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Igor Babae 1 ·  

Dear Papa! 

A wise man once said that condescending 

fathers make their children miserable, and that one 

father is more valuable than a hundred teachers. 

As I recall my childhood and adolescence, 
I understand that our father was more than that and, 

regardless of his qualities, was the greatest authority 

that we had ever encountered throughout our youth. I 

wrote this book as a gesture of gratitude for the daily 

bread, both literal and spiritual, that you fed to us. 

Recalling your lessons, I, just as all my brothers and 

sister, have but one feeling toward you - binding 

love. 



I 

M y father be l ongs to that rare breed of  peop le  ac

customed to chang ing  the wor ld to fit the i r  needs .  

He  enjoys mak ing h i s  surround i ngs favorab l e  

t o  ach i ev i ng h i s  goa l s  and  wou ldn ' t  even  t h i nk  of s i tt i ng  i d ly 

by and wa i t i ng  for th i ngs to fa l l  i n  p l ace on the i r  own accord . 

I t  goes w i thout say i ng that any move,  even from one home 

to another, requ i res cons i derab l e  effort .  Th i ngs become expo

nent i a l ly  more complex when the move i s  to a d i fferent c i ty. 

I t 's d i fficu l t , cumbersome, and, u l t imate ly, cost ly. Dec i d i ng 

to move i s  d i fficu l t  even i n  our day, not to ment ion i n  the t imes 

that I ' m descr i b i ng .  Neverthe l ess ,  strange as i t  may seem , 

the dec i s ion  to move to K i s l ovodsk was easy for Father. 

I n  h i s  m i nd ,  mov i ng away from Dagestan wou ld  have 

been yet another path to rebu i l d i ng the Babaevs '  l i fe - fi x i ng 

i t ,  improv ing  i t ,  and br i ng ing i t  c loser to an i dea l . That very 

dec i s i on dec ided our fam i ly 's fate for many years to come . 

The cho ice heav i ly re l i ed on h i s  hope for l uck  and good for-
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tune - at l east accord i ng to Father 's stori e s .  One shou ldn't d is

count ,  however, that h i s  strong w i l l  and i n tu i t i on predes t i ned 

th i s  endeavor 's  favorab le  outcome .  

A l ucky turn o f  events had  brought Erzo l to  the K i s lovodsk 

Sew ing Center. The few words he exc hanged w i th the sec

retary i n  the d i rector 's recept ion room,  as we l l  as h is  w ide 

sm i le ,  were enough for the young woman to i n form her new 

acqua i ntance of a l l of the prob l ems  that the K i s l ovodsk Kar l  

M arx Cooperat i ve  was fac ing .  The prob lems  were far from 

i n s ign ificant .  They were i n  d i re need of a good tai l or, and no 

matter how hard the d i rector - Vi ctor Kosyrev, a great man 

and a veteran who l ost both o f  h is  l egs - strugg led ,  he cou l dn ' t  

find  t he  master he sought .  The  c i ty overflowed w i th m i nor 

craftsmen,  but a true profess iona l , ab le to tack l e  bus i ness on a 

w i der sca le ,  was nowhere to be found . 

Th i s  was i ndeed a l u cky deve l opment for Erzo l Babaev. 

Father attracted fortune and success l i ke a magnet and was 

able to u t i l i ze favorab l e  cond i t i ons at a hundred percent ca

pac i ty - maybe even two hundred . H ow was he abl e  to ac

com p l i s h  th i s ?  The ' fau l t '  l i es w i th h i s  i n tu i t ion ,  a tra i t  he had 

demonstrated s i nce b i rth . Or i t  may be someth i ng  e l se - that 's 

i rre l evant .  What's im portant i s  that he was even able to put 

acts of  nature to use, not to ment ion c i rcumstances over wh i ch  

he had contro l .  

E rzo l entered the office of the Sew ing Center d i rector con

fident  that  he wou ld  get  a job .  The stern superv i sor  l ooked 

the v i s i tor over from head to toe.  The veteran had a knack 

for figur i ng peop le  out .  E rzo l br iefly exp la i ned who he was 

and where he came from . H e  spoke o f  h i s  work . He  ment ioned 

the names of  h i s  Pyat igorsk friends - Kobelev and Kutuzov -

whom Kosyrev apparent ly  knew we l l .  

"So what 's  your name?" the d i rector i nqu i red .  

"E rzo l a t  home,  A l eksey a t  work . "  



"And you ' re a good ta i l or?" Kosyrev asked . 

"Somewhere between good and exce l l ent ," Erzo l rep l i ed . 

" I  don ' t  I i ke to shed pra i se on myse l f. Let the others te l  I you . 

I know the cra ft pretty we l l ,  and can make you four s u i ts out 

o f  a swath meant  for three . "  
A ta i l or capab l e  o f  that sounded l i ke a true p i oneer !  On ly  

a madman wou ld  forego such a cand i date i n  a t ime  where spe
c i a l i s ts were so scarce .  Kosyrev beamed w i th exc i tement .  

"Wri te a pet i t i on  then ! "  sa id  the d i rector, hand i ng the young 

man a pen and paper. " I ' m  not prom i s i ng w i ne and roses ,  but ,  

rest assured, the  sa l ary w i l l  be  decent . "  

Erzo l answered th i s  propos i t i on  w i th a w i de sm i l e and be

gan to care fu l l y i n scr ibe characters upon the sheet. U n l i ke  ta i 

lor i ng, t he  wr i tten word was  torture to  h i m .  

"How many years of  schoo l i ng have you had?" Kosyrev 

asked,  hav i ng not i ced h i s  new acq ua i ntance 's  strugg l e  to put 

the l etters on the page . 

"Wel l - you know - I was i n  schoo l  dur ing the War. I don ' t  

have to  te l l  you  what k i nd  of t i mes those were .  I tr ied to  fi n i sh 

n i ght schoo l .  Whatever they managed to teach me  rema i ned . 

Whatever went over my head i s  now long gone .  I a l so stud i ed 

ta i l or ing i n  Moscow." 
The d i rector sm i l ed and shrugged i t  off. 

"A l l  i n  a l l ,  I don ' t  run a newspaper and I ' m not h i r i ng  you 

to wr i te art i c l e s .  Now, the ta i l or i ng stud ies  in  M oscow - that 's 

more I i ke i t ! "  

That ' s  how Erzo l got a j ob at the Kar l  M arx Cooperat i ve .  

The  c i ty where he found  h i m se l f was  one  of  t he  most no
tab l e  in the country. K i s l ovodsk was a nat i ona l  heal th resort ,  

referred to by many as a p l ace for great peop l e  w i th sparse 
means .  I n  the morni ng, i t  d rew you in w i th the aroma of  thou

sands o f  A owers,  wh i ch  a l l  opened in a s i ng le  sweep,  as i f  

coord i n ated by a m ag i c i a n .  A l l  of  the gray dust seemed to van

i sh  and the c i ty wou l d  come a l i ve .  The custod ians  wou l d  enter  

Erzo! 
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the p i cture,  the i r  boots shuffli ng  aga i ns t  the s i dewal ks, t he i r  

brooms  s i ng i ng  i n  the i r  hands  w i th measured bru shstrokes .  

They wou ld  be j o i ned by  t he  c l opp i ng  o f  the fre i ght  horses ' 

hooves as they hau l ed tanks  of  water. L i ght  fem i n i ne steps 

wou ld  j o i n  the im prov i sed me lody as the ma i l women hu rr ied 

to de l i ver the morn i ng papers to peop le ' s  homes and the m i l k 

women rushed to  c l a im  the i r  spots a t  t he  market . The  masters 

and the workers wou l d  tr i ck l e  i n  and fl ow toward the i r  coop

erat i ves and offices .  

The fi na l  chord of the  c i ty 's com p lete awaken i ng  wou ld  

come  from the  m unnur of  thousands upon  thousands o f  vaca

t ioners as they l e ft the i r  hote l s  after breakfast and moved to

ward the w i de streets of  the tour i s t  haven .  They came to K i s l o

vodsk from a l l over the Sov i et U n ion  to im prove the i r  hea l t h . 

E rzo l Babaev found h i m se l f  i n  the m i dst  of  th i s  l e i sure

ly  ce l ebrat ion  of l i fe .  Perhaps there was someth i ng myst ica l  

a t  work w hen he chose the new c i ty to  l i ve in .  Perhaps my 

father 's  entrepreneur i a l  i n st i nc t  was respons i b l e  for h i s  cor

rect  dec i s ion ,  hav i n g  spotted the un i q ue poss i b i l i t i es waft i ng  

through t he  a i r  of  th i s  resort oas i s  - ones that prom i sed success 

and prosper i ty to an entrepreneur. 



II  

0 u r  l i v i ng  cond i t i ons i n  K i s l ovodsk cou l d  i n  n o  way be 

�om�ared to those our mother encountered dur ing her 

im pr i sonment .  

A heavy s i l ence hung over the ward, as if  the room was 
covered w i th a g i ant p i l l ow that muffled any and a l l sounds .  

Turunge woke up .  She l i fted her head and took a l ook 

around . There were bars on the w i ndows and a strong, unfa

m i l iar  med i c i na l  scent assau l ted her nostr i l s .  She  turned her 

head and saw a row of beds atop which women l ay mot ion

l ess .  One of  them arose and sa t  up,  l egs hang ing over  the edge 
of her bed, and stared at Turunge, but d i dn ' t  say a word . 

"Where am I ?" Turunge asked, strugg l i ng to pronounce 

words .  

No one answered . Turunge squeezed her eye l i d s  shut  
a s  t i gh t ly  as she cou ld ,  expect i ng  th i s  to c l ear her head and snap 

her out  o f  the s tupor she was i n ,  but noth ing  had changed w hen 

she opened them back up .  A l umped craw led up to her throat .  
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"Where am I ?" she asked i n s i stent ly, l i ft i ng hersel f by her 
e l bows .  

A \VO m an en tered the room,  as i f  to  respond to  her  ques

t i on. She l ooked aged and dry, the wr ink les that gathered at 

the top of  her forehead crow ned by a l i t t l e  wh i te hat .  

"Babaeva?" t he  stranger asked w i th unexpected sym pathy. 

Turunge l i fted her head and l ooked hopefu l ly  at the doc

tor, who  approached the bed and sat down on i t s  edge . 

"How are you fee l i ng?" 

"I ' m  we l l , " Turunge answered,  her voice raspy. "Where 

am I ?" 

"At a hosp i ta l . "  

"What hosp i ta l ?" 

"A good one - don ' t  worry. You '  II get better here . "  

The  doctor s m i l ed  and  took Turunge's  hand,  l ook i ng for a 

pu l se .  

"Am I go i ng t o  be re l eased soon?" t h e  pat i ent asked w i th 

a d i sarm ing  sm i l e .  

The  doctor looked a t  he r  atten t ive ly. 

" When you ' re we l l . " 

' When you ' re we l l '  sounded reassur ing to Turunge . 

She sudden ly  started to remem ber - what happened to her, 

the ch i l dren, Erzo l - a l l p i ecemea l ,  as i f  look ing  at the past 

through a grimy w i ndow. The t r ia l  . . .  Peop l e  in the court

room . . .  The j udge's vo ice  . . .  ' F i ve  years at a correct iona l  l abor 

camp . .  . '  ' Custody of the c h i l dren transferred to the father . .  . '  

Turunge roused herse l f.  The c h i l dren . . .  Where were her 

ch i l dren? The thought made her queasy. The doctor l ooked at 

her, concerned, and touched her hand i n  compass ion .  

"D id  you  remember someth i ng?" 

Turunge stayed s i l ent as her ch i n  started to shudder ever 

so s l i ght ly. 

"Now, now. Don ' t  even th i nk  of  gett i ng hyster i ca l , "  

the  doctor sa id  stern ly, as i f  try i ng  to assess whether her pa-



t i ent needed add i t i ona l  he lp .  Fr ightened by the rem ark, Tu

runge com posed herse l f. " Everyth i ng ' s  fi ne .  Are you ab le  

to  ge t  up?" 
Tu runge gave the doctor a confused look .  For a reason 

she cou l dn ' t  qu i te put her fi nger on ,  the woman rem i nded her 

of Me I ke .  
"Why do I need to get up?" 

"I need to see you move," the stranger exp la i ned . "My  

name 's Zu l fiya Gareyevna .  I ' m you r  attend i ng doctor. S how 

me how you wa l k .  Try to get up . "  

Turunge com p l i an t ly  t r i ed  to  ho i st herse l f  from the  bed, 

but d i zz i ness overcame her and her l egs were unsteady. S he 

co l l apsed onto the mattress ,  c l utch i ng the bed frame .  

"Don ' t  worry, that 's norma l , ' '  t he  doctor p l acated her. "Try 

to get up ."  

Turunge hes i tant ly  got  on her  feet and took two caut ious  

steps . 

"That 's good," the doctor nodded . She  l i ked th i s  pat i en t .  

I t  d idn ' t  seem l i ke she wou l d  have troub l e  w i th her. 
" Enough for today. You can l i e down, ' ' Zu lfiya Gareyevna 

sa i d .  "You ' l l  take some tests ,  take some p i l l s  and get hea l thy. 

You ' l l  be happy you were here - you ' l l  see ."  

"H appy?" Turunge g l anced a t  her w i th a g l i m mer of  con

cern i n  her eyes as a l arm overtook her. "Where . . .  W here are 

my ch i l dren?" 

Zu lfiya Gareyevna frowned, as if Turunge had sa id some

th i ng unseem ly. 
"What ch i l dren?" 

"My c h i l d ren! Gena, E l l a, I gor, S l ava . . .  Where are they?" 

Turunge 's eyes narrowed to two s l i vers . "I have four of  them ," 
she grumb led p l ead ing ly. 

"Ca lm  down ." The doctor grimaced as i f  she had a tooth

ache. " I ' l l  find out ,  but I th i nk  they ' re w i th fam i ly. They ' re 

i n  good hands .  You worry about gett i ng  better. I t ' s  better here . 

Erzol 
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Un less you want to go to the pr i son camp  now. You ' re mar

r ied ,  aren ' t  you? That means the k i d s  are w i th your husband . "  

These words terr i fi ed Tu runge .  H er husband? 

"My ch i l d ren ,"  she repeated he l p l es s ly. "They ' re a l l  a l one .  

My husband won 't  take c are o f  them . "  

"Qu i t  fi xat i ng on th i s," t h e  doctor sa id  str ict ly. "They ' l l  

be fi ne .  We don ' t  throw c h i l d ren out i n to the street . I f  needed, 

the government  w i l l  l ook a fter them ."  

Turunge was  overcome w i th ch i l l s .  

" I t ' s no t  she l ter they ' re l ack i ng .  They need the i r  mother. "  

The  doctor worr ied as she rea l i zed that Turunge was  about 

to l ose contro l of her emot ions .  

"That ' s  i t ,  Babaeva," she sa id  i n  a stee ly  vo i ce .  " I f you ' re 

go i ng  to get hyster i ca l ,  I ' l l  need to ca l l i n  the order l i e s . "  

Turunge, once aga i n ,  struggled to com pose herse l f. 

" I s  that a l l ?" the doctor asked approv i ng ly. "That 's  better."  

"That ' s  a l l . " Turunge echoed back .  

" Exce l l en t . "  

Turunge was mot i on l ess as the  doctor care fu l ly l ooked 

her over once aga i n .  In her t i me,  Zu lfiya  had seen a l l k i nds  

of  peop l e :  angry ones ,  v i o len t  ones ,  dangerous ones .  Th i s  one ,  

however, was mere l y  defense l es s .  Na"lve and defense l ess .  Bu t  

she cou l d  sense  w i l l power w i th i n  her  - w i l l power tha t  needed 

to be broken . 

Zu l fiya patted Turunge on the shou l der and moved onto 

the other pat i ents . Turunge turned to the wa l l and s tarted sob

b i ng s i l en t ly. 

The room was hot .  The scents of  sweat and pheno l  ema

nated from the A oor, but  no  one thought to open up  the bo l ted 

w i ndows. Turunge l a i d  l i ke th i s  a l l the way un t i l d i n ner, face 

bur ied in a p i l low, th i nk i ng  of  her ch i l dren . Somewhere in the 

darkness, Raya ' s  face A ashed in front of  her accom pan ied by 

her p l ead i ng vo ice : ' Leave her a lone . '  Turunge sunk  i n to un

consc10usness .  



She  awoke l ate at n i gh t .  ' To stay there unt i l she i s  fu l 

ly  cured . '  That was t h e  verd i c t, that s h e  kept heari ng  over 
and over aga i n  in her head . I t  meant here, at the hosp i ta l . Bu t  

how long  wou ld  she be  here? A month? Her  who le  l i fe? Cured 

of what? 
Turunge l ooked i n to the darkness ,  as if try i ng to shed some 

l i ght on the fu ture .  What awai ted her? How wou ld  fate treat 

her c h i l d ren?  

A fter the  tr i a l ,  Turunge was  p l aced i n  a pr i son  hosp i ta l ,  

or, a s  conv i cts dubbed them , a ' honka ' . Perhaps t h i s  was bet

ter than chopp ing  down trees or sew i ng qu i l ts from dusk t i l l  

dawn at the l abor camps .  Who knew - the rumors about pr ison 

hosp i ta l s  were var ied . 

The honka was l ocated i n  an anc ient  bu i l d i ng bu i l t  w h i l e  

the czars were st i l l  i n  power. T h e  ward 's  prem i ses had vau l ted 
ce i l i ngs and th i ck  wa l l s ,  fain t  h i nts of peop l e 's pa i nted s i l hou

ettes st i l l  v i s i b l e  through the wh i tewash .  I t  was n ' t  un t i l l ater 

that Turunge learned that, prior to the revo l ut i on ,  the bu i l d 

i ng housed a monastery workshop .  She  d i d n ' t  a sk  more about 

the monastery ; i t  d i d n ' t  part i c u l ar ly i n terest her. Turunge 's  fo

cused detachment and a loofness set her apart from the other 

pat i en ts .  I t seemed l i ke she wasn ' t  fu l ly there, in th i s  p l ace 

- on ly  a mere part of  her. 

Her  thoughts were w i th her ch i l dren, who remai ned i n  her 

heart every l i v i ng second .  The thought of see i ng  them aga in  

was  t he  on ly th i ng keep ing  Turunge from fal l i ng  i nto despera
t ion . The ch i l dren became a raft that kept her afloat in an ocean 

of  grief and i nj us t ice .  
She  regarded the p i l l s and the i nj ect ions  adm i n i stered 

to her as true destruct ive forces . They b l unted her senses 
and shrouded her memory. Turunge didn ' t  a l ways understand 

the procedures that were conducted on her, j ust comp l iant l y  

watched t he  doctors do ing  the i r  j ob - fo l l ow ing  exp l i c i t  i n

struct ions  to turn a hea l thy person i nto a s i ck  one .  

Erzol 
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Peop le ,  however, have a knack for gett i ng accustom ed 

to even the most d i re c i rcum stances . Tu runge gradua l ly  
adapted to her surround i ngs and became a part of them . She 

com p l i ed w i th the order l i e s '  i nstruct ions ,  scrubb i ng  the Aoors 

and l abori ng i n  the k i tchen .  Turunge had never been averse 

to l abor, so there wasn ' t  m uch to get used to .  

There was, however, a t ime  when she was rea l ly fr i ght

ened . One n i ght, after dusk had descended over the outdoors, 

Turunge saw a flash of l i ght and saw an unfam i l i ar old wom

an 's face beh ind  the fi ne grate o f  the w i ndow. Turunge had 

no i dea where she came from . She  wanted to scream - to ban i sh  

the grotesque guest . When she came to ,  Turunge rea l i zed that 

there was no one e l se there ,  and that the o l d  face i n  the w i ndow 

was her own refl ect i on .  The thought that her youth sudden ly  

ended d i dn ' t  fr ighten her one  b i t .  H ow bad cou l d  i t  be? 

Thoughts of  her c h i l d ren teased her and tem pted her w i th 

dreams of escape . The day dreams were stup i d  and i l l  adv i sed . 

Turunge understood that perfect ly  we l l ,  but  every t ime  those 

prec ious  doors at the end of  the ward ha l lway opened revea l 

i ng  a g l i m pse of  freedom , s h e  s tared a t  them l i ke a parched 
deer look ing at a mounta i n  spr ing ,  ready to dash out in a s i ng l e  

l eap .  She wanted to j ump  over  the ta l l  wa l l s  of  t he  monastery 

and tum i nto a b i rd - or whatever e l se ,  anyth ing  to get her 

to freedom . And then . . .  There was but  one path : to her ch i l 

d ren .  
S adness wou l d  van i s h .  She  wou ld  remem ber cher i shed 

moments,  how her l i tt l e  ones c raw led on the floor, tugged at 

her hem l i ne  and reached for her w i th the i r  l i tt l e  hands . 

S trange ly, wh i l e  i n  pr i son,  Turunge regarded her l i fe w i th  

the  Babaevs d i fferent ly. H ere, memor ies  about he r  fights w i th  

Erzo l and arguments w i th H avo faded i nto the past . Turunge 

now felt that she had been foo l i sh .  Why com pete w i th a moth

er- i n- l aw who ran the house? I t  was l i ke a sh ip  - there s im p ly  

wasn ' t  room for two capta i n s .  She was  young and stup id .  



Turunge wou ld  occasi ona l l y  ask the doctor to a l l ow v i s i ta

t i on w i th her ch i l d ren .  A fter a l l ,  the peop l e  who worked here 

weren ' t  an ima l s .  Why wou ld  they prevent a mother from see

i ng her young ch i l dren? 
Zu l fiya wou ld  on ly  frown i n  rep ly  and try to l eave 

the room . Turunge was den ied v i s i tat i on based on the fact that 

she had nervous ep i sodes and cr ied at n i ght .  See ing c h i l d ren 

i n  that state was not perm i tted . 

Erzol 
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I t ' s  sa id  that peop le  m ust pay for what they do, so what 

comeuppance for her act ions  cou ld  H avo have cons id 

ered excess i ve? The ne ighbors ' d i sapprov i ng g l ances, 

perhaps? Peop le  cou l d  hear a l l  k i nds of  th i ngs beh i nd the i r  

back a t  t h e  market, t h e  goss i p  a lone being enough t o  make 

one 's  i n s i des hurt. Our  women be l i eved in a l l that myst i c i sm 

and m ag i c .  The men ,  on the contrary, d i dn ' t  care . A I I  they 

wanted was l unch and d i nner ready on the tab le ,  order i n  the 

house, and c l ean c l othes in the i r  wardrobe . 

Women hand led offense i n  a d ifferent manner. Unavenged 

offenses were considered to be more dangerous .  Secret ive, un

expressed contempt was thought to get i nto the enemy's l i ver 

and poi son the bra in .  Who cou ld escape that? The mounta in  peo

p le  were qu ick w ith repri se, sharp w i th words, and th i rsty for gos

s ip .  Thi s  was understandab le  - few th ings enterta i ned them more . 

One cou l dn ' t  ca l l pub I i c  sen t iments about the Babaevs 

un ified .  Peop l e  wou ld  say d i fferent t h i ngs .  Some j udged, some 



he ld  contempt ,  and near ly everyone p i t ied Turunge - to put 

such a young woman beh i nd  bars . Her act ions  were d i scussed 

from many s i des ,  and the women d i ffered in the i r  op i n ions .  

Some j udged Turunge :  t ha t  she defied her  mother-and- l aw 

and husband ,  not to ment ion  the fact that she near ly  ma imed her 

s i ster- i n - l aw. Others attacked E rzo l : he took his w i fe and re la

t i ves to court and took the ch i l d ren away from her. The men 

tr ied to make sense o f  the s i tuat i on .  Most t r ied to abso lve  Er

zo l :  a fter a l l ,  she shou ld  have l i stened to her man,  the prov i der. 

Why d i d  she defy h i m ?  Why d i d  she try to take the ch i l dren? 

In  any case, most of  M akhachka la  had an op i n i on about e i 

ther E rzo l or Turunge, even if  they were unaware of key facts 

and weren ' t  concerned about fi n d i ng them out .  

I t  seemed that these vacuous conversat ions  bothered our 

father least of  a l l .  Youth took i ts course : he focused on the fu

ture, hav i ng come to term s w i th the rea l i ty that try i ng to shut  

everyone up was an exerc i se  in  fu t i l i ty. They cou l d  babb le  

to  the i r  hearts ' content i f  they  had noth i ng  better to  ta l k  about 

- j ust as l ong as they d i d n ' t  stand in h i s  way. 

A fter a l l ,  any s i tuat i on  cou l d  be v i ewed from a pos i t i ve  

ang le  i f  approached correct ly. For i n stance, he was now a free 

man . No one nagged h i m  or offered h i m  adv i ce .  And h i s  moth
er was no longer angry - that was the b iggest accomp l i shment .  

H avo d id ,  i n deed, ca irn down once Turunge d i sappeared . 

No  one comp lete ly  understood what her fee l i ngs were on the 
matter - after a l l ,  i t 's  imposs i b l e  to see i nto another ' s  sou l .  

Perhaps she fe l t  remorse over what happened, perhaps she fe l t  
j oy. She never d i scussed the  matter w i th anyone, as i f  she  had 

dec ided that there 's  noth ing  to be done about the past .  She on ly  

knew one  th i ng for sure: i f  you ' re a w i fe - endure and don ' t  ar
gue .  The daughter- i n - l aw d i dn ' t  want to comp ly  and got what 

was corn ing  to her. 
Strange ly, desp i te the fact that the arr iva l  of  four grand

ch i ldren at  the Babaev househo l d  added to H avo's  has s l es ,  she 
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seemed younger - as i f  she had shed two decades .  Perhaps 
they made her, once aga i n ,  fee l  l i ke a new mother. And i ndeed 

- she never re ferred to herse l f  as a grandmother. 

She  seemed to be everywhere, at a l l  t i mes ,  manag ing  

to  coex is t  i n  mu l t i p l e  p l aces a t  once : a t  t he  stove, i n  t he  yard 
- cook i ng, c l ean i ng,  wash i ng, i ron i ng .  S he managed a l one ,  

w i thout any he l p .  The constant care for her loved ones seemed 

to be her founta in  of youth . 

And so the Babaevs sett l ed i n  K i s lovodsk .  To be exact ,  

H avo,  Erzo l ,  Nahamye and the o lder grandsons - S l ava and I 

- settl ed there, w h i l e  Gena and E l la remai ned i n  M akhachka la 

under the care of F i ra, M i l a and L iza .  

"Th i s  i s  temporary," H avo wou l d  exp l a i n  to F i ra .  "We 

need to estab l i sh  ourse lves  and find  out what ' s  what .  Then 

we ' l l  get the ch i l d ren . "  

F i ra fla i led he r  arm s and  seemed to  doubt he r  mother 's  

words .  S he a lways l ooked as if  someone had offended her. 

Another notab le  tra i t  i n  our  aunt ' s  character portra i t  was her 

unwaver i ng cur ios i ty and des i re to know anyth ing and eve

ryth i ng, espec i a l l y  what the ne ighbors were up to and what 

went on beh ind  c l osed doors . To top i t  off, she had a razor 
sharp tongue,  wh i ch ,  as if w i e l ded by some ev i l  force,  cou l d  

certa in l y  pack a wa l lop .  

Somet imes  we  wou ld  no t i ce  concern on the  faces of  the 

adu l ts  around us ,  but i t  wou l d  a lways be rep laced by deter

m i nat ion  at a moment 's  noti ce .  That was a l l we needed . K ids  

need to fee l  protected by the i r  fam i ly mos t  of a l l .  The  fact  that 

th i ngs weren ' t  necessari ly  as they seemed was not apparent 

to us  at  such a young age . 

For  us ,  c h i l d ren . the move was s im p ly  an exc i t i ng adven

ture,  which prom i sed reve lati on of a new wor ld fi l led w i th 

treasure and new d i scover i es . We were ob l i v ious  to how H avo 

took to the move and whether i t  was d ifficu l t  to her. Her  heart 

was l i ke l y  fi l led w i th regret over the loss  of  her house and her 



yard, where everyth i ng s t i l l  fe l t  l i ke home and even the open 

sky seemed l i ke a s turdy roo f. But  the men had dec ided, and a l l 

that was l e ft for her to do was to ensure that everyone i n  the 

fam i l y, espec i a l l y  the ch i l d ren ,  traversed the d ifficu l t  tran s i 

t i on  w i th m i n i ma l  losses .  

As Kosyrev prom i sed to h i s  new co l l eague, A l eksey Ba

baev got a j ob, and a sa lary, a l bei t on ly b ig enough for a scrap 
or bread . Turn i ng that bread i n to a sandw ich  wou ld  requ i re 

sh rewd act ion ,  as the ta i lor  was be ing  pa id based on what 

he produced and had to get more orders from somewhere . Th i s  

was where t he  un iqueness o f  t he  southern resort town where 

my father found h imse l f  becam e usefu l .  

K i s l ovodsk was host to a bevy of  vacat ion romances .  

The Sov i et l ad i es, i n sp i red by comp l imentary un i on tour pack

ages, demanded spec ia l  atten t ion  from the i r  su i tors, who were 

ready to w i n  the i r  affect ion  by any means ,  even i f  those i n 

c l uded squander i ng hard earned money and  los i ng favor w i th

in the Party. 

The women,  were more than happy to p l ay a l ong, and as

p i red to at l east appear gracefu l .  Need l ess to say, a figure un

touched by ch i l db i rth and hard work cou l d  eas i l y assure that, 

but that was rare in Sov i et l and ,  so they had to resort to dresses, 

and an exce l l ent dress ca l led for an exce l l ent ta i l or. Therefore, 

Erzo l Babaev 's ta l ents turned out to be in very h igh demand . 

The on ly hurd l e  l ay i n  obta i n i ng  res idency. The c i ty d i d  

the best i t  cou ld  to  protect i tse l f  from those who  wanted to  settl e 

there, and reg i steri ng for res i dency i n  K i s l ovodsk was, i n  the

ory, imposs i b l e .  I n  pract ice,  however, these obstac les cou l d  be 

overcome. A l l  my father needed to do was figure out who to ap

proach w i th each respect ive prob lem,  and the cat was in the bag. 

Kosyrev he l ped, of course .  Fo l l ow i ng h i s  adv i ce, Erzo l 

found some v i l l age near K i s l ovodsk where he offic i a l l y  reg i s

tered , then rented a sma l l house near the very center of the c i ty, 

on Rosa Luxem bourg Street .  Th i s  became the start i ng po i nt 
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for my father 's method ica l  conquest of K i s lovodsk .  As you 

sure ly  understand,  no one gave anyth i ng to Erzol  on a s i l ver 

p l atter; everyth i ng  had to be earned through h i s  work and ta l 

ent .  But  he c reated a l l  cond i t ions  necessary to mater ia l i ze h i s  

i deas about how  a we l l -off fam i l y  shou ld  l i ve .  



IV 

At times ,  Turunge wou ld  l i e  i n  bed s l eep less ly  th i nk i ng  

of what happened to he r  parents and  s i ster. 

Raya's  fate turned out to be fortunate .  S he was 

sent to serve her sentence in Baku - to the notor ious l abor 

camp  dubbed "Tuzemka" . The name dated a l l the way back 

to the times of the czar, as most of the pri soners tended to be 

mounta in  peop le ,  whom the po l i cemen ca l l ed  ' tuzemtsy ' ,  

or ' nati ves ' .  S tarti ng i n  the m i d- 1 930s on ,  the pr i son became 

an ord i nary l abor co lony. Baku was cons idered to have l axer 

cond i tions ,  as most of the i nmates were accused of econom i c  

crimes .  Po l i ti ca l  pr i soners were sent e l sewhere .  

M ikha i l Hanukov 's co l l eagues reacted to the news of  h i s  

w i fe 's arrest w i th re l ati ve ca lm ,  and no i ssues were ra i sed 

w i th the exce l l ent worker and h igh ly  regarded party member 

h imse l f. The management pretended that noth i ng happened, 

and Hanukov genera l l y  conti nued to work as usua l ,  keep ing 

h i s  h i gh ti t le and substant ia l  sa l ary. 
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As soon as he l earned what pr ison Raya had been 

p laced in, he reached out to h i s  former co l l eague N i k o l ay 

Derevyanko, who had connect ions at the M i n i s try or I n terna l A 1:.. 
fairs and cou l d  take care o f  peop le  from t ime to time .  They saw 

one another very rare ly, bu t  had each other 's te lephone num bers 

handy and were a lways ready to he l p . Hanukov a lways took 

the opportun i ty to help N i ko lay w i th a variety of i ssues,  and the 

latter, in turn, fe l t  ob l igated to ass i st h is  friend . 

The deputy m i n i ster l i fted the rece iver and d i a l ed .  

"He l l o ,  Ko lya .  Th i s  i s  M i sha H anukov." 

"Ah - greeti ngs ! I t' s  been so l ong ! "  

" I ndeed i t  has . "  

"We haven ' t  seen each other i n  a wh i l e . "  

"B usy as  a l ways ."  

"We l l ,  then - te l l me how everyth i ng i s .  I heard tha t  noth

i ng has changed - managi ng and lead i ng soc i a l i sm toward v i c 

tory. " 

"Management i s  management ,  but now i s  not a happy 

time .  Ko lya, I need a favor."  

"What happened?" N i ko l ay grew a l armed . 

"We need to meet .  A bout a persona l  matter. A very per-

sonal  m atter ." 

"When?" 

"The sooner, the better." 
"Of course .  I can do tomorrow. Where?" 

"At the Domzhur restaurant ."  

Domzhur was a centra l l oca le  i n  the cap i ta l .  Th i s  was where 
M oscow 's e l i tes  went to ca l m l y  d i scuss  the i r  matters away 

from pub l i c  eyes and ears . Getti ng in to the bu i ld ing on N i 

k i tsky Bou levard was a d i fficu l t  task ,  not u n l ike  the earth ly 

s i nners ' str i fe to get i n to N oah's  Ark .  The restaurant ' s  regu l ars 

actua l l y  referred to it as "Noah 's Ark" among themse lves .  

M ikhai l H anukov a l ways preferred hav ing i m portant 

m eet i ngs at the Domzhur. There was a l ways a tab le  wait ing 



there for h im ,  and the maltre d ' h6te l was a l ways ready to offer 

h im  a pr i vate room . 

The tra i ned doorman,  dressed i n  an extravagant go ld 

tr im med tun i c ,  opened the door  and  the fr i ends entered a cor

ner room , upholstered i n  ve l vet and p l ush to drown ou t  outs i de  

noise . 
The wa i ter s i len t ly  served the aper i t i fs - co ld  vodka i n  a 

crysta l  decanter and herr ing - and van i shed . 
A l'tcr they threw back a shot eac h ,  the deputy m i n i s ter un-

fo lded a napk i n  on h is lap and began: 

"Ko lya, l have major probl ems . " 

H i s  com pan ion  nodded hes i tan tly. 

"Thankfu l ly, it has noth i ng to do w i th work . "  

Ko lya sm i l ed .  That was a re l i e f. 
"My w i fe was convi cted . "  

"Raya?" Derevyanko gasped a s  Hanukov nodded . "That 's  

imposs i b l e ! "  

"For specu lat i on - rese l l i ng o f  goods . . .  And  o f  course,  ac 

cord i ng our i l lustri ous Soviet  laws,  that i s  a ser i ous  cr i me  . . .  

l had no idea she was do ing i t .  She d i d  i t  beh i nd my back ,  to

gether w i th her younger s i s ter. Raya sent them to M akhachka

la, and the s i ster turned them around at the l oca l  m arket . "  
"Why wou ld  she ever d o  that? You have everyth i ng ! " 

"Damned i f  l know.  The s i ster has four  ch i l d ren .  D ivorced,  

no money. So she started to specu l ate .  She  thought she ' d  make 
some cash, and my l i tt l e  i d iot dec i ded to use my connect ions  
to  he lp .  She  d i d n ' t  even ask  me for adv ice .  I t  worked once,  

tw ice,  and then someone turned them i n . "  
"Someone they know?" 

Hanukov nodded . 

" M ost l i ke l y. They snagged them both up .  Bu t  that ' s  not a l l .  

The ir  parents ,  naYve ly, tri ed to take the b l ame  to protect the i r  

daughters . They test i fi ed and s a i d  that i t  wa s  a l l the i r  fau l t  -

that the daughters on ly  he lped transport the goods and the par-
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ents were in charge o f  the t rade .  We l l ,  the j udge, may he s lee p 

on a bed o f  na i l s  for a h undred years, i n stan t ly assumed s igns  

o f  organ i zed cr im ina l  act i v i ty and  sentenced everyone to  fi ve 
years i n  a labor cam p .  

"The e l ders too?" 

"Espec i a l l y  the e l ders - as the organ izers . "  

"We l l ,  that 's  no good ! "  Derevyanko remarked . 

"Not at a l l .  M y  w i fe i s  i n  a cam p by Bak u .  There fore , 

I have a favor to ask you regard i ng  that .  I reca l l you ment ion 

i ng  a connect ion  you have  i n  the correct iona l  system . M aybe 

a re l at i ve?" 

Derevyanko nodded . H i s unc l e  worked w i th i n  the system . 

"Yes,  that 's r ight . " 

"Cou l d  you do someth i ng? I t  wou ld  be good to fi nd some

one in the B aku  camp, j ust  w i thout te l l i ng anyone who I am . 

They cou l d  break Raya there .  She  was a l ready i n  j a i l  once 

for no reason . I ' m afra id  she won ' t  be ab l e  to do i t  agai n . "  
"Of course I ' l l  h e l p, M i sha !  I ' l l  ca l l m y  unc l e  today and let 

you know. " 

" I ' l l  return the favor, "  H an ukov exc l a imed .  

" I  know, I know. Don ' t  worry about that r ight now. Every

th i ng  needs to be done qu i et l y  and carefu l ly .  A nyways, I don ' t  

need to te l l you that - you understand .  A toast - to  see i ng each 

other under better c i rcum stances ! "  Derevyanko grabbed h i s  

g l as s .  

"To better c i rcumstances , "  H anukov echoed back .  " I  

d i dn ' t  even  ask you about how your  fam i ly 's do i ng . " 

" L i tt l e  by l i tt l e .  N o  m aj or sorrows,  though the t imes  are 

t roub l i ng these days . "  

"Troub l i ng i s  putt i ng  i t  l i gh t ly. When Sta l i n  was i n  charge, 

at l east  i t  was c l ear who to bow to and who to run from , 

and now? What ' s  go ing to happen? Who w i l l  betray whom?" 

H anukov sudden ly  rea l ized he was ta l k i ng  too much  and cut  

h imse l f  off. 



"Don ' t  worry, M i sha .  You can speak free ly around me , "  

Derevyanko p lacated h im .  "Com rade Khrushchev w i l l  l ead u s  

ou t  of th i s  - j ust you  wa i t .  We have a l l i e s  everywhere .  We ' l l  

get through th i s . "  

The m e n  threw back another shot .  
"Time  to say goodbye, "  sa id  Derevyanko, extend i ng h i s  

hand . " I ' l l get i n  touch i n  a few days . I ' l l  i nves t igate and we ' l l  
mee t aga i n ." 

With those words ,  the friends parted . 

After three days, Hanukov ' s  phone rang ear ly  i n  the morn 

i ng .  
"He l l o , M i sha ! D i d  I wake you?" Ko lya  Derevyanko 's  

ch i pper vo ice  sa id  through the rece i ver. " Let ' s  meet around 
e l even .  Can you make i t?"  

"Of course I can make i t .  Let me  know where to go . "  

"Let 's  not bother w i th the restaurant .  Let ' s  meet at the Pa
tr i arch Pond s . "  

"Sounds good . "  

M i kha i  I dec i ded not to take the serv ice  car. He  took 
the bus to Pushk i nskaya, a stone 's throw away from the Pa

tr i arch Ponds .  To h i s  annoyance, he arrived too ear ly, b l am i ng 

h i s  lack of  exper ience tak ing  pub l i c  transportat i on .  

H e  bought a paper du r i ng h i s  wa i t  and s tarted pag

ing through the news .  Pravda ' s  bo l d ,  front page head l i n e  

read : ' Let ' s  G i ve t he  Ru ra l  Consumer a New M ob i l e  Store!" 
The art i c l e  that fo l lowed,  wr i tten i n  a dry vo i ce  com p lete 

w i th req u i s i te pathos ,  i nformed that the Gorky A utomob i l e 

P l ant  had started produc i ng  so ca l l ed ' au tostores ' - ' cars 

and tra i l ers that transport re frigerated meat and da i ry prod
ucts ' .  The author pred ic ted the w i de reach to wh i ch  the mo

b i l e  trade wou l d  expand .  Now, any v i l l age short o f  a fi e l d  

outpost  w o u l d  have access t o  a grocer ies ,  a l l ow i ng co l l ec t i ve  

workers to shop conven ien t ly  and w i thout  exces s i ve  t ime  i n

vestmen t .  
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'What a great i dea," H anukov i n stan t ly  thought .  ' I f  goods 

are de l i vered d i rect ly  to the consumers ,  a l most  to the i r  door

step, trade vo l ume  w i l l  su re ly  i ncrease . '  

Ti me  A ew by as h e  read the paper, and N i ko l ay arr i ved 

before too l ong .  Han ukov sprung up and the men went on to 

stro l l  a long the pond . 

"How 's  Raya?" N i ko l ay began . 

"Ho l d i ng on . She  sent a l etter from the l abor cam p .  D i dn ' t  

say anyth i ng  about t h e  cond i t i ons ,  j ust asked t o  send a s  many 

warm c l othes as poss i b l e, as we l l as tea and c igarettes . "  

" U nderstood . " 

N i ko l ay stayed s i l en t .  H anukov grabbed h i s  s l eeve p l ead

i ng ly. 

"We l l  - come on. Let ' s  get to it . Te l l  me everyth i ng . "  

"Everyth i ng 's go i ng a s  p l anned, M i sha .  L i s ten carefu l ly . 

H ere 's  an enve lope .  I t  conta i n s  the names and addresses of  key 

peop le .  You ' re go ing  to go to Baku and fi nd them . M eet w i th 

the fi rst m an on the l i st .  He w i l l  te l l  you who to go to next . "  

Hanukov  l i stened carefu l ly, memori z i ng everyth i ng, occa

s iona l l y  ask i ng q uest i ons and nodd ing  i n  accord .  They parted 

ways . A fterwards ,  H anukov d i d n ' t  wa lk  to work - he ran .  

H e  dec i ded not t o  make t h e  secretary pr ivy t o  h i s  prob lems  

and ordered a s l eeper car  t i cket to  Baku on  h i s  own . H e  then 

ca l l ed the Central Com m i ttee curator of  the i r  m i n i stry and sa id 

that he  needed to u rgent ly  trave l  to Baku due to a fam i ly i ssue .  

The o ther  end of  the rece i ver ma i nta i ned po l i te s i l ence,  then 

l et h im go . 

I t  wasn ' t  un t i  I M is ha  was at the tra i n  stat ion  that fear 
caught up  to h i m .  Wou l d  everyth i ng rea l l y  go as smooth ly  

as h i s  fr iend had  prom i sed? H anukov bare ly  s l ept on the tra i n ,  

torm ented by n ightmares .  

I n  two days, he  wal ked on to  the p l atform of the Baku s ta

t i on .  The succu l en t  southern c i ty kept mov ing  to its own beat, 

wh i ch  hadn ' t  changed for centur i e s .  Peop le  went about the i r  



bus i ness ,  steered by the vo ice  o f  reason and profit, not chat

teri ng head l i nes .  

The deputy m i n i ster was greeted and taken to a n i ce ho

te l .  A s  soon as he unpacked h i s  th i ngs,  M i sha dec i ded to  wa lk  

around the c i ty of  h i s  youth . Everyth i ng had  i ndeed rema i ned 

the sam e: beaut i fu l  g i r l s ,  tem peramenta l  matrons ,  pas s i onate 

young men ,  and w i se and respected e l ders - a l l  part of an end

less sea o f  peop l e .  He  sm i led as he remem bered how he had 
come here i n  search o f  a br ide .  

But  now, a d ifferent  task stood before h i m .  M i kha i l v i s i ted 

the necessary p laces .  In a l i t t le  more than a day he was ab le  

to meet w i th everyone on the  l i s t , even  the cha i rm an o f  the  
cam p where Raya was  serv ing her sentence, and was  ab l e  

t o  find  common ground w i th a l l o f  them . 
The Casp ian Correct iona l  Labor Camp was re l at i ve ly  

sma l l .  The number o f  i nmates, who assem b l ed compress ion  

stat ions  for the  Baku  O i l  Refi nery, was  l ess than  four thousand 
peop le .  

H anukov arranged for spec ia l  pr i v i l eges for h i s  w i fe .  They 

wou ld  l et her rece ive  packages: food and other goods worth  

the i r  we ight  i n  go l d  a t  the l abor camp .  H e  was ab l e  to ac
comp l i sh  an a lmost imposs i b l e  feat and had Raya trans ferred 

to the account ing department of the pr i son cooperat i ve  to be 

in charge of  the i r  bas ic  monetary operat ions .  Moreover, be
cause of  M i khai l 's efforts ,  Raya was transferred to a so l i tary 

ce l l  - not for bad behav ior, but to protect her from the other 

pr i soners, from the human jung l e  in wh i ch  only the strong

est surv i ved . Last ly, in a most unheard of  concess ion ,  Raya 

was a l l owed to wear a househo ld  robe i nstead of her pr i son 

un i form . 
F ina l ly, the cha i rman o f  the cam p a l lowed H an ukov 

to v i s i t .  U pon see ing  her husband,  Raya cou l dn ' t  h e l p  but  c ry 

and wrap her arms around h i m .  H er tears me l ted M ikha i l 's 

heart . The anger, secret fear, and offense over the fact that, 
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by be ing  k i nd  to her s i ster, Raya put h i m  at s ubstant i a l  r i sk ,  

faded away. A fter a l l ,  i t  i s  im portant to  know how to forg i ve .  

Hanukov he ld  Raya t i gh t l y  and  fe l t  h i s  own  tears ro l l  down 

h is  cheeks . 

" H o l d  on ,  my dear. T ime w i l l  Ay  by, you ' l l  bare ly no t i ce .  

Other than  that ,  we ' l l  th i n k  of  someth i ng .  You ' l l  ge t  a cond i 

t iona l  re l ease . "  

Raya sobbed and nodded,  say i ng noth i ng .  

Hanukov was a t  peace as he retu rned to  M oscow. Ko lya 

Derevyanko had fu l fi l l ed h i s  prom i se .  L i fe was return i ng  to i t s  

normal  course .  



v 

Two months passed before a pane l  composed of  Zu lfiya  
Gareyevna and  the  ch i ef  of med i c i ne dec l ared that Tu

runge Babaeva had fu l ly recovered . S i tt i ng on an un

comfortab l e  cha i r, wh ich was bo l ted to  the fl oor, she watched 
the doctor scr i bb le  a terse note in her med ica l  h i story : ' Ba

baeva - re l eased . Ready for transfer. ' Th i s  om i nous  phrase 

marked the end of  our mother 's ordea l  at the hosp i ta l  and the 

beg i nn i ng of a subsequent one in pr ison . 

The fol low ing  morni ng, Turunge was woken up  at s i x  
o ' c lock and two order l i es l e d  her through the l ong, pheno l -sat

urated corr idor to the very doors she had been dream ing  about 

- the ones that led to freedom . Another s l eepy order ly stood 

i n  the doorway. She looked at the conv ict s i l en t ly  and let  her 
pass .  A package o f  c l oth ing  la id ready on  the benc h :  a b l ack  

kerch i e f, a sk i rt ,  and  a coat .  Turunge took a wh i l e  to  change, 

try i ng  to stretch t ime  and not th i nk  about what wou ld  hap

pen beyond the hosp i ta l  gates .  The c l oth i ng  sme l l ed  l i ke ch lo-

2 9  



Igor Babae1 ·  

3 0  

r i ne .  Her  numb fi ngers strugg l ed to t i e  t he  kerch i e f  i n to a knot 

on her nape . 

"What day i t  i s?" she sudden ly  asked . 

" M onday," the order ly  rep l i ed i nd i fferen t ly. "You don ' t  

remem ber anyth i ng?" 

Turunge shook her head . 

"No wonder," the o l d  woman s i ghed compass i onate ly. 
"We l l  - so long ! "  

She opened the door, not the one through wh i ch  Turunge 

was le t  i n ,  but  the one across from it .  A waft of co l d  a i r  w i th 

an u n fam i l i ar sour scent h i t  her face .  The s i l houettes o f  two 

escorts d ressed in dark green appeared before her .. 

" H ands beh i nd your back and ex i t ,"  a command sounded . 

Turunge was led down an end l ess icy corr i dor w i th d i m ,  

fl i cker i ng l i gh ts .  Footsteps l o u d l y  echoed aga i nst  the ce i l i ng .  

F i na l l y, the ha l lway came to an end and Turunge found herse l f  

outs ide  fo r  the fi rst t ime  i n  months .  She  stood i n  a courtyard 

under a gray, g l oomy sky fu l l  of  l eaden c l ouds ,  deep ly breath

i ng co ld ,  hum i d  a i r, unab l e  to get enough of  i t .  

The po l i cemen l ed  her  to a b l ack pr isoner transport that 

stood in the very back of  the hosp i ta l  yard . Turunge hurr i ed ly  

wa l ked over  the pudd les  i n  her worn-out summer shoes .  Wear

i ng the long b l ack s k i rt and coat, a bund l e  i n  her hand,  she 

l ooked l i ke a l i tt l e  g i r l . They stopped by the wagon and Tu

runge was ordered to get i n .  One of  the guards sat next to her 

and the car l e ft the grounds .  

They drove for perhaps an hour. Turunge l ooked out  

of  the sma l l ,  barred w i ndow try i ng to determ ine  the  d i rect ion  

i n  wh ich  they were trave l i ng, but what l i t t l e  she cou ld  see ,  she  

d idn ' t  recogn ize .  There were on ly  gray sk ies  and tree tops - a l l 

b l ack,  as i f  they had been burn t  i n  a fi re .  

The  ca r  fi na l l y  stopped .  U pon heari ng a command,  Tu

runge c l ums i l y  j um ped onto the ground . She l ooked around .  

Long ,  s i ng le  story barracks surrounded her  from a l l  s ides .  



Some women rushed around  nearby, a l l  dressed i n  gray sk i rt s  

and  match i ng smocks .  A few of  them stopped and exam i ned 

the newcomer w i th cur ios i ty. The peri meter of the cam p was 

surrounded by a g i ant  fence,  s i x  meters ta l l and topped wi th  

barbed w i re .  

"Come on ,  move ! "  another command sounded . Someone 
shoved Turunge from beh ind ,  caus i ng  her to l ook back i n  fright .  

The guard nodded toward a d i stant barracks : " M arch ! "  

Turunge grabbed her bund le  and com p l i an t ly  wal ked for

ward . A sturdy, gray-ha i red man wa l ked i n  front of  her;  a gaunt 
escort with a mach i ne gun wadd l ed beh ind  her. The larger man 

opened the barred doors and pushed Turunge into a room w i th 

no w i ndows .  A stern - look i ng woman in un i form commanded 

her to undress .  

A l l  personal  possess ions  were confi scated and exchanged 

for a gray smock and sk i rt ,  as we l l  as a b l ack kerch i e f, rubber 

boots and two pa irs of  th i ck  cotton stock i ngs . A ha l f  hour l ater 

Turunge stood in the barracks surrounded by bunk beds .  

"Th i s  i s  where you ' l l  be now, Babaeva, ' '  the woman 

chuck led . "Get used to i t .  Your  new friends w i l l  be back from 

work soon, so you can get acqua in ted then ."  

Turunge heard a creak and g lum ly  turned around to  see 

the heavy, i ron door s l am beh i nd her, as if cutt i ng off her past 

l i fe .  
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VI 

Everyt h i ng that happened to H ezg i e  after h i s  arrest at 

the courthouse seemed l i ke an end less n i ghtmare . H e  l i s

tened to the j udge's words i n  a trance- l i ke state : "Hezg ie  

and M e l ke Abramov are to be taken i nto custody. They are 

to be sentenced to five  years of l abor at correct iona l  camps . . .  " 

"What are you do i ng?" H ezg i e 's scream s were i n  va in ,  

as were h i s  attem pts to protect h i s  M e lke .  "Don ' t  you see  she ' s  

o ld?  H ave mercy ! S he won ' t  make i t ! "  

No  one l i stened . They r ipped h i m  apart from M e lke,  

dragged h im as ide  l i ke a ba le  of  hay and threw h i m  i nto a ce l l ,  

wh i ch  a l ready had  a dozen peop le  i n  i t .  N o  one offered to  make 

room for h i m ,  so he spent the en t i re n ight on the concrete A oor, 

rock ing  back and forth ,  h i s  head i n  h i s  hands ,  chant i ng  prayers, 

ask i ng God to e i ther return th i ngs to the way they were or to 

l et h i m  d i e .  

H e  woke up  t o  a sp l ash of  water h i tt i ng h i s  face, d i rect

ly  from a bucket that reeked of  mo ld .  Someone tossed h i m  



a q u i l ted j acket and ordered h im  to gather h i s  t h i ngs . H ezg ie  

had noth i ng  to gather, hav i ng come to court w i th noth ing  bu t  

a newspaper, wh i ch  was  s t i l l  s t i ck ing  out  of  h i s  j acket pocket .  

Hezg ie  was led i n to the yard a long w i th the other con

v i c ts and ordered to l i ne up .  A "Forward, marc l 1 ! "  command 

sounded and they started wal k i ng  somewhere .  H ezg ie  ended 

up i n  the r ightmost co lumn w i th the guards ,  gu i d i ng shepherds 

on l eashes,  be ing  some d i stance from h i m .  H ezg i e  constan t ly  
attem pted ask i ng  them what happened to h i s  M e l ke and where 

she was taken,  but h i s  feeb l e  vo ice  was lost  among the enraged 

roars of the shepherds, wh i ch  the guards were bare l y  ab l e  
t o  contro l .  Those dogs terr ified t he  poor man .  I m ages of war 

chron i c l e  ree l s  often shown before mov i es emerged from 

memory, w i th haun t ing  memor ies o f  fasc i sts lead i ng a co l umn  

of pr isoners t o  a concentrat ion  cam p .  

Hezg ie  and the other pr isoners were herded onto boxcars . 

The bo l ts  on the doors creaked shut  and the tra i n  s tarted mov

i ng .  H e  was pushed to a seat  i n  the very comer, where an un

bearab ly  freez i ng w i nd b l ew through gaps i n  the meta l .  The a l 

lotted j acket was near ly taken by tattoo-covered g i ant ,  but ,  

thankfu l ly, several other conv icts whose sou l s  hadn ' t  yet been 

b lackened pushed h im away. A fter that, a bona fide war erupted 

between the conv ic t  groups ,  fought in v io l en t  c lashes that took 

p lace dur ing the long stretches between stat ions .  The rec i d i 

v i st and h i s  cron i es p layed d i rty, qu i et ly  push i ng the i r  v i c t ims  

i nto t he  comer of  t he  car, where the i r  fr i ends  cou ldn ' t  he l p  

them . Carefu l l y  p l anned reta l ia t ion wou l d  fo l l ow, end i ng w i th  

a conv i c t  ro l l i ng  around on the fl oor, how l i ng  in  pa i n  from 
a mu t i l ated arm or leg .  The tr i p was l ong, and several t imes ,  

corpses were taken out of  the car  dur ing stops . Thankfu l l y, 

they seemed to have forgotten about H ezg ie .  H e  sat i n  h i s  cor

ner, look ing on i n  horror as powerfu l  men ,  who shou l d  have 

been tak ing  care of  their fam i l ies ,  wa i led on  each other fu l l 

force .  
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But fina l ly  the tra i n  stopped, the bo l t s  squeaked for the las t  

t ime ,  the doors opened, and the pr isoners were ordered to va

cate the car. H ezg ie was so weakened by the tr i p that he bare ly  

j um ped onto t he  ground .  F rom the  s i de ,  he resem b l ed a leaky 

sack of flour  dressed in a q u i l ted j acket . Whatever was l e f t 

of  h i m  we ighed no more than fi fty k i los - he seemed l i ke 

a goner. Bu t  God obv ious ly  had other p l ans .  He and a port i on  
of  the pri soners were l oaded i n to a cart and  got on the road . 

One of  the pr i soners - scarred face, go ld  crowns ,  and seem 

ing  to have traversed t h i s  t r i p before - noted that they were 

l ucky, s i nce they weren ' t  be i ng forced to wa lk  to the camp .  A t  

t imes ,  pr isoners wou l d  m arch some th i rty k i l ometers through 

swam p l and w h i l e  be i ng ravaged by i nsects . Th i s  was pur

pose ly  done by the l abor cam p management  to demonstrate 

the fut i l i ty of escape to the conv ic t s .  M any d i d n ' t  surv i ve 

the j ourney, fa l l i ng  dead a long the way. There were no funer

a l s ;  the corpses were s imp l y  thrown i nto the roads ide  d i tch  

to  the  mercy of  t he  forest ' s  undertakers - packs of w i l d  wo lves 

that swarmed the area .  

As  the wagon rumb l ed a long the road less  waste land ,  

H ezg i e  kept wh i s per ing the words of  an anc ient  prayer :  

"Shem a Yizrae l . . .  And my  foot sha l l touch ne i ther asp nor 

bas i l i s k  . . .  For thousands of  years my forefathers repeated 

th i s  p lea, as d i d  K i ng Dav i d, and carr ied out what He had 

sent them, and I w i l l  accept what the A l m ighty has prepared 

for me ."  H i s  l ips moved s i l en t ly, mak i ng h i s  ne ighbors t h i nk 

that the o l d  m an had l ost  h i s  m i nd .  H e  was, however, of  sound 

m ind and d i d n ' t  even doubt for a second that th is  - th i s  fore ign 

l and,  far away from h i s  fam i ly and l oved ones - was where 

he was meant to d i e .  S urv i va l  i n  these i nhumane cond i t ions  

was not someth ing  he cou l d  even  hope for. 

I n  the even i ng, when the crowns of  the p ine  trees b l end

ed i nto the dusk sky, a g igant i c  meadow opened up before 

the conv ic t  caravan . The age-o l d  forest, wh i ch  had l i ned both 



s i des o f  the path tapered off and a ta l l fence appeared ahead, 

peppered w i th guard towers a long i ts peri meter, s i l houettes 

of  watchmen stand ing  mot ion less w i t h i n  them . Dogs ' bark

i ng echoed across the fence, caus i ng  Hezg ie 's heart to t i ghten 

up once aga i n .  Th i s  was the fi na l  s top .  S i ber ian l abor cam p 

or S i b lag .  

The en t i re terr i tory was br ight ly  l i t  by spot l i ghts . The con

v i cts were sp l i t  i n to three co l umns  and dr iven i n to the barracks . 
Crude p l ank  beds l i ned the wa l l s , covered by p ine  branches ,  

which a l so th i ck ly  l i ned the d i rt floor. A furnace, wh ich  was 

prompt ly  l i t ,  stood i n  the m idd l e .  I n  an hour, the barracks  were 

s l igh t ly  warmer. 

"L ights om"  a command sounded,  and the peop le  co l 

l apsed on to  the  beds, l i ke  sheaths a t  a fi e l d , and  p l unged i n to 
troub l ed s l eep .  

That  was Hezg i e 's fi rst day at the l abor camp .  

Early i n  t h e  morn i ng, j ust  a s  sun l i gh t  began t o  br i ng 

the tree l i ne out  of  the shadows,  a s i ren sounded,  mark i ng  

t he  beg i nn i ng of a new day. Peop le  strugg led to  get up ,  rush

ing to make the morn i ng i nspect i on .  
Once everyone l i ned up ,  a ta l l man  weari ng an officer 's  

coat and a flaw l ess kubanka made of astrakhan fur wa l ked out  

before them . H e  was flanked by men on both s i des - perhaps 

h i s  a i des or h i s  deput i e s .  

The  cam p commandant took off the kubanka.  H i s fi re-red 

ha i r  g l i stened in the frost .  ' Cou ld  he be a Jew?'  H ezg i e  thought .  

He looked at the other guards .  I t  was strange, but  near ly a l l 

guards at the camp appeared to have red ha i r  and freck led 

faces .  

The commandant c l eared h i s  throat, frowned menac i ng

ly  and began a stern speech about the  fact that a l l of  the con

v i cts were crooks ,  t h i eves and paras i tes to whom the Sov i et 

author i t i es showed utmost mercy by not send ing  them i n  front 

of the fi ri ng  squad and l e t t i ng  them abso l ve  t he i r  m i stakes at 
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t h i s  construct i on  s i te i n  a forgotten corner  of  the wor ld  where 

he ,  the ch i e f  of  the camp,  was l ord, k i ng and god . That here ,  

there was no other l aw outs i de of  h i s  command i ng words ,  

and they need to obey i t  w i thout  q uest i on  i f  they want to sur

v i ve .  

The  commandant then l ooked over t h e  l i neup w i th  a stee l 

g l ance that stopped at the  uncome ly  H ezg ie .  H e  po i nted h i s  

fi nger a t  h i m  a n d  roared : 

"You ! O ld  man .  Step forward . Te l l  me  what you ' re i n  pr is

on for."  

Hezg i e  was taken aback .  He had never  l i ed i n  h i s  l i fe - car

ry i ng on the ' d i fficu l t '  l egacy of  h i s  ancestors - and cou l dn ' t  

answer t h e  s imp l e  quest i on .  Cou ld  he  say ' for my daughters ' ?  

They wou l dn ' t  understand,  and i t  seemed wrong t o  utter names 

so dear to h is heart in fron t  o f  t h i s  mob. He cou l d  say ' for 

theft ' ,  but  he hadn ' t  sto l en  anyt h i ng .  H ezg i e  dec ided i t  was 

best to stay s i l en t .  

The commandant wai ted for a few arduous moments ,  then 

scow led in d i sp l easure and repeated h i s  q uest ion : why was 

the o l d  man here .  B ut H ezg i e  was stubborn l y  s i l en t .  

C louds were gather i ng over h i s  head as H ezg i e  had 

an ep iphany : 

" I  am i n  pri son for not wa lk ing i n  l i ne w i th the Sov iet au

thori t i es ."  

The phras ing  came  out o f  nowhere, on  i ts  own,  from 

the t ime  in H ezg i e 's d i stant past when he was locked up in a 

barn awai t i ng execut ion .  Then,  the stern comm i ssar Yenakurov, 

who had long tortured H ezg i e  and h i s  father- i n - l aw, ended h i s  

torm ents w i th the same phrase :  ' You don ' t  w a l k  i n  l i ne w i th 

the Sov iet authori t i es ,  Abramov. ' 

Perhaps H ezgie sa id  someth ing  wrong or m i xed some

th i ng up,  or  maybe th i s  c rowd of  pr isoners found i t  part i cu

l ar ly  funny to hear an o ld Jew pronounce the Russ ian words ,  

because everyone erupted i n  l aughter. 



The cam p commandant was laugh ing  as we l l ,  wh i ch  d i f

fused the s i tuat ion . 

" F i ne ," he sa id ,  s t i l l  l augh i ng .  "We ' l l  teach you to wa lk  

i n  l i ne . "  
A fter that ,  he i nstan t ly  bounced back to h i s  stern persona 

and ordered the o ld man to get back in l i ne .  

The commandant then wal ked pas t  a l l  the conv i cts  aga i n ,  

l ook ing  everyone i n  t he  eye, end i ng, once  aga in ,  on t he  o ld  

man :  

"Can you read and count?" 

"Of course I can ," H ezg i e  squeezed out ,  once aga i n  con

fused . 

"That 's good . You ' l l  work at my warehouse .  Keep i ng 

track of l umber. Otherw i se,  there 's no one I can count  on here .  

Everyone l i es and cuts corners ,  but  you J ews know your way 
around numbers ." 

The commandant l ooked l eft and r ight ,  as if  everyone who 

he cou l dn ' t  re ly  on was stand ing  beh i nd  h i m .  

"D i sperse ! "  a command sounded . 

The conv icts scattered among the barracks so that they 

cou l d  qu i ck ly  eat the i r  pal try rat i ons ,  take a sw i g  of hot water 
from a m ug and set off to work un t i  I even ing .  

H ezg i e  wou l d  have rema ined stand i ng i f  someone d i dn ' t  

pu sh  h im  i n  t he  back and  to l d  h i m  to move .  And  he d i d ,  bare ly  

fee l i ng h i s  l egs under h i m .  

Thus began h i s  new l i fe - a s  a warehouse worker at 

a camp in Tomsk Ob last ' s  remote forest s .  Such  was h i s  for

tune .  H e  wou l dn ' t  have made i t  a week as a l umberj ack .  

H i s boss,  t he  warehouse superv i sor, an Armen i an m an 

w i th a Po l i sh l ast name - P i l sudsk i - turned out  to be a de

cent man who wasn ' t  hard on H ezg i e  un l ess i t  was necessary. 

He  even a l l owed h im  to read newspapers once i n  a wh i l e .  B ut ,  

most important l y, he he l ped h im connect  w i th h i s  c h i l dren 

on the outs ide .  
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I t  wasn ' t  un t i l  a month later that  Hezg ie  got  word about 

h i s  M e l ke - that she was nearby, a l so in a swam p-surrounded 

impenetrab l e  forest i n  the Tomsk Ob last - at a women 's cam p .  

H ezg i e 's heart sank .  H e  p ic tured h i s  untended M e l ke be

i ng there, and wept b i tter ly. But at l east she was a l i ve .  She  

worked a t  the laundry, and even though the l abor was rum ored 

to be unbearab le ,  M e l ke was ab l e  to let her husband know that 

the cond i t ions  were to lerab le ,  that she was manag i ng, and that 

no one was hu rt i ng her. 

S uch  news was somewhat reassur i ng .  Perhaps th i ngs 

weren ' t  as bad as they had seemed i n  the begi n n i ng .  Perhaps 

he wou l d  be ab l e  to l i ve i n  t h i s  wor ld a longs ide M e l ke yet .  

The on ly t h i ng l e ft to do now was find out what happened 

to Raya and Turunge .  H ow were those poor t h i ngs do ing? Th i s  

was i nform at ion  H ezg ie wou ldn ' t  ge t  for q u i te  a wh i l e .  



VII 

T urunge gradua l ly  adj usted t o  t h e  new way of l i fe ,  wh i ch  

l eft no room for  anyth i ng  persona l .  I t  was strange, but 

the other conv i cts v i ewed her - a qu i et loner - as a so

c iab le  person .  Th i s  was probab ly  thanks to her ab i l i ty to care

fu l ly l i sten to her compan i ons ,  le tt i ng  them speak the i r  m i nd  

w i thout i nterrupt i ng .  

The  pri soners had  an  i nst i nc t ive  knack for separat

i ng  truth from d i shonesty, qu i ck ly  spott i ng  l i ars who de

n i ed the i r  own cr imes and presented themse lves as i nnocent 

v i c t ims .  In Turunge's  case, everyth i ng  was c l ear and s im 

p l e .  H er cand i d  accounts of  he r  husband,  t h e  beat i ngs ,  be

i ng betrayed by those c l ose to her and her impr isonment  i n

sp i red i nexhaust i b l e  woman ly sympathy, immune to j a i l  t ime  
and v i o l ence, from the  other i nmates . Her  new compan ions  

he ld  a unan imous  op in ion : Turunge was a v i c t im of  a husband 

that never l oved her and a crue l  mother- i n- l aw. 

As  to the c h i l dren ,  everyone gave the same adv i c e :  

t o  wr i te t o  them a s  often a s  poss i b l e ,  constant l y  rem i nd i ng  
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them that they have a true ,  l ov i ng mother that  doesn ' t  s top 

t h i n k i ng about them for a s i ng l e  second .  Turunge zea lous ly  

fo l l owed t he i r  gu i dance and sen t  le t ters to the ou t s ide  a t  every 

opport un i ty. The deputy c h i e f  o f  correc t iona l  \Vork, a gener

a l l y  hardened,  s tone-co l d  woman imm une to others ' p l eas ,  

deve loped a surpr i s i ng sympathy for Turunge and s tarted 

send i ng  her l et ters on to Su l e iman Sta l sky and Yermoshk i n  

S t reets . 

Rep l i es came on ly  from her fam i l y  home .  Her s i ster A nya 

i nformed her that the c h i l dren are w i t h  the  Babaevs - that 

the o l der ones,  I gor and S l ava, were w i th the i r  father, e i ther 

i n  Zhe leznovodsk or K i s l ovodsk, w h i l e  the younger ones ,  

E l l a and Gena, rema i ned on Yerm oshk i n  Street under the care 

of E rzo l 's s i sters . 

Turunge became espec ia l ly  nervous on the  days when 

she got  these  l et ters . She  wasn ' t  sure how to take th i s  sp l i t

t i ng o f  the ch i l d ren : why wou ld  her ex-husband take the two 

boys w i th h im to another c i ty and l eave the other  c h i l dren 

under the care of  h i s  s i sters, who d i d n ' t  part i c u l ar ly l i ke e i 

t h e r  t hem or  her? How were they do ing  t here? Were they 

be i ng ra ised proper ly and fed we l l ?  S he was also worried 

about  whether they wou l d  remem ber her, the i r  mother. A fter 

a l l ,  E l l a and Gena were so l i t t l e  when they were separated 

from her. 

S uch thoughts a lways gave her a throbb ing  headache .  Tu

runge tried to restra i n  the b i tter umbrage that took root in he� 
damaged sou l  and frenet i ca l l y  com p leted her l abor cam p tasks .  

Even her fe l l ow i nmates, who regarded her w i th understand

i ng, avo i ded approach i ng the gr iev i ng  woman w i th requests 

and adv ice at t imes l i ke these .  

Her  anger wou l d  gradua l ly  subs ide ,  rep l aced by apathy. 

She wou ld  start chant ing under her breath :  ' my darl i ngs : I gor, 

S l ava, E l l a, Gena . ' Th i s  cease less repet i t ion of names ca lmed 

her, and she imagi ned a sturdy wal l of  love grow ing around 



her c h i l d ren ,  a wal l that wou ld  protect them from m i sfortune,  

and warm the i r  frag i l e  j uven i l e sou l s  i n  the absence of  moth

er ly tenderness . 

Erzol 
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A t fi rst ,  e i ther S l ava o r  I wou ld  ask w i th a c h i l d 's s i ncer

i ty and d i rectness : ' Havo ,  where i s  our  mama? When 

w i l l  she be back? '  In  these moments ,  Havo wou l d  

cr i nge,  a s  i f  i ron sp ikes were p ie rc i ng he r  ears . Somet imes ,  i n 

stead of  answer i ng,  she wou ld  rush  to the k i tchen ,  come back 

w i th someth i ng  tasty, and shove i t  i n to the hand of the one ask

i ng the q uest i on ,  as if t ry i ng to d i stract us  from such thoughts . 

Th i s  e l ementary approach usua l l y  worked .  We wou ld  l i ght  up  
7 

w i th j oy at the s i gh t  of  a treat and,  ye lp i ng  happ i ly, run away 

to d i v i de our  unexpected ' acqu i s i t i on ' ,  forgett i ng  everyth i ng  

e l se i n  the worl d .  

B u t  t h e  strategy wasn ' t  a l ways successfu l .  A t  these t imes ,  

H avo  wanted to ye l l :  ' I t  wou ld  be better if  you d i d n ' t  have 

a m other at a l l ! '  to her grandch i l dren ,  but she wou ld  re

stra i n  herse l f  and say noth i ng, pretend ing  that she d i d n ' t  

hear t h e  q uest i on .  We wou l d  l eave, confused a t  Havo's  u n 

expected deafness ,  no t  not i c i ng t h e  l i t t l e  flames of anger that 



burned i n  her eyes . One on ly  had to rem ind her about that 

drone Tu runge, who dec i ded to turn the Babaev househo ld  up

s i de down,  broke  the laws of  the ancestors and wanted to be 

the pr imary housew i fe .  I mag ine that ! She dec i ded to defy her, 

her mother- i n - l aw, the e l der of the house ! U nheard of! M e  I ke 

d i dn ' t  ra i se her daughter r ight ,  so l et both of them pay the i r  

penance ! These th i ngs don ' t  Ay  a t  t h e  Babaevs ' .  A l l  that was 

expected of Turunge was unq uest i oned com p l i ance .  She  want

ed to estab l i sh  her own order, to assert her w i l l  and contrad ict  

everyone, so she got what she deserved . 

M oreover, H avo conv i nced herse l f  that the Babaev fam

i l y were v i c t ims  as we l l .  They l eft the i r  estab l i shed home 

i n  M akhachkala ,  and w h i l e  they w ere prom i sed m i l k  and hon

ey here i n  K i s lovodsk, they s t i l l  s uffered . I t  was good that  her 
favorites ,  S l ava and I ,  were w i th her. 

The dec i s ion  to on ly  take two c h i l dren to the new home at 

fi rst was made at a fam i ly meet i ng .  Before Erzo l estab l i shed 

h imse l f  and everyth ing  sett led in i ts p l ace, H avo wou ld  have 

troub le  manag ing four grandk ids .  She refused to t h i nk  that 

such treatment of the l i tt l e  ones, Gena and E l l a, was unfa i r. 

I n  K i s l ovodsk, H avo worked w i th no resp i te ,  try i ng 

to estab l i sh  a househo l d ,  and s t i l l  d i d n ' t  manage to do i t  a l l .  

I n  order to make h i s  mother 's l i fe eas i er, E rzo l enro l l ed  S l ava 

and I in a fi ve-day board i ng  schoo l .  ' Let them get used to I i v 

i ng i ndependent ly, and  grow up to  be men , '  Father thought .  
' As long as they ' re fed and put  to bed in  t ime ,  i t ' s be fi ne .  

We ' l l  sett l e  i n ,  and t h i s  mayhem w i l l  e n d .  Then ,  Havo w i l l  b e  

ab l e  t o  surround everyone w i th h e r  care . '  E rzo l  had no doubt  

of  that . 

Gradua l ly, Turunge's image l eft  the c h i l d ren 's consc i ence ,  

and memor ies of  her became shrouded w i th fog, surpassed by 
fresh im press i ons of  the i r  new hometown ,  the board i ng  schoo l ,  

and the c h i l dren and educators they met there .  Actua l l y, be i ng  

a t  t he  school  d i dn ' t  l eave us w i th part i cu l ar ly memorab l e  im -
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press ions .  Every Saturday and Sunday we rushed home i n  an

t i c i pat ion o f  see i ng Havo .  

We d i d n ' t  rea l i ze how shabby our l i fe on Rosa Luxem

bourg S treet had been .  The house  was an ord i nary shack ,  w i th 

no heat i ng ,  p l umb i ng, or yard fac i l i t i e s .  Everyone l i ved t h i s  

way, and  t he  Babaevs i n  no way d i ffered from the i r  ne i ghbors . 

Neverthe l ess ,  Erzo l kept repeat i ng to H avo :  "You ' l l  see, we ' l l  

l i ve better i n  n o  t ime,"  and searched for a permanent  home 

ins tead of  a temporary one .  

F i ra wou l d  period ica l l y  not i fy H avo tha t  there weren ' t  any 

prob lems of note w i th  l i t t l e  Gena and E l l a .  And what prob lems 

cou l d  there be?  The k ids  d i d n ' t  exac t ly  unders tand the i r  moth

er ' s  d i sappearance,  bu t  certa i n l y  fe l t  her absence .  The young

est Babaev knew perfect ly  we l l wh i ch  hands p i cked her up 

- her mother 's  or her other re la t i ves ' .  But cou ld  her cry i ng tug 

at the adu l ts ' consc i ence or com mon sense? They dec ided that 

she on ly  cr ied because she cou l dn ' t  fi nd her mother ' s  warm 

breast .  

Gena remembered M am a  for a l i tt l e  wh i l e ,  bu t  a l so cou l dn ' t  

m ake sense of  where s h e  wen t  and  was content w i th t h e  vague 

exp lanat ion  that she went on  a tr i p and it was unc l ear when 

she wou l d  return .  F i ra ' s  or, more often ,  gen t l e  L i za ' s  embraces 

d i d  the i r  part in weav i ng the  web of  forgetfu l ness ,  push i ng 

the  warm th of  Turunge 's hands i n to the past . Years wou ld  pass 

before t h i s  l ack  of  l ove,  the adu l t s '  tep idness i n  the i r  treatment 

of  Turunge 's ch i l dren ,  wou l d  bear i ts fru i t  and reflect on th� i r  

future and hea l th . 

We, H avo's  o l der grandch i l dren, had i t  d i fferent l y. When 

we weren ' t  at the board i ng schoo l ,  Grandma 's warm hands 

were a lways near. I t  m ust  be sa id that she d id everyth i ng  to en

sure that we d i dn ' t  fee l  depr i ved of  mother ly love .  

M eanwh i l e ,  Father rema i ned i n  K i s l ovodsk .  Th i ngs were 

mov ing upward , fi rst  and foremost  because of Sew i ng Cent

er Cha i rman Kosyrev 's support .  The brave veteran a lways 



dressed i n  param i l i tary garb and va l ued peop l e 's honesty 

and courage above a l l .  Kosyrev returned from the War w i th

out both feet, and prosthet i sts equ i pped h im with two wooden 

ones that he mounted below h i s  knees. See ing h i s  face con

vu l se t ime and t ime aga in ,  i t  wasn ' t  hard to guess that he expe
r ienced he l l i sh pa i n  w h i l e  wal k i ng, bu t  he never even uttered 

a h i n t o f  a comp la i n t .  

R ight  away, t he  Sew i ng Center c ha i rman took a l i k i ng  

to  t he  d i l igent Erzo l .  H e  was never a t  a l oss for words, cou l d  
d i ffuse any  s i tuat ion  w i th  a j oke, was  a lways t he  fi rst  man  at 

work, and the l i fe of  any party afterwards .  I n  t u rn ,  E rzo l ex

pected Kosyrev to grant h i m  i ndependence at work and to trust 

h im ent i re l y. 

Erzo l earned th i s  trust after one notab l e  event .  H e  l i ked 

to take l ong walks .  The m i n i ature two-story bu i l d i ngs of  K i s

l ovodsk's  i nns  and hote l s ,  adorned w i th  o rnate ra i l i ngs 

and turrets ,  seemed to have been transported there from an

other wor l d .  Father fe l t  that w h i l e  wa l k i ng a long these streets 

he was breath i ng  in the air of  t imes past . Noth ing  stood in an 

enterpri s i ng man 's way toward expres s i ng h i s  ta len t  and earn

ing pub l i c recogn i t i on .  

One  t ime,  wh i l e  stro l l i ng through the c i ty, Father came 

across the unremarkab l e  two-story b u i l d i ng home to the K i s l o

vodsk Vocat iona l  Schoo l .  Here, future workers of  ta i l or shops 

and sew ing  factor ies were educated . What 's  more appea l 

i ng t o  a young man than young women? N ot t o  ment ion  that 

these ones were ta i l ors as we l l !  E rzo l went upsta i rs to the of

fice of  the ins t i tu t ion 's d i rector and in t roduced h i mse l f. I n  the 

m i dst of  the conversat i on ,  he d i scovered that  the students were 

lack i ng the mater i a l s  necessary to perfect the i r  sk i l l s .  E rzo l  

came to an agreement w i th the vocat iona l  schoo l  d i rector 

that he w i l l  supp ly  them w i th l e ftover fabric from the Sew

i ng Center warehouse .  Th i s  was advantageous  to both  s ides . 
The cooperat ive  wou l d  be pa id  and r id  i t se l f  of  excess mater i -

Erzo! 

45 



Igor Bahae1 ·  

4 6  

a l s  t h a t  j us t sa t  t h e re w i thout use .  I n  t u rn ,  t h e  y o u n g  w o m e n  

had a s h o t  a t  a com p l e t e  e d u c a t i o n .  E v e ry o n e  w o u l d  be ha ppy.  

Ko sy rev was p l eased w h e n  E rzo l t o l d  h i m  how he  p l a n ned 

to d i s pose of excess raw m a ter i a l s , a m azed a t  t he new t a i l o r ' s 

shrewdness . F rom that m oment ,  the d i re c t o r  began t o  t r u s t  m y  

father and  a l l owed h i m  to  e n t e r  i n to agreements  o n  t h e  coop

erat i v e 's beha l f. Th i s  was t h e  moment  t h a t  B a baev 's  ard e n t  

nature had  been  wa i t i ng  for. 

E rzo l dec i ded to l earn everyth i ng  about t h e  l a n d  to w h i c h  

fate had  brought  h im .  Th i s  was no t  mere l y  t h e  c u r i os i ty o r  a 

l e i su re l y  trave le r. My  father wanted to expand . The coopera 

t i ve  where h e  worked as a ta i l o r  made a decent p ro f l t ,  b u t  Fa

ther knew that  i f the enterpr i se  trans i t i oned t o  mass prod uct ion ,  

revenues wou ld  i nc rease exponen t i a l ly. Th i s  was not a bus i 

ness  anyone i n  the sma l l town was i nvo l ved in .  Custom orders 

for party bosses ' lovers v i s i t i ng the resort were the greatest ex

tent of  «out of the box» t h i nk i ng at the Karl Marx Cooperat i ve .  

Bu t  those weren ' t  that p l en t i fu l ,  even  cons ider ing t he  abun

dance of  government  o ffi c ia l s  i n  Sov i et t i mes .  

E rzo l dec i ded to expand the bus i ness 's  reach .  The Stav

ropo l  Krai  reg ion ,  where K i s l ovodsk i s  located, wasn ' t  l i m i ted 

to the  resort-fi l l ed Caucasus Footh i l l s .  The c i ty was a l so sur

rounded by s imp l e r  resort towns that had the i r  own i nfrastruc

ture .  On one hand, they were i nhab i ted by ord i nary c i t i zens 

w i th low income leve l s .  On the other, they were v i s i ted by 
peop l e  of means ,  ready to spend s ign ificant am ounts of money. 

Yessentuk i ,  Pyat igorsk, M i nera l n iye Vody, Zhe l eznovo

dsk ,  Lermontovsk - a l l  these vacat ion towns were n l i ed w i th 

tourists w i th fu l l  pocketbooks .  The sate l l i te c i t ies  were we l l  

connected b y  a n  e l ectr i ca l  tra in  that ran every ha !  f hour. M y  

father wou ld  s imp ly  get o n  and travel  t o  the next town .  That 's 

how he ended up i n  Nev i nnomyssk,  l ocated where a l i t t l e  

r iver w i th the impos i ng name of  ' Bo l sho i  Ze lenchuk '  fl owed 

i nto a maj es t i c  r iver that went by the short name of  ' K uban ' .  



Few remembered how i n  the l 9th cen tury R uss ian  Cossacks  
named  a sett l emen t , wh i ch  wou ld l ater become the c i ty, w i th 

a curse word, due to the fac t  that the cape on  wh i ch  i t  stood 

resem b l ed a part of the ma l e  anatomy. The name s tuck ,  and the 

loca l  mayor, a fra id  that the rumors wou ld  reach the emperor 
h im se l f', ordered the c i ty to me  renamed to ' N ev i nny i  M ys ' -

' I n nocent Cape '  - i n  order to erase the un fortunate toponym 

from the memory o f  the Cossacks that  i n hab i ted i t .  Though h i s  
e fforts seem ed dest i ned t o  fa i l ,  they m i rac u l ous ly  succeeded . 

The new name stuck ,  and the o l d  one  was gradua l ly  forgotte n .  

Years passed . A fter Wor ld  War 1 1 , t h e  Counc i l  o f  M i n

i s ters o f  the U S S R  dec ided to bu i l d  a g ian t  chem ica l  p l an t  

i n  the  c i ty tha t  wou ld  produce n i trogen fert i l i zers from natura l  
gas . The p lan t  wou ld  a l so produce po i sonous  am mon ia .  Con

struc t i on  went  forward i n  l eaps, and by the end  of the 1 950s  

the  l i ndens and seq uo ias that adorned the s treets were ec l i psed 
by the shadows of seven g i an t  smokestacks ,  wh i ch  spouted 
wh i te, po isonous fumes n i ght  and day. U pon see i ng them, Er
zo l sme l l ed fort une .  

The  fo l l ow i ng day he tr ied to  ge t  an appo i n tment  w i th 
the chem ica l  g ian t ' s  d i rec tor. At fi rst ,  the sec retary refused 

to put a 111 eet i ng  w i th  a stranger on the books ,  as her boss 

hadn ' t  111 et w i th anyone be lo vv the rank  of the Secretary of the 

C i ty Party Com 111 inee .  Neverthe less ,  the member o f  the Kar l  
Marx Coopera t i ve  ach i eved the imposs i b l e  and fl attered 

the o ld crone i n to gett i ng the party b i gw i g  to see h i m .  E rzo l 
l e ft the meet i ng beam i ng w i th j oy. 

When the i n novat i ve ta i l or recoun ted the events  to Ko

syrev, the cha i rman was speech l es s .  My  father had managed 

to get an order for several thousand un i  form s  for the chem ica l  

p lan t  workers ,  and the monetary fi gure on the  contract was 

q u i te impress i ve .  And so the Kar l  M arx Sew ing  Cooperat i v e  

estab l i shed a 111ass produc t ion  sec t ion ,  and  the ta i l ors ' proj ec

t i ons begun to p l ease the members of the c i ty government .  

Erzo/ 

47 



Igor Babae 1 ·  

I n  on ly  three months  - a quarter - my father 's portra i t  ap

peared on the recogn i t i on board . I t  ' re s i ded ' there for a wh i l e ,  

and wasn ' t  removed as long as  Erzo l rema i ned a t  the coopera

t i v e .  

Bu t  t h i s  was  on ly  t he  surface o f  h i s  success . Wh i l e  sq ueez

ing max i m um profits  out  of product ion ,  Father h i mse l f was 

gradua l l y  chang i ng .  He was soon e l ected to the cooperat i ve ' s  

govern i ng  board . The  vo t ing  took p l ace i n  the aud i tor i um ,  

headed by a tab l e  covered w i th t he  i nd i spensab l e  red bun t ing ,  

the ' b i sons ' - execut i ves who  had been there s i nce the coop

erat i v e 's estab l i shment  - seated beh i nd  i t .  Comrade Kosyrev 

pres ided .  He c l eared h i s  throat for a long t ime ,  then poured 

h imse l f  a g l ass of water as a gesture of  im portance,  downed i t ,  

then nodded to the secretary. She  read i n  a smooth vo ice : "To 

e l ec t  A l eksey N aumov ich  Babaev as a member of  the coopera

t i ve  govern i ng board" .  

"A l l  i n  favor?" the cha i rman asked . 

The pres i d i um i nstan t ly  br i s t l ed w i th a forest of  ra i sed 

arm s .  

"A l l  opposed?" S i l ence  hung over the room . "U nan imous ," 

sa id  Kosyrev, announc i ng the ta l l y  and adj ourned the meet i ng .  

Th i s  i s  how my father, at the age of  twenty- s i x ,  took 

the fi rs t  step onto the ta l l career l adder. 



IX 

E rzo l on ly  appeared i n  the c i ty some s i x  months  ago, 

but he had a l ready managed to accomp l i s h  qu i te a b i t .  

He  had an  understand i ng of  how the  resort wor l d  oper

ated and knew wh i ch  doors to knock on i n  order to move bus i 

ness forward i nstead of le tt i ng i t  i d l e  i n  p l ace .  F i rst ,  however, 

he needed to A nd or bu i l d  a su i tab l e  home,  wh i ch  turned out 

to be qu i te d i fficu l t . Father wanted i t  to be a beaut i fu l  p l ace -

one that he wou ld  want to rush back to after work .  

Luck sm i led on h i m  once aga i n .  The o l d  house i t se l f, l o

cated on Katyh i n  Street and suggested by the d i rector of  the 

vocat iona l  schoo l ,  was un impress ive .  The dwe l l i ng  stood r ight 

by the road in a Russ ian ne ighborhood fu l l  of  art i san s :  bu i l d

ers ,  masons,  carpenters . Father not i ced i t  because the bu i  I d 

i ng  was we l l  s i tuated, w i th no ne ighbors a l ong the  per i pher

i e s .  What lay beyond the property was a fa i ry ta l e :  a ta l l b l u ff  

w i th a mounta i n  r iver flow i ng through t h e  gorge be low. On a 

c l ear day, one cou l d  even see the tw i n  peaks of  E l brus from 
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the far end o f  the yard . He cou l d  dream o f  noth ing more .  F a 

ther shook hands  w i th the se l l er, and Nahamye app l i ed for a 

construc t ion l oan . 

The purchase o f  the l ot and the construct ion o f  the new 

home marked the begi nn i ng of  a new chapter i n  my father ' s  

l i fe - a  po in t  of  re ference .  J ew i sh peop l e  have be l i eved th ro ugh 

the ages that a separate home for one's fam i l y was essen t i a l . 

A Jew who s t i l l  l i ved i n  a fam i ly home was a l oser, a sch l i ma

ze l ,  a ' ha l f-man ' .  
Some wou ld  find  i t  s trange, but  Erzo l ' s own c h i l dren 

weren ' t  at the forefront o f  h is pr ior i t i es - h i s  parents were,  

ahamye and Havo .  He  was bu i l d i ng  the house spec i fica l ly 

for them , to g ive them a home that wou l d  become the ir  para

d i se and fortress .  And i t  had to be the best house in the c i ty, 

even better than the pre-revo l ut i onary mans ions  that he ad

m i red on h i s  wa lks  around town .  Th i s  i s  what our home u l t i 

mate ly  became .  

There was, however, one  near ly i n su rmountab l e  ' but ' .  

Keep i n  m i nd the t ime  that we ' re d i scuss ing .  The war on com

fort and opu l ence surpassed a l l other form s  of  com pet i t i on .  

I f  t he  rema i n i ng ideo log ies  were put  as ide,  t he  epoch 's ma in  

s l ogan wou l d  read : ' don ' t  stand ou t ,  be l i ke everyone e l se ' .  

For  that very reason,  construc t ing  a two-story home wou l d  be 

v i ewed by ord i nary c i t i zens as an act com p l ete ly  out  of  the 

ord i nary. Th i s  was a hefty detr i ment ,  as opu l ence was equated 
to c rime .  ,, 

Father came  up  w i th a so lu t ion  to the prob l em . I t  was 

actua l ly qu i te easy : the fi rst fl oor was part i a l l y  sunken i n to 

the ground,  and appeared as a sort of  ground fl oor, d i v ided i n to 

a bunch of ut i l i ty rooms .  The author i t i es fe l l  for i t , not find i ng 

any opu l ence i n  the p l ans  and b l uepr in ts ,  and granted a con

struct ion perm i t .  
So  i t  began ! Each and  every weekend everyone i n  t he  

Babaev fam i ly, both young and  o l d ,  gathered for a bona  fide 



subbotn i k .  We worked w i th no resp i te, from dawn t i l l  dusk ,  

w i thout fee l i ng t i red . The workers who bu i l t  Cheops ' Great 

Pyram id had noth ing  on us .  It was tru ly  a re l i g ious  r i te .  Father 

used the now near ly forgotten adobe construc t ion  techno l og i es 
to ra i se the wal l s  from a m i x  o f  c l ay and straw. Tht:' ch i l dren 

he l ped make i t .  We ' d  get i n to l arge wooden boxes and pound 

the m i x ture w i th our fee t .  Later, workers wou l d  use the paste 

to make br icks ,  dry them under the southern sun ,  and then 
used them to bu i l d  wal l s .  Construc t ion  was s l ow, but steady. 

Throughout th i s  t ime ,  we l i ved in the l i tt l e  house that had 

stood on the property for ages . But even there, Father managed 

to set up runn i ng water, someth i ng that none of  our ne ighbors 

had . An image rema ins  engraved in ch i l dhood memory :  put  

a bucket under the founta i n ,  push the l ever, and water w i l l  flow 

from the faucet  w i th a rumb le ,  angri l y  beat i ng aga i ns t  the bot
tom - bo ld ,  gabby, wh i te l i ke m i l k  from the m i l l i ons of  bub

b l e s .  Let i t  calm down for a second, and i t ' l l  become c l ear, l i ke 

crysta l . Co ld  enough to make your teeth hu rt ,  and oh so c l ean . 

There was but one drawback :  i t  was a long and d i ffi c u l t  hau l ,  

a s  t h e  founta in was far  away. 

Father made a c l ear assessment that burden i ng H avo 

to  such  an  extent was  out  of  the quest i on .  Wi thou t  wa

ter, the home wou l dn ' t  be c l ean,  food wou l d n ' t  be cooked, 

and guests cou l dn ' t  be i n v i ted . W hen water fina l l y  fl owed 

from the faucet ,  Erzo l was ecstat i c .  An on looker may have 

thought that he fe l t  l i ke M oses, after draw i ng water from rock  

i n  t he  S i na i  Desert .  Perhaps, M oses had  an even  eas ier  t ime :  a l l 

he had to do was perform a m i rac l e .  I n  order to get the perm i ts ,  

Father had to perform h i s  mag i c  a t  l east three t imes .  And  find

i ng scarce p i p i ng back then was more d i fficu l t  than feed i ng 

M oses and h i s  fe l l ow trave l ers w i th manna from the sky after 

the i r  exodus from Egypt .  

P l umb i ng i nstan t ly  set our fam i ly apart i n  the eyes o f  the 
street 's  other res idents . Sov i et ne ighbors were a frighten i ng 
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concept ,  as i n formers - eyes  and ears of  the observ i ng au

thor i t i es - cou l d  eas i l y be among them . The num ber of  fates 

crushed and peop l e  j a i led because o f  anonymous l et ters was 

immeasurab l e .  

Bu t  Father was  ab l e  to get a long w i th pretty much  every

one .  The new ne ighborhood was sett led pri mar i ly  by Russ i an  

art i sans .  The  Babaevs cou l d  eas i l y have  been  the f i rst J ews 

that  moved to K i s l ovodsk permanen t ly  - we were certa i n ly 

the fi rst ones i n  the v i c i n i ty. We became the bas i s  for j udg ing  

our  en t i re peop l e .  

Peop le  here l i ved very poor l i ves .  Then,  sudden ly, ou r  fa

ther appeared and offered compensat ion  for he l p  w i th  the con

struc t ion of  our  home .  The bu i l ders, carpenters, p l umbers - a l  I 

part i c i pated, and none refused . 

