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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 2
Getting There............. ceeceveases..page 2
The Reception Committee........... «....page 4
January 20th 1990.......... e s....page 8
Rasulzade and Azeri Nationalism....... .page 9
A Quick Walk Through History........... page 12
A Tour of Baku Town....................pDage 14
0il Field Forests............. teee.....page 17
Night Train to Nahcivan................page 19 part II
Turkish Delight................ veees...page 22
Ararat and the Albans........ccoveven.. 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....ciiiiieiiviinneeriana. . .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, I 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-Turkiye)

Thomas Goltz 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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A Chaick Wallk Through History

The following information will of need be zhort and thus
super fizial, although I think it is essential for the understanding of
the current dilemma in Azerbaijan. In effect, I mean to address the
question of exactly what the country is, and why it is so.

First and foremost, there never really was an Azerbaijan stabe up
wtil our present century: it was always a part of a greater,
neighboring shtate or was divided into small, Muslim principalitises, or
amnirates.

Irndesd, omithing the nations in the area prior bto the arrival o
the Turks on the historical scene in the 9th century (and these
keen interest and relevance in the on—goling irredentist debate o
day) it can be said that Azeri Turkish history mirrors that of
8el juk/Ottoman Turkish history: early contact with the Muslim Arabs
secking slave-szoldiers in Central Asia; palace coups by the slave-
zoldiers who then became masters of the Islamic house; conflict with
and then victory over the Byzantine empire on the march-lines of
eastern Anatolia and the crestion of the 8eljuk Turklsh emplre(s);
their defeat at the hands of the Mongols and the division of the
Beljuk emnpire into numercus, Mu=slim beyliks: the rizse of one of their
number as primus inber LHT]S to fill the political void when the
Mongols withdrew from the scene

This rough litarmy of evenfs i fawiliar to anyons who has read
Turkish hiztory, with the last shage mnentioned refsrring quite
ohvicusly so the rise of the inchoate Otbtoman state set up by the
descendants of Osman first in Bursa and then Edirne and then finally,
in 1454, 1in Istanbul,

The same litany also applies to the Turkic Eas s th one major
difference: here, in the late 15th centwy, a i lar survivor of the
ravages of the Mongols and Timur was to “Pf iy, Pls owrt, rival dynasty
in the city of Tabriz in wvhab iz now northwestern lran. Either by
selief or political eswxpedisncy or in order to forgs a difference
betwean hinself and the other, mainly Turkic pretenders to hegenony in
the Muslim world, he began iluporting Muslim clerics frﬁm the heterodox
land of the Yemen to convert his Bwmi, Muslim suobjects to a long-
despised (or ab least dispubed) variant of the faith! Bhiism.

And In doing so, he created one of the great religious fault lines
sF the faibh, running from the Caucusus down to Basra on the Gulf,

In the South, it divided the Arabs; in the niddle, it divided ths
Persians from the Kurds, and in the North the march line between Surnni
and 8hiite clove a wedge between the Turks,

His name was Izmasl, and he called himself by the title of th
traditional kings of Iran--8hah.
1 have to confess thabt I myself always thought--or was tauwght, or
both~~that 8hah Ismaesl was a Fars, or Persisn, bub have recently been
digabused of that notion: he was a Turk, or at least Twkic, although

like most or all of the Muslim rulers of the day, he adopted Persian
court customs and Persian as the language of hisztory and literabure to
aud him and his deeds.

This has disguised much, for throughout his religious wars in the
East (against the Persianized, Sumi Turkic leaders of such Central
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Asia states as Bukhara) and the West (against the Othoman, Surni
Turkish leaders of Istanbul) the historians usually depict the
conflict as much as an Iranian\Turkic culture conflict as =
Sunni\Bhiite dispute.

Bubk with the belated revelation that Ismael was actually Turkic
(however garbled his sense of this was at the time I will not comment
on) the great Islamic civil wars of the late 15th and early 16th
centuries take on an entirely different aspect:

In the event, 8hah Izmael lost, at least in the West.

His Kizilbash troops, or "Red Heads" as the Shiites were known in
distinckion to the Yeshilbash , or "Green Heads" of the Sunnis, were
defeated by the Ottoman Sultan Yavuz 8elim ("The Grim") at the battle
of Chalidran north of Lake Van in 1517. And after 8elim's clain-linked
canons had ripped through Ismael's cavRlry, a veritable pogrom was
begun against Turkic Shiites of the land: fortified by a fetwa, ar
plous proclamation issusd by the grand Mufti of Istanbul that promised
paradise for any Sunni who killed a Kizilbash, a witch~hunt ensued.

