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·ä∏ The Lonely Woman

°¬†fiÚ¬Ú1 ÷≤∫∫ä∏ä¬∫ä ®æÏæ¤æ¤®æ∫ä¤. π≤ºfiä

¶∆∫‚¬† í≤¤º≤Ï®≤. °¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ¢∆∞‚º‡‚∫2 æ∞æ
∞ä≤‰∫≤∏®ä¬, †é¤Ú®†¬ ®äô≤Ïº≤Ï®≤, ¶Úfi†
fi†Í∫†¤Ú ¬äôä íö¤äfiä ô†Ï ≤®≤.

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.

°¬†fiÚ ÷≤∫∫ä∏ä¬≤ ®æÏæ¢ ¢ä®ä¬≤, ‡†¶ä‡fi≤∞
†ô†¶∫†¤Ú äfiä-äfiä á†¤†fi† í™®≤¤®≤. Æ∞æ¬æ ∆
¶ä®ä¤ †ô®Ú¬, ∆ ¶ä®ä¤ ô†ÊÚ¬®†¬ íö¤®æ ∏≤, †∞
¶†∫®Ú æ¤äô≤ ®†ô†¬†. ìö¤ ¢≤¤ ¬ä §†Ê‡ ≤®≤
†¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ æ∞æ¬æ íö¤ºæ¤®æ?! £™Ï ≤∫ ≤®≤, ô†
¢ä∫∏ä ∆¬ ≤∫ ≤®≤. £‚¤†fiÚ¬Ú ®ä¶≤¶ ô†®Ú¬†
fi†∫† ¢≤∫ºä®≤. √ä‰äfi≤¬≤ ≤Í≤¬ä Íä∏≤¢3

áäfi¤ä‡∫ä †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ≤Í≤ ¶∆¬‚¤ íö∞ä∫
¢ä¢ä∏∫ä¤≤¬ä, †∞î† ¶Ú¤ÚÏºÚÏ ô†¬†¶∫†¤Ú¬†
¢†Ê®Ú.

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.

°¬†fiÚ ®™ôäfiä¬ ö∫ºäôä í™®≤¤®≤. Her mother seemed to be moving toward
death.

°¬†fiÚ¬Ú ö∫ºäôä ô∆∫† fi†∫º†¶ æÍæ¬ Í∆Ê∫‚
†®†º ôÚéÚ∫ºÚÏ®Ú. πæÍä ∆ æ∞-¢‚ æ∞∫æ
‡†¬Úº†®ÚéÚ †®†º∫†¤∫† ®∆∫‚ ≤®≤.

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.

°¬†fiÚ ö∫ºäôä º†ÏÚ¬∫† í™®äîä∏®≤. Ω†ÏÚ¬
¶†÷Ú¬Ú¬ †é∞Ú¬®†,4 †¤Ê† ¶†÷ÚfiÚ †ÍÚ¶
†¬†fiÚ¬Ú íö∞∫äô≤¤®≤.

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

©™ºä∏ ≤¬®≤ †¬†fiÚ º†ÏÚ¬† ∆‡‚¤‚¢
í™®äîä∏®≤ §ä ô™¬ä ‚∞‚¬ ≤∫∫ä¤, ¢ä∫∏ä ®ä ä¢ä®≤
∆¬‚ íö¤ºäôäîä∏®≤.

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

°¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ä∫∫ä¤≤¬≤ ö÷æ¤®æ…Ö÷ä-ö÷ä
†é∫†ôÚ¤®Ú:—ì™‡ºä, ¶‚¤¢†¬Úº
∆∫‚º…ì™‡ºä…©†¤ÚÊÚ¤†º fiä¬fi≤∞, †¬† Í∆Ê
®†¤ÚÊÚ¤†º.

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.”

°¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ®≤∞∫ä¤≤ áäº≤Ïä∏≤ ∏≤º≤ ô‚ºÏ†¶
§ä ≤fi‡≤ ≤®≤, ö÷®æ∏îä íö∞æ¬æ¬ ô†ÏÚ ®≤∞∫ä¤≤
≤fi∫†®Ú¤®Ú.

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

©≤∞≤ æfi‡äô®≤ ®™ôä ≤¬®≤ †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ æ∞æ¬æ
†∫‡®†¬—ô‚Ê†¤Ú íö¤æ¤®æ. °¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ æ∞æ
®∆¬º‚Ï®‚, ™∫ä ¢≤∫ ∆¬‚¬ ö÷æÏ∫ä¤≤¬≤ á≤fifi
™∫äº≤¤®≤, á†¤†fi† ‚∞†¶ ¢≤¤ ¬ö¶‡äôä ¢†ÊÚ¤®Ú.

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.

—„Ï†¶∫†¤®†¬ º‚é†ô†‡ ∆∫.5 π≤Í≤ô≤ ÷≤fi
öfi∏æ¤æ¤.

“Take care of the kids. The little one coughs
badly.”



2 One
Ä‡¤†‰Ú¬† ¢†Ê®Ú. á™Í ∏≤º≤ ‡†¬ÚºÚ¤®Ú. â†®
†®†º-∫†¤ ®∆¬‚¶ æ∞∫ä ®≤¬ºä∞-fiöô∫äºä∞
®†ô†¬Ú¢ ∆¬∫†¤† ¢†ÊÚ¤®Ú∫†¤.

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

°¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ®†∫Ú¬î† ®≤∞≤¬-®≤∞≤¬ fiæ¤æ¬æ¢
ÍÚéÚ¤†-ÍÚéÚ¤† †é∫†®Ú:—°¬†! °ô †¬†
¶‚¤¢†¬Úº ∆∫‚º, í™‡ºä †¬†, í™‡ºä.

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

°¬†fiÚ ∆¬‚ ™Ï≤‡º≤¤®≤, ¢æ‡æ¬ §æî‚®‚6

Êäfi‡ä∫≤ô≤¬ ∞ä≤‰∫≤ô≤¬®ä¬ äfiä-äfiä, ‡†¶ä‡fi≤∞
†ô†éÚ¬Ú¬ ¢≤¤≤¬≤ ¶†∫®Ú¤Ú¢ º†ÏÚ¬† º≤¬ºä∏
≤fi‡äô≤¤®≤.

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.

©≤∞≤¬-®≤∞≤¬ fiæ¤æ¬æ¢ †¬†fiÚ¬† Í†‡ºÚÏ®Ú,
†ô†¶∫†¤Ú¬Ú ¶‚Í†é∫†ôÚ¢ ô™¤ä ôÚÊºÚÏ®Ú,
¬ä‰äfi≤ ∏äfi≤∫ä-∏äfi≤∫ä ¢†Ï®†¬ †ô†é† ö÷æ¤®æ.
fl∆¬¤† ¢≤¤ ®ä ¢†ÊÚ¢ íö¤®æ ¢†ô†¶®†¬ ¢ä¤≤
ô™¤ä ôÚÊÚ¢ ö÷®æôæ ∏ö¤÷ä ‚Ï†é®Ú, ¢ä∫äô≤¬
≤Í≤¬®ä¬ ∞∆¤∫† Íä∏≤¢ ÍÚÊ†¤®ÚéÚ ä∫∫ä¤≤¬≤
†é∞Ú¬† fi†∫Ú¢ äºä-äºä ®≤¬ºä∞-fiöô∫äºä∞ ∆¬†
¢†ÊÚ¤.

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.

Ä‡¤†‰Ú¬† ¢†Ê®Ú. Ω†ÏÚ¬Ú¬ ¶†÷ÚfiÚ
ÍÚ¤÷Ú∫Ú¢ ô∆∫† ®æÏ®æ. â†® †®†º∫†¤
ô†ô∫Ú¶∫†¤Ú¬Ú ÍÚÊ†¤Ú¢ º†ÏÚ¬Ú¬
†¤Ê†fiÚ¬î† ô™∫∫ä®≤∫ä¤. Ω†ÏÚ¬Ú¬ †¤®Ú¬î†
∫∆÷†-∫∆÷† ¶†¤ ‡ö∏æ¤®æ §ä º†ÏÚ¬ ¶†¤Ú¬
†é∫ÚéÚ¬®† íö∞®ä¬ ≤‡≤¤®≤. —°¬†! °ô †¬†…

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…”

…ô†¬Ú¢ ô†¬—ôö¤äfi≤¬ä ¢†Ê®Ú. ßÚ∞Ú †é∞Ú
ô†¤Ú†ÍÚ¶ ô†‡ºÚÏ®Ú. ó†§† áä∫ä
†ÍÚ∫º†ºÚÏ®Ú.

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

ìö∞∫ä¤≤¬≤ ô‚º‚¢, ¬ä‰äfi≤¬≤ fi†Ê∫†ôÚ¢, ô™¬ä
¢†ô†¶∏Ú ô‚Ê‚fi‚¬‚ ¢≤¤îä-¢≤¤îä ô†®Ú¬† fi†∫®Ú.
£‚ ®† ®†éÚ∫†¬ î≤§ä¬≤ ¢≤¤ ô™¤ä ôÚéº†¶ ∏≤º≤
¢≤¤ Ï™ô ≤®≤.

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

ßäáä¤ ¢∆é†∞Ú¬Ú ‡‚‡®‚, æ∞æ¬æ fiäfi≤ ÍÚÊº†fiÚ¬
®™ôä ¢†∫ÚÏ† ¢†fiÚ¢ †é∫†®Ú.

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

Ö∫æºæ¬®ä¬ fi∆¬¤† ¢‚ †∫‡Ú ≤∫ ä¤∞≤¬®ä
¢≤¤≤¬î≤ ®ä‰äô®≤ †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ æ∞æ¬æ ¢‚ ¶ä®ä¤
®ä¶≤¶ íö¤æ¤®æ. ©™ºä∏ ¢‚ í™îä ¢≤¤ ¬™Íä
®ä¶≤¶ä ¢‚¬®†¬ ä§§ä∫ †¬†fiÚ ≤∫ä
íö¤æÏºæÏ®æ…

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…

£≤¤ ¬™Íä íæ¬ ¢‚¬®†¬ ä§§ä∫ ô‚Ê‚∫†¤
á†¶¶Ú¬®†, ¢ä®ä¬≤ §†á≤ºä ≤Í≤¬®ä æÏæôä-
æÏæôä ∆Ê‚®‚é‚ ºæ∫†á≤∞ä∫ä¤ ô†®Ú¬† ®æÏ®æ:

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



One 3
“Äfi∫≤¬®ä fi≤∞ ö∞æ¬æ∞ ô‚Ê‚®† íö¤®æôæ¬æ∞
†®†º∫†¤Ú¬ ô‚Ê‚fi‚¬† í≤¤≤¤fi≤∞.”

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

©™ºä∫≤ †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ô†®Ú¬† ®æÏºæÏ®æ, †¬†fiÚ
®†¤ÚÊÚ¤®Ú ∆¬‚¬ æÍæ¬. £™∫ä ‰≤∏≤¤∫äÏä¬®ä
ô™¬ä íö∞∫ä¤≤ ®∆∫‚¢ ¢∆Ï†∫®Ú. â†®Ú¬† ô‚Ê‚®†
†é∫†ô†-†é∫†ô† †¬†fiÚ¬† ®™®≤ô≤ fiö∞∫ä¤≤ ®æÏ®æ,
æ¤äô≤ ä∞≤∫®≤. ìö¤ä¬ †¬†fiÚ ¢≤∫®≤ ∏≤, ∆¬fi‚∞
ô†Ï†ô† ¢≤∫º≤¤, ∆¬fi‚∞ á™Í ¬äô≤ ºä'¬†fiÚ
ô∆Ê®‚¤,—¶†¤®†Ï-¢†îÚfiÚ ®†, ä¤≤ ®ä,
‚Ï†¶∫†¤Ú ®†?!

