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INTRODUCTION
Conditions of reforming of all education system, the question of the world assistance to improvement of quality of scientific-theoretical aspect of educational process is especially actually put. Speaking about the 20th anniversary of National Independence President I. A. Karimov has declared in the program speech “Harmoniously development of generation a basis of progress of Uzbekistan”; “... all of us realize, that achievement of the great purposes put today before us, noble aspirations it is necessary for updating a society”.[footnoteRef:2] The effect and destiny of our reforms carried out in the name of progress and the future, results of our intentions are connected with highly skilled, conscious staff the experts who are meeting the requirements of time. [2: И.А.Каримов Гармонично развитое поколение - основа прогресса. Узбекистана. Ташкент. 1998.стр 156-168] 

The present qualification paper deals with one of the actual problems of present day linguistics – that is “Phrasal Verbs Denoting State and their Ways of Translation”. A sequential work, procedure carried out with translation texts, is described. This methodology consists of a step-by-step, either sequential or successive procedure for workshops, which has proven quite successful in translator training at an undergraduate level. 
Topicality of the present qualification paper. The work is topical due to its connection to translation and literature. Most translation theorists agree that translation is understood as a transfer process from a foreign languageor a second language to the mother tongue. This fact makes the translating process a harder task, sometimes resulting in a mediocre output that should undoubtedly be revised and post-edited before delivery to the client. 
The scope of studyof the research is known by the authors’ works and scientific statement as: Akhamova O. “Linguistic Terminology”, Akhamova O. “Terminology: Theory and Method”, Bassnett S. “Translating Literature”, Bell R. “Translation and Translating: Theory and Practice”, Biguener J. and Shulte R. 
“The Craft of Translation”, Buranov J., Muminov. O. “A Practical Course in English Lexicology”, Muminov O. “Modern English Lexicology”, Amosova N. “Основы английcкой фразеологии”, Arnold I.V. “Лексикология современного английского языка”, “Стилистика современного английского языка”, Vinogradov V. “Лексикология и лексикография”, Komissarov V.N. “Пособие по переводу с английского на русский”, “Прагматика языка and others scientists”. 
The aim of the qualification paper. Translation activity has one or more specific purposes and whichever they may be, the main aim of this paper is to investigate translation of phrasal verbs denoting state in dealing with literary texts and serves as a cross-cultural bilingual communication vehicle among people. In the past few decades, translation activity has developed because of rising international trade, increased migration, globalization, the recognition of linguistic minorities, and the expansion of the mass media and technology.
For this reason, the translator plays an important role as a bilingual or multi-lingual cross-cultural transmitter of culture and truths by attempting to interpret concepts and speech in a variety of texts as faithfully and accurately as possible
The tasks of the research: During the completing the work and for academic purposes we put the following tasks before us:
a)	to give overall picture of phrasal verbs;
b)	to study the ways of forming of phrasal verbs; 
c)	to undertake special attention on translation problems of phrasal verbs denoting state;
d)	to find translation ways of phrasal verbs denoting state;
e)	to reveal the peculiarities of phrasal verbs in translation; 
f)	to analyze translation difficulties of the phrasal verbs denoting state.
The theoretical and practical importance of the research: The work, theoretically, is an attempt to open real features of phrasal verbs denoting state. In the field of translation it can be very development in making or implementing theories on translation. Taking into consideration the value of the work it can be used multilaterally, i.e. in lexicology and translation theory seminars. It may, with pleasure, be used for compiling dictionaries, manuals, course-books, text-books, etc.
The structure of the research: The work consists of an introduction, two chapters, conclusion, bibliography and an appendix.
Introduction covers the work of ours explaining the topicality, tasks, theoretical, practical importance and others.
The first chapter highlights the translation of the “People Lost and Found for me” by Said Ahmad.
The second chapter deals with phrasal verbs denoting state, their formation, and other related problems. This chapter will clarify different aspects of translation, translation problems, difficulties and translation ways of phrasal verbs denoting state.








CHAPTER I. TRANSLATION OF THE PASSAGE FROM THE BOOK “PEOPLE  LOST AND FOUND FOR ME” BY SAID AHMAD (157-206PP.)

SLEEPING PRINCESSES

Please put me under the weeping willow
Let it cry for I have cried out already.
Mirtemir
It was early spring of 1975. There was still snow on the ground. The bunch of snow on the walls was getting dirty.
I cannot remember now why I went to Mirtemir’s place then. (We used to live in the same street with him.) When I came closer to his door a young women came out of his house. Then she ran away as if someone were chasing her. 
	I think she was about thirty. She was  pretty enough I’d say. She was wearing some make up too. I thought she might be one of the relatives of Mirtemir. 
I entered the house. Mirtemir was reading a newspaper with his robe on. He got his head up and greeted me and asked me to sit beside him. 
-Welcome, my son, I have just done a very good deed. In general, if I do anything good I will feel very good for the next several days. Have you seen the women going out? Poor old thing.She was in a big trouble. She lost the death letter from her husband during the earthquake and the department of defense asked her to bring the original copy of the letter. She cannot get allowance without it. I feel very bad when I see such kind of people. How can she bring up four children being a widow? How can they treat the one in this way whose husband died during the war?!
I laughed. Mirtemir got angry with this sudden laughter.
-Why are you laughing?
-Hey, you are my poor friend, she has cheated you!
Mirtemir got very shocked.
-How come? –he asked getting very astonished.
-How old is the woman?
-I think she was about thirty, -he said not understanding what was going on.
-It has been thirty years since the war ended. So she was born after the victory. So did she get married before she was born? And when did she manage to give a birth to four children?..
Mirtemir started to count the years and then suddenly he also started to laugh.
-She has cheated to me! I did not think about it then. So, she took my two thousand sums. But anyway she was very beautiful. If you dress her up beautifully she can draw anybody’s attention easily. 
Mirtemir used to fall in love with any woman if she was beautiful. He did not know how he even had given her two thousand sums.
Mirtemir was such a simple man who could be tricked so easily. He resembled to his neighbour Oybek in this way. (he was also cheated for money for several times before.)
Mirtemir is a very brilliant poet. He was hurt by the danger of praying to a human being in 1937. He was afraid of revealing his real talent.
Many poets were imprisoned at that time. And the rest of them were worried that one day they would be taken away too. They had to write poems about Stalin and the Communist’s Party to save their own lives. 
The readers started to confuse a true poem with the poetic noises. And there was no way out for Mirtemir who used to write about real pure love and human feelings. At last, he also had to join the fake poets. The words which made his heart suffer were left in the pages of his notebook. 
Only the next forty years his real poems started to come to the life. Mirtemir even published some of them. 
We knew some of his poems about the Party, Stalin and Lenin. And we were used to reading them.
But we did not know that real Mirtemir was waiting for an appropriate time in the pages of notebooks.
The Party would never cover the one who had been messed up once in his life. Mirtemir did not have a good life even after being released from prison. When he was in prison, he participated in the construction of the new channel “Moscow –Volga” under the control of Beria. 
Till the end of his life cold treatment followed him.
A big meeting took place at our union in 60s. Mirtemir made a speech complaining about the publishing house. It turns out the chief of the house refused to publish his two poems saying that they were inappropriate for them. He told him that there were not any social meaning in them and they only consisted of personal feelings. 
-Please, evaluate these poems from your heart. Isn’t it possible to publish them?!
Mirtemir read the poem called “My dear mother” very beautifully. 
Zulfiya who was sitting in the hall came to the tribune.
-Mirtemir, I fell in love with your poem. I am going to publish it in the magazine “Saodat”. 
Having said these words she took the poem from Mirtemir. 
Then Mirtemir started to read the second poem. It was the poem which became very popular with the youth later. It was entitled “I ….you”
People began to applaud him again. “Well done, Mirtemir!” they started to shout. Asqad Muhtor took the poem from Mirtemir’s hands:
-Very well, Mirtemir, I have not read such a beautiful poem lately. If someone had told you that it was a bad poem he is just an idiot. I will publish it in one of the magazines. 
-Both poems read by Mirtemir had not even a word about the Party or communism. It covered only the pure human feelings. 
We were not used to reading such kind of poems then. The poems by the poet had just shocked us.
After that Mirtemir’s forty year old notebooks were opened. 
According to Mirtemir’s words he has been writing in his notebooks for forty years already. He used to write different poems in those notebooks and Mirtemir said the following about his notebooks:
-The most precious side of these lines is the fact that they hide my entire life. My childhood, happiness and sorrows are hidden under them. They hide the feelings which ruin the balance of the world and make people think about them. When I start reading them my sleeping thoughts begin to wake up. He used to say that these lines were his sleeping princesses patting on the notebooks, -if they wake up they will show their entire beauty to the world. 
Yevtushenko and Voznesenski began to talk. The Party got alerted again. They started to look for the people like Yevtushenko and Soljenitsin. They made Abdulla Oripov get into troubles for his poem so called “Golden Fish”. 
Mirtemir was a skillful translator. We read the novels by Pushkin in translations by Mirtemir. He translated lots of works by Abay, Mahtumquli, Abdilda Tojiboyev, Samad Vurgun and Rustaveli’s “A warrior wearing the tiger’s fur” and karakalpak’s “Qirqqiz” (Forty girls). 
What if someone publishes the poems by Mirtemir in one volume? I think there will be so many volumes then!
Mirtemir started to translate the novel of Kirgiz nation “Manas”. He got into the translation so strongly he even forgot about his children’s living. At last, a long complicated job was finished. 
The publishing house named after Gafur Gulom was waiting for the translation of “Manas”. Mirtemir took it there. They read it. Even there were some people who applaud him. And at last, they decided to pay for that a penny.
Mirtemir got very upset. He took the manuscript back. He brought the book home and tore every page into pieces. But he did not got satisfied with that and so he threw the pages at the fire. 
Uzbek readers were separated from one of the best works.
He was so busy with the translation that he even forgot about his family and there was nothing to eat then. He was hoping to get plenty of money for that translation. And his children’s food also was burnt down with that translation. There is an old saying which says if Allah beats someone prophet will punch him with his stick. Taking a chance that the higher authorities stopped appreciating Mirtemir the lower bodies started to punch him as well.
At the end of writers’ council they were supposed to choose one representative for the council in Moscow. Mirtemir’s students and fellows were chosen as a candidate. (According to the strict list from the higher authorities). And Mirtemir was not on the list. Ozod Sharafiddinov could not stand that humiliation and demanded to add Mirtemir to the list. One of the secretaries of Central Committee asked him who was supposed to be substituted. We are supposed to send twenty one representatives to the council. He told him that there was not any room left for him. 
Ozod did not know what to say and got shocked for some time. Then he told him to substitute the relative of the head of the council. 
-This man does not deserve to participate in such a great event. 
The participants of the council supported him. Mirtemir was put on the list then. 
But fortune did not turn its face to Mirtemir in Moscow either. The representative were given very good suites at the hotels. We all went to the hotel with our suitcases. When we came out to have some tea with Turob Tula Mirtemir was still sitting at the reception desk with his suitcase. 
We asked him what he was doing there.
-It turns out there is no room for me. They did not give me one. 
-Didn’t you see the list of Uzbek delegation?
-Yes, I did, -he said shaking his hand. –My name is not there. It turns out the list had been sent here before the beginning of the council in Tashkent. And the list with Mirtemir’s name was not sent there. 
-What shall we do now? –said Turob. –We have to find Yashin…
Mirtemir got upset. 
-I’d better go back to Tashkent. I don’t want to seem as a bastard in front of the authorities!
Turob found Yashin and he explained him the situation. After a while the assistant of our head came down and took Mirtemir’s suitcase up on the lift. Then we found out that Yashin had phoned some place and got a suite for Mirtemir. 
Of course, there were lots of happy days in Mirtemir’s life as well. He used to be invited to Fergana, Andijan and Sirdarya a lot. He used to read his poems in the fields to the peasants and workers. He was a simple man and could become close friends with ordinary people very quickly. He liked talking with workers and peasants very much. 
He could talk to the peasants like a peasant and to the educated men like an educated man. He could give them what they wanted.
I have travelled with Mirtemir a lot. If I say that we walked around the Fergana Valley I would not be lying too much. 
I walked around the old streets of Margilan in 1960. We wanted to see the streets where Otabek[footnoteRef:3] used to walk.  [3: A famous character from the book “The Days Gone By” by Abdulla Qodiriy] 

While walking around the streets we came across a woman who had covered her entire face with her yashmak. She was very pretty. 
-There, -said Mirtemir. –Kumush[footnoteRef:4] is coming towards us.  [4: Another famous character from the book “The Days Gone By” by Abdulla Qodiriy. Kumush and Otabek were in love with each other. But at the end of the book Kumush dies and they cannot be happy. ] 

She resembled Kumush described by Abdulla Qodiriy very much. When she came closer to us the woman covered her yashmak completely. 
From that time Mirtemir started to talk very little. He could not answer our questions very well. His mind was busy with something…
His secret was revealed during the breakfast on the next day. It turns out Mirtemir wrote a poem about the woman whom we had come across the day before. The poem was entitled “A Woman with a Yashmak”. He read the poem to us. We went to the village so called Olmos located in Chust District during our journey to the valley. We met the head of the village by name Abkarali. He was a very polite man. Mirtemir whispered into my ears: “They say that the woman of Olmos are very beautiful. But it turns out the men are also very handsome here too.”
Later on his poem entitled “Oqsoqol[footnoteRef:5]” was published almost in every collection of poems by Mirtemir and it was written there in Olmos and it was devoted to Akbarali.  [5: Head of the village] 

