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wnwpptip Gpynbtinh bephwjwgnighsutinp
(Rujwuwnwlhg, NnLuwunwlhg, Ypwuinwuhg G
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The NGO, Peace Dialogue, is registered in Armenia
in 2009. It unites different peace and civil activists
from Armenia, Russia, Georgia, and Germany.

The vision of the organisation is, through the
formation of multilayer dialogue, to create a
consciousness among members of society that they
are responsible for peace and are vested with the
right to demand peace from the authorities.

We strive to create the conditions for mutual
cooperation and support between the members of
societies of conflicting parties who see no
alternative, except peaceful regulation of the
conflicts.

Our mission is to support the active participation of
civil society in the processes of peaceful conflict
resolution and promotion of respectful dialogue
among the members of conflicting societies, with
the long-term aim of contributing to peaceful
regulation and prevention of new conflicts.
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This publication has been produced with the assistance of the European Union.
The contents of this publication are the sole responsibility of Peace Dialogue
and can in no way be taken to reflect the views of the European Union.
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2010p. hnLuhupu $huliwywlu «Squwdwdtph Yunwywpdwlu
Lwfuwaébnuntp)nLu» (CMI) hy-U nwnpéwy «GUpnwwywl
hwdwgnpéwygnipe)nt hwuntl LenUwjht TYwpwpwnh
hwywdwpwniejwl fuwnwn jupgwynpdwU» (EPNK) gnpépuytpnigjwu
5 wlnwuJtphg Utyp: «CMI»-U wnwgpwwnwnp nbp £ fuwnnwd Yugniu
fuwnwnnLpjwl unbnédwl L hwywdJdwnpunie)nluubph hwdwwnbn
Jwpgwynpdwl gnpénud: bp gnpéniubinegyntlit wiju
Jwaquwytpwntp)ntul hpwlwlwgunwd £ hwywdwpunniejncluGph
htGuinbLwupny wnndwéubph wudhgwywl Jwulwygnipjwdp: depnljug
hwdwagnpéwygnipjwl 2pgwbwyutpnud «CMI»-p Uwwwnwy En npb
qunqugut] hwlwdwnpunieniuhg wnndwé fudpbph (Uwulwynpuwtu
Gphunwuwnn wnwgunpnutph) Ywpnnniejntlltpp Ge Uepgpwyb Upwlg
hwywdwnpunienLulbph jupgwynpdwl gnpépupwglbpnud: Uh 2wpp
nwupUpwgutnph Jwuliwygbinig htwnn Gphunwuwnn wnwglnpnutbpp
(Ruywuwnwlhg, Unpptigwuhg b LenUwjhU T2wpwpwnhg) ubthwywu
fuwnwnwuhpwywl UwfuwadbnunienLtuutpp qupqugubin
hUwpwdnnpnip)nLl unwgwu:

Npwtu dpwanh gnpdplytn, «luwnwnniejwl Gpyrununce)nLu»
hwuwpwlwywl Yuguwytpwnip)ntul wynhdnpbl wpwygned b
2wnnLuwybnt B wpwygk) 6pwagnh JwulwyhgubphU® ubthwywu
Lwfuwabnunipnibltnh hpwywuwgdwl gnpénid: 2011 pdwywuhlu
Spwanh hwjwunwljwl phuh UGpYwjwgnighgubn Shgnwl 9GLnpgywul
nt Updhut Pwpwjwlp Twpwpwnjwl hwywdwpunniejwl fuwnwn
Yungwdnpdwl gnpéplrewgh dtpwptinjwl pLliwpyncdutin
wugluwgntight Iwjywuwnwuh dh wpp pwnwplbpnud b gynintpned:
Spwaph ytpgnid hwjnwpwpytg «ruwnuwnnieintbt hd wspbpny»
funpwghnp Ynnn uintindwgnpéwlwl wfuwinwlpltinh Ungnuye, nphl
Jwuliwygbghl pwquwehy Gphunwuwpnutn® Gpeuwlhg, 9nwdphhg,
Jwlwénphg, Yhihgwuhg BL bebLwlhg:

Anenuynid, npp npntightip Uhnbip ubwwntuptinh 21-hu Uadnn
uwnwnntrjwu Uhgwqgquht opndwu, tnwwagnpned Gup Upgnuehu G
ungniewjhl épwgnhg nncpu Ubpujwgyws pwquwphy
wRfuwwnwlpubnhg punwdtup Jh pwlhup: Rncuny Bup, np gpeniyyp
JGY wugwd Gru pninphu Yyhh2kguh, 6 nppwl Yuwntinp £
JnipwpwUg jniphu nGpp” fuwnuwnniejwl hwulGne ndwnhu
Swlwwuwnphhu:

In June 2010, Crisis Management Initiative (CMI) became
one of the five partners of the European Partnership for the
Peaceful Settlement of the Conflict over Nagorno-Karabakh
(EPNK). CML is a leading actor in building sustainable peace
and facilitating collaborative conflict resolution by engaging
people affected by violent conflict. In the EPNK framework,
CMI aimed to strengthen the capacity of Conflict Affected
Groups (particularly young leaders) to engage in the conflict
resolution processes, contributing to the cumulative growth
of a nucleus of people engaged in progressing the agenda of
constructive conflict transformation. After a series of capacity
building exercises, the young leaders from Armenia,
Azerbaijan, and Nagorno-Karabakh that have participated in
the project were given the chance to develop their own
peacebuilding initiatives.

As a partner of the project, Peace Dialogue actively supports
and will go on supporting the participants in the process of
implementing their own initiatives. In 2011, in the framework
of the project, Tigran Gevorgyan and Armine Babayan, young
leaders from Armenia, organised discussions on the peaceful
resolution of the Nagorno-Karabakh conflict in several towns
and villages of Armenia. At the end of the project, they
announced a contest of creative works called “Peace
Through My Eyes”, in which a lot of young people from
Yerevan, Gyumri, Vanadzor, Dilijan, and Ijevan took part.

