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			Dedication

			
		
    "Mourning Day Fireworks" is a powerful and deeply personal novel told through the eyes of a child who witnesses the death of his mother during the COVID-19 pandemic. As hospitals run out of medicine, ambulances never arrive, and citizens are left helpless, the government celebrates with fireworks in the sky. Grief and celebration collide in the most painful way.
The main characters, Munar and Tumar, lose their mother — a doctor — not to the virus itself, but to a broken system. Their private tragedy reflects the suffering of thousands of families across the country during that time.
But the novel doesn't stop at the pandemic. It also explores the growing frustration within society that led to the January 2022 uprising. Through Munar's awakening and resistance, the story shows how injustice, silence, and fear build up over time — and eventually break.
By the end of the novel, Munar and Tumar leave Kazakhstan and move to the United States. But this is not a triumph — it is an escape. A forced exile of hope, truth, and memory.
"Mourning Day Fireworks" is a novel about a country where truth is silenced, life is undervalued, and grief is ignored. It speaks for a generation shaped by loss, anger, and the quiet fire of conscience.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Time lands on the forehead like a snowflake—only to melt away at once."— Sundet Seitov
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Chapter I: Fireworks
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...A flare erupted in the sky above the city. The fireworks—worth hundreds of millions—lit up the peaceful night in a blaze of dazzling, restless light. And at that very moment, a woman at home, gasping for breath, stared out the window and passed away.

The light falling on the windowpane splashed across Munar’s face. He was silent. It had been three days since he last spoke. He was ten. He used to talk a lot—especially about the sky... Just yesterday, his mother had said:

— “Don’t open the window, my child. There’s no air outside.”

And today, his mother was silent. Lying still. Her breathing shallow, every breath a struggle. No oxygen tank. The phone was dead. His sister had gone out to search the pharmacies.

From this day on, Munar decided not to speak. Because there was no one left to speak to. He just stood by the window, staring into the sky. Fireworks bloomed in brilliant bursts. The world seemed to be celebrating. But inside their home, death was quietly drawing breath.

The TV screen flickered:
— “A special fireworks display for the First President’s birthday! A symbol of our independence!”
Munar pressed his forehead against the glass.
— “Mama, do they see us?” he whispered. No answer.
The child who once believed in the magic of the sky could no longer believe in the fairness of life either.

— “If it’s someone’s birthday today, then why are we all crying?..”

He asked the question—to himself, and to God. But no answer came.

A single lamp glowed in the dark apartment of a high-rise. Beyond the window, the sky burned like fire.

The neighbor’s door creaked open. Quietly. Carefully. Someone was coming out. The metallic clink of a bucket echoed through the stillness. Munar listened in silence. It was Grandpa Kópjasar from the fifth floor. Every evening, he carried hot water outside and scrubbed the building’s floors. So that no virus would enter. Even if no one ever walked there. Even if no one passed. A self-made duty in his lonely world.

— “What is this damned light?” the old man muttered, gazing at the sky. “We’re starving to death and they’re shooting stars into the air. Let it explode. Let it all explode one day...”

Munar stepped out onto the balcony. He wasn’t crying. Nor was he smiling. He was simply watching. When Grandpa Kópjasar noticed him, he nodded. As if greeting him. Neither spoke. But both understood. There was a question in the boy’s eyes. An answer in the old man’s. And between them—an unspoken sorrow.

Below, an engine started. An ambulance. Not for Munar’s family. For the third entrance. A woman screamed, “Mama!”—a voice breaking out from the shadows, but the fireworks swallowed the scream. The television spoke again:

— “Kazakhstan’s noble ideals — unity and harmony. This is the spirit of celebration. This is the flame of peace!”

Munar turned off the television. Not with his hand, but with his gaze. Nothing would change anyway.

He looked down at the shard of glass that had cut his foot when he opened the window. Blood was dripping. But he felt no pain. When a child’s heart aches, the body grows numb.

— “Why do we live like this?..” he asked inwardly. It was his third question. No answer to that either.

The lights in the sky began to fade. The fireworks slowed. People closed their windows. But Munar stayed. The silence inside was too heavy. Frightening silence.

He went to his mother. Her face was pale, lips blue, eyes open. But there was no life in her gaze. He gently tilted her head on the pillow and touched her hand. Cold.

Very cold.

— “Mama!...” he whispered.

No reply.

— “When was my birthday again?..”