Mirtemir came back to his house happily. One of his poems so called “They say there is a beauty in our city” which even became a song was one of the examples of impressions of Mirtemir from Fergana Valley. 
In 1978 I was awarded the State Award of Uzbekistan for my novel “Ufq”(Sky). Lots of friends of mine came to congratulate me on that. And Mirtemir also came with a bucket of flowers and two bottles of cognac. No matter how much I begged him to enter the guest room he kept refusing and sat at the terrace talking to my brother. 
Mirtemir looked sick then. He was very thin and pale. 
Shuhrat came out of the room and invited Mirtemir in. but he refused again. Abdulla Oripov went out saying that he wanted to talk to Mirtemir. I was embarrassed very much. Uygun, safarov and Borodin had already been awarded. And now Odil Yoqubov and I were the next nominees. But there was no one who could say that there was a poet so called Mirtemir and he was the one who was supposed to be awarded. 
After several months Mirtemir passed away. He left us with sorrows in his heart but he said nothing about it. 
I don’t know why but the authorities decided to award Mirtemir after his death. Perhaps they wanted to get rid of the dirty talks of writers or maybe they wanted to correct their mistake. Couldn’t they do it when he was alive? He could have been so happy then. Wouldn’t he get happy and proud saying that there was someone who appreciated him too?!
at this time I remembered the lines from Shaykhzoda’s poem: “It is better to visit one when he is alive rather than crying out for thousands of hours after his death”. 
The character by name Akakiy Akakiyevich from “The Overcoat” by Gogol will be born and no one notices it. Akakiy Akakiyevich dies and no one notices it either. And Gogol says with sorrow that Petersburg was left alone without Akakiy Akakiyevich.
And so did we. Mirtemir suffered so much but we did not notice it and his heart was ruined so much but we did not notice it either. He was left alone at the bottom of meetings and we did not know about it too.
And now we have been left without Mirtemir…
If we think about it for a while that unnoticed Mirtemir had created so many beautiful poems.
And now we miss the warm feelings in Mirtemir’s poems after the noises like poems. 
Mirtemir was truly a great poet. 
As Turgenev said on behalf of all the poets “we all were born from the “The Overcoat” by Gogol” and I think Erkin Vohidov, Abdulla Oripov, Omon Matchon, Halima Hudoyberdiyeva, Nosir Fozilov, Aziz Abdurazzoq, Yusuf Shomansur and Hayriddin Saloh were born from the robe of Mirtemir.
The great poets and writers such as Gafur Gulom, Abdulla Qahhor and Shaykhzoda used to have lots of students. 
Especially, Mirtemir had too many students. People used to come from regions and learnt lots of things from him. Mirtemir had such students like Tulan Nizom, Olimjon Holdor from from Andijan, Yuldosh Sulaymon from Fergana, barot Boyqobilov from Samarkand, Toshpulat Hamid from Bukhara, Tursunboy Adashboyev from Kirgizstan and others. He had limitless students from all the regions and countries. 
But he liked Erkin Vohidov and Abdulla Oripov a lot. He used to say very warm words about them. And Mirtemir was very grateful to his students Nosir Fozilov and Naim Karimov for their support in his difficulties. 
Sometime Mirtemir’s houses looked like the affiliate of the Writers’ Union. He was so tolerated and hospitable person. 
He lived with his work. He did not ask the authorities for any kind of support. He did not demand anything from them. He did not attempt to get an award or something.
He just talked to his pen and a sheet of paper. 
The years are passing by. And Mirtemir is being appreciated more and more. His books are read again and again. Today’s poets are discovering him once more. 
Mirtemir’s birth place Ikon village is located at twenty mile distance from Turkistan city. There is a museum of Mirtemir at his house to the right side on the way over there. His contemporaries had erected Mirtemir’s bronze bust in front of his house-museum as a sign of appreciation towards him.
People keep bringing flowers to the monument. And they keep visiting his house all the time. And it seems like his voice keeps to be heard from somewhere from mountains or streets. He keeps reading his poems!






THREE SAD SONGS
LIMITLESS EXAMINATION
Everything is flourishing 
But I could flourish because of you.
Mashrab
I used not to pay attention to the saying: life tests a person all his life. I used to say that it was just a saying. But it turns out I was wrong.
We all just remember the years we have lived and happy days of ours only and we think that it is a life. If that is called a life how about the days when we lost someone and sorrows we have had? 
I think, during happy days a person cannot think fully and completely. And during the period of lost, separation and limits a person will have only one purpose. And he gets better command on life when he tries to get rid of those bad thoughts and feelings. 
One of my close friends of my childhood, Shuhrat is celebrating his seventieth anniversary. I have been friends with him for more than sixty years already. We definitely know that his entire life was occupied by fights and creative work and he has had a very complicated life. 
The life tested Shuhrat even much harder and fiercer than the rest of us. 
In the 30s he used to be a guy who was thirsty for life and joyful. He used to hope for the better life. He thought that life was going to change soon. Besides he was young and frolicsome poet. 
Gafur Gulom and Usmon Nosir liked him very much at those times. These people were very happy that a new poet was coming up to the life.
The republican publications started to print his poems very often and literature circles talked very warmly about this man. 
While the young poet was busy with creative work the war began all of a sudden. Shuhrat went to the war. And his pen was left alone at home.
A fierce war was going on in the Caucasus Mountains. The German fascists were doing their best to conquer the oil resources of Baku. And Shuhrat participated in those bloody battles. He had a bloody fights with the enemy. 
And when the battles were over for some time Shuhrat used to write some poems in the mornings. 
And I used to work as the literature clerk at the newspaper “Qizil O’zbekiston” (“Red Uzbekistan”). Shuhrat’s new poems from the war used to be sent to me. 
Shuhrat participated in very bad battles. And during one of those fierce battles he got injured and was sent to hospital. He was treated there for a long time and then he came back to his beloved city –Tashkent. And then he started to write again. And he wrote about his hatred towards the enemy. His poems about honesty, love and devotion started to be published in various newspapers. Tashkent radio used to read his poems every day. He would go to the military hospital relocated in Tashkent and read his poems to the wounded soldiers. He would also go to the far villages and read his poems to the old and the brides who had been waiting for their husbands and sons there impatiently. 
I can still remember. We congratulated the entire nation through the radio on the victory. There were Hamid Gulom, Shuhrat, Turob Tula, Mirmuhsin and I there. 
Those days the streets of Tashkent were full of people. Everybody was congratulating each other on the victory. Somebody was laughing, someone was crying and someone was separated from his/her close relative… 
So, Shuhrat managed to overcome the difficult test of the war then. 
Peaceful and creative days began. The poet Shuhrat started to make his great contribution to the development of our literature with his countless works. He began an interesting and hard work on his novel so called “The Years with Overcoats” which tells about his life at the war. He was so into the work that he used to stay at home day and night and write the novel. He did not even sleep then. And sometimes when we met him he would look tired but we could notice that he was happy of what he had been doing so far. But his happiness did not last too long. The life wanted to test him once more. Shuhrat came across the tragedy of praying to a person. And his novel was not finished. It was the most tragic test in his life. But Shuhrat did not give up. He looked forward to the happy days in future behind the iron gates of prison. He managed to finish his novel “The Years with Overcoats” in prison. He wrote it into his heart. And he also finished his novel “The Gold does not Rust” in his heart. 
At last, the day which he had been waiting for came. His five years in prison finally were over. Shuhrat came back to his hometown with two novels in his heart. A true writer can work in any circumstances. And Shuhrat managed to create literature works after that as well, because he believed that good days would come one day. And he knew that he was supposed to prepare himself for those good days. And for that a person should have a strong willpower and belief in the victory of truth. And Shuhrat had those feelings.
And Shuhrat managed to overcome those difficult tests as well.
The book “The Years with Overcoats” finally was published. Soon afterwards it was translated into the Russian language and published by the publishing house “Voenizdat” in 100000 copies. His hard and complicated work was successful. 
Shuhrat published a number of collections of poems. And he also wrote many songs. And those songs are still being sung in the parties by the famous and prominent singers and the audience enjoys them very much. Then he started to write his book “The Gold does not Rust” which had been created in his soul diring his complicated years in prison. It was supposed to be his creative courage. Shuhrat took this job very seriously. He used to write it day and night and he would write the feelings of his characters in the sheets of paper. 
The difficult life in all over the country took him into itself as well. The doors of publishing houses and editor’s offices were closed for him. The life started testing him again. But anyway he did not stop writing. He finished the collection of poems so called “The Types of the Caucasus”. Besides he finished his book “The Gold does not Rust”.
In a short period of time it seemed as if the fences in front of Shuhrat had been eliminated. He published his new novel. “The Types of the Caucasus” was published in two languages in Tashkent and in Moscow. But… the difficult life did not only limit the agriculture or the industry but it also limited the cultural life of the country as well. And Shuhrat was the first who came across that limit. His speech at Abdulla Qahhor’s funeral and his article in the magazine “Gulistan” were criticized. 
Again a new test began…
His novels were left at the publishing houses and his poems were abandoned at editor’s offices. The same aged people like him were awarded various medals and presents when they turned sixty. But Shuhrat’s sixtieth anniversary was as cold as a winter day. Perhaps, he was used to those kind of treatments so he did not say anything. He did not reveal his sorrows in his heart to the others. He just started to write and to be busy with literature again. 
But the life was going on and he was getting older and older. Shuhrat thought that he was not supposed to waste his time and so he started writing his new novel so called “Looking for the Paradise”.
He was left alone by the Writers’ Union and had a peaceful life. But he did not stop his literary work. 
The difficult years were over soon afterwards. The happy and creative times came for Shuhrat. But… the life wanted to test him again. But it was the most difficult test of his life. He got sick and had to stay in bed. A person does not have a steel health, does he?! Thirty years of sorrow finally showed themselves off. But he did not give up then. He learnt to write with his shivering fingers. His fingers and hands did not stop writing. Some literary people resembled him to Nikolay Ostrovskiy. No, my dear friends, Ostrovskiy was paid much attention. He had all the necessary circumstances and conveniences to work. But Shuhrat was even abandoned by the Writers’ Union.
And now during the period of democracy and openness Shuhrat’s poems and novels are being published more often. But please, just imagine how hard it was for those shivering weak hands to write these things!
Shuhrat is a great poet and novelist. He is a honest writer who does not forget the responsibility towards the literature in any circumstances. 
And when I thought about Shuhrat I started to believe that the life tests a person all the time.
Oh my dear friend, my companion of my childhood, my co-writer and creative fellow, today I am congratulating you on your seventieth anniversary I roamed in the paths of our life once again. And I needed a very strong willpower to walk though those paths. And you managed to pass those paths. 
My friend, you have served to the literature heartily. You have enriched it with lots of good works. Today you are having a good and happy life among your relatives and children. And I think there is no more happiness than that for a human being. Especially, the love of readers is the highest evaluation of your hard work. 
My dear, I wish you all the best in the world! I hope we will be able to present lots of good books to our nation in future.
Happy your seventieth anniversary!
1988
A POET WITHOUT ANY HAPPINESS
	Oh my dear, I don’t believe that you are not with us anymore. Have you really closed your eyes forever?
	How can I forget your complicated days between life and death? The life tests us sometimes very hard. We had to walk in the hot desserts and they made us dig the land with our fingers. They threw us to the far distances from our hometowns. They even broke our beloved pens. But they could not break our dignity and willpower. And they could not take away our love to Uzbekistan. 
	You were born for the literature. Nothing, separations, sorrows and difficulties, could stop you from the strongest love so called poetry. A wise man used to say: if you close some singer’s mouth he will sing in his heart. And your poems used to be written in your soul instead of a sheet of paper. 
	My friend, you were workaholic like bees. And every time I read your novels it seems to me as if I pat your hands in my imaginations. 
	A person has two lives. One of them is when he is alive and the second one is after his death, they say. And they say the second life is a main one. I don’t know, who had said these words. And I guess these words had been said by someone rich and successful. Why is a person born in this life? Any person wants to have a good and peaceful life.
	You served to our literature heartily. You have left so many students. But no one appreciated your hard work. 
	Couldn’t you have a little bit longer life to see the happy years of our country? If you could see the golden years of our country at least for some years I would have been very happy. I wanted you to see our independent country, our sovereign country. And when the years of happiness arrived you stopped talking. Couldn’t you write something more? Your sorrows and dreams stayed in your heart forever!
	You were one of the soldiers who became a shield against the fascists. You were the one who wrote novels in prison. You were the one who could be a treatment to the sickness of your friends and a flower to their happy days.
	I wish we had said these words to you when you were alive, I would not have suffered so much now. 
	But anyway there is something which calms me down a little. Even though you had a complicated life you did not waste it. You managed to leave a great treasure like your novels and poems to us. 
	And when I start thinking about the facts like you will never appear on television with your fair hair or I cannot listen to your sweet voice on the radio or I cannot read your words in the newspapers and magazines I will have sharp pain in my heart. 
	I cannot get used to the saying: If someone is born he will pass away one day!
	You have abandoned me in pain, my dear friend!
1993
THE UNFINISHED SPEECH
	Shuhrat was one of the golden writers of our huge literature.
	He was!... I cannot say it.  But how can a person get used to the fact that he will never see someone whom he used to see and talk to him for the sixty years?!
	And I think “Oh my God, couldn’t you make good people’s life longer than the others?”
	When a person is born it seems to him as if he will never die. And so he keeps carrying the weight of life during his life. 
	If the life makes the road closer to someone sometimes it is on the contrary, the road gets farther and farther. And he had to pass the road for three years while his friends passed it in three days. 
	He was imprisoned for twenty five years for the “sins” which he had never done. When he was about to write wonderful works he was made abandon his motherland Uzbekistan. He even could not finish his novel “The Years with Overcoats” then. 
