LENPUSNH3I3NFU

{wiwqquwihh  nuwbOn-nwywb  dwynipwht L Yppwywb 10-pn
hwywpht dwulwygbint Gwwuwwyny 10 Gpypbtphg GpLwlb GO dwdwbb]
uthntrpwhwy 50 ntuwbnnOtp, huy <wjwuwwnwbhg” 6 nuwbnnbtn: <wywph
wwunnOw-ywb pwgnidp wnbnh nibbgwy 2004 p. hnithup 19-ha BML
hyncpwwnwbp: Unyl hwydwpp 2wnpnibwyytine £ dphbslk 2004 p. hniyhup 31-p:
{wywplb hp 069 pOngpynid £ pE Yppwywl L pE dawynipuwyhl wnwpptn
6pwankn:

{wiwqaqwihGh  nuwOnnw-Ywb dwynipuwht L Yppwlwb hwywph
hpdwywl  Owwuwwyl £ uhyniepwhwy  nuwbnnnugwlp  Swlnpwglt|
hwjywywb dwyny-phla, wwuwnidnipwlp, wqgqwihlt wndtputphlb, Yppnipjwl
hwiawyuwp-ght L hptbg hwyptawyhgbtph hGwn hwpptbpnipyntGbGpp ubpunwglt)
nt hwypGawuhpnipntt uGpawOb(:

untuuuvuu UN2ULUL3UU

kkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk

hU™2 t UGN SUNRGMNHB3NFLL <UNBULUY, BE ° NdRUNSNIB3NtU

Nnptpquywl Awywwwaghpp hwy wqghl gpb| £ wafuwphh nwpptp
woayniGbtp, uwywybt Ywiph nudb nt drnwétwybpwp oy stndtghl hwtph
dhwiuwrOyb] wnwpptp wqgbph htwin: Ywpbph pbpwgpnid hwjbpp unbndénid
thG wqagp dhwynpnn dheongltn, npwtugh wwhwwotlt hwyng [Ganih, wywah-
nnyplEpp L dowynypp: Wn dhongbtphg dGyp <wiwqquwihth niuwbnnwyw
dwynipwiht L Yppwywb hwdwpb t, npp dhwynpnud | wpfuwphwuthinie
hwjGphG: Wu hwdwpp 0Gq hOGwpwydnpnigintd £t wwihu  hwdbdw-unt)
Mntuwunwbh  wpbdnwinph uhnieph Gppunwuwpnnegintop {wjwuwnwbh



Gpnhunwuwpnnipgywlb hGw: Urweohl huy optiphg wythwyun nwpdwy, pt his
tnwpptp GUp dGUp pninpu: Upldniinph  uthjniepp tnwppbp Gpypotbp GG
GEpYwywglniy, npunbn dnnnypnwywpwywb uygpnibpp hhdbjwé tp nwnpbp
2wpnibwy: Upldniinph hwytph dhnipynibp thwy qunnigh tnwywdnpnepynib
pnnOnLd: Lpwbg htwin 2hhybip 2w ndqwp £, pwbh np unbnéynd £ wybwhup
Ywpéhp, np wyn dwpnhy dGéw-dwuwdp funtuwdhnid 60 hybinig, pwbh nn
Opwlg dunwétblwytpwp wnwpptp-ynud £ gnuulbbphg: 20wjwé wOqwd Yups
dwiwlwy 2hybinitg Yuptih £ GYwunt, vnnwpptpnipyntGbtpp Gnybhuy hptbg
gwnniplbpnid: OphGwy 9Q16UnGh L UnGpGwih hwtpp wybih 60 hwyywé
2hdbnilb, wybh jwy GO wnphpwwbwnnud hwyt-npeo |Ggypht L wywhwwlnid
wywl-nnypltpp, pwb wy Gpyplbph qunpwywbibpp L UdGphywih  wy
GwhwGqbbpnid pwyynn wpbdnw-hwytnpp:

hGs JGpwptpnid b {wjwu-nnwbh L Upgwfuh Gphunwuwpnne-pjulp,
www wrwohl hwyjwgphg Gpwbp 2wuwn pwnn G0 pyncd, uwywyb wyju wikLls nbh
hp pwgwuwupni-pntbp, npnOp 60T wplbgwb dunwéb-wybpwp, hwwywa
wywbnwuww-innigntbp: Uwyw)b Gpwbg hGwn 2thybihu hwuywOnid Gu, np
wrwohlt hwjwgpp fuwpniupy t, pwbh np Gpwbg hGun funubhu 2wwn Gnpwbnp L
hGunwppphn  wnbnbynipntbbbn  Gu  unwlOnd  pn hwyptbhph, wqah L
hwuwpwynigywb Jdwuhb:  <wjwu-nwbh  Gppunwuwnpnnepntp Yupnn  §
funuwygnipntt wwywhnybi; qubw-qub ptdwbtnph 2nLno:

hGs yGpwpbpnud £ Antuwu-inwOh uthyniepwhwynipjwOp, 2wwn ndwn L
atq, OGpYw-wglb: Uwywyt Yygwllwbwh npnwyh-npGlb  wwpgbglbg
wuwdébbpu. wpldninph uhnirpwhw)bph dGéwdwubnigintbp ny  dh wwppb-
pnipinLh sh nand Nincuwunwbh hwjtph W hwjwuwnwbaghbtph dhol: Ujn thwuwnp
nipwiuwgbnd £, uwywib sh hwdwwwunwufuwOnid hpwywOnepywOp, pwGh np
{wjwu-inwlhg qunpwdolbpp Yuqginid 60 Nncuwuwnwbh uthynieph 30%-p, wjb
dwiwbwy, Gpp 20%-p° wpldnywb <wjwuwnwbh, 30%-p° Unpptowbh L 20%-p
YpwuwnnwOh L vU<LU-h wy| GpypbEph gunpwywlatp Go:

huywywl Nnuwunwbh hwb noh hp d69 2 uygpnibp’ wplbywl L
Gypnwywywl™  [phOGnd wqwuwu  thdwl  dG9, nhuynnty-GGpnd, wgqwun
pOunpnigntnid, hwgniunnh ndnd L wpuwpht wbupnd  wdpnnontpjwip
MNniuwu-inwbh hwytph pnpny G0 «wplbywbO» npnawyh qébnp:

20wywdé wyu pnnn twppb-pnipnLtGGha, dG0p pninpu wtwnp £ hhtop,
np dGp nudp Ywywbniud £ wqgh chwubnipjwb dGo:

UhLU3G6L <Uurnrk@3ntu3uu
MNnwutptOhg hwytptt pwpgiwbbg
untuULLU Ur2ueuusuue



Atnunpnigynth nGwh Qurbh - QGnwnpn

Lwjwunwbh <wOpwwbwunn-pjwb nupwpwbgnip wygbinth hwdwp 2wwn
hppwpdwl 6O wygbinugntbbpp <<€ wWwwnidwywb  Jwptp, wewdbp Lu
hGunwppphp L lnwwynphs G0 uhynirpwhwy hwdw]-uwpwbwywbbtph hwdwp:
Un tp wwwdwep, np <wiwqqujhb hw-ywph JugdwytpwhsGenh Ynndhg
Ywqgldwytpwytg wyn ninLnpnigintp: Nwuwbnnbtpt wrewelwhbpp wgt-|Gghl
Quwrlnt vnwdwpp: QwrGne nwdwpp Ywenigybp b Quelne wdipnghb yhg
Spnwuwn wppwjh Ynnihg: Cwwn hGunwppphp t QurOnt nnwdwnph nwhih&p, npp
GCwpwwbu-qwsé  tp wppnibwywl  pUnnibGne-gntbbGph - hwdwp, L
wuwwunwywb pwnOhpp, npp pwnywgwdé tn snpu ShwOdwb uGbwybtphg, huy
JGpohl uGOjwynid gunbynid tp Ypwywpwbp, npintnhg gninp2hb dnynud tp
gjniu ubOywylbnp:

<wlnbpdwpwOh hwwnwya wdipnnon-yht ywwndwé tp Uqwun gbiunhg
pGpywd tnwubhhbg tnwpptp gnyat-ph fjudwpwptpny:

Urnwyb] U6 hGwnwppp-ppnipint £ OBpwyuwywglnid QGnwpnh
Jwbpwihb hwidwihpp: WO hwy swpunwpwwtunnigjwb jwyw-gnit Ynpnnbbphg
t: Abnwpnp uygpnid Wwwnywob] t Qupwpwb-GGph tnninhdh, huy hGlnwagw)nid
wogb| £ MenyubUGph tinhdpb: QGnwpnh wwuinbphb dhbs opu wwh-wywoyby k
Mrenyjwbl6ph wtinhdh ghGwGwbp. 2pwowbwyh 69 wwwybpywd t weynid,
npp wwhnd | Gquib gincfup, huy wybh Gpplnid”™ ywwnytpywé £ wnéhy, npa
hp 2wOytph 469 § web| qurtnLyhh:

Awnbnpnigintbp - 066 nglinpn-pintt - wewowgnptg hwiwjuwnpwOw-
Ywbbtph dnunn L Gpwbp 2wwn hwpniun nwwynpnigintbbtpny yG-puwnwnpdw
hjnLpwunniG:

J4hySNN3U ULG_UUL3UU

sk sk sk sk st sk st sl ke sfe ke sk sk sk ko

INDIVIDUAL GAIN IN COLLECTIVE ACCOMPLISHMENTS

I am Ar+Hovig Ishkhanian. I am thousands of years old. How old are you? I have
a rich history spanning back to the beginning of civilizations. How deep can you trace
your roots?

I share in the history and culture of Armenia; for, I have realized that part of that
history belongs to me. The literature, architecture, language, land, and culture all belong
to me. It belongs to me because it cannot belong to anyone else. It doesn’t belong to the
men that created them: all of them have long been dead. It doesn’t belong to the books
that contain the information, nor the people who published the books. It cannot belong to
the government or the church because both institutions exist only because of the support
of people like me. As a result of having the rights to my portion of the Armenian history,



I £el a sense of identity that is much greater than anything I would ever be able to
accomplish on my own.

In America we are taught that the power and the rights of the individual supercede
those of the collective. The power of the individual may evolve to the point where each
man becomes his own island. However, as an Armenian I believe we cannot afford the
luxury of all becoming individual players and sensibly we should never even have the
want to exercise such a luxury. As a member of the collection of people that form the
Armenian population, I feel I share in all the victories of the Armenian people. Not only
victories of the past, but also modern day achievements. For example, ’'m even elated
when Andre Agassi wins the French Open, not because I am a close personal friend of
the man, but because an Armenian is the French Open champion. As a result of being a
member of the collective the individual feels a sense of accomplishment beyond himself.
However, although I’'m sure I don’t have to mention that individual performance is vital
to the success of the collective, I am going to say it anyway.

Each member of the collective can decide whether they want to sit idly and share
in the accomplishments of the collective or take an active part in adding to our rich
history. We as Armenians have a responsibility to add to our identity or at least preserve
it. I do not mean we should set our lives aside, but we all should think about how much
we take from this culture and how relatively little we really give back. How much would
you be willing to pay for the culture, friends, communities, and homeland you have
enjoyed your whole life? Do you believe you have even paid a small part of that amount?
We need to consider these questions so that the next time we are high up on a mountain
road looking out our bus window and basking the beauty of the Armenian landscape we
can smile knowing we have earned our portion of Armenia.

Ari-Hovig Iskhanian
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ARAMOUS VILLAGE

On July 20'", while visiting the village of Aramous, we spent time with students from the
local school. The children greeted us with warm words and bright smiles.

As the principal was giving a tour of the two-story building, he informed us of his plans
to expand and improve the condition of the school, mentioning that anyone of the young
curious students could grow up to become a famous poet or scientist.

Additionally, a teacher told us that starting at a very young age the children go to school
for half of the day and work in the fields for the rest of the time. With great pride, we also
discovered that the population of the school is six hundred.



Overall, the trip to Aramous was an enlightening one, allowing us to meet and spend time
with students from Armenia.

Annie Voskerchian
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Armenia, 2 years later....

