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EDITORIAL

IN LIEU OF AN EDITORIAL, WE HAVE DECIDED TO TRANSLATE FAMED ARMENIAN WRITER
MOUSHEGH ISHKHAN’S POEM, WHICH WE BELIEVE APPROPRIATELY DESCRIBES THE FATE OF
THE ARMENIAN PEOPLE LIVING OUTSIDE OF THEIR HISTORIC HOMELAND...

Countryman, where are you going?
Moushegh Ishkhan

On land and sea

And in distant skies

The Armenian goes in haste

Along with the foolish winds of fate...
Countryman, where are you going?
With each journey and each stop
You leave behind your Armenian soul
Step by step....

The Armenian goes in haste

To horizons remote

Forfeiting treasures and gems

For a single piece of silver...

Always wandering, racing

From land to land, coast to coast,

A little more pallid.

Countryman, where are you going?

@ﬂ}uu% LURULF UGG LD, PBPEPL WL 8UULRULEULR UNRCGEL hChU LR UBU LGMENRUOL, N°
LURUGF+N8UU GL AUNPNGE 2U8NMGUPRET HNRPU BN, 2UB8NRT UNGMAUUSNT, UBLUUGIU LU 4SUVIL:

Zuypbbwlify, f"op I bpfud o
Ifntzbrz /"zfut.uil

Onynl Jpwy Ee Ganhl,
Orl.hanTJ dky Lhnwlw

Zuwyp W bpRuyg, hp uncpeg
WEL@ Lrbpnil Ghn pwpainpl...
2uypklwlhy, n*ip P Epu o,
Uidtl B mu Quigph

SE w, dpuibn hp Buih
2wyt Lnghp Jwu wn Jwo...
Zuip W EpRuyg, Yo unepg
Znphgnlbubp GEnwljwg

6L wpéwph Jp Lwdwp

Up gnbE guwld ne gnbwp...
bplipk bphhp, wihb wih,
Uyuwbu dnpnp, Jwgll Jwy,
Phy wikh gniwuwd,
2upkbwlpy, o*ip B lEpRw ...



FROM OUR READERS

Upopp pp «Skuwlbuy wpilwhpli dkp wppn kg Lo wwy pbdbpgngbbpncl
yuwpopplbpnl, gqunuihmpbbpncl, Bhugpulpbbpnl b wnwpwphbbpncl, jnouwpmf

np wlwpdwgwlwlp sdlwp: pr E-Lwdwlhbbpp Gwd gpuinp bwdwlbbpp hplap
nplly Ghinkibuy 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

The discovery of this magazine and its origin
has sparked a thought for me.

Reading your latest edition (my first, but not

my last). | felt admiration and a hint of jealousy:

admiration at seeing a youth show such pride
and interest in its nation’s history, culture,
people and future; both globally and in
Armenia; and jealousy for the fact that my own
people haven't a similar publication here.

| moved to Toronto from Ireland a year and
nine months ago and it took all of about three
days of that, to realize that the term “melting
pot”is a pretty bang on description of the
place. With such a big variety of different
nationalities and communities spread
throughout the city, including my fellow Irish,
It's quite surprising that there’s not more
evidence of publications like Ardziv.

Living abroad, | feel it’s important to be able
to tap back into your roots and feel a sense of
community with those from home. It’s part of
who we are.

So | think congratulations are in order,
because by showcasing your writers, artists,
and people of the community the way you
do, your magazine is setting an example. It
made me realize that there are ways in which
we can remain part of our community while
living abroad. So go raibh mile maith agaibh
(“may you have a thousand good things”). I'm
genuinely looking forward to reading more of
your issues online.

Keep it up.

- Jack
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UGh fustwlignuehil

Ut Mhbwh, Sunwg» dwutmdhin

Untuwlgujub b dhmphiwlub qnjg hpujutmptwig dke
Jut dwubwjwwnnily nkypbp, npnlp dkdwyku Yp mwuppkph
gnigulut ywwpq dknbwplukpk jud thongupnidubpt:
tytwnbt wyu ntypkpp skt wwwnwhhp wyupwt jwdwjuwlh
npnipbwdp husyku vhru dintwplutpt nt Uhnpkiuljuwt
hwiwpnjputpp, puyg b wytyku winbp §p pnnnih wybyhup
hngbdwnuinp nyuwinpniphiubp, npnig wqnbkgniphiup Yp
ghipuwnuuk tr ywhkwnp t ghipunuut dudwbwlhh phwlut
nupwugph yundwnws judw) pk wjudw) Unnuguljui
qquguniupubpp:

287 Zhruhuwghtt Uukphuwygh Epkp opowtinbpne
Ephnwuwppuut dhmptwuig hwdwnty tnulnndwith
ubuhtiwpp, np wju mwuph juquultpyniws tp 28%
Qubwwnugh Ephrnwuwppuljut Uhnipbwb jondk,
wbyuwjdwbopkl yhwh jhoywwnwlnih npytu Ypnupbwg wyy
ntyptpnit wulktkh hwymt ophtwukpka UEyp, & hiym sk
twht, wyt whuh gpugnih npyku nuljnpniwg Up, 287%
Ephunwuwppuljut Uhniphruubpm wuwndwghppht dte:

Uppkt hulj wmugws E wkjh put widhu Up ubdhiwph
witwpnkl, vwuw)t winp qupttuguljubiuyniiis»
Uplnnpnt nt wyn dplininpnp hwpunwginn pwhbkljwbh
pnjuinulmphiup wehp sk mwp,
np dnnpnufutipu wnbkinh nnwb nu

nunphd winug dwuht
Udnwshk: Ldumtwnhy
ubuhtwpubp

wuwpuqujulub
hwiquuwpubtp
sniihl L sk Yptwp
niuktw): Ulnup
pdwulinpopku
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Juquuljbpynws kb swpuykint wjt wpwpbjmptwl, np 4p
Uhwinh Ephnwuwpnmplwt tnwsnnmptw dkp otipdopkh
ubpdwtl) quotwljguljwbwyuyt wyt wpdkpubpp, npnig
Jpwy pwpupuniws b dtp Ynruwlgnipluwb 125-wdbuyg
quwgpp: Uujuuljudopkt Jupkh k puk), np Uwyhu 15-th
18-p kpuipnn pwpwpwtpgh pipwgpht huywd pnnp
nuuwuounm phwig pundkekt wyu pnjnp wpdkpubkpp
thnjumigm kgutt Ukp tphnwuwpynipbwh

Uwljuy hohz kU wju wpdtpubpp, hnhz unpykgutip wju
ubuhtiwunh pupwgpht: Loknt hwdwp wyny wpdkputpku h
pwiht’ hwplwinp k ujuh) wukukt Jupbinpk®

w- Twptwljguljut tphtnwuwpnp wyt wudu k, np
pupnjuuwown, npnowljh swihny wiwtinuuyuwown bt wdkukn
Juplinpp huypkbwywyn wuhnmwsp mikgnn gwhwlhpl
E, np 4p ghnnwlgh Ynruwmlgnipbwt qunuthwpwputinipliut
Ytwtph quny Junswé duwjnt hpwdwyjulwht ke jpeopkt Yp
hutwwnwy Uquun Uijufu bt Uhugbw) Zujuunwh
whdudwighih wuwwnlpugniuhb: U.Lh]_hh‘ nutuljguljui
Ephnwuwpnp wyt wbdb k, np uthhinph hwjuoniiy
gnjuunbtdwt hupght tundwdp hp nLikgus ptp ud nkd
hwunquniupttipkt wuwfu, {hnght §p hwwwnwyg, np dbp
Yniuwmljgm pliwt qunuthwpubpp, pjput wuntp
puipqupniphil, wywlbnpnt nEjudupnphtl,
unghwjuwb wppupmphtt kiwg b, hpwjutwgnmbne G
thuyt huypkuhph vwhdwbtpku tkpu b ny wynip:

p- Twptiwjguljut Ephnnwuwpnp wy wbd k, np

Ynruwlgm ptwt pwuppujhtt mwpplp dwljuppuljubpne
punukett unwugws hp puunhwpwlnptudp hwdngniws k,
np wqgh hwirwpwlub pwhbpp ghpuljuy kb hnruwlgnmptwub
owhtpkl, b1 pk puotiwlguljut nptick punjpeh



gnpénitkniphit sh hbnmwyunkp huptwbyunuy
untwdnifubpm hpwlwbwgmd: Ljwwnh niukiwng wyu,
nuobwlguljub kphtnwuwpnh gnpéniikm phwt whdtwdnn
L wipwhwhitnhp punjen, p hwunwnk §nruwlgmphut
Juquuljtpyswljut wohwnwbph jugnnniptwt
wljnwpnkih nnuwowpp:

¢- Twptujguljub tphnwuwpnyp wyt wbdb E, np wuwju
qunuthupuljut hutwnwupdmptuk, dké tr mthdkh
jupqutp Yp nwsk §nruwmljgniplwt jupquuyuhwljut
Jwuntubpnil, wunp Spwqpht bt jubunbwqgph:

- Ttwptwjguljut Ephnnwuwpnp wt wtdu k, np Yp
huiwnwy, plk npynpujhtt gnigujuwin ptwdp sk np Ukp
htnuwwinué tyunwuljubpp juennniptwdp Yp Wuwlnih,
wj] punnwywhwtye b wswnipe gnpéniubkmplwdp,
Uy tu jhotny m jhokguting pk nuptwlygmphiup nptak
pwtk wpwy qnpsh Yniuwlgmphib k:

k- Twotwljgulut tphunwuwpyp wyt wudl k, np hupthp
tjupugphtt hwinty ntubgusd jupgquipny, ghnk bt
Jupgl) hp ppgwyunt ne qunuithwpulyhg puykpbpp:
Unuibjwpwp, nuptwlguljut tphnnwuwpnp okpdopku Yp
ghwnuljgh «CLUG > punh wdpnnowljut hdwuwnht, b nphitk
owtip sh jnuybp wikh hdwunwinpbint quyt, hp jubnniq
gnpéniubniphwdp, h uywu nuotwlgniptwut thppuotuly
hutwpwljutm ptwt wdpwyundwi:

Uunlp kb puottmljguljut kphnnwuwpnh tjupughpp

pum pwgpnn thnpujpugnighy uppuquibs punungphyubpp:
Uuntip Ehis, np Juqutght 287 Gphunwuwppuljwh
Bowlnnuuwth ubvhtiwpkt fwnwquypniws yungufubpne
wnwgpn kit wuntp kb, np whwnh duwt Ukp pninph
wqquintkp gnpéniikniplut wiqniqujut tpjawpubpp:

Uju pninpht Ynnpht hwpy k twbt winpunuetw) ukdhttwph
pultpwght Upuninpunh: Zhruhuughtt Udkphlugh
wnmwpwdphlt ginuninng 16 mwppkp dwubwdhinbpk dudwws
puybp-puytpnihhtubpne dhwwntn hwiwpn, wehpp pidugtg
ns Uhwu pUpnofutibnt jut dwdwig, wy bwkt tnp
Swlopniphutg hwunwndwl, Junudtu
Swlopniphtuttipnt ubkpnugdwl, nwwpplp qunutwpubpm
thnuwbwluwb bt wukits jupbinpp quobulgm phub ks
nunuthph wmwinmphiuttipn Jkpuhwunwndw:

Unju ubidhttwph juyugdwdp, ubpluy tphunwuwpgnipbwt
nithunp hujuybu yipuinpngmibkgu, hulj dkp pnnpht
wuownws 125 wdbuyy Twpttmlgniphtup wiqud dp G
Ephtnwuwpnugu:

Mwwnht nt jupqup pninp wjt Ephnwuwpyubpnil, npntp
Juquuljtpytght, tbpjujugui bt wyu jud wjt dking
ubpnplghtt ubkuhttwph juennmptwb: bull hwqup yuwwnhe
wyb iphnwuwppubpmt, npnlp ntunkght twhbt sdnnwbiug
wju ukivhtwph thnfjumigus ubpunuljipn wpdtpp: o
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AVERY SIGNIFICANT DATE

By: Sarig Babian, AYF Toronto “Simon Zavarian” Chapter - Alumnus

A birthday, New Year's Eve, the anniversary of a magical first
date or some horrible national disaster- this collection of
numbers spelling out a particular date on a calendar can
carry a certain sentiment; like the opening bars of a song
that transports you to a distinct place, or an exact time. For
as long as | can remember, April 24th has carried with it a
certain weight- a sincere detail that asked for a degree of
reverence, delivered in hushed tones.

