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The Little Wolf


The blood flows into the mud, where it carves thin red paths. The slope is dark with mould and decay, and soon the blood will be absorbed and will disappear. The skull is crushed, the limbs lifeless. Not so much as a whimper is heard.


Red drops have splashed his trousers, but he can rinse them off in the water that flows in the flat riverbed below. With the brick still in his hand he feels strong, invincible and calm. He stands looking at the lifeless eyes. Blood still trickles out and is sucked into the sediment. He kicks the corpse and walks down to the river. The scrawny mongrel will soon be food for new stray dogs, and later for flies and maggots and other crawling things.


Once, he drowned a cat in a sewage ditch, but it didn’t give him the same feeling as killing dogs. Now he mostly kills dogs. And pigeons. They perch by the dozen up in the tall apartment buildings. He sends them scattering in fright from the kitchen to the living room to the bedroom and lavatory, right through holes in damaged walls where the concrete dangles in huge chunks. The apartments are like half-crushed shells; rows of rooms are no more than piles of masonry and dust. Everything usable that wasn’t destroyed in the attacks is stolen, devoured. A few dilapidated things remain: a warped stool, a broken shelf.


The buildings were left standing as walls of defence on the flat  landscape when the first rockets were aimed at the city. Here the city’s defenders barricaded themselves; here, they thought, they would stop the invasion. Throughout an unyielding, bone-chilling winter the battles raged from neighbourhood to neighbourhood, from street to street, from house to house. The resistance fighters had to keep withdrawing further out of the city, surrendering the rows of deserted apartment blocks like eerie shooting targets for the Russians’ rockets. In some of the buildings you can still read the rebels’ graffiti on the walls - Svoboda ili Smert - Freedom or Death!


On stairways without banisters, on ledges where one false step means you plummet to the bottom, in rooms where at any moment the ceiling can collapse on top of him or the floor give way under him - this is where Timur lives. From the top of the concrete skeletons he can peer out through holes in a wall at the people below. When he gets hungry he startles the pigeons, which flutter away in confusion. He chases them into a corner and chooses his victim. The fattest. Grasping it tightly between his legs, he breaks its neck with a practised grip. He twists off the head, quickly turns the bird upside down, and holds it like that until all the blood flows out. Then he plucks it, thrusts a stick through its body and roasts it over a fire he’s lighted on the top floor whose roof has been blasted off. Sometimes he roasts two.


In the rubbish dump on the hillside below he ferrets out half-rotten tomatoes, partially eaten fruit, a crust of bread. He searches in the top layers because the refuse quickly becomes covered with dust and muck and, when the rain comes, gets mixed with bits of glass, metal and old plastic bags. The dump is a lifeless place. Only up on the asphalt strip at the top of the steep hill is there movement. People, cars, sounds. When he’s down here, amid the rotting earth, he’s hidden from the life up there, the street life, the human life. Just as on a top floor, almost in the sky, he’s hidden from the life below.


Quick as a squirrel, slippery as an eel, lithe as a fox, with the eyes of a raven and the heart of a wolf, he crushes everything he  comes upon. His bones protrude from his body, he’s strong and wiry, and always hungry. A mop of dirty blond hair hangs over two green eyes. His face, with its winsome, watchful expression, is unsettled by these eyes that flit restlessly to and fro. But they can also take aim like arrows and penetrate whatever they see. Put to flight, in flight. Ready for battle.


He knows how to kick well. His best kick he does backwards: advancing as if to attack with his fists, he suddenly spins round and thrusts out a leg with a quick movement, striking high and hard with a flat foot. He practises up in the apartment building, kicking and hitting an imaginary enemy. In his belt he carries a knife; this and the bricks are Timur’s weapons. His life is a battle with no rules.


He is too much of a coward to be a good pickpocket. There’s one thing in particular he’s afraid of - a beating. So he steals only from those smaller than himself. When it starts to get dark he waylays the youngest children who beg at the bazaar or by the bridge across the Sunzha and intimidates them into handing over the coins they collected during the day. He beats up those who object or try to evade him, and he hits hard. The unfortunate victims are left in tears. The young predator slinks away.


Summer is coming, and the little wolf will soon be twelve years old.


 
When he was only a few months old, towards the end of 1994, he heard the first bomb blasts. That first winter of war he lay wrapped in a blanket on his mother’s lap in a dark cellar while the sounds assaulting his ears formed his first memories. Before he could walk he saw people stagger, fall and remain lying on the ground. His father joined the resistance and was killed in a rocket attack on Bamut in the foothills of the southwestern mountains when Timur was one year old. His widowed mother then carried the boy in a shawl to the home of her husband’s parents. A couple of years later, she, too, was gone.


Timur spent his early childhood with his grandparents in a  small village. Life was quite peaceful for a few years, until war broke out again, this time fiercer, bloodier than before. Timur was five then. After the first year of this second war he started school, but the classes were interrupted by Russian attacks, and for months they lived in the cellar because of the constant barrage of rockets. One spring evening as they sat in the damp darkness under ground, the neighbouring house was hit. When things quietened down, Timur peered outside and saw something roll past the door: the neighbour’s head, thudding steadily down the road.


Timur’s grandparents died when he was seven. At the second funeral it was decided that he should go to live with his father’s brother, Omar, a young man in his mid-twenties. Liana, who was one year older than Timur, would go there, too. The two children had the same father, different mothers, and had not known about each other before.


They moved into the uncle’s one-room flat in a bombed-out building in the Zavodskoi district of Grozny. Towards evening Omar sat down with a bottle of booze and told the children, aged seven and eight, to go to sleep on the dirty kitchen floor. They lay next to each other listening to the sounds in the ravaged apartment building.


The next morning the uncle ordered them out into the street. If they didn’t come home with money - enough money - they would get a beating.


That’s what invariably happened. The uncle used an electric cable that had been stripped of its plastic insulation. Only a small piece of plastic remained at one end, the part he gripped when he hit them. He held the metal over the stove until it glowed and whipped it across their naked backs again and again as they lay together on the floor with their knees curled up under them.


They learned quickly.


Liana practised the art of interpreting people’s intentions and movements to detect their unguarded moments. Then her small hands stole into pockets and handbags. She roamed the streets and  marketplaces with an angelic look on her face. Like her half-brother, she had pale, almost translucent, skin and luminous green eyes that could penetrate people’s necks and backs, pockets and bags. But her look was veiled, detached. It didn’t grab hold as Timur’s did.