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.

Â≤∏≤¤∫äÏ®≤ ∏≤, ®†á† ∆ ô†¬-¢‚ ô†¬Ú ô∆Ê®‚¤.7

…¬fi‚∞ ô†Ï†ô† ¢≤∫º≤¤. £‚¬‚ ¢≤¤®ä‰ä∫≤∏
†ÍÚ¶-†ô®Ú¬ ¢∆ô¬‚¬† †∫fiÚ¬.8 ©†á† íæ¬®ä ¢≤¤
Ï™ô≤ ¢äá†¬ä ™∫äô≤¢ î†º††‡Ú¬ íæ¬æ¬æ ¶†¤†
™∫äºäfi≤¬. Ä¬ Í∆Ê ®† ™§®ä∏≤∫ä¤≤¬ ¶†¬Ú¬Ú
∞äáä¤ä ®ö¬®ä¤ºäfi≤¬.9 £≤¤ †¤† ¢™ô¬≤¬ä
ô™¤≤‡º≤Ï®≤ ∏≤, ºæ†∫≤îäfi≤ ∆∫º†ô†¬ ¢≤¤
Êäfi‡ä∫≤ôä ‡‚‡‚∫‚¢. …¬®† á†ºÚ ¢≤¤-¢≤¤≤¬ä
®äô®≤, áä∏≤º∫ä¤ ¢≤¤-¢≤¤≤¬≤¬ †¤®Ú¬î†
∆¬∫†¤† ‡ö∏æ∫æÏ®æ, ®†§†- ®ä¤º†¬, îæ¤¢äîæ¤
∆‡∫†¤, ô†¤÷†¶∫†¤ ôÚéÚ∫®Ú. fl∆¬¤† ¬ä®ä¬fiä
ä¤≤¬ä ¬≤‰¤ä‡ ™∫äºäôä ¢†Ï∫†®Ú. óäô†‡Ú¬®†
ä¤≤ô∫ä ¢†é∫Ú ¢æ‡æ¬ Ê∆Ï†íä∫ºä∞10 †¬∫†¤Ú
¢™ô¬≤¬®ä ¢≤¤∫äÏ®≤¤≤¢ ö∞æ¬ä ‰†î≤ä∫≤ ¢≤¤
‡†∫™ ô†¤†‡®Ú §ä ¢æ‡æ¬ ‚é‚¤fi‚∞∫‚¶∫†¤Ú¬Ú,
†¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ö∫æºæ¬æ ¢™∫ä ä¤≤ô∫ä
ä∫†¶ä∫ä¬®≤¤≤¤®≤. fl∆¬¤† ®† ¢æ‡æ¬ ®æ¬ô†ô†
¬≤‰¤ä‡ ™∫ä®≤. Îæ¬∏≤ á™Í ∏äfi †¬†¬Ú ä§ä∞ ™®ä
¢≤∫º≤¤®≤.

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.

£‚¬‚ †¬†fiÚ ö∞æ ®ä áäº≤Ïä ®™ô≤¤®≤. Áäfi‡ä
§†Ê‡Ú ô∆¤é†¬-®öÏäôä ÷ä¤Í≤º∫ä¬ä¬®ä
†¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ¢≤¤îä ≤fi‡äô≤ ∆¬‚ áäº≤Ïä ô†¬Ú¬®†
íö¤ºä∏ ≤®≤. … ¢≤¤≤ ∆‡†¶®† ¢™Ïîä ®ä¶≤¶ä
∫ä¬í≤ôä¬ ∏≤º≤ †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ Êäfi‡ä∫≤∏®ä¬ ∆¬fi‚∞
®† ¢∆∞†¤†¬ æ∞æ11 ¢≤¤ †∞ ‡æ¬®∫äÏ≤¤®≤,
¬ä‰äfi≤ †éÚ¤∫†ÏÚ¤®Ú, ¶†Ï∫†¤Ú¬Ú Í†‡Ú¢
≤¬î≤∏ æ∞æ¬æ ®≤§†¤† Í™§≤¤≤¤®≤, ‚∞‚¬ ºæ®®ä‡
fi‚fi‚¤®‚ fi∆¬¤† ™∫ä æ∞æ ®≤§†¤†: “flä¬ä ºä¬
∫†∞Úº†º”—®™ô≤¤®≤.

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.”

óä, †¬†fiÚ ¢‚¬‚ Êäfi‡ä∫≤ô≤¬®ä¬ ¶†¢†¶ ®†,
fi†é∫†º §ä íæî∫æ §†Ê‡∫†¤Ú¬®† ®† ∆¬†
ºäáä¢¢ä‡ ®∆∫‚ íö∞∫ä¤∫ä ¢†Ê†–¢†Ê†12 ®™ô≤¤®≤.

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 One
£≤¤ ®ä ô†®Ú¬† íä∫≤¤ †¬†fiÚ î†¬ §™¤ä¬®ä:
“·ä∏îä fiä¬ä íö¤ä ö∫ä ¢≤∫º≤¤äº”—®™º≤Ï®≤
∆¬†.

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.

√≤ôä ‡ä∏îä ∆¬† íö¤ä?—‰≤∏≤¤∫äÏ®≤. …¬†
íö¤ä ∏≤, ∆¬‚ ∆ ¢≤¤≤ ®ö¤® ‚Ï†éÚ¬®†¬ Í∆Ê
≤fi‡äô≤¤®≤? Ö∞æ¬ä ∆ÊÏ†®Ú¤®Ú ∆¬‚, ¬ä®≤? Ö∞
î†§†¬∫ÚéÚ¬† ∆ÊÏ†®Ú¤®Ú ¢ä∫∏ä?!

“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?”

ó≤fifi ™∫ä®≤ ∏≤, ¢ä®ä¬≤¬ä fi∆ô‚¶ ‡ä¤ íä∫®≤.
óä, ôä¶≤¬ ™∫äô®≤. £‚¬‚ †¬†fiÚ ®ä‰ä∫ä¤∫ä
≤Í≤¬≤ Íä∏ä-Íä∏ä, ∆¬‚¬ æ∞æ¬ä, ¢∆ô¬‚¬†,
ä∫∫ä¤≤¬ä ∏ä®ä¤∫≤ íö∞∫ä¤∫ä ¢†Ê†–¢†Ê†, fi∆¬¤†
fi†Í∫†¤Ú¬Ú ä∫≤¬ä †∫Ú¢ ™ô¬äô≤¬≤ íö∞æ¬ä
‡†ÊÚ¢ fi†ÍÚ ≤ÏÚé† ‡‚‡†-‡‚‡†:—C†Í∫†¤ ®†
ºä¬≤º∏≤®≤.—®™ô≤¤®≤.

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.”

£†∫ÚÏÚ¬ æ∞æ ≤fi∫†¬ºÚÏ®Ú. ßÚ∞Ú ∆¬‚¬
áÚÍ¶Ú¤Ú¶∫†¤Ú¬®†¬ ¬†¤†á†‡ ∆∫‚¢ ô‚Ê‚∫‚-
ô‚Ê‚∫‚ æ∞æ¬æ ‡‚¤Ï‚‡®‚, Íö¬æ¢ ô∆¤é†¬Ú
¢†ÏÚ¬† Íä∏®≤.

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.

Â≤∏≤¤∫äÏ®≤ ∏≤, íö¤13 ¢≤¤ ô‚Ê‚∫†¤ ¬ä ¶ä®ä¤
®ä¶≤¶®≤.

She thought about how precise the dreams
were.

°¬†fiÚ ∆¬‚ ¶∆ô‚¢ í™®≤¤®≤. … ®† ‡†¬Úº†®ÚéÚ,
ô†® †®†º∫†¤Ú¬ ≤Í≤¬®ä, ‡äº‡ä∏ ¶†∫Ú¤®Ú. óä¤
Ï™ô ¬™îä ®ä¶≤¶ ≤®≤.

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

fl∆¬¤† †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ æ∞æ ô™¬ä ¢æ‡æ¬ ®ä¶≤¶∫≤ô≤
≤∫ä íö∞æ¬æ¬ ¶†¢†éÚ¬† íä∫®≤. °¬†fiÚ
æ∞æ¬®ä∏≤ áäº≤Ïä ®≤¶¶ä‡∫≤, ¶†ôéÚ∫Ú
≤‰†®äfi≤ô∫ä ∆¬† ¶‚∫†¶ †fiÚ¤®Ú.

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.

°¤Ê†fiÚ æfi‡ä ‚∞†¬ºÚÏ®Ú ®™ôä íö∞æ¬æ¬ ô†ÏÚ
í≤îí†áÚ ≤∫ä †ÊÚ¢ ¶‚∫†¶∫†¤Ú¬† ®∆∫®‚.

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

°¬†fiÚ¬®†¬ fi∆¬¤† á™Í ∏≤º ∆¬† ¢‚ îæ¤ ¶‚∫†¶
†fiºÚ¤®Ú. ó™Í ∏≤º≤¬ ¢‚¬† áö§fiä∫äfi≤, fiä¢¤≤
Í†‡ºÚ¤®Ú.

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

â™¬ä íö∞∫ä¤≤ ®∆∫‚¢–¢∆Ï†∫®Ú. She cried her eyes out again.

Â≤∏≤¤∫äÏ®≤ ∏≤, †¬†fiÚô∫† ¢†é∫Ú ∏™Í≤¤®≤ô≤
¢æ‡æ¬ ¢‚ ºäÏä¶¶ä‡∫ä¤ †¬†–¢†∫†
ºæ¬†fi≤¢ä‡≤¬®ä¬ Í∆Ê fi™§í≤∫≤ ºæ¬†fi≤¢ä‡≤¬ä
∆ÊÏ†ôÚ¤.

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.
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£‚¬‚ ä¤≤ ®ä ¢≤¤ ®ä‰ä ®™º≤Ï®≤. £≤¤ ®ä‰ä
ô™¬ä áäº≤Ïä∏≤ ∏≤º≤ ∆‡‚¤®‚é‚ ô™¤®ä íö∞∫ä¤≤
®∆∫‚¢ †é∫†ô†¬®†, ä¤≤ ¶†Ï∫†¤Ú¬Ú Í†‡Ú¢
®ä¤®∫≤–®ä¤®∫≤ fi≤¶†¤™‡ Íä∏ä-Íä∏ä: “¢‚ †¬†-
¢†∫† ºäfiä∫äfi≤ ®™ô≤∫,” ®™º≤Ï®≤. …¬®† ¢äfi
¬äô®≤?! …‰≤∏≤¤∫äÏ®≤. °¬†fiÚ ∏≤º ≤®≤, ®†á†
®∆é¤‚fi‚ ∏≤º≤ ∆∫º‚Ï®‚?!

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?

... °¬†fiÚ î†¬ §™¤ä¬®ä,14
 î†¬Úô∫† ä∫∫äÏä-

ä∫∫äÏä, ¢≤¤ íö∞æ ∆¬®† ¶†∫†-¶†∫†: “... áä∫ä
ºä¬≤º æÍæ¬ ¢‚¤¬‚¬‚¬ ‚î‚ íöô¬äôäîä∏ ...”
®™º≤Ï®≤, fi∆¬¤† ®† ¬ä‰äfi≤¬≤ †éÚ¤-†éÚ¤
®™ô≤¢, íö∞æ¬®ä¬ ¶ä∞ä¢ ô†é†-ô†é†: “... ä∫ä
íöô¬äôäîä∏, ä∫ä íöô¬äôäîä∏ ...” ®™ô≤¢
fi‚fiº‚Ï®‚.

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.

