
A CAMEL CARAVAN

ÍÀ ÂÅÐÁËÞÄÀÕ —
×ÅÐÅÇ ÏÓÑÒÛÍÞ
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Guide’s dress protects him
from the desert heat

Òàêîé êîñòþì íàäåæíî
çàùèùàåò ïðîâîäíèêà îò çíîÿ

F
or many years now, Uzbekistan has been top
on the travel agenda for adventurous people
interested in exotic destinations. As we have

seen, the rich cultural, architectural and natural
wonders of this land will only ever succeed in
satisfying this wanderlust and no tour of this land
is complete without a camel ride.

So on the outskirts of the village, Yangikazgan,
hired trucks (GAS-69 and GAS-66 — types of cross-
country vehicles, stocked with supplies of petrol
and water) wait ready to take you to the Kyzylkum
Desert. Heading out from Yangikazgan, a majestic
view unfolds as sand dunes roll ahead into the
distance, as far as the eye can see. No water springs
are found in this remote location. In early spring,
thanks to the life-giving rains, the desert is
covered with purple poppies and an emerald
carpet of grass — sadly, these colours fade
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Plants adjust to the severe climate
of the Kyzylkum

Òîëüêî âûíîñëèâûå ðàñòåíèÿ
ïðèñïîñîáëåíû ê ñóðîâîìó êëèìàòó
ïóñòûíè Êûçûëêóì

quickly. Our first stop is the Hudoybergan
Shaltiyev camel farm. Beyond this location, travel
by car or truck is impossible as vehicles just sink
into the sea of sand. The ‘ship of the desert’, the
camel, is the only suitable form of transport.

At the farm, Hudoybergan-aka and his family
greet guests with a broad smile. After exchanging
greetings, hostesses serve large cups of kumis, a
special beverage made of fermented camels’ milk.
In the crisp air, the kumis restores your vigor after
the tiring journey.

Young camels frisking in the adjacent paddock
catch your attention; these cute, fluffy animals
are irresistible. Standing nearby, the Karakalpak
guides wearing shaggy caps and bekasam overcoats,
hold your camels by the reins. The guides’ tight
tug of the reins, signals the beast to kneel. The
camel riders, in linen suits and wearing helmets,
sit on the front saddles and the caravan-bashi will
lead the caravan along the narrow path into the
heart of the desert. A bell around the neck of the
first camel will ring sonorously. Yellow-grey sand
dunes and thorn bushes will enfold the caravan as
it journeys into timelessness.

The ambience of the legendary Silk Road of
our distant past pervades the air and leaves travellers
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Yurta — the traditional dwelling of desert-pasture stock-keepers

Þðòà — òðàäèöèîííîå æèëüå ÷àáàíîâ ïóñòûííûõ ïàñòáèù

Â
 ïîñëåäíèå ãîäû âñå áîëüøå ïóòåøåñòâåííè-
êîâ, îòïðàâëÿþùèõñÿ â Óçáåêèñòàí, èíòå-
ðåñóþòñÿ  ïðèêëþ÷åí÷åñêèìè, ýêçîòè÷åñêè-

ìè âèäàìè òóðèçìà, äàðÿùèìè îñòðûå îùóùåíèÿ,
íåîæèäàííûå îòêðûòèÿ.

…Íà îêðàèíå ñåëåíèÿ ßíãèêàçãàí íàñ îæè-
äàþò ìåñòíûå “âåçäåõîäû” — ìàøèíû ÃÀÇ–69 è
ÃÀÇ–66. Ñ áîëüøèì çàïàñîì áåíçèíà è ïðèêðó-
÷åííûìè ê áîðòàì áî÷êàìè ñ âîäîé íàøè  ìàøè-
íû íàïðàâëÿþòñÿ ïî ãðóíòîâîé äîðîãå ê ñåâåðó
îò ïîñåëêà, â ãëóáü  ïóñòûíè.  Âñêîðå  îòêðûâà-
åòñÿ  âåëè÷åñòâåííàÿ ïàíîðàìà: ïåñ÷àíûå äþíû,
êîå-ãäå ïîðîñøèå âåðáëþæüåé êîëþ÷êîé, ïðî-
ñòèðàþòñÿ îò îáî÷èíû äîðîãè äî ãîðèçîíòà — è
îòñþäà íà÷èíàåòñÿ âåëèêàÿ ñðåäíåàçèàòñêàÿ ïóñ-
òûíÿ Êûçûëêóì. Â ýòèõ ñóðîâûõ ìåñòàõ íåò âîä-
íûõ èñòî÷íèêîâ — òîëüêî ðàííåé âåñíîé, êîãäà
ïðîëüþòñÿ æèâèòåëüíûå äîæäè, ïóñòûíÿ íåíà-
äîëãî ïîêðîåòñÿ èçóìðóäíûì êîâðîì òðàâ, ðàçóê-
ðàøåííûì ÿðêèìè êðàñíûìè ïÿòíàìè öâåòóùèõ
ìàêîâ. Çà êîðîòêîå âðåìÿ ýòè ðàñòåíèÿ-ýíäåìè-
êè  îòöâåòóò,  áðîñÿò â ïåñîê ñåìåíà.

