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Internet 1.1 1. To My Son, Abbas 2. Lilac 3. Time Has Plunged Me Into An Ocean Of Pain And Woe … 4.
Beloved, How Could You Break The Oath To Me You Swore?: Four Poems\fn{by Khurshid-Banu Natavan (18301896)} Shusha, Shushi Rayon, Azerbaijan (F) 2
1

1
Parted with you, I burn night and day,
Like a thoughtless moth in a candle-flame.
Like a rose you were destined to fade and die;
Like a nightingale mourning its rose sing I.
My heart aches with longing to see you, my star,
I roam like Majnun in search of Leili.
I whisper your name, for your presence I sigh,
Like a grief-stricken dove on a bough sing I.
Like Farhad from the source of my happiness banned,
At the foot of the mountain of parting I stand.
Your name all these days I have chanted and sung
Like a parrot with sugar under its tongue.
Haunted with sorrow, all day I wander;
Burning with grief like a Salamander.
My heart, that once soared in a heaven of love,
Broke its wings and was dashed to the earth from above.
Blind to the light of the sun and the moon,
Like a moon eclipsed, I am shrouded in gloom.
Through my tears your image I always see,
You dried up so soon, O my cypress-tree!
Oh, would I were blind not to see you dead.
The sun now scorches the earth, your last bed.
My hopes were frustrated; you left me and died,
I did not live to see you join your bride.
Your brown eyes expectantly looked at me;
Was it only that mine your shrine should be?
I weep tears of blood, to sunlight I’m blind,
As a lost soul I wander, Abbas, my child.
The anguish of losing you gnaws at my breast,
Tears flow from my eyes without respite or rest.
2
O flowering lilac, whose was the skilful hand that drew you?
O Radiant-Featured, was it a loving slave that drew you?
Chancing to penetrate into your palace, garden,
O poppy-cheeked, was it a skilful gardener drew you?
In this flowerbed world there were all too many plain faces;
Was that the reason why the almighty keeper drew you?
The flowers take their colors and fragrance from you,
As a flower the hand of the world’s creator drew you.
What a wealth of gentleness shows in your beauty!
With her gift of fancy bestowed by God, perhaps it was Natavan that drew you?
3
Time has plunged me into an ocean of pain and woe,
Parted me with my sun-faced; all is dark wherever I go.
My patience has reached its limit, O God almighty on high!
Either allow me to join him, or have mercy and let me die.
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In vain I implored and begged you, you left and never returned.
Now come and look at me, sun-faced, see into what I have turned.
How long must I pine in longing—my life is all misery.
Have pity, at least for a moment; beloved, remember me.
What terrible tortures I suffer! Our parting I cannot bear.
Am I worthy of nothing better than eternal grief and despair?
Our parting has stolen my reason, my soul has forgotten repose.
Behold how merciless fortune has doomed me to endless woes.
I wonder why my cruel lover will not have pity on me.
I burn in the flame of parting—the one who lit it was he!
How beautiful were those days when I was together with you.
Now I am broken-hearted, sadly my fate I rue.
For a while I was reunited with my lover, that pitiless man,
But now I am once again lonely—I have become Natavan.\fn{ Miserable}
4
Beloved, how could you break the oath to me you swore?
Beloved, am I today not the same as I was before?
You seek new company, love, with other women you meet,
Have you forgotten me, the one that you once called sweet?
Yes, you have found another before whom you bare your soul;
She is receiving the joy which from my life you stole.
My life is now a nightmare of infinite, black despair.
People talk of my madness always and everywhere.
Your heartlessness, O beloved, is driving me insane.
Have pity on me, have mercy, come back to me again.
O Destiny, how cruel, how ruthless you are to me!
Who does he give his love? Who can the lucky one be?
Life overflows with anguish, with tears overflow my eyes;
But he, my fickle lover, turns a deaf ear to my sighs.
Why, have you been avoiding me all this time,
Me, the unlucky slave of a lord so truly sublime?
Love, you have driven your slave to the limit of desperation,
Gossips are calling me now the victim of sinful temptation.
Have pity on me, your slave, O my lord, my Padishah!
My lamentations echo throughout the world, near and far.
You and your love make merry, carousing day and night,
And I, your unlucky victim, have forgotten what is delight.
There was a time when you wanted nobody else but me.
Now you have changed, and your old love you even refuse to see.
What was the cause, my monarch, explain to your subject, pray?
What have I done that you leave me like a flower plucked and thrown away?
What shall I do, distraught and unhappy as I am now?
How could I ever have given my heart to you, oh how?
Make merry, my love, with my rival, feast and have a good time,
While I must weep tears of anguish because you’re no longer mine.
Chirp with your newly-found mate like two nightingales on a bough:
And I—remember what I was like, and what have I turned into now?
Kill me, let Allah give strength to your ruthless hand!
What have I done to you that such torture I have to stand?
I sigh and I weep in sorrow, pain is tearing my heart.
Poor Natavan, your lot was unfortunate from the start.
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167.84 1. The Post Box 2. Maybe They’ll Give It All Back: Two Short Stories\fn{by Jalil Mammadguluzade (18661932)} Nakhchivan, Nakhchivan Autonomous Republic, Azerbaijan (M) 6
1
It was the 12th day of November. The weather was cold, but it hadn’t snowed yet. The doctor examined the
Khan’s ill wife. He said that she had improved and that it would be possible to start traveling in a week. The Khan
was in a hurry to go to Yerevan because he had some very important business matters to attend to there.\fn{ In this
story, the Khan lived in Shusha, the primary city of the Nagorno-Karabakh region, at one time part of Azerbaijan, but since 1991 a selfproclaimed republic with a population almost entirely. } Also, he was afraid that it would snow and then it would be

impossible for his wife to travel in the cold weather. He took up his pen and wrote to his friend Jafar Agha:
Next week I hope to arrive in Yerevan with my family. Could you please make sure that the rooms where we’ll be
staying are all warmed up and ready for us? Have the servants lay the rugs, light the stoves and air the rooms. I want to
make sure everything will be comfortable for my wife, who is ill.
Please reply by telegram. I have taken care of the matter that you asked about. Goodbye!
Sincerely,
Vali Khan

The Khan folded the letter into an envelope, addressed and stamped it. He intended to give it to his servant to
drop in the postbox, but then remembered he had already sent him out on another errand.
Just then he heard someone at the gate. The Khan went out and saw that it was Noruzali, from the village of
Itgapan. Noruzali often came to see him and always brought something such as flour, honey or butter. Again this
time, Noruzali had not come empty-handed.
As soon as he saw the Khan, he set his walking stick against the wall, started to open the gate and pushed the
donkey with the load on its back inside. Then he took three to four chickens from off the donkey’s back. He
untied the load, placing a few sacks on the ground. Then he raised his eyes to look at the Khan and bowed low in
greeting.
“Why do you go to all this trouble, Noruzali?”
“It’s no trouble at all, my lord. I am your faithful servant until the day I die,” the peasant replied, brushing the
dust off his clothes. As it was nearly one o’clock in the afternoon when the mail would go out, the Khan asked,
“Noruzali, do you know where the Post Office is?”
“I’m a villager, how would I know where the Post Office is?”
“Do you know where the Central Courthouse is?”
“Yes, my dear lord, of course I know where it is. I went there last week to complain to the Chief of the
Courthouse because the mayor of our village is tormenting us. To tell you the truth, our mayor is originally from
another village, and that’s why he hates us. Last week two of my calves disappeared. So I went there—”
“Hold on. You can tell me the rest of the story later. Listen carefully, there’s something I want to tell you.
There’s a building across the street from the Courthouse, and on the wall there’s a box. That’s the postbox. It has a
long, narrow lid. Go there, lift the lid, drop the letter inside and come back right away!”
Noruzali carefully took the letter. First he looked at the Khan, then he looked at the letter again with terrified
eyes. He went towards the door and bent down to put the letter on the ground. The Khan shouted,
“Don’t put it there! It’ll get dirty. Go put it in the box right away and come back.”
“Khan, my dear Khan, let me hang a bag of oats around the mule’s neck. He’s come a long way and he’s
probably tired and hungry.”
“No, not now. It can wait a while. You’ll miss the mail. You can feed him when you get back.”
“All right. Then let me just tie him up. I’m afraid he’ll eat all the trees in the yard if I leave him untethered.”
“No, no. That’s OK. Hurry! Go as fast as you can! Go put the letter in the box and come back!”
Noruzali put the letter inside his jacket.
“My dear Khan, these chickens are still tied up. Poor animals, let me untie them and give them some grain.”
Noruzali put his hand in his pocket to get some grain, but the Khan screamed even louder,
“No, no! Later, after you’ve come back!”
Noruzali took his walking stick and started to run like a little child. Then he remembered something else,
turned and again pleaded with the Khan,
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“Khan, there are eggs in one of the sacks. Be careful with them. I’m afraid that the donkey will lie down on
them and break them.” The Khan shouted even more loudly,
“Stop talking! We’re losing time.”
Just as Noruzali was about to leave, the Khan called him back.
“Noruzali, don’t give the letter to anyone. Don’t show it to anyone. Put it in the box and come back right
away! Understand?”
“I’m not a child! I’m not as inexperienced as you think. Don’t worry, even the mayor wouldn’t be able to take
this letter away from me.”
*
Noruzali disappeared after saying these words. The Khan went back into the house and spoke tenderly to his
wife,
“Well, Light of my Eyes, start getting ready. I wrote a letter to Yerevan so that they’ll warm up the rooms. We
can go now. You’re looking better now, thank God. The doctor says a change of climate will do you good.” As the
Khan was speaking to his wife, his servant came in and said,
“Khan, whose donkey is in the yard? Who brought those things?” The Khan replied,
“Put those things away! Nozruali brought them from Itgapan village.”
The servant took the chickens and eggs to the kitchen and led the donkey off to the stable.
Then he opened one of the sacks with flour, took a pinch of it and showed it to the Khan.
“This is quality flour.” The Khan looked at the flour and told his servant to start baking the bread.
Two hours later after he had finished eating the brea, the Khan remembered Noruzali and the letter. He
summoned his servant, but was told that Noruzali had not come back yet. The Khan was surprised that it was
taking him so long. Perhaps Noruzali had put the letter in the postbox and then gone to the bazaar to buy
something to eat. Another hour passed, but Noruzali didn’t come back.
Finally the Khan called for his servant to go find out what had happened to him. Half an hour later, the servant
returned saying that Noruzali was nowhere to be found. The Khan went out on the balcony and lit a cigarette. He
paced up and down the balcony wondering what had happened. Just then, a policeman dropped by.
“Khan, the police chief wants you to come to the police station and bail out your village countryman. If you
don’t, the chief is going to put him in prison.” The Khan gazed at the man in astonishment. Then he replied,
“That villager is such a meek person. What could he possibly have done to get arrested?”
“I don’t know exactly what happened. It would be better if you went to the police station yourself.”
The Khan got dressed and said nothing to his wife so as not to worry her. Before entering the police station, he
looked inside the jail cell and saw Noruzali sitting in a corner along with the other prisoners. He was crying like a
child, wiping his tears away with the hem of his chukha.\fn{A type of long-waisted coat that used to be worn in the Caucus
Mountains.}
After the Khan found out what had happened and vouched for Noruzali, the two of them went back to the
Khan’s place. Noruzali gave some feed to his donkey, sat down against the wall and started crying again. The
Khan went into the house, lit a cigarette, went out on the balcony and called to Noruzali,
“Now tell me what happened, Noruzali! Your story sounds very interesting. Someone could write a book about
it. Tell me every detail. Start from the beginning when I gave you the letter, and tell me how you ended up in
prison.” Noruzali got up and moved closer to the Khan and said, after wiping his tears on his coat,
“My dear Khan, forgive me! I am not to blame. I’m just a poor, ignorant peasant from the village. How am I
supposed to know about letters, postboxes and post offices? Forgive me, Khan, I beg you. Let me make up for all
this trouble. There’s no way to undo everything I’ve done. It must have been God’s will. Forgive me, Khan. I’ll be
your faithful servant until the day I die.”
Noruzali came closer and bent down to kiss the Khan’s feet.
“Don’t make such a big deal out of it, Noruzali. Am I accusing you of anything? Have you done anything
wrong to me? So then why should I forgive you?”
“Ah, Khan, you don’t know the half of it. That infidel,\fn{ As used here, a non-Muslim} the son of an infidel took
your letter, put it in his pocket and walked off with it.”
“Who put the letter in his pocket and went away?”
“That stranger, that Russian guy!”
“Where did he take it?”
“He went into that building you told me about, the one with the box in front. He went inside that building.”
The Khan was silent for a moment.
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“Didn’t you put the letter inside the box?”
“Of course I did! That stranger opened the box somehow and took the letter out as soon as I put it in.”
“Were there any other letters inside that box beside ours?”
“Yes, plenty of them. He stole them all.” The Khan started to laugh very loudly.
“No, Noruzali, tell the whole story—everything from start to finish exactly as it happened, from start to
finish.”
*
“Khan, my dear Khan, I took the letter from you and went to the Central Courthouse building. I found the
building you were telling me about and I also found the box. I opened its lid and wanted to put the letter inside it,
but then I stopped. I looked at the letter first, then I looked at the box. To be honest, I was afraid that you would
get angry with me. I didn’t know what to do, whether to put the letter in or not, because I had forgotten to ask you
if I should stay near the box after putting the letter in or if I should come back home. I thought, if I put it in and
stayed near the box, then I would have to stay until evening.
“But as you saw for yourself, my dear Khan, I left the poor donkey hungry and also left the chickens with their
legs tied up. I brought some flour as well. And it’s still here in the yard. Khan, let your servant and me take the
sacks inside the house. I’m afraid that it will rain and the flour will get wet.”
“No, Noruzali, don’t worry about them. Tell me, tell me, what’s the rest of the story?”
“So I didn’t put the letter in the box. I closed the lid and walked away for a little while. At first I wanted to
come and ask you, but then I was scared that you would get angry with me. I was afraid that you’d say that
Noruzali was like an animal, like a donkey, that doesn’t understand anything. So I leaned against the wall to rest.
Then I saw an Armenian boy, about this tall, about 12 or 13. He went up to the box, opened the lid, put a letter
inside it exactly like the one you gave me, then closed the lid and went away. I called after him to ask why he put
the letter in the box, but he didn’t answer. I don’t know—maybe he didn’t understand me. Anyway he didn’t look
back.
“A few minutes later, a Russian lady rushed up to the box, put a letter in and left. This time I got brave. I
thought to myself that this is probably the way it has to be, that the letters should stay in the box. So I got brave.
Having said “Bismillah,”\fn{God have mercy, God help me, a common injunction pronounced by Muslims prior to engaging in any
important business:H} I went and opened the lid of the box, put the letter inside and turned around to come back to
your service.
“When I was about this far from the box, that Russian guy went up to it. At first I thought that he wanted to put
a letter inside the box, too. But then I saw that no, he wanted to do something else. He put his hand inside the box.
I understood right away that he wanted to steal the letters. Khan, I’m speaking too much, forgive me, tell your
servant to help me get on my way home, it’s getting late.”
“No, I won’t let you go yet. Tell me what happened after that.”
“Well, my dear Khan, may my children be your servants! May I never live another day without your blessing!
Well, I saw this guy taking the letters out of the box. He closed the lid and was about to leave. I ran over to him
and made him stop. I said,
“‘Hey you, where are you taking those letters? You think people put their letters in there for you to steal them?
Put them back! Noruzali isn’t dead yet, and he won’t let you steal a letter his Khan gave him. Don’t take
something that doesn’t belong to you. Don’t your Russian laws say that stealing is a sin?’ Khan, may my children
be your servants. Khan, let me go home—it’s getting late.”
“Don’t hurry, you can go later. What happened after that?”
“Let me think, where was I … Hey, don’t let the donkey destroy the grapevine.” Noruzali wanted to stop the
donkey, but the Khan didn’t let him.
“Noruzali, don’t go, don’t go yet. Tell me, what happened then?”
“What happened? I begged the guy, telling him that my Khan would kill me if he took the letter away. I told
him to give back my Khan’s letter. He said no, he wouldn’t give it back. Then I saw that he wanted to run away.
God knows how furious I was—I took the guy by the shoulders and shoved him to the ground so hard that he
started bleeding at the mouth.
“Then some soldiers came from the Courthouse, beat me up and took me to prison. May I be your servant
forever, my Khan! If it weren’t for you, they would have sent me to Siberia. There were some other prisoners in
there besides me, and they told me that the Russian guy was an official. Well … what should I have done? Khan,
tell me, I’m not to blame, am I?”
The Khan just laughed and laughed.
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It was already dark outside. Noruzali put the empty sacks on the back of his hungry donkey and, beating the
donkey with a stick, headed back to his village.
In three days, a telegram came from Yerevan for the Khan. It said,
Received your letter. Rooms are ready.

And so the Khan and his wife set out for Yerevan shortly afterwards.
After a month and a half, Noruzali was summoned to court and sentenced to three months in prison for having
assaulted a civil servant who was carrying out his duties. Noruzali pleaded innocent.
The Khan learned about this latest development three months later. It made him stop to think for a while.
2
One day, I can even remember the date—June 12, 1923—I was looking for a well-known Azerbaijani actor
named Balagardash.\fn{The name means “younger brother” in zeri; the author has carefully chosen all the names of his characters in
this story.} I called at his home but couldn’t find him. Then I went to the Boulevard, hoping to find him there. As it
was a workday, there were only a few people there. I was walking along the shore for quite some time, when I
turned toward Tram Street.
In the distance, I could see those four men that I had seen before, sitting there in their customary place. I
wanted to turn back. To tell the truth, I was suspicious of them.
But Balagardash had seen me from a distance and came up to me. Before we started talking, I pointed to those
four guys and asked whether he knew them. After looking at them carefully, he laughed and said,
“Aha … Uncle Molla, let me introduce you.” But I balked,
“I don’t want that.” Balagardash looked at me steadily and said,
“I assure you, they’re worth it. You should get to know them.”
At first I hesitated, but my actor friend pulled me by the arm. We went up to them. One of them got up and
called Balagardash by name. We greeted one another, then they all stood up and offered their seats to us. We sat
down. Balagardash introduced me:
“This is my dear old friend Uncle Molla Nasraddin. I’m sure you’ve seen his humorous magazine and smiled
while reading it.” They all looked at me attentively and said,
“Yes, of course.” Then Balagardash turned to me and introduced them in the same way:
“Molla, you rascal, just look at the treachery of this world. One or two years ago, these friends sitting here
were all men of property. But the Soviet government has taken everything away from them. Now these poor guys
are in search of pennies just to buy cigarettes. Oh, what a wretched world this is!”
Balagardash introduced these “poor guys” one by one:
“Haji Hasan from Baku used to own 14 caravanserai\fn{ Places to house teamsters, and with provisions for pack animals to
eat and rest at night in the enclosed courtyard } and 137 buildings before the October Revolution,\fn{ When the Bolshevik
political party seized power in Russia (October 24-25, 1917) } but the government has taken all these from him and he’s
living in a very bad situation now.
“The one sitting next to him is Umudbeyov\fn{ “Hope, son of a wealthy landowner”} from Sabunchu.\fn{A Baku
suburb.}—you may have heard about him; there’s hardly a man in Baku who doesn’t know him. His annual income
from oil alone was half a million.
“The one sitting here reading the newspaper is the well-known son of the millionaire flour merchant
Talafkhanbey.\fn{“Wasted, son of a wealthy merchant or landowner.” } You may have heard of him as well. His father
owned steamships and flour mills in every major Russian city.”
I had seen him down at the docks.
“And the one sitting here next to me is my old friend. He’s the same Ganja\fn{ An ancient city in north-central
Azerbaijan.} land owner Haji Sultan who was ‘roaring’ like a lion during Nikolai’s reign,\fn{ Nicholas II (1868-1918),
last of the Russian Tsars. } and who lashed Martinov, the top city police official, in the street so hard that the crack of
his whip was heard all the way to St. Petersburg. Even after that event, they haven’t been able to subdue Haji
Sultan. You must have heard about him.” Balagardash finished his speech and then addressed himself to those
who were sitting near him, whispering to one of them:
“Haji Hasan Agha, don’t be overcome by grief. I assure you, they won’t be able to keep it, they’ll give it
back.” I asked Balagardash what he meant by saying,
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“They won’t be able to keep it. Just who wouldn’t be able to keep what?” My actor friend replied,
“Uncle Molla, what date is it today? Isn’t it June 12? Remember, but just between us (he lowered his voice). It
seems ‘our friends’\fn{The Soviet authorities.} are in trouble. The English have been very aggressive these days.
They’ve put Chicherin\fn{Georgi Vasilievich Chicherin (1872-1935), who conducted Soviet foreign policy with Europe from 19181928.} in a very awkward situation and are telling him that either he must pay back his debts or step aside!”
I saw that my new acquaintances were obviously delighted with Balagardash’s words; it was as if he had
brought wonderful news. I kept silent as I had just been introduced. Balagardash addressed them again,
“Mr. Talafkhanbeyzade!\fn{“Ruined son of a wealthy ruling land owner.”} You seem to have something new! I see that
you are looking very attentively at that newspaper. Tell us what you know and don’t worry about Uncle Molla.
Read to us, please, what is new there?” After looking around, Talafkhanbey asked me carefully,
“Uncle Molla, have you heard today’s news?” I asked,
“What news?” He said,
“Aren’t you aware of the note that the English government has sent to Moscow?”
“No, I didn’t know about it.”
Talafkhanbey again took a crumpled newspaper out of his pocket. It was the Baku local newspaper Rabochi
(Worker). Balagardash went over to Talafkhanbey and whispered,
“Don’t be afraid, there’s no one to be afraid of around here. Read the news!” Talafkhanbey started reading the
newspaper:
“In the English Parliament, one of Lord Curzon’s representatives named Matrush inquired of the Lord, ‘How is
the English-Soviet relationship developing these days?’ And Lord Curzon had answered, ‘Until the Soviet
government reaches a satisfactory conclusion about the Czar’s debts to the English government, the hope that the
tensions in English-Soviet relations will be eased seems very remote.’” One of them remarked cheerfully,
“Did you hear that? I tell you, it won’t last long!” Balagardash was speaking in a poetic way just as he used to
do on stage,
“I bet it will last ’til the second month of autumn. Won’t last more than that.” All of them agreed, repeating in a
low voice,
“Inshallah, God willing, God willing!”
We sat there for about half an hour, and after discussing some questions of this nature, we said goodbye to one
another, repeating,
“Inshallah, God willing.”
*
In this way, I became friends with those four counter-revolutionaries. As they knew that the government had
taken 4,000 dessiatinas\fn{1 dessiatina = 2.7 acres; a unit of land slightly larger than a hectare. } of land from my family, they
took me to be their fellow sufferer. That’s why they didn’t keep any secrets or news from me. Sometimes when I
happened to meet them on the Boulevard, they would greet me with great affection, offer me a seat and we would
have a friendly chat.
I can’t say that I was particularly fond of their company, but I was amused by the strange and fascinating news
they always came up with. For example: The troops of the Polish government have overstepped the Soviet
boundaries and occupied some Soviet cities. The English battleships have reached Arkhangelsk.\fn{ The Russian city
located on the shore of the North Sea.} The Entente Alliance\fn{An Anglo-French alliance, formed originally to act against German
military expansion.} is pressuring the Soviets. There are large secret riots going on in Moscow itself …
One day my friends saw me on the Boulevard and suggested that I join them:
“Come on, Uncle Molla, maybe you have some news for us?”
I told them that I knew nothing except that which was written in the papers. Umudbeyov wanted to say
something but he looked about and said nothing. Three or four noisy schoolboys were passing by. After one more
glance around, Umudbeyov asked me,
“Uncle Molla, don’t you detect any signs or innuendoes after reading those articles?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I replied.
Umudbeyov took a crumpled newspaper out of his pocket-it was again from the Rabochi newspaper. He
started reading:
“Serebrovsky, the director of the Azerbaijan Oil Company, is leaving for America to buy some newly-invented
drilling machinery to install here.”
I told him that as far as I understood, there was no hidden message. Umudbeyov grinned and suggested the
following:
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“Uncle Molla, Serebrovsky is not going to America to buy drilling machinery; he’s going there to sell the Baku
oil fields to the American millionaire Rockefeller.” His other three companions agreed with him and asked me,
“What do you think about that?”
“Nothing,” I said flatly.
*
I’ll never forget my latest meeting with these four men who were always complaining about their fate. On that
day my actor friend Balagardash and I decided to take a stroll down the Boulevard. We met in the alley and then
walked awhile along the Boulevard and decided to sit down somewhere. In the distance, we saw those guys sitting
in their usual secret place and talking about something. Balagardash laughed and coaxed me over to them. I
complied. We went up, greeted one another as usual, and sat down.
The first item of news that day was that Lord Curzon had delivered a new ultimatum to Chicherin. The second
was that English battleships were sailing to Batumi.\fn{ A major Georgian seaport on the Black Sea. } Supposedly, the
ships would blockade Batumi and that’s why the Batumi residents were already emigrating to Turkey.
After some talk of this kind, Balagardash and I got up to leave. We said goodbye to one another. Shaking my
hand, Haji Hasan said,
“God is merciful, maybe they’ll give it all back.”
Those words had become deeply embedded in my mind as they were the primary point of reference in our
relationship. After we parted and turned up an alley off the Boulevard, my actor friend Balagardash started
snapping his fingers, leaping up and down in the air, and singing just as he used to do on stage:
Maybe they’ll give it all back,
Maybe they’ll give it all back.