ß†∫ÊÚ¢ ô™¤≤¬≤¬ ≤Í≤¬®ä ∆‡‚¤®‚, ¶‚∫†¶∫†¤Ú¬Ú
¢∆Ï†∫‡®Ú. fl∆¬¤† ®‚¤‚¢ ¢†Ïº†¶∫†¤Ú¬Ú
í™ô®≤, ∆ ¢≤¤≤ ∆‡†é† ∏™Í®≤.

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.

Ä¤≤ ¢‚ ∆‡†¶®† ô†‡ºÚÏ®Ú. ìä∫≤¢ ä¤≤¬≤¬
¶†¤ÏÚfiÚ¬®† ∆‡‚¤®‚, ¢≤¤ Ê™ô∫≤ ¶†¤†¬∫Ú¶®†
¢™∫äîä ∆‡‚¤†-∆‡‚¤† ä¤≤¬ä ¢†Ê®Ú.

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.

Ä¤≤ ô‚Ê‚®† ¬ä íö¤æ¤®æfiä, Í∆Ê î≤®®≤ ¢≤¤
íö¤∏äº †∫ºÚÏ®Ú. ß†Ï∫†¤Ú¬Ú ®æôæ¬∫äô≤¢
ä∫∫ä¤≤¬≤ ¶†¤¬Ú¬Ú¬ æfi‡ä Í†¤÷†∞∫†ºÚÏ®Ú.
´∫ä ¢≤∫ ¶ä¢‚∫®†ô®Ú, ∏≤º≤¬fiä ®ä¤®≤¬ä
î†¬®ä¤®≤ ¶‚∫†¶ †fi†-†fi† ‰≤∏¤ä í™‡º≤Ï®≤.

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.

Ä∫≤¬≤ ™áº†∫î† ä¤≤¬≤¬ †∫¬Ú¬† Íä∏®≤ ∏≤,
∆ô†¬fiÚ¬. Ä¤≤¬≤ ∆ô†®Ú¢ †¬†fiÚô∫†
íö¤æÏ®æôæ¬æ ®†¬ÚÏº†¶ ≤fi‡äô≤¤®≤. Ä¤≤
íö∞æ¬æ †ÍÚ¢ ‡ääîîæ¢∫ä¬ºä®ä¬:
—√≤ôä ô†‡ºÚ¤fi†¬?—®™®≤.

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?”

Ä¤≤ ¢™∫ä ®™ôä¬®ä ô™¬ä ∏ö§¤ä∫®≤ áö¬∏æ¤æ¢
æ∞æ¬æ ‡‚‡®‚.

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

—√∆∫‚¢?15 “What’s the matter?”

Ä¤≤ ¶†∫ÊÚ¢ ô™¤≤¬≤¬ ≤Í≤¬®ä ∆‡‚¤®‚, ∆¬‚
¶‚î†¶- ∫†ôÚ¢ fi≤¬äfi≤¬ä fiÚÊ®Ú:
—â™¬ä ∆¬‚ íö¤®æ¬?

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

£†ÏÚ¬Ú ‡ä¤÷ä®≤¢ “áä” ®™®≤. Ä¤≤ ≤Í≤¬≤
Íä∏≤¢ ¢≤¤ ºæ®®ä‡ ∆‡‚¤®‚é‚ §ä∞≤ôôä‡®äîä
¶†∫®Ú, fi∆¬¤† ‚∞†¬Ú¢ ∆¬‚¬ ¢†ÏÚ¬Ú fi≤¬äfi≤¬ä
fiÚÊ®Ú, fiÚé†∫∫†®Ú §ä ®†á† á™Í ¬ä ®™ºä®≤.

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.

—£‚ ®ä‰ä…®ä¶≤¶ íö¤®æº æ∞æ¬æ…™∫ä ¢≤∫
íö¤æÏ®æº ∆¬‚¬∫†.

“This time…I saw her face quite
distinctly…as if I had met her.”
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Ä¤≤ ®†á† ®≤¬º≤¤®≤, ¢†ÏÚ¬Ú ®†
‡‚º†¤∫†ºÚ¤®Ú. ´∫äîä ®≤¬ºä∞-fiöô∫äºä∞,
‚∞†¬®ÚéÚ ô™¤®ä ‡†§†¬† ¢aÊÚ¤®Ú.

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.

°é∫†ôÚ¢ fi‚fi®‚, ä¤≤¬≤¬ ≤fi‡≤ fi≤¬äfi≤¬®ä¬,
fi†∏≤‡ ¬ä‰äfi≤¬®ä¬ á≤fifi ™∫äô≤¤®≤ ∏≤, ∆¬†
ô†∞ÚéÚ íä∫≤¤16 â†∞ÚéÚ ∆¬† íö¤ä íä∫≤¤ ∏≤,
∆¬ ¢™Ï ô†ÏÚ¬®† †‡†fiÚ¬Ú ≤‡≤¤º≤Ï®≤, ¢≤¤
†∞ fi∆¬¤† †¬†fiÚ¬Ú. £≤¤ ®ä ∆¬† íö¤ä ∏≤, ∞ä≤‰
≤®≤, ‡™∞-‡™∞ æ¤äô≤ †é¤ÚôÚ¤®Ú. ó™Í ¬ä®ä¬
áä∞∞ †∫ºÚ¤®Ú, fi™§≤¬º≤¤®≤, æ¤äô≤
†ÍÚ∫ºÚ¤®Ú. £≤¤ ®ä ∆¬† íö¤ä ∏≤, ¶†¤†®≤¬ºä∞
≤®≤.

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.

Ä¤≤ ¢æ‡æ¬ ¢‚¬∫†¤Ú ®ä‰ä∫ä¤∫ä, †¬†fiÚ¬Ú
ô‚Ê‚®† íö¤æ¢ †é∫†ô†¬®† ®™º≤Ï®≤ ∆¬†.

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

ßä¤≤¢ä ¢‚¤†fiÚô®Ú ∏≤, ä¤≤ ¢≤¤îä †¬†fiÚ
¢†¤ä®ä á™Í ¬ä ®™º≤¤®≤. ´∫ä ¢≤∫ ‡†¬ÚºÚ¤®Ú
∆¬‚. â† ®† ¢ä∫∏ä ∞äá∫äfi≤ í™®≤¤®≤17

†¬†fiÚ¬®†¬?! fl∆¬¤† ®† ‰≤∏≤¤∫äÏ®≤ ∏≤, ¬äôä
íö¤äfiä ∞äá∫äfi≤ í™‡ºä∫≤ô®≤ †ÊÚ?! ó™Í §†Ê‡
¢≤¤-¢≤¤≤¬≤ ≤¬î≤‡ºäº≤Ï®≤∫ä¤, fiö∞∫ä¤≤ Í†÷
®æÏºäº≤Ï®≤.18

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.

â∆Ê, ∞äá∫äfi≤ í™‡ºäô≤¬ä í™‡º≤¤®≤, †ºº†
¬äô®≤fiä, ¢‚¤†fiÚ¬Ú ®ä¶≤¶ á≤fifi ™∫äô≤¤®≤ ∏≤,
†¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ö∫æºæ¬®ä¬ fi∆¬¤† †¬†fiÚ¬®†¬ fiö∞
®æÏä¬®ä ä¤≤¬≤¬ íö∞∫ä¤≤ ≤¤≤-≤¤≤
†ÍÚ∫Ú¤®Ú, æ∞æ ®äô≤Ï≤¤®≤. ´∫ä ¢≤∫ ä¤≤
§†á≤ºä∫ä¬≤¤®≤.

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.

£ä∫∏ä ∆¬† íö¤äô®≤ ∏≤, †¬†fiÚ ö∫æºæ¬®ä¬
fi∆¬¤† ∆¬∫†¤† ¤†á†‡∫Ú¶ §™¤º≤¤®≤,
íæ¬†ÏÚ¤Ú ô‚Ê‚∫†¤Ú¬† í≤¤≤¢ í†á ∏æfiæ¤®æ,
í†á †é∫†ôÚ¤®Ú, í†á æ∞æ¬æ ®≤§†¤† Í™§≤¤≤¢
fi‚fi‚¤®‚.

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.

£≤¤ ®ä †¬†fiÚ ®™ôäfiä¬ †ÊÚ¤ §†Ê‡∫†¤ ä¤≤¬≤¬
®ä ô‚Ê‚fi‚¬† í≤¤ºäôä ¢†Ï∫†ºÚÏ®Ú. °ÊÚ¤
§†Ê‡∫†¤ ä¤≤ í™îä¬≤¬ ô†¤ÚfiÚ ®‚¤‚¢ ºä‡¢äÊä
∏™Í≤¤®≤, ∆¤®† ≤ÏÚéÚ ô†¬®Ú¤Ú¢ fi≤¶†¤™‡
Íä∏≤¤®≤, ô† ®† ∆ô†¬Ú¢ ™∫ä ô™¤≤¬≤¬ ≤Í≤¬®ä
‚∞†¬†-‚∞†¬† ‡†§†¬† ¢†ÊÚ¤®Ú…

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…

Ä¤≤ ¬ä ‰≤∏≤¤∫äÏ®≤fiä, ¢†ÏÚ¬Ú äô≤¢ ∆¬‚¬
†∫¬Ú¬®†¬ ö÷®æ, fi∆¬¤† ô™¬ä fi†ÍÚ¬Ú
‡‚º†¤∫†®Ú. £≤¤ ºæ®®ä‡ ¢™∫äîä ¢†ÏÚ ä¤≤¬≤¬
fi≤¬äfi≤¬®ä ®≤¬ºä∞-fiöô∫äºä∞ ‚∞†¬®Ú∫†¤.

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.
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—£≤∫≤¤fiä¬ ¬ä ‰≤∏≤¤∫äÏ≤¤äº?!—ä¤≤¬≤¬
∆¬fi‚∞ ®† ¶†∫Ú¬ fiäfi≤ ô†‡Ú¢ ®‚¤†¬®†¬ fi∆¬¤†
∫†÷ ∏∆¢‚®∫†Ï ºÚÏ®Ú.
—©™ô≤¤äº ¢ä∫∏ä ¢†é †∫†¶?

“Do you know what I’m thinking about?”
Her husband’s naturally harsh voice was
even harsher because he had just woked up.
“Let’s buy a garden.”

—£†éÚ ¬™ô¬≤¤≤∏?19 “What do we need a garden for?”

—…¤®† ‡∆ô‚¶-îæîä fi†Ê∫†ô†¤fi†¬, ¢∆fi‡†¬
®æ∞ä∫®ä¤äº, ‡äº≤∞ á†§†…äfiä¢∫ä¤≤¬
fi†∏≤‡∫äÏä¤.

“You’ll take care of hens and chicks, and I’ll
cultivate an orchard…the air is clean, your
nerves will calm down.”

ß†∫ÊÚ¢ ∆‡‚¤®‚, †é∫†º†¶®†¬ Ï≤Ï≤¢ í≤î≤Ïä¬
íö∞∫ä¤≤¬≤ ∆§®‚. fl∆¬¤† ä¤≤¬≤¬ æ∞æ¬ä ¢†Ê®Ú.
Ä¤≤¬≤¬ æ∞æ Í∆Ê fi†∏≤‡ ≤®≤. óäº ®ä ®™ôäfiä¬
ô‚Ê‚fi‚ íä∫≤¤®≤.

She sat up and rubbed her eyes, which were
swollen and itching from crying. Then she
looked into her husband’s face. It was very
calm. Besides, he seemed to be sleepy.

—·∆ô‚¶-îæîä¬≤¬ äfiä¢ä ¬ä ®äÊ∫≤ §†¤?20 “What do fowls have to do with the nerves?”

