Keaupaud, OHJAAH y3ar-
JIamMbBIPAbI. JeHo MaIIbIHBIH apibIHYa JIOMa-
Jioma rap jaFeIpAabl. MalibIH aFIbIFBIH WUIIMHIQ
KUYIIMpAM, Ganava Herrojo aeHypay. Cocu
60MO011 1Iohaps MEHYO 9KC-Cafa BEPUPIM.

“Bring it over, I'll take a look at it.”

She rubbed her eyes with her hand, read an
exercise, understood nothing there, shut the
copybook and handed it to the girl.

“Good.”

At night she was awakened by a sleepy hus-
band’s voice from another room. Her
husband was quarreling with someone in a
dream, his voice was shaking.

“Get away from here! I say, get out!” Then he
started begging. “I beg you, get away, have
mercy on us! What do you want from us, after
all?”

With a trembling heart she understood that
this time her mother had come into her
husband’s dream. In the dream his mother-in-
law trapped him in a big black net, tied it,
pushed him under the surface of the sea and
drowned him until he stopped breathing.
Whatever it was, he buried himself in his
bedding so deeply that he couldn’t set himself
free, as if he were in a real net.

For some time, the husband was sobbing
intermittently and then fell silent, probably
sank into deep sleep. Probably her mother
was satisfied that she had killed her son-in-
law; she went to her island splashing water
with her white legs.

There was itching all over her body. It always
itched that way whenever she was nervous.
She turned to her side and looked at the
daughter in the dark. The girl pursed her lips
in her sleep. She kept that grimace for a while,
then she hiccupped and began to sob.

Her heart melted. She stroked the girl’s head
and rained kisses upon her.

Then she fell asleep for a while and saw the
end of yesterday’s dream. Strangely enough,
this time she herself in the dream understood
that it was all a dream.

Her heart was melting at the same time that
the car became smaller and disappeared into
the whiteness. Again it was the same car
moving away from her. Behind the car again
big snowflakes were falling. Her voice
scattered around the empty city and was
echoed:



—AHa...aHa...aHa!...

CoHpa arFajbI0-ariajbl0 aHACKIHBI OJIMJjd josia
caJIMaFa KoJIoH ajamuiapa 0axisl. AxamiiapbiH
heu GupuHM TaHBIMBIPABI. hambr cojyr
ToGACCYMIId OHA GaxbIpabl. AHACHI /14
OypHajabl, TAHBIMBIABIFBI jY3JIOPII0 aAaMbIH
WYMHS NajaHMBIIIBI.

AHacbIHBIH caybl ajpbl YYp UOU, djHUHID
ropu6o majrap Bapabl. Y3y [0 ajpbl 4yp WIH.
Eno 6ua heu BaxT X9CTo OJIMAaMBIIIIbI.

Bup g0 aHacel oHa el GaxbIPOBI, €719 OHII OHY
TaHBIMBIPAbI. OJUHAIKYN UPH jeJINMUHYA
TOPIOIR-TAPIIANI, COjyT TOGACCYMIID
KYJIYMCQjUpPIU.

CoHpa OMpIoH Gama OyIIOy KM, aHACKI OHY
KOpMyp. AHachl 0 GMpH agamiapia OMpPKo
OHJAH GUpP amabIM apayibl Hojoco GaXbIPIbI.

Hcromy vHUIIojub aHachIHbI Yarbipa. CoHpa
Gamra Oymiay KM, aHACHIHBIH 1Ja O OMpHU
agamuiap Kumu oHa heu OGup moxum joxay. Ouma
YDoju eJ1d ChIXbUIABIO a3 rajasl gajana. [Taha
IOFPYCY HOajaHABIFbI KYYd CHIXbUIObI, Japajiibl.

CoHpa Kepjy Ky, CoH [eMd Gajarmad Gopu
IOPOKYHY, JamMaap OTarga ToK-ToHhampl.
OTarblH HO rambIChl Bap, HO MOHYOPACH.
HohmatoeH, BahuMopeH haHceica hejBaHbIH
cocMHd oxmap Bohmm Gup cocid yiaamel. Yiaja-
yjlaja TaBaHa Oaxjbl.

TaBaH ga jox ugu. TaBaHBIH 9Ba3WHA CajChI3-
hecaGcpI3 ynaysnapia HONy ranrapasibIr,
yuCy3-0y4arcel3 Kej y3y UAH.

Hodocu mapana-gapajia ojaHbI6 rapaHiibiFa

6axapl. OpH jaHBIHAA OTYPMYLILY, dJIMHU OHYH
TOPJIM aJTHBIHA TOjMYIIY.

JoruH oHyH cocuHO 0jaHBIO KonMuImu. I'aixeio
jepuHUH MUMHAS oTypAy. YPaju rajxbIpAbl.

—Jlejocon GojHyMa yriar nvmy6.34
Tapannbirga opuHNH Ke3i1epu Kyiaay. CoHpa

OMp MYOIST MKHMCH 119 hejcus Gup-OGupHHd
GaxapLIap.

hasa HUIIBITJIAHBIPABI.

“Mother...Mother... Mother!...”

