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Story of a young Kyrgyz woman who in spite of obsolete patriarchal customs and traditions
boldly goes towards love. Her demeanor in the house of her husband, whom she did not love, it
was something that, for all its modesty distinguishes it from peers and relatives. The humble,
hard-working Daniyar, returning from the front of disability, Jamila found another able to
understand it, a man worthy of a great love.

Few love stories show the radiating implications of love as remarkably and specifically as this
beautiful story of Aitmatov. The story moves slowly like many layers of clouds passing over
during a brilliant sunset. But the story also impresses us with love's weight and burden. It is not
light as a cloud, and its coloring is not all pastel. One may experience it and even think about it
prematurely and naively, but eventually one will discover its poundage and range like an artist
honing native talent through experience and education. -- From the PREFACE, by Thomas
Moore --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorCHINGIZ
AITMATOV, PEOPLE'S WRITER OF KYRGYZSTAN. VETERINARIAN, RESEARCHER AT AN
INSTITUTE FOR LIVESTOCK BREEDING. GRADUATE OF THE GORKY LITERARY
INSTITUTE IN MOSCOW. HIS NOVEL JAMILA ACHIEVED FOR HIM THE BREAKTHROUGH
TO WORLWIDE RENOWN. TODAY MANY OF HIS WORKS HAVE BEEN TRANSLATED INTO
MORE THAN 100 LANUAGES. HE IS THE FOUNDER OF THE ISSYK-KUL FORUM FOR
SCIENTISTS, WRITERS AND CULTURALISTS, AND THE RECIPEINT OF SEVERAL
NATIONAL AND INTERNATIONAL AWARDS FOR HIS WORKS. CURRENTLY HE IS THE
KYRGYZSTAN AMBASSADOR TO BELGIUM. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.
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Jamilaby Chingiz AitmatovTranslated by Fainna GlagolevaOnce again I find myself in front of the
small painting in a simple frame. Tomorrow morning I leave for the village, and I gaze long and
intently at the canvas, as if it can give me a word of advice for the journey ahead.It has never
been exhibited. Moreover, when relatives from home come to visit, I make sure it is out of sight.
There is nothing to be ashamed of, though it is not really a work of art. It is as plain as the earth
depicted in it.The background is a patch of bleak autumn sky with the wind chasing fast-moving
skewbald clouds over the far mountain range. The russet wormwood-covered steppe, a road
black and damp from the recent rains, and the dry broken bushes of needle glass crowding at
the roadside form the foreground. The footprints of two travellers follow a washed-out dirt road.
Their tracks appear ever fainter as the road dwindles in the distance. It seems that if they were to
take another step, they would disappear behind the frame. One of them.... However, I'm
forestalling events.It all happened when I was still a boy. It was the third year of war. Somewhere
far away, at Kursk and Orel, our fathers and brothers battled the enemy, while we, lads of fifteen,
worked on the collective farm. Our skinny young shoulders had to carry the full brunt of a grown
man's job. Harvest time was the hardest of all. We were away from home for weeks on end,
spending our days and nights in the field, at the threshing-floor, or on the road to the railway
station, delivering the grain.Driving my empty trap back from the station on one such scorching
day, when our scythes seemed red-hot from reaping, I decided to stop off at home.At the very
end of the street, on a hillock near the ford, are two houses with a stout adobe wall around them
and tall poplars growing beyond the wall. These are our houses. For many years our families
have lived side by side. I was from the Big House. I had two brothers, both older than I, both
bachelors, both away, at the front, and there had been no word from either for it long time.My
father was an old carpenter. After, saying his mourning prayer at dawn he went to work in the
carpentry shop in the common yard, where he stayed till late in the evening.My mother and little
sister remained at home.Our close relatives lived in the neighbouring yard, known to the
villagers as the Small House. Our great-grandfathers or great-greatgrandfathers were brothers,
but I call them close relatives because we lived as one family. It had been so since the time our
people had been nomads, when our great-grandfathers used to break camp and round up their
cattle together. We kept this tradition alive. When our village was collectivised, our, fathers built
their houses side by side. Actually, we were all fellowtribesmen--the whole of Aralskaya Street,
stretching the length of the village to the river, was inhabited by our kinsfolk.Soon after we joined
the collective farm, the master of the Small House died, leaving a widow and two small sons.
According to the old custom of tribal law which was still adhered to in the village at the time, it
was forbidden to let a widow who had sons leave the tribe, and it was therefore agreed that my
father should marry her. His duty to the spirits of his ancestors compelled him to do this, for he
was the deceased man's closest relative.That is how we came to have a second family. The
Small House was considered an independent household with its own grounds and its own cattle,



