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ensure the survival of Syria’s Armenians.

WWw.supportsyrianarmenians.ca

Ardziv is published by the Armenian Youth Federation of Canada and distributed free of
charge within the community for those who strive for the national, social and economic
liberation of the Armenian people.

The opinions expressed in Ardziv are not solely and necessarily the opinions of the
Armenian Youth Federation of Canada. Ardziv encourages all Armenian youth to express
their thoughts freely in this publication.

Financial contributions may be made to the following address:

45 Hallcrown Place
North York, Ontario
M2J 4Y4

Cheques should be made payable to “Ardziv Magazine”

If you would like to contribute to Ardziv, please submit your articles to
ardziv@ayfcanada.org. You can also submit your material directly on our
website at www.ardziv.org/contribute
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The movement of the stars from my backyard,” Photograph by Chris Joly



U TUIHIRYELT

ot

_ROhLR UR EPERUYL

P U SMUSRBERL)

Editorial
Skuwljkn - From Our Readers
Skip Water, Guzzle Vodka: Health Hearsay in Armenia

"]n[un_l [Folnl Zmpgmqpnlg q]nlunl «U.pmu» Lpwwwpwlyy wnwl
ﬁhﬁhmthhhpth‘banmpq fa‘m{lfl,uuhl,ullhh L

Armenian Genocide - The Invisible Wound

bu, nnil, wi...

Keeping Our Gazes Upwards: A Brief History of Armenian Astronomy
UL pwbply Ownnlbwl - Uwllnhol snilbgng bnwdnfuwlwip
Unusual Meets Usual

People Talk

Y wpdk... Take a Look...

The Artist’s Studio

pg 4
pg 5
pg 6

pg 8

pg 12
pg 14
pg 15
pg 18
pg 21
pg 24
pg 25
pg 26



tDITORIAL

WE ARE PUTTING OUR BRIEF THOUGHTS TOGETHER IN THE DEAD OF WINTER — A TIME ON THE
CALENDAR THAT CLIMATOLOGISTS AGREE IS THE MOST UNFORGIVING AND MOST DEFINITIVE OF
THIS CRUELEST SEASON.

We try to keep our optimism afloat and cling to the occasional bursts of sunshine that peak through amidst double-digit dips
into the negatives, living for the brief reprise of unseasonably warm afternoons. It seems that we are all marching along in
some sort of unified confusion - skeptical that we manage to survive this yearly deep freeze and wondering how to make it
to the early days of spring without succumbing to seasonal hibernation — all while clinging onto the few joyful moments that
find us in some great and elaborate snow globe being shaken about.

We wonder if you agree that our mood is in a bit of a hodgepodge during this icy blue time. We cannot help but vacillate
amongst the deep seasonal “blahs” that make days outside of winter covers seem truly for the mad, and the bursts of
romanticism we cannot help but experience when we are safely indoors and fat snowflakes dance from the heavens.
Occasionally we remember our new generation designation as ‘first-generation Canadians’and trudge outdoors for moments
of Canadiana - ice skating, tobogganing or any sort of seasonal appreciation.

Perhaps it is these widely differing moods that make this issue’s content similarly wide-ranging. We are lucky enough to have
contributors discuss everything from Armenia’s history of astronomic appreciation to a new feature that juxtaposes the tastes
of some of our youngest community members with some of our more seasoned faces. We have tried to have this issue reflect
the many moods we cannot help but experience during our yearly countdown to spring days ahead: frustrated at times,
occasionally deeply contemplative and often on the lookout for a brief and entertaining respite.

Needless to say, this spring is a special one for our communal experience. As Disasporan communities worldwide
commemorate a century of accomplishments and grapples, we work to narrow and intensify our focus. Come this spring, we
will have to set aside the hodgepodge and our somewhat frantic foci and narrow our attention to the most important historic
moment in many of our lifetimes —a cumulating focus of the intersection between our past, present and future. We surmise
that this is our brief break before our April of Aprils begins. Until then, stay warm...

U\j“ Shinphpp Brigpl 4p pwhdbbkbp ddpwl fjupun gnipm opbpnil, npnlup Eppbdb wyu Ephphl Jky
Lhplwl puiwlwl pwdwl ppwg:

FEby pdniwp, wwhul 0bp jwowgnp 4p thapdbbp pll) wowmbo ppwgne, Bpp wunwbwlwh wpbowgng
dp Bbnpbin  ddpwl fupin wdybpne Gnpnp hp gbpdwygult dbp Gnghubpp: U.lnl, Q*uﬂ.lu.lml.ulh ke wyu
Epwbwlp Jdncfd £, pwyg nilp bwhe pp e Llnrll.]'hpn\ Lwhbh wwlbpp: IJE thnpdbup «dwfunchp» wn

pnpnppb dke hp quwlnlibup, hp sdohkup, dnljwlwhiun p puwnqwlp , dhowm wn LGwdngnodn] B npybo
wnwyhl ubpniinh «gwbwmwghubpy, ywprwhwbinc@hobp acipbp wig papnphb Jwu Gugdbpne:

thhl.u.lpl.up, guwlhwmwlwl dfbnbbpp nilpl dbp Jky wpPugubine punlndpibp qubwgwl mwppbp
qgwygnidbubp. nipwfinchol, whpno@pol, BppEdl bngholp jwop Jumpl Gk fpuwnbbpnd: «bpdhoy-h wg
Phip yuwpribwhne@houp Ungygbu juwgl £ pp whuwpunc@budp: ﬂthLg qulwywl jopnuwdbbp, quliwgul
Uhibpne pripg: Nipwhe Bup bwbe Usphwyuglbjne dbp unp ufuiu.ul.m\ «bu, pn, wh..», npach Egbpncl
dky whwh Gpudgublp dbgh, gunnijdh Ghb ne Unp whpniugbbpne qubwgwl ne wywgwl Gupdhpubpp:

N Lhdw Lp wwwublbp guwpbwh. quwpmb dp np 4p mwppbph wy gupnobbbpt Be dbo bpwlwhne@hol
nibh dbp prpnppb Gwdwp: Uhby wohiwpbwohpin Gwy dnqnfnippp hp wpwnpwumnch nghlng b

dhp Lwphipwdbwy guep ne wolbine Jbp puwp dp Uniwbdnodbbpp, dwdiwlbwhp Cwuwd £ onp
L4Eppalwgublp dbkp dhgbpp e Bpnbklup Jdbp Lhgulkwp: U\.lu quwihp guwplwl, dE4 Yand nqubklp Jdbp
wpwhwpéndpibbbpp be mbuwhbnmbbpp: Iihr].pnhu.liu.uhp e ywbghup JEh Epwlhwgnihwl, JEL
wwypwph gnipy Bu dEL e Jhwubwlwl Ghqulhbmp dp Jpwy — Gpguwlbn dp, np whnp Gwbgpuwbwg dbp
whgbwh, beplugh e woywgugh pwydbpncyp:

Qibnp Guwdwpklup wil quwph qwnwpp, bwpwl dbp «byppibpne byppp»-h uhpgpp: Uply wing
thnpdblup wwpnily dlw...



FROM OUR READERS

Upépp pp «Skuwlbiy wpilwhpli dkp wppn by Lo wmwy pb@bpgngbbpncl
ywpdpplbpnil, guquipupbbpncl, @hpwgpubpbbpnil b wnwpwplLbpncl, gaouwpmf

np wlwpdwn wliw wp: -l w wiLn i w
n wlwpdwgululp sdlwp prbild' Lbpp d gp f bwdwlbbpp hplwp

nplly Ghwnkibuy Lwugkbbpnd ardziv@ayfcanada.org /Ardziv magazine -

45 Hallcrown Place, Toronto, Ontario M2J 4Y4

Ardziv magazine welcomes mail from our readers. Please feel free to send your comments,

ideas, suggestions or concerns to ardziv@ayfcanada.org /Ardziv magazine -

45 Hallcrown Place, Toronto, Ontario M2J 4Y4

I'm a bit sad to write that | am one of those

suburban Armenians who has not really been part

of community life in any shape or form. Living just
outside of Clarington means that | can’t say much
about the community in Toronto and I've only
managed to attend a SummerFest or two at the
agoump. A couple of summers ago, | spent a few
weeks volunteering in Armenia and was embarrassed
to be asked about the community around Toronto
and not be able to say much.

| know this is mostly my doing as | would often balk
at the suggestion to be more involved, not really
knowing what that means. The few times my family
has made it to the agoump, | didn't really know what
to expect and | guess a massive festival under a tent
probably isn’t the best time to feel like | belong. |
guess as time and real life made things even busier,
my Armenian-ness has been something | have held
at an arm’s distance. | think that has made me feel a
bit guilty and | guess it's this guilt that pushed me to
write this letter.

A few weeks ago, my family and | had had one of
our bi-annual dinners at my aunt’s house in Toronto
and we were talking about the work | am doing
with New Media and Communications for school.
My aunt jumped up from her seat and brought out

your magazine. She had been at the hairdresser and
had been flipping through it while she waited, and
thought | might think it was “cool”.

Honestly, | wasn't expecting anything all that “cool”;

| don’t even know what | was really expecting, but it
definitely wasn’t what | found. | spent some time with
the magazine and found that it's both informative
and entertaining. You can tell there is a lot of heart
put into it and it seems like there is a very personal
edge to the stories. | was happy that it wasn't all
about loss and death or about fear of the “other”-
something that might be my stereotype to conquer.

Anyway, | appreciate small batch printing and the
‘zine culture and | try to support it whenever possible.
I'm not quite sure where you fit on that spectrum but
| have been reading your archived issues online and
have been enjoying them.

As my own personal bid for a bit of Armenian-ness,
and as a show of support for the dying trade of small
scale ‘zine publication please send me a subscription
and consider me a new fan.

Keep up the great work, Ardziv deserves the
recognition.

Steve
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By: Lena Tashjian - Yerevan, Armenia

| experienced many “firsts”in Armenia. The first time | rode on a
military truck or saw a cow leg being transported in a taxi was in
Armenia. It was also the first place that | had ever heard the idea
that “water makes you fat"—and heard it repeated by coworkers,
friends, strangers, bosses and students. My first double-take at
this “fact” was after my boss had finished her seventh cup of
coffee before the end of the work day and was wondering aloud
about why she was experiencing yet another headache.