£‚¬‚ ™ô¬≤∫ä †¬†fiÚ ∏≤º≤ ®™®≤ §ä ô™¬ä íö∞
ô†ÏÚ ≤Í≤¬®ä ¢∆é‚∫®‚. Ä¤≤¬≤¬ íö∞∫ä¤≤ ≤¤≤-
≤¤≤ †ÍÚ∫®Ú. ©™ôäfiä¬ †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ fiäfi≤¬≤ ∆ ®†
™Ï≤‡®≤.

She said that exactly in her mother’s manner,
and drowned in tears again. Her husband’s
eyes opened widely. It seemed as if he also
heard her mother’s voice.

©™ô≤∫ä¬ä íö¤ä ö∫æºæ¬®ä¬ fi∆¬¤† †¬†¬Ú¬ ¤‚á‚
¶Ú∞Ú¬† ∏™Í≤¤. ©™ºä∏ †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ¤‚á‚
≤Í≤¬®äô®≤. °ÊÚ ö∞æ ®ä¶≤¶ á≤fifi ™∫äô≤¤®≤ ∏≤,
áä¤ Ï™ô≤ †ô¤Ú îæ¤ íö¤æ¤, ≤∫∫ä¤∫ä
‡†¬Ú®Ú¶∫†¤Ú¬Ú ™∫ä ¢≤∫ ‡ä∞ä®ä¬ ‡†¬ÚôÚ¤,
Ê∆Ï‚ íä∫®≤∏∫ä¤≤¬®ä¬ ∞äá∫äfi≤ í™®≤¤, ∞äá∫äfi≤
í™‡®≤ô≤¬®ä¬ Ê∆Ï‚ íä∫≤¤.

There is a saying that after a mother’s death
her spirit passes to her daughter. So, Mother’s
spirit is inside her. After all, she felt that she
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.

—£†é-∞†® ∫†∞Úº ®™ô≤∫ ºä¬ä…æº‚º≤ôôä‡∫ä
á™Í ¬ä ≤fi‡äº≤¤äº…

“I don’t need any garden. I don’t want any-
thing at all.”

Ä¤≤¬≤¬ æ∞æ¬ä ¢†Ê®Ú. Ä¤≤¬≤¬ æ∞æ¬®ä ¬äôä
íö¤äfiä íæ¬†á∏†¤ †®†ºÚ ≤‰†®äfi≤
ô†¤†¬ºÚÏ®Ú.

She looked into her husband’s face. It
somehow wore the expression of a guilty
person.

≥Ïä áäº≤Ïä∏≤¬®ä¬ ‡™∞ íä∫º≤Ï®≤.
Á≤®ºä‡Í≤ †¤§†® ∆¬‚ íö¤æ¢ æfi‡æ¬ä ô™¤≤®≤,
ôä¶≤¬ ô™¬ä ÷‚∫ §™¤ºä∏ §†Ê‡Ú ≤®≤.

She came to her office earlier than usual. On
seeing her, a service-lady came up to her;
probably it was time to pay again.

—Á∆Ï íä∫®≤¬,21 ¶†®†¬ †∫Úº ¬ä ô†ÊÏÚ22

¢™∫ä ™¤‡ä®ä¬ íä∫≤¢fiä¬?
“Welcome, my dear…why did you come so
early?”

—ó™Í, ™∫ä-¢™∫ä. “Oh, I don’t know.”

fl∆¬¤† ¢≤¤®ä¬ ≤fi‡ä®≤ †¤§†®Ú ¶Ú¤†é† Íä∏≤¢
¢‚ í™îä∏≤ ô‚Ê‚fi‚¬‚ ®†¬ÚÏ†, †¬†fiÚ¬®†¬
®†¬ÚÏ†, †é∫†ô†. °ºº† ¢†ÊÚ¢ íö¤®æ
Ê≤®ºä‡Í≤¬≤¬ äô¬≤¬®ä∏≤ ÷†∫‡†¤Ú Í≤¤∏∫≤®≤,
ä∫≤¬®ä ®ä æ¤ä∏¢‚∫†¬®Ú¤†¬ ¢≤¤ ¤ä¬í®ä
Í≤¤∏∫≤ äfi∏≤ ‡‚‡‚¢.

Then she felt a keen desire to take that
woman aside and tell her about her nightly
dream, tell about her mother, and cry. But she
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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ìä∫≤¢ ∆‡†éÚ¬Ú †Í®Ú. fl‡∆∫‚¬‚¬ æfi‡æ ∏†éÚ∞-
∏‚é‚∞∫† ®∆∫‚ô®‚. ©æ¬ä¬ ¬äfiä ô†∞ºÚÏ®Ú,
îÚ∞º†é†¤†23 ™∫äº≤Ï®≤, í‚ô† ¢‚ íæ¬ ¬äfiä
™∫äºä∫≤ô®≤, á†¤† ∞ä¬í §‚¤º†∫Úô®Ú, á†¤†fi†
í™‡ºä∫≤ô®≤.

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.

óä¤ Ï™ô ™∫ä ¢≤∫ ä∫∫≤ ≤∫ ¢‚¬®†¬ ä§§ä∫
ô†∞Ú∫ºÚÏ®Ú¤. Â≤∏≤¤∫äÏ®≤ ∏≤, ¢æ‡æ¬
¢‚¬∫†¤Ú¬ ¬ä ®äÊ∫≤ §†¤ ≤®≤ ∆¬†?! ª†÷ ™∫ä
fi‡∆∫‚¬, ¢‚ ∆‡†éÚ¬, æº‚º≤ôôä‡∫ä ¢‚ ≤®†¤ä¬≤¬
¬ä ®äÊ∫≤ §†¤ ≤®≤ ∆¬†?!

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?

Æ¤äô≤ fiÚÊÚ∫®Ú. £ä∫∏ä ®‚¤‚¢ í™‡fi≤¬ ™§ä?!
fl∆¬¤† ®æÏæ¬®æ ∏≤, äfi∫≤¬ä ¶†∫fi†, ™§≤¬ ®†
∆¬† ¢≤¤ ®äÊ∫≤fi≤ ô∆Ê®‚.

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.

Â≤∏≤¤∫äÏ®≤ ∏≤, ¢™∫ä í™‡fiä, ¢æ‡æ¬ ¢‚¬∫†¤Ú¬
†ÊÚ¤Ú ¬∆∫†î†¶?! ©ä∫≤ ∆∫†î†¶ ¢ä∫∏ä?! â†
®ä∫≤ ∆∫†î†¶, ô† ®† †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ô†¬Ú¬†
í™®äîä∏.

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.

°¬†fiÚ¬Ú ∆¬fi‚∞ ®† íæ¬†ÏÚ¤Ú ô‚Ê‚fi‚¬†
í≤¤≤¤®≤. ì†á ®†éÚ¬ ¢†ÏÚ¬®†¬, í†á
º™Ïä¬≤¬ ®ä¤≤¬∫≤ô≤¬®ä¬, í†á ®† ®ä¬≤∞≤¬
∆¤‡†fiÚ¬®†∏Ú ‡ä¬á†, ¢†∫†î† †®†®†¬ ä∫ ™∫äô≤¢
∆¬‚ ô†¬Ú¬† Í†éÚ¤Ú¤®Ú.

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.

… ®† í™®≤¢-í™®≤¢ †¬†fiÚ¬† Í†‡† ¢≤∫º≤¤®≤.
ì†á fi‚®† ¢∆é‚∫‚¤®‚, í†á ‡ä∫äôä ®æÏæ¤®æ, í†á
†ô†¶∫†¤Ú ‡‚‡‚∫‚¢ ∏™ô≤ô≤¤®≤, ∆¬‚ ô™¤≤ºäôä,
†¬†fiÚ¬† Í†‡º†é† ¶∆ôº‚¤®‚.

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.

â™¬ä ∆‡‚¤®‚é‚ ô™¤®ä íö∞æ ®∆∫®‚. ìö∞æ¬®ä¬
¢≤¤ í≤∫ä ô†Ï fiæ∞æ∫æ¢ fi‡∆∫‚¬ æfi‡æ¬®ä∏≤
∏†éÚ∞† ®æÏ®æ, ºæ¤ä∏∏ä¢∫ä ô†∞Ú∫ºÚÏ
áä¤‰∫ä¤≤ ô†ô®Ú, äô≤¢-æô®æ.

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.

fl∆¬¤† ä∫∫ä¤≤¬≤ fi‡∆∫‚¬ æfi‡æ¬ä ¶∆ô‚¢ ¢†Ê®Ú.
Ä∫∫ä¤≤ ¶∆î†∫ºÚÏ®Ú. £†¤º†¶∫†¤Ú †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬
¢†¤º†¶∫†¤Ú¬† ∆ÊÏ†ôÚ¤®Ú. £‚¬‚ á†ºÚ
®™ô≤¤®≤. ©™ô≤¤®≤∫ä¤ fiäfi≤ ®ä †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬
fiäfi≤¬ä ∆ÊÏ†ôÚ¤.

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.

°fi‡†®†¬: °…†…†—®™®≤ §ä ô™¬ä †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬
fiäfi≤¬≤ ™Ï≤‡®≤.

She said “A…a…a” quietly and heard her
mother’s voice again.
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fl∆¬¤† ‰≤∏≤¤∫äÏ®≤ ∏≤, ¢ä∫∏ä
¶ä¢≤¤≤fi‡†¬∫Úé† ∏™‡fi≤¬, ∆¤®† †é∫†fiÚ¬, ≤Í≤
ôæ¬íæ∫∫äÏfi≤¬? â†®Ú¬† ®æÏ®æ ∏≤,
¶ä¢≤¤≤fi‡†¬∫Ú¶®† á™Í §†Ê‡ †é∫†ô† ¢≤∫º≤¤.
°¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ¶†¤† ºä¤ºä¤ä áä∏∏ ∆∫‚¬º‚Ï
íæ∫æºfiä¤ æ∞æ, fi∆ô‚¶, ‡ä¬á† ¶ä¢¤≤,
¶ä¢≤¤≤fi‡†¬∫ÚéÚ¬ ≤Í≤ ¢∆ô‚ äfiä¬ ∏ä®ä¤∫≤
∏æ∫äô≤¬ fiäfi≤ ∆¬‚¬ ≤Í≤¬≤ á™Í §†Ê‡
‡ä¤÷ä‡º≤¤®≤, ¢‚¬† íö¤ä ®ä áäº≤Ïä
î†º††‡®†¬ Êäî†∫ä‡ Íä∏≤¤®≤. ó†ºÚ †é∫†ô†-
†é∫†ô†, áö¬∏æ¤ä-óö¬∏æ¤ä, ¢†Ï®†ÏÚ¬Ú ö÷æ¢
¶‚î†¶∫†ô†-¶‚î†¶∫†ô† ∆¬‚¬ fi†∏≤‡ æ∞æ¬ä
¢†ÊÚ¤®Ú, fi∆¬¤† ®† á†ºÚ¬Ú¬ æ∞æ¬®ä ¬≤‰¤ä‡ä
∆ÊÏ†¤ ¢≤¤ ≤‰†®ä ô†¤†¬Ú¤®Ú.

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.

