Üºð²ÌàôÂÚàôÜ
Ð³Ù³½·³ÛÇÝÇ áõë³Ýá-Õ³Ï³Ý Ùß³ÏáõÃ³ÛÇÝ ¨ ÏñÃ³Ï³Ý 10-ñ¹
Ñ³í³ùÇÝ Ù³ëÝ³Ïó»Éáõ Ýå³ï³Ïáí 10 »ñÏñÝ»ñÇó ºñ¨³Ý »Ý Å³Ù³Ý»É
ë÷Ûáõéù³Ñ³Û 50 áõë³ÝáÕÝ»ñ, ÇëÏ Ð³Û³ë³ï³ÝÇó` 6 áõë³ÝáÕÝ»ñ: Ð³í³ùÇ
å³ßïáÝ³-Ï³Ý µ³óáõÙÁ ï»ÕÇ áõÝ»ó³í 2004 Ã. ÑáõÉÇëÇ 19-ÇÝ ºäÐ
ÑÛáõñ³ï³ÝÁ: êáõÛÝ Ñ³í³ùÁ ß³ñáõÝ³Ïí»Éáõ ¿ ÙÇÝã¨ 2004 Ã. ÑáõÉÇëÇ 31-Á:
Ð³í³ùÝ Çñ Ù»ç ÁÝ¹·ñÏáõÙ ¿ Ã»° ÏñÃ³Ï³Ý ¨ Ã»° Ùß³ÏáõÃ³ÛÇÝ ï³ñµ»ñ
Íñ³·ñ»ñ:
Ð³Ù³½·³ÛÇÝÇ áõë³ÝáÕ³-Ï³Ý Ùß³ÏáõÃ³ÛÇÝ ¨ ÏñÃ³Ï³Ý Ñ³í³ùÇ
ÑÇÙÝ³Ï³Ý Ýå³ï³ÏÝ ¿` ë÷Ûáõéù³Ñ³Û áõë³ÝáÕáõÃÛ³ÝÁ Í³ÝáÃ³óÝ»É
Ñ³ÛÏ³Ï³Ý Ùß³ÏáõÛ-ÃÇÝ, å³ïÙáõÃÛ³ÝÁ, ³½·³ÛÇÝ ³ñÅ»ùÝ»ñÇÝ, ÏñÃáõÃÛ³Ý
Ñ³Ù³Ï³ñ-·ÇÝ ¨ Çñ»Ýó Ñ³Ûñ»Ý³ÏÇóÝ»ñÇ Ñ»ï Ñ³ñµ»ñáõÃÛáõÝÝ»ñÁ ë»ñï³óÝ»É
áõ Ñ³Ûñ»Ý³ëÇñáõÃÛáõÝ ë»ñÙ³Ý»É:
êàôê²ÜÜ² ²ð¼²ø²ÜÚ²Ü

*******************
ÆÜ±â ¾ Øºð î²ð´ºðàôÂÚàôÜÀª Ð²ÔÂ²Ü²Î, Âº ± ¸Ä´²ÊîàôÂÚàôÜ
àÕµ»ñ·³Ï³Ý ×³Ï³ï³·ÇñÁ Ñ³Û ³½·ÇÝ óñ»É ¿ ³ßË³ñÑÇ ï³ñµ»ñ
³ÝÏÛáõÝÝ»ñ, ë³Ï³ÛÝ Ï³ÙùÇ áõÅÝ áõ Ùï³Í»É³Ï»ñåÁ ÃáõÛÉ ãïí»óÇÝ Ñ³Û»ñÇÝ
ÙÇ³Ë³éÝí»É ï³ñµ»ñ ³½·»ñÇ Ñ»ï: ¸³ñ»ñÇ ÁÝÃ³óùáõÙ Ñ³Û»ñÁ ëï»ÕÍáõÙ
¿ÇÝ ³½·Á ÙÇ³íáñáÕ ÙÇçáóÝ»ñ, áñå»ë½Ç å³Ñå³Ý»Ý Ñ³Ûáó É»½áõÝ, ³í³Ý¹áõÛÃÝ»ñÁ ¨ Ùß³ÏáõÛÃÁ: ²Û¹ ÙÇçáóÝ»ñÇó Ù»ÏÁ Ð³Ù³½·³ÛÇÝÇ áõë³ÝáÕ³Ï³Ý
Ùß³ÏáõÃ³ÛÇÝ ¨ ÏñÃ³Ï³Ý Ñ³í³ùÝ ¿, áñÁ ÙÇ³íáñáõÙ ¿ ³ßË³ñÑ³ë÷Ûáõé
Ñ³Û»ñÇÝ: ²Ûë Ñ³í³ùÁ Ù»½ ÑÝ³ñ³íáñáõÃÛáõÝ ¿ ï³ÉÇë Ñ³Ù»Ù³-ï»É
èáõë³ëï³ÝÇ
³ñ¨ÙáõïùÇ ë÷ÛáõéùÇ »ñÇï³ë³ñ¹áõÃÛáõÝÁ
Ð³Û³ëï³ÝÇ