We left the Boulevard and separated at Fountain Square, smiling. Balagardash called back to me. I turned to
look over my shoulder and heard him once more saying,
“Maybe they’ll give it all back.”
I went back to my apartment, grinning all the way home.
*
I have already lost hope, and everyone in a situation similar to mine is looking for a job. There were times
when I and my four acquaintances were waiting impatiently, hoping that the 4,000 dessiatinas of my family’s land
would be given back along with the millions and the oil fields belonging to my four Boulevard acquaintances.
We’ve been waiting for a long time … but nothing has happened.
We meet every day to talk and discuss the items in the newspapers with the hope of discovering some slight
hint or indication. We ask those who come from Europe and Turkey if they are going to help us solve these issues.
“Wouldn’t it be fair if Agha Bey or Jahangir Khan got at least 1,000 dessiatinas of land back out of their
10,000? Or if Musa Naghiyev’s\fn{(1849-1919), allegedly the wealthiest of all the Baku oil barons at the turn of the 20 th century.}
heir got 5 or 10 buildings of the 237 that the government had taken away from his grandfather? Then the poor heir
who is not used to working would not be in so much trouble and so disgraced among his people.”
To make a long story short, I often met with my associates. We had friendly chats together and cheered each
other up by saying that hopefully one day we would achieve our goal. With God’s help, we would all be given
back the property that had been confiscated.
“Maybe they’ll give it all back.” Those were our daily words.
But today the Soviet government has still not been toppled.\fn{ This story was written in the 1920s. } My four friends
and I are already so disappointed that we are no longer waiting for our 4,000 dessiatinas of land, 117 buildings,
14 steamers and oil fields to be given back. Poets like Vahid\fn{ A famous Azeri poet (1895-1955).} have memorialized
our troubles in their verses, composers have written music, and singers perform the following song at every
festivity:
Maybe they’ll give it all back,
Maybe they’ll give it all back.

And the youth snap their fingers to keep the rhythm of the beat.
7.135 The Pig\fn{by Constant Zarian (1885-1969)} Samaxi, Samaxi Rayon, Azerbiajan (M) 4
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It was on a day in autumn that the pig made his entry into the capital of the republic. At the extremity of the
vast lane\fn{The text has lain, which means “lie”} stood Ararat, Biblical and majestic, its summit capped by blue and
pink clouds. Silence hung about the yellowed trees. The listening town heard the dry cold sweeping its roofs.
Small and stunted, under the shelter of the copper-colored rocks, it spread out its streets, like a dead spider’s legs,
around its half-ruined houses, with their roofs fallen in and their windows damaged.
The political régime\fn{This, as is made clear by a reference to the city of Tiflis and the fact that the story was published in 1929,
is probably the Transcaucasian Soviet Federated Socialist Republic (1922-1936) which was formed of the Armenian, Georgian, and
Azerbaijani territories, with Tiflis as its capital .} and poverty had filled the dusty ways with dull melancholy, tattered rags

