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EDITORIAL

SUMMERTIME IS OFTEN ON THE CANADIAN CONSCIENCE.

With long stretches of restless weather realities, summer always comes too late and leaves too early.
We wait with baited breath for the long days, tranquil attitudes and a certain sense of freedom.

For an increasing number of us summer-starved Canadians, having a passport stamped with EVN isn't an uncommon
reality; a reality that was nowhere near as attainable some twenty-odd years ago. As many of us spend our summers
chasing views of Ararat, do we stop and appreciate the reality of our country; our free and independent Armenia?

We certainly appreciate the freedom to come and go as we like and we often appreciate the opportunity to leave our
mark behind. Many appreciate the potential of what could be, but so many more draw their appreciation of what was. ...

We appreciate the reality of this land, but appreciate it as one does from afar: through the lens of childhood memories
and beautiful images. We do this through the poems we have learned to recite, the songs we love to sing and the
silhouette of Mt. Ararat that we absentmindedly trace onto book covers and empty notepads.

Like summertime in the Canadian jet stream, so often our time with Armenia underfoot is a connection that has
been drawn through summer-soaked adventures and experiences, not an organic reality...

The reality would be Armenia without Yerevan's sun-drenched cafes, but its long winter months that make our
Canadian Januaries pale in comparison. So many of us have an Armenia in our suspended reality that begs to ask a
million questions that we are not yet ready to answer: Should diasporan outreach be welcomed or could it be a crutch?
Should we favour immediate foreign investment or opt for the slow building of infrastructure?

There is an undeniable disconnect with modern Armenia. Are summertime jaunts the only way to keep the connection
immediate and under our feet?

Summertime forever... Armenia forever...
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By: Lena Tachdjian

When | went to my first farmer’s market in Canada, | did not know
what to expect. What | found was a clean and organized system,
with labeled produce from every farmer laid out on a table with
clear prices. It was a great way to meet people actually growing
food, to see what was in season and, of course, to learn about fruits
and vegetables | had never seen or eaten before, usually

at much better prices.

When | try to describe an Armenian farmer’s market, or shuga, | find
that | contradict myself constantly. After a long day of meeting
farmers at the shuga to pick up produce for Go Green Armenia, | am
sometimes bitter at how disorganized and chaotic they are. People
keep their produce on the floor, yell out what they have in the
smoke filled-air, and literally push you out of their way as they rush
off to different booths. There is also everyone’s greatest fear: the
men steering the massive carts to move around heavy produce who
have a“If you don't see us coming behind you and move, we will
run you over” mentality. | have seen them run over screaming men,
women, and children while yelling out “Janabar!” and know that it is
just a matter of time before | share the same fate.

When | first began going regularly, | was always a little timid,
apologizing when people pushed me around, feeling like | was in
everyone’s way, and feeling very exposed as everyone there could
automatically spot the non-local and was suspicious as to why | was
there. But since my co-worker and | have begun to have a regular
presence there, our names are now called out the moment we
enter, with farmers asking what we are looking for. | now feel the
shugas have a “where everybody knows your name” sense of
welcome to them. We still get pushed around, though.

The Armenian authentic shugas (no weekend 2-hour nonsense
here) are crowded, hectic, and stressful, and | find myself dreading
it when a farmer asks me to meet him or her there. At the same
time, Armenian shugas are absurd, fun, and adventurous, and |
guarantee they are like nothing you have ever seen before. The
people there can be rude, impatient, and often try to trick people
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about prices and sometimes have fake scales with them. They can
also be generous and often give you a little extra, are helpful, and
no matter how busy they are, make the time—without fail—to ask
my co-worker and | if we are Syrian-Armenians, and welcome us to
Armenia. | have also seen people publicly shame those who carry
fake scales. They are sometimes in active competition with each
other and argue publicly and loudly, and other times work together
and encourage customers to shop at their comrade’s booths.

The farmers travel to different shugas every day from their villages,
organizing their areas for hours, hoping to sell all of their produce
by the end of the night. They are sometimes present at two or three
shugas daily, packing up and going from one to the next,
depending on the time. The produce they bring is locally grown, at
much better prices than any supermarket, and is usually of a much
higher quality—with the soil still on the root vegetables. Visiting
these shugas is a great way to see what farmers do daily to sell their
produce and compete with chain supermarkets, and to see what is
actually being grown in Armenia itself. While | will continue to buy
imported items like oranges from Georgia every now and then, the
experience really set in stone for me that buying an imported apple
from a conveniently located nearby shop makes absolutely no
sense when they are being grown—and sold—in Armenia.

When someone asks me about Armenian shugas or is curious to go
to one, depending on the day and experience, | end up giving them
completely opposing ideas, encouraging them to come but also
warning them relentlessly. | tell them about the “closed” shuga, the
option most tourists opt for that is all indoors, where every person
has their own table with their produce laid out. This is where things
are neat, calm, have a clear system, and where you will also find
items that are in no way grown in Armenia, such as avocados and
bananas. | describe this one as the “safe” shuga, where stray cats are
even kicked out to keep the area as seemingly clean as possible. |
used to think these were the authentic shugas, when a co-worker
brought me to one, until | ventured outside and saw for myself the
reality of the shuga-unplugged.



I have visited six in different areas, but once heard the rumor of the
24-hour shuga outside of Yerevan, as well as the one that begins at
4 a.m. | knew | had to see them for myself. | went with the only
expectation (or hope) that it could not be more chaotic than the
ones | had been to, and ventured out with my co-worker in the
middle of the night, with flashlights, notebooks, and canvas bags.
The 24-hour one was absolutely huge, with most farmers coming
with their trucks full of produce, and where trying to buy five
kilograms of tomatoes was met with laughter, as they explained
that you buy things here in tons, or “meshoks.” The one that began
at 4 a.m. was a little eerie, and those flashlights were definitely
needed, but | noticed that it also had the “safe” closed option.

I realized one day that my experience with the shugas, and my
inability to explain them without sounding like two different : .
people, was, for me, largely representative of Armenia itself. On a s y '

good day, when someone would ask me why | chose to stay in % .

Armenia, what | would hear coming out of my mouth sounded like : \
something you would find in a tour guide book—a very romantic - :
image of a place. On frustrating days, when my sister would e-mail
me asking about coming to visit, my three-page response would be
banned from her work address (company name withheld) because
it violated their “language policy.”

To say it is a different experience than going to the ones in Canada
is an understatement. However, | find myself somehow preferring

the Armenian version, with all of its disorganization and absurdity,
as there is something so much more authentic and incredible about
it. In many ways, | feel that the contradiction of the shugas
represent my entire relationship towards Armenia itself—where
you take the positive with the negative, and simply look at it as a
real place with real problems, but where, more often than not,
spectacular examples of generosity, strong will, and kindness greet
you. The shugas are also a harrowing and important reminder of
what farmers must do daily in order to sell their produce. This was
the main reason behind co-founding Go Green Armenia, where the
aim is to support farmers by buying, marketing, and delivering their
produce directly to people in Yerevan, making it as convenient as

possible to buy locally grown produce.