The reality was, my “tourist” stainless steel water container was
always made fun of in the office and | couldn’t remember the last
time I had seen her reach for a glass of water, so | had reason to
suspect she was getting her frequent headaches from
dehydration—and the coffee was only adding to that. As |
casually asked her if she had been alternating her coffees with
water throughout the day, she immediately replied with “bayts
ouzoum em niharel” (but | want to lose wight). For the next half
an hour, work was put on hold in our office because everyone
had joined in on the “water debate”. While no resolution was
agreed upon, it became clear that my boss (and so many others)
had never became accustomed to drinking any water on its own
because, as she put it, it was known to make you “chagh” (fat).
What surprised me more than this sentiment was the number of
people in our office that agreed with her- some who extolled its
benefits but would take a pass so as not to suffer the
aforementioned bogeyman consequences.

Surprisingly to my innate North American sensibilities,
throughout my 3+ years of living in Armenia, | have heard this
rationalization more times than | could possibly count — by youth,
by elders, by professionals, by students, by men and by women.
When | held a nutrition workshop at SheFighter’s self-defense
classes, my encouragement of making sure to remain hydrated
was surprisingly the most “controversial” thing | said. While many
seemed to hold steadfastly to their negative views on water, few
had given me actual reasons as to why—usually confirming it
was “grandmother wisdom”. And you don't question
grandmother wisdom. | would soon come to discover the many
health myths floating around as accepted truth in Armenia.

Vodka as a universal heal-all miracle beverage is another one of
my favourite ones. You could have a cold, have hurt your back,
have a fever, have indigestion, etc., and most local Armenian
families would just tell you to take a shot of homemade vodka.
The only exception was when my roommate was told by her then
host-father to “snort the vodka” for a cold she had caught.
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Whether she did it or not will remain her secret. | remember
during a trip to Artsakh, my host-family had a great breakfast
spread - filled with vegetables, fruits, cheese, eggs, bread and
honey, and a Jermuk bottle filled with homemade mulberry
vodka. Our host dad poured all of us a shot—despite our
protests, and told us it would keep us warm and healthy in the
winter — it was essentially “preventative medicine” We decided not
to argue and had a buzzed morning—healthy and warm as an ox.

Alongside staying away from water and guzzling vodka,
another trend that is hard to miss is the high intake of white
bread. With every meal, there is a basket of white bread - often
with dishes that have no use for it. A particularly vivid anecdote
in this regard was when we decided to eat dinner at the office
together after a long and draining day. My coworkers had made
fried potatoes, pasta, boiled vegetables and had tomatoes,
cucumbers, cheese and yogurt as well. We all sat to eat and my
boss pointed out there was no bread. Even though there were
potatoes and pasta, we essentially had to wait until her son ran
to the quickest shop, bought two large loaves of white breads,
cut them up, and placed them by our food for the meal to be
complete. Once my friend’s host-grandfather even told her to
eat bread with her meals so that her “stomach wouldn't hurt”.

However absurd and counter-productive some of these widely-
held ideas may seem to us, by asking questions and setting
aside our judgement, it is compelling to hear the reasons
behind their apparent madness. The “water-makes-you-fat”
myth is one where no matter how much | disagree with (sorry
Tatik!), | can understand the often closely linked advice that
comes with it: avoiding quickly chugging water. As explained by
my host-sister, common thinking dictates that water would
make you fat because when you have too much in one time,
you become bloated. While that is right, it seems a little bit of
‘broken telephone” happened along the way and the end
message was that water itself can make a person gain weight.

With the high intake of white bread, after asking around, local
friends told me that during the “dark years”, bread was of
course the cheapest thing to buy in terms of food. So with
every meal that was often too little, and especially in winter,
they had an abundance of the cheapest food in order to
actually get full. Some habits just die hard — especially when
there was a reason for them at the time.




While there are many health myths in Armenia, there is also a
refreshing amount of common sense when it comes to
therapeutic and medicinal uses of herbs and plants. Armenia
was the first place | had ever had nettle soup. Nettle, commonly
seen as a weed in Canada, is used in teas and in food in
Armenia. As an adaptogen high in iron, people obviously knew
it was good for them and incorporated it into their eating
habits. The same goes for mint and thyme. While in Canadal |
would have to go to health-food stores to get packaged and
often processed forms of mint or thyme tea, in Armenia they
are naturally dried and ready to use, and can be found
anywhere from the shugas (markets) to chain supermarkets.

A popular dish that originated in Artsakh—jingalov hats (lavash
bread stuffed with herbs), is said to have over twenty herbs in it
(which include some that | mentioned), again, made during
wartime; a time when people had to survive with

whatever they could get their hands on. Armenia was also the
first place | had ever eaten or heard of basoots doiIma (Lenten
dolma). While dolma itself has become a staple dish
throughout the world, | have yet to see the basoots version
anywhere else. It is a pickled cabbage leaf packed with three
different types of beans and legumes, grains, and mixed with
spices. Protein, combined with a shot of B12 in one dish. |
would have to go to special vegan restaurants in Canada to
find anything so nutritious...and pay quadruple the amount.

As is the case anywhere, there is the good, the bad, and the

downright strange in Armenia. While | will continue to drink my
water and encourage others to do the same, | have also learned
so much from locals here on nutrition. And during the cold and
harsh Armenian winter, a little extra vodka can be a good thing!

O
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Nnjuny NMkjonnt punudwupb Ukp quuining «Zpunhfbuyg
Quyjuu» nsninng quwndwlwh pEuph gbnbiuwyuplp p quinih
«Upwu» hpunwpwljswwnnibip: Podnl (Eyniwpy
Pnydwubwi) hpwnwpuwlswuwwi hhfuwnhpbbpki o
Upnwlwi bbpuyniphil Up Mnjuny huwy hwduybpk tkpu.
nilih uks dopnip Up, tfuuynili dyhwn nkdpht b1 hwiquip nt kY
wwwndniphrh: Cupwp Up wnwye [Founhl Suliopuguyj,
uwljuyll Jupd kp hwbiphwynidp: Npnokghlip Ypyhl
wuydwlwinpnihy, nt uwyuop Ykpunupdws bd
hpuwnwpwlswwnnil hbnp qpoiglyne: Push ply §p hpudguk nu
wnwig dudwbwl Juunbbn §p ujuh gundl...

Quipkg Bipnyu squgus, 1922-htt Urknhp Puwhwljkwth
htw dhwuht wyju punupp Ynt quiy: Lwie skup ghnkp pk
ww up op jp tuwy, mwutiphhtig op Yp fuwy...skp ghwnbp:
Puyyg ghwnkp pk ouwn kplup sh duwp: voup Yuy np wyu
otupn (npnit dke §p qununthup hhdw m §p yuwnljuuh
Qupultoqtiwut hhtfuwplhtt) dwdwbwljhtt ywunnly Ep nu
Quipkg wyuwntin duwgtp k: Uju otupp yuwwndwlw okup k: bp
«Pupwbyni)» funpugnpny pubtwunbndmptwh dky «RFhpwu
Qujuuhl» dwuhtt wljtwpyniphiutbp wy ub, nipbdu Yptuy
hnt w) fuwgws puy: Cunwh sk, puyg wjunbnbpp opetin L,
whyuwwndun: Uy pmbtwuntindniptwt ke wju punupp

| wimwik «howqquyhtt wnnlhlyy-p, ot &hon bp...huljwugku
htwnwppppuljut quyp dpb | vw:

Uljuhtip uljhqpki. 0'ip tuws kp:

Nnjhu Stwd b, 1949-hl, Gnnhpnyk puniwsd punuiuup
Uwdwphw: Ujinnkn, Whp punh qupngp «Uawpuin
8nniphtly Jwupdwpwin judwhiws bd: Lujuwlppwupub
wrwpuntyk knp Uhhurinwph Umpp vws duypliduipp whgus
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Ed n1 «huky wyjinbn wiwpunws bd: Ujunkn L op wintbu
Fodo tnut: typkdwph nmwphubpniy, nuuwpwhu dky
bEntip Enyniwpnubp Yuyht, mptdu qhu Enddwu ujuw
Juisly: «f@Fnddwuy-p oninny Ypgwnniih Eupupnibgu b
nupdut «fFodo». hisyyku Uwpghup Yp nuntiuy Uwgo,

Shqpwip §p nuntiwyg Shqo, Lt wy:

Uyuw, wiagws bl bupwiynih MEnwljub Zudwjuwpuin,
mp qpuijub pudutl tkpu puuwlwlb (Eqmikp muwbus b’
hht jntuwpk b jmunhubpka: ‘Unji dudwbwly gpupwp
unpybynt hwdwp vwubwinp guubp § webth
wuwwnphwppupukl tkpu: 1960-ht nknuthnunitkgutp nu
hwununniiguip Muppp ghiy: 1970-ht wdntutiuguy
Quyhukh htin: Uj mnkl, wh twhwlppupwih ntunigsnihh
Ep, wnwght nwuwpwkh vhtiske hhighpnpn: @uyhuku o ku
ujuutip wpuwwnwlghy «Uwpdwpw» opwpbpeht: Mnjhu
kpym opwptpp Juy «Fudwbwlpy b «Twupdupus:
«Uupdupuw»-ht judwinp wpuwwnwlhgubp Ehtp, ot wdku
nippup dutjuljut ke §p wunpuwunthup: M wyy
wnwphtbpnit, dbp pubpubpnit hbn dhwuht ujuwip ghpptp
hpwwnwpulky. gnuk nwpht Uk hwwnnp:

Bty hpunnwpulbghp:

Lwilu hpunwpwkghp Uhpunhy Twpnubwbh’ «Ubp wyy
ynnubpps. jhnng Mmpdugbwih jonmwsttpp, Swlnp
Utdniph, kL wyj: Upnhy Uwpynubwip tpkg tnpaygpu k.
dudwbtuljhtt dyyptduuph mbopkut tp: Ulnp
wunUniwuspubpp ppplpkith pupgquUwkghup,
hpwwnwpuytghup bt Uks punniubniphtt niukgue: Uy
wnwnh npnokghtip hpwwnwpwlswwnnt dp hhdul) kL wgu
gnpstpny dktp Ukq nbkulky:
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Zpwiy Shupp wyl opbipni gpuipnwtinip Up niukp & ghpp Yp
Jwdwnkp: Gu hpkt wnwewpltgh np Ulpnhsht hkwn dhwuht
hpwnwpulswnnit Up pwtiwy: Uh putth dnnniubp
gnidwuptightt wiju thipht onipg. phpkiu snpu hhg whqud: N
op Up hush Juiligkghl nt puhti np wowtg hsh whwnh spppup.
1 mqkht np bu wy dwu Juqubd: «Gunuthwpp nncthp swn
1w, puyg qunuthupp twny th okown on Up putwpwpnihp:»,
npuhtt: Ujuyhuny 1993-ht, «Upwu» hpunwpuljswwnniup
hhubtightip tiptipu’ kpkg bnpaypu Uypnhsp, tonpp bnpwypu
Zpwun m bu: Uju otupht 2-pn juplp thnpp uktubwl dp
Jupdtghtip nt ujuwbp dbp wpppwnwbpp:

Bptip mmwuphtkp jhung, Zpuungp qunuthwp dp niukp
owpwpwpbpp Up hpuwnwpuybint: Gu hpku puh np wju
hpwnwpulswlut dintwuplp juenn gtk twnp Yp uljuhip
wyn UkYp, puyg sypguiip hwdwdwyuhy: Utwwnnibwb hp
Yppniptwut hwdwdwyt, wpwnountphi niqig puduntljnt m
uljubm owpwpwptppn: Pusytu wninuy Up hp hopdtu
wpunotm phil | mqk puil Up pikym wjnuiku wy hipp mqkg:
Ujuntinh hhtt unynpniphiub £ wyu: «Ul/] wuy . I‘ohz
wpuountphil ykwnp nithus, puh. nt wjuyku, Zpubnp
pudunibgut wju hwunwnm phukh nt qwg, hhtfukg
«Uljour-p’ Uliiw @mpuyh, Lnthq bt Shpub Mwpwpltpne
htw, Ubkupny Mwwnphwppht ks wowlgnipliudp:

Lwt Enuit. Uklp wyu gény pupnitiwmlkghtip nt jugnnmiphi
Atinp phiphtp, hup wy wyn gény ULS juennniphruikp dtinp
phpwt: Ywpstu @nipphny Uke tpynipht wy («Upwu»-h kL
«Ujour-h) ywhwbgpp Yuip, nipktfu kpynt dintwplubph wy
Un Jupstd np wwhwbepubipnit |pht gnhwgnud wintht:
Uwpnip, |pht gnhwugnid: Lu np wynutu tnkp b Fufunp
phpwt puktp, np wynutu tntp &, ot dptgk opu, Lplynipp

FERMAN TOROSLAR
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poyp-tnpuyp hwunwnnm phibttp Bu: Ukp qunuithwputpp
unjut k. dbp byuwwnwlyp tnjub k:

Bty E bplm hwununm phibibpm tuunnulp:

‘Lyutnuljp hbnbikwiu E: Ukp hwpbiwt dnnnynpnp,
wjuhlipl pnipp dnnnynipnp b Ukp hwykpu, huipg dp nithp
hpwp vpobi: ULY mdhu Ewp hwuphip mupkjut ywhwnh Wy
wju hwupgp: Ndwp | pubt nbnuhwinpht, ndwip § puk
ghinuuwwuniphtt. hwphip muphk wju hwupgp sk niéniws:
Stnuuywtmphtl tp, hupg shuy wyn ninnniptudp: Gu
Eppnpn ubpniunt Bl muhd tiquy B pnnuhly: Gu skd niqbip hd
pnrtphu wju hwupgp wjuytu jwy o nnpuyny dqky: Nipkfu
wkwup Ewopnwunhtp np hwpbiwb dnnnynipnht htwn (hqm
qukup: Nkwnp & kL Up qunliky np wju hwipgp (ménih:

Bu hwuwpul] dwupn Bd m Yp junphpd np wpnibuwnnyg hpup
whwuh hwuljuwbp: Zuphip mwuphk poupp whnniehiup hp
dnnnynipntt ywhws | hpwljwtniphiip nt wju yuwwndwnny,
ubkpljuy poipp hwuwpulmphiip ghnwljgniphiup sniith pk
0’ £ huyp, pt bty wwwnwhbp Ehwphip nophibp wewg:
Bpphttu §p hupghkt hish b npinbnk @ Eus bus. Tupgp
gko hdwuwnny sh hupgutp. sh ghnbtp nt wunp hwdwp Yp
hwipgut: Bu wy § pubd hwqup, kplyn-hwqup, bpkp-hwqup
wnwnhk hnu B, ot Eptuu Yp bugh. wiughwnwlhg b Nipbfu wyu
wlighiuljhg dnnnynipnht, wighwnwlhg qugniwusht ykwnp
E uktip hwulglkp, unpykgukip ptn’ khuyp, ™y k huy
dnnnynipnp: Mkwnp k hpkig swopwgukip Ubkp

qpujwin ptwb, owuln)phl, uundnptwi: ek hwuwpuy
dnnnynipnp hwuljuwy pk hts tp tnus-nupdwsnp, wyt wnku
hwowniphiup wikih phiput ywhwh ppuy: Lnjihuly Gplynu
dnnnynipnpubpp whnwlwh ginbh ypuy wikh jue ywhwnh
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hwuljiwt hpwpnt ot wiikih nhipwt whwuh (nskt hpkug vhetin
niukgwd hupgtpp: Gpl hwuwpwl dnnnynipgp sghnbiug
wuwwndniphtup, sh Yptwp ywhwbep tkpluwjwugub) hp
whnmpbwt m junwjupmpbwi: Gpl pnipp dnnnynipnp
qhwntiwy ptwyu b hwpgp hp poukubpng, hp fouplipny, hp
wpuwnwipny poipp whnnipbwb Yptwy pul) ek wyu hwpgp
wyuytu whnp b ménih: Bpk wbwnbnbwl duwy, s pukp b
whnmphibp pub dp s plkp:

Cuwn dkqh, punnunwé hhtiq fud tnuup tmuphubp wpweniuy
Jugmphuwl, iy dkiny thnjuniwsé £ @mpphwh b @mpphn
hwuwpuwluljwimphiip wju hwupghpne tuwndwdp:

Luwb nwphtitp wowe Yptugh p Epkiwluyl) pk Uhqupugh
NEnwljub Zudwjuupwky tkpu, Zpwbn Shup Zhtfuunpuuh
ynnut juquuljbpynmws popp ke hwy jupupkpm phcbbbpn
b vwhdwtubpm pugdwt dwuptt junphpnpwudnnny Yptwp
Juquultpynih: Uown tnwup tnwuph wnwy, tpp winweht
wbquu puyny tdwb junphppwdnnny Up dkntwpyniws kp,
dwipnhl jupdwljigutt hunhputpny, njhukpny to
pupkpny. whnwlwh yquowottwbp, tpkuthnfuwtittp nu
twpiwpuptbp wikpiiwuyth dkiny nkd Yigut wju
hwpght: Zhdw wwppbp b

Qpuljuuniphiip, wpnibuwnp, uhubdwb, puwnpnup, tpgp,
wuwpp, wju popnpp dhgngp whwnh prpub hpupm wikih o
hwuljiunt: Gu nt «Uhubkwnp» Epl dknp-dtnph Jupkiwup
onipowwip Up nunbiwy wjit wnkl hpupm wikih jut yhuh
hwuljuiwtp: MThnh ywwpkup, phy Up ppinthup, jnquhtp, nu
yhwh tunhup nt ujuhp fwoukni: Unwig ipljjuountptiwt
wju hupgp bhzull:ou Ypbwtp 1nusty: Uujuptph E:

«Upuu» hpunwpusunntip huswyk v oquuljup | pyjuy wyu
Enljuoun phwii:

Qhpphp §p pupglutibip ot jp hpwnwpwlkup: Zwykpkukl,
dpwbiubptut, wugpkutu Yp pupguukup: Tupnipwn thipp
huyjuljut hupgh dp hin wptsniws whnp b ppuy b jud
gponp wkwnp khwy pjuy: Bpk onwp £ gpnnp, mpbdu huy
htph Up pnipg wtwnp b pjjuy ghppp: Ujuhtipl wypughjwljut
gpuwuniphiup dkqh sh hbwnwpppptp...n s wy
quiuwnwlwip: Ukup Yp hbwwppppnihup wyt qpplpny,
npnbp huyjulwh kptku dp muhte

Uttp wyuwntn pwhwpkp qnpd dp skup dkntwpyhp:
Uhtpwljub wuuniphtl sniuhup: Zhtfuwplh dtinyg

| wopuuwnhlip, n's pk swh plkynt tyyunwlyny: Uju gnpép
wkwnp E ukgwntin kb ghtt wdkh puth: Ulipmpwn
wupwoltwlut dkiny hhtfuwpy Up skup: Cwhbjm tyuwwnwlny
sklip wpjuwwnhp, wyy puly § mqbd:
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Uow hwphip-jhuntt ghpp hpunwpwljws tup puwtipdkly
wnwphutpnt pipugpht, punwuntt hwnp huyytptung huly
hmpth—mmuE‘ pprptptuny: Ywt ghpptp npnbp UEYE wikih
1Egniny hpwwnwpuwlws tup. unjuhuly ykpetpu ghpp Up
hpwwnwpultghtp ppuntpkuny:

Nnjuwhuwy tkpluy Jhwipht pighwimp wunnlkp dp Ypow’p
ubpuyuguty: Ywypngutpm, tyknkghubpn L we hwuwpuy
huduyyipht ubpljuy Jhdwyp hhzuﬂ:nu Yp quuhwwntp:

Typngubpnt wpwlkpunmptwb phip Yp ywluh onk op. thohtt
hwoniny tptip-hwquph onipg k wju Juyptwtthu: Luwb tu
withih npupngubp Ju: Udkt hpulh Byknkghtubpku ubpu
Jumpikpud puqumphil s prwp, pugg b wybygtu nobtwljwl
opkpnil, hhig nwnuiwpubpnit dudwbwl Yp (kgniht:

Zuywuountphiup pdpwinwpwn Yp bwhwgk: Lkpluy
wnjuwhuwyniphiup 1960-tu tinp quuuunubpth qunpnnubpk
Juquniws b «Zht Mnjubigh» puntws wquniuuwbbkpn sk
fumgus: Uyn fuwtht By ywup qunpetg hul thrup wpgka
dwhwgut: Zudwjupht Ubs dwup Yhkuwphuykl,
Shgputwltpunktl, Ukpwunhuyti b wy) quiuntbpk Ejus Eu
nip huyulwb Jupdwpuwttbp gnyniphit sniibhte: Zugytipka
noLp whwnh unpykh: Gupkih skp: Utintup npnup wjuop
pnptpku jpoupny «plop-pnthwyy, wyuhtipt «ynjp nt Jun»
hwytpkl Yp jpouply, hpkg quimutipnit hiwn unpjws tu
1Egqniti: Uwyp, hwyp nupdws ki, quiwlp nupng qugus
dudwtwl £ np huybptt unpus Eu: Ujuhtipt Eplumd,
Eptunit-hhtig mupkljutht ujuws i kgnit unpyhy:
Onhtwly, dwjpu tpkunti-hhig mupklwukt np unpqus £
huytptup: Nt ghon wju yuwmdwnny wunp huwykptup «2kop»
EL «pnthup» b §ngp ko fun: Vkpjut wyu b Ukup huytkptu
ghppbpp Yp wiwkup hhig-hwphip oppiwyny m hwqpn hhig
wnwpniwb Uk Yp uywnh pojnpp: Ujuhtpt wdku kY ghpptu
wnwnpht hwght hwphip hwn Yp Judwnnth:

Bu jhuntt jud unjuhull hwphip nuph wnwe gpniws
jormiwisutin judwu Yp Jupnud: fnnpht dke Yp qpoikp pk
Mnjun) qunnipn Yhppwbwny, dkntbjnt ypuy bp, tnjuhuly wyb
wnkl: Mnjhup sybpowgun m subnu: busuhuh’
dunwigniptwt Up Ypuy tunws Lup np dbp hop, Ukshon
dunwiigp winunup | mnkip m skip Yptwp Jpewgily:
Uguyghuh uké hwpuinmphub dp Uty § wuyphip: Aujununp
Elp. tu hush pwputnuinp Yp qqud np wyjuyhuh kY
dunwbignipliwl Ypuy tunws' q,anhd uyn hwipunmphiip:
Uhown quiquun m kg lp b nhin | mkbwbp, puyg b
wytyku vhown wy jnjuny Lup: Ujupwh mwuph YEwbpn Yp
owpniuwlnih it dhpn jugnnmiphiuutpny Yp owpniiwlynih: o

Zupguqpnigp ' «Updhur-h
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ARMENIAN GENOCIDE

THE INVISIBLE WOUND

How much do people know about the Armenian Genocide?

By: Ara Ghougassian, AYF Vancouver “Arshavir Shiragian” Chapter

“If a tree falls in a forest and no one is around
to hear it, does it make a sound?”

- George Berkeley

On April 24th 1915 not only did a single tree fall, but a whole
forest was demolished; brutally torn apart by men who
chopped and hacked down almost every tree. Not a single
crack of a snapped branch echoed, nor did the cries of the birds
ring out. Not once did the world hear a sound.

Those trees stood for the men, women, and children who were
betrayed by their Ottoman government. That forest was Armenia
and its people’s demise. The Armenian Genocide is an event so
traumatic that it has engrained itself into our culture; it is a part
of who we are. Our wounds have not healed; they bleed just as
red today as they did a hundred years ago. Yet despite this
prolonged pain, our wounds are invisible to all but us. It is
common knowledge that our genocide is not as well-known as
the Holocaust, but let’s put that aside for a moment. Other than
comparisons to other tragedies, do we empirically know how
well our genocide is publicly known? | set out to find out...

Rallying together two fellow AYF-ers, Shant Basmadjian and
Ani Markarian, we went out to survey the diverse people of
Vancouver. Our hopes were to find out, to what extent do
citizens of a progressive, western city know about the
tribulations that our small nation, Armenia, had to endure a
hundred years ago. It turns out that Vancouver was the perfect
playground to put my questions to test. With people of all
different cultures and backgrounds here, by asking
Vancouverites we were, in essence, asking the world. Still, even
with the large diversity | had to be careful with the way we
approached the survey. | knew it would be a laborious task and
that we would only have enough time to ask a few hundred
people. These few hundred people would have to give us
enough information to let us draw a generalized conclusion.

| sculpted an outline for the survey to maximize the sample size
and to keep the survey brief. | settled on two-hundred people
being a reasonable sample size and split that number up into
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two groups: university students and the general public of
downtown Vancouver. Downtown Vancouver was chosen since
it is considered the boiling pot of Vancouver culture, with
people of all different races, ages, and walks of life walking the
streets. The three universities chosen were the University of
British Columbia (UBC), Simon Frasier University (SFU), and
Capilano University. Fifty people were asked at each university
and fifty people were asked downtown.

The simple question we asked was the following:

Have you heard of the Armenian genocide? To this they could
answer: yes, no, or yes but no knowledge. If the answer was a
yes, the follow up was; how did you hear about it? We tried our
best to ask people of all different ages, races, and genders to
get as diverse a survey result as possible.

Armed with a pen and notepad, we stood out in the mild
Vancouver winter with cold fingers and a new-found
enthusiasm. On the university campuses, the trouble was
finding students who had enough energy in between classes
and Tim Hortons runs to speak to us. On the downtown front,
the trouble was trying to convince passers-by that we weren't
Jehovah’s Witnesses. To deal with this, our usual hook was that
we were students and that we would only need ten seconds of
their time. This proved most effective, except for when, in
typical Vancouver fashion, we found a lady who challenged our
word, literally walking away mid question after roughly ten
seconds were up. Nonetheless, after our four days of coffee
fueled surveying were up, we were left with a black notepad
full of data. We asked and Vancouver answered. It was time to
tally up the results.

Hitler has been recorded to have said “Who, after all, speaks
today of the annihilation of the Armenians?” Unfortunately
Hitler's question still holds relevance today: who does still
speak of the Armenian Genocide? It turns out, not many do.

Out of all the places we asked, UBC had the highest percentage
of people who claimed they knew about the genocide. Being
one of Canada’s top universities, this fact is not very surprising.
What is surprising though, is that UBC only had 32% of its



surveyed students answer yes. To let that sink in, I'll repeat the
fact: one of the top educational institutions in all of Canada
only had 32% of their randomly surveyed students know about
the Armenian Genocide. This small number only got smaller
once we summed up all the universities. When the one-hundred-
and-fifty combined UBC, SFU, And Capilano students’ answers
were tolled up, the 'yes' rate dropped down to a mere 18%.

Downtown Vacouverites’ data wasn't much better, with a 22%'yes’
rate. (All of our collected information is shown at the end of the
article) This collected data blatantly supports the hypothesis that
our wounds truly are invisible. We bleed yet no one sees our blood.

Now onto some more optimistic news: it isn’t too late to
change this. While surveying we stumbled upon more than a
few people that were curious to hear about the genocide. It is
my belief that almost every sane, goodhearted person
inherently cares about justice and feels fundamentally
uncomfortable to hear about or witness unjust events. When
there is an imbalance of good, when justice is not severed, the
public will react passionately. | need not point to anything
further then the recent Charlie Hebdo riots to back my point
up. We, as Armenians, need to generate the same public
interest in our genocide. We must explore and use every form
of communication we have at our disposal. Through our art:
music, film, and theatre; through academics: schools, papers,
and lectures; public demonstration, to billboards, and social
media campaigns - We must do anything and everything that
will peacefully make our presence known.

Our wounds are invisible, yes, and our trees have fallen without
sound, but it is not too late to make noise. Justice will only be
served once the public hears there has been injustice; and for
them to hear, we must shout louder.

Universities Combined

63%

[ No | Yes / No Knowledge

Capilano University

—70%

m Yes / No Knowledge

Simon Fraiser University

—64%

| No ] Yes / No Knowledge

University of British Columbia

[ No | Yes / No Knowledge

Downtown

52%

[ No ] Yes / No Knowledge
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By: Chris Joly, AYF Toronto “Simon Zavarian” Chapter

Since the beginning of time, Armenians have cast their gaze
upwards- fascinated by the thick blanket of stars above our
ancient homeland. The placement of rocks by our ancestors
is one example of this, as they were undoubtedly settled
using these astronomical guidelines. From Karahunj to
Byuragan, Armenians have never stopped looking up, and
most likely never will. More recently, during its time as a
Soviet state, Armenia was considered an astronomical
powerhouse and despite recent turbulence in the country,
the state of its astronomy program remains respectable.

The move towards scientific supremacy during the time of
Soviet Armenia pushed the country to the forefront of
astronomical discovery amongst its fellow USSR
counterparts. There are a number of names and events in
our recent communal history that cannot be forgotten
during a discussion of Armenia’s astronomical presence.

VICTOR AMBARTSUMIAN

Victor Ambartsumian is a name
synonymous with Armenia’s
exploration of the starry skies.
This internationally respected
scientist attended Leningrad
University, where he was a
prominent figure in the
scientific community. He
founded the Byuragan
Astrophysical Observatory
(BAO) in 1946, and acted as its
director until 1988. Thanks to
his hard work and the work of his contemporaries, it remains one
of the best known observatories on the planet. Working at the
BAO, he pursued a variety of theories that have been
enlightening in the world of astronomy and cosmology, such as
the Invariance Principle, the early life stages of stars, stellar
associations, and active galactic nuclei.

From 1948-1955, he was vice-president of the International
Astronomical Union (IAU), and from 1961-1964, its president.
He helped found the Armenian Academy of Sciences and
became its vice-president, and later its president in 1947. He
worked to share his knowledge of the skies with his
contemporaries and one of the ways he garnered success here
was through his style of presentation, where he quoted poets
and philosophers, attracted many intrigued astronomers to
listen and observe. He published over twenty books, over
two-hundred scientific papers, and several articles. He received
numerous medals and prizes from many nations for the work
that he did, and was well revered by his contemporaries.

Ambartsumian passed away August 12, 1996 and is regarded as
one of the most prominent scientists of the twentieth century. On
his eightieth birthday, Subrahmanyan Chandrasekhar, (an
astrological superstar in his own right- the founder of the point
where a white dwarf star can collapse into a neutron star) wrote
about his esteemed friend and colleague: “There can be no more
than two or three astronomers in this century who can look back
on a life so worthily devoted to the progress of astronomy.’ His
legacy continues at the BAO, where he made great discoveries
alongside some of his contemporaries.