»ñÇï³ë³ñ¹áõÃÛ³Ý Ñ»ï: ²é³çÇÝ ÇëÏ ûñ»ñÇó ³ÏÝÑ³Ûï ¹³ñÓ³í, Ã» ÇÝã
ï³ñµ»ñ »Ýù Ù»Ýù µáÉáñë: ²ñ¨ÙáõïùÇ ë÷ÛáõéùÁ ï³ñµ»ñ »ñÏñÝ»ñ »Ý
Ý»ñÏ³Û³óÝáõÙ, áñï»Õ ÅáÕáíñ¹³í³ñ³Ï³Ý ëÏ½µáõÝùÁ ÑÇÙÝí³Í ¿ñ ¹³ñ»ñ
ß³ñáõÝ³Ï£ ²ñ¨ÙáõïùÇ Ñ³Û»ñÇ ÙÇáõÃÛáõÝÁ ÷³Ï ·³ÕáõÃÇ ïå³íáñáõÃÛáõÝ ¿
ÃáÕÝáõÙ: Üñ³Ýó Ñ»ï ß÷í»ÉÁ ß³ï ¹Åí³ñ ¿, ù³ÝÇ áñ ëï»ÕÍíáõÙ ¿ ³ÛÝåÇëÇ
Ï³ñÍÇù, áñ ³Û¹ Ù³ñ¹ÇÏ Ù»Í³-Ù³ë³Ùµ Ëáõë³÷áõÙ »Ý ß÷í»Éáõó, ù³ÝÇ áñ
Ýñ³Ýó Ùï³Í»É³Ï»ñåÁ ï³ñµ»ñ-íáõÙ ¿ ÙÛáõëÝ»ñÇó: âÝ³Û³Í ³Ý·³Ù Ï³ñ×
Å³Ù³Ý³Ï ß÷í»Éáõó Ï³ñ»ÉÇ ¿ ÝÏ³ï»É ï³ñµ»ñáõÃÛáõÝÝ»ñÁ ÝáõÛÝÇëÏ Çñ»Ýó
·³ÕáõÃÝ»ñáõÙ: úñÇÝ³Ï` ¶É»Ý¹»ÉÇ ¨ ØáÝñ»³ÉÇ Ñ³Û»ñÁ ³í»ÉÇ »Ý Ñ³Ïí³Í
ß÷í»ÉáõÝ, ³í»ÉÇ É³í »Ý ïÇñ³å»ïáõÙ Ñ³Û»-ñ»Ý É»½íÇÝ ¨ å³Ñå³ÝáõÙ
³í³Ý-¹áõÛÃÝ»ñÁ, ù³Ý ³ÛÉ »ñÏñÝ»ñÇ ·³ÕÃ³Ï³ÝÝ»ñÁ ¨ ²Ù»ñÇÏ³ÛÇ ³ÛÉ
Ý³Ñ³Ý·Ý»ñáõÙ µÝ³ÏíáÕ ³ñ¨Ùï³-Ñ³Û»ñÁ:
ÆÝã í»ñ³µ»ñáõÙ ¿ Ð³Û³ë-ï³ÝÇ ¨ ²ñó³ËÇ »ñÇï³ë³ñ¹áõ-ÃÛ³ÝÁ,
³å³ ³é³çÇÝ Ñ³Û³óùÇó Ýñ³Ýù ß³ï µ³ñ¹ »Ý ÃíáõÙ, ë³Ï³ÛÝ ³Ûë ³Ù»ÝÝ áõÝÇ
Çñ µ³ó³ïñáõ-ÃÛáõÝÁ, áñáÝù »Ý` ³ñ¨»ÉÛ³Ý Ùï³Í»-É³Ï»ñåÁ, Ñ³ÛÏ³Ï³Ý
³í³Ý¹³å³ß-ïáõÃÛáõÝÁ: ê³Ï³ÛÝ Ýñ³Ýó Ñ»ï ß÷í»ÉÇë Ñ³ëÏ³ÝáõÙ »ë, áñ
³é³çÇÝ Ñ³Û³óùÁ Ë³µáõëÇÏ ¿, ù³ÝÇ áñ Ýñ³Ýó Ñ»ï Ëáë»ÉÇë ß³ï Ýáñ³Ýáñ ¨
Ñ»ï³ùñùÇñ ï»Õ»ÏáõÃÛáõÝÝ»ñ »ë ëï³ÝáõÙ ùá Ñ³Ûñ»ÝÇùÇ, ³½·Ç ¨
Ñ³ë³ñ³ÏáõÃÛ³Ý Ù³ëÇÝ: Ð³Û³ë-ï³ÝÇ »ñÇï³ë³ñ¹áõÃÛáõÝÁ Ï³ñáÕ ¿
Ëáë³ÏóáõÃÛáõÝ ³å³Ñáí»É ½³Ý³-½³Ý Ã»Ù³Ý»ñÇ ßáõñç:
ÆÝã í»ñ³µ»ñáõÙ ¿ èáõë³ë-ï³ÝÇ ë÷Ûáõéù³Ñ³ÛáõÃÛ³ÝÁ, ß³ï ¹Åí³ñ ¿
Ù»½, Ý»ñÏ³-Û³óÝ»É: ê³Ï³ÛÝ Ïó³ÝÏ³Ý³ÛÇ áñáß³ÏÇ-áñ»Ý å³ñ½»óÝ»É
³ë³ÍÝ»ñë. ³ñ¨ÙáõïùÇ ë÷Ûáõéù³Ñ³Û»ñÇ Ù»Í³Ù³ëÝáõÃÛáõÝÁ áã ÙÇ ï³ñµ»ñáõÃÛáõÝ ãÇ ¹ÝáõÙ èáõë³ëï³ÝÇ Ñ³Û»ñÇ ¨ Ñ³Û³ëï³ÝóÇÝ»ñÇ ÙÇç¨: ²Û¹ ÷³ëïÁ
áõñ³Ë³óÝáõÙ ¿, ë³Ï³ÛÝ ãÇ Ñ³Ù³å³ï³ëË³ÝáõÙ Çñ³Ï³ÝáõÃÛ³ÝÁ, ù³ÝÇ áñ
Ð³Û³ë-ï³ÝÇó ·³ÕÃ³ÍÝ»ñÁ Ï³½ÙáõÙ »Ý èáõë³ëï³ÝÇ ë÷ÛáõéùÇ 30%-Á, ³ÛÝ
Å³Ù³Ý³Ï, »ñµ 20%-Á` ³ñ¨ÙïÛ³Ý Ð³Û³ëï³ÝÇ, 30%-Á` ²¹ñµ»ç³ÝÇ ¨ 20%-Á`
ìñ³ëï³ÝÇ ¨ ÊêÐØ-Ç ³ÛÉ »ñÏñÝ»ñÇ ·³ÕÃ³Ï³ÝÝ»ñ »Ý:
ÆëÏ³Ï³Ý èáõë³ëï³ÝÇ Ñ³ÛÝ áõÝÇ Çñ Ù»ç 2 ëÏ½µáõÝù` ³ñ¨»ÉÛ³Ý ¨
»íñáå³Ï³Ý` ÉÇÝ»Éáí ³½³ï ß÷Ù³Ý Ù»ç, ¹ÇëÏáï»Ï-Ý»ñáõÙ, ³½³ï
ÁÝïñáõÃÛáõÝáõÙ, Ñ³·áõëïÇ á×áí ¨ ³ñï³ùÇÝ ï»ëùáí ³ÙµáÕçáõÃÛ³Ùµ
èáõë³ë-ï³ÝÇ Ñ³Û»ñÇ µÝáñáß »Ý §³ñ¨»ÉÛ³Ý¦ áñáß³ÏÇ ·Í»ñÁ:
âÝ³Û³Í ³Ûë µáÉáñ ï³ñµ»-ñáõÃÛáõÝÝ»ñÇÝ, Ù»Ýù µáÉáñë å»ïù ¿ ÑÇß»Ýù,
áñ Ù»ñ áõÅÁ Ï³Û³ÝáõÙ ¿ ³½·Ç ÙÇ³ëÝáõÃÛ³Ý Ù»ç:
ØÆø²ÚºÈ Ð²ðàôÂÚàôÜÚ²Ü
èáõë»ñ»ÝÇó Ñ³Û»ñ»Ý Ã³ñ·Ù³Ý»óª
êàôê²ÜÜ² ²ð¼²ø²ÜÚ²ÜÀ

