
In 1998 a football game took place in my home town Elista, that is the capital of Kalmykia. It 
was a game between Spartak Moscow and Uralan Elista. Uralan means forward in Kalmyk. 
I was 12 years old, and my father and I went there together. 
Spartak was the strongest team in Russia at that time, and for Uralan it was the first ever time 
in the championship.          
The stadium was full, and people were everywhere: I have never seen so many people in one 
place before. And none of us had known that it would become a remarkable happening in 
Kalmyk history. 

Recently I started to learn Kalmyk language online, the language of my mother.  
And i remembered that the only time I spoke Kalmyk was at the beauty contest in Elista. 
As a participant, I had to present something special to the audience. So my part was to walk 
beautifully across the stage in a traditional costume, and to tell yoryal, a Kalmyk well-wishing 
poem.             
Coming from a mixed background, with a Kalmyk mother and Orochi stepfather, I didn’t 
learn Kalmyk at school. It was optional. And my parents, caught in the survival mode of the 
90s, missed that part. 
So, learning the yoryal just for that occasion felt strange. 
It was 2004. 
The same year was marked by the tragic event in Kalmykia: the violent suppression of the 
protests. These were the protests against the authoritarian ways of then president Kirsan 
Ilyumzhinov. Hundreds were arrested, injured. One person died. 
Only in 2019, 15 years later, people will gather again on such scale. This time against 
appointment as mayor of Elista a person with a very questionable reputation. He was an ex-
head of the self proclaimed Donetsk People Republic. 
In the series of the protests of that time one was particularly remarkable. It was announced as 
a collective prayer, in order to avoid persecution for the unsanctioned protest. 
People prayed together, and then voiced their discontent. 
And it means a lot to me to have been there. 

A couple of weeks ago I had a dream. 
In this dream I am somewhere in the flatlands, in the steppe. And I am walking around, and 
then leaning to the ground, knocking on it slightly and listening to the vibrations of the earth. 
And I feel very calm and safe, as if I am covered with a warm blanket, as if someone’s hand’s 
pressing on my back with care. 
This feeling stayed with me as I woke up. 
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