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Foreword

As mysterious are Your movements and deeds, o God, so whimsical are both your path:
and fates, o Manl understand how and why the people run about the world, how and why the
grandson of a Kiev nobleman and the grandson of an’igham the Kazakh steppemet in a
small oasis in the Central Asian des@&ut | cannot understand who dropped a spark into them
to burn down their lives for serving their mission? Perhaps the one who can answer this questio
will answer the questioabout the sensgf a humarbeing...

Me, Eruslan and llia (both are children of uncle MayjeisitedEr ki nds gr ave
On the way from the cemetery, llia thought aloud:

T His life seems to resemble the fates of anchorites Vam @GogSavitsky

Yes, she was esaghsimiar irClollenant) thair sidgle tlidne design of
God but their lives of ordinary people are different

That is what Erkin said by himsefi August 30, 1979. ¢One mu:
others and try to achieve their harmony. This is Wy to the dead end. My life will not
resemble anybodyods. |t wi || be my own | i f
dedi cation, embarrassments and disappoi nt me

V.S Podgurskiy, the artist and framclldhbodr st
t hat t he Aasgives byrthe Godftoathose selected for the hard work without any
mundane vanity. Evil be to him that is tempted by the vanity

From Er ki, gThesdiffiduit decisiom o0 become an artist has been taken) and
will not back down. Sometime later it will bring its beautiful fruits although bitter ones as |

suppose. (What a mysterious phrase has <crep

Commonvanity was trying to catch Erkin, but he ran away from it into creation of his
painings dr awi ngs, di ari es, to the works of h |
teachings.

Erkin thoroughly studied those teachings, attended meetinge dfelieversmet pastors
and discussed the Holy Scriptures with them. He studied therQd a n , 2 ahd 8ufft h s
Scriptures, readecitedFatihalf. He studied the Orthodox Christianity original Scriptures, their
interpretations, went to the church and was baptiasdvell as he studiedimtiu scriptures like
Bhagaval-Gita, andexploredhistory of arts, literature and philosopbfjthe Orient

He dd not so much believen Godas was looking in these scripturasProphetdor the
reconcilement with himself and the worldthe desperate strive for bemata of the Spirit and for
the deep humbling of mind and body. Most likelyM. Savitsky steered himto study of
Scriptures when undeéhe night starsshining over theruins of ancient Khorezrhe saidthat
there is no God, aké¢re is no eternity of thgpirit thatsomedaywill changeall for the asksand
disappearBut it is necessary to study religion, its traditions and rituals as they make up the basis
of culture ofthepeoples.

Erkin thought himself to be the son of different natiddsth as a Kazakh (by his father
and Jetiatd’ ancestors that he grouped for memory; and a Karakalpak (he dreamt in his diaries,

il wi | | become one of the voi detkinkiogfin Rdssiana k a
and being concerned with the state that his son had left for; and as an-Uzbek he was

! A Spiritual leader of a Muslim group. Whenmmonly used a devotee, a holy man.

2 The corpus of the reports of the deeds and sayings of the Islamic prophet Muhammad
% A concept in Islam, defined by scholars as the inner, mystical dimension of Islam

* Thefirst versein the Quran



earning a bit on the side at sociological centers by interviewing his countrymen about their life in
the remote mountainous and desert giia of his Motherland.

Erkin shared with his people the hardships of those years that appeared to be difficult for
multiple artists who lost support of the museums, exhibition funds and etc. He did not want to
sel l his works f orenehteerproi Wdateea mi anlgl edoftthiekoenesp
descendantas a integral collectiorof picturesand diaries

He wrote about his diarie§, A di ar y i sogationyappreheénsion sfalpast
way. It is a creative act that lets me fix my iifighin the text. Perhaps, it is graphomania like a
kind ofthe melancholic and harmless insanity, but this affords me consoldflgrdiaries look
like a document of the person whose soul has been turned insidéeouionely people write
diaries as ifthey are looking at themselves from the prison of their Selvesiohabt let them
run away In my diaries and memoirs | am dreaming of the past not of the future. All that | am
writing about in the diaries seems to be a played tragicomedy scenariolib nvith the seup
of the plot, with sad and funny interludes, and, of course, wdtirtaine .

Erkin was keeping his diaries from 1976 to 2011. They reflect multiple details concerned
with his life, lives of the famous andfamousartists, relatives ahfriends including those who

are called <¢poor peopleé and <¢the i ndenl t ec
rereading his diaries, Erkin wrote, | t hought of a novel tent a
chapters: OFat her ,0, M&tch®rm | an ® oMihalguialPdrdvae r F a
Dubrovin and otherso, Al nstitut e SavitBkgakdottiek i n
Mus eumo, AAr c haeioluodgay,0 , Aloi'nFaand yAzi me o0, A O
0OTukov, Kvon, Kr i s Botdiaries si®aldhe andoulzedld corttimuedas tbe.
material for this novel e.

His diaries seem to mention too many nath@s$ can say nothing to some readers but tell
something new and important to others includimgaians, philosophers, psycholstgand arts
sociologists

In art, Erkin wassearching aftesincerity and honestiy the attitude to the world and to
the pepleh e wr ot e ab o ut Mynhistakes, tossing) mess, tdmubl of tihaights are
sincere that is why | believe myself when in this sincerity | am moving towards cognition of the
world, nature and people. Indeed, people are wonderful becaustheaf sincerity and
naturalness. Moreover, greatness of philosophers and prophets has been created by the deepe
naturalness, simplicity and sincerity of their remorse to people and, thus, touch the people. The
same with art, it can touch heartsofpewplonl 'y i n sincere remorse

Perhaps, it was such attitudettee world, people and artbat at 14 brought him into
service of 1.V.Savitskywho became the example sdrving artdor Erkin. This is evidenced by
the thousands of paintingsd drawings that Erkin kdeft after him; ofthemabout 250 hae
beenpurchasedby Savitskyand the Nukus Museum.

Erkin was not only painting pictures, he ateok manyphotosstogping in them the time
passing through the people. Meites about thisc Once t h e wid redall thehpast, 0 s
distant meetings, peopland theirfacesfrom the memorySomebody's smile or glance will wake
up the nostalgia, something that would never happen again. Perhaps, the row of these photo
presents the contemplatiof the slow flow of time from pastpgeesentthat would also turn out
to become the past one day in futuree.

Hereafter are the pagémm the diaries and nmoires of Erkin himself, edited and
collectedby me with my notes and references at the botibthe pages

Arustan Joldasov

5A cutdown version of this text was published in the
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THIS IS ME, O LORD! | STAND AND THIRST.
Sorrow Would Have Still Remained
¢Sorrow wouldhavestill remaine@ . Vi n ¢ e m(from¥yaating wighoTgeo).

Today is November 15, 2011. No more delays. | can hédigthe My disease is like a
breast pang that took awaytistVValentin Alexandrovich Serov, like the last diseas&awvitsky
like diseasesf Alimjan, my Father and Alexei Kvon, my elder friend. | have no idea how long |
will manage to live but | would like to live this remaining part honestly and with dignity, as well
as describen the diariesmy own life and life of those whorham bearing in myselfrad in
whom| am looking for myself.

My memoirs and diaries are like s@ibrtrait in painting: an attempt to embody yourself
in a text perhaps only as an atteraptognitionyourself aghinking mattereven for the sake of
your own self.The result is notmportanti what will happend my memoirs. Will they be
published and make me famous¥dtes not matteit is necessary fome’i to pass along the
path of my memory, and once again experience the life within the contettieotlecades of
1950s- 20065

| am not writing for History, it is overwhelmed with the lives of the people like me. But
the part of life that was in contact with my close people, particularly with the life of Igor
Vitalyevich Savitskyand in the shade of his genius, at leasthEsinteresting for my son. | hope
that through my destiny my son will see the life of the country and of my generation. Through
the centuries hazde will be ableto make out the illusive waysf his forefathers. He must
understand that we continue to liveetlives of our righteous ancestors and must be worthy of
them for selrespect. Indeedp turn a man into aeastit is enough to depriveim of Memory
and Word

And of course, it is very important to leave the memory about contemporaries. It is not
important how you are earning daily bread if you cherish and leave the memory about those wh
deserve cherished Memory, and leave the same memory of yolirs=#. is no death if there is
the memory of generations. Saint Vinceah Go¢pwr ot e t he only poem:
the dead are dead. As |l ong as the alive e
melancholy and obscure fanaticism of early Vincent, of his missionary preparation geriod.
believe that his picturesnd drawings are the same sermons but in paints on the canvas and
papej.

Surely, one should rather follow chronology in the memoirs. But we will have to move
from one time to another one, from one event to another one, from one face to another one
Indeed,time keeps jogging on steadily and immediately, while the memory is all doubling the
events when thantediluviancan be much closer to his childhood than in his youth. Probably the
life circle closes like that, when the anility hugs the childhood memamethe supposition of
death.

Birth and death. One great newistence is contacting another, and the flashed life, like
something dear and epherakiseems to be just a miracle of dreaming in the routine succession
of ordinary daysvhen the itne grindsthe life of any man into the ‘chest' of his memories unless
the &hesbdisappeasin the endless space of reRristence or in somebody's closet. Is there any
sense in thi® ¢ h e sdf melahchdly) fear and dedelvel? Perhapsthere is. Otherwisé/Vhat
makes me fix memory imy diarie®

Having gotover the 50yearold point, | am looking backnto my life and with the
heartsick consciousness see that #& thawn so quickly and vain. Many mistakes have been
made,so much valuable time lsbeen waste for mere trifles, but the house has not been built,
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there is no strong and large family, my art has not been recognized. Accumulated knowledge an
works have not doneell either for me or for anyone else. And therefore, if the world does not
need me, Will leave the world for myself anthto recollectionsshowing low easily | have

made a muddle of my only life by drunkenness, laziness, doubtfulness, cowardice, have lost m:
friends, did not acquire new ones, failed to grow rich and famous; | am lingerimgy life now

like Job distracted. Therefore, | was often close to a suicide. But it was awful to think that the
world will exist without me, and my momentary recognition of the pasttraitlklessdisappear

into thin air.

Reflexion seems to be too developed in me. Most likely all these feelingaidaee
tears of the soul suppressed by outliving in the constrained vanity due to the absence of peop
sympathetic to me and seesawing. Now | am getting used to myself vatkergselfcontrol than
ever beforenaving survived a wrecknd continuingmy voyagebut changd the course. Now |
do notneedmy paintings money o people. | am leaving for the beautiful world of images,
thoughts and feelings of Bach, PushRiallejo andothersimilar geniusesThey are more real,
more valuable and closer to me than the desert surrounding me. | am meditating together wit
them, cheering about and mourning, sometimes shedding tears. What about relatives and frienc
i they are already the past like the dead. @irse, it is possible to mourn about them like about
thelate But | would rather talk with them and about thenmin diarieswhereneither they not
will hurt each otheas it happens among the alive

And what a childhood | had, what a beautiful drearmiake people better and kinder by
my revolutionary monumental art! Smashing at one stroke! In my youth | was an enthusiastic
idealist, full of sanguine hopes, believed in a great mission of an artist, in the force of his
spirituality. | was running awaydém the world of greed but had not noticed to rush-bkmy
into a roond of laughter. Inside | was struggling against funfair mirrors and against the ones like
me. When | saw myself and them as monsters, | closed my eyes and looked into myself to finc
supoort in selfcognition, bring back the spiritual equilibrium when describing my life. In this
description | saw how the good and the bad struggle in the abyss of my soul like a boat with the
stormy sea.

But now | know that the sea will calm down, and thevill find sanctuary for my heart.
All will be forgivenand all will be forgottenand | believethatmy fate and my soul lodged in
the texts, drawings and paintings will remain in that little great and light that | was looking for
and has founth my life.

Roots andBranches

It is a great happiness to come into the world being a man. When a child, you think that
the birth was inevitable, and with the increase of years you understand that it was simply &
chance among thendless tangles of generations of your ancestoitheLand. You try to leave
the memory of yourself without the memory of théno reject their merit of mappearance to
life as thecontinuation of their lies Therefore, if to digest n epérsonal wyg, then only like
the continuation ofthe ways ohis ancestorsfrom the source to the orifice

6 A room with funfair mirrors.



Inthephotd Vi t ya i n MamaFdast haerrniss hands, and Arslan is

From the very early childhood | remember how my Mother took me to her bed under the
warm blanket. A little later, | was making a shelter for myself from the blanket and pillows,
preserving there the same feeling of peace @msines It is probably conneedwith f et us 0 ¢
memoriesaboultits presence imo t hwomia s

| do not remembeBoldatskoyevillage wherel was born. | do not remember my Father
either. | was three years old when hedda 37. But | vividly remembethe smell of his
motorcyclec Dni eper é. I remember how my Father ac
me in the sidecar; and now when | smell the madgcle, | recollect my Father.

| remember how | ran with a mug across g (as it seemed to mgard to my Mum
who was milkng the cow. | remember how my Mum, leaving home for a while, tied me to a
table or a bed; and | was quietly sitting near them until her return. But thieaircraft flew
low, | got frightened and cried under the table.

Childhood in Nukus | remembered ite film "Tom Thumb' in the summer cinema
'‘Motherland'- film about a woodcutter, children and a cannibahnd in a fearful place |
suddenly screamed at the top of my voice. Somehow, all arourirsieintolaugter. When a
child and even an adult, | wahy and, particularly, feared the death in all its manifestations.
Perhaps that is why he did not go to dyiBgvitskyto Moscow and did not visit his dying
Stepfather.Only after | became an old mahhadovermme this fear only wheh wasfeeding
andwashingmy dying Mother.

When | was a child, the day seemed to be endless, and the way to school was a real
travel. To say nothing about a real hike'to the Kyzketken canal where we, brothers and
friends, bathed or fished. | had friends born in the sgeae along the entire stre@ne of them
wasP. Arslan andl still blame ourselves. Ongchis younger thregearold brother &llied with
us to bathe in th&yzketkencanal with its insidious banks and fast current. When we started
back, we found only hi$-shirt and decided that he had gone home just forgetting ab@at.

did not understand that he has drown&lle came back and acted meanly asking our younger
brother Vitya to return it. He was also about three years old and did not understand hét he
to do. Some minutes lataries and shouts were heard at the end of the street. Vitya was running
back pale and frightened. | was four that time, and Arslan wa®sspite theoccurrenceP.



continued to be my friend. But when he became somebodyalikhief, he stoppetigreeting
anddid not ndice me.

During schoolyears we were gting with the friends at the ditch in front of the house,
lookedinto the night skies anddreamt about star travels. | liked to ret®llmy friends science
fiction booksthat | borrowed from the library of thBPedagogicalnstitute to whichmy Father
subscribedne

Once | read 'Timur and his Team' by Gaidar. This book affected me and my friends. We
organizedT i muTred@msin our street, and then at school. Now, when we meet with the age
mates, with the sadladnesshey recollect this team. We ran to pdonely old women and
helped them. We climbed up to the roof of a fstariedhouse in the Nuku€heremushkyand
used binocular to look for those to help. But we forgot about our relatives as we did not
understand that first of all one must help theselelativesThen there would be no need to help
the old womerthat would have had their own and native 'Tiffellows'.

Indeed, there was always what to do at home. Mother had been working from morning to
morning, and | had to do housekeeping. | had even the byriame a vthomh’™ &z &
remember cosines of winter evenings near chattwoaler in which | burnt the edb This
‘charcoal’ experience appeared to be useful for me when | burnt stoves in the Nukus Maiseum.
the age of sisseven, | could cookvenpilav, wentto bazaarand didall necessary household
shoppingi iron, tailor's thimbles, meat and bread. Holessh' was with me. It is like | spent all
my childhood queuing for foods. For instance, | was lining up for meat at 1 r@8Qiltidepecks
in the baaar the price was 2 roubles. Theaved20 kopecksvere enoughor the whole loaf of
breadthat wasalso lined ugfor in the long queues, even for the tou§hrushchevponé with a
strange aftetaste. But | liked it. Ihardly krew the taste of thenon-storebought bread, my
Motherseldombaked bread, but this bread was theidathhread that | hae evertriedin my life.

Mother

My Mum was differently called depending on the place where she lived: Khanie
Kurtseitova in the Crimea; Hanna in Germamnna Joldasova in Samarkand; Khadicha
Dauletbaevan Nukus.A¢ Cr infh@ad ar e was written in Mama's
lliya that saw her documents when liverith us inSoldatskoyevillage said that time the dui@
entry in the docuimleenvtes. wihleg:C ndoNfeetdi aornéa Iwatsy ma
lastMama's passporBr obabl y she i mdaé dmyFatheraftae bé&ginringhie a
of the 50s after the antiSemiticchase started with the Co s mo pdoolcittoaans € cas e
to carrangee and r emwmTattar eh e rHef edv@ersodoniigeCs g e
soldier, head vetrinary doctor inthe NizhneChirchik district of the Tashkent Region and the
deputy of the district council of two convocations.

Here follows what | have written from Mama's reminiscences

(ol wa s b oin Yalta, wherd shelived with her Mother and Father in the house

on the embankment oppositee 'Oreanda’ Hotel. My fathezroddled me very much araérried

me on the shoulders. | liked singing and dancing; for these | was getting gifts from the neighbors
and awards at children's competitions. We had our own garden and a wheat field. At the end c
the 20s, our relatives called Fatherestape from the Bolsheviks together with therniudkey.

He refused, remained in the Crimea and, perhaps, regretted thlsouery much He had to
surrender to the new power, first, the separator, a chartbhorse andhen thecow. He was
distressedor being unable to feed me and my Motlaexd died in 1931, if | am not mistaken.

7 Householder house manager
8 Bread made ofornduring Khrushchev's times.



After his death, we starvesl’en moreWe wentaroundthe Crimean village to change woout
clothes for food. | remember howohce went asleep having puy head on her knees while she,
tired, was sittingon theroadsiderock. Once, | climbed up a treesomeone's gardethe furious
ownerasked me what | was doing there? | honestly answered that | was eating not stealing. First
he got disappointed than said that | should not climb in anymore, but did not send me away.

Aishe, ny Mother worked at the collectiviarm. When the war started, sheft me with
my aunt saying that she was summoned up into the mountainspartisanbrigade There sk
seemed to miss during the war.

| do not remember how | appeared atdnghanageThere were children of all ages from
2 to 17. Wherthe German tops approached the Crimea, there was an attengvatuate the
c hi | dr efrolshe @Grineamut our train was bombed. Wegshed to the forest stabbing to
the corpses of adults and children. Hungry, we wandered in the bat®gten two frontsate
roots of grasesand berries. Very often weppeared betwedwo fronts. Many children perished
from wounds and hunger. First, their dead
them.l do not remember howe came back to Yalta.

People asked mafter the war why | knew German which | taught officers in Samarkand
and schoolchildren in Nukus. | answered that the German neighbor taught me it in Yalta.
Throughout my life, | hd been disguising from you my being in Germany, Brussels and Paris. |
knewif you wrote in the forms that your mother was abroad, yowldbe thought the children
of a German spy. Only after the collapseh&#KGB?, | couldtell you everything.

In fact, | studied the German language in Germany, to where the Germans repaitriated
children's house probably in 1942. That time, | was 15 years old, but | Itikkeal small10-
year old girl In Germanywe were detrained near the settlement called Altafbhot far from
Leipzig. The Germans came up to us to select whom to takesatMeambraced with a Russian
girl with whom we became friends on the way. We hoped that somebody would have taken us
together.

One of those who selected the Russian girl waS&manHe was stringent, railed at his
wife, beat her and made my friend warnkich and did not allow me to communicate with her.

The man that selected me was called Alfred. He owned the jewelry workshops in that
village and in Berlin. I do not remember either his surname or name of hisAwifaunderstood
now, she was a Jew asdldomappearedn the village because Alfred was hiding her from the
police.She loved me and called me a daughter.

Alfred hadthemother, I called her Umma. When | started speaking German, | was telling
her about the Crimea and about my parents. Umma and | liveeduiet village, in a thick pine
tree forest where the houses were not seen behind the trees. | rode bicycle iagbeawd in
the forest, could leave the bicycle near the cinema and watch a film. Nobadyesaway from
the cinema although everyone knew who and whaad Wometimes | washed linen together
with Umma. She had large bucks with linen, and she gave lalsasa to meA dog,Moorhen
lived with us.I ran into the forest witiMoorhen he playedhide-andseek with me, ran away
from me. His headwvas appeaing from behind the tree only when | started ingy and
disappeang again if | stopped doing that.

Alfred had theéwentyyearold daughteGiselathat greatly resembled her fathésisela
had thegroomthat wasat the front Alfred alsohad a niece, &, his sister's daughter, a fair
haired girl.Both loved meand whenthey arrived from Berlin, they plaad with me like with a
little sister combed and tress plaited my haut different dresses on me like on a dGlhce or

9 Thus, she called the collapsf the USSR.
10 My Mum pronounced it like that



twice a month | was taken to Berlin where sisters took me for walks taking by the hand, but
allowed only whispering not to disclogieat | was not a Germahwas not allowed to go alone

into the street in Berlin, but once | disobeyed and started asking phagseosv to find my
house. Some man seized me by the hand started calling for a policeman. Alfred went out into th
street andreed me from him.

In Berlin, in the Opera Housé saw the ballet for the first time; women danced with the
open legs, | had never seen this in the Crimea and was so much astonished that could hard
restrained fromamazementTeya andGiselamanaged to oageer my maith. During another
performance the evil was creeping towards the good character of the play to kill him and | agair
cried giving him a warning. After these they did not take me to the theatre but sometimes wen!
shoppingwith me When | pointed t@ liked object and said¢ Es i st shone, [
During the New Year holidays, the largest heap of gifts avesting me under the Newear
Tree.

The war was coming to an end. The army men took me to the plant which already needec
workers. When | was taken away, we all wep worked in the underground workshop in
Troimblitsen where we packed cartridgé@fie foreman, a German woman,al | ed me ¢
Tochteré and saved me from the hard worKk.
weak.

Older girls and women guessed that the plant could be exploded together with us, but the
Russian tank was in time to break the gates of thatpand freed us. Two Latvian girls
suggested that | should run to Europe not to return to the Bolshevist Russia, but | wanted tc
return to my Mother.

The troop train to Russia was formed in Paris; Alfred's family saw me off providing me
with a suitcaseglothes, photographs and gave the address of their relatives in Brussels for me tc
visit them on the wayA | f r e d 0 slatiiesatunned out ta ke miraculously survivegoung
Jewish familythat hada sixmonthold baby. Before the wathe wife's fathe owned an atelier
making raincoats. He and all his relatives were killed by the fascists.

| walked with the child in the park and waited for the formation of the troop train to
Russia. Child's father asked me to stay with them saying teay Imuchresembled his perished
sister. But | greatly wanted to find my Mother. | went to Paris, where | got the documents, and
from there | arrived in Moscow.

| fell ill in Moscow, ran ahigh temperatureand hadno strength taarry the suitcasd
asked my neighbe in the Kazasky railway station to look after it and went to get my ticket
punched; when | came back, the neighbors disappeared together with the suitcase and, what w
more offensive, with the photograpiobably,the suitcase was too largeeautifu and made
of leather

| reached Yalta and found nobody, all neighbors and relatives disappeared. | came up tc
my house, but it was occupied by a policeman or by a military man. | spent some nights unde
my house staircase, went to gorispolé¢imequested housing or a room until | was taken to the
police station. | was disgusted, said the war ended and | returned to my house. | do not knov
why the policemen laughetidid not know that alpeople, includingny relatives and neighbors
had been dmrtedfrom the Crimeat the order of StalirOne policewoman persuaded me not to
keep stiff an upper lip and go to Uzbekistan, as the Uzlveksthe akin peoplepesideghere
were many fruits there. Otherwise, she saidplid be taken to the Urals &iberia under police
escortand peristthere. When | came to under the staircase after weepoagnéto the police

11 City executive committee



station for the order myselfarrived in Tashkent onlghalf year laterl often fell ill on the way.
After staying in the next hospitd was again put on the train.

| was directed from Tashkent to Samarkaviterel was muchfrightenedat first by the
females in hijabs.

Once, | went to the bathouse; after leaving,it did not find the breadickets in the
dress pocketthey werestolen It was difficult and starving, but I lived in Samarkaasl inthe
native land. Townsmen helped me, fixed up for a job of a lab assattdineé Agricultural
Institutewhere | washed floors and dishes.

One of the townsmen, Abdurahmaga'? wasa posecutor in Simferopdiefore the war.
He said cWhen people were expelled frompackinge C
The soldiers hurried up, pushed with the guns; children and women were crying and shouting
cows were mooing, dogs were bauty sheep were baairfigpoom andhowl washangingover
the Crimea. Many people died on the way. The soldiers thred lobdies from the carriages
without permitting toburyt h e me . Probably f or -aga lwasssi tintea | k
arrested. He was taken away in a cage to Tashkent for investigations. Every time he parte
forever. In the 56, he was justified and lived only for two years after that.

His daughter Urie ligd under Samarkand together with her daughter. We were friends,
but then she quarreled with me as she was unpleased by my marrying the Kazakh and not h
cousin Ablyaziz. | named my younger daughter's son Ablyaziz, perhaps to mitigate my fault
before her;she had not known about thisblyaziz, Urie's brother studied at the Agricultural
Institute together with your father. He became the candidate of sciences, developed his party lin
career in Tashkenand marriedto a Russian. His wife Tanya disguiseditéishome to her
relatives whomA b | y arelatie®dsd not communicate because they were Russians.

After your father's death, | lost theill; otherwise | would have not gorte Nukus
Father's elder brother came to Soldatskoye for the funeral, soldtuise,lsold all that could be
sold and took us to Nukus. When | left the plane, | got frightéyeal ghastly dusttorm which
| had never seerthe sand was beating at the face and eyetpsedVitya's face with the
raincoat collarhe was in my handgou and Arslan hid under mpackintoshspread. Thus we
came to uncle's house crowded with the people that came to the funeral feast of your father.

