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tDITORIAL

IT SEEMS THAT OUR COMMON HISTORY COULD SOMETIMES SEEM STRANGELY...
NUMERICAL. 301 MARKS THE YEAR OF CHRISTIANITY, 1915 IS FOREVER

DRIPPING BLOOD RED, 28s IN MAY AND 21s IN SEPTEMBER. WE HAVE RECENTLY
PASSED 25: A QUARTER CENTURY AGO, AS SPITAK AWOKE IN HORROR.

Across the ocean, we held them close in our hearts. Our diasporan bonds were being strengthened
with families from the ancestral home. We rallied and sent our love and support in aid packages and
fundraisers. A break was ahead in the future and many a first steps were taken then.

As we reflect once again on the over-nuanced relationship between “home” and “away’; we realize that
the time and the place for those emergency care packages (no matter how lovingly packed with care)
have ended.

In the quarter century it has taken to just recently embrace that shift in mentality, we have seen a myriad
of shifts and changes. There have been success stories and disappointments, first attempts and second
chances. At the core of it all, the reality is that economics managed to trump even natural disasters with
huge emigration numbers leaving untold shoes unfilled.

And now a new era, and now more than ever- a need for hope and optimism. Bold steps have never
been more appropriate and the need to focus on action is imminent. Armenia needs to run on
homegrown mechanics- this is something most of us would agree upon. Another point of accord should
be a call to those of us with feet not firmly planted on ancestral soil, to offer ourselves in the truest
selves. Perhaps it is a time to take the coaching off of the sidelines and into the team huddle. Perhaps a
reflective look when we envision a role to be fulfilled? Perhaps a thought or two in the new year about a
personal definition of “hands on’.

As we cast our gaze into 2014, only one thing is for certain: we have countless milestones ahead.
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By: Kamee Abrahamian

My attraction to Armen Ohanian’s story is rooted in mutuality. Her self-
proclaimed life as an artist in exile is analogous to my relationship to the
Armenian culture as a female artist. Armen’s story is contemporary even
for current times. Born as Sophia Pirboudaghian in 1887, Armen was a
survivor of the anti-Armenian pogroms in Baku. She later embarked on a
career as a dancer and actor, studying in Moscow then living in Iran where
she helped found the national theatre. After adopting a new stage name,
Armen toured as an Oriental dancer through Egypt, the Caucasus, then
into Europe. Armen lived in Paris in the Belle Epoque, during which she
enjoyed the company of famous artists and politicians. She committed
herself to communism and published her memoires and poetry.
Eventually she married a Mexican diplomat and moved to Mexico City
where she opened a school of dance. The last known record of her life was
a visit to Soviet Armenia where she offered a part of her documents to a
local museum. She continued to write and translate in Mexico until her
death, the year of which is unknown.

There is still much about her life that is undetermined and many of the
facts in her biography are constantly being updated. In my frequent
conversations with Armen’s biographer, | am often informed of new

facts and mysteries about her life, which sent me back to the script for
adjustments. One example of a vital detail that Armen intentionally

hid from her memoires is that she had a daughter. The reason for this
omission can only be speculated, as we have no contact with her
offspring. It has been suggested that we film a documentary or biopic;
but after struggling to unearth this woman'’s life | realized that it would be
impossible to capture her spirit on screen using a traditional approach.
Armen was extremely clever in her masking and unmasking. Alas, instead
of sifting through variances between biographical facts and the fiction
she weaved into her writing, | decided to collaborate with my production
partner and writer d lee williams on a fictionalized tale about the search
itself, in a way that is accessible to all audiences. The goal is to embody
Armen as the mystery that she is, to present a narrative that personifies
the struggle that is to know her completely. Through this process we invite
the viewer on a journey through the layers found in the mind of a true artist,
an eternal struggle with identity, and the infinite search for a true home.

* ¥ %

The idea to build a theatre piece inspired by Armen Ohanian was
suggested to me by Oksana Mirzoyan, a filmmaker who currently lives in
Yerevan and used to work for OneArmenia. She encouraged me to apply

Armen and suggested that | do some research on her. My creative team
and | came up with the idea for Dear Armen and applied to the initiative.
Our failure to win the contest did not discourage us in the least. Lee and |
had been talking about working together on a creative endeavor for quite
some time and we were determined to bring Armen’s story to life, on our
own terms. Our main objective down the line is to make a film, but since
we all had experience in theatre, we decided to start off with a play.

Dear Armen debuted in Yerevan in the back room of The Club in
September 2013. We wrote it in English then had it translated to Armenian
in order to make it accessible to the locals. This was a huge obstacle for
our team because neither Lee nor | spoke Armenian as fluently as we

used to when we went to Armenian school, and the third member of our
team wasn't even Armenian. Then there was the issue of our respective
political backgrounds. | don't have to elaborate on women’s issues in
Armenia. Frankly, | don't even think | have the patience to argue about it
anymore. Don't even get me started on women’s lives in villages. All | will
say is that it is not easy to live in Armenia, let alone to be a woman there.
I'm from Canada but I've spent enough time in Armenia to know that
there are problems, just like any other country has. | definitely don’t want
to discuss gay rights either because that conversation has — sadly - barely
been cracked open in that region in general. It was a huge struggle for

us to put this together in a way that would allow us to feel like we were
standing up for the issues we were passionate about without being
culturally insensitive. That's probably why it was received so well in the end
- because we weren't aggressive in the delivery of our story and message.

It is important to recognize
that Ohanian’s story, which
can be compared to the likes
of inspirational figures such
as Sarah Bernhardt and Frida
Kahlo, is quite contemporary
even for current times. It has
the potential to appeal to a
universal audience as well

as Armenians. That being
said, the desired impact of :
this project is to engage k5 L

the prolific dynamism of
the Armenian woman and DEAQ P\RMEN
nurture the progression of

a pivotal social issue that is

prevalent in the frontlines

of contemporary cultural

discourse in Armenia. My

goal is to co-create a piece of interactive theatre that will transfer these

strengths, whether they be considered sensual, artistic, maternal, or
mystical, to audiences who will walk away feeling energized and moved
by Ohanian’s legacy. If these goals are met, | can only hope that those
who are inspired will embody this experience in their own lives and pay
it forward - to loved ones and strangers alike — therefore taking one step
closer to the transformation and evolution of women’s issues and the
future of Armenian culture. o

ABOUT THE AUTHOR: Kamee is a multidisciplinary artist, performer, and curator

to the Shift Initiative, which allowed the public to vote on a project that . R . . ;
born in Toronto, Canada. She studied cinema and political science at Concordia

transforms an element of Armenian culture. The winner would receive the
support to fund their project. At around the same time, Lara Aharonian
(director of the Women's Resource Center of Armenia) told me about

University in Montreal. She recently received her masters in expressive art therapy at
the European Graduate School, with a specialization in digital media and education.

Ardziv | Winter 2014 | 5



By: Varak Babian, “Simon Zavarian” Chapter

“Are you Turkish?”

