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I was lucky enough to be my great-grandmother's namesake. She signed her postcards as "Grandma (great)". But everyone, including me, called her Manya.


Manya was the greatest optimist, humourist and free, strong person. And she is worthy of a whole storybook. Writing down her stories and preserving her personality in the pages of the Universe is the small bow I can make after she departed from Earth.


So, I dedicate this book to Grandma (great) Manya.


With a light heart, Irm Falk.


Sketch 1: The Mysterious Disappearance of an Old Lady
One day, Grandma (great) Manya disappeared. Here is how it was. Early in the morning, she got up, put on a beautiful sundress, took her grandmother's large bag and left. She took a tram, then another, and even another. It was a way to the dacha.


An important digression. A dacha is a country summer house where people grow fruits, vegetables, or flowers and relax on a sun lounger on the veranda.


However, let's return to my great-grandmother. She didn't return from the dacha at the appointed time. And her relatives began to look for her. At first, of course, they looked for Manya at the dacha. But there, the relatives found only traces of a short stay: cut flowers, collected fruits, and unfinished tea. Then, they looked for her all over Odessa. Neighbours, friends, her other relatives, acquaintances and even strangers knew nothing about where the Manya had gone. She was also not in the hospitals or the police. She wasn't even in worse places (where you seem to exist but are no longer there).


At that time, my parents and I lived in another city, one and a half thousand kilometres away. The vice-grandmother (the great-grandmother's daughter) called us and said Manya had disappeared without a trace. Ahhing and groaning, my mother began to ask if they had looked for my great-grandmother everywhere and if they had interviewed all her friends and acquaintances. And at that moment, someone rang our doorbell.


You guessed it right, dear reader. One and a half thousand kilometres from Odessa, Grandma (great) Manya stood on the threshold in a spiffy sundress. She had a bucket of apples and a bouquet of daisies.


"I came to congratulate Mashenka on her birthday," said Manya, beautifully emphasising the "O" in some Russian words.


Later, while Mom poured her tea, Dad said severely, "Grandma, the relatives are looking for you all over Odessa."


"Oh, why do they look for me?" the great-grandmother was calm and surprised. "I wasn't lost. I was on the plane."


It was the twentieth of July, my birthday. And it was a long, long time ago.


Sketch 2: Goood Sour Cream
Morning. Dairy store. A huge sign on it won't let anyone doubt the assortment. 


(Here, we often bought sour cream, milk, kefir and other joys of lactose-free life forms. All of these products customers could place in their container, such as a jar.)


A woman stands on the stairs, tragically pressing her hands to her chest and looking at her feet. She's in shock and the powerless anger of Piglet, who fell on the balloon. On the steps lies a broken jar. The splinters mockingly float in the thick sour cream. Judging by the number of fragments, the jar had a volume of at least two litres. The method of the depressed donkey Eeyore won't work here. The jar beautifully died, and it took the sour cream with it. Nothing goes in or out anywhere anymore.


Grandma (great) Manya appears around the corner and heads towards the store. She goes for milk. Purposefully. Like every morning since the death of the dinosaurs. She's ancient but nimble. I think she dodged the meteorite.


Having reached the site of the crash of a jar of sour cream, Manya examines the consequences with interest. She leans over and slightly removes her huge, almost square-framed glasses from her nose to assess what's happening in as much detail as possible. Finally, straightening up without any senile grunting, she looks into the eyes of the injured party and, beautifully drawing out the "O" in some words, says: "Dear lady, where did you get such goood sour cream?"


History is silent about how fast skinny old ladies run and how fast plump women who have experienced the loss of a dairy product run. All we know is that great-grandmother reached her hundredth birthday without any problems.


Sketch 3: In the Library
One day, Grandma (great) Manya disappeared again. At first, no one noticed this. However, at eleven in the evening, the closest relatives became worried and raised distant relatives to their feet. And at midnight, as usual, all the standard locations were checked: the dacha, friends, hospitals. Unpleasant options were also considered and did not bring any results (fortunately). The whole family gathered in great-grandmother's living room at a large round table, but no one ate or drank anything. Everyone just sat and thought about what to do next. They were thinking, not discussing, because everything that could be said had already been said.


About three o'clock in the morning, a door slammed in the hall. Then, the rustling noise of outerwear and shoes was heard. The living room door creaked open, and Grandma Manya walked in with her large bag on her shoulder. She stopped and looked attentively at those present through her big, almost square glasses. The silence hung in the room and became tangible, and apparently sensing this, the great-grandmother decided to break it first.


