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IIyremectrBus 3a [Ipepenst Kocmogpoma

Ilymewecmeus 3a [Ipedeavt Kocmoopoma 310 BhICTaBKa pororpacuit
Y KOPOTKHUX PacCKa30B, CO3IAHHBIX B COTPYAHUYECTBE C TIOAPOCTKAMHU
BbImyckaromumucst u3 JIerckoro [Toma Nel ropopga AKKOJIb B
KazaxcTane, B HEIpOCTOE 1 HEONpeeJeHHOe Oyayliee.

Akxkonbckuil [erckuii [JoM HaXOIUTCS PSIIOM CO CITY THUKOBBIM TOJIEM,
KOTOpPO€ B3aUMOJIEVICTBYET C paKeTaMM, 3aIyCKAeMbIX C KOCMOJIpOMa
Kazaxcrana u aeTsmye K MexXnyHapogHO KOCMUYECKON CTaHLUH.

B teuenue neta 2015 ropa, iecsiTh NOAPOCTKOB YYaCTBOBAJIM B
MICbMEHHOM, BU/IEO U (pOTO ceMMrHapax, B KOTOPbIX OHY NPEACTABUIIN
cBoe Oyjyliee nocyie OKOHYAHNIO MHTepHaTa. Mcrnonb3ysi HayyHble

1 BBIMBIIIJICHHbIE 00pa3bl KOCMUYECKHX MyTENIECTBUI B KAUECTBE
MeTahopsbl, FPyNa yYaCTHUKOB 0OCY/MIIa CBOU MEUThI, MOTEHINAILHbIE
NpoOJIeMbI U ONPEAEINIIN, KaK1e acTeKThl Ka3aXCKOW HapOAHOM
KYJIbTYPbI, OHM BO3bMYT C COO0M B CBOI HOBbII Mup. BroxHoBuBLmIACH
UJIeSIMM KOCMUYECKUX MCCIIEIOBAHMI, TPAIMIMOHHON Ka3aXCKOM
JIUTEPATypPbl, COBPEMEHHO-BCEMUAPHON KYJIbTYPE, a TAK>KE MX JINYHBIMA
MHTEpECaMU U >KEJaHUsIMU, MbI IOMPOCUIIN YYaCTHUKOB ONKCATh
HAaBbIKU, KOTOPBIE PACIIMPSIT UX BO3MOXKHOCTH B JAJIbHEMIIEN B3POCIION
>KW3HM, B KOTOPYIO OHM BOMAYT 0e3 Kakoii oo mopanepxku. [Tocae,
YYaCTHUKY TBOPYECKHU UCMOJIHWIN POJIb “HOBOrO Ce0s” C MOMOLIbIO
poTorpacruyeckx aBTONOPTPETOB, UCHONB3Ysl MaTEpUaIIbl, KOTOPbIE
OHM HAXOAWJIM B CBOMX KOMHATax Wiau Ha Teppuropun [lerckoro [Joma,
YTO ¥ MOMOTJIO UM HAa4vaTh MACATh CBOM PACCKa3bl.

DuHIM NpUBe3Ja UX TEKCThI U (hoTorpacun B cBoro ctyauto B CaH-
DpaHIMCKO U MCTIONIL30BAJIa MX B KAUECTBE OCHOBBI JIJIs CO3/IaHMUS
KOPOTKHX PaccKa3oB U MOPTPETOB, KOTOPbIE BMECTE, MPEJICTABSIT
BoOOpakaemoe Oy/1ylee y4aCTHUKOB.

Journeys Beyond the Cosmodrome

Journeys Beyond the Cosmodrome is an project of photographs,
video and stories created with teenagers aging out of
Kazakhstan’s Akkol Bolshoi orphanage, into challenging and
uncertain futures.

The Akkol orphanage is situated next to the satellite field
that communicates with rockets launched from Kazakhstan’s
Cosmodrome and fly overhead towards the International
Space Station. Over two summers, sixteen teenagers
participated in our writing, video and photographic
workshop in which they imagined their journeys upon
graduating from the orphanage. Using scientific and
fictional images of space travel as a metaphor, the group
discussed their dreams, articulated potential challenges, and
identified what aspects of Kazakh folk culture they would
take with them into their new universe. By interweaving
ideas from space exploration, traditional Kazakh literature,
global popular culture, and their own personal desires and
interests we challenged the students to write about the
skills that will empower them as they enter Kazakh society
with little or no support. The students then playfully
performed their “re-imagined selves,” collaboratively staging
photographic self-portraits with objects found in their
rooms or on the ground that captured the stories they had
begun to write. Finley brought the embellished portraits
and short stories back to the orphanage where they further
developed the images and text, and filmed the students both
performing and reading the stories of their imagined future
selves.

An exhibition of the photographs and stories was held at
the orphanage and at the Tengri Umai Gallery in Almaty
Kazakhstan.