In this booklet, which we decided to devote to the
International Day of Peace celebrated on September 21, we
have published only some of the numerous works presented
for the contest, in addition to several other worthy works.
We hope that the booklet will remind everybody once again
how important the role of each of us is on the complicated
way to peace.
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Uluh Gnhwqupjul By Ani Yeghiazaryan
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Peace Through the Eyes of Youth

Unpwdl nt Uhu wwpned EhU Pwpdnid™ Uncjbu pwyned, UngyU 26Upned: Lpwup hwuwywyhgubn Ehu, GL wdtu
onL uyudned nL wywnuynid Ep hpwp hGun nwnpng guwiny, fuwnwiny, Gpgtiny: Lpwlp wdtlu wugwd hpwn
hGwn fuwnwinig Gpgnwd Ehu Uh Gpg, npu hpGup Ehu hnphub: Yw wpunwhwjndwU Jhgnglu Ep* dhdjwlg
hwuywlwint 6L uhpbinL: Bppte wugqwd hptup hpBlug s6U hwngptl, RE hus waqgniejwl GU wwwnywlncd,
Upwlp s6U Jhat], wy Uhain wywwnwwub Gu Jeydtyne: Uh op Upwuh punwuhpu hptlug hpGpu Ep
hwywpened, hwpGrwlltnpu oqunwd EhU Upwlg hwywpyt) 6o wunwd EpU, np Upwlp pnn hwulbl Iwjwunwl,
intnwdnpytl, huy hptup hpGpp Yncnwinpytl: UWugwy 3 wtwph, b Upwlp judwg-Juwdwg ncnupybghu hpkpp,
wlgqwu® gpptinu nL ppn2ynupltinp:

Enp (pwgwy Uthh bW Upwdh 18 wwphl, Gpynwul £ ghuwyngytghU pwlwly® dwnwjtint hpeug wagghu: Lpwlp
hpwn Unnwgt) Ehu b sEhU unénid, np GppGLE yhwlinhwBU: Uh on Gpynwul | huynwd EhU hptlg Gpyph
uwhdwuubpp: Jwuywné hwywnwy ynndhg uh tpg hugkg: Ghatpu wpwga wuglbint, dwnwjniejnLun
hGunwgubint, pE JwiuhU nhdwywjtint hwdwn Uhu JGphh2tp Ep hp Jwuyniejwl Gpgp: Upwdp uwhdwUh
djnwu Yynnunud ukg hpBu wlgwih dwlne hug jncuutpp, dwjlb wnybg: Uyutghl funubp nneutptbl, hwng no thnpé
wlt], hwnnpnwygybl wwpquwbtu gh26pbu wulywun wlgywgubine hwdwn: I6ppwywl Jh on £
hwuywgwl, np hpwp 2wwn dwlne Jwnpnhy Gu, hhatghu, np puytputp Gu Gnbi, nupwfuwgwl, wwndtghl G
hdwguwl, pE wjupwl wwph hugny U gpwnywé tnb: Hwlhg htwnn, Gpp JGhunwdtyp Ywuguwé En (huncd
uwhdwuhl, Gpgnud Ep Gpagp, npu hpbug wgnw2wUl Ep nuinpdb: UWdpnng ghptpu wlgunwd Ep 2w fuwinwn,
otind, puyGpwywu JgUninpunncd, Unuuhuy Sfuwfunwun G nuinthp Ehu UGwnnwd Jhdjwug: fununnwgwu
Jeydtync® Gpp gnpwgnytl, wbwwjydwl hpwp Ygunbu ne Gptu wn Gpbu Yunbulytu, Yrunutl: Swph Gl YyGu
nbLwé Upwlg dwlnpnie)ntll wjlupwl funpp hGwnp En pnnGl, np yGpwnwnuwind hptug Gpyhp™ Upwlp
Uhwju Jhdjwughg EhU fununcd nL wwwndned: QghwnGd” Upwlp hptlg funuph wntpu GnwU wpnynp,
hwunhwtghu, pE° ns: Pwjg Upwlp Gpptp sdnwsétghl, nn pRUwdhubp Gu: Uwlynipjwl wlwnwnun Gpgp
Upwlg Ywwbg hpwp nL wwunwwubg...

2.9. Mwwndydwsépp hhdujwé £ hpwlwl nbwyph ypw: Mupquutu ginupybunwyuwl pneéncdubp BU mpjuwé:
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Aram and Ali were living in the same yard in the same block of flats in Baku. They were of the same age and
they started and ended every day going to school, playing and singing together. Every time they played
together, they sang a song. They had invented it themselves and it was a means of expressing their
understanding and love towards each other. They had never asked what nationality they belonged to. They
never argued and always protected each other. One day, Aram’s family was packing their belongings. Their
neighbours were helping them to pack and were saying that they would send the things to them as soon as
they got to Armenia and settled. Three years passed and they sent all their belongings step by step, even
their books and brochures.

When Ali and Aram became 18 years old, they were called up to serve their nations in the army. They had
forgotten each other and could not imagine that they would meet. One day, they were each guarding the
borders of their countries. Suddenly a song was heard. Either to ease the night or to help overcome the fear,
Ali had remembered the song of his childhood. Hearing the sounds of the familiar song, Aram started asking
in Russian various questions and spoke so that the night seemed to last only a moment. On one of the
following days, they understood that they had been acquaintances and even good friends. They were very
happy. They started telling each other what had happened to them and what they had been busy with in the
intervening years. After that, whenever one of them stood on the border, they sang their song, which was a
kind of signal between them. The whole night passed in a peaceful, warm and friendly atmosphere. They
even threw cigarettes and food to each other. They promised that, after being discharged from the army,
they would find each other by any means and meet face-to-face. Their acquaintance had left such a deep
trace in their lives that after they returned to their countries one and a half years later, they talked and told
stories about each other all the time. I don’t know whether they kept their promise and met or not. But they
never thought that they were enemies. The genuine song of their childhood connected and protected them...