"Goood evening," she said slowly, drawing out the "O" as usual.


Then, without waiting for an answer, Manya calmly walked through the living room and opened the door to her bedroom. At that moment, her daughter regained her ability to speak, and she asked loudly and indignantly, "Mother! Where were you?"


Great-grandmother froze for a moment, her hand still gripping the door handle. She turned her head and quietly answered, "In the library."


This answer aroused even more sumptuous anger in her daughter, and she raised her voice to another tone, "What a library! It's fifteen minutes to three in the morning!!!"


Manya fetched a sigh and said patiently, "The person to whom I must report hasn't yet been born."


On that note, she entered her room, carefully closed the door and clicked the lock from the inside.


Relatives began to rise from their seats and go home. It was getting light behind the windows.


Sketch 4: Two Winter Hats
Grandmother (great) Manya lived in Odessa on Gogol Street in an old condo building. This house was adjacent to the architectural monument - the House of Scientists. Inside this house, there was a beautiful public staircase. Wide steps led upward from the spacious hall on the ground floor, twisting into a spiral. It was in this hall the events described below took place.


It was the usual Odessa winter. It was probably even snowing. Manya was returning home. Perhaps from the library, but history is silent about this. In any case, the starting point of her journey doesn't matter. So, she walked into the front door and froze. In the centre of the beautiful hall, in the romantic twilight, stood a man of overly obscene appearance. He was dirty and drunk. But the great-grandmother had seen a lot, so it wasn't this fact that made her dumbfounded. The point is that the stranger was relieving himself directly to the side wall of the luxurious staircase. And you should understand. He urinated not just on antiques but directly into Manya's soul.


"Young man," said the great-grandmother, choosing the proper arguments. "Making pee in a public place is awful."


I don't know if this man was young in reality or if, from the height of Manya's age, everyone seemed to her not old enough, but definitely he didn't respect this height. Without ceasing to enjoy his activity, he used several abusive expressions and advised my great-grandmother to get away. But Manya couldn't leave because she lived at the address where her opponent was currently urinating. That's why she didn't give up so easily. She stood near her rival (ignoring the process) and began lecturing him about good and bad manners.


So they stood near the ancient stairs. The man was silent and peed. Manya didn't stop talking. But all good things, like bad things, come to an end. An unfamiliar guy with bad manners also dried up. He buttoned up his trousers, turned to face my great-grandmother and hit her on the head. Then, he hid in an unknown direction.


The great-grandmother lost her balance and fell. Luckily, nothing was hurt except her pride. She independently reached her apartment on the third floor and called a doctor.


A few hours later, grandmother (great) Manya sat on the bed, surrounded by her relatives, listening to the doctor. The expression on her face was unduly sceptical. The relatives also were listening to the doctor, and what they heard horrified them. 


"If your grandmother hadn't had two winter hats on, he would have broken her skull!" said the doctor.


After these words, everyone looked at Manya. They needed to make sure she realised the seriousness of the situation. In addition, the relatives wanted to know why she started talking with the dangerous stranger.


And Grandmother (great) Manya understood some important words were expected from her, shrugged her shoulders and said, "Well, if I hadn't fallen, I would, of course, have caught up with him."


Sketch 5: Cherry
As you already understood from previous stories, Grandma (great) Manya had a dacha. There was a vegetable garden, various flowers and trees at this dacha. Some of these trees were cherry trees. These are the ones we'll talk about.


Once, when Manya was about ninety years old, I met her at the dacha. She'd been living there in the summertime, and I came to relax for the weekend.


"It's so good you came!" My great-grandmother was delighted when she saw me. "We need to pick cherries."


Even though gardening and other delights of working in the fresh air weren't part of my plans, I wasn't upset when I heard this news. I love climbing trees. I love cherries. And helping Manya is sacred. So, I didn't see any obstacles to completing the cherry-picking quest. Armed with a ladder, a bucket and a Panama hat, I got to business.


For the next few hours, everything went fine. I crawled along the branches, filling buckets. My great-grandmother moved beneath from tree to tree, held a ladder, received the harvest and gave me plenty of valuable tactical advice.