©æÏæ¬®æ ∏≤, ∆¬† íö¤ä †é∫†ô† ¢≤∫º≤¤ ∏≤,
∆¤®† †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ¤‚á‚ ô∆Ê®‚. °¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ¤‚á‚
á†¤®†fi† áäº≤Ïä ô†ÊÚ¬Ú¬®† ∆∫‚¤. Î∆Ê §†Ê‡
∆¬‚ ≤Í≤¬®ä á≤fifi ™∫äô≤¤®≤. ´∫ä ¢≤∫ ≤Í≤¬ä
Ï™á ®æÏºæÏ®æ, ô† ®‚º†¬ Íö∏ºæÏ®æ.°¬†fiÚ
Í∆Ê §†Ê‡ í™îä∫ä¤ ≤Í≤¬®ä ∏ä®ä¤∫≤, áä∞≤¬
fiäfi∫ä º†á¬Ú ∆Ê‚ô‚¤®‚. … º†á¬Úô† fi†∏≤‡
¶‚∫†¶ †fi† ¢≤∫º≤¤®≤. …®‚ ∏≤, †ÊÏ†º∫†¤
†é∫†º†éÚ íä∫≤¤®≤. £ä∫∏ä ®ä †é∫†ô†¬ ™∫ä
†¬†fiÚô®Ú, íö∞æ¬®ä¬ fiæ∞æ∫ä¬ ®ä ™∫ä †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬
ô†ÏÚô®Ú?!

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?

óä, íö¤æ¬æ¤ ä∞†¢ Íä∏ä¬ †¬†fiÚô®Ú, ∆ ô∆Ê.
…¬‚¬ ≤Í≤¬®ä ô†Ï†ô† ¢≤∫º≤¤®≤. Ä‡ä, î†¬†
®∆∫º†¶, ô†Ï†º†¶ ≤fi‡äô≤¤®≤, ∆¬‚¬
íö¤∏äº≤¬®ä, ∆¬‚¬ ¤ä¬í≤¬®ä î†§†¬ ¶†®Ú¬
∆∫º†¶ ≤fi‡äô≤¤®≤, ∆∫† ¢≤∫º≤¤®≤.

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.

fl™∫™∏‡∆¤24 ∞ä¬í Í†∫®Ú. The selective phone rang.

Ωæ®≤¤≤¬ Í†∫ fi†Í∫†¤Ú †∫¬Ú¬† ‡ö∏æ∫ºæÏ®æ.
Ä∫∫ä¤≤¬≤ î≤¢≤¬ä ¶∆ô‚¢ ∏¤™fi∫∆fi‚¬‚25

‰≤∏≤¤∫≤-‰≤∏≤¤∫≤ ∆ ô†¬-¢‚ ô†¬† áä¤∫ä®ä-
áä¤∫ä®ä ∆‡‚¤º‚Ï®‚. …¬‚ íö¤æ¢ ®≤∏ä∫®≤,
fi‡∆∫† ®≤¤fiä∏∫ä¬®≤.

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.

—√™îäfi≤∞? “How are you?”

—£†¢†‡. “So-so.”

—ìö∞æºä ¢≤¤‡äáä¤ ®äô≤¤fi≤∞.26 “You look strange.”

Ωæ®≤¤≤¬ ∏ä®ä¤∫≤ æ∞æ¬ä ¢†Ê†¬®† ô™¬ä
¶äáä¤∫ä¬®≤, íö∞∫ä¤≤ ®∆∫®‚. √ä ≤fiä ®™ºä∏
≤fi‡äô≤¤®≤ ∏≤, ºæ®≤¤ ∆¬®†¬ ä§§ä∫ ®†¬ÚÏ®Ú:

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.

—£‚ íæ¬ ≤∏≤ ºæä∫∫≤‰ íä∫äîä∏, ÷™Ïä∏†¤
†®†º®Ú. ◊∫†¬®† ‚ôé‚¬ ¢≤¤ Ï™ô §†¤fi†
fi≤‰†¤≤Ï §™¤≤¬.

“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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Ωæ®≤¤ ¢‚¬∫†¤Ú ®™ô≤¢ ∆¬‚¬ æ∞æ¬ä ¢†Ê®Ú. The manager was staring at her face while

saying that.

ìö∞æ¬æ¬ ô†ÏÚ ®≤ô≤¤∫ä¬≤¢ ô†¬†éÚ ¢∆ô‚
fiæ∞æ∫®æ.

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

— √∆∫‚¢ fi≤∞ä? “What’s wrong with you?”

—ó™Í. “Nothing.”

—£≤∏™‰fi≤∞ ®™ôäfiä¬. “You look sad.”

Ωæ®≤¤ î†§†¢ íö∞∫äºä®ä¬ ‰≤∏≤¤∫≤-‰≤∏≤¤∫≤:
—…∞æºæ ÷≤fi á≤fifi ™∫äô≤¤äº. fl∆ô‚¶∫†ºÚÏ†º.

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

Ωæ®≤¤ ∆¬‚¬ íö∞æô†Ï∫Ú æ∞æ¬ä ¢†Ê®Ú §ä ™∫ä
¢≤∫ á™Í ¬ä †¬∫†º†®Ú, fi∆¬¤† ô™¬ä, †¤†®†
öfi∏æ¤ä-öfi∏æ¤ä ‡™∞-‡™∞ Êäfi‡ä∫ä¬ºäô≤¬®ä¬,
∞ä≤‰∫≤ô≤¬®ä¬ §ä ∆¬† ®äÊ∫≤ ∆∫º†ô†¬ ¢≤¤
Ê™ô∫≤ Ï™ô∫ä¤®ä¬ ®†¬ÚÏÚ¢ fi‚fi®‚.

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.

´§ä Í†‡†¬®† á†§† ¶†¤†∫ºÚÏ®Ú.27 „Ï†¶∫†¤Ú
†îÚ¬®†¬ ‚®¶‚¬†-‚®¶‚¬† ∆¬‚ íö∞∫äô≤¤®≤∫ä¤.

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

ß†÷Ú¬Ú Íä∏≤¢ ¢†é∫†ô†¬ ∏≤º≤ ô†®Ú¬† ®æÏ®æ
∏≤, á†∞Ú¤ Êö¤äô≤ ô∆Ê®‚¤. £≤¤ ®ä ô†®Ú¬†
ä¤≤¬≤¬ ®æ¬ä¬ †∫Ú¢ íä‡≤¤®≤ô≤ íö∞†é¤Ú®†¬
¶Ú¤ºÚ∞Úô† Í†∫†¬ ä‡28 ®æÏ®æ. … ä‡ ≤¬®≤
fi∆ô‚®‚î‚¬‚¬ ô‚Ê†¤Ú íö∞æ¬®ä ¶†¤†∫†-¶†¤†∫†
∆¬‚ íö∞∫äô≤¤®≤. ìö∞∫äô≤¤®≤ ∏≤, ∏äfi≤∫fi≤¬,
®∆é¤†¬fiÚ¬, ¶†¬Ú¬Ú ‡ö∏ä-‡ö∏ä ∆¬‚¬ æ¤äô≤¬≤
¢‚∫†¬®Ú¤fiÚ¬.29

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.

fl∆ô‚¬‚¢ ä∫∫ä¤≤¬≤ ô‚®‚, ä‡≤ fi∆ô‚®‚î‚®†¬
ÍÚÊ†¤Ú¢ ≤ô∫ä®≤, fi∆¬¤† ‡≤∏ä-‡≤∏ä ®∆é¤†ôÚ¢
ô‚®‚. â‚ô‚∫®‚¶î† ä‡≤¬ ¶Ú¤ºÚ∞Ú∫ÚéÚ fi∆∫®‚,
ä‡ ¢∆∞†¤Ú¢ ™ô¢äîä¤ á†∫† ®æÏ®æ.

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.

≥ô¤ä¬ä–≤ô¤ä¬ä ¢∆∞ ‡≤∏ä∫ä¤≤ ÊÚ¤®†-ÊÚ¤®†
®∆é¤†®Ú.

She minced those grey pieces with disgust.

°¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ö∫æºæ¬®ä¬ ¢ä¤≤ ä‡®ä¬ ≤ô¤ä¬ºäôä
¢†Ï∫†ºÚÏ®Ú. Îæ¬∏≤ †¬†fiÚ ∆ ¢≤¤≤ ∆‡†¶®†
†é¤Ú®†¬ ∞†¤Úô†-∞†¤Úô† ‚∞†¬†¬®† ™∫ä ¢‚ îæ¤
¢∆∞ ä‡ ‡†§†®† ¶Ú∞†¤®Ú¶î†, ¶∆§‚¤º† ≤ô≤ ™§ä
ô†ôÚ∫®Ú¶î†, †¬†fiÚ ∆ ¢≤¤≤ ∆‡†¶®† ö®æ †é∞Ú¬†
íä∫ä-íä∫ä öôæôæ¤®æ. âä¶≤¬ †¬†fiÚ ∆ íæ¬∫ä¤
¢™∫ä ®†®∫Ú ä‡≤ ô™®≤ô≤¬ä íö¤ä, fi†é∫†º
≤Ï‡†á†fiÚ¬† íö¤ä ∆¬† ¬≤‰¤ä‡ ™∫äô≤¤®≤.

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.
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â†®Ú¬† íä∫≤¤, ä‡≤ ô™ô≤¢ ¶‚¤‡†¤†¬®†¬ fi∆¬¤†
†¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ô†¬Ú¬† í™‡ºäôä ¶∆¤Ê‚¤®‚. Îæ¬∏≤,
∆¬®† †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ íö∞∫ä¤≤¬®ä∏≤ ¶ä∞ä¢®ä¬
∆‡‚¤®‚é‚ ô™¤®ä ä¤≤ô≤¤®≤, ¢æ∏æ∫æ¤®æ.

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.

Öôæôæ¢ ‡†§†ô† ô†é fi†∫®Ú, ä‡ ‡≤∏ä∫ä¤≤¬≤
®‚∞∫†ôÚ¢ ‡†§†ô† ‡ö∏®æ, †é∞Ú¬Ú ö¤‡®æ.

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

≈Ú∞Ú ô™¬ä fi‡∆∫‚¬ ®†∫Ú¬®†, ¶†¢†éÚ¬®† †ÍÚ¶
®ä‰‡ä¤, ä∫≤¬®ä ¶ä∫äº ¢™∫≤¬≤ äô≤¢ ®†é-®≤§†¤†
¢†ÊÚ¤®Ú. ´∫ä ¢≤∫ ®≤§†¤∫†¤®† ¬äfiä
†Ê‡†¤Ú¤®Ú.

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.

ìä∫≤¢ ¶Ú∞Ú¬Ú¬ ∏æ¤äô≤¬ä §‚¤®‚. She came up and hit the girl on the back.

—πæ¤äô≤¬≤ ®æ∞ä∫‡…â†∞! “Straighten up your back…Write!”

ßÚ∞Ú¬ æ∞æ ®äô≤Ï®≤. The girl’s face changed.

—√ä ô†∞Úº? “Write what?”

—±äó¤≤º†¤-Í∆¤30…√ä ô†∞†î†¶fi†¬? °ôÚ¬
‡†¤≤Ê≤¬≤, “™§®ä,” “‡†÷ÏÚ¤Ú¶ ¬öº¤ä
‰≤∫†¬…”31

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

ßÚ∞Ú äô¤≤-æô¤æ áä¤‰∫ä¤∫ä †ôÚ¬ ‡†¤≤Ê≤¬≤,
fi∆¬¤† ®† ‡†÷ÏÚ¤ÚéÚ¬ ¬öº¤äfi≤¬≤ ô†∞Ú¢
‡ä∞ä®ä¬ ∆¬‚¬ æ∞æ¬ä ¢†Ê®Ú.

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

—√∆∫®‚? Æ∞æºä ¬≤ôä ¢†ÊÚ¤fi†¬? “What’s the matter? Why are you looking at
me like that?”

ßÚ∞Ú íö∞∫ä¤≤¬≤ ®öôæ¢ ‡ä∞ä®ä¬ ∏≤‡†¢† ¢†Ê®Ú
§ä ô™¬ä ™ô¢äîä¤ áä¤‰∫ä¤∫ä ¬äfiä ô†∞®Ú.