	The poet who had just had his child and was coming up to the stage of literature was imprisoned for five years and then he managed to come back to his hometown again. But these pains could not break his willpower. Shuhrat did not give up and started writing again. “The Years with Overcoats” was left somewhere. He had to rewrite the novel again. And finally, the book was published. 
	From time to time both his children and books started to increase. When the novel was published his son Fikrat was nine years old. And when his book “The Gold does not Rust” was published his son Hondamir was old enough to help him and when his book “Looking for the Paradise” was published his son Bobur was old enough to be there for him. 
	His three sons were like his three novels. They were born together with those books. 
	And his beloved daughter Zebo was born with his number of poems. He was satisfied with his life. He used to get very glad to see how his books were being read by people. and this happiness made him work even harder than usual. But… an invisible power was repelling him from his friends. He did not know why it was happening to him. He used to get very happy to see his peers being awarded. But he himself… a person does not have a steel life and it will go rust some day. And who could even imagine that those repelling activities would hurt him some day in future?!
	Who knows, maybe Allah let him know that he was supposed to write as many things as possible otherwise his dreams would never come true. So Shuhrat used to work day and night. And in the end, he got dumb. Then he could not hold a pen in his hands. So then, he could neither speak nor write about his feelings. 
	His feelings stayed in him forever. And his thoughts did not come out of him. 
	Shuhrat lived like this for ten years. And during these ten years his collections of poems kept being published. He had written those poems before he got sick. 
	Shuhrat used to spend his last years at the “Durmon” writers’ house in summer. In the other seasons he could not go there. He could go there only when his grandchildren were on holidays. They used to walk around with their grandfather together. 
	When the apricots ripened in my garden Shuhrat used to be brought by his children there. Shuhrat who used to talk a lot in the past now could not say even a word. He would get angry for not being able to tell his feelings. 
	So one day when we were looking at each other without saying a word Shuhrat started to beat his chest. I got freaked out. I got surprised by his that kind of action. I got up and hugged him and patted on his face. His eyes were full of tears. He wanted to say that his soul had been filled up with sorrows and dreams. 
	One day he wiped his sweats off his forehead and showed them to me. And he wanted to say that he had had a very bitter life with that. 
	After that he took a sheet of paper out of his pocket and handed it to me. I opened that paper and put it on my knee. It had some uneven words written like by some amateur writer. Some of the letters were very huge and some of them were very small. It had been written so badly that I could not even read it. I asked his grandchild whether he could read it and he said that he could. He tried to copy it to another sheet of paper. The boy also could not write very well. He used to go to the second grade at school. I read that hardly:
“A labor is carried out by a right hand and golden watch is worn by the left hand…”
	These two lines were Shuhrat’s entire life.
	These two lines were his dreams and sorrows.
	These two lines were his sorrowful cries coming out his soul.
	Shuhrat has gone. He has gone forever. He could not even say “GOOD BYE”.
	He could not even wave his hands as a sign of farewell. He passed away without saying a word. 
	Only the memories of wordless talks were left. 
	But he did not leave the world without doing anything. He managed to leave three novels and dozens of collections of poems to his nation. And they found their honorable place in literature. 
	I could tell you my sorrows because of Shuhrat.
	My friend, my soul is alone without you!
1997
DIAMOND WORLD OF A POETESS
	Sometimes I start thinking. And then I start looking at my past. And I start having a feeling about the path which I had passed over to get up to present. The questions such as who has helped me in this life, what kind of life I have had, who was my friend and others start to occur my entire head. 
	And then I ask myself where your accompaniers are who started the way with me. Most of them are not with me any longer. Most of them have already passed away. 
	Where are my teachers now? Where are my teachers who have helped me to overcome all the difficulties and showed me the right way in the highway of literature? 
	Where is Gafur Gulom who could make anybody laugh? Where is Oybek who used to be very clever and wise? Where is that Abdulla Qahhor who used to be very kind and lightening of the literature? 
	All of these great people have carried out their responsibilities in this life and passed away. 
	And when I think about these things a very pleasant feeling wakes up in my soul. And I start thinking about Saidakhan. I dream of this woman who had had twenty seven years of joy and sorrows and could not even see her daughter’s wedding party. She comes out of the books on the shelves and stays at her grandchildren’s beds till the mornings. But she was not able to see them when she was alive.
	I know how hard to write these words. And that’s why I did not like writing memories. The memories will be written for sure but they will end with the day when I was separated from Saidakhon. And this is very painful for me. I don’t want her to become a memory. I want her to be alive in my mind all the time. But what could I do? I have to write.
	The time will come and I will also have to leave this world. And let my memories stay in this world forever. I don’t want to take them away with me.
	Saidakhon sometimes used to say that lots of poets wrote poems about their wives but unfortunately, you are not a poet. 
	And these words were like a sharp pain in my heart. 
	And today I am writing my memories in the room where she used to work and I am surrounded with her photos. I dedicated my trilogy “The Sky” to her but I think she did not get satisfied with that. And now I am writing about her.
	I played the stereo and listened to music. I start looking through the photos in the albums. I start looking through the books and repeat the magic lines in them. 
	And at that very moment she gets alive and comes into my room. She comes in with my suit on, a pen and a diary and sits on the couch. 
	-I have written a poem dedicated to you.
	And she starts reading it in a low voice.
THE LINES WRITTEN ON THE ROADS
	Saidakhon was one of the women who used to care of her family. Wherever she used to go she would come back home missing her family and house. 
	She got sick for some time in 1963. According to the doctors she was to get treatment at the resort so called Truskavets. It turns out it was very hard to find a ticket to that resort. We did our best to find one but we couldn’t. And in the end the authorities of former Uzbekistan’s government helped me to find one with the assistance of the Central Committee of Communists’ Party of the Ukraine. So, we saw Saidakhon off with lots of our friends and she went there by train. (she did not agree to go by plane.) Before she went she hugged three year old Nodira and burst into tears. 
	-Take a good care of my daughter, -she repeated again and again. –I am taking away one of her dresses to smell it. That’s why do not look for that one. 
	Next day I came back home and buzzed the door. Saidakhon opened the door. 
	It turns out Saidakhon got off the train at the station so called Saksovul. She missed her daughter and could not sleep at all. And she started to miss her more and more as she smelled her dress. And in the end, she gave the ticket to Lvov to the conductor and came back home. And the tickets from Tashkent to Moscow, from Moscow to Kiev and from Kiev to Lvov which cost lots of money were just spent in vain.
	-Why did you do that? You had better have been cured there, -I said.
	-Let it go. I am not used to having a holiday at the resorts and travelling on the banks of the seas. And I can only get cured of any sickness just hugging my daughter. 
	My daughter and she talked to each other all night. I woke up towards the dawn. I saw Saidakhon writing something in the dairy on her knee. I looked at the dairy. She was writing a poem. 
	If we went somewhere to visit our friends Saidakhon would not be able to eat anything there. First of all, she would take something like candy off the table and put it into her purse and then she would be able to eat something there. 
	Sometimes I would get embarrassed of her such kind of behavior.
	-If someone notices that he will laugh at us, -I would whisper into her ear. 
	-This is for my daughter otherwise I cannot eat anything, -she would say to me. 
	In 1967 we decided to have a holiday at the banks of the sea. I got tickets for us to the Writers’ House in Riga and went there on a hot summer day. Saidakhon did not want to go there by plane at all. 
	-Please, let’s go by train. I don’t want anything bad to happen with us. We’d rather go by train. 
	That’s why we went there by train according to her will. The weather was hot and the train which had been at the Tashkent station for all day long did not get cooler till morning. The passengers would get off the train to get some water at every station. We took our suitcases at Kazan station and went to Riga station. And after one day journey we reached Riga. Unfortunately, the weather was also as hot as it was in Tashkent. It turned out that thirty degrees Celsius there would be much harder to take as forty five degree in Tashkent. The humidity was too high there and that’s why it was hard to breath. 
	As soon as we got there we got disappointed with that. Saidakhon wanted to go back home. We stayed in Riga for a night and then we came back to Tashkent by plane. 
	Our friends were very surprised to see us back home. And Saidakhon told them:
	-Hey, I just wanted to spend my holidays at home.
	Three days later Saidakhon wrote a poem about our trip to Riga. 
	The poem consisting of sixty four lines was about the feeling of missing the motherland and description of its wonderful landscapes. 
	At that writers’ house so called Rines located at the banks of the Baltic Sea was a birth place of lots of works by famous writers and poets of the country. And Saidakhon expressed her apology towards that house. 
	We used to have a car “Moskvich” in 60s. All of a sudden we decided to travel to far distances in our car. At the end of June we went to Issyk-Kul in our car. Issyk-Kul was more than nine hundred kilometers away from Tashkent. We started our journey in the very morning and reached Bishkek in the evening. It turns out Kirgiz writers had found out about our coming there and booked a suite in a hotel. We stayed there for a night and then we continued our journey. 
	We rented a house at the shore of Issyk-Kul so called Ribachiy. Even though we were very exhausted we kept watching the Issyk-Kul in the moonlight. In daytime we swam there together with other tourists. In the afternoon Saidakhon started to wash Nodira’s clothes. The owner of the house used to have lots of geese. There were about fifty geese walking around the yard. We would start having headaches of their noise. Saidakhon took off her ring in order not to loose it in the water and put it on the chair. When she was hanging the clothes a goose came up and swallowed the ring. I started to chase the goose. And it mixed up with other geese. All of them were white. And I could not find out which of them was the one which had swallowed the ring. And when we asked the owner of the house what we could do about it he also said what he was supposed to do with that whether he was supposed to kill all of them or put into X-ray. 
	I had given that ring to Saidakhon to her birthday before. It was a very expensive ring. A French jeweler had decorated it with three diamonds and the ring resembled a leaf. Saidakhon got very upset of that. She did not like either the weather or the landscape of the Issyk-Kul then. She wanted to leave and got very serious. 
	-What shall we do? Shall we go came home? –I asked. 
	She had been expecting this suggestion so she agreed in no time. And we passed those nine hundred kilometers again and reached Andijan having passed through Tuyaoshuv Heights in the Alay Mountains.
	The poem with five parts so called “Roads” was about that trip.
	This poem describes a wonderful landscape of the Kirgiz Mountains. 
	So many events have taken place after that. We wrote too many books then. We took Nodira to school for the very first time. Saidakhon was awarded a medal for the second time for her great contribution to the literature. And when I turned fifty we threw a party. More than one hundred people came to my birthday. And she would always say something about that ring which had been swallowed by that goose. 
	-It turns out you had presented that ring to me unwillingly that’s why that event happened. –she would say to me. 
	So, I had to buy her another much better one to get rid of her ironies. 
	We had a garden between the Qoradaryo River and the Fergana Channel in Andijan to stay in summer time. There was a river on one side and a channel on the other side there. And Kuyganyor stretch of Fergana Channel could be seen right in front of our house. The drops of water from it would even reach our house there if there was a strong wind. We had a trestle bedunder the trees at the shore of the channel. The leaves of the tree would not let any beams of the sun to come through them. We would have a rest there on hot summer days. 
	I was writing the novel “Forty Five Days” about the Fergana Channel there. The novel was unfinished when it got to its last pages. 
	I cleaned the fish which I had caught in the river and gave them to Saidakhon. She cooked them thoroughly. When Saidakhon was washing her hands having had the fish the ring which I had presented her for the second time got out of her finger and dropped into the water. 
	The water here runs very fast. It was hard to find the ring in the water. And this ring’s life also did not last too long. 
	-You did not want to give me that ring again that’s why I lost it again. Please, don’t present me anything now. If I need anything I will buy it myself, -she shouted at me. 
	Oh my God, I don’t understand what I have done to her. 
	Saidakhon was kind of a woman who would do whatever she had promised. 
	She would do her best to reach her goal. 
	On the day when the ring fell into the river she said the following: “I will write a novel which will cost much higher than both of your rings”. 
	Since then she became thoughtful and spoke too little. Even if I said to her she would reply very briefly. And if she boils some milk for Nodira it will get bad and when she cooks something it would be either salty or underdone.
	I was busy with watering the plants and trees in the garden. And Saidakhon was writing something on the trestle bed under the trees.
	Fifteen days later she handed me a notebook.
	-Read please, I have written a novel. 
	I opened the notebook. It was entitled “Lyric Speech”. I put my glasses on and srated to read. 
	She described her life as a river and mixed it up with the landscapes of Andijan. The chapters of the book were written in different rhymes. She did it intentionally in order the reader would not get bored of it. And she also dedicated some lines to the river which had swallowed her beloved ring. 
	Several months later when we came back to Tashkent we received a letter from our neighbor Hakimboy’s wife who lived next to us in Kuyganyor. It turned out they had to close the water in the channel to repair it. They found the ring in the mess of sand. 
	-There you go, -I said handing the letter to her. –That ring was bought for the money which had been earned by true and hard work. That’s why I will not get lost even if it falls into the sea instead of the channel. 
	Saidakhon became thoughtful again for several days. And this thoughtful state became a poem. The poem described that trestle bed, the trees and the water in the channel. 
	I think this poem by Saidakhon sounded like a gratitude to the channel which gave her ring back. 
	Saidakhon always used to write about her own experience. Whatever she wrote everything was about the things she had seen in her life. 
	I have written here only some of her poems which she had written in the trips. I have still got many things to tell you. 
	The wonderful poetess and great storywriter Saida Zunnunova left a great literary treasure to her descendants. 
	And we talked about her entire life and discussed it at the sixtieth anniversary of the poetess. 