At one point, it all ended: I collected everything I could reach. Then, with a feeling of accomplishment, I went to take a cold shower. The shower was located outside and was a stone structure with a big plastic tank on the top. This tank had to be first filled with water from a hose. This process invigorates (if you know what I mean). However, I've lost the plot. Let's return to the cherry. 


When I finished my water procedures, wrapped myself in a towel and opened the door, Grandma (great) Manya stood on the threshold of the shower stall. She stood and looked at me through her big, almost square glasses. She had a way of pausing before starting a conversation. It was scaring some people, but not me. After all, I love Alfred Hitchcock's classic films.


So, a long thirty seconds passed before the great-grandmother broke the silence and said, "We're not done with the cherries."


"We're done with the cherries," I said confidently, "there's nothing else to pick from there."


"But there're still plenty of berries at the top," Manya stubbornly stood in my way. "A whole bucket. Or maybe two whole buckets."


"Or maybe three whole buckets," I confirmed. "But we can't get these berries. The branches are fragile, and they won't support me. Our ladder is short, and there's no support for a long ladder. So, we're done with cherries."


I walked around my great-grandmother and headed towards the house, but she followed me.


"I can hold the ladder," she offered.


"And I can go to the beach," I kissed her wrinkled cheek. "Granny, the ladder is heavy, I'm heavy, you're light. This plan will end in disaster. You can't pick all the cherries in the world. Accept it."


This was the end of our conversation. I went to the beach, and Manya was comfortable on a sun lounger with a magazine. There were no signs of trouble.


The weather was great. I spent about three hours at sea and got hungry. On the way home, I met one of our neighbours. He was ten years younger than my great-grandmother. But at the moment of our meeting, he was so excited that he even seemed older.


"Mashenka, it's you!" the neighbour was happy. "It's so good you're here! Please don't worry!"


Never, my dear reader, hear, never start your news with the phrase: "Please, just don't worry." Because after this phrase, people usually start doing things you asked them not to do. Especially if these people have a ninety-year-old great-grandmother with a huge awl in a specific place. My heart sank.


"What's happened?" I tried to pull myself together.


"I saw Mrs Frost just now," said the neighbour, "she was climbing the cherry tree."


I looked the old boy up and down. I was walking from the sea to the dacha in about ten minutes. For him, it was probably half an hour. Therefore, his "just now" was quite a long time ago. This means whatever happens, it has already happened.


"You didn't try to stop her?" I asked, already knowing the answer.


"Stop Mrs Frost?" the old man was confused. "Are you kidding?"


"Just kidding," I agreed obediently, "in that case, how did it end?"


"I don't know," the neighbour looked at me guiltily. "I have a bad heart, and the spectacle wasn't for the faint of heart."


That's where we parted. I flew home faster than the wind. Opening the gate, I ran into the territory.


Grandma (great) Manya (Mrs Frost) calmly reclined on the veranda in a chaise lounge and read a magazine. Two buckets of cherries stood victoriously near her.


Sketch 6: Plum
When I wrote the previous story, I remembered another similar happening. It ensued five years later. The situation is very similar to the "Cherry incident". But it's aggravated by the fact not only Manya and the ladder took part in it, but also an additional tool. That tool requires not so much the ability to maintain balance as much effort. Here's how it was.


Grandma (great) Manya and I met at the dacha as usual. And she, as usual, told me she'd another quest for me. Having greeted me, Manya immediately pointed to the veranda and asked, "Do you see the plum branch that hangs over the roof?"


"Yes, I see the branch," I admitted, feeling a trick.


"She's knocking," she said, looking expressively into my eyes.


"What's she doing?" I asked with sincere interest.


"It's broken, almost dry and knocking on the roof," the great-grandmother explained patiently. She made a little pause and played it all card-up. "She needs to be cut down. I have a saw."


Having said this, Manya immediately headed to the shed. She noise around there with something for a while and then returned, shining like a copper basin. She had an old rusty saw in her hand. I took a breath to think about my following speech.


"First of all, you can't chop off anything with this saw because you could end up without a hand," I gave my first argument. "Secondly, how do you imagine this process? We don't have a long ladder."


The great-grandmother looked at the saw, then at me and thought.


"You can climb up the short ladder to the roof of the veranda," she shared her plan, as reliable as a Swiss watch. She deliberately ignored my attack on the tool, "You can sit there and saw off the branch."


"I can't sit there, Grandma," I said slowly.


"Why?" Manya asked with exaggerated surprise.


