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Abstract 

Among the various types of translation, I think that literary translation is the 

best, it is hard yet it is captivating. I enjoy translating literary works for the 

challenge they present. A translator must exert his or her utmost effort to produce 

the same style of the original as well as conveying the same exact emotions and 

feelings. 

In my senior project, I chose to translate three stories from a book called Our 

Grandmothers, Our selves. It is about the stories of nineteen Canadian women who 

came from different cultures and backgrounds. The stories were told by the 

granddaughters of these women, who were influenced by their relationships with 

their grandmothers. 

The stories I have chosen from this book are "In Adversity, Hold Your Head 

High and Your Shoulders Back," by Karen Diaz; "Sit on a Cushion, Sew a Fine 

Seam, "by Nicole Lyle; and "Afternoon tea in the Clouds," by Zeynep Varoglu. I 

chose this book because I have always thought that we can learn a lot from 

grandmothers; they are special people whose experiences in life have lead to 

wisdom. The grandmothers in this book are from different cultures, and this is 

another incentive for me to choose this book. I wanted to learn about the 

relationship between grandmother and granddaughters in other cultures and 

compare them to my relationship with my grandmother. 
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My Arabic translation is preceded by an introduction in which I summarized the 

three stories, discussed the methodology I followed and the problems I encountered 

while translating the stories. 
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Mrs.Kernahan transferred her strength to her granddaughters, through the 

advices she generously offered them. On one occasion she said: "you must first 

know how you are, and be proud of yourselves as Black women, wives, mothers 

and friends. In educating yourselves, stand up for your convictions and make the 

necessary choices to pursue your goals."
2 

Another valuable advices to her 

granddaughters is to be genuine and honest. 

b) Plot summary 2: "Sit on a Cushion, Sew a Fine Seam", by Nicole Lyle

In this story, a woman from Northern Ireland writes about her grandmother's 

life experiences. She first introduces us to her relationship with her grandmother, 

which was uniquely strong. 

Being the only granddaughter gives her advantages. For example, her 

grandparents and especially her grandmother used to indulge her. However, focuses 

on the life of the narrator's grandmother, starting with her childhood and how the 

absence of her father, because of the world war and the civil war, had affected her 

life. Furthermore, her father's alcoholism after coming from prison and his 

remarriage after her mother's death. Despite these circumstances, this women 

carries on with her life, her advice is: "Anger requires a great deal of energy to 

maintain".3

2 
Diez, Karan. " In Adversity, Hold your Head High, and Your Shoulders Back". Our Grand Mothers 

Ourselves( Toronto .. Ontario .. Fitzhenry & Whiteside), 2005.p, 137 
3 

Lyle, Nicola." Sit on a Cushion, Sew a fine Seam". Our Grandmothers Ourselves(Toronto .. Ontario .. 

Fitzhenry & Whiteside), 2005. P,87 
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Education was very important to her grandmother; her dream was to get a 

scholarship to attend high school and then university. However, her mother made 

her work in a factory. Despite her lack of education, she is very much concerned 

about the politics of her time and she became involved in Northern Irish Politics. 

For example, she had campaigned during elections for the Northern Ireland Labor 

Party. 

Regarding religion, the grandmother was different from her mother, in that she did 

not impose her beliefs on others even though she is a devout Christian. For 

example, when her granddaughter told her that she does not feel that she is 

Christian, the grandmother report by saying that if she has something else to inspire 

her that was fine too. 

c) Plot summary 3: "Afternoon tea in the cloud", by Zeynep Varoglu.

The story basically talks about the relationship that the narrator has with her 

grandmother. 

Not knowing her mother who died when she was very young ,as well as the

absence of men in her life and her grandmother's life had strengthen their 

relationship, as her father and brother used to live in Canada. 

In the story, she also mentions the kind of activities she and her 

grandmother used to do together. For example, the two have breakfast together, 
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while watching the commentaries on the morning news, and having afternoon tea, 

which left its impact on Zeynep Varoglu, the narrator. However, she and her 

grandmother were different from each other. For instance, she says that when she 

wants to talk about serious issues, her grandmother wants to talk about clothes, and 

when she wants to watch trashy music videos, her grandmother want to show 

serious show on T.V. Despite all the differences she loves her grandmother. 

The granddaughter wrote about her own experience, when she had to leave 

her grandmother and move to Canada, and how things there were different to a 

degree that she thought she would have to learn how to walk, talk, play and laugh 

all over again. 
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Methodology 

Translation is a means of communicating as it renders ideas, thoughts, feelings, 

emotions and point of View from one language to another. The kind of theory 

adopted in the translation basically depends on the kind of text translated, as well 

as, on the aim of the translation. 

From the beginning, translation studies have focused on two main kinds of 
I 

translation, word for word (literal) and sense for sense (free).The former focuses on 

the form of the source, while the latter focuses on the message and content. In the 

translation of literature, the second method is more suitable than the first because 

the aim of the translation is to communicate. On the other hand, literal translation is 

more beneficial if the aim of the translation is teaching vocabulary or rendering 

literally and objectively the source text. This kind of translation is used in the 

academic, business, scientific, and legal fields. 

Before translating this project, I read the stories many times and I had a careful 

look at them. I knew that getting the meaning of the stories is very crucial. The 

implied meaning is very important in translating literary texts, in which the meaning 

is more important than the form. 

While reading the text, I encountered vocabulary that I'm not familiar with, so I 

looked up their meaning in the dictionaries available, and produced an initial word 

for word translation .Then I reordered the sentences according to the rules of the 
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English language (the source language), after that I restructured the sentences to fit 

in the rules and conditions of the Arabic language (the target language) which are 

different from those in English language. In this regard I was influenced by Nida's 

system of translation, which includes three steps: "the literal transfer analysis, 

minimal transfer and literary transfer". 
4

Nida created two kinds of equivalence, formal and dynamic. In formal 

equiv.alence the translator renders the text word for word (gloss translation), which 

focuses on the form, while in dynamic equivalence, the translator focuses on 

conveying the message (thought and emotions) expressed in the original text at the 

expense of word order. Nida states that there are four requirements of the 

Translation, the translator must bear in mind: "making sense, conveying the spirit 

and manner of the original, having a natural and easy form of expression and 

producing a similar response."5 Because my aim in translating the stories is 

conveying the message and content, I chose to follow the dynamic equivalence in 

most of the translation. This however, did not mean that I did not follow the formal 

equivalence in some sentences; the translator cannot stick to one method or one way 

in his or her translation, he or she must be eclectic. 