She cried for some time and then looked at
the people who had gathered to set her
mother on her last journey. She didn’t know
anyone. They were all smiling coldly looking
at her. Her mother was also there, standing
among hundreds of strangers.

Her mother’s hair was different, and she was
wearing strange clothes. Her face was
different too; she looked as if she had never
been sick.

Suddenly Mother looked at her as if they’d
never been acquainted. She was fanning her-
self with a large fan and smiling coolly.

Then suddenly she realized that Mother
didn’t see her. Mother was standing aside
from her together with those people and
staring at something.

She was tormented with the desire to call her.
Then she realized that Mother, as well as the
other people, had nothing to do with her. Her
heart shrank and almost stopped beating. To
put it more exactly, the street where she was
shrank and narrowed.

Then she saw she had been quite alone in a
tiny, four-cornered room for quite a while.
There were neither doors nor windows there.
Scared and terrified, she began to howl with a
terrible voice resembling that of an animal.
Still howling she looked at the ceiling.

There was not any ceiling. Instead of it there
was an endless, raven-black sky with an
uncountable number of stars in it.

She took in her breath, woke up and stared in
the darkness. Her husband sat beside her and
put his hand on her wet forehead.

Probably he had been awakened by her voice
and came. She sat up on the bed. Her heart
perked up.

“Looks as if I am expecting.”

Her husband’s eyes smiled in the dark. Then
they both were staring at each other, power-
lessly for a while.

The day was breaking.
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Notes
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27

28

Ana: mother. According to the plot of the story this word may refer both to the late mother of
the heroine and the heroine herself.

Bosymryn: greyish, light-grey.

Hodocnuu nunHe 9oKkMaK: to gasp. “Uekmok” renders the general idea of moving, both in a direct
and a figurative meaning, and is used in a large number of expressions.

TanbiebiH aF3biHaa: in the mouth of the door. As in many other languages, the word for

oay i

“mouth” in Azerbaijani is often used in the meaning of “entrance,” “door,” “inflow,
etc.

outflow”

Myrajar onmar: to take care of someone, to protect.
Byuyn: being, essence.
O jan-Oy jans joxayp: there is no this or that side; there is no way out.

Bojuyna anmar: to take on one’s neck; to take responsibilities for something, to look the
situation straight in the eye.

EBmoKmopiH ransiHbl 30hope menmepmacus: Let [her] not turn her kinsfolk’s blood into poison.
Xomaxkanmas: to one’s liking, unable to come; unpleasant.

AHaCBIHBIH XACTOIHKIPH OHCY3 [a GosapaH y3y: mother’s from illness without it grey becoming
face; here “oncys” (without it) denotes that an additional action or quality is added to an
existing one.

”» « ” «

“Baxa-6axa,” “oTypa-oTypa,” “4oKe-4oka”: “looking-looking,” “sitting-sitting,” “smoking-
smoking”; duplication of non-finite verbal forms with “a,” “a,” before finite verbs is very
frequent in colloquial Azerbaijani when referring to an additional action which accompanies
the main one. Sometimes such a duplicate form is followed by an “b16,” “n6,” “y6,” “jy6” non-
finite verb, which is placed before a final verb.

a i

Kep, Gax: see, look; often used as introductory words, especially in the spoken language.
Yan BepMaK: to give soul; to pass away.

Hony6 = Hs ony6: what’s the matter.

JasbIrel KoJIMAK: to come poor; to pity someone.

3ohue kermak: to hate, to feel disgust, aversion.

Cesmnopu von AymIMIK: to go obliquely down; to quarrel, to be at odds.
Hejuupuk: what do we need it for?

Ho moxum Bap?: what does it have to do [with]?

Xom kanpuH: lovely you came; Welcome!

Ha jaxmer: What good?; Why in Heaven’s name?

UpIismarapa: scrawls.

Cenexrop: special phone lines of high quality used only by the political elite. Ordinary
telephone communication is usually of extremely poor quality.

Kpecno: armchair (Russian).

Kesyma Guprohsp msjupcus: in my eye in a wrong way you touch; someone put an evil eye on
you; you look disturbed or ill.

haga rapanmsiuasl: the air became black; it became dark.

KesarpbiiaH reIpMbI3blja 4aiaH o1: from fear becoming red meat. Slaughtering an animal at the
moment when it realizes that it is about to be killed is said to result in meat which is red.
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30

31

32

33

34

Ypojunu Gynangpipcein: it will make her heart giddy; she will feel sick.
3ohpumap-4op: poison snake, murrain; exclamation comparable to “to hell with it.”
®dunan: so-and-so, such-and-such, this-and-that, etc.

OUacoH el1d, Hewd KM, MOHH ONAYPYPCaH, axbIpbiMa ubixbIpcaH: you will die, how that, me you
are killing and go out into my end; you'll die, that’s it, you'll kill me dead.

Annahsia pohmu kancun: let Allah’s grace come [upon her], may Allah take pity [upon her].

Hejocon Gojuyma ymar aymy6: It seems that a baby came down on my neck. Looks like I am
pregnant.
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Maparnbl ToAIrvUrarT.

