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Dear Peter,
In an effort to help you and others who might be taken aback at by

the weight of this monster report I think it wise in this instance to
include a sort of table of contents, to wit:

Aboard the Good Ship Turkmenistan ...page

Getting There. ... ... ... page
The Reception Committee................ page Part I
January 20th 1990...... . . . ... page
Rasuizade and Azeri Nationalism........ page

A Quick Walk Through Historv........... page

A Tour of Baku Town....... ... vv.n, page l4
0il Field Forests.......covviiennnn. page 17
Night Train to Nahcivan................ page 19
Turkish Delight.. ... ... ... ... .. . ...... page 22
Ararat and the Albans.................. page 24
Gendji and the Cruise Mobile........... page 26
Azeri Refugees in Armenian Homes....... page 31
Among the Mullahs on Muharram.......... page 34
Full Circle.. ittt it ie i e page 41

As you must gather from some of the chapter headings, the report
deals with the Soviet Republic of Azerbaijan—-a curious, ill-
understood piece of real-estate that has, | have to admit right off
the git—-go, claimed a chunk of my heart.

With no further ado, then, I submit to you:

Impressions of Azerbaijan: (or travels in trans-Turkive)

Thomasg Geltz is an ICWA fellow investigating the Turkic nations of
Central Asia, with an emphasis on those in the Soviet Union

Since 1925 the Institute of Current World Affairs (the Crane-Rogers Foundation) has provided long-term fellowships to
enable outstanding young adults to live outside the United States and write about international areas and issues. Endowed
by the late Charles R. Crane, the Institute is also supported by contributions from like-minded individuals and foundations.
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Aboard the Good Bhip Turkmesnisban

I wribte these notes to you from one of the most lovely hotels in
the wvhole wvide world.

I am nobt referring to the Plaza, or the Parlk, the New Stanley or
even the infamcus Tommy's Arms-—-ny own dumpy hostel in Zakhe, ITrag.

I refer, specifically, to the captain's guarters of the gbod ship
Turkmenistan, 3 branscaspian crulge-liner now in semi-permanent damp-
doclk along the quay-side in down-town Baku, Azerbaijan.

Why is it so
Well: it enjoys the very best view of the harbor ares (especially
from the fine, al fresco restaurant situated between the vessel's twin

smolez sbacks ), 16 affords immediabte proximity to down—town (we are
within spitting distance of the Azerbaijan parliament building, the
promenade and various mussums) and it boashts the wnigue stabtus of
being the only hostel in Baku town where forsign folls can pay in
roubles. Unlike the Inbourist, which charges outlanders a hundred
vankee smackers a day, or the Azerbkaijan or the Moscow hotels, which
only accept

special?

Bovieb citizens as clients, the good ship Turkmenistan
falls in—hetwesn for reasons we cannobt guite understand bub are

agrateful for: cur 2 1/2 room suibte on the fo'castle, replete with hob
rurnning water and multiple portholes, costs us something like $3 a2
day.

The price, though, 1s less important than the respite that the
hotel ~boat affords.

For we have bheen running strong and hard throughout Soviet
Azerbaijan for the past two weeks, desperately trying to absorb and
record impressions of people and places and ideas and have had just
about no privacy whatsoever. Due to a confluence of circumstance,
culture and personal contacts we have had a wonderfully cornfusing time
and I submit the following notes bo you with almost a sadness in that
there is no guarantes that there will be a second or third or fourth
report...Tashkent calls and although I would ygladly =it and scribble a
novel based in Baku (and I still might), I feesl obliged to get to the
territories vhere my fellowship was designed for. 8till, I have
promised myself and my spouse hbhabt we will try and coms back here
again,

It 1= that sort of place.