I should mention that before translating my texts I did not decide that I will 

followNida's theory of translation in most ofmy work, but I discovered that I was 

following it while translating and after determined the purpose behind translating 

4 
Cited in Munday,, Jeremy. Introducing Translation Studies. London: Routledge, 200 l .p.40 

5 

Cited in Munday, p.41,42 
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those stories. It is important to mention that all the theories of translation attempt to 

project what is happening in the mind of translators while translating. 
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Problems Encountered 

According to Hassan Ghazala , in his book ,Translation As Problem And 

Solutions " a translation problem is any difficulty we come across at translating , 

that invites us to stop translating in order to check , recheck , reconsider or rewrite it 

or use dictionary or a reference of some kind to help us overcome it and make sense 

of it". 

1 While translating the story "In Adversity, Hold your head high and your 

Shoulder's Back", I faced some problems these are example of those problems. 

The title of the story " In Adversity, Hold your head high and your shoulders 

back," it is metaphorical ; therefore , the best way to deal with it is to transfer its 

meaning into the target language , because literal translation doesn't provide 

effective stylistic results . I translate the title of the story as: 

A similar problematic issue can be found in this sentence "I walked in to 

Mother Philomena's office with my head high and shoulders back ". In this case, I 

translated the phrase " .. with my head high and shoulders back", as : __>..:i..9 JS.i.J) 

(jl_j.i.c 13 The translation of the sentence will be 

( · \ ··· \ ,,q JS_i 1 . ·:Lt.§ cciUA. W,.1,o J .;. �\ '--lA.<> I\ �� ). .) � .J � . '-e--'-':' .J .. � f' . cs. . 

In this sentence " my home rested in the countryside, where the sugar - cane 

factories. cocoa plantations - coffee and Pitch Lake are ". The phrase "Pitch lake" 

posed a translation problem. I did not know the real meaning of that phrase until I 
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searched for it in the internet; I translated it into ) . .ill o �- Moreover, I added in 

information in the footnote, in order to give a clear definition of it. 

�w'·- 1\wli....,;{\1.:. � .1w1 11wli....,)U�)I ..iL=.JI · 1>. ( _ .. Lwli....,\• � (.S', , 'i!"""" .) .. J . i '-.?"" , - •• .) (,_).4 i.,r J � ,

Grammatical problem stemmed mostly from the differences in the structure 

between English and Arabic languages. 

The simple past of the verb "be" "was" and "were ", are translated literally 

as '\).S", both as main and auxiliary verbs- when translating this verb, it is possible 

to neglect it or use it, this is depending on the sentence, for example, when 

translating the sentence " I was born ", I chose to neglect "was", and translate the 

statement as " w..i.JJ ", instead of (�..i;/J w...i\.S). The second translation is right, but the 

first one is more suitable to my text, being concise and more stylistically acceptable. 

Similarly, I translated the sentence "I was told "in to (u.Jc ..l..!) this is not 

word for word translation, but translation by meaning. 

Another example can be found in this sentence "My daughters were married 

and lived in Montreal with their husbands, who were attending university." I 

translated this sentence by omitting "were" ( ,J . .S) in the translation, because 

keeping it is not acceptable according to the rules of the target language (Arabic). 

To make the Arabic sentence flow as naturally as the English sentence, I chose this 

translation: 
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The pro bl ms I encountered in the story " sit on a Cushion , sew a fine seam ", are 

mostly lexical. 

The sentence "I had no idea what a foray in to the past would trigger ", I did 

not translate it literally, but I chose to render it, by meaning, in order to make it 

more acceptable in Arabic. Thus, the translation of the sentence becomes: " ($.� ifa. � 

Furthermore , the phrase which is " working people " a collocation in 

English is translated in to collocation in Arabic , as it exists in the target language , 

thus the translation becomes .(;i..L.WI ($.�'ti ) 

Word for word translation is not acceptable when there is a deviation in the 

meaning and when the translation doesn't seem acceptable or sound awkward to the 

readers of the target language (Arabic ), as in these examples. 

"his family's veins were darker shade of blue than her family's". 

I translated this sentence by rending its meaning as follows: l:;_,_y..11 w�I) 

If I translated word for word, it will seem awkward to the readers of the 

Arabic language. Another example can be found in the following sentence: "My 

grandmother was the glue in our family" , which is probably familiar to English 

readers but not to the Arabic ones . The meaning would sound obscure if I 

translated it literally , because " glue " in Arabic means (,,l__,.c ..,i 4 .... ,u_;c o�L.., ), Thus, 

the translation is better done as follows 

( uilil..c ill .hil)I ··h w.i\.S ). �($. . '-r ·  

14 



Moreover, in this sentence, "Christianity was the foothold in her life 

"foothold" literally means (t.1.§ � >-4) but in the Arabic language, this translation 

will not give the desired meanings and therefore, the translation of it is 

In this story " Afternoon tea in the clouds ", I encountered technical terms 

like ," remote control " " radio" " video ", and "bus". At first I translated these 

expressions by keeping the spelling and pronunciation. 

Arabic speakers use these expressions in colloquial language, but since they 

exist in the classical Arabic. I translated them as: 

.( 4..l_gG._) ' (� wi..z. . L·� ... .. .JA � 

In this sentence ," ... a cabinet full of books on deep-sea surgery ... " , I did 

not translate the phrase " deep - seas surgery " literally , but I translated it by 

meaning , the translation becomes : 

( - .11 ··1....,c.1 · ..::..i� ·:11 wiS.lw :i...iil... :i....il .. ) . � l-' UC '-?*' . . .. y,. .J 

" my brother was 16 and I was 14", I translated this sentence by changing 

the word order , of that sentence in the source text , it is nominal , but in the 

translated text , I changed it in to verbal , because its more acceptable than the 

nominal structure in the target language (Arabic) . It is preferred to translate the 

nominal sentence in to a verbal in the Arabic language , unless the noun is 

15 



emphasized . The translation of the sentence becomes: L,\ �I LJA 16 �l � 1.)S ) 

.(L,w:. 14 �I ..:.US
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6 (� uli....,i ).J� W)J �L.. o�I � �_,, ') .i...;i � r-3w1 � ul�I '-:-'Y:-i tY' ki_, ..il.l.i_»i � o�I oi.l. �
.:i.il:i:..... c::.,4-;,. .J! uli....,)11 4,:i... .J�-' r-3w1 � uli....,;;J �)1 .J..l�I tY' c/'J 
www.tharmoda.net-vb-t3917-html, retrieved june,7.2009 
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Conclusion 

This project has really been a real learning experience. It helped me improve 

my skills as a translator .Moreover, I learned many things that I think they are going 

to help me in my life. 