This had two effects:

1) Those behind the lines began to conceal their Shiite faith on
fear of death, and this concealment eventually gave rise to the
severely distorted 8hiitism that I will call "Anatolian" Alevism (in
distinction to the more familiar Alawites of the Levant), and

2) Those Turkic peoples to the East of the new frontier came under
the influence of the Persian language\8hiite clergy cultural sphere
more than ever befores.

The result has been a deep psychosis, a hearts and minds passion
play that iz still being played out today.

In essence the question is: are we Turks or Shiites, or both?

This national schizophrenia was handily expleoited by a third factor
in the region-—-the nascent power of (Czarisht RBussia. Petrograd was able
to take full advantage of the fact that Azerbailjan had become the
march~line betwveen the Sunni Ottomans and the Shiite 8S8afavids, playing
one side off against the other while making great incursions into the
Caucusus. The Russians were only temporarily stopped by the Obtomans
in 1724, vhen the nev Turkmen ruler of geographic Iran was also ousted
from the region. But the Otbomans would nob or could nok take contbrol
themselves, and the Caucusus then split into a numbsr of semi-
independent (and rival) principalities, lasbing from around 1750 until
1810, when Russian troops once again started pushing the frontier
south., Using the local Chrisbian minorities such as the Georgians and
Armenians as a means to enter local disputes, Pestrograd ineluctably
swallowed up the independent principalities of the Caucusus, the
last being the Iranian border province of Nahcivan, ceded to Russia in
the 1828 Treaty of Turkenchi.

The rest, as they =say, is history:

Azerbaljan was divided into "north" and "south". The former, now
belonging to Russia, contained most of the arable land and mineral
rescurces; the later, nov belonging to Iran, contained most of the
rugged, mouwntanious real-estate and people. In contemporary terms, the
population ratio bestveen SBoviet and Iran Azerbaijan is somebhing like
five million to twenhty willion souls.
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And thereby lies the irony: when one thinks of Azerbaijan today one

Despite 1530 and more years of Bussian (Czarist or Bovieh)
domination and assimilation and a far smaller Azeri population to
begin with, a consciousness of 'Azeriness' has been maintained, while
in the much larger and populous southern portion of the 'country' in
geographic Iran, ethnic consciousness appears bo have been largely
subsumed by the majority Persian culture--be it that of Shah Ismael,
Nadir 8hah, Reza Palavi or esven the Ayatullah Khomeini.

Strangs then, that in these days of waﬁ’Eng Soviet\Russian
influence and relevance in the affairs of (northern) Azerbaijan, that
rather than asking whether they should be progressive or conservative
or even western or =sashbern, the citizens of Soviet Azerbaijan appear-
to be asking themselves the age old guestion that predates any events
as young as 70 or even 150 years ago.

That question, again, is! "are we Bhiites o

In the good old days of 8talinist rule, this
minds was probably not asked too often. But within the contradictory
conbext: of glasnost it 1s being asked incessantly.

Ore answver comes in the guise of men in business sui
a deal and talking aboub economic biles and trade.

They are from Turkey, and will sell to the highest bidder.

The other answer comes in the guise of men wearing gowns and
turbans and the stern looks of religious fanatics who encourage yourg
men to whip themselves vwith chains during the Shiite month of passion
and demand that women return to the veil.

They are from Iran, and are determined to sbay.

r oare we Turks?t!

gquestion of hearts and

or

s looking for

A _Tour of Baku Town

Having given a sketch of primary characters in our tow (or towing
us) as well as some of the historical and social issues as play, I
thirnk it might be well to enber into a descripbion of our exploration
of Baku and environs.

I think it incorrect to try and give a detailed account of the
city, because we have barely scratched the surface and I have more
questions now than I can answer aboub its basic history, architectural
composibion, personalities and such like. It is a fascinating place
that warrants far more time and discovery than I was able to afford.

8till, it would ke unfair not to make a couple of casual remarks
and observations,

The first is that orienbation in Baki is strange.

The core city is situated on & wide bay on the southern face of the
Apsheron perninsula that hooks oub into bhe Caspian Sea, bub the feel
of it is that one is looking East, making an approach from the land-
side very confusing--sven vexing when one is inkent on shooting film,
for the expected shadows are not in the right places, Indeed: to this
day, I am not sure whether the airport is North or South or due West,
or how our suburb home in Mashtags fits into being South of the city.
There were fev road signs and the general blight of the sprawvling oil-
field forests on all sides of Baku Harther added to the problem of
landmark orienbation.
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Once wvithin the ring of the never, uglier Boviet-style high-rise
apartment bulldings orn the fringss of town, Baku reveals itself to be
a charming if somewhat down-at-~the heel turn of the century city that
might be labeled truly beautiful if given a scrub and a paint-job.