The siblings adapted to street life, but living in the gutter affected their appearance in different ways. The more devilish a thief she became the more angelic Liana appeared - people saw only two large childish eyes and an emaciated body - whereas Timur became more stooped and scowling. He looked like a petty crook, in fact, but preferred to gather bricks from tumbledown buildings rather than risk being caught stealing. He was paid two roubles for the bricks - about four pence - at building sites. It was hard work because the bricks weren’t scattered individually; they might form part of a wall, a doorway, a brick edging. You had to hack away pieces with a sledgehammer before you could scrape off the plaster, concrete or cement. Only then would you get anything for them. He had to fight for the best locations because there were many who tried to earn money this way, adults with families to feed as well as children like him. To deal with the larger pieces of masonry the young boys preferred to work in groups, where the youngest children, who cleaned off the plaster, were only six or seven years old. Timur stood hunched over as he hacked with his hammer; sometimes he got so tired he had to sit back on his haunches. He was so thin that when he squatted to clean the bricks his bones stuck out like two points from the seat of his trousers.


Zavodskoi - ‘Factory Town’ - was the site of big production plants. Its oil refineries had been among the largest in the Soviet Union. Now they lay like leaking chemical disasters. Mines had been laid in many of them, too. Timur learned to watch out for mines and explosives that had not detonated. To risk a mine exploding was better than getting another round of blows on his back from the glowing copper. Besides gathering bricks, he collected all the metal, iron reinforcing rods, aluminium and wires  he could find. For that he got two roubles a kilo. One morning a heavy metal plate fell on to his foot. A deep open wound, infected and full of pus, eventually became an aching, crooked scar. All summer he limped around with sledgehammer in hand and a knife in his belt and developed an even more dangerous look.


But when he lay next to his half-sister on the cold kitchen floor hearing his uncle snoring in the other room, he felt knotted up. He thought about a life in which he wouldn’t have to be afraid. The thought occurred to him that Omar, lying there in a drunken stupor, was an easy target. A brick hidden in Timur’s hand: bam, on his uncle’s head; a knife, swish, across his throat, and . . . But the thought always ended in a nightmare: the uncle woke up, grabbed the hand holding the knife and turned it on Timur.


In the neighbouring flat lived another man with young relations who had lost their parents. The neighbour and the uncle often drank together, and sometimes they brought in Timur and the neighbour’s nephew, Naid, who was two years younger, and ordered them to fight. Whoever lost would get a beating. The two drunkards cheered and shouted. Naid was smaller and even thinner than Timur, so usually he was the one who got a good thrashing from the two men as punishment for losing the fight. Like Timur, the boy next door also grew up with burn scars across his back and on the backs of his legs. Sometimes a neighbour came in and scolded the men for making such a racket and threatened to report them to the police. Timur hoped she would carry out her threats, but she never did.


At that time, Grozny lay in ruins. There were fighter planes in the sky, tanks in the streets, bursts of gunfire at night. Many of the inhabitants had fled; those who could leave, did. Others hung on, had no place to go, and struggled to cope somehow in the chaos. Few paid any attention to the children.


As Timur gradually became more adept with the sledgehammer he managed to put aside a few roubles. When he was ten years old he bought beer and a packet of cigarettes for the first time. He thought that if he drank he’d get stronger, because his  uncle hit hardest when he was drunk. Timur drank some beer and wanted to find someone to beat up. But he only became dizzy. He didn’t grow strong; he just felt more miserable and more lonely.


Dusk was the worst. Every afternoon, just before it got dark, he was ordered to leave while his sister had to stay at home. Timur wasn’t allowed to come back before the last rays of sunlight had disappeared.


 
One afternoon when the door had been locked behind him, he drifted down to the river and began throwing small stones into the water. The sun was setting and a rosy glow that had settled over the rooftops struck his eyes. One pebble after another created rings on the surface until they disappeared in the current as the river passed on under the bridge. His eyes followed the patterns until he began to shiver. The warm light was suddenly gone, the city looked bleak again. A couple of dogs limped around in the rubbish along the water’s edge. He looked around, picked up a large stone from the rubbish, and whistled to one of the dogs. He leaned down, clucked and beckoned as if he had something to offer. When the animal approached him, he raised his right hand, the one holding the rock, and brought it down on the creature’s head with all his strength. The dog howled and sank to the ground. Then Timur took the sharp stone in both hands and struck again. They were such wretched creatures, these mutts - scrawny, weak and trembling. Hungry dogs weren’t dangerous. It was the satiated, the well-fed ones, that bit you.


He sat by the river for a while. The rocks were ice-cold. The air was raw and the damp seeped into his clothing. He started to get up to go home, but then sat down again. He couldn’t bear the thought of his uncle, the foul-smelling apartment, his sister’s sobs. He decided he’d never go home again.


When it got dark, he lay down in some large pipes a little further along the riverbank. They provided a little shelter, but all night he lay cold and frightened, listening to the wild dogs  howling. The dogs that were so easy to kill during the day became slavering wolves in the darkness.


At night they were the strongest ones.


 
The little dog killer lives in Russia. He was born in Russia, he speaks Russian, he looks like a Russian, with pale eyes and blond hair. During the few days he attended school he learned the same Cyrillic alphabet as the children in Siberia, had the same history lessons as students along the Volga, and he memorised the same poems by Pushkin as the children in St Petersburg. He is one person among Russia’s declining population, one of barely 150 million citizens. If a proper census were taken across the nation, and if someone had found him down there by the muddy riverbed, he would have counted as but one citizen in the far-flung realm. But at no time in his life has any state wanted to count him in. Let alone wanted to look after him. Or cared about what he’s lost: his parents, his childhood, his schooling. Or what he’s never had: care, upbringing, security - because of a war that this same government started.


Timur is not among those whom most Russians would call ‘one of us’. On the contrary, boys like him are a problem. A threat against the true citizens. The true Russians. There are two words for being a Russian. There’s rossianin, which means a Russian national, and then there’s russky, which refers to ethnicity. Only Slavs are russky, ‘one of us’. When President Vladimir Putin speaks to the people of Russia, he will of course, rightly and properly, use the word rossianin which includes all citizens, be they Orthodox Christians, Muslims, Buddhists or Jews. Timur is  rossianin but not russky. He’s a citizen of Russia, but not a Russian. Timur is Chechen. In addition to Russian, he speaks his mother tongue, Chechen, but he’s never learned to write it. He knows his culture through myths and legends, but has never learned his history. He knows he’s a Muslim, but has never learned to pray. He tries to be proud, but doesn’t really know what he’s proud of. He knows he wants to fight, and he knows against whom.