The stories which I translated took one semester to finish and it has exposed me 

to different cultures. I felt happy when I translated these stories and I strived to 

make the target texts as clear and interesting as the source text. 

After translating this project, I have to confess that translation is not an easy job, 

and I will always look for the name of a translator of any translated book I read. As 

now I am aware of the difficulties that translators go through while translating. 
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"In Adversity, 

Hold Your Head 

High and Your 

Shoulders Back" 

KAREN DIAZ 

You remind me of someone. long ago, 

She was the grandma, Elizabeth Battersby, 

We now see you as the grandma, 

You are the rock of the family, 

Proud lady with white hair. 

- VINCENT LEE CHONG, Mama'scousin, on the occasion of her

80th birthday 

They call her Mama, Agatha, Mrs. K, Mommy, Mom, AK, Mrs. 

Kemahan, Auntie. Each of theses names describes the woman I call Mama. 
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As I sit here reminiscing on 84 years of living, I look back with joy and pride 

and loving thoughts on my family. My name is Emelda Agatha Kernahan. I want to 

let you know how I have felt all these years. 

I was born on October 12, 1913. I was told that my birth took place on a Sunday 

morning at 9:45 a.m., just after morning mass. The midwife that was to bring me 

into this world was a faithful Roman Catholic. On her way home from church, she 

passed by my parents' home. What she did not know was that my maternal 

grandmother would be at the door waiting for her. Her plans for her breakfast 

changed - she would bring a baby girl into this world. My parents thanked her, and 

she lived long 

enough for me to thank her too. It so happened she was chosen to be my godmother 

and �ived to pierce my ears and put my first pair of gold earrings in. I was eight 

years old then. 

I was born in Trinidad, West Indies, also called the land of the humming bird. 

Our population is a little over one million. My home rested in the countryside, 

where the sugar-cane factories, cocoa plantations, coffee and the pitch lake are. It 

was not a rich country when I was growin' up, but we were not poor. We had all the 

necessities to make a happy home. As I grew older, I went to the school nearest my 

home called New Grant EC school. I stayed there until I completed the eighth 

grade. From there I went to a commercial school where I learned Pitman's 

shorthand, typing and English. I was confirmed, sang in the church choir and 

married at the age of 19. 

I was blessed with two wonderful daughters, Marjorie and Myrna. My husband, 

Hamil Kernahan, died when I was 49 years old. At the time of his passing, my 

daughters were married and lived in Montreal with their husbands, who were 

attending university. My daughter Madge left me with three granddaughters to 

raise. After i8 months, I packed up my grandchildren and moved to Montreal. My 

younger daughter, Myrnal also had 
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three girls, which I helped to tend to. When my daughters' husbands 

graduated from university and I was assured that they could all manage 

without me, I went to work. My first job was at the Montreal General 

Hospital as a nurse's aide, which I resigned from when I left for New York 

to pursue a course in practic4-" nursing and earn a certificate. I returned to 

Montreal and worked in hospitals, nursing homes and privately. 

My last job was a few weeks after I turned 65. I went home to Trinidad 

for a while, but returned a few years later and settled down with my 

daughter Madge and her three children. 

My grandmother has given me strength when I felt that I had no more to give. 

She has been a friend, a soul mate. Her inspiration and compassion enabled me to 

pursue graduate work, raise two sons, be a wife and work full-time. I am the eldest 

of Mama's six granddaughters. 

As she sits in the comer of her bedroom, with the sunlight spilling its! rays on 

her golden-brown face and silver hair, she smiles a beautiful smilel that radiates the 

peace that is within her. She is indulging in one of her favourite pastimes, watching 

the soaps. The television has been her companion for the last few years. At 4:30 

p.m. she takes a break to prepare supper. Lucky is the person who happens to walk

through the door at this time of the day. If it is not the aromas of West Indian home 

cooking, it is Mama's insistence that will bring you to the table to share a meal and 

a story with her. After dinner, Mama returns to her high-back chair, puts her feet up 

on her pouf and gets settled in to watch the evening news. 

Mama follows attentively as the political developments of the day unfold on the 

television screen. Mandela, Bouchard, Parizeau, Chretien, Trudeau, Clinton. Mama 

is a woman that understands politics like 'no one else. She talks about politicians 

and their respective issues with incredible familiarity. This knowledge and 

awareness stem from her life in Trinidad and Tobago when Dr. Eric Williams was 

prime minister. Eric Williams, an island scholar who had studied at Oxford and 

taught at Howard University, had worked with the Caribbean Commission to 

organize and 

45 



advance party politics in Trinidad and Tobago. Through lectures, Dr Williams 

informed people about the political system of the time. 

One day Mama read about him in a local newspaper. Williams's vision for a 

reformed Caribbean and a changed country appealed to her: an independent country 

that would chart its own future, where men and women would collectively control 

and direct their nation. Mama always believed in change, especially if it meant the 

"uplifting" of people of colour, as Mama would say. In order to participate, Mama 

soon joined 

The People's National Movement (PNM) party, which was working toward 

acquiring independence. She was one of a few women to attend meetings and 

becoi;ne actively involved in political initiatives. Political activism was 

unconventional for women in the Islands at that time. 

"I wanted to be a part of the exciting change that was going to affect my country, 

regardless that some men felt I should not be there:' she states unapologetically. 

"Women must have a voice and not accept the foolishness that we have different 

abilities than men." 

To this day, her political interests flourish. Whenever there is an upcommg 

election, each member of the family can rest assured of receiving a call from Mama 

highlighting the issues and the importance of voting. After Mama had been living in 

Canada a while, Pierre Trudeau replaced Dr. Williams as her most respected 

politician. However, her political interests don't stop at the Canadian border. She 

can tell you about what is unfolding in Europe, Africa and the United States. 

"Knowledge gives you power and the ability to discuss issues which can influence 

your life:' she often reminds me. 

After the evening news, Mama takes time to call her family members and 

comment on the events of the day. My grandmother has always shown a genuine 

interest in all of our lives, especially when it comes to school. "Education first. 

Marriage second. The only way to better yourselves and to gain freedom is to get an 

education." 