WE HAVE HAD SUCH KIND OF LIFE
	I cannot remember Saidakhon writing something at her desk. She used to write poems while cooking something in the kitchen. Or sometimes she would write poems while putting our child to bed with a dairy on her knees. 
	And that’s why most of the manuscripts at our house had been damaged with fat and breast milk. 
	She used to write wherever and whenever she liked. And even her manuscripts with small letters are still kept at our house like a great monument. 
	I used to bring various beautiful dairies from my trips. The first pages of those dairies would be filled up with poems and then they would be filled up with the lists of shopping. 
	-Why do you do that, I have brought them for you to write poems in them, -I would ask her. 
	-I go to the market with a bunch of money and then I cannot find out where I have spent all the money. So I sit and count them in the diaries.
	I knew that Saidakhon used to do so because she had spent my money. If she had spent her own money she would never have done so. 
	-Don’t do that. Have I ever asked you to write me a report on the spending of my money?
	-You say so, but I have never spent somebody’s money, -she would reply getting embarrassed. 
	Frankly speaking, Saidakhon had never had her own childhood because she was left alone with bunch of brothers after her father’s death. Her mother Sabokhon was a very pretty and workaholic woman. She used to knit different thing like skullcap with her daughters after school. And they used to feed the entire family with that small income. After the graduation from the Andijan University of Teachers, Saidakhon started to work at a school in Turtkul village of Izboskan Region in Andijan. She used to come back her house at the weekends and give the money to her mother and then she would go back to school again which was located at twenty kilometers from her house. And among those troubles Saidakhon kept reading lots of books and so after getting married she could not get used to spending her husband’s money either. 
	I used to give all the money which I had got for my books. And she would read to me all her spending for the day as soon as I came back from work. I would get embarrassed of it. And sometimes I would get angry and throw the dairy at the yard. 
	-Oh my dear, if I go to the market with your money it always seems to me as if you are standing behind me and asking what I have been doing there. That’s why don’t give me any money at all, please. Just bring whatever you need on your own.
	Saidakhon used to spend her own money on clothes and other staff like that. 
	-Do you know what you are doing with your money? –I would say making a joke with her. –we are building a new house, huh? We need some money for its roof and other staff. 
	And then Saidakhon would burst into laughter. 
	-Men buy golden rings for their wives. And they dress up their wives like a doll. Why don’t you get happy of the fact that your wife can buy her own clothes on her own? 
	Such kind of words would be said only for making a joke. 
	But the point was Saidakhon’s not writing a thing at the desk.
	There were three desks in our house. But anyway Saidakhon did not have time to write at them. She would walk around the house from morning till late evening. Of course, there is always a thing like washing, knitting, cooking and hosting to do at home for a woman…
	And she used to write poems in her mind first and then she would put a sheet of paper on the iron table or at the window and write them down. 
	Some of her poems would be written on the cover of a magazine and the rest of them would be in the phone book. After that at night she would copy them on the machine. 
	I used to work at night because I was frolicsome very much. As you cannot go out at nights. Everybody is asleep. And you can do nothing but sitting and work. And I still work at nights. I am used to working at nights. 
	I never showed my stories to Saidakhon without editing them before. And would write a story till morning and then I would take a sheet of paper and write down on the door “Saida Zunnunova, the story is done. But don’t read it for the time being!”
	I would edit it having had a good rest first. She would listen to it without paying too much attention. 
	-I have already read it. You have written a very good story, -she would say and congratulate me on it. 
	And after that I started hiding my stories before editing them so that Saida could not find them. 
	In 1961 we were watching a movie on television (I don’t remember which movie that was) the main character of it sang a song so called “Cranes”. It influenced on me very much, but I don’t know why. When the movie was over I told Saidakhon that I was going to write a story called “Cranes”.
	I did never say her that I was going to write some certain story before. Saidakhon got surprised.
	It was the times when I was punished by my friends for not writing anything for a long time. And even Saidakhon used to say that I was not writing anything at all and my peers had written too much. And she got very happy when I told her that I was going to write about cranes. 
So, I did not sleep that night. I tried to remember the things which had happened in my childhood. I used to have a lame crane at our house in my childhood. It used to follow me all the time. According to my mother’s words that crane had been injured somewhere and fell down to our yard. And that crane kept coming in front of my eyes again and again. I mixed the events of today in my story and made that crane the main character of it. The story ended towards the dawn. I wrote on a sheet of paper not to look for that as I had hidden it somewhere she could not find and then I fell asleep. And when I woke up I saw Saidakhon reading the story. I got surprised. 
	-How did you find it? I had put it into the oven. And did you find it too? –I asked. 
	-Woman can find anything in her own house. A person cannot hide anything from a woman. I have found it. You have written a very good story. There are some shortcomings in the lines, I guess you will correct them, huh. 
	-And that’s why I always tell you not to read them for some time. 
	-You have described the views of the village where I had worked very clearly. It influenced me very much. And when the old man’s crane flew away I even burst into tears. I have also written a story. First, edit your own one and then we will read mine. 
	I sad for some hours and edited my story. After the breakfast we read Saidakhon’s story. She has written a very good story. But I did not like the tone of the story very much. The story was about a widowed woman who married her only son to a girl. The old woman gives her ring to her daughter-in-law on the wedding day.
	And she managed to describe the view after the wedding party very clearly and beautifully. And the old woman’s description was also very good. 
	-Look, why don’t you name your story “Hands”? you have to mention the old woman’s hands more often in it and the reader will understand the hard work of hers. 
	Saidakhon liked this suggestion very much. She managed to edit her story very quickly and added my suggestion there too and then she read it to me. The story was very perfect then. Our stories were published in the newspaper “Soviet Uzbekistan” equally. “The Hands” was translated into Russian and published in newspaper “Pravda” and after some time it was published in “Sovetskaya Jenshina” as well. 
	“The Hands” brought a great honor to Saidakhon. 
	I don’t know why but I don’t like criticism too much. If I hear a criticism one day I cannot do anything on that day then. If one of my books is criticized I will stop writing then. And if I hear praises I start writing again. And Saidakhon knows my habit and always brings some news. And mostly the news which I like very much.
	-I have seen Oybek today. He told me that he liked your stories very much and asked me why you were not writing anything lately. 
	Even though I knew that it was a lie I liked it very much. Maybe she did not lie to me. I used to write even better in order not to disappoint Oybek. 
	Saidakhon used to tell me that she had seen Gafur one day and then she had seen Abdulla and would tell me that they all liked my stories and would get interested me in writing something again.
	In 1965 my novel “The Sky” was criticized in the magazine “Sharq Yulduzi”. And when the postman brought the magazine to our house Saidakhon read it and saw that article in it. And she tore out those pages from it. It was the time when I was writing the second part of the book with a great interest. She did it in order I did not stop writing. I heard about the article from other people and read it several months later. 
	We used to appreciate each other like that. And we used to encourage each other to write acting like that. 
	Of course, we would also quarrel like other families too. And mostly I would be the reason of those quarrels. 
	We have spent lots of money having built a house and bought a car and threw a party for my anniversary. As Saidakhon knew that I was too generous and spent too much money in vain she started to be the accountant of our family then. I would spend our income very economically. Of course, I did not like that. A man always has some expenses on the street. And Saidakhon would give me too little money. And I would not give her my whole bonuses for my books. Saidakhon did not know about it. 
	Mirtemir used to spend lots of money like me. We lived in the same street with him. He had lots of friends from Turkmenistan, Kazakhstan and Kirgizstan. And he would throw parties for them at the restaurants of Tashkent. Sometimes he would come to my house and knock my window at nights. And I would open the window and greet him. 
	-Some of my friends came from Karakalpakstan. The banks are closed now. Could you lend me one hundred sums till morning but don’t tell about it to Saida, -he would tell me.
	And at that time I would give him one hundred sums from the money which I had “stolen”. Mirtemir would take the money and tell me that he would give it back directly to me. 
	And next day he would forget what he had told me the day before and gave the money to Saidakhon. And then she would start to interrogate me. And so I would become a “thief” of the money and besides I would lose my money too. 
	It happened when my daughter Nodira was four years old. We went on a picnic by car. She used to think that pomegranates were produced in a factory. So she would get surprised by the cows being milked and pomegranates hanging on the trees.
	It turned out Saidakhon had been watching her behavior. So she wrote a story so called “A girl from the Moon”. It influenced me very much. That story was published in the magazine so called “Gulistan”. One of the workers at the editor’s office changed its name “A girl from the Sky”. Saidakhon got very angry with that. 
	-Why do they change it without my permission? The word “from the sky” has a negative meaning. People say it towards those who like boasting and are very proud. And if we say “from the moon” it will be something shining and bright, won’t it?
	Saidakhon used to insist on every word of hers, because she never used words inappropriately.
	When Gafur Gulam passed away she composed a poem so called “Remembering the Poet” on the honor of him. And there were the words “written right after Gafur Gulam’s death” under the title. And when the poem was published she was sorry.
	-Look at me, I was too upset about Gafur’s death. So I did not even notice that I had written a word incorrectly. I wrote “right after Gafur Gulam’s death” instead of “on the day of Gafur Gulam’s death”. It is so embarrassing.
	Saidakhon lived for fifty one years and did not obey anybody in this world. She was very confident. She did not let anybody say something bad towards her. And she was pure during her entire life. She hated being proud or being somebody’s servant. 
***
As is known the rainbow after rain seems as if it has gathered all the colors of the world and demonstrating it to everybody. 
	And any human being gets one of those colors. And he will see his life and career and even the world through that color. And his character will also depend on that color. 
	For instance, I like violet color very much. And as soon as I see that color I start imagining my entire life. I will get very happy then. And the reason of that is the fact that I used to make my kite from violet color in my childhood. The sky used to get filled with those kites made by the children. And my kite used to be very different from the others. And even now I look at the violet paper on the package of the matches and get into deep thoughts. And it seems to me that somehow my childhood has come back to me for very short time again. 
	Saidakhon liked the diamond color. So she used to get very happy to see the lights of a taxi. She liked to sit with the women wearing diamond earrings at the parties. So I would notice that she was going to write a poem or a story. Sometimes she would look at her ring with diamond eye for a long time. At those times I would take my daughter Nodira to the next room saying that her mother was going to work a little. 
	And to tell the truth, she would write a poem or a story on that day then. 
	-What is so special in diamond color? –I asked her in surprise.
	-Hey, you don’t know it. It makes me think about my childhood. Our clay roof used to be filled with tulips in every spring in my childhood. Then I would intentionally go onto the roof and watch the sky there lying on it. The sky is limitless and blue and it resembled the diamond then. And I would think of lots of things there. I wanted to fly to the sky. But now it seems to me as if there is no that diamond color in the sky anymore. 
	I know, one can never find the colors and voices heard and seen in his childhood when he/she grows up. And the reason of that is not the fact that something has happened to the nature but actually the thoughts of one’s childhood are very impressive. Childhood sees the colors with its pure eyes and they will stay in people’s souls forever. The thoughts and hopes in people’s eyes will mix up with those colors then. And they will become one impartial part of the childhood. 
	The building of my school was very huge. And so were the classrooms. Recently I passed by my school again. To my surprise it turned out to be very small building now. So are the classrooms in it. And then I found out that the building seemed to me to be very huge before because I looked at it with my childhood eyes. 
	And the same thing had happened to Saidakhon in her childhood. 
	Sometimes Saidakhon would praise Andijan a lot:
	-there is a channel so called Andijonsoy in the middle of our city. And it is very difficult to swim from its one shore to the other one. And another channel so called Hutanaryk is a little bit smaller than Andijonsoy. We used to play at the shores of that channel in our childhood. And my mother would ask us to be careful not to fall into it. 
	And when we went to Andijan Saidakhon got very surprised. 
	-Wow, the channel has become very small now, hasn’t it? And so has Hutanaryk…
	Saidakhon did not want to admit that she had seen those channels with her childhood eyes in the past. And even when we returned to Tashkent she would praise those channels very much if somebody started to speak about Andijan. 
	But I was talking about Saidakhon’s favorite diamond color.
	This color gave her lots of poems and stories. 
	In 1972 we went to Hamzaobod. It was very hot in Tashkent then. Hamzaobod was very cool then. There were lots of people from Fergana, Margilan and Kokand who came there to have a rest. Most of the holidaymakers were women. As is known, the women from the Fergana Valley are very frolicsome. They like dancing and having fun. They were sitting on the benches and dancing under the music played by their musical instruments. And Saidakhon was really enjoying their fun 
	We were also looking for some vacant place to sit and at that time a woman came up to Saidakhon and asked:
	-You are Saida Zunnunova, aren’t you?! 
	-Yes, she is, -I replied instead of Saidakhon. 
	-We saw you and started to argue about you. I told them that it was you but some of them said that you did not look like her. I was right and I won. -she said.
	-What did you bet? –Saidakhon asked.
	-We bet for a perfume.
	The woman asked her to go with her and prove that it was really Saida Zunnunova. She insisted on it. And so we had to go to them unwillingly…
	-Here I have brought our poetess. And you lost so give me my perfume. 
	The women stood up and asked Saidakhon to sit at the top of the bench. 
	It turned out that they were the sewers of Margilan Atlas Firm. They had a very interesting talk. And I sat at a corner and listened to their conversation. They all were very funny and proud women. And even one of them had a sign on her chest which said “The Deputy of Supreme Council”. One of the women took the instrument and played it. And one of the women stopped the song waving her hand. 
	-You’d better stop we have listened to your song for many times. Let’s listen to something by our poetess guest. We have listened to the songs and poems by you on the radio a lot, Saidakhon. Tavakkal Qodirov and Isroiljon Usmonov sing your songs very beautifully. And especially we enjoy very much listening to the songs such as “Hay-Hay” and “Have you seen my fiancé” by you. And now let’s listen to some of your poems. 
	The channel was making a noise. If you speak too low no one will hear you. And Saidakhon was thinking whether they would be able to hear her poem if she read it. 
	-Which one would you like to hear? Should I read something about love or something which will make you think…?
	She could not even finish her words the women started shouting:
	-Read about love, love.
	Saidakhon stared at the waves coming out of the big stone in the channel and thought. Then she tried to remember the first lines of her poems which she was going to read and looked at her ring.
	The women started applauding to her. At that time other men and women sitting on the neighboring benches came up to her and surrounded. It turned out Saidakhon’s new collection of poems so called “Nilufar” had been published that year and lots of boys and girls were holding that book and waiting for getting a autograph by her. The women insisted her on reading more poems. Saidakhon read five more poems then. Then she said that she finished reading and started to drink some tea.
	An old woman who kept drinking tea all the time was sitting quietly. Saidakhon looked at her thinking perhaps she did not like her poems and then her eyes sparkled. The old woman had a diamond earring on her ears. The woman got surprised of it and started to look at herself thinking might be something was wrong with her. 
	-Mother, -said Saidakhon. –Can you sell me your earring?
	-No, my daughter, I don’t want to sell it. And I don’t want to give it to someone. This earring will only be taken away by the one who washes me after my death. This is the payment for that man. 
	Some cold silence occupied that place for some time. It was very strange for everybody to hear those words by the one who was talking about her own death so calmly. 
	-Oh my dear mother, you have been saying that you are going to die for fifteen years already and the more you say that you are going to die the healthier you get.
	One of the women interfered. 
	-And she has got a very good appetite!
	-Yes, you are right, -said the leader of the women. –You will never die. You will live till you start getting double pension. We are going to marry you to someone and you say that you are going to die.
	The people started to laugh loudly. The old woman also started to laugh with her toothless mouth together with others.
	Everybody got very happy again. The leader turned to Saidakhon:
	-Do you like diamond earrings? If you want I will find you such kind of earrings myself.
	Saying these words she started to open her purse. She took a handkerchief out of it and opened it with her teeth. 
	-Here it is. If you want you can take this one.
	She handed a diamond ring to Saidakhon. It had been worn a lot and did not look very good. 
	Saidakhon hesitated whether she was supposed to take them or not. She took the rings and looked at its diamond. Then she stood up and asked me to give her the key to the car. She took the key and went to the car. Sometime later she came back with something wrapped up in a sheet of paper. 
	-In that case this is something to remember me by for you. 
	Having said these words she opened the paper. It was the glittering shoes made by shoemakers from Bukhara and we used to buy it when we went to Bukhara before. 
	The shoes were very beautiful and were decorated with various ornaments. Everybody started taking and having a look at them. 
	-My dear sister, -said the leader of the women. –keep the shoes. I am giving the ring to you heartily. 
	In short, the ring was exchanged to the shoes. 
	-All right, I am going to marry my son soon. I will give it to my daughter-in-law then. I will tell her that this is a present by her poetess sister. 
	Everybody with the book started getting autographs from Saidakhon. 
	Saidakhon did not take that ring off her finger. She used to stare at it all the time and think about lots of things. She wrote lots of stories like “At the Corner of a Street”, “The Debt”, “The New Secretary”, “Late”, “Autumn Rain”, “The Sorrows in a Notebook” and dozens of poems looking at that ring. 
	We still keep that ring as a rare heritage of our family. 
	Saidakhon liked the flowers of Eastern oleaster very much. Every spring when it blossomed she would roam along the streets like an insane. 
	There was a oleaster tree at the gate of the house next to ours. We would go for a walk to the street when that oleaster tree blossomed. Everywhere would be covered with the leaves of that tree because other women on our street would also get the flowers of the tree besides us. We would put it into a glass and watch it. And then our house would be covered with the flowers of the oleaster. At those times Saidakhon liked reading something a lot under the electric lamp all night long. Then she would get her notebook and start writing a poem. 
	-Lots of poems by Saidakhon were written during the oleaster blossom. 
	The flowers of oleaster do not live too long. They will just give their fragrance for two or three days and then they will die. And then Saida would wait for the next spring as she could not get enough of it. There were two lime trees in writers’ garden which blossomed in May. The fragrance of it resembled the oleaster. And we would go to the writers’ garden then intentionally to smell it.