HA3I'YJb MOJJAXMETOBA - npunuecca IlBerounas Boruns

HanpoTus ocTtpoBa HaxopuTcs fApyras BcejaeHHas. Korja miajiime

[IETH HAIIETo JIETCKOTO IoMa 60JIblle HE CMOTYT BOMTH B MOH L[BETHUK,

a IBETHI Oy T CIeA0BaTh 32 MHOI, 51 IOWMY, YTO MOPA YXOAUTE. DTO
3aliMET BCETro OfIVH LIar, YTOObI JOOPATHCS 10 MPOTHUBOMOIOKHOTO
OCTpOBA, T7ie YepHbIE AbIPbI HE MMEIOT HUKaKoW cuiibl. Kak pa3 Hao6opoT.
LIBeThI, OKpy>Karolye MeHsl OyayT 3aTArMBaTh 3Ty YEPHYIO ThbMY B X
3aryTaHHble THIYMHKY U OCBETUT MX. [I0TOM 1IBETHI JIATYT Ha KPACHOM
CTOJIOBOM CKAaTEPTH B BUJIE CaMOM Jiyylllei U BKYCHOM efibl KazaxcTaHa.
Bnaropapsi Moeit cuiibl 1 MOETO Jjapa, 32 HOBOCTHM O MUPE U MPOLIBETAHUH,
KOTOpBbIE s MPUHECY B MUP, 51 Oyy BO3HArpakjaeHa v Ha3BaHa borunei
OctpoBa. Kak Borunsi, st 6yay oTnaBaTh J000Bb BCEMY KUBOMY , U
ypOAJIuBOe OyAIET CTAHOBUTCSI KPACUBBIM C MOMM NPUKOCHOBEHUEM.

NAZGUL MOLDAHMETOVA -- Princess Flower Goddess

Opposite Island is in another universe. When the younger
children of our orphanage can no longer enter my flowerbed
and the flowers follow me wherever I go, I will know it is
time to leave. It will take only one step to get to Opposite
Island where black holes have no power. Just the opposite.
The flowers surrounding me will pull that endless darkness
into their intricate stamens and lighten it. Then the flowers
will lay themselves on a red table laden with the finest foods
of Kazakhstan. Because of my power and my Suyinshi — the
news I bring of peace and prosperity — I will be rewarded
and named The Island Goddess. As Goddess, I will bestow
love onto all living things, and the ugly will become
beautiful with my touch.
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EI'OP ITAPIIYTUH - 3Be3ma ®yrooaa

Korya st mokuHy 3T0 moJie - 0 CUX Mop, EAMHCTBEHHOE TI0JIe, HA KOTOPOM
sl ITPaJI - ¥ Hally CBOe MeCTO Ha (pyTOONBHBIX MOJIsIX Mcnanuu, sTa
ceTKa OyJIeT MIOTHO MPUIIeraTh K MOEMY MaJleHbKOMY KapMmany. OHa

HE TOJIbKO OYJIET 3allIMIIATh MEHS OT TPYAHBIX BOCTIOMAHAHUN U3

MOETO TPOIIOr0, OHA CIIJIETET KapTy HA CIIOPTUBHOM apeHe, I7e 5
Wrpato B NepBoii urpe yemnuoHara. [locyie Moux yCcrneuHbIx LeJei,
CeTKa PacKpoeTcs U3 MOEro KapMaHa, MPEBPATUBILINCH B COBEPILICHHBIN
JlactapxaH, co3faBasi MpUTJIAIIEHNs], KOTOpPbIe HUKOT/AA He OyIyT
OTBEPrHyThl. Bce 6ymyT Tam, 9TOObI MPUHATH YYaCTHE B MPA3HUKE.
Kacunmsic, Ponamny, Pamoc. [Tociie Hamrero 6aHkeTa MbI Bce OyieM
paboTaTh BMeCTe Ha TJIaJKOM 3€JIEHOM MOJIe, KOTOPOE He UMEET HU LN,
HY TPaHUII.

EGOR PARSHUTIN -- The Soccer Star

When I leave this field — until now, the only field I have
played on — and find my place on the soccer fields of Spain,
this net will fit snugly into my smallest pocket. Not only
will it protect me from the knotted recollections behind
my eyes, its weave is the map to the sports arena where I
will play the first championship game. After my successful
goals, the net will unfurl from my pocket into the perfect
Dastarkhan tablecloth creating an invitation that will never
be refused. Everyone will be there to partake in the feast.
Casillas, Ronaldo, Ramos. After our banquet we will all run
together on a smooth green field that has no border and no
goal.



BUKTOPUA ITIOIIOBA - llleh-noBap, KOTOpPbIi pa3roBapuBaeT C
JKMBOTHBIMU

51 Oyay KUTh B 6€JI0M TOPOJie YaCOBbIX OalieHb 1 MOCTOB, MTyOOKO B
[EHTPE T'YCTBIX 3€JIeHbIX JPKYHIJIel. 2KUBOTHbIE MHOT/]A TPOMKO phIvyarT,
HO HUKOT/Ia HE IEPECEeKaroT ITpaHulibl CTOIMIbI. CTOJIBI MOETO pecTopaHa
OyIyT CTOSITh Ha rpanuie ¢ opsiom Kazaxcrana Ha hoHe HEOECHO-
roiy6oro ngera. BoBpems Tpamesbl, MOM TOCTH BO3MOKHO METbKOM
YBUAT KpPAaCHOE KPbIJIO MpoOuBarolieecs CKBo3b AMcTBy. Ilepen Tem,
Kak 51 IpuOy/y B TOPOJI, EAMHCTBEHHAsI €/1a, KoTopas Oy/eT ynakoBaHa