As chaotic as these shugas may be (they are not for the faint of heart or
those prone to claustrophobia), you learn to take the good with the
bad and go there for adventure, and begin to understand what the
lives of Armenian farmers entail. To those curious to see the shugas
first-hand in all of their glory, here’s some advice: Know the Russian
names for corn, tomatoes, potatoes, and lettuce. Always carry small
change with you. Don't go in with too much stuff (you will be pushed
around relentlessly). Always, always look over your shoulder, and when
you hear the word “Janabar!” don't think twice—just run! O



EVENINGS WITH
WIKIPEDIA

LEMKIN, LET-DOWNS
R LIFE LESSONS

By: Harout Kassabian, “Simon Zavarian” chapter

“Wikipedia is the best thing ever. Anyone in the world can write anything
they want about any subject. So you know you are getting the best
possible information” —-Michael Scott, The Office

For those who aren't familiar with the television show The Office, Michael
Scott is the naive and incompetent district manager of the show. He is
being serious, which makes it that much more funny to watch.

Wikipedia is off-limits as a source for academic papers, since the very nature
of the website, which Michael believes makes it an excellent reference,
makes it easy to cast doubt on the degree of accuracy in its articles.

Ignoring the fact that it can never measure up to traditional academic
sources, | enjoy Wikipedia. | like to learn new things and Wikipedia is
good at answering the random questions that pop in my head. What is
the full story of the Civil War of Lebanon? What is the life expectancy
rankings based on country? Where exactly do one Ocean end and the
other begin? Which film won the most Academy Awards in 1998?

It hasn't failed me yet.

During one night of ‘wiki-hopping’from one article to the next, | began
reading about World War Il and quickly gained a much deeper
understanding of the multiple dimensions of the war: The build up to the
conflict, the many battles that took place on the eastern and western
fronts and the eventual collapse of the Axis powers. | went down the
rabbit hole of this intense period of history and kept opening new articles
until | finally landed on the page of man named Raphael Lemkin.

Most Armenians are familiar with the name Lemkin. He, of course, is
the man who first coined the term ‘genocide’ His name and legacy
often comes up when countering the common arguments of the
deniers of the Armenian Genocide.

How can anyone say that the Armenian Genocide was just part of a
conflict, call is a mistake or even label it as a conspiracy by the all-
powerful diasporan -Armenian lobbies, when Lemkin had this to say:

“I became interested in genocide because it happened so many times. It
happened to the Armenians and after the Armenians Hitler took action.”

These famous words from a 1949 CBS interview are now available to
watch for all online.

I had heard Lemkin’s name several times over the years; in my high
school Hai Tad class, at the agoump and at countless different
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gatherings and reading regarding the subject. But when | scrolled
through his page and got to the end, | read something that | had not
heard before - Lemkin’s funeral was attended by only seven people.

My brows furrowed. This man spoke at the United Nations, was
featured on CBS News, was obviously well respected and even had his
own Wikipedia article. This must have been a factual error that fell
through the cracks of Wikipedia’s open editing system that purists
dismiss as the ‘nightmare of academia...

Alas, my momentary distrust in Wikipedia was premature and
unnecessary. It was true. There were indeed only seven people present
at a Jewish cemetery in the Flushing neighborhood of Queens, as
Raphael Lemkin was laid to rest; a penniless man with barely any
possessions to his name.

*X¥X

Lemkin was a learned man. He took up studies in France, Italy and
finally Germany, earning a doctorate in Theology. He worked as a
lawyer and professor at various points of his life. A polyglot - he could
speak nine languages and read fourteen.

He started his career in Warsaw at the Court of Appeals as a public
prosecutor. He quickly rose through the ranks to prominence for his
brilliance in breaking down, interpreting and applying the law. During
this time, he started reading about the terrible massacre of the
Armenians during the First World War at the hands of the Ottomans.
From then, he sought to deter and prevent ‘the crime without a name!

He attended lectures and conferences and spoke to the likes of Emil
Stanistaw Rappaport about his work and theories. He believed peace
can be maintained and protected through criminal prosecution. Why
shouldn’t those who cause hell on earth be brought to justice and
deter the other threats to the world?

In 1933, Lemkin presented his proposal to the League of Nations to
create a legal framework to protect minorities from those who
indiscriminately threaten them. This international document was never
passed. The League did not want to rattle too many cages and get other
nations, namely Germany, up in arms over the strong language used
denouncing and punishing these crimes. Poland was keen to stay on
Hitler’s good side, so the correct political move was to strip Lemkin of
his title. He continued in the field of law in the private sector.



History views the League of Nations as a failure, due to their policy of
using appeasement to deescalate and avoid another world war (they
had one job...and failed!). The rejection of Lemkin’s proposal was the
cherry on top of the lopsided, poorly-propped, multi-tier cake that
was this international body.

Lemkin knew of Hitler’s aspirations and tried to stop them. Instead he
was ignored and Germany took Europe by surprise. Peace was not on
Hitler’s mind and his army was soon invading Warsaw, Lemkin’s
hometown. He was forced to flee and hide in the forest for six months
before fleeing to the United States. Three-million Polish Jews were not
as lucky. He later learned at the Nuremburg Trials that this figure
included forty-nine members of his own family.

*X¥

Lemkin’s life in the United States saw further advancement in his
academic career and in international law. At this point of the Wikipedia
article, | still wonder how the end of Lemkin’s life was met with little
acknowledgement.

He taught international law in various prestigious schools, but
continued researching and advocating for the recognition of the new
word. As the Nazi horrors unfolding before the world’s eyes, he was
persistent and ever more determined to ensure that the crime of
genocide was properly identified as distinct from acts of war and its
perpetrators were justly punished.

In 1944 he released his most important work entitled Axis Rule in
Occupied Europe. The book stated the term ‘genocide’and outlined
the multiple methods and indicators of the crime. This time around,
with the Nazi horrors in front of their eyes, the international
community accepted Lemkin’s work and sought its enforcement. He
became an advisor to the Nuremberg trial chief, where he was able to
get genocide added in the list of indictments against the architects of
the massacres. The criminals met justice in the end, but genocide was
not a punishable offence in international law and Lemkin was only
further resolved on his quest to prevent new genocides.

*%¥%

From 1946-1948, Lemkin’s figure, a man with a tattered briefcase, often
with last week’s paper under his arm, was seen daily in the halls and
various offices of the United Nations. He was relentless: grabbing
delegates, secretaries, advisors in efforts to have a convention passed
preventing and punishing acts of genocide (the proposed text was
rolled in the old newspaper for quick access). He would plan for weeks
to “accidently” bump into ambassadors. He would work his way past
security; they didn't seem to mind after a while. He had no money, nor
any assistance or an office to work from. No one was paying him to do
this. He was doing it for the greater good of society: “Only man has law.
Law must be built, do you understand me? You must build the law!”

Finally, in 1948, fifteen years after his failure at the League of Nations,
after his extended family and millions of others in Europe had
senselessly been massacred, the Convention on the Prevention and
Punishment of the Crime of Genocide was formally presented and
adopted by the United Nations. Reporters searched for Lemkin on the

day it was adopted; he was found in the empty Assembly Hall, quietly
in tears, where he asked for privacy.

The next three years were spent with further lobbying to have the
treaty signed by twenty countries and have it ratified, which
eventually took place in 1951. Lemkin took on quiet academic
positions soon after and eventually drifted into obscurity. He died in
1959, by which time he had been forgotten by most.

*X¥

He was an activist. He did not carry signs or hand out pamphlets on
the street or hold a megaphone. He was dedicated to the greater
good even when he was standing alone. He faced innumerable
setbacks and tragedies with increased resilience and resolve.

There is much to be learned from Lemkin’s character for our own
personal lives, but also our lives as Armenian activists.

