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Once upon a time there was a field-laborer called Ohan. He had one son, and on him the light of the
countenance of the Lord failed to shine. He was completely good for nothing! When his father saw that he could
not drive any sense into him, he conceived the idea of getting rid of him. He was, however, his only son.
“Wife,” he said, “I am going to take the boy to learn a trade.”
“Take him anywhere you like!” said the mother.
So he took him, and went. His son, being very green, had no idea of what was afoot. Whether they went a long
way or a little way, God alone knows, but they eventually came to some flat, arable land where a couple of houses
stood.
“What luck!” said the son. “We can stay the night here!”
The poor fellow did not know what sort of place it was. Ohan and his son went into one of the houses. There in
front of them sat forty thieves!
“What luck!” said the thieves. “We have been scouring hill and valley for food, and our prey have come to us
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on their own little legs! Well, fellow,” they said to Ohan, “what manner of man are you?”
“I have brought my son to you to learn your trade,” said Ohan. The forty thieves burst out laughing.
“What sort of trade do you think we are engaged in, that you should want your son to learn it?” they said.
“What is that to me?” said Ohan. “You make a living by it. Let him too make a living by it!”
“Very well, old man,” said the robbers. “Stay here tonight, and leave in the morning. When your son has
learned our trade, we shall bring him back to you.” The next morning, after his father Ohan had left, the forty
thieves handed the young man a pitcher.
“You will find a well near by,” they said. “Go and fill this pitcher with water, and bring it back.”
The young man took the pitcher, went to the well, dipped the pitcher in and filled it with water. When he made
to take it out again, however, it would not come. He gave it another tug, and this time it came partly out of the
water. A pale white hand was clinging to the handle! The young man seized the pitcher with one hand, and the
white hand with the other. The owner of the white hand gave a shriek, and quickly pushed a small goblet towards
Ohan’s son as the price of its liberty. The young man let go of the white hand, took his pitcher out of the spring,
and examined the goblet. It was covered with dirt, but when he polished it, he found that it was made of solid
gold. He tucked it under his shirt, and took it and the full pitcher back to the thieves’ den. The forty thieves had
not been expecting him to return, and when they saw him, they were astounded, and looked at him questioningly.
“Where did you get the water, son?” they asked.
For nobody ever returned from the well to which they had sent him to fetch water. Somehow they always
tumbled in and drowned, and were never seen again.
“From the well near your house,” replied the youth. “I dipped the pitcher into the water, and when I went to
draw it out again, it would not come. I pulled harder, and saw a white hand clinging to the handle. It was as white
as snow. I caught hold of it, but its owner, under the water, put his other hand to his breast-pocket and pulled out
this goblet and pushed it towards me. I let go of the hand, and took the goblet. Look, here it is!”
And he took the golden goblet from under his shirt. The thieves took the golden goblet, examined it, and went
mad with excitement.
“This goblet is priceless!” they cried, and all forty thieves embraced their new apprentice.
“Well done!” they cried. Then, turning to his companions, the robber-chief said:
“Robbery and the life of an outlaw is not for us from now on, lads! Let us sell the goblet for cash, and as long
as we live, we shall want for nothing. Lead out my horses. I shall ride into town, sell the goblet, and come back
and share the money equally between us. Everyone shall take his share, and return to his own house!”
The robber-chief mounted his horse and rode into town. He went to a moneychanger, and asked him to change
the goblet for cash.
“This is beyond me,” said the moneychanger. “The only one who can change this into cash is the Jewish
moneychanger.”
The robber-chief took the goblet to the Jewish moneychanger. He took the goblet, examined it, walked up and
down, thought, and finally said:
“Let us take this goblet to the King. He will value the goblet, and then I shall pay you the money.” So they
went to the King.
“Your Majesty,” said the Jew. “That year when they robbed my shop and stole my rubies and jewels, this
precious goblet was also stolen. Now the thief himself has brought it to me. I appeal to you to judge this matter.
Return my property to me!”
“How did this goblet come into your possession?” the King asked the robber-chief.
“Long live the King!” said the robber. “We have an apprentice. He found it in a well.”
“What is your trade, then, that you have an apprentice?” said the King. “Speak plain, or I shall chop off your
head!”
“To tell the truth, we are a band of forty thieves,” said the robber-chief. “We have undertaken to train a new
apprentice. It was he who brought the goblet to us.”
The King sent his men to fetch the other thirty-nine thieves and their apprentice. The apprentice thought
quickly. He came, bowed seven times to the King, and said:
“Long live the King! I found the goblet. If I bring you eleven more like it, you will see that the Jewish
moneychanger is lying, and you will drive him from your city. If I do not bring you eleven more goblets like it,
then you may hang me up by the neck, and my forty friends.”
“Very well,” said the King. “Ho there! Seize the forty thieves, but permit the apprentice to go in search of the
other eleven goblets!”
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*
The youth mounted the robber-chief’s horse, took the golden goblet, and rode, and rode, and rode. Whether he
rode a long way or a little way, God alone knows, but eventually he arrived at a city which was the capital of a
certain kingdom. He went up to one of the houses, and went in. He saw a very old woman sitting there. Her huge
beetle brows were so closely knitted together that any flea that fell between them when first they frowned would
now be crushed into a hundred pieces!
“Why are you frowning so, grandmother?” the youth asked.
“Uff, don’t ask me such things!” said the old woman. “Sit still, and eat!”
“For the love of God, grandmother,” said the young man, “tell me why you are frowning so. Perhaps I may be
able to find a way to rid you of your sorrow.”
“Alas, fortunate one,” said the old woman. “Many young men such as you have gone forth and tried to find a
cure for my sorrow, but not one has ever succeeded!”
“What is wrong, grandmother?” said the apprentice. “Tell me!”
“Our King had once a handsome son, but he died, and they buried him. During the day he remains in his tomb,
but in the night something digs him out again, and casts him on the surface of the earth, and in the morning he is
found with his grave-clothes torn to shreds. We have to wrap him in a fresh winding-sheet, and bury him again.”
“Clear the table, grandmother,” said the apprentice, son of Ohan. “I have had enough to eat.”