àõÕ¨áñáõÃÛáõÝ ¹»åÇ ¶³éÝÇ - ¶»Õ³ñ¹
Ð³Û³ëï³ÝÇ Ð³Ýñ³å»ïáõ-ÃÛ³Ý Ûáõñ³ù³ÝãÛáõñ ³Ûó»ÉáõÇ Ñ³Ù³ñ ß³ï
ÑÇß³ñÅ³Ý »Ý ³Ûó»ÉáõÃÛáõÝÝ»ñÁ ÐÐ å³ïÙ³Ï³Ý í³Ûñ»ñ, ³é³í»É ¨ë
Ñ»ï³ùñùÇñ ¨ ïå³íáñÇã »Ý ë÷Ûáõéù³Ñ³Û Ñ³Ù³É-ë³ñ³Ý³Ï³ÝÝ»ñÇ Ñ³Ù³ñ:
²Û¹ ¿ñ å³ï×³éÁ, áñ Ð³Ù³½·³ÛÇÝ Ñ³-í³ùÇ Ï³½Ù³Ï»ñåÇãÝ»ñÇ ÏáÕÙÇó
Ï³½Ù³Ï»ñåí»ó ³Û¹ áõÕ¨áñáõÃÛáõÝÁ: àõë³ÝáÕÝ»ñÝ ³é³çÝ³Ñ»ñÃ ³Ûó»-É»óÇÝ
¶³éÝáõ ï³×³ñÁ: ¶³éÝáõ ï³×³ñÁ Ï³éáõóí»É ¿ ¶³éÝáõ ³ÙñáóÇÝ ÏÇó`
îñ¹³ï ³ñù³ÛÇ ÏáÕÙÇó: Þ³ï Ñ»ï³ùñùÇñ ¿ ¶³éÝáõ ï³×³ñÇ ¹³ÑÉÇ×Á, áñÁ
Ý³Ë³ï»ë-í³Í
¿ñ
³ñùáõÝ³Ï³Ý
ÁÝ¹áõÝ»Éáõ-ÃÛáõÝÝ»ñÇ
Ñ³Ù³ñ,
¨
å³É³ï³Ï³Ý µ³ÕÝÇùÁ, áñÁ µ³ÕÏ³ó³Í ¿ñ ãáñë ÙÇ³ÝÙ³Ý ë»ÝÛ³ÏÝ»ñÇó, ÇëÏ
í»ñçÇÝ ë»ÝÛ³ÏáõÙ ·ïÝíáõÙ ¿ñ Ïñ³Ï³ñ³ÝÁ, áñï»ÕÇó ·áÉáñßÇÝ ÙÕíáõÙ ¿ñ
ÙÛáõë ë»ÝÛ³ÏÝ»ñÁ:
Ð³Ý¹»ñÓ³ñ³ÝÇ Ñ³ï³ÏÝ ³ÙµáÕçá-íÇÝ å³ïí³Í ¿ñ ²½³ï ·»ïÇó
µ»ñí³Í ï³ëÝÑÇÝ· ï³ñµ»ñ ·áõÛÝ»-ñÇ Ë×³ù³ñ»ñáí:
²é³í»É Ù»Í Ñ»ï³ùÁñ-ùñáõÃÛáõÝ ¿ Ý»ñ³Ï³Û³óÝáõÙ ¶»Õ³ñ¹Ç
í³Ýù³ÛÇÝ Ñ³Ù³ÉÇñÁ: ²ÛÝ Ñ³Û ×³ñï³ñ³å»ïáõÃÛ³Ý É³í³-·áõÛÝ ÏáÃáÕÝ»ñÇó
¿: ¶»Õ³ñ¹Á ëÏ½µáõÙ å³ïÏ³Ý»É ¿ ¼³ù³ñÛ³Ý-Ý»ñÇ ïáÑÙÇÝ, ÇëÏ Ñ»ï³·³ÛáõÙ
³Ýó»É ¿ äéáßÛ³ÝÝ»ñÇ ïáÑÙÇÝ: ¶»Õ³ñ¹Ç å³ï»ñÇÝ ÙÇÝã ûñë å³Ñ-å³Ýí»É ¿
äéáßÛ³ÝÝ»ñÇ ïáÑÙÇ ½ÇÝ³Ýß³ÝÁ. ßñ³ç³Ý³ÏÇ Ù»ç å³ïÏ»ñí³Í ¿ ³éÛáõÍ,
áñÁ å³ÑáõÙ ¿ »½³Ý ·ÉáõËÁ, ÇëÏ ³í»ÉÇ Ý»ñù¨áõÙ` å³ïÏ»ñí³Í ¿ ³ñÍÇí, áñÝ
Çñ ×³ÝÏ»ñÇ Ù»ç ¿ ³é»É ·³éÝáõÏÇÝ:
àõÕ¨áñáõÃÛáõÝÁ Ù»Í á·¨áñá-ÃÛáõÝ ³é³ç³óñ»ó Ñ³Ù³Éë³ñ³Ý³Ï³ÝÝ»ñÇ Ùáï ¨ Ýñ³Ýù ß³ï Ñ³ñáõëï ïå³íáñáõÃÛáõÝÝ»ñáí í»-ñ³¹³ñÓ³Ý
ÑÛáõñ³ïáõÝ:
ìÆÎîàðÚ² ²Èºøê²ÜÚ²Ü