When we were students in Armenian school, it loomed ever-present.
On the monthly calendars that were sent home, the 24th day in April
was always annotated with a show of commemoration and
remembrance. As | moved on to public high school, | felt the need to
share this with friends and teachers- experiencing an urgency to
translate its importance to them. | grew older and more involved,
more aware and | would flip through the calendar sent by local
members of parliament and either bristle at its absence or feel some
sort of... validation in its inclusion. Under any circumstance, existing
within our small but active community meant that this day would
not go unmarked, would not exist in a vacuum void of community
commemorations and church masses for the souls of the deceased.

Fast forward a few years and | found myself in a small town in East
Anglia, teaching English literature and media in a British high school,
having transplanted myself, thousands of kilometres away partly
because of the realities of the job market and even more so because
of an incurable case of wanderlust. For the first time in my
conscious memory, | was not part of something greater- it was just
me. Of course, | had dear friends and colleagues who became a
foster family of sorts but there was no comparison to the tight-knit
community | left behind. My weeknights were my own, with no
meetings or events to account for and weekends were for drives in
the country and pub quizzes- not political or cultural events. It was
here that | truly felt my identity as an Armenian come second: after
the hyphen, after being Canadian. To these new people in my life,
my North American accent and my “Canadian’ness was exotic
enough. To my new friends who could trace their ancestry back to
the Norman invaders, my “ethnic” layer was too much to
comprehend; they were interested enough to hear about Toronto
and maple syrup. That alone gave me the label of “other”.

Upope | 2015-}3]1L3| 8

My Armenian-ness became my own responsibility and | had to work
to nurture it. Greedily asking about community events during
weekly skype calls and chasing news-links with any whiff of my
ancestral home. Never did | feel that more than my first April on the
other side of the Atlantic. As | prepared for the day’s lessons and
wrote the date on the board | took a step back and looked closer at
my penmanship. It was there as clear as day- April 24, 2012- and it
meant nothing remarkable to anyone in that entire school, perhaps
in that entire town of 100,000. | wondered about broaching the
subject with my students or with my colleagues, sharing something
so fundamental about myself with them. I'm almost embarrassed to
say that | didn't, | let the morning pass and it almost faded
completely into the horizon of my mind. | checked my e-mails at
lunch and found a simple, one sentence message from a very dear
friend. “Take a minute and light a candle today, I'm sure you're
thinking of us all”. She was right, | was and | did- stopping at a small
Anglican church on my way home and spending a few minutes in
quiet contemplation, remembering my grandparents and their
contemporaries and though it was nowhere near the

commemoration the day deserved- it was my own wreath to lay.



Fast forward a few years again, this time to this past October, as
purple flowers were beginning to pop up on lapels everywhere, and
| was encouraging a whole new batch of students to reflect,
remember and demand. | was pleasantly surprised to see a familiar
face just outside my classroom, the same dear friend from the e-mail
that seemed already at that point- a lifetime ago. | welcomed the
pleasant interruption and after a few brief hellos, | asked if
everything was ok: why was she not at work, in the middle of the
day? She smiled and told me she had some good news: her husband
and her were expecting, she had just come from the doctor with the
good news and a delivery date: April 24, 2015. A tidal wave of
emotions washed over me and tears flooded my eyes; the first of my
close friends was having a child, and on a day loaded with so much
meaning. When we spoke later on, | told her how great this all was:
how happy | was for her, how much | couldn’t wait to meet the next
generation, and what a huge role she was playing-“Girl, that’s the
ultimate victory- 100 years later, and we're reclaiming the narrative,
rewriting the story!” My thoughts probably weren't as well
composed, but the sentiment was there and after we laughed it off
and ended the call, | couldn’t help but think how much | had meant
what | said: all of this marked effort from community leaders,
commemoration committees and more to change the tone of this
date for once and for all, and here was this new life coming into it all
as the ultimate symbol of what is yet to come.

Our little symbol of hope arrived a few days early, but as | headed to
Ottawa to take part in the annual commemoration in the nation’s
capital | couldn't help but feel a marked difference this year. It
wasn't about being sad, wearing mourner’s black and asking others
to acknowledge our pain. It was about celebrating life, the victory
that our very existence symbolizes and the demands we have begun
to make- not for acknowledgment and sympathy, but for
retributions and justice.

| truly feel that we have all witnesses some momentous shift, a
change in how we tell our own story. Repressed communities, those
who have struggled or been victimized, all struggle to reclaim their
own narrative. For some, it could be turning a term loaded with
discrimination into one of endearment. Others have used art, or
music. In their own unique way, they have taken the story that has

been told about them and reclaimed it- they have managed to own
it. For a tiny Christian peoples, as ancient as history itself, it has
taken us a hundred years to fully understand and appreciate our
most recent incarnation. A century later, the clearest example of this
shift is the reclaiming of an ever-present date on an omniscient and
ever-present calendar. April 24th no longer represents a day of
mourning or victimization- it has given us a new beacon of hope, life
and survival to look forward to each spring.

I am unsure of how many more historic events | will witness in my
lifetime, but this is the first time that | have felt part of history itself
rather than simply watching it from the sidelines. | am lucky enough
to teach at the local Armenian school and as my seventh grade
students and | took part in one of the many planned
commemorations this past April, | was desperate for them to see just
that. “We are a part of history’, | told them as we huddled under the
bells of St. Mary’s church and listened to them ring 100 times
knowing that at that very moment they were part of a 100 other
communities listening to those very same bells.

| have often looked to the metaphor of a large, unending ocean to
mirror my earthly existence. It is as if | am always paddling through
glorious, expansive water- stopping at times to catch my breathe,
looking up at others to feel the warm sun on my face. But this year,
| feel as though | have been lifted up in a great wave that has
crested and | have been helped along, given an extra push and as

I look back, realize that we are all much further from the shore than
| thought. April 24th is no longer a day for mourning or a mark of
tragedy. It is my small and insignificant hope, much like the lone
candle that I lit in that Anglican church, that | can change my own
perception of this day and pass along this newfound optimism to
a whole new generation being born in a post-centennial existence.
Can | single-handedly solve geopolitical issues, re-draw historic
maps or broker land claims? Absolutely not, but | can do my own
part in reclaiming our narrative, refusing to play the role of the
wounded victims and on April 24th choosing to celebrate it as a
date to mark life and a whole new generation born in an unending
meadow of purple petals. We remember, we demand...

and we flourish. O
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it drie

‘Lwton NMuwpumubwi

Ulgbw] pwpuip E-twdwl dp uvnnwuguy puytpnedtu, npnih
uUke 4n juigpkp Armenian Weekly-ht Ut hpwwnwpulynth
wqn Up gpniwd hwyuunwbwpbwl nuptkg Yane up Ynnuk:
Ghtp 109 mwpklwl £ ot hp Enpugpp Ynputignigus E onipg
1920 pniwuuht: Spniplwi Ygniws kp dwbnil dwbgh dp
gdéniws nhdwbupp:

Pnnpnyht wyptiguy, Epp nbkuwy wyt juwnyn Ynkpp

nip hp phpbpp wknp Epopyrught: Twpg nipniwghd dp
Ynpuniwé Lnpop...

Ludwlp §p wuwwndkp wpkwb ginh Up, npputingh Up, ppng Up
dwuht, np Yp thtunnkp Enpugpp: Uunn «Gnhl-Gnhlp Yp Ynskn:
Bwdwu sk np §p hpwnwpuljtup Ynpuniws wdkpnt wqphp,
twdwbuiwln nup dp Gnp: Puyg b wytyku, wyu 109
wnwpkut dugphlp - ginuuyuwiniptul JEpuwypus wju
Uuyphlp - Yp thwnntp hp wigwyn Enpugpp qup dp jtuny:
Gihpwpuhw Ftnpgwtp jui hp hotp, Epp tnwup
wnwpklwtht hp Enpuypp qhtip ntubpnit Ypuy § wnbikp.. b
put Yp jh2kp Upwpuh wpptbwjewnt wihpubpku wughyp:
8honnnipkwl pknpikp nupkpnt Uty uwnws ni Ukqh
hwuws wwpg nt hwuwpuly puntpny, npnup Yp tjupugpki
wntwnh Up Uk gnjuintiinn wudbnniphiup:

Cnipg 1920 tp, Epp Ynputignig hp Enpuypp: Fudunitiguu
Ujkpuwnpuunih (wydd Ghudph) nppuwingubpnt dkynit dky:
Cwwn hunwiwlub Enp Bnhlyp nppligpnuws tp m hwuws'
Udbtphlu:

«BnhY-BnhYy Ehup wunid», gpuas L gdugpniptwt ubppb:
wwnyun phpkpnit §p tughd, dkndoptu «Bnhy-Bnhly dpdugtiny:
Cnipg nuip Up jEwnng, wit jnjup sk fupws. 109 mupkljuttht Yp
owpniiwlk hp thinnnwnnipp:

Ppuljutiniptwt dky, wju mbkuwljh jnjup tppkp sh hunnthp...
Cpowt Up «Zuypkuhp» opwptppn (hhduniws 1899-hu) Yp
hpuwunwpultp YEpnjhotug wqph tdwb gpoiphiuttp hp kebpnit

ute: dEpuypnnubp § npnukht hpkug wudhgwljuwh pinwthpuh
wlnudubpp, wgqujubibpp, Wupuqubkpp, b wy:

Qpuuputkl Yp hwibd «2uwypkuhprh 1920 pniufuith
hwiwpwdnt n1 §p ujuhu ppuwnt...
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Jp

2hug.,1 Uwphy, 1920

«up thinnnih bypugpu’ Mhinpnu Lhpkbut, uppbpnh Thpng
LtdEpwnhq ghintu. 1918-h quptwt Upkpuwtnpuyn) knus t:
dhEpnjhobwh dwuht nnkyniphit niutgnnubpktu Yp jutinpnih
huwgut) hnbtibuy hwugkht..»