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

£≤¤ ≤fi‡ä®≤ §‚¤fi‚¬ ‚Ï†éÚ. Îæ¬∏≤ äfiä¢∫ä¤≤
‡†¤Úº† Íä∏≤∫º≤Ï®≤. Ö∞æ¬æ íæî∫ä fi†Ê∫†®Ú:

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

—°®†º ∏≤º≤ ô†∞! “Write properly!”

ßÚ∞ ®≤∏fi≤¬≤¢ ä∫≤¬≤ fi†Ê∫†®Ú, fi∆¬¤† ô™¬ä, ¢‚
®ä‰ä †¤†º∫† §ä ®≤¶¶ä‡∫ä ô†∞º†é† ¢†Ï∫†®Ú §ä
ô™¬ä áä¤‰∫ä¤≤ äô≤¢-æô®æ.

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

£‚ ®ä‰ä ö∞æ¬æ fi†Ê∫†ô† ¢≤∫ºäô≤¢ ‚Ï†éÚ¬
¶∆∫‚¬‚ Í≤º®≤∏∫ä®≤. Î≤º®≤∏∫äôä¬®ä ∆¤‡†
¢†¤º†éÚ¬Ú¬ ®Ú¤¬†éÚ ¶†∫ÊÚ¢ º†ô†®†¬
†¤†∫†¬®Ú, fiÚ¬®Ú. ©Ú¤¬†éÚ¬Ú¬ †∫‡Ú¬®†¬
¶†¬ †Ê®Ú.

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.

ßÚ∞Ú Í≤§≤∫®äô≤¢ †é∫†®Ú. The girl burst into tears.
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—Ö∫äfiä¬ ™∫ä, ¬™îä ∏≤, ºä¬≤ ö∫®æ¤æ¤fiä¬,
†ÊÚ¤Úº† ÍÚÊÚ¤fi†¬!32

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

Ä∫≤¬≤ ¶∆∫‡‚é‚¬‚¬ †∫‡Ú¬† fi∆Ê‚¢ íöô¬äôä-
íöô¬äôä ºä‡¢äÊä ∏™Í®≤, ∆¤®† ö∞æ¬ä, ¢æ‡æ¬
®æ¬ô†ô† ¶†¤éÚÏ ‡ö∏ä-‡ö∏ä ®Ú¤¬†éÚ¬Ú
¢≤¤‡äáä¤ ∏äfi®≤, ô‚®‚ §ä ¢†é∫†®Ú. fl∆¬¤†
‡†§†®† ¶Ú∞†¤†¬ ä‡≤ ¶†ÏÚ¶∫† ¶†¤ÚÏ®Ú¤†-
¶†¤ÚÏ®Ú¤† ‰≤∏≤¤∫äÏ®≤ ∏≤, áä¤ Ï™ô ÷≤fi®≤.
Ä¤≤ ®ä, ‚Ï†¶∫†¤Ú ®†, ≤Ï≤ ®ä, ä‡¤†‰®†∏Ú
†®†º∫†¤ ®†, ™§≤ ®ä, ¢‚ Êö¤ä∏ ®ä.

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.

Ä¤≤ ∆ ¢≤¤≤ ∆‡†¶®† ®≤¬ºä∞-fiöô∫äºä∞ ®≤§†¬Ú¬
¢≤¤ íæ¬îæ¬ä ¶ÚfiÚ∫Ú¢ íö∞æ¬æ ¶†∫®Ú¤º†®†¬
¶ä∞™‡ ∆Ê‚ô‚¤®‚, †îÚ¬®†¬ ‚®¶‚¬†-‚®¶‚¬†
fi≤¶†¤™‡ Íä∏≤¤®≤. °¤†®†¢≤¤ ¶∆§‚¤º†¬Ú¬
≤ô≤¬ä ‡†¢ íä‡≤¤ºäô≤¢ ºä‡¢äÊä í≤¤≤¤®≤, ∆¤®†
™Ïä∫ä¬ä–™Ïä∫ä¬ä íö∞‚î‚ ‡†§†ô† ¢†ÊÚ¤®Ú ∏≤,
íö¤fiæ¬ ä‡≤¬ ¢≤Ïºäô≤¬ä Í∆Êº‚ ¶†∫Ú¢.

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.

Ä‡≤¬fiä ¢≤Ïºäô≤¬ä Í∆Ê ¶†∫ºÚÏ®Ú. Ä‡ ô†é†
®æÏ®æ∏îä ™∫ä ¢≤∫ í™‡-í™®ä ¢ä¤∏≤ô≤¢ íö¬ä
®ö¬æ¤®æ. ó≤fifi ™∫ä®≤ ∏≤, ö∞æ¬æ¬ ®ä †îÚ¬®†¬
¢†ÏÚ áä¤∫ä¬≤¤, †∞ ¶†∫Ú¤ æ¤äô≤ í™®ä.
ß†ÏÚ¶∫† ¶†¤† ‡≤∏ä∫ä¤®ä¬ ¢≤¤≤¬≤ íö‡æ¤æ¢
æ‰æ¤®æ, ®≤Ï∫ä®≤, ä‡ ®≤Ï≤¬≤¬ †∫‡Ú¬®†
¤™∞≤¬ ∏≤º≤ ôÚéÚ∫Ú¢ -†ÍÚ∫®Ú.

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.

Ä¤≤ ô™¬ä ºä‡¢äÊ®äô®≤, †¤Ê†fiÚ¬®† ®‚¤‚¢
¶†ÏÚ¶∫† Í™§≤¤®≤ô≤ ä‡ ‡≤∏ä∫ä¤≤¬ä ¢†ÊÚ¤®Ú.
óö§fiä∫äfi≤ ®†¤†∫®Ú, í™¤≤ôä Íö¬æ¢ äfiä¢≤
fiäfi∫ä:
—√ä®≤?—®™®≤.

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?”

Ä¤≤¬≤¬ æ∞æ ®äô≤Ï®≤:
—ó™Í, ™∫ä-¢™∫ä…

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

—´∫ä-¢™∫ä…©™ ∏≤, ®ö∞ä ¢≤∫º≤¤äº ®ä. áä∫ä
¢≤Ïºäô≤¬ä Í∆Ê §†¤. √≤ôä Íä¤∫ä®≤¤fiä¬ ºä¬≤?
ß†¤é†fi†¬, fi≤Í∆§‚∫fi†¬-¬äfiä¬?! ìæ¬∆¤‡† ¬†á†¤
™∫äºäº≤fiä¬?

“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?”

—´∫äº≤Ïäº. “I did.”

—£äfi ∆¬®† ¬≤ôä ®†¤ÚÊ®Ú¤Ú¤fi†¬ ºä¬≤? “Then why are you getting on my nerves?”

Ä¤≤ ≤Í≤¬≤ Íä∏≤¢ fi∆ô‚®‚î‚¬‚ †Í®Ú, ∆¤®†¬
∏∆∫¢†fi†, ÷∆º≤®∆¤, ÷™¬®≤¤ íö‡æ¤æ¢ fi‡∆∫†
®æ∞®æ, ®≤Ï∫ä¤≤¬≤ îÚ¤Ú∫®†®†-îÚ¤Ú∫®†®†
ô™ºäôä ¢†Ï∫†®Ú. Ä¤≤ ®≤Ï∫ä¤≤¬≤
îÚ¤Ú∫®†‡®Ú¶î† á≤fifi ™∫äô≤¤®≤ ¬™îä ä‡≤
æ¤÷ä¬≤¤, ≤Í≤ äfi≤¤.

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.
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—ïÚ¤Ú∫®†‡º† ®≤Ï≤¬≤. “Don’t grind your teeth,” she said.

Ä¤≤ †é∞Ú¬®†∏Ú ô™ºäô≤ fi†Ê∫†ôÚ¢ ¬≤‰¤ä‡∫ä
∆¬† ¢†Ê®Ú, fi∆¬¤† ä∫≤¬®ä∏≤, ¢ÚÍ†¶-Íä¬íä∫≤
fi‡∆∫† ÍÚ¤÷Ú¢ †ô†é† ¶†∫Ê®Ú, ∆ ¢≤¤≤ ∆‡†é†
∏™Í≤¢ ¶†÷Ú¬Ú ÍÚ¤÷®Ú.

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.

â™¬ä íö∞∫ä¤≤ ®∆∫®‚. √≤‰¤ä‡ ™∫äô≤¤ áä¤
Ï™ôä, ô†Ï†º†¶ ≤fi‡äº≤¤. °∫∫†áÚ¬ ¤äáº≤
íä∫fi≤¬,33 †fi†¬ ö∫æº íö¬®ä¤fi≤¬ ∆¬†.

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.

©æÏæ¬®æ ∏≤, ®™ºä∏ ¢™∫ä ÍÚÊÚ¤ ∏≤, ô†Ï†ô†
¢≤∫ºäôä¬ †¬†fiÚ®Ú §ä †¬†fiÚ ∆¬† íö¤ä ô†Ï†ô†
¢≤∫º≤¤ ∏≤, ö∞æ ö∞æ¬æ ≤fi‡äô≤¤.

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

£†ÏÚ¬®† †∫äº ¢≤¤-¢≤¤≤¬ä ¶†¤ÚÏ®Ú,
í≤îí†áÚ¬Ú ∆§‚¢ ‰≤∏≤¤∫äÏ®≤ ∏≤, ¬äá†ôä‡
áä¤ Ï™ô≤ Í∆Ê ®ä¶≤¶ ¢†Ï† ®æÏ®æ. â†Ï†ô†
¢≤∫ºäôä¬, ∆¬‚¬ íæ¬æ¬æ ®ä íöô äfií≤ôä ¢æ∏ä¬,
†¬†fiÚ¬Ú ≤fi‡äôä¬, ™∫ä †¬†fiÚ ö∞æ®æ…

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…

·†§†¬Ú¬ †é∞Ú¬Ú ö¤‡æ¢ ∆‡‚¤®‚, ¢†ÏÚ¬Ú
ä∫∫ä¤≤ †¤†fiÚ¬† †∫Ú¢ †é∫†®Ú. â†®Ú¬†
†ÊÏ†º∫†¤ ≤Ï®ä¬ ¶†ôÚ®†¬®† †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬
fi‡∆∫‚¬ æfi‡æ¬ä ô†¬¢†ô†¬ ôÚé®ÚéÚ Êö¤ä∏∫ä¤
®æÏ®æ. °¬†fiÚ Êö¤ä∏∫ä¤≤ ®æ∞æ¢ ∆¬‚¬∫†
æ∞¢äæ∞ ∆‡‚¤‚¤®‚, fi†∏≤‡ íö∞∫ä¤∫ä ∆¬‚¬
†îÚ¬®†¬ æ∞æ∫ä–æ∞æ∫ä ‡≤∏ä∫ä¤≤ †∞ ¶†∫† ®≤¤≤-
®≤¤≤ ‚®†-‚®† ô™ºäô≤¬ä ¢†ÊÚ¤®Ú, fi∆¬¤† ®†
íæ∫æºfiäô≤¢:

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:

—â†ÊÏÚ Í™ô¬ä, ‡ä∫äfiºä,—®™ô≤¤®≤. “Chew them properly, there is no rush.”

fl∆¬¤† †¬†fiÚ Í†ô íä‡≤¤≤¤®≤. … ®† ®∆ô‚¢ Í†ô
≤Íä-≤Íä íæ¬ ä¤∞≤¬®ä ¬ä ∆∫º‚Ï®‚fi†
á†ºÚfiÚ¬† ¢≤¤îä-¢≤¤îä, ¢æ‡æ¬ ‡ä‰ä¤¤æ†‡Úô∫†
®†¬ÚÏÚ¤®Ú.