P.S. This essay is based on a true story, with some fictional embellishments.
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Uunt? Engwpjwl By Anush Kocharyan
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untLnwn En opp, pwyg Upunwd Ep hd hngne wptep: NunGnu thnpdnwd Ep hwdwpt) dinphu th2pwbiputpl
punhwuncp Wwwnytp unwlwine hwdwp, pwjg skp unwgyned. GpbLh unuhbdu huwgb| En:

Nuwuwnbpwad. hUg unuywih pwn: Unubwih £ wugwd wpnwuwUbp wju pwnh jncpupwlg jnen hugjncup: Uubu
djnLu inwnBpl wnGneejwdp GU Uwjnud upwlg. npwup nuiph? pwntp YepunGine hpwyncup sncutu:

Enwq Eh wnbub, wubu nugnud GU fudb YeUwpwn hennwyp, pwjg hwuywpé pwdwyu puyuncd £ nu Ynuipygned,
GL hennLyp Utpééynid £ hnnh Jbg. hnnp Ywpdpnud E:

Wn onpp Gu hwulwgw swpwpwuwnhy Gpwghu funphnupnp. ywunbpwaud £, bw gunwd £ ywwnbpwgu®™ pnnutiny
hua hJd uhpn hGwn: Gu uwpuwhnd Eh wjlu dwnphg, np uGpu ynwnrbwp hney yuwd £ Jh gugned: Lnuyl onp
Lwdwy unwgw. «Qunwd BU Ubq hwdwp fuwnwnnip)niu pepGines: «Uyn?, dbq hwdwp, pwjg wpnn®p nnc £
YSwpwytu npw hwdp, wpnyn®p dpptnpn Yywpywnbu nGwh Gpuhup nL Yuhpwpwltu Yjwupp»,- dJnwéned Eh
Gu:

Qqghwth hug wub], nuntnu Upwqut| Ep: Uwpn sghinh hUg uywutb) wju Ywlphg: Mwnbpwquhg wnwg Jtn
Gpowlyniejwlp fuwuqupnud Ehu Jtp Sunnutpp, huy w®jdd: Gppbp skh wwwnytpwguh, np wynpwl Ygquwjh
fuwnwnnipjwlu Ywphpp: 9nigt nw thnpanie)ncl Ep, np wtwnp £ ppétp JGp upntinp, utpp. sghintd: Iwgnpn
onl huy npn2tgh quw nwqUwdwywn GL thwjuw wnuhg® gnpniejnil pnnubiny. «Yubptp, Gu gunwd GU hd
fuwnwnnpjwu htnbLhg»:

Rhdw s6U ywwnytpwguned, pE hug qgughl wjn wywhhu hu sunnutpp, pwjg wpwpphu hwdwn s6U gnoniu:
Gu pwlwubp Eh, pwjg nuncdbwuhnbl Eh pd2ynipywp yGpwptnpnn 2wwn gpetin: Qunwd Eh oqUGine wju

dwpnywlg, nyptn ynynd Ehu hptug puwnwuhph, uhpn, hwjpGuhph hwdwp: Qunwd Eh Jhwuwine hwunitu
fuwnwnnipjwl Jwpwnlgnn wjn pwuwypl:
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Gpywn Ep Swuwwwnphu nL nddwphl. wdtuncp pdwnenie)nit Ep ne tnwnwwwlp: Unwénwd Eh swph G
pwpnnt, Ywuph GL JwhdwU dwuhU: ®dnpancd Eh gt wju qununUhep, npp «2pgwtwnnijwl Ut £ nunwd»
dwpnywjhUu Ywupp, ndpwiunwguncd 6L Gppwlyuguncd JGq: Jwbwfu Gup wuncd, np sjw swphp wnwlg
pwphp: hugnt®, Uh®pb swnp pwpne gnpdwyhgl £, Ywd £ hwywnwyp: Brb npwlp wupwdwl U, nupGdu
UnyUu pwll GU: Uyn nGwpnud hugne® Gup swphphU swphp wunwd, Grbt wjl pwphp £ dUnwd: IGinGLwpwn,
Unjul 6U bwbL ywwntpwaup Gl fuwnwnniegnilp, uGpp Gl wnGinoejniup, Ywupep G dwhp...

Utin quwgpp wnbn hwuwy, hd wngbL pwgytg uh nuph2 w2fuwnph: UhUgte hhjwunwung hwultip Uh pwuh
yhindtuinp Yuwp, unhwyywds Ehup nuinpny glwiy:

Urlund Ep: Bpyupncd wpntU Lpdwnynud EhU Yuiysypinnc wuwnntpp: Pninpu bwynud Ehup Gpyuphu no
hhwuntd: 3wulywné ninpu qujptg. Jwjin puyw: Uh wwh dwnwétgh. «h“bg hGiwppphn £: Uwnpnp, Gpp bwynud
E Jtn® Gpyuphl, Jwiuunwd E puyubinig, huy Gpp bwynwd £ UGppGL” gbuinUpl, sh wGuunwd Gpyhupp: bug wUG.
JepbL Lwyb” puyut®, _E® Jwp Lwyt” Gpyhupp swinbulitp»:

Utq' pnidpniyptiphu (punwdtlp puwl hngh Ehup), nkn hwinlwgphl thnpphly ublywyned, npl wnwldlwwtu
wgph skp puund hp 2pGnnLEjwUp:

«Skulbu Ynpwuwuw?, pE® Yuinfuph® nnkuutGiny huéd wjuwntbn»,- funphnud Eh, Gpp UeGpu dinwy Jh ghudnpwiyw
GL hwjwnutg Jhpwynputph Unp hnuph Jwuhl: Swtww nncpu Gwup: Uh wwh, nGuuGind yhpwynpubpht,
Lutny upwlg hwnwgswupltpp, wsptphu wnwe Jplbg, pwjg qquuwnwgw nL gnpdh wugw: Pnnpp 2nwwned
Ehu, Jwgnd wyu no wyl ynnd: Uyn wndncyh Jtg hwulywnpé utgh hd wuncup:

-Ulwhp’wn, Wuwhp?wn...