We are often faced with failures and difficulties in life. We work to
overcome them simply for the reason that we must. Whether it has to
do with our education or professional careers, we are expected to
soldier on. You can only be deemed a failure when you give up...

The same applies when it comes to activism for the Armenian Cause.
Often times we are the Davids in a constant battle with bigger Goliaths.
The factors and chances are stacked against us, but we soldier on. We
make sacrifices. Some big, some small, but we soldier on. We can't
expect any less from ourselves when we are working for what is right.

Lemkin was on his own. He faced much more powerful forces. All he had
was an idea of what he knew to be true and did not falter until his vision
was realized. In the meantime, he lost his home, his family, his wealth
and possessions. But in the end, he was right and his vision was realized.
He took his last breath knowing that he had done all that he could.

Armenians have similarly lost countless others dedicated to the cause.
Many did not see an independent Armenia, or get to step foot in their
own motherland. Many more are still waiting for justice to be done for our
ancestors from a century ago. We all make sacrifices in our communities.
We may lose or sacrifice the little things, but with our individual
contributions, we can aim for the highest level of success. We do not look
for attention or recognition or instant gratification. Instances of success
and satisfaction are way too few and far in between. We relish in our
successes only to express pride in our collective strength.

In the end, we must stay content with the knowledge that we give our
full dedication to what we believe in. | can only hope that | can use my
dedication to the fullest extent as Lemkin did and thus make the
world a better place. o

Ardziv | Summer 2014 Q
: T



GROUNDHOGS TO GENOCIDE

By: Varak Babian, “Simon Zavarian” Chapter

As soon as my key had turned and conquered lock, my arrival
home was welcomed with a troubled gaze. iPad in hand and
worry knitting her brow, my mom uttered the few words | never
expected her to voice: “We have unwanted visitors” | did a hasty
inventory of all those who | had extended an admittedly
hypothetical open invitation to, but a grainy, paparazzi like image
was handed over for inspection. “Look!, she said pointing to the
screen. “It's made holes. 3 of them.” Our unwanted guests had
clearly upset her. | reassured her that | would take care of it; she
had nothing to worry about.

| turned my attentions online, looking for clues and making
educated guesses. | spoke to Gus-a gruff, Eastern European
exterminator with a robust smokers’ cough. His initial concern was
that our visitors were moles. He conveyed a story-“From back in
‘83" Told me it took a crew of three to trap the intelligent and
sneaky “sons of guns”. Even then it took him all summer. My worry
grew only until it faded after a brief cross examination. It was
decided that this visitor was too big to be a mole, and his bushy tail
was a sure sign that he wasn't a possum either. After some more
googling and cross-referencing with Gus... we had groundhogs.

I won’t go on about how a nugget of information in a situation
that calls for action can begin to swerve dangerously into shades
of obsession. | became the groundhog guru: how many in a litter?
Behaviours and mating patterns? Relationship with humans? |
could go on, and for those days and weeks | surely did. Without
getting into tedious details, | decided on the trap and release
method- being influenced greatly by my father who is the kind of
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man who will get cut off by an overly aggressive driver and will
explain sympathetically that “They must be in a rush to get
somewhere important.”

Admittedly feeling like much more of an alpha male than usual, |
spent the next few days procuring and setting up traps and my
efforts were rewarded with a furry prisoner a few days later- one
that we treated a bit like a science experiment: hustled into the
back of a car and drove a few exits north on the 404 to release.
This charitable “catch and release” took a bit more work than | had
planned on and our prisoner was obviously unaware of our
benevolence, leaving us his own special blend of excrement as a
parting gift. Delightful.

It was when | was relaying the details of this particular episode when |
wondered aloud about the potential of “just killing” the next one we
would catch.“It’s really not worth the hassle. You have to hold the
cage, of course worried it's going to pop open, put it in the car, drive.”
— My dad cut me off first with a disappointed look, then a grave
assertion: “You're better than that, no murdering will be done.”

I told him it was just a suggestion, and we both chuckled while
reflecting on our furred guests and the highly dramatic tones all of
this was taking. It was here when my father repeated a sentiment
that he had paraphrased countless times before.“l can’t
understand how they did it”

I knew right away who the “they” was. | knew exactly what he was
talking about. He continued on, confirming that | had indeed
gotten the reference right: “So many families, so many lives.




Zohrab, Siamanto, Varoujan. So young... Imagine the bodies of
work that remained uncreated...”

Not being a wildlife enthusiast or survivalist of any sort, this
groundhog episode was the closest | had come to staking
dominance over one form of life or another and my father’s
disbelief rung in my ears for quite a while after: “l don't understand
how they did it". It was this episode and many others that | have
felt on my own skin, that is central to my personal
commemoration and which keeps the flame burning ceaselessly
in my own conscience. The flame commemorating the 1.5 million
souls that passed and these everyday and seemingly mundane
experiences keep the search for understanding and desire for
justice active, even outside the second last week in April.

This encounter stuck around in my mind for quite a while and |
was drawn to write about it, think aloud about the connection
between two vastly different occurences. As | gathered and
clarified my ideas | wondered as well if it was petty to make the
comparison: one groundhog and the sympathy | felt for it as it
peered around bewildered after a dark ride in a cage recalling such
a dark page in our history. But as | look back, | can think of
countless other personal experiences that undoubtedly sound
trivial when retold, but in the moment that | experienced them
and felt them on my own skin- these seemingly unimportant
occasions are what allowed me to have the slightest, though
widely intimate appreciation of my own communal history. These
moments that could be quickly brushed off and seemingly play no
major role in one’s psyche seems to me the clearest example of
something quite unique to us: Hayou Jagadakir.

Jagadakir- the path that is laid out for us, that is communally
“stamped” on our foreheads for all to see. It's this “stamp” that
colours everything for me in a way that makes me wonder what it
would be like to go without. We have all wondered why our
Croatian friends don’t scan movie credits looking for their version
of “ian” or perhaps have wondered what it must be like to have the
nonchalance of our Persian friends and hear Farsi in an elevator
without batting an eye. These are only the tip of the iceberg and

are incidents that tend to get pushed back into the mundane but
every once in a while | experience something a bit more out of the
ordinary and | find myself taking an extra moment and seeing that
“stamp” on my forehead glow a little brighter.

Pessimists might see it as a chip on one’s shoulder, but | can't help
but draw comparisons when things take a bit of a downturn and
inevitably seem to frame my everyday difficulties within the larger
context of “our” darkest days. The groundhog that tested my
scruples was only one example, and | can think of another recent
one: the ice storm that many Toronto residents endured during
their Christmas holidays just this past year. While many of our
neighbours saw the great inconvenience in having to grab a few
necessities and spend a few nights with friends or family, | doubt
that my Portuguese friend Mike who lives across the street had the
same thoughts | did when we went back after a few days to grab
some more blankets and changes of clothes under nightfall. While
Mike and his family were probably as annoyed and
inconvenienced as | was, | was the one who couldn’t help but
imagine the frantic grabbing of a few important bits under
Hamidian darkness. The same? Definitely not, but nonetheless our
communal Hayou Jagadakir is what draws me to inevitably make
comparisons.

It is this ability to dye our everyday experiences with a “greater”
search for justice that makes us who we are. We must keep this
ability to empathize and remember those brief moments of
compassion and outrage so that we can reference back to them
outside of official commemorations in order to keep the Hay Tad
alive and dynamic.