I have been apart of Homenetmen in London since the age of seven and came to Armenia
in 2002 for a Jamboree. I had an amazing time and met many young Armenians from
many other countries. I consider myself to be extremely lucky being given this
opportunity to visit Armenia again soon after my last visit, especially under such different
circumstances. Coming here with Hamazkayin has been a very different from what I
expected. I had never done anything without Homenetmen before and had not met a lot of
people who were not part of Homenetmen, but I have been pleasantly surprised with the
difference. Everything I know and have learned about Armenia and being an Armenian
has come from Homenetmen and going to Scouts every week for 13 years, and yet there
is still so much I had learned so much being in Armenia, this time without Homenetmen,
from the sights we have seen, despite seeing them two years ago, to the way people of my
age have been brought up in there countries.

I have always found it so amazing how close I feel to other Diasporan Armenians after
only knowing them for a few days. There are still many people I am in contact with that I
met 2 years ago and I am sure there will be many more from this trip also, even though



we live in different parts of the world, we seem to share the same nentality if being
Armenian. One simple example being the way we feel about coming to our homeland and
seeing Mount Ararat and all the other places we were told stories about as children; that
feeling we experience cannot be described or explained to “odars” because we have kept
our culture alive within us, where ever we are in the world and we will continue to do so
for many generations to come.

ADRIENNE GARIBIAN
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REFLECTIONS

Just a few days ago, we visited the local school in Aramous village. This school,
in its current decrepit condition, is in dire need of renovations. During our short stay, a
very pertinent point was raised by the people welcoming us; that even in a school in a
relatively remote and desolate area can produce prodigal children if only given the means
and opportunities.

We also recently had the pleasure of attending Dikran Hairabedian’s play “44
Degrees” as presented by the Hamazkayin theatre. The three native Armenian actors are
without a doubt gifted in their craft. Their stage presence and the thoroughness with



which they interpret their character are outstanding. The play dealt with the issue of
Armenians fleeing their homeland Dr lack of opportunities, but returning upon realizing
their attachment to their homeland.

These talented young actors are an excellent example of why it is so important
that the educational institutions around Armenia are improved. These individuals were
lucky to have the opportunity to graduate from the Hamazkayin Performing arts academy
while others are rarely so fortunate. Now with their invitations to perform in England and
France, they have the chance to expand their personal horizons, while performing for the
Armenian Diaspora. Perhaps with some training in foreign languages (that is assuming
they don’t already have some), they can even perform for nomArmenian speaking
people.

It will take a great effort to develop Armenia to an acceptable world standard.
However, such an achievement is largely dependent on the youth. The future Armenian
generations must have the opportunity to learn and discover the world. Hopefully, given
better educations, they will have the desire to become global citizens just like these three
young actors are becoming.

RAFFI AFEYAN
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WHAT IT MEANS TO BE ARMENIAN?

Many Armenians ask themselves this question. What does it mean to be an
Armenian? And who is considered an Armenian? Surely being Armenian is not solely
based on the ever- present “ian” ending of our last name. Nor is being Armenian
comprised of attending Church on Holidays and joining in on a “shoorch bar” every so
often. Being Armenian is a part of my being. It seeps deep into the marrow of my bones
and pours out with every action and emotion. It is not only the knowledge of our history
or the uttering of our language that makes us Armenian. Being Armenian is part of an
ideology that differs with each person.

Visiting Armenia for the first time has been a learning experience with which my
beliefs have solidified. With each passing day in my homeland I know for certain that I



am Armenian. It is not only the education I received while attending Armenian school,
nor my participation in various Armenian youth and cultural associations that make me
who I am. I am Armenian because of the values instilled in me by my parents, teachers
and mentors while involved in Armenian activities. Being Armenian is in everything I do
and say. It influences my actions and thoughts.

Regardless of where we live, whether in the United States, Europe, or even
Armenia, it is our spirits that make us Armenian. Living in the Diaspora makes being an
Armenian first and an American second a challenge. However laborious, it is a task I
take upon myself wholeheartedly. Fighting assimilation and preserving my Armenian
being in a foreign land is a small sacrifice for the struggles of our ancestors. For me,
introducing myself to a stranger as an Armenianr American is a privilege. And one I do
not take for granted. As our famed poet Baruyr Sevag wrote, “We are few, but we are
called Armenians...We are, we shall be and become many.”