and black care. The Dictatorship had torn into shreds the citizens’ footwear, made their heads vacant and their
bellies empty and filled their eyes with a strange light, where some read a feeling of fear and others, despair.
They were a God-fearing people and were for the most part dull in their cups. And, while the days succeeded
one another as uninterestingly as the pages of an old calendar that has done duty for several years, these people
focused their souls, like a light that had been diffused, on anything which might hold a trace of novelty or a
suggestion of joy.
Hence, when one fine morning a broad-shouldered newcomer, with a small head, an imperial on his firm chin,
and powerful arms, was seen to give out bills announcing the arrival of a circus, it was a genuine event.
“We have had enough of the State Theater. We are going to have some fun.”
“A circus!”
“And it will bring back a little of the good old times when—”
“Be careful! There are ears everywhere.”
It was the talk at every street corner. All were discussing it. All were gladdened.
A circus! A great event!
*
Crowds thronged the streets. Many women and many children. Women of the people, for the most part, with
wide-open eyes, simple and amazed about the event. And street children: young birds fallen from the nest,
barefoot, ragged and laughing, undisciplined chatterboxes withal.
The circus made its triumphal entry into the town. And, since a legend had been circulated about the pig—an
artist of incomparable talent—nearly all the inhabitants were collected on the broken pavements of the main
street. Dejected members of the Cheka,\fn{ The Secret Police.} with bright eyes and attentive ears, crept in
everywhere. The militia were on the watch. It seemed for all the world like a national holiday.
When the pig slid down a plank and found himself on the platform of a small station, dazed and tottering, he
still felt the continuous sensation, as of rhythmic hammer-blows on his belly, which unsettled his insides. Then he
made an effort, pulled himself together and sniffed the air. There was a smell of coal, manure and sweat. He dug
his nose into the ground and, besides mud, ate up rotten straw, worms and other things that are the delights of the
poultry-yard and of the neighborhood round about small provincial towns.
Almost immediately after leaving the station, he walked into a yellow pond of water, full of thick and complex
things. But he was not allowed to stay there. Huge, heavy with fat and muscle, lowering his long head, somewhat
weak on his legs, he proceeded slowly with a nervous movement of the ears.
But, when he heard the drum beat and the bugle call, he drew himself up. Fatigue disappeared as by magic, and
through his skin ran that thrill which is felt by artists and great orators on solemn show occasions. What a crowd!
What an uproar! He had never had such a reception. He realized it was in his honor.
The crowd followed the circus—athletes, gymnasts, clowns—making a noise, clapping their hands, shouting
and passing remarks full of fun. So many people were massed together at the corner of the main street that the pig
was held up; new spectators were coming up from the side streets.
There reigned a smell of boots, sweat and poverty. The pig grunted. No one ever knew whether it was for joy
or from weariness.
Meanwhile the state telephones were sounding the alarm. The Central Committee was constantly jarring the
ear-drums of the Executive Committee; the latter clamored for the Cheka, then for the Commissar of the Interior,
then for the militia. All the telephone handles turned feverishly.\fn{ The first telephones—even for private houses—were
wall-mounted affairs composed of three separate pieces, in which one had to get the operator’s attention by manually turning a crank
projecting from the right of the box, while holding the ear piece in the left hand, and speaking into the mouthpiece, which projected from
the front of the box separately from the ear-piece. I have actually used such a device in my grandfather’s house in Sandwich, Illinois, in
1949; but long before then what was to be the industry standard for many years—the self-contained black, bakelite telephone which sat on
a table or stand all its own, with no crank and on the top of which the receiver rested, had virtually eliminated the former design .}
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“Damn it all! Damn it all! Can’t you see what’s happening?”
“It’s a scandal!”
“You are allowing the people to get enthusiastic over a pig? What next? Communism—making a profit out of
the people—”
“Prohibit! Prohibit! Prohibit!”
From all sides militia came running up and, rifle in hand, drove off the people and stopped the procession.
The pig understood nothing of all this. He was taken into the circus, a wooden structure just put up by a group
of speculators.
A dry wind was blowing from the surrounding hills. Everybody was cold.
*
The pig became something of a hero. The Soviet citizens, bowed down by a life of shame and misfortune, had
found neutral ground on which to raise a Babel of illusions. Sapped by poverty, bruised and dispirited by
boredom, chained down by the dictatorship, these simple souls looked upon this sight as something recalling life
as it used to be, as a foretaste of that freedom which was so long in coming, as a pretext for useless, hearty and
spontaneous pleasure.
Sometimes the presence in a prison of a single fly stirs into life a thousand illusions.
It was the talk of everyone.
“What about the pig? What?”
“Wonderful, old man, a real artist!”
“He seems to understand everything—”
“Nowadays animals understand more than men.”
Behind the circus there was a tiny room, which had been set apart for the pig. Humble and solitary—like a
Dominican friar in his cell—this artist spent the greater part of the day in sitting on his haunches with his gaze lost
in dreamy vacancy.
A practiced eye could have discerned in his snout a certain melancholy, that special and strange form of
melancholy to which thinkers and creative geniuses are subject.
In this new country were a sour smell of manure and an unpleasant odor of tanned skin, acrid and oppressively
heavy. Besides, it was cold. Through the holes entered an almost ice-cold wind, nipping his flesh, beating on his
back and making his nose tingle. In spite of this, he was well-behaved and resigned to his lot. Who can fathom a
pig’s soul? Undoubtedly this particular pig was conscious of his important mission. He seemed to perform, with
philosophic calm and a simple and honest religious faith, the duty assigned to him by Providence. He knew, he
felt, that everything he did brought a little joy, illusion and forgetfulness to a weary and grieving public. To dull
and hardened faces he brought the innocent smile of childhood.
He was also conscious that his master was pleased. The latter was a large, stout man with a long neck capped
by a tiny, emaciated head, with drawn features, a weak mouth and a low, somewhat overhanging forehead. His
eyes were blue—the cold blue of steel. He was as a rule gentle to the pig and, if, during a performance, he stuck a
needle into him to make him grunt, it was for art’s sake.
Yes, art is pain, but it is also joy. Deep down within himself the pig felt a pleasant sensation. He had the
impression of having had a fill of good acorns.
And then there was the question of popularity! People were constantly coming and going around his little
room. Like a lot of distracted bees, the children set upon the boards. They climbed up on all sides, got on the roof,
made holes in it to look eagerly through, shouting for very joy. There was no lack of older people besides. Women
of the people, peasants come to market, old, doddering nuns, soldiers from the Red army, all went out of their
way, stopped in front of the circus, related to one another the extraordinary things the pig could do and carried the
news to the most distant parts of the country.
“We are told,” said an old woman, “that, when the end of the world comes, animals will speak.”
“Extraordinary things happen these days,” added an old peasant, “Saint Carapet preserve us!”
“So be it!”
In fact, the pig was feeling tired, but, like operatic tenors and actors of lovers’ parts on the state, he could not
have lived without that popularity. His dignity and pride had become used to this sweet poison.
In the evening, when the time came for the show to begin, there was not a single unoccupied place in the hall.
Poor, rich, Communists, non-Communists, the dwellers in the center of town and those in the suburbs, all hurried
to the circus. The performers strutted about proudly, heads held high, chests expanded, self-confident, their insides
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well filled and warm. At eight o’clock the band began to play. Thin, twangy notes made trills and then swelled
into a march tune piercing the ear-drums like a gimlet.
The show began. Shouts, exclamations, howling of babies, whistles of joy. There was a great noise of feet on
the boards, a clapping of hands; and, when the difficult numbers took place, all gazed in silence, holding their
breath, their eyes wide-open with fear.
A heavy cloud of smoke, laden with various odors, hung over the heads of the audience, packed close together.
With their red, burning cheeks, they all seemed a prey to fever, and on their flushed faces the same smile was to
be seen.
“Good God! Good God!”
“He’s going to get a crack on the head. Now he is sure to fall.”
“Bravo! Bravo! Bravo!”
Excitement brought out perspiration all over their faces.
Toward the end the nimble orchestra played a dance tune wherein mingled freakishly a kind of jig, a Moorish
dance melody and a cake-walk. Then entered the clown, astride the pig. The hall became an agitated hive. Eyes
kindled, giving forth electric sparks, hearts beat fast and faces relaxed into an indulgent and admiring smile.
Like a true artist, the pig felt that rapport which must exist between the performer and his audience. The acrid
and sickening odor, which may be unpleasant to human beings, tickled his nostrils pleasantly and elated him. He
had the impression of being near a pond, with good black mire, on a day of baking sunshine. He got on a cask and
rolled it along carefully; he raised his head and answered by a grunt the amusing questions his master asked; he
sprang through a hoop, did a little dance and bowed to the audience.
A burst to applause filled the hill; there was a great stir and the building all but collapsed under the noisy
stamping of the audience. The three speculators who had advanced the money for the business were drinking
spirits at the bar and rubbing their hands with pleasure.
The same thing took place every evening.
*
And every evening the State Theater—the pride of the régime and the center of propaganda—was empty. At
first little heed was paid to this. The circus was a novelty, and the people are children. They would get tired of it in
the long run.
However, when one evening the prima donna, the lady love of one of the commissars, came on in one of her
best parts and saw four persons in the hall, she could scarcely get to the end of the act, and, before the curtain fell,
she fainted, shrieking,
“The pig! The pig!” Everyone was upset.
A new revolutionary play was advertised. Large posters, publicity of all kinds, articles in the newspapers. The
state exchequer paid all expenses.
On the night of the first performance, ten wretched spectators constantly put their hands to their mouths and
yawned secretly. There was a full house at the circus, and people were being turned away at the doors.
“What is the meaning of this? Art is being sacrificed. The pig—”
The manager, who had welcomed the circus as a sign of progress, closed “the window open to civilization” and
vindictively uttered that word which ever has a telling effect—“counter-revolutionary.”
What about the state budget? What will the proletariat say? And what will Moscow say?
*
Moscow? Hidden away mysteriously in dark rooms to which no one was admitted but whence everything
could be seen, the Cheka raised hits head. What is this? One hand pushed another, one eye focused upon another
eye, signs in red ink were placed on delation sheets, electric bells rang in the passages, setting silent-footed people
in motion.
The circus! Why, it was but a blind. Those noisy gatherings of the lower middle class about a pig merely
cloaked a counter-revolution. Karl Marx’s plaster statue frowned.
Meetings. Resolutions. Decrees. Close the circus.
*
That evening the buildings made of boards placed one above the other lay in darkness. Fearful of being taken
for counter-revolutionaries, people dared not pass in front of the circus.
“The pig? Don’t you know anything about it?”
“I at the circus? Never saw it.”
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The three speculators, large and fat, with reddened faces and wicked eyes, agreement in hand, threatened the
poor, dumfounded, bruised and pallid athletes.
The circus became a danger spot. On the main door, boards had been nailed up in the form of a cross. But from
time to time one of the side doors would open, and there would come out one of the artists, with bowed head, a
spiritless look in his eyes and pale, dull lips.
In sad plight, these people rushed from the court to the commissar’s office, from the Cheka to the trade-union,
documents and vouchers in hand and words of misery on their trembling lips. They were hungry, they were cold.
The officials received them with hatred and murmurs but, seeing their poverty, out of sheer pity made them vague
promises.
“Come again next week; we shall try to do something for you.”
And the next week it was the same story.
The tradesmen demanded their money for goods supplied in connection with the building and attached all the
circus property, including the pig. The pig? Why, the pig was not a commodity, a piece of property—he was one
of the artists! Alas, he was brought down to his commercial value. He was sounded, weighed, and had his teeth
examined to tell his age.
And, besides, he was hungry. Accustomed as he was to triumphs, in vain for the first few days he waited to be
fetched. He rose at his usual hour, listened for a sign of life from the outside and, hearing nothing, no music, no
noise, hammered at the door with his head. The silence oppressed him. He turned round nervously and, being used
to daily exercise, performed a few steps, stopped, waited a long while. Still nothing. Something his master would
enter, look at him sadly, say a few endearing words and go away with tears in his eyes.
The pig was getting thinner every day. He had become very sensitive to the cold. He swept the ground with his
snout, blew on the boards, sniffed the air, found nothing. Then in silence and in all humility, as if inspired by a
supreme wisdom, he would lie down on his side and with half-closed eyes dream of the acorn eaten in his
childhood in the forest of the North.
No one ever came to see him now. Even the children wee afraid. He felt most unhappy.
One day, toward evening, as he was lying on his side, his head between his feet, suddenly curious lights began
to play before his eyes. A pleasant warmth crept over him. Then the lights got larger and larger, just like the
electric lamps which illumined the circus on show days. He saw his master come forward dressed as a clown, with
an enormous white mouth and thin red lips. Then much noise, shouts, exclamations; then the vast deep forest, a
continual murmur, a wind that leaped from branch to branch—acorns. He raised his head, opened his eyes—it was
a dream.
His natuer became embittered through hunger. That was the cause of his unsociable and vindictive temper. He
began to grunt and would strike his head with rage against the walls and door, trying to escape. He had eaten up
all the bits of paper, all the wood shavings and all the filth lying about; he had tried to chew an empty sardine-box,
but make a hole in the hardened earth, to lick the walls and bite his own feet. He was hungry and cold, cold, cold.
Those who passed near the circus at night-time heard the pig’s cries, grasped what was the matter, cursed life
and went on their way in sadness and disgust.
The clown knocked at all the doors, shouting: “Kill him or give him food, kill him.”
“Call again next week.”
In the morning the court passed a resolution.
In the evening the door opened. The pig, who had been lying down, sprang from his place, no one knows how,
recovered all the untamed strength of his ancestors, charged furiously, head lowered, into the strangers, upset
someone and bolted. His eyes were wild, his brow was hardened, his legs were tipsy. People gave chase.
“The pig, the circus pig!”
The children were convulsed with laughter and ran behind with noisy, ironical cheers. Passers-by stopped. A
crowd collected. But it was a hateful, hostile crowd, which took pleasure in tracking down the animal, making
sort of him and seeing him powerless. He was captured near a pond and, with a rope round his neck, was dragged
through those very streets that had been the scene of his triumph.
At the far end of a dark and dirty yard he was given food. That quieted him. A little while after, when the sound
of knives and iron reached his ears, he felt almost happy: this was assuredly another circus. Near by a
gramophone\fn{The text has: graphophone.} twanged out a tune. He listened. When the door opened, his strength
returned. He entered cheerfully, hopping about a little as he used to do at show-time.
No sooner was he inside than he was overthrown, and, before he could grasp what was happening, they had cut
his throat.
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On the following day, headless, cleaned out and disemboweled, with its flesh too red from grief, his huge body
was crucified above the door of a shop in the main street. No one would buy his flesh. It was sent to Tiflis to be
made up into sausages.
158f.33 Excerpt from La France Étrangère: “Emigrants Et Français”\fn{by Banine aka Umm El-Banu Äsâdullayeva
(1905-1992)} Baku?, Azerbaijan (F) 7
«La France étrangère» existe, étrangère à tant de Français. Cc n’est pas celle des étrangers de la catégorie
prestigieuse: acteurs, écrivains, savants, artistes ou simplement favoris de la fortune, venant vivre là parce que la
vie peut y être plus agréable qu’ailleurs. Ce n’est pas de cette France que nous parlerons, mais de l’autre, celle des
réfugiés ou des travailleurs migrants; celle que tant de Français ignorent, frôlent tous les jours sans la voir, soit
qu’ils n’entrent pas en contact direct avec elle, soit qu’ils l’évitent pour éluder les incommodes réflexions que
pose l’existence d’une cité le plus souvent «paria» à l'intérieur d’une cité florissante.
La France étrangère, singulier pays formé d’trangers. Eux aussi ignorent souvent la totalité française et n’en
voient que le petit découpage qui correspond à leurs besoins ou à leur curiosité. On a pu dire d’eux avec rai son
qu’ils vivent en France comme n’y vivant pas.
La France contrée-terminus aux confins de l’Europe, point d’aboutissement au-delà duquel s’élève l’océan,
barrière autrefois infranchissable … est-ce l’une des raisons parmi tant d’autres, pour laquelle on s’y installe
facilement et souvent se laisse absorber par cet organisme happeur qu’est une nation, au point que les
descendants des immigrés ne gardent aucune particularité d’étrangers? C’était plus vrai encore sous l’Ancien
Régime où les patronymes n’étaient pas fixés, où les noms se francisaient d’eux mêmes, tout naturellement.
Aujourd’hui il faut déployer quelques efforts méritoires pour se fondre dans la foule des Dupont ou des Duval.
A quelles époques préhistoriques faut-il remonter pour trouver les «intrus» déferlant sur le sol de
l’hexagone? Mais sans aller si loin, l’histoire déjà ancienne a gardé le souvenir de millions d’entre eux. A ne
mentionner que quelques-uns, quelle diversité haute en couleurs: les Phocéens fondant Massilia, aujourd’hui
Marseille; les Romains bâtissant Antipolis sur la côte, face à une autre ville, d’où son nom devenu plus tard
Antibes; les Germains pénétrant jusqu’au cœur de la Gaule; les Normands agités furetant partout; les Maures
montant d’Espagne. Et bien plus près de nous: imaginons les étrangers sans nombre peuplant la Cour de
France, se parant de son éclat et le rehaussant à leur tour par un apport nouveau. Les Ita liens installaient leurs
banques; les Allemands des imprimeries; les Hollandais aménageaient les ports; les mercenaires de partout
venaient grossir les armées des rois, au point qu’elles en étaient parfois composées au bon tiers. Et quand ces
soldats ne mouraient pas au «travail», ils recevaient après cinq ans de service un cadeau de valeur: leur
naturalisation.
Imaginons le brillant défilé des princesses et des reines: Marie Stuart, reine de France éphémère, Catherine de
Médicis, mère de trois rois français et instigatrice d’un certain massacre; et l’extravagante Palatine amoureuse de
son beau-frère-Soleil, et la douce Marie Leczinska et l’infortunée Marie-Antoinette.
Que serait Ia France sans ce raz de marée de sang étran ger à travers les siècles? Que seraient sans lui les
autres pays de la terre: les Etats-Unis notamment et le Canada, sans les Founding Fathers, les pèlerins du
Mayflower, toute la cohorte des immigrants? On estime qu’au cours de la seule époque allant des guerres
napoléoniennes à la Première Guerre mondiale, soixante-cinq millions d’Européens sont allés s’établir dans le
Nouveau Monde. Les ethnologues et les historiens ont raison de dire que l’homme est essentiellement un
animal migrateur. C’est le propre de l’hurnanité d’être brassée comme un immense jeu de cartes aux
combinaisons toujours imprévues. Que seraitelle sans ces échanges?
Et pourtant il existe chez tous les peuples un réflexe de défense contre cette intrusion, une crainte
instinctive de l’étranger, parce qu’il est autre et menace ainsi leur intégrité. Et cet autre réflexe, encore
moins estimable, celui de l’avarice: partager appauvrit. On oublie ou on ignore que le nouveau venu peut
aussi enrichir par ses capacités, sa productivité, son labeur.
On ne peut imaginer une civilisation statique. Pût-elle durer repliée sur elle-méme pendant quelques
siècles—ce fut le cas de l’Egypte, de la Chine ou du Japon par exemple—elle finit toujours par s’ouvrir
vers l’extérieur. Et si, selon Paul Valéry, les civilisations se savent aujour d’hui mortelles, elles doivent
favoriser plus encore ces échanges; elles pourront ainsi transmettre à leurs hértières ce que leur génie
propre avait su créer d’original, et qui, sans cela, se serait perdu.
Et Paris? Si nous voulions l’imaginer sans étrangers. nous n’y parviendrions pas: c’est à proprement parler
inimaginable. Ce microcosme, ce monde en comprimé, sans ces étrangers arrivant en amis, en quêteurs, en
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vainqueurs? Sans les artistes, les exilés politiques, les savants et les poètes à la recherche de l’inspiration; sans
touristes riches attirés par le Paris de luxe et touristes studieux hantant musées et bibliothèques? Sans la foule
des chasseurs de mirage qui depuis quelques années en particulier ne cesse de grossir? Car s’il est une vile au
monde qui sache faire surgir les châteaux imaginaires dans les esprits, c’est bien Paris.
On peut se demander d’où lui vient cette puissance d’attraction et pourquoi des millions d’étrangers ont rêvé,
rêvent et rêveront devant ce nom aux deux syllabes? J’en parle en pleine connaissance de cause: l’une d’entre ces
millions, prisonnière pendant mon adolescence dans mon Caucase natal par le jeu d’événements historiques, j’en
ai rêvé aussi avec une intensité dont je n’ai pas oublié la morsure. Paris m’apparaissait comme une immense boîte
à trésors où à chacune de ses places en forme d’étoile le bonheur pouvait vous surprendre, où tout—et surtout
l’impossible—devenait possible.
Malgré les désillusions subies par des millions d’hom mes, Paris garde son prestige particulier. Pourquoi?
Tant d’autres villes sont aussi belles, tant d’autres capitales ont connu des fastes plus éclatants peut-être, des
triomphes plus prestigieux encore, des événements historiques plus décisifs. De quoi son charme est-il fait?
De grâce, de beauté, de grandeur, et aussi d’intimité et de mesure? Mais on y trouve aussi des quartiers
hideux, des monuments d’un goût douteux, des constructions qu’on aimerait détruire et un air de plus en plus
venimeux. Toutes les explications qu’on pourrait donner n/expliquent pas grand-chose. Une chose reste
certain: le mirage que Paris fait lever dans l’esprit des étrangers.
On ignore le nombre exact des réfugiés et des migrants venus en France depuis la fin de la Première
Guerre mondiale. En tout cas plusieurs millions, et même beaucoup de millions.
Un monde sépare ces deux groupes d’étrangers: le réfugié a dû quitter son pays pour des raisons idéologiques ou politiques; le travailleur s’expatrie pour des motifs économiques. Cette différence est fondamentale,
dramatique, et c’est pourquoi je la souligne: pour le réfugié, le retour est interdit, les ponts sont effondrés, il
est condamné à l’exil. Il est parti de son pays vaincu et du vaincu il a la faiblesse et l’esprit de défaite; souvent
il est parti traqué et la peur enténèbre son paysage intérieur. Son départ est une double tragédie: arraché de ses
racines il est précipité vers un avenir incertain; de l’angoisse d’une rupture brutale il tombe dans l’angoisse de
l’inconnu.
Ne pouvant plus revenir chez lui, il se sent étranger sur cette terre, à moins qu’il ne soit fermement résolu
de s’integrer dans le pays qui l’accueille. Or—phénomène fréquent—loin de vouloir s’y insérer, de lui
témoigner de la reconnaissance et de l’intérêt, il lui en veut, consciem ment ou non, et ne cesse d’exalter ses
défauts et de nier ses qualités. «Ça l’arrange»: cette attitude négative lui permet de s’enfermer tout à son aise
dans ses souvenirs et ses regrets, de refuser le present et de garder intact son passé auquel il tient plus qu’à
tout et qui sera en quelque sorte sa prison où il dépérira de nostalgie. Et ce sera l’éter nelle litanie de
comparaisons chagrines que j’ai entendu tant de réfugiés égrener avec complaisance: «Chez nous … mais
chez eux …»
Le plus souvent le réfugié se sent, est déclassé, et cette chute dans l’échelle sociale avive son
ressentiment qui sera encore plus accentué s’il parle mal ou pas du tout la langue du pays. S’il est isolé,
son isolement l’accable; marié, il sera écrasé par le poids des responsabilités.
Enfin, il y a le mal du pays, le Heimweh, qu’aucune réussite ne saurait guérir et dont le réfugié souffre comme
d’une maladie organique, surtout s’il est projeté dans un monde étranger à l’âge adulte.
De toutes manières et même avec la meilleure bonne foi, l’intégration n’est pas une conquête facile; trop
de facteurs s’y opposent: les regrets, le sentiment de frustration, la méfiance envers un milieu où tout est
étranger, donc étrange et suspect. Le réfugié réagit envers toutes ces agressions contre son moi par
l’agressivité et l’antipathie. Ainsi désaccordé, il a peu de chances de susciter la sympathie des autochtones
ce qui accroît son aigreur. Cercle vicieux dont on échappe difficilement; il en est qui ne s’en échappent
jamais.
Comment définir une intégration réussie? Ce n’est pas facile, mais faisons un effort:
—Quand le réfugié se montre satisfait de son sort? Mais c’est là un critère décevant: il nous faut à tous—
réfugiés ou non—beaucoup de sagesse pour nous estimer comblés par le sort. L’homme est en général un
animal récriminateur et le Français, ce «grognard» par excellence, le sait mieux que quiconque.
—Quand le réfugié ne met pas au compte des «indigènes» toutes les difficultés dont toute vie, même la
plus «normale» est richement parsemée?
—Quand il éprouve quelque reconnaissance au pays qui l’accueille?
L’intégration est peut-être le mieux réussie quand le réfugié ne se sent plus déraciné et se sentirait au
contraire exilé ailleurs. Il s’est familiarisé à fond avec la langue, les coutumes, les qualités et les défauts
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des autochtones; il sait que les intérêts du pays et les siens coïncident, se réjouit de ses succès et déplore ses
défaites. Il se sent vraiment «chez lui».
L’intégration est énormément facilitée si l’étranger veut ouvrir son esprit à la civilisation où il est
transporté et fixe son regard avec intérêt et bienveillance sur les hom mes et les choses qui l’entourent. Avoir
un regard, tout est là. Trop de gens n’ont de regard que pour trop peu de choses. Ce sont les pauvres de la
terre, quand bien même ils seraient riches d’argent: ils traversent les plus beaux paysages sans les voir,
rencontrent les gens les plus intéressants sans s’en apercevoir. Ils sont frappés de cécité et les splendeurs du
monde leur restent en grande partie cachées. Mais sont-ils responsables de cet aveuglernent?
Le réfugié qui voit peut, de sa malchance, l’exil, tirer une chance: à sa culture il peut en ajouter une
autre pour recréer un tout original qui sera nécessairement plus riche que ses parties. Sa capacité d’absorption sera d’autant plus grande qu’il sera plus jeune, plus intelligent et plus ins truit. Et pourtant, la réalité
démontre qu’il pourra être tout cela et refuser quand même de s’intégrer pour des raisons obscures. En
definitive nous ne pouvons juger la part de responsabilité qu’il peut avoir au plan de ses réac tions, car
nous tombons ici dans le problème le plus épineux qui soit: celui de la liberté intérieure et de ses
limitations.
Le réfugié qui dresse entre le pays où il échoue et lui même un mur d’hostilité infranchissable—parce
qu’il ne veut pas le franchir—est le premier et le seul puni. Il vit dans un climat épuisant de récriminations et de
fiel et passe son temps à faire le procès (intérieur) de tout et de tous. Son œil a la particularité étrange de n’être
attiré que par l’ombre et de fuir la lumière.
Dans mon expérience personnelle deux cas de pareille attitude m’ont particulièrement frappée parce qu’il
s’agissait d’hommes intelligents et cultivés.
Le premier concernait un Juif allemand chassé d’Allemagne par le nazisme, compositeur de son métier, intelligent et spirituel. Il avait conçu pour la France une vive aversion et ne cessait de vitupérer contre elle que pour
chanter les éloges de son ancienne patrie parée de toutes les vertus; un seul petit péché: le nazisme …
Mais d’autres pays également recevaient ses louanges, tous tellement plus intéressants que la France. Quand
un jour, excédée, je lui demandai pourquoi il n’était pas allé ailleurs, il me répondit qu’il n’avait pas eu le choix,
tous ces pays hormis la France lui ayant refusé l’entrée.
Je le regardai, stupéfaite: «La détesteriez-vous parce qu’elle vous a accueilli»? Il ricana, mais d’un air assez
gêné. Pendant quelque temps il cessa d’accabler la France devant moi puis, la passion reprenant le dessus, il
recommença son interminable procès.
Le cas d’Ivan Bounine, prix Nobel de littérature, traduit dans beaucoup de langues, était tout autre: lui, il aurait
pu s’établir dans n’importe quel pays d’Europe ou d’Amérique. Il n’avait qu’à faire son choix. Mais il restait
obstinément dans cette France dont Il ne pensait rien qui vaille, avant tout parce qu’elle était «finie, décadente, au
bout de son rouleau». Je laisse aux autres le soin de décider si ce reproche très répandu est justifié ou non. Une
chose est certaine: les étrangers qui aiment à le brandir ne semblent pas rebutés par cette très fameuse décadence;
elle doit même agrémenter et pimenter la vie en France puisqu’ils restent même quand ils peuvent aller vivre
ailleurs.
Que de discussions entre Ivan Bounine et moi! Que de coups d’épée qui, pour n’étre pas mortels, n’en étaient
pas moins douloureux. Je lui reprochai son chauvinisme morbide, son allergie à tout ce qui n’était pas russe; je
lui disais combien je détestais son incuriosité, son opacité, son refus de voir les qualités de la France. Pouvaitil nier que malgré ses défauts ce fût un des pays les plus civilisés du monde? Ne pouvait-il pas secouer cette
mentalité spécifique d’émigré qu’il reprochait avec juste raison aux Fran çais émigrés en Russie après leur
Révolution? Il n’avait même pas, comme tant de ses compatriotes, l’excuse de se sentir un déclassé; il ne
tenait qu’à lui de fréquenter toute l’élite de France. Mais il ne le voulait pas parce qu’il dépérissait d’ennui
avec les étrangers. Le seul fait d’user d’une langue autre que la sienne lui était un supplice; et d’ailleurs ce
n’était pas l’effet d’un hasard qu’il parlât si mal le francais, mais une autre manière de marquer son aversion.
Il blêmissait sous le torrent de mes accusations et me renvoyait la balle. Il se montrait outré avant tout de voir
une semi-barbare (allusion à mes origines caucasiennes), mal travestie en Occidentale, lui reprocher—à lui qui
même avant la Révolution avait aimé vivre à l’étranger—son manque d'esprit européen.
—«Il y a cent ans, quand la Russie était déjà un pays hautement civilisé, vous n’existiez même pas, vous
autres, dans ce pays qui s’appelait comment déjà? … Aber … Ader … ah oui, Azerbaïdjan … quel nom! Ce sont
les Russes qui vous out tirés de votre néant …»
—Beau cadeau surtout pour vous; ce n’est pas tant nous que vous avez tirés du néant, mais de beaux gisements
de pétrole.»
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La discussion déviait, s’envenimait, nos voix portaient au loin; nous nous lancions à la figure des reproches
sanglants et sanglants, entre nous le meurtre était dans l’air. A peine séparés nous nous écrivions des lettres pour
nous confondre de loin aussi.
—«Où avez-vous pris que je déteste les Français, m’écrivait mon ennemi, encore que vous ne sauriez
imaginer combien ils se sont montrés inattentifs et négligents envers ce phénomène historique
véritablement grandiose et tragique que fut l’émigration russe. Presque aucun d’entre eux, pas même
d’entre les plus éclairés, n’a montré le moindre désir de se rapprocher de nous, de nous fréquen ter, bien
que, parmi les émigrés échoués en France, se fût trouvée à peu près toute la fleur de la terre, de la pensée,
de l’art russes dans presque toutes ses ramifications. Quand on nous invitait parfois à un «goûter», c’était
presque toujours chez des Belges ou des Suisses établis en France et devenus Parisiens; les Français
assistant à ces «goûters» limitaient leur conversation à des phrases mondaines les plus insignifiantes et
parfois méme prenaient un ton protecteur blessant! Romain Rolland (ici une qualification peu flatteuse que
je saute) m’écrivait que j’étais sans nul doute heureux de ce que «l’orage de la révolution ait purifié l’air
étouffant du tzarisme»; cet orage merveilleux au cours duquel la Russie était noyée dans une telle mer de
sang, de férocités sauvages et de brigandages qu’on n’en a pas vu de semblable dans toute l’histoire de
l’humanité. André Gide a jugé cet «orage» comme le dernier des snobs. Léon Daudet, que tous les
Français sans exception (ceux-là même qui le haïs sent en tant que politicien) estimaient comme un grand,
un infaillible critique littéraire, écrivait peu de temps avant sa mort que Tolstoï «était quand méme un
sauvage, un barbare». Henry de Regnier me dit une fois, sans rime ni raison, avec un manque de
délicatesse énorme, qu’il comprenait très bien que Dantés eût tué Pouchkine:
—«Que voulez-vous, Pouchkine aurait pu, lui aussi, le tuer!» Bien qu’il aurait parfaitement pu s’abstenir de
me le dire … et ainsi de suite …»
Et moi je lui répondais d’une plume fielleuse:
« … Si vous étiez une femme on vous aurait reproché votre mentalité spécifiquement feminine. Vous me
demandez: «Où avez-vous pris que je déteste les Français?» pour aussitôt me fournir l réponse en égrenant vos
griefs contre eux. Faut-il vous donner la liste des Russes acceptés à bras ouverts en France dans tous les domaines
sans exception? Mais il s’agit toujours de Russes qui, eux, s’ouvrent à la France, au lieu de s’enfermer dans une
attitude de dénigrement et de refus. Au fond, savez-vous quel est le plus grand reproche que vous adressez aux
Français et à la France: qu’ils ne soient pas Russes, qu’elle ne soit pas la Russie.
»Vous n’avez pas un seul ami européen et pourtant vous avez rencontré ce que l’Europe a produit de mieux.
Gide dit dans son journal que le «courant ne s’est pas établi entre vous et lui». Je ne suis pas une admiratrice de
Gide, loin de là, mais il avait une grande curiosité d’esprit et s’intéressait aux gens. Vous m’avez raconté qu’il
avait été très agréable avec vous au cours de votre unique rencontre. Il avait donc fait des efforts auxquels vous
n’avez pas répondu. Et pour cause: il avait le tort de n’être pas Russe. Vous êtes le type même du Russe fermé.
Berdiaev qui est un esprit éminemment ouvert, a écrit de belles pages sur cette mentalité.
»Quant à la réflexion d’Henry de Régnier, elle me paraît surtout d’une grande banalité; il va de soi que Dantés
préférait tuer Pouchkine plutôt que de se laisser tuer par lui, tout grand poète qu’il fût. Dantés eût mieux fait,
selon vous, de se sacrifier à la poésie russe, mais on ne pouvait pas normalement le lui demander.
»Votre attitude de refus est d’autant plus impardonnable que vous êtes écrivain et artiste. Mais votre mentalité
de réfugié a pris le dessus et, réflexion faite, elle est votre excuse. Car l’émigré a une tendance après tout
compréhensible à bouder le pays qui l’accueille: les émigrés français de la Révolution française
trouvaient eux aussi que tout était plus beau en France.»
Enfin, «pour lui damer le pion», plus par méchanceté que par nécessité, j’arrachai du livre d’Henry
Miller «Souvenirs, souvenirs» la page où il chante la France et l’envoyai à mon ami rébarbatif.
«Ce qui m’impressionne, c’est la culture intensive à laquelle on se livre dans ce jardin du monde. C’est là
que l’esprit de l’homme s’alimente, c’est là qu’il fleurit et dis perse ses graines. Un homme se connaît à ses
fruits, tout comme un peuple. Considérez les produits spirituels de Ia France et comparez-les à ceux de
l’Amérique ou de la Russie … Même en décomposition, la France est toujours vivante.
» … Combien de fois depuis la fin de la guerre n’ai-je pas entendu sur les lèvres des Américains: «Mais
la France est finie!» Je ne me fais jamais de souci pour la France. Ça reviendrait à se faire du souci au sujet
de la terre. Ce qui est français ne peut pas périr. La France a transcendé son être physique … Lentement,
lentement, comme si mes yeux se dessillaient—et ils étaient vrai ment aveugles—je commençai à
comprendre que je vivais dans un jardin qui était un trésor, le jardin de France, sur lequel le monde entier
jette des regards amoureux et tendres … »
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Regards que Bounine ne lui a jamais jetés. Il est resté aveugle au milieu d’un parc merveilleux: il n’en voyait
que les mauvaises herbes, les arbres rabougris, les fleurs fanées et leurs épines.
Mais Miller était venu en France pour son plaisir, il n’avait pas traîné derrière lui les regrets, la nostalgic, le
Heimweh; son regard n’était pas obscurci par l’écran des souvenirs.
Je voudrais donner une dernière illustration particulièrement frappante de cette psychologie malheureuse. Il
s’agit d’une interview parue dans le numéro de la revue Esprit consacré aux Etrangers (avril 1966). Mentalité
malheureuse qu’on aimerait tellement guérir—guérir c’est vraiment le mot—tant elle ressemble à une maladie
mentale; guérir avant tout dans l’intérêt de celui qui en souffre. Car imaginons le tourment de toute une vie passée
en désaccord avec le monde environnant. Le sujet ici est un Ukrainien de 70 ans, autrefois mécanicien à bord
d’un navire russe réfugié à Bizerte en 1921. On avait dit à l’équipage «débrouillez-vous». L’Ukrainien est parti
pour la France, sans nous expliquer pourquoi il n’est pas ren tré en Russie. Est-ce le «mirage» de la France qui,
une fois de plus, l’a poussé vers cette solution dont il n’aura pas à se féliciter? Pourtant il s’y est marié avec
une Française, il est devenu père de deux enfants français. En vain; jamais il ne parviendra à s’intégrer.
Il se plaint de son fils qui n’a pas voulu apprendre le russe:
—Ma femme ne l’a pas encouragé; le russe elle s’en fiche, ça la laisse indifférente.
—Vous avez conservé des habitudes russes?
—Pour moi, il s’agit de la langue, de la presse, de la littérature. Pour le reste, je vis à la française. Je
mange la cuisine française, bien sûr, mais ce n’est pas ça, comme on dit.
—Vous avez des amis français?
—Oui, quelques-uns, mais «ce n’est pas ça» non plus, ça ne peut jamais être de vrais amis.
—Faites-vous partie d’une association quelconque française?
—Non, je ne fais partie de rien, je ne veux faire partie de rien du tout. (C’est moi qui souligne.)
—Et vous avez des amis russes?
—Oui, j’ai quelques amis russes, pas beaucoup. Quand je travaillais je connaissais beaucoup de monde, mais
main-tenant je suis à la retraite et je ne vois presque plus personne.
—Mais ne faites-vous pas partie d’une association russe à Paris?
—Non, non, je ne fais partie de rien du tout, de rien.
—Ne seriez-vous pas plus heureux dans votre pays?
—Ah, en Russie ce serait autre chose. Là, je serais heureux, je serais vraiment heureux.
—Vous n’avez pas essayé, plus tard, d’y retourner?
—Vous voudriez que je rentre maintenant, alors que je suis vieux, que je ne serais plus utile? Pour avoir une
retraite ou une pension, maintenant que je n’ai plus rien à faire ici? Ce ne serait pas honnête vis-à-vis d’eux … (je
doute qu’on lui aurait donné une retraite).
—Y a-t-il des choses que vous aimez en France?
—Ecoutez, c’est difficile de répondre comme ça. Si je vis ici depuis quarante ans, cela veut dire que j’ai
pris l’habitude de digérer certaines choses, n’est-ce pas?»
Dommage qu’on ne lui ait pas donné un temps de réflexion pour savoir s’il a trouvé quand même quelque
chose à aimer en France. Il n’est pas question naturellement d’aimer les Français. Jugez-en:
—Les mentalités slave et française sont très différen tes? — continue l’interviewer: Comment voyezvous les Français?
—Ah, la mentalité slave, c’est tout à fait different. Ils sont très hospitaliers, vous savez, ils accueillent. Les
Français sont trop individualistes, ils sont fermés, its se méfient. Les gens qui prennent de la main-d’œuvre sont
des négriers. On vous fait venir tant que vous êtes utile, qu’on a besoin de vous. Mais dès qu’il y a une
menace de chômage et que ça va mal alors on se retourne contre l’étranger et on lui met tout sur le dos.»
Il oublie de dire que personne ne l’a fait venir; il est venu tout seul, a trouvé du travail, a pu vivre 40 ans
en France sans être renvoyé chez lui, sans jamais être inquiété. Il y a même fondé une famille.
Aime-t-il la cuisine française pourtant réputée? «Ce n’est pas ça», a-t-il précisé. Aime-t-il le climat de
la France? Je l’entends d’ici se plaindre comme j’ai entendu tant d’étrangers le faire: «Chez nous au
moins, l’été c’est l’été, l’hiver c’est l’hiver. Ici on ne sait jamais en quelle saison on est. Ce sale climat
…! »Mais ici j’interpole puisque on ne lui a pas posé cette question; notre Ukrai nien aurait peut-être dit
qu’il trouvait le climat français délicieux?
La culture française? Il n’en est jamais question, bien que l’auteur de l’interview ait été «frappé» par la
culture de celui qu’il interroge … Celui-ci avoue d’ailleurs qu’il parle mal le français, qu’il lit très
difficilement en français «dès que ça devient un peu compliqué», et ce après 40 ans passés en France et
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malgré l’union avec une Française! … Notons en passant que cette méconnaissance de la langue après de
longues années vécues ici est très fréquente parmi les réfugiés, parmi les Russes en particulier «si doués
pour les langues». Je me demande si ce n’est pas encore là un refus, une protestation, montée du
subconscient, contre ce destin de transplantation forcée?
«Là (en Russie) je serais parfaitement heureux», prétend l’Ukrainien; on peut en douter. Il aurait peutêtre dénigré sans cesse la société soviétique et gardé la nostal gie du régime tsariste qu’il a connu enfant et
adolescent. Il se serait peut-être complu là aussi dans ce monde de regrets où l’avantage est toujours du côté
de ce qui n’est plus.
Livio Bellagamba—l’auteur de cet interview—se dit frappé également par «l’ouverture d’esprit» de
l’Ukrainien. Les termes n’ont vraiment pas le même sens pour tout le monde: si ce dénigreur incapable de
se détacher de ses griefs—et qui n’en a pas?—a l’esprit ouvert, qui donc aurait l’esprit fermé? Dans son
univers opaque il semble y avoir si peu de joie qu’en définitive il est moins à critiquer qu’à plaindre: il en
souffre le premier; en second lieu c’est sans doute sa famille qui doit endurer quelques déboires. C’est
dommage qu’on ne l’ait pas interviewée à son tour.
Comme les neuf dixièmes des étrangers notre Ukrainien ne manque pas de reprocher aux Français leur
inhospitalité: «Les Français sont trop individualistes, ils sont fermés, ils se méfient … On vous fait venir tant
que vous êtes utile … » etc.
A cette accusation font écho les paroles de Thomas Schreiber dans ce même numéro d’Esprit qui, du reste,
semble écrit par des Français tellement soucieux de se montrer objectifs qu’ils finissent par sombrer dans un
partipris ostensible en faveur des dénigreurs de la France: ce volume est bien plus un réquisitoire qu’un exposé
impartial de la situation.
«Sauf en ce qui concerne les réfugiés politiques, la France ne laisse s’installer des étrangers sur son sol, et
même ne favorise leur venue qu’en fonction de ses propres intérêts démographiques ou économiques», écrit
Thomas Schreiber.
Cette phrase commence par un petit mot de quatre lettres à l’air modeste; il est là comme en passant et ne
semble pas signifier grand-chose: c’est le mot sauf. Or, tout minuscule qu’il soit, il recouvre un raz de marée
d’étrangers—de réfugiés, précisons-le—dont l’arrivée en France n’était, n’est déterminée par aucune
nécessité dé,nographique ou économique, bien au contraire: ils ne venaient pas pour accomplir les
travaux méprisés par les Français—comme on le dit aujourd’hui si souvent à propos des migrants—mais
pour y trouver leur subsistance coûte que coûte, fût-ce aux dépens des autochtones. Et c’est très bien
ainsi: loués en soient Dieu et la France. Mais au moins que lui soit reconnu ce mérite.
Le droit d’asile est inscrit dans la Constitution française, il y figure toujours. Mais avant même qu'il ne fût
expressément formulé il existait de fait, et les réfugiés politiques et religieux ont de tout temps afflué en
France: Jacobistes, Orangistes, Genevois, Grecs, Juifs, Morisques, Polonais et combien d’autres encore.
Et qui dénombrera les réfugiés arrivés par vagues successives depuis la fin de la guerre 1914-1918? En gros:
—Environ un demi million de Russes blancs.
—Un nombre considérable de Juifs allemands et autrichiens après l’avènement de Hitler.
—Près d’un demi-million de républicains espagnols.
—De nombreux réfugiés politiques italiens, arméniens, polonais. Et des Hongrois après 1956. Et d’autres
encore.
Devant cette introduction massive de réfugiés indigents demandant un asile, du travail, un soutien, la
France a souvent été débordée, submergée. De cette disposition éminemment généreuse sur le plan national
—le droit d’asile—pouvait découler et découlait parfois une auto-défense sur le plan individuel, avec ses
corollaires: xénophobie, méfiance, irritation, hargne. Les exigences évangéliques du partage sont souvent
mal accueillies, mais reconnaissons que la France finit par «digérer» assez bien tous ces corps étrangers
introduits dans son organisme de force ou de gré. Si la xénophobie prenait des formes endé miques et trop
aiguës, les étrangers ne pourraient ni ne voudraient continuer à venir. Mais qu’il y ait des Français
xénophobes, comment en serait-il autrement? Dans un peuple d’environ cinquante millions d’individus
on trouve tous les types d’humanité: xénophobes et saints, humani taires et criminels, etc., etc. Répétonsle: si la hargne à l’égard des étrangers existait à dose massive, ceux-ci à la longue ne resteraient pas en
France.
Je peux apporter ici un témoignage personnel: je vis ici depuis quarante ans sans avoir jamais été
incommodée par la xénophobie. Mariée à mi Français de province je n’ai jamais souffert de me sentir
étrangère dans sa famille cent pour cent française. On pourrait croire que vivant dans des milieux
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cultivés, supposés «distingués», surtout depuis mon accession au monde littéraire, je ne puis avoir
qu’une expérience restreinte. Mais il n’en est rien: lorsque aux premiers temps de l’émigration il me
fallut travailler alors que je n’avais aucun métier en main, je me suis engagée en qualité de mannequin
dans une grande maison de couture. Plus tard encore j’ai travaillé dans des bureaux et j’ai rencontré
ainsi toutes sortes de gens, de tous les milieux possibles. Ma qualité d’étrangère ne m’a jamais donné du
tracas, bien au contraire: elle éveillait en géneral une curiosité mêlée de sympathie.
J’ai observé que les étrangers outrés par l’attitude bles sante des Français souffrent toujours de la
«mentalité de refus» dont nous avons déjà parlé et, comme pour les encourager dans leur attitude négative,
des tribulations multiformes les accablent à tout propos: à la poste, dans le métro, avec leur concierge,
leurs patrons, leurs collègues … Si bien que l’on peut se demander si leur attente secrète ne suscite pas
justement ce qu’ils redoutent … et peut-être souhaitent dans leur plus sombre subconscient. Aldous Huxley
fait remarquer que notre destin est souvent déterminé par notre caractère; il est peut-être tout autant déterminé
par notre attitude intérieure, ce qui en fin de compte se ramène probablement à la même chose. Un psychologue
aurait sans doute beaucoup d’observations à faire à ce sujet.
Quant à l’inhospitalité des Français, thème de prédilection de tant d’étrangers, comment ne pas noter
ce paradoxe: si la France est sur le plan national un pays d’une rare hospitalité, pris individuellement les
Français n’ont pas le sens de l’accueil. Ceux qui sont coutumiers de l’hospitalité slave ou orientale sont
choqués par la froideur des «indigènes» qui vivent la plupart du temps repliés dans leurs families, indifférents
aux autres—qu’ils soient étrangers ou compatriotes—barricades derrière cette trouvaille spécifiquement
française, le «quant à soi», qui les défend contre les intrus. Originaire d’un pays où l’hospitalité est pratiquée
sur une large échelle, l’étranger s’attend à être reçu à bras ouverts, convié à des repas plantureux—et non pas
à ces «goûters» dont parlait avec tant de dédain Ivan Bounine—interrogé, réconforté, comblé d’amitié et de
gentillesses: il est presque toujours amèrement déçu.
Les Français manquent de chaleur humaine: ils sont économes de leur cœur et de leur bourse. Surcivilisés, ils ont perdu la spontanéité et le naturel propres aux peu ples moins «conditionnés». Peut-être ontils vu trop d’étrangers; à moins que leur froideur ne procède de la fameuse «mesure» française?
La médaille a son revers; mais le revers a lui aussi sa médaille et l’indifférence, ce défaut en soi
detestable, peut tourner à la qualité: elle sauvegarde votre indépendance. Elle est peut-être à l’origine de
l’extraordinaire agrément de la vie en France, de ce sentiment délectable de liberté que nous éprouvons tous
et qui attire et fixe tant d’étrangers.
Les gens expansifs et généreux ont une tendance fâcheuse à vous envahir, à se montrer indiscrets, à venir vous
voir sans être invités, d’autant qu’eux-mêmes vous reçoivent avec effusion quand vous les visitez à
l’improviste. Ces visites impromptu sont tellement implantées dans les mœurs slaves qu’elles ont
engendré en russe une expression consacrée: «Pridti na ogoniok», ce qui signifie, transpose: «Venir attiré par une
petite lumière».
En Orient le voisinage tumultueux et chaleureux est presque synonyme de bonheur, malgré ce qu’il comporte
de brouilles, de disputes criardes, de scènes épiques entre femmes échauffées—« malgré» ou à cause de cela
précisément? On se dispute, mais on s’entraide aussi; on s’écoute, on partage les joies et les peines.
Transplantés en France les Nord-Africains—les épouses surtout, confinées à leur foyer—souffrent d’un
isolement qui de plus n’a rien de splendide. Combien ils sont stupéfaits de voir qu’ici on s’ignore de palier à
palier indifférence qui leur paraît monstrueuse, inhospitalité qu’ils trouvent glaçante. Et qui niera que l’hospitalité
est une des plus belles vertus de l’homme? — «Car c’est grâce à elle que quelques-uns, à leur insu, ont hébergé
des anges.»\fn{Epître aux Hébreux}
Il est un autre défaut que les etrangers reprochent souvent aux Français, mais qui fait souffrir tout le
monde sans distinction de nationalité: l’irritabilité. Le plus souvent elle est comique, mais elle peut aussi
devenir dramatique.
Ce sont probablement les chauffeurs qui battent tous les records en violence et fréquence de ces explosions
vocales dont retentissent les rues et les routes. Ces chauffeurs au sang échauffé (soit dit sans jeu de mot)
s’irritent de peu; par exemple il suffit que l’automobiliste devant eux ose tant soit peu ralentir sa marche
pour qu’aussitôt les invectives pleuvent sur sa tête de perturbateur, les menaces éclatent, une gesticulation expressive complète la flambée de haine brève mais aiguë qu’il vient de déclen cher. La presse est
pleine de faits divers stupéfiants: un automobiliste tue un «adversaire», c’est-à-dire l’inso lent qui voulait
le dépasser. Dans le Figaro du 23 juillet 1967 j’ai lu ce titre: «A Bordeaux un bijoutier irascible tue un
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jeune homme qui venait de garer sa voiture devant sa boutique … ». On pourrait allonger des exemples à
l’infini.
La postière aux nerfs à vif s’irrite à vous voir cinq lettres à la main, toutes recommandées, que diable!
On est gêné de lui donner ce surcroît de travail, mais que faire: il est des lettres qui exigent impérieusement la prudence.
L’épicière vous toise avec mépris si vous osez refuser la marque de café qu’elle vous propose à la
place de celui que vous demandez. — Le receveur d’autobus vous arrache des mains—en grommelant on
ne sait quoi (mais cela vaut mieux) le carnet dont vous n’arrivez pas à déta cher le nombre voulu de
tickets.
Le froid irrite les Français, mais la chaleur aussi. La pluie les énerve, mais la sécheresse plus encore.
Le bruit? On a connu des crimes commis par des hommes exaspérés par des radios voisines réglées au
maximum de leur capacité.
Et que dire des gouvernements? Quels qu’ils soient—et j’en ai vu défiler à la barre de toutes les sortes durant
les quarante ans de ma vie en France—quels qu’ils soient, ils soulèvent l’ire du Français, quand bien même il
l’aurait lui-même choisi. Il se promet de ne plus se laisser prendre la prochaine fois et d’en choisir un autre. Mais
cet autre l’irrite à la longue tout autant que le précédent, que le suivant.
Etrangers, mes frères, soyez assurés que l’irritabilité des Français ne s’adresse pas à vous en particulier. Tout le
monde en pâtit sans distinction de nationalité, de sexe, d’âge et de race. A ce mal un seul antidote qui agit dans
quatre-vingt-dix pour cent des cas et que je vous recommande: le sourire. Cela est si vrai qu’on en est venu à
organiser des offensives du sourire à l’échelon national.
1920
Internet 1.2 1. A Century Of Tears 2. The Winter Of My Soul 3. Letter to Nizami from Mahsati\fn{by Mirvarid
Dilbazi (1912-2001)} Dashsalahli, Gazakh Rayon, Azerbaijan (F) 4
1
When I reflect back on this century, the first thing that comes to mind is why when a child is born, does he
enter the world crying? Is it because he foresees the troubles he’ll face in the future? Is that why he cries? I
entered this world crying, and I’ve spent my whole life shedding bitter tears. I’ve witnessed so many troubles.
I witnessed Stalin’s Repression of 1937, the tragic losses of World War II, and now I’m witnessing this ArmeniaAzerbaijan conflict. I wish no one had to go through all of the troubles that I’ve experienced.
Russian Czar Nicholas II was overthrown when I was a small child.\fn{ 1917} Then a period began that was
called “Years of Freedom”. But to tell you the truth, that freedom was more like a taste of anarchy—people did
just as they wished without worrying about being held accountable.
Then the Musavat government was created.\fn{ 1918-1920} We were happy because finally we were beginning
to establish our own government—our own independent state. But our happiness was short-lived. The Bolsheviks
came\fn{1920} and established their government in Baku and left us under the Soviet oppression for more than 70
years.
I was eight years old when the Soviets established their power here. I may have been a child, but I was very
conscious of the process that was going on in my country. Even as a child, you can’t be indifferent to the troubles
of your Motherland. During my lifetime, I witnessed the fall of the Soviets just as I had witnessed the fall of
Azerbaijan’s first independent government—the Democratic Republic of Azerbaijan.
A lot of things might have gone differently if we had been able to save our Republic back then in 1920. At
least, the decision-making process would have been in our own hands, the official language would always have
been Azeri and the alphabet would not have been changed to Cyrillic against our will.
After the Soviet government established itself in Baku, Nariman Narimanov, one of its leaders, opened a
school in Baku in 1921. The director was a very noble and educated woman—her name was Madina Giyasbeyli.
Once this lady came to our village of Dashsalahli which is located in the Gazakh region in northwestern
Azerbaijan. She happened to stay at my grandfather’s house. Since my father had died, we were all living there
with my grandfather. My sister Yagut and I were attending the village school at the time. This lady liked us very
much and took a great interest in our classes. She loved it when we recited poems to her.
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When it was time for her to return to Baku, she asked my grandfather if she could take us with her so that we
could attend her school. My family consented. So that’s how my sister and I came to Baku.
*
Between the 1920s and 1930s, the most burning issue among the Azerbaijani intelligentsia related to women’s
emancipation. This theme became very popular in literature. For example, there was Jafar Jabbarli’s play
“Sevil,”\fn{Text note: “Sevil” was a play by Jafar Jabbarli (1899-1934) dealing with the emancipation of women. Its story challenged
Muslim women to take off their veils. “Sevil” was made into a movie in 1929 and again in 1970. It also served as the basis for an opera
composed by Fikrat Amirov in 1953 } Mammad Said Ordubadi's “Misty Tabriz,”\fn{ Text note: “Mammad Said Ordubadi's
“Misty Tabriz” consists of four volumes written over 15 years (1933-1948). Ordubadi wrote about the fight for freedom and equality for
men and women, which was carried out by South Azerbaijani people at the beginning of the 20 th century} and others. What was

