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tDITORIAL

A generation was murdered, scattered and somehow this same generation survived, flourished and
birthed a new generation. They vowed to always remember and instilled this debt in their kin, who in
turn passed it down along with names, folk songs and traditions. And every number of years, the wheel
turns and another generation takes their place- passing down stories, recipes and remembrance.

The passage of time makes none of this any easier, and we are in a constant collective dialogue- shuttling
between two worlds: either holding on tight to every shred we can or breaking free from the chains of history.

And so the wheel turns, and time passes. We speak frequently about reinventing ourselves and getting
past our survivor mentality, our dark past, but we have yet to earn that right. A common refrain that has
been featured recently has been the need to clearly choose our enemy, a challenge to separate the current
Turkish population from their governments of today and yesteryear. We are quick to beatify the handful

of Turkish intelligentsia that echo the truth in their narrative when perhaps we must err on the side of
elusiveness with the knowledge that we have truth on our side and that is the only thing that will set us all
free. Our western neighbours of the past one hundred years did their part and we owe it to our lineage to
push with every last breathe and not look for a handful of soft places to land within that community.

Redemption has been agreed upon as a measured and civilized process for ending the consequences
of genocide. In this process there is a guilty party, and a party that has been wronged. This near century
later, it is important not to fall back upon reconciliation as a way to cope with an outcome that begs

for justice to be served. We would be well served to cast a look back and follow the revolutionary
response of brave compatriots from all those years ago: to insist on a real solution, not an artificial one
and not agree to a cover-up or meet the perpetrators “half way”. We must measure our optimism with
our pragmatism and concur that though our ultimate redemptive goals may not be accomplished

immediately, but with our constant and common determination it will be accomplished nonetheless.
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FROM OUR READERS
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Radical Roots:
On the Origins of the ARF

By: Serouj Aprahamian, AYF Alumnus

In Mikael Varantian’s classic biography of Simon Zavarian, he asks
how it came to be that a people who were as downtrodden, divided
and passive as Armenians ended up creating a movement as
revolutionary as the Armenian Revolutionary Federation (ARF).

His answer: remember the founding generation. Varantian implores
his readers to get to know Zavarian, Kristapor Mikayelian, Stepan
Zorian (Rosdom) and others who built the organization.

So, just who were the founders exactly? What were their
philosophies and backgrounds? What brought them to form and
propel the ARF the way they did?

These are complex questions with no single answer. But over the
years, I've found that there is a glaring, overwhelmingly important
factor that's rarely discussed.

Namely, all three founders were active in Russian revolutionary
circles prior to their involvement in Armenian affairs. They were
members of Narodnaya Volya (People’s Will), a Russian revolutionary
group that shook the world with its assassination of Tsar Alexander Il
in 1881. They were followers of the federalist, non-Marxist wing of
the socialist movement. This involvement had a major impact on
every aspect of what would later become the ARF.

Let’s start first with the initial mission of the ARF, which was to
organize all groups concerned with Armenian liberation and
channel their energies into a unified force. This was essentially the
same mission of the Russian revolutionaries who, as propagated by
people like Mikhail Bakunin, sought to unify fragmented peasant
uprisings in the countryside into a single calculated popular
revolution. The founders clearly took inspiration from this strategy
and transferred its core tenets to the Armenian plane.

The decentralized organizational structure of the ARF is an even more
telling example. At a time when most revolutionary movements
operated in a top down hierarchy, the founders emphasized local
autonomy and initiative from below. They adhered to the socialist
model of free and independent organization “from below upward’,
“not by the orders of any authority ... but as a result of the natural
development of all the varied demands put forth by life itself” This was
the prerequisite for revolution espoused by Bakunin, Alexander
Herzen, Peter Kropotkin, and other influential Russian revolutionaries.
And it was this decentralization that made the ARF stand out and
attract members throughout the Armenian world.
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Even the name Dashnaktsutyun (Federation) itself is emblematic of where
the founders drew their influence. The Russian socialist movement was
known the world over for its emphasis on federation as a principle — as
opposed to the statist, top-down approach of the Marxist dictatorship of
the proletariat. They envisioned a new society where agricultural
cooperatives, workers'associations, voluntary communities, and
provinces would be federated up into nations and then, in the more
distant future, joined together under international brotherhood.

The ARF adopted this principle of federation not only for its internal
structure, but also for its external policy. The founders called for local
autonomy and democratic federation within the Ottoman Empire
and Transcaucasia. They did not define independence as forming a
separate state. They advocated for an autonomous Armenia
federated together with other nations under a constitutional,
democratic order. In fact, national independence did not even
officially enter the platform of the ARF until 1919—one year after
the First Republic had already been established.

What about the ARF’s famous call to go “depi yerkir” (toward the
homeland)? Again, this was an appropriation of the Russian Khozhdeni
v narod (going to the people) movement. In the summer of 1874,
thousands of Russian youth left their homes, schools, and universities
and went to the countryside to make direct contact with the peasantry.
They lived among the people, studied their problems, integrated into
their lifestyle, and tried to foment revolt. The movement ultimately failed,
but it had a major demonstration effect. Nearly all of those who later
founded Narodnaya Volya came from this movement.

Its philosophy also affected Mikayelian, Zavarian and other founders
who went back to their villages and communities after graduating
school in Russia. They worked with the Armenian peasantry, served
in schools and organized revolutionary groups. The concept later
carried over to the fedayee movement in Western Armenia and has
resurfaced in more recent times, with the Artsakh movement and
re-independence of Armenia.

Another important concept that influenced the activities of the

ARF was “propaganda by the deed."This was the idea that daring
revolutionary actions are important not only onto themselves but
also for awakening consciousness. In a closed authoritarian society,
getting your message across is a difficult task. Events such as the
assassination of the Tsar proved that direct action could do more for
inspiring resistance than thousands of pamphlets. Such acts were



¢¢ This was the idea that daring revolutionary
actions are important not only onto themselves

but also for awakening consciousness.99

seen as important supplements to oral and written propaganda in
order to bring about transformation in society.

The early years of the ARF were characterized by such actions, including
the attempted assassination of Sultan Abdul Hamid, the takeover of
the Ottoman Bank, and the Khanasor Expedition, to name a few. ARF
leaders regularly referred to the importance of action in waking up
the masses and the concept carried on into later activities such as
Operation Nemesis and Zinyal Baykar (Armed Struggle).

The parallels are countless (too many, in fact, to cover in such a short
space). From its structure, to its political program, to its actions, and
even its slogans, the ARF was heavily shaped by Russian radical
currents. In the words of the prominent ARF figure Vahan
Navasartian, “There is no denying that our organization has on it the
stamp of the Russian liberation movement.”
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More important than the actual similarities, however, is the point
that the founders were not afraid to draw from outside experiences
to deepen their own people’s struggle. Their involvement in
non-Armenian activism helped inform their worldview and led them
to make pivotal contributions to their nation. In fact, even after
forming the ARF, they stayed engaged with other revolutionary
movements their entire lives.

It is worth asking how relevant these roots of the ARF are for us
today. Over a century later, as we grapple with similar problems of
oppression, division, and passivity, we should ask ourselves what we
can learn from the example and principles set forth by that
revolutionary founding generation.

*This article is reprinted from our sister publication, Haytoug
(AYF- Western Region, USA) O
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APPROACHING A CENTURY:

Interview with the Armenian National
Committee of America (ANCA) Executive Director,

Aram Hamparian

Interview by: Daron Hallajian, “Simon Zavarian” Chapter

Q: Approaching the 100* anniversary of the Armenian
Genocide, what are some of the goals that the ANCA
has outlined?