“No, I'm a Kurd”

“Perfect. I'll take a doner combo to go.”

In that moment | managed to feel both petty and proud.

I was flirting with a multitude of emotions while breathing in the
Berlin air. The city struck me as being unassuming- practical and
powerful. Guidebook armed, | tried to wet my whistle with the
important tourist destinations. A discernible narrative seemed to
make itself clearer with each site we visited. A humility best described
as a sense of being proud of the present, while remaining mindful of
the past.

The Holocaust Memorial. A mazelike structure as far as the eye can
see, each brick representing a lost life. Uniformed police patrolling the
vicinity, making sure the grounds were respected. Making sure people
were acting... kosher, if you will.

The Berlin Wall. Constant reminders of an unfortunate past, not tucked
away ...Proudly on display: a representation of change, physical

proof of a once conflicted national identity now serving as a beautiful
canvas, bitingly emblazoned with anti-fascist, anti-war folklore.

The Underground Transit. Dramatic, over-sized posters offering a cash
reward for any information on octogenarian, ex-SS culprits posted up
alongside subway stops. Clear messages of restoration and reparation
are everywhere.

| was jealous.

While I indulged in this Bavarian metropolis, one of the cosmopolitan
capitals of the world, | just couldn’t seem to get over the broad Turkish
tint marking the city. Whether it be snippets of floating phrases or
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lavish posters promising the best lehmechoun outside of Anatolia,

I was shocked to feel so anxious, so defensive. | tried to reason with
myself, to come up with excuses of why | was feeling so uneasy.
Understand why my back remained so bristled. My internal pep talk
was interrupted by an uneasy narrative.

I strongly believe that change can only happen effectively through
discourse- from within Turkey. The new generation in Turkey will help
battle years of nationalistic pride and ignorance and we will rise out
of this denial together. This will lighten their own psyche, balance

out their universal karma and it needs to happen just as much for the
culprit as for the victim.

These are not groundbreaking “Aha!” moments and they have all been
discussed with friends over an array of double doubles, but there |
was- feeling threatened. The elderly Turkish man with the sweet smile
selling cigarettes curbside made me uneasy. Did he see me as an
enemy? Did he know | was Armenian? Was the cabby blaring Ibrahim
Tatlises in his rusted Toyota really a threat? | am jaded, | am stubborn. |
manage to feel both petty and proud.

I scratched my head, often enough until the itch seemed to tide and
I recognized what had the hairs standing at full attention. Here | was
in the city that seemed to write the book on how to atone for past
mistakes, how to reconcile and move forward- and the only thing that
| seemed to be able to see was the overwhelming population that
represented those who refused to admit, to atone and to reconcile.
The Turkish diaspora in Germany is remarkable- in numbers and
daily influence. They presently make up the largest ethnic minority
and the loosening of trade and immigration policies seems to nearly
guarantee that these numbers are on a steady incline. They have
influenced daily habits with doners and lehmecun overtaking brats
and wurst. | nearly stopped dead in my tracks when | saw a very



blonde, very Aryan looking German miss the closing doors of the
subway tram. Not because he had miscalculated (a stereotypically
very un-German move) but because of the swear words that tumbled
out of his mouth afterwards. All very blue, and very Turkish. Though
seemingly inconsequential, daily vernacular and street food say quite
a bit about the cultural makeup of a city.

How had the reverse affect and influence not taken a foothold? Why
were Turks living in Germany not absorbing and assuming the modern
sensibilities of admitting, atoning and reconciling and exporting

them back home on the same track which they seemed to be using to
import their Anatolian conventions?

*x kX

17 Hardenbergerstrasse? Yes...very close.10 min away, right beside
the zoo.

| was making what seemed to be a pilgrimage. A pilgrimage to an
address that | had come across over the years. In history books and in
anecdotes, it was a place that seemed to invoke a sense of national
pride, a place where strength and dignity were restored.

A text message response to whether or not the address was familiar to
those back home. Of course, was the immediate response.“The place

|u

where the beast fel
The very place that marked the end of Talaat Pasha’s life.
The very place that seemed to end a sort of pilgrimage.

Pouring over court transcripts, first person accounts, journal and
diary entries - a route is planned. We know that a young Soghomon
Tehlirian turned his life over to this act of redemption. He rented
aroom a stone’s throw away and plotted his life’s great calling. A
candle of some sort, to light at the altar of all those who has perished.
Alternatively, a chance to spit in the devil’s eye.

| walked, making my way to what would have been his apartment.
Soghomon was a young man, close to my own age. Did he know
that his actions would have been not only remembered, but paid
homage to so many years later? |felt my heart race. This was the

place where my idol had hung his hat while wrestling with the horrific
memories of slaughter. Talaat had lived across the street, a few steps

in a single direction. How many times did he stand just where | was
standing, and ponder his fate? | starting hitting pavement, crossed

the same crosswalk, walked towards the same merging street. 17
Hardenbergerstrasse. It took 7 minutes to get to that spot. The streets
had gone through many facelifts since then. | looked for a plaque- tried
to find some documentation, some proof. | felt my body tense up as |
tried to put myself in his position. 24 years old, standing above the man
who helped orchestrate the genocide of his people, of our people. |
flashed back to the present and realized | probably looked a tad out of
place. Taking pictures of a residential street, pacing back and forth on
the same block, trying not to discount my revved up emotions.

Memorials.

Lit candles.

Tombs for unknown soldiers.
Altars and incense.

17 Hardenbergertrasse.

*x X% X

Berlin was impactful and while | was there, a thought blossomed
that | return to now and again. Several months later, | seem to revisit
the same romanticized images. | desperately wish that one day | am
able to walk the streets of Turkey. Pay my respects and soak in the
Armenian Genocide memorial, read the plaques shedding light on a
gruesome past and the promise of decades of humility. Visit the old
Armenian quarters and Museums of Genocide and Tolerance.

I want to not feel threatened by a middle aged Turkish couple. Be able
to argue to merits of the best lehmacun outside of Anatolia, maybe
even bob my head to Ibrahim Tatlises. As much as | can dream of a
smooth existence and exterior, | will always have an emotional scar,
one that will never heal.

I'd love for that scar to stop being pricked and fade to a light pink. |
think we would all benefit from some imported Anatolian ointment. o
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By: Karnig Hasserjian, “Simon Zavarian” Chapter

Nearly every day we hear about something else Armenia needs. Environmental
regulations, dissolution of monopolies, elimination of oligarchs, free and fair
elections, a strong Diaspora, a strong Artsakh, gender equality and the elimination
of domestic violence — The wish list goes on. We've all gotten used to thinking if
we could only have that one crucially important missing piece of the puzzle (pick
any from the list above), then everything else would come neatly to its place.
Personally, I can’t help but be frustrated by our tendency to spot problems and
assign blame as though we are international bystanders. We all know the end
results we seek, and the impressive and sudden reforms that could conceivably get
us there — but perhaps we have to stop looking for get-rich-quick schemes. As it is
for all developing nations, it is a long hard road to prosperity. It is for this reason
that I prefer to analyze circumstances, not with the hope of finding yet another
individual or corporation to blame Armenia’s problems on, but rather to look for
ways to leverage our strengths to overcome our weaknesses.

