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The Life and Works of Mir Jalal 

(1908 - 1978) 

 

By Hasan Javadi 

From the book "Dried Up In Meetings"  

Azerbaijan International 1998, USA 

    Mir Jalal Alioghlu Pashayev, known by his lite-

rary pen-name Mir Jalal, was born on April 26, 

1908 in the village of Andabil , not far from Tabriz . 

It was an interesting and turbulent time in the histo-

ry of both Iran and Azerbaijan. Mozaffar al-Din 

Shah granted the Iranian Constitution in August 

1906, and soon after his death his despotic son 

Muhammad Ali Shah, revoked it and with the help 

of his Russian brigade bombarded the first Majlis in 

Tehran in 1907. Soon a fierce struggle for freedom 
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ensued whose center was the capital of Iranian 

Azerbaijan Tabriz. For several months the royalists 

and constitutionalists battled on the streets of Ta-

briz as well as some other cities of Iran until the 

Shah was ousted and fled to Russia. In this period, 

after the 1905 uprising in Russia, the Caucasus 

was the hot bed of revolution and its revolutionaries 

had close ties with the activists of both Iran and 

Turkey. Even some militia groups from the north 

were fighting in Tabriz. The First World War in-

creased the political tension of these turbulent 

times. After the demise of the Tsarist Russia in 

1917, Baku was occupied first by the British then 

by the Ottomans just before the short-lived Demo-

cratic Republic of Azerbaijan from 1918 to 1920. 

Soon after the Bolsheviks took over, they effective-

ly severed close ties which existed between two 

Azerbaijans. 

During the First World War the family of Mir Jalal 

moved to Baku. His father was one of nearly half 
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million people who in the search of work and better 

life left Iran to work in the oil fields of Baku in the 

early decades of the century. Some years later the 

family decided to return to Iran and at this time Mir 

Jalal was studying at a gymnasium in Ganjah. Be-

ing an extremely bright student, the school principal 

asked Mir Jalal's father to leave him there to con-

tinue his studies. Thus Mir Jalal was separated 

from his family for decades to come. He graduated 

from a Teaching Training College at the age of 

twenty and soon after became the principal of a 

school in the remote region of Gadabey. Early in 

the Soviet period teachers were in demand and 

well-paid and Mir Jalal was very happy with his job 

at the school. 

Mir Jalal, who had received his degree in education 

in 1928 in Ganjah, two years later went to Ghazan 

University in Tatarstan, where Lenin once had been 

a student. Later on Mir Jalal went to the Institute of 

Higher Education of Baku. While studying he was 
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doing research and writing for various newspapers. 

Among them the most notable was Genj Ishchi 

(Young Worker) for which many outstanding literary 

men of Azerbaijan contributed early in their lives. In 

1933 he was working as researcher of Azerbaijani 

literary history at the State University of Azerbaijan. 

After writing a book on the Poetry of Fuzuli, the 

famous fifteenth century Azeri poet, as his Masters 

thesis, in 1947 he completed his doctoral disserta-

tion on Literary Schools in Azerbaijan with special 

emphasis on the famous satirical journal Mulla Na-

sereddin (1906-1932) and its writers. It was in the 

same year that he became a professor at the State 

University of Baku and devoted his life to teaching 

and writing. Mir Jalal died in Baku on September 

28, 1978. 

Drama and fiction were new literary genres in 

Azerbaijani literature. The outspoken and liberal re-

former and writer Mirza Fath Ali Akhundzadah 

(1812-1878) under the influence of Moliére, Sha-
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kespeare, Gogol and Griboedov, wrote six come-

dies and a short story between 1850 and 1856. 

 

Akhundzadeh used satire as a means of combating 

superstition, hypocrisy, despotism and fanaticism. 

He regarded satire and humorous realism as the 

best means to awaken his people who had grown 

accustomed to wrongdoing, repression and corrup-

tion. It was the same tradition which was followed 

by Jalil Memedqulizadeh (1866-1932), Tahirzadeh 

Sabir (1862-1911) and many other outstanding 

writers and poets in the journal Mulla Nasreddin, 

which exercised a considerable influence not only 

in Azerbaijan but also in Iran and Turkey. Jalil Me-

medqulizadeh in his beautiful short stories and no-

vels further expanded the horizons of realistic 

prose in Azerbaijani and Sabir with his subtle sar-

casm, humanism and delightful satire set examples 

formany future writers. Mir Jalal followed in their 

footsteps in creating hischaracters. 
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Mir Jalal's most famous novel is The Manifest of a 

Youth, which was published in 1938 and has been 

translated into many languages. Cast in the tradi-

tion of Soviet fiction about class struggle, it depicts 

the life of a mother and her two sons in early 1920s 

in Baku. The repressive measures of a local lan-

downer forces the two brothers to flee their village: 

the older brother ends up amongst the early Bol-

shevik workers and becomes a heroic revolutio-

nary, while the younger a boy of seven or eight 

years old, thrown out by his employer, freezes to 

death in a severe winter. The mother in search of 

her sons is some what involved in revolutionary ac-

tivities. Apart from its ideological side, the novel is 

an imitation between Victor Hugo's Les Miserables 

and Gorki's Mother. 

A second novel Achiq Kitab (The Open Book, 

1941), which created a real sensation in Azerbaijan 

and was criticized by many party members, is a 

very different type of work. It is about people who 
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look at the society from the narrow prospective of 

their personal interest and do not mind to sacrifice 

everything for their purpose. Karim Galdiyev's 

works at the office of wheat procurement in one of 

the regions. He steals and cheats and, in a word, 

he is corruption incarnate in Soviet officialdom. He 

is transferred to Baku, but he prospers even further 

in the corrupt circles of the capital. 

Both in his novels and short stories the prose style 

of Mir Jalal is extremely lucid, simple and vividly 

descriptive. Mir Jalal has become one of the most 

admired prose writers of Azerbaijan. He was part of 

a distinguished literary coterie which included the 

writer of historical novels Muhammad Said Ordu-

badi, the playwright Husain Javid, the great lyrical 

poet M. Mushviq (both of these died in exile in Si-

beria) , the poet Samad Vurghun and the writer 

Husain Mehdi and with all of them he was closely 

associated. 
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In his short stories Mir Jalal does not indulge in par-

ty politics. In order to trace the background of Mir 

Jalal's fiction, especially his short stories, one has 

to look into the development of realistic fiction and 

satire in Azerbaijan. 

Though Mirza Fathali Akhundzadeh apart from his 

plays wrote a short historical fiction taken from an 

event in the sixteenth century Iranian history, it was 

Abdulrahim Haqverdiev (1870-1933) who intro-

duced short story into Azeri literature. Mir Jalal 

knew him personally and admired him greatly. Also 

Jalil Memedqulizadeh, the editor of the journal Mul-

la Nasreddin, was greatly responsible for the de-

velopment of short story in Azerbaijan. The Russian 

critic Belinsky has said that " realistic fiction in Rus-

sian literature has emerged from Gogol's Overcoat 

" and Mir Jalal has said that in a similar fashion 

"Azerbaijani realistic fiction came out of the "Post 

Box" of Jalil Mamadgulizade." "The Post Box" is 

one of many humorous stories written by Jalil Me-
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medqulizadeh in Mulla Nasreddin. An Azeri villager 

comes to see his landlord in the city , where a letter 

is given to him to drop in the mail box. He does not 

know whether he has to stand by the mail box and 

guard his landlord's letter or to leave. At this time a 

Russian mailman appears to take away the letters. 

A fight between them ensues and they are taken to 

the police station where the landlord explains how 

the mail system works. 

With many humorous and satirical stories , articles, 

pungent satirical poems of Tahirzadeh Sabir, the 

great satirist poet of Azerbaijan, and excellent car-

toons by Azim Azimzadeh and two German car-

toonists Roemer and Schelling, Mulla Nasreddin 

became of the most influential periodicals not only 

in the Caucasus. It was under the influence of Sa-

bir, Jalil Memedqulizadeh and Hagverdiyev that Mir 

Jalal's satirical fiction developed. And to these 

three he acknowledges his indebtedness. 
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In his works of fiction Mir Jalal has two fairly distinct 

types of stories. One is his novels where though he 

develops them artistically and masterfully, yet he is 

still influenced by the political atmosphere of his 

time. They are novels of ideas typical of the works 

of the Soviet era. In his short stories he does not 

deal so much with idealogy of his time but rather 

human types that one encounters in every society 

and every time. He satirizes bureaucrats who are 

hopelessly out of touch with realities and they live 

in the world of officialdom and regulations. In the 

story "O, Ismail, make him Understand" the sister of 

a dictatorial ruler is satirized who buys whatever 

she wants without paying anything to anyone. It is 

said that the story is based on reality and the dicta-

tor in question is Baqirov who ruled Azerbaijan from 

1928 to 1953 with an iron hand. In "Used to Scold-

ing" the mentality of the people who are used to be 

bullied is analyzed. Such types not only tolerate be-

ing abused but also if someone does not bully them 
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around, they think there must be something amiss. 

In "Talking of Peaches." excessive fascination with 

everything Western is criticized. This is the begin-

ning of what in the Middle East became criticism of 

"Westomania" (or Gharabzadagi as the Iranian 

writer Jalal Alahmad called it in his book Gharab-

zadagi). 

Sometimes the stories of Mir Jalal are mere 

sketches and what stands out in them are the de-

piction of characters. Very often they depict people 

that we know them in our own society with their 

idiosyncrasies, their aspirations and their shortcom-

ings. At the same time , in these stories Mir Jalal 

gives a very interesting picture of Azerbaijani socie-

ty under Soviet rule. As seen in the "Etiquettes for 

New Weddings" it is supposedly an atheistic socie-

ty which has not lost all of its Islamic roots. In "Ma-

tishka" the Russian and Azerbaijani sides of the 

society are contrasted. 
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Apart from numerous works of literary criticism, Mir 

Jalal has written more than a dozen novels and 

nearly one thousand short stories, which are col-

lected in volumes such as The Thief in the Garden 

(1937), Congradulations! (Gozun Ayden, 1939), 

Stories of My Country (1942), Life Stories (1945) 

and Simple Stories (1955). Mir Jalal in his short sto-

ries covers a wide variety of subjects and charac-

ters. More than complexity of the plot, he concen-

trates on the depiction of characters. He has an in-

credible wealth of imagination and the men and 

women of his stories can come from every walk of 

life. In this way he also gives a panoramic view of 

the society in which he lived. As an artist Mir Jalal 

should be remembered for his originality, for the 

depth of his vision, humanity, for his pungent sense 

of humor and memorable characters that he 

created. 

In this collection of short stories which is being pub-

lished on the occasion of 90th anniversary of Mir 
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Jalal's birthday, I have tried to give a fair sample of 

his shorter fiction. I hope that this first attempt to 

introduce Mir Jalal into English speaking world will 

serve as a prelude for further publications. Here I 

would especially like to thank Ambassador Hafiz 

Pashayev of the Republic of Azerbaijan who has 

helped me in many ways and has provided many 

valuable details about his father's life. 

Hasan Javadi 

Washington, D.C. 

March 1998 

___________ 

 

Web Director: Betty Blair 

Webmaster: Ulviyya Mammadova 
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Anket Anketov  

Satire on Soviet Bureaucratic  

Practices 

by Mir Jalal (1908-1978) 

Mir Jalal standing on 

the balcony of his 

apartment in Baku. 

1970s. Courtesy: Am-

bassador Pashayev. 

Mir Jalal (Pashayev) was one of Azerbaijan's most 

gifted short story writers when it came to satirizing So-

viet bureaucracy. A professor of literature at Baku State 

University, he wrote hundreds of short stories during his 

spare time. Seventy of his books are in print. Some have 

been translated into French, Czech, Persian, and Ger-
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man. A few in Azeri and Russian can be found in the Li-

brary of Congress in Washington, D.C. Two are in Eng-

lish. 

 

"Anket Anketov" (first published in 1932) ridicules the 

bureaucratic system of maintaining "personal files" for 

all employees. By poking fun of bureaucrats who held 

some of the lowest status positions-bath house managers, 

back scrubbers, cleaning women and accountants-the 

author distances himself from criticism and attacks he 

might have received had he written about bureaucrats in 

more powerful positions. 

We publish "Anketov" here in English for the first time 

because of the insight it provides into living and working 

conditions during the Soviet period and because of its 

continuing relevance to modern life. Despite the inde-

pendence of the Republics of the former USSR, the So-

viet practice of maintaining "personal files" is still very 

much part of the contemporary work place. Readers may 
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access another of Mir Jalal's bureaucratic spoofs, "Dried 

Up in Meetings," which we originally published in 1993. 

From the first day that Anket Anketov 1 was appointed 

as Chief of the United Bath Houses, people stood outside 

his door waiting to make their appeals to him. Some-

times, there was a long queue-someone complaining 

about his boss, someone asking for a raise, someone 

wanting to change positions, someone seeking permis-

sion to study at the university, someone quarreling about 

uniforms, someone wanting to take a vacation at a health 

resort. 

 

Anketov felt the weight of so much work and such great 

responsibilities with so few to assist him especially since 

he was new to the job. Many had thought he wouldn't be 

able to handle the position and had opposed his ap-

pointment. When Anketov learned of the resistance to 

his appointment, he wondered what to do. "Let them go 

ahead and complain," he concluded. "It's clear that we've 

inherited the likes of such people from capitalism. We'll 
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just have to get rid of them. I'll take care of them." 

 

And so the first thing Anketov did was to gather all of 

the bath house managers together and demand that they 

bring him their "personal files." 2 "Yes, Sir!" they rep-

lied as they pulled up their chairs to sit down. But Anke-

tov would not let them take their seats. 

"Yes sir," is not the same as "Here they are, sir." Just 

bring me your files. I need them in hand-now." 

"But Comrade Anketov, if we leave right now, what will 

happen to our meeting?" 

Anketov puzzled over the question awhile. He opened 

his arms as if he wanted to embrace something and with 

a calm voice said, "Without knowing what's in your per-

sonal files, what's the use of even meeting, my son? 

Shouldn't I know who I am dealing with?" 

All of the managers stood up and hurried out to gather 

up their personal files. Some went home; others to their 

offices. Some brought private business cards and hur-

riedly started writing out their personal biographies. 
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When all the personal files had been collected on the ta-

ble, Anketov apologized in front of the managers. "Com-

rades, I want to get to know you better. That's why I'm 

asking you to wait outside my office." As he spoke, he 

bent down and began looking through the files and read-

ing through the names, "Mmmm...Mursal Hadiyev. Born 

in 1911. Father, blacksmith..." 

Anketov underlined "blacksmith" in red, circled it and 

put a question mark beside it. He started thumbing 

through the rest of Hadiyev's files very carefully. 

In the meantime, the managers stood out in the hallway 

waiting. Finally Anketov's secretary appeared and an-

nounced, "Murad Ahmadov can go home now. Mursal 

Hadiyev must bring us his father's certificate. The rest of 

you, come in please." 

 

But Ahmadov couldn't understand what was happening. 

"Comrade, what are you telling me? Let me speak to him 
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about my affairs. What does he want? Why is he wasting 

my time?" 

Hadiyev joined in with Ahmadov, "What does he want 

to know about my father? He's been dead for thirty 

years. Even his bones have disintegrated by now!" 

The secretary began to laugh. "Why are you saying such 

nonsense? The Chief doesn't want your father's dead 

body. The angels will take care of it. He simply wants to 

know who your father was!" 

Hadiyev sighed, "Let him take a look at my file. 

'Blacksmith.' It's written there, 'My father was a 

'Blacksmith.'" 

Anketov did not keep the managers long. He gave them 

strict orders to prepare all of their staff's personal files 

and have them ready in three days. When the managers 

left, Hadiyev entered Anketov's office. Anketov was 

bent over the folders, re-arranging them. Raising his 

head, he glanced over at Hadiyev's empty hands. "What 

do you want?" he asked. 
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"Me? I don't want anything. But your secretary said you 

wanted a certificate from me." 

The Chief ran his fingers through his hair and reached 

for the files. "What's your surname?" he asked. 

As soon as Hadiyev replied, Anketov located the folder 

and began opening it. "I've read your file carefully from 

top to bottom. There are some questions that I need to 

discuss with you." 

"You wrote here, 'My father was a blacksmith.' But there 

are many types of blacksmiths." 

 

Hadiyev interrupted him, "He was a typical blacksmith; 

he shoed horses and oxen." 

"It's not a question of the horses or oxen," Anketov re-

marked. "It's a question about their owners. Did your fa-

ther shoe the animals of wealthy exploiters or did he 

shoe the animals of poor people?" 
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Hadiyev began to laugh. "Whoever gave him money-

that's whose animals he shoed!" 

"But surely, during the period of the bourgeoisie in 

which your father lived and worked, rich men had much 

more money than poor ones." 

"Of course, the richest men had a lot of money." 

 

"Aha! You see, the money your father earned came pri-

marily from exploiters. Tell me, is it so or not?" 

"What? Is what so?" 

"Is it true that the richest people had a lot of their horses 

shoed?" 

"Yes, it's true." 

"That's enough. You may go." 

Hadiyev hesitated, "I don't understand why you're so in-

terested in my father's being a blacksmith. If it's because 

you have some animals that you'd like shoed, please tell 
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me." 

Again Anketov did not look up from his files. Placing 

his left thumb on Hadiyev's surname, he took his pen 

and wrote very awkwardly. 

"You are not allowed to have the job. Take ten days at 

your own expense and try to clear your parent's social 

position." 

 

Anketov made a note of this but said nothing directly to 

Hadiyev. Possibly, he had not even heard Hadiyev's last 

words, because he was so absorbed with the personal 

files, forms, autobiographies, characters certificates, dip-

lomas, explanations, and applications. Anketov was 

greatly convinced that everything depended upon those 

folders. If he could only manage to keep them in order, 

everything would be under control and there would be 

no problems. And so that's how he busied himself from 

early morning till late night. He would sit in his office, 

reading files from beginning to end, top to bottom. To 

entertain himself, he used to arrange the files in order, 
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just like the positions of their owners. If he disliked 

someone, he would take that file and place it at the end 

of the line. If he liked someone, it would go to the front. 

 

If anyone had been listening Anketov unable to see what 

he was doing, they might have thought he was dealing 

with five or six kindergarten children. He would lift the 

files up into his arms, and set one down on this chair and 

another on that chair. Sometimes he even talked to them 

as if they were real human beings. The files started tak-

ing on a life of their own. They were categorized as good 

workers or bad workers. The real people - the bath house 

managers, cashiers, attendants, and cleaners-were merely 

shadows of their files. A file's neatness and accuracy 

came to symbolize that its owner was honest and pure. If 

on the margin of some file, it was written "fired," that 

person would disappear like a phantom. 

 

There were times when a manager would come and in-

form the Chief that one of his workers had become ill 

http://www.kitabxana.net/


Mir Jalal Pashayev.           Stories 

www.kitabxana.net və YYSİB-nin  

müştərək nəşri  
27 

and was in the hospital. Invariably, Anketov refused to 

believe it. Immediately, he would go looking through the 

folders until he found the name and then he would say, 

"I beg your pardon, he's safe and sound, working at his 

job." 

 

Sometimes he didn't even have to open the file to recall 

it. He would simply look off into the distance, imagine 

the correct number of the file, nod his head and say, 

"That man's doing a great job." 

 

It was then that the secretary would try to bring him 

back to reality, "Hey, hey, Comrade Anketov, Gurbanali 

has been in the army for the past three months. He sent 

you a letter from a remote region where he works as a 

sanitation worker and here you're saying he's doing all 

right on the job!" 

 

Anketov got angry but then got control of himself, "Stu-
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pid, can't you understand? His personal folder is right 

here in front of your eyes. Where could he go without 

his personal folder?" What right has he to step aside? If 

he went anywhere, his personal folder would follow him 

to the appropriate place." 

 

Bored with such explanations, the secretary walked out, 

not wanting to pay any more attention to him. It was use-

less to try to deal with Anketov anymore because he was 

so absorbed by those files; they meant everything to him. 

If anybody did anything, thought anything, reminded 

him of anything, Anketov immediately wrote it in the 

designated folder where it would remained as a perma-

nent record. In order to evaluate someone's work, it was 

enough to bring that person's file to him. 

 

In one of the meetings, Anketov stood up and said, 

"Comrades, we have a tradition here in the bath houses 

which is really quite absurd. I'm referring to the "Com-

plaint Books." Every passerby stops and writes down 
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something, but we don't know who has originated the 

comment-a friend, enemy or someone neutral 3. I pro-

pose that those who have complaints bring their personal 

files to us before hand. They write and write but we don't 

know into which personal folder to file their complaints. 

 

But Anketov's boss, the Head of the Municipal Depart-

ment, interrupted him, "Comrade, don't be so foolish. If 

you do that, you won't be able to hear the voices of the 

masses and learn their opinions. You have to understand 

that the "Complaint Book" is the voice of the people-the 

customers' opinions. It is a record that will remain forev-

er." 

 

Anketov blushed deeply. Embarrassed and ashamed, he 

asked for permission to speak. With quivering lips, he 

confessed, "I've made a mistake. Now I realize it. I take 

full responsibility. But please, I beg you, don't write 

about this incident in my personal file." It was Anketov's 

way of trying to protect his own reputation and keep his 
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own personal file free from any damaging comments. 

 

Sometimes managers came to him complaining, "Com-

rade Anketov, the workers want you to come see them, 

see how they work...." 

And he would immediately pull out the workers' files. 

"Which worker is it? Let me see." Then he pointed to-

wards the filing cabinet. "All day and all night, I'm 

watching them. What more do they want?" 

 

Then one day the manager of Bath House #10 came in 

need of some workers. He needed a backscrubber for the 

woman's section, an accountant and two cleaning wom-

en. Since he knew Anketov's style of working, he had 

already prepared the applicants' personal files in advance 

and for security and secrecy, he had even sewed the ap-

plicant's papers inside a bag and brought them to the 

Chief himself. "The applicants are waiting at the door. 