My sisters and I have heard this voice of reason throughout our lives. To 

strengthen her convictions, Mama promised she would pay the first year of tuition 

fees for any grandchild who pursued university studies. 
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Her determination and support have provided us with a v1s10n. Two of the 

granddaughters are pursuing doctoral degrees, one is a lawyer, two are trained in the 

field of telecommunications and one is studying to become a journalist. 

"You must first know who you are, and be proud of yourselves as Black women, 

wives, mothers and friends. In educating yourselves, stand up for your convictions 

and make the necessary choices to pursue your goals." With a daring spirit she 

adds, "Do not lose yourselves in the traditional identity of what it means to be a 

woman, being at home, taking care of family:' She has always emphasized how 

proud she is of her granddaughters' successes, and has insisted that we support one 

another. "Don't be jealous of each other. Be happy for each other. Each one of you 

is different, with different life situations. Set your goals and slowly work toward 

them. Don't give up. You'll arrive there, bit by bit. Don't give up." Her unyielding 

support has made us who we are today. 

Marna's belief in the importance of education sterns from the time when she was 

raising her own children. While neighbours and friends were sending their children 

to the local school, she was determined to give her two daughters the best education 

she could afford. At that time in Trinidad, convents operated by the Irish Catholic 

nuns offered quality education. One day, Marna decided she would take it upon 

herself to speak to Mother Philomena, who ran St. Joseph's Convent. Papa, our 

grandfather, was not in agreement with his wife. Not only would the financial 

constraints be difficult for the family, but, more important, he also feared rejection 

due to skin colour. Papa believed that as a struggling Black family making do, it 

was their place in society to send their children to the free local school. 

Marna saw it otherwise. "One day I decided that my children were going to go to 

St. Joseph's Convent. I got all dressed up in one of the two linen dresses I owned, 

combed my hair and marched off to the school. I walked into Mother Philomena's 

office with my head held high and shoulders back." 

Mother Philomena accepted my mother and my aunt into the 
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convent. The first monthly payments came from the sale of Mama's gold 'bracelets. 

"My children and their education come first. I want them to be 

equipped to seek good jobs." 

I am reminded of this story whenever I face obstacles. "In adversity, hold your 

head high and your shoulders back. It'll be fine. Be patient." 

Mama's perse erance and family' \ialues have influenced Qur lives as WQme,u, 

wives and mothers. From the moment we were born, Mama played an integral role 

in our lives. When I was born, the custom in Trinidad was to have the mother and 

child return to the parents' home so that the baby and the mother could be well 

taken care of. My grandparents felt that my parents were too young to take on the 

responsibility of a child alone so they insisted that my mother and I live with them 

for a while. Raising a child was the responsibility of not only the parents, but also 

of each member of the family and the community at large. It was only while living 

in Canada that I was confronted with such terms as nuclear family and extended 

family. In the West Indies there is no distinction. All the members of our 

community were family. 

1n 961 my Aunt Myrna ,got .married in Mo.ntre.al Since jt was ..not yossjbJe to 

����"\ry�� �� te���'g,�"m1l��"lre.�'1'1 � 

Montreal, she heard about Sir George William University. She came across a 

brochure and brought it back for my father. It was her belief that if he wanted to 

make something of himself, he would need to go away to school. A year later, my 

parents moved to Canada, leaving their two young children with Mama. Mama and 

Papa took on the responsibility of raising us. A few months after our parents' 

departure, our grandfather passed away. Despite the financial hardships, Mama kept 

her commitment to my parents to care for us as best she could. She wanted her son

in-law to be well educated, obtain a good job and provide financial security for his 

family. 

Mama believes that her spiritual connection with God with provide for her and 

show her the way. "Once you pray and believe in God, He will do what He feels is 

good for you and see you through good and bad times. 

"Before he died, Papa had started to build a house for me. After his 

48 



death, I was unsure as to whether I should continue to build the house, move in 
with my grandchildren or stay where I was living. So I prayed to God to show me 
the way. One night in a dream, your grandfather came to me and gently took my 
hand and led me to the unfinished house." She knew then that she should finish 
building the house. 

At 84 years of age, Mama shows no sign of slowing down. The batch of 
crossword-puzzle books in the living room is an indication that she keeps busy 
enough. She is as sharp as ever. You can be sure to receive advice on everything 
from cooking West Indian food to child rearing, pursuing doctoral work or building 
a house. 

She' has taught me to respect my judgement, exercise patience, be genuine and 
honest. My husband and children love her for everything she represents in my life. 

Every day Mama phones my sons, asks about school and asks them when they're 
coming over for Jell-0. They can pick the flavour if they tell her a story about 
school. 

I have not regretted my 34 years in this country. But at 84 years of age and 
with a little arthritis, it is difficult for me to get around. I live alone and am 
happy that I have all the amenities. I pray a lot, and I know that the heavenly 
Father hears me. I am looking forward to living the rest of my days in peace 
and comfort, and to attending the university graduation of my great
granddaughter. 

I thank God for my family and a happy long life. 
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Sit on a 

Cushion, Sew 

a Tine Seam 

NICOLA LYLE 

At my mother's urging, my grandmother wrote her autobiography in 
1985 at the age of 70. The last time I saw Gran in Northern Ireland, I had the 
opportunity to read about her life experiences. I was 17, and her words both 
disturbed and moved me. Her life was a combination of the painful, the arduous, the 
joyous and the passionate. The parallels between her childhood and my own startled 
me, and our common experiences allowed me to share secrets that would otherwise 
have remained undivulged. Her story allowed me to understand her as a person, 
outside her role as my grandmother. When she let me read her words that fateful 
night in Ireland, it was an act sacrosanct to us both; a recognition of her trust in me 
and an acknowledgement that I was old enough to discover several truths about her. 

When I learned of my grandmother's death, I was in Canada. I automatically 
thought of the autobiography and Gran's diaries. I asked my 
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grandfather to locate and safeguard the boxes containing the precious texts until my 

next visit to Ireland. I had no idea what a foray into the past would trigger, but I 

knew that my grandmother's story would not go untold. 

Elizabeth "Lily" Vogan Moore was born in 1915. She was very close to her own 

grandmother, who was an unconventional woman for her time. My great-great

grandmother lived well into her 8os, outlasting all three of her husbands. Lily's 

writings were replete with her grandmother's rhymes, poems and adages. The 

women in our family have been symbolically bound by the name Elizabeth, which 

we all share. 

Illness dogged my grandmother from childhood, and she was frequently 

hospitalized. By the time I was five, she had undergone a series of throat operations. 