A census would have revealed many things. Soviet figures from 1989 showed that the number of Chechens had just reached one million. Since the wars started, five years after that, around one hundred thousand Chechens have been killed.


Among the dead are thousands of children. They could hardly be called bandits or terrorists, as the authorities label those who resist. Not yet, anyway. But if you ask Timur what he wants to be when he grows up, he answers that he wants to be a resistance fighter. He wants to trade his knife for a Kalashnikov. He wants to fight, to fight back. He wants to exchange the dogs for Russians. He wants people to be afraid of him. That’s what he wants most of all.


You can try to count the dead. You can argue about the numbers. You can count the maimed. You can argue about those numbers, too. What does it matter to lose a leg. An arm. To become crippled. To become blind. To have your hearing blasted away.


Where in the statistics do you find a violated childhood?


UNICEF reports that since 1994 up to the present day twenty-five thousand children in Chechnya have lost one or both parents. Some of them live in cardboard boxes, in bombed-out apartment buildings or in pipes by a riverbank.


 
A blanket of pitch-black darkness wraps itself icily around him. The night is bitterly cold. Is it wolves or dogs that are howling? Or jackals maybe? Huddled inside the pipe he tries to stay awake, because he’s afraid the wild animals will attack him while he’s asleep. And when the first streaks of light filter through his eyelids he creeps out, trembling with cold, and begins gathering pieces of wood and cardboard to make a hut. Before the sun is up he has built himself a small shelter out of the concrete pipe on the riverbank. It doesn’t protect him against the cold night air but he hopes it will help against the dogs.


He tries to imagine that he’s a wolf, a merciless wolf, a swift creature with teeth sharp as an awl. But the game doesn’t warm him up and he has to abandon it.


After a while Timur moves in with gypsies. He pays them a few roubles to be allowed to sleep in their huts and sit by their fires, while he dreams of belonging to the real wolf pack. The resistance fighters, the heroes who attack the Russians from bases in the mountains, who blow up armoured vehicles. Up there, in the snow-covered mountains, that’s where he wants to go. He wants to fight, as the wolves before him have fought for three hundred years according to his grandfather.


Even if he hardens himself, he still harbours painful thoughts. He has left his half-sister in a helpless situation. Alone with his uncle. He fantasises how he will rescue her. How he will break in when the uncle is lying in a drunken stupor, how he will threaten the man with a knife and save his sister.


He kills a dog instead. Kicks yet another corpse. Dopes himself up, sniffs glue. He ends up in a fight with the gypsy boys and is thrown out of the roving pack.


Once again he sleeps alone down by the riverbank with the dogs around him. Dogs that he can kill at any time. They’re so weak, so cowardly, he snorts. They’ve forgotten they’re actually wolves.
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... sharpens his kinzhal


I can’t remember the first time I heard about Chechnya. But I remember the first time I had to spell it.


Russian television, the first days of January 1995: streets filled with distorted bodies. Charred, black fragments that had once been human beings. Children’s corpses frozen into the ground. Dark bloodstains in the snow. Panic in a frozen city. In the midst of this, a burned-out army tank with a star-shaped figure on its roof like a blackened copper statue - a Russian soldier with one hand on the gun barrel, the other outstretched. He’d been fused to the metal by the intense heat as the tank he commanded became an inferno. He died in that position, caught in flight.


All across Russia people sat mesmerised in front of their television sets.


For the military leadership, it was the morning after.


What had gone wrong?


On 10 December 1994, Boris Yeltsin had been admitted to hospital for a nose operation. The next day forty thousand Russian troops rolled across the snow-covered plains and crossed the border into Chechnya, a republic that had declared its independence from Russia three years earlier. The president lay on the operating table, and was therefore neither seen nor heard, but the day before the operation he had persuaded the Russian Security  Council to approve ‘disarmament of all illegal armed groups’. Then he disappeared under general anaesthetic, and his minister of defence, Pavel Grachev, took command of reality.


For several weeks Russian forces launched sporadic attacks in order to make Chechnya’s president, former Soviet general Jokhar Dudayev, change course. But the attacks only made the president more intransigent, and in the morning hours of New Year’s Eve 1994 the assault on Grozny began. Pavel Grachev, who had celebrated his forty-fourth birthday the evening before, had declared ‘a single paratroop regiment can solve all the problems within two hours’. After the first twenty-four hours, a thousand Russian soldiers had been killed.


Calmly, without firing a shot, the tanks rumbled forward on huge caterpillar treads. They did not have orders to attack, just to ‘occupy the city’. They passed through the suburbs without encountering any resistance. The same was true of the apartment blocks on the outskirts of Grozny. The heavy columns rolled on until they reached the inner city. There they met the counterattack. The Chechens stood ready in Grozny’s forest of tall buildings. Tanks were set ablaze. The soldiers inside fled from the flames, only to be shot down, one by one, as they leaped out. Those who sought refuge in the buildings were attacked in the entrances, where the city’s defenders stood ready with knives, swords and kinzhals - daggers.


How could the Russian army allow itself to be so humiliated? What kind of intelligence information was this? The minister of defence had himself said that bandits in the republic numbered in the tens of thousands. Bandits - that’s what he called the separatists. Had he imagined they would run away when they saw the tanks?


According to highly placed military sources, it gradually came out that Grachev’s order to storm Grozny on New Year’s Eve was given almost on a whim during a drunken party at the military base in Mozdok. ‘A birthday blitz’, the idea was called.


The troops had been sent in without maps, without firm  orders, without knowing where they should go. The tank drivers had merely been told ‘Follow the tank ahead of you’. Many of the soldiers had never handled a weapon, and those who had had generally lain flat on the ground and fired at a target. None of them had received any training for urban warfare - the most difficult of all battlefields. The army had not yet adjusted from a Cold War strategy based on nuclear warfare. Most of the tanks were old and lacked communications equipment as well as protective armour. The Chechens could toss grenades from high-rise buildings and let the ammunition and fuel that exploded inside the vehicle do the rest.