"Because the roof won't support me," I showed miracles of patience in this dialogue.


Grandma (great) went into the shed. She offendedly hugged the saw to herself, protecting it from my comments. I want to tell you I wasn't trying to avoid cutting the branch. But I wasn't going to work under the proposed circumstances. The roof really wouldn't have supported me. Once upon a time, my great-grandfather built this house, and nothing has changed there since then. Partly, by the way, because my great-grandmother didn't allow anything to be changed there. The roof was made of slate sheets and wasn't intended for adults to crawl on. So, I'd another plan. I was going to borrow a long ladder and a sharp saw from a neighbour, put the ladder against the side of the house and cut the branch a little closer to the trunk than if I'd climbed onto the roof. That scenario I proposed to Manya when she finally looked out of the barn to check if I'd changed my mind.


"I agree with this approach," she agreed instantly.


I should have paid attention to this sudden pliability. But I was glad we'd come to a common denominator. So, I missed the main thing: Grandma (great) Manya never gives up so effortlessly. However, we agreed I'd go to the beach, and when I returned, I'd ask our neighbour for a ladder and a saw. I confess I'd an even more extensive plan. I hoped the neighbour would offer help, having learned what I wanted to do. Because I'll tell you honestly: chopping down branches isn't my favourite activity.


None of this happened. When I returned from the beach, Manya was resting on the veranda in a sun lounger and reading a magazine. An immense cut branch lay at the western wall of the house.


During the "interrogation", she said she asked a neighbour for help. But I'm an experienced investigator, so the "suspect's" testimony wasn't enough for me. Firstly, I examined the rusty saw and saw it had been used today. However, Manya shrugged her shoulders and said the neighbour had used it. Then I interviewed "witnesses", or simply put, I went around to all the male neighbours within a radius of three or four houses and found out nobody helped my great-grandmother today. But I found a woman who saw Manya on the veranda roof.


The case was solved, but what was the point? After all, Grandma (great) Manya had the character of a cat all her life. Does what he wants. There's no point in scolding. And, what's more, I'm the same. Guilty, your honor.


Sketch 7: Stop! Or My Granny Will Shoot!
This story and the next two differ from all previous stories about Grandma (great) Manya. Because in these stories, she wasn't yet a great-grandmother, and she wasn't even a grandmother. However, the awl in a specific place was already pricking her mercilessly.


According to my calculations, what I'll tell you about happened in the first half of 1944. I think so because the German Messerschmitt aircraft began to be mass-produced in 1944, but in October of the same year, the fascists were already kicked out of Ukraine. This story isn't drastically outstanding, but the character of my great-grandmother is demonstrated vividly in it.


Back then, Manya worked at the post office and was no less than a train manager. She was responsible for the transportation of mail by rail. And she also was responsible for everyone who took part in this process.


And then, one day, during the next flight of the post train, one of her assistants ran up to Manya and reported a German plane was circling over them. It circles, however, and does nothing. As it turned out later, it was a Messerschmitt reconnaissance aircraft. The pilot had completely different goals and objectives than assaulting the mail train. That is, he met Manya by chance and had no intention of attacking her and the property entrusted to her. However, she had her thoughts on this matter.


Manya leaned out of the vestibule and began firing at full speed at the enemy object from her service weapon. I've no idea what it was: a pistol, a revolver. But, I think it was something short-barreled and, as you understand, entirely useless for such purposes. Besides, I suspect Manya wasn't a brilliant shooter. Nevertheless, this was her finest hour.


I suppose the pilot was significantly surprised by this behaviour but quickly pulled himself together and returned fire. Even though the Messerschmitt was a reconnaissance aircraft, two of its four guns weren't dismantled. I believe he wanted to scare Manya and not hit the train because wasting shells on a target that doesn't fit into the primary mission is also pretty stupid.


The summary is simple. Manya took the initiative and was proud of herself despite the reprimand she received from management. The German pilot escaped with a slight fright. Manya's subordinates escaped with a great fright. No one was hit, and there were no casualties.


When I asked my Grandma (great) Manya years later if she thought it would have been safer to ignore the plane, she replied, "So, girl, you think I should have just watched it circle my train?"


Sketch 8: Military Secrecy
Here's another story that happened in my great-grandmother's life during the Second World War, and it's about irrepressible curiosity and its possible consequences.