Should we let them in?" 
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"What for? replied Anketov. I'm not interested in seeing 

what they look like." 

"Maybe you'd like to speak to them?" 

Anketov slammed down his fist on the folders. "They're 

all here in the files. These give me the best idea of who 

the applicants are. The manager left and Anketov began 

to take a look at the "applicants." 

 

One of the personal files belonged to Nuru Nuruzade, a 

member of the Young Communist League (Komsomol). 

The manager was serious about hiring him as he had ex-

perience in accounting and during high school had re-

ceived excellent marks in mathematics. 

Another folder belonged to Nissa Ganbar. The Manager 

wanted to hire her as a backscrubber in the woman's sec-

tion. Nissa deserved the job as she already had six years 

of experience in a bath house in Tbilisi. Sharabanu, an 
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old women, wanted to be a cleaning woman as did her 

divorced daughter, Massma. 

Anketov took the red pencil and wrote his decision on 

the folders. He rejected Massma as she had not brought a 

document describing her relationship with her former 

husband. 

 

He accepted Shahrabanu and was very impressed with 

Nissa Ganbar's file and autobiography. He felt pleased to 

read, "She is the daughter of an ironsmith, none of her 

relations include anyone to be suspicious of, she is a 

housewife, and is enrolled in classes to learn how to read 

and write." 

"I need an employee with such a fine clean record," he 

told himself. "She would be perfect to handle the ac-

counts." The remaining position, he gave to Nuru and 

informed his secretary. 

It wasn't long before the manager called to tell him that 

Nissa Ganbar would not accept the accountant's position. 
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"She's right. She's illiterate and can't add two and two." 

But Anketov interrupted him, "She has no right not to 

accept. Wait a minute, I'll speak with her." 

And with that, he hung up the phone, opened Nissa's 

folder and began cursing. "I had no reservations about 

you. I believed you and that's why I appointed you to the 

best position. Is this a joke? It must be. Don't go joking 

about such things. Now get to work!" 

He closed the folder and placed it into the cabinet when 

suddenly the door opened and a young boy entered. 

"Are you Comrade Anketov?" 

Anketov walked around to the other side of the table 

busy looking for something. Eventually, he glanced up 

and replied, "And what if I am?" 

"I've come to thank you. You appointed me as back-

scrubber in the women's bath house! Do you understand 

what you've done?" 

"Whatever decision I made, It's final. The order has been 

written and you have to work there." 
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"Oh no, I don't. You must be crazy to give such an or-

der!" the young man insisted. Anketov stared angrily at 

Nuru but said nothing. He opened the cabinet and took 

out Nuruzade's personal file. Incensed, he looked at the 

file and began writing, "You're fired! Go wherever you 

want to go!" Nuru grabbed the personal file from Anke-

tov's hand. 

"Be careful," Anketov cautioned. "Some of the papers 

might fall out." 

"Let me see what you've written on my file," the boy in-

sisted. 

Nuru opened the folder, looked at Anketov's note and 

burst out laughing. "Who are you to fire me from the 

job?" With that, he began tearing up the Chief's note 

right in front of him. 

 

No one had ever before dared treat any of Anketov's files 

with such disrespect-these, the files to which he had ded-
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icated his entire existence. Such disregard was incom-

prehensible to a man whose every waking moment had 

been occupied and obsessed with managing pieces of 

papers, the embodiment of all his responsibilities. A 

deep sigh escaped from Anketov's lips as he suddenly 

fainted, collapsing to the floor in a heap. 

Footnotes 

1 Anket Anketov is a play on words. "Anket" in Azer-

baijani means "application." Here the author follows a 

typical pattern in naming by doubling the first name and 

adding the Russian suffix, "-ov". 

"Anket" was the most comprehensive record in one's 

"Personal File." It contained information collected over a 

lifetime which included: one's official name, date of 

birth, place of residence, parent's name and occupations, 

biographical statement, work history, nationality, ethnic-

ity, class (collective farmer, worker or intellectual), edu-

cational history, party affiliation, list of awards and 

medals, names of elected positions, names of all imme-
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diate family members, names of people one lived with, 

military service (when, where, and in what capacity), 

whether one had traveled abroad (and if so, why and 

when), and whether one presently had any relatives liv-

ing abroad. UP 

 

2 In the Soviet Period, one's "Personal File" was a highly 

confidential document and followed an individual 

through his entire career. It included a person's Certifi-

cate of Residence, educational diplomas, Birth Certifi-

cate, photos, letters of recommendations and "anket" 

(See Note 1). At death, the "Personal File" was retained 

at the last place of work. This practice of maintaining a 

"Personal File" that follows one throughout his or her 

work career still continues today. UP 

 

3 In the 30s, Soviet ideology classified people as "friend, 

enemy, or neutral." Often "neutral" people were known 

for trying to reconcile the differences between systems 

and were, therefore, often viewed even more suspicious-
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ly than "enemy." A popular expression during the Soviet 

period was, "Whoever is not with us-is against us." Such 

categorization, in effect, eliminated the possibility of any 

middle stance and viewed people in diametrical posi-

tions to one another: friend-enemy, only. UP 
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Mir Jalal (1908-1978) 

90th Jubilee 

By his son, Hafiz Pashayev 

 

It's only natural for a child to endear himself to the 

memories of his father. Though my father died 20 

years ago, I still feel his spirit with me. As time 

passes, the memories, the conversations and all 

those events we shared together tend to blur while 

taking on a rather divine characteristic of their own. 

Mir Jalal, author of short stories that poked fun 

at Soviet bureaucracy. Here he is standing on 

the balcony of his apartment complex--the set-

ting for "Scoldings." 

http://www.kitabxana.net/


Mir Jalal Pashayev.           Stories 

www.kitabxana.net və YYSİB-nin  

müştərək nəşri  
39 

 

Many details of my father's life are reflected in the 

stories he wrote. Whenever he encountered an in-

teresting event or person, he would say, "Now, that 

would make a good story!" or "That's a story in it-

self!" And I could be sure that next morning a story 

would be waiting for me to run down to the Writers 

Union so that his secretaries could type it. 

Many people have observed that Mir Jalal was able 

to combine authorship, scholarship and teaching 

into a single career. Though success in any one of 

these fields would have secured him a place in the 

cultural history of Azerbaijan, he succeeded in all 

three. Some people thought writing came easy to 

him, but there was more to it - untiring dedication, 

an active mind and talent. 

During decades of teaching at Baku State Universi-

ty, Mir Jalal's students used to ask him about his 

scholarly and creative works, wondering which he 
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regarded as his masterpiece. "My greatest 

achievement in life," he would tell them, "is my 

family." Mir Jalal had been separated from his own 

family in his youth when they returned to Iranian 

(Southern) Azerbaijan, and he continued high 

school in Northern Azerbaijan (at that time Soviet 

Azerbaijan and today, the Independent Republic of 

Azerbaijan). 

My father had three sons and two daughters. His 

wife Pusteh Khanim (who is still with us) was his 

life-long partner. Mir Jalal always tried to set an ex-

ample for his children and students. 

He chose friends for their ideas and outlook on life, 

not because of their status or Party affiliation. His 

life as well as his stories are filled with simplicity 

and naturalness, unpretentiousness and modesty. 

He never wanted to bother anyone or have to de-

pend on anyone - even his own children. He always 

used to walk to work. When questioned why he 
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didn't drive, he would counter, "But I have the keys 

to all the cars in Baku," and would pull out a bill, the 

equivalent of a taxi fare. 

After completing high school (1958), I often talked 

with my father about which university field to enter. 

Though I was inclined towards the sciences, I did 

have an inkling for writing as perhaps is only natu-

ral for someone growing up in a family of writers, 

but my father discouraged me. For him, the 20th 

century was the age of science and technology and 

thus I became a physicist. 

 

Mir Jalal did his best to avoid any involvement with 

Soviet administrative offices. Whenever it was ne-

cessary to get involved, he would ask one of his 

students to go in his place. One of his students re-

called Mir Jalal saying, while passing the Central 

Administration Office of Baku one day, "Thank God, 

I don't have anything to do with this place." Of 
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course, his satires such as "Anket Anketov" or 

"Dried-Up in Meetings" clearly point out the de-

structive nature of the Soviet bureaucracy, espe-

cially under Stalin in the 1930s and 1940s. 

I'll never forget in 1976, when I returned to Baku 

from studying advanced physics at the University of 

California (Irvine). I well remember the day when 

my father called me into his room and asked me to 

tell him my impressions of America. At first he lis-

tened to me quietly. Then after asking a few ques-

tions, he said, "I figured America would be just as 

you have described it." He cautioned me not to 

speak openly about my experiences. His genera-

tion had lived through the purges of Stalin and Ba-

girov [Stalin's representative in Azerbaijan]. It was 

difficult for him not to be fearful. 

In the 1970s, the economic situation in the Soviet 

Union worsened and Mir Jalal posed the rhetorical 

question: "What will happen to the Soviet Union in 
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the future?" I'm sorry that he did not live long 

enough to answer his own question. No doubt, he 

would have been proud that his pen so accurately 

pinpointed some of the incongruities and ironies 

that led to its disintegration. 

The story that follows, "Used to Scoldings" is based 

on fact. It took place in the apartment building in 

which we lived. It reflects a mentality that the Soviet 

system fostered - to always expect a scolding, even 

when things were going fine. Unfortunately, this 

aspect of the Soviet legacy is still with us today. 
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Mir Jalal Pashayev 

 

Dried Up in Meetings (1954) 

 

 

See the book, "Mir Jalal: Dried Up in Meetings 

& Other Short Stories", translated by Hasan Ja-

vadi. Azerbaijan International: Los Angeles, 

1998. The book includes 12 short stories, plus a 

memoir by Hafiz Pashayev, his son, written on 

the occasion of Mir Jalal's 90th Jubilee. English, 

91 pages, paperback. Available at AI STORE . 

All stories can also be accessed in English at 

AZERI.org. Search "Mir Jalal". 
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Mir Jalal Ali oghlu Pashayev was born in Ardabil 

(Southern Azerbaijan, Iran) on April 26, 1908, and 

died in Baku on September 28, 1978. He is recog-

nized as both writer and literary critic. He graduated 

from the Philology Faculty of Azerbaijan Pedagogi-

cal Institute in 1935 and received his Doctorate in 

Philology in1947. He was Professor of Literature at 

Baku State University. His honors include: Honored 

Art Worker (1969) and Laureate of Azerbaijan 

Komsomol Award (1968). 

 

He also co-authored the three-volume, "History of 

Azerbaijani Literature" (1957-1960) and wrote more 

than 50 books. His most well known books include: 

"Resurrection Man" (Dirilan Adam,1936), "Manifest 

of a Young Man" (Bir Ganjin Manifesti, 1938), 

"Where Are We Going?" (Yolumuz Hayanadir, 

1957), "People of the Same Age" (Yashidlar, 1984). 
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Mir Jalal Pashayev is best remembered for his sa-

tirical short stories, which poked fun at Soviet bu-

reaucracy which had established itself in his coun-

try when he was a mere boy of 12 years old. His 

glimpses of everyday life are entertaining, informa-

tive and, on occasion, hilariously exaggerated, but 

they document the psychological transformation of 

a society that for generations was rewarded for de-

nying common sense and for stifling personal intui-

tion and initiative. 

Unfortunately, Mir Jalal did not live to see the col-

lapse of he Soviet Union (1991). No doubt, he 

would have been proud that his pen so accurately 

pinpointed some of the incongruities and ironies 

that resulted in its disintegration. His observations 

provide insight today into the struggles that the new 

independent Azerbaijan has in ridding itself of the 

mental baggage that accompanied the Soviet Re-

gime. 

http://www.kitabxana.net/


Mir Jalal Pashayev.           Stories 

www.kitabxana.net və YYSİB-nin  

müştərək nəşri  
47 

"Dried Up in Meetings" is one of his most famous 

works-a spoof- describing how the main character's 

obsession with bureaucratic procedures makes him 

totally out of touch with the realities of his family 

life. "Dried Up in Meetings" was translated by Ha-

san Javadi and edited by Betty Blair. 

· · · 

A dried-up fig, apricot or wild berry-you often see 

these things, but a man "dried up" in meetings is 

rarely identified. 

He's the one-dried up, and mummified from 

meetngs-who's lost his zest for life. You know the 

type even if you don't know his name. You know 

him well and often pass him in front of his office or 

on the stairs. He's the thin man, leaning forward, 

taking long strides. 

Where is he rushing off to? Another meeting. Under 

his arm, his gray worn-out attaché case is full of 
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papers and notes untidily thrown together. 

 

What are all those papers? Protocols! All his life, 

immersed in thought, frowning, head bent down, 

face clouded, unaware of the world-that's the way 

he goes about his business. 

For him, there's no difference between day and 

night, spring and fall, hot and cold, heaven and 

earth. None of them have any significance. One is 

amazed to see this sullen-looking man who is so 

distant from the sounds of spring, the fragrance of 

flowers, the songs of birds, or of music and joy! He 

doesn't enjoy these things. 

Do you think this man-the incarnation of bureau-

cracy itself-will be different in his private family life? 

Or that when he comes home and takes off his hat 

and meets his wife and children, his personality 

changes? That a light brightens up on his face and 

a smile appears on his lips? 
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If so, you're mistaken. No, he's a man of principle, 

steadfastness and directness. His own family life is 

like a meeting. He emphatically believes that all of 

us have been created for meetings. 

Our heads were given to us for making appoint-

ments, our fingers for writing regulations, our voices 

for making speeches, and our hands for applauding 

at meetings. 

To him, the whole universe has been created as 

the result of an important meeting and everything 

functions according to a single decree. 

If you don't believe it, look up at the sky. See how 

millions of stars are gathered around the moon, 

which is chairing the meeting. For thousands of 

years such a heated discussion has been going on 

in the sky and, occasionally, its thunder-like sound 

is heard on earth. 

Catch a glimpse of Dried-Up conversing with his 

wife, Mayransa. "Comrade Mayransa, it has been 
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suggested that you wash my socks and hang them 

up to dry." 

When his wife doesn't answer, Dried-Up gets up 

and taps the blunt end of his pencil on the table, 

insisting, "Answer is requested, Comrade Mayran-

sa." 

His not-so-easy-life that was usually spent in meet-

ings, appointments and in giving speeches was dis-

rupted several times by his own family affairs. Let 

me explain. 

One evening 18 years ago when Dried-Up returned 

from a meeting, he was surprised not to find his 

wife at home. He wondered what meeting she 

could be attending at such a time of night. A short 

while later, the neighbor's wife stopped by and 

congratulated him. 

"Brother Dried-Up, Good news! You have a beauti-

ful daughter. Mayransa Khanim is in the hospital 

waiting for you." 
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Dried-Up didn't answer. His face displayed signs of 

anger and fear. It darkened even more when he 

asked, "Was this necessary? Who directed this or-

der? What will they say at work?" 

 

Then they brought the baby home all bundled up. 

Dried-Up did not leave his world of papers and 

notes to look at the child. Mayransa asked her hus-

band to decide upon a good name. Dried-Up took 

the matter to the meeting of his club. 

 

Many names were suggested, but he accepted 

none of them. Instead, he insisted on his own 

ideas. He suggested, "Maruza," which means "Writ-

ten Report." People in the meeting roared with 

laughter and then they applauded. And that's how 

his daughter's name came to be "Maruza." 

 

Maruza grew up. She began to read. And, even-

tually, that's what attracted her father's attention. 
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Whenever Maruza needed books or writing pads, 

Dried-Up would observe all the formalities. 

 

First, his daughter would be required to write her 

father a request. Then the request would have to 

be sent to school to be approved by her teacher. 

After that, Mayransa, his wife, would have to sign it. 

Eventually, Dried-Up would get around to buying 

the book or the pad from a shop. 

After getting his daughter's signature as receipt, he 

would assign a date for it, "by the second week of 

the next month." 

He would then send a copy of this record to his of-

fice in order "to keep them informed", and he kept 

another copy in his own archives just in case any-

one should ask him about it in the future. 

 

The principal of the school spoke to Maruza several 

times. "My child, ask your father to come to school, 
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I have something important to tell him." 

 

Dried-Up would always send back the reply, "I have 

a meeting to attend." 

When the girl grew up, Dried-Up's problems multip-

lied. He would give the same answer to all her 

would-be suitors. 

"Fill out a form. I'll look into it." The suitors, on hear-

ing this, would disappear. 

Eventually, Asgar, a taxi driver who was very sin-

cere in his intentions towards Maruza, refused to 

give up his pursuit. 

And Mayransa was happy about the prospect of 

having Asgar as her son-in-law so she tried to in-

fluence her husband. 

"Dear, they're asking for the hand of Maruza." 
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"Be more specific. Who wants her? And under what 

conditions?" 

 

"The driver, Asgar." 

"Where is his letter of request?" 

"There is no letter." 

"Don't be ridiculous. If there is no request, no forms 

and no guarantee, why are you wasting my time?" 

 

Mayransa pleaded. "Perhaps, whenever you don't 

have any meetings, you could meet this man-he 

could come and talk with you." 

 

Dried-Up repeated the name of the man several 

times and then shook his head at Mayransa. 

 

"His name is very old fashioned, very old fa-

shioned. Whoever wants to marry Maruza should 

have a name worthy of her." 
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"If you mention it to him, he'll change his name." 

 

"I don't need him. If someone is interested in our 

daughter, he should send his résumé and photo-

graph. I could get familiar with him and then we 

could start to talk about it." 

But Dried-Up only repeated his refusal. "I said he 

should send his job description, and then we could 

talk about it. There is no need for further discus-

sion." 

 

Mayransa said nothing further. Asgar was told what 

Dried-Up had said. He replied, "If he wants my 

résumé, let him go get it himself from my office, but 

I know an easier way than this so we won't have to 

bother him needlessly." 

That evening Dried-Up was arranging his minutes 

and official reports. Mayransa opened the closet 

door and was putting on some new clothes. When 
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her husband looked up, he saw his wife in a rather 

happy and festive mood, quickly dressing. 

"Dear, where are you going?" he asked in surprise. 

 

"Nowhere. There's just a small meeting." 

"Where is Maruza?" 

"She's at her own meeting and has sent you a 

note." 

 

Mayransa took a small envelope from under a book 

on the table and gave it to her husband. "It seems 

that the kids have an appointment. Read and find 

out." 

 

When he read the letter, he became livid with an-

ger. 

 

"Dear Father, 
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We have discussed this extensively. We have 

thought about it and talked it over. We didn't want 

to bother you so we've gone to the Notary. Tomor-

row is our Wedding Day. It will be in the home of 

the bridegroom. If you have time after your meet-

ings, please drop by. Your daughter, Maruza." 

 

Dried-Up dried up even more. He jumped up, say-

ing, "What? What? They've issued a resolution 

without consulting me? 

Who has certified this?" 

Mayransa replied, without losing her calm demea-

nor, "You must certify it!" 

 

Dried-Up lost his temper. "But I haven't read his re-

quest or investigated his job. Without having some 

discussion, how can I approve such a decision? 

What kind of insanity is this?" 
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Mayransa put on her boots and uttered her final 

words. "Whether you approve or not is your prob-

lem. I will be at Asgar's house for the wedding. 

Look after the house. Don't leave the doors and 

windows open!" 

And with those words, she slammed the door and 

stormed out. 

For Dried Up, it was as if the whole house had be-

gun to spin around him and a millstone had been 

tied around his neck. 
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Hey Ismayil, Make Him Understand 

 

(1962) 

A Short Story 

 

In the story "Hey Ismayil, Make Him Understand," 

the sister of a dictator "buys" whatever she wants 

without paying money to anyone. It is said that the 

story is based on reality and that the dictator in 

question was Bagirov who, under Stalin, ruled 

Azerbaijan with an iron hand from 1928 until Sta-

lin's death in 1953. 

They say that a campaign against bribery is under-

way. That's quite true. But what I want to know is, 

how do you define bribery? Bribery is receiving a 

request from an official which isn't legal. I give him 

some money and he ignores the law and does what 

I want. That's bribery! 
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Another example is one in which I might have a 

special relationship with a minister or a chief, such 

that whenever we are having a special dish with 

rice pilaf, I can't eat without inviting him. I ask him 

to join us and then I prepare a feast. Some scho-

lars believe that this is a different sort of improprie-

ty. But in this case no cash is involved; instead, 

goods are exchanged as bribes. 

There are other situations which can't be consi-

dered either as bribe-taking or as showing respect. 

I don't know what they should be called. When you 

ask, they say, "No, this is different." But what I'd 

like to know is, just how is it different? 

 

About 15 years ago, I was a teacher in the town of 

Khashmaz [in the northern part of Azerbaijan near 

the Caspian coast and not far from the Russian 

border]. I used to teach math right in the middle of 

town, in a middle school that faced the central 

square. 
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Now there was a certain woman in that town, or I 

should say, a certain lady with short hair who used 

to wear riding boots. Whatever this lady wanted, no 

one ever refused. Her name was Rutubat Khanim 

[Mrs. Rutubat]. You would see her point her finger 

toward a big piece of choice meat, and say to the 

butcher, "Cousin, what is that chunk of meat?" 

"It's a prime piece of lamb!" he'd reply. 

"Put it on the scale!" 

"OK, as you wish!" 

"Give me a hand!" 

 

When the butcher wanted to weigh half of the 

piece, the lady would say, "There's no need to 

weigh it. Just wrap it up and I'll take it as it is." 

 

"Yes, ma'am!" the butcher would reply. Then he'd 

take the meat, marbled with fat, wrap it nicely and 
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give it to her. Rutubat Khanim would take the meat 

and leave. 

I was shocked. Why didn't she pay? I'd think to my-

self, "Perhaps they know each other and she'll pay 

later." But I'd see this same lady in a restaurant, 

and after eating and wiping her mouth, she'd leave 

the restaurant without paying. Or, I'd see her enter-

ing the grocery shop, and after filling her basket 

with sugar, tea, rice and butter, she'd leave without 

paying, leaving the grocer bewildered. 