1 o6paboTaHa - KOPUYHEBAs WM TIbIJIHHASI pO3a B IBETE. 3allyIIast
SKMBOTHBIX U PACTEHUSI, 51 BEPHY MCKYCCTBO 3I0POBOTO MUATAHUS U OyIy
YroIaTh CaMbIX BaXKHBIX 3HAMEHUTOCTEN U (DyTOOIMCTOB, KOTOPbIE
HY>KIAIOTCS B MOEH NUIIE, YTOOBI UTPATh B CBOMX JIYUILINX MPOSIBICHUSIX .
Bce Mou mocTosiHEBIE OceTUTENM OyAyT MPa3HOBATh TaK, KAK/IbIiA TOf
1 mapra ko [Into Baiarogapenus.

VICTORIYA POPOVA — The Chef Who Speaks with Animals

I will live in a white city of clock towers and bridges, deep
in the center of a dense green jungle. Animals occasionally
throw out a deep-throated growl, but never cross into

the metropolis. The tables of my restaurant will be set at
this border with the eagle of Kazakhstan against sky-blue.
During their meal, my guests might catch a glimpse of a red
wing beating through the foliage. Before I arrive in the city,
the only food will be packaged and processed -- brown, or
dusty rose in color. By protecting the animals and plants I
will bring back the art of eating well and entertain the most
important celebrities and soccer players, who need my menu
to play at their best. Every year on March 1st my patrons
will celebrate the Day of Gratitude.



HATAJbJ CEHUHA - Yuyensni Kocmerosor

Korpa st nokuHy 3TOT JOM, KpOME MPEKPACHOM JIHOOBU, KOTOPOU 5

3[eCh HAY4MJIach, 51 OTMYIIY BCE IPYCTHbIE MOMEHTHI. Bce Te MOMEHTHI,
TSKEIbIE U y>KacHble, OyIyT MIOTHO 3alyIeTeHbI B BETHI, B BOJIOCHI,

B TPAaBbI, JI03bI, BOJIbI U pbIOY. 51 BIUIETY 9T BOCIOMUHAHMS B HAIILY
TUIAaHETY 3eMJIS TaK, YTOObI OHM HE CMOIJIM CJIEfIOBATH 32 MHOM, B TO
BpeMs KaK $ MOJAHUMYCh OT TelljIa HAIlIEro OTHS ¥ Moe/ly B TOPOJ CHera,
I7ie BCE MOXHO Ha4aTh C YACTOTO JIMCTA, HOBOTO M GEIIOCHEXKHOTO.

Tawm, mroam 6yAyT NpUrialmaTh MEeHs YXa>KiBaTh 32 MX BOJIOCAMH,
KOTOpBIE, KaK 1 BCE BOJIOCHI, PACTYT KaK Ha ipoxkkax. Korma s Oymy
3ayIeTaTb HUTY BOJIOC B MOJIENU U IU3AKHbBI, IPHUAyMaHHbIE MHOW (DOPMBbI
Oy[lyT BIABIMBATHCS B MIX TOJIOBBI, IITyOOKO YTOMAst, MPOrpPaMMUpPYsI 1
NEPECTABIISS X HYTPO TaKUM 00pa30oM, YTO OHM HUKOT/IA HE CMOTYT
NPUYMHATE 6076 Apyromy. [locie Toro, Kak si CTaHy X KOCMETOJIOTOM,
OHU OYIyT XUTH B TADMOHUH, M HUKOTTA OOJIbIle He OyAyT MOTaHUTh. 51
Oymy B 6€30MacHOCTH Cpely HUX, M MbI OyJieM oTMedaTh AUT 6e3 cTpaxa.

NATALIYA SENINA — The Science Beautician

When I leave this home, despite the beauty I have learned
to love here, I will release the sorrowful things of my past.
Those things, ugly and hard, will be braided tightly into
flowers, into hair, into the grasses, the vines, the water and
the fish. I will braid those memories into this earth so they
cannot follow me as I rise from the warmth of our fire and
travel to the city of snow where all things begin again, new,
white and clean. There, people will invite me to tend their
hair, which like all hair, grows like a weed. As I weave the
strands into patterns and designs, the shapes will press

into their heads, sink deep, programming and rearranging
their interior so they will be unable to ever hurt another.
Once I am their beautician, they will live in harmony, and
never pollute again. I will be safe among them and we will
celebrate the Eid without fear.



I'AJIMHA KO3bMHMWHA — 9koqaor

Crnacu6o 3a BHMMaHue!! OrpoMHasi miiaHeTa, KOTOPYIO MbI Ha3bIBaeM
Maparackap NoKpbITa LEMEHTOM U IEP>KUTCS HA BLICOYANIIMX BETBSIX
nepeBa baiitepek, KOTOpPBIA pacTeT B CAMOM LIEHTPE HAILIETro MPUIOTa,
BO3BBIIIASICH B HEBOOOPAa3UMBbIX BbICOTax. 51 Oy/ly MyTelecTBOBATh C
MOUM POMOOM-TAJIMCMAaHOM, KOTOPBII JIETAeT Kak BO3/IYLIHbINA 3MEN U
BIIAJICET BCE MOILBIO OTHsI, BOMIbI, 3eMJIM U BO3yXa. [IpakoH, Tasiuiics
BHYTPH JIepeBa, UCITyCKaJl IIaMsl CO3IaHHOE U3 HALMX Nevasiei.