From my point of view, the most important vitally critical area of concern for
Armenia is its economy. All other social and environmental matters will have a
fighting chance to come to a resolution if the economy can stand on its own two
feet. It is based on this belief, and the approach I mentioned above that I have to
come to the conclusion that what Armenia needs most today are Investment
Bankers. Yes, I'm talking about the men and women in suits who work in
downtown offices, manipulate excel sheets, prepare power point presentations,
and convince you that “THIS” opportunity should not be missed because the
returns are infinite and the risks are minimal. In other words, these are people that
try to convince you that this investment opportunity has a risk-return profile that
has been underestimated by the market, and you have had the good fortune to
stumble upon this rare opportunity.

At the risk of upsetting critical readers, I will oversimplify the mechanisms by
which the Armenian economy works, in order to point out some of the basic high
level relationships without allowing micro factors to distract from the bigger

picture. Every year a significant percentage of the population decides to leave
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Armenia, due to unfavourable working and living conditions, while the economy
manages to grow (just barely), and the currency manages to stay relatively stable.
Unemployment remains a big problem, and most of the economic growth does
not accrue to the lower or middle class. This creates further divide between the
rich and the poor and pushes those who can to leave and look for opportunities
elsewhere. The reason the growth of the economy is limited is that most of the
businesses are owned by a handful of families, and they are predominantly
concerned with importing products and services. The lack of competition
eliminates the imperative for growth, which drives most capitalist countries, while
the lack of exports leaves the dram at risk of depreciating. For an economy that
has an extreme trade deficit (that is, significantly more imports than exports), the
risk of currency depreciation is a major threat to long term stability. Very few
companies export anything out of Armenia, for various reasons, and this means
most of the economic growth and currency stability is actually attributable to the
spending from cash remittances that are funneled into Armenia by the Diaspora,
and the demand generated from tourism.

The manufacturing and tech industries of the Soviet era, in which Armenia played
an instrumental role, came to a dead halt in 1991. Today, major geographic and
political constraints hinder the manufacturing and exporting of physical goods.
On the sidelines, various other budding industries such as I'T and outsourced
financial services are attempting to change the economic landscape of Armenia.
Unfortunately, the development of these new sectors is heavily restricted by a lack
of access to capital. By nature, most of these start-ups are lean and carry few
physical assets which can’t be used as collateral for debt financing, preventing
them from accessing the cash necessary to grow and deterring new start-ups from
attempting to develop these new industries.

Although we have seen a slightly growing economy over the last number of years, it is
an unsustainable system, which depends on cash remittances (from the Diaspora),
tourism (from the Diaspora), and mining of non-renewable resources. The biggest
problem with this vicious cycle described earlier is that at some point, the cash



... | have to come to the conclusion that what Armenia needs most today are

Investment Bankers. Yes, I’m talking about the men and women in suits
who work in downtown offices, manipulate excel sheets, prepare

power point presentations, and convince you that
“THIS” opportunity should not he missed because the

returns are infinite and the risks are minimal 3y

remittances that enter the country to fund the families living in Armenia will stop as a
result of entire families emigrating and no longer needing to support members
living in Armenia. At some point, all that will be left are the extremely poor, who can
neither afford to leave nor to purchase the monopolized expensive daily necessities.
The growth will cease, and even the rich oligarchs that own all of the large businesses
in Armenia will see their wealth stagnate. Although we don’t look admiringly at
these folks, we should assume they know a thing or two about business, and the
most important thing they know is to sell at the maximum valuation.

Armenia is for sale, everyone! Some of the oligarchs may stick around out of
pride, but the rest are ready to liquidate and move on at the first sign of stagnation.
The only problem is who will they sell to? When the disparity between the rich
and the poor is so large, and a public market for the liquid sale of equity is nearly
nonexistent, the only option these individuals have to sell it to foreign investors.
This is not a new phenomenon and it has already started with the selling of many
of Armenia’ assets including the cognac factory, electric network and generation
facilities, and will likely continue for years to come. The only thing worse than
having corrupt oligarchs with monopolies and paid politicians ruining Armenia’s
economy is foreign monopolies ruling Armenia’s economy and controlling the
politicians that make the rules.

So, when I say Armenia needs investment bankers, I am actually quite serious. We
need these suits to do what they do best and convince the wealthy oligarchs to
sell, and for investors to buy. The important caveat is that the investors are you and
L. Developing the public securities market (which actually already exists) to
encourage investments from the Diaspora, as well as from Armenia is, in my
opinion, the only way to avoid continuing on the path of selling off our assets to
foreign buyers. It is a solution that aligns the business interest of the oligarchs with
the nationalist interests of all of us who dream of a better Armenia.

If you want to jump-start an economy, you need to invest into it. Besides donating
money for the crucially important social and environmental problems we see in

Armenia, it is time to invest money into solutions. Instead of blaming bad
businesses and governments for being evil and corrupt, we need to invest in the
good ones. Each of us has a different opinion on the most urgent issue in Armenia,
and developing the investment banking sector, primarily with investments from
the Diaspora, can allow each of us to invest in the businesses that work towards our
particular ideals. The sectors that can transition Armenia’s economy from a groggy
post soviet nap to an innovation-geared economy can finally access the funding
they require to prosper. Creating this infrastructure involves improving the existing
securities rules and regulations, and equipping regulators to be able to enforce the
rules. Luckily, we don’t need to reinvent the wheel.

Yes, the existing environment for investing in Armenia is far from ideal which is a
good reason why the infrastructure for public ownership of corporations is so
primitive. However, the positives in the case of successfully developing it are
immense and necessary. Public ownership of the largest corporations means no
single individual will be in a position to manipulate government. Who knows,
maybe with no single person to be accountable to, the government will actually
work towards the betterment of society as a whole. This system would also create
a Diaspora that is no longer only connected to its homeland by its thoughts,
prayers, and good wishes, but rather with an economic interest. We can sit and
watch others buy Armenia at a discount, or we can take a chance and put our
money where our mouth is! Now all we need are some investment bankers...

I have purposely oversimplified the investing environment and the proposed
correction plan, by ignoring the obvious shortcomings and difficulties of
achieving what is inherently the development of a transparent, effective and
liquid, venture capital and capital market environment. This is not the solution
that will save Armenia, but it’s what I believe best addresses the threats outlined
above, taking into consideration the lack of trust I have in our own government to
take any positive steps. I share these thoughts with the hope that it will spark
discussion around investing in the future of our homeland. O
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People talk.