A b i t  l ater, Havo met and got acqua i n ted w i th  the ne igh

bors  as we l l .  U n l i ke Father, she took a more woman ly  ap

proach to meet i ng peop l e, act i ng more sub t ly  but forg i ng  

s tronger connect i ons .  She  a l so  prov i ded opportun i t i es to make 

some money, i n v i t i ng others to patch up  some c lothes and act

i ng in an unusua l l y  fr iend l y  manner. Bu t  no matter how out

ward ly  warm H avo was to her Russ i an ne ighbors, she was very 

d i stant from them on the  i ns ide .  S he, a proud M oun ta i n  J ew, 

d i dn ' t  even enterta i n  the  poss i b i l i ty of i n termarry i ng or u n i t

i ng  w i th others . 

I f  one went up the r i ver, the maj est ic  E l brus was twenty

fi ve k i l ometers away. The mounta i n s  rad i ated pr i s t i ne; un

q uest ionab l e  strength - strength that  l i ke l y  turns a man i n to 

a man,  a successfu l and powerfu l one .  

Overal l ,  everyth i ng  i n  the  wor ld  that surrounded us ,  Er

zo l ' s  ch i l dren, was subj ect  to a l l  k i nds  of  strengt h .  S trength 

came from the mounta i n s ;  strength came from H avo ;  strength 

came from our father. S trength spread over the meadows 

and through the r i ver that ran a long the bottom of  the gorge, 

enc losed by steep c l i ffs .  M any we i rs i ntersected the nver, 



form i ng sma l l l akes, i n  wh ich  we wou ld  sw im dur ing the sum

mer. 

More than ha l f a century passed, but  the beaut i fu l ,  en

chan t i ng  memor ies - of the pri s t i ne mounta in  a i r, the crysta l  

c l ear r iver, the i n tox icat i ng  scent of  mounta i n  herbs 'ind flow

ers - rema in  fresh i n  my m i nd .  

Another notch i n  my memory i s  our  ne i ghbor Aun t  Tos i a 's 

cow - huge, red ha i red, w i th spotted s i des that l ooked l i ke 

a world map. The dark spot l ooked l i ke the A frican cont i nent ,  

the l i ght one,  l i ke As i a .  

When you ' re a l i t t l e  boy  stand i ng  nex t  to a g i gan t i c  cow, 

you fee l  what a strong and powerfu l  creature i t  i s .  The cow 

was a l ways doc i l e w i th Tos i a  around ,  and fo l l owed her com

mands l i ke a tra i ned dog . The beas t ' s  i n te l l i gence fasc i nated 

a c h i l d ' s i mag i nat i on ,  as d i d  the m i l k .  I l i ked to watch as To
s i a  m i l ked her dar l i ng and how the w h i te s tream of  m i l k  shot  

out  from under her fi ngers,  shatter i ng  aga i n st the  meta l  bo t 

tom of  the pa i l ,  the l eve l  r i s i ng  h i gher  and h i gher. I t  was one  
of  the wonders of  the wor l d !  A wonder that  a l ways ended 

w i th a cup  of  warm m i l k  wh ich  Tos i a  wou ld  hand me w i th  
a sm i l e .  

S t i l l ,  t he  construct ion  of the house  i tse l f  rema in s  the m ost 

memorab l e .  We watched how the foundat ion  was l a i d ,  then 

how the wa l l s  grew around i t  and w i ndow gaps were out

l i ned . Rooms were born : the bedroom led to the study, our 

room fo l l owed, then Havo and N ahamye 's quarters . There was 

a huge k i tchen ,  the l i v i ng room . We were espec i a l l y  exc i ted 

about the construct ion  of  our room . Our own, separate room ! 

The thought i tse l f  took our breath away. 

A fter some s i x  or seven months ,  the house was ready. 

Not on ly  d i d  Father i nsta l l runn i ng water, but there was sew
age access as we l l .  A shower and a bath fo l l owed - roya l  l uxu

r ies at the t ime .  The house was a fa i ry ta l e  - w i th  not one, but  

two entrances .  
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We, the ch i l dren ,  cou l dn ' t  figure out why Father wou ld  

need a separate entrance that l ed d i rect ly  i n to h i s  office .  Un

t i l  one day, when a woman l eft  through Father 's door. She  

s l i pped out  qu i et l y, l i ke a mouse,  and d i sso l ved i n to the dark

ness . I t wasn ' t  un t i l  many years l ater that I rea l i zed why my 

father acted the way he d i d .  E rzo l was guard i ng h i s  c h i l d ren 's 

c hast i ty. Such was the t ime .  The mora l s  were very s t r i c t ,  but 

peop l e  fe l l  in love j ust the same .  We however, l i ved in a pecu

l i ar rea l i ty where on ly one woman ex i sted - H avo .  

One  t ime,  H avo was e i ther i n  the garden or had  gone  to t he  

market . I was  a lone  i n  the  house,  p l ay i ng w i th my toy cars . 

One of  them ro l l ed under a bed . I rushed to get i t ,  t r i pped over 

someth i ng, and h i t  my head aga i ns t  the fl oor at fu l l  speed . My 

v i s i on went  dark, tears rushed from my eyes, and b lood rushed 

from my nose .  My  screams m ust  have been heard a m i l e away. 

The doors sudden ly  burst open and H avo came in -

not wa l k i ng, bu t  fl y i ng .  S he p i cked me  up  and squeezed me 

c lose,  k i s s i ng my face and say i ng :  

"Come o n ,  my l i tt l e  one,  come o n ,  my s o n .  I ' II k i ss i t  and 

i t ' l l  fee l  a l l  better ! Come on,  don ' t  cry. I t  doesn ' t  hu rt any

more.  R ight ,  I gor?" 

" M ammy ! "  The words came  out  by themse l ves .  

H avo was i nstant l y  taken aback ,  as if  she had been gun

butted . 

"Mammy," I kept repeat i ng, fee l i ng  a b l essed ocean 

of  l ove sp i l l i ng out i n s i de me. "My mammy ! "  I ' d l ean i nro her 

even more t igh t ly, cover i ng her face w i th k i sses .  

Before tha t ,  none of  her grandch i l d ren had ever seen H avo 

c ry. A nd here we were,  tears seep i ng out  of her eyes . S he he ld  

me so t igh t ly  tha t  I cou l d  hear how qu i ck ly  her heart was  beat

i ng .  She wh i spered, over and over, l i ke a chant : 

"My son ! M y  l i tt l e  son ! Everyth i ng w i l l  be good from 

now on ."  

I had  a mother aga i n .  



I n  1 956 ,  we ce l ebrated a l ong-awai ted housewarm i ng .  
The ent i re Babaev c l an had gathered .  Father brought young 

E l l a and Gena from M akhachka la, and S l ava and I were taken 

out of the board i ng schoo l .  Norma l  l i fe  began . 
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Hanukov was at home when the phone rang and a vo ice  

echoed from somewhere far away. 

"M i sha, I ' ve been re l eased ."  

H e  d i dn ' t  understand who he was ta l k i ng to at  fi rst, 

and nearly asked ' Who was re l eased? ' ,  but then made sense 

of  i t .  

"Raya? Where are you?" 

" I ' m  i n  B aku," sa id  Raya, try i ng to shout over the stat i c .  

" I  a l ready bought a t i cket t o  M akhachka la .  I ' m leav i ng i n  an 

hour. I ' m go ing to M oscow from there .  M eet me,  if you can . "  

C ut-off tones fo l lowed . 

Raya was re l eased for good behav ior  at the end of  1 95 7 .  

The process i tse l f  took p l ace w i thout pomp and fanfare . Dur

i ng the morn ing l i neup,  the guard ca l l ed her i nto the superv i 
sor ' s  office .  A t i red woman w i th a d roop i ng face to l d  her i n  a 

heavy vo i ce :  



"H anukova, your request for cond i t i ona l  re l ease has been 

granted ."  
Raya b l i nked rap i d l y  out  of  confus ion ,  as i f  she had some

th i ng in her eye, and then asked in a voice that d i d n ' t  sound 

l i ke her own .  

"Whose? M i ne?" 
"Yours ,  yours," the superv i sor rep l i ed i n d i fferent ly. 

"Whose e l se?" 
She cont i nued to ta l k ,  but Raya wasn ' t  l i s ten i ng .  She  

cou l dn ' t  understand whether th i s  was a dream or rea l i ty. ' Your 

req uest for cond i t i ona l  re l ease . . .  ' Th i s  cou l d  on ly mean one 

th i ng :  her ordea l was over. 

A fter i nform i ng her husband,  Raya took the fi rst tra i n  

from Baku t o  M akhachka la .  S he wa l ked around he r  na

t i ve  c i ty catc h i ng odd g l ances from peop l e .  Perhaps, Raya 

made an odd impres s i on .  She beamed w i th happ i ness .  I t  sud

den ly  started to ra i n  and Raya l i fted her  head ,  sen s i ng the coo l  

drops fa l l i ng down on her. She  s tood on a sma l l s toop un
der  a bu i l d i ng ' s  awn i ng .  The ra i n  grew heav i er, turn i ng i nto 

a downpour. The awn i ng qu i ck l y  gave way to the water, 

but that on ly  made her l augh . Let i t  wash everyth i ng  away ! 

I t  seemed l i ke t h i s  wa l l of  ra i n  s l i ced away her m i serab l e  past 

from the hope-fi l l ed present .  She wanted to start l i fe anew 

so much . She cou l dn ' t  ho l d  back ,  and tears started rush i ng  

down he r  cheeks . 

I n  M akhachka la ,  Raya on ly  spent one day at the house 

on Su l e iman Sta l sky S treet .  She  d i d n ' t  want to de lay, rus h i ng 
to see her husband, and dreamt of  l eav i ng  as soon as poss i b l e .  

M i sha he l ped w i th the t i cket and  l et h e r  know who t o  ta l k  t o  i n  

order t o  get a s l eeper car. Dan i i l  l en t  her the money. 

She fe l t  orphaned at home w i thout her parents . Everyth ing  

rem i nded her  of  the  tragedy that the  fam i ly had  l i ved through . 

Bes ides ,  Raya d idn ' t  have m uch  to ta l k  about w i th  her broth

ers . Somehow, they had gradua l l y  dr i fted apart .  
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Therefore, she d i d n ' t  heed  Dan i i l 's req uests to  stay fo r  at 

l east a \\ eek ,  spent a n i ght in her c h i l dhood home,  and l e ft 

for the tra i n  stat ion  the fo l l ow ing  morn i ng .  



XI 

E rzo l 's t i re l ess nature constant ly  searched for  new ways 

to apply  h is entrepreneur ia l  ab i l i t i e s .  In Sov i et t imes ,  

such talents were supposed to be more shameful  than 

a venereal d i sease, and even mere h i nts of them had to be purged 
from one's se l f.  So many peopl e  drank themse lves i nto ob l i v i 
on  after st ifl i ng the i r  i nner bus i nessperson and not b e i ng  ab l e  

t o  find  another out l et for  the i r  now donnant strengths .  I t  wou l d  

b e  common for  one t o  make a l ot of  money but not b e  ab le  t o  ap

ply the funds to anyth ing  other than purchases at restaurants . 
Our father was not l i ke th i s .  A case regard i ng mer ino  woo l  

c l oth comes  to m i nd .  The fabr ic  was made from combed w i th

ers, and a su i t  made from i t  cou l d  be used for years w i thout  any 

v i s i b l e  wear. One of the southern supp ly  bases,  w here Erzo l 's 

fr iend was a d i rector, had a huge su rp l us of  i t , wh i c h  carr i ed  

negat ive  imp l i cat i ons  for the ent i re enterpr i se, as the i nab i l i ty 

to turn i t  around wou ld  l ead to an i nev i tab l e  supp ly  reduct ion 

and a l oss of  bonuses for the who le  co l l ec t i ve .  
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One day, Father happened to v i s i t  h i s  fr i end ,  the d i rec tor, 

who l ooked very unhappy. 

"What 's  wrong?" Father asked . 

" I ' m  i n  t roub le ,  Erzo l . "  

"The s u n  i s  s h i n i ng, women are beaut i fu l  - what more do 

you need?" 

"You go on and j oke," the d i rector gr i maced,  as if s t r icken 

by a toothache,  "but  I have fabr ic  . . .  H eaps o f  fabr i c .  M oun

ta i n s  of  fabri c .  And  no one wants i t . "  

"What k i nd  of  fabr ic?" 

"Mer ino  woo l . "  

"M er ino woo l . . .  " Erzo l rum i nated .  " I ' d  probab ly  take i t . "  

"N o you  wou l dn ' t . "  

"Why not?" 

"Because i t ' s expens i ve .  Three hundred rub i es per l ousy 

meter ! Who 's go ing  to buy that? Wou l d  you buy that?" 

"We l l  . . .  I don ' t  know,"  Father hes i tated . 

"That 's  the th i ng - no one knows," the co l l eague remarked 

in desperat i on ,  "and I can ' t  l ower the pr i ce . "  

"Why not?" 

" H ow shou l d  I know? I need a decree from the Counc i l  

of  M i n i sters, that 's why. I t 's forb i dden t o  se l l goods be low fi 

na l  cost  pr ice .  B ut what about when  i t ' s use l ess? How do I ex

p l a i n  to them that t h i s  woo l i s n ' t  of  use to anyone because i t 's 

so expens i ve? Do you understand?" 

"I understand ,"  Father nodded . "How m uch of  i t  dO you 

have?" 

"About th i rty thousand meters . "  

Erzo l wh i st l ed .  

"Wow. That 's enough to c l othe a garri son . "  

"That 's what I mean ! "  

"And here I thought you were about  t o  hang yourse l f  over 

women . "  

"As  i f. . .  L e t  them hang themse lves  over me . "  



"At  l east you haven ' t  los t  your warri or sp i r i t ! "  Father 

paused to th i nk for a second . " I  have a so l u t i on . "  

"S ure ly  you  must  be  j ok i ng ! "  t he  d i rector rep l ied i n  d i s -

be l i e f. 
"You can ' t l ower the pr ice of  the fabr ic?" 

"N o ."  
"Can  you  use  i t  to make c l o th i ng  - su i ts for i n stance?" 

"Sure ! "  
"We l l  - there 's your so l ut i on ! G i ve a l l  o f  the fabr ic t o  me .  

We ' l l  make i t  i n to men 's s u i ts .  They ' l l  be wonderfu l  - l i ke 

a shot of  co ld  vodka i n  the morn i ng .  We ' l l  put them up for sa le  

a t  exac t ly  ha l f pr ice - w i thout  any counc i l .  I assure you -

the s u i ts w i l l  Ay  off the she l ves l i ke b u l l e t s . "  Erzo l stayed s i 

l en t  about t h e  fact that t h e  s k i l l fu l  ta i l o rs a t  h i s  cooperat i ve 

wou ld  be ab l e  to make more su i t s  than documented out  o f  that 

much fabri c ,  profits from wh i ch  wou l d  be d i v i ded amongst  

themse l ves .  

"You th ink that 's  poss i b l e?" The d i rector asked,  cu r i ous ly. 

" I  don ' t  t h i nk  - I ' m sure of  i t .  Come on - wr i te an order :  
"Transfer fabric to be made i n to s u i ts to the Kar l  M arx Opera

t i ve . "  

"Not  operat i ve - cooperat i ve," h i s  co l l eague corrected 

h i m .  
"Same dam n t h i ng," Father waved off i n  annoyance .  A t  

t h e  t ime, h e ,  hav i ng on ly  fi n i shed e i gh t  grades ' worth o f  n i ght  
schoo l ,  d i d n ' t  pay m uch  thought to wri t i ng proper ly, as long 

as he cou l d  conduct  good bus i ness . 

That 's  how the dea l  o f  a century was made .  The next  day, 

the Karl  Marx Cooperat i v e  rece ived severa l  truck l oads of ex

treme ly  expens i ve woo len  fabr i c .  

The  ta i l ors went to work . They sewed for five  or s i x  days, 
and in a week a hundred men ' s  su i t s  ta i l ored to match fore ign 

fash i on adorned the store front  of  the  K i s lovodsk C i ty Depart

ment  S tore . The pr ices were astronom ica l . Savvy c ustomers 
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wou ld  t ry them on and  return them , c l i c k i ng the i r  tongues 

and scratc h i ng the i r  foreheads i n  regre t .  A fter severa l days , 

the pr ice was s l ashed i n  ha l f. News  o f  t h i s  spread across  

the c i ty l i ke w i l dfi re .  Once peop l e  saw the new pr ice  at wh i ch  

mer i no  s u i ts were so ld ,  they wen t  crazy for t h em and  l i ned 

up at the reg i sters wa i t i ng  i m pat i en t ly  for the cash i e r to r i ng  

them up .  

The s u i ts were so l d  o ff i nstan t l y. The p l an t 's workers 
got bonuses ,  the i r  d i rector - a commendat ion ,  Erzo l and h i s  

fr iends - a so l i d  profi t .  

A nd so ,  l i fe was  h i tt i ng s t r i de  a t  the K i s l ovodsk coopera

t i ve, a l ongs ide  to our  househo ld  estab l i s h i ng i tse l f. 

What was happen i ng to our  true mother, however, was 

a fact that rema i ned fore ign  to u s .  



XII 

T urunge stood a l ongs ide  everyone i n  the yard, awai t i ng 

orders to go to work, when she was sudden ly  pu l led 

out  of  the ranks  and ordered to go to the adm in i strat i ve 
bu i l d i ng .  

"Babaeva?" The  capta i n ,  who was  i n  charge of  educat ion  

a t  the cam p, l ooked a t  the conv i c t  w i th eyes tha t  expressed 

annoyance at everyone and everyth i ng .  "A l r ight ! "  She started 

rum maging through a p i l e  of paper on her desk .  "Where d i d  
I pu t  i t?  Oh,  there i t  i s . "  

The  capta i n  p i cked up a fo lder, pu l l ed ou t  a th in  sheet 
of paper and brought i t  c l ose to her eyes . 

"The request for i nmate Tat i ana Hezgievna Babaeva's  

cond i t i ona l  ear ly re l ease was cons i dered and confirmed by 
the court ' s dec i s i on . "  

Turunge stopped l i sten i ng - she  thought that she  had d i ed .  
She had known that be i ng re leased was  a poss i b i l i ty s i nce 

a month ago,  when the date for her request to be reexam-
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i ned had been  schedu l ed .  She  was happy a t  fi rst ,  but  then  got 

scared and forbade herse l f  to even t h i nk  about i t .  Why wou ld  

t he  court s how he r  any  k i nd of  sym pathy? No ,  i t  was  better 

to not hope. And here she was,  fe l l i ng she l l -shocked . What i f  

the capta i n  was p lay i ng a j oke o n  her? Such  an ima l s  ex i sted -

Turunge had heard stor i e s .  

"What 's  wrong? A ren ' t  you  happy?" she sudden ly heard 

the capta i n  say. "Babaeva, I ' m ta l k i ng to you . "  Turunge grew 

pa l e .  " I ' m  not l y i ng to you ,  Babaeva, don ' t  worry. " The cap

ta i n 's vo ice  grew wam1er. " H ere 's the court 's dec i s i o n .  You ' l l  
be re l eased i n  a week .  And  now, go back to work . I ' m not go

i ng to break protoco l  for your sake ."  

Turunge returned to work l i ke a s l eepwal ker. She  was 

sudden ly  struck by fear of the future .  How w i l l  her ch i l d ren 

rece i ver her? Wi l l  they remem ber her? H ave they been sepa

rated? 



XIII 

S l ava and I were runn i ng around the p l ayground l ocat

ed in K i so lovodsk 's  Resort Park by the N arzan Spri ng, 

p lay i ng footbal l  w i th the other guys for ten kopecks . 

We were c h i l dren of the streets i n  the gent l est defi n i t i on 

of that term . We d i dn ' t  s i t  over books at home l ike  the exhaust

ed nerds .  Entertai n i ng d i stract ions l i ke computers and te l ev i 

s i o n  d i d n ' t  ex i st ,  s o  the boys wou l d  spend m uch  o f  the i r  free 

t ime outs ide .  Say i ng that we l oved footba l l was l i ke say ing  

noth ing a t  a l l .  Near ly a l l boys were capt ivated by the game, 

wh ich  ra i sed severa l generat ions of Sov iet c h i l dren .  We were 

know ledgeab l e  not on ly  about the teams i n  the fi rst  d i v i s ion ,  
but a l so about those i n  the  second and th i rd .  Lev Yash i n  was  

de ified .  Adm it t ing that you don ' t  l i ke footbal l meant los ing 

c lout among friends  or even los ing  one 's  stand ing as  a guy. 

On ly  g i r l s  were a l l owed to not l i ke footba l l .  
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Even \\ ' i t h  tha t  backdrop,  our l ove for the game bordered 

on obsess i on .  At the mere h i n t of a free m i nu te, w e  wou ld  i n 

stan t l y  run to Havo .  

' ·M ama,  \.\ e ' re go i ng outs i de,  to p l ay footba l l . " 

"What about your homework?" 

"We did i t ! "  

A nd . . .  we 'd  b e  gone w i thout a trace .  

We wou ld gather the team and run to e i ther the Resort 

Park or the nearby p layground . Com pared to other courtyard 

teams, the Babaev team fe l t  espec i a l l y  pr i v i l eged . We had 

a great advantage over the others : a rea l footba l l .  Th i s  wasn ' t  

some homemade contrapt i on ,  wh i ch  wou ld  fly  no further than 

some fi ve meters when you k i cked i t .  I t  was a rea l ,  l eather ba l l ,  

s t i tched \\' i th s turdy tw i ne - one  that cou l d  fly  t o  t h e  other end 

of the c i ty if  you k i cked i t  accurate l y. 

The ba l l was g i ven to us  by Erzo l ' s younger brother A l i k .  

H e  appeared a t  Erzo l  ' s  home around 1 95 9, not a l one,  b u t  w i th 

a young w i fe .  H avo had to endure a tragedy : A l i k 's w i fe was 

a Russ i an .  
O u r  unc l e 's spouse was named Nad i a .  S h e  was from 

M akhachka la, and the l overs had met dur ing  entrance ex

ams in M oscow, when they got to ta l k  and determ i ned that 

they ' re from the same c i ty. The g i r l had fai l ed the test ,  re

turned to M akhachka la  and enro l l ed in the l oca l  pedagog ica l  

i ns t i tu te to s tudy German . She  kep t  i n  touch  w i th A l i k .  H e  was 

handsome, an ath l ete and a very ta l ented footba.1. 1 p l ayer. 

H e  cou ld  tum hope l ess s i tuat i ons i n to goa l s ,  even i f  he had 
to  score them from a comer of  the fie l d  at unbe l i evab l e  traj ec

tor ies a lmost para l l e l  to the goa l .  I t  was a l l m i racu l ous - as i f  

A l i k  had the ab i l i ty t o  bew i tch the ba l l and steer i t  i n  the r ight  

d i rect i on .  Th i s  i m press i ve  ath l e t i c  ab i l i ty had the author i t i es a t  

the i ns t i tute turn i ng a b l i nd  eye at  the student ' s  l ess than ste l 

l ar academ i c  record . The  success of  t he  footba l l team seemed 

more im portan t .  



Th i s  sport i ng ta lent  carr ied w i th i t  an unrestra i ned com
pet i t i veness ,  wh i ch fue l ed the darker s ide  of  H avo and Naha

mye's  son 's nature, wh i ch  on ly  concerned i t se l f  w i th the pur
su i t  of  p l easures . That qua l i ty, however, d idn ' t  beg i n  to express 

i tse l f  fu l l y unt i l l ater. 

M utua l  attrac t i on was strong between the youths and A l i k 

d i dn ' t  res i s t  pass ion 's pu l l .  When i t  was d i scovered that Nad i a  

was pregnant, h e  married her. H avo cou ldn ' t  come t o  term s 

w i th the  fact that her son was determ ined to t i e  h i s  dest i ny 

to a g i r l  who wasn ' t  J ew i sh .  The mother tr ied to forb i d  her 

son from court i ng a Russ i an and tr ied to ta l k  h i m  out  of  i t ,  but 

i t  was a l l i n  va i n .  The wedd i ng took p l ace .  In response,  A l i k 

and h i s  br ide were not accepted at the parents ' home .  

Th i s  d i d n ' t  seem to bother our  unc l e  too much .  N ad i a  

carr i ed the pregnancy t o  t h e  expected term and gave b i rth  

to a g i r l ,  whom they  named Sveta . They  spen t  a few years 

in M oscow, where A l i k attempted to  s tudy, t rans ferr i ng  from 
one un ivers i ty to the next but not fi n i s h i ng any of them . A t  

the  end of  the day, the  constant mov i ng from one renta l  apart

ment  to the next w i th a sma l l c h i l d  l ed to our  unc l e  return i ng 

to the parenta l  nest  - Erzo l 's home .  I t  l ooked l i ke  a wayward 

son 's  return . No one knows exac t l y  what it took for H avo  

to come  to term s w i t h  a Russ i an daughter- i n - l aw. E rzo l got 

h i s  brother a j ob under h i m  and A l i k began pay i ng footba l l 

for K i s l ovodsk ' s  ' Trudov i e  Rezervy '  - ' Worker Reserves ' .  

Everyth ing  seemed to be go i ng we l l ,  bu t  i t  became c l ear that 

A l i k  preferred part i es ,  gamb l i ng and dr i nk ing  to a l l  other pas

t imes .  

We, the c h i l dren ,  d i dn ' t  know any of  t h i s  and were s imp l y  

proud of h i m .  The  fact that we l i ved w i t h  a rea l  footba l l  p l ayer 

e l evated us  to great he ights i n  the eyes of  our friends . In add i 

t ion to t he  bal l ,  A l i k had  brought us  decomm i ss ioned footba l l 

equ i pment ,  wh i ch  wasn ' t  su i ted for a serious  game, but  was 

more than the boys cou l d  poss i b l y  d ream of. 

Erzol 
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We 'd  grab our treasures - the ba l l  and torn up c l eats 

- and run l i ke the w i nd to the footba l l fie l d ,  an t i c i pat i ng  

a batt l e  to r iva l  t he  European Champ ionsh i p  or even  the Wor ld  

Cup .  

M ost freq uent ly, the boys  wou ld  chase the ba l l  

around t i l l  exhaust ion  at the Resort Park, under the watch

ful eye of  the p l aster p i oneer statues ,  s i l en t ly  b l ow i ng 

in to  the i r  horns and beat i ng  the i r  drums .  The scu l ptures saw 
the i r  fa i r  share of  the frenz i ed l i tt l e  p l ayers ' torn up  knees 

and the ba l l ,  fl y i ng from net to net to the screams of  ' goa l ! '  

at the top of  c h i l d ren 's  l u ngs .  The w i nner took a l l !  The two 

or three rub i es won by these means wou l d  be spent r ight 

away : on i ce  cream and l emonade, wh i c h  wou l d  a l l  be eaten ,  

drunk and d i v i ded among the crowd .  A nd then  the re-match 

wou ld  happen .  

The  peri meter of  t he  footba l l fi e l d  was  l i ned by  out l and

ish trees w i th wedge- l i ke l eaves, the name of  wh i ch  was on ly  

known  by  t he  botany teacher. When  they were i n  b l oom,  

the  boys found themse l ves i n  an i ntox icat i ng c loud of  aroma, 

wh i ch  wh i spered of  th i ngs that  hadn ' t  happened yet  - of  dates 

w i th g i r l s  s t i l l  to come .  The ch i l dren 's hearts  wou ld  beat faster, 

unaware of  what was caus i ng them to do so .  Bu t  then ,  the w i nd  

wou l d  b low away these premon i t i ons ,  and  footba l l  wou ld  re

turn to the forefront  of our  thoughts and fee l i ngs . 

The k i ds had another form of  enterta i nment : tab l e  tenn i s .  

I c ou l d  p l ay for  hours - one  on ly  needed t o  fi nd a tab l e ,  some 

cha lk  to s p l i t  i t  up i nto your ha l f and the opponent ' s ,  and get 

padd les  and a ba l l .  The asp i r i ng champ ions  wou ld  run around 

l i ke mad ,  to and fro,  r ight  and l e ft ,  to send the cher i shed wh i te 

ba l l  to the opponent ' s  s i de .  P i ng pong, p i ng  pong . . .  

When we were s i ck of  that and the other, we ' d  run around 

the seem i ng ly  end l ess Resort Park . We 'd  t i re ourse l ves out  

and co l l apse on the grass ,  l i ke pupp ies  after run n i ng around 

and watch the vacat i oners,  who wandered a long the park 's  



paths i n  the i r  l e i s u rewear, accompan i ed by the i r  dogs and the i r  
be l oved other ha lves .  

Th i s  i s  how we remember our  fi rs t  spr ings  i n  K i s l ovodsk .  

Erzo! 



70 

XIV 

B etween ta i l or ing and com ing u p  w i th new p l ans 

and bus i ness i deas, Erzo l ' s  work took up  the ent i re

ty of h i s  t ime .  One cou l d  eas i l y  th i nk  that some sort 

of  comp l ex a lchem ica l  process was constant ly  tak i ng p l ace 

w i th i n  h i m  - a bubb l i ng  m ixture of  h i s  dr ive ,  penchant for ad

venture, comp l acency, and a border l i ne  man i c  need to p l eas

ant ly  surpr i se h i s  l oved ones . Cons ider ing a l l th i s ,  E rzo l came 

off as very calm in pub l i c .  He was often the subj ect of  con

versat ion among h i s  friends ,  who wou l d  often -argue about 

and j udge h i s  act i ons ,  often unab l e  to grasp the mot ive  d ri v i ng 

h i m .  Neverthe l ess ,  most who knew h i m  saw h i m  as a m i sch i e

vous j oker, who a lways l oved to make q u i ps and p l ay t r icks .  

Bes ides,  most knew better than to start a fight :  E rzo l was mas

s i ve  enough to knock an opponent down w i th a s i ng l e  b l ow i f  

tested .  

The percept ion of  Erzo l  as a p l ac i d  man ,  however, was  

erroneous .  I ns i de,  he was  l i ke a bo i l i ng  pot  when faced w i th 



a goa l . An  examp l e  comes to m i nd :  a t ime  when Erzo l watched 

the ca l endar w i th impat i ent  ant i c i pat ion .  I t  happened that 

the c i ty government  prom i sed to bu i l d  a natural gas network 

the fol low ing  year, though the C i ty Counc i l  said r ight away 

that there wou l dn ' t  be enough p i pes  to cover a l l ne ighbor

hoods .  I t  was obv ious  that the ne ighborhood where the cha i r

man and the fi rst secretary l i ved wou ld  be pr ior i t i zed . Never

the less ,  Erzo l had no doubt that he wou ld  be ab l e  to connect 

h is  own home as we l l ,  and d id everyth ing  he cou l d  to estab l i sh  
the  necessary connec t ions  w i th the powers tha t  be i n  order 
to fac i l i tate p i pe l i ne construct ion on Katyh in  S treet, 

A m i ds t  loved ones ,  Erzo l changed . He wasn ' t  afra id  

to  show exhaust ion  and cou l d  be  abrupt a t  t imes .  A l so, a t  t imes 

i t  seemed l i ke a b i tterness overtook h im ,  b l ock ing h i s  good-na

turedness .  I f  someone to ld  Father someth i ng he a l ready knew, 

but not i n  a manner he expected to hear i t ,  he wou ld  conv i nce 

h imse l f  that he was un l oved and h i s  op i n ions weren ' t  be ing 

respected . The reason for th i s  may have been h is  own mother, 

who a lways str ived for a l l  prob lems to be so l ved exac t ly  i n  the 

manner she wanted . 

Perhaps t h i s  i s  why our father was so i n s i s tent on Turunge, 

the mother of  h i s  c h i l dren, be i ng comp l iant  w i thout  ques t ion 

and contrad i c t i ons .  Regretfu l ly, Turunge 's  strong character 

did not de l i ver th i s ,  and the susp i c i on  that she may, in fact, be 

stronger than him wou ld  enrage h i m .  Erzo l 's des i re to prove 
that he was in charge got so far that Turunge ended up beh i nd  

bars . D id  h i s  consc i ence torment  h i m  ove r  th i s?  H ard ly. I n  h i s  

m i nd, t he  move  pu t  an end  to  h i s  l i fe a s  a fam i ly man .  

Erzol 
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xv 

Hav i n g  estab l i shed h i m se l f  in K i s l ovodsk,  Erzo l ad m i t
ted that he l acked a confi dante . I f  o n l y  I say Adamov 
m oved there ! Together, they cou l d  come u p  wi th  var i 

ous  p l ans  o f  act ion  and d i sc uss i ssues that outs i ders cou l d n ' t  
b e  m ade pr ivy to . L i ke E rzo l ,  I say was i n  con stant searc h o f  a 
new enterpr ise  to w h i c h  he cou l d  app l y  h i s  s k i l l  and,  hopefu l 
l y, h i t  the j ackpot .  F rom a n  observ e r ' s  standpo i nt,  he  appeared 
to j um p  from one extre m e  to another, when,  in actua l i ty, !say 
w as po i n ted l y  m ov i ng toward h i s  goa l : to m ake as m uc h  mon
ey as poss i b l e .  A n d  i t  was n ' t  the sum i tse l f  - i m portant as i t  
w as - that drove h i m ,  but the exc i tement  o f  the c h ase i n  get
t i ng to i t .  Th i s  was the k i n d o f  fri end that our father l acked 
for h i s  p l an to take over  K i s l ovodsk once and for a l l .  

One day, E rzol  was wa l k i ng around the c i ty, ponderi ng  
someth i n g .  S udden l y, he heard a fam i l i ar v o i c e  beh i nd h i m  
and cou ldn ' t  be l i ev e  h i s  ears - i t  was l say ' s .  E rzol  t u rned 
around to find a m i d d l e-aged stranger beh i nd h i m .  Th i s  



co u l d n ' t  have been a mere co i n c i dence .  When he was a l one 
that  even i ng,  E rzo l m ade a dec i s i o n .  H e  p u l l ed h is  address 
book out of the drawer and d i a led .  He heard a tone at fi rst,  
then a fam i l i ar v o i c e .  

" A damov o n  the  l i ne . "  
" H e l l o ,  ! say. I t ' s  me,  E rzo l . "  
" I ' m  so happy to h e a r  your  v o i c e ! "  ! say sho uted through 

the rece i ver. " You are n ' t  back in  M akhachkala ,  are you?" 
" A s  i f  A c t u a l l y, I was ca l l i ng to see i f  I c o u l d  p u l l you out  

of there as we l l . " 
"W hy?" 
"Come here and I ' l l  te l l  y o u . "  
The conversat i o n  ended there .  
"So you spoke to ! say?" H avo asked that very even i ng .  
" M am a  - I want t o  arrange for L i za a n d  I s ay t o  m ove here .  

Wou l d n ' t  that b e  great? We have roo m  a t  t h e  house .  They 
cou l d  stay here w h i l e  they get sett l e d . "  

H avo n odded i n  agreement .  The thought o f  h e r  daughter 
be i ng nearby warmed her heart .  B abaevs shou l d n ' t  I ive apart .  
T h e  mother looked a t  h e r  s o n  w i th grat i tude .  H e  w a s  ready 
to take on yet another b u rden - that 's  how i m portant fam i l y 
was for Erzo l .  H e  w as ready to do anyth i ng for the sake o f  h i s  
brothers,  h i s  s i sters and h i s  parents - H avo and N ahamye.  

"That  wou l d  be good,"  H avo rep l i ed q u ie t ly  and started 
m i x i ng dou g h .  " I f  they ' re com i n g, I ' II m ake i ngarpo l .  

"That 's  w hat I ' m say i n g !  Let them v i s i t , look aro u n d ,  
and then we ' l l  see . "  

Severa l  d a y s  l ater Erzo l w e n t  to t h e  tra i n  stat i o n  t o  m eet 
h i s  s i ster and her husband .  He wandered up and down the p l at
form look i ng fo r them u nt i l  he  caught s i ght  o f  the short ,  b r i s k  
fi g u re that cou ld  o n l y  b e l o n g  t o  I say. H e  stepped o ff the tra i n  
l i ke a c i rcus  i l l us i o n i s t .  H e  had a br ie fcase i n  h i s  hand and a 
p i l o t ' s  cap - the req u i s i t e  e l ement  o f  Caucasus c h i c  - atop 
h i s  head . He ga l l ant ly  h e l ped an e l egant dam e in b l ac k  d ress  
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and hat o ff the t ra i n .  I t  took E rzo l a m o m e n t  to recogn i ze h i s  
s i s ter. 

" L i za ! ' ' he  sho uted across  the w h o l e  p l at fo rm and ran to-
ward her. 

" E rzo l  ! "  
"You l ook beaut i fu l ! "  
l say stood next  to her. 
" W hat are you sm i l i ng at, you handsome dev i l ?" E rzo l 

re l eased L i za from h i s  em brace and m oved o n  to l say. "You 
m ade i t ! "  

The m e n  l aughed loud l y. 
F i ve m i n utes l ater they stro l l ed t h rough the tra i n  stat i o n  

sq uare, L i za m i n c i ng da i n t i l y  beh i n d  them , l i ke a m o u s e .  S ud
den l y, l say stopped . 

" W h at happened?" E rz o l  l ooked at h i m  c u r i o u s l y. 
l say sq u i nted s l y l y, then took a deep breat h .  
" I  sm e l l  m o ney ! "  he announced,  h i s  eyes spark l i ng .  
E rzo l j ok i n g l y  shoved h i m  i n  t h e  s i d e .  
" Wai t  u p .  N ot so fast . "  
Three cars stood parked on t h e  s q u are . Erzo l proud l y  

p o i nted a t  one  o f  them . 
"Get i t ! "  
" Yo u rs o r  a serv i ce  car?" I say asked,  rai s i n g  h i s  eyebrows .  
" S e rv i ce car. "  
" M ust  be a good j ob ! "  
" H ow ' s  M am a?" L i za i n q u i red happ i l y once they were i n -

s i d e .  
"Gett i ng ready. S h e  cooked u p  a feast ."  
"I  can i m ag i ne,"  l say gru m b l e d .  
" S h e ' s  been run n i ng between t h e  k i tchen a n d  t h e  d i n i ng 

room a l l day. " 
Ten m i n u tes l ater, they were on K aty h i n  S treet .  N ahamye 

was a l ready stand i n g  on the porc h .  L i za stopped at the gate, 
a l u m p  c raw l i ng up her throat .  Ti m e  h ad taken i ts tol l .  H er 



father  was no l o nger the powerfu l man she  w as acc ustomed 
to, h is  once-stra i ght  back now h u n c h e d .  H i s  warm sm i le ,  how
ever, l i t u p  h is  face as a l ways.  

" Papa ."  L i za gen t l y  touched N ahamye 's  face .  
"Daughter. "  N ahamye sm i l e d .  The  B abaev c l an w a s  i n v i n

c i b l e .  H i s c h i l d ren were so tender and k i nd .  H i s  heart started 
pound i n g  and a cough i n g  fit  overpowered h i m .  

" Papa, are you a l r ight?  A re you s i c k?" L i za asked,  fri ght
ened . 

" Leave i t  a l one,  darl i ng .  I ' m not  a l l owed to be s i c k  w i th 
your brother around,  or  h e ' l l  get the w h o l e  hos p i ta l  here . "  

Nahamye wasn ' t  exaggerat i ng. Erzo l tended t o  h i s  parents 
more than he did to his own c h i l dren . Our grand father was we l l  
aware o f  h i s  son 's outstanding abi l i t ies .  What h e  d idn ' t  know, 
however, was how h igh Erzo l wou ld get . Our grand father was 
only upset by one fact : the way Erzo l regarded women . L i ke a sh
lemazl ,  or a recent graduate, his son had convi nced h i mse l f  that 
he hadn 't  found h i s  true, spec ia l  love, and constantly searched 
for h i s  ideal woman . Nahamye knew that a man who thought 
th is  way wou ld never have an ideal marriage, a l ways looking at 
women skeptical ly and try i ng to fi nd someone better. B ut th i s  was 
not the time to rum i nate on th i s  i ssue. There was j oy at the Babaev 
house : h i s  bel oved daughter and her h usband had come for a v is i t .  

Nahamye embraced h is  daughter  aga i n .  
"W hat d o  you th i n k - d i d  I age terr i b ly?" he asked, sm i l i n g .  
"Of course n o t ,  Papa ! Whoever sa id  such  a th i ng?" L i za 

rep l i ed bas h fu l ly, don n i ng her usua l  d i sarm i ng s m i l e .  
" You ' re t o o  k i nd,"  s a i d  N ahamye,  patt i ng h e r  on her  

shou l der. 
" I ' m  k i nd too ! "  l say i nterru pted . 
"And that ' s  exce l lent .  Let 's  go eat," N ahamye sa id ,  fl a i l 

i n g  h i s  hands .  " H avo ! C o m e  greet o u r  guests ! "  
The fr i end l y  crowd barged through the door and i nto 

H avo 's  arm s .  
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"My G od ! Yo u ' re so s k i nny ! I s  ! say starv i n g  you?" 
the m other  sa i d ,  m arv e l i n g  at  her  youngest daughter. 

L i za v.· as a m i n i ature copy o f  H av o .  H om e ,  fam i ly, stab i l 
i ty, prosper i ty and the fear  o f  l o s i n g  i t  a l l  w ere a l l  tenets that 
shaped both her  and her  mother 's  wor l d v i e w  and c h aracter. 

! say gave H av o  a cerem o n i a l  k i s s  on  the cheek,  as L i za 
t ugged o n  h i s  s l eeve d ram at i c a l ly .  

" Yo u  h eard M am a ' s  q ues t ion  - why are you starv i ng me? 
E x p l a i n  yourse l f! "  

! say l aughed . 
" Yo u  better answer ! "  E rzo l c h i m ed i n  i n  s u pport .  
T h e  brother a n d  s i ster  started l augh i ng,  a n d  soon enough 

the rest  o f  the fam i l y had n o  choice but  to shed the l ast  rem 
nants o f  ser iousness .  Soon t h e  w h o l e  h o m e  rang w i th laughter, 
as i f  to te l l  the wor ld  how the  B abaevs s h o u l d  l i ve ,  demon
strat i n g  the strength and m i ght  o f  t h e i r  k in  through th i s  d i s p l ay 
o f  pure ,  s i m p l e  happ i ness . 

A fter the l aughter and em braces s u b s i ded and the guests 
had c hanged out  of  the i r  trave l  c l othes ,  the  w h o l e  fam i l y sat  
down at the a l ready set tab l e .  E rzo l poured vodka for e very
o n e .  E rzol  l oved,  knew and u nderstood vodka,  we l l  aware 
of how h i s  body reacted to i t , and w o u l d  s t i l l  be a b l e  to rev e l  
and j oke w h e n  h i s  com pan i o n s  l ay fl at on  the floor. 

" We l l  - fi v e  gram s per tooth , and . . .  " H e  went  on w i th h i s  
toast,  w h i c h  w as l ong and i nterest i ng,  a s  u s u a l ,  weav i n g  words 
i nto s i m p l e  but  engag i n g  stori e s .  A fter h eari ng out  the  long 
and grate fu l  toast  to the C reator, eve ryone d rank .  

" S o  - te l l  m e  m ore about  how you ' re wast i n g  away 
i n  M akhachkal a," Erzo l asked ! say, l augh i ng .  

" I ' m  n o t  exac t l y  wast i n g  away," ! say remarked thought
fu l l y, chew i ng on some kurze . 

"Oh , stop i t .  Trust me - I know. You can ' t  do anyth ing substan
t ial  there .  The poss ib i l i t ies are too l i m ited . Sure ly you know th is ."  

E rzol  pou red another rou n d .  



" I t ' s not that s i m p l e,"  l say rep l i e d .  " A s  long  as there are 
com petent peo p l e ,  b u s i ness gets done ."  

"J ust  not  i n  M akhac h k a l a,"  E rzo l retorted . " We ' re a l ways 
away from the sweet spot there .  D i n ner 's  a l w ay s  on  the tab l e ,  
o f  course, but not a shot i n  he l l  a t  dessert . "  

" You ' re exaggerat i ng," l say C o u ntere d .  " B u t  you ' re cer-
tai n l y  d o i n g  wel l here,  that ' s  for s u re .  To your  home ! "  

A n d  they dran k aga i n .  
"A gree w i th m e  - i t ' s better here . "  E rzo l cont i n ued . 
" H ow i s  i t  better?" I say asked i n  gen u i ne cur ios i ty. 
"I ' 1 1  show you tomorrow. " 
They cont i n ued to c h at,  argue,  l aughed,  but  the long  j ou r

ney and the j oys o f  re u n i o n  had done t h e i r  work.  H avo was 
the fi rst to not i c e  that L i za was t i red . l say fo l l owed s u i t, grow
i n g  q u i eter. Only Erzo l cont i nued to ta lk  w i thout  res p i te ,  h i s  
rum b l i n g  l aughter r i n g i ng through t h e  a i r. 

The fo l l ow i ng day, Erzo l  and l say went fo r  a w a l k  through 
the c i ty. F ather was show i ng h is  fr iend ' h i s  k i ngdom ' .  

"N ahamye wou l d  agree w i th  me,"  he  s a i d  as they ap
proac hed the Karl  M arx Cooperat i v e .  " K i s l ovodsk is  a g o l d 
m i ne .  Yo u k n o w  why?" Erzo l stopped and w i d e l y  gestured 
at the c i ty 's panoram a .  "These are a l l  resorts . You know w h o  
c o m e s  here? O n l y  b i gw i gs . "  

"That 's a l l ta lk  a t  th i s  po i n t . "  
"A l l  ta l k ?" Erzo l w a s  w i nd i ng u p .  " L i sten to m e .  T here 

are so many peo p l e  here come tour ist  seaso n ! A n d  a l l of them 
have m oney ! "  

" Look - w e  are n ' t  cri m i na l s . "  
" I ' m  n o t  tal k i ng about robb i ng them ," E rzo l l aughed . 

"They ' re g i v i ng i t  away w i l l i ng l y. A n d  the a i r ! "  H e  nudged 
h i s  friend 's shou l der. "Can you fee l  the a i r?" 

They entered the cooperat i v e  b u i l d i ng .  
" Let m e  i ntroduce you," Erzo l s a i d  a s  they entered an of

fice .  " M y  friend Comrade Kosyrev, d i rector of  the cooperat ive ."  
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K osyrev sat in t h e  o ff i c e  w i t h  t h ree or fo u r  o t h e r  e x e c u 

t i ves ,  over  a l i v e l y  d i s c u s s i o n .  To l say 's s u rp r i se ,  o n c e  K o

syrev saw E rzo l , he  q u i c k l y  w ra p ped u p  t h e  m eet i n g .  

"A l r i g h t ! L e t ' s  fi n i s h t h i s  l a ter. R i g h t  n o w, i t ' s t i m e  for  a 

' key m om e nt ' ,  so to spea k . "  
T h e  myster i o u s  p h ra s e  - ' k ey m o m en t '  - s e e m e d  t o  i m 

press K o sy rev 's  subord i nates ,  w h o i n s t a n t l y  vaca ted  t h e  d i re c 

tor 's  o ffi c e .  
" I van A l eksandro v i c h , "  E rzo l s a i d  to t h e  d i rec t o r, " m eet  

I say. " 
Kosyrev rep l i ed w i th a f i rm h a n d s h a k e .  
" H e 's a c l ose fr iend ,"  E rzo l c o n t i n u e d ,  "and a v a l u a b l e  as 

set w i t h  a knack for i nd u s t ry." 
" M asha," Kosyrev c a l l ed out to h i s  secretary, who sat  

in the n e i g hbor i ng o ffi c e .  " B r i n g  somet h i n g fo r t h e  tab l e . "  
"No-no,  don ' t  w orry about i t ! "  E rzo l pro tested . " We ' re 

i n  a rush - so m any th i ngs  to d o . "  
The d i rector d i d n ' t  i n s i s t .  l say s i m p l y  l ooked o n  i n  won

der. 
A fter ta l k i n g  to Kosyrev, they went  o u t s i de ,  where most  

passers-by o ffered reverent  greet i ngs : 
"Our  respect to A l eksey N a u m ov i c h ! "  they wou l d  te l l E r

zo l .  
l say wou l d  o n l y  gru n t  as h i s  fr iend to l d  h i m  t h e i r  t i 

t l e s .  H e  rea l i zed that E rzo l i s  no l o n ge r  t h e  !Jlan he k new 
i n  M akhac h k a l a .  H i s network was i m pres s i v e  even to a man 
as c o n n ected as l say. 

" F r iendsh i p  is a huge asset ," sa id  E rzo l ,  e x p l a i n i n g  h i s  tac
t i c s .  

L i sten i n g  t o  h i s  fr i e n d ,  l say understood that Erzo l 's 
m e n t i o n  o f  a "go l d m i ne" was not that farfetc hed .  Th i s  was 
not  M akhachka l a  - everyt h i n g  in K i s l ovodsk was d i fferent .  

"S tay here .  Take my ad v i ce and stay," Erzo l sa id  i n  con
c l u s i o n .  



I n deed - ! say had m uc h  to th i n k  abo u t .  H e  was a l ways 

i n t erested in  w o rk that  a l l ow ed room for pr i vate i n i t i a t i ve u n 

h i n d ered b y  reg u l a t i o n s  a n d  i n s t ruct i o n .  K i s l ovods k see m ed 

to  prom i se j u s t  t h a t .  

T h ree d a y s  l a t e r, ! say and L i za were on t h e i r  w a y  h o m e .  

O n c e  a l ready o n  t h e  p l at fo rm ,  E rzo l d rew ! say c l oser  by h i  

s h o u l de r  a n d  t o l d  h i m  q u i et l y :  

" T h e re 's  not h i n g t h ere for yo u .  T h a t ' s  a fac t .  A n d  t h i n k  

a b o u t  L i za .  Yo u need a n  he i r, a n d  w i t h  m y  pare n t  here ,  every 

t h i n g w o u l d  be  eas i e r. "  

They h u gged t i g h t l y, and l say j u m ped o n to t h e  sta i r  l ead

i n g to the car. T h e  t ra i n s tarted m o v i n g .  
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XVI 

0 n the d ay of her re l ease, Turunge was woken up at 
the crack of dawn and taken to the quarant ine  room . 
They dug u p  the b l ack,  burnt and tattered bund le  that 

he ld  her persona l  be long ings .  S h e  was ordered to change.  She  
w as then  taken to  a room where the correct ional  s u perv i sor ex
p l a i ned to B abaeva that paro l e  was not a l l  sunsh i n e  and ra in
bows.  I t  w as ,  a t  best, w al k i ng the edge, as  m any d idn ' t  pass 
the test of freedom . The superv i sor gave Turunge a po i nted look.  

"You u nderstand ,  r igh t?" 
S h e  needed to check in w i th a paro l e  o ffi cer once a week,  

u n t i l the  end o f  her  sentence - two and a h a l f years . She a lso 
needed to get a j ob - that was a req u i rement .  Otherw i se ,  she 
wou l d  get another sentence fo r  paras i t i s m . 

Turunge nodded com p l i an t l y, demonstrat i n g  that she  took 
note of w h at w as be i n g  s a i d .  

A n d  here s h e  w a s ,  stan d i n g  a t  the checkpo i nt ,  freedom at 
arm 's reac h .  I t  was d r i zz l i ng outs i de ,  and a t h i c k  fog s h roud-



ed the  o u t l i n es o f  the  s u rro u n d i n g s .  I t  seemed l i ke the e n t i re 
earth was s tuck i n  th i s  d u l l ,  om i no u s  m i st .  The tru c k  that was 
s u p posed to take her  to the c i ty broke, and she was forced 
to w a l k  to the road on foot. B ut Tu runge had reac hed i t  before 
s h e  even n o t i c ed .  S h e  soared,  as i f  she  had w i ngs,  rus h i n g  
h o m e  to h e r  c h i l d ren . Trucks  trav e l ed back a n d  fo rth  a l o n g  
the  road , rare ly  i n terspaced w i th c ars fi l l ed w i th  overdressed 
passengers . 

M ak h ac h k a l a  was somew here nearby - she knew that .  
The ra i n  had stopped,  but  the fog had gotten th i c ker. S h e  
cou l d n ' t  s e e  anyt h i n g  beyond a few meters . Turu nge p u t  o u t  
h e r  hand,  try i n g  t o  fl ag d o w n  a dr i ver that w o u l d  take h e r  
t o  the c i ty. S udden l y, h e r  eyes were struck by head l i ghts ' y e l 
low beam s .  S h e  ran ahead, wav i ng her  h a n d .  B rakes squea led,  
and a truck came to a stop bare l y  a foot away from her. 

"What are you d o i ng,  you i d i ot ! "  som eone scream ed.  " D o  
you w a n t  m e  to go to j a i l ?" A g i ant  m an i n  an u s h a n k a  hat 
and a q u i l ted j acket m uc h  l i ke Turunge 's  c l i m bed out  o f  the 
cab i n .  " H ave you lost your m i nd?" 

Turu nge was h i t  by a barrage o f  pr i son-s l ang c u rses .  S h e  
l i stened a n d  sm i l e d .  

H av i ng l et o f  h i s  steam , the dr i ver l ooked a t  t h e  c razy 
woman,  then not i ced the  path that l ed  off the road . 

"Are you gett i n g  out  of  l oc k u p  or someth i ng?" he  asked, 
a l m ost p l easant ly. 

Turunge nodded . 
"You s h o u l d  have sa id  so ! A n d  here you had m e  go i n g  

o ff! C l i m b  i nto t h e  back - I ' l l  take y o u  t o  t h e  c i ty. There 's  
no  room i n  the cab i n .  I ' m tak i n g  my w i fe to the hosp i ta l . She 's  
i n  l abor. "  The fe l l ow pro u d l y  po i nted i n s i de the tru c k .  Turunge 
sm i led at th i s  deve lopment .  

"God b l ess ," she  w h i spered .  
S h e  t ight ly  gri pped the edge o f  the back,  p u l led  herse l f  

up,  and ro l l ed over the h i gh d i v i der. Once i n s i de ,  she  craw led 
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al l  the  way u p  to the  cab i n  to avo i d  the  d ra ft and w ra p ped her  
j acket  t i g h t l y. The tru c k  m oved forward . 

The w h o l e  way, Tu ru n ge t r ied to s neak a peek at the  dr i v 
e r ' s  young w i fe,  w h o m  he  was tak i n g  to the mate rn i ty w ard , 
through the  d i rty bac k w i dow o f  the  cab i n .  The  thought  made 
Tu runge reca l l  her  o w n  p regnant  be l ly, and how happy s h e  
was w h e n  s h e  found out  she  w as go i ng t o  h a v e  a baby. N o ,  
love  d i d n ' t  ex i st i n  the wor l d .  N ot even fo r  th i s  young woman,  
the happy fo o l i s h  g i r l . W hat w i l l  happen to her  the  day af
ter tomorrow, when  she  g i ves  b i rth?  Wi l l  she  s t i l l  be happy? 
A h a l f- year w i l l  pass ,  and s h e ' l l  return to work . H er h u sband 
w i l l  come home d ru n k  one n i ght ,  s m e l l i n g  l i k e  another wom
an . That 's  l ove for you . 

The tru c k  stopped on the outs k i rts  o f  the c i ty. The g i n ger 
man c l i m bed out  o f  the  cab i n  and apo l oget i c a l l y  po i nted at  
the  barrac k s  out l i ned through the  fog. 

"That 's  w h e re we ' re go i n g .  W i l l  you m ak e  i t  the rest of  the 
way?" 

"I  ' I I  m ak e  i t ,"  Turu nge nodded . "Than ks ,  guy s . "  
H e  nodded . 
" A l r i ght ,  so l o n g . "  
S h e  j um ped o n t o  the  gro u n d  and w a v e d  to the m other  

to be - fo r  l uc k .  Only a fter  that d id  she  l oo k  aro u n d ,  t ry i ng 
to fi gure out  w h at part o f  t h e  c i ty she  was i n .  The n e i g h bor
hood was u n fam i l i ar, but  i t  d i d n ' t  m atter. S h e  was i n  her nat i v e  
M akhac h ka l a, free . S h e  w ou l d n ' t  be los t  here.  Tu runge w a l ked 
the rest o f  the w ay. 

F rom a d i stance,  the A b ramov home on S u l e i m an Sta l sky 
S treet seemed abandoned . The w i ndows were t i g h t l y  shut
tered and there d i d n ' t  seem to be any act i v i ty i n s i d e .  The gate 
was l atched s h u t .  Turu nge stopped i ndec i s i ve l y  and l ooked at 
the w i ndows .  She got on the t i ptoes and reac hed over the gate, 
l oo k i n g  for the l atc h .  She entered the yard . K u sh n i r - the shep
h erd, that Dan i i l  h ad brought  i n to the home severa l  m onths  



be fore her  arrest started bark i ng .  The dog rushed at her, but  
sudden l y  s topped,  sat  down and s tarted wagg i ng her tai l .  

" K usha ! You recog n i zed m e ! "  Turunge q u i e t l y  w h i s pered 
and extended her hand . The dog l owered her ears , and started 
to w h i m per and fawn . Tu runge gen t l y  scratched her  beh i n d  
t h e  ear, t h e n  sm i led u ncom fortab l y, a s  i f  her  u n announced ar
r i v a l  m ade her fee l  gu i l ty even in front  of the dog . Fee l i ng her  
l egs gro w i n g  weaker, she wa l ked onto the s toop and knocked.  
S h e  rem em bered how she wou l d  rush i n to the house i n  the past 
at fu l l  s peed : " Papa ! M am a !  I ' m here . "  

The d o o r  c reaked o p e n  a n d  a woman 's  s i l houette appeared . 
" W h o 's here?" A nya's  vo ice  asked.  
"A nya ! I t 's m e ! "  Turunge rep l i ed ,  near l y  scream i ng, fee l 

i n g  weaker a n d  weaker. 
"Turunge ! S i ster ! "  
There, i n  A nya 's  t i gh t  embraces, Turunge baw led,  l o u d l y, 

w i thout  shame or  restra i n t .  
A n d  so conc l u ded t h i s  September day i n  1 95 9 .  
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XVII 

Havo was the fi rst to hear the news .  She rece ived a ca l l 

from M akhachka l a, wh ich  i nformed her that Turunge 

had been re leased . Havo cou l dn ' t  dec ide whether to be 

happy or upset . She only knew one th ing :  Turunge cou ld  come 

to see her ch i ldren at any second, and that 's when the real  prob

lems wou l d  start. What wou ld  she te l l  the k ids? How wou ld  

the  reun ion go?  There were more quest ions than answers .  

H avo l ooked around i n  confus ion .  So much i n  the i r  l i fe 

had changed . H ere they were, i n  a new house, w i th the ch i l 

dren l i v i ng t h e  l i fe they shou ld ,  a nd  th i ngs sett l i ng i n .  And  here 

she was - free agai n .  She  wou l d  show up and start assert i ng 

her r ights .  

The  r i ve r  hummed from be low. The  mounta i n  stream 's 

du l l  mu rm ur suddenly sh i fted H avo 's  thoughts to past  events 

in M akhachka la .  She remembered how Turunge tr ied to take 

Erzo l away from her, h i s  mother, how she tried to have every

th ing  her way. Neverthe less ,  i t  turned out that Erzo l was un-



q u e s t i onab ly  loyal  to her - H av o .  H e  bu i l t  a new house spe
c i fi ca l l y  fo r her - H av o .  K n ow i ng that her  son d i d  everyth i n g  
for her  - H avo - fi l l ed h e r  w i t h  strength a n d  l ev i ty. Th i s  was 
true fi l i a l  l o v e .  As long as her son was at her s i de,  H avo wou l d  
fee l  happy. 

S h e  s i ghed, once aga i n  fee l i ng  confident  and em powered . 
The sudden news seemed i n s i g n i ficant .  Bes i des,  the t i m e  when 
Tu runge wou l d  v i s i t  the  c h i l dren was s t i l l  vague and uncerta i n .  

H avo stood a t  the k i tchen ,  work i n g  a s  usua l ,  and d i d n ' t  
hear r ight  away that  someone had entered t h e  house .  When she 
sensed her son 's  presence,  she  asked,  not  turn i ng away from 
her cook i ng .  

" H ave you heard t h a t  Turunge was re l eased?" 
For a seco nd,  the  same oppres s i v e  s i lence that preceded a l l  

o f  the scanda l s  i n  M akhac h k a l a  h u n g  over the k i tchen . E rzo l 
was ten se .  For  a second,  he thought  that h i s  ex-w i fe w as go i ng 
to wa lk  through the door at any m i n u te and everyth i n g  wou l d  
start over. H e  frowned,  a n d  t h e  i l l us i o n  faded . 

" H ow d i d  you fi n d  out?" 
" F i ra told me.  S he said that Tu runge came to our former 

home.  She  asked the  new res i dents i f  they know o u r  new ad
dress .  She m ust want to see the c h i l dren . " H avo took great 
care to say t h i s  noncha lant ly. 

"The ch i l dren?" Erzo l asked contem p l at i v e l y, as i f  h e  o n l y  
n o w  rea l i zed w hat t h a t  enta i l e d .  

" A re you s u rpr i sed?" H avo asked . 
" Doesn ' t  she know?" 
" H ow wou l d  she know?" 
" I  thought  her  s i ster . . .  T hat the S h c herbatovs wou l d  te l l  

her everyt h i ng . "  
" T h e  S hcherbatovs?" H avo scoffe d .  " W h o  k n o w s  w h at 

her s i ster w i l l  te l l  her? They ' re a l l n uts there ! "  
E rzol  frowned stern ly.  I t  seemed that Turunge wou l d  be 

in for a s u rpr i se .  S he ' l l  start m a k i n g  i n q u i r ies ,  com i ng for v i s-
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i t s ,  and they w o u l d  be fo rced to sort t h i ngs  o u t  o n c e  aga i n .  

Everyth i n g  that h e  had A ed from w o u l d  ret u rn .  H e  n eeded 

the  ad v i ce o f  a seasoned m an fam i l i ar w i th the  s i tua t ion  - I say 
A damov. 

L u c k i l y, l say was ready for h i s  fr i e n d ' s  ph o ne c a l l .  
" H ave you heard that Tu ru nge has been re l eased?" E rzo l 

began, s k i p p i n g  over fo rm a l i t i e s .  
" I  h a v e .  F i ra t o l d  m e . "  
" W h y  am I the l as t  to hear about t h i s?" 
"Why are you m a k i n g  an i ss u e  out  o f  t h i s ?  L i za ta l ked 

to F i ra, who to l d  her. W h a t ' s  the b i g  deal ?" 
"What ' s  the b i g  dea l ?  N ot h i ng ,  except for the fact that Tu

runge w i l l  want to see my c h i l d ren . S he a l ready l ooked for us 
t here - on Yerm o s h k i n .  A sked about an address . Do you u n 
derstand?" 

"I  understan d .  S o  w h at?" 
" W h at do you mean, ' so w h at ? '  W h at if she  comes here? 

Do you th i n k  I need her  c h as i ng m e  around K i s l ovodsk,  accus
i ng m e  of  k idnapp ing  her  k i ds?  Peo p l e  know m e  here ! I have  
a reputat i o n . "  

" E very m an h a s  the  r i g h t  to m ake m i stakes ,"  I say re
m arked . " A n d  every h u sband has the r ight  to get d i vorced ."  

" Yo u  keep making j okes about th i s . "  
" C a l m  down,  E rzo l .  Th i s  i s  n o t  a b i g  deal . I ' I I  take care 

of everyth i ng .  I n  fact, i t 's a l ready taken care of. You th i n k I s i t  
around here for n o  reason? M akhac h k a l a  i-sn ' t  a s  bad a c i ty 
as you m ake i t  out  to be ."  

"Aga i n  w i t h  the r i d d l es?" 
" W h at w i l l  you g i v e  m e  i n  exc h ange fo r  w h at I ' m about 

to te l l  you?" 
"The moon from the sky," E rzo l snapped back angr i l y. 
" F i ne - I ' l l  se l l  you good news i n  exchange for a case 

o f  beer. "  
"Deal . "  



"Zh i g u l evsky beer. "  
" F i ne - te l l  m e  a l ready." 
" S h e  was re l eased on paro l e . "  
"S o?" 
"So - before the end o f  her sentence,  w h i c h  is  two and a 

hal f years at a m i n i m um ,  s h e ' s  s tuck i n  M akhachka la .  Conse
q u e n t l y, she won ' t  be m a k i n g  any t r i ps to K i s l ovodsk . "  

I t  w a s  a s  i f a  l oad w a s  l i fted o ff E rzo l ' s  s h o u l ders .  
" I  o w e  y o u  t w o  cases o f  beer," he gru m b led a n d  h u n g  u p .  
Two a n d  a ha l f  years were p l enty o f  t i m e  t o  take care 

of t h i ngs and get the ch i l d ren ready. Two and a ha l f years were 
no l onger as scary. I n  any case,  there wou l d n ' t  be any u n p l eas
ant conversat i o n s  in  the i m m e d i ate future .  

T h e  wor ld  sudden l y  becam e br ighter. T h e  w ater i n  t h e  fau
cet seemed to flow m o re happi ly. E rzo l  t i re d l y  ran h i s  hand 
ac ross h i s  face . G oddam n ,  h i s  s tubb l e  grew q u i ck ly.  

I say 's  m ov e  to K i s l ovodsk took p l ace two m onths  after 
Turunge 's  return from the l abor cam p .  The house on Sta l sky 
Street - a l m ost d i rect l y  across from the A bram ovs - w as s o l d ,  
a n d  I say a n d  L i za l e ft Dagestan . 

E rzo l kept h i s  word and h e l ped h i s  re l at i v e .  A few m eet
i ngs w i th key peo p l e ,  a few m ore l u nches ,  and l say - a stran
ger in the c i ty - was w e l comed by its  m asters w i th  open arm s .  

l say was appo i nted d i rector o f  a cou p l e  o f  s h abby caf
eter i a s :  a d i et cafe and a m i l k  bar, as w e l l as a bakery that 
m ade doughnuts .  They were the dy i ng wonders of comm un a l  
foodserv ice ,  freq uented o n l y  by loca l  l aborers unconcerned b y  
t h e  s m e l l of  day-o l d  cabbage s o u p ,  d i rty tab les  and d u m py ser
v i c e .  There was,  however, a br ight  s i de to the  squa lor :  the  caf
eter i as were l ocated i n  heav i l y tra ffi c ked p l aces,  a l ways tee m 
i n g  w i th tou r i sts . Th i s  w a s  w hat l say needed to start b u i l d i n g  
a bus i ness . 

One day, I acc i denta l l y  overheard a conversat i o n  between 
two n e i gh bors down the street .  One woman asked the  other :  
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" D i d  you h ear? J e w s  m oved i n  a round here . "  
"The k i kes?  Yes - over  there ! "  t h e  w o m a n  po i nted at  o u r  

h o u s e .  
A n d  so I found out how the n e i g h bors regarded u s .  T h a t  

myster ious  w ord - ' k i ke '  - evoked a l arm a n d  cau sed one 
to see the wor ld  at  s harper an g l e s .  I t  a l so caused m e  to  t h i n k :  
w h at m ade m e  so d i fferent from t h e  other boys w h o  were nev
er ca l l ed by that word? K aty h i n  Street was m ost ly  sett led by 
R u s s i a n s .  

To a d d ,  the n e i gh bors ' e y e s  were a l ways espec i a l l y  v i g i 
lant .  Whenever H avo carr i ed heavy bags back from t h e  m ar
ket,  b u n d l e s  of greens,  c u c u m bers and tom atoes s t i c k i n g  out ,  
she  w as a l ways fo l l owed by the j udgmenta l  gazes o f  severa l  
l oca l  women . O b v i o u s l y, they a l l  h ad these t h i ngs i n  the i r  
gardens ,  but  they grew t h e m ,  and t h e  B abaevs bought  them . 
There i n  l ay the d i fference .  

E n vy and kno w l edge t h at J e w s  were a l w ays the fi rst  to be  
s i ng l e d  out  as c u l pr i ts  fo l lowed us ,  Erzo l 's c h i l dren ,  from 
a young age . Everyone in the B abaev c l an fought  th i s  d i ffer
ent ly. H avo,  for i n stance,  d i d  so subconsc i ou s l y. Th i s  was part 
of her  s u rv i va l  know l edge s h e  had l earned from b i rth . S h e  
knew a l l of  her  n e i ghbors by n a m e ,  k n e w  o f  the i r  prob l e m s ,  
the detai l s  of  t h e i r  fam i ly l i fe ,  and a l w ays knew what to say, 
w h at adv i c e  to offer, and,  once i n  a w h i l e , gave them m on ey 
to t i de them over unt i l the next  payday. S h e  wou l d  som et i m es 
h e l p  the  n e i g h bors by b u y i n g  m i l k ,  c ream and m eat from them . 
Havo was w e l l aware o f  w hat was be i n g  sa id  beh i n d  her  back ,  
but  tr i ed to sm ooth o v e r  t h i s  u n fa i rness  i n  v ar i o u s  way s .  



XVI I I  

Yet aga i n ,  E rzo l w anted somet h i n g  that no  one h ad 
or cou l d  poss i b l y  have.  H i s  i n ner dr ive  b urst i nto ac
t ion ,  scatteri ng sparks l i ke an e l ectr ica l  conductor af

ter short i n g  out .  A drena l i n e  bo i l ed i n  h i s  b l ood - h e  w anted 
to c hange someth i n g, b u i l d  someth i n g ,  i m prove someth i n g .  

I t  w a s  as i f  he  w a s  on a q uest,  a search fo r  art i facts t h at 
wou l d  advance h i m  to a h i gher l e v e l  and force others to m ar
v e l  at h i s  c u n n i ng and organ i zat iona l  abi l i ty. The b o i l e r  room 
and steam heat i n g  system he  i nsta l l ed  in the basem ent  becam e 
one such  sym b o l  of  progress . I t  wasn ' t  even about how m uc h  
eas ier  hot w ater i n  t h e  h o m e  m ade l i fe for o u r  fam i l y. A fter a l l ,  
Erzo l grew u p  i n  a p l ace where peo p l e  were used t o  gett i n g  by 
w i thout  amen i t i e s .  Father was m ore concerned w ith the fact 
that he ach i eved w h at few others c ou l d .  He was l i ke a m ou n 
ta i n eer who h a d  j ust c l i m bed t h e  E l brus - n o w  that that was 
done,  i t  was t i m e  to take on M ount  Everest .  E rzo l m oved to
wards h i s  peak, dragg i n g  h i s  c h i l dren beh i n d  h i m .  W h i l e  they 
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w ere st i l l  l i tt l e ,  however, h e  wou l d  have to conq uer t h e  h e i ghts  
o n  th is  ow n .  

One day, E rzo l  ca l l ed everyone i n to the basem e n t .  A g i 
a n t  m etal cy l i nder covered w i th b l ac k  o i l  pa i n t  towered over 
the room . I t  s tood o n  m as s i ve br ick  b l ocks and was s u rro u n d 
ed b y  a s p i der web o f  p i pes t h a t  m eandered somewhere i nto 
the l ow, wood-pane l ed c e i l i n g .  

"Th i s  i s  t h e  bo i l er roo m . That 's t h e  bo i l er, a n d  th i s  i s  
t h e  furnace," E rzo l s a i d  c u rt l y, open i ng a hatch on  t h e  assem 
b l y  that w as s h i e l ded by a th i n  m eta l  screen . 

"The m ost i m portant t h i n g  here i s  the b u rn er, ' '  he sa i d .  
H e  pressed a butto n ,  a n d  a p l u m e  o f  b l ue fl a m e  swept 

through the  c h ute w i th a deafe n i ng pop,  s i m u l taneous l y  p l ung
ing u s  i nto exc i tement  and h o rror. 

"No one s ho u l d  ever t ry to put  the i r  hands i n  there," E rzo l 
warned stern ly .  "Yo u ' re g uaranteed to get burn t . "  

The c h i l dren l ooked at the perfect l y  stra i ght  fl am e  i n  en
c h antm ent .  

The fu rn ace took up a s i g n i fi cant amount  o f  space under  
the bo i l er. 

"The burner i s  constan t l y  work i ng, ' '  E rzo l cont i n ued . 
"There 's  a sensor i n s i de t h at m easures the  tem perature .  
And th i s  i s  the  bo i l er. "  

H e  m oved h i s  h a n d  as i f  h e  w a s  h o l d i ng a m ag i c  wand,  
as w e  l i stened,  b reat h l e s s .  

E rzo l c l osed the hatc h and went  around- t o  the other s i de 
of  the  bo i l er. 

" S ee, ' '  he s a i d ,  knoc k i n g  on the m etal  cy l i n der. " I t ' s  a l 
ready warm ." 

We took turn s  touc h i n g  i t .  The m etal  was i ndeed w arm . 
" I t 's very i m portant to a l ways check the pressure i n  the  

bo i l er, to m ake sure i t  i s n ' t  above n o rm a l , "  E rzo l exp l a i ne d .  
"And i f  i t ' s  above n o rm a l ?" S l ava aske d .  " Wh at happens?" 
" I t  goes ' boom ' , "  Erzo l rep l i ed .  



The k i d s '  eyes w i dened . 
"The pressure needs to be checked several  t i m e s  a day. " 
The fu rnace w as fasc i n at i ng and m y ster i o u s .  I t  heated wa-

ter in the house .  I ts m echan i c s  weren ' t  understood, but  the re
s u l t  was perfect l y  c l ear. I t  took on respon s i b i l i ty for l i fe ,  m ood, 
and even,  i n  our  o p i n ion ,  M am a  H av o ' s  happ i ness .  

The fu rnace gave heat  when i t  was  we l l  fed .  Therefore,  
we fi n al l y  had a respon s i b i l i ty on w h i c h  the we l l be i ng o f  the 
fam i l y depended . We had never encou ntered a s i m i l ar th i ng 
i n  the past .  

Father showed us  a s h i ny rock c a l led anth rac i te .  We knew 
from school  that the  fi rst revo l ut i o n ar ies  were most ly coal  
m i ners and stokers ,  and that  t he i r  s parks l i t the fl am e s  o f  the 
rev o l u t i o n .  

We wou l d  stock u p  on anthrac i te  before the w i n ter. I n  the 
fal l ,  a h uge truck wou l d  arr i v e  at the house and u n l oad a g i 
ant p i l e  of b l ac k  roc k s .  N e i ghbor i n g  m e n  h i red b y  o u r  father  
wou l d  i n stan t l y  rush i n  to m ov e  the coal  to the basem ent .  F rom 
there,  we wou l d  carry i t  in  buc kets,  c l eave i t ,  and toss i t  i nto 
the furnace .  

The m ost  fri ghten i n g  th ing  about the b l ac k  m o unta i n was  
that we,  the c h i l dren,  were respon s i b l e  for break i n g  th i s  m u l 
t i tude o f  c h u n ks i nto s m a l l er p i eces . You ' d  h i t  a m o no l i th i c  
p i ece w i th a l l  your  m i ght and - crac k !  - the b l oc k  w o u l d  s h at
ter i nto dozens of l i tt l e  rock s .  C ru m b s  wou l d  spray in a l l d i 
rect i o n ,  and b l ack soot w o u l d  sett l e  on o u r  face s .  A h a l f hour  
o f  th i s  wou l d  m ake one 's  sk i n  turn b l ac k .  

H avo wou l d  l augh w h e n  we w o u l d  s h o w  u p  after s u c h  
work . 

" M y  l i tt l e  dev i l s ! "  she wou l d  l augh,  grab b i n g  her  s i de s .  
" H u rry a n d  w ash u p ! "  

We ' d  run and show er, happy a n d  proud,  happy t o  have 
com p l eted a task and ac h i eved a res u l t .  Perhaps th i s  was when 
that magica l  fee l i n g  entered o u r  l i ves  - the conquest of a 
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h e i ght ,  the i rrep l aceab l e  j oy o f  understan d i n g  t h at you have 
reac hed your  goa l .  We stood under  the hot water, heated by our  
hero i c  l abor, and understood that  th is  was i ts  d i rect res u l t .  We 
put our  hands under  i t ,  rubbed bro w n  soap over  o u r  s h o u l ders 
and be l l i es and were happy. We were fi l led w i th dr ive ,  energy 
and that sam e v i ta l i ty - a l u st for l i fe .  Of course,  it was s t i l l  too 
ear l y  for us  to understand th i s .  

A s  I m e n t i oned,  our  house  w a s  attac hed t o  a s i zab l e  p i ece  
o f  l and ,  and i t  w as a s in  to leave  i t  u n used . Father  be l i eved that 
the garden shou l d  p l ay a ro l e  in ra i s i n g  the c h i l d ren as w e l l .  
Therefore,  o n  weekends,  when  h e  was home,  we,  the c h i l d ren 
wou l d  be ' dr i ven  to the s o i l '  early in the m o rn i ng .  H ere 's  w h at 
w o u l d  happe n :  our  father 's resound i n g  v o i c e  w o u l d  ca l l us  
over and w e ' d  be i s sued a garde n i ng i n v entory. Father wou l d  
p i c k  up a s h o v e l  and p l u n ge i t  i n to t h e  so i l  w i t h  t h e  agi l i ty 
o f  a c i rcus  strongman,  then turn over  a s i zab l e  c l um p  o f  so i l  
and y e l l :  

" D o  as I do ! "  
We wou l d  p l unge the  b l ades i nto the ground w i th our  i m 

m ature hands and hang o n  t h e  hand l e ,  u n ab l e  t o  turn over  
the captured s o i l .  Father  would  l augh,  c o m e  u p  to  us ,  and show 
us w h at to do .  H o w  to proper ly  ho ld  the hand l e ,  the best  an
gle fo r  d i ggi n g  w i th  ease - and,  m ag i c a l l y, everyth i n g  w o u l d  
beg i n  t o  work . 

"Com e o n ,  you s c h l eps  - look,"  Father w o u l d  y e l l happi l y. 
The earth w o u l d  s h ake from h i s  str i kes,-and we m arve l ed 

at how eas i ly and apt l y  h e  d i d  i t .  
A fter an hour  o f  such work ,  our  hands  wou l d  be cov

ered w i th b l i sters, but  w e  persevered and kept  d i g g i n g  unt i l 
the shovel  com p l i ed ,  l i ke  a fi dd l er 's bow. 

E rzol  taught us  how to p l ant potatoes proper ly, show i ng 
us w h at depth to bury the tubers at to ensure a b i g ,  spraw l 
i ng p l ant .  A n d  t h e  way w e  re i n fo rced t h e  tomatoes ! We ' d  put 
stakes i nto the ground next to the bushes and t ie the br i tt l e  



ste m s  onto them to prevent  the p l ant  from snapp i n g  under 

the w e i ght of the i r  red fru i t .  
Tending to the trees in  t h e  fa l l ,  w e  fe lt  l i ke art i sts . Father wou ld 

prepare a spec ia l  so lut ion,  and we ' d  arm ourse lves wi th brush
es and start covering the bark with layers of  wh itewash . Father 
looked on to make sure that we pai nted properly, coveri ng every 
inch o f  the trunk with a barrier impenetrab le to harm fu l  bugs . 

T h i s  was i n va l uab l e  exper ience for u s .  For  Father, i t  w as 
a part of h i s  c h i l d - rear i ng c u rr i c u l u m .  

A t  one poi nt ,  w e  were each a l l otted a p l ot o f  l a n d .  We 
l ooked on i n  h o rror as Father measured our  port i o ns w i th w i de  
steps .  H e  then handed u s  shove l s  and sa i d :  

"Th i s  needs to be a garden bed . Get t o  work . "  
We p i c ked u p  o u r  too l s  a n d  began t o  d i g .  A fte r  a h a l f h o u r  

I w a s  a l ready used t o  i t .  A fter another three,  eac h o f  us h a d  o u r  
o w n  garden bed.  

A fterw ards - as I reca l l ,  on  the next  d ay, a S u nday - father  
p i cked u p  some paper packets, poured a m o u n d  o f  w h i te seeds 
i nto each of  our  hands and sa i d :  

"These are future c u c u m bers .  Look a t  w hat you ' re g o i n g  
t o  do w i th them ."  

He led us  to our  p l ots . H e  drew a sha l low grove in  the  d i rt 
w i th a th i n  stake and started toss i n g  w h i te  seeds i nto i t ,  every 
ten cent i m eters or  so,  cover i n g  them w i th d i rt .  H e  then to l d  u s  
t o  take over. T h e n  we m ade t w o  or three grooves on  our  garden 
beds and scattered the seeds i n to them . 

A fter a week, t i ny spro uts appeared above the l e v e l  surface 
of  the grou n d .  There w as n o  l i m i t  to our j oy and exc i tement  
when Father  showed u s  that  marv e l . S o  th i s  i s  w hat h ard work 
l ed to ! The j oy o f  v i ctory ! We saw how so i l  reacts to tend i n g  
a n d  responds t o  sw eat s p i l l e d  u p o n  i t .  A l l  th i s  rem a i n s  i n  our  
m e m o ry. 

B ut an ' enemy ' s ' ca l l to batt l e  soon fo l l owed .  A fter  a few 
days,  th i n ,  spraw l i n g  l eaves o f  grass appeared next  to our 
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spro u t s .  H avo ca l l ed these weed s .  They needed to be fought  -
torn out  w i thout  m ercy. B u t  that wasn ' t  a l l - the  weed s '  roots  
were usua l l y  u n i q ue in  that the i r  roots grew m u ch deeper i n to  
the ground than those  o f  garden v egetab l e s .  

"That 's  l i fe too," H av o  wou l d  say. "N o one w a n t s  to be de
p r i v ed o f  i t .  J ust l i ke yo u .  Peop l e  wanted to r ip you u p ,  wanted 
you to grow u p  l i ke weeds,  but your  father d i d n ' t  l e t  them . "  

" W h o  w anted u s  t o  b e c o m e  weeds?" 
We cou l d n ' t  u n derstand w hat she was tal k i n g  about,  but  

the not ion that o u r  father kept someone from l ett i n g  u s  become 
weeds hung strong in  our  m e m o ry. 

A n d  so our s u m m ers w ou l d  pas s .  
At  t i mes ,  H avo or  Father w o u l d  come out  i nto the garden 

and conduct  an execut i v e  i n spec t i o n  o f  o u r  p l ots . I t  was l i ke 
a war parade.  The best w o u l d  be c h osen : m e ,  S l ava,  Gena 
and E l l a  would  take  t u rn s  at v i ctory. O u r  l abor  turned i nto 
a com pet i t i o n .  We were taught that there can o n l y  be one w i n 
ner, a n d  v i ctory h a s  t o  be  ach i eved a t  a l l costs .  

I t  took years fo r  u s  to understand why F ather d id these 
t h i ngs .  H i s i nten t i o n  w as not  to enterta i n or  h u m o r  us .  Th i s  
w as consc ious ,  p l anned educat i o n  t o  get u s  used t o  d i ffi c u l t, 
ted i o u s  work to ach i ev e  a res u l t .  

H ad w e  res i sted and treated i t  as a m ere gam e,  p u n i sh
ment  would  sure l y  fo l low.  F ather  would  s t i l l  m ake u s  fu l fi l !  
the  respon s i b i l i t ies  t h at h e  had bestowed o n  u s ,  s i nce w e  h ad 
to h e l p  H av o .  

L u c ki l y, w e  enj oyed the  work,  w h i c h  w e  con s i de red t o  b e  
a form o f  enterta i n m ent ,  i f  a d i ffi c u l t  o n e .  H ad a stranger 
l ooked at the B abaevs at the t i m e ,  he  w o u l d  s u re l y  see our  
house as a G arden o f  Eden, w h e re o n l y  happy peop l e  l i ved .  



XIX 

Two weeks after h e r  retu rn Turunge dec ided t o  w ri te 
a l etter to her  c h i l dren .  Th i s  fo l l owed a l ong con versa
tion w i th A nya.  They sat in the  k i tchen ,  doors l oc ked,  

to prevent i ntru s i o n s  and unwanted adv i c e .  
" I ' m  the i r  m other. I t ' s m y  respon s i b i l i ty t o  take t h e m  

back," Turunge ranted .  " T h e  paro l e  offi c e  to l d  m e  w hat m y  
r ights are, a n d  that I can go t o  them i n  K i s l ovodsk as soon 
as my sentence i s  com p l ete . "  

"A l ri ght - you ' l l  go .  T h e n  w h at? W h at are you  go i n g  to do 
w i th the c h i l dren?" 

One m ere l y  had to say the word ' c h i l dren ' in Turunge 's  
presence for her to l ose the l ast b i ts o f  confidence  and ca lm she  
possessed . S h e  w ou l d  ft ame up ,  as if  someone put  a l i t  m atch  
near her, becom i n g  tense  and nerv o u s .  

" W h at do you m ean? I ' m go i n g  t o  take them ."  
" A l ri ght ,  you ' l l  take them . Where? H ere?" 
Turun ge nodde d .  
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" F i n e .  S o  th ere 's enough room ,"  A nya agreed,  "but  how 
are you go i n g  to feed the m ?" 

Tu ru nge l ooked at her  s i ster  i n  aston i s h m e n t .  
" Don ' t  you understand? They want  to l i ve w i t h  m e . "  
" I  do und erstan d,  but  that 's  n o t  w h at I ' m ta l k i n g  a b o u t .  

H ow a r e  you go i n g  to support yourse l ves?" 
" W h at do you m ean? I ' l l  get a j ob .  Yo u ' l l  h e l p, and so w i l l  

Zachar. "  
The unq uenchable  th i rst for a reun ion w i th h e r  c h i l dren got 

more severe w i th each day Turunge spent s i nce her re lease from 
pri son .  The ant i c i pat ion of see i ng them fi l led the ent i rety of her 
sou l ,  d i sp lac i ng the sadness that had been nest i n g  there .  Th i s  
des i re turned i n to a deep neuros is ,  i ts foundat ion a trag i c  un ion 
of love and hatred : love of her ch i l dren and hatred of her h usband. 

" Yo u ' re c razy," A nya rep l i ed,  trag i ca l l y  gaz i n g  at the  ce i l 
i ng .  " F i ne .  Wri te  a l etter t h e n . "  

T h e  s i sters started d i sc uss ing t h e  letter 's contents .  Tu runge 
was afraid of making m i stakes and asked A nya to do the wri t i ng .  
She re l uctant ly  com p l ied and began, curs ing and cha in  smoking 
c igarettes as she went a long.  U l t i m ate ly, they ended up w i th on ly  
a few sentences : ' Dear c h i ldren .  We ' re wa i t ing  for you.  You r  
m other, Turunge.  We w i l l  s e e  each other soo n .  K i sses a n d  love . ' 

They put  the  l etter i nto an e n v e l ope,  attac hed a stam p, 
and p u t  i t  in  the  m ai l bo x .  

Days o f  tense ant i c i pat i o n  fo l l owed . B l i nd fai th  i n  pos i 
t i ve c h ange forced t h e  woman 's  heart t o  fi l l  w i th vague hope .  
Everyth i ng wou l d  be bet ter  aga i n .  

The paro l e  o ffi cer d i d n ' t  l i e  and got Turu nge a j ob at 
the fo u n d ry. M uc h  l i ke in pri son ,  she w o u l d  wake up at 
the c rack o f  dawn,  a l b e i t  to an a l arm c l ock i n stead o f  a s i 
ren ,  a n d  report for h e r  serv i tude .  There, s h e  cou l d  b e  ye l led at, 
teased, shoved - she d i d n ' t  care . It was as if she h i d  from her  
s u rro u n d i ngs by th i n k i ng o f  her c h i l dren, send i n g  them s i g n a l s  
o f  m other ly l ove,  ca l l i ng each one out  b y  n a m e ,  a n d  rece i v i ng 



no rep l y  - o n l y  c o l d  s i l e nce,  as i f  a l l the connect ions  on the 
other s ide were severed . Th i s  terr i fi ed Turunge .  

One t i me ,  she  wal ked i n to a toy store .  S h e  stopped by 
the  toy cars and i n s t i n c t i v e l y  started l ook i n g  through them , i m 
agi n i n g w h i c h  o n e s  she  wou ld  b u y  for h e r  boys . S he l ost track 
of t i me ,  un aware of whether  she had spent  one m i nute in fro nt 
of the counter  or ten . She u l t i m at e l y  grabbed one o f  the cars 
off the s he l f. She i m ag i ned arri v i ng home,  the ch i l dren no i s i l y  
ru n n i ng u p  t o  greet her. S h e  wou l d  o ffer t h e  toy t o  e i ther I gor 
or  S l ava, and the k i d s  wou l d  run around ,  each try i ng to c l a i m  
i t  a s  h i s  own . Turunge forgot a l l e l se i n  t h e  wor ld ,  unt i l  a sharp 
vo ice  pu l l ed her out of her stu por. 

" Wo u l d  you l i ke to buy i t?" 
Th i s  start l ed Turunge .  A young sa l eswoman stood in front 

of her. 
"No- n o !  H ere - take i t .  I ' m fi ne .  S o rry. " 
She  then saw a l i t t l e  boy at the  oppos i te  end o f  the store 

that rem i nded her o f  her  son s .  H e  stood by h i s  m other, p l ead
ing for her to buy a graph paper noteboo k .  The m other d i d n ' t  
want to,  b u t  t h e  boy kept i n s i s t i n g :  " I ' l l  u s e  i t  t o  count  days ! 
That way, I ' l l  know when Papa w i l l  be bac k . "  

A shock s w e p t  o v e r  Turunge .  
S h e  carefu l l y l ooked the woman over. Cou l d  i t  be that 

the c h i l d 's father was i n  pr i son? S h e  q u i c k l y  w a l ked toward 
them . 

"Can I buy th i s  notebook for your  boy?" 
The woman was taken aback and l ooked at her  caut i o u s l y. 
" P l ease - a l l o w  m e . "  
Without  wa i t i ng for an answer, she  approac hed t h e  reg

i ster, h u rr i ed l y  gave the sa leswoman two c o i ns ,  grabbed 
the notebook and handed i t  to the boy.  

The ch i l d 's face l i t  up.  He l ooked at h i s  m other p l ead i ng l y, 
as i f  ask i n g  for perm i s s i o n  to take i t , then turned and s m i l ed 
at the stranger. 
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" W hat 's your  name?" Tu runge asked tender ly. 
"Gena,"  they boy answ ered, then b l u shed,  ran to h i s  moth

er, and h id  beh i n d  her  sk i rt ,  on ly  pee k i n g  out  wi th  one  eye . 
Perhaps the stranger wou l d  have m ore g i fts?  

The boy 's  mother  c o n fused l y  s h i fted her g l ance between 
Tu runge and the sa leswoman . 

"Thank you very m uc h .  I fee l  gu i l ty accept i n g  t h i s ,  I rea l l y  
d o . "  E m barrassed,  she  nodded ' goodbye ' to Tu runge and l ed 
her  son tow ard the e x i t ,  as i f  t ry i ng to get away from the stran
ger as soon as poss i b l e .  

T h e  m other and s o n  l e ft ,  l eav i ng Turunge b y  t h e  cou nter. 
She  approac hed the sa leswoman aga i n  and,  as i f  i n  a trance,  
asked fo r  another i d e n t i c a l  notebook, then s i l e n t l y  handed her 
three kopecks and h u rr i ed out  o f  the store . 

The sa leswoman w atc hed the pec u l i ar c u stom er, m outh  
agape, then s h rugged and wa l ked over  to another  sec t i o n  
t o  share t h e  story o f  w i th a co worker. 

L ater that n i ght ,  at h o m e  and a l o n e  i n  her  room,  Turunge 
took out  the notebook, opened i t ,  and rea l i zed that the  l ast  t i m e  
she  h ad u s e d  a n otebook l i ke that w a s  i n  even i n g  schoo l ,  w here 
she  m et E rzo l .  They shared a c l assroo m ,  and sat at n e i ghbor
i ng desks . Turunge never w o u l d  have thought  that th i s  broad
shou l dered fe l l ow wou l d  becom e her h usband . Tu runge shook 
her  head . 

"Not  a l l  memor ies  o f  the past are bad a fter a l l , "  she  sa id  
out  l oud,  rem e m ber ing  how the i r  hom eroom and geometry 
teac her, N adezhda M agomedovna,  taught them to-draw per
fect sq uare s .  

Turunge sm i led a n d  began to i nscr ibe  dates i n  c o l u m n s  
on the  graph paper, count i n g  days a n d  months  t o  e n d  u p  w i t h  
a ca l endar of  the rem a i nder o f  her  sentence . 

F rom then on ,  she  w o u l d  open th i s  cher i shed notebook 
every even i n g  and check o ff  a day. I t  was a fight aga i nst  t i m e .  
The opponent  kept retreati n g - t h e  num ber o f  c rossed-out days 



grew l arger, as the n u m ber o f  days unt i l her re u n ion  w i th her  
k ids  s h ran k .  

As a n  exten s i o n  o f  th i s  r i t u a l ,  s h e  wou l d  g o  t o  the m a i l box 
to check if  a re p l y  came from K i s l ovod s k .  The l etter, however, 
was never there .  
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T r i ps  to the m arket w i th M am a  H avo were tru ly  educa
t ional  experi ences for the c h i l dren . She never bought  
anyth i n g  r ight  away, or  i m p u l s i ve l y. S h e  wou l d  fi rst 

w a l k  through a l l o f  the a i s les  and take a look .  S h e  l ooked 
happy and fest ive  w h i l e  d o i n g  t h i s ,  as if  she  cou l d  see r ight 
through the ven dors and knew i n  ad vance w h i c h  goods were 
a r i p-off and w h i ch w ere w o rth the ask i n g  pr ice ,  w i thout  bar
gai n i ng .  The prod uce a i s l e  w o u l d  be perused and everyt h i n g  -
tom atoes,  cucum bers, egg p l ant - wou l d  be carefu l l y exam i n ed 
and sq ueezed . The offer ings  w o u l d  be appra i sed am! n arrowed 
down accord i n g  to u n revealed cr i ter i a, and o n l y  then a dec i 
s i o n  wou l d  b e  m ade .  

