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What is intriguing about a story that does not have a moral? Answer: it's honesty. There is no moral to these
poems and stories, only truth. It is a story about a man who has experienced world-changing events. It is not a
story about a man who initiated these events or even played a major role; most people do not. It is the story of a
man’s response to those events. It is important because it is the response of the everyday ordinary person as the
unit of measurement against which history judges whether an event is a success or a failure.

This is a first-person narrative lived and learned behind the iron curtain. It is a story about a man who embraced
communism and then the freedom following communism’s demise. Only to learn the failures of that system
cannot be erased merely by its absence. It is a singular story; in that it is the story of a single escape. It does not
answer the moral or political question of how-to bring fairness and democracy to a culture that has never known
it. Instead, it presents a realistic view of the situation as it exists, leaving the decision regarding how to fix it to the
politicians and peacemakers.

The presented anthology of poetry and short stories is the reflection of Dr. Ibrahimov’s thoughts and feelings
based on his own experiences over the years. Because of the special nature of poetry, the linguistic and cultural
authenticity is kept. It makes the narrative original and unique. However, the author tried to translate it, although
it is not usually an easy task translating poems from foreign languages without losing its cultural flavor and
uniqueness. The original text follows the English translation, prior to author’s biography in the end.

The poems and stories are written in Russian and Azerbaijani languages between the periods of 1980s and
1990s. The Soviet empire was coming to its end with the last Soviet troops leaving Afghanistan in 1989 and the
final demise of the country in the beginning of the 1990s.
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With thoughts of my mother.
| have often thought of you.
In my moments of sorrow
In moments of affliction and disappointment in days of long, hard partings.
You were always with me.

I have longed for you in my thoughts.
In my soul I've been longing

I've asked you, I've asked you

And you appeared.

Just like in the old days
In the years of my youth



You sat beside me, shared my pain and sadness.
And you made me feel better.

Tell me how you're living, my son.
How do you eat, how do you drink, how do you sleep?

| couldn't tell her

To my dear mother

That I've been ill for a long time
A sickness of my heart and soul
That | haven't found in this life
What's lurking somewhere
And that...

I don't know why I live
| can't bear the fate
J The fate that fate has given me
Whether | need a woman or a wife or a friend
To cure my soul's sickness,
I don't know.

But | have no wife, | have no friends
2 When I'm in trouble
To understand me

You're the only one who understands
With your warm heart you embrace

J My grief's gusts of grief J

Life is so dull and dull and drab

When you need treasure, or glory?!

Or perhaps Faith?!

That can lift up your days

J Breathe in thee another treasure
Leading the straight paths

To happiness!

Not faith in God or in devils

But faith in life, in people themselves!
That's where the key to happiness lurks!
Life will be so much better

J Without lies, without greed, without evil intentions
Among my trustworthy friends.

| want to live with my chest Fuller!

But once again there are only judges around me...
They're stern, dark and inaccessible

They are ready to do their duty

Cloaked in the mask of false honor.

(Summer 1989)

Dialogue.



| had a dream one night
That | could see with my own eyes
Christ descended to me from heaven.

He looked menacingly at me.
Tell me, my son, what do you see
The meaning of this life?

What have you done for the good of men
In the past thirty-three years?

At thirty-three | ascended to heaven
Tired of this mundane life

When | realized the futility of my efforts
To transform this world of men.

Can you know the happiness

That is promised to you now?

As long as there's foolishness and dishonor
There will never be a life without loss.

And thou shalt be a man!

Thou shalt not transgress honor and duty
Neither for glory nor riches

Don't be bound by the chains of slavery
Your life and your soul!

Live, let life caress you

With its charming hand

And not a fool push you around
To do deeds like a blind man.

For life is one without repetition

You live it day by day

So, without conscience let it go its own way
Let it go its own way!

(Summer 1989)

A legend of love and friendship
(Or cunning and wisdom)

Whether it was long ago or recently

That's not what's important, it's the meaning
Which is implicit or explicit &

That's not a fiction, believe me.

2 In the desert, hot and waterless &
Old man and young man in trouble
Now only water can save them.



Only water can bring them back to life

That will give them strength and drive them

To new things to do

That they have sworn to do "And they'll share their troubles.

And suddenly he saw a tree in the distance
And shouted, "There's water!

And the old man rushed there

Forgetting with happiness his old years

And he was filled with the sweetness of hope.

But when he reached that tree
He found no water of the long-awaited
Only an image of a fairy tale.

And then a great argument ensued.
Whose girl is this?

The young one said mine.

The old man said mine.

Then the old man by right of years
"That's enough," said the old man.
That's no way to settle our heated argument.

2 And we'll climb a high tree

To look at the horizon far away

2 To find the source of the water
For without life-giving water

We have no life.

But there's one condition
You must keep your clothes
Without damaging them.
And whoever does this

Call that girl his own.

"You are wise," said the young man respectfully.
"So be it.
So be it, said the old man.

The old man climbed up the tree
But he was wise and clever
So first he folded his clothes under the tree.

But when the old man came down from the tree
He found neither a girl nor a young face.

So may the wisdom of the young live on forever and ever
The cunning of the young and the wisdom of the old!

(November 1989)



Your bitter lessons.

Azerbaijan, the land of fires
Embattled by grief and misery

They trampled your children's honor
They shot our mothers

Without a shadow of compassion

Bloody January! Forever and ever

Will remain in the hearts of the people
My soul cries out, what have you done?!
O wise guardian, master of the race!

O my pain! O my land!

The sons have closed their eyelids.
They've closed their eyelids, their sons...
To eternal freedom, the voluptuous.

But these sacrifices are not in vain,
Though the agony of your suffering soul
of your suffering soul.

The people live and will live
With hope and faith. To serve
The ideas of good and happiness
Not drowning in the mire of evil.

And the wisdom of life

J Without crossing the threshold 2
Of hardness,

He must only learn a lesson

That he will learn from the past
From past mistakes repetition.

(March 1990)

I dedicate it to my wife and my friend.
(Dreams come true)

If you're happy
Then I'm happy, too
So be happy

My darling!

These words | repeat often

When | look at your sincere and clear face

| have long sought, amidst lies and falsehoods
To drink the cup of love and sincerity.

And now you're here
And | breathed again
My dreams have come true



And now you're with me
And I've parted from my sadness.

(March 1990)
My dagger is now rusty.

My dagger is rusty.

My tongue is no longer sweet
My soul is also impoverished
I'm often rude.

The whole world is in an abyss of evil and flattery
My country lives without honor

The news they send us is not good

The "perestroika" beast is failing.

Here and there we hear wailing
The Kremlin's men of high stature
The men of high standing in the Kremlin.

Well, this is only the beginning.
As they often tell us
Of a great and important road.

And there's nowhere for us to go.
For we are a great country

J We're the only one /

In the whole universe there's none
Soviet, pure and dear.

(September 1990)

My dream.

Fly, fly my dream

Rising from the depths of my soul
You're like the universe eternal
Carrying within you the rays of hope

The rays of unrealizable hope
To the eternity of happiness
The soul's unrecoverable losses
| replace them with dreams.

But no, the rock will tell me

Dreams are dreams, what good are they?

You must learn a lesson

From this ungrateful life

And like an omniscient prophet

And like an omniscient prophet, look ahead with a distant sight.

You must do your duty
J To men and to yourself »



May God help thee
For that noble goal.

(October 1991)

Dedicated to my Nigar daughter.

You are my dream

You are my joy

In your favorite farm

You are a major sim

You are the light of my heart
You are the apple of my eyes
You are my dear baby

You are my only concern.

In this cruel world
What awaits you
In your destiny

Are there cages?

Or in this world
There was a buzz

In a free flight

He sat on a tree
You will have fun

In a happy moment
Then you will fly

In their dreams.

(November 1991)

A poem about the human.

I'm afraid of this eternal life.

| want to take the path of the Milky Way.
When with my carefree pen

I'll write a poem about the human.

The time of enchantment is over
It's time for me to realize
The meaning of human existence

Oh, man! You are the God of nature!
Return to it, to your breed
To the eternal wisdom to please.

O man! You are part of nature!

By betraying her you have betrayed God.
Bring her back, your nature

In the consciousness of your duty.

(December 1991)



Sobering Up.
(Dedicated to the Azerbaijani intelligentsia)

| have drunk the sobering cup.

The time of enlightenment has come.
We were full of feelings of longing.
We were ready for humiliation.
Ready for bitter separation

The soul's heavy expectations.

What have we suffered for so long

What have we dreamed, what have we tried

We didn't get greasy, we didn't get greasy, we didn't get greasy
And we feared the honor of the code

And fought as fearlessly as we could.

And now we find ourselves

On the brink of the abyss

And we have been stopped in our swift flight.
With a single swing of the lash.

And so we're here

What we feared.