*******************
INDIVIDUAL GAIN IN COLLECTIVE ACCOMPLISHMENTS
I am Ari- 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 feel 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, I’m even elated
when Andre Agassi wins the French Open, not because I am a clo se 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
*******************

ARAMOUS VILLAGE
On July 20th , 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
*******************
Ð²Ø²¼¶²ÚÆÜÆ üàðàôØÀ
Ð³Ù³½³·ÛÇÝÇ üáñáõÙÁ Ññ³ß³ÉÇ ³éÇÃ ÙÁÝ ¿ áõñ ë÷ÇõéùÇ Ï»³ÝùÇÝ
Ù³ïÝáõ³Í Ñ³Ù³Éë³ñ³Ý³Ï³Ý »ñÇï³ë³ñ¹Ý»ñë ³õ»ÉÇ Ùûï¿Ý ×³ÝãÝ³Ýù Ù»ñ
ÅáÕáíáõñ¹Ý áõ Ùß³ÏáÛÃÁ Ñ³Ûñ»ÝÇùÇ ÑáÕÇÝ íñ³Û£
üáñáõÙÇ Ñ³ñáõëï Íñ³·ñÇÝ ßÝáñÑÇõ, »ñÏáõ ß³µÃáõ³Ý ÁÝÃ³óùÇÝ, ½³Ý³½³Ý
»ñÏÇñÝ»ñ¿ áõ ßñç³ÝÝ»ñ¿ »Ï³Í Ñ³Û »ñÇï³-ë³ñ¹Ý»ñ ÏÁ Ñ³õ³ùáõÇÝ ·Çï»ÉÇùÝ»ñ áõ Ùïù»ñ ÷áË³Ý³Ï»Éáõ - ³Ûë µáÉáñÁ Ñ³×»ÉÇ ÁÝÏ»ñ³ÛÇÝ ÙÃÝáÉáñïÇ
ÙÁ Ù¿ç£
ºñµ Ð³Ù³½·³ÛÇÝ Ð³Û ÎñÃ³Ï³Ý áõ Øß³ÏáõÃ³ÛÇÝ Î³½Ù³Ï»ñ-åáõÃÇõÝÁ
ëï»ÕÍáõ»ó³õ ¶³ÑÇñ¿, 1928-ÇÝ, ÑÇÙÝ³¹ÇñÝ»ñáõÝ ·ÉË³-õáñ Ýå³ï³ÏÝ»ñ¿Ý
Ù¿ÏÝ ¿ñ å³ßïå³Ý»É áõ ï³ñ³Í»É Ñ³Û Ùß³ÏáÛÃÁ, áñ ã³÷³½³Ýó ³Ñ³õáñ
Ñ³ñáõ³Í ÙÁ ëï³ó³Í ¿ñ 1915-Ç »Õ»éÝÇÝ Ñ»ï»õ³Ýùáí£
ÆëÏ ³Ûëûñ, Ñ»ï»õ»Éáí ÑÇÙÝ³¹Çñ-Ý»ñáõ áõÕ»·ÇÍÇÝ áõ ï»ëÉ³Ï³ÝÇÝ,
Ð³Ù³½·³ÛÇÝ Ð³Û ÎñÃ³Ï³Ý áõ Øß³ÏáõÃ³ÛÇÝ Î³½Ù³Ï»ñåáõ-ÃÇõÝÁ ÏÁ
ß³ñáõÝ³Ï¿ Çñ ³é³ù»ÉáõÃÇõÝÁ, ÷áË³Ýó»Éáí Ùß³ÏáÛÃÇ ë¿ñÝ áõ ·Ý³Ñ³ï³ÝùÁ
Û³çáñ¹ ë»ñáõÝ¹Ý»ñáõÝ£
Ð³Ù³½·³ÛÇÝÇ ³é³ù»ÉáõÃ»³Ý ·³·³ÃÝ³Ï¿ïÁ, ³ÝÏ³ëÏ³Í, üáñáõÙÁ ÏÁ
Ñ³Ý¹Çë³Ý³Û, áñ ³Ñ³õ³ëÇÏ 2004-ÇÝ ÏÁ ïûÝ¿ Çñ ·áÛáõÃ»³Ý 10-³Ù»³ÏÁ£
²ñ¹¿Ý Ù¿Ï ß³µ³Ã ³Ýó³Í ¿ üáñáõÙÇ Ð³Û³ëï³ÝÇ Ù¿ç Ï³½Ù³Ï»ñåáõ³Í
µ³ÅÇÝ¿Ý, áõ ÇëÏ³å¿ë áõñ³Ë³ÉÇ ½·³óáõÙ ¿ ï³ñµ»ñ áõ Ýáñ ³ÝÏÇõÝÝ»ñ¿
Í³ÝûÃ³Ý³É Ù»ñ Ùß³ÏáÛÃÇÝ Ñ³Ûñ»ÝÇùÇ Ù¿ç£ Ø»ñ Û³Ûï³·ÇñÁ ³Ýó»³É
ß³µÃáõ³Ý ÁÝÃ³ÝóùÇÝ ÁÝ¹·ñÏ»ó ßñç³åïáÛïÝ»ñ ¹¿åÇ Ù»ñ ÑÝ³¹³ñ»³Ý
»Ï»Õ»óÇÝ»ñÁ, ÇÝãå¿ëª Üáñ³í³Ýù, ¾çÙÇ³ÍÇÝ áõ ¶»Õ³ñ¹£ ²Ûë ËáñÑñ¹³õáñ
í³Ûñ»ñÁ, áñáÝù ¹³ñ»ñ¿ Ç í»ñ Ï³Ý, Ñ³ëï³ï ÷³ëï»ñ »Ý Ù»ñ ³½·Ç
·áÛ³ï»õÙ³Ý£
²éÇÃÁ áõÝ»ó³Ýù ³Ûó»É»Éáõ ä»ï³Ï³Ý Â³Ý·³ñ³Ý, ò»Õ³ë-å³ÝáõÃ»³Ý
Â³Ý·³ñ³Ý, ²ñ¹Ç³-Ï³Ý ²ñáõ»ëïÇ Â³Ý·³ñ³Ý, ÇÝãå¿ë Ý³»õ ê³ñ»³Ý »õ