W h en the groceri es  m ade the i r  way from the vendor 's  
hands to H avo 's  g i ant  basket  or  bag,  the m oney wou l d  g l ide  
tow ard the  sm i l i ng sa lespe rson w i th a gen t l e  ru s t l e  i n  a tru l y  
theatr ica l  r i tua l . F i na l ly, t h e  grocer ies  wou l d  m ake i t  home,  
in  a m anner  s i m i lar  to anc i ent  v i ctors br i n g i n g  back the s po i l s  



o f  war. H avo wou l d  fi rst  show her  fi nd i ngs to N ahamye,  w h o  
a l ways m arve led a t  her  s k i l l ,  perhaps h u m o r i n g  her  a l i tt l e .  
T h e  k i d s  wou l d  fo l l ow, and then,  a t  l ast ,  E rzo l w o u l d  appra i se 
the grocer i e s .  

" Look a t  t h e  tom atoes I got ! A n d  the cucum bers ! A n d  the 
herbs ! Come on,  take a l ook ! So fresh ! "  

E rzo l never dou bted the q u a !  i ty o f  w h at h i s  m other 
bought - her dec i s ions  were i m m une to c r i t i q u e .  When E rzo l 
wou l d  go to the m arket, however, H avo wou l d  a l ways com
p la in  about  the q u a l i ty o f  h i s  purchases .  S h e ' d  s i gh ,  s h ake her  
head and toss  around d i sappo i nted l ooks ,  as if  to say ' Look at  
the cucum bers they s l i pped you . Were you even there? A n d  the 
tom atoes . . .  Look at  the bru i sed s i d es ! ' 

F ather wou l d  o n l y  l augh as he l i stened to th i s .  H e  had h i s  
o w n  ph i l osophy. I n  order t o  get i t  over  w i th q u i c k l y, he  wou l d  
rare ly  barga i n ,  b u t  tr ied t o  b u y  i n  l arger  q uant i t i e s  i n  order  
to dr ive  down the pr ice .  

"Son,  why do you do th i s?  W h y  d id  you buy so m uc h ?" 
H avo wou l d  com p l a i n .  " W h at were you th i n k i ng? Don ' t  go 
to the m arket aga i n . "  

H avo wou l d  get gen u i ne l y  o ffended w h e n  her  s o n  ru i ned 
her fu n .  G o i n g  to the m arket after E rzo l ' s  tr ips  d i d n ' t  m ake 
any sense,  but l ook i n g  at s h r i v e l ed ,  s m a l l or  u n r i p e  v egetab l e s  
w a s  e v e n  m ore u psett i n g .  S h e  k n e w  fo r  a fact that the  n e i ghbor 
o f  that I brah i m  w h o  so ld  Father  the prod uce - H avo had some 
sort o f  s i xth sense for acc u rate l y  determ i n i ng the exact  vendor  
E rzo l purc hased sub- par goods from - had i ncom parab l y  bet
ter cucum bers and tom atoe s .  

A s  fa r  a s  t h e  compet i t i o n  between speed o f  purc hase 
and q ua l i ty assessment went ,  eac h o f  our c h i l dhood i d o l s  - E r
zol  and H avo - taught u s  the i r  own p h i l osophy. Father taught 
us  how to dr ive down the pr ice by b uy i ng in b u l k ,  w h i l e  H av o  
taught us  t o  b e  m i n d fu l  o f  q u a l i ty. S t i l l  m a l l eab le  hab i ts were 
be ing  honed and tuned to d i scern i b l e  extern a l  cues ,  prov i d i n g  
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the  b ra i n  \\ ' i t h  secret know l edge,  w h i c h  h e l ped deve l o p  i m 
m u n i ty tow ards d e feat,  s e t  t h e  goal  on v i c tory a n d  prosper i ty, 
and c reate a yearn i n g  for c r i t i ca l  t h i n k i n g  and success . A good 
p u rc h ase at the  m arket w as ak i n  to tr i u m p h ,  e i ther  over a ven
dor 's  greed or fo rt u n e 's w h i m .  Ti p p i n g  the sca les  in o n e ' s  fa

vor by gett i ng the sa lesman to se l l  the fru i t s  of h i s  l abor at  
a l esser profit req u i red s k i l l .  

We d i d n ' t  know t h i s  yes ,  b u t  the  seeds o f  s u c c e s s  were 
a l ready s p ro u t i ng ,  as w e  d e v e l oped a knack fo r  i n t u i t i v e  ac
c o u n t i n g  w h i c h  d rove  both Father and H av o  to  str i v e  fo r  the 
vendor to accept the i r  term s .  Our fam i l y i n st i l l ed  in us 
the  u n i versa l  pr i n c i p l e  o f  so l v i n g any prob l e m ,  be i t  the  p u r
c h ase o f  a b u nd l e  o f  greens  or  g l oba l  po l i t i c a l  negot i at i o n s :  
t h e  ab i l i ty t o  steer a s i t uat i o n  y o u r  w a y  w a s  key. Th i s  w a s  o u r  
u n i v e rs i ty. 

H avo once ret u rn ed from the m arket to fi nd som eth i n g  
i n  t h e  m a i l bo x .  E rzo l s u bscr i bed t o  Pravda a n d  l zvest i ya, 
w h i c h  N ahamye read , but  h e re i t  was,  a corner  o f  a rectang u l ar 
e n v e l ope - a l e tter. 

H avo l ooked at the  e n v e l o p e .  There w asn ' t  a s i n g l e  
word i n  Tat,  and she  cou l d  bare l y  read R u s s i a n .  I t  m ust have 
been fo r  her  son . S h e  carefu l l y  put  i t  i nto her  apron pocket  
and opened the  gate . B ac k  at  home,  she  p l unged head fi rst  i nto 
housework and fo rgot about  the l etter. I t  was n ' t  u nt i l  even i n g  
that s h e  rem em bered, gasped and went t o  E rzo l 's  room . 

" E rzo l ,  I com p l ete l y  fo rgot," she  s a i d ,  hand i n g  h i m  the en
v e l ope . " I t  cam e th is  m o rn i ng . "  

E rzol  s k i m m ed o v e r  the  address,  a s  w r i n k l es cam e over  
h is  forehead . H av o  not iced th i s .  

" I s  someth i n g  w rong?" 
" I t 's from her,"  our father answered c o l d l y. 
Then,  say i ng n oth i n g  e l se ,  h e  gave i t  back to H av o .  
" W h at am I supposed to do w i th i t?" 
" C an you read i t?" Erzol rep l i ed . 



"N o . "  
" We l l ,  n e i ther c a n  I .  Put  i t  somew here.  You k n o w  h o w  l et

ters are - they o ften get l os t ."  
A n d  so i t  went w i th the l etter. N one o f  the c h i l dren ever  

l earned about  i t .  O n l y  years l ater, w h i l e  I was  prepari ng th i s  
book, d i d  I dec i d e  t o  answer i t  - t o  w r i te from m y  heart, j u st  
l i ke Turu nge did years ago . 

I n  the mean t i m e ,  l i fe went o n .  We grew o l der and found 
new fo rm s  o f  enterta i n m ent,  one be i ng the l ove for l ong wa lks .  

Th i s  was  a d i fferent Caucasus  than  the one we saw i n  Dag
estan . We were in the m i dst  o f  green l ands fed by m ounta i n  
r i vers .  The l andscapes o f  K i s l ovodsk a n d  i ts s u rro u n d i ngs 
evoked the fem a l e  body.  Every h i l l  and v a l l ey tem pted us ,  fu 
ture men ,  w i th i ts utter beauty, fee d i n g  that spec i a l  h unter 's 
fervor that u rged u s  to conquer  i t .  

M asses o f  l eaves - dark green ,  b l u i s h ,  b l ack,  p l at i n u m  
gray - i n d i v i dua l l y  i n d i s t i ngu i s hab l e  from o n e  another i n  the 
sea of co lor  and expressed as one com m on ,  com p l e x  tone,  
were l i ke pa i nt i ngs by an art i st dr iven i n sane by the i n ab i l i ty 
to dep ict  the beauty around h i m .  

The snow, don n i ng a shade o f  b l ue i n  crev ices ' shad o w s ;  
t h e  m o untai n peaks ' gray teeth turned u nsett l i n g  by t h e i r  e n 
t i c i n g  d i stance;  green va l l eys  n e s t l e d  between i m po s i n g  h i l l s ;  
the c l i ffs,  s harpened b y  the w i nd 's s harp b l ades that fo rm e d  
a n  i m penetrab l e  r ing  o f  stone around K i s l ovodsk - these were 
a l l l andscapes of our c h i l dhood . 

The anc i ent caves,  w hose fo rm at i on was attri buted to the 
w i nds ,  resem b l ed M art i an l andscapes . I t  seemed i m poss i b l e  
that a i r  a lone  cou l d  have fo rm ed them - that a stronger force 
wou l d  be requ i red . A ppear ing before our own eyes as i nd i s
putab l e  e v i dence o f  m i rac l es ,  these caves and c l i ffs awoke 
the des i re to conquer them , to descend to the very bottom 
of the chasms and see the founta i n  o f  l i fe  fl ow from the bound
less  depth s .  W henever we entered the caves,  we cou l d n ' t  he l p  
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but  t h i n k  that th i s  i s  w h ere the  m ystery o f  c reat i o n  wou ld  be 
revea led to us,  where w e  wou ld  exper ience that  q u i v e r i n g  de
l i ght  that acco m pan ies  d i scovery of  lands w h e re m an 's foot 
had not yet set . 

The outs k i rts o f  K i s l ovodsk were home to many K a ra c ha i  
peop l e .  They were horse th i eves and rak i sh  dzh i g i ts ,  un w i l l i ng  
to g ive  u p  the i r  way o f  l i fe under  any author i ty. The i r  en t i re 
w o r l d  cons i sted of r i d i ng,  graz i n g  and tra i n i ng horses to bend 
to t h e i r  w i l l .  W henever  they rode in o n  the i r  bay sta l l ions ,  
i t  seemed to us  that  the  horseman and the  horse becam e one  
and the  sam e .  We ' d  watch  i n  aston i s h m e n t  whenever  the  Ka
racha i  swept  pas t  us  l i ke a w h i r l w i nd .  

A n d ,  natura l l y, we - E rzo l ' s o l dest  c h i l d ren  - l ooked 
fo r  an opport u n i ty to m eet  t h e m . T h i s  was part l y  d u e  to the 
fact that  t h e  K arac h a i  brought  the i r  horses  to graze on the 
v e ry r i dge at t h e  edge of w h i c h  our house stood . We soon 
b e fr i ended t h e  l eaders o f  t h e  K arac h a i  ado l escents ,  our  peers ,  
and began to s pe n d  t i m e  w i t h  t h e m . We w atched as they har
nessed t h e i r  h o rses  and  l earned to do t h e  sam e .  S tay i n g ato p 
a h o rse ,  h o w e v er, proved to be m o re d i ffi c u l t .  B u t  the  K ara
c h a i  w e re fr i e n d l y  and h e l p fu l ,  and  soon taught  us to han
d l e  the  beasts  so w e l l that  soon enough w e  w e re ga l l o p i n g  
a l o n gs i de t h e m  a t  fu l l  speed,  hoot i n g  and h o l l e r i n g  w i t h  j oy. 
The Eart h ' s  t u rn i n g  i t se l f  strugg l ed to keep up w i th  u s  as t h e  
w i n d w h i s t l ed i n  o u r  ears . T h o s e  m o m ents  w e re u n fo rget
tab l e .  

A l ong w i th t h e  K arac h a i ,  we wou l d  b u i l d  makes h i ft dam s 
across m o u n ta i n  stream s u s i ng c l ay and stones,  then sw i m  
t o  our hearts ' content i n  the  sha l low poo l s  w e  created once 
they ' ve been warm ed through by the sun .  N o  one ever wor
r ied about us - we fe l t  extraord i n ar i l y  safe .  We were m asters 
o f  our own d o m a i n  and c o u l d  go w herever we w anted w i thout 
fear o f  i n v o l vement  i n  som eth i n g  u n p l easant .  T h i s  was true 
freedom,  w h i c h  none o f  us appre c i ated at the t i m e .  



Once t i red o f  sw i m m i ng,  the  guys wou l d  get on th e i r  hors
e s  and r ide  off toward d i stant  pas ture s .  The m aj es t i c  E l brus 
towered in  the  backgro u n d .  

S u m m e r  passed,  a n d  autum n m oved i n .  The th i rd autu m n  
w i thout  o u r  mother. 
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XXI 

Autum n came ear ly  to M akhachka l a  that year -
the sum m e r  was u n usua l l y  hot  and d ry. The trees w ere 
scorched and the l eaves fade d .  

Turunge s a t  h o m e  a l o n e .  S h e  w as gett i n g  the even i n g  s h i ft 
m o re and m ore often . The  m an agement  knew that she  w as 
a lone  and w i thout c h i l dre n ,  and ass igned her  a m ost i nconven
i e n t  sched u l e .  Turunge d i d n ' t  com p l a i n .  

That d ay, she had been c l ean i n g  the k i tchen s i nc e  m o rn i ng .  
S h e  had  a day o ff, and A nya prom i sed to v i s i t  i n  the even i n g .  
Zachar a n d  D an i i l  were a t  work,  a s  a l ways,  w h i l e  Panov i c h  
w a s  fi dd l i ng w i th som eth i n g  i n  h i s  works hop .  

The c l oc k  struck noon . S udden l y, the dog started to bark, 
q u i c k l y  s w i tc h i n g  to a happy w h i m per. There was a knock 
on the door. 

Turunge opened i t .  Two fi g u res stood on the stoo p .  S ee
i ng those before h e r, she covered her  m outh w i th her  hand,  



and started wai l i n g,  as i f  she was i n  terr i b l e  pa i n ,  tears fl o w i n g 
from her eyes . 

" M am a, Papa . . .  I ' m so sorry . . .  " 
H ezg i e  and M e l ke had returned hom e .  
Later, after  s o m e  t i m e  had passed, t h e  A b ramov ch i l dren 

sat w i th the i r  parents for hours,  wonder i n g  and as k i n g  how 
the cou p l e  m anaged to come back together. I n deed, there was 
someth i n g  myst ica l  about the i r  s i m u l taneous return . What  
exac t l y  happened to y i e l d  th i s  res u l t  w i l l  a l w ays rem a i n  un
know n .  

T h e  court 's paro l e  board a l ways h a d  a q uota.  C o n s i dera
t ions  i n c l uded,  fi rst and foremost the nature o f  the c r i m e  -
po l i t i ca l  or non-po l i t i ca l  - the age o f  the con v i cted, the state 
of the i r  hea l th ,  as w e l l as a n u m ber of  other s i tuat i o n s  that 
cou l d  a l l ev i ate the sentence,  such as the  work done i n  pr i son ,  
pra i se from l abor cam p m an agem ent,  and so on .  

Due to the i r  eth n i c i ty and age ,  n e i ther  M e l ke nor  H ezg i e  
be l onged t o  any conv i ct groups .  N e i ther  o f  them had been pe
na l i zed .  Add i ng the fact that they reg u l ar ly  d id the work as
s i gned made them opt i m a l  candi dates fo r  sentence red uct ion  
even i n  the worst case  scenari o .  M oreover, M e l ke h ad gotten 
ser i ous ly  i l l , and her m e d i c a l  fi l e carr i ed a docto r ' s  m ark o f  a 
goner - a pat ient  on the b r i n k  o f  deat h .  H av i ng no des i re to k i l l  
e l der ly  peo p l e ,  the mem bers o f  the court com m i ss i o n s  unan i 
m o u s l y  put a t h i c k  checkm ark b y  the A b ram ov s ' nam es .  They 
w o u l d  be re l eased . 

The i rony was that the o l d  fo l ks them se l ves knew noth i n g  
o f  t h i s  a n d  d i dn ' t  even get a c hance t o  n ot i fy o n e  another about 
th i s  tremendous change in the i r  fate s .  They were re l eased sud
den l y, on the very sam e day, from camps l ocated seventy k i l o 
meters apart .  

T h e  verd ict  announcement  procedu re h ad been honed 
over decades .  They were ca l l ed to the cam p s uperv i sors,  read 
the necessary reso l u t i ons ,  and ordered to gather the i r  t h i ngs . 
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They were then i s sued w h atever l i t t l e  m oney they earned 
w h i l e  in  pr ison,  w h i c h  w o u l d  a l low them to get hom e .  U n l i k e  
the  m aj or i ty of  such  c a s e s ,  a l l  o f  th i s  took a b o u t  a day. 

One had to see the o l d  fo l ks ,  w h o ,  upon fi nd i ng out that  they 
\vere free, sudden ly  re fused to leave the cam p w i thout  not i fy
i n g  the i r  other  ha lf  They p l eaded i n  va in  to be deta i n ed for a 
l i tt l e  b i t  longer, but  were,  o f  course,  den i ed and to l d  to leave .  
They on ly  had t i m e  to w r i te a b r i e f  l etter to one another. These  
l etters went  back and fo rt h  between the m e n 's and women 's 
cam p, w h i l e  the e l ders found them se lves  at  an u n fam i l i ar tra i n  
stat i o n ,  t h e  n a m e  o f  w h i c h  they d i d n ' t  k now, gr i p i ng a n d  com
p l a i n i ng .  The tra i n  to M oscow stopped there once a week . 

M e l ke approac hed the  t i c ket coun ter, not i c i ng some o l d  
m an i n  front o f  her. H ezg i e ,  on  t h e  other h a n d ,  w as fi rst i n  l i ne,  
and not i ced someone take the spot beh i n d  h i m  as h e  pushed 
m o n ey through the s l ot in  the w i ndow.  

"A t i c ket to M oscow,"  H ezg i e  sa id q u i et l y. 
H e  fe l t  the person beh i n d  h i m  h o l d i ng her  breath as he  s a i d  

th i s .  
" S am e  fo r  me,"  s h e  sudden l y  asked t h e  cas h i e r  over  t h e  o l d  

man 's  s h o u l der. 
H ezg i e  turned aro u n d .  I n  fro nt o f  h i m  - M e l ke .  H i s M e l ke .  
They stood there,  baffled,  l o o k i n g  a t  o n e  another, l i ke res-

u rrected ghosts ,  then stepped bac k .  
" M e l ke?" H ezg i e  w h i s pered . 
" H ezg i e ! "  M e l ke rep l i ed .  
F rost and hu nger had m u ffl ed the i r  once l oud v o i ces ,  

the cam p had h u nched the i r  fi g u res ,  but  t h e i r  eyes - the eyes 
rem a i n ed the sam e .  They carr ied  the same fi re that l i t up  when 
the rabb i broke the r i tua l  g l as s  by t h e i r  feet under the c h u ppah 
and they k i ssed one another fo r  the fi rst t i m e .  That fi re w arm ed 
and guarded t h e i r  u n i on s i nce the moment  H ezg i e  to ld  M e l ke 
these s i m p l e  word s :  " B e  m i ne i n  m i sery and j oy, i n  s i c kness  
and in  heal th ."  I t  warrned the i r  home,  warmed the i r  c h i l dren ,  



and u l t i m ate ly  saved the i r  l i ves i n  the rem ote tai ga, br i ng i ng 
them back together contrary to a l l  l aws of  logic and probab i l i 
ty. H ere, at t h i s  end i n g  poi nt ,  where they were supposed to d i e ,  
the i r  l i ves ga i n ed a n e w  i m pu l se .  The i r  s u ffer i ng h a d  n o t  been 
in v a i n  after a l l .  L i ke new l yweds,  they ran to one another. 

S now fe l l .  The c as h i er watc hed the scene through her t i ny 
w i n dow, per iod i ca l l y  cros s i n g  herse l f  subt l y  and w h i sper i ng  
under  her breath : "The th i ngs that happen ! Oh Lord ! The o l d  
m a n  fo u n d  h i s  woman ! O h ,  m y. "  

A w e e k  l ater, Turunge 's parents were h o m e .  
Turunge h ad a l ready worked at the  foundry for two years . 

The work was d i ffi c u l t  and h arm fu l ,  but  Turunge d i d n ' t  g i ve 
i t  a second thought .  S h e  worked her  ass i gned s i x  days a week 
w i thout  break or  res p i te,  from w h i st l e  to w h i st l e .  Not  once 
during th i s  t i m e  was she concerned w i th the search for some
one,  be i t  a man or  a friend,  to be at her  s i de .  S h e  was o n l y  
dr iven b y  t h e  des i re t o  s e e  h e r  c h i l d ren . 

F i na l l y, the fo rm a l i t i e s  that prevented her  from do i n g  so 
were no l onger an i s s u e .  
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We, E rzo l 's c h i l dren,  w ere grow i ng up ,  and our  fa
ther d i d n ' t  rem a i n  i d l e  e i ther, w i den i ng h i s  network 
and hon i n g  h i s  com m u n i cat i o n  s k i l l s  w i th  anyone 

and everyone .  He was becom i ng a not i ceab l e  fi g u re in K i s l o
vodsk,  p o i nted l y  p u l l i ng the  wor ld  t h at s u rrounded h i m  i nto h i s  
dom a i n .  H e  was a true earner. B u s i ness  a t  the Kar l  M arx Co
operat i ve,  w h i ch was essent i a l l y  m an aged by h i m ,  w as o n  the  
r i s e .  Occas i on a l l y  o u r  father  wou l d  get  i n v o l ved in  u n p l easant 
s i tuat i ons ,  r i s k i n g  robbery and even death,  but  he  emerged u n 
scathed every t i m e ,  as i f  p rotected by e i ther  a guard i an agent 
or  the sheer power o f  the pr i nc i p les  he  never betrayed .  

In  the m eant i m e, I had turned ten . T h i s  w as when father 
rece i ved a second l etter from Turunge,  wr i tten,  as the fi rst was,  
by Anya .  M y  m other 's sentence h ad conc l uded . The l ast day 
i n  her pr i zed notebook had been crossed o ff, w h i c h  m eant that  
she cou l d  l eave M akhachkala and v i s i t  her c h i ldre n .  She  sa id  a l l  
th i s  i n  t h e  l etter, w h i c h  m ade Turunge's  i ntent ions  very c l ear. 



For the ent i re n i ght,  H avo was g l oom ier  than a storm 
c l o u d .  E rzo l not iced t h i s  and s u l ked,  but  sa id  noth i n g .  A fter 
d i n ner, the  m other and son were fi n a l l y  a lone  in the k i tchen . 

"Can she try to take the k i d s  away from us?" H avo went  
stra i g h t  to what was botheri n g  her. E rzo l stayed s i l ent .  " B ut 
s h e ' s  crazy ! "  H avo con t i n ued,  A ushed w i th  anger. 

" I t  does n ' t  say that on her forehead . "  
" H ow w i l l  s h e  support them ? You n e e d  t o  do som eth i ng . "  

H avo l ooked a t  E rzo l ,  shak i n g  h e r  head . " S h e  w ou l d n ' t  be ab l e  
t o  feed and c l othe them r ight .  Do w h at you want,  b u t  m y  c h i l 
dren s h o u l d  stay w i th m e .  F o r  the i r  o w n  sake ! "  

We were be i ng cared fo r  twenty- four hours a day and d i d n ' t  
rem e m ber o u r  mother. H avo,  however, sudden l y  rem i n ded u s  
o f Turunge on her o w n .  I t  began w h e n  pec u l i ar phrases started 
to enter her l ectures . 

"Oh,  w hat w o u l d  you be w i th o u t  your  father? B y  God,  i f  
he hadn ' t  taken you then,  w h at w o u l d  have happened?" 

These words m ay have been d i rected at the ether, but  stuck 
in  our  frag i le ,  i m m at u re sou l s  l i ke s p l i n ters . We d i d n ' t  not ice 
the tender po i son that was m i xed in  w i th the gen u i ne care, 
and took a l l  her words at face v a l u e .  

A t  t i mes ,  w h e n  S l ava a n d  I returned fr o m  p l ay i ng footba l l  
and F ather sat down w i th u s  t o  check our  hom ework, H avo 
wou l d  s tand beh i nd h im and l i sten,  m o s t l y  s i l e n t l y  but w i th 
an occas iona l , seem i ng l y  casual  m en t i o n : 

" W hat k i nd o f  schoo l wou l d  they be i n  i f  they stayed 
there?" The ' there ' w as never spec i fi ed .  "They ' d  be u rc h i ns ,  
roam i ng the  streets . "  

Erzo l never reacted t o  these rem arks, wh i l e we were 
confused about t h i s  hypothet i c a l  peri l that  h u n g  over u s .  
We cou l d  o n l y  construe o n e  fact from H av o ' s  word s :  Father 
was our  only source o f  protect i o n  and s upport .  A t  the daw n 
o f  our l i ves,  he saved u s  from some terr i b l e  catastro p h e .  Days 
and weeks of th i s  verbal medd l i n g  w it h  w h i c h  our sou l s  were 
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be i ng ,,·orked over by t h e  i n cessant  repet i t i on o f  t h e  phrase 
' c razy w o m a n ' u l t i m at e l y  d id  t h e i r  j o b .  By t h e  t i m e  Tu ru nge 
rec e i ved o ffi c i a l  perm i s s i o n  to  see her  c h i l d ren ,  we were s u re 
tha t  ,,·e needed to beware .  

A s  t h e  pote n t i a l  t i m e  o f  Tu ru n g e ' s  v i s i t  drew near, Erzo l 
and H avo,  occas i on a l l y  j o i ned by N ahamye,  w o u l d  gather 
in the  k i tchen  m o re and m ore o ften for long conversat i o n  
a b o u t  the  t o p i c  o f  concern . H avo s a i d  t hat t h e y  h a d  no c h o i ce 
but  to w e l co m e  Tu runge and set a date for the v i s i t .  O u r  father 
s i l en t l y  agreed . He never defied h i s  m other. W h i l e  h e  cou l d  
somet i m es l et N ahamye 's w o rds  go by the ways i de ,  th i s  w a s  
i m poss i b l e  w i th  H av o .  L i ke a beaco n ,  she  a l ways put  h i m  
o n  the r i g h t  course .  S h e  never i n terfe red i n  h i s  work affa i rs ,  
res t ra i n i n g  herse l f  from g i v i ng adv i c e  regard i n g  i s sues  she  
d i d n ' t  understan d .  B ut as far as the home,  her  ch i l d ren and her  
grandch i l dren went ,  she  dem anded u n fa l ter i n g  agreem ent w i th 
her o p i n i o n .  

Th i s  w a s  w h e n  H av o  d i rect ly  ment i oned Turunge a n d  sa id  
that she  w ants to see u s .  The not ion  o f  the ' crazy woman ' ,  
w h ose face w e  have pretty m uc h  fo rgotten by then,  w i l l  see us ,  
and m ay even want to touch or k i ss  us ,  scared even the o l der  
gran d k i ds ,  and H avo was appare n t l y  not p l a n n i n g  to save u s  
fr o m  that encounter. 

" Yo u ' l l  see her,"  she ' d  say. " Do n ' t  be afrai d . "  There was 
a strange happ i ness  w i th w h i c h  she  brought  atte n t i o n  to the 
fear in our  face s .  " H avo w i l l  protect you.  Yes s h e  w i l l .  H avo 
won ' t  l et anyone harm y o u .  S he ' l l  come,  and s h e ' l l  l eave . "  

F rom the A bram ov s i de ,  A nya t o o k  care o f  the arrange
m ents ,  gett i n g  in touch w i th N ahamye and sort i n g  out the de
tai l s  o f  Turunge 's  v i s i t .  A nya gave her younger s i ster detai l ed 
i nstruct ions  fo r  w h at to d o .  The fam i l y was re l uctant to send 
Turu nge to another c i ty by herse l f, and i t  was dec i ded that  
S veta w o u l d  accom pany her. Turunge h ad n o  doubts about th i s  
long-awai ted reu n i o n  hav i n g  a happy outcome,  a n d  p l anned 



to use i t  as a start i ng po i n t  for a new l i fe ,  fi l l ed w i th j oy 
and h a p p i n e s s .  

Turunge approached h e r  superv i sor a t  t h e  p l ant a n d  hes i 
tan t ly  ex p l a i ned the s i tuat ion . S h e  was granted leave a n d  began 
to prepare for the j ourney. She ran around stores look i n g  for g i fts 
for the c h i l dren, then packed everyth i n g  i n  i n d i v i dual  bags : one 
for I gor, one for S l ava, one for Gena and one for E l la .  H av i ng 
gathered everyth i ng, she looked around the room and saw a toy 
car at the head of the bed, w h i c h  she had once bought for the 
boys .  She shoved it i nto her s i m ple  bag. Pac k i ng was done.  

H ere they were, in  K i s l ovod s k .  Turunge and S veta stepped 
off the tra i n  onto the p l atform ,  and the flow of  the crowd 
p i c ked them up,  carry i ng them forw ard . A s  a l ways,  the c rowd 
confused Tu runge.  Good t h i n g  that S veta was there - l i ke 
a tugboat, she grabbed her and dragged her  through the sea 
of fest i ve l y  dressed vacat ioners .  

Turunge was weari ng h e r  best dress ,  even i f  that m eant 
one that  had been washed a thou sand t i m es and even patc hed 
here and th ere . She  was v i s i b l y  nervous ,  repeat i n g  the address 
over and over, l i ke a chant :  " K atyh i n  1 1 1 ." 

H e r  s i ster forewarned her  that they w o u l d n ' t  see the c h i l 
dren r ight  away, but  fi nd a p l ace t o  stay fi rst .  They found roo m  
a t  a Ba l neo l ogy I n s t i tute dorm i tory. The roo m s  housed ten 
to twe l v e  peo p l e  at once,  and for that very reason they were 
ab l e  to rent bed s .  

W h e n  Turunge asked S veta t h e  n e x t  day i f  she  wou l d  c o m e  
w i th her, she fl at l y  refused . 

"No way ! Yo u need to see the c h i l dren o n  your  o w n .  
There 's  no  reason to fri ghten t h e m  w i th an u n fam i l i ar aunt .  
I hope  to  G od they remem ber the i r  m other. "  

Turunge shak i l y nodded i n  accord, l i c k i n g  her  c happed 
l i ps .  She was worri ed .  

" C a l m  down,  I beg  you,"  Sveta w h i s pere d .  " H avo w o n ' t  
b e  there - I asked . M aybe s he ' l l  c o m e  o u t  a t  the very end,  
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but  o n l y  i f  you want  to say h e l l o . "  S h e  po i n ted at a house  by 
the road . 

" You ' l l  w a l k  t h rough the  gate . Th ere are t w o  homes  on the  
property. You ' l l  pass t h e  fi rst  one  and see a bench under  t h e  ap
p le  t h re e .  There,  yo u ' l l  see the  c h i l d ren . 

A v e i n  pu l sated o n  Tu ru nge 's  fore h ead . W h at i f  s h e  had 
aged so severe l y  that  t h e  c h i l d ren w o n ' t  recog n i ze her? 

"S veta,  g i v e  m e  a m i rror, "  Tu runge s a i d  i n  a v o i c e  that 
wasn ' t  her  o w n . 

" W hy?" her  s i ster asked . 
"Te l l  m e ,  d i d  I get too o l d?" Turu n ge asked under  her  

breath . " W i l l  they recogn i ze m e?" 
"Of course t h ey ' l l  recogn i ze y o u .  They ' re your own ch i l 

dre n .  G o  and don ' t  b e  a fra i d  o f  anyth i ng .  The truth i s  o n  your  
s i de . "  

T h e  s i sters parted w ays ,  a n d  Tu runge approac hed t h e  gate . 
I t  w as open . S h e  u n stead i l y  entered the  yard . N ot a sound .  

' W hat i f  they  don ' t  l e t  them out? ' she  thought .  ' H av o ' s  
capab l e  o f  anyth i n g . ' 

Turunge,  afra i d  to l oo k  i n  the w i ndows,  sat down on the  
bench under  the app l e  t ree ,  l i k e  S veta i n structed . S h e  sat  there,  
sen s i ng her utter dependence on the B abaevs ,  not know i ng 
whether  to worry or  hope .  

"So? I s  she here?" H avo asked her  daughter M i l a, w h o  
w atched t h e  yard through the w i ndow. 

" Yes,  she's  here . "  
" What d i d  she  say?" 
" M am a, w hat cou l d  she say? S h e ' s  in the yard . I haven ' t  

tal ked t o  her. " 
" E h  . . .  " H avo waved her  off. "Cou l d  anyone ex pect any

th i n g  good from those A bram ovs? C h i l d ren ,  come here ! "  
We herded around her. 
" L i sten to m e  c are fu l l y. You ' l l  take turns wa l k i ng out  i nto 

the yard . "  



"Why? Why?" our q uest i o n s  fo l l owed . 
" Don ' t  m ake a ruc k u s .  I t  needs to be done . "  
T h o s e  words m ade us  q u iet  dow n .  H avo l ooked u s  over 

care fu l ly .  
"Be carefu l  w i th her. S h e ' s  capab l e  o f  anyth i ng . "  
S i l e nce hung o v e r  t h e  room . 
"You ' l l  go fi rst," she to l d  S l ava,  who was taken abac k .  

"Don ' t  be a fra id ,  got i t ?  Everyt h i n g  w i l l  be fi ne .  I won ' t  let  
anyone harm you .  You know I ' m r ight  here,  beh i n d  the door. "  

S l ave nodded . H avo fi xed a button on h i s  s h i rt ,  frow n i ng,  
and adj usted h is  h a i r. The k i ds needed to l ook good so ' that 
one ' ,  as she l i ked to ca l l Turunge, cou l d n ' t  even t h i n k  that they 
weren ' t  being taken care o f. 

" S h e 's a l so  our  m ama,  ri ght?" Gena sudde n l y  aske d .  
H avo frowned . 
"You o n l y  have one m am a, and that 's  me,"  she  sa id  stern l y. 
" I  saw her through the w i ndow ! "  E l l a  sudden l y  shouted 

out .  "She 's  out there,  in the yard ."  
The ch i l dren a l l rushed to the w i ndow. 
" B e  q u i et and come back here," H avo said angri ly .  
The kids com p l i ant ly  returned to the i r  prev i o u s  pos i t i o n s .  

H av o  l ooked t h e m  over agai n  str i c t l y. S udden l y, E l l a  started 
fus s i n g .  

" I  don ' t  w a n t  t o  go t o  her. "  
" W h at do you m ean,  you don ' t  w a n t  to?" H avo asked 

stern ly .  "You ' l l  go and you ' l l  l i ke i t . "  
We reca l l ed venomous words w e ' ve h eard about Turunge 

- how she's capab l e  of  poun c i ng o n  a person ,  grabb i n g  them 
by the ha i r, and dragg i n g  them aro u n d .  Th i s  fi l led  u s  w i th fear. 

" A l r i ght ,  S l ava .  Let 's  go," H av o  ordered .  
The boy 's l i ps trem b led .  H av o  had never  seen h im th i s  

h e l p l es s .  I t  was a l m ost a s  i f  he  regarded t h e  m eet i n g  w ith Tu
runge to be a test of courage . 

S l av i k  took a deep breath and w a l ked out i nto the yard . 
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Tu runge sat w here s h e  was t o l d  to : between the  A rst  
and second h o u se ,  on the  bench u n der the big a p p l e  t ree . Te nse ,  
l i ke a v i o l i n  s tr i n g, s h e  sensed that  s h e  was be ing watched 
t h rough a w i n dow and m e t i c u l o u s l y  stud i e d .  Long- forgotten 
fee l i ngs o f  a l ternat i ng pa i n  and anger sudden ly danced around 
i n  h e r  so u l .  She  breathed h eav i l y and t u rned around ,  as i f  l ook
i ng fo r  the  best  ro ute to retreat . S udden ly, she  h eard a c h i l d 's 
v o i c e  beh i n d  her  bac k .  

"G ood afternoon ! "  
S he abru pt ly  t u rned around m i d-breat h .  S l av i k  was stand

i ng in fron t  o f  her. She hadn ' t  seen h i m  fo r  Ave years . H er 
son had gro w n  so m uc h ,  w e l l on  the  w ay to be i n g  as ta l l  
and s l ender as h i s  father. S h e  l ooked at h i m  befudd l ed ,  a s  i f  
she  was a c h i l d  and h e  was a l ready grow n .  A l l  t hat she  had 
been so afra i d  o f  and went to pr i son  fo r  - the fi ghts ,  the  hatred, 
the  strugg l e  - seemed i n s i gn i fi cant  in com pari son to the j oy 
o f  be i ng near her  son . 

Turunge los t  contro l .  S u c h  m oments  happe n .  Even  a con
c rete dam can at t imes  g ive  way to the  pressure o f  m e l twater, 
and t h i s  w as a dam whose  s u p po rts  had been w o b b l y  fo r  a 
w h i l e .  N ow, the  s i ght  o f  t h e  boy d ressed i n  shorts,  socks and a 
b l u e  s h i rt  str i pped her  o f  strength . Why? S h e  herse l f  c o u l d n ' t  
exp l a i n .  H e r  c h i l d  l ooked a s  h e l p l ess,  l o n e l y  a n d  abandoned 
as she  d i d .  The i n terc h an g i n g  thoughts and m oods swept over 
the face o f  the m i serab l e  woman, l i ke shadows from the w i ngs 
o f  a l arge b i rd .  

Turunge rushed t o  S l ava .  
" S l ava, m y  dar l i ng," she  sa id ,  her  voice trem b l i ng .  
"Yes," the boy rep l i ed u n eas i l y. 
S he s l o w l y  sq uatted i n  front  o f  h i m ,  but  lost  her  bal ance,  

wavered,  grabbed h i s  s h o u l der and started c ry i ng .  
" I  . . .  a m  y o u r  m other, m y  s o n  . . .  " 

S l ava opened h i s  eyes w i de and froze, as i f  h e  had j ust  
been to l d  someth i n g  terr i fy i n g .  



" D o  you rem ember m e?" The woman s i ghed,  s h i ver ing ,  
and l ooked l i ke  she was  about  to c ry, but  restra i ned herse l f. 
" I ' m  your moth er," she  repeated very q u i et l y. " D o  you re
mem ber me?" 

S l ava rem a i ned s i l ent .  
"You l i v ed w i th m e  i n  M akhac h k a l a .  Do you rem e m ber 

M akhac h k a l a? G ran dma M e l ke ' s  house?" 
S l ava shook h i s  head, show i n g  that he fo rgot, and t i ght

ened up,  as if  ex pect i n g  to be stru c k .  Turunge s udden l y  saw 
that her son was afra i d  o f  her. 

" E veryth i n g 's fi ne," she w h i spered . " I  won ' t  h u rt yo u .  
I brought  you presents . H ere, take th i s . "  

S h e  reac hed for t h e  l arge str i ng bag that l ay on t h e  ground 
next  to  her and  took out  a bag, ' For S l ava '  w r i tten on i t .  S l av i k  
l ooked at the bag that the woman was h o l d i ng,  then at her  face .  

" I ' l l  v i s i t  y o u  very o ften,  a l l r i g ht?" Turunge s udden l y  
asked . S h e  w a s  near ly p l ead i ng, t h o u g h  t h e  b o y  d i d n ' t  under
stand that .  Th i s  was a home w here an ad u l t ' s  word w as l aw, 
and here was a woman w h o  w as ask i ng a c h i l d  for perm i s s i o n .  

A s  Turunge tr ied t o  h u g  S l ava,  he got even tenser. I t  was 
as if  she was embrac i ng a w i l d an i m a l  that w as ready to escape 
at the fi rst opportu n i ty. 

"Come on, don ' t  be scared ," Turunge w h i s pered, grow i ng 
m ore nervous  i n  desperat i o n .  

S h e  tr ied t o  l ook deep i nto t h e  c h i l d 's eyes,  t ry i ng to fi n d  
a h i nt o f  past m e m o ry a t  t h e  botto m ,  b u t  saw noth i ng,  a s  i f  
i t  was a l l covered b y  a sheet o f  i c e .  N o  rec o l l ec t i o n  o f  happ i 
ness,  no c h i l dhood babb l i ng when h e  bent h i s  head over her  
chest .  N oth i n g .  

" M ay I go?" 
Turu nge fe l t  l i ke someone e l ectrocuted her. Th i s  was 

a quest ion that one w o u l d  ask a governess at a day c are center. 
A deep sadness came over her. S he fo rced a s m i l e ,  w h i c h  fe l t  
l i ke i t  was s l i c i ng through her face, and p l eaded : 
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"J us t  rem e m ber that I ' m your  m ot h er. I beg you,  p l ease 
rem e m ber. Can you pro m i se?" 

S l ava said noth i n g  in rep ly, j u st t u rn ed aro u n d  and l e ft .  
" Wa i t ! "  Tu runge sudden l y  ca l l ed o u t .  " Wai t  u p ! "  
S h e  ran tow ard S l ava a n d  grabbed h i s  hand . 
" I ' 111 so rry, son . I '  111 s o  sorry ! "  
S l ava j u st nodded s i l en t l y, l i ke a so l d i er, and ran back i n to 

the house  at fu l l  speed . 
H avo care fu l l y observed w h at was go i n g  on i n  the  gar

den from beh i n d  the c u rta i n .  S h e  cou l d n ' t  hear anyt h i ng,  b u t  
s a w  i t  a l l .  Tu runge w a s  a stranger t o  the  c h i l d ren - at l east  
to S l ava .  The i r  meet i n g  was so short that H avo cou l d n ' t  res i st 
and scoffed,  p l eased . 

S l ava fl e w  i nto the house  w i th a happy y e l p .  
" I  s a i d  noth i ng t o  her ."  
" W h at d id she  ask you?" M i l a  i n q u i red . 
" S h e  to l d  m e  that s h e ' s  o u r  m am a ! "  S l ava b l u rted out  

and l ooked at H avo i n q u i s i t i ve l y. A l l  the other  c h i l d ren heard 
h i m .  G e n a  gave h i s  o l der brother  a pec u l i ar l ook,  and begun 
demand i n g  that h e  exp l a i n  how th i s  mama d i ffered from 
M am a  H av o .  

"Don ' t  l i sten t o  h i m ," H avo s a i d  angr i ly .  "That 's  Turu nge . 
S h e 's crazy. S he ' s  not  your  m other. N ot your  m other. S h e 's 
capab l e  o f  anyth i ng . "  

H avo l ooked a t  m e .  
" S o ?  Why are y o u  st i l l  here .  G o  t o  her. "  
T h e  door c reaked o p e n  a n d  I wa l ked out  i nto t h e  warm 

freshness  of  the s u n n y  day. 
I u n derstood that I had to be w ary o f  th i s  l ady, and cau

t i o u s l y  approac hed the bench,  try i ng to seem o l der and m an 
l i er  so that she  w ou l d n ' t  e v e n  th i n k  o f  h u rt i ng m e .  

Turunge, u pset by the reun i on w i th h e r  o l dest  son,  fe l t  l ost  
and l o n e ly.  I f  o n l y  S veta had been here - that wou l d  have been 
eas i er. Turunge saw a boy w a l k i n g  down the path . H er boy. 



A b l ack fore l ock ,  a h i g h  forehead, eyes, s h i n i n g  l i ke  bead s .  
H er son . H er b l ood .  I gore k .  

I s topped about a m eter away from Turunge .  The w o m an ,  
w h o s e  face I h a d  fo rgotten ,  l ooked m uc h  scar ier  i n  m y  i m ag i 
nat ion  than s h e  d i d  i n  person . H er face was haggard a n d  her  
eyes  fi l l ed w i th tears . 

" I gorek ! "  she w h i s pered . 
Turunge l ooked at her second son . I t  was as i f  the i r  fi ve 

years apart had never happened . H ow cou l d  he  have grown so 
m uch? S h e  reac hed for h i m .  

"Come here ! "  S h e  wanted to say someth i ng e l se but  
cou l d n ' t  m u ster anyt h i ng except : " I ' m  your  m other. " 

Those words carr ied the m ean i n g  of  her  worl d .  
I cou ldn ' t  understand what th i s  woman was saying .  I was 

confi dent that I had a mother - Havo - and I couldn ' t  understand 
why th i s  woman wou ld be l y i ng to me. A l arm came over her face. 

" I ' m  your m other. I ' m  . . .  " 
She  h e l d  a bag m ade out  of  newspaper. 
"Th i s  i s  fo r  you,"  she sa id ,  s i g h i n g  and hand i n g  m e  the pre

sent .  "Th i s  i sn ' t  a l l .  H ere 's  m o re . "  
S he b e n t  down,  and g o t  a b r i g h t  green t o y  c a r  out  o f  h e r  

bag. I care fu l l y p i c ked i t  u p ,  t h e n  l ooked a t  Turunge aga i n ,  
i n q u i s i t i v e l y. 

" You don ' t  rem e m ber m e?" 
I d i d n ' t  know w h at to say. Turunge was also s i l e n t .  W h o  

c o u l d  he l p t h e  fa c t  that we h a d  fo rgotten her?" 
" I ' m  . . .  your  . . .  m other . . .  " she repeated . 
I turned m y  head to at l east somew hat escape the awkward 

s i tuat i o n .  I d i d n ' t  want to l ook at the eyes of the w o m an w h o  
gazed a t  m e  w i th i ncreas i ng a l arm . 

A mounta i n  eag l e  soared above the c i ty. T h i s  w as not a 
freq uent s i ght .  I t  h ung,  near ly  s t i l l ,  over our  house .  The g i an t  
b i rd t h e n  van i shed as s o o n  as i t  h a d  appeared . I l owered my 
gaze and saw a red app l e  h an g i n g  h igh above u s .  
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" L ook - an app l e . "  I s a i d ,  happ i l y, po i n t i n g u pward .  
" Where?" Tu ru nge la ughed and looked u p  a s  wel l ,  exam i n i ng 

the tree 's  canopy and try i n g  to spot the fru i t  am ongst the leaves .  
" H ere i t  i s !  H ere ! "  I rep l i ed . 
Turunge pretended not  to see the a p p l e ,  m a rked l y  look i ng 

for i t  and unex pec ted l y  b r i n g i n g  her  son aga i nst  her  s h o u l der. 
" W here i s  i t ?" she l au ghed . 
I fe l t  a forgotten fee l i n g o f  warm th s u rround m e ,  so fl eet

ing that I cou l d n ' t  consc i o u s l y  p i n po i n t i t .  I re l axed a b i t .  
T h e  s h roud cam e d o w n  from m y  m e m ory. I rem embered -
not even her  face, but  the touch o f  her  hands .  

Tu runge dropped to h e r  knees i n  fron t  o f  m e  and l ooked 
i n to m y  eyes .  

" Do you get  a l ong w i th your  brothers?" 
I nodded . 
" W h y  can ' t  you say ' ye s ' ?" 
I i n stant l y  scow l ed and shot  her  a s u l l e n  l o o k .  Tu runge 

sm i l ed k i n d l y. 
" D o  you p l ay w i th y o u r  s i ster? E l l oc h ka?" 
I shook my head . 
"C o m e  o n ,  g i v e  m e  a s m i l e , "  Turunge asked . " I  don ' t  b i te . "  
S h e  tr i ed t o  h u g  m e  aga i n .  
" W h at? I s  som eth i ng w rong? Don ' t  b e  afra i d ,  I won ' t  do 

anyth i n g  bad to y o u . "  
Turunge sudden l y  grabbed m y  s h o u l der  a n d  I stepped 

back, scared . 
" W h at 's w rong?" Turunge asked,  s u rpr i sed . 
I frowned and l ooked at the gro u n d .  
" W hat are you l oo k i ng at?" Turunge asked . 
"Noth i ng . "  
" F i ne ,"  Turunge rep l i ed s u l l e n ly. 
A m i d st the br ight ly  c o l ored fl owers under  the c rysta l  b l u e  

s ky, Turunge 's  gray s k i rt a n d  j acket m ade h e r  seem l i ke a trag
ic c haracter in a fa i ry ta le ,  sudden l y  transported i nto our yard . 



" I t 's t i m e  for m e  to go," I s a i d .  
" H om e?" 
"Ye s .  M am a 's w a i t i n g  fo r  m e . "  
" M ama?" Turunge asked, i n  surpr i sed a l arm . 
"Yes," I repeated . 
" I ' m your mama."  Turunge l ooked at m e  i r 1  confu s i o n  

for a few m om ents,  t h e n  sm i l ed tender ly. " F i ne,  go," she  s a i d  
q u i et l y. " I ' l l  c o m e  v i s i t  y o u  soon . I ' l l  v i s i t  often . Wi l l  that 
m ake you happy?" 

I bare ly  heard those l ast words,  as I was run n i ng away 
al ong the path,  h o l d i ng the green toy car t i gh t l y  in my han d .  
W h e n  I fi na l l y  reac hed t h e  stoop, I turned aro u n d .  T h e  woman 
rem ai ned in  the same p l ace,  except  now she was cover i ng her  
face w i th her  hands and conv u l s i ng .  

"M ama, I d i d n ' t  say anyth i n g  to her e i th er,"  I proud ly  an-
nou nced as soon as I stepped i nto the room . 

H avo wal ked away from the w i ndow. 
"Good boy.  W h at did she  te l l  you?" 
"She  asked about E l l oc h ka .  B u t  I was q u i et ."  
H avo was  am used by how the c h i l d ren reacted to the i r  re

u n i o n  w i th Tu runge . 
" M ama, I was sc ared at fi rst, but  then I wasn ' t," I cont i n 

ued . 
"That can happen after you haven ' t  seen someone fo r  a 

long t i m e .  Don ' t  th i n k  about i t . "  
"She sa id  that she ' l l  v i s i t  us  aga i n  . . .  " 
"N o,  she won ' t,"  H avo i n te rru pted . "That I can prom i se 

you . "  
At that m o m ent,  S l ava ran i nto t h e  room ,  s l am m i ng 

the door beh i n d  h i m .  
"So - w h at d i d  she  g i v e  you?" 
S l ava not i ced the toy car. 
"Show m e ! "  
"N o . " 
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" C o m e  on ,  show m e ! "  m y  o l der  brot her  dem anded . 
"N o ! "  I repeated s tub born ly .  
The s park o f  envy s h i m m ered i n  S l ava 's  eyes . We s tarted 

shov i n g  one another. S l ava turned out  to be q u icker  and got 
the toy out  of  m y  hands at an opport u n e  m o m ent ,  b u t  I m a n 
aged to grab i t  a n d  pu l l  i t  back toward m e .  The c a r  fe l l  o n t o  
the fl oor  a n d  S l ava j u m ped after i t .  I k i cked i t  to the  s i de ,  
and the toy br i sk ly  ro l l ed away - j u st l i ke a rea l  car. S l ava 
s prang i nto act i o n  fi rst .  He j u m ped in i ts d i rect i o n ,  but  m i sca l 
c u l ated and l anded on i t  w i th h i s  foot .  C rack ! T h e  m a l l eab l e  
m etal  o f  the car 's  body snapped . 

Th i s  was probab ly  the happi est and m ost d i ffi c u l t  day 
in Tu ru nge's  l i fe .  S he retu rned to the d o rm i tory fro m the house 
on Katy h i n  Street com p l ete ly  exhausted . Everyth i n g  turned 
out  to be d i fferent from w h at she  i m ag i ned . H er o l der  c h i l dren 
d i d n ' t  accept her. 

A t  l east Gena and E l l ochka  somew hat rem e d i e d  the s i tu
at i o n .  M uc h  l i ke her  brothers,  the g ir l  approac hed her  m other  
caut i o u s l y. S h e  was fi l led  w i th fear, H av o ' s  words  resou nd i ng 
through her  ears : "C razy woman,  c razy woman . S h e ' s  capab l e  
of  anyth i ng . "  

" A s  t h e  dzh i g i t  rode h i s  h o rse . . .  " Turunge sang tender ly. 
I t  w as the same song that she used to s i n g  to E l lochka  to get 
her to s l eep .  " I ' m  that same dzh i g i t, rem em ber?" 

" Yo u  don ' t  look l i ke a dzh i g i t ! "  her daughter  sa id  in m i s
trust,  a sm i l e com i ng over her  face .  

" S o  y o u r  grandpa's  t h e  brave dzh i g i t?" 
They l aughed in u n i so n ,  and i t  was wonderfu l .  Turunge 

sudden l y  fe l t  the warmth that rad i ated from the c h i l d .  
The same th ing happened wi th Gena.  Turunge hugged 

and k i ssed h i m ,  and he d idn ' t  res i st l i ke I gor and S l ava. H er 
youngest son kept sm i l ing and w rapped h i s  arms around her neck .  

Only then d id Turunge fee l  l i ke a m other. Th i s  i nstant ly  
rek i n d led  her  confidence .  S h e  w as a m other !  That m eant that 



her o l der k i d s  w o u l d  come around and rem em ber her. Not  eve
ryt h i n g  was l ost - the i r  heart w o u l d  show them the r ight way. 
A fter a l l ,  Gena d i d n ' t  fo rget her, even though he w as o n l y  
three w h e n  she l e ft .  

A m i d st a l  I these thoughts ,  Tu ru nge d i d n ' t  even not ice  
as  she  reac hed the dorm i tory, wh ere S veta worr iec and w a i ted 
for her. 

S h e  ran to her  s i ster. 
"Why are you back so soon?" 
Turunge attem pted to te l l  her s i ster about the v i s i t , but  

the res u l t  was c haot i c ,  her  story j um p i ng haphazard l y  between 
though ts .  D i d  the v i s i t  go w e l l ?  Turunge herse l f  d i d n ' t  know. 
In order to fi nd a footho l d ,  she started from the very beg i n 
n i ng,  try i n g  t o  h i gh l i gh t  t h e  pos i t i ve a n d  hope fu l  aspects i n  or
der to be ab l e  to l ean on them and keep go i ng .  

S h e  to l d  Sveta about t h e  garden,  t h e  c h i l dren,  t h e  b i rd s .  S h e  
to l d  h e r  how t h e  c h i l d ren have gro w n ,  that I gor l ooks l i ke h e r  
a n d  S l ava l ooks l i ke Erzo l .  H owever, s h e  fe l t  l i ke she  cou l d n ' t  
convey t h e  m ost i m portant fact :  h o w  d i stant they have grown .  

B ut that d i d n ' t  m atte r !  She  cou l d  c h ange th i s .  She  wou l d  
v i s i t  them agai n  and aga i n !  A fter a l l ,  she cou l d  n o w  d o  that 
as often as she  wanted . 

"And H avo?" 
" W h at about  H avo?" 
" D i d  you see H avo?" 
"N o . " 
"Good ." 
"You know, they ' re as beaut i fu l  as fl owers," Turunge 

w h i spered . 
"See? They ' re a l l  r ight ,  and together." S veta hugged her. 

"Who e l se w as there? Was the grand father there?" 
"No, I d i d n ' t  see N ahamye." 
" W hat about  h i m ?" 
" W h o m ?" 
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" You know, E rzo l . . .  " 

The s park i n  Turunge 's eyes went  d i m .  S h e  wanted to l i e  
t o  her  s i ster, but  cou l d n ' t .  

I ndeed,  s h e  had seen E rzo l .  H e  appeared sudde n l y, a s  she 
sat  o n  the bench w i th Gena .  Tu ru nge was occ u p i ed wi th  her 
son,  te l l i ng h i m  about herse l f, gran d m a  M e l ke,  thr i l l ed w i th  
the  fact  t hat the  boy seemed i ntereste d .  H er son rad i ated such  
warm t h ,  that she  had near l y  ca l m ed down and started l augh i n g  
w i th  h i m  o v e r  s o m e  j oke .  

S udden l y, Gena turned h is  head and sm i l ed at someone,  
wav i n g  h is  hand and not  l i sten i n g  to  w hat Turunge was say i ng .  
S h e  turned t o  s e e  w h o  h a d  m ade the  c h i l d  so happy, a n d  saw 
E rzo l .  He passed them as h e  wa l ked a l ong the pat h .  He hadn ' t  
changed a t  a l l ,  as i d e  fr o m  perhaps gro w i n g  a tad t h i c ker. Other 
than that, he  had rem a i ned the  sam e .  

Turu n g e ' s  i n i t i a l  pert u rbment  over t h e  s i gh t i ng q u i ck l y  
turned to  s u rpr i s e .  W h o  does th i s ?  E rzo l l ooked stra i ght  ahead, 
seem i n g  to not ice n e i ther  Turunge nor  the i r  son . I t  was as i f  
h e  was try i ng to demon strate that s h e  m eant noth i ng to h i m .  
That thought  s tung Turu nge .  The th i ngs  she  h ad endured were 
a l l h i s  fa u l t !  For  a second,  she  fo rgot that she  w as s i tt i ng next  
to her son,  h o l d i n g  h is  h an d .  

" A s  fa r  a s  h e ' s  concerned,  I don ' t  ex i st ,  S veta.  Do you 
u n derstand?" Tu runge s a i d  h o l l o w l y, fi n i sh i ng her  story. Tears 
w e l led  up in her eye s .  S v eta gasped and ran to e m b race her. 
Turu nge lost  contro l  and started c ry i ng .  

A woman beh i nd them,  w h o  w as i n  t h e  c i ty o n  a b u s i ness  
tr i p,  stay i ng i n  the dorm i tory - the only p l ac e  in  the  resort c i ty 
w here one cou l d  fi n d  a roo m  w i thout  bri b i ng anyone,  po l i te l y  
com p l a i ned . 

" Wou l d  you Je t  m e  s l eep?" 
"Sorry, sorry ! "  S veta ' s  w h i sper echoed across the  roo m .  

" H e  d i dn ' t  say a s i ng l e  word?" s h e  asked,  turn i ng back t o  her  
s i ster. 



" N o .  I don ' t  th i n k  he w o u l d  have turned h i s  head even i f  
I was b e i n g  s l aughtered i n  front o f  h i m . " 

" W h y ' s  he l i ke that?" 
"I don ' t  know. H avo hates m e  even m ore," Turunge re

p l i ed, sudde n l y  c a l m er. 
S h e  l ooked aro u n d  to see what t i m e  i t  was,  and saw that 

it was a l ready daw n .  S h e  s i sters d i d n ' t  even not i c e  that they 
had ta lked t h rough the n i ght .  

There was no po i nt  to rem a i n i n g  in  K i s l ovod s k .  In  a few 
hours,  they were a l ready at the tra i n  stat i o n ,  try i ng to buy any 
t i cket - even in a s hared com partment  - that wou l d  get them 
back to M akhachka la .  

Someth i n g  unexpected happened to  Turunge d u r i n g  
t h e  tra i n  r ide .  For  the fi rst t i m e  i n  m any years, a trave ler  
t r ied  to  i ntrod uce h i m s e l f. The m an sat  down across from her  
and started ask i n g  about  som eth i n g .  Turunge w as so preoc
c u p i ed w i th her thoughts that she d i d n ' t  rea l i ze that he  was 
ta l k i ng to her. When she fi n a l l y  not iced i t , she  i nterrupted h i m ,  
sa id  that she has fo u r  c h i l dren and that everyth i n g  i s  go ing  
wel l .  The man 's  eyes  w i dened,  he  went  s i l ent,  grum b led some
th ing and c h anged seats . 

" I  to l d  you that everyth i n g  w o u l d  be fi ne ! "  These were 
the words w i th w h i c h  A nya greeted her s i ster, when she 
stepped over the thres h o l d ,  i nstan t l y  say i n g :  " I  saw them ! "  

H e r  m other, father and brother s u rrou n ded her and dragged 
her to the k i tc h e n .  Turunge started her story for some tenth 
t i m e .  L i ghts were o n  at the house on S u l e i m an Sta lsky S treet 
u nt i l  l ate at n i gh t .  

" S o  no one rem e m bered you?" M e l ke asked . 
"On ly  Gena ."  
" W h at c o u l d  he  poss i b l y  remem ber?" M e l ke wondered . 

" H e  was so l i tt l e  when you were parted . "  
" I ' m  s u rpr i sed too, but  h e  rem e m bered," Turunge s a i d  

proud ly.  
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" E l l ochka  was even s m a l l er. Wou l d n ' t  she  then rem em ber 
you better  than the rest?" A nya noted . 

" W h y  d i d n ' t  you go the fo l l o w i ng day?" H ezg i e  asked,  
who cou l d n ' t  m ake sense o f  w h ether  the tr i p to K i s l ovodsk 
went  w e l l or  not .  

"They d i d n ' t  forb i d  you to see  the  c h i l d re n ,  d i d  they?" 
M e l ke asked . 

"N o ! "  Turu n ge rep l i ed,  shak i ng her  head t i red l y. 
"N o?" Anya w o ndered . " S o  why d i d  you l eave so soon . "  
" I  cou l d n ' t  stay there a n y  l on ger. They are n ' t  used to m e  

anym ore . "  
"N onsense ! "  A nya retorted .  "They ' l l  g e t  u s e d  t o  you 

agai n !  You ' re t he i r  m other ."  
" D i d  they at l east ask you to come i n ?" H ezg ie  asked q u i 

e t ly. H e  w o rr i ed about h i s  daughter  and per iod i ca l l y  grabbed 
h i s  chest ,  s u s pec t i n g  that she was om i t t i n g  someth i n g .  

"N o !  A n d  I w o u l d n ' t  h a v e  asked," Turu n ge rep l i ed . 
" B u t  they cou l d  have at l east asked you to com e i n ! "  M e l 

ke sa i d .  
"Stop i t .  L i ke you don ' t  know H avo,"  H ezg ie  c h i m ed i n .  
" O f  course w e  know H av o .  B u t  N ahamye . . .  Was h e  l ook

i ng the other w ay?" A nya asked . 
" H e  wasn ' t  there ,"  Turunge rep l i e d .  S h e  was t i red o f  th i s  

argument .  S h e  w an ted t o  l i e  down a n d  b e  a l one  w i th her  
thoughts . B u t  her  parents and her  s i b l i ngs were i nsat i ab l e .  

" What do y o u  m ean,  h e  w as n ' t  there? S h e  probab l y  sent  
everyone away, so that  s h e  cou l d  control  everyth i n g .  I know 
H avo,"  M e l ke scoffe d .  

" S o  how m uc h  t i m e  d i d  you spend ta l k i n g  t o  t h e  k i ds?" 
A nya asked . 

" We ta lked for a w h i l e ,  then the k i d s  l e ft . "  
" Yes ,  fo r  a w h i l e  . . .  " A nya's  tone w a s  dou btfu l .  " S veta to ld  

m e  . . .  N o  more than  ten m i n utes each ,  r ight?" 
Turunge d i d n ' t  res pon d .  



" W hat - they co u l d n ' t  le t  you s peak to them l onger?" 
A nya cont i n ued angri ly.  

"They them sel ves d i d n ' t  want to ."  
" W ho?" 
"The k i d s . "  
"Never m i nd ,  I th i n k  I get t h e  p i cture .  You cou l d n ' t  even 

han d l e  th i s  by yourse l f."  A nya was a l ways categor ica l  w i th 
her j udgments . H er adm o n i t i o n  opened the fl oodgates, and Tu
runge burst out  i n  tears . 

" I ' m  not the i r  m other. I ' m not t h e i r  m other ! "  s h e  shouted 
at A nya, baw l i ng .  "She taught them to be afra i d  o f  m e !  S h e  
d i d !  I t  was a l l her ! "  

Turunge 's emot ions  were go i ng n u m b .  T h e  parents 
and A nya stood s i l ent,  not know i n g  how to hand l e  such a tu
m u l tuous react i o n ,  then went to com fo rt her. 

"Stop i t .  You need to go back to them as soon as poss i b l e  
and try t o  fi x  the s i tuat i o n . "  

" H ow ?  H ow wou l d  I do that?" 
A nya l i t  a c i garette . 
"Your heart w i l l  te l l  y o u .  You ' l l  take a vacat i o n ,  under

stood? You ' l l  try to spend a day w i th them as i f  noth i n g  had 
happened ."  

"A l r ight ," Turunge nodded,  ca l m i ng dow n .  
" A n d  q u i t  rag i ng .  That ' l l  fi x  i t . "  
A l as,  Turunge wasn ' t  ab l e  t o  v i s i t  h e r  c h i l d ren u nt i l  l ate au

tum n .  By that t i m e ,  m any events had taken p l ace w i t h i n  Erzo l 
B abaev 's  fam i ly that cou l d  o n l y  be descri bed as l i fe chang i n g .  
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XXII I  

E rzo l  w as a l w ays c o n s u m ed by a fee l i ng o f  u n fu l fi l l m ent .  
H e  was c o n v i nced that h e  was capab l e  o f  accom p l i sh 
i n g  m uc h  m o re than the  c u rrent c i rc u m stances a l l owed 

h i m ,  and if  fate set h i m  i n  fron t  o f  a ro u l ette w h ee l ,  h e  w o u l d  
sure l y  w i n .  

A d d i t i on a l l y, Father needed t o  soc i a l i ze w i th  h i s  friends  
and a b e l oved l i ke he needed a i r  - o f  th i s  h e  was confident .  
Th is  w as a way to r id  h i m s e l f  o f  da i l y  stress  and restore the  en
ergy he l ost at  work . 

The fi rst woman who rem ai ned at Father 's s ide  for an ex
tended period o f  t i m e  and whom we rem embered wel l was O l ga 
A n nenkova.  S h e  was o l der than F ather and worked as an ac
countant at the cooperat ive ,  rai s i n g  a son by herse l f. We l earned 
of  her ex i stence when Erzo l brought her i nto the home through 
the m a i n  entrance .  H avo l ooked at her skept ica l ly.  We, on the 
other hand, l i ked her. She was a state ly  woman, strict and se
ri ous,  l i ke a teacher. She probab ly  transform ed when she was 



a lone wi th  Erzo l ,  becom i ng fun ny, c rafty and charm i ng .  I n  any 
case, she was the fi rst one who was ab l e  to i n A uence F ather 's 
dec i s i on s .  The i r  re l at ionsh i p, however, was short- l i ved .  A m e re 
year passed, and O l ga stopped appeari ng at the B abaev home .  

Soon after, fate i n trod uced Father t o  another w o m a n .  
Va l e n t i n a  w a s  e l even years h i s  j u n i or. S h e  w as o n l y  n i neteen 
when she came to K i s l ovodsk from Saratov, a baby g i r l  in h e r  
arm s .  I t  w a s  1 9 5 9 .  E rzo l entered the  workshop,  and h i s  c o l 
league, a ta i l o r  n a m e d  Koshevoy, po i nted out  the young g i r l . 

"Go i ntroduce yourse l f.  Th i s  i s  o u r  new appre n t i c e . "  
E rzol  l ooked at the new g i r l  i nd i fferent ly  and nodded . S h e  

was bas h fu l ,  b u t  nodded bac k .  S h e  was n ' t  l i tt l e .  S he w a s  ta l l 
and p l u m p - one of those w h o m  m e n  wou l d  refer  to as ' sweet ' ,  
o r  fu l l - fi gu red . S h e  was r ight  i n  l i ne w i th the  t i m es ,  w h i c h  w e l 
comed everyt h i ng sturdy, c urvy a n d  b l us h i ng .  Valya  w a s  a true 
Russ i an beauty : enorm ou s  eyes,  a stra i gh t  nose,  proud po i s e  
a n d  a l uxur ious  b l ond bra i d .  

S h e  was ass i gned t o  study under  E rzo l B abaev. H e  h i m 
se l f  d i d  not req uest i t  - the d i rector d i d .  W hat was i t  l i ke t o  b e  
a ta i l or 's apprent i ce? I t  m eant  da i l y  i n teract i o n ,  e i ght  hours 
at a t i m e .  N o w  i m ag i n e  that the part i es i nv o l ved are a strong,  
lone ly young m an and an enc hant i n g  young w o m an . 

The workshop was l ocated i n  an i n  an ord i nary two-story 
bu i l d i ng .  I t  l ooked p l a i n  d u r i n g  the day, but  d u s k  m ade i t  mys
teri ous ,  e n i gm a t i c  and com p l ete ly  deserted . T h i s  i m press i o n  
w as decept ive ,  however :  Father ' s  workp l ace a l w ay s  seethed 
with l i fe .  

That day, E rzol  d i sm i ssed h i s  workers ear ly a n d  headed 
home h i m s e l f. O n l y  Valya  rem a i ned,  i nten d i ng to cut  the  fab
r i c .  Erzo l had no doubt that the g i rl w as a q u i c k  l earner, han
d l i ng ass i gn m ents m asterfu l l y and hon ing her  s k i l l s .  Once 
home,  h e  had d i nner  and checked o u r  h o m ework.  I t  was fi fteen 
m i nutes to e i ght ,  and stars w ere start i n g  to l ight  u p  in the  tw i 
l i ght  sky. Some sort o f  power drew h i m  back t o  work . 
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For  some reaso n ,  h i s  heart beat q u i c k ly, so h e  dec i ded 
to w a l k  s l o wer  to c a l 111 d ow n .  A s p i cy a ro m a  of s o m e  p l a n t  
w a fted fro 111 t h e  park . S t reet l i ghts  h a d  a l ready co 111 e o n ,  b u t  
t h e i r  l i gh t  was d i m .  U n t i 111 e l y  thoughts  s n u c k  i n to h i s  111 i n d .  
E v e ryt h i n g he d i d  a l w ays ra i sed q u e s t i o n s  fro 111 so 111 eone,  e i 
ther  c l ose or d i stant .  S o m e  d i sapproved o f  h i s  act i o ns ,  some 
thought  he was be i n g ras h ,  or  too i n dependent .  The ancestors 
d i d n ' t  l i ve  l i ke th i s , the  e l ders wou l d  th i n k .  

E rzo l was con v i nced that h i s  i nner vo ice  was the o n l y  one 
worthy of I i sten i n g  to, and that he had to I i v e  i n  the m o 111 ent ,  
not i n  the past .  H e  a l so knew t h i s  for a fact : no m atter what 
myster ies rabb i s  and sc ient i sts  uncovered, they a l l  needed pants .  
Conseq uen t l y, they needed h i m . W hy, then,  d id he have to sub
scr ibe to the i r  theories i ns tead of l i v i n g  by h is  own w i sdo111 ?  
H e  w as ra i s i n g  h i s  c h i l d ren ,  lead i ng the l i fe o f  a l one gun111 an,  
po i nted l y  try i ng to d i stance tro u b l es from h i m se l f.  He d i d  
n o t  i ntend t o  rem arry. W h y  w o u l d  h e ?  W h y  wear those shac k l es 
aga i n ?  H i s e x i s t i n g  respon s i b i l i t ies  were more than enough . 

H e  cont i n ued to w a l k  a l o n g  the  park, w h i c h  seemed to go 
on forever. W h e n  w o u l d  it  end? I n  the dark, everyth i ng see m s  
l arger t h a n  i t  d o e s  i n  day l i gh t .  

There w as n o  one e l se i n  the  workshop - o n l y  Valya work
ing o n  her  cuts .  E rzo l s i l en t l y  stood beh i n d  her. She w as very 
attract ive ,  w i th except i on a l  grace to her  m ovements .  Va lya 
was us ing cha l k to out l i n e  the contours o f  a d ress on the fabri c .  
E rzo l  coughed . S he j u m ped and l ooked aro u n d ,  fr i ghtened,  her 
cheeks fl us h ed . 

' I  scared her, '  E rzo l thought .  ' They a l l l i ke to get scared, 
those good g i r l s .  W h at a strange nature .  They get scared, but 
they ' ve a l ready fo l ded up the i r  w i ngs ,  stand i n g  s t i l l ,  w a i t i n g  
t o  be swept u p  by a strong hand a n d  dragged away somewhere . ' 

" Yo u r  o ut l i ne i s  wrong," he  sa i d .  Without  w a i t i n g  for a 
rep l y, he  covered Valya 's  n arrow wr is t  w i th h i s , grab b i ng i t ,  
l i ke a l i on grab b i n g  h is  p rey, so that her hand was com p l ete ly  



w i t h i n  h i s .  H e  sq ueezed her fi n gers t ight ly, and begun to out
l i ne anew. Va lya 's  hand com p l i ant ly  fo l l owed h i s .  S h e  sm e l l ed 
l i ke fi e l d  fl o wers and som eth i n g  i ntox i cat i ng .  Thoughts  van
i s hed . On ly  des i re rem a i ned.  

"Now trace to the l e ft .  Keep the l i ne  fi ne - don ' t  get  
the fabri c a l l  cha l ky. " 

" I ' m  try i ng," Va l e n t i n a  sa id  t i m i d l y. 
"Not hard enough, ' '  Erzo l rep l i e d .  "The l i nes need to be 

cr isp ,  exact ly  l i ke the sketc h .  Then the dress w i l l  fi t  correct l y. 
U nderstand?" 

The young woman nodded . 
"Why d i d n ' t  you go hom e?" 
"You d i d n ' t  te l l  m e  to . "  
" I  d i d n ' t  te l l  y o u  to," Erzo l s a i d ,  teas i n g .  " W h at i s  th i s  -

a s l ave cam p? You have a s m a l l c h i l d , don ' t  you?" 
" I  do .  B u t  M ama's  w atc h i ng her." 
" I t 's good that there 's  someone to l ook after her ." 
A pause hung over the room . The s i lence sudden ly became un

bearab le .  I t  seemed that i f  they stayed qu iet any longer, some un
known force would emerge and they wou ld do someth ing stup id .  
The mannequins  on which  the jackets and dresses hung seemed 
to shrink in  s ize .  The man and the woman stood next to one anoth
er, seem ing to l i sten to the des ire conveyed by acc idental contact.  

Val e n t i n a  sudden ly  l i fted her head and l ooked at h i m .  
"We shou l d n ' t , ' '  she  w h i s pered . 
Erzo l ,  pretend i n g  not to hear her, brought her  c l ose 

and l unged at her l i ps .  
H e  d i d n ' t  w a l k  home,  b u t  g l i ded o n  i n v i s i b l e  w i ngs . N oth

i ng had changed . They haven ' t  even tran s i t i oned to the i nfor
m a l  ' you ' .  B u t  whee ls  w ere i n  m o t i o n ,  s p i n n i ng i n  an u n usua l  
d i rect ion ,  and no m atter w here he  was and w h at he  d i d ,  h i s  
thoughts wou l d  come bac k  t o  Va lya .  

Somet i m es,  when they were l e ft a lone  at the workshop, 
they wou l d  stop in the i r  tracks in front  of  one another for a 
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second,  then m e rge i n  a l o n g  k i ss ,  as i f  com pet i n g  for w h o  
wou l d  ru n o u t  o f  a i r  fi rs t .  

" I  don ' t want  to start our  re l at i onsh i p  th i s  way,"  Va l e n t i n a  
o n c e  w h i spered . 

" L i ke you don ' t  l i ke i t ! "  E rzo l rep l i ed b ras h l y. 
H e  reac hed for an em brace, but sudde n l y  a spark o f  stat i c  

e l ectr i c i ty c a m e  o ff  Va lya 's s i l k  dres s .  S he y e l ped , shaken,  
as  if  th i s  was a bad s i g n .  

" W h at ' s  w rong ."  
"Oh,  you know . . .  " 
"On l y  c h i ckens breed l i ke t h i s , ' '  E rzo l l aughed .  " Yo u ' re 

scared . "  
" I  a m  not scare d . "  
S he stayed s i l ent,  as i f  t o  provoke h i m .  E rzo l d i d n ' t  want 

to ta l k  any longer. He p i nched her s i de ,  l aughed,  and went 
back to h i s  work,  w h i st l i n g  and l o o k i n g  aro u n d .  Valya stayed 
where she w as,  look i n g  at h i s  bac k,  u nt i l  E rzol  d i sappeared 
beh i n d  a c o rn e r. U n l i ke other m e n ,  h e  h ad an essence to h i m  
that attracted her  w i th an i m a l i st i c  strength . 

E rzo l l i ked Va lya a l ot ,  but  d i d n ' t  fee l  any love i n  h i s  heart .  
He offered h i s  woman protect ion ,  not some myth ica l  fee l i ng, 
o n l y  dem and i ng one t h i n g  in return - obed i ence .  The expres
s ion o f  h i s  fee l i ngs d i d n ' t  i m p l y  sweetness,  awe or adm i s s ions  
of l o v e .  Tou c h i ng her  body, however, was tru ly  amaz i n g .  E rzo l 
c o u l d  fee l  l i fe return i n g  to h i m ,  m e l t i ng the g l ac i ers that cov
e red h is  t i red sou l .  

The very next  d ay after the m e m o rab l e  even i n g  at 
the workshop one of Valya 's  co l l eagues p u l led  her as i d e  at 
l unch and asked, j ok i n g l y :  

"Do y o u  rea l l y  th i n k  h e ' l l  b e  w i th y o u  fo r  l ong? Do y o u  
know h o w  m any others l i ke y o u  he h as?" 

Valya h u ffed and said noth i ng in re p ly. At home, however, 
she to l d  her  m other everyt h i n g  and b u rst out  i n  tears . S h e  i m 
p l o red herse l f  n o t  t o  l ose s i ght  o f  w h at 's i m portant .  S h e  came 



to th i s  c i ty w i t h  a c h i l d ,  and knew the i m p l icat i o n s  o f  the 
phrase ' h i t  i t  and q u i t  i t '  from personal  exper i ence .  H er m other  
repeated the  sam e .  The main th ing was not  to behave i rrespon
s i b l y. I t  was bet ter  to be a lone than to be l i ed to . 

A t  t i mes ,  s h e ' d  look at Erzo l and wonder :  was she  l ucky 
to have m e t  h i m ?  Va lya d i d n ' t  know the r ight answer to that  
quest i o n .  S he j u s t  kept l i v i ng,  go i n g  w i th the fl ow. E rzo l was 
very overbear i n g - she understood that  r ight  aw ay. I f  she want
ed to be w i t h  h i m  for a w h i le ,  she  wou l d n ' t  be able to contra
d i c t h i m .  O n l y  then wou l d  he rem a i n  in peace .  Yalya never 
asked about  Erzo l 's fi rst  m arr i age . H e  would te l l  her  in  due  
t ime ,  she  thought  - no reason to dwe l l  on  i t  now. 

She was not ashamed o f  her re l at i o n s h i p  w i th E rzo l .  Why 
w o u l d  she  be? They were both young and avai l a b l e .  S o  what i f  
each h ad c h i l dren a l ready? Why not  start l i fe anew? 

One F r i day, E rzo l approached Yalya after work and to l d  her  
that s he ' l l  come to d i nner  at h is  h o m e  tomorrow. This  was n ' t  
a n  i n v i tat i o n  - i t  w as a n  order that cou l d n ' t  b e  defi e d .  Yalya  
d i d n ' t  care fo r  h i s  tone .  H e  acted as i f  he  knew for a fact  that 
she's fi ne w i th every s i ng l e  th i n g  h e  wanted her  to do.  Yalya  
l ooked h im stra i g h t  i n  the eye and s a i d  noth i n g .  

" W h a t ' s  w i t h  you?" he asked . 
" l  ' m  uncom fortab l e . "  
" Don ' t  be s i l ly ."  
E rzo l c h u c k l e d .  That constant  fear that  a young woman 

has o f  the  mother  o f  the  man that possessed her. 
They met at the workshop and took a tax i ,  which d idn ' t  go un

noticed by Valya 's  friends and coworkers . Erzo l and Valya arrived 
and wal ked up to the house. The door opened and a short, s l i ghtly 
stooping woman stood on the thresho l d .  To Yalya, Havo appeared 
short and com pact, noth i ng l i ke what she expected to see hav
i ng heard E rzol 's bri ef  remarks about h i s  mother. She had Erzo l 's  
eyes,  and the oval  shape o f  his  face . Havo sm i led at the guest 
and nodded s l ight ly in greet ing.  Valya bashfu l ly rec iprocated. 
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" We l l  - come i n !  I t  i s n ' t  custom ary for our  guests  to keep 
stand i n g  at the door. "  H av o  ushered her am i c a b l y  i n to 
the house .  

The i ntrod uct ion  was strange ly easy, though one wou l d  
be hard pressed to c a l l i t  an  a c t u a l  i n trod uct i o n .  Everyone sat 
down at the  tab l e, and H avo i n stan t l y  proceeded to serve one 
d i s h  after  the  other. H a l f  of them were t h i ngs that Va lya  tasted 
for the fi rst  t i m e .  E rzo l enterta i ned everyone w i th  anecdotes . 
Then,  they took a w a l k  at the  park . 

The even i n g  conc l uded w i th  a somewhat  i nsane,  pas s i on
ate k i ss and the expecta t i o n  o f  abso l ute h a p p i ness .  



XXIV 

T urunge was frenz ied when she  retu rned home from 
work .  Luck i l y, A nya, who su pported her s i ster i n  a l l 
s i tuat i o n s ,  was home.  Turunge ran to hug her  from 

the doorway, as i f  she cou l d  s o l v e  a l l her prob l e m s .  
"A nya, I can ' t  d o  th i s  anymore.  I want t o  s e e  m y  c h i l dren . 

I ' m go ing ."  
" F i ne,"  A nya s i ghed . "Go."  
Th i s  t i m e ,  Turunge set out  to K i s l ovodsk on her own,  w i th

out  not i fy i ng the B abaevs .  Yet aga i n ,  she  bought a w ho l e  p i l e  
o f  presents,  and dec i ded t o  stay a t  the same co l l ege dorm i tory. 

Turunge remembered the d i rect ions to the house on  Katy
h i n  S treet from the fi rst  v i s i t  and arr ived around noo n .  The gate 
was open,  so she  entered . Wi thout l oo k i n g  around,  she headed 
stra ight  for the bench by the app l e  tree, w here she ran i n to 
N ahamye.  

He worked at the October Revo l ut ion  Decenn i a l  H ea l th 
Resort, r ight  i n  the center o f  K i s l ovodsk.  Th i s  S ta l i n-era es-
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tab l i s h m ent was one o f  t h e  best resort s  i n  the  c i ty freq uen ted 
by peop l e  o f  h i g h  stand i n g .  There,  N ahamye managed a w o r k 

shop that hand l ed m i no r  c l oth i n g  re pa i rs .  I r a gues t  needed 
to mend a r ip in the pants ,  ra i se  the s l i p  of a dress,  or adj u st 
a w a i st l i ne ,  w h i c h  happened q u ite frequent ly, he a l w ays p ro 

v i ded a q u i c k  fi x, a l ong w i th the req u i s i te good w i s hes .  
There were m o re c l i ents that he cou l d  ever ask for. The pay 

was good, not  to m e n t i o n  the t i ps ,  and N ahamye was happy. 
A n d  w hen h e ' d  get a know l edgeab l e  c u stomer, they cou l d  
e v e n  c hat about g l oba l  Z i o n i sm a n d  G o l da M e i r. A fter a l l ,  s h e  
was a c h i l d  of  t h e  R u s s i an E m p i re a n d  managed to put ' to
gether q u ite a country. 

H i s know l edge about I srae l and the spec i fi c s  of i ts estab-
1 i s h m ent weren ' t  co i n c i denta l .  We had an antenna on  the roo f  
o f  our  house,  w h i c h  a l l owed u s  t o  l i sten t o  ' enemy v o i ces ' 
from a l l over  the wor l d :  Vo ice  o f  A m er i ca,  B B C ,  etc . G randpa 
pre fe rred Vo ice  o f  I s rae l - he trusted them . Th i s  was h i s  hob
by, h is  pass ion ,  h is  wor l d l y  need . A fter return i n g  from work 
and fi n i s h i ng d i nner, h e  w ou l d  go upsta i rs and turn on  the re
ce iver. He w o u l d  then recount  w hat he heard to E rzo l ,  keep i ng 
h i m  u p  to date o n  the course o f  g l oba l  po l i t i c s .  

G randpa subscr i bed t o  newspapers a n d  w as genera l l y  very 
w e l l read . H e  d i sc ussed g l obal  c u rrent events w i t h  the same 
pas s i o n  that  E rzo l  had for text i l es  and b u s i ness . H i s cur ios i ty 
was far from casual .  T h i s  w as a m an w h o  had endured two 
rev o l ut i o n s  and three wars, and be l i eved that he cou l d  adv i s e  
h i s  son how to a c t  and w here to fl ee shou l d  danger stri ke .  

"Father, why do you l i sten to a l l o f  th i s?" E rzo l wou l d  ask, 
l augh i n g .  "Where are we com pared to G o l da M e i r?" 

N ahamye w o u l d  look at h i s  son stern ly and rep l y :  
" Eh ,  you ' re young a n d  na'lve,  E rzo l .  You j ust don ' t  u n 

derstand . . .  I t 's my fau l t .  I n form at i o n  i s  power. Whoever has 
it, ru l e s  the worl d .  Those are words of a w i se m a n .  Yo u need 
to know th i s ,  E rzo l ! "  



T h a t ' s  w h at  a fasc i n at i ng man o u r  G randpa N ahamye was . 
C o i nc i d e n t a l l y, he s tayed h o m e  that  day. A t  fi rst ,  Tu

r u n ge was t a k e n  abac k upon see i n g her  fo rm er  father- i n - l aw.  
I n  her  m i n d ,  h e  h ad a l w ays d i s tanced h i m se l f from w h at had 
h a p pe n e d . He h ad a l ways stayed the  way she re mem bered 
h i m  fro m the s tart of her  t i m e  in the B abaev h o u s e h o l d :  
a s i m p l e ,  s i n c e re m a n .  Perhaps  ru n n i n g  i n to h i m  now w as 
a goo d t h i n g .  

N ah a m y e  k new about  t h e  pre v i ous  meet i ng,  a n d  how 
the c h i l dren had rec e i ved Turunge .  H e  never ex pected her  
to show u p  aga i n ,  w i t hout  any warn i ng .  

" W h e n  d i d  y o u  arr i v e ?  W h y  d i d n ' t  y o u  l et us  know? 
I wou l d  have met  you ! "  N ahamye b l u rted out .  

" I  d i d n ' t  want to d i s turb anyon e .  I j u st came to v i s i t  
t h e  c h i l d ren .  Where are they?" 

" E i ther  p l ay i ng at home or ru n n i ng around somew here .  
You th i n k  I c a n  keep u p  w i th them?" 

F u s s i n g  about ,  N ahamye grabbed Turu nge 's  bags and start-
ed carry i n g them tow ard the house .  

" Wa i t .  Th i s  i s  strange . I shou ld  probab l y  wa i t  here . "  
Tu runge fe l t  u neasy, b u t  Nahamye w o u l d  have n o n e  o f  i t .  
"Come o n .  Yo u are n ' t  a stranger t o  u s .  A fter a l l ,  you ' re 

the m other of  m y  grandc h i l d re n .  
T h e  e ffect o f  Turunge a n d  N ahamye 's  appearance at 

the door on H avo was ak i n  to that of a bomb exp l o d i n g .  
T h e  shadow o f  fear and host i l i ty s w e p t  across  h e r  face. Tu
runge w as a l so fazed, hav i ng been tense enough to beg i n  w i th ,  
and now bare l y  ab l e  to keep her knees from trem b l i n g .  The two 
women stood there, s i l ent ly  exam i n i ng one another. Turun ge 
was no stranger to t h i s .  The m a i n  th i n g  was not to lower her  
eyes and h i de them from the enemy. H avo broke fi rst ,  pretend
i n g  that she had someth i n g  to do at  the stove .  

" We l l  - why are  you j ust stand i ng there?" she gru m b led .  
"C o m e  i n . "  
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That 's  w h en Tu ru nge saw S l ava at a doo rw ay, the other  
c h i l dren 's cur ious faces peek i n g  out  from beh i nd h i m .  N ot s u re 
w hat to do,  Tu runge rushed to grab the presents out  o f  her bags 
and handed them to the k i d s .  

"Th i s  i s  for  y o u ,  I go re k .  That 's for y o u ,  S l ava . . .  Gena,  
Gena - come here.  Th i s  i s  for you,  m y  l i t t l e  one . "  

" I  crushed your  car, " S l ava b l u rted o u t .  
" W h at?" Turunge d i d n ' t  q u i te reg i s ter w hat her  s o n  was 

ta l k i ng about at fi rst ,  bu t  then i t  came to her. " Don ' t  worry 
about that .  I '  I I  buy each of you a new one . "  

T h e  meet i n g  w a s  b r i e f. The c h i l d ren  s a t  a t  the  tab l e  and t h e  
conversat i o n  w a s  awkward, des p i te N ahamye 's  e ffo rts  to d i f
fuse the ten s i o n .  The k i d s  were q u i et ,  uncom fo rtab l e  and a loof. 

N ahamye sa id  someth i n g  about how they ' re go i n g  to see 
eac h other m o re from now on. He said that Tu runge shou l d  
v i s i t  whenever  s h e  wants . S udden l y, som eth i n g  i ns i de Tu
ru nge broke dow n .  She saw that the c h i l dren l i ved good l i ves ,  
and were w e l l cared fo r, c l othed and fed .  A l l  w h i l e  her  wor ld  
was  c o l l aps i ng .  

" We l l ,  I gave y o u  the  presents ,"  she  s a i d  i n  a pec u l i ar, d i s
tant v o i c e .  " I t ' s  t i m e  to go . "  

The o l der  k i ds approached H avo,  w h i l e  G e n a  s a t  a s  st i l l  
as a statue, stari n g  i nto space somewhere between h i s  m other 
and h i s  grandm other. The room stayed s i l ence .  A fter  the awk
w ard pause,  Turunge k i ssed each o f  them o n  the  cheek 
and asked them to walk her  to the door. 

" I ' l l  fi n d  a way to b r i n g  you back ! "  she  dec l ared from 
the thres h o l d .  "Know that . "  



xxv 

Anya met  Turunge at  the M ak h ac h ka l a  tra i n  stat i o n .  
" I ' m  n o t  a m other t o  them . The k i d s  are afra i d  

o f  m e . "  
" Enough o f  th i s  nonsense ! "  A nya snapped back,  a n d  they 

went h o m e .  
U po n  arr i v a l ,  they s a t  down a t  t h e  k i tchen,  as usua l . 
"Te l l  m e  w h at happened there," the j ud i c i o u s  A nya asked, 

k i n d l y. 
"Th i ngs . . .  " Turunge rep l i e d .  
A nya poured t e a  for b o t h  o f  them and p repared t o  l i sten .  

H ap h azard ly  j um p i n g  from one po i nt to another, her  s i ster to l d  
h e r  the story. 

"They want to take them from me - a l together. Forever,"  
she i ns i sted . " I  can fee l  i t .  H avo treats them as if  they ' re her 
property. " 

" H ow so?" 
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" Don ' t  you rem e m ber? S h e  ra i ses them w i t h hatred to
wards me in m i n d .  I need to stop th i s .  I need to get them bac k .  
I ' m the i r  m other ." 

A nya l i t  a c i garette . 
" D o n ' t  do anyth i n g  ras h .  What  can you g i v e  the  ch i l dren 

that E rzol  can ' t?" 
"They ' re m y  k i d s ! I n eed to  take them bac k , ' '  Tu runge 

kept repeat i ng over and o ver. 
" D i d  you t h i n k  about w here they ' d  be better o ff?" 
" W hat do you m ean? I ' m the i r  mother ! "  
A nya d i d n ' t  contrad ic t  her, j ust  sm oked . 
" I ' l l  ca l l N ahamye and let  h i m  know that you ' re com i n g  

agai n . "  
A s  prom i sed,  s h e  ca l led  the B abae v s .  S h e  fo u n d  N ahamye 

at the heal th resort w here h e  worked and to l d  h i m  that the past 
is the past, and that they need to bu i l d  a l i fe anew. The ch i l d ren 
shou l d n ' t  be w i thout  the i r  m other, who,  converse l y, shou l d n ' t  
be w i thout  h e r  ch i l dren . 

N ahamye l i stened to th i s  s i l en t l y, b i tter ly s i g h i ng i nto 
the rec e i ver from t i m e  to t i m e .  Anya was ask i ng for the i m pos
s i b l e :  to le t  the  c h i l dren go fo r  a walk w i th Tu runge.  

" I  don ' t  know w hat to say.  E rzo l w i l l  be aga ins t  i t ,  
and H av o  i s n ' t  happy that  Tu runge showed u p  w h enever  she  
wanted, w i th threats, n o  l ess , ' '  h e  i nterj ected . 

" I  don ' t  know and I don ' t  care, N aham y e .  S h e 's the i r  m oth
er .  Do you hear me? Those are her  c h i l dren . H av e  a heart . "  

N ah amye o n l y  s i ghed i n  response .  Every t i m e  h i s  w i fe 
rai sed her  v o i c e  at h i m ,  h e  agreed . Wom e n  h ad an u n ex p l a i n 
ab l e  power o v e r  h i m .  

H avo was a lways i n  c harge o f  the i r  home,  b u t  now N aha
mye dec ided that i t  was h i s  turn . Perhaps A nya's  words had 
an effect .  Perhaps h e  fe l t  gu i l ty. I n  any case, N ahamye de
m anded for the A bramovs ' req uest to be honored , and H av o  
h a d  no c h o i ce b u t  t o  com p l y, perhaps for the fi rst t i m e  i n  h e r  



l i fe .  ' C ra zy '  Turu nge wou ld  once aga i n  be a l l owed to v i s i t  her 

ch i l d ren .  

Ever  s i nce the former daughter- i n - l aw's  fi rst v i s i t ,  a nerv

ousness hung over the Babaev hom e .  H er sudden arr iva l  had 

ba ffl ed everyone,  even the seem i ng ly  im pertu rbab le  Erzo l .  

The c h i l dren sensed t h i s  and treated the woman w h o  they 

bare ly knew w i th an imos i ty. 

Erzol 

1 4 1  



Igor Babael '  

1 42 

XXVI 

F i ra ,  L i za and H avo extens i v e l y  d i sc ussed the pote n t i a l  
o u t c o m e  o f  E rzo l 's pas s i o n  fo r  Yalya .  T h e s e  d i sc u s s i o n s  
a l w ays e n d e d  w i th the phras e :  "Ti m e  w i l l  te l l . " I n  h e r  

m i nd ,  however, eac h o f  the  women fe l t  that the re l at i o n s h i p  
wou l d  b e  short- l i ved . 

B u t that d i d n ' t  keep H avo from worry i ng .  W hat i f  her  son 's  
untam ed energy wou l d  l ead h i m  astray and i nto the c l utches 
o f  some R u s s i an?  I f  not  Yalya, then another one .  There was 
only one  ant i dote to these heavy thoughts : she  n eeded to u r
gent ly  marry E rzol  off. 

E rzo l h i m se l f  l aughed at the  i dea, but  d i d n ' t  dare to defy 
h i s  m other. C o nversat i o n s ,  m u c h  l i ke the fo l l ow i ng,  became 
m ore and more freq uent .  

" W h at are you th i n k i n g  about?" H av o  would ask .  
" I ' m  n o t  th i n k i ng abou t  anyth i n g . "  
" I  know, you ' re th i n k i ng about y o u r  Va l e n t i n a . "  
"What m akes you th i nk that?" 