«4n thunntd pnjptpu Bhuw b Uhtw Buwynjtwttbpp,
uwpptipy Uninh ghintu. Epnt muph wnwy Ywipting b
Bpquluyh opowtiitipp Yp gunninikhi: Uningq (nip niikignnutipku
Un punpnih hdwgik) 8nghwitbu fwwynjtwhi...»

«Up thinnkd hiu' Bpdnbp, b quuuljibpu’ Nugswn, Uuhpup
b1 Uwphwd Stpunkpbwt, Ukpwunhny Gudhu ghinku: Up
fununwtiwd 25 injup npbick nnkyniptwt hwdwp:»

«Up thinnkd hiu' dw, qunuljibpu’ Uhpwbimy e Unipta
Utpytptwtkpp, puhy Ubpwunwgh, wknuhwuniptutu h Jtp
1nip wnwd snitthd. nne Jwd nip quntnilthtt hdwgunnhtt jue
unikp dp §p ppunubiwd: 8ndujhd @. Utpykpbwb...»

Swutidtl wyjuwhuh wgntp fub wyny opniwt phiht dke. huly
pnnpp Yp Ypkt hnbtibug Egputhwljhs twjuwnuuniphiap.
«Upnuuwhdwth ptppbptu §p pugpnth wpnwng by quyju:»
Quwnninnipp wdkh op Yp swpniiwlnikp wyny tnuphttipnu

phibpmi k...
* % %k

Uliquud up bu Yp bughd «Enhl-Bnhlphi. winp ntdpp gdnuud’
htywtu np Gihpwpuhw Yp jhotp: Usplipp wptiwhwp Swiby
1h&h tfwt’ Juwnp...

Uligtuy Uughuht bp, Epp funudpnd uygbitghtip wyn (héh onipop
quuning (pniwd Jubipkpb ot Ejknkghubpp. wintp 4p Ypkht
wbyuwnpniwl) nt whunnp puguljuynipbwt hbwnptpp:

Zwphip mwphtbp jhnng, wagbwp unuljuhopkl don k..o
Lwiop Mupumubkwl prdpuighpt E UUU-h Upkibbwlb
opowith Z33-h whgr Epkl wupwolwyplppe Armenian

Armenian Weekly-h: Sonniwdp wlqybpkiak
pupguuibg (rnipki Swhwywqbwip:






MALPULL GPGHEL

LuphrpudGulp phnnLwd Mnpuuwihwg L 2Zujuunubupiul Gphnwuwpputpnt wspkpnyg

Y LEoutonnit stwd E Mnjhu. Uupwiwg Zudpupdmubwip Gpliwb: «Upshis-p npnotg
Epynt hwy bphprnwuwpnubpnit injut hwpgmdubpp ninnt] hwuljtwnt hwdwp® pk htyytu ngblnsws

tlu Zwyng Stnuuyuwim ptwt hwphipudtulp yundwlwb tpynt punupubkpnit dke:

UuauLul
LUURUMINHUGUL

GPGHIL

1. buswt u kp Bpluwith Ukp whpng wpudwgpm phiup
Zuyng giquuuwwim phwb hwphipuwdtwlh nghlnsdwi

opniwy pupwgphi:

Uupwbwug - Ujn opp dwpnjulg npudwnpmphiup pupdnp kp,
ponpp Epup Ehtt uyyuiuky, np wkutkht, pk husyku §utghkht
hwdwlwupgnn judph Spugpus thgngunnifutinp: Unynpupwp
1hunid ku g mpunip nkdptipny dwpnhly, npnup (nie puynid
kit ntwh Ohstntwlwpbpny, puyg §'wuth, np wju wiquid th phy
niphg bp, vwppluitg dtg uh thnpp wy) qqugnidubip fuyght,
Jupstu pk hyywpw Eh, np wdpnne wohiwphh nipwnpmiphiup
Jtpowybu ubirtkem by Ep Zuywunwith m ghinuuywintphwut
nghlnsuwt opniwy Ypuwy, hyywpun thu gnjg wnwy, np Zuyp nlin
Juy 1 yuypwpmu £ hp wywquyh hwdwp nt juennnipwb £
hwutnd wppkt whjuje ywhnmptwb dke:

3. Zuy-Fmpp jupupkpoiphiibpp hohz Atiny ykwp k junwyg
Eppuwi:

Uupwtiuq - b Yupshpny dkup th puth mwuph wnwy
wwwupwuwn thtp pupbjurdwl, mwuppbp hwunwpnptp
unnpugpnilg, iwpruyuwnpuunnikghtt uvwhdwih pugdwp
wnwbnn puy kp, npp UkS nbip §p punup ybp mbnbumpbub
hwdwp, puyg JEpohtt mwupnid wyn thwnpp th phy hEinwgue
hpwlwumphiuhg, Gjukny @nipptph ppiws UEpdnnuljut
nhpphg nt 100-wdkwlh wwpkihght ny hwlwywnwuhiwh
puykp dkntwpltinig: Gpk wyt dudwhwuly
Jjupwpkpmphiutbpp jupnnubwghp juiwguby, wikih hkpwn
Up (hukp, vwjuytt hhdw wpnkh nip £ thnpdk), pwth np wpnkh
wuwnniwpkp sh 1hh Ukq hwdwp:
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2. 8huuwwim pkiith 100 wwphibp jEnng, s b unopbuy
hpwlwim phrop hujuwunwbwpbul huy tphnwuwpyht :
2m upshpny, o pit k wnlkbwlwpbinp hupgp
Ephnnuwuwpnubpm hwdwp:

Uupwibiwugq - 100 vnwuph jhwinny hpujubmphit wy b, np niikup
wiwj ywhnmphtl, hwilbdwnwpwp tnpuuntns, npp
Judwg judwg wnwy k qunid nkwh qupqugnid, sh gheonid hp
nwpwswopowtiuyht hwuwlulhg ywhnmphiutkph,
Yupnnughy knpnp swihny hp pnipgp hwiwpty Uhhiopp no
stuywd pnnp unspunnunutpht, pt wuwnbpuquh jupmiws
Junwlg, pt’ nbnbkuwlwl wwowpnid (economic blockade), pt
nwpwswopowtiuyght pupy qupgqugnifubp, thnpdmd k hp
nkinp yEipuquil] hwdwpwphwhtt yundm ptwt dte:

Zuyuwunwith kphnnwuwpnh hwdwp wlktwluptinp
hwpgtphg EEpyph yh&wlhh pupbjuinndp, np wypp gpup Jpuyg
stfuwy, ttipphtt wppupmptwt Wwhywinudp bt whpniown
hounun vwhdwubpp wwhwywubp:

4. I\th Yp mruwu 24 Uwnhy 2025-h hudwip:

Uupwibiuq - 2025 Uwphy 24p ' niqbbwd whglugubd
donunnpuyku tnju YEpwny hs 2015p, ny pk mjunip ndpny
ni nunwwws YEpyuwnpny, wy) th phs hywpwn nt dyhwnp
nkuphu, tnphg hd nuppkp tpyputphg dudwws huy
pultpubtph htinn puip Eny, fuoutiny, Yhunitiny nt putmpltny,
puyg th nwuppkpmptudp, np pttwpuwt wpwplub uyn
dudwbiwl) wpnku (huh YEpeht 10 mwphubph whobjh Uk
juonnniphiutibpt m junpwtwlubtpp:



QULUP 2EOUEOOLNK
MLk

1. Pusyk u kp NMnjuny kg whpny npudwnpmphibp’ Zugng
Shnuuywuinm ptwd hwpprpudtulh nghynsiwi opniuy

pupwgpht:

QYuup - 24 Uwyppy 2015 porwuibp, hisybu wohuwphh nne
hwynmiptwb, tnjuytu wy pppuwhwnptut hwdwp junny b
pwtwljuihg on Upt kp: Qth Eupwunpkp, np wjupwt Ukwdwiuy
Uwutuligmphil whnh ppkp wnjuwhwy dngninipnp: Uhpnign
wkwp E okpunky, pkwyn opp n 'y Uhwyl huykpp, wy) phipun m poipp
hwjpkuwlhgutp bru dwutwuljhg nut unyt ngbynynudubipni:
Cniwipws bh, npnyhbwnbt ynjuwhwy qunnipp Uks dwuwdp Yp
twuptnpkp whduyg fuwy b sdwubwlgh) huyuljui hwpgkpne
htn wntyniws hwwpubpnii: Swit h uppw, whwp &
unuinnyuuhd, pk pppuwhuy hwdwjupp Zpwn Shuph dwhta Gnp
Enp hp yunbkwtkh nnipu Gpu ot ujuw jubijh gupdut) hp
duyglip: Puyyg wyu nwph, hwphipudbwlh ngklynstwb wnpht, pk
hulwguiigh Ypuy b pt’ $hghpurljui tbpljuym phundp
wnjuwhwymphiup pudutg hp vhnpkpp, nt wyjuwhuny, Yp
funphhd pk unp opowitt Up pugnibgur Ukip wngk:

3. Zwy-Pnipp jupwpbpm phubibpp by &k whop &
Junwyg Lppui:

Fuquip - Ikpohtt uh putth tnuphtkpnit qquih nuipdwt poipp
dnunnpuljutittpni huyjujut hupgtpnt tjundudp niukgus
npuiub vkpdtignidp: thuyt dinunnpuljuiubpp sk, wy
dnnnynipgt wy, dwbwiwin tphnwuwpng ubpniigby, huyulut
hwpgtpm (nusdwt gény dwutiljhg nupdu Bnipphny Uky:

Puyg }1’112 uUtnp np pkn poipp dnnnynipnht Ukswdwutin phip
huwtpn §p tunk potiunth dnnninipn, b «hwyp punp 4p
gnpéwédnih npyku hwyhnjutp: Uhtiste wjuon hul,
Jupdwputiibpm Uk yuwndniphiup Yp pinuphipnh, b
wpwjkpunutpnit dke Yp ubpdwtnih huyjunbwugm phi: Bupniown
np ugu whwnp k thnjunth, E hwy donnynipnp wkwnp sk tjunnih
nputu Epiph wyuhnymptw nkd Junwbg:

dtpoht unphpyupuwbwut ptinpniphruatitipnit Epkp huygtp,
Eptip mupptp Ynruwlgniphrutitpk juenngut anphpnuput
Unuwnp qnpdly: Uuntp wy huyjufub hwupgp wkwnp | opujupgh
Ypuy nukl, npyku pppwhwym plwb tkpuyugnighsubpp:

2. Stquuwwim pkukh 100 mwuphukp jtwng, llphz L wmontiuy
ppuwjuimiphrup huyjuljut qunnipht hwdwp Mnjun)
Ukg: £m Jupsdhpny, nnph E unlktwjuptinp huipgp
Eppunnwuwnn hugtpnt hudwp:

Tquip - Upmgu wyu bpypht dbg wwyppyp hp yqupununpop
Juyytip hwuhwntup inbnugh donnynipnht htan. pl YEwuph t pk
qnpsh phpdudp jupupkpnphtiitip niitkgus | huy dnnnympnp
poipp dnnnynipnhtt htwn: Uw hpuljutiniphit dpt E np dhown uy
Enus £ uyuintn: Uuljuytt wyjuop wuipuquitbtpp thnfuntws G

Ephunwuwnn ukpniinn wpnku pinuitkjut juybp w) uuws &
hwunuint) onwpubpnt htiwn, b onwp widntutm phiiibpm poyut
w] uljuws E ubpunidnihy: Quyny ppuljut wupuquikpmi,

wy by pinwtthpubp ujuws B twpaptunpty hpkug quuuuljatpp
prpuub b jud onmwp Jupdwpwiutp npity: Uju yuwngdwnny,
hwdwyipuyhtt yupdwputintipne wpwlkpunniptw phip ujuws &
Ineonkl tintwghy kL wyuop, dwu Up Jupdwpuntp thuljnitynt
Juutigh nkd junhuydw Yp guninthte

Zuunuly uyu dunnuljut hpnnniphwl, wnjuwhuy hwdwupp
niuh qubwqut hwduyipuyght juquulbpuyniphiuttp,
Epgswjunidplip, wupwhmdpkp, punbkpuimidpbp,
Uuptuwdwpquijut thm phibtp, bwyb: Cinwithpbbp § mqb,
np hpkug quuufjubpp dwu juqutt wyu junudplpnit, npytugh
huyujut uhgwuyph ke quninth nt wyn Uplininpup ptsk:
Tdpwpnnwpwp, Ytpght th pwtih wwuphiibpmt plpugpht qquih
E E pk huy Ephunnwuwpnniphtin quiuquit yjungwnubpnt
htntiwtpny ujuws k wyju junudplipk wy hinwbuyg:

Up anuunnyuithd pt pinhwimip wndwdp, wnjuuthuy

Ephinuuwpnm ptwt hwpgbpp wynput wy wwppbp sk ponipp
Ephinwuwpnni phwt hwpgkpti: Ukbudwutin plut hundup,
hupgtpp Yppuljut b ninbuwljub Eu: Zudwjuupuih ke juennhy
b qu hwunuwinm phut Uk wpjuwntyny jpwunwn n hwiquununbin
Ywatip wiyphy. wyu E iphurnuuwpnm phut wilbiun(bs thunupn:

4. 8njun h"ug & 24 Ungphy 2025-h hundwp:

TYuqup - Sknuwuyuiim plwt hwpgp owwn thwthnily Y dpb k
Bnipphn) punupuljuiniplwt hwdwp: dhpohtt nuphubpni
poLnp ginuuuownmphiut wy hiinghtnk wdkgu: Umpnhly
wbdwup §p pnunnyuihl, pk hwphip tmuphubp wowy Ukp
wuybpp ginuuywim pbwt Bipupyniws tu, vuljuyh
ndpwhinwpwip ndniwp k punupuljut ghnth Ypuy pungniuhy
unju hpwlwiumphiup:

“dniwip k, wyn, puyyg ny wupbih: busybu Spdwthw ppu
hptujwt ghnuuwywiniptwt hwpgny, tnjiuku poipp
whwnniphiut wy whknp E thojuk hp dinnwgniphiop:

Snruwd pk 24 Uwnhy 2025-ht Uktp Yptwtp ubp qunuithwpubpp
wrh h wiuiu Ay wipunuyuynty, Ukp huduguph juyniwstpni
YEpuwnhpwting, Ukp wnopwwntnhutipp ypujuiquty: Ywt twbe
huyjudwgniws huybp Pnipphny qutwuquit punuptitipnt n ghnbpnu
Uk, jnjuny td, np hpkup wy hpkug huptuniplwi Yp JEpununtwi:
Bpt whwnh supniabd wugphy wyu Eplpht dke b wjuinkn
punwthpu fuquty, Yp hwthwphd, np fpununniphis hwuwnwnnth
wyu hnnbpnit Jpuy: Ugn, nithup wquin, wijuu Zujwunwi, np
huy dnnnynipnht huypkhpl k puyg bu ghu uthhinputhuy shd
hudwiptp: Npyku twahtt ubpuunwghh ownwithy, wpnka

1 wyphut hut wwgbpniu wunndwljub honbpm b gpog:

Push hwdwp wynput wy upbinp sk wy whnmphiutbpne
hunphppyupwbibpne Zuyng ginuuywin pwt fwbwsnidp:
Unpwit jupbimpniphil snith, npput pnipp donnynipght
nLuikgué donbgmup: 8njuny b, pk uhske 24 Uwphy 2025,

uyu donkgmup Yp thnpunth @mpphny dkye: o
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A CENTENNIAL OF CELEBRATION: A PHOTO ESSAY OF THE
CENTENNIAL OF THE ARMENIAN GENOCIDE IN ARMENIA

By Harout Kassabian, AYF Toronto “Simon Zavarian” Chapter

A flurry of emotions. Endless juxtapositions.

When | returned from my trip to Armenia on the occasion of the
Centenary of the Armenian Genocide, it was difficult for me to articulate
my emotions and reflections to those who asked. More often than not,
I relied on “once-in-a-lifetime experience” as a response to hopefully
satisfy the inquirer’s curiosity.

The events marking the anniversary of a genocide that left an
inexplicable scar on our nation was one of self-realization for me: the
Genocide left its mark on us, but it does not define us. Our psyche is
much more complicated - and positive — than that. We aren’t victims.
We didn't survive; we thrived. We are no longer the Davids of an unfair
struggle; we are empowered to control and dictate our destiny.

Armenia is a mixture of old and new. Progress and decline. Triumph
and survival. Above all of extremes though, we are ready to conquer
the future.

A mixture of locals Armenian, Diasporan Armenians and non-Armenians
around the world gathered in Republic Square and withstood unrelenting
rain to watch System of a Down perform for the first time in Armenia in a
free concert dedicated to the Centennial.

Nearing 3:00 a.m., a seemingly endless stream of people continued to
march into Tsitsernakaberd to lay flowers at the eternal flame.
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On April 25, the day after commemoration, we visited the Sartarabad
monument in appreciation of the brave men and women who were
able to reclaim their birthright in the midst of ongoing catastrophe.

Hamazkayin's Sos Sargsyan State Theater Group performs “Shkhonts
Mihran’, a play dedicated to the Centennial of the Armenian Genocide.
The protagonist reflects on the loss of his family, friends and home,
and resolves to survive and prevail as an Armenian.

Fresh flowers, new flags and endless Armenian Genocide billboards
greeted the influx of visitors to the city in April.



The children of Ushi village at the unveiling ceremony of a new khatchkar
(stone cross) at their central square commemorating the Centennial. Their
liveliness and happiness was infectious and had to be captured.

The Pantheon - resting place of our greats — a must-visit for every trip.

On the eve of April 24, thousands led by the AYF and Homenetmen,
marched from Republic Square to Tsitsernakaberd. The march was a
liberating experience. A long line of people - infants in strollers and elders
alike — marched through the streets of Yerevan. The voices of the groups
of the marchers bounced off of the building walls — chants, patriotic
songs, the national anthem. | hadn't felt such strength and power as an
Armenian as | did in these moments.

Tin metal roofs of a shanty town mimic the powerful mountains
in the distance.

“What else do you need to be happy?”

A volunteer spreads petals reclaimed from the thousands of flowers

laid at Tsitsernakaberd. Every year, petals are dried so they may be

processed into paper. Students from all Yerevan schools, as well as

members of many youth organizations, volunteer their time to help
One of the many oversized Armenia flags in the march to Tsitsernakaberd in this multi-day effort.



Lupguaqnnigp Juiptg” fnLpth XuimpugGuitip

wy hbp nupbpm pipugphl quinuquil nkpkp unwbdinus

L mukgué Elip huy prugnihpibp. onnup pnidh Er ounwp

Upolh wqnkgniplwl iy, huy [hip nupdws Funnpunuu
bwly. huy §pbp dwubmlqus E jhbbpnt wquunugnulul wimughl
owipdniuhly, huly jhn gknuuwubniptwl, huy [ang nkpp uks
knwé Fugquypl Yhpulubglniuhi Uky:

Uwiljuyli, huy [ime wipdtpp wknp Enué dkiny sEwpdbinpniws:
Zugluljual pplubn plwi Uky huy §hip winnkuniws E nm
winp wunndniphrip dkswubu puguiluy Eubp nuuwghppbpnt
I qunnuniplawl ghpplpn Eokpni b Utp:

Ylpolpu pupnnuinpniphiip nibbguy wyu Jupbinp bhiphl pnipe
«@Inpg Ubjhinphkgh» Upquilnulih nuihikGhp, puquujuuumuly
gnnn b puuwnhwpul Uninu Qi with hu qpoiglyne:

Ulbphhwuh nywpuith jnju nkuws dbp Ybpoht qnpsp «Zuy
Jung YEwlph myhht hEwnptpny» wpdwbugws k «knpg
Utjhwhutgh» dpguiuljhti: «Uqruily»-h tokpnil dky, Fwubkp
Luuntth Yp qpk. «Rswhiinhp & hbnbingulju
ypuunnirfubpm Ypuy hhfumwsé wyu gnpép wppuhrwght
wuwwdniphil £ i jinwguy gundwpubibpoch Jquikpuljui
wnwwn thip Yp hugpuypt»: Upntop hohk n dkp tyunulyp,
tRp npngbghp wyu ghppp gpky. tywinwly niukh p htwnmguy
yuwndwpwiibpm Juikpulwb thip hwypwpt;:

Umnytu Ubs junwljuniphiuibpny sqptgh wju wphuwwnwbpp: Yp
hutwnugh, pk wyu Yhubkpnt hpugnpdnudubpp b hpkitg
Ytwuptpnt mwpphp hwigpnuwtiibpp whwnp kp Swhopwguty
hwupmptwt: Push hwdwp vhpn hupg Enws E, np Yhubpne
wuwwndniphtip wuswbop Yp tuwy: U\]I}pm/h ghpptp 4p
Jupnuip jEuhnfuwljubiibpn jouokp, Jud wy) ghpplp. winig
kot yyuunwnhljubp yhwnh wntbu, tebp ywknp Jupnuu, np dky
Jud tpynt twhiwnwun pht gntku Yhubpnt dwuht: Uthiw
ghu thow §p hundngtp, np wpnup yepupkpnith wpdwtugus
sk huyy Yhtup dbp yuundniptwb dky:

P Ubsmgnyt tyyuinwilju Unnwugnidt thpl bt b wyu YEwtphu
hwdwp Jupbtinp uljqpnip dpt E: Unwghtt wiquid wyn
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Unwhngm ptiwdp huy Yhutipnt dwuht ujuws bl wpuwnwip
wnwilihy, b nppwill junpuguy wynpwib hinwppppm phtiu
wsbgui:

Uju Jtpghtt ghppp, np «Ukhnhutgh» dpguwljhtt wipdwbuguat,
hunfwuyupthwly ghpp Upt k. wuundm phwb uhhqpk’
htpuwtnuwljub ppowtitt Lphunntibniptiwtt Untinpp, hht huyng
optuputipp, punwukljwl jupwpkpniphtuttpp, dunwiqniptwt
hpunibpubpp...quiwqut hwigpnuwbinbp, npntp Yp
ytpwpkpht huy ung: Zudwwywpthwl wpuwwnwip L, ot hush
UkS gnhugnid inntut wyny Ukyp, npnyhtnte hhuw, nkak dEyp np
huy Yunguny] Yp htanwppppnth, Yptwy wyn ghppp putiag, b bpk
hwdpbpniphiup niuh Swypt h Suyp uppuyne, ghntug ph huy
Yhup hhzuﬂ:’u uljuut, bhzuﬂ:’u owpniiulj kg, bhéull:’u quiuqult
&qnudwtipp nhiwgpuntg, ke wyuop by wunnpuiun E plitym:
Nipbicfu wyy Uptu junwlam phebbpp wppahrwghb Gud
Jubpuljuit thiphp wwnpuunkne snibkh. sun wikh
wbdtwub wypnwd Upb k hush hun[ulp‘ Unnwugmdl thpllyn b
wpdbtinphint: Uju E hush hwdwp Jupbmpp:

Swdwu qpwsd tp huy Jung vwuhb. wnweht dkp
nruntfuwuppmphiip «Zwy Yung nhpp huy jEpuhnjuwljut
gupduwl dkg» gnpdp Yp Ylnpniwbiuy hwy hhin
jEnuhnjuwuitinbpne Jpuy: I‘-hanL ouiin phs Yn jukip huy
Yhubkpm dwuhb hwy jtputhnjuwlwt supdiwt yuwndm phwt
Ut Ukp nuuwghppbpnt jud wyp wnphipubpm dte:

Uju hwpgniiht jupd wuwinwupiwbt nt kpljup wunwupuwip
Juy: Yupd yunwupowbp wyt B np pojpnp qundniphiutitpp
wyp dwupnng Ynnuk gpmuws Bu. wjupwt wupg:

Uik h Epup quunwujpwip hnbibwb b 2wy Qung nhpp
wbnbknt hwudwp, qunubnt b dkguntn hwubym hwdwp, wtwnp
juckbu b quwqub wnphiptbpk gnp phpky: Uhighe np
quiiuquitt wnphiptubpk gnip zphphu‘ wuwnlkpp sh
junujubiuap: Upy putnt hwdwp hwdpbipmphit whunp L
hwdptpniphit b hbnbinqujut wphiwwnwp. npnyhtnte
whwnh wpwuky, hnu whinh tughu, bt whnh bwihu' puthy
Yntuy oniinny Yuipnthy, b mphy putiipng Yptwu uljupy



htwnwppppnihy: Puyg bpl tyyuwnwlyn huy Yhubtpne gnpép
wipdbiinpl k, mpbdu hbnbinquljut yhwh ppuu: Uy B

Ynbw'p vh putth oppiwy wwy hwy Yhikpm, npnip Jupbinp
nhp punugus ki dip yundnmptwb dke, uwljuyh
winbumws i Ukp ghpplpnt nt wy wnphiptitpo dky:

BEpym hngh j miqbd tpk): Unwghtip Quuky Buwykwib k: Uyn',
owwn puiikp §p gpniht hp dwuht, payg bu wikjh
htunwppppniws b hpdny hpp wpdwbwywnnim phwb nkp
huy Yhts, k1 n's pk hpp gpughinnihh. wyy hp jupght: Ppp
wpdwbwyuinninipbwb inkp hwy Yht wib h g ppus Eniphy
Yhubpnt puunp wpdbmpbnt hwdwp® wyy £ np ghu Yp
htwnwppppt: Uju hup own wpiwwnwbp mwpws k, nu
ponpnyhtt wbtnbuniws k wyn woiwnwupp: Ophtiwljh
hwdwp, Epp 1909-h Yh1hyhny wntwup tpu, Mnjun)
Nwwuphwppuwpwip hwy jupuhp hwsh nt wpwetnpyupwih
opowtiwmljutipnt downn Yhubkipnit, wnwit] Quuyt) Guwjtwbhl,
wupunwluiniphtl nniwt, np ptudwnwpuljub
wolnunwip wtht' kppwb wyinbn, nppkpp huwpkd,
wyphubipnit Lwp dp quikl, b YEppwytu mbntlwughp Up
wuwwnpwuwnkl, npnt hhdwt Jpuy wnwetnppupup yhinh
Unwstp pk oy Yplwp pliky ogunuljwp prjuygne: Uyu Yang
unbntjugph yuwnpuwunnphiip, wjubtwnbuh Jyuyniehiip,
p gquwhwwinth hpp gpujuim phi: bpujuwiniptwt Uty wn
wonwnwpp Juirkpugpniphtl dph k. eye-witness account
Upt E: Uju Ukyp sk wpdtimmpniws: Zuyng yquundm ptwb dke
wnwohl Yyuywgpniphiub b wspipnyp mbkuws k G qph wnws
E: Puyg hiswku puh, hpptit wytyhuht Gpplp swpdtiinpnibgu:
Updtinpnitigu hppbt gpujutiniphii:

Swiphukp Jtpg, huphipudtwlh twjuoptwhly, wyu
wphumwnwpn ppplpkiuh pupquutnitgut bt Mnjuny ke
hpunwpulnmbgu: Zhtw | winpununiub
Juptinpmpbwh prpp dnnnmpyhl ghunwlygmphiip
wpplgibkin, npndhknkt 1909-htt, n's hwlwguig Yup, n's

mass media. wjn mkuwljh putikp gnniphit smukht: Eppuljut
winphipibpp wundwlwh wyn thipht gnipe thunnuwih Eu
niL wughon: Buwybwup vhwly mbdl kp, np &hon yunlbpp
wntwt: N1 hhdw np wyu dkyp ppphpkuh pupgiuiniws b, uw
Ut pwhwlnmphit nith: @nipphny Uk nuuwghpptpne dke
huytpp hpptit wtuwnnwhbh wwpp Yp tkpuyugnihl. nipho
putt Up wkwp tp wjwbwwnbup dp Yondk, gnjg mwnt hwdwnp,
et hisk p uinwhws i Khon wyn yuwngwnny ks wpdtp
ot mud Guwykwuh Jyuyugpniptwt: Uju UEY ophliwl:

Nipho ophtiwly Up: Zwjwuwnwith wpwehtt Zwupwy bnniphwt
wnwphttpnit ntikhip Yht Eptuthnpuwtiibp, npnup twbt
twpiwpuph wuowot ntikgutl. Yppulub wpjuwnwph,
npphpnt huipgbpnt, b wy) ptuquiuntbpn dke ks qnpé
wupht: fuyg niphp gun juptinp ntup up fup.
uhowqquihtt yuundnm ptwb dky  Zwbpuwybnniphiup
wnwghtt Yhtt nhuguip bpwbwlnnt kp” HYhwhw Upqupp:
Ydpwpunnwpup, wju Yung wpdtpp wykwp knus dtinyg
wpdbitnpmuws sk: Ut ghpphp gplig Zujuunwh
Zwbpuybnm phwi vwuhl, pagg § mgkud ook, pk pp
wyjbitu hwipuybnniphit shwup e wyb wy ke nhuywb skp,
nuljutht yuunwupwbwnnim phwb qqugnid ntikgut wyy
dudwbiwljh pnjnp quppuljuttipnit hng nwtbne:
Npnyhtnb Swbopmphiuubp niukp wyn dudwbwyh
hohuwtiniphiuitipnit dow, hp juoupn Yohn niukp: Swphukp
kwnp, bpk skU uppwhp, «2wypkuhp» wduwqpht Ukp winhpny
Up, UKy hp ymobipp gpbg pk hiswk u Upquipp oguuljup
Enwsd k hpkt G hp ptnnwtthphtt Udkphju mbknuthnpuntbnt
wofuwnwiiphtt Uke: Ul unjuhuly hp it dke uktbwl Yp
wnpwdwnpkp, vhtiske np quppulubttpm poigpbpp
Jupqunpmithi:

Uju mbkuwljh Yhubipm wpjuwnwpp sku qunubkp ghpptipnt dky:
Gpk Ukpntin hwtu, tpt wpdtinpbu, puwn ophimytih Yhubp
El wuntp: Ukp unp dnwyum pwdp Yp jupstup, pk nppudng




wuk hty Yptwy (nudnihy: Uyu Yhubipp npud smukht, vwljuyg
nilithti nghti' qnhwipbipm phwb nghti: Uju wwin&wnny b, np
| mqtu wpdtinply hpkig:

Pnpnipo dulwiws tp 2.0.U-h juquwlkpuyws Yuluig
Uhewqquyhtt Opniuy ot juninupnt phwt dwubimlghine hpp
puitutjuou: Cuwnn dkqh, hhznol_ Jupkinp G uju nkuwiljh
wotwljunupmpht ik, notkp Jud bywbwynius opbp’
tnmthpmwé Yhubpm:

Ppuwimptwb dkp hush hwdwp Jupbinp sk wnwght
wbiquu tpp 2Z0U-h puljtpnithhutipp hwpg wniht, pk
npudunh b, qunwupwikgh, ph, bu widhgwuytu
wuwwnwupiwligh pk nuipniwé puny np (ginuuywuniptut)
hwphipudtwyh twuph t, Epk qud Uhowqquhtt Ywtwbg
Onniwy dwuht sk np whwnh fwouhd, wy ywhwnh Jenpnbwbwd
hwy Yhukpm nhpht ypuy wqquihl Jepulubqimuhi dtky:
Uowntgnidu pninpnyht mwpkp tp. wiponipn tnpkh Yhubpne
dwuhb £ uhipp, puyg Uhowqquijhtt Ywbwg Opp hush
hwdwp wnpwtt wpdtp snith nppwitt wnhpn ogunugnpsdtin
ubp Jhubpnt jupbinp wpjpwnwtpubtpp dkpntn phipkne:
Utilhowyku pinnitkghtt m hnghljul fuyy Up uinbndnibgut
ubputkpnit htn: Puptwgnymphit sk ppusu, vwljuygh
fuouphu wrwipwnhtt wdpnne upwhp nwnph Ew: Up tpwbwlk
np guwhwwntght. upnbtpnit uoutiguit: Uy £ upbinpp, np

jhownwly Up tfuwy wyn Yhukptl, npnp wnput wohiumntguit:

Puquupht ophtiwjutip ninth Enjphu wwnkly, np Epk tnjuhuly
UEY ophtiuly fuwyy tkpjuttipnits dinptipnit ke, wyn Uksd put
E: Uhpwqqujhtt Ywtwtg Opp wupquutu wnhpe dpt k dtp
wqquyht ninkghsh dwuht juoubyni:

Zuyy Yhup qupkpnt pupwgphtt qubwquit ghipkp vnwudbws k.
niukgwsd Eup huy pugnihhutkp. otnwp jnush G ownuip Ypotip
wqnkgn ptwi twl huy Yhip pupdws E unnpunuu buy.
huy Jhup dwutwlgws k fhutpn wquinugpuljud wowght
owupdmuhi, hul jEn ghinuwuywimphkwi, huy Jujwh nhpp UGS
s £ wqquught Jpulubiqimuhb dke: Cutn dkqh, h’us &
ujuonniuy huy Yuljwub ntipp Ukp wqquyht ppwjuun pbuw
Uty huypkihpth tkpu b wthpnpbwh qunpogwtitpm dk:

Zwpgnidn own Jupbiinp E npnghbnb wyuop, huy
dnnnynipgh dow bopwtwunttt wn hwphipp uthhinph dte k:
Uthhinph ke hwdwjuwphwjtwgnidp (globalization) Yp
wnhpk: Zudwouiwphuwjiugnidp wqquight nght, (kqnit b wy
pwtitipp npnig dwuht §p jpouhtip, hwuwpuly juynwpunph Yp
Jhpwst: Lubt hmdwguugp Uké nlip nith wyu pninpht dky:

thL wyuon nithtp umphwhwyniptwt ughpp, huy
dnnnnipnp wqquiht wké £giudwd Up s wyphp hhdw,
husyku wyphgun ginuuyuwtm ptwbt mwuphubpni: Gub
uwljuytt puquupht ppunhpubp dip dnnnynippht wngkt:
Opptuwy Upgwluh hwpgp. wipnng dnnnmpiht huwpp
hpbg yuipny, hpkg optuptitipny wuyphi k, ny pk
kupwpynihy: Zwy Jhup pun oguulfwup Ypliwy prjug wyu
wuypwpht Uke: Uju ULy:
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Zujunwl] wunp np Zwjwunwih wpweht
Zwpuy bnm phwt mwuphibpnit Zujwunwin bnut wewgh
Enpyhpubpku dbyp, np Yhubpnit poikwplbne hpuniip
wnniwit: Uuuyt wyupwts muphubp 4kpg, kopwbiwunta
nwpniwy hwdwyu]up nhpmpkk Jtpe” anp
Junwupniphtl, tnp uljqpniuplbp, unp ke npupdw, nu
Yhutpnt wyn hpuimbipp bpplp s wpdtinpnihp: Up hwiwnd,
pt 4hubpnt mbn wkwp £ wnpnih, np hpktp w) dwubwlghte
wqquyht YEwbpht:

Zuyyuunwth wowehtt hwipwybnn ptwt opny, h ywwnhe
wyn dwpnng npnup hwbpuwybnmphiup JEpnkght, wuntp
winpunupdwl, np Zuyjuutwih Jepuljuibqdui dky
wlhpwdtow kp hwy Jung nhpp Er jupbinpmphiup okowntkp:
Ujn hwohtutpny L, np Yhubipnt pmbwplniptwt hpuinitupp
wunthl, ginuuwwunmpkukt thwyt tptp wwphubp tnp: ek
wyn dwpnhlp hdwuwnniphrut oo hbpwnbum phiup niukgul,
ukup hhznoL swpdtinplup: Ujuop Zwjwuwnwh dty, Yhukpp
Eppoppuut wunhdwuh punupughttp Ea: Uknng
wuydwbuwinpniwus wphtunwlub punhwnnifubpn (sex
selective abortion) Uké huipg k wjtnnkn, hity np pwn guiwph k:

Bplk wpdtinpbu hwy Yhup, tpk wh dwutwlgniphiu phpk,
gnpd wkutk nt niphpubp wyn gnpép wkutkly, Yp Jupstd np
pwiti Up Yptuwy tnfunihy: URYEL hpwop s prwp, puyg
dudwbwlh pupwugphtt dnnwskjmybpy Yp thnpunth: Uju £ hd
puwsu: Zwdpkpniphit | niqk: Swphubpk b Jkp wyu
wpywnnidtkpp § pubd, §p Yupnud, wdth wyphipk enip Yp
hunwpbd, puyg whwup sk wdwwywpk), npnyhbnbt dowlnjph
htwn juwniws b Urwlnpp wpwugniptwdp sh thnfunthp.
dudwbul | wntk: 8kquopenid sk knuopenid (evolution)
upt k: Utnp hwdwp hwdpipniphit yhunp b fugg sh
wpwbwlykp pk yhwnp k Ukp dknplpp dwklp b tunhlp:
Uh'w whwnh Juouhtip, uh'pwn whinh gpltip, puyg hulphpky
w] yhwh ghntwbp: o



By: Lori Boghigian, AYF-YOARF Western United States

Backgammon is a perfect representation of
the Armenian people: survive until you're
home safe. When you play nardi, as
Armenians call it, it's almost as if you've laid
out the Armenians’ plight onto a board.

The objective of the game is to move your pieces to the other side
of the board to their home on the other side of the world, while
making sure they aren’t consumed along the way. Armenians have
played this game in real life, both historically during the Armenian
Genocide, and currently in the diaspora. Though the dangers have
shifted from starvation and murder to assimilation and indifference,
the objective is the same — make it home, do not be consumed.

It is a uudwl juwr (a rough game), fit for a puudwt (rough)
personality. Today, Armenians find themselves with both an
independent Armenia and a sizeable diaspora. From the beginning
of the twentieth century to today, through wars and economic
struggles in the Middle East and Caucasus, Armenians have sought
refuge in the United States, particularly to Los Angeles County.

Although Los Angeles is considered a melting pot, many
Armenians have established themselves by building a tight
community in the suburb of Glendale, California. Urban parks all
over Glendale have a dedicated crowd of Armenian backgammon
players, inadvertently training to become strategists. Or perhaps
it's the other way around: these men may already be serious
strategists, but they believe that their only method of battle is
through a symbolic game of backgammon. Trying to migrate
home every day; surviving away from home every day. In these
parks, they have congealed. As diasporan Armenians, these
backgammen latch onto the game of nardi in order to survive as a
people in their community outside of Armenia.

It is not uncommon to hear conversation about Armenian
affairs over a game of backgammon, along with critiques over
what risks Armenians should and shouldn’t take. The exchange
of ideas and strategies around the park benches are often about
the Armenian Genocide.

Vahan Mirzakhanian, 75, an avid nardi player from Glendale, spoke
about the importance of reparations.“It’s already recognized! We are
working as a collective toward reparations now,” he said confidently,
fully focused on his next move. “But | have been worn out for years;
that’s why | play nardi now.”

In nardi each move requires strategy and foresight, each move
carries risk. Quickly saving a few dooms the ones left behind.
Spreading yourself too thin puts all your pieces in danger. One
wrong play and your entire army of checkers can be consumed.

When asked if reparations for the Armenian Genocide are important,
Hovhaness Barseghian timidly said yes. Although controversial, he
doesn't believe it's possible to retrieve our ancestral lands, since
Armenians lack international clout. As Hovhaness devoured his
opponent’s checker with a risky move, he compared Armenia to
world powers like Israel and Turkey, and insisted that our military and
economy would have to skyrocket before anyone pays attention to
our demands. Hovhaness says it is, however, absolutely necessary
that we continue to put forth the struggle, seemingly hopeful.

Armenians as a people have reached mid-game. Some Armenians
are home, safe from consumption, yet others keep making risky
moves. Many countries in the world have recognized the Armenian
Genocide, but Armenians must unite to move forward. In nardi, you
can only be consumed if you're alone. Battles require strategy,
foresight, and a bit of luck. Vahan, has put his faith in the Armenian
youth - «Unnth Uty ipk nudwl y1hubu, sku junph:> (fyou are not
rough during battle, you won't win) o
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By: Varak Babian, AYF Toronto “Simon Zavarian” Chapter - Alumnus

We had been talking more and more frequently about being in Turkey
for the 100th anniversary of the genocide- a pipe dream amongst
friends that caused a certain degree of anxiety even when it was just
in its musings stage. After boarding a flight to Ukraine and waiting in
a terminal that had seen better days, the realness of the trek slowly
started to make itself known. Soon, I'd be landing at Attaturk Airport.
Soon, I'd be surrounded by the crescent and moon. Soon, I'd be in
Bolis. | kept referring to the city as Bolis, perhaps as some sort of
visceral protest- refusing the label of Istanbul. Bolis was doused with
Armenian influence: my people had had their finger on the pulse of
literature, of architecture, of life. We had contributed to Bolis, like so
many of the other tribes and people who added their own flavor and
influence to the eclectic makeup of the city. | deserved to be there.

People often describe an experience or their time somewhere as an
emotional rollercoaster; full of highs and lows. | don’t think | had ever
really understood that analogy until this latest experience. No other
time have | felt rage, joy, pride, guilt and anger straddle my
consciousness almost effortlessly, like a synchronized dance routine;
choppy and far from graceful. My time in Bolis flung me up to the
highest highs one minute and plummeted me downward the next. It
was made up of countless scenarios, a myriad of moments that
transcended real time and pulsated through my veins with feelings
and fires that | was forced to deal with both in the moment and that
continued to develop and mature months after our departure.

It takes a lot of energy to exude hate, and sometimes one gets tired
from carrying that vitriol, that venom around. So many of us have held
onto that resentment and it is that poison against the forces that
perpetuated genocide in 1915 that has served as constant motivation
to remain focused on The End Goal. This End Goal- the one that was
lovingly passed down from my parents and echoed by my loving
community- was to never forget that my people were wronged, that
humanity was wronged, and to yell that from the highest mountain
and raise my voice as loud as possible. | was poisoned with this from
as early as | can remember and | don't use the parallel with an ounce
of negativity. Perhaps, a level of arm-length distance from the poison,
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the contamination was needed to develop a cool and dangerous
indifference to the perpetrator. As much as this poison and the
immunities or auto-bodies | developed shaped me to be who | am, |
am hopeful that the next generation will develop an immunity and
will not need to carry that darkness around. While they will be aware
of the cultural narrative, | think they will also have the luxury of
exploring it as an evolving, post-victimization story line.

| won't use this opportunity to relay facts, or go into details about the
commemoration and protest held in Taksim Square on April 24th. The
information surrounding the event has been well documented- a
crowd of 10 000 people marched in the name of unity and
recognition. Armenians outnumbered by Turks and Kurds, united in
their outrage over the denial of genocide, the rewriting of history.
What | would like to share are the emotions of a proud Armenian
making his way to Turkey for the first time, spending time in the same
city where 100 years ago, on the same day a century apart, his idols of
literature and language were answering knocks on their door, not
knowing that they would be lead to their murder, impending doom.
What | would like to share is that | felt an ever-resent rage.

| caught myself in an endless collection of double takes, seemingly
recognizing a lot of people, a variety of faces. It felt like every
6thperson resembled a cousin, a friend, or his little brother. Asbed was
selling simit by the water fountain, while Levon was manning the
wheel in our cab. My uncle Mosig was prolifically smoking cigarettes
curbside. | felt myself having that experience much more in Bolis than
I did in Yerevan, and | felt strangely guilty about it. As we navigated
our way to the entrance of our hotel, a denim-clad employee greeted
us with a wave and a tobacco tinted smile. Through hand gestures and
broken English, we seemed to understand one another. After
requesting my passport for scanning purposes, the emblazoned Royal
Arms of Canada on the front cover lead the hotel clerk to mutter, while
pointing, “You..Canada?”| nodded my confirmation and his grin made
a second appearance. “You look Turkish. You look like me!” | felt guilt.
That guilt slowly turn to anger.