Following the Kazakh tradition, they wanted to marry me to your father's relative, but
refused ad could not imagine anybody instead of your father next tolme.of f ende d
relatives by my refusal antieylet me know about thisAfter this | requested the money from
the sale of the house in Soldatskoye and bought the housger2 in MayakovskyStreet

After moving into our house, | caught the tuberculosis. Probably | caught it from your
eldestuncle's sister when we lived at his house. | sperdhrime at the tuberculosis dispensary.
You lived in the family of your late uncle Magjan. God kléss children and grandchildren with
health for their assistance, although that time they also lived in misery after theoti¢iagh
husband and father.

When you thregbarefooed wearingonly the boxes visited me at the hospital, you stood
under the window and cried calling me for yourselves. That time | made up my mind to outlive
by all means. | was taking not only my pills but also collected and took those that other patients
refused to take. | was cking but ate the curative food made of snakes or tiwgsthepatients
shared with me. Tuberculosis was added with the heart disease. | was sdiiedpbyfessor
from Tashkent who happen&alcome tdNukusi hemade cardiac surgepn my heart. Later on
when | worked as a siekurse at the same tuberculosis dispensary, its doctors, sisters and cooks
helped me to feed you.

12Agair egar df ul address or fielder brothero if transl at
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| became anedical sistea f t er y o u r ,sdirgednBeehad Nuroy helpeé mecto
enter the medical school aftieiliness. t was necessary to feed you, and between the classes at
school, | worked as a nurse at the maternity house, taught German at andaelplaceather
medical nurses at night duties to earn more money. | could hardly see you. You ran around th
neighborsborrowing bread or sugdrthey nourished you. Particular help was rendered by the
Korean neighbors that livdzehindthe wall; | remember their childrerRoza, Sergei and Sveta.

We sold tle housethat | boudpt in early 70s as we could not pay for your studies at the
Tashkent boardingchool Thanks toE mb e r gfriemdsdly the work at thePedagogical
Institute who became big men and helped me to gétreeroomedflat on the fourth floor of
ckhrushd&meChkae e myuartertHpwawves uf f er ed in this c¢kh
in summer when it heatag andfailed tocool even at night!

God gave me 6 children, 11 grandchildren and 3 great grandchildren. | have had and an
having anything | expected from life. The only thing | wish nswto find my rescuers in
Germany and Belgium. Only now | understood that they had saved me from dying that
war. And the saddest thing that is leihdonein my life is that | failed to find my Mother and |
do not know where the gravesral parentsare.

Father Alimjan

My Father, Alimjan, was born in 1920 the Tamdy district in Karakalpakstan, wehere
his father Ishanjaatd” ran from Kazakhstan. In childhood, he indulged Alimjan as his younger
son. He did not allow offending him whatever he did.

Where Ishajanata was educated and learned Russi@ unknown, but it has helped
their childrenreceive a good educatiode tookAlimjan when he was 9 years old, from a distant
village at the KyzylKum desert to study in Bukhara school, then in Tashkent Kazakh
Pedagogical College.

My Grandfather and Father

After studying at the Kazakh Pedagogi&ahoo] Alimjan wascalled upinto the armyin
1939 and returned in 1945. He served for seven years and passed through the war in heav
artillery falling back to Stalingrad and then reached as far as Budapest. He was wounded twice.

13 Erkin's stefatherwhom his mother married.
14 A type of multistoried houses; its construction was initiated by Khrushchev, the General Secretary of the CPSU.
15 Ata- Grandfather.
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Alimjan was 11 years younger than his brothdagjanaga, who was very happy that
Alimjan returned alive from the war.

Next year, Magjaraga, himself, took Alimjan to Samarkand Institute of Agriculture to
learn the profession of a veterinary doctor. Magjga vas a veterinary doctor himself, and was
highly respected in Karakalpakstan.

Magjari aga, send him to study in Samarkand and provided with money. But Alimjan
was greatly missing his father who was arrested and sent to Révisite Alimjan was at war.
Instead of going to study Alimjan used this money to go to look for his father or his grave.
Magjan%ga scorched Alimjan as he could be arrested for searches of hisifathgolitical
prisoner’.

Next year Magjaraga himself took him to Samarkand Agricual Institute to study
veterinary. Magjaraga also was eesectedveterinarydoctor in Karakalpakstan. Ishanjata
senthim in 1932to study veterinary irAlma-Ata Veterinary Institute After graduation and
working in KarakalpakstarilagjanAga was on dvanced training in the Leningrad Veterinary
Institute, where he was not only a student, but he lectured as an experienced doctor.

Old menin the Tamdy District, where many sheep were died due to the epidemic,
remembeed Magjanaga, who saved manghairmen of collective farms from prison
Investigators blamed these chairmen that sheeps were died due the negligence of chairmen, fro
lack of fodder, from exhaustioMagjanaga ordered to slaughter one sheep and held a piece of
meat over the fire. Fronthe piece dripped the fakagjanaga told investigators that in the
emaci at ed cmete théfat. me at

Mother said:

fAlimjan lived in Samarkand in the same house with me, only on its other side. We got
acquainted during the election campaign wk&ited houses as the electioneerers. Then we
started visiting cinema together. Once he
will marry md . e was tall, two meters and four centimeters high, and my height was 1.5
meters. Perhaps thatwdy | agreed (mother stopped speaking, she smiles). We rented a small
room with the earthen floor; there was a charcoal $f@re an iron soldier's bed.

When Magjarmaga arrived from Nukus, father and | slept on the floor, and Maagan
added a stodlor his legs to the grid of a-@eter soldier's bed. He was even taller than your
father. Magjaraga brought money and kaurd&KkThis meat could be kept and eaten for a long
time, adding 23 spoons of it to food.

Once we lined up at the canteen. | wagypeat, it was difficult to stand. The father left
the queue of the students and joined the teachers' queue as he was an adult adthe front
soldier. On teacher started scorching him pushing out to the student's queue. The fathers strong
stroke him anatalled him a rear Hebe. He flew off and fell down. When my father was let from
the police station, he cried from the insult. He, a #or@ soldier with the war decorations was
forced to sweep the streetse.

Sanim, Magaraga 6s daught ere, otfolhderu sf-cotrirgetend s n
Kolhosov, was attending Collective Farm Chairpersons Training Course in Samarkand at tha
time. They say that he did something to help Alirg@a to avoid being convicted. When
Kolhosov came back tdarakalpakstan he visited Minasaizhensh&, Magjana g a & s Wi

16 Karaganda branch of the Department of the State Concentration Camps.
17 Before that, they were together looking for father, but to no avail.

18 Mutton fried in its own fat

19 The wife ofthe elder brother.
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(Alimjan-aga himself was away on a leave) and told her how he managed to help Alimjan.
Minasarzhenshe, without giving it a thought, gave him her cow as a sign of appreciation. Sanim
also told us that Alimjan askl Magjaraga name his first séh Magjanaga named him

0 Ar yst an 0 ,-zhenshe gald ima thesname of Erkin.

S e — -~

-

Alimjan, llia, Minasardal | i aés mot her and Rwga an (on her right

| reminded that Sanim, Magjaaga's daughter told that when the relatives had matched
Alimjan the Kazakh girl from Karauzyak, he refused to marry her, and Magjarsupported
him.

Mother continued:

¢l cried so much that thihigifest somdsaythgchle wdiildl
|l eave you while | am alivee.

When Arslan fell ill with choking whoopirgough, Alimjan and | were spending nights
near the canal where the air was humid and eased breathing. Several times, father elevat
Arslan on a sarply ascending and descending plane. The doctor advised this. When during the
next coughing attack, we thought that our first child was at death's door, the father cried out ir
tear s, cl f you, Al | ah, SO0 much neemnd tso mkebwo
Perhaps Allah heard him and Alimjan had lived a little longer after these words, only for 6 years

In 1951, Alimjan received the diploma of the veterinary doctor, but we were not let into
Nukus where his relatives lived. That time Nukus wéarbiddentown.?* Probably they also did
not letusin because of me, as the KGB was aware of my presence abroad. My father was sent t
Soldatskoye village under Tashkent. You and Vitya were also born there. When the students
countrymen and relatives from Nukus town, studying in Tashkent visited hinmdatSioye, he
arranged feasts for them with food, hemade wine, provided them with money.

Magjanaga died at the beginning of the-80Sometimes | woke up at nights because
Alimjan was sitting at the table, crying and howling being sick for his brother.

20 According to the custom of the Kazakidimjan was to ask his father to give a name to his first son. He could
not ask his father since he was dead by that time.

21 The town had troops, which tested chemical and biological weapons in an island of the Aral sea.
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When | was at the hospital after appendectomy aaslwaiting for you, Erkin, birth,
Stalin died All patients, nurses and doctors wept. When Alimjan came | rushed to him, wept and
wail ed, A Wh o iend ®talindiech d e IHes tc,al ml y sdamndtiont take me ,
hi m! | thought something happened to the ba

In 1957, Alimjan fell ill after motorcycling in rain and snow to tiaems;hewas treated
in Tashkenbut vain.

Al most twenty vyears | ater after tfogethbrer 0
with my boardings ¢ h o o | mat e, Sergey Makari k, to | oc
came to me spontaneously after blind drunk tears about my orphan fatherlessness. It took L
about two hours by Ser geydnstthmi@ade,ove goywet and.colR a i
We found the cemetery on the hill divided by the hollows into Kazakh, Tatar and Kmagan
In the pouring rain, knedeep in the wet grass red of autumn, we were looking for the grave. We
failed to find it. We stoochmong the metal railingse pi t aphs on somebody
Makarik said that we would all also die one daynd he soon perished in the fight where he
defended his brother.

Perhaps, visits to the cemeteries are needed both to refresh the membey latiet
relatives and to hear about inevitability of death not in the accidental whisper of the wind of time
but in the roar of the trumpets of Jericho.

Once, my senior friend and colleague by the Nukus Museum Alexei Kvon gently laughed
atme,ashethough, arti ficaatd 8arpghafinagaeocoare pitifu
although you yourself became a father long ago. The man that had become a father cannc
consider himself the orphan any moreo.

Before my searching, Arslan tried to find isat her 6 s gr ave sever a
the archives, consulted to the old people and cemetery wardens in Soldatskoye. The old peop
pointed out to three uncared graves and marked one of them with a rusty beveled fence made
the flat metal bars oht 50s. Just on this grave Arslan erected the monument, on that slope of
the hill where he chased the snake together with other children while his father was entombec
He told about the erected monument to his mother andfeavept. We still do not know this
is the fatherdés grave? Maybe we needed to i

the wunknown grave. The hope that t he moni
consol ation. (Recentl vy | s aw aavedopenadnt, Muma t
untied the windingg heet , and we saw the father | ying

How similar the fates of the ascendants and descendants happen to be! Indeed, both tt
mother and father failed to knomhere their parents were burigghd our Father, when we were
born, although he did not already go on searching of his father, was spending nights in writing
inquiries to various organizations asking to inform him how and where his father died, and
where he was buried. Recently | receifemm Ilia the copy of the reference from Kazakhstan
prosecutordéds office sayi ng-wardhohthe Bormim degartnaemnt d f .
in Karlag, and was buried there in the unknown common grave.

14



Grandfather Ishanjan

My Grandfat serlGshamagmaen Wal dasov, a Kazak
kin. It was he who was the ishan. They say our Grandfather had a good command of the Russie
| anguage and t hudshahe was <called Alvano

His father, our grangrandfathedoldas, made 2 hadjs dno o t . He coul dno
third hadj because he got sick on the way, and came Hachuilt a mosque in the place called
Aksai in Bargain district of Kazakhstan, and dug a well thEnes well still has water in it. His
descendants visited his placace in five years. Cars and other organizational issues were the
responsibility of his grandsofruslan One car would accommodate a kazan, a lamb and food,
and another oneall the relatives.

Eruslan, Magjara g a 6 s dstlman onet a¥ lour grandfathemcestors served some
Russian officer inthe OrenburgProvince this ancestor together with his kin quieted Bashkir
tribes at which this officer set up the Kazakh tribes playing off the Bashkirs and Kazakhs to
cdi vi deé.anAlf treurl et he agreed upon period our
auls and decided to wander away together with his people. He and other kin leaders wer:
whipped and ordered to continue their service. At night, he ran away together with, ldadin
the morning, that officer was found slaughtered.

In summer 1990, the KGB archives were open for-tiwee months for the relatives of
the political prisoners, and when Arslan got access to the archive file of his Grandfather
managed to copy ogbme things. It became known from the protocols of the file that during the
collectivization yearshisGr andf at her was ¢di spossessedeé a
the concentration camp under Almaty and in the town of Gordievka in the Novosigisk.
After the concentration camps and while waiting for the next detention, he escaped to his
relatives from the Tabyn district (now Baygany district of the Aktubinsk region) to
Karakalpakstan, first to Kungrad, then to the Tamdy district in the rcehthe remote sands of
the Kyzyl Kum where he was itemized as@ahos? saddler.t was highlighted in the case that
following the war densd Karakptshafjn Kdragiyya nj an me't

But his Grandfather was detained for the fact that after beginning of war with
Germany, he was discussing with the old men who wouldwit he r ede or ¢t he
Someone informedthe authorities on them. All were arrested and transported to the
concetration camp. Whether it is a legend or a fact, but the informer was said to disappear anc
the investigation showed horse's steps led to his house and from the house, horse's and informe
steps led to the hole in ice in the AfDarya. On the way back tbe house, there were only the
horse's steps

When Arslan was reading the file, the KGB archive officer said there was no use to read
protocols of interrogation of all participants as all cast the blame on each other. Arslan bent hea
over the pages of ¢hfile, asked for three minutes, finished reading, straightémedack and
proudly said, ¢cJust <check. T h e yesaa on@arRysotly. b | &
The officer | ooked through the protigcaemls o
happense. Af ter that , Ar sl an asked for Gr
descendants, did not have his photo. The officer refusesh Jibwed and said he would leave
for smoking. Arslan understood. That is how this photo appe@ardze with us; one of the
children cut off the plywood number so much humiliating Grandfather.

22 Large state farm
23 Spiritual Leader of the rebellion against the Bolsheviks in the Khorezm territory
24 Karaguyi thebranch of th&karLag (Karagand&tate Cacentration Canip
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As follows from the documents, our Grandfather was arrested in Nukus on 21 April 1942,
condemned on 24 February 1943, arrived in Kaokla80 April and died on 23 November of the
same year. What Grandfather's sufferings and thoughts back up these dry figures if they rais
cold horror in me even now?

Ishanjan Joldasov. My Grandfather.

In the 90s, we received the reference on Grandfathetmbilitation but we
acknowledged it not as Grandfatherdds just.i/f
its unpunished delinquency.

Dad Embergen

Our stepfather (he deserved this c¢Dade f
children, Embergen Dauletbaev went against the unwritten patrimonial and career laws stating
that if you want to develop your career and become rich, marry a feefalize of an influential
and rich man whose kin can get access to the official stamm@wint with the bank i.e.
become a boss. Dad acted on the contrary.

Embergen Dauletbaev (in the photo the second on the left) with my brother Vitya and his
colleagues from thBedagogicalnstitute.
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Dad toldme

cWe | ived with *Gadoanedwitea vérynbeaBthiuhtdntb afSheih Abbas
Vali. In 1939, this tomb was destroyed.

My GrandpaDauletbayatar ai s ed me. Bazargul , Grandpa
thanher husband. They got a child, Nazira, my Mother, that died from bleedimgatildbirth
at the beginning of the 30s. My Father, Nur
As | hear d f r omaulethdydiadaddis childed sohJanaleagnd a

daughterJanabaya ga was f at her 6s , hereceivesl a plavof éamd iniNokust h e
as an instituteeacher;he built the house and brought thdanabayaga from the remote aul
which had no doctors so thd@nabaycould treat his legs at the city doctors. Doctors could not
help him, and when the legs werery much aching from rheumatisfmewas warming them up

in the yard in the sand rdwt from the sun. Burying his legs in the sand, children asked him,

AAta, why do your | egs ache?0 He answered |
fromtheKar auzyak aul to the city of Berlino an
on geography how f ar Berlin from Karauzya
necessary to go so far to Berlin?0¢6, myntde he
commander ordered to put the signature on
films children knew what t he fconamabayd @ a @ s ¢

orders and medals when they were playing with them. Mother widdke them awayrom
children butlanabayaga let the children play with his awards, children did not have other toys.

Dad tol d, AUNt i | tDhutetbayataovarkedias & farmtfand anfthe 1 9 2
wheat and cotton fields. During the N€® i mes after the years of
1925 to 1929, he worked in the town of Beruni at a slaudidese. He built a house with a
veranda, ceishafa he had his own orchard and a big loft. He also had an inn for collective
farmers coming tohe bazaar.

Famous Shoinstpalvarf® was equal in fights with the Khiva wrestlers. Shoinshi
p al v anfadpbayvalch was also a wrestler. They say that once a wrestler from Fergana
defeated him in the presence of Usman Yustipb@aripbayswore at the wisler and referees,
ASarts cheatedo. Usman Yus upame of theoUzbeksfigay t &
but was persuaded to forgiZaripbay

We were neighbors with Nurjaaga, a raifinotdéf inspectorHe monitored that all paid
at least the paxf taxes to be paid and concealed this from the authorities so that the neighbors
were not arrested for the incomplete payment of taxes. Therefore, as we saw all carried to hir
Agi ftso of foods and sheep. He earecaiwanythinglfy d
all were arrested.

Mumin-usta also lived intheauie shaved the entire &ul f
He had manuscripts, dastdhsand SufiAl | ayar 6s ver ses thMuminh e

25 Beruni town now.

26 New Economic Policy of the communists that replaced the policy of military communism and partially allowed
free trading.

27 A cattle yard.

28 A strong man.

29 State and political leader of Uzbekistan in 19320s.
30 District Department of the Ministry of Finance.

31 Good deed

32 Eposes

33 Feasts.
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ustads son p e onlyghnee chonths head livesl withrhis young wife. After the

war, he returneérom the frontfootless; he moved iacart, brawled, cried that he freed Europe
but could not find work at home. He was f i X
was small there, and he lost himself in drinking.

In the 30s, after winding up NEP, we crashed by the exorbitees$ &nd collectivization
moved to aul ShoHorangyl located on the way betwedthalkabad and Takhtakupyr. In the
Beruni district all gardens were cut over for cotton. And what apricots have been there before!
After movementour Shabbaz house decayed, pigegot wild and flew apart.

In the new village, the tribesmen helped by ketfsévurjanaga gave an old yirtand
we war med shiyi cane mats withhthefsame cane fl@3ar neighbors Aisary gave
wheat for food and seeds; Kosbergen gaveAeit;t y m, Sambet, Shyl man,
quote all names because my Dad who that time was less 10 gratefully recollected these nam:
half century later.)

And he shucked deviating from the sad topic was telling usdtaail tois, Grandfather
requeted my , gr ands aeidasyand tas tbrenginghem to me. They used to sing
impish songs at these tois; Grandfather remembered thig was a Turkmenian song in which
a woman boasts that the head of her husband

Laughing, he told us how already not in the earljdtlmod he was placed on the goat
hair blanket between two womeme was turning in bed for a |
turning! o But it i's easy to say fADondét tur
assesandif you do not give sleep song about the "five fingers".

My Father was a goostudent an active Komsomdi member, he received the training
assignment to th@edagogicalnstitute. In the 5®0s, he taught history and atheism there. He
passed for an honest and principle manmember how he sent off the people that used to come
to our yard asking to Ahelpodo their chil dr e
bribes for cooperation money and sheep, and he sent them off the yard.

40 years laterDad 6 s f at h efound Mim) repaerideel tfor leaving father in
childhood alone and suggested purifyfiaglt b y 4k $1 @ t pramising to bring a cow. The
second time he came for my Dad to help Nur:
and said thathe hadersed t he i nstitute without Aicows o
Since thepnNurymbethadnever ome.

For some time, he used to be a Communist Party organizer at the institute. Somebod
feared but provoked my Dad for the fiexcessdc
Afexiledo to the Academy of Sciences where h

He traweled much oveKarakalpakstap r esent i ng t he AKnowl edg
religious situation for theeportsto the regional party committee and lecturing on atheism with
the communist ardor. When | traveled over the villagdsarakalpakstanurning a penny as an
interviewer for the social centerlshappened to come to the village where Embergen spent his
childhood, and where the people remembered his grandfather. There | concealed my relation t
my Dad, and | was told that in his atheistic rage,ondered to bring down gumbB&af my
Grandf at her as a religious symbol i napprop

34 A custom to share with the poor.

35A nomadébés felt tent

36 Young Communist League.

37TWord by word it i s 7T@gnpepsatomforndaore cmitli loddutied.e pear ent 6s
38 The burial vault.
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became a Muslim, he suffered from his deed. Probably my Dad suffered from this shameful
action and, therefore, never spoke abbut

To become a professional propagator of atheism, Dad studig@uifaey Hadiths, Sufi
scriptures, and particularly verses of the existential content of Sufi Allayar popular in the lower
reaches of the AmDarya. As well as his verses of the existerda@itent.

Dad wrote down into my pad two amazing Sufi proverbs Drailetbayatataught him
to:

1 ¢Shari atolitzyire sjeynl andy, Khaki i @ffgauare z 1 e
looking for Justice, kill a snake inside yourself; and if you are lookimgthe Truth, do not
torture your soul.)

1 ¢cTeni z t G kusersdnue kgetersek, tauekel tubi kayiktykinersen de
ot er gParport@f the life) sea is the black abyss; if you fall into it, you will disappear.
Purport of tavakkul (ascesis in Suffisis a boat, sit in it and you will swim over the abyss of the
seae.

Dauletbayatatold my Dad a wonderful parable on hadlah created Adam from the
clay and created the Soul to transfuse it into him. The Soul resisted going into the clay. Ther
Allah madce the Music sound from the Adam's clay body ... and the Soul has settled in the
Adamdés body by itself and resides in his de

Throughout his life, Dad so thoroughly studied Islam that had inevitablgnieedhe
Muslim, although he did not adhere to five Ibadan. He might have come to Islam after the next
event that had shaken him. Imam of the Turtkul mosque happened to get the letter of an old ma
addressed to the President of the country (why not to the MutiaoftimeSADUM®?). In this
letter, the old man revealed hypocrites, those mullahs and common Muslims that forgot true
norms of I slam, got involved in | awlessness
resented and required to place ttenunciator into Takhiatash asylum. A-y&ar a tall white
bearded righteous man stately retired calling the faithful for the Truth. (I told my Dad that if the
Prophet himself turned up to that imam and to the old man pursuers, they would have sent him t
the asylum either)

In the 89s, when the CPCU obcha onsul t ed with hi m, my L
initiative on the construction of the first mosque in Nukus and for this imam of the mosque
presenteany Dadwith one of the first copies of ti@uransentfrom Saudi Arabia.

By the way, my Dad emphasized that the foreign theologians considered Soviet imams tc
be untrue Muslims, shadow communists and KGBists, Dad himself rejected this and praised th
enviable knowledge of Islam of mampnofficial imams who had university degrees in such
sciences as history, biology, engineersigiilar sciencegand themselves studied Islam.

.My Dad had a very large library containing works of almost all classical philosophers,
many historical monographs, albums of alma#tworld famous museums and artists, all
Western and Russian classical literature, large selection of records with classical music. Partially
all these, including drawing and photography that Dad taught me to, had created us.

39 Middle Asian Muslim Board
40 Province Committee.
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Younger Brother Victor

Asour relatives said our younger -muoilt hme
(semimuslim) as he had not gone through Sutin&¥hen Sunnat was to be made on us, three
brothers, Vitya ran away. He was very naughty and ignored his stepfather amdnkluding
the time when they were convincing him to get Sunnat. Perhaps that is why some relatives wer
telling him that his father was not his blood father and thus badly treated Vitya, and Mother
seemed to love his stepfather more than him. By thisgbehis back up against both stepfather
and mother.

If our Fatheror Magjammga had been alive, they woul c
grandson, spending his life to a greater extent in detention.

Vitya appeared to be firshtime afterlhd with hié &iendso | c
robbed a newspaper stand &nldwasdscojered dusng thes o
Il nvestigation that he was also a crime acc
the thievery of the affluenfis er pent s os taenad Eliildsan tstble in the window
through a window leaf and opened the door for the adult thieves. They were headed by an adu
mafia boss. Oncehis thief ordered Vitya to hide a sawif gun at home assuming that the
illegal gun would not be searched for in the house ofehéer é the Communigi srganization
at the Pedagogicanhstitute. Vitya hid it, but Dad found it, beat Vitya and handed in the sdfvn
gun to the police. Mot her bedged ¥htyaetor
he was leaving them. After that he came home allinbiodd r i ends 0 beat him
kill next time. Then he said to his Mother,

After the trial, waenhe wasin thePup zone, camp officers promised release on parole for
bribe. Vitya knew that Mother had no money and refused the release. As revenge he flooded th
rubbers warehou$ewith glue and put it on fire. Later on he mentioned about this to a court
prisoner likehe. That one informed on him. Instead of release, he got a few more years in prison.
Then he deliberately caught tuberculosis from higpsoners to get grounds for the refusal to
work at the plant.

After the release, Vitya married, stopped stealinghmoked the drugs to mitigate the
wrench of his life. He was once again sentenced for drugs. His last place of detainment was th
building ofthetuberculosis hospital of the Tashkent prisBaing there, he asked Arslan for 200
roubles as he had gambladiay. Instead of passing the money over to him, Arslan applied to
MI'A asking to protect Vitya from those whon
money to feed children and not for youre gan
aweakbr ai ned M@AKomsomol member o from the Sovi
over the jaid gence to Vitya. Since therrslan ha been tortured by the untimely deed: money
could have resolved somet hi n gievermpre neith@rbéforad n
nor after this incident, asked for money.