She was unable to talk while recuperating, so during my visits we scribbled notes to 

each other. I had just learned to write and felt quite the grown-up for participating 

in this form of communication; besides, it seemed only fair that if she could not 

talk, I too should be mute. We managed to form a solidarity between us. When I 

retrieved her diaries, I stumbled across those very notes. 

In her later years, I watched my grandmother grow increasingly frustrated with 

her body and its refusal to cooperate with her. Still, she continued to push herself to 

live as full a life as physically possible. My grandfather would fuss and fret over 

her, and she told me once that if it had been up to him, she would have been 

"wrapped up in cotton wool." But she would often fire back at him that she was not 

one to "sit on a cushion, sew a fine seam, and feast on strawberries, sugar and 

cream" a rhyme she had picked up as a wide-eyed schoolgirl who believed that life 

should be so ideal. 

I was her only granddaughter, and I knew this conferred a special status. When I 

visited Northern Ireland, as I did most summers, I always stayed at Gran's house. 

She and my grandfather had very little money, but nevertheless she indulged me 

with thoughtful treats such as breakfast in bed each morning, long baths in her 

oversized tub and midnight concoctions of brandy with warm milk to ease my 

stomach cramps. As a 
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child, I had sensitive skin, so Gran would wash all my clothes in mild soap flakes. 

Even years later when my skin toughened, she continued to wash with that special 

soap. 

My grandmother's life was profoundly affected by both world wars and the civil 

war in Northern Ireland, which rages to this day. Her father fought in the First 

World War, leaving when her mother was pregnant with her, so little Lily was four 

years old before she laid eyes on him. He had been a prisoner of war; he had gone 

missing in action and was finally presumed dead. One day, he returned from the 

dead. 

I do not know on what date he arrived home, but I can remember that it was 

evening, and the house was full of people there to greet him. Of course, he was 

being embraced by my mother and my brother and sister, and I must have been 

feeling a bit left out, so I pushed through the throng around him and said, "Do you 

not know me? I'm wee Lily!" I can still remember his answer: "Indeed I do, I 

would have known who you were if I had met you in Germany, you look just like 

your mum. 

Although the months following the family reunion were blissful, Lily's father 

was haunted by his painful memories as a prisoner of war. He developed a drinking 

problem and was chronically unemployed. Lily's mother cleaned homes to support 

the family, but she died of tuberculosis in her early 40S. 

Gran grew resentful of her father, blaming him for her mother's premature death. 

When her father remarried two years later, she felt betrayed and did not speak to 

him for years. She even refused to invite him to her wedding. However, with the 

wisdom that comes with age and experience, Gran admitted she regretted the many 

years she had let pride and anger destroy her relationship with her father. I often 

recall her words when I am preparing a grudge of my own: Anger requires a great 

deal of energy to maintain. 
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. . .  sit on a cushion, sew a fine seam, 

and feast on strawberries, sugar and cream . . .  

Gran's childhood dream was to win a scholarship to attend high school, and then 

possibly university. But when she was eight years of age, her mother threw this 

dream into eclipse with the stark reality that an education was out of the question. 

She would have to work instead. 

I could leave school at 14 years old, and the few shillings a week which I 

earned would help balance our budget. Education in those days would not 

. normally be considered important for a girl as it was taken for granted that 

you would marry quite young and then would be at home raising a family. I 

don 't remember resenting this because, as I say, it was normal. 

Consequently, Gran had wanted to live out her dream of an education vicariously 

through my mother. This too was not to be, yet Gran's disappointment arose mainly 

from the opportunities she herself, rather than her daughter, had missed. 

At 13, Lily began working full-time folding handkerchiefs in a factory. Her first 

day on the job, she walked through the front door and into the office to report for 

work. When she announced her name and purpose, she was told that she was never 

to come through the front door again. She was a factory labourer, and as such, she 

was to use the back door. My grandmother quietly left, tears of anger and 

humiliation welling up in her eyes. She vowed that her children would never suffer 

the same fate. 

Perhaps this unpleasant incident sparked the development of her political ideals: 

my grandmother was a committed socialist. She campaigned during elections for 

the Northern Ireland Labour Party, distinguishing herself as one of the few Northern 

irelanders who voted based on class principles rather than along dogmatic sectarian 

lines. 

Electoral corruption was rampant in Northern Irish politics. In her predominantly 

Protestant neighbourhood, "loyal" Protestants would 
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often visit close to election time to ensure that everyone understood how they were 

expected to vote and to "request" that constituents allow their votes to be cast by 

proxy. My grandmother made herself very unpopular not only by making it clear 

she would cast her own ballot, but also by challenging her visitors to explain what 

their revered politicians had ever done for the working people. She would often say 

that politics in Northern Ireland operated on "lots of fear and little support." 

She was always frustrated that the working-class Catholics and Protestants of 

Northern Ireland could not - or would not recognize that they had far more in 

common with each other than they did with the wealthy politicians whom they 

elected to represent them. Her dream of a united Catholic and Protestant working 

class ·"n Northern Ireland never came to fruition in her lifetime . 

. . . sit on a cushion, sew a fine seam, 

and feast on strawberries, sugar and cream . . .  

My grandmother idolized her mother, but her mother's religious prejudice 

triggered both confusion and hurt. Mixed messages of bigotry and tolerance were 

commonplace in Northern Irish families. Children were raised to believe religious 

differences should not pit them against one another, yet mixed marriages were 

considered unacceptable. 

The intransigence of sectarian divisions in Northern Ireland was impressed upon 

Lily more than 40 years before the country's troubles intensified: 

When I was about i years old, my sister went on a holiday to Enniskillen to 

visit a family who had relatives living near us. While she was there, Nell met 

a young man and the pair of them were attracted to one another He asked if 

he could write to her and she agreed. Well! After the first letter arrived from 

Enniskillen, mum enquired from our neighbour if he was quite respectable 

before she would agree to a correspondence between Nell and him. She was 
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horrified to be told that he was a Roman Catholic. I was shocked at how she 

reacted, as I always believed my parents to be completely without prejudice. 

We had been brought up to respect other folks' opinions, and since starting 

work I had many Roman Catholic friends. Nell was told if she became 

serious about Hugh, mum would never speak to her again. She declared that 

she had no desire for Roman Catholic grandchildren. There was almost a 

state of war; mum watched for the postman, and said she would confiscate 

the letters. I used to meet the postman on the way and ask if he had a letter 

for our house, and if it was one from Hugh I would hide it. When mum found 

out about my intercepting the postman she was cross with me. My sister 

became so fed up with the atmosphere at home that she wrote Hugh and 

, " ended the friendship. It never had time to develop into anything more. 