On the eve of the 24th, we wandered the cobblestone streets
surrounding our hotel with no real purpose. It was hastily decided that
we would not eat anything that day, a hunger strike of sorts. A
vending machine offering roasted mixed nuts proved to be tempting.
Stubborn will, and the fact that the machine had served as a canvas
for a detailed homage to Attaturk in graffiti form quickly put an end to
any traces of hunger. The night before, chants of ‘Amman Amman
Turkin Mamman” were bouncing across Republic Square in Yerevan
and System of a Down graced thousands with a 2 and a half hour




outdoor concert. While the band played Sartarabad, | looked around
through dense rain and embraced my friends. We had made the trip to
Yerevan together, we were enjoying a moment that would often be
revisited in future memories.

Now, barely 24 hours later, the majority of my friends had remained in
Yerevan, as my fellow Ardziv colleague and | were exploring a whole
other range of emotions together. We sat down at an unassuming
café, and decided that ordering chai would be appropriate, still
clinging on to the tatters of our spontaneous fast. The same Turk that
we were passionately slinging obscenities at a night before, was
patiently waiting for our order. He had a sweet smile and when |
noticed it, once again | felt guilt. As we sat and dissected the day, the
reality of where we were was setting in, and we noticed an impressive
building directly in front of us. Our curiosity piqued, we took a closer
look: The Museum of Turkish and Islamic Arts.

“You know what this place is, right?”| nodded. This building was
rebranded as a museum, but 100 years ago, it served as a holding station,
a central prison. In 1915, individuals from the Bolis Armenian community,
including intellectuals and cultural leaders, were arrested in their homes,
detained there, and sent off to the Haydarpasha train station.

Countless intellectuals rounded up like cattle. My mind forced me to
think about my own family. My father’s parents were both orphans,
and my great grandfather was mercilessly killed- his skull was crushed
as he tended to his fields. As we went back to sipping our now
luke-warm chais, the Turkish waiter returned to ask how we were
doing. His smile was still sweet, and | hated him. We gazed off at the
building in silence, communicating only with sighs under a collective
cloud of melancholy. The fact that both of us could recite Varoujan,
Siamanto made us proud. We spoke Armenian fluently, we both had
beautiful Armenian names. But when the time came to express my
thoughts, my self-reflection, the fact is that English provides me with
more suitable and more polished tools. | thought of this as well, and
was disheartened. My future children, will they be able to express
themselves in their mother tongue? Will they be able to explore the
great Armenian icons’ body of work? A myriad of questions and
sentiments seem to wrap themselves around us and then drift up past
this unassuming café, down the streets of Bolis...

We tried to take advantage of our time, treating it more as some sort
of pilgrimage: visiting and paying respect to all the landmarks, all the
institutions that vibrated an Armenian consciousness. After walking
by the spot where Hrant Dink was murdered and saying a silent prayer
at the footsteps of the building that used to be home to the Agos
Newspaper, we made our way to the Sisli Armenian Cemetery- the

place that still serves as a final resting spot for so many members of
the Armenian community in Turkey. We solemnly walked through the
stretch of plots, reading the last names etched in marble.

We ended at Varoujan'’s grave, mulling over the sad reality that this
was no resting place for the great poet- like so many of his people, his
bones were scattered and his flesh not accounted for. We stood in
deep contemplation when suddenly a beautiful, melancholy
afternoon prayer made its way from the minarets and wrapped itself
around our surrounding. The melody pushed its way into my
consciousness and there it was again- fully developed rage.

We had the luxury of knowing a local in Bolis- an active member of
the Armenian community who | often bombarded with questions, in
rapid-fire succession. | wanted to understand to what extent can an
Armenian be proud of their cultural identity in Istanbul? She attended
an Armenian elementary school, an Armenian high school, but the
administration was lead by Turkish local educators. How do they
operate within those limitations? These schools don't permit
Armenian history being taught in their classrooms. How do you know
yourself if you are not taught your history? The same classrooms
usually have a blown up image of Attaurk decorating the walls.
Perhaps know your enemy best?

She tried her best to answer our questions, understand our confusion
and paint us a picture we could see for ourselves. She regaled us with
anecdotes- a young, patriotic Armenian couple who had grown up in
the United States .The husband had been offered a beneficial position
with a firm that was located in Istanbul, and the young couple decided
to make the move with their infant daughter. Armenian institutions
were researched, and one was decided on. During their daughter’s
first week of school, the young girl's homework assignment was to
present to the class the students favourite picture of Atatiirk and
explain what makes her love the father of Turkey so much- the little
girl quickly was transferred to an American school. This is the reality
for our brothers and sisters living on the bridge between Europe and
Asia. Our friend explained that things have changed for the better in
recent years. She doesn’t have to look over her shoulder when
discussing Armenian themed issues in her mother tongue, yet she is
not fully comfortable, and believes that she will never be. She spoke
about her Armenian friends marrying Turkish women, and the wives
going through baptism ceremonies and adhering to Armenian
traditions. These Turkish women share expressions of love like “hokis”
and “sirahar” on their husbands various social media platforms. Should
they not be allowed to love as well?

I learned through my time in Bolis that if one wants to look hard
enough, they can find meaning or metaphor in everything. On our
first day, as we made purposeful strides towards the protest/
commemoration near Taksim Square, the surrounding birds seemed
to be circling with purpose as well. 'm not sure why, but | was certain
that | would get shit on by one of them. It wasn't because of self-
loathing , nor was it an angry thought. | just had an eerily peaceful
feeling that it was going to happen. Sure enough, as we sat down on
pavement, sitting-in protest and rubbing knees with our fellow
Armenian, Kurdish and Turkish brethren, | was baptized with a healthy
excrement. Trapped in this bubble of hyper-awareness | attempted a
parallel- as | sat in my moment of solidarity, experiencing the
camaraderie and the urge to forgive, was | being reminded that the
truth is ugly, and... well, shitty? Was the white shit a form of
absolution? A symbolic mark of cleanliness? Excreting past stigma?
Maybe the bird just needed to take a shit. o
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Gu, NnNLU, wWU...

«Bu, nnil, w...» uhttwht Uk Ypuwp Yupnu) mwuppkp muphpubpnt
L ubinkpnt quuquit fupshpibpp wjuqub thipbpne dwuhhb...

0pu k bwjuwuhpwd ghppry:

Un uhpbd upnu) Uuwhhwn Uupghubwth
“NMupnt Uhynnnu” ghppp. jutiuihp kb hp
gqpoiphruttpp b uupubpp:

GpL wrhp niubkbwghp nbtk huym htwn

quitwp Up qnyugnighsny qpnigh....

zkuphy Upthpuptwuht htw, npnghtnto
nntuqunul fpunuy own Yp uhpbd, b wb hd
wdkukt uhpwsé dupghlu k. wtt ghu G pd pojnp
Susgud wudbkpu tbipptisws E hp dwipqhlhh nghny,
nwunuinny kL wohtwnwuhpm phwdp:

B st & pligh hundwp huyniphwb
lunphputipwiin:

Upwpwun (Enp htsh hwdwp junphppwtpywlut k.
dwijuuyupuntqtu dhskt hhdw, tpp Zujuunwt
nubkd, Upwpwwn (bkep 4p gunlbpugubd:
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0'pb k bwuwuhpwd ghppry:
Lutwignytt ghppp, qnp wdpnngm phiudp
| pUpnpputkd, Uhtwu Bltojkjkwtuh «tap dp

gpujumtnmphii»uk, npnit pupbpgnidny Yp
Swbopwiwd hinhtuwlutpnt Yhwtpht b

gpuljut qnpékpnit:

Gpt wnhp ntukuwjhp nktk hwynt hin quiup dp

unipdny qpnighy....
Utjuuljus Uhudwipnih htwn. wtnp

gpniphtuubpnit prpupwtiship punp ghu Yp hdugk:

B’tsh & pligh hwdwp huym phwi
hunphpyutipwn:

«Z» wmwnp htsh hwdwp junphppwipywlwt k-
Zuyly, Zwywunwl, hwyptuhp, huytpku b
Zudwqquyyhi:



THE WALLS OF
INJUSTICE MUST
CRUMBLE
FROM WITHIN

REFLECTIONS FROM
APRIL 24 IN ISTANBUL

By: Rupen Janbazian, AYF Toronto “Simon Zavarian” Chapter - Alumnus

It was decided a year ago and confirmed to the world through a
Facebook status:

“This year, | was lucky enough to be in Armenia on April 24 for
the first time...Next year, | hope to join you all to commemorate
the Centennial in Istanbul.” - April 24, 2014

We had spoken about it for years with friends — being in Istanbul for
the Centennial of the Armenian Genocide—the city where the crime
started 100 years ago.

It seemed like a great idea at the time. People supported it and
agreed that it was, in fact, important to be there - there were plenty
of ‘likes’and comments in solidarity. But as the days leading up to the
Centennial crept up, concern quickly replaced support and friends
and family began trying to convince me not to go.

The standard “it will be dangerous,” or “what if something were to
happen to you,” were understandable—especially since it came from
those who had not been to Turkey. What struck me as peculiar though
was the ever-prevalent notion that by leaving Canada on the 24th, we
were abandoning my community when it needed me most.

*X¥

Over the past five or so years, a small group of Turkish citizens including
ethnic Turks, Kurds, and Armenians, have been gathering on April 24 to
commemorate the genocide. | believed that it was imperative for me to
also take part on this significant anniversary.

After spending a week in Yerevan and participating in various
genocide Centennial events there, including the open-air
System of a Down concert at Republic Square on April 23, my
childhood friend Varak and | boarded a plane on the morning of
the 24th, and arrived in Istanbul just as the commemoration on
Istiklal Street was beginning.

*X¥

The commemoration event in Taksim Square began with a Wishing Tree
ceremony, when participants from Turkey and abroad tied strips of
fabric to a tree as homage to the victims and survivors of the genocide.

A centuries-old ritual, Armenians have tied pieces of cloth on “wishing
trees"—each rag representing a wish, a prayer with the hopes of a
divine response.

Following the Wishing Tree ceremony, participants held pictures of
Armenian intellectuals who were murdered a century ago in
Istanbul—a hundred years later, our greats like Zohrab, Varoujan, and
Zartarian had joined us once again.

*X¥

During our sit-in at the entrance to Istiklal Street, we heard a far-away
group of protestors marching our way. | thought the approaching crowd
was on its way to disturb our commemoration - after all, we were in Turkey.

But instead, | came face to face with protestors holding banners and
signs written in Turkish and Armenian, urging their government to
recognize the Armenian Genocide.

It was impossible not to join them—yelling slogans we barely
understood, in a language we long despised.