Perhaps the esasiest descripbion of the city's architectural style
would bhe to declare it Czarist and late-Czarist, for Baku has been in
Russian hands since the first guarter of the last cenbury wvhen the
Russian armles moved south through the Caucasus, taking over the
Muslim principalibies there one after ancother. (There were, I heliesv
15 mainly Turkish speaking but mainly Iranian-influenced Shiite
emirates in the region which now make up the Republic of Azerbaljan
arcd Armenia, all of which fell like so many dominoes betwesrn 1810 and
1828 a=s the Russians expanded southward against Ottoman Turkey and
Persia), 8till, I am not familiar enough with the look and feel of
other Czarist Russian bowns to make a leap of faith and catagorically
say it is so, and am thus tempted to describe the style of most of
Baku's archibechure as "Lavantine", as many bulldings resemble the
ricer sbructures found in such eastern Mediterransan cities as
Alexandria in Egypt, lzmir on the Aegean coast or, most pre-sminently,
Istiklal Caddesi in the Beyoglu/Pera sechion of Istanbul., This would
fit the historical record in any case, for these entrepots all
attracted a similar mixed, mercantile class of Italians, Armerlans and
Greeks who remained largely indifferent to wvho held political control
so long as they could make trads. Naturally enough, the itinerant
architects of the age followed the new wealth wvhere 1t went and I
would rnot be swrprised to see such familiar names as C.E. Strest, 8ir
Charles Barry or even the ubiguitous Fossabi brothers appesar as the
designers (or inspirers) of many of the nicer structures in town.

Archibectonically, the down-town buildings seem to be broken down
into three categories--deep historic, monumental and residential.

The wost striking sbructure in the firsht category, consisting of
remnants of the citadel and high Islamic structures such as mosgues,
caravansariss and hamams, is the so-called Girl's Tower (Kiz Kulesi)--
a cylindrical guard tower comnnected to the city's citadel. A thin
wedge of fortifisd wall extend§ out inkto whab uqed to be the
shallows of the port, making the battlement to appear curiously btear-
shaped. A shorter version of Istanbul's Galata Tower, a stairwvell
loops upward through a series of ventilated floors to the roof which
provides a fine view of the old town.

In back of the tower is the main fort, with most of the defernse
walls still inkact or now restored. These encomnpass the old bown, a
series of pastel colored houses interspsrsed with several mosgues (or
ruins bhereof) including the pleasant divan complex housing the btomb
of the 15th century Emir of Baku, Shirvanshah. IL is now an
inscripbion museun and includes many grave stones vhich bosst a
peculiar mixture of (basze) animal and (pious) Curanlr design. Obher
muaseums of inberest in the guarber are the Ehali, or Bug Museum, with
an exquisite collection of rugs and kilims from the Caucasus region;
collactors might stop in and browse in oneg of the several carpet shops
set up in the area, or visit the carpet-weaving coopsrative under the
direction of the Kafkashia (Caucasus’? Muslims Administration, locabed
in the main square of the old town. Also within the confines of the
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old walls are several caravansaries, now converted inbo tourist-class
kebab restawrants as well as several art galleries and book stores.

Flush up against bthe older walls are those structurss belonging to
bhe second catsgory--either government or monumental buildings dating
to the turn of the century. These are arguably the most handsomne
buildings in town, representing an epoch when architects had an sys
for detail, design and even hunor. One bullding abubbing the Maiden's
Tower is nearly wild with wry wit and fun, with gargoyles Hnnlnhlng
the gaP’IFs and vaguely "oriental''-style friezes mounted along all
b31<on112 and windows. All such decoration, [ should add, is very
subble-—-to the point where ons would only nobtice it by its absence.

This sense of style has even touched the rmore modern buildings in
the down-town region, many of which display curious bas-reliefs of
individuals wvho once lived or worked within the walls of a given
building or svents of significance thab ocoured nearby--such as the
aforementioned (and now desecrated) monument and park devobed to the
memory of the 18 Balu Commisars shot by nationalists during the hurly-
bur ly surrouwding the 1820 Soviet Putsch.

Zadly, some obher structures seemed doomed to decay or conversion
bo purposes obher than theilr bullders intended! the several Armenian
churches in town are now boarded up and partially de rated, the
unhappy result of the continued tension between Cifi7ﬁﬂﬁ of Boviet
Azerbal jan and Sovieh Armenis over the dispubed region of Karabagh.