Pom6 ncnonb3yer fibixaHue ApakoHa fijisi TOro, YTOObI CAYTh LIEMEHT
¥ 4TOOBI BHOBb ITPUHECTV TAPMOHUIO PACTEHUSIM M >KUBOTHBIM. Hama
¢pepma CHOBa HAYHET MPOLBETATh, PSIOM C CaMOl OOJIBLION OPTOi
KOTI'/1a-JIM00 MOCTPOEHHOM, KOTOpasi OyJeT 3alMILIATh BCEX SKMBOTHBIX
Y IHOTIJTAHETSH, OfIHA U3 KOTOPBIX KOHEYHO e 1 ecThb 1. Cracu6o 3a
BHUMaHue!!!

GALINA KOZMINA -- The Ecologist

Thank you for your attention!! An immense planet we call
Madagascar is covered in cement and held in the highest
branches of the Baiterek tree that grows from the center
of our orphanage and soars into unimaginable heights. I
will travel on my rhombus talisman that flies like a kite
and contains all the power of fire, water, land and air. The
dragon roaming at the base of the tree, spitting flames
forged from our sorrow, is defenseless against it. Instead,
the rhombus will harness the dragon’s breath and blow
away the cement to bring harmony back to the plants and
animals. A stream will run again through the our bountiful
farm, next to the largest yurt ever built that will protect all
| the animals and aliens, of which I am one, of course. Thank
you for your attention!!!




BUKTOP ) KYMEHKO - Ilyremecteenank HeGec

B TeueHne MHOTUX JIET 51 MPUCTAIBHO CMOTPEII Ha Ty IAJeKyI0 SHTAPHYIO
3Be3/y Ha Hebecax. HecMoTpst Ha TO, UTO MOe MyTeliecTBre OyaeT
CaMbIM CIIO>KHBIM U3 TeX MCIBbITAHUIA, KOTOPBIE 5 y3Ke TIepexKil, Koraa
s mpu3eMITIoch Ha Mapce, 51 Oyy MepBbIM, KTO YBUIUT CBEPKAIOIIYIO
KpacHyto Mbutb. KpacHyto - Kak noJsi Te, uTo Huxke BritoueHHbix Ckan
Tamrainbl, COpATaHHBIX B CTEMSIX HIETKOBOrO MyTH. XOTSI MHE CKa3aJu,
YTO TepBbIe MyTEUIECTBEHHMKMU Ha Mapc HUKOI/ja He HailyT CBOM

MyTb JIOMO¥, 51 He 00eCTOKOeH. 51 3Hat0, YTO HACKAIILHBIE JIMHUU OyIyT
HanpaBsT MeHs. Sl moMellly BblllapanaHHbIe KAMHU PSIAOM C ObIKaMu,
JIOLIAAbMU U JIETbMH B yTecax Tamranbl. VI 3T KaMHU, KOTOpbIE ObIIH
KOT'7Ia-TO B30PBaHbI, YTOOBI OTAEINTH YrouKu BeenenHoi, Oyny T
BOCCOE/IMHEHbI B MECTE POK/eHUs BceesieHHoit ele pa3. SIHTapHbIX
crensx Ka3axcrana.

VIKTOR ZHUMENKO -- The Traveler of the Heavens

For years I have stared at that distant amber star in

the heavens. Although the journey will be even more
challenging than the trials I have already known, when I
arrive on Mars, I will be the first to see the sparkling red
dust. Red -- like fields below the Written Cliffs of Tamgaly
hidden on the Silk Road steppes. Although I've been told
that the first travelers to Mars will never find their way
home, I am not concerned. I know the lines in the rocks
will direct my way. I'll place them next to the bulls, horses
and children scratched into the Tamgaly bluff. And these
rocks that were once blown to separate corners of the
universe, will be reunited in the birthplace of the universe
once again. The amber steppes of Kazakhstan.



PABUJIb CEHUH - Crennon Bcagnuk

CymiecTByeT TonbKo HacTosiee. Tonbko To, YTo MeHs oKpy>KaeT. S
NEPEMECTHUIICS 32 MPEJIENbl ITUX TOJILIX CTEH B CTENH, T7ie OOMTAIOT Oped,
Jmca, OJIeHb, KabaH, maKail 1 6apcyk. ['psi3HbIN BO3MyX U NCIOPUYCHHBIE
BeIlY He CMOTYT A00PAaThCs 0 MEHs 37ieCh. UepHbIe IbIPbI BCOCAIM BCIO
3Ty IPsA3b MPOYb OT MEHS U OTKPbUICS NPEKPACHBIN BUJ] pakeT Ha UX IyTH
K KOCMUYECKOM cTaHuyu. Mo B3IJIs]] SICHEE, YEM 3PEHMS CITY THUKOBBIX
AHTEHH B TI0JIE, PSAJIOM C HAIIM JIETIIOMOM, KOTOPBII OTCIEKNBAET
pakeThl Ha uX myTh. [IocKONbKY g Tenepb MUHHUCTP CHOPTA, S BKITFOUYMI
OpJIOB B MOMX COPEBHOBaHMSX. KTO 13 Hac Hamimydmm 06pa3oM CMOKET
00y4YUTh UX, YTOOBI OHM CIIEAOBAJIM 32 HAMYU HA HAIIMX JIOUIAIIX U
NIPUHOCUIN TPOher 0XOThI 0OpaTHO B Halny optTy? [loTroMy uTo, 1 Oymy
CJIe[IOBaTh KaK MyJsi, ObICTPO, MHE BCEIIa MOT'YT JIOBEPUTHCS.