A:l would say that the 100th anniversary of the Armenian Genocide
represents an opportunity for much greater international attention
to this crime. If you think about the genocide in broad terms, ours is
a cause in which we seek justice; we have the facts on our side and a
moral case to be made, but there are political obstacles. The Turkish
side doesn't have the facts, doesn't have the morality, but they do
have power and time on their side. Their effort is to drag this out and
see the will of the Armenians dissipate, so they can consolidate what
they stole. Our goal is to use this opportunity; ultimately the power
balance doesn’t change in 100 years. What does change is that the
world is now watching more than ever. We have to use that
opportunity to frame the issue properly. The battle is fought on
many fronts but the war is a battle in which the Turkish side wants to
consolidate its gains and put this issue behind them. They want the
Armenian Genocide or what they call “the events of 1915" to be
understood as a conflict or a dispute that can be resolved through
dialogue, debate or discussion. There is a whole discipline in
academia called conflict resolution. They see the problem as conflict
and the remedy is conflict resolution. We see that this is a crime, it
took place some time ago but it is still a crime. The consequences
were real in 1915 but they're just as real today. The viability
challenges that Armenia faces are largely derived from 1915; the loss
of demographics, the loss of people, loss of cultural resources,
economic resources, water resources, defensible resources, access to
the sea...all these elements of viability were denied to us and they
will be restored not through a conflict resolution model but through
a reparations model. | think that this is a long struggle. It will not
begin or end with the 100th anniversary. 2015 is an important year
and it represents a milestone in terms of public attention. We have
to use this attention to put Turkey on the defensive and to frame the
issue as a justice matter. The world will struggle mightily against us.
Turkey has its interests in keeping what it stole. To give you a sense
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of that, Daron, think about where the world would be today had this
not occurred. The Ottoman Empire losing a lot of territory as World
War One approached, losing the war, losing the Arabian Peninsula,
lost euro holdings. They feared that they could not hold Anatolia
with the Armenians there so they wiped them out. If they hadn't
done so, there may have been twenty-odd million Armenians:
generally prosperous, very well connected, very intellectual, living in
that part of the world. They destroyed that future and they don't
want that to reemerge. They're willing to work very hard on that.
They have enough geopolitical leverage that they can enlist many
other countries in their efforts. It is an asymmetrical struggle for us;
the 100th anniversary will be an asset in this struggle. It represents a
new tool, which is international public attention. Some politics and
some clauses are done in the shadows and others done in sunlight.
In our issues, when it’s done during the day, we benefit. When deals
are done in the shadows we tend to suffer. The denial of the
Armenian Genocide does not stand up to scrutiny very well. The
100th anniversary is a special opportunity for public scrutiny.

Q: Do you believe that there is a distinct difference
between the government and the average citizen in
Turkey? For example, after Hrant Dink’s death there
were over 80,000 people protesting in the streets of
Istanbul. The majority of the people were Turks or
Kurds, and they admired Hrant as a symbol for
freedom of speech and press. How do we react
recognizing the impact he made on modern Turkish
society, seeing as his ideology was to always work
within the society there itself? Do you believe it was a
government-initiated act or that it was organized on
behalf of the Turkish ultra-nationalist citizens?

A:1think they're tied very close together. For example, Africans were
enslaved during the colonial period. | don't think you could say that
that was the government policy but the people were against it. Even
after the policy was gone it took a hundred years to get over it.



Maybe we're not even there yet, as discrimination still persists. | think
that the government has a really bad policy but | wouldn't give a free
pass to society, since it is often a reflection of society. Think about the
Native Americans being treated brutally, and then the cultural
narrative of those same people as savages. How were they savages?
They were the ones being killed. Only in the last few decades have
we seen a retreat from this demonization of Native Americans. We
built a whole art form largely around the idea that Natives were the
bad guys. It's not just movie makers or governments. There was a
societal blindside. | don't think its accurate to say that it was only
government policy. It reflects the population in some ways. Much
needs to be done in regards to education in Turkey.

Q: Recently the ANCA has voiced its concern over the
recent controversial pension reform in Armenia. Do
you think the ANCA should have a larger role with
raising awareness about social issues in Armenia?

A:The ANCA was organized as a vehicle for Armenians of any given
country to petition their governments. We exercise our rights under
our nation. That is our primary mission. There is a school of thought
that says our resources should also lobby Washington. We look for
those opportunities where we can stay true to our mission in terms
of lobbying Washington, but also show a concern for what'’s
happening in Armenia. And one of those issues where there was
common ground was the pension issue. It wasn't simply that
Yerevan was pursuing a policy on pension reform. Ultimately,
pension reforms and other domestic issues are the concerns of
Armenian citizens. Here’s a case where the US surprised us by taking
sides in a domestic Armenian debate in a way that we thought was
not wise and certainly isn't popular. Armenia’s two previous
presidents don't like it, and the people don't either. The reform had
very low political backing and public approval. Only five other
countries have this same system, including Nigeria and El Salvador.

If it was the judgment of the Armenian government to move in this
direction and the US wasn't as actively involved, we might have not

been as active. But when the US government took a partisan stand
on a non-domestic issue, we said, “you're on the wrong side of this.”
In my opinion, the question is, “should diasporans be a force for good
in terms of reform and development in Armenia?”| think the answer
is yes. Diasporans should assert a more forceful role. They have the
power. Their voices inspire the people in Armenia. The people from
outside can encourage and strengthen, but the ANCA is not the
vehicle for that. Our concern is when it intersects with US policy.

Q: Recently in New York City Azerbaijani groups put a
lot of effort into advertising a campaign on Khojaly.
What was the ANCA's response?

A:That's a good question. We get asked that a lot. The conflict
between the Azeris, Turks and the Armenians has always been very
asymmetrical. The Aliyev lobby has really picked up in the last five
years or so. The first temptation is to counter those ads with our
own. But considering their large budgets, it may not be such a good
strategy. In Avarayr, Vartan saw that the Persians had elephants and
he might have said, “well | need elephants too.” Well, he didn’t have
that option. So you fight with the army you have in the best way
that you can. We don't have a million dollars sitting in our bank
account for ads and if we did we would invest it very differently; in
our community, our youth, our activism. We have a different
approach. I'll give an example, they've done this campaign for
several years now. They've done a White House petition asking the
president to condemn Khojaly. Clearly a foreign lead campaign,
because in our view, there aren't 100,000 Azeri Americans signing a
petition. We think it was a pay for play. We thought it was false and
misleading. We talked to the White House about this issue and
asked them not to fall into the trap of foreigners influencing
American politics. And when the White House did respond, they
didn’t mention Khojaly and called on both sides to resolve the issue.
We thought this was a big repudiation. It's never as satisfying to
punch back a punch. That may be a first instinct, but we owe it to
our cause to always act ethically. o
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SURVIVOR

BY: ALEXANDRE AND MATHIEU CHOQUET

MY NAME IS ALEXANDRE SISMANIAN CHOQUET
AND /AM A SURVIVOR.

[ will tell you the story of my grandfather Nisan Sismanoglu.
Nisan is the son of Oskihan Bicakciyan who lived in Sivas
(Sepastia). Oskihan had a good life: he had 3 sons, a daughter, a
wife, a home and sizeable wealth. All was taken away from him
in the Genocide. We don’t know how Oskihan was spared as he
never talked about it; all we know is that he lived. Several years
later, the people of the village asked him to marry Aghavni, a
widow with 2 children who was from Bayburt. She too had lost
her entire family to the Genocide and had escaped to Sivas. From
this marriage was born my grandfather Nisan and my uncle
Vahan. Oskihan passed away when my grandfather was only 5
years old, so my great grandmother Aghavni raised her 4 children
by herself. At the age of 14, Nisan attended a trade school where
he trained and then worked as a machinist before serving in the
Turkish army for 3 years.

