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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. As 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 great purposes put today before us noble aspirations it is necessary for updating a society”.[footnoteRef:1] The effect and destines 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. [1:  Karimov I.A. “Harmoniously Developed Generation is the Basis of Progress of Uzbekistan”. Sharq, 1997.] 

The present graduation qualification paper entitled “Translation of Polysemantic Words” is devoted to one of the interesting topics in lexicography and translation theory.
Language is defined as a human system of communication that uses arbitrary signals, such as voice sounds, gestures, or written symbols. But frankly speaking, language is far too complicated, intriguing, and mysterious to be adequately explained by a brief definition. The organic function of the language is to carry meaning. Most of the problems in linguistic science are intimately bound to question of semasiology and call for scientific analysis of communication in words. The study of words is not exclusively a study of roots and stems, of prefixes or suffixes. The mysterious world of words is an object of scientific investigation.
Translation problems of polysemantic words as relevant to the progressive development of language have attracted the attention of scholars, philosophers, grammarians and translators. 

Topicality of the present qualification paper. 
The present work under the discussion attempts to study and work out necessary points on the translation of polysemantic words. We decided to carry out such a task and the actuality is that this work covers every possible ways of translation of polysemantic words and how they can be carried into TL. The procedure itself is not easy, that’s why taking into consideration its difficultness and complexity the paper lays out source-language and target-language-oriented translation.  

The aim of the paper is to study thoroughly polysemy in Uzbek and English. The investigation is very significant by the view of translation point because the translation of polysemantic words may cause some difficulty and to show some ways of solving the problems lay upon our shoulder. 

The tasks of the paper are:
1. to translate the given text from English into Uzbek;
2. to describe semantic structure of polysemantic words;
3. to discover the impact of the context on the meaning of polysemantic words;
4. to describe the practical usage of the polysemy;
5. to find polysemantic words in the text and analyze them. 

The methods of the research. Our scientific work is carried out by using research methods like comparative research method, which helps us to study the sentences in two non-related languages.

Scientific novelty. The novelty of the work is in the attempt to highlight rendering problems of Uzbek polysemantic words into English, to determine lexical and grammatical difficulties of translation, i.e. correspondences and translation ways, to reveal peculiar ways of translation of polysemantic words.

The theoretical significance of the present qualification paper. The work can enrich the understanding on the theory of translation in all its aspects, especially lexical. It may be useful and helpful for further investigations on the same subject. Different practical approach to the translation of polysemantic words will enrich the theory of translation and will be helpful for further investigations in this field.

The practical value of the paper. The work can best be used in translation theory seminars, classes, making manuals on lexical and grammatical problems of translation and in after-class activities on translation theory. It is also useful in  dealing with other concerning problems, because  worked  out  criteria  and  method  will  make  easy  the  research  of  learners.

The structure of the Paper. The graduation qualification paper consists of an Introduction, two chapters, Conclusion, Bibliography and Appendix.


CHAPTER I. TRANSLATION OF THE EXTRACT FROM THE NOVEL “SELECTED WORKS” BY SAID AHMAD, 196-246 PAGES
IF ONLY MOTHERS
	Today is third day. An old woman didn’t come back. We get accustomed to her. When she was bringing milk or peach she went into our barracks, regarded here and there and scolded us. When she came we knew that our dishes weren’t washed and our house wasn’t cleared… Honestly, we liked her scolding. When everyone in the village heard her voice they remembered their mother. 
	When she left although I was tired of working in the unbearable heat I thought about home, mother, brothers and couldn’t sleep for a long time. Desert plants which were withered by the ray of the sun of summer smell strange thing in the night breeze and this smell spread all desert. The sky covered with full of stars. The moon went up and froze. The river is making a noise. The electric welding is flashed over the dam. Its fast bluish ray like a bullet passed above me and went into the bosom of the desert.
	I don’t often notice this nature and these feelings. When the old woman comes my body is covered with these feelings. I seem to see the nature. I seem to see the war being in progress at the distance and the old woman’s son sometimes creeping, sometimes rushing forwards among the flashes in this quiet twilight. 
	There are orphans among us who content themselves with mother’s love. When the old woman came they went around her. They gave her what they earned. Anyway, she was always scolding them. She was constantly criticizing us. I know that mother acts like that. Although her son has child she scolds him. 
	Perhaps she suffers from loneliness and comes to us in order to open her heart. Maybe, she feels as if seeing her son when she sees us. 
	We haven’t seen her for three days. Today work got harder. I have carried hot cement from the plant all day long. Operator’s cab got heated in the unbearable heat like an iron. While I was coming getting tired the old woman was waiting for me on the dam.
	– It’s a letter from Nemat. Read it for me, my son.
	I took a triangular letter from her hand and led her to the box of the timekeeper. Secretary made a room for us. While I’m reading the letter the old woman propped up her two hands on knees and was listening to me.
	Her son told that he is good, he is in the hospital because of the wound, and he will be allowed to come home soon. The old woman’s eyes were uneasy. She took the letter from my hand and turned the letter over and looked at it.
	– Did you read all? Didn’t you miss anything in it? I didn’t tell me where he got wounded! 
	Nemat didn’t tell where he got wounded in the letter. The old woman was anxious. Reading letter we didn’t know that girls had entered the room and was listening to us keeping silence. 
	The girls immediately clamoured in order to distract the old woman. 
	– Aunt, when your son comes back will you let me marry to your son?
	The old woman looked at her and laughed.
	– You? Look at you. Your hair is disheveled and your nose is turned-up.
	– Oh, – said the girl, – look attentively at me, if I put on make-up I shall be a beautiful bride.
	We all laughed out loud. The old woman scolded the girls at once. 
	– Why don’t you watch over your appearance? The girl should look after her appearance. Go to my house. I ripened the milk. You may wash your hair with that. My usma[footnoteRef:2] grew up like sorrel.  [2:  The plant that contains of painting substance, used for colouring of eyebrows, and this substance] 

	The old woman left. When she left it seemed that she took girls’ smiles with her. Everyone remembered house, mother, mother’s inoffensive scolding at once. From the satin dress which was left ironed on the peg to boys who won the heart, from basil on the ditch-side to grapes in the suri[footnoteRef:3] where mother didn’t give them to her child in order to give her grandchild and didn’t let bees eat them seemed to appear in the box at that time.  [3:  A support for grapevines] 

	After that the old woman didn’t come to our barracks. On the big road we sometimes saw her walking putting her head cotton which tied in a tablecloth, sometimes her going carrying a bucket of lime. 
	We know that she is preparing for her son’s coming.
	Her house was situated in the apricot orchard across the hillock where dam runs. An enormous branchy elm tree was seen from far away. Her husband was a boatman in the river. Basmatches[footnoteRef:4]  drowned him during reforming years. Her only son went to front. She lived alone in the deserted big house. In the evening she leaned her stick on the ground in the supa[footnoteRef:5] near the door and looked forward to her son’s coming. When it got dark she went in and couldn’t sleep till some time. If there was a noise she looked at the door and lay. When she felt depressed and anxious she filled a bucket with apricots and came to our bedroom. She consoled herself by scolding us.  [4:  A Muslim anti-Bolshevik fighter in Central Asia during 1917-26]  [5:  A clay eminence that is set in the garden or in a court yard for sitting or lying] 

	You know that if something happens, drivers will first know it. My colleague who drives our chief’s car told us that tomorrow the old roads of the river will be blocked, when water raises the apricot orchard will be flooded, people who lives there will be moved to other places after three or four days.
	When I heard these words I was worried. Thus, the old woman will be moved to the other place. But she is blanching her house and daubing plaster to the wall for her son’s coming! 
	My friend’s words came true. A meeting was arranged in the garage and we were given people from the apricot orchard where we should make them move. I personally told them that I shall have the old woman move to another place.
	In the morning I disconcertedly went to the old woman’s house by car. 
	The old woman is sitting on the supa propping up her two hands on knees. She didn’t look up at me. I didn’t look attentively around. Although the structure crumbled its walls were blanched and the windows and the house were cleaned. The yard was swept. The Branches of two apricot trees beside the wall were stooped down. A river and cranes in the dam are seen from the supa. The inside of the yard is quiet. The noise of motors isn’t heard. 
	I heard that in the past when women threw the party they set buckets of full water beside their window so that people didn’t hear. That’s why water blocks the voice. The old woman didn’t raise her head and said “Are you here?”
	I didn’t know what to say and was up a stump.
	– No, I don’t regret for my house. I have nothing to begrudge from the government. Although I had big treasure I should strew the treasure under them. The government did a lot of good deeds for me. People are sacrificing themselves for it. Will I take the money from the government?! I am such a generous woman. I only think that when Nemat comes home won’t he wander not finding me? 
	My heart throbbed. The old woman got up leaning on her knee and:
	– I tied my stuff. Take them into the car. What do you think I have? I have nothing, except utensils which I devote to my bride. Tomorrow I’ll take cow myself…
	The old woman was staring at the elm tree leaning on her stick till I loaded her stuff. When the car started off, she was about to cry. I thought she will cry. But she didn’t. She didn’t even look back. Yet if I blink once I’ll weep. The tears was about to well up in my eyes. 
	This woman has lived in this dwelling and endured thin times here for fifty years. There is the house, which is witness of her starvation, satiety, happiness and misfortune, and the walls which keep secret of her hard days.
	She didn’t say anything until we reached settlement of cement plant. We unloaded her baggage into a new house which has a small dacha. The old woman walked around the house and dacha. It couldn’t be identified from her face and eyes whether she likes new house or dislikes. 
	While we were leaving the old woman begged of me “Stay here until Nemat comes. You are like my son. Be brother until death for my Nemat!” I consoled her “I’ll move to you in two days.” I scolded myself on the way. Why did I say I’ll move in two days? Couldn’t I have said I’ll come today? 
	In my mind, she seemed to feel lonely in the unknown house and cry bitterly while I was not there. When I went up to the dam I unwillingly looked at the elm tree in the apricot orchard. I finished my job, took my mattress and blanket and went straight to the old woman’s house. She was sitting on the boulder beside the door and she plunged in thought looking at the smoke which is pouring from the chimney of the plant. We went in. We talked a lot in the veranda which smells paint still. The old woman put a samovar[footnoteRef:6] on the fire. Guys caught fish from the river. They gave me two fish. I washed and gilled them. The old woman told that she didn’t eat fish. We didn’t eat fish. We had bread and tea.  [6:  A metal urn for making tea, in which the water is heated esp formerly by charcoal held in an inner container or nowadays more usually by electricity] 

	The old woman made a bed. She turned off the light. While she was coming into her house she stopped and told me why she didn’t eat fish.
	– Your deceased father sank in this river. Who knows, maybe these fish ate him…
	Her voice quavered. I didn’t see her face because it was dark. She seemed to cry. Although I was very tired I couldn’t sleep. The old woman woke up early in the morning. She swept the yard and put the samovar on the fire. I took pleasure as if I was walking beside my mother at my own house. While I was going to work the old woman maintained, “Come earlier! Don’t wander! You can lose your appetite!”     
	I have a lot of job that day. All dumpers were there to carry stone. The old road of the river is being blocked. We are diligently throwing down stones over the bridge. The river is furious. Stones jumped over it and came to the old road. 
	Finally, water didn’t run. It couldn’t pass stone blocks and shook back wavelet with the power. The river was completely blocked in two days and water began to go up. Only one of the dim gates was open. The water began to run to the apricot orchard. There were a lot of people on the dim. A crowd of people didn’t break up until dusk. When I looked back I saw the old woman standing beside me. She didn’t remove her eyes from the elm tree which is seen a little in the dark. Then the apricot orchard became invisible in the dark. In the morning I went to the dim together with the old woman. Now the apricot orchard was completely flooded. Only the elm tree was seen. The old woman was looking at it:
	– Your deceased father planted that tree, – she heaved a sigh. 
	I took the car from the garage. While I was coming I saw a crowd of people gathering beside the shop. When I came closer the old woman lay on the ground. A woman was splashing water on her face. I jumped up from the booth. 
	Security officer had taken the letter from Nemat. He opened and read it for her. In the letter Nemat said that his leg was amputated in hospital. The old woman lost her sense.
	I took her into the booth and brought her home. I didn’t go to work both the next day and the day after tomorrow. She was in a serious condition. She hasn’t got up for more than a month. She was always saying:
	– My son, my dear son. Put me into ground with your own hand. I couldn’t even see your wedding. I want to see you at least... 
	But, she didn’t manage to see him. She passed away looking forward to him. Many people came to her funeral. Instead of her son I came to her coffin as her son. On the way people joined the ceremony. People who were digging canal stopped working and carried her coffin from one shoulder to another. 
	When we came to the big road a soldier put his bag on the ground, ran to the coffin with a limp and took one side of the coffin. After a few steps he trembled and stepped aside. At last, he has been watching behind the ceremony for a long time and walked fast to the dim.
	When we came back we were surprised by seeing that soldier at home. He took off his wooden leg and he was sitting without moving, leaning her head on the column at the mouth of the veranda. Now I get it: He is Nemat. He went to the apricot orchard without knowing that her mother moved to the other house. He didn’t even know whose coffin he carried…
	When I was passing through this street I opened window of the coach and looked at the apricot orchard as the train approached the dim. I went to riverside. I stared at greener knots of the elm tree which is always bursting into leaf. These green twigs reminded me about many events. In my mind, it seemed as if the hero ota who sank in the river raised up his head from the river and was looking at numerous lights which shine around and was listening to the voice of waterfall which runs from the great dim. The swallows which are flying hitting their white breast to ripples and the stately white geese which are swimming leaving forked tracks behind them reminded me about the mother’s face which equally shone love to everyone and her hair like white cotton in those noisy years. It reminded me her eyes which looked anxiously at the road of the front. I was mentally searching for the boy who wasn’t contented with warm maternal feelings. Which front is he? 
	I believe that such father and mother’s son found his place in life. In my opinion, he seemed to go along beside everyone in a hurry. 
	Let me know, let me know! Where are you, my little brother? 
	