The front builds happiness, for whom?
The people's, is it for the people?

Again deceit, again hope.

And only the laughter of the ignorant can be heard.
Only I am now the master of the race.

Only I decide the people's fate

To my kin, my friends, to please them.

So what are you, you lost son?
Sing your soul's hymn to them
Let the heavens open

And let miracles be done

And the world will finally be settled.
And honour shall go with it to the wedding.

| have drunk the cup of sobering.
The time of enlightenment is at hand.

(January 1993)

A look into the soul.
(Story)

The church was crowded. But she immediately caught my attention among the many other girls
and guys who had come to this little Moscow church today.



| was struck by the expression of her face and eyes shining with the monotonous singing of the
priest and the old ladies. As | got closer | got a good look at her.
Beautiful blond hair, regular facial features, slender frame, about 19 years old at most.

| stood greedily inhaling the scent of her hair, but she was too absorbed in her own world.
Her eyes, her big eyes radiated light and something that made my heart flutter. | stared at her in
amazement, trying to get a glimpse into her inner world.

The service was over. After putting down the candle and wrapping herself in her woolen shawl,
she followed the others to the exit. | followed her. | had to solve her mystery, to fully know her.
Curiosity mixed with a strong desire to possess her pushed me.

It was freezing, bitterly cold. Everything was frozen around me. There seemed to be no power to
revive the sleeping nature. The cold, just the cold inexorably penetrating the hearts of eternally
hungry for warmth and light.

| jumped on the step of the bus and squeezed closer to her. She was still thinking about
something, but now she was completely different, just like everyone else.

She looked away when she saw me staring. | made up my mind. Leaning toward her, | whispered: -
"Girl, I'm dying!"

She flinched in surprise, then looked at me in surprise, and suddenly laughed. She continued to
laugh, and | feverishly considered my next move.

Suddenly, she also suddenly stopped laughing and looked at me.

| couldn't bear to look at her, so | lowered my eyes. She walked toward the exit.

But good luck accompanied me. As she was getting off the bus, she slipped, but when I ran up |
carefully supported her, then stepped aside with an innocent expression on my face.

She looked at me again and smiled. What a smile it was! | probably would have sacrificed a lot for
that smile.

On that cold evening, it was as if a life-giving warmth washed over me, emanating from the very
human heart.

| walked up to her and gazed at her beautiful face for a long time. Her plump, slightly open lips
beckoned with unknown power.
"So what happened to you?" she asked, and her lips curled back into a smile.

| couldn't understand what was happening to me. In front of me there was a beautiful ...and
looking at me with big, tender eyes. | could not say a word, | was in a strange state, as if | were
delirious.

At last | muttered:
"Now, in church, when | saw you, your eyes, | knew | needed you like air. | feel like I've known you
all my life."

Women have come and gone from my life without leaving any deep mark on it. But then, the fear
of her saying no took hold of me. | was trembling, feeling powerless.



She squinted her eyes and asked:

"Aren't you cold?"

Only now I noticed | was standing there without a hat and with my coat open.

"Here's my phone number, She squinted her eyes and asked:

"Aren't you cold?"

Only now did | notice that | was standing there without a hat and with my coat unbuttoned.
-Here's my phone number, call me tomorrow at 9 p.m.," she said, and she gave me the warmth of
her amazing eyes.



"Now | beg you not to follow me," she said slowly, "I promise | will see you very soon. But I'm
afraid that after the meeting..." Without finishing, she turned and walked away.

| looked after her for a long time, and suddenly, | remembered that | forgot to ask her name.
"What's your name!" | shouted in a hoarse voice. But she kept walking without looking back. | ran
after her. When | caught up with her, | looked at her face.

| cried out in horror: instead of the beautiful, familiar face, | saw the wrinkled face of an old
woman with a smirking, toothless mouth.

| do not know how long I ran. Finally, stumbling, | bumped into a snowdrift. The cold snow sobered
me up. What's going on? Who is she? These questions were keeping me awake.

| didn't sleep a wink all night. And in the morning, without waiting until evening, | decided to call
my mysterious stranger.

After the fourth long ring, they picked up at the other end of the line. | was silent, not daring to
speak. "I'm listening to you," | heard a familiar voice on the line, "go ahead.

"Hello," I said in a faltering voice, "it's me. We were with you yesterday..." "Oh, it's you. How did
you get here yesterday?"

| wondered if | was dreaming about all this last night.
She spoke to me as if nothing had happened: in a tender, caring voice, as when we had met,
before...

But | remember that | got home, and the landlady where | rented a room opened the door and
gave me a frightened look.

When | approached the mirror, | did not recognize myself: a pale, elongated, anxious face with
glistening eyes, my coat in the snow, my scarf dragging at my feet, my hat in my hand. So, it
wasn't a dream.

Meanwhile, she waited for an answer.

"Good trip, thank you-Thank you," | blurted out. When can | see you and I? "

"Have you changed your mind?" She asked me, a little mockingly, but with a faintly wistful tone in
her voice. Apparently, you're not a bad person, and if anything, I'll be sorry," my stranger added
quietly.

Her last words sounded so mysterious and with a clear hint of something, that for a moment |
wanted to hang up and stop the whole story. But her smiling, beautiful face and affectionate gaze
flashed before my eyes again, and all doubts dissipated.

In the evening we met. Olesya, the name of my new acquaintance, came almost exactly at the
appointed time. The evening passed in a small cozy cafe, where we went at the suggestion of
Olesya.

They knew her and were, as it seemed to me, very pleased to see her. | attributed this to her
sociability and simplicity of character.

The next evening Olesya invited me to her place.



We sat in the kitchen and drank coffee. Olesya told me about her life:

"My father would often come home drunk and start cursing and beating my mother.
[ used to cry. In the beginning that stopped my father. He would come up to me, hug me

"My father would often come home drunk and start swearing and hitting my mother.

[ cried. In the beginning that stopped my father. He came up to me, hugged me, wiped away
my tears as a child, and promised me it would never happen again. But the next day it was the
same: Scolding, beatings, tears. Then my father stopped paying attention to me at all. The

scandals at home became more frequent. I was then nine or ten years old. My mother meekly
endured all the suffering. There was no one to stand up for us. Of the relatives, there was no
one, and the neighbors pretended not to see anything. Nobody wanted to interfere in the
affairs of others; all lived closed in their apartments, as if in cages. Even then, I felt a terrible
thing—human indifference. I remember how, after another drunken scandal, my father, right
in his clothes, fell asleep. A few minutes later, he was snoring loudly. Mother laid me down,
sat beside me, and silently looked at me with tears in her eyes. I did not know then that my
mother was already seriously ill. Two months later, she died. I stayed with my father. My
father began to come home less and less and finally disappeared. Since then, nothing interests
me. ['ve lost trust in people, and the only comfort I find is in God.” Then she calmly added,
“Our lives and the entire country are going through the most difficult times and it is going to
be worse.”

The next day, | tried to call her, but nobody picked up the phone. I kept calling the day

after and almost every day: no reply. | decided to go to her apartment. I rang the bell; an
elderly woman opened the door.

When I asked about Olesya, the woman said that there was no such person and never

had been at that address. I told my friend Elchin about the incident. He suggested I not go
there alone; the world was becoming very dangerous. We went there together. Nobody
opened the door this time and we left. A few years later, similar to Olesya and her father
before that, the entire country disappeared, like it never had existed before. Elchin told me
that it was my imagination, a reflection of the emotions and stresses we all were going
through. It was likely the case.

In 1989, at age thirty-three, I decided it was time for me to marry. [ had been spending

many evenings after work walking along residential streets, looking into the apartments of
men and women and their families, and suddenly I felt very lonely. I come from a culture
where arranged marriages are still customary. I believed that if I could meet a young woman
who I liked and liked me, I could convince her family to allow her to marry me. I did just that.
[ asked my supervisor at the Red Cross for a week off to return to Baku to find a bride. He
looked at me like I was out of my mind, but he decided to take me up on the

challenge and let me go. My family knew of my plan and had lined several dates up for me,
but it was too structured. It felt too traditional, too much like the arranged marriages of the
past.  wanted a relationship that at least reflected, in some way, the times in which we were
living, and I wanted the attraction between my bride and myself to be mutual and
independent of our families. During one of my last days home riding bus #65, [ saw her. She
was at the front of the bus holding onto some books. I moved up to where she was seated and



asked her for the time—admittedly not the most creative introductory remark, but it worked.
[ was able to continue the conversation until she disembarked. By that time, | had learned her
name—Leila—and obtained a phone number. Truth is, [ was not as successful as I believed
myself to be, because she had given me her aunt’s phone number and not her own. But [ was
undeterred. I returned to Moscow without my bride, but I truly hoped and believed it would
only be a matter of time. | was persistent. Leila’s aunt and | had many telephone

conversations over the next few months. She was indeed an excellent gatekeeper. She
delayed

my meeting with Leila until she was sure I was honest and sincere in my quest.