NOEME CHAHENIAN
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JOURNEY TO ARMENIA
AN AGE OLD LONGING REALIZED

One of the great aspirations of my life, from the time of my childhood, has been to have
my longing eyes embrace the sacred ancestral lands from which I emanated...the expanse
of land that we have come to know as Armenia. Throughout my life, Armenia, has not
only signified a charted region on a mere map, but rather a concept characterizing the
strength of a people who have endured the unspeakable and not only have survived, but
continue to live on with a newfound courage. The nation of Armenia is an honorable
nation, for from the ashes it has once again risen for the entire world to behold its
radiating strength and courage, cloaked in the eternal fire of the Armenian heart and
spirit. Though darkness fell upon the kingdom of Armenia, presently, the brilliant sun is
rising once again upon the very peak of Mount Ararat, illuminating the sacred land of
Armenia, and lifting the darkness that for ages seized over the presence of the people of
Armenia. Armenia, up until today has been a vision in the far off distances upon the
horizon. Today it has been the realization of an age-old longing.

I, as an American Armenian living in the Diaspora, have a unique awareness of what it
means to be an Armenian. Though I have not been born in Armenia, as the Very
Reverend Father Hayr Vrouyr once remarked, “Armenia has been born in us.” The love
that I hold and the attachment that I feel to Armenia have been passed on from generation
to generation. Though we as a people have had our innocence taken away and our lands
stripped away from our hands, our forefathers not once forgot who they were and where
they came from. The love that was in their hearts was carefully passed on and bestowed
upon their descendants, and it is that same love and admiration that our ancestors carried,
that we now carry in our own hearts. The responsibility and burden of an Armenian,



especially that of a Diaspora Armenian is immense, however, it is also beautiful in its
own respect for it makes our existence and survival that much more meaningful and
great. We have been entrusted with the noble responsibility of the preservation of our
culture, language, and heritage in lands that are not native to us in essence. It is a duty
that we must carry with grace in the honor of the memory of our forefathers who held
onto a string of hope in their desperateness. That string of hope was that though they
were to start over in foreign lands, the Armenian breath in them would nevertheless be
carried on from generation to generation, long after their own breaths seized to exist.

My journey to Armenia has been the fulfillment of a longing, which I have carried since
my childhood. Coming to Armenia has made reality that which was once merely a vision.
I am grateful to all that have made this journey not just a possibility, but a reality. From a
young age, I had been taught about the history of our people; from glory to desolation to
rebirth; along with the beauty of the land embodying in its great expanse, towering
mountains, refreshing rivers and lakes, and greenery and floral manifestations with
incomparable exquisite beauty. Hence Armenia was molded into me and from a young
age | always sought after the day when I would finally step foot on Armenian soil and see
Armenia with my own eyes. It was my great desire to see in actuality what I had for years
been taught about and grown to deeply love. I had an image of Armenia deeply
embedded in my mind; that image consisted of the uninterrupted Armenian life, that
which was passed on through stories of the life that once was in Armenia in the
untouched natural setting of the land. Before I came to Armenia, I was expecting to find
Armenia to be uniquely Armenian and an affirmation of the old stories we have been
accustomed to hearing from our grandparents and from our Armenian teachers. In my
mind [ carried the undisturbed image of Armenia that my grandparents left with.

Arriving in Armenia, after so many years of envisioning the day that I would actually
arrive, was a greatly surreal experience, for though I consciously knew I was in Armenia,
I nonetheless did not quite feel as though I was actually finally in Armenia. I remember
climbing down the stairs of the plane, anxiously waiting for that split second when my
foot would at last touch Armenian soil. That entire experience though was very real, in
many ways it felt unreal, as though I had been encapsulated in a different realm, a realm
caught between reality and unreality. The moment I stepped foot, I remember thinking to
myself, ‘Oh Lord, You have finally brought me home. You have made what was once a
vision a reality. You have fulfilled my heart’s yearning desire. Blessed Armenia I have
arrived.” Though it is true that physically home is the United States, at that moment
“home” took on a spiritual connotation. It encompassed the return to my origins, the
sacred land from which I came to be, along with the longings of my family, past and
present, to actually be in Armenia; their desire to have existed in Armenia in some point
in time. All of these were carried in my soul, thus stepping foot on Armenian soil was not
a mere action, but a desire of generations coming to be in a split second in time and
space, fulfilling a deeper meaning. Though I had dreamt of the day of arrival perhaps a
thousand times before, the actual arrival moved me into uncharted emotions, which had
not truly been felt until the moment of actually arriving.