RAVIL SENIN -- The Horseman of the Steppes

There is only the present. Only what is around me. I will
move beyond these barren walls into the steppes where the
eagle, the streams, the fox, the deer, the boar, the jackal and
the badger travel. Dirty air and spoiled things cannot reach
me there. The black holes will suck it all away leaving me
with a perfect view of the rockets on their way to the space
station. As I am now the minister of sports I include the
eagles in my competitions. Which one of us can best train
them to follow us on our horses and bring the trophies of
their hunting back to our yurt? Because I will follow Sawm
and fast, I will always be trusted.



BAJIEHTUHA ITAIPUHA - Co3paTtenb KHUT PO JIEreH bl

KHura, KoTopyto 5 Hollly ¢ cOOO U €CTh MOU MOPTajl B OCTPOB
Bomue6Horo caga bennsakoB. Tam, 6eper oTyruBaeT TeX, KTO XECTOK 1
6eccepeueH. Korma oM IBITAIOTCST YKPACTh SI0JIOKW, KOTOPBIE CBUCAIOT
C BETBeW HaJl UX JIOAKAMU, IePEBbsI OTKIIAHSIOTCS U IPeryroT 0OpaTHO
B Mope. S Oyiy Ipuriamarh JIoiel U3 BCEX CTPaH MPOKUBATH B MPUIOTE
MOE¥ FOPTHI 1 OGPOIUTH B TEIIOM Cafly, IJie KHUTA MOXKHO Oy/IeT HAluTH

B JIIOOOM MECTe, I7Ie Bbl 3aXOTUTE OCTAHOBUTLCSI M OTIOXHYTh. [loToMmy,
KaK Ka3axy 0YeHb FOCTENPUUMHBI, 51 OYly YIUTh CAMOMY TJIABHOMY

13 KaXKJ0U KHUTU, KOIJIa KTO-TO 3aX04eT YUTU. YT0, HECMOTpS Ha
YMHUPOTBOPEHHOCTH Cajia, OyaeT MPONCXOANTh, OO B KOHIIE KOHIIOB BCE
MBI IOJIKHBI BUTAThCS AabIIIeE.

VALENTINA SHADRINA -- Bookmaker of Legends

The book I carry is my portal to the island of The Magic
Garden of the Poor. There, the shore repels those who

have been cruel and heartless. As they reach to steal the
apples hanging from the boughs above their boats, the trees
withdraw and the boats drift back out to sea. I will invite
people from all countries to reside in the shelter of my yurt
and wander in the warmth of the garden where books will
be found anywhere you might decide to stop and rest. And
because Kazakhs are so hospitable, I will teach the portal of
each book when anyone wishes to leave. Which, despite the
peace of the garden, will happen, because eventually all of
us must move on.



BAJIEPA IIIYMKOB - Bcemupnsbiii MexaHuK aBTOMOOHIEN

. Bce, uT0 MHE HY>KHO WM BCE, YTO 51 MOT ObI 3aXOTETh €CTh 3[ECh -
g ”%o - 4 BCe BOKPYT Hac. Bosjyx. UncThle Genble cHera. CTeny 6eCKOHEUHON

P ) J SHTapHOU TpaBbl. JIucuupl. Tak YTo s HE OCTABIIO ATOT MUP, KOT/IA
NPUAET BpeMsl MOKUHYTH 3TOT AOM. 51 BOIY B 3Ty XU3Hb, KOTOpAst
SKAET MEeHS B KOHIIE IOPOTH, CS/Iy B CBOM aBTOMOOWIIb, M IOEy. Y MEHsI
y>e €CTb COTOBBI TeIe(hOH, KOTOPBIN MPUTOAUTCS AJIsl aBTOMEXaHHKA.
Moii HaBBIK ¥ 3HaHHE CAMbIX CIIOXKHBIX U AOPOTUMX MAIIMH CTAHYT
JIeTeHAAPHBIMU, U 51 Oy/y JeTaTh O BCEMY MHUPY , YTOOBI 0OCITY>KUBAThH
TPaHCMOPTHBIE CPEACTBA CaMbIX BIMSTENbHBIX Jrofei. [1o mepe Toro, kak
st Oymy paboTaTh, aBTOMOOWIIb OymyIero copMupyeTcsi, 6e3 0CoObIX
YCUJIUI, TPU MOMOILIM MUHCTPYMEHTOB B MOMX pyKax. Ero BHELIHUIA BU]
BBISIBUTCS TIOJTHOCTHIO C(OOPMUPOBAHHBIM, OTPasKasi CUITy U KPacoTy
aTou 3emiin. Ero isuratesns OyeT 3aluiaTh OKPY>KatoUu[yto Cpeay.
Ero ckopocTh 6yfeT HenpeB3onaeHHo. biarogapst 3ToMy, B iIeHb AT,
>KUBOTHBIE He OymyT 60siTcst MeHsl. OHM OyAyT 3HATH, YTO MOU PYKH
HECYT TOJILKO XXW3Hb, & HE CMEPTh.