My grandmother was very a devout Christian, but she did not impose her beliefs 

or moral views on others. Gran was steadfastly tied to Ireland. She sang songs of 

rebellion, was well-versed in Irish history, spoke some Gaelic and generally 

embraced Irish culture, all very unusual for a "good, loyal Protestant." I often 

suspected that my grandmother secretly wished for a United Ireland, free from 

British rule, but during those tumultuous times such desires were better left 

unspoken. She often referred to her religious affiliation as Church of Ireland rather 

than Protestant, which was exceptional in a country in which religious identity was 

so significant and narrowly defined. It seemed to be her means of extricating herself 

from the extremism plaguing both sides. Christianity was the foothold of her life. 

But religion was deeply personal to her, and she felt that exclusionary Christians 

weren't very Christian after all. 

At 14, I confessed to her that I did not think I was a Christian. I expected her to 

oe � �-..177.,;r _}a'Jd.-d �; Ca".t ..Meealduze�.t F�aW./&� ff6¥ P<W��� 

each day, and if l bad something e1se to inspire me, tnat was o"k.ay too. 'Wnat was 

most important to her was that I did indeed have that special something. I think she 

was conscious of the 
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fact that 4lthough I did not feel a connection to Christianity; our visions of what 

constituted social justice were similar. 

. . .  sit on a cushion, sew a fine seam, 

and feast on strawberries, sugar and cream . . .  

Gran met her husband when she was 18. They married six years later. Because his 

family's veins were a darker shade of blue than her family's, and because a suitable 

mate had already been selected for him, my grandfather's parents would not 

endorse his choice of a wife. Unfortunately, though, all the unhappy in-laws had to 

live under one roof. This meant Lily's housekeeping, child-rearing and culinary 

abilities were under constant scrutiny. 

After they learned of her father's alcoholism, my grandfather's parents often 

called Lily's morality into question. My grandmother never forgave her father for 

his drinking, but she hotly defended him to her in-laws during the course of many 

an argument. After 15 years of marriage, my grandparents finally climbed to the top 

of the public housing list and moved into a home of their own. 

Lily was still folding handkerchiefs to help keep her family financially afloat. 

Each evening, she would bring home bales of fabric, ribbons and cardboard. Sitting 

at the dinner table, my grandmother would fold the hankies and pin them to pieces 

of card while my mother and her sister would tie the ribbons and pin them to the 

hankies. While the neighbourhood men would go off to a pub, my grandfather sat at 

the table with his family and cut the lengths of ribbon because he was the least 

skilled in handkerchief folding. It was imperative to Lily that her family spend 

quality time together every day and that her daughters grow up believing there was 

no such thing as "women's work." 

Upon reading her autobiography, I was continually struck by the respect she had 

for the "family" In Ireland, the term "family" extends beyond the nuclear 

connotation to embrace the community's value system. The extended family, most 

of whom lived close by or in the same 
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house, were Gran's friends, confidantes and caretakers. My grandmother was the 

"glue" in our family. Her family always came first, a sentiment that has been passed 

down to my mother and me. 

Gran died a few days after Christmas one year. My mother and I bought two clay 

angels, one as a keepsake for me and one to spirit my gran off to her next place. The 

angel destined to accompany my gran's spirit was hung on a pine tree facing 

westward, for the Celts believed that the journey of death is westward bound. It was 

an appropriate Irish tradition for a exceptional Irishwoman. I am confident my gran 

would have approved. 
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ZEYNEP VAROGLU 

The bus from Paris to Istanbul passed through Italy and Greece and finally crossed 

the Turkish border into Edime at about 2 a.m. - after four days and nights. By the time I 

arrived at my destination, I was exhausted and overwhelmed. I needed to energize myself 

to complete the last leg of the trip to my grandmother's apartment, and I managed to find 

a youth hostel in Sultan Ah.met, on the European side of the Bosphorus. 

The innkeeper eyed me with suspicion. "This is the room. Here's the key. It's small but 

clean, nothing fancy. This is a cheap hotel, you know." He then muttered under his 

breath, "The bathroom and shower are down the hall. Don't worry about security. We 

don't let Turks stay here, only Americans and Europeans. You don't have to lock your 

door." 

I wondered ifhe had caught the irony of his comments as I handed him my passport. I 

took a shower and scrubbed off the dust from my trip, returned to my room and lapsed 

into a sound slumber. 

The call of the muezzin woke me as the afternoon sun burst into the room. It was time to 

cross over to the Asian side oflstanbul. As I prepared 
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We sent my grandmother to heaven from a mosque on a cold November day, several years 
after this &tory was written. The garden of the mosque was filled with family and friends. 
Afterwards, while walking with my aunt on the hanks of the Bosphorus near the apartment 
where my grandmother had lived for more than 30 years, shopkeepers, fishermen and friends 
of my grandmother stopped us to express their condolences. Later that evening more relatives 
and family friends came to another ceremony at my great-aunt's house. Enormous quantities of 
tea and food were brought out, as visitors continued to come to pay their last respects. 
Suddenly, standing in the crowded parlour, numb from the shock of the day's events, I 
understood what an impact she had had on the lives of so many people. 

ZEYNEP V AROGLU 
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my bag for departure, I could hear tourists talking in chords of French, German and English. At 
the ferry terminal by the Bosphorus, men sold simit - fresh bread rings - while crowds rushed to 
catch the ferries crisscrossing between Asia and Europe. When I disembarked from the ferry in 
Kadikoy, some gypsy children tugged at my bag, taking me for a foreign backpacker. "Hello! 
Hello! Change? Change?" they repeated in broken English. Finally I responded in Turkish, "I 

haven't got anything for you!" 

In the four years since my last visit, Istanbul had expanded to accommodate even more people. 
During the taxi ride to the suburbs - where my grandmother lived in her new apartment on the 
12th floor of a high-rise - the horizon seemed to be closing in on the street. The taxi driver 
headed between Ataturk and Inonu Streets - named after the founder of the Turkish Republic 
and the first prime minister, respectively. 

"You finally came!" my grandmother exclaimed. "We've been waiting for you. Look, your 
great-aunt Nurten is here too." 

"Girl, how have you been? Aah, come in here and let me see you," Aunt Nurten beckoned from 
the parlour. 