BENYAMIN MARKARIAN

A student of the great
Ambartsumian who, under his
close guidance, successfully
defended his thesis on a paper
he wrote called, “The
fluctuations observed in the
visible distribution of stars and
the cosmic absorption.”In 1946,
Markarian worked alongside
Ambartsumian in helping
establish the BAO, where the
majority of his discoveries
would take place.
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Markarian played a big role in building the BAO. He helped select
the observatory’s current site, and even assembled almost all of
the telescopic equipment there. The work that he did at the BAO
was extraordinary. He pursued theories related to the physics of
stars, star clusters and galaxies. He confirmed that stellar
associations expand over time. He created a new classification of
stellar clusters, which led to his publication of a book called, An
Atlas of Different Types of Stellar Clusters in 1952.

However, this was only the beginning of his career. In 1963, he
found over seventy-three galaxies that had unusual spectral
pattern. As a result, he created a method of finding these
galactic bodies, which led him to use that very method in the
BAO’s first survey of the night sky from 1965 to 1980. That
survey found over fifteen-hundred celestial objects of that
same type, which have been named after its discoverer.
Collaborating with other astronomers in the Soviet Union and
the United States, these galaxies were observed and our
understanding of the Universe became more refined.

It is a source of great communal pride that this discovery is
considered one of the most important achievements of
twentieth century physics. In addition to his work, he was also
active in many organizations- realizing the importance of
spreading the word surrounding this science and encouraging
his contemporaries to get involved in its ongoing expansion.
These organizations became the public face for Armenian
astrological advancement and their success is accredited
largely to Markarian’s hard work.

The organizations he was active in were the IAU, Academy of
Sciences of the Armenian SSR, the Astronomical Council of the
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USSR Academy of Sciences, among many other organizations.
Markarian published more than a hundred scientific papers
during his lifetime, and passed away on September 21st 1985.

ARMENIA’S ASTROLOCIAL PROGRAM: POST-SOVIET ERA

Due to the collective powers and resources of the USSR,
Armenia’s astronomical community greatly expanded at the
time. While Armenian astronomers revolutionized the
astronomical and cosmological communities, things became
harder after the dissolution of the Soviet Union.

Many astronomers living in Armenia were put in a tough situation.
Most left Armenia for other nations and The Armenian National
Academy of Sciences (an organization that Ambartsumian helped
establish) reported that it, like other Armenian institutions,
struggled due to major cuts by the government.

From 2003-2009, the Armenian Astronomical Society (AAS) was
unable to pay its annual membership fee. The IAU graciously
waived the AAS's fees mostly due to the deep reverence that
Armenian astronomers have in the scientific community.
However, this was not a permanent solution and after the IAU
waived five years’' worth of fees, the AAS accumulated
approximately $22,000 in debt to the IAU.

The BAO's director at the time, Hayk Harutyunyan, addressed a
news conference and appealed to all Armenians - “By losing
International Astronomy Union membership, Armenia will be
deprived of many benefits, [such as] international connections,
scientific and financial assistance” Hatutyunyan also
commented that in addition to possibly losing IAU



membership, the lack of government funding might cause
Armenia to lose its scientific capability.

THE DIASPORA RESPONDS

A Canadian Amenian General Benevolent Union (AGBU)
member, Chahe Tanachian, who graduated from the AGBU
Armen-Quebec Alex Manoogian School of Montreal and is its
current principal, came to the AAS’s aid on July 19, 2009, calling
for Armenians all over the world to donate money to the AAS
so it could pay off its debts.

Armineh Garabedian, who was president of GlobVision Inc. was
the first to answer that call and paid the fees from 2004. Then,
Armenian National Academy of Sciences president Radik
Martirossian paid for the fees from 2008. In total, $10,000 was
raised and paid to the IAU. The rest was paid off by the
Armenian government. As a result, AAS’s suspension was halted,
and it remained a full member. In the latest decision on this
matter, the Armenian government has agreed to pay for the
AAS’'s membership fees and it hasn’t missed a payment since.

THE BYURAGAN ASTROPHYSICAL OBSERVATORY (BAO) TODAY

Today, 23 years after Armenia’s independence, the BAO has
over seventy-five researchers, twelve of whom are Doctors,
while thirty-eight are PhD candidates. Despite poor funding
from the government, the BAO is doing well and is currently
working on collaborations with other astronomers in France,
Germany, Italy, the United Kingdom, Spain, Russia, the United
States, Mexico, Japan, China, India and other nations. Its
researchers are involved in studies of young stellar objects,

variable stars, many active galactic nuclei, observational
cosmology, radioactive transfer theory, and are also digitizing
the BAO surveys. The BAO is still productive due to these
collaborations with other nations; however, the future of
Armenian Astronomy remains to be seen.

ARMENIA'S ASTRONOMICAL COMMUNITY: LOOKING AHEAD

Most will agree that no matter how rich and notable Armenia’s
astronomy program has been in the past, what is of utmost
importance is moving it forward by embracing the newest
theorem and technological advantages available.

One way to stay remain relevant within this scientific
community is by engaging in collaborations and partnerships
with other likeminded associations. Currently, there is
collaboration between the BAO and the Hamburg Quasar
Survey team to combine their databases, in order to make one
large database for virtual observatories. Once the current
project of digitizing the BAO surveys is complete, it will create a
database of twenty-million objects.

Since there is no other observatory that is as active as the BAO
in Armenia, it is likely that the BAO will continue to be the
country’s center for astronomy. Many astronomers started in
the BAO, and it has the potential to attract many young
astronomers from all over the Caucasus to train in and learn
about astronomy and cosmology.

Throughout a tumultuous history of both ups and downs,
Armenians continue to look to the skies, and we will keep our
gaze upwards and interstellar forever. o
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Tunpnulihl Cuinmijuls -
Uuwiuiimipphis smmubignn
jtnuthnjuwujuiipn

Mnipku Swtywqbwl, Enpnipnjh «U. Quuupbwby dwutwdhin

Cnipg 12 nwuphubkp wnwy, Zuy twnh b Zuyy Fpuljuimplut
mumghsu Npb. Uniobn Supuqupbwip, ghu Swiopwgng
Ulnpuihl Owpmjbwih bobpmi. twp’ «Twilnphih

s ikignn dwpnhlp quniju gnpénght, b jknng «@ninp wn
Bphiwty upwtiskih pwtwuntndniplut, npnip oninng knut
hd twhiwuhpws Epnt gqpujut gnpstpp Gt wnhpep winth np
withih donkt hknbithd Zuy qpujuimphwi:

Bnhnttl Ybpy, Zuy gpuijulim phwl juiwgnyh gpoyikpka’
putwunkins, wpdwljughp, pdpughn, hpuwnwpulyhs,
hpwywpwluou, Uunpuihl Ownnijtwb stws E 1913-ht,
Ubkpwuwnhnj twthwghtt Whipht punupht dky:

Ownmbwh' jiquihnjuwljuip

Utp wugbwih jinuihnjowlwb ukpniunkh bp Ownmjiwt b
hp wpbwt dke Yp Ypkp jinuithnpuwljut nght: Bnbnukh §m
qup, nt wl wypws kp nppuingh ndniwp ewup dp: Uju
Ytwph hnbkiwipnyg k np Ownnijbwb nhitg Zuy
gpuljumpbwb: Zukptu ghpp m phppe Juppup hpka
hwdwp tnut ny vhwyt hwdngp, wy) twbt ywhwbep: U gpkg
putwuntindmphrutbp, yuinnijun Zuynt YEwupp
ujupuqpbiny, npntg punukekt puu Ypwlnn b jupownh
Juouptin: bp wlktwjwynuh putwunbndwljut gnpstpp tnut
«@mnp wn Gphitwby-u o «Qijun Upwpuwwnhbs:

Ul gplg wpdwljutp, nt pbupwbwhp dwtpudwutim ptudp
ujupuqpkg nppwinguyhtt Yhwpp, hwunkjnt hwdwp np
Zuyjp ndnfuptl huly Yptwp Ypwyphy: Ua nue judpaghp, mo
fuoutguit ny Uhuy Zwy dnnnynmipnhtt guikpnit dwuht, wyp
gnjg wintwt pk uthhinph wuwydwtubpnit ninfuynt vhwy
Swlpwl hwypkihpl £ whwnwljwi his jupg wy whpk hnt:
Ownnjtwip hwrwwnwgws kp, np pojnp puphpttpp Yptwt
dupy huypkup hnnku:

Ownmtwl tnus E tuptwlguljut b nEjudup: bp
Juquuljipyulut gnpéntuknptwut Utyp upbkih &

hudwipl) Ukpdwinp wpkikph 2wy gponkpn hwdwgnidwpp,
np wpdwbwgnplg Uks juennniphiruikpn: Ut pdpnun dpb kp b
jinuihnfuwjut Up, ot winp jknuthnjuwljut nght qquithopkl
ubtpuy k hp popnp gpmphiutitpnit dke: 2wy, Zuymiphil, Zuy
ghp . Zwy Upwlynjp puntpp, thpn pupdp hgkght hp
gpujuinptwb dkp: Ownnijkwth Yniuwljguljue
gnpédniutniplwt Yhwipp pugplgut Yniuwlgniphuki
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htnwugniuny, 1956-ht, wnwtg Ynpubigubjnt hp
jEnuipnprwuh thupwughpp:

1944 pniwjutht, @knpg Upnyd Undbnwhw) putwuntnd Yp
gpk «Utkup skup dnnwugh)» janpugpny, jupd, 6 intubpk
punugué pumtwunbndniphil Up, npnit imnntpni ke w
U Wknunpk Zuy 8knuihnjwljui twphwljgniphiut nt hp
whnudubpp hppbit 2wy wqgh nu donnynipph wdkbwdbs
nuiwdwbttpt nm n&pugnpsubtpp:

Upnyh pwbwunbnéniphiin nupnuljh hwiqupws b
Ownmljtwiht: P yquunwupwb «Ukup skup dnnwgky»-ht,
1945 pniwwuht wt gpus E Epjupuoniy «@ninp wn
Bpltwby-n: @EL @Enpg Upnyh pwtwunbndniphiiup
niqnnuwd kp wdpnne Ynruwlgnipliwt, Ownnijiw hp wudh
Ypuy wnws E pninp Jun fuoupkpp, nt wyy
hwuljugnnnptwdp w npnows L yunwupiwk; Upnygh
wipwunuwbwlwh pubwunbnsm phwi: Ophtwy’
htwnwppppuwi k np pwtwuntndm ptiwt wnweht th pwih
Eotipnit Uke

Ownnijtwt Yp qp]:‘

«2uypkith EpYphg ot hid bu hoky,
bud ghp tu qpkj punkpny hwwnnt,

1 puntphn Uk npky Lu jpud...»