VALERA SHUMKOV -- The Universal Car Mechanic

Everything I need or could want is here -- all around us.
Air. The pure white snows. The steppes of endless golden
grass. Foxes. So I will not leave this world when the time
comes to leave this home. I will walk into the life that waits
for me down the road, get in my car, and go. I already have
a cell phone that will be useful for a car mechanic. My
skill with the most difficult and expensive cars will become
legendary and I will be flown all over the world to care

for the vehicles of the most influential people. As I work,
the car of the future will form itself, without effort, from
the tools in my hand. Its shape will emerge fully formed,
reflecting the power and beauty of this land. Its engine

will protect the environment. Its speed will be unmatched.
Because of this, on the day of Eid, the animals will not fear
me. They will know my hands bear only life, not death.
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AJIEHA I''IOTOBA — Cynep-cnoptusHas IlBerounas ®es

B ToT 1eHs Korga MHe OTpe3aliy BEpeBKY Ha HOrax, YToObl sl cMOra
ClieJIaTh CBOY MEPBBIE 1Ty, s TOYHO 3Haua, Kyfa uay. [1o npasne
rOBOPSl, 1 XOTeJ1a YTOObI MHE OTPE3aJli 3Ty BEPEBKY, HO HE Ha CTOJILKO
YTOOBI MEHSI YHECIIO AATEKO OT TEX, KTO BO3MOXKHO JIFOOMII MEHS

6onbie Bcex. OHAKO, TaK U CIyYMIIOCh. PyTOOIBHBIN MY KPYTJIbIH.
Korpa s yeny orctopa B ITopTyranuio, COKpOBHUILIA U3 MOETO AETCKOrO
foMa OylyT KpY>KUThCSI BOKPYT MeHsl. Msiu Kpy>KMTCSl Ha KOHUMKaX
NaJibLEeB MOMX HOr. BacceiH npombIBaeT MUMO C BOAOI, OCTaBIIsIS
MepLaHKs 1 OKpaIlMBasi KOHYMKHM NalbLeB pyK. JIMcThs 1 UBETHI
NPOJIMBAIOTCS AOXK/EM U3 BBIPBAHHBIX C KOPHEM [IEPEBLEB, A 51 BCE XKE
Oyay HEMOABMXKHA, B TO BPeMsl, Kak Oy/ly MyTeleCTBOBATh B IJ1a3y
yparaHa, yBepeHHasi B TOM, YTO CIIyTHUKOBbIE TApEJIKH, KOTOPbIE 51 BIXKY
13 OKHA Halllero ooexuTust OyayT OTCAeKMBAaTh MOii nporpecc. Mo
OpUTMAHTOBbIN TATMCMaH YIPABISIET SPOCTHIO OYpH, U 51 6J1aronoJIy4Ho
NPU3EMJISIFOCh HA HOTU. Y KpallleHHasl.

ALONA GLOTOVA -- Athletic Flower Fairy

On the day the eldest cut the rope from my legs so I could
take my first steps, I knew exactly where to walk. In truth,
I wanted the ropes cut, but not so I drifted this far from
those who might have loved me more. But so be it. The
soccer ball is round. When I step towards Portugal, the few
treasures from my orphanage will whirl around me. The
ball spins at my toes. The swimming pool floats by with its
water trailing behind, shimmering, staining my fingertips.
Leaves and flowers rain from the uprooted trees, yet I will
remain still as I travel in the eye of the hurricane, safe in the
knowledge that the satellite dishes I see from our dormitory
window will track my progress. My diamond talisman
directs the fury of the storm and I land safely on my feet.
Adorned.



Beponuka Kapruna

3nech, e HeT OTIIOB, MaTepe, TeTel, Asiel, cecTep, OpaThbeB U
HUKAKUX POJICTBEHHMKOB...3]IECh U CeilYac CTaHET MPOLLIbIM. [laeko
no3ajiu. [Tocne u3yyeHus: aHramnckoro s3bika B Kokierayckom
KOJUIE/IKE,, YTOOBI 51 MOTJI1a OOLIATHCS C MUPOM...51 CO3/IaM CBOIO CEMbIO.
Y Moux fieteit OyJIeT BCe, UTO UM HY>KHO. BO31yX, UBETHI, IEPEBbS U
NPUKOCHOBEHME MOUX BOJIOC, OOXBaThIBaroIue Hac. OHU OyAyT KUTh B
JIFOOBH 1 HEXKHOCTH.