It is difficult to describe the energy around us that day.

*X¥

During the commemoration, Dr. Heghnar Zeitlian Watenpaugh
delivered a speech in Armenian and Turkish. Watenpaugh said she had
brought her two young children along so that they would “embrace the
land of their ancestors." It was her wish for them to live in a world “in
which we can stand together with dignity, equality, and justice for all
the people of this land, and for all people around the world”

Indeed, we had come to stand together with Turks, Kurds, Assyrians, and
Armenians for that very reason—not only for the victims of the genocide, or
in solidarity with those who dared to speak up in Turkey, but for humanity
as a whole. We stood, not only because we had promised ourselves we
would—we stood because we believed that Turkey can change.

*X¥

Turkish civil society is evolving—the commemoration and protest on
the 24th was proof of this. This is evident in the thousands of non-
Armenian Turkish citizens who are willing to risk their wellbeing and
safety to shed light on the Armenian Genocide and demand that their
government recognize the century-old crime. Dialogue with Turkish
civil society can be the catalyst to bring forth a mental shift, away from
the nationalistic propaganda that has plagued generations of Turkish
denialists. It is important to acknowledge that these are only small,
initial steps, and that these activists represent a small minority.

It is imperative for us—Armenians from all around the world who are
directly connected to the history of the Armenian Genocide—to be a
part of this change. If the Turkish people learn the truth about their own
past, they will surely demand their government to do the right thing
and acknowledge their history. The citizens of Turkey have a voice and a
vote in Turkey, and thus, are the only ones who can put pressure on
their government and ultimately bring about change in the country.

“THISYEAR, IWAS LUCKY ENOUGH TO BE IN
ARMENIA ON APRIL 24 FOR THE FIRST

TIME.. NEXTYEAR, I HOPE TO JOINYOU

ALLTO COMMEMORATE THE CENTENNIAL

IN ISTANBUL.” - APRIL 24, 2014

It is therefore our duty to begin talking with the people of Turkey so that
the true history of the Armenian Genocide can begin to be known to the
masses. | am convinced that once that happens, slowly but surely, they
will do the rest.

*X¥

| do not feel like we abandoned our community on April 24. On the
contrary, | believe that by witnessing what happened in Istanbul on
the Centennial of the Armenian Genocide, we were able to see the
small steps towards change in Turkey and take part in an important
process already taking shape in the country.

The walls of injustice must crumble from within. o
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People talk.

“Armenian-ness;” equal parts guarding the mother tongue and native land. Both parts carry equal weight, but is it the
same for all others guarding their “ness”’es? How important is language for the many different groups that call Toronto

home? We hit the city streets to find out.

Ken
Welder, 63

Me leaving the Philippines wasn't an
easy choice. | came to this beautiful
country almost 30 years ago, and
slowly started bringing my family
over. My children are proud
Canadians, as am . | love how they
speak English without any accent,
but | love it even more that they
speak Tagalog with each other.

Dave
Electrician, 53

| used to speak Papiamento on the
island. It's a Creole language and it
automatically reminds me of my
family, who for the most part are no
longer with us. My kids never got the
chance to learn it. Even though |
haven't been in decades, | continue
to see Aruba in my daydreams.

Upope | 2015-]p. 3 I 24

Armen
Student, 16

| can do the whole “Hello, how are
you?’, and “You're beautiful” thing in
Farsi. A couple of classic lines. If | ever
have kids, | know it would make my
mom really happy if they spoke Farsi.
| doubt they will. If the language isn't
really important for me, | don’t think
it will be for them either.

Satpreet
Student, 20

| speak Punjabi. Who knows if | ever
will have children, but if | do, I'll make
sure my kids speak my language. This
world, and especially this country
show-cases and encourages cultural
diversity. If we were to compare it to
nature, there are many beautiful,
exotic flowers. Why only be satisfied
with a single rose.

Ron
Veteran, 76

| left Scotland many, many years ago
to fight overseas. I've seen first hand
how important freedom and peace
is. | wish | had had children so | could
have showed them where | grew up. |
was watching Scotland on YouTube
the other day playing rugby. The
national anthem still gives me chills.

Brian
Engineer, 31

I guess I'm lucky that I'm bilingual. | owe
it to my parents. Of course studies show
that a child will be better rounded if
they can speak more than one language.
I always try to teach my kids the
importance of being the best person
they can be. Plus, | think it's adorable
when my daughter can interact with
her babushka in her native tongue.




Ywndt...
Take a look...

literature | photography | music | art

2015 marks the Centennial of the Armenian
Genocide and the world is commemorating and
paying tribute in many ways. This year has already
seen the publication of several books and volumes
that deal with various aspects of the genocide. From
the publication of memoirs and first-hand accounts
to anthologies of poetry and fiction, the 100th
anniversary has given writers the opportunity to
shed light on the century-old crime.

Marian Mesrobian MacCurdy’s Sacred Justice: The Voices and Legacy of the
Armenian Operation Nemesis uses many literary styles to tell the story of one
of the most interesting aspects of modern Armenian history. The book is the
result of meticulous, years-long research and study. Not only has Mesrobian
MacCurdy been able to offer a comprehensive historical account of an important
aspect of modern Armenian history, but through the personal narratives of
her grandparents and those directly involved with Operation Nemesis, she has
given readers a look into the details, which were previously unavailable.

In a letter sent to his colleagues in the United States in 1921, Shahan Natalie
described the assassination of the chief mastermind of the Armenian
Genocide, Talaat Pasha, as a “sacred work of justice.” Nearly 100 years later,
Mesrobian MacCurdy’s book proves to be another significant work in the
quest for justice for the 1.5 million victims that were killed a century ago.

Describing Colelctif Medz Bazar’s sound as eclectic would be equal parts
over-simplification and stating the obvious. The group projects an avant garde,
folky waft of both sound and energy. The multicultural ensemble interprets the
traditional melodies of the Middle East, Caucasus and Balkans, while playing
original compositions that have been marinated in each
band member’s own cultural background. French,
American and Anatolian soul is put on display, each cultural
background adding its unique piece to the musical mosaic.

Based out of Paris, Collectif Medz Bazar was sprung onto

the musical consciousness of the world after 2014 - a year
that saw them perform at multiple venues and festivals all around Armenia.
The year was capped off with their performance at the first international
Tsovits Tsov Music Festival in Moscow, which provided an opportunity for
Armenian artists all around the world to be present on one stage.

This is not to say they also haven't encountered their own share of controversy.
An Armenian listener might fall into the trap of not fully committing to a band
that sings Armenian, Turkish and Azerbaijani songs with equal gusto. When
asked if their inclusion of material from parts of the world that dont have a
healthy relationship with Armenia is a politically inclined move, the

band expresses that they choose the content based on melody with no
underlying attempt to bridge gaps.

Their approach is to“Leave the politics to the politicians."The group
performed an open air concert in Dikranagerd, where the music was
enjoyed by Turks, Kurds and Armenians alike. Actions may speak louder
than words, as a predominantly Armenian group has toured Turkey
reinterpreting Sayat Nova and Gomidas with lively renditions. However, is
their international platform being squandered by not voicing opinions of
injustice when given the opportunity? In any case, Collectif Medz Bazar
knows how to get the crowd moving. | collectifmedzbazar.bandcamp.com
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Scout Tufankjian received photographic notoriety by
becoming the only independent journalist to follow
Senator Barack Obama from the initial stage of announcing
his candidacy through to his victory on election night.

The images she captured during the campaign

produced the bestselling book Yes We Can: Barack

Obama'’s History-Making Presidential Campaign. Her picture of
Michelle and Barack Obama partaking in a warm embrace
became the most liked picture on Facebook and the most
re-tweeted picture in history.

Her latest collection is called The Armenian Diaspora Project, though
labelling it merely a collection of photographs would be a gross
simplification of the body of work. Scout trekked to different
continents during 4 years to bear witness to the eclectic, multi-
faceted, surviving Armenian Diaspora. Communities from Calcutta to
Ethiopia are showcased, and the similar chestnut tinted smiling faces
of young Armenians transcend global coordinates.

The book There is Only the Earth: Images from the Armenian Diaspora
Project highlights the theme of survival, with each individual and each
community sharing a different understanding of what being
Armenian is. The book was ready for publication by April 2015, the
Centennial of the Armenian Genocide and its pages are filled with
photographs and print alike, featuring personal narratives of what
each pocket of the Diaspora means to the individual witnessing it.
Looking forward past 1915, the book mirrors the true strength and
resilience of the Armenian people.

Aydoibojoyd

Through a collection that manages to find the balance between
minimalist forms and elaborate patterns, Narinée Tchilinguirian has
been able to showcase elements of Armenian

cultural and architectural heritage and gracefully

showcase them via her thoughtful collections of

rings, brooches and necklaces. The truly one of a

kind collection is elegant and masterfully crafted.

The jewellery she has produced is definitely more

than just visual eye candy.

Narinée has been steeped in creativity; she grew

up in a family of designers — her father, a jewelry

designer, mother, an interior designer and sister, a graphic designer.
Her passion for design, cultural heritage, and the interplay of both
worlds started at a very early age and is a core part of who she is.

Her education in interior architecture laid the path for her to continue
breathing originality. She moved to Milan, Italy to pursue her passion for
product and furniture design at the prestigious Politecnico Di Milano,
where she completed two Masters Degrees with distinction.

Her thesis explored the world of Armenian contemporary design,
a theme that almost has a palpable presence in her collection. Each
piece is uniquely curated as an aesthetically bold adornment that

carries a narrative, an inspiration. Elements of Armenian costumes, (@)
characters and architectural ornaments transform the individual -

wearing the jewellery into a real life, breathing display case
mirroring the Armenian cultural aesthetic.

Her unbridled passion for quality craftsmanship, her respect and value
for her heritage, along with the determination of making her thesis a
real life project, have led her to launch this debut collection, under the
brand name “NARINEE” — a testimonial to years of study and research.

We're excited to see this talented designer gain international
praise. We won't follow the predictable “we told you so” route.

narinee.com



artist’'s studio

FEATURED ARTIST: ISHKHAN GHAZARIAN

Ishkhan Ghazarian was born in Toronto, Canada where he attended A.R.S. Armenian Private School. He is currently studying at the Ontario
Collage of Art and Design University (OCAD-U), and is in the process of completing a Bachelor of Fine Arts in Photography. His
photographic styles include Landscape, Architecture, Portraiture, Wildlife, Street, Macro, and B&W, photographing in both digital and film

mediums. He focuses on documenting moments in time that others miss, expressing his thoughts and emotions through his photographs.
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1. Red Blue Orange 2.Hazard (35 mm Film) 3. An Old Friend 4. Reflections
5.Toronto Night 6. Piazza San Marco 7.0One with Nature
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SALES REPRESENTATIVE

“By going the extra mile,
I provide excellent results
for my clients.”

OFFICE: 416.443.0300 DIRECT: 416.893.6763
EMAIL: lena@royallepage.ca
WEB: www.mytorontohome.com
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RoOvaLlepace Signature Realty
| (11T N D OWNED & OPERATED BEROKERAGE

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
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