meant by women’s emancipation was first of all taking off the chadors, then women’s participation in governmental affairs and women’s literacy.
Women’s literacy had been forbidden by the religious leaders. Girls were not taught to write; a few of them
had managed to learn how to read a bit of the Qur’an, which was written in the Arabic script.
Chadors have been one of the greatest tragedies of Eastern women. I must tell you, however, that as far as
Azerbaijan was concerned, only women living in the southern regions near the Iranian border and some in Baku
wore them. Women in the northern regions were not familiar with them.
For instance, I was born in Gazakh and I never saw a single woman from that region wearing a chador. Our
women weren’t familiar with such dress requirements. In my own family, my mother, sister and I never wore
them. Women in our region wore only silk kerchiefs, not the full-length veil.
I wrote a poem entitled “Mahsati” (1945) about a progressive poetess of the 12 th century. In this poem she is
censured for playing the kamancha,\fn{Text note: “Kamancha is a traditional Eastern stringed instrument that is played with a
bow} for writing and reciting poems and for opening a school for children. Shah Sanjar\fn{ Text note: “Sanjar Malik
Shah was the last sultan of the Saljug State. He reigned from 1118 until 1157”} demands that she appear at his court and she
arrives wearing a black kerchief. When he asks her why she has arrived in his court with her face unveiled, she
replies:
“Let those who have defects on their faces veil themselves. I have no defect, so why should I cover my face?
We don’t have a tradition of hiding our faces under a veil. A woman’s honor is completely related to her morality,
not to what she wears.”
Jafar Jabbarli wrote a play called “Sevil”, a story about a progressive woman who exerted her own will. In the
episode where Sevil dramatically removes her chador on stage, many of the women attending the performance
also took off their chadors.
That was in the late 1920s. I would say that the play clearly contributed to the end of women wearing chadors
in Baku. After “Sevil” finished its run, there were only a few women still walking around Baku wearing them.
Each family held its own opinion about the chador. Some women were afraid of their husbands, some of their
fathers or brothers. Some held firmly to traditional religious beliefs advocating the veil. I remember that one
father killed his daughter in Baku because she refused to wear the chador. She was buried at a large ceremony,
and the newspapers wrote about her for quite some time. Her father was arrested.
During this period, both the government and the intelligentsia encouraged women to take off their veils. There
were a lot of publications devoted to this campaign. Of course, the Soviet government had its own strategy and
self-interests. It opposed religion and as you know, the chador is a matter of religion. It was only natural that the
government would support the campaign against it.
I can’t explain the process in great depth, but there was no ultimatum made by the government. There were no
bans on wearing the chador. But there was a considerable effort made to persuade women to take them off.
In 1928, when I wrote my first poem, it was dedicated to the issue of women’s freedom and emancipation. You
could hardly find a writer back then who didn’t write about this subject.
The campaign for women’s rights was limited, but it opened many great opportunities for women. Women
began working in governmental affairs. They became scientists and poets. They started traveling to foreign
countries. Basically, society began changing its attitude towards the worth of women.
*
Then a major campaign was launched against illiteracy. The idea was to make everyone literate, no matter how
old they were. My sister was a teacher and was involved in this campaign. She went house to house, registering
people, so that no one could be left out. Then the teachers would go to the homes and instruct the people,
especially women. Schools opened later on. People were very interested in learning how to read.
22

Later when the schools opened, attendance was compulsory. If parents didn’t send their children to school—
both boys and girls—they were held accountable.
One of the greatest difficulties for our nation has been that we have changed our alphabet four times in this
century. First, there was the Arabic script that we used for more than a millennium, then the Latin script was
introduced in 1927, then Cyrillic in 1937. Then we reverted to Latin again in 1991 as soon as we gained our
independence.
Changing the alphabet is a violent blow to the cultural heritage of any nation. It means that the entire legacy of
the older generation cannot be read and accessed by the younger generation. Changing our alphabet four times
this century has resulted in isolating us from our own thinkers. I guess under such circumstances, I should
consider myself one of the lucky ones to be born in an era where I was exposed in my youth to all three alphabets
—Arabic, Cyrillic and Latin. But so many people didn’t have that chance.
In 1937 the Soviets made us change our alphabet to Cyrillic. They feared that if Azerbaijan and the Turkicspeaking countries of Central Asia used the Latin script just as Turkey did, it would pose a gigantic threat to
Russia’s authority. And so they followed another strategy—which was very clever in dissipating any consolidation
against them. In Cyrillic, they further complicated the issue among Turkic speakers by identifying different
symbols for the same vowels in various Turkic languages—Kazakh, Turkmen, Uzbek, Kyrgyz and Azeri.
For example, Azerbaijan uses a schwa (upside-down “e”) to represent the “a” sound in “fat cat”. Other Turkicspeaking republics had to represent that same sound with a different symbol. It seems the old adage, “Divide and
conquer” applies to the alphabet as profoundly as it does to politics.
It’s been a great cultural loss within the Turkic world that during the Soviet period our efforts to read other
Turkic Soviet writers, poets and activists was confounded by a mere few letters in the alphabet. It’s just another
reason for shedding tears in our century.
2
If you were a light, I would have surrounded you,
You, my ardent dear, I would have burned myself
in your flame.
I would have been on fire all my life,
If you hadn’t come to my aid.
Even if you hadn’t cooled me like rain,
I would have withstood your heat, your smoke.
I would have become a Phoenix
And would have stood on guard, burning.
*
You are laughter,
But I am a tear.
Where are you, my bosom friend?
The winter of my soul is too stormy,
And I cannot laugh.
You laugh, my dear!
*
When the world is in the midst of festivity,
What is this sorrow in my soul?
What can I do, me, so ill-fated,
I cannot comprehend my own sorrow.
*
Grief has bent my proud head,
I’ve lost my dear friend,
I can’t wipe away my tears
Which are streaming down my face.
*
I’m a flower grown in the desert,
I’m a year full of dry seasons.
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Separated from you, I want to die,
But how is it that I can’t do it?
*
Wherever I look, everything reminds me of you,
But there’s no news from you.
Now the only friend that I can talk to
Is our sorrowful memories.
3
You, sincere friend of my sorrowful dreams,
The grief of my soul is like an ocean
without a coast.
Separation is grieving me in these strange lands
As I am too far from my loved ones.
*
You inspire us with your beauty,
You cast light on ignorance and evil.
Your mind resembles the age-old wisdom
of the world,
Yet, in fact, you are as young and fresh
as the new moon.
*
But the court is like a grave
for both poetry and poet.
Every boat sailing in these waters has gone down,
We have drowned, so you be watchful.
Don’t trust the times; the times have changed,
*
What you see in the ocean is not water, but blood.
Be careful not to sink in this golden blood.
When shahs become aware of a master’s might,
They entrap him in their palaces.
*
And whoever doesn’t want to be entrapped,
Whoever maintains a distance from shahs,
Whoever forgets about being slave for shahs
Will face either death or exile!
*
You, the morning sun!
Remember, some day
When your warm rays
Are warming the cold earth, kissing it,
The palace will ensnare you.
But don’t forget that impetuous waters
Will soon break the dikes.
You are the sun, don’t let clouds cover your face.
*
Distance yourself from palaces, away from fame.
The world of courts is just ruins,
It contains only eye-cheating luxury.
This is an admonition, take heed.
*
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My dear, Nizami, when repeating your name,
Generations will sense your magnificence.
Fill your basin from the earth’s spring.
I’m leaving, good-bye to all of you,
*
Live, create, love and grow old!
My fate took me away from you,
My hand remained outstretched for my friends,
My hair grew gray because of sorrows.
If I die somewhere far from Ganja,
Please, dig my grave in my Motherland.
And write these words on my gravestone:
”A star fell from the sky, but the sun rose,
So what that Mahsati died, Nizami is still living.”
182.96 The Morning Of That Night\fn{by Anar aka Anar Rezayev (1938- )} Baku, Azerbaijan (M) 5
One of the calm streets of Baku. Two large apartment buildings standing on both sides of the street looked as
heavy as iron. There was a small garden a short distance from the houses.
The street had swallowed up the noises of the day—conversations, footsteps, the sound of cars passing by—
just like soil absorbing water. The garden had become empty, without any smiles. The wooden benches were
reminiscent of clean, lined notebook paper. On one of the benches—the one with the tree branch hanging down
over it like a broken wing—there were two people nestled close to each other. The guy was stroking the girl’s hair.
The garden, the street and the apartments had become very dark. A very weak light shone from one of the
windows of the four-storied building on the right-hand side of the street. Everyone was sleeping, although it was
an anxious sleep.
That night, around two o’clock in the morning, the silence of the street was broken by the drone of a car
engine. A car had stopped in front of the four-story building. The car had moved slowly, but the screech of the
car’s rusty brakes, bringing it to a sudden stop, interrupted the sleep of the apartment residents.
No one got up out of bed. No one walked out onto his balcony. No one peered out of the window. The people,
lying in their beds, all concentrated on the sounds coming from that one direction.
*
In Flat No.1 on the first floor of the four-story building lived an elderly man with his wife. Bashir was the
caretaker of the building. His wife’s name was Zulekha.
Zulekha had been lying there dreaming of their village. White smoke poured out of the chimney of their small
house. Someone yelled out,
“Hey Zulekha, come wash these dishes. Hey girl, where are you?”
Zulekha approached and recognized the person who was calling her—it was her mother. Bashir had been
drinking tea in his sleep. It was a strong tea that steamed up the glass.
But the halt of the car had suddenly awakened both of them. They listened. The doors of the car opened.
Zulekha whispered,
“God, save us from trouble.” She tried to recall her dream and determine whether the symbolism in it
foreshadowed anything bad to come. Water represents happiness\fn{ In Azerbaijan, it is believed that water brings good
fortune and happiness; when people leave for a long trip, Azeris toss a cup of water after him. To dream about water is considered a good
sign} her mother—