Let me then recite some basics of how and why we came and then
include some themes of discovery and hope that there is some order and
that you will sense owr excitement and delight and frustration at
having self-imposed time-constraints pub upon ws. Let us call these
notes "Impressions of Azerbaijan" and leave it at that; we feel wve
have scratched the surface, and not much more,

Getting There

Our visas for the Soviet Union were secured in the USA and stamped
for a 8an Francisco-Moscow-Tashkent entrance route. But dus to
circumstances we found ourselves in Turkey and came up with the idea
of expanding the visas to include Balou and Akshabad in Turkmenistan so
as to bake the southern land route to Usbekistan.
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Then events compslled us toward Iragli Kurdistan, a trip that I have
written about at langth. {Indeed, that material is nov threatening to
becoms a book in itself.) Bubt our travels with the Kurds pushed our
entrance requ1renants to the UBBR to the limit. The viszas expired on
July l4th, and we were booked to fly from Istanbul to Baku on the
1lth, Plenty of tims, three days! Bub we were hooked aboard the weekly
deroflot flight, and with Aeroflobt anything can happsn.

Accordingly, I took the precaution of extending the time limit of
cur visas by dropping in o sse bhe Soviet consul in Istanbul. Thw:u
to my amazgement and chagrin, the counselor officer informed me that
Ythese visas are no good., A page i3 missing and you cannot entsr the
Uger. "

As you might imagine, this was more than a lithle disconcerting—-
easpecially after laying oubt more than $1000 cash for the ridiculously
aver-priced and non-refundable Asroflot tickets. Bhort of going back
to Ban Franciseoo, though, thers was only one thing to dor wing it, and
see what happsned at Baku custons.

For those who have traveled to the USSR before, perhaps, ouwr flight
was nornal.

But I don't remember my own maiden journsy to Tashkent as being so
bad. There were seat sssignments bub no seabs and not Just because
everyons aboard was carrying 100 kilograms of hand luggage: the
Aeroflot folks had groszsly oversoeld the flight and seemed to take a
sadistic delight in watching people (like uz) shuffle up and down the
aisles looking for a place to sib, finding none. Tempe:- Flared and
the most vocal critics of the system were egjected from the aircraft:
wisely and untypically, 1 kept my mouth shut until *1n 1ly Hicran was
shoved inbo a “"bourist” class seat and 1 was pushed through a seriss
of rows Into a orammed and uncomfortable slot in back of the cabin.
This was 'First class', I was in f3 med--3 crusl joke given the amount
of leg room available. Too, given the hefty price of our tickets, I

L')

found 1t more than a libtle Ddd that the {light atbendant wouldn’®
serve me liguid tranguilizers on request or seven for dollars: they
wvare reserved for the 'vreal' first class passengers from Baku, the
folks who had shelled out $60 for a rouwnd-trip ticket...

The flight, necsssarily, was delayed by ssveral hours and we were
ohbliged to sit and sweat like pigs on the tarmac with no air-
condibioning kil finally and mercifully, the Tupclov's mobors roared
and we lifted off over the Black Bea, heading East to Azerbailjan.

Upon our arrival, more of the usual charade ofﬁefficienay vas in
store. After debarking, we watched ow bags be hand-dumped {rom bhe
belly of the craft onto a forklifh, hoisted to 3 different levsl,
hand=lifted off the fork and then once again dumped on 3 conveyor belt
that led bto the far side of the immigration counber. 1t remained
mysteriously closed for an hour before the crush of retwrning Aserl

nationals began clawing for the right to be sthe first through the
gate

Flnally, wvalbing unbil we were the very last folks in line, we
approached the immigration gate, wondering what would happsn when the
officials found, as they surely must, our irregulsr visas. The moment
of bruth arrived.
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The resulbt waz a sweaby anbi-climax: the border guards indeed
discovered that there was something wrong with our visas——~the missing
page. Happily, with 2 minimal amount of talk and the timely arrival of
owr hosts on the sce nei we ware suddenly punched through despite the
revelation that the "missing page" represented the standard sxit
visa...] have no idea what will happen when we leave; 1 guess we are
along for the ride.

The Eec ion Commithe

Seversal years ago, in Ankara and vhile working for the Washington
Post and other publications, 1 became acquainted with an Azeri
correspondent for the Bovieb news agency Tass. Let us call him Ahmed.