Upny ny Uk wjuwupl ppws L Ownnijkwiht ny w ninnus £
pwtwuwnbindniphiup hpkt: Ownnjwtp wupquuyku
wupuwluwimphtip jutdl wows Eyunwupwbbne b
rEgutint Upnyht, npyku nupttwljguljut: Ownnijiut
wlhpwdbonmphiup qqugus k gnjg muynt unybnwdbn b
hwjw-nuotuljguljut Unnwinpujuttpni np uthhinph
huymphiiip Wkd qnhnnmphibubp § pbt wwhywibyne 2wy
qhpt nt gqpujutniphiip, dowln)pt nt wwunm phiuubpp
ownun wihbipnt Ypuy:

«@ninp wo Bpliwin-p Ownmybwh § nignk Upnih b
unphppuwhuwy dnunpujuinipbwt puphwitpuytu: Uu §p
hputhpk quuntp punupuju-pupngsuljub Unnudubipk
hbont tuwyn, bt wpupoptl giwhwnbym downhl wighup
Zuy) 8knuihnwljut tupbhwljgmplwh ot winp hunwywsd
ntjuwjupubpnil, npnup YEpntght wiju yhnwlwiunphia
1918 pniwljwht, wpdwbwqptinyg thwynil junpuwiwlukp



Uwppwpuwyuinh, Fup wywpubh b Twpw-phihuth
Suljuwnbbpnt Ypuy:

Ownnijtwt §p punpuunk Zujuunwth wquunugpulju
swpduwl qnpshsbpl m Shwnwghlibpp 2wy wpwuwbjuljui
b dhotunupbwt hipnuttbpm b qopwuputpnt htwn,
hisytu Zuyly twhwytnhb, Uwuntigh buthphi b
Uwihyntbwbubpnit: 0y dhwju Yp punpunt, wy
twdwbmphtuttp Yp gk ot §p hwdbdwnt. tnji
Jupbinpmiphiup Yot twy winbg:

ZEwnwppppulwi £ hwbt np OQwnnijtwb, hpp Upkitdunwhuy
gpughkwn, npnows E qpliy «@ninp wn Gphiwy-n
wpbibjwhuybpbuny: Uju thwun £ np wb niqus £ pk

dudwbwluljhg Zujuunwh dnwmnpulwiniehiip ny dhugh
Jupnu) pubwunbndniphiiup, puyg twht wdpnnentphudp
hwuljuuy wdkl UBY pun, wdkh by qunuthwp:

Ilppl:h‘ qpuighbn

Ownnmljtwt wignigws E nppuinguyhtt mpunip Yhwbp Up
Zukyh Uk, Yhwp Up np dwbpudwutm pbwdp §p
uljupugpk «Uwblnmphi smkgnn dwpnhlp» hunnph
wuwndniwspubtipni dky: Nppuwtingh optipni quaws L knknutu
hpwopny YEpwwpnn duypp mhiht Gpuuhyp: Ujunthtnbe
wowlipunwsd k Zukyh Zuyjuqtwt Jupdupwip, b
onpowtiwtwpn knws 1928-hi: 1930-34 poiwjutiibpntl,
wpwljipnws k Mhjpnieh Zudwgqquyhth «Lowt Guyuudbw»
Shdwpwp, nip ntuwbnnnipbwb oppwthtt hpuwwnwpwlws
«Unpupudwiy wintuny Jtwp:

Qpuljut hp uljqpiwlub tobipp hpwwnwpuwlws k 1931-hi,
wpfuwnwljgkiny wpnuwuwhdwibwt dwdnihti: Unwght
qnpép’ «Gnkpupwun phppennutps 9. wdwl gpswbmand,
hul «Unwquuwn» pippniwsutipnt hwwnnpp, «Uwblniphtl
snikgnn dwpnhl» YEuuwdbyp npputinguyghtt Yrwptl, b
«[@ninp wn Gphiwby Epjupuonits pippniwsp 1935-Eu 1955
puwtmutwljh pipwgpht:

1947-hti, Zukyh dke Yp hwuwnwnt mywpwt «Lwjhphty, nip
Up hpuwnwpwyt <Gughpp» wwppbpuptppp b «Unpbikip»
opwpbkppeR, npntt mdpwghpubpku Uy Ep, o1 hp qpusd
hudpugpujuiutpny Yp gpubiinpbp juquulbpuyniws
Zujuunwl tkpqunphtt wophttwlwh puy tpp kL

unwpuoum phitibpp: Zkwnwppppmpbudp p jupnugnikh
twb «Uptikp»-h Uk hp gpud yhdwl unnpugpmptudp
gpoiphiuttinp, npnig pupdbett Yp upuwyununwlkp opniwte
hpuywpwljwjiountphiuitpn:

Ownnijtwtth wukutt hEnwppppuljub junjuhoubpku
Uty tp np Yptwp wdpm bop Up yhpwst) ghinkghly
qpuljuim phwb hp gnpswdws hqnih hiwypmp: Ophuwly
«Zht Lpuqukp, unp fwdpwubp» ghppp gpud k 1960-hi,
Zuyuwunwtkl unwugus hp mywinpoiphtiibpne dwuht:

Uunpwuhl] Ownnijtwp jhwn-tntnth jud htsyktu Yp Ynsnth
«JEpuyuniniptwt ukpniinh» wdktukt munubnuinn ptppeny
nt wpdwlwughpbpku k: 1930-1980 jhuntti tnwupniwy opowith
2wy qpujut YEwpht dkg, wt §p junfjuwiipnih niuwinp
ntupbpku dEyp: Banp ginupnibunwljut npuynyg (kgnia
putwunbindmphruubpt ot wpdwlutpp, tnjupwtt wpdtpwinp
b1 wqptighly Eu nppwt hp putwnuwnwlwb ngdp: Uunp
gpuljutnphiup tnut upwwntu, upwthwn b Egnit
ginughwnuljut hulnifubpny:

Owpnmtwl twhkt gpus £ rnpkt Uktwh dwuht «Ukpp
tEntntuh dkg», hpuwnwpwlws 1987-ht bt mpdwbiugus tnipku
Utrwljh winiwb dpgubwlhic «Gpuquyht Zukwyp» 1979-h,
bl «dbpohtt minlknp» 1980-hi: 8k twhnt hpunwpuilniws
kb «Uthhinph nuutwubwlibps, «Unljwysnng Zwgkp
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Gipnuuyh njubpnit dke», «ULskpp G uhrubpps b
«Uukphljtwt Ynndfumppiwphh» ghppbpp:

Uwilymphih Up’ wowig vuiym phwb

Uwtlniphtt 2ntubgnn Uwpnhyp huptujktuugpuljut by
Upt | bt Ownmjbwtth wdktwyuynth gnpédp: Shppp Ynp
punuiiwg hpwpnt phptkoptt juyniws yqundniwspubpk,
nip hinhtiwlyp Yp wundk hp npputingh Yhwbpp:
Uwtniphtt 2niukgny Uwpnhlp Uthhinpuwhuy

gpuljuiun ptut wdttwswbop ghpptptu b, kL wpduwtugws L
puquupht Jipuhpunwpulmphiaibpm, pt” Uthhiph
qubmquil qunmphbpmb b pt’ w) Zujuunwih dty:
Zwnwppppuuit £ pt hwpguqpnigh dp pipwgpht,
Ownnijtwt Y 'puk pt Uwtlyniphit 2niikgnn Uwpnhlp hp
twhiwuhpwé ghppl

tEL ghpph pojnp yundniwspubpp owwn hbnwppppuljwi Eu
EL tnyuinphy, «Hwnuitinp finpughpp pnn wundniwspp
junuyku fuouws £ hud upinhu: vouws £ hud upinpu,
npnyhbwnti vh putth botipnt Uk tr kY ntwph dwuht
tupugpmup wdpnne Yhwip Up Yp tbpluyught:
Zupuquinopth pipkpgnnht § wpnwyupnk npph up
ndnupniphtutiint nt qnuupdmphiutbpn,
dinwhngmphiutikpb b tbnmphibiubpp, npuu B wpunp
ntwpbpp: Y wpinuyupnk npplpm wupgmphtab m
spunnpoiphiiip: Fuyg wdkikh jupkinpp, yundnmwspp b
ghppp punhwipuytu whq Yp thpjuyugit ghnuuuywin pkuta
Jtpwypws nt nppugus ukipniinh dp wypws Jhwtpp b winp
htantwipny] wwypbynt b 2wy wugplym: dqunp:

Ujuop, wyy opkipku gplipt hwphip wwphutp woagws t, np
hwdwohiwphuwyhtt uwndn ptwt hwdwp phptiu ng ULy
wpwhwlniphit nitth: Unnwpkptnyg 2wy npplipnt wnopbwd,

1 mqbd punpunuljub dp pib Wpoptuy Yhwbpht: Nppul
puwjutiwinp Lup np wju optipnil, uthhinph pnjnp
qunnipubpnt by, hwuwnmwnnws b qupdupwiibp, Zuy
Gknpntubp, Bytnkghubp, hpkug juiwgnju
jupdwpniphiutpny, npykuqh hwyng (Eqnil, yuwwndniphiip,
Uowlynjpl nt hwrwwnpp hwinupun nt wdunwig thgwjuyph
Uke Jupkuwlp unpyhy b unpytgut) vkp quhp
ubpmigkpmi: Upuop Uklip | wigphiip wnuinm phwt b
&njuniptwl ke, nt ophiml] wntikjny Ukp twjuwhuypbpne
whuwinp Yhwlptl, yhkwnp E pupdp quwhwnbip vkp hwiighun
Ytwtpn: Gpt ukp huypkpt nt Uks huypbpp Ypgut yuhty
hnptug hupuniphiut n duyp (kqnil, dkp ywwndwn sniathup
nputgubint quyu m gipdwly 9wipnh qnh Gppwjm dtkp
hwtghunn wujdwuttpm dky:

Ownmjtwuh wpdtpp

Nppul pupunuinp Lup np Owrnijkwbtbpm tdwb Uks

nunighsubp Ypgut vkqgh thnpuwtigh] hwyng (Eqnit, ghpt m
gpuiljuiiniphiip: G wnk ht, Ukq thnpawigkght Ukp nnputh
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wtgbwp, npuykugh dkup, jamunbtnbwly dvip yuwndniphul,
Jupnnquwtp guwhwwnt) ykp ukplub kL dqupy Ubp
dnnnynipgh wppup hpuinipubpne hpujubugdwi:
«Uwulmphtl snitutkgnn dupnhly»-t ot Ownnijkwth pnjnp
hwwnnpubpp Yptwb ogurnuugnpénih) npyku Juyuput b
thwunwpninp Ukp twpwhwpbpnt swpswpwiphb b
nwnwuwiphl:

Ownnijimtth qpujuiniphtup knut pnnpnyghtt wltinsd tu
wnwg ny UEY ohtdnt Eoh: Ul ukqh Juwytkg Ukp wmughwhl,
utip duypkth (Eqniht, dpwlnypeht, huypkuh hnnht G
Juikpduljwt Zwjwunwithi:

Ownnijtwtip dwhwgut @uphqh ke, 20 Uwghu 1989-ht: Ul
ndpuwfunnwpwp sh nkuwt wqun bt wiwje Zuywunwinp,
nwluyt wh L winp gpujwimphiup dhpn wypkgut wyt
wnbujuljwng np op Up, whwuydwl, Zwy wqgp yhwnh hwutth
uppuqub (Epwb juwnwpht:

* Buwnmly phinphwljuymphii Owpm §Ewlh gnpépalkp’
Qphgnp Znpnjkwihb, np pwbp sfuluygkg n
dwbpuwdwublmpbwdp hush bjupwugplg whnp [jEwbph m
wpdbpubpp: @phgnp Znpnjbwl knwé E gpupwp, udpughp,
nrunighy ni inbopkl wqquyhl wdkhopbuy, wlwnbuyhl n
Ghpwliopbuy Jupdupwbiakpnt ke Uniphw m Qubwwnu:
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Unusual

e's kept it a secret from his parents, because he, Shant
Gamorian, like anybody else, deserves the right to have fun.

Until now, this meant a weekly outing to the cinema with the
gang; Charles Bronson, Jack Nicholson, Alain Delon were cast
under heavy observation. Their subtle glances, the way they
moved were dissected, talked about.

Now look, oh labourer father who forges iron: don't be under the
impression that Shant will display the skills of a Casanova anytime
soon. You're the one who signs off on his report card every two
months:

Artin Garabed Gamorian. Congeniality: good. Tardiness:
satisfactory. Absences: none. Observations and Notes: Must try to
speak less during class.

And you can't help but think, it's not his fault, he gets it from his
mother.

Average marks: somewhere between 80-85. Gym: 95.

Mrs. Srpoug, as much as you worry about your child, you're proud
of him with a measured gusto, though not without certain
complaint:“I'm drained from washing my son’s basketball uniform.
Can you believe it, at least two games a week, sometimes three?!?”

Consequently, the act in question will take place under your roof.
It's a big house, clean, neat. Flowerpots are cuddled with
tapestries, and the ashtrays need not be jealous. For tapestries
cushion their rear ends as well. Also, it's worth mentioning that it’s
got two floors. There aren't any pestering neighbours that will
spread news like wildfire- from Bourj Hamoud all the way to the
city’s innermost roundabouts for the masses to hear.

*X*

The main factor that lead to the orchestration of the evening, Mrs.
Srpoug and Mr. Artin, is Sona. Yes, that delicate classmate, who
receives and exchanges sweet nothings via notebook with your son.
Take a second to think back how many countless wishes were cast
upon Shant’s being when he was born? Now you must sit back with
arms crossed and relax. Allow those aspirations to come into fruition.
The two of you weren't even supposed to be there that night. The
house was meant to be empty.

Vahe, a friend of Shant with years of allegiance under his belt,
presented his case: “Shant, take a second to think about it, we

Usual.

need to do it at your house. Ten, twelve people, tops. We'll invite
Sona and Anita and we'll tell them, we'll finally tell them!”

This, of course, was the most important cause. Shant and Vahe
were going to unburden their feelings. They would finally get it off
their chest, they had to.

Shant - How about if they slap us?

Vahe - No dude, that’s why we'll make sure we cover all our bases first.
What do you think parties are for anyways? You dance, and then you
subtly take her hand. You observe: has she taken your hand as well?
Has she awarded you with a delicate squeeze, or no? If yes, you
proceed to dance gently, face to face, cheek to cheek. Then you pull
back, you look intently in her eyes...

Shant - You close the blinds...

Vahe - Yes sir.

Shant -We unleash the Elvis Presley record.
Vahe - But of course...

Shant - First we'll start with some rock, then transition to some
slow temp, that's when...

Vahe - You're on track. But before that, we offer her a drink.
Shant - We don't have any liquor at home.

Vahe - Why must you be such a child? Don’t worry, we'll get some.
You just make sure you got the ice covered.

K¥¥

The doll on display in the shop window caused them to stop. A
gift must be procured for their “girls”. They went in with the
intention to buy perfume. It was hard; they had no experience
with any brands in particular. They explained to the salesperson
that it should be appropriate for evening wear.

The perfume was left with Shant for five days. During those five
days, he rehearsed, on average about twenty hours a day. I'll say:
“Sona, | chose this perfume especially for you. It has the fragrance
of a rose, and the rose symbolizes love..”” Or: " Sona, please accept
this minor gift as a token of my..."

“Token of what idiot? Stop being so old fashioned! You're better off
cutting your speech half way, and emoting with your eyes, just like
Redford did. My Fair Lady has nothing on you Sona, you're the reason
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why | started writing sonnets and riding motorcycles...Promise me
you'll never cut your hair. This Sunday leave it down, let it rest on your
shoulders, with those elegant, dainty earrings you wear so well...”

X¥¥

Vahe - Bro, tell her...

Shant - Huh?

Vahe - Tell her!

Vahe’s eyes channeled encouragement.
Shant - S...SS...Soona, | like your dress.

Sona - Really? | got it from Boutique George, you know the place
right? Right by that new discotheque

Vahe -Red really is your colour.

At this moment, the sweat began to drip off his brow at such an
assertive, relentless pace, that he was forced to conceive an
explanation:“It’s pretty warm in here..”

He continued to dance, and because something had awakened in
him...

Shant - That discotheque has a lot of great cassettes. | love music..
I've always been a fan.

Sona - Dancing is great too...
Vahe - Shant, did you tell her?

He raised his brows, his scalp demanded a scratch, but his hands
were occupied. Vahe's face was mirroring a certain kind of smile: a
smug smile. | guess he got it out of the way. He'll do the deed as
well...”Sona, | love you..."The whole thing would take half a
second. But, think about the aftermath. Can you imagine? They'll
go to the theatre by themselves. Once inside, they'll sit hand in
hand. In the classroom, they won't exchange compliments via
crumpled up notes; that’s beneath them. They'll tell each other
everything, full disclosure.

*¥¥
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Vahe - C'mon, just do it!

Shant - Vahe, did you do it yourself?

Shant’s eyes were the ones doing the talking. Vahe raised his
brows.

Vahe - Let’s go change the music.
They shuffled towards the record player. Vahe whispered:

Vahe - You need to discreetly take her inside and tell her there.
When you guys are done, I'll go in with Anita.

Shant - Yeah, that’s what | was thinking, that’s what I'll do.
Sona looked truly beautiful, and quiet.

Vahe - Did you...wanna go inside?

Sona - Where?

It's as if she knew there was an inside to go, but wasn’t sure what
direction.

Vahe - Inside, to my brother’s room.

*X*

They trailed inside, and closed the door behind them like two
mourners. There was simply no strength left to lock eyes.
Naturally, they felt if each others gazes were met head on,
something would explode, somewhere.

Sona eyed the ground, and slowly made her way to the edge of
the bed. She raised her stare to eye level, and with a voice muted
of expression inquired:

Sona- Is this Raffi’s cupboard?
Shant- Yeah.

Sona - Is...is that his hanger?
Shant - Yes, and that’s his hat.

Titans from the world of film, | challenge you to express in real life
what you so eloquently, effortlessly express in front of machines
and cameras alike.

Sona - | guess those are his books...nmm...English.
Shant - There are French ones as well.

Sona - | guess he knows French?

Shant - Night school, he gets by.

Sona - Nice, my cousin goes to night school too.
Shant - What's your cousin’s name?

Sona - Ardem.

Shant - Oh yeah, the one with the Bimmer who grabs you from
school sometimes. Last time | saw him someone had
scratched his bumper.

*¥¥



The silence, confused, opened its arms and sashayed from one
corner of the room to the next.

Sona - Let’s go outside.
Shant -This is his pillow...
Sona - | need to get home, my mom’s probably waiting up for me.

The door was briefly knocked and then swung open. Vahe’s face
was revealed, and then pulled back with the sentiments of:
“Oops...My bad...”

After Vahe's disappearance, Shant - who was by the door- rested
his back on its frame, gripped the handle and with one stressed
sentence...

Shant -“S...S..Sooonaa, | love...” was announced.

It was as if he would succumb to the ground, but he did not fall.
Sona got up from her spot, and got closer. No, more like only a
couple of steps, and...

Sona - Kiss me.
Shant - How?

He meant to say, “Me? Now? But why?” But all he could come up
with was, “how?”

Sona - Kiss me just like they do in the movies.

Sona simply didn’t understand him. His chest was going to burst, his

heart ready to spontaneously combust. Was now the time for their

lips to embrace? How was he supposed to position himself close to
her, without melting en route? And of course, he had it all planned

out. First, he was going to give her the perfume. He would bust out
his monologue, “You represent love...Sona...everytime I..."

Sona had reclaimed her seat at the edge of the bed, her head held low.