It was amazing! Perhaps we had entered the era of 

true communism and money was no longer neces-

sary. But if that were true then I was the only one 

who wasn't benefiting! 

I should add that the lady with the short haircut, Ru-

tubat Khanim, never went alone on these shopping 

excursions. She was always accompanied by a tall 

military man who would carry her basket or bag. As 

she made her rounds in the bazaar, the basket 
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would get heavier, but never did she pay a penny. 

This was most amazing. Even the chief of the mar-

ket couldn't do this. At least the tax collector gives a 

receipt. Even the food inspector doesn't behave in 

this way! 

 

Once, I saw Rutubat Khanim in a newly opened fa-

bric shop. She had ordered several rolls of fabric, 

and from each roll she took enough fabric to cut a 

dress. But this time, when she started to leave the 

shop, the shopkeeper called out, "Wait!" 

 

"What is it?" she asked. 

"My sister, you forgot the money," he replied. 

"What money?" 

"The money for the fabric!" 
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The woman turned to her tall companion and said, 

"Comrade Ismayil, please make him understand!" 

Ismayil approached the shopkeeper and said, "For-

get about it!" 

"What?" 

"I said, 'forget about it!' 

"So, what am I to do?" 

"She is the sister of 'the man.' Put it on a special  

ccount!" 

"On what?" 

"On a special account!" 

The fabric salesman was bewildered. The lady, as 

if trying to blind him, pointed her finger toward him. 

"Where has this stupid person come from? Don't 

you know who I am?" 

"No, my sister. I don't know." 
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"You will know. Go and sit down." 

"But, how?" 

Again, she turned to her companion and said, "Hey 

Ismayil, make him understand! From what god-

forsaken place have they brought this man? 

Couldn't they find anyone else in Guba, is that why 

they brought this guy?" 

 

Ismayil called the store manager, who turned to the 

fabric salesman and shouted, "Forget about it! Put 

it on a special account!" 

 

I witnessed this entire scene. I didn't understand. 

This was neither bribery nor respect for some mi-

nister. This was said out of fear. Out of fear, one 

gives his goods and his money to a robber, a thief 

or a highwayman, but this type of thing happens in 

the mountains or in other places-not in the center of 
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town in broad daylight in front of everyone! In the 

heyday of the Soviet government, why should a 

man give away his goods? This is unheard of! 

I thought to myself, "I'll bet that this is a different 

type of fear. I'll bet that Rutubat Khanim is a differ-

ent type of lady." It turned out that she was the sis-

ter of the most powerful man in the country. No-

body dared stand up to her. As soon as she ap-

peared in the market, everyone tried to hide and 

stash their goods away from sight. But she was too 

quick and too keen for these people. Like an eagle, 

she would descend upon them, open their bags, 

and fly away taking whatever she wanted. For 

many years, this lady rode her horse unchallenged 

in that town. 

 

But in the summer of 1953, Rutubat Khanim 

stopped coming. No one knew what had happened 

to her. One said that she was sick; another that she 
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had fled. Some said that she had died, but her mili-

tary man, Ismayil, was still in the bazaar. Standing 

as though he had just retired, Ismayil would put his 

two hands behind his back and stand and watch 

the everyday affairs of the world. 

 

"Hey, Ismayil, where is Rutubat Khanim?" 

 

Ismayil would shift his weight from one foot to the 

other, look around, but not say a single word. Is-

mayil, who used to be the one who made everyone 

"understand," was now silent. He didn't want to 

speak. 

 

"Ismayil, what happened to that woman?" 

"What woman?" 

"Rutubat Khanim." 

Ismayil was silent. He scratched his neck. 

"Where is Rutubat Khanim?" 
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"Let's talk about something else," he'd reply. 

 

Rutubat Khanim had disappeared without a trace. 

At one time, you could have seen her march 

through town in her riding boots, followed like a 

shadow by Ismayil who carried her basket and 

answered, "Yes, ma'am" to her orders. You might 

have thought that she was the town goddess. It's 

hard to imagine that someone with roots as deep 

as Rutubat Khanim's could vanish from this town so 

easily. But 1953 Footnote 1 was a terrible year for 

her. Whatever happened in the summer of that 

year, the result was that the wield of Rutubat Kha-

nim's power was broken. Then, she simply va-

nished. No one saw her; no one heard her ordering 

Ismayil around again. The townspeople laughed 

and were delighted to be free of the chief and his 

sister, the bully. 

The only person still associated with Rutubat Kha-

nim was Ismayil. Like an autumn leaf, he became 
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yellow and dried-up. He even shrank in size. He 

didn't have anyone he could make "understand". 

He had no patience. Whenever anyone asked 

about Rutubat Khanim, he'd get embarrassed. His 

face would turn red and he'd say, "Let's talk about 

something else!" 

"Ismayil, may those days be gone and never re-

turn!" And he would just say, "Let's talk about 

something else." 

Footnote: 

1 On March 5, 1953, Joseph Stalin died. He had 

been the head of the Communist Party and the 

State Leader of Soviet Union since Lenin's death in 

1924. This story may refer to the powerful and dic-

tatorial communist leader of Azerbaijan Mir Jafar 

Bagirov whose sister abused his power. Most lead-

ers and their relatives did the same thing. Bagirov 

was a native of the town of Guba and a protégé of 

Stalin. 
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Translated by Hasan Javadi for the collection of Mir 

Jalal's short stories, "Dried-Up in Meetings and 

Other Short Stories," edited by Betty Blair, Azerbai-

jan International: Los Angeles, 1998. To order Mir 

Jalal Anthology 

From Azerbaijan International (7.1) Spring 1999. 

© Azerbaijan International 1999. All rights reserved. 
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Used to Scoldings 

 
A Short Story by Mir Jalal 

(1962) 

Translated by Hasan Ja-

vadi 

Habits! Some say habits 

are a good thing; others 

say, no, they're bad. But 

who's right? 

In the winter our apart-

ments are heated with hot 

water pipes. In the base-

ment, there are huge boi-

lers that send hot steam 

up through the pipes. 
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The person who stokes the boilers and turns them 

off - the boiler room attendant - is always busy fuss-

ing around with them. His name is Ghulam. Every-

body knows him. He's a very good guy. He knows 

everybody and everybody's profession. 

Upstairs from us is an apartment which belongs to 

a government minister. I don't know why Ghulam 

always used to keep such a close watch on that 

apartment. He always tried to see that the minister 

was comfortable by making his apartment pleasant-

ly warm. The minister also paid special attention to 

this matter. 

Every morning you could see him standing down in 

front of the boiler room, addressing Uncle Ghulam 

in his husky voice, "Ghulam, the kids are freezing. 

Why don't you heat up this damn thing? What's the 

matter?" Or "Ghulam, why is it so hot? The house 

is almost on fire, man!" 
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For a period of several years, Ghulam put up with 

the minister's comments - sometimes raising the 

heat, sometimes lowering it. Every now and then, 

he would even go upstairs and check the tempera-

ture himself. Then he'd come back down and take 

appropriate action. He was so accustomed to these 

things that he took orders from the minister as if he 

were in the military, ready to fulfill every command. 

The minister realized that Ghulam needed to be or-

dered around, and so he would say, "Ghulam, 

that's enough. Don't turn the apartment into a sau-

na. Lower the heat of the boilers." Or, "Ghulam, 

why is it so cold? There's no hot water. What's 

going on?" 

Ghulam would raise his hand up to his forehead 

and say, "Upon my eyes." Then he would rush 

down to the boiler room. 

One day the minister moved out of the apartment 

and another one took his place. This one was from 
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another ministry. I'm not quite sure where he 

worked. But it was clear definitely that he was a mi-

nister because every morning a car would come 

and take him to his office. And every evening it 

would bring him back home. Of course, Ghulam 

wanted to keep his job, and accordingly, he was 

very attentive. Again, he would stand at the door 

waiting for orders. But strangely enough, no one 

ordered him around. This minister would simply re-

ply to his greeting and drive away. Ghulam ex-

pected him to complain. But not a single word. One 

day, two days, five days passed the same way. 

Ghulam got bored and rather annoyed. 

"How is this? The minister doesn't say anything? 

Why isn't he demanding anything of me? Is he an-

noyed? Doesn't he want to talk to me? Perhaps 

someone has told him something bad about me?" 

A few times Uncle Ghulam even waited at the door 

for the minister and once after greeting him, dared 
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to ask, "Comrade Minister, how is the heating sys-

tem? Are you suffering from the cold?" 

"We have no complaints! Don't worry. Thanks a 

lot." 

Uncle Ghulam came back downstairs dejected and 

disappointed. He was puzzled, "What's going on? 

To be a minister and not order the boiler attendant 

around? No, this wasn't right. Definitely, someone 

has been gossiping behind my back. The minister 

doesn't even look me in the eyes." 

The next morning Ghulam was at the door again. 

This time he inquired of the minister's wife, "Ma'am, 

how is the central heating working? Is the tempera-

ture of the rooms to your liking?" 

Before she could answer, the minister's voice was 

heard, "It's fine. Thanks a lot, Uncle Ghulam. It's 

just fine!" 
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Ghulam was surprised. "My God! this good-for-

nothing fellow doesn't understand anything about 

hot and cold. Last night all of the boilers were work-

ing, and it was blazing hot, but he didn't say a 

thing!" 

The new minister, it turns out, was a quiet, patient 

and orderly person. Whenever it was necessary, he 

would turn the heating control on or off in the 

apartment and maintain the temperature at an ap-

propriate level. He didn't demand anything from 

Uncle Ghulam. 

But Ghulam was apprehensive and kept wonder-

ing, "What's going on? What has this man heard 

about me? Why isn't he saying anything? He has 

heard something bad about me. That's why he's 

avoiding me." 

It was obvious that Uncle Ghulam was used to be-

ing scolded and didn't want to give up this habit. 

While most people who get bashed over the head 
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do their best to avoid such abuse and free them-

selves of it, there are others like Ghulam who start 

worrying if they aren't getting bullied around. Ghu-

lam kept wondering what had happened and why 

the minister wasn't ordering him around. 

"What has he heard? God help me!" Uncle Ghulam 

said to himself. 

He didn't have to wait long. One day he was in-

structed to go to the manager's office. When he 

heard this, he became worried sick, "Ah, I wonder 

what's up? I wonder what the minister has said to 

the complex manager? Is he angry with me?" 

When Ghulam arrived, the manager stood up, 

shook his hand and told him that he was going to 

be honored in an upcoming celebration. 

"Uncle Ghulam, we're pleased with your work. 

You've been working here night and day. You try 

your best to make the people comfortable here. 
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May you live long and always be healthy. I've con-

sulted the Committee of the Workers' Union, and 

we've decided to reward you with an extra month's 

salary." 

The complex manager smiled and shook Ghulam's 

hand again. 

"Do you have any objections?" 

Seeing that the boiler attendant was standing there 

very quietly, he motioned for him to sit down. 

"Please, make yourself comfortable," he said. 

Uncle Ghulam was so overwhelmed with joy he 

didn't know what to do. He was witnessing an un-

expected situation and listening to words he wasn't 

used to hearing. Nobody was scolding him. Nobody 

was ordering him around. No one had come on the 

hour to check the boilers or to readjust the temper-

ature. Raising his head, he looked around. He 
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gazed out the window at the clear blue sky over-

head. Instead of the badgering and scolding that he 

was expecting from the manager, there was only 

bright sun shining overhead. 

Smiling quietly, he looked at the manager, thinking, 

"Wonder of wonders, why couldn't things have al-

ways been this way!" 

 

 

From Azerbaijan International (6.3) Autumn 1998. 

© Azerbaijan International 1998. All rights reserved. 
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Peaches 

(1962) 

 

by Mir Jalal 

From the book "Dried Up In Meetings" 
Azerbaijan International 1998, USA 

 

Some of our specialists have been struck with a 

strange disease. You ask one of them, "How is 

such and such a book?" 

 

"Wonderful," he says. 

You ask, "Why is it wonderful?" 
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"It was printed in Poland." 

You ask, "How is such and such a song?" 

He says, "Excellent." 

"Why?" "It is sung in Austria and Bulgaria." 

"What do you think of such and such a painting?" 

"Excellent, because it's being exhibited in Mar-

seille." 

At first this disease only hit a few, but it is spreading 

slowly to many people. Yesterday I read an article 

by an agriculture specialist who had come to our 

office. He writes that the peach is a "sort" of necta-

rine which was discovered in America at the end of 

the nineteenth century. In 1897 it was brought to 

the Soviet Union, and from there it traveled by rail 

to the Caucasus and Azerbaijan. Then our agricul-

turalist friend writes about its color and taste, and 

tries to prove that the agriculturalists of the world, 

particularly those of Azerbaijan, are greatly in-

debted to the American scientist who "discovered" 

the peach. 

http://www.kitabxana.net/


Mir Jalal Pashayev.           Stories 

www.kitabxana.net və YYSİB-nin  

müştərək nəşri  
82 

 

At the end of his article, the specialist comes to this 

sad conclusion: "Unfortunately, our good people do 

not pay their dues to this great scientist of the world 

of fruits and vegetables, and do not praise him in 

their books, newspapers, radios and meetings from 

morning until evening. We eat the peach, but never 

remember its genius inventor and the man who 

produced it. See how backward we are. How far we 

are from advanced nations!" 

After reading the article written by our esteemed 

agriculturalist I gave it a great deal of thought. Of 

course, I have no doubt about his "scientific" com-

petence or "originality" of his writing, but I still have 

a few questions for him. 

I would just like to ask the esteemed specialist if dif-

ferent types of peaches are more in America or, 

say, in the gardens of Ordubad, Ganjah, Quba, Ba-

tum, Gori and other cities of the Caucasus? I also 
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want to ask him if the color and taste of the peach-

es or nectarines described in the article that he 

wrote, or to be more exact, that he has translated, 

are different from ours? 

I also want to suggest to our specialist friend that, 

rather than picking a peach from a tree, its real 

source, and learning about it, he has learned about 

it by reading slowly and haltingly through a foreign 

language article. 

Furthermore, I want to say that the author, rather 

than making peaches popular among his country-

men and garden, wants to advertise its grafter. 

He wrote this piece, it seems, not for the sake of 

fruit specialists, students, researchers, or simply to 

do a service for his readers. Rather, he has written 

it in order to get a good opinion from the members 

of the Central Agricultural Institute for his future ar-

ticles. Fourth, fifth and etc. 
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This author doesn't know that many things come 

here from America, but not nectarines or peaches. 

Chewing gum, cocktail-drinks nylon panty hose, 

plastic and many other things come from there, but 

not nectarines, not figs, not grapes, not Shamkhor 

watermelons, not Jorat melons, not the seedless 

white berry, not the apples of Quba, not the sweet 

pomegranates of Shirvan, not the tomatoes of Lan-

karan, not the onions of Hovsan. 

If this agriculturalist had spent five or six years 

among the people, he would not have written such 

an article, or if he had, he would have written it dif-

ferently. We've seen that such articles are pub-

lished for the sake of workers and agricultural la-

borers. It is said that in ancient Greece, some writ-

ers would draw pictures and hang them in public 

places in order to see what the people would say. 

Now some authors write their articles and give 

them over for translation without bothering about 

what their own readers' reaction will be. 
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Another thing I don't understand is why some of our 

institutes get all of their advice from abroad. It's re-

ally strange that when they want to do research on 

figs they leave the orchards of Bilgah and go to 

California. A student who had gone to Mexico in 

order to learn about apiculture was asked about the 

characteristics of the honey of Qabagtapeh and the 

bees of Dastafur. The student had to return to 

these villages to get some honey and a few boxes 

of bees because he did not have any experience 

here-he had gone abroad with his eyes closed. 

Perhaps our esteemed agriculturalist friend will 

have the time to read the writings of men of letters, 

and perhaps this one, too. If he reads, he shouldn't 

think that we don't want to look at the outside, at 

other horizons, or that we are against learning from 

neighbors, or even from strangers. We are only 

against those who look at their own things and their 

own existence from the balcony of the West, and 

for that matter, look at them negatively. We want 
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agriculturalists, physicians, teachers, engineers, 

artists, all of them, first to learn about the bounties 

of their own city and their own homeland carefully 

and with love. After learning, they should talk about 

them without fear, and make them known to the 

world. 

___________ 
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Hey Ismayil, Make Him Understand 

 

(1962) 

 

by Mir Jalal 

From the book "Dried Up In Meetings" 

Published by Azerbaijan International, USA,1998 

 

They say that campaign against bribery is under-

way. That's quite true. But what I want to know is, 

how do you define bribery? Bribery is receiving a 

request from an official, which isn't legal. I give him 
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some money and he ignores the law and does what 

I want. That's bribery! 

Another example is one in which I might have a 

special relationship with a minister or a chief, such 

that whenever we are having a special dish with 

rice pilaf, I can't eat without inviting him. I ask him 

to join us and then I prepare a feast. Some scho-

lars believe that this is a different sort of improprie-

ty. But in this case no cash is involved; instead, 

goods are exchanged as bribes. 

There are other situations, which can't be consi-

dered either as bribe-taking or as showing respect. 

I don't know what they should be called. When you 

ask, they say, "No, this is different". But what I'd 

like to know is, just how is it different? 

About 15 years ago, I was a teacher in the town of 

Khachmaz [in the northern part of Azerbaijan near 

the Caspian coast and not far from the Russian 

border]. I used to teach math right in the middle of 
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town, in middle school that faced the central 

square. 

Now there was a certain woman in that town, or I 

should say, a certain lady with short hair who used 

to wear riding boots. Whatever this lady wanted, no 

one ever refused. Her name was Rutubat Khanim 

[Mrs. Rutubat]. You would see her point her finger 

toward a big piece of choice meat, and say to the 

butcher, "Cousin, what is that chunk of meat?" 

"It's a prime piece of lamb!" he'd reply. 

"Put it on the scale!" 

"OK, as you wish!" 

"Give me a hand!" 

When the butcher wanted to weigh half of the 

piece, the lady would say, "There is no need to 

weigh it. Just wrap it up and I'll take it as it is." 

"Yes, ma'am!" the butcher would reply. Then he'd 

take the meat, marbled with fat, wrap it nicely and 
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give it to her. Rutubat Khanim would take the meat 

and leave. 

I was shocked. Why didn't she pay? I'd think to my-

self, "Perhaps they know each other and she'll pay 

later." But I'd see this same lady in a restaurant, 

and after eating and wiping her mouth, she'd leave 

the restaurant without paying. Or, I'd see her enter-

ing the grocery shop, and after filling her basket 

with sugar, tea, rice and butter, she'd leave without 

paying, leaving the grocer bewildered. 

It was amazing! Perhaps we had entered the era of 

true communism and money was no longer neces-

sary. But if that were true than I was the only one 

who wasn't benefiting! 

I should add that the lady with the short haircut, Ru-

tubat Khanim, never went alone on these shopping 

excursions. She was always accompanied by a tall 

military man, who would carry her basket or her 

suitcase. As she made her rounds in the bazaar, 
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the basket would get heavier, but never did she pay 

a penny. This was most amazing. Even the chief of 

the market couldn't do this. At least the tax collector 

gives a receipt. Even the food inspector doesn't 

behave in this way! 

Once, I saw Rutubat Khanim in a newly opened fa-

bric shop. She had ordered several rolls of fabric, 

and from each roll she took enough fabric to cut a 

dress. But this time, when she started to leave the 

shop, the shopkeeper called out, "Wait!" 

"What is it?" she asked. 

"But, my sister, you forgot the money," he replied. 

"What money?" 

"The money for the fabric!" 

The woman turned to her tall companion and said, 

"Comrade Ismayil, please make him understand!" 

Ismayil approached the shopkeeper and said, "For-

get about it!" 
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"What?" 

"I said, 'forget about it!'" 

"So, what am I to do?" 

"She is the sister of 'the man.' Put it on a special 

account!" 

"On what?" 

"On a special account!" 

The fabric salesman was bewildered. The lady, as 

if trying to blind him, pointed her finger toward him. 

"Where has this stupid person come from? Don't 

you know who I am?" 

"No, my sister. I don't know." 

"You will know. Go and sit down." 

"But, how?" 

Again, she turned to her companion and said, "Hey 

Ismayil, make him understand! From what god-

forsaken place have they brought this man? 

Couldn't they find anyone else in Guba, is that why 

they brought this guy?" 
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Ismayil called the store manager, who turned to the 

fabric salesman and shouted, "Forget about it! Put 

it on a special account!" 

I witnessed this entire scene. I didn't understand. 

This was neither bribery nor respect for some mi-

nister. This was said out of fear. Out of fear, one 

gives his goods and his money to a robber, a thief 

or a highwayman, but this type of thing happens in 

the mountains or in other places  not in the center 

of town in broad daylight in front of everyone! In the 

heyday of the Soviet government, why should a 

man give away his goods? This is unheard of! 

I thought to myself, "I'll bet that this is a different 

type of fear. I'll bet that Rutubat Khanim is a differ-

ent type of lady." It turned out that she was the sis-

ter of the most powerful man in the country. No-

body dared stand up to her. As soon as she ap-

peared in the market, everyone tried to hide and 

stash their goods away from sight. But she was too 
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quick and took keen for these people. Like an 

eagle, she would descend upon them, open their 

bags and fly away taking whatever she wanted. For 

many years, this lady rode her horse unchallenged 

in that town. 

But in the summer of 1953, Rutubat Khanim 

stopped coming. No one knew what had happened 

to her. One said that she had died, but her military 

man, Ismayil, was still in the bazaar. Standing as 

though he had just retired, Ismayil would put his 

two hands behind his back and stand and watch 

the everyday affairs of the world. 

"Hey, Ismayil, where is Rutubat Khanim?" 