Arsl an |l oved Vitya more t han mfghtiggnlthinkd e f e

Vitya forgave Arsl an; when the jailbirds w
somet hing, Vitya just said, AHe I s my broth

When Vitya was released for the | ast ti
Thatwas thefirst time whenwe went to Soldatskoye together. He went there for the second time
alone before his death; he went there and p

41 Rite of circumcision.
42 Soviet style of Jeep.
43 Production of the zone plant
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I n the 80s, sever al year s bef cermet hivhiin y a @
Nukus. Although Vitya was stout and looked soutuglan suddenly noticed the seal of death in
his grey face and started crying.

Vitya was dying with difficulty. He desiccated, got mere skin and bones. He begged to
save him. They say he faileio endure sufferings and made himself a fatal dose of opium
blood appeared on the hollow breaste exhaled sigh of relief and died. He was 39; it was
almost the age of our common father.

| wish we had had wise matelatives next to us that wouldhhv € n o't I
forgotten and secured Vitya from his a .
Gaidardéds books, have done, and what coul d t
Asocialistic | e g aipletely io@nd dprindeedihg sixicleildrenwa s ¢

Of course, one can find many excydasté
In the Boarding School

In September 1966, | woke up early and heard Mother's talk with the stepfather: my first
teacher Aya Imanovna appeared to tell them that | eapsble of drawing. Parents decided to
send me to Tashkent, to the boarding school where Arslan was already studying. | listened to thi
conversation lying in bed with closed eyes, excited with the changes awaiting me in future. | was
happy to go to Tashke from where Arslan was bringing bundles of so tasty cracknels.

| have flownto Tashkent. Arslan and Sasha Karpunin met me at the gangway. Sasha
came from Chimkent: his drawing capabilities were discovered at the Chimkent school and he
was sent to study at the Tashkamts andMusicalBoardingSchool.

Our classroom rejoined the artollege building named after BenkdWhile jumping
from the roof of our classroom onto school
There were many canvasses of studentods dipl
that roof | skethed and painted on Sundays. Our literature teacher being on duty called me for
l unch and repri manded, i Do vy oea bettethyoun Will be h e
painting?é . Once | climbed onto the roof and sa
beloved condensed milk hiding from a similar greedy of sweet. He treated me and helped tc
finish the landscape. All the time at school, he treated me with great passion.

Sasha got used to watthe Indian films because he found simplicity and sincerity in
them that were close to him. | saw him for the last time when | was already studying at the
institute. The old long coat, red bealdue, kind, childish and sincere eyes. He was sitting in
front of the OPanor amaéd c i neevassaying), withlthe sagdale e n
off (he loved to walk baréooted, was reading Japanesiakh and meditated. He spoke abruptly,
CArt é | will never understand where it cor
i n the worl de. yedhistvakd at the exlebdiahy of prafessphakartists. Sasha
had a genuine hand of a drawer equalionwas Re
at thoreé ¢ hieaaféwrfrem not many surviving works. Sasha died when he was 38, in
19897 he had a sick heart from his childhood. | recently saw in the Internet that Karpunin was
included in the list of famous artists of Russia.

At the boarding school, Sasha made his plasterpsetfait. It became agepidemi@
among the students of the adispartment after the senior students, who later turned into famous
sculptors, Farichhmedzyanowvand Pavel Podosinnikov showed us how to make a plaster mask.
They covered the face with Vaseline, put a thin reed into mouth for breathing and poured plastel
over it. It was strange to look at your mask like at the posthumous mask of Pushkin that was
hanging on the wall in our classroom.
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Both at school and at the institute, Fafidmedzyanoureated me like a little brother.
He, Pavel and AKukao (Khi kmat Gul yamov) st
Raphael Nemirovskiy. The sculptor had his studio at the boarding school at the backyard of the
former orphan home for talented chiéd where some of them were hiding to smoke and
fital ent ed!| 4. 8utthd oaphan hoyne, ltgratransformed in the 60s into a boarding
school that had rather outstanding teachers of music and painting than talented children.

Orphan home number 2@as created yet before the war in BeshagacBaynalMinal
Street, 2. Onstoried buildings with very thick brick walls of classrooms and bedrooms were
located in a big cowyard with a small fountain. It was a whole country for megh€here was
a shughtering and meat processing plant across the narrow street. Sometimes the stench w
coming from there. But the surprisingly tasty piésg u mmat 4 copecks per piece were also
sold from there. Generations of students from Benkov Arts School, Astgute and the
Institute of National Economy were raised on these pies. The whole city was coming for them
including venerable artists in their cars like artist Perov and his wife arts critic diadovna
Perova and their friend artist Taldykinikei n t he yout hé There are
meat processing plant now.

Music teaching at the orphan home started with the creation of the brass band under it
Later on departments of music, visual arts and ballet enrolling talented children &antitte
Uzbekistan and South Kazakhstan were established in the orphan home. There were als
children of the political migrants the Greeks (Maya Goghu), the Kurds (Mustafa Issa Mula
Shami.)

Mi khail Sol omonovich Or enbdhesls and aadye6®. t h ¢
The | egendary director opened the workshop
home, ancthe pupils ofthe 9"-10" forms were spending sevetaburs a week working there.
Part of the income was wused for children:

bedrooms and fruits on the tables in winter. The earnings went to children into the savings
account with the savings bank and afterdhghan home children had their own money to get on
to Afeetd or on to Afeathero. Some pupil s
surname) also stayed to work there.

Probably, somebody needed this workshop, and Orenberg appeared torizd @amdt
court forthefexploitationo f c hi I06d @s It.&dl&eweas reptaced by V.. He drank day
and night without leaving his office, and during his directorship the shop went @ftéesshim,
already the Republican Special MusiedArts Boardng School was for a long time headed by
Msyrhon Norbutabekovna Sultanovaemember how he was embracing me to calm down when
one day | was drawing in the studiand the earthquake of 196Bappened the floor was
shaking under me, the walls vibratedwamnd and the plaster was cracking and falling down from
the ceiling. Deadwhite, | rushed into the couytard shivering with fright.

Let me go back to my initial arrival at tharding schoolvhen | entered my fifth form
for the first time. It was ot large at all, a huge old mathe painter VictorStepanovich
Podgurskiy completely occupied the room. Podgurskiy was hard of hearing (had the earphone)
and that is why he was very loudly inspiri:H
they rest from work and reap the harvest of their labor. But the artist hasting,ree works
everlastingly, endlessly, ards fruits are controversial. Remember, it is very risky to become an
artisté. And without 1| istening Jdopthetsandwichesn w ¢
that were brought from the canteen at the rno@ak.

44 Lyangai boy's game with a piece of skin weighted with lead to be thrown up by foot something resembling a
Volant for badminton.
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And Faina Mikhailovna our teacher, was saying that an artesian usuallyd lave
complicated and tragic life thatasrarely easy and simple. Perhaps therefthre, samevan
Goghos way of I ife attracted mbaandthattime Pnceld a
gave them to Arsl ands coGaisimgand go them back Alrmost\30 o |
years later! in Nukus where she came on tour with the symphonic orchestra

Words of VictorStepanovichand FainaMikhailovnaalso remindedne of the statement
by V. Favorskiy a genuine graphic artist and art historian, that it is easy to be the artist until
forty, and then it becomes very complicated. It is really true. | also put up with painting at forty.
Creativity courage ended. The laisings that | painted during that hard autumn of th& etar
when | was running around looking for the earnings to be sent to children in Tashkent were the
still-lives with vegetable or breads.

Once | saw at the Uzbekistan Museum of Arts, in its mafbier, gouaches of
Podgurskiy with the views of the old Chinese temples and beautiful -e@ltes highlighted
with the whitewash, with very exact and fine tints in shadows. After the war, Podgurskiy
returned from the Shanghai Russian emigrant colony thghEnglish wife (she did not speak
Russian at all) and with the adult son (he also became an artist). Podgurskiy mainly taught at th
Benkov Arts School where Alexei Kvon studiélexei warmly recollected Podgurskiy.

Behind the school wallsve lived on a comfortable islet of the boardsahooloff the
noisy world. Every path, bush of lilac, wall and tree were known on this iS@mnetimes at
nights of warm showenrge ran naked in the rain. Theme splashed in the fountain with cool
water.We childly made friends, fell in love, quarreled and reconciled.

After Podgurskiy, up to the senior forms, we were taught by the best man and real
educationalist, artist Vladimir lvanoviddoiko. And i n the senior forr
the luminaryartists T Burmakin Taldykin, Plaksin and others. Absorbedly we abandoned
ourselves with their lessons in such a way that on Saturdays and Sundays, through a sme
window, | stole into the locked classrooms for drawing and worked uporietifl at nighs
striving to achieve exactness of displaying of glossy surface of kidfgad luxury of the
drapery color. Such tension manifested itself, once towards morning | was attacked by the
mysterious horror. It seemed to me that | hanged upside down, my legd&mrsomewhere
behind the head, and the awful unbearable burden was approaching me. | woke up my classma
Ramil and asked to let me under his warm blanket as | was shivering. Even before this, yet in th
Nukus School, | have experienced the attack ohsnsanity several times. Suddenly | thought
that terrible danger threatened me but if | twisted up myself into a syassble to avoid this
danger. | asked my friends to press my soles to the floor and tried to twist up around myself. |
failed to twig up but the attempts helped.

Valera U., a boy from an orphan home, studied one form higher. We were getting up at 5
o6clock in the morninguandli ngn bDa gbeiohf
boarding schogWwhen he was studying at the timgte, he married to the elder daughter of artist
M. who was the pupil oA. Volkov (thoughSavitskyrejected this pupilage). Later on | got to
know that Valera died. He lost several thousands of roubtes time it was an enormous
amount. Whether he could not endure reproaches of his wife or-fatfev or was so much
distressed himself and committed a suicide.

After classes and lunch,went for sketching until the evening. | returned in darkness,
washed brushes with the household soap 1in
dinner. And the cooks nourished me in the kitchen even if the dinner was over long ago and the
canteen was closed.

45 Copper jug for water
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In the village beyond the 22nd block of the Chdandistrict, there were the deserted
houses and among the fields there was the old but cared cemetery; small old°rnaxzarsd
with golden leaves, quiet alleys, benches, centlolytrees, rare old men, steep bank of the river
and é t Wadyks did moskhow about the cemetery but, probably feeling the spirit of
my waterkc 0l or s was | ooking at my sketches and
your boots are pinching. Where does this tragedy come from?! You are 14 years old. Be you
owns e | (Few of those sketches | presented to Filikdnailovna).

| loved music from childhood. Dad played records forinfeAni mal 6s Par ad

Saxzns, Paganini, march from oper a dhAralesd 0,
painted theiimaginary portraits. My brother Vitya liked one of them; he praised it by saying,
AThis portrlaid& is very good

Composer Boris Dubrovin introduced music to us at the boarding school. He was
arranging unusual musical parties accompanying them with therdgration of the replicas of
artistsi contemporaries of these or those composers. Dubrovin was the pupil of the famous
composer Kozlovskiy. A. Kozlovskiy, in his turn, was the friend of the artist Alexander Volkov.
| remember Dubrovin showed to me thélB that was prohibited that time and said that th
Bible was presented to Kozlovskiy by AlexanéigkolayevichVolkov himself.

In the senior forms Dubrovin was joking at me saying that | imitated Modigliani when
saw once that | was painting slighttudn k. When he noticed my yol
me to read Aragonds novel AOrelieno. |l read

Teachers Dubrovin and Plaksin pushed us to the searches of parallels between music ar
painting. Laterl looked for music in painting where | tried to convey melody with a line, and
colori harmony like in music.

Zest to music was also affected by the fact that students of the arts department studie:
together studentsiusicians. Those who finished the nwas department happened to become
artists but not on the contrary for some reason. For instance, Tanya Litvinova finished school a:
a musician and in Ashkhabad studied at the arts school. Now she works there at Ashgibat TUZ
as the artist.

| visited Navoi Opera House almost every day year | got acquainted witkhe theatre
employees to such extent thatas freely entering the theatre through the backstage doors where
I was making sketches of ballet dancers hovering onstage and behind thes cuitaie they
stood behind the curtains bowing, holding the rope and hardly breathing saying to each other
¢cOhé thatodos alll € carry me out ée, and suc
dance®®

Ah, theatre! Red magnificent aramairs, brillianceof the huge chandelier, gilded
ornament of the walls, screwed pillars, soulless iron and wire cables of stage mechanism
(supporting beautiful light and color glistening scenery). Ballet danceifty legs, laughter,
smiles, blue lashes, curls, chaagseli and flows of sweat runningownther backs andreasts
intotheol d gowns. But breathtakingly beautifu
mocking, laughing and spitting on the floor. The microphone dooms with orders, then requests
and after tht tired pleas of a stage manager, a thin young man, to the actors. Ftieaasrare
occupied by the director, a superman wearing glasses;hgread composers and conductors;
makeup-men and stage workers are sliding like shadows among the actors. INGE@dPerhaps

46 Gravestones.
47 Theatre for Youth.
48 These sketches were not preserved.
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it was the dress rehear s al of AiTahir and Z
ballets).

iD® Moscow, t o Mo‘égcow, to Moscowe

After studying at the boarding schodlwent to Moscowtogether with my clasmate
Sereja Makarik The purpose was very presumptuous: if to continue studies, then in Moscow.
We had better entered the Tashkent Institute of Arts where we had 100% chance to enter; a
teachers at the Institute were also training us at the boarding school, and probabhagng
us- saying that we had been prepared better than at Benkov's school.

We had a long trip by train, were joyfully drinking and singing. First we went to the

Higher ArtsTec hni c al School named after Strogal
Multiple applicants ran about the corridors. On the second floor, we found the admissions office
and showed our works. They I i ked my works;

to submit the documents. | do not know why Sergey's works had not bpeovegh For
solidarity reasons, | refused to take the examinations. We went to Surikov Institute, but the
entrance exams had been over th@iteerefore, we submitted our documents to Printing and
Publishing Institute and lived at its hostel in Lubertsy agheéhe forest. We went by the
suburban train to take our exams and talked, dreamed about the revolution, about the future at
about something reminding of the plan of monumental promotion as art and revolution merged
for us into one notion. Of course, went to the Tretyakov Gallery and to the Pushkin Museum.
The summer was very hot and smoky, moss lands were burning under Moscow. Sergei passe
exams but did not stay to study as | failed in the font examination. We paid for this by the years
of service inthe army. Makarik was taken to the intartroops, and he spent two years guragd

court prisoners in Kazakhstan. | served three years in the Northern Navy.

My stepfather was sending detailed leitestructions for me to Moscow: how to save
money by buing pies and bread for 120 copecks and etc. He was describing his postgraduate
student's life in Moscow and thought that | would learn a practical lesson from them. But in
Lubertsy, several times in the evening, we went to dancing attended by theillsc&iay the
acquaintance with them and continuation of this acquaintance we spent our last 30 roubles lef
for the way back. A kind female conductor brought us to Tashkent; we paid her off on the
arrival. The trip lasted three days. Heartily Uzimekintymen were feeding us on the way. We
returned to Nukus from Tashkent.

Some wordslaout the first and the | ast earni:i
the return to Nukus, | started thinking where | could earn money to help my Mother. Many artists
were¢cshirkinge to h dov gratuttobsecreatvipyp Artist Madgaziny was
motorcycling for painting sketches and landscapes worthy of placement in the museums, but h
was selling them tohospitals, hotels, collective farm's offices, even to thé&-bauses where
payments were much higher and more reliable.

At one time | went to the Arts Fund studios located beybe¢ 1 0 8t h t ur ne.
called like that? Maybe because there was building office 108 or this was the outskirts inhabitec
bythec o n e h u n d°P(leodos)enbsylikely ezause of both. Sometimes artists let me size
andtinttherc anvases but did not want substanti all

| left them and worked with two Leningrad artists that were decorating the new airport.
The myment was fair. The work was interesting; they made the coat black not white but worked

49 Reminiscence of the phraber om Chekovbds pl ay AThree Sisterso.
50 Following the name of the Articl&08 of the USSR Criminal Code persecuting tramps aneaawking
members of the community.
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on them with light paintsSavitskybought some paintings by these artists. One of the artists was
mature and married; the second was young and single. Once thegdcmashhe motorcycle
runningintot he truck near hot el ¢cNukuse. The el d
| ost conl ye t he Ihwsited themlhethe Wwosmstal. §He eldek aslked to bring
something by Chekov. He complained about hiewshe was much younger him, lived behind
his strong back and figot | dhsgdid noincbneerto himhfrons a «
Leningrad. In this way the elder artist was justifying her. When he improved, | sent him to
Leningrad hardly wheelingim onto the board.

After working at the airport, | tried to find earnings in the advertising bureau of the city
executive counciddealing withthe artistic decoration of the city. | went there for the whole
month, took with me a piece of bread and a stitdry cheese and some books to read during
the lunch break. There was no independent work and | was finishing the poster left uncomplete
by somebody. Before November holidays a young KGB p@neand offered to write slogans
for the October Revolution dlidays for KGB's facade. Nobody took up, that is why | took it up.

I was writing r dasagyUllytQkat nyaarbyr !sél ocagnadn s¢ Leo nig L i
KGB's buildingduring the whole night. Then | understood why others did not agree to work for
KGB: I had to beg for payment for about to
colleagues got surprised earliernobody managed to get payméam there.

Savitsky offered methe work at the Museum, but the salary there was very small. |
thought | had to help my Mother; she ahd stepfather sold the house for us to get profession at
the boarding schooMadgazin al so tempted me,Savigskyfyouy o u
will not get money; come to me, | will teach you to work quickly, and you will be getting good
payments, the art wild.l not | eave youe.

The military commissariat did not give me the chance to choose. | was called to arms.

Service atthe Northern Navy

| wished to see the world and, perhaps, even Cuba, the Homeland of my idol Che
Guevara. | asked to go to the marines but they did not take people there from Karakalpakstan
but | talked the military commissariat in and they took me to the Navy (there were few to wish
serving three years at the Navy instead of two on ldra@dme to Leningratby train; from there
| went to Kronshtadtby ferry, to Lenin's Order Naval Hospital. It was located in a huge-three
storied Catherine building the twueter thick walls and high ceilings. Our military training
company of sanitary instructors was situatadhe second floor.

They ranched pigs and rabbits for sailor's kitchen under the hospital. Sometimes we
singed pig's heads in the fireom and enjoyed pig's ears that appeared to be tasty almost like
the lamb's. For winter they salted cabbage in annaldden barrel of two heights of a man to
press the cabbage with the rubber boots.

They boated inshore and were proud of sailor's corns. | could have made my service
easier by drawing posters and slogans but | concealed that | could do this but the first
experiences of promotion ¢shirkinge caused

In the other part of the building, on the third floor, there were classrooms, where
windows looked out on the spear of tRetropavlovsKortress. During six months, we covered
the entire carse of the medical school. We were preparedhfgss doctoassistants so that in
thelong sea cruises we could do anything from injections to assisting surgeon.
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After the training company, | was sent to Severomorsk to a large submarine hunter
¢ De r Z'kWeyspent the night with the ship captain Brazhnik, a great lover of poetry, in his
flat in Peter andvent to the shifn the morning.

ltishardt o be a ¢younge sailor. The g¢youngeée
boards, metallic sheets dhe floor in the machine department lacking the air because of the
diesel oil and reghot engineWe went up to the partitioone by onego take a breath. Once,
when throwing out potato peelstried to prevent the young sailor from throwing away the box
together with the peelsé and fell down i nt
place without hand ropes. Somebody noticed and guessed to throvhasir¢éo me; | grasped it
very firmly. | was dragged outubbed with spirits and even let to swallow it. If | slowed down
for some more minutes, ice water would have done its parjaBleeat that | threw off went to
the bottom. Later when | was sometimes looking at wiay@ng to imagire myself at the sea
bottom in this jacket

cDerzkiyé made crosses over the>Sdammai t s
around the Scandinavian peninsular. | remember snowy fiords in Norway, smart Swedish house:
and green fields of Germany. Wssvam in rather peaceful straits but for some reason there
sounded the command ¢Battle Al arme, and we

It was curious for me to see the stormy sea &tmakalpakstardeserts; waves in the
heavy rhythm fell behinche scuttle into the large abyss and again bidieavng to low skies.
In the Barents Sea, | admired quiet bays among blissful islands covered with the incredible
coloration of grasses in spring and blossoming tundra in grey rain. | was striken witta Auro
Polaris creeping with rashing and crashing along the sky.

And on land, frosts, long night duties, dances at the sailor's club, seeing off the girls and
kisses among the hses covered with snow in a blurring town. In the evenings, in the berthing
spacel read RockwellKenandhad copi ed al | verses of the ¢

| was so lonely there that like a puppy nuzzled seeking communication to artists,
librarians, to occasional acquaintances. One day looking for the colladggie | droppedt the
arts showroom in Murmansk and asked, AAT en
sellers, Natasha, said her husband was the bishenko We made friends and | visited them
during the holidays. | was visiting them during the holidays. And when | got into the hospital

51 Impudent.
52 German sea
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after the failure to open veinghey visited me and brought oranges in small nets. | left a part of
my drawings with them.

When | was going fronseveromorsko Murmansk to the Medical Administration of the
Navy delivering sailorsé blood tests, repo
located in a huge building, and the visual arts department. Going downstsaw the girl in
yellow trousers and red blouse; | noticed books in her hands. These were letters of Goghen ar
verses of Schiller (in German) and Matisse (in French!). | came up and introduced myself, we
fell into talk. Next day we met in the hall dime 4th floor, she read to me versesAbynatova
Apollinaire, Rambo, Valery in Frenchler name was Marina Berkovich. She worked a translator
at the Institute of Deep Waters and knew the German, French and Norwegian languages! Ther
was the Decade of LamgradCulture in Murmansk those days. | invited her to the lecture of the
famous art historian Yutdalaminskiy. | got acquainted with him. The same year he tragically
died. Before that he wrote wonderful books about Central Asian Arts and also menti@med i
of the booksSavitskywhom he met in Nukus.

Thereat the | ibrary, I got acquainted with
winter evening, in the foyet noticed a beautiful girl of about sixteen dressing in front of the
mirror. | paid myattention to a strikingly thin waist and gorgeous hips when she was putting on
the coat incurving her shouldeastheback. | caught up her in the street and started talking about
something. It was already dark, snowing, and the snow was cracklingtutder f eet é

Then we confessed to each other that this, in fact, casual meeting was happy, and that we
nice that | started talking to her, and she answered to me without prejudice. | fell in love with
her. But she presented me only with her friendship. We startdy tiwgrespondence. She wrote
to me to the ship, and | wrote to hertte CheluskintsyStreet. We wrote each other about
books, music, dreams, our likings and spirits. (She liked when | missed or put extra commas
That is why | had to reread my lettersittwaghly and keep the track of grammar). | wrote to her
a great number of letters, left with her all my drawings in color pencils. | shared with her the
plans of the future life full of travels and grand adventures. Everything turned out to be more
prosaic.| left for Tashkent to study. When | wrote to her from there that | got married, she
stopped writing. Then | understood she also loved me and waited for me.

After serving at the Northern Navy, | thought | had matured very much, but childish
credulity didnot happen to leave me. On the way from Murmansk to Tashkent, | decided to visit
Leningrad. | arrived in Peter, took a luncheon of pies at the stand in a cafe. When | went out,
saw a lying lad. Nobody came up to him, but | came up and raised him. éteraskio take him
home. | caught a taxi, and we went along the Nevsky Prospect. On the way, he offered to spen
the night in his fl at promising that ¢l " 11
vodka, the driver t ohydmmedatelyguyatsadugak er ee, ¢

| rushed out of the taxi and went wandering along Leningrad in the mist of the sunrise. |
passed by the house with the I&stDostoevsky'$lat on the second floor. | wandered ajahe
Nevsky and other prospectn the day time | visited the Russian Museum, the tstesed
Mikhailovsky Castle where Emperor Pavel was strangled and where Dostoevsky studied at the
Engineering School. In the evening, hardly dragging my feet, | came to Moskovsky railway
station andook the train to MoscowOn the train | got acquainted with a Russian girl. | do not
know why she offered to stay for night at her home. | got acquainted with her parents, took a
bath and rested. In the morning, she saw me off to the railway station.

From Tashkent to Nukus, | came tired and wout. My old jacket was hanging on me
like on a hanger when | put it and wentto make aphoto for the passpor©n the mext day |
went to seeSavitskyand @t back from him my canvases, pictures that | had teftstorage. |
regret now that | put on fire several suitcases of my drawings and not baetalaterbefore the
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military service as my home people said that | have overcrowded the flat with my works. | would
have left graphics witlsavitskyfor storage, & would have saved them. He knew the value of
artist's early works.

Studentship

| entered the Tashkent Institute of Arts and Theatre without great S@&tsky also
dissuaded me saying that the Institute would only spoilBne.t Ar s | an boarding st e
school has not s p oiiahdeaminged me how aivFathet dnee lokeeged His ¢
elder brother Magjan.

Sergey Makarik was entering it together with me. When we bought new di@tch
easels, we got as excited as the {fiostn pupils wth their first portfolio. And | was so much
preparing for studies that even! bought the watch not to be late for the examinations. Before
exams | went to FainaMikhailovna my favorite teacher and patron and asked to speak for me. |
would have not made ¢hsecond attempt to enter the institute. She acquainted me with her
friend, ceramist, and that one spoke for me to A.S. Kokotkin. He was likely to remember me as |
was in the sailos'uniform. | was so tense during the examination that lost even moretweigh
was enrolled to the Institute, after that | wémthank FainaMikhailovna She invited me the
next day. | invited Grisha Kaptsan that also entered the Institute. First he refused, but went an
not in vain at all. There were outstanding artists Tokarid Perov at the dinner table!

Perov treated me continentiynd with ineptnessWhen | admired Van Gogh, he fairly
rebuked saying that one should not imitate but diligently study drawing; that Van Gogh was a
seltaught genius but my genius was yet déulband etc.

Perov had a favorite student Shukhrat. We corresponded with him when | served in the
navy. He wrote about his projects of narrative compositions. Shukhrat was a friend of Abdulla
Aripov, later on thePeople's poet and the author of tbebekstan anthem.Unfortunately,
Shukhrat's life stopped at the age of 30 in 1976, the year of my enrollment to the Institute. Anc
he just started his creative work after graduation from the Arts Institute. As |, ineardied
under the cai he was celebrating something with friends in his studio, ran to the shop, he
slipped on the ice...