Finally, a family meeting was arranged. I flew back to Baku and met with Leila and her
family at the appointed time. My mother and older brother joined me. Her family was fifteen
people strong, including aunts, uncles, and grandparents. [ have taken a lot of exams in my
life, but [ was the most nervous for this one. I took a deep breath and told them everything I
thought they would want to know. I told them I was healthy, educated, had a good job, and
would take good care of Leila. I told them my worst fault was my single-mindedness when
pursuing a goal. They turned from me and conversed among each another, and then smiles
broke out on all of their faces. I passed, [ won, [ got the deal! They approved. They brewed
some sweet tea, which traditionally marked the family blessing, and, on December 12, 1989,
we were married.

The next day, we left for Moscow. When I was coming to Baku, my close friend Elchin

was with me on the same flight. I did not tell him about the real reason for my travel to Baku,
because [ was not sure of the outcome. His return flight was also the same. When he asked me
about the lady with me at the airport, I replied that she was my wife. First, he did not believe
me, thinking that I was joking. When he realized that I was telling the truth, he was shocked
that I could achieve my goal to get married just by making a couple of brief trips to Baku and
meeting my future wife for about twenty minutes on the bus. When we arrived in Moscow, it
was a beautiful introduction to the city. A light snow had fallen, and the city was silent and
glistening. My new bride had never been away from her family and had never traveled out of
Azerbaijan. | believe in omens, and it was a good omen. Neither of us has ever regretted our
decision.

During my time there, Moscow suffered from a severe housing shortage. The remedy

was communal housing, or

kommunalka. | had already been living in the kommunalka when [ met my wife. [t was
actually an improvement from my previous living quarters, which included renting space
from a temperamental alcoholic who threw me out the door with no forewarning. It was so
bad that one night I was forced to sleep in the train station because I had nowhere else to go.
The kommunalka is the quintessential Communist incarnation. It is a living unit in which
several families share a bathroom and a kitchen. Privacy, such as it is, can only be achieved in
the bedroom. It was more like living in a barracks or dormitory than in an apartment. Leila
and I shared a three-room flat located near the Medvedkovo metro station

that included a communal area and two bedrooms. When I left for Baku the second time in
hopes of bringing Leila back as my wife, the woman with whom I shared the apartment, Olga
Ivanovna, was quite ill. | never thought she liked me very much during our time together, but
[ later learned it was merely a reflection of the pain she endured daily. As I was about to leave
for the airport, Olga called out to me. For the second time in my life, [ entered a room where



death hovered overhead. Her son and daughter were at her side. She said goodbye and
wished me luck. She died the next day. Leila and I attended the funeral together. Olga’s son
told me it

was his mother’s wish that I take her bedroom, which was the bigger of the two.
Unfortunately, before we were able to make the exchange, Olga’s longtime friend arranged for
a man named Evgeniy to take over the space.

Evgeniy was an alcoholic and prone to violent episodes. He was divorced but remained
obsessed with his former wife and frequently forced his way into our bedroom, looking for
her and accusing me of having sex with her. Despite this, my memories of romancing my new
wife in that strange environment leave me with a sweet taste instead of a bitter one. We were
unknown to one another, and my wife was barely out of her teens and inexperienced. In the
early days of our marriage, she would follow me around the apartment as if playing a child’s
game and mimic everything I did. Finally, we would break into peals of laughter. We still do
whenever we remember our lives there.

Before we celebrated our first anniversary, our daughter was born, and I decided it

was time to get away from Evgeniy. Because of my employment, [ was able to arrange for my
family to move to a single, noncommunal apartment. It was a sixth-floor walk-up, smaller
than the kommunalka and on a noisier street, but it was far more private and located near a
shaded area where Leila could walk with our daughter in the new perambulator we
purchased. The day we were to leave, Evgeniy came into our apartment very drunk and very
belligerent. When asked, he refused to leave. Fearing for the safety of my wife and daughter, |
pushed him outside. My pent-up anger with that lunatic reached deadly proportions. I forced
him down and smashed his face repeatedly into the ground. Finally, I was pulled away by a
concerned neighbor who didn’t want to see my wife and child abandoned while I served time
in jail for murder. My small family moved the next day and stayed in the new apartment until
we left Moscow two years later.

On March 11, 1985, Mikhail Gorbachev was elected general secretary of the Communist
Party and de facto ruler of the Soviet Union. The world changed. When he came to power, the
Soviet economy was failing, worsened by miners’ strikes. Store shelves were empty. Some of
the Soviet republics continued to call for greater independence, and ethnic conflicts in
Transcaucasia (which includes Armenia, Georgia, and Azerbaijan) were accelerating.
Gorbachev transformed the Soviet Union. His policies of

Glasnost (openness) and perestroika (restructuring) gave the populace a sense of power and a
taste of freedom that was the

ultimate undoing of a seventy-year union among the republics. For the first time,
representatives of foreign countries came to the Soviet Union to invest and exchange goods
and ideas.

The entire structure of Soviet society as [ had known it began to shift. At the time, [ was

unsure how I felt about it. Fortunes were being made, but it seemed as though the people
who

were making them were the same people who had been in power during the old system.
Independent newspapers, magazines, television, and radio popped up. The

Ploshad Nogina the square named after Nogin in Russian) where [ worked was situated
across from a quiet



park. Before Gorbachev’s reforms, an elderly woman used to sweep the square every
morning. Every morning [ would say hello to her, and she would reply,

“Good morning, son.”

Then the character of the Ploshad Nogina changed; it became a gathering place for new
Russian businessmen, complete with cell phones, laptop computers, and prostitutes. Clothing
styles changed. Even the manner of talking to other people changed. Life became louder and
more frenetic. Restaurants popped up along the plaza like mushrooms. One afternoon, I
decided to try one. The obsequious waiter fawned all over me, insisting on seating me near a
window that was unobstructed so that I could watch the activities outside, unfolding my
napkin and pouring me a glass of water with just the correct number of ice cubes. Then he
brought the menu. The prices were, to my mind, outrageous and unreachable, and I left. So,

apparently, did the elderly woman. It was not a course of steady progress forward.
Perestroika

in theory should have led to greater debate and understanding among the different
populations of the Soviet Union; instead, it created an opportunity for many to express
long-held ethnic hatred with little fear of reprisal. People like myself were jeered at on the
street, and one time, my wife was threatened while waiting in line to purchase food.

It’s all in the language, in the definitions, in the types of words you use: comrade

instead of friend, microrayon instead of home or apartment, Azeri or Armenian or Georgian
instead of citizen. The heat and fire from the mixing of races and ethnicities in the United
States created a melting pot. In the Soviet Union, those same elements only served to create
greater friction and separation among its people.

During the period of perestroika, things turned ugly and unpredictable. The children of
Communism had never been taught how to deal with freedom, and the state as parent had
been too restrictive during their youth. The release of state control over all things created a
vacuum. The population acted as though a bunch of ill-behaved teenagers who no longer
needed to heed common rules of civility. The disintegration and ultimate demise of
Communism as a system was a good thing, but its unexpected and unintended consequences
have led to a proliferation of ethnic conflicts—first among the people of the former Soviet
republics and later in the Middle East, which was no longer controlled through the balance of
power between the Soviet Union and the United States.

The changes initiated by perestroika and glasnost were beginning to have an effect on

my career. In November 1990, I left the Red Cross and began employment at the League of
Scientific and Industrial Associations of the USSR. As chief expert interpreter of the

International Department, [ was part of a team responsible for developing economic and
trade

relations between the Soviet Union, the United States, Canada, and Japan. It was one of the

first organizations created specifically for the purpose of opening up Soviet markets to
foreign

investors, and it was my first opportunity to work with educators and businessmen from the
West. The president of the association was a former influential employee of the Central
Committee, Arcady Volsci, who wisely used his contacts within the Communist system to
secure his position in the association. It turned out to be a very successful move for him.
Others who failed to adapt quickly found themselves in unfamiliar positions of ordinariness.



They soon lost all the accoutrements of privilege—some with very dire results. Dmitry
Lisovolik, who I reported to at the International Department of the Central Committee of the
Communist Party, was one such individual. No longer invited to shop at the stores reserved
for the party elite, he was required to stand in line with the rest of the masses to purchase
food. He was unable to tolerate his change in circumstance. Rumors circulated that his wife
had a bad character, which contributed to his ultimate decision to commit suicide on a day he
had failed to purchase food and returned home empty-handed.

My boss at work asked me to assist the family of

Dmitry Lisovolik with funeral arrangements, because I knew him personally. Therefore, |
spent some time with his wife and newly arrived son from overseas, where he was studying,
to make the necessary

arrangements.