Äîðîãà, ïåòëÿÿ è îáõîäÿ áàðõàíû, óãëóáëÿ-
åòñÿ â ïóñòûíþ. ×åðåç íåêîòîðîå âðåìÿ ïîÿâëÿ-
åòñÿ äîì, âûñòðîåííûé èç ñûðöîâîãî êèðïè÷à,
ðÿäîì — êîøàðà. Ýòî âåðáëþæüÿ ôåðìà Õóäîé-
áåðãàíà Øàëòèåâà. Åñëè åõàòü äàëüøå, ìàøèíà
íàìåðòâî óâÿçíåò â ïåñêå, çäåñü ïðîéäåò òîëüêî
âåðáëþä, ïî çàñëóãàì èìåíóåìûé “êîðàáëåì ïó-
ñòûíè”. Õóäîéáåðãàí-àêà âñòðå÷àåò ãîñòåé øèðî-
êîé óëûáêîé. Ðÿäîì ñ íèì âñÿ åãî ñåìüÿ: æåíà,
äåòè, áðàòüÿ, íåâåñòêè. Ïîñëå âçàèìíûõ ïðèâåò-
ñòâèé õëåáîñîëüíûå õîçÿéêè ïîäàþò ïðèåõàâøèì

áîëüøèå ïèàëû ñ êóìûñîì — íàïèòêîì èç ïåðå-
áðîäèâøåãî âåðáëþæüåãî ìîëîêà. Ïåðâîçäàííî
÷èñòûé âîçäóõ, áîäðÿùèé êóìûñ âîçâðàùàþò
ñèëû. Âñêîðå ïðèåõàâøèå óæå ëþáóþòñÿ âåðá-
ëþæàòàìè, ðåçâÿùèìèñÿ â çàãîíå. Ïóøèñòûå, ñ
ìàëåíüêèìè ãîðáèêàìè íà ñïèíå, îíè íàïîìèíàþò
æåëòûõ óòÿò. Ùåëêàþò ôîòîàïïàðàòû — êàæäûé
õî÷åò çàïå÷àòëåòü ìàëûøåé íà ïàìÿòü.