“Why do you not eat, my son?” said the old woman.
“I have had enough, grandmother,” he said. “It sticks in my throat. Take me to the King. I shall guard his son’s
tomb, and see that no one removes his gravestone. If I do not succeed, may he hang me up by the neck!”
The old woman led the youth to the King, and told him what he had promised.
“Let him go and keep watch, then,” said the King.
The youth went and placed himself some distance away from the prince’s tomb, and sat and watched. At
midnight three doves flew up and alighted in front of the tomb. Then they discarded their feathers and turned into
three beautiful maidens.
“Let us eat now,” said one to the others. “Then we shall take the prince from his tomb, and eat again.”
“May your house fall in!” said another. “Should such a handsome youth remain in the tomb while we eat? Will
the food not stick in your throat?”
One of the nymphs took out a table-cloth, held a crimson wand in her hand, tapped the tablecloth with it, and
said:
“Tablecloth, spread thyself!”
The tablecloth spread itself over the ground, and a whole meal assembled on top of it, meat, bread, plates,
cups, knives, forks and spoons. The nymphs stood up, went to the entrance of the tomb, and struck the front of it
with the crimson wand.
“Stone, swing open!” they commanded. The heavy stone door to the tomb swung open.
“Earth, gape open!” they commanded.
A gaping hole appeared in the damp earth of the grave. The nymphs lifted out the prince’s corpse, laid it on the
ground, and struck it with the crimson wand. It immediately came to life, and sat up. The nymphs dressed the
dead prince in fine clothes, and placing him at the head of the table, sat in a row in front of him and began to eat.
The young apprentice saw that the three nymphs sat in a single row opposite the prince at the head of the table.
“If I shoot an arrow at the nymphs,” he thought, “there will be no danger of hitting the prince.”
He loosed an arrow at the three nymphs, just missing them. They fell into great confusion, and had barely time
to put on their feathers and fly away. The tablecloth and the crimson wand they left behind. The apprentice went
up to the prince.
“Good evening, prince,” he said. “I am your father’s watchman. Let us eat together.”
They ate their meal.
“Now I must return you to your grave,” said the apprentice.
“But I have just been liberated!” protested the prince. “Let us go to the palace.”
“No, you must stay tonight in your grave,” said the apprentice.
He tied the tablecloth round his waist, and picked up the crimson wand. Noticing a ring lying at the edge of the
cloth, he picked that up too and put it on his finger.
“Lie down in your grave,” he said to the prince. The prince did as he was told, the apprentice struck the tomb
with the crimson wand, and everything returned to its proper place.
When day broke, the King’s men came to find him, and saw that the door of the tomb was in place, and that
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there was no sign of the prince’s desecrated corpse. The chamberlain went to tell the King.
“Your Majesty,” he said, “light to your eyes! The tomb is just as we left it yesterday!” The apprentice was
brought to the King.
“How did you manage to guard the tomb so well?” asked the King.
“Bring the Queen, and I shall show you,” said the apprentice. The King, the Queen, the chamberlain, and the
apprentice went to the tomb.
“Your Majesty, you can see with your own eyes that the tomb is undisturbed,” said the apprentice. “What will
you give me if I restore your son safe and sound to you?”
“Make any wish, and I shall grant it!” said the King.
The young man took out the golden goblet.
“I want eleven goblets just like this one,” he said. “Forty comrades of mine are imprisoned on account of it.”
“I have no goblet like that,” said the King. “Ask for my daughter, she shall be yours! Ask for treasure, it shall
be yours! Ask for a city, it shall be yours! But I cannot give you what I do not possess!”
“I have no need of anything else,” said the young man.
He struck the gate of the tomb with the crimson wand, commanded the stone door to open and the earth to
render up the dead prince as he had observed the nymphs to do, touched the corpse with the wand, and restored
the prince to the world of the living. Then he sadly mounted his horse, and rode away.
*
He rode on and on, whether a long way or a short way God alone knows, and finally came to another great city,
the capital of a kingdom. Here he entered a house, and found its owner sitting dejectedly inside, his eyebrows also
knit together in one great frown.
“Welcome, be my guest, you come with a thousand blessings!” said he.
“But what can I do for you? I can offer you nothing to eat, for there is not a morsel of food in the whole city!”
“Do not worry, brother,” said the apprentice. “I have food enough with me, whereof you too may eat!”
He took out the magic tablecloth, tapped it with the crimson wand, and the table was laid forthwith.
“Call your children, and let them come and eat their fill,” said the apprentice.
The children came, and they all sat down to eat.
“Tell me,” said the apprentice, when all had eaten, “how does it happen that there is no bread in your city?
Have you no land you can plough, and sow, and harvest?”
“We have no dry and arable land here, brother,” said the man.
“Where do you get your food from, then?” asked the apprentice.
“Our food comes by ship, and we collect it from the harbor.”
“Then why do you not collect it?” said the apprentice.
“Alas, whenever we go to the harbor to collect our wheat and flour from a ship, a hand comes up out of the
water and pulls the ship under. We do not know what to do against the hand!”
“If I go and deal with the hand, and bring the ship safely to harbor, and fill your land with food, will your King
grant me a wish?” asked the apprentice.
“What would he not give for that?” said the man. “Anything your tongue can ask for, he will give!” They rose
and went to see the King.
“What will you give me, O King,” said the apprentice, “if I bring a ship into harbor, and fill your land with
food?”
“Make any wish, and I shall grant it!” said the King.
The young man entered a small boat, and rowed out to meet the fleet of merchant vessels. There were forty
large ships approaching the shore, all fully laden with flour. As the apprentice rowed up to them, he saw a white
hand, with a white bracelet round its wrist, rise out of the foaming sea. He grasped the bracelet firmly in his hand,
and pulled hard; as he pulled, the bracelet slipped off the hand, and remained in his own. The hand disappeared
swiftly into the depths of the sea. The ships hove to, and came safely to harbor. The city was filled with food to
overflowing. The apprentice went to the King.
“Grant me my wish, Your Majesty,” he said, “and I shall leave.”
“Make your wish,” said the King.
The young man took out the golden goblet.