-nL (ukgh’n,- hwpgnh Gu hua Unuin juwuguwd pnidpnngp,- Lukgh®n. npunbnh®g Ep qwihu dwjup:

-Qghwntd,- wuwnwpptpniejwdp hwnptg bw,- Gnbch hh2tl E hp uhpbhpu:
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Lnphg Lutigh wuntuu, nunnytgh ntwh dwjup, 6o h7Us... bw Enp: QghwnGh nupwfuwlwyg, np gty Eh Upwl, pE
wnfupb, np bw Jhpwynp Ep: Uyn wdtUp fuwnudtbg hpwp, G JGbp gpywfuwnudbghup: Mwpgnptl punwd Ehup
JGn upintph qupytpp, np wufunu hwnnpnwygdnwd Ehu: Bu gty Eh hd hngnt fuwnwnniejniup, Junwd Ep wiju
Lujwdéky:

-hUswtu guwp hus,- hwpgntg Lw pnwtutbp wlg:

-Bh2uinl wuwé, nnL gunwp hug,- Uend dwyunwgh® wpgniupnn wgptpny Lwjtiny Upwu:

-Gu wugwih nLpwiu GU:

-Gu by

-UtkLp YuJwstup JGp Yywlpp,- bw ppubg dGrpu 6L ubndbg Ypéphl,- UGLp YhwnptUp:

Wnwtu £ Gnwd. hwywnwynpnp, snhdwlwind hwlywhwnpjwéhl, bwhwlgtbg: Shawn £ wwn gnhbp Gnwl,
pwjg thnfuwnptUp fuwnuwnnie)ntt bjwédtghup:

Utlup ytpwnwnpdwlp wjl hwdnguniupny, np Jtp Jhneeyncup uwhdwlgwé En h Gpnwuwn, JeLp unbnéywsd
Ehup hpwp hwdwn: 8hawn E° JGp dUnnutpp hwunhdwutghUu JGq, pw)jg Upwup £ EhU nLpwifu:

Uwpnnt Wwlupp uhyuyned £ sUnctunny 6L wjwpunydned Jwhny: Suydtihu JGup sghnbUp’ nup Gup quithu W hugnt,
Jdtnuthu £ sghintlp, pE nup Gup gunud Gl hugn: Upwup Ywpétu Unybwlnwd GU, GL pwlh np dGLp
pwywywuhU pwy sELup hwuywunwd Yywuph GL JwhywU Enceyniup, ginifu sElup nunud npwlg htwn: Ukgq Junwd
E Ywlpp...

Wn’, Gu lnbuw fuwnwnnuenLut hd wsptnny, Gu wnGuw Upw Sunctunp, npu wjlpwl pwly NL hwpwquwwn Ep:
Bu upnnwgw LUJwdst] hd fuwnwnniejnLup, npu hué htwn G Ynnphu Ythuph hd wdpnng Ywlpned...
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It was a sunny day but the sun of my soul was cold. My brain was trying to collect the crumbs of my mind to
have the whole image. But it did not succeed. Maybe my glue was spoilt.

War. What a horrible word. It is even horrible to pronounce. It seems the other letters look at these three
letters with hatred. Don't they have the right to form other words?

I had a dream. In my dream, I wanted to drink the water of life. But suddenly, the glass fell and broke. The
water seeped into the earth and the earth became red.

The next day, I realised the meaning of my dream; my love is leaving me and going to war. I was terrified by
the thought that my love would become nothing but a memory. On that same day, I received a letter from
my love: “I am going to bring peace for us”. “Yes, for us!,” I thought, “But will you be able to feel it yourself?
Will you raise your hands to the sky and touch life?”

I did not know what to do. My brain was cloudy. No one knows what to expect from life. Before the war, our
happiness was obstructed by our parents. And now what? I had never imagined that I would need peace so
much. Maybe it was a test of our hearts — our love. I don’t know. I don’t know anything. But on the
following day, I decided to go to the front. I ran away, leaving a note to my parents: “I am sorry. I am going
to find my peace”.

Now, I cannot imagine what my parents felt at that moment. But I do not regret what I did.
I was a philologist. But I had studied a lot of books about medicine. I was going to help those people who

fought for their families, their loved ones, and their homeland. I was going to join the army that fought for
peace.
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My way was long and hard. There was poverty and suffering everywhere. I was thinking about good and
evil, life and death. I was trying to find the secret that surrounds human life — makes us sad and happy. We
often say that there is no evil without good. But why? Is evil the coefficient of good, or vice versa? If they
are inseparable, that means they are the same. So, why do we call it “evil” if it brings good? Consequently,
war and peace are the same, as well as love and hatred, life and death...

Our train arrived and a new world opened before my eyes. There were several kilometres left to go before
the hospital, and we had to walk there.

It was getting dark. The stars could be seen sparkling in the sky. All of us were looking at the sky and
admiring the scene. Suddenly, I slid and fell down. I thought for a moment, “How interesting it is! When
somebody looks up at the sky, he is afraid of falling, but when he looks down at the earth, he does not see
the sky. What to do: look up and fall, or look down and not see the sky?”

We twenty nurses were given a small room that was not so luxurious.

“Will he be glad or sad to see me here?,” I was pondering, when a soldier entered and told us about the
newly injured. We went out quickly. Seeing the wounded people, hearing their moans, for a moment the
world darkened before my eyes. But I became vigilant and started working. Everybody was hurrying —
running in this or that direction. Suddenly, I heard my name in the buzz.

“Anahit! Anahit!”
“Did you hear?,” I asked the nurse standing next to me. "Did you hear? Where did the voice come from?”
"I don’t know,” she said with indifference. *Maybe he has remembered his beloved.”
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I heard my name again, turned to the voice, and saw... it was him! I did not know whether to be glad that I
had found him or upset that he was wounded. Everything became all mixed up and we hugged each other.

We heard clearly our heartbeats communicating quietly with each other. I had found the peace of my soul
and now I had to conquer it.