It was a frightening omen of events to come. Western journalists showed up at

Lisovolik’s funeral. They were quietly convinced to leave, having been given the party line
that all was well with Soviet society. My boss showed me a few men who were keeping low

profiles at the funeral and explained to me that they were from the GRU, (Glavnoye
Razvedyvatelnoye Upravleniye, main intelligence directorate).

There was little discussion about the change in the political and economic climate at my
place of employment, at least with me. [ was outside the loop of the powerful and connected.
Those with whom I did converse seemed, like me, cautious. We had grown up believing in the
Communist system, and

it was hard to accept that changes were permanent. We were convinced that despite the
rhetoric, the KGB (the notorious Soviet intelligence agency) continued to have eyes and ears
everywhere, and it was only a matter of time until things would return to normal and those
who were too vocal would be jailed or worse.

A month after I joined the team at the League of Scientific and Industrial Associations

of the USSR, I was hired by Luna-Trading Inc. to help coordinate economic and trade activities
between Japan and the USSR. In addition, I was working on my PhD, hoping that the new era
of glasnost

would allow me the opportunity to travel. Still, prospects continued to pass me by.

Control seemed to shift from the Kremlin to individual mafioso, who were even more brutal
in

their grab for power. In spite of many promises, I was never asked to join any of my
employers on their trips overseas. In truth, the policies of perestroika and glasnost, which
were meant to open Soviet society, were impediments to my opportunities for advancement.
And I was not alone. Government, Soviet culture, and the economy were crumbling. In an

effort to save the system, Gorbachev negotiated a new union treaty that would have
converted

the Soviet Union into a federation of independent republics. On August 19, 1991, the day
before the treaty was to be signed, a group of hardline Communists attempted a coup d’état.
The putsch of August 19th through the 22nd was a dizzying three days.

[ awoke on the 19th to news reports that Gorbachev had suddenly taken ill and power

was being transferred to vice president Gennady Yanayev and the newly formed State
Committee for a State of Emergency, or GKChP. A chill ran down my spine upon learning that



the committee was composed of the leaders of the KGB, the military, and the police. [ was not
frightened, but I am cautious by nature, and I arrived at work careful not to respond to the
comments and questions of my colleagues. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary, except
perhaps there appeared to be more police on the street than was typical. Later that morning, |
heard a low rumble and the floor shook. The central boulevards in Moscow are unusually
broad, designed for military control. Within hours, most of them were filled with tanks and
armored personnel carriers. [ tried to maintain my routine during those three days, but
entering and leaving the building sometimes proved difficult. On the first day of the putsch,
hundreds of people filled the Ploschad Nogina, and some of the demonstrators tried to break
into our building. Arkady Volsci, the president of Scientific and Industrial Associations,
managed to convince the crowd that our organization had nothing to do with the Central
Committee of the Communist Party, even though we shared space with them on the Ploschad
Nogina.

Later that day, troops surrounded the area and kept the crowds at bay during the

remainder of the uprising. | kept my distance, as | did not want to anger any of the
weapon-toting soldiers. I could still remember the steel-toed kick to my ribs. I also did not
want to participate in demonstrations. [ am a quiet man, and as an interpreter, [ am by nature
an observer; more importantly, [ had a young wife and child, and I was responsible for their
safety. Each day, more people filled the streets. Many approached the tanks; some stood in
their path while others stuck flowers in the guns. At one point, | watched a mob of people
storm Dzerzhinsky Square, the place where the KGB was headquartered. Felix Edmundovich
Dzerzhinsky was widely recognized as the father of the notorious intelligence agency, a
ruthless murderer who was responsible for the death of millions in the early years of the
Russian revolution. A number of people tried in vain to topple the statute of Dzerzhinsky.
What was odd was that the KGB brutes just stood on the roof of their building, quietly
watching. There was an unreal quality to the whole affair, almost as if it were completely
orchestrated on both the part of the military and the crowds. In fact, I was unable to shake
that feeling during the entire event, and I was unwilling to become a tool used by others for
their own gain.

Later, I went back to Dzerzhinsky Square, curious to see what was going on there. A

crowd was still milling about, and there was a frightening energy in the air. The doors to the
KGB and Central Committee of the Communist Party buildings had the word “fascists”
spray-painted across them, and several of the doors and windows to the buildings had been
57

smashed. The Dzerzhinsky statute lay prone on the ground. I asked a man standing near me
what had happened, and he explained to me that a crane had come and brought the statue
down, all under the noses of the KGB! Again, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was
someone’s dangerous game of chess. I saw no future in it, and [ instinctively knew I would
soon be starting over.

By August 20, all independent news agencies were officially shut down. A couple of

them resorted to handing out flyers to keep everyone abreast of developments. Curfews were
imposed, and mass gatherings were banned. Younger people still openly discussed events in
public places, but older people were much more cautious, still uncertain how events would
play out. At home, I turned on the television to see if I could learn more about what was



happening. Central Television was broadcasting the ballet

Swan Lake of all things.

Police began checking passports and identification papers. And more than once I saw
Russian officers abusing non-Russians. It was open season. | approached one such policeman
and asked him why he was mistreating a young man. He responded to me by saying all
Caucasians were criminals and should be treated as such. [ was speechless. I felt [ was safe,
because I had a propiska, a document that proved [ was a proper resident of Moscow, which
was particularly difficult for nonprofessional Caucasians to obtain, but under those
conditions, I was afraid the situation could change at any moment.

Then, on August 22 it was all over. Gorbachev was miraculously healed but severely

weakened politically. It was time for me to go home.

- To be continued...-



The End of The Empire and Soviet Experiment in Afghanistan

My father’s death was quick and painless, for him. The death of the Soviet Union was slow. It was
marked by periods of deterioration, followed by short surges of power for the old communist leaders. Iraq,
too, is suffering a long painful death. Former leaders and those who held privileged positions are fighting
to retain their power. Of course, the details differ significantly, but the general story is the same. As the old
regime dies, the coalition forces are playing midwife to the difficult birth of a new order. For me, it felt like
déja vu all over again.

In June 1986 | had begun working at the Executive Committee of the Red Cross for the USSR. | had
a job typical of the communist era: | was assigned to the International Department of the Central
Committee of the Communist Party, and it was my responsibility to use my language skills to review open
and public information published by Western agencies regarding Soviet-American relations. | assessed the
information and reported to the former USSR ambassador to the United States, Anatoly Dobrynin, and
later to Valentin Falin, former Soviet ambassador to West Germany, as well as Dmitry Lisovolik, who
headed up the U.S./Canada division of the Department.

I met Nikolai at the Medvedkovo metro station in a suburb of Moscow in November 1988. Moscow
still was the capital of an empire that was destined to collapse in just few years. Nikolai was telling me
about his past experiences in Afghanistan as a former spetznaz (Soviet Special Forces) member. Seven
hundred members of this elite spetznaz, under the commander named Ruslan, stormed President
Hafizullah Amen’s palace in winter 1979. That marked the beginning of the ten-year Soviet invasion of
Afghanistan. The reason for the invasion: The Soviets decided that the pro-Soviet Afghan president was not
pro-Soviet enough.

Afghanistan once again became a battleground of empires. Many years later | would be fascinated
to learn from the BBC that Ruslan, who now lives in Moscow, and a woman, who as a girl had survived the
onslaught in the Afghan president’s palace, would be connected through VTC. More than thirty years later
she was asking Ruslan difficult moral questions. Almost everybody in the palace was murdered that night

as part of the former Soviet military doctrine, which ultimately led to more than one million Afghan



deaths, destruction of the country, and loss of hearts and minds of Afghans.

Nikolai is a huge, athletically built guy in a primitive wheelchair that he moves with his hands. He
returned from Afghanistan after being ambushed by Afghan Mujahedeen (holy warriors) and lost legs.
Despite his youth he seemed to be completely lost and morally devastated. He blamed the West and China
for the support of mujahedeen and Afghans for the betrayal. He was telling me that many Afghans were
calling them friends and brothers but then turned against them and joined the insurgency. He was
repeatedly asking what went wrong and why the “internationalist duty” of the Soviets was not appreciated
and welcomed. He said that the country was making huge sacrifices: militarily, politically, and
economically. Yet he still believed in the popular notion in the country that Afghanistan was going to
become the sixteenth Soviet Republic of the USSR and he still considered himself a proud Soviet citizen.
“Nobody can defeat our country; our country is the greatest!” he proudly declared.

He showed me the brochure (below) given to him and his comrades as a part of the Soviet
counterinsurgency (COIN) tactics in Afghanistan. More than twenty years later | see the equivalent of those

materials with “do’s” and “don’ts” disseminated to U.S. troops being deployed to Iraq and Afghanistan.