No one wants to have a chip on one’s shoulder, an inferiority
complex or constant thoughts that they've been done wrong, but
it is this need to remember- consistently, constantly and
completely that will ensure our commitment to our communal
cause. Itis when we look for it in our everyday, in the passing
moments that could otherwise go unnoticed and in the small
defeats or tiny gains that we keep this fire and this need for justice
alive. It seems, Groundhogs can do more than burrow holes. o
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Suipol Rtuphtbwl, «U. Quuupbwt» Umutwdhin

Ubs wunht E hsh hwdwp dhnpbpu thnjuwbghyp’
Fnpnunpenjh Zuy Ogumptwt Uhmphwt Muyuytwut
Uwujuwyupunkgh, Snnjkwt Vwppulppupuih, b
Epynppuut Tupdwpwh hhfuwnpniptwb 35 wdtwlh
wnhpny:

Muunht | twhy, npnyhbntt hpptt hwy Jupdwpwih
opowliiwpw, hwnpkpu §p thnpuwmbgbd hwytptu Egnind,
hwljwpwl np stws td uthhinph onwp wthkpnit dke: Uju
hpnnniphtup hupuhtt wppk thwuwn £ np dbp qupdwpuip
bp &hon byunwljht §p Swnwyk:

NMuwunpt £ wyw npnghtnbt §p yunuhd Ephpnppuljut
Jupdwupwith Epypnpn hnwdpht b oppwiwiwpnt b
Jupdwpuik Up, np 35 wdtwy yundm plwb pupugphb,
wuwhwsd k pupdp dwjuppuly, pugupdwlws k
nuuwpwitbpp, puquuuyunlus Ewpwuljipnubptpnt phip,
EL wpdwqpus E juonnmiphiuutp, nuwunhwpuljting
ubpniinubp bt puntwny uthhinph twpowtdbih
Jupdwpubitbpkl dEyp:

Bpp ujuwy vhwnpbpu wdthnthb], wthuiwnbih poikgut np
wpnkl hul) nip nwph wihgws L uyb opkl, Epp wiwmpuntgh

Upéhe I Ufwn 20714 | 12

Jupdwupuih pipwgpp: Swljwitht pupd Eu thwnphu dke dtkp
supniphiuttipt m bpbluwguut junwlubpp®
vhowtigputipni ke Utip Juqypuintjutipp, jEuopniuy
dulkipnt «qpouwppohniphruiippr, nuuwywhbpm
Rupwgpht pwnwpiountphiiibpp kL Ukp htmpwsd ghpup
Ungbnt Swslwbniuukpp: Gr nppwtt np wguh dwdwbwlp,
wyupwtt uhpnhu Uk pwinulniwé yhwnh fuwt wyu
widnnwbw)h jhowwnwlukpp:

bp wpwpljmphwt hudywnwupiw, ZOU-h Gwupdupuip
hush bt pulkp-puykpnthhuiipniu dwnmgtg hhduwlub
Unpniphtl, pupdpugnyt vwjuppuih noumad, b wdkukn
Juptinpp hwjbigh nuunhwpulnph:

‘Luhy, Ubp qupdwpwith pinwkjub dptninpup b
hhduwjut Yppeniphiup JEpnkg nt wdpuwunptg ukp
nhwywp tjwpughpp, tywpughp dp np §p wupnhbp dbp huyg
nunighstubipnit o mbopkuniptiwt, npnup wwuiphhg
wnwphbbp oupnitwly vkqh tnut Eppnpy Eshnqp‘
supswpnikgul, ninjught nt hwdpbpmpbwudp
nuuwnhwpwlbkght dkq, hwjuwnwl Ukp pnnp
supniphiiikipnil, «<hnghtiht hwkjiniu» o dwqbtpht
Lhpdlgubjuniu: dmpqupught kL gwp sfutiugyghtt np Ukip
nunltwtp ophttwlth punupwugh kL ophiwutijh huy: Upptkih
nrunighsubip, dktp vhown tpupnuyupunnipbudp §p
hunttwphhip dbp wmtdunthpmiptwt b qgnhnnmiptwt wnghi:
U'hrzm Up dfumbp dkp wowlkpnubkpp, dkp npphukpp:

Unkiht, wyu wqqujiwom s Jupdwpuith noubpth abpu’
20U-h qupdwpwip hush b wnupklhg pojp-tnpuypubipniu
hwdwp Enut «hnpp Zuyuunwbs Up, tbpdmstng Ukp ke
wqquyhtt ngh, swthwquig huypkiwuhpoiphit B wqquht
yuwnjutkmptwt pdppund, npnit punphht thnpp wwuphptu
h Jtp Uhniptwtulut wohtwnmwtpp tnws L jhwtphu
duwynit dwutthp:

dhpowytu kip Jupdupuikt vnwgus pupdp dwljupnulh
nuniuny ku bt hd quupbljkputpu Junuhm ptwudp whgup
hwdwjuupw Ukp ntunidp owpnitwltjne: Gpl puth, ph
ndniupniphiutibp snitkgutp, ujpwjws yhwh pugh: Uinbg
wnpuphp nwuyl, ghimws pnjnp ghnnwlul, (Egniujub bt
punhwinip ghnbjhputpny, jupnnuguip quintp



junpuwhunt), nst] puptiywun Yipyny n
jugnnniphrutbp wpdwbwgpky:

Uklp ppewbuniwpiniibpu, wuyugnig kup wkp nupngh
wnwphmptwt o jugnnmptwt’ dkp dknp dqus
juonnniphtutitipny pk hwdwjuuputujut dujupgulh e
pL jhwtph wuwywpkqtu tkpu: Zywpwopk §p hwunwwnbd
np Utp Bpypnppuljut dwupdwuputh oppwiwiupnbtpp
wjuop Yp htnbirtht hpwrwpwim ptwb, tpjpuswthniphul,
pdoyniptwl, gpujutimptut, ghnniptub b qundniphwh
Shinkpnt, unwugws ki dwghunpnuh kL inppnpugh
Juyuluutbp bt wnbinpuuwb wuywpkqtu tkpu
unbindwd ku widtwljut hwunwwnniphrutbp:

[BEL Ukp Uty hwwnhl nupngp knu wyu poinpp wwpgbinnp,
uwluyht upkih whwuh sppjup wyu popnpht whpubg,
wnwig Utip sunnubipnit o pinwipipniy, npnip
hhtfuwpwpp Enub dkp Yhwtph pnjnp hwbgpniwbinbpnit:

Otnnuk , nip wy Wké nlp muhp dbp quirwlubpn
Yppeniptwb nt juonnmptwt Uk, hwju bt wnwye
wdpwyunbkny Akp quuuljhtt nypngkt unwgus
nuunhpwymphitp b kphpopy phynip juqukng Wp
Jupdwpwiht: Ukp qunniph nkjudup dupdhutbpp ukp
nupnght Jupsujut yunwupmbuwnnmbpt b, pagg
Jupdwpwith pupnyuljut mkpp hwy dnnnympnu k: G
npykugh wyu dnnnynipnk Suhtt wywquy nEjuupukpp,
Jupbtinpoipbwdp Yp pugptd, §p wwhwiebd dkquk np
hwjtipku juouhp dtip quiwljutipnit hkwn, hwjughnwljut
nuuwithipbpni jutkjbw) gnipgnipuipny donbkuwp, spukp
«hty ykwnp muh quiwlu huytpkihy, «ulpr}hoop hung
wuwwndmphiup fupbinp b