“I want eleven goblets identical with this one,” he said.
“Alas, my friend!” said the King. “That goblet alone is worth my whole kingdom. How should I have eleven
like it? Ask for my daughter, she shall be yours! Ask for this city, it shall be yours! Ask for my kingdom, it shall
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be yours! But I cannot give what I do not possess!”
“There is nothing else I need,” sighed the apprentice. “My forty comrades languish in captivity, and I cannot
sleep or rest, until I take back eleven goblets like this, and so free them.”
“If that is the case,” said the King, “I shall have a word with my sea captain, and let you know his answer in
the morning.” The King summoned the old sailor.
“Do you know the feeding-place of the daughters of the king of the houris?” he asked.
“I do,” said the captain.
“Very good,” said the King. “There is a youth here. I want you to show him where it is.” He called the
apprentice.
“The captain will show you the feeding-place of the daughters of the king of the Houris,” he said. “That is
where you will find the goblets.”
The young apprentice left his horse with the king, boarded the ship and sailed away.
*
For seven days and seven nights he sailed the seas with the old captain, until they finally dropped anchor on a
distant shore. Not far from the coast stood a mansion with a small iron gate.
“That is where you will find the daughters of the king of the houris,” said the captain. “When do you intend to
return to the ship, so that I may come and fetch you?”
“Give me fifteen days,” said the apprentice.
He knocked on the gate, and went in. He saw a white-haired old man, with his sleeves tucked up to his elbows,
preparing a stew.
“May you prosper, grandfather!” said the apprentice.
“All good comes from God! A thousand greetings, son of man!” replied the ancient. The old man’s face was so
beautiful, that the young man, try as he might to keep his eyes fixed on it, had to avert them.
“No serpent on its belly, no bird on its wing has ever penetrated as far as this,” said the old man. “How did you
come here?”
“Love of you drew me here,” said the apprentice.
“That is pleasant to hear,” said the old man. “Hide yourself under these sheets and blankets. The houris will
soon be coming, and if they see you, they will do you harm, and then it will be all up with you.”
The apprentice concealed himself beneath the sheets and blankets as he was told, and remained silent. It was
not long before the daughters of the king of the houris arrived.
“Aha!” they said. “There is the odor of a human being here!”
“May your house prosper!” said the old man, preparing the stew. “I am a man. It is me you can smell!”
“No,” they said. “It is the smell of a stranger!”
“You can see there is no one here.”
“Well, if our meal is ready, let us eat.”
The old man laid the table, and the three sisters sat down. As they did so, the chamberlain of the king of the
houris arrived with a letter in his hand, and asked to come in.
“Be patient,” said the houris. “Let us eat first, then we shall read the letter.” During the meal the eldest houri
poured out the wine and said:
“I shall drink a toast. I drink to the health of the youth who, though forty thieves for seven years could never
drink the water of my well, came to fetch some in a pitcher. The rogue caught me by the wrist and tugged so hard,
that I took out a goblet and threw it to him, and so escaped. Long live the apprentice!” The second sister laughed.
“I must drink a toast, too,” she said.
“Drink!” said her sisters. The three glasses were filled once more.
“I drink to the health of the youth who seized my tablecloth and my wand, and caused my dead mortal to rise
from the grave. Long live the apprentice!” said the second sister. The youngest sister laughed;
“I shall drink a toast, too,” she said.
“Drink!” said her sisters. The three glasses were filled again.
“I drink to the health of the youth who seized me by the wrist, stole my bracelet, and robbed me of forty ships
laden with flour. Long live the apprentice!” said the youngest sister.
The old man soon guessed who lay concealed under the bedclothes.
“Supposing the youth whom you have so taken to your hearts should appear here,” he said, “what would you
give him?”
“We should give him whatever he wished for!” all three replied together.
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The apprentice slipped out from under the bedclothes and stood before them.
“Greetings, angelic nymphs!” he said. The jaws of the houris dropped in amazement.
“Come, sit with us, and eat!” they cried, when they had recovered their wits.
They all sat down together, and ate. When the meal was over, the chamberlain came in, bowed seven times,
handed a letter to the eldest sister, crossed his hands over his chest, and waited. The houri opened the letter, read
it, and tears welled up in her eyes. The second sister took the letter and read it, and she too began to weep. The
little sister took the letter and read it, and she wept more than the others.
“What is in the letter to make you cry so?” asked the youth.
“Shall we tell him?” the sisters asked each other.
“We shall tell him,” they decided. The eldest sister went to the cupboard, opened it, took out a picture, and
brought it to the apprentice.
“We have a brother,” she said. “For seven years he has been held captive by the giant Azrail, and we have
never been able to devise a way of freeing him. If you devise a way, and succeed in freeing our brother, we shall
grant you whatever you desire.”
“I shall go and get him,” said the young man.
“It is true that you succeed where no other man has ever succeeded before?” said the houri.
“But what of my own forty brothers who are in captivity?” said the young man. “What of liberating them?”
“That is easy,” said the houri. “We can take you to them any day between lunch and supper.”
“Seeing them is easy,” he said. “But I need another eleven goblets to free them!”
“Oh, what is that to us? We shall give you twenty such!”
“Very well, then!” said the apprentice. “Let us all visit your father, the king.”
So they all went to the king. The apprentice bowed his head seven times, folded his arms across his chest, and
waited.
“What son of man is this that you have brought me, daughters?” said the king of the houris.
“We have brought the one who shall free our brother from captivity.”
“What! This man can free my son?” said the king. And turning to the apprentice, he said:
“Can you free him?”
“With God’s help,” said the young man.
“Very well,” said the king. “Go and free him. Have you ever seen Azrail?”
“No, Your Majesty.”
“You must be well prepared. What do you need for the journey?”
“Let me go to your stables and choose any horse I want. Let me gird your own sword about me, and hang a
bow and a quiver of arrows round my shoulder. Give me a mace in my hand, and I shall go and bring back your
son.”
“They are all ready for you,” said the king. “Do you need anything else?”
“I should like a guide to show me the mountain where the giant Azrail dwells,” said the apprentice.