" S o n ,  you need to get m arr ied ! "  
" W hy, M am a?" 
H avo w o u l d  e i ther get o ffended or change the s u bj ect .  

Occas i o n a l ly, however, she ' d  ca l l F i ra to i nq u i re about  some
t h i n g .  

O n e  t i m e, short l y  after t h e  beg i n n i n g  o f  t h e  re l at i onsh i p  
w i th Va l e n t i na, H avo to ld  me that she ,  m y  father, and I w o u l d  
t rav e l  t o  Derbent t h e  fo l l o w i n g  day. I w as woken ear l y  i n  the 
m orn i ng,  c l eaned up ,  and dressed in h o l i day c l othes . We got 
i n  the car and set out .  

Father 's  re p l y  to m y  q uest ion  - " W hy?" - was s i m p l e .  
" I ' l l  s h o w  y o u  w h ere I w a s  born . I t 's  beaut i fu l  there, you 

know ! "  
I w i l l  a l w ays rem em ber m y  fi rst i m pres s i o n  o f  Derbent,  

and how the c i ty seemed l i ke a g i an t  canvas . I ts c rooked n ar
row streets rem i n ded m e  of a sna i l .  The c l ay wal l s  o f  the 
bu i l d i ngs ,  the narrow w i ndows - everyth i ng had an air  o f  un
i m ag i n ab l e  ant i q u i ty. When our  car entered someone's  y ard 
and Father got out ,  he was i n stant ly  s u rrounded by peo p l e  pat
t i n g  h i s  s h o u l ders and back in a j oy fu l  d i n .  

Father 's  greet i n g  party i n c l uded one of  t h e  most  c o l or
fu l  i nd i v i d u a l s  i n  the l oca le  - M i sha  G i lyadov.  H e  had a m ost  
m e m o rab l e  v o i c e :  a low t i m bre punctuated by unexpected 
h i gh note s .  G i lyadov w as the d i rector o f  a restaurant in Der
bent .  H e  w as a l s o  a d i stant re l at i v e  o f  Havo .  Th i s  w as w h ere 
the m ystery s u rround i ng our  tr i p l a i d ,  though it wou l d  not be
come apparent unt i l l ater. 

M ore and m ore peo p l e  w o u l d  arri ve  i n  the courtyard, eve
ryone pu l l i ng E rzol  toward them w i th exc l amat ions  o f  " Re
mem ber th i s ! "  and "Remem ber that ! "  Each rece i ved a u n i q u e  
greet i n g  from Father :  " M y  G o d ,  you ' ve changed ! "  or " L ook 
w h o ' s  here ! "  The rum ors o f  Erzo l ' s  thri v i ng c areer had a l ready 
reac hed Derbent .  Peo p l e  treated Father w ith reverence and re
spect . 
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Tab l e s  were set r ight  there i n  the  yard to c e l e b rate E r
zo l ' s arr i v a l . The party w as attended by everyone w i t hout  e x 

cept i o n .  Toasts were sa id  - the fi rst ,  the second,  the th i rd . . .  
The c e l ebrat i o n  grew l arge r  and l a rger. I t  wou l d  have probab ly  
gone on  forever, i f  H av o  d i d n ' t  approac h her  son and  w h i sper 
i n  h i s  ear :  

" D i d  you fo rget w h y  w e ' re here? Come on ,  l e t 's go, " she 
n u dged . " Peop l e  are  w a i t i n g . "  

" M ama,  stop i t , "  E rzo l obj ected . " We j ust sat dow n . "  
Nevert h e l ess ,  h e  got u p  a n d  started wa l k i ng,  a s  i f  on  a 

leas h .  H avo l ed the process ion ,  w i thout  as m u c h  as turn i ng 
around .  

We wa l ked down narrow streets, wh ich  seems l i ke they ' ve 
been the sam e s i nce a h u ndred years ago, when m y  fo refa
ther I l l azar wa l ked down them . We entered someone 's  home,  
where worri ed women s c u rr ied  about .  Father pa id  no attent ion  
to  them . H i s attent ion  was focused on the tab le ,  w here two 
g i r l s ,  seem i n g l y  s i sters, sa t .  

E rzo l  c u ri o u s l y  l ooked them over and respectfu l l y greeted 
the m aster o f  the house .  We sat for as l o n g  as proper m an ners 
d i c tated, speak i ng o f  the w eather and other i nnoc uous  top i c s ,  
t h e n  g o t  up,  bowed, and return ed to M i sha  G i l yadov 's  yard . 
The party resumed w i th renewed ardor. 

Th i s  w as but  a smal l c h u n k  o f  Derbent 's  J e w i s h  com m u
n i ty, com posed o f  som e h u nd red thousand peo p l e .  E rzo l was 
happy to s i t  in the com pany o f  h i s  n at i v e  peop le ,  to see fam i l 
i ar faces from h i s  c h i l dhood,  and to s peak h i s  n at i v e  l an guage . 

" l  ' m  happy to be h e re,  and happy that m y  son can see 
the p l ace w h ere our  m other  was born," said E rzo l ,  com menc
i n g  h is  toast . 

H avo seemed tense,  as i f  awai t i n g  someth i n g  i m portant .  
A t  a n  o pportune m oment, E rzol  l eaned toward her  a n d  asked,  
tende r l y :  

" D i d  I h e e d  your  req uest?" 



H avo nodded and sm i l e d .  She  was sm i l i n g  m uc h  m o re 
than u s u a l  anyways,  b e i n g  i n  Derbent ,  the c i ty o f  her  youth . 

" I  went ,  and I l ooked ."  
H avo l ooked at her son sus p i c i ou s ly.  What w as he  h i nt i n g  

a t ?  S udden l y, he  b u rst o u t  i n  l augh ter. 
"Can you p l ease not bother m e  w i th th i s  anym ore? I beg 

you . That ' s  not  my path . Let ' s  stop w i th th i s  searc h for a br i de .  
I ' m not go i n g  to m arry anyone anyways ."  

A n d  so the reason for the tr i p w as reveal e d .  I t  was a br ida l  
v i s i t , arranged by H av o .  B u t  her fa i l u re d i d n ' t  upset her  one 
b i t .  If  he doesn ' t  want  to, he  doesn ' t  want  to . A t  l east she  w as 
fi n a l ly  confi dent  that  E rzo l won ' t  do anyt h i n g  stu p i d .  A s  l o n g  
a s  no one wou l d  drag h i m  u n d e r  the h u pa - or i nto the wed
d i n g  reg i stry - t h i ngs w o u l d  be fi n e .  A s  long as her  son w as 
u n m arr ied ,  and h i s  heart d i d n ' t  be long to another w o m an that 
H avo wou l d  undoubted l y  d i s l i ke, her  stature at the home as h i s  
m other and her s u per ior i ty w o u l d  rem a i n  i m m ov ab l e .  A s  l on g  
a s  her  son rem ai ned u n m arr ied,  one  cou l d  s a y  that she  w as 
a q ueen,  the possessor o f  the reverent  ro l e  o f  the one i n  c harge 
of rai s i ng h i s  c h i l dren and run n i ng the househo l d .  The fact that 
he d i d n ' t  want to t i e  h i m s e l f  to another woman w as not  a ca
tastrophe .  He h ad c h i l dren ,  w h i c h  m eant that h e  h ad fu l fi l l ed 
h i s  d u ty to the c l an ,  so putt i n g  another s h ac k l e  o n  h i s  neck 
was u nnecessary. The q uest i o n  of  E rzo l 's  m arri age was never 
broac hed aga i n  in  the B abaev househo l d .  

S trange l y, E rzo l h i m s e l f  thought  that h i s  sons must  o n l y  
m arry J e w i s h  women . M uc h  l ater o n ,  w h e n  th i nk i n g  over w h at 
I saw d u r i n g  m y  c h i l dhood,  I not i c ed a trend : w h i l e  F ather 
grew up in a J e w i s h  fam i ly, knew the n at ive  tongue,  and was,  
in  a sense,  a carr ier  o f  J e w i s h  trad i t i o n ,  he,  h i m s e l f, a l w ays 
went for R u s s i an women . Why? That rem a i n s  a mystery. 

I t  w as n ' t  l o n g  at a l l  before we started regard i ng Yalya 
as a good friend . S h e  a l w ays cared for us ,  checked our home
work,  and went to  parent-teacher meet i ngs,  as F ather w as a l -
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ways bu sy. We trusted her  w i th our  secrets,  w h i c h  she  never  
betrayed . S h e  a l so took care o f  many other  i m portant  tasks ,  
w h i c h  rem a i ned i nconsp i c u o u s .  I t  wasn ' t  u n t i l  a fter she  l e ft 
that w e  fu l l y rea l i zed how m uc h  warm th she  brought  i n to 
the l i ves  o f  the B abaev s .  

Va lya  a l ways regarded H av o  am i c a b l y  a n d  respec t fu l l y, 
and she  ret u rned the favor. There was n ' t  even a h i nt o f  the 
scanda l s  and argum ents that  wou l d  constan t l y  erupt between 
H avo and Turunge . Valya  was d i fferent .  S he never asserted 
c l a i m  to anyth i ng, a l w ays knew her p l ace  and was a l ways 
a serv ant,  h e l per, friend and adv isor  to our father. E rzo l gave 
Val e n t i n a  a h i gh sa lary :  fi ve hundred rub i es a m onth . Th i s  was 
com parab l e  to w h at a d i rector w o u l d  m ake, and far m ore than 
a s i m p l e  ta i l or cou l d  ex pect . S h e  whom E rzo l l oved was a l 
ways prov i ded for. 

Food,  w h i c h  Va lya 's  m other a l ways i ns i sted on,  was a l 
ways prov i ded for. Va lya,  however, c o u l d n ' t  h e l p  b u t  d ream 
o f  the i r  future and wed l oc k .  B ut E rzo l had a l ready conc l uded 
that he  does n ' t  want another w i fe ,  and stuck w i th h i s  dec i s i o n .  

Valya 's  re l at i o n s h i p  w i th  father w a s  u n i q u e  i n  o n e  respect . 
Throughout t h e i r  e n t i re re l at i o n s h i p, the o n l y  present she  re
c e i ved from E rzo l was a d i amond r i n g .  That was it .  There were 
no expe n s i ve c l othes or l a v i s h  g i fts . S h e  a l w ays had m o ney, 
but i t  w as earned, not g i v e n .  

Th i s  w as E rzo l ' s  pri n c i pa l  pos i t i o n .  H e  k n e w  o f  t h e  tem p
tat i o n s  that came w it h  l arge amounts o f  money. I t  cou l d  eas i l y 
c h ange others ' i n teract ions  w i th E rzo l ,  even i f  they l oved h i m .  
Wea l th starts pres s i n g  on one 's  psyc h e  sooner o r  l ater. Peo
ple beg i n  to mental l y  ' put m oney i n  the i r  pockets ' .  A fter a l l ,  
i t ' s  p l ent i fu l ,  a s  are everyo n e ' s  w i shes .  E rzo l understood th i s  
and h ad h i s  o w n  way o f  dea l ing  w i th i t .  

F o r  that every reason,  h e  never gave Va lya g i fts - t o  guard 
her from the tem ptat ion  of e n vy i n g  h i s  money. Th i s  was not a 
m atter o f  greed, but rather a vacc i n e  aga i nst  h arm fu l  seduc-



t i o n .  Erzo l wanted the i r  re l at i onsh i p  to be bu i l t on m utua l  i n 

dependence . Va lya needed t o  prov ide for  herse l f, t o  va l u e  what 

she had w i thout  des i r i ng  more . 
Th i s  happened to be Erzo l ' s un i versa l  ru l e .  H i s  s i sters d i d  

no t  rece ive  he l p  from h i m  for that very reason . 
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XXVII 

As ahamye had pro m i sed,  the B abaevs were proper
l y  prepared for Turunge 's  next  v i s i t .  A tab l e  was set 
and everyone ate l un c h  together. E rzo l ,  of  course,  was 

absent .  N ahamye took the head o f  the tab le ,  and H avo served 
the food, as usua l . 

B ut Turu n ge s t i l l  cou l d n ' t  h e l p  fee l i ng l i ke an outs i der. 
S h e  saw how warm l y  the  c h i l dren regarded H avo,  and how 
s h e  treated them . Such care and tenderness cou l d  not be faked . 
Turunge 's  heart overflowed w i th envy, pai n and h u rt .  S h e  now 
had no doubt  that she  wou l d n ' t  be ab l e  to take the k ids  back 
that eas i l y. Perhaps she w as fated to be content w i th  the c h ar i ty 
of be i ng a l lowed i n frequent,  br i e f  v i s i ts  w i th her  own c h i l d re n ;  
fated t o  a lway s  depend on H avo's  consent .  The  m ere thought  
of that  was unbearab l e, as was s i tt i n g  i n  the m i dst o f  peo p l e  
who regarded h e r  as a n  enemy. 

Worst of a l l ,  Turunge 's  c h i l dren were so c l ose - w i th i n  
arm 's reach ,  ready t o  b e  em braced . B ut wou l d  they return 



the a ffec t ion?  They had c l ear ly a l l been tra i ned to steer c l ear 

of the i r  own mother. 

H avo qu ie t ly  approached the cupboard, took out a candy 

d i sh ,  and put i t  on the tab l e .  We i nstan t ly  pounced on the de

sert ,  ye l l i ng  and argu i ng  over who wou l d  get what .  Turunge 

watched us on the verge of  tears . What had the Babaevs done 

to her l i fe? Why were they conv i nced that she wou l dn ' t  be 

ab l e  to care for her own ch i l dren? 

L i tt l e  E l l ochka was the on ly  one that  d i dn ' t  part i c i pate 

in the happy com mot ion . She  sat there, under a l arge wa l  I 

c l ock ,  and watched Turunge cur ious ly, as i f  try i ng to guess her 

mood . 

" E l l ochka?" Turunge asked, sm i l i ng  at her tender ly. "Are 

you okay? Let me  fee l  your forehead . "  

She  touched the ch i l d 's forehead w i th her hand . E l l ochka 

sm i l ed ,  and Turunge fe l t  as i f  a warm waft of  a i r  caressed her. 

There i t  was : a mother ' s  happ i ness .  

"My l i tt l e  g i r l ! "  Turunge moved her cha i r  c l oser to her  

daughter and sa t  the I i tt l e  one on her l ap .  

E l l ochka asked about someth i ng,  but  Turunge was so ab-

sorbed in her m i serab l e  thoughts that she d i d n ' t  hear her. 

"What?" she asked, fee l i ng the c h i l d  tugg ing on her s l eeve .  

"Do you have p ink ba l l oons  at your house?" 

"Ba l  l oons? What ba l l oons?" 

"These ."  E l l ochka took a deep breath and exhaled i nto Tu-

runge 's face, m i m ick ing  a ba l l oon ' s  i nflat ion .  
"Do you want  me to  buy you l ots and  l ots of  ba l l oons?" 

"Yes ! "  E l lochka answered, her eyes grow ing w ide .  

Turunge saw the  s i tuat ion  i n  a d i fferent l ight .  No  one was 

pay i ng any attent ion to her and E l lochka .  F i ne then - they 

d i dn ' t  have to pay attent i on to them e i ther. 
"We ' l l  be back i n  a l i tt l e  b i t," she sa id  qu i et ly. No  one re

p l ied . It seemed that no one even heard that Turunge has sa id  

anyth i ng .  Havo on ly  threw a g lance at her from the k i tchen -
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how was t h e  ' c razy woman ' do i ng? I s  she t ry i n g  to pu l l  s o m e 

t h i ng? She  returned t o  h e r  chores w i th o u t  say i n g a n y t h i n g .  

Turunge covered her  mouth w i th he r  h a n d  a n d  g i gg l ed q u i 

et ly, l i ke a ch i l d .  F o r  a moment ,  s h e  i m ag i n ed t h at s h e  and E l 

lochka were t h e  same age, the i r  o n l y  m i s s i o n  be i n g  to esc a pe 

the i r  torm ent ing  governess .  Th i s  though t warmed her. I ndeed 

- why not run away from th i s  p l ace and go somewhere w h e re 

they wou l d  be happy? As  long as her ch i l d  was n e x t  to her. 

Turunge got up ,  came up to Nahamye, and wh i spered to  h i m  

i n  order t o  avo i d  the boys '  attent ion : 

"We ' re go i ng  for a wa l k  i n  the garden . "  

N ahamye sm i l ed absentm i nded ly, grumb l ed someth i ng,  

but d i dn ' t  obj ec t .  H avo wasn ' t  i n  the room . Turunge w i n ked 

at her daughter. E l l ochka ,  expect i ng someth i ng i n terest i ng  -
a game or an adventure - l aughed at the top of  her l ungs . Tu 

runge nervous ly  brought her  i ndex finger to her l i ps .  

"Shush ,  E l l ochka ! Qu i et .  Let ' s  go . "  

"Where?" t h e  g i r l  w h i spered back .  

"Le t ' s  take a wa l k . "  

Turunge p i cked t h e  c h i l d  up a nd  they went t o  t h e  other 

room . 

"Can you show me  your toys?" she asked the l i tt l e  one .  

E l l ochka, perched on her arms ,  s i l en t ly  po i nted toward 

the door that l ed outs i de .  

"Your  toys are there?" 

The g i r l m i sch ievous ly  nodded and sm i l ed ,  her eyes tw in 

k l i ng .  

" H ow i n terest i ng .  Let ' s  go  outs ide then," Turunge rep l i ed 

w i th a consp i rator ia l  sm i l e .  

They wen t  i nto t he  sun-drenched garden . 

"My l i t t l e  g i r l . . .  My l i tt l e  g i r l . . .  " Turunge started shower

i ng  E l l ochka w i th k i sses w h i l e  she sm i l ed .  Then,  Turunge 's 

voice turned to hysteri ca l  chant i ng .  "Don ' t  they show you any 

affect ion here? My  poor g i r l . Let 's get out  of here . "  



E l l ochka on ly  nodded i n  accord . 

Turunge l ooked around . A l l  she had to do was take the l as t  

s t ep .  To l eave th i s  hate fu l  yard, and h i de from i ts masters at 

the oppos i te end o f  the wor l d .  

" H ow long a m  I supposed t o  endure t h i s?" s h e  s a i d  a loud .  

"They ' re m i ne ! My  c h i l d ren . "  

Turunge looked around ,  fr ightened . None of  t h e  Babaevs 

were watc h i ng her. J us t  the unmerc i fu l  sun, emera ld  l eaves 

b l i nd i ng ly  sh immer ing under i t .  She fe l t  l i ke a b l ade of  grass ,  

t i red of cease less ly  reach i ng  for l i gh t .  She  wanted warm th 

for herse l f  and her c h i l d ren - noth i ng  e l se .  o one cou ld  keep 

her warm bes i des E l lochka .  And no one wou l d  keep E l l ochka 

warm bes i des her mother. 

Turunge d i d n ' t  not i ce  that she near ly ran down the garden 

path . Away from th i s  yard - qu i ck l y  - before anyone not i ced . 

Turunge ran i nto the street and caught her breath .  Carry

i ng E l l ochka was beco m i ng more and more d i fficu l t, but she 

wasn ' t  about  to  le t  her go .  She  was her mother. One 's  own 

burden i s n ' t  heavy. 

"Don ' t  worry. Everyth i ng  w i l l  be good from now on," Tu-

runge wh i spered .  "Your mama is w i th you .  U nderstand?" 

E l l ochka nodded . 

"Now we ' l l  a lways be together. Forever and ever ! "  

S udden ly  Turunge caught herse l f  - where were her purse 

and documents?  She frant i ca l ly patted her coat pocket, sud
den ly  rea l i z i ng that her purse was in her hand .  When d i d  she 

even grab i t?  M ust have been woman ly  hab i t .  She  forgot her 

other bags . Oh we l l .  The Babaevs can keep them . S he had a b i t  

of money - enough to  take her  daughter and go  somep lace 

where no one cou ld  find them . 

The sun was merc i less ,  so Turunge unfastened her coat. 
A gust of  w i nd threw a c loud of road dust at her face . Turunge 
kept go i ng .  She reached an intersect ion ,  got her wal let  out .  Tax

i s  wai ted by the corner, and Turunge approached one of them . 
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" I  need to get to the stat ion . The tra i n  stat i on . "  

Her m i nd was  shrouded i n  fog .  The  dr iver  nodded i nd i ffer

ent l y  and Turunge got i n .  The l ast t ime  she was i n  a passenger 

car may have been dur ing her l ast v i s i t  to Raya 's in M oscow. 

They drove past houses and trees .  Turunge bit her l i ps nerv

ous l y. I f  on ly  they reached the tra i n  stat ion  sooner. E l l ochka 

fe l l  as l eep in  her arms ,  l u l l ed by the mot ion of  the car. 

"We ' re here," the dr iver  grumb l ed .  

"How m uch d o  I owe you?" Turunge asked . 

The tax i dr i ver ra ised two fi ngers . Turunge shoved two 

rub ies i nto h is  hand and c l imbed out of  the car, carefu l  not to 

wake E l lochka .  The tra in  stat ion square was re l at i ve ly  qu ie t .  

She ran to the t i cket counter. As  a lways ,  there were no t i ckets 

to M akhachka la .  B ut Turunge 's ma i n  goal  was to l eave th i s  
c i ty - on any  tra in ,  even  a comm uter one .  Turunge bought 

a t i cket to M i nera l n iye Vody. 

Some forty m i n utes remai ned unt i l  departure .  E l lochka 

work up and started to fus s .  Turunge started rock i ng her, but  

she wou ldn ' t  ca lm down .  Turunge sudden l y  rea l ized that  

she 's  comp lete l y  unfam i l iar  w i th  her daughter ' s  persona l i ty 

and manner i sms .  

"Why are you  c ry ing, E l lochka?" she p l eaded . "Let ' s  find  

the  cafeter ia .  You ' re probab ly  hungry. " 

Turunge bought E l lochka a cheese pastry at the cafeteria, 

and she qu i eted down .  Now, they only had to reach M inera l 

n iye Vody. There,  Turunge hoped, s he ' d  be ab le  to get t i ckets 
to M akhachkala .  Everyth ing wou ld  tum out fi ne .  

She  stepped onto  the p l atform . Board i ng had a l ready 
begun ,  and passengers were gett i ng on the t ra i n .  Turunge 
found a seat in the rear of  the car, by the w i ndow. She d i d n ' t  
not ice  a s  s h e  fe l l  as leep .  S udden ly, someth i ng  rum b l ed ,  she 
opened her eyes  i n  fr ight ,  and looked at  E l lochka .  The c h i l d  
was as leep .  Drow s i l y, Turunge t r ied  t o  figure out  what 's go
ing on .  



At  the oppos i te end of  the car, two drunken men were swear

i ng at someone .  Turunge looked around and saw two po l i cemen 
stand i ng i n  the a i s l e .  Someone's face flashed beh i nd them . Tu

runge was in d i sbe l i e f. Erzo l ?  I t  cou l dn ' t  be. At that moment ,  

E l l ochka woke up and s tarted comp la in i ng unusua l l y  loud ly. 

" I  want to go hom e ! "  

The cry i ng caught the atten t ion  o f  t h e  po l i ce .  Turunge 
looked around nervous ly  and l ocked eyes w i th one of  them , 

a l arge man w i t h  a coarse, b l ack m ustache .  Her  face was sud

den ly  covered i n  sweat . She  remem bered that  t ime  a few years 

ago when the capta i n  and h i s  deputy wa l ked through the tra i n  

a t  t h e  M akhachka la  t ra i n  s tat i on  i n  the  exact same m anner, her 

ho l d i ng  the c ry i ng E l l ochka in her arm s .  

Turunge squ i n ted and started mumb l i ng a prayer that  

H ezgie had taught her. 

Someone 's  hand touched her shou l der  and she opened her 

eyes .  The man w i th the  m ustache and h is  young partner s tood 

before her. 

"Your  documents ,  c i t i zen ," the  m us tached m an rumb l ed .  

"What documents? I ' m go ing  home .  With my  daughter ! "  

Turunge rep l i ed  nervous ly. 

"What your l as t  name? Do you have papers for the ch i l d?" 

"Th i s  i s  my daughter ! E l lochka ! "  Turunge protested .  

" Leave me  a lone ! "  

S he turned around to see Erzol stand i ng i n  the door. She 

wasn ' t  ha l l u c i nat i ng .  A death ly  pa l lor  came over  her  face. 

"That 's her,"  he to l d  the po l i cemen . 

"A l r ight ,  l e t ' s  go," sa id  the officer, dragg ing her by her 

s l eeve . 

"Leave me a lone ! "  Turunge screamed .  

E l l ochka started cry i ng and the who le  tra i n  looked in  the i r  

d i rec t ion .  

"Quiet, c i t i zen ! "  the officer warned, frown i ng .  "Don ' t  get 

hysteri ca l . Otherw i se, we ' l l  c i te you for res i s t i ng ."  
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Not l ett i ng  go of  E l l ochka, Turunge rose and started mov

i ng toward the ex i t  on shaky l egs .  

"Papa ! Papa ! "  E l l ochka ye l l ed happ i l y  upon see i ng  Erzo l .  

He  i n s tant ly  ran over t o  h i s  daughter. S h e  reached for h i m ,  

but  her mother wou l d n ' t  le t  her g o  from her em brace .  

"Let her  go ,"  Erzo l wh i spered angri ly. 

Turunge started breath ing  heav i l y and ho l d i ng  her t i ghter. 

"You have no r ight ! "  she sa id  i n  a shaky vo ice .  "Th i s  i s  

my daughter ! "  

" I  certa i n l y  d o  have the r ight ," Erzol  rep l i ed .  " I ' m  her 

guard i an .  Let her go peacefu l l y, and t h i s  w i l l  a l l be over."  

"Do you know her?" the po l i ce ch ief  i n terj ected . 

"Th i s  i s  my ex-w i fe .  Tatyana Babaeva .  That 's her Russ ian  

name .  The fam i ly ca l l s  her Turunge . "  

The  term ' ex-w i fe '  brought Turunge back to earth . She  

gave up .  Com p l i an t ly, she l oosened he r  g r i p  and  Erzo l grabbed 

the c h i l d .  
"Come o n ,  E l lochka .  Let ' s  g o  home ."  

"Le t ' s  go," E l l ochka rep l i ed,  a lmost happ i ly. "Bye, Tu

runge ! "  She  waved to her. 

The officers s i lent ly l ooked at Turunge .  She j ust stood there, 

stari ng i nto space, as if she had lost a l l in terest i n  the world .  

"Thank you, offi cers . You saved t h e  day," s a i d  Erzo l ,  sm i l -

i ng  g l um ly. 

"That ' s  our job . "  The younger one sa l uted h i m .  

"Sorry, but . . .  A re w e  free t o  go?" 

"Of course - go ! What do you want us to do w i th her?" 

the offi cer asked Erzo l .  "Wou ld  you l i ke to press charges 

agai nst your ex-w i fe?" 

"No," Erzol grumbled .  "She can go wherever the hel l she 

wants ."  

"We l l  then ,"  sa id the officer, turn i ng toward Turunge .  " I  

adv i se you to head home and reso lve  your  fam i l y  i ssues i n  ac

cordance w i th the law." 



They s a l u ted a n d  e x i ted t h e  t ra i n .  Turunge fe l t  h e rse l f  

b l u s h i n g w i t h  s h a m e .  S h e was s h o rt o f  breat h .  S h e  ran o ff  

t h e  t ra i n  a n d  ran d o w n  t h e  p l at fo rm ,  away from t h e  s tat i o n .  

T h e  p l at fo rm e v e n t u a l l y  e n d ed a n d  s h e  fo u n d  herse l f s tand i n g 

con fused a m o n gs t  ra i l road t rac k s ,  i n  w h at seemed l i k e an e n d 

l ess  desert d e v o i d  o f  l o ve a n d  w a rm t h .  

A n d so t h e  s t o ry o f  E l l o c h k a ' s  k i d n ap p i n g  c a m e  t o  an  e n d . 
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XXVIII  

T urunge dec ided not to say anyth i ng to e i ther A nya o r  her 

parents . Neverthe less ,  news of the i nc ident w i th E l l a  

reached them . Nahamye cal led A nya a t  work and, ex

cus ing h imse l f  a thousand t imes as usua l ,  warned that if Tu

runge shows up at the i r  home aga in ,  they ' l l  ca l l the po l ice and a 

mere exp l anat ion won ' t  so lve the s i tuat ion .  Anya was horr ified .  

"Are you i nsane?" she screamed at Turunge . "Do you un

derstand what you ' ve done?" 

Turunge kept repeat i ng, in va i n ,  that she is the c h i l dren ' s  

mother and has the  r ight to see  them . A nya retorted that, wh i l e  

that ' s  true and s h e  i s ,  i ndeed, the i r  mother, she 's  been str i pped 

of  custody and her ex-husband is the i r  legal guard i an and has 

the right to turn to the po l i ce if another person touches them , 

be i t  Turunge or anyone e l se .  She sa id  that she shou ld  thank 

God that everyth ing  ended the way i t  d i d .  Turunge flared up 

and screamed at  Anya, te l l i ng her to m i nd her own bus i ness ,  

then broke down and started cry ing .  



"And yet Nahamye cal l s  me, not you," Anya caut ioned . 

"You do understand that you cou l d  have l anded back i n  pr ison?" 

"Bu t  what am I supposed to do? They ' re my ch i l dren ! "  

Turunge baw led .  

Anya d idn ' t  know how to  obj ect to  that .  
"Ca lm  down .  Let 's th i nk  th i s  over together. But we rea l l y  

need t o  keep th i s  l ega l .  D o  y o u  understand? Le-ga l ! T h e  court 

took away your cus tody, and the court i s  the on ly  p l ace to get 

it back . "  
" I  can  do that?" 

"Of course," A nya rep l i ed,  embrac i ng her. "Bu t  l e t ' s  put  

i t  as ide for now." 

Wh i l e  Anya ran around government  offices ,  try i ng to fig

ure out  her s i ster 's chances of rega i n i ng custody, Turunge kept 

s i n k i ng deeper i nto m i sery 's abyss .  Caring for her ag i ng par

ents became her respons i b i l i ty a lone ,  as the other A bramovs 

had the i r  own fam i l i e s  to tend to . A nya was happy w i th t h i s  

deve lopment, hop i ng that t he  work wou l d  d i s tract Turunge 

from the heavy thoughts that p l agued her. That, however, 

d i dn ' t  happen - noth i ng seemed to m ake Turunge happy. Eve

ryt h i ng seemed po i nt l ess : educat ion ,  career, romant i c  re l at ion

s h i ps ,  househo l d  chores . She  was on ly  dr iven by her des i re 

to be near her ch i l dren - to be ab l e  to see them and be ab l e  

t o  touch them every second .  Turunge fe l t  that i f  s h e  heeded 

A nya 's  words and comp l ied w i th the Babaev 's forb i ddance 

to see her ch i l dren ,  l i fe wou ld  lose i ts po in t .  

A nd so Turunge began tak ing  tr ips to K i s l ovodsk,  kept 

secret from everyone, even her parents and A nya, so that she 

cou ld  at l east catch a g lance of her c h i ld ren from afar. Tu

runge spent hours upon hours on the street, wa i t ing for the gate 

to open and for her be loved c h i ldren to come out. She  cau

t ious ly  kept her d i stance .  

There was no way for such behav ior  to go unnot iced .  One 

of the ne ighbors to l d  H avo about the scary woman,  and she,  
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i n  turn,  com p la i ned to E rzo l .  F rom then on ,  the gate to the 

house on Katyh i n  Street was a l ways kept l ocked . 

Bu t  there was no force on t h i s  earth that cou l d  have s topped 

Turunge .  Severa l t imes , she managed to secret ly  fo l low Gena 

to schoo l .  She  even ca l l ed i n  h is  d i rect i on once .  The boy turned 

around .  He was thr i l l ed to see h is ' rea l  mama ' ,  as he ca l l ed 

her, and spread h i s  arm s and was about to ye l l someth i ng .  Tu

runge, however, put her fi nger to her l i ps - ' S hush ! ' - and l e ft .  

e x t  day, s h e  bought some candy. S he  approached 

the school fence ,  wa i ted for the k id s  to pour out i n to the yard 

dur ing recess ,  found Gena in the crowd, and started wav ing  

to h im .  I t  was  an  ord i nary schoolyard, su rrounded by  an i ron  

fence .  When he saw Turunge, her son ran to her as fast  as he 

cou l d .  She  was drawn to the fence l i ke a magnet ,  s t i ck ing  her 

anns through the grate in attem pt to reach Gena.  

"My boy," she sa id .  "Come here and le t  me  give you 

a k i s s . "  

Gena  ran toward the  fence bu t  stopped short ,  torn between 

h i s  des i re to hug Turunge and H avo ' s  str ict ban on be ing  an

ywhere near her. He u l t imate l y  cou l dn ' t  res i st ,  grabbed Tu

runge 's ann and started k i s s ing  i t .  

"My  mammy ! I know tha t  you ' re my rea l  mama ."  

Turunge l i stened i n  d i sbe l i ef, as i f  her  greatest w i s h  had 

come true .  

"Te l l  that to  the  others, you hear? Te l l  S l av i k  and  l g

orek that I ' m the i r  mama .  You hear?" Her  p l eas grew more 

and more frenz ied .  "Do you hear me?" 

"They don ' t  be l i eve me, Mammy," the boy wh i spered . 

" I  brought you some candy. H ere - take i t . "  

She hurr i ed ly  reached i nto her  purse and  took out a paper 

bag, wh ich  had a l ready l os t  i ts shape. The bag tore and the 

candy sp i l l ed onto the ground .  Turunge started p i ck ing  it up 

and shov ing i t  through the grate toward Gena .  
"Take i t , my dear. Take i t  a l l . " 



H er fi ngers were shaky and the c l ums i ness became conta

g ious .  Gena sudden ly  got nervous and started dropp ing  the can
dy as we l l , rush i ng to pick i t  up and shove i t  i n  h is pockets . 

"Why aren ' t  you tak i ng i t?  Take i t , take i t ," Turunge kept 

repeat i ng .  

Tears g l i s tened i n  h e r  eyes . And so t h e  son  and  t h e  mother 

cr i ed ,  exchang ing  br i e f  touches through the fence, l i ke go l d  

co i n s .  S udden ly, someone screamed . 

"What are you doing? Babaev ! Gena ! Who are you ta lk ing to?" 

The boy froze in p lace, l i ke a th i ef  caught red-handed . 

"Come here th i s  m i nute ! "  the stern vo i ce repeated . 

Gena turned around s l ow ly .  A teacher was headed stra i ght 

for h i m .  

"Th i s  i s  a n  educat iona l  i ns t i tu t ion ,  not a n  a l l ey ! "  she ye l led 

from afar. "Who are you? Leave the schoo l  grounds at once ! "  

Turunge j ust stood there .  A fter a l l - she was o n  the other 

s i de of  the fence .  Why d i d  she have to l eave? 

"Babaev ! Did you not hear me? I ' m go ing  to te l l  your fa

ther that you ' re ta l k i ng to strangers . Come here ! "  

Gena was baffled,  s h ift i ng h i s  confused g lance between 

Turunge and h i s  enraged teacher. 

"Why are you ye l l i ng at a ch i l d?" Turunge sudden ly ye l led 

out  i n  anger. 

The teacher ran up  to the c h i l d  and dragged h im  away. 

Gena turned around,  h i s  sad eyes p l ead i ng for he lp .  

" Let h im  go ! "  Turunge ye l l ed .  "Let h im  go ! You hear me?" 

S he started shak i ng the fence .  The teacher stopped, turned 

around and scow led .  

"Get  out  of  here ! "  

Turunge gasped . 

" I  am h i s  mother ! "  
"We know mothers l i ke you . We a l l know. The po l ice 

are i tch ing to catch you . The boy 's father warned us .  Get out  

of  here, l ady, I ' m not k idd ing ! "  

Erzol 

1 5 9 



Igor Babae1 ·  

1 60 

"That 's my mama ! "  Gena sa id ,  trem b l i ng w i th anger. 

The o lder teacher l ooked the boy over stern ly and not iced 

the candy i n  h is  hands .  

"Who gave th i s  to  you? You can 't  take th i ngs from 
strangers ! "  She grabbed one of  the carame l s  and threw i t  to 

the ground . "Throw i t  out - immed iate l y ! "  she commanded, 

as if the boy was ho l d i ng a rat . "What if they ' re po i soned? Do 

you hear me, Babaev?" 

She  struck  the boy on h i s  hand and the candy sp i l l ed onto 

the gras s .  The teacher started d i l i gent l y  crush ing  i t ,  mash i ng  

t he  brown fi l l i ng onto t he  fert i l e  so i l .  

"Don ' t  you dare take anyth i ng  from strangers ! "  she 

warned . 

"She 's not a stranger, she ' s  my mam a ! "  Gena ye l l ed .  

H e  j umped a t  the teacher, fla i l i ng  h i s  fi sts . "That 's my mama ' s  

g ift ! "  

Tears streamed down h i s  face . H e  sensed h i s  mother stand

i ng beh i nd  the fence,  star i ng at h i m ,  unab l e  to do anyth i ng .  

Turunge was  unaware that Erzo l had warned t he  teachers 

that the school  m ight get a v i s i t  from the k i d s '  mother, who ' s  

been str i pped of c ustody and i s  s i ck  and dangerous .  I t  was bet

ter to keep an eye on the ch i l d ren to prevent any i n c i dents .  

What i f  she dec i des to do someth ing  bad,  l i ke k idnap a ch i l d ?  

She had  al ready done  i t  once .  The  teacher on l y  l i stened to h im ,  

w ide eyed, and  nodded, pa i n t i ng horr i fy ing  scenes i n  he r  m i nd .  

She l i ked th i s  handsome man who had found  h imse l f  i n  such 

a com p l i cated l i fe s i tuat ion . 

"Of course - I ' II warn a l l  my co l l eagues .  We won ' t  l e t  any 

hann come to the ch i l d ren ."  

And  so the teacher kept  a watchfu l  eye ,  espec ia l l y  on young 

Gena .  And th i s  t ime around,  she had spotted c lear danger. 

" I f  you ever approach the schoo l aga in ,"  she sa id ,  turn i ng 
toward Turunge and tak i ng a caut ious step back ,  "you ' l l  be 

dea l i ng w i th the po l i ce ."  



XXIX 

T urunge changed drast i ca l l y  after the i n c i dent at 

the schoo l ,  torn by confl ic t i ng  fee l i ngs . On one hand, 

she ached to see her ch i l dren ;  on the other, she feared 

run n i ng i nto Erzo l .  She remembered we l l  what he  was l i ke 

when he got angry. 

Tears fi l l ed her eyes constant ly, for no spec ific  reason .  Tu

runge cr ied, unab le  to stop unt i l the moment when co ld  empt i 

ness  wou ld  fi l l  her  sou l ,  as i f  striv i ng to reach a d i stant front ier 

where the absence of emot ion and long-awai ted peace re igned . 

A fair  b i t  of  t ime passed l i ke th i s .  One day, the cry ing stopped, 

as if the wel l that fed her tears had run out. She dec i ded that 

i t  was t ime to take act ion and, once aga in ,  set out to K i s l ovodsk .  

She headed to Katyh i n  S treet stra ight  from the  tra i n  sta
t ion ,  not even bother ing to stop at the dorm i tory, where every 

one a l ready knew her  and  greeted her  w i th sympathy, and  took 

her usual observat ion  spot some hundred meters away from 

the fam i l i ar gate . 
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I t  was dr izz l i ng, but Turunge wou ld  not be moved . Erzo l 

stepped out on bus i ness severa l t imes and returned . S l av i k  

and  I gor wen t  back and  forth tw ice .  Then  H avo wa l ked out 

and l ocked the gate . By Turunge 's  ca l cu l at i ons ,  Gena and E l 

l ochka were the on ly  ones at home - no one e l se .  A l i k ,  Erzo l ' s  

brother, cou l d  have been there as we l l ,  but  Turunge d i d n ' t  ac

count for h i m .  S he l ooked around and headed for the gate, her 

heart beat i ng  loud ly .  
"Gena w i l l  open the gate,  as l ong as I ca l l  h i m  i n to 

the yard," she repeated under her breath .  "Gena w i l l  l i s ten ."  

She  needed noth i ng more - j ust to hug and k i s s  at l east one 

of her ch i l dren .  

Here she was, a t  the gate . Turunge stopped, breath i ng 

heav i ly. She  l ooked around .  As  before, there wasn ' t  a sou l 

on the street . She  yanked the l atch toward her, but  i t  wou l dn ' t  

budge .  Turunge tr i ed t o  reach around and  open i t  from t he  i n 

s i de .  S udden ly, a face A ashed i n  t h e  w i ndow of  t h e  Babaev 

home, wh i ch  stood r ight  by the road and someone wa lked out 

onto the stoop .  

"Who 's here?" a vo ice  sounded . 

Turunge was petrified .  Someone approached the gate from 

the yard . 

"Turunge?" 

It was a fam i l i ar vo ice .  Turunge stra ightened up ,  the gate 

opened, and a beaut i fu l ,  statuesque woman w i th a fu l l  head 

of red ha i r  stood on  the other s ide .  I t  was L iza !  

Turunge frowned .  Out  of a l l  peop le  she expected to  see, 

t h i s  wasn ' t  one of them . She had heard that E rzo l 's younger 

s i ster had moved to K i s l ovodsk, but had no idea where she 

was stay i ng .  And here she was, l i ke a ghost of  the part of  her 

past that Turunge had tr ied so hard to forget .  
"Turunge . . .  " L iza repeated . 

Turunge remai ned s i lent ,  not know i ng what to say. 

For some reason,  l ook i ng at th i s  beau t i fu l  young woman i n-



sp i red her to fee l  the fu l l  extent  o f  her hatred toward the Ba

bacvs .  She  had spec i fi ca l l y t r ied to ban i sh  her - L iza - from 

her memory. A nd here she was - L iza - stand i ng  between 

her and her ch i l d ren .  L i za, the pure soul  that  she was,  d i d n ' t  

com prehend t h e  anger a nd  d i d n ' t  even want t o  hear t h e  deta i l s  

o f  the recent  trag i c  com pl icat ions  between the t w o  fam i l i e s .  

She j us t  s tood there, l ook i ng i nd i fferen t l y  at t he  one who had 

wronged her in the past ,  w i thout  as much as a shadow of  fear 

or a h i n t  of reproach .  

"Why are y o u  j ust stand i ng here?" s h e  sm i l ed .  "Come i n to 

the house .  I ' m happy to see you ."  

Turunge l ooked at her, con fused,  unsure whether  or not 

t h i s  ange l in the Aesh was try i ng to torment  her. 

"Your  ch i l d ren aren ' t  here r ight  now. Ne i ther are M other 
or Erzo l .  So  come in ,  we ' l l  dr ink some tea," she sa id in an 

a lmost s i ngsong manner. 
Cou ld  she rea l ly  have no i dea what had happened? Cou l d  

she rea l l y  no t  be  i n  cahoots w i th H avo and  Erzo l ?  Turunge 

shak i l y nodded and fo l lowed L i za i nto the house .  Every b i t  

of  i ts decor had a woman 's  touch t o  i t ,  creat i ng an a i r  of  com

fort and warmth .  

L i za h ugged Turunge tender ly, wh i ch  confused the  guest 

even more . 

"Come i nto the k i tchen . There 's  no reason to stand here," 

L i sa i n s i sted w i th gen u i ne affect ion . 

"No,  i t 's a l r ight .  I ' l l  j ust s i t  here and catch my breath . "  
"What do you  mean ,  catch your  breath? Let ' s  go  to the 

k i tchen .  You ' ve come a l ong way, so you must be hungry 
and t i red .  I ' l l m ake some tea." 

L i za near ly forced the guest to fo l low her. 
"How are your parents? Me l ke,  H ezg i e?" 

Look i ng  at the young woman fus s i ng  about her, Turunge 

fe l t  gu i l ty of  some unconsc ionab l e  act i on  that she cou l dn ' t  re
ca l l .  
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"They ' re a l l  r ight ,  thank you," Turunge rep l i ed ,  try i ng  

to sm i l e  and  fa l l i ng  s i l en t ,  no t  know ing  what e l se to say. She  

sudden ly  wanted to find a Aaw i n  L i za ,  to make her  gu i l ty 

and not fee l  em barrassed by her k i ndness and hosp i ta l i ty. 

" I ' 1 1  br ing you some cook ies  - I j ust baked them . They ' re 

your favor i te - I remem ber. "  

Turunge cont i n ued to  be  amazed . L i za remem bered what 

k i nd of  cook i es she l i ked . . .  

The cheery housew i fe l ooked upon Erzo l ' s w i fe w i th sym

pathy. Strange ly, L i za had a lways l i ked th is  young woman 

who had endured so much .  Maybe she wasn ' t  as bad as her 

mother kept te l l i ng her. In any case, Turunge deserved at l east 

a sm idgen of  warm th from the Babaevs .  L i za warmed her w i th 

her words, touch i ng in the i r  s imp l i c i ty, and in response to such 

k i ndness ,  Turunge 's  sou l started to me l t .  She  even took three 

s i ps from the teacup .  

"And how are you?" Turunge asked, her vo i ce crack i ng .  

" ! say and  I moved here .  We ' re sett l i ng i n ,  he ' s  work i ng .  

You know, i t  i sn ' t  that bad ,"  L i za sm i l ed . 

Turunge l ooked at her, so carefree, and remembered her
se l f, young,  beaut i fu l  and pure, wa l k i ng i n to Erzo l 's house .  

She  was so fu l l  of  hope for a happy l i fe w i th the man that fate 

had chosen to be her husband . That happ iness  was taken from 

her. Who wou ld  answer for that? 

"Yes . . .  I say w i l l  be home soon," L i za cont inued .  "He ' d  

say t h e  same th i ng ."  

What he was supposed to say, Turunge d i dn ' t  know. 

I say 's  name unearthed memor ies  that she wanted to forget 

forever :  her ch i l dren be ing taken,  her be ing conv i cted a long 

w i th her parents . I say had his hands i n  a l l  of  th i s .  What - d i d  

th i s  redhead not know th i s?  How dare s h e  torment h e r  l i ke 

th i s ?  

Sudden ly, Turunge saw everyth ing  i n  a d i fferent l i ght .  

The person in  front of  her wasn ' t  L i za - i t  was the g i r l who 



sto l e  her happ i ness .  I ns tead of  the warmth of  her words, 

she fe l t  a web that she was weav i ng, meant to tem pt, A atter 

and con fuse her, in order to degrade her even more l ater on . 

She  heard v i l e  mockery i n  L i za ' s  words .  

L i za cont i n ued to ta l k ,  but  Turunge heard noth i ng .  She  

on ly  saw the l i ps o f  a l y i ng  scoundre l ,  open i ng and  c l o s i ng  

s i l en t ly, l i ke t hose  o f  a fish  washed ashore . She  fe l t  d i sgusted . 

"What a terr i b l e  t ime  that was for a l l  of  us ,"  L i za went on ,  

but broke o ff, not i c i ng how her guest 's  mood had changed . 

"Turunge, everyth i ng i s  okay now. They ' re your k i d s .  Thank

fu l l y, th i s  i s  a l l beh i nd u s . "  
"Beh i nd u s , "  Turunge echoed back ,  star ing a t  L i za hate

fu l ly. 
"Now you can see them," L i za babb l ed ,  grow ing  more 

and more frightened . "Everyth i ng 's  sett l ed . . .  " 

These l ast words pushed Turunge over the edge.  

"Noth ing  i s  sett l ed . "  

Wave after wave of  hatred swept  over  Turunge.  H ere was 

L i za, tend ing  to her. M ak i ng cook i es !  Happy ! She  had every

th i ng :  a house ,  a husband,  hope for future c h i l d ren . W hat d i d  

Turunge have? Where was her house? H e r  husband? Where 

were her ch i l dren?" 

She fe l t  the forgotten touch of  Erzo l ' s  pa lm  on her face, 

but i t  carr i ed  no wannth or tempt ing tenderness ,  j ust the p ierc

i ng pa i n  of a resound ing  s l ap .  

Some ev i l  force cam e  over  Turunge and  dragged her  after 

it .  She stood up, wal ked up to L iza and grabbed her ha i r. L iza 

ye l l ed out of  shock and fear. The woman's  screams were l i ke 

a cata lyst  for Turunge's  wounded sou l .  She  pounced on L iza 

in uncontro l l ab l e  rage, as i f  she was carry i ng out a d i fficu l t  but 

usefu l  task that wou l d  refresh her t i red body and free her sou l 

from the pai n and desperat ion that fi l l ed i t .  

L i za screamed and  fe l l  t o  t he  ground,  and  Turunge saw 

a c l ump  of fiery-red ha i r  in her hand .  H er rage evaporated . 
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Turunge cam e to her senses ,  l i ke a s u i c i da l  person who 

rushes tO\· vard the wate r ' s  s u r face at the very l ast moment ,  

reach i ng  for that breath of  a i r, and ran to the door, away from 

t h i s  house ,  away from th i s  horr i b l e  wor ld  that trans form ed 

the k i nd and tender Turunge A bramova i n to an angry monster. 

I t  seemed that l say 's reac t ion  to L i za 's  beat i ng d i d n ' t  go 

unnot i ced by anyone in E rzo l ' s fam i l y, even h i s  ch i l d ren . An 

ger and  rage overtook h i m  when  he saw that E rzo l ' s ex-w i fe 

d i d  agai n .  E ven the Babaevs ' ne ighbors d i scussed Turunge 's 

act ions .  Everyone resented her. The th i rst for revenge fi l l ed 

every corner of l say 's  heart .  

"She 's i n sane," he screamed, "do  you  hear me?  I nsane ! 

I ' m wr i t i ng a po l i ce report t h i s  i n stant ,  so that they can arrest 

her. "  

"Ca lm down .  L iza 's  fi ne," Erzo l rep l i ed .  

" F i ne? She  near ly k i l l ed her ! R i pped out a chunk  of  her  

ha i r. L i za 's  who le  head was b l ood ied .  D idn ' t  you see?" 

" I t ' l l  grow back . "  

" I  don ' t  understand why you ' re defend ing  he r !  I f  she 

shows up  here aga i n ,  I ' l l  defin i te l y  k i l l  her. I ' l l  k i l l  her - you 

hear me?" 

"I hear you," E rzo l rep l i ed  ca lm l y. "And then what? You ' l l  

go to pr i son . "  Erzo l s u l ked .  " I ' m  te l l i ng you : she ' s  not herse l f. 

And the po l i ce w i l l  do noth i ng to he l p  that .  That 's not what 

the i r  respon s i b i l i ty. " 

"Not the i r  respon s i b i l i ty?" l say raged . "Then whose? 
S he ' s  hurt ing peop l e !  Who w i l l  answer for that?" 

"Turunge is gett i ng revenge on you, not L i za," Erzo l re

m arked . 

Th i s  drove I say i nto a frenzy. He  ran around the tab l e  

where h i s  brother- i n - l aw sat several t imes .  

"Are you  try ing to  say that she ' s  gett i ng  revenge on me 

a lone? I ' m the on ly  one at fau l t  for your fam i ly feuds? So  what 

- she can show up here and do whatever she wants?" 



"She 's not go ing  to do whatever she wants ! I assure you . 

S he ' l l  get what 's  com i ng to her. "  
"Ge t  what? A bed  a t  a men ta l  hosp i ta l ?  F i ne, l et i t  be so ."  

H e  went s i l ent, as  i f  a thought had come to h i m .  H e  sa t  back 

down and h i s  anger subs ided . " I ' l l  give her what's com ing 

to  her. "  
"D id  you  th ink  of  someth i ng?" 

"I w i l l ,  if you can ' t . "  He  ra i sed h i s  i ndex finger, as if rec i t 

i ng  a so l emn oa th ,  and went  home .  

l say had dec l ared war  on Turunge, and  there was  no hope 

for a truce .  
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xxx 

I n the meant ime, A nya found an attorney who prom i sed that 

he cou l d  arrange for custody to be returned to Turunge.  A f

ter he  fam i l i ari zed h imse l f  w i th the case, he l aughed : 

"Yo u ' ve been tr icked . I n  your case, there i s  no reason 

not to trust her to care for her ch i l dren .  Conv ic t ion of an eco

nom ic  cr im e  does not pose a bas i s  for custody revocat ion .  We 

j ust  need to approach th i s  case from the r ight ang l e . "  

He  i n stan t ly  started rec i t i ng  a long l i st of  l etters, dec l a

rat ions  and affidav i ts that needed to be gathered and brought 

to court .  The s i sters l i s tened to h im ,  perp l exed .  Anya wou ld  

nod  upon hear ing fam i l i ar w i se words l i ke 'j ur i sd i ct ion ' ,  ' cus

tody of c h i l dren per c i v i l  r ight ' ,  ' l egi t im izat ion of mother ly 

r ights ' and so forth . Turunge j ust stared at h im ,  not understand

i ng anyth i ng .  I t  was  as i f  the man whom her s i ster brought 

i nto the i r  home was speak i ng a fore ign l anguage. When he fin 

i shed, she l ooked a t  he r  s i ster nervous ly, wonderi ng what a l l 

of th i s  meant .  



A nya paused,  gathered her thoughts ,  then opened a draw

er, took out  a pack of c i garettes ,  and l i t  up. On ly  then d i d  she 

l ook at  the l awyer. 
"My dear M urad l vanov i ch .  Can we make an arrange

m e n t ?  We . . .  " she stam mered, gather ing her words .  "We can 

pay you accord i ng to your b i l l i ng chart ,  whatever you charge . "  

"A rub l e  an hour  - for however many hours i t  takes . "  

"That works .  I t  can  be two hundred hours ,  for  a l l I care . 
P l ease start gatheri ng a l  I the  necessary papers, and l e t ' s  get 

t h i s  case go ing ."  

"O f course, A nna H ezg ievna .  That 's exac t ly  wha t  I was 

go ing  to sugges t .  I f  you don ' t  have the t ime  to do it yourse l f  

and you trust me,  I pro m i se I ' l l  hand l e  everyth i ng  superb ly ."  

"P l ease, M urad l vanov ich ,"  Anya sm i l ed w i th  angu i sh .  

" I n  turn ,  we prom i se we won ' t  l e t  you  down . "  

" I  have no t  a doubt  i n  t h e  wor ld ,"  t h e  l awyer s a i d  p l ay

fu l l y, and they parted ways . 
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XXXI 

Aonth had passed s i nce L i za ' s  savage beat i ng, and Tu

unge hadn ' t  pa id  the B abaevs any more v i s i ts .  Peace 

nd qu ie t  re igned in Erzo l ' s K i s l ovodsk house .  E l loch

ka and Gena stopped fus s i ng and demand i ng to learn more 

about Turunge.  S l ava and I a l so  stopped d i scuss ing  the pecu

l i ar woman, who Havo cont i nued to i n s i st was crazy. 

H avo had a comp lex and contrad ic tory persona l i ty. Her  

k i ndness myster ious ly  coex i sted w i th sternness - even ca l 

l ousness - toward those for whom she d i dn ' t  care .  Perhaps th i s  

was because s h e  cons idered l ove t o  be t h e  h i ghest of g i fts ,  de

served on ly  by a se l ect few. Those who strayed off God 's cho

sen path even once weren ' t  worthy of  i t .  What th i s  path con

s i sted of was a quest ion on ly  H avo cou ld  answer. Essent ia l l y, 

i t  cons i sted of her i n tu i t i ve  assessment of someth i ng as be ing  

' good ' or ' bad ' .  A nyth i ng she cons idered good, rema i ned that 

way forever; if she d i s l i ked someth i ng, that verd i ct was a l so 

una l terab l e .  Th i s  was a tra i t  that Erzo l  had i nheri ted . Whatever 



he perce i ved as ' wrong '  even once,  rema ined that way for h i s  

en t i re l i fe .  B ut that aspect of  h i s  character d i d n ' t  become ap

parent  to us unt i l much l ater. We were concerned w i th com

p l ete ly d i fferent th i ngs when we were c h i l dren . 

H avo put her who le  sou l i n to her cook i ng, as i f  the fi re 
that burnt  under the stove warmed her heart as we l i .  One on ly  

needed to  watch her  to  understand that cook ing sk i l l  goes far 

beyond fo l l ow ing  a rec i pe and m i x i ng i ngred ients in correct 

proport ions .  Havo knew what any ingred ient  wou ld  taste l i ke 

before i t  even made i t  to the k i tchen .  For examp le ,  she cou l d  

look at two  ident ica l  tomatoes and say, w i th abso l ute certa i n 

ty, wh i ch  one  was ri pe and  wh i ch  one wou ld  taste b l and .  She  
cou l d  te l l  wh i ch  eggs wou ld  hatch ch i ckens and wh i ch  were 

unfert i l i zed . These were not th i ngs taught i n  schoo l s .  

Watch i ng H avo sk i l l fu l l y j uggl e  bo i l i ng  pots and s i zz l i ng  

pans ,  one  cou l d  eas i l y forget that they ' re i n  the k i tchen and  not 

w i tness ing some sort of  anc ient  r i tual i ntended to p lease a be

nevo lent  de i ty. H avo d i dn ' t  cook mea l s  - she performed re l i 

g ious  r i tes .  

She  cou l d  i ntu i t i ve ly  guess which d ish would make a man 

brave,  wh i ch  sp i ce wou l d  br ighten a woman 's  cheeks ,  wh i ch  

dessert a c h i l d  wou ld  be espec i a l l y  fond  of. She had  a who le  

l i st of  i n im i tab l e  d i shes that I remember to  th i s  day, and  even 

if she wrote down the rec i pe and prov i ded met icu lous  i n struc

t ions ,  you cou l d  s t i l l  be sure that you ' d  never be ab l e  to i m i tate 
her c u l i nary works of art . 

The k i tchen was her k ingdom , and cook ing made her 

very happy. I t  may have t i red her out ,  but she never gave 

the impress i on that she cou ldn ' t  hand l e  it . Father on ly  needed 

to ment ion that we were expect ing guests for her i nner vo l 

cano to st i r  from i ts  s l umber. The  k i tchen came to l i fe ,  flames 

cracked feroc ious ly, but ter  s i zz l ed and dough rose so fast that  

you ' d  th ink someone was i nflat i ng i t  from the i n s i de .  In  a ha l f 

hour, the tab l e  wou ld  a l ready be on the verge of buck l i ng un-
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der the \ve i ght of  food . The aroma that spread across the house 

portended father 's arr iva l  w i th some friends .  

A s ide from her susp i c i ousness and confidence that no one 

but her cou l d  hand l e  househo ld  tasks ,  she was an idea l  grand

mother and mother. 

Such was the course of  affa i rs i n  our  fam i ly .  

H avo 's  w i l l i ngness to forg ive  any and a l l of  her son 's s i n s  

was  rooted i n  a deep l ove that s he  l av i s h l y  poured on he r  son 

w i thout even a h i nt of i t  runn i ng out .  Whatever tenderness was 

left over went to the k i d s  - a lmost so l e l y  to S l ava and I .  E l 

l ochka and Gena  on ly  rece i ved the tang i b l e  benefits of be i ng 

a Babaev, know i ng no mater i a l  need but  l ack i ng  s imp l e  hu

man warmth . Perhaps th i s  was because my younger brother 
and s i ster were born at a t ime when an unmendab l e  c l e ft had 

a l ready form ed between my parents . Sen s i ng where the re l a

t i onsh i p  was go i ng, Havo wasn ' t  part i c u l ar ly  happy to l earn 

about Gena 's ,  and l ater E l l ochka 's ,  imm i nent arri va l . 



XXXII 

0 
ne wou ld  have thought that the l awyer 's hopeful prom

i ses about Turunge gett i ng  custody of her ch i l dren 

back wou ld  l oosen the grip of her sadness and m i sery. 

That d i d  not turn out to be the case.  A gnaw ing  pain rema ined 

at the bottom of her heart, and i t  n eeded an out le t .  Anya i n 

s i stence for her  s i ster to cease the  secret tr i ps to K i s l ovodsk 

and exp l anat ions  that i t ' s  better to wai t  unt i l  after the t r ia l  were 
m vam . 

Turunge wou ld  rather d i e  than forego see ing her ch i l 

dren .  N i ght after n i ght,  she wou l d  see her k ids  runn i ng down 

the street toward her in  her dreams .  She ' d  run to them, hug 

them, k iss them , as they happ i l y  shouted ' M ama ! ' Somet imes 

Turunge du l l ed th i s  depress ion w i th arduous work .  B ut even 

when she was abso l ute ly exhausted, her gr ief over the i nab i l i ty 
to touch her ch i l dren r iva led phys ica l  pain .  Both w i l l  and com

mon sense surrendered to that  i n surmountab l e  des i re ,  and a l l  

o f  Anya's  w i se adv i ce los t  i t s  s ign i fi cance .  
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Some two \.veeks after the l awyer fi l ed a pet i t i on  w i th 

the Pyat igorsk Court, Turunge set out to on another secret tr i p 

to K i s l ovodsk .  On the way, she kept t h i nk i ng o f  the troub l e  

she ' d  get i n to w i th A nya .  S he  had j ust prom i sed h e r  that she 

wou l d  stop w i th the tr ips ,  and here she was aga i n .  

The  weather was spectacu l ar. I t  wa s  sunny and  t h e  b i rds  

sang, as if  try i ng to reassure Turunge.  F rom the t ra i n  s tat ion ,  

she went stra i ght to Katyh i n  S treet .  

Regard less of  what had happened wi th  L i za, Turunge de

c i ded not to h ide from the Babaevs and go stra ight to the i r  home 

i n  attempt to at  l east see one of  her ch i l dren .  She tugged on the 

gate - i t  was l ocked . She stood by the fence, not sure what to do 

next .  Sudden ly, a figure fl ashed thorough the gaps i n  the fence :  

seem ing ly  a ch i l d 's figure - perhaps Gena or S lava.  Turunge 

tugged on the gate more strong ly. A sp l i nter l odged in her fin 

ger, a s  i f  try i ng to  warn her  to  stay away. She stubborn ly  pursed 

her l i ps and started shak i ng  the gate w i th more strength .  

"Hey ! "  she ca l l ed ou t .  No  one rep l i ed .  Turunge got on her 

t i ptoes, try i ng to spot someone beyond the fence .  
" S l av i k ! "  she ca l l ed .  "K id s ! "  

S i l ence .  

A woman came up beh ind  her. Turunge fe l t  her stare 

and turned around,  uneasy. 

"D id  you come to v i s i t  the Babaevs?" 

"Yes,  the B abaevs ," Turunge answered in an i nfl ammatory 

vo ice .  

" I ' m  the i r  ne ighbor. I don ' t  th i nk  they ' re home ."  

Turunge ignored her  words .  I n  a m inute, she heard a gate 

s l am at a house next door, and everyth ing  went qu i et .  Thoughts 

started craw l ing through her head . I f  the gate is locked, then 

they m ust  be h i d ing  the ch i l d ren from her. What r ight do they 

have to h ide  the ch i ld ren from the i r  mother? 
Turunge tugged on the gate w i th more power, but 

i t  wou ldn ' t  budge. Confused, she started pac i ng  a long 



the fence .  The ne ighbor .  . .  She  wou l d  know. Turunge ran to her 

house .  The woman greeted the unexpected guest caut ious ly. 

"Why won ' t  they l e t  me  i n?" Turunge demanded .  

The ne ighbor was ba ffled .  

" I  to ld  you ,  they m ust have gone somewhere .  Don ' t  worry, 

these t h i ngs happen .  My  name ' s  Tonya.  You can wa i t  i n  my 

house ."  
B ut Turunge had no i n tent ion of  ca l m i ng dow n .  
"Where cou l d  they have gone? They ' re j ust c h i l d ren ! "  

The woman shrugged . 

" I f  you don ' t  want to wai t ,  go try aga i n ,"  she sa id ,  mock

i ng ly, to Turunge 's aston i shment .  

Tu runge ran back out on to  the street and s tarted shak i ng 

the gate, then started ca l l i ng :  

"Gena ! I gor ! "  

H e r  scream s got l ouder and louder. Soon enough,  s h e  drew 

the attent ion of  other ne ighbors bes i des Tonya, who observed 

her through the w i ndows . 

Turunge sudden ly  rea l ized that she was surrounded by un

exp la i nab l e  s i l ence .  She cou l d  hear the creaky shutters of  the 

ne ighbors ' homes . The whole ne ighborhood seemed to tum 

i nto a g iant ear, wh i ch  greed i ly gorged i tse l f  on the sounds 

of her m i sery. Turunge then heard the rust l e  of  t i res on the grav

el beh i nd  her. A car stopped abrupt ly, right i n  front of the house .  

"C i t i zen ," a raspy vo ice  sa i d from beh i nd her. "Why are 

you mak i ng a l l t h i s  no i se?" 

Turunge said noth i ng in response .  A l l  k i nds  of  peop l e  

roamed these streets .  S h e  stood b y  the gate, wa i t i ng for the  
men to  l eave .  But they d i dn ' t .  Turunge turned around .  B efore 

her were men i n  long gray robes - j ust l i ke the ones that the or

der l ies  wore i n  the pr ison hosp i ta l .  The t h i rd one,  an o l der be

spectac l ed man, appeared to be in charge . 

"Why are you mak i ng a l l t h i s  no i se? Where are you head

ed?" he asked Turunge once more . 
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" I ' m  go ing  i n to the house ," she answered curt l y. 

" I s  t h i s  your house?" 

" I f  i t  were my house, I wou l dn ' t  be knock i ng .  I ' d open 

the door with my own key ! "  

The man s tarted l augh i ng, h i s  g l asses g l i s ten i ng  i n  the 

l i ght .  
"So  w hy do you keep knock i ng? M aybe the peop l e  are 

as l eep . " 

"My c h i l d ren are there," Turunge rep l i ed ,  sens ing  a dupe .  

She  fe l t  uneasy. 

The bespectac led man nodded understand i ng ly. 

"P l ease don ' t  worry. What ' s  your name?" 

" I  don ' t  have one .  What do you want from me?" 

"I asked you not to worry. Worry i ng is harm fu l ," another 

man i n  gray ch imed i n .  

"My ch i l dren are there," Turunge repeated, po in t i ng  

a t  the Babaev home.  " I  came to them . I ' m the i r  mother." 

At  that moment ,  she m ust  have seemed l i ke a he l p l ess l i tt l e  

g i r l . "Leave m e  a lone,  w h y  don ' t  you?" she near ly  ye l l ed .  " I  

came t o  see my  k id s .  You don ' t  be l i eve m e ?  Everyone around 

here knows me .  Babaeva . . .  Turunge . . .  H ere 's my passport .  

Look ! "  She  handed her passport to the doctor, then po i nted at 

the fence.  "And those are my ch i l dren ,  a l so Babaevs . "  

"Your nerves are shaken . You need treatment .  You need 

to stay w i th us . "  

" I  don ' t  need to  stay anywhere . "  Turunge 's  tears sudden ly  

dr ied up .  She was  death l y  scared of these peop l e .  

The  bespectac led doctor nodded to  h i s  m i n ions .  The  or

der l ies  not iced the s ignal  and wa l ked apart, l i ke predators 

surround i ng the i r  prey. One of them w inked at Turunge 

and shouted :  

" Look over  here ! "  

Turunge looked h i s  way. At  that moment ,  the other one 

grabbed her fi rm l y  by both wr is ts .  



"Ca lm dow n !  You ' re com i ng w i th us ," he h i ssed i n  her ear. 

" H e l p !  I ' m be ing  murdered ! "  Turunge screamed at the top 

o f  her l u ngs .  No one responded . No one came to he l p .  

"The shot ! Now ! "  The  doctor rema i ned com posed . 
One o f  the order l ies  rushed to the car and grabbed a bag 

off the seat. The doctor opened it in a rote mot ion ,  took out  
an a l ready fu l l  syr inge ,  and p l unged i t  i nto Turunge 's  th igh ,  

r ight through her c l oth ing .  
She  fe l t  a s t i ng  - a s l i ght one .  I gnor i ng i t, she screamed 

even louder, fee l i ng l i ke a l i tt l e  extra effort wou l d  free her. 

Then everyth i ng  got b l urry. I t  was as i f  she was be ing  crushed 

by a bou l der. Her arm s  and l egs went  numb .  She tr ied to move 

them , but cou l dn ' t .  She tr ied to scream , but  only no i ses came 

out .  Then the bou l der started dragg i ng her down .  She  fe l t  that 

she was fa l l i ng  i nto a warm ,  safe darkness she ' s  been in be

fore .  F rom the very bottom of th i s  darkness she cou l d  s t i l l  hear 
her ch i l d ren 's vo ices  s i ng i ng a l u l l aby :  ' A s  the dzh ig i t  rode h i s  

horse . . .  ' 

Turunge came to at a hosp i ta l  - she cou ld  te l l  that from 

a fam i l i ar pa in  that made i t  imposs i b l e  to move .  Wi thout l i ft

i ng  her eye l i d s  - a tr ick she had l earned i n  pr ison - she tr ied 

to determ ine  where she was .  H er l as t  m emory was of her c h i l 

dren 's faces . S h e  ran towards them unt i l  someone struck her 

i n  the back .  Then - s i l ence .  
B ut where d id  th i s  happen? And  when? 

The green gate that she was shak i ng came before her eyes .  
S udden ly, he r  memory rushed i n  w i th l i ghtn i ng speed : Erzo l ' s  

house ,  the ambu l ance .  

Turunge opened her eyes .  She  saw hosp i ta l  wa l l s ,  a d i m  

l i ght bu l b  on the ce i l i ng, bars on the w indows,  and i n stan t ly  

understood everyth i ng .  She  was  i n  the  nuthouse . She  tugged at 

her hand - it was t i ed down .  She tr ied the other - same resu l t .  

Turunge fi l l ed he r  l u ngs w i th a i r  and  screamed i n  despera
t i on .  
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An o l d  man ran i n to the room r ight  away - a doctor, ac-

compan i ed by two order l i e s  whom Turunge had seen be fore .  

The  o l d  man  sat on t he  edge o f  he r  bed . 

"Babaeva?" 

Turunge nodded feeb l y. 

"What 's your name?" 

"Turunge ."  

"Turunge," the doctor repeated . "So  why are you scream 

i ng? There are other pat i ents here bes ides you,  you know. 

We won ' t  do anyth i ng  bad to you - j ust make you fee l  better. 

Okay?" 

Turunge b l i nked .  Tears started stream ing  from her eyes . 

" I ' m  not crazy. I came  to v i s i t  my ch i l dren .  And  she put 

me  in the nuthouse . "  

"Don ' t  be  nervous ,"  sa id  the doctor, attempt ing to  ca lm 

her  down .  "And don ' t  worry about the c h i l d ren ,  they ' re fine .  

You ' l l  get better and  t hem see  l ater. Un t i l then ,  what ' s  t he  u se  

i n  frighten i ng t hem?  They ' re s t i l l  l i tt l e ,  r i ght?" 

Turunge d i dn ' t  respond .  The doctor ' s  words sounded l i ke 

l i e s .  He  was ta l k i ng to her l i ke he thought she was stup i d .  

"You ' l l  stay here for a week or two, then go  home," 

he conc l uded . 

" I  need to go home .  I need my ch i l d ren ,"  Turunge mum

b l ed g lum ly. 

The doctor shook h i s  head . A nger and rage awoke i n  Tu

runge 's heart . 

"L i e s ! A l l  l i es ! You ' re a l i ar ! "  she cr i ed,  try i ng to free her

se l f  "Ah !  Let me go ! Let me go to my c h i l dren ! "  

"We l l ,  now we ' l l  defi n i te ly  have to take measures ," 

the doctor sa id ,  d i scouraged,  and tu rned to the nurse near

by. "Gal i na  Sergeyevna ! G i ve the pat ien t  one ha loper ido l ,  

and  enough for today. Le t  her s l eep ."  

H e  mechan i ca l ly  fixed Turunge 's b l anket ,  go t  up ,  and  l eft 

w i thout say ing  goodbye . 



So began our mother 's second s tay at the hosp i ta l .  

"You ' re o n l y  mak i ng i t  worse fo r  yourse l f," sa id  t h e  nurse, 

strok ing  her arm . "They aren ' t  go i ng to l e t  you go unt i l  you 

behave yourse l f. They won ' t !  Do you understand?" 

Turunge nodded com p l i an t l y. She qu i ck l y  rea l i zed that 

the on ly  way ou t  was to pretend to be ca l m .  

Gray days of  her new hosp i ta l  confi nement  fo l l owed . 

When despa i r  fi l l ed her sou l ,  Turunge wou l d  c ry and become 

ind i fferent  to every th i ng,  as a l  ways .  

She  d i d n ' t  know tha t  Anya roused the  en t i rety of  K i s l o

vodsk,  was ab l e  to reach N ahamye, and l earned of  the ter

r i b l e  news - that her s i ster was taken away by a psych i atr ic  

am bu l ance .  Th is  was exac t ly  what A nya had feared . Turunge 

had l ost i t .  Anya d i dn ' t  know exac t ly  what happened and the 

c i rcumstances that l anded her in the hosp i ta l . A l l  she cou l d  

fee l  was pai n fo r  her younger s i s ter. O h ,  m i sery. 
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XXXIII 

0 n e  day, w h i l e  Erzo l was gett i ng  ready fo r  work ,  H avo 

entered h i s  room ho l d i ng an enve lope .  

"A l etter came for you . The ma i l woman brought 

i t . "  

"What l etter?" the  son asked . 

" L i ke I sa id ,  a l etter ! "  H avo rep l i ed .  "How shou l d  I know?" 

"G i ve i t  to me,  I ' I I  read i t ,"  Erzo l sa id  happ i l y  and opened 

the enve lope .  

Be low a crested l etterhead that read ' Pyat igorsk C i ty 

Court ' ,  the text i nformed that a c i t izen Babaeva pet i t i oned 

for the return of  custody of her ch i l d ren born from her marri age 

w i th E rzo l Babaev. He read the offic i a l  documents tw ice, then 

ca l l ed for M i l a, who was v i s i t i ng  at the Babaevs ' ,  and asked 

her to run over to l say 's and get h im - that th i s  was urgent .  

Havo ' s  guard i n stan t ly  went  up  upon hear ing l say 's name .  

The  mother 's heart knew that the  crested l etter has  someth ing  

to  do w i th Turunge . 



"She 's tak i ng  me to court ! "  Erzo l sa id ,  s i tt i ng down .  "She  

wants to take  the ch i l dren back .  Ra i se  them herse l f. "  

"W hat? Our ch i l dren? When  does  she wan t  to  take them? 

D idn ' t  they str i p he r  of custody? Do they rea l ly  a l l ow peop l e  

l i ke that  t o  ra i se  ch i l dren?" 

Erzo l shrugged, not know i ng what to te l l  h i s  mother. 

"But they ' re terri fied of  her ! "  

"Mama,  I understand . We ' l l  d i scuss  th i s  ca lm ly. Don ' t  

pan i c . " 
" I ' m  not pan i ck i ng .  I ' m j ust wonder ing why you ' re so 

ca lm," H avo sa id  b i tter ly. 

" I ' m  j ust th i n k i ng of  what to do ."  

There was  a knock on the door  and ! say entered . H e  s t i l l  

had a breadcrum b stuck i n  the corner o f  h i s  mouth . M i l a  had 

seem ing ly  dragged h im  away from the tab l e .  

"What happened?" 

" I t ' s  a d i saster ! "  H avo shouted . "F rom her .  . .  " 

"M ama," Erzo l  cr i nged . "Don ' t  exaggerate . Read the l et

ter. " He handed ! say the enve lope .  

! say not iced how exhausted Erzo l l ooked, b l u s h i ng br ight

ly  at h i s  cheekbones .  Carefu l l y, l i ke a sapper d i ffus i ng a bomb,  

he p i cked up  the l etter and read i t  tw i ce ,  amus ing ly  mov i ng 

h i s  l i ps .  

"How a m  I t o  understand th i s?" he sa id ,  p l ac i ng the l etter 

on the tab l e .  "Turunge wants to take back the k i d s  and ra i se  
them?" 

"Exact l y," Havo rep l i ed . 

Sparks of  rage started danc i ng  i n  l say 's  eyes .  The days 

that had passed s i nce L i za ' s  beat i ng  had not coo led h i s  hatred 

for Turu nge . She had fi na l l y  dec l ared war, a im i ng at what was 

most ho ly  for Havo - her grandch i l dren . Perhaps he was th i nk

i ng of  someth ing  e l se ,  but the fi re in  h is  eyes was a testament  
to the fact that  he hadn ' t  forgotten .  

"What chances does she have?" 
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"G i ven that she ' s  the i r  mother - they ' re s i gn i fi cant ," Er

zo l rep l i ed ca lm ly, though i t  was apparent that h i s  i nd i fference 

was forced . " I f she can prove  that she can prov ide the ch i l d ren 

w i th the necess i t ies ,  she ' l l  get them back .  I asked . "  

"Can  she  prove i t?" 

ahamye entered the room ,  sm i l i ng  warm ly. 

"What happened?" 

l say sa id  he l l o ,  and H avo l ooked at her carefree husband 

angr i l y. Her sou l had a l ways been tormented by the susp i c ion  
that N ahamye secret l y  sympath i zed w i th  the  Abramovs .  She  

bri eAy updated h im  on the s i tuat i on .  

"She  made a b ig  move ! "  l say exc l a imed ,  gr i n n i ng om i 

nous ly. " F igured out that s h e  shou l d  g o  t o  a l awyer."  

" I t  wasn ' t  her. I t  was A nya Shcherbatova," H avo protest

ed . "Do you rea l l y  th i n k  that do l t  cou l d  put a case together so 

we l l ?" she added , l ook ing at N ahamye angri l y. 

"Mama, i t  makes abso l ute l y  no d i fference whose i dea 

it was, ' ' Erzo l sa i d .  "What 's im portant is what we do now." 

" I s  there any quest ion about that?" H avo rep l ied ,  fla i l i ng 

her arms .  "Who ' s  go i ng  to g ive  her back the ch i l d ren?" 

"What do you mean ' who ' ?" E rzo l scoffed .  "Sov iet l aw 

says that the mother has a greater r ight  to ra i se  her ch i l d ren 

than the i r  father. Everyone knows that . "  

" B ut she can ' t  do th i s ! "  H avo protested . 

"Who knows what she can or can ' t  do?" Erzo l rep l i ed ,  

doubtfu l l y. "She  doesn ' t  have a l abe l on he r  forehead that says 

she ' s  c razy." 

Those words seemed to p i que l say 's i n terest . 

"What i f  she d i d? Wou l d  they g i ve her the ch i l d ren then?" 

he  asked sudden ly, h i s  eyes once agai n  i l l um i nated by ev i l  

flames .  

"Of course not ,"  Erzo l rep l i ed . 

! say exc i ted ly  paced around the room , then turned to h i s  
friend ,  who  looked back a t  h i m  contem p lat i ve l y. Th i s  was 



the way footba l l p l ayers l ook at one another wh i l e  p l ann i ng 

for a stea l thy pass .  

" I  suppose they wou ldn ' t ,"  Erzo l confi rmed . 

I say 's  face was that of  a poker p l ayer who th i nks  he has 

a chance for a comeback .  

"When 's the tr i a l , "  he asked, pretend ing not to not ice 
the s i l ent  quest ion i n  h is  friend 's  eyes .  

Erzo l p icked up  the  l etter and read i t  once  more . 

" I n  a month . "  

I say thought about someth i ng po i nted ly. 

" F i ne,  we ' l l  see what happens .  A fter a l l ,  we shou l d  prob

ab ly  consu l t  a l awyer," he conc l uded,  squ in t i ng and look ing 

off i nto the d i stance .  

The friends ta l ked about  th i s  and that  for a w h i l e  l onger 

and parted ways .  

Two months  of  i nvo l untary hosp i ta l i zat ion passed before 

Turunge was re leased from the hosp i ta l . Her  s i ster Rosa m ade 

the tr i p to he lp her pack up  and take her back home.  

Turunge was back i n  her nat i ve M akhachka la .  S he re

turned to her o l d  j ob at the foundry. She was back to count ing 

days - th i s  t ime around ,  unt i l  the tr i a l ,  her heart 's on ly  source 

of  hope . 

She  v i s i ted A nya t ime  and t ime  aga in ,  ask i ng whether she 

had any news .  She  j ust shook her head and shrugged .  One 

day, however, her s i ster came to meet her at the end of her 

s h i ft and happ i ly announced that the hear ing wou ld  take p l ace 

the fo l l ow i ng week.  Anya had rece i ved not i ce that the case 

wou l d  be heard in Pyat igorsk .  Turunge asked her to repeat 

the encourag ing  news,  then started cry i ng in d i sbe l i ef. I t  was 

the sweetest sadness . She  rushed back to M e l ke and Hezg i e 's 

house,  g i v i ng her mother the good news from the doorway. 

The next day, she shared the news w ith her cowork

ers : soon - very soon - she wou l d  have her c h i l dren back .  

The  women oohed and  aahed and  shook the i r  heads .  Though 
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they had worked r ight near her a l l  a l ong,  m any d i dn ' t  know 

about Turu nge 's m i serab l e  c i rcum stances un t i l  th i s  moment .  

Everyone w i shed for her  to w in  her  case .  Turunge l i s tened 

to them and the l oad atop her sou l grew l i ghter and l i ghter. 

"They court w i l l  take care o f  everyt h i ng ! The court knows 

the truth ! A m other can ' t  be w i thout  her c h i l dren .  She  j ust 

can ' t ! "  she kept i n s i st i ng  throughout her sh i ft w h i l e  tak i ng  

care of  her  usua l  work a t  a j ob that fate had  sentenced her  to .  

The state ly  courthouse bu i l d i ng basked i n  the  go l den sun .  

Turunge showed up w i th A nya, who refused to  l et her  s i s ter go  

a lone .  Accord i ng to the l awyer, a woman wou ld  be pres i d i ng  

over t he  heari ng .  A nya sa i d  that th i s  was a good th i ng .  Tu

runge l ooked around at the unfam i l i ar faces of  wom an around 

her, t ry i ng to guess wh i ch of  them wou ld  be dec i d i ng  the fate 

of her ch i l d ren . 

I t  was five m inutes to e leven when she and Anya entered 

the sparse ly  fi l led courtroom . As the p la int i ff, Turunge took a seat 

to the left of the j udge. A fam i l iar sadness overtook her aga in .  

She  gathered the remainder of her  strength i n  attempt to  remain 

calm ,  but someth ing was going awry i n  her s imple p lan ,  her trou
b l ing memories rush ing forth in  an ava lanche that threatened 

to overwhe lm her consc iousness .  Anya had assured Turunge that 

everything wou ld  tum out we l l , and now she sat here, subs i st

ing on hope a lone .  She was, however, afraid to see her ch i ldren 

- to see the fear i n  the i r  eyes .  However, the kids weren ' t  in  the 

courtroom . That became apparent to Turunge right away. 

" !  don ' t  know i f  I ' m ready to see them," she wh i spered 

to A nya .  

"S top i t ! "  A nya snapped back .  "The main th i ng i s  for you 

to rema i n  confident .  Remember what I to l d  you : the truth i s  

o n  your s i de . "  

She  adj usted he r  s i s ter 's co l l ar. Turunge l ooked very good . 

"You need to make a good im press ion ,"  A nya i n s i sted 
beforehand .  Turunge nodded in accord . She knew that every-



th i ng now depended on her san i ty and ab i l i ty to contro l  her

se l f. A nya and the l awyer assured her of that .  

Erzo l entered the courtroom . Turunge was shaken .  H ow 

was he ab le  to do i t  - to l ook l i ke the v i ctor i n  any s i tuat i on?  
Erzo l d i d  no t  l ook a t  Turunge . He  sat next to  h i s  attorney, 

a very nervous overwe igh t  man,  who was constan t ly  wh i sper
i ng  someth i ng  in h i s  c l i ent ' s  ear. Erzo l j ust nodded s i l en t l y. 

Everyth i ng about h i s  demeanor i nd i cated that he was confi 

dent i n  h i s  strength and r ightnes s .  

The  hear ing  began w i th the  j udge's  entrance i nto the  court

room . As A nya had said, the j udge was a p l easant- look ing  

woman o f  about forty. Turunge fe l t  corn fortab l e  w i th her r ight  

away. Everyone stood up,  sat  down,  and the process begun .  

The p l a i n t i ff's dec l arat ion - the product of  three hours 
of  lega l  work - was read by the j udge herse l f. Turunge d i dn ' t  

part i c u l ar ly  try t o  com prehend t h e  words - they a l l sounded 

crypt i c  to her. ' P l a i nt i ff's dec l arat ion , ' ' pr i or i ty r ights ' - i t  was 

a l l g i bberi sh ,  even though the case was so s imp l e .  C h i l d ren 

shou l d  l i ve w i th  the i r  mother. 

As  i f  read ing  Turunge's  thoughts ,  the j udge l ooked at her 

sym pathet i ca l l y. She  then announced that both s i des : the fa

ther and the mother - have an equa l  r ight to custody. These 

words made Turunge tense up .  

"However, i f  the father does no t  have substant ia l  grounds 

for the ch i l dren to remain w i th h im ,  i t  i s  preferab le  for custo

dy to be awarded to the mother. Th i s  is worldwide pract ice ." 

The j udge put spec ia l  emphas i s  on the word 'worldwide ' .  Er

zo l 's attorney squ i rmed i n  h i s  seat . "The court a l so takes i n to ac

count the w i shes of the ch i ldren, if they ' re capable  of express ing 

them , about who they prefer to l i ve w i th," the j udge concluded. 

I t  was Turunge's turn to speak . She rose from her seat, 

and everyone 's  eyes became fi xed on her. The aud ience cur i 

ous ly  compared the husband and w i fe,  wh i speri ng amongst 

themse l ves about who they be l i eved wou l d  w i n .  
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Turunge fe l t  awkward and scared , as i f  she had shrunk un

der the gazes of  the crowd .  S imp l e  words fe l t  heavy as i ro n .  

H er mouth was dry. H e r  speech was stra ight forward, fi I l ed 

w i th concea l ed hope that the court wou ld  understand her pa in  

- the pa i n  of  a mother l e ft w i thout  her ch i l dren .  What cou l d  

be scari er? 

Turunge said that she suffered because of what the Babae

vs  did to her. Yes ,  she had broken the l aw. But she d i dn ' t  do 

i t  l ighthearted ly ;  she did i t  because, at the hardest of  moments ,  

she was g i ven a treatment that an enemy wou l d  hes i tate to be

stow on h is  most d i re opponent . Once freed from pri son ,  she 

got a j ob - here was an affidav i t .  She worked hard and earned 

enough to support the ch i l d ren .  As far as her hea l th went - yes ,  

she had a breakdown .  She  was dr iven to desperat ion .  But now, 

she was abso l ute l y  hea l thy. 

" I ' m  hea l thy, desp i te i t  a l l  - desp i te everyth i ng  that the Ba

baevs d i d  to me  by tak i ng  away my ch i l dren . I ask the court 

for on ly  one th ing .  I want my ch i l dren back . "  

Turunge stopped ta l k i ng .  The courtroom hummed .  

The  j udge angri ly  l ooked over  the ' sym path i zers ' but  d i dn ' t  

pound he r  gave l . Someth i ng  fl ashed across h e r  eyes, a s  i f  she 

ident ified w i th Turunge 's  m i sery as a woman and wanted 

to help her. 

"Are you fi n i shed, Comrade Babaeva?" 

She emphas i zed the word ' comrade ' ,  and i t  seemed to Tu-

runge that the quest ion was asked w i th sympathy. 

"Yes," she strugg led to answer. 

"You may s i t . "  

"You d i d  wel l .  We d i d  i t ," Anya wh i spered to  her  happ i ly. 

Turunge sat, dumbstruck ,  in d i sbe l i ef  over her own happ i -

ness .  H er fate was be ing  dec ided .  

At  that moment,  Erzo l ' s  lawyer got up and asked to speak . 

"May I ask for a s l ight c l ar ificat ion?" 

"What i s  i t?" 



The attorney asked for perm iss ion  to read an offic ia l  med i 
ca l  report . The j udge nodded . The room went  s i l en t .  The l aw

yer  read a psych i atr i sts ' conc l u s i on that Turunge Babaeva 

was unwe l l ,  and i ncapab l e  of  support i ng  and ra i s i ng ch i l d ren . 

The l awyer handed the dec l arat ion to the j udge . She  frowned,  

her face gro w ing perp l exed . 

Turunge l i stened to Erzo l ' s l awyer in  s i lence .  She no l onger 

saw anyth ing around her, j ust heard a monotonous ma l e  vo ice .  

The j udge ordered to summon Turunge 's  ch i l dren . They 

entered .  They were c l ean,  neat and we l l  dressed - as if for a 

ho l i day. And  very frightened . The j udge, p i ck i ng up  on the i r  

nervousness ,  turned to each of  them w i th one  s imp l e  quest ion : 

"Who do you want to l i ve w i th?" The ch i l dren seemed to a l l 

answer on the same beat : "With Father and M ama  H avo . "  Th i s  

was sa id  four t imes .  Even b y  l i tt l e  E l l ochka .  

I t  was a com p lete d i saster. 

No i se fi l l ed the courtroom,  and the j udge ca l l ed for order. 

Her ass i stant announced that the court i s  adj ourn i ng for de l i b

erat ion . They were not gone for Jong .  Stern l y  purs i ng her h i ps ,  

the  j udge read the verd i c t :  "To l eave the c h i l d ren w i t h  the i r  

father, Erzo l Babaev." 

On ly  then d i d  Turunge l ose contro l and started baw l i ng .  

The  j udge fi n i shed read ing  and  l ooked a t  her." 

"C i t i zen Babaeva . . .  " 

Turunge 's  shou lders shook . 

"Turunge," the j udge sa id ,  as soft l y  as poss i b l e .  " I ' m  ask

ing you to ca lm dow n .  I wou l d  l i ke to assure you,  that Sov i et 

law grants you the r ight to appeal th i s  verd ic t  i n  c i v i l  court af

ter a set dead l i ne .  You can s t i l l  get your hea l th i n  order and get 

your c h i l dren back .  B ut that requ i res t ime ."  

She  brought the  gave l  dow n .  The  hear ing was  over. 
The aud i ence began to d i sperse .  On ly  Turunge rema ined 

i n  the court room . She d i dn ' t  have the strength to get up,  as i f  

understand ing  that what had occurred was i rreparab l e .  
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Another chapter o f  Tu runge 's l i fe had conc l uded . She  had 

l ost her c h i l dren once and for a l l .  



XXXIV 

E rzo l  to l d  u s  about the way the wor ld operated ,  c i t i ng  

examp les  from h i s  eventfu l  l i fe .  Not a l l of  these exam

p l es were pos i t i ve  from the common ly  accepted po in t  

of v i ew, but  he wasn ' t  part i cu l ar ly concerned w i th that .  I t  was 

as if he was shari ng the heft of  h i s  burden w i th us ,  h i s  ch i l d ren .  

He  was  upfront about nearly everyth i ng, a s i de  from, of  course,  

the extent of  h i s  weal th . In turn ,  we soaked up th i s  know l edge 
l i ke sponges . 

We saw Father as a rock  - a c l i ff  that cou l dn ' t  be cha l 

l enged, a t  l east not log ica l l y. Perhaps th i s  was the exact qua l i ty 

for wh ich  we l oved h im ,  regard less  of  how excruc i at i ng th i s  

l ove  cou ld  get a t  t imes .  Subconsc ious ly, we took on Erzo l 's  

l i fe  ph i l osophy, wh i ch ,  i n  turn shaped our characters . Respect 

for the head of  the fam i l y  is rooted i n  our peop le 's genes .  

Th i s  commandment has been passed on through generat ions 

of M ounta i n  Tats for centur ies - from father to son, from 

grandfather to grandson . I t  was my k i n 's guard ing  charter, i ts 

way of  surv i v ing and preserv ing i ts or ig ina l i ty. 

Erzol 

1 89 



Igor Babae 1 ·  

1 90 

No matter what path our  dest i n ies  took i n  the fu ture ,  

no matter how far apart I i  fe scattered us ,  w e  understood that 

we were t i ed to our father with the M ounta i n  Tats '  im permea

ble code .  And each of  us wou ld  a l ways l ook for ways to prove 

to Father that he was better - more worthy of  h i s  pra i se .  

E rzo l a lways thought that h i s  fatherhood was  ta i nted 

by h i s  d i sda in  for our mother. But, as years went on ,  I t h i nk  

that someth i ng e l se gnawed on h im  from w i th i n .  The reason 

for th i s  unease was someth i ng that he ne i ther attem pted to ex

p l a i n  to us  or even com prehended h i mse l f. 

Erzo l never ta l ked about Turunge w i th anyone .  I t  was s im 

p ly  a top ic  he wou l dn ' t  d i scuss ,  one  that he tr ied t o  erase from 

th i s  memory. The damage that th i s  out l ook d i d  to our sp i r i ts  

was not taken in to accoun t .  There i s  no doubt, however, that 

th is  state of  affa i rs affected our  fates and charac ters . 

We d i d  not cause Father m uch troub l e, as ide  from Gena,  

who was a terri b l e  student .  Erzo l refused to adm i t  that h is  son 's 

fai l ure to exce l  was a resu l t  of  the l ack  of  understand ing  that 

kept grow ing between them . Gena was the on ly  one among 

us who fe l t  genu i ne  attachment  toward Turunge, wh i ch  father 

cou l d n ' t  poss i b l y  be unaware of. H i s  th i rd son 's behav ior  was,  

in Erzo l ' s eyes,  reproach - a s i l ent  rem i nder of  what he had 

done .  Th i s  resu l ted in a r i va l ry between the a l l -powerfu l  father 

and a l i tt l e  boy who refused to y i e l d  h i s  ground .  

Th i ngs were d i fferent w i th us ,  the o l der sons .  The  words 

about Turunge be ing  i n sane and dangerous gradua l l y  d i d  the i r  

work .  On ly  shadows rema i ned from ou r  image of  ou r  mother. 

We fe l t  ne i ther l ove nor p i ty toward her. Moreover, we were 

a l ready approach i ng ado l escence, a t ime  when c h i l dren grow 

apart from the i r  parents even in fam i l ies  where the father 

and mother l i ve in love and harmony. 