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.

©†¬ÚÏ®Ú¶î† fiö∞∫ä¤≤ †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ íö∞æ¬æ¬
≤Í≤¬®ä¬ ∏™Í≤¤®≤. °¬†fiÚ ™∫ä ¢≤∫ ∆¬‚¬ ¢æ‡æ¬
fiö∞∫ä¤≤¬≤ ¢≤¤-¢≤¤ ô™ô≤¤®≤, ‚®‚¤®‚. °îÚfiÚ
∆∫†¬®† æ∞æ ‡‚¤Ï‚ô‚¤®‚, Ï≤¤≤¬ ∆∫†¬®†
íö∞∫ä¤≤ô∫ä íæ∫æºfiäô≤¤®≤.

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…”

£‚¬‚ ¶Ú∞Ú ®™®≤. Ωä‡¢äÊ≤¬ ¶†÷ÚfiÚ¬®†
æ¤∏ä∏-æ¤∏ä∏ ®†ô†¬Ú¢ ∆¬† ¢†ÊÚ¤®Ú.

That was said by the girl. She was standing at
the kitchen door and looking at her timidly.
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—ìä‡≤¤ ¢†ÊÚº. “Bring it over, I’ll take a look at it.”

ìö∞∫ä¤≤¬≤ ¶∆∫‚ô∫† fi≤∫≤¢ ‡†÷ÏÚ¤ÚéÚ ∆Ê‚®‚
§ä á™Í ¬ä ¢†Ï† ®æÏºä®≤, ®ä‰‡ä¤≤ ö¤‡æ¢
¶Ú∞Ú¬† ‚∞†‡®Ú.

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

—â†ÊÏÚ®Ú. “Good.”

ì™îä ∆ ¢≤¤≤ ∆‡†é®†¬ ä¤≤¬≤¬ ô‚Ê‚∫‚ fiäfi≤¬ä
∆ô†¬®Ú. Ä¤≤ fiäfi≤ ‡≤‡¤äôä-‡≤‡¤äôä ∏≤º≤¬∫äfiä
ô‚Ê‚®† §‚¤‚Ï‚¤®‚:

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.

—ÎÚÊ í™‡! ì™‡ ®™ô≤¤äº fiä¬ä.—fl∆¬¤† ä¤≤
ô†∫§†¤º†é† ¢†Ï∫†®Ú. —â†∫§†¤Ú¤†º
fiä¬ä…í™‡…ô†∞ÚéÚ¬ íä∫fi≤¬ ¢≤∞ä. √ä
≤fi‡äô≤¤fiä¬ †ÊÚ?

“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?”

Æ¤äô≤ äfiä-äfiä ¢†Ï† ®æÏ®æ ∏≤, †¬†fiÚ ≤¬®≤ ®ä
ä¤≤¬≤¬ ô‚Ê‚fi‚¬† í≤¤≤¢. °¬†fiÚ ä¤≤¬≤¬
ô‚Ê‚fi‚¬®† ∆¬‚ ≤¤≤, ¶†¤† ‡∆¤† fi†∫Ú¢ †é∞Ú¬Ú
¢†é∫†ôÚ¤®Ú, fi∆¬¤† ®ä¬≤∞®ä fi‚ô‚¬ †∫‡Ú¬†
¢†fiÚ¢ ∆¤®† ¬ä‰äfi≤ ∏äfi≤∫ä¬äîä¬ ¢∆é‚¤®‚.
°ÊÚ¤ ¬äô®≤fiä ä¤≤ ô∆¤é†¬-®öÏäô≤¬ ≤Í≤¬®ä ™∫ä
Í†÷†∫†ôÚ¤®Ú, ™∫ä ¢≤∫ ‡∆¤† ®æÏºæÏ®æ, ÍÚÊ†
¢≤∫º≤¤®≤.

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.

fl∆¬¤† ä¤≤ ô‚Ê‚®† ¶Ú¤Ú¶-¶Ú¤Ú¶ †é∫†®Ú §ä
fi‚fi®‚. ©™ôäfiä¬ ®ä¤≤¬ ô‚Ê‚ô† í™‡®≤. ©™ôäfiä¬
†¬†fiÚ ä¤≤¬≤ ö∫®æ¤æ¢ ¤†á†‡∫†¬®Ú, †é
†ô†¶∫†¤Ú¬Ú fi‚ô† ÍÚ¤÷†-ÍÚ¤÷† æ∞æ¢ †®†fiÚ¬†
í™‡®≤.

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.

£æ‡æ¬ ¢ä®ä¬≤ í≤î≤Ï≤¤®≤. Äfiä¢≤∫äÏä¬®ä
¢ä®ä¬≤¬ä áäº≤Ïä ¢™∫ä í≤î≤Ïºä íä∫≤¤®≤.
£öô¤æ æfi‡ä Íö¬æ¢ ¶†¤†¬∫Ú¶®† ¶Ú∞Ú¬† ¢†Ê®Ú.
ßÚ∞Ú¬Ú¬ ô‚Ê‚®†î† †é∞Ú ¢æ∞æ∫ºæÏ®æ. ßÚ∞Ú
¢≤¤ ºæ®®ä‡ ¢™∫äîä íö∞æô‚º‚∫‚ ¶†∫®Ú, fi∆¬¤†
™∫ä ô‚Ê‚®† ≤∏ä¬ áÚÍ¶Ú¤Ú¢ †é∫†®Ú.

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.

Æ¤äô≤ ä∞≤∫®≤. ßÚ∞Ú¬ ¢†ÏÚ¬Ú fiÚé†∫∫†ôÚ¢
Í∆Ê∫‚-Í∆Ê∫‚ ö÷®æ.

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

fl∆¬¤† ¬ä §†Ê‡fi† ô‚Ê‚ô† í™‡®≤ §ä ô™¬ä ®æ¬ä¬∏≤
ô‚Ê‚fi‚¬‚¬ †¤®Ú¬Ú íö¤®æ. ßä¤≤¢äfi≤ ¢‚ô®‚ ∏≤,
¢‚ ®ä‰ä ô‚Ê‚®† ö∞æ ¢≤∫≤¤®≤ ∏≤, áä¤ Ï™ô
ô‚Ê‚®‚.

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.

â™¬ä áäº≤¬ º†ÏÚ¬ í™®≤¤®≤, ∆¬®†¬ ‚∞†¶-
∫†ÏÚ¤®Ú. â™¬ä º†ÏÚ¬Ú¬ †¤®Ú¬î† ∫∆÷†-
∫∆÷† ¶†¤ ô†éÚ¤®Ú. Ω†ÏÚ¬ †é∫ÚéÚ¬ ≤Í≤¬®ä
∏≤Í≤∫≤¤®≤, ¢†∫†î† ¬ö¶‡äôä ®ö¬æ¤®æ. fläfi≤
¢∆º¢∆Ï Ïäáä¤ä ®ö¬æ¢ ä∏fi-fiä®† §™¤≤¤®≤.

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:
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—°¬†…†¬†…†¬†!… “Mother…Mother…Mother!…”

fl∆¬¤† †é∫†ôÚ¢-†é∫†ôÚ¢ †¬†fiÚ¬Ú ö∫ºäôä ô∆∫†
fi†∫º†é† íä∫ä¬ †®†º∫†¤† ¢†Ê®Ú. °®†º∫†¤Ú¬
á™Í ¢≤¤≤¬≤ ‡†¬ÚºÚ¤®Ú. ó†ºÚ fi∆ô‚¶
‡ä¢äfifiæº∫ä ∆¬† ¢†ÊÚ¤®Ú. °¬†fiÚ ®†
¢‚¤®†ô®Ú, ‡†¬ÚºÚ®ÚéÚ ôæ∞∫ä¤∫ä †®†ºÚ¬
≤Í≤¬®ä ®†ô†¬ºÚÏ®Ú.

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.

°¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ fi†ÍÚ †ô¤Ú îæ¤ ≤®≤, äô¬≤¬®ä
¶ä¤≤¢ä ÷†∫‡†¤ §†¤®Ú. Æ∞æ ®ä †ô¤Ú îæ¤ ≤®≤.
´∫ä ¢≤∫ á™Í §†Ê‡ Êäfi‡ä ∆∫º†ºÚÏ®Ú.

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.

£≤¤ ®ä †¬†fiÚ ∆¬† ™∫ä ¢†ÊÚ¤®Ú, ™∫ä ¢≤∫ ∆¬‚
‡†¬ÚºÚ¤®Ú. Ä∫≤¬®ä∏≤ ≤¤≤ ô™∫÷≤¬î≤
‡ä¤÷ä®ä-‡ä¤÷ä®ä, fi∆ô‚¶ ‡ä¢äfifiæº∫ä
íæ∫æºfiäô≤¤®≤.

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

fl∆¬¤† ¢≤¤®ä¬ ¢†Ï† ®æÏ®æ ∏≤, †¬†fiÚ ∆¬‚
íö¤ºæ¤. °¬†fiÚ ∆ ¢≤¤≤ †®†º∫†¤∫† ¢≤¤íä
∆¬®†¬ ¢≤¤ †®®Úº †¤†∫Ú ¬äôäfiä ¢†ÊÚ¤®Ú.

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

≥fi‡ä®≤ ≤¬≤∫®äô≤¢ †¬†fiÚ¬Ú Í†éÚ¤†. fl∆¬¤†
¢†Ï† ®æÏ®æ ∏≤, †¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ ®† ∆ ¢≤¤≤
†®†º∫†¤ ∏≤º≤ ∆¬† á™Í ¢≤¤ ®äÊ∫≤ ô∆Ê®‚. …¬®†
æ¤äô≤ ™∫ä fiÚÊÚ∫®Ú¢ †∞ ¶†∫®Ú ®†ô†¬†. ©†á†
®∆é¤‚fi‚ ®†ô†¬®ÚéÚ ∏æÍä fiÚÊÚ∫®Ú, ®†¤†∫®Ú.

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.

fl∆¬¤† íö¤®æ ∏≤, fiä¬ ®™ºä ¢†ô†¶®†¬ ¢ä¤≤
®ö¤®íæ¬î, ®†º®†¤ ∆‡†é®† ‡ä∏-‡ä¬á†®Ú.
…‡†éÚ¬ ¬ä ¶†÷ÚfiÚ §†¤, ¬ä ÷ä¬îä¤äfi≤.
©äáÏä‡®ä¬, §†á≤ºä®ä¬ á†¬fiÚfi† á™ô§†¬Ú¬
fiäfi≤¬ä ∆ÊÏ†¤ §äáÏ≤ ¢≤¤ fiäfi∫ä ‚∫†®Ú. „∫†ô†-
‚∫†ô† ‡†§†¬† ¢†Ê®Ú.

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.

·†§†¬ ®† ô∆Ê ≤®≤. ·†§†¬Ú¬ ä§ä∞≤¬ä fi†ôfiÚ∞-
á™fi†¢fiÚ∞ ‚∫®‚∞∫†¤∫† ®∆∫‚ ¶†÷¶†¤†¬∫Ú¶,
‚îfi‚∞-¢‚î†¶fiÚ∞ íöô æ∞æ ≤®≤.

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

√ä‰äfi≤ ®†¤†∫†-®†¤†∫† ∆ô†¬Ú¢ ¶†¤†¬∫Úé†
¢†Ê®Ú. Ä¤≤ ô†¬Ú¬®† ∆‡‚¤º‚Ï®‚, ä∫≤¬≤ ∆¬‚¬
‡ä¤∫≤ †∫¬Ú¬† ¶∆ôº‚Ï®‚.

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.