À ðÿäîì óæå æäóò ïðîâîäíèêè-êàðàêàëïàêè
ñ äëèííûìè ïîñîõàìè, â ìîõíàòûõ øàïêàõ è õà-
ëàòàõ èç áåêàñàìà, äåðæà íà ïîâîäó ïðèãíàííûõ
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ñ âûïàñîâ âåðõîâûõ âåðáëþäîâ. Ñóõîïàðûå æè-
âîòíûå ñ êðåïêèìè äëèííûìè íîãàìè, óïðóãèìè
ïîäîøâàìè, ñ ïàðîé êðóòûõ ãîðáîâ è êðàñèâî ïî-
ñàæåííîé íà ìóñêóëèñòîé øåå ïàòëàòîé ãîëîâîé
ñòîÿò íàãîòîâå, ïîêðûòûå âûåçäíûìè ïîïîíàìè è
îñåäëàííûå. Òóãî íàòÿíóâ ïîâîäüÿ, ïðîâîäíèêè
çàñòàâëÿþò âåðáëþäîâ ïðèãíóòüñÿ. Æèâîòíûå íå-
äîâîëüíî ðåâóò è, ìåäëåííî ñãèáàÿ êîëåíè, îïóñ-
êàþòñÿ íà ïåðåäíèå íîãè, à ïîòîì êàê-òî ñðàçó
ãðóçíî ïëþõàþòñÿ íà çåìëþ. Ñåäîêè â ïîëîòíÿ-
íûõ êîñòþìàõ è òðîïè÷åñêèõ øëåìàõ ðàññàæèâà-
þòñÿ â ñåäëàõ, è âîò óæå ïî óçêîé òðîïèíêå íàø
êàðàâàí óñòðåìëÿåòñÿ â ãëóáü ïóñòûíè, â íàïðàâ-
ëåíèè êîëîäöà Óñåí. Ìîíîòîííî ïîçâÿêèâàåò êî-
ëîêîëü÷èê íà øåå èäóùåãî ïåðâûì æèâîòíîãî, âîê-
ðóã, íàñêîëüêî õâàòàåò ãëàç, æåëòî-ñåðûå ãðåáíè
áàðõàíîâ, êðÿæèñòûå äåðåâüÿ ñàêñàóëà, êóñòû êî-
ëþ÷êè. Êàæåòñÿ, îñòàíîâèëîñü âðåìÿ è ãðóïïà
åâðîïåéñêèõ òóðèñòîâ ïåðåíåñëàñü íà ìíîãî âå-
êîâ íàçàä, â íèêîãäà íå âèäåííûé èìè ðàíåå ìèð.
Ïóòåøåñòâåííèêè â âîñòîðãå îò íîâûõ âïå÷àòëå-
íèé, ïûòàþòñÿ ñàìè ïîãîíÿòü âåðáëþäîâ, òî è
äåëî ôîòîãðàôèðóþò äðóã äðóãà, îêðóæàþùèé
ëàíäøàôò. Ïðîõîäèò ÷àñ-äðóãîé. Ñîëíöå óæå
â çåíèòå. Âñå æèâîå ïîïðÿòàëîñü â ðåäêîé òåíè.
Ïîäóìûâàþò î ïðèâàëå è ãîñòè. Íàêîíåö, âäàëè
ïîÿâëÿþòñÿ þðòû, ëåãêèå êîøàðû, âñå îíè ïðè-
þòèëèñü áëèç äåéñòâóþùåãî êîëîäöà, ê êîòîðî-
ìó ìû äåðæèì ïóòü. Àõ, êàê ïðèÿòíî ïëåñíóòü
â ëèöî âîäû, îòõëåáíóòü ãëîòîê àðîìàòíîãî çå-
ëåíîãî ÷àÿ, òàê õîðîøî óòîëÿþùåãî æàæäó!
Òîëüêî â ïóñòûíå è ïîéìåøü, êàêàÿ ýòî äðàãî-
öåííîñòü — âîäà.

awe struck by the beauty around them; the rhythms
and colours, the silence and the distances. As the
sun begins to set, the caravan reaches Usen well.
Desert life emerges from the shadows.

After bidding farewell to the hospitable
shepherds at the well, the caravan-bashi cautions
the group that Usen is the last well of drinking
water on this route to the north; the gorge where
the group would stop for the night is still several
hours away. Water is priceless in these regions. As
the caravan sets off across the sandy hills, the
camels’ heads bob between the waves of sand and
are, at times, the only visible sign of the tour group.
Conversations in English, French and Uzbek trail
through the desert air.



79

Ïîáëàãîäàðèâ ãîñòåïðèèìíûõ ÷àáàíîâ, òó-
ðèñòû òîðîïÿòñÿ ïðîäîëæèòü ïóòü. Êàðàâàí-áàøè
ïðåäîñòåðåãàåò: Óñåí — ýòî ïîñëåäíèé íà ìíî-
ãèå êèëîìåòðû ïî ïóòè íà ñåâåð êîëîäåö ñ ïèòüå-
âîé âîäîé, òåïåðü ïîòðåáóåòñÿ íåñêîëüêî ÷àñîâ,
ïîêà äîñòèãíåì óùåëüÿ, ãäå æäóò íàñ íà íî÷ëåã.
È îïÿòü ïåðåâàëèâàåì ñ áàðõàíà íà áàðõàí, ëþ-
áóåìñÿ ñóðîâûìè âèäàìè ïóñòûíè. Êàðàâàí äâè-
æåòñÿ ìåæäó ïåñ÷àíûìè äþíàìè. Èíîãäà íàä
âûñîêèìè áàðõàíàìè âèäíû òîëüêî ãîëîâû âåðá-
ëþäîâ íà ãîðäî èçîãíóòîé øåå, ñëîâíî æèâîòíûå
ïëûâóò â ïåñ÷àíûõ âîëíàõ. Ïðåîäîëåâàåì êèëî-
ìåòð çà êèëîìåòðîì, à æèëèñòûå íîãè æèâîòíûõ
âñå òàê æå áåç óñòàëè îòìåðÿþò øàãè. Â ïðåäâå-
÷åðíåé òèøèíå ñëûøíà àíãëèéñêàÿ, ôðàíöóçñêàÿ,
óçáåêñêàÿ ðå÷ü.