Havo was the on l y  rea l  mother for S l ava and I .  



xxxv 

What happened to L iza did not go unnot iced by us . We 

cou ldn ' t  understand or exp la in  why Turunge d i d  th i s  

t o  ou r  favorite aunt .  She  was c lose t o  u s  for a s  long 

as we cou ld  remember: p lay ing w ith us, he lp ing w ith home

work, so l v i ng d ifficu l t  math prob lems,  expla i n i ng d ifficu l t  Rus

s ian part i c i p l es and gerunds which d i dn ' t  ex i st in the Tat l an

guage . We adored and adm i red her. And here she was,  beaten . . .  

And by whom? The woman who cal l ed herse l f  our mother. Per

haps H avo was right, and Turunge was i ndeed crazy? 

Th i s  hand l i ng of events ' protected ' us ,  the o l der brothers, 

from any sympathet i c  fee l i ngs toward Turunge .  I wou l d  very 

much l i ke to forget how the adu l ts '  stories  about our mother 

made us reco i l  and try to d i stance ourse l ves from her as much 

as  poss i b l e .  There 's  noth i ng  more b i tter than these memor ies .  

But such i s  the real i ty, and there 's  no  way around that .  

What 's noteworthy, however, is that wh i l e  S l ava  and I 
were wary of  Turunge, Gena became more and more drawn 
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to h i s  mother as he got o lder. Perhaps th i s  was due to the d i f

ficu l ty of  h i s  re la t ionsh i p  w i th Father. The more neg lec t fu l  

Gena got about h i s  educat i on ,  the more h e  got sco l ded b y  Fa

ther, wh i ch  only made him want to be c l oser to h is mother, 

whom he remem bered as be ing  k i nd ,  gent l e  and ab le  to sh i e l d  

h im  from pun i shment .  

In  th i rd grade, Gena yet aga in  co l l ected an array of  ' twos ' :  

a fai l i ng grade i n  Sov iet school  system . The thought o f  i nes

capab le  pun i shment and the l oom ing  spank ing  scared h i m .  

Gena wandered the c i ty, gett i ng  more and more wound up .  

He  wal ked unt i l  he reached the wa l l s  of  a summer resort .  

He  c l i m bed a nearby tree and, from there, m ade i t  up t o  the 
bu i l d i ng 's  roof, heated by the sun .  F i n a l l y  fee l i ng safe ,  he fe l l  

as leep .  

Even i ng came, and the whole fam i ly gathered for d i nner. 

Gena, however, wasn ' t  there .  

Havo wai ted for a l i tt l e  wh i le ,  q uest i on ing  a l l o f  the other 

grandch i l dren ,  even E l lochka .  No one knew anyth i ng .  H avo 

then found Erzo l and to l d  h im what happened . He  never even 

enterta i ned the thought  that someth i ng unp leasant cou l d  hap

pen to h i s  c h i l d ren , but motherly concern was passed on to h im  

nonethe less .  

Erzo l went  to l ook for Gena around the c i ty, tak ing S l a

va w i th h i m .  Dusk descended on the c i ty, reduc i ng v i s i b i l i ty 

to ha l f a b l ock ahead . Father frowned the who le  way, nerv

ous ly  chew i ng on a b l ade of gras s .  A fter retu rn ing home,  

he  went to the k i tchen,  ta l ked to H avo about  someth ing  for a 

l ong wh i le ,  calm ing her down,  then to l d  a l l  of  us  to go to bed . 

"He 's not go ing to go anywhere.  We ' l l  fi nd h im,"  he sa id ,  

as i f  rec i t i ng a spe l l ,  h i s  eyebrows angri ly  converg ing  on the 

br idge of  h is  nose .  Perhaps he fe l t  more than he wanted to ex

press w i th words .  

I n  the  morn i ng, the  fam i ly got  on as usua l : the k id s  went 

to schoo l ,  Havo went to the k i tchen ,  Erzol  went to work . How-



ever, he d i d  not go to the work d i rect ly, but fo l lowed h i s  c h i l 

dren .  H e  found a sec l uded spot by  the school  gates and wai ted . 

F rom there,  he cou ld  see a l l the roads that l ed to the educat ion

a l  i ns t i tut i on .  I n  ten  or fi fteen m i nutes, c h i l dren started fi l i ng  

i n to the  schoo l  - some i n  groups of two or three, some a lone .  

Sudden ly, Erzo l tensed up, l i ke a predator - Gena ap

peared before h im ,  haphazard ly  sw i ng ing h i s  book bag . Erzo l  

grabbed h im by the co l l ar and gave h im a smack .  

"Where were you h id i ng, you  l i tt le  scoundre l ?  Answer m e ! "  

Gena d i dn ' t  even let o u t  a peep. 

Th i s  i n c i dent  carri ed no repercuss ions  for Gena .  He con

t i nued to study w i th no enthus i asm,  co l l ec t ing ' twos ' 

and ' th rees ' ,  and father cont i nued to pun i sh  h i s  son 's  neg l i 

gence w i th sco l d i ng and  h i s  be l t .  

Once ,  after yet another spank i ng,  the boy wa i ted for  h i s  

father t o  l eave for work, ran t o  h i s  h i d i ng p l ace, a nd  empt ied 

h i s  p iggy bank .  H e  ran to h i s  grandfather, got some ' i ce cream 

money ' from h i m ,  and ran to the tra i n stat i on .  He bought 

a t i cket to M akhachka la, got on a tra i n  and l eft .  

By some m i rac l e  he  found the r igh t  street .  He d i dn ' t  

know t he  exact address, bu t  ask i ng can  get one  anywhere.  

M akhachka la is a sma l l c i ty, and peop le  tend to know the oth
ers in the i r  su rround i ngs . He asked severa l  peop l e  how to find  

Turunge A bramova, and  got d i rect ions .  
A n  e lder ly woman opened the door. Gena stepped back .  

"Who  are you  look ing for?" Me l ke asked, squ i nt ing  

to  compensate for her poor eyes ight .  

" I ' m  Gena," the young guest  rep l i ed .  

"What Gena?" M e l ke asked, confused . 

"Turunge i s  my mama ."  

M e l ke 's l i ps qu i vered .  She  c l asped her  hand .  

"Turunge, my God ! Run over  here qu i ck ! "  she ye l l ed .  

Turunge j um ped up .  She saw her  son on the  thresho ld  
and  froze . 
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"Son?" he asked, befudd led .  

The boy nodded, no t  sure what to do next .  Turunge ran 

to h im  and hugged h i m  t i ght ,  but then caught herse l f. 

"Who d i d  you come here w i th? Your father?" 

"No," Gena rep l i ed,  a shadow of fear sweep ing  across h i s  

face . " I  came a lone ! "  

" What d o  you mean,  a l one?" 
"We l l ,  a lone . . .  I came to you . For good . I ' m go ing  to l i ve 

w i th you ."  

The mother and the grandmother l ooked a t  one another 

doubtfu l ly .  

"Are you say i ng  you ran away from home?" 

Gena nodded g l um ly, as the women gasped i n  un i son . 

"What d i d  you do ! Where d i d  you get money?" M e l ke 

asked . 

"Grandpa gave me some, and I broke my p i ggy bank ."  

"Oh m y ! "  M e l ke rep l i ed .  

Fear and doubt flashed i n  her daughter ' s  eyes, but  Turunge 

qu i ck ly  com posed herse l f. There was no t ime  for fear. I t  was 

a m i rac l e  that her son was stand i ng before her. 

Gena wou ldn ' t  take h i s  eyes off Turunge, confus ion 

and happ i ness apparent on h i s  face.  She  seemed to have gotten 

shorter and o l der !  B ut here were the gray eyes - a mother 's 

eyes - that he remem bered r ight  away, g l ow i ng w ith a strange 

l ight .  

The mother l ooked upon her son w i th the same aston i sh

ment .  Gena had grown .  He had b ig  b l ack  eyes . H i s sh i rt was 

tom at the e lbow. H i s neck stuck out of  an unbuttoned co l l ar -

sk inny, l i ke a ch icken ' s .  And  the same shy sm i l e that everyone 

i n  the i r  fam i l y  had . 

"A true A bramov," she sa id ,  turn i ng to her mother, "r ight?" 

"Let ' s  go get your grandfather ! "  M e l ke sa id ,  worr ied .  

Embrac ing  Gena, she led h im  i nto the house,  to H ezg i e .  

The boy sm i led happ i l y, fo l low ing h i s  grandmother. H e  had 



on ly  heard about Grandpa Hezg ie ,  but had never seen h i m .  

B y  then,  h i s  grandfather had gone near ly  com p l ete l y  b l i nd  
and had l ost a l ot of  we ight .  Other than that, however, he had 

rema ined the same .  
When M e l ke to l d  h im  whom she had brought,  H ezgi e  

d i dn ' t  be l ieve h i s  ears . He  ca l l ed t h e  boy over t o  h im ,  grabbed 

h i s  hand, and ran h i s  palm over h i s  face, as if t ry ing  to pa in t  

the p ic ture that  h i s  s i ck  eyes cou l dn ' t, and fe l l  s i l ent .  Gena 

broke the pause .  He  grew t i red of  stand ing s t i l i  and squ i rm ed ,  

try ing  to  put a stop to  t h i s  pecu l iar  i ntroduct ion r i tua l .  The  o ld  

man shuddered, sm i l ed and  started ask i ng the  boy  about  what 

m i rac l e  brought h im  to M akhachka la .  

Gena  to l d  the  story of  h i s  escape. He  added a few more 

deta i l s , and conc l uded w i th the adm i ss i on that he 's  h ungry. 

The women i nstant ly  ran to the k i tchen . I n  mere m inutes ,  

the boy sat at the head of  the tab l e  before a fu l l  bow l of por

ri dge pack ing i t  away, te l l i ng  about h i s  adventure once again .  

"They checked my t i cket tw ice ," h e  sa id ,  "And a l so asked 

why I was a lone .  I said that I was go ing to my mother ' s  and that 
you were go i ng to meet me at the tra i n  stat ion ."  

"Good job .  You ' re a smart boy," Turunge nodded . 

"Bu t  does your father know where you are?" M e l ke asked, 

but then answered her own quest ion .  "Of course he doesn ' t .  

You ran away." 

Gena l ooked at h i s  grandmother, frightened . She ex

changed g lances w i th her daughter and the i r  faces grew ser i 
ous .  

"Th i s  i s n ' t  good," M e l ke wh i spered . 
"We ' l l  figure i t  out .  Don ' t  worry, we ' l l  figure i t  a l l out ," 

Turunge tr ied to com fort her. 

The boy pushed h i s  p l ate away, huffed and l ooked at 

the adu l ts .  He l ooked abso l ute l y  happy and sat i sfied .  A s l eepy 
haze came over h i s  eyes .  

"Are you t i red?" Turunge asked, sm i l i ng .  
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Gena nodded s i l en t ly. H i s adventures had dra i ned a l l  o f  h i s  

strength .  

"Come on ,  I ' II pu t  you to  bed . "  

Turunge tr i ed p i ck i ng  her  son  up ,  bu t  i ns tant ly pu t  h im  

down .  

"Oh my, you ' re heavy. A rea l warr ior. "  

She took Gena  to the  bedroom,  where he i n stan t ly  fe l l  
as l eep .  Turunge sat by the bed, look i ng at the s l eep i ng ch i l d ,  

s t i l l  i n  d i sbe l i e f  over  he r  own happ i ness .  Here he was ,  her 
b l ood, so love ly  and dear. She  choked up. She a lways knew 

that her ch i l dren wou l d n ' t  forget her, never turn away from 

her. H er des i re for revenge st i rred aga i n ,  bo i l i ng in the corner 

of  her eye, but Turunge took contro l  of herse l f, k i ssed her son 

tender ly on the forehead, and went to ta l k  to her mother. 
"Mama !  The A l m ighty i s  h e l p i ng us ! "  Turunge exc l a imed ,  

s i tt i ng  down at  the tab l e .  

"Oh, don ' t  say that, l es t  He  turn away from us . "  

"Noth i ng bad w i l l  happen," Turunge protested . 

M e l ke shook her head . 

"You keep say i ng that . . .  What are we go ing  to do w i th 

h im?  We need to le t  Erzo l know." 

Fr ightened Turunge grabbed M e l ke 's s l eeve .  

"Wa i t .  G i ve me at l east a day w i th h i m ,  then we can dec ide  

what to do next .  

Next  morn i ng, Turunge woke Gena up  at the crack o f  dawn .  

She  made h im  wash up and  gave h im  c l ean and  i roned c l othes . 

The boy looked at h i s  mother cur ious ly. 

"Are we go i ng somewhere?" 

"Come on, come on - get dressed . Qu i ck ly. "  

"Where are we goi ng?" 

"I ' I I  te l l  you l ater. Get dressed . "  

Turunge sat by  h im  and  he l ped h im  pu t  on h i s  pants . She  

combed the  boy 's ha i r, t hen  l ed h im  to  a m i rror that hung  over 

a tab l e .  S he looked at h im  s i l ent ly, for a long t ime, ca l cu lat-



i ng  and contemp lat i ng someth i ng  i n  her m i nd .  She  sat the boy 

on her l ap, then to l d  h im  to get up aga in ,  each t ime  met icu

lous ly  exam i n ing the reflect ion i n  the m i rror. 

" M ama, what are you do ing?" Gena wondered . 

" I ' l l  te l l you l ater, son ."  
Turunge was absorbed i n  her thoughts . She  took Gena 

to h i s  grand father 's  room,  and went to get  dressed .  

They l e ft an hour l ater, when the sun  was a l ready h igh 

above the hor izon .  The mother he l d  Gena by the hand . They 

wa l ked a l ong the fam i l i ar street and ne ighbors l ooked and mar

ve l ed at Turunge, surpr i sed that she cou l d  l ook that good . She  

was  weari ng her  best dress and  her  face  g lowed .  H er purse,  i t s  
hand l e  mended w i th e l ectr i ca l  tape, a l ong w i th he r  worn ou t  

shoes,  was  rendered near ly i n v i s i b l e .  

They stopped a t  a corner of one  of  t h e  street .  The  s ign 

to the l e ft of  the door read ' Photo Sa lon ' .  

Turunge squeezed the ch i l d 's hand t igh t ly. 

"Let 's  go i n ! "  she sa id  happ i ly and dragged the boy after 

her. 

A be l l  rang and they found themse lves i n  a coo l ,  dark room 

w i th ve l vet cu rta ins  drap i ng a l l of the wa l l s .  Gena stood s i 

l e n t .  The  propr i etor of  t h e  sa lon wa lked ou t .  H e  was  an  e l 

der Kumyk w i th a po i nted, sp i ky m ustache .  He  l ooked at 

the mother and son s i l en t ly. 

"Can we make a photo?" Turunge asked i n  a ch i pper vo ice .  

"S i t ,"  sa id  the man,  nodd i ng toward a cha i r. 

Turu nge comp l ied and sat down,  but  i nstan t ly  j um ped up .  

She  approached t he  m i rror, exam i ned herse l f, then sat next 

to Gena aga i n .  For some reason, the tens ion grew w i th every 

second .  She  got up  aga in ,  th i s  t ime  tak ing  Gena to the m irror 

w i th her. She started fix i ng his ha i r, try i ng to pat down the a l
ready com p l i ant cur l s .  

The photographer l ooked over t h e  commot ion w i t h  s i 

lent  am usement .  Someth ing abou t  th i s  woman struck h i m  
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as strange - perhaps the frenz ied spark i n  her eyes . He  stood 

beh ind  h i s  camera, put a b l ack shroud over h i mse l f: and,  af

ter ye l l i ng  " H ere comes the b i rd i e ! "  took a p i c ture .  A fl ash 

of  b l i nd i ng l i ght l i t up  the room . Gena squ i nted . 

"Ready ! "  sa id the photographer, emerg ing  from under h i s  

cover. "Come back i n  three days .  You ' l l  have a photo ."  

Turunge l i stened to  h im ,  gri n n i ng ear  to  ear, as  i f  she was 

be ing prom i sed mountai ns  of  go l d .  She  l e ft the photo sa lon 

fee l i ng l i ke a happy l i tt l e  g i r l . 

The sun was b l i n d i ng .  She  and Gena stood for a wh i le ,  

adj us t ing to the l i ght ,  then wa l ked where the eyes cou l d  see, 

as if led by some myster ious force .  

As Turunge bought Gena ice cream and candy, she cou ldn ' t  

he l p  bu t  fee l  that everyone i s  looking a t  them . For  the  first t ime 

ever, th i s  d idn ' t  scare her. She  was  no longer afraid of  gos

s ip  and what people were say ing beh i nd her back .  She s imp ly  

enjoyed the  happ iness that fi l led her. Turunge imagined that 

the other ch i l dren were there as we l l , not j ust Gena. She was 

buy ing them toys, cotton candy and fi recrackers, w i thout anyone 

scream ing ' What are you do ing?' or ' What r ight do you have?' 

A deafen ing wh i st l e  struck her ears . A truck was headed 

right toward them . Turunge and Gena managed to j um p  as ide ,  

and the fi ve-ton fre ighter swept by. 

"What ' s  wrong w i th you,  c i t izen? D i dn ' t  you see i t?" 

ye l l ed the po l i ceman run n i ng at them at fu l l  speed . 

" I ' m  sorry, comrade," Turunge rep l i ed . " I  d i dn ' t  not ice ."  

"D idn ' t  not ice ! "  the c i v i l  servant scoffed . "And you ca l l 

yourse l f  a mother ! "  

Turunge sa id  noth ing i n  response, j ust  sq ueezed Gena's  

hand t i ghter and dragged h im after her. H e  cou l d  bare ly  keep 

up .  I t  was five m i nutes before they stopped , by a bench .  

"That 's i t - let 's go home," Turunge said .  "Enough for  today." 

"Are we go i ng to go for another wa lk  tomorrow?" Gena 

asked hopefu l l y. 



Turunge sm i led and nodded . 

I n  the even ing, when her son was a l ready as l eep, she went 

on to exc i ted ly  te l l  Me l ke about every t i ny deta i l about the i r  

day together. She  t o l d  he r  how Gena  carr ied h imse l f  i n  t h e  c i ty, 

how we l l  behaved he was at the photo sa lon ,  and even how 

they were near ly run over by a truck .  

M e l ke l i s tened attent i ve l y, shak i ng her head . 

"Th ink  about i t  . . .  " she sa id sudden ly. 

"What are you tal k i ng about, M ama?" Turunge asked, 

l ook ing at her cur ious ly .  

"You ' re th i nk i ng about tak i ng a l l  of them back? How are 

you go ing to feed them?" 

" I  never sa id that . "  

"You d idn ' t  have  to . I can  see  i t  i n  your  eyes : ' What i f  

I took them a l l back ' ?" 

Turunge looked at her mother, frightened . 

"What are you t h i nk i ng? Don ' t  you understand that you 

can ' t  support a l l  of them ? H uh?" 

Turunge 's sm i l e  d i sso lved .  She  got up  w i th a gu i l ty l ook 

on her face and started do i ng housework, putt i ng an end to the 

conversat i on .  

I n  t he  morn i ng, they were woken up  by  a knock on the 

door. Not  sure who i t  cou l d  be at such an ear l y  t ime, Turunge 

answered it .  I t was Anya.  

"What the he l l are you do ing?" she sa id  r ight away. 

"What"?" 

" L i ke you don ' t  know." 

Anya wa lked i n s i de the house,  opened the door to Tu-

runge 's room,  and saw Gena, s l eep i ng peacefu l l y. 

"M akes sense," she sa id  loud ly. 

"Qu i et !  You ' l l  wake the ch i l d ! "  Turunge protested . 

"He  shou l d  have been woken up  a long t ime  ago,"  A nya 

rep l i ed w i thout l ower ing her voice .  

Turunge dragged her i nto the k i tchen . 
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"Do you at l east understand what you ' re do ing?" A nya 

asked, wai t i ng for her tea . 

"What's wrong?" 

"You ' re ask i ng me what 's wrong? Nahamye ca l led me -

sa id  that Gena d i sappeared .  Then someone from Makhachka la  

ca l l ed them , sa id they saw you on the streets w i th the c h i l d .  

Erzo l asked t o  te l l  you that n o  o n e  w i  I I  every a l  l o w  you t o  take 

the c h i l dren .  You ' re forb i dden .  Got i t?" 

Turunge l i stened s i l ent ly. She reca l led yesterday 's day

dreams about wal k i ng around w i th her ch i ldren . Apparent ly, 

none of that wou l d  ever come true .  

"You need to send h im back to  Erzo l ! "  Anya i n s i sted . "Do 

you hear me or not?" 

Turunge sat there, i nd i fferent to A nya 's screams .  The pr ice 

of naYvete turned out to be qu i te h igh .  Now, Erzol  would have 

no troub le  str i pp ing her of  v i s i tat ion  r i ghts . The Babaevs '  gen

eros i ty went over her head . A fter a l l ,  they cou l d  have eas i ly 

ca l led the po l i ce i nstead of send i ng Anya. 

" I  understand," she wh i spered . " I  ' I I  fix everyth i ng .  B ut 

I ' m go i ng to be the one to te l l  h im ,  a l r ight?" 

"To te l l whom what?" Anya asked, unab le  to understand .  

"To te l l  Gena  that i t ' s  better for h i m  to  return to  h i s  father. "  

"You do what you  want, l i tt l e  s i ster !  J ust don ' t  l e t  t h i s  es-

ca l ate i nto a scanda l .  I a l ready made a l l the arrangements w i th 

N ahamye ."  

"What arrangements?" 

"M i l a  w i l l  take Gena to K i s lovodsk ."  M i la was Erzo l 's 

s i ster. She stud ied at the Facu l ty of Fore ign Languages at 

the M akhachka la Pedagog ica l  I ns t i tute and regu l ar ly v i s i ted 

her mother in K i s lovodsk.  "She ' l l  accompany h im ,"  Anya re

assured Turunge.  "You d i dn ' t  t h i nk  of send ing h im  there by 

h i m se l f, d i d  you?" 

Turunge d i dn ' t  answer, j ust paced around the room,  l i ke 

a s l eepwalker. Anya d i dn ' t  even understand unt i l  l ater that 



her s i ster was gatheri ng her son 's  th i ngs .  I n  an hour, Turunge 

wa l ked i nto the bedroom . 

"Good morn i ng, M om my." 

"Good morn i ng, son ."  

" I  had a beaut i fu l  dream . We were on a b i g  sh i p, go i ng 
somewhere far, far away, so far that you cou l dn ' t  even see 

l and .  The sh i p  had waves around i t ,  the w i nd  was wh i st l i ng, 

and we were stand i ng on the deck, no care in the worl d .  What 

i f that rea l l y  happened? H uh? M ama?" 

Turunge sm i l ed in exhaust ion . S h e  sat on the edge of  the 

bed and tuss l ed h i s  ha i r. 

" O f  course ,  Genochka ! We ' l l  defi n i te l y  do that someday. 

Now, you have to l i s ten to me carefu l ly ." 

Th i s  set o ff the boy 's susp i c i on .  

"Yo u ' re go ing  to  get dressed, eat your  breakfast, and  we ' re 

go i ng  to go to the tra i n  stat ion . "  

"W hy?" Gena asked . "Are we go i ng to go  somewhere? 

What about the photograph? I want to p i ck  up the photo

graph . "  

Turunge lowered her head . Look i ng  a t  those br ight, trust

ing eyes was imposs i b l e .  

"P l ease understand me ,  Genochka ."  S he s h ivered 

and s i ghed . "You have to understand ,  son . You need to go back 
to K i s l ovodsk .  To your father. "  

The c h i l d  was  s i l ent ,  a dark shadow com ing over  h i s  face .  

"J ust don ' t  ye l l o r  get upset .  L i sten t o  me .  Do you under

stand?" 

"What?" Gena asked in a wh i sper, propp ing h imse l f  up  by 
the e l bows .  

"Look . . .  " the mother traced the out l i ne of the bedroom 

wi th  her hand, stopp ing at the r ickety tab l e  in the corner. "See 

how we l i ve? I won ' t  even . . .  " She  paused .  " I  won ' t  even . . .  be 

ab l e  to feed you ." 

"Mommy . . .  " 
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"Don ' t  say anyth i ng  . . .  L i s ten to me . . .  H ere 's the t h i ng  . . .  

You can " t  l i ve l i ke t h i s ,  l i ke I do .  You have everyt h i ng i n  K i s

l ovodsk .  U nderstand? I t ' l l  be better i f  you go back to your 

father. ' '  At  that moment ,  Turunge 's  last b i ts of  strength were 

exhausted, and she broke down i n  hears, p l ung i ng her face 

i n to the c h i l d 's shou l der. " I ' l l  come and v i s i t  you . . .  I prom ise .  

You ' l l  see - I ' l l  v i s i t .  And you ' l l  be better o ff at your  father ' s .  

U nderstand?" 

"What about the photograph?" Gena sudden ly  remem

bered . "Wi l l  we  go get  the photograph?" 

The mother shook her head . 

" We won ' t  have t ime ,  Genochka .  Aun t  M i l a  w i l l  be here 

soon .  S he ' l l  take you to K i s l ovodsk .  Your  father ' s  wai t i ng .  I ' l l  

make sure t o  p i ck  up  the photograph .  You ' l l  see . Then I ' l l  send 

i t  to you," Turunge wh i spered . "J ust  don ' t  c ry. " 

Gena stayed qu ie t  and started gather i ng h i s  t h i ngs . For the 

rest of  the t ime, he d i d n ' t  say a word and d i d n ' t  look at h i s  

mother once .  

Turunge p i cked up  the photograph he wanted so m uch 

the fo l l ow i ng day. She  treasu red i t, occas i ona l l y  show i ng i t  to  

peop le ,  c ry i ng and te l l i ng them tha t  she had c h i l dren as  we l l .  

A happy and carefree woman started at the wor ld from that 

photograph .  N ext to her, a squ i nt i ng  boy, s t i l l  in ant i c i pat i on  

of wonder. One of her  sons .  



XXXVI 

E veryth i ng returned to norm a l .  The k ids were, once aga in ,  

together under  one roof, argu ing, fight i ng and com

pet ing  w i th one another. L i tt l e  by l i t t le ,  they l earned 

the ways of l i fe by im i tat i ng  the i r  father. E rzo l was sure that 

persona l  experiences prov ide  l i fe 's best lessons .  He d i d n ' t  

find  i t  necessary t o  conceal  anyth i ng  from h i s  sons ,  no r  was 

he p l an n i ng to ra i se  them accord i ng to the fa l se examples  pro

v i ded by w i de ly  accepted textbook l i fe norms .  He cons idered 

everyday rea l i ty in i tse l f  to be the best source of educat ion  that 

covered a l l  the bases : happ iness ,  d i sappo i ntment ,  courage, 

adventure and foo l i shness .  W h i l e  the Babaevs w here the fi rst  

of the i r  k i nd to sett l e  in the ne ighborhood, some hundred other 

J ew i sh  fam i l ies  moved in throughout the next five  years . They 

sett l ed  i nto the new p l ace, br i ng ing the i r  trad i t i ons  and r i tua l s .  

Fo r  Passover, a rabb i  wou ld  be brought i n  from Dagestan . 

He  butchered fowl  and lambs that H avo bought at the m arket .  

The meat was parce led out accord i ng to the Kashrut .  H avo 
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wou ld  go on to make matza, gri nd wa lnu ts and m i x  them w i th 

honey - for dessert - and the ho l i day wou ld  beg i n .  She  wou ld 

g ive  the matza treats to our  Russ ian ne ighbors .  In  turn,  they 

wou ld  bring over co lored eggs and sweet cheesecakes come 

Orthodox Easter. 

Havo ' s  c u l i nary de l i cac ies  l eft  a permanent  mark on our  

memor ies .  Her  rury - or ' A utes ' - were part i c u l ar ly unfor
gettab l e .  Wi th  the he l p  o f  a l l  the c h i l d ren ,  who took turns 

at the meat gr inder, she ' d  make fi l l i ng out  of  kosher meat, 

on i ons ,  gar l i c  and pepper, stuff i t  i n to i n test i nes ,  then hang 

i t  to dry in the shade. F rom then on, the sausages were aged 

by w i nd  a lone .  They hung  in the drafty ha l lways ,  l e tt i ng  o ff 

a subt l e  yet tem pt i ng  aroma .  Rury were made i n  N ovem

ber, and were usua l l y  ready by the  New Year. Before serv

i ng them, Havo wou ld  roast them over a fi re .  The dr ipp i ngs ,  

w h i ch co l l ected i n  a spec i a l  bow l ,  wou l d  be l ater m i xed w i th 

tea - an anc i en t  rec i pe passed on  by Tat women throughout 

generat i ons .  

Tara was  another essent i a l  d i sh .  The  same kosher meat 

wou ld  be e i ther ground or m i nced,  m i xed w i th on ions ,  

and made i nto l i t t l e  meatba l l s .  

There was a l so h i ngarpo l .  Young on ions  wou l d  be fine ly  

chopped and  m i xed i nto dough,  t hen  made i nto l i tt l e  dump

l i ngs and cooked i n  ch icken soup made w i t h  dr ied apri cots ,  

garl i c ,  young wa lnuts and a l i tt l e  v i negar. 

For New Year 's - that ho l i day of  d i sobed i ence - we, 

the ch i l dren, wou ld  be sent to the store to get cham pagne .  Fa

ther wou l d  norma l l y  give us  ten rub i e s .  One of  our  ' games '  

wou l d  be to try to  turn those  ten  rub ies i nto more money by 

' i nvest i ng '  them . A crowd of friends wou ld  a l ready be wa i t

i ng  for us  - the Babaev brothers . We wou ld  p l ay seka - a card 

game - for money. Once,  we got our  cap i ta l  to as m uch as th i r

ty rub i es ,  though l uck  ran out  and we l ost a l  I of  our  ga ins ,  end

i ng up  w i th on ly seven rub ies  at the end .  To be fa i r, that was 



more than enough to buy the champagne, sweets and manda

r ins  for the New Year ' s  tab l e .  

I t  was  a j oyfu l  and happy l i fe .  
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XXXVII 

Gena once found an actual  revo l ver. Lucky guy ! L i fe 

had bestowed a mag ica l  present upon h i m .  He  to l d  me 

about h i s  acqu i s i t i on ,  stammer ing w i th exc i tement .  

"Where d id you get  i t?" 

" I  found i t ! "  h is  ch i l d i s h  eyes burn t  w i th g lee .  

The fervor was  contag ious ,  pass ing  from one of us  to an

other. Wh i l e  Gena s tayed w i th h i s  treasure, I ran to fi nd S l ava 

and te l l  h im  about the d i scovery. My o lder brother ' s  eyes l i t  

up  a s  we l l .  

"Let ' s  go ! "  I ca l l ed .  " I  ' I I  show you ."  

We raced over to where Gena was p l ay i ng .  H e  sat  i n  a ph i 

l osopher 's pose, study i ng h i s  pr ize .  Occas iona l ly, he wou ld  

squ in t  and  a im ,  pretend i ng to  be an  audac ious band i t  or a cou

rageous po l i ceman . He was ready to me l t  i n to the b l ack  stee l .  

I t  was a s  i f  the gun 's barre l ,  wh i ch  he wou l d  look i nto from 

t ime  to t ime  w i th one eye, conta ined a chute that sucked h im  

i nto a n  imag inary wh i r l poo l  of danger. 



S l ava and I env ious ly  wal ked around Gena, who refused 

to l et the gun go, understand ing  that if we, h i s  o l der brothers, 

got our hands on i t ,  we wou ld  never give i t  back .  U nadb l e  

t o  get t h e  gun  from Gena,  we ran home, eager t o  te l l  ou r  father 

about the d i scovery. 

That S unday, Erzo l was s i t t i ng  home and napp ing after 

a tasty mea l . I ran i n to the room fi rs t .  

"Dad ! Get th i s - Gena found a real revo lver !  At  the quarry." 

"What?" Erzo l opened h i s  eyes .  

"A gun ! "  

"What gun?" The l ast b i t  o f  Father 's t i redness seemed 

to van i s h .  

"A rea l  one ! About th i s  b ig," I sa id ,  show ing  t h e  l ength 
of the barre l w i th my spread hands l i ke a true fi sherm an .  

Erzo l sat up  from the sofa and l i stened t o  me atten t ive ly, 

then s ighed and frowned .  

" l gorek . . .  " H e  paced around the room ,  stretch i ng h i s  

shou lders and l ooked ou t  of t h e  w i ndow. " L i sten - go  find  

Gena  and  try t o  carefu l l y take t he  gun  away from h im .  Bu t  

remem ber - be carefu l .  B r i ng  i t  t o  me . "  

I n  a few seconds,  I turned around and ran back to the q uar

ry as fast as I cou l d .  My  l i tt l e  brother, however, wasn ' t  i n  h i s  

prev ious  spot .  S l ava and I swept t h e  surround ings before w e  

found h im  a t  a d i stant empty lo t .  Gena l ooked a t  us  caut ious l y, 

but d i dn ' t  run away. 

"What do you want?" 

"I j ust want to look at i t ," S l ava sa id  casua l l y. 

"Coo l ,  r ight?" Gena asked .  

Enchanted, we watched our brother, who showed us 

the gun from a l l  poss i b l e  d i rect ions .  

" I ' m  strong now," Gena sa id  proud ly. " I  can m ake anyone 

l i sten to m e !  Got i t?" 

S lava and I cou l d  do noth i ng but agree .  

" Let me  hold i t ,"  S l ava asked at some po i nt .  
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"No, ' ·  our  younger brother shook h i s  head, look ing  at us 

d i strus tfu l ly. 
"Oh.  come on ,  l et me  ho l d  i t ,"  S l ava i n s i sted . 

" What \\· i l l  I get i n  retu rn?" Gena asked . 

" U m  . . .  I ' l l  g i ve  you t \\ ·enty kopecks . "  
Gena m u l l ed pros and  cons of  the proposa l over  for a sec

ond .  

" F i ne .  But on ly  for a l i tt l e . "  

He  handed S l ava t he  gun - re l uctant ly, a s  i f  s t i l l  dec id 

i ng  whether or not  to  le t  i t  go .  Bu t  S l ava had a l ready grabbed 

the barre l and yanked i t  toward h imse l f. The strugg l e  on ly  

l asted for a second .  S l ava won ,  grabbed the weapon out of  Ge

na 's  hands ,  and  ran home as  fas t  as  poss i b l e  w i thout a second 

thought .  Gena chased h i m .  I ,  in turn ,  chased Gena .  

And so the three of  u s  ran ,  un t i l we reached our house 

and burst i n to the room,  where Father  sa t  at the tab l e  by 

the w i ndow l i sten i ng to the rad i o .  See ing us ,  he  got  up  and ex

tended h i s  hand i n  our d i rect i on .  S l ava obed ien t ly  handed h i m  

the gun .  E rzo l s i l en t ly  took t h e  weapon and carefu l ly exam

i ned i t  from a l l  s i des .  He  was fi l l ed w i th anger. 

Gena watched Father i n  horror as he l eft the room, went 

out i n to the yard, and then started whack ing  the gun aga i nst  

a rock w i th a l l h is  strength .  Crack, crack, crac k !  The k ids  

stayed s i l en t, hunch ing  the i r  shou lders .  Soon enough,  father 

returned i nto the room,  h i s  face g l um and focused . He sat back 

down in h i s  cha i r. 

"We l l ?  Why are you stand ing  around?" he asked, as i f  

noth i ng had happened .  "Go p l ay." 

We ran out  i nto the yard . The rem nants of what used to be 

our most fasc i nat i ng toy on ly  fi ve m i nu tes ago l ay by the rock .  

Gena s tarted cry i ng .  Father, on t he  other hand, s i ghed i n  re l i ef. 

Danger had passed h is  ch i l dren by. 

"Don ' t  you th i nk  you ' re too str ict  w i th them somet imes?" 
Havo once asked her son . 



"Str ic t? M ama, you don ' t  know what s tr ict  means .  C h i l 

dren don ' t  understand what they want .  The world i s  l i ke a ka

l e i doscope to them fi I led w i th co lorfu l b i ts of g l ass  - fasc i nat

i ng  no matter wh i ch way you turn i t .  Bu t  ha lf  of it is a l i e .  

They need t o  learn t o  te l l  t h e  d i fference between what 's use

fu l ,  and what 's dangerous .  The same goes for schoo l .  U n less  

they ' re fi rst i n  l i ne - they won ' t  succeed . Do you know how 

hard i t  i s  for J ews to get ahead these days? You need to be 

the best of the best if you want everyth i ng  to be fine and dan

dy. That 's why I ' m so hard on them ."  

The on ly  th i ng  tha t  Erzo l d i d n ' t  account  for was that h i s  
ch i l d ren i nher i ted h i s  very own  vo lat i l e  character - a character 

that d i d n ' t  want to subm i t  to h i s  str ict ,  rat iona l  d i sc i p l i ne .  We 

never not iced when and how Father expressed i n terest i n  our 

affa i rs ,  but  he a lways kept  h i s  fi nger on the pu l se .  

"How are they behav i ng?" 

"The same way a l l c h i l dren behave ! Don ' t  you remember 

how you behaved?" 

"I was as rowdy as I cou l d  be. But you spo i l ed  me ."  

"And yours shou l d  be spo i led as wel l ." 

"Don ' t  spo i l  them comp lete ly ." 

"Don ' t  worry - that 's why they ' re ch i ldren ."  

"Be  s t r i c t  w i th them . Don ' t  g ive  them too much l eeway." 

"As i f  your father and I were that demand ing  of you ! "  

Havo scoffed, fl i pp i ng  a pancake . 

"They don ' t  know what they want ."  

" We l l ,  son - what can you do? Not everyone's a qu ick  

l earner. A l l  k id s  are l i ke that . "  

"Then we need to  h i re tutors ."  

Havo nodded i n  accord . She p i t i ed us ,  knowing  how tough 

academ i c  pursu i ts can be. 
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O ur father trave led a l l over Southern Russ ia, mak ing 

i ntroduct ions and bu i l d i ng br idges .  H e  wou ld  often 

have such amounts of money i n  h i s  br iefcase that i f  

the th i eves and robbers - n o  soc i ety i s  w i thout such scoun

dre l s- knew about  i t ,  he ' d  be h unted l i ke the co l l ector of  a 

sav i ngs bank .  

The  rumors,  of course, were p lent i fu l ,  but  the exact extent 

of my father 's capita l  a l ways rema i ned a mystery kept under 

lock and key. A t  the t ime ,  a new form of soc i a l i st manage

ment experienced unexpected growth . The government, upon 

observ i ng the d i re state of the grow i ng scarc i ty i s sue, a l lowed 

cooperat i ve enterpr i ses to form under co l l ec t ives .  I nstant ly, 

a horde of enterpri s i ng i nd i v idua l s  swarmed i n  to take advan

tage of  the opportun i ty. They manufactured a l l  k i nds  of t h i ngs : 
portra i ts of famous actors , sat i n  products (wh i ch  were espe

c i a l l y  popu lar at the t ime) ,  c loth i ng, even shoes. Sales were 

good, and everyone was happy. The co l l ec t i ves fina l l y  had sta-



b l e  cap i ta l , and factory owners who made b l ack market prod
uct made i ncred i b l e  profi ts .  A l ong w i th them came the ' hunt

ers ' .  The new type of scammers d i dn ' t  target the government  

- they were too dangerous to mess w i th - but pri vate industry, 

wh i ch  was cons i dered to be easy prey. The i r  tr icks d i dn ' t  work 

on my father, however. 
A t  one po i n t ,  Father d i scovered of  a new serv i ce i ndus

try that cam e about i n  Len ingrad - hal f-manufactured appare l .  

Th i s  was c l oth ing  that was i n ten t iona l ly l eft a b i t  u nfin i shed .  

The cost of  custom tai l ored c l oth i ng was proh ib i t i ve, and find

i ng someth ing  that  fi t  off the rack was often prob lemat i c .  

Househo ld  sew ing  mach i nes ,  however, were preva lent ,  and a l 

l owed peop l e  t o  adj ust  the a lmost ready i tems t o  the i r  figures .  

As long as  the fabr ic  was fash ionab l e  and we l l made, the ha l f

manufactured i tems so ld  l i ke hotcakes . 

Father saw th i s  i dea as prom i s i ng, and wanted to see i t  i n  

person . H e  dec ided t o  take S l av i k, h i s  o ldest ,  w i th h i m  s o  that 

he cou l d  see the famed Northern Cap i ta l .  Perhaps the i dea 

of expos i ng h i s  c h i l dren to bus i ness whenever poss i b l e  had 

a l ready taken root .  

They set  off to Len i n 's c i ty a l ong w i th I say and a ta i l or 

named Kam . Kam was i nv i ted for a reason :  he  had an i nfl uen

t ia l  re l at ive  - the deputy cha i rm an of  the Len i ngrad Execut ive  

Com m ittee . 

They were p icked up  at the tra i n  stat ion ,  taken to the then
fancy Oktyabrskaya H ote l ,  and Father went to work to fi nd out 

what 's what . Everyth ing that he ' d  heard was true .  The ha l f

manufactured goods were rea l  and attrac t ing c ustomers, 

and the notion of  m anufactur ing s i m i l ar product in p l aces l i ke 

K i s l ovodsk and Yessentuk i  was very tempt ing .  
Erzo l l i ked to approach bus iness w ith a focused sw i ftness .  

He  wou ld p i ck  up  the central bus i ness prem i se on the fl y, in

stant ly  sketch out a supp ly cha in ,  and produce a bus iness p l an 

ready to be imp l emented . 
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H e  saw work as a ban le ,  and rest i ng aherwards was essen

t i a l . Lav ish part i es were his preferred way of recharg ing .  Tak i ng 

S l ava to a restaurant l ate at n i ght, however, was i nappropri ate, 

if on ly  because there was no need for a ch i ld to l i sten to adu l t  

conversat ions .  There fore,  Erzo l dec ided to have h im stay w i th 

Kam 's re l at ive  - the deputy cha i rm an h imse l f. The masters 

of the house were not ified and arrangements were made. 

G i ven that the t imes were safe and peacefu l ,  Father de

c i ded that S lav i k  was o l d  enough to make i t  there on h i s  own .  

He  wrote t he  address and  te l ephone down on a p iece of  paper 
and sent h i s  son i nto the c i ty, w h i l e  he,  ! say and Kam headed 

to the restaurant .  There, two g i r l s  caught Erzo l 's attent i on .  
Say i ng that they were i nterest i ng meant say ing noth i ng a t  a l l .  

They had everyth i ng :  figure, youth,  fi re i n  the i r  eyes .  Erzo l 

cou l dn ' t  take h i s  eyes off the beau t i e s .  The l ad i es not iced 

h im as we l l and started w i n k i ng back ,  eventua l ly end ing up  

a t  the same tab l e  w i th E rzo l and h i s  entourage . They ca l l ed 

the wa i ter, ordered more champagne and de l i cac i es ,  and start

ed ta l k i ng about noth i ng and everyth i ng at once .  One 's  name 

turned out to be I lona ;  the other 's - Sveta .  The names cou ld  

have eas i ly been  made up,  though no one  was part i c u l ar ly con

cerned about that .  

The g i r l s  threw back champagne g l asses, becom i ng more 

and more ta l kat i ve .  

"No ,  no and  no," Sveta sa i d ,  p l ay ing  w i th t he  pendant that 

hung from a go l d  cha in  on her neck. " I t  was my i dea to come 

here w i th my friend .  Why not have some fun ton i ght? How are 

you do ing?" 

She poked ! say w ith her fi nger. He fi dgeted, not know ing 

what to  say. When i t  came  to  v i ce,  ! say was  qu i te i nnocent .  

"Look my dear," I lona sa id l augh i ng .  "You can ' t  h i de from 

me - my eyes are l i ke an x-ray. I f  you ' re go ing to be so qu i et, 

we won ' t  get a long .  I have fi re in my sou l ! "  She burst out 

i n  l aughter. 



I say b l ushed as Erzo l burst out l augh i ng .  He  poured every

one some more vodka and said a toast . 

He started te l l i ng ta les about his native Dagestan, and the 

more he ta lked, the harder he laughed . Erzo l 's energy was his key 

asset, and fl i rt ing with I lona rep len i shed i t, gradual ly free i ng h im 

from mundane worries .  Erzo l qu ick ly  caught on to  the fact that 

these g i r l s '  breath was taken away by the mere ment ion of mon

ey and started tak ing advantage of that fact by casua l ly steer ing 

the conversat ion toward the top ic .  For instance, he wou ld  say 

that he's  been known to take g ir l s  he l i kes to Soch i  or Crimea 

on the very same day he meets them , which was essent ia l ly 

the he ight of  l uxury at  the t ime .  As  Erzo l prom i sed to fu lfi l I a l l  

o f  h i s  compan ions '  w i shes, h e  cou ld  fee l  the i r  adm i rat ion grow. 

At some poi nt, the g i r l s  sa id  they needed to go to the pow

der room . As  soon as they stepped away, the maitre d ' h6te l 

approached the tab l e .  

" I ' m  very sorry," t he  e l der ly man began, "bu t  there 's  a b i t  

of an  i s sue ."  

"What i s  i t ?"  Erzo l asked i nd ifferent ly. 

The maitre d grimaced uncom fortab ly. 

" I  wanted to warn you . You shou l dn ' t  get to c l ose to these 
women ."  

"And why i s  that?" Erzo l asked, chuck l i ng .  

" I t  cou l d  be unsafe for you ."  

" U nsafe?" Erzo l and ! say buck led over  i n  l aughter. " What 

exact ly m akes them so dangerous?" 

The maitre d shrugged . 

"The g i r l  you ' re s i tt i ng  w i th . . .  " he sa id ,  l ower ing  h i s  
vo ice .  

"What about  her?" 

"Do you know who she i s?" 

"She 's po ison ! "  Erzo l rep l ied ,  j o i ned by ! say and K am 

i n  uncontro l l ab le  l aughter. "Pure po i son ! "  Th i s  s i t uat ion  was 
begi n n i ng to amuse h i m .  
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"Th i n k  whatever you want ,"  the serv ice worker sa id ,  shak

ing  h i s  head ,  "but  I know what  I ' m tal k i ng  about . " 

"Look,  they m ight not be sa i nts ,"  ! say ch imed i n ,  "but  we 

aren ' t  exac t ly  ones to com p l a i n . "  

The  men started l augh ing  aga i n .  

"Do  a s  you  w i s h .  I t 's my duty t o  warn you . "  The  maltre 

d shrugged aga i n  and wal ked away. 

" What 's  h i s  prob lem?" ! say asked h i s  fri end .  

" I  wou ldn ' t  make too m uch of  i t , "  Erzo l l aughed . " I ' ve 

seen worse . "  

At  that moment ,  t he  g i r l s  returned . D i scuss i ng  the  s i tua

t ion further seemed i nappropr iate, so the party resumed w i th 

newfound energy. 

Ti me  Aew. As the Oktyabrsky Restaurant ' s  g i ant c lock 

struck  m idn ight ,  Father suggested wa l k i ng the g ir l s  home.  

I t  t u rned out that they l i ved some d i stance away from the c i ty. 

Th i s  cou ld  have been a prob l em for many bus i ness trave l ers, 

but not for Erzo l .  

"We ' l l  ca l l a tax i ! "  h e  retorted casua l l y. 

" B ut that ' l l  cost some fi fty rub ies ! "  the g i r l s  gasped . 

" I  to l d  you : i t ' s  no prob lem,"  Erzo l rep l i ed .  

The g i r l s  l ooked a t  each other. 

Kam refused to go, say ing  that he ' l l  retu rn to the hote l  

and go to s l eep .  Erzo l and ! say grabbed the g i r l s  by the wai sts 

and headed for the tax i .  They trave led for over an hour to a 

l oca le  that even the tax i dr iver d i dn ' t  know - the g i r l s  had 

to show h im  the way. 

F i na l l y, they ordered the dr i ver to stop .  Erzo l ex i ted 

the car and, perp l exed, l ooked i n to the darkness .  There wasn ' t  

as  much as a h i nt of  a res i dence .  

"Where d id you bri ng us?" 

"What - are you afra id?" the g i r l s  g igg led coy ly. 

" I  j ust  don ' t  see any houses," Erzo l scoffed .  

"They aren ' t  far," the g i r l s  laughed . "R ight past those pine trees." 



Erzo l pa id  the dr i ver and he and l say fo l l owed the i r  dates 

a long the narrow path through the woods .  

"A lmost there, boys," the  g i r l s  kept repeat i ng .  

A fain t  l i ght  g l immered from a w i ndow i n  the d i stance .  

S udden ly, Erzo l and l say 's com pan ions  grew nervous .  

That ' s  when Erzo l heard a wh i sper :  

"Why are you freak ing  out? I ' l l  work them over myse l f."  

They entered a yard and wa lked up  the steps of a s l anted 

stoop . 
"We ' re here, boys," the two g i r l s  wh i spered and l i fted 

the i r  fi ngers to the l i ps in un i son,  as if fo l low ing  a scr ipt .  

E rzo l fo l l owed h is  new acqua i ntances i n s i de .  Through 

a gap i n  the door that led to one of  the rooms,  he spotted five  

or  s i x  men ,  a l l  covered i n  tattoos, p l ay i ng cards around a tab l e .  

He  turned around and  asked l say, loud  enough for the  who le  

house to  hear, i n  Russ i an :  

"Do you want to go take a l eak?" h e  be l l owed as con v i nc

i ng ly as h i s  act i ng  ab i l i t i es  a l l owed, then fo l l owed qu i et ly  

i n  Tat :  " l say, we ' re about to  get robbed ! We need to  get the  he l l 

out of here ! "  Then,  go i ng  back to Russ i an ,  he sa i d :  "Where 's  

the John?" and dragged l say by the arm toward the ex i t  before 

gett i ng  a rep ly. 

Once off the stoop, they ran as q u ick  as poss i b l e  away 

from the house w i thout say ing  a s i ng l e  word . The m aneuver 
was unexpected enough to confuse the shack 's i n hab i tants 

for a moment or two.  Once they rea l i zed that the i r  prey was 

about to s l i p  out of  the i r  hands ,  they scramb l ed to pursue them . 

"Surround  them ! "  the sma l l est and scrapp iest  one ye l l ed ,  

and ,  l ett i ng . out a p ierc i ng wh i st l e , ran after h i s  v i c t ims .  

The  l arger men fo l l owed su i t .  

"Get t he  suckers ! "  one  of  them ye l l ed .  

l say and  Erzol cou ld  hear footsteps beh i nd them,  accom
pan i ed by ye l l s  of  "Grab them ! Grab them ! "  I t 's true that God 
comes to J ews when they ' re on the bri nk  of  dem ise .  Erzo l 
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and I say d i d n ' t  run through the  bushes  and gu l l i es  - they A e w  

o\ ·er them . S udden ly, the woods ended and the p i t i fu l  su i tors 

found them se l ves on the  dark, deserted M oscow-Len i ngrad 

h i gh \\·ay. 

S udden ly, they were b l i nded by the br ight  g l eam o f  head

l i gh t s .  

"F l ag the  car  do\\ ' n ! "  Erzo l  ye l l ed to l say. 

l say started wav ing  h i s  hands and j u m ped in front  of the 

three- tonner. B rakes squea l ed .  Wi thout  wa i t i ng  for an i nv i ta

t ion ,  I say j um ped onto the runn i ng  board . 

"Dr ive ! "  he ye l led to the dr i ver. 

Erzo l j umped onto the  other runn i ng board , on the dr iv 

er ' s  s i de .  He  he ld  a few c rump l ed ten-rub l e  notes i n  h i s  hand ,  

\\ h i ch seemed to have a ca lm i ng e ffect on the dr i ver. 

' 'S tep on i t ,  fr iend ,  or we ' re a l l  screwed ! "  Erzol ye l l ed at 

the dr iver  at the top of h i s  l ungs . 

The frightened man stepped on the gas, and the acce lerat

i ng truck me l ted i n to the n ightt ime  m i st .  The band i ts j um ped 

out onto the road after them . 

l say greeted them w i th an obscene gesture : "Try to catch 

up,  you bastards ! "  

E rzol and l say d i dn ' t  get back to the i r  hote l  un t i l four 

o ' c l ock  i n  the morn i ng .  Bu t  the i r  adventure d i dn ' t  end there .  

The exhausted men wal ked up to the i r  room,  dream ing  of one 

th i ng only - to co l l apse onto the i r  beds .  But they were out 

of I uck :  no one was open ing  the door. They hadn ' t  brought 

the i r  keys ,  and the A oor attendant was nowhere to be found .  

No  matter how hard they knocked, Kam wou l dn ' t  respond .  

Erzo l sensed troub le .  F i na l l y, a ha l f hour l ater, they found 

a ma id  who had the  keys, and she opened the i r  room . There 

was no one i ns ide .  

"Where ' s  our friend?" Erzo l ye l l ed,  l o s i ng  h i s  pat ience .  

"Your fr iend s l i pped up," sa id  the ma id ,  her l i ps narrow ing  

to  a razor b l ade . 



" M ean i ng?" l say asked, gasp ing .  

"Cou I d  you c l ari fy that, p l ease?" Erzo l ' s  quest ion sounded 

more l i ke a demand . 

The ma id ,  teem i ng w i th j us t ified rage, met i cu lous ly  

l ooked over  Erzo l 's wri nk l ed su i t , s h i fted her gaze to  ! say, 

who had p ine  need l es st i ck ing out of h i s  j acket, then l ooked 

up at the ce i l i ng .  
"Oh,  yeah ," she s ighed . " I  ge t  i t .  . .  " 

"J ust te l l  us what happened, w i l l  you?" Erzo l shouted . 

The ma id 's I i ps got even narrower, and she to l d  them 

that severa l  hours pr ior the Peop l e ' s  Patro l i nspected the ho

te l  and caught Kam w i th two women - a grave ' amora l i ty '  at 

the t ime .  
Erzo l ran downsta i rs to  the  adm i n i strator. I t  turned out that 

Kam had been l ocked up  in the ' m onkey house ' and needed 

to be rescued . W h i l e  ! say sett l ed th i ngs at the reg iona l  po l i ce 

prec i nct ,  us ing money to prove that h i gh mora l i ty doesn ' t  for

b id  the company of  women,  E rzo l got ready for bed .  At  that 

moment, the phone rang .  

"Comrade Babaev?" 

"Yes ! "  

"L ieutenant U st i nov a t  the N eva Po l i ce  Prec i nct ."  

E rzo l fel t  troub le  com ing  agai n .  

"What happened?" 

" I s  your son m iss i ng?" 

So m uch  for s l eep .  

"No !  H e 's stay i ng  w i th my friends ! "  Father rep l ied con
fident ly. 

"Accord i ng to our records ,  he i sn ' t .  What 's  your son ' s  

name?" 

"S lava ." 

"That 's  r ight .  Last name Babaev?" 

"Yes ! "  

"He 's s i tt i ng  i n  front o f  m e  at the prec inc t . "  
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"What ' d  you bus t  h i m  for?" 

"N o one busted anyone .  The boy 's lost . "  

"What do you  mean, l ost?" 

"Exact ly  that . The n i ght patro l p i cked h i m  up  on the street . 

The ch i l d  was cry i ng and d i dn ' t  know where to go ."  

· 'But I exp la i ned everyth i ng  to h i m ! "  Erzo l ye l l ed . "G ive 

h im  the phone ! "  
"Comrade Babaev, the cord won ' t  reach that far. Come get 

your son . "  

The  l i eutenant read h i m  t h e  address . 

E rzol j umped up .  He  wasn ' t  as leep,  but fe l t  l i ke he was 

dream ing .  N ightt ime .  Len i ngrad 's centra l  Nevsky Prospect ' s  

d im  l i ghts .  A tax i .  Another dr i ver. 

Soon after, he entered the po l i ce prec i nct .  S l av i k  wrapped 

his arm s  around h i s  neck, w h i l e  the po l i cemen l ooked on at 

the s l oven ly father w i th reproach .  Rock ing  from exhaust ion ,  

E rzol and S l ava took the tax i back to the hote l .  

A t  fi ve i n  the morning, Erzol entered h i s  hote l  room for the 

th i rd t ime  that n ight .  

"What happened?" 

"I got los t ."  

"Why d i dn ' t  you ca l  I the hote l  r ight away?" 

"I d id ," the boy started excus i ng  h imse l f. "No one p i cked 

up ."  

"Of course not .  Kam got  k i cked out  of the room," ! say 

cou l dn ' t  res i st not ing .  

"So what d id  you do?" 

"Walked around ."  

Erzo l burst out laugh i ng.  

"Some n ight - eh,  I say?" 

Exhausted, they fina l l y  went to s l eep .  

So  conc l uded the Tats '  unusua l  adventures i n  Len ingrad . 



XXXIX 

Va lya put breakfast o n  the tab le ,  sat o n  the edge of  a 

k i tchen stool and l ooked at Erzo l carefu l l y. She  d i dn ' t  

want t o  bother h i m  unt i l he  rested from h i s  t r ip ,  afra id  

of evok ing  h i s  heavy, i rr i tated gaze .  I t  d i d  seem that, hav i ng 

s l ept, he was back to h i s  o ld  se l f. 

What a c haracter he  was ! S i tt i ng  qu i et and g l um at one 

moment ,  roar ing w i th l aughter at the next and te l l i ng stor ies 

where truth was i nd i st i ngu i shab l e  from the embe l l i shments .  

I f  one were to be l i eve Erzo l ,  h i s  whole l i fe was one b ig  ad

venture .  Take the story about Len i ngrad, for i nstance ! What 

separated the truth from the ta l l ta le?  

M en l i ke h im tru ly  were few and far between, and Yalya 

fe l l  i n  love w i th h im for h is  un i queness .  Women were d rawn 

to Erzo l ' s  power and cou ld  even sense i t  from a d i stance, 

wh i ch  often resu l ted in h im  be ing surrounded by fema le  ad
m i rers .  Yalya had come to terms w i th th i s  and d i dn ' t  c h ide 

Erzo l .  He was what he was - i nsat i ab l e, want i ng  everyth i ng at  

once ,  at work ,  i n  l i fe, i n  l ove, a t  p l ay. He  was strong and de-
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vo id  of  sent i menta l i ty. I t seemed to her l i ke he cou ld  f i nd  

a way ou t  of  any hope less  s i tuat i on .  

They had  a l ready been together for a l ong  t ime ,  bu t ,  a t  

t imes,  he cou ld  touch her  i n  a way that s t i rred he r  no l ess than 

the fi rst t ime d i d .  Seem ing ly  by acc i dent ,  he wou ld  tug at her 
s l eeve,  p i nch her check,  or  wh i sper someth ing  i n  her ear that 

wou ld  cause her s k i n  to pucker w i th goose bumps and her 

body to me l t .  Or, at other t i mes,  he cou ld  j ust get up  and d i s

appear. H e  never gave a reason for h i s  departures .  M ore often 

than not, i t  wou ld  be work,  but  he wou ld  a l so v i s i t  h i s  fri ends ,  

whom he found to be no l ess im portant than h i s  j ob .  

H i s manner w i th h i s  fr iends was spec ia l  - tender, a lmost .  

W i th them , he cou l d  eas i ly be descr i bed as ' perfect ' .  He was 

the i deal friend - re l i ab le  and eager to he lp  one out of  a fix by 

putt i ng h i s  connect ions  to use .  No one cou ld  deny t h i s .  H i s 

c i rc l e  of  acqua i ntances was very w ide, but  he on ly  had a hand

ful  of  rea l  fr iends .  

H e  wou ld dr ink  and party w i th Bor i s  B ug lak, trust i ng  h i m  

w i th everyth i ng .  H e  knew that Bor i s  wou l d  never betray h i m  

under any c i rcumstances .  H e  supp l i ed Erzo l w i th fabri c :  ' l i q 

u id '  and  ' non- l i q u i d ' ,  wh i ch  my father wou l d  turn i nto beaut i 

fu l  su i t s .  I t  was  an i nnocent bus i ness that the Sov i et author i t i es 

d i dn ' t  encourage, but  d i dn ' t  part i c u l ar ly pun i sh  e i ther. I n  our  

day, he wou l d  be ca l led a br i l l i ant  creat i ve  m i nd .  

Another person c lose to  Father was  M i sha G i lyadov, 

a sk i l l ed and crafty bus i nessman . He  got h i s  start i n  Derbent 

w i th a network of cafeter ias and graduated to superv i sor of a 

trus t .  L i ke Father, he was i ncapab l e  of le tt i ng a l ucrat i ve  op

portun i ty pass by. 

Lenya Bodnev - the th i rd member of the i r  c i rc l e  - had 

the most unremarkable profession . He was a watchmaker wi th 

a workshop in  Krasnodar. What cou ld  be more humble? But 

he pu l led of aston ish ing operat ions, c lose ly interact ing w ith 

the big bosses at the Regional Party Commi ttee and the Executive 



Com m inee. Look ing at the people at h i s  d i nner tab le, one cou l d  

be l ieve that the Soviet Un ion was a true democracy - a mere 

watchmaker was ta l k i ng to the powers that be on equal ground. 

Erzo l ' s c i rc l e  of  fr iends formed i ts  own sort of mafla .  Each 

of them did the i r  own work, but together, the i �  connect ions 

formed a web that  cou l d  wrap around the ent i re un i verse.  Er

zo l knew how to make h i mse l f usefu l  to peop le  - not to every

one, but  to a who le  lot .  
Father 's posse wou l d  gather i n  the even i ngs,  somet imes 

stay i ng l ate i n to the n ight .  The friends usua l ly  chatted over 

cards ,  and,  at other t i mes ,  j ust sat around ta l ked about l i fe .  

I n  t h e  m i dst of  t h i s ,  they took care of  bus i ness .  
Each  of  these men ,  who knew one another l i ke the back  

of the i r  hand ,  had  token character tra i ts that cou l d  be used 

as ta l i smans and a source of  casua l  mockery w i thout  fear 

of offend ing  one another. One l oved boast i ng  about h i s  con

quests of  the oppos i te sex,  another kept te l l i ng the same j okes 

over and over w h i l e  s t i l l  coax i ng genu i ne l aughter out  of h i s  

compan ions ,  yet another was over ly m i ser ly. The years they 

spent together bound them better than cement .  Card games, 

dr i nk i ng, tr ips to the restaurant, bus i ness dea l i ngs .  

At the card tab le ,  keen cur ios i ty marked everyone 's  vo ice : 

"What do we have here?" 

S i lence wou l d  be fo l lowed by Lenya Bodnev 's laugh.  

"A pa i r  of  j acks ," he  wou l d  rep l y  w ith feigned horror. 

" I ' m  draw i ng three," Ge lman w o u l d  ch ime  i n .  

" We l l ," G i lyadov w o u l d  break the pause that ensued.  " I  
guess I ' l l o n l y  draw one ."  

"Pour some w i ne," voi ces w o u l d  sound.  "Do you remem

ber the snub-nosed b i rd from the store l ast n i ght?" 

The conversat ion w o u l d  s h i ft  to the tawdry top i c  of the 

men's Don J uan pursu i ts ,  a l l  accompanied by l aughter and or

nate toasts . 

So  went the eve n i ngs .  
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XL 

A t t imes ,  Yalya regretted gett i ng invo l ved w ith Erzo l .  

She never fe l t  at peace w h i l e  she was w i th h i m .  O n  the 

contrary, spend ing  t ime  w i th h im  was l i ke stand i ng by 

a Kamchatka geyser :  eru pt i ons  happened and were i m poss i b l e  

t o  pred ic t .  

Erzo l was hot-tempered and j ea lous .  One t ime, Yalya was 

danc i ng w i th Erzo l 's  friend - an o l der, d i s t i ngu i shed gen

t l emen - at some party. Erzo l l ooked on s i l en t ly, and d i dn ' t  

say a s i ng le  word about i t  on t h e  way back .  As  soon a s  they 

stepped through the door, however, he grabbed Va lya abrupt ly  

by the e l bow and asked, l oweri ng h i s  vo ice : 

"Why d i d  you le t  h im  do that?" 

" What do you mean?" Valya asked, try i ng to pu l l  away. 

"What d i d  you say to h im?  He was l ook ing  at you w i th 

such su l t ry eyes ! "  

"What are you ta l k i ng about?" 

" I ' m  tal k i ng about what I saw. And you . . .  " he fe l l  s i l en t .  



"Stop i t ! "  Va lya burst  out .  "Th i s  i s  abso l ute nonsense ! 

Your drunk eyes were see i ng t h i ngs ."  

Erzo l took a sw i ng .  He  on ly  i n tended to fr ighten her, 

but  h i s  i n s t i nct  turned out to be harsher. He  struck her on the 

cheek,  fu l l  force .  Va lya near ly fe l l .  

"A h ! "  She  let  out  a muffled ye l l  and crouched down .  

"What are you  do i ng,  you monster? Have you lost  your m i nd?  

What are you do i ng?" 

Erzo l stood mot ion l ess ,  r i l ed up  by h i s  own anger but  par

alyzed by the regret that qu i ck ly  rep l aced i t .  H e  got up  and l eft 

the room ,  l i ke a s l eepwal ker. 

A m i nute passed, then an hour. One of  them touched 

the other. I t  wasn ' t  i n ten t iona l  - i t  j ust  happened - but  that 

ord i nary touch d i d  more than hundreds of words cou l d .  They 

went back to the bedroom . Tears g l i stened in Va lya 's  eyes .  

They l ooked at one another for a few seconds,  then became 

one in heavy s i l ence .  E rzo l p l anted h i s  l i ps on hers ,  and she 

me l ted i n  h i s  embrace . 

" F i ne,  1 was wrong. Okay?" she wh i spered fi rs t .  

"Okay." 

"Erzo l ,  do you love me  a l ot?" Valya asked, her vo ice  soft .  

"Yes, yes,  I l o ve  you . I ' m w i th you, aren ' t  I ?  W hat more 

do you want? I t 's  a l l  j ust  words . "  

Perhaps such an adm i s s ion  was more than  enough for h i m .  

Erzo l cou l d  b e  terse o r  even c rue l t o  others, b u t  he  was 

j ust as ruth l ess to h imse l f. Those who d i dn ' t  see Erzo l at work 

assumed that money fe l l  on h i m  from the sky, bu t  Valya knew 

what k i nd  of  work stood beh i nd h is casua l  demeanor. She was 

wel l aware of his fantas t i c  successes in bus i ness ,  but knew 

to stay qu iet ,  so E rzo l  trusted her ent i re l y. 

I t  had been a long w h i l e  s i nce he was a m ere tai lor. 

The common spec i a l i s t  had transformed i nto a successfu l  bus i 
nessman, h i s  hand a lways on the pu l se of  the t imes .  As  they 

sa id i n  those years, he  was a ' workshop bus i ness organ i zer. ' 
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W h i l e  no  one wou ld  dare to post h i s  accom p l i shments on a 

bu l l et i n  board , no  one cons i dered h i s  ac t i v i t i es to be cr i m i na l .  

H e  d i d n ' t  rob anyone o r  stea l anyth i ng  - h e  j ust acted outs ide 
o f  h i s  i nstruc t i ons  w h i l e  fi n d i ng weak po i nts in  the p l anned 

manufactur i ng  process .  

Somet i m es,  he wou ld  ask me :  

" l gorek,  take a few bund l es over t o  t h e  department store 

and g i ve i t  to the outerwear department ."  

Ord i nari ly, there cou l d  be seven or e ight o f  these bun

d l es ,  each conta i n i ng  fi ve su i ts .  My  friends and I wou ld  grab 

the stuff and set off around the c i ty w i th i t .  Who wou ld  ever 

t h i nk  of stopp ing a bunch of boys to see what they were car

ry i ng? 

Erzo l wou l d  thank us  w i th a q u iet  word or a sm i l e .  As  I ' ve 

ment ioned ,  he d i dn ' t  see sent imenta l i ty as a necessary part 

of  the pedagog ica l  process . He  be l i eved i n  str ictness and prac

t i ca l i ty, va l u i ng on ly  usefu l  act i v i ty and v i ew ing em pty enter

ta i nment  w i th d i sda i n .  

Erzo l started work i ng a s  soon a s  h e  had j ust turned th i rteen . 

He  was conv i nced that the earl i er a man l earns of money 's va l 

ue,  the  sooner he l earns how to earn i t .  Be ing  a prov ider was, 

to h im ,  a man 's ma i n  ro le ,  and,  re ly i ng  on h i s  suppos i t ions  

about  how the wor ld worked, he became very good a t  i t .  Th i s  

i s  why  Erzo l was so  i n s i stent on h i s  c h i l dren l earn i ng about h i s  

approach t o  bus i ness .  

Th i s  i s  how i t  a l l worked : the workshop supp l ied prod

uct, wh ich  went through a l l  the accountants, was i nventor ied 

by the warehouses, and c i ted in man i fests .  As  soon as the 

goods left the she l ves,  they were rep l aced by i dent ica l  i tems ,  

but  ones that  were unaccounted for. The aud i tors wou l d  th i nk  

that t he  beaut ifu l  su i t  had  been hang ing  i n  the showroom 

for a wh i le ,  unab l e  to find a customer, unaware that i t s  hanger 

wou l d  see five or s i x  ident ica l  pa i rs of  trousers and j ackets be

fore it was offic i a l l y  so l d .  



Erzo l was mak ing a who le  l ot, and was unencum bered by 

fear. To h im ,  money was more than a means to a com fortab l e  

l i fe .  I t  was  h i s  reward for t he  end less  pursu i t  of  e l us i ve happ i 

ness ,  wh ich he strove for as a l l of us  do .  

Peop l e  be l i eved h im to be l ucky, and as  any l ucky man ,  

he was  surrounded by  an  army of those who env i ed h i m .  Erzo l 

was we l l  aware of th i s ,  but  i n stead of keep i ng  h i s  d i stance 

he turned h is  enem ies i nto friends .  

He  accom p l i shed the imposs i b l e  by br i ng i ng a l l  the key 

p layers w i t h i n  the local aud i t i ng  and contro l l i ng  authori t i e s  

i nto h i s  fi nanc i a l wh i r l w i nd ,  i n c l ud i ng the  cha i rm an of  the  

Department  Aga ins t  M i sappropr ia t ion of  Soc i a l i st Property 

as we l l  as po l i cemen ,  prosecu tors and j udges a l l  over K i s lo

vodsk and Yessentuk i .  He surrounded h i m se l f  w i th a re l i ab l e  

army of  guards w h o  were generous ly  rewarded and never 

ceased thank ing  fate for i ntroduc i ng them to such a man .  

Erzo l had  a boxer 's beat up  nose, wh i ch  evoked i nvo lun

tary respect from everyone who met h i m .  H e  wanted to pass h i s  

boxers ' savvy onto us - the ab i l i ty t o  react prompt ly and a lways 

stand up  for yourse l f.  I t  was a l l expressed in a s i ng le  phrase :  

' I f  you stand fi rm ly on your  feet, that 's how you ' l l  l ive . ' Th i s  

princ i p l e  seeped i nto our b lood, sett l ed i nto our consc i ousness, 

and became a foundat ion  for our future dec i s ions and act ions .  

One even ing,  we gathered i n  the common room before 

d i nner. E rzo l had come home i n  a very good mood.  

"M ama, set the tab l e ! "  he  sa id  loud ly. " I  have a g i ft 

for you ."  

Havo l ooked at her son cur ious ly. H e  was ho ld ing  a br ief

case and noth i ng e l se .  

"That 's r ight - i t 's for you," he sa id ,  pretend i ng t o  be cas

ua l  and un locked the bag. "H ide  i t . "  

Wi th  those words, t he  buck l e  came loose and  the  contents 

of the dark i nter ior fe l l  onto the tab l e  l i ke a heap of autumn 

l eaves . 
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M oney ! 

I t  sp i l l ed onto the tab le ,  as i f out o f  a cornucop ia ,  gradua l ly  

form ing a mounta i n  a top i t .  We watched th i s  t r ick i n  amaze

ment ,  try i ng to Agure out where it a l l  wou l d  l ead . 

H avo gasped w i th de l i ght and Erzo l scoffed ,  p l eased w i th 

her reac t ion . 

"Th i s  i s  yours ,  M ama," he repeated . "Today was a good 

day," he sa id ,  turn i ng to everyone .  "A tough one, but worth

w h i l e  nonethe less . "  



XLI 

E rzo l 's  strength m an i fested i t se l f  i n  d i fferent ways ,  

even at t imes when he fel t  s i ck  or broken . Demon

s trat i ng  h i s  power was part of  h i s  mode of  ex i stence : 

both appeas i ng h i s  l oved ones and suppress i ng  them,  secret l y  

o r  b l atan t ly. 

Dur ing one of  h i s  i nnumerab l e  bus i ness tr i ps ,  he went i nto 

a store . I t  was much l ike any store i n  the vast  stretches of the 

Sov i et U n ion :  a pa l try se lec t ion on the racks that usua l ly  l eft 

no hope for a customer to fi nd someth ing  decent .  Wi th m uch  

l uck,  however, one  cou l d  get the i r  hands on i tems  of  true qua l 

i ty, wh i ch  had usua l l y  been brought from the Ba l t i c s .  

Th i s  t ime  around, Yalya was w i th h i m .  Am idst  a heap 

of rags p i l ed atop one another, her gaze l anded on someth i ng 

va luab le ,  l i ke a j ewe l  hunter spott i ng  a fleet i ng g l im m er i n  the 

murky m uck .  Yalya d i dn ' t  say anyth i ng - j ust  gazed upon 

the she l f  in de l ight .  Erzo l  not iced th i s .  

"What - you l i ke i t?" 
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I t  was a b l ouse .  The kn i t ted masterp i ece enchanted Va lya : 

the shape and co lor  were a perfect fi t  for her fi gure .  F i nd i ng  
someth ing  that fit  was a tremendous rar i ty and  a cause for  great 

j oy. M us i c  p l ayed w i t h i n  her sou l ,  mut i ng  Erzo l ' s quest i on .  

"Are you deaf or som eth i ng?" she  heard a s  she  came  to . 

"They seem to have a decent se lec t i on . "  

Va lya nodded hu rr i ed ly  and  wen t  for her  purse, pu l l i ng  ou t  

a wal l et .  She had  gotten used  to  the  fac t  that a l  I o f ' I i  fe 's j oys ' 

were to be purchased by her and her a lone .  Th i s  t ime ,  how

ever, Erzo l acted d i fferent ly. Perhaps Valya's  stupefied expres

s ion p l ucked a string w i t h i n  h i s  heart . 

"Wai t .  Put away the wa l le t ,  I ' l l  buy i t  for you . One for you 

and one for M i l a .  I can see that you l i ke i t . "  

Erzol  approached the counter. H e  assessed the q ua l i ty 

o f  the fabri c by touch ,  as we l l  as the craftsmansh i p  - every

th ing  that an unfam i l i ar person wou l d  have never not iced -

then sa id ,  sat i sfied :  

" I t  take them ! Those two ! "  and po i n ted out the gray and l i -

l ac b louses t o  the sa l eswoman . "R i ng me  up . "  

Valya sm i led i n  grat i tude .  

' ' I ' l l  take the l i l ac one," she sa id ,  reach i ng for the b louse .  

"Stop ! "  

Valya reco i l ed as Erzol  yanked the b l ouse out of  her hand 

and tossed i t  back to the sa leswoman . 

"M i l a  w i l l  c hoose her b l ouse fi rst ! "  

A b l ue ve in  pu l sed nervous ly  b y  Yalya 's  co l l ar. She  rec
ognized the h i ss of  the snake that s t i rred w i th i n  Erzo l 's c hest, 

and th i s  s ign of peri l para lyzed her. She froze in her p l ace .  

They stood there, s i l en t ly  for several seconds, as i f  wa i t ing 

for a storm to pass .  A fterwards ,  Valya ex i ted the  store . 

Frown i ng, Erzo l pa id up,  grabbed both b louses and fo l 

l owed her. Yalya stood by t he  door. She  reca l l ed once te l l i ng 

her friend : ' H i s  i s n ' t  a sou l  - i t ' s  a fi re .  Don ' t  get too c l ose 

or you ' 1 1  get burnt . '  



I t  seemed that the even i ng had been i rreparab ly ru i ned .  

They sa t  s i l en t ly  i n  the  hote l  room,  tr ied to ta lk ,  but  the b i tter 

taste of hurt was unavo idab l e .  

The  story o f  t he  b l ouse had an  unexpected end i ng .  They 

had come back from the bus i ness tr i p, and the r i tual  of  g i ft 

gi v i ng began . When i t  was M i l a ' s  turn ,  Erzo l put both b louses 

on the tab l e  i n  front of  her :  

"P i ck  one ."  

" I ' l l  take the  gray one ,"  M i l a shouted and grabbed 

the b l ouse that Valya had wanted to give her a l l a long .  

At  tha t  moment,  a pec u l i ar sm i l e  came over  Va lya 's  face, 

as if she wasn ' t  sm i l i ng at a l l but b i t i ng  her l i p . She remem

bered the i nc ident  a t  the store and the anger tha t  came over 

Erzo l when she dared to forget for a second w hose money she 

owes her happi ness to . H e  cou l d  ne i ther to l erate an attem pt 

on h i s  doma i n  nor any doubt about h i s  authori ty i n  a wor ld 

that  he  had created .  H i s  k i ngdom had to be h is  and h is  a lone,  

even when no one e l se was even th i nk ing of  mov i ng in on i t .  

He  acted l i ke a l and lord, even  w i t h  respect t o  h i s  re l at ionsh i p  

w i t h  Va lya .  
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As Erzo l watched dozens  of  h i s  subord i nates hand l e  

fabric w i th sw i ft  sk i l l ,  he  cou l dn ' t  h e l p  b u t  wonder 

how many su i ts they were mak ing out of Bug lak ' s  

materi a l s .  I n  any case, i f  he  managed get  h i s  hands on even 

more c l oth ,  profits cou l d  i ncrease substan t ia l l y. Erzol  knew h i s  

bus i ness s o  we l l that he  cou l d  we igh a l l  of a potent i a l  dea l ' s  

poss i b l e  outcomes and p ick the opt ima l  path w i thout  account

i ng or econom i c  ana lys i s .  H e  wasn ' t  mak ing any grand d i s

cover ies ,  but  he  was ab l e  to fo l l ow the p l ans  he set for h i m se l f  

t o  t h e  tee . Somet imes ,  a l l he  needed t o  d o  was i ntroduce h i s  

fi rst  contact t o  h i s  second, h i s  th i rd t o  h i s  fourth . A sk  t h e  fi rst, 

give to the second, take from the th i rd ,  g ive  a g i ft to the fourth ,  

and then se l l  everyth i ng  to the fi fth a t  a very decent  profi t .  

Everyth ing  was s imp le  - much s imp ler  than  i t  was  for So lo

mon to bu i l d  the Great Temp l e .  B ut why, then ,  were there so 

few others l i ke Erzol i n  the  Jew i sh  commun i ty? 

H i  connect ions w i t h i n  government  organ izat ions ,  wheth

er on a c i ty or reg iona l  l eve l ,  l ent  rare support to h is enter-



pri ses .  Erzo l understood th i s .  Bu t  h i s  connect ions were means 

to an end ,  noth ing  more . True success requ i red keen i ntu i t i on 

and w i l l i ngness to exam ine  poss i b i l i t i es from a l l s i des and de

term ine  how to use them in an opt ima l  manner to max i m ize 

y i e l d .  
One day  Bor i s  B ug l ak h im se l f  i n troduced Father 

to Yur iy l vanov ich  Lobov, a powerfu l M oscow offic i a l  who 
served as one of  the h i gh offic i a l s  at Kurorttorg - the office 

i n  charge of com merce i n  the U S S R 's resort c i t i e s .  Lobov 

was a ta l l ,  port l y  man who carr ied h i m se l f  w i th great d i g

n i ty and ta l ked w i th a measured pace, wh i ch  added heft to h i s  

words .  O n e  a l ways needed t o  keep a n  eye on a n  offic i a l  

of that l eve l ,  a s  you  cou l d  never be sure wh i c h  way bus i ness  

wou l d  sw i ng .  Dea l i ng w i th th i s  rank of  peop l e  was much l i ke 

fi sh i ng :  i f  you ' re l ucky, you cou l d  catch a g i an t  p ike ,  i f  not ,  

a pa l try m in now. 

Lobov dressed we l l :  a dark tweed su i t, a wh i te sh irt, 

a br ight  t i e, a dandy handkerch i ef  i n  h i s  breast pocket - one 

cou l d  eas i ly m i stake h im for a Western mov i e  star. He wou l d  

a lways beg i n  b y  pra i s i ng K i s l ovodsk :  

"You have such a ba lmy c l imate . B reath ing  the a i r  i s  a true 

p leasure . And  l i fe  i s n ' t  too bad e i ther ." 

"The tri ck ," Borya B ug l ak rep l ied ,  laugh i ng, " i s  that 

the loca l s  a l l cons ider themse lves to be hope less  s i n ners ."  

Lobov cur ious ly rai sed h is  brow. 
"The ba lmy c l imate corrupts them," Bor i s  cont i nued,  a s l y  

spark i n  h i s  eye .  "What e l se are peop le  to  do?" 

"Become d runkards ," Lobov chuck led .  

"On ly  i f  they ' re dumb," Erzo l obj ected . "The smart ones 

se lfless ly  t i l l  the i r  own so i l ." He paused, a l l ow ing  Lobov 

an opportun i ty to d i gest h is h i nt .  

" I  l i ke K i s l ovodsk," Lobov cont i nued .  " I t ' s  t he  mos t  at

tract ive  c i ty in the Caucasus Footh i l l s .  General Yermo lov 

knew what he  was do ing a hundred years ago ."  
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"Yes ,  . .  Bor i s c h imed in .  · 'Both K i s lovodsk and Yessentuk i  

get more packed than a s t reetcar a t  rush hour - year round . "  

"Can  " t  argue \\ ' i th  that . Get t i ng  a spot here i n  the sum

mer i s  hope l ess , · ·  Lobov agreed .  " U n l ess ,  o f  course, you ' re 

the Secretary of  the Reg iona l  Com m i ttee . "  

"The th i ng i s  that K i s lovodsk i s  good i n  and  of  i t se l f,"  

Erzo l sa id ,  cont i n u i ng a long h i s  prev ious  tra i n  o f  thought .  

' ·There 's no o ther  resort to r iva l  our good o l d  c i ty. " 

' ·And I suspect  that each of  i t s  res i dents i s  fu l l  o f  i deas 

about do i ng someth i ng unusua l , "  Lobov rep l i ed .  

"And if  i deas have good com ponents ,  they can y i e l d  

to  very usefu l  t h i ngs ," sa i d  Bug lak .  " I n  any  case, agree w i th 

Erzo l or not ,  I know one t h i ng . . .  " 

"Tour i sts are ready to spend the i r  hard-earned money w ith 

no restra i n t ," Erzol casua l l y  i n terrupted . "Yo u ' ve vacat ioned 

here ,"  he turned to Lobov .  "You 've  seen fi rsthand what hap

pens .  On the i r  second day here, trave lers start ponderi ng what 

e l se they can b l ow the i r  yearly sav i ngs on . "  

"So why not  he lp  the c i t i zens so lve  the i r  d i l emma?" Lobov 

l aughed . "On a grand scal e .  Arn I on the r ight  tra i n  of  thought ,  

comrades?" 

Erzo l fe l t  s i l ent ,  a fi l m  of  sweat coveri ng h i s  face .  Cou ld  

i t  be that he  wou l d  fina l l y  get th i s  s l eepy town  mov i ng? 

"To your w i fe ,  Yur iy l vanov i ch ! "  

The guest from M oscow scow led .  

"Why d i d  you have to ment ion her?" 

"She must be very we l l versed in fash ion ,"  E rzo l rep l i ed .  

B ug lak and Lobov looked at one another. 

"That 's about the on ly  t h i ng she 's we l l versed i n , "  Yur iy 

I vanov ich  agreed . "No matter where I go,  she g ives me  a shop

p ing l i st .  Buy th i s ,  buy that .  Go here,  go there .  I was in  Par i s  

recent ly ." The guest paused for a second, i nv i t i ng h i s  compan

i ons  to marve l  at the i naccess i b i l i ty of h is  recent dest i nat ion .  

"So she asked me to  br ing  her  back a sh ine ! . "  



"Chane l  . . .  " Bor i s  corrected the guest .  

" I t  d i d n ' t  c l i ck at fi rst ," Yur iy l vanov ich  l aughed . "She 

wou l dn ' t  l eave me a lone ! ' B r ing me  tha t  sh i ne ! . '  Where was 

I supposed to fi nd i t?" 
"So ,  d i d  you get i t?" Erzo l asked po l i te ly. 

" I f  on l y !  F i rst  of  a l l ,  meet i ng after meet i ng after meet i ng .  
Second ly, can ' t  take a s i ng l e  s tep  by myse l f  w i thout  a KG B 

agent  flank ing  me .  I on ly  managed to br ing her back a pen -

the one they gave out at the meet i ng !  She  near ly  m urdered m e  

fo r  n o t  br ing ing her back that sh i ne ! . So  i t  goes . "  

The  men l aughed and  the  party con t i nued .  Next day, Erzo l 

gave Yur iy l vanov ich a presen t .  

"Th i s  i s  for your  w i fe ," he sa i d .  

The  M oscow b igw ig  grabbed t h e  package and  wen t  back 

to h is  bus i ness .  

Erzo l turned to Bor i s ,  patted h im on the shou lder, and sa id :  

"We l l  - we ' l l  see i f  h e  b i te s . "  

"What do you mean ,  Lesha?" 

"You ' l l  see," Erzo l sa id  w i th a s l y  sm i l e .  

A day passed, a nd  B ug l ak stopped by  h i s  workp l ace . 

"Come to the restaurant i n  the  even i ng .  Lobov wants 

to see you ."  

M ore often than  no t ,  m eet i ngs took p l ace at Chayka, a res

taurant managed by l say Adamov. I n  a short t ime ,  he m an
aged to graduate from run n i ng two shabby d i n i ng  ha l l s  to the 

d i rector of  a restaurant .  And  what a restauran t !  I t  w as a lot  l i ke 

h im : sma l l ,  cozy, contro l l ed  by the w i l l  of  a man who oversaw 

everyth i ng .  

Erzo l and Bor is  arr i ved at the  restaurant at the schedu l ed 

t ime .  Lobov got stra igh t  to the po in t .  

"Thank you  for the  g i ft ," t he  M oscow offic ia l  sa id .  "The 

w i fe is ecstat i c . "  
"What was  i t?" B ug lak i nqu i red ,  l ook i ng a t  Erzo l ,  who sat 

there stone-faced.  
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"How did you know that th is  was what she wanted?" Lo

bov asked i n stead of answer i ng the quest i on .  "D id  you get 

i t  abroad?" 

"No .  That 's our product .  An ord i nary dress . "  

"An ord i nary dress?" Yuri l vanov i ch  sm i l ed .  "Don ' t  mess  

w i th  my head . I t 's  no worse than that ' C hane l ' tha t  I wanted 

to br ing back .  The w i fe was very happy. She 's about to come 

by herse l f!  To thank you ."  

Yur iy l vanov i ch  checked h is  watch .  A t  that  very moment ,  

a woman appeared on the  thresho ld  of Chayka.  One g l ance 

was enough to te l l  that she be l onged to the h i gher wor ld ,  i f  

one cou l d  cal l Sov i et e l i te that .  The woman of  un imag i nab l e  

beauty and  grace approached t he  tab le  and  t he  wa i ter po l i te ly 

pu l led back her cha i r. The beauty sat  down and am i cab ly  ex

tended her hand toward E rzo l .  

"Thank you fo r  t h e  g ift .  I tru ly  had no i dea that o u r  peop le  

can  sew l i ke tha t .  M y  husband kept  i n s i st i ng  that you ' re br i ng

i ng i t  in from somewhere . "  

"Not a t  a l l .  We make them ourse lves ," E rzo l repeated .  

" I t  l ooks l i ke a n  i mport ," t h e  woman rep l i ed ,  sm i l i ng  

p l easant ly. "You ' re the best .  Can ' t  copy ta i l or i ng  l i ke that . "  

Erzo l nodded .  

" I  have he l pers . "  

"Where d i d  you  l earn th i s?" 

"From my father - in M akhachka la .  That 's  in Dagestan . 

As  a m atter of  fact, we can set up mass product ion for dresses 

of  th i s  qua l i ty. And not j ust  d resses - men ' s  su i ts ,  too ."  

"An exce l l en t  i dea," Lobov nodded . 

"And your w i fe won ' t  need to go to Pari s . "  

"Now that 's  no t  good," Lobov l aughed . "Can ' t  comp l ete ly 

c ross Pari s out .  She ' l l  be upset if  she doesn ' t  have Pari s . "  

"Then she  can  v i s i t  i t  as a tour is t  - bu t  no t  for  dresses .  We 

can m ake the dresses here . "  

Yur iy l vanov ich  Lobov became ser ious . 



" I n terest i ng, i n terest i ng .  What does th i s  requ i re?" 

"Your  perm i s s ion . "  

"What do  I need  to perm i t?" Now Lobov was l i sten ing  

attent i ve ly. 

"A workshop .  U nder Kurorttorg. We ' l l  make the su i ts 

there . " 
"And who w i l l  supp ly  the fabri c?" 

" I  w i l l , "  Boris Bug lak ch imed i n .  "Yur iy l vanov ich ,  do 

you have any i dea how m uch exce l l ent  fabric rots in our ware

houses?" 

"I can imag i ne ," Lobov s i ghed .  "What 's  the reason . "  

"Because i t ' s  expens ive .  Or ug ly. Or of poor qua l i ty. B ut 

we ' l l  use qua l i ty fabric and good tem p l ates .  I t ' l l  be j ust l i ke 

Europe .  You know?" 

" I t  won ' t  fly,"  Lobov grunted skept i ca l l y. "Do you have 

any i dea how many approva ls  th i s  stunt of yours wou l d  re

qu i re? We need funds,  so we need to go to the H ead Com

m i ttee, wh ich won ' t  do anyth i ng  w i thout the S tate P lann ing  

Com m i ttee . There w i l l  be hundreds of q uest ions ,  l i ke ,  ' where 

d i d  you get these craftsmen? ' "  

" S o  we ' l l  do i t  w i thout funds ,"  B abaev sa id  s l y l y. 

"What do you mean, w i thout  funds?" 

"We ' l l  use non- l i q u i d  fabric .  My tai l ors can make su i ts out 

of anyth i ng ."  

"Wi thout funds?" the offic i al sa id  contemp lat i ve ly, l ook

ing over at h i s  friend B ug lak .  "Wi thout funds  wou l d  work.  B ut 

we need a sa les  l i cense ."  

" Exact ly," Erzo l s i ghed . 

"We l l ,  sha l l we shake on i t?" Lobov sa id ,  s l app ing  the ta

b l e .  "You ' l l  get perm iss ion  to open a workshop under Kurort
torg . "  

A month l ater, an order persona l ly  s i gned by  Yur iy 

l vanov ich  Lobov was on the desk of Comrade K uznetsov, who 

ran the K i s l ovodsk I ndustri a l  Trade Com m ittee . The work-
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shop was  estab l i shed and started mak ing kn i t  art i c l es and other 

c loth i ng .  A l eksey Naumov ich  Babaev was appo i nted as ch i ef  

The  workshop, wh i ch ,  i n  h i s  words ,  recyc l ed non- l i q u i d  

materi a l ,  actua l l y  made c l ot h i ng that A ew o ff t h e  she lves .  

The reason was  s imp l e  - markdowns .  Th i s  was  the go lden ru l e  

of  Sov i et trade .  The  rotten l og i c  o f  ' w hat 's cheaper i s  better ' 

worked im peccab ly. B ut as far as Erzo l Babaev 's  workshops 

were concerned,  low pr ice d i dn ' t  mean l ow qua I i ty, as he em

p loyed the best  ta i l ors i n  the c i ty. 



XL III  

I t was an ord i nary Saturday. Erzo l and Valya had j us t  had 

the i r  breakfast and were s i tt i ng on the porch and p l ann i ng 

out the i r  day when H avo ran out of the house, terrified .  

"L i sa j ust  ca l l ed .  They arrested I say." 

Yalya was speech less . 

" I  knew i t  wou l d  happen sooner or l ater," E rzo l grunted . 

To understand what happened to I say, i t ' s  i mportant to te l l  

the backstory. 

A few years after mov i ng to K i s lovodsk, he became the d i 

rector of C hayka, t h e  most renowned restaurant i n  ou r  c i ty. 

Those years there were the happ ies t  of h i s  career. U nder I say, 

Chayka became a landmark .  Located near the c i ty center, 

the estab l i shment  became a paragon of  good serv i ce .  I t  was 

most ly frequented by bus i nessmen, and not j us t  for the food, 

but a l so for the respect and fe l lowsh i p  that I say prov i ded . 

W h i l e  there, ord inary customers fe l t  l i ke  b i g  shots,  i mportant 

offic i a l s  felt l i ke arb i ters of  m ank i nd 's fate, and bus i nessmen 

s imp ly  enj oyed the atmosphere. 
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The l uxur ious  eatery a l so had i ts own footba l l  team,  a l so 

managed by l say. They had the i r  own equ i pment  and a star 

p l ayer - A l i k, Erzo l ' s brother - who worked there as a cook . 

A l i k 's k i tchen respons i b i l i t i es were a forma l i ty. 

Bu t  a l l t h i s  was on ly  the t i p  of the i ceberg .  Chayka was 

an emp i re and had its own ' co lon i e s '  - sma l l cafes that opened 

under i t s  ausp ices .  Each of these estab l i shments had i ts own 

d i rector, but  the account i ng was shared . A l l  revenues flowed 

to the restaurant ,  and,  from there, to the c i ty treasu ry. Th i s  was 

the foundat i on  of l say 's fi nanc i a l  emp i re .  

H i s appearance evoked Napo leon . M uch l i ke the F rench 

gen i us ,  he  he ld h is  c h i n  h igh and was confident  of  h is  own 

i mportance .  H e  had a true love for pub l i c  speak i ng and wou ld  

make l ong, we l l struc tured and  worded speeches about soc i a l 

i sm 's v i ctor ies ,  amongst other t h i ngs, a l l  of  wh i ch  wen t  over 

E rzo l ' s  head . 