The car doors slammed shut. Zulekha again said,
“God save us from trouble.”
Footsteps could be heard. Bashir tried to determine how many people were coming from the sound of the
footsteps—three or four. The outside door to the building opened. Footsteps were heard very near—in front of
Bashir’s apartment.
“I wonder who’s leaving tonight?” Bashir thought.
The footsteps passed on by their door.
*
In Flat No.2, opposite Bashir’s, lived an old widow. Her name was Zahra. She had a two-room apartment and
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had rented out one of the rooms since her husband died. Aunt Zahra was hard of hearing and slept soundly. Even
if they fired a gun next to her, she wouldn’t wake up. And this time, she didn’t wake up either.
The person who had rented her room was a typist named Sakina. Sakina was 32 years old. She was a pleasant,
quiet girl with an ugly face. When the car stopped at the door, she woke up immediately. She listened anxiously.
When the footsteps approached their door, many thoughts raced through her mind. The thoughts broke into small,
disjointed pieces in her mind—like mercury uniting, dividing, again uniting.
“They can’t do this because of one letter,” she thought. “Nobody knows about it except Ahmadov. Would
Ahmadov do such a thing? No, no. It’s true the word was a very important one. I hope I also made a typing error
in another word. Why did I make such a mistake and put the letter “z” after “p” in that word? No, I can’t believe
this. Ahmadov wouldn’t do this. But you never know. He’s a human being, maybe he got scared. No, no he isn’t a
coward. But there were just two of us in his office. Who else could have found out about this? Maybe he was
afraid. I wish I had made a mistake in another word. How could I know that with one letter the meaning of the
word would change so much? How can I prove now that I didn’t do it on purpose? It was a mistake, a
coincidence. Why would I do it on purpose anyway? I’m just a typist and don’t poke my nose into anything. I
type hundreds of pages and just one mistake. No, Ahmadov is a brave person. Even though he has often criticized
me, he wouldn’t do this. No, no it can’t be true. It can’t be true. What should I say …”
Sakina took a patterned handkerchief from under her pillow that she had sewn herself and wiped the cold
sweat on her forehead. The footsteps were heard going up the stairs.
*
Flat No.3 on the second floor was Surkhai’s apartment. He was an architect. Single. His light was on and could
be seen from outside the apartment. He was working because he had to finish the design for a new school building
and turn it in the next morning. That’s why he was working all night long.
Surkhai was so busy concentrating on his design that he wasn’t aware that anything was happening. He neither
heard the sound of car that had stopped at their apartment, nor the footsteps. Now, as the footsteps sounded in
front of his door, he still didn’t hear them. The footsteps passed by his door in the direction of Flat No.4.
*
Gurban, who lived in Flat No.4, was an old Party member.\fn{ Not a reference to an Old Bolshevik, but rather to a
member of the Azerbaijan Musavat Party at the turn of the century which was in Opposition to the Bolsheviks who captured Baku in 1920 }
During the previous three months, Gurban had kept two sets of clean underwear, toothpaste, a toothbrush and
three bars of soap near his bed at night. Since his youth, his friends had always said that he was tense and edgy.
As soon as the car stopped, Gurban opened his eyes. He hadn’t fallen asleep yet. Lately, he had been sleeping
very poorly. But he was calm and easy-going. As the footsteps came up the stairs, Gurban thought,
“So—April 14, 1937.”
There are a number of dates that are important in a human being’s life. One always remembers those dates—
the date one was born, the date one first fell in love, the date one first became a father or a mother, the funeral date
of a beloved, a date that a great hope arises. But there is one more date that doesn’t embed itself in one’s memory.
That’s the date one’s memory is extinguished. The date of his death. These are the most important dates in the life
of a human being.
The footsteps approached Gurban’s door as he repeated “April 14” to himself and reviewed the most important
days of his life:
December 7. Year 1903. The first secret student meeting.
August 18. Year 1904. The first student demonstration.
April 28. Year 1920. Baku. The morning of revolution.
February 22. September 10. July 8. Exile of the czar, the years of the revolution, civil war.
October 5. The last serious conflict with any person.
During the seven months that had passed since then, Gurban had waited for this important day, actually for this
important night of his life. He waited for it every single night. He had been waiting for it that night.
“So, the night of April 14.”
Now Gurban wasn’t thinking about that date anymore. He was thinking about another date. He knew that even
though this night was one of the important dates in his life, it wasn’t the last important one. He knew that he had
one more important day—the most important morning of his life. This was the morning that would usher in
fairness and justice. But when would that morning come? Which day? Which month? Which year?
The footsteps stopped at Gurban’s door. Gurban got up out of his bed to open the door. He placed his feet on
the cold floor and tried to find his slippers. He searched for his slippers with his foot and managed to find them
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like a blind man finding his way with his stick. Gurban put his right foot in the slipper, but not the left one. He
remained motionless, listening to the footsteps that surprisingly were moving away step by step.
*
There were two flats on the third floor. Flat No.5 had just become empty two weeks ago. A composer by the
name of Faraj had been living there. No one had moved into the flat yet.
A person whose name was Javanshir, his wife Tavus and their six-year-old daughter Rana lived in Flat No.6.
As soon as the car had turned the corner, the hand that embraced Tavus’ waist—Javanshir’s hand—froze. Shortly
afterward, Javanshir pulled away from his wife and jumped up. Tavus became tense and lay there silently. They
both strained to listen.
Little Rana was sleeping. She was dreaming of a big, light-blue-colored window. It was a window that didn’t
have any curtains. Someone was teaching her how to count: one, two, three, four, five. One, two, three, four, five.
One, two, three, four, five.
When the car stopped in front of their building and the footsteps were heard, Javanshir said only one word to
Tavus:
“Gurban.”
Probably, he had his own reasons for breathing that name. Two weeks ago when a car had come like this,
Javanshir had said only one word to his wife:
“Faraj.”
Tavus, who had just recently become aware of these situations, had frowned. Javanshir had said,
“You’re a woman. Don’t meddle in men’s affairs.”
It was two days before Tavus stopped frowning and bothering herself about it. She finally resolved it in her
mind by saying,
“I don’t care. He’s a man and it’s his business.” That evening when they had become reconciled to each other,
while kissing his wife’s neck, Javanshir had whispered,
“I don’t make up anything. When they ask me, I simply tell them what I’ve heard.”
When the footsteps passed Gurban’s door and started to climb the stairs, they breathed a sigh of relief and tried
to relax. Javanshir slipped his hand into the pocket of his jacket, which hung at the end of the bed. With trembling
fingers, he pulled out a cigarette and stuck it in his mouth. He didn’t light it but instead just sat there frozen,
listening very, very carefully.
“Maybe, they’ve made a mistake,” he thought. “OK. Don’t they know that there are just two flats on this floor.
Flat No.5 is empty and No.6 is mine. Listen Tavus, have you spoken out of place anywhere?”
“What are you talking about, Javanshir?”
“I know that your girlfriends like to gossip a lot.”
“Hey Javanshir, we talked about this two months ago and I think we discussed everything. Since then, none of
them have come here. And I also haven’t seen any of them. You know better than me that we’ve cut off all our
contact with our relatives. We haven’t been communicating with anyone.”
The footsteps passed Flat No.5.
“Javanshir,”
Tavus’s voice was trembling. She didn’t know whether to tell him or not. At last she decided that it would be
better if he knew it.
“You know, Rana has been singing that song again.”
“What?” Javanshir jumped up from the bed.
That single guy, the composer Faraj, who himself was impotent, loved little Rana very much, for some strange
reason. He had been teaching her new songs that he had composed. Two days earlier, Javanshir was reading some
newspapers, trying to familiarize himself with what was going on in the world. Suddenly, he jumped as if a snake
had bitten him. Little Rana, who was unaware of the things that were going on in the world, was putting her little
doll to bed, singing a lullaby and crooning in a low voice the song that Faraj, “the Enemy of the People,” had
composed. Javanshir lost control over himself and, before explaining anything to his wife, barged into the other
room and slapped Rana several times across the face. After he calmed down, he told Tavus:
“If I hear anything like that from that bitch again, you’ll be sorry.”
The footsteps stopped at Javanshir’s door. Her voice trembling, Tavus went on,
“I caught her singing again yesterday. I twisted her ear and she told me, ‘Mother, I’ve already forgotten those
songs. I was just singing in order to check whether I’ve forgotten all of them or not.’”
After she heard that explanation, Tavus smiled. But on this night, in this year, in this situation, that smile was
27

the greatest betrayal of Javanshir. He took hold of Tavus’s arm.
“Shut up,” he said and swore at her.
The footsteps moved away from their door. Javanshir lit his cigarette angrily.
“I'm stupid,” he said and laughed. “I had totally forgotten that there is one more floor upstairs.”
“On the fourth floor,” added Tavus, who was on the verge of tears. The swear word still burned her ears.
“The fourth floor!” thought Javanshir. “The fourth floor? Who is he? Captain? Oilman?”
*
There were two flats on the fourth floor. Salayev lived in Flat No.7. He was the captain of a ship that was
traveling back and forth to Astrakhan.\fn{ A city in southern Russia located at the delta of the Caspian Sea } He was home
three days a week: Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday. Four days at sea.
“Today is Friday,” Javanshir remembered. “So, oilman Zeynalli? Just think about it. I had never thought about
him before. He always acted so proud and self-satisfied. Lately, he hasn’t even been saying hello to people.”
*
Javanshir listened carefully. The footsteps passed Flat No.7 and stopped in front of Flat No.8. Then the knock
came at the door.
It was a loud knock. The whole building heard it.
*
In Flat No.6, Javanshir was thinking:
“So, Murad Zeynalli. Just think about his self-satisfaction! Three wide, well-lit rooms are going to go empty. I
wonder who will move in there. But by looking at Zeynalli, you would never guess that he was in trouble.”
In Flat No.5 … The door to Flat No.5 had been sealed.
In Flat No.4, Gurban was walking around the room, thinking, thinking, thinking:
“Maybe I should go to Moscow somehow and take the letter myself. We’ll see …”
In Flat No.3, Surkhai was still working.
In Flat No.2, Sakina was crying bitterly in the silence. Old Zahra was sleeping, though it was a dreamless
sleep.
In Flat No.1, Bashir, the caretaker of the building, was reprimanding his wife:
“Woman, don’t talk nonsense,” he was saying. “They wouldn’t take a person if he wasn’t guilty. God knows
what he has done.” Then he sighed deeply and added:
“Hey, who inherits the earth, if it didn’t even go to Suleyman?\fn{ A reference to King Solomon, who possessed wealth
and power beyond imagination, yet did not live forever: the author is implying that each of us will die some day }
*
The door of Flat No.8 opened on the fourth floor. The footsteps went inside. Shortly afterward, footsteps were
heard again, descending the stairs, step by step. The outside door of the apartment complex again opened and
closed. The car’s ignition turned on, and the car began to move ahead. The car could be heard in the distance and
then the sound disappeared.
The silence of the street absorbed all the noises and sounds. Light came from only one of the windows of the
darkened building. And on the bench in the garden under the branch of the tree that hung down like a broken
wing, the guy kissed the girl’s lips.
Bashir, the caretaker of the building, took a brush and a bucket full of paint early the next morning and went
out into the corridor. On a blackboard in the corridor written in white letters were the names of the people who
lived in the apartment building. Only the last name written in front of No.5 had been blackened out so that it was
impossible to read. Bashir had blackened it out two weeks ago. This morning again Bashir took his black bucket
and brush and went out to the corridor. It was seven o’clock.
The residents of the apartment—Sakina, Javanshir and Tavus—who were late for work, met in the corridor.
For a second they stopped and looked at Bashir. Sakina felt cold and once more flung her scarf around her neck.
Bashir lifted the brush and brought it nearer to the “Zeynalli” last name.
Suddenly … Javanshir and Tavus were frightened. Sakina held onto the fringes of her scarf. Bashir stood
frozen with surprise.
The slanting light from an open door of the corridor fell on the gray concrete floor. From the half-open door,
one could see a part of the street, a window of the opposite house and green samanis\fn{A type of wheat grass
traditionally grown on a plate to celebreate the coming of Spring at New Year—March 20-21 in Azerbaijan } that had been placed in
the window.
But it was something else that surprised the people standing in the corridor.
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Oilman Murad Zeynalli, who lived in Flat No.8, was standing at the door.
Murad looked at Bashir the caretaker with his board, brush, and bucket and immediately understood what was
going on. But he didn’t move from the door. Javanshir stuttered:
“But … you … last night … car …”
Bashir’s wife Zulekha also came out. She also looked surprisingly at Murad and the other people who were
standing at the corridor. Someone’s footsteps were heard quickly descending the steps. Design papers were rolled
up like a tube under Surkhai’s arm.
When Murad laughed, his mouth became bigger, showing his white, healthy teeth. He warned:
“Don’t always think about bad things. It was an ambulance. We took Farida to a maternity clinic. Last night
she gave a birth to a boy and I’m a father now.” Tavus placed her hand on her forehead.
“Oh, I had totally forgotten that Parida was pregnant and that she was going to have her baby very soon.”
Zulekha added,
“You’re right. It’s true. We hadn’t even thought about it. We congratulate you. I hope he grows up surrounded
with the love of his parents.”
For some reason, Javanshir grew pale. He quickly took out a cigarette.
For some reason, Sakina turned red. She bent her head.
A knock was heard. The brush slipped out of Bashir’s hand and fell to the ground.
“Congratulations,” Surkhai said and left in a hurry.
*
The child who was born that night was me.
*
There are various days in each year—both happy and sad. Work days, holidays, funeral days. But there are
certain years that stay in people’s memory with one color. My generation has their birth date written 1937 in their
documents. When we grew up, we discovered that 1937 was a black year. It would fix itself in people’s minds as a
year of fear and anxiety. But for us this year was the most important year of our lives. This is the year we laid eyes
on the sun, trees and life for the very first time.
167.1 Retaliatory Blow\fn{by Chingiz Abdullayev (1959- )} Baku, Azerbaijan (M) 13
There were only three days left until his departure. In a few days he would be leaving these quiet shores, and
again immerse himself in the atmosphere of plots, mutinies and endless wars. He would again be living in what
could almost be considered a military zone, watching how a group of people takes power from another.
After the collapse of the empire of which he had been a citizen, his former small province had become an
independent state—a so-called “Banana Republic.” True, once English papers had noted that, not bananas, but
eggplants, grew in his small state but it didn’t make it less shameful or less painful.
So he had three more days. And he was trying to fill every hour to the maximum.
From the first glance, he had not liked this old woman. Even though the notion of “old” doesn’t exist in
France, still this lady had long stepped beyond her “Balzac age.”\fn{ I.e., someone in his or her late thirties; a Russian
expression.} The most annoying thing was that on seeing him, she immediately moved with a steadier gait and had
not changed direction. He was the one that this old crow was looking for. She was tall, wearing a dark dress and a
big hat. He couldn’t make out her face. He only noticed her lips pressed together in stubborn resolve.
It was too late to run away. He let her approach rather closely and only then turned his head.Even this cold
look didn’t confuse her. It was obvious that she was planning on getting what she wanted. He had to get up from
such a comfortable chair.
“Good afternoon, madam.”
“Polonskaya.” She sat down in front of him, waving away the waiter who was approaching them. He sat down,
understanding that he wouldn’t easily get rid of this sad, old woman with the stern look in her eyes.
“It’s a nice day today, madam,” he smiled, trying to gain the favor of his uninvited guest.
“Are you Monsieur Legivre?” she asked in French. Up until now, the conversation had been carried out in
English. He understood her but still said:
“I’m sorry, madam, I don’t speak French well. If you don’t mind, could we speak in English?”
“What about Russian?” she suddenly asked in Russian. You’re a former citizen of the Soviet Union. You
should know this language.” She spoke Russian with a clear French accent, though quite accurately.
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“Are you my former fellow countrywoman?” asked Drongo.\fn{ The name of Abdullayev’s protagonist and the character
he uses to narrate his detective and spy novels; the name derives from a small, courageous Asian bird that is not afraid of larger birds. }
“God forbid,” the woman began. “I’ve been a citizen of France for half a century already. My parents fled here
in 1919. I thought you might have heard of our last name—Polonski. My uncle Nikolay Polonski was a valet of
His Excellency Cyril Petrovich.”
“Old fool,” thought Drongo, irritated, “now she will start expanding upon her whole genealogy. Only this was
missing.”
“I’m sorry, madam, I didn’t realize you were of those Polonskis,” he tried to smile again. “How can I help
you?”
“Are you the Monsieur Legivre who held the investigation about the Harrison Villa?”
That’s what he thought. And there were only three days left. It was useless to deny it: some journalists had
included his photo in the newspaper.
“I didn’t hold the investigation,” answered Drongo in as serious a demeanor as possible, “the famous scientist
and specialist in crime detection, Mr. Steven Ross, conducted it. I was just helping him. If you need some help,
talk with him. I can even give you his phone number in London,” Drongo added with self-satisfaction.
“No, I need you,” objected the stubborn old woman.
“My visa expires in three days,” he said calmly, “and I won’t be able to stay any longer in France.”
“I need you only for a day.”
“Damn you,” thought Drongo. “I won’t be able to get rid of her easily.”
“How can I help you?”
*
“My grandson is lost.”
Of course, he could have anticipated such a subject.
“Since when?” he asked, already with a hopeless voice.
“Five years ago,” Madam Polonskaya replied calmly. He could hardly keep himself from laughing out loud.
“And you decided to look for him now? I’m sorry, madam, but don’t you think that you’re a bit late in your
search?”
Probably she didn’t catch the irony in his voice.
“I’m not crazy,” she said in a hoarse voice, “my grandson Serge Polonsky disappeared exactly five years ago.
At first we thought that he had just left home and we didn’t contact the police. Besides, we soon got a letter from
him. But then there was silence. We started worrying and hired private detectives. But he wasn’t found. It has
already been five years since I last saw my grandson. That’s why I’m asking for your help.”
“Do you really think that in one day I can find a person who disappeared five years ago?” Drongo was amazed.
“To find your grandson whom even the private detectives and the police couldn’t find? This is not realistic,
Madam Polonskaya, and I’m afraid you have a rather exaggerated opinion about me after reading that newspaper
article.”
“I had a vision,” she answered with patience. “I know that you can help me.”
“Actually, that’s not my expertise. Visions are not my expertise, Madam Polonskaya.”
“They will gather at my place tomorrow,” the woman continued quietly as if nothing happened. “They will all
gather. You can find the killer among them. And I will die with a calm heart. Serge was the last Polonski in this
world. His parents died in an accident in Avallon. Help me, Mr. Legivre.”
She was almost in trance. Drongo was not pleased with the idea of undertaking an investigation for a crime
that had been committed five years ago.
“Who are they,” he asked, “your friends, acquaintances or the ghosts of your acquaintances?”
“Don’t poke fun,” Polonskaya flashed her eyes angrily; “all of those who were at our place on that fatal day
will be there. You have only to choose. I want to know which of them could have killed Serge and why.”
“I’m sorry, Madam Polonskaya, but I think you’re inconsistent. At the beginning of your conversation, you
told me that your grandson had left for some place himself after which you had even received a letter from him.
And now you claim that he was killed. Would it be tactless if I pointed out this discrepancy?”
“He was killed. Now I know that for sure. We sent the letter to experts. The letter had been forged. And I know
about the murder because Serge always wore the cross of St. Andrey Pervozvanni around his neck. The cross was
a Faberge. There were 15 rubies and diamonds embedded in it. They were very small, but carefully chosen. That
was my son’s cross. It would be impossible for me ever to have confused it; one of the stones had a small defect.”
Polonskaya lifted her head.
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“She had been very beautiful in her youth,” thought Drongo for the first time. The cross sparkled in the
woman’s hands.
“Where did you get it?” asked Drongo calmly. The case was becoming interesting.
“I bought it in a store in Marseilles. I went there quite by accident and discovered this cross.”
“When?”
“Half a year ago.”
“And you didn’t inform the police?”
“They responded just like you’ve done today. They promised to help a crazy woman. And that was it, no one
even called again.”
“I’m sorry. Did you find out how this thing happened to be in the store?”
“It had been sold to them three years earlier. Nobody remembered anything. And the old owner had passed
away.”
“You said, ‘We checked the letter.’ Who do you mean by ‘we’?”
“Me,”—she hesitated for a second—“and my friend. We’ve known each other for many years and he has
always helped me.”
“What’s his name?”
“I wouldn’t want—”
“I asked what his name was?”
“He’s a Frenchman. Count George de Rouvroit.”
“Is he a relative or a descendant of Duke Saint-Simon?”
“What makes you think so?” Polonskaya asked, surprised.
“Louis de Rouvroit, Duke de Saint-Simon, was one of the most famous French writers of the 18 th century.”
“I’ve never heard of him. However, you know the genealogies of French aristocracy so well. Really, you’ve
been sent to me by God.”
“I don’t know their genealogy. It’s just that I love French literature. Let’s get back to our problems. What was
written in that letter? Do you have it with you?”
“Of course.” Opening her bag, she handed him an envelope, already yellowed.
“Where did the letter come from?”
“From South America—Argentina.’
“The sender, of course, is unknown.”
The sad woman remained silent. Drongo opened the folded piece of paper and read the letter.
Dear Kate,
All is fine with me. Don’t worry. I’ll stay for a while in Argentina, Brazil. I have money so far. Take care of yourself.
Your Serge.

