214 My Brother's Road

both sides seldom distinguished between combatants and noncombat-
ants. But until Khojalu, Armenian fighters had spared women and
children, either releasing them or holding them hostage for prisoner
exchanges. On this score, they had a better track record than their ene-
mies. The attack at Khojalu, however, had gone some distance to ever
the score.

Monte crunched over the grass where women and girls lay scattered
like broken dolls. “No discipline,” he muttered. He knew the signifi-
cance of the day’s date: it was the run-up to the fourth anniversary of
the anti-Armenian pogrom in the city of Sumgait. Khojalu had been a
strategic goal, but it had also been an act of revenge. Monte knew that
enemy fighters would retaliate in kind, and sure enough, when Azeri
forces overran the Armenian village of Maragha the next month, they
slashed and burned Armenian captives.

Convinced of the supremely high stakes in Mountainous Karabagh,
Monte had accepted the ends-justifying-means calculations of all “polit-
ical realists,” East and West: the Arabo and the Aramo were
bloodthirsty, yes, but they were also brave fighters, at a time when
there was a desperate need for brave fighters. After Khojalu, though,
what shocked Monte was that they were unwilling to set vengeance
aside, even for the sake of Armenian hostages in Azeri hands. Eventu-

ally, Monte would convince his superiors in Stepanakert to expel the
Arabo and Aramo Detachments from Martuni. But he never succeeded
in convincing them to disband these brutal detachments or to expel
them altogether from Mountainous Karabagh before they killed again.

Insubordination only increased after Khojalu. The same defiance that
the Arabo and Aramo fighters had demonstrated at Karadaghlu was
spreading like a virus among the native fighters in Martuni: reservists
didn’t bother to show up at the trenches; road repair crews dwindled,
and tanker trucks full of diesel vanished into the black market. Even

Monte’s closest staff at the headquarters lied to him and ignored his
orders. One sunny day in early March, four of his fighters, includinga
Jocal nicknamed Tsav (or “Pain”), requisitioned a jeep on a lark and set
out across no-man’s land to scavenge booty abandoned on the battle-
field. As they approached a knocked-out enemy tank, their jeep blew on
a mine, injuring the treasure hunters and tearing off Tsav’s lower leg.
When Monte heard the news, his jaw dropped in disbelief. This act of
insubordination, so quick on the heels of Khojalu and Karadaghlu, was
the last straw: either Monte would take steps to shore up his eroding
authority, or the defiance would spread and he would be hounded out
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