VERONIKA KARGINA

Here, where there are no fathers, no mothers, no aunts, no
uncles, no sisters, no brothers, nor any cousins...here and
now will become past. Far behind. After studying English
at Kokshetau College so I can speak with the world...

there, later, I will create my family. My children will have
everything they need. The air, the flowers, the trees and the
touch of my hair that falls around us and they will live in
love and tenderness.
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I'ynsna3 XKymeHkoBa

Hetu - aTo Moe Oyayiuee. Koria s HauHy MM NpenofaBaTh, y MeHst
Ha CTOJIe Bceryja OyjeT KOp3uHa ¢ sI0JIOKaMU € TIOMOIIBIO KOTOPBIX

s Oyy yUIUTb UX UCTOpUM AJIMaThl, TOpOfia sI0JIOK. ['opoft, KOTOpbIi
KOPMHUJI IeTell, KOT/]a OHU ObLIM TOJIOfIHBI, IO3TOMY OHH IIISICAIN, KaK
TaHIyomye 6ebie 6epe3bl Ha o3epe Ayimekolb B Jecax bopoBoro. Bel
BCE ellle MOXKETe YBU/IETb, KaK Iila3a u3 CKPyUeHHbIX OEPE30BbIX CTBOJIOB
NIepPETIETAIOTCS IPYT C IPYTOM TaM, B Jiecy. SI6JI0OKH BIIMBAIOT CUJIbI B
IETCKUE HOTY, U MOW YUYEHUKHU OyIyT XOUTh CO MHOU 3a NpefesiaMu

KJIACCHOI'O KaOMHETA.

GULNAZ ZHUMENKOVA

Children are my future. When I am their teacher, I will
keep a basket of apples on my desk that I will use to teach
the history of Almaty, the city of apples. The city that

fed the children when they were hungry, so they danced,
like the dancing white birch trees on lake Auliekol in the
Borovoye woods. You can still see the eyes of the twisted
birch trunks entwine around each other there, in the woods.
Apples pour strength into the children’s’ legs and my
students will walk with me beyond the classroom.



. -

<

ra = ]
| N S8 s . ool A s
% //?/ e a7 /! - 7
£ - ¢
’ o 3 ”W{% g " W i
o ’ Riwl Onww w
A MARMNGM 7

o 05
el

¥,
'

o *

Bacunui BosoGyes

51 Bcerma 6611 6ofmoM. 51 Bcerma 6ymy 6ofmom. CKOpo s cTaHy
M3BECTHBIM BO BceM Mupe. HeHakoMmIipl Oyiy T MPOCUTh Y MEHs
aBTorpac. Mol MOOMIIbHBIN TellepOH, MOSI MaIllMHA W anTedyka OymayT
CO MHOM Be3fie, Ky/a Obl s Hu motredl. S Oymy cpaskathbcsi Ha puHre. 51
Oymy 60poThcs B Kiacce. 51 6ymy 60pOThCS 32 MPUKITFOYESHUST 1 BO UIMSI
no6pa. S 6yny mpoaBUraThCs K OJIMMITMIACKAM YeMITHOHATaM, 1 TIOCTIe
Moei MOGEfbI 5 TIOfIENIFOCh BCEM, UTO Y MEHS €CTh. 51 MOAeNOCh CBOMMU
JIEKapCTBaMM C TEMH, KTO B HUX Hy>KJ1aeTcsi. 1 mofestocy ¢ pacTeHUsIMA
Y KMBOTHBIMH ... BCEH MPUPOJION, KOTOPAast HAC OKPY3KaeT, KOTOPYIO Tak
4acTO MbI HE BUJIUM.

A4S IB'QY0)50):18) :AY

I have always been a fighter. I will always be a fighter.

Soon, I will be known around the world. Strangers will ask
me for my autograph. My cell phone, my car, and my first
aid kit will be with me wherever I go. I will fight in the
ring. I will fight in the classroom. I will fight for adventure
and for good. I will advance to the Olympic championships
and after my win, I will share all I have. I will share my
medicine with those that need it. I will share the plants and
animals...all the nature that surrounds us, which so often we
cannot see.



Anacracnsa Kauaianckas

51 moHMMaro 3TO, KaK TOJIBLKO MOXKET TOHSITH SKYPHAJMCT. DTa CKaMenKa,
9TH JIepeBbs, CTOJIOBAS ¥ MOW KOMKOBATBIN MaTpal] OTCTYNAIOT B CTENH,
KaK TOJBKO 51 HanmpaBisitoch B Ctpany Yynec. Kak ntuma, s 6yny jeraTh
Haj| DiichesieBoit OalTHel Ha BOJTHAX Wi-fl, HacaaXkasch KpacOTOM 3eMIIH .
OrtTyna, Bemmasi Ha MoeM coOCcTBeHHOM TesekaHane KAV, s opraanzyio
eKeHeleJbHOE 110y Moji Ha3BaHue «MeuTbl cObIBatoTCs». [Ipyrue,

My TeNIECTBYIONHE Mo Wi-fi, OyIyT UCTIOIB30BATh 30JI0TOM KOMIIAc,
9TOObI HalTH MeHsT. OHM PacCKaKyT MHE O CyTH CBOMX >KEJIaHWi, 1

MUD YCIBIIINAT O TOM, 9YTO UX MEUTHI CTAIIN peajbHOCTHIO. Bee B Hamx
pyKax. Y BEpeHHOCTh, CHJIa, IIOOOBh U YCEPAHBIA TPY.