Konu Topruratusl Cap CacdajeB Heuo miammp
ku, “bup Hamo nmym maup harma” aggibl
Maparyibl MeB3y Y39pHHIQ WHIIN TOATUTrAT HIIU
anapeIip. By KyH/IopAe o aucepTacHjachIHbI
TaMaMJIaMbIIIAbIp. Amarbiga hoMuH
JaucepracHjamaH Oup map4yaHbl hepMotin
OXy4YyJIapbIMbI3a TOTIUM €IUPUK:

TonruraTbIMbI3bIH 9cac MOB3YCYHAa KEUMA3oH
9BBAJI MOH (hajmasibl MocHohoTIopH, rajFbIKeII
MYHAcH0oTH, TOpUH 33Kackl, haccac rasowu,
homnm xacujjoru, Mehprban gaBpaHBIIIbI, XOII
HUJjJOTH, UTH TAJIOMU;JI0 MOHJ jaXbIHIaH KOMOK
eTMu hepMaTiin Bo Maomthyp aluMIISPHMHU3IH
A.—ja. B.—jo, I''—jo, I.—jo... (Momucu ory3
HUKU h;)pd)1 —PenakcujagaH) 3 coMUMH B9
JOPHUH TAIIKKYPYMY 61/1.11;1an91<2 HCTQjUPaM.

haGeno Oy MIIMH ja3bLIMaChIHIA jaXbIHOAH
HIITAPAK €TMHUII HIOXCIoPo—MeB3yHy TalmaH—
Tomot ToloTOBA, MOHOAIOPU apallAbIpaH
Myphat MyghotoBa, MoHGAIOpH
My9jjoHsemumupaH Shom JhapoBa,
JIATUTIISIIOUPOH Ocaf OCoIOBa, ajlja3Masiaphl
oxyjan I'yoper I'yapetoBa, ce3mapu, aajiapbl Ba
uctmiahaapel u3ah emon duxkpor PukporonBa,
Oy BaCHTojiIo A9 aJIbIHAH MaTepuaiapbl
cucremiamnupoH Mommon MoMmomoBa,
jexyanamnpipan He’mat He’moTtoBa,
JOuccepTacvjaHbl Kapanganuia jazan IlleBkat
IlTeBkaTOBaja, MYPOKKa0 roloMiIe jazaH M33ar
N33aroBaja, makuHaga jazaH Mcmor
HcmoroBaja Ba HohajoT umnanajon Kapaner
ApucTakecoBa 63 TOPUH MUHHOTIAPJIBIFBIMBI
OMIITUPHUPIM.

MoHuUM eIMH 9COpUM HAMA JIyM 9CpPId

HaMo JIyM Iohape jamajan HaMa JiyM GUp
manpad hacp onyamympyp. ba’su dap3amujjamepa
KOpa Oy WIaupuH aabl TOXMUHOH UuHAp
onmyuinyp. bus oHy meprtu omapar Uunap
Kupnumanu-Bbejnorann agnanabipeipbir. UyHKN
6up 1y6ho ona GUIMAI3 KH, 9K3p O,
KupauMaHaa AyHjaja KoJIMHIICO TaM GHp
hyryrna Kuppumanu, Bejineranma moryamyiica
ejun harna Bejmorann ToxaJUTyCYHY Halblja
OGUIIOPIMN.

An Interesting Research.

A young researcher, Saf Safayev, has been
working hard for a number of years on an in-
teresting subject called “Concerning a Certain
Unknown Poet.” He completed his
dissertation recently. Below, we offer a
fragment of that dissertation to the kind
attention of our readers:

Before getting to the subject of our research, I
would like to express my sincere and deep
gratitude to our respected and famous
scholars, Messrs. A., B., C., D., E...(total 32
letters—editor’s note) for their useful
recommendations, attentive attitudes, keen
insights, sensitive hearts, mild dispositions,
friendly behavior and good intentions, for
helping me with their skillful pens.

Also I would like to give my
acknowledgements to the persons who
participated directly in preparing this
work—to Talat Talatova who discovered the
subject, to Mudhat Mudhatova who studied
the sources, to Ahad Ahadova who defined
the sources, to Asad Asadova who specified
them, to Gudrat Gudratova who read the
manuscripts, and to Gidayat Gidayatova who
translated them, to Fikret Fikretova who
interpreted the words, the names and the
terms; to Ahmed Ahmedova who
systematized materials which had become
available as a result of it, to Mamed
Mamedova who made a generalization, to
Nemat Nematova who summed everything
up, to Shovkat Shovketova who wrote the
dissertation with a pencil, to Izzat Izzatova
who copied it with a fountain pen, to Ismet
Ismetova who typed it on a typewriter and,
lastly, to Karapet Aristakesova who bound it.

My scholarly work is dedicated to an
unknown poet who lived in an unknown
century in an unknown city. According to
several theories, the probable name of the
poet was Chinar. We call him Chinar
Girdimani-Beilagani just for convenience. For
there cannot be any doubt that, if he came to
this world in Girdiman, he has every right to
bear the pseudonym of Girdimani, and if he
was born in Beilagan, he has an equal right to
bear the pseudonym Beilagani.



