CRSS wk 10 Seminar Sheet — Sadulaev, ‘One Swallow Doesn’t Make a Summer’
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Task 1
Read the passage above. Comment on:
i) The combination of ethnography and reportage: how are they combined and what is the effect? How does the story of Sunny Danghi change the account of the atrocity in Samashki?
ii) Why does the author choose to concentrate on someone who is mentally ill (a ‘mad’ person) in this episode, and in two other cases that precede it?

Task 2
On the basis of your reading of the above passage, or the story as a whole, do you agree with the author’s statement, below, that he is not writing from the Chechen perspective, but from a ‘common’ perspective? Why do you think he say this?
 
Sadulaev:
I don’t like it when my texts are perceived as ‘the view from the other side,’ Sadulaev finished his story with a direct address to the readers – Because there is no ‘other side.’ There is only one side, everyone’s. There is a conceptual misunderstanding, a mixing up of positions. Or rather the construction of an opposition that doesn’t exist: ‘Chechens and Russians, them and us, our own and the others.’ Try, when you read the story, to rid yourself of the expectation that ‘they’ are writing about ‘us.’ Remember that it is ‘we’ writing about ‘ourselves.’

[bookmark: _GoBack]Alla Latynina (critic, writing about the above)
This is very politically correct, but doesn’t square with the content of the story. The opposition is after all stated by the author and not the reader. Yet Sadulaev’s great achievement is precisely the fact that the reader is filled with sympathy and empathy for the inhabitants of the far-off of previously alien Shali, the war catches in their own homes. 



Task 3. Analysing the extracts below:
i) explain ways in which iWood’s quote might illustrate ‘a sense that time itself had been confounded’
ii) what are the effects (intended or not) of this play with temporal perspective

Wood
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Task 4. The migrant experience in Russia
Comment on:
i) The attitudes to belonging expressed: Chechen, Russian, Soviet
ii) To what extent is this a universal migrant experience and to what extent specific?
iii) Gender in the passage
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The stories are pervaded by a sense that
time itself has been confounded, or that
the available tenses are no longer up to the
task: “there is no past, no future; the present
slides past on a razor blade of momentari-
ness”. This scrambling of temporalities
reflects the confusion sown by the wars and
by the end of the Soviet order a few years
earlier, a combination of traumas which, for
Sadulaev’s generation, did more than render
the past irretrievable: it made it seem
inconceivable. In an arresting metaphor, the
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I remember what never was, and sometimes I remember what is

merely to comle. Such memory is called madness.




image7.png
The midwife beat me about the face for a long time, shouting:
‘’'m not going to lose you, I will have you breathe.” Though I don’t
remember that. Like I don’t remember the moment when I first
convulsively swallowed in this life’s air and cried, mournfully,
inconsolably. [I don’t remember that. But I remember something
clse. The lives of ancestors, the flight of swallows, the mountains
and steppe —[and even the future, only someone else’s. Because
then — then everything became mixed up. Perhaps some of my brain
neurons died, and those which remained meshed together in an
unfathomabld, unprecedented formation. And it became quite
impossible to tell whose each memory was, who was doing the

remembering
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Once more I write. Once more it is winter, it is cold, and I write.
Now I write plenty. I know: it is disjointed, sketchy, fitful, jumbled,
fragmented, broken. There is no central plot. It is hard to read
prose like this, right? Easier to read linear prose. Prose that makes
you want to turn the pages to find out what happened next.

And what happened next?

Nothing happened next. Once more itwas winterand then spring
in the city where no swallows lived. Once more I write. The wheel

of my time has no spokes. Just a heavy, cast disc.
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There are the Chechens married to their tribeswomen, who speak
their native tongue, take their children twice a year to Chechnya
and, setting off, refer to it as ‘going home’. They don’t call the
place where they live now home, even if it’s their own property,
purchased or granted during privatisation. Yet they are dwindling
in number. The new generation befriends Russian girls, visits night-

clubs, and does not mean to return to the village.
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And then there are those of us who lost our roots long ago, even
before the wars began. We drift ‘like a cloud rent by the wind,
finding shelter in neither this world nor the other’.?

There we have become outsiders, yet we will never be insiders
here.

We wouldn’t even remember — we would have forgotten long
ago — that we’re Chechen, but they keep reminding us. Russia does
its utmost to forge the Chechens into a genuine nation, united and
monolithic, and each fledgling who falls out of the nest is shoved
straight back in.