Splendid and vergubtleartist Tokmin lived in the Artist's House in Akpe. Once at
New Year's night, all his paintings burntwio in his flat. Sometimes | saw burnt fragments of
his works. Having heard of the fire, we, students, wentgmlaceto Ak-tepe. There were the
blackened burn walls on the top floor. Artist Taldykin, my teacher at the boarding school,
pouched me and wlto run to the shop andiptwo bottles of vodka as for the commemoration
meeting on the burnt paintings Hpkmin.

The artists treated the students like elder brothersttreatounger ones. | remember the
exhibition ¢The Hunga ©DbOa(the niiliany difcer'sagl)el wasahera t i n
with the artists Melnikov and Ruzy Charyev. We dropped in the cafe, and they sent me for
vodka. | brought it; they drank and poured for me too. The -@ttistent, gorged, drunk and
proud of tableful acquatance with coryphaeus colleagtieshat could have been better!
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Famous Limakov was the dean of the faculty at the Institute, and a splendid graphic artist
Ivan Ivanovich Eninheaded the Drawing Department.

During the first year, drawing and painting was taught by a very handsortegasted,
wise and philosophic Yuri Chernyshov. Once we started talking about Savonarola with
Chernyshov. | respected Savonarola for sincerity and fanaticism, consideréml b&m furious
fighter against luxury and vicious practices. And Chernyshov said that notbirid jastify
Savonarola for four Bott i c el Oncednstheptiudo,twe weees L
painting a stilllife trying to do our utmost bl her nyshov got wupset, c
they turned ever yb batkyon s thethirg soursephe praisgdomy paintngs! &
and said, APower ful! o and appr oxedddedyn froant a wi
of all, fieststuderd in @rawmg. Yoo prepossessed us with sincerity and personality.
You are turning intama s t Kokotkin also said that he liked my paintings. | got proud and
started painting in a slipshod manner, plunged into student's bean feasts with thenetesse
Sergei lvanov, Petya Kravtsov and Maya that came from Dushanbe and stayed to live Tashken
Maiya's brother brought the rarity from Dushariba reel to reel tape recorder, and we listened
to rock, jazz,Vysotskiy, their recordings could be found only on the cassette tapes. When the

guests |l eft | recorded passagepeérpimt Swpeng
return the book). During the next term, Chernyshev repudiated his premature assessments at
cursed, ¢cThese ar d adirgdawi mg g i sft a olti totfl ea sdl

sleeping after beafeasts and urgeémnvork over performances without knowing where to put my
hands.

Elmira Ahmedova taught History of Artssaw her for the first time in the white dress;
she was very beautiful in it. | fell in love with her secretly and was drawing her at the lectures;
she strictly reprimanded me for that. Of course, for drawirglisclosed my secret love almost
30 years later. And then in the classroom, she looked at my drawings, got kinder and evel
provided me with the arts hi stcureyhave bendviked b
me é . Once seeing that | was not drawing her
I answered, ¢l would have done it but | am
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since Friday morning that you will beadwi ng mee. During those
portraits upon those drawings, one of them with her sister Nigora.

My teacher Alexander Sergeevich Kokotkin was deeply antbwahgly kind. And | am
still suffering from one absurdity and ugly act of mimken | tried to court his womaniend.
Despite this, Kokotkin remained for me both the teacher and the friend. He taught us the cours
clnterior and Equi pment é and -guardoeduicaiendtaught W
elements of formation, furginentals of chromatology, spatial and plastic thinking within early
traditions ofVHUTEMAS®3, German Bauhaus, Jugestyle, Le Corbusier.

Kokotkin had an enormous Urals beard almost reaching the waist, grey hair and
spectacl es. He watd somatimes thdugdht tree rsutroubding pe@ple showdd
addresshim¢ Your Very Reverende. Hi s ancestors w
merchants that arrived in Tashkent yet before the Revolution. He lived with his elderly mother in
a small house neald TashM?”. The nei ghbor sarcalidéredtotdisiurm ¢ S
his mother with the noise during therk; he built from pahs& an unusually shaped oval studio
for chiseling in the courtyard. There was a fireptake stove, a table, recordsid books in it.

We, students, often visited him and spent whole evenings and even nights at the bottle of wine
He had a vegetable garden; sometimes we weeded it when growing vegetables including thos
for lunches The huge dog Lada was running in the yamt interfered with our work.
Sometimes Kokotkin took us for sketching into the mountains where we painted the beautiful
Tashkent valley in the mist from above. | panted there so much that Alexander Sergeevich saic
cYou seem to paint by two handse.

Kokotkin recommended me to the student's scientific society where we once presentec
with Grisha Kaptsan the very nice lecture on chromatology, in our opinion. Grisha lived not far
from the c¢Russiae Hotel; h-gard.r Beightt eenptycaas were o0 m
hanging on the wall in the entrance hall, and the room was filled with pictures, drawings, verses
and records. He let me listen to one of théinmse were the appalling songs by Rabi Shlomo
Karlebach. During the last three months at the Instit@igsha and | spentlays and nights
preparing our diploma works that were not assessed high by the teacheéBeh@rmnian lifehad
not led us to anythjngood. Sasha is now in Israel; he became a famous artist and poet.

| could not and did not want to live at the institute hostel during the studies. One time
Dima Jeludev gave me home in Beshagach. In Dima's room, | was implementing my projects
did our &sks in composition and drawing. | also drew much of him. | remembered the drawing
he is standing at the door and looking into the rain. Heaga®d person and artist.

Beshagach was famous that time. Now it is desolated, and that time there wamthe tr
lots of people rested in the park and bathed in the Komsomolskoe Lake. Beshagach Bazaar w:s
boiling, people were crowding around beer tanks, donkeys were roaring in the*%raba
arabakesh&5 were coming and going. We sat on the pavement at the bazmanee and
painted sketches. The ancienahall@® was located behind the lake, and the people were very
common. But the Russian noble noblewomen, | made friends with one of them. There was the
old batkhouse in thisnahalla | went there to bathe and watle clothes every weekBut what
a stink of urine was there in the dirty bath hoyse!

53 Higher Artistic and Technical Workshops
54 Tashkent Medical Institute.

55 Clay kneaded on the straw.

56 Carts

57 Coachers

58 Neighborhood community
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My schoolmate Ramil helped to rent the dwelling for me in the house of Nadezhda
IvanovnaVassilinain Beshagach Street, house 13. She was a retired teacher, a wegnéin
openthearted woman, living with her son Kolya, a hydrogeologist and good lover of books. |
painted some his portraitSavitskybought one of them.

Saidhasanov Ibragim, called Musik by everybody after the name of the personage from
an Indian film, studied with us at the Institukde became one of my closest friends during my
studies at the Institut®lusik with his girkfriend Maya lived at my plac®r some time. He was
sent to study to Moscow, but came back in half a year. Half joking, Kokotkin set up a condition
for hi m, ¢l f you marry to Maya, I wi || hel
marry his student and restore his pupil at liistitute. (By the wayGavitskyliked Musik'sworks
very much).

When | temporary put up with the studies at the institMigsik went to Kokotkin, and
the | atter asked about me , ¢ Ha g will teturh to ¢he ¢ Hi
institue e. A foretell er!

My female classmate Luda visited me at Beshagach together with the classmates an
coursemates. We went to the cinema together, went for a walk in the park. Once | was visited by
her two brothers and har gamdt githey but ledid @al havefthd a r
family plans at all. The life did not seem to last long to me, | was living waiting for nuclear
catastrophe and preparing for the partisan
walking among the surroundjn hi | | s wi t h Feasetamdrkiiagsacknstulffad withr y
books. Once | walked as far as"®Block of Chilanzar and back to Beshagach. | repeated Che
Guevara even in clothes, wore the jacket and breeches with big pockets, beret with a small sta

And | presented my sailords wuniform to Ra
mor eover, Gauguin who used to be a sailor w
I studied without particular diligence

not get scholarsp after the second course. But my Mother, brotherZandtskymonthly sent to

me 50, or even 100 roubles each. | lived or splashed out on this money: on holidays or afte
examinations/reviews when about 20 students and teachers gathered in my rocatetoddelce

and wine drinking. The | andlady came from
like males in Siberia, they drank twice or thrice more than you band they also ate five times more
than you that are why they did not turn into boozArgl you all will become the boozers if you
continue drinking without eating! e. And wt
the faultfree landlady!

Rather a heavy drinking philosopher taught at the Institute for half a year. However, that
time it was quite usual for ordinary philosophers in the USSR. When he knew that | am aware o
the existentialists and their doctrines that were mentioned that time only as small bourgeois
philosophers, he did not examine me and simply gave me a cred@a#fiéectures in philosophy
amazingly. | spent several days and nights in philosophic discussions with him at the huge 20
liter bottle of the homenade wine. Waking up at nights, we continued discussion about
existencadrank more and again ran into Rexigence

| was getting very much tired of that senseless studies and obligatigseoflo
Bohemian life, surrendered to despair and broke away to Nukus for a month or a month and
half; I lived there not at my parents butSatvitskyp s p | ac e . &t wotkment toohim | i
and his calmness brought back my assuredness, and | was returning to studies. The sar
happened when | dropped studies in the institute for a year and left for Nukagitsky Musik
then was with Kokotkin and the latter asked abuat , AHasno6t the AUt mos
see he wil!/l return to the instituteo. A Fol
the institute.
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During my student year§avitskywas coming to Tashkent for pictures left with me for
storagel remember, for instance, | stored in Beshagach many pictures by artist Kashina. He alsc
came to me in Karborundovaya Street, where he got acquainted with my wife and-imddker

Then he said that I Ami scarri agteuod e nlt it Mau ¢
understand that he foresaw problems with t
more exact, because of the ABohemiano | ife,

When we wer e wr appiSauwfskyfornteehfirstrtiane ssigggstedcthaulr e
should replace him as the Director of the
s 0 me d a But when. after the Institute | had worked for the Museum, he was saying quite a
di fferent t hi n g/, to niavageuthe aollectivenas tyou wi# rédinnize people,

i ntroduce discord, conflicts, and the staff

Despite the ¢Bohemiane |ife, I still pai
visits to TashkenBavitskylooked at my worksn the evening, but got very much unpleased by
them. He reproached me for negligence to preparation of canvases for the works safety. Then t
found my previous works and said that they were interesting. As a nhéadd up the works by
RozhdestvenskjyStevchenko, and Falk. With wine, we dreamed about the usefulness of Paris
for an artist. ABut only for the fully de
Al ectureo, he selected my works for the ext
something. In the tram, on the way to the railway station, he talked about existing opportunity to
purchase Zurbaran (only for 6.5 thousand r
happenso. He told that t he Mlos eoubtes df adebts;d ¢
necessity to construct a new building; how much the Museum needed devoted workers and nc
casual peopl e. He pointed out to my dispe
upbringing. During parting on the railway platform,wea s mor al i zi ng, ¢cJus
you see the coloration, how diversified and changeable it is? And you are not painting the rea
landscape but the one you feel and see. Therefore, landscapes become monotonous because t
are limited by the frames gfour impressions. One should paint a landscape and not oneself in
i toe c¢cEdi k, [toathe knirror thén into @ tcan,itnsee yourself and your works from
asi deé.

When finishing studies at the Institutechose the topic for my diploma pap®rysef.
Construction of a new museum was planned in Nukus, and | started the project of decoration a
its interior and exteriofSavitskyadvised to turn to the chief architect Alevtina Kozlova and gave
me a note for her. Alevtina helped me to Xerox draft pterte new museum. | stuck them to
the cardboard sheets and started work with those plans at the sketches of monumental painting
But | failed to complete the work because of the family problems. And the project remained in
the sketches.

| had to take amther topic for my diplomad monument al p allhomd i ng
Theatre. After defense of the diploma, | grasped my cardboards, sketches and went home t
Beshagach. | drank a little on the way and went to bed after the sleepless nights. My course
mates wento lagmannay3, spent their some time and disported as particular holiday did not
happen. Beginning at the Institute was r oma

l'tds ti me t o Savteky Goodb Mek usTash&ent , my f a;
Oriento.

59The caf® were pasta was cooked and served.
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Life of Museum and Human AEXhibitso

| hope that somebody else will also write and leave the deserved memory about the
people that gave years of their lives to the Museum. | will begin with myself.

In 1968, | was 14 years old; | came home on holidays tfrenboarding school and knew
that the Arts Museum appeared in Nukus. The Museum was located in the building of the old
museum of regional studies. | went to the Museum andagillong wandered around it. That
time there were the textile lamp shades hagpginthe museum making it homely cosy. A short,
humped, bony man running past me from room to room attentively looked at me and asked in «
fal setto voice, oWould you I|ike to work fo
AAsk your ambtbews ydbushe work for me, and co

Since then, during the holidays from the boarding school, | spent all the time in the
Museum where | started with the ceramics gluing. At that point in ti&ajtsky began
collecting ceramics during archaeological excavations from the sites of ancient Khorezm. Lots of
ceramics!

Savitskytook me to the excavations where he often went with the archaeologist Yuri
Manila. (In the seventies, Manylov headed the Archaecdddlepartment at the Museum; later
on he moved to Turkmenistan.) The full set of fragments to make up the whole ceramic vessel o
ossuary were rarely found. If just a half of them were collected, the rest were added by gypsun
by Joldasbek Kuttymuratov, wiptor, restorer and a friend 8avitsky

| happened to be in daily contact with the objects concentrating eternity, and that
willingly or not forced to value everything from the point of view of the eternity.

During the day time | used to glue ceramiaganged bowls with water to humify air in
the halls where we often changed expositions togetherSuathitskytrying to hang pictures in
this or that way. Because of the lacking space, he stopped on the trellis layout when picture
were hanged close &ach other by authorship or historical periSdvitskys a i d , ¢cAt Ul
home, the pictures were hanging on the walls in four rows, and | also hanged them in the sam
way! e, and | aughed gratified by coincidenc

At night | fired furnaces of the Museum. There was a hut in the yard where the coal was
kept, and | particularly remembered the winter of 722 that | spent in grudgery workl fired
12 furnaces of the Museum. One day, passing by, J. Kuttymuratov saw me smeared with coa

overburdened with buckets of coal and J ok
Borinage coal mi nesé. Comparison flattered
Museumdés building was very ol d, it was

no reliabk guard, there was a threat of flooding from under the roof, and then from the central
heating radiators after they were installed. Once, the open air pipes connecting the Museum wit
the Hot el A Nu k us 0-hogse was $witahed @fhbut na@bbwarneda abiout this.

To avoid bursting out of the radiators, Damir and | were running with the blowtorch throughout
the night trying to warm up those radiators. It was dreadful to think what could happen if they
burst out and the Museum and pictures Wieeded with the boiling water?

In the Museum | started learning restoration of the pictures under Kvon and visiting
restorers. Professional restorers from Moscow worked in a small room on the second floor of the
Museum. There | made friends with a beardestorer Anatoly Makarov. Despite his short
height and ordinary complexion, he could by a stretched hand lift the bucket full of water above
his head. For me, a teenager, he was fabulously mighty. But it was worth seeing how tenderly h
was putting tissetpaper with the fish glue onto the cracked colors of the oil canvasses, how
caressingly he was ironing these places and then floated out thepagsrewith warm water,
how thoroughly he sized a canvas and tinted with paints the spots which lostttbepzoat.
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Arts historians from Russia and even Siberia worked at the Museum. There was Tanys
among them (I remember only her name). Once she thought and suddenly started crying. When
surprisingly asked, ¢ What ar am grying about ypu. Thg a |
very hard | ife awaits youe. Had she seen so

There was Valya Panjinskaya, one of the authors of the book about the Museum, was
among the art historians. Art historians, Natasha Moiseeva from Lenirgmdd Lena
Hudonogova from Krasnoyarsk, worked at the Museum. Lena came together with her husbano
artist Valentin Tepl ov. | got -yamdathadusktofahd wi
evening when Lena was talking ®avitsky She was the daughtef a Siberian artist, was
studying by correspondence at the Academy of Arts and was writing the diploma about portraits
painted by artist Ulyanov that were exhibited in our Museum. Her father perished by taking his
own life. His death was a great shodk f.ena. Now, from afar, | see that she was a deeply
suffering, painfully brokerdown person, but managed to survive and create her own world
around. She soloed in our c¢Bohemi an-eoyftommp a |
autumn 1973 tospringPl7 3 when El ena | anded me fia sense
somewhat hysterical and marginally emotional personality. One day she told me for some reaso
that | reached such emotional height that would never be reached again. Nothing awaits yoi
afterwards, only falling down and down.

Lena left for Leningrad for examinations, and | have not seen her since. When parting, |
presented her with three volumes of Hofmann that was a great rarity that time. | seemed tc
offend her asking to send them baittie threevolume book turned out not to belong to me.

Valentin Teplov worked with the Arts Fund and at the theatre with the wonderful artist
Alvina Shpade. He got very good professional training of a painter at Krasnoyarsk School of
Arts. The oil sketch orcarbon was hanging on the wall in his rodnthe Kazakh steppes in
yellow ochreous coloration. | saw huge Valya's easternligglf with sugar, tea pot and flat
round breads. Once in winter, Teplov painted my portraithairless Muslim in a quiltedgket
reading the Gospel!? | also painted Valya but a la Modigliani.

We went together to a small aul in the outskirts of the micro district where the endless
Kyzyl Kum beganit o sketch c¢Tahiti aboriginesé as L
aul ard its residents.

Il n t he 80 s, Sagtskycalleddemalds sféhe Museum) were at the exhibition
in Moscow and met Valya Teplov there. He got matured and looked like a real, bearded Siberian

Natasha Moiseeva was beautifulhe Russian face witblue eyes and short haircut. She
was desperately courageous in her enthusiasm. In her youth Natasha traveled around the Unic
like a faredodger stole into pilot's cabin, together with them flew to the remote Siberian corners.
In Nukus, Natasha was ced away by wood carving and went to Kungrad to the wood cover
Volodya (Aman) Atabaev. He presented her with a mortar for butter churning to do carving. It
was a splendid present as that time such mortars were already a rarity!

Natasha was finishing heorrespondence studies at the Leningrad Academy of Arts and
wrote diploma about Ernst Barlakh's creative work (why in Nukus?). She had a god command of
German and advised to learn the language in the followingiwtaya k e t he t ext ¢
Goethe in Geman and read it comparing with the Russian translation.

Natasha often fell ill and we, Teplov, Lena and I, visited her. One day | painted her like
thati she is lying on the sofa surrounded by the books on arts. Once being in blue moods sh
sai d, Igndrfed sauls with you, Edik; we painfully get over everything, our closest people
wi | | be betraying us and hurt wus. e
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Alexei Kvon was in love with Natasha. And she wanted a baby from Igor Vitalyevich and
said him about that. The latter got lost, tossecban g museumdés wor ker s s
or consolation. Nothing shaped out. For one reason or other, Natasha left Nukus.

Some years later on the way from the service in the navy, in Leningrad, | dropped at the
Academy of Arts analdrdsu But hercheighhots in Rantirkes shid thas she
left for one of the Novgorod monasteries. | went away leaving her a letter which, by the way, she
did not answer.

Natasha Moiseeva and Lena Hudonogova in many respects influenced upon me in my
spiritual searches. Since then | am comparing my ambience with them and miss them without
finding the similarity. How grateful 1 am to my destiny for bringing me together with these
Russian women deserving to be described by Turgenev and Dostoevsky...

| arrived inNukus after 5 years of study at the Institute in high spirits and looked at the
world through roseolored glasses believing that faith, honesty and labor would bring fame,
honors and welbeing. Most likely | would have never gone to work at the Museuar #ie
Institute if it had not been f@avitsky s per sonal i ty.

When | came, Igor Vitaljevich was about 50 years old. He was very hectic and stayed at
the Museum from early morning to at late night. He often slept on the cot in the dark back room
where achaeological findings were stored on the wall shelveSalfitskyfell ill, he covered his
blanket with the propylene film or even used it without a blanket in order to warm up and sweat
out the cold. He might sleep even in the office, but there wag spéy for a table and a chair.

At the Museum, after the Institute, I w
already as a professional. The staff was mostly female, and it was hard for me to work with thern
because of their intergroup intrigiiegCalming me down after quarrels with the®ayitskywould
say fiYou'd better not deal with women that
| failed to distance myself from them, and would upset relations with these women with or
without cawse. As | understand now, we tormented each other in vain.

After arrival in Nukus, | immediately left for an urgent business trip to K&z&8avitsky
was asked to arrange a large exhibition of pictures from the Museum there during
KarakalpakstarCulture Dag i n Tat ar st an. l gor Vitaljevi
Kazan during the Plague in Nukuso: t he Mus
and the press made a big thing out ofegheironmenal disaster in the Aral Sea region.

| cameto Kazan by air together with a young artist that graduated from the-Atena
School of Arts to pick up the paintings and exhibits and bring them back. They occupied an
entire freightc ar i n which we traveled backhtistepthtuk u
the entrance to safeguard the exhibits. My companion slept deep inside the car, he was all tt
time afraid that the one who slept at the entrance slaughtered because of those exhibits costit
enormous money already at that time. At everyigtalve had to run to tip the railmen so that
our car was hitched on to the following freight train. Many ceramic items were broken although
we asked to let the car down from the hill very carefully. Perhaps one bottle was not enough. |
got very much upsetdf that and regretted that | did not refuse this trip; it was not my duty but it
was impossible to refusBavitsky When we arrived in Nukus, both were black from the train
soot and dirt. The trip was carried off only by the Kazan artist that honoredthe aeer
restaurant, saw us to the train and provided us with food on the way back. We dried bread for ou
trip together with a kind and beautiful girl at her flat. And, of course, the road was carried off by
the Russian landscapes, hills and steppes.

During the same year | went on business trip to Moscow as | was called Savitgky
to help to collect pictures of Moscow artists or their inheritors. | caught him at the Artists House;
it is also called c¢Favor ski y Kibardnolumaetie tilnen h a
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when | quarreled witthgor Vitaljevich for the first time: | declared to him that | had a family and
needed a flat that he flayed me, and if he did not provide me with a flat and earnings, | would no
stay in Nukus. Then from tiento time | was seized with blind fury and anger for myseiot

tired to carry out the burden of small household matters and obligations of a shipping agent o
the Museum instead of going in for painting. Bavitskywas taking that as the betrayaltbé

Mus eum,; and every time | was pulling down
unless the next outburst. We returned to Nukus by plane after making up the quarrel

When | just started working for tKuheeoMws
AConf uci dudsz/ukbdu ntgher e, a fine art restorer
AfCaravano and a | ot of works by other artis

Kvon was born in 1932 in the Far East; at the age of three appeafedaialpakstan
together with his deported people.

Kvon had a clean soul of a baby, and he remained as that until his Saatiskysaid

t hat Al exei was otherworldly and artist Kvc
Nukus.

When Alexei after divorce tdoto the bottle, Igor Vitaljevich reminded us and oneselves
that Al exel needs to be saved from booses &
There Kvon painted AShooting of Koms omol M

was proud ofti The copy of this work was included in the book about the Museum.

| remember the case wh&avitskyand | first kept, than carried, and later on | alone
carried irresponsibly drunk Kvon home. | shouldered him, his head overhanged my back, anc
Savitskytrotted short behind me holding his head and was explaining to Alexei that he must not
drinké It was both sad and rather comical
Kvon stopped drinking. It is the only case | know that a man stopped drinkioigeirgo and
forever. Except for one period when his lungs started failing (he smoked very much), and his
mother, Mary, sometimes brought vodka that helped him to breathe. Probably because of this h
lived longer for a while.

After quitting from the Museum, Al exei
studio with the selmade easel, sofa and chairs. The shelf with the art books nestled on the chair
at the window. (There was the history of the Japanese Arts presefiied by Victor and Valya
Panzhinskaya). In this attachment Kvon buried in thoughts made his hands busy unwinding
clews of threads, exercising in patience and concentration; that helped him to make pictures c
fish scales abstract constructions of fisimés.

He also painted ordinary sketches on the banks oKttrketken Canali landscapes,
boys. And Kvon went to auls for sketching and painted there at one sitting the portrait of the old
Karakalpak with the very crafty expression on the face. Frankbakspg, he did not finish
painting the hands and thus cut off the portrait to the wilistalso painted small stilives,
practically ofapalrs i z e . He painted much. On tam operings a i
the secrethat has been disclosed mobodyi it is more important what has been painted than
what has not be painted but must be seen by
his drawings intentional emptiness. He showed such emptiness by Rembrandt who was leaving
thembr v i e-ereativilysAnd this understatement is one of mysteries of the mastership in
arts.

He has a friend, sculptor Joldasbek Kuttymuratov. One day, trying to help Alexei to sell
his works, he brought in some foreignérs think, from Belgium. hey bought a lot of drawings
from him and, as they say, one work 8zvitskythat the latter presented to Kvon some time
before that. And all that for 200 dollars?!. When | heard that, | got drunk and wrote desperate
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letters to Marinika and to the governmi@sking them to buy out the remaining works by Kvon
whom Savitskyvalued so much, however, they were never mailed.

And Kvon used those 200 US dollars to buy a3et to replace the old one. He loved to
watch films. He did it with abandonment. Some tinefobe purchasing that T¥et, he went to
the cinema for the same show every day. The got used to him so much that when he once w:
late a little, the cashier, projectionist and spectators rushed into the street looking for him. And
the show started afteelentered the hall

| visited Kvon to communicate and kindly support each other. During the meetings we
spoke abouSavitsky discussed films, news, artists, books, his college.

Kvon talked both about the legendary Aizik Aronovich Goldrey who lost his anfi
two children during the siege of Leningrad. Goldrey taught at the Benkov Arts School, cooked
himself and brought cans of ochreguedlow paint. Kvon recalled his greasy latissimus trousers,
the mat that he instead of the blanket on the earthen fidbeirented room; his love to a young,
gorgeous reth ai red student ; his stylistic howler
¢Benkov it is not all!é, igfousthonkathheéeéear

Kvon also told about the young Burmakimo also studied at school. Alexei recollected
with a smile how Burmakin tall, thin and whitei made cornicle of his lips when he sang,
cGreat is the |l and of Punjab, You are crue
much ée.