New is not the bime to go into 8 analysis,the matber, save for
noting that from the Azeri side a truly irraticonal hatred and fear of
all things Armenian has taken root. This psychosis has even gone so
far as to affect the local (and necessarily monumental) Lenin Museum,
Although the details of Lenin's life remain etched in stone, the
displays devoted to the destruction of indepsndent Azerbaijan and the
glorious creation of the Aszerbaijam Boviet In 18920 have now heen
altered: the portraits of all ethnic Armenisn participanbs in the
revolution {and there were quite a few) have now been removed from the
walls, the pins supporting the picture framss still in place and
giving mute testimony to the success of 8talin to divide and rule more
thart 30 yearsz after his death.

The Lenin Museum is bthe center-pilece of the main promenads
providing several miles of pleasant, shadsd walk-way where kids play
srncoksr and grey beards dakbble at dominces or Simpiy =ip ab btheir bea
abt one of the many board-walk cafes. One of these establishments,
bailt in a fairy-tale castle-like style with a moat, allegedly houses
the chess club where Gary Kasparov got his start bub 1t was not open

when 1 was there, and I was obliged to pit my brains against
several devobtees abt the many playing stands lining the guay. Bhab-mag
{("The King Is Dead") remains a very popular 5pnrf in Baku, & game
played by orne and all. Perhaps in deference to this national
obsession, the parliament building at the exd of the board-walk
resembles nothing so nuch as a chess-piece castle, defending the
chess—piece bishop statue of Lenin. His pose looks almost as if he
were preaching the beauties of his foundering religion southward to
the land of the mullahs in Iran at the far end of the Caspian Bea...

If Lenin is sbill ublquitous, restaurants are a little nore
difficult to find.
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Excepting the massive, soulless dinners associabted with the big
hotels in town, the main towrist-class eatery in town is the
aforementioned Caravansaray Jjust in back of the Kiz Kulesi.

8adly, and despite a plethora of literatwre on the delights of
Azerl culsine, ih seems prebby well limited to different types of
Kebalb, or skewered meat and made with little of the care or spicing
ﬁgﬁgily associabed with this ba=sic, Turkic dish. We did enjoy a tasty
Aghbalik, or sturgeon steak at the roof top restaurant of the Hotel
Moscow, though: 1bs bexture and baste was remarkably similar to
lobster.,

The best bet was aboard the good schooner Karol, managed by the
Communist party youth leagus and anchored at the far wvestern end of
the gquay. We took our hosts here on the last evening in town for a

libations, we enjoyed our fill of the light, white Azeri champanski
{avoid the sweet red stuff), loads of vodka and even some fairly tasty
East German beer. This last was presumably kept in cellars after the
disappearance of that erstwhile Boviet ally from the map and it is sad
that the stock will nobt be replenished because Bovieb beer is actually
pretty bad,

The price for the evening for sleven psople, including dancing and
tipping the hand for allowing me to play and sing a bluss number with
them’ran to about $40.,

0il Field Forests

1f the interior of Balku town is elegant and charming, the exterior
1% rpt. -

The “other' Baku, in fact, is an unadvertised oil-town disaster, a
vast area of black septic swamps linked by rusted pipes hung at chest
level. Tens of thousands of old pumping rigs bhlight the horizon right
outside the city limits, and often encroach well within them. For
locals, the sight and smell of the fields is the most dramatic symbol
of their colonization by the Soviets, vhich in this instance means
'The Russians'.

Dil was ‘discovered' in Baku in the mid-19th century, although its
presence in the area had long been known by fire-wvorshippers vho cane
to the region to pray to the twin gods of fire and light. One of the
lecal 'shrines' we visited was the Ateshgah, or "Flame Place! located
perhaps half of an hour north from ciby center in the village of
Burakhay. The road there was necessarily lined on both sides by the
rusty drill rigs pumping away like a flock of pe@king birds on svery
available parcel of land. Here, an eternal {lame fed by underground
gas has been burning, wvell, ebternally, and attracting fire-worshipping
sorts from as far away as India for centuries. A rather bad museum
guide led us around the caravansaray-like strucbure erected around the
holy flames, narrating the obvicus about the shoddy model displays of
emaciabed Zoroasbrian fakirs avaiting death. Naturally enough, I
wanted to make a connection between the Zoroasbrians here and the
bastard off-shoot of the Yezidis in Northern Irag but cur guide was
nob used to being asked questions and so we dismissed her and wanderQA



teg-10

around the place by ourselves, noting Bwastika emblems in the
inscriptions over the chanmber deoors but being unakle to acquire any
additional information aboub who made them and when., (Another, less~
well known eternal flame is located an additional half howr north of
town on =ome namsless bi-road to Genci, and was far more impressive
than the "tourist-class" Ateshgah: here, an un-quenchable wall of
flame fad by natural gas shot up from the primordial depths ocun of a
naked hill-side. A kebab restaurant had bsen set up just oubside the
scorch zone. )

Nlt the 18th century discovery that petroleum was a lighter, more
explosive substitute for cozl, Baku took on new meaning and the
exploitation began in earnest and Baku soon became synonymous wibh the
very concept of Black Gold in the first half of this century. Its
inmporbance was underlined by the Nazi determination to take the fields
whole and undanaged during World War II, to the point that not one
air-strike was made on the ciby during the long Caucasian campaign
lest the valuable fluids be destroyed.