When the war began, my great-grandfather Mitya was supposed to go to the front, but this didn't happen. On the day when the men lined up for instruction, a telegraph pole fell on my great-grandpa and his leg was severely damaged. So, he became unfit to serve on the front line. However, Mitya still had a chance to serve in the rear. He worked at the post office and was responsible for telegraph transmissions and telephone conversations, including secret ones. As you remember from the previous story, Manya also worked at the post office, but she was doing other things, and her activities didn't intersect with her husband's responsibilities. 


It was the "disposition". Now, let's move on to the main events.


One day, Grandma (great) Manya came to my great-grandpa's work. I don't know what her reasons were for this. Maybe she brought food, came on official business or missed him. History is delicately silent about this.


The point is that during this visit, one military commander called another military commander, and the great-grandfather had to connect them. Which is what he did, retiring to a room specially designed for this. The story should have ended there, but Mitya didn't consider two consequential factors. First was the high level of curiosity of his wife. Second was a parallel telephone set, which he recklessly left alone with her.


Manya rampant wanted to know what the military commanders were talking about. This wasn't because she wanted to find out some secrets. Grandma (great) Manya didn't plan something sinister. She just had an inquisitive nature and was a woman who was thirsty for knowledge. So, Manya decided to participate in the conversation passively. She boldly picked up the handset of the parallel phone and brought it to her ear. The talk between the military commanders turned out to be boring. Manya listened to it for some time, not delving into the discussed problems. And then, she did something she shouldn't have done. She hung up.


Here's the thing. When you pick up the handset of a parallel device, no one knows about it except you. When you hang up earlier than other participants in the conversation, they hear a characteristic click and understand that someone is listening to them.


The scandal was enormous. The authorities immediately called my great-grandfather onto the carpet and demanded an explanation. They wanted to know why Mitya decided to eavesdrop on a secret telephone conversation. 


The story would be funny if not for one thing. It happened in the USSR during Stalin's time. If my great-grandfather had told the truth, he could have been sent to prison or even executed. So he pretended to be a fool and a simpleton.


Firstly, he didn't admit to a single living soul that he wasn't alone during the incident. Secondly, he said that after he connected the military commanders, he discovered that the tube of the parallel apparatus didn't lay well and put it in place. At the end of his explanation, great-grandpa added that since he wasn't overhearing, he wasn't worried about anyone hearing the click.


Fortunately, great-grandfather Mitya was in good standing, and they believed him. In addition, the military commanders weren't of very high rank, and the conversation wasn't top-secret. In a word, my great-grandpa was lucky.


As for Grand (great) Manya, she didn't feel guilty. Years later, recalling this story, she said, "Your great-grandfather didn't let me speak to his authorities. And those two, by the way, didn't even talk about the war but about fishing. A military secrecy, just think!"


Sketch 9: Dancing Queen
Well, my dear readers, we've reached the third story about those days when Grandma (great) Manya was young, not only in the soul but also in the body. And it was this that fact became the culprit of the events described below.


I hope you remember my great-grandfather Mitya injured his leg at the beginning of the Second World War, and his further physical activity was quite limited. In particular, for example, he couldn't dance. It's not that dancing was particularly relevant during the war. But after victory, people wanted to live life to the fullest. Manya was no exception. She loved to dance, wanted to dance, and she danced. It's not difficult to guess that Mitya, for obvious reasons, didn't attend such events. And he didn't endorse Manya's passion for dancing. 


Once, when Manya once again decided to go to the dance, she and my great-grandfather had a slight quarrel. The reason was classic: she demanded her husband go with her, who, in turn, didn't see the point in this and insisted his wife stay at home. Of course, Manya won. At least if the victory is credited to the one who slammed the door like the last word.


So she went to the dance. But it's not about how much fun she had there. Events that happened after played a more significant role.


In those years, it wasn't customary to dance all night. The event lasted until midnight, and the distance to the dance floor was relatively short. Thus, even with the most careless calculations, Manya should have been home at half past midnight. But she wasn't at home. She wasn't there even at one in the morning. Her eldest daughter, Svetlana, was reading late into the night and waiting for her mother. She became worried and woke up her father. However, he (because he was furious) said he categorically refused to look for his wife. So, the eldest daughter got dressed and went in search by herself.


Fortunately, Svetlana knew very well the route Manya had to take home, and it wasn't difficult for her to walk quickly and find her mother. Manya was okay. She was safe and sound but had absolutely no opportunity to return home. All because her head got stuck in the gate of one of the passage yards.