Upon his return from the army, Nisan moved his sisters and
mother to Istanbul. He spent 13 years working in Istanbul as a
machinist, gradually working his way up to become a Foreman.
Despite his success, in 1961, he decided to leave Turkey as he
didn’t want his future children to suffer the same persecution and
discrimination he felt as an Armenian living in Turkey. After living
and working several years in Switzerland, Germany and Austria,
he came to Toronto in 1967, without knowing a word of English.
He worked hard as a machinist and later opened up his own
Machine Shop which he owned and operated for 25 years. My
grandfather taught himself how to read and write Armenian so
that he could send letters to his fiancé Archalous whom he was
introduced to in Montreal by a mutual friend.
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MY NAME 1S MATHIEU SISMANIAN CHOQUET
AND / AM A SURVIVOR.

| will tell you the story of my grandmother Archalous. She is the
daughter of Kourken Gostanian who was born in Kharpert.
Kourken'’s father was a tradesman who exported dried fruits and
nuts. One day, while he was helping his father at the shop, the
Turkish gendarmes came to their store. Kourken'’s father gave his
son the store key and told him to go home and that he would be
back soon...That was the last time Kourken would see his father.
His mother died shortly afterwards and his sisters were forced to
marry Turks. He lived with one of his sisters and her husband for
several years and worked on their farm. His sister’s husband was
a kind man and took good care of Kourken, but Kourken saw that
his being there was making life difficult for the family, so he
asked his sister’s husband to help him leave Turkey. His sister’s
husband took him all the way to an Armenian Church in Syria
where Kourken lived and apprenticed as a Barber. He then
moved to Alexandria, Egypt where he married Mannig and had 4
children; the first born was my grandmother Archalous. Kourken
eventually opened up his own Barber Shop and worked long
hours to provide for his family. Archalous attended the local
French school, but at the age of 13, she had to leave school to
help her mother take care of her sister and brother as her mom
had fallen ill and couldn’t manage on her own.

In the 1960s, when Nasr started his nationalization program, the
family knew it was time for them to leave and sent my
grandmother to Montreal, Canada to get established and bring
over the rest of the family. She came to Canada at the age of 23
and took up a bachelor flat in the popular (then Armenian)
immigrant neighbourhood of Parc-Extension and worked as a
seamstress in Montreal’s prospering garment industry. Her
parents and siblings joined her in Montreal a few years later.

Our grandparents and great grandparents Survived, persevered,
worked hard, and sacrificed and yet they never complained and
always gave thanks for what they did have. We can learn so
much from their stories and this is an invaluable gift that has
been passed down to us. We are Survivors. o



By: Rupen Janbazian, “Simon Zavarian” Chapter

In 1979, renowned Armenian author Antranig Dzarougian penned
a follow-up to his famed memoir Mangutiun Chunetsogh Martig
(Men Without a Childhood), entitled Yerazayin Halebuh (Ethereal
Aleppo), in which he reminisced about his beloved Aleppo.

Unlike Dzarougian’s childhood, the years of my youth were spent
thousands of kilometers away. Aleppo, or Haleb as we knew it, was an
exotic, distant world; a place where Armenian children’s books and
Armenian teachers came from. | vividly remember how its name was
often accompanied by the word yerazayin (ethereal or dreamy). |
would realize only later how fitting that adjective actually was.

| also often heard about Kessab in Syria, one of the only two
remaining Armenian villages in the diaspora. In my mind, Kessab
was the bastard half-brother of my father’s village Anjar, in
Lebanon, since the dialects spoken in both were eerily similar and
equally bizarre to my ears. | didn't know much about Kessab other
than what my older cousin told me about his summers there:

simple village life, quaint fields, and that strange-sounding dialect.

In 2010, during a trek through the Middle East with my close
friends, | was lucky enough to visit Aleppo. After visiting Lebanon
for a week we figured it would be a shame not to see the city
whose name and significance was often spoken by so many.

Aleppo was more vibrant than | could have ever imagined. The
Armenian community was so well organized, active, and dynamic—
in a country that my TV often referred to as a “tyrannical dictatorship.”
We were lucky to have visited, as less than a year later events would
begin to unfold that would change the fate of the country forever.

Aleppo is a very different place today from the dreamy city
described in Dzarougian’s book. For just over three years now, the
armed conflict in Syria—between forces loyal to the Ba'ath

government and those looking to oust it—has made the country
unrecognizable.

The conflict had miraculously left Kessab virtually unscathed.
Until March 21, 2014, that is.

After years of anticipating the worst but hoping for the opposite,
e-mails and social media posts bearing headlines of Kessab’s ill
fate began to rush in. While the helpless cries for Kessab’s salvation
from Armenians around the world have been overwhelming, the
mainstream media has largely been silent on the issue. Almost all
of the information available about the situation in Kessab
continues to be from Armenian sources.

What is clear, however, is that in about three days, Kessab
transformed from a safe haven to a city fully immersed in the
Syrian conflict. Cross-border attacks from Turkey by al-Qaeda-
affiliated bands have forced the civilian population to flee to
neighbouring cities and villages.

Just like that, one of the two remaining Armenian villages of the
diaspora became devoid of its native Armenian population.

We never got to visit Kessab during our trip to Syria; time
was limited and the village seemed too far away from Aleppo.
We figured we'd save it for a later visit.

Nearly four years have passed and Kessab is still a figment of my
imagination. | can only wish for the best from far away. Wish that
Kessab becomes the quaint, boring village it once was, so that |
can see and appreciate what was so uninteresting to me years ago.
So that in my head, Kessab stops being a mere dream and takes on
the ever-deserving “yerazayin” designation that Dzarougian once
bestowed on Aleppo. o
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Revisiting Krikor Zohrab’s
Istanbul Home

By: Garen Kazanc

As | approached the Cercle d'Orient amidst the hustle and bustle of
the Beyoglu district of today’s Istanbul, | could not help but remind
myself what happened there the night of May 21, 1915. It was in this
building where Krikor Zohrab was playing cards with Talat Pasha
while bargaining the latter to set free those Armenian notables who
were apprehended just a month ago and sent to unknown
destinations in Anatolia.

That night, Zohrab came to the table with his own cards to play. A
skilled negotiator, he sincerely believed that he could haggle his
way with Talat and save as many lives as he could, even if that meant
his own. After all, there appeared to be a glimmer of hope. Just a
week before, Gomidas and others were set free and returned to
Constantinople. Zohrab felt that this was a giant breakthrough
which he could take advantage of.

After the tense atmosphere subsided, the card session ended unusually
early that night. Upon saying their farewells, Talat stood up and
unhesitatingly gave Zohrab a kiss on the cheek.“Why such affection?”
Zohrab asked.“Oh, Talat responded with a smile, “l just felt like doing it

| started the walk from Cercle d'Orient down Rue de Pera (now
Istiklal Avenue) to Zohrab's residence, the same walk he took home
that night. | walked slower than usual. My feet were becoming
weary and shaking, as though they were weeping in some strange
way. | thought about what Zohrab was thinking while walking back
home that night, through these streets alone, with the burden of
millions of people on his shoulders. Was he confident? Was he
confused? No one will ever know. But we know of one thing, the
walk home that night, was to be his last.

After walking down the winding road that leads up to the Zohrab
family residence, | had a sensation of just running away. | knew that
in front of this eloquent building, built by an Italian architect
through the commission of Zohrab himself, were guards waiting to
arrest him. I had the pleasant opportunity of entering the house.
Zohrab, on the other hand, did not.

| took the long flight of stairs leading up to the top floor of the
building, and to my surprise, it has now become a hotel."How may |
help you?”asked the receptionist upon seeing me."“l came to see
this building,” | responded hesitantly, “it used to be a residence
owned by a distant relative of mine.”

Almost instantaneously, the entire staff turned their heads towards
me and listened to every word | had to say. Like some sort of
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magician, | felt as though | was going to unravel a show. | was to talk
about a past, much more distant than it actually seemed.