Nowadays, that notion is associabed with Saudi Arabia and the
Middle East {(and perhaps Texas and Biberia), and relatively speaking,
Baku's importance in the world of il has waned. But all the Middle
East fields were discovered in the 1840= or later, and if Baku i=s no
longer sesr as one of the primary sources of petroleum for the world,
it still remains the main source of "sweet!" aviation-grade fuel for
the enbire Soviet Aeroflot {leet.

And still the fields produce--although one has to wonder for how
much longer. For the veritable and thirsty forest of oil rigs all
around the city, even if antiquated, are punping like mad, day and
night. (I can't resist guoting from the typically 'masses'-oriented
Ateshgah brochure: "The heat they give (sic) has been placed at the
service of the people, and hoday gas services peoples' seconomic and
everyday needs".)

"Tt is another symnbol of Soviet exploitation of our wealth," said
our guide Shamir Bey, as we wvaited in a line of 30 cars to buy sope
gas, "No-one has any idea of the environmental impact of leakage into
the water table or even industrial diseases in the work-site or in the
community. Sometimes I think they intend to pump ws dry and then grant
us our freedom."” :

The one possibly positive development in regard to the subject of
petroleun is that Moscow has allowed the Azerbaijan Petroleum
organization to form a joint venbure with a Twrkish firm Lo exploit
several older fields with newer egquipment and methods. On paper, in
any case, profits will be shared 50/50, but whether the Azeri shares
wvill go to Azeri coffers or just be sent off to Moscow 1s unclear.

The very fact, though, that i€ was the Turks--or rather, a Turkish
firm--that managed to secure the first foreign deal in Azerbailjan is
significant, for the Republic of Turkey seems to be =sen as
Azerbaijan's life-line to the outside world, a fact to be underlined
most dramatically during the next leg of our journey to the enclave
territory of Nahcivan.

* % ¥
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Night Train to Nahcivan

"Arnex us. "

Those words were the leit motif of owr four days in Nahcivan, the
strange Azeri enclave pinched between Armenia and Iran and connected
to the outside world by a thin, 15 kilometer long frontier with
Turkey.

I cannot comment on the sense of isolation from the rest o
Azerbaijan prior to the Karabagh corisis betweern Baku and Erivan
stharting in 1988 with the resulting expulsions of Azeris from Armenia
and Armenians from Azerbaijan {(and the continued guerrilla war today).
But in the summer of 1991 Nahcivan seemed almost tobally cub-off from
the rest of the country, and thus, the world: the trunk roads North,
East and West had all have been seversd because they pass through
Armenian territory, making access difficult and dangerous in the
extrems. Aeroflot, it iz btrue, continues to fly betwsen Nahcivan
airport and Baku, but the planes are small and over-booked and it is
virtually impos=zible for a foreigner to get the internal visas
regquired before one can purchase a ticket.

We were thus reduced to baking the only means in--the gruslling,
sixtesn howr train ride that runs along the Araxes River on the
Iranian frontier under the gusrd of Soviet soldiers riding shot-gun on
the wagons as the locomotive grinds its way through the Armenian
corridor dividing Nahcivan from Azerbaljan.

Our hosts did not want us to go.

"You'll be killed," they told uvs with assurance.

It took some talking, but finally we managed to convince Shamir Bey
that we had bo go, and booked ourselves a berth aboard the labe night
train to Nahcivan--a two class sleeper that one would only find in the
nore remobe parts of Third World.

Carrying a bottle of vodka, some mineral water and a picnic lunch
provided by Nazila Hanim, we boarded owur second class wagon (the one
first class carriage from Moscow was sold out, although in the wmorning
we did =settle in there! it was nobt much better than second) and
secured our bunks--the carriage wvas divided into ten open comnpartnents
with gix burnks each and a table in the middle. All were full. Another
double row of bunksz tacked to the aizle added to the claustrophobia.