Ismayil would shift his weight from one foot to the 

other, look around, but not say a single word. Is-

mayil, who used to be the one who made everyone 

"understand," was now silent. He didn't want to 

speak. 
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"Ismayil, what happened to that woman?" 

"What woman?" 

"Rutubat Khanim." 

Ismayil was silent. He scratched his neck. 

"Where is Rutubat Khanim?" 

"Let's talk about something else," he would reply. 

Rutubat Khanim had disappeared without a trace. 

At one time, you could have seen her march 

through town in her riding boots, followed like a 

shadow by Ismayil who carried her basket and 

answered, "Yes, ma'am" to her orders. You might 

have thought that she was the town goddess. It's 

hard to imagine that someone with roots as deep 

as Rutubat Khanim's could vanish from this town so 

easily. But 1953 was a terrible year for her. What-

ever happened in the summer of that year, the re-

sult was that the wield of Rutubat Khanim's power 

was broken. Then, she simply vanished. No one 

saw her; no one heard her ordering Ismayil around 

again. The townspeople laughed and were de-
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lighted to be free of the chief and his sister, the bul-

ly. 

The only person still associated with Rutubat Kha-

nim was Ismayil. Like an autumn leaf, he became 

yellow and dried-up. He even shrank in size. He 

didn't have anyone he could make "understand." 

He had no patience. Whenever anyone asked 

about Rutubat Khanim, he'd get embarrassed. His 

face would turn red and he'd say, "Let's talk about 

something else." 

"Ismayil, may those days be gone and never re-

turn!" And he would just say, "Let's talk about 

something else." 

___________ 

On March 5, 1953, Joseph Stalin died. He had 

been the head of Communist Party and the State 

Leader of Soviet Union since Lenin's death in 1924. 

This story may refer to the powerful and dictatorial 

communist leader of Azerbaijan Mir Jafar Baghirov 
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whose sister abused his power. Most leaders and 

their relatives did the same thing. Baghirov was a 

native of the town of Guba and a protégé of Stalin. 

__________ 
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Dissertation 

(1944) 

 

by Mir Jalal 

From the book "Dried Up In Meetings" 

Azerbaijan International 1998, USA 

 

"Take one teaspoon of this medicine." "Take these 

pills." "Place a wet towel on your ear twice a day 

and come back in two days." 

 

To do what the doctor says isn't difficult, but it isn't 

easy, eitherthere is neither the time nor the inclina-

tion. But, I'm a very patient person. Whatever a 

doctor has suggested, I've done. If I haven't bene-

fited from a doctor's advice, at the very least I've 

been respectful. 
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But one recommendation was always very hard for 

me. When the doctor finishes your examination, 

writes you a prescription and gives you advice, he 

then says, "Come back to see me in two days." Of 

course, the physician always wants patients. Treat-

ing patients is his job. But heading to the doctor's 

office isn't my job. If I spent two hours every two 

days with the doctor, how could I take care of my 

family? Who'd earn a living for them? 

What I'm saying is true! Doctors ask you to return 

to the clinic, but who's about to go back? When 

people leave the clinic, they go without even look-

ing back. If someone returns, he doesn't return on 

his own; it's the sickness that brings him back. 

As is customary, I said good-bye to the doctor and 

left. Again, he told me to come back in two days. I 

said, "I will." But I didn't take the prescription to the 

drugstore, and I don't remember how many times, if 

at all, I put a wet towel on my ear. I do know that 
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my earache was decreasing, little by little. Some-

times it wasn't noticeable at all. 

Two or three days later, it was about nine or ten 

o'clock at night, and I was reading a book when the 

phone rang. When I answered the phone, a young 

and sweet-voiced girl said my name. 

 

"Wait a moment, please. The doctor wants to talk to 

you." 

 

Suddenly, Dr. Qaraguzov, the ear, nose and throat 

doctor, was screaming at me over the phone, "Hey 

Mister, I've been waiting for you! Why didn't you 

come for your appointment? Please come; you 

cannot leave the treatment unfinished!" 

I didn't know how to respond; I couldn't say a word. 

Hurriedly, I wrapped a kerchief around my head 

and went to the doctor. On the way I began to 

think, "Yes, the world is not without good people, 
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and there are good doctors, such as this one. I 

shouldn't think that he's a doctor working only for 

self-interest. This isn't true at all. First of all, I'm be-

ing treated at the government's expense. Secondly, 

Qaraguzov gets his salary whether he treats fifty 

patients or none at all. The fact that Qaraguzov 

was seeking me out and was paying so much at-

tention to my treatment can only be attributed to his 

devotion and work ethics." 

Having these thoughts made me appreciate Qara-

guzov even more. I felt ashamed that he had to 

force me to come to be treated when all he wanted 

was for me to be completely healthy. Instead, I felt 

lazy and didn't want to go to his office, which isn't 

even far from my house. 

At any rate, I did go to see the doctor. This time, he 

looked into my ear even more attentively than he'd 

done before. When he learned that my putting a 

wet towel on my ear had considerably decreased 
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the pain, he became exceedingly happy. He pulled 

his instrument closer and adjusted his reflecting 

mirror. He began to examine my ear with the ut-

most attention. 

"Comrade doctor, it seem as if you're drawing a pic-

ture of my ear." 

Absorbed in his work, Qaraguzov didn't answer me 

and continued probing. "Don't move, don't move!" 

he said, as he moved around me, readjusting his 

mirror and the light, sometimes kneeling in order to 

examine my ear. He handled my ear so vehemently 

that I thought its skin was going to come off. I suf-

fered patiently, waiting for the examination to be 

over. I promised myself, "If I get away this time, I'll 

never put myself in the hands of any doctor." 

When Qaraguzov turned the light aside and put 

down his instruments, I was indescribably happy. 

As if passing an arduous and dangerous test, I 
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heaved a sigh of relief, wiped the sweat from my 

forehead and got up to leave. 

"Why are you getting up?" he asked, surprised. 

"Haven't you finished?" 

"I think I should examine your nose as well." 

He examined my nose in the same manner as he 

had my ear. I gathered all my strength and waited 

for him to finish. Qaraguzov asked me some ques-

tions and wrote down the answersmy age, profes-

sion, address and my family situation. 

"Comrade doctor, they ask you such questions 

when you are getting a job. How does one's family 

situation or profession affect one's earache?" 

"Why are you so concerned?" he said. "These 

questions shouldn't scare you. We need these for 

scientific research. We want to know who our pa-

tients are, to which social class they belong. This 
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knowledge will enable us to be useful to the people, 

and without such information the medical profes-

sion doesn't advance. If you were the only person 

with an earache, we'd have no problem, but this 

damn sickness is looking for ways to get into a 

thousand ears. It's our duty to fight it!" 

I was in no mood to listen to what the doctor had to 

say. Sensing my impatience, he stood up, shook 

my hand and stated emphatically, "Come back in 

two days. I'll be waiting for you." 

"But Comrade doctor, there's no pain left in my 

ear!" 

"You can't feel it now. For five days there's no pain, 

but after five months it comes back and bothers 

you in such a way that you feel as if you want to 

die. I know your symptoms. I know them very well. 

You need treatment. You must come." 
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I went home disappointed and vowed to myself that 

I would not go back. That was it! Forgetting about 

my earache and about Dr. Qaraguzov, I went to 

work. 

 

___________ 
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Foreign Illness 

(1960) 

 

by Mir Jalal 

 

From the book "Dried Up In Meetings" 

Azerbaijan International 1998, USA 

 

When I refer to an external illness, I don't mean the 

physical symptoms of an illness. I use this term in 

its geographic sense; that is, meaning diseases 

that come from outside the country. 

 

I think that in our city, no profession is always on 

duty as much as the medical profession. Being a 

doctor, more often than not, I'm on duty. I conti-
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nuously have to keep an eye on my patients, noting 

their prognosis and watching for the results of their 

treatment. My duty never leaves me. 

 

When I'm on duty, I'm not just concerned with my 

own patients. Suddenly, the door of the hospital 

swings open, and a Volga, Pobeda or Moskvich car 

or, for that matter, even a truck arrives with wailing 

and complaining patients. 

 

It's true that our hospital is in the most distant cor-

ner of the city and doesn't have enough beds. We 

don't allow patients to be brought in every hour, but 

whoever does comes won't be turned away. One 

has a stomachache, another has been in a car ac-

cident, a third is an alcoholic. Another has been 

stabbed and yet another was bitten by a dog. In 

short, this is a big 

city and therefore, many unfortunate things hap-

pen. You can't lecture patients on this or that prin-
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ciple, nor can you quote 

municipal regulations. Besides, the law doesn't al-

low it! Here, neither doctor nor nurse can close the 

door on a patient. A good conscience won't allow 

you to say, "Look, comrade, we don't have room. 

Go somewhere else!" 

 

The patient who arrived this evening didn't fit any of 

the above 

categories. She had not been bitten by a dog, nor 

was she drunk, nor had 

she been stabbed. She was very quiet, very well-

behaved, and didn't moan or 

complain. It seemed as though she had received 

special permission to come 

to a sanitarium. She was lying on a coach in the re-

ception room. I asked 

the driver who had brought her, "What is wrong 

with her?" 
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"I don't know, doctor." 

I turned to the nurse. "What's wrong with her?" 

"Nobody knows." 

"Perhaps she's not sick at all, and they've brought 

her here by mistake." 

"How could that be possible, doctor? She had fallen 

on the pavement and was lying there surrounded 

by people." 

 

I went to the patient. As a matter of fact, she did 

look pale and sallow. I observed a weak, slender 

girl who had no strength left in her. If it weren't for 

her large, very sunken eyes under her black eye-

brows, I would have taken her for corpse. Her face 

was sickly yellow, and she appeared to be at the 

end of her rope. She didn't speak or move; just 

painfully turned her large eyes to watch those who 

were passing by. 

 

"My daughter, what has happened to you?" I asked 
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her. 

In order to take her pulse, I held her frail wrist. The 

pulse was weak. 

"What's wrong with you, Miss?" 

The patient turned her face toward me and said 

with difficulty, "Is there a cinema here?" 

"A cinema?" I asked. 

"Do you have a TV?" 

"Are you sick or are you looking for entertainment?" 

I asked, confused. 

"I'm not looking; I'm just asking." 

I repeated my question once more. "What's wrong 

with you? Do you have any 

pain?" 

"I don't know, myself." 

"How long have you been like this?" 

"Today, I fell down near the boulevard." 

"Have you been wounded?" 

"No, not at all." 

"Perhaps something hit you?" 
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"No, nothing hit me. While walking, I just fell down." 

Immediately, I took the patient to a comfortable 

ward and ordered a 

preliminary medical examination. 

 

Before long, the mother of the patient appeared. 

After thanking me and expressing her gratitude, 

she approached me, and as if seeking a personal 

request, whispered, "Doctor, please keep Ophelia 

here as long as you like. I beg you." 

 

The mother's strange request surprised me. It sur-

prised me because such a request is never made 

of us. On the contrary, as soon as treatment is fi-

nished, mothers and fathers want to take their child 

out of the hospital. 

I asked her mother, "Has she been sick for a long 

time?" 

"Yes, for a long time." 

"How long?" 
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"It's been a few months." 

 

I was surprised. It was amazing for such a weak 

body to bear such an illness, and not seek a doctor 

or go to the hospital for such a long time. I asked 

her mother, "Aunty, why didn't you bring this sick 

girl for treatment before now? She has no record 

with us. How negligent you can be?" 

 

The mother shook her head, then looked up at me 

as if she wanted to open her heart to me. With sin-

cerity she said, "Oh, doctor, today's youth, do they 

ever listen? Do they take advice? Do they confide 

in you? Would they take time from their movies and 

concerts to go for treatment? You know very well 

that all the girls want to stay thin!" 

 

Now I understood why the mother was happy to 

have Ophelia hospitalized. Of her own accord, a 

child with wouldn't allow any kind of treatment, nor 
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would she care to be subjected to the regulations of 

the hospital. Ophelia's admission to the hospital 

was a consolation for her mother. Obviously, in 

treating any patient or any sickness properly, the 

doctor 

must first make a diagnosis, or to use the words of 

the poet Sabir, " find the pain," that is, find its 

source. 

 

It's true that there may be some old people who are 

ill or who never seek treatment and thus further 

weaken their bodies and make their treatment more 

difficult and complex. However, with the help of 

modern medicine and pharmacology, even the 

most complex ailments can be analyzed. Nothing 

has to remain dreaded. Where is there an organ 

that x-rays cannot penetrate? 

 

Discovering the malady of a young, 18-year-old girl 

didn't require a complicated and extraordinary 
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process. The slender, almost semi-transparent 

body of this girl displayed all the outward signs of 

sickness. After examining Ophelia, apart from her 

weakness and lack of strength, I didn't discover an-

ything. The young body had not been adequately 

nourished, and as a result it had weakened gradu-

ally, until it finally reached the state of collapse. 

 

I criticized the girl's mother. "You're from a well-to-

do family, why don't you pay attention to the eating 

habits of a young school girl. Why have you al-

lowed her to become so weak?" 

 

Ophelia's mother seemed fed up with this eternally-

asked questioned, and slapping hands on her 

knees, she said, "Oh Doctor, if you could make 

Ophelia eat a second meal in a single day, I would 

be grateful to you my entire life. My dear sir, she 

doesn't eat, she doesn't touch anything!" 
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"What do you mean?" 

"My dear, she doesn't eat!" she repeated. 

"Her thirty-two teeth are absolutely healthy, there's 

nothing wrong with her digestive system and her 

stomach is working normally. Why doesn't she 

eat?" I asked. 

"Doctor, in spite of all that, she doesn't eat!" she 

repeated again. 

"If there are specially prepared, delicious foods, 

she will eat," I insisted. 

"Whatever is the most delicious food in the 

world"chicken, very nice pastry, dolma, any well-

prepared dish of whatever you can imagine, we 

give to her, but she won't eat it. She leaves the ta-

ble, saying that she'll get fat." 

 

I wanted to laugh. Someone with a twig-like body, 

afraid to become fat! That's funny! How could she 

get fat, when in all her body there couldn't even be 

five kilos of meat! 
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"She's afraid," her mother said. "Her world is mag-

azines and movies." 

"I will make her eat! You will see!" I said. 

 

As a matter of fact, by boasting about what I would 

do, I reassured Ophelia's mother, but she wasn't 

satisfied with our hospital's food. Every morning 

and every evening she would cook all sorts of 

foods and place them on nice dishes and bring 

them to her daughter. I soon discovered that mak-

ing Ophelia eat wasn't an easy matter. 

 

"Ophelia, what's the purpose of starving yourself?" 

"What are you saying doctor? Do you want to make 

me lose my shape and become the laughing stock 

of everyone?" 

"What is this, my girl? Whoever eats becomes a 

laughing stock?" 

"Doctor, don't you see what incredibly huge ladies 

http://www.kitabxana.net/


Mir Jalal Pashayev.           Stories 

www.kitabxana.net və YYSİB-nin  

müştərək nəşri  
117 

we have among us? Europeans are all thin and 

shapely. One has to have nice figure!" 

 

"What have you seen in Europe? Have you been to 

Europe?" 

"I subscribe to Screen." 

"Screen is a magazine of stars. Do you want to be-

come an actor?" 

"No, not an actor, an actress." 

"For acting, your body has to have strength." 

"I don't want strength. I want a good figure." 

"You want to be slender?" 

"Yes, if I'm not slender, I'll kill myself." 

 

I pointed to her weakened body and said, "Even 

weaker than this?" 

 

"I want to be slender, Doctor. Instead of these 

dishes, give me a medicine to stay even thinner 

than I am now. And at the same time, I want to be 

http://www.kitabxana.net/


Mir Jalal Pashayev.           Stories 

www.kitabxana.net və YYSİB-nin  

müştərək nəşri  
118 

able to fly like a birdlike a bird, you know!" 

 

It was obvious that Ophelia was not sick. She was 

only a victim of the movies. 

 

Ophelia didn't stay in the hospital longer than a 

week. She wasn't taking advice, nor taking any 

medicine, nor eating any of those nice foods her 

mother had prepared for her. She sat in front of the 

TV and watched foreign movies. If there weren't 

any foreign films on TV, she'd bring Screen from 

the library and look at it. Or, she'd fashion her body 

and clothes according to the magazine and look at 

herself in the mirror. When her mother came to see 

her, I said, "Don't let the driver leave." 

The lady called the driver and asked him to stay. 

She must have thought that I needed the car for 

some reason. 

 

"Please, Doctor, it is your car." 
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"It's not for me. Ophelia wants to go for a ride." 

"A ride?" 

"She wants to go to the cinema." 

 

Overhearing this, Ophelia hurried to the courtyard 

and called to her mother, "Mom, bring my clothes. 

Quickly! In the Nizami cinema, His Love is showing 

and I'll die if I don't see it!" 

 

I sent Ophelia along with her mother and asked her 

not to bring Ophelia back to the hospital. "Her ill-

ness can only be cured in the Club." 

 

"But, what's her illness, doctor?" 

"This illness has come from abroad. We don't have 

it among us, Aunty!" 

"I've heard of foreign goods, but this is the first time 

I've heard of a foreign sickness. How has this damn 

thing come and gotten hold of Ophelia?" 
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"Aunty, she's gotten it from the movie theaters. 

She'll be all right; don't 

worry. This is typical of foreign goods. It's a new ar-

rival." 

 

___________ 

 

(1) Sabir (Ali Akbar Sabir Tahirzadah, 1862-1911) 

is the greatest satirical poet of Azerbaijan who pub-

lished most of his poems in the journal Molla Nase-

reddin. 

(2) Dolma - a traditional dish of the region made of 

grape leaves stuffed with rice and meat. 

(3)"His Love" or "Yevo Liyobov" was the title of a 

well-known movie. 

__________ 
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Dried Up In Meetings 

(1954) 

 

by Mir Jalal 

 

From the book "Dried Up In Meetings" 

Azerbaijan International 1998, USA 

 

Dried-up fig, dried-up apricot and dried-up wild ber-

ry- you often see these things, but a man dried up 

in meetings is rarely identified. 

 

He's the one dried up and mummified from meet-

ings who has lost his zest for life. You know the 

type even if you don't know his name. You know 

him well and often pass him in front of his office or 
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on the stairs-He's the thin man, leaning forward tak-

ing long strides. 

 

Where is he rushing off to? Another meeting. Under 

his arm, his gray worn-out attaché case is full of 

papers and notes untidily thrown together. 

 

What are all those papers? Protocols! All his life, 

immersed in thought, frowning, head bent down, 

face clouded, unaware of the world-that's the way 

he goes about his business. 

 

For him, there's no difference between day and 

night, spring and fall, hot and cold, heaven and 

earth. None of them have any significance. One is 

amazed to see this sullen-looking man who is so 

distant from the sounds of spring, the fragrance of 

flowers, the songs of birds, or of music and joy! He 

doesn't enjoy these things. 
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Do you think this man-the incarnation of bureau-

cracy itself-will be different in his private family life? 

Or that when he comes home and takes off his hat 

and meets his wife and children, his personality 

changes? That a light brightens up on his face and 

a smile appears on his lips? 

 

If so, you're mistaken. No, he is a man of principle, 

steadfastness and directness. His own family life is 

like a meeting. He emphatically believes that all of 

us have been created for meetings. Our heads 

were given to us for making appointments, our fin-

gers for writing regulations, our voices for making 

speeches and our hands for applauding at meet-

ings. 

To him, the whole universe has been created as 

the result of an important meeting and everything 

functions according to a single decree. 

 

If you don't believe it, look up at the sky. See how 
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millions of stars are gathered around the moon, 

who is chairing the meeting. For thousands of 

years such a heated discussion has been going on 

in the sky, and occasionally, its thunder-like sound 

is heard on earth. 

 

Catch a glimpse of Dried-Up conversing with his 

wife, Mayransa. "Comrade Mayransa, it has been 

suggested that you wash my socks and hang them 

up to dry." 

 

When his wife does not answer, Dried-Up gets up 

and taps the blunt end of a pencil against a table, 

insisting, "Answer is requested, Comrade Mayran-

sa." 

 

His not-so-easy-life that was usually spent in meet-

ings, appointments and in giving speeches was 

shaken several times by his own family affairs. Let 

me explain. 
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One evening 18 years ago when Dried-Up returned 

from a meeting, he was surprised at not finding his 

wife at home. He wondered what meeting she 

could be attending at such a time of night. A short 

while later, the neighbor's wife stopped by and 

congratulated him. 

 

"Brother Dried-Up, Good news! You have a beauti-

ful daughter. Mayransa Khanum is in the hospital 

waiting for you." 

Dried-Up didn't answer. His face only showed signs 

of anger and fear. It darkened even more when he 

asked, "Was this necessary? Who directed this or-

der? What will they say at work?" 

 

Then they brought the baby home all bundled up. 

Dried-Up did not leave his world of papers and 

notes to look at the child. Mayransa asked her hus-

band to decide upon a good name. Dried-Up took 

the matter to the meeting of his club. Many names 
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were suggested there, but he accepted none of 

them, insisting rather on his own ideas. He sug-

gested, "Ma'aruzeh," which means "Written Re-

port." People in the meeting roared with laughter 

and then they applauded. And that's how his 

daughter's name came to be "Ma'aruzeh." 

 

Ma'aruzeh grew up. She began to read. And, even-

tually, that's what drew her father's attention. 

Whenever Ma'aruzeh needed books or writing 

pads, Dried-Up would observe all the formalities. 

 

First, his daughter would be required to write her 

father a request. Then the request would have to 

be sent to school to be approved by her teacher. 

After that, Mayransa, his wife, would have to sign it. 

Eventually, Dried-Up would get around to buying 

the book or the pad from a shop. 

 

After getting his daughter's signature as receipt, he 
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would assign a date for it, "until the second week of 

the coming month." 

He would then send a copy of this record to his of-

fice in order "to keep them informed," and he kept 

another copy in his own archives just in case any-

one should ask him about it in the future. 