One t ime, Zhora Tum as i an ,  an A rmen i an k i tchen apprent ice 

i n  l say 's restaurant, sto l e  ha l f  a barre l of cav i ar from the pantry 

w i th the he lp  of h i s  friend .  The ever-hungry teenagers cou l dn ' t  

res i s t  t h e  temptat ion of  good food . The fe l lows were deta i ned 

after the warehouse ch i ef  at Chayka fi l ed a report . I say was out 
of  town dur ing the i r  arrest .  The i n vest igat ion was qu i ck, spear

headed by a young l i eutenant who dreamt of show i ng h i s  best 

by boost i ng cr ime-so l v i ng stat i st i c s  in the reg ion .  

"You ' re fac ing  ten years i n  a l abor camp, you hear? I f  you 

wr i te  an hones t  dec l arat ion ,  we ' l l  i nform the court that you 

cooperated and they ' l l  be more l en i en t . "  

The l i eutenant d i d n ' t  t h i nk  tw ice  about destroy i ng the  l i ves 

of  two young men .  

J ust  before t he  deta i nees ,  the i r  pens a l ready we t  w i th i nk ,  

were about to  s i gn the i r  confess ions ,  t he  door opened and  l say 

A damov appeared on the thresho ld .  

Enraged, he l ooked a t  the  l i eutenant and  entered the  of

fice .  H i s gaze conta ined not on ly  contempt and d i sgust ,  but  



a l so the j oy of  tr i umph .  The un i nv i ted guest assessed the room 

w i th h i s  gaze . 

"Your superi ors have dec ided that i t 's t ime  for these punks 

to l eave your o ffi ce ," l say sa id ,  am used,  g lanc i ng at the l i eu

tenant .  " I mag ine that . "  

"On what grounds?" asked the  confused officer. 

" I  can te l l  r ight  away that no one cares about you here . 

They don ' t  even i n form you of  the i r  dec i s ions .  I ta lked to your 

super i ors ."  l say ment ioned a name that meant a who le  l ot 

around the c i ty. "The case i s  c l osed . "  

"They sto l e  cav iar and  pract i ca l l y  adm i tted to  the  c r ime ."  

The  l i eutenant grew concerned, m uch l i ke a nov ice  chess 

p layer about to em bark on two s imu l taneous matches aga i ns t  

i n ternat i ona l ly ranked grandmasters . 

" Everyth i ng i s  very re la t ive these days, young man,"  ! say 

sai d in a fatherly vo ice .  

"They confessed ! "  the  l i eutenant i n s i sted . 

! say l ooked at the office  i nqu i s i t i ve ly, then sh i fted h i s  gaze 

to Zhora Tumas ian and h i s  fr iend .  

"A lmost confessed . . .  " 

! say burst out i n  laughter. 

"Yo u ' re m i staken ! You know why? I 'm the d i rector 

of C hayka. As the matter of fact, I don ' t  th i n k  I ' ve  i n troduced 

myse l f.  I ' m ! say Adamov." 

" I  know who you are," the l i e utenant grumb led .  

"We l l  t hen  - I ' m te l l i ng you that there was  no theft . "  

"Yes there was . "  

"Bu t  I i n s i st that there wasn ' t .  Le t ' s  shed  the  formal i t i e s .  
I ' m  l eav i ng and  I ' m tak i ng these two punks  w i th me . "  

The  l i eutenant d i dn ' t  know what to  do .  H e  reached for the 

phone, but stopped h i mse l f  ha l fway, l i ke ly  conc l ud i ng that 

he had lost the batt l e .  

" I f  t he  superiors sa i d  so  . . .  then leave ."  

The boys j um ped up and l eft the office on shaky legs . 
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"That 's better,"  l say sa id  peacefu l l y and extended h i s  hand 

toward the l i eutenant ,  who shook i t  in d i sgust .  

l say l eft the reg iona l  i nvest igator 's o ffi ce with h i s  

head h e l d  h i g h .  The boys were wa i t i ng for h i m  o n  the 

street. They started wa l k i ng away from the po l i ce prec i nct  

and wa l ked a b lock or two in  com p l ete s i l ence ,  unt i l  l say sud

den ly  erupted in l aughter so loud that passersby wou l d  stop 

to l ook at h i m .  

"Oh, 1 j ust can ' t .  1 pract i ca l l y  b l u ffed my way out o f  that ," 

he said, as fear came over the youth s '  faces . "Don ' t  worry," 

! say added, " l  rea l l y  d i d  go to the ch i ef, " and went  back 

to l augh i ng .  "Do you remember h i s  face?" 

The contag ious l aughter i n fected Zhora, then h i s  fr iend ,  

and seconds l ater a l l  three were in  s t i t ches ,  po in t i ng  at each 

other and m utteri ng "The way he looked at you ! "  through un 

contro l l ab l e  l aughter. 

" l  thought he  was go i ng to c rap h i s  pants, he was so 

scared ."  

The next  day, the warehouse worker who not iced the theft 

and caused a fuss  was fi red,  and the two youths were moved 

to the k i tchen . No one at the restaurant ever ment ioned 

the cav i ar aga in ,  as if noth i ng had happened . F rom then on,  

the two guys were com m i tted to the d i rector as if he  was the i r  

own  father. 

Why d i d  ! say do th i s?  What was he dr i ven by? Perhaps 

h i s  l ove of footba l l p l ayed a ro le ,  s i nce the two he l pers had 

demonstrated the i r  sk i l l  on the fie l d .  And the warehouse 

worker wasn ' t  j ust fi red to avenge the boys - her unend i ng 

cur ios i ty and attem pts to s t ick her nose where i t  d i d n ' t  be long 

had annoyed h im for qu i te some t ime .  Th i s  became the op

portun i ty to fi x  both prob lems at once .  If  he  acted d i fferent ly, 

he wou l dn ' t  be ! say Adamov. 

H i s power w i th i n  the c i ty was near ly l i m i t l ess .  He knew 

the Party Secretary - Murahov - qu i te we l l ,  we lcomed the c i ty 



e l i te i n  h i s  restaurant, and, w i thout exaggerat ion ,  cons i d

ered h i mse l f to be h i gh-rank i ng enough to be exempt from 

the cr i m i na l  code .  U l t imate ly, th i s  resu l ted i n  h i s  dem i se .  

The  d i rector of  one  of  t he  cafes  he was  i n  charge of was 

a fasc i nat i ng i nd i v idua l  - a very attrac t ive  woman who pos

sessed a most subt le  charm that, wh i l e  not read i l y  d i scern i b l e ,  

l i ngered i n  the  a i r  l i ke the  scent of  perfume once  i ts wearer has 

l eft the room . I n  add i t i on to her utmost beauty, she had qu i te 

a knack for bus i ness .  

She  was the type of woman who pocketed a l l  she cou ld ,  

and  she d i d  j ust that unt i l  she had made a s i zab l e  den t  i n  J say 's 

' reserve parachute '  - the off-the-books cashbox that ensured 

that Adamov wou l d  a lways be kept aftoat .  Once l say rea l 

i zed that he was be i ng  sw i nd l ed ,  h i s  anger knew no  bounds .  

He  a l so  sk immed ,  but  from the government ,  and th i s  w i tch  

was  steal i ng from h im .  The  two  hungry boys and  t he  greedy 

manager were, in h i s  eyes, comp lete ly  d i fferent .  

A fter warn ing  the requ i s i te persons i n  the c i ty adm i n i stra

t ion ,  he immed iate l y  fi red the d i rector at fau l t .  Leav i ng her 

office,  the offended subord inate turned to J say and a l l eged ly  

sai d :  "We '  I I  s ee  who gets the  l ast l augh ! "  

J say was outraged at the gal l o f  th i s .  H e  dec i ded t o  teach 

her a l esson : to not j ust fi re her, bu t  to do so w i th gusto -

on c ri m i na l  grounds .  

"You see," he to l d  h i s  prosecutor fr iend ,  " i t ' s  e i ther me 

or her. There i s  no th i rd opt ion . "  

"Ca lm down .  What d i d  she do to m ake you th i s  angry?" 

asked the prosecutor. 

"You won ' t  get i t .  And what w i l l  she th i nk  of me? That l ' m 

gut less?" I say raged .  "That 's  not an opt ion .  She  l ied to me .  She  

l ied to  our government .  I ' m go i ng to be a l augh i ngstock i n  the 

eyes of bus i nesspeop le  if l l eave th i ngs as they are . H ow am 

I going to l ook if an ord inary cafe superv i sor is able to sw ind l e  

me?  Th i s  i s  u nacceptab le . "  
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"We l l ,  i t 's up to you ,"  h i s  friend answered . "We ' l l  he l p  

you ,  bu t  I wou ldn ' t  mess  w i th he r  i f  1 were you . "  

l say stubborn ly shook h i s  head . 
U l t imate ly, a case was k i cked off agai nst the former d i rec

tor, and l say ca lmed dow n .  But  he d i dn ' t  ant i c i pate the treach

erous b low that would be dea l t  to h i m .  I t  turned out that 

the predatory b londe had i nfl uent ia l  fr iends in M oscow, whom 
she to ld  o f  l say 's shady schemes .  H er comp la i nts were heard , 

and the necessary peop le  at the Department  Aga i nst  M i sap

propriat ion  of Soc i a l i s t  Property were contacted .  As a resu l t , 

M oscow i nvest i gators were send to K i s lovodsk on a spec ia l  

ass i gnment .  The  flywhee l  of  the  case started sp i nn i ng .  

l say 's friends in  the loca l  author i t i es  were stern ly  warned 

that they ' d  be imp l i cated if they le t  out as much  as a peep, 
so everyone rema i ned s i l en t  w h i l e  the i nvest i gators dug. l say 

was c l ue less of t h i s .  "N oth i ng i n  th i s  c i ty i s  a threat to me, ' '  

he wou ld  repeat t ime and t ime agai n ,  and when thunder fi na l ly  

struck r igh t  above h i s  head, he  cou l dn ' t  be l i eve h i s  ears . 

"They ' re t ry ing  to scare me," he sa id ,  and i nstant ly ran 

to h i s  friends at the prosecutor 's office, ask ing  them to take 

care of the i s sue .  Moreover, he got Erzo l i nvo lved .  Both were 

prom i sed he lp  and to l d  not to worry, but  then it s udden ly  

turned ou t  that no one  cou l d  offer any he lp .  The  case was  man

aged out  of Moscow, and that was ser ious .  Peop le  i n  the cap i 

ta l  expected promot ions  and ,  perhaps even bonuses .  A fter a l l ,  

the case was tr i v i a l ,  a l l cards were on t h e  tab le ,  and t h e  cu l pr i t  

had been i dent ified . 

Another person wou l d  become a b i tter rea l i st i n  l say 's 

shoes, but h i s  head cont i nued to float i n  the c louds .  He cou ldn ' t  

be l i eve that anyone i n  K i s l ovodsk cou ld  dethrone h im ,  much 

less  h i s  former subord i nate . H e  j ust needed the  t ime  to  reach 

out to the necessary peop le .  He j ust needed to s i t  t i ght ,  and peo

ple more powerfu l than the b igw igs i n  M oscow wou ld  sure ly  

tum up and  take care of everyth i ng .  



"Rest and t ime ,  rest and t i me," he kept repeat i ng l i ke 

an i ncantat ion .  
Those were two th i ngs he needed more than  a i r. 

" I  ' II th i nk  o f  someth i ng, Erzo l , "  he to l d  our father. "You ' l l  

see . J ust g i ve m e  some t ime .  I t ' s not l i ke th i s  can ' t  b e  fi xed -

i t  i s n ' t  that ser i ous .  I ' l l  find  someone ."  

" Where are you go ing  to l ay low?" 

"At  your p l ace,  at fi rs t ."  

"At  my p lace?" 

"Are you not fi ne w i th that?" 
"No, i t 's fi ne," Erzo l rep l ied casua l l y, as if l say 's  request 

was tr i v i a l .  "How l ong are you p l ann i ng  to h ide at my p l ace?" 

"U nt i l someone in M oscow he lps . "  

" I  don ' t  t h i nk  you understand the grav i ty of the s i tuat i on ! "  

Erzo l paused . "Th i nk  hard about where you go i nto h i d i ng .  

They ' l l  check my house fi rs t ."  

I say j ust nodded s i l en t ly. 

One morn i ng, someone knocked on  the B abaevs '  door. 

Havo opened to be greeted by two men i n  u n iform s .  S he 

pursed her l i ps ,  as she usua l ly  d i d  when she was d i sp l eased 

w i th someth i ng, unw i l l i ng to y i e l d  even a t i ny b i t  of  what she 

had gone to such troub le  to conquer. 
"Good morn i ng,  c i t izen ! "  one of  the officers sa id .  " M ay 

we come i n ?" 

"Do you have papers? On  what grounds?" 

W h i l e  she went to get her  g l asses and tr ied read i ng through 

the document that - to her - was i l l eg ib le ,  ! say managed to es

cape through the backyard i nto the rav i ne that l ay beh i nd  our 

property. M eander ing through untrodden paths a long the r i ver, 

he found a safe spot where no one wou ld  l ook for h i m .  

M eanwh i l e ,  the troop of i nvest igators rummaged through 

the who le  house .  H avo,  the good actress that she was,  paced 
around and ranted about how peop le  have lost the i r  sense 

of  shame and are s l ander i ng  the i r  ne ighbors . 
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"He  i s n ' t  here ! So what i f  he ' s  my daughter 's  husband? 

We ' re not respons i b l e  for what he does ! "  

U l t imate ly, the i nvest i gators l eft the Babaev home em pty

handed . l say h i d  out i n  K i s l ovodsk for a w h i l e  longer, then 

made his way to M oscow, where he moved between dorm i to

r ies and bus i ness i nn s .  Wi th  the he lp  of  friends ,  he sett led i n  a 

qu i et, i nconsp icuous hote l on the outsk i rts of  the cap i ta l  us

i ng someone e l se ' s  documents .  He was act i ng l i ke an experi 

enced consp i rator. L i za was supp l i ed w i th deta i l ed i n struct ions  

for what to say i f  i nvest igators came  to  the i r  home.  " I  don ' t  

know where my husband i s !  I f  you  need h im ,  fi nd h im  your

se l fl H e  d i dn ' t  te l l me  where he was go i ng . "  That 's the k i nd  

of  man he was .  From afar, h i s  l i fe resemb l ed an adventure 

nove l .  

Soon enough, l say ' s  fr iends  i nformed L iza w here h e  was 

stay i ng .  She  v i s i ted h im  i n  M oscow on several occas i ons ,  

fo l low ing  a l l  o f  h i s  convo l uted i n struct ions .  U pon arr iv 

a l ,  she wou ld  never  go stra ight to the ass igned address but  

wou l d  i nstead spend hours go i ng from store to store to create 

the impress i on of a prov i nc i a l woman try i ng to buy anyth i ng 

and everyth i ng i n  the cap i ta l . 

l say l i ved by the hope that he wou l d  be ab l e  to some

how uproot the i nvest igat ion  and put an end to the case .  Th i s  

thought sat i n  h i s  m i nd l i ke a sp l i n ter. 

Th i s  t ime  around, he needed some documents from Chay

ka. Th i s  a l l seemed l i ke a game of Russ ian rou l ette, but he con

veyed the message to L iza and i nstructed her to br ing the pa

pers to M oscow. L iza was governed by pecu l i ar log ic ,  often 

surpr i sed at her own p l ac i d i ty. Be ing w ith her husband made 

her ready for anyth i ng, as h i s  l i fe was fu l l  of  unexpected tw i sts 

and turns, throw ing him at the crest of  the wave every t ime .  

Wou ld  th i s  t ime  be d ifferent? She had troub le  be l i ev ing that . 

"Luck,  l uck ,  and m ore l uck" l say kept repeat i ng to h im 

se lf. M eanwh i le L i za wandered around t h e  GUM - the  Sov iet  



Un ion 's  l argest shopp ing  center - yet aga i n  try i ng to assess i s  

she was be ing  fo l l owed and com ing  t o  the conc l u s ion  that she 

was no longer a fra id  of  much .  Fr ight was rep l aced by courage, 

as i f  none of what was go ing  on concerned her. 

L i za wa l ked around the c i ty un t i l she fe l t  co l d .  I t  was t ime  

to  head to  t he  hote l .  She  took the  metro, t hen  the  bus .  She  

passed t he  de sk  c l erk, g i v i ng h im  a dry nod . No  one  stopped 

or asked her where she was go ing .  L iza s i ghed in re l i ef. 

She  tapped out the secret knock on the door, and I say 

opened up .  

"How was the tr i p here?" 

"Okay." 

"No one fo l lowed you? D i d  you c heck?" 

"Of course I d i d .  J ust l i ke you to l d  me . "  

"You ' re a smart g i r l . "  l say gave he r  a k i s s .  

"How are th i ngs here?" 

"They ' re a l r ight .  J ust l i ke home .  What 's  new? Te l l  me .  

You ' ve l o s t  a l i t t le  we ight .  J ust you wa i t  - i t ' l l  a l l  be over. 

We ' l l  go to the South - on vacat i on . "  

"South? What South? Where?" 

"Wh ichever South you want. We have money." 

A nd so they sat and ta l ked .  l say ca l l ed  room serv ice  

and asked for some coffee and tea. A fter some t ime,  there was 

a knock on the door. 

"There 's  the tea. Ho l d  on a second . "  

He  opened t he  door. The  l ight sme l l  of scarce i nstant cof

fee wafted i n  from the ha l lway. Two men stood r ight  before 

h i m .  H e  spotted four more beh i nd them . H i s reflexes acted 

faster than h i s  bra in ,  and he threw h i s  ent i re we ight  at the door, 

try i ng to s l am i t  shut .  He  near ly succeeded, w i th but  a cent im
eter t o  go . 

L iza heard a strange no i se and went to see what was go ing 

on .  l say strugg led w i th the door, h i s  face red from the con

frontat ion .  Then the door  was struck so hard from the outs ide  
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that he flew to the m idd le  of the room . The strangers burst i n to 

the su i te .  

" I  say ! "  L i za ye l l ed at  the top of  her l u ngs as the po l i cemen 

swarm ed her husband and brought h im to the ground .  The rest 

was a forma l i ty. A ma id  showed up, though w i thout the cof

fee, then another. The agent i n  charge, who wore a b l ue over

coat, i n troduced them as w i tnesses .  A fter they qu i ck ly  s i gned 

the necessary papers,  l say was escorted out .  The l ast th i ng  

he heard was  L i za ' s  vo i ce :  

"Forg ive  me,  l say ! I t r i ed  to  be carefu l ! "  

D i d  l say fau l t  L i za fo r  t h i s  fatefu l  end? Perhaps . I n  any 

case, h i s  part i san epopee had reached i t s  end .  

The t r i a l  fo l l owed - a tr i umph of  Sov iet j us t i ce .  I say �as 

found gu i l ty and sentenced to seven years in a penal co lony. 

Was th i s  d i v i n e  retri bu t ion  for the pa i n  that our mother 

suffered or a mere co i nc i dence? From an average observer ' s  

po i n t  of  v i ew, i t  s imp ly  l ooked l i ke the s imp l e  revenge of  the  

d i rector tha t  I say had dec i ded to throw in  j a i l .  Then again ,  who 

knows? 

! say was u l t imate ly  sent  to A rkhange l sk, where Erzol  v i s

i ted h i m  several t imes .  Even i n  pr i son ,  l say d i d  pretty we l l .  

H e  organ i zed an amateur  art co l l ec t ive  by c reat i ng  a conv i ct 

cho i r, wh i ch ,  wh i l e  not as profess iona l  as Pyatn i t sky's ,  was 

j us t  as loud .  Talk  about an enterpr i s i ng persona l i ty !  A fter serv

i ng ha l f  h i s  sentence, he  got a cond i t i ona l  re l ease . 

One cou l d  say that ! say surv i ved pr ison unscathed, 
and even cam e  out  w i th new sk i l l s .  I n  any case, upon re l ease, 

the same m an emerged :  res t less ,  adventurous ,  and fu l l  of  i n 

cred i b l e  i deas . 



XLIV 

I n the meant ime,  we kept growi ng, m ak i ng our  father pon

der our future more and more often .  H av i ng us  m ake i n

dependent dec i s ions  wasn ' t  an opt ion .  One can on ly  be 

confident of  someth ing  if he does it h imse l f. Therefore, Erzo l 

wou l d  be the one to dec ide who h i s  ch i l dren wou ld  become .  

One  day, amongst fr iend ly  company, Lenya Bug l ak i n tro

duced our father to a h igh-rank ing  man .  

"M eet S tas Be lyakov." 

Erzo l l i ked S tas r ight from the start .  He was the rector of  a 

branch of the U n ion-Wide Correspondence I n st i tute of  Sov iet 

Trade .  I f  that wasn ' t  enough, he was an exce l l en t  gu i tar p l ayer. 

The i r  acqua in tance qu i ck ly  grew i nto friendsh i p .  

The i rs wa s  a c i rc l e  of peop le  l i n ked by  common i nterests : 

Lenya Bodnev, S tas Be lyakov, and Bor i s  B ug lak .  They gath

ered as often as the i r  work a l lowed .  One wou ld  be pressed 

to ca l l the i r  part i e s  l e i su re ly, as enterta i nment was a lways ac

compan ied by work. I t  was dur i ng  one of these part i es that 

S tas d i scovered that E rzo l had no h i gher educat i on .  
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" I s  that true?" Stas asked, p i ck i ng  a fat o l ive  out of the j ar. 

Erzo l nodded . S tas 's  eyes bu lged out .  

"That 's  a m i stake .  You ' re a grown man,  hand l i ng such 

bus i ness ! You need h i gher educat ion . "  

" I  don ' t  even have a h i gh school  d i p loma ."  Erzo l sounded 

l i ke he was bragg ing .  

"Ser ious I y?" 

"Abso l ute ly ."  

"That 's not r ight ! "  S tas sa id cu rt l y. "Go enro l !  at a n ight 

schoo l .  You ' l l  get  your d i p loma, then come to me .  I ' II take 

care of everyth i ng .  I f  you become a party member, even bet
ter. "  S tas paused . "Got it? You ' re a manufacturer - i t ' l l  be eas

ier  for you to enter the party before you become an execu t i ve .  

Actua l ly, you  pretty m uch need  Party membersh i p  to become 

one of those anyway. There 's no  way around i t . "  

Father scoffed, but  the thought of  mov ing  upward took 

root .  A fter some t ime, S tas brought up  the subj ect aga i n  

i n  friend ly  company : 

"Look - a l l your friends are study i ng w i th me ! "  

Th i s  was a ca l l to act i on .  I ndeed, ha l f o f  Erzo l 's acqua i nt

ances were students at S tas Be lyakov 's Correspondence I n

s t i tute .  I t  shou l d  be ment ioned that these peop le  were l ess  

concerned w i th know l edge, wh i ch they a l ready had - at l east 

as far as the i r  profess ions  were concerned - but w i th h i gher 

pos i t ions ,  wh i ch  requ i red h i gher educat ion  in those years . 

"You ' l l  enro l l ,  and everyth i ng  w i l l  be fi ne," S tas i n s i sted . 

F i na l l y, Erzo l started go ing  to n i ght schoo l .  Th i s  dec i s ion 

took certa in  courage, though there tu rned out to be p l enty 

of grown men l i ke him beh ind  the desks .  The War had str i pped 

the i r  generat ion  of the ab i l i ty to obta i n  t ime ly  schoo l i ng .  

He  took Valya to c l ass  w i th h i m .  H e  needed her l i ke a ta l i s 

man,  a he lp ing  hand ,  as we l l  as a com pan ion .  Who wants to  go 

to schoo l a l one? What are women for? Yalya agreed w i thout 

protest, even though she a l ready had a h i gh school d i p l oma .  



XLV 

F rom then on,  Father started to v i ew h i s  c h i l dren 's  edu

cat i on d i fferent ly. Every S unday, we wou l d  approach 

h i s  cha i r, where he sat l i ke a stem j udge, and present 

the daybooks that conta i ned our grades . Before head i ng  

for  ' the carpet ' ,  we wou l d  w i sh  each other l uck .  Gena, who 

con t i nued to fal l beh i nd  in  h is  stud ies ,  had i t  hardest of  a l l .  

However, i n  tenth grade i t  became S l ava's  tum to fee l  

the heat of  Father 's admon i t ion .  To be fair, i t  was  as much about 

his progress as i t  was about Father 's p lans .  At  some po in t, S tas 

Be lyakov had ment ioned that if S l ava got a go ld  academ i c  med

al ,  he wou ldn ' t  have any troub le enro l l i ng in the w i nemak ing 

facu l ty a t  Krasnodar Po lytechn i c .  Th i s  i s  when the  seeds of Fa

ther 's p lan were p lanted .  H owever, S l ava's  daybook was a c l ear 

testament to the fact that the guy wouldn ' t  be ab le  to pu l l  off 
a go ld  medal on h i s  own, and that was the honest truth . 

"You need to push yourse l f,"  Father wou ld  te l l S lava 

whenever he saw ' fours ' .  "Otherw i se ,  you won ' t  w i n . "  
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The o l dest son was a decent  student ,  but  a medal req u i red 

m uch more . 

E rzo l d idn ' t  bother to torment S l ava over h i s  grades at 

the day schoo l .  I n stead, he  made a move w i th h i s  kn ight -

he arranged for h i s  son to be transferred to the same n ight 
schoo l that he was attend i ng .  S l ava rece i ved perfect grades 

on a l l the exams and graduated n i ght school w i th a gold meda l .  

That day, S l ava fe l t  l i ke t h e  happiest man i n  t h e  worl d .  

When  he showed Father h i s  cert i ficate, h i s  eyes spoke e l o

quent l y :  ' Papa, I d i d  what you wanted me to . '  

Father was sat i sfied .  Noth i ng i s  as i n sp i rat iona l  dur ing 

youth  as the approval  of  one 's  i do l ,  and the fact  that Father 

was our idol was unden i ab l e .  We de ified h i m .  

N o w  that S l ava had won the fi rst round,  h e  began t o  th i nk  

that h i s  tr i a l s  were beh i nd h im .  That wasn ' t  t h e  case . 

So father had p i cked the w i nemak i ng facu l ty for S l ava .  Er

zo l knew how much w i nery d i rectors were mak i ng, and not by 

mere hearsay, and conc l uded that he was assur ing an opt ima l  

future for h i s  o ldest son . 

S l ava  never argued w i th  Father. W hen he sat before h im ,  

h i s  extrem i t i es  wou l d  go  numb  and h i s  thoughts wou ld  evapo

rate .  Father ' s  adv i ce was a lways perce i ved as an order, argu

ing w i th wh i ch was sense less .  

What exact ly  went wrong i n  Father ' s  p l an s  th i s  t ime was 

unc lear, bu t  S l ava ,  the go l d  meda l i st ,  took a h i t  on h i s  very 

fi rs t  entrance exam and rece i ved a ' four ' .  P u l sat i ng pa i n  

fi l l ed  E rzo l when he  l earned of  t h i s ,  caused b y  both h i s  un 

w i l l i ngness to abandon h i s  p l an s  and the  fee l i ng that he had 

been betrayed .  He  was not ready to come to term s w i th th i s .  

I f  h e  were des t i ned t o  become a l oser, t h i s  wou l d  not be 

the catalys t .  

He  l i stened to Valya, who exp la i ned that i t  wasn ' t  S lava's  

fau l t, and cou ldn ' t  be l i eve h is  ears . This  cou ldn ' t  be .  H i s  tac t i 

ca l  assau l t  was not  supposed to  end i n  defeat. The crows who 



prophes ized v i c tory had screamed too l oud ly. There was st i l l  
hope for A x i ng i t  a l l .  

H e  had pra i sed h i s  son 's successes so m uch ,  that h i s  

friends were forced t o  be l i eve that S l ava cou ld  hand l e  eve
ryth i ng  on the i r  own, w i thout the i r  he l p .  And here was t h i s  

m i sfi re .  He needed urgent he lp .  Desp i te i t  be i ng t he  m idd le  

of  the  n i ght, Erzo l ca l l ed h i s  fr iend  S tas Be lyakov and  to ld  h i m  

of the b l u nder. 

"Th i s  needs to be fixed," he i n s i sted . " I t ' s  j ust a m i sunder

stand i ng,  you know? The boy can study." 

Be lyakov prom i sed Father that he wou l d  approach the rec

tor of  Krasnodar Po lytechn i c  and do everyth i ng poss i b l e  - that 

everyth i ng  w i l l  be fine  and that Erzo l can s l eep ca lm ly. S tas 

fo l l owed through on h i s  prom i se .  He pu l l ed a l l  the str ings ,  

S l ava passed a l l h i s  other exams w i th  fly i ng co lors, and Erzo l 

Babaev 's o ldest son was enro l l ed i n  the w i nemak i ng facu l ty. 

And so, for the fi rst t ime i n  h i s  l i fe ,  S l ava  was outs ide  our 

home, fac ing  h imse l f and treacherous ' freedom ' .  I cou ldn ' t  

wa i t  unt i l  i t  wa s  my turn.  
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XLVI 

F ather dec ided that i t  wou ld  be good i f  two o f  h i s  sons 

went to the same un ivers i ty. I ,  however, was ass igned 

a d i fferent career path . He had dec i ded to enro l !  me 

in the cann i ng techno logy facu l ty. At the t ime ,  i t  was a prom

i s ing fie ld that was experienc i ng rap id  growth .  

As I began my tenth and fi na l  year i n  schoo l ,  Father made 

an appo i ntment w i th the pri n c i pa l . He was on ly  cur ious about 

one th i ng :  h i s  son 's chances at rece i v i ng a go ld  meda l .  Er

zol  ' s  v i s i t  to the school  was h i gh ly  regarded : the pr i nc i pa l  

i nterrupted h i s  c l ass  i n  order to s i t  down w i th the  im portant 

guest .  

"We ' l l  take a look at how I gor i s  do i ng," he sa id ,  tak i ng out 

a grade book . Dragg ing h i s  fi nger a long the l i nes, the teacher 
started mak ing s i l ent ca l cu l at ions .  He  l ooked l i ke a doctor who 

was prepar ing to present a prognos i s  to a hope l ess  pat ient .  
"A l ri ght ,  here i t  i s , "  sa id  the pri nc ipa l  tak i ng off h is  g l ass

es .  "He needs to improve i n  severa l  subj ects : math,  Russ i an 



and chem i stry. Then,  I can assure you that your son w i l l  be a l l  

r ight ."  

Erzo l knew the va lue  of  grat i tude and d id everyth i ng  
he cou ld  for the  pri nc ipa l  and  h i s  schoo l .  He  prov i ded c loth i ng  

for the  teachers, donated money, and  gave g i fts - al l t o  create 

nu rtur ing c i rcumstances for h i s  second son . 

O n  the even i ng of  the day that Father spoke to the pri n c i 

pa l ,  he ca l l ed me ,  sat me i n  front of  h i m  and  sa i d :  

"Son ,  g o  and squeeze a l l you can out of  th i s .  You need 

to get a go ld  medal . "  

Father 's words were more than  a gent l e  nudge - they car

r ied the h i nts of  a ve i led threat . I took to my s tud ies  out  of des

perat ion ,  gai n i ng a sudden des i re to l earn . 

My  Russ i an tutor was a nov ice  l i terature teacher named 

Anastas i a  Efimovna .  For a wh i le ,  she res i sted tak i ng E rzol  

Babaev 's money, but Father i n s i s ted . He  had a knack for that .  

The l i terature teacher held her lessons in her humb le  home 

- an ord i nary K i s l ovodsk apartment .  I ' d come in to the spa

c ious k i tchen i nfused w i th the sme l l  of  smoke, anthrac i te 

and borscht and s i t  by the w i ndow to l earn the ru les .  G l eams 

of sun l ight danced across the floor and wh i tewashed wa l l s .  

M y  Russ i an grammar sk i l l s  themse lves were more o r  l ess  

fi ne ,  but  l i terature,  part i c u l ar ly the Russ i an c l as s i c s  l i ke Push

k in ,  Lermontov, To l stoy and Gogo l ,  needed a serious  boost .  

Our  l essons were comp l i cated by another factor. The en

ergy and v i bes that emanated from the young teacher kept me 

from focus i ng .  I ' d look at her face and wonder who c reated 

such beauty. She had j us t  turned twenty-five .  She  was short, 

had de l i cate fac ia l  features and a n i ce  figure, even if her arms 

were a l i tt l e  th i ck .  She wou ld  gather her red ha i r  i n  a bunch .  

Look i ng a t  her, I wou l d  th ink  that I had never  seen  a more 

beaut i fu l  woman . 
My  God, i f  on ly  Anastas ia  Efimovna knew how i n  love 

I was w i th her then ! Whenever she l ooked at  me,  I wou ld  
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pl unge i n to a proverb ia l  quagm i re ,  forgett i ng  a l l  s uffixes 

and conj ugat ions .  I have no i dea how the s i xteen-year-o ld  boy 

that I was managed to learn anyth i ng w i th a l l  that . I no l onger 

reca l l the ru les  that she had taught me,  but her image rema ins  

c l ear i n  my memory. 

A l l  my tutors were g i ven a s i ng le  goal - Erzo l 's  son need

ed to graduate w i th a go ld  meda l .  

Chem i stry turned ou t  t o  be  my weakest l i nk .  Th i s  wasn ' t  

good : a chem i stry entrance exam was mandatory for enro l l 

ment i n  Krasnodar Po lytechn i c .  Perhaps that ' s  w h y  Father 

chose a most unexpected man to tutor me in the subj ect  - a ge

n i us in h i s  fie l d .  

He  was  d i sab led and  cou ldn ' t  wa lk ,  arr i v i ng i n  K i s l ovodsk 

i n  a whee lcha i r. We had no  i dea what had happened to h i m .  

Peop le  sa id  that prior t o  t h e  ' catastrophe ' ,  a s  the adu l ts ca l l ed 

the cause of  the chem is t ' s  i l l ness ,  he was work i ng at a research 

i ns t i tute where he had rece ived a dose of rad i at ion ,  after wh ich 

h i s  l egs gave out .  

The chem i st had a narrow, stretched face, th i n ,  pal l i d l i ps 

and l arge b l ack  eyes, c h i l led by the sadness of  a man who 

knows that he cou l d  d ie at any moment .  A l l  of  my tutor ' s  ac

qua in tances spoke of h im w i th great regard . He  pract i ca l l y  

l i ved by h i s  sc i ence .  Fa i th i n  a loca l  heal er, who  used bee ven

om to cure a l l a i lments ,  had brought h im to our c i ty. 

I have no i dea how Father came upon th i s  chem i st ,  but  at 

one poi n t  Erzol  to l d  me that he had found me a teacher. One 

from Moscow, no l ess ! That a lone ra i sed h i s  author i ty in  the 

eyes of a prov i n c i a l boy. But  the main th i ng was that he,  l i ke 

a sk i l led forward, knew how to maneuver around our own l a

z i ness and force us to love h i s  subj ect .  I n  h i s  words, chem i stry 

was a mystery w i th wh i ch  he fam i l i ar ized h i s  s tudents .  Every

th ing  that seemed bori ng and confus ing  before - the structure 
of matter, va lence e l ectrons ,  the structure of the benzene r ing 

- sudden l y  became i nterest ing .  



At  t imes  I wanted to escape the trench i nto wh i ch  Father ' s  

w i l l  had got me - the trench of fi l i a l  com p l i ance .  B ut ,  l i ke 

a good so ld i e r  fu lfi l l i ng h i s  du t i es ,  I knew that I cou l dn ' t  avo i d  
i t .  I wou ld  a lways l i sten t o  Father when he wou l d  ask me :  "D i d  

I g i ve a l l  my effort t o  that wh i c h  deserves t o  rece ive  i t?" Once 

i n  a wh i le ,  however, the fear of defeat wou l d  s tr ike .  Then,  w i th 

a qu ick ly  beat i ng heart ,  I wou l d  j um p  out  of the trench and run 

to p l ay footba l l  and cards w i th the guys ,  dream i ng of that un

i mag i nab l e  freedom that never seemed to come .  
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XL VII 

When the t ime  came,  I d i d  a ste l l ar j ob on a l l my 

schoo l exams,  w i th the except ion of  com pos i t i on .  

Here, Anastas i a  Efimovna  was  powerless and  I end

ed up w i th a ' four ' .  Neverthe l ess ,  I had a s i l ver medal  i n  my 

pocket and had not d i sappo i nted Father. A month pr ior to the 

entrance exam s,  I was send to Krasnodar a long w i th Va lent i na, 

who was put in charge of  l ook i ng after me .  

Father ensured that her and  I wou l d  no t  be i n  need of  any

th i ng .  At fi rst ,  we stayed in S tas Be lyakov 's apartment .  There,  

I saw how others l i ved for the fi rs t  t ime .  I t  was as i f  someone 

had rooted for Spartak the i r  whole l i fe and sudden ly found 

h i m se l f  on the b l eachers in a c rowd fu l l  o f  Dynamo fans .  

I n  o u r  home,  guests had a lways been revered . They rece i ved 

spec i a l  attent ion from the l ady of  the house and better mea l s .  

S pec i a l  d i shes wou ld  b e  cooked and toasts wou l d  b e  sa i d .  
Somet imes ,  i t  seems t o  me  that Father ' s  accom p l i shments 



were at l east part l y  i n tended to im press  h i s  fr iends  and ga i n  

the i r  approva l . 

S tas Be lyakov 's  home was d i fferent .  The m aster of  the 

house and the fam i ly took fi rst p l ace ,  and everyth i ng  e l se sank 

in to the background .  H i s w i fe wou ld  cook exq u i s i te d i shes 

every even i ng, but not because they were expec t i ng  com pany 

- they were for the i r  own enj oyment .  

I a l so found out that  be i ng a guest d i dn ' t  carry as m uch  

we igh t  a s  i t  d i d  w i th ou r  father. Desp i te t he  fact that we on ly  

spent a l i tt l e  w h i l e  at Be lyakov 's home ,  t he  l esson stayed w i th  

me for the rest of  my l i fe .  

The  month spent study ing  for  my entrance exams was 

a sort of  n ightmare . A fterwards ,  I went i nto my fi rs t  exam -

chem i stry - w i th my c h i n  he ld  h i gh ,  fu l l  of b l i nd fai th  i n  fate 

and my gen i u s  tutor. 

Reverent s i lence re igned over the aud i tori um ,  where 

the other app l i cants were a l ready s i tt i ng .  The chai rman of  the 

exam i nat ion com m i ss ion  - an e lder ly professor - sm i led at  

me k i nd ly  and offered me the t i cket j ar. I s i ghed and pu l led 

out a str ip  of  paper. I sk immed over the quest ion ,  l ooked at 

the com m i ss ion members, and spoke, enunc iat ing  every sy l 

l ab l e :  

" I ' m  ready to  answer."  

The academ ics  l ooked at one another, and the educator 

on the left sm i l ed and to l d  me :  

"You c an  go  prepare . You have t ime . "  

" I  ' I I  answer r ight  away," I sa id .  

"Without preparat ion?" 

"Yes ."  

"Th ink  about i t ,  young man .  N o  one i s  rush i ng you ,"  sa id  

one o f  the professors . 

"�on ' t  make th i ngs worse for yourse l f,"  sa id  anoth-
er. 

A l l  seemed to be on a m i s s i on to ta lk me out  of answer ing .  
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"There 's no need ,"  I i n s i sted . " I ' m  ready. " 

The com m i ss ion  mem bers looked amongst them se l ves 

once more and the cha i rman shrugged w i th the express ion  

of an execut ioner whom the pr isoner was ask i ng  for a sw i fter 

death . "  

" Wel l - i t ' s  your  cho i ce . "  

I stood before the  comm is s ion  and  began to  rec i te eve

ryth i ng I knew. W hen I w as fi n i shed,  the exam i ners l ooked 

amongst them se lves .  Th i s  wasn ' t  someth i ng they encountered 
often . The i r  faces were c l ear :  I had won . As I ex i ted the aud i 

tori um,  I fe l t  i n v i s i b l e  w i ngs fl utteri ng beh i nd  my back .  

"So?" Ya lya ran to  me .  She  was  fl u shed from worry i ng .  

After a dramat i c  pause, I sm i led and  exc l a imed :  

" I  got a ' fi ve ' ! "  

A n d  s o  I was adm i tted . 

Va len t ina  and I set off to Soch i  the fo l l ow i ng day - our 

reward for the pos i t i ve outcome .  There, Father was wa i t i ng  

a long w i th S l ava and the rest of  the fam i l y. 

The B l ack  Sea rek i nd l es one ' s  appet i te for l i fe .  Everyone 

there seeks spec i fi c  p l easures .  A lmost  everyone goes there 

w i th one goal i n  m i n d :  to re l ax ,  and,  perhaps, have a summer 
romance .  

We dec ided to go for a wa lk  on our  fi rst even i ng  there .  

The seas ide  rad i ated tranqu i l i ty and  t h e  rema in s  of t h e  day 's 

heat .  

"Ti red?" Father sudden ly  asked . 

"A l i tt l e . "  

"You ' l l  forget i t  i n  two days . "  

We walked for about fi ve m i n utes i n  s i l ence .  

" I t 's great, i s n ' t  i t?" 
"What?" 

"The fee l i ng of v i c tory." 

I thought for a second . 

" I t 's awesome ! "  



"Then le t ' s  go ce lebrate ."  

My adm i s s ion to the i ns t i tute was ce lebrated i n  A hun  -

a restaurant that be longed to M i sha  Ge lman .  S um mer, dressed 

i n  a l l shades of  yel low, b l oomed outs i de .  More co lors were 
thrown i nto the pa l l et by the sunset ,  the fad ing fo l i age, even 

the vacat i oners ' tans .  The sun ' s  reflect ions  g l immered in the 

b l ack bark of  the euca lyptus trees . L i fe rej o i ced, and peop le  

had  no cho i ce  but  to  jo i n  i n .  Father 's  fr iends  - Lenya Bodnev 

and S tas Be lyakov - Val ent i na,  my  brothers, and some men 

and women I had never seen before,  a l l  sat around the tab l e  

ce lebrat i ng my tr i umph .  That even ing has  remai ned i n  my 

memory as a symbol  of  bound less  happ i ness . Father ' s  fr iends 

congratu l ated h i m ,  as i f  he was the one who passed a l l h i s  ex

ams with exce l l ence .  In a certa i n  sense,  i t  rea l ly  was Father 's  

v i c tory. 

Dur ing  the ce l ebrat ion ,  Erzol  q u i et l y  sa id  to me :  

"You were supposed to  w i n ,  and  you  won ."  

" I  have  to  be honest ,  Pop  - I had to work for i t . "  

" I  not i ced ,"  Erzo l rep l i ed ,  look ing  a t  me approv i ng ly. 

That gesture carr i ed more pra i se  and grat i tude than 

the ten speeches that were rec i ted at the tab l e .  I sudden l y  

wanted t o  t e l  I h i m  what i t  took for  me  t o  endure t h e  adm i s 

s i on  test .  

"When the chem i s  try exam began,  I went to answer r ight  

away, w i thout  tak i ng the t ime to prepare . They d i dn ' t  expect 

that, Papa. Others wou l d  take two hours to get ready, but I was 

done i n  fi fteen m inutes . "  

Father l ooked a t  me,  fu l l  o f  pr ide .  

"That 's  my boy," he  patted me  on  the shou lder approv i ng

ly. " Remember :  i f  you want to accomp l i s h  someth i ng,  wr ing 

yourse l f  dry." 

On the day fo l l ow i ng the ce lebrat ion  Father took the who le  

no i sy bunch of  u s  to  Berezka, a fore ign  currency store .  At  

the t ime, th i s  was an ' oas i s  of  the rott i ng West ' ,  i nacces s i b l e  
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to most, the dream of the Sov i et c i t i zen where one cou ld buy 

anyth ing .  He dec ided to buy a g i ft for everyone,  even for Va l 

ent i na,  wh i ch ,  g i ven h i s  pr i n c i p l es ,  was  unusua l . 

M y  eyes wandered . What to p i ck?  I l ooked out o f  the w in 

dow - a t  t he  b l ue sea sp l ash i ng  i n  t he  d i s tance .  I h ad  made 

my cho ice :  brand name sw imm ing  shorts ,  wh i ch  a se lec t  few 

cou ld  boast at the t ime .  I n  the l and o f  sat i n  pant ies ,  even un

derwear wasn ' t  immune  to cr i t i que .  

The sun-drenched beach and g i r l s '  atten t ion  fo l l owed 

- a reward of  a spec ia l  sort ,  wh i ch  no Babaev man cou ld  

pass by. 

I n  the even i ng ,  Father took us to Ahun  aga i n .  Ge lman 

was a pedan t i c  and enthu s i as t i c  owner, pay ing  attent i on to a l l 

the sma l l th i ngs : the c l ean l i ness of  the tab l ec loths ,  the tab l e  

sett i ngs ,  t he  servers . M i sha dressed l i ke a dandy, seem i ng ly  

a t  the  very same Berezka .  H e  wore fash i onab le  sung lasses -

a fresh pa i r  every n ight - i n  a c l ear attem pt to draw everyone 's  

atten t ion to h imse l f. 

Our b i g, no i sy crowd sat i n  h i s  restaurant .  Peop le  unfa

m i l i ar to us  wou ld  constant ly  approach Father to pay the i r  re

spects . Erzo l wou ld  exchange a few words w i th each and eve

ry one of  them . We j ust watched and recorded i t  a l l  to memory. 

Th i s  was the fi rst even i ng  when Father fe l t  we had reached 

an age where we cou l d  be brought forth i nto h i s  end l ess c i rc l e  

of  friends and  acqua i ntances . He  ca l led th i s  ceremony t he  be

g i n n i ng of our career paths .  

Bu t  l e t ' s  get back t o  M i sha Ge lman .  When h i s  fr iends ,  i n 

c l ud i ng  o u r  father, wou ld  approach h i m ,  M i sha was noth i ng  

bu t  cord i a l . H e  knew the  occas ion  for our gather i ng, and  wou ld  

a l ways shake me by t he  shou lder and  say :  

"How 's the future power p l ayer of Sov iet trade?" 

I wou ld  b l ush s i l en t ly. I fe l t  noth ing  l i ke a power p l ayer. 

That even i ng, M i sha removed h i s  g l asses ,  l ooked at me 
carefu l l y, and  sai d :  



"A great future awai ts  you . Remember my words .  We l l 

estab l i shed c h i l dren br ing the i r  parents happ i ness .  You ' l l  un 

derstand that when you have  your  own ."  

And  then ,  father i n terrupted everyone 's  casua l  conversa

t ions .  As he ra i sed h i s  cham pagne fl ute, s i l ence came over 

the tab l e .  Father had several phrases w i th wh i ch  he wou l d  be

gin every toast .  Th i s  was l ess of  a ru le ,  but  rather a l i fe l i ne that 

he threw to the feast 's other part i c i pants . 

" L i sten to my words and remem ber them we l l , "  Erzo l be

gan . "I wou ld  l i ke to ra i se  fi ve drops for every tooth to . . .  " 

Father began tal k i ng about h i s  fr iends i n  an e l oquent speech .  

"Our un i ty and friendsh i p  are stronger than ever, j ust l i ke 

our ab i l i ty to he lp  one another i n  t imes  of need . I wou l d  l i ke 

to ra i se a toast to our friend S tas Be lyakov, who does a who le  

lot  for those  str i v i ng for know ledge . Soon enough,  I ' l l  prob

ab ly become one of h i s  students myse l f, and that is a po i nt 

of great pr ide for me  - that two of my sons and I w i l l  a l l  be 

study ing  in the same c i ty and the same l and . "  

Th i s  was  perhaps the fi rst t ime  i n  h i s  l i fe that Erzo l  fe l t  

a t  peace .  Everyth i ng he strove for had turned ou t  t he  way 

he wanted . Th i s  was the greatest reward . 
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XL VII 

E nro l l ment at a u n i vers i ty marked a n  end o f  a who le  

epoch - my ch i l dhood . Th i s  was the beg i nn i ng of my 

a lmost-adu l t  l i fe .  No schoo l ,  no footbal l ,  no Father, 

no H avo - j ust S l ava and I .  

My brother and I were l i v i ng  on our own for the fi rst t ime .  

Lectures, sem i nars, sy l l ab i . . .  They were a l l engag i ng and  ro

mant i c ,  l i ke the l i ght scent of F rench co logne .  Learn i ng  wasn ' t  

d ifficu l t  for us ,  and  we p icked up know ledge as we went .  

Whatever we d i dn ' t  understand, we would p i ck apart w i th 

the professors . We were he l ped and tended to .  

With the help of S tas Be lyakov, father became acqua i nted 

w i th Yakov Dm i tr iyev ich  Rudakov, the rector of the un ivers i ty 
and a wel l -known man i n  Krasnodar. A Donbass nat ive ,  he be

gan h i s  career in the th i rt i e s  as the secretary of the Komsomo l  

comm i ttee a t  the  K i rov M etal l u rg ica l  P l ant  i n  M akeyevka -

a c i ty one wou ld  be hard-pressed to fi nd on a map these days .  

Fate then brought h im  to M akhachkal a, where he worked 



as ch i e f  mechan ic  of  an o i l  trust .  Rudakov was work i ng as the 

d i rector of  a therma l  power p l ant  when he rece i ved the unex

pected i n v i tat ion  to become the rector of  the Krasnodar Poly

techn i c  I n st i tute .  
Father tr ied to ma i n ta i n  contro l  of  our  s i t�at ion  w i thout  

i n fri ng ing  on our freedom and burden i ng us  w i th h is  presence 

by offer i ng help when we needed i t .  The only th i ng  that e l i c 

i ted i nd i gnat ion  from us  was  the fact  that he  forbade u s  to l i ve 

i n  the dorm i tor ies ,  where the free sp i r i t  of  s tudent  l i fe away 

from parents re igned w i th  a l l the requ i s i te consequences . Fa

ther rented an apartment  i n  the c i ty center near the un i vers i ty, 

and that 's where we l i ved . 

H ow we got the res i dence was co inc identa l . I t  was offered 

by S tas Be lyakov, w ho was of a venerab l e  age that a l lowed 

h im to have a young m i stress - the d i rector of a loca l  te l ev i 

s ion  stat ion  named Ga l i na .  She  had two apartments . She l i ved 

in one,  a long w i th her mother, and rented the other out .  U pon 

fi nd i ng out  that we i ntended to l i v e  in the dorm i tor ies ,  S tas 

to ld  h i s  fr iend :  

"Why  shou l d  your boys drudge through t he  dorm s  when 

there 's an apartment? I t  wou ld  cost  penn ies for the l ikes 

of you ."  

We saw Ga l i na when we went to see our  future apartment  

w i th  our  father. She  was beaut i fu l !  Wai t i ng  for an opportune 

moment ,  Father wh i spered to S tas : 

"N ice  g i r l  you got here . "  

S tas  shook h i s  fi nger a t  h im ,  as i f  to say  ' Don ' t  you  dare ! ' 

"Who do you th ink  I am?" E rzo l l aughed . 

When i t  came to cash,  he was i n  no rush to spo i l us  -

we were granted a sma l l a l lowance to make sure we ate we l l ,  

and not a kopeck more - to  keep u s  from spend ing  money 

on a l l sorts of  tem ptat ions .  He felt that excess money cou l d  

re l ax a person and make them lose d i rect ion and the w i l l  t o  de

velop further. 
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Neverthe l ess ,  my brother and I needed money, so we start

ed earn ing  i t  on our own . I wou ld  wr i te papers for s tudents 

who strugg led ,  and S l ava earned i t  some other way. 

At s i xteen and seventeen, we,  s t i l l  essent i a l l y  ch i l d ren un

aware of  our s t i l l  unrevea led ab i l i t i es ,  were l earn ing  o f  what 

Father ca l l ed the ' key to l i fe ' :  to spot t h i ngs that l i e on the 

surface but are over looked by others and ut i l i ze them to our 

advantage . We were l earn i ng  to r id  ourse l ves o f  se l f-p i ty 

and express our w i l l  and character, j ust l i ke our father d i d .  But, 

of course, as ide  from educat ion  and ways to earn money, we 

were attracted to the unavo idab l e  avatars o f  youth : danc i ng, 

g i r l s  and fi rst romant i c  encounters . 

Th i s  s i de of l i fe consumed S l ava 's  thoughts fi rs t .  H e  fe l l  

i n  love dur ing h i s  fi rst few semesters . My  brother was a prom i 

nen t  man - a boxer w i th an ath l ete ' s  b u i l d - and the g i r l s  rea l l y  

l i ked h i m .  H e  fanc i ed our  ne ighbor Zoya, t h e  daughter of  a 

co lone l  who l i ved across the ha l l from us .  He  was wal k i ng 

up the sta i rs as she was wa lk i ng  down,  read i ng a book. The i r  

meet i ng  was  unavo idab l e .  S l ava  l ooked a t  t h e  g i r l 's b l ue eyes 

and drowned in them , fee l i ng drunk as he l ooked at her, l o s i ng  

h i s  m ind and h i s  ab i l i ty to speak . 

That fee l i ng resemb l ed go ing  down a snowy sk i  s l ope, 

when exc i tement takes your breath away. In youth,  pass ion  

l i fts  you h i gher and m akes you stronger. 

N atura l l y, the chance encounter led to dates, moon l i t 

wa lks ,  then ,  a b i t  l ater - k i sses i n  the entryway. I t  wou ld  have 

probab ly  cont i n ued j ust l i ke that, if Zoya's  father, the co lone l ,  

hadn ' t  l eft for a d i stant ass ignment .  The  g i r l  was  l eft to  her 

own dev i ces ,  and the young coup le  cou l dn ' t  res i st the tempta

t ion and rushed to make up for lost  t ime .  

I d i dn ' t  comp la i n ,  a s  I got t he  ent i re apartment  to  myse l f. 

So began our student l i fe .  



XLIX 

T here was a reason why Father strove fo r  us  t o  advance 

in soc i ety and dreamt of us  gett i ng a h i gher educat i on .  

I t  was someth i ng  he va l ued,  i f  on ly  from a prac t i ca l  

standpo i nt .  H igher educat ion wou l d  a l l ow h im to r i se  to a 

leve l  where he cou l d  unfold  h i s  entrepreneur ia l  ta lents to the i r  

fu l l  potent i a l . Erzo l set a goa l : t o  graduate from un ivers i ty. 

By then,  he and Ya lya had fi n i shed even i ng schoo l ,  and E rzo l 

rece ived h i s  h igh school  d i p loma - another m i l es tone .  N ow, 
it was t ime  to keep go i ng .  

A s  expected, Erzo l enro l l ed at t he  Krasnodar B ranch 

of the U n i on-Wide Correspondence I ns t i tute of  Sov i et Trade, 

and Valent ina  went to study along w i th  h i m .  Th i s  educa

t iona l  i ns t i tu t ion was attended by a spec i fic  type of  peop l e .  
I n  Moscow, t h e  ma in  bu i l d i ng of  t he  un ivers i ty was  located 

by the Rechnoy Vokza l metro stat ion .  The loca l s  a lways m ar

ve led at how tw ice  a year - when the un i vers i ty wou l d  ho ld  i ts 

w i nter and summer exams - the cont i ngent of  pub !  i c  transpor-
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tat ion  trave l ers wou ld  change abrupt ly. B uses wou ld  be fi l l ed 

w i th men and women dressed in expens i ve c l oth i ng  unava i l 

ab l e  i n  stores .  These were emp loyees of  the trade sector go ing  

to  schoo l .  The  s i tuat ion  was s i m i lar i n  Krasnodar. 

Father and Va lent ina  graduated from the Krasnodar branch 

w i thout m uch troub le .  Everyone, part i c u l ar ly the un i vers i ty 

professors, understood fu l l  we l l  that w h i l e  bus i nessmen l i ke 

Erzo l Babaev needed an educat ion ,  it was ,  neverthe l ess ,  a for

ma l i ty. He  a l ready had a l l the know ledge he needed and was 

we l l  equ i pped to teach i t  to anyone, desp i te the fact that a un i 

vers i ty d i p loma was  i n arguab ly  essent i a l  t o  a successfu l  ca

reer. Therefore, Erzo l wou ld  he lp  h i s  professor so lve  some 

househo l d  prob lem or other in exchange for len i ency i n  grad

ing and exam i nat ions .  

Exams took p l ace a l l across the south of Russ i a, across 

a l l branches of  the un i vers i ty :  Ordzhon i k i dze, Rostov, Kursk, 

Vo lgograd . Valya wou l d  a l ways be by h i s  s i de .  

A fter he graduated and  rece i ved h i s  d i p loma, father be

came a member of the Commun i st Party. He now had the nec

essary equ i pment  for advancement up the career l adder. Erzo l 

fu l ly understood that prom i ses of  a br ight  future were empty 

words .  Peop l e  d i dn ' t  know how to make money, but never

the l ess d i scussed prosper i ty. H i s  I i  fe exper ience had proved 

that w i sdom and strength have a lways ru led the wor ld  and w i l l  

cont i nue t o  d o  so .  H e  knew fu l l  w e l l  that, a s  a J ew, h e  need

ed to be ten t imes  smarter and stronger than h i s  com pet i tors 

to ach i eve h i gher soc i a l  stand i ng .  And  he tried to do j ust that .  



L 

T he end of  spr i ng marked the beg i nn i ng of  dance sea

son .  A t  the t ime, the C i ty Cu l tu re Park i n  Krasnodar 

was the venue for folk fest iva l s ,  though those were 

l arge ly  attended by students and l oca l  punks .  I t  was customary 

for guys to go there a l i tt l e  drunk  - for bo ldness . 

The dances wou ld  take p lace on  Saturdays and S undays . 

Some band or other wou ld  arr ive ,  and the young peop le  wou l d  

come .  Some were there t o  find  t h e  g i r l  o f  the i r  d reams,  oth

ers j ust to have fun .  Their beg i nn i ngs wou l d  be marked by 

a l l the paths l ead i ng to the dance fl oor fi l l i ng  up w i th  a m u l 

t i tude of  g i r l s  i n  pretty dresses a n d  requ i s i te scarves around 

the i r  necks .  Guys wou ld  dress  i n  a fl ashy manner customary 

at the t ime :  e i ther w ide breeches and s h i rts ,  or trou sers w i th 

undersh i rts over them . 

Customari ly, the lad i es wou ld  throw g lances at the gents 

- scop ing out dance partners. The guys d idn ' t  s i t  i d ly  e ither. 

I a lways tr ied to p ick the most beaut iful  g i r l s .  I m ust have sub-
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consc ious ly fe l t  superior, even if I cou ldn ' t  yet d i scern what th i s  

advantage was .  I ended up choos i ng a pretty b lond .  She had b ig  

brown eyes that observed the  world w i th m i sch ievous cur ios i ty . 

. . . We had been go i ng  out  for a week . She  had made 

no ment ion of  her prev ious  romances ,  as if her l i fe had been 

a b l ank  s l ate before we met .  

" Let 's  take a wa lk  on K rasnaya," she once suggested . That 

was a street in Krasnodar. Each word said in that tender vo ice  

was mus ic  to my heart .  We were wa lk ing l e i sure ly, when sud

den ly  a guy approached u s .  He  was the ' be l l bottoms and a 

F i nn i s h  kn i fe i n  h i s  pocket ' type, as the o ld  Sov i et song went .  

In  other words - a hoo l igan . 

"Let ' s  step as ide .  We need to ta lk ,"  he  sa id  w i th a crooked 

sm i le .  

We stepped as i de toward three other guys w i th cheeky 

sm i les  j ust l i ke h i s .  I t turned out that they d i dn ' t  rea l l y  want 

to ta lk  after a l l .  Before I had a chance to b l i nk ,  I was punched 

in the j aw and fe l l  to the ground .  The others j o i ned the beat i ng .  

I t  was ,  I must say, a very persuas i ve  form of  commun icat ion  

that l eft e l oquence power less .  

"Maybe someone cou l d  te l l  me  what I d i d?" 

" [ f  you want to know," the l eader l aughed, tower ing  over 

me at s ix feet tal l ,  "come to the dance on Saturday. You ' l l  get 

an exp lanat ion ."  

They stood there s i l en t ly, ready for another fight .  

"F i ne," I mu ttered . 

I turned around .  My  date had van i shed w i thout a trace .  
C urs i ng  and ho l d i ng my b lood ied nose ,  I headed home to te l l  

m y  brother everyth ing .  

"Was she see i ng anyone before you?" S l ava asked upon 

heari ng my story. 

"She sa id  she was s i ng l e . "  

"There must have been someth i ng between her  and  one 

of those assho les ."  



"Maybe . "  A du l l pai n echoed through my bru i sed cheek
bone .  "A nyways, they arranged a meet i ng at the dance next 

Saturday." 

"Forget i t !  Why bother w i th them?" 

The conversat ion  ended there . 

I went to bed . The thought o f  my assa i l ants beat i ng  me 

w i thout repr ise was more pa i n fu l  than my wounds .  Thoughts 

of  revenge were brave,  p l easant and tem pt ing .  Refu s i ng 

the meet i ng was ak i n  to adm i tt i ng  defeat . I t  was better to l et 

them beat me agai n .  I n  any case, I gathered a group of  ten 

or fi fteen peop le .  

I was  scared on Fr iday, but by Saturday even i ng  I was 

ca l m .  My  friends and I gathered at an arranged p l ace and set 

off to the dance, where we were greeted by a com parab l e  group 

contai n i ng my assa i l ants . A s  I approached them , I cou l d  hear 

my heart beat i ng  faster. The bu l l y 's face was a l ready d i storted 

by a crooked gri n .  

I stopped i n  front of  h i m  and consc ious ly  provoked h i m  

t o  h i t  m e .  

"So?" I asked . "You wanna ta l k?" 

Before I fi n i shed the sentence, I fe l t  myse l f  fl y i ng off 

to the s ide .  Then I heard S l ava 's  vo i ce :  

"How about you  ta l k  to  me  now." 

S l ava had appeared sudden ly, as if  he was wa i t i ng  on the 

s i de l i nes for the fight  to start .  

"And  who  are you?" the bu l ly asked . 

" I ' m  h i s  brother,"  S l ava sa id ,  nodd i ng i n  my d i rect i on .  

" I  see ! H i s brother ! We l l  - you ' re about to  j o i n  h i m . "  

" Everyone move as ide," S l ava ye l led ,  loud enough fo r  the 

men around u s  to get shaken up. "We ' l l  go one on one ."  

The punks moved as i de, form i ng a sem i -c i rc l e .  

The  l eader, s t i l l  c l ue less ,  measured S l ava w i th h i s  gaze .  

My brother ' s  heart burned w i th fi re, and h i s  eyes narrowed 

to two s l i t s .  He only needed to catch h i s  opponent w i th a fu l l  
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force hook to the j aw. That was enough to br ing a bu l l  to the 

ground .  

The bu l ly attacked fi rst .  S l ava dodged h im - he was pa

t i en t .  He c i rc l ed h i s  enemy, not retreat i ng  but not approach i ng, 

wa i t i ng  for h im  to str ike aga i n .  The other guy kept sw i ng ing  

l eft and  r ight ,  a im l es s ly, ignorant of  t he  fac t  that he was  t i r i ng  

h imse l f  ou t  and  throw ing  off h i s  breath i ng  by  constan t ly  m i ss

i ng .  Sudden ly, he l unged . S l ava dodged h im  and s imu l tane

ous ly  struck h i m  w i th h i s  l eft fi st .  He d i d  so i n s t i nc t ive ly, from 

the top down, and h i s  opponent d i dn ' t  have a chance to re

act .  I heard someth i ng crack - e i ther a bone or teeth .  The guy 

tw i tched and froze in p l ace ,  w h i l e  S l ava p l anted a few sw i ft 

str ikes on h i s  torso .  The b u l ly began to buck l e .  The on lookers 

gathered around,  and i t  s tarted gett i ng  no i sy. As  the bu l l y ' s  

face  started tu rn i ng i nto a b l oody mess ,  t he  other 's j umped 

toward S l ava, ye l l i ng .  

"S top ! You ' l l  k i l l  h i m ! "  

Three o r  four o f  them tr ied to restra i n  m y  brother, unsuc

cessfu l l y  at fi rst , but  eventua l l y  manag ing to do so .  The fight 

was over. 

The on lookers, upset w i th the spectac l e 's speedy conc l u

s ion ,  wadd l ed over to the dance fl oor. I approached S l ava .  

"Why d id you come here?" he roared at  me .  " I  to ld  you : 

don ' t  go ! They ' l l  k i l l  you ! "  

I on ly  shrugged . I cou l dn ' t  not go . We went home i n  s i 

l ence .  My  nose was b loody, but  ne i ther of  us cou l d  shed 

the sense of  v i ctory. 

"How d i d  you end up there?" I asked when we got home .  

" I  d idn ' t  t h i nk  you ' d  l i sten to me ,"  S l ava answered . " I  

knew you ' re stubborn . So  I dec i ded to fo l low you and keep 

tabs ."  

I cou l d  on ly  sm i l e .  Th i s  was  one of  the most im portant les

sons of  brother ly l ove wh ich  youth had g i ven us .  



LI 

T he fact that w e  were study i ng  i n  Krasnodar became 

known to our mother. Her brother, Zachar Abramov, 

had moved there from M akhachka la .  H e  had married 

a Russ ian woman, started a fam i ly, and opened h i s  own ta i l or

i ng  workshop .  To be prec i se, the workshop was government  

owned ,  but he he ld  the post of  d i rector, wh ich ,  at the t ime, 

meant that he had the same author i ty over the staff and the 

capi ta l  that  he would if  he owned the estab l i shment .  He had 

enough money to be cons idered a successfu l  bus i nessman,  

though the sca le  was nowhere near of  what Erzol  's operat ion . 

Every t ime that our  mother wou l d  v i s i t  Krasnodar, she 

wou l d  stay w i th her brother, and i t  was he who i nformed her 

of th is  deve lopment .  He  a lways tr ied to materi a l l y  support her 

as m uch as he cou l d .  What set Zachar apart from the others 

i s  that he never i nterfered i n  the affa i rs of  others and avoided 

touchy subj ects .  Pr ivate ly, he found Turunge 's marri age to be 

bad l uck  - she had s imp ly  married the wrong man. H owever, 
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s i nce there was noth ing  to be done about i t ,  i t  was best  to for

get i t  i n stead of  p i ck ing  at the wound .  We cons idered Zachar 

to be the i deal unc l e .  

One  day, I was  runn i ng late to a lecture and  near ly ran 

out of the house .  I f  the bus  were to l eave w i thout me, I wou ld  

spend the ent i re lecture beh i nd  the aud i tor i um door, and I 

wasn ' t  about to do that . A t  the bus  stat ion ,  I was ha i l ed by 

a shabb i ly dressed woman . 

"Son ! "  she ran at me .  

Turunge stood before me .  I hadn ' t  even  recogn ized her  

r igh t  away. She  was o l der and  heav ier, w i th dark c i rc l e s  under 
her eyes . She stood there and sm i l ed at me  warm ly, as my ears 

turned red from surpr i se .  

"Son . . .  " she repeated, bare ly  aud ib ly, and took a s tep to

ward me .  

"How d id  you  . . .  get here? L i sten,  I ' m l ate for c l ass  . . .  " 

Turunge rea l i zed that I fe l t  uncom fortab l e  around her. 

I t  was as i f  someone had s l apped her i n  the face . H er heart 

sk ipped a beat, then started beat ing errat i ca l ly. H er l egs went 

l imp,  but  she tr ied to concea l  her faintness . 

" I ' m  stay i ng w i th Zachar .  . .  " she sa i d .  " I  j ust came to v i s

i t  you and S l av i k .  Here, t h i s  i s  for you two ."  She  extended 

the basket she he ld  in her hand toward me .  

"P lease don ' t ! "  I rep l i ed, a lmost p l ead i ng ly. "We have 

everyth i ng .  Keep it .  I beg you ! Don ' t  show up l i ke th i s ,  w i th

out a warn i ng and s ta lk  us ,  okay? And don ' t  br ing anyth ing .  

We have everyth i ng .  I ' m i n  a rush .  I f  I ' m l ate to the l ecture,  

they ' l l  be angry. I ' l l  see you another t ime, okay?" 

Turunge stood st i l l ,  th i nk i ng that if she made even 

the sma l l es t  move, she wou ld  co l l apse onto the ground .  Th i s  

meet i ng went d i fferent ly  i n  h e r  dreams .  A l l  s h e  wanted was 

for her son to hug her and k i s s  her, but that d i dn ' t  happen .  

"S l ava ' s  a t  home . . .  L i sten, I ' m not gonna wa i t  for the bus ,  

I ' l l  wa lk .  I ' m so l ate . . .  " I turned around and started wa lk ing 



away from the stat ion ,  then cou l d n ' t  res i st sw i t ch i ng  to run

n i ng as fast as I cou l d .  Our  mother j ust  stood there, no t  know

i ng  what to do .  

That  even i ng, Turunge d id  v i s i t  S l ava and I br ieAy. We sat 

and made sma l l ta l k .  

"How are you?" 

" I ' m  we l l . " 

"And you?" 

" I ' m  we l l  too ."  

Then we parted . There was  noth i ng more to ta l k  about .  

Turunge v i s i ted us several t imes w h i l e  we stud i ed i n  Kras-

nodar. S he ached to at l east catch a g l i m pse of  her sons .  As for 

more, even she probab ly d i d n ' t  d ream of  that .  We d i dn ' t  un

derstand any of  that .  

Turunge often saw her c h i l dren in her dreams - nearly 

every day. They were a lways l i t t l e ,  p l ay i ng  in the sandbox 

and roughhous i ng  on the carpet . Occas i ona l ly  they wou l d  fal l 

and start cry i ng .  She  wou l d  j um p  up  and try to he lp  them , but  

cou l d  never  make i t  i n  t ime to he lp .  She  wou l d  try to run ,  but  

obstac les  wou l d  pop up i n  front  of her. She  wou ld  try to wa lk, 

but  nets she cou l dn ' t  get out  of  wou l d  appear around her arms  

and  l egs . She  wou l d  then start scream i ng, loud ly  a nd  i n hu

man ly, and wa l l s  wou l d  co l l apse ahead, separat i ng  the c h i l 

d ren from her. 

Wi th  t ime ,  ch i l d ren  became mere ly  wonderfu l memor ies  

- fai ry ta le  characters, myth ica l  sons and a daughter. Turunge 

knew that she had them , but  cou l d  never reach them and fee l  

the i r  warmth and love .  

She wou ld  a lways wa i t  for us  on the street, as we  hur

r ied to c l ass ,  but  we were embarrassed by her poverty, frai l 

ty, and strangenes s .  We were embarrassed by the fact that 

she wore four d resses ,  each l ayered upon the next .  r t  was a l l 

the c loth i ng she had . 

We were a l so numb to her love .  
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Every t ime  we wou ld  reca l l  these moments therea fter, we 
wou l d  fee l  uneasy. But what did we know? Bare ly  out of  ado

l escence,  j ust enter ing  rea l  l i fe ,  we s t i l l  cons i dered our moth

er to be a stranger, a s ick woman . We cou ldn ' t  com prehend 

the magn i tude of  the s uffer ing of  her tattered sou l .  

Whenever we wou ld  see her, Father 's image wou ld  ap

pear before us, rem i nd i ng us  of  a l l the love and money he had 

i nvested in us. We fe l t  l i ke we cou l dn ' t  betray h i m .  What we 

saw as betraya l ,  however, was far from i t .  We were s imp ly  

depriv i ng ou r  mother of  that mere h i nt of  warmth ,  wh i ch  was 

a l l she wanted from us .  

Each t ime  I remember th i s ,  I wan t  to scream : "FORG I V E  

U S ,  M A M A !  FORG I V E  U S ! "  



LII 

T he secretary o f  the C i ty Com m u n i st Party Com m i ttee, 

Comrade M urakhovsky, was respons i b l e  for i deo logy 

in K i s lovodsk . He spent as m uch t ime  and effort on i t  

a s  a perfumer does to create a l egendary scen t .  One day, look

i ng out of  the w i ndow of h i s  home,  he was su rpr i sed to see 

men in overa l l s  and ye l l ow hardhats work i ng across the street 

- at the s i te of  the O ld  M arket 's abandoned warehouses . J ust 

l i ke ants,  they c i rc l ed the ha l f-d i l ap i dated b u i l d i ngs,  un l oad ing  

pai nt cans  off the  back of  a truck .  

The  bu i l d i ng  sector was not part of  M urakhovsky's  do

ma in ,  but ,  be i ng  the ideo logy secretary, he fe l t ,  in a way, 

respons i b l e  for a l l  of the c i ty 's res i dents ' sp i r i tua l  pursu i t s ,  

wh ich undoubted ly  i n c l uded construct ion proj ects .  M urak

hovsky grabbed for the phone, l i ke a drown ing  man reach i ng 

for a l i febuoy, and d i a led .  

"He l lq ,  M urakhovsky speak ing .  San-Sanych ,  can you te l l  

me about the construct ion at the O l d  M arket? What are they 

bu i l d ing and on whose author i ty?" 
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Someth i ng  gurg l ed on the other end of the l i ne .  M urak

hovsky looked at the rece i ver in d i sgust and exha led :  

" F i ne .  I ' l l  wa i t  fo r  your report . "  
I n  t en  m i n utes, t he  phone rang aga i n .  M urakhovsky p i cked 

up the rece i ver in a we l l - rehearsed mot ion . 

"A workshop? What k i nd  of workshop? Who gave perm i s

s i on?" He  stood up .  "Why was I not i n formed? Whose accord? 

Put a stop to i t  at once ! "  

The secretary s l ammed the phone down and returned t o  the 

tab l e, d i sp l eased . H i s  appet i te had van i shed . He p icked around 

the p l ate w i th  h i s  fork ,  but d id  so by mere i nert i a .  H i s  wor

r ied w i fe wa lked away from the w i ndow and sat c l oser to her 

husband .  As  a general ru l e ,  her vo l uptuous bust had a sooth i ng  

effect on  M urakhovsky 's menta l  state . 

"Darl i ng, what happened?" 

M urakhovsky put h i s  fork as ide .  

" I t ' s  on ly  temporary, my  dear. J ust . . .  " M urakhovsky stam

mered i n  contem pla t ion .  "Someth i ng 's  happen i ng i n  our  c i ty, 

and I can ' t  qu i te understand what .  . .  There 's construct ion  next 

door, and I don ' t  know who started i t  and why. I f  i t  came from 

' above ' ?" He ra i sed h i s  eyes toward the ce i l i ng .  " I f  it came 

from above,  that 's  fi ne ! "  He exc l a imed reverent ly. " B ut why 

don ' t  I ,  Secretary of the C i ty Com m i ttee, not know about th i s?  

Or am I no longer the secretary?" 

H i s w i fe ' s  eyes grew w ide :  

"What? You ' re no l onger t h e  secretary?" 

"No !  Of course I ' m the secretary ! J ust . . .  " M urakhovsky 

l ooked up  at the ce i l i ng aga i n .  " I  j us t  don ' t  understand what ' s  

go ing  on ," he wh i spered . 

"You need to do someth ing," h i s  w i fe wh i spered i n  re

sponse . She  found benefi t i n  pronounc i ng  w i se words soft ly, 

as peop le  tended to pay c loser attent ion to them . 

M urakhovsky nodded i n  accord .  Three wr ink les  i n ter

sected h i s  forehead . H i s  gratefu l  spouse offered h i m  a bow l 



o f  borscht .  Once i t  was eaten,  M urakhovsky approached 

the w i ndow aga i n .  The act i v i ty at the Old Market had ceased . 

The sec retary le t  ou t  a sat i s fied h i ccup .  

"They stopped ! "  he tr i um phant ly  i n formed h i s  w i fe .  

" I  to l d  you ! So you  are the secretary after a l l ! "  s h e  sa id ,  

de l i ghted a t  her husband 's hero i c  feat .  

Comrade Murakhovsky enjoyed sweet dreams through 

the n ight, but come morn i ng, he was awoken by the rum ble  

of construct ion equ i pment. He ran to the w indow to see a g iant 

excavator d igging near his home, l i ke a hungry dog rummaging 

for bones . H i s hands trem b l i ng, Murakhovsky grabbed the phone. 

"By what author i ty?" he scream ed . 

A man 's vo ice  exp la i ned to h i m  that the construct ion was 

happen i ng per i n struct ions  from the Centra l  Resort Supp ly  Of

fice i n  M oscow. M urakhovsky 's  heart sank and he gr imaced 

in despa i r. 

"The order came from Moscow," he wh i spered to h i s  sm i l 

i n g  w i fe .  "Someth i ng 's happen i ng  i n  the c i ty. O r  w i l l  happen . "  

The w i fe gasped and  l ooked ove r  a t  t he  pot of  red borscht ,  

wh i ch  sat orphaned on the snow-wh i te gas stove brought over 

from F i n land .  

" I  need to ca l l  the cha i rman of  the C i ty Execut i ve  Com

m i ttee," M urakhovsky sudden ly  announced .  

In  the meant ime ,  Erzo l 's fi rst ass i stant, a ta i l or by the name 

of Yura L i sovets ,  sat  g l ued to the l i b rary cha i r, s ketch i ng  new 

men's  and women 's c l oth i ng  des igns  from every fore ign fash

ion magaz i ne  he cou ld  get  h i s  hands on .  

I t  took Erzol  near ly a month to reconstruct the abandoned 

warehouses .  He was constant ly  runn i ng between the Sew ing  

Center and  the  O l d  M arket .  One  even i ng  was  spent v i s i t i ng  

an  o l d  fr iend  - Yos i f  Petrov i c h  Petukhov, d i rector of  the Sew

ing Vocat i ona l  Schoo l .  

Yos i f  Petrov i ch ,  a man of  about fi fty, a lways wore a j acket 

and t i e , even at home.  He and his w i fe had a trad i t i on ,  wh i c h  
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was fo l lowed regard less o f  weather or season - dr i n k i ng tea 

from the samovar on the i r  porch .  

The  meet i ng  took p lace accord i ng  t o  a once-and- for-a l l  

estab l i shed r i tua l . E rzo l wou ld  adm i re the A ower ing garden,  

wh i ch  sh i e l ded the home from pry i ng eyes ,  exchanging sma l l 

ta lk  w i th the l ady of  the house .  The men wou ld  then move 

on to d i scuss  the latest game between Lokomot i v  and Spartak . 

A rguments about forwards prov ided a br i e f  d i stract ion from 

v i ta l  prob lems surround i ng  ta i l or ing workshops - the lack 

of master ta i l ors and the i r  general i ncom petence .  M uch l i ke 

i n  footba l l ,  the men were experts i n  th i s  topi c .  

"Petrov ich ,  I need your g i r l s . "  Erzo l sudden ly  b l u rted out .  

The d i rector l ooked at h i s  w i fe cau t ious ly, mouth agape . 

"Why?" he asked, lower ing h i s  vo i ce and shuffl ing through 

images in h i s  head, each rac ier  than the next .  

" I  need ta i l ors," Erzo l rep l i ed, a l so trans i t i on i ng to a wh i s

per. "Sk i l l ed ones .  I ' m open i ng a workshop ."  

"What workshop?" 

"To process non- l i q u i d  fabri c .  I want to b u i l d  it in the O ld  

M arket . "  

"So that 's what you  want ! "  Petrov i ch  shook h i s  sharp 

beard, wh i ch  he was grow ing  to resem b l e  Fe l i x  Dzerzh i nsky, 

i n  s i l en t  l aughter. "You know my g i r l s .  Take any of  them ."  

" I  don ' t  need one of  them . I need a who le  c l ass .  Do we 

have a dea l?" 

"Why wou ldn ' t  we have a dea l ?  Wri te a proposa l  and we ' l l  

fi l e fo r  an a l l ocat i on .  J us t  make sure to g i ve  them a good sa l 

ary ." 

" I  pay com m iss ion  bonuses .  The more they sew, the more 

they ' l l  get pa id . "  

The  men wen t  on to ta lk  about  th i s  and  that for  a l i t

t le w h i l e .  Then Erzo l said h i s  goodbyes and headed home .  

He  wa l ked through the even ing  c i ty happ i ly, wh i st l i ng  ' Tore

ador ' from the opera Carmen .  The staffing  i ssue for h i s  new 



workshop had been reso l ved . The mere thought of  th i s  bo i l ed 

Erzo l ' s b l ood from exc i tement .  

The next day, Erzo l Babaev went to the office o f  the cha i r

man o f  the C i ty Execut ive  Comm i ttee and fi l ed a pet i t i on ask

ing  perm i s s ion  to bu i l d  an add i t i on  to the new workshop at 

the O l d  M arket .  The secretary hu ffed as she took the papers . 

"The cha i rman i s  at a meet i ng  and can ' t  see any v i s i tors . 

But  l eave the pet i t i on  here, A l eksey Naumov ich ,  and I ' l l make 

sure he gets i t .  

Babaev sm i l ed ga l l an t ly  and handed a paper packet to the 

g i r l . I n tr igued,  the secretary unwrapped i t  and pu l l ed out 

a beaut i fu l  s i l k  scarf. 

"Oh,  A l exe i  Naumov ich ,"  she sa id ,  sm i l i ng ear to ear, 

"you certa i n l y  have a way w i th women ."  

"What way? Th i s  i s  stra ight  from the heart . "  

"Your  heart and  t he  scarf are both l ove ly," t he  secretary 

rep l i ed . "Thank you very much . "  

S he threw the  scarf over  he r  neck ,  wa l ked up  to  a m i rror 

and s tarted look ing at herse l f, u s i ng her reflect ion to toss p l ay

ful  g l ances at the v i s i tor. Then, she casua l ly  wa l ked r ight up  

to Erzo l .  

"Your  name was ment ioned at a meet i ng  yesterday. I heard 

it - j ust bare ly. Comrade M urakhovsky was upset and scream

i ng, demand i ng to know who a l l owed you to start construc t ion 

i n  the c i ty. The cha i rm an of  the execu t ive  com m i ttee agreed 

w i th h i m .  A nyways, don ' t  te l l  anyone I to l d  you, but I th i nk  
you  m i ght have to  pu t  your p l ans  on ho l d ." 

Erzo l I i stened carefu l l y, nodded to thank her for the i nfor

mat ion ,  and qu ie t ly  l e ft the recept ion  area.  

In two hours ,  he was speak ing  to Lobov in M oscow. 

"Ah !  A l eksey ! Happy to hear from you . H ow are th i ngs at 

the workshop?" 

"I  a l ready sent your w i fe a few samp les  from our new ex

per imenta l  co l l ect ion . "  
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"Thank you, thank you,"  Lobov 's vo ice  purred through  

the  rece iver. "We got them . I was  ordered to  convey her  ut

most grat i tude ."  

"G lad to hear i t . "  

"Te l l  me  why you ' re ca l l i ng .  I heard they aren ' t  p l ay i ng 

n i ce  over there?" 

"Yes, there 's a t i ny prob lem . We 'd  l i ke to expand, but 

can ' t  get the construc t ion perm i t s .  Perhaps you cou l d  fac i l i tate 

t h i ngs? 

"You mean w i th Gr igoryev? The cha i rman of  the C i ty Ex

ecut i ve Com m i ttee? Don ' t  worry - I ' l l  ca l l h i m . "  

Erzo l s i ghed i n  re l i ef. Now i t  was a l l  about how Comrade 

M urakhovsky wou l d  counter. 

The fol low ing  day, Father v i s i ted the C i ty Execut i ve  Com

m i ttee cha i rman 's recept i on  area aga i n .  The secretary met  h i m  

w i th a rad i ant  sm i le .  

"He l lo ,  you gal l an t  man .  I have news for you . Sergey 

N iko l ayev i ch  s i gned your pet i t i on .  You may resume construc

t ion . "  

Erzo l p i cked up  the paper i n  d i sbe l i ef, sk immed i t ,  and  the  

sm i l e  gradua l l y  faded off h i s  face .  A reso l ut i on  was  wr i tten 

on the bottom of the paper in sweep i ng handwri t i ng :  ' com

mence construc t ion  on ly  after coord i nat i ng w i th the c i ty ar

ch i tect . '  

Erzo l stood qu ie t  fo r  a moment, menta l ly  storm i ng the l ast 

bast ion .  

"How long unt i l  they meet abou t  the c i ty ' s  arch i tectura l  

i mprovement?" he asked the cha i rm an 's ass i stan t .  She went 

on to shuffle through some papers and emerged i n  about three 

m i n utes ho l d i ng two fo lders in each hand . 
"The next one i s  i n  three months ."  

"There 's  noth i ng sooner?" 

"Sure ly  you understand, A leksey Naumov ich ,  that 

the members of  the C i ty A rch i tectural I mprovement Comm i s -



s i on  are n umero u s .  I n  order to get everyone together, arrange

ments m ust be made .  That takes about three months .  There ' s  

no way to  do i t  q u i cker."  

" I  see . "  

E rzo l stra i ghtened h i m se l f and  darted ou t  o f  the  o ffi ce .  

The  cha i rman 's ass i stant fo l l owed h i m  ou t  w i th a sym pathet i c  

gaze . To th ink  tha t  such  a charm ing  man wou ld  be w i thout  

a w i fe !  
Erzo l went to a card game w i th h i s  friends o n  the Account

ants ' B u i l d i ng veranda .  

" What 's new?" Bor i s  Bug l ak asked .  

" I  went  to the C i ty Execu t ive  Com m i ttee .  F i led a pet i t i on 

for an add i t i on  to the workshop ."  

"What d i d  they say?" 

"They wrote that I have to ' coord i nate w i th the c i ty arch i -

tect ' . " 

"So  what 's the prob lem?" 

Erzo l took a b ig  gu l p  of  beer. 

"The prob l em i s  that that can ' t  happen un t i l three months  

from now, and we need a workshop tomorrow." 

"So  what do we do?" Bor i s  asked . 

"Good t h i ngs come to those who  deserve i t ! "  Erzo l threw 

an ace on  the tab l e .  

The  fo l low i ng day, C i ty Com m i ttee Secretary M urakhovs

ky fe l t  fa i nt in h i s  office .  The emergency doctor d i agnosed 

pre i nfarct ion  syndrome, and the fa i thful  Len i n i st was sent 

to i n ten s i ve care .  The fo l l ow i ng day, he  was transferred to the 

regu lar ward, and from there to a hea l th  resort .  A fo l low-up 

consu l ta t ion recommended another month of  sanator ium re

hab i l i tat i on .  U l t imate ly, it was another three months before 

the C i ty Comm i ttee Secretary returned home .  

M urakhovsky entered h i s  own apartment .  Dear God, he ' d  

been gone for so long .  A sweet s h i ver  swept through th i s  body 

as the nosta lg i c  secretary approached the w indow. The v iew 
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of h is  street warmed h is  sou l .  Comrade M urakhovsky looked 

pens i ve ly  at the courtyard , then s h i fted h i s  gaze at the O ld  

Market and  froze . He  took h i s  g l asses off and  w i ped them 

c l ean - the image rema ined the same .  R i ght i n  the m idd l e  
of  t he  O ld  M arket stood a two-story i ndustr i a l  bu i l d i ng .  B rand 

new and sh i ny, w i th d i sgust i ng ly  bright wa l l s .  

The  secretary 's face turned beet red and  he reached for the 

te lephone .  

"Do you fee l fai nt?" h i s  w i fe asked tender ly .  

"No," M urakhovsky ratt l ed .  "D ia l  th i s  num ber. "  

The  w i fe, strugg l i ng to ge t  he r  fingers i n to the ho les i n  the 

rotary d i sc ,  d i a l ed .  

"San-Sanych ! What i s  th i s  factory that sprung up  before 

my w i ndow? Who a l lowed th i s ?  I n  the c i ty cen ter ! We l l ,  fi nd 

out ! "  

The secretary threw down the rece iver. The phone rang 

three m i nutes l ater. 

"Yes ,  San-Sanych ! Who bu i l t  it? Babaev ! A non- l i qu i d  

fabr i c  process i ng  workshop?" M urakhovsky 's face  took on a 

b l u i sh t i n t  and h i s  vo ice  trans i t i oned to a screech .  "Cal l h i m  

before the C i ty Com m i ttee ! Tomorrow ! H ow dare he ! "  

H e  took a deep breath before dec l ar ing  h i s  fina l  verd ic t ,  

but  the other end of the l i ne  sa id  someth i ng to h i m .  

"How?" h e  gasped . H i s  face was near ly purp l e .  "He  

got perm i s s i on from the  Central Com m i ttee i t se l f?  Ho ld  

on ,  I d i dn ' t  hear you  r ight ,  bad connect ion  . . .  " M urakhovs

ky paused .  He l ooked out of  the w i ndow, even took off h i s  

g l asses .  " L i sten,  San-Sanych,  I thought about i t, maybe w e  

shou ldn ' t  ca l l anyone before the C i ty Com m i ttee .  Perhaps Ba

baev 's r ight? You know, now that I ' ve l ooked at i t  more c l ose

ly, the workshop doesn ' t  l ook ha l f  bad . J us t  l i ke an apartment 

bu i l d i ng ! I t  even im proves the l andscape.  M uch better than 

a vacant lo t . "  
M urakhovsky gent ly  hung up the  phone .  



"That rasca l ! "  he sa id ,  w i p ing  sweat off  h i s  brow.  " We i  I ,  l e t  

the rasca l  be a rasca l ! Wi thout  the arch i tect ' s  consent or any

t h i ng !  J ust a ca l l from above . Some connect ions  t h i s  guy has ! "  

A few days l ater, Erzo l ran i nto M urak hovsky's  fr iend -

the cha i rman o f  the C i ty Execut ive  Comm ittee . He  stopped 

h im ,  shook h i s  head, and sa i d :  

"A leksey, d i d n ' t  I te l l  you t o  coord i nate? A nd you j us t  

went ahead and bu i l t i t .  I te l l  you - I g i ve you a fi nger, and you 
b i te off the who le  hand . "  

"Te l l  me  your  secre t .  H ow do you  do i t?" Bor i s  Bug l ak 

asked Erzo l the next t ime  the group  was p l ay i ng cards on the 

porch .  

The  friends l ooked among them se l ves s l y ly. 

" We wou l dn ' t  want you to get i n  troub l e ! "  

"What for? I ' m not do ing  anyth i ng wrong ! "  

"Of course you are n ' t !  One cou l d  say that, i f  not for you,  

our peop le  wou l d  be wa l k i ng around naked ."  

Everyone erupted i n  l aughter. 
"So?" Erzo l asked, l i ft i ng h i s  shot g l as s .  "To the start 

of good bus i ness?" 

"To the start of good bus i ness ! "  the two others echoed 

m un i son .  

The  men c l i nked the i r  g l asses .  

A few days l ater, w h i l e  wa l k i ng near the workshop,  Er

zo l Babaev came  across a sta i rcase beh ind  a h i l l  that l ed un

derground . I ntr igued,  he descended and found a meta l  door 

w i th a p l aque read i ng  ' Caut ion - Entry Forb i dden ' .  Th i s  was 

the c i ty bomb she l ter, l e ft over from wart ime .  

"That wou ld  make an  exce l l ent  warehouse ! "  Erzo l ex

c l a imed .  

The  very next day, he was  a t  the C i ty Execu t ive  Com m i ttee 

cha i rman 's office .  The conversat ion  took no more than twenty 

m i nutes .  Father wa l ked out of  the  office wav ing  a p i ece of  pa

per - a renta l  perm i t .  The C i ty M i l i tary Com m i ttee protested 
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in vain that the who le  c i ty wou ld  per i sh  shou ld a war w i th 

C h i na break out, s i nce there wou l dn ' t  be anywhere to h ide .  

N o  one  cou ld  do anyth i ng about Babaev, and  none  o f  h i s  

friends understood where h i s  power was  rooted . On ly  Fa

ther knew the secret to h i s  success, and he kept i t  under l ock 

and key. 



Liii  

My brother and I each fi n i shed our fi rst years o f  un i 

vers i ty. Father cont i n ued t o  take care of  us  and  regu

l ar ly v i s i ted K rasnodar, a lways br i ng i ng Va len t ina  

a long .  She  wou ld  qu i ck ly  se t  a tab l e  and we wou l d  spend 

hours te l l i ng Father stor ies  of our  happen i ngs .  Erzo l seemed 

happy in those moments .  He wou l d  s i t  and l i sten to us  atten

t i ve ly, often w i th a stern or i ncredu l ous express ion ,  sm i l i ng  

rare ly  and  often respond i ng w i th  a vague "We l l ,  then . "  

Ya lya scurr ied about i n  t he  background ,  e i ther putt i ng 

p l ates on the tab l e  or c l ear ing them . I n  a few hours ,  she some

how managed to fi l l  our  bache lor pad w i th home ly  c harm . 

One t ime, dur ing our t h i rd year, Father v i s i ted us  a lone .  

H e  qu ie t ly  entered the apartment, tossed h i s  fat br iefcase i nto 

the foyer and entered the l i v i ng w i thout  tak i ng off h i s  coat .  

He  sa t  a t  t he  tab l e .  

"M ake some  tea," he to ld  me .  

I wen t  to pu t  the kett l e  on the  stove . 
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"Where 's Va lya?" I asked, sens i ng that som eth i ng strange 

was happen ing .  

For whatever reason,  Father shot me  an enraged g l ance .  

The conversat ion cont i nued accord i ng to usua l  protoco l . 

"How are you? What 's  new at schoo l ?" and so on .  B ut the fact 

that Father wasn ' t  h i mse l f d i dn ' t  go unnot i ced . 

Later that even i ng, after he had l eft  and we were on our  

own,  I asked S l ava : 

"Do you know what happened to Va lya?" 

He l ooked at me wari l y  and vague ly sh rugged . 

" I  don ' t  understand your s i gna l s ! "  I burst out .  

S l ava grimaced . 

"They broke up," he sa id .  

"How? They ' ve been together for e l even years . "  

I n  response, S l ava shrugged aga i n .  We d idn ' t  speak of  i t  

agai n .  S l ava went  to Zoya's ,  and  I h i t  the books .  Focus i ng, 

however, was out of the q uest i on .  Va lya had been a second 

mother to me ,  and we were very c l ose .  I l i ked to cons i der my

se l f  to be one of  her favor i tes .  And now she was out of  my 

l i fe .  Th i s  was ak i n  to betrayal . I was s t i l l  unsk i l l ed i n  rebuffi ng 

such b i tter tw i sts o f  fate, and took i t  very hard . 

I hoped that Valya and Father wou ld  reconc i l e ,  and that 

everyth i ng that S lava sa i d wou ld  turn out  to be wrong, but 

days went by, as did weeks,  and Valya d i dn ' t  v i s i t .  Only then 

d id I conc l ude that th i s  was i t .  