	1961
	


MUTTI
from “the stories of Ohangaron city”
	As soon as Inomjon got out of the bus he entered salon in order not to look like madman in city. While a barber was soaping his face he saw an interesting thing through the window. The girl who stuck paper like a bus ticket on her two cheeks and whose brow looked like a thread was sitting without moving putting her hands on the table. The woman who wore a white overall was manicuring her nail. He seemed to see her somewhere. But he didn’t remember where.
	He remembered all girls one by one whom he saw from a distance and short distance and talked to before. But he didn’t find this girl among them.
	After the barber shaved his beard and did his hear he was still thinking. When the barber sprayed perfume a lot on his face his face felt burning and he came to his consciousness. He got up and while he was going out he stared at the girl on purpose. 
	Inomjon smoked a cigarette. He walked hither and thither and thought. He sat on the bench and thought. He peeped in from the window. Now the barber took paper from her cheek and was curving her eyelashes with blunt scissors.
	He decided to wait for him until she was done. At last the girl poked her bag like a board for cutting carrots to her armpit and went out.
	She wore a caproic knitted jacket. The band of her underwear was visible. The man who looked attentively at her could see freckles both in her face and in her shoulder. She fastened her belt so firmly that she looked like a dimidiate human. If she stooped a little bit her outwear would seem to go down. Feeling Inomjon staring at her she purposely passed past him with coquetry. Inomjon felt excited. The boy who was gowned in love’s robe was harassed as if smoking a cigarette in place where was written “No smoking!” Inomjon unwillingly went after her. The girl stopped, looked at shop window and patted her hair. Then she grinned as if she had jeered at him and she got into the bus which stopped. 
	Inomjon had also come to Ohangaron before. He came to practice in the mine together with his course-mates. When a shift foreman took him for the first time to bowels of the earth Inomjon caught it. On his one shoulder was gas mask, on the other one was battery, on his forehead lantern, over him thirty hundred meters of depth of the ground. A trolley noisily passed from one side to another beside him. Conveyor belt passed under him with dull noise. He turned pale much and couldn’t speak anything. At that time the shift foreman was afraid of seeing his complexion and he gave him to the points-girl who finished her shift “to get him up.” The prankish girl looked like devil. Her face was black as if she had cleaned chimney. When she was smiling her white teeth sparkled as if the match was lit in the dark. Especially, when they waited for vertical conveyor to go down she said “When we go up close your eyes till about half an hour. The eye which adapts to the dark for the first time can’t endure the light and you become blind.”
	When they went up the girl made him sit on the side and disappeared somewhere. 
	Inomjon closed his eyes and asked passers-by for time. A passer-by came to him with suspicion that he lost his eyesight. When he asked him he was tricked by someone. 
	– Hey, open your eyes! Boy, do you believe in anyone what she said? 
	Inomjon didn’t meet the girl who hurt his feelings. Although he meets her he can’t remember her. In addition, practice was over and Inomjon returned to Toshkent. But he didn’t tell this secret to anyone. Even thought he didn’t tell anybody Muttikhon-Luttikhon’s tricking him was on the tongues of men in Ohangaron. Indeed, Inomjon didn’t know about that. 
	Inomjon remembered the event just now gazing at her side and grinned because of embarrassment. Today was day off and he met the head a bit earlier and must determine on giving the assignment of the administration and where and whom he would work as. 
	Inomjon walked faster toward mine management. That day he was hired as a pupil of the brigade of the getter. It was time to sleep. The head of the brigade was clever and wore a ring in the middle finger. He checked him from head to leg. He took a “Belomor” cigarette from his mouth and threw it to spittoon. Then he pointed at the inscription where was written “To be a miner isn’t your work if you drink and smoke”. Inomjon didn’t say anything and lost his head.
	At the weekend workers prepared palou in the palou house of Teshiktosh. The foreman brought Inomjon too. On the way he asked him if he has a girlfriend.
	– You are young, be careful! Don’t fall into girl’s hand like Lutti. She is a fox!
	Inomjon didn’t ask him who Lutti is and why she tricks people. 
	– This year she made a feeble intern from technical institute close his eyes till an hour and tricked him. Don’t fall into such girl’s hand! 
	Inomjon turned red, but said nothing. 
	While eating palou it was known that although her name was Mutti the girl who was given name “Lutti” owing to tricking many boys was one of the most beautiful girl in the city. There was no boy who didn’t meet her and whom she didn’t trick. In short, this girl is searching for her love.
	The next day Inomjon went down to mine. The foreman went nowhere from Inomjon. When they got to the coal-face he gave Inomojon an air-hammer and he showed to him how to hold and how to dip in accumulation. Inomjon knew how to do that. When a student although he didn’t go down to the mine he dug with such a hammer in open cast mine. That’s why his hands adapted fast. While the foreman was watching his work a shift foreman came and said to him that he was called by the head up there. The foreman left Inomjon alone and went back with stooping. He was absorbed in his work and began to dig coal bed. The coal boulders which were dug were going into dark paths in the conveyor belt. Inomjon’s hand got tired of motion of the heavy hammer which made his hand shake. He turned off motor and he sat on the coal boulder in order to have a rest. When he sat he was afraid. Where was he? He was underneath thirty meters of the ground! Above his head was a few tons of the ground. Inomjon blinked his eye and slowly looked up. The thick prop logs which lifted the heavy earth stratum were cracking. It seemed the ground moved and those logs were about be broken like a match. In the mouth of the coal-face the girl who was leaning against the prop was opening widely her eyes:
	– The earth is tumbling. Prop up with your shoulder! I’ll call alert crew!
	When she said that, she disappeared. Inomjon jumped up and he propped up his shoulder on enormous coal boulder. He didn’t remember how long he was staying like that. When the foreman came he was in this position so far. 
	– What are you doing? Why aren’t you working?
	– The earth is tumbling. I’m carrying it.
	The foreman got angry.
	– You are such a credulous boy! Who said to you to carry it? 
	– The girl said to me to do that and she went out to call alert crew.
	– Hey, dull, you fell into Lutti’s hand! If the earth is tumbling how you will be carrying it? Get to work!
	Inomjon stroked his shoulder which hurt much and took the hammer because he was embarrassed. At once he remembered white teeth of the girl who tricked him last year.
	Indeed! That masterful girl tricked him again today! 
	In the bedroom everybody talked about that. The fellows laughed out loud. They mocked at Inomjon.
	Fifteen days passed. During that time Inomjon was sometimes mocked by fellows, he sometimes surprised them with his work. No sooner had the shift been over a chief engineer came to coal face on the first day of salary. He has thoroughly been observing Inomjon’s work for a long time. Especially, seeing his managing to work without difficulty today he allowed Inomjon to be transferred from a pupil to a self-sufficient getter. 
	While he was giving back a gas mask, a lantern and a battery in the cloakroom Muttikhon who tricked him twice passed the paper. He hurriedly opened it. The letter. “I congratulate you with your transferring to self-sufficient position. If you have time evade the roommates and come to the palace of miner culture at 6:30. Mutti.”
	At first, Inomojon thought she was tricking him again. He put the letter into the pocket and went to shop in order to buy present to his brother-in-law for his first salary.
	Inomjon grew up as an orphan. His sister brought him up. Although his brother-in-law was not rich he undertook him and fed him. The worker drove on housekeeping and bought him a new jacket for graduating the institute. His sister even cried due to humanity of her husband. Husband and wife ironically saw him off to Ohangaron ten days ago. While leaving his sister privately called him: “When you take first salary, even though it is a small present, buy it to your brother-in-law, he will be happy”, – she said. Inomjon did so. For his first salary he bought a pair of boots. 
	When he came back to hostel the roommates went somewhere. He sat on the bench without knowing what to do and looked at passers-by. At that time he felt the smell of the perfume. When he looked the fashion girl whom he saw on the first day grinned at the distance of four steps. She wore that capronic knitted jacket. His heart began throbbing. She walked two steps toward him.
	– May I ask you something? 
	Inomjon lost his head without knowing what to say. 
	The girl laughed. He seemed to see her white teeth before.
	– You are that Muttikhon…
	The girl raised her eyebrows and smirked. Inomjon became numb.
	This girl who was incomparable before the most fashionable girls kept him all tongue-tied. The man who saw her an hour ago never recognized her. Lately, her face was jet-black, her headscarf even got black from the coal soot, warm tarpaulin jacket on her shoulder, trousers, a gas mask and battery which she was hanging, wellington boots on her legs made completely her different girl.
	But now, her face which had been jet-black was powdered, a white caproic knitted jacket was on her shoulder, high-heels were on her legs, her hair was disheveled on all her shoulder, her lips were bright red, she seemed to reek of perfume. 
	Inomjon was tricked twice and at last he didn’t know how he fell in love with her. Now the sly girl who was skillful in both work and foppishness accustomed completely Inomjon to her. Inomjon was on love drug.
	That night Inomjon came later to hostel than everyone. His roommates worried about him and waited for him a lot. When they woke up Inomjon smelt perfume. He smiled in a dream too. The foreman who knows everything nodded his head and didn’t hide his delight:
	– That’s all! We’ve lost our boy!
	What he said happened. In the evenings Inomjon disappeared till late at night. He irritated a warden. Late at night he had a habit to iron his trousers. Although these acts annoyed his roommates they admired some love herb on him which attracted Mutti’s love. 
	Once when the brigade finished their shift Inomjon was away from them and stayed with points-girl Muttikhon. 
	Muttikhon’s stylish cuts lay on the ground. Although it got black, anyway, woman’s sense won, she put two roses into a glass of water. She was always patting her hair and applying on lipstick zealously looking at a small mirror like camel’s eye. 
	The first shift was over and they went up, the back shift has yet to go down. There were no people, except them.
	The wind blew from the belowground. The earth stratum moved. Thick props noisily broke. The water which was coming from above dripped. 
	Two lovers who got black didn’t feel anything. 
	Lights In the dark tunnels seemed twinkle stars in the spring sky to them, dripping water seemed them the savr[footnoteRef:7] month. The cracking of the props seemed them spring thunders.  [7:  A name of the second month of the solar year which corresponds to the period from April 22 till May 21. ] 

	It seemed as if the strong shoulder of the love was carrying a few thousand tons of earth stratums.
1961
YELL
	It was in the height of spring. On every side of the hills which covered with tulips, sprays of the plants which remained last year turned yellow and it was seen. Hills and mountains looked like the drawing which hasn’t been done yet by a painter. In the green gardens white twigs of the plane trees which haven’t come into leaf seemed to be drawn to the blue with a chalk. As soon as the blue face which flourished just now has covered with the clouds heavy rain fell and moved to the back of the height. There the thunder sounded like cough. The gale-force wind made twigs pile up. Rainbow appeared in the sky and disappeared quickly like an untalented weaver’s bekasam[footnoteRef:8]. Everywhere smelt of milt. At that time a mood of the woman who stepped the puddle which filled with tracks of the cart didn’t completely fit the spring’s nature which was choppy around there. She was coming without paying attention to anything. She didn’t even hear of the sad voice of the cockchafer, which couldn’t fly because its wings got wet by rain, and the voice of the frog which its numb body felt the sun.  [8:  A kind of a handicraft silk fabric] 

	Her heart seemed to be broken and her body seemed to be anguished. 
	I’ve seen this woman twice before. Her pretty bright eyes always shone. The beautiful smile in her haggard face which was shaded with some sorrow was seldom visible. At that moment I felt the fire which can’t be put out in that woman. When I came to the village for the first time I went to summer cinema on the way to watch the film “Musaffo osmon[footnoteRef:9]”. There I saw that woman crying bitterly. Besides, there were many people who were crying  at the cinema. Although it was hard for a man to shed a tear, tears flowed down my cheeks at that time.  [9:  Serene sky] 

	The boy next to me said: – The poor woman’s husband was in captivity, – he heaved a sigh.
	At the moment I was leaning on an elm tree. While I was waiting for the bus I couldn’t tolerate seeing the week woman being full of sorrows. I want to say something to console her and raise spirits of her. The old fellow traveler who felt my anxiety waggled his head and consoled me.
	– Don’t touch her. It’s a long story. I’ll tell it to you later. 
	The old man stared at her until she disappeared.
	The man who was riding a horse said: “Don’t wait for the bus! Heavy shower is falling in Zarangsoy. The car can’t be driven now.” The fellow traveler advised me to cross the hill. We two walked toward Jilvonkapa. On the way the old man said nothing. When we got to the hill he gasped for breath, took off his ton[footnoteRef:10] and lay it on the grass.  [10:  An Uzbek robe] 