The brochure, published in 1987, contains prohibitions for Soviet troops serving in Afghanistan:

1) Do not enter into unsanctioned contacts. 2) Do not try to talk to local women. 3) D o

not visit private stores or individuals to buy goods, alcoholic beverages or drugs. 4) Do not accept any gifts
from local officials or individuals. 5) Do not take your clothes off for sunbathing in front of locals. 6) Keep
the secrecy while discussing military topics, be aware that many Afghans are fluent in Russian.



Figure 1.2 Soviet Soldier Cultural Awareness Guide. Picture and translation from Soviet Guide given to the
author in
the 1980s by a SPETZNAZ member. Author’s personal collection.'

The country of which | was then a citizen no longer exists. The Army, in which | served, luckily

before the Soviet invasion of Afghanistan, is also gone.

.. &
Soviet Military Uniform/1974- = Today’s Russian Military Uniform,a
1976 return to the Czarist-Imperial era

W TEEREESERE o {
Cadet Mahir Ibrahimov attending the Soviet Mllary  kromiin Guard, 2014 Ganeral Officer,
mmm«d{;ﬂwhnmwn f ol

Figures 1.2 and 1.3 The author in the Soviet Army, 1974-1976 and Russian Strategic Military Culture.
Graphic created by the author, which includes his personal collection in the Soviet Army." (photos are
taken by a Soviet Army photographer on Soviet military base in the city of Volzhskiy, Volgograd Oblast,
Russia, USSR in 1974 and on the Soviet military base in the city of Kaliningrad, Kaliningrad Oblast, Russia,
USSR respectively). He compares his 1970s military uniform with present Russian military uniform as a
reflection of the Russian Strategic Military Culture.

The Accords of April 14, 1988 included the principles of non-interference and non-intervention, the
voluntary return of Afghan refugees, and interrelationships for the settlement of the situation. The phased
withdrawal of foreign troops was supposed to begin on 15 May. The U.S. and the USSR also signed a
declaration on international guarantees, stating they would both refrain from any form of interference and
intervention. In the first three months, it was reported that some 50,183 foreign troops had withdrawn,
another 50,100 left between 15 August 1988 and 15 February 1989. During the withdrawal, troop convoys
came under attack by Afghan fighters, 72 Soviets were killed. The total withdrawal of all Soviet troops from
Afghanistan was completed on 15 February 1989. In a symbolic move, Lieutenant General Boris Gromov,

commander of the Soviet contingent in Afghanistan was the last to leave the country.



| remember the TV images when he turned the last time towards the Afghan territory and walked
away. He was the last Soviet Soldier to walk from Afghanistan back into Soviet territory. These images of the
Soviet troops withdrawing from Afghanistan over the bridge to the former Soviet Central Asian Republic still

live in my memory.

Original text in Russian and Azeri

C opymom o martepw.

A vyacto gayman o Tebe
B MUHyTbI ropecTu gyLueBHon
B MUHYTbI Heayra, pasoyapoBaHUN
B oHW gonrux, TSKKMX paccTaBaHUn

Bceraga 6bina co MHOM Thl.

CTpemuncs MbICreHHO K Tebe S
B oywe cBoen Tocky Tas
Denuncs, cnpawwmsan

N Tbl, aBnanace.

W kak B Bbinble rogbl
[lanekon oHOCTU MOen
Cagunacb pagom, genuna 605ib MOK U rpyCTb

M cTtaHoBUMNOCH nerye.

Hy KaK XuBeLlb CbIHOK, CKaXXu1

Kak ellb, Kak NbelUb, Kak CNULLb, N NNLLb



He mor Torga ckasartb 9 en
Pogoumon matepu moen
YTto GoneH 51 4aBHO U TAXKO
BonesHblo cepaua v gywm
YTOo He HaWén S B XKU3HU 3TOM
To, yTo 3aTaunocb roe—To

N aTo...

3ayeMm XuBY s, Belb He 3Hal0
He B cunax BbIHECTU Ty AOMHO
KoTopyto cyabba gana
Hy>XHa nu XeHLWmHa, XeHa unb apyr
CnocobHbIN yCTpaHUTbL Heayr

Ayuwin moen, He 3Halo.

Ho HeT eHbl, Apy3en HaAEXHbIX
B MUHYTBI TpyAHbIE CNOCOBHBIX

NoHATb MeHS.

JInwb Tbl poaHas NoHMMaelLlb
Mopsaumm cepauem obHMMaelLlb

[MopbIBbI rOPEeCTN MOEMN.

YKn3Hb Tak CKyyHa, rnyna u cepa
Korga tebe HyHbl cokpoBuLLa, Unb criasa?!
A moxet Bepa?!

CnocobHas BO3BbICUTb AHU TBOU



BOooxHYTb B TeOs1 COKpOBULLA UHbIE
Beayuwue nytn npamble
K cyactbio!
He Bepa B 6ora 1 B uepTten

A Bepa B XU3Hb, B camux niogen!
BoT roe Tantcs K c4acTbio KNo4mk!

W cTaHeT Xn3Hb HaMHOro nyiie

Bes mku, KopbICTK, 3MbIX 3aTeun

Cpeav HagéxHblX MHE Apy3en.

A XunTb X04y Ablla nonHee rpyabto!
Ho BHOBb BOKPYI MEHSI O4HU NULLb CyabM...

OHun cTporu, MpayHbl 1 HEOOCTYMHbI

OHu roToBbl BbINOMHUTL CBOW AONT

[MPUKPBITLIM MACKOW JTHXMBOWN YECTW.

(NeTto 1989 r./ Summer 1989)

guanor.

[MpUCHMNCA COH MHE KaK-TO HOYbIO
UTO BUXY 51 BOOUMIO

XpucTa, coleaLero Ko MHe ¢ HebGec.
B3rnsHyn oH rpo3Ho Bonpoluas
CKadku CbiH MOV B YeM BUAULLb Thl

Celn XU3Hu cMbicn?

Yto caenan Tbl BO 6naro nogsam



3a TpuguaTtb Tpy npoweawmx net?

A B TpyauaTth Tpu BO3HECCH B HEGO
YcTaB OT XXU3HWN cell MUPCKOMN
[MOHSAB BCIO TLWETHOCTb TEX YCUNUN

UTt06 npeobpasunTb cen MUp NACKON.

CymeeLb fb Tbl MO3HATb TO CYACTbe
KoTopoe cynart tenepb?
[Moka ecTb rnynocTb 1 6ecyecTbe

He 6yaeT B Xun3Hu 6e3 notepb.

A Tbl ocTaHbcs Yenosekom!
He npecTtynau ypes yectb 1 gonr
Hwn pagu cnasbl, HM BoraTcTea
He cBs3biBan Lensamu pabcrea

Cebsa u gywy!

XKusu, nycTb xM3HbL TEbA nackaeT
CBoen YapytoLen pykon
A He rnyney, Tebs Tonkaet

CeepLuaTtb NOCTYMKMK, Kak Crenown.

Benb %u3Hb ogHa, 6e3 NOBTOPEHbS
Tbl NpoXxuBaellb AeHb 3a AHEM
Tak nycTb e 6e3 COBeCTM 3a3peHbS

Mpong€t oHa cBouM nyTéMm!



(Jleto 1989 r./Summer 1989)

JlereHpa o nt06BU U ApyXxode

(M XUTPOCTU N MYAPOCTH)

[aBHO N1 310 6bINO NNb HEQABHO
He 9T0 BaXHO, BaXXEH CMbICJ1
KoTopbIN CKPbITHO U IBHO

3anoxeH 3gecb noBepb HE BbIMbICEJT.

B nycTtbiHe 3HOMHOM 1 6e3BO4HOM
Ctapuk n monogow B 6ege

Tenepb cnaceHbe NuLb B BOAE.

Jlnwb BNara K >XM3Hn nx BepHET
MpuaacTt nm cunbl U TONKHET
K cBepLueHusiM HOBbIM 1 aenam
KoTopble BEPLINTL MNOKMAANUCH

[lensa HeB3roabl Nononam.

W BoT BOanu Bapyr Aepeso yBUAES OH
W KpukHyn — Tam Boaa!
N ycTtpemunca ctapuk Tyga
3abbIB OT cHaCTbsA CBOM MPEKMOHHbIE roga

OKpIONEHHbIN CragoCcTblo HaaeXabl.

Ho gocturHyBs gepesa Toro

He Hawén oH Bnaru 4onroxgaHHom



JInwb 06pas ckaszo4HbIN XXenaHHbIN.

TyT cnop Benukui 3aBs3arncs
Uba 6ygeT gesyLuka cua?
Mnapon cka3an mosi

CTtapuk ckasan Mosi.

Torpa ctapuk no npasy net
Ckasarn,-qoBoribHO, HET

Tak Mbl He ynaanMm Cnop HaLl XKapKun.