I always assumed Ahmed to be a spy and I always assumed that he
assumed the same of me but we became pals anyway and were sven
featured on the same television show once when the Turks trotted out
the few Turkish-speaking foreign journo's in btheir midst to talk aboub
the country's "image problem” abroad.

It was a familiar subject much loved by the cultural hair-shirt
crowd of Ankara and Istanbul and the program was not of great interest
save for one element: while the rest of the gueshs endeavored to walk
ori thin ice and explain the reasons behind the 'Midnight Express’

syndrom--Kurds, torbure, drugs, ste,-—Ahmed maintained an irritabing
insistence that the Azeri people knew evervthing aboubt Turkey from
food to music and loved and appreciated every bit of it., AL the tims,

I thought it possibly a disingenuous and devious means of Gourtlng th@
Turkish vieving audience with Soviet cultural smooze. Only rnow do 1
realize how wrong my assumption was--bub of that more, anon.

When 1 arrived in Turkey in April of this year, I callsd Ahmed to
tell him about my Central Asia plans and that [ vanted to include
Azerbaijan on the itinerary. Ahmed was scsbatic that 1 was going to
his homeland and insisted on my adding Baku to my list of visas and
having his family take care of us there. We would, he assured us, be
shown "all of Azerbaijan in tobal freedom and without payving a dime."
I was just a bit nervous about this, given vhat I aszumed to be his
institubional connections, but figured that having some contacts there
would be bebter than having none at all.

In the event, our trip happened just aboubt exactly as Ahmed
promised it would be, proving one of four things:

a) that I am an idiot with no eyes to see or ears to hear of being
totally undsr conbrol at all times, bub knew it nob; or that

b) he, as an Azeri national, has changed and had forsaken "UBSR"
concerns for more immediate, familial ones and thus wanted me--vhosver
he thought me to be~-to see his nation; or that

c) relations betwesn Soviet and Americans have fundamsntally been
altered to the point where even suspceted spies are welcome) or that

d4) I was Just plain wrong about Ahmed to begin with.

Because due to his intervention we have had the most wonderful trip
through Azerbaljan imaginable--a litble irritabing ab bimes due to the
obgessive "guesting” of our hosts, it is true--bub truly amazing in
the level of culbtural swxcharige and the sheer amount of physical and
intellectual turf we have coveraed in a mere few weeks.




For we came as Turks.
And to be 8 Turk in Boviet Azerbaijan is the next best thing to
being God.

LE R

It all started as ve cleared customs ab Baku airport.

There, walting for us now for five hours, were Ahmed's sister-—in-
lav Famrs Hanim (director of a logal sanatorium), her son Kahraman,
her deputy Shamir as well as a pudgy gentleman named Kazim,

At first it wvas a little confusing figuring out who was who and no
ore bothered to explain the web of relationships until the end of ocur
Jourriey, and sven then it remained prebby obscure:

We were officially Kamra's guests but stayed at Kazim's house but
our guldes to Baku vers Shamir and Fahraman. Of the last two, the
latter would usually spend the night with us while the former, freed
from work by his boss, ow hostess, would daily drive the distancs
from bown out bo Kazim Bey's place in the sprawling villages\subwb
called Mashbaga, tow’ uz around the sights of Baku and then depozit us
back oub in the village house for dinner in the evening.

This was all fine and dandy 1f a littble cumbersome because it
allowed us to spend a lob of tine in a semi-wurban non-hotel
snvironment (IE, with a "typical" Azeri family), and I have to say
that Mashtaga was not the sort of place I would normally seek out.
Alzo, given the sheer amount of car travel involved in getting there
and back, we also got to know owr hosts fairly well., All deserve a
quich character shketch.