Kvon also recb|l ect ed Yakushev, his coll egeds
autumn of 1952 broadcasted to tclhes motpwdentadn
¢cl mperialistic mercenaries!..e and etc. St
mouthsopen, guessing with horror what was going to happen to the jew Goldrey now.

At the end of our reminiscences, he wo
decided to dedicate yourself to the art,
grouch ng | i ke an ol d man that has never been
man o

As | probably was one of those few people who visited Alexei. Kvon's mother applied to
me well and treated to Korean delicacies. During the sales at the Musewa®,bringing his
drawings there, and when he reached the retirement age, collected documents for his pension
turned out to be crummyé)

The old Museum's attendant was called Elena Andreevna. She rented a room in an ol
two-storied building near th®luseum together with her son Vitya who had been a worker at the
archaeological expeditions for many years. When archaeologist Elena Nerazik came, she alway
askedSavitskyto send just Vitya as an assistant. He dug very carefully feeling remains of the
corstructions without destroying them. Vitya slept in the kitchen behind the curtain; not once we
drank there after the working day like at the excavations.

Generation of hall's attendants has not once changed since that time. A diligent attendar
Luda longworked at the exposition halls; frankly speaking, she was a little nervous and
talkative. Her death was strange. In the 90s, | was told she was found killed niégzkbtken
Canal (its name is transl at ed a sousgTheygaythad st
the daughter of S. Tolstov, founder of the Khorezm expedition, also settled accounts with life
there...

Aygul was a humble museum attendant. She started working at the applied arts
department and became the head of this departmentgaftduation from the institute. She
became a famous arts critic|] saw her interview on TV.
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Before her, the department was headed by Gala Madjitova for a long time. After
Savitskys death in the end of the 80s, she fell ill, became disabled and refgmémm time to
time she visited the Museum. Once, we visited her with the colleagues in the cottage in the 24t
micro district. That time | presented her with my big tempera work depicting Karatau from the
Jampyk series; and presented Sveta with tbung@ depicting kumgan. During that evening,
generous of drinking or drunk of generosity, | brought two piles of pictures belonging to the
period of my work at the Museum and gave them out to the employees. (Later on after getting
sober, | collected the peof them back)

Workers of museum in 19780-th

Most friendly | was with true ascetics 8avitskys Museuni Valya Sycheva (now she is
the chief Conservator of the Museum), and Svetlana Sonina (now the Head of the Sector o
Records and Storage). | made their drawing sketches and painted several portraits of them.

In this Museum, one can see amazingrk8 of uncle Volodya (Aman) Atabaev, a
scul ptor and a woodcarver. He preferred to
crumble when carved, and sculptures made out of it would last forever. Atabaev studied at
Benkov's Art School. He had a liner, Edik Muratov; their fathers were married to blood
sisters.

Volodya was a giant, a real bear. Edik was hollow #eitskybut shorter. lfSavitsky
with this constitution had the appropriate falsetto, Edik had the powerful bass voice. During the
60she was one of the first to graduate from the singing department of the Nukus Musical School
and wassingingi n t he foyer of cRodinae cinema on
during the happy minutes of life and during the tablefuls, he was siagesyand romances like
¢ Oh, i f this could happen f or ev-gComefil,dllt mya Sc
good fellow! Fill high, high, my good Fellow, And let's be merry and mellow, And let us have
one bottl e more.é

60 The \erse by Schmidt, the music by Beethoven
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Both brothers wereainous and incredibly brave pigstickers. But uncle Volodya was
careful in his bravery, he was afraid to leave his daughters, Olga and Irina, and wife Katya along
without himself. In the daytime he was looking for boar's paths in the bed of®fugader
Kungrad. Then he went there at night, dug out a pit and during the moonlight nights waited for a
wild boar I n0t. Someti mes he returned hon
boar in the boxes on the sides of the heavy rbidte | remember how h@assed over the
smoked boar's ham to diseag&alitskyin the autumn of 1983.

Edik, on the contrary, risked hiding without a pit. He liked fishing more than hunting.
What marvelous fishing was that time on the Kadakya, on the Anualarya, the Muynak lads
where meter long barbels and carps, andnaifer breams were caught!

| admired uncle Volodya, and called him a great scul@avitskychuckled but agreed,
still saying that | was exaggerating. Igor Vitaljevich loved uncle Volodya and was attached to
him. They were on the first name basis with each other (that was r&aitsky. Even though,
Volodya considered him to be his mentor and a subtle connoisseur of masks, ornamente
compositions, medallions that he, Atabaev, madearid. When Volodya was visitingavitsky
in the Museum, he was heard from afar: almp eaki ng Kungrad c¢Hemin
smoke neither pipe nor cigars but enormous-gtisvith the strongest tobacco.

Volodya would return from Kungrad to Nukus in a truck loaded by him with very heavy
tree stumps and logs. Once he took me to Kungrad with him. All the wayibae&r 100 kmj
|l sat in the truck bed on | ogs,i beadi hgi ot
several days | spent at his place with feasts at which uncle Volodya would cut big chunks of
bread, cucumbers and tomatoes in addition to huge pans of fresh boar meat. When returning
brought from uncle Volodya several small packetthvamberat forSavitskythat | went to
Kungrad for, and my several landscapes.

In the year ofSavitskys funeral, Atabaev sold his cosy house with the vegetable garden
in the Old City of Kungrad, bought half of the house in the center of Tashkent and theve.
First, he found the job of the restorer of wooden items at the Management office of exhibitions.
The work was not peahaped and he got nervous. Uncle Volodya could not forget his Kungrad.
Tashkent and Tashkenterscésaé¢medat votgodgy [

They say that he got very much upset as he tried to defend an old woman buying
tomatoes in the street because the seller pabffatie spoiled ones and was saucy to her. There
were breakdowns involving officials, and the setlame to excuse.

The wonderful artist Marat Khudaibergenov told that on his visit to Volodya he saw how
the latter was jumping on one leg in his ceyatd after the first stroke; He was busy with his
household and pretended dgéawi thke Iiwasf amivle)
second stroke after the case with the tomatoes beat completely tat big man. He has not lived eve
one year afteBavitskys death. What he8avitskys death to do with this?.. During the funeral of
Igor Vitaljevich, Volodyajumped into the grave to receive the coffin from beneath and mildly
put it onto the bottom. As | heard lateroit is a bad sign to climb into the grave. | do not much
believe in superstitions but too soon Atabaev died Stwitsky é

There was also ShaKrishnait at the Museum; my stepfather acquainted me with him at
the branch of the Academy of Sciences where Sasha read lectures on Krishnaism. And Sasl
Abubakirov acquainted me with Bhagavad Gita, Upanishads and etc., Sasha translated Krishna

textsr at her professionally, and when we compa
were more interesting. We communicated for twelve years, visit each other at home, and talke
mu c h. He was very |l onely as nei ¢rgaeizatiortsicosld r e |
61 Forests

40



make up their minds to his fanatical Krishnaism. Once, calming down his grandmother, | said

cSasha is used of God; Granny is used of S

holy man in the family than a drunkard,; andashwhl spered me back, C¢cA

i's more unbearable than a drunkardeée. Soé
Al l kinds of O6competentd authorities we

told us that officials from the Interior Ministry and KGB, the secretary of titg Kbmsomol
organization would pay visits to him allegedly being interested in Krishnaism, but, apparently,
were probing for new threats to the CPSU ideology.

Sasha said that officials from KGB, and secretary of the City Komsomol organization
visited him and started talking about religious literature, and the Komsomol secretary even
criticized the CPSU c¢mafi aée. This Komsomol
the main task to feed the country and take it out of crisis. One day, passing by the&drc
heard the clatter of the axe on the scaffold, saw heaps of mutton bodies and chopping Komsom

members c¢csupporters of the peopl ece. But i n

I sai d to Sasha: ADon't ddental,sand thgse ard h e
whistl ebl owers send by Zorin, the second se
al so asked to visit Sasha's home as i f to

somehow managed to weasel out of it, andvibie to the humble follower of the Hare Krishna

by the VIP guest (the CPSU regional committee responsible for ideology!) did not take place.
(Arslan told me that Zorin did not allow the Ministry of Justice to register and legalize the
ecological movemerg Uni on of t h-darydARraectiorabeing foAnded in the end of

the 80s by Yusup Kamal ov, son of Academici
Protectionéé was | ater on registered, but
Soviet Union.)

GoodPe o p | e BaadftHlats;

In 1982, IgorVitalyevich helped me to receive the flat in Gorky Street, in one of the
houses built by the Leningraders for t he
Centuryo. (That was the name of t heCharndl,e mp
on which hadbeing worked the entire Soviet Union for 2 years, but not built).

The flat was entered not from the porch but straightly from the yard through the hallway
(former loggia faced with bricks). Bathroom and toilet were to the right of the entrance. Directly
i entrance into the room divided by the uncolored plywood partition into two parts. One was
turned into a small room with the high window looking out into the street, and the second was
turned into a small kitchen and also with the window but lookingthredoathroom.

Why am | writing about this flat? Once day, it was the fBavitskp s f | at i n N
the first premises for the exhibits of the future museum. In the bathtganvjtalyevich together
with the colleagues washed carpets, scored ths pathe yurt® with a carved ornament, that
they were collecting during the expeditions aroltatakalpakstardistricts. Those expeditions
lasted till the end of the eighties, and | happened to be in them evegafitskyp s deat h.

The former Museumds photographer Edi k Mu
he was drinking his wife, a stout Tatar, herded him around the yard. His wife abandoned him anc

62 City Young Communists League Committee

63 Reminiscence of Bulgakov's novel "Master and Margaritdnere one of the characters says that people are
good, but they damaged by housing problem.

64 Yurt i nomads tent.
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took away his son whom he loved very much and monthly sent almost alyyherearned. He
continued living in the same flat until my wife arrived with children. Then | understood that was
the only Edi kdés dwelling, |  anede svaodeh bed ia thér a m
flat. Together we hunted pigeons when we werevahout money for food, followers, to be
exact. We were catching pigeons on the lofts of the houses and of the Academy of Sciences:
was reaching into there with a sack in the teeth and was putting pigeons caught by Edik into it
After great toils, he @naged to receive ofidroom flat in the micro district not far from the
bath housé iHammond ; he | i ved al one and one day was

Many good people passed through that flat. Some time ago the family of young arts
historians from the Museuiin Alik Nishanov (later on | met him during my institute years, he
was a restorer at the Tashkent Museum of Applied Arts) and Elmira Gazieva that worked for
Savitskp s Museum as the Deputy Director respor
Russia athe end of the eighties.

Arts historian Valya Panjinskaya, the author of one of the first books about the Museum,
lived in that flat too. Valya lived together with Elmira when Alik was in the Army. He wrote to
me from there that my misfortunes are causgdhe fact that | was scared to get down to
business, pendulated for a long time and that is why read and chatter much. One must nc
pronounce the intentions, he wrote, he must do it silently because the pronounced seems to |
performed already. | was jusf yi ng mysel f by the f aabtdthehat
like.

Oh, how much disturbance the flat causegkarly repairs of the pipes and sewage; they
werj not lay deep in the ground and burst out of frosts every wihtlead to hollow out the
ground, hire a welder, a plumber, buy pipes, get them laid and tarred. | did all thoroughly and
was very much proud é until next frosts. B L
floor above our flat the washed linen was dried in the open lodggeouirs and an enormous dog
reminding of t he®wAsaisgrumingvthere.lHes arge rhixediwitll the linen
water flew to our entrance hall and kitchen.

It is difficult to imagine thatSavitskyalso lived under these flows; after him we &er
seeing in the New Year there together with Lena Hudonogova, Valya Teplov, Elmira Ganieva
and after the New Year chimes were admiring

Currently, I understand that attentive glanc&abitskya nd hi s quawdlly on,
want to receive THIS flat?e. He hinted the
me to receive another flat, and being silly, | decisively answered that wanted just that flat. | had
already had children, and needed my own homeevkait could be.

Savitskyreceived his second omeomed flatinnewbb ui I 't A Cher emsais hk
The flat was in the middle part of the tstoried building, the second from the Corner of
Kalinin and Gogol Streets to the right of the tatoried sore. Once we went from the Museum
to this flat and saw the awful and symbolic scene through the window of the knitting workshop
at the corner of the Ordzhonikidze Street. At nights, pale women were working in the long,
wretched, obscure hall in the maahioil smoke, amid reed and cotton dust and clatter of the

knitting machines. And on the remote wall (
return in each joip | ac e e, Leninbs portrait and ¢ODbl i
Labor e.

In that second flat on one-ftited daySavitskydid not switch off the iron when he left
hurrying for work. The neighbors noticed the smoke, called for the firemen anditglyevich.
Many pictures, books and things burnt. Some canvases partiallyediivitiose lying in a flat

65 From thecrime novelswritten by SirArthur Conan Doyldeaturing the detectivBherlock Holmes
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pile on each other, thus burnt from the sides. If they had been on the canvas stretchers, the
would have burnt to ashes. | saw those canvases withiv&sl sizing one meter by meter and
half-two meters. Perhaps they have besdready stretched in the Museum. Those were
Savitskp s pai ntings of t he HNooisscyears wiper hei wagl drawihg t
still-lives for state institutions. Very well | remember one 4ifdl of the noble Umbrian color,
covered with lacquei a big bunch of flowers in a vase on a table in a dark room. It was a
classicalpainting made by the master. | do not know why thoselist# were not purchased

and were stored in Moscow, in the flathéf Ulyanoy, Savitskyp s t eac her . I n my
Kira Kiseleva, Ul yanovds student, l i ved i n

The same second apartment of Savitsky was also the place where Volik (the son of
painter Alexander Volkov) lived. Several artistic paintings by Volik Volkov were tliemf the
Art Museum already in the old building. Whe
its outskirts to sketch, asking me to join him. Volik made his sketches on large sheets of pape
with bright oily Czech crayons, while | used simpleygrite pencils dreaming of learning to
draw with the same crayons.

The thirdSavitskyp s f | at  w a sstoriechbuildingrogpesiterséhaoenamed after
Pushkin and sports hall that | painted by craytbe same as had Volitgrough the window. In
this flat, he himself washed the floors by foot (tube withdrawing food from the abdominal cavity
did not allow him bending) without letting me to do it. It was something like sports exercises.
Then he was waking me up. He always gptvery early, in darknessatte o6 c | oc k. B L
went to bed at nine ob6clock in the evening
that he watched to be aware what was going on in the world. That time the Soviet TV presente
conflicts n Palestine as victimization of Arabs by the Israglelying on that information,
Savitskywas angrily scolding the Israelis.

In the morning, before breakfast one of us ran to the Museum to open windows to air the
halls and storage rooms or close theteradiring. After breakfast, we went to the Museum and
did not notice how the day passéxh the way backSavitskywas admiring the beauty of Nukus
in the night, effervescing with multicolored windows under the low polypetalous stars. He
admired at the fie lights and colors on trees and clouds at sunrise or sunset and said that only
then in his old age when he long ago stopped painting, he saw color differently than earlier.
Someti mes he asked himself, ¢Shouldn"t | st

Savitsky told us how he had received the flat. After the fisstrgeryhe was in the
hospital in NukusAt the same time a very important person fridarakalpakstamvas examined
in the Kremlin hospital at Academic Efuni
Vitalyevichgoi ng on? How is he? They say he is i
let this man know WHQs Savitsky after this the important person called up to Nukus and
ordered to attach the appropriate attentiolsawitsky And suddenly thénigh ranking visitors
started coming to the stuffy multied ward with the packets of fruit and food reminding of
something like the operetta with the actors running in andaotme body asked, c
need, |l gor Naviahgevtheh Hawitskypaskedtfar a thb 8oon he was
informed that he could receive the order and the keys. After mentioning that he would not be
able to equip the new flat for living himself, one of the chiefs in trade equipped the flat with the
¢criticalaéndf varnnoitthuerre,trading manager provi
crockery and somehow crystal vases and stemware.

One daySavitsky offered Arslan to see the archaeological findings. Dusty fragments
were lying in bulk on the polished furniture, geays upholstery of the sofa and achairs, in
general, that flat like other previous ovess used as the restoration studio and the storage room
of the MuseumThe crystal was powdered with dust on the shelvesSandskystill ate from
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the metal bowlas he used to do in the expeditions, in the old museum building and in the
previous flats.

In 1984, | wrote him a letter to Moscow, to the hospital desperately asking to change my
flat to another one as the children were smothering from dog's urine &fflavia Korovay
returned that letter to me via Alvina Shpade and wrote that | acted like the Fisherman that
repudiated from his teacher Christ. Comparison was limp, request of flat was not the repudiation
and it was bad that he did not ask in person@nthis deathbed. But | did not believe he was
dying as | simply did not believe in that.

This was the apartment where writer Militsa Zemskaya stayed during her last visit to
Nukus with her huge mongrel that caused me a lot of headache. All that washefiipartment
from the O6importdé furniture was just one s
walls, hanging down in some places. There was anefiiderator in the kitchen and an old gas
stove. In the living room, there was still a blaarkdwhite TV in the corner which Savitsky used to turn
on at 9 p.m. only to watch the evening news program. Zemskaya, during her last visit to Nukus, would
call me a O6novice of the holy el der 6. Howen er ,
was anything but a monastéty

And Arslan told me that | wrote the unforgivable letfEnat time | thought tha®avitsky
woul d not forgive me that | etter and though
or to decoration of collective farm's officdswrote two letters of repentanckr Savitsky and
for artist Kibardinés wimypleasforehs &pologg. her t o

| think Igor Vitalyevich received the letter as on 11 June he called up from Moscow,
scolded us all as usual if we deserved or not, and told Gulya (Marinika Babanazarova) to hely
me to change the flat. Soon he died, and it becdneady impossible to exchange flats without
him.

Escape into illusive freedom

After the death ofSavitsky | continued working at the Museum as the Head of the
Exposition Items Department. | am proud of these years as | that time | managed to talk Kvor
into returning to work at the Museum as a restorer. And when | was graded to the job of an
ordinary restorer, we worked with Alexei together for some time until his next departure from
the Museum.

In 1985, the low salary at the Museum made me start tapéchinhe arts school. It
appeared that the law did not allow the ginne workers receive full salary at both places of
work, and the Museum began paying half to me. It was enough only for buying 0.5 liter of cheap
vodkasfor me or 130 grammof meet perday for the whole family. It was possible to start
¢ s hi r-klacoragicki but that meant to sell soul to the devil that, of course, | did not run to it.

Perhaps, | had to continue for the sake
stormsof the 90s; these could help gradually repaying the debts for products bought for winter.
But the thought that | would have spall life as an unknown restarend fail to achieve
anything in my professiori in painting. Moreover,painter Buslov straighfiorwardly and
convincingly told me that if | stayed with the museum | would be lostpasrder

Probably I woul d have remained the +est
wagee or ¢full wageée for the work done if p

66 A novice is being tested by his life and work at a monastery to become a monk, while a laborer just works and
lives at a monastery for some time not going to becomerkm
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the attendance at the jmtace. And rather mentioned on picture's labetésrtame of the restorer.
Otherwise, it was the work of a rubbish darner, and not the creativity similar to the author of the
picture.

| had to choose teaching at school, restoration and painting. | had chosen teaching fo
cearningée t o dlé¢heramainiagtimeto mintingpaddawing. It was impossible
to create art staying at the Museum, therefore it was necessary to quit. | was aware that it woul
be hard first, but | promised to myself that | would rather not buy more books and wssild le
spend on food although | had not been buying meat.

That time | appeared to be on the threshold of shadow freedom that | had been dreamin
a lot. It was so hard and fearful to quit, assume, poor but quiet place at the Museum! And Valye
Sycheva said thahany pictures need restoration, very many of them | knew that myself and
managed to restore only the least part of them, but yet over 100 works of very different artists
Particularly, I had t o trifle with Ltyes e n k
Ant hropomor phous Figuree

But how much tired | got to mending and adding colors to somebody's pictures!
Neverthel ess, I guitted r ememberinnhg 80s,hhet C
Museum was already famous, and the work in it becarestigious. Suddenly the number of
those wishing to work restorers at the Museum greatly increased, even among the children c
high-ranked officials (And lla, the sister that was working at the Academy of Sciences, hinted
that there were many claimants foy place of the restorer.) It happens that somebody grows the
fruits but others try to pick them up when they ripprut t he si necure for
not happen: the work at the Museum is hard andgdaid; only those who really value it and
washonored by it remained in the service.

The times of human relations built up in the Museum uBhitskyp s aut hor it
over because of the competition for working at the Museum They were replaced by the relation:

built up on mutual squabbles and heagts s ne s s, including those
el ections to posts and positi onsTwagroupings us
emer ged: one, conventionally a c¢Tatare one,

| also belongedo the latter one.

That was good that she was appointed without any elections one of the reasons was th:
her father. Also because Marinika's father, Makatrmuhamedoy was the patron of the
Museum, Savitskys likeminded person who took great effortgnoections and authority to
make this Museum open. This was a big man, one of true intellectual leaders of the Karakalpaks
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Marinika has saved and has been saving the Museum by being able to save that spirit an
collective that existed under Igvitalyevich, and even keeps the male staff of the Museum that
was, on the whol e, pushed out by the very
working at the Museum and retaining some emplayees

It seems symbolic to me that on the daySaiviskyp s deat h yet bef o
appointment the Director, the ivory Crucifixion (presentesim the PushkinMuseum among
other copies of works from Louver by Nadya Leger, the wife ofphiater Fernand Leger).
Another employee tried to steal few pies. After that safety measures were taken: the police
post, bar screens and the warning system were installed. The times when employees had the
own keys from the Museum, locked the main door, and hardly ever latched another inner door
The Museum is nowuarded much more thoroughly than the bank; that is why free access to the
funds that | used to hayvis became impossible.

After Savitskp s deat h Tashkent officials and of
habituated to inspect the Museum; thegre also worried among other shortages by my absence
at the job place during the working hours. Following the inspection results the Minister of
Culture was preparing the order on my dismissal for discipline violation, for my refusal to pick
up cotton, tobe exact. Once | failed to endure such féaldings, went to Marinika and wrote
the advance notice. She persuaded me not to quit. | was ready to burst into tears and ran away.

Kvon was persuading me to return to the Museum. He thought that | woulchyiself
only there. But was not striving to developing my career within the Museum, moreover | could
not do it. Therefore | fully devoted myself to teaching. | taught at school from 1984 to 1996,
almost for 12 years. Teachers were mainly yoargtsi graduates from schools and institutes:
Rashid Latypov, sculptorolegenJaksybaev, ceramiBerdybayTajimuratov.Among the young
| also remember Adyl (ah, how he was singing the Kazakh somggtabay Nursultan and
GulyaEmbergenovdhat finished in Tashkknt t he same f acul t $heisl nt
clever, wehdone and revived the famous now Kar ak
whom | remember, was Islam Jaksybaev. There were very talented and even genuine students
have kept the wdis of some of them. Did they become the artists?

In the early 90s, waiting for famine in the country, | started drying bread (as | recollected
the navy dry toasts stored on the ship for those who could not eat anything else because
seasicknessl) dried several big sacks 200 kg. Earnings were really lacking for food but the
severe famine has not come. Therefore | gave one sack to Adyl, another to Islam and to someol
else. They were surprised that | had dried bread and were likely to grind therkipn3’tand
ate.

In 1988, my motheim-law died in Tashkent and Luda with children left T@shkent. It

was dangerous for children to live in Nukus; hepatitis was raging because of defoliants and othe
agricultural chemicals. Some years later | alsoftaftTashkent. And in vain. Life in Tashkent
was f ar nfiacdloom myhemot her call ed honey 1i ke 't
work as an interviewer for sociological centers. When | arrived in Nukus with the questionnaires,
| tried to find the timeo drop at the Museum, the library, see pictures in the exposition halls,
talk to female staff of the Museum, visit the school and learn about the life of the Nukus artists.
or years the artists complained that it was hard up witBauitsky onl fouageoics é
buying their works. Sculptor Joldasbek Kuttymuratov left the Museum, part of the employees
left Nukus at all for Russia, Kazakhstan. A very gpathterC. whose works were often bought

by Savitskyand the Museum is now painting for bditbu s e s , of fices of o
whoever else. | was told how he was looking for the customers. He would paint somebody's

67 Tolkyn1 dry bread pieces crushed and fried in vegetable oil.
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portrait and then goes with it around the city, went round the bazaar showing it as a bait waiting
until somebody every now and thkires.How else could one subsist?

PainterU., valued as a wonderful Karakalpak primitivist gvitsky is begging at the
cemetery.To help him, the Museum displayed his sketches in its shop but they are not much
bought.

Painter B. started painting taoneet tastes of the emerged lovers of art. When | was
interviewing the entrepreneurs, | got acquainted with R. All his office was in the works of B.
They look rather well. But despite the demand for his works, B. once said that he failed to find
money to udergosurgeryon his eyes; their sickness prevents him from painting.

Because of the need, someone fell ill with the tuberculosis in the family of the wonderful
sculptor K. My God, | can understand how much pains K. took to fins and buy the medicines.
My wife Luda also suffered from tuberculosis; | gave her injections buying medicines in the flea
market near the garbage bins behikdylik-ota mausoleum. But following the law, the
medicines should have been provided free of charge. Luda wrote the appetadirsgabout the
medi cines to anywhere. Eventually, an offi
to write the letter of gratitude for allegedly provided medicines that he promised to provide for
sure, but we failed to tarry for them.