A Mbl B30MOEM Ha OEPEBO BbICOKOE
UT06 NnOCMOTPETh Ha FOPU3OHT AanEKnm
YT106bI HANTM UCTOYHMKA cneabl
N6o 6e3 xnBnTenbLHOM BOAbI

Ham »u3Hu HeT.

Ho ecTb ycnosue ogHo
Tbl AOMKEH COXPaAHUTL OAEeXay
He noepeaus eé.
W ToT, KTO coenaet cune

Ha30BET Ty AEBYLLKY CBOEN.
Tbl Myap — ckasarn Mnagoun NoYTEHHO
[a byget Tak

[Na 6yneT Tak — ckasan cTapuk.

Ha nepeBo nones crtapuk



Ho oH 6bIn Myap 1 yMEH
MoaTtomy, cHavana oH

PasgeBLunch, crnoxun oaexny nog Apesom.

Ho cnycTtuBluKCh C AepeBa CTapuk

He Hawén Hu AEeBYLIKAU, HA MOJ1040r0 JUK.

Tak nycTb Xe XXMBET BO BEKN BEKOB

XVITpOCTb MonoabiX U MyApOCTb CTapI/IKOB!

(Hos16pb 1989/November 1989)

YpPOKU ropbkue TBOU.

AsepbangxaH—CTpaHa OrHen
O6bgarta ropem n cTpagaHuem
Monpanun 4yecTb TBOUX AeTen
CTpensinu B HaWMx maTtepen

bes TeHun YyBCTBa COCTpadaHuA.

AHBapb kpoBaBbi! HaBeyHO Thl
OcTaHelbcs B cepauax Hapoaa
Aywa kpnuunTt, 4To caenan Tbi?!

Mpemyapbin cTpax, xo3smH poga!

O 6onb mog! 3emna mos!
3aKkpbInN BEKM CbIHOBbS
[MopbIB CTpemneHbs He Tas

K cBob6oge Be4HOWN, CnagoCTpacTHON.



Ho >xepTBbl 3T He HanpacHbI,
XOTb Y My4eHUs y>KacHbl

TBoen cTpagaroLen ayLww.

Hapopg »XuBET n bygeT xuntb
Hapexgon, Bepoto. CryxuTtb
Npeam cuacTtba n gobpa

He yTonasa B TuHe 3na.

M MyapocCTb XM3HM coXpaHs
He npectynue yepes nopor
OxecTo4yeHbs,

OH JormKeH NULLb n3BreYb Ypok
KoTopbii BygeT emy Bnpok

OT npowwnoro owmnboK NOBTOPEHBS.

( MapT 1990 r./ March 1990)

XKeHe v Apyry nocssALwalo.
(CObINUCb MeuThbl)

Ecnun cyactnuea Tbl
To 3Ha4MT cHacTnNnB U S
Tak 6yab e cyacTtnvea

Jllobumasa mos!

CnoBa s 3T1 NOBTOPSO 4YacTo
CMOTpS Ha NUK TBOW UCKPEHHUI N ACHBIN
CTpemuncs gonro 9 cpepb mku 1 hansbLum

NcnuTb ntobBM M MCKPEHHOCTM YaLlu.

M BOT gaBmnachb Tbl



A BHOBb B3OXHYIT S NONTHOW rpyabHo
Cbbinncb 3aBeTHbIE MeYTh
N BOT Tenepb CO MHOIO Thl
N a pacctancs ¢ rpyctbio.

( Mapt 1990 r./ March 1990)

KuH)xan mou HbIHYe 3ap)xaBen.

KuHXan Mon HblHYe 3apXaBen
Asbik MoK nepecTtan ObiTb CNagok
Ayuwion s Takke obegHen

[lo xamcTBa cTan 9 YacTo najok.

Becb Mup B ny4ynHe 3na u nectu
CtpaHa Mmo4 XMBET 6e3 yecTu
[Mnoxue WwnT HaM HblHYEe BECTHU

Xpomaert “nepectponka’ becTtusi.

To 3g€ecb, TO TaM ChbILLHbI CTEHAHbSA
He onpaBganun oxmngaHbs

My>u Bbicokue B Kpemne.

Hy 4To e, Beab 3TO NuLLb Ha4ano
Kak yacTo roBopuTb Ham cTanu

bonbworo BaxHoro nyTwn.

W Hukygoa Ham He yntun
Benb Mbl Bennkasi ctpaHa
Cneumndumka y Hac ogHa

Bo Bcew BceneHHOW HET Takow



CoBeTCKoM, YNCTOM N POOHON.

(CeHTa6pb 1990/September 1990)

Mosa meuTa.

Iletn, netn moa meyrta
BameTHyBLINCH 13 rNyOuH aywmn
Tbl Kak BceneHHasl Be4yHa

Hecéwb B cebe Hagexa nyyu.

ny‘-ll/l Hagexn HencnoJsiHMMbIX
Ha Be4yHOCTb cyacTbs ObITUSA
nOTepb Aywn HeBOCNOJTHUMbIX

Me4dTamu 3ameHso S.

Ho HeT, MHe ckaXeT TBEPAO POK
MeuTbl MedYTamMun, Kakom B HUX NPOK
Tbl JOMKEH nU3BMeKaTb YPOK
OT Xn3Hu cen HebnarogapHon
M kak BceBeyLLUMN NPOPOK

CMoTpeTb Bnepén ¢ NpuUernom AanbHUM.

Tbl gOomMKeH BbINOMTHUTL CBOW O0NT
Mepen nogbmu 1 npea cobon
[a 6yget B nomoLb Tebe 6or

[nsa uyenun GnaropogHoOM TOMW.

(OkTa6pb 1991 r./October 1991)



Hasr olunur manim Nigar gizima.

Sen manim galbimsan
Manim sevincimsan
Sevimli tarimda
Osas bir simimsan
Urayimin nurusan
Gozlerimin surusan
Manim aziz balamsan

Yegana nigarimsan.

Bu gaddar dunyada
Sani na gozler
Sanin taleyinde

Varmi gafasler.

Yoxsa bu alemda
Bir buil-bul olub
Azad bir ugusda
Agaca gonub
Coah-cah vuracagsan
Xosbaxt bir anda
Sonra ugacagsan

Arzularinda.

(Noyabr 1991 il/November 1991)



CTnUX 0 4YeNnOBEYHOM.

Botochb g Xn3HM aTON BEYHOM
BcTynuTb xo4y Ha nyTb A MNEYHbIN
Koroa nepom momnm 6ecneyHbim

Cno>|<y A CTUX O YelmoBEYHOM.

[Mpowna nopa o4yapoBaHbA
HacTtano BpemMsi 0co3HaHbsA

3HayeHbs ObITUSA NOACKOWN.

O yenosek! Tbl — bor npupoab!!
BepHuck B He€, B CBOIO nopoay

N3Be4HOM MyapocCTu B yroay.

O yenosek! Tbl — 4yacTb Npupoabl!
Mpenas eé, Tl Nnpegan bora
BepHu eé, cBoto npupoay

C co3HaHbeM OTAaHHOro Aonra.

(Oekabpb 1991 r./December 1991)

OTpe3BneHue.
(nocBsilaeTcA azepbanmKaHCKOMN UHTENNUIeHLUUN)

Wcnnn s yawy oTpe3sneHns
HacTtano Bpems o3apeHbs
MonHbl Mbl ObINK YyBCTB CTPEMIEHDBS
"OTOBbI BbINN K YHUKEHBAM

K TAXENbIM ropbKMM paccTaBaHbsiM



,D,yLIJeBHbIM TAXKAM OXXUOaHbAM.

3a 4To X cTpaganu Mbl Tak 4onro
O 4ém meyTanu Mbl, CTapanncb
B >xmpy n macne He katanucb
A 4yecTu Kogekca bosnucb

W kak mornu 6eCCTpaLIJHO apanuncb.

M BOT cenyac Mbl okasanucb
Y Kkpasi nponacTun KpyTou
W octaHoBneH 6er Halw GbICTpbIn

OAauvH NULLbL B3Max NneTu TYrow.

Tak BOT goxaganucb
Toro, 4ero Mmbl onacanmuce.
DpPOHT CTPOUT cHacTbe, A KOro?

HapogHbin, 3HaunT ons Hapoga?

Onatb obmaH, onATb HaaeXabl
W cnbllumMTCa NULLb CMEX HEBEXAbI
JInwb s Tenepb x035MH poaa

JInwb g Bepuwy cyabby Hapona

PoaHbIM MouM, Apy3bsiM B yroay.

Tak uTo e Tbl 3abnyaLnn CbiH
[Mponow xe v gyLm cBor rMMH
[MycTb pa3Bep3HyTCa Hebeca

W cosepluaTtcs yygeca.



N Mnp yctpoutcs BKkoHeL

N yecTb NONAET C HUM MO BEHEL.

Wcnun s vyawy oTpesBneHbs

HacTtano Bpems o3apeHbs.