Kamra, Ahmed's sister in law, waz a medical doctor assigned as the
director of a unigue sanatorium that speclalized in rnaphthalens cures
for rheumatism and other i(lls, including barrenness in wvomen., A
handsomne woman of about 50 or so, she was a Communist Party member--
elze how could she have acquired her position?--as was her husband, a
famous judo instructor across the Union. Initially, we were Lo have
stayed at the sea-side sanaborium, bub apparently the big-bosses verse
Ccoming on an inspection tour and Kamra thought ih;maat Lo park ug in
the house of the enigmatic Kazim Bey. The rasultAthab Wve saw very
little of our hostess: she even refused our dinner invitations late in
the trip because a CP big-vig had recently died and it would have bsen
unseemly for Kamra Hanim to be seen carousing the town with us during
the mandatory 40 dayv period of mowuwning.

Thus, the task of transporting and entertaining was left to her
assisbant, SBhanmir, who became owr primary guide, driver and baby-—
sitter. It was a particular aid that he was bi-lingual in Azeri and
Armbolian Turkish, a facility acquired by a couple of trips to Turkey,
a constant listening to Twkish films and caszsettes and the fact that
hiz father lives in Istanbul.

Shamir was a war orphan, and this informed his being.

Jusbt before his birth in the early 1940z, his father had besen taken
prisoner by the Berman's and sent to a labor camp in Finland. Upon the
end of the war, though, he had choszen bto Join the obher hundred
thousand Azeri POWs who thought that migration teo Turkey was a bether
idea than returning bo the homeland. Enough was known aboub the music
the Crimean Tartars had been obliged to dance to keep any and all
suspectaed Nazi collaborators far away from Baku.
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8o dad staved in Iskanbul, opened up a gold shop in the Grand
Covered bazaar, remarried and started life anewv) this was all duly
rnoted by the Soviet authorities, who denied Shamir CP membership and
thus condemned him to a life of less than optimal opportunity. Shamir
was cynical but accepting and had a dry sense of humor 1 found unigque
among all the other Azeris [ met. Une could fesl his sense of having
besn abandoned as a yvouth, dreaming of dad in distant Istanbul--3 man
he would not meet until Shamir was in his thirt 1es~~while he was
obliged to go through the drudgsry of life in a bwo-room flat in a
totally anonymous housing complex, lining up for gasoline in a
petroleum producing land and forced to becoms the companion of anyone
his boss aszigned him to—-in this case, us.

And he was obsessed with our well-being.

In real terms this tranzlated into his paying for everything,
always {(with whose money? he always had a wad) and pubtting himself at
our constant beclk and call. With time, these two elsments became truly
irriktating because we were unable to do anvthing on our own until we
managed to break free by jumping a train te Nahoivan., [t goes withoub
saying that he stood in lins bo pay for the tickets and waited oubside
the broken window of our carriage unbil the wheels began to buarn.

In re-reading the above, I have a zense that Shamir locks like a
omswhat nasty, smbitbtered guy who gave us no slack. Thers was an
elemant of thab, bub far more, too: he becane a good friend, and at
the end began bo understand fhat ve needed a little space Lo trualy
taste and enjoy his counbry, and gave us sxacbly thab,

The second primary personality inveolved in hosting owr stay was
¥azim Bey, the owner of the house that we called home until owr move
to the hotel-boat, The reason for the move was only to be clozer to
down-town Baku, =lse we might have stayed at Kazim's abode for

l‘)’l

years. . .
For Eazim Bey had much to offer, not only in the way of material
goods {(of which there were plenty! but also in the way of representing
an example of bhe conbradictions of Boviet and Azerl socieby and how

to get things done.

By profession, Kazim was smployed by the government as a
distributor to interface between the points of production and points
of sale for various, mainly sdible,goods. His salary for doing such
amounted to something like 300 rubles ($10) a month--about the sane as
an unskilled laborer might receive.

Kazim referred to himself as a fujaar, or 'merchant". In common
parlance, he was a fixer-—a black marketeer, and he had become
evceadingly wealthy by lubricating (or milking) the rusty wvheels of
the socialist state:! rather than preform his allotted tasks of picking
up, say, five tons of white cheese from a local Kolkozs farm and
bringing it to a government warehouse in down-town Balog, Kazim would
pay for the chesese and then disbribute it privately—-and profitably.