*%%

And suddenly...

“Hurry, fast.. ."Vahe's voice made its way through the door. The music
was silenced. The sound of things being relocated stirred the air. Shant,
perplexed, wasn't quite sure how he opened the door. The ashtrays
were being cleansed. The empty bottles made their way beneath
couches and chairs alike. The windows were opened. The stubborn waft
of Marlboro smoke proved resilient, not ready to be expelled.

Mrs. Srpoug was confused as she welcomed the steps of the family
home. It only lasted briefly.“Don’t even start; it could have been a lot
worse. Jesus Christ, let’s count our blessings that no one got hurt"

The noise, like a crate of fresh fruit, hit the staircase and tumbled
its way onto the street.

Vahe had already planned his exit strategy. All Shant could do was
clumsily mutter a few words.

Shant - I'll be back...I need to drop her off.

They hit pavement, himself, his fire, and his Sona. Coffee, booze
and cigarettes were contributing equal parts to what seemed like
an uncoordinated ballet in Shant’s stomach. They swished left,
then swished right.

Sona’s palm in his palm, his parents rage waiting his return at home.

**k¥

On his way back home, he stopped by Panos’shop. He started to
get lost in worry. But, no, why would he? He loved Sona - this he
could confidently proclaim: one. He was seventeen years old: two.
What did they want from him? three. This was also his house...If
they’re so unhappy with him, they should have never brought him
into this world: four.

As Shant was going through this inner dialogue, Baron Artin was
exercising his classic“oofs” of disapproval, two by two. Mrs. Srpoug
delicately rearranged the fabric on the couches, that had been
mischievously been used to mask the sight of glorious whisky bottles.

“Hey," she said..."Let’s walk over to Bedros. We'll sit on the
balcony...You'll play some backgammon...Don't open your
mouth at all about this, they’ll make us the subject of gossip and
disapproval. This is a sensitive topic”

Mr. Artin pondered briefly. It was a sensitive topic. After
surrendering to a final couple of “oofs” he said, “I'll keep quiet,
you just try to work on keeping the tongue in check o

By: Vehanoush Tekian, translated by Varak Babian
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People talk.

As the seasons change and fall turns into winter, we can’t help but think about the changes we’d like to see in our
native Armenia. We were curious to see how fellow Canadians, who have connections to different parts of the world,

would like to improve their native homelands.

As somebody that has worked his
entire life in Canada and worked in
the media for a long time, I've
noticed that there has been a drastic
decrease in the availability of jobs in
the field. I'd like to see more funding
for the media and less restrictions.
This will encourage fresh eyes and
talent to engage in this industry.

Entrepreneur, 33

| love my country. | love Canada...But
as a member of the First Nations it's
hard to swallow some of the
injustices that have occurred over the
years. There needs to be a bigger
focus on Native rights.
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My parents are proud Serbian. They
often talk about how they wish our
country’s relationship with Croatia
would be more smooth. Not getting
along with your neighbours can be a
very bad thing.

e AL
a
ude

There needs to more focus on
education in my native Jamaica; kids
now don’t want to pursue a higher
education there. A shift in priorities is
needed.

Jack
 Actor, 20

There’s a referendum coming up on
marriage equality in Ireland. | hope

it passes with a unanimous yes vote.
Also, I'd like to change the fact that
those on top have control and share
only amongst their cronies..But that
might be more of a global thing than
exclusively Irish.
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REVOLUTION: FROM LIBERTY TO DREAMS OF
VIOLENCE INTHE LATEOTTOMAN  REVOLUTION

TO ke O IOOk. L EMPIRE, - Bedross Der Matossian

Published by Stanford University Press in late 2014,
Bedross Der Matossian’s Shattered Dreams of the

filmm | music | literature | social media . : : :
Revolution: from liberty to violence in the late

Ottoman Empire, examines the significance

ethnic relations played during the last years of

NO ONE WRITES TO THE COLONEL,

Armenia - Vahe Yan

the crumbling Ottoman Empire. By using the examples of the
Armenian, Jewish and Arab minorities, Der Matossian explains

how the Young Turk revolution ultimately failed to attract the
Artsakh’s war for independence is often

viewed as an important victory, one that
helped nurture and strengthen the damaged
psyche of Armenians. One less known fact is
how Armenian forces were supplemented by individuals representing other
former Soviet republics. 2014’s The Golden Apricot Festival brought to screen
this short film, exploring the story of Vitaliy Radchenko, an ethnic Ukranian
who joined his Armenian brethren in battle. The war was fought and won,
though Vitaliy was left disabled, and not permitted to return to his native land.

minority Ottoman population to its cause. In his book, Der

Matossian has used a number of primary sources — from

newspaper articles to speeches and sermons - to give readers a
thorough understanding of minority politics within the Empire.

As Middle East experiences a new set of revolutions today, the
early lessons of the Ottoman Empire, of shattered hopes and
dissatisfaction, continue to give us important insights into the

einjoisll|

disillusion seemingly inherent in all revolutions.

Vitaliy speaks Armenian fluently, and in the film discusses how he would risk
his life in a heartbeat once more if Artsakh ever needed to be defended. His “IMAGINE” Various Artists, UNICEF Armenia
damaged hand serves as a reminder of battle, and his grim reality of not
having enough to get by is framed by his immense pride and the memories
of better days. Through constant cigarette smoke, Vitaliy speaks about
Artsakh and his lifelong support for its safety.

Backed by UNICEF Armenia and featuring John Lennon’s
timeless ballad “Imagine’, this latest version is presented as a
collaboration between some of Armenia’s brightest talents:
both at home and in the Diaspora. Contributing artists are Alla
Levonyan, Isabel Bayrakdarian, Serj Tankian, Gor Sujian, Tigran
Petrosyan, Arto Tuncboyaciyan and the Little Singers of Armenia.
Their blend of distinct styles and varying vocal techniques
manages to ingest the well-known song with a fresh and
uniquely nostalgic sentiment: the perfect response to this
holiday campaign encouraging both awareness and financial
support for the work that UNICEF does with children in Armenia.

UNICEF has tailored this campaign to each region that it operates
100 YEARS, 100 FACTS social media in, along with a DIY element that encourages supporters to
7

record their own version of the well-known tune. While the

The film's landscape is rough and grainy, a seemingly perfect match for
the target it follows. Vitaliy lives and spends most of his time with other
veterans of the war and the camera follows them wordlessly. While medals
for courage and bravery are often within the film’s frames, a lack of bread
and financial stability is conspicuously absent. Vitaliy has requested
Armenian citizenship with hopes for some form of stability. He feels he
deserves it, and the viewer is lead along on a path to agree.

Did you know that the first prime minister in Egypt’s modern history was an Armenian undertaking reviewed here might not have some of
ethnic Armenian named Nubar Nubarian? Or that one of the oldest works the star power other versions boast, the result still remains a
written in Georgian is about an Armenian? These are just two of the many well-produced and musically interesting version of a John Lennon
facts brought to you by the 100 Years, 100 Facts project. standard. The accompanying music video boasts a slick, black
The purpose of the 100 Years, 100 Facts project is simple: to educate and raise and white aesthetic with the requisite children’s choir featuring
awareness about Armenian history and culture as a way to commemorate both neatly braided hair and matching uniforms, alongside shots
the centennial of the Armenian Genocide. The project kicked off on April 24, of children who have benefited (or hope to benefit) from UNICEF's
2014. Since then, the 100 Years, 100 Facts team, Lena C. Adishian and Nareg workin Armenia. Conspicuously absent from the English version
Seferian, have published facts twice a week on their website, linked through of the video is Serj Tankian whose unique vocals are juxtaposed
its Facebook, Twitter, Instagram and Google+ accounts. For both Adishian with images of smiling children and a guitar being expertly played.
and Seferian, the project is not only for remembering, but also celebrating We do however see the light radiating from Canadian soprano
the survival of the Armenian people. Isabel Bayrakdarian's face as she coaxes Lennon’s unique melody
up to her own exclusive operatic heights.

The 100 Years, 100 Facts project is just one example of the many meaningful
contributions to the global Armenian community’s efforts to honour our Does this record shatter expectations or
victims. We appreciate how they break away from the traditional forms of redefine the current state of Armenian
commemoration and show the world our rich heritage and history instead of music? Not really. But after watching the
playing the usual victim-card...  Facebook: The 100 Years, 100 Facts Project video for the third time and still registering

Twitter: @100yearsfact a healthy amount of goosebumps, it would

Instagram: @100years100facts have to be declared a success.

Website: www.100years100facts.com
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FEATURED ARTIST: GARINE YAACOUBIAN

Garine Yaacoubian was born in Toronto, where she attended the A.R.S. Armenian School. She is currently studying at the University of

Toronto, completing a bachelor’s degree in urban planning, philosophy, and studio art. Garine teaches, both acrylic painting and pencil

drawing classes. Her artwork consists of pencil, charcoal, acrylic paint and water colour paint. Garine brings a wide variety of artistic styles,

from impressionism to realism. Complicated landscapes, soothing seascapes, architecture and realistic portraits are types of themes she

focuses on. She also works with non-traditional art such a digital painting. Her work constantly changes, finding inspiration from books, nature,

other artists and her Armenian background.

1. Toronto subway station - acrylic on canvas 2. Armenian survivor — acrylic on canvas 3. Diamond - pencil crayon on paper
4. Digital eye - photoshop 5. Starting portrait — pencil crayon on paper
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SALES REPRESENTATIVE

“By going the extra mile,

1 provide excellent results

for my clients.”

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

ROYAL LEPAGE
—

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

NOT INTENDED TO SOLICITTHOSE UNDER CONTRACT WITH ANOTHER REALTOR.

Congratulating Ardziv and wishing it continued success

Dalon Ambicnce

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

Master stylist e owner: Albert Ajemian

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




AYF YOUTH CORPS
CAMP VANADZOR

“If you wish to know the future of a
nation, take a look at its youth.”
— Karekin Njdeh

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

23t @6U-h Ywtwdnph wdwpntwjhtt Smdpwpp

Eplnt pwppniwt ypwy Epljupny
wbdwp Swdpwip Upt k
8-16 mwupklhwb ywwwnwuhtkpnt hwdwp

SUPPORT CAMP VANADZOR BY

DONATING @ WWW.AYFCANADA.ORG/YC