	It was the spring of 1977. Apricot tree blossomed in the middle of March. I took a couple of branches of it. We planted a violet under the cherry tree. And it also looked like an ink poured in the corner of the yard. I took a bunch of them and my new published “Selected Stories” volume 2 too and went to the hospital to see Saidakhon. 
	First, she smelt my new book and looked it through. Then she smelt the violets. Then she looked at the flowers of the apricot. 
	-Is this the flower of the apricot tree in our garden? –she asked.
-Yes, it is, - I nodded. Then she said:
	-What about the oleaster at Marguba’s house? Has it blossomed yet? –she asked me.
	-It will blossom in about a month, I guess, -I replied.
	-I was thinking what if blossoms when I am not there. Thank God I will be at home when it blossoms…
	No. Saidakhon was not there when it blossomed.
	A month later after Saidakhon’s death that tree blossomed a lot. I took a branch of it to her grave. And I put another branch of it under her picture. 
	The oleaster tree on our street blossoms every year missing the poetess. Its fragrance comes into our house and look for the poetess and then it leaves for some other places.
HOW COME CAN SAIDA BE SO TOLERATED TO THE LENIENCY, HAY-HAY
One of the councils at the Writers’ Union in 1950s was dedicated to the matter of eliminating Saida Zunnunova the wife of nation’s enemy at the Union. The head of the Union was the main speaker of that council. He had already passed away. But I don’t want my words to be like throwing stones at the dead person. But these words concern our literature and so I don’t want them to be forgotten either. 
	The head asked Saida to stand up and started to interrogate her as a prosecutor:
	-Why didn’t you get divorced from your husband so far who is the enemy of nation? He is the enemy of the Soviet Union. He is for the bourgeoisie. And where has your communistic belief gone to? Where is your devotion to the Soviet regime? These days you have been going to the prosecutors’ office too much and this makes the Union look very bad. The members of the union ask you to leave your husband.
	-I cannot do it! –Saida said strictly.
	-Leave you husband, -Fatkhulla said.
	-Otherwise we cannot stay with you in one union, -said Nazir Safarov. 
	-Why should we ask her about something? We’d better fire her, that is all, -Milchakov said.
	-You are telling me to leave my husband, all right, I will leave my husband if you agree to my one single term.
	-Tell us! –said the head.
	-Tell them to show me my husband. Let him tell me that he was the enemy of nation on his own. And then I will leave him. 
	-It is impossible at all.
Saida became very insistent then.
	-None of the organization can interfere into it.
	-You will be imprisoned, lady!
	The head could not even finish his words.
	-I am not a lady. Tell it to the ones whom you meet at the restaurants. I am a poetess Saida Zunnunova!
	The ehad jumped up immediately. 
	-All right, are you virgin then?
	-You are a spoiled man. I wish you were not a poet.
	Having said these words Saida stood up and went towards the door. The had shouted at her:
	-Leave you ID. You are fired…
	-I received this ID from great Oybek and from his pure hands. I will not give it to your hands.
	Saida left the council. She went to the post office and wrote a bitter letter to the head. And then she put the ID into another envelop and sent it to the department of personnel. 
	After that event Saida Zunnunova was fired from the Writers’ Union. 
	We were not married then. If she had told it during that council it would not have been so bad I think. But Saida did not tell them. If she had told about it they would have announce that she had left her husband. Or they would tell everybody that she had broken the law and was living with me illegally. 
	We got married five years later when I returned from prison in 1955. 
	The head of the union told everybody and every publishing house that Saida Zunnunova had been fired from the union and not to publish her works and not to hire her. Wherever she went she would be told that they had nothing to offer her. The newspapers and magazines would give her poems back. At last, she went to the head of women’s department of Communistic Party of Uzbekistan. He met the wife of the enemy of nation coldly. He listened to her words not paying any attention. He told her that she was supposed to find a job on her own. At that time she threw two diplomas at his desk. (She graduated from Andijan State Institute of Teachers and Central Asian State University).
	-The Party is doing its best to get out the Uzbek women of the yashmaks and give them some jobs. All right, I will cover that yashmak which had been abandoned by those women. You are making a poetess with two diplomas cover a yashmak. 
	Having said these words Saida left the building of Central Committee. Two people came out after her and got her inside. It turned out the head of the department had talked to the Ministry of Education. 
	-Go to the Ministry I have told them they will hire you, -he told her. 
	Saida went to the ministry next day. There she was given a job as a Russian language teacher at a Korean school which was too far from the city and one could get there with three tram changes. Saida was not good at the Russian language. Especially she was unable to teach Korean students to the Russian language. So she went out and tore the certificate of employment and came back home. There she took the golden watch presented by her last father and sold it and bought a typing machine named “Underwood” instead.
	Some of her friends who worked as typists at the publishing houses gave her some work to earn some money. 
	Saida typed the novel “Abay” by Mukhtor Auezov and took it to the publishing house. The typist there gave her six hundred sums.
	She used to type the manuscripts at home and earn some money for living. 
	Then she wrote a letter of complaint to the former Commission of the Party of Central Committee. The commission sent that letter to the Communistic Party of Uzbekistan. Then she was put into troubles for writing that letter. She thought that they would imprison her soon so she started to stay at some of her friends’ houses from Andijan who lived in Tashkent. 
	Saida was hired to a united publishing house’s print shop as a corrector. She was a nominee to the membership at the Party. She was supposed to become a real member of the Party as her period of nominee had already passed away. The Writers’ Union sent a letter to the united publishing house of the party organization. The letter demanded them to eliminate Saida Zunnunova from the party. The director of the house V. Arhangelskiy refused their request. He called Saida and told her that he was not going let them put her into troubles. A new building of the publishing house in under construction now I will appoint you as a agitator to the construction. I want you to be seen by the workers and constructors. Then they will like you. He told him that they would defend her afterwards. After that Saida started to work both as an agitator and corrector at the house. She used to read newspapers, give lectures and read her poems to them. And during the council of the party the communists of united publishing house appointed her as a permanent member of the party then. 
	At the beginning of 1954 Arhangelskiy called her again and said.
	-A representative of the commission of the party is coming to check your work here from Moscow. You know, after Stalin’s death the imprisonment for various small things has decreased. As far as I know the representative of the commission will be on your side. Please, don’t tell her lots of your terms. He will check your work here and then punishes your rivals. He will leave but your enemies will stay here. He told her not to quarrel with them. 
	On May 1 the representative of the commission called her to the Central Committee. Everybody was very happy because of the holiday. But they did not let Saida have some fun on that holiday either. After five hour arguments the representative managed to find out the truth. What kind of punishment should I carry out towards the slanders? Those who made you suffer for four years must be punished, of course, -the representative asked her.
	-The truth has been revealed and this is the highest punishment for them, -Saida replied. 
	Hafiz Abdusamatov, who was the witness of those days, wrote the followings on the February 27, 1996 edition of “Milliy Tiklanish” newspaper in his article entitled “Vafodor” (“The Devotee”):
“…it was 1953. Two responsible people came in the room of the deputy director of the Language and Literature Institute of the Academy of Sciences and asked to lock the door from inside. They handed me a large folder and told me that This was the folder of the works by Saida Zunnunova the wife of the enemy of the nation and asked me to read them tell them my opinion. And they added that they did not believe that the wife of an enemy could not write ideologically healthy works. And when I asked them why they had decided like that they replied me that they had found out that the wife of the enemy was also an enemy. They complained to me that no matter how many times they asked her to leave her husband S.Zunnunova did not do so and it was too difficult for them to persuade her to that. “We have to do something about it”… they demanded me to tell them my opinion three days later. 
I put all my work aside and carried out that “responsibility” within three days. According to the views of that time there was not any mistake in the works by S.Zunnunova. having heard these words those two men got very angry and sad. They started to interrogate me saying that I had disappointed them even though they thought I was a great young scientist and asked me whether I had any close relations with Zunnunova or with Said Ahmad…”
The troubles seemed to have calmed down a little. Arhangelskiy interfered and Saida was hired to the magazine so called “Pioneer”. When I released from prison she was working at that magazine then. 
In 1959 the story “The Paths” by Saida was published in “Sharq Yulduzi” (“The Eastern Star”) magazine. A group of writers started to attack the story. They discussed it at the council of the union. They blamed the story in demonstrating the wrong life and opposed to the regime of Soviet Union. At the Council of Central Committee Saida’s issue was also discussed. Saida was not invited to the council of the bureau as she was pregnant then. And the bureau also found the story “The Paths” very dangerous.
All the ways were closed for Saida again. Radio, television and mass media’s doors were closed for Saida again. 
Such kind of treatment also influenced on me. My works also were not published and aired on television and radio. 
In such complicated periods Yashin called us. After our short meeting it turned out that the doors of the publishing houses were closed for us. 
-Let’s meet the head of the Department for the Ideology Nishonov and explain to him the situation, -I said.
-Nishonov cannot solve this problem. You have to talk to the highest authorities, -Yashin suggested us. –I will do my best once. I will try to meet the supreme one.
We sat at the door of the Central Committee from 9 am till 5 pm that day. We got very exhausted and hungry. The scientist Hafiz Abdusamatov worked there then. He was watching us sitting there since morning through his window. He came out of his room and asked us what we were doing there. After that he took all the responsibility on him and got permission for us. We came inside and waited for about two hours for the first secretary in his reception. Even when his secretary went inside and told him that we had been waiting for him he did not invite us in. at last, his working hours finished. So he had no choice but invite us in because he could not sit there till the next morning. 
He met us very coldly. Of course, he knew why we were there. That’s why he wanted to change the topic and talked about the work carried out in the new fields of cotton and villages for about an hour. He was looking at his watch from time to time and wanted us to leave as soon as possible. 
-This is it, I have to go to Surkhandarya if you don’t have anything else to say you may go, -he said trying to stand up of his chair. 
-All the ways have been closed for us and we cannot find out the reason for that, -Saida said. 
-You know, we don’t have anything else but the literature. How can we earn for our living if our books and articles are not published? We have come here asking for your help. Please, do something about it. 
He did not like these words very much. 
-What can I do with that? Perhaps you did something bad and that’s why your ways had been closed. Didn’t you teacher help you?
He was talking about Abdulla Qahhor when he said your teacher.
-We don’t go to any resorts and we don’t go on any trips. We have only one place to go to and this is the writers’ garden. You know, Abdulla Qahhor’s garden is right next to the gate and that’s why we cannot pass it by without saying hello to him. 
I guess Saida’s words influenced on him a little so he calmed down a little. 
-I don’t tell you not to greet him. But be careful with that man. Qahhor is not a good man. If you follow him you will never have happy days. Uygun, Vohid Zohidov, Sheverdin live there. Go to their places. They are pure people. 
He himself could even notice how much he was lying about it. I also asked some question there.
-Shall I be imprisoned now? –I asked.
-No, -he replied.
-My book has not been published for four years already. It is ready for publishing and if that book is not published as soon as possible I don’t know what we shall eat and drink then. 
-I will tell them, they will publish it, -he said. 
We had waited for that man for about eleven hours and then managed to meet him. And we thought that he was the one who could help us but in the end, we had to leave his room with nothing. My book was not published either. The doors of the publishing houses were still closed for us. 
One of my stories was published in the Ukraine and we managed to survive somehow on those earnings. 
We both knew why we have been treated like that very well. 
The novel entitled “The Powerful Wave” by Sharof Rashidov was discussed at the Writers’ Union. Only the people on the special list participated in the discussion. Yashin thought that I was also on the list and asked me to get ready for the discussion. I read that book within two days. 
Uygun spoke first at the discussion. One could notice that he had read the manuscript partly according to his words. 
-You all know, -he started his speech. –there are the rails of tram right next to my house. It does not let me sleep day and night. It is very noisy place. But when I was reading your book I swear I could not notice any trams passing by my house. 
Uygun was doing bootlicker’s job to the authority to seem like a very good man in front of him and get a new house for that. 
Then Vohid Zohidov started to speak. And I could notice that he had not read the novel at all. 
-You are a true Soviet writer. Your characters in the book are really pure people like you. Reading this book I got very happy thinking what great people we have in our country. I am sure that this novel by you will be read by everybody like previous ones.
Even the author of the book could notice that he was lying but he did not object to that because he liked his words very much. 
At the end of the discussion they asked me to say some words. I also praised his book a little bit. Then I told him about some inappropriate words in the manuscript. There were lots of inappropriate words in it. I had a list of those words with me. I just told him only five of them. The author listened to my words unwillingly. 
At the end the author himself made a speech. He thanked everybody and said some bad words to me. 
-You have read the novel only once you were supposed to read it twice. 
Maybe because of my young age or something else I told him that even if I read the novel twice the mistakes would not have been corrected. 
At the beginning of 1960 a poem so called “Hair” by Saida was published in the newspaper “The Literature and Art of Uzbekistan”. She wrote in the poem that long hair looked great on Uzbek women and she expressed her sorry for those who had cut their hair off. And the last line said “Oh God, save me from cutting my hair off”. Most people liked the poem. But one of the authorities at the Central Committee did not like the poem. He called the editors of all the newspapers published in Tashkent and discussed the poem. He told them that he was asking God for some help being a communist. And he asked all the editors to be more alerted. 
These words spread out very quickly. Saida got very angry having heard that her poem had been discussed without her presence. She talked about it at the open meeting at the union. She told them why the things carried out by the great editors of the newspapers do not strike “Mr. Misha”. That authority was called “Misha” because he could not speak his native language very well. 
In 1964 my novel “The Sky” became a nominee to “Hamza” award. There was drama “Ulugbek” by Shaykhzoda on the list as well. That year two former enemies of the nation were on the list so no one was awarded. The opinions on the nominees for the award were published in mass media. Abdulla Qahhor’s article was published on “The Sky”. At the end of the article he wrote “”The Sky” is shining among its fellows”. 
Partly these words were blamed for the refusal of the award for that novel. When Abdulla Qahhor said “fellows” he meant the novels by the authorities as well. And because of us others were not awarded either. And the next year Shukur Burkhonov was awarded for his role of Ulugbek but Shaykhozada’s name had been erased. 
In 1966 the union decided to celebrate Saida’s fiftieth anniversary. Saidakhon was supposed to go to the provinces to meet her readers. We went to Samarkand and Bukhara with our fellow writers. One of the authorities from Central Committee asked them not to arrange any meetings with us. We had to come back. Then we went to Saidakhon’s birth place –Andijan. But they also had been told not to celebrate her anniversary. But the people of Andijan anyway threw a small party there. We went to our house in Kuyganyor and threw a big party there to cherish Saidakhon. We threw party for more than four hundred people there. About forty people from Tashkent and Saidakhon’s students and friends came to the party. Saidakhon got very thin at those times. Within two years her grandmother, her mother, her sister and her brother-in-law had passed away. Besides she was defeated by limitless attacks towards her. And that’s why I wanted her to forget her sorrows and I decided to throw a big party spending all my money on it. Then she got a little bit happier there. Now I am very happy that I threw that party as she passed away a year later after that. 
Sometimes Saidakhon used to say I had been born to be humiliated and have a complicated life when she was very angry with something. 
Even on our wedding day she had to change her wedding dress to the funeral one. 
On November 28, 1949 on the day of our wedding day Saidakhon’s only brother seventeen year old Nasibjon passed away. Her mother Sabokhon had to go back to Andijan instead of having fun at her daughter’s wedding. 
On that day one of Sabokhon’s children got married and another one got the funeral party.
Is there any other terrifying thing in the world like that?
And now here I am recalling our joint life. She had such a difficult life in this world. I would never believe that a woman could have such a great willpower if I myself were not a witness to that. 
After so many years I read her story “The Paths” again and again. And I ask my friend to read it too. They read it and evaluate it like the work which could predict today’s life thirty years ago. 
On the day when Saidakhon passed away Sharof Rashidov phone me.
-Where did it happen? –he asked.
-At the hospital in the old city, -I replied.
-Wasn’t there any other hospitalfor you? –he said angrily. 
-Both of us had been thrown away from the honored hospital, -I answered.
Rashidov thought for a long time. Then he said:
-If you need any help aske me, -he said and hold off. 
I did not need any help then.
After some month Rashidov invited me to his office. He told me that he liked my novel entitled “The Forty Five Days”. But he only pointed out that I had paid much attention to one single person in it. At the end of his words he told me that he owed Saidakhon an apology and said that he was going to express his sorry for her personally.
Saidakhon had only happiness in this world and it was her only daughter. If she slept she would sit beside her. She would follow her if she walked. She would smell her clothes when she was at kindergarten or at school. And she wrote too many poems dedicated to her.
And Saidakhon was not able to see the happiness of her only daughter. She did not see her graduation or wedding parties or her grandchildren. The life did not let her do so. Her short life had passed away with struggles. The attacks, slanders and limits could not defeat her. 
Saidakhon was very organized woman. She always cared of her family. She would get very happy if a guest came in. she would host them very well. She liked Abdulla, Erkin, Ulmas, Nemat, Utkir, Nosir, Hudoyberdi, Anvar as her brothers. When they came to our house she would do her best and cook something very special. And then she would read her new poems to them. 
She also liked Halima, Oydin and Mukarram very much. She used to read the poems by them very happily. She would say “they have become even better than me I am so glad for them”. She never envied to those who had written a good poem. 
I could calm myself down a little after Saida’s death having seen Ulmas, Erkin, Utkir, Nosir at her funeral as I knew that they would support me all the time.
Saidakhon thought Alikhon Tura Soguniy as her teacher. She considered his wife as her own mother. To my point of view she used to go to Soguniy’s place to get her sins and sorrows vanished. This place was very great.
Saidakhon was not interested in different kinds of wealth and pride. She did not make great speeches at the meetings. She lived keeping silence all the time. And she passed away silently too.
As I say these words a woman who opposed to the lies and slander comes up to my thoughts. She was a very great woman. 
I get very upset with our authority of that time for not allowing naming one of the streets after her. 
But I could not tell you even ten percent of her bitter life. Writing is like renewal that bitter life again. I calm myself down saying that I have to forgive more than usual… but then I start thinking about my black days in the past and I ask myself a question “How can I forgive those people who had ruined our lives?”
When I think about those things and get upset I read the poems by Saidakhon and calm myself down. 