“You shall have one,” said the king. “God be with you. We are impatient to see what comes of it!”
The young man went to the stables and chose a very fine horse, one which had never beheld the face of the
sun, but had danced with the stars. He girt the king’s own sword about his loins, hung the bow and quiver of
arrows round his shoulder, took the mace in his hand, returned to the king’s court, and stood outside. His horse
squealed and whinnied, and the king came out. When he beheld the young man fully armed and caparisoned, his
soul trembled within him.
“Oho!” he said to himself. “This son of a dog is sure to bring back our son!”
“Well,” said the youth. “Tell the chamberlain to mount his horse, and we shall ride forth!”
The chamberlain mounted his horse and rode out in front. They rode and they rode, whether a long way or a
little way, God alone knows, until they came to the foot of Mount Djandjavaz, where they halted.
“I had permission to come as far as this, but no farther,” said the chamberlain.
“Farewell, then!” said the apprentice, as he spurred his horse on.
*
He rode up the mountain-side, and came to a group of tall buildings. The faint sound of voices emerged from
them.
“Whoever is the owner of these houses,” shouted the youth, “let him come forth! I have come to claim bloodmoney!”
Two large Negroes emerged.
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“What manner of man are you?” they demanded.
“I have come to claim blood-money,” repeated the apprentice. The two Negroes came across the square and
barred his path.
“What fellow is this, that we should disturb our master’s sleep and bid him rise on his account?” they said.
The youth saw that the two Negroes intended to bar his way, and drawing his sword, he struck off both their
heads with a single blow. He dismounted, picked up the two heads and flung them up on to the balcony. The noise
woke the giant Azrail. He came out on to the balcony, and saw a hot-blooded young fellow shouting his lungs out
below. And how he shouted!
“Wait!” said Azrail. “I am coming! I am going to chop you in little pieces and leave only your ears!” He came
down, saddled and harnessed his horse, and came out on to the square to confront the young man.
“Welcome! A thousand times welcome, young man!” said the giant. “We shall fight by striking blow for blow
in turn. Who shall go first?”
“You go first,” said the apprentice. “I am only a guest. You have seven maces, seven arrows, and seven swords.
Strike first! God shall decide between us!”
Azrail hurled his club at the youth. Mountains and valleys shook, but it passed over the head of the apprentice.
The young man picked it up.
“There is no time for games!” he said. “Take it back and throw it again, this time in earnest!”
The giant threw all his seven clubs, and all missed. He shot his seven arrows, and all flew past the apprentice.
He hurled his seven swords, and all smashed against the rocks.
“Now it is your turn!” he said, and stood ready.
The young man spurred his horse. The horse galloped furiously towards the giant, and the sweat streamed from
its forehead, half blinding it. The young apprentice sped to the edge of the square, stood up in the saddle, and
flung his club. It caught Azrail on the side of the head, and smashed it right in. The giant fell down stone dead.
The youth dismounted, and struck off his head with his sword. The gigantic head rolled off along the ground.
“Where is it rolling to?” wondered the young man, and raising his sword again, he gave it a tremendous slash,
and cut it into two.
“One more blow!” pleaded the head.
“I cannot,” panted the youth. “I was born with only one such blow in me!”
He tethered his horse to the gates of the mansion, and went in. In one of the rooms he found the son of the
King of the Houris trussed up in chains. He struck them off with his sword.
“Come, let us return to your father,” he said.
*
The prince rose, mounted his horse, and rode off with the apprentice. As they approached the city of the king,
the prince said:
“Brave youth, when you bring me to my father, and he asks you what you want as a reward, tell him you want
my little sister as your bride, and the ring on his finger.”
They entered the palace. Father, mother, and sisters all rushed to embrace the prince, and wept for joy.
“Make a wish,” said the king to the apprentice, “and I shall grant it!”
“I wish for the health of your soul!” said the young man.
“Make a wish for yourself!” said the king.
“I desire your youngest daughter to be my bride, the ring from your finger, and the eleven golden goblets, O
king of the houris,” said the apprentice.
“They are yours,” said the king. “Take them, and prosper!”
The wedding celebrations went on for seven days and seven nights. The houri princess and the young
apprentice were married and lodged in a suite of rooms in the palace. On the wedding night the young husband
drew his sword and placed it between his bride and himself.
“Do you not trust me, or my father,” said the princess, “that you draw your sword and place it between us?”
“Before anything else,” said her husband, “I must go and free my forty comrades, who languish in gaol!”
*
On the morrow the young man rose, took the eleven golden goblets, and prepared to travel back to his native
land. He took his bride back to her father’s part of the palace before he went, much to the king’s amazement. Then
he made his way back home, went to his own king’s palace, and laid the eleven golden goblets before him. The
first was placed among them, and the Jewish moneylender was summoned and confronted with the twelve golden
goblets.
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“Tell us which one of these goblets belongs to you,” said the king.
The moneylender picked them up, looked from one to the other, and could no longer recognize the one he had
claimed to be his. The king saw that he had been basely deceived, and ordering the forty innocent thieves to be
released, he called for his executioner, and made mincemeat of the treacherous moneylender.
Then the apprentice left the palace, and summoned his young bride to be at his side. It was not long before one
of the courtiers told the king of the presence of the houri princess in his city.
“The young man brought a most beautiful maiden with him,” he said. “Summon her to your presence and see
for yourself.”
The king was very old, and had no heir to his throne. He summoned the houri princess, and when he saw her,
his head reeled, and the earth seemed to shake under his feet.
“Whose daughter are you, good maiden?” he asked at last.
“I am the daughter of the king of the houris.”
“Have you accepted this young man to be your husband?”
“I have.”
The king summoned his people.
“I declare my intention to give my kingdom, of my own free will, to this young man!” he cried. “Do you
agree?”
“We agree!” shouted the people.
The king took the ring from his finger and gave it to the young apprentice.
“As you give me your kingdom by token of this ring,” said the young man, “so I give you this royal ring.” And
he handed the king the ring given to him by the king of the houris.
And so the young apprentice became king, and appointed his comrades, the forty thieves, to be viziers,
chamberlains, ministers and officials in his kingdom. And so they all achieved their hearts’ desire, as may you
also!