A member of the staff broke the ice, “let us show you around and
please, tell us more about your relative,” he said out of sincere
curiosity. “Please,’ | said, “just take me to the balcony.”

This was the balcony where Zohrab wrote much of his writings.
Here, Zohrab would return from his tumultuous daily activities, and
concentrate on what he loved most: writing. The Bosphorus, with all
its beauty, laid out in front of him, encouraging him, inspiring him.

It was this very balcony, which his daughter Dolores yearned for so
much, as she wrote in her memoirs, thousands of miles away in exile.
With her father killed and her entire family exiled, she wanted nothing
else in this world, but to sit on this balcony, next to her father, while he
wrote his next short story, and as she enjoys the scenic view.

“Who was he? What'’s his name?”

“His name was Krikor Zohrab,” | responded, while gazing fixedly at
the scenery.

“What did he do?”

Turning towards him | replied, “He was an engineer, lawyer,
professor, journalist, politician, short story writer, philanthropist,
husband, and a father of four.”

After much silence, the man appeared to think | was exaggerating.
“That’s impressive,” he simply remarked.

“You’re not here to reclaim this property are you?” he asked in a
rather serious tone. Amused by his question, “No, heavens no,” |
assured him, “this was private property that was sold right before
the family fled to Europe.”

“Fled?” he asked cautiously.

“Yes,” | responded briskly, not being in the mood to explain.

The balcony used to be one long stretch, but it is now divided into
separate rooms, each having their own piece of the magnificent
view. The designers of the hotel did a remarkable job of keeping the
original framework of the structure intact. Much of the additions to
the building can be easily removed since they aren't fixated on the
walls. Their intentions were to retain as much of the original



structural characteristics as possible. | especially thanked
them for their attentive efforts.

After taking a few photographs of the view and the balcony,
the man invited me to have a cup of tea. | agreed. The rest of
the staff also arrived. It happened to be their tea break.

I showed pictures of Krikor Zohrab on my phone and
answered their questions about his life and works. Then they
asked, “When did he die?"“1915,"| responded. They stood
silent, almost ashamed.

| began to wonder, was this the first time that the dreadful
year of 1915 was uttered in this building since that very year?
| felt like this was an interrogation of some sort. A scene of a
murder, where in some odd twist of fate, the murderers were
interviewing me.

But no, that was not the case. These were human beings,
much like myself, who were curious, curious the same way |
was when | first started reading and learning about Zohrab
myself. After much discussion, it was time for me to go. |
thanked all those that gave me the wonderful tour and
provided their delightful hospitality. As | was leaving, | was
still awe-inspired by the magnificence of the structure, with
its scenic views and elegant design.

Right when | was about to step out of the building, an older
man abruptly came over to see me. It was the owner of the
hotel, who just so happened to overhear the conversation of
the tea session. He looked straight into my eyes, with his hand
on my shoulder and said, “l will hang his portrait in the entrance
of the hotel with a brief biography.”

When | heard this, | was in complete shock as it was entirely
unexpected. Almost automatically | begged, “No, no, you
don't need to."“Please,” he responded, “it really is the least |
can do!"| stood there, with tears in my eyes, and said, “Thank
you”and left.

Have they put the portrait up? I don't know, and quite frankly,
| don't care. Another visitor of the hotel can provide those
updates. But this personal experience was neither about the
portrait, nor the scenic views. This was about a man, whose
influence and power still resonates with us today.

He was a man full of wonder, to say the least, who saw the
world not only as a writer, but as a lawyer, politician,
professor, and more. | happened to live just one day of his life,
but it felt like a lifetime, which reminded me that he is
someone we can still learn from, whose skills and talents still
amaze us until this day.

Today, his bones remain lost and yet to be found: unfitting for a
man of such stature. But that should not matter. He is so
awe-inspiring that his influence will be everlasting, much like his
short stories, speeches, and residence, with all of its
magnificence and splendor as well. o




Violence

1C

.
(]
o)
S
(]
S
C
2
(o)}
[0}
o'
C
c
[}
g
(%}
=
o+
<C
=
)
o
<
)
(a)
>
v
35
-l
=
[aa]

=)
N
b
&
O
-
o
S
-
O
>,
O
b
<
=)
=
=
i3

Domestic violence against women in Armenia is a very serious issue
that does not get discussed as much as it should. The problem must be
accepted in order for a solution to be presented. There is no perfect
country in existence; every nation faces issues. However, because Ar-
menia is ours, it is our obligation to see that we make it a better place
for our countrymen and a better place for our future. Women in Arme-
nia face a challenge when it comes to their rights. A lot of progress has
been made in regards to this topic, but these women deserve more. In
asurvey carried out by the Organization for Security and Co-Operation
in Europe, over 40% stated that they believe domestic violence is wide-
spread across the nation (Domestic Violence Survey in the Republic of
Armenia, Chart 10). It is also important to take into consideration that
only 14.3% of the participants think that psychological violence is also
a form of domestic violence. Imagine how much higher the percent-
age would be if the citizens knew that abuse was not just limited to the
physical factor. In his article entitled “The Never Ending Rape,’ Dr. Henry
Theriault from Worcester State College stated, “[Violence] takes the
form of brute physical force, beating, sexual torture (including being
forced to engage in sexual activity against one’s will) authoritarian con-
trol (imprisoning the victim in the home, controlling contacts with oth-
ers including family members, controlling all finances including access
to food and clothing, etc.) and psychological abuse (constant degrad-
ing, insulting comments, threats, sadistic or controlling manipulation
of the victims fears and vulnerabilities, “cat-and-mouse” toying with
needs and expectations, threats against the children, etc.)” Unfortu-
nately, that statement would not be easily accepted in Armenia.

In an article entitled En-gendering Civil Society and Democracy-Build-
ing:The Anti-Domestic Violence Campaign in Armenia, Armine Iskanian
states, “The situation in Armenia and the other Soviet states only began
to change in 1999 when increased funding was made available by inter-
national donors for local NGOs to begin addressing the problem of do-
mestic violence throughout the former Soviet Union”” For countless
decades, absolutely nothing was done about domestic violence. The
problem is that not enough people want to do something about it.
When police officers are contacted about domestic violence issues,
they say that it is a “family matter” and should be dealt with inside the
household. Women are shunned from their circles if they report an as-
sault from their husbands. Over 61% of the survey-participants said
they were a victim of domestic violence at the hands of their spouse.
(Domestic Violence Survey in the Republic of Armenia, Chart 18)

The issue is obvious. Domestic violence is a clear dilemma. Enough
time has been wasted by individuals who just stand idly by and allow
this vicious cycle to continue. The time has come to step out of the
shadow of ignorance and to make a difference. In the beginning of
2013, a law was drafted against domestic violence but was rejected by
the government. The law would define domestic violence and set out
steps in order to punish the violators of the law. Armenia’s deputy labor
minister, Filaret Belikyan, commented, “All the institutions involved
with justice say the justice system is not suited to this new law. We
don't have the kind of justice system that can implement the law in this
form.” Since domestic violence is a part of the culture in Armenia, im-
mediately implementing a law would not be extremely effective.
There is a lack of general education regarding the issue. Having a law
that no one understands or respects is not useful. Although it is ex-
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tremely frustrating to activists that the law was not passed, it is impor-
tant to focus on the core of the issue. Creating a law will not end do-
mestic violence against women in Armenia if the citizens do not
understand that what they are doing is wrong. Education and preven-
tion are the most important things that need to be focused on.