	– Come, let’s have a rest here a little. Damn old age, I’m very tired, – he said.
	We lay down. The old man blinded his eyes from the tulips which flourished under the sun and rubbed his eyes with gnarled hands. 
	– Did you see Fotiman staring at me there? I didn’t know where to run. If only it didn’t happen. On the one side I’m the reason of her getting into such a situation. 
	His voice quavered as if something stuck in his throat. He coughed. He spoke with pause and sadly looked at slopes and zigzag stream as if he confessed serious crime. 
	– All right, I’ll tell the story from the beginning. I have to tell it to somebody anyway. If I don’t, it will torment me. 
	The old man lowered his head and he began the story in the wave of inward pain. When Fotima was about to graduate from institute the war began and Ismoiljon went to the front. When he left his wife took a diploma. Both of them couldn’t meet each other. Fotima became a chief accountant at our farm. Then she got to the party. I wrote myself letter of commitment for her. She worked well. No sooner had she finished her evaluation period than she was advanced as a chief of the finance department of the district. After some days different rumors were spread. It was said that the Germans took him as a prisoner. Know-alls insisted on saying “You will reject your husband”. Fotima is a stubborn woman. She didn’t reject her husband. She believed in her husband and loved him so much. Besides, Ismoiljon was rather a handsome man. He had a very beautiful mole in his right cheek. 
	It was autumn. Have sat making fire for dryer I thought about Fotima and Ismoiljon. When I thought I was frightened, because, knowing Ismoil was a betrayer of his country Fotima took his side! Aren’t I responsible for such a woman to come to party? No! No, I demanded to suspend her from party. 
	In the morning I came in party committee’s way. She said nodding her head “Father, be patient! The heart of the problem will be found out”. I didn’t go back on a promise. 
	Because, at that moment I was afraid of letting myself down and I thought that they might also abuse me with them. Look, I thought about myself, but I didn’t even think that young innocent was being ruined. Four days later Fotima was suspended from the party organization. They also called me to bureau. Looking at her face I said “You are betrayer’s wife”. I wish I cut off my tongue which said such words!  At that time, I broke the lives of my children whom I know from young age and sometimes gave a piggyback, sometimes brought up leading by the hand. 
	The old man kept silence again. He picked the tulip beside him and took a look closer at it and for some reason he throw it away with all his might. Then he proceeded with his story in a low voice:
	– I went out of the bureau. While I was getting into the truck which goes to our village the driver who was sat next to me in that meeting said the words with irritation. I haven’t forgotten it yet:
	– There is no place for such a man like you.
	After that I figured out what I’ve done. On the way I cursed myself and reached the door. If only I could look at Fotima. She was fired from her job. Although she has a diploma they make her wander. But she has never lamented. She was going on working in a halal way. Years passed. People like me who did work without thinking in those days feel remorse now. Justice prevailed. Fotima’s things went well. She stayed in the party organization. She is not a vindictive woman. She has never said to me about what I did. She had better said and she would get rid of her grief. She married off her daughter. I didn’t go there. How could I go after that? We faced to each other about a month ago. While I was going lowering my head she held my wrist. She asked me how I was. If I found a word to say my damned tongue would speak. Tears disappear in your eyes at old age. I can’t cry and laugh like before. 
	In my mind, the old man seemed to have found relief, but as soon as he heaved a sigh he seemed to relieve his feeling which burned him. He took his skullcap from his head and hit it to his knee.
	He looked at the sky. The wind moved the clouds above Zarangsoy. The sun shone like heat of the sword from the side clouds in the strange narrow gully. I looked at the old man:
	– But,if Fotima’s things are going well why is she upset? 
	The old man’s eyes were in a sad state. He hugged knees stooping where he was sitting as if the heavy stone had been pressed on his shoulder. 
	– Today is the second day. Indeed, the second day. There was news about her husband Ismoiljon. 
	– Is he alive? Where is he? – I said hurriedly.
	– He is dead. His clothes and orders were sent. 
	Fotima looked forward to him, but at last she married off her daughter. Her only consolation got married and she got into trouble again in such days when she was alone. A postman left a parcel to her house. The parcel was sent by a complete stranger. When she opened up, there was a soldier's blouse which Ismoiljon wore in the war, three orders and five medals in the box, soil and letter in the small bag.
	“…We are Ismoiljon’s friends. We participated in the war together with him. He was wounded seriously and enemies took him as a prisoner. Ismoiljon proved there that he was a real Soviet soldier and true communist. He helped seven people break out of the prison. Although he was wounded he came up with us. He realized guerrilla operations with us. He achieved a lot of decorations. Two years we fought with enemies in their base. At last, he got shot from breast. I’m sorry that we couldn’t inform it on time. We didn’t know your address. Finally, we’ve found it. We sent a hand of sepulchral soil from where he was buried so that you don’t have unfulfilled wish.”               
	Seven people signed at the bottom of the letter.  
	Fotima rubbed her eyes with her husband’s soil. When she spread his soldier's blouse which smelled damp and looked at it there was a hole which bullet went through his breast pocket. Its sleeve was rubbed with a pool of blood and it was frozen and turned brown. Fotima took a rusty button from a loop and looked into the pocket. There was paper. When she took it, it was her picture. The bullet went through her forehead too. Her face was covered with blood.
	– That’s all, my son, – said the old man finishing his story. 
	I shivered. Fotima came in front of my eyes. I imagined with the power of thought the days when Ismoiljon looked at his happiness Fotima who was his closest person in the world. Where are those eyes? Now, it turned into a handful of soil and it was lying on Fotima’s palm. 
	I couldn’t stand it and jumped up.
	Spring did spring’s work. Trees burgeoned and blossomed out. It whispered in plant’s ear “Wake up! Wake up!”
	Who made the woman whose magnanimous firm running can’t be stooped by anything upset? Who deprived her of fretful spring delight?! Who turned that brave man, his dreams and his dark-black mole in his pretty face into soil?! – I asked myself and bawled: “Let the war disappear!” My voice echoed in the hills. It echoed back from the hills and continents as if it thundered. I’m all ears! Listen! The yell can be heard like sea and dust storm. 
	Human being is damning the war!
1962
     