Three apples fell from Heaven: one for the story-teller, one for his listener, and one for him who lends an ear.
2
Once upon a time there was a poor woodcutter living in Isfahan, which was the capital of the Persian King,
Shah-oghlu\fn{I.e., “son of a Shah.”} Shah Abbas.\fn{This Shah settled the Armenians in his realm in a city called New Julfa,
beside Isfahan, in 1604, that they might encourage trade within his kingdom. } However much he longed for an heir to the
throne, the King had no son, and finally, in desperation, he vowed never again to set foot in his beloved Rose
Garden, Gulshan, until God should grant him one. One day the poor woodcutter and his wife were talking
together.
“Husband,” said the wife. “From now on, of every two loads of kindling you gather, we shall sell one to buy
food with, and keep the other for a time of need, for when we are ill, or too old and weak to gather any.”
“You are right, wife,” said her husband. “Wake me very early in the morning, and I shall go and fetch two
loads of brushwood. One load we shall sell for food, and the other I shall give you to keep for a rainy day.”
The cock chanced to crow while it was still night, and the wife woke her husband.
“Get up, husband,” she said. “It is time for you to go to the forest.” Her husband got up, washed his face,
crossed himself, and went out.
“I am off now, wife,” he said. “Bolt the door after me.”
It was still dark. He walked towards the sea-shore, and there he saw three men sitting by the sea. They were
writing something in a large book.
“When did you start out then, to get here before me?” asked the poor man, in some amazement. “I suppose you
will have gathered all the brushwood worth having. What shall I do?”
“We are not woodcutters,” they said.
“What are you, then?” the poor man asked.
“We distribute Light and Darkness among men,” they said.
“May I die at your feet!” cried the poor man. “Can you not do something for me? This going back and forth to
gather firewood has worn me out, and I have no son to help me.”
“God has prepared great things for you,” said the three men.
“What are they?”
“God has granted you twin sons. One shall rule the Kingdom of the East, the other shall rule the Kingdom of
8

the West,” said the three men. “And since you have been so fervent in your prayers, old man, we shall give you an
egg which will shine in the dark, and which you must keep hidden under a pot during the day. Say nothing about
this to anyone. Every evening take the egg and place it before you, make forty genuflections in front of it, recite
the evening prayer, and then go about your business.”
The woodcutter took the proffered egg, put it in his breast-pocket, gathered two loads of brushwood, put them
on his back, and went to the bazaar. Here he sold both loads, took the money, and went home.
“Light to your eyes, wife!” he said.
“Husband, what has happened?” said his wife. “Where is the brushwood?”
“Wife, take care not to tell anyone what God has given us!”
“What has he given us?”
“He has given us an egg.”
“But the house is full of eggs, at least!” cried his wife. “What is special about that?”
“Wife, this is an egg that shines in the dark! We shall never need to spend any more on candles.”
“Let me see!”
They went to a dark part of the house, solemnly laid out their worn old carpet, and placed the egg in front of
them. It shone like fire, and illumined the whole room!
“That is surely from God,” said the wife.
The poor man and his wife recited the evening prayer, and made forty genuflections. Then they went about
their ordinary tasks. This they repeated every evening.
Now it happened that Shah Abbas had commanded his herald to proclaim a curfew throughout the city of
Isfahan, forbidding anyone to keep a light burning after dark. For his capital had become a prey to great disorder,
and it was his intention to walk through its streets at night, to try to find the cause of the mischief.
“Bring me two dervish’s robes,” he commanded his vizier, “and we shall put them on and walk through the
streets of the capital in disguise.” The Shah and his vizier put on the robes, and set out at nightfall to walk abroad
through the streets of Isfahan.
“Find a high place and climb to the top of it, vizier,” ordered the Shah, “and see if you can see a light burning
anywhere in the city.”
The vizier did as he was bidden. He climbed on top of a high mound, and looked about him.
“There is no light anywhere, Your Majesty,” he said, “except for a small ray of light which is shining on the
extreme edge of the city.”
“Let us go and find it!” said the Shah. “That is where the brigands will be, for sure!” The King and his minister
made for the edge of the city, and came to the poor woodcutter’s house.
“Did you perpetrate any misdeeds in your youth, vizier?” asked the Shah.
“I am not a criminal, Your Majesty!” protested his chief minister.
“Then you had better not go in there,” said the Shah. “They will see straight away that you are not one of
them! Climb on to the roof and see what they are doing.”
The vizier climbed on to the roof, looked through the skylight, and saw a man and a woman asleep in bed, with
a bright light burning in a bowl beside them. The vizier climbed down from the roof.
“You would not understand if I told you, Your Majesty,” he said. “Climb up and see for yourself.”
The Shah climbed up on to the roof, looked through the skylight, and saw what his vizier had seen. The
woodcutter and his wife lay asleep, dead to the world. The Shah realized what it was that emitted the bright light
in the bowl, and started.
“Vizier!” he exclaimed. “That must be a jewel they have stolen from my counting-house! What luck to have
found it again!” He climbed down.
“We shall put a mark on the door. In the morning we shall summon the man to the palace, and send him to the
gallows!”
Dawn came, and the woodcutter and his wife got up.
“Give me my rope, wife,” said the husband, “and I shall go and gather the brushwood.” As the wife got up and
handed her husband his rope, there was a loud hammering on the door.
“Who is there?” said the woodcutter.
“Open the door! The Shah has summoned you to the palace!”
“What have I done?” protested the poor woodcutter.
He clasped his hands to his head, not knowing what to say. He opened the door, and was led away. They
brought the poor woodcutter to Shah Abbas. He bowed seven times, crossed his hands on his chest seven times,
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and waited.
“Well, fellow!” said the Shah. “Who gave you the stone?”
“Long live the Shah!” cried the woodcutter. “Three men sitting writing on the seashore and distributing Light
and Darkness among men gave me it.”
“Do not lie to me, or I shall chop off your head!” thundered the Shah. He called for his executioners, one, the
milchi, skilled in putting out eyes with a red hot bodkin,\fn{ A long slender rod, usually decorated on one end with a precious
stone, which women used to put through their hair when wearing it in a bun } and another in chopping off heads, and they ran in
and stood before him.
