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Newspaper	
  “Vecherniy	
  Bishkek”	
  from	
  July	
  15,	
  1999	
  

Fragments	
  of	
  the	
  article	
  	
  
“Alisher	
  Latif-­‐Zade	
  –	
  There	
  is	
  no	
  choice	
  for	
  musician”.	
  

	
  
It	
  is	
  very	
  difficult	
  to	
  prove	
  to	
  anyone	
  who	
  looks	
  at	
  you	
  through	
  the	
  prism	
  of	
  “fifth	
  
column”	
   that	
   you	
  have	
  a	
   right	
  not	
  only	
   to	
  work,	
   to	
   raise	
  your	
   children,	
   to	
  walk	
  
down	
   the	
   streets	
  without	
   passport	
   in	
   your	
   pocket	
   but	
   also	
   to	
   live	
   in	
   the	
   place	
  
where	
   the	
  war	
   kicked	
   you	
  out	
   from	
  your	
   native	
   place.	
   	
  He	
  had	
  no	
   intention	
   to	
  
prove	
  anything.	
  	
  He	
  just	
  composed	
  the	
  music.	
  	
  The	
  audience	
  of	
  the	
  best	
  European	
  
concert	
  halls	
  clapped	
  his	
  music	
  with	
  delight.	
  
	
   He	
  is	
  Tadjik	
  by	
  origin	
  and	
  he	
  had	
  to	
  move	
  to	
  Uzbekistan.	
  	
  Alisher	
  Latif-­‐Zade	
  
came	
   to	
   Bishkek.	
   	
   At	
   the	
   present	
   time,	
   he	
   absorbs	
   the	
   best	
   part	
   of	
   the	
   Kirghiz	
  
musical	
  culture	
  with	
  excitement.	
  	
  And	
  he	
  creates	
  his	
  music	
  .	
  .	
  	
  
- Alisher!	
  You	
  could	
  be	
  freely	
  named	
  either	
  a	
  citizen	
  of	
  the	
  world	
  or	
  at	
  least	
  a	
  

citizen	
  of	
  the	
  Central	
  Asia	
  .	
  .	
  .	
  
-­‐	
  In	
  connection	
  with	
  political	
  situation	
  in	
  Dushanbe	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  look	
  for	
  refuge.	
  	
  In	
  the	
  
civil	
  war	
  the	
   intellectuals	
  are	
  always	
  proved	
  to	
  be	
  the	
  most	
  unprotected	
  part	
  of	
  
the	
  population.	
  
	
   I	
   had	
  a	
   good	
   luck.	
   	
   The	
  brother	
  of	
  my	
  wife,	
  who	
  was	
  a	
  well-­‐known	
  Uzbek	
  
soccer	
  player,	
  was	
  leaving	
  abroad	
  for	
  a	
  long-­‐term	
  sports	
  competition.	
  	
  He	
  offered	
  
us	
   to	
   live	
   for	
   a	
   while	
   in	
   his	
   apartment	
   in	
   Tashkent.	
   Thus,	
   we	
   took	
   root	
   in	
  
Uzbekistan.	
  	
  This	
  has	
  happened	
  more	
  than	
  5	
  years	
  ago.	
  	
  We	
  had	
  to	
  begin	
  at	
  the	
  
very	
  beginning.	
  	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  prove	
  my	
  professionalism	
  despite	
  before	
  I	
  was	
  already	
  a	
  
member	
   of	
   the	
  Union	
   of	
   Composers	
   of	
   the	
  USSR.	
   	
   After	
   the	
   breakdown	
   of	
   the	
  
Soviet	
  Union	
  I	
  respectively	
  should	
  be	
  a	
  member	
  of	
  the	
  Union	
  of	
  Composers	
  of	
  any	
  
former	
  soviet	
  republic.	
  	
  However,	
  I	
  became	
  a	
  member	
  of	
  the	
  Union	
  of	
  Composers	
  
of	
  Uzbekistan	
  only	
  in	
  1996.	
  	
  In	
  the	
  present	
  time,	
  I	
  am	
  representing	
  the	
  culture	
  of	
  
Uzbekistan	
  in	
  the	
  miscellaneous	
  international	
  festivals.	
  	
  
- There	
   is	
   a	
   point	
   of	
   view	
   that	
   nothing	
   could	
   be	
   the	
   most	
   nourishing	
   for	
  

creative	
  people	
  than	
  troublous	
  times	
  and	
  heavy	
  experience.	
  
- When	
  the	
  bloody	
  events	
  have	
  happened	
  in	
  Azerbaijan	
  and	
  Armenia	
  I	
  wrote	
  
the	
  poem	
  “Apocalypses”.	
  	
  Percussion	
  instruments,	
  organ,	
  aircraft	
  roar,	
  children’s	
  
screams	
  created	
  a	
  colossal	
  effect.	
  	
  A	
  20-­‐second	
  lasting	
  pause	
  after	
  loud	
  accords	
  of	
  
organ	
  made	
  people	
  feel	
  creepy.	
  	
  I	
  attempted	
  to	
  tell	
  the	
  people:	
  “Think	
  better	
  of	
  
it!	
   	
  God	
  himself	
  warns	
  you!”	
   	
  But	
  officials	
  of	
  every	
   sort	
  and	
  kind	
   repeated	
  over	
  
and	
  over	
  again	
  that	
  my	
  poem	
  spreads	
  a	
  discord.	
  

At	
  the	
  beginning	
  of	
  the	
  war	
  in	
  Tadjikistan	
  I	
  wrote	
  the	
  poem	
  
“Invasion”	
  that	
  was	
  devoted	
  to	
  the	
  struggle	
  between	
  good	
  and	
  evil.	
  	
  Of	
  
course,	
  I	
  was	
  still	
  able	
  to	
  express	
  all	
  my	
  feelings	
  and	
  sufferings	
  only	
  
in	
  music. 
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