Out of all the post-Soviet states, Armenia has the most severe case of
domestic violence and the least aid towards a solution because of the
lack of support from the people. In an article that compared post-Sovi-
et states, the author mentioned “While service-oriented domestic vio-
lence organizations had proliferated more recently in Moldova, such
organizations remained rare in Armenia.’ (Johnson, Janet Elise. Domes-
tic Violence Politics in Post-Soviet States.) As previously mentioned, the
government does not do much to put a stop to this issue. Individuals
in Armenia who have seen the light have set up hotlines so these
abused women at least have someone to talk to about this. Non-gov-
ernmental organizations (NGOs) are the ones who do the entire field
work for these women. There are a few shelters that house abused
women and their children to give them an opportunity to physically
step away from the abuse. However, these safe houses are only tempo-
rary and do not solve the issue. They merely “aid with the symptoms”’

Education is where it all comes to play. Every individual needs to learn
that domestic violence is not a way of life. Slowly but surely, the wom-
en of Armenia are waking up. “Our children have been growing up in
an atmosphere of beatings and fights,"commented 67-year-old Karine
Galstian, a mother of four.“Only now we realize how wrong it is to keep
silent, because we should at least teach our daughters that the hus-
band has to respect his wife, should not beat her, and should not hu-
miliate her in front of the children”

Perhaps the most successful NGO that has offered a light at the end of
the tunnel for these victims is the Women'’s Resource Center of Arme-
nia. The WRCA was originally founded on a university campus but
moved to the heart of the capital city as the demand grew. The NGO's
main goal is to empower the women of Armenia. Because women are
treated like second class citizens, they must come together to support
one another. The WRCA is where the journey to a better life begins.
Similar to other NGOs, there are hotlines available for the victims at
WRCA. There are many workshops held at the center that educate the
women and also prepare them to support themselves. A specific work-
shop is dedicated to women'’s rights and outlines steps on how to iden-
tify abuse and also how to stop the cycle. The importance for the WRCA
and the stop to domestic violence against women in Armenia goes
beyond words. These women, young and old, are either going to be
the future leaders of the prospering country or will raise the future
leaders. The country cannot afford ignorance.

The time is now to educate the men and women of Armenia. No lon-
ger will the citizens live in the dark ages where violence is a way of life.
The education needs to flourish so that a law can be successfully im-
plemented in the future. Women must fight for their rights and learn to
value themselves. In a survey done by the Organization for Security
and Co-Operation in Europe, over 45% of victims reported doing noth-
ing after being subjected to domestic violence (OSCE.org/Yerevan.
Chart 25). These women need all the help they can get and it is an in-
ternational fight that needs to be fought. o



You want substance? You want the truth? I'll speak it to you
from a stage and tell you how to live your life; to believe in
your ability to make a difference; to validate your existence.

I will have my associates help as well.

We will tell you that you are special and that you are all capable
of being heroes. That far away in a distant land, a forest needs
you to survive. That villagers need heroes and you are they.

We will tell you the fairytale story that you want to hear. We'll
create colorful dress for you to wear to identify who you are,
with nice symbols of trees, fists, birds, your hopes and your
dreams, that you can wear on your sleeve for others to see.

But after we will all go home and go to sleep safely and soundly.
Fifteen dollars spent on a t-shirts to say we care; we did
something and our lives have meaning. | am compassionate,

I am selfless, and | wear the shirt to prove it. We will announce
who we are with symbols; symbols of our collective deceit.

So tell yourself what you want. Tell yourself you care. Tell
yourself you are selfless - scream it, cover it with layers of
philanthropy. But you're just like me. You live in the lap of
luxury. Safety provides knowing you will not be harmed. You
will survive with your goat cheese and fine wine, drunken with
cowardice and utter self-pity. But don’t look at me and point
your finger and say | did this to you. Not me. I'm not the leader
of this band of cowards. I'm not the leader of your dreams and
hopes or your lack of courage. | simply followed. You made me

follow. You want me to follow and you need me to follow behind.

Don’t tell me to change. Don’t ask me to be a leader. Don’t ask
me to put my life on the line. I'm a coward. | can’t be what you
want me to be. Even if | did, you'd call me a rebel, an adventurer.
You would taint my name. You would not let your kids listen to
me speak. You would tell them I'm a liar, that I will risk their
safety. You would rather let me die by your side then have me be

your hope. Not that place. You actually want us to go into the
fairytale world. You will be harmed. Evil lurks there: war, danger.
The forest is not safe.

We do not go into the forest. We die slowly. That’s what we do.
We die in our homes, in the safety of our collective lies and our
collective fear, driving around town with luxury cars smoking fat
cigars, our mothers becoming self-destructive desperate housewives,

and our daughter one step away from Jersey Shore scores.

Don't lie to me. Tell me you know. Tell me you see what | see.
Don't just look at me with your cold eyes and tell me that it’s OK,
that we're OK. We died in the deserts 100 years ago out of fear,
and now we die on the 405 freeways in our shiny tombstones to
the soundtracks of our choice.

You scream to my face. Monte Melkonian was an outcast. He was
an adventurer. He went into the fairytale and he died. He’s dead.
He is no more. We do not go into the fairytale. We do not go into
the forest. We do not. We do not. We do not.

Monte Melkonian did not die. He is every bit alive. He is alive in
me. He is Arabo. He is Antranik. He is Kevork Chavoosh. He is
every bit of me that | hold onto in my desperate attempt to fight

this coward that wants to not go into the forest and | chant.

The forest will protect me; the forest protected the ones that
came before me. The forest cares for her own. The Sons of nature

always slept in the freedom of the forest.

But you're not me. You're not me. You’re not me and you don't
control me. | will fight.

Arabon engel er grvoom kach ari...Gnank hayer, gnank...

-VREJ, VREJ, VREJ

]
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Gu bd Utnuy Zujuuwnwh

Swyutnpmphtiitkp Zuypkihpk

@npnupngh 2.0.U.-h Gpypnppujut Yupdwpuith 10-pn upgh 24 wowybkpun-wpwuljtpunnihhubpp
®hunpniwn 25-Eu Uwpwn 13, 2014, uyghkghtt huypkupp b Jepunupdwb pungp jhownwljakpny winogus:

Uwnpl §p ubpluyugukup winugdl ndwtg nmyuinpmphibubpp:

Unwoht wquid pjuyny’ ku wyu wwph
wnhpp niikguy uyghykym hugptthpu: U
Sudpnpmphiup wininpwbugh
thnpdwnniphit Up Eyue hush hudwp, G
wbpulntijh juuytip uintinstgh
nuupuytpitipniu hbwn:

Zuyyuuwnwtth puniphiup upwiskih bp:
Twpwnkpp, (Enbbpp, gintpp UBYp dhiekh
withh qlinkghly tht: Uipniown dbip Upwpun
1tpwit glntgyniphip wuypkgmghs bp:

Utklp swn jnipwpdwtinlip nkuwbp, puyg
unlkiugnighsp uyghniphiii Ep
Ohstntuljupbpn: Znt, widwp Ypulh onipy,
pguy swnhly nuky 1,5 Upjhnt qgnhipo
Jhownulhtt jupquitp vwinmguitkynt hudwnp:
Uww qughtip Gnwpinip, nip Swtopuguiip
qhuninph Up, np dwubwlgus kp Upguhuh
Ynprutpnit: Utnp juoupkpp wyipute
wnwuinphs b jniqhs Ehiy, np puntpng std
Yptwp wpnwyunty:

Lniuplt Unjutubwi

Zuyuuwnwht Uk nkuwtip swwn
mipwpdwbibp. ophtwl Uwuniigh Guthp,
Ulinputhy Qopwyup, Uwyp Zuywuwnwb:
Stuwtp Ukiwbiwyg 1h&p, qughlip owwn
Eytnkghtbp, htisuku Bouhwsh:

Ungujuh dtg wyghitightip qopwiing up, mp
Swhopwgup qhuninputpnit b hpkug htin
tpghghtip:

bphymtutpp wquun dwdbpnit, §Eppwyhup
updupuitl Wunuwnul nnkn,
pultpubkpny Yp ubpughp meyp
qniuplwbwghp:

Qubwnw JEpunupdwip jue
jhpwwnuljutipnyg nt tnkpubpny: Nipufa b,
np qugh Zujwuthwb nt nkuwy hu
hwypkuhpu:

Uupo Rigtwl

Zuyuuwnwbh EyEnkghtbipp gwwn wnninp Eh:

ULl Eytinkghttpp niukht hpkug
thnpuqpmiphibbpb nt jpwspupbpp:
Quipdwguy, pk hisyku wuwly huljuy
Eytntghtutp jurmgws i nupbp wnwy b
wynuhuh dwbpubwubn plwdp oo
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powputnpmptwdp: bd wdkukh puwn uhpud
kytnkght @knupnt k, npnyhbnkt upwtiskih
E nt qupuwtiwgh, pk hisyku Ypgut dwynh
up Uk thnpky Ehtinkgh up:

Uwpnng Jhwupp Zujwunwih dkg swn
withih hwbnupun nt yupg b Qupstu wdka
dwnny hpupnt ghnkt m pupbljud b:

U jaiwgnn jhowwnwlu k, Epp Upguhih
Swdpnit Ypwy nnipu Ejubip m hguip
wuwuwnwnh wnekt, nip gpniws kp.
«nomumd k pkq mquwn nt whljuju
Upguafup»:

Uwnnd Pupdbul

Gowpinip wygkjus wnkh sSwtopwguiip
qhuninph up, np dwutwljgus kp Upgujuh
wuwwnbkpuquht: Ut puwt, np Uthhiopp tdhon
oquwsé E hpkug kit winwg Uthhinph skha
Yptwp junph): Uju juouptpp hut
dnwskjulbpyu Zuywunwih tundwdp
owwn thnfutg: Zwuljguy, np Uktp hpkugdk
wnwpphp skup, unju hwykpt Gup, yktp wy
Ypnmiws kup Utp hnntpnt hwdwp B dkp
pwdhtt nithtp Upgujuh htpnuwlw
junpwtwlht dky:

Utpnid Bugmuybwl

Lunwgnyu jhowwnwljubkpku Uk k, tpp
Bnwpinip qughtp: Znt qquigh, np Zuyjuljui
ukpu n1 nghu wikih qopwgu bt witkih
hwjwukp yuwnwuh nupdwy:

Wniqbd bn Jhpununiug Zujuunud,
npnyhbtwnbi qqugh wjtiyku, np nnitiku hinm
wnil dpt b Fuw b pugupduljuybu onnwup
sqqugh: Cwwn hyyupun bd, np Zwjwuwnwp
Yptwd Ynsky hd nnttu b pd huypkuhpu:

Upwuq NEqdkwt

Zuyuuinuth dnnnynipnp uljhqpp hush vwuppbp
Epliigut, puyg pwtth Up op huypkuhpht dky
ikl kinp hwuljguy, pl ukqh whku kb, &nju B
EL huyjuljuts hpkug hnghubpp Yp mupusku
kplyphi Ute hpkug ghnupm kuwnng'
géwgpniphiuny, wunpny jud tpgny:

Fuhtt NMkpwupbwi

Utp upnnjinp nlugh hwjpkuhp tnui ny dhugi
widnnwbiwgh, wyy twbt tkppusnn: Unweht
Yuyphtwtitl huly qqughtip, np huipkhp
Elws Lup wbutbng hwykptih gpmphiutbp
wukl nkn:

Zuyuuwnwth Uk wdkl By pup hp
wuwndniphiup nith: Zujwunwbp (kgnib b
jnLowpdwbikpny, npnyhbntt yuwndnphwt
pupwgphtt niukgus tup puquupht
htpnutkp, wpnibunwgbnttp b
wnwunubnuinp wadkp:

Unhpp ntukgutp wyghjbint Fqudnph dke
qunumnn nuipng Up, nmip Swhopwguiip Ukp
wnwphph huwy wowkpintkpn: bpkug kL dkp
thotit mkuwtip mwuppipmphiuubp b
tdwtiniphiittin: fuyg mdktwdks
udwlmphiut Ep Ukp hwy nghtt B wqquyht
vhwutintphtip:

Uju upinnyinkl juiwgngi jhownulju £
jutnuljopkt Upwpwn 1knp mbkutbjp: Uhty
wyju wwnnjup thuy tquptbpny nkuws th
Upwpwup: 2th ptwp hwiwnwy, np wsphu
wngtit §p mkulith Uks m @npt Uwiuhuh
ququplbpp:

Lwpw Cwybkpuntw

Zuywunwl wyghip muppkp knipho nbn
up uygh bk, vwbwiwting huy Ephunwuwpnh
Up hwdwp: Zpwowh kp whubl) Zuywunwh
wyt quypkipp, np Uktp Zuyng Mundnphw
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dhpwy, Uwppupwyun, Upguhu:
Zujwunwitp (kgnih kp pubqupuitiilpn,
npnyhbwnti Epjhpp hhtt yuwndnphit niith:
Bu 'mqbd unpkl uyghiti) hugpkuhpu,
npnyhbntit mpwpimphiip b
hwywpumphiup, np 4p qquu hnt,
wbpwgunphh b

Lphutnhwthnp Zunnwn

P wdkbwuhpws Etintght, np wghtightp,
Swpbih quipl k: Znt hwutikint hwdwp
wkwp k gnpdusthup Lnwywlmnht: Swpkih
Snwuimnht wuktwbpljupt £ wppawhh dky:
Pt ku pupdniupk oun §p Juipnbiwd, puygg
owwn i thnpdwnniphih Upt kp:



bulj hd wlktwuhpws pubqupuiipn
Twptwlgni pliwt pubqupul kp.
Qupluyguljui piinwithpk Eyws pugnyg’
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Ujhp Mwpuudtw

Unwght pultip, np Yptwd puby dkp
hwjpkuhph dwuht wyt k, np gwn pupnin
Eplhp Upt B Swdpwbibpp §wbgkht
puiptipnt b duynkpm theny: Push hunlwp
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&l i Ubkiwitiuy 1hdp: Zkwnwppppuiljut Ehn
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Unwghti optipnitt Uktip wyglijkghip
Nuwbpknbp, mp kp wqgh gpugknikpkl
owwnkpl bht punniws: bpkug ohphtfutipp
Jnighy Fh, puyg wulk wikgh jnighy tpowgt,
np Ukp nnpkpne tiuly Yp hwqskht wiintp,
wyr} huljuy wiunm bukpp, np Wklp juwé Ehup
utp nuuwghppbpk:

Upkg Luqupbw

Uju yunjup huypkuhphu dke
upwiighih thnpdwrmphit dpb kp:
Zujuwuwwbp nwuphukpny tpugh ywku
Enud kp hush hwdwp, b Jkpowyku
Ynguy wdwdp nkutt ot Swhopwiug
huypkupphu: Uhdhowutu
hpuympnitiguy winp
qlintgynipliwdp:
Unwghti opp
owin yjuydwn
Ep, B

pguiip

wbulity
Upwpun

1Enp:

Unwghl
wpdwbp,

np Ukup

wygh kghtp, Uwyp Zuwjwuwnwh bp: Suwn
Junonp wipdwt dpt kp, np upstu
hywpumptwudp 4p Yhtwp e hp
wupnwuwikp Ukp huypkihpp:
Ohstntwwptipn wygkiightp, np pwwn jniqhs
Ep: Znt Swinhlukp qinbnkghtp Ypulhe
onipg v wnoptghtp Stnuuywin phwt
qnhtipnt hwdwp:

2uyluljut Ktnlightknp sun glntghl tht
bt pdwtnpmplwdp junnigniws:

Qunuh Yupuybnbwh

Ujglijtghtp Zujwuwnwth hpupwgtin
Juypbpp, mp dwpghy hpkug hjuppiguyg
nnubipp pugtghtt Ukp wnebit: Uyghiknyg
Thihowt b Upguju biu Uk wiqud
hwungnightip, np Zujwunwh puniphiip
hpwpwyh k: Lhnubpp
qbintghl Yhpuyny
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huypklhpp:
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ophiruy

Omuppungh mwdwpp jud jpwspupbpp,
Jwounid Eht wyjut vwuht, np huybpp
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Ghinughubph Yhwbpp pun
htwnwppppwlwi kp kL qupdwgunn: Lpubp
Utq hpudgpkghtt hwutin munbuwnubp
nuwbihputp: Unwghtt wqud Upgwifunid
Ytpw) hpktg «dhugyuyny» hwgp, nph
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tjwy nkwgh huypkuhp: Gpypnpn whqud
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Zujwutnwh pumpbw tdwb puniphib siuy
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REFLECTIONS

OF PAIN

The content displayed
on the following pages
share the same ugly
similarities: genocide
is the nasty muse.