Winter is a time for extra layers, twinkly lights and a smattering of holidays. It’s also been labelled
the hardest time for new Canadians to settle in: the snowfalls, different celebrations... How do
winter and its holiday season make you remember different traditions and holidays, celebrated
throughout the year, from “back home”?

I miss Nebuta Matsuri. It's a big
festival in Japan, with very
impressive lanterns and floats. The
floats usually are of important
people: sometimes mythical
heroes, sometimes actors.

I'm lucky that | can often celebrate
traditions here. Diwali of course is
always nice. Celebrations happen
more in certain pockets of the city
obviously. It is still nice. | miss the

grandness of it in India sometimes.
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The way Christmas is celebrated
here is so different than back home.
More family, less material. It's a time
for us to break bread together...
rather than spend, spend, spend!

I left 20 years ago, while still under
the Soviet Union. There were
holidays brought by the revolution
that | remember, but don’t miss. |
definitely wouldn't want to celebrate
them here. | welcome the chance for
new celebrations.

Chuseok is big in Korea. It’s a harvest
festival in the fall season. Beautiful
scenery, beautiful food.

Yalda ...It's the longest night of
the year, at the end of June | miss
celebrating it. We get together
with family, friends. A lot of
customs to protect us from
negative things that might happen
in the future. It's tradition to serve
many different kinds of fruit.
Especially pomegranates.
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Hai Tad Whirlwind

By: Manoug Alemian, “Levon Shant - Pegor Ashod” Chapter

would like to start off by mentioning what an amazing experience
my time at the Washington DC offices of the Armenian National
Committee of America (ANCA) has been.

No sooner had | arrived from Montreal- after a fun-filled 16-hour train
ride- that we went straight to the Father’s Day Soorp Khach Armenian
Apostolic Church picnic, a great opportunity to meet with fellow interns.
As an AYF Levon Shant/Pegor Ashod Chapter member, | was quickly
recruited to help with the AYF Olympics, and donned the now famous
Arpa the Eagle costume (in 90 degree heat and excruciating humidity)
while two stepping with children and AYF supporters alike.

| knew then: this was going to be an unforgettable eight weeks.

The next day, my exciting journey in the ANCA office began. As the rest
of my colleagues arrived, the work began. We started with the annual
ANCA internship ritual - the newspaper project. We reviewed a full
year's worth of Armenian American newspapers, clipped any mentions
of Members of Congress, and distributed the articles, with personalized
letters, to their respective offices. In the meanwhile, the entire team was
constantly bonding and we all became quite close, quite quickly.

My individual project was about the Syrian conflict’s impact on Christian
and Armenian minorities living in the country. It's a tough project - both

on a communal and personal level. Certainly our community has been
vicariously living through the tragedy of the civil unrest in Aleppo, and
other cities — following the daily reports from our community on the ground
- and are looking to assist in any way possible. The project was even more
poignant and personal for me — who like tens of thousands of Armenians in
the U.S. and Canada have relatives personally affected by the tragedy.

| attended Congressional hearings on the topic, and was tasked to
prepare a primer on the situation in the region. This was used to help
ANCA and Armenian American groups around the country prepare for a
State Department / USAID briefing on the topic. It was quite thrilling to
realize the immediate impact of the work we were doing.

In addition to our main projects, we had a slew of additional shorter-
term projects to complete, like helping our regional and local chapters
rally support for pro-Armenian provisions of the 2014 Foreign Aid Bill.
That was an opportunity to speak with and get to know Armenian
American activists from across the U.S. and encourage them to contact
their legislators — an effort which really showed what a vast and
committed community we are lucky to be part of.

Perhaps one of my favorite efforts this summer was working with our
Executive Director Aram Hamparian and my fellow interns to strengthen
the Armenian social network. It started out with helping the ANCA

team set up its first-ever LIVE Hangout on the ANCA's Google Plus page.
Aram was a pro from day one - and by the second Hangout — we were
ready to advertise to the world.

We followed that up with a promotional video that our ANCA intern team
prepared, encouraging folks to participate in these live ANCA updates.

I truly feel like | have gained so many skills and have been able to
develop in a variety of arenas. | have done research, video editing,

have attended important meetings, and organized data and important
talking points. Throughout this all, our input was always considered and
we felt that we were all vital and contributing members of the team.

We had a chance to sit down and talk with Armenian Ambassador to the
U.S. Tatoul Markarian, NKR Representative to the U.S. Robert Avetisyan,
former U.S. Ambassador to Armenia (and a personal hero) John Evans,
amongst others. I've met numerous Members of the Senate and House
and have been given the opportunity to see “behind the scenes". All of
this played an important role in the growth of my Armenian identity.

As we went deep into Armenian issues like Artsakh or the Genocide,

| developed a better understanding of the obstacles facing our
community and ways to effectively counter them.

Throughout it all, the local community has been extremely welcoming.
On July 28th, we all celebrated Khanasor’s Expedition and our hosts
made us feel right at home. We laughed, sang, and ate all day long,
making it one of my most memorable “non-work” moments.

We were lucky enough to be exposed to an American education as well. We
had a 4th of July barbeque at the Hovig Saghejian Capital Gateway House
—where all our summer interns were headquartered - with U. Yeghisapet
and several locals joining in. That's where | had my first US independence
celebration and we had that right combination of barbecued ribs and
chicken kebab: making it a truly American-Armenian experience.

Alongside the important fact gathering, presentations, food and
festivities- it is truly the human connections that make this internship
such a unique experience. The ANCA team, colleagues who | now have
the honour and privilege to call close friends, are a collection of amazing
people that | was lucky enough to work with. From Aram to Kate to
Yeghisapet, Chris, Harout and - of course — our Legislative Director /
Program coordinator Raffi Karakashian, we were in a Hai Tad whirlwind
24/7 - one which | will cherish for a lifetime.

This is truly a unique experience and | encourage any college or
university student to consider taking part. You, much like me, will have a
truly unforgettable 8 weeks. o
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A message from the Hamazkayin Regional Executive Board of Canada:

The Hamazkayin Student Cultural Forum is heading into its 20th anniversary, in 2014. The forum

has its roots ti he Hamazkayi | i ia, i :

main goal is to create a bridge between Armenian youth, to bring them closer not only to each

7 . 7 .

has left lasting memories in the hearts and minds of participants and organizers alike since its

inception; and the relationships that have been formed as a result, are strong and everlasting. It

is an experience that is unique in many respects. If we can sum it up in four words, here is how we

would describe it:

Intimate. Informative. Inspirational. Invaluable.

Descriptions aside, the best testaments come from those who have experienced it. We would

like to share with you the heartwarmin wo of ici i |

Joly, and Garen Hasserjian who have taken the time to share their story.