Initially, I did not feel as strong a connection to Armenia as I had expected to feel. It is
my understand ing that this had been the case, because the reality of being in Armenia had
not truly penetrated my mind. However, I felt a stronger bond

to the uninterrupted natural scene of Armenia, with its mountainous terrain and
abundance of greenery. The purity of Armenia’s nature with its unparalleled exquisite
beauty and serene silence was the Armenia that I had held in my mind, that was the
Armenia I had envisioned. There, I felt Armenia’s infiniteness and eminence. It was
when I was lost amidst the grandeur of the solitude landscape of Armenian nature that I
felt I was in Armenia, standing on Armenian soil, land of my ancestors and ancient
witness of my history. It was an astounding feeling to be standing on the very lands, that
though our great grandfathers were not acquainted with, our ancient forefathers had lived
upon. It is extraordinary, now that I look back, that the ancient world silently has been
able to maintain its remnants to the present times, and that we were able to exist at a
certain point in time on the same lands from which the ancients existed thousands of
years in the past.

During the duration of this journey, I did encounter feelings of foreignness to the land,
especially to Yerevan. I believe that part of the reason, which could account for such
feelings was that the image of Armenia that I carried in my mind was ideal and it was the
memory of what my grandparents left behind in the western region of historic Armenia.
The ideal image that I had of Armenia was not necessarily compatible with pday’s
Armenian reality. It is my belief that Armenians living in the Diaspora have different
Armenian realities than what in truth is reality in the nation of Armenia today. It is as
though we have held onto our nostalgic past prior to the Genocide when referring to the
essence of our lands. Though times have changed, we nonetheless have held onto these
past memories, which are not even our own, but rather belong to our prior generations.

I felt a need to feel a stronger attachment to today’s Armenia of the 21* century, and so I
took a walk alone through the streets of Yerevan, searching...searching for that moment
of clarity, a moment to fully feel closeness to the land just as I had expected to upon
arrival. Walking, [ surrendered, letting go of my preconceived notions and prior
expectations, allowing myself to accept today’s reality for what it is. The epiphany I had
been searching for finally became realized near the end of my journey here in Armenia. It
was when I was alone, and had time to be lost to myself in my thoughts, and to reflect
upon what really is, when I felt, when I really felt I was finally in Armenia...I was home
at last. I finally understood that this land was my land, and its people my people.
Listening and being aware of my surroundings, moved me in such a way that I was
moved to tears filled with passionate love for a far off land that was only a mere vision
off in the horizon. At that moment of realization, the most beautiful event took place, the
sky opened and the sun glistened with illuminating vivacity. That moment was a moment
that will live on in my heart forever. I have come to understand, upon reflection, that
though many times idealism and reality are incompatible with one another; after
undergoing the reality of what you held to be ideal; you extend to idealize that which was
real.



It is undeniable that we are a part of this land, as this land is a part of us. What must be
understood, is that though we have been dispersed through the four corners of the world,
and our ancestry may trace back to different regions of historic Armenia, and we may
speak different dialects of Armenian, in the end we are all Armenian. We are all one
people with a common identity and I believe that this concept should be embraced and
appreciated. Armenia is the sacred fatherland of all Armenians. So let the walls fall
down, for it is truth when said, “united we stand, divided we fall.”” Let us each be candles
shining brightly in Armenia, for as William Bradford said, “One small candle may light a
thousand.” It is the sacred duty of all Armenians to reach out to Armenia, for after years
of being without a nation, a land to call our own, a place within the international
community, we have finally been blessed with such land. Let us remember, as John F.
Kennedy once said, “One person can make a difference.”

In closing, I am left with the utmost gratitude and appreciation for having had the
opportunity to finally embrace Armenia.

Tamar M. Baljian