Otnnuk p, hujwioumphiip wknh Yo nwy,
wpbtdnwhwytiptip withbnwbwin Juutqht Bupwluy k,
hwy nypngp wqgh nnjunt b nbikn jhuwfub

sliswnm phitil k: Uh” dinwhngm hp, thuwunp dkp
Jupdwpwih ppowiwiwpunbtpt ku, np hwytpku
nuuwitwbnmphibttpp ns Uk dking wpgl)p hwinhuwgus
Ll wuntg YEwuph wuwupkqht:

Qonuljgkgt’p Ukp nupngh juwnwpws wypwnwtptbpnt,
npykugh juiruwybu fEpnbkup Ukp dnnnynipnh wywquy
ubpmugbpp: Ukpmbnbp npnip ghimws whwuh ppub
pupdpudwljupnul] nunidny b onwpugunng hnuwbpubpp
Jwubgunn hujkgh nuunhwpulmpbwdp: Ukpmanubp’
npnup pupdp whnh wwhtu dip wuwybpkh diqgh dunwtqué
wqquyhl wpdkplbpp b wiwbnubkpp, Br Ykpewyku’ whnh
ppwt ewhwljhpp huwwpwlwi vkp hndbpnit nt nwhyhput
wwwquy Uks dSpughpubpnit:

Bqputhwlkym hudwp, § niqbd pwh Up dhnpbp thnjumbghy
ubp Jupdupuih wowlpnmphwi’

Unwighti' juipgp ghingkp @npntpnjh uhwl witboptwy
Jupdwpwiht bt dhpin qopuhq Jutiqutgkp wtnp unipp
wnwphinmptwb: Ujunthbnk, Juwh B, np nnip wy
unjiwbidwt qqugnidutipny ywhwnh wrwpunkp wyu npupngp L
unjt Junwhm pbwdp tkwnnthp Yhwiph wuwywpkq:

Puly BpYpnpy kppkp th Unplwp dkp wqquyht
wupunwluiniphrup: bppbt hwy tphwnuwppubp, hpwinip
smUthtp unynpuljwh punwpughh tdwb wypkne: U k
hwy dnnnynipnh fwjunwghpp: dkp Enwtgny m
huwinuyunnipiwdp tnp puth whwnp £ wnwp huwy nunh dbp
wolnwnwbptbpnit n Qp tnp qunuthwpubpny junwy
wkwp L nnwtthp Ukp hwy dnnnynipnt nt huwypkuhpp:

Uhuiwuhly wju hwungnidny E np Yp ghdwgpukup dtp unp
dwpuwhpuikpbipp: Uju hwdngnidng 'niqbp mbutily dbp
quhp ubpniinibpm wywqub' Gragni ne hwpungpood:

Ubs pwtwunbnd uhwdwbpnh juouptpny «hd wbmbu &
wuypwn bt Juudwbiu junpuwl»:

Quypup huy guypngh dudpny...
Bunpuwbwl upoun huykpli jEqning:

0
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Ujuon Utkddonu htwn th. wdpnng opp
hpuwp htinn wagnightip: Ywnnig wnhpep
sth niubgud wpwdhtt dudwwly
wlgpubnt hp htwn: Uupnipn jwdwa
4p nkutinthp, puyg skh Yptiwp jhoby
pk ytpohtt wuqud tpp Epynipu wdpnng
on uUp hpwp htn wugmgus Ehiip:

Onpnigkghtp Epyup. npyhuniphil,
«hw-pid», mywquy dSpwghpukp, ki
wy i: vouwljgn phwt dudwtiuly,
Uddwypu ujuwnkg pk wsptpu own phy
Up htnwbwjhtt hEinwdwjutu, nipbdu
puwubiopkl, wmt hwpgmg pk hgne:

-B’ym Uhowin Yhnpniwgus bu wyn
Utipkuyghn ypuy. hwpgnig dsdwgpu:

-Opnyhbwnbkr wdkl hiy Ypluyg pliby
htpwdwjtu. omnny yuwnwupiwikgh,
wnwig hujtwgpu pupdpugubn:

-Udtu hi:

-Loiplpu wyuinbntl | wntkd,
npultpttpniu hin wjuytu juy Yp
wuwhbd, tpudonnmphit wjunbtnkth
p putl...UUE @ hisy:

Guulwénu, Ukddwypu hupg
wnniwt ph hhzull:nu wju wquhly
«ipkiuti» Yptiwp ul]hpufh
wnbnklniphil hp «dhwnpp» yuhby:
N1 wt pnpnpnyht wuypbguit tpp
pugunpkgh ph hinwdwjiu
unjuthul huytiptu Yp hwuljuwp b pk
hp uhpws ponp Wwwndniwspubpp,
pwttwunbndniphtutibpt m
tpghpp Juyhtt winp dke:

vunnptg np Quu k] Uuwwnniph
(Uhwhth) «wpnnht pewpnn m
YEur— quukd: Rhs Up ypuyunbk
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Ewp (wjuhtipt Google pukk twnp),
quuyy dwbijuljul putiwuntndmphiup
(np qupuwitu hopk Epljup kp b makp
putwjut hwpniun punwdptpp):
Utddwypu wyunkg np wb wughp

Un jhok hp dwtyniptwt nuphubpne
twpjiwuhpwéd puwbtwunbndntphiup:
vanpkg np hinbithd hinpwdwguhu
Ypuy nt uljuu...

«quipuhp ppntly, ubt ubt phunkp,
Lwlgpp Julwy, ypwb YEwnkp,
Qnihup Ykp ppliws, jnhunpun,
Gujununy, uljununy,

Swl U’ wnphruhtt Uk junpuinipnpunn
bup hpdt gnh’ §p gkt Jku
Upinp " winninp n1 nuljkqlu,
Tunljununy, jujrnuny:

Uty " wy bwghu, judwg-Judwg,
Snipup Juhy, uhpuop gu,
Unniku dp snp nulnp nupdwsd
Utip wpjnpht donbkgui:»

.. pwupniiuljkg. pun wn pun.
wlujuw). wnwbg npbk pthnpnt
uh: Qupdugus, Uksdopu huipg
wnnth pk wpntop b pp unpyjws bp wyu
puiuintindniphtup: £hs Up dnwstg
L yunwufuwikg

-4 tpbith upum-hhiq nuphubp

wnwyg, nuu...:

Puljuyku hEwnwppppuljut optip

1 wuyphip: Ppop, hhwlwgh b
wjuopniwy htmpputipp: dwpunii-hhtq
wnwphbp wnwy n°q Yptwp Epbruuyty
[bt lhnpphl,l «dhplﬂluﬂlhp» uﬂunh
wupnitwl il wjupwh mbntmphia

(kL unjupuly huytptt ywhnh hwuljuwb):
Uwluyt wirkih hbnmwppppuljuih

wyl k, el uhiy Uiddwypu wighp

1} wpunwuwikp Jupumt-hhig
wnwphtbp wpwe unpus wyu Yunpp,
hu 12-pn nwuwputth wmwpunuljut
hwunkuh pipwgphtt wudntipwusd
puiwunbnémpbut wunitut huy shpguy
1hot: Uhuyt 8 tnuphubp wnwe Ep wy
hwuntup...

Uhwiwuhly, Ukpoptuy hpuwiniphtl...
Tutjugh «bpkiwibkpny» odnnws
«]l’u[ulp» uhanhI}...