´³ñ³-ç³ÝáíÇ ïáõÝ Ã³Ý·³ñ³ÝÝ»ñÁ, ³Ûë µáÉáñÁ Ñ»ï³ùñùñ³Ï³Ý
µ³ó³ïñáõÃÇõÝÝ»ñáõ ÁÝÏ»ñ³Ï-óáõÃ»³Ùµ£
´³ó³éÇÏ µ³Ëï³õá-ñáõÃÇõÝÁ
áõÝ»ó³Ýù ³Ûó»É»Éáõ ê³Û³Ã Üáí³ÛÇ ³ßáõÕ³Ï³Ý §ensemble¦ -Á, áõñ ³õ»ÉÇ
Ùûï¿Ý Í³ÝûÃ³ó³Ýù Ñ³ÛÏ³Ï³Ý »ñ³ÅÁß-ïáõÃ»³Ý Ñ³ñáõëï ï³ñµ»ñ³ÏÝ»ñáõÝ£
Ø»ñ ËáõÙµÁ Ý»ñÏ³Û ·ïÝáõ»ó³õ Ý³»õ Ð³Ù³½·³ÛÇÝÇ
Â³ï»ñ³ËáõÙµÇÝ 44° í»ñÝ³·ñáí Ý»ñÏ³Û³óÙ³Ý£
Æµñ»õ ë÷Çõéù³Ñ³Û »ñÇï³ë³ñ¹-Ý»ñ, Ï³ëÏ³Í ãÏ³Û áñ Ù»ñ Ùß³-ÏáÛÃÇÝ ³õ»ÉÇ
Ùûï¿Ý Í³ÝûÃ³-Ý³Éáõ Í³ñ³õÁ áõÝÇÝù£ Ð³Û³ë-ï³Ý ·ïÝáõÇÉ áõ ³ãùáí,
Ùïùáí, Ñá·Çáí áõ ëñïáí ³åñÇÉ Ù»ñ Ùß³ÏáÛÃÁ, ÇëÏ³å¿ë ³ÝÙáé³Ý³ÉÇ áõ
³Ý÷áË³ñÇÝ»ÉÇ ÷áñÓ³éáõÃÇõÝ ÙÁÝ ¿£
²Ûë Ñ³õ³ùÁ ³éÇÃÁ Ïáõ ï³Û ß÷áõ»Éáõ ë÷Çõéù³Ñ³Û áõ Ð³Û³ë-ï³Ý µÝ³ÏáÕ
»ñÇï³ë³ñ¹Ý»ñáõ Ñ»ï£ ØïùÇ ÷áË³Ý³ÏáõÙÝ»ñÁ áõ Ýáñ ·Çï»ÉÇùÝ»ñÁ Ïáõ
·³Ý Ù»ñ Ñ³Û»³óùÁ ÁÝ¹É³ÛÝ»Éáõ, ÇÝã áñ Ù»Í³å¿ë ÏÁ Ýå³ëï¿ Ù»ñ
ÇÝùÝáõÃ»³Ý Ï³½Ù³õáñÙ³Ý áõ ³Ùñ³åÝ¹áõÙÇÝ£
ºñµ ÏÁ ï»ëÝ»Ýù áõ Ï°³ñÅ»õáñ»Ýù Ù»ñ ³ÛÝù³Ý Ñ³ñáõëï Ùß³ÏáÛÃÁ Ù»ñ
å³å»Ý³Ï³Ý ÑáÕÇÝ íñ³Û, ³ÝÏ³ëÏ³Í ÏÁ Ù»ÏÝÇÝù ½ûñ³ó³Í áõ Ý»ñßÝãáõ³Í,
å³ïñ³ëï Ñ³ÛÏ³Ï³Ý Ùß³ÏáÛÃÁ ï³ñ³Í»Éáõ ³ßË³ñÑÇÝ:
È²È¾ Ø²ÜÖÆÎº²Ü