CONSCIENCE
	 The creased “Moskvich” which was written “rental car” went through clean morning air. He rented this car three days ago. He has promised for a long time, “I’ll show the mountain roads” and couldn’t find time to that. He said: “If my wife clinches to something, she will detach it off with wedge and pull it out with tongs”. 
	In reality, Khosiyatkhon was a woman of principle. During their marriage, Kozimjon always does what she said. And he will. A harmless man like Kozimjon was too weak for refusing demands of the mollycoddle girl whose mother gave her a piggyback until the girl moved up to second grade. Now, Khosiyatkhon was like a princess beside Kozimjon. She deserves the notice. She was very fond of cars, fashion and sitting among famous women. While she was getting married to Kozimjon She imagined having immense authority, a car and palace in her future. Unfortunately, it was not so. Kozimjon was a humble engineer. At the theatre he also sat in the centre like others. What car?! He rented the car for the second time. He was driving the car and bringing Khosiyatkhon in order to show the mountain roads. 
	City lights were turned off one by one and it was daybreak. At that time they drove through many places. 
	The mountain roads began. The road like a palm which covered with low hills was mender. A summit of the mountain like a blade of a sword shone. At that time the sun rose like a piece of brocade. The most pleasant time of the road began.
	The car was repaired much. On the way the car coughed like smoker because it changed many hands. No sooner had they reached the slope than their water boiled like a samovar. When Kozimjon got under two enormous walnut trees he stopped the car. He poured out boiled water and went down to mountain river carrying a bucket. 
	While both he was pouring water into a radiator, walked round the car and kicking tires Khosiyatkhon didn’t get out of the car. 
	– Come here. Look at this nature. Look at the mountain river. It hits stones and makes a strange noise. 
	Khosiyatkhon missed the car so much that she didn’t get out. She was nibbling sunflower seeds.
	From this place the road goes up slantwise to mountain. “Driver, check your brake” was written across the walnuts. It probably took five kilometers for car to go up without stopping. Many amateur drivers couldn’t stand that slope. Kozimjon’s hear pounded. If Khosiyatkhon didn’t make him hurry he wanted to have the motor cool, but he couldn’t.
	– Be quick, drive the car. You’ll have a rest at a summit. 
	When Kozimjon got into the car, a middle-aged man was seen from mountain-side. He wore boiler suit and on his hand was small bundle. He looked at Kozimjon and shook his hand. Kozimjon warmed up the motor just now, but he switched off it again. 
	– Move! – said Khosiyatkhon.
	– Don’t hurry! That man seems to ask us for something.
	– What will he say?! He will say to take him with us. Drive, Drive!
	Kozimjon unwillingly drove the car. When he got the turn he looked at that side. That man in the middle of the road was looking at him. It hurt Kozimjon’s heart. The poor, what will he do?..
	– Why are you frowning?
	– That man…
	Kozimjon gave up on it. He hurriedly drove the car fast. The motor made an annoying noise and mounted to a height.   
          Roundabout way began. Husband and wife kept silence. On one side there was the summit which covered with clouds and on other side there was rough mountain pass. If you turn right a little you will fall down. If you turn left a little, you will hit to a stone or an approaching car. At last, they stopped the car in the plain which was specially built in order to change the water. There were seven cars. They all were taking the water. They were airing the bonnet out opening it. Kozimjon joined them.
	Lowlands were seen very strange from there. Pure water was sometimes visible, sometimes invisible among tight peanut trees and giant stones in the lowlands as if it was mixed with blue. The mountains got much higher across the mountain river that it blocked valley road. The sun shone on red summits of mountains. Snow which hid from the heat in the cave was visible. 
	The man who looked up at roundabout way that goes up like head of man will see the road which got on each other. This road should be passed four times until the car get the summit. Kozimjon looked up at the car which is coming down. He drove round four times until it came down. He stopped the car in the place where cars stood. 
	– Boulder fell down on the road between summits. You can’t drive through it. They called excavator operator. If he comes they will open the road. 
	Khosiyatkhon was disappointed and got out of the car. She looked around and began to watch it. The young driver who was sitting on the boulder explained the road to the people around him. 
	– I worked here as a builder two years. At that time I saw the real pros. There were a lot of masters. Excavators and bulldozer increased in numbers like ants. At that time people threw stones down in the hot weather. You are going from this finished road. Eh, it wasn’t easy to build that. There was a man called Rustamjon. How strong he was! He was the best at lifting stones. His body turned red like a copper in the sun. He was strong and chubby. He threw down bigger stones than his body. 
	Once, stones were collapsed and they fell down on the bulldozer. Big stones gave a man the creeps. The head came and said, “if who throw away the stones, I’ll increase rate by five.” Nobody said anything. Rustamjon who was smoking a cigarette at the edge stood up and made biting remarks. 
	– We don’t need rate by five, boss. Send people to their work. I shall throw them away myself. 
	But people didn’t go away. They stayed there and said “Let’s watch this boaster’s job!”
	He rolled his sleeves up and got to work. He threw them hither and thither that people shuddered with horror. He was bathed in sweat like heavy shower. Every time when he lifted a stone his vessel in forearm and shoulder swelled like a finger. Besides, his body shone in the sun. At first he took stones from above the cab. Then he cleaned around it and he winked at bulldozer operator.
	– So, come here, bro, pull it back a little, then I’ll open the way from which you turn it. 
	After the bulldozer operator pulled it back the others joined them. They threw down the stones together. The head was a courageous man too. He took off his watch and wore it to Rustamjon’s hand. But, he didn’t take it.
	As soon as the young driver finished his story the driver who came down from rock flung a remark:
	– Now Rustamjon is coming to open the road. They have called him.
	Everybody kept silence. Everyone imagined the heroic appearance of Rustamjon who threw away stones like Farhod. Both Kozimjon and Khosiyatkhon wanted to see Rustamjon. But none of cars went up from lowlands after Kazimjon. The people separated and some went to pick flowers from the slope and others went to drink water from spring. A few young drivers put thermos and sat drinking tea from aluminic mug. Kozimjon looked at the road which was made by people and he became numb. A sound of the car was heard from lowland. Everybody looked at the road. Truck went up with a noise. At first, that young driver recognised Rustam aka who was coming from carbody. 
	– Look, he is coming.
	When Kozimjon saw him he lost his head. Ruastam aka was a man who shook his hand to him. The car passed them in a few minutes. At that moment Kozimjon thought about a lot of things. If these ancient stones were broken he would hide there. His wife Khosiyatkhon, whom he fell in love with, found the sweetest words for in order to caress her and who always came in front of his eyes like fire, was seen very unpleasant to him. It seemed to be useless for him to scold her with the worst words. If Khosiyatkhon didn’t make him, indeed, he would take Rustamjon and go. How can’t one take the man who had built this difficult road from this road which he built? When he looked back what did he think about?..
	About an hour later the road was open. Kozimjon didn’t say anything until somebody said “Go!” Khosiyatkhon felt what happened to him and tried to console him:
	– Come on, don’t be nervous. We finally went to travel, don’t make me vex. Everybody left. But Kozimjon didn’t move from his place. In his mind, he has no right to go through this road. 
	The various clouds which covered the summits, clean water which runs from one stone to another at the bottom, the dew which shakes in the surface of first flush of grasses couldn’t attract him and it couldn’t console him.
	Kozimjon deceived himself, “Nothing happened”. Well, let him do that. But how will he sleep at night? Won’t Rustamjon come to his dread? How will thunder of mountain-stones make him sleep? How? 
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AT EIGHTEEN
It is surprising that you turned eighteen, my belle,
Eighteen thousand countries bow down before you, my belle. 
Navoi
Surroundings seem to be beautiful for the boy who becomes eighteen. The world sparkle all paints of a rainbow. Below of a goat seems nightingales sing for a man. He can stretch his hand to the sky. The very deep ocean seems to be deep till his knee. 
	If you don’t become eighteen, it means you weren’t be born!
Well, one of the men who turn eighteen sat dreaming under the tall poplar. He never tried the spirits. But he was drunk. His voice cracked. There was a trace of beautiful thought in his pimpled face. This man became eighteen right four months ago. When he turned this age he became reflective, heaved a sigh for no reason. At nights he looked at the moon and began to write a poem.
Old people! Remember this age too!
	The mouth of the man who eats garlic in winter smells the poplar-grove in which downpour falls. If you remember your youth you will remember your forgotten love. This boy who became eighteen, had pimples in his face, is you, at eighteen. 
	There is a tall building across the street where he heaved a sigh. Look at the balcony of the second floor, there is the girl who is leaning his palm on chin. She is not so beautiful, but you know that there isn’t the ugly girl who became eighteen. The poor girl was rummaging in the box of her mother’s beauty treatment. While she was powdering her face, her brother came and slapped her in the face. A pair of cinema tickets came out of her pocket and she couldn’t find a word to justify herself, because she lost her head. You know from this that she turned eighteen. Such an act can be done by an eighteen year old girl.
	Hey, mothers! If fiancé’s bodyguard passes you will leave quilt on the supa. The grandmothers who look from the wall, indeed, you, I think you didn’t cross the threshold until you turned eighteen. Don’t laugh, you’ve acted like that before. You cried, laughed and heaved a sigh. When you heard rough voice you moved merry-go-round. 
	After two old men who was slowly walking and talking to each other passed the boy walked quickly and come to the bottom of the balcony. The girl who saw his shadow set her finger edgewise her lip, raised her eyebrows, then turned the light and disappeared. After a while the boy appeared beside her. Everywhere smelt perfume. 
	Both walked along the road without saying anything. While they were turning to a big irrigation canal, the girl stripped handful of leaves off from the twig which was hanging, of weeping willow. The boy was going to revenge on her for that, but she escaped. He caught her near the bridge, hugged her and kissed her. She pulled out herself from his hug and sat on a big boulder. 
	– You are acting like that, Anvar, – said the girl laughing as if taking offence at him.
	Anvar wasn’t able to come closer to her and gasped for breath a little farther from her. 
	– That’s it, enough, – said the girl seriously. – What shall we do now? I have no idea. I told you that you and I can’t become a film artist.
	Anvar gave up on that.
	– They envy us. Listen to director’s words, he said, “You should study”. What? I finished tenth grade with no purpose. He should give us a role and watch us. All right, I’ll show them who I am. I’ll go to work as a builder. What will you do? It doesn’t matter. You are able to become an actress. They will call you Umidakhon Boltayeva people’s artist in a few days. 
	Umida roared with laughter.
	– Eh, it sounds good, but I didn’t hire me. They made resolution “disapproved” on my statement and gave it back: Bye, farewell, movie! I’ll work at textile enterprise. There I’ll develop my skills in the circle of amateurs. 
	They sometimes lamented, sometimes laughed and walked along the canal a long time. 
	Anvar and Umida sat together at one table during ten years. They were lost in reverie during those ten years. Everyday Anvar chose one profession. He imagined sometimes being a pilot, sometimes an actor, sometimes a diplomatist. Today all these dreams blanked. And Umida cut pictures of Indian artists which appeared in the magazines. In order to be like an Indian actress, she put a mole between her two eyebrows, fastened press stud to her capronic scarf and took her own pictures. She wasn’t also hired to the film. 
	Changeable, restless youth painted them into a corner. 
	This night they couldn’t make a decision. They promised each other to meet here. The light of balcony was turned on across that street. She indulged in reveries again…
	But Anvar staggered like a drunken man and returned home. He lay in bed and couldn’t sleep. Umida’s face seemed big on TV. She seemed to call him to TV. At last his imagination lasted in his dream: The colorful film in which they played the role was going on screen. People in the hall first looked at Anvar on screen, then Anvar who sat with people in one hall and said, “You are as very lucky man.” After the film was over people both of them were surrounded by spectators and they clapped their hands for them. A spectator clapped his hand very hard beside Anvar’s ear. Anvar woke up. When he looked at the head of the bed, there was the cock which flipped and was about to crow.
	Anvar held a leg of the cock which spoilt his dream and threw it. Anyway, another cock which was standing on the ditch-side crowed as if it mocked at him. 
	While his brother-in-love who lives with them was picking up fallen apples he made caustic remarks.
	– Get up, people’s artist. The light of the sun came to your head. What’s news about your job? They didn’t seem to accept me. You had better go with me. I’ll bring you to dispatch office. You will work for my party and then go to institute. 
	Anvar hated his brother-in-law’s work. It is not business to dig the land in desert and to find remains of ancient buildings. It is difficult to be a hero in this job. If it was, his brother-in-law could be a hero. He found millennial coins and jugs. It is not interesting! An astronaut is other business. It is enough to fly once into the sky and as soon as you land you will be given Golden Star. But in order to be an astronaut you should be good at maths and physics. Anvar hardly got satisfactory marks from both subjects. Besides, Anvar is tall. Its booth is small for Anvar. If he gets in, he must sit folding in two. 
	The poor boy wandered a lot with different thoughts and came to construction site. Everywhere was dusty and noisy. Dumper trucks noisily moved about. It unloaded crushed stones and the car which mixes up concrete went about. After a while Anvar was dizzy. Somebody said: “Hey, boy, move!” When Anvar looked back he was under the giant crane which was lifting a concrete wall in its jib. He moved aside and was observing acts of the man who was ruling a crane. The jig of the crane lifted the wall to the roof of the third floor and put it to the edge. In the place where the wall was put, electric welding flashed. Anvar stayed staring at it. A crane operator looked at Anvar and said something. Anvar didn’t understand what he was saying. He put two fingers on his lip, inhaled and threw him something. Then he pointed at mobile shop at the back of hillock. Anvar took the thing he threw. When he looked at it, it was money covered with the pack of “Belomor”. Anvar understood at once and went to shop to buy a pack of cigarette. When he came back the crane operator had put another wall. Anvar showed him a pack of cigarettes and he hinted at him, “Come here”. Anvar was in a hurry, caught on iron steps and began to climb up.
	The crane from below didn’t seem high. Until he got there he was all of a sweat. But when cold wind blew he felt good. He gave the cigarette to its owner and looked around. Everything was seen. Uptown buildings seem to be seen through mist. There were buildings all over the place. Lake Komsomol shone like glass from the back of trees at the distance. A pigeon flew right under Anvar in the centre of the crane. 
	The crane operator lit a cigarette, took long puffs at his cigarette twice and then looked at Anvar.
	– Thank you, man! You did good job! I had excessive thirst for it. 
	Anvar significantly smiled at him.
	– Do you study or work? – asked the crane operator looking at the ones who were hanging iron basin in which put cement grout to a hook of the jib. 
	– I neither study nor work. I finished the studying. Now I’m going to work. 
	– Do you want to be my pupil? – he said and turned the grout from the top of building which its fourth floor wasn’t finished and put it beside ones who was building new foundation.
	Anvar didn’t know what to say and thought over. 
	– Or do you want to be an astronaut? Nowadays young people are going to become an astronaut. Come! We’ll build houses for those astronauts. What will you say?
	When Anvar looked at it the crane operator seemed to be weird. Instantly, he had a dream to be a crane operator. Youth was like that. People will work everywhere until they grab one job. Eighteen is the end of this instability. 
	– I’m talking seriously. If you want to be my pupil, I’ll help you become a crane operator in a few days. This crane will belong to us. Do you know that I travelled all over the country with that crane? We shall work together. I watched you. You seem to be a good boy. Well, what will you say?
	Anvar didn’t know how he has said “okay”. That’s all! Anvar’s childhood is over! 
	– In the afternoon we shall go to site office. We shall finish our job there. Now, go home and bring your documents. Now, don’t interrupt me. If a safety engineering inspector sees us, I shall get into trouble.
	Anvar minced down.
	They were on the irrigation canal-side again.
	The moon was like the bolter which was holed by the mouse. The stars twinkled like the bottom of the cauldron. The canal dashed to the shore. It was about to hurl the reflection of the moon. It wanted to stop a little hanging on the twig of weeping willow, but it couldn’t manage it. Umida was sitting on the boulder dipping her legs in the water. Anvar spoke hurriedly.
	– Do you know, do you know that the crane operator is the best job ever? If you go up to the top, you can see all the world. There I saw the roof of your house. Lakes, gardens, buildings… One plane flew right under my legs. 
	Umida opened her eyes widely and stared at him. The pieces of the moon ran on the surface of the water as if paper of tea was torn apart. The reflection of the car which was passing through the big bridge disappeared near the other side of the canal as if it dived.
	The girl couldn’t tolerate boy’s words.
	– Have you ever been in textile enterprise? Do you know how it looks like? Oh, the girl at the same age like me is running hundred and twelve machines. Forty thousand people work there. Are you talking about crane operating? The crane operating is nothing before these machines. If you cover the terrestial globe with the textiles which are produced in a year there will be no open spaces on it. It can cover the cranes and all the buildings of yours.
	Anvar didn’t yield to her. He praised the crane operating without stopping and at last he couldn’t find a word to say. But Umida couldn’t stop talking about what she saw in the enterprise. 
	When Anvar looked at her, Umida seemed to have put on lipstick. When he stared at her he was right. 
	– What is this? It is as bright red as an interior of a new galosh. 
	Umida giggled. Her giggling seemed to mean it is for you, idiot. 
	This night they didn’t think about being movie star. Both of them were always talking about their new jobs. 
	Eighteen will be like that. It will spread the dreams which are made by thoughts of infancy like fog and make new dreams. As soon as it makes it will turn it into truth. 
	It isn’t surprising that these two teenagers don’t seem to be a movie star, but movie stars seem to be them.
	If you haven’t turn eighteen yet, you haven’t seen the world! 
1965 
ZUMRAD
            Aziza came here a week ago. While going there, Aziz hoped at the bottom of her heart that works would be a little and she could have a rest. Not likely! Efforts in camp are so many that one has no time to have dinner.
	Two hundred children have a rest there. One of them catches cold by swimming and the other one scratched his legs and hands by collecting blackberries. Especially, boys like playing football. Although they scratch their elbows or knees once a day they are always kicking the ball.
	Children are nothing before their parents. Their parents who come from afar and bring a lot of things to their children are so capricious.
	Aziza even talked to her chief a few times about not letting parents who bring food in. 
	– In such a situation children can’t have a rest but also can fall ill.   
	The chief showed inevitability to her words by shrugging his shoulder.
	– How will we solve the problem? If they cover at least eighty kilometers to come here and can’t see their children, it won’t be good.
	Indeed, the chief talked sense. But Aziza was afraid of them to fall ill. The middle aged man who hung basket on the handlebar of the bicycle was staying at the door. Aziza didn’t let him in. While she was looking at him out of the window she pitied him at once. 
	The poor man bicycled through mountain road of eighty kilometers. He must bicycle such a distance in order to return home. He was all of a sweat. She can’t tolerate seeing his condition. She came to him. 
	– Why did you do that? If your daughter sees you she wants to come back home. It is also irrelevant that you have brought food to her. 
	He looked at her with sparkling eyes as if he was embarrassed. 
	– But, sister, she is an only child… Her mother is always crying. But I can’t tolerate it… 
	Aziza has an only child too. If her child were away how would she feel? She would probably walk a long distance to see her child. At once she softened and smiled. 
	– All right, I shall make a deal with you. I won’t give her the food you have brought. You may talk to her until you are bored. 
	Aziza led him in and sent a man to call his child.
	Noises of children could be heard from inside. Dirty children were running after each other hither and thither. Elephants, camels and lions which were made by cutting plywood and tents among the trees which were limed could be seen. 
	A narrow eyed girl was sitting on the knee of her father under that door and chattering something. Her father looked at her and happily smiled. His face seemed to be melting. He stroked her hair with gnarled hands and kissed her forehead without stopping. 
	Aziza enjoyed much looking at him. She leaned on the window and couldn’t remove her eyes at him. Her father gave two bars of chocolate to her. As soon as the girl looked at doctor-room she hurriedly wrapped it up to her handkerchief and hid on her back. Aziza smiled at her act. 
	The door was knocked. No sooner had Aziza looked back the door opened and a thirty aged woman entered.
	– Doctor, could I talk to you? – the woman was embarrassed and came closer to her. 
	– What do you need? Is everything okay? 
	– Yes, it is. My child’s temperature has risen and fallen frequently for three days. I can’t find its reason. Can you examine him please? 
	Aziza knew at once that this woman lived around there.
	– Didn’t you bring him to outpatient department? I look after kids in the camp.
	The woman kept silence for a while and asked her in a pleading voice:
	– Please, examine him yourself. Our house is not far from here. It is difficult to go to outpatient department and it takes twelve kilometers. 
	Aziza had no choice. She changed her clothes and went out with her. That man was still stroking his daughter. 
	– Doctor, can I bring her mother here next time? – he looked back at Aziza. Aziza smiled and nodded her head. 
	…The woman was leading the way from path. While Aziza was following her she thought where she has seen this woman before.
	The path began to go up. The woman climbed up on the big boulder which was made even by stepping on it and stretched out hand to her.
	At that time Aziza saw the beautiful line between her eyebrows. She recognized her. She was Zumrad who fascinated viewers with her dance before. What happened? Why is she here? From past she had only beautiful line between her eyebrows and a dimple in her right cheek which spread out when she smiles. Is it her? 
	The woman pulled over her hand and made her sit forward.
	– No, no, I’ll follow you. Your body is very beautiful and I’d like to go looking at it. 
	The woman roared with laughter. Her white teeth like nacre made her face shine. 
	That’s it. It is Zumrad. Zumrad’s dancing on TV five years ago came in front of Aziza’s eyes. It must have been her last dance. After that show Zumrad never appeared on TV. 
	At that time Aziza graduated from medical institute and tried to join postgraduate course. But she couldn’t. She spent two months for no purpose. She even lost her job by distribution of ministry. Besides, Hakimjon’s feelings to her were known. Her loving him during two years deceived her. Hakimjon was a handsome, black eye-browed, black eyed man as well as her course-mate. They loved each other. They were going to get married to each other after graduation. After they had taken diplomas Hakimjon changed to a different man. Although he had a diploma he went to work as dental mechanic and did his old job. Aziza thought a lot. The more she thought the more Hakimjon moved away from her. She imagined her future life. But her future seemed to be without Hakimjon.                                                                   
	Aziza couldn’t ask herself what had happened. But during these imaginations Hakimjon’s black eyes sparkled at once and made her heart shine and ruled whole body. 
	Aziza thought again and again. At last she decided that as much as it was difficult she had to forget him.
	Hakimjon talked to her very light-heartedly. He wasted her time with insensible, unexcited, dead words. In one of those meetings Aziza said to him: “Let’s not date. It seems that we are not in the same direction.”
	Hakimjon accepted these words without any difficulty. As if he has been waiting for these words for a long time:
	– It is your will. But keep it in mind, won’t you regret about that, – he said.
	Aziza looked straight at his face:
	– Never!
	After that they had no feeling to each other. After four months Aziza who heard about his wedding seemed to quiver. Hakimjon sometimes shone and went out on the side of her heart till this day as if a piece of scorching coal was flying. Now, the face of this piece seemed completely to turn into ashes. But when Aziza remembered her first love for some reason she regretted about wasting her feeling. Hakimjon’s eyes sparkled like fire and it made her heart ache.                   
	Those days passed. Aziza found her true love. She was happy with feelings of that love.
	Zumrad’s white teeth made Aziza remember her youth once.
	Aziza got tired until they reached the hill. They both sat on the grass. She didn’t remove her eyes from woman’s eyes which began to wrinkle around. 
	How beautiful she was before. How fast was such a face wrinkled?
	The woman who has made everyone tongue-tie with her beauty and skill stood beside Aziza in bad shape. She wore the discolored crêpe de Chine dress in which flowers weren’t visible and black shoes which were already out of fashion on her legs and a headscarf on her head. 
	How beautiful clothes she had worn before! Girls in the dormitory always talked about her dresses. They cut out a pattern from newspaper and sewed dresses like her from sub-quality cloth. 
	The woman got up. The breeze which was blowing hard pulled her dress and wrapped her lap in her waist. She had still a slender figure and there was some youth fascination in her. 
	They went on. Houses for rest and snowdrift which milted like a candle at the summit of the mountains were seen among fir grove in the lowlands. Red and blue busses which were going from the stripes of asphalt underneath looked like babies’ toy. 
	They passed through path and reached the wide road. After a while they saw well-appointed minimarkets of the mountain village. 
	– We made it, – she said. – The house under that elm tree is ours. 
	There were two shops, a tea-house, a bus station and a barber’s shop. 
	– Don’t hurry! – said Aziza stopping. – I want to ask you something. Are you Zumrad?
	She nodded her head. But this question seemed to hurt her or remind unpleasant incident, because she led the way and said without looking at her:
	– Yes, I’m Zumrad. Well, we are here. 
	There was some sorrowful quaver in her voice. They came into the wide yard from folding door. Foundation of House and veranda was built with boulders related to mountain village and the roots of the old mulberry tree which grew up on the other side of the wall were visible. Aziza thought that heave shower may have washed away its root.
	The old woman who put firewood to tandir[footnoteRef:11] dipped the tip of poker which was smoking into water and threw it away and then went to meet them. [11:  not a big clay stove for baking of flat cakes] 