 

The principal of the school spoke to Ma'aruzeh 

several times. "My child, ask your father to come to 

school, I have something important to tell him." 

 

Dried-Up would always send back the reply, "I have 

a meeting to attend." 

When the girl grew up, Dried-Up's problems multip-

lied. He would give the same answer to all her 

would-be suitors. "Fill out a form. I'll look into it." 

The suitors, on hearing this, would disappear. 

 

Eventually, Askar, a taxi driver who was very sin-

cere in his intentions towards Ma'aruzeh, refused to 
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give up his pursuit. And Mayransa was happy 

about the prospect of having Askar as her son-in-

law so she tried to influence her husband. 

"Dear, they're asking for the hand of Ma'aruzeh." 

"Be more specific. Who wants her? And under what 

conditions?" 

"The driver, Askar." 

"Where is his letter of request?" 

"There is no letter." 

"Don't be ridiculous. If there is no request, no forms 

and no guarantee, why are you wasting my time?" 

Mayransa pleaded. "Perhaps, whenever you don't 

have any meetings, you could meet this man-he 

could come and talk with you." 

Dried-Up repeated the name of the man several 

times and then shook his head at Mayransa. 

"His name is very old fashioned, very old fa-

shioned. Whoever wants to marry Ma'aruzeh 

should have a name worthy of her." 

"If you mention it to him, he'll change his name." 
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"I don't need him. If someone wants our daughter, 

he should send his description and photograph. I 

could get to know him, and then we could start to 

talk about it." 

 

But Dried-Up only repeated his refusal. "I said he 

should send his job description, and then we could 

talk about it. There is no need for further discus-

sion." 

 

Mayransa said nothing further. Askar was told what 

Dried-Up had said. He replied, "If he wants my 

resume, let him go get it himself from my office, but 

I know an easier way than this so we won't have to 

bother him needlessly." 

That evening Dried-Up was arranging his minutes 

and official reports. Mayransa opened the closet 

door and was putting on some new clothes. When 

her husband looked up, he saw his wife in a rather 

happy and festive mood, quickly getting dressed. 
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"Dear, where are you going?" he asked surprised. 

"Nowhere. There is a small meeting." 

"Where is Ma'aruzeh?" 

"She is at her own meeting and has sent you a 

note." 

Mayransa took a small envelope from under a book 

on the table and gave it to her husband. "It seems 

that the kids have an appointment. Read and find 

out." 

When he read the letter, he became livid with an-

ger. 

Dear Father, 

We have discussed this extensively. We have 

thought about it and talked it over. We didn't want 

to bother you so we've gone to the Notary. Tomor-

row is our Wedding Day. It will be in the home of 

the bridegroom. If you have time after your meet-

ings, please drop by. Your daughter, Ma'aruzeh. 

http://www.kitabxana.net/


Mir Jalal Pashayev.           Stories 

www.kitabxana.net və YYSİB-nin  

müştərək nəşri  
132 

Dried-Up dried up even more. He jumped up, say-

ing, "What? What? They've issued a resolution 

without consulting me? Who has certified this?" 

 

Mayransa, without losing her calm demeanor rep-

lied, "You must certify it!" 

Dried-Up lost his temper. "But I haven't read his re-

quest nor investigated his job. Without having some 

discussion, how can I approve of such a decision? 

What kind of insanity is this?" 

 

Mayransa put on her boots and uttered her final 

words. "Whether you approve or not is your prob-

lem. I will be at Askar's house for the wedding. 

Look after the house. Don't leave the doors and 

windows open!" 

 

And with those words, she slammed the door and 

stormed out. 
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For Dried Up, it was as if the whole house had be-

gun to spin around him and a millstone had been 

tied around his neck. 

 

___________ 
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Matishga (My Dear Lady) 

(1931) 

 

by Mir Jalal 

From the book "Dried Up In Meetings" 

Published by Azerbaijan International, USA,1998 

 

Mashdi Hanifeh lived in a village near town. In 

summer he worked as a farm hand, in winter as a 

well-digger, and in autumn as a worker in the brick 

kilns. After crossing the Araz river [into Soviet 

Azerbaijan] all his anxieties and worries vanished. 

No longer would he have to deal with khans and 

village headmen [of Iran] who would make him toil 

for months without pay and who would lash him if 

he dared to complain. 
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Rarely did he visit any city. He had never seen Ba-

ku except on one occasion during the "distur-

bances. 

 

" Mashdi Hanifeh got off the bus and put his satchel 

over his shoulder. Inside his bag, which he occa-

sionally used for shopping, were bread and meat-

balls. 

 

Baku! What a wonderful place it was-teeming with 

life-where cars flew by like birds in the air and 

where shopkeepers didn't make fun of villagers. 

There were no crowds gathering around dervishes 

and no noisy caravans. Here, modern buildings 

reached to the sky and trams sped away like 

lightning. Mashdi Hanifeh could not recognize any-

thing. He stood there in awe. 

 

Just then a young woman waved at him, "Come 

here!" She was not wearing a veil [unlike women he 
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was accustomed to seeing in Iran]. Mashdi Hanifeh 

was beside himself with joy. "Besides," he told him-

self, "it has been a long time since I've enjoyed my-

self. The breath of your wife can make you shrink 

away, but illicit sex is wonderfully delicious." 

 

Mashdi Hanifeh followed the lady. She was young 

and beautiful, and she didn't appear to be Russian. 

Her black hair and thick eyebrows suggested that 

she was Muslim. He looked at her once more, then 

at himself. He didn't have the appearance that 

would attract women, and he was wondering what 

had attracted this beautiful Matishga. 

 

"Skorei!" 

 

Mashdi Hanifeh did not know Russian, but he knew 

that "skorei" meant "hurry up" or "don't delay." The 

word entered into his heart like cool water quench-

ing a deep thirst. "What a delectable thing is this 
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unbeliever's daughter." 

 

They walked past tram lines and crowds of people, 

without looking at anything. Mashdi Hanifeh felt in 

his pocket. He was thinking, "These women have 

no shame. God forbid, that they embarrass you in 

front of others." From the money he had in his 

pocket, he put ten manats into a side pocket and 

thought, "Matishga should not see the rest of my 

money. If she makes a scene, I'll only give this 

amount and tell her 'money-nyet.'" 

 

He wanted to take hold of her arm, but realized that 

she was walking rather fast. Not many could have 

kept up with her. 

 

"They're all the same," he thought. "They want to 

get there fast. But why hurry?" 

 

Then the lady turned and said something to him. 
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He didn't understand. Laughingly, he just managed 

to say, "parusqi niznaiem." 

 

Matishga managed to convey by gestures and by 

speaking half Russian and half Azeri, "Bed, blan-

ket, sleep?" 

 

Mashdi Hanifeh took his statement to mean-

"There's a bed and blankets. Do you want to 

sleep?" He was beside himself with joy. He wanted 

to grab Matishga and kiss her. 

 

"Da, my dear Matishga, skorei, skorei, I sacrifice 

my life for you. Kharasho lady. Malades Matishga." 

 

The way seemed to get longer and longer. But 

Mashdi Hanifeh was walking with such vigor that 

the earth almost seemed to tremble under his feet. 

Finally, they reached a very tall building. The win-

dows on the fourth floor were covered with colorful 
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drapes. On the balconies were flower pots and 

lemon trees. The sound of tar music could be 

heard. Mashdi Hanifeh's heart was beating fast. He 

was in a hurry. "If I had the money, I'd never leave 

this lady." 

 

They went upstairs and entered a well-decorated 

room. There, in the middle of the room was a pile of 

blankets and quilts, wrapped and ready for the 

road. There was also a suitcase. Matishga took one 

of the bundles and told Mashdi Hanifeh to bend 

over so that she could lift it onto his back. He was 

dumbfounded. 

 

"Where are we going?" he asked. 

 

Hearing the word "train," it finally dawned on him 

what was happening. Matishga had brought him to 

her apartment so he could carry her things. But this 

wasn't what he was expecting. He wasn't a porter. 
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"What do you mean, 'Go to the train?'" he said! 

"Your father is a porter, not me. Your grandfather is 

a porter." 

 

He kicked the bundle of blankets and started to 

leave. Just then, a pot-bellied man in a white suit 

entered the room. He looked closely at Mashdi Ha-

nifeh. 

 

"Haven't I seen you before," he asked? 

"You look familiar, too," Mashdi Hanifeh confessed. 

"Are you from Ardebil9 ?" 

The pot-bellied man opened his arms and em-

braced him. "Oh! Aren't you Mashdi Hanifeh? I 

can't believe my eyes! How did you get here?" 

"My God, Agha Rahim, when I saw you in Iran, you 

didn't look like this. You've put on weight. You look 

like one of those governors. What are you doing 

here? What are you doing in a lady's house, you 
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rogue?" 

 

They embraced again. Agha Rahim pulled up a 

chair and Mashdi Hanifeh sat down. 

 

"My dear Mashdi, this is my own house. The factory 

has given it to me. It has its own bath, kitchen and 

gym. In the evenings the wireless10 talks, giving 

reports from every corner of the world. Whenever I 

want, I can open the window, look out and see all 

of Baku lying here at my feet." 

 

Changing the tone of his voice, he asked, "So, 

Mashdi, how did you happen to come here to Ba-

ku? Where are your wife and children?" 

 

Matishga stood there bewildered. Everyone was 

feeling strangely embarrassed. Mashdi Hanifeh 

was ashamed in front of Agha Rahim since he had 

looked at Rahim's wife desirously. Mashdi Rahim 
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was feeling embarrassed that he could not enter-

tain Mashdi Hanifeh, as they were getting ready to 

leave the city. And Matishga didn't look up because 

she felt embarrassed in front of both of them. 

 

Agha Rahim continued, "Please, let me introduce 

you, this is my partner-in-life, Sima Khanum. She is 

going to the dacha today." 

 

Then Mashdi Hanifeh realized that "partner-in-life" 

meant "wife." 

 

He started wondering if he called his children's 

mother "my partner-in-life" whether it would be all 

right. 

___________ 

(1) "Matishga" means "dear lady" in Russian; "Ma-

tishga" is a general term used by Azerbaijanis to 

refer to a Russian woman. 

(2) The Araz River separates Northern and South-
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ern Azerbaijan. At the time this story was written, 

Northern Azerbaijan was part of the Soviet Union, 

but in 1991 it became the Independent Republic of 

Azerbaijan. Southern Azerbaijan is still part of Iran. 

Azerbaijan was separated by a treaty signed be-

tween Russia and Persia in 1828. 

(3) "Disturbances" probably refers to labor unrest 

and strikes in Baku in 1907. 

(4) Unbeliever. refers to a non-Muslim. 

(5) "Parusqi niznaem" is Russian for "I don't know 

how to speak Russian." 

(6) "Da" - "Yes," in Russian. 

(7) "I sacrifice my life for you" - A common Azeri 

expression that means "I'll do anything for you." An 

exaggerated promise in most cases, but used very 

often nevetheless. 

(8) "Kharasho" - "Thank you," in Russian. 

(9) "Malades" - "Fantastic," in Russian. 

(10) "Your father is a porter, not me. Your grandfa-

ther is a poerter." A traditional pattern of swearing 
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or insult. 

(11) Ardebil - A major city in Southern Azerbaijan 

(Iran). 

(12) Wireless - radio 

(13) Dacha - the Russian word for a summer cot-

tage or home outside of the city. 

 

__________ 
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Mirza 

(1930) 

 

by Mir Jalal 

 

From the book "Dried Up In Meetings" 

Azerbaijan International 1998, USA 

 

There are two Mirza Shafis. One is the famous poet 

and the other is someone I would like to make fam-

ous. 

"Listen Child, I'm telling you to look up; lift up your 

head. Why are you frowning like a donkey? Recite 

your lesson." 

 

Mirza almost wanted to eat this child up. His shri-
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veled face was red as a beet. 

 

"May Allah take you or save me from you all! You 

have wasted my precious life. Instead of giving 

birth to you, would that your mother had given birth 

to a piece of rock!" 

 

Putting his hands in his pockets, he started raving 

like a mad dog and emptying his heart. Like a mule 

exhausted and on its last legs, his lips were hang-

ing. His mustache, stained and straw-colored from 

smoking, was getting into his mouth. The tips of his 

boots were scuffed and his trousers pants were 

sweeping the floor. His collar was loose, and his tie 

was swaying back and forth. His neck, which 

seemed to have become thinner, was red because 

of the heat of the day, and its skin was peeling. 

 

Clearing his throat, Mirza continued, "It's not your 

fault. It's the fault of those who have stopped you 
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from watching the herd and have brought you to 

school. What business has a herdsman in school? 

You ought to be cleaning the stable and feeding the 

cattle. You have to have something in your genes, 

otherwise, it's impossible to change someone by 

force. Sa'adi, may you turn in your grave. How true 

it is what you said, 'A man of base origin will not be 

lit by the light of the pious.' The effect of education 

on the intractable is like water on a duck's back." 

 

Mirza Shafi grimaced. He remembered the time 

that he used to curse and swear at his former wife. 

Waving his arms, he shouted, "If you beat him up, 

it's no good. If you don't beat him, it's no good!" 

 

This was not the first time. These robust-looking 

peasant boys who were sitting quietly on the 

benches had already figured out their teachers and 

knew how to deal with them. Therefore, very often 

they came quietly and went quietly. 
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They didn't say anything in front of the teacher. 

One student's father had said, "My son, your flesh 

belongs to the teacher and your bones to me." The 

only people who tested Mirza Shafi's patience to 

the extreme were members of the Komsomol 

(Youth Communist Organization) who made life hell 

for him by criticizing his drinking habits and expos-

ing that he beat up on students and other "insignifi-

cant" shortcomings. The greatest blow came when 

they drew a cartoon on the school's wall newspa-

per. Mirza was shown up to his neck in a barrel of 

vodka with drink spewing out of his mouth. 

 

It was night. On the slopes of the Alchajig Moun-

tain, along the dusty lanes of Soyudli village, con-

tented cows were licking and scratching them-

selves under the low roofs and shade of the trees. 

It seemed that the village cattle were slumbering. It 

was unlike any ordinary night. There were no 
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sounds of carts transporting goods to and from the 

village, nor greetings and pleasant chattering of 

people returning from the city, nor the whistle of the 

guard of the woods. Faraway behind the moun-

tains, rising after a swim, the moon was glowing 

like a copper furnace. 

 

Inside the house, village ladies wearing long trous-

ers were scurrying about in the light of the burning 

lamps, preparing the evening meal. The sound of 

horse carts and ploughing had ceased. Occasional-

ly, dogs barked at frogs croaking in nearby waters. 

 

Mirza Shafi could not breathe because of the big 

piece of food that was in his mouth. Rising on his 

elbow, he leaned against the white embroidered pil-

low next to him and then he swallowed. The beams 

of the well-decorated white-washed room seemed 

longing to partake of the food. Aunt Parizad was 

checking the cattle outside, looking inside the win-
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dow every once in awhile. Since her food was al-

ways eaten so quickly, she realized that in spite of 

being a novice in many things, she was an expert 

in cooking rice and pouring water over the hands of 

people after the meal was finished. This was her 

expertise, not the "Nazbare" dance that the tee-

nagers knew. 

 

"I raise this cup to toast Mirza Shafi's health who, 

for the past twelve years, has looked after the dead 

and living of the village and who has enlightened 

our children!" 

 

The cups clinked against each other. 

 

"To you, Mirza Shafi, long life! Mirza, my dear, you 

have taught me, too! I kiss you! May your sorrows 

fill the hearts of your enemies! Long live Mirza Shafi 

as long as the world turns." 
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Mirza twisted his mustache and replied, "My broth-

ers, may we live long, stay healthy, eat and drink 

well. May we be like nightingales but not the ones 

in a cage. A cage is a terrible thing." 

 

The glasses were filled to the brim for a second 

round. It was Mirza's turn to speak. While chewing 

a piece of onion, he slumped down like a camel 

onto his knees. His body was sweating and smoke 

coming out of his mouth. Mirza spoke a bit about 

history. 

 

"The people who are gathered here today are the 

most learned in the village. Gentlemen, I am sure 

that among us there is no one who has reached 

manhood just this afternoon. Haji Agakishi, Mashdi 

Qurban, Jahan Bey, Mohammed Aga. Right from 

the beginning, Allah be praised, we have not suf-

fered in any way. If we are united in words and ac-

tion, we will not suffer in the future either. When I 
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came from Iran..." 

 

Here Mirza pointed to Haji Kishi and said with a 

smile, "I came from Iran with nothing but the 

clothes on my back. By the grace of God and the 

help of men like you, I am able to make a good liv-

ing now. But that's not the point. I want to say a few 

words about life. I am known not only in this village 

but in other villages as well. How I teach, how I 

make the kids understand, how I deal with good 

and evil-I don't want to discuss these things. Let me 

get to the point. The head of the Executive Commit-

tee does not get along with me. Three or four 

members of the Komsomol are in my class. You 

know their character well! They have bothered eve-

ryone." 

 

Haji Kishi said, "That's Luti Karim's son and Abdul-

balakhan's grandson. May God strike them. 
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Mirza continued, "The other day they disgraced me 

on the wall newspaper. I came out and drove them 

away. The head of the Committee and Party Secre-

tary came and said, "You have no right to do this. 

The regulation is this and self criticism is that. But 

I'm not afraid. I can take ten such committee heads 

and secretaries to the spring and bring them back 

thirsty. It is true, nowadays such people have posi-

tions, but it isn't for no reason that people call me 

Mirza. Whoever they criticize, it is not right to critic-

ize a teacher. Nowadays children don't listen even 

to their parents." 

 

Everyone replied in unison, "God save us! Nowa-

days who takes care of his father? Yesterday's ba-

by sparrows have shed their first feathers. They've 

become starlings and are teasing the teacher." 

 

Mirza was encouraged even more. "I have written 

several times about them to the place that I should 
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write to. But because of my feelings towards them, I 

didn't want to go too far. I know what to do! If you 

are a Komsomol, be a Komsomol. What business 

do you have at school? I haven't been appointed by 

a Komsomol that interferes in my affairs. Let the 

"white-bearded ones" of the village judge my work. 

Whether I drink or not is none of their business. As 

to the question of beating the kids, there's a famous 

saying, 'When you fasten the plough to the cow, it 

will try to get away.' If you take it easy, education is 

impossible. You have to beat them, you have to 

pull their ears. One does not become a learned 

man in a moment. Take me, for example. I have 

been several times bastinadoed. Otherwise, how 

could I have become a teacher. I am not the village 

teacher, I am the father of the village." 

 

Jahan Bey put down his glass full of drink and inter-

rupted Mirza, "This is very true! Mirza Shafi is our 

master. May we not live one day without him!" 
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Mirza again was encouraged and thought it neces-

sary to list a few of his achievements. "In other vil-

lages, clubs are being opened. Not a single girl is 

left with a veil. Shariat is absolutely gone. I have 

somehow managed to keep the virtue and chastity 

in this place. My point is-I am very grateful to those 

real men who do not sell Mirza to such unruly kids. 

I have sacrificed for their sake and I will continue to 

do so. Long live the men who value honor and 

chastity!" 

 

Glasses were emptied. The people around the 

meal leaned forward and waited. Mirza Shafi, open-

ing and closing his reddened eyes, coming forward 

a bit, like a reciter of the Quran beside the dead, 

sang in a husky voice, "O Saki, may I be a sacrifice 

to your eyes..." 

 

One month after these events the following conver-
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sation took place between Mirza Shafi and Director 

of the Office of Education. 

 

"You have taken me away from my favorite village." 

"Yes!" 

"So where have you reassigned me?" 

"To your home." 

"But I have been a teacher for the last eight years. I 

am still teaching." 

"This is why you need rest. You have worked 

enough." 

"Can't you send me to another school?" 

"No!" 

 

Various teachers and students were coming and 

going to the Office of Education for their jobs. Eve-

ryone passing looked at Mirza Shafi who was sit-

ting motionless like a stump of a tree near the wall. 

His face was red and his wrinkles had deepened. 

His eyelashes were thinning out and his sunken 
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eyes shone like two beads. 

_________ 

(1) "Sa'adi, may you turn over in your grave." An 

expression denoting that Sa'adi (a poet) would 

have been shocked by such an idea. 

(2) "My son, your flesh belongs to the teacher and 

your bones to me," meaning "You have to obey 

your teacher and your parents." 

(3) "White-bearded ones" - (agh saggal) refers to a 

mature man who is esteemed for his wisdom and 

judgement. The equivalent for a woman is "one 

with white side-burns" (agh birchak). 

(4) The expression, "When you yoke the cow to the 

plow, it will try to get away" means here that a dis-

ciplinary approach is necessary to educate child-

ren. 

(5) Bastinadoed - beaten on the feet. Considered 

one of the most severe and painful methods of tor-

ture. 

(6) Shariat. Koranic law. 
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(7) Glasses were emptied - signifies agreement 

with what has been said earlier. They drank to the 

idea. 

(8) "O Saki, may I be a sacrifice to your eyes..." in-

dicating that he is completely drunk. 

 

___________ 
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Rules of Etiquette for a  

Modern Wedding 

(1934) 

 

by Mir Jalal 

 

From the book "Dried Up In Meetings" 

Azerbaijan International 1998, USA 

 

My half-brother worked in the Cooperative. His 

mother was employed as a salesperson in a store 

for many years. She was a busy woman, and I rare-

ly saw her, until one evening when I ran into her. 

 

"Where have you been? You've forgotten all about 
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us," she reproached me for not visiting them. Then 

she told me that the following day was Bulbul's 

wedding, and that I had to attend. I excused myself, 

saying that I had something very important to do. 

 

"Tomorrow is Sunday. Why are you lying? Don't tell 

me you have to work. You have to come. End of 

discussion!" 

 

I used to call her Bibi--Aunty. "To be honest, Bibi, I 

haven't been to a wedding for a while, and I don't 

know the etiquette. I don't want to be embarrassed 

in front of the guests." 