*******************

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 mentality 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
*******************
44 ²êîÆÖ²Ü
²Ûë ï³ñÇ Ù»ñ Ð³Ù³½·³ÛÇÝÇ ËáõÙµÁ Ñ³×áÛùÁ áõÝ»ó³õ ¹Çï»Éáõ Ã³ïñáÝ ÙÁ,
áñ áã ÙÇ³ÛÝ ÑáÛ³Ï³å ¹»ñ³ë³Ý áõ ¹»ñ³ë³ÝáõÑÇÝ»ñ áõÝ¿ñ, ³ÛÉ Ý³»õ Ûáõ½Çã ¿ñ
Ñ³Ý¹Çë³ï»ëÝ»ñáõÝ Ñ³Ù³ñ£ Â»Ù³Ý Ý»ñÏ³Û³óáõó ³ÛÝ Ñ³ñó»ñÁ áñáÝù
Ð³Û³ëï³ÝÇ Ñ³Ù³ñ ß³ï Ù»Í Ï³ñ»õáñáõÃÇõÝ áõÝÇÝ£ Æµñ»õ ë÷Çõéù³Ñ³Û,
²Ù»ñÇÏ³ÛÇ Ù¿ç ¹Åáõ³ñ ¿ »ñ»õ³Ï³Û»É ³ÛÝ å³Ûù³ñÁ áñ Ð³Û³ëï³ÝÇ
µÝ³ÏÇãÝ»ñÁ ÏÁ ½·³Ý »ñµ ëïÇåáõ³Í áñáßáõÙ å¿ïù ¿ ³éÝ»Ý Ñ³Ûñ»ÝÇùÇ Ù¿ç
ÙÝ³É Ï³Ù ³ñï³·³ÕÃ»É ¹¿åÇ ûï³ñ »ñÏÇñÝ»ñ, áõñ Ï»³ÝùÁ ³õ»ÉÇ ¹ÇõñÇÝ ÏÁ
ÃáõÇ ÁÉÉ³É£
²Ûë Ã³ï»ñ·áõÃ»³Ý ·ÉË³õáñ Ñ»ñáëÝ»ñÁ ÏÁ ÙÝ³Ý ³é³ÝÓÇÝ Çñ»Ýó ·ÇõÕÇÝ Ù¿ç£
ØÝ³ó»³É µÝ³ÏÇãÝ»ñÁ ÏÁ ·³ÕÃ»Ý ûï³ñ »ñÏÇñÝ»ñ£ ê³Ï³ÛÝ ³Ûë ½áÛ·Á
áõÝ»Ý³Éáí Ý»ñùÇÝ áÛÅ ÙÁ »õ É³õ³ï»ë Ï»óáõ³Íù, í»ñç³õáñáõÃ»³Ý, Ññ³ßùÇ
ÝÙ³Ý ÏÁ ÷áË»Ý Çñ»Ýó áñáßáõÙÁ »õ ÏÁ Ù»ñÅ»Ý Ó·»É »ñ»Ýó Ñ³Ûñ»ÝÇùÁ, Çñ»Ýó
Ù³Ûñ ÑáÕÁ£ àñáíÑ»ï»õ µ½½³óáÕ Ù»ÕáõÝ ÏÁ í»ñ¹³éÝ³Û ·ÇõÕ£ ²Ý ÏÁ
Ý»ñÏ³Û³óÝ¿ñ ÛáÛëÁ, å³Ûù³ñÁ, »õ Û³ñ³ï»õ ³ßË³ï³ÝùÁ£
²Ûë Ã³ïñáÝÇÝ ·»Õ»óÏáõÃÇõÝÁ ³ÛÝ ¿ áñ ÏÁ óáÛó Ïáõ ï³Û Ã¿ ÛáÛë Ï³Û
Ð³Û³ëï³ÝÇ Ñ³Ù³ñ, áñ Ð³Û³ëï³ÝÁ åÇïÇ Û³é³ç¹ÇÙ¿ áñáíÑ»ï»õ
ÅáÕáíáõñ¹Á ÛáÛë áõÝÇ Çñ Ñ³Ûñ»ÝÇùÇÝ Ù¿ç£ Æµñ»õ ë÷Çõéù³Ñ³Û, ³Ûë Ã³ïñáÝÁ
Ëûë»ó³õ ÇÙ ëñïÇë, áñáíÑ»ï»õ ³Ûë å³Ûù³ñÁ ÙÇ³ÛÝ Ð³Û³ëï³ÝÇ
µÝ³ÏÇãÝ»ñáõÝ Ñ³Ù³ñ ã¿, ³ÛÉ ³Ù¿Ý Ñ³Ûáõ Ñ³Ù³ñ ¿, áõñ áñ Ï°³åñÇÝ ³ÝáÝù,
áñáíÑ»ï»õ ³Ù¿Ýùë ³É ÝáÛÝ ³ñÇõÝáí Ï³åáõ³Í »Ýù Çñ³ñáõ Çµñ»õ ùáÛñ áõ
»Õµ³Ûñ, »õ ³Ù¿Ýùë ³É ÝáÛÝ ë¿ñÁ áõÝÇÝù Ù»ñ Ø³Ûñ Ð³Û³ëï³ÝÇÝ Ñ³Ù³ñ£