"She doesn't look as bad as last time, does she, Nurten?" my grandmother asked. "We've been 
waiting for you to come for so long. Nobody knew what had happened to you. We heard that 
you were passing through Paris and then we didn't hear anything more. How was your trip? 
Let's eat! I have some things ready in the fridge. Put your bag down. Oh, it looks so heavy. Did 
you carry that all by yourself?" 

The first two days at my grandmother's, I was tired from the trip and could do little more than 
eat, sleep and watch television. My grandmother seemed pleased, though. While we watched 
commentaries on the morning news, we ate a breakfast consisting of fresh bread, cheese, olives, 
tea and hard-boiled eggs. I fell back asleep as my grandmother took to cleaning her apartment. 
A Turkish version of mtv entertained us during lunch. In the afternoon, I explored the 
apartment, the Turkish, English and French books and the photos. Tea was served at four 
o'clock and supper during the evening news two hours later. After supper, another political 
commentary; then, finally, something we could both agree on: 
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Turkish movies dating back to the 19605 and 19705, at nine o'clock. We sat on the couch together. I put my 
head on her lap, and she stretched her legs out onto the footstool, clutching the remote control. We were 
transported back to a time when our daily routine was different, and yet just the same. 

On top of the TV, pictures of my grandfather, my aunt, my uncle, my mother and my grandmother's 
wedding stared back at us. 

For years, my grandmother had only dreamed of moving up and into the clouds from her ground-floor 
flat on the European side of Istanbul. She had moved into this flat in the early '6os, accompanied by her 
three children: my mother and my mother's brother and sister. This was the home where I was brought 
to live after my mother died, when I was just IO months old. My grandmother was the first woman I 
called mother:

When I lived with my grandmother on the ground floor, we had our routines. Each morning we would 
wash our faces together, then have breakfast while listening to the radio - a clunky wooden box we 
took turns kicking when it stopped working. My grandmother would say every morning after 
breakfast, "This apartment is too stuffy. There's no air. One day we'll move into an apartment on the top 
floor. We'll have a large window, and every morning we'll have air. This stuffy apartment is starting to 
give me a headache!" Then the radio would go on the fritz again, she would send me to kick it, and the 
conversation would tum to our plans for the day. Some days we would visit relatives or shop for groceries. 
On the streets, I would proudly hold my grandmother's hand. Storekeepers greeted us and asked about 
my aunt, or smiled at me while my grandmother shopped. On the way home, we would stop for tea in 
one of the tea shops near our flat. 

We usually visited my grandmother's sisters or my great-grandmother and great-great-aunt. There was 
always family, which meant other women. Men did not exist in my world with my grandmother. The 
men who were around were inconsequential. Sometimes my great-aunts' husbands would come in 
momentarily, say hello and promptly disappear. My uncle would visit with us occasionally, but he was 
busy with his life in 
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another city. It seemed that men vanished either due to death or other unfortunate circumstances -

leaving my grandmother's world simpler and tidier. Women talked, cooked, fed and managed life. Men 

were but fragile ornaments. 

Among my favourite women were my great-aunt Nurten and her daughters. As a three year old, I 

considered her daughters, my ablas (sisters), epitomes of sophistication. To my young eyes, all three 

adolescent ablas appeared mysterious. They smelled of powder makeup, wore soft satiny fabrics and 

moved to the rhythms of Turkish pop music, a mix of Middle Eastern ballads about lost love, set to the 

tune of the lute and the American electric guitar. I would follow my ablas around their apartment, 

attempting to sink as deep as I could into their world, hoping my admiration would be my guide. I was 

offered a taste' of this glamorous world via my great-aunt's spread of sweet and savoury biscuits - and 

tea, which simmered in the afternoon sun flooding into the parlour. 

Watching the news and Turkish-dubbed American sitcoms such as The Fugitive or Bonanza was 

almost a nightly ritual. I would always fall asleep on my grandmother's lap as she quietly lectured, 

"You must always be clean, polite, study hard and be cici (nice)." At the time, such instructions seemed 

obvious and simplistic. She never warned me I would one day have to leave the comfort of her lap 

forever. 

The most influential men in our lives were found in three pictures on the mantelpiece. The first was a 

black-and-white photo of my grandfather in his naval-officer uniform. He died in the 19505, leaving 

my grandmother with three young children, a cabinet full of books on deep-sea surgery and a small 

pension. 

The second was a smudged photo of my father, which was shoved into the side of a frame containing a 

larger picture of the woman no one talked about. My father lived with my brother in Vancouver, 

Canada, which was more conveniently referred to as "America" and which my grandmother explained 

to me was just like where the people on Bonanza and The Fugitive lived. He wrote letters and sent me 

toys. 

The third and largest picture was of the most revered man in Turkey, 
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Ataturk. "Ataturk," my grandmother would enunciate, to ensure that I could fully understand, "brought 

great things to Turkey." My grandmother started school one year after Ataturk had proclaimed Turkey 

a republic. Ataturk had redefined the role of Turkish women when my grandmother was a young girl, 

declaring that women should be educated and occupy a position equal to that of men. My grandmother 

had learned to take these words literally when she found herself widowed with three small children to 

support. 

Ironically, once my grandmother moved to her apartment in the sky, separated from the neighbours 

who had lived near her ground-floor flat, she spent more time with these photos than with actual 

people. The photos, constantly present, disappointed less than real people did. She rarely left her 

apartment. Hyr groceries were delivered to her door every day. She would often speak over the 

telephone to her friends, offering them advice. She cleaned the apartment daily and stored the cooked 

food meant for guests and me in two refrigerators. 

When I was five my father and brother returned to Turkey. The day they were expected, we went onto 

the upstairs-neighbours' balcony to wait for them. There was a disturbing electricity in the air. The 

serenity and comfort of our world seemed in jeopardy. We finally noticed a man walking down the 

street with a small boy. My grandmother turned to me and said, "You remember your father and 

brother don't you?" I thought to myself, "Sure, I remember a photo." 

My brother lived with us for a while. He was generally a gentle and good-natured playmate who just 

didn't seem to understand anything about afternoon tea, visiting relatives and speaking Turkish. In 

short, he was a stranger to life in my grandmother's ground-floor flat. Everything had to be spelled out 

and shown to him. Though he was older than me, I felt responsible for him. But he knew something I 

didn't. During one of our frequent squabbles, my brother revealed, "And another thing, you're so dumb 

you don't even know that Grandma is our grandma and that our mother's dead!" The fight came to an 

abrupt halt. I turned to my grandmother for confirmation, and she nodded. I went over to the 

mantelpiece 
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and found the big picture of the woman no one talked about and asked my grandmother if this was my 

mother. Affirmative. 