“To whom was it addressed?”
“Me,” sighed the woman, “everybody in the house knew that he called me ‘Kate’. My name is Yekaterina
Grigoryevna.”
“Glad to meet you,” he stood up, and kissed the woman’s hand. In any case, she was suffering such grief.
“Let’s make a deal at once,” Drongo suggested. “I’m not a magician and I don’t have visions. I can’t do wonders.
You tell me who was at your place five years ago and who will be there tomorrow. I’ll accept your invitation and
come to dinner. But I must warn you. I’m very skeptical about breaking this case. Your grandson could have
disappeared anywhere.”
“What about the cross?” objected Polonskaya. “What about the fake letter?”
“That’s why I’m coming to your place tomorrow. Do you have a private house? Where do you live?”
“It’s the house of my parents. It was bought with half of those valuable things that my late mother was able to
take out of the country. We have a whole estate.”
“A big one?”
“About ten hectares.”
It seems the job was becoming more difficult, thought Drongo. It would be nigh impossible to detect anything
on such a large estate.
“Does anybody else, except your friend, know about this cross?”
“No one else. I didn’t want to say anything beforehand. Besides, we get together only a few times a year.”
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“So, if I understood you correctly, tomorrow absolutely all those people who were there five years ago will
gather at your place?”
“Yes, almost.”
“What do you mean ‘almost’?”
“Our cook won’t be here. He passed away last year. And one of our maids has been changed.”
“How many servants do you have at home?”
“Only five. The driver, watchman, cook and two maids.”
“Didn’t the watchman see Serge leave then? By the way, did he leave by car or on foot?”
“That’s the thing. He left by car. But at the first gas station, his car broke down. It’s true that the workers saw
him catch a taxi. But they didn’t remember the license plate numbers.”
“Did he go in the direction of the city?”
“Yes, but nobody saw him after that. And the car was brought to our place two days later.”
“Is it still there?”
“It’s in the garage. Nobody has driven it since Serge disappeared.”
“What kind of car is it?”
“I think it’s a Chevrolet. I’m not good with car models.”
“Now think before answering. Could your grandson have returned to the estate unseen?”
“Of course, he could have,” she took out a handkerchief and wiped her face. “We don’t have such a high fence.
He loved climbing everywhere.”
“Now, state in order those who will be at your place tomorrow.”
“My friend whom I was speaking about. We’ve known each other for a long time. He knows all of our family
secrets.”
“How old is he?”
“Old,” blushed the woman. “Just like me. We’re almost the same age.”
“Go on.”
“My elder daughter, Maria. She’s a botanist. She works at a scientific center in Paris. Her husband Mikhail
Dolski is an entrepreneur of the very famous Dolski family. Her mother—”
“Madam Polonskaya, let’s first just state all of those who will be present,” Drongo interrupted, somewhat
rudely.
“Yes, yes, of course. I’m sorry. Then there’s our neighbor Maurice Lepelliet and his wife Theresa. They live
close by; we’ve long been friends.”
“How old are they?”
“Maurice is more than 50. Theresa is 10 years younger. Why do you ask their age?”
“If I take up your case and come to dine at your house tomorrow, I have to know all of the details beforehand
that interest me. That’s why I’m asking. Continue, please.”
“Then there was my nephew Igor. He’s about 30. He was very friendly with my grandson, they almost grew up
together. His mother is my younger sister who passed away two years ago.”
“Was she there that last day when Serge disappeared?”
“No. She was sick at that time. Her house is in Normandy. They had been living there for almost 40 years.
Then there was the manager of our family affairs, Jigunov Ilya Ustinovich. His family is from Tersk Kazaks. They
left Crimea with the army of Wrangel.\fn{Baron Pyotr Nikolayevich Wrangel or Vrangel was an officer in the Imperial Russian
army and later commanding general of the anti-Bolshevik White Army in Southern Russia in the later stages of the Russian Civil War:W }
Jigunov has been working at our place for a long time. I’ve known him for about 20 years. And that’s it.”
“So, together with you, it makes eight and if we count the servants, then plus three. Is that right?”
“Yes. But the watchman sat all night long in the hall. They were broadcasting some football match and his
friends stopped by his place.”
“Did you check that?”
“Of course. His team was losing and they drank all night long from disappointment. I remember it well. And
the second servant had asked off on leave that night.”
“What about the driver?”
“He was in the garage.”
“In any case, none of those three have a good alibi,” said Drongo confidently. “We’ll have to check everything.
Is the house far from the garage?”
“Yes, quite far. About 500 meters away. The garage can’t be seen. It’s behind the trees.”
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“Do you have many plants in the park?”
“A lot. We need to keep a gardener and workers to take care of the garden. But we don’t have money for that
anymore.”
“Is the house big?”
“Not really. Two floors. Only 10 rooms. There are six rooms for guests upstairs, my bedroom and the study of
my late husband on the left side, downstairs. On the right side, there’s a big living room. A library. The kitchen
and storerooms are built onto the house. Their doors lead to the corridor at the back of the house.”
“Do you have a basement?”
“A very small one. My husband liked to keep all sorts of French wine there. Will you take this case?”
“Madam Polonskaya, what exactly do you want?”
“I want to know for sure that my grandson Serge … well, I’m sick, very sick. I need to organize my will.”
“Does your daughter have children?”
“She has two. They are already quite grown up. Boris, the elder is already 22. He’s finishing Harvard. A very
clever young boy, but he is not a Polonski. He’s a Dolski; I don’t have any other immediate relatives. So will you
take the case?”
“Do you seriously think that by having dinner in your company that I will be able to determine where your
grandson disappeared five years ago and who his supposed killer is?”
“Do you believe in God?” the woman suddenly asked.
“Does it have anything to do with our case?”
“It does,” answered Polonskaya seriously. “God sees everything. You can’t steal a cross from a dead person.
You’ll tell me tomorrow who killed Serge.”
“Why do you think that it’s somebody among your close people?”
“It can’t be otherwise,” answered Polonskaya decisively. “Serge was drunk that night, a little bit excited. He
quarreled with everybody and then went to his car. We haven’t seen him since.”
“Why did he quarrel?”
“I don’t remember now. At first he said some obscene things to George, and then he started a loud argument
with Maurice. Jigunov tried to stop him, but he snapped at him sharply, too. Then he went out to his car. Igor ran
after him trying to get him to return, but it was all useless. We haven’t seen him since.”
“Did he ever leave like that before?”
“Yes. He had a nervous breakdown after his parents’ death. So are you coming to my place tomorrow
evening?”
“Yes,” he finally made himself say. “Write down your exact address for the taxi.”
She handed him her card and got up. He rose, following her.
“One last question,” said Drongo. “Does your will change drastically in case I’m able to confirm the murderer
of your grandson?
She appeared scared; yes, more scared than surprised.
“Of course,” said Polonskaya, quickly walking away from his table.
*
Alone, he realized with horror that he had just agreed to tomorrow’s dinner. I’m sorry for the old woman,
thought Drongo, but I can hardly help her. She’s just got this crazy idea in her head.
On the other hand, it would be interesting to see all these guests. Maybe something would really develop from
it.
He sat for a long time—for a very long time—until the waiter finally approached him. This was the waiter who
had already served him tea eight times. This waiter came up to him and reminded him, rather apologetically, that
they were closing.
By that time, he had a plan worked out for the following day.
*
The taxi came on time to pick him up. However, it’s true that they had to search for two hours for the quite
neglected estate of Polonskis. Nobody knew where the house was located until Drongo finally remembered their
neighbors—the Lepelliets. The taxi driver recalled rather quickly where the Lepelliets lived via the radio, and
only then did he finally find the Polonski house. He drove into a rather neglected park and then the old watchman,
who had obviously been notified beforehand, opened the gate for them.
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The gates, old and covered with rust, had to be opened manually. The whole estate looked so neglected and
desolate. It differed greatly from the neighboring parks that were looked after and which resembled a beautiful
golf course surrounded by gardens.
A quiet old woman of about 50 years of age met Drongo at the house. She waited in silence for the guest to get
out of the car, nodded her head in silence, and saw the guest to the living room with the same silence. Polonskaya,
who was dressed in a dark green long dress, was waiting for him.
“I thank you,” she said simply. “How shall I introduce you?”
“Henri Legivre. Just tell them that I don’t speak French.”
“Sure. They’ve all arrived—all who were there that night. We’ll be eight. Nine, together with you.”
“Twelve,” Drongo reminded her. “Never forget the servants when counting. They’re usually observant and
know more than we think. Was this woman, who met me, there that night?”
“I think, yes. Don’t pay special attention to her. She’s always reserved like that.”
“I noticed that. Are your guests upstairs?”
“Of course. Maria with her husband are directly above us. Near them in the corner is Igor. On the other end are
the rooms of George and Jigunov. Maurice called, saying that they’re leaving. There are two more empty rooms.
You can go up to any of them.”
“Thank you. But first of all I would like to talk over some details with you. Listen to me closely and promise
me to do everything that I ask. There’s almost no chance to solve this, but if we have any, we’ll have to play a
kind of farce that our investigation depends on. Do you promise to do everything exactly as I tell you?”
Polonskaya sighed.
“God sent you to me. Tell me what I must do.”
He explained his plan to her in detail, trying to spare her nerves. You had to give her credit; she was a strong
woman and, at once, agreed to everything after she understood his plan.
*
By seven o’clock that evening, Igor was the first one to come down to the living room. He was a young fellow
who had already managed to recover from his passion for punk music and rock band players. According to the
tradition of the 90s, he was dressed in a modest, single-breasted gray suit and blue shirt with no tie. His handshake
was soft and weak.
The Lepelliets, their neighbors, arrived after him. Maurice was a strong, stocky short man with sharp, coarse
features. Theresa, on the contrary, was a brown-haired woman with a graceful figure who tried to emphasize her
wonderfully good figure and, for that reason, wore snug pantsuits. She had a short hair cut that, together with
freckles on her a little pug nose, gave her a rather mischievous and almost baby expression.
Maurice had a heavy, strong and almost peasant handshake. Theresa just winked, stretching out her hand.
Maria and her husband came down introducing themselves, ceremoniously in turn, while coming to the table.
Maria was a tall lady of 40 whose hair had already began to gray. She resembled her mother in subtle ways, but at
the same time she was taller and had stiffer features than her mother. Her husband—a tall smart gentleman—just
introduced himself without shaking hands.
“Nikolay Dolski,” he said almost in English if you could somehow pronounce a Russian name in English,
saying “ya” instead of “a” and slurring the Russian letters as “y” and soft sign.
Jigunov was the last one to come down to the living room. It seemed this person was composed of several
billiard balls—a barrel-like chest, rounded hands and legs, an absolutely small bald head in almost the ideal shape
of a ball, with round lively eyes, full lips.
Polonskaya invited everyone to the table and only then did George de Rouvroit come out of the library. Very
tall and gray haired, he appeared almost like one of the old European aristocrats. His handshake was strong, but
calm, just like a real duke de Rouvroit. Drongo liked his eyes—calm, open, primordially well positioned.
According to tradition, both the married couples sat on the left side of the table. Theresa and Maria took the
left half of the table with their husbands. Countess Polonskaya, her friend George de Rouvroit, Igor, Jigunov and
Drongo were on the right side. In such a way Drongo was sitting in the very center between Igor and the hostess,
and in front of Theresa Lepelliet.
At first, the conversation centered on the latest developments in Yugoslavia. Having been informed earlier by
the hostess, they all spoke in English. Dolski, who had recently returned from Croatia where he had branches of
his company, was infuriated at how both fighting sides had destroyed towns and villages—neither side showed
mercy on the women and children.
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“It’s such a terror!” picked up Theresa, who was casting rather open glances at Drongo. “Then they show it all
on TV. There are so many people being killed!”
“It’s not that scary,” objected Drongo, “when murder is obvious, it’s not scary; it’s disgusting.”
“Yes,” said Theresa, becoming lively, “and when is it scary?” She spoke with a clear French accent.
“When it is mysterious, when the killer is not known.”
“How interesting! Are you detective, Mr. Legivre? You have a French surname. I’ve heard of it somewhere.”
“Mr. Legivre, my dear,” finally said Polonskaya in her hoarse voice, “is a very famous detective. All the
newspapers wrote about him last week. He investigated the two murders at the Harrison villa.”
“We’ve read about that,” Maurice confirmed gloomily. “Do you remember? There was even a photo of Mr.
Legivre.”
“So that was you!” Theresa interrupted. “How interesting!”
“Was that really you?” asked Igor, turning his head.
“Yes. Today I came here upon the invitation of the hostess,” answered Drongo calmly.
“I hope there won’t be a murder today,” joked Theresa, “or it would be rather unpleasant to appear in the midst
of the company of those who were being held under suspicion. Even though it’s probably so interesting.”
“Not really,” countered Drongo. He waited until the very quiet servant had served him some pate.
“I was invited to help with the search for Serge Polonskiy who disappeared,” Drongo announced loudly.
A fork fell onto the floor, making a loud clatter. Dolski bent down to pick it up.
“That’s all right, dear,” he said quietly to his wife.
Drongo noticed how George had placed his palm on countess Polonskaya’s hand.
“You came because of that?” asked Igor. One could see that his face was starting to get flushed.
“Yes,” answered Drongo, “I’ll try to identify his killer.”
This time everyone was silent for quite a long time. Finally Dolski spoke up with apparent disgust.
“I have to admit, Mr. Legivre, that your style is shocking. Why do you think that poor Serge was killed?
According to our information, he disappeared somewhere in South America.”
“That was a bluff,” said Drongo, paying close attention to the responses of all the people who were present.
“The letter from South America was fake. Somebody sent it on behalf of Serge. The experts proved that the letter
was a fraud.”
Maria felt bad. She leaned on her husband’s arm, asking him to pour some water for her. She downed the
whole glass in one gulp.
“This is cruel,” she said, “to come here and say such things. You don’t have any proof.”
“I do,” Drongo said, taking the cross of Serge Polonski out of his pocket that the countess had given him
earlier.
“Here’s the cross that Serge Polonski had worn since the day he was born.”
The effect was shocking! Theresa cried out. George became very pale. Igor opened his mouth, frozen in horror.
Maurice squeezed his fists. Maria started to cry and it seemed she would pass out. Jigunov was shaking his head.
Only Dolski sat scowling with knitted brows.
“You spoiled our dinner, Monsieur Legivre,” he said sternly. “Don’t you think that you’d better keep the
information to yourself or pass it on to the police?”
“No, I don’t,” Drongo was pushing, regardless of obstacles, as he knew that he would have no other chance.
“Tomorrow the police will let us know how this cross could appear in a store.”
“Gosh,” Maria got up and ran out of the living room. Her husband followed her, mumbling something.
“You didn’t tell me anything about Monsieur Legivre,” George gently reproached the hostess.
“No dear, I didn’t want to bother you. Bring in the duck!” shouted Polonskaya across the room.
“I don’t feel like eating,” mumbled Jigunov, “after such information.”
“Why do you think that the cross was taken from the dead man?” asked Maurice. “Maybe the fellow just lost
it?”
“Maurice, please,” replied the rather frightened Theresa.
“Wait a minute,” her husband became angry. “I want to know why Mr. Legivre thinks that Serge was killed?
When he left this place, he was very drunk. Maybe he just lost this thing.”
“That explanation won’t do,” objected Drongo. “Serge wore it on his body and never took it off. Do you see
how short the chain is and also that it has a rather peculiar clasp? It can’t open on its own. Nor fall off. Somebody
unhooked it from Serge Polonski.”
“How horrible!” Jigunov quivered.
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“Do you really think so?” asked Igor, becoming very pale. “In any case, I think so.”
“But he was very drunk,” Theresa objected rather sharply, “his car was in bad condition that night and he got
another bottle not far from the gas station.”
“Theresa,” cautioned her husband.
The servant brought in the duck, going around quietly and serving each person. Only Jigunov and the countess
agreed to eat. The rest refused the duck.
“How do you know that he got another bottle there?” asked Drongo. “Because Serge didn’t come back here
again.”
“I don’t know,” Theresa was looking confused.
“Really, how?” asked George de Rouvroit in a confident loud voice.
Theresa’s little nose wrinkled up and she started to cry. Maurice got up.
“I won’t allow anyone to interrogate my wife.”
“Maybe you could tell us how your wife could know about Serge’s actions after he left?” asked Drongo.
“Tell them, Maurice,” said Theresa, “there’s no need to hide now.” Maurice sat down and drank some wine to
calm down a little.
“That young fellow,” he began, “came back when he found out that his car had broken down. I was at home
when I heard Theresa’s cries and I ran out into the yard. I’m sorry, countess, what I saw just shocked me. The
young fellow obviously thought that I wasn’t at home, and he was trying to rape my wife right in the garden.”
He squeezed his fists.
“Then what happened?” Drongo asked calmly.
“Nothing. I ran up, picked him up and slapped him on the face. Of course, I didn’t kill him. I saw what state
he was in. He was almost irresponsible. It was raining heavily and he stumbled, falling down again right in the
mud. Then he got up and started waving and swearing. Then he fell again. It was horrible. Then finally he got up
and walked to the gates. That was it.”
Theresa began to sob, taking out her handkerchief.
“We didn’t want to upset you, Madam Polonskaya,” she said.
“I understand,” said Polonskaya in an expressionless voice. “So he did come back?”
“Yes. But later, he left again later,” said Maurice. “Excuse me, I’ll get my wife a glass of water.” He hurried to
the kitchen. Shocked, everyone kept silent.
*
Maurice reappeared with a glass in his hand. Theresa drank the water in one gulp.
“Thanks,” she smiled faintly to her husband.
“Somehow, it’s getting cold,” said the countess. “George, dear, could you bring my shawl from the study.”
“Sure, dear.” George hurried out of the living room. Igor leaned against the back of his chair. .
“There you have Serge’s disappearing. Maurice, you were long jealous of him because of your wife. He
probably got drunk and was just trying to kiss her jokingly. And you beat him up.”
“It was nothing like that. I slapped him twice on the face,” objected Maurice. “You don’t need to say stupid
things. I also understood his situation.”
“Yes,” said Igor angrily. “Probably, he also got in trouble from the neighbor for pestering Theresa. If so, then
why did Serge have a big bruise under his eye?”
George came back with his wife’s shawl. He placed it gently over the countess’ shoulders.
“We’d better light a fire in the fireplace.”
“I’ll do it now.” Jigunov got up. He hurried into the kitchen.
“Tell me, Igor,” Drongo suddenly asked, “How do you know he had a black eye? That means that you saw him
after the Lepelliets did.”
The young fellow realized his mistake. Breathing heavily, he held his head between his hands.
“What a fool!” he said quietly.
“I’m waiting for an answer to my question,” Drongo reminded him.
“I saw him,” Igor said reluctantly. “After Maurice Lepelliet almost killed hin,”
“That’s a lie!” Maurice got up.
“Serge came to my place,” Igor added, worriedly.
“Calm down,” Drongo frowned. “Everybody sit down and be calm.”
Jigunov brought the tongs for the logs in the fireplace. He carefully placed the logs and was ready to light it
when Countess Polonskaya asked Igor:
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“Why didn’t you tell me about it? Why didn’t you call me?”
“He was in such a state,” Igor sighed, “I didn’t want to bother you.”
Finally Jigunov lit the fire. The room became more comfortable and rather cheerful.
“Did he go up to your room?:” Drongo asked.
“Yes, I met him in the park. He had fallen down twice.”
“Did you take him to your room?”
“Yes, he went to take a shower, but suddenly he remembered something, started swearing and said that they
would pay for everything. I tried to stop him, but he pushed me away and went out slamming the door.”
“What did he say?” Drongo pressed for preciseness.
“He said they would pay for everything and then he left.”
“Do you know where he went?” Drongo asked again.
“To my place,” sounded imperturbable voice of Dolski, who entered the living room. “Maria is feeling bad,”
he informed his mother-in-law shortly afterwards. “I left her upstairs.”
“Did you see Serge that night?” asked Polonskaya.
“I did. He broke into our room when Maria wasn’t there. He was shouting something and threatening. He was
very drunk and besides I didn’t like his tone. And, in general, his entire look. I just sent him out of the room.”
“What did he ask for?”
“Money, as usual. Of course, I refused him. And sent him out of the room.”
“Thank God,” Polonskaya said sympathetically. “Thank God.” She said it in Russian.
“What do you mean by that?” Drongo also asked in Russian.
“I knew that Serge had come back and was at Dolski’s place. I was afraid it would be him. Him—because of
the will. The servant had heard them shouting.”
“And now you don’t think so anymore?”
“He just said everything himself.”
“That doesn’t prove anything.” Drongo stood up straight and looked at Dolski who continued to stand next to
the wall.
“You just sent him out and that was it?”
“Yes, then after I calmed down a bit, I went down to bring my wife. She was in her mother’s room.”
*
At that moment, a bloodcurdling scream was heard. It was as if it had come from the underworld. Everybody
jumped up.
“It came from the kitchen,” Polonskaya whispered frightfully.
Maurice, Jigunov and Drongo were the first to run there. Then came Dolski, George and Igor. The women
remained in the living room.
It was the quietest worker in that house who had cried out. A man was lying on the table with his head almost
completely severed. Lying nearby was an axe, covered in blood.
Drongo went closer.
“Who is it?” he asked the others.
“It seems it’s the driver Albert,” said Maurice, staring at him. “Who did it?”
“Run to the gates,” Drongo ordered Igor and Maurice. “But hang together. See if everything is OK with the
watchman. Then come back right away.
“Gentlemen, help me here."
Together with Jigunov, he turned the body over. The driver was already dead. He wasn’t breathing, but Drongo
understood from the blood that was still flowing that the murdered man had received the deadly blow only a few
minutes earlier.
“Calm down,” he said to the servant who was crying. “Where’s the cook?”
“He’s in the storeroom. We were choosing wine together for the dessert.”
The fat man appeared, panting. From his pudgy face, Drongo made up his mind at once.
“All of you, get out of here,” he said. “Mr. Dolski, call the police. And everybody else return to the living
room.” He bent over the dead man and called the cook.
“You stay here.”
George took the crying servant to the living room.
“Tell me,” asked Drongo when they were left alone, “is this the blow of a professional?”
“I didn’t kill him,” said the confused fat man, who didn’t understand English.
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“I know. You were there in the storeroom. The blow. Look at the blow,” Drongo pointed to it. “Is this a
professional blow?”
The fat man understood. He squinted his eyes, leaned nearer, and then opened one eye and then the other.
“Yes,” he said, “it’s very strong and professional. But it wasn’t me.”
“Thank you, cover the body with a sheet.”
He returned to the living room. All the people in the house had gathered there already. Countess Polonskaya
herself, George de Rouvroit, Dolski, his wife who had come back downstairs, Jigunov, Igor, the Lepelliet couple,
and two servants. The older servant, who had witnessed the incident, was trying to prove something to everybody.
The second one was scared and kept looking around.
“Everything is fine with the watchman,” Maurice informed them. “Nobody came in or left the premises. We
told him that the police would be coming soon.”
“It’s God’s curse,” moaned Polonskaya. “I had a vision.”
Everybody spoke at the same time, so excited about what happened. Drongo went over to the fireplace and sat
down in one of the chairs.
*
So, a murder has been committed. One more. The murderer is one of those who were present in this room.
That’s for sure. Only four people had left the living room: Dolski who had stayed out longer than anybody,
George de Rouvroit, Jigunov, and Maurice Lepelliet. Something that the murderer had heard during the dinner
had caused him to decide to act immediately.
But why the driver? What could he have known? Was it something connected with the car? Or, maybe, he was
partner to the murder?
In any case, it’s obvious that this Albert had some kind of information. Stop. Why only information? Judging
from the appearance of all of these gentlemen in this room, they are all rather well off; and the cross probably cost
no more than $500 to $700 even though it was a valuable keepsake. None of them would have risked murdering
someone for such an insignificant sum. So, the murderer might have had a partner—a partner for whom $500
would have been a significant amount. It seems, Albert was very unlucky today. Besides on that night, Serge
could not have gone far in his car. And what if we suppose that the Chevrolet had been made to break down on
purpose? And if the murderer had needed the help of a professional to do this? Think fast. The police will be here
in half an hour and then—that’s it. You’ll have to hang around here for one more month. Not even the best
detective of Interpol will save you.
Everybody else kept arguing loudly, shouting, fussing about; but Drongo was silent, trying to concentrate and
think.
Jigunov had been sent out for tongs. George de Rouvroit was sent for the shawl. Dolski had escorted his wife
out. They all had an excuse to leave—a legitimate excuse.
Maurice had himself volunteered to bring water for his wife. It seems she had not even asked him for it.
Drongo remembered his handshake. Strong and tough. This kind of person could have split a skull with a single
blow of an ax. Serge may also have been concerned that his wife might have agreed to meet Serge by mutual
agreement. It was just like Theresa. Maurice, who caught them, had wanted to kill Serge, who had run back to his
own place.
Then Maurice returned, found Serge and killed him. It could have been. But what does the driver have to do
with it? In such a case, it’s likely that Theresa was intended as the second victim.
What an evil story the old woman had managed to drag him into. He had sensed only yesterday that nothing
good would come of this. And now it had ended so badly. There was one more corpse. And the murderer was in
the room: he looked at the guests and laughed.
“The police will come soon,” George de Rouvroit noted.
“We shouldn’t touch anything,” said the frightened voice of Igor.
“How horrible!” mumbled one of the servants.
“We shouldn’t have said anything in general,” Maurice told his wife.
“Oh my God! In our house,” Maria cried.
Of course, all of these cries, sighs and moans were distracting. Drongo quickly took out a piece of paper and
pen. He wrote:
“No.1.”
Who could have gone to the kitchen and have been there at the moment of murder? Here they were—the four
last names.
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Who could have struck with such a blow? He thought and wrote down three surnames.
Who could have talked over something with the driver about the car? Four surnames.
Who owed money to Serge Polonski? Two surnames.
Who could have sent the letter faking Serge’s handwriting? Five surnames.
Who could have been interested in Serge Polanski’s death? Three surnames.
Then, thinking, he added the last names of those who had said they had met Polonski that night. And then
again—two last names.
And finally one more question. And only one last name. Then he put the pen in his pocket.
*
He already felt that he probably knew what he needed to. The murderer, who was watching him, suddenly understood that Drongo knew everything. And with a desperate effort, he made himself smile. The game continued
to the end. It was too late to leave: the police were already on their way to the house.
Drongo approached the hostess.
“Did you know that Serge’s car would break down?” he asked.
“What makes you think so?” Madam Polonskaya asked gloomily.
“I asked a question,” Drongo patiently reminded her.
“I did,” the woman turned around, “I didn’t want him to leave.”
“To whom did you give that responsibility?”
Polonskaya quietly whispered the name. Drongo nodded his head.
*
The police inspectors conscientiously examined the whole house, studied the corpse, and interrogated all of
those who were there at the house. According to the police version, the murderer was a burglar from the outside
who had entered the house from the park. Inspector Buviet who headed the brigade—a lanky, somber, but not
very talkative officer—had interrogated every witness over and over again, trying to detect contradictions in their
stories.
Drongo was sitting on the periphery, not paying any attention to the racket around him. He had nearly clarified
everything in his mind.
Buviet looked at his documents for a long time, surprised that Monsieur Legivre didn’t know French. He only
gave an unpleasant smile, revealing his yellowed teeth, to the proposal to call the Interpol or Commissar Dubois
in Montpelier. Drongo answered all of his questions conscientiously until finally Madam Polonskaya brought the
newspaper with his photo.
“He’s a famous detective,” she said proudly, handing the inspector the newspaper. “He can find the murderer
without your help.”
“Very well, Madam, maybe he will tell me himself: ‘Who killed the driver?’” asked the inspector.
“You’re heading in the right direction, Monsieur Buviet,” replied Drongo. “Most probably it was an outsider.
All the men were in the living room, the watchman is rather old, and the cook was in the storeroom and moreover
he was not alone. So, look for that unknown person.”
“That’s what I’m doing,” stated Buviet gloomily. “I don’t see anything that’s not clear here. In any case, I’m
asking you to stop at the Town Commission tomorrow.”
“Of course.”
The policemen who had finished the preliminary investigation had already left at dawn, taking the corpse with
them. Then the Lepelliets left: Theresa felt very bad. Maria and Dolski left after them.
*
After putting his wife to bed, Dolski came downstairs to drink some tea. So they were sitting at the table—the
six of them. The Countess, George de Rouvroit, Dolski, Monsieur Legivre, Jigunov and Igor.
“Anyway,” George de Rouvroit suddenly asked, “What conclusion have you arrived at? Was it really an
outsider?”
“Of course, not,” answered Drongo calmly. “I said that only for the police.”
“And what can you tell us?” Mr. Dolski raised his red eyes to him.
“A lot. I can even name the murderer.”
“In that case, why are you keeping silent?” asked the Countess sharply.
“I can talk only if you all promise me that whatever I say will remain here.”
“Of course,” the Countess said on behalf of everyone. They all promised. Drongo carefully put his cup on the
table.
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“It was obvious from the very beginning that Serge who disappeared, his cross that was found, and this letter,
didn’t go together. Only a burglar, a person under delusions himself for a rather modest amount according to all of
your standards, could have stolen the cross. And only a caring friend who decided to calm the Countess could
have sent the letter.”
“Interesting observations,” noted George de Rouvroit coldly, “and what conclusion did you arrive at?”
“First of all, I don’t believe in accidental murders. That doesn’t happen. This means that yesterday somebody
found out some information that became deadly for Albert. So then I had to determine what that information was.
But I had so little time. I started analyzing the situation. I used the rules of logic that professionals would apply in
such cases. A question, rightly formulated, is already half of the solution. Who could have gone to the kitchen
unnoticed? Only four people—Monsieur de Rouvroit, when he was bringing the shawl; Monsieur Dolski, when he
was coming down from his wife’s room; Monsieur Jigunov, when he was bringing tongs for the fireplace; and
Monsieur Lepelliet who brought water for his wife.
“But who could have struck such a decisive blow? Here I have to exclude Monsieur de Rouvroit; he is of a
rather respectful age for that. I’m sorry, Monsieur.”
“Never has my age served me with such a reliable alibi,” noted George coldly.
“Then I remembered that Serge had asked for money. Who usually would have given him money? Only two
people—Monsieur Dolski and Jigunov. Finally, who could have sent the letter faking Serge’s handwriting? Only
someone who didn’t know that he had returned on that fatal night. The Lepelliet family knew it. Monsieur Dolski,
who evidently told everything to his wife, also knew. Igor saw his relative. And Monsieur Jigunov knew that
Serge wouldn’t leave anywhere. It was he who had asked Albert ‘to tinker’ with the car a bit upon the Countess’
request.
“Only one person remained who could have sent the letter—George de Rouvroit—who didn’t know of Serge’s
return on that night.”
Everybody looked at de Rouvroit.
He turned pale.
“I wanted to calm Madam Polonskaya,” he whispered.
“Thank you, friend,” the Countess touched de Rouvroit’s hand. “I understand.”
“You didn’t tell us who killed Serge Polonski,” Dolski reminded him, dryly.
“I think I’ve already said everything. Only two people didn’t meet your wife’s nephew that night—Monsieur
de Rouvroit and Monsieur Jigunov. I asked myself: ‘Why was Albert killed so quickly?’ So the killer knew something that cost him his life. I asked myself the final question: ‘For whom was it news—previously unknown—that
Serge had returned that night and the cross that had been found?’ Because Maurice Lepelliet, Monsieur Dolski
and Igor all knew of Serge’s return. And so I answered this question.
“It was you, Monsieur Jigunov!” Everyone present looked at Jigunov who kept on drinking his tea calmly.
“So what?” he finally said.
“That night, upon Madam Polonskaya’s request, you ordered Albert to do something so that the Chevrolet
wouldn’t get very far. Albert did everything just as ordered. Then you charged Albert to bring the Chevrolet back
to the garage. The driver, who left for the car, returned and said that the young master had left for the city by taxi.
But Serge returned. At first, he went to the Lepelliet neighbors, where he apparently made love to the young
Theresa and then he came home.
“But only, today, you discovered that Albert had lied. Only tonight, you discovered that Serge had returned
home. That’s exactly why you went to the kitchen to bring the tongs for the fireplace. Finding Albert there, you
demanded an explanation of how the cross might have appeared in the store and why Albert had lied to you that
night. You already understood that having killed Serge, he took his cross. For him it was an entire fortune. Albert
didn’t know that a few more people had seen Serge. And you, understanding how everything was, only tonight
decided that quick judgment is better than an ordinary judgment. Isn’t that true?”
“He killed our boy,” Jigunov said hoarsely, “and he didn’t want to admit it. I wasn’t thinking of killing him, it’s
just that blood rushed to my head. Poor Serge, I used to carry him in my arms when he was a child.”
“What a disaster!” said Dolski. “Do you, at least, realize what you have done? How will we settle this with the
police?”
“Gentlemen, I promised on your behalf,” Madam Polonskaya reminded everyone.
“He didn’t tell me where Serge was buried,” murmured Jigunov.
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“Somewhere in the park near the garage,” Drongo figured. “Call the workers and have them dig up everything
around there.”
“You’re a strange person, Monsieur Legivre,” said George de Rouvroit, rather thoughtfully. “Your presence
brought back a number of memories and a serious crime. You must have a difficult life.”
“It’s like that,” Drongo confirmed seriously. “Nobody said I had an easy life.”
He got up.
“The rest of you can decide without me, gentlemen.”
“God bless you,” said the Countess, “even though you don’t believe in God that much.”
“Human judgment turned out to be stronger than that of God’s,” Drongo reminded her.
“No,” Polonskaya countered, “God was acting with our friend’s hand. He is not a killer. He’s just the avenger.”
She closed her eyes.
“My Serge,” said Polonskaya quietly.
Dolski got up and looked out the window.
“It seems a taxi has arrived. Who called for it?”
“I did,” Drongo approached the Countess. “Goodby, Madam Polonskaya.”
“Thank you, Mr. Legivre. Perhaps I owe you something for the anxiety I caused you? Ask me anything that
you want.”
“In five years,” smiled Drongo melancholically, “in five years, invite me over to a dinner again.”
George de Rouvroit, who was already standing behind the Countess, nodded his head, saying goodbye.
Igor shook his hand firmly.
Jigunov was standing there and turned his back.
“I’m not needed here anymore,” Drongo thought.
He left the house, got into the taxi. When the car took off, he looked around again. The house stood there,
seeming somehow gray, faded and dilapidated. And it all created a general impression of unreality. He leaned
back against the seat. There were two days left.
“God, make it so that they will be calm.”
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Azerbaijan’s two main opposition parties, which have tended to squabble among themselves as often as they
battled the government, have finally agreed to join forces.
Isa Qambar, a veteran politician who played a leading role in the movement for independence from the Soviet
Union, has proposed that his Musavat party should merge with the Popular Front once the November parliamentary election is over. Speaking at a Popular Front meeting on July 15, he said he would step down as leader of
Musavat, but that he wanted the new party to bear that name. Activists from the rival party praised his gesture, but
independent analysts said the government had such a firm grip on power now that even a united opposition was
unlikely to shake it.
“I’m very positive about Isa Qambar’s proposal that we unite into one party,” said Ali Karimli, chairman of the
Popular Front. “This is more realistic now than it would have been in the past. Before, there were issues that
united as well as divided us. Sadly, after the [parliamentary] 2005 election, our positions grew apart, but today
things are different. The main thing is that we have common roots and the same shared principles,”
Qambar said the opposition’s historical lack of unity did not mean it was weak.
“Otherwise,” he asked, “why would the government limit our freedom and opportunities?”
Both parties were born out of the nationalist movement of the late 1980s, although they trace their origins back
to the short-lived existence of an independent Azerbaijan following the 1917 Russian Revolution. The Popular
Front and Musavat became estranged in the years after Azerbaijan became independent in 1991, and the divide
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has persisted even though they have cooperated during elections and both oppose the current president, Ilham
Aliyev.
These differences have weakened their ability to oppose the Aliyev administration. Analysts say the proposed
united party could prove significantly stronger, and could bring together a broader cross-section of people
opposed to the current government. Eldar Namazov, head of the In the Name of Azerbaijan forum, says,
“They ran for parliament in a single bloc in 2005 and produced good results, even though the authorities
managed to fix the results in their favour. I think that parties which are united by policies and a common social
base will be able to fight more effectively together than apart.”
Opposition activists have consistently complained that the government has used its power to obstruct them in
past elections, and international observers have tended to agree with them. After the 2003 presidential election, in
which Musavat and the Popular Front fielded rival candidates and Aliyev was awarded an overwhelming victory
with 76 per cent of the vote against Qambar’s 14, opposition supporters staged massive street protests.
“Ilham Aliyev saw the strength of the opposition during the 2003 election,” said Arif Hacili, a Musavat
activist. “Isa Qambar effectively won. … Most exit polls showed he had gained the majority of votes. Because of
the massive fraud perpetrated at polling stations, people came out onto the streets to make their voices heard. And
the authorities used force against the protesters.”
Similar complaints were heard after subsequent elections. Some 40 opposition candidates from the 2005 last
parliamentary election have taken their claims of fraud to the European Court of Human Rights. So far six have
won their cases and have been awarded compensation. However, Anar Mammadli, head of the non-government
Election Monitoring Centre, doubts even a united opposition will make significant headway in this November’s
parliamentary polls
“In the last five years, a lot of things have changed for the worse. People have completely lost their faith in fair
elections, and the situation with freedom of speech is a lot worse than in 2005. Political groups cannot organise
for action, and the press has been forced into a corner,” he said. “Under such circumstances it makes sense to
welcome the formation of large opposition blocs, but sadly they aren’t going to change the political situation
significantly.”
Yeni Azerbaijan, the government party which dominates the political scene, said it was not alarmed at the
prospect of competition from a united opposition, and suggested that the new group was driven by outside
interests.
“One cannot rule out that the idea of uniting was proposed abroad,” the party’s deputy leader Ali Ahmadov
said. Popular Front activist Rahim Hacili accused Yeni Azerbaijan of trying to smear the opposition as a way of
covering up its alarm at the way things were going.
‘You shouldn’t be surprised by Ahmadov’s remarks,” he said. “The Azerbaijani government has recently come
under greater pressure from the West and from Europe. It already senses that relations with the international
community can’t be based solely on energy interests. Demands for democratisation are going to become ever
tougher.” Hacili predicted that the effect of western pressure to reform would be that the Aliyev administration
would draw closer to Moscow while portraying opposition demands for democracy as foreign-inspired.
“They’d have it that the Azerbaijani opposition is not autonomous and is a plaything in the hands of foreign
forces. But the opposition has its own head on its shoulders,” he said.
3
As Hosni Mubarak’s grip on power faded in his own country, opposition leaders in Azerbaijan stepped up calls
for a statue of the Egyptian president to be removed from their capital. The opposition leaders drew comparisons
between the situation in their own country and the wave of popular protests in Egypt, saying events in Cairo
should serve as a warning to other authoritative regimes. The statue of Mubarak was erected in 2007 in Khirdalan,
a suburb of the Azerbaijani capital Baku, and a local school was dedicated to the Egyptian leader’s wife at the
same time.
“As if we don’t have enough idols and dictators of our own,” Panah Huseyn, a member of parliament until the
November 2010 election, said in a statement. The opposition Democratic Party called for the Mubarak statue to
come down.
“Leaving a monument to the Egyptian dictator in place does no honour to Azerbaijan, and the authorities must
soon decide to dismantle it,” said a statement by the party, issued as protests in Cairo got under way. Police are
currently mounting round-the-clock at both the monument and the school.
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“Events in Tunisia and now in Egypt must serve as an example or rather a warning to all dictators and
authoritiative regimes which take no account of the will of the people,” the Democratic Party said. “At the same
time, the people tormented by these regimes must realise the need to constantly pursue the fight for democracy
and freedom.” Ali Kerimli, head of another opposition group, the Popular Front Party, also warned of a repetition
of the popular revolutions in Egypt and Tunisia.
The opposition movement in Azerbaijan has in the past tried to mount street protests to challenge the rule of
President Ilham Aliyev. During a parliamentary election in 2005 and a presidential ballot in 2003, police dispersed
tens of thousands of protestors using tear gas, truncheons and water cannons. No election in Azerbaijan has been
deemed democratic by international observers since Ilham's father, the late Heydar Aliyev, came to power in the
early 1990s.
Supporters of the Aliyev administration dismissed the opposition campaign against the statue. Miri Qambarov,
formerly head of the official Azerbaijan-Egypt Inter-Parliamentary Friendship Group, said the monument should
stay where it was.
“Many of the [Egyptian] rebels who took to the streets to cheer have no idea why they are protesting, or what
they’re protesting against,” Qambarov said. “Similarly, some of our opponents who are demanding that the
monument be dismantled are just using this opportunity to engage in meaningless, populist speeches.”
Even so, a new focus on corruption suggests the Azerbaijani government may be drawing some conclusions
from the Egyptian unrest. On January 27, the head of the presidential administration, Ramiz Mehdiyev, chaired a
meeting of the national anti-corruption commission and promised that offenders would be penalised. Afterwards,
a number of employees of various government ministries and committees were dismissed on corruption charges.
Corruption is in endemic in Azerbaijan, which the international watchdog Transparency International listed in
134th place out of 178 countries in its annual corruption ranking.\fn{ It was 126th in 2014:H} Egypt was given a better
score, at 98. The sudden revival of interest in corruption was met with some scepticism in Azerbaijan.
“Although this state of corruption has persisted for a long time, not a single official has spoken about it,” Eldar
Namazov, a political scientist and one-time adviser to Heydar Aliyev. “Former economic development minister
Farhad Aliyev [dismissed in 2005] was the only one to take the initiative, and the result is that he’s now in prison.
We can therefore say with confidence that the government’s recent dismissal of some staff members for corrupttion is a reaction to events in authoritarian Arab countries.” Zardusht Alizade, head of the Caucasus School of
Journalism and a leading political analyst, said developments in Egypt had been deeply disconcerting for the
Azerbaijani authorities.
“They therefore decided to put on a show, ostensibly mounting a ferocious attack on corruption, rather than
taking real steps in this direction,” he said. However, Alizade expressed doubt that Azerbaijan was ripe for an
Egyptian-style revolt.
“It’s true the opposition has become more active, but at this point rebellion or revolution is impossible,” he
said. “Until authoritarian regimes are overthrown in Russia, Armenia, Azerbaijan and Belarus … overthrowing the
dictatorship will simply be impossible.”
4
Azerbaijan’s opposition activists pledge to keep staging protests, even though their attempts to emulate the
mass demonstrations in the Arab world have flopped. Police officers thronged central Baku around the Sahil
garden on April 17, the most recent occasion when opposition activists had been refused permission to hold a
protest march. Activists were arrested even before the march, with two senior members of the Social Chamber
opposition umbrella group arrested and sentenced to five and ten days in prison on April 16. Another dozen
activists were detained on the morning of April 17, and the hundreds who attempted to reach the Sahil garden
were dispersed or arrested by police.
“Even though the authorities are constantly dispersing the protesters, violating the citizens’ right to freedom of
assembly, beating the participants in the protest, we will not surrender. For more than 20 years, we have been
struggling with dictatorship to gain a free society, and we will continue this struggle until we achieve our goals,”
Isa Qambar, head of the Musavat opposition party, said.
“Azeri people have the right to live in a free, democratic country where they can express their opinions freely.”
According to official figures from the interior ministry, 65 people were detained on April 17, with 25 of them
being released and 40 passed on to the courts. The Social Chamber insisted that 80 people were detained,
including a mother with her five-year-old daughter.
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“I too was detained during the protest. I am not a member of any party, but I take part in every protest because
I cannot tolerate this lawlessness. The officials spend the people’s oil money, and the people have nothing. I live
on a pension of 85 manats (110 dollars a month), and this money doesn’t even suffice for utility bills,” Miralem
Pashayev, 65, said. “My sons have a higher education but cannot find work, because you need to pay a bribe to
get anywhere. And we are not even allowed to go onto the streets to express our demands. Apparently, protesting
people ruin their invented picture of a happy country, with a contented people.”
Interior ministry spokesman Ehsan Zahidov denied any political motive lay behind the arrests, saying that the
opposition had been offered a place to protest outside the city, and deliberately chose not to use it.
“There is no need to politicise the arrests of these individuals. They are just citizens like everyone else.
Everyone is equal before the law. If someone is arrested for hooliganism, and the court confirms it, then there is
nothing to talk about. And it does not matter at all to use what party this person belongs to,” he said.
All the same, Azerbaijan’s authorities have reacted very nervously to signs that opposition disquiet could
develop into the kind of mass protests that toppled the governments of Egypt and Tunisia. Young activists even
just attempting to arrange protests have been detained. The police also arrested four local journalists, including
Afqan Mkhtarli, who was fined 50 manats for bad behaviour.
“I did not take part in the protest, I was not even reporting on it. I was detained a kilometre from the location.
In the court, two policemen said that supposedly I loudly swore at people sitting near me, and as a result I was
fined,” Mkhtarli said, adding that he had appealed against his conviction.
Among the detained journalists were three Swedes. They were deported from the country, despite their
insistence that they were operating openly, with the interior ministry saying they lacked official accreditation. The
opposition has called its supporters onto the streets three times in the last month but the protests have remained
small, far smaller than mass demonstrations that have followed elections in Azerbaijan in the past, leading progovernment politicians to conclude that the opposition has lost its appeal to the population.
“At this so-called protest there were more journalists and representative of NGOs than real oppositionists. And
this shows once more than in Azerbaijan the people relate badly to such events. This is defeat, defeat for the
opposition in front of our eyes. These people can just make noise, for they have no power, and no followers
among the people,” Mubariz Qurbanli, deputy first secretary of the ruling Yeni Azerbaijan party, said. Such
reassurance did not calm foreign observers of the country, however, with both the United States and the European
Union expressing strong concerns over the government’s refusal to allow the opposition onto the streets.
“We are increasingly concerned about the domestic developments in the Republic of Azerbaijan regarding
freedom of assembly and expression. Several new incidents of arrests by the authorities have taken place in
response to peaceful demonstrations,” said a statement from the EU Commissioner for Enlargement and European
Neighbourhood Policy Stefan Fule.
“We encourage the Azerbaijani authorities to allow the peaceful demonstrations to take place in relevant
locations and call on the country to fully respect its … commitments in the fields of democracy and human
rights.”
5
Ayaz Mutallibov, the first post-Soviet leader of Azerbaijan, says he regrets nothing about his role in the
transition to independence, although he still believes it would have been better to stay part of a reformed USSR.
Mutallibov, who was elected president of Azerbaijan in September 1991, was forced to resign in March the
following year. He fled to Moscow, and only returned to Azerbaijan in August 2011 to attend his son’s funeral.
Two decades have passed since the collapse of the Soviet Union. How did you react to the announcement by
the Russia, Ukrainian and Belarusian presidents that this had happened?\fn{ Most people believe that the trigger for the
USSR’s collapse was the state of emergency [August 1991 coup by Communist hardliners], which helped accelerate centrifugal forces. It
was then that Boris Yeltsin came to occupy centre of stage in Moscow….In those first months after August 1991, nearly all the republics
declared sovereignty. There was no way back from that. The Belavezha Agreement [founding the CIS, the Commonwealth of Independent
States] was thus to be expected. But it was also a surprise as we were not invited to take part. Only the Slavic republics gathered there }