²ðöÆ Þ²ÐÆÜº²Ü
*******************

§ØîÆÎ â¾Æ ÀÜºð Îàð¦
²Ûë Forum-ÇÝ ¹³ë³-ËûëáõÃÇõÝÝ»ñáõÝ ÝÇõÃ»ñáõÝ Ù»Í³Ù³ëÝáõÃÇõÝÁ ß³ï
Ï³ñ»õáñ »õ Ñ»ï³ùñùñ³Ï³Ý »Ý Ýáñ ë»ñáõÝ¹ÇÝ Ñ³Ù³ñ, Ù³Ý³õ³Ý¹
ë÷Çõéù³Ñ³Û
»ñÇï³ë³ñ¹áõÃ»³Ý
Ñ³Ù³ñ£
¸Åµ³Ëï³µ³ñ,
Ù»ñ
¹³ë³ËûëÝ»ñáõÝ »õ Ýáñ ë»ñáõÝ¹ÇÝ ÙÇç»õ Ù»Í ë»ñáõÝ¹Ý»ñáõ ï³ñµ»ñáõÃÇõÝ
(generation gap) ÙÁ Ï³Û£ Ø»Ýù ³é³çÇÝ ë»ñáõÝ¹Ý »Ýù áñ Ù»Íó³Í »Ýù
²Ù»ñÇÏ³ÛÇ Ù¿ç£
¸³ë³ËûëáõÃ»³Ý ÝÏ³ïÙ³Ùµ Ù»ñ Ï»¹ñáÝ³óáõÙÁ
Ñ³½áõ³·Çõï ÇñáÕáõÃÇõÝ ÙÁÝ ¿£ Ø»Ýù í³ñÅáõ³Í »Ýù Ñ»é³ï»ëÇÉ ¹Çï»Éáõ »õ
»ñµ Ó³ÝÓñ³Ý³Ýù, ÏñÝ³Ýù Ï³Û³ÝÁ ÷áË»É Ï³Ù áõñÇß µ³Ý ÙÁ ÁÝ»É£
¸³ë³ËûëáõÃ»³Ý ÁÝÃ³óùÇÝ, ³Û¹ Ï³ñ»ÉÇ ã¿£
ºñµ ¹³ë³ËûëÇÝ
Ï»Ýë³·ñáõÃÇõÝÁ 5-10 í³ÛñÏ»³Ý ÏÁ ï»õ¿, ³ñ¹¿Ý ¹³ë³ËûëáõÃÇõÝÁ Ó³ËáÕ³Í
¿£ Üáñ ë»ñáõÝ¹ÇÝ Ï»¹ñáÝ³óáõÙÁ ³ñ¹¿Ý óñáõ³Í ¿£ ²Û¹ 5-10 í³ÛñÏ»³ÝÇ
ÁÝÃ³óùÇÝ, Ù»Ýù 10 Ñ»é³ï»ëÇÉÇ Ï³Û³Ý ÷áË³Í Ï°ÁÉÉ³ÛÇÝù, Ï³Ù »Ã¿ Ù¿Ï
Û³Ûï³·Çñ ¹Çï¿ÇÝù, Ýáõ³½³·áÛÝ 60 ï³ñµ»ñ å³ïÏ»ñÝ»ñ ï»ë³Í Ï°ÁÉÉ³ÛÇÝù£
àõñ»ÙÝ ¹³ë³ËûëáõÃÇõÝ ÙïÇÏ ãÁÝ»±Ýù£
à°ã£
Î°³é³ç³ñÏ»Ù áñ
¹³ë³ËûëáõÃÇõÝÝ»ñáõÝ Ï³éáÛóÁ ÷áËáõÇ£ Ø»½Ç Ñ³Ù³ñ Ï³ñ»õáñ ÝÇõÃÁ
µ³õ³ñ³ñ ã¿£ ä¿ïù áõÝÇÝù Ñ»ï³ùñùñ³Ï³Ý ËûëáÕÝ»ñ, Ï³ñ× ·ÉË³õáñ
Ï¿ï»ñ, ÉëáÕ³ï»ëáÕ³Ï³Ý (audiovisual) method-Ý»ñ, »õ ¹³ë³ËûëÇÝ Ñ»ï
÷áË-Û³ñ³µ»ñáõÃÇõÝ£
Üáõ³½³·áÛÝ å³ÛÙ³ÝÝ»ñÝ »Ý ³ëáÝù£
Ø»ñ ¹³ë³ËûëÝ»ñÁ
Ý»ñÏ³Û³óáõÙÝ»ñÁ£