If we forget, then they’ll show us our very own passports. In my
old Soviet passport, under ‘Ethnic Origin’ it said: ‘Chechen’. Lest I
forget. In my new Russian passport there’s no section headed ‘Ethnic
Origin’. Yet nothing has changed. The very first page shows my place
of birth: the Chechen Republic. That’s not correct. There was no such
Chechen Republic when Iwas born. Iwas born in the Chechen-Ingush
Autonomous Soviet Socialist Republic, in an area of the USSR, run,
like all the other areas, by the regional committee of the Communist
Party of the USSR. At the time we were taught that we belonged to
one great nation called the Soviet People. And we believed it. We set
off for the institutes of Moscow and Leningrad — the great cities of
our great motherland — then stayed there. But now we’re taught that

we are Chechens. And this vast country has suddenly become foreign.
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Shali was not alone in having mad people. In another adminis-
trative centre, Urus-Martan, lived blissful Dangi. Dangi was tall,
with hair as fiery as the sun. They called him Malkh Dangi, Sunny
Dangi. Dangi lived on his own, didn’t marry and had no chil-
dren. He worked as a nightwatchman at the state farm, sleeping
by day, unless there was a funeral. Funerals were Sunny Dangi’s
real work. When a Chechen dies, a funeral ceremony is held, a
tezet. All the relatives of the deceased and the elderly folk from
his village assemble. The body is buried immediately, that same
day, then the ceremony is held after the funeral, in the yard of
the deceased. The men and the women sit apart. Mutton is boiled
up and offered to all the mourners. They perform a zikr — a Sufi

prayer.
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Dangi went to all the tezets in Urus-Martan and he joined in
all the zikrs. He lived modestly, most days eating siskal, maize
cakes, washing them down with sweet or sour milk. But at a
tezet there was always plenty of meat. Dangi loved going to tezets.
During the wakes Sunny Dangi behaved quietly and calmly; like
all the men, he stood to greet people entering, conducted con-
versations befitting the occasion. But during the zikrs Dangi was
always the first to fall into ecstasy and would sit for hours
mumbling something unintelligible, rocking his head, crying
out from time to time: ‘Allah Akbar’ - ‘God is Great!’

When the war started, Dangi gave up going to work, and would
wander all day long through the village wearing a drifting smile.

He would tell everyone he passed that soon there would be lots of
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funerals and he needed to geta good night's sleep so he could si
through the wakes. He no longer needed to work, because now h
would eat his fill of meat every day.

Then one day Dangi put on his best clothes and left the village
He had never gone anywhere before, and people asked him: ‘Where
are you off to, Malkh Dangi?’

“To Samashki,’ Dangi told them. I have lots of work to do in
Samashki, they are digging hundreds of graves there, and they’ll
hold a tezet like I never saw in all my lifel’

Poor Dangi, thought the people of Urus-Martan, what a goose
this war has turned him into. The Russian checkpoint near Urys-
Martan allowed Dangi through: ‘Let him pass, the fruitcake. Mind
you, he’ll deactivate the mines along the road.’ From Urus-Martan
to Samashki is fifteen miles; Dangi went by foot and told everyone
he passed on his way: ‘'m off to Samashki, there they will hold a
great tezet because they’re going to bury hundreds of people. How
could Dangi pass up a tezet like that? Afterwards, they’ll bury Dangi
100, and all of you must come.’ So Sunny Dangi invited people to
his own funeral.

The Russians entered Samashki. They killed everyone: men,
women, the elderly and children, They showered grenades upon
the houses. In the schoolyard, from the poplars overlooking the
blind windows of empty classrooms, they hanged the younger
schoolchildren, then they charred the little corpses with their
flamethrowers. And theywrote on the brick wall: ‘Museum Exhibit:
Chechnya’s Future’. In the course of a single day, over two hundred
graves appeared in Samashki’s cemetery.

ButDangi didn’t make it to the teze, On the outskirts of Samashki
hewas stopped atanother Russian checkpoint. The soldiers accused

him of being a combatant, said he was feigning insanity. They beat

SR
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Dangi, they shoved needles under his nails, but Dangi cried out:
‘Allah Akbar’ + ‘God is Great!’ Dangi fell into a trance, like at the
zikr, and the so|diers became more and more enraged. They tortured
him to death 4nd flung his corpse out on to the road. The people
of Urus-Martan collected Sunny Dangi’s body and they buried it.
Many attended his funeral — hundreds, even thousands! After all,
everyone alreafly knew that Dangi’s funeral would be soon: he had

told them so Jimself.