	– Did you come, my dear? Erkinjon slept just now. 
	The boy was sleeping in the small bed curtains which protects from flies. Aziza lifted the edge of curtains and held boy’s forehead: he has a little fever. 
	Look of boy’s face and his coal-black eyebrows seemed to be thrust into her breast like a spear. Who is he? Whose son is he?
	Zumrad spread the tablecloth on the supa under the mulberry tree. Aziza came to supa with hesitating. While she was staring at Zumrad’s sad face she couldn’t hide her excitement. 
	– Look, why are you here? You were a dream of the men of the capital. What happened?
	Zumrad was gazing on one spot. Something twinkled among her eyelashes. She hid her eyes and wiped it with the edge of her kerchief. She hardly smiled.
	– It was destiny. You can't escape your fate. 
	The old woman put the flat cakes which were torn off from tandir on the end of supa. Zumrad hurriedly took four small flat cakes and put them on the table as if she had taken live coals. 
	– Tell me, Zumrad! What happened? – Aziza repeated her question again. 
	During tea drinking Zumrad told what she had experienced:
	– All troubles began when my canine tooth ached. We should give a concert to guests from Indonesia. When I got up that morning my tooth was giving me hell. I had ice cream in the park the day before. The pain intensified so much that one of my cheeks swelled like a cup. I didn’t know what to do. I ran to hospital. A young, handsome dentist opened my jaw and said “A tooth can’t be pulled out during swelling” and he rubbed some medicine on my cheek. While I was going home suffering from pain I couldn’t forget dentist’s black eyebrows. Although I gave a concert in the evening I lay in bed covering myself with a blanket. I thought still about dentist’s eyes and eyebrows. I visited him again. He rubbed some medicine again and said to me again to come the next day. Now I don’t remember whether after he pulled out my tooth or before it, we went to park. After that, we met each other everyday. He always came to our concert. He sat on the front row and waited for me to appear. At that time I spent all my strength and skill as if I danced for him. After concert we left together. He saw me off home. Once I danced on the stage and searched for him in the hall. No, he didn’t come. I worried that he didn’t have such a habit. I didn’t know how I had finished my dance. While I was going out of the backstage the beautiful girl who wrapped her head in a kerchief was standing there. I stopped there.         
	The girl came close by me and said quaveringly:
	– Don’t impede my happiness! I love Hakimjon aka.
	At first I didn’t understand anything. Then my body seemed to be frozen at once. 
	I didn’t know how I got home that day. The next day I performed badly my first dance at concert. Some people seemed to clap their hands for a start. When I looked aside Hakimjon was sitting at the edge of the second row. I didn’t know where I found had strength to dance. I began to dance at once. Audience clapped their hands one by one. They made me dance four times. While I was leaving Hakimjon stood on my way. I walked by him without saying anything. I had no words to say. I wanted both to drive him out and to call him. I got myself together and said to him: “Don’t let us date, because the other girl loves you.” Hakimjon roared with laughter. He giggled without stopping, “How silly you are! What a silly girl!” After that we married. At the beginning we lived in peace. Then he didn’t let me go to theatre and I tolerated it. I loved him most of all. I was ready to do anything what he says. He worked a lot and earned a lot. I gave birth to a son. My husband ran the dentistry in Osmosoy every summer. There were many cottages around there, that’s why people frequently came to him to pull out a tooth or cap a tooth. 
	He flirted with a woman on the pretext of capping a tooth. Every night he stayed in the dentistry and examined her teeth. At last he left me. I’m waiting for him together with my only son. Who knows, maybe fate punished me because I ruined that girl’s happiness. I wanted to sacrifice myself for love. But, I couldn’t. Clap is a business of two hands. I want to come back to stage…
	The boy woke up and called his mother. Zumrad hurriedly walked down the stairs and ran toward veranda. While she was running wave of her hair was so beautiful and so suitable for her. Aziza put her cup on the tablecloth and followed her. 
	The boy opened his eyes and Zumrad was lovingly looking at him from above him. Aziza examined his eyes. Indeed, his eyes looked like Hakimjon’s eyes.
	– Well, nurse will give you medicine and you will get better, my dear.
	Aziza stuck back of a teaspoon in boy’s throat, checked his palate and then examined pupils of his eyes.
	– Don’t worry! He caught cold. I’ll prescribe a medicine and he’ll get better.
	– He is always swimming all day long. You know that cold snow water runs from the mountain. How can one swim there?...
	Zumrad marched Aziza to the small market.
	It got dark. The sun crossed from the summit and now purple shadows remained in the slopes. 
	While Aziza was walking from the calm mountain paths she thought. She thought and her thought was confused, then it made her pull to long road. 
	When she thought and remembered her childhood and her first love, feelings of love which settled firmly in her heart always called her to its embrace. Hakimjon’s eyes which twinkled like fire passed through her heart once again. This momentary memory made her gasp for breath. 
	What about now?
	Aziza now faced to her first love which called her to its embrace. Now there is no fire in his eyes. It is a mirror of the shamelessness. No, it looks like pieces of broken glass.
	If Aziza was keen on deceptive feelings of love and she didn’t get herself in hand she would even get tricked before that woman who was deceived. 
	As soon as Aziza remembered that she shuddered. She walked fast.
	What about Zumrad?
	The woman who has twinkled like star on stage before now turned into a weak woman.
	Will she never change?
	A real emerald should be shone. 
	She should make devoted ones goggle to her on the light of numerous projectors. A real emerald should be radiant with beauty.
	While Aziza was walking with these thoughts she didn’t see the man bicycling with one leg on the asphalt road below her. That man should pass through rough mountain roads in this condition. 
	The sun completely disappeared. The sun turned into a small red live coal like the blanket which floated in the sky and it was slowly burning down on the top of mountains.  
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Thoughts  
( from “the Stories of Surkhandaryo”)
	An old woman couldn’t sleep. She turned from side to side.
	The bride was sitting still leaning on the pillar in the lip of the veranda. There was a peaked cap of pilot on the peg of the pillar she was leaning on. A shoulder strap on the shoulder of naval jacket which put on the chair hack shone in the moonlight.
	Her son was sleeping on the supa. His wrists which were out of the blanket were visible. His deceased father restlessly slept l ike that. He always threw away the blanket and his body slept opening the blanket to his breast. His son was like that too. Mother didn’t sleep at nights and always covered her son with blanket. When her son got married he was still in this habit.
	She uprose. Her bride didn’t even turn to her. She was still staring at the moon.
	The old woman thought about different things…
	The old woman fumbled about and found her sleeveless jacket and then stood up putting it on. Her bride turned.
	– Daughter, why aren’t you sleeping? The cook crowed twice.
	The bride said nothing. She looked at twinkle of the light of the plane which was flying in the sky.
	The old woman came to supa leaning on her stick. Her son slept looking straight at the moon. 
	– He is the same as his father, – said mother leaping into her mind. 
	As soon as she said she writhed.
	This writhe made her legs weak and it had her whole body shivered like malaria. 
	She lost her husband in the same moonlit night at the same age. 
	It was abundant fall when pomegranate trees couldn’t heave its branches and it leaned on the wall. That autumn evening, in which stars twinkled coldly like a piece of ice, snatched her husband from her. 
	That star was shining again. Those high mountains were still keeping silence in the valley. If only that night didn’t separate her from anyone… 
	Mother moved her head at once as if by this she intended to relieve her head of these fearful thoughts which burst on her. She unwillingly began to walk toward street-door. Nobody had closed the door. 
	The enormous plane tree which has been on the watch for more than hundreds years also seemed to doze at that night. There was stillness everywhere as if the day noise had dived down into the pond. Both stars and the serenity of sky had dived into the water. 
	The old woman sat on the boulder.
	Is there one who hasn’t seen this plane tree and this pond in Dashnobod, has had a rest for a while and looked at the distant mountains? This plane tree has been a witness of Dashnobod nights and the days which the sun shone for hundred years. It is the dumb witness which saw firefights which broke people’s sleep and listened to the song which tormented happy people in love. If only it could speak and read gazals[footnoteRef:12] of separation and happiness which were written in every leaf… [12:  A lyric poem] 

	Which leaf has the history of the happy day which remained in her heart and that dark night which deprived her of her husband been written in? Or do fall winds make this leaf turn yellow and throw it into the caves? 
	The old woman leaned her stick against chin and yielded to cope of those happy and ill-fated nights.
	Before, she was a very beautiful girl who aroused envy of Dashnobod’s boys whose eyes lit up. Boys wanted to smell musk of her plaited hair once at least. But only one boy could entrap this Persian gazelle which couldn’t be caught. He won her heart. He made her heart throb. 
	He was a man called Anorboy. He played the dutor[footnoteRef:13] so well that, if this plane tree has a tongue let it tell, he made the dutar speak. Sound of his playing strings crawled on the body of the plane tree and soaked into its leaves and then melodies melted from the body of these mysterious leaves until morning. Winds licked all these melodies and blew carefully them away to hills. [13:  A stringed musical instrument] 

	Anorboy made a declaration of love to her with tears under this plane tree for the first time. At that time leaves stopped whispering for a while and listened to him. The thief-breezes have been licking love secrets which fastened to palm of the leaves since then. 
	These restless leaves have been repeating these mysterious, magical words and applauding since then. Evening winds have been penetrating through leaves and waiting for love secrets since then.
	Anorboy was addicted to love magic and went to distant hills. At nights fire is made among fir trees in Futaband slope of Devori Mountain. Every night Mehri stood under the plane tree and knew by these fires which hill he moved to. The flashes of this fire were the letters which Anorboy sent to her. They sent their best regards to each other by fires. 
	Nobody broke their happiness. Nobody blocked their way. People of the valley have never broken someone’s happiness or cried havoc to someone’s happiness. Southern sunlight burned out this habit from the Dashnoboders. Everyone was happy from each other’s happiness and love. 
	Mehri hasn’t forgotten yet. She remembered old people under the plane tree and a melody of the surnay which had slowly come into bride’s heart remained in her ears. Anorboy’s crossing threshold like a gyrfalcon and spark of happiness which was finally seen in his eyes for the first time seemed to be never erased from her memory. 
	Anorboy left. He was dragged to a mouth of wind of the war. Mehri still remembered that she stared at the road under this old plane tree which was a witness of many sorrowful nights and many weddings and shows. 
	Anorboy went to the war a year ago. In Dashnobod garden leaves turned yellow and autumnal winds blew them away. But this only plane tree was still fighting against cold wind. At those nights Mehri like the other women whose husbands went to war couldn’t sleep. One night cold wind blew. It made white twigs of bare poplars heap up. Icy pieces of the ripples were frozen on the surface of the ditches. Mehri felt anxious somehow for some reason. In the morning she got up and when she looked at the plane tree the wind blew its bright green leaves off. An only leaf remained in the tree. This leaf looked Anorboy for Mehri. As if Anorboy was fighting against cold wind. At that time weak wind pulled it from its layer and tore it off, then threw it away to the other side of the pond. Mehri’s heart ached. She felt empty at once. 
	The plane tree leafed out a few times. Yellow leaves fell down a few times. It is said: If it were not for hope, the heart would break. Mehri looked forward to Anorboy together with this plane tree. Fallen leaves disappeared. Life never stops. It always finds joy and comfort. New couples appeared under the plane tree. New fires appeared in the hills. 
	Anorboy’s son Urinboy made these fires. 
	The girl appeared under the plane tree like a bird which calls spring. She thought over staring at fires on the mountain. The leaves of the plane tree learned her sad songs by heart all night and it let wind steal its song early in the morning. These thief-winds spread girl’s secret to valley all day long and hid into the leaves in the evening.
	It was said that “Garmob” waters which ooze through fir tree groves were hot tears of men in love. Pomegranates of Dashnobod were a heart of the girl who drank this hot water. God knows what kind of secret it has!
	There was a melody of sunray under the plane tree again and blessing of the old people who gathered under the plane tree again. 
	Fir tree was laid on threshold of the door and girls crossed that door singing a yor-yor[footnoteRef:14]. The bride like a violet willow came to Mehrikhon’s house. Urinboy was a handsome bridegroom. [14:  A song that is dedicated to couples who are marrying and it is sung while they are leaving or coming.   ] 

	New people in love came to the plane tree. The fire was made at the distance. Thief-winds waited for the tongue of leaves.
	Urinboy has a son now. Beautiful blotches appeared in bride’s face. Mehri got older. She was weak and couldn’t see well. She walked with a stick.
	Urinboy came back the day before. He has been in training for six months. Although he didn’t tell it his mother knew it. Indeed, mother knows everything. Urinboy will fly in space soon.
	She stared at valley which is muffled up in the lap of night and was sitting sadly under the tree leaning her chin on her stick. At the same time the bride also was sleeping sound at the mouth of veranda. Only Urinboy was sleeping in suppa looking at the moon.
	Mother was continuously whispering:
	– Wish you luck, my son. May the sunlight be your guide! I wish you have a lot of children…
	Branches of the plane tree whispered. It shone in the moonlight like silver. The winds hung on the leaves and fell down on mother’s legs
Urinboy started on his journey towards morning. God knows. Maybe he will be a father before he makes it. 
It was slowly downing. The top of the mountains which had been covered with darkness shone like nacre. The sun shone on the top of the plane tree. After a while a cook crowed. 
The old woman stood up, crossed the threshold again and entered the house. Urinboy was standing on the ditch-side putting a towel on his shoulder. The bride was brushing a naval jacket with golden shoulder strap. As soon as Urinboy saw his mother he hurriedly wiped himself and then greeted her. 
– My son, – she said and then her voice quavered. – Safe journey! You will be a father until you come back. 
Footsteps was heard from outside. After a while the car honked.
– Be quick, my son. Chairman’s car is here.
Urinboy put on his clothes and went out. The bride prepared rice soup. Urinboy sipped twice in the standing postion. Men and women came in.
After a while the car took Urinboy under the plane tree and went away. Mother stared at the back of the car leaning on her stick. She held a shoulder of the bride, who cried, and said with tears in her eyes: 
– My daughter, your husband is going there with the good intentions. Our Dashnobod needs a Gagarin.
Somewhere of mother’s heart seemed to ache. She didn’t show to her bride that she had heaved a sigh. God knows? Did she remember her husband who shouldered a sack and went by this road twenty four years ago?
At that time she was pregnant like her bride. She was about to bear. 
The old woman came to herself. She drew herself up and removed her eyes from the dust which the car made and looked at the plane tree.
The sunlight shone till a waist of the plane tree and made its leaves shine like gold. The light seemed to slide down from the leaves which harmless breeze blew.
Mother calmed down. The next morning like this he will pass from above Dashnobod turning into a star. When her astronaut son flies around the earth he will look at the enormous plane tree once at least…
If you go to Dashnobod, come to the plane tree at dawn. Read it until early morning winds takes away love song in the palm of leaves which doze to distant lands. 
Sariosiyo, November, 1965.   
	     