“Do not kill me, Sire!” said the poor woodcutter. “I have told you the truth! Three men distributing Light and
Darkness among men gave me the egg!”
“If that is true, go and fetch it and give it to me,” said the Shah. “I shall pay you what it is worth.”
“Give me seven days’ grace, Your Majesty,” pleaded the poor man, “and I shall give you the stone. You know
that I will not run away!”
“Very well,” said Shah Abbas. “I shall give you seven days’ grace.”
The woodcutter returned home.
“Alas, wife!” he cried. “The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away!”
“What has happened?” said his wife. “Tell me what has happened!”
“We must give the magic stone to the Shah,” replied her husband. “But what if we give half to him, and keep
half for ourselves? He has given us seven days’ grace. We shall fast for those seven days, lament and call upon
God, and perhaps the stone will divide into two, so that we may give one half to the Shah, and keep the other for
ourselves.”
For seven whole days the poor man and his wife fasted, lamented, and prayed to God, and in the end the stone
broke into two. The woodcutter took one half and gave it to the Shah, and they kept the other for themselves.
*
One night the woodcutter’s wife gave birth to twins, two boys. They were graced with such beauty that they
might well have bidden the sun to cease to rise in the heavens, and to leave the work of lighting the world to
them!
The poor woodcutter went out to find someone who would be willing to act as their godfather and spiritual
guardian. Search as he might, he could find no one.
“If that is how it is, wife,” he said, when he returned home, “I shall have to find the three men who granted us
these children, so that they may come and consecrate their gift. Wrap me up two loaves of bread, and I’ll be on
my way.”
His wife wrapped him two loaves, and the woodcutter set out to search high and low for the three mysterious
scribes. When he came to the Northern Range, he saw the three beings sitting at the edge of a lake, writing in their
book.
“Greetings, O Givers of the Priceless Jewel!” he said. “Come and consecrate the children you have granted us,
for I can find no one to be their godfather and guardian.”
“Return home, woodcutter,” said one of the men. “Tomorrow I shall stay as a guest at the royal court. I shall
take one of the children, and give the other to Shah Abbas. Return in peace to your house, and wash and clean it
thoroughly, so that when the Shah and I arrive, everything shall be spotless.”
The woodcutter, reassured, returned home and did as they commanded. One of the Fates was a young,
handsome man, and it was he who went to the court of Shah Abbas to be his guest. When he arrived, the Shah was
much impressed, and took him to be a king like himself.
“Why do you disregard the poor, O King?” said the visitor.
“What do you mean, brother?” said Shah Abbas.
“If you care to look, brother, you will find many sinless men among the poor. Free them from their poverty! If
you have a door that is shut, open it. If you have a door that is open, shut it. I have heard that you keep the gate to
your famous Rose Garden, Gulshan, closed. Open it. Spread carpets all the way from your palace to the poor
woodcutter’s cottage. Place lighted candles all along the route, with guards at every one to ensure that none go
out, and we shall go together to the woodcutter’s dwelling. I shall be godfather to one of his twin boys, and you
shall be godfather to the other.”\fn{ Shah Abbas is known to have attended important Christian festivals in the Armenian cathedral;
and this procession described above may reflect an actual occasion such as that of January 6, 1619, when Shah Abbas and two of his sons,
proceeding along roads especially cleared for his passage, joined the Christian Epiphany procession, with crosses, silver bells and lighted
candles, to the banks of the Zanderood River}
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The Shah willingly agreed. They rose and made their way to the poor woodcutter’s house. One took one boy,
and one the other, and brought them to the church,\fn{ Probably the Armenian cathedral} where they were baptized, and
hugged to their godmothers’ bosoms
“Brother King,” said the Distributor of Light and Darkness. “When our godchildren grow up, will you
undertake to have them taught to read and write?”
“I shall,” replied Shah Abbas. “And I shall adopt the one who does best to be my son, for I have no son of my
own to inherit my throne.”
The poor woodcutter continued his lowly occupation. The children grew quickly, and by the time they were
eight or ten years old, they were sturdy young boys.
“Dear, what cares the children bring us!” exclaimed the woodcutter’s wife. “But the King has acted as
godfather to one of them, and it is time to ask him to have them taught to read and write.” The woodcutter got up,
and hurried off to the King.
“Long live the King!” he said. “The time has come to educate the children.”
“Return to your dwelling,” said the Shah, “and tomorrow morning the Queen and I shall visit you.” And to the
Queen he said:
“Light to your eyes, Queen! We who were childless shall now be the parents of a son!” Then he summoned the
gardener.
“Water all the flowers in my Rose Garden, Gulshan, that they may flourish as they did once before when I first
saw them in the company of my father, the late Shah!” he said. “As for those that do not appear to flourish, cut off
their heads!”
Shah Abbas took with him two fine suits of clothes and two royal ribbons, so that those who saw what the boys
wore would understand that they were close in succession to the throne, and he accompanied the Queen to the
woodcutter’s hut.
“Greetings, gossip,” said the King. “Where are the children? Call them for us.”
The woodcutter fetched his sons.
“These are my two sons, may they serve you well, Your Majesty,” he said.
To the music of twelve minstrels, who had come to accompany the joyous occasion, the Shah dressed the two
boys in the rich clothes he had brought, and tied the royal ribbons to their arms.
“Now let us proceed to the Rose Garden,” said the Shah, and he bade the woodcutter and his wife farewell.
Shah Abbas took one boy on his arm, his Queen the other boy on her arm, and to the accompaniment of lutes and
singing voices, they all made their way in procession towards the royal Rose Garden.
Everything was already well prepared in the Rose Garden when they entered. They sat down to a banquet, and
ate and drank merrily. Two nightingales flew down on the two boys, and settled on their heads. They began to
sing.
“It would be pleasant to know what the nightingales are saying, King,” said the Queen.
“Your Majesty, if you will permit me, I shall tell you,” said the younger of the twins.
“You have our permission, my son,” said the Shah. “Tell us!”