As the fighting raged, television stations broadcast a taped recording of the president’s traditional New Year speech. In front of the Russian flag, Boris Yeltsin delivered his greetings; when he got to the armed forces, he lethargically intoned: ‘When you risk your lives, even on New Year’s Eve, remember that you are serving Russia, you are defending Russia and the Russians.’


The soldiers he addressed never got to hear those words.


 
I sat in shock in front of the television, together with my Russian hosts, Ludmila and Alexander, in their apartment near Belorussky Station in Moscow. We were witness to a humiliating catastrophe for the Russian army. A catastrophe that flashed on to the screen in all its horror. This was during the short period in the nineties when the Russian media were actually free to edit their own broadcasts. The TV pictures showed burning tanks every ten metres, charred, rigid corpses and body parts hanging in the trees.


How could the world’s biggest army have made such an elementary mistake? Tanks, with no infantry support, inside a city where snipers swarmed over each other. ‘Tanks can rule in a field, but in a city they are blind,’ Grachev himself had said.


The disastrous attack might have been taken directly from the books of John F. Baddeley, who described the Caucasian wars of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries: 


The result was as expected. The troops in the centre got separated from those in the front and those in the rear, and the enemy swarmed in between, shooting from all positions, from behind every tree trunk - and even from the branches, because the huge beech trees sheltered large numbers of Chechen sharpshooters - and wherever there was confusion, they streamed forth to finish the task with a sword or kinzhal.



 
I was twenty-four years old and on my first assignment as a journalist. I had rented a small room with a window in the home of a family with three children in Moscow. Anything else was out of the question on my freelancer’s budget. To cover expenses I took jobs as an interpreter. For one fumbling year I had written newspaper articles for Arbeiderbladet, articles without head or tail which were patched together by an understanding foreign editor. Fortunately for me, Øyvind Johnsen believed it was easier for someone who knows Russian to learn to be a journalist than for a journalist to learn Russian. He threw himself into the task body and soul, and eventually I could supply articles with lead paragraphs, headlines and subtitles. I knocked about in Moscow’s streets, squares and alleys, or caught trains across the Russian steppes.


But now an old black and white TV that needed to be thumped in order to get a clear picture was my only source of information about the war. I was at a loss. I was supposed to report about hell from a place I could barely spell.


First Che, then ch, and then nya.


Little by little my fingers got used to the word. More and more frequently that winter I had to write about this place that I’d never been to or had any desire to visit. I took notes frantically from the television there in mouldy apartment seven, building fourteen, on Leningrad Prospect. One evening after the broadcast Ludmila started reciting a poem: 



The Terek streams over boulders  
The murky waves splash  
A wicked Chechen crawls on to the bank




 
I broke in:


 
And sharpens his kinzhal.




 
I knew that poem well. The verses were fixed in my mind from the days when I used to memorise Russian poems in the Blindern student housing complex in Oslo. It was by Mikhail Lermontov, the enfant terrible sent to serve in the Caucasus during the 1830s after writing a poem about Alexander Pushkin’s death that criticised Tsar Nicholas. The poem - like Lermontov’s main work, A Hero of Our Time - was inspired by the Caucasus and told of Cossack mothers who rocked their infants to sleep with horror stories about the evil Chechens. ‘Be prepared, little baby,’ they warned.


In the same way, Chechen mothers instilled ideas of the enemy’s wickedness and taught their children to become warriors. ‘Take up arms, little one.’ Unfortunately, some of the hypnotic rhythm gets lost in translation:



 
Papa is always a soldier  
Hardened in battle is he  
Sleep, little boy, go to sleep  
Sleep, go to sleep now in peace



 
Soon we will come to the time  
You too must go off to war  
Valiantly fasten your stirrup  
Take up your weapon and fight





 
‘History repeats itself,’ Ludmila said with a deep sigh. ‘Alas, alas,’ she lamented, feeling just as sorry for the Chechen children  and their mothers as for the poor teenage soldiers from the Russian glubinka - the depths of Russia - who were sent straight to their deaths. ‘Yeltsin, that drunken sot!’ she cursed.


The international desk at Arbeiderbladet telephoned and asked me to explain the background to the conflict in the Caucasus. The mountain people that never surrendered. Papa is always a soldier. Three hundred years of fighting against the Russian empire. You too must go off to war. Fighting for their own traditions. Sharpens his kinzhal. New uprisings. Take up your weapon and fight.


The information in the media differed more and more. On Channel 1 the Russians emerged victorious from every battle and made great gains, while the independent channel NTV showed the atrocities of the war from both sides. The newspapers contradicted each other, and so did the politicians. As a freelance journalist for a newspaper with a limited budget I didn’t have access to the international news bureaux. This was before you could just log on to the Internet and read. I fumbled around blindly, qualified numerous points in my articles and felt inadequate. It was utterly beyond my powers to report accurately about the war, and an uneasy thought was born.


 
‘Do you have a seat on a plane to Grozny?’


In front of me stands a fat man in a green uniform, a sheen of perspiration on his face and neck. His sceptical eyes scrutinise me from beneath bushy blond eyebrows.


‘So you want to go to war?’


The man is not exactly friendly, but not exactly unfriendly either.


‘I’d like to see for myself.’


The somewhat sleepy officer considers this and asks: ‘Are you sure that’s right for you?’


Above the uniformed man hangs a chandelier with only a couple of bulbs lit. They are superfluous, in any case; the sun casts long rays through the dusty windows. The room’s thick cement walls are painted the yellowish beige typical of Russian government  ministries. It is early May, but already a sudden heatwave has enveloped the Russian capital, sweetening the city with the intoxicating fragrance of flowers and turning the trees a soft green overnight. I draw a deep breath, seeking some fresh air, but here in the corridor the air is as cloying as the colour of the walls.


‘Well . . . I guess I’ll find out.’


We’re standing in a large carpeted room in the Ministry of Defence. The officer gives me a distant, tolerant look, and what he says next is uttered almost without thinking.


‘War is not for young ladies. Why don’t you write about something womanly instead - clothes, spring fashions?’


‘Clothes don’t interest me much.’


The officer wipes his forehead with the sweaty back of his hand and sighs. It’s almost lunchtime.


‘I advise you not to go.’


He looks at the clock.


‘You’ve been warned.’


He disappears down the corridor. I stay where I am, feeling uneasy, a little beyond myself.


One morning it just hit me. I have to go. I have to see for myself. Just as quickly, I pushed the thought aside. I couldn’t imagine myself in a war. Who could?