“How did you find me?,” he asked me a few minutes later.

“To tell the truth, you found me yourself.” I smiled calmly, looking at him with my tearful eyes.

“I am extremely happy!”

“Me too!”

“We'll conquer life.” He took my hand and held it to his heart. “We'll win!”

And it was so. Despite a counterattack, the opposing side retreated. In fact, many people suffered. But we
ultimately achieved our peace.

We returned with a belief that our unity was determined by heaven and we were created for each other. It's
true that our parents disciplined us, but they were also happy.

The life of a person starts with birth and ends with death. When we are born, we do not know where we are
coming into and why. When we die, we do not know where we are going and why. It seems they are the
same. And because we do not understand the essence of life and death very well, we do not pay attention
to it. Such is life...

Yes, I saw peace through my eyes. I saw its birth, which was so precious and genuine. I achieved a peace
that will be with me and beside me all my life...
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It seems to me that
people will live in
peace if they
display sincerity,
love, and respect
towards everyone
and try to find the
power to get rid of
their shackles and
overcome
obstacles inside
themselves.
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FuwnwnnLenLULU hJ wsfenny | Peace Through My Eyes
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31




FuwnwnnLeinLUp bphswuwnnUbph wifbpny

UnGLwéwagl wpntU Jwnnig wjupwl £ 96nd sEnp nL gbintghy Upw hwdwp, hUuswtu unynpwpwnp Ep thuncd:
Yywlpp hnuned Ep wlliwwn hncund: Lw wudbpg uwwuncd En, uwwuncd Ep wjlwhuh hwdwwnnd, np pUncd
En, rG ghwintbp® Gpp £ JGpwnwnUwint, Gpp £ Unphg wdnip gpytine hptu:

Unynpwywl wnwdnw Ep pninph hwdwin: Pwyg wyn 66p Yung wsptpnud, np pwnywé Ehu funp Yushnutph Jtg,
nwaguwy Ywp nt wbpwgwunptbih Jwiu: Lpw d6nptpp nnnnwd EhU undnpwywlhg wydth 2w, wupunhwwn
2wnpdyncd EhU, wyu nL wjl Ynnd guncd, pwjg hwjwgpp dhauin dwdithhU En. pwjind Ep, hwuywpé yuwlglncd,
2ngyncd ni Gpyuwp bwynwd: Pninpp ghntBhu wjn Yungl no hhaned EhU Upwil: Ephunwuwinn dwdwlwy Uw
wfuwwnned En op nL gh2tp: Ng np wynwtu £ shdwgwy Upw Jwulwghwniejnilp, pwjg pninpp ghnGhu®
hugnd £ Uw gpwndned: Uyn Gpptuuh Gnwlnnit opphnpnp vh Juguwytpwniejwl wunwd En, npp gwup skn
fubwynud uthjnnpwhwjGphu hwjptupp ytpwnwndubine hwdwnp, unbnénwd Ep wdtUu huwpwynp dheng
wntnwghutphu gynunGpnud 6L pwnuwpnid ywhtGine hwdwn: Lw U666 hwyptuwutn En, nnu wdpnng w2fuwphh
hGwn wuqwd skn thnfuh hp hwypGuh puniejwl gtntgynieinitul n hdwypp: Lpw hwdwp sywp wydtih
wnbnéJwéw)hu Gpbunup, pwl hwjntuhph wpbrwéswagl nu Jwjpwdniinp: Funce)ntll wytbih gbnGgywntd Ep
nwnuncd, Gpp hp LWwpwagpneenLup unwunwd Ep wbwubh genGgyniejwdp odwnywé wjn ophnpnh 2nLpRrtphg,
npnup nnnnwd EhU wdtU wuquwd hwjptuhph JwuhlU funubihu:

huy wjdd Lw YnpgptL £ hp hdwjpp, tnwphutpu hptug wuhntu uwyhubpu GU Rt wjn Yung ntdphu: Lw
wjlbLu sh ggnud puncpniup, npl nud Ep tnwthu hpGu G unhwnud Ep wwpt: Uydd Upw hngnud thnpnphy E,
Gpwquwuplbph 6L hpwywlniejwu wuwdwpun Yrhy: Lpw upnh wbhwgq thwihwagl Ep wnGult, UpwU® hp
Ywuph Jhwy hwpwqwwnhl:

UJu pwnwpen, npintn Upw npnhb Ep wwpnid, wwwnywé En wunnnp uwnUnupjwdp, Jwpnywug ntGuptphu
dwhwh thnfuwptU nwnUnLejwdp nL wnGiniejwdp |h wsptn EhU thwynud: @EGL hwpnwuwn Ep wipnBu no JGé
ywpnnnipjwl wntbp, wubwpnn Ep wybiu hwunnopdt) wjn onwpnijnibl ne wuwnwnpptpnee)niup:
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UJn gh2tip Gpwgned Unpl Ep inGubp: Lw pwn wn pwn hhaned Ep dnp funuptpp. «Ugu, hug thunpnud Gu, hug
qwlé £ pynd ptq, Gpptp stu qunbh wyn ownwn wihGpnud: Yepwnwpéh’n nL Yguinbbu wjt wunnppl no
fuwnwnnejnLup, np Gpywp wwphutp thunpk] Gu wjnunbn»:

dwnunwpwwbnwywl wuzniug (nusnudubpp swéynwd EhU punipywl gbnbgynieintup” hptlg uwnUnienlup
wnwnwéting nng pwnwpeh Yypw: UdEunip Lw gGpdniegnil Ep thunpned: Ujupwl tnwpophuwy En. hwyptuh
agJnnnid wnbp vh2un wwjdwn En, Unguphuy ddnwtup Upw gtpdnuencup qqwih Ep, huy wyn pwnwpnd wnbep
gnn2 Ep pYnLd bL gEn tnwipptpdnud Gpyuph wutywwn wdwtnhg:

UjnLu Ynnuhg UpwU fuGnnned En Ywpnup, hwyptuppnud |hubine, dwjpwlwU hnguwnwnpnopniup qquipne no
pUntpjwl Ubp hwughuwnp JuwG Gine gwuynie)niup: Upntu Unnwgtb En, R Gpp Ep yGpghu wuqwid wnGub
pwnGywdJutppl, Gpp En gqugt] wpbLwséwagh Gr Jwjpwdnunh wbwubh gbntgyniejniup, pwdne gnyniejncul
nL Swnhyubph pnypp, Gpp En hpsu wwunwwudwé ne hwughuwn qquigbl, huswtu Unpwdhup® Unp tnwipnty
apyned:

UJn uywuhg JGLwyniejnibp Gl 2ugwhtnéd wunn Ywpnup unhwbght UpwU pnnUGE wdBU hug, Unnwlw] pninn
LUwwwnwyubpu nL Ghwqwupltnp:

upnkUu Ytuop En: Lpw Jdwjpl wuhwUughuwn En: Qnnnud hpwpwugnd Ep: Pnnpp 2unwwnd EpU wign 66p
Yunglu hug-nn pwl hwjwinuby: 2hs wug Upw Unnn GYwU hwptrwuh GpGuwuGpp® nGr hbndhg §swiny” «Gyw-y,
GUw<d, nnL'pu wph»: Wwdw nnipu Jwgtg. npnhu Ep' hp Jhwy pwpGlwdp: Wbwpd Uwjnwd EhU hpwp, hGunn
thwprwpytghl, wdnp gpybght Uhdjwug no ububghU pwgb: 2wuh® wwph sEp wnGub Unpp, npu wjupwl En
yusnnindb nL 86pwgkp, np wpgntuplutpp hnunwd EhU nGUph ypwny, nL pynid En® Gpptp s6U pwithyh
atnptphU: Lnin Uwjnwd EhU hpwp, pwpdpwaéw)U sEhU fununcd, pwg wgptnny wwwndnd EhU hpwp wdBU hug:
Gpyniuh hnght Ef fuwnwnytg, pynwul £ hwughuwn EpU N Gpgwuhy: Wdd Upwlg hnghUbpp wywpnipwé
qgwguUntupltpl wuhwJbdwwnGih EhU wju pwéniejwl ggugnedh htwn, np nLtuthu Jh pwuh dwd wnwg:
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Unwynunjwl wjt hwnpwlnwd Gpnhunwuwpnp, nphu Jwjnu wjupwl Gpywp Ep uwwuby, undnpwywlhg 2nLin
En wpplwgt: pyhupp onh Ldwl wwpg Ep ne wubgn: Uwptpp yuwuglwé Ehu hptug Jwjbl hywnunngejwdp
GL uywund EhU wpbLhu: Snunny uwptph htwnblhg Uh hpb gniun uyutg pwpépwlw] 6L hp pbLbpp thntp
nwwntph nL Grubph ypw: Ywuph JGé thnpé ntlutignn wyn Gphunwuwnpnh wgptGnpnid wjlupwl 2wwn nud Yuwp, np
npwlp thwjnd EhU wnbLh 2nnGph Ldwu: Epyuph Unpp (wignepl ne wptieh yupdpwnGnhlu swnwaqu)jputpp
UhwiuwnuytghU: tnyhupp Ldwu Ep wuswjpwshn wpbLwjhu ényh, npp th En wuuwhdwl Gpgwlyniejwdp:
Enyhupp Udwl Ep Uh gnLutin Yuwyh, nph Upytnp 2wwn hhu Ehu™ hugwtu hwj dnnndnipnp, pwjg 2wwn wwing
nL wwjéwn' huswtu JGp wwwagwu:

FunLejnLUL wunhdwlwpwp wpprbwgwd, Upwlg wjgnL swnhyutpu gqughu wptih eGpdniejntll nL ulubgh
dwuwnwy: feynwd En® pninp phrtnUbpp hwywpedtp EhU wjuwntn: Uyn thnpphy ne wbwwunwwl phrpbnlUtpp 2wwn
nLdtin nL hwywpun intup nLubhu, npndhtunbe dhwuhU Ehu ne ghwwygnod Eh, np JhwuhU wpnn Gu
wwwnwwlt) hpwp: Npnhu wyupwl J66 hhwgdniupny Ep Uwynud puniejwlp, qguund wdtGU Jh wuyyndup, np
Jwypp sEn gwuywunwd fuwbgqwntp Upwl: Unp wgptpnud Jhwy pwlp, np Gpbund Ep, Gpgwuynigniul Ep:
Pwjg Upw upinh Jh wuyjnLunwd nbn upnw Ywp, nph ynneht wnbwiénd En hwywunh nyup: Lw hwdwwnnd
En, np pninp npnhutpu ne pnpnp hwynptGpp YyGpwnwnuwu ne Ypwgltu hptug hwjptuhph thwnpl no
gnpnie)nLlp: Lpwlp wdpnng onp UhwuhU EpU nL wunwnwn gnnegnud Ehu, wwwndnwd hptug JwupU®
thnpétny sunnwlwy ng Uh pwl: WJEL hug wjupwl unynpwywl En, np pyYnud Ep* nng Yywupnd Jhwuhl Gu
Gnt|:

unntl Gpeyn En: cwdwlwyu wulywwn uwhned En: UpGlu hp yepghu swswusubpp pwpgntg uwptph
GunGLnd: LpwU thnfuwphubine Gywy neuth thnpphy dwhhyp: UGYp Jjnwupb hGnbling™ ujubghl wnbuéti
wuwnntpp: Lpwlp wewldlwyh hdw)p hwnnpnbghl Gpyuphl: Gyninh thnpphy [Gwyp nwpdt Ep Gpuph Ynw
uthnywé wyn Juwnijwn uwdwuh hwjGhu: LnuhUU wpunwgndned Ep [Swyh JGe G hp wpdwpwaniyU nuuny
wnnwn wwngntpntu uthnned 2ngwiwgpned:
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66p Yung lnwl Ypw gtpdniegnil Ep hebi: Lpw puwnwlhep' hp Jhwy npnhl, eEpdwglnud Ep wijn inncup:
Lpwlg thnpphy punwlhpp nbr wGwnp £ dGdwuwp, hp wpdwwnUbpp funpugubp hwypgup hnnned, Unp Go
wnnng shin wnwp hp hwyptuhph hgnpnie)nitll nL fuwnwnnintup WwhwwlGine hwdwn:

Nppwl £l wdGUnLp wunnpp Ep, puncpjwl dGe hus-np wuhwuguunniejnit up. Gpyuph dh wuyjniunwd nGn
wdw Ywp, dwyh wihputpp ntrblu wbwnd sEhu, huy wjgne phptrUGpU wjupwl 2wwn sEhu, np hptlg
pwqutpwug phLhyutpny |nwgltht wuehy dwnhyutphg jnipwpwlsniph qtntgynte)niup:

Gphunwuwnnh Unp sEpdwy Jwabpp ywynwd Ehu Upw wugwé fupphU Ywuph JwuhU, huy funphdwuwn
wspbnp" wyn nddwp Ywuph Gpewuyniejwl dwuhl: Lpw wsptpp, nn wwlwwbu Ehu Gnbl Yywuph ubL nu
uwhwnwy Gpwugltphl, Jhwju dh pwuh EpU uwwuncd, uywuncd EhU hwdwwnng G Juinwhnoejwdp: Gpp pninn
hw) Jwjptpp qqujhu wyu, hug hupl Ep qgnud Gpywp wwphuGph nee hwdptpnoe)nluhg hGwnn, pninph
wspGnnLd Ywpwwgnpytn hptug hnghutiph fuwnwnnieniup: buy bw ghwitn, np ontphg Uh onp 3wjng
w2fuwnphh dpw ytpgwwtu hpubint £ wyn Gpwubh hwunwpwnypniup:
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The dawn was no longer as warm and beautiful for her as it used to be. The stream of life was flowing in its
latent course. She was waiting endlessly with such a faith that it seemed she knew when he would return
and hug her tightly.

It was an ordinary morning for everybody. But there was trepidation and inexplicable fear in the eyes of the
old woman. Her hands were trembling faster than usual and she was always looking at the road. She was
walking, stopping suddenly, looking at the road again, and turning back. Everybody knew that woman and
remembered her. When she was young she worked night and day. Nobody knew her training but everyone
knew what she did. She was a member of an organisation that did its best to bring the Armenian Diaspora
back and to keep the local residents of villages and towns in their homeland. She was a great patriot who
would never change her beautiful country for anything. There was nothing more mysterious for her than the
sunrise and sunset of her homeland. Nature was more beautiful when she described it. And her lips even
trembled when she spoke about her homeland.

But now she had lost her beauty. The long years had left their traces on the face of the old lady. She no
longer felt the glow of nature that gave her strength and a reason for living. Now there was a storm and an
endless struggle between dreams and reality raging in her soul. The insatiable hunger of her heart was to
see him, the dearest person in her life.

The city where her son was living was covered with cruel coldness. On the faces of the people there were
eyes full of bitterness and hatred instead of smiles. Though he was rich enough and owned a huge estate,
he was unable to endure that indifference.
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That night he saw his mother in his dream. He was continually hearing her voice and her every word: “What
are you looking for? You will never find the treasure you seek in those foreign lands. Come back and you'll
find the peace and quiet that for so many years you have been looking for.”

Lifeless architectural structures covered nature's beauty, spreading their coldness over the whole city. He
sought warmth everywhere. It was so strange; in his native village the sun was always bright and even in
winter its warmth was felt, but in that city the sun seemed gray and did not differ from the ubiquitous
clouds.

On the other hand, he was suffocated by the yearning to be in his homeland, feeling his mother's care and
resting among nature. He had already forgotten when he had met his relatives for the last time, when he
had felt the unspeakable beauty of sunrise and sunset, the coolness of the wind and the fragrance of
flowers, when he had felt himself sheltered and quiet as a baby in his mother's warm embrace.

The killing loneliness and the suffocating yearning made him leave everything and forget all his goals and
dreams.

It was already midday. His mother was worrying. There was a fuss in the village. Everybody was hurrying to
inform the old lady about something. Soon, the neighbour's children came to her, yelling as they ran, “He's
coming, he's coming! Come out!” Without thinking, she ran out. It was her son, her only relative. They
looked at each other steadily, then hugged and began to cry. It had been so many years since he had last
seen his mother! She had become so old that it seemed the teardrops would never flow from her face to her
hands. They were looking at each other speechlessly. But, without speaking out loud, they were telling each
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other about everything with their eyes. The souls of both of them became peaceful. They both were quiet
and happy. Now the feelings that comforted their souls were incomparable with the sense of abandonment
that they had felt some hours ago.

In the morning, that handsome man for whom the mother had been waiting for such a long time woke up
earlier than usual. The sky was clear like water and boundless. The mountains were standing with pride and
waiting for the sun. Soon, a fire ball began rising from the back of the mountains and spreading its wings
over the fields and mountains. There was so much strength in the eyes of that young man, which were
shining like the rays of the sun. The gentle blue of the sky and the reddish rays of the sun blended into each
other. The sky was like a boundless sunny lake that was full of happiness. The sky was like a colourful
canvas adorned with paints as old as the Armenian people, but as clear and bright as our future.

The natural world gradually awoke. The flowers of their garden felt the warmth of the sun and began to
smile. It seemed that all the butterflies in the world had gathered here. Those small and simple butterflies
looked very strong and proud because they were gathered together and they realised that they could protect
each other.