SUMBUL
(from “the stories of Surkhandaryo”)
	Vahobjon came to Denov too late, that’s why he gave a call to some friends, but he couldn’t find anyone. At last he thought over and decided to stay at the hotel of the kolkhoz. A guard of the hotel was sleeping covering his head with his robe. He grumbled at him again and again and at last hardly consented to his request.
	When Vahobjon worked there, there was not such a garden. After some time the hotel was built. The guard led him from circular wood-stairs. When he turned on the light both of them stared at each other.
	– Haven’t we met before? Where have I seen you?..
	– I don’t recognize you. Aren’t you Qosim aka? I cut off your blind gut twenty six years ago. 
	Qosim aka’s eyes lit up. 
	– Wow, look at you! Wow, look at you. Oh…
	Qosim aka took his suitcase from his hand and didn’t know where to put and walked around the room once. At last he put it on the table and looked at him. Then he took suitcase again and began to speak in the standing position:
	– It is true that living people will meet each other one day. How are you? Look at you… Just a moment…
	No sooner had he finished his words he hurriedly went down by stairs. After a while a sound of chopping wood was heard from downstairs. Vahobjon opened up the window. Although it was late autumn spring air came into the room. While he was leaving Tashkent cold wind was biting him and tiring out bare twigs. 
The dark red moon like half a watermelon rose from the date grove. Vahobjon looked around searching for the ashtray in order to throw ashes of a cigarette. He saw a grey thing on the sideboard. He unwillingly looked closer at it. When he saw he strangely shuddered. It is a bough of ferula which was covered with pearl. He took it. Surface of boughs like a palm became thick like the best pieces of fruit drops. A twig of a ferula like hair was hardly visible from the place where it was broken. 
He took the ferula and came to lamp. His hands unwillingly trembled. At that time Qosim aka brought a date, a pomegranate and an apple on the tray. He wanted to step aside, but he dropped the ferula. Ferula fell down and was noisily broken. While Vahobjon was regrettably picking up its pieces Qosim aka looked at him with sinfulness. 
– Never mind. We have plenty of them. Help yourself to a date. I shall bring tea right now.
Vahobjon stared at pieces of ferula and began to think. He knew where these ferula grow. He remembered the time when he was sitting in Sumbulsoy.
Before war Vahobjon graduated from secondary medical school and was sent to Sumbulsoy. Sumbulsoy is a village among mountains. There are low-high hills, slopes which are covered with fir trees and pines, clear springs like tears in Sumbulsoy. It is a beautiful village where small leaves doze in the lap of tall willows.
If one crosses the mountain stream which runs through the centre of the village and climbs up the hill, he will see whole village as if it stood in the palm. There is also a high precipice at the back of hills. Songs of birds and blows of wind can be heard in this precipice. At the bottom of the precipice there is Sumbulsoy which hides in the lap of weeping willows. In the broiling sun, boys of the village climb up the hills and go down to the precipice. They listen to drops in the same tones and think over about hours in Sumbulsoy as if it is made from fruit drops. The dews fall from twigs like hair of black ferula in the cave. In some years these dews will turn into stone. Twigs of ferula will become thick and sometimes it will turn into pearl like an old trunk of vine.
Vahobjon also stayed about hours in Sumbulsoy. He listened to the sound of the drops, which fell from boughs of ferula, like a jar of watch and waited for the girl he fell in love with her. If somebody saw couples in the secluded corner he would make a big scandal. In spite of that, the girl came. She climbed up the hills, hid in the cover of stones and reached Sumbulsoy. 
Gulsum was an educated girl of the village. In spite of her parents’ objection she finished the course of training of nurse. She worked for Vahobjon in hospital. In those days women didn’t go to male doctors. Vahobjon needed Gulsum so much.
Vahobjon and Gulsum met each other in Sumbulsoy many times. By staring at each other, they consoled their hearts which were enveloped in flames of love. But such a secret couldn’t be kept long in the small village.
Somebody noticed them meeting in Sumbolsoy. In one of such meetings five lads waited for them and caught them in Sumbulsoy.
They let the girl go. They brought Vahobjon to the village. They blackened his face, made him sit back to front on a donkey and drove him out of the village. 
An old shepherd untied hands of Vahobjon whose hands were tied up in desert and who sat back to front on a donkey. He pitied him and led him on the horse to the road of Denov. Vahobjon still remembered the old shepherd words:
– Damn our customs, my son! We don’t marry our daughter to stranger. We beat the man who glimpses at our girls. 
At that time Vahobjon came to Denov at dawn. People were anxious. War broke out. 
Tomorrow blackening doctor’s face, his sitting back to front on a donkey and his escaping from village will be spread. He has to go. He has to leave this village forever. War broke out. It will be preferable to go to war.
Vahobjon went straight to military registration and enlistment office and the next day he went to army. It is said that although slaughter goes on forty years one who is destined to die will die. Vahobjon has been in front for four years. He saved lives of numerous people who were wounded in battlefield. He transfused blood to numerous soldiers. All their bodies were holed by bullets.
As soon as the war was over he came back to Chinoz village where he was born. The man who has been all over the world couldn’t sit still in one place. He went to Tashkent. He matriculated at institute and was absorbed in studies again. During the war he wrote a letter to Sumbulsoy three times and waited for reply. But instead of Gulsum anonymous letter came to him.
“Your face is soot. If you miss me, come here…”
After that he stopped writing a letter. He forgot both Gulsum and Sumbulsoy.
While he was holding pieces of ferula which was tied up with pearl he remembered those events one by one. When Qosim aka came with a towel on his shoulder and a teapot on his hand he was busy with these thoughts.
– Oh, doctor, look, we met again. Are you okay? Do you remember? When we returned from Sumbulsoy you stayed at our house and I saw you to army myself.                   
Qosim aka was born in Denov. He went purposely to Sumbulsoy in order to chop firewood. While he was chopping firewood once in Sumbulsoy he lay snatching his stomach. Two lads brought him to hospital in the stretcher. When Vajobjon examined him his blind gut ached. He never operated on someone. But if he didn’t operate on him at once the patient would die. Vahobjon took a risk and operated on him. Qosim aka stayed alive.
When Vahobjon was driven out of the village he came to Denov and stayed at this man’s house. Well, he met with him again late at night. 
– I’m indebted to you to my dying day. You have a magic touch. I was completely healed. I also went to war. I took two orders and three medals. Well, let me ask you. Why did you come here? 
– My daughter is here. She came here two months ago. I returned from Dushanbe and wanted to see my daughter. 
– Is that reason? Help yourself. Last time when you were here I think there were no dates like these. Dates and lemons have been planted everywhere. Haven’t you gone to Sumbulsoy yet?


CHAPTER II. FEATURES OF POLYSEMANTIC WORDS
[bookmark: _Toc318884205]2.1 Word Meaning
The word may be described as the basic unit of language. Uniting meaning and form, it is composed of one or more morphemes, each consisting of one or more spoken sounds or their written representation. The combinations of morphemes within words are subject to certain linking conditions.
The definition of a word is one of the most difficult in linguistics because the simplest word has many aspects. All attempts to characterize the word are necessarily specific for each domain of science and are therefore considered one-sided by the representatives of all the other domains and criticized for incompleteness. The variants of definitions were so numerous that some authors collecting them produced works of impressive scope and bulk.
Thomas Hobbes, one of the great English philosophers, revealed a materialistic approach to the problem of nomination when he wrote that words are not mere sounds but names of matter. Three centuries later the great Russian physiologist I. P. Pavlov examined the word in connection with his studies of the second signal system, and defined it as a universal signal that can be substitute any other signal from the environment in evoking a response in a human organism.[footnoteRef:15] [15:  Ginzburg E.S., Khidekel S.S. A course in modern English lexicology. — M.: High school, 1979. — 269p.] 

It runs as follows: a word is a sequence of graphemes which can occur between spaces, or the representation of such a sequence on morphemic level.
The semantic-phonological approach may be illustrated by A. H. Gardiner’s definition:
”A word is an articulate sound-symbol in its aspect of denoting something which is spoken about. ”[footnoteRef:16] [16:  Lyons J. Linguistic Semantics. — Cambridge University Press, 1995. — 376 p.] 

Still, the main point can be summarized:
“The word is the fundamental unit of language. It is a dialectal unity of form and content. ”
The linguistic science at present is not able to put forward a definition of meaning which is conclusive. However, there are certain facts of which we can be reasonably sure, and one of them is that the very function of the word as a unit of communication is made possible by its possessing a meaning. Therefore, among the word's various characteristics, meaning is certainly the most important.
Generally speaking, meaning can be more or less described as a component of the word through which a concept (mental phenomena) is communicated. Meaning endows the word with the ability of denoting real objects, qualities, actions and abstract notions. The relationships between “referent" (object, etc. denoted by the word), “concept” and “word" are traditionally represented by the following triangle:



By the "symbol" here is meant the word; “thought” or “reference” is concept. The dotted line suggests that there is no immediate relation between “word" and “referent”: it is established only through the concept. 
On the other hand, there is a hypothesis that concepts can only find their realization through words. It seems that thought is dormant till the word wakens it up. It is only when we hear a spoken word or read a printed word that the corresponding concept springs into mind. The mechanism by which concepts (i. e. mental phenomena) are converted into words (i. e. linguistic phenomena) and the reverse process by which a heard or a printed word is converted into a kind of mental picture are not yet understood or described.
The branch of linguistics which specializes in the study of meaning is called semantics. As with many terms, the term "semantics" is ambiguous for it can stand, as well, for the expressive aspect of language in general and for the meaning of one particular word in all its varied aspects and nuances (i. e. the semantics of a word = the meaning (s) of a word).
A unit which most people would think of as ‘one word’ may carry a number of meanings, by association with certain contexts. Thus pipe can be any tubular object, a musical instrument or a piece of apparatus for smoking; a hand can be on a clock or watch as well as at the end of the arm. Multiple meaning or polysemy is of considerable linguistic importance, and the process of extension is a concern of historical linguistics. Most of the time, we are able to distinguish the intended meaning by the usual process of mental adjustment to context and register: we don’t expect to find tobacco pipes in the school recorder band. The literary language, however, again refuses to give us comfortable divisions of meaning beyond which imagination need not stray. It often forces us to accept polysemy not as a feature from which we select but as one in which we meet the writer’s intention without restriction.
The writer may indeed call in the aid of context to distinguish the meanings of polysemantic words; but his intention is not necessarily to elucidate a single meaning but rather to emphasize the uncertainties of daily usage and to point from this to an ironical comment on the human predicament.
Polysemy may allow a writer to work on two levels concurrently, apparently relating one set of events while really indicating something different. We move here towards metaphor, which must be a separate concern, but it is interesting to see how a chosen image can be maintained by word-choice appropriate to the register in which we should normally expect to find it, while the metaphorical relation to hidden meaning is deferred. For example, George Herbert sustains the image of God as the landlord in the poem ‘Redemption’ by use of legal terms which are in perfect register-agreement with the opening statement:[footnoteRef:17] [17:  Clarke E. Theory and Theology in Gearge Herbert’s Poetry. — Oxford.: Clarendon Press, 1997. — 19 p.] 

Having been tenant long to a rich Lord
Not thriving, I resolved to be bold,
And make a suite into him, to afford
A new small-rented lease, and cancel th’old
In heaven at his manor I him sought:
They told me there that he was lately gone
About some land, which he had dearly bought
Long since on earth, to take possession.
The writer may not confine himself to any normal register but rather create his own by choices that would seem odd or questionable in that context in everyday use. It is useful, though without attempting to draw any impassable line, to distinguish between two ways in which a writer’s selection of a single word may seem admirable. We will assume that there is no syntagmatic deviation and that the choice is paradigmatic within a context that is free from apparent ambiguity. Of course, the associations and figurative applications of words may still operate even when there is no obvious polysemy.
In the first way, there is no deviation; the achievement is in tackling the problem of synonymous words. It may well be argued that there are no perfect synonyms, since choice must be conditioned by register, dialect and emotive association. However, the problem of word-selection is difficult and is not much aided by the brief definitions of a dictionary or the listings of a thesaurus. One of the most effective ways of finding out what a word means in current usage is by asking people whether they would readily use it in a given sentence.

[bookmark: _Toc318884206]
2.2 Different Approaches to Meaning
	The functional approach supports that a linguistic study of meaning is the investigation of the relation of sign to sign only. In other words, they hold the view that the meaning of a linguistic unit may be studied only through its relation to other linguistic units and not thorough its relation to either concept or referent. The meaning of the words ‘move’ and ‘movement’ is different because they function in speech differently.comparing the contexts in which we find these words we cannot fail to observe that they hold different positions in relation to other words. (To) move, e. g., can be succeed by a noun (move the chair) preceded by a pronoun (we move). The position occupied by the word movement is different: it may be followed by a preposition (movement of smth.) preceded by an adjective (slow movement) and so on. As the distribution of the two words is different, we are entitled to the conclusion that not only do they belong to different classes of words, but that their meanings are different too. 
Hence, meaning may be scanned as the function of distribution. It follows that in the functional approach (1) semantic investigation is confined to the analysis of the difference or sameness of meaning; (2) meaning is understood essentially as the function or the use of linguistic signs. As a matter of fact, this line of semantic investigation is the primary concern, implied or expressed, of all structural linguists.
The referential approach seeks to formulate the essence of meaning by establishing the interdependence between words and things or concepts they denote.
The essential feature of this approach is that it distinguishes between the three components closely connected with meaning: the sound-form, and the actual referent, i. e. that part or that aspect of reality to which the linguistic sign refers. The best known referential model of meaning is the so-called “ basic triangle” (as it was mentioned above) which, with some variations, underlies the semantic systems of all the adherents of this school of thought. In a simplified form the triangle may be represented as shown above, second page, the concept is on the top of the triangle, sound-form [d v] is the left corner and referent is the right corner. As can be seen from the diagram the sound-form of the linguistic sign, e. g. [d v], is connected with our concept of the bird which it denotes and through it with the referent, i. e. the actual bird. The common feature of any referential approach is the implication that meaning is in some form or other connected with the referent.