but, actually, we lived together.The Small House had also sent two sons off to war. The eldest,
Sadyk, had left soon after he married. We received letters from them, though they were few and
far between.Thus there remained in the Small House the mother, whom I called kichine--
younger mother--and her daughter-in-law, Sadyk's wife. Both worked on the collective farm from
morning till night. My younger mother was kind, complacent and mild-tempered; she kept up with
the younger women in everything, be it in digging the irrigation ditches or in watering the fields.
Fate had rewarded her with a hard-working daughter-in-law. Jamila was a good match for her
mother-in-law; she was indefatigable and nimble, though of a very different temperament.I loved
Jamila dearly. And she loved me. We were great friends, yet we did not dare call each other by
our first names. Had we been from different families, I would have certainly called her Jamila.
However, since she was the wife of my eldest brother, I had to call her djene, while she, in turn,
called me kichine bala--little boy--though I was far from little and there was a very small
difference in our ages. Such was the custom of our villages: daughters-in-law called their
husband's younger brothers kichine bala.My mother managed both households. My little sister,
a funny girl with braids tied with strings, helped her. I shall never forget how hard she worked
during those difficult years. It was she who took the lambs and calves of both houses to pasture;
it was she who gathered dung and dry branches, to always have a supply of fuel in the house. It
was she, my snub-nosed little sister, who brightened my mother's days of loneliness, distracting
her from the gloomy thoughts of her sons who were missing in action.Our large family owed the
prevailing spirit of concord and plenty to my mother's efforts. She was the full-fledged mistress of
both houses, the keeper of the home. She had come into the family of our nomad grandfathers
as a young girl and had always revered their memory, ruling the families justly. The wisdom,
fairness and efficiency with which she ran her home gave her a position of consequence in the
village. At home Mother was in charge of everything. To tell the truth, our fellow-villagers never
considered my father the head of the family. They would often say: "Ah, don't go to the ustaka
(that is our term of respect for a craftsman), all he knows about is his axe. Their Eldest Mother is
in charge of everything. You'll make out much better by going to her."Despite my young years, I
had a say in our household .affairs, which was admissible only because my elder brothers had
gone off to war. More often in jest, but sometimes quite seriously, I was called "the supporter of
the two families", the protector and bread-winner. I was proud of this and felt a deep sense of
responsibility. Besides, my mother encouraged this feeling of responsibility. She wanted me to
become a good farmer, smart and ambitious, not a man like my father, who spent his days
planing and sawing away in silence.Well then, I pulled my trap up in the shade of a willow,
loosened the traces and, heading towards the yard, spied Orozmat, our teamleader. He was on
horseback with his crutch tied to the saddle as always. My mother stood beside him. They were
arguing. As I came closer, I heard my mother say:"Never! Is there no fear of Allah in you? Who
ever heard of a woman delivering sacks of grain in a trap? No, my good man, you leave my
daughter-in-law out of this, let her work as she's been working. I never see the light of day as it is.
You try to keep house in two houses! It's a good thing my daughter's big enough to help now. I