Soon after this particular visit, I moved to Ankara with my father and brother. My father remarried and 

I had a new "mother." Thereafter, I was often not permitted to stay with my grandmother. Under my 

father's roof, there were numerous rules by which to abide. Comfort was replaced by efficiency, and 

afternoon tea in the parlour by dinner around a table. That summer, my father allowed my visit with my 

grandmother and aunt to run a little longer than usual, but my grandmother was tense and quiet. We 

spent a lot of time shopping and taking pictures. It seemed that my grandmother was trying to prepare 

me for something while trying to preserve something else for herself. Several weeks after this trip to 

Istanbul, I moved to Canada. 
I 

I had been with my grandmother for three days and now felt claustrophobic in her apartment. The 

pictures on the mantelpiece, after all these years, appeared to be exploding from their frames. I had to 

escape! My great-aunt Nurten had come over for afternoon tea. "I'm going out. I'm going to Kadikoy. 

I'll see you later," I said. 

"You're not going out looking like that, are you?" my grandmother asked. 

"Yes, I am," I replied. "Is there something wrong with what I have on?" 

"Well, your skirt looks old and it's not hanging very well in the front. Give it to me tonight, and I'll see 

what I can do. Why don't you wear your aunt's nice white outfit?" 

"It's true, darling," my great-aunt Nurten whispered sweetly in my ear as I kissed her goodbye, "You 

really don't know how to dress!" 

In Kadikoy the gypsy children ignored me, and the police nearly ran me over as I was crossing the 

street to get to the cafe next to the ferry docks. In spite of everything, after these few days with my 

grandmother, I was no longer an outsider and foreigner but someone who belonged. I would escape 

detection as long as I didn't attempt to speak Turkish, which was now laced with an English accent. 
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I ordered tea and a cheese sandwich as I watched the sunset over the minarets of the Aya Sofia. I 

listened to the sounds of the ferries transporting people home after a day in the city, and I started to 

relax and breathe again. A Turkish newspaper, another cup of tea and the sun had set. This hustle and 

bustle was what I'd missed most since I'd left Turkey the first time. 

It was the isolation and emptiness of life in Canada that had plagued me from the beginning. From my 

first wet fall in Vancouver, human relations appeared antiseptic. There were no smiling shopkeepers to 

wave at as I passed by. The cashier at the local Safeway seemed to revel in hollering at me whenever I 

touched any item. In school, my peers were totally incomprehensible, and family life was much more 

complicated than I had ever envisioned it. When we arrived in Canada, my brother and I changed roles: 

he seemed to be in his element while I felt off balance. My foundation was no longer what I had known 

it to be. I had lost my grandmother, and with her, my entire family of women, of cooking, visiting, 

socializing and circular endless time. Suddenly I had to learn to walk, talk, play and laugh all over 

again. Nothing was as it used to be. Everyone around me appeared to be acting erratically. Above all 

else, l felt empty in this sterile world. 

At first, I tried to tell others of the life I had shared with my grandmother. In grade one, when the 

teacher asked us to talk about our families, I recounted stories about my ablas, great-aunts, aunt and, 

most significant, my grandmother. The teacher seemed disappointed and angry. Frustrated, she said 

that I was not doing the task. She meant my family: my mother, father, siblings. Was it a problem with 

my English that I just didn't understand such simple instructions? I learned that "family" didn't mean 

the same thing in Canada as it did in Turkey. In Canada families were much smaller and isolated - often 

dissected as clinically as mine had been in order to preserve the nucleus. In Turkey I had been taught 

that family included all the people it took to make a person a full member of a social group. It quickly 

became evident that sharing my reality, with its foreign language, afternoon teas, biscuits and soft 

satiny fabrics, had only made me strange to my classmates. 
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Survival now depended on adhering to a new code of conduct. I worked feverishly to conceal 

my past and memories from my teachers and other children who called this wet, cold place home. I 

became reserved. Sometimes my grandmother and aunt would call, and I would hear their voices from 

a world now so distant. I desperately wanted to escape, even for a moment, to my grandmother's flat on 

the ground floor, but at the same time, I was fearful of the effect that the invasion of these memories 

would have on my life in Canada. 

When J visited friends whose grandparents lived nearby, I was often resentful of their good fortune. I 

looked for traces of my grandmother; a kind word or gesture -1 would take anything. I sadly came to 

realize that IT\)' grandmother and her ground-floor flat could not be reconstructed in Vancouver. My 

Turkish grandmother could not fit into my Canadian world. 

On the bus back to my grandmother's apartment, I felt a sense of urgency. When I entered the 

apartment, my grandmother was watching the news while cooking. 

"Have you had dinner? I've made some vegetables especially for you. Here, set the table. Oh, don't 

change the channel, there's a very important documentary on the constitution coming up and J don't 

want to miss it. 

"How is your brother?" she went on to ask. "Why doesn't he come visit anymore? Do you talk to him 

often? I called him last month, and he invited me to stay with him in his house in America. How come 

you never invite me to your house? You know it's been such a long time since the family last saw your 

brother," she concluded, as we set the table together, emptying the contents of the two fridges, which 

contained enough food for six and far too much for us two. I looked up to see the photo, taken on the 

Turkish seacoast, of my brother and me during a summer vacation 10 years earlier. My brother was 16 

and f was 14. On this trip, my grandmother seemed older and her movements slower than usual. That 

summer, my brother and I were forced to spend a lot of time. 

66 


	1 001
	2 001
	3 001
	4 001
	5 001
	6 001
	7 001
	8 001
	9 001
	10 001
	11 001
	12 001
	13 001
	14 001
	15 001
	16 001
	17 001
	18 001
	19 001
	20 001
	21 001
	22 001
	23 001
	24 001
	25 001
	26 001
	27 001
	28 001
	29 001
	30 001
	31 001
	32 001
	33 001
	34 001
	35 001
	36 001
	37 001
	38 001
	39 001
	40 001
	41 001
	42 001
	43 001
	44 001
	45 001
	46 001
	47 001
	48 001
	49 001
	50 001
	51 001
	52 001
	53 001
	54 001
	55 001
	56 001
	57 001
	58 001
	59 001
	60 001
	61 001
	62 001
	63 001
	64 001
	65 001
	66 001