 

Closing my mouth with her finger, Bibi said, "What 

nonsense! You can learn everything in the world. 

Wasn't Bulbul himself a child of the village? He was 

just like you, shy and introverted. But he came and 

got out and mixed with people. Thank God, he's not 

like that now. The day will come for you, too. God 
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willing, my child, tomorrow you will find a lovely girl 

and will want to marry her." 

 

I dared not disobey Bibi so I got up in the morning 

and took my pants from under my mattress [where I 

kept them pressed] and put them on. I borrowed 

my school friend's shirt and went looking for a silver 

pin to wear when my 

friends found out about the wedding. 

 

"You lucky devil!" they told me. 

 

They helped me get dressed. Soon I looked just 

right for a wedding. I arrived at the house at 7 

o'clock. 

 

There was such a commotion! One person was 

putting wood under the pot, another was bringing 

water, a third brought 

in his shopping from the bazaar, and a fourth was 
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noisily cutting blocks of sugar into cubes. Bibi took 

me to her own room. The groom had returned from 

the public bath house and fresh tea was being 

brewed for him. Someone was slicing lemon for his 

tea. 

 

Bibi didn't like my appearance. She put one of Bul-

bul's scarves around my neck so that its tassels 

covered my chest like a horse's mane. She took off 

my boots, and made me wear a pair of red silken 

socks. She added a belt with a bone-buckle and a 

pen for my pocket. She put a silken handkerchief 

into my upper-left breast pocket, folded in a trian-

gle, so that only one 

corner showed. She combed the tassels and ar-

ranged them on two sides. Looking in the mirror, I 

imagined that a beautiful lady had parted her hair 

and was leaning her head upon my chest. Seeing 

this, out of either bewilderment or embarrassment, I 

didn't do a thing. I'm supposed to be an educated 
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person, but obviously Bibi knew more than I did. 

 

And as if this were not enough, while everybody 

was out and we were leaning against brocade cu-

shions, Bibi sat next to me and said, "My poor darl-

ing, what have you seen of the world? Books have 

robbed you of your taste. You're dried up 

like a piece of wood. That's why I beg you to come 

to our house. You'll cheer up." 

 

At the beginning of each sentence, Bibi nudged me 

with her elbow, and at the end she pressed my 

knee. 

 

"Listen! What a wedding. You'll be seen among the 

people. This is a great new style wedding. Pay at-

tention to what's going on!" She enumerated the 

etiquette rules of modern weddings to me one by 

one: 
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(1) Yawning, hiccuping, shouting, coughing, sneez-

ing and stretching are forbidden. 

(2) Sit politely. 

(3) Don't slurp your tea. 

(4) Don't let any grease from the food show around 

your lips. 

(5) You can laugh, but not loudly. 

(6) If you tell a joke, tell a polite one. 

(7) Talk, don't shout. Whispering is often sufficient. 

(8) Your comments should be relevant to everyone, 

all the time and on every occasion. 

(9) Say hello to everyone and get to know them. 

(10)You can kiss, not on the cheek, but on the 

mouth. 

(11) Set your cup down gently on the saucer. Hold 

the handle with two fingers and stir the tea quietly 

with a spoon. 

(12) Don't wipe your plate clean with a piece of 

bread. 

http://www.kitabxana.net/


Mir Jalal Pashayev.           Stories 

www.kitabxana.net və YYSİB-nin  

müştərək nəşri  
165 

(13)Don't dirty the tablecloth. 

(14)Don't let your chair squeak. 

(15)Don't pick your nose. 

(16)Don't scratch yourself or squirm in your seat. 

(17) Take off your hat and button up your shirt. 

 

I didn't wait for Bibi to finish, but got up. I wanted to 

leave. "Goodbye for now." 

 

"Wait, where are you going?" She held onto my 

arm. 

 

"Bibi, on the soul of your dear son, on your con-

science, let me go. I can't do all these things. I'm 

sleepy and I have class tomorrow. Don't keep me. I 

hope it's a happy wedding. I hope you see many 

such weddings." 

 

Hearing my voice, several people emerged from 

the other side of the house. 
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Holding onto me, they made me sit down. 

 

And so with fear and trepidation, I waited for the 

wedding to begin. I begged to be taken to the wed-

ding hall before the people arrived so as not to be 

conspicuous. 

 

"My dear, poverty is a sad affair--we've taken the 

hall of Khanimnenegelin for tonight! The men 

haven't prepared the tea yet. Wait awhile. I'll take 

you there myself." 

 

The groom had returned from the public bath. His 

face was flushed and red. Frowning and upset, he 

looked like a person who was ready for a fight. His 

sad face lightened by a smile. He was silent. Look-

ing into his eyes, the groomsmen seemed to un-

derstand what he wanted. The tea was brought and 

he poured some of the hot liquid into his saucer 

and slurped it down. 
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I whispered to Bibi, "It seems Bulbul doesn't know 

either!" 

 

Then I added, "I mean the etiquette. Bulbul is mak-

ing so much noise. Look at him." 

 

"My child," she said, "among ourselves, it doesn't 

matter, the wedding hasn't started yet. He's making 

such a noise now so that he won't do it then." 

 

I felt very shy and sat in a corner. Guests arrived. 

Hearing footsteps, my heart started to race, and I 

reminded myself of the etiquette rules of the wed-

ding. It was as if Bibi were sitting next to me or 

looking over my shoulder, whispering in my ear, 

"Do this, do that!" 

 

The guests entered. I got ready to shake hands 

and greet the guests. The guests said "hello" to 

everyone and sat down. Like a child who's afraid to 
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go to the barber, I was apprehensive. When they 

came towards me, I told myself, "Be careful not to 

break the rules of etiquette." But I didn't know 

whether to stand up or sit down when saying "hel-

lo." It was all Bibi's fault. She hadn't told me. 

 

I saw some people get up, but others greeted the 

guests while sitting. At a glance, I compared the 

two--it seemed like those who got up to shake 

hands were the more important people. Following 

their example, I also stood up. Taking the white, 

soft 

hand of a lady, which was adorned with a ring, I 

squeezed her hand in mine. I wanted to kiss it, but 

was afraid of Bibi. "You're very welcome. May Na-

ture smile upon you!" I said when I dropped her 

hand. It hit her leg like a mallet, and her crepe de 

Chine dress undulated like the sea. 

 

The groom had arrived. There was a commotion, 
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and a place for three people opened at the front of 

the hall. Bibi, waving her silken head scarf in the 

air, came in and told the groomsmen, "When I mo-

tion to you, bring him in." 

 

The musicians were ready. The music began and 

what music it was! A man with a yellow Bukhara hat 

held his tar and played it so passionately, that he 

almost went into an ecstasy. There was no dulci-

mer. 

 

A young man with big ears, bareheaded, with a 

scarf like mine and dressed in short pants, put a 

drum between his legs, and began beating it like 

mad. Another was playing a Zurna [wind instru-

ment], and everyone was astounded how amazing-

ly long he could play without taking a breath! But he 

somehow managed to breathe. The music was in-

toxicating. 
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A breeze came in from the windows and songs 

floated out. The drummer occasionally looked at 

the audience, which shouted to him, "Bravo, bravo!" 

and "That's my man!" He was beating the drum so 

hard that I felt sorry for it. People sat in rows on 

both sides of me, but I didn't know a single person. 

I sulked like a stranger in a corner. Afraid to break 

the rules of 

etiquette, I dared not speak to the people sitting 

next to me. I suddenly saw the groom, taking long 

strides as he entered the hall. They made room for 

three people, he and two groomsmen. As soon as 

he sat down, he asked for "Khankishi." 

 

Like a stealthy cat, wiping his mouth with his hand, 

a tall, bareheaded man entered. (He was bare-

headed like me.) 

 

The groom told him in a rather brusque tone, 

"Friends are counting on you. They want you to 
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start." 

 

"Yes, sir. Upon my eyes!" [Right away]. 

 

Khankishi, wiping his hands on his apron, looked 

around. "Friends, why are 

you so quiet? Is anyone up for a game of dominos? 

Who wants to play cards? 

Let's keep ourselves busy. When the musicians get 

tired, we'll play the 

gramophone [record player]." 

 

Bibi shouted from the other room, "Everybody 

dance, Khankishi, make them dance!" People 

laughed. Khankishi joked, "What can I say? What-

ever the mistress of the house says goes. Let's 

dance." 

 

The groom banged on the table with his hand and 

complained to Khankishi, "What is this strange be-
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havior? Why are the ladies sitting on one side and 

the men on the other? They should mix immediate-

ly. 'Death to Mullah!'" 

 

Everyone applauded. Khankishi began arranging 

the guests' seats so that the men and women 

would sit next to each other. Some men had come 

without their wives, and women had come without 

their husbands. 

 

Taking all of this into consideration, he organized 

the guests' seats in such a way so that there were 

enough women for the men. He made one woman 

sit in the middle with a man on each side. Since I 

was one of the shy ones, I was the only man left 

without a woman. Khankishi looked at his arrange-

ment and exclaimed, "Look, now this is civilized!" 

 

His eyes were laughing. Pointing at me with his fin-

ger, he said, "Look, the poor boy is all alone!" Eve-
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ryone laughed. I was embarrassed. 

 

Bibi shouted from the other room, "I'll sit next to him 

myself." 

 

The room was decorated like a store during a fes-

tival. The men looked like "bad bargains" that had 

come along free with the ladies! The mens' noses 

were shining and the womens' fingers were spar-

kling. The womens' faces and the mens' teeth 

looked white. The womens' eyes and the mens' 

hands looked black. The ladies' lips and mens' 

necks looked red. 

 

The zurna player sucked the air from the room and 

blew it back out through his insturment, sending a 

waft of air against the colorful dresses in the varied 

crowd. Suddenly, a song was played that was full 

of drunken sadness: "The Song of the Cock" 
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My hen is speckled, 

Her wings are speckled, 

She is not a hen, but a nightingale. 

May you burn in fire, stealer of my hen! 

May you scorch in hell, stealer of my hen! 

 

Khankishi dragged a stout woman to the middle of 

the hall. The people next to me whispered, "She's 

the cashier at Department Store 21." What a danc-

er! In her every movement, you could sense the 

fear of a person on a ship about 

to sink. The floorboards under her feet were moan-

ing, the glasses were trembling, and the sides of 

the chairs were quivering. When the music sped 

up, she got confused. She didn't know what to do--

she was falling down and 

getting up like a drunkard. Everything was contrary 

to a modern wedding. I expected Bibi to shout from 

the other room to stop her from dancing. But noth-

ing happened. She behaved like an elephant that 
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was being poked by an awl. People played it safe; 

they didn't clap. 

 

Then--as if it had been calculated--a thin, frail-

looking girl, exactly this woman's opposite, stood 

up to dance. Dressed in taffeta pants and red 

boots, her eyebrows and nose looked a parenthe-

sis and a question mark. As soon as she got up, 

she began wiggling around. Her swift, varied 

movements reminded me of a person who is in the 

last throes of life. Like a fish on land, she was flip-

ping from side to side. After galloping around for a 

while, she sat down and stayed glued to her seat 

for the rest of the evening. Her chest heaved, as if 

she was having difficulty breathing. She was the 

new cashier of the store. A broad-shouldered, 

chubby lady got up immediately after her; she was 

dressed in a black crepe de Chine, Charleston 

shirt. Khankishi raised his voice. 
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"Let's all dance! Comrades will dance with their 

wives!" 

 

A man came from the upper side of the hall. His 

collar was awry, and he was smoking a cigarette in 

a cigarette holder. He began to dance in circles 

around his wife, like a hawk hovering. His wife was 

stout and heavy - her lower lip hung down like the 

tongue of a cow. While the husband was whirling 

around, the lady stood her ground and swayed 

back and forth like 

an accordion. 

 

Most of the ladies who followed after these two 

went around flapping their wings like birds. Only 

one (and she was a relative of the bride) danced so 

beautifully that even the Zurna-player was as-

tounded. Instead of taking in air, he wanted to take 

in the girl. In her red dress, she glowed like the set-

ting sun and she amazed everyone with her drun-
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ken eyes. With her 

harmonious movements, her beautiful hair kissed 

her breasts; and fell like silken tassels behind her 

back. 

 

After tea, the food was served. Dishes of rice pilov! 

How wonderful they looked! Mounds of white rice, 

with turmeric-colored melted butter cascading, as if 

off the sides of a mountain. People dashed for the 

food. An incredible sound of gobbling food filled the 

house. Very soon it was obvious that neither the 

rice nor the stew would be enough. By way of en-

couragement, Khankishi said, "Don't worry, eat as 

much as you want. More food will be found." 

 

But I got worried. As I watched the people eating 

with their greasy lips, and their dark hands des-

cending on the dishes of white rice, I looked at Bibi 

who sat next to me. 

 

http://www.kitabxana.net/


Mir Jalal Pashayev.           Stories 

www.kitabxana.net və YYSİB-nin  

müştərək nəşri  
178 

"Bibi, it seems like the etiquette rules of the wed-

ding are a little bit..." 

 

Her mouth was full with soup and stew. She only 

spoke with her eyebrows, saying "No!" 

 

Everyone was given tea glasses and Khankishi 

filled them with wine. From the other end of the 

hall, the cashier slowly raised her head, "Com-

rades, please. We are very fortunate to have com-

rade bridegroom, Bulbul bey, as a worker of De-

partment Store No. 21. I propose to drink this round 

to his health." 

 

At this moment, Khankishi shouted out, "Just a 

moment!" 

 

Everyone looked towards the door. An old lady with 

bad makeup and too much powder on her face en-

tered. Khankishi introduced her as the mother of 

http://www.kitabxana.net/


Mir Jalal Pashayev.           Stories 

www.kitabxana.net və YYSİB-nin  

müştərək nəşri  
179 

the bride. 

 

"Long live our groom's mother-in-law! May the un-

seen forces of Nature bless us all! May Nature give 

everyone a mother-in-law!" The mother-in-law was 

taken over to the groom. 

 

Bibi, expressing the respect of the people, said, 

"May Nature give you a wedding. May the unseen 

forces of Nature be happy with you." Glasses were 

filled and emptied to the health of this and that. In-

teresting talk went on. When the groom spoke, eve-

ryone listened. I was so attentive, I wanted to bor-

row an extra pair of ears to listen. 

 

"They shouldn't say that Bulbul hasn't finished uni-

versity or anything like that. You know that cashier, 

everyone here is my colleague. They understand . . 

. That cashier is such a son-of-a-bitch that even the 

university cannot cope with him. They've really 
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ruined the university. Don't you see the students 

coming and timidly hanging around and learning 

from us? I say, let's drink to the health of that cash-

ier who has made this possible. (He held his glass 

up almost as high as the light hanging overhead.) 

The world does not turn without this. I've never 

seen such a delicious thing in my life. Let's drink to 

the health of the cashier." 

 

The sound of glasses clinking filled the hall. When 

the groom's glass touched that of his mother-in-

law's, he looked surprised and said, "This can't be! 

Khankishi! Say something to this lady!" 

 

Someone said, "Why are you fighting?" 

 

Khankishi filled the glass of the mother-in-law. 

 

"Whoever refuses to drink, we'll empty the glass on 

their shirts. We propose that they should kiss each 
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other. The bride and bridegroom should kiss each 

other. But since she's not here, for the time being, 

he should kiss her mother. We propose that they 

should kiss each other." 

 

Kankishi put his arm around the mother-in-law and 

brought her to Bulbul. He kissed her noisily and 

drank up. The woman was embarrassed and sat 

down in her place. Her brother left the room in pro-

test. As soon as Bulbul heard about it, he swore, 

"Whoever doesn't like me, a curse on him! Let him 

go!" Everyone returned to the food. Mouths were 

busy; spoons made noise. 

 

Suddenly Khankishi shouted, "Who stole mine?" 

"What?" 

"Who took it?" 

"What?" 

"You took my meat!" 
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A glass shattered on the head of Khankishi. The 

wine glass struck the buffet and glasses broke. A 

half-filled jar of marmalade broke, spilling its con-

tents. The mother-in-law became very irritated, and 

pulled her son-in-law aside, saying, "You've gotten 

yourself all dirty!" 

 

The fight picked up. The gathering divided into two 

sides. Something tragic could have happened, but 

Bibi threw herself into the middle of it, screaming 

and crying. I whispered in her ear, "It seems that 

the wedding rules of etiquette are a little bit..." 

 

When things quieted down, I opened my scarf, and 

took off my boots and pin, got dressed back in my 

student's clothes and started to leave. At the ex-

pense of making my Bibi upset, I said, "I apologize 

that I yawned once and broke the etiquette of mod-

ern weddings." 
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Bibi held onto me and wouldn't let me leave. Eve-

ryone left and we went to the other room. She was 

bringing all sorts of things from the windowsills and 

other places: boxes of chocolate, sweets, dishes of 

marmalade. I thought that these had been saved 

for us to eat, so I started to take a chocolate from 

one box. Bibi took it from my hand and wouldn't let 

me eat it. There were all sort of things: socks, 

shawls, a bouquet of artificial flowers, silver 

spoons, a sugar bowl, a box of make-up, face 

powder, a handkerchief and a collar pin. 

 

In short, Store No. 22 was there. I waited. Bibi took 

her time, and holding each item, announced, "This 

shawl was brought by Mammad's wife. How won-

derful: six silver spoons. Mina Khanim brought 

them. A box of cosmetics--how nice. I should say 

worthy of the name of Mashdi Rahim!" 

 

Bibi held up each gift, and after learning the 
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groom's opinion of it, put it aside. The groom 

seemed pretty mild-mannered at first, 

 

"Well, it's not bad - next." 

 

Bibi said, "It isn't a joke! I have created a source of 

income for her 

husband. If it is it too much, leave it!" 

 

Bibi showed him a bouquet of artificial flowers and 

said, "This is from the family of your friend Ayyub." 

 

The groom whispered, "May I bury such a friend! 

How shameless!" 

 

Bibi showed him a pair of socks. "These were 

brought by Hizmet." 

 

"Who?" 
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"Mirsaad's wife, you know, Hizmet! She made a 

mistake to send such a gift, and you made a mis-

take to accept it! She has made a mockery of us. 

When I was still single, I spent 40 manats on the 

daughter. Now on the most precious day of my life, 

why is she so cheap? Damn her gift! Come on, 

take it back to her! I'm not so desperate. Trashy 

people! Socks! What socks!" 

 

Seeing this, I realized why my half brother wouldn't 

talk to me. I was the one who had broken the rules 

of etiquette more than anyone else because I 

hadn't brought anything. 

 

Afraid of being beaten up, I left on the pretext of 

getting some fresh air, and headed straight for the 

student dormitory in 

Armenikendi. I vowed never again to go to a new-

fashioned wedding, never again. 
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The Cotton Picker Who K 

new Everything 

(1964) 

 

by Mir Jalal 

 

From the book "Dried Up In Meetings" 

Azerbaijan International 1998, USA 

 

"Let the baker bake the bread, and give an extra 

one to him. (Old Azeri proverb). 

You've heard it before: "So and so has lost the re-

spect of people and now everyone makes fun of 

him." I wouldn't want that to happen to anyone. Be-

ing respected and influential and then having no 
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one pay any attention to you is the most painful 

thing to have to endure. It's understandable if the 

person has committed a shameful act or loses re-

spect by doing something bad. But the man I'm 

talking about is a friend that you know quite well. 

He has not done anything of the kind. His loss of 

respect came about in a very strange way. 

 

I should say that my friend has not committed any 

shameful act or done anything evil. In his job, in his 

duties, as in his profession, he has tried to retain 

his position and status. But he has lost respect 

among the people in such a way that he himself 

has been amazed. Let me not hide my friend's 

name, Medad Ahmadov. Definitely, you all know 

him. In our district, everyone knows him as a skilled 

cotton picker, and his art has been demonstrated in 

the Kolkhos [collective farm] as the finest work on 

many occasions. Even now he is the best cotton-

picker in the district and is the head of the Cotton-
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Pickers' Brigade. 

 

Then you will ask, how is it that such a person is 

not respected? 

He lost the respect of others simply by interfering in 

everything regardless of whether he knew anything 

about it or not. To tell you the truth, Medad Ahma-

dov himself was not so much to blame. The Execu-

tive Committee of our district was to blame. Be-

cause Medad's name was mentioned with respect 

everywhere, the committee started consulting him 

about everything. 

A draft was prepared for building a cultural center 

for the district. When it was being discussed the 

Committee would not listen to a single person. 

They only consulted Medad Ahmadov. He fingered 

each paragraph of the draft and made corrections. 

The Committee agreed with these so-called "sug-

gestions," but the architects were shocked. 
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A statue of the poet Fuzuli was being erected in our 

district, but the Committee asked Medad Ahama-

dov about it first. "Comrade Medad, what do you 

say? Would it be better to have a hat on Fuzuli's 

head or not? Tell the artists what you think and let 

them do it. 

 

" Medad Ahmadov looked around him and said, 

"It's very hot; it's better to be without a hat. Wearing 

a hat is old-fashioned." 

 

Once again, the painters, poets, scholars and 

sculptors were ignored. The Committee stood by 

his suggestion, allowing the leader of the cotton 

pickers to determine the dress code of the poet. At 

first, the people involved respected the wishes of 

the Committee and the cotton picker and voiced 

their opinions, but later on, when they saw that the 
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Committee slavishly followed the cotton picker, they 

became silent. 

 

The Committee undertook other projects. A consi-

derable amount of money was put aside for an 

electric station. Again, they asked the opinion of the 

cotton picker. But dear friends, whenever the name 

Medad was mentioned, nobody said anything. 

People came to think of him as not a very serious 

person and they turned away from him. 