I thought it impolite to pursues exactly what his relation to Ahmed
and Kamra Hanim might be.

More teo the point, Kazim was a perfectly delightful host if
personally a rather crude and hoorish fellow.

His home, un-prepossessing when viewed from the aspect of the dusty
shreast oubside his compound walls, was a veritable palace when viewsd
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from within, The estate {and it was) consisted of 3 comfortable, two
orey main house flanked by a second kitchen/den wiit with an
attached marble hamam-ztyle bath aud separate digs for grandma, all
set on sboub two acres of garden with fruit treea-~uharry,
pomegranate, apple and psar-—tended by Kazim's ethnic Russian
gardenerizlave. Within the various housing wnits there were no
than seven televisions and several sterecs. More fabulous was
that Kazim owned not one, but four cars! a Lada for public use and two
Volgas for road trips. The fourth was a white 1986 Mercedss Benz 200
sedan, purchased somehow or other from or for Almed. Tt was kept under
wraps in a garden shack awaiting the day when i4ts presence on the
stresets of Baku would not fmmediately invite a visit by income tax
Fraud extortionists assoclabed with the police or KGB. 1t also lacked
a front whesl--exotic rims being rather too difficult to obtain sven
for a professional procursr like Kazim.

There were other toys and brivkets, btoo, as well as
supply of ewport vodka, fresh caviar, Brazilskil instant
butter and more neat than Kazim knew what bo do with; the :
sheep he mainbained in the animal sschion of his estabe were only
there to he slaughtered on religious holidays. For Kazim was
religious—-after his own fashion, anyway--and insisted that his two
sons abtenyd the local Farsi-language and Shiite indoctrination night
achool in bown, He also worried about the fubwre of his plunp davghter
Hamidas who sesmed more interesbed in imitating the [ife of a certain
Turkish -shar named Al Togba than in finishing school.

The happy household was made copplete~-nay, domninated!--by the gay
sresence of Kazinm's wifs Nazila, a greab, fabt woman who force—-fed us
every chance she gob, showing of f her mouth-full of gold teeth every
Lime she smiled and weeping real bears vhen we finally left her abode,

Our bhird interlocutor-—and as different from the first two as they
were from each obther--vaz Yamra Hanim's eldest son, FKalwawman. At firss
he seemed to be Jush an extra, wnecessary presence in the car, bub
vith time he burnsd out bto be 3 golden guide.

A student of law in RBussian, it was clear that he had snjoyed a
fairly privileged youth—--like spending his time as a draftee aovldier
within Azerbaijan, and mainly off-barracks in the house of a corrupt
police chief and family friend in the btown of Gendja/Genci, of which
you will hear more, presently.

With the right parents, the right contacts and the right education,
in anothsr time Kahraman's destiny would have been prethy clear! get
yvour degree, join the party and then rise through the nominaclatura to
a position of a member of the elite in the land of socialism,

But something had profoundly shaken Kahraman wvhich had
fundamentally altered his perspective on the party, privilege and
patrilotism.

1t was the night of January 20th, 1990--a date etched into the
minds of all Azeris and gouged into the consclousness of Kahraman., It
was the night that the Soviet Army rolled into Baku and killed 200
people, and Kahraman was there,
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January 20th, 1990

I will avoid a detalled rendering of the events leading up to that
seminal night and Kahraman's thoughbts on what happensd and the
aftermath and let the folloving suffice: Kahraman lnev a lie vhen he
gav ons and the lie that evening was that the Boviet army was crushing
a rabid mob of "Islamic fundamentalists" and saving hundreds of
innocent Armenian Christians in so doing. Kalwaman had a slightly
different perspective! the RFed Army had coms to kill him and his
friends to prove a point to the rest of the UBBR, namely, that there
vers limibts ho Glasnost and freedom.