What rea l l y  happened between them wasn ' t  revealed 

to me unt i  I years l ater. 

Dur ing the summer, Valya fe l t  that someth i ng odd was 

happen ing to her. H er figure grew not i ceab ly  p l umper, wh i ch  

was  annoy ing to  a woman he r  age, and, t o  add, she started 

gett i ng sudden fa intness ep i sodes .  At fi rst ,  she cha l ked it up  

to a co ld .  But  days wen t  by, and  the  fai ntness rema i ned, j o i ned 

by nausea. Valya started gett i ng  ser ious ly  concerned and went 

to the doctor. 



Watch i ng  the doctor wash h i s  hands be fore the exam , 

she grew nervous .  She  thought  o f  the worst : ' ser ious  i l l n ess '  

or someth i ng  even more dread fu l .  Bu t  after the exam , the doc

tor l ooked at her happ i l y  and sa i d :  

"Congratu l a t i ons ! "  

Va lya was taken aback .  

"What for?" 

"Congrat u l at i ons ,  Va l en t i na  . . .  " The doctor paged thro ugh 

the med ica l  h i s tory in search of  her patronym . "Yo u ' re expect

ing a ch i l d . " 

The wal l s  s tarted sw i m m i ng before her eyes . Had she 

not been s i tt i ng ,  she  wou ld  have co l l apsed . 

"How far a long?" 

"Four  mon ths . "  

Va lya b i t  he r  l i p  and l e ft t he  office ,  forgett i ng to  say  good

bye. She d i d n ' t  have the courage to go home to Erzo l ,  so she 

went to her mother ' s .  

" I ' m  pregnant , ' '  she  s a i d  r ight  off t he  bat .  

Her mother c l asped her hands, a l so frightened . 

"How do you th i n k  E rzol  w i l l  take i t?" 

"I don ' t  know. He i s n ' t  u sed to su rpr i ses  from my end . "  

I ndeed, after e l even years of  the i r  l i fe together, E rzo l 

stopped worry i ng  about the poss i b i l i ty o f  hav i ng another 

ch i l d ,  and here was th i s .  

Next day, a t  work, s h e  approached Erzo l a t  an opportune  

moment .  

"We need to ta lk ,"  she sa id .  

"What happened?" he grumb led .  

" I ' m  pregnant . "  

"H ow?" Erzo l stared a t  her as i f  she had to l d  h im that 

the moon had fa l l en from the sky. 

"Three months ."  

Valya fe l l  s i l en t  and l owered her gaze, then l ooked up  at 

Erzo l .  
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"Why are you l i ke th i s?  You wanna k i l l  me ,  or someth ing? 

You th ink  I did i t  on purpose?" 
Someth i ng  strange came over Erzo l ' s  eyes as he I i s tened 

to Va lya's words .  He wasn ' t  ready for t h i s .  The b l ack coa l s  that 
sudden ly  rep laced them burned w i th suffer ing ,  wh i ch  was turn

ing i nto rage . He  d i dn ' t  t h i nk  about her pregnancy, but that she 

had tr i cked h im ,  did someth ing  to d i srupt h i s  p lans .  But what 

if it was true? The fl ame l eapt i nto h i s  sou l ,  but he q uenched 

i t  w i th i nv i s i b l e  tears . Erzo l paced around the room . 

"Are you sure there i s n ' t  a m i stake?" 

"Oh, dear God . No, there i s n ' t  a m i stake . "  Va lya sm i l ed at 

h i m  exhausted ly. 

Erzo l sa id noth i ng e l se and left the office as hundreds 

of quest ions  c i rc l ed around in h i s  head . He  returned home 

g l ummer than a storm c l oud .  L iza was at the stove, about 

to put a g i ant  pie i nto the oven . Not i c i ng  the express ion  on Er

zo l 's face, she put i t  as ide .  

"What 's  wrong?" 

Erzo l l ooked at the w i ndow for a long wh i le ,  the i1 broke 

down and to l d  her. L iza grabbed her head . 

"How cou l d  she? She  d i d  i t  on purpose . . .  To t i e  you 

down ."  

" L iza - are you  ser ious?" 

Erzo l was surpr i sed by h i s  s i ster 's react ion ,  but the seeds 

of the notion of Valya t ry i ng to ' t i e  h i m  dow n '  fe l l  upon fert i l e  

so i l .  
"She i s n ' t  your w i fe ! "  L i za exc la imed,  her eyes w iden ing .  

"She needs to have an  abortion .  You can ' t  have another c h i l d .  

You haven ' t  yet rai sed the fou r  you have ."  

Erzo l ' s  headache grew sharper, and the I i ghts i n  the room 
seemed to d im . 

"She 's  too far a long .  Who 's go i ng to do i t?" 

"I have p l enty of friends who can find  someone ."  

"What i f  I marri ed her?" 



L i za looked l i ke she ' d  been struck by l i ghtn i ng .  

"Are you  nu ts? Say tha t  to M other, and  she ' l l  have a heart 

attac k ! "  L i za started runn i ng around  the k i tchen . "What were 

you th i n k i ng? You can ' t  cont i n ue s tepp i ng on the same rake 

over and over ! They ' re u s i ng you . She shou ld  have warned 

you . "  
Tha t  was  a terr i fy i ng word for Father. Be i ng used by  some

one was the one t h i ng i n  the wor ld  he feared mos t .  

"Not  to men t ion  tha t  she i sn ' t  J ew i sh ,"  L i za con t i nued . 

She  grew more and more nervou s .  L i za was never one 

to revea l  her thoughts ,  and here she was, sp i l l i ng them a l l  l i ke 

a dam had burs t .  Had the s i t uat ion  been d i fferent ,  Erzo l wou ld  

have found  he r  reac t ion  a l arm i ng, bu t  i n  th i s  case, he a lmost  

agreed w i th her. 

"What 's  w rong w i th  what you have now?" L iza cont i n ued . 

"You need a woman? F i ne - here she i s ,  r igh t  at your s i de .  

Take her !  L i ve w i th he r !  No  one ' s  te l l i ng he r  to go ! By why  

go  to t he  wedd i ng reg i s try? Was i t  h e r  i dea? I ' I I  ta l k  to her 

myse l f. "  

"Ca lm down . "  Erzo l s l apped h i s  pa lm on the tab l e .  

L i za ' s  eyes w i dened, a s  i f  he r  brother had tru ly crossed 

the l i ne .  

" I ' d  rather d i e  than see you  marry her ! "  

S h e  sa id  t h i s  s o  sudden ly, w i th such rage, that Erzo l  re

co i l ed .  Th i s  adm i s s ion  was ak i n  to an i l lega l  wrest l i ng maneu

ver - a gut  punch - but  i t  worked . 

Erzo l took a bott l e  of  vodka out  of  the cupboard, poured 

h imse l f  a fu l l  g l ass ,  and drank i t .  

H e  tr ied read ing  t h e  paper, bu t  everyth i ng there was 

the same .  A five-year p lan be ing fu l fi l l ed i n  four. B rezhnev 's  

negot ia t ing w i th Tsedenba l .  A l l  these th i ngs were so d i stant 

from h i s  l i fe ,  from the prob lems that i n terrupted h i s  peace

ful ex i stence .  He returned to the k i tchen ,  made some tea 

and drank it , cup after cup, tense ly  ponder ing someth i ng as he 
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did i t .  A du l l  d i sp l easure w i th Va lya grew and grew. A fter e l ev

en years, he was overcome by a strong des i re to dot a l l  the ' i ' s .  

The fol low i ng morning, he approached Va lya a t  t h e  Sew

ing Center. S he was the fi rst one that  had showed up .  

"Did you not  l eave work l ast  n ight?" she asked qu ie t ly, 

enter ing h i s  office .  N ot wa i t i ng for an answer, she p i cked 

someth i ng up  off h i s  desk,  a pattern , a sketch,  or a cut  of  fab

ric - Erzol  d i dn ' t  get a chance to see what i t  was - and turned 

around to l eave . 

"S tay," he to l d  her, bare ly  aud i b ly .  

Valya stood s t i l l .  

"Why?" 

"S i t  down," he commanded in a stee ly vo ice .  "I thought 

about what you had to l d  me yesterday. You need to end 

the pregnancy." 

"Are you crazy? N o  one has abort i ons at that stage . "  

"And I sa id  you ' l l  ge t  one," Erzo l sa id  i n  a threaten i ng 

vo ice .  "You want to t i e  me  down? I don ' t  need that freak ! "  

Valya l eft the office ,  carefu l ly c l os i ng  the door beh i nd her. 

Th i s  was that very moment  when a l l love was los t .  

She  d i dn ' t  speak to or look at anyone for the res t  of the 

workday. Whenever E rzo l  entered the workshop, Valya 

seemed to shr ink ,  as if  an i nv i s i b l e  force was pu l l i ng  her away, 

beyond the bounds of h i s  contro l .  

The even i ng before Valya to l d  Erzol of  her pregnancy, 

H avo and L iza were a lone i n  the k i tchen . 

"Have you not iced how she l ooks?" 

"What do you mean, M am a?" 

"What do you th ink? Valka . . .  " Th i s  was the fi rst t ime  

H avo had referred to  he r  w i th t he  d im inut ive .  "She  l ooks odd ."  

"Same as  a lways, i f  you ask  me ,"  L iza sa id ,  stretch i ng her  

words .  

"Are you serious?" H avo sa id ,  i rr i tated . " I ' m  not  b l i nd .  
J ust l ook a t  her." 



"What are you tal k i ng about ,  M ama?" 

"Oh, you c h i l dren . . .  Teach you or not . . .  " H avo began , 

i n  frustrat i on .  " F i ne .  T ime w i l l  te l l . " 

She  was s i l en t  for some t i me,  occup i ed w i th her d i l emmas ,  

then  turned to L i za and sa id .  

"Do me a favor  and  take another look  a t  Va lka .  She  seems 

to have ga i ned we igh t .  U nderstand?" 

L i za c l asped her hands ,  star i ng at H avo .  

"You don ' t  say . . .  " 

H avo ra i sed her eyes to the ce i l i ng .  

"M ama, that 's imposs i b l e .  I ' ve  ta l ked to he r  about i t  many 

t imes .  She  takes precau t ions . "  

"Oh ,  for heaven 's sake ! Look at her  yourse l f, then te l l me  

i f  I ' m r i gh t  or no t .  Th i s  i s n ' t  a d i s l ocated shou l der. You can ' t  

correct t h i s  a s  eas i ly ." 

L i za stayed q u i et ,  ponder i ng her  mother 's words .  

"Cou l d  she have  done  i t  on purpose?" 

"I  don ' t  know what I can th i n k .  I t 's not l i ke my word is l aw 

to you k i ds ! I j us t  te l l  i t  as I see i t , you know?" H avo started 

c l atter i ng  pots . "E l even years together. That 's no j oke . . .  Who 

knows what ' s  go ing  on in  that  head?" 

So  when the fo l l ow i ng day her brother to l d  her about 

Valen t i na ' s  pregnancy, L iza exp loded . H er pos i t i on toward 

Va lya 's  future ch i l d  was i rreconc i l ab l e .  H avo cou l d  he lp  Rus

s i ans ,  cou l d  be p l easant w i th them, but wou l d  never in  her l i fe 

agree to m i x  her c lan 's  b l ood w i th  them . Such  was the l aw 

of her ancestors . 

Valya m i l l ed about for a day or  two, then found a doctor 

on her own, through friends .  When Erzo l to l d  her ' I  don ' t  need 

that freak ' ,  he k i l led a l l the fee l i ngs she ever head for h i m ,  

and her hope for the i r  future .  

S h e  went t o  a basement apartment  a t  t h e  appo i nted t ime .  

She fe l t  exhausted, unab l e  to make a s i ng l e  gesture .  I f  one 

were to ask her what street she  was on ,  she cou ldn ' t  answer. 
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She went home nearly b l i nd ly. She had money for a tax i ,  

and, t o  add i n su l t  t o  i nj u ry, no dr i ver wanted to  trave l  i n to 

the boon ies  where her home was .  S he was forced to wait for a 

bus .  She  cou l dn ' t  get the doctor 's words out of  her m i nd :  "You 

wou ld  have had tw i ns .  Boys . "  

Va lya bare ly reca l l ed how she got home .  She opened 
the door and fa i nted in the ha l lway, scar i ng her mother ha l f 

to death .  

How long d id  she l i e  i n  bed?  S he seemed to lose  count  
of  the days .  Ev i dent ly, she needed to be rescued after what 

had happened to her, but  there was no one there to do so .  And,  

for some reason,  her mother kept  say i ng terr i b l e  t h i ngs to Val 

ent i na, words that p i erced he r  l i ke rusty sp i kes .  

"He  corrupted you . He  tore you from your  sons .  A l l  you 

have l eft i s  a los t  sou l .  What i f  you can ' t  have k id s  aga in?  D i d  

you th i nk about that?" 

Valya l i stened in s i l ence,  w i thout  rep ly i ng, tears pour ing 

from her eyes . 

One day, there was a knock on the i r  door. E rzo l stood 

on the thresho ld  w i th a bouquet  of  ftowers . When Valya heard 

t h i s , she asked her mother not  to le t  h i m  i n .  

"Te l l  h im  I don ' t  fee l we l l !  I ' m s i ck," she sa id ,  and cov

ered her head wi th the b l anket .  

Through the wal l ,  Valya cou l d  hear E rzo l 's eager vo ice 

and her mother 's  rep l ies  that her daughter was s i ck .  When 

the front door c losed and she heard the sound of a car dri v i ng 

way beyond the w i ndow, Valya ca l l ed her mother and to ld  her 

to throw away the ft owers that he had l eft for her. 

A who le  week had passed before Valya was ab le  to return 

to work. Everyth i ng at the Sew i ng Center was as it was before, 
short of  everyone seem i ng to l ook at her w i th sympathy. 

When Valya saw E rzo l ,  she nodded to h im ,  as one wou l d  
t o  a good friend,  b u t  no  more. S he  d i dn ' t  come t o  h i s  home 

w i th h im the fi rst even i ng, or the second .  He  tr ied to make 



conversat ion  and j oke around ,  but  she  e i ther d i d n ' t  understand 

h i m  or pretended not to .  Someth i ng i n  the i r  re lat i ons h i p  had 

broken ,  l i ke the w i n d i ng mechan i sm in a ch i l d 's toy. 

Va lya 's  mother, see i ng her state, wou ld  often come up  
to  he r  daughter, hug her, and  both wou ld  start weep i ng .  

"You shou ld  have kept them," he r  mother once  to ld  her. 

"We cou ld  have ra i sed them ."  

"Yeah?" Va lya rep l i ed hyster i ca l ly. " B ut what good i s  that 

now?" 

S he fe l l  s i l en t .  

A fter about  three weeks ,  Va lya d i d n ' t  show up to work .  

Erzo l ca l l ed her at home .  Her  mother sa id  tha t  she was s i ck  

and  can ' t  come  to t he  phone .  

E rzo l i rate ly  threw the phone as i de and d i d n ' t  ca l l aga i n .  

" I f  s h e  wants to, she ' l l  come," he  exc l a i med hot -headed ly. 

A fter Yalya hadn ' t  come to work for a who le  week, i t  oc-

curred to h i m  that someth i ng was wrong, so he got on a tax i 

and went  to her home .  H e  knocked . I t  was a w h i l e  before 

someone responded . F i na l ly, Ya lya ' s  m other came to the door, 

d i sp l eased by the no i se .  

"What 's w i th  a l l the commot ion?" she asked . 

E rzo l was speech less .  

"Don ' t  you recogn ize me?" H i s  face erupted i n  customary 

red anger spots . " I  want to ta l k  to Va lya ."  

"She i s n ' t  here . "  

"What do you mean, she i sn ' t  here?" 

" Exac t ly  that ! She l eft .  D i dn ' t  say where to ."  

Erzo l shook h i s  head i n  d i sbe l i ef.  

"You want to l ook  for yourse l f?" t he  o l d  woman sa i d  an

gr i ly  and opened the doors w i de before h i m .  There wasn ' t  

as m uch a s  a h i n t  of  Yalya ' s  presence .  Even t h e  c l osets ,  wh i ch  

she  opened for h im ,  d i dn ' t  have a s i ng l e  one  of  he r  d resses 

in them . 
"So where d i d  she go?" 
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"I don ' t  know. " 

ot \Vant ing to go home, Erzo l to ld the dr i ver to go back 

to the Sew ing Center. Regard less of the late hour, the workshop 

teemed w i th act i v i ty. Erzo l went up to the second A oor and went 

to the human resources department, where Va lya 's friend worked .  

"Do you know what happened to Va lya?" 

"Oh, ' ' she rep l i ed, frazz led .  "I thought you knew. S he qu i t . "  

"What do you  mean she q u i t?" 

"She  came by the other day. Asked not to d i sturb you,  sa id  

she ' l l  exp l a i n  i t  to you in  person ,  and q u i t . "  

He  s l ammed the door, ran to the  workshop, and  s tarted i n 

terrogat i ng Valya 's  fr iends .  They confi rmed that s he  was p l an

n i ng to qu i t  - seem i ng ly  i ntend i ng  to move to another c i ty. 

"A lone?" E rzo l asked i n  d i sbe l i ef. 

"W i th Va lera ."  

"What Valera?" 

Th i s  was l i ke a bad dream . Erzo l s tarted l augh i ng .  Va l era 

was the i r  dr iver, who stud i ed i n  the same school  as h i s  sons . 

Erzol  had i n troduced h im  to Va lya so that he cou l d  dr ive her 

to and from work.  What other ta i lor cou l d  boast  a pr ivate 

dr i ver? Babaev ' s  women a lways got the very best ,  j us t  l i ke 

the w i ves of C i ty Com m i ttee Secretar ies  and party offic ia l s .  

How cou l d  she  abandon a l l that? 

But the truth was funny to the point of  be ing banal . Valya 

had escaped . Escaped w i th the i r  chauffeur, l eav ing h im - Er

zol  Babaev. Father was ready for anyth i ng, except abandon

ment .  He t h i rsted for revenge . Or, perhaps, he  s imp ly  d i dn ' t  

real i ze that he  was suffer ing .  

A dreary autumn fol lowed. The days seemed hope less ly gray, 

the streets deserted . One could walk along K i s lovodsk's centra l ,  

most  beautifu l  street wi thout encountering a s ingle person .  

The c i ty descended i nto a s l eepy stupor. There were days 

where a bound less  sadness permeated the a i r, much  l i ke 

the angu i sh  that fi I led the heart of  the abandoned man,  who, 



sudden ly a lone ,  rea l i zed that h i s  pr ior  good mood and peace 

of m i nd turned out to have been love .  

On ly  a year later, after we graduated from un i vers i ty, d i d  

I f i nd o u t  that Va lya was back i n  K i s l ovodsk . S h e  and Va lera 
h i d  i n  S hevchenko,  U kra i ne for a who le  year. When Va lya 's  

sav i ngs were exhausted,  they returned .  

Whether or no t  she was  happy i n  her marr i age, Erzol 

d i d n ' t  know. Nor d i d  he care, for that  matter. The fact was that 

Va lera had offic i a l ly  become her husband .  

The  return t o  K i s l ovodsk had certa i n  conseq uences 

for Va len t i na  as we l l .  She  dec i ded to turn to her o ld friends 

for he l p .  One of  her  and E rzo l 's  fe l l ow students at the Sov i et 

Trade I n st i tu te was a man named N i ko l ay, a Georg i an man 

w i th a co lorful  appearance .  By then ,  he  had become a depart

ment  superv i sor at the C i ty Execu t i ve  Com m i ttee D i n i ng Ser

v i ces office .  Va lya dec i ded to turn to h i m .  

The o l d  friends greeted one another warm ly. 

"Long t ime ,  no see ! "  

Someth i ng  seemed t o  bother N iko l ay, bu t  Va lya pa id i t  no 

m i nd .  

"Ko lya, I need a j ob .  I heard that they need a d i rector a t  

t he  c i rcus  cafe .  You know that I have  exper ience and  that I can 

hand l e  i t . "  

N i ko l ay gr imaced . 

"Who to ld  you?" 

"Z ina  M alyarova .  Remember her? She s tud ied w i th u s .  

She was  promoted, and  now he r  spot ' s  free ."  

"We l l ,  yes . I t ' s free," N i ko l ay rep l i ed ,  h i s  eyes  dart i ng  

around the room . "But .  . .  I ' m so sorry, but  I can ' t  g i ve you  

that j ob . "  

"Why no t?  I t 's  ava i lab le ,  i sn ' t  i t ?  You don ' t  t h i nk  I ' m 

a good fi t?" 

Va lya was annoyed . She had such  hopes for th i s  j ob ,  
and Kolya seemed to be h i d i ng someth ing .  

Erzof 

295 



Igor Babaev 

296 

"No, you ' re a good fi t .  B ut here 's the th i ng . . .  We l l  - you 

know, fi rst you d i sappeared, and now you 've  reappeared . . .  

Ask ing  for work . . .  " 

"What?" Sudden ly, Va lya came to a rea l i zat i on .  " Erzo l 

forbade you, d i dn ' t  he? H e  forbade you to h i re me,  r i ght?" 

She fe l l  s i lent ,  shocked by the extent of  Erzo l ' s  i n fl uence . 

N i ko lay grew even more nervous .  

" I  don ' t  medd l e  i n  your affa i rs .  Yes ,  there 's  a spot .  Let  me 

th i nk  i t  over. Come back in  a week ,  okay?" 

Va lya was uneasy for a who le  week, a l l  in nerves . She fi 

nal ly  went back t o  N i ko l ay, w h o  greeted her happ i ly - th i s  

t i m e  appear ing genu i ne .  

"Your bus i ness i s  sett led ,"  he sa id  r i ght away. "Don ' t  wor

ry. " 

Va lya sm i led ,  bare ly v i s i b l y. Erzo l was merc i fu l  after 

a l l .  Someth i ng s t i rred w i th i n  her sou l before d i sappear ing .  

The past cou l d  not  be brought back .  

Valya dreaded the i r  encounter, but i t  d id  take p lace, a t  Er

zo l 's own i n i t i at i ve,  no less .  One day, he v i s i ted the c i rcus ,  

c l ear ly unconcerned w i th  the show. H e  bought  a t i cket but went 

stra ight  to the cafeter ia .  W h i l e  tra i ned predators bared the i r  

teeth on t h e  arena, he stood by  t h e  counter ta l k i ng t o  Va lya .  

He wou l d  cont i nue to come by.  The conversat ions  were 

l arge ly about noth i ng  i n  part i c u l ar. H e  seemed to be try i ng 

to pave a path back to her  heart ,  try i ng to br ing back w hat 

had been lost .  Perhaps that 's  when he rea l ized he l oved her 

- for the fi rst t ime in h is  l i fe .  When he fi na l l y  knew i t, he  d i d  

everyth i ng he cou l d  t o  br ing he r  back .  B ut i t  wa s  a l l  i n  va i n .  

O h ,  how he tr ied t o  w i n  Va lya bac k !  Each t ime,  he  wou ld  

b r i ng  a new woman w i th  h im - younger or o lder - and  i ntro

duce her, as if try i ng to te l l  her :  ' Look - I ' m not a lone .  I ' m fi ne 

w i thout you . '  But  the more of them he brought over, the more 

obv ious i t  became to Valya that he m i sses her. 

One day, she cou ldn ' t  res i st and asked h im : 



"Why do you keep show i ng o ff your  g i r l s  to me? What  use 

are they to me? S top i t . "  

Father l aughed i t  o ff, seem i ng ly  rea l i z i ng h i s  b l u nder. 

Bu t  h i s  most  su rpr i s i ng  act came l ater, when Va lya was 

once aga in  pregnant ,  t h i s  t ime  qu i te  obv ious ly .  Father came 

to her at the  cafeter ia and asked her d i rect l y :  
"Come back to me .  G i ve b i rt h  t o  you r  ch i l d  and  come 

back .  I ' l l  ra i se  h i m ." 

Bu t  Va lya d i d n ' t  be l i eve h i m .  

" I  can ' t , "  she sa i d .  " Let 's j ust  b e  fri ends .  We don ' t  need a l l  

t h i s .  We had a good t i m e .  Le t ' s  remem ber that ,  and not ho l d  

grudges .  

Erzo l was  q u ie t  for a ha l f a m i nute ,  then nodded angr i l y. 

" F i ne . "  

He  never  went  to the c i rcu s  aga i n .  

A young g i r l  - a l so named o f  Va lya - whom E rzo l 

had brought  to the  c i rcus  several t imes ,  became h i s  w i fe 

and brought  h i m  happ i ness : a c h i l d  - a g i r l they named Katya. 

The friendsh i p  between the fi rs t  Va len t i na  - let 's ca l l her 

that - and our father rema i ned .  M any years l ater, w h i l e  in tran

si t t h rough M oscow, she even stayed in Erzo l 's  apartment ,  met  

h i s  w i fe ,  her  namesake Va lya, and the i r  daughter. They be

came fr iends .  And  that ' s  how strange l i fe can be somet imes .  
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I n the meant ime, S l ava  graduated from un i vers i ty and was 

ass igned to work at the Krasnodar D i st i l l i ng P l ant ,  assum

ing the key pos i t i on of  ch ief  techno log i s t .  Th i s ,  of  course,  

d i dn ' t  happen w i thout  Father 's he lp .  

Un t i l a certa in  t ime, we ,  h i s  c h i l dren ,  d i dn ' t  pay much  

thought to the fac t  t ha t  he  was  gu id i ng  our  fates l i ke a sk i l l  

j uggler hand l i ng h i s  p i n s .  The on ly  aspect o f  our  l i ves that 

Erzo l d i dn ' t  i nterfere in,  a l l ow ing  us  to fee l ,  to a certa i n  po i n t, 

free, was romance - matters of the heart .  

Dur i ng t h e  fi na l  years of my s tud ies ,  I wou ld  v i s i t  my o lder 

brother at the p l ant  qu i te often, pretend ing to be a contractor. 

A fter I ' d get a pass and come in ,  S l ava wou ld  take me  to h i s  

office  and supp ly me w i t h  bott l e s  of  l i q ueurs ,  cognac and oth

er potab les .  To the j oy of  my fe l low students ,  I wou ld  br ing 

the bott l e s  to the dorm s to help ce lebrate b i rt hdays and other 

occas ions .  



I t  was here at the d i st i l l i ng p l ant  that S l ava i n t roduced 

me to a g i r l . H i s student days were beh i nd  h i m ,  and Zoya, 
the co lone l ' s  daughter and ne ighbor, had a l ready been forgot

ten ,  free i ng S l ava ' s  heart to be occup i ed by others . 

We sat i n  the d i n i ng room,  d i scuss i ng  cu rrent events . S ud

den ly, S l ava ' s  speech cu t  o ff  and he poi nted somewhere be

h i nd my back .  

"Wa i t ! Turn around and  take a l ook - but  casua l ly .  There ' s  

a g i r l  s i t t i ng by the w i ndow. 

I d id what he sa id ,  but  d i d n ' t  spot  anyone worthy o f  our 

atten t i on .  

"No ,  no t  that way ! The other d i rect i on . "  

I repeated the same maneuver i n  t he  other d i rect i on  

and  spotted the one that caught my brother 's eye . 

"Galya," S l ava w h i spered . "Not  bad, r ight?" 

She had a long,  ova l  face and j et-b l ack  ha i r. She had dark 

eyes, a stra igh t  nose,  narrow l i ps and a sharp c h i n .  H er ma i n  
asset was  he r  snow-w h i te sk i n  - sk i n  tone that was  ach i eved 

by centur ies  of  l i v i ng in Caucasus ' s  fogs, wh i ch  wash wom

en 's faces from generat i on  to generat i on .  

"N ot bad, r i ght? Go for i t . "  

"You go for i t ,  S l ava . " 

We changed the subj ect ,  forgett i ng about the g i r l .  A month  
passed, then another, then s ix .  At  one o f  our  subsequent  meet
i ngs, S l ava adm i tted to the fact that he  and Ga lya started dat
mg. 

"Who are her parents?" 

" H er mother 's Adyghe and her father 's  Russ i an . "  

"N ot J ew i sh ,  then?" 

"No .  So  what? Anyways, w e ' re ser ious . "  

" L i ke you were w i th  Zoya?" 

"No way - more ser ious than that . L i sten ,  I gor, I need your 

adv ice . "  
S l ava paused . I was a l l  ears . 
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"What if t h i s  is where my fate l i es? What if I need to  . . .  

we l l , "  he ra i sed h i s  eyes toward the ce i l i ng .  " I  wanna marry 

her. "  

"Why? I f  you  l i ke her, j ust keep dat i ng her. "  

"No,  she ' s  not l i ke that .  I t 's ser i ous .  J ust don ' t  te l l  Fa

ther anyt h i ng yet, but I t h i nk  that . . .  " S l ava d i d n ' t  fi n i s h .  Two 

wr ink le s  form ed at the br i dge of  h i s  nose as he sank deep i n to 

thought .  

"Do you know what you ' re say i ng? You ' re i n  deep,  o l d  

man , "  I rep l i ed ,  t ry i ng to  pu t  some  sense i n to h i m .  

"Of course I know. That 's why I asked fo r  your adv i ce .  

Speak i ng of wh i ch ,  you d i d n ' t  say what you th ink of her. "  

"What 's there to say? Congratu l at i ons .  Dam n,  I ' m very 

l ate .  I ' m sorry, but  I need to run . "  

I rea l l y  was i n  a rush t o  get somewhere . S l ava shoved 

a requ i s i te l i q uor bott l e  in my br iefcase, and wal ked me  to the 

door. Patt ing  me on the shou l der, he asked aga i n :  

" S o  you rea l l y  d o  l i ke her?" 

" Wou ld  I l i e to you?" 

That 's where we parted . Afterwards ,  I saw Galya and S l a

va together many t imes .  He i ns i sted that we get to know each 

other better. One t ime, we a l l  took a wa lk  through the c i ty 

and went to a cafe. Dur ing our wa lk, Ga lya kept throw i ng 

dreamy g l ances S lava's way. At  that point ,  the i r  re l at ion

sh ip  became m uch c l earer  to me .  She  l ooked a t  my brother 

as if he was a book fu l l  o f  in terest i ng stor i es ,  and he returned 
the favor. I t  was obv ious  that the young peop le  rea l ly  enjoyed 

one another 's company. And so they cont i nued to date . 

One day, S l ava asked me .  

"Are you  worr ied about  t he  fact that Ga lya  i s n ' t  J ew i sh?" 

"What does that have to do w i th anyth i ng?" I l ooked at my 
brother, surpr i sed . 

"You ' re forgett i ng how that i ssue i s  hand led at our  home," 

S l ava rep l i ed,  l ook ing at me skept ica l ly. 



" I f you mean Va lya, t h i s  i s  com p lete ly d i fferen t .  S top 

i t .  We ' re i n  the latter h a l f  o f  the twen t i eth century - the age 

of progress . "  I gen u i ne ly  d i dn ' t  understand S l ava 's  concern . 

H e  shrugged . 

"We ' re go i ng to go to K i s l ovodsk soon .  By  the way, I . . .  " 

S l ava paused uncom fortab ly. "When  we go home . . .  Cou ld  

you ta l k  t o  Father? I ' ve made up  my m i nd .  I ' d l i ke to marry 

Ga lya . "  

"Real ly?" 

" I  need to get h i s  consent .  You know how our  t rad i t i ons  

go . I t ' s  im proper for me to approach h im myse l f. "  

"Yeah ! O f  course ! "  

A t  that t i me,  I was fl i ppant and se l f-confident .  M y  broth 

er ' s  happy announcement  had made me g iddy. W hat cou l d  

b e  more i m portant than l ove? I d i d  no t  take any counterargu

ments i n to account ,  so the conversat i on  ended there .  

A week l ater, we trave l ed home  t o  K i s l ovodsk .  The  who l e  

t ime,  I fe l t  respons i b l e  for my brother ' s  future happ i ness . 

I chose a moment  and went  up to Father ' s  office, w here he  was 

s i t t i ng  at h i s  desk and read i ng .  

"Pop, I need to ta l k  to you . "  

"You do?" E rzo l looked a t  me  cur ious ly .  " What about?" 

"We l l .  . . .  I t ' s essent i a l l y  nonsense .  Actua l l y, w hen  I t h i n k  

about i t ,  i t 's very i m portant . "  

" l  ' m  confused . J us t  be d i rect . "  

I remembered how we were afra id  of  pester i ng father w i th 

need less  ta l k  w h i l e c h i l d ren . S i nce then ,  w e ' ve l earned a s tem 

l esson about w hat to say to h i m .  

"Father, th i s  i s  about S l ava ."  

E rzo l started l augh ing .  H i s l aughter echoed character i s t i c  

of peop le  w i th great power - laughter that reveal s not on ly  j oy, 
but a l so deep lone l i ness .  Once he was done,  I was conv inced 

that every th ing was go i ng we l l .  
" I t 's about S l ava 's  future . "  
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" L i sten,  don ' t  waste my  t ime w i th your r idd l e s .  Te l l  me  

what 's  what . "  
"You see, S l ava i s  i n  l ove w i th a certa i n  person .  Perhaps 

there ' s  no need to heed our J ew i sh trad i t i ons  so c l ose ly? 

The th i ng i s ,  the br ide i s n ' t  J ew i sh .  She 's pretty and smart .  

They make a n i ce coup l e  . . .  " 

"Ho l d  on ,"  Father sa id ,  i n terrup t i ng  me ha l fway though . 

Do you wanna marry her too, or someth i ng?" 

"Who? M e? N o !  N ot me  - S lava ! "  
"So le t  S l ava ta lk  t o  me  about i t , "  Father rep l ied i n  a 

tone that c l ear ly m arked the conversat ion ' s  end and removed 

the poss i b i l i ty of  further argument .  

Sk ipp i ng steps on my way down the sta i rways,  I ran 

to S l ava, who awa i ted the resu l ts of the conversat ion  as i f  they 

were a sentenc i ng .  

"Father wants you . Good l uck .  I s tarted i t ,  you fi n i sh  i t . "  

Th i s  was  m uch l i ke ch i l dhood, when we  wou ld  go to fa

ther to show h im  our daybooks .  I s l apped my brother on the 

shou l der, and he wa lked upsta i rs to sett l e  h i s  fate, attem pt

i ng  to keep com posed .  He wanted to be as ca lm as poss i b l e  

when he  stood before father, b u t  t h e  stakes were much  too 

h igh ,  and thoughts that he  m i ght  be do ing  someth i ng wrong 

wou l dn ' t  l eave h i s  head . Worst of  a l  I ,  he had an unp l easant, 

unexp la i ned fee l i ng of gu i l t .  

One wou ld  be hard pressed to say that the father and son  

were part i c u l ar ly  i n sp i red by see i ng  one another. Erzo l s i pped 

tea from a l arge mug. S l ava sat s i l en t ly  across from h i m .  

"You l ook terr i b l e," sa id  Erzo l ,  unab l e  t o  res i st a qu i p .  

He  h imse l f  d i dn ' t  l ook much better. 

"M ust  be work," S l ava rep l i ed, shruggi ng.  

"Yes," Father sm i l e s .  "The tens ion w i l l  keep you up 

through the n i ght ."  He  had yet aga in  sw i tched to a subj ect that 

concerned h im most. "You have someth ing  to te l l  me?" 
S l ava remai ned s i l en t .  



"So you sa id  everyth i ng  you wanted?" Father asked, po i n t

ing at S l ava w i th  h i s  i ndex fi nger. The room seemed to shr i nk .  

"You ' re here, so ta l k . "  

"Papa, the th i ng i s ,  I .  . .  " 

"S top i t , ' '  Father i n terrupted . "Who i s  she?" 

"Galya .  H er mother ' s  Adyghe . "  

"So her  father ' s  Jew i sh?" 

"No,  he ' s  Russ ian . "  

"Russ i an .  I see . Russ ian ," Father repeated . "That 's why 

you  sen t  your  brother?" 

S l ava a l ready regretted he came .  

Erzo l Babaev was a product  of  h i s  t ime .  I n  a l l of  h i s  enter

pr ises ,  Father was a l ways drawn to the i dea o f  J ew i sh  un i ty. 

I t  was a lways a key e l ement .  For a long t ime, the Jews had 

not had the i r  own government ,  or a k i ng, or even a common 

way of  l i fe .  Bu t  they were bound  m uch  t i ghter t han  any  oth

er peop l e  i n  the wor l d .  H ow? They were un i ted by the cu l t  

of  woman - the J ew i sh  m other. That 's why Erzo l was  s u 

premely confident i n  one  t h i ng :  that h i s  s on s  shou l d  m arry 

Jew i sh  women . That way, the i r  c h i l d ren cou l d  absorb our  peo

p l e ' s  unfal ter ing reso lve  and uncanny resourcefu l ness from 

the i r  very b i rt h .  A Jew i sh w i fe wou l d  he l p  through a l l  of l i fe ' s  

hardsh i ps .  That 's what troub les  were - they came and went ,  

but a w i fe and m other endured forever. 

"L i sten to me  carefu l ly," Father began . "We ' re J ew i s h .  

I t  i s n ' t  customary for o u r  w i ves t o  be Russ i an ." 

"She 's Adyghe . "  

"Don ' t  i nterrupt ," sa id  Father, ra i s i ng h i s  vo i ce .  "D id  you  

th i n k  about the fact  that you have  two brothers? They look up  

to  you .  What  w i l l  they th i n k  i f  you marry a Russ i an  woman?" 

Erzo l  cracked h is  fi ngers so l oud ly  that S l ava shook .  " L i fe i s  
d i fficu l t , and a lways unc l ear a s  t o  w here i t ' l l  l ead, but  there 

are parts of  i t  that can ' t  be changed . For  us ,  J ews ,  the w i fe 

i s  a lways the one to prov ide  d i rect i o n .  N o  other peop le  have 
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women l i ke that . What d i d  you say her name was? Ga lya? 

F i ne - say you marry Ga lya and br ing her i n to your home,  

where she w i l l  be happy that you ' re the head eng i neer a t  some 

skuzzy d i s t i l l i ng  p lant .  And  she ' l l  be content  w i th that ,  be
cause she l oves you .  B ut fee l i ngs a lone aren ' t  enough . A w i fe 

needs to be ab le  to force her husband to advance,  to str i ve 

for more . And  that 's  why you need a J ew i s h  w i fe .  U nder

stood?" 

S l ava d i d n ' t  rep ly. 
Father cont i n ued h i s  po i nted speech for a long t ime .  

H e  pu l l ed out  a bott l e  of  cognac, and  he and  S l av ik  drank i t .  

Then, H avo brought t hem up some  fr i ed  eggs, and  they con

t i nued tal k i ng .  

"When i t  gets dark, I somet i mes t h i nk  w e ' re s t i l l  i n  Dag

estan, in M akhachka la, and that forces me to pu l l  myse l f  to

gether," Father sudden ly  sa id ,  sm i l i ng .  S l ava l ooked at h i m .  
S udden ly, h e  saw h i s  father i n  a new l i ght .  H e  was b i g  and re

l i ab l e , l i ke a c l i ff. "I t h i nk  we ' ve reached an understand ing .  

Am I r ight?" Erzo l conc l uded . S l ava rep l i ed w i th a nod . 

He  was happy. He  understood .  H e  cou l dn ' t  argue,  or even find  

the  words to descr ibe the effect h i s  father 's words have  had 

on h i m .  

I watched the c l ock i m pat ien t ly  a s  S l ava appeared i n  the 

k i tchen . 

"So?" I ran to my o l der  brother. 

"Everyt h i ng 's great, o l d  man ! "  

I responded w i th a happy ye l p .  

"He  gave consent?" 

"I don ' t  need that Ga lya .  I made a m i stake w i th her. A m i s

take," S l av i k  muttered .  " I t ' s better t h i s  way." 

The sm i l e  faded from my face . 

"He 's r i ght ,  o l d  man .  We can ' t  m arry women who aren ' t  

J ew i sh .  I t ' s  t h e  vo ice of  ou r  b lood," S l ava added g l um ly 

and patted me  on the shou l der. 



Someone once sa i d :  i f  i t ' s wr i tten i n  your dest i ny, you ' l l  

marry a Ch i nese pr i ncess . That 's  a l i e .  I t  i s n ' t  enough to find  

l ove - you  need t o  fi ght  for  i t .  A l as ,  S l ava cou l d n ' t .  What rea l 

ly  surpri sed me about that conversat ion was t h e  way i n  wh i c h  

father persuaded S l ava .  There was no scream i ng, no threats 

- j ust reason i ng .  He put a l l the ducks  in a row and conv i nced 

h im that two p l u s  two eq ua l s  fi ve - that love does n ' t  matter. 

Later on ,  l ook i ng  back on t h i s  i n c i dent ,  i t  seemed that ,  

for whatever reason ,  Father spent h i s  en t i re l i fe preach i ng  one 

th i ng and do ing another. H i s second marri age to the young 

Russ i an Ya lya on ly re i n forced that po in t .  

I n  any  case, S l ava 's  conversat i on  w i th Father had  con

seq uences .  A n  urgent search to fi n d  h im a Jew i sh  w i fe com

menced . Fr iends  suggested dozens of  poss i b i l i t i e s  and father 

went to see perspect ive  br i des h i m se l f. Perhaps he  wanted 

to fi nd one that he wou l d  l i ke .  

Th i s  search  brought  father i nto the M i kha i l ov  fam i ly .  

They had three c h i l dren :  Lar isa ,  the o l dest ,  Yo l odya, the m id

d le  son,  and L i da, the youngest ,  s t i l l  a c h i l d .  Lar i sa  had tu rned 

twenty-one and was s t i l l  unmarri ed . The fam i ly thought  that 

the young woman 's g i r l hood had stretched too long and cou l d  

res u l t  i n  tragedy, s i nce s h e  wa s  beaut i fu l  a nd  smart - a s tudent 

at the S tavropo l M ed i ca l  U n i vers i ty. 

One fi ne day, the B abaevs were i n v i ted to a wedd i ng host

ed by the Baksh i evs .  The M ikha i lovs  were i n v i ted as we l l .  

That was i n  accordance to J ew i sh  custom - to g ive  the op

portun i ty for the future new lyweds - Larisa and S l ava - to see 

one another. 

When the danc i ng  started, S lava and I went  i nto the c i r

c l e .  I t ' s  customary at a J ew i sh  wedd i ng  to shower the br ide  

w i th  money. The more you g ive ,  the man l i er you are . I qu i ck ly  

spotted Lar i sa among the  guests - he r  beauty se t  he r  apart 

from the others - and pushed my o lder brother toward her. 
"Come on - go . She 's by herse l f. "  
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"You can go dance w i th her fi rs t .  I '  1 1  l ook from the  s i de ,"  

S l ava wh i spered . 

My  pockets were stu ffed w i th ten-rub l e  b i l l s and I went  

on to dance . I was a good dancer  and had be l onged to the  

Lezg inka  ensem b l e  a t  the un i vers i ty. Lar i sa wasn ' t  too bad 

herse l f. We l ooked perfect from afar. 

I purpose ly  s l owed the dance down,  so that S l ava cou l d  

get a better l ook .  I ' d sp i n  he r  around ,  br i ng ing he r  c l oser, then 

father away. S l ava cou l d  hear the e l ders wh i sper :  "She ' l l  make 

a good w i fe . "  W hen they ' d  say that to S l ava, h e ' d  b l ush .  

"But I bare ly  know her. What i f  s he  doesn ' t  l i ke me?" 

"What are you ta l k i ng about?" 

And then the even ing  ended and everyone went home .  S l a

va needed to dec ide - that 's  what the custom requ i red . H e  fi 

na l ly  made u p  h i s  m i nd .  

H e  and Lar i sa  met  i n  S tavropo l .  Th i s  was  a meet i ng  of two 

tota l strangers . Lar i sa dec i ded to break the i ce .  

"You m ust be here on bus i ness ." 

S l ava sm i led soft l y  and b l urted out :  

"My mother asked me  to v i s i t  . . .  " 

Lar i sa 's  eyes grew w i de .  She  was open to a number of pos

s i b i l i t i es ,  but she d i d n ' t  expect that her poten t ia l  groom wou l d  

b e  forced t o  meet her. 

"Your mother? Then te l l your mother that she can v i s i t  me 

herse l f  i f  she wants  me  to be her daughter i n  l aw." 

A nd that was that .  

Years l ater, I understood what Father rea l l y  d id w i th S l a

va 's  consc i ousnes s :  he became i nd ifferent to what h i s  w i fe 

wou ld  be l i ke, whether she ' d  be a beauty or a beast . A s  long 

as she was Jewish ,  i t  was fi ne .  I th ink that father  k i l led the man 

w i th i n  S l ava that searched for h i s  own happ i ness .  

Bu t  the fam i ly cont i nued the search for a br ide .  

Another t ime,  my brother and I trave led to Dagestan 
for another br ida l  v i s i t .  We went to a strangers ' wedd i ng .  I tr ied 



to fi gure out  who the potent i a l  br ide was, and was shown a g i r l  

who ,  to be honest ,  was  far from pretty. 

"Ti me to put away the fi sh i ng rods ," I cau t i oned .  "Th i s  

i s n ' t  the one . "  

We returned home ,  and  l i fe cont i nued a l o . 1g i t s  course .  

Few months  l ater, S l ava ca l l ed me :  

" I gor - I found a br ide ! Remem ber when we went  to Dag

estan for that br ida l  v i s i t?  We l l  - i t ' s her. A nya ."  

Need less  to say, my brother near ly  k i l l ed  me  w i th the  news .  

S l ava must have sensed my thoughts  te l epath i ca l l y. 

"You know, I m et w i th her aga i n ,  and I t h i nk  she got more 

attrac t i ve . "  

I was  d i sappo i n ted . Even Father to l d  h i m :  

" We can fi nd you another. W hy d o  you have t o  marry t h i s  

one?" 

But S l ava was s tubborn . ' S o  you don ' t  l i ke t h i s  one? 

I thought you d i d n ' t  care as long as she ' s  J ew i s h? '  

The  fam i ly kept say i ng that S l ava ' s  cho i ce  was  a protest 

aga ins t  h i s  father ' s  w i l l .  H avo,  however, unexpected ly  took 

S l ava ' s  s ide .  

"Let t hem marry ! W hy do you  keep say i ng - find  another, 

fi nd another !  W hat i f  that 's  where h i s  heart l i es? She ' s  Jew

i sh ,  and God l ooks over a l l J ews .  S ay i ng anyth i ng aga i ns t  one 

of  our  own i s  ak i n  to offend i ng  the C reator ! "  

M y  brother ' s  comp lete i n d i fference to the events s ur

round ing  h i m  ended the argument .  The wedd i ng happened .  
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LV 

B y then,  S l ava was a l ready i n  graduate schoo l .  That 

happened m uch  l i ke everyth i ng  e l se in h i s  l i fe - in ac

cordance to Father ' s  w i l l .  As soon as S l ava had been 

appo in ted ch i ef  eng i neer at the Krasnodar D i st i l l i ng P l ant ,  Er

zol  rea l i zed the opport un i t i es that l ay before h i s  o l dest son . 

H e  had the poten t i a l  to become the reg ion 's youngest d i rector, 

but  to do so, amp l e  effort had to be i nvested . 

Father started to pressure S l ava :  

"You abso l ute l y  need to get your  m aster 's degree ."  

"Pop,  I ' m the ch ief eng i neer at a p l an t .  Why the he l l wou ld  

I need a master 's degree?" 

"You j ust don ' t  understand,  son ! You ' l l  take th i s  step 

and return to manufactur i ng  at a com p lete ly  new leve l  of un

derstand i ng .  Graduate school  w i l l  open doors for you wh i ch  

are now off l im i t s . "  

Father m i ng l ed w i th m i n i sters and Central Comm i ttee 
members, and was qu i te fam i l i ar w i th the process of be ing ap-



poi nted to an exec u t ive pos i t i on .  The best regarded research 

i n s t i tute i n  S l ava 's  fie l d  was i n  Ya l ta - the U n ion- Wide Wine

mak i ng Research i n s t i tute ,  a l so known as M agarach ,  the name 

o f  the Anc i ent Greek v i l l age that  s tood on i t ' s s i te ,  a name 

which ,  i ro n i ca l l y, sounded very s im i l ar to the Old Russ i an 

word for ' k i ckback ' .  

Gett i ng  adm i tted there was i m poss i b le ,  and even Erzo l ' s  

c l osest fr i ends  w i t h i n  the reg iona l  adm i n i strat ion  were power

l ess to do anyth i ng .  Father, however, a l ways had an ace up  h i s  

s l eeve .  There fore,  a re ferra l from Yakov D m i tr iyev i ch  Ruda

kov cou l d  be qu i te the dec i d i ng factor. G raduate adm i s s ions  

req u i red entrance exam s i n  ph i l osophy, a fore ign l anguage, 

and the fie l d  of s tudy. S l ava urgen t ly  flew to Ya l ta .  He present

ed a port fo l i o  o f  sc i ent i fi c  pub l i cat i ons  on w i nemak i ng to the 

com m i ss ion  and passed the en trance exam s .  That ,  however, 

wasn ' t  enough . 

Yakov Rudakov ca l l ed Father. 

"E rzo l ,  the graduate adm i s s i on s  dec i s ions  for M agarach 

come from M oscow. H ere 's  a man ' s  phone number. I f  you fi n d  

a way t o  g o  v i s i t  h i m ,  he ' l l  h e l p  you . "  

I t 's unc l ear what Erzo l had to l d  t h e  man  i n  M oscow, bu t  

S l ava go t  i n .  A nd so he went back and  forth  - between K ras

nodar, where he and h i s  w i fe A nya l i ved,  and Ya l ta .  One cou l d  

eas i l y  ca l l h i m  fortune ' s  pet . Few knew, however, that S lava 

a l so l ed a secret l i fe .  

H i s marriage t o  a person he  d i dn ' t  l o ve  took i ts to l l .  F i rs t  

he had  one lover, t hen  another. H e  m ust have  wanted to forget 

h imse l f, to fi n d  peace, be happy. Perhaps he wanted to have at 

l east someth i ng  in h i s  l i fe that he got v i a  h i s  own w i l l , even i f  

i t  meant cheat i ng .  

As  folk  w i sdom d i ctates, i f  you stea l ,  someone w i l l  s teal  

from you. Anya soon got pregnant ,  but  her  fi rst  c h i l d  was s t i l l 

born due t o  a n  i n fec t ion .  Was t h i s  retri bu t ion  fo r  the l i bert i es 

that S l ava took? Who knows .  By d i sa l low ing h im  to marry 
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the woman he rea l l y  l oved, E rzo l had condem ned h i s  o l dest  
son to su fferi ng .  

Other  than that , however, Fa ther  was happy w i th the way 

h i s  son s '  l i ves were turn ing out .  They were mov i ng a l ong 

the t raj ectory he had chosen for them . 



LVI 

! graduated from Krasnodar Po l ytechn i c  and Father ar

ranged for me to be ass i gned to the Exper im enta l  D ietary 

Can n i ng P l ant  in Yessentu k i .  I had j ust turned twenty-one,  

but  was a l ready start i ng my  career at the rank  of  sen ior  m as

ter. 

The p l ant  d i rector took me  to the workshop where the can

n i ng experiments were tak i ng p l ace .  S imp ly  put ,  spec i a l  ma

ch i nes wou l d  p ick  j ars up  by the r im ,  pump them fu l l  of  fru i t  

fi l l i ng, and  then screw a l i d on .  The  long conveyer be l t  that 

carr ied the resu l ts of  these ' exper iments ' even l ooked i mpact

ful from an observer 's  perspect i ve .  Everyth ing  was c l ean,  

and everyone wore aprons .  The only t h i ng that s tuck out  were 

the pack ing  l ad i es ,  who wou l d  shove the i r  fi ngers i nto the j ars 

from t ime  to t ime  to taste the product .  

The can n i ng p l ant  d i dn ' t  pay m uch  and was exper ienc i ng  

a staffing shortage . I had  to  become  j ack-of-a l l -trades - fi l l  

i n  at the assemb ly  l i ne, l oad c rates ,  dr ive  the fork l i ft .  The men 
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respected m e  because  I wasn  ' I  a m a m a 's boy and  t ook  a 1 1  wor k  

t ha t  was handed lo  m e  w i t hou t  com p l a i n t .  

Berry season - w h e n  s t ra w berry m a rm a l ade  wou l d  be 

made - became a de facto ap t i t ude  tes t . The r ro h l c m  was t h a t  

a l l  the  s t ra w berr ies  t ha t  s um mer  had sudden l y  v a n i s hed i n  o n l y  

a few days . The co l l ec t i ve workers sa i d  t h at t h e c ror s  f i rs t  t ook  

a beat i ng from t he  heavy  ra i n s ,  and  t hen  w e re l 'u rt hcr  dec i 

m ated by t h e  d rough t  t ha t  fo l l owed . The p l a n t  was  l c l "t w i t ho u t  

berri es .  B u t  d i d  t he  S ta te  P l ann i ng Com m i l lee  care? T h e  doers 

were far rem oved from t he  dec i ders . Then ,  however, som e

one i n  m anagemen t  had an idea :  ' W hy no t  make j am i n s tead 

of  marma lade? The p l an does n ' t  spec i ry t he  type or  pro d u c t  

we have t o  su pp ly . '  J am cou l d  b e  m ade ou t  o r  a n y  fru i t  p u ree . 

I t  was sa id  and done .  U l t i m at e l y, i n s tead o f  s t raw berry m arm a

l ade,  we made strawbe rry - app l e  j am ,  w h i c h  fl ooded the en t i re 

country, exceed ing  quo tas .  

I n  a year, I was appo i nted c h i e f  tec h n o l og i s t  o r  t h e  en t i re 

enterpri se .  That was good enough , b u t  Fa ther  i n s i s ted I a i m  

h i gher. Soon,  I was e l ected secretary o f  t h e  Komsom o l .  Then ,  

a conversat ion  took p lace w i th my father. 

" L i sten,  son,  you ' re go ing  to become an  i ndus t r i a l i s t , "  E r

zol sa id ,  "but we need to th i nk  about your  pa th  u pward .  You 

need to th i nk  about your graduate stud ies .  B ut fi rst, you need 

to j o i n  the Party. A fter that, i t 's easy. You ' l l  get a m aster 's  at 

a m i n imum,  te l l  them a l l about Tsedenba l ,  and be done w i th 

i t . " 

To Erzo l ,  party membersh i p  was mere ly a tool he cou ld  

use to ge t  ahead . I t  was  a bu l le t  po in t  i n  Erzo l 's career- bu i ld i ng 

manua l ,  and upward mob i l i ty was a subj ect  i n  wh ich Father 's 

mastery was gen i u s .  He a l ways found an opt ima l  path toward 

h i s  goa l . I t  wasn ' t  a l ways stra igh t forward, but  i t  a lways led 

to someth ing  b i gger. 

I went on to wr i te a pet i t i on to j o i n  the Commun i st Party 

of the Sov ie t  U n ion ,  wh i ch led to the p l an t ' s  party organ izat ion  



sec re t a ry t o  c a l l  me to  h i s  o f f i ce . I l i s we l come wa  far from 

w a rm . I l e  d i d n ' t  evt:n l i ft h i s  h ead to l ook at me  - j u t kep t  

s h u l "f l i n g t h ro u g h  papers .  

" We rec t: i v t: d  y o u r  pet i t i o n ,  Com rade Babat:v," he  began 

s t n n l y . 

I l i s t o n e  st:t:mt:d to  o n l y  l eavt:  two  poss i b i l i t i es open : e i 

t h n  t h i n g s  w e ren ' t  go i ng we l l  fo r  t h e  party, o r  t hey v. ert:n ' t  

go i n g v. e l l  fo r I go r  1 3 ahat:v .  The  sec re ta ry ra i ed h i  eye o ff 

t ht: p a p e rv. o rk a n d l ooked me  t ra i gh t  i n  t he  eye , m uch  l i k e  

t ht:  g uy o n  t h e  ' Be v i g i  I an t ,  t h e  e nemy  doesn ' t  J e ep ·  po  tcr. 

" I go r, you ' re a good worker. J\ s  for j o i n i ng the  party . . .  

Yo u h a v e  s o m e  nerve ! "  

" W ha t 's \\' ra ng?" I a ked ,  con fu ed . 

" You  \\' an t  eve ry t h i ng a t  once .  Ou r  cand i date genera l l y  

ha  c abou t  f l v e  yea r  \\' Ort h o r  expe r i ence . Yo u ,  on  t h e  other  

hand,  j u s t  got he re ,  and  a l ready you ' re ask i n g  to j o i n  the  part . 

M ay be p u m p  t he  brakes  a l i t t l e  and not  ru h ?  We need to get 

a be t ter  l ook  at you . "  

I nodded i n  accord,  as  d i d  t h e  ecretary a n d  we peacefu l l y 

parted ways .  

A few days l a t e r, I met  Father  a t  hom e .  I d i d n ' t  i i t  a o f

t en  a fter  I became c h i e f  tech no log i s t , a I now I i  ed i n  a dorm 

i n  Yessen t u k i .  

" H ow are t h i ngs at the  p l an t?  H ow are your  coworker ? 

A ny u pdates on party mem ber h i p?" E rzol  tarted a k i n g .  

" We l l ,  as far a party m e m ber h i p  goes, I ha  e n o  i dea ."  

" H ow 's t hat? Yo u need a party t i c ket .  Yo u hear  me? I t '  

a l ot eas i r t o  j o i n  the  party a t  work than  i t  i i n  c h oo l . ' 

"The secretary to l d  m e  yesterday that  I ' m ru h i ng i t  and 

that  I s t i l l  have t i m e . "  

Father 's eyebro w s  started c raw l i n g  u p  h i s  forehead . 

" R u s h i n g  i t ?  You ' re the Korn o m o l  ecretary. You '  e been 

there for over a year. Yo u have e ery reason to app ly  for party 

m e m bersh i p . "  
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"He  sa id that they need to get a better l ook at me . "  

"Who do they t h i nk  you are - a spy - that they need to look 

at you?" Father s l ammed h is  pa lm  onto the tab l e  and d i d n ' t 
broach the subj ect aga i n .  

The fo l low ing  day, a s  soon a s  I arr i ved a t  work,  t he  sec

retary ran i n to the workshop and to ld  me that ' they ' want me .  

I fol lowed her. Once i n  the d i rector 's recept ion ,  t he  d i rector 's  

secretary br iefed me :  

"M i khai l Andreyev i ch  Shu l ga, t h e  F i rst Secretary of  the 

Yessentuki  C i ty Party Com m i ttee, has schedu led a meet i ng  

w i th you  tomorrow. Do you  understand?" The  other secretary 

looked at me ,  frightened . 

I showed up at the office  at the appo i nted t ime .  A l arge 
portra i t  of Len i n  hung over the desk .  M i kha i l Andreyev ich  

was  i n  a good mood . Wi thout  gett i ng  up,  he shook my hand . 

"He l lo-he l l o !  P lease, s i t  dow n .  You ' ve matured ! H ow are 

you? How' s  work?" 

"Work 's fine .  F i l l i ng  those quotas . "  

"You were p l ann i ng on go ing  i n to graduate stud i es ,  r ight?" 

I d i d n ' t  reca l l  ever mak ing h i m  pr ivy to my p l ans .  

"Yes, I was .  I j ust need to  get the necessary pub l i cat ions  

ready. 

"I see," sa id  the Secretary of the C i ty Com m i ttee 

and scratched beh i nd  h i s  ear. "And what about j o i n i ng  the Par

ty? Why haven ' t  you appl i ed?" 

"I have.  The peop l e  at the p l an t  to l d  me that I have enough 

on my hands .  As  in ,  that I shou l dn ' t  rush . "  

"We l l ,  you  can  see  where those comrades are com i ng from . 

You must be a good Komsomol member, i f  they ' re unw i l l i ng  

to l et you  go .  We l l ,  so l ong .  Te l l  your father I sa id  he l l o . "  

I was  puzz led by  th i s  conversat i on .  Why  had they cal l ed 

me i n  the fi rst p l ace? I returned to the p lant and forgot about 

i t  a l l ,  consumed by i ssues surround ing  a ma l funct ion i ng trans

porter. 



The d i rector ' s  sec retary once aga in  i n terrupted my work . 

" I gor A l ek seyev i ch ,  you ' re urgent ly  wanted at the party 

organ i zer ' s  o ffi ce . "  

Th i s  t i me ,  the party secretary was  overj oyed to greet me .  

"My dear fr iend I gor !  Come i n .  You know, w..:. took a c l os
er look at your case .  A fter the com m i ttee d i scussed i t ,  we de

c i ded t hat you ' re probab ly r ight  - i t 's t ime  to j o i n  the Com

mun i s t Party. " 

On ly  at that moment  d i d  I rea l i ze the extent o f  my father ' s  

power and understood why peop l e  ca l l ed h im ' k i ng '  beh i nd 

h i s  back .  

So  I began prepar ing  for graduate schoo l adm i s s i on .  

The  schoo l o f  cho i c e  was  t he  M oscow M eat and  Da i ry I ns t i 

t u te .  I wou ld  have  to  s tudy there fu l l  t ime, bu t  father dec i ded 

that rema i n i ng at my ch i e f  techno log i st pos i t i on at the can

n i ng p l an t  shou l d n ' t  even be a con s iderat ion if  I had a shot at 

becom ing  a d i rector. He had a s im p l e  m i ss i on - to enro l !  me 

at a un i vers i ty i n  M oscow. To succeed, he needed to get me 

a des ignated space a t  the i ns t i tu t i on .  That dec i s i on depended 

on one man - a Com m u n i st Party Centra l Com m i ttee i n struc

tor whose fr iends  ca l l ed h im exc l u s i ve ly  by h i s  patronym : 

Kuzm i ch .  

Everyth i ng  began w i th Yakov D m i tr iyev ich  R udakov i n 

troduc i ng Erzo l to N i ko l ay Petrov i ch  Yanushk in ,  t he  rector 

of  the M oscow M eat and Da i ry I nst i tu te .  When Rudakov took 

h i s  next bus i ness tr i p to the cap i ta l ,  he  dragged Erzo l w i th h i m .  

' Dragged ' i s ,  o f  course, a strong word .  Everyth i ng was done 

i n  a ca l cu l ated manner. E rzo l  went  because the i s sue  of  my 

graduate enro l lment was at stake .  

What d id bu s i ness i nvo l ve back then? Conversat ions  
and  d i nners .  Father reserved a t  tab l e  a t  the  restaurant a t  Ross i 

ya H ote l over look i ng  the Red Square . 

N i ko lay Petrov ich  Yanushk in  was a veteran, and Rudakov 
greeted h im l i ke a brother. 
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"M eet A l eksey," Rudakov sa id ,  i n troduc ing  Father. "We ' re 

c l ose .  H i s o lder son i s  s tudy ing  at the w i nemak ing  facu l ty at 

Magarach . I he l ped h i m .  Now, h i s  younger son j u st fi n i shed 

study ing  w i th me .  H e 's a very qu i ck  l earner and works i n  Yes

sentuk i  - a very br ight guy. He  wants to move on to graduate 

schoo l .  In your fie l d . "  

" Let me fi nd ou t  how to reach S i l chenko," Yanushk i n  sug

gested . " We won ' t  get  anyth i ng  done w i thout S i l chenko ."  

And  that 's  how M i kha i l  Kuzm ich  S i l chenko entered 

my father 's c i rc l e  of  contac t s .  He was an i nstructor and the 

Agri cu l t ura l Sector Superv i sor of the Com m u n i s t  Party Cen

t ra l  Com m i ttee, and cou l d  arrange a des i gnated space for me  
a t  t he  un i vers i ty. S i l chenko prom i sed to  he l p  and  kept h i s  

word .  

Father d i dn ' t  know h o w  t o  thank them . L i tt l e  b y  l i t t l e ,  

he was be ing i nt roduced to h i gher and h i gher ranks .  H e  en

tered the wor ld of  very powerfu l  men . Anato ly  Tarada was 

one of them - a co lorfu l  member of  the Krasnodar Reg ion 's  

govern i ng e l i te .  

Tarada was in  charge of the I ndustr i a l  D i v i s i on of  the 

Krasnodar Reg iona l  Party Com m i ttee .  He spoke soft l y  and re

spectfu l ly, m uch un l i ke the stereotyp ica l  party offic i a l . He was 

a l so eager to he lp when someone needed someth i ng .  The con

d i t ions of h is  he lp ,  of  course, vari ed, bu t  the process was a l 

ways p leasant for peop le  who haven ' t  met Tarada before .  

I t  shou l d  be ment ioned that Tarada was part of  Father ' s  

tr i p to meet  w i th S i l chenko .  As  the Central Com m i ttee curator, 

K uzm ich  was the one to confirm Tarada ' s  appo i ntment  to h i s  

pos i t i on .  Therefore, one cou l d  say that Tarada p layed a part 

i n  gett i ng  me adm i tted to graduate schoo l .  

The rest was a matter of l og i st i c s .  I t  was t i m e  fo r  entrance 
exams .  The ph i l osophy and fore ign l anguage ones cou l d  be 

taken in the c i ty of res idence - in other words, in our nat i ve  

reg ion ,  where Father knew everyone .  Father wasn ' t  about  



to  l e t  t ha t  par t  o f  the process  go un tended . He  met w i th the rec

tor of the Pedagog i ca l I n s t i tu te ,  and,  w i t h i n  hours, took care 

o f  cvcry th  i ng .  
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Iwas grow i ng and matur i ng .  Tal k  began w i th i n  the fam i l y  

about i t  be i ng t ime  for me  t o  get marr ied . I o n l y  rea l i zed 

what that tru ly meant when Father told me that we were 

go i ng on a t r ip  to find  me  a br ide .  I st i l l  remembered when 

we went for a br ida l  v i s i t  for Father in  Derbent, and that was 

a wh i l e  ago . The v i s i t s  to arrange S l ava's marri age d i d n ' t  l eave 

me w i th p l easant memor ies  e i ther. And here I was, about to em

bark on the  process myse l f, and there was  nowhere to  run .  

The br ida l  v i s i t  took p l ace i n  M akhachkala, and Father 's 

s i ster F i ra accompan ied me. The tra in  arr i ved i nto the c i ty at 7 

a.m .  I es t imated how long we wou l d  have to wai t  unt i l  i t  wou ld  

be  appropriate to  show up a t  a stranger ' s  home, and shared my 

concerns w i th F i ra .  

"We aren ' t  go ing  to wa i t," she scoffed, i nterrupted me .  

"Won ' t  they be as leep?" 

"That doesn ' t '  matter. We ' re Babaevs .  We ' l l  arri ve when 

we see fit . "  



H er statement  came o ff  as arrogant, but  F i ra knew what 

she was ta l k i ng about .  

"You don ' t  know the spec i fi c s  of the i ssue," she to ld  me .  

"You ' l l  s ee .  Le t ' s  go ! "  

When w e  arr i ved at the hom e o f  the poten t i a l  br ide ,  

i t  was a l ready fi l l ed w i th a m u l t i tude o f  peop l e .  I t  l ooked 

more l i ke  the m i dd l e  o f  the workday than i t  d id l i ke morn

i ng .  Everyone was d ressed up  and run n i ng around ,  as if they 

had n ' t  gone to bed in the fi rst p l ace .  They weren ' t j us t  wa i t i ng  

fo r t he  Babaevs - they were dream ing  o f  us  becom ing  the i r  

re l at i ve s .  

"When d i d  you  ge t  up?" I asked unexpected ly. U pon hear

i ng  the answer, I thanked God that we moved away from Dag

estan and i ts trad i t i on s .  

F i ra and  I wen t  i n to t he  room and sat down . A fter some 

t ime,  a g i r l  wa l ked i n  and hudd led in  the corner. She  kept  l ook

ing at the floor, and I was worr ied that if she kept s i tt i ng  l i ke 

th i s ,  she wou l dn ' t  even catch a g l ance of her potent i a l hus 

band .  As  i f  she had sensed my thoughts ,  she l i fted her head 

and shot a l i ghtn i ng-fast mounta i n -g i r l  g l ance at me .  

Thankfu l ly, s he  turned ou t  t o  be pretty. I started sm i l i ng .  

The  food  was  brought t o  t he  tab l e, and  conversat ions  befitt i ng  

t he  occas ion  began . When t he  top i c  of  weather was  exhaust

ed, everyone got up.  I t  was only ten a .m . I t  became c l ear that 

I wou ld  have to find  some way to k i l l  t ime .  

I approached t he  ' br ide '  and  suggested that we take a wa l k  

t o  t he  c i ty beach t o  get some  a i r. F i ra tagged a long and  watched 

us  from afar. I was un i n h i b i ted and fl i rted w i th the g i r l ,  who  

was  no longer a s  shy  a s  she had been  that morn i ng .  

"Sett l e  down,  I gor ! "  F i ra wou l d  h i s s .  "Act  appropriate ly ! 

We ' re i n  Dagestan . Peop l e  see everyth i ng ."  

B ut I cou l dn ' t  care l ess .  The g i r l  that I had been  i n troduced 
to was fun,  good look i ng and perhaps even smart, but  my heart 

j ust d i dn ' t  feel  i t .  

Erzol 

3 1 9  



Igor Babae1 ·  

3 2 0  

A w h i l e  later, w h i l e  we were a l ready i n  M oscow, Erzo l 
asked me whether I l i ked her. 

"She doesn ' t  su i t  us ,"  I answered .  
Father  never i n s i sted on a part i cu lar J ew i sh g i r l . I f not one,  

than another. The search cont i n ued, and S l ava 's w i fe Anya 
j o i ned the effort s .  She had a re l at i ve in m i nd in Azerba ij an ,  so 

S l ava and I headed there. 

We were once aga i n  greeted by a who le  crowd of  peop l e .  

Fo r  a l ong t ime,  I cou l dn ' t  figure ou t  wh i ch  o f  t he  g i r l s  was  be

i ng offered for marri age . I l ooked around the room and wh i s

pered to my brother. 

"Hey, where 's the br ide to be?" 

"You ' re j ok i ng, r ight?" S l ava chuck led .  " R ight  in front  

of you ! "  
"Oh, that 's  j us t  crue l , ' '  I grumb led ,  t ry i ng t o  restra i n  l augh

ter. "Let 's  get the he l l  out  of  here ! "  

S o  w e  l e ft .  

The th i rd cand idate was sought o u t  w i th the h e l p  of  Erzo l  's  

friend M i sha G i lyadov. Th i s  t ime  around,  we went to Derbent .  

I fe l t  l i ke a capri c i ous pr ince ,  the l i kes of  which the wor ld 

had never seen, but  there was noth i ng  I cou l d  do about i t .  Each 

g i rl I was shown seemed ug l i er  than the one before. I was 

afra id  that had I con t i nued,  I wou ld  have been turned off by 

women a l together. 

U pon return, I to l d  Father :  

"Pop, let 's  stop w i th the br ida l  v i s i ts .  They ' re not go i ng  

to  l ead to anyth ing  good ." 

And so the efforts to m arry me  off accord i ng to ancestral 

trad i t ions  had ended. 



LVI I I  

I t was t ime  to head off to graduate schoo l .  

"Your ma i n  task," Father i n s i sted, " i s  t o  estab l i sh a re

l at i ons h i p  w i th  research  adv i sor. Got i t?" 

"Of course, Pop ."  

"And don ' t  party too m uch . "  

As  father had  prom i sed,  I was  greeted by the N iko l ay Petro

v i ch  Yanushk in ,  the Rector of  the M oscow M eat and Da i ry I n

s t i tute .  Look i ng at h i m ,  i t  was obv ious  that the m an was we l l 

connected w i th i n  the Centra l  Com m i ttee . N i ko l ay Petrov i ch  

i ntroduced me  to  t he  research adv i sor, whose l ast  name  was 

Kahuch i shv i l i .  

"Comrade Kahuch i shv i l i , th i s  i s  I gor B abaev - the very 

same prom i s ing young man w hom I ment ioned earl i er. "  

Professor Kahuch i shv i l i  was  a ta l l ,  sk i nny bespectac led  

man of  about forty-five .  He turned out  to be a great guy, as we l l  

as a top-ten spec i a l i s t .  
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" I gor, I ' m sure you ' ve read C o m rade Kahuch i sh v i l i ' s 

work," Yanushk i n  to ld  m e .  H e  then paused , t ry i ng  to remem 
ber the work he was referr i ng to .  

" I  haven ' t  wr i tten anyth i ng notab l e  ye t , "  Kahuch i shv i l i  

sa id  modest ly. 

"Don ' t  se l l yourse l f  short ," the rec tor l a ughed . " S e !  f

cri t i c i sm i s  va l uab le ,  but  to a po in t .  By the way," he sa id ,  

po in t i ng  to  me ,  "th i s  young  man a l ready had the  opport un i ty 

to be the ch i ef  techno log i st at a p l ant  i n  Yessen tuk i . H e  was 

in charge of  a l arge staff."  

" I  wou l dn ' t  ca l l the s taff l arge ," I rep l i ed ,  i n  tune w i th 

the research adv i sor. 

Everyone i n  the room l aughed i n  un i son and the i n troduc

t ion ceremony conc l uded . 

" I  see that you ' re go i ng  to get a l ong," 

That conc l uded my aud i ence w i th the rector. A fter l eav i ng  

h i s  offi ce,  t he  research adv i sor and  I d i scussed our  N apo leon ic  

p l ans for another fi fteen m i nutes or so and  parted am i cab ly. 

Leav i ng  the campus,  I fe l t  l i ke the l uck i est m an i n  the wor l d .  

A t  home, my  l i fe had turned i nto a wh i r lw i nd  of m undane 

tasks :  work, comm ute, study for graduate adm i ss i on ,  repeat . 

Day after day, l i ke a hamster i n  a whee l .  

And  here I was i n  M oscow aga in ,  w i th a fa t  br iefcase 

contai n i ng a few art i c les  on automated processes,  my  en

trance exam mater ia l s ,  a razor and a bott l e  of co logne ca l l ed 

' Autum n ' . A fter a successfu l  entrance exam , I moved i nto 

the graduate dorm i tory. 

Yanushk in  congratu l ated me on my adm i ss ion  and asked 

me,  bare ly  aud ib ly :  

" I  s uppose that a l l your  prob lems are now beh i nd you?" 

"Thank you very m uch ,  N i ko l ay Petrov i ch ," I rep l ied ,  a l so 

i n  a wh i sper. "You ' re certa i n l y  r ight about that . "  



LIX 

S lava was sent t o  work at the  T ikhoretsk Wi nemak ing  

P l ant ,  wh i ch  was  a l so fac i l i tated by  Tarada. H e  started at 

the pos i t i on  of head eng i neer, and was confirmed as the 

d i rector in a few months .  One can only imag ine  how our  father 

fe l t  when he found out : h i s  sons were enter i ng the execu t ive  

ranks of  the  reg iona l  i ndustr ia l  and commerc i a l  com p lex .  

S l ava p l unged i nto h i s  new w ork w i th  gusto . U nder h i s  

management ,  the p l an t  began t o  operate l i ke c l ockwork.  

He fi xed the workshops,  bought and i nsta l l ed new equ i pment ,  

and estab l i shed an un i nterrupted supply chai n .  B ut there w as 

another s ide to h i s  enterpr ise - one that ,  I t h i nk ,  changed h i s  

l i fe .  H i s profess ion i nvo lved work ing  w i th  a lcoho l ,  wh i ch  was 

a lways accompan ied by certa in  r i sk .  

I n  Sov ie t  w i nemak i ng, i t  was cons idered norma l  to fort i fy 

w ine w i th added a lcoho l  i n  order to speed up  the process .  I n

ternat iona l  producers d i dn ' t  even enterta in  the opt ion ,  as qua l 

i ty w i ne needs to  mature over  a se t  per iod of  t ime  and can  
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on ly  be bott l ed after severa l  years . Our  manu fac tu rers ,  how

ever, \Vere ham pered by scarc i ty and ant i q uated eq u i pment  

and faced w i th quotas that  cou ld on ly  be met by speed i ng up  

the  maturat ion process w i th added sp i r i t s .  

T ikhoretsk spec ia l i zed i n  produc i ng  fort i n ed w i ne .  I t  was 

made u s i ng raw materi a l s , wh i ch  were purchased w i th cash . 

Where there 's  cash,  there are a lways ' shadows ' .  I f  a p l ant pro

cessed ten tons of  grapes, it was easy to wr i te down that it pro

cessed twenty and make up  for the d i fference by add ing  water 

and a lcoho l .  Fund i ng for the add i t iona l  ten tons l anded i n to 

the pockets of w i nery and d i st i l l e ry managers . 

Th i s  was how popu l ar ' peop l e 's w i nes ' were made .  

The rec i pe was un i versa l : a l coho l ,  water, and food co lor ing .  

Wine  orders wou ld  come from M oscow and end up  a t  

the reg iona l  adm i n i strat ion  i n  Krasnodar, wh ich  dec ided how 

to a l l ocate them amongst manufacturers . I n  o ther  words ,  Tara

da had the ab i l i ty to ensure that the p l ant wou ld  a lways be 

churn i ng at fu l l  speed . Th i s  was its own form of b lackm ai l .  

I n  order fo r  a d i rector to fi l l  h i s  quota, h e  needed to ma i n ta i n  

a good re l at ionsh i p  w i th raw mater i a l  supp l i e rs .  

After t h e  Ti khoretsk p l an t  was renovated, process i ng  ca

pac i ty i ncreased and the enterpr i se  requ i red constant orders . 

Tarada wou l d  he lp  secure these .  S l ava therefore found h im se l f 

entang led i n to the comp l ex processes of the w i nemak i ng i n 

dustry, partly  due to  Erzo l B abaev 's  act i v i t i e s .  



LX 

My three years of fu l l  t ime  graduate stud ie s  i n  M os

cow turned out to be a g i ft from fate . I nterac t ion 

w i th sc i ent i sts i n  and of i t se l f  carr i es a great benefit .  

Th i s  was  one  of t he  best per iods i n  my l i fe, carefree yet r igor

ous  and goa l -or iented . 

I was ass i gned to a dorm i tory on Saratovskaya i n  the Tek

s t i l shch i k i  d i str ic t  of M oscow, on the n i nth and h ighest floor. 

Th i s  was a spec i a l  floor for graduate students .  U ndergrads l i ved 

below and regarded us  w i th respect ,  as the graduate students 

a l so taught .  We wou l d  often descend from our perch to party 

w i th the other students, a lways rece i v i ng a warm we lcome .  

I shared a room w ith an Arab named I brah i m .  H e  was 

a very p i ous  man .  He  feared pork as if  i t  was Satan, and d i dn ' t  

d r i nk  a lcoho l .  H e  ate on ly  vegetab les  and  prayed regu lar ly. 

To top i t  off, he was married and, natura l l y, d i dn ' t  even con
temp late go i ng astray. H i s w i fe and three daughters, whose 
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photos adorned his hal f of  the room,  stayed beh ind  i n  h i s  

home land .  

A l l  tem ptat ions  tha t  I ' d o ffer h im,  l i ke a true serpent ,  were 

a lways answered by I brah im  w i th a resound ing  ' no ' .  
" I brah i m ,  how about w e  go party w i th the g i r l s  ton i ght?" 

"Thanks, I gor, but  no .  I t 's forb idden . "  

" I brah i m ,  how about we go  to  a restaurant and  ce lebrate 

the end of exams?" 
"Thanks, I gor, but  no. I t ' s forb idden in the eyes of A l lah . "  

" I brah i m ! "  

"No,  I gor, no ! Thank you ! "  

A n d  s o  i t  went ! 

I f  you offered h i m  a dr ink ,  he ' d  quote the Quran .  You ' d  

g i v e  h i m  a meat p ie ,  and he ' d  protest that there 's pork i n  i t .  

B ut ne i ther of us cared about t h e  fact that he  was a n  A rab and I 
was a J ew. 

The on ly  vu l nerab i l i ty in I brah im  's out look was money. 

Trade was encouraged by A l l ah .  I brah i m  needed money l i ke 

the rest of us ,  and the l i fe that a graduate s t i pend a l lowed 

was far from l uxurious .  I once not i ced that after every tr i p 

home, I brah im wou l d  return to the dorm wear ing  a who le  lo t  

of watches . 

" I brah im ," I asked, "why do you need so many watches?" 

I brah im  sm i led s ly ly, l ooked around,  desp i te the fact that 

there was no one e l se in the room, and asked me,  l ean ing  c lose 

to my ear :  

" I gor, can I trust you?" 

I nodded . 

"As i t  stands,  I don ' t  need a watch," he wh i spered .  " I ' m  

never i n  a rush t o  get anywhere. B u t  other peop l e  are, and they 

need watches .  So I se l l  them ." 

Th i s  was I brah im 's great secret : he was a specu l ator. I bra

h im  seemed overj oyed by the fact that I reacted to th i s  reve la
t i on w i th comp lete ca lm . 



"Do you want to buy i n ?" 

I made a dea l  w i th I brah im to buy watches from h i m  at 

1 5 0 rub i es each ,  and qu i c k l y  found customers who wou l d  buy 

them for 2 5 0 .  I b rah im made three or four watch run s  per year, 

and each t ime  I was ab le  to make around a thousand rub i es 

worth o f  profi t .  And  so we l i ved . 

The fact that money can change a man d i d  not  become 

apparent  to me r ight  away. One day, however, I arr i ved i n  our  

room and was taken aback : I brah i m  was ho l d i ng a bott l e  

o f  cham pagne .  

" I gor - l e t ' s  have a dr i nk . "  

" What are you  do i ng?" I wondered . " I sn ' t  that forb idden?" 

" Eh !  Who cares?" I brah im sh rugged . "He who knows how 

to se l l  shou l d  know how to buy ."  

I stood there, i s  d i sbe l i e f  o f  the change I was w i tnes s i ng .  

" I brah im ,  i s  that you?" were the on l y  words that came  out .  

"Did  you get  bad news? What happened? Te l l  m e  - m aybe 

I can he l p ! "  

"Noth i ng  happened ! I s i m p ly  came t o  a rea l izat ion : 

you shou ld  try everyth i ng i n  l i fe at l east once i f  you have 

the means . "  

So began the ' fal l '  of  I brah i m .  H ad he been a B uddh i st ,  

he wou ld  have cha l ked i t  up  to overcom i ng h i s  fears . Ear l i er, 

I brah i m  's on ly  contact w i t h  women cons i sted of  look ing  at 

a photo of  h i s  w i fe .  Now, I found h i m  in the company of two 

fema le  students at once. They sat on e i ther s i de of him atop 

the narrow bed and th i rst i l y  drank up h i s  stories about  faraway 

lands . 

The apex of h i s  reb i rth  came on a day when I returned 

to the dorm ear l i er than usua l  to fi nd the door l ocked . 

" H ey, I brah im ! " I ye l l ed .  "What happened ."  

The  door sudden ly  c racked open  and  I saw an Arab w ith  

g l i sten ing eyes . 

" I gor, can you go for a wa lk  or someth ing? I ' m not a lone . . .  " 
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That 's how money changed I brah i m .  Perhaps i t  wasn ' t j us t  

that - Russ ia has a pecu l iar a i r  to i t .  A fter a year, w e  part 

ed ways . I brah im  sudden ly d i sappeared . From what I heard , 

he went back home .  

So went  my fi rst two years i n  graduate schoo l .  I absorbed 

the adv i ce of my peers and was i n t roduced to some of  Fa

ther 's  friends,  who v i s i ted M oscow often . Among them was 

M i kha i l Anato lyev i ch  Tsymba l  - the d i rector o f  the N ovo

ros s i ryk Wine D i st r ibu t ion  Center. He knew way more than 

he sa id  out  loud,  and,  be i ng  in the fi e l d  that he was in ,  hap

pened to work w i th S l ava  qu i te c l ose ly. Persona l  and work 

connec t ions  were i n tertw i n i ng, ty i ng peop l e  more t i gh t l y  than 

b l ood .  

Tsymbal  's  son  Sergey had  recent ly returned from the army 

and was ach i ng to get s i tuated . That was when h i s  father tu rned 

to Erzo l .  

" H e l p  Sergey out .  H e  w ants t o  study and you know peop le  

everywhere . Don ' t  le t  the  k i d  waste away." 

E rzo l ,  who by then was on good term s w i th rector Yanush

k in ,  he l ped Tsymbal  w i th enro l lment .  I t  was then that father 

dec i ded to transfer h i s  youngest son Gena from h i s  correspond

ence stud ies  at Krasnodar Po lytechn i c  to a fu l l  t ime space at 

the M oscow M eat and Dai ly  I ns t i tute . He wanted h i m  to be 

under h i s  brother ' s  watchfu l  eye, so to speak. 

U l t imate ly, Tsymbal  J un i or and Gena arri ved i n  M oscow 

together and moved in w i th me. My graduate hous i ng prov id 
ed good l i v i ng  cond i t ions ,  and I brah im  had a l ready l eft, so  

there was p l enty of room . 

Gena l i ked to dr ink ,  and when he d id ,  he had a knack 

for gett i ng  i nto d i fficu l t  s i tuat ions  that I had to get him out  of. 

On ly then d i d  I understand the burden of  constant care that  our 
father bore . Occas iona l l y, I ' d have to wake up i n  the m idd l e  
of the  n i ght  to screams of: "Your brother 's i n  troub le  - come 

he l p ! "  And I d i d .  I got h im  out of  the drunk tank, out of the po-



l i ce s tat i o n ,  o u t  o f  the Komsomo l  Vi ce Patro l 's  paws or s im p ly  
o u t  o f  restaurants where he cou l d n ' t  pay the b i l l .  

B u t  t h e  most  d i ffi c u l t  t ime  came about when Gena and Ser

gey Tsymba l  needed to pass the i r  exam s .  A t  those t imes ,  

the pa i r  o f  shoddy students who rare l y  l ooked at the i r  sy l l ab i  

wou ld  pester me  for  adv i ce and he l p .  I n  manufactur ing,  they 

ca l l t h i s  ' rush work ' .  In the educat iona l  rea lm ,  however, i t  was 

l ega l ,  common and expected . 
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LXI 

We wou ld  get rare v i s i ts  from S l ava .  Gena  and  I 

watched h im  change over t ime  and marve l ed .  By 

our humb l e  assessments, S l ava became Croesus -

he earned ten to fi fteen thousand rub i es a month . 

S l ava  wou l d  i nv i te me to v i s i t  h i m .  H e  had a car, wh ich  

he wou ld  le t  me borrow, usua l ly  accompan i ed by a g i ft ofabout 

two thousand rub i es - for m i nor expenses . We shared w i th  one 

another - both because Erzo l watched over us  and because 

of the mere fact that we were brothers . 

I n  truth ,  however, S lava was a m i serab l e  man ,  and money 
d i dn ' t  change the fact that he  fe l t  lone ly when he came home .  

The  batt l e  aga ins t  lone l i ness c an  have unexpected effects .  

One day, S l ava ran i n to Zoya - the b i g-eyed beauty who cap
t ivated h im  dur ing h i s  fi rst year of  un ivers i ty. The officer ' s  

daughter understood the pr i ce  of  lone l i ness and knew how 

to r id  a man of  tha t  gnaw ing  fee l i ng .  The i r  tum u l tuous affa i r  

was rek i nd l ed .  



S l ava gave Zoya a j ob at h i s  p l ant ,  and after some t ime  she  

got  pregnant .  S l ava 's  w i fe A nya i n stant ly  found out  about  i t ,  

and that ' s  when she made her character known .  She  d i d n ' t  say 

a s i ng l e  word - j us t  gathered a l l the bankbooks,  go ld ,  m oney 

- everyth i ng in the house - and l e ft .  

One cou ld  say that t h i s  story had a happy end i ng .  Zoya 

and S l ava had a baby g i r l . S l ava d i vorced the g i r l that Father 

p i cked from him and never saw her aga i n .  
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LXII 

Wh i l e  at a student party, I met a g i r l  named O lya, 

and we l i ked one another. As  you know, certa i n  

meet i ngs make i t  a l l c l ear w i thout words .  I i nv i ted 

her out to cafes a few t imes, to the mov i es ,  or s imp ly  for a 

wa lk  a long the bou l evard s .  

One  even ing,  I was  prepar ing for a date . 

"Where are you off to?" Sergey Tsym ba l  asked . 

"Going to a restaurant w i th a g i r l . "  

"Take me w i th you ! "  

So the two o f  us  headed t o  the date . Actua l l y, 1 headed 

to the date and Sergey j ust  tagged a long .  We went to the res

taurant and ordered .  The wa i ter  brought cham pagne .  A t  one 

po i n t, the beau t ifu l  O lya stepped away for a m i nute .  Th i s  was 

probab l y  one of  those moments when pass ion  dom i nates us ,  
because as soon as O lya wal ked away, Sergey grabbed me by 

the s l eeve, h is  eyes burn i ng .  

"L i sten, are th i ngs serious between you two?" 



"What do you m ean? We haven ' t  even o ffi c i a l l y  s tarted 

dat i ng . " 

"Th i s  i s  fate ! Trust  m e !  I know th i s  doesn ' t  happen,  bu t  

I can  fee l  i t  - i t ' s fate ! G i ve m e  a chance ! "  

" What are you ta l k i ng about?" 

"Olya ! Do you want to m arry her?" 

"I can on ly  m arry a J ew i sh  g i r l ! "  

" Leave m e  w i th her," Sergey started i n s i st i ng .  You know 

that  I ' ve never asked you for anyt h i ng . "  

I stared at my  fri end ,  puzz l ed .  
"You look  l i ke a c razy person . "  

" I  am a crazy person .  Bu t  I can  fee l  t h i s .  Let  me  ta l k  to her. "  

" F i ne, fine .  I won ' t  i n terfere .  B ut keep i n  m i nd that i f  

there 's  a s i tuat ion ,  you ' re gett i ng ou t  o f  i t  yourse l f. "  

Wi thout say i ng another word ,  I got up  and  l eft a restau

ran t .  I t  was tru ly a p l ot po i n t in a soap opera .  
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LXI I I  

My good friend and fe l l ow K i s lovodsk nat i ve Vo lodya 

M i khai lov l i ved in the same dorm as me. He he l ped 

me rea l i ze the fact that everyth i ng  in t h i s  wor l d is 

predeterm ined .  At one po i nt ,  my o l der brother S l ava unsuc

cessfu l ly courted the M i kha i lovs ' o l der daughter Lar i sa .  

In  November of 1 9 7 5  Vo lodya and I flew to K i s l ovodsk 

and I went to v i s i t  the M ikhai lovs .  The i r  house d i d n ' t  d i ffer 

from ones around i t ,  as ide from the fact that weal thy peop le  

l i ved there .  Everyone who crossed the i r  thresho ld  understood 

th i s ,  as the house featured certa i n  attr i butes . 

A t  fi rst ,  Vo lodya took me to the garage . H e  opened the door 

and pointed at the sem i -dark room.  

"Look ! "  

I stood s t i l l ,  try i ng t o  d i scern someth i ng .  Vo lodya turned 

on the l i ghts and my eyes were h i t  w i th a br ight flash . 
Th i s  was the i deal mach ine on whee l s .  I t  seemed l i ke 

the p innac l e  of human creat ion ,  wh ich  cou l dn ' t  be surpassed 



on  t h i s  l �a rt h . I t  w as a s h i ny, c l ea r-coated au tomob i l c ,  each 

de t a i l  o f  w h i c h  u nde r l i ned  i t s fore i g n  or i g i n s .  

"Sec ' >" Vo l odya e xc l a i med ,  appro ac h i ng t h e  c a r  a n d  s t rok -

i n g i t s  s i d e s .  " I t ' s an  Ope l K ap i t a n . "  

" W here ' d  y o u  ge t i t ?" I b l u rted ou t .  

"My  dad bough t  i t . "  

l l ya V l ad i m i ro v i c h  M i k ha i l ov  w as a m an f'a m ou t h ro ugh 

ou t  t he c i ty .  By  m odern standard . , i t  wou l d  be mo re proper  

t o  c a l l h i m  a b u s i ness m a n .  I l e  oversa� an i nd u  tr i a l tem p late 

m a n u fac t u r i n g  opera t i o n ,  s t i l l  manag i n g  to m ake m oney in  a 

t i m e  o l' t o t a l  de f i c i t .  B y  t h e  t i m e  l l ya V l ad i m i ro v i c h  c h i l d ren  

were g ro w n ,  he  had accu m u l a ted a i zab l e  u m  and co u ld ea -

i l y con s i de r  h i m se l f t o  be a w ea l thy m a n .  H e  had a n u m be r  

o f  hobb i e  , w h i c h  i n c l uded a penchan t for expens i ve th i n g . 

The l ove  for fore i gn  car  was  a l so am ongst  h i  ecret pa ion . 

Vo l odya opened t he  door, i n  i t i n g m e to get i n to the cab i n . 

The i n s i de o f  t he  car  s m e l l e d  l i k e l eather  and C u ban c i gar  , 

w h i c h ,  at t he  t i me ,  were so l d i n  e e ry store in  our  country. 

M ak i n g I i ke an expert , I started exam i n i ng the i n teri or. We 

were used to Zaporozhets  and  Z h igu l i , so an Opel  may a we l l  

have been from another  p l anet . 

" A n  O pe l  K a p i t an ,  you ay?" I troked the seat .  I t  wa rea l 

l ea ther. 

"Yes," Vo l odya confi rm ed pro u d l y. ' ' I  ' I I  take you for a r ide 

i f  you w a n t . "  

" W hat  k i nd o f  horsepower?" 

"A hu nd red or t\i o, I th i nk," my fr i e n d  hrugged . " I t '  
a spec ia l model  m ade i n  Germany. Father certa i n l y  pa i d  fo r  i t .  
Rea l l y  expen i ve . o i t '  rea l l y  coo l ,  r i g ht?" Volodya cou ldn ' t  
conta in  h i s  exc i tement .  " I mag ine  your e l f  a t  t h e  whee l ! "  

"Oh,  com e  on," I coffed . " I  v e  seen fanci er. "  

I exam i ned t he  car a n d  gathered my thoughts . D id  Vo lodya 
rea l ly th ink  that I came to t he i r  home on ly  to l ook at an expen
s i ve car? A fter a l l ,  he knew that the purpo e of my v i s i t  " as 
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com plete ly d i fferent .  Vo lodya had a younger s i ster, a marri age

ab le  g i r l  who was rumored to be an amaz ing  beauty. I remem

ber we l l  how I wou ld  ask to meet the g i r l and Vo lodya wou ld  

fe ign i ngly fla i l h i s  arms and answer :  "What are you tal k i ng 
abou t !  She 's st i l l  too young - a ch i l d ! "  And here I was, at the i r  

home, and  I s t i l l  haven ' t  seen anyone .  Perhaps there were a l l  

j ust stor ies .  And what cou l d  be so spec ia l  about a J ew i sh g i r l ?  