ANASTASIA KACHALSKAYA

I know this as only a journalist can. This bench, these trees,
the cafeteria and my lumpy mattress will recede into the
steppes as I make my way to Wonderland. Like a bird, I will
fly above the Eifel tower on wi-fi waves, enjoying the beauty
below. From there, broadcasting on my own TV channel
KAV, I will host the weekly show, “Dreams Come True.”
Others traveling on the wi-fi will use a Golden Compass to
find me. They will divulge the essence of their dreams to
me and the world will hear their thoughts become truth.
Everything is in our own hands. Confidence, power, love
and hard work.



Anacracus Kpeouenko

Bcewm npuBet! Beciomoriabie 1 605bHBIE meTn KaMOomsKu nprIium

Ko MHe yepe3 Wi-Fi, coob1mB MHe, 9TO, KOT/Ia MO€ BpeMs 3/1eCh
3aKOHYMTCS, 51 CTaHy BpadoM. Ha ocTpoBe, OKpysKeHHOM OMPIO30BbIM
OKEaHOM, TTIe IBETHI M TPABbl, KOTOPhIE N3JIEUYMBAIOT OOJIE3HU,
pacuBeTaroT B n300miun. Korma et uCcuessiTCsl, OHM Hay9aTcsl KaTaThCs
u urpath B «Kokmap», urpy B «uUrparoIiyro Ko3y», 1 HI3KO HAKJIOHSThCS
OT CIIMHbI CBOMX JIOLIAJEN, YTOOBI 3aTAllIUTh KO3y B ceio. I'pemMsiuii
CKAUyIIA PUTM BOCCTAaHOBUT MX XpyNKue Teia. Mbl 6yfeM urpath Kak
KOMaH/Ia, BpauM 1 JIETH, YCIEITHO COPEBHYIOIIMECS 32 3BaHNE YEMITMOHOB
EBponbi no Kokmnapy.

ANASTASIA KREBCHENKO

Hello everyone! The helpless and sick Cambodian children
came to me across the wi-fi informing me that when my
time here is over I will become a doctor. On an island
surrounded by a turquoise ocean, where flowers and herbs
that cure sickness, bloom in abundance. As the children
heal, they will learn to ride and play Kokpar, the ‘goat-
grabbing’ game, and lean low from the back of their horses
to pull the goat up into their saddle. The reverberating
galloping rhythm will restore their frail bodies. We will
play as a team, doctors and children, successfully competing
to become the Eurasian Kokpar champions.



Anekcen Be3nerckui

Bce, yero st Xxo4y - 3TO CTaTh YEMNHUOHOM. MHe 60JIbllIe HUYETO HE
Hy>HO. J TpeHupyrock no Buaeo ¢ Konopa MakI'peropa u Xab6uba
HypmaromenioBa, 1Jist TOro, 4T06bl OKOHYMB YUY€y, BBIMTPATh MOSIC

0 KaTeropuu Jerkoro Beca. 51 Takxke Oyay o0y4aThbCsi Typu3My U
yIIpaBIIeHNUIO0 OM3HECOM B AcTaHe 1 Oy/y TaK>Ke YEeMIMOHOM B OM3HECe.
Bce nopaxenusi aTo K ayuiieMy. Ecau g cnpamcst 9T0 OyAeT NposiBIEHUEM
Moeit ciraboctu. CHavasa 9To 6bLTa BCEro MeuTa, HO TEeTeph 5 3HAl0,
€CJIU 1 X041y Yero-To, YTO 51 AOCTUTHY 3TOro. JlyHa HaBUCaeT Hajl HaIluM
[ETCKUM JIOMOM, Tallla CBO CBET Y€pe3 MEHsI K Iy TH 3a MpeiesiaMu
P>KaBbIX BOPOT. MHe MOBE3JI0, YTO MOM U3YMPY/IHbI KAMEHb COOMPAET
JIHHBIIA CBET U OCBELIAET MOU Iy Th.

ALEKSEY VEZDETSKI

All T want is to become a champion. I do not need anything
else. I work out by watching the videos of Conor McGregor
and Khabib Nurmagomedov so that when I graduate I will
win the lightweight belt. I will also study tourism and
business management in Astana and be a champion in
business too. All defeats are for good. If I give up, it is my
weakness. First it was a dream, but now I know if I want
something I will get it. The moon hangs over our orphanage,
dragging its light across me towards the path beyond the
rusted gate. I am fortunate that my emerald stone gathers
the moonlight and illuminates my way.



ITepsblit cemuHap Ob11 poBesieH ¢ Jluueit Matetoc, JIszzaT Xanum u [Ixkund K. ®unnm npu
copieiicteun Katu HukoHnopoBoii. @oTorpacun 1 pacckasbl ObLTH MPOU3BE/IEHBI C GECLIEHHBIM
TBOpuecknM BueHreM Tamapsi [Toppac.

Cnoncopamu aroro npoekTa siBisitorcss CEC Artslink, A California College of the Arts Development
Grant npu nogaepkke Motherless Child Foundation.

The initial workshop was conducted with Lydia Matthews, Lyazzat Khanim and Jeanne C.
Finley with assistance from Katya Nikonorova. The photographs and stories were produced
with the invaluable creativity of Tamara Porras.

This project has been sponsored by CEC Artslink, a California College of the Arts Development
Grant, and support from the Motherless Child Foundation.