=R
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My Three Weeks at The Hamazgkayin Foruwm

An Unforgettalle Experience

By Chris Joly, Toronto

During a stretch of 3 weeks, 34 participants and 8 counselors, from 10 different nations came together in Armenia for the Hamazkayin Youth
Forum. Going into it, | didn't really know what to expect, or how the events would unfold. Today, | can honestly say it was one of the greatest

experiences | have ever had. | wanted to go to the Forum because | believed it would be a great opportunity to learn more about Armenia,
its culture, and make new friends. | can say with certainty that the Forum has exceeded my expectations, and | went home with many

wonderful memories and made lifelong connections. It was truly an unforgettable experience.

At the Forum, we learned a lot about various topics. We learned that Repat Armenia is an organization that helps people repatriate to

Armenia. A workshop that we took part of touched on the topic of what it means to be Armenian. There, we learned about how subjective
itis to determine who has the right qualities to be Armenian, and how we are all Armenian despite where we were born. A different set

of lectures that we took part of included general descriptions of different churches on our excursions, given by various lecturers, such as
Samvel Karapetian at Saghmosavank and Ampert’s church. All the lectures and workshops were very well executed.

During the Forum, we were given the opportunity to go on different trips, all of them being enjoyable. Three of the most memorable

moments that | experienced on those trips were swimming in Lake Sevan, visiting the Tumo Center, and exploring the history of Artsakh.

I remember Lake Sevan's water quite well. Cold. Yet if you show resilience and stay in, the whole things becomes quite relaxing. Visiting the
Tumo Center made me feel proud. We got to see how the students learned about animation and graphic design, and how they applied

those skills into creating art. It was a very innovative building with a very noble goal. Lastly, we took the Forum to Artsakh. It was the first
time in the Forum’s history where the participants went to Artsakh as part of the scheduled events; until this year, a visit to Artsakh was an

elective that participants could add on should they wish to. There, we saw many structures, such as Kantsasar, St. Ghazanchetsots Cathedral,
and the museum of Dikranagerd. We also ate at Nigol Touman’s home and visited the barracks of the Artsakh military.

The trip to Artsakh was remarkable.

Overall, | had a wonderful time during our three weeks at the Forum. | highly recommend the Hamazkayin Youth Forum to all my peers,

and hope that they take part in this experience at least once in their lifetime, because they will simply not regret it.

By Garen Hasserjian, Toronto

When | had arrived in Yerevan, only a couple of days before the start of the Forum, | didn’t know what to expect from many of the people
| was about to meet. It was my sixth time in Armenia, but my first time meeting over thirty Armenians living outside of the homeland. |

imagined the experience to be the same as any of the other five trips to Armenia. See monuments and landmarks, eat a lot of khorovadz,
and go out during the night. | was wrong. | mean, all of those things did happen, but at the same time, | became friends with people |

.

had never even known about, and the only thing we had in common was our ethnic background. From the very first day, | realized even
though I'm meeting people from Australia, Cyprus, Syria, Dubai, etc., | was never expecting them to be so similar to any of my friends back in

Toronto. After the first couple of days, | already felt a certain bond with every person in the forum. That's when | started to realize why | was
even here. To me, the forum is not about the sites, monuments, and amazing mountain views. Instead, it's about meeting all of these people

that live away from the homeland, just like me. It is about unity. We are always told that we, the youth, are the future. This forum shows each
one of us that the only way to move forward is to move together. In only two weeks, | managed to learn why |, as a member of the Armenian

youth, was so important. Every one of us that are a part of Armenian youth organizations learned how there is so much we can do together
to change the future of Armenia. As we approached the final days of Forum, and the final days in Armenia, we spent our last moments

together, and realized what a great opportunity and experience our parents and elders had given us. We will all go back with different
memories, stories, and impressions of one another, but we will always remember what a difference this trip has made in our lives, and what
a difference we can make if we come together and unite in our homeland, Armenia. o
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Zwupwy bnnm pbwt wijum phtup, npykuqh huy
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REDUCING THE RISK OF

By: Serouj Abrahamian, AYF-YOARF Western Region Alumnus

Twenty five years ago, on December 7, 1988, a catastrophic
earthquake ripped through Armenia, decimating the town of
Spitak and its surrounding areas. The quake left more than 25,000
people dead, 15,000 injured, 517,000 homeless, and $14.2 billion
in economic damage.

The horror of that menacing day was just as much a result of
human negligence as it was natural causes. International experts
concluded that poor building construction, a lack of emergency
planning, and inadequate medical care were the main factors
behind the earthquake’s devastation.

This year, on the twenty-fifth anniversary of the earthquake, a
coalition of organizations came together under the auspices of
Oxfam in Armenia to remember the victims of that tragedy, and
overcome the potential risks posed by such natural disasters. “l was
only 13 years old and going to school in Gyumri when the devastating
earthquake took place,”says Zaruhi Tonoyan, Disaster Risk Reduction
(DRR) Program Officer for Oxfam. “l lost my sister that day. We walked
to school together but, unfortunately, never met again.”

Mrs.Tonoyan explains that many people, whether administrators
or students, simply did not know what to do when the disaster
hit. “By raising awareness on disaster risk reduction, you
automatically protect yourself," she stresses, “and | am thankful
that, today, | can contribute to making our communities less
vulnerable to natural disasters.”

On December 6, the Support to Communities NGO teamed up
with Oxfam to commemorate the earthquake anniversary with an
emergency drill in the Vayots Dzor community of Arpi. Working in
conjunction with the regional rescue department and volunteer
community emergency groups, the exercise involved the entire
community in a mock earthquake scenario. Residents directly
played out how they would act during such an emergency,
carrying out evacuation plans, implementing first aid, assisting
trapped victims, and putting out fires.

They also worked with Oxfam on a local level, especially with
women and youth, to spread awareness and prepare communities
to withstand natural disasters. They have organized safety
seminars in schools, disseminated information, formed voluntary
rescue groups, conducted simulations and worked with local
governments on risk assessments and disaster management.
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Other organizations such as the Armenian Young Women
Association (AYWA) and Foundation Against the Violation of Law
(FAVL) have also established green laboratories (houses) in ten
communities throughout Vayots Dzor province: Areni,
Agarakadzor, Artabuynk, Arpi, Chiva, Horbategh, Martiros, Getap,
Yelpin, and Khatchik. These green labs provide a source of
non-traditional, resilient crops for local communities to grow and
withstand hazardous climatic conditions. A culminating event

will be held with the intention to present their crop yields and
overview their activities throughout 2013. Such climate
adaptation measures are particularly important given the scale of
changes to the earth’s atmosphere. As a new report by the
International Panel on Climate Change (IPCC) indicates, human
activity is leading to higher temperatures, rising sea levels, and a
greater frequency of meteorological hazards. For Armenia—a country
whose agricultural sector has been ravaged by hailstorms, floods, and
mudslides—such changing conditions pose dangerous risks.

Furthermore, experience has shown that inequality greatly
exacerbates the damage of disaster. The affluent tend to be
protected from risks while the less fortunate often bear the brunt
of natural catastrophes. It is for this reason that Oxfam and its
partner organizations have worked to address the needs of the
most vulnerable populations, including rural farmers, women,
young people, and the elderly.