³Ûë

³ÏÝáóáí

å¿ïù

¿

å³ïñ³ëï»Ý

Çñ»Ýó

ä³ñ³åÇ ã¿ áñ Ù»½Ç “MTV Generation” Ï°³Ýáõ³Ý»Ý£
¸ºðºÜÆÎ ÂúöÖº²Ü
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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 for 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 non-Armenian 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
*******************

²Úêúð ²ð²ð²îÀ îºê²Üø
Ð³Ù³½·³ÛÇÝÇ üáñáõÙÇÝ Ñ»ï ÙÇ ù³ÝÇ ûñ ¿ Ð³Û³ëï³Ý »Ýù£ ²ñ¹¿Ý ÙÇ ù³ÝÇ
ï»Õ ³Ûó»É³Í »Ýù »õ ß³ï áõñ³Ë »Ýù£
´³Ûó áõ±ñ ¿ ²ñ³ñ³ïÁ…
- ²ñ³ñ³ïÁ ß³ï Ï³ÝáõË »õ Ï³Ù ³É »ñ»ÏáÛ»³Ý Ï°»ñ»õÇ, Ï°Áë¿
É³õ³ï»Õ»³Ï ÙÁ£
- ²é³Ýó ²ñ³ñ³ïÁ ï»ëÝ»Éáõ åÇïÇ í»ñ³¹³éÝ³Ýù, Ï°Áë¿ Ûáé»ï»ë ÙÁ£
- ÀÉÉ³ÉÇ±ù µ³Ý ¿ áñ ³é³Ýó ²ñ³ñ³ïÁ ï»ëÝ»Éáõ Ð³Û³ëï³ÝÁ Ó·»Ýù£
- Ð³å³ »Ã¿ Çñ³õ ãï»ëÝ»Ýù…
²Ûëå¿ë Ëûë³ÏóáõÃÇõÝÝ»ñ Ï°áõÝ»Ý³Ýù »ñµ»ÙÝ£
- Ð³å³ »Ã¿ ãï»ëÝ»Ýù…
²Ûëûñ Êáñ ìÇñ³å »õ Üáñ³í³Ýù åÇïÇ »ñÃ³Ýù£
- ´³Ëï³õáñ »Ýù, ïÕ³°ù, Ï°Áë¿ úñÇáñ¹ ¼»÷ÇõéÁ, Çñ ëáíáñ³Ï³Ý
Ë³Ý¹³í³éáõÃ»³Ùµ, áñ ÏÁ í³ñ³Ï¿ µáÉáñë£ ºñ¿Ï ³ÝÓñ»õ»ó, áõñ»ÙÝ
³Ûëûñ û¹Á å³ÛÍ³é Ï°ÁÉÉ³Û, áõ Ù»Ýù ß³ï Ûëï³Ï åÇïÇ ï»ëÝ»Ýù
²ñ³ñ³ïÁ£

Î°Áë»Ý Ã¿ Êáñ ìÇñ³å¿Ý ³ÛÝù³Ý ÙûïÇÏ ¿ ²ñ³ñ³ïÁ£
Ð³ë³Ýù Êáñ ìÇñ³å, µ³Ûó ²ñ³ñ³ïÁ ãÏ³ñ£ Î³ñÍ»ë ï³Ï³õÇÝ å³ïñ³ëï
ã¿ñ Ù»½Ç »ñ»õÝ³Éáõ£ ´³Ûó Ù»Ýù Ñ³õ³ùáõ»ó³Ýù, »õ ²ñ³ñ³ïÇÝ ¹ÇÙ³ó
ËÙµ³ÛÇÝ ÝÏ³ñ ÝÏ³ñáõ»ó³Ýù£ ÆÝã Ñá· áñ
²ñ³ñ³ï¿Ý ÙÇ³ÛÝ Ù³ë»ñ ÏñÝ³ÛÇÝù ï»ëÝ»É£ ²ñ³ñ³ïÁ ÑáÝ ¿ñ, ²ñ³ùëÇ ÙÇõë
ÏáÕÙÁ, µ³Ûó Ý³»õ Ù»ñ ëÇñï»ñáõÝ Ù¿ç£
Þ³ñáõÝ³Ï»óÇÝù Ù»ñ åïáÛïÁ ¹¿åÇ Üáñ³í³Ýù£
ì»ñ³¹³ñÓÇÝ ¿ñ áñ ³ÝÏÇõÝ³¹³ñÓÇ ÙÁ íñ³Û µ³Ó³·³ÝãáõÃÇõÝ ÙÁ…
- îÕ³¯ù Ý³Û»ó¿ù£ ÐáÝ, ÑáÝ…
- àõ±ñ, Ç±Ýã Ï³Û…
- ²ñ³ñ³ïÁ… ²ð²ð²îÀ…
ÆëÏ³å¿ë, áñù³Ý ³É áñ å³ïÏ»ñÝ»ñáí »õ »ñ»õ³Ï³ÛáõÃ»³Ùµ ï»ë³Í ¿ÇÝù
²ñ³ñ³ïÁ, Çñ³Ï³ÝáõÃÇõÝÁ ß³ï ³õ»ÉÇ ³½¹»óÇÏ ¿ñ£ Úáõ½áõÙ, áõñ³ËáõÃÇõÝ
»õ åáéãïáõù…
î»ë³Ýù ²ñ³ñ³ïÁ…

üàðàôØ²Î²Ü ØÀ
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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 Armenian-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

*******************
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 ge neration, 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 I 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 I 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 today’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 21st 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, I 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