But stop wlimpering; let's recollect something more joyful, namely the fact3haitsky
with his Museum can be called the founder of painting art school in Karakalpakstan and the
creative works of the artists that founded this scliotble peak of the flowering dadrt. This is
proved by the fact that the halls with the works of Karakalpak artists are as good as the halls o
the works of the artists collected for the MuseunthyitskybeyondKarakalpakstanWill this
school be continued? | hope it willé

About Own Painting

My first personal exhibition of painting was held in the Museum duagitsky) s
lifetime when in 1978 made the first and the greatest purchase of my workd/itggevich
wished to buy all my works at 5 thousand roubles. That time it was tmmens sum of money
(almost the car cog}. But the "old" artists who also needed procurements dissuaded him as the
Museum did not only have a limit on purchases, but also multiple debts for already acquired
works. Nevertheles§avitskythen bought somef my works.

That time | painted standasized works on the factory grounded cardboard of
approximately 50 by 70 cm. All the months of the long summer vacations at the institute on the
excavation in Eli kale after morning excavations, from three o'gback and till the evening, |
was painting landscapes and views of fortresses. And at home and at nights at the electric light
was painting stillives and finishing landscapes. In the morning at dawn | managed to paint one
two more sketches. | was endgisuch a mad rate of work all summer long.

In Moscow when | was there together wiavitsky | was greatly impressed by the
exhibition of German expressionists. | understood: these were only the reproductions that seer
to be of negligent painting. Actuglthese were very much elegant and refined works. | am
speaking about the pictures Bédcshtein SchmidtRottluff, Kirchnerand others. After them |
painted in a similar style: the bridge acrésgketken with the rusty pipes lying on the bank,
park andviews of the old theatre, old twsioried houses in Nukus; and during the frosty winter |
painted the sun appearing through dark grey clo@dshy was this painting. Part of these works
is in the Museum exposition, and, employees of a museum said ¢éhatethkknown painter
Djavlon Umarbekov liked these works.
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Then the tempera period started. | painted lots of faces but rather images from nature o
by sketches and drawings. During that per.i
these works tried to achieve completeness, classicality and vigorousness of style, but obvious
and excessive laconicism showed through some portraits.

Then followed the period of abstract works, then began the period divetsil

And then there were threeo n s e cJanipykv es tfiages when | was
at the site of the ancient settleme@mpykfor about a month. An unforgettable sad event
happened during the firstampykperiod. | was to remain till the end of the archaeological
expedition onJampyklandscapes but was by the Museum to pick up cotton. | have left all my
works in a room of the foresterodés house. B
It appeared that the chief of the eaiewWwitheol
the Sunseto and a part of ot her wor ks | [
geologists.

A venerable art critic Rimma Eremyan arrived to the Museum that time to settle down
squabbles among the employees concerned with the dissrasshdistribution of titles; she also
showed slides with the works of modern Tashkent artists and told about them. The chief of the
expedition complained to her on my request to return the works and declared that Joldasov we
the worthless artist. But ¢éim what for had it stolen my work therRimma Eremyartomforted
me, but in same time upsets naelvisng to pause and think over what was painting. She said,
too many my works are hanging in the Museum and at the exhibitions, that was overpraised an
thatwas | i ke ¢suffocation of the baby by a pi

Eremyan is deeply devoted to art. She judges art as a highly learned professional, bu
lacking delicacy is too furiously irreconcilable to those whom she calls mediocrities, lacking of
talent as being degphssured of her own infallibility and correctness of her assessments. All this
is against her mad temperament in every possible way curbed by the iron bridle of will.

All her life is devoted to arts that is why she finds an internal justification in the
performance of the sacred mission: to clean Augean stables of modern art with the fanatica
determination of pulling out by ruthless hands the "weeds" which have expanded in the garden o
painting of Uzbekistan. As a missionary to whom, in its prophetaakion the Almighty
granted the right to eradicate heresy and heterodoxy, if | dare to ke A Sa viothear o |
“inquisitor” of the modern art. Probably, therefore even in Picasso's works she tries to discove
the features of religious obsession anderlines it.

Listening to her, | thought, that in the search of the form spamgersthink that art is
revealed in skilful improvisation, in the divine easiness of expression, in the easy and free
playing with deeply ironic glamour. | also tried to irapise counting on the "genius" of casual
findings. But | did not understand the simple truth that art reveals itself, first of all, through the
steadfast studying of nature and in thorough craft preparation like at Modigliani, Van Gogh,
Munch who very cafully performed works just seem to be an improvisatibmerefore, |
mostly agree with th@ainerswho study the world, rather than those who what interpret it in
their own way.

Moreover, not the quantity of the executed works matters but their quadityexample,
each Leonardob6s work reminds of a delicate
years, carrying it with him from city to city, at times leaving some of them unfinished.

Somepaintes do not express their attitude to the world blutstrate their and even not
their ideas that sometimes happens to be loud enough because of the emptiness. Eremyan v
most likely right in criticizing the artists; but, probably, it is necessary to understand and
therefore forgive them. They are compdl® search for earnings to provide families, children,
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and it is necessary to be grateful to the artists at least for the fact that they find strengths i
themselves forces for Art after working for earnings.

It is a pity, of course, that coming backttee creative searches after thester "hack
work" or pleasing tastes of the salons, some artists involuntarily run into bright forms in which
everyone wishes to stand out and draw mar ke
bring benefits. 8ch labor needs se#facrifice and even yet more painful, it voluntarily or
involuntarily requires sacrificing needs of the native and close people to the Arts.

For all that and nevertheless, the Artist should work only for the sake of himself without
looking at the market, family and vanity around him/her. Ideally there should be nothing
between the nature and creation of the aistexample of this is Van Gogh, the Master who
has reached the limits of perfection of simplicity in painting. It is maffecaltly to achieve
simplicity than pretentiousness in arts. It is easier to subiilib®@wever paradoxical it may
sound. Therefore sonpaintes also do not deeply study the nature, the world, the landscape, the
human being but and hasty improvise ba topic of nature and, consequently, the world picture
in their works looks fantastic or brutal. They do not see the world and nature, but look at them
through the foggy literarpoetic philosophizing. Works of these artists possess much
egocentrism mixedvith the sense of elitism, proud sensation of the creator of a new universe,
sensation of the exclusiveness of the right to their own vision, each time (seemingly) the mos
true, and similar to nothing.

The aspiration to take the own place, to win itbeounlike and to stand out among the
hundreds of other artists is quite clear. However it seems to me that all this leads to the fact the
the result frequently turns out to be directly opposite when the artist tries to find the compromise
between the tass of buyers and their aspiration to s#firmation in creativity. Probably, the
imitation of surrealists, expressionists, and postimpressionists and even of Soviet "naturalists" o
the 40s and 50s can be partially blamed for this.

And | am sinful; | wa keen on "collecting” styles in my works. | had better at once at
institute started working seriously, carefully and uninterruptedly. How much time has been
wasted for the unnecessary affairs!

But | will return to my own painting. There was a period wheefused tempera and
worked with the pastel and oil paints from the sunrise to the sunset catching color changes in th
landscapes.

19801983 years, when together wigavitsky | went to Jampykkala were the most
fruitful period for me. For the firstime, | went there in spring, painted there conventionally
schematic with tempera on scraps of a canvas and cardboards. The second trip was in sumir
when | wrote pictures sizing 8000 cm, tempera and China ink variations of the sunsets,
fortresses andnhountains. 2680 etudes per day. Whole heaps of tubes rolled in a farfrass
third trip was in the autumn of 1984. That time | brought the whole bus of pictures from thee.
During the day | painted-8 big canvases in oil, and managed to make a sketorelibe lunch.

And in the evening, at night near the fire | was making drawings in coal. It was the time of the
enormous creative spirit.

In 1985 there was my fourth and ladstmpykperiod. | wishSavitskyhad seen works in
oil. | sold several works to éhMuseum, | kept some others with mwith them | joined the
Union of Artists where | was a member of the painting section of the association of young artists
before and almost became its chairman.

Recommendations to the Union of artists were given tbyrminterBazabay Serekeev
and scul ptor Jol dasbek Kuttymuratov. Revi ¢
Tashkent Central Showroom where each artist took the floor to tell about himself and show the
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works. Taldykin, Burmakin, Jalalov and othensamined them. Probably, they found it worthy
to see me among the numbers of their Union.

There was not any practical benefit from the membership in the Union of Artists in the
late eighties besides, that | could visit all exhibitions free of charge.tiémwas it necessary to
join the Union of Artists? Probably, to get recognition of the colleaguists and to obtain the
right to receive more money for the works. Membership in the Union of Artists allowed selling
works through art salons instead rofirkets and anywhere. But very few people were buying
paintings in the salons either. When | submitted my works to the salon in Nukus, were hanging
there for years, and the only thing bought there from me in 1992 or in 1993 by the Japanes
(Nakahatssan) vas ¢ The Tree Tr unk wiold ktuddgnt'seavork: A fel e n
abstract works were bought by a Dutch who collected products of Russiargasedfit he paid
10 dollars per each. Having compared these prices (two bottles of vodka for a picttlrédrwi
what Savitsky(at over 100 dollars at the exchange rate of those times), | have stopped delivering
my pictures to the.

Sincel993, and | ast time | sold several
societyo Foundat i obuya flat fos pyaedaughtet The fats that tinge ywere o
very cheap 3 thousand dollars. When the Fund closed, Alisher gratuitously returned me the
works though could not to return. In the 80s, Alisher studied painting at the Tashkent Theatrical
and Arts Instiute and, as | heard, painted interesting etudes going into the mountains with the
employees of the first centre of sociological researches in Central Asia that he established earl
90s

| returned to abstraction within suprematism, geometrigalgmic drection in painting
in 1983. | was pushed by the works of Kudryashov, the remarkable Rysssrger He had
worked as a VDM designer for many years, and when i@ the space epoch started in the
USSR, he recollected his young searches. His works hang on the second floor of an old building
of the Nukus Museum; there | got acquainted with them. First | painted abstractiardboard,
then on plywood.

I n Museumds restorat i olweswwirtkhs hsotpa tlu epsa i nit
Still-l i fe with the Venus -lifeithlthp tbjestseobthe Zaaadrianbceltg a n
Then | started painting the hugertrait of Sonina and the portrait of Elena Andreevna, the
manyyearold elderly matron of the Museum and failed to finish bdqiwhy | remember
unfinished or sold paintings? What happened to them and where are they now?)

In 1985 | have received a studio a decayed building that had no electricity, heating,
water was running from the roofs, and the corridor of the second floor fell onto the ground floor;
and thepaintes were struggling to their damp studios like shadows in the darkness risking to
curtdl their necks. In this tumbtdown studio | was rigidly and long painting a slilé with
white draperies against waterelons and flowers left after commemoration day eBteritsky s
death. The Museum bought the picture for decent money which | msédve foodstuffs for the
family for winter.

In the90s, | was painting small stilives with bread and vegetables in one of the studios
in the same workshops in the same broken building. | did not use the whitewash but tried tc
achieve the golden glowffect by applying instead of the whitewash canned strontium yellow
and cadmium vyellow. And the bread turned out to be gold precious! Then | also painted
vegetables, kumgans.

Almost all studios in that destroyed building were empty, onlyttweepaintes worked
there. Sometimes we drank after or instead of work in these studios. We spoke about Rembran

68 Exhibition of Economic Achievements, Moscow.
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and peered at the reproductions of his works, in each his touch and rejoiced when found th
finishing touch- pasy, light, powerful, expressive, and fuseto a precious light. Discussing

his works and justifying our poverty, we reminded each other that Remiali@adin poverty,
forgotten, and has been opened anew only almost in hundred years after death. And each of |
secretly dreamt not to remain urdam.

One day, | t o-ndaw that wds weny practical athathadists are at difficulty
now. She answered, that in the 60s, it was
the country and the power in it will be eternal and thélyalways needed by them. At the same
time translated "showterature" about unrecognized geniuses producing greatest creations in
poor attics flocked in. Then, like in the story with Cinderella, suddenly caithes and opened
the treasuresf artto the world, and so on.

These were the legends about Van Gogh, Gauguin, Lautrec, Manet angaiites.
The fishing rod of this great but legend caught generations of artists. Nowadays this legend i
dead. Collision with the bourgeois reality, witrettmarket" has shaken art as well as the fine
painterZilberman. He was creating surprising impressionistic canvases, but took a great interes
in naturalism during the last years, painted the ethnographic, small pictures very much "made'’
almost in the phim way- old Tashkent, old men, flat cakes, grapes, pomegranates and so forth.
After the Union disintegrated, merchants rushed in, bought up his works for as near as 50 dollar
per picture; he was very happy. But when left for Germany and saw there iheesold works
at the cost of thousands dollars, he was said to fall with an apoplexy! Yes, artists themselve
rarely succeed in trading their arts.

Books- my Friends and Treasures

How pleasant it is to touch and look through books! Books make my neaisute after
children and painting. They do not betray and always will be with you, teaching to retain courage
in all tests. My aspiration to books is explainable: | was sentenced to loneliness in the remote
province, but | was attentively watching heraesooks and saw reflexgnof the facets of my
life in them.

From the childhood | was surrounded with huge bookcases overcrowded with books.
When | was 5, Dad brought to me from Moscow my first book about lions,-ooldtred, with
glossy sheets. | lookeat the lines and moved my lips as if | was able to read.

| started reading before school. Nobody supervised my reading; | grew "wild" among the
books and followed them where they led me. How much I liked to sit at home in a corner near
the bookcase andlynge into the worlds of Jules Verne, Wells or in the adventures of the
Leather Stocking!

In the 60s, Sputniks started flying, Gagarin went into the orbit. And | was deeply read in
Bel yaev, Efremov | ooked at the nioglbhty <E£tf aresn
imagined that | myself was in this ship and was flying in the lifeless space. Already then | started
making compositions on the cosmic topics, to the impressions from Kudryashov's pictures.

After arrival from Nukus at the Tashkent boardsuipool | started reading of the Russian
classics. And fancy for books on western philosophy came during the student's géars
meditations on the inevitable retreat into emptiness, into nothing, into complete disappearance
Existentialism as the plosophy turned directly to the person, as a desperate attempt of love and
help to the suffering person is close to the total constitution of my soul and my reflex ion. Thus |
defined the selective writersHe s s e, M8r quez, Thomas Miaenn,
Helderlin, Du Faugh and other geniuses.
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We did not have access to the works of Sartre, Kierkegaard, and Camoes that time. | go
acquainted with them through rare <citation
already then, in the eighse, I coll ected the full set of
concerns the Bible that | studied through citations from the atheistic books. Then like an
"archeologist” | tried to restore in the mind the contents of the original books. What fa®sBec
without these scriptures, it is impossible to understand the history and essence of the Europes
and Russian culture and art.

| saw the Book of Booksthe Bible- for the first timewhen | was 17 years old at Nadya
Kosareva, more truly, at her aunt 0s, a | on
and the reproduction depicting Christ, app:
on painting was devoted to Nadyan a dark blue dress, with red tulips in hands. We spent days
and nights sated with sudden love and romanticism of the Cuban revolution. Our love shockec
the associates. | was at school yet. Nadya was six years older. It was the first woman whom
loved in an adult way, worshiped her. All was so stunning and unexpected, that even now it
seems to be a dream. We talked nights through, smoked cigars, listened to music. | finished th
portrait without her; she had left for Cuba to her husband. Since thee hbaseen her. Half a
year later | read all her letters; for some reason the whole pile of letters was delivered by mai
once at a time(lt happened when we were sitting in the cinema, Mitallyevich knew who
these letters were from but reproachedréading personal letters in public.)

For the second time | saw the Old Testament at Hardonogova. The third time | came
across the Bible published by the natieladdor union serving in the Northern Navy. Our big
antrs ubmar i ne shi p WebBes razdlashgrésomeana distributed ® sailors small
books with the thinnest papyri an paper. They gad both the Old and The New Testament. | rea
the book at the doctor's table in my ambulatory and made notes. The ship doctor saw my note
got awfully fightened andnformed zampolit’ The latter called for me and resented for my
unreliability: AWhat 6s that, you are a Kom
was not taken to a rourtde-world travel as a potential "dissident”. Since then alhehdiw, it
seems to me that studying of the religious doctrines is a penal crime.

| was copying the Bible into my net®oks until Arslan bought me the Protestant Synod
Bible with comments for 150 roubles in Moscow in the late eightidg. stepfather was
surprised and said that the most expensive book "Renoir" bought by him cost 40 roubles almos
enough for buying 10 kg of meat!

| wish | collected books during studentship although during those years it was possible to
buy fine editions, especially in thdéademknigd'; there were several of them in Tashkent. In
the 90s, they were closed and multiple second hand bookshops emerged; but their largest pe
were also closedlhe shop in thé\bay Street could not pay a very expensive rent. The shop in
the BeruniStreet, in the campus, the boakeller, a Russian girl took the maternity leave but has
not returned. She treated me well and helped to sell books from my library. The good
secondhand bookshop was opposite the "Panorama” cinema. | also handed margvéooks
there, but last year they were returned to me saying there were no buyers. Now my books ar
l' ying at Lenyads shop in Shota Rustavel.: $
elderly Uzbek works for him at the same shop as the seller. Twesing ago, he was the
grocery seller in Zavodskaya Street. | used to drop at this shop to drink 100 grams before
dinner/supper. He ran away from a grocery shop to a bookshop because in his words, book
trading are not a profitable but the quietest matter.

| also ran away from life into books, in monastic dogmatism, into searches of rest; in this
is both my pleasure and tragedy of the lo3dre pessimism in anticipation of persosealf
affirmation appeared to be stronger than acquired knowledge. Howeigenot necessary to
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look for justifications; all can be explained and justified being pitiful to you. And all evils begin
with selfpity and seHjustification of notactivity.

But, my God, what poverty my Mum and my family experienced when | have been keen
on the purchases of books! Once, | have shown her the allpanterPerov being proud of my
purchase; she looked through reproductions and started crying. has begunTbegrhave
reminded her of something in her childhood.

¢ Rdina - Urodinaé®

Books did not only help me to run away from life, but also to make friends with the
similar Arunawayso i nt-myfieodddnga. (he wasoven@0.in la@n e
90s); | often visited him to exchange books or look at the photos from his family archive. |
helped to write on the backs of the pictures names of their characters that were described by h
aged mother Nina Ivanovna. The entire history of the countryefilested in the history of their
family as well as in the family histories of many of my friends. Meanwhile, | will tell you about
Jenyabs family in photos and stories of his

Jenyads Grandfather Eugene af legsrHetebewedd ap
a very good pension, and the family was not in need. Speaking about this pension, Ning

l vanovna recollected his fatheroés friend, ¢
taken a prisoner of war eeid novoread} bt pobtaoes arer s
avail able every dayo, and a fhimself awarded bim witha g |
good pension, and he lived withoutneed. t hought t hat ti me, recc
Janabayaga, their aul andhé guy, footless after the war of 192945 that the attitude to the

invalids in the tsaristds and Soviet times

Jenyaodos f at her u., Vibrkedtas aybodRkeeper inSterlitantak, ran from
the reprisals of the 30s in remote town of Turtkul lost between the déskyizyl Kum and
KaraKum. Jenya recalled how he went whenlwasme t |
child. After thefilm, in the squargover the loudspeakdre hear d Mol ot ov 6s
beginning of the Great Patriotic War. When he came home, the neighboring males had alread
gat hered and were drinking sayi ng fraahe ftdnty e t
heavily wounded and started working a bookkeeper like before the war; he was arrested fo
managing fAthe bl ack calfyear;detehtion andadied iprison ine n c ¢
Tashkent failing to wait f osdeath (Reneemberng hiny, o
Nina Ivanovna, for some reason, was every time saying that he had thin haihexetbre,
shovehis head.)

Konstantin, Dmitrys. 6 s  bwae Hidmg durjng the civil war both from the white, and
from the redn Siberig he dd not want to fight, but nevertheless turned out to be with the white
and then went missing. In the photo, Konstantin, probably, a lieutenant is with the Geusge
on his chest, with a sabre and a holster on a sword belt.

Elizabeth, Dmitrys. 6ister,died of cholera in the 20s; before the revolution she worked
as a teacher. Her photo of a young beautiful girl shot together with friend had the inscription,
AOn the day of graduation from the gymnasi
eyes

Jeny® s grandfather from mot hwarkédas slerkchiethe | v
skinnery in Sterlitamak-e saved some money and pleddghe bill to build a house. During the
civil war, he also hid from mobilization to both the white and the red arifé®=n Ivan was

69¢The Home Landt he Ugly Lande. From the song of a rock ba
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reading books at nighthis wife sometimes woke up from his sighs and crying. He explained his
grief by the appealingness of the book. (Sabiblical simplicity.)

lvan Mitrofanovich elder son, Volodya, perisheat the age ofl5: he was killed by an
eighteenyear companion in a quarrel concerned with sharing guetder berry sites. Parents of
the murderer tried to hide a corpse, dragged him up to the river and covered with tfialleimnd
treesin order todrop the body intdhe Belaya River at nighBut Ivan Mitrofanovich found the
body of his firstborn earlieron the same night othe horsestogetherwith a police supervisor
and dogs the bullet passed through the heart.

After Volodya, Ivan Mitrofanovich got four daugdrs - Alexandra, Maria, Nina and
Evdokia. When Alexandra was baptized, the priest wanted to namEyb&la the father ha
revolted and threatened to leave her unbaptized if she wergiveat the sweehame of
Alexandra. lvan was a ndelieverbut underthe pressure of his wife attended the church not to
set fa bad exampleo for his daughters.

Alexandral . was the most beautiful among the sisters. In the 30s she losyeasidd
daughter from meningitis; and her son despite suasions of the father, leeturer Danilov,
went to serve in the Navy in ordenter the institute after service. He perished on the third day of
the war on the Baltics. When Alexandra knew about it, she rani ,mhd was wandering along
the streets looking for the lost juvendenandcalling him back

Maria M. married Michael, a chapelaster. During the war of 445, he was taken
prisoner of war by the Germans, ran awayd was with thepartisansin the mountains of
Yugoslavia; he froze his feet and suffered from the pain in them dingrigpd weather. He died
after war. His heart failed to endure daily threats of the expected arrest for being the prisoner o
war. When he yet was alive, Maria bohim a daughter, a very beautiful githter onshe
married a pilot and gave birth tos o n . Daughterds husband damac¢
was sent on the beggarly disability pension; he got frozen in a snowdrift after the next hard
drinking.

Evdokiawas born in 1906 and lived in Sterlitamak. Her son in the early childabthce
age of10 had to go working tat the military plant to receive the higher portion of bread as a
maleworker and feed his mother. The heavy work leaned him and the lragshgrown.

After the death of her husband Dmitfyina Ivanovna remained with the tgearold
Jenya and eighfearold Volodya but managed to raise them and give them the engineering
education. Jenya became a good engineer and retired in B@®1havesuch a small pension
that theyarehardly available for scare food and medicines.

Nowadays, Nina lvanovna is 87 years old. Jenya suffers from her psychological insanity
that was insignificant in youth and is strengthening now. | also see this, when duringxt
meeting she cares me on the head and says with surprise that she has never met me. But |
memory about the far off past is excellent judgingh®/detailed stories about the relatives. Her
writing is very literate, and she even writes hersedffrespondthg with her sister andriends
from youth.

Nina Ivanovna isso much tortured the pain in her feet that she constantly shouts from it
and callsfor her son to helerto get up and go somewhere; therefore, Jenya cannot leave he
alone for a longite. One day, we were sitting with Jenya watclarigotball matchand heard a
dull blow on the floor. We went to see what had happened: hipaedfyzed mother fell down
from the bed, overturned a night pot and got smeared in contentsa dbnged andeat hershe
shouted as a wounded bird. | tried to help but Jenya refused and | left.

In 1994, 70yearold Jenya buried his 9¢earold mother who was at last taken by the
God. His younger brother Volodya took Jenya to Tyumen. That time we stood antheftbis
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mother, atSavitskyp s  tawndpested forever. While parting, | presented Jenya with the picture
CAn Autumnlandscapeeée and a coupl and lovbs hhppyottkatscouldH e
make him happy. He now suffers from pains in his feet like his late mother and lives without a
family and children. All his life has passed in service to the country and people.

Jenyau., Alexei Kvon, A.Goldrey Venya (who mae a hariri to himself after the
intolerable insult) and many othersGreat and Unknown generations of sincere and-poué
boys that have carried by belief in honor, in good, in the height of human relations through their
lives and, thus, managed tave their Dignity and Soul.Probably, they died in time, they
would not have accepted today's time, and the time would not accept them already.

When | was looking through the photos and listened to Nina Ivanovna' stories, | thought
that the horror wouldhave captured the country if destinies and archives of millions unknown
people became known! The "happiest" society appeared to be a bloody mess of the guarde:
guardians and informers, deceivers and deceived, bosses and sefvamsbirth and to the
cemetery.

Onceloratedii 1 t i s a pity that Satan came as (¢
grinder of Spwistyblidd.ed | Butr esponded, Afabout |
perused up and down the cellars and killed by the Bolshevike n t hey wer e cry

Everything is interconnected, both the present time and the past horror. | see, how the
country is disintegrated, how communists are coiling within "perestroika" in order to retain the
money andgoower. However, there are no communists at all already, and there is the KGB in the
cover of the CPSU and the "purgatory” of the VLKSM to let the careerists into gorged paradise.
During 70 years of power, their hearts and brains puffed up with fat;ttendligher the
"communist” the fatterdi s . ¢cWe all c o me ftoug but vi@arte frdmetire e ,
different tribes with them.