War is somewhere else, not where you are. Not where you’re supposed to be. But Moscow had become a fog in which it was impossible to find your way. And when should, should not, should, should not became should, the next question presented itself: How do you go to a war? It’s not just a matter of travelling there. Civilian planes are cancelled, the trains no longer run, the roads are blocked. In my dank basement existence with Ludmila and Alexander on Leningrad Prospect, I had nobody to ask. But some certainly take aeroplanes. Those who have to go to the war. The soldiers, the officers, the generals. Maybe they could take me along?


The green-uniformed man reappears in the corridor. He has a piece of paper in his hand. Some numbers scribbled with a blunt  pencil on grey notepaper. A note of the planes that transport the army to Grozny.


‘You can come to the military airbase at Domodedovo at five o’clock on Wednesday morning.’


He wipes the sweat from his brow again, turns round and walks away. After a couple of steps he looks back at me.


‘But I’d rather the plane left without you.’


 
Two days later a light night turned into a brilliant sunrise somewhere on the road to Domodedovo. The seductive heavenly spectacle was spoiled only by the driver who fussed and complained.


‘The war? What can you do about it anyway? What does it have to do with you? Is it worth risking your life for?’


I stepped out of the car into a crystal-clear summer morning. The airport lay in the middle of a birch forest. From the area in front of the building a path led along a stream, and the ground was covered, idyllically, with a blanket of wood anemones that extended to an uneven row of low wooden fences. At a counter inside I received confirmation that I was in fact listed as a passenger on the military plane. Who said Russia was bureaucratic? I was directed to a bench by the wall, but chose instead to go outside and follow the narrow path along the stream. Beyond the building’s warped doors, half-hidden behind pale green foliage, stood small wooden houses with carved window frames and decorated rooftops. Lace curtains fluttered in the windows and you could already see cabbages and carrots sprouting in the gardens. The houses were faded and peeling, revealing all the nuances of the colours they had been painted over the years. As in most villages in Russia, the inhabitants were elderly. Hunchbacked women hoed the soil; grey-haired men peered through the tiny windows. Peasant women on a bench, their hands on their canes, the budding birches, the white trunks, the murmuring brook, and the keen sense of anticipation that the scent of anemones always gives me - this was the last memory I took from Moscow.


We carried our bags on to the plane, the soldiers and I. When Ludmila realised that she couldn’t change my mind about going -  Am I going to have yet another thing to worry about? They shoot anything that moves! - she had packed a huge lunch of black bread - sour-dough lasts the longest - a jar of tomatoes - you need vitamins - water - it might be polluted down there - a Thermos of tea and warm clothes.


‘It’s summer, Luda!’ Another floral-patterned scarf.


‘You’re going to the high mountains, Åsnitska!’


I found a seat among the soldiers and when I turned round I looked into hundreds of young faces, very young faces - eighteen-year-olds on their first tour of duty. Only a few of them had ever flown in an aeroplane before. Those in window seats sat with faces pressed against the glass, while those in the middle stretched across their comrades or stared straight ahead. The boys, looking pale and thin in their uniforms, had been taken straight from their homes and into the war. They were to replenish the ranks. Thousands of young men like them had already been killed by the snipers on Grozny’s rooftops, in mountain ambushes or by their own troops during the first chaotic weeks. The boy beside me had blond, almost white, hair and ruddy cheeks; he craned his long thin neck across the soldier next to him in order to see out of the window. We sat without speaking. It was as if we were each already on our own journey. I could still turn back. He couldn’t.


As soon as we were airborne, an officer emerged from behind the front curtain. He invited me, or, more precisely, commanded me, to come to the forward cabin. The front of the plane didn’t have rows of seats as in the back; instead, it was a small compartment with little tables and soft chairs. I was offered a brimming glass of vodka, black bread and pickled gherkins. It wasn’t quite seven o’clock in the morning.


The officers on this side of the curtain had been in the war before and were going to crush the enemy, squeeze the scoundrels, wipe out the bandits, make mincemeat of the wild men; yes, the Chechens are wild, explained the officers. They cut  off people’s heads, ears, noses, fingers. You can’t trust them, they shoot you in the back, they trick you; they’re devious to the core, and always have been, these mountain people. A wicked Chechen crawls on to the bank, and sharpens his kinzhal.


White rows of snow-covered cliffs shone beneath us. Delicate wisps of clouds danced around their heights. From the edge of the carpet of snow, rivers and streams rushed downward to disappear into lush forests. At the bottom of one valley lay villages trapped between mountainsides almost too steep to climb and cut by deep ravines that gaped towards the mountain’s dark interior.


During the landing I was allowed to sit on a folding seat between the two pilots. Hundreds of planes would come in this direction. They would fly this route to drop bombs on forest groves, on villages, roads and on people. By now, most of the fighting was taking place on the ground; but a heavy stream of planes still took off from their bases. The war was still young.



Thud, we landed on a makeshift landing strip. Bump, we sped along rough concrete. Click, the doors were opened and we disembarked. Out on the landing strip the pilots pulled a helmet and a bulletproof vest from the baggage compartment. A farewell gift. They wished me luck.


The Russian army was going its way. I had to find mine.


The sun baked down from high overhead as I lugged the heavy gifts away from the plane. Military vehicles were already picking up the soldiers; they were crammed together in the back of a lorry and quickly left the runway.


I looked around.


First towards the airport building, where the windows had been broken long ago. Some twisted metal frames were all that remained. The walls were riddled with holes, the counters smashed. Through the building I could see a road leading from the main entrance towards the city, that is to say, most probably towards the city. Where else would it lead? There was nobody to ask. I stood there with my backpack, the heavy helmet and a  bulletproof vest the size of a Russian bear. Dragging the war kit with me, I headed towards the front of the building. From there I could probably work out how to get further.


Two men, one tall and thin, the other shorter and heavier, came towards me. They walked mechanically, arms hanging loosely at their sides, making their way up the steps of what had once been the entrance to the airport. Their faces bore a stony expression. When they began to speak I realised what it was. Terror. Something I’d never seen before. Fear of death. It created a mask that made facial expressions disappear, features harden and bodies go limp. Only words were left, and they too were lifeless.


I was crazy to think of coming to Grozny, they told me dully.


‘There are snipers everywhere. They lie on the rooftops, shoot down whoever they please,’ said one of the men in a rasping voice. ‘The Russians have control during the day, but towards evening it turns deadly.’