The son was watching nature and observing every angle with such admiration that his mother did not want
to disturb him. The only thing that could be seen in the mother's eyes was happiness. But still there was a
bit of yearning at the bottom of her heart next to which the light of faith was shining. She believed that all
sons and fathers would return and complete the pride and strength of their homeland. All day long, they
were together. They talked about each other, trying not to forget anything. Everything was so ordinary that it
seemed they had been together all their lives.
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It was already evening. Time was passing imperceptibly. The sun hid its last rays behind the mountains. The
small crescent of the moon came to replace it. One after another the stars began to glitter. They gave a
unique beauty to the sky. The village's small pool had become a mirror of that blue blanket on the world.
The moon reflected in the pool and spread vague serenity in the surroundings with its silver light.

The old woman's house was full of warmth. Her family, her only son, was filling that house with tenderness.
Their small family would become bigger, deepen its roots in the native earth, and give new and healthy
sprouts to keep the peace and power of its homeland.

Though it was peaceful everywhere, there was some anxiety in the natural world. There were some clouds in
one corner of the sky. The waves of the pool were not yet still. And the butterflies of the garden were not so
many that their colourful wings could live up to the beauty of each of the flowers.

The white hair of the young man's mother proclaimed the complicated life she had lived, and her shrewd
eyes the happiness of that hard life. Her eyes that had witnessed the black and white colours of life were
waiting for only one thing and they were waiting with belief and trust. When all the mothers felt what she
felt after the silent patience of many years, the peace of their souls would reflect in their eyes. And she knew
that one day the Armenian land would be filled with that blissful quietness.
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Peace Through the Eyes of Youth

Three, four, five - the boy
went for a hike

By Aren Marukyan
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B Te BpeMeHa, koraa s elle bl HauBHbIM PEB6EHKOM, U MOM LLarK eLle He NpUYMHAIN 60/b 3eMre,
CBSILLEHHbIN BETEp BblpBas MEHsI C KOPHSIMM 1M 6pocu B HUKYAa.

1 BOT Tenepb s CTOO Nepes BaMu, NPOCTOW CONAAT, OAMH M3 BaC M OAMH M3 ThICSIY, Ublo BEPY, MbIC/IU U
CWMbl OTHSINA BOWHA. Sl BEpHY/Cst OTTyAaQ M CTOK Nepea BaMu, M NaMsTb Mosi, Heaobpas U HenonHasi,
MbITAETCA BbIPBATbCS HAPYXXy M pacckasaTb 060 BCEM, YTO B Hel yueneno. Ho YTo g Mory pacckasaTb?

MoxeT pacckasaTb BaM O TOM, YTO eLle COBCEM MOJIOALIM i MPEBPATUCS B KasleKy C OMyCTOLIEHHON AyLUIOoW,
YTO BCE MOW MeYTbl Bbl/IN BbITPaBIEHb! U3 MEHSI, U St MPEBPATUIICS B XPaHUTENSI MeTaNIM4eckon upku? Unm
pacckasaTb BaM, YTO BCE YesIoBeYeCKoe Hacneame C ee UCTOPUEN, HayKoi, 06pa3oBaHMEM U UHTENNEKTOM -
BCEr0 JMLb MblIbHbIV My3blpb, MOKa eLLe S0AM BO MMS YEMOBEYHOCTYM, BO MMS BbICLUMX MAEN U MMeHeM bora
6yayT BapBapckn McTpebnsaTtb Apyr Apyra? A MOXET paccKasaTb Kak CpbIBatOT KOMbLO C FpaHaThl, Kak
3aKasblBatoT LWTHIKOM, KaK OPyAyHOT CarnepHOM IoNaTKoM MM Kak NMpULENMBAOTCS! B FOSIOBY M HAXXMMALOT Ha
Kypok? Mnu pacckasaTb BaM Kak MEUYETCS U KPUYUT KOHTYXKEHHBIN, Kak CTOHET PaHEHHbIN B XWBOT, WK
pacckasaTb Kak npoosibbIBaloT MOru/bl B 3aMep3Luei 3emne? Huuero apyroro s TaM He BUAEN, HUYEMY
APYromy st TaM He Hayuuncs. M BOT 8 CTOl nepes BaMy, 3ansiTHaHHbIN, 3abpbi3raHHblil, 060pBaHHbIN U
BWHOBHBIIA, XOTs1 TaM, rae s 6bi1, He 6bIfIo NpaBbiX ¥ BUHOBATbIX, TaM GblIN TOSILKO XXMBbIE U MEPTBbIE.

Celtyac, Koraa npoLusioe 3aTarvBaeTcsl B TyMaH, CaMoe TPYAHOE - 0CO3HaTb,uTo 3TO 6e36pexHoe 6e3mMonBue
¥ TULIMHA - He NepeablllKa U He BPEMEHHOE NepemMupue BCEro, a BCEro NMLb... S 3a6bln KakuM 6bi1 Mup.
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Peace Through the Eyes of Youth

In those times when I was still a naive child and my steps did not harm the earth, the winds of fate pulled
me out by my roots and threw me to nowhere.

And now I stand in front of you an ordinary soldier — one of you and one of the thousand people whose
beliefs, thoughts, and strength have been taken away by the war. I have come back from that place and I
am standing in front of you. And now, my unkind and incomplete memories are trying hard to get out and to
tell everybody what has survived in them. But what can I tell?

Maybe I should tell you that, while still just a young man, I became an invalid with an empty soul; that all
my dreams were etched out of me and I turned into a soldier with a heart of steel? Or maybe I should tell
you that all of human heritage with its history, science, education, and intellect is only a soap bubble waiting
for people to savagely annihilate each other in the name of humanity, best intentions, and the name of God?
Or maybe I should tell how to pull the ring from a grenade, how to kill with a bayonet, how to use a sapper
shovel as a weapon, or how to aim at a man’s head and pull the trigger? Or maybe I should describe how
the shell-shocked suffer and scream, how a man moans when he is shot in the abdomen, or how graves are
dug in the frozen ground? These things are all that I have seen and learned. And now I am standing before
you, stained, bedraggled, ragged, and culpable; although where I was, there were no innocent or guilty
people. There were only living or dead ones.

Now that the past is drawn into the mist, the most difficult thing to understand is that the vast silence and
stillness is not a break or a temporary truce. Instead... I have forgotten what the real world was like.
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