(6L wlpnipw, wju pnnpp gpkgh hu
owwn fukjugh htinwdwjuhu Ypuy)

O
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Yuwnpuhp pppnily, ubL ubL phunkp,
Lwuppp Ywwsg, Yppwu YEnkp,
Spopncfup JEp pnuwd, jInfunpun,
Yuinyunwnyd, uiyunwpnd,

Swiu J' wnphiuhu dky




QFunppuyulp puspapp

Tuoup bt kpudonmphit’ Cupdh Ukdkpgbwbh

Gu uinphg hwinhwynid Ed wju Epuqht,

Fuyg Ypliht, Yphnmd k pd b nupdp,

2k np hud mpmi bk Ukp hht Epgnun whanp,
Bnql b hu' qunpuljwih Jkppnun pujunt k...

Qtntgynithhubp puymd Eu dbp wuwnug punbpp,

®npp dwdniwy ke tuynid Bup pninp wulhruukpp,
Upbint nwly Whp vh hwn' Ubkiwl, @tnupn, Upwpun,
Bnq mukbp Wktip hwphip hun' np pgmud kup wiplnhw.
Pwpdpwinid kup Ukp uwpbpp, hhtt vwpbpp inp nkuws,
Cwpwptbpny dktp wuypnid Bup Eplpmd np skup wuypws...

£nuhwlh Juphtbpp ppety ku dopnipny,

Zuppwd, oupynus Unnwigh) bu np wjunbn not wygh ) by,
Uhktwgubpny 1h bu Juy, jadkup, Epglp vhwdwyl,

Epp ghobtpp wwpunnih, pon np Ukp Uk wju wyph...
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Bu uinphg hwiunhwnid Bd wju Epwqht,

Fuyg Yplht, Yphund £ pud En nuipdp,

Qk np htd mpnikk Ukp hht Gpgnn wipuwnp,
Bpql b pd qunpuljubh Jkppnn puunt k...

Pninpu b thnpdnid up, npunid np Ukup hwy thukup,
Utikjh jut £ wnopti, Uuwnény ke Ukp jnju by,
Ypund hwyp Ynpws dupy k,

Eplyhpp ponudp wykpwpon k

Qwnp JEpunupdh qupunt

Puyg um quypuljuthtt pwjunt k. y 4
Urwn...




THE SEEDS OF HOPE

By: Deniz Cenk Demir

Four years ago, | took part in the Genocide and Human Rights
University Program (GHRUP) facilitated by the Zoryan Institute
and held at the University of Toronto. | was one of the lucky
Turkish students who had the chance to meet and learn with a
group of young, talented and international students under the
supervision and guidance of a number of eminent scholars and
activists. These individuals had the expertise and intellectual
vigor to explore and analyze one of the darkest moments of
human history: the history of genocide and ethnic cleansing.

It is not easy to study the history of genocide, especially when
coming from a background in which the denial is a harsh,
everyday reality. In Turkey, even in highly academic settings,
gatherings to explore and discuss atrocities of the past are
sometimes vague and misrepresented. It was refreshing to see
that the course not only provided such an intellectual venue for
the people who have grown up in a post-trauma environment,
but it also presents an invaluable international and warm
environment to share experiences that seek ways for
reconciliation.

| came from a country in which the history of genocide has long
been denied. The history we learned was unfortunately
consolidated by the Turkish education system; a system quite
notorious for reproducing generations of deniers, especially in
regards to the Armenian Genocide, one of the most historic
taboos in the Turkish political scene. Furthermore, it is possible
to say that the policy of Turkish democratization has been
plagued by the denialist policies of the Turkish state. The circles

of denialism have contributed to the authoritarian character
of the Turkish state in various ways at the expense of true
democratization. A well-known example of this is the
assassination of prominent Turkish-Armenian journalist, Hrant
Dink, who was killed in Istanbul by a seventeen year old pawn.
As one might possibly assume, in a country in which these
realities are suffocating, it is difficult to speak the truth.

Throughout the course, my colleagues and | learned a great
deal about scholarly approaches and shared countless
experiences with one another. Needless to say, those who
lectured and supervised our sessions were seasoned academics
and highly experienced in the field. Alongside these highly
academic moments and our fruitful course sessions, | can
undoubtedly say that some of the most invaluable moments
were those spend with colleagues and new friends during
those special two weeks. As a result of getting to know each
other’s stories, triumphs and difficulties- we got to know each
other in the most human and immediate way. Something so
important when studying such inhumane events, often quite
removed from our immediate existence. It is because of these
strong bonds that were forged that | consider myself the
luckiest Turkish student, given the rare opportunity to be part
of such an international family. Each of us from the course that
year have proven with our mere existence and close ties to be
the truest antidotes of history’s genocidal regimes and the
seeds of hope for the future. Our success and the success of
this program stand witness to their failure. o

The Zoryan Institute is the parent organization of the International Institute for Genocide and Human Rights Studies, which runs an

annual, accredited university program on the subject and is co-publisher of “Genocide Studies and Prevention: An International Journal”
in partnership with the IAGS and the University of Toronto Press. It is the first non-profit, international center devoted to the research and

documentation of contemporary issues with a focus on genocide, the diaspora, and Armenia. For more information, contact the Zoryan

Institute by emailing zoryan@zoryaninstitute.org or visiting www.zoryaninstitute.org.
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Zwyng ghinuuywimpbwt hwphipudbwlh ubdhi, deup dtq Yp
quiikup whtwhipbipwg Epkinyph Up nhdwg: Ughawnhh onipg, huy
qunniplbp hujuwjujut twwdbnimphibbpne Yp phutt wju
juunnty priwljubip oginugnpdtnt” Zuy Ywnp Swopwgibing
hwdwp onnwup hwipmphwl, nt quyt junwy Unknt: bujuyku
quwhwwnkih E hwqupuinp judwinpibpm ewipp” tkp GFunp
wuonwwkint gnpsht dkp: Atwjuwtiwpwp pnjnpu Uks
wljuuyniphiuitbp nithup jugnpn twpniw) pupwgpht
hpwugnpénitiihp twhiwdbnum phiiubpktl, puyg hush hwdwp
hwpgulju Yp duwb (b hbnmwppppulut) dkp punhwnip
wlujuyniphtutipp hwphipudtwlti Gnp:

Bty whinh ppwy ubs whinm phiabkpm §aqut Zwng
ghinuuuyuinm ptwh punniimuht juenpnynn hwigpniwin:
Lwtth” wwph whinh nhiwiwg Whp wopimd wywjpupp:
Nhwnp jubdunhup wpnkop wipundwh Swluwnwghphi:

Uju dnnwdnudfubpn skl wpinuyuynkp whwuquig higkgubnt
uhpnji, wy] npnyhbnbt pmnbpniu dhnpkt wigws o winbp ki
whkwp E Ukyp, mbn Up, mquunonkth wpunuywynnth:

Bupuinb Muypup» Y gnsklp, puyg uhbiting dudwtuly Ukp
hpwyuon pimphiip §updwquigh ahisk Epps: O nwljuthi
p upmiwyktp wuypwphy b wyn wugpwpp Yp bjunkip dep
jupuwntit gnniplwt hwunp: Puyg dbp Bipughnulgniplub dke
Up Ukpdtup pugniuh) hwjunwy wyt hpwuwbmphiup, np
hipwpwiiship Uwnhy 24 ny dhuyt ginuuyuimi pliwt nuptnupd k,
wy) jholigmd Up np @nippp Yp pwpm byt hp bygunuyhl hualhy,
b1 Utip wqqh wlunwghpn Yp duwy onwputipnt dnpp: Udbu
wnwph np Yp gupnibaltip wuypwphy , Yp bpuwiwyt np nwph dp
biu wigws ko ubip tunnp Yp duwyg wigms: Qppuit wy juiuntu

thnpdkup puy, skup Yptiwp whnbub) wyu njunip hpnnniphap:

Stnuwuwwuniphiup nu winp Yepwpbkpbw] wpuwnwbipibpp
nupdws ki Ukip wqqh gnymptw g luwinp punljugnighsp,
dwutwinpupwp npnyhbnb Ukip wqght tidwdwutniphiip
J'wyph uthhinph dke hppbt Sknuuuwiun ptwb ninnujh
htwnbiwtp: Ujuwhuny, Epp @nipphwt ' nipwiug
Stnuwuwwuniphilp, hupniwsws §'ppuy twbe dbp gnymptwt:
Mipbdu, bwhwbebip Yp wpwbwlk nmpwbiwg Ubp hupumphiup
wuwhwwinn Uk jupbinp dwutthyp: G wy opp Epp dkp
Ephnwuwpyniphtup mbnh tuy wyt hwdngnudht np Zwy dwnp
whwh sjuonnh hwutth] hp tywwnwlhi, ywhnh ntbkiwip
ubipnitng Up np hpwdwpws t hp htptuniptwb Uk pudhuta: Mwpg
npudwpuimpbudp niptitfu, §p hwrwnwd, np wdth wwph np
Fnipphwt pupnitwlk nipwbuy Sknuwuwwuniphiiup, wikh Yp
dombtiwmbip nkinh mwnt hpuyhgwyht:

2wy Ywnh tkpluy nuquu]upmpbudp woiwnwubippp
Ytnpnbwgws kb uthhinph hipupwbship qunniph Uk Zuy Twwnp
Swtiopwgubynt nkininjt punupuwlw nkdptpnit m
whwnnphiuubpni, pugh Bnipphn) Uke: Twwnbpnt tdwb, Yp
hwirwwnwd np @mpphwt ywhwnh pugnith ginuuuywiniphiup
thuy kpp Bnipp dnnnynipnp hwdngnih, pugniih, m
ghinuuywiniptwb dwuht pugk h pug uouh Bnipphn; te:

Uju wlhtpphph L

Puyg Uhkiungt dwdwbwly, skup Ypbwp juiwinbuoptt unyuuky
uyn wuwhnii: dnnnympnh dp dnwyimpbwt thnthnpumphiuap
(unjub E yuwpwquib Bnipp dnnnynipnhin) wjuyhuh hwpgbpno
Jpwpbpbw] punphwipuybu ubpinunpm piwt §p jupownh:
Ydpwunwpupn, mpbdu, Juruutqp Juy np dhtiske @nipphng
dnnnynipnp wuwwnpwun pljuy pugniabim Stnuuywtniphiup
(ubpunuthnfunm ptwdp), wbnwppbp (Gud jpruwhwn) huy
ubpniinp wpnktl jubidumws ywhwnh puy hp swjunwughphte

Ppp Ephinwuwpn dp np wpjunidopku §p dwutwygh Zuy Funp
wpuwwnwtipibpnit, Yp hwrwwnwd twkt np uthhippkt mupniws
Zuy Fuwnh wohuwnwbpubpp Yp hwinhuwbwb wyt mdp np Yp
hungpunnunt Utp powdhutipnit junwehiwnugpp: Lwkt Yp
hwirwwnwd np uthhinph qunnipibtpm §ondk mupniwus
wolnunwiphitpp onwp huptim phwh swhopwgibym
ghinuuuywiniphiup, Uks ntp Yp punub Gnipp
Ephtnnwuwpnmphiup puunhwupullne dke:

Uunwhngm phtiu, uvwljuyl, wyh k, np Zuy Fwnp, qubhwih tdwb,
owpnibwfupwp Yp hwpnowsdnh, b wh nppuitt wy qopuwinp Yud
wtpkutbih puy, viq swupnitwwpwp Yp wuihk
wuonyuinnuljut hpuyh&wljht dke: Uhtisk & pp whwh
wpuolibip np pobunhl nilwwpk ip plpwgpp: Bpp ujpnh
Junkuwlp hwpniwsp obinky, m hwljugnt] hwpniwény: bugn 1
qgniowtiutip twpuwyupdwl) gk, Jupatiugnyg @nipphny
huljugntigmphuth: Yupstu tpkjuugh dp tdwb puunhupulnous
Eup quuu shwiugubijnt b thnpdmphiutpne skupupynibn:

Mipktfu, Uwynpy 20150 Ewnp, Epp ghdwinpnih hwphipudtwlp b
Upunnpup <hwunupunh», nt hwpgp nupdbw hpwbuy
hwbtipmphwb . dwdnigh (nuuwpdwlky, syt u Jun whunp
wpuhklip Ukp upuypuph Ypulyp: Pasyk u whunh jupbiwbp Junwh
nuwy np Uwphy 24h tmupbnuipditpp uihinh sdwpbguiti ubp quihwtip:

Up huwmwwnwd, np dudwtwlp hwuws Enp dkp
nuquuyupniphtiup thnjubktp uonyuwiwlwukh b
hwjuqptgnquljuwukth ntuyh jupdwlnnuijuip: Guonipn np
uyuyhuh donkgmu Up yhwnh nhdwinpnih qopwinp
punnpumptudp @mpphny Ynnuk, puyg wyjtou jupth sk
uywuk]: Tdniwup hpnnmphih dpb E pugnihip np 2wy dwap,
ukplywy yhdwlyny, fanpphte vk sh nklju]upnihp dhqung, wy
’pupwiiuy @nippht nklny: @mpphny hipuwpwiiship hwpniwsh
ntd pnnnpny n gnjgny plnnhdwbiwp wy jutnul pupdws k
wiintig m wjuyhuny whp qunp pupdws fungkph: Nkwnp &
wbnbubup wyt puy bpp np Spwugpniws Eu Ukq othnphgubing, vkq
utin &udpkl otintnt, ot whwnp £ jEpniwbwip dkp nunp junwy
Untnt m yuwownywinmbnt inkn hwpniwstint: Fudwiwlp
hwuws E np Ubip qunp mwtthup hphug: @npuwtiwly uthhinph dkp
qunniputpnit Ukp gnhwiwbp stght junpwbtwlubpny, b
vhwiuhwnwpwn jnruwy np onnwp Ephpukp whunh hbnwyuntu
Utp pwhtipp, Ukp phpufup plunpbip @mpp dngninipgp medbp
nunp ubpuyugubkup wunp:

Uwu pk ny, §p quinuhbkgubd np tnuljuthtt hwdpbkpnipbudp
uhinh hwombkup...101,102,103... O
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People talk.

This has been a banner year for sports, with the Olympics in Sochi starting us off and many Armenian diasporan
communities cheering for their city’s successes in a number of professional arenas. The intensity was kicked up a few
levels when the world got soccer fever this summer and was busy cheering on “their own” in FIFA’s World Cup. As we
see multicultural Canada awash in “flags from home” while sports pundits lament the lack of maple-tinted success on
the soccer pitch, many Armenians turned to cheer for teams with an Armenian player (ltaly, Iran) . As we imagine red/
blue/orange kits in the future, we also wonder how we would feel if these very kits squared off against our adopted
boys in red and white. When it comes to “picking sides”, who does one root for? How do other Canadians feel about

a home vs. new home matchup?