CHAPTER II. ANALYSIS OF PHRASAL VERBS DENOTING STATE AND THE WAYS OF TRANSLATION TAKEN FROM THE TRANSLATED PASSAGE

2.1. Essential Characteristics of Phrasal Verbs

	In the Modern English language the number of the Phrasal verbs grows. It is the evidence of many books and dictionaries devoted to Phrasal verbs and their applications. Together with the growth in number, the frequency of the usage also grows. This means that the Phrasal verbs carry out their necessary function because of greater conciseness and significance at the same time.
Phrasal verbs are used not only in the spoken language; several of them are the integral part of the language of the newspapers and of the official business.
Before proceeding to the description of the Phrasal verbs, it is necessary to give the definition of the verbs and of their function.
A verb is a word used primarily to indicate a type of action, such as to fly or to wish, though it may also be used to indicate a general state of existence, such as to live. There is also a special type of verb, known as a copula or linking verb, which helps to describe the subject of the sentence, rather than describing an action. The primary example of this in English is the verb to be which is usually used in the role of linking verb. A verb is one of the basic building blocks of a sentence in most languages, with most grammatical sentences requiring at least one noun acting as a subject, and one verb to indicate an action[footnoteRef:6]. [6: Bollinger, D., The Phrasal Verb in English, Harvard University Press, Cambridge, Mass., 1971
] 

Verbs can be inflected, which means the verb is changed in some way to indicate something about the sentence the verb is a part of. A verb may be inflected to describe virtually anything.
	Phrasal verbs as a distinct group of verbs exhibit specific characteristics that distinguish them from other classes of verbs:
1. The number of particles used to form phrasal verbs are limited; they are mostly: on, in, down, over, out, up, off
2. Phrasal verbs are not easily or freely composed. In fact, there are certain restrictions on their composition. In the phrasal verb look for, for example, we cannot replace for by after, simply because this will break the meaning with for. The meaning of look for is search whereas the meaning of look after is tend.
3. Because phrasal verbs often constitute one unit, they can, thus, be replaced by single verbs of the same sense:
They tried hard to put out the fire but they couldn't. ( o’chirmoq )
12. I was about to get on the fence when my father called me.( oshmoq )
4. Most phrasal verbs allow passive construction except those which are considered 'intransitive' which cannot be followed by a noun phrase as their objects, i.e., particularly those that have idiomatic meanings rather than those that carry literal meanings :
 The conclusion has been arrived at. – Xulosaga keldi. 
The students are looked down by their teacher. – Talabalar o’qituvchisi tomonidan haqoratlanishdi. 
5. Phonologically, in contrast with compound verbs, the primary stress is often placed on the particle rather on the lexical verb. For instance, in the verb give in the particle in is rather accented than the lexical verb give, unless the first element is a noun as in CARE take.
The verb has finite and non-finite forms, the latter being also called verbal. The verbals, unlike the finite forms of the verb, do not express person, number or mood therefore they cannot be used as the predicate of a sentence. Like the finite forms of the verb the verbals have tense and voice distinctions, but their tense distinctions differ greatly from those of the finite verb.
There are 3 verbals in English: the participle, the gerund and the infinitive.
In the sentence a verbal may occur:
(a) singly, without accompanying words
To decide is to act 
(b) in phrases, with one or several accompanying words
The phrases form syntactic units serving as one part of the sentence.
She tried to tranquillize him by reading aloud
(c) in predicative constructions
There is no mistake about his being a genius.
The characteristic tracts of the verbals are as follows: 
1. They have a double nature, nominal and verbal. The participle combines the characteristics of a verb with those of an adjective; the gerund and the infinitive combine the characteristics of a verb with those of a noun.
2. The tense distinctions of the verbals are not absolute, but relative; the form of a verbal does not show wether the action it denotes refers to the present past or future; it shows only wether the action expressed by the verbal is simultaneous with the action expressed by the finite verb or prior to it.
3. All the verbals can form predicative constructions, constructions consisting of two elements, a nominal (noun or pronoun) and a verbal (participle, gerund or infinitive); the verbal element stands in predicate relation to the nominal element, in a relation similar to that between the subject and the predicate of the sentence. In most cases predicative constructions form syntactic units, serving as one part of the sentence.
They sat down to supper, Manston still talking cheerfully is a predicative construction with a participle: the participle talking stands in predicate relation to the noun Manston, which denotes the doer of the action expressed by the participle.
Language may be synthetic and analytical according to their grammatical structure.
In synthetic languages, such as for instance Russian, the grammatical relations between words are expressed by means of inflections: e.g. крышадома.
In analytical languages, such as English, the grammatical relations between words are expressed by means of form words and word order: e.g. the roof of the house.
Analytical forms are mostly proper to verbs. An analytical verb-form consists of one or more words, which have no lexical meaning and only express or more of the grammatical categories of person, number, tense, aspect, voice, mood and one national word, generally an infinitive or a participle: e.g. he has come, I am reading.
The analytical forms are: 
1. Tense and Aspect verb-forms
2. The Passive Voice
3. The analytical form of the Subjunctive Mood.
In all these analytical forms the form word is an auxiliary verb.
However, the structure of a language is never purely synthetic or purely analytical. According in the English language there are: 
1) Endings: 
-s in the third person singular in the Present Indefinite
-s in the plural of nouns
-s in the genitive case 
-ed in the Past Indefinite of regular verbs
2) Inner flexions: man – men
3) The synthetic forms of the Subjunctive Mood
Owing to the scarcity of synthetic forms the order of words, which is fixed in English, acquires extreme importance: 
The fisherman caught a fish
A deviation from the general principle of word order is possible only in special cases.
One of the marled features of the English language is the extensive use of substitutes. A word substitute saves the repetition of a word in certain conditions. Here belong one, that, do.
One replaces class nouns in the singular and in the plural:
Thanks for the compliment, if it is one.
That generally substitutes nouns, especially abstract nouns and nouns of material followed by an attribute, mostly introduced by the preposition of: 
Almost every day there after Mrs. Skelton would go for a ride in her own car or that of Castleman.
Do substitutes verbs:
You know your law better than I do 
Forgive me for speaking with brutal frankness, I only do so because I care.












2.2. Phrasal Verbs: Classification and Analysis of the Difference between them
Group verb is very diverse as to their compatibility, as well as the added value that they are or who they acquire in the text. They can express the character of the transition from one state to another, inducing action, etc., but in all cases action is always a value, the prisoners in the verb[footnoteRef:7]. [7: Baker M. In Other Words: A Course Book of Translation. Routledge, London. 1992. – 241 p.
] 

Very large and diverse group of phrase verbs express the movement and at the same time describing it. Verbs of this group often express not just the traffic and move from one place to another. Therefore, most of them used to Postpositions indicating direction of movement (into, out, up, to).
For example: stand up - stand up;
go out - go, go;
go into - enter;
jump into - jump, leap;
It should be noted cases where the phrasal verb is termination, or, conversely, the beginning of the movement.
For example: get over - to end, away from anything;
jump down - jumping off, jump off;
run out - run out;
throw off, get off - to start (something);
A very large group consists of group verb, expressing the transition object from one state to another, or his movement.
In fact, verbs of motion objecting to the transition from immobility or beginning of motion, can be attributed to this group or be considered as an intermediate link. Generally, the boundaries between different groups of phrase verbs are very unsteady in lexical terms, so it is not easy determined.
For example: 1) move in = to take possession of a new place to live
move towards - to go in the direction of (something or someone)
2) to change one's opinion in the direction of.
move off = to start a journey; leave.
The third group belongs to group verb with semantic component "Lack of change of an object".
For example: stay behind;
to remain at a distance behind something or someone;
keep behind ; stay down = to remain at a lower level ;
remain ahead = to stay in a forward or leading position
The following group of values is dominated by verbal component "image Movement ".
For example : walk away from = to leave (something or someone) on foot;
walk about / around = to walk in a place without direction;
spin along = to move forward easily a quite quickly with a
rolling movement;
frighten away / off = to make (somebody) leave through fear.


2.3. The Basic Structure of Phrasal Verbs
Phrasal verbs are verbs that form a combination (a phrase) with postpositions or prepositions and nouns. Such structures are usually idiomatic in meaning, and should be memorized as such[footnoteRef:8]. [8: Baker M. In Other Words: A Course Book of Translation. Routledge, London. 1992. – 241 p.
] 

For studying purposes, phrasal verbs can be divided into basic classifications:
1. Preposition and post preposition
2. Verbs with prepositions and noun
3. Verbs with post prepositions
Prepositions and postpositions in English are the same in form but different in function. Some prepositions are not used as postpositions, for example, "at, for, from, into, onto, of, with". Some postpositions are not used as prepositions, for example, "ahead, apart, aside, away, back, and forward". But some of them can function as prepositions or postpositions depending on the structure in which they are used, for example, "about, across, along, around, behind, by, down, in, off, on, out, over, through, under, up", so it's important to understand the difference between them.
A preposition is used with a noun (or its substitute), stands before it, and is not stressed. A preposition is part of a prepositional noun phrase, which means that a preposition always needs a noun. A postposition is used with a verb, stands after it, usually forms an idiom with this verb (it changes the meaning of the verb), and is always stressed. A postposition is part of the predicate, which means that a postposition always needs a verb. Some linguists call postpositions "adverbs", "adverbial particles" or "preposition-adverbs", because they are adverbial in character.
How did he get in? How did he get in / into the house? – Qanday qilib u uyga kirdi?
In the first sentence, the postposition "in" is part of the phrasal verb "get in", is stressed, and in this sentence receives the falling intonation. In the second sentence, the preposition "in" or "into" belongs to the noun "the house" and is not stressed.
In the structure "Verb with preposition and noun", the verb dictates the choice of a specific preposition, and this means that in many cases you need to learn these phrases by heart. A suitable noun or its substitute (a pronoun, a gerund, a question word) is always used in this structure and always stands after its preposition. In the lists of phrasal verbs, the words "something" and "someone" show where exactly the nouns stand in this structure. A suitable noun is chosen by the speaker according to the situation, for example:
We agreed on the price of 50 dollars. – Biz narxni 50 dollarda bo’lishiga  rozimiz.
We agreed on going to Rome in the spring. – Bahorda Rimga borishga kelishib oldik.
We agreed on it. What did you agree on? – Biz bunga rozimis. Nimaga rozisan?
Quite often, a direct object (another noun or pronoun) goes between the verb and the preposition with noun in this structure, for example:
I congratulate you on your new job. – Yangi ishga kirganingiz bilan tabrikleman.
She blames Mike for the loss of her bag. – U Maykni sumkasini yoqotganlikdan aybladi. 
There are two key elements in this structure: the verb and the postposition. Phrasal verbs of this kind present the most difficulty as they are highly idiomatic, i.e. their meaning is not predictable from the meanings of their components, and they usually have several idiomatic meanings. Many verbs can be used as phrasal verbs with postpositions, but the most important and the most productive are the verbs of motion: break, bring, call, check, close, come, cut, do, drop, fall, get, give, go, look, make, move, pick, pull, push, put, run, set, show, take, tear, turn and some others. And the verb "be" - the biggest verb of English.
The meaning of a phrasal verb with a postposition is usually idiomatic, that is, different from the literal meanings of its components, for example:
This question is too difficult, I give up. – Bu savol juda ham qiyin ekan. Uni o’tgazib yubordim.
Watch out! The bus is coming! – Ehtiyot bo’l! Avtobus kelyapti.
The phrasal verb "give up" is idiomatic, because it means "stop trying to do something", not the sum of the literal meanings of the words "gives" and "up". The phrasal verb "watch out" is idiomatic, because it means "be careful", not the sum of the literal meanings of the words "watch" and "out".
A verb with a postposition may be without any noun after it, or there may be a direct or indirect object after it, for example: 
They broke in. – Ular bostirib kirishdi.
They broke in the door. – Ular eshikni buzib kirishdi.
They broke in through the window. – Ular oynadan oshib kirishdi. 
When a pronoun is used instead of a noun, it usually stands between the verb and the postposition:
They brought up their three sons in Italy. – Ular uch farzandini Italyada katta qilishdi. 
They brought them up in Italy. 
Fill out the form. Fill it out. – Anketani to’ldiring. 
In spoken English, a direct object in the form of a short noun or someone's name may also stand between the verb and the postposition:
Let in Anna Blake. Let Anna Blake in. – Anna Bleyk ichkariga marhamat. 
But the postposition shouldn't be placed too far from the verb or separated from it by intonation, because they create the meaning of the phrasal verb together.
Many verbs with postpositions, especially the verbs of motion, are also used in the literal meaning of the phrasal verb:
Put your boots out, I'll clean them. – Oyoq kiyimingizni yeching, men ularni tozalab qo’yaman. 
Don't forget to put out the light before you leave. – Ketishingizdan oldin chiroqni o’chirib qo’yishni unutmang. 
Look up the new words. – Yangi so’zlarni qidiring. 
He stopped reading and looked up. – U o’qishni to’xtatib, yangi so’zlarni qidirdi. 
The phrasal verb "put out" in the first sentence literally means "put outside" and is the sum of the meanings of "put" and "out". The phrasal verb "put out" in the second sentence is idiomatic, because it means "extinguish (the light, fire or cigarette)" and is not the sum of the literal meanings of "put" and "out".
The phrasal verb "look up" in the first sentence is idiomatic, because it means "find in a reference book" and is not the sum of the literal meanings of "look" and "up". The phrasal verb "look up" in the second sentence literally means "look up" and is the sum of the meanings of "look" and "up".
The literal meanings of verbs with postpositions present no difficulty for understanding. The literal meanings of the postpositions in such phrasal verbs often correspond to the meaning of prefixes in Russian verbs, for example: come in, go out, run out, give away, turn away, etc.
But verbs with postpositions very rarely, if ever, have only the literal meaning or only one meaning. Verbs with postpositions are verbs with several idiomatic meanings, and this means that they can be used in different situations instead of more specific verbs.
Verbs with postpositions are mostly used in simple tenses. Verbs with postpositions are usually less formal than their one-word synonyms and because of that they are widely used in conversational English.
There is a variation (or combination) of the two basic structures described above, in which a verb with a postposition takes a preposition and a suitable noun after it, for example:
I'm looking forward to your letter. – Men xatingizni intizorlik bilam kutyapman. 
She walked out on him. – Qiz bolani tashlab ketdi. 
The participle is a non-finite form of the verb which has a vernal and an adjectival or an adverbial character.
There are 2 participles in English – Participle I and Participle II, traditionally called the Present Participle and the Past Participle.
Participle I is formed by adding the suffix –ing to the stem of the verb.
The tense distinction of the participle.
Participle I Indefinite Active and Passive usually denotes an action simultaneous with the action expressed by the finite verb; depending on the tense-form of the finite verb it may refer to the present, past or future. 
When reading The Pickwick Papers, one can’t help laughing.
When reading The Pickwick Papers, I couldn’t help laughing. 
When reading The Pickwick Papers, you will roar with laughter.
The functions of Participle I in the sentence
1. Participle I as an attribute
We admired the stars twinkling in the sky.
2. Participle I as an adverbial modifier
(a) of time
Having reached the classroom, she became the object of many questions
(b) of cause
Having been a little in that line myself, I understood it 
(c) of manner and attendant circumstances
Gwendden was silent, again looking at her hands
(d) of comparison. In this function Participle I is introduced by the conjunction as if or as though.
… he was still on his guard, as though waiting for a further question from me.
3. Participle I as a predicative.
The effect of her words was terrifying
4. Participle I as part of a complex object.
I saw that young man and his wife talking to you on the stains.
5. Participle I as part of a compound verbal predicate.
Presently other footsteps were heard crossing the room below.
6. Participial phrase as parenthesis
Generally speaking, I don’t like boys.
Judging by appearances, Mr. Bowmake looked like a man prematurely wasted and worn by the cares of a troubled life.
Participle II of transitive verbs bas a passive meaning, e.g. a broken glass, a caged bird Participle II of intransitive verbs has no passive meaning, it is used only in the compound tense-forms and has no independent junction in the sentence unless it belongs to a verb which denotes passing into a new state, e.g. a withered flower, a fooled leaf.
The functions of Participle II in the sentence 
1. Participle II as an attribute
He answered through the locked door.
2. Participle II as an adverbial modifier
(a) of time
When questioned Annie had implud vaguely … That she was anxious about her brother-in-law
(b) of condition
It was a dreadful thing that he now proposed a break of the law which, if discovered, would bring them into the police court. 
(c) of comparison
As if torn with inner conflict and indecision, he cried
(d) of concession
… her spirit, though crushed, was not broken
3. Participle II as a predicative
In spite of himself, Val was impressed 
4. Participle II as part of a complex object
She has found me unaltered; but I have found her changed