A similar lesson was to be taught to the Baltic states last year,

ith world-vide condemnation; but at the tims of the Baku massacre,
no+ a westerrn liberal voice was raised in protest,. dnd Ealhraman felt
he had divined the reasons for this indiffersnce to the fate of Lthe
Azeris crushed beneath the Kremlin's tanks: not Christian, with no
"rezonance" group oubside the country and generally disbtrusted within
it for their relatively affluent life-style, bhe Azeris were perfect
targehbs for a limits~of-Glasnost crackdown, and Eahramsn could never
look at the Union, Moscow, Gorby or the Party in the same light agsin
after that famous night of terror. He would tirelessly point oub the
road-side remenbrance marksrs bto us as we drove by, naming the ranes
of those who had fallen, and wvhers. He also had us lirnger at the
primary memorial bto the martyrs st the Shalkheed Park in ﬂmwn~town
Baku. Formerly zalled Kirov Park in hornor of 8S8talin's close sssoc
Marshall Kirov who was the governor of Azerbaljan in the ear}v yesa
of the Soviet, the park had been the venus for all manner of
entertainment but had rnow become a graveyard dedicated to the memory
of the January 20th martyrs. All restaurants and htezm hous there have
now beern bannsed out of respect. for the dead. The monumental, brown
granite statue of Bensral Kirov, meanvhile, lay shattered at the foob
of its pedestal overlooking Baku Harbor; another famous, communist
nenorial, that of the 18 Commissars killed by the anti-Boviet forces
in the hwly-burly of the Bolshivik conguest of Azerbaijan in 1820,
had also been destroyed abt the sane time., Fearing a rspsat of the
events of the popular wprising that led to the events of Januray 20th,
the communist authorities have ztill not bothered to repair either
memorial .

Ard in addition bo the variocus publicabions and literature devo
to the theme of the January 20th massacre, Kahraman also had us view a
boot-leg film documentary on the subject, replete with gruesones ol
ups of crushed bodies in sit#h in the streets, long, extended morgus
shots and autopsies of victims killed by "bwister” bullets the Sovist
Army denies even having: an Azeri physician who had served as a
(Boviet) front-line MD in Viet Nam was inberviewed in the progran and
showed how a bullet would enter the leg or foob and then cork-screw

along the bone, esmerging from the shoulder and leaving no hope of
recovery for the victim.

"We were used as a besting ground for new weapons,” sald Kahraman
in disgust, "A perfect group of Muslim Pfundamentalist rag-heads to
kill as a warning to others."

=
1
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Although Kahraman had continued to study in Russian, he made a
concerted effort to bring his kitchen Azeri up to smaff and rniow
preferred that langusge as a medium of discourse. Unlike the half-
baked pan-Turkism\pro-Turkeyism of many Azeris, wvhose cultural
consciousness expresssed iltzelf in memorizing the names and deeds of
Turkish movie and music sbars, Kalraman read voraciously,
intelligently and critically. As such, he was alszo the source of a lot
of casual information on events and attitudes across the Union as well
ag specific bo Azerbaijan. He also took pains in helping us translabe
first the headlines and then the following articles out of the rather
lively Azeri opposition press, which seemed to carry an interview a
day with Mister Abulfez Elchebi, leader of the Azerbaijan People's
Front who were Jjusht then concluding their first party congress
(decisions included support for Boris Yeltsin, lifting of martial law
irt the counbtry and the rather naive and dangerous dream of reuniting
Boviet and Iranian Azerbaijan) as well as to print exceedingly
poignant cartoons. One such referred Lo the coming parliamenbary
election on Septenber 10th for a new Azerl president and used Chile as
a point of reference: 'Unigue in history: wunder a state of Martial
Law, General Pinochet has himself elected President of democratic
Chile. One vonders who will have the honor of repsating the feab...'
Obher tid-bits were less political, if just ax painful--like the twin
reporks concerning trade deals with Japan! to the great joy of Boviet
Industry, Tokyo had started to import Soviet light-bulbs and heavy
machinery, like road graders. Soviet Industry comes of age! Later, and
to the great chagrin of all, it was revealed that due to the high-
price of wood in Japan, the Japanese merely wanted the crates the
light bulbs came in and were using the machines as scrap steel...