So, firstly, it's necessary to explain (in case you don't know) that a passage yard is a courtyard of an apartment building that you can enter on one street and exit on a parallel (and sometimes even perpendicular) street. In Odessa, such courtyards are a dime a dozen. And, if you know about their existence, you can easily shorten the path. This is what Manya wanted to do.


The second thing you should know is that when my great-grandmother was young, every yard had a janitor. He cleaned this yard, kept order, and, at a specified time, closed the gates at night. This is something that Manya didn't take into account.


Now, having these input data, we can look at the situation from the outside. Manya was returning home from dancing. She decided to take a shortcut through one of the passage yards. On the side of one street, the gate wasn't closed, and the great-grandmother safely got into the yard, but on the side of the other street, the gate was locked with a chain. The simple and correct solution would be to go back and take the long way. But we're talking about Manya. She didn't look for simple solutions. And she decided she would crawl between two gate wings connected by a chain.


Primarily, she stuck her head, and it was a success. The head came through. Then she tried to squeeze further, and it turned out that this was impossible. Then Manya decided to pull out her head and go around, but the trouble was, her head didn't want to go back.


It is worth noting that most of these gates had a doorbell for residents who were out on a spree. You ring the doorbell, wake up the janitor, and he opens the lock. But Manya was stuck in the middle and couldn't physically reach this doorbell. She could have called for help, but she was ashamed.


So. Summer. Night. Moon. Not a single living soul. Manya stood with her head in the gate for about an hour before Svetlana found her. She rang the doorbell, and an angry and sleepy janitor came out. But as soon as he saw what was happening, his spirits rose. When the janitor stopped laughing, he opened the lock and set Manya free.


What lesson do you think Grandma (great) Manya learned from this incident? That's right, none. When she recalled this story, she liked singing the tunes from the dance floor. And when I asked her about the gate, she said, "It was summer, it was warm. And I wouldn't have stood there for long. The wipers were already on their feet at four in the morning. Not like now."


Sketch 10: Milk. Winter. Tram.
The story I'll tell you happened when the age of Grandma (great) Manya was already so respectable that it was indecent to mention it. It started as always: the doctor called the great-grandmother's relatives and reported another incident. This time, everything was dire: Manya broke her arm.


It's hard to be angry at an older person who breaks their arm because, as a rule, older people don't break their limbs on purpose. In addition, it happened in winter, and there was terrible ice in Odessa. For example, I wasn't confident even in my ability to cover long distances on foot. But, as usual, there is a nuance to this story.


As a rule, such ice ages are rare in the southern city and last no more than five days. So, an old lady with countless relatives ready to provide her with everything she needs can easily sit out Armageddon at home. But let me remind you, we are talking about Manya.


When doctors put Manya in a cast, relatives gathered around her to get answers to burning questions. Firstly, where? Secondly, why?


Great-grandma, innocently looking at everyone through her square-framed glasses and stroking her cast, shrugged her shoulders and said, "Nothing special happened. I went out to get some milk. The car has arrived."


The thing is that, in the olden days, a car with a milk tank arrived in Odessa courtyards. People came to her with their containers of various sizes and bought milk. Some people believed this milk was a high-quality product and didn't want to buy pasteurized milk in stores or natural milk in markets. And here is an important point: Grandma (great) Manya wasn't one of them. Therefore, she was reasonably reminded she could have just called, asked for milk and received it the same day. And that's why relatives didn't believe her one iota when she suddenly announced the proper milk could only be bought from a car. However, she wasn't worried her explanations weren't plausible because no one could refute them.


That would have been the end of the story, but one of the relatives decided to ask Manya a few more questions.


"Grandma, but the car always stops near the entrance to the building. And there is no ice there today. How did you fall?" he asked.


"I ran," Great-grandmother, who had lost her vigilance, answered shortly. 


"Where did you run?" another relative wondered carefully.


"I was running to catch the tram!" Manya blurted out irritably and fell silent abruptly.


Silence reigned in the room. Gogol Street (where Grandma (great) Manya lived) hadn't even rails.


Needless to say, we never found out where she broke her arm, where she was going that day, or why she had to take the tram. I hasten to inform you Manya's hand was successfully fused, and she used it for a long time in her dangerous adventures. But unfortunately, her instinct of self-preservation never grew.