Predicative construction with the participle.
In Modern English we find the following predicative constructions with the participle:
(1) the Objective Participial Construction
(2) the Subjective Participial Construction
(3) the Nominative Absolute Participial Construction
(4) the Prepositional Absolute Participial Construction
1. The Objective Participial Construction is a construction in which the participle is in predicate relation to a noun in the common case or a pronoun in the objective case. 
In the next berth she could hear her stepmother breathing heavily.
2. The Subjective Participial Construction is a construction in which the participle is in predicate relation to a noun in the common case or a pronoun in the nominative case, which is the subject of the sentence.
They were heard talking together…
3. The Nominative Absolute Participial Construction is a construction in which the participle stands in predicate relation to a noun in the common case or a pronoun in the nominative case; the noun or pronoun is not the subject of the sentence.
The door and window of the vacant room being open, we looked in.
It is used in the function of an adverbial modificier.
a) of time
This duty completed, he had three months’ leave.
b) of cause 
It being now pretty late,  we took our candles and went upstairs
c) of attendant circumstances
He turned and went, we as before, following him.
d) of condition. In this function the Nominative Absolute Participial Construction occurs but seldom and is almost exclusively used with the participles permitting and failing.
weather permitting, we shall start tomorrow.
4. The Prepositional Absolute Participial Construction may be instroduced by the preposition with.
The daughter sat quiti silent and still, with her eyes fixed on the graund.
THE GERUND
The gerund developed from the verbal noun, which in course of time became verbalized preserving at the some time its nominal charcter.
The gerund is formed by adding the suffix –ing to the stem of the verb, and coincides in form which Participle I. As a result of its origin and development the gerund has nominal and verbal properties. The nominal characteristics of the gerund are as follows:
1. The gerund can perform the function of subject, object and predicative.
I like making people happy. (object)
They say smoking Leads to meditation (subject)
The duty of all progressive mankind is fighting for peace (predicative)
2. The gerund can be preceded by a preposition
I’m very tired of rowing.
3. Like a noun the gerund can be modified by a noun in the possessive case or by a possessive pronoun.
“I wonder at Jolyon’s allowing this engagement”, he said to Aunt Ann.
Is there any objection to my seeing her?
The verbal characteristics of the gerund are the same as those of the Participle:
1. The gerund of transitive verbs can take a direct object.
I had now made a good progress in understanding and speaking their language. 
2. The gerund can be modified by an adverb.
She burst out crying bitterly. 
a) by a noun
Dancing had not began yet.
b) by an infinitive
She had tea with Cipriano before leaving
c) by a subordinate clause
He regretted now having come. 
The tense distinctions of the gerund.
1. The Indefinite Gerund Active and Passive denotes an action simultaneous with action expressed by the finite verb; depending on the tense form of the finite verb it may refer to the present, past or future.
He can swim for any number of hours without tiring.
2. The Perfect Gerund denotes an action prior to that of the finite verb.
She denies bowing spoken with him
The voice distinctions of the gerund.
The gerund of transitive verbs has special forms for the active and the passive voice.
He liked neither reading aloud nor being read aloud to.
The Predicative Construction with the gerund.
Like all the verbals the gerund can from predicative construction, constructions in which the verbal element expressed by the gerund is in predicate relation to the nominal element expressed by a noun or pronoun.
I don’t like your going off without any money.
Here the gerund going off is in predicate relation to the pronoun your, which denotes the doer of the action expressed by the gerund.
The nominal element of the construction can be expressed in different ways.
1. If it denotes a living being it may be expressed:
a) by a noun in the genitive case or by a possessive pronoun.
Her further consideration of the point was prevented by Richard’s coming back to us in an excited state.
Do you mind my smoking?
b) by a noun in the common case
I have a distinct recollection of Lady Chiltern always getting the good conduct prize!
2. If the nominal element of the construction denotes a lifeless thing, it is expressed by a noun in the common case or by a possessive pronoun.
I said something about my clock being slow.
3. The nominal element of the construction can also be expressed by a pronoun which has no case distinctions, such as all, this, that, both, each, something.
I insist on both of them coming in time.
The use of the gerund.
In Modern English the gerund is widely used and often competes with the infinitive.
In the following cases only the gerund is used:
1. With the verbs and verbal phrases: to avoid, to burst out, to deny, to enjoy, to excuse, to fancy, to finish, to forgive, to give up, to go on, to keep, to leave off, to mind, to postpone, to put off, cannot help…
He avoided looking at Savina
She denied having been at the station that evening
Excuse my leaving you in the dark a moment
They went on talking
2. Wish the following verbs and verbal phrases used with a preposition: to accuse of, to agree to, to approve of, to complain of, to depend on, to feel like, to insist on, to look like, to object to, to persist to, to prevent from, to rely on, to speech of, to succeed in, to suspect of, to thank for, to think of, to give up the idea of, to look forward to, not to like the idea of, to miss on opportunity of…
They accuse me of having dealt with the Germans.
You did not approve of my playing at roulette.
I don’t feel like going out.
I insist on being treated with a certain consideration.
3. Wish the following predicative word-group: to be aware of, to be busy in, to be capable of, to be fond of, to be guilty of, to be indignant at, to be pleased at, to be proud of, to be sure of, to be surprised at, to be worth…
Sir Pitt Crawley was not aware of Becky’s having married Rawdon.
I Felt physically incapably of remaining still in any one place.
She was not pleased at my coming.
THE INFINITIVE
The infinitive developed from the verbal noun, which in course of time became verbalized, retaining at the same time some of its nominal properties. Thus in Modern English the infinitive, like the participle and the gerund, has a double nature, nominal and verbal.
1. The nominal character of the infinitive is manifested in its syntactic function. The infinitive can be used:
a) as the subject of a sentence
To go on like this was dangerous.
b) as a predicative
Her plan was now to drive to Bath during the night.
c) as an object
I have never learnt to read or write.
2. The verbal characteristics of the infinitive are as follows:
a) the infinitive of transitive verbs can take a direct object
He… began to feel some curiosity…
b) the infinitive can be modified by an adverb
I cannot write so quickly
The tense and aspect distinctions of the infinitive
Like the tense distinctions of all verbals those of the Infinitive are not absolute but relative.
1. The Indefinite Infinitive expressed an action simultareas with the action expressed by the finite verb, so it may refer to the present, past or future.
I am glad to meet you.
I was glad to see Mr. Paul. 
Mr. Forsyte will be very glad to see you.
2. The Continuous Infinitive also denotes an action simultaneous with that expressed by the finite verb, but it is an action in progress. Thus the continuous infinitive is not only a tense form, but also an aspect form, expressing both time relations and the manner in which the action is presented.
They happened, at the moment, to be standing near a small conservatory at the end of the garden.
3. The Perfect Infinitive denotes an action prior to the action prior to the action expressed by the finite verb.
4. The Perfect Continuous Infinitive denotes an action which lasted a certain time before the action of the finite verb. It is not only tense form, beat also an aspect form.
For about ten days we seemed to have been living on nothing but cold meat, cake and bread and jam.
The construction can have different functions in the sentence. It can be:
1. Subject
For me to ask  would be treason, and for me to be told would be treason.
2. Predicative
That was for him to find out. 
3. Complex object
He waited for her to speak.
4. Attribute
The best thing for you to do is to bide here with your load.
There was really nothing for him to do but what he had done.
5. Adverbial modifier.
a) of purpose
He stepped aside for me to pass.
b) of result
The pleasure of accompanying you was too great a temptation for me to resist.
He spoke loud enough for you to hear.
The functions of the Infinitive in the sentence
1. Infinitive on a subject
To doubt, under the circumstances, is almost to insult.
Even to thing of it gave him ineffable torture.
It is useless to discuss the question.
2. The infinitive as a predicative.
My intention is to get parliament.
The adobe of Mrs. Betty was not easy to find.
3. The infinitive as part of a compound verbal predicate
a) With modal verbs, modal expressions, and verbs expressing modality the infinitive forms part of a compound verbal modal predicate.
We must not leave him by himself any longer.
I intend to lead a better life in the future.
b) With verbs denoting the beginning, duration, or end of an action the infinitive forms part of a compound verbal aspect predicate.
Before daylight it started to drizzle.
4. The infinitive as an object.
Leila had learned to dance at boarding school.
5. The infinitive as part of a complex object.
I never saw you act this way before.
6. The infinitive as an attribute
I have not had time to examine this room yet.
I have nobody to say a kind word to me.
7. The infinitive as an adverbial modifier.
a) of purpose
Laws were not made to be broken,laws were made to stay within.
b) of result
His eyes were sharp enough to look after his own interest.
I was busy to see anyone.
c) of comparison
She nervously moved her hand towards his lips as if to stop him.
d) of attendant circumstances
She was driven away, never to revisit this neighbors hood.
8. The infinitive as parenthesis
To put it mildly, he was not up to the mark
To speak the truth, I have been a little troubled, but it’s over.






2.4. Collection of Phrasal Verbs Denoting State Taken from the Translated Passage
	№
	Uzbek
	English

	1
	Умуман савобли иш қилсам, уч тўрт кун табиатим равшан бўлиб юраман
	In general, if I do some good deed I will get happy for the next three or four days

	2
	Пенсия ололмай сарсон бўлиб қопти. Шунақаларни кўрсам эзилиб кетаман
	She has been in trouble for a long time being unable to get the pension. When I see such people I get too sad.

	3
	Мен кулдим. Домла бу бемаврид кулгидан ғазабланди.
	I laughed. Teacher got angry with that unexpected laughter.

	4
	Домла бармоқларини букиб йил санаркан, бирдан қаҳ-қаҳ уриб кулиб юборди
	The teacher started counting with his fingers and suddenly he burst into a loud laughter.

	5
	Домла, умуман, кўхлик аёлларни кўрганда маҳлиё бўлиб қоларди.
	The teacher used to fall in love with pretty women at all.

	6
	Бу ҳил шеърларга кўникмаган эдик. Шоир шеърлари бизни гаранг қилиб қўйганди. 
	We were not used to listening to those kinds of poems. We were shocked at the poets’ poems. 

	7
	У таржимага шу қадар берилиб кетдики, бола чақаларининг тирикчилигини ҳам унутди.
	He got into the translation so much that he even forgot his living and children

	8
	Домла жуда ҳафа бўлди
	The teacher got sad a lot.

	9
	Уйга келиб юзлаб сахифаларни битталаб йиртиб, бундан ҳам таскин топмагач, мана, мана, деб, бурда бурда қилиб ўт ёнаётган ўчоққа ташлади.
	Having come back home he tore hundreds of pages one by one and even after that he did not calm down and threw the torn pages into the burning oven.

	10
	Фақат шу таржима билан банд бўлиб бошқа иш қилолмаганидан табиийки, рўзғорнинг таги чиқиб қолган эди.
	Since he was busy only with that translation it is obvious that he had no money for living then.

	11
	Озод нима дейишини билмай бир дам эсанкираб туриб қолди. 
	Ozod kept silence for some time being surprised at that.

	12
	Тошкентга қайтиб кета қолай. Катталарнинг қўзига хунук кўриниб нима қиламан!
	I would rather go back to Tashkent. I don’t want to seem like a jerk in front of the bosses. 

	13
	Ўзидек содда, дўлвор миришкорлар суҳбатида яйраб кетарди.
	He would get very happy when he talked to simple and gentle workers and farmers. 

	14
	Шундай кезишларимизда паранжи ёпиниб, чачвони билан ўзини елпиб келаётган ниҳоятда кўҳлик жувонга рўпара келдик.
	During one of our trips we came across a very pretty woman wearing a yashmak.