We ended up spending a great deal of time with Kahraman, and were
not sorry for an instant.

Basulzade and Azeri Nabionalism

In bobally losing faith in the Soviet system, Fahraman, like many
of his thinking compatriots, was attempting to f1ll the gap with
something else, a something that can only be described as trus Azeri
natiornal ism.

The symbols of this are the Azeri flag dating to the Republic of
Azerbaijan of 1918~1920 and to that state's first and last president,
Muhammad Amin Rasulzade (1884-1855).

Seldom encountered in wvestern annals, RBesulzade would appear to he
one of the few, principled heroes of the region. The son of a
religious family, he managed to bresk free of the Persian-langusge
clerical education of the day early on (in fact, he never graduated
from any proper school) and began his literary and political caresr a
a printer's apprentice in a Tiblisi-based newspaper by the name of

1)

writer for this and other rabilonalist newspapers. Along the way, he
encountered and then began cooperating with the socialist movement of
the Caucasus, where he befriended such people as Josef 8Stalin, Kalinin
and Vashiniski. During the revolutionary movemsnt in Iran of 1908-10,
Rasulzade was drawn to Teheran where he edited another newspaper in
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Persian before being evicted by the Persian aubhorities. He then found
refugs  in Istanbul wvhere he appsrently abandoned his devotion to
suclalism and becams involved in explicit Azeri Turkish nationalism.
This found expression upon hisz retwn to Baku in 19175 (benefiting from
a general amnesty on the occasion of the 300th anniversary of the
House of RBomanov) vhen he began publishing a paper by the name of Acik
8oz, or "Clear Word", using the vernscular Azeri Turkish as the medium
of discourss,

His big break, as it wvere, came in bhe aftermath of World War One,
when the political vaocwan in the Caucusus formed by the collapse of
the Czars allowed him and other Azeri nationalists to found the
Republic of Azerbaijan, of which he becawe the first--and last--
president. The republic lasted a mere bwo years befors the Bolsheviks
moved in and partitionsd Azerbaijan in favour of the neighboring {(and
rival) 8Boviet of Armenia. Bpecifically, a long corridor from Lake
Sevan to the Iranian frontier was ceded from Azerbaijan bo Armenia,
detaching the province of Nahoivan from Azerbal jan proper, wvhile the
highland province of Karabagh was declared a semi-autonomous zons. The
fruit of both these territorial adapbations has come home hoday.

Rasulzade was opposed to it all, for which he and other "bourgeois-
nationslist'" elements of Azerbaljan were arrested; 1t 1z sald that he
only escaped execution because of the Jdirect intervention of his old
pal Joe Stalin, who bhrought him to Moscow instead. Old Joe suggested
he join the Communist Party, bub Rasulzade declined to play gquisling
in the nev order, and was thrown in prison for bwo years befors
managing to escape to Tukey via Finland., He later settled in Ardara,
where he died a broken man in the 1950s.

But his memory now lives on: both he and his short-lived state have
becone the very symbols of Azeri nationalism. His portrait is
averywhere, as iz the simple blue, red and green bamer of the first

zeri Republic, vith a crescent in the middle instead of the hammsr
and sickle. Usually, it bears an inscription in both Cyrillic and the
Latin-based script thabt Rasulzade had encowraged that 'a flag once
unfirled can never be taken down.' The phrase may sound similar to
Czar Nikolaus' wvords that 'where the imperial banner is raised 1t must
not ever be removed', but let us not quibble and give Fasulzade credit
for coining his own nabion's call to stand at stbention.