I t 's a good t ime  as  any  to  rem ind  you  that a l l  o f  my fam

i ly 's attempts to fi nd me a br ide encountered t he  same  unso l v 

ab l e  i s s ue :  I found  a l l t he  g i r l s  that were be ing  shown  to  me  

t o  be  unattrac t ive .  Each br ida l  v i s i t  that my fam i ly wou ld ar

range became a con fi rmat i on of  the fact that there 's noth ing  

more perm anent than  tem porary m i sfortune .  

A t  the  t ime ,  I d i d n ' t  g i ve m uch thought to  what a person 

needs to be happy. I t  seemed that I had i t ,  but  what d id i t  en

ta i l ?  I ' m removed from the na"ive ly  categori ca l  suppos i t i on 

shared by the maj or i ty of M ounta i n Jews that happ i ness l i es  

i n  wea l th .  For me,  happ i ness enta i led ach i ev i ng my goa l s ,  

no matter how d i fficu l t .  Once one i s  reached, i t  i s  essen t i a l  

to se t  another - a more d i fficu l t  one .  Th i s  cont i n ues for the  

ent i rety of l i fe .  

Back on that mag ica l  day, Vo lodya and I started ta lk i ng  

about fore ign c i nema - about hero ines and su l try beaut i e s .  

I n  mov i es, heroes zoomed around i n  exqu i s i te  cars a t  h i gh 

speed and l ived i n  cast les .  

I t  was then that I heard a vo ice .  I d i dn ' t  pay attent ion to i t  

a t  fi rst .  For a second, the  garage got  dark and a s i l houette ap

peared in the doorway. I l i fted my gaze and saw a young wom

an . A g i r l ,  rather. 

Years have passed, but  I remember every deta i l of  our fi rst 

encounter. Those p leasant, un ique, almond eyes, in the depth 

of wh ich,  l ike in A ladd i n 's cave, sapph i re flames spark led .  She 

had c l ear wh i te sk in ,  de l i cate features, a da i nty nose and fu l l ,  
supp le l i ps .  I watched a s  the g i r l  embraced her brother. 



"Vo lodka !  You ' re back ! "  
My  fr iend hugged her and spun her around . 

"L ida !  Let me  i n troduce our pr incess and my s i ster," 

he proud l y  to ld  me .  

The g i r l  l aughed . Oh ,  what a l augh i t  was ! I t  was  as i f  

a hundred be l l s  ch imed a pecu l i ar me l ody. 

" I ' m  I gor," I rep l i ed .  
S h e  l ooked me over i nd i fferen t ly  and approached the car. 

"So how many peop le  can fi t i n  there?" 

"A who l e  p l atoon," Vo lodya laughed . 

The rum ors were true . Th i s  g i r l  was d i fferen t  from eve

ryone I had met  prior to then . She moved w i th rare grace 

and beauty. One on ly  needed to l ook at her once to te l l  that 

shyness h id under the g l i b  exter i or. 

To make an i mpres s i on ,  I got ou t  of  the car, knocked on the 

hood w i th  my  knuck le, and turned to Vo lodya .  

"How many gears does t h i s  r i ckety th ing have?" 

"Four, o l d  man ."  

"Does i t  bum rubber?" 

Vo lodya scoffed, sound i ng  l i ke an expert .  

" L i ke an an ima l . B ut that wears ou t  t h e  carburetor. "  

"Good hand l i ng?" 

"G l ued to the road at one-fi fty ! "  

I chatted w i th Vo lodya, and cou l d  i ntu i t i ve ly  te l l  that 

the g i r l  was l i s ten i ng  to me atten t ive ly. 

"What k i nd of car do you have?" L ida s udden ly  asked . 

" I  don ' t  have a car,"  I rep l i ed .  

She g igg l ed ,  as i f  I had to l d  a good j oke, and turned to her  

brother. 

"When are you gonna take u s  for a r ide?" 

"As soon as I ' m  free . "  

L i da l ooked a t  me m i sch ievous ly. M us i c  s tarted p l ay ing  
somewhere i n  the  d i s tance, a s  i f  prompted by  a mag i c  wand . 

Vo l odya started tapp ing  to the beat on the hood .  A pause hung 
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over t he  garage, and no one ru shed t o  break i t .  Sudden ly, L i da 

wh i pped her ha i r. 

" I f  I cou l d  dr ive ,"  she sa id ,  " I  wou l dn ' t  s i t  around .  I ' d 

dr ive somewhere every n i gh t .  Wherever my eyes fe l l . " 

She looked at me  i nqu i s i t i ve l y, as i f  ask i ng  me :  ' Got i t? ' ,  

then s i l en t ly  gave her brother a k i s s  and l e ft .  The heavens sent 

me no s ign to i nd i cate that she was my dest i ny. I f  on ly my 

heart had sk ipped a beat, or someth i ng .  

We were i nv i ted i nto the house,  where Anna  Gr igoryevna 

was sett i ng the tab l e .  That was when I got a better look at L ida .  

She was i n  the room, ta l k i ng to some guy .  Try i ng to seem cas

ual , I asked Yo lodya who he was .  

"That 's M i sha, L i da 's  c l assmate," he  rep l i ed ,  and we went 

back to tal k i ng  about cars . 

For the remai nder of the week, I v i s i ted Yo l odya several 

t imes, as if by chance, and ran i nto L ida .  We ' d  say he l l o to one 

another and exchange mean i ng l ess  j okes - that was the extent 

of our comm un icat ion .  I never saw M i s ha the c l assmate agai n .  

I t  was a s  i f  someone was chas ing  h im  away before my arri va l . 

I had no idea whether t h i s  was co inc identa l .  

I gradua l l y  l earned a l ot about L i da .  S h e  was fi n i sh i ng 

up n inth grade and her future had a l ready been dec ided .  H er 

parents chose a career i n  med i c ine  for her, and wanted her 

to enro l l  in  the pharm aceut ica l  facu l ty i n  Pyat i gorsk . Back 

then, i t  wasn ' t  customary to l e t  g i r l s  go far away from home,  

espec i a l ly  youngest daughters, and the pharm aceut i ca l  fac

u l ty seemed very su i tab l e .  F i rs t ly, i t  was nearby. Second ly, 

i t  was prest ig ious  - part i c u l ar ly  for a g i r l . Work ing i n  a qu ie t  

pharmacy and deal i ng w i th scarce med icat ion  - one cou l d  

on l y  dream of someth ing  l i ke that .  Actua l l y, t h e  i deal  career 

that every se l f-respect ing Jew i sh  father dreamed for h i s  son 
or daughter was dent i stry - a most l ucrat ive  profess ion - but 

as far as I remember, there was no dental  facu l ty in Pyat i g

orsk .  



To understand why no one cou l d  get enough of  L ida  one 

on ly  needed to see how her parents  regarded her. They abso

l u te ly  adored her. The i r  o l der k ids had l eft the nest ,  and the 

en t i rety o f  the i r  parenta l  l ove focused on the i r  lovely youngest 

daughter. Bask i ng  i n  such love, there was no way she  cou l d n ' t  

b e  happy. 

Every other aspect of her l i fe was no d i fferent from that 

of  an ord i n ary Sov i et g i r l .  As  appropri ate, dates were on ly  

poss i b l e  under  parenta l  superv i s i on .  Tri ps to restaurants were 

str i c t ly  forb idden ,  and a l l  wa lks  around  the  c i ty had to be ac

com pan ied by a friend .  

That fi rst week after we met  flew by. I t  was  t i m e  for me  

to retu rn to M oscow i n  order to h i t  the  books back  a t  graduate 

schoo l .  On  the way to the cap i ta l  my thoughts a lways came 

back to L i da .  There was noth i ng romant i c  about  them . Th i s  

was  s i m p ly  t h e  fi rs t  t ime  I met a pretty J ew i sh g i r l ,  a nd  her 

image hung around in my  memory. So  p icturesque, and smart !  

S he countered bo ldness w i th bo ldness ,  a l l w h i l e  stay i ng w i t h i n  

t h e  bounds of  po l i teness .  She  m ade an  i m press ion . 

I n  M oscow, I had a g i r lfr i end  named Tat iana .  We l i ked one 

another and I was n ' t  i n  a rush to break up w i th her. M oscow 's 

hust le and bust l e  d i ffered from the measured pace of  l i fe 

i n  K i s l ovodsk .  I had to attend  lectures ,  wr i te a d i ssertat i on ,  

compose j ourna l  art i c l es ,  l ead a student sem inar, and  l earn 

tons of usefu l  and use l ess  i nformat ion  - a m i l l i on  t h i ngs that 

a graduate student was supposed to know. Th i s  sort of  sched

u le l eft me  w i th no  t ime  for other t h i ngs .  

Once a month ,  I wou l d  v i s i t  home to re l ax ,  breathe  

the crystal  c l ear a i r  of  my nat i ve  c i ty, and enj oy the peace 

and qu i et ,  the va lue  of  wh i ch  I d i d n ' t  fu l ly apprec i ate dur ing 

my youth . N ow, however, I s tarted frequent i ng the M ikha i l ov  

home dur ing my v i s i ts .  At  fi rst , I d i d  so as  Vo lodya 's  friend,  

w i thout u l ter ior  mot ives .  I t  was on  my th i rd v i s i t ,  I th i nk ,  that 

I v i s i ted L ida d i rect ly. We had a p leasant conversat ion  and that 
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was i t .  Anna Gr igoryevna,  L i da ' s  mother, saw me ou t  w i t h  

a l ong gaze . 

I never m i ssed the opportun i ty to grab a box or  choco lates 

or flowers for the g i r l . I gave them s i ncere ly, fee l i ng  a p l easant 

fl utter i n  my heart ,  as if I was putt i ng  a p iece of my soul i n to 

her tender hands a long w i th the g i ft .  She accepted my g i ft s ,  

but  w i th a s ly  sm i le ,  wh ich  made no prom i ses . 

F i na l l y  conv i nced that L i da wasn ' t  i n terested i n  me,  I fe l t  

cha l lenged . I was a great guy, goddam m i t ,  and courage con

quers a l l .  I ' ve had a chance to ho ld  management  pos i t i ons ,  

was work ing  toward my m aster 's ,  and stud ied i n  the cap i ta l . 

These were i m pres s i ve th i ngs ! 

A t  t imes ,  I wou ld  v i s i t  the M ikha i lovs and i nv i te L ida  out 

for a walk .  A s  I ment ioned,  a decent g i r l  from a proper fam 

i l y  cou l d n ' t  go out  w i th a man by herse l f, so our wa lks  were 

a lways accompan i ed by her friend L i za Kar i na .  We wal ked 

around our famous park, its paths  l ead i ng us h igher and h igh

er i nto the mounta i n s .  The more I l ooked at th is  g i r l ' s  face, 

the more I wanted to w i n  her affect i on .  

I took every chance to impress or am use her. One  t ime, we  

were wal k ing  by H ram Yozduha - a famous K i s l ovodsk res

taurant .  I t  stood at the very top of a mounta i n ,  and had a mar

ve lous  v i ew of the surround i ngs . Th i s  arch i tectural marve l  was 

bu i l t  before the revo l ut ion ,  and became a m ust-see tourist at

trac t ion dur ing Sov iet t imes .  I suggested that we go in, but 

L i da categorica l ly  refused . A Komsomol  tenth-grader w i th 
a young m an - God forb i d .  Accept i ng  that I wou ldn ' t  be ab le  

to conv ince her, I ran i n  and arranged for the wai ter to br i ng 
out  some s imp l e  food to the l awn i n  front  of the restaurant .  

He  sm i led wry ly  and s tarted prepar ing a tab lec lo th .  

Years l ater, th i s  move gai ned an aura of romant i c i sm 

and gal l antry, though I d i dn ' t  g i ve i t  any thought back then .  

I was  p leased to make my l ady happy, and  l oved to  see  the  g i r l  
I l i ked enj oy i ng herse l f.  



L ida and Kar ina stro l led a l ong the fi r- l i ned path . T ime after 

t ime, she wou ld  g l ance at the strange preparat ions  the wa i ter 

was mak ing i n  front of the restaurant .  At  a certa i n moment ,  

L i da spread her arm s, l i ke a b i rd .  H er dress t ight ly c l ung to her 

body, revea l i ng  her exq u i s i te shape . I t  seemed l i ke everyone 

was l ook i ng at her, and at me, see i ng how m uch I l i ked her 

and how she was toy ing  w i th my fee l i ngs so p l easan t ly  and i n

nocent ly. H er ha i r  A uttered i n  the w i nd and her eyes sudden ly  

seemed l i ghter - gray o r  b l ue i nstead of the i r  u sua l  brown .  Eve

ry t ime she l ooked at me,  her face seemed to sudden ly  l i ght  up .  

Perhaps tha t  was  the  fi rst t ime  I thought  tha t  L i da wou ld  

so lve  a l l my prob lems ,  even  i f  I had  no idea how she wou l d  go  

about do ing  tha t .  I certa i n l y  d i d n ' t  doub t  the fact  that Father 

wou ld  have no i ssue w i th her be i ng  a cand i date . I th i nk  that ,  at 

t h i s  moment ,  both her and I fe l t  l i ke chess p i eces in a capt i vat

ing game waged by prov idence .  

L ida approached the m akesh i ft tab l e  that m ag i ca l l y  ma

teri a l i zed on  the l awn ,  p i nched off a p i ece of  a ro l l , l aughed 

and started g idd i ly ta l k i ng to Kari na .  I sat next to them . We 

to l d  each other funny stor ies and l aughed w i th no  resp i te .  

The  exact words d i dn ' t  rema i n  i n  my  memory, bu t  that does n ' t  

matter. We fe l t  young, provocat i ve,  a n d  very happy. 

I wanted to stretch that moment as far as poss i b l e ,  bu t  

t ime  showed no mercy. L i da soon s tarted check ing  her watch,  

and her and Kar ina got up to go home. I comp l ian t ly  wa l ked 

them back, as if conc lud ing  an i mportant r i tua l . 

I was drawn to the M i kha i l ov  house l ike a magnet .  I saw 

no reason to fight  the fee l i ng grow ing  i ns i de me. Why wou ld  

I ?  Every t ime  I was  ab l e  t o  escape M oscow, I v i s i ted them 

as the i r  daughter ' s  friend and reve l ed in her company. W hat 

d i d  we  do? N oth i ng  spec i a l  - j ust ta l ked .  Anna  Gr igoryevna 

wou ld a lways fi nd someth i ng to do in  the adj acent room . 

I pat ien t ly  awai ted the t i n iest  s ign of  hope from L ida  -

even the s l ightest encouragement .  Bu t  the s i gn d i dn ' t  come .  
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Every t ime  I returned from L ida 's ,  I wou ld  te l l  Havo eve

ryth i ng .  What seemed i n s i gn ificant to me  meant a l ot more 

to Havo ' s  fem i n i ne heart .  One t ime, after heari ng out my woes 
about L i da ' s  i n d ifference, Havo looked at me stern ly and sat 

me down in front of  her. 

"Son," she began, "don ' t  try to outrun a tra i n . "  

"What do  you  mean?" I asked . 

"You know how our trad i t i ons  are . Not everyt h i ng i s  done 
at once .  Sunset starts wi th sunr ise .  What do you want? What 

do you expect from L i da?" 

" We l l ,  I don ' t  know . . .  " I hes i tated . Everyth i ng seemed so 

obv ious  to me. "Probab ly  some s i gn of affect ion ,  or attent i on .  

I come to  he r  w i th g i fts - s i ncere ly, from the  heart . "  

"Son,  you  forget," H avo rep l ied ,  l ook i ng a t  me  stern l y, 

"that l i fe d i dn ' t  start yesterday. You keep say ing  ' my L i da, my 

L ida . ' Don ' t  you know anyth i ng about the  Yagyayevs?" 

The Yagyayevs were old friends w i th the M ikhai lovs  dat

i ng back to when both fam i l i es l i ved i n  Dagestan . M ayer Yag
yayevs was friends w i th l lya V lad im i rov i ch .  Raya, h i s  w i fe ,  

was friends w ith Anna Gr igoryevna .  And the fact that the i r  

son, M i sha, was L i da ' s  c l assmate was, t o  them,  a s i gn form 

above and a reason for further act i on .  

"They ' re prom i sed to  one  another," H avo exp l a i ned, w i th 

concea led reproach over m e  not know ing i t .  

"But i t ' s  t he  twent ieth century !  What do you  mean - ' prom

i sed to one  another ' ?  The  on ly  th ing that matters i s  whether 

they ' re in love.  Everyth i ng e l se is j ust stup i d  trad i t i on . "  

" I t  i s n ' t  stup i d .  I n  fact, i t 's very r ight, and  i t 's not  up  to  you 

to dec ide what ' s  good and what i sn ' t," Havo snapped back .  

"Do me a favor and respect the i r  dec i s i on .  I f  L i da 's  father 
arranged someth ing w i th M ayer, then it i s n ' t  proper for you 

to stand in h i s  way." 

I contemp lated Havo's  words .  She had a po in t .  I wasn ' t  

about  to start batt l i ng w indm i l l s .  I s i l ent ly shrugged . 



I needed to go back to M oscow. Pack i ng, I cou l dn ' t  h e l p  

bu t  t h i nk  that maybe i t  real ly  wasn ' t  wort h  i t  t o  b e  up  i n  arm s .  

I bought a t i cke t  and went  back t o  my books,  art i c l es lec tures 

and l i t t l e  bro ther  Gena, who was j u s t  bare ly fi n i sh i ng up un i 

vers i ty. 
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LXIV 

At the t ime, l i fe i n  M oscow seemed mag ica l  to the pro

v i nc i a l s .  I t  wasn ' t  a matter of how access i b l e  bo logna 

was or whether or not one cou ld  buy bananas . M os

cow l i fe was eventful and punctuated by i nteract ions w i th in

terest i ng i nd i v i dua l s .  Everyone burn t  w i th i deas of  the sc i ence 

and techno logy revo l ut ion ,  d i scussed space fl i ght, and dreamt 

of conquering new wor lds .  Th i s  was a l l  so d i fferent from what 

I encountered at home that no one cou ld  b l ame my imag i na

t ion for be ing amazed and capt ivated.  

My graduate soc i a l  c i rc l e  d i ffered great ly  from K i s l ovodsk 

soc iety. Th i s  was a wor ld of contrad ic t ions that tempted w i th 

i ts nove l ty :  be i t  sc ient i sts who worked so hard that they forgot 

to eat, or savvy career is ts  who dreamt of becom ing doctors, 

deans or at l east department heads before they turned forty so 

that they cou l d  l i ve the h igh l i fe .  

M y  younger brother Gena  and  I were amazed by the  rank 
of professors that taught us  and regretted not be ing i ntroduced 



to them sooner. Perhaps i t  was our fam i l y 's i n terest i n  a l l k i nds  

o f' techno l ogy that spurred Gena to im prove h i s  s tud ies and be

come better at grasp ing  the re levant  core concepts . 

U l t imate ly, he graduated from un i vers i ty. Th i s  was 

an ach i evement  - a new he igh t .  Father 's dream had come true 
- a l l  h i s  sons got h i gher educat ions .  What was out  of  our  grand

parents ' reach became an e l ement  of  the i r  grandch i l dren ' s  nor

ma l  l i fe .  A fterwards ,  each of  us had h i s  path to fo l l ow. 

Gena was return i ng to K i s lovodsk .  We d i d n ' t  g i ve  much  

thought  t o  what that meant for h im .  H e  was  about t o  be un 

de r  Father 's watch ,  a nd  ne i ther of  t h em was  too happy about 

i t .  Father found h i m  at j ob at the Yessentuk i Sausage P l ant ,  

and work l i fe fo l l owed . 

Then ,  everyth i ng sudden ly  changed . One day, Gena re

turned home and gave H avo h i s  fi rs t  earn i ngs .  I t  wasn ' t  un t i l 

l ater that I rea l i zed how m uch  that m eant to H avo and Father. 

I n  one s i ng l e  moment ,  a d i sobed ien t  troub lemaker who had 

to be watched at every moment  turned i nto a prov i der. A man 

who brought money i nto the home automat i ca l l y  became 

a master and an author i ty fi gure .  
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LXV 

E rzo l  had an easy t ime obtai n i ng the funds ,  mater ia l s  

and documents necessary for the construct ion of  new 

workshops and the equ i pment  that fi l l ed them . S tart i ng  

from very l i tt l e, he gained enough power i n  K i s lovodsk to  con

duct bus i ness at a l l l eve l s .  He then understood that he outgrew 

the c i ty. I t  was t ime  to move on to another l eve l .  

He  had a n  o l d  friend named Z i nyukov, who headed 

the Second B ranch of the Russ i an Sewing  I ndustr i a l  Comp l ex 

and offered Father a j ob as h i s  fi rst deputy. That 's how our 

father ended up in M oscow. 

At t imes, it seems to me that Father be longed to a rare breed 

of l ucky people .  Then I remember how he acted in d ifficu l t  s i tu
ations and bu i l t  h i s  bus iness and understand :  he and he a lone 

was respons ib l e  for h is  success .  He  on ly re l i ed on h i s  w i sdom 

and sk i l l  and ascended toward career he ights, step by step. 

I remember when Father and I both v i s i ted K i s l ovodsk 
and he asked for my he l p .  I t  took me a b i t  of  t ime to rea l -



i ze what t h i s  h e l p  enta i l ed .  Father showed me fi ve one- l i ter 

j ars layered w i th co i ns ,  d i amonds ,  and a bit of go l d .  The j ars 
seemed to g low from w i th i n .  E rzo l 's  house co l l ected money 

l i ke other homes co l l ec t  dus t .  A t  a certa i n po i nt ,  he began 
to wonder what he was go ing to do w i th i t .  He d i d n ' t  have 

a l us t  for go ld ,  and no one i n  our fam i ly wore m uch  j ewe l ry. 

There d i d  ex i s t  a need, however, to i nvest money i nto some

th ing that  d i d n ' t  deprec i ate, wh i ch  led  Father to buy t h i ngs that  

wou l d  a lways reta i n  the i r  va l ue .  

The  tragedy was that Erzo l cou l dn ' t  spend h i s  fortune ou t  

i n  the open . S i m i l ar prob lems befe l l many bus i nesspeople dur ing 

the Sov iet epoch, among them Koreyko - a famous underground 

m i l l ionaire from the Sov iet sat i re c l ass i c  The Go lden Ca lf.  

Rea l i z i ng  tha t  i t  was dangerous to keep va luab l es at home,  

Erzo l s tarted to h i de  them by s tuffi ng them i nto j ars l i ke they 

were p i ck l ed tomatoes . He wou l d  store them somewhere 

on  our property - no one but  h i m  knew exac t ly  where . Even

tua l l y, the precaut ion  seemed i nsuffic ien t  to Father, and dur ing 

one of  h i s  t r ips  home Erzo l dec i ded to h i de h i s  treasures some

where more secure .  

He had p l anned everyth i ng out  me t i cu lous ly .  Father asked 

me  to he l p  h i m  d i g  a pit on  the s lope lead i ng down to the ra

v i ne, some two hundred meters beh i nd  the house .  We trave

led l i ght ,  carry i ng on ly  shove l s .  Eduard K h i l 's vo ice  ech

oed through the garden,  s i ng i ng w inter songs in the m idd l e  

of a scorch i ng  summer  day. Wear i ng  unders h i rts  and  sweat

pants, l i ke a pa ir  of  fi sherm en l ook i ng  to d i g  up  some worm s  

fo r  bai t ,  w e  wa lked down the path toward the ram b l i ng  r iver. 

I t  was a rough path ,  mak ing  us  worry about m i s s i ng  our step 

and p l ummet ing  down every second .  

Despi te the  sunsh ine  and wonderful  weather, a fee l ing  

of impend ing  doom refused to  l eave me .  There was  no one  

around,  j ust c icadas ch i rp i ng w i t h  a l l  the i r  m i ght, drown i ng 

out Kh i l 's song .  

Erzol 

347 



Igor Babae1 •  

3 4 8  

At a certa in  spot ,  Father  stopped and carefu l l y l ooked 

around .  He tapped h i s  foot severa l  t imes for some reason 

or other, p i cked up a shove l and sa i d :  

"We ' l l  d i g  here . "  
Wi th  those words ,  he p l unged t he  b l ade i n to t he  ground 

and tossed up  a chunk of so i l .  I i n stan t ly  reca l l ed h i s  garden

i ng l essons ,  when he took us  to the garden when we were l i t 

t le and taught us  to d ig .  The l essons d i dn ' t  go unheeded . H i s  

mot ions  were po i nted and fi l led w i th strength .  Father had set 

a goal and pursued it , d i ffi c u l t i e s  notw i thstand ing .  

The  thought of  d i gg i ng a p i t  to h i de treasure - one  where 

i t  cou l d  pos s i b l y  rema in  forever - am used me .  Was there rea l 

l y  no one watch i ng u s ?  S w i fts  and swa l lows zoomed through 

the a i r  h igh above us .  Khi  I 's voice had been rep l aced by Ly

udm i l a Zyk ina  s i ng i ng about Russ i an fie l d s .  Father seemed 

to not ice none of  i t .  He s imp l y  threw an angry g l ance in my  d i 

rect ion ,  a s  i f  t o  ask me  why I w asn ' t  do i ng  anyth i ng .  I grabbed 

my shove l  and our efforts doub led .  

Father on ly  stopped once  he was  confident that t he  p i t  was 

deep enough to re l i ab l y  h i de h i s  possess ions .  

"Now le t ' s  go  ge t  the j ars , ' '  he sa id curt l y, happy w i th  h i s  

work. "No one w i l l  fi nd them here . "  

I t  was  a s  i f he had  pred i cted a future wh ich  none of us  cou l d  

have poss i b l y  imag ined .  A t  home,  baskets of food prepared by 

Havo awai ted us. At  the bottom of the w icker vesse l s  were 

the j ars, careful l y  arranged and obscured by eggs and potatoes .  

Everyth ing was be i ng done per proper consp i racy protoco l .  

The respons i b i l i ty fo r  our cargo gave me  such an adrena

l i ne rush that I cou l dn ' t  feel my feet under me .  It seemed l i ke 

I wasn ' t  wal k i ng, but fly i ng down the per i l ous  mounta in  path . 

M y  mot ions were prec i se, my  musc les  tense, and my sens
es sharpened . I fe l t  confident that I cou ld  repe l any attack i f  

i t  shou l d  happen and protect my  father 's earn i ngs - o u r  fam
i ly ' s  l egacy - at a l l costs . 



The on ly  way som eone cou l d  see us was from the other 

s i de  of the r iver, and the other bank was overgrown  and rare

ly  traversed by others . We reached the p i t .  Father went i n ,  

a nd  casua l ly  t o l d  me :  

"G ive ' em t o  me . "  

I care fu l l y handed h im  t he  j ars . Father wou ld  rece ive  them 

as care fu l l y  as a m i dw i fe rece i ves newborns ,  care fu l l y  l i n i ng 

them up .  H e  then c l i m bed out  and we went  back to our  shov

e l s .  

Exhaust ion expe l l ed unwanted thoughts . We method i ca l l y  

p i l ed t he  d i rt on unt i l t he  p i t  se ized to  ex i st ,  stam ped t he  so i l  

down and went back home .  

Once a t  the house ,  we washed up  and changed . Father 

ca l l ed me i nto h i s  room and c l osed the door. He l ooked at me 

stern l y  and we swore to forget about the stash 's  ex i stence .  Th i s  

p l edge made me fee l  o u r  fam i ly t i e s  - ones that cou ld  never 

be broken under any c i rcumstances - even more v i v i d l y. We 

were bound by a secret ,  and everyone ' s  future depended on us 

keep ing  i t .  

Soon after, Father went back to M oscow and I fo l lowed . 

B ig deeds l ay ahead . 
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! a lways wondered how M oscow, a l and locked c i ty, got so 

many seab i rds . The i r  guttura l  screams marked the beg in 

n i ng of my schoo l days .  Sy l l ab i ,  l ectures ,  be i ng  pressed 
for t ime . . .  The l i fe had a rhythm and energy that had me wa i t

i ng for someth ing  new and unexpected that wou ld  l ead me 

to great th i ngs . 

S tud ies  were accompan ied by p leasant romant ic adven

tures and j oyous ho l i days .  Peop l e  dated, fe l l  in  love ,  broke 

up. Some lost the i r  other ha lves,  others found them . Wedd ing  

parties rumb led ,  and  br ida l  ve i l s  fl apped, much l i ke the w i ngs 

of those wh i te seagu l l s .  

I l oved those ce lebrat ions  - my friends ' wedd i ngs .  I found  

them to adorn l i fe w i th new, br ight co lors . Wedd i ngs wou l d  

announce t o  the world that two hearts  had found one another, 

d i scovered what they l i ved for, and attai ned happ i ness .  

And what d i d  I l i ve for? Everyth i ng was uncerta i n  and un
steady, but I d i dn ' t  l ose hope . Th i s  was when someth i ng very 

important happened . 



Father had returned to K i s l ovodsk for another br ief  v i s

i t .  I d i d n ' t  f i nd out  what happened unt i l  l ater. Everyt h i ng  

started w i th H avo te l l i ng Father t h e  story of  my fa i l ed at

tem pts to w i n  L i da ' s  affec t i on .  Th i s  was probab ly  the fi rs t  

t ime  Father rece i ved my romant i c  i nc l i nat i ons  so approv

i ng ly. Everyone had been dream ing  of  me sett l i ng down for a 

wh i l e ,  and here I was,  hav i ng fee l i ngs towards a J ew i s h  g i r l  

who my fam i ly fu l l y approved o f. A l ways look i ng  ahead, 

Father cou l d  a l ready see the benefi ts  of t h i s  u n i on  - a new 

fam i l y, l ots  o f  c h i l d ren ,  and the cont i n uat i on  of  the B abaev 

c l an .  

Everyth ing  seemed very s imp l e .  Someone needed t o  go 

to L i da 's  father and have a heart to heart .  The rest was a m atter 

o f  log i s t i c s : an engagement ,  fo l l owed by a wedd i ng and g i ft s  

for the  new lyweds . 

I t  was a l ready even ing  when Erzo l B abaev knocked 

on l lya M ikha i lov 's door. The l ady of  the house opened up .  

Su rpr i se b r i efly  fl ashed over  her face  and  was  qu i ck ly  rep l aced 

by a po l i te sm i l e :  "We lcome ."  

Father was taken to the l i v i ng room . I t  wasn ' t  long before 

the master of  the house - I lya V l ad i m i rov i ch  - showed up .  

The men exchanged handshakes wh i l e  the  women  set  

the tab l e .  One toast  fo l lowed another, i n terspaced w i th con

versat ions  about l i fe .  

I assume tha t  Father was  i n  top  form tha t  even ing .  

H e  ta lked abou t  bus i ness ,  about  fabr ic  pr i ces ,  abou t  the  future 

and the  fact that t ime  fl i es so fast that you bare ly  not ice  your 

c h i l dren ,  whom you s t i l l  cons ider l i t t l e ,  turn i ng i nto adu l ts .  

"How 's L ida?" he sudden ly  asked . 

"F i n i sh i ng up  schoo l ," l lya V l ad i m i rov i ch  rep l ied .  

"And w hat then?" 

"She a l ready dec i ded on a un ivers i ty ." 

" I t 's a good th i ng when parents know what's good for the i r  

c h i ldren . H owever, for a g i r l ,  fam i ly t rumps work . "  Father 
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l ooked at  l lya V l ad i m i rov i ch  s ly ly. Th i s  i s  where, I assume,  

Father asked how l lya fe l t  about  h i s  son I gor becom ing  be

trothed to h i s  daughter. Young peop le  are hot and ardent ,  but 

if the i r  hearts  say ' yes ' ,  then why not consent? I gor l i kes L i da, 

and that's what 's  important .  I sn ' t  the i r  ch i ld ren 's  happ i ness 

the p i nnac l e  of any parents ' dreams? 

Father fi n i shed h i s  speech .  l lya Y l ad i m i rov i ch  l i t a c i ga

rette, sm i l i ng  soft ly, exha led a r ing of smoke, then l ooked at 

Father and ca lm ly  rep l i ed :  

" I ' m  sorry, Erzo l .  I tru ly  respect I gor ' s  fee l i ngs - he ' s  

a good guy. H e 's c l ean,  smart . I ' ve heard many a word about 

h i s  academ i c  success .  A l l  s i gns  po in t  to h i m  hav i ng a br ight 

future,  and any g i r l wou l d  be happy w i th such a proposa l .  

As  far as I ' m concerned, however, m y  daughter ' s  happ i ness 

t rumps a l l ,  and that means that i t ' s her dec i s i on .  L i da needs 

to be asked whether she wants to marry I gor. "  

Father l ooked a t  h i s  compan ion ,  s urpr i sed .  

" I  can ' t  ru i n  my daughter 's l i fe," I lya V l ad i m i rov i ch  ex

p la i ned .  "She must  dec ide  whether she wants  to marry. I f  she 

agrees, then that ' s  her w i l l ,  if  not - that 's  another matter."  

M y  father wasn ' t  ready for th i s  tum of  events . How cou l d  

that be?  A g i r l  wou ld  determ i ne he r  fate i ndependent ly? That 

was contrary to trad i t i on .  The father shou l d  be the one to de
c i de !  Neverthe l ess ,  l lya Y l ad im i rov ich  was adamant :  L ida  

a lone  wou l d  make that dec i s i on .  

I n  t he  morn i ng, father rea l i zed what had happened . 

He  had s imp ly  been strateg ica l l y  refused . And  how ! Soft l y  

and  po l i te ly. 

Father returned to M oscow, to the apartment where we 

were l i v i ng  then, and j um ped to a conc l u s i on  i n  h i s  usua l ,  rash  

manner :  
" Enough of th i s !  H ow l ong can you demean yourse l f  for? 

Forget about L ida !  F i nd  another ! "  Father fo l lowed to s l ap 

the tab l etop hard enough for the g lasses i n  the cupboard to let  



out a lengthy j i ng l e .  H e  exp la i ned what happened and ended 
the conversat i on .  

U pon hear ing h i s  words ,  I seemed to  have  p l unged i nto 

ob l i v i on .  At  fi rst I d i d n ' t  know what to do,  but  then I attem pted 

to change how I fe l t  about th i s  sudden defeat . I tr ied to con

v i nce myse l f  tha t  there was noth i ng  ty i ng  me to L ida .  I was 

young,  hot-b l ooded, and not about to enter a monastery. M ore

over, I a l ready had a g i r l fr iend in M oscow named Tanya .  Why 

wou ld  I depr ive  myse l f  of  happ i ness  i f  the g i r l  I was ready 

to g i ve the moon to d i d n ' t  need me? 

I exam i ned the s i tuat ion  w i th rare pragmat i sm .  Why 

no t  marry Tanya? ' B ut she ' s  Russ i an , '  the vo i ce  of  reason 

wh i spered .  ' So what? ' my offense ch imed back .  I f  Father 

had dec ided to take on  the matters o f  my heart ,  why wou l d n ' t  

he com prom i se? W h y  n o t  h i nt a t  t h e  fact that h i s  s o n ' s  hap

p i ness was poss i b l e  w i th someone other than L i da? Th i s  was 

s imp le  ari thmet ic  that d i d n ' t  requ i re comp lex ca l c u l at i ons .  

Bu t  how wou ld  I open  up  to Father? How wou l d  I show 

h im  what I wan t  and  have h i m  respond pos i t i ve ly?  That, 

I d i dn ' t  know. 

And then, maj es t i c  chance so lved i t  a l l .  My friend ,  Serezha 

Tsym ba l  announced that  he  fina l l y  found happ i nes s :  he  was 

go i ng to marry the most  beaut i fu l  g ir l  in  the wor ld  - the same 

O lga whom I had i ntroduced h im to at one po in t .  

The wedd i ng took p l ace at the restaurant  at Ross iya  H ote l ,  

and a l l fr iends ,  i n c l ud i ng  Erzo l ,  were i nv i ted .  Th i s  gave me  

an i dea :  what i f  th i s  was  when  I i ntroduced m y  father to Taty

ana? He wou l d  meet th i s  Russ i an g i r l ,  rea l i ze how wonder

fu l she i s ,  and, perhaps, b l es s  our  un i on .  God had been k i nd  

t o  Tanya a s  far  a s  good l ooks wen t .  A s  soon  as she  entered 

the restaurant ,  my father ' s  friends ' attent i on  i nstan t ly  sh i fted 

to her. Tanya was flattered as h igh-ran k i ng offic i a l s  near ly 

shoved each other as ide to ask her to dance .  She  would on l y  

sm i l e  mysterious ly, nod i n  accord and go  onto t he  dance fl oor, 
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occas iona l ly  toss ing  a g lance i n  111y d i rect i on .  I t  wasn ' t  l o n g  

before everyone understood that  Tanya was 111y g i r l . 

Re laxed by a lcoho l ,  Erzo l 's friends w o u l d  n u dge h i 111 

and k ick  off s i ncere conversat i ons : 

"A l eksey, how are your ch i ldren? How 's Gena,  how ' s 

S l ava?" 

"What 's I gor p lann i ng?" 
Father wou ld  happ i ly  rep ly. I found out later that 111any 

of Father 's friends had heard the story of  111y brother S l ava 's  

unfortunate fi rst marri age and were 111ak i ng atte111 pts to he l p  

me .  Conversat ions  w i th t hem wou ld  be  fi l l ed w i th subtext, 

as if to say : ' you ' ve a l ready ru i ned your o l der son 's  l i fe, so 

don ' t  repeat the 111 i stake w i th I gor. Look at the g i r l  he has . 

H ave you seen her? H ow she l ooks at h i 111 ?  Such a n i ce  cou

p le ! H ave them get 111 arr ied ! '  

As  I was to l d  l ater, Father wou l d  rep ly  w i th a j oke and say : 

"We ' l l  see .  Now i s n ' t  the t ime  to dec ide ."  

Other peop le 's happ i ness a lways see111 s  seduct i ve .  Watch

i ng the happy new lyweds and l i sten i ng to others happ i ly  ye l l  

' k i ss ! ' I cou ldn ' t  he lp  but  th i nk that fortune wou ld  s 111 i l e o n  m e  

as we l l  and I ' l l j o i n  our p l anet ' s  arrny o f  happy peop l e .  A l l  

I had t o  d o  was get Father 's  consent .  

I kept watch i ng h i m  out  of  the corner of 111y eye,  how 

he i nteracted w i th h is  friends ,  hav i ng fun and rec i t i ng  toasts .  

I t  seemed that even here, at someone e l se ' s  wedd i ng, the ma i n  

man a t  t he  party wasn ' t  t he  groom - i t  was  Erzo l Babaev. 

Before too long, it was even i ng, then n ightt ime .  R i led up 

and t i red, Father and I returned home. I fe l l  as leep th ink ing about 

how great i t  wou ld be to get everything sett led tomorrow. But 

the fol lowing day I cou ldn ' t  find a su i table segue i nto a conversa

t ion about Tanya. S imply bri nging it up, out of the bl ue, wou ldn ' t  

work w i th h im .  I needed to  find the  right moment, and soon I d id .  
A month l ater, wh i l e  gett i ng ready for work, Father casu

a l ly  ment ioned : 



" L i s ten,  Tarada ' s  com i ng to M oscow today. He  needs to be 

enterta i ned .  Come w i th me and keep me com pany." 

I g l ad ly  agreed . I wasn ' t  part i c u l ar ly busy, so why not  he l p  

Father ou t ?  A h i red Chayka l i m o  p i cked us up  a t  a set t ime .  

I q u i et ly  got i n  and  we  were on t he  road . Father took ou t  

a newspaper and  started l oud ly  rust l i ng i t .  I i n stan t ly  tensed 

up :  th is  was my s i gna l .  

" Pop,  I need t o  ta l k t o  you ."  

H ere i t  was ! I took the fi rst s tep .  My  tone  made i t  very 

c l ear that the i s sue was ser i ous .  U nfortunate ly, Father d i d n ' t  

reg i ster th i s .  

" Papa ! "  I repeated . " I ' d  l i ke t o  ta l k  t o  you ."  

"Not  r igh t  now, ' '  Father grumb l ed ,  as c l os i ng the gates .  

" I ' m  s i ck  of  these constant conversat ions  about my mar-

r iage. I ' m grown enough to be ab l e  to dec ide  who ' s  r ight  

for me  and who i s n ' t . "  

" I  to l d  you :  no t  r ight  now," Father repeated ,  a b i t  more 

loud ly, metal l i c notes echo ing  i n  h i s  vo ice .  

N ot rea l i z i ng  what was happen i ng, I ignored h i s  warn ing  

once  aga i n .  

" I  need t o  te l l  you  t h i s .  You probab ly  saw he r  a t  t h e  wed

d i ng that t ime - the g i rl w i th whom Lenya Bodnev and Ge l 

man  were danc i ng .  H er name ' s  Tatyana ." 

Anger 's  s l ight shadow swept over Father ' s  face .  

"Pop,  d i d  you  hear me?  I wanted t o  te l l  you that I ' d l i ke 

to marry her." 

S i lence hung over the car - the same  k i nd  of  s i l ence that 

probab ly happens after an unfortunate i nfantryman steps on a 

landm i ne and the detonator c l i cks .  

" I s  that a l l ?" he asked through h i s  teeth .  

I was  taken aback .  

"No .  I thought you  l i ked her. "  

" I s  that a l l ?" he repeated,  more l oud ly .  

"L i sten . . .  " 
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Father sudden ly s l apped h i s  pa lm on the l eather seat . 

The no i se was loud ,  l i ke a gunshot .  I shuddered . Sparks o f  rage 

shone in Erzo l ' s eyes . 

"N i ko la i ! "  he roared at the dr iver, who shuddered as we l l .  

"Stop the car. "  
The  dr iver h i t  t he  brakes . I was  thrown forward ,  pai n fu l l y 

h i tt i ng  my ch i n  agai nst the back of  the front seat . 

Father reached over and opened the door on my s i de .  

"Get out ! "  he  ordered . 

For a fract ion of a second, I l ooked at h im ,  not understand

ing what had j ust happened, then ran out .  The car l e ft, and I 

stood there on the road, baffted .  

A t  that very moment, when Father k i cked me out of  the 

car, he brought me back to earth ,  rem i nd i ng me that at t h i s  

po i n t  i n  my l i fe,  noth ing  was  up to  me ,  even when  i t  concerned 

my own happ i ness .  Love? It d i dn ' t  matter !  But duty d i d .  And it 

was my duty to marry a Jew i sh  woman . 

And so, my attempt to ach i eve fam i ly happ i ness had fai l ed .  

Two-zero i n  favor of so l i tude .  

I stood there on the s treet, watch i ng the c l ouds ftoat by, 

l ament ing fate and even ask ing  what I had done to anger 

the heavens in such a way. As strange as i t  is , I ' m gratefu l  

t o  my father for the abrupt answer he gave me :  h i s  forb id 
dance prevented me  from mak ing  a grave error i n  youth,  one 

for wh i ch I wou l d  punish myse l f  for the rest  of  my l i fe .  Th i s  

was because m y  attem pt t o  marry Tatyana was mere ly a n  at

tem pt to remedy my love for L i da, wh ich  st i l l  overwhe lmed 

my heart. 



LXVII  

I had charted m y  jou rney to happ iness  w i th L i da .  To put  

i t  l ight ly, i t  was a dead end .  N e verthe l ess ,  I tr ied to ap

proach the s i tuat ion d i fferent ly. 

I f  I had to marry a J ew i sh  woman,  i t  had to be one I l oved,  

not some arranged w i fe .  I t  cou l d  on ly be L i da  - only her !  She 

was prom i sed to someone e l se? I d i d n ' t  care ! A fter a l l ,  her 

father h imse l f  sa id  i t :  i t  was her dec i s i on .  We l l  - I ' d le t  her 

dec ide .  

Th i s  i dea gave me  strength . I dec i ded to g ive  i t  another 

shot : to go to K i s l ovodsk and try to reason w i th the one that 

capt ivated a l l  my thoughts . I mmed iate ly  after arri v i ng  in the 

c i ty, I wrote L i da a note : ' I ' m haunted by the burn i ng not ion 

that  you ' re th i nk i ng of me . ' The next day, w i th the punctua l 

i ty of a man who's  tru ly  in love,  I w as on the thresho ld  of  the 

house that had become so dear to my heart . L ida had seen 

me from a d i stance .  I t  seemed that my v i s i t  had amused her, 

and there was p lenty to l augh at .  F rom a d i stance, i t  l ooked l i ke 
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a g i ant bouquet was wa lk i ng toward the house .  The pr ior ones 

had been far sma l l er. The g i r l  must  have been torn between 
to sen t iments .  On one hand - what wou ld  pro m pt such a grand 

gesture? On the other - there was c l ear j oy in her eyes . A fter 

a l l ,  t h i s  was a l l done for her a lone - how cou l d  she not be n at

tered? 

I entered the room,  set a box of  candy onto a tab l e  i n  the 

foyer, took a deep breath ,  and gave L ida the bouquet .  She ac
cepted i t  w i thout gett i ng  up, on ly  look ing  at the paper in wh i ch  

t he  flowers were wrapped . 

"N ice ! "  she fina l l y  sa i d .  

I t  fe l t  l i ke an  e l ectr ic shock, and  I fe l t  l i ke I had spurted 

w i ngs . I t  seemed that L i da understood my fee l i ngs,  and that 
i ntox icated me. I cont i n ued w i th my p l an .  I had no i dea what 

its resu l t  wou ld  be, but her sm i l e  gave me strength . 

A fter that, we wou l d  be occas i ona l ly  a l l owed to rema in  

i n  the room a lone .  Th i s  made me v i vac ious and  eager to ex

press the fee l i ngs that fi l l ed  me. I once to l d  her that my i nten

t ions  were very ser ious .  L i da l aughed happ i l y  and rep l ied : 

"You know, I ' m not p l ann i ng to get married qu i te yet .  I ' m 

on ly  seventeen, and I s t i l l  have to get an educat ion . "  

A t  that moment ,  Anna  G ri goryevna and  Yo lodya entered 

the room . It was hot outs i de, and Yo lodya was w i p ing  sweat 

off h i s  face w i th a handkerch ief. L i da 's  mother put a heavy 
shopping bag on the fl oor. 

"What k i nd of pr incess are you?" Yo l odya qu i pped . "Th i s  

i s  how you rece i ve guests? A t  l east offer some tea ."  

"Want to go to Pyat i gorsk?" L id  asked her  brother. 

" I  can ' t ,  I ' m busy," he rep l i ed .  

L i da pouted . 

"What were you do i ng?" asked Anna Gr igoryevna stern ly, 
as i f  she caught us do ing someth ing  im proper. 

"Anna Gr i goryevna, be l i eve me, I rea l l y  respect your 
daughter," I grumb led ,  gett i ng up .  



"We weren ' t  do i ng  anyth i ng  l i ke that ," L i da sa id ,  l augh

i ng .  
She  em bod ied t ha t  l augh - proud,  p l ay fu l ,  m i sc h i evous ,  

and i n fi n i t e ly  attrac t i ve .  

A nna Gr igoryevna shook he r  head d i sapprov i ng l y  and  went 

on to search for someth i ng i n  the  cupboard . L i da and I went  

out  to the porch .  Desp i te i t  be ing day l i ght ,  the m i lky-w h i te 

moon was s l igh t ly  v i s i b l e  i n  the sky. 

"So beaut i fu l ! "  L i da exc l a i med,  dream i l y watc h i ng 

the c l ouds .  She  had a l ready forgotten about Pyat igorsk . She  

j ust had a constant des i re to  go  som ewhere .  

H e r  mother a l so came outs ide  a n d  sat down t o  stretch her 

legs .  We started ta l k i ng  about th i s  and that .  I gathered that  we 

weren ' t  go i ng to be l eft a lone aga i n ,  and soon departed . 

I fe l t  that L ida wasn ' t  push i ng me  away and keep ing  

t he  subj ect open,  even i f  she kept m e  a t  a d i s tance .  Encour

aged, I dec i ded to be more pers i stent .  B ut that wasn ' t  work i ng .  

B r i e f  s i gns  of  atten t ion were a lways  fo l l owed by  coo l i nd i  f

ference .  I was be ing  toyed w i th  - I j ust d i dn ' t  rea l ize i t  yet .  

L i dochka enj oyed watc h i ng me  s uffer and she g l ad l y  accepted 

my attem pts at court sh i p, but  she wasn ' t  about to surrender. 

Spr ing ended,  as d i d  graduat ion  exams at schoo l s .  

The scorc h i ng season of  u n i vers i ty adm i s s i on  tests fo l l owed . 

I don ' t  know how many s l eep l ess  n i ghts  L i da ' s  s tud ies  re

qu i red,  but she was accepted i nto pharm aceut i ca l  school  on her 

fi rst attempt .  I remember how I came to congratu l ate her r ight  

after she enro l l ed .  S he l aughed about someth i ng,  and I fe l t  

o n  top of  the wor l d .  

I w i l l  a lways remember once i nstance o f  our  i nterac t ion  

as a v i ctory. We were tak i ng a wa lk  i n  our  park . B i rds  sang, 

trees b l oomed,  and l i fe 's ardor unfo lded in front of  us ,  ca l l i ng  

ou t  i n  a way that made i t  i m poss i b l e  no t  to answer. 

" I  l ove you,  L ida," I sa id  qu ie t ly, as i f  sens i ng  the grav i ty 

of  the moment and be i ng afra id  to ru i n  i t .  
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L ida stopped i n  her tracks .  

"You l ove me?" 

"Yes ."  
"So why are you wh i sper ing? Are you afra id  someone w i l l  

hear you?" 
"Afraid?  Why wou ld  I be afraid? I ' m not afra id ,"  I rep l i ed .  

L ida frowned,  a s  i f  s h e  sudden ly tasted someth ing  b i tter. 
"So say i t  l ouder. Loud enough for everyone to hear. 

Wou ld  you do that?" 
Th i s  was the moment  of  truth . She d i d n ' t  be l i eve me. Bu t  

why?  I i n stan t ly  s tarted reca l l i ng scenes from mov ie ' s  I ' ve 
seen and books I ' ve read , where the hero fa l l s  on h i s  knees 

before h i s  be l oved at the most me lodramat i c  moment .  

I l ooked a t  the brown so i l  beneath my feet and fe l l  on my 

knees before L i da i n  grat i tude .  The peop l e  wa lk ing  beh i nd  us 

stopped i n  fright ,  look ing at me  l i ke I was a madman . 

"L i da, I love you," I sai d .  

A p i necone fe l l  from a nearby tree . I fe l t  l i ke t h e  wor ld had 

gone a l l ears, t ry ing not to m i ss a s i ng l e  b i t  of  my pass ionate 

exp lanat ion . I thought I heard someone l augh i n  the d i stance .  

' Are they l augh i ng at me?'  I thought .  ' So what? Let  them ! '  

I have never fe l t  so free,  so drunk - yet so sober. 

"Loud l y !  Say i t  loud l y ! "  L ida  demanded,  w i th unexp la i ned 

d i strust on her face, a l i ne over her brow confi rm ing doubt .  

"L ida, I love you ! "  I ye l l ed at the top of  my l ungs .  

Passersby j umped as ide  l ike a flock of frightened j ays .  

The b i rds  went s i l ent .  A strange s i l ence hung i n  the a i r, un in 
terrupted by  anyth ing .  

" I  don ' t  bel i eve you ,"  L ida  sai d ,  sm i l i ng soft ly. " I  don ' t  
be l i eve you ."  

"Why not?" I asked . 

"Because you ' re married .  You have a ch i l d . "  

"L idochka, what are you  tal k ing  about? That 's nonsense ." 

"Qu i t  mak i ng excuses . I know what I ' m ta l k i ng about ."  



I stood up .  
" L ida  - none of  that i s  true ! "  

"A nd your w i fe? Adm i t  i t  - have you been marri ed be

fore?" 

"M arr ied? To whom?" I threw up my hands ,  wh ich  had 

never seen a wedd i ng r ing .  "That ' s  a l i e ! "  I confident ly re

peated .  

"A l i e?" L idochka looked a t  me  prob i ng ly. "A l l  r ight ."  

She took a moment  to th i nk, exam i n i ng someth i ng  at  her  

feet, as i f  she was stand i ng at  the center of  the un i verse . She  

then  nodded, as  i f  answer i ng her  own s i l en t  quest ion and  broke 

a tw ig off a tree that grew by the road - as br i tt l e  and tender 

as she was herse l f. Then,  p i vot i ng on her hee l s ,  she  tu rned 

around and started wal k i ng .  

"L i da, wa i t ! "  I ran after  her. 

She  stopped and turned around .  A t  that moment,  I fe l t  

b l i nded by a br ight l i ght .  

"What?" 

"Don ' t  you be l i eve me?" I p l eaded .  "None of that is true . "  

"Yeah , I be l i eve you ,"  L ida rep l i ed ,  sm i l i ng  softly. "Just  

te l l  that  to the peop le  who are goss i p i ng  about  you . "  

I had no i dea how to  respond .  I t  d i dn ' t  even occur t o  me  

that h e r  friend M i s ha ' s  mother wa s  spread i ng rum ors about 

me. B ut war was war. I l ater found out that, accord i ng to ru

mors ,  I was an a lcoho l i c  drug addict d i vorcee .  G i ven that I was 

twenty-s i x ,  a l l  th is was theoret i ca l ly  poss i b l e, so had someone 

e l se been i n  my p l ace,  the guy wou l dn ' t  be ab l e  to c l eanse 

h imse l f  of  the s l ander. 

I wasn ' t  about to l et defam at ion stop me .  Th i s  was revenge 

- a b l unt  attem pt to put a ri ft between L i da and I .  W h i l e  our 

youth and pur i ty made i t  unsuccessfu l ,  my ego took qu i te a h i t  

back them . B u t  what cou l d  I do? 

I was overcome w i th offense .  I do understand that M i sha 's  

mother was a l so  dr iven by the s imp l e  des i re for her son 's  hap-
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p i ness ,  wh i ch  she was ready to pursue by any means . Never
the l ess ,  she lost .  Never aga i n  d i d  L i da and I d i scuss  the tawdry 

rum ors .  

L i da 's re l at ionsh i p  w i th M i sha ended sudden ly  - I myse l f  

bare ly  found out .  S h e  was the one to dot a l l  the ' i 's .  Th i s  i s  

what happened . 

I once arr i ved at the M ikha i l ov  home.  L ida and her ' be

trothed ' M i sha, who, much  l i ke me,  never m i ssed an opportu

n i ty to woo her, sat  i n  the ha l l .  W h i l e  I ta l ked to L ida 's  father, 

she approached her c l assmate .  

"Why so g l um?" 

I ndeed, the young man l ooked dej ected . 

"What 's  he  do ing here?" he b l u rted out angr i ly, nodd ing  

i n  my d i rect i on .  
"Same th i ng as  you," L i da l aughed . "Ask ing for my hand ."  

M i sha got fl ushed, h i s  cheeks turn i ng cr imson .  He  started 

b l i nk i ng very often, as if he  had someth i ng in h i s  eye.  He sat 

mot ion l ess for some five m i nutes, comp l ete ly s i l en t .  He then 
got up, walked up  to Anna Gr igoryevna, sa id someth i ng, nod

ded at I lya V lad i m i rov i ch  and l eft, sm i l i ng about someth i ng 

or other. 

As  L i da herse l f  to l d  me l ater, M i sha sa id  goodbye to her  

mother  and was never  seen in  the M ikha i lov home aga in .  Even 

l ater, I found out that  he  found another w i fe,  though the i r  mar

r i age was far from successfu l .  



LXVIII  

August flew by. September 1 9 76 fo l l owed . Once aga in ,  

I arr ived home from M oscow, but  t h i s  t ime  friends 

and l oved ones a l l  l ost the i r  appea l  and sank to the 

background .  I thoughts  were consumed by one des i re :  to see 

L ida .  So  I went to v i s i t  her the fo l low ing  day - a Saturday. 

Confident that L ida wou ld  be home,  I i m pat ient ly knocked, 

p l ann ing  out  what I wou ld  say to her. I was s l i ght ly  shaken 

when her father opened the door. Th i s  wasn ' t  usua l . 

"Ah,  I gor. He l l o ! "  

I was a tad confused .  L ida 's  father was sm i l i ng a t  me l ike 

he knew someth ing .  

"He l lo ,  I lya V l ad i m i rov ich . I s  L i da home?" I asked, b l ush-

mg.  

"No ."  

M y  heart sank .  

"When  w i l l  she  be back?" 

"Probab ly  not too soon," the man grumb led .  
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I stood there, not know ing what to do .  l l ya V l ad i m i rov i c h 's 

words had an a i r  of  tri ckery to them . And what wou ld  I do w i th 

the flowers? G i v i ng them to the father of my bel oved seemed 
foo l i sh .  I sh i fted my we ight from leg to leg .  

"You know, I gor, you and I need to chat," l l ya V l ad i m i -

rov ich  sudden ly sa id .  "Let ' s  g o  t o  the garden . "  

I l ooked at h i m .  Th i s  was a surpri se .  
"Yes, of course," I rep l i ed . 

S t i l l  ho l d i ng the flowers i n  my hand, I fo l l owed the master 
of the house .  We stopped under the shade of a spraw l i ng app le  

tree . l lya V l ad i m i rov ich stayed s i lent  for a second,  then ,  look

ing into the d i stance, spoke : 

"You know, I gor, L ida i s n ' t  p l an n i ng to marry qu i te yet . 

She needs to study." 

I was stunned .  Maybe I heard h i m  wrong? It was as i f  

a stranger sa id i t  - someone unfam i l i ar w i th L i dochka o r  me .  

" I  don ' t  understand," I b l u rted out .  

"P l ease, I gor, don ' t  be offended . You ' re both young - es

pec i a l l y  L i da .  I assure you, you ' l l  find someone .  Bu t  p l ease 

don ' t  come here anymore . "  

He  fe l l  s i l ent ,  a s  i f  a l oad had  been l i fted off h i s  shou lders 

and l ooked me stra ight  i n  the eye.  H i s d i scom fort had van

i shed . Th i s  dec l arat ion rang l i ke thunder am idst a c l ear day. 

I d i dn ' t  know what to say, or what to do .  I answered in a me
chan i ca l  vo ice, l i ke a robot ' s : 

" I  understand,  l lya V l ad i m i rov ich ."  

I then  shuffled i n  p l ace for a moment ,  turned around,  

and headed for the gate .  I cou ldn ' t  be l i eve what I heard from 

L ida's father, or that I was l eav ing  th i s  home forever. 

'Th i s  i s  some sort of m i stake ! You need to ta l k  to her, '  my 

i nner vo ice i n s i sted . ' I t can ' t  be r ight .  Come back immed iate ly 
and talk to her. ' 

But I d i dn ' t  do that .  I nstead, I went to the un i vers i ty dean 's 

office the fo l low ing morni ng to l ook for her. 



Through Vo l odya, I found out  that she and the other fi rst 

year s tudents were sent potato p i ck i ng, and that l lya V l ad i m i 

rov i ch  wasn ' t  l y i n g  about her be i ng away fo r  a w h i l e .  A t  

t h e  t ime, ' potato vo l un teeri ng '  l asted about a month .  F i rst year 

s tudents were taken to the co l l ec t i ve  fi e l d s ,  where they m i xed 

b l ack so i l w i th regu lar so i l  wh i l e  soak i ng  the earth  w i th  the i r  

sweat .  Vo l odya t o l d  me wh ich  co l l ec t i ve L i da  was taken t o  and 

gave me d i rect i ons .  N ext morn i ng, I took the car and headed 

for the countrys ide .  I wasn ' t  worr i ed about whether or not  

th i s  was a good dec i s i on .  I had to see her. H er father ' s  words 

weren ' t  enough . L i da herse l f  had to te l l  me  everyth i ng .  

I spent two  hours c i rc l i ng  through m uddy farm l and unt i l  

I fi na l ly spotted a bunch o f  figures rummag ing  i n  the fi e l d  l i ke 

ants . I parked nearby and got  out ,  on l y  then rea l i z i ng  that I was 

dressed for a date - su i t , po l i shed shoes ,  and a l l - about to go 

i nto deep m ud,  when the other guys and g i r l s  were a l l in boots 

and sweaters . B ut that d i d n ' t  matter. S hoes be damned, I head

ed stra ight  for L i da .  She d i d n ' t  see me  approach .  I stopped 

beh i nd  her, l i ke an i n v i s i b l e  man, and watched her sk i l l fu l ly 

hand l e  a shove l . 

"He l lo ,  L idochka ! "  

The g i r l  shuddered and l ooked around . I t  seemed that m y  

sudden arri va l  had had a n  impact . S he stood up .  I stood about 

two paces away from her, and d i dn ' t  see as m uch as a shadow 

o f  d i sp l easure on her face .  M aybe t h i ngs weren ' t  that bad after 

a l l ?  

I rea l i zed that I d i dn ' t  want t o  ta l k  about anyth ing  serious .  

As  i f  sens i ng t h i s  not ion ,  she burs t  out  i n  l aughter. I fo l l owed 

su i t , and soon we were both i n  s t i tches over noth ing  i n  par

t i cu l ar. I t  seemed that we were s imp ly  happy to be together. 

I t  was as i f  we had on ly  been apart for fi ve m i nutes : a l l tens ion  

me l ted away. 

I wai ted to say what was most  i mportant .  I fe l t  l i ke a race

car dr i ver dur ing the fina l  wor ld  champ ionsh i p  race .  One shaky 
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turn of the whee l ,  and my car wou ld  go off track and then -

an exp los ion and p l umes o f  smoke .  But L i dochka seemed 

not to not i ce  my hes i tat i on . There was noth ing  i n  her expres

s i on that said ' you stand no chance . '  We chatted p l easant ly, 

after wh i ch  she r insed her hands i n  a nearby bucked and ap

proached . A fresh breeze b l ew over her face, ru ffl i ng her ha i r. 

"L i sten, i t 's a b i t  co ld  here . "  U nab le  to res i st tem ptat ion ,  

I fe igned a sh i ver. "Let 's  s i t  i n  the  car. " 

"A l ri ght ! "  

I opened the door for her and she got i n  the backseat . I sat 

next to her. 

I t  seems that every man has moments throughout h i s  l i fe 

that he w i l l  a lways remember. I fe l t  the warmth ascend i ng 

from the depths of my sou l and hugged her t igh t .  She  was 

s t i l l ,  l i ke a b i rd in a cage, and I fe l t  that she wasn ' t  push i ng  me 

away. Her sou l was open i ng towards m i ne .  I k i ssed her - care

fu l ly at fi rst , then more and more pass ionate ly ." 

I don ' t  remember how l ong th i s  went on,  but  sudden ly 
L i da pu l l ed back .  

"Let ' s  stop - they m ight see u s , "  she  sa i d .  

"They won ' t  see us here ."  I shook my head . 

"Yes they w i l l ! "  She answered fi rm ly and pushed me away. 

I rea l i zed that I shou l dn ' t  expect any more that day. On the 

br ight s i de, noth i ng stood in the way of  what I had to say and I 

cou ld  speak, my heart and sou l  open before my be loved . 

"L ida - please understand.  I have very serious intent ions .  

I love you and I want you to be . . .  " I spoke s lowly, as if  my words 

had sudden ly turned to stone " . . .  my w i fe .  Yesterday, your father 

to ld me not to come to your house aga in .  I respect h i s  opin ion, but 

I a lso th ink that you have your own . And, most importantly, i t ' s  
your heart. L i sten to yourse l f.  I won ' t  rush you .  Let 's meet in a 

month, and you can te l l  me what you ' ve dec ided ." I stopped for a 

second .  Was I ri sk ing too much? "There are no cond i t ions .  You ' l l  

s imply say 'yes' or ' no ' ," I i n s i sted . " I ' l l  accept e i ther answer." 



L i da grew very ser i ous .  

" F i ne, I ' l l  te l l  you .  I n  a month . Bu t  no sooner than that . "  
She  looked me over w i th h e r  ve l vet gaze i n  a way that had me  

t ry i ng my dam nedest t o  no t  l u nge a t  h e r  and con t i nue  k i s s i ng  

her. 

" I ' l l  be wa i t i ng," I answered,  bare ly  aud i b l y. 

Everyth i ng wou l d  be dec i ded i n  a month . M y  l i fe o r .  . .  

I took her hand i n  m i ne .  

"M ere ly  ho l d i ng you r  hand," I m umb l ed ,  my vo i c e  t rem 

b l i ng,  "does someth i ng  i nc red i b l e  to me . "  

She  d i dn ' t  pu l l  he r  hand away, a s  i f  there was someth i ng 

i n v i s i b l e  b i nd i ng  us .  I l ooked at her, s i l en t ly  breath i ng i n  the 

aroma o f  her ha i r. 

"Okay, I need to go back to the others," she sa id ,  tak i ng 

back her hand . 

L i da c l i m bed out o f  the car and went  back to the fie l d ,  

no t  turn i ng  around ,  and  I was l eft  a l one .  Was t h i s  rea l l y  hap

pen i ng to me? 

I bare ly  remember the way home .  ' What w i l l  she dec ide?  

What  i f  her parents  t ry to ta l k  her out  of  i t ? '  There were hun

dreds of  q uest ions  rush i ng through my head, each scari er than 

the next ,  a l l unanswered . Days of  exhaust i ng ant i c i pat i on fo l 

lowed .  
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LXIX 

! returned to  M oscow. Every day, I had to  fight t he  urge 

to send the fo l l ow i ng te l egram : "YES  OR NO? T E L L  M E  

NOW !" .  But I d i dn ' t  run to the post office and stayed away 

from the phone, understand ing that t ime and s i l ence were my 

best friends .  

A month passed, and I came to L ida to hear her fi na l  dec i 

s i on .  We met, and I suggested a wa l k  i n  the park . She  agreed .  

I tr ied to  d i scern the  answer from her  fac ia l  express ion ,  bu t  

i t  was  unreadab l e .  

We walked s i l ent ly for qu i te a wh i l e , tos s i ng smal l ta l k  

at each other here and there and l ook ing at the sky, pretend

i ng to care about the sunset when both of us c l ear ly had more 

important th i ngs on our m ind .  L i da kept g lanc i ng at me cau

t ious ly, her gaze t i nted by surpr i se, as if th i s  was the fi rst t ime  

she ' d  seen me .  I n  tw i l i ght, he r  face seemed pale .  

"What have you dec i ded, L ida?" I asked, unab le  to  re

stra in  myse l f, my voice tremb l i ng .  

"Noth i ng," she  answered, sm i l ing subt ly. 



My eyebrows craw led up  my forehead and my l egs tu rned 

to rubber. 

" I n  what sense?" 

" I n  the sense that I haven ' t  made any new dec i � ions  s i nce 

we l ast saw each other," she answered .  

"What do you  mean?" 

"I mean," L ida  wh i spered, her face grow i ng ser i ous ,  " I  

gave you my answer when I l et you k i ss me ."  

"Te l l  me aga in ,"  I a l so wh i spered, s tunned by my happ i -

ness .  

"Yes," L i da rep l i ed,  bare ly  aud i b l y. 

"Again ,"  I asked . " Louder. "  

"Yes," L ida  rep l i ed ,  he r  tone unchanged .  

"Agai n ! "  I ye l l ed ,  l i fted her up ,  and started to sp i n  her. 

"Say i t ,  say i t ,  say i t ! "  I kept ye l l i ng .  

" Let go ,  you ' re gonna  drop me ! "  

I fe l t  drunk,  though I had n ' t  had a drop o f  a lcoho l .  I t  fe l t  

l ike a spec ia l  l ight beamed upon us  from the heavens,  i n v i s i b l e  

t o  everyone e l se .  What more cou l d  I w i sh for? S uch  happ i ness  

- to be l oved and to have m y  whole l i fe ahead of me .  I t  took 

my  breath away. 

Who had w i l l ed for th i s  to happen? Who had m ade th i s  

moment, w h i c h  l i fted me  t o  the p i nnac l e  of  happ i ness ,  l as t  

forever? On ly the A l m ighty and the Omn i s c i ent ,  who knew 

for certa i n  that I gor Babaev 's dest i ny was l inked to L i da 

M ikha i lova ! 

On the second day after L ida ' s  consent my father and H avo  

went to v i s i t  he r  parents .  Th i s  was accord i ng to  a r i tua l  deve l 

oped by generat i ons  of  M ounta i n  Jews .  

L ida and  I were i n separab le ,  constant ly  tal k i ng  about w hat 

awai ted us and mak ing  p lans .  I a l so  l earned a l ot of th i ngs that 

- seem i ng ly  - weren ' t  meant for  me to know. 

L ida to l d  me how she spent the month that became so tor

turous  for me .  Two or three weeks after we parted, she started 
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ta l k i ng to her parents about marri age and to l d  them that she 

had chosen me .  Her parents were dum bstruck ,  and they both 

rushed to ta l k  her out of  i t .  M any years o f  personal  experi ence 

later, I can see where they were com ing from . They mere ly  

wanted t he  best for the i r  youngest daughter :  M i s ha  was  a guy 

they knew we l l from the t ime  that he was l i tt l e  and harbored 

no surpr i ses - a pure boy for a pure g i r l . What more cou l d  they 

want? 

But L i da i n s i sted on her dec i s i on ,  and I am awestruck by 

her stubbornness to th i s  day. S he had made the cho ice to s tr ive 

for her own happ i ness ,  desp i te such defiance be ing unexpected 

from the tender, obed ient  daughter, wh ich  she rema ins  to t h i s  

day. 



LXX 

T he happy outcome of  our  love  story awai ted  - the m ar

ri age ceremony. The art i fi c i a l l y  b l ue th i n  c l oth ,  stretched 

over four posts ,  sym bo l i zed the heavens  that  b l essed our 

un ion .  L ida was weari ng an unusua l l y  exq u i s i te  dress ,  wh i ch  

had  been brought i n  from abroad . H er arranged ha i r  and  h igh 

hee l s  made her l ook l i ke a F rench actress .  

When s h e  saw m e ,  a sm i le i l l u m i nated her face . S h e  l eaned 

toward me  and tr ied to say someth i ng, but  A nna Gr igoryevna 

grabbed her by the e l bow - i t  wasn ' t  proper. For  now, the br ide 

be longed to her parents . 

Everyth i ng happened i n  accordance to the anc i ent  J ew i sh  

trad i t ion .  One of  l lya V l ad i m i rov i c h 's friends got a spec i a l  

bott l e  o f  w i ne, then a r i tua l  bott l e  o f  vodka on a s i l ver  p l atter 

and a basket of desserts  - to symbo l i ze a sweet and prosperous  

l i fe for the new lyweds . The spry Rabb i  w i th a po inty beard 

l ooked at us  gent ly, as if to say ' don ' t  worry, t h i s  is j us t  for fun 

- the important part w i l l  be at the wedd ing reg i stry ' .  
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l l ya V l ad i m i rov ich ,  dressed i n  a b lack su i t ,  a starched s h i rt 
and an im ported t ie ,  paced nervous ly  around the room . H i s s u i t  

fi t  h im  l i ke a g l ove, h i s  shoes spark led .  H e  was smok ing  e i ther 

Dunh i l l s or M ar l boros .  When he saw me,  he  reca l l ed the  t ime  

when  I v i s i ted the i r  home as  Yo lodya 's  friend . My  future fa

ther- i n - l a\v then gave the rabb i  a m i sch ievous l ook and sa i d :  

" I gor 's  a cham p !  I f  not fo r  h i s  pers i stence . . .  " 

"What does pers i stence have to do w i th i t?" the rabb i  i n 

terrupted . "The young man  s imp ly  knows  what he 's str i v i ng 
toward and what 's worth  figh t i ng for."  

"Such knowledge requ i res fai th ,"  l lya Y l ad i rn i rov i ch  

agreed and  looked a t  me i nqu i s i t i ve ly, as i f  try i ng to  gauge 

whether I have faith or not .  

"Somet imes fai th comes later," I answered soft ly. 

The rabb i  nodded i n  accord and s igna led for the ceremony 

to start .  

Yo lodya i nstant ly appeared,  l ead i ng  fi ve men  beh i nd h i m .  

These were the ma in  part i c i pants i n  the r i tua l . They surround

ed L ida and I ,  l i ke the warriors that were supposed to keep 

Adam and Eve from s i n ,  and l i fted the chuppah h i gh above our 

heads .  We stood s t i l l  - bew i l dered and happy. 

At t imes,  the guests wou ld  shoot s l y  g l ances at e i ther L i da 

or me,  as i f  to show that they knew what awai ted us  i n  the near 

future .  The women wh i spered b l ess i ngs, w h i l e  the i r  husbands 

l ook at me m i sch i evous ly, as if try i ng to say : ' Wa i t  a few years, 

and you ' l l  know what we know. ' 

The rabb i  s l ow ly  began to read the ketubah - the matr i 

mon ial contract .  At  t imes, h i s  vo ice sounded l i ke i t  was corn

ing from the ce i l i ng, as i f  i t  wasn ' t  h i m ,  but  the ethereal sp i r

i t ,  do ing the read i ng .  When he fin i shed,  h i s  he l per gave me  
t he  s i gn ,  and I pu t  a s i l ver r i ng  around L i da ' s  finger. Everyone 

app lauded i n  un i son and started wa lk ing  up, congratu lat i ng us 

and k i ss i ng us  on both cheeks .  
That i s  how L ida offic i a l l y  became my w i fe .  



LXXI 

pec ia l  ep i sode from my memor ies  was L ida and her 

M other ' s  v i s i t  to M oscow for my pre l i m inary m aster 's  

efense .  I rented a room espec i a l l y  for  them at Ross iya 

H ote l .  The day before the exam i nat ion ,  L i dochka he l ped m e  

rehearse m y  presentat i on .  I stood before her, a s  I wou l d  before 

the com m i ss ion ,  and ardent ly  l a i d  out  my d i s sertat ion .  

I was odd ly e loquent - probab ly  because I was dr iven by 

l us t .  Pos i t i ve  emot ions i n sp i red thought, and my be loved 's  

approva l  wound me  up more than any i ntox i cat i ng beverage 

cou l d .  We rehearsed so m uch ,  that it seemed l i ke no stone was 

l e ft unturned and there wasn ' t  a s i ng l e  quest ion I wou l dn ' t  be 

ab l e  to answer. The on ly  th ing l eft  to do was to repeat th i s  en

chanted speech before the academ ic s  and I ' d be a l l set .  

The next day arr i ved . The aud i tor i um was fu l l  - its amph i 

theater benches fi l l ed  w i th everyone I l earned from ,  l i stened 

to and adm i red : doctors, fe l low students and sen ior  adv i sors . 

I went up  to the pod i um ,  c leared my throat, and began to speak . 
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I spoke for a wh i l e, occas i ona l ly  stammer ing and los i ng  my 

tra in  of  thought .  U l t imate ly, speak ing  to a room fu l l  o f  peo

ple, w i th fu l l  know l edge that they knew the subj ect better than 

I d id ,  turned out to be except iona l ly d i ffi c u l t .  At  the end of my 

l ecture, I heard app lause .  That day, the d i s sertat iona l  counc i l  

was compri sed o f  a l l the sc ien t i fi c  e l i te o f  the food industry, 
but  my ma in  expert was s t i l l  my future w i fe L i da .  

When i t  was over, I approached her  and asked impat ien t l y :  

"How was i t?" 

She shook her head skept ica l l y. 

"You shou ld  have done m uch better," she sa id b l unt ly. 

"You stammered and seemed unsure - at l east com pared to the 

ste l lar perform ance you gave yesterday. " 

She  k i ssed me .  
I ndeed, the  stress got  to me .  Bu t  that wasn ' t  too  im portant 

- I ' d surv i ve .  I wasn ' t  about to waste t ime worry i ng about i t .  

I had  done  everyth i ng  I cou ld ,  and  there were too  many i n ter

est ing  th i ngs that lay ahead . 

The banquet that fo l l owed, however, went m uch better. 

There were no more than twenty-five peop le  there .  G radu

ate students ,  the i r  friends ,  and the research adv i sor. I sm i l ed 

and spoke about a l l k inds  o f  foo l i sh th i ngs . Anna  Gr igoryevna, 

L i da 's  mother, surpr ised me as we l l  - th i s  was the fi rst t ime  

I saw her, a s  they say, fu l ly dressed up .  She  l ooked so g lam

orous that  I d i dn ' t  recogn i ze her - her fash ionab l e  ha i rsty l e  

and  exqu i s i te j ewe l ry l ooked l i ke they were stra ight  out o f  a 

fore ign fi l m .  She  danced, attract ing the attent ion of  venerab l e  

professors and young students a l i ke .  My  friends wou l d  come 

up to me and say : "Some mother- i n - l aw you have ! One cou ld  

fal l i n  l ove ! "  
Overa l l ,  i t  was a successfu l  even i ng .  

Ser ious cha l l enges l ay ahead, however. I was  faced w i th 

a d i lemma over where to take my career from now on : sc i ence 

or i ndustry. 



As  a new found PhD,  I cou ld  stay w i th i n  the u n i vers i ty 

department ,  wh i ch  carr ied s i gn i fi cant advantages . F i rs t ly, 

l i fe i n  M oscow, the cap i ta l  scene, a career as a sc ien t i s t .  Sec
ond ly, sc i ence then touted a h i gher sa l ary than man u factur ing ,  

and that  was certa i n ly im portant .  Everyone was obsessed w i th 

phys i c i sts and lyr i c i sts ,  but  I chose the l ess favorab l e  opt ion  

anyways - manufactur i ng .  As  i t  turned ou t ,  I wasn ' t  wrong.  
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B efore too long, A nato ly Tarada ca l l ed m y  father 

and to l d  h im  that there ' s  an open i ng in Anapa - a fa

mous resort town in the Krasnodar reg ion .  

"Don ' t  de lay," he added . 

Natura l l y, Father agreed on my behal f, and the gears 

of dec i s ion-mak ing started turn i ng. When the l oca l  meatpack

ing p l an t  came up  on  the agenda dur ing a meet i ng  of the C i ty 

Party Com m i ttee i n  Anapa, Tarada w i stfu l ly gnawed on h i s  l i p  

and confident ly ment ioned : 

" I  have a qua l i fied ,  a lbe i t  young, cand idate i n  m i nd ."  

"Who?" the  fi rst secretary perked up .  

Tarada paused for effect, l i ke a M oscow Art Theatre actor, 

then announced : 

" I gor Babaev." 

"Which Babaev?" someone asked . 

"The one from K i s lovodsk?" asked another. 

"No, that ' s  h i s  father," Tarada soft ly  rep l ied . " I 'm  ta l k i ng 

about h i s  son .  He 's a very br ight guy." 



H e  went on to ta lk  about my record w i th the Komsomol  

and the Party, as  we l l  as my energet i c  and goa l -or iented na

ture .  Th i s  was a r i tua l  fo l l owed at a l l government  leve l s .  When 

Tarada fi n i shed ,  s i l ence hung over the room . The s ; ! ence meant 

o ffic i a l  approva l  and bound l ess  support of  the Party. 

I n  a month ,  I rece i ved an offic i a l  offer to head the m eat

process i ng  workshop .  That 's  how I became a d i rector of an 

enterpr i se  at the age of twenty-seven . And  where? I n  a coastal 

c i ty on the B l ack Sea !  

A fter arr i v i ng  i n  Krasnodar, I headed stra i ght fo r  the re

g iona l  meatpack i ng d i rectorate . I t  was headed by a Party 

worker, a w i se man named A leksey Petrov i ch  Grechany i .  A f

ter our  forma l  conversat ion ,  Grechanyi  and I d rove to Anapa 

in h is car. 

I t  m ust have been when we arr i ved i n  the c i ty and start

ed look i ng  for my future p l ace of  work that I l earned a new 

defi n i t ion  for the term ' boondocks ' .  M y  gu ide spent a q u i te  

a wh i l e  try i ng to find the i nst i t u t ion  that reported to h i m ,  and I 

was crestfal l en over the i n stant ly  c l ear fact that G rechany i had 

never been there .  The weather outs i de ,  however, was heaven

ly. ' Don ' t  despa i r, o l d  man , ' i t  seemed to say. ' You ' l l  be fine . ' 

I t 's poss i b l e  that we  drove past our  dest i nat ion  several  

t imes ,  not rea l i z i ng  that the meatpack i ng p l an was l ocated 

in a scrubby, unpresentab l e  courtyard . I ts grounds were sp l i t  

i nto parts : the s l aughterhouse, w h ich  was l ocated on  the 

coast, and the process i ng and adm i n i strat ion  fac i l i t i es ,  wh ich  

were l ocated near the  center of  town .  I s i ghed w hen I entered 

the grounds : the fac i l i ty was pa l t ry, even when compared to the 

cann ing p l ant in Yessentuk i .  Echoes of  the " Hooves and H oms 

Co l l ect i ve" from l l f and Petrov 's  Go lden  Ca lf  echoed through 

my memory. 
W h i l e  I wandered through the t i ny workshops i n  search 

of peop le ,  the fr ightened deputy d i rector ran up to us and start

ed exp l a i n i ng that around two hundred fi fty peop l e  worked 
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there .  Not be ing  ab le  to find  a s i ng l e  one of  them , I wondered 

where they went .  

What I saw shocked me  w i th i t s  out land i shness ,  but  i t  was 

too l ate to surrender. Now that years have passed, I can con

fident ly  say that there was no rea l sc i ence beh i nd the U S S R 's 

food i ndustry and agrar ian sector. I t  was funded and i t s  re

search i ns t i tu t ions  were hard at work, but  that was a l l fi ct i on .  

We were governed by  regu la t ions  created by  peop le  who had 

no experi ence w i th i ndus t ry, and therefore cou ldn ' t  expect 

any not iceab l e  econom ic  growth - there was no p l ace for i t  

to come from . Neverthe less ,  the fa9ade of  sc ient i fic  progress 

was we l l  deve loped . It was a true paradox .  Exam i n i ng the fact 

that Sov ie t  l i vestock fac i l i t i es turned out to be unsusta i nab le  

i n  market cond i t i ons ,  I can ' t  he l p  but  th i nk  that the prob lems 

stemmed from the very same m i sgu ided sc ient i fic  sector that 

prov ided for the ex i stence of  such enterpri ses and I was try i ng 

to fai thfu l ly serve .  

A fter see i ng the  d i sma l  cond i t ions  a t  the meatpack inz  p l an 

and w i thout g i v i ng Grechany i any concrete answers, I ran 

to Father. 

"What now?" he asked i n  h i s  usua l  care l ess  manner. 

" I t ' s  not a p l ant ,  i t 's a goddamn mess ," I sa id r ight  away 

and went on to recount my impress ions .  

Father sm i l ed and  then  looked a t  me  keen ly. 

"Bu t  Tarada th i nks that i t  i s n ' t  that bad - that i t ' s  a good 

p l ace to start .  The smal ler  the p l ant ,  the less s ign ificant 

the comp la in t s ."  

I l ooked at Father i nten t ly  as he p i cked up a penc i l  

and started putt i ng  a l l m y  ducks i n  a row. I t  was an inva l uab l e  

l ecture .  Father exp la i ned what t o  expect, what k i nd of  peo

ple wou ld  turn to me, what k i nd of  supp ly i ssues cou l d  ari se 

and how I shou ld  hand l e  them . To be honest ,  his grasp of  the 

s i tuat ion shocked me. With such support, I stopped quest ion

ing my dec i s i on .  



I n  exact I y two weeks,  I came to work i n  A napa - th i s  t ime ,  

w i t hout Grechany i .  The deputy then  i n troduced me to  the 
sta ff. Everyone gathered i n  a sma l l aud i tori um,  I went to the 

pod i um and bashfu l l y i ntroduced myse l f  to my subord i nates . 

Everyone app l auded . 

And so, I spent  my days and n i ghts at the meatpack i ng 

p l ant ,  ded ica t ing myse l f  to the work w i th youthfu l  pass ion  
and en thus iasm,  try i ng to make tweaks and adj ustments . My 

thoughts were so absorbed by I i vestock s l aughter, supp ly  

and  product qua l i ty that I near ly  forgot about my maste r ' s  de

fense .  And then, I got a rem inder. 

As  I ment i oned before, I had on ly  presented my pre

l i m i nary defense and my fina l  d i ssertat ion had not yet been 

confi rmed .  That was set to happen after I had accepted my 

pos i t i on as the meatpack i ng p l ant d i rector. Know ing that ,  my 

research adv i sor, E rnest Kahuch i shv i l i  - a professor, a doctor 

of sc ience,  and a very w i se man w i th m uch  experience - gave 

me some good adv i ce :  

"Wa i t  up ,  I gorek ! Se t  as ide  your  du t i es ,"  he  sa i d .  " I  un

derstand that i t ' s p l easant to be a d i rector a t  twenty-seven . B ut 

th i nk  about i t  - i t  may m ake more sense to wa i t . "  

"Why wou l d  I ?" I asked . 

"You know, the sc i en t ific  com mun i ty i s  a part i cu l ar bunch .  

I f  you go to defend your d i ssertat ion as a d i rector, some peop l e  

may get the wrong idea ."  

"What ' s  so bad about  i t? The way I figure ,  i t  m ay be ben

efic i a l . B oth an i ndustr i a l i st and a friend of  sc ience - i s n ' t  that 

the i dea? I sn ' t  that what you taught us?" 

"Yes, of  course i s  i t ,"  Kahuch i shv i l i  l aughed . " B ut you 

know, theory often d i ffers from prac t i ce .  You see, we sc i ent i sts 

tend to be very confident about our  i ns i ghts .  Why wou l d  an i n 

dustr ia l  d i rector wan t  to  have  a PhD  as we l l ?  Cou l d  he  maybe 

be a career i st? That 's what they may th i nk . "  
H e  looked a t  me  i nqu i s i t i ve l y. 
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"Let them th i nk  what they want," I retorted . 
"Sure - let  them ! Bu t  keep in  m i nd,  some may be env i 

ous .  Some of  them have gotten very good a t  tr i pp ing  up the i r  

com pet i t i on . "  

I waved h im  o ff. 
"We ' l l  hand le  i t . "  
What e l se cou l d  I say? That I can ' t  pu t  work on ho ld?  

Kahuch i shv i l i  wou l dn ' t  understand .  But had  I de layed w i th 

my appo i ntment ,  they cou l d  find another cand i date to take my 

p lace, and then - goodbye career. 

But Kahuch i shv i l i  knew what he was ta l k i ng about .  Yes ,  

I defended my d i ssertat ion - w i th fly i ng co lors . B ut there was 

st i l l  the m i nor i ssue of  i t  be ing confi rmed,  and that 's where my 
cand idacy h i t  a bott leneck - an impass i b l e  one .  B ut I d i dn ' t  

know that yet . At  that moment ,  I was be ing  torn between my  

work and  more im portant matters : wedd i ng  preparat i on .  



LXXI I I  

T hey say that i f  you want to be happy w i th  a party, have 

i t  for yourse l f, not for others . J ew i sh  wedd i ngs aren ' t  

he ld  for t he  br ide and  groom - they ' re he ld  for the i r  

parents . I l earned that from persona l  exper ience .  

Some fi ve hundred peop l e  gathered for the wedd ing .  

Among them were numerous offic i a l s , fr iends  and  acquaint

ances of  my father, and hordes of  re l at i ves from both the br ide ' s  

and the groom 's s i de .  N atura l l y, Anato ly  Tarada was a spec ia l  

guest .  

I was go ing to the ce l ebrat ion  stra ight  from the Anapa 
meat process i ng  p l ant .  I was accompan i ed by Yo lodya, L i 

d a  ' s  brother, who was a l ready work i ng  under me  a s  superv i 

sor of  the refrigerat ion  sect i on .  Tal k  about ded icat i on :  even 

an event as important as my own wedd i ng was being j ugg led  

w i th my work .  

The  car sped forward . I was  overcome w i th t he  ant i c i pa

t ion  of happ i ness .  Yo l odya kept t ry i ng  to enterta i n  me w i th 
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some j okes, but I on ly  ha l f- l i s tened . S tari ng at the pass i ng  
l andscape, I fe l t  my musc les ga i n i ng strength,  and  happ i ness 

fi l l i ng my l ungs a longs ide a i r. I was confident that my l i fe  

wou ld  change tremendous ly from that moment on . 
The wedd ing  was he ld  i n  K i s l ovodsk 's  fi nest restaurant .  

When  I returned there many years l ater, i t  seemed sma l l ,  s im 

p le  and  prov inc i a l . But then,  i n  t he  m idd l e  of  t he  sevent i es ,  we  

cons i dered i t  t o  be  t he  i dea l  p l ace for  a ce l ebrat i on .  

Part of the  banquet ha l l was se t  apart for the  stage . Tab l es 

were arranged on e i ther s i de of  i t ,  form i ng a mag ica l  ' u '  shape .  

As customary at Jew i sh  wedd i ngs, the tab les  near ly buck l ed 

under the weight  of food that topped them . Th i s  had a l l been 

arranged by Zhora Tumas i an - the very same boy that l say 

Adamov had saved from j a i l  t ime  when he sto l e  the cav iar. 

Zhora was the head chef of the restaurant and had prov ided 

a true feast of  c u l i nary wonder. 

The orchestra rumb l ed and everyone rej o i ced . Ti l l  t h i s  

day, a wave of  happy memor ies  sweeps ove r  me whenever 

I enter that  room . The fact that happ i ness had a fl i p s i de was 

a not ion I hadn ' t  even thought of  back then . I t  wasn ' t  years 

l ater unt i l I l earned of  an i n c i dent that was concealed from 

me that day. 

The i ncred i b l e  wedd ing  sh i p  was go ing three sheets to the 

w i nd towards i ts  apogee .  The guests danced, broke d i shes ,  

and screamed ' sha lom ! '  and "maze I tov ! '  Sudden ly, I saw - or, 

rather - heard commot ion among the guests . I t  was happen ing 

at the sect ion of  the tab l e  where my father was s i tt i ng .  Some

one ran up to h im and wh i spered someth ing  i n  h is ear, lead i ng 

Father to scow l .  That very moment, he and several of h i s  c l os

est friends ran toward the stai rcase lead i ng to the fi rst floor. 

I cur ious ly fo l l owed them w i th my gaze, not g i v i ng i t  a second 
thought .  How could someth ing bad happen on the happiest 

day of my l i fe? A fter a l l ,  I had L i da - the most wonderfu l g i r:I 

in the wor ld - s i tt i ng next to me .  



Perhaps someone had brought  a l i ve h i ppo and was try i ng 

to get i t  i n ?  Perhaps someone had brought the moon down 
from the sky and d i d n ' t  know what to  do w i th i t? I s n i ckered 

at my ri d i c u lous  theor ies and stayed where I was .  

Years passed, and I s t i l l  don ' t  know how I wou ld have 

reacted had I known the rea l reason for the commot ion . A s  i t  

turns out ,  our poor mother had found out  about my wedd i ng .  

I t  i s n ' t  c l ear who to l d  her ( perhaps Zachar, her brother?), but  

she had come from M akhachka la, found the fancy restaurant 

where the party was be ing he ld ,  and showed up  in her o l d  

dress t o  congratu l ate her son . S h e  mere ly  wanted t o  b l ess  me ,  

to take j oy i n  my happi ness ,  wh ich  she  had a l ways wanted 

to accom pany me throughout my l i fe .  

She  approached t h e  restaurant, w here one  of  our  re l at i ves 

recogn ized her. I can s t i l l  p ic ture her, look ing around happ i l y, 

try i ng to figure out whether she ' s  i n  the r ight  p l ace or not .  H er 

worn-out b l ue dress i s  so d i fferent  from the other guests ' l uxu

r ious  outfi ts .  My  father i s  i nformed ,  and he m akes the execu 

t ive  dec i s i on no t  to  l et the mother of  h i s  c h i l dren i nto the ba l l 

room . 

I t  was so s imp l e :  a l l they had to do was make the poor 

woman lose her composure .  A s  soon as someone grabbed her 

by the arm and try to drag her out ,  she began to scream . B ut 

the thunder ing orchestra d rowned out  the no i se  and comm o

t ion  that took p l ace on the sta i rcase .  

I cont i nued w i th my happy reve l ry and  cou l dn ' t  see  my 

mother be ing k i cked out of  my own wedd i ng .  B ut even  i f  

I knew . . .  Perhaps, true m anhood 1 i e s  i n  hav i ng the strength 

to adm i t  that you were wrong .  

So  here i t  goes : had I known that our  m other s tood at 

the door of the restaurant, I ' m not sure that I cou ld  i n v i te her 

to the p l ace of  honor at the tab l e .  That wou ld  seem l i ke a be

traya l  w i th regard to my father, who had ra i sed me and he lped 

me advance through soc iety. I owed everyth i ng to h i m ,  
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and back then,  I exper ienced no fee l i ngs toward my m other 

that even c l ose ly  resem b l ed fi l i a l  l ove .  I d i d n ' t  know her at 

a l l .  In my eyes, she was a m enta l ly  unstab l e  stranger, who was 

try i ng to assert her parenta l r i ghts for whatever reason . Cou ld  

I grasp t he  tragedy that she  l i ved through,  aga in  and  aga in ,  

cont i nua l l y  encounter i ng our  i nd i fference? 

I t  took decades for me to com prehend the drama that took 

p lace at our wedd ing .  No prayers cou l d  take away the i nd i ffer

ence and empt i ness that surrounded Turunge throughout her 

l i fe .  My mother l oved us  more than l i fe i tse l f, and her heart 

was be ing  torn apart . She  ded i cated her who le  l i fe to us ,  and i t  

wasn ' t  unt i l much l ater that I rea l i zed that we o wed every
th i ng  to her - every m i nute of  carefree l i fe that she warmed 

and  b l essed w i th her  s imp le ,  mother ly prayers . 

I t ' s  a p i ty how we on ly  beg i n  to understand such s imp l e  

truths after fate forces us t o  endure a m u l t i tude of  l osses . 
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