Ard if the carriage was dirby and decrepit, it was also stiffling
hot and smelly. The only ventilation was provided by shattered
vindows; those, like ours, that actually had the glass in place could
not be opened. At first the sight of the broken panes of glass gave us
pause: Armenia bullets? Bub after setbling in to sweat through the
long delay before the whistle blew it bscame pretty clear that the
vindows had most likely been smashed by passengers nseding a little
fresh air. I was sore tempted to do the same in the common toilet at
the end of the hall, vhich was filthy beyond description. This would
bq:pome my private problem with my continued case of Saddam's Revengs
from Irag (I had dropped 20 pounds during the month of June) but I
will spare the reader any more {amiliarity wvith my health and its
relation to the train's latrine situation.

b
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In search of the proto-Azeri "Albans'--the suspiciously
Armenian-looking church (and now grain-depot) at 8altakh
in Nahcivan (T. Goltz)
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The "{Boviet) Union-wide famous" mineral water bottling

plant at Badamli, Nahcivan, temporarily closed due to a lack
of bottle caps thanks to the Armenian blockade (T. Goltz)
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As suggested above but nov explicitly stated, train travel in the
Boviet Union i=s only good for one thing: it iz the scole means of
transportation in the Union where IDs and visas (both for locals and
for foreigners) are not checked. It thus represents, for those wvho can
shomach it, a rolling hobel Lo anywhere the btracks run and as such I
know it will not be my last ride aboard the Boviet rails. It was
ceértairily a sobering first experience of the system, howsver.

To make things easier for ourselves, and to take advantage of the
enobional pro-Turkey welcoms we had recsived thus far in Balu, we
decided that I was a Turk and that my name was Tahir, thus making my
fluent Turkish a little more explainable. I have subseguently amended
this story to account for my general appearance and cocasional
grammatical mistake: my father is now a Turkish expabriate Lo the USA
{sorry, dad), and my mother American. When we related this to our pals
in Baku, they found it all very jolly and wise and then insisted I
take o a different name closer to my own.

Timur, as in Tamerlane, was born.

It was, [ believe, an astube deception, for no sooner had word
spread that a couple of Turks were sboard the brain, than a veritable
line-up of curious folks began forming in the corridor outside our
compartment and bhen started playing musical bunks within it to the
point where it became Jdifficult to tell wvho owr actusl roommates for
the night jowrney were. I think, though, that the obher bunks belonged
to an ethnic Kurdish (71} teacher from some extremely dangerous ares
between Karabagh and the corridor that separates Nahcivan from
Azarbailjan; a young Aseri dentist from Moscow) an engineer from
somewvheres in Nahcivan (vith a very loud mouth and full of opinions)
and then a couple of "met chants--1E, black marketeers--making the run
down to the border with Iran to see wvhat sort of baubles ths Iranians
might have for sale,

All were obsessed with Turkey, bub with a Turkey of perhaps a
decade ago. Did we known this artist? Had we seen that film? Was it

true that Sibel Can (38 singsr-cum-movie star) had conbracted 'spit!
(AID=)7? Would Twrgut Ozal come back to save Azerbaljan?

Of keenest inbsreshb to all was what Ibrahim Tatlises (Abraham
Swestvoice, the Frank Binatra/Billy Josl of Turkey), was up to. The
Furdish beacher discretely asked vhether it was true that Ibo was, in
fact, an ethnic Kurd,and upon my confirmation of this point he went
mube with delight, only coming out of his silent coma bo herats the
loud-mouthed engineer about his somewvhat contradictory praise, in the
same volice, of Irag and Baddam Hussein and Iran and Khomeini. The
conversation next drifted, somehow, into a defense of Russian as the
unifying language of not only the Boviet Union, but alsc of

czerbaijan-—a pointed reminder that the inchoate Azeri nationalism of
the streets with its strident Turkic\Bhiibe gualibies does not
necessarily sit well with the aspirations of the country's small Surni
Muslim (and mainly Kurdish) minority, not to speak of the non-Muslin
settlers like Russians and Ukrainians.

Finally, as the others drifted off to their burks and sleep, ons of
the merchants settled down on my bed and began to wistfully describe
the beaubies of communism in days gone by. Then, he said, a worker was
able to get along on 300 Roubles a month. Food was cheap and



teg-10

plentiful; medical attention virtually for free; housing was a
problem, trus, but had not been an insurmountable one: for those with
the patience to walt, bthe state provided. In 8 place like Turkey,
though, the market dominated everything, forcing prices far beyond the
reach of the average man. What was the basic wage there, and vhat
could you buy for it? Hearing the numbers, hs alwmost triumphantly
noted that the old system of the Union was patently superior bo that
currently pertaining in Turkey.

I canmot say it was moving, only that it was interesting to find,
at last, someone who defended the system of government and comnerce
digcredited by nearly everyone else in the Union.

Then T asked what the man did for a living.

"I am a merchant,” he sheepishly replied.

I langhed out loud.