Writing about pain can
be cathartic, both for the
author and its audience.
Poetry is real; it provides

a voice. That voice can

be sodden with denial,

hatred, vengeance and
the longing for closure.

The Rwandan Genocide,
the Holocaust, the
Genocide of the American
First Nations and the
Armenian Genocide
are the motivation
for the following
collection of words. -
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MY COUNTRY “TIS OF
THY PEOPLE YOU'RE
DYING (EXCERPT)
Buffy Saint Marie

Now that the longhouses breed superstition
You force us to send our toddlers away
To your schools where they’re taught to despise their traditions.

You forbid them their languages, then further say

That American history really began

When Columbus set sail out of Europe, then stress
That the nation of leeches that conquered this land
Are the biggest and bravest and boldest and best.

And yet where in your history books is the tale

Of the genocide basic to this country’s birth,

Of the preachers who lied, how the Bill of Rights failed,
How a nation of patriots returned to their earth?

RALLY FOR DARFUR
Rabbi J. Rolando Matalon

In the Armenian genocide it was written and in Darfur it is being sealed:
How many shall join the hundreds of thousands who have already perished,
and how many shall be born into a horrible life,

who shall live and who shall die,

In the Shoah genocide it was written and in Darfur it is being sealed:
who shall be raped and who shall be tortured,

who shall perish by sword and who by bullets,

which village shall be burned and which well shall be poisoned,

In the Cambodian genocide it was written and in Darfur it is being sealed:
who will make it to the refugee camp and who will die on the way,

who will die by hunger and who by thirst,

who by disease and who by plague,

In the Bosnian genocide it was written and in Darfur it is being sealed:
Who will have their food rations cut and who will get enough food for another day,
Whose child will die and whose will survive.

In the Rwandan genocide it was written and in Darfur it is being sealed:
who will remain silent and who will scream for action

who will be complacent and who will have moral courage

who will cave in to despair and who will be elevated by hope.

But using our voices, exercising our power and demanding action
can help save lives NOW.



THE DANCE
Siamanto (Translated by Shant Norashkharian)

And as her tears drowned in her blue eyes,

On a field of ash where Armenian life was still dying,

This is what the witness of our horror, the German woman narrated:
“This story which I tell you and which cannot be told,

I saw with my cruel human eyes,

From the window of my safe house which looked on hell,

Crushing my teeth from my terrible rage...

With my cruelly human eyes I saw .

It was in Garden city, which was turned to a pile of ashes.

The corpses were piled high to the top of the trees,

And from the waters, from the fountains, from the streams, from the roads,

The rebellious murmur of your blood...
Still speaks now its vengeance into my ears...

O, don’t be shocked when I tell you this story which cannot be told...
Let men understand the crime of man against man,
Under the sun of two days, on the road to the cemetery
The evil of man against man,

Let all the hearts of the world know...

That morning in death’s shadow was a Sunday,

The first and helpless Sunday which rose over the corpses,
When inside my room, from evening to dawn,

Bending over the agony of a girl slashed with a sword,

I was wetting her death with my tears...

Suddenly from afar a black, beastly mob

Brutally whipping the twenty brides who were with them,
Stood in a vineyard singing songs of debauchery.

SHEMA

Primo Levi
(Translated by Ruth Feldman & Brian Swann)

You who live secure

In your warm houses

Who return at evening to find
Hot food and friendly faces:

Consider whether this is a man,
Who labours in the mud

Who knows no peace

Who fights for a crust of bread

Who dies at a yes or a no.

Consider whether this is a woman,
Without hair or name

With no more strength to remember
Eyes empty and womb cold

As a frog in winter.

Consider that this has been:

I commend these words to you.

Engrave them on your hearts

When you are in your house, when you walk on your way,
When you go to bed, when you rise.

Repeat them to your children.

Or may your house crumble,

Disease render you powerless,

Your offspring avert their faces from you.

Leaving the poor dying girl on her mattress,

I approached the balcony of my window which looked on hell...
In the vineyard the black mob became a forest.

A savage roared to the brides: “You must dance,

You must dance when our drum sounds.”

And the whips started wildly cracking on the bodies

Of the Armenian women who were missing death...
Twenty brides, hand in hand, started their round dance...
The tears flowed from their eyes like wounds,

Ah, how much I envied my wounded neighbor,

Because I heard, that with a peaceful moan,

Cursing the universe, the poor beautiful Armenian girl,

To her young dove spirit gave wings toward the stars...

In vain I moved my fists against the mob.

“You must dance”, roared the furious crowd,

“You must dance until your death, lustfully and lasciviously,
Our eyes are thirsty for your movements and your death...”

The twenty beautiful brides fell to the ground exhausted...

“Stand up”, they shrieked, waving their naked swords like snakes...
Then someone brought to the mob a barrel of oil...

O, human justice, let me spit at your forehead...!

They anointed the twenty brides hastily with that liquid...

“You must dance”, they roared, “here is a perfume for you which even

Arabia does not have...”
Then they ignited the naked bodies of the brides with a torch,
And the charcoaled corpses rolled from dance to death...

In my terror I closed the shutters of my window like a storm,
And approaching my lonely dead girl I asked:
“How can I dig my eyes out, how can I dig them out, tell me...?

RWANDA: WHERE
TEARS HAVE NO POWER
Haki Madhubuti

Who has the moral high ground?

Fifteen blocks from the whitehouse

on small corners in northwest, d.c.

boys disguised as me rip each other’s hearts out
with weapons made in china. they fight for territory.

across the planet in a land where civilization was born

the boys of d.c.’know nothing about their distant relatives

in Rwanda. they have never heard of the hutu or tutsi people.
their eyes draw blanks at the mention of kigali, byumba

or butare. all they know are the streets of d.c., and do not
cry at funerals anymore. numbers and frequency have a way
of making murder commonplace and not news

unless it spreads outside of our house, block, territory.

modern massacres are intraethnic. bosnia, sri lanka, burundi,
nagorno-karabakh, iraq, laos, angola, liberia, and rwanda are
small foreign names on a map made in europe. when bodies
by the tens of thousands float down a river turning the water
the color of blood, as a quarter of a million people flee barefoot
into tanzania and zaire, somehow we notice. we do not smile,
we have no more tears. we hold our thoughts. In deeply

muted silence looking south and thinking that today

nelson mandela seems much larger than he is.
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LYwnot...
Take a Look...