	15
	Домла анча ўзини олдирган. Озиб, ранглари кетиб қолганди
	The teacher was much sicker than he used to be now. He got thinner and pale. 

	16
	Шу ишни тириклигида қилсалар бўлмасмиди? Қандоқ қувонарди!
	Why couldn’t they do it when he was alive? He would have been very happy then!

	17
	Менинг ҳам қадримга етишарканку, деб кўкси тоғдек кўтарилмасмиди!
	Wouldn’t he get very happy seeing that he had been noticed by someone?!

	18
	Камситишлардан дили вайрон бўлди
	His soul was ruined of tortures.

	19
	Эркин Воҳидов билан Абдулла Ориповга у алоҳида меҳр қўйган эди.
	He liked Erkin Vohidov and Abdulla Oripov very much

	20
	Улар ҳақида гапирганда оғзидан бол томарди
	When he spoke about them he would always praise them a lot.

	21
	Домла Наим Каримовдан миннатдор эди
	The teacher was thankful for Naim Karimov

	22
	Бирови кулган, бирови йиғлаган, бирови энг яқин кишисидан жудо бўлган...
	Some of them were laughing, some of them were crying and others were separated from the close people.

	23
	У ижодга шунчалик берилиб кетган эдики, ҳафталаб кўчага чиқмас, кечасию кундузи ухламай ёзарди. 
	He was in the literature so much he would not go out for weeks and he would write day and night at a row.

	24
	Қани энди бу гапларнинг биронтаси тирик пайтингда ўзингга айтган бўлсак, бунчалик алам қилмасди.
	I wish we had said one of these words when you were alive. It would not hurt so much now. 

	25
	Бу гапни айтишга тилим айланмади
	I did not dare to tell him this. 

	26
	Нега унақа қилаётганини билолмай, ҳайрон бўлиб қараб турардим.
	I didn’t know why she was doing that and I kept watching her with surprise. 

	27
	Дўстим, сенсиз бағрим ҳувиллаб қолди
	My friend, my heart is all alone without you.

	28
	Саидаҳонни эслаб кетаман
	I start thinking of Saidakhon

	29
	“Уфқ” трилогиямни унга бағишладим, назаримда кўнгли тўлмади
	I dedicated my trilogy “The Sky” to her and I guess she was not completely satisfied with that.

	30
	Баъзан унинг бу ишидан ҳижолат чекардим
	Sometimes I would get embarrassed of that.

	31
	Бўлмаса томоғимдан овқат ўтмайди, деб кулиб қўярди
	Otherwise I cannot have anything, -she would say smiling. 

	32
	Бордигу ўша куни ҳафсаламиз пир бўлди.
	As soon as we arrived there I got disappointed. 

	33
	Саидахон жуда хафа бўлиб қолди
	Saidakhon got very sad.

	34
	Кетгиси келиб қовоғини ўйиб олди
	She wanted to leave and made a serious face

	35
	Ҳали ҳалигача кечаси ишлайман. Шунга ўрганиб кетганман
	I still keep working at night. I am used to working at night though. 

	36
	Негадир бу қўшиқ менга жудаям таъсир қилди
	No reason that song made a great impression on me

	37
	Турна тўғрисида ёзаман деганимда жуда севиниб кетди
	When I told her that I was going to write about a crane she got very joyful. 

	38
	Хайрон бўлдим
	I was surprised at that

	39
	Такси чироғини кўрганда кўзлари яшнаб кетарди
	Her eyes would sparkle when she saw the lamp of a taxi. 

	40
	Яйраб кетаман
	I get very revealed

	41
	Саидахон хайрон бўлиб қолди
	Saidakhon got surprised









2.5. The Ways of Translation of Phrasal Verbs Denoting State Taken from the Translated Passage
	During translation of the book “People Lost and Found for me” by Said Ahmad there were various kinds of difficulties,because it included a lot of cultural words that are given definition by footnotes. And besides we had to work really hard to find equivalences of the phrasal verb denoting state in the English language. And it took us hard work and investigation of those phrases. And now we would like to analyze and show some of the phrasal verb derived of the translated extract below. 
	Here some examples from the text:
1. Умуман савобли иш қилсам, уч тўрт кун табиатим равшан бўлиб юраман- In general, if I do some good deed I will get happy for the next three or four days
2. Домла, умуман, кўхлик аёлларни кўрганда маҳлиё бўлиб қоларди- The teacher used to fall in love with pretty women at all.
3. Шундай кезишларимизда паранжи ёпиниб, чачвони билан ўзини елпиб келаётган ниҳоятда кўҳлик жувонга рўпара келдик.-During one of our trips we came across a very pretty woman wearing a yashmak.
4. Менинг ҳам қадримга етишарканку, деб кўкси тоғдек кўтарилмасмиди!-Wouldn’t he get very happy seeing that he had been noticed by someone?!
5. Улар ҳақида гапирганда оғзидан бол томарди-When he spoke about them he would always praise them a lot.
6. Домла жуда ҳафа бўлди-The teacher got sad a lot.
7. Домла бармоқларини букиб йил санаркан, бирдан қаҳ-қаҳ уриб кулиб юборди-The teacher started counting with his fingers and suddenly he burst into a loud laughter.
8. Мен кулдим. Домла бу бемаврид кулгидан ғазабланди.-I laughed. Teacher got angry with that unexpected laughter.
9. Пенсия ололмай сарсон бўлиб қопти. Шунақаларни кўрсам эзилиб кетаман-She has been in trouble for a long time being unable to get the pension. When I see such people I get too sad.
10. Нега унақа қилаётганини билолмай, ҳайрон бўлиб қараб турардим.-I didn’t know why she was doing that and I kept watching her with surprise.
11. “Уфқ” трилогиямни унга бағишладим, назаримда кўнгли тўлмади-I dedicated my trilogy “The Sky” to her and I guess she was not completely satisfied with that.
12. Саидахон хайрон бўлиб қолди-Saidakhon got surprised with it.
As abovementioned, verbs with postpositions are mostly used in simple tenses. In the part of the last sentence is Саидахон хайрон бўлиб қолди-Saidakhon got surprised with it.And it has been translated as he had alsogot surprised with.Itcould be translated as “got surprised at”, and there would not be any difference. And besides we have come across lots of other phrasal verb in during the translation of the extract but we did not attempt to analyze them as the qualification paper is about translation of phrasal verbs denoting the state only. Furthermore, we are going to continue this theme in our future scientific researches as well. And it is more impressive than other versions. 

CONCLUSION

Having analyzed the structural, semantic, functional and translational features of the phrasal verbs denoting state in Present day English we have come to the following conclusions.
The quality of translation has nothing to do with the original work or with the original writer; rather it depends on the theoretical knowledge and practical skill of the translator. It is because translation is not only a science, a science with his own peculiar laws and methods, but also an art – an art of reproduction and re-creation. The thought, feeling and style will be reproduce provided the paragraphs, sentences and words in the original or source language are faithfully, flexibly and satisfactorily transferred to the target or receptor language. Resemblance in form is the basis for the resemblance in spirit and the latter is the crystallization of the former.
The translation process consists of two steps. First, the translator should carefully appreciate the tone and spirit of the whole original work through words, sentences and paragraphs it is made up of and determine what kind of style it reflects from both the literary and linguistic points of view. Then he starts translating it sentence by sentence and paragraph by paragraph from beginning to the end, with the reproduction of the original style kept in mind. It is not an exaggeration when we say that the items about Phrasal verbs denoting state are one of the main and important items of theoretical study and practical mastering of the English language.
Phrasal verbs denotingstate take a considerable place in vocabulary verbs of Modern English language and are generally used in idiomatic phrases. Their functioning is heterogeneous with a view to their great variety. The development and supplementation of Phrasal verbs system proceeds in two directions: new verbs inclusion and semantic development.
Translatability of the literary style of original works has been re-affirmed, and guiding principles and proper methods have been given. Literary translators must consider the reproduction of the original style as their common goal and strive for it in their work.
In our paper we have analyzed about one hundred twenty verbs, taken from the text. As a result, we can make the following conclusion:
Phrasal verbs are frequently used. Their usage becomes usual phenomena in English grammar as well as mass media.
As a rule usage of phrasal verbs in stylistic is not heterogeneous.
Having classified Phrasal verbs, taken from the text with a view to their meaning we made a conclusion that the verbs with postposition “on” and “up” predominate as a large quantity of verbs with these postpositions are polysemantic.
Having the list of Phrasal verbs we can make the conclusion that postposition plays the main role in the semantic meaning of the verb. And those phrasal verbs usage in the text allows us to express our thoughts and make our speech more dynamic and diverse.
So, this annual project can be used for studying and teaching this phenomenon in the course English grammar and for learning their meaning more deeply.
To sum up, in order to speak fluently English learners should know more about phrasal verbs. This paper help improve their knowledge about phrasal verbs. Here is given a lot of usage of phrasal verbs that can be used in the informal speech too.
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APPENDIX
	№
	Uzbek
	English

	1
	Умуман савобли иш қилсам, уч тўрт кун табиатим равшан бўлиб юраман
	In general, if I do some good deed I will get happy for the next three or four days

	2
	Пенсия ололмай сарсон бўлиб қопти. Шунақаларни кўрсам эзилиб кетаман
	She has been in trouble for a long time being unable to get the pension. When I see such people I get too sad.

	3
	Мен кулдим. Домла бу бемаврид кулгидан ғазабланди.
	I laughed. Teacher got angry with that unexpected laughter.

	4
	Домла бармоқларини букиб йил санаркан, бирдан қаҳ-қаҳ уриб кулиб юборди
	The teacher started counting with his fingers and suddenly he burst into a loud laughter.

	5
	Домла, умуман, кўхлик аёлларни кўрганда маҳлиё бўлиб қоларди.
	The teacher used to fall in love with pretty women at all.

	6
	Бу ҳил шеърларга кўникмаган эдик. Шоир шеърлари бизни гаранг қилиб қўйганди. 
	We were not used to listening to those kinds of poems. We were shocked at the poets’ poems. 

	7
	У таржимага шу қадар берилиб кетдики, бола чақаларининг тирикчилигини ҳам унутди.
	He got into the translation so much that he even forgot his living and children

	8
	Домла жуда ҳафа бўлди
	The teacher got sad a lot.

	9
	Уйга келиб юзлаб сахифаларни битталаб йиртиб, бундан ҳам таскин топмагач, мана, мана, деб, бурда бурда қилиб ўт ёнаётган ўчоққа ташлади.
	Having come back home he tore hundreds of pages one by one and even after that he did not calm down and threw the torn pages into the burning oven.

	10
	Фақат шу таржима билан банд бўлиб бошқа иш қилолмаганидан табиийки, рўзғорнинг таги чиқиб қолган эди.
	Since he was busy only with that translation it is obvious that he had no money for living then.

	11
	Озод нима дейишини билмай бир дам эсанкираб туриб қолди. 
	Ozod kept silence for some time being surprised at that.

	12
	Тошкентга қайтиб кета қолай. Катталарнинг қўзига хунук кўриниб нима қиламан!
	I would rather go back to Tashkent. I don’t want to seem like a jerk in front of the bosses. 

	13
	Ўзидек содда, дўлвор миришкорлар суҳбатида яйраб кетарди.
	He would get very happy when he talked to simple and gentle workers and farmers. 

	14
	Шундай кезишларимизда паранжи ёпиниб, чачвони билан ўзини елпиб келаётган ниҳоятда кўҳлик жувонга рўпара келдик.
	During one of our trips we came across a very pretty woman wearing a yashmak.

	15
	Домла анча ўзини олдирган. Озиб, ранглари кетиб қолганди
	The teacher was much sicker than he used to be now. He got thinner and pale. 

	16
	Шу ишни тириклигида қилсалар бўлмасмиди? Қандоқ қувонарди!
	Why couldn’t they do it when he was alive? He would have been very happy then!

	17
	Менинг ҳам қадримга етишарканку, деб кўкси тоғдек кўтарилмасмиди!
	Wouldn’t he get very happy seeing that he had been noticed by someone?!

	18
	Камситишлардан дили вайрон бўлди
	His soul was ruined of tortures.

	19
	Эркин Воҳидов билан Абдулла Ориповга у алоҳида меҳр қўйган эди.
	He liked Erkin Vohidov and Abdulla Oripov very much

	20
	Улар ҳақида гапирганда оғзидан бол томарди
	When he spoke about them he would always praise them a lot.

	21
	Домла Наим Каримовдан миннатдор эди
	The teacher was thankful for Naim Karimov

	22
	Бирови кулган, бирови йиғлаган, бирови энг яқин кишисидан жудо бўлган...
	Some of them were laughing, some of them were crying and others were separated from the close people.

	23
	У ижодга шунчалик берилиб кетган эдики, ҳафталаб кўчага чиқмас, кечасию кундузи ухламай ёзарди. 
	He was in the literature so much he would not go out for weeks and he would write day and night at a row.

	24
	Қани энди бу гапларнинг биронтаси тирик пайтингда ўзингга айтган бўлсак, бунчалик алам қилмасди.
	I wish we had said one of these words when you were alive. It would not hurt so much now. 

	25
	Бу гапни айтишга тилим айланмади
	I did not dare to tell him this. 

	26
	Нега унақа қилаётганини билолмай, ҳайрон бўлиб қараб турардим.
	I didn’t know why she was doing that and I kept watching her with surprise. 

	27
	Дўстим, сенсиз бағрим ҳувиллаб қолди
	My friend, my heart is all alone without you.

	28
	Саидаҳонни эслаб кетаман
	I start thinking of Saidakhon

	29
	“Уфқ” трилогиямни унга бағишладим, назаримда кўнгли тўлмади
	I dedicated my trilogy “The Sky” to her and I guess she was not completely satisfied with that.

	30
	Баъзан унинг бу ишидан ҳижолат чекардим
	Sometimes I would get embarrassed of that.

	31
	Бўлмаса томоғимдан овқат ўтмайди, деб кулиб қўярди
	Otherwise I cannot have anything, -she would say smiling. 

	32
	Бордигу ўша куни ҳафсаламиз пир бўлди.
	As soon as we arrived there I got disappointed. 

	33
	Саидахон жуда хафа бўлиб қолди
	Saidakhon got very sad.

	34
	Кетгиси келиб қовоғини ўйиб олди
	She wanted to leave and made a serious face

	35
	Ҳали ҳалигача кечаси ишлайман. Шунга ўрганиб кетганман
	I still keep working at night. I am used to working at night though. 

	36
	Негадир бу қўшиқ менга жудаям таъсир қилди
	No reason that song made a great impression on me

	37
	Турна тўғрисида ёзаман деганимда жуда севиниб кетди
	When I told her that I was going to write about a crane she got very joyful. 

	38
	Хайрон бўлдим
	I was surprised at that

	39
	Такси чироғини кўрганда кўзлари яшнаб кетарди
	Her eyes would sparkle when she saw the lamp of a taxi. 

	40
	Яйраб кетаман
	I get very revealed

	41
	Саидахон хайрон бўлиб қолди
	Saidakhon got surprised
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