If times were normal, and the
country we were born in didn’t
need our support, it would be
different. There’s a desire to
support. My heart tells me | need
to support Israel.

| was born in Iran, moved to
Canada when | was really young.
For me, cheering for Iran makes
me feel like I'm not losing touch
with my roots. | love Canada
though, sometimes more than
Iran. How about this, summer
Olympics I'd represent Iran, winter
Olympics: Go Canada go!
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| was born in Canada, so for most
things I'm rooting for the red and
white. | have tonnes of family in

St Vincent/Grenadines, some of
them actually play for the national
soccer team. | don't know, tough call.

I'm new to Canada. | love it here.
Itis the best place in the world to
make something out of yourself.
Cheering for Russia in soccer
reminds me of my family back
home. | miss them. | cheer for
Russia because in a way, I'm
cheering for my family.

| can relate on a more provincial
scale. | was born and raised in
Ottawa, so were my parents. |
came to Toronto a couple years
ago. | have a strong allegiance
to the Senators. | like the Leafs,
but Senators all the way. I'm not
even that big of a hockey fan. In
my heart, | know cheering for

Ottawa is the right thing to do.
| don’t want to turn my back on
the city | grew up in.

My boyfriend is Greek and his
family gets pretty rowdy. It can be
quite draining. For my sanity, when
they're around, Greece all the way.




artist’s studio

FEATURED ARTIST: ARMAN AKOPIAN

Born in Soviet Armenia, Arman Akopian moved to Canada in the early 90s. After graduating in 3D Animation at ICARI (currently part of the
College de Bois-de-Boulogne) in 1998, he started his career in video games at Ubisoft Montreal. At his time there, he worked as a level
artist, character artist, cinematics character modeller, art director and concept artist on projects such as Batman: Vengeance, Tom Clancy’s
Rainbow Six 3: Raven Shield, Start Wars: Lethal Alliance. In 2008, he joined the Eidos Monteral studio as a lead character artist on the

preproduction of Deus Ex — Human Revolution.

Arman’s work ranges from creating magazine and final game
packaging covers to promotional key art and fantasy/sci-fi book
covers. But his main job is creating concept art for various
projects both for characters and environments and ranging
from simple sketches to finalized model sheets.

Some of his work can be seen in magazines such as
Gamelnformer, PC Gamer and Imagine FX, and the recent

edition of the cult classic game, Thief, from Square Enix.

1. Chimshkik Sultan. She was promised to David of Sassoun through an arranged marriage, but David fell in love with Khandut and forgot
all about it. As a result he dies from the hands of Chimshkik’s daughter.

2. Queen Armahan. Mher’s spouse. After Mher got bewitched to stay for seven years with Melik’s widow Ismil-Hatun, she swore never

to lay with him.

3. Melik of Msyr - the nemesis of Lion Mher. They become blood brothers in the end and Mher takes care of Melik’s family and kingdom
after his death.

4. Lion Mher - son of Sanasar and father of David of Sassoun.
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H'w ndt- " w
TO ke O IOOk. . n RAFFI KHACHADOURIAN

Backgammon does not strictly serve as a recreational dice
film | pri nt | literature | social media game for leisure; it can be played for money. In his profile
piece for The New Yorker, Khatchadourian sheds light and a
grasping back story on a man nicknamed “Falafel”, a
professional gambler . Falafel is committed to backgammon.
The game is his only source of income. From Israel to the
benches of Washington Square Park where his nickname was
TALK RADIO conceived, an engaging reflection is served showcasing a

. . . rogue degenerate.
The film showcases a Jewish radio personality that tests the

airwaves from Dallas, Texas. Barry Champlain, played by Eric Raffi Khatchadourian became a staff writer at The New Yorker
Bogosian, is a radio host with a scathing sense of humor, coupled in 2008. His contribution for the magazine has garnered him a
with the ability to offend and be confidently obnoxious with his nomination for the National Magazine Award in profile writing.

Khatchadourian has also written
for the Village Voice, The Nation,
and The New York Times, among
other publications. His work is
highly infectious. We're not timid
in admitting that we're proud to

provocative political views. The film was directed by Oliver Stone,
and its directing style reflects the intense medium of talk radio.
Bogosian wrote the screenplay, and
the script was almost entirely based
on his original one man theatre piece,
accompanied with some biographical
” information about Alan Berg, a Denver see a name with such palpable
based talk show host who was Armenian undertones seal such
@ murdered by white supremacists in credible work.

of 1984. Eric Bogosian plays the
character with conviction and
whipping sarcasm, and it becomes 0
: obvious that the script is represented | I Te ra T ure
R H e by somebody who believes in it.

VOICES FROM THE PAST: EXCERPTS FROM
WRITINGS OF ARMENIAN REVOLUTIONARIES

Ever wanted to read excerpts from the founding fathers of
SOC | a | me d | q the Armenian Revolutionary Federation (ARF) or General
Antranig, but found it inaccessible and difficult to

understand? Well, no more excuses. Former long-time editor

unnernr fFUNGEN

«Swpthuiljkg» (ukpk wypmng), «qgniqupwd» (hwiwuwp at the Armenian Weekly, Vahe Habeshian, makes the writings
Ephm dwubpm pudiiniws) b «pujupnub)»(gnpsd Up of our leading revolutionaries available for all to read and
wdwwwpwipny k1 phph plky). pnnpp wnninp puntp ko appreciate. Voices from the Past is a brand new collection
puwn Upwght m dwhwght, npnup Mhpmpti §p Jupbl’ of biographies and writings of statesmen, intellectuals,

«Unmnp punbkp» Juypkol nt Shjuyympbwt kop: «Unninp commanders and freedom fighters that were instrumental
pwnbpr-m Gpwbwpwip yupg ke willns «Unmnp punkp in the national awakening of Armenians and the creation

b putikp unpybnt hwdwp»: Uow 5000 htnbiinnutp qplipk of the First Republic of Armenia. The

opwljutt npmphwdp §p unpyht tnp «cwnmnp» punh Up carefully selected excerpts, which

hdwuwnp, npnug wnphipt k nayiri.com-h dke pniwjimgniws cover a time period between the

pupwpwitkpp, hwdwnpupup: 9 wpdk 1890s and the 1940s, contain not V Ol.C.E S
Jupnuw «Unmnp punkpy-nt hudwnpus merely points of view, but larger v R

ideas, ideologies, worldviews, and
hard-won life-lessons that provide
invaluable insight to all Armenians
even today. Make sure to add this
book to your library to witness the
heroes you've heard so much about
finally come to life.

Lpym kpghswlwi gualkpp «5 pul np
wkup k puku uthhinpp qqunt hwdwp»
kL «5 wnninp pun hujwuwnwih
olhjuphttpnit hwdwp»: «Bubplpuy»
(wnwig Juulwsdh) whwnp hwithp m
Jutiqup...

Ujghikgkp http://aghvor.wordpress.com/

b https://www.facebook.com/aghvor

Excerpls From the W

Edited an
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o[ena Ouzoum’cm

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

ROYAL LEPAGE
— (i

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

NOT INTENDED TO SOLICIT THOSE UNDER CONTRACT WITH ANOTHER REALTOR.

Congratulating Ardziv and wishing it continued success

Dualon Ambicnce

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

Master stylist e owner: Albert Ajemian

Men’s & Women’s Cuts. Styles. Colour. Perms. Highlights