You nevertheless insisted on Azerbaijan joining the Commonwealth of Independent States, CIS, even though
many people criticised you for that.\fm{ A second meeting took place in Almaty on December 21 after the Commonwealth had
been announced at that first meeting in Minsk. Western states acknowledged Russia as the legal successor of the USSR, politically and
economically. This placed major constraints on leaders of the newly-independent countries, since they had to take with Russia’s status into
account. Azerbaijan, in particular, had to take it into consideration because since 1988 our country had been subject to a powerful catalyst
for negative political processes. Events in Karabakh were our weak points. … The cautious steps I took were a result of this, not a desire to
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please Moscow as the media interpreted it. By the way, I would like to point out that we were not expected at that December 1991 meeting.
We hadn’t been invited. … When I appeared in the meeting hall that afternoon, everybody looked at me with surprise, since they were all
aware the president of Azerbaijan wasn’t to take part in the summit. [Belarussian leader Stanislau] Shushkevich said, “We discussed this
earlier and decided to refuse to accept Azerbaijan into the CIS at this stage. The reasons are simple—there is a war in Azerbaijan now. …
Resolve the conflict and we will discuss it again.” [After Mutallibov argued his case, Russian leader Boris] Yeltsin raised his head, looked
at Shushkevich and said: “Include Azerbaijan in the list of CIS members.” [Ukrainian leader Leonid] Kravchuk’s support and my own
insistence on being accepted into the CIS saved Azerbaijan from collapse at that crucial juncture. It would have meant immediate
separation from Moscow and from the United Nations. On March 2, 1992, all the countries that had signed the pact to join the CIS were
accepted into the UN … Do you consider that I failed to think about these matters in good time? All future presidents of Azerbaijan should
thank me.}

Would it have been possible to preserve the Soviet Union in some revised form? And would that have been a
good idea?\fn{For 70 years, we developed as parts of the same state, and our economic ties were so close that when they were severed,
it was a disaster for all our nations. For example, we used to get 80 per cent of our raw industrial materials from Russia, Belarus and
Ukraine. Suddenly everything changed, and you had to pay for things before you got them … This degree of economic integration meant
that all the republics should have stayed within one country, although it could have been a confederation rather than a federation. It was I
who proposed such a new confederation at a meeting with [Mikhail] Gorbachev. No one said a word. Gorbachev looked at me, and I
continued, ‘Don’t be so surprised—if we take this decision now, we will avert economic problems later. Tomorrow will be too late’.” Some
analysts now say we should have retained the Soviet Union, in a different format. A large country wouldn’t have collapsed, the republics
could have kept their territories, and we would have avoided all these wars. Gorbachev had an opportunity to do this when 75 per cent of
the population voted to keep the USSR in revised format in March 1991, but he missed it. He simply blew his chance }

Are there any decisions you made as president of Azerbaijan that you remember with particular gratification,
or that you regret?\fn{I don’t regret anything, but I don’t say everything was good. If I had another chance, I would do the same. The
only thing for which I blame myself is that I overestimated some of my opponents. I thought our country’s democratic reputation was the
most important thing for all of us, but for most of them, personal interest was the principal motivation. I blame myself for believing in
them. I could not have become an authoritarian leader, because western countries, the United States in particular, were watching how the
former Soviet republics behaved before deciding how to engage with them. Every country was to be dealt with according to how
democratic it was, so I was principally interested in Azerbaijan’s democratic reputation. I knew I’d receive no thanks for this, but I never
expected to be away from my country for 19 years}