(AxBapb 1993 r./January 1993)

Barnag B Aayuwy.
(Qacm(asi

LiepkoBb Gbina nepenonHeHa. Ho oHa cpasy npuenekna Moé BHUMaHUe cpeau
MHOIMX OPYrUX OEBYLUEK U NapHeEW, NPULIEALUMX CEroaHs B 3Ty HEOOMbLLYO
MOCKOBCKYIO LIEPKBYLLIKY.

MeHsi nopa3uno BblpaXkeHne e€ nuua v rnas, CUsiBLUMX Nog MOHOTOHHOE MeHne nona un
ctapywek. lNogonasa nobnuxe s paccmoTpen eé.

Kpacusble cBeTrble BOSIOCHI, NPaBUibHble YepTbl Nnua, CTPOMHbLIN CTaH, fieT 19 He
bonee.

£ cTosn xagHo BAbIXxas apoMat €€ BOS0C, HO OHa Oblfa CrMLWKOM MOrfoLeHa CBOUM,
OLHUM NULLb TOSNbKO €1 Be4OMbIM MUPOM.

masa, e€ 6onblune rnasa nsnyyanu cBeT U HEYTO Takoe, YTO NPUBOAUIIO cepaLe B
TpeneT. A ¢ n3ymMneHMem CMOTpEr Ha HeE, MblTasACb 3arnaHyTb B €€ BHYTPEHHUIN MUP.

Cnyx6a koH4nnace. lNocTaBmB CBEYKY, 3aKyTaBLUUCh B LUEPCTSAHYIO Wanb, OHa Bcres
3a ApyrMmMun Hanpasunach K Bblxogy. A ABUHYNCA 3a HeN. A gomkeH bbin pasragatb €€
TaWHy, NOSTHOCTbLIO MNO3HaTL €€.

JTobonbITCBO, CMeLLnBalOLLEECH C CUITbHBIM XXenaHnem obnaaath et TOMKano MeHs.

CT1os1n1 MOpO3 - Tpeckyyun, nioTbin. Beé 3acTbino Bokpyr. Kasanocb HET cunebl,
CnocobHOM OXMBUTbL 3aCHyBLUYIO Npupogy. CTyxa, o4Ha NyLb CTy>a HEYyMOSNMO
NPOHU3bIBaKoLLasa cepaua BeYHO XaxayLime Tenna n ceeta.

BckourB Ha NnogHOXKY aBTobyca, 1 npoTUCHynca nobnwmxke K Hern. OHa npogoskana o
4éM-TO AymMaTb, HO Tenepb OHa Obina COBEPLUEHHO MHOW, TAKOM-XXe KaK BCE.



3ameTuB MOW NpuUcCTanbHbIA B3NS4, OHa oTBena rnasa. A pewwmvnca. HaknoHMBLUKCH K
Hen, s npowenTan: - “[le.ywika, 8 normdato!”.

OT HeOXnOaHHOCTWN OHa B3APOrHyna, 3atemM yauUBEHHO B3rnsiHyNa Ha MEHS U BOAPYT
pacxoxoTanachb.

OHa npogosmkana cMedaTbCs, a 9 NIMXopagoyHo 064yMbiBan CBOW CreaytoLwmi Lwar.

Bopyr, oHa Takke BHe3anHO nepecTtana CMesiTbCs U B3fsiHya Ha MEHS.

He Bbigep>xaB eé Barnsaa, 9 onyctun rnasa. OHa nowna K BbIXoAay.

Ho yaaya conytctBoBana MHe. Bbixoasa n3 aBtobyca oHa NogcKonb3Hynach,

HO nogodexas s1 3ab0TNUBO NogaepXxan e€, 3aTeM OTOLEN B CTOPOHY C HEBUHHbLIM
BblpaXXeHneM nuua.

OHa cHoBa B3rngHyna Ha MeHs 1 ynblbHynack. Kakas xe a1o 6bina ynbioka!
HaBepHoe 9 MHOrMM Bbl NoXXepTBOBan pagu 3Ton yrblOKu.

B TOT xOnogHbI Be4Yep MeHsi CNOBHO 064aM0 XXUBUTEMbHbLIM TEMMOM, UCXOAALLMM U3
Camoro 4YenoBeYyeckoro cepgua.

A nogoLweén K Her 1 JOoNro paccMapuean eé npekpacHoe nuuo. E€ nyxnele,
YyTb MPUOTKPbLITbIE N'YOKU MaHWUNN HEBELOMOW CUIOWN.

“Tak 4To e ¢ Bamu cny4dnnocb?’- Cnpocuna oHa 1 eé rybbl CHOBa CNOXUITUCH B
ynbIOKy.

1 He MOr NOHATbL, YTO CO MHOKM NpoucxoaunT. Nepeno MHOM cTosANa Kpacueasi
AeByLlKa U cMoTpena Ha MeHsi 6onbLUMMK, fackalwuMn rnasamMmu. A xe He Mor
NPOM3HECTN HN CNoBa, MHOW OBfafeno CTpaHHOE COCTOsIHME, S CIOBHO Dpeaun.

HakoHeu, 5 npobopmoTan:
- “Cenvac, B LepkBM, kKorga g yBuaen Bac, Balum rnasa, g NOHs YTO Bbl MHE HY>XHbI Kak
BO3ayX. MHe KaxeTcsl, YTO 51 3Han Bac BCK CBOK XM3Hb.”

YKeHLMHbI TpUXoannu 1 yXoAnnIun U3 Moeu Xn3Hu, He oCTaBNASa B HEN CKOMb-HNOYOb
rnybokux crnegos. Ho TyT, cTpax nepea TeM YTO OHa CKaxeT “HeT” oBnagest MHotw. A
BECb JpoXkar, YyBCTBYSA CBOE Beccunue.

MpuwypuB rnasa oHa cnpocuna:

-“Bam He xonogHo?”

TonbKo cenyac 9 3ameTur, 4YTO CTOH 6e3 wanku u B pacTErHyToM nanbTo.
-“BoT Bam HoOMep Moero TenedoHa, No3BoOHUTE MHE 3aBTpa B 9 4acoB BeYepa,’-
Ckasana oHa 1 o6gana MeHsi TenoM CBOUX YAUBUTESbHbIX rMas.



- “A Tenepb A NpoLUy Bac HE XoauTe 3a MHOW,-NMPOM3HECHa OHa MeAfIeHHO, A obelato
YTO OYEHb CKOPO Mbl C Bamu yBnaumcsi. Ho 6otock, 4To nocrne Bctpeun...” He
AOroBOPMB, OHA MOBEPHyachk 1 noLuna.

A ponro cmoTpen en Bcrea v Bopyr, BCNOMHWI YTO 3abbifT CNPOCUTL €€ UMSL.
“Kak Bac 30ByT!”-KpurkHyn 51 XpunnbiM ronocom. Ho oHa npogosmkana ngtum He
ornsabiBasicb. A nobexan 3a Hen. [lJorHaB e€, 1 B3rnsiHyn en B Nnuo.

OT yaca s1 BCKPUKHYIN: BMECTO NPEeKpPacHOro, 3HaKOMOro fnuua Ha MeHsi CMOTperno
CMOPLLEHHOE MU0 CTapyXu C yXMblngaoLwmmcs 6e33yobiM pTOM.

He 3Hato, ckonbko BpemeHun g 6exan. HakoHew, CNOTKHYBLUMCh, S YTKHYNCS B Cyrpoo.
XOnoaHbI CHer oTpe3Busl MeHs.
YTto nponcxoaut? KTo oHa? 3Tn BONPOCHI HE AaBasiv MHe MOKOS.

Bcto HOYb 9 HE COMKHYN rna3. A yTpoM, HE AOXMAAACh BeYepa s peLunsi NO3BOHUTb
MOEW TauHCTBEHHOW HEe3HaKOMKe.

lMNocne 4eTBEPTOro ANMHHOIO ryka Ha ApYyroM KoHLe nNpoBoAa NogHANu Tpyoky. A
Mornyari, He pellasicb 3aroBoOpuThb.

“Cnywato Bac,-nocnelwancs B Tpydke 3HakoMbI MHe ronoc,-rosopute.”
“3ppascTByinTe,-CKasan s cpbiBalOLWMMCS rofiocoM, 3To A. Mbl BYepa ¢ Bamu...”
“A-a-a, aT0 Bbl. Kak Bbl BY4epa gobpannch?”

Y MeHs MeJlbKHYIa MbICIlb, @ HE NPUCHUIOCH J11 MHE BYEepa BCE 3T07?
Ona roBopwuJsia co MHOW KaK HX B YEM He BbiBano: nackawwmm, 3ad0TNMBbIM rOfIOCOM,
KaK Torga Bo BpeMA Hallero 3HakomcrtBa, A0 TOro Kak...