Here was a man, much like ocwr host and friend Hazim Bey in Baku,
who was taking gross advantage of the breakdown of the old system by
buying up state goods and then on-selling them for immense {(or
relatively immense) profits, the difference coming out of the pockets
of the wvorking class that he =0 sclidly defended.

The poor hypoeorite slumk off to his bunk, and we lay down on ours,
feet dangling over the edge and into the aisle, certain that we would
be woken whenever someone brushed by. I counted a dozen people hefore
I went insensate to the inbrusion, and finally slept.

LE &3

We woke early in the morning and flushed out our wouths with the
onily avallable liguid--the half bottle of vodka left from the night
before. It was warm and zsbtrong and rot the zort of way you usually
wvant to start the day but others, equally ill-prepared for the
Journey, were doing the same and so we jusbt joined in. The experience
took on an added piguancy due to the fact that we wvere, quite
literally, on the border with Iran: the train tracks were pinched
between the bank of the Araxes River and a series of jagged, denuded
hills and peaks on sither side of the frontier.

Our side of the border was wired, mined and patrolled vhereas the
Iranian side appeared to he devoid of much border security, lead Jlng me
to a ironic reflection: I remembered previous travels in easte
Turkey and the (bypically émerican?) thrill I felt when vi=1f1 ng a
place like Ani, smack-dab on the Turco-Boviet zerco-point: right there;
on the other side, was_them, the land of the commis enemy, bhe £=53)
and actual territory of the USSR!...How funny nov to be traveling
inside those fronbliers and peering across a river at the new ogre of
the age--Mullshistan, Iran...What will be the next place to elicit
such naive fear and loathing-—-Japan?

After about an howur of chugging along and passing an ancient-
looking and svocative graveyard set against a steep hill, ths Araxes
Valley widened out to the point where a town could be built and we
pulled into the station of Zulfa (Russian: Djulifa). Hers, ow Boviet
Army guard, dressed in khaki uniforms and out-back slouch hats, got
down from the train. The ordeal was over and everyone was so relisved
to hot have been fired on by the Armenians and to be safely beyond the
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corridor and in berritorial Nahcivan that the platform was soon
swarning with folks locking for drinking water, greasy biscuits, fatty
sausage and, inevitably, more bottles of vodka. I joined a line of
folks at a water fountain and managed to splash some lovely cold and
clean water on my face before the vhistle blew for all to reboard for
the final leg of the trip to the city of Nahcivan.

Turkish Delight

in Nahcivan, Azerbaijan,

The revery started the moment ve debarkedAand ordered 3 tea at the
station and took off in full ecstatic flight after we had checked in
to the only hotel in town and descended to the restauwrant vhile
waiting for the floor-woman to changse our sheets. (The reader will
tire of learning once again about local squalor, so I will let it be
assumped from now on that if I do nobt describe an establishment as
being "surprisingly clean",or some such, it will fall into the mors
familiar category of unimaginable filth).

"Anything to eat around here? I ashked.

The waiter listlessly muttered something to me in Russian,

"Look," I said in crisp, clean Turkish, "I don't speak a vord of
Russian and if you had ears to hear you would understand I am speaking
your language.”

The man stared at wme, his jaw dropping open.

"You're from Turkey?" he finally stammered and all heads in the
restaurant burned.

"Yes, from Ankara."

"Had I only known! Please! sit down! Chef, the very best!”

A low murmur soon passed around the restdurant and then turned into
a roar.

Turks!

Here, in owr restaurant, in Nahocivan!

Tur kst

Turkey? You are from Turkey? Good God! You are from Turkey!

People moanead,

People cried.

People called their friends and relatives and begged them to come
see for themselves,

The police arrived, bub not to keep order—--they, too jush wvanbed to
shake hands.

For the next four days, no meal could be paid for, no taxi fare
accepted and we were genuinely swurprised when we were actually allowed
to pay for our hotel ourselves-—-albeit at the local rate of 50 Roubles
($61.75) a night.

Fake Turk that I was, I found the reception inberesting. But for my
wife Hicran, so used to the difficulties faced by a Turkish traveler
in Europe due ho the phobia about Gastarbeiters and the standard,
silly queries about the truth of the "Midnight Express" in the United
States, it was almost overvhelming to be so loved, sight-unseen.

" 've never seen anybhing like it," she kept on muttering as
someone else would run up and kiss her hand.