‘The machine guns sing all night,’ the other added.


They were Germans, working for Stern. Or was it Der Spiegel? No matter, they were going home, would try to get on a transport plane to Moscow, and I ought to do the same.


The men sat down with their backs to the cement wall, and each lit a cigarette. They seemed out of breath; was it their walk along the bombed street, or because their hearts were beating twice as fast? Perhaps it was that their fear was beginning to lose its hold now that they were going home. Clouds of cigarette smoke mixed with cement dust in the air.


My head was swimming under the midday sun; there wasn’t a shady spot anywhere, everything tall had been bombed flat. Come back on the plane with us. Snipers everywhere. Back to the anemones by the cool building. They shoot down whoever they please. Back to Luda and Sasha and the TV set. They lie on the rooftops. Back to my desk. A symphony of machine guns at night. You’re crazy if you stay.


For the first time, I felt I was weighing my life in my hands.


Did I walk? Did I find some transport? Did I meet someone? Was I offered a ride? I no longer remember how, but somehow I ended up in the centre of Grozny with my forbidding equipment. I’d passed row after row of devastated buildings, demolished homes, gaping holes - the city lay in ruins. Already now, four or five months into the war, the destruction was worse than that suffered by Sarajevo in two or three years. People tramped over stone blocks and pieces of concrete, walked around deep holes, bent under wires and cables, balanced on planks laid across the bomb craters. After the catastrophic New Year invasion, the minister of defence had got rid of some generals; he remained, himself, but changed tactics and began high-altitude bombing.


Hospitals, orphanages, waterworks and homes were demolished - despite the fact that Russia’s prime minister maintained that ‘the aerial attacks strike only military installations from which the enemy is shooting’, and the Security Council in the Kremlin declared ‘the Chechens simulated explosions in residential areas’.


Some people had set up small tables where they sold cigarettes, sweets, a pair of stockings. Spare car parts were displayed on one wooden crate, batteries on another. Hotel? Motel? A guesthouse? People shook their heads. I looked up at the rooftops. That’s where they were supposed to be lying, the snipers. The massive air attacks had forced the separatists to withdraw from the capital and continue the fight in the mountains. But they stole back in smaller groups and carried out nightly surprise attacks on the Russians.


The sun would soon disappear, and here in the south at the foot of the mountains night fell very quickly. But it was still light now, and during the daylight hours Russian soldiers patrolled the city, which lay there like a pile of sleepy ruins. Where should I go? What should I do? People gave me curious looks, but when I met their gaze they turned away. I had to get rid of the wretched gifts the pilots had given me.


The sun sank lower. A young girl came carrying a large bucket. I imagine I must have stopped her somehow.


‘Follow me,’ she said.


I followed. A pair of worn-out sandals, a skirt that dragged on the ground, and, when I raised my eyes, a floral-patterned scarf. We left the main street and started up a steep path that crossed a hillside above the city. Low houses whose doors were pock-marked with bullet holes clung to one side of the footpath; opposite them was a stinking garbage heap. We didn’t say a word on our way up the hill. The low afternoon sun burned the back of my neck. Perspiration dripped into my eyes. My face was coated with sticky dust. There was a metallic taste in my mouth. My heart beat wildly.


The girl knocked at a door. It was opened from inside. ‘Welcome,’ said the girl I had followed. Women of all ages came towards me. The oldest, a stout woman with wavy grey hair visible under a black kerchief, took my hand and led me into a room that was divided up by white sheets hanging from the ceiling. A young girl set out a wash basin and a piece of soap; the stream of water was like music as she filled the basin from a pitcher. In the cracked mirror above the wash basin, I met a pair of gimlet eyes. Steady, staring, wide open. A look I’d never seen before. It was my own. I don’t belong here.


When I came out into the yard a pale reflection of the setting sun danced in a corner by the fence. A table had been set with slices of bread, a soft white cheese, sweet peppers and golden tea. The women let me eat in silence. They weren’t going to have any food themselves. I saw that they had put away the helmet and bulletproof vest, which I’d set down outside, and they were evasive when I asked any questions. After all, who did they think I was - a young girl, part soldier, part adventurer, with equipment from the Russian army?


‘I’m going to write,’ I said.


They nodded.


The air was mild, soft as velvet, and around us the grasshoppers  were singing. A chilly breath of air brought some coolness; gradually the heat was drawn out of the hill, the benches we sat on and the wall behind us that had been sizzling-hot before. You’re going to the high mountains, Ludmila had said. I went inside and got one of the scarves she had stuffed into my backpack, and returned to the yard as the first gunshots ripped the evening’s stillness. Replies crackled against the sky. Another attack. More replies. Round after round of a frightening song. The women didn’t light a lamp. We sat there in the dark. It was pitch-black when we went to bed. The girl who had come with the water pitcher went inside with me holding a candle, and left it flickering on the floor beside me. Shadows spiralled up the whitewashed wall. I was alert to every sound. Bullets carried on an exchange of deadly messages, back and forth, back and forth, far away, then closer. I lay with my eyes wide open.


The cool breath of air had been an illusion; now the darkness was hot and heavy. The sheets were clammy. It was hard to breathe. The salvoes came closer, they were fighting right outside the wall. Soldiers broke down the entrance and stormed the house; they kicked in the door, yanked the sheet off me, pulled me out of bed, threw me to the floor. I screamed. And woke up. Then I dozed off again into a restless sleep accompanied by shots that came and went, until slowly they grew silent.


At dawn I was awakened by a cock crowing. The door to my room was ajar and opened out towards the backyard, where hens were clucking and scratching. Soon I heard cheerful voices from the yard, something rattled in a dish that was being filled - peas, perhaps, or dried beans; someone sifted something, shook something; a gas flame was lit, tableware clinked. They were homey sounds, safe sounds, and I allowed myself to be lulled by the murmur of subdued everyday noises in a futile attempt to become part of it all.


I realised how ill-prepared I was. I didn’t know where the battle lines were, had no idea how I was going to get around, and no notion of what surrounded the city. The women looked at me  in amazement when I meekly asked at breakfast if I could stay for a while. But they nodded. I went with the girl who had found me - or whom I had found - to the market, to the well; we cleaned beans, we hoed vegetables, we stirred pots, we sat in the backyard. Little by little the women told me their stories.


Luiza Magomadova had five daughters. Her husband had been killed during a bombing raid that winter. I saw no sign of her sons, or of her daughters’ husbands. The women didn’t say where the men were, they avoided the subject, talked about something else. Because, after all, who was I?