The people trust neither ti@&PSU nor the state because the party does not repent an iota
but put the fault on the ldars- Stalin, Beria, Khrushchev and other rascals. | am amazed by the
similarity of their evil deeds with the acts of Nero, Caligula and Tiberius. But the communists
have far surpassed them. The Roman tyrants though not for long were endured andesbon kill
And our '"Tsars$ reigned for decades, keeping people in humiliation under the cheerful music of
marches. "Leaders" have only chamgthe signboards "Ts ar " General Secfetary” or
A Pr es,i"Rekogradd for "Leningrada nd A Sai nt, "Risgian &mmprdy’ dor 'Jlie
USSR"and again to "Russian Empirghe 'People” forthe slaveshumiliated with a residence
permit in a gianGosLad’. In what world will my children live? | am worried about them.

| imagined my protest against this stateelf-burning in the Red Squampposite the
Moscow Kremlin As usual there wa®d much enthusiasm aedstlesbuilt in the air

THE GRAND OLD MAN

The one who hasnceseen the volcano eruption must describe wigahas seen. The
same concernSavitsky | should have taken notes of him and of everything

About ten years ago Arslan brought a journalist that arrived from France and among other
affairs wished to interview me aboBavitskya |l | egedl y c¢pirmmdsii hgr § ®
tried to fAseduce"” me in this way). When t|
course. But | could not speculate eitherSavitskys glory, or the reflexion of his fame on me,
no for the sake of "dollar" payment for the may of the Grand Old Man! And what | could
then say if | have not collected memoirs about him even for myself.

70 State Concentration Camp.
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The day before yesterday | saw a dreaigor Vitalyevich lies on a hospital cot in a
sweated oldody stockingsl changed his clothes. Heyes were closed. The light has suddenly
gone out . And he asked me: CEdi k, switch c
without opening his eyeslis face seemed to be the same like during the last years of his life
the sunken mouth and wikles on the high forehead. | switched on the lights, but the bulbs
hardly glowed and faded. He demandeahd the bulbs gradually began to shine brighter and
brighter. | told him about this, and without opening his eyes, he said thas$ all the sameadk
to him. | woke up and started thinking what that dream could mean?

| went to Olgd"' and asked what this dram could mean. She answered that the dream
meant that | should write my memaoirs about hi®avitskys soul demands it. The soul that fills
and maes anyone during the lifetime leaves him/her dftedeath in order to visit the alive and
remind them of hirtherself.

Therefore | started writing quieting my
thanksGod:it was the time for it to be laghed.

If to consider the Teacher to be the Father (spiritual) as | consi8exétskyto be, then

he is somewhat the "grandson"pafinterSerov becausgainterU|l y a n o v favdditepumily 0 s
was the "FatherT the Teacher oBavitsky and I, in my turn, will dare to consider myself
Ulyanov's "grandson” and the "gregandson” of Serov.

I write about Ul yanov because once r1eac
fascinated me by Ulyanov's love to the Teacher. Something similésolsae ina small
masterpiece of I|Isikava Takuboku AThe Diary
of the text. These small books by Ulyanov arekuboku exemplifyfor me perfection and
sample memoirs on the Teacher.

When | worked and livedear Savitsky mentally | understootlis greatness, but could
not feel it by heart b e c-afiraton mfinearby kvingwithua h 06
small native man sick, hunched, toothless, dressed in the worn out boots and shabby clothes.
Besides that, he was always well aware of his significance and value without showangd off
being the Confessor for all of ismus eumbés empl oyees and artis
and loving usWe talked over this with Kvon, with Kuttymuratov, twiSveta Turutina, Valya

71Br ot her 6s wi f e.
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SychevaandLarisa Shtogrina always starts crying as soon we start talking abousauitsky
gently reprimanded her more often than others. Apparently comes the time when we begin mor:
and more sharply feeling whom we have lost.

Probably, something of the following has been published by now, but by omitting
anything, | risk to miss something unknown that is why | will begin with Igor's childhood.

|l gor 6 f at her wlknewn philodogissscientisoffom kiev.vOadSavitsky
said that his father took to bottle in Igor's early childhood and left him with his Mother alone in
Moscow. Since therBavitsky disgusted alcohol throughout his life, but felt compassion to
drinkers. Occasionally, he allowed himself taking onlydheated wine.

One of his most early memoirs of pastolutionary Moscow was the first days of NEP.
l gor then ran into the room from the streefl
Igor Vitalyevich told us how he and his mother were managing on one rouble a day, and even &
trip by tram was causing a sustainable gap in their budget. One God knows how they managed

survive during those years! That f amiwhee i s
people are taking away corpses of the fallen horses. Great Zoshchenko also edehison
period of life in Russia sayingiO h , how much we starved; br e

landlady in Beshagach said that in 1932, in Tashkent, every dagftdresKazakh corpses were
collected and taken out from the square near the Mukimi theaten, women, children that

died from hunger. And theni Br ead has ¢ ome!l thBtwaséthd walg hosv c o
happiness came!

Jews consider only those to be evJwho was born by the Jewish mother. Therefore
|l gor6s mother, apparentl vy, was the Jew bec
trimming ritual (circumcision). BuSavitskyhimself ha never spoken about his origin and the
Jewsbeing perfectly avare of the Jewish environment and culture; he mocked at their strict
following of the Judaic traditions. For exampé,Falk who laughedat himself telling us that
once he arrived in Vienna where his parents lived; they ate only kosher meat and netther fr
nor vegetableOn a visit leing tired of meatheate the whole pack of bitter almonds making his
stomach suffer.

Talking aboutthe Jews, he was scolding them as much as the Russians mentioning that
during the postevolutionary years when the Russawere in frenzy to each other in the
fratricidal war, the Jews recognized the new power as freedom from residence qualification anc
provision of the access to higher education. Then they filled higher educational institutions and
consequently constitutethe core of technical, scientific, medical and antglligentsiain the
USSR.

The Russian arts critic Galeev recently visited Tashkent on his way from Nukus; he was
collecting data for the book abo8avitsky Arslan took me to meet him at the apartmafnthe
famous art historian Irina Bogasiskaya who showed the whole shelf of catalogues of pictures
of earlier unknown artists that Galeleaddiscovered to the world. We touched upon the topic of
reprisals, the role of Jews in art. In passing, | meeti@avitskys attitude tahe Jews. Arslan
remarked that this was the usual attitude of a Jelash Russian intellectual like Guberman.

A year ago Arslan and his wifgainter Olga took me to see a nice film about the
Museum and abouavitsky t he fi Il m was shot with the st
Nukus Mus e umo Savitskgwaluetl &and pumlzaged Olga's works regretting that she
ddnot work much as Atyrant Arslan does not

Marinika and other admirers of the Museum shared impressions about the film. After the
film, Arslan boiled over telling me that the film presethée ver yt hing in the 0
presengd the Artists of the Museum as victims of the Soviet regime, aadrhseuni as the
saviourof their creativity. And after all90% destinies of thse artists were more or less trouble
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free, for example the same "formalists”, Ulyanov, Falk or Stavrq\eky added that, for some
reason, in the West they do not shoot &ilabout unknown artists and their pictures of the times
of the French and English revolutions and after them.

| thought that though the museum was establishedttéthelp of and in the times of the
communists, these were not communists but already dketSprote"bourgeois”. Moreover |
thought that the art that comes to the politiciagsitself becomes the powerful art (Guttuzo,
Courbet) but when the politics interferes with arts both turn out to be disgusting.

| do not remember what | responded tslan but we camep to the agreement that both
the films and destinies @avitskyand of the artists had been shown in the film. In conclusion,
we joked that the word fAdeserto in the filr
as ¢ d ¢dslisaey) ancthe delicacy should be praised and not put down.

Speaking about the Artists, victims of the Soviet tinga/itskybitterly noticed that the
artists rather often informed tHeKWD and KGB against each other. This was done both
anonymously or not publicly, in written statements to "competent” bodies, and directly in open
debates and publications where they highlighted their adherence to communism/socialism an
disloyalty to their rival colleagues.

Yes, any Artist is great, butldatle man in him happens to be weak in his aspiration to
survive at the feeding trough of the powers by voluntamilynvoluntarily sending "competitor"
to the camps for long years, or plunging him into poverty.

After watching the film, | wished to salut havehesitated anétept silent that Savitsky
occupia anhonorable placamong such travelers like Athanasius Nikilike Roerich with his
sons and wife Elena, like the whdi@ in the momentum of Russia towards the great East.
Moreover Igor Vitdyevich was not only the collector of pictures awdts presented irthe film,
but also the finest Russian painter of the East like the great Artists Paul Kuznetsov, Martiros
Saryan, Kuzma Petrevodkin, Istomin, Falk, Favorsky and others.

Savitsky, The Painter
Savitskys painting is grandiose asi& not lost in the bulks of any halike it happered

in Moscow, in Pushkin Museunvhen ithoused the exhibition ddavitskyp s wor k s . Th
Marini ka wondered and qui t &, his picduces arerhogdestnbatt i
they have not been |l ost heree.

Somewhere | came across the Taoist idea that the greatest art bordersast) aon
artlessness, on meekness and deep modesty, and recollected Elmira Gazieva that once told n
¢c Your pookeceramoreaklikesavitsky s pi cturese. She probabl
the epic works of Rybnikov, Volkov, Michael Ksenofontovicand Tansykbaev. Yes, in their
contextSavitskylooks to be in love with nature and very exactly reflect the slightest play of light
and form. It is the love to accuracy that Elmira catiecbrding And they also senedto be like
this to mein my youth. IndeedSavitskys paintingis an improbable awracy in love to nature,
and here lies the beauty of art in general. It is easy to dream of color and fisrratHer easily
done;it is very easy to deceive and to get deceived. But you will not deceive when in sincere
love, and you will not be decead yourself.

Savitskyhas developed as tipainterduring the prewar years. It was the ARRAtime.
He studied art under Istomin, under Ulyanov and under Falk. Gmamy presencéne was
reading artist | st omi n6s b oremarkedfthattwhile studyenty i ¢

72 Sokolov.
73 Assocation of Russian Revolutionary Artists.
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under Istomin he did not hearwhat Istomin had written in his books. And Igdritalyevich
regretted (in vain, in my opinion) that hedhaot been sufficientlytrained todrawing although
studied it under fine masters of drawing. Thennbéced that drawing neverthelessuld be
leaesmbut it was more i mportant to become the
only to that what makes a p&ér the artist Personalieso.

A precedent and reliance on the predecessors is important iBaatskyp s f av or
Painter Alexander Andreevich Ivanov, the creator of the greassian evangelistic picture
AChristophanyo was oSadtskylh pattidular,Sgvitskeyldvedh\easog'so r s
preparatory sketches for this picturelandscapes of Roman Campania and the Neapolitan
landscapesSavitskys a i d Aln these | andscapes, Il vano
lovingly following it. He painted sketches in a Hawhite paper slightly pasted with the fish
glue. He used oil paints, but they were liquid, notyiast

He recollected Ivanov's panoramic landscapes and paigthonself similar landscapes
sized 10 cm by 100 cm thgtainterAlvina Shpade playfully callé "macaroni”. Looking at the
far off KaratauMountains Savitskyspoke about Ivanov's Italian preparatory studies to his great
picture AChristophanyo and repeated, it
simultaneously great arto.

Only two Savitsky's pictures remind of early painting KarakalpakstanOne of them is
painted in style of small Dutch masters. This fine and masterful work depicts the interior of the
pantry with edibles, sacks, pumpkins and vegetables. And the second picture, alsocolat,
depicts the yuff standing inside a court yard.

He painted exclusively on the factory canvases pasted on the cardboard specially
prepared for him in Moscow and was complaining that he turned out to be far from Moscow
stretchers and canvases. Sometimes he pasted canvas on the cardboard and dilpmettit pre
for painting as he strained after durability of pictures storage. By touch his pictures are
abundantly covered by the smooth varnish Satitskycarefully polished with pumice, sand or
thin emery paper to the nacreous luster. And when we weskatchesand he saw my canvases
and cardboards, he reproached me for their negligent preparation.

PostMoscow picturs of Savitskyare arranged by series. First, landscapes and kinds of
castles, fortresses and sites of settlements of Ancient KhoreantHeotimes of his participation
in the Khorezmarcheological excavatiorexpedition. It is the largest series of pictures. In them
Savitsky aspired to embody scientificallgnd accurately the beauty of the sites of ancient
settlements and castles of Angi&kKhorezm that had been buried under the golden sands of the
desert after Genghis Khanés destructive inv

Savitskyloved to paint different types of deserts witte silhouettes ofthe medieval
castles and sites of the ancient settlements on tfieohpbushes tamarisk and saX3uand the
early spring desert turning into green and blossoming. He often compared coloring of
Karakalpakstamvith the coloring and nature of Spain, also sandy and dry.

At the beginning of the fifties, wheBavitskycame toKarakalpakstarior the first time,
he chose for himself the modest, ingenuous and sincere following of nature. He was happy t«
discover abundance of the sun, submissive beauty of the desert and the same submissive a
simple soul of the Karakalpakhat he had made out in the fine coloration of their embroideries.

That time, he admitted that former painting skills of his Moscow period became
unsuitablethere. AndSavitskyas the Artist performed a deed. He had dramatically changed the
palette of ctors, and in a root has broken the former style. | imagine how difficult it was for him

74 Felt dwelling of nomads.
75A large bush in a desert.
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to reverse himself from a strong classicist lacquer painting into an impressionispdrotar
Laktionovds styl e of Saatskyhad threvhoutrdalkapaintsahthe As
Moscow period from his palette and had burst into impressions of light and color of the Asian
desert. And out of all impressionistSavitskyhad valued the most modest and finest painter
Alfred Sisley.

ThenSavitskystarted to paitrural landscapes dfarakalpakstan roads, trees and fields.
They are very carefully and masterfully painted the fine details complying in style and
performance. But there are not many of them.

Then,Savitskypainted views of the Nukus lawns to flowsds. And a touching picture
among them children under trees in a kindergarten.

Then Savitskypainted a series of landscapes depicting cane houses, canals and lakes i
the mouth of the Amu Darya and Kazakdarya.

Then there isan independently standing $es of pictures with the view of the ancient
Khiva (Ichanrkala that until now exists as a towmuseum). Among these pictures there are
views of Khiva from the roof of the house in which he rented a room from a local dRsakal

Speaking about the Karakalpakture, he said that both in Tashkent and in Samarkand
the nature is beautiful. But is different. Everything inKarakalpakstans finer and chamber
like. Speaking about Ichakala, we recollected the old Bukhara and the old Samarkand. And |
told him that yet in 1968 he found the bazaar whiheaps of hay and straw, donkeys, sheep
and camels in the very centre of the old BukhareatKalon minaret. Ark andEmi r 6 s p al
were built of ancient pahsd@he city seemed to harden asleep in centuries and the young life
boiling up among the ancient monuments only highlighted its antiquitst filme Savitsky
bitterly told me that ancie¢ Bukhara had been destroyed and abolishix it is the dead
scenery of former beauty, poetry of the lively medieval city with the old quarter of the Bukhara
Jews living there since the times of the Babylonian capture in the sixth century B.C. and which
had moved to the remote outskirts of the Persian Empire under tsarina Esfer.

Saying, that the ancient city had been destrogavitsky meant, that the destruction
began with the exile of Bukhara Emir to Afghanistanthe Bolsheviks. Hesaid that being
evacuated to Bukhara during the wartists found Bukhara as a city from the fairy tdiesn
¢cThe Thousand and One Night e. T Wrak'spictue-dtheo f
young townswoman against a Suzani tBavitskypainted ngt to Fdk. Savitskytold us how
difficult it wasto find a woman to pause to the artists in that Muslim Bukhara.

When | once asked Igovitalyevich what Falk was like in communication, if he was
proud?Savitskyanswered me that any Artist perfectly knows histtvand puts himself higher
his contemporary colleagues. Bdavitskyhighly appreciated Falk as goainter But Falk that
time in Bukhara scornfully spoke abof8avitskys gift of painting and even about his lack of
talent. But each artist has his own voice and mel8dyitskyhas left such melody in painting.

| recalled how in 1980 year, on the eve of the New Year, | was at the studio of the known
artist Slava AhunovAs they considered me to Bawvitskp s pupi |, t hey bega
Barod yr Jal al ov t hought f uThdBlossanig Desebtly &avitskyis s ma
hanging on view on the second floor in the Tashkent Museum of Arts. It depicts awsbl b
shade under the bushes in the foreground, and a piece of sky is seen above the bushes. T
painting is fine and very gentle. And Balyr said that he so much admired this sr8alitskys
sketchand so highly appreciated that put it above many gndiose academic and ceremonial
pictures of the Tashkent Museum of Arts. He called this sketch of the desert ingenious
l yricism and beauty. Both Jal al ov 6 Savislgd i c a

76 An old or highly respected man.
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sketch amazed me. After all, artists Uuguaeat works of their colleagues zealously and seldom
admire with them.

AUp Yards and-NbwHer Tehouosvd & e f'e 0

Perhaps, | will echo that is already known, but I will write, tBavitskycollected works
cin household detoure of the artists and/
collection after the lessons of ethnographer Tatyana Zhdanov in household gathering of items c
the nationalkpplied art of the Karakalpaks. Havingassed the importance of this collection for
cultural history of the people, the leaders decided to establish the museum of applied arts c
KarakalpakstanSavitskyst art ed gat hering Museumbés <col |
items; he was buying wks of the artists at his own risk using the funds allocated for purchases
of objects of the national applied arts.

The first thing thaBavitskyhad doné he collected almost all most valuable paintings of
Uzbekistan artists of the 2@®s in his Nukus. First of all these were the work#\lefxander
Volkov, almost all worksof Michael Kurzin, early works of Ural Tansykbaev, Podkovyrov,
Nikolaev UstoMumin), early Ufimtsev, Elena Ludvigovna Korgvaand Karakhan. Then,
having made a start from their Russian roots, he started collecting works of the Russiar
forgotten, unrecognized or not “"pushy" artists of the first half of the twentieth century.
Consultations of artist Irina ZhdanKband her husbangainter Kramarenko helped witlhe
gatheringof the collection of these pictures by directihgm to those or other artists or to their
successors from who®avitskywent further.

There was a peculiar feature$avitskyp s ¢ onlofl pietaresii he aspired to collectlal
works of the artist to show him retrospectively, and, most important, starting from the early years
of his creativity He always repeated, that a museum is nedtheexhibition nor a warehouse, but
a scientific institution where artists, scierm#ics, historians must study the life and creativity
of artists not at the peak of fammyt from the first works and in the subsequent development as
a part of the devepment of the culture of the people.

Igor Vitalyevich was telling us about the artists whose works he collected not only as
about artists but also as about common people.

When speaking about his teachefwithUdifigudyn ov ,
breathing, his lungs began to failg t h e éAdf tha gseattultured dr aws excel | e
reak aristocrat- in the best sense of this wokl . There is integrit¢ and purposefulneds
in him despite the hardshis During evacuatiod to Samarkanél , he suffered an asthig
wasunable to mak& a step without nitroglycerine; he took loviéngcare of his insane wifé,

Anna Semyonovie Nowadays, t he par €& was inhddited/ bynkira 6 s
Kiselevé¢ f r om Ul yanovbs Var v arsiater. Y smysedyv stumiednuader h i
Ul yanov and under that é Fal ko.

With delight Igor Vitalyevich spoke about Redko and mentioned that he left for France in
1926, returned in 1936936, was excluded from the Artis
accusehi m of studying "bourgeoisie arte in Fr.

77 Reminiscence of the folk song

7Zhdanko sisters are remar kably descrrdbBingnb, Iing, V. Ger
Tatjana. Reconstruction of the Myth. Histepoh i | osophi ¢ Triptycho. http:// myt
germanovsestryzhdankeerminiyairina-tatyanaistoriosofskiftriptih-ili -dekonstruktsiyamifa/
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Once IgorVitalyevicht ook me to the meeting with t
touched, kissed each other and shed a few teatise astonishment, | looked at the dry clusters
of gr apes studio, &hd hiswtideve (Wstbsu mi ndés si ster by the
Nikolaev) told us that Ufimtsev hanged grapes all over the studio and replaced them with the
new ones when they drieBhe also told us how she was sitting (if accidentally?) on shalu
route of Ufimtsev to sketches and thought of who appears first that @lld get married to.

And this happened.

Despite Savitskys asceticism in relation to life and art, almost an anecdotal example
speaks about the width of his views. During tharmeiation of artist Stavrovsky heritage we
were showed the folder with the erotic drawings. These were drawings of the unbridled rural
orgies. Savitskysaid that it was impossible to show those drawings to anyone but they were
made with such a great mastaip that it is necessary to purchase them for the Museum. He hid
the drawings, but the staff of the museum its female component, surely, studied them, of course
not only with the scientific interest.

Savitskyalso spoke about Kurzin whom | should haveegi half of my live in order to
write the book and since the student years had been collecting data about him. Probably whe
our studenmat e Anna after our groupds departure
was important for someone toiwt e Kur zindés biography and r
¢cKurzin | ike other artists painted portrai:
Acceptance commi ssion included the i mportat
most haughty and "competent” reprimanded for the wrong color of hair. Kurzin sharply
responded that everyone should mind his own business, and it will be better not to paint at al
instead of painting on orders. That man put this statement into the minutéslaofovs A L e a
portraits should not be painted at all 1o
(threatening by the arrest) the wikeliown, but deceased now artists énds ., that is why | do

not give here their full names), to sign it, keai d wi t h deri si on, A t
completely their names, and has told withjeerL et Kur zin now mind Ahj
camp. 0

Il n particul ar, I Atook a strong |likingo

younger brotheWitya at one of the confinement in Navoi. We saw Vitya. We spent twenty four
hours in a room of appointments; he did not sleep for an hour. Mum suffered, Vitya suffered, |
suffered, and we all had to keep ourselves in check not to upset each other. Wetwmeirey

back by the night bus "Bukhatukus" via the KyzylKkum. Mother fell asleep in tears on my
shoulder. Oh, these painful visits to Vitya with mother or Arslan! Black columns of prisoners
trudging to the black shops, horror that still oppressesver now.

Kurzinds destiny is tragic because of h
the history of arts there is no other case when the ingenious artist was pulled out from creativit
for 19 years by the state.

Savitskyregretted that Kurmi could not hold his tongue. He or Alvina Shpade told why
and what for Michael Kurzin was arrested and condemned for the first time. At one of the
exhibitions Kurzin drank too much and decl

out his Jewishrsi vel s é. Whet her for this reason or
Athe I mperialistic spyo. I ndeed, Kurzin wa:
arrest Kurzin was provided by his mastsene e

civil war. And when he was sentenced to the settlement in Bukhara after that case with the
portrait of one of the "leaders", he was added 10 more years of imprisonment. Including his
speech in the bazaar when he heavily drunk after the rexdaicat the Artists Union, urged the

wondering crowd of Muslims in the bazaar to
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am not going to struggle for socialism which will not be providing freedoms, even the bourgeois
oneso.

When | was in th&@ashkent Museum of Arts, | saw several works of Kurzin, but for no
reason without labels with their surname. Kurzin is likely to be ignored yet. Has the monograph
been written about him? By the way, M. V. l
one reproduction by Kurzin and no word about him. And after all, Kurzin was one of the
founders of the Union of Artists of Uzbekistan. However, it is probably that the Soviet
censorship did not let mentioning of Kurzin.

If someone starts writing the book el t Kurzinds creativity,
periods and following them to structure the book. The first period before the penal servitude
works in oil and gouache. Such-hpasedj ngThei
t he Ne wwnvary boldhdas well as the drawiiigT he Por trait of the
period, on penal servitudepictures "Emigrants”, "Poets", "Bazaar". And the third period after
penal servitude still-lives and portraits. All works are painted very vigodgua la prima, with
the divine sensation of colet he pi ctures f#AFl at cakes", "Se
rest, enlightenment and a slight gr tiee$§are De s
cheerful. Very few artists depictedea, fruits, and vegetables with such desire. And this is
clear, after a scanty ration of the zone.

Kurzinds works of-19%%2) | adrev epyesr i torde nfeln9dsct
Still-l'i fe with a Breamo), and t heomemfromrhadldt s ¢
Pe o p IHeu8es love to people that were not spared by the time. (I wish we could find that
house for the old people, maybe, its employees remember something about Kurzin or retaine
some of its works).

Savitskywas buying works of modern artists, but rarely. On the eve of one of the New
Years | was in the studio of the artist Slava Ahunov, there was am@Nn sculptor Damir
Ruzybaev and a painter Bahodyr Jalalov. Bahodyr was painting a sketch on a smatrcdardb
Slava jingled the banjo which he used to play once at the restaurants in Russia under the ja:
records. Jal al eblué kwas bhaset anla fine pencil drawing/bg Ahunov, a dog
in a night court yard with puppies at the udder. In aeylSavitskyappeared in the studio. He
came to Tashkent on business, dropped at my home and was told where to faditskythen
saw Sl ava Ahunovds drawings and bought t hen

Damir Ruzybaev was in the same studnd entreate8avitskyto pose for him. We all
went to Damirodéds studi o decor at-@ids invthetndtional, h u
bright red dresses. During two hours Damir powerfully and expressively mo8alatskys
head in grey chamottghile Savitskysimply stood and briskly talked to someone. Then Damir

cast this head in bronze, it is now in the exposition of the Nukus Museum.

Damir Ruzybaev was the Benkov Art School
Volkov. Why did | recollet Sasha Volkov? Sasha made the monument to artist Saipov,
Savitskp s fri end. Sai povds bust hol ding a pal
meet the rising sun and the boy made by RuzybaeSamitskys tomb sees off the sun to the
West.

The artists were proud of Kdipay Saipov as he was the first Karakalpakstan artist and
also because the government allocated to him the car to purchase; that times it was a high
recognition than an order.

Unfortunately Saipov died in this car in an accidérhe funeral procession stretched
along almost the entire Kalinin Street. It was late autumn. The weather was sad and cloudy
Savitskywent in crowd sadly bending the head. Saipov like Volik Volkov was on ttstenime
basis withSavitsky as well as sculptors Atabaev and Kuttymuratov and nobody else as far as |
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rememberSavitskys relation to Saipov like to the friend aodlleague can be explained by the
fact that Igor Vitalyevich could not say a word in Karakalpak, but learnt to saywwvds,
AKdogyb ar 1Baviskyof t en asked Saippbowés bajkte Kawmer?