In any given year, Armenia faces a 20% chance of a major disaster. This
is due not only to its location on a major seismic belt but also to its
mountainous terrain. Taking preventive steps to make communities
resistant against such risks is both the morally and economically right
thing to do. Investing right now in proper infrastructure and risk
consciousness will pay off down the line when communities are in
less need of rebuilding and international disaster relief.

The 25th anniversary of the Spitak Earthquake should remind us
all of the importance of being resilient and prepared in the face of
natural catastrophe. If we truly want to commemorate that
horrible tragedy; we should not repeat the mistakes of 1988. We
should support the grassroots work being done to strengthen the
capacity of communities to deal with disaster risk in Armenia while
advocating on the national level to review policies and
mainstream DRR procedures accordingly. o
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YUnmuyht Yuisp ul]hpul,h glintghy k: Zknnikh winwy Yp higk,
pwpudnin m wnpnnid: Uonbkhwkl kwp E np gubmplwt
wnunulutpp hnqunyy dke wypnn wquunnm ptwt wkisp Yp
Ubnuwgub kL huypbuhph Jupowp phy Up Yp hwgkguki: buly kpp
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wjlt wnkl Yp qquu phiq hyywpn m wph’ huljuwgku Zuwy:
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pultputinku, puyg jnjuu thown Jun yuwhbing np on Up unpkh
whnh thwhwbp, wju whqud wiwpudw o huypkih hanht Jpug:
Enyhp ¢ nithup ktp wyuop, wbjwju Zujwunwb. upkp
wilpnne kpuqhk kwnp, wks hupgulwi kp hud «plisn’t wwyphd
onnwpnipbwty: Apnonidu hwunun Jujugmgus, snppnprn
ubpniun $ubiny wwyntk Ewp uthhinph onwp whtpni,
Jtppupdws U hd wlniuptbipniu, pwinwlhg nuniwng
wwnknt hwyptuh dnnnynipnhu htn thwuht:

bPuswku pnjnp wphuwnhp, injiyku Zuyuwunwip ppujun sk: Puygg
bt wyiyku hupuh npuipun b fugunptip wyu hponniphiup
wihtwpht E: Mkwnp Ewwypp) wyn: Qqugnid dpu k,
pugunpmphiip dhw’ji hnnh hunnppulgm phudp jupbih:
Ujuinkn nmu dwipn bu b ny whwbm hwphe:

Upn, hyupunmphwdp §n qud wpunwgwpnn by pk jkn wjun
qpouwpnohy sk hul pypht ukp, wy hwpwqu n punuipwgh:
Uptudnwhuytintuh jpouwljguljuts n€hu junndly hughiunlipp hud
n nupppbt wpbtkpwhuwybpky, vwljuyt wyy Bro hudwptng
hwpunniphtl, tpp hwpg wipnih pk «IlIlUlhI]_ng B dudwinty
Zuyuuinuty, whthgwljul yunuuhuwbu Yppuy’ Bpkuaiigh b
Quttnu b suntk], Fubtuinu Ukswgh) nt Fwbwnugh gnipbpt b
hudl] vwntinpuly, vwljuyt hupu tppbp skl qgugtp Swtunwgh:
Zuuuinuib wuyplyku h b, wpnbpyph punwupugh skl jupny
Unsty bu hud: Zuy b nt Zuyuwunwigh, punht poc pdwunny:

NMuybtpu Uptudinwhwjwunwkh By, hisybtu G Uthhinph
ukdwdwutniphiup: Cwnbpp whwnh pukht pk wjuopniuy
Zuyywunwbp hpkug twpithyubph honp sk: Swnbkpp ywhwnh
Unwsku pk Utp vh poin hnnb wju opniwy, npuku huypkupph kY
pwidhup, hnnb m opowiip sk hpkg twpiwhuwypbpni: Uju
dnuyimphiip whnbtnh m suhwquitg Juutquinp b Unngniws
Jud shuwugmws hpujwuniphwt Up wnwye Yp qununthip:
Ujuopniwy Zujwutnwtighhtt wwwkpnt Uk pudhtt w Uniokl,
Upunwhwtky, Ywputl, Epgpoudty, Uwuniibt Gud wyy
Upbulinbwt Zujuunwith hnnbptlh qunpulwt bjus m
hwunwnmws tu £hoy ginuuuywiniptwb npytu wpnhiup:
‘Lnj fwjuinwgph pwjutnuiljhgh | wjuopniuy Zujuwuwnwght:
Uju hnnp ubip thwnwinp wigkuwgku hpp tdney dfuwgus nuup
wnnynul E wdpnnowljut Zujwuwnwh: Ukpl ki dbp dinplipny
hhruniwé b1 wjuop Yhuwpwtn phppbpnt, Jhpowwwpwpbpne m
duypuyunlputpnt thgnguit wdpnnowgnrn huyng
wwndmphiip: Uhpk skt hwuljawp dkp wqquljhgibpp pk wyy
wiyuwnwujpwtuinnimphiut £ np optt h pnit Yp pwbink wyu
Enyhpp: Ubkp wywquyh vhwy YEpunnn nudp dbp thwuljudmphiit
E, Utip ppugyniwsniphiip:

Upy et hujuytbu 'mqlp nbuik) hugpbhpp Zugne wspbpn, tpk
Un thuthwiphp hwuljiwy dkp hdmguljuim ptwb Uk pugpnnniwsp,
yp hpunhpbd poynpry hugpblhp: Zpudlbgt p Zwyuunwb: U, hp
quiwljutpni jupowny, Yp uwyuuk pojnp Zuygbpot JEpunupdhie
BYE p ywhuywitklp kp mikgniwspp, whp poin Up duugusd
wtthnpuwphubih quudkpp, dtp hupuniphiiup: Ownltgukup dkp
nuonbpt ot dnplipp, Ukp dnptipny hpytup Utp hnnbpp m
wuypwphiip wju whquid ns pk wquinm phwh hudwp, wybe
nnuunwyuyp Zujuuinuwith inbkujuljuing:

YUnmuyht fuisp wyipwt glinkghly k, wjupwt jupownny nt wnjunip
hpdniwtipny 1h: Up uywuk yuinmwn quiwljubpm
Ytpunupdht, wspp punuhown junws Swdphti: buly noip, uhpbih
hwykp, E'pp whinh plipwnwgtp hp wyu Jutmpuwbpht: Tuking

Ypmulht ubyp, dkp puypp pon mamhb gtygh dkp pognpht
huypkithpp Zwjwunwi: o
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Ubniiu Upihph Ugpplwd F: Gu 11pn punnapaiiih
wpwilpunnihp B 2.0, U.-p Udklopbuy Ywupdupuali
bbpu: Mpufu Ed, np Sniihu 2015 pnrwluwihi, dwa ghnp
[uquld spowbnumpntibpm 10py hnibdpht: Uupuquypl’
gp thunpuphd quiinuquii jEgniilp unpafpy, nluwui
punbuy, b Zugunnnl unnundumpn dulpul pupnglkn
b1 vwpnlughl ppwin Gpbhlpm qupquguul Gnippnias
hwuwnunnnphibbabp b juguulbpyniphiabbp hhdul;:

UdL op, Epp wmquunn yyuhbpniu uipngh dhowtigptipkl
Un pubid fud tpp «Uowjkpinujuis unphmprh»
wuwngunny P wopunulghd Whp wowljipunikpmt ht,
p Wquwnkd, np wiqtpkup Yp (Egul wwieu, huly Ukp
duyptith huytpkl (Egonit Yp qunth vhuy ne dhuyg
huytipkuh nuuptpwgpubpnit: Lwbe juynth k np tnp
ubpniunp own wikjh wwpg dwjupguyh hwybpka jp
huouh, bt wrusytu Yp
dfuwth wighwnulhg
huytpku (kqnih
&njuniplwh
hwpunmptwi: Zuykpkh
1Eqnih, gpujutiniptul,
L yuundnm ptwt
niunighsubipp whnununp
Jwphuwuwnpb, Ukp Uke
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Jwunbunth:
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Uju hwipgtpp mstne hwdwp, fupbnp Ehwuljuw, ph
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wpuuyuynniws kb Ukp qunmptt ukpu: Cwunbpka juws
B, np wundwnubpku dEyp wyt E, np punt

wuniutim phruttpp puingus tu Ukip qunnipubpki tbpu:
Ujn, owningwis El punt wdniutiniphiiitkpp, puyg wyu sh
wpwtiwltip, np wyu pnwtthputipm Epkjuwutpp huytpka
huoutim ndntwpmphibiitipnt uyihwnh hwtnhuht:
Cunhwlunwlp wju Stnnkpp sunn nipe npnonidubp
whwp L wetkh: Gunbp G, np whwnp Eopnotb, pk
hwyjuluh huptm phitp nppwitny Yp hrunfruphi
wuwhwuwit): Yupkinn k ok, np qutuqut wupuqubp
wy Juiy, mp huynt hbn wdmutiugus onwip sunnp
huyywipun £ hp quuwutpp hugljuljut nupng noquiplying:
Uhbiunju wnkl, Jut twtt pnjnpndht hwy piinwthpbp,
nnnip §p puununtt huy npupngutpp b Yp dkpdtu
hnptug quiwlubpp wyu Jupdwpwutkpku tkpu
wpdwtiugpty: Uunbp Yp dinwstly, np huygbpkl (Egnip
niunigniup wthdwun t: Uju dnwstjuljpuyt £, np wkwnp
E wtthguyybu thnjukip: Mknp Euthhinpwhw) nupngubp
jwmdwjunnubpnit phip pupdpugutip:

Bphinnwuwpnubpnit npnoniudubint wy Yp pupnugubu wyu
hwipgp: Mpwpunuwpwn, Ephnnwuwnpnutipnt dthoti
wnwpusniws kuyh Jupshpt m dnwskjwljtpup, np
huytiptu kgnit juouhyp Yupbinp skt hpkug



wyuquubtpnit hwdwp tywunuwinp yhwnh spuy: Adwtp
l’putt, np Qutunw §wwyphip, nip vhuyt wbgbpkub no
dpwiutptup whwnh gnpswdnih: Miphoutp Y 'pukl, np
huytipp phs kb, b wju yuwndweny Yp phpugqhuhunta hugy
1Eqnih wpdtpp: Yhwtphu Ukp tnujuithn sk juws wuljk wikih
wfuur dinustyulypuy: Pusuytu’ jupbih Ewgu huyg
Ephunnuwuwpnutpnit hwulguly, np wqght Upwlnyeh L kqnih
wuwhywinphiiup uywhngk huy dopnynipnh wyyuqubs no
qupqugniup: busyku np swnp sh Yptwp wnwtg qopuitnn nu
wlpugniws wpdunitbpnt ks, wwwquy ubpniugubpp sk
Yntwn wdpnnowljuit nt juyinun YEwtp wwynh) wnwbg huy
1kgnth, huyng Upwilnyeh, b Zuy Fuinh yuhwywn phwt:
fotptiu wyu Winwskulpup Yptwbp §Euiputwuguty Epk huy
Ephinuwuwpnm ptwt Uk nupwidn h mqquytwljut
huyjupumphiup: Lubi sun tuyyuununnp whwnh pjupn juck bag
Juwulgm phiititpp ukp wungbinaljub hogbpo, hugpbihph
Zuguuinwith htin: Quitwquit Uhgngutipny wkwnp Ehwutthip vkp
tyuwnwlht: Nkwnp E puouybpkup, np Ukp inp ukpniinp hwyng

qpuljutim ptwt inthpniws hunwpnpubpm dwu juqutl,

huyjujut yupwumidptpn dwutialghty, b huy dhmphiuubpni

htwn Jundunnp gnpém itkm phiititp ittt Uyugtu, n's dhagi jp
unpyht huy Upwlmyph b juennmiphiutiipnt dwuht, wy) tube
pupuyubkt hpkug huy pupbljufutipne spgwitiwljp, npnig htin
huytiptu uoubijnt yyuwnkhniphiup ywhnh mukuw:

Swdwju 4p dnwstd Jwpnut Unuhnubtwth jud huy
$bwnuyhubpnit dwuht, npnup hpkug YEwpp unthptghty, np dkup
huy dfuwtip n1 upkuwtp wyywhby Ukp Ypouph ni (Eqniti: bpkup hh{
yhwh puthb, Epk jutht Wkp tppunwuwpnubpne dwuht wyu gutwgh
hpnnouphip: Mipkifu, Wlip” hugpkiwukp Eppunwuwpyibp, bpplp
sunnilip Uniobn hojuwith puliljught puntpp b hyupuwiu ip
ubtp huptum ptudp:

«Pulhh/ nupkp b puﬂlh/ Swpunwpuy bn hwtdwpubp
Usluwinkgutt winn ) ythniphtt, glin nt wkpdwp,
-Pulhh/ glnontly pmumnpubip mputgu mht b ghotp,

Npnup punnuws ki hhtdw Unnwgm plwi Uniphtt tiwuy:

2nt E uhuys, np Ypluy qunlity wdbl huy Yplyht
fuwdwnidhin Uty onwp Ynpulignigus hp hnght,

Ulgbuyt wmthnit kL tkplul, tnji huly dpb/h wyuguis...» o
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By Dr. Nadia Injeyan-Tatikian

In 1918, a fledgling Armenia was drawing its first breath, rising
like a phoenix from the ashes of Genocide. Its protracted and
painful birth was celebrated by an incredulous population who

battled tenaciously to ensure the newborn nation’s survival.