The men were most probably in the mountains, continuing the battle there. Otherwise the women wouldn’t have been so reticent. I knew I ought to go somewhere and report about the war, but I had no idea where or how. So I played with the children, talked with the mothers and waited for courage I didn’t have. The youngest daughter in the house, seventeen-year-old Bereta, was also waiting. She was well into her tenth month of pregnancy, waiting for a child that didn’t want to come. She waddled around the yard with much difficulty and sighing, or she sat dozing in the shade in a mended armchair. She was dark-complexioned, taciturn like her mother, and seemed weighed down by sorrow that sapped all her energy. One afternoon as we sat drinking tea, each lost in her own thoughts, she said slowly in her laborious Russian:


‘I know why . . . I know why.’


She stared off into space, and then turned towards me.


‘During this whole war I’ve held back my feelings. Now my body is holding back the child.’


She told about sitting in a cold cellar during the worst attacks, about lying sleepless, night after night, listening to the bombs and machine-gun fire and wondering how life would be when the baby came.


‘If it comes, that is. It’s almost ten full months now,’ she sighed, and grew silent again.


The third night I was awakened by loud moaning while it was  still dark, while the gunshots were still crackling, long before the cock crowed. Bereta’s waters had broken, the baby was on its way, but it was too dangerous to go to the clinic now during curfew. They sent for a neighbour. Bereta sweated and moaned, sweated and screamed. They would go to the clinic as soon as it got light. There was an extra space in the car.


‘Can I come along?’


When we got to hospital I was directed to a bench in a corridor. It was a hospital like all the others in Russia, the same pale yellow walls, the same linoleum-covered floors, the same numbers and letters on badges and posters, the same smell, the same shirts, the same sheets. The only way you could tell this wasn’t just any hospital in Russia was by the windows: they were covered with thick tape to prevent them from being blown out by bomb blasts.


As I sat there in the corridor under the taped-up windows, the senior doctor came and asked me to follow her. She led me into a room a few doors away, where another woman was also waiting to give birth. The woman lay motionless with her face turned to the wall. Some days ago she had been on her way down from the mountains in Shatoi and had got caught in an exchange of gunfire. Her husband and six-year-old son had been killed. She herself had shrapnel wounds in her breast. The woman looked at us without seeing us. Alone, waiting for her child, with her face to the wall and metal fragments in her breast.


‘I just wanted you to see how terrible the war is,’ the doctor said quietly.


She led me back to the bench and disappeared. I sat there listening to the murmur of hospital sounds.


Then I heard a loud, clear cry.


A nurse came to get me, and I was allowed to see Bereta. A tiny head with masses of dark hair lay at her breast with one ear turned towards his mother’s heart. The baby’s chest rose and fell with healthy, steady breathing. His skin had a deep pink glow.


A mother who didn’t know where the father was, or if he was  even alive. A father who didn’t know his first son had just been born. A mother who had lost a child and awaited another. A father who had waited, but who now no longer waited for anything.


This was my first war reportage.
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The First War


One week later I’m lying in a ditch.


Bullets rip twigs from the trees overhead and graze the top of the incline, triggering a cascade of stones and weeds. In the field next to us the shots land within a few metres of each other. When they hit the ground earth spurts up - just like in the movies, I say to myself. Yes, that is in fact what I’m thinking as I lie with my face in the dry turf and prickly thistles. Fortunately, it’s difficult for the soldier in the tank to fire into a ditch. My mouth is dry, so terribly dry that if only I had something to drink, I say to myself, if I had something to drink I’d open the bottle, put it to my mouth and swallow. But I don’t have anything to drink, and it wouldn’t have helped, because the thirst isn’t thirst. It’s terror.


Someone is actually trying to kill me.


To be shot at: an absolute certainty that if you’re hit, the bullets are more powerful than you. In a second you can be gone. Everything you are, everything you know, everything you’ve read or thought or heard. You’re at the mercy of the person with the weapon, who he is and, not least, how afraid he is. The time it takes when someone is trying to kill you does something to you, if you survive.


What the hell am I doing here? This isn’t my war.


Next to my face lay the feet of Martin Adler, a Swedish  freelance journalist I’d met at ‘Konservny’, the mass grave outside Grozny where people came to look for their lost loved ones. The bodies lay in deep ditches. A sweet and nauseating odour hung in the air. The corpses were black with flies. Fat white worms crawled around among the dead. Some bodies were naked, others partially clothed; some had shirts tied around their heads, others had their hands bound; some were missing arms or fingers, their skulls crushed, their bodies pierced with bullet holes. Others had been burned and could only be identified by their teeth. They were photographed, given a registration number and reburied. If their relations managed to identify them from the lists displayed at Dynamo Stadium, they would be dug up again so that what was left of them could be buried, according to Chechen tradition, in their own villages among their forefathers. These were the people who had disappeared at the roadblocks, who had been dragged from their homes, who had disappeared in the Russians’  zachistki - clean-up operations. Men who had been tortured to make them give information about rebel positions and inform against their comrades, or who had been subjected to pure sadism, which poisons all wars, and then tossed into this mass grave to hide the evidence. There were mostly men in the ditches, and mostly women searching.


Martin turned to me. ‘What should we do?’ he asked.


What should we do? I lay with one side of my face on the ground, my eyes turned towards the field where the earth was still spurting up each time a bullet landed.


‘We’ve got to get out of here,’ Martin said hoarsely. ‘They might come out of the tank and shoot into the ditch. They don’t ask who we are before they shoot.’


I nodded. I couldn’t speak. I had no voice.


Behind me lay Martin’s interpreter, a young boy from Moscow who kept saying, even before we ended up in this ditch, how much he regretted accompanying the blond Swede. Beside him lay Jennifer, a one-woman television crew from ABC, and, behind her, the Chechen driver.


It was too dangerous to stay.


We crept forward. We wriggled flat on our stomachs along the bottom of the ditch, and the whole time I thought about water - thought that soon I couldn’t crawl any further if I didn’t get something to drink. My knees smarted, my hands were scratched, my mouth was full of earth. More bullets showered over us. I noticed that Martin lost his map as he slid, reptile-like, over the stones. It lay some way from me, and I wondered if I shouldn’t try to pick it up; it was a very good map, and such a thing was hard to find. I looked at my grass-stained fingers smarting from the thistles; with one hand I clung to the ground, with the other I pulled my bulletproof vest over me. If I reached for the map, what would I do with it, which hand would I hold it in, how would I hold on to the vest then? It would be harder to crawl. So I wriggled past the map, left it lying there like a red marker.