 

The head of our Committee has a very strange ha-

bit. He calls the local cook and asks his opinion 

about a newly proposed building project. He asks a 

singer about a dress fashion, a well-digger about a 

song, a carpenter about a legal case, and consults 

them on these matters. When you say, comrade 

chief, everybody has a profession. He waves his 

hand in denial and raising his head says, "In the 

past it was like this. Now our people know about 
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every profession. Don't you see me, I am the mas-

ter of every profession, you name it!" 

 

The Committee chief made the head of cotton 

pickers almost into a prophet, consulting him in 

every matter. Of course this gave him ideas, and 

made him think he was a great person. Nowadays 

when someone gets a boil on his neck, they say, 

"No need to go to a doctor, just consult the head of 

the cotton pickers!" 

 

He has become a laughingstock. Nothing is left 

even of his mastery at the farm because he is busy 

with an easily won fame. We have an expression, 

"Not only did he not catch a fish, he even left his 

fishing rod at the river." Of course, being sorry later 

on has no effect. Once respect has been lost, you 

cannot go door to door searching for it. 

___________ 
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The Shade of the Willow Tree 

(1937) 

 

by Mir Jalal 

From the book "Dried Up In Meetings" 

Azerbaijan International 1998, USA 

 

Everyone has a passion or a habit. This was true of 

Uncle Salman, the gardener. If he felt sympathy for 

anyone, he had a habit of helping them in every 

way possible. 

 

One day, he stood deep in thought in front of the 

garden next to the road. The sun had risen high in 

the sky and shone right on his bronzed, shiny brow. 
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As he raised his hand to shade his face from the 

sun, a thought suddenly passed through his mind. 

He looked down at the earth, as if looking for some-

thing that was lost. He walked back and forth along 

the road, his boots furrowing into the earth. 

 

The next morning before sunrise, Uncle Salman 

dug a ditch in the same place. Soon after, he 

brought a willow sapling and planted it there. He 

put some bushes with thistles around it to protect it 

from the cattle. 

 

During the summer when Uncle Salman worked in 

the vegetable beds, he would become breathless 

from the heat and would go to his hut to rest. When 

he would be walking down the road and he felt that 

there was a need for shade, a quiet voice within 

him would say, "Plant a tree here." 

 

About five miles from the village where the road di-
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vides to go to the gardens and orchards, there was 

a place called "Dashlija." Fields stretched out to the 

horizon from there, but there was no shaded place 

to rest. 

 

Now near Uncle Salman's orchard, there was an 

underground spring called "Saz Bulaghi" (Singing 

Spring), and during the hot summer, no traveler 

would pass by without drinking from the stream and 

washing his hands and face. But as far as resting 

for a while, there was not even the shade of a 

stone. With this in mind, Uncle Salman planted a 

willow tree there where the road separates. 

 

For five years, he did his utmost to take care of that 

tree. The young, lonely tree spread its branches. Its 

roots had already reached water. It drank the 

stream water and received light and warmth from 

the sun; it grew tall and spread its green foliage, 

like clusters of beautiful white jasmine, over the 
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heads of the travelers. It cooled the dry desert-like 

air and its shade greeted the passers-by. Even 

people who didn't know about the stream would 

come and rest under the willow tree. Seeing this 

would gladden Uncle Salman's heart, making him 

feel very proud, like a father who had raised a 

wonderful son. 

 

"I have to see," he thought, "if people appreciate 

the shade of this tree. I wonder what they are say-

ing about it?" 

 

Whenever there were people under the tree, he 

pretended to be passing by so that he could find 

out what they were saying. He would linger there, 

hoping to overhear their conversation. 

 

One time two men on horses stopped there. From 

their appearance, they looked like teachers or phy-

sicians. They seemed somewhat intellectual. Hold-
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ing a spade in his hand, on the pretext of getting 

water from the side of the stream, Uncle Salman 

moved closer to the riders and listened to them. 

 

The men fastened their horses to a bush, and went 

down to the spring and drank from it. Then they 

went over to the green grass, to lie down. 

 

Uncle Salman was very happy because he be-

lieved that they were the talkative type. One of the 

riders brought out a small box from his pocket and 

rolled a cigarette for himself. The other, a rather 

short, young man, continued a discussion which 

seemed to have been left unfinished from a while 

before. 

 

"You're mistaken, you don't know people," the man 

who was smoking answered coldly. 

"At a single glance, I know what kind of nest this 

bird comes from. I'm not going to be taken in by 

http://www.kitabxana.net/


Mir Jalal Pashayev.           Stories 

www.kitabxana.net və YYSİB-nin  

müştərək nəşri  
199 

sweet talk." 

 

It seemed that the riders were arguing about 

someone. One spoke and the other answered. One 

proposed an idea, the other rejected it. Giving up 

hope of getting anything out of their discussion, the 

gardener returned to his hut disappointed and de-

jected. 

 

The second day, Uncle Salman listened to the re-

marks of a man from the city. The man, not accus-

tomed to long walks, had become very tired and 

seemed to be lying there without moving or talking. 

After waiting a long time, Uncle Salman wanted to 

leave, but the man from the city started talking. 

 

"What kind of thing is this, uncle?" 

Uncle Salman turned to him. 

"What did you, my son?" 

The man from the city sat up. 
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"I mean the man who planted this tree. I say, you 

son of a cursed father, you spent time and money, 

why didn't you plant a fruit tree, like a mulberry or a 

pear tree. Would that have been too much to ask?" 

 

Uncle Salman was hurt by the city man's words. He 

didn't answer at all, and he hung his head as he 

went back to his hut. 

 

The third day, a strong, muscular cart driver came 

to the shade. Knife in hand, he climbed the tree. 

Uncle Salman came forward anxiously, but seeing 

that the carter was looking for a shaft for his cart, 

he became less anxious. 

 

"My good man, if someone hadn't planted this tree, 

how would you find your shaft?" asked Uncle Sal-

man. 

The cart driver, with his head down, busy cutting 
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the wood, said, "Damn the man who planted this. 

Couldn't he have planted something sturdier here, 

like an oak tree or an elm? How can you make a 

shaft out of this willow? I know it's useless, but 

what can I do? There's nothing else available." 

 

Uncle Salman didn't answer him either. 

 

On the fourth day, during the heat of the day when 

one could hardly breathe, a group of farmhands 

came to Saz Bulaghi. They were working in a farm 

nearby and had come to eat lunch under the shade 

of the willow tree. As soon as they arrived, a big 

lunch bag was opened. They brought out yogurt, 

and mixing it with the water from the stream, made 

"Ayran ." They cut bread, cucumbers and onions 

and prepared everything. Then, getting out their 

wooden spoons, they ate with great gusto. 

 

At first, Uncle Salman wanted to invite them to have 
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some fruits from his garden, but he decided to 

stand aside and listen to them. He said to himself, 

"First let's see if they appreciate good work." 

 

The farmhands packed up what was left and 

putting their hands under their heads, lay down to 

rest. 

 

"May you rest in peace, the man who planted this 

willow." 

Uncle Salman looked carefully and noticed who it 

was who had spoken. He was a dark-haired, young 

man who was resting in the far corner. 

 

"In the midst of this wilderness," another joined in, 

"the shade of a willow tree is better than anything in 

the world. Blessed be the hands that planted it!" 

 

Uncle Salman could not contain himself any longer. 

Moving from his garden toward the willow tree, he 
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said, "Thanks, all of you young men who appreciate 

my work." The harvesters recognized that it was 

the man who had planted the willow. 

 

The young man with black hair sat up. "Uncle, 

please forgive me. A moment ago, thinking that you 

were dead, we asked for God's blessings upon 

your soul." 

 

"My son, I don't mind. Blessings are necessary for 

the living as well. You know the value of my work 

and appreciate it. No blessing is better than this." 

 

With one hand on his buckle, Uncle Salman 

pointed to the shade of the willow tree with the in-

dex finger of his other hand and poured out his 

heartfelt feelings. 

 

"Many people have come here. Many people have 

sat here. Many have even cursed the man who 
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planted this tree. I've heard them with my own ears; 

they were only thinking of themselves. My son, it 

takes all sorts of people to make the world. But I 

knew that people would come who would appre-

ciate this shade and praise me for it. There are 

good people in the world. Now when I see you rest-

ing and talking about this place, I feel rewarded. I 

feel as if a new life has been given to me. It's as if I 

have paid my debt to the world." 

 

A farmhand interrupted Uncle Salman, "The 

goldsmith knows the value of gold. We laborers 

appreciate your work." 

 

"My son, I believe in good work. A dog also leads a 

life. We humans should leave something-a good 

work or a trace of ourselves." 

 

Uncle Salman looked out and opened his arms, as 

if to embrace someone. He continued, "You see, 
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down there as far as you can see, orchards and 

gardens extend to the horizon. Our forefathers 

planted them, they sweated and prepared all of this 

for us. We have to do the same for our children. If 

everyone thought only of eating and enjoying him-

self, the world would be left in ruins in a few years." 

 

The farmhands all agreed with Uncle Salman. As 

they got up to leave, the willow tree waved its 

young, green, clean leaves, and as if whispering in 

the breeze, it seemed to be saying "yes, yes," to 

Uncle Salman's words 

 

___________ 

 

Ayran (pronounced I-rahn) is a refreshing beverage 

made from yogurt, water and salt. Dried mint and 

other herbs are added for flavor. 

 

__________ 
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Peaches 

(1962) 

 

by Mir Jalal 

 

From the book "Dried Up In Meetings" 

Azerbaijan International 1998, USA 

 

Some of our specialists have been struck with a 

strange disease. You ask one of them, "How is 

such and such a book?" 

 

"Wonderful," he says. 

You ask, "Why is it wonderful?" 

"It was printed in Poland." 

You ask, "How is such and such a song?" 
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He says, "Excellent." 

"Why?" "It is sung in Austria and Bulgaria." 

"What do you think of such and such a painting?" 

"Excellent, because it's being exhibited in Mar-

seille." 

At first this disease only hit a few, but it is spreading 

slowly to many people. Yesterday I read an article 

by an agriculture specialist who had come to our 

office. He writes that the peach is a "sort" of necta-

rine which was discovered in America at the end of 

the nineteenth century. In 1897 it was brought to 

the Soviet Union, and from there it traveled by rail 

to the Caucasus and Azerbaijan. Then our agricul-

turalist friend writes about its color and taste, and 

tries to prove that the agriculturalists of the world, 

particularly those of Azerbaijan, are greatly in-

debted to the American scientist who "discovered" 

the peach. 

 

At the end of his article, the specialist comes to this 
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sad conclusion: "Unfortunately, our good people do 

not pay their dues to this great scientist of the world 

of fruits and vegetables, and do not praise him in 

their books, newspapers, radios and meetings from 

morning until evening. We eat the peach, but never 

remember its genius inventor and the man who 

produced it. See how backward we are. How far we 

are from advanced nations!" 

After reading the article written by our esteemed 

agriculturalist I gave it a great deal of thought. Of 

course, I have no doubt about his "scientific" com-

petence or "originality" of his writing, but I still have 

a few questions for him. 

I would just like to ask the esteemed specialist if dif-

ferent types of peaches are more in America or, 

say, in the gardens of Ordubad, Ganjah, Quba, Ba-

tum, Gori and other cities of the Caucasus? I also 

want to ask him if the color and taste of the peach-

es or nectarines described in the article that he 
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wrote, or to be more exact, that he has translated, 

are different from ours? 

I also want to suggest to our specialist friend that, 

rather than picking a peach from a tree, its real 

source, and learning about it, he has learned about 

it by reading slowly and haltingly through a foreign 

language article. 

Furthermore, I want to say that the author, rather 

than making peaches popular among his country-

men and garden, wants to advertise its grafter. 

He wrote this piece, it seems, not for the sake of 

fruit specialists, students, researchers, or simply to 

do a service for his readers. Rather, he has written 

it in order to get a good opinion from the members 

of the Central Agricultural Institute for his future ar-

ticles. Fourth, fifth and etc. 

This author doesn't know that many things come 

here from America, but not nectarines or peaches. 
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Chewing gum, cocktail-drinks nylon panty hose, 

plastic and many other things come from there, but 

not nectarines, not figs, not grapes, not Shamkhor 

watermelons, not Jorat melons, not the seedless 

white berry, not the apples of Quba, not the sweet 

pomegranates of Shirvan, not the tomatoes of Lan-

karan, not the onions of Hovsan. 

If this agriculturalist had spent five or six years 

among the people, he would not have written such 

an article, or if he had, he would have written it dif-

ferently. We've seen that such articles are pub-

lished for the sake of workers and agricultural la-

borers. It is said that in ancient Greece, some writ-

ers would draw pictures and hang them in public 

places in order to see what the people would say. 

Now some authors write their articles and give 

them over for translation without bothering about 

what their own readers' reaction will be. 
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Another thing I don't understand is why some of our 

institutes get all of their advice from abroad. It's re-

ally strange that when they want to do research on 

figs they leave the orchards of Bilgah and go to 

California. A student who had gone to Mexico in 

order to learn about apiculture was asked about the 

characteristics of the honey of Qabagtapeh and the 

bees of Dastafur. The student had to return to 

these villages to get some honey and a few boxes 

of bees because he did not have any experience 

here-he had gone abroad with his eyes closed. 

Perhaps our esteemed agriculturalist friend will 

have the time to read the writings of men of letters, 

and perhaps this one, too. If he reads, he shouldn't 

think that we don't want to look at the outside, at 

other horizons, or that we are against learning from 

neighbors, or even from strangers. We are only 

against those who look at their own things and their 

own existence from the balcony of the West, and 

for that matter, look at them negatively. We want 
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agriculturalists, physicians, teachers, engineers, 

artists, all of them, first to learn about the bounties 

of their own city and their own homeland carefully 

and with love. After learning, they should talk about 

them without fear, and make them known to the 

world. 

___________ 
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“Bizi innovativ-kreativ 

birləşdirən kitab: Mir Cəlal 

Paşayevin "Bir gəncin 

manifesti”. YYSİB-nin 

kulturoloji layihəsi 
 

 

Azərbaycan Respublikası Gənclər Fondunun 

qrant müsabiqəsi çərçivəsində maliyyələşdirdiyi, 

Yeni Yazarlar və Sənətçilər İctimai Birliyi 

oktyabırın ortalarından “Bizi innovativ-kreativ 

birləşdirən kitab: Mir Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir 

gəncin manifesti" adlı növbəti maraqlı 

kulturoloji layhəsini həyata keçirilir.  

 

Layihə gənclərin vətənpərvərlik tərbiyəsi işinin 
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gücləndirilməsi, Azərbaycan dilinin, tarixinin, 

mədəniyyət və incəsənətinin təbliğinə xidmət edən 

intellektual oyunların, müsabiqələrin, 

olimpiadaların, festivalların keçirilməsi və 

animasiya və bədii filmlərin (sosial çarxların) 

hazırlanması mövzusundadır. Layihə görkəmli 

yazıçı, dəyərli alim və pedaqoq Mir Cəlal 

Paşayevin "Bir gəncin manifesti" əsəri vasitəsilə 

dünyanın müxtəlif ölkələrinə səpələnmiş  55 

milyonluq azərbaycanlılar, xüsusən uşaq, 

yeniyetmə və gənc soydaşlarımız - kreati-

intellektual düşüncə sahibləri arasında tarixi 

vətənləri olan Azərbaycana sevgi və sayğını 

artırmaq məqsədilə innovativ-vətənpərvərlik 

aksiyaları özündə cəmləyir. İnternet resurslarından 

- sosial şəbəkələr, yeni media orqanları, 

videopaylaşım platformalarının imkanlarından 

yararlanaraq, elektron-virtual formada Mir Cəlal 

Paşayevin "Bir gəncin manifesti" əsəri ilə 

motivasiya formasında yeni nəsil arasında 

vətənpərvərlik tərbiyəsi işi gücləndirilməsinə 

yönəldilir. Bunun üçün  respublikamızın bir sıra 

yerlərində, eləcə də xaricdə yaşayan 

diasporumuzun görkəmli simaları, gənc bloqqerlər, 

şəbəkə istifadəçiləri, tanınmışlar və sadə oxucular 

tərəfindən əsərin audio-vizual formatda,  oxucular 

http://www.kitabxana.net/


Mir Jalal Pashayev.           Stories 

www.kitabxana.net və YYSİB-nin  

müştərək nəşri  
216 

tərəfindən səsləndirməklə, video çəkiliş aparmağı,  

film formasında hazırlanması və İnternetdə 

yayımının təşkili, kitabın bir sıra dillərdə tərcümə 

variantının elektron formada şəbəkə resursları və 

e-kitabxanaya hazırlanması, həmçinin, yayımı, o 

əsər haqqında yazılan filoloji materiallardan ibarət 

e-almanax hazırlayıb e-kitabxanada yerləşdimək, 

müəllifin aforizmlərindən ibarət kitabın çapı, 

yayımı, təqdimatı, sosial şəbəkələrdə təbliğatı 

nəzərdə tutulur. Kitabdan parçalar oxuyanlarda 

Azərbaycançılıq, vətənpərvərlik, milli-mənəvi 

dəyərlərimizə maraq artacaq. 

Görkəmli yazıçı, dəyərli alim və pedaqoq  Mir 

Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir gəncin manifesti" əsərinin 

elektron variantda hazırlanaraq gənclərə 

çatdırılması, həm  də yeni media və sosial 

şəbəkələrdə layihəyə İKT dəstəyi verilməsi üçün 

kreativ innovasiyalar yaratmaq. 

Əsas məqsəd Mir Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir gəncin 

manifesti" əsərindəki vətənpərvərlik intonasiyanı 

gənclərimizi innovativ-kreativ birləşdirən bütöv 

milli-mənəvi kitab kimi motivasiya formasında 

təbliğ etməkdir. Gənclərin yeni İKT 

texnologiyaları, Feysbuk, Youtube, İnstagram, 

Tvviter, TikTok, həmçinin, Vatsap kimi 

plotformalarından yararlandığını nəzərə alaraq bu 
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əsərin səsli və görüntülü formasını (audio-video 

format), eləcə də elektron variantda yayıma 

hazırlamaqla İnteretdə trend yaratmaq 

mümkündür. 

 

Layihə icraçıları aşağıdakı vəzifələri 

qarşılarına məqsəd kimi qoyublar: 

 

Azərbaycan ədəbiyyatını vətənpərvərlik nümunəsi 

olaraq gənclərə sevdirmək. 

Mir Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir gəncin manifesti" 

əsərindəki vətənpərvərlik ruhunu yeni formalarla 

55 milyonluq diasporumuzun yeni nəsil 

nümayəndələrinə çatırmaq. 

İnternetdə Mir Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir gəncin 

manifesti" əsərindən vətənpərvərlik trendi kimi 

istifadə edərək motivasiya kim yeni nəsilə 

aşılamaq. Mir Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir gəncin 

manifesti" əsərini müxtəlif şəxslər tərəfindən səsli 

- audio kitab formasında hazırlamaq və bu yönə 

gəncləri həvəsləndirmək. 

Müxtəlif insanlar tərəfindən Mir Cəlal Paşayevin 

"Bir gəncin manifesti" əsərinin parça-parça 

mütaliəsini təşkil etməklə vizual kitab - video film 
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formasında hazırlamaq və bu yönə gənclərin 

imkanlarından bəhrələnmək. 

Yazıçı-alimin "Bir gəncin manifesti" əsəri 

haqqında yazılan filoloji materiallardan ibarət e-

almanax hazırlayıb e-kitabxanada yerləşdimək, 

yaymaq.  

Ədibin həyat və yaradıcılığı, "Bir gəncin 

manifesti" əsərinin gənclərin vətənpərvərlik ruhda 

böyüməsindəki rolu haqqında tədbir təşkil etmək. 

Müəllifin aforizmlərindən ibarət kitabçanın çapı, 

yayımı, təqdimatı, sosial şəbəkələrdə təbliğatı 

nəzərdə tutulur. 

 

Layihənin fəaliyyət mərhələləri: 

 

1. Azərbaycan ədəbiyyatını vətənpərvərlik 

nümunəsi olaraq gənclərə sevdirmək məqsədilə 

Mir Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir gəncin manifesti" əsərin 

vətənpərvərlik ruhunu yeni formatlarda 55 

milyonluq dünya azərbaycanlılarına, xüsusən də 

yeni nəsil nümayəndələrinə çatırmaq üçün 

aşağıdakı formalarda nəşrə / yayıma hazırlamaq: 

- Səsli - audio kitab formasında: "Bir gəncin 

manifesti" əsərin maraqlı hissələri müxtəlif şəxslər 
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tərəfindən parçalarla ifası hazırlamaq və geniş 

ictimaiyyətə, eləcə də əngəlli gənclərə çatdırmaq. 

- Görüntülü - vizual kitab formasında: "Bir gəncin 

manifesti" əsərinin maraqlı hissələri müxtəlif 

şəxslər tərəfindən parçalarla ifası videoya almaq, 

yayıma hazırlamaq, İnternetdə və sosial 

şəbəkələrdə, videopaylaşım portallarında 

yerləşdirmək, Ümumazərbaycan milli-mənəvi 

dəyər kimi dünyada yaşayan 55 milyonluq 

soydaşlarımıza, geniş ictimaiyyətə, eləcə də 

əngəlli gənclərə çatdırmaq. 

2. Elektron kitab: imkan daxilində müxtəlif 

dillərdə "Bir gəncin manifesti" əsərinin elektron 

formatda hazırlamaq, e-kitabxanalarda, İnternet 

resurslarında yerləşdirməklə Mir Cəlal Paşayev 

yaradıcılığını və Azərbaycan ədəbiyyatını 

populyarlaşdırmaq. 

3. Mir Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir gəncin manifesti" 

əsəri haqqında yazılan filoloji materiallardan 

ibarət e-almanax hazırlayıb e-kitabxanada 

yerləşdimək, yaymaq, sosial şəbəkələrdə təbliğatı. 