Sketch 11: Epilogue
The book about Grandma (great) Manya has come to an end. I've shared the ten funniest and most iconic stories describing that legendary woman's character and essence. Of course, the image of my great-grandmother isn't limited to the pages of this collection. And I want to add a few more short fragments to add the missing pieces to this puzzle. So. Manya.


Manya was born on February twenty-ninth, but the year of her birth remains a mystery. It could have been 1900, 1904, or 1908. She, of course, had a passport, and the year of birth was indicated there. But, firstly, it was never shown to me personally. And secondly, after the Second World War, there was incredible confusion with documents. Manya lost her passport, and when she received a new ID, she somewhat understated her age. How do I know this? Well, mainly because the time frames in her childhood stories were jumbled. For example, one day, relaxing on a sun lounger on the veranda, she let slip that during the 1917 revolution, she was seventeen years old. And she was somehow too proud of this coincidence for it to be false. However, when I noticed it meant she was older than she said, Manya immediately stopped hearing me, asked me a hundred times what I said, complained about her hearing and masterfully changed the subject.


The hearing trick was her favourite chip. If any conversation took a turn in the wrong direction she would have liked, she would immediately stop hearing anything at all and say something like, "I can't make it out," or "You're squeaking like a mosquito, I can't hear anything." In fairness, I must admit my great-grandmother's hearing became worse over the years, and she even watched TV with headphones. However, everything wasn't as gruesome as the Manya tried to demonstrate at the advantageous moments.


But her vision over the years got worse and worse. The cataract progressed. It was strongly reflected in her postcards and garden diaries. Manya's handwriting became illegible. However, I received greeting cards from her until the last days, even when she lived half an hour from my place of work.


Another way to change the topic of conversation Manya used was to suddenly start to recite poetry or sing songs. In those moments, when the dialogue reached a critical point in her opinion, she suddenly asked: "Do you like Omar Khayyam?" And without waiting for the interlocutor's answer, my great-grandma was declaiming poetry. Omar Khayyam was chosen randomly by me and can be replaced by anything. Manya knew an incredible number of poems, stories and songs. I heard William Blake and Robert Burns in her performance. Moreover, I didn't even know the cited works belonged to them.


Manya also had a personal story with Vladimir Vysotsky. No, no, no romance. It's just the film "Dangerous Tours" was filmed in Odessa. The main character ("Georges Bengalsky"), performed by Vysotsky, jumps out in one of the scenes from Manya's window on Gogol Street. So she had the opportunity to feed the living legend dinner, and she loved to talk about it.


By the way, for some reason, I don't remember at all whether Manya was a good cook. But I remember very well the rose jam she often made. This was the most delicious rose jam I've ever tasted. At the dacha, there were several immense rosehip bushes. Every year, when they were covered with blossoming flowers, my great-grandmother armed herself with baskets and collected the petals. And every year, she cooked several jars at once, glued a white piece of plaster to each one, and wrote the date of preparation and the name of the person for whom the jar was intended. I always received my jar with the inscription: "To Mashenka."


Unfortunately, Manya's original recipe hasn't survived. She remembered it by heart, but the rest of my relatives, including me, didn't think of writing it down in time. We didn't have to make rose petal jam because each of us had these personalized jars. Manya took the secret recipe with her when she set out on her extraterrestrial journey. And no one has ever been able to repeat it.


Grandmother (great) Manya seemed to us as something eternal, like the sea (for example). In addition, she was fortuitous and always came out dry from the wettest waters. It was such an undeniable fact when she slipped on the wet kitchen floor, fell and broke her hip, it became something surreal. And when we were told the great-grandmother would never be able to walk again because her age was too high for successful bone fusion and surgery, no one believed it. It is impossible to acknowledge a person who has experienced an incredible number of dangerous situations can lose so stupidly. But Manya never got up. And for her, it was the worst thing that could happen to her. She felt like a bird whose wing had been cut off. A week before Manya left our planet, she told me about it. I remember that moment. She squeezed my hand and said, "I can't take it anymore. There's no reason to continue. I'm tired, girl."


I'm infinitely sorry I will no longer hear her songs, poems and tales. However, my faith allows me to know somewhere in one of the distant galaxies, Grandma (great) Manya collects petals of the cosmic rosehip, quotes Omar Khayyam, Blake and Burns and drives the local alien doctor to white heat. And it'll always be like this. Because Manya, she's eternal. Like the sea, for example.
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