haven't been able to straighten out for a week, my back hurts so. It's as if I've been making felt.
And look at the corn, drying on the stalks without water!" she spoke heatedly while tucking the
end of her turban under her collar, a sign that she was angry."Can't you understand?" Orozmat
cried in despair, as he lurched forward. "Do you think I'd ever come to ask you if I had a leg
instead of this stump? Why, I'd toss the sacks in the trap myself and whip on the horses like I
used to! I know it's not a woman's job, but where am I to get the men? That's why we've decided
to ask the soldiers' wives. You don't want to let your daughter-in-law go, but I can't get the farm
chairman off my neck. The soldiers need bread, and we're disrupting the plan. Can't you
understand that?"I came up to them, dragging my whip along the ground. When the teamleader
noticed me, he beamed, apparently struck by a thought."Well, if you're so concerned about your
daughter-in-law, her kichine bala here won't let anyone get fresh with her." And he pointed to me
happily. "Have no fear! Seit is a fine lad. It's boys like him, our real bread-winners, who always
see us through."My mother did not hear him out."My goodness, just look at yourself, you tramp!"
she wailed, pointing to me. "And your hair is as long as a mane! Your father's a fine one--he can't
even find time to shave his son's head.""Well, then, let the boy rest at home with his parents
today and have his head shaved," Orozmat said in tone with my mother. "Seit, you stay here
today, feed your horses, and tomorrow morning we'll give Jamila a trap. You'll work together. But
mind, you'll be responsible for her! Now, don't worry, baibiche, Seit will take good care of her.
What's more, I'll send Daniyar along with them. You know him, he's a harmless fellow, the one
who was just demobilised. The three of them can deliver the grain to the station, and then who'll
ever dare approach your daughter-in-law? Am I right? What do you say, Seit? We want to make
Jamila a driver, but your mother won't hear of it. You try to persuade her."I was flattered by
Orozmat's praise and by the fact that he had consulted me as he would a grown man. Besides, I
immediately visualised how nice it would be to drive to the station with Jamilla. Putting on a very
grave look, I said to my mother:"Nothing'll happen to her, there are no wolves along the way."
And, casually spitting through my teeth like a regular driver, I sauntered off with an air of
importance, dragging the whip behind me."Listen to him!" my mother cried in surprise.
She,seemed somehow pleased, but immediately added in an angry voice: "What do you know
about wolves, you wise acre!""Well, who should know if not he--he's the supporter of the two
families, and you can be proud of him!" Orozmat said, fearing lest my mother turn stubborn
again.
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Carolien S, “Beautifully written short story. This was an unexpected pleasure. Set in Kyrgystan
during WWII, a wounded soldier comes to the village where Jamila stays. Jamila was married
shortly before the outbreak of the war and her husband is recovering in a hospital far away.
Narrated by her young brother-in-law it tells how he, Jamila and the soldier have to transport
wheat daily to the local station and the romance that unfolds in front of his eyes. Beautifully
written and translated.”

Marilyn Simmons, “A tender love story.. the slow development of the awareness of Jamalia's love
to herself and to the reader was skilful. Nothing had to be spoken.”

hugh hungerford, “a classic. for anyone interested in modern Central Asian history (under the
Russians), this is a wonderful book that most educated people Kazakhstan, Uzbekistan, have
read. Lyrically descriptive and very moving.”

Mary Boyd, “Love story in Afghanistan. This is a short novel or story about a forbidden romance
in Afghanistan between a married woman and a young man who was an impoverished orphan. It
is well written and short- can be read in one hour.”

KazakhVictoria, “The heartache and beauty of life and love.. I thought this book was really well
written and captured the heart of Central Asia and it's people. The honesty of feeling and
emotions was real as well as how the landscape, culture, and individuals interacted with one
another. The hope in finding yourself and being willing to risk everything that is known to reach
for a dream.”

Oreodont, “Finest Love Story. You too will fall in love with Jamila!It is a short love story that also
describes the rich Kyrgyz culture during a specific time frame in recent history. It is simply a
shame that Aitmatov is not more widely read in the United States. I highly recommend Aitmatov
for anyone who truly appreciates the great literature of the world and Central Asian culture.”

Attila, “Excellentl. I love the descriptive way the novel is written. The beautiful landscape
described is so in tune with the emotions of the characters.I would recommend this as a
compelling read to anyone”

Khaled Jhail, “Great Read. Amazing read, very rich and deep writing that reflects both emotions
and cultural background of Kyrgyzstan”

Jordi, “Deliciosa. Novela aparentemente inocente que trata precisamente de la pérdida de la
inocencia y el descubrimiento de la autenticidad por encima de los roles marcados.”



Rahul, “Useful. One should read this”

The book by Loren R. Fisher has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 31 people have provided feedback.
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