5. İnternetdə Mir Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir gəncin 

manifesti" əsərindən vətənpərvərlik trendi kimi 

tanıtmaqla bu istiqamətdə motivasiya məhsulu kim 

yeni nəslə aşılamaq, bu yöndə gəncləri 

həvəsləndirmək. 
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6. Sosial şəbəkələrdə - İnternetdə yeni mütaliə və 

virtual-kreativ aksiyaya başlanılacaq, müxtəlif 

gənc insanlar tərəfindən Mir Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir 

gəncin manifesti" əsəri parça-parça mütaliəsini 

təşkil etməklə vizual kitab - videofilm formasında 

hazırlan məhsul vasitəsilə sosial şəbəkələrdə 

vətənpərvərlik hərəkatı kimi gənclərin imkanları 

səfərbər ediləcək. 

7. Mir Cəlal Paşayevin həyat və yaradıcılığı, "Bir 

gəncin manifesti" əsərinin gənclərin vətənpərvərlik 

ruhda böyüməsindəki rolu haqqında real/virtual 

tədbir həyata keçirmək. 

8. İnternet, Feysbuk, Tvviter və Youtube və b. 

şəbəkələrdə bu istiqamətdə fəaliyyətlərin 

dəstəklənmək, ayrıca sosial şəbəkə resursunun 

yaradılması, gənclərin, yeniyetmələrin, 

məktəblilərin intellektual səviyyəsini yüksəltmək 

üçün fəaliyyətlərin qurulması. 

Layihənin yetərincə təbiği və ictimaiyyətə 

çatdırılması işi düzgün işlənmiş media-plan 

vasitəsilə gerçəkləşdiriləcəkdir. Virtual aksiyaların 

təşkili, İnternet, Feysbuk, Tvviter və Youtube və 

b. şəbəkələrdə bu istiqamətdə fəaliyyətlərin 

dəstəklənmək, ayrıca sosial şəbəkə resursunun 

yaradılması, gənclərin, yeniyetmələrin, 

məktəblilərin intellektual səviyyəsini yüksəltmək 
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üçün fəaliyyətlərin qurulmasına xüsusi diqqət 

ayrılacaqdır. Fəaliyyətlər zamanı layihənin 

təqdimatına və təbliğinə xüsusi önəm veriləcəkdir: 

istər ölkə daxilində, istərsə də dünyada əngəlli 

gənclərin kreativ-kulturoloji potensialının, ədəbi 

resurslarının geniş yayılmasına səbəb olacaq. 

Televiziyada və mətbuatda («525-ci qəzet», 

“Təzadlar”, “Bakı-xəbər” kimi ölkənin nüfuzlu 

mətbu orqanlarında, Space TV, “Dünya” TV, İNK 

TV kimi televiziya kanallarında və digər KİV-də, 

İnternet saytlarında), müxtəlif sosial şəbəkə və 

foto-videoideo paylaşım platformalarında layihə, 

virtual mərkəz, e-kitab və rəqəmsal nəşrlər, 

elektron kitabxanadakı ayrıca bölüm haqqında 

rəylər, fikirlər, məqalələr çap olunacaq, müzakirə 

xarakterli reportaj və süjetlər hazırlanacaqdır. 

Layihənin nəticələri: 

1. Vətənpərvərlik nümunəsi olaraq Mir Cəlal 

Paşayevin "Bir gəncin manifesti" əsəri fərqli, İKT 

texnologiyalarına uyğun olaraq yeni formatlarda 

55 milyonluq dünya azərbaycanlılarına, xüsusən 

də yeni nəsil nümayəndələrinə, gənclərə çatırmaq 

üçün aşağıdakı formalarda nəşri və yayımı təşkil 

olunacaq. 
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2. "Bir gəncin manifesti" əsərinin bəzi hissələri 

müxtəlif şəxslər tərəfindən parçalarla ifası 

hazırlamaq və geniş ictimaiyyətə, eləcə də əngəlli 

gənclərə çatdırmaq üçün yeni səsli - audio kitab 

hazırlanacaq. 

3. "Bir gəncin manifesti" əsərinin maraqlı hissələri 

müxtəlif şəxslər tərəfindən parçalarla ifası videoya 

alınacaq, yayıma hazırlanaraq İnternetdə və sosial 

şəbəkələrdə, videopaylaşım portallarında 

yerləşdiriləcək, ümumazərbaycan milli-mənəvi 

dəyər kimi dünyada yaşayan 55 milyonluq 

soydaşlarımıza, geniş ictimaiyyətə, eləcə də 

əngəlli gənclərə çatdırılacaq görüntülü - vizual 

kitab, bədii-sənədli videofilm hazırlanacaq. 

4. Müxtəlif dillərdə "Bir gəncin manifesti" əsərinin 

elektron kitab formasında hazırlanacaq, e-

kitabxanalarda, İnternet resurslarında 

yerləşdiriləcək, Mir Cəlal Paşayevin yaradıcılığı 

və Azərbaycan ədəbiyyatı gənclər arasında 

populyarlaşdırılacaq. 

5. Mir Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir gəncin manifesti" 

əsəri haqqında yazılan filoloji materiallardan 

ibarət e-almanax hazırlanacaq, e-kitabxanada 

yerləşdirilərək, gənclərin azad istifadəsi üçün 

yayılacaq. 
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6. Müəllifin aforizmlərindən ibarət cib kitabı 

formasında toplunun çap ediləcək, gənclərə, 

tələbələrə paylanacaq, e-variantı İnternetdə və e-

kitabxanada sərbəst yayım üçün yerləşdiriləcək, 

geniş ictimaiyyət üçün təqdimatı, sosial 

şəbəkələrdə güclü təbliğatı aparılacaq. 

8. İnternetdə Mir Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir gəncin 

manifesti" əsərindən vətənpərvərlik trendi kimi 

tanıtmaq və bu istiqamətdə motivasiya modeli 

kimi yeni nəslə aşılanacaq, bu yöndə gəncləri 

həvəsləndiriləcək. 

9. Sosial şəbəkələrdə - İnternetdə yeni mütalifə və 

virtual-kreativ aksiyaya başlanılacaq, müxtəlif 

gənc insanlar tərəfindən Mir Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir 

gəncin manifesti" əsəri parça-parça mütaliəsini 

təşkil etməklə vizual kitab - videofilm formasında 

hazırlan məhsul vasitəsilə sosial şəbəkələrdə 

vətənpərvərlik hərəkatı kimi gənclərin imkanları 

səfərbər ediləcək. 

10. Mir Cəlal Paşayevin həyat və yaradıcılığı, "Bir 

gəncin manifesti" əsərinin gənclərin vətənpərvərlik 

ruhda böyüməsindəki rolu haqqında real tədbir 

təşkil olunacaq. 

11. İnternet, Feysbuk, Tvviter və Youtube və b. 

şəbəkələrdə bu istiqamətdə fəaliyyətlərin 

dəstəklənmək, ayrıca sosial şəbəkə resursunun 
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yaradılması, gənclərin, yeniyetmələrin, 

məktəblilərin intellektual səviyyəsini yüksəltmək 

üçün fəaliyyətlər qurulacaq. 

Layihənin qiymətləndirilməsi: 

Müvafiq qanunvericilik aktları, qanunlar, normativ 

sənədlər, eyni zamanda Azərbaycan Gənclər 

Fondunun tələblərinə uyğun olaraq 

qiymətləndirmə indikatorları müəyyənləşdiriləcək 

və ona uyğun olaraq qiymətləndirmə aparılacaq. 

Xüsusən də aşağıdakı cəhətlərə əhəmiyyət 

veriləcək: 

- tərəfdaş və əlavə donorlar haqqında məlumat; 

- layihə çərçivəsində fəaliyyət haqqında Fondun 

əvvəlcədən məlumatlandırılması; 

-layihə çərçivəsində fəaliyyət zamanı Fondun 

adının və loqosunun nümayiş olunması; 

- layihə sənədlərinin uyğun strukturu; layihə üzrə 

əmrlər; 

- layihədə çalışan işçilərin sayı, işçilərlə bağlanmış 

əmək, mülki-hüquqi xarakterli və könüllü 

müqavilə; 

- layihənin iştirakçılarının sayı; 
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- layihə çərçivəsində tədbirə dəvət olunmuş 

şəxslərin sayı və tərkibi; 

- layihə ilə bağlı ictimaiyyətin 

məlumatlandırılması; 

- layihə çərçivəsindətanıtım materialları, gündəlik 

və proqramlar; 

- nəşr – paylama materiallarının (e-kitab, vizual 

məhsullar, sosial media və İnternet TV 

proqramları və s.) iştirakçılara verilməsi; 

-layihə çərçivəsində xidmətlər; layihə fəaliyyətinin 

icra planına uyğunluğu, işlərin yerinə yetirilib-

yetirilməməsinin müəyyən edilməsi; 

- tədbir zamanı qoyulan mövzunun layihə 

mövzusuna uyğunluğu; 

- layihə çərçivəsində iştirakçılarla qiymətləndirmə 

işinin aparılması. 

- mütəxəssislər tərəfindən bu layihənin həm 

peşəkar dairələri, həm geniş ictimaiyyət tərəfdən 

müzakirəsi, mətbuatda işıqlandırılmasına şərait 

yaradılacaq; 

- layihənin iştirakçılarının sayı; 

- layihə çərçivəsində tədbirə dəvət olunmuş 

şəxslərin sayı və tərkibi; 
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- layihə ilə bağlı ictimaiyyətin 

məlumatlandırılması; 

- layihə çərçivəsindətanıtım materialları, gündəlik 

və proqramlar; 

- nəşr – paylama materiallarının (e-kitab, vizual 

məhsullar, sosial media və İnternet TV 

proqramları və s.) iştirakçılara verilməsi; 

-layihə çərçivəsində xidmətlər; layihə fəaliyyətinin 

icra planına uyğunluğu, işlərin yerinə yetirilib-

yetirilməməsinin müəyyən edilməsi; 

- tədbir zamanı qoyulan mövzunun layihə 

mövzusuna uyğunluğu; 

- layihə çərçivəsində iştirakçılarla qiymətləndirmə 

işinin aparılması. 

 

Layihənin davamlılığının təmin edilməsi 

istiqamətində nəzərdə tutulan fəaliyyətlər: 

 

Layihə uğurla yekunlaşdırılandan sonra da 

fəaliyyətlər davam etdirilərək aşağıdakı 

istiqamətdə işlər həyata keçiriləcək: 

- Davamlı olaraq o istiqamətdə İnternetüstü 

fəaliyyətlər daha da genişləndiriləcək və ardıcıl 

işlər görüləcək; 
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- Yaradılacaq sosial şəbəkə resurslarında yenə də 

bu mövzuda müxtəlif materiallar paylaşılacaq; 

- İnternetdə, elektron kitabxanada, sosial mediada 

yeni formatlarda, vətənpərvərlik mövzusunda 

elektron kitablar, rəqəmsal nəşrlər, eləcə də yeni 

kreativ materiallar sosial şəbəkələrdə onlayn-

oflayn yayımlanacaq, daimi fəaliyyət 

göstərəcəkdir; 

- Elektron kitablardan ibarət virtual sərgi ardıcıl 

təşkil olunacaqdır. 

- Mütəxəssislər tərəfindən bu layihənin həm 

peşəkar dairələri, həm geniş ictimaiyyət tərəfdən 

müzakirəsi, mətbuatda işıqlandırılmasına şərait 

yaradılacaq; 

- Gələcəkdə Mircəlalşünaslıq və vətənpərvərlik 

ədəbiyyatının müxtəlif qollarına aid sahə elektron 

kitabxanaları, eləcə də şəbəkə nəşrlərini özündə 

birləşdirəcək resurslar yaradılacaq; 

- Milli Virtual-Elektron Kitabxana daha da 

genişləndiriləcək, eyni zamanda ölkəmizin 

daxilində və xaricdəki anoloji İnternet 

kitabxanaların şəbəkəsinə qoşulması, qarşılıqlı-

faydalı əməkdaşlığa xüsusi əhəmiyyət 

veriləcəkdir; 
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- Layihənin növbəti mərhələsi hazırlanaraq donor 

təşkilatlara təqdim olunacaq və s. 

    Xatırlatmaq yerinə düşər ki, YYSİB milli və 

dünya mədəniyyəti, elm və ədəbiyyati 

hadisələrinin təbliği, real, eyni zamanda məsafəli - 

elektron təlim və kursların təşkili, Azərbaycan 

intellektual sərvətlərini, ədəbiyyatını, 

mədəniyyətini inkişaf etdirmək, zənginləşdirmək, 

xaricdə tanıtmaq, İnternet resursları, elektron 

kitabxana istiqamətində yeni nəsil yaradıcı 

insanları səfərbər etmək və s. sahələrdə 

fəaliyyətini qurub. 

    Təşkilat 22 ildir respublika əhəmiyyətli və 

beynəlxalq səviyyəli mədəniyyət, elm, ədəbiyyat, 

sənət, kitab nəşri və təbliği, qəzetçilik, yeni mass-

media, bloqqerlik, e-kitabxana və İnternet 

resurslarının zənginləşdirilməsi kimi sahələrldə 

fəaliyyəti ilə məşğul olur. 13 dəfə Bakı Kitab 

Bayramı – illik Milli Kulturoloji layihə həyata 

keçirib, 12 kitab nəşr etmiş, çoxsaylı mətbuat-

ədəbiyyat layihələri həyata keçirmişdir. Hazırda 

İnternetdə və ictimai düşüncədə “Virtual 

Azərbaycan” layihəsini gerçəkləşdirir. Qurumun 

dəyərli layihəsi əsasında www.kitabxana.net 

ünvanlı Milli Virtual-Elektron Kitabxana - İnternet 

portalı yaradılıb və fəaliyyət göstərir. İnternetdə və 
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sosial şəbəkələrdə 20-yə yaxın resursları fəaliyyət 

göstərir. İndiyəcən bir neçə virtual e-kurs yaradıb 

və 3000-dən artıq elektron kitabı hazırlayaraq 

İnternet istifadəçilərinin azad istifadəsinə təqdim 

edilib. Təşkilatın fəaliyyəti milli, eləcə də dünya 

mədəniyyətini və ədəbiyyatını həm ölkə daxilində, 

həm də xaricdə təbliğ etmək, yeni nəsil yaradıcı 

insanların əqli-intellektual, sosial və müəlliflik 

hüquqlarının qorunması istiqamətində fəaliyyət 

göstərmək, sənət adamlarının yaradıcılığını 

cəmiyyətə tanıtmaq, çağdaş mədəniyyəti və 

ədəbiyyatı inkişaf etdirməklə milli kulturoloji-

intellektual düşüncənin zənginləşməsinə yardımçı 

olmaq, mədəniyyətlərarası dialoqu, 

sivilizasiyaların inteqrasiyanı gücləndirməklə 

qloballaşan dünyada Azərbaycanın inkişafına, 

estetik-bədii irsini yüksək səviyyəyə çatdırmaqdır. 

QHT fəaliyyət istiqamətlərinə uyğun olaraq ədəbi-

mədəni, kulturoloji hadisələr gerçəkləşdirir, 

hüquqi-mədəni maariçilik, gənc yaradcı insanlarin 

ictimai maraqlarını ifadə edir, mədəniyyətlə, 

ədəbiyyat, İnternet, sosial şəbəkələr, virtual 

resurslar, elektron kitabxanalar, kreativ 

innovasiyalarla bağlı kulturoloji layihələri 

hazırlayır və uğurla həyata keçirir, qarşısına 

qoyduğu məqsədlərə çatmağa çalışır. 
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www.kitabxana.net  

 

Milli Virtual-Elektron Kitabxananın təqdimatında 

 

“Bizi innovativ-kreativ birləşdirən kitab: Mir Cəlal 

Paşayevin "Bir gəncin manifesti” adlı kulturoloji layihəs 

kulturoloji layihə. Elektron Kitablar. 

 

    Bu elektron kitablar Azərbaycan Respublikasının Gənclər 

Fondunun maliyyə dəstəyi ilə (2020-ci il maliyyə yardımı 

müsabiqəsi), Yeni Yazarlar və Sənətçilər İctimai Birliyi 

tərəfindən həyata keçirilən, www.kitabxana.net - Milli Vir-

tual-Elektron Kitabxananın “Bizi innovativ-kreativ 

birləşdirən kitab: Mir Cəlal Paşayevin "Bir gəncin manifesti” 

http://www.kitabxana.net/
https://l.facebook.com/l.php?u=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.kitabxana.net%2F%3Ffbclid%3DIwAR2InJEhqUS-WjESrYBTPgrOcW9loLPoblfxZTNxTRd67wWQ1NqcuCTMxOM&h=AT0HpxSq9tSxXhKYp3EYYnfxH4B_I8VQxDZV9o_9u9PtKIJwsYgfKTnEYSfgw0CE7sLPq22nwVtc3I0zCM0tTZHyUT6Agho_-4AajEam8uAn7hudvjXsgwV7EJBlb9Kd&__tn__=-UK-R&c%5b0%5d=AT0usaQ8zdl2anPzHkpnqGvAHj55KYDUEwywCc2WGQ4aOo_mD1JKiWBW8kVaRwz1CkeQyEgfOBe-zesqkVkxJLOpX8WwC5bclOBxF3LVQ6gQ6xbEerB0PwF2BOIEr12-cda2Zou_hNigauh45fdAFiEQjJ7jJSPJqDzC
https://l.facebook.com/l.php?u=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.kitabxana.net%2F%3Ffbclid%3DIwAR3b8coijrVnBc28FQ0mrphOPzYONHEkTr4EvSnYUNLT1lJKao_1MFnG1gg&h=AT0HpxSq9tSxXhKYp3EYYnfxH4B_I8VQxDZV9o_9u9PtKIJwsYgfKTnEYSfgw0CE7sLPq22nwVtc3I0zCM0tTZHyUT6Agho_-4AajEam8uAn7hudvjXsgwV7EJBlb9Kd&__tn__=-UK-R&c%5b0%5d=AT0usaQ8zdl2anPzHkpnqGvAHj55KYDUEwywCc2WGQ4aOo_mD1JKiWBW8kVaRwz1CkeQyEgfOBe-zesqkVkxJLOpX8WwC5bclOBxF3LVQ6gQ6xbEerB0PwF2BOIEr12-cda2Zou_hNigauh45fdAFiEQjJ7jJSPJqDzC
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adlı kulturoloji layihəs çərçivəsində nəşrə hazırlanıb və 

yayılır. 

 

 

Kreativ-bədii layihənin bu hissəsini  

maliyyələşdirən qurumlar: 

 

Azərbaycan Respublikasının Gənclər Fondu  

 

 http://youthfoundation.az 

 

Yeni Yazarlar və Sənətçilər İctimai Birliyi: 

 

www.yysq.kitabxana.net 
 

 

 

 

 

Bu silsilədən olan digər digər e-kitablarını buradan 

oxuyun:   

 

http://kitabxana.net/?oper=e_kitabxana&cat=192 

 

“Bizi innovativ-kreativ birləşdirən kitab: Mir Cəlal 

Paşayevin "Bir gəncin manifesti” adlı kulturoloji layihə 

çərçivəsində hazırlanan Feysbukda səhifəmizi və virtual 

kursu buradan izləyin:  

 

https://www.facebook.com/YeniYazarlar 

 

 

Aydın Xan Əbilov,   

http://www.kitabxana.net/
https://l.facebook.com/l.php?u=http%3A%2F%2Fyouthfoundation.az%2F%3Ffbclid%3DIwAR02OdDsbm_S21QbX_rBgEc1UaKNRUtamy06YxqmrZHbjl9ukGt1dWleY8s&h=AT0sFlarCcdaMgf24vpeK57NusIVSugcE0vyGz9Hy26US5XZr0ecXTiAPWF-ndk2SzTU5aA8ScgZ9HiMM87P9kyVb5SN5dXPkhSh3yicpagdS-8szeD5ahLs5KwkfwMP&__tn__=-UK-R&c%5b0%5d=AT0usaQ8zdl2anPzHkpnqGvAHj55KYDUEwywCc2WGQ4aOo_mD1JKiWBW8kVaRwz1CkeQyEgfOBe-zesqkVkxJLOpX8WwC5bclOBxF3LVQ6gQ6xbEerB0PwF2BOIEr12-cda2Zou_hNigauh45fdAFiEQjJ7jJSPJqDzC
http://www.yysq.kitabxana.net/
http://kitabxana.net/?oper=e_kitabxana&cat=192&fbclid=IwAR1SXAXnqD0X6hH46WnkqBZ7BFITzpEwTsHLJG92UQOxn3SCa7Zzwof3cjU
https://www.facebook.com/YeniYazarlar/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZXPfnmsNpxz3fbbLLVYo47eW12MrGYyWNj6kezf5mqj2D62D-0HV6qq0ocK4439Nx8utr9ROOabeHoYFBc5fH0BSb2Sd45LMO269g3WwsA6XInl4aQyA9j1RSMs9_p31ZZzOBBRxt2-FqahQj2P1e8D&__tn__=kK-R
https://www.facebook.com/YeniYazarlar/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZXPfnmsNpxz3fbbLLVYo47eW12MrGYyWNj6kezf5mqj2D62D-0HV6qq0ocK4439Nx8utr9ROOabeHoYFBc5fH0BSb2Sd45LMO269g3WwsA6XInl4aQyA9j1RSMs9_p31ZZzOBBRxt2-FqahQj2P1e8D&__tn__=kK-R
https://www.facebook.com/YeniYazarlar/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZXPfnmsNpxz3fbbLLVYo47eW12MrGYyWNj6kezf5mqj2D62D-0HV6qq0ocK4439Nx8utr9ROOabeHoYFBc5fH0BSb2Sd45LMO269g3WwsA6XInl4aQyA9j1RSMs9_p31ZZzOBBRxt2-FqahQj2P1e8D&__tn__=kK-R
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Yeni Yazarlar və Sənətçilər İctimai Birliyinin sədri, 

 Prezident təqaüdçüsü, yazıçı-kulturoloq 

http://www.kitabxana.net/