âä¶≤¬ ∆¬‚¬ fiäfi≤¬ä ∆ô†¬Ú¢ íä∫º≤Ï®≤. ß†∫ÊÚ¢
ô™¤≤¬≤¬ ≤Í≤¬®ä ∆‡‚¤®‚. Æ¤äô≤ ¶†∫ÊÚ¤®Ú.

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

—©™ôäfiä¬ ¢∆ô¬‚º† ‚Ï†¶ ®æÏæ¢.34 “Looks as if I am expecting.”

ß†¤†¬∫Ú¶®† ä¤≤¬≤¬ íö∞∫ä¤≤ íæ∫®æ. fl∆¬¤†
¢≤¤ ºæ®®ä‡ ≤∏≤fi≤ ®ä á™ôfi≤∞ ¢≤¤-¢≤¤≤¬ä
¢†Ê®Ú∫†¤.

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

ó†§† ≤ÏÚ¶∫†¬Ú¤®Ú. The day was breaking.
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Notes
1 °¬†: mother. According to the plot of the story this word may refer both to the late mother of 

the heroine and the heroine herself.
2 £∆∞‚º‡‚∫: greyish, light-grey.
3 √ä‰äfi≤¬≤ ≤Í≤¬ä Íä∏ºä∏: to gasp. “Îä∏ºä∏” renders the general idea of moving, both in a direct

and a figurative meaning, and is used in a large number of expressions.
4 ß†÷Ú¬Ú¬ †é∞Ú¬®†: in the mouth of the door. As in many other languages, the word for 

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

5 Ω‚é†ô†‡ ∆∫º†¶: to take care of someone, to protect.
6 •æî‚®: being, essence.
7 … ô†¬-¢‚ ô†¬Ú ô∆Ê®‚¤: there is no this or that side; there is no way out.
8 £∆ô¬‚¬† †∫º†¶: to take on one’s neck; to take responsibilities for something, to look the 

situation straight in the eye.
9 ´§®ä∏≤∫ä¤≤¬ ¶†¬Ú¬Ú ∞äáä¤ä ®ö¬®ä¤ºäfi≤¬: Let [her] not turn her kinsfolk’s blood into poison.
10 Á∆Ï†íä∫ºä∞: to one’s liking, unable to come; unpleasant.
11 °¬†fiÚ¬Ú¬ Êäfi‡ä∫≤∏®ä¬ ∆¬fi‚∞ ®† ¢∆∞†¤†¬ æ∞æ: mother’s from illness without it grey becoming 

face; here “∆¬fi‚∞” (without it) denotes that an additional action or quality is added to an 
existing one.

12 “£†Ê†-¢†Ê†,” “∆‡‚¤†-∆‡‚¤†,” “Íä∏ä-Íä∏ä”: “looking-looking,” “sitting-sitting,” “smoking-
smoking”; duplication of non-finite verbal forms with “a,” “ä,” 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 “Ú¢,” “≤¢,” “‚¢,” “ô‚¢” non-
finite verb, which is placed before a final verb.

13 ìö¤, ¢†Ê: see, look; often used as introductory words, especially in the spoken language.
14 ï†¬ §™¤ºä∏: to give soul; to pass away.
15 √∆∫‚¢ = √ä ∆∫‚¢: what’s the matter.
16 â†∞ÚéÚ íä∫ºä∏: to come poor; to pity someone.
17 ±äá∫ä í™‡ºä∏: to hate, to feel disgust, aversion.
18 Cö∞∫ä¤≤ Íä÷ ®æÏºä∏: to go obliquely down; to quarrel, to be at odds.
19 √™ô¬≤¤≤∏: what do we need it for?
20 √ä ®äÊ∫≤ §†¤?: what does it have to do [with]?
21 Á∆Ï íä∫®≤¬: lovely you came; Welcome!
22 √ä ô†ÊÏÚ: What good?; Why in Heaven’s name?
23 ÎÚ∞º†é†¤†: scrawls.
24 C™∫™∏‡∆¤: special phone lines of high quality used only by the political elite. Ordinary 

telephone communication is usually of extremely poor quality.
25 π¤™fi∫∆: armchair (Russian).
26 ìö∞æºä ¢≤¤‡äáä¤ ®äô≤¤fi≤∞: in my eye in a wrong way you touch; someone put an evil eye on 

you; you look disturbed or ill.
27 ó†§† ¶†¤†∫ºÚÏ®Ú: the air became black; it became dark.
28 ìö∞†é¤Ú®†¬ ¶Ú¤ºÚ∞Úô† Í†∫†¬ ä‡: 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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29 Æ¤äô≤¬≤ ¢‚∫†¬®Ú¤fiÚ¬: it will make her heart giddy; she will feel sick.
30 ±äá¤≤º†¤-Í∆¤: poison snake, murrain; exclamation comparable to “to hell with it.”
31 Â≤∫†¬: so-and-so, such-and-such, this-and-that, etc.
32 Ö∫äfiä¬ ™∫ä, ¬™îä ∏≤, ºä¬≤ ö∫®æ¤æ¤fiä¬, †ÊÚ¤Úº† ÍÚÊÚ¤fi†¬: 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.
33 °∫∫†áÚ¬ ¤äáº≤ íä∫fi≤¬: let Allah’s grace come [upon her], may Allah take pity [upon her].
34 ©™ôäfiä¬ ¢∆ô¬‚º† ‚Ï†¶ ®æÏæ¢: It seems that a baby came down on my neck. Looks like I am 

pregnant.
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Ω†¤†¶∫Ú ‡ä®¶≤¶†‡. An Interesting Research.

ìä¬î ‡ä®¶≤¶†‡ÍÚ flä‰ flä‰äô™§ ¬™Íä ≤∫®≤¤
∏≤, “£≤¤ ¬†ºä'∫‚º Ï†≤¤ á†¶®†” †®∫Ú
º†¤†¶∫Ú ºö§∞‚ æ∞ä¤≤¬®ä î≤®®≤ ‡ä®¶≤¶†‡ ≤Ï≤
†÷†¤Ú¤. £‚ íæ¬∫ä¤®ä ∆ ®≤fi™¤‡†fi≤ô†fiÚ¬Ú
‡†º†º∫†ºÚÏ®Ú¤. °Ï†éÚ®† áäº≤¬
®≤fi™¤‡†fi≤ô†®†¬ ¢≤¤ ÷†¤Í†¬Ú áö¤ºä‡∫≤
∆Ê‚î‚∫†¤ÚºÚ∞† ‡ä¶®≤º ™®≤¤≤∏:

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:

·ä®¶≤¶†‡ÚºÚ∞Ú¬ äfi†fi ºö§∞‚fi‚¬† ∏™Íºä∞®ä¬
ä§§ä∫ ºä¬ ‰†ô®†∫Ú ºäfi∫äáä‡∫ä¤≤, ¶†ôéÚ∏™Ï
ºæ¬†fi≤¢ä‡≤, ®ä¤≤¬ ∞ä∏†fiÚ, áäfifi†fi ¶ä∫¢≤,
áä∫≤º Ê†fi≤ôôä‡≤, º™á¤≤¢†¬ ®†§¤†¬ÚÏÚ, Ê∆Ï
¬≤ôôä‡≤, ≤‡≤ ¶ä∫äº≤ô∫ä ºä¬ä ô†ÊÚ¬®†¬ ∏öºä∏
™‡º≤Ï áö¤ºä‡∫≤ §ä ºäÏá‚¤ †∫≤º∫ä¤≤º≤∞®ä¬
°.—ô†. £.—ôä, ß.—ôä, ©.—ôä… (ïäº≤fi≤ ∆‡‚∞
≤∏≤ áä¤‰1 —‹™®†∏fi≤ô†®†¬) ö∞ fiäº≤º≤ §ä

®ä¤≤¬ ‡äÏä∏∏æ¤æºæ ¢≤∫®≤¤ºä∏2 ≤fi‡äô≤¤äº.

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.

ó†¢™∫ä ¢‚ ≤Ï≤¬ ô†∞Ú∫º†fiÚ¬®† ô†ÊÚ¬®†¬
≤Ï‡≤¤†∏ ™‡º≤Ï ÏäÊfi∫ä¤ä—Ωö§∞‚¬‚ ‡†÷†¬—
·ä∫ä‡ ·ä∫ä‡∆§†, ºä¬¢ä∫ä¤≤ †¤†Ï®Ú¤†¬
Ωæ®áä‡ Ωæ®áä‡∆§†, ºä¬¢ä∫ä¤≤
ºæäôôä¬∫äÏ®≤¤ä¬ Äáä® Äáä®∆§†,
®ä¶≤¶∫äÏ®≤¤ä¬ Äfiä® Äfiä®∆§†, ä∫ô†∞º†∫†¤Ú
∆Ê‚ô†¬ ßæ®¤ä‡ ßæ®¤ä‡∆§†, fiö∞∫ä¤≤, †®∫†¤Ú §ä
≤fi‡≤∫†á∫†¤Ú ≤∞†á ™®ä¬ Â≤∏¤ä‡ Â≤∏¤ä‡∆§†,
¢‚ §†fi≤‡äô∫ä ä∫®ä †∫Ú¬†¬ º†‡™¤≤†∫∫†¤Ú
fi≤fi‡™º∫äÏ®≤¤ä¬ Ωäººä® Ωäººä®∆§†,
ô™∏‚¬∫†Ï®Ú¤†¬ √™'ºä‡ √™'ºä‡∆§†,
®≤fifi™¤‡†fi≤ô†¬Ú ∏†¤†¬®†Ï∫† ô†∞†¬ Ìö§∏ä‡
Ìö§∏ä‡∆§†ô†, ºæ¤ä∏∏ä¢ ¶ä∫äº∫ä ô†∞†¬ ≥∞∞ä‡
≥∞∞ä‡∆§†ô†, º†∏≤¬†®† ô†∞†¬ ≥fiºä‡
≥fiºä‡∆§†ô† §ä ¬äá†ôä‡ î≤∫®∫äôä¬ π†¤†÷™‡
°¤≤fi‡†∏™fi∆§† ö∞ ®ä¤≤¬ º≤¬¬ä‡®†¤∫ÚéÚºÚ
¢≤∫®≤¤≤¤äº.

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.

Ωä¬≤º ™∫º≤ äfiä¤≤º ¬†ºä'∫‚º äfi¤®ä
¬†ºä'∫‚º Ïäáä¤®ä ô†Ï†ô†¬ ¬†ºä'∫‚º ¢≤¤
Ï†≤¤ä áäfi¤ ∆∫‚¬º‚Ï®‚¤. £ä'∞≤ ‰ä¤∞≤ôôä∫ä¤ä
íö¤ä ¢‚ Ï†≤¤≤¬ †®Ú ‡äÊº≤¬ä¬ Î≤¬†¤
∆∫º‚Ï®‚¤. £≤∞ ∆¬‚ Ïä¤‡≤ ∆∫†¤†¶ Î≤¬†¤
ì≤¤®≤º†¬≤-£™ô∫ä¶†¬≤ †®∫†¬®Ú¤Ú¤Ú¶. Îæ¬∏≤
¢≤¤ Ïæ¢áä ∆∫† ¢≤∫ºä∞ ∏≤, äíä¤ ∆,
ì≤¤®≤º†¬®† ®æ¬ô†ô† íä∫º≤Ïfiä ‡†º ¢≤¤
áæ¶‚¶∫† ì≤¤®≤º†¬≤, £™ô∫ä¶†¬®† ®∆é‚∫º‚Ïfi†
™ô¬≤ á†¶∫† £™ô∫ä¶†¬≤ ‡äÊä∫∫æfiæ¬æ ®†ÏÚô†
¢≤∫ä¤®≤.

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.