 
I had been living in Luiza Magomadova’s house for a week when I met Martin at Konservny. He’d rented a car, he said, and wanted to look around, go to the front lines. He asked if I would come along.


We left Grozny the next morning and drove some distance south of Shali, a town controlled by Russian forces. Six months into the war no clear front lines existed: they were everywhere and nowhere. Martin wanted to go to the other side, to the boyeviks - the resistance fighters - in the mountains. If we followed the highway and crossed the invisible line where Russian control ended, we would find them.


‘Outside the city, heading south, there’s a huge stone at the side of the road,’ we’d been told. ‘You can drive that far. But no further, then you’ll be fair game for both sides.’


We spotted the stone and stopped. Stood there a while. It seemed so peaceful. The heavy branches of a walnut tree arched over the road, the fruit on the wild plum trees had begun to ripen. Ahead of us, a flat plain stretched towards a distant hill. We  decided to drive on. I’d taken off my bulletproof vest; it was too heavy to sit in. Instead I padded my side of the car with it. My helmet rolled around in the boot. If I’d worn it, it would look as if the driver was carrying a soldier in the back seat, and he’d have none of that. He put his foot down, raising a cloud of dust; we left the stone, the highway was deserted. I leaned my head on the vest.


The khaki colour of the tank blended almost perfectly into the road. Gunshots crackled in the air. The brakes squealed and our car swerved to the side.


‘Out!’ Martin shouted as he threw open the right-hand door and dived into the ditch. I tumbled after Jennifer, who had been sitting in the middle, and managed to grab my vest, which now lay on top of me like a rug. Shells boomed on the road.


As we crept forward, the tank slowly changed direction and targeted its attack on a spot some twenty metres from us. Evidently the drivers of the tank thought the attack had come from our red Lada. Had we gone a few metres on, the car would have been riddled with bullet holes.


Lying in the ditch ahead of us was another man. Martin stopped, as did the trail of people snaking behind him. The man indicated with his eyes towards a car hanging over the edge of the ditch. He had neither seen nor heard the shooting before his front tyres were punctured.


Up on the road, another car braked sharply. We leaped up, threw ourselves into the back seat, and shouted: ‘Turn round! Turn round!’ The driver sped back towards Shali, as armoured vehicles thundered past us in the opposite direction.


At the first Russian checkpoint we were stopped by a drunken young soldier who ordered us out of the car. Waving his Kalashnikov at us aggressively, he shouted that we were under arrest.


‘Backs to the wall!’ he whined, pointing towards some sandbags next to the barracks a few metres away.


The soldier was of medium height, skinny, with hollow cheeks and a defiant look in his eyes. Eager to fight. He staggered around  with his rifle and began to interrogate us in a sniffling voice. Who were we? Where were we going? Who did we work for? Who had we met? What had we seen?


An older Chechen was sitting on the sandbags with us. ‘It was a young boy who attacked,’ he whispered when the soldier turned away. ‘He got away through some pipes. The Russians don’t dare get out of their tanks during an ambush. They don’t know how many snipers might be nearby. The soldier on the roof of the tank was killed.’


 
The Chechens had lost their foothold in more and more areas, and had been forced to withdraw towards the Caucasus Mountains in the south. But they infiltrated the Russian zones and launched surprise attacks on roadblocks, military camps and vehicles on the highways.


The soldiers reeked of vodka and stale sweat. We sat silently by the sun-baked cement wall. Suddenly the bellicose soldier aimed his gun at me and bellowed:


‘Get up! You’re coming with me!’


‘Me?!’


‘I’m taking you to headquarters to question you properly. Come this way,’ he commanded, and pointed. The highway was at the top of a slope that led down to a field; beyond the field was a dark grove of trees. The Kalashnikov was aimed at my stomach.


‘But your headquarters are in Shali. There isn’t any reason to go through the woods . . .’


‘It’s a short cut,’ he replied coldly, without moving the Kalashnikov.


‘Shali is straight ahead!’


‘Shut up! Nobody asked you, you’re under arrest!’


He grabbed my arm to lead me down the hill. The other soldiers didn’t say a word. Martin was calmly trying to negotiate via his stammering Russian interpreter when a thundering drowned out his voice. A tank. Now I had to act fast. I tore myself from the  soldier’s grip and began shrieking and howling and waving my arms at the side of the road.


‘I don’t want to go into the woods! I don’t want to go into the woods!’ I shouted, and thought: tears, tears, make tears, scream for mama, scream that you want to go home, scream anything at all.


The tank stopped. What incredible good luck - the vehicle was manned by a group of soldiers who had taken Martin and me on their rounds in Grozny some days earlier. My face grimy with mud and sand, I sobbed:


‘I don’t want to go into the woods!’


‘Why do you want to take her into the woods?’ the soldiers asked the commander of the post.


He mumbled something.


‘Let them go, all of them,’ said the tank officer. One soldier was sent to get our car, which amazingly enough still had its tyres intact. We sped away without looking back, and reached Shali just before curfew. Darkness fell and gunshots cut through the night.


We stayed overnight with a local family, and I lay there thinking about the fear they must have felt - all those who were detained at roadblocks and then taken away, into the woods, where they had to dig their own trench before being executed. Many people had disappeared at such checkpoints. Who can imagine what they went through? The terror before the shot was fired, before the bullet pierced their flesh, before they rotted away at Konservny.


The next morning Martin rummaged through his backpack.


‘Damn it, I’ve lost the map!’


I felt a stab of guilt. But said nothing. Martin wanted to go on. I was uncertain.


In the end, I went with him. We travelled south. The goal was the same: to reach rebel territory. The Russians advanced further, leaving behind demolished buildings, more people killed and wounded. Soon only the snow-covered mountains were controlled by Chechen forces. We passed the villages they had  abandoned, and when it was close to six in the evening we sped towards Duba-Yurt, one of the last towns the Russians controlled in the south, a few kilometres from the front. Our driver went fast, taking the bends at breakneck speed on the narrow hillside roads; after six o’clock you were fair game, and the usually thorough soldiers rushed us through:

OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/asne_9780748108688_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
THE ANGEL
OF GROZNY

Asne Seierstad