Ho Beab s NOMHI0, 4YTO 4O6PEN A0 AOMY U XO3a1MKa KBAPTUPbI, Y KOTOPOW S CHUMATT
KOMHaTy, OTKpblfla MHe ABEPb N UCMYraHHO B3rNsiHya Ha MEHS.

Mogonas k 3epkany, 9 He y3Han cebs: brnegHoe, BbITAHYTOE, BCTPEBOXEHHOE NNLIO C
OnecrtawmmMm rnasamm, NnanbTo B CHEry, wapd BONOYNTCSA B HOrax, Luarnka B pyke.
3HaunT 370 ObIN HE COH.

Tem BpemMeHeM OHa aana oTeeTa.

“Xopowo gobpancs, cnacmbo-Beigasun 5. Korga mbl ¢ Bamu MoxxeM yBugetbca?

“A Bbl He nepegymanun?- Kak MHe nokasanocb, 4yTb HACMELUIMBO, HO B TO e BPeMS C
ene 3aMeTHOWM TOCKOW B rosfioce crnpocuna oHa. BugmMmo Bbl HENNOXOW YENOBEK N ecnn
4YTO-MHe BygeT xanb,” - Tnxo gpobasuna Mosi HE3HaKOMKa.

E€ nocnegHue cnosa Npo3By4Yany HACTOMbKO 3arafjoMHO M C SIBHbIM HAMEKOM Ha YTo-
TO, YTO B KAKOE-TO MFHOBEHWE S XOTeN NOBECUTb TPYOKY M Ha 3TOM NPeKpaTUTb BCHO 3Ty



nctoputo. Ho nepeg Monmu rnasamv cHoBa BCMIbINo eé ynblbatoleecs, npekpacHoe
NNLIO, NacKOBbIV B3NS4 U BCE COMHEHUSI CHOBA paccesnCh.

Beuepom mbl BcTpeTunmck. Onecs, Tak 3Bany MO HOBYO 3HAaKOMYHO, MpuLLia NoYTu
POBHO B Ha3Ha4yeHHOe BpeMs. Beyep npoluén B HE6ONbLLOM YIOTHOM Kadoe, B KOTOPbIN
Mbl 3aLnu no npegnoxexHuo Onecwu.

3aecb eé 3Hanu 1 B6bInKn, Kak MHe NoKas3anocb, en O4eHb paabl.

A 9710 06bACHUN Ans cebs eé obLMTENBHOCTLIO U NPOCTOTOM XapakTepa.

Beuepom crneaytowiero gaHa Onecsa npurnacuna meHs kK cebe.
Mbl cugenu Ha KyxHe n nunu koge. Onecst pacckasbiBasia O CBOEN XU3HN:

“OTel YyacTo NpUxoann 4OMOW NbAHbBIA N HaYMHaN pyratbca n GuTb maTb.

A nnakana. B Hayane aTo octaHaBnmBano otua. OH nogxoaun Ko MHe, 0OHMMan MeHs,
BbITUpArn Mou AeTckmne crnésbl n obellan 4To aToro 6onblie He noBTopuTcA. Ho Ha
cnefyoLWnn AeHb BCE NOBTOPANOChH:—pYraHb, nobown, cnéssbl.

MoTom oTeL BooOLLE NepecTan obpallaTb Ha MeHs1 BHUMaHWe, ckaHganbl JoMa
yvyactunmce. MHe Torga 6b110 net 9-10. Matb Most 6e3ponoTHO nepeHocuna Bce
cTpagaHus.

3a Hac HekoMy BbIo 3acTynUTbCS. M3 poaCcTBEHHMKOB HUKOMO He BbINo, a coceaun
jenanv Bua, YTo HUYero He BUAAT.

HWKTO He XxoTen BMeLLMBATbLCA B YyXXMe ena, BCe XU 3aKpbiBLUNCb B CBOUX
KBapTupax, CITOBHO B KIleTKaXx.

YXe Torga s novyyBCTBOBasia kakas 9TO CTpallHas Bellb—4enoBeveckoe paBHoayLIne.

A NOMHIO Kak Nocne o4YepeaHoro NbAHOro ckangana oTew NPSIMO B oAexae 3aBanuics
cnaTb. Yepes HECKONbKO MUHYT OH YXXe FPOMKO Xpaner.

MaTb ynoxuna meHs, cena psgaom u Monya cMoTpena Ha MeHs NOSHbIMK OT CNés
rnasamu. A Torga He 3Hana, YTo MaTb yke Oblna Tskeno 0onbHa.

Yepes gBa mecsiLa oHa ymepna.

A octanacbk ¢ otuom. OTel cTan NPUXoanTb AOMOW BCE peXe U pexe...

-MpopomxeHue cneayeT-

Dr. Mahir J. Ibrahimov Biography

Below are the links to author’s latest autobiographical book and video trailer:
https://kansaspress.ku.edu/9780700632237/across-cultures-and-empires/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=amvjlrfigsg



https://kansaspress.ku.edu/9780700632237/across-cultures-and-empires/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=amvjJrfjqsg

Dr. Ibrahimov (also known as Dr. I.) is the Director of the U.S. Army Command and General Staff
College (CGSC) Cultural and Area Studies Office (CASO), the U.S Army Combined Arms Center. As the first U.S.
Army Culture and Foreign Language Advisor, he established a successful Culture and Foreign Language Program
during the U.S. and coalition military and related Counterinsurgency (COIN) operations in Iraq, Afghanistan and
elsewhere at that time. It was recognized as the Army-wide model, and he was promoted to become the Army’s
Senior Culture and Foreign Language Advisor. In that position, and later as Director of CASO, he continues
developing and improving the program with an outreach extending across the Army and beyond with a variety of
educational programs, including publishing, guest speakers, direct support to CGSC classes, live panels, video
podcasts, international cooperation, and research.

Dr. Ibrahimov has been tasked to support the U.S. Army Chief of Staff’s study. As part of the study he traveled to
Ukraine and provided follow on recommendations to the U.S. Army leadership in support of U.S. national security.

Based on his extensive and first-hand knowledge, regional and global expertise, Dr. | has been regularly invited
oversees to support NATO and other partners to inform and shape NATO and Partnership for Peace policy
development.

Dr. Ibrahimov provided vital assistance as a multi-lingual cultural adviser to U.S. forces during Operation Iraqi
Freedom Il in Iraq and became the subject of a Department of Defense newsreel, “Jack of All Languages. It was
another combat experience, which Mahir has also witnessed first-hand.

He has also instructed U.S. diplomats in languages and cultures at the Department of State.

Mahir was the President of the U.S. Corporation on education and culture in Washington, DC, as well as the
professor at the American University in Washington, D.C. He has also served as a senior consultant for several
American multinational companies.

He is the author and editor of several books among numerous other publications, including in foreign languages.
His new fifth book “Across Cultures and Empires: An Immigrant's Odyssey from the Soviet Army to the U.S. War in
Iraq and American Citizenship” was recently published by a major U.S. publisher.

This is a fast-paced narrative, based upon the author’s experiences, and is already gaining a significant
international traction among the scholars, public and movie industry.

His other books “Cultural Perspectives, Geopolitics & Energy Security of Eurasia: Is the Next Conflict Imminent?”
“Great Power Competition: The Changing Landscape of Global Geopolitics,” and “Life Looking Death in the Eye” have
also received an extensive recognition, including from the Army leadership. Related video interviews and trailers are
available for public.

Dr. I's expertise has been featured in global media outlets such as BBC World News, Los Angeles Times, movie
industry and U.S. Department of Defense venues.

He is fluent in multiple languages and versed in many cultures. He is married with one daughter, who is an active-
duty officer with the U.S. Army.


















My Hero

(the author’s daughter wrote on the back of the photo after
his return from deployment to Iraq)

" Soviet Soldier Cultural Awareness Guide. Picture and translation from Soviet Guide given to the author in
the 1980s by a SPETZNAZ member. Author’s personal collection.

il The author in the Soviet Army, 1974-1976 and Russian Strategic Military Culture. Graphic created by the author, which includes
his personal collection in the Soviet Army (photos are taken by a Soviet Army photographer on Soviet military base in the city of
Volzhskiy, Volgograd Oblast, Russia, USSR in 1974 and on the Soviet military base in the city of Kaliningrad, Kaliningrad Oblast,
Russia, USSR respectively). He compares his 1970s military uniform with present Russian military uniform as a reflection of the
Russian Strategic Military Culture.

i E.g., see Marshall, Phased Withdrawal, Conflict Resolution and State Reconstruction, Conflict Research Studies Centre
(Watchfield: Defence Academy of the UK, 2006. Accessed a: http://www.da.mod.uk/colleges/arag/document-
listings/ca/06(29)AM.pdf/view.)
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http://www.da.mod.uk/colleges/arag/document-listings/ca/06(29)AM.pdf/view