Almost 8000km away, another baby was also drawing his first
breath. In a tiny village named Mvezo, along the Mbashe River
of South Africa, Nelson Rolihlahla Mandela was born. Although
he was distantly related to his tribe’s royal family, one of
thirteen children, his birth seemed inconsequential. Who could
have known that God had sent South Africa a beacon, a son
who would rise against the regime’s tyranny and oppression;
who would endure 27 years in jail for refusing to compromise
his beliefs and vision; who would emerge at age 71 to reign
over his people and deliver them from the clutches of
apartheid; who would become an international icon,

symbolizing Man’s struggle against inequality.

| reflect upon his death, sitting at my kitchen table, staring out
the window. It is a sunny day, and the sun will probably shine
tomorrow as well. Such is the cruel irony of life. Someone
monumental has died; someone who lived by uncompromising
standards of integrity and humanity; someone who fought to
establish the principles of social justice, liberty and democracy
in his beloved South Africa; someone who had garnered so
much love and respect, that the sheer volume of mourners,
dignitaries and heads of state arriving to pay their respects may

well eclipse the funeral of Pope John-Paul Il. This rarest of
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leaders has died, yet there is not a wisp of cloud in the sky to
match our collective melancholy. Perhaps though, the blue

skies are fitting, a celebration of the legacy he left.

My thoughts turn to my beloved Armenia as they often do
lately. Twenty two years ago when Armenia seceded from the
Soviet Union declaring independence, our people were
exhilarated, filled with dreams and expectations. Today those
dreams are increasingly tempered by disillusion. It is not our
hostile neighbors, nor even the conflicting world interests
holding Armenia hostage, that bother me. Although worrisome,
these problems are surmountable. What weighs most heavily
upon my shoulders is the uninspiring, ineffective and visionless
politicians; the severe internal corruption; the persistent migration

of disenchanted citizens abandoning Armenia for anywhere else.

| see a subtle falter in the step of Armenia’s Diasporans; a
weariness in their unwavering support. We carry a torch, aflame
with national responsibility and idealism. | have coached my
children, since infancy, on the importance of this torch,
readying them to take it from my hands when | can no longer
lift it high. This torch feels heavy lately. | too am faltering and
worried. | wonder what Armenia will look like when | am gone.
Will it be the vibrant nation we collectively strove to establish?
Or...weakened by an alarming and accelerating hemorrhage of
citizens, impoverished and raped by its oligarchs and
politicians, and abandoned by a disheartened diaspora unable

to effect political change, will it become a footnote in history?



Since our independence twenty-two years ago,
Armenia’s population dropped from 3,700,000 to
under 3,000,000. When one factors in the natural
growth rates and repatriation rates, the picture
looks even bleaker. In 2013 alone, over

100,000 people emigrated. The United

Nations Population Fund predicts that if

current trends continue, the population

will shrink to 2.3 million by 2050. If this

rate is sustained, we will not remain

viable as a nation. The next twenty years

will be decisive.

Oh Nelson, | call out silently, if only you

had been born 8000km northeast of

Mvezo. Armenia needed a leader like

you; it still does. A leader whose vision
inspires and unites, whose guiding hand
leads with fortitude and integrity. With

such politicians at our helm there is nothing
we could not achieve. History demonstrates
the greatest periods of prosperity and
progress for nations are linked to inspirational

leaders. Great Armenian visionaries, writers and

leaders are found interspersed everywhere in our
history pages even in the darkest chapters. | have to

believe, in this crucial point of our history, they will rise

again. Who will be our Mandela? o
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Nelson Mandela (1918-2013)
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Uwluy hwpl k bwb ubpub] b hdwbw) wy) (Egmutp m
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qunuhwpubpny Yp hwpunwguk t jp pupquuyuwnyk yep
ghumphiup: Uh puth opbp wowy, tpp htkpwwntuhki
(pipkpnit Yp htwntith, npnptudp hdwguy np Bnpnupnih
World’s Biggest Bookstore-p ujhwnh thwlymkp: Uju tru Ukqh
gnjg §m. vy np myyugpmphiup dkpbtim Junwught il k:
Zudwjuipghsh wwwndwnn] ghpppnt nyugpm pbwb G
qpunupubitpm hwpunmphiuubpp skt gnpswdnthp:
Nkwnp k; gwip puthbip np gqpujwiimpbwt unwiguljut
hwpunmphiip fuwy vip dowlnmpuht jutptpkh ttpu
Juiignii tr nidtn, tr ng thuwyb mobwjwwnwpm ptwb Jud
hwinhum ptwh optipm hwdwp, wy b wdkbioptuy YEwuph
wuyswnwugniih hwdwyp, Jipwbtint Zuy (kqnit Ukp mqght
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Npytu unp ubpmungh tkpYuyugmghsutp, phd jwinhdwb Yp
quunthip smwn Up dwpunuwhpunkpibpni, npnip dkbuiytu Yp

supsply ki vtp vhwpkpp G npnig jmémuhts hwdwp
Ywyyuthupup twti 4tp dnwdmfutpniu b jpuémuh

wnweowplutpnni: Npyjtu «Upshh fadpugpuijmb uquh
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I came, 1 saw,

I conc

By: Nairi Sharabkhanian, “Simon Zavarian” Chapter
He scrunched his nose and raised one eyebrow.
“Why would you leave your rich life to come volunteer here?”

I was shocked. No one has ever referred to my life as “rich”and
besides that, this was the first time someone was questioning my
decision to come to my homeland for a 14-week volunteer service.

I sighed and replied, “Why not?”

One of the greatest difficulties in my life has been my identity. |
am an Armenian living in a non-Armenian country, how could
that be? | have devoted my entire life to teaching my Canadian
“odar” friends about my culture and my people. | feel like it is my
duty to return to my homeland and share my skills and talents
with my own people.

“Are you getting paid?” he asked.“No,"| said.“You're crazy for
working here and not getting paid.”

Did this man really think | would only come here to get money?
“l understand life is difficult here,"| replied. “But every country
has its issues. I'd rather live, with some struggles, in my
homeland than in any other country.”

| volunteer because | care, because I'm human, and because this

uered

was the idea that | was brought up with in my household. | didn't
come here to change the country or the people. | came here to
change myself, change my views of Armenia. The best way to
understand Armenia is to live here. That's why about 8 months
ago | decided it was time for me to come and learn about my
country and applied to Birthright Armenia, which ended up
being an experience of a lifetime.

| CAME to Armenia to be with my people. By the end of my stay, |
SAW Armenia from a completely different perspective than
when | initially began my journey. Furthermore, | CONQUERED
my fears and did something that only few Armenians have done
in my community.

My four months in Armenia has been a journey. Feelings of
confusion, frustration and being overwhelmed almost all the
time became commonplace. | conquered another fear that |
discovered in Armenia, my own journey of self-discovery.
Although | was in that taxi for only 5 minutes it felt like hours. A
million emotions were triggered by this man’s comments and
soon | found myself wanting to tell him to keep driving me
around so | can continue to tell him how lucky he is to live in a
country that belongs to him. o
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