6
An award-winning Azerbaijani journalist is in hospital in Baku suffering head injuries when he was severely
beaten while filming workers attempting to demolish homes in a long-running land dispute. The April 18 attack
on Idrak Abbasov came just three weeks after he received a prestigious award for his journalism at an Index on
Censorship ceremony in London. Abbasov, who reports for the Ayna and Zerkalo newspaper and the Institute for
Reporters’ Freedom and Safety, as well as working as an IWPR trainer and contributor, was beaten after residents
of Sulutepe, just outside Baku, blocked a major road in protest against the demolition. It was the latest round in an
ongoing campaign to remove homes from land which the State Oil Company of Azerbaijan, SOCAR, says
belongs to it. In previous incidents, local homeowners say they have been assaulted by security guards
accompanying the demolition teams.
“But this time they were particularly fierce,” Gunay Musayeva, a reporter for the Yeni Musavat newspaper,
said. “They beat all the residents of the area, and did not stand on ceremony even with journalists. I was filming
oil company workers beating a woman, when just a metre-and-a-half away from me, they knocked Idrak to the
ground and started hitting him with sticks and kicking him.” She continued,
“When I ran to him, one of the workers grabbed me from behind by my hair and punched me right in the face.
Then others came and took my camera away.” Roman Abbasov, one of Idrak’s brothers, said the workers spotted
Abbasov filming them.
“They took the camera, threw him to the ground and started kicking him. He was covered in blood, his head
smashed up, and one eye closed over,” he said. “My brother Adalat and I threw ourselves upon Idrak to cover
him. Then they started beating us,” he said. Other journalists who heard about the attack rushed to the scene,
among them Esmira Javadova, who reports for Radio Liberty.
“The taxi I was travelling in together with Galib, a cameraman for IRFS [Institute for Reporters’ Freedom and
Safety], was brought to a halt by SOCAR buses blocking the road,” she said. “Workers came out of the bus and
started\fn{The text has started to} hitting the car with sticks, and smashed the windscreen. They forcibly hauled Galib
out of the car and started taking him off somewhere. At the same time, they were shouting every swearword
imaginable at us, demanding that we leave.” Abbasov and other who had been injured were taken to the Baku’s
main hospital, accompanied by a group of journalists.
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“We spoke to the doctors, and they said Idrak had damage to his skull and brain and was now in intensive
care,” Seymur Kazimov, a close friend of Abbasov, said. Hospital doctors told IWPR that Abbasov’s brother
Adalat was also in serious condition with head injuries and broken ribs. It is not clear how long they will require
treatment. A spokesman for SOCAR, Nizamaddin Guliyev, said he knew nothing about the clash but promised to
look into it.
“I heard about this incident from a journalist. I was in a meeting. I will look into the matter and give you an
answer,” he said. Orkhan Mansurzade, a spokesman for Azerbaijan’s interior ministry, said an investigation was
already under way. Media rights activists said the assault on Abbasov came within a wider context of recent
official statements equating criticism of the country with support for Azerbaijan’s enemy Armenia, in other words
treason.
“If the president makes a speech saying that many journalists are defending the interests of Armenia, then
lower-ranking officials are going to take their lead from that and take tougher action against journalists,” Emin
Huseynov, director of IRFS in Azerbaijan, said.
“I believe restrictions on the press and on freedom of speech come from the very top of government.”
On March 28, Abbasov won the prestigious Guardian prize for journalism at the Index on Censorship awards
ceremony in London.\fn{The Guardian is a Manchester, England, newspaper} Judges citing the work he had done to
expose attacks on private property, and the violence he had suffered in the course of his work. This is the second
time in recent months that Abbasov has been targeted. Several of his family members were hospitalised last year
in an assault on their home, which is located in Sulutepe but is not subject to a demolition order.
7
For the second time this year, a row over a car crash in a provincial town in Azerbaijan has escalated into angry
protests against corrupt, unaccountable officials. The latest incident happened on May 9 in the town of Khudat,
when a car driven by one Rovshan Safarov, a member of Azerbaijan’s Border Guards Service, collided with the
vehicle of local man Rauf Huseynov. Eyewitnesses said that in the argument that followed, Huseynov’s elderly
father was punched. Khudat is close to Azerbaijan’s northern border with Russia, along which border guards are
stationed. Onlookers saw the confrontation as typical of the bigger relationship between the state and the average
citizen. At least 100 people took part in a street protest in the town, which has population of around 15,000.
“These officials, these soldiers, these policemen, and all their relatives—they just get away with anything.
They do whatever they want, and they have no respect for ordinary people,” said one middle-aged man who asked
not to be named as he feared he could be arrested.
“People are fed up with this lawlessness. … They weren’t going to stand for this—they took to the streets to
demand justice.”
The incident was strongly reminiscent of events in the town of Ismayilli in January, when a car crash and the
altercation that ensued brought residents out into the street. A hotel belonging to the offending driver was torched,
and the protesters’ anger then turned on the man’s uncle, the local government chief for the district, whom they
accused of presiding over corruption and mismanagement.
After the protests in Khudat were dispersed by police, the national head of the Border Guards Service, Elchin
Guliyev, arrived to find out what had happened. Guliyev set the tone for the official response, claiming that the
demonstration was staged by opposition groups. Again, this was similar to what happened in Ismayilli, where
opposition activists were arrested as part of an official narrative claiming deliberate incitement.
Guliyev told the APA news agency that after a run-of-the-mill traffic accident, “certain destructive forces
exploited the incident, spread false information and sought to raise tensions artificially”. The interior ministry
followed suit with a statement claiming that “local opposition party functionaries politicised the car accident and
in a bid to sow tension and division. They summoned a group of local residents and mustered them for a protest at
the scene of the incident, in breach of public security and the law.”
On May 10, four people were given ten days in detention each after being found guilty of organising the
protest. They were the local head of the opposition Musavat party Heybat Amrah, party members Fikrat Aliyev
and Aladdin Mirzayev, and local resident Nusrat Garayev. Musavat’s deputy head at national level, Gulaga
Aslanli, denied that Amrah had been anywhere near the demonstration.
“Heybat Amrah lives in Khachmaz [district], and was at home during the incident. He also works as a
journalist, so he received information about the protest and posted it on his Facebook page. That’s why he was
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arrested,” Aslanli said. “He was detained at home at three in the morning. How could he have organised the
protest or summoned people to come to it without leaving his house?”
For four days after the men were detained, their whereabouts were unknown, leading to concerns that they
would be mistreated. Police said they were not in the town jail, and civilian and military prosecutors denied
knowing where they were. On May 13, Musavat sent a team up to Khudat in an effort to trace the four, eventually
discovering they were in Guba, a bigger town also in northern Azerbaijan.
“This afternoon, their relatives were able to hand over food for them, but their lawyers still haven’t been able
to meet them,” Mustafa Hajibeyli, part of the Musavat team, said.
“No one saw them for four days. Their location was initially concealed, and no meetings are being allowed
even now. We’re worried that they’ve been subjected to physical abuse, and that this is why one is being allowed
to see them.”
Political analysts in Azerbaijan say officials are missing the point by trying to pin the blame on their opponents
for such grassroots expressions of anger, which as well as Ismayilli also include a case in Guba in March 2012,
when thousands took to the streets after the local mayor insulted his constituents.
“Such incidents have started occurring frequently of late,” Arastun Orujlu, head of the East-West Research
Centre, said. “The reason is that the waywardness and corruption of local officials is making life hard for ordinary
people. There’s already no work, and people are living in poverty, and then they get abusive behaviour from
officials.” With a presidential election due this autumn and the incumbent Ilham Aliyev likely to get another term
in office, Orujlu predicts that “the wave of protests will only grow bigger”.
“Instead of dispersing these protests in brutal fashion, the authorities should be dealing with corrupt officials
and undertaking reforms to make people’s lives easier,” he said. “If they don’t, these mass disturbances will get
even larger.”
8
Charges brought against Azerbaijani photographer Mehman Huseynov this week have strengthened fears that
now that the Eurovision Song Contest is out of the way, a crackdown on opposition voices has begun. On June 12,
Huseynov, who works for the Institute for Reporters’ Freedom and Security, IRFS, in Azerbaijan, was charged
with offering resistance to the police at a May 21 protest which he was covering. The charge carries a maximum
sentence of five years. The demonstration in the capital Baku was held just before the semi-finals for the
Eurovision contest.
“The charges are absurd,” Huseynov told IWPR. “I was at the protest as a reporter doing my job. I didn’t offer
resistance to anyone. Quite the reverse—police officers behaved very rudely to participants in the action and to
the journalists who reported on it.”
The Committee to Protect Journalists, CPJ, an international media rights group, called for the charges to be
dropped immediately. Huseynov’s brother Emin, who is head of the IRFS, said the charges were clearly
sanctioned from on high, as a way of stamping out the dissent that the government had been forced to tolerate
during Eurovision, when the world’s media were watching.
“This was a political order. Mehman can be seen as the first person charged in the Eurovision case,” he said.
“We suspected from the start that after the contest, there would be repression targeting those activists and
journalists who campaigned in support of democratic principles, freedom of speech and human rights. They have
begun the process, and I fear that Mehman will not be the only one.” Fellow-journalists pledged to keep up the
campaign for his release.
“If Mehman is convicted, he will undoubtedly be a prisoner of conscience. But he will also be called the first
Eurovision prisoner,” Shahvalad Chobanoglu, editor in chief of the Gundelik Azerbaijan newspaper, said. “If this
happens, let no one be under any doubt—the next Eurovision final will feature photographs of Mehman and
slogans calling for his release.”
Chobanoglu’s remarks were echoed by Khadija Ismayilova, a journalist who was the victim of a blackmail bid
based on secretly-filmed footage from inside her home. Her reporting on the business interests of members of
President Ilham Aliyev’s family had been particularly embarrassing for the government. She ignored the threats,
and a video of her and her boyfriend was posted on the internet.
“Eurovision … was a PR campaign organised by the government for the whole world. They needed to ensure
nothing spoiled their party,” she said. “Mehman Huseynov and other journalists showed the world the other side
of the coin—the destruction of houses and the forced eviction of people from their homes. Of course the video
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and photos which Mehman took angered the authorities. It looked like he and the other journalists were hanging
out the dirty washing and ruining the family’s party.”
Since Eurovision, around a dozen activists and journalists have been called in for questioning by the police.
According to Jamil Hajiyev, head of the youth wing of the Azerbaijan Democratic Party, eight members of his
organisation were summoned on June 13 alone.
“They were all questioned about the protest events during Eurovision. They were all advised to be sensible and
drop all these opposition issues,” he said.
Among those who received a summons on June 13 was Natig Adilov, who reports for the newspaper Azadliq
and is also press spokesman for the Popular Front Party. The summons letter noted that he had taken part in a
protest outside the Public Television building on May 24.
“In that connection, I was to have a preliminary discussion and give a statement,” he said. “I did of course go
to the police station. In my statement, I wrote that I attended the protest as a journalist and reported on what
happened,” he said. “At the police station, they spent a long time instructing me that I should start defending the
state’s security and change my radical opposition views.”
A spokesman for the opposition Musavat party said one of its activists was arrested on June 14 and charged
with possession of drugs. Orkhan Mansurzade, spokesman for the interior ministry, said that summons to police
stations were a routine affair and that it was wrong to read too much into them.
“If someone believes this is all being done to orders from above, then that’s their subjective opinion and
they’re profoundly mistaken,” he said. “If someone is summoned to the police, it serves to protect them from
[committing] illegal activities.”
Such assurances did not convince international organisations like CPJ.
“We call on Azerbaijani authorities to scrap all charges against Mehman Huseynov and allow him to do his job
without fear of reprisal,” CPJ’s Europe and Central Asia programme coordinator Nina Ognianova said. “This
relentless crackdown on the press and civil society must stop.” Alesgar Mammadli, a lawyer with the United
States group IREX in Azerbaijan, said the government needed to start looking into the abuse of journalists, rather
than investigating journalists themselves.
“Journalists in this country are already used to this. They are abused, beaten, threatened and blackmailed. Yet it
is always journalists who are sent to prison,” Idrak Abbasov, an award-winning reporter beaten up by security
guards from the state oil company in April, said. “The government is displaying its despotic heart, but it fails to
achieve anything by it. It doesn’t scare off honest journalists, and it’s time the authorities recognised that.”
9
Azerbaijan’s opposition parties plan to rally behind a top filmmaker rather than a conventional politician in the
presidential election this October. They are hoping Rustam Ibrahimbeyov’s reputation at home and abroad will
carry him to victory against the incumbent leader, Ilham Aliyev.
The 74-year-old Ibrahimbeyov has the backing of the National Council of Democratic Forces, an umbrella
group that includes all the major opposition parties: Musavat, the Popular Front, the National Solidarity Party, the
Islamic Party, the Liberals and others.
“I am not a politician. But everything that’s happening in this country has forced me to engage in civic activity,
Ibrahimbeyov said. “This is an attempt to save the country. This country is being killed.”
Ibrahimbeyov, 74, achieved fame in the Soviet Union and beyond in 1970 as author of the hit film “White Sun
of the Desert”. Later collaborations with Russian director Nikita Mikhalkov included “Burnt By the Sun,” which
won an Oscar for best foreign-language film. He is currently head of Azerbaijan’s Union of Cinematographers.
Ibrahimbeyov first entered the fray of public life in 2008 with an article critical of Azerbaijan’s parliament,
government and intellectuals. Members of parliament demanded an apology, but Ibrahimbeyov refused. Officials
responded by putting an end to his film festival and closing down his cinema. In 2011, he founded the
Intellectuals&rsquo; Forum, which brought together writers, academics, composers and rights activists. This
prompted pro-government news sources into vitriolic attacks on everything from his patriotism to his mental state.
On January 19 this year, Ibrahimbeyov announced that he was creating a political movement to campaign for
free and fair elections in Azerbaijan. The same day, he left the country.
Ibrahimbeyov has recently been travelling in Europe, Russia and North America, meeting officials and urging
them to closely scrutinise the conduct of the October election. He is also hoping they will come to his aid if he
faces obstacles in getting his candidacy registered with the electoral authorities in Azerbaijan.
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“Even in the event of a refusal,” he said, “there must be no other candidates from genuine democratic groups,
and the National Council [of Democratic Forces] must continue its struggle against the government’s unlawful
actions and force it to obey the constitution, the will of the people of Azerbaijan, and the country’s international
obligations.”
The Musavat party has nominated its leader Isa Gambar to stand against Aliyev, but party leaders say he will
drop out as soon as Ibrahimbeyov is confirmed as a candidate. Gambar conceded that it was a risk to back a
candidate who is not currently in Azerbaijan, but noted that Ibrahimbeyov had pledged to return home by the end
of July. Popular Front leader Ali Kerimli said Ibrahimbeyov was the ideal figure to transform Azerbaijani politics,
a man who would work to make sure his nation could enter the democratic world. Those backing Ibrahimbeyov
point out that he is seen as politically independent and is respected both in Russia and in the United States. Since
he has lived in Moscow, some hope he will win support from Azerbaijani billionaires there.
Ali Ahmedov, general secretary of the governing Yeni Azerbaijan party, was dismissive of Ibrahimbeyov’s
chances, given that he was still abroad.
A candidate’s chances are decided by the extent of the public support for him. But for some reason, Rustam
Ibrahimbeyov is looking for support abroad and holding meetings in various countries,” he told the APA news
agency. “I don’t know how true it is that he’s meeting with international institutions, but that isn’t important. How
are such meetings relevant to the presidential election?” Ahmedov also suggested that the National Council of
Democratic Forces was little more than the servant of foreign states, although he did not specify which.
“Isa Gambar and Ali Kerimli spent years in a protracted battle to be single opposition candidate, but nothing
ever came of it. Now they’ve both quietly stepped aside and say they’re supporting the candidacy of a man from
abroad,” he said. “It’s obvious that they are supporting Ibrahimbeyov because they have received orders to do so,
and as always they are carrying out the orders they get from abroad.”
Eldar Namazov, a senior figure in the National Council of Democratic Forces, dismissed such allegations as
patent falsehoods, part of what he called a “cold civil war.”
One rule that Ibrahimbeyov could fall foul of is a constitutional provision requiring election candidates to have
lived in Azerbaijan for the previous ten years. Some observers think the authorities might invoke the rule to block
him from standing, although Zardusht Alizade, director of the Baku School of Journalism, argues that it is not
applicable.
“Over the last ten years, I have often been at events held by Ibrahimbeyov. If someone is frequently abroad,
that doesn’t mean they aren’t resident in the country,” Alizade said. “That cannot be a pretext to refuse to register
him as a candidate.”
10
Residents of a badly damaged village in central Azerbaijan who have waited four years to be resettled are
hoping that they might at last be moved into the new homes they have been promised. There is a catch, though—
many believe the move has been deliberately delayed to coincide with the October presidential election, as a way
of effectively buying their votes. President Ilham Aliyev is hoping to win another term, and few doubt he will
secure re-election despite opposition efforts to field one or more candidates.
The village of Muganli in the Shamakhi district, some 120 kilometres west of the capital Baku, was hit by a
landslide in April 2009. At least 40 homes were badly damaged or destroyed. Soon afterwards, the authorities
promised that the residents would be provided with new homes.
Further seismic movement has taken place since then, and more homes have suffered damage. After one such
landslide, Azerbaijan’s emergencies minister Kemaleddin Heydarov announced in March 2012 that people were
risking their lives by staying there and needed to be resettled as soon as possible. Since there was no sign of the
promised homes being built, residents who had initially fled the village returned to live in buildings that were at
imminent risk of collapse.
“With the first landslide four years ago, our house became precarious. Experts said we needed to move out as
we’d be risking our lives staying in the house,” retired teacher Gullu Rahimova said. “Our family of seven spent a
long time shuttling between different relatives. But the new home never materialised, so we were forced to come
back to this dangerous house.” Hemiyyet Safarov is in the same position, and is especially concerned about the
risks he is exposing his small children to.
“How many relatives would stand having us and our kids for four long years? We stayed with relatives for a
few months in anticipation of moving into a new house. But we haven’t seen hide nor hair of that. So we’ve come
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back to our own home,” he said. “The walls might cave in at any moment. I am very afraid for the children—
who’d answer to us if anything happened to them?”
Despite official expressions of concern, construction of the new homes did not get under way until September
2012. Over the last year, a new development consisting of 63 homes plus schools and other facilities has sprung
up in the nearby town of Meyseri.
“We keep going to the [local] government office to ask when they’ll move us. But we never get a sensible
answer,” Rahimova said. “We’ve been waiting for four years. If the houses are ready, why won’t they move us?”
When IWPR asked Muganli’s local government head, Tayyar Sheydayev, about the move, he replied,
“Construction of the houses is complete and the communications are now being laid. I don’t know when
they’ll move people in.”
Sheydayev’s deputy Qasim Qasimov was more forthcoming, saying the move would take place as soon as the
builders said it was ready. The building contractor said that aside from Meyseri settlement, new homes had been
built in seven villages for people whose homes were damaged in landslides last year.
“Twelve of these 16 homes have already been occupied,” he noted. “In the settlement for the Muganli people,
the houses and infrastructure are ready, and the utilities are connected up. All that still needs to be finished off is
the surface communications [roads].”
Amiraslanov was unable to give a date for when everything would be ready. Some of Muganli’s residents
suspect things will be dragged out until close to election day, set for October 9, so that the grateful recipients of
new homes can be persuaded to vote for President Aliyev.
“We’re prepared to vote for the current leadership anyway; they don’t need to go out of their way to persuade
us,” resident Gunay Yusifova said. “But surely they realise people can’t go on living in conditions like these for
much longer. The election isn’t till October, but autumn and heavy rains begin after August 15 round here. There
will inevitably be casualties.” She added,
“We’ve decided that if they don’t move us in this month, we’ll hold a demonstration outside the president’s
offices.” Mehman Aliyev, whose NGO Kura monitors government spending on rebuilding after devastating floods
in central Azerbaijan in 2010, said the tactic was a familiar one.
“The authorities often engage in this kind of thing to win people’s votes,” he said.
Zahir Mammadov, who heads the local branch of the Popular Front, a leading opposition party in Azerbaijan,
also believes the delay to opening the new settlement is an election ploy. Even now, he said, staff at state
institutions all over Shamakhi, from local government to schools and hospitals, were being corralled into proAliyev campaigning. He said they were summoned to official meetings where they were told to “keep an eye on
neighbours who supported the opposition and report anyone visiting them from outside the district”.
“The district authorities are using every tool they have to secure votes,” Mammadov added.
Similar stories are being heard in other areas. To the south of Shamakhi, in the Sabirabad district, eight villages
have been more or less cut off from their local market town since a bridge was closed for repairs a month ago.
Villager Gasimali Safarov is among those who fear the link will not be restored until election time.
“The main bridge … is quite new. It only started operating a year-and-a-half ago. And they aren’t doing any
repairs, just cleaning it, giving it a lick of paint and that kind of thing,” he complained. “Now they’re waiting for
the president to come and open it. If that’s dragged out until the election, what are people supposed to do all that
time? The alternative route to bring farm produce is more circuitous and involves a toll bridge.
“They’ll give folk the nudge that the president is looking after people and opening a bridge, so they should
vote for him,” Safarov said. When IWPR contacted Sabirabad’s local government about the matter, an official
insisted the bridge really was being repaired and would be reopened the moment the work was completed.
In the capital Baku, meanwhile, a kindergarten refurbished last December remains closed because the president
has not found time to come and open it. Sevda Asadova, the mother of a three-year-old, said projected opening
dates at New Year and then in January, May and June had come and gone.
“The president never came, so the kindergarten remains closed even though it’s ready for use,” she said. “By
the end of August I was sick of waiting so I found another kindergarten for my little girl. I doubt this one will
open before campaigning starts.”
11
Campaigning for Azerbaijan’s presidential election has only just begun, but the government and opposition are
already accusing one another of breaking the rules. The campaign officially began on September 16. That was
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also the first day of the new school year, and children were greeted with lessons in “patriotism”, which focused
largely on President Ilham Aliyev, who is running for re-election on October 9. Schoolchildren also received
books, pamphlets and DVDs about him.
“I don’t understand why my child got campaign materials on the first day of school,” Farida Qasimova, whose
child is in the third grade at a Baku school, said. “Schools shouldn’t be used for campaigning, particularly when
the lesson is called ‘patriotism’. Since when has patriotism got something to do with the president?” Azer Ismayil,
a Russian-language teacher in Sabirabad, a town in central Azerbaijan, confirmed that the material had not just
been handed out in the capital.
“In our school all the children received pamphlets with pictures of the president, taken when he visited to
Sabirabad. As far as I know, this wasn’t just at our school. All the schools in Sabirabad handed out these
pamphlets,” he said.
A spokesman for the education ministry said that since the post of president was a component of statehood, it
was entirely natural for children to receive pictures of him during patriotism lessons. Ali Karimli, head of the
Popular Front, one of the opposition parties that have united behind a joint candidate, Jamil Hasanli, said this was
outrageous.
“There should be no campaigning in schools. Apart from that, it was the economy ministry that published the
pamphlets given out in the Baku schools. That means the state budget is financing Ilham Aliyev’s campaign. It’s a
gross violation of the law, and we intend to appeal to the electoral commission,” he said. Lawyer Elman Fattah
agreed that leafleting in schools was in breach of the law.
“Firstly, schools are places where it is illegal to campaign. Secondly, the majority of polling stations are
located in schools, and the school principal is made head of the polling station. That means that during the
electoral period they have to be neutral and not campaign for any candidate,” he said. “Thirdly, it is now the 201314 school year, and it isn’t clear who will be president [after October]. Yet they’ve given the children materials in
which Ilham Aliyev is presented as president.”
Aliyev’s Yeni Azerbaijan party had allegations of its own against the opposition. Siyavush Novruzov, its
deputy executive secretary, told the APA news agency that the party intended to file a complaint with the electoral
authorities claiming that Hasanli had conducted campaigning before the official period started. Novruzov also
accused opposition newspaper Azadliq of illegally campaigning for Hasanli.
“Azadliq has not applied to the electoral commission, and has not registered as a media outlet that will accept
paid campaign materials. It therefore does not have a right to support any particular candidate,” he said. Rahim
Hajiyev, the paper’s acting editor-in-chief, said the pieces to which Novruzov was referring were just normal
articles, not campaign material.
“We are not campaigning for candidates; we are just providing information. Those are different things,” he
said. “And Yeni Azerbaijan can’t accuse anyone else of breaking a law which it’s breaking itself every step of the
way.”
In total, eight candidates are standing, besides Aliyev and Hasanli. They include five members of parliament
who are all broadly pro-government—Zahid Oruj of the Homeland party; Iqbal Agazade of the Hope party; Ilyas
Ismayilov of the Fairness party; Faraj Quliyev of the National Renaissance movement; and Qudrat Hasanquliyev,
of the United National Front of the Azerbaijan. The other three are Hafiz Hajiyev, head of the Yeni Musavat party;
Sardar Jalaloglu, leader of the Azerbaijan Democratic party; and Araz Alizade, who heads the Azerbaijan Social
Democratic Party.
By law, all the candidates can advertise their campaigns free of charge on state television and in governmentowned newspapers. They can also pay for adverts in the private media. Elman Nasirov, head of the State
Governance Academy’s Institute of Political Studies, is in no doubt that President Aliyev is only candidate with
any chance of success.
“The people of Azerbaijan support his domestic and foreign policies. I have no doubt that this time, voters will
choose economic development and the successful policies for which Ilham Aliyev stands,” he said. Huseynbala
Salimov, an analyst with RFE/RL radio, agreed that Aliyev would win, but said it would only happen through
massive electoral fraud.
“I don’t believe this election will be democratic. If the election were fair, then the joint opposition candidate,
Jamil Hasanli, would defeat Ilham Aliyev by a large margin, because the two main opposition parties—Musavat
and the Popular Front—support him,” he said. “In any case, none of the other candidates will get one per cent of
the vote.”
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The Bibi Heybat Mosque, Baku, Absheron Economic Region, Azerbaijan: two views
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Below: three Haydar (Lion) Mosques in Baku, Absheron Economic Region, Azerbaijan
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A mosque in Mingachevir, Aran Econmic Region, Azerbaijan

The Ali Hajizade Mosque, Lənkəran, Lankaran Economic Region, Azerbaijan
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The Omer Efendi Mosque, Shaki, Shaki-Zaqatala Economic Region, Azerbaijan

A mosque in Gazakh, Ganja-Gazakh Economic Region, Azerbaijan
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A Friday Mosque in Ganj, Ganja-Gazakh Economic Region, Azerbaijan

The Sakine-Khanum Mosque (without minaret), Guba, Guba-Khachmaz Economic Region, Azerbaijan
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A Friday Mosque, Shamakhi, Daghlig Shirvan Economic Region, Azerbaijan: two views
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Two mosques in Nakhchivan, Nakhchivan Autonomous Republic, Azerbaijan
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A new mosque in Qatala, Shaki-Zagatala Economic Region, Azerbaijan

Caption: “Ancient Albanian Church (Temple) in Shaki [Shaki-Zagatala Economic Region] Azerbaijan”
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The Gövhər Ağa Mosque, Shusha, Yukhari-Karabakh Economic Region, Azerbaijan

The Haji Alakbar Mosque, Fizuli, Yukhari-Karabakh Economic Region, Azerbaijan
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The Dade Vank Armenian Church, Kalbajar, Kalbajar-Lachin Economic Region, Azerbaijan

The Church of the Holy Ascension, Laçhin, Kalbajar-Lachin Economic Region, Azerbaijan
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