[bookmark: _Toc318884208]2.3 Types of Meaning
Grammatical meaning. We notice, e. g., that words-forms, such as girls, winters, joys, tables, etc. though denoting widely different objects of reality have something in common. This common element is the grammatical meaning of plurality which can be found in all of them.
Thus grammatical meaning may be defined as the component of meaning recurrent in identical sets of individual forms of different words, as, e. g., the tense meaning in the word-forms of various nouns (girl’s, boy’s, night’s etc).
In a broad sense it may be argued that linguists who make a distinction between lexical and grammatical meaning are in fact, making a distinction between the functional meaning which operates at various levels as the interrelation of various linguistic units and referential (conceptual) meaning as the interrelation of linguistic units and referents (or concepts).
In modern linguistic science it is commonly held that some elements of grammatical meaning can be identified by the position if the linguistic unit in relation to other linguistic units, i. e. by its distribution. Word-forms ‘speaks, reads, writes’ have one and the same grammatical meaning as they can all be found in identical distribution, e. g. only after the pronouns ‘he, she, it’ and before adverbs like’ well, badly, to-day etc. it follows that a certain component of the meaning of the word is described when you identify it as a part of speech, since different parts of speech are distributionally different.
	Lexical meaning. Comparing word-forms of one and the same word we observe that besides grammatical meaning, there is another component of meaning to be found in them. Unlike the grammatical meaning this component is identical in all the forms of the word thus e. g. the word-forms ‘go, goes, went, going, gone’ possess different grammatical meanings of tense, person and so on, but in each of these forms we find one and the same semantic component denoting the process of movement. This is the lexical meaning of the word which may be described as the component of meaning proper to the word as a linguistic unit, i. e. recurrent in all the forms of this word. /Ginsburg p.30/
The difference between the lexical and the grammatical components of meaning is not to be sought in the different of the concepts underlying the two types of meaning but rather in the way they are conveyed the concept of plurality, e. g., may be expressed by the lexical meaning of the world plurality, it may also be expressed in the forms of various words irrespective of their lexical meaning, e. g. ‘boys, girls, balls, joys, etc. The concept of relation may be expressed by the lexical meaning of the word relation and also by any of the prepositions, e. g. ‘in, on, behind, under, etc.
It follows that by lexical meaning we designate the meaning proper to the given linguistic unit in all its forms and distributions, while by grammatical meaning we designate the meaning proper to sets of word-forms common to all words of a certain class. Both the lexical and the grammatical meaning make up the word-meaning, as neither can exist without order.
That can be also observed in the semantic analysis of correlated words in different languages. E. g. the Russian word "сведения" is not semantically identical with the English equivalent “information” because unlike the Russian "сведения" the English word doesn’t possess the grammatical meaning f plurality which is part of the semantic structure of the Russian word.
	Lexical meaning is not homogenous and includes denotational and connotational components. The functions of words are to denote things, concepts and so on. Users of a language cannot have any knowledge or thought of the objects or phenomena of the real world around them unless this knowledge is ultimately embodied in words which have essentially the same meaning for all speakers of that language. This is the denotational meaning, i. e. that component of the lexical meaning which makes communication possible. There is no doubt that a physicist knows more about the atom than a singer does, or that a cooker possesses a much deeper knowledge of how to prepare for example shrimps than a person who cannot cook professionally. Nevertheless they use the words atom, shrimps, etc. and understand each other.
The second component of the lexical meaning is the connotational component, i. e. the emotive charge and the stylistic value of the word.
Emotive charge is one of the objective semantic features proper to words as linguistic units and forms a part of the connotational component of meaning. The emotive charge varies in different word-classes. In some of them, in interjection, e. g., the emotive element prevails, whereas in conjunctions the emotive charge is as a rule practically non-existence.
Words differ not only in their emotive charge but also in their stylistic reference and subdivided into literary, neutral and colloquial layers.
The greater part of the literary layer of Modern English vocabulary are words of general use, possessing no specific stylistic reference and known as neutral words. Against the background of neutral words we can distinguish two major subgroups - standard colloquial words and literary or bookish words. ‘Parent, father, dad’. In comparison with the word father which is stylistically neutral, dad stands out as colloquial and parent is felt as bookish. Or chum-friend, rot-nonsense, etc.

[bookmark: _Toc318884211]2.4 Semantic Structure of polysemantic words
It is generally known that most words convey several concepts and thus possess the corresponding number of meanings. A word having several meanings is called polysemantic, and the ability of words to have more than one meaning is described by the term polysemy.
Polysemy is certainly not an anomaly. Most English words are polysemantic. It should be noted that the wealth of expressive resources of a language largely depends on the degree to which polysemy has developed in the language. Sometimes people who are not very well informed in linguistic matters claim that a language is lacking in words if the need arises for the same word to be applied to several different phenomena. In actual fact, it is exactly the opposite: if each word is found to be capable of conveying at least two concepts instead of one, the expressive potential of the whole vocabulary increases twofold. Hence, a well-developed polysemy is a great advantage in a language.
On the other hand, it should be pointed out that the number of sound combinations that human speech organs can produce is limited. Therefore at a certain stage of language development the production of new words by morphological means is limited as well, and polysemy becomes increasingly important for enriching the vocabulary. From this, it should be clear that the process of enriching the vocabulary does not consist merely in adding new words to it, but, also, in the constant development of polysemy.
The system of meanings of any polysemantic word develops gradually, mostly over the centuries, as more and more new meanings are added to old ones, or oust some of them. So the complicated processes of polysemy development involve both the appearance of new meanings and the loss of old ones. Yet, the general tendency with English vocabulary at the modern stage of its history is to increase the total number of its meanings and in this way to provide for a quantitative and qualitative growth of the language's expressive resources.
When analysing the semantic structure of a polysemantic word, it is necessary to distinguish between two levels of analysis. On the first level, the semantic structure of a word is treated as a system of meanings. For example, the semantic structure of the noun “fire" could be roughly presented by this scheme (only the most frequent meanings are given):



The above scheme suggests that meaning (I) holds a kind of dominance over the other meanings conveying the concept in the most general way whereas meanings (II) - (V) are associated with special circumstances, aspects and instances of the same phenomenon.
Meaning (I) (generally referred to as the main meaning) presents the centre of the semantic structure of the word holding it together. It is mainly through meaning (I) that meanings (II) - (V) (they are called secondary meanings) can be associated with one another, some of them exclusively through meaning (I) - the main meaning, as, for instance, meanings (IV) and (V).
It would hardly be possible to establish any logical associations between some of the meanings of the noun “bar” except through the main meaning:
				     Bar, n



Meaning's (II) and (III) have no logical links with one another whereas each separately is easily associated with meaning (I): meaning (II) through the traditional barrier dividing a court-room into two parts; meaning (III) through the counter serving as a kind of barrier between the customers of a pub and the barman.
Yet, it is not in every polysemantic word that such a centre can be found. Some semantic structures are arranged on a different principle. In the following list of meanings of the adjective “dull" one can hardly hope to find a generalized meaning covering and holding together the rest of the semantic structure.
Dull, adj.
1. A dull book, a dull film - uninteresting, monotonous, boring.
2. A dull student - slow in understanding, stupid.
3. Dull weather, a dull day, a dull colour - not clear or bright.
4. A dull sound - not loud or distinct.
5. A dull knife - not sharp.
6. Trade is dull - not active.
7. Dull eyes (arch.) - seeing badly.
8. Dull ears (arch.) - hearing badly.
There is something that all these seemingly miscellaneous meanings have in common, and that is the implication of deficiency, be it of colour (m. III), wits (m. II), interest (m. I), sharpness (m. V), etc. The implication of insufficient quality, of something lacking, can be clearly distinguished in each separate meaning.
Dull, adj.
1. Uninteresting - deficient in interest or excitement.
2. Stupid - deficient in intellect.
3. Not bright - deficient in light or colour.
4. Not loud - deficient in sound.
5. Not sharp - deficient in sharpness.
6. Not active - deficient in activity.
7. Seeing badly - deficient in eyesight.
8. Hearing badly - deficient in hearing.
The transformed scheme of the semantic structure of “dull" clearly shows that the centre holding together the complex semantic structure of this word is not one of the meanings but a certain component that can be easily singled out within each separate meaning.
On the second level of analysis of the semantic structure of a word: each separate meaning is a subject to structural analysis in which it may be represented as sets of semantic components.
The scheme of the semantic structure of “dull" shows that the semantic structure of a word is not a mere system of meanings, for each separate meaning is subject to further subdivision and possesses an inner structure of its own.
Therefore, the semantic structure of a word should be investigated at both these levels:
1) of different meanings,
2) of semantic components within each separate meaning. For a monosemantic word (i. e. a word with one meaning) the first level is naturally excluded.
[bookmark: _Toc318884212]2.5 Types of Semantic Components
The leading semantic component in the semantic structure of a word is usually termed denotative component (also, the term referential component may be used). The denotative component expresses the conceptual content of a word.
The following list presents denotative components of some English adjectives and verbs:
Denotative components
lonely, adj. - alone, without company …
notorious, adj. - widely known
celebrated, adj. - widely known
to glare, v. - to look
to glance, v. - to look
to shiver, v. - to tremble
to shudder, v. - to tremble
It is quite obvious that the definitions given in the right column only partially and incompletely describe the meanings of their corresponding words. They do not give a more or less full picture of the meaning of a word. To do it, it is necessary to include in the scheme of analysis additional semantic components which are termed connotations or connotative components.



The above examples show how by singling out denotative and connotative components one can get a sufficiently clear picture of what the word really means. The schemes presenting the semantic structures of “glare”, “shiver”, “shudder” also show that a meaning can have two or more connotative components.
The given examples do not exhaust all the types of connotations but present only a few: emotive, evaluative connotations, and also connotations of duration and of cause.
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2.6 The meaning and Polysemy
	We became more profound in studying of meaning. We discussed the concept of meaning, different types of word-meanings and the changes they undergo in the course of the historic development of the English language. Analysing the semantic structure of the word we can see that words as the rule don’t have only single meaning. They are called monosemantic words, i. e. words have only one meaning are few in their amount, they are from science, scientific terms. But all the rest of English words are polysemantic, it means they don’t have only one single meaning, they possess more than one meaning. The real number of meanings of the commonly used words ranges from five to about a hundred. In fact, the commoner the word the more meanings it has.
The word “polysemy" means “plurality of meanings” it exists only in the language, not in speech.
Different meanings of a polysemantic word may come together due to the proximity of notions which they express. E. g. the word “blanket” has the following meanings: a woolen covering used on beds, a covering for keeping a horse warm, a covering of any kind /a blanket of snow/, covering all or most cases /used attributively/, e. g. we can say “a blanket insurance policy”.
There are some words in the language which are monosemantic, such as most terms, /synonym, molecule, bronchitis/, some pronouns /this, my, both/, numerals.
There are two processes of the semantic development of a word: radiation and concatenation. In cases of radiation the primary meaning stands in the centre and the secondary meanings proceed out of it like rays. Each secondary meaning can be traced to the primary meaning. E. g. in the word “face" the primary meaning denotes “the front part of the human head”. Connected with the front position the meanings: the front part of a watch, the front part of a building, the front part of a playing card were formed. Connected with the word “face" itself the meanings: expression of the face, outward appearance are formed.
In cases of concatenation secondary meanings of a word develop like a chain. In such cases it is difficult to trace some meanings to the primary one. E. g. in the word “crust” the primary meaning “hard outer part of bread" developed a secondary meaning “hard part of anything /a pie, a cake/”, then the meaning ”harder layer over soft snow” was developed, then “a sullen gloomy person”, then “impudence” were developed. Here the last meanings have nothing to do with the primary ones. In such cases homonyms appear in the language. It is called the split of polysemy.
In most cases in the semantic development of a word both ways of semantic development are combined.

[bookmark: _Toc318884214]2.7 Two approaches to the study of polysemy
	There are two principle approaches in linguistic science to the study of language material: synchronic and diachronic. With regard to Special lexicology the synchronic approach is concerned with the vocabulary of a language as it exists at a given time. It’s Special Descriptive lexicology that deals with the vocabulary and vocabulary units of a particular language at a certain time.
The diachronic approach in terms of Special lexicology deals with the changes in the development of vocabulary in the course of time. It is Special Historical lexicology that deals with the evaluation of the vocabulary units of a language as the time goes by.
The two approaches shouldn’t be set one against the other. In fact, they are interconnected and interrelated because every linguistic structure and system exists in a state of constant development so that the synchronic state of a language system is a result of a long process of linguistic evaluation, of its historical development. Closely connected with the Historical lexicology is Contrastive and Comparative lexicology whose aims are to study the correlation between the vocabularies of two or more languages and find out the correspondences between the vocabulary units of the languages under comparison. Lexicology studies various lexical units. They are: morphemes, words, variable word-groups and phraseological units. We proceed from the assumption that the word is the basic unit of the language system, the largest on morphological and the smallest on syntactic plane of linguistic analyses. The word is a structural and semantic entity within the language system. The word as well as any linguistic sign is a two-faced unit possessing both form and content or, to be more exact, sound-form & meaning.
e. g. boy – [boi]
When used in actual speech the word undergoes certain modification and functions in one of its forms. The system showing a word in all its word-forms is called a paradigm. The lexical meaning of a word is the same throughout the paradigm. The grammatical meaning varies from one form to another. Therefore when we speak on any word as used in actual speech we use the term “word" conventionally because what is manifested in the utterances is not a word as a whole but one of its forms which is identified as belonging to the definite paradigm. Words as a whole are to be found in the dictionary (showing the paradigm n - noun, v - verb, etc). There are two approaches to the paradigm: as a system of forms of one word revealing the differences & the relationships between them.
e. g.       to see – saw -  seen – seeing
( different forms have different relations )
In abstraction from concrete words the paradigm is treated as a pattern on which every word of one part of speech models its forms, thus serving to distinguish one part of speech from another.

             -s     -‘s      -s’                                        -ed       -ing
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                nouns, of-phrases                                  verbs 

Besides the grammatical forms of words there are lexical varieties which are called “variants" of words. Words seldom possess only one meaning, but used in speech each word reveals only that meaning which is required.
e. g. to learn at school to make a dress
to learn about smth. ⁄smbd. to make smbd. do smth.
These are lexico-semantic variants.
There are also phonetic and morphological variants.
e. g. “often” can be pronounced in two ways, though the sound-form is slightly changed, the meaning remains unchangeable. We can build the forms of the word “to dream" in different ways:
to dream - dreamt - dreamt
dreamed-dreamed
These are morphological variants. The meaning is the same but the model is different.
Like words-forms variants of words are identified in the process of communication as making up one and the same word. Thus, within the language system the word exists as a system and unity of all its forms and variants.