In the midseventiesSavitskybought the works of modern paintergladimir Burmakin,
Eugeny Melnikov, Jury Taldykin and some works of senior Zilbernian. then, when the
Museum started facing financial difficulties, he regretted that he had bought too many of their
works. Yes, these works go beyond the concept of the Nukus Museum, and | do not remembe
that they were put on a museum exposition. Nevisgeand in my opinion to&avitskywas
not mistaken these artists represent a special stage in the Uzbekistan painting of the sixties
years as an analogue of the "severe styleo
understanding theogic of the history of painting in Uzbekistan. These works possess power,
brutality and mannerism that the Nukus Museum lacked in its collection. Perhaps, someone els
will collect the works of the forgotten artists of Uzbekistan of th&66€ years and,agpticularl
of the 90s years, and will create something like the Museum of Arts of the second half of the 20
century that will add the Nukus collection of pictures of the artists, but dirshéalf of the 28
century.

While choosing the picturessavitsky paid little attention to the tossing of artists in

search of the form because was | ooking for
traditions. He constantly inspired me that new generations of artists are torn off from the
centuryodroot s of cul ture; that is why they oft

their predecessors in the museums and further creation of their own, new and significant works
As for the lack of culture, he also often and persistently repeatea tthie airtists in Nukus and
caused their annoyance at times. Nevertheless, they gathered in the 50s and 60s years at a ne'
open Museum, arranged nature, drew and communicated SHwiskyalready asserted and not
dreamed that his Museum would raise Kerakalpak art and culture high, but, of course, not
rapidly as the culture and mastership should be cultivated from generation to generation, an
exemplified the Karakalpak masters and skilled female workers of the applied arts.

Savitskywas skeptical ahd modern painting and considered that nowadays paintings
were quite often made in the style of the3® years, but it is insincere, that is why it is false.
He said, AThe Artist should address to the
of living in the c¢clouds of ¢fabricated phi
this giving a reverse example of the works of the Karakalpak artists, works of the forgotten
Nukus artist Petropaviovi He has a vi t al mscreaingKkine thengsdHeish a
very good artist, but he is drinking now,
Ut eghenov, Khudai bergenov, Serekeev and Eri
their pictures. He looked at the works thie Karakalpak artists from the point of view of
expression of Karakalpakstan only, its natu
things can happen anywhere é i n Ka&dkapakstad,, i n

| do not want, but | will recollect that wheBavitskywas saying that, a boring type of
man with bulging glimmering pink |lips and
approached him. | am writing about this just to underline the striking contrast besweel
Savitskyconcerned with the attitude of collectors to art, to artists and to the personal glory. This
man was drilling the pictures at the wall with his eyes; the pictures were brought by artists for
museum procurements. When that man left, Igor Vitalyevich shvaied h me , AHe as
works of the amateur ?! Karakal pak artists f
Later on | knew it was . that had not found himself in a literary field and decided to imitate
Savitsky and immortalize himselin the personal gallery "H"; he begged trustful artists for
pictures promising to pay money for the works, but "was vanishing" and stopped answering
artistoés supplications about payment or ret
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journalig-writer-artistMaecenas . Thi s swindl er specul ator |
specifying their names on the pictures and in the catalogues as if the pictures were his own, c
distributedthesepictures among various galleries for satfvertisemenof the "patron of art".
Where are now the works of those artists and, mainly, where are their names and memory c
them whong. had thrown down to the foot of the

In autumn 1983Savitskycould not already leave the bed, and alfeveoming to part
with him before his departure to Moscow for treatment. His favorite Alexei Kvon also came and
brought fish.(For me this looked like an evangelistic symba tribute to the teacher.) Kvon
sadly said to me th&avitskykilled his lungsby formalin vapor which he used to boil jewelry
items to bring them into the state appropriate for exposition.

Academician EfuniSavitskp s admi r er |, i nvited him to
collected painting and graphic art. | remember how he cartee thukus Museum together with
his wife. There was no electricity in the storage rooms that is why | showed to them graphic
pictures of the Moscow artists in the coyatrd; they admired them.

Two days before the departure to Mosc@ayitskydecided to take me with him after
convincing me that he would need an assistant in Moscow. Farida Madjitova was to go (she an
her sister were the oldest and the most faithful workers of the Museum). Mor8avésky
thought it would be more convenieiot foster me in the Moscow hospital like one day he did it
in the Nukus hospital, as well as pull and carry pictures to Nukus from Moscow. Perhaps he
guessed that there was little life left for him as he said that it was my duty to be with him up to
the em. And | did not believe in his end and thought that was his way to talk me into travelling
with him. Besides that | did not want to tear myself off painting which | arduously rushed to
during a short period in the Museum work. We started for Moscow orct8b€r 1983.
Academician Efuni worked at the Center of Hyperbaric Oxygenation under the Surgery Institute
not far from the Novodevichje cemetery. Within that Center, the patient was placed in the
compression chamber, and the lacking oxygen was deliveidet pnessure into the chamber.
Savitskyfixed himself up into the only suit that he had bought for this occasion. In the airport we
were met by of the doctors from Acadé&mnci a
the way,Savitskywished to thankhe doctor for his attention and admired with his car asking
guestions about it and saying it was roomy
Center, accommodate®hvitskyinto a onebed ward on the'3floor. Efuni met me warmly that
time.

Irina Korovay, a committed Orthodox Christian, was the most frequent visitor of this
ward. Almost every other day she brought Igor Vitalyevich the food, various books on arts,
albums. Usually she was sitting on the chair to the lefSaffitsky Savitskywas lying in bed
looking through reproductions and they were discussing something.

Savitsky was under treatment, | was diligently fulfilling his tasks written down in a
notebook or keeping his notes in it. After fulfilling the order, | went to him tortepacouple of
times he himself left the hospital when his state was improving.

After my reports, together witBavitskywe discussed different topics, and sometimes |
started debates with hiaotalizationnOncegn Irina oo v & i 6 a
flat, Savitskywas admi ring and marveling at Modi gl
German expressionists at the Pushkin Museum displaying Schmidt, Ratliff, Nolde, Von
Yavlensky, Kandinsky, France Mark and said that Modigliani was an exeBssnannered
artist. Savitskya n s wer ed , AYou, silly boy, do not un
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right in both cases. | also saw in some of the portraits that | had painted an involuntary influence

of Modigliani és works upon me.

During that atumn and winter of 1983 9 8 4 , I, first, l i ved
VDNH. But accommodation at the hotel was expensive, anB8awitskyp s r equest ,
Il rina Korovay, Favorskyods pupi |, I nvi tthked me

Golitsins; besides lllarion Golitsin there was his daughter Katya and her young husband Grigory
Potanin, the descendant of the great researcher of Asia, Kazak Potanin, a friend of Dostoevsk
and Chokan Valihanov.

Irina lived on the third floor in amsall penthousdike room serving the studio to her.
Savitskyalso used to live in it during his previous visits to Moscow when we visited the artists
and searched for the works for the Museum. Tls&vitskywas consulting me while selecting
works for theMuseum. | thought he was pretending to consult for me not to be so much timid in
front of the choragi, but then | understood that he was training me like an experienced hunter i
training his beginning partner.

It was like that when we were selecting therks at elderly Shugrin (the favorite
follower of great graphic artist and painter. Mokolov). Shugrin lived in a new Muscovite
quarter in a very cramped little obhedroom flat crowded by the shelves with his pictures and
sculptures. (I remember his tplone with the light signal as Shugrin was hard of hearing).
Shugrin showed catalogues of his exhibitions in Néwk arranged by his followers. He told us
about Sokolov, his teacher. | was devotedly listening to him V@alatskywas looking through
Shug i nés wor ks.

It was also |Ii ke that when we were choo:
of the venerable age. | remembered the old sofa in her flat and a student of forty for whom Pore
was arranging stHlives. Lay-out of objects was unusuals i f Anaturally
elongated space without classical center of composition. (Later on | tried to paint sim#ar still
l ives). We chose a few Poretés works for t
Bach.

Both Shugrin and AlisaPoret allowed selecting only a certain number of pictures.
OtherwiseSavitskywould have carried away everything.

Robert Fal koés wSaditskyselecting anly & certpig eumbbeeodl works by
Falk. He chose the best woks from almost all periods of his creative work starting with the

student s works at School and wup t oSavitkkg | a
had even selected the werk o f F a |l k &6isnight landscayes lofdaris streets with stand
l i ght s. Probably he did this to see refl e

Valeriy was in France with his father, he did not want to stay there, returned in 1939 and
perished in the war of 445 years. If | am not mistaken, both sons of Vladimir Ivanovich
Favorsky, Nikita and Dmitry, also perished in that war. The former in Moscow militia in the
battle under Moscow in autumn 1941, the latter was an artillery offnceparished in 1944.

Ilgor Vitalyevich purchased many works of Kira Kiseleva, a student and the legal
successor of Ulyanov; | gor Vi t admgllgertraitsiof his u r c
wife GlagolevaUlyanova. The portraits very decently contbg souls of their heroes like in the
portrait works of their favorite teacher Sero®%avitsky also purchased lots of rural
prerevolutionary landscapes painted by Glageldixanova herself. Fashion of these landscapes
remi nded of Uilthick pasy painsng énaadiboam,paper or small canvases.

Savitskymade arrangements with Kira on buyi
Museumi marching of the firemen with the gold tubes in prerevolutionary Russia. This canvas
might have become the pearlf t he Museum centering displ a:
and graphics. But Kira changed her mi nd a
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Museum. | just think they offered more money than Igor Vitalyevich could do, or Nukus seemed
tobeadad fAholeo for this pictur eSactskygptaas neudh wi
frustrated that sent me to Kisel evSadtskyp § | a
pictures and things that symbolized the breach of relations with Kira.

The famoudrawingi a young curly God, Pushkin, sitting at the tableas standing on

an easel in Ulyanovds room. Kira | ed me in
pencil boxlike corridor with a small window at the end. | collect®avitskyo s wond Kim, a
said, Al ask you to take these frames too,

prer evol uti onary frames touched by the Ul yan
Serov himself. The frames are now with me too. | anpkeethem like they keep in the
museums the original froetoat of Peter the Great, a walking stick or ring of Pushkin.

Savitsky stayed in the hospital, and | was to return to Nukus to take the bunches of
Russian icons there. They seemed to be the lasimié procurement obavitsky lcons were
passed over to the Museum on the orders of Margarita Truskova, Head of the Museurr
Department at the Ministry of Culture of the USSR or RSFR. | think she was one of most active
patrons ofSavitskyand his friends. Brr assistance in the strengthening of the Nukus Museum
was priceless.

| rushed to her and to the Restoration School named after 1905 year with the paper:
needed for passing these icons to Nukus. At 48@6 School, | received from Viadimir Ilyich (I
do rot remember his surname) a large number of the restored icons of-fi¢d t@nturies,
wrapped them into the oilcloth bought at the hardware store in Taganka, transported them first t
Favorskyés house, and -ruclotonKatahskyRadway Statiok. Withh e m
the help of the porter, a Tatar by his accent, | squeezed all these treasures into one compartme
| bought all four tickets. Before that, | was told at the bookiffige that there were no tickets.
Then, Savitskywrote to Kazanskystation Master a note in such a manner of the times of the
civil war that the Station Master was taken aback and helped us.

That time the boom of interest of the private icon rose in Russia; M. Truskova was likely
to transfer icons t&avitskybelievingthat he would be able to secure them in the Museum as
sacred objects of the Russian religious art. | left for Nukus with them and other pictures. After
my arrival in Nukus,Savitsky called up from Moscow and scolded us because we did not
supposedly tell i about the refusal of the Karakalpakstan Minister of Culture to pay for the
i cons. He scolded me and Valya Sycheva, nE
did his best to extricate himself when he did not want to return the purchase, bigaahéieme
could not pay it off.

BelovedArchaeology andHateful Directorship

When | was just born in 1953avitskywas already working as an artist of the Khorezm
archaeological and ethnographic expedition of S.P. Tolstoy. Militsa Izmailovna Zemskaya spoke
about the expedition arfaviiskyand at the same ti me menti on
i n t he Semeddessne thatimages8avitskyand members of the expedition have been
distorted for the sake of aesthetic artistry but in the prejudice of historicity and accuracy. During
those first years of expedition, she was a young girl and this, perhapsstinthus aspiration
for aestheticism.

Prehistory of that Khorezmian expedition is interesting. As my Father (Embeaglag¢n
sai d, probably according to the words of hi
daughter): in the end of the wahe English archaeologists addressed to S.P. Tolstov, through
him to Stalin, to be exact, with the request to allow excavations on the territory of Khorezm
where Tolstov stéed during his first Khorezmian expedition yet before the war. Probably,
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inspiration of the English archaeologistas\encouraged by the fact that the British Museum
keeps the archaeol ogi daya, bit noh Khorezgianii iCsedmd to mé
that the English archaeologists wanted to find the similar gold of thedenya but in Khorezm.

They were refused. Then they highlighted that they are ready to finance the expedition anc
hinted that the country had no money for luxury and superfluity like archaeological expeditions.
Indeed, there was famine and breakdown of tretver years. Aiming at damaging interests of
the English, Stalin ordered to allocate huge money for the expedition that even had, as Fathe
said, its own planes and the first in the worldpiotography for archaeological explorations.
This airphotograplg discovered the entire country with the multiplicity of the destroyed
fortresses anthe largerrigational network between them.

Artist Savitskyand Tol stovds brother, al so an ar
That time Savitskywas thirty fiveyears old. He was in the prime of life and talent. Ancient
Khorezm was opening in front of hifike awakening from the centwgld sleep by the efforts
taken by great Tolstov and the cohort of his faithful followier¥uri Rappoport, Lapirov
Skoblo, Vinogradova, Elena Nerazik, ethnograph&€edyana Zhdanko, daughter of S. Tolstov
hi msel f nmesilidgsfrorhThelrs tiio v 6Savitshyeadled thema s

The orders in the postar expedition were quite Amil
latenessThere was one exception from all theridleEo |l st ov set up the fAp
expedition. Violation of t hiithe guiltypartylwasdoreveo t
excluded from the composition of the expedition. There were very mdagtgers to work in
the expedition among the metropolitan and St. Petersburg lovers of traveling even among thos
whowerenat relaedto archaeology.

In the expeditionSavitskymade sketching of the archaeological excavations by China
ink and pencil. Haing no skills of sketching archaeological findings, he was learning the skill to
convey volumetric details of the archaeological monuments in drawing, conveying
constructively their forms. And he came to this mastership. Proceedings of the Khorezm
Expediton contain splendid drawings made ®gvitskpy s pen. The | i ght pe
volumetric forms of excavations and findings.
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One day on the excavationSavitsky requested me to draw in pencil a part of the
discovered room with a clay sdfanace of the mudbricks. | started drawing it like the academic
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setting with shadingSavitskywas not satisfied with the drawing. He said that the task of the
archaeological drawing differs from the photograph that thoughtlessly fixes an object; but in the
drawing one should convey the scientifically thought out construction of the findings. Later on,
when | was making drawings of interiors and exteriors of the Zoroastrian shrine not far from
Ayazkalafollowing his instructions, Elena Nerazik accepted the drawings and even paitbime

of money in those daysabout one hundred roubles!

First time in 1976Savitskytook me to the excavations of the feudal castle on the plain in
front of the triple settlementf Ayazkala. These excavations were carried out not by the
Khorezm expedition but by the expedition of our museum that seemed to enter into competitior
with thelate parties of the Khorezm expedition.

That time | had to leave for the institute but stayed because took a decision to quit from
the institute. There were 6 of uSavitsky(quarrelsome as usual), Faim (the driver, somewhat
resembling Goghen) and thdist Alvina Shpade. Before nophthrew much ground. | got tired
and started talking with Alvina about art, about Van Gogh, Kurzin, Volkov, about her life,
studies and so on. Recal | i ngrtedrtalkingh@bsut Goghere mb
Shespke about Goglhedebhsuahdédrasamad oa AdAiswastmdl e
be said about the genius. He l&fe high and recognized art for which he haaid the awful
price, daughteros | ife. But I Ind &ne dnprdidctedi n a
behind her external roughness. Speaking aBawitsky s he call ed hi m fAmy
ALordo appeared and the firestorm burst ou
He could have not excused as | also consideiredo be like the God.

UsuallySavitskyst art ed excavations before dawn :
a new era is just dawning. He was the first to wake up and quiettythe excavations. When |
got up a little later, he was already digging tfeed ground with a knife standing on his knees in
the dust and like a mole was pulling it off behind his back. | shoveled the ground into a very
uncomfortable shakgndunsteady iron truck, took it aside and threw it out down on the ground.
We worked likethat in scorching heat and dust throughout a day with a short break for lunch. On
one of such days, all in dust and with dirt runs on the face, in a black sweated kerchief on the
head, he suddenly said, Al't woudw! b@oliInd,ceyd
and burst into laughter when saw my dumbstruck face dreaming at least about some cold water.

I remember wor ker so& si |IShvitsky Thekeeworkensavere rote r i
the Russian fans of the Khorezmian expedition butdhe b | s , luraperinp s fi b%that e s o
could be hired foBavitskyp s  pataxy One of them modeled phallus, dried it, burnt in fire and
placed under the ground on the site where \gtalyevich was digging; surprised and proud he
then was going around and showing this phallus to all. By the laughter of these lamebrains h
understood what the matter was about and g
by the explanations callinfpr his Russian intelligence saying that those workers seldom saw
something lofty allowing to laugh in happiness, that is why they find happiness in something
malign. | do not know if it helped or not but bitterness in work retreated.

My second time at #hexcavations seems to be in 1979, when we two stayedmaant
Jampyk fortress after the departure of all workers of the Museum. Yuri Manylov, head of the
archaeological department of the Museum, came by the truck quite unexpectedly by the evenin
and told Savitskythat our minibuswi t h  t he Mu s enuitmway baskoto KNukuss
overturned after bumping with some other car on the highway. Manylov calmedStoxaky
saying nobody had suffered. On the same day we returned to the Museum.

81 People without definitemployment andesidenceship, hobo.
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It was justin time. At night he felt severe pain in the belly. After medical examination the
ileac passion wadiagnosed. He was urgently taken into the hospital. The deeisisriakeron

the removal of the direct intestine. Hadsurgeyi n Nuk u s . He said in t
you imagine what could happen if we had stayed at the excavations, and if we had left with thos
who overturned?! 0 | echoed, fABoth would hav

Doctors told me that after suasurgery people usudy did live for 5 yearsnot more |
did not believe that his years wereuntedas was assured of the power of his Spirit for recovery.
He himself took the situation tragically but not becaofthe threat to his life but because he
had not yet completkhis affairs and plans. There were no professional art historians at the
Museum but there were enormous debts for the purchased pictures. Nevertheless, some kind c
calmness of the man whoddone a great deed and whose name will nosdane up in him
He clearly understood his grandéay displaying his political mind and wittinegsom time to
time. |t was worth seeing him heading the t:
Vol taireds face |like a Patriarehwiwtals tshar M
employees! But with the years he became forgetful, quarrelsome and grumbling.

In that year of 1979, Elena Evdokimovna Nerazik headed one of the late parties of the
Khorezmian expeditiorworking not far from our expedition. We could lmehow she was
reprimanding nice and relaxed girls from the Baltltatworked in her expedition. Reprimands
were caused by their appearance at the table in bikinis after bathing in the canal.

Nerazik was digging the same house tBavitskydiscovered opartially discovered in
1970 or 1971. In 79 continuing digging of this house we reached the deep layer of ashes an
coals. At once,Savitsky brought archaeologisi. S. LapirovSkoblo for consultations. He
showed this place to Nerazik, and she got interested in the finding. Later on she was carrying ot
huge excavations in this place and around it for several years. Her workers were presente
mainly by the Moscovites and, partially, lyeningraders. From yedo-year these were the
same fans of the Khorezmian expedition and its legehdgpalkov, theveteran of the
Khorezmian expeditionvas among them. When | studied at the -Alihion Restoration Center
near the Taganka Theatre, | calledp to Napalkov and we marked our meeting and
reminiscences ahe photo atelier in th&ogolBoul evard near ®3@ojgok o5
monument. Napalkov worked as a photographer at the atelier. 1 can imagine how many
photographs of thseexpeditiors andtheir historyhe hadl But onlyif he had not rested from his
profession in the expeditions.

When Nerazik and archaeologists wenidepth of that site of fire, they discovered a
| arge feudal manor . Topi c themeditvéafeualad castléssithes c i ¢
ancient Khorezm territoryHer findings were interestingl wish we had enough forces with
Savitskyfor massiveexcavations that year. In year eighty, the next Volumtn@&Khorezmian
Expedition fully devoted to the castlexluding hat feudal manor, was released. Nerazik passed
the volume of this boolover to the academician Sabir Kamalov via me and said that |
disappointedsavitskyand did not continue his matter as the Director becauseld cot get on
with people andmoreover, manage them. Boavitskyhimself told me about #tnot once. And
Irina Korovay blamed me thabavitskysaw me as a continuator of his lifewarki And you h
di sappointed hi mo. But. | had my own hopes a

Archeologists forbearingly coitkered thatSavitsky as an archaeologisvas not a
professional as heidl n ot recogni ze Massonods and Puga
forbearanceSavitsky did not hesitate to consult and edkif he was digging correctly. He

dreamed to findhe ancientKhorezmian treasures like Schliemann in Troy but he did not dig pits
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like Schliemann, he dug on the surface, on the plane.wasitlifficult to distinguish between a
clay wall and waste in a beaten cob pit.

Maybe being jealous abo8avitskyand archaalogy, Kvon considered that thereas no
scientific valuein Savitskp s excavati ons. But excavations
Savitsky particularly during the last years of his ltleey seemed teeturn into youth. He was
depressed by directorship. He already could not continue collecting; he was not competitive
compared with rich museums and collectors that suddenly got smitten with interéise for
Russian avangardeartthat Savitskywas colleting for his Museum. During the excavations, he
could distract from the drudgery work of an official, from all possible sittings and meetings of
the directors and officials. And touching the ancient Khorezmian land, having worked for two
days, with a tird body but rested soul, he was returning to Nukus and again pulled his directorial
strap till the early morning of the next Saturday. $défered from theaccounts, bookkeeping,
and requests to the officials for the allocations of money to be paithdquicturesalready
acquired by him. But at the beginning of the ,8Bgy stopped money allocations for him both
licitly and illicitly as be¥fand. iMaybechat
instability of their efeoesiotstufbmonellaxes withgoldiapde r e
not to deal with sponsorship.

Igor Vitalyevich was pressed upon by the growing debts to the owners of the unpaid but

acquired pictures; Aintestined intrigues
Museun col |l ecti on to any OVIPso6 that annoyed
al | by the fAparty | ined and ordered to remi

within the Ministry of Culture! there are only2people that unddrsand what pai nt
And he had to obey and hang out what they 0

During the |l ast months of his |ife, he v

when he was passing by the cows and bleating goats on the garbage sitesgdphalt covered
by the broken bottles, by the children playing at the walls of the rusty garages and grey concret
Akhrushchevkaso. And | was echoing to remi:
rhetoricall y aski ngdtybuhare to this\Horitile déserttinethe lcoaurgry dnr ¢
the edge of the abyss?0

By 1983, atmosphere in the Museum became unbeafdNéskywas always annoyed,;
he was so much fed up with the directorship that he was getting more and more furious in his
atitude to the employees. He was choking both with the lung disease and unbearable load c
bulk of work at the Museum. If at the beginnjrg was freely predominating in his business,
now this business turned him into its slave. He often said he wasbdatdf directorship, that
he had never wi shed to become it and comp
Mus eum,; how happy coul d | be to quit it! o
continue once started favorite business. This happehghva people led in life by the feeling of
obligation.

When he was in the Moscow clinic and as usual complained about the burden of the
Museumds directorship, I was stupid to ec!|
cemeteries of artsSavitskyboil ed over and hinted, A Museums
artists to go to the museum and study pict
scanting words were excellently known to him, as well as the fact that they were said by
C®zanneastiness, in the <context of I mpressi
overcrowded with dead pictures of Apoussins
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It was difficult for me tobelievethat IgorVitalyevich, a meek and desperate toiler that
went through Afireo (fire in the flat and
centr al heating radi ator s in the mus eium) ,
immoderate praise of the CPSU wisdond @S role in the establishment of the muse(iBut it
should be recognizethat local party leaders provided sponsorship beyond the party line and
thus, putting our positions at risk

After Savitskp s deat h, the famous ar«clbledavishyosgi s
friend who lived and worked in Nukus for a long time writing books about excavations of the
Nazlumkharsulu monument, wrote a letter offering to pass all her scientific library on
archaeol ogy to t@kt ywabsre,u mN sianenéhbdaiogast vient sot her
pl ace and brought a tremendous number of
Khorezmo by Tolstov. A good gi f tSavisky Gudkov a

Speaking about Gudkoyéarecollected how in summer of 1980 or 198ayitskytold me

to take the brush, colors, dusters and we started to the cemetery. In the center of the Russi
cemetery, among the forgotten gravese f ound t he buri al site
removed he dried grass from the grave. THeavitskyclimbed behind the railings and painted it
inside, and | did it outside. In general he could have sent me to do this wok but he did it himself;
that speaks much about his attitude to Gudkova. ThaBdeaigskyunderthefi c e met er i al «
said what would happen to the Museum after his death waiting for the assurances that | wouls
continue his work, and started talking about the site of his future burial. | said nothing about the
museum but rather seriously arlsw e d hi m, Al wi I | be deeply I
visiting you, and | shal l be planting fl ow
AOf course, you will beé watering the fl owe

| was happy when we went to the axations with him; he again was becoming himself
but not the AdirectSavitshypr Piierng@dt beal yasor ye
was afairytal® he was saying when he was going ar
tale those time when life was boiling in the fortress, or he recollected the time of the beginning
of his work in the expedition.

Walls of the medieval castles were rising high among the wavy perspectivedasert
dunes. Immensaumbers of theeeramicsand terracota statues depicting people and animals,
even coins were lying on the takyfsOnce upon a time, life was boiling here, people with their
cares, intentions, laughter and tears lived and suffered here.

Scores of ossuaries with their remaBevitskyused tounearth and pile one on another
on the shelves in the administration office and vaults of the Museum. And in reality, these

84 Smooth surface covered with clay after the rain and cracked after drying like shelling on the pictures.
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