Of great interest here is Rasulzade's efforts to Latinize and de-
Persify Azeri Turkish--and long before Mustafa Keumal Ataburk announcsd
his revolutionary language reforms in the neighboring Bepublic of
Turkey. True, the movement to do just that had longer precedents,
especially the efforts of the Crimean Tartar intellectual Tsmael
Gaspirali (Gaspirinski). But Rasulzade, even if fallen from grace,
remained one of the prime movers in Azerbaljan's adeopbing the new
script in the 1920s (the script, along with the Latinized version of
the Turkic languages of Central Asia, was thrown out in favowr of
Cyrillic in the late 1930s). Now, with a new generabtion vowing to
return from Cyrillic to Latin in the near fubure, an argument can bhe
made that every Latin letter written on building and post throughout
Azerbaijarn-~ranging from the 'Komisyoncou' signs advertising forelign-
goods shops to the bitle pages of nevspapers and magazines-—pays
silent homage to the Azeri patriot.
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(A quick, oubt-of conbext note on the differences betveern Azeri and
Anatolian Turkish might be in order here for the Turkeolo

there. The two languagss (1 prefer the word 'dialects') are eminently
mutually-intelligikle after a fev days ear-bending, the great
barriers to immediate understandirng being the sinple present and the
prnwent continwous tense of the verb. Anatolian Turkish uses both,

th distincbion, whereas Azeri only uses the latter form. Too,. Azeri
haS retained many of the 'harsh' consonants such as Q, X, Kh and Tzch
which have been dropped from orthographic Anatolian Turkish even if
they are still used in several dialects {(rnotably those of the Turkish
northeast |, Also, Azeri Turkish rebains far more Persian and Arabic
words than Anatolian Twurkish, not having been subjected to the rigor
af Mister Ataturk's de-Islamificabion campaign. Naturally, most never
loan words in Azeri tend to coms from the Russian as opposed to the
Frernch or English in Anatolian Turkish. The differences and
gimilarities bebtween the twe can readily be studied rnow with the aid
of a nev and notevorthy addition bo the newspaper scene! éggrbgiigﬂ
Zaman, a daughter publication of the Istanbul-based Zaman n paper,
itself the un-official organ of the right-wving, "TurkMlslam Jvnth@alﬂ
movemnent . Printed in Baku and distribubed everywhere in Azerbailjan, it
is written in both standard Anatolian Turkish on themes ard
personalities relating to Turkey and an up-dated version of the
Latinized Azeri of ths 1820s on Azerbaijan subjects. In terms of
conbent, bthese labter articles seem light and more direched at
attracting attention to the Latinization cause than purveying hard and
fast informabior, bub politically the very presence of such a paper is
of the highest interest: it is clesr that there are those in Turkesy
who riow wanbt an intellsctual foot~hold in Azerbaljan and that there
are those in authority in Baku willing to let them have it.

Related to thiz is ancther aspect of this inchoate Turkish
mationalism in Azerbaijan: a popular poster sold in all news stands
(and even distributed free by such daily newspapers as Kopmunish)
describes the flags and founders of the 14 Turkish states in history.
It starts with Atillas the Hun and progresses through the familiar
entities of the "state-Founding tradition” claimed by the Turks,
including everyons from Chengiz Khan to Timurlans to Osman, the
eponymous head of the Obtoman Empire, but pointedly excludes the
Safavid Shah Ismael (see below). '

I have seen similar posters, culminating with Femal Ataturk and the
Republic of Turksy that he founded in 1823, pirned sverywhers
throughout Anatolia.

But those Filrists had only had thirtesn Turkish states

Claiming asvery one of the historic others for their own, the Azeris
have added a fourteenth to the historic list--their own short-lived
stabe of 1918~20, inserted lmmediabtely before that of Mister Ataburl.

This is heady stuff indeed, so much so that Rasulzade and the flag
have even been adopbed by the Azeri Communist party. The barmer now
hung on the facade of even the nonumental Communist Party headguarters
across from the martyrs' park, as well as on the interior frieze of
the second floor of the Lenin Museum along the gquay-side: the displays
in this sector consisted of formerly bamnmed publications from the
period embossed in black and hung along the walls.)

S8