His small heart grew heavier. He took her hand once more. Not tightly. Gently. As if in farewell. Then slowly pulled the blanket over her.

Looking up at the ceiling, he searched for her in his memories. But everything felt too distant. And this moment—too close.

Suddenly, the door burst open. His sister was back. A blue mask on her face. Her hands were empty. No medicine. The pharmacies had run out. Lines everywhere. The emergency number wouldn’t connect.

— “Munar?” she said. “What about Mom...?”

Munar didn’t nod. He only pointed with his eyes. Then turned back to the window. The sky had darkened. No more flashes. His sister froze for a moment, unable to move. The air inside felt like it had stopped.

— “No one’s allowed in right now,” she murmured. “Quarantine.”

Special crews would come to take their mother’s body. The neighbors mustn’t hear. Everything must remain secret. Death had become a statistic—recorded, numbered, filed.

— “We’re living like savages,” she said quietly.

Munar didn’t respond. He saw people outside. Plastic bags in hand—bread, medicine, milk. But every face was masked. Hiding both sorrow and joy. He looked at them all and whispered softly:

— “We all wear masks. But some people’s hearts are sealed shut too,” Tumar murmured.

Then she turned the television back on. On the screen—soft music, dancing, congratulations. “Holiday broadcast.”

Next to her—a corpse.
On the screen—fireworks.
From that moment, Munar would never again forget which part of life was real, and which was not.

Tumar sank to her knees on the floor. She was inhaling virus-laden air and swallowing her own tears. When she opened her eyes, she saw Munar sitting silently beside their mother. He wasn’t crying. Just holding her hand. Motionless. As if counting down the seconds.

— “Munar...” she whispered.

He didn’t move. Didn’t answer.

From outside came the faint sound of footsteps. A couple of neighbors were peeking from their balconies. Somewhere, a window slammed shut. Silence had become the new condition for survival.

Tumar took out her phone and dialed a number. She waited a long time. Finally:

— “Yes... Yes, someone has died here... Yes, she showed symptoms of coronavirus... No, we don’t have a PCR result. No, the ambulance didn’t come... Now? No, relatives aren’t allowed in. Everyone’s masked... All right.”

Munar turned to his sister.

— “Where will we go now?” he asked softly.

Tumar wiped her tears.

— “We’re not going anywhere. We’ll stay here.”

— “But... how do we live without a mother?”

The question cracked through the room like a silent explosion. For a moment, even the smell of the last fading smoke from the fireworks seemed to pause. The true face of quarantine was a quiet, consuming dread.

When someone died, the neighbors didn’t come. There was no funeral. They just looked through the windows, shaking their heads. They were afraid too. But the most terrifying part was—no one was surprised.

Tumar adjusted the blanket. Sat beside their mother.

— “Today was her last day.”

— “No,” said Munar. “She’s still with us. She just can’t talk.”

He placed his ear against her chest. No heartbeat. But... something whispered.

— “What is she saying?” asked Tumar.

Tears welled in Munar’s eyes as he whispered:

— “She says... ‘Forgive me.’”

He didn’t lift his head.

— “She says... ‘I couldn’t protect you...’”

Tumar began to sob quietly. The room fell into silence again. Then came a knock at the door.

Several people entered. Black masks, white suits. Their voices void of life.

— “You haven’t touched her? You didn’t get close to the body? Under sanitary regulations, family members may not participate. We’ll take her.”

They took her mother’s body away. Just like that. Coldly. Sterile in hygiene, yet the beginning of a spiritual drought.

Munar stood at the door for a long time. Then, without a word, he turned and said nothing.

Only inwardly:

“If I miss you... can I now see you only in dreams?..”

At that moment, the sky darkened once more. And from somewhere far away, a mournful sound drifted in.
Perhaps the wind.
Perhaps... his mother.
July 6, 2020.
In official language — “the Leader of the Nation’s birthday.” In the words of the people — a day of silence. Because many didn’t even have time to express their grief before being forced to listen to joy on television. Munar didn’t see the morning of that day — he had fallen asleep. Not sleep, really — more like shutting down. He neither cried nor spoke during the night. After they took his mother’s body away, the whole house felt empty. Even the air seemed thinner. The light didn’t go out, but his inner world had turned dark.
Since morning, Tumar had been calling the local administration. They needed permission for the burial. A one-time pass was required. And where would they take her? Only one answer came from the other end of the phone:
— “No permission for mourning groups. Quarantine. Do not gather.”
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