Çà î÷åðåäíîé ãðÿäîé âäðóã îòêðûâàåòñÿ êðà-
ñèâîå îáæèòîå óùåëüå ñ íåñêîëüêèìè êàðàêàëïàê-
ñêèìè þðòàìè. Ïî÷óâñòâîâàâ æèëüå, âåðáëþäû
óñêîðÿþò õîä, è âîò ìû âèäèì ó êîñòðà õîçÿèíà
æèëüÿ Áàçàðáåêà Òóðåìóðàòîâà. Êèïèò âîäà â êóâ-
øèíàõ ê âå÷åðíåìó ÷àþ, ïîëíû óìûâàëüíèêè. Êàê
æå ïðèÿòíî ñáðîñèòü îäåæäó, îïîëîñíóòüñÿ, ïðè-
ëå÷ü íà ìÿãêèõ îäåÿëàõ-êóðïà÷àõ ó îãíÿ. Â âû-
ñîêîå íåáî óëåòàþò èñêðû êîñòðà è íåïîíÿòíûå,
íî óäèâèòåëüíî âîëíóþùèå ñëîâà ñòàðèííîé êà-
ðàêàëïàêñêîé ïåñíè, êîòîðóþ èñïîëíÿåò ïîä
çâóêè äîìáðû ìåñòíûé àêûí.

Íåîáû÷íî âêóñíûìè êàæåòñÿ æàðåíîå ìÿñî,
øóðïà, ëåïåøêè, çåëåíü. Ïîäàþò è ìåñòíîå âèíî,
âîäêó. Çàïèâàåì èõ ïî ñîâåòó õîçÿèíà ïðîõëàä-
íûì êóìûñîì — è ãîëîâà ëåãêàÿ, ñâåæàÿ. Äîïîç-
äíà ñèäèì ó êîñòðà, ñëóøàåì ïåñíè àêûíà, åãî

ðàññêàçû î æèçíè â ïóñòûíå, ëåãåíäû î çäåøíèõ
ìåñòàõ. Êàæåòñÿ, íàä ñàìûìè íàøèìè ãîëîâàìè
ïîâèñëè ÿðêèå çâåçäû. Íî÷ü âîëøåáíàÿ, íåçàáû-
âàåìàÿ!

À ðàííèì óòðîì òóðèñòîâ áóäÿò ãîëîñà êàðà-
êóëüñêèõ îâåö, âûãîíÿåìûõ íà ïàñòáèùå. Ïîåæè-
âàåìñÿ îò óòðåííåé ñâåæåñòè, íî âñêîðå ïîäíèìà-
åòñÿ ñîëíöå, è ìû âèäèì ïîëÿíêó óäèâèòåëüíî
ÿðêèõ öâåòîâ. Êàæäûé ñîáèðàåò ñåáå áóêåòèê íà
ïàìÿòü. Ñðûâàåì è âåòî÷êè ñàêñàóëà.

À âïåðåäè åùå ìíîãî èíòåðåñíîãî: íàø
ìàðøðóò ëåæèò ê îçåðó Àéäàðêóëü.



A beautiful gorge covered with Karakalpak
yurtas, unfolds beyond the next ridge. The camels
quicken their pace knowing there is a settlement
nearby. Iskander Sarimov, one of the residents,
welcomes the caravan with fresh brewed tea and
an offer of rest beside a crackling campfire.

With the exotic flavours of fried meat, shurpa
(vegetable soup), flat cakes and vegetables,
followed by local wines and the host’s further
insistence to consume more kumis, heads become
lighter and lighter. Legends are shared and songs
sung late into the night; stars hang low overhead,
completing a magical, unforgettable night! Each
one in the caravan nestles into their soft blanket,
mesmerized by the fire, and enchanted by Sarimov’s
Karakalpak songs — incomprehensible yet familiar;
heartening yet awesome tones. With the canopy of
the starlit Asian sky, minds waft to worlds and
times long passed.

Early morning arrives with the bleat of
Karakul sheep in nearby pastures. Sunrise spills
over a glade of splendid desert flowers. After
picking a floral keepsake from this treasure trove,
each person climbs his or her beast and the caravan
begins its second day of travel. The desert road
ahead to Aydarkul Lake beckons with promises of
great splendour.