We sought in vain for a comparison, and ended up likening our
appearance in the midst of the enclave of Nahcivan to the reception of
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West Bermans in, say, East Berlin right after the construchion of the
Wall. It doesn't quite fib but I can't think of wvhat else to run with,
For Nahcivan was a Tuarkish island in an Armenian sea, or ab lsast

g0 perceived by all who lived there. The Armenian blockade of the
place-—still porous dus to the rail and airlins comnections mainbained
by the central governmsnt--—meant that basics such as gasoline and
industrial parts often had a hard time gebting through. This was, in a
slightly different context, another sad indicia of the state of the
Boviet sconomy for it illustrabted fairly clearly that the previous
supply of goods had come via private trucks and cars via the now-
closed roads across the Armenian corrideor. Now, however, supply was
truly in the exclusive hands of the state as represented by the
railroad, and everything from bottls caps to mabches were virtually
impossible to find.

The very isolation of Nahcocivan from th
thus, the Bovieb Union--had of need force
both spiritual and material succor.

The spiritual side was supplied, perhaps unknowingly, by the Turks,
Even the telephons systen fortified this--it being easier ko reach
Ankara by phoneg than Baku. Pictures of the Turkish President Turgut
Ozal were everyvhere)] shops were named "lzmir," "Ankara" and
"Istanbul". People talked openly and hopefully of the day that Turkey
might ammex Nahcivan--an obscure provision of the 1920 Kars Agreemsnt
between Mozcow and Ankara (kbubt well krnown and recited often to us by
everyone in Nahcivan) allowed for Turkey to inbervenes in Nahcivan if
the enclave was threatensd by a third state--nanely, Armenia.,

Fueling the fire of hope and salvation was a nev road and rail link
project. o link Nahcivan to the Turkish sub-province of Igdir on the
North slope of Mount Ararat, at the point vhere a thin, 18 kilomeher
splinter of Turkey touches Nahcivan., The Azeris, for their part, wvere
furiously working away on the road and bridge over the Araxes,
determined to open the new border gate by the end of the year. Not
mach was said aboub the fact that the beloved Turks hadn't even
started the construction of their part of the projesct.

Meanwvhile, though, the Nahcivanians were obliged to depend on their
other cutlet to the world--Trar.

Remarkably, 1 thought, the frontier had essentially been thrown
wide-open to anyone who claimed he was an ethnic Azeri merchanty and
Nahcivan bown was fairly overrun with nickle-dime salessmen sporting
the familiar five-day beards of Islamic Bevolubionary guard class, all
come up for a week-end bo flog bubble gum, matches, pens, plastic
shoes, bogus brand-name cigatrettes and other amazingly cheap kitsch
(most of it apparently manufactured in Pakistan). In addition to a
couple of boozy nights on Nahcivan town, the Iranian Azeri merchants
would then snap up what their Soviet Azeri cousins had to offer in the
way of shoddy Boviet manufactured goods bhefore disappearing back
across the frontier to hawk their newly purchased Zenith cameras,
children's tricycles and ventilated accordions there. (A fan of the
Argentine Tango masbter, Astor Pirazola, 1 priced one the accordions
and was quoted a cool thousand roubles--about £33 at the current black
market sexchange rate. As I wvalked avay, the price dropped to 800
Roubles, and I nearly bought it. Later, I discoversd the store pric

e rest of  Agerbaijan~-and
d it to look elsevhere for
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on the device is around 300 roubles. One assumes a similar mark up in
price for the other goods available in the market.) It almost goes
without saying that we were pestered to sell the very shirts on our
backs as we wandered through the market, but declined.

Our hotel--not surprisingly named the Hotel Tabriz--happened to
face the venue of the bazaar in the main square and was thus the
natural kip for the itinerant bazaar merchants. We became quite
friendly with two religious types who rented the room adjacent
to ours and I even gobt them to adamit Lo membership in the
Revolutionary Guards and to detail some of their adventures as the
vanguard of that fizzling revolubion. It was just a litble pathetic:
here were the descendants of the 8ilk Road merchants, as famous for
their commercial skills as for the wealth and luxury of the goods that
moved through their hands, reduced to havking Karachi-made imitation
chicklet bubble gum bits vhile haggling over the purchase price of
hopelessly out-moded German optics, 8Btill, it was trade, and an
another indicia of the vitality of the spirit of mercantilism in both
the Soviet Union and Islamic Iran. Small and tawdry 3s it might seem
at first glance, these guys were doing business, rediscovering the
relative value of various goods, and finally making money.

The presence of the 'cousins', boo, was a poignant reminder that
any study of Azerbaijan, of need, would be incomplete without an
investigation inkto the much larger (and far more assimilated) Azeri
population in,southern sector belonging to Iran, Confining oneself to
Soviet Azerbaijan would be rather like pretending to research the
subject of 'The Kurds' while limiting oneself to those found in Iragi
Vurdistan and totally ignoring their vastly more numerous (and
assimilated) krethren in Turkey.