“The nightingales are saying, ‘What a pity it is that the Shah should make such a wasted effort on the twins’
behalf, for one boy will eventually acquire the Kingdom of the East, and the other the Kingdom of the West!”
“Would God grant that to people of humble birth?” exclaimed the Shah, in amazement. “Surely such things do
not happen to commoners?”
“Your Majesty will surely not believe that nonsense,” said the elder twin.
“No,” said the Shah. “In any case, it is said to be for the future. I have been very generous to you so far, and
there is no reason why I should not continue to favor you.”
He took the children back to his palace with him, and entrusted them to the care of a tutor.
“How many years will it take to educate these children properly, schoolmaster?” he said.
“Seven years, Sire,” replied the tutor.
“Then take them away and do what is necessary,” said the Shah. The tutor took the children and led them away
to his school.
*
When seven years had passed, the Shah summoned the Queen and his twelve viziers and they all went to visit
the school. Knocking on the door, he called upon the schoolmaster to assemble all his three hundred pupils.
Outside the two nightingales who had perched on the boys’ heads in the Rose Garden seven years previously
flew down and perched on the windowsill, twittering excitedly.
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“Open the windows and let the birds in!” said the Shah.
When the windows were opened, the two nightingales flew in and settled on the boys’ heads as before. They
began to talk, and it was clear that they had much to say to each other. The Shah commanded that if anyone
among the three hundred pupils in the school understood what they were saying, he should speak. The younger
godson raised his hand.
“Shall I tell you, Your Majesty?” he said.
“Tell me, my son,” said the Shah.
“The nightingales are saying, ‘What a pity it is that the Shah of Persia should bear the expense of educating the
twins, for one of them shall rule the Kingdom of the East, and the other shall rule the Kingdom of the West.’”
The Shah paid the schoolmaster his due. This time he took notice of the nightingales’ prophecy, and decided
that it would be better for the two young men to depart from his kingdom, and seek the fortune said to be in store
for them.
“You must go out into the world and see what awaits you there,” he told them.
The twins returned to their mother and father, said good-bye, and set off to seek their fortune.
*
Whether they went a long way or a little way, God alone knows, but they finally arrived at a fork in the road.
“Well, brother,” said the elder of the twins, “this is my way, and that is your way. I am going to the East, and
you to the West.”
The elder brother walked on until he found himself in the middle of a large forest. He came to a well, and since
it was growing dark, he decided to pass the night in its proximity.
“If I sleep on the ground,” he said to himself, “I could easily be attacked. I shall climb up a tree, spend the
night in its branches, and continue my way tomorrow.” He climbed up the tree over the well.
Now although he was not aware of it, he had in fact already arrived in the Kingdom of the East. The King’s
son chanced to have spent the day hunting game, and now, in the evening, he led his horse to the well to allow it
to quench its thirst. But the horse suddenly caught sight of the reflection of the young man in the tree on the
surface of the water, and it shied away. The prince glanced up, and saw a handsome youth resting in the branches
of the tree.
“Ho there!” he cried. “You have frightened my horse! Are you a man, or some fiery sprite?”
“I am a man like you, brother,” replied the youth.
“Come down, and tell me who you are, and whose son you are.”
“I am the elder son of Shah Abbas.”
“Where are you going?” asked the prince.
“I am looking for a beautiful bride,” said the young man.
“You will find one at my house!” said the prince. “Come down and hold my horse, and I shall go and tell my
father the King to invite you to the palace with full honors.”
The young man came down and held the prince’s horse, while the prince went back to his father’s palace.
“Light to your eyes, Your Majesty,” he said.
“What is it, my boy?” said his father.
“A young man has come to ask for the hand of my sister in marriage.”
“Who is he, my boy?”
“The son of Shah Abbas.”
“Why are you on foot? Why have you left your horse in the forest?”
“I have come to fetch some men to accompany the prince hither in fitting style.” The King flared up.
“You have been tricked, my son!” he cried. “He will have stolen your horse by now! It is useless to go back!”
“There is no danger of that, Your Majesty!” replied his son. “He is clearly not that sort of man. Give me some
men, and I shall go and fetch him.” At this moment the Queen came in.
“What is the matter?” she asked.
“The son of Shah Abbas has come to ask for the hand of our daughter,” said the King.
“In that case, our daughter shall prepare for the young prince’s visit,” said the Queen.
The prince took ten good men to the forest, and they accompanied the young man back to the palace in great
style. The King gave him a very friendly reception.
“What do you want, my boy?” he asked. “Make a wish, and I shall grant it.”
“I wish only for your good health, Your Majesty,” said the young man. “Nothing else.”
He withdrew to his bedchamber to sleep. In the morning, he came down and went to wash his face in the
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marble fountain. The King’s daughter brought a towel and put it in the young man’s hand. He wiped his face,
returned the towel to the princess, and went away without saying a word. The girl went back to her mother.
“Mother!” she said. “If I live, may it be at the side of that young man! If I die, may it be at the side of that
young man! But why will he not speak to me?” The Queen told the King of the young prince’s strange behavior.
“Ask that young man why he has come here, King,” she said. “Perhaps he is too shy to ask for the princess’s
hand.” The King approached the young man.
“My son,” he said, “why do you say nothing? I have asked you to make a wish, which I shall grant. Do not be
shy! Ask for something.”
“What I want, O King,” said the youth, “is your daughter’s hand in marriage. That is my reason for coming
here.”
“If that is so, I give you my daughter and my kingdom, for when I am dead, the kingdom shall be yours.”
The wedding festivities continued for seven days and seven nights, and they married the young man to the
princess. And after a few months the young man acquired the kingdom also, for his father-in-law was very old and
his son very stupid, doing nothing but ride in and out of the forest to hunt for game. The affairs of the city were in
a state of chaos when he came to the throne, but he put them in such order, that in the whole world no city was
ever so well organized as his. Whenever a merchant came there, he was required to pay tribute to the King in
exchange for the privilege of selling his wares in the city, which guaranteed the prosperity of the realm.
Let us then leave the woodcutter’s elder son ruling over his Kingdom of the East, and return to his younger
brother.
*
The younger brother rode on until he came to a small group of dwellings nestling in the midst of a range of
mountains.
“What good fortune!” he said. “I shall spend the night here and depart in the morning.” He entered one of the
houses, and found forty thieves sitting in front of him.
“Greetings, brother robbers!” he said.
“A thousand welcomes, prince,” they replied. Now it was the custom of the robber-chief to cut the throat of
every traveler who came there.
“Who are you, and whose son are you?” he now asked.
“I am the son of Shah Abbas,” replied the young man. “My father is most tyrannical, and I have left home to
travel to the West.”
“Whoever comes to our house,” said the robber-chief, “usually has his throat cut. But you have an easy and
pleasant manner about you, and I shall adopt you as my son.”
“Why?” said the young man.
“Well, you must know that the daughter of our King of the West is a formidable female warrior. Any man that
goes to woo her must do battle with her, and if he loses, his head is chopped off. Fifty young men have lost their
heads for her already. A pity about your own head, for you are about to try your luck yourself. But I shall teach
you a stratagem by which you may overcome the princess. When you become king, you shall make me your
vizier. I am tired of being an outlaw.”
The robber-chief gave the young man a horse, a bow and arrows, and a mace.
“Tomorrow morning,” he said, “I and my men shall ride to the jousting-ground with you to test your valor. I
have already witnessed what the princess can do.”
At daybreak the following day they all sallied forth to the jousting-ground. The forty thieves formed up on one
side of the square, and the young man stood alone on the other.
“You throw your mace first,” said the robber-chief. The young man spurred on his horse.
“Robber-chief,” he cried, “your horse is about to perish, but I shall not harm you!”
And he hurled his heavy club straight at the head of the robber’s horse. The animal staggered at the impact, and
fell down stone dead.
“Well done!” cried the robber-chief. “I did not expect such prowess. You clearly have all the accomplishments
of a nobleman. Go and marry the princess. I shall give you money for the journey, so that you may stay at the inn
like a gentleman. At daybreak tomorrow you shall go to the jousting-ground and do battle with the princess.”
He took out a fat purseful of coins, handed them to the young man, and kissed him on the forehead.
“Go, and God be with you!” he said. “Bring me word of what happens.”
The young man mounted his horse and set off for the city. He put up at the inn, stabled his horse, and went to
his room.
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“Greetings, young man!” said the innkeeper. “Where are you from?”
“I am the son of Shah Abbas, and I have come to ask for the hand of the daughter of your King,” he replied.
“Alas! Your journey is in vain, my son!” said the innkeeper.
“Why so?”
“So long as no one is capable of prevailing over her in combat, so long will her suitors’ heads continue to roll,”
said the innkeeper. “It would be a pity to waste your young life. Go back where you came from.”
“Tomorrow, dead or alive, I shall be at the jousting-ground,” said the youth.
The innkeeper sent one of his servants to inform the princess that a young man had come to ask for her hand,
and that she should come and see him for herself.
The princess, whose name chanced to be Gulshan, or “Garden of Roses,” like that of shah Abbas’s favorite
pleasure-garden, put on her clean clothes, and accompanied by forty handmaidens, made her way, singing softly,
to the inn where the young man was staying. She went in, and as soon as her eyes fell upon her new suitor, she felt
as though the ground had been knocked from under her feet!
“Tomorrow this youth will vanquish me and win me as his bride, that is certain!” she said to herself. “The hand
is the servant of the head, and my hand will not have the power to throw a mace at him. For where should I find
another like him to be my husband?” She returned to the palace.
“Your Majesty,” she said to her father. “A young man has come to sue for my hand who is more handsome
than all the angels in Heaven! When I beheld him, my senses reeled! How shall I be able to throw a mace at him?”
“My child,” said the King. “If you are sure you will not have the power to vanquish him in single combat, let
me send a messenger and summon him to the palace, and give him your hand without more ado.”
“Father,” said the princess. “I do not know whether I am alive or dead! Let me have him for my husband
without the usual combat. Let us accept him right away!”
The King sent a messenger to the young man, summoning him to the palace. But the young man would not go.
“Until the princess and I have met on the jousting-ground,” he said, “I shall not go to the palace.”
The good light of day broke upon them, and the Shah’s adopted son rose, washed his face, ate his breakfast,
harnessed his horse, led it from the stable, mounted, and rode out to station himself at the head of the joustingground.
The King was informed. His daughter dressed herself in black Arab robes, mounted her horse, and rode to the
other end of the square to confront her adversary.
The King ordered all shops to shut so that everybody could come to the square to watch, and see that justice
was done in deciding who had won the contest. All the people assembled in a great multitude. The King and
Queen sat in their seats, the people in theirs.
The young man bowed low before the King, and asked for his permission to do battle with the princess.
The battle commenced.
“You are at the head of the square, good youth,” said the princess, “and I at the foot. It is your turn to throw
your mace.”
Her adversary wheeled his horse round three times, and the princess observed that he was an exceptionally
well-built young man.
“The son of a dog is a powerful brute,” thought the princess. “He is sure to get the better of me!”
The young man rode in front of the King and Queen, and bowed low before them seven times.
“The fate of our daughter is out of our hands,” said the King to the Queen. “What a strong fellow that is! We
must pray that his mace hits the horse, and not our daughter!”
The woodcutter’s son took his place on the jousting-ground, and stood up in his saddle.
“This is for your horse’s head!” he cried, and hurled his heavy mace. It struck the princess’s horse between the
eyes, and it fell dead on the spot. The young man dismounted, and drew his sword. Placing it between his teeth, he
rushed at the princess, and threw her to the ground with his bare hands. He placed his knee on her heart, seized
her by her sixty golden ringlets, and thrust her head back hard, baring her throat. He took his sword in his hand,
and made as if to strike off her head! The King and the Queen ran quickly up.
“Stop, brave youth!” they cried. “We grant you our daughter’s hand in marriage, and will give you our
kingdom too!”
The young man sheathed his sword, and taking the princess by the arm, helped her to her feet. The people were
jubilant.
“Hurrah!” they shouted. “You truly deserve our fair princess!”
The young man