[bookmark: _Toc318884217]2.8 Meaning and Context
	It’s important that there is sometimes a chance of misunderstanding when a polysemantic word is used in a certain meaning but accepted by a listener or reader in another.
It is common knowledge that context prevents from any misunderstanding of meanings. For instance, the adjective “dull”, if used out of context, would mean different things to different people or nothing at all. It is only in combination with other words that it reveals its actual meaning: “a dull pupil”, “a dull play”, “dull weather”, etc. Sometimes, however, such a minimum context fails to reveal the meaning of the word, and it may be correctly interpreted only through a second-degree context as in the following example: “The man was large, but his wife was even fatter”. The word “fatter" here serves as a kind of indicator pointing that “large” describes a stout man and not a big one.
Current research in semantics is largely based on the assumption that one of the more promising methods of investigating the semantic structure of a word is by studying the word's linear relationships with other words in typical contexts, i. e. its combinability or collocability.
Scholars have established that the semantics of words which regularly appear in common contexts are correlated and, therefore, one of the words within such a pair can be studied through the other.
They are so intimately correlated that each of them casts, as it were, a kind of permanent reflection on the meaning of its neighbor. If the verb “to compose" is frequently used with the object “music”, so it is natural to expect that certain musical associations linger in the meaning of the verb “to composed”.
Note, also, how closely the negative evaluative connotation of the adjective “notorious” is linked with the negative connotation of the nouns with which it is regularly associated: “a notorious criminal”, “thief”, “gangster", “gambler”, “gossip”, “liar”, “miser”, etc.
All this leads us to the conclusion that context is a good and reliable key to the meaning of the word.
It’s a common error to see a different meaning in every new set of combinations. For instance: “an angry man”, “an angry letter”. Is the adjective “angry” used in the same meaning in both these contexts or in two different meanings? Some people will say "two" and argue that, on the one hand, the combinability is different (“man" - -name of person; “letter" - name of object) and, on the other hand, a letter cannot experience anger. True, it cannot; but it can very well convey the anger of the person who wrote it. As to the combinability, the main point is that a word can realize the same meaning in different sets of combinability. For instance, in the pairs “merry children”, “merry laughter”, “merry faces”, “merry songs" the adjective “merry” conveys the same concept of high spirits.
The task of distinguishing between the different meanings of a word and the different variations of combinability is actually a question of singling out the different denotations within the semantic structure of the word.
1) a sad woman,
2) a sad voice,
3) a sad story,
4) a sad scoundrel (= an incorrigible scoundrel)
5) a sad night (= a dark, black night, arch. poet.)
Obviously the first three contexts have the common denotation of sorrow whereas in the fourth and fifth contexts the denotations are different. So, in these five contexts we can identify three meanings of “sad”.
	In lexical contexts of primary importance are the lexical groups combined with the polysemantic word under consideration. This can be shown by analysing different lexical contexts in which polysemantic words, e. g. heavy or come, are used. The adjective heavy in isolation is understood as meaning ‘ of great weight, weighty’ (heavy cargo, heavy book, etc.). When combined with the lexical group of words denoting natural phenomena such as wind, storm, snow, etc., it means ‘striking, falling with force, abundant’ as can be seen from the contexts, e. g. heavy rain, wind, snow etc. In combination with the words industry, arms, artillery and the like, heavy has the meaning ‘ the larger kind of something’ as in heavy artillery, etc.
The word come in isolation has primarily the meaning ‘to arrive, move toward, etc. When we join it the lexical group of prepositions we have more meanings we can imagine, even one preposition, for example ‘in’, and we have nine meanings; come in: a) to enter, b) sport to get finish, c) to become fashionable, d) to be found as useful, etc. it acquires the meaning synonymous with the meaning of the verb to be found (to be found somewhere, at finish, in fashion, as useful etc.).
It can be easily observed that the main factor in bringing out this or that individual meaning of the words heavy and to come is the lexical group with which the word in question is combined.
The meanings determined by lexical contexts are sometimes referred to as lexically bound meanings which imply that such meanings are to be found only in certain lexical contexts. 
	In grammatical contexts it is the grammatical structure of the context that serves to determine various individual meanings of a polysemantic word. One of the meanings of the verb make, e. g. ‘to force,’ is found only in the grammatical context possessing the structure to make smb to do smth or in simpler terms this particular meaning occurs only if the verb make is followed by a noun and the infinitive of some other verb (to make smb laugh, go, write, etc.). Another meaning of this verb ‘ to become’, to turn out to be’ is observed in the contexts of a different structure, e. g. make followed by an adjective and a noun (to make a good wife, a good teacher, etc.).
In a number of contexts, however, we find that both the lexical and grammatical aspects should be taken into consideration. The grammatical structure of the context although indicative of the difference between the meaning of the word in this structure and the meaning of the same word in a different grammatical structure may be insufficient to indicate in which of its individual meaning of the word in question is used. If we compare the contexts of different grammatical structures, e. g. to take+noun and to take to+noun, we can safely assume that they represent different meanings of the verb to take, but it is only when we specify the lexical context, i. e. the lexical group with which the verb is combined in the structure to take+noun (to take tea; books; the bus) that we can say that the context determines the meaning.

2.9 Translation of Polysemantic Words
Polysemy is the existence within one word of several connected meanings. These meanings appeared as a result of the development and changes of its original meaning. In the translation process, a translator can come across some difficulties. Below, several examples in English are given on this topic:
The word “man” has eleven meanings in modern English: 
1) odam; 2) advokat; 3) erkak; 4) qo’rqmas odam; 5) odamiylik;                            6) xizmatkor; 7) ishchi; 8) er; 9) dengizchilar; 10) vassal; 11) piyoda (shaxmatda).

The word “room” has 3 meanings: 
1) xona; 2) joy; 3) qulaylik.
The word “new” has 8 meanings: 1) yangi; 2) boshqa; 3) yaqinda keltirilgan; 4) uzib olingan (meva); 5) zamonaviy; 6) ilg’or; 7)   qayto topilgan;                                    8) begona.
«Paint» has 7 meanings: 1. bo’yamoq; 2. bo’yoq bilan tizmoq;                                3. tasvirlamoq; 4. bo’yab ko’rsatmoq; 5. bo’yanmoq; 6. mast bo’lmoq;                           7. surtmoq. 
“Picture” has 9 meanings:
1.  surat;
2.  nusxa;
3.  ma’lumot;
4.  rang-barang tasvir;
5.  chiroyli surat;
6.  kino;
7.  kinematografiya;
8.  amer. asos, tub;
9.  qon rasmi.
For example. She is the picture of her   mother, to form a clear picture of smth, living pictures in the air.

“white”: white cloud – oq bulutlar; white collar amer. – xizmatkor; white hair – oq soch; white lie – aybsiz xato; white house – oq uy; white race – oq yo’l; white whitch; mehribon sehrgar.
The primary meaning of the word “fox” is tulki urg’ochisi but such meanings of this word as tulki juni, birinchi kurs studenti are secondary meanings.
“eye” the primary meaning is ko’z, secondary is nigoh, eshikdagi ko’radigan teshik, igna ko’zi, tugma tikiladigan teshik.
“father” — the primary meaning is ota, secondary is yoshi ulug’ a’zo, qabila boshlig’i,   diniy odam, ruhoniy, etc.
“fish” — the primary meaning is baliq, secondary is sorbet.

1. It is a fox. Here “it” shows that the word “fox” is used in the meaning tulki.
2.  He is a fox. The presence of “he” shows that “fox” is in the meaning of ayyor.
3.  She will fox him. We find the meaning from the position of “fox”. It stands after the auxiliary verb “will” and the direct object “him”. Here it is used in the meaning of aldamoq. 
There are the following examples in Uzbek:
“Kecha” has three meanings:
1. night: moonlight night – oydin kecha.
2. yesterday;
3. soirée: literary soiree – adabiyot kechasi.
“Yechmoq” has three meanings:
1. untie, unbind, undo;
2. settle; solve (masala, muammo);
3. take off. 
“Solmoq” has a lot of meanings:
1. put (down), lay (down);
2. spread;
3. lay out, spread out;
4. direct; 
5. fling (into), plunge (into);
6. arrange, make (esp. scancal);
7. put (into; in);
8. build;
9. strike; 
10. put on;
11. draw;
12. ferment; 
13. levy, etc.
Below, translations of polysemantic words are analyzed whether from English into Uzbek or vice versa.
1. In the first sentence, the Uzbek word o’rganmoq means “to learn”. In the second sentence, o’rganmoq means “to get accustomed”.  
a) U mashina tuzatishni o’rgandi. – He learned to repair the car. 
b) Unga o’rganib qolgan edik. We got accustomed to her.
2. In the following sentences we can see different meanings of the English word turn.  
a) – O’ngga sal qayrilsang, pastga qulaysang. – If you turn right a little you will fall down. 
b) Kampir joy solib berib, chiroqni o’chirdi. – The old woman made a bed and turned off the light.
c) Uni rangi oqarib, tili gapga kelmay qoldi. – He turned pale much and couldn’t speak anything.
d) Inomjon qizarib ketdi, ammo lom-mim deb og’iz ochmadi. – Inomjon turned red, but said nothing.
3. Below, different meanings of the Uzbek word “to’lqinlanmoq” are noticed. 
a) Yuragim to’lqinlanib ketdi. – My heart began to throb. 
b) Shabadada bayroq to’lqinlanmoqda. – The flag is waving in the breeze. 
4. Different meanings of the Uzbek word “tegmoq” are given in the following sentences.
a) Tegmang unga. – Don’t touch her.
b) Fotima erga tegdi. – Fotima got married. 
5. The English word “to operate” has various meanings. Two of them are shown in the following sentences. 
a) Anvar kranni boshqardi. – Anvar operated a crane.
b) Vahobjon tavakkal qilib uni ko’r ichagini operatsiya qildi. – Vahobjon took a risk and operated on him for blind gut.    
CONCLUSION
Language tends to change in time and space. These universal characteristics of language are permanent interest of scholarship. The most important function of any language is to carry the meaning. But as we know not only the sound-form but also the meaning of the word is changed in the course of historical development of a language. It happened under the influence of many factors. Change of meaning is affected through association between the existing meaning and the new one. This association is generally based on the similarity or the contiguity of meanings. Due to numeral changes of meaning such a phenomenon as multiplicity of word meanings or polysemy appeared.
In my investigation, I touched upon not only translation of polysemantic words but also the problem of polysemy in diachronic and synchronic dimensions. Diachronic approach considers polysemy as historical change in the semantic structure of the word resulting in new meanings being added to the ones already existing and in the rearrangement of these meanings in its semantic structure. At the same time synchronic one understands it as a co-existence of the various meanings of the same word at a certain historical period and the arrangement of these meanings in the semantic structure of the word. As the semantic structure is never static the relationship between the diachronic and synchronic evaluation of individual meanings of the same word may be different in different periods of the historical development of language. Diachronic and synchronic ties are closely interconnected as the new meanings are understood thanks to their motivation by the older meanings.
Polysemy is characteristic of most words in many languages. All the lexical and lexico-grammatical variants of the word which are taken together form its semantic structure or semantic paradigm. The phenomenon of polysemy was broadly investigated in the historical development of the language. The word “polysemy” comes from Latin, but the roots of the concept of polysemy lie in Greek philosophy.
Polysemy is inherent in the very nature of words and concepts as every object and every notion has many features and a concept reflected in a word always contains a generalisation of several traits of the object. Some of these traits or components of meaning are common with other objects. Hence the possibility of using the same name in secondary nomination for objects possessing common features which are sometimes only implied in the original meaning. A word when acquiring new meaning or meanings may also retain, and most often retains the previous meaning.
This research also highlights the significance of polysemy both in grammar and in translation. Most grammatical forms are polysemantic. It is sometimes maintained that the case of grammatical polysemy can be observed in various structural meanings inherent in the given form, one of them being always invariable, found in any context of the use of the form. The semantic structure of polysemantic words is not homogeneous as far as the status of individual meaning is concerned. Some meanings are representatives of the word in isolation, others are perceived only in certain contexts. Context is a minimal stretch of speech necessary to determine individual meanings. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]In the conclusion, I can say that the problem of polysemy may cause difficulties during the translation or communication. To overcome them pupils need to see and practice words in context, since it is the context that allows them to understand the meaning of the word.
The problem of polysemy is mainly the problem of interrelation and interdependence of various meanings of the same word. Even it is the object of confusion and one of the most controversial problems in linguistics. It is of great importance in studying English as it presents the diverse meanings of expressive layer. 
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APPENDIX
English polysemantic words
man – 1) odam; 2) advokat; 3) erkak; 4) qo’rqmas odam; 5) odamiylik;                            6) xizmatkor; 7) ishchi; 8) er; 9) dengizchilar; 10) vassal; 11) piyoda (shaxmatda).
room – 1) xona; 2) joy; 3) qulaylik.
new – 1) yangi; 2) boshqa; 3) yaqinda keltirilgan; 4) uzib olingan (meva);             5) zamonaviy; 6) ilg’or; 7)   qayto topilgan; 8) begona.
paint – 1) bo’yamoq; 2) bo’yoq bilan tizmoq) 3. Tasvirlamoq) 4. bo’yab ko’rsatmoq; 5) bo’yanmoq; 6) mast bo’lmoq; 7) surtmoq. 
picture – 1)  surat; 2)  nusxa; 3)  ma’lumot; 4)  rang-barang tasvir;                            5)  chiroyli surat; 6)  kino; 7)  kinematografiya; 8)  amer. asos, tub; 9)  qon rasmi.
white –  white cloud – oq bulutlar; white collar amer. – xizmatkor; white hair – oq soch; white lie – aybsiz xato; white house – oq uy; white race – oq yo’l; white whitch; mehribon sehrgar.
eye – 1) ko’z; 2) nigoh; 3) eshikdagi ko’radigan teshik; 4) igna ko’zi, tugma tikiladigan teshik.
father – 1) ota; 2) yoshi ulug’ a’zo; 3) qabila boshlig’i; 4) diniy odam,                  5) ruhoniy.
fish –1) baliq; 2) sorbet.

Uzbek polysemantic words
kecha – 1) night; 2) yesterday; 
yechmoq – 1) untie, unbind, undo; 2_ settle; solve; 3) take off. 
solmoq – 1) put (down), lay (down); 2) spread; 3) lay out, spread out;                      4) direct; 5) fling (into), plunge (into); 6) arrange, make (esp. scancal); 7. put (into; in); 8) build; 9) strike; 10) put on; 11) draw; 12) ferment; 13) levy, etc.
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