TIGRAN HAMASYAN

We're not claiming to break the

filmm | music | literature | social media

news of Tigran Hamasyan’s
success. The 27 year old native
son of Gyumri has long arrived

on the international music
scene. With countless tours and performances under

f| | m his belt, Tigran has impressed his audience with the
ability to emote via ivory. Although steeped in jazz,
MEAN STREETS his sound is so much more than that. Having an

appreciation for all types of music has served to

Martin Scorsese, Harvey Keitel, Robert De Niro. . . .
Y create an eclectic resonance. Slices of Armenian folk

Three worthy enough reasons to commit to watching T e

a film. But there’s more. The film’s screenplay was el e e e e ey e

Taist, s co-written by Armenian-American Mardik Martin. . . " -
ceepaonat o . y witness to an ancient oral tradition. The combination

Martin fled Iraq to avoid the draft, and arrived in New

of melancholy vocals and ascending scales on his

York i ity for himself. He h ) .
Cn B E B 7 IR B newest single The Poet, makes the audience want to

TEERCIE S Py ST WS el have a good cry. We mean that in the best way possible.

met fellow student Martin Scorsese.

The two formed a close relationship, and collaborated on several early projects.

Mean Streets being one of them. Along with Martin, Scorsese penned most of the | | -I-e ra -I- dare
script driving around little Italy in Martin’s Chrysler Valiant. They would park

«
somewhere in the neighbourhood, and start the writing process. All the while Ulllilllnl_lahﬂl

absorbing the folklore that would be represented on the screen. 2n1h119n11 deI}]:ﬂl» .
The film was made on a low budget, and from a director who was still polishing his «Uwllmphit smikgnn
craft. Mean Streets provided a voice for the criminal working class, and by doing so Uwpnhly»-p
inspired an integral part in any modern gangster movie, showcasing everyday reality. hiptwlEhumgpulub Jky
Robert De Niro shines in the films, and it was Mean Streets that catapulted upt £t Uphlﬂmmhm]
him into distinction. qpuigknn Umpuitihly
Ownnijtwih wdkbwyuynih

Now semi-retired, Martin works as a Senior Lecturer at the prestigious USC film
gupstipku URyp: Ghppp Yp

school, having mentored and educated thousands of the brightest young luminaries e e T

in the movie business.

Juuynws yundnwspubpk,
We forgot to mention that Martin also co-wrote The Raging Bull, arguably the best film of nip htnhtwyp Yp Wyuwpugpk
the 20th century. So, yeah...He’s kind of a big deal. hp nppwingh ke wuypusd

wnwnphubpnt wuwndniphiup: R ghpph poinp

wuwwndniwuspubpp pwwn hbnwppppuwljwt ki b
gpuths, hwwbwpwp «HYunuun» funpughpp
n1n yuwwndnmwspp wdkhunwuinphst k:
ONE ARMENIA gI;l:zlnﬁlhmh up plllgl?lb Eotipnu ihdlﬁgihpm uky,
Instagram: @onearmenia ntup Up 4p twpugpk, npoit pinudkeku wlpnne
Facebook: facebook.com/onearmenia Ytwlp Up Yp thpjuyugit: Zupuqunopku

plptngnnht § wpnwywnk npph up
ndmupniphiutibptt n gmupdmphiuubtpp,

Twitter: @onearmenia

Following a non-profit platform that strives to enhance
environmental, humanitarian and cultural projects in Armenia
should make you feel all sorts of good. Armenia has issues, like
any other country. Having a platform that actively seeks out to
make positive, tangible changes should not only be admired, but
supported. One Armenia has made the tag line “you can make a
difference”a reality. Projects like bringing sustainable farming to Armenia or helping to
provide instruments to a growing Armenian Youth Orchestra are highlighted by means
of images waiting to be liked. A lack of selfies or pretty carbohydrates piled on a plate is
a refreshing change of pace.

Unnwhngmphiuubpt b tinmphiuubpp, nipuju

EL wpump nkyptipp: unppht dky, pk
wuwwnuniwuspp b pk ghppp punhwinip wndwdp,
utiq p tkpuyugibi ginuuywim ptuki
Jbpuynpws o nppugus ukpniinh Up wypus

Yhwipp b winp hknbiwbpny wypbyn b
huyjopktt wypkint dgunmudp:
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SALES REPRESENTATIVE

“By going the extra mile,

I provide excellent results

for my clients.”

OFFICE: 416.443.0300 DIRECT: 416.893.6763
EMAIL: lena@royallepage.ca
WEB: www.mytorontohome.com

ROYALLEPAGE
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SHOPS AT DON MILLS
8 SAMPSON MEWS, SUITE 201
TORONTO, ON M3C OH5

l\‘ \ NOT INTENDED TO SOLICITTHOSE UNDER CONTRACT WITH ANOTHER REALTOR.

Congratulating Ardziv and wishing it continued success

Dalon Ambicnce

2175 Victoria Park_Avenue,
Scarborough, Ontario, MIR 116
Tel- (416) 704 3193

Master stylist & owner: Albert Ajemian
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People talk.

April showers aren’t the only thing that makes Armenians melancholy in spring. The 24th is always
remembered as the ultimate commemoration date and it is a chance to pay tribute on a variety of

levels. Surely different dates resonate with different memories in this city quilted together from
different countries, nationalities and people.

June 12th is a big one for me. The
Philippines declared independence
from Spain in 1898. It’s a national
holiday back home. Plus, June 12th
is my grandma’s birth day . It's a
tough day to forget.

Ministry Advisor, 68

| had left Russia many years before
the Soviet Union crumbled. Around
that time, everybody would ask how
| felt about the topic. | didn’t have an
opinion on the issue. My indifference
surprised me. | didn’t have a dog in
the fight.
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I'm from Zimbabwe. We achieved
independence in 1980. It's a layered
topic. People were happy that we
separated from the British . At the
same time, our president became
this evil, psycho path dictator. An
African Hitler if you'd like. That's why
so many of us were forced to leave
the country. They try to have
Independence Day celebrations,
but it’s like... what independence?
...We had to leave..

March 1st is an important date for
Koreans. It was an early public
display of Korean resistance during
the occupation by Japan. We
remember it as the March 1st
Movement.

August 1, 1834, Emancipation
day. That's the date the British
Parliament official abolished
slavery. Caribbean festivals all
around the world usually start
that day. Slavery ended only in
the British colonies though,
Spanish/Dutch/Peruvian colonies
put an end to slavery much later.

January 12 will always be a sad
day. It's when the earthquake hit
Haiti. There were aftershocks for
days after, but the 12t is when the
phone started ringing.




e | artist’s studio

FEATURED ARTIST: KAMEE ABRAHAMIAN

Kamee Abrahamian is a multidisciplinary artist, performer, and producer born in Toronto, Canada. She received her BA in cinema and
political science at Concordia University in Montreal and recently graduated with a masters in Expressive Art Therapy from the European
Graduate School, with a special focus on an integration of digital media practices. Kamee is mostly nomadic and splits her timeon a
plethora of work; including a number of film and theatre projects under the umbrella of her production company, Saboteur Productions.

i

Explosive and tactile images of collective memory.

These mixed medium collages are contrived of a fragmented
spectrum which kaleidoscope as the viewer is hypnotized by
images of intimacy within a life of constant travel. The use of
collected textiles on her journeys blended with old
photographs found under her late grandmother’s bed
illuminate the spirit of the decayed, and manifest them into a
work that is enchanted.The two photographs featured are
from the artist’s series entitled Mutuality and were captured
in Armenia. They reflect the pulse of the emerging country. o




AYF YOUTH CORPS
CAMP VANADZOR

JULY 21" - AUG 1%, 2014
SNRLPU 21 - 0FNUSNU 1, 2014

AYF Canada’s Youth Corps -
Camp Vanadzor is a 2 week free
of charge summer camp organized
in Vanadzor (Armenia’s third
largest city) for children from
8 - 16 years old.

28%F q"bU-h q.l.ui.u.u&nph

wdwnbwpb bwdpwpp Bpla
owpfdniwy whbhwp dwdpwp
dpu £ pwnwph 8-16 mwpbluwl
wuwtmwbpubpnih LGudwp:

SUPPORT CAMP VANADZOR BY
DONATING @ WWW.AYFCANADA.ORG/YC £



