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A few miles north of the Turkish Cypriot village of Akincilar, amid the 
bleak, barren fields of a secluded military base, within binocular range  of wary Greek Cypriot soldiers, is the saddest Jewish cemetery I've ever  visited. Thirty odd tombstones mark the graves of European Jews who almost made it: They survived the Holocaust and managed to reach the beaches of Palestine, only to be captured by the British and tossed into detention camps in  Cyprus, where they perished.

One needs special authorization from the Turkish army and a military escort to visit the cemetery, because it is near the border that divides
this Mediterranean island between Greek and Turkish Cypriots. Few visitors ever  try, said the polite but watchful officer who accompanied me.  Leo Katz's tombstone (b-Leipsig, 1903; d-Famagusta, 1948) would be haunting in any location, but what makes it doubly poignant is its abject  isolation. It is almost completely unacknowledged, much like the tiny Turkish Cypriot state that gives it a home. 

Most of the Turkish Republic of Northern Cyprus is actually quite      accessible. The problem is, you first have to get here. My trip from New York this month required an eight-hour layover in Istanbul. Thanks to an embargo orchestrated by the Greek Cypriots who control the southern two-thirds of Cyprus, the only direct flights to the TRNC's airport in Ercan are from Turkey. Cruise ships don't stop here; if one did and then ventured to a Greek Cypriot port, its captain would be hauled off to jail. 

You can take a day trip from the south, but the authorities there will try to scare you with outlandish tales of dangerous "occupied territory," warn you not to buy anything and insist that you return before 5 p.m. Israelis flock to nearby southern Cyprus for vacations and civil marriages; only a tiny fraction bother to come up north. 

In fact, the TRNC couldn't be safer or more eager to please its visitors.   If I weren't visiting as a paid consultant to the government, it would  have been easy to while away the days without thinking about the island's travails. There are modern hotels, casinos geared for Turkish tourists, a picturesque harbor in Kyrenia, ruins aplenty from a half-dozen cultures, a wild golden beach on the Karpas peninsula that is a haven for sea turtles, who thus far have not been arrested for stopping by. But scratch beneath the surface pleasantries with everyone from businessmen to bellhops, and you'll discover a people who are angry and bewildered that the modern world refuses to let them join. 

Turkey is the only country to recognize the TRNC since its founding in 1983. The rest of the international community treats the Greek Cypriot    administration as the island's only government and treats the Turkish      Cypriots as if they were diplomatic and economic anti-matter, not       discernible or detectable. 

“The other side has three times our per capita income, because it is near the border that divides this Mediterranean island between Greek and Turkish Cypriots, but they get all the U.N. aid and international financing and we get nothing. Why? We don't exist," said an importer and 
former member of Parliament, Ali Gursoy, offering the same litany of indignities I heard repeated everywhere. "We can't export our crops to the 
E.U., because now they require health certificates from the Greek Cypriots, which we can't get. Any country that hosts our football [soccer] teams, even Turkey, faces sanctions. What does football have to do with politics?...We can't even have our own postal address; all mail has to go 
through Mersin [, Turkey]. Try explaining that to a DHL guy who can't figure out where he's supposed to drop off a package." 

This is a constitutional democracy with free elections and independent      courts, a decidedly modern Muslim society with clear separation of church and state and no sign of religious fundamentalism. But its 200,000 residents are treated like the Taliban, subjected to a boycott far worse than anything once imposed on Israel, that other democratic embargo victim. 

"What is our crime?" Mr. Gursoy asks. "Believing we need Turkish soldiers       to stop the other side from killing us. That is our horrible `rime.'" 

The past is very much present here, as in all regions torn apart by ethnic 

conflicts, and there are two markedly different versions of recent history. According to Greek Cypriot leaders and textbooks, all of the isand's troubles commenced in 1974, when Turkish troops stormed a northern beachhead and a brutal war ensued with Greek Cypriots, tens of 
thousands of whom lost their homes and still yearn to retrieve them. 

Their northern neighbors reply that in 1963, Greek Cypriot leaders tried to destroy a constitution that had enabled the two peoples to share power briefly in a partnership republic, then launched a well-documented ethnic-cleansing campaign in order to unite the island with Greece. Turkish Cypriots, who had owned close to one-third of the island, found themselves wedged into just 3%.

It got even worse in 1974, when a coup orchestrated by the Greek junta in Athens toppled the Greek Cypriot leader, Archbishop Makarios. Turkish Cypriots feared they were about to be exterminated, and that is why the Turkish troops arrived. 

I find the Turkish Cypriot version persuasive. But even if it weren't, the comprehensive shunning of ordinary people here by the outside world would 

seem bizarre, inexplicable. Armed with a few old U.N. resolutions that recognize only the southern republic, a formidable, international Greek Cypriot and Greek lobby has raised a storm each and every time Turkish  Cypriots have tried to poke their heads into the world at large. The world's sundry bureaucracies won't recognize the Turkish Cypriot Lion's Club, Rotary Clubs, high-school badminton teams, journalists' association, race car club, bar association, photographers who try to exhibit, etc.;  add up all of the rejections and you get an encyclopdia of petty   vindictiveness. 

The families breaking dawn-to-dusk Ramadan fasts in the Burger City in the 

Turkish Cypriot part of Nicosia probably didn't realize they had something in common with Israeli diners in Maaleh Adumim. When Burger King pulled       its franchise from that West Bank town amid a ruckus made by the Arab lobby and American Jewish organizations, there was an international uproar. Sources here told me the same chain chose a Turkish Cypriot franchisee but --clearly leery of similar protests from Greek Cypriots -- 
recently asked the franchisee not to use its name. And nary a peep was 
heard. 

"Our `problem' is that we accept the rule of law," said a young man with a 

Berkeley MBA, Ozdil Nami, who works for the TRNC government. "We don't      plant bombs in the World Trade Center. We're not a former communist       country that everyone thinks they should help. We're not a threat to American interests. We're not a nuisance to anyone. We're not starving. We're just kind of surviving. No wonder everyone ignores us," he said. 

On January 31, U.N.-sponsored "proximity talks" in Geneva will attempt to      prepare a foundation for direct negotiations between TRNC President Rauf      Denktas and Greek Cypriot leader Glafcos Clerides -- the latest of seemingly interminable diplomatic efforts to solve the Cyprus problem.  Members of the international press that care about this region will cover the diplomatic nuances and the impact of larger geopolitical trends, such as Turkey's new candidacy for the E.U. But if my search of nglish-language stories from Cyprus in the 1990s is any indication, no one is likely to address the plight of the Turkish Cypriot people. There seems to be a defacto embargo on the story itself; in our spin-sensitive global village, that may be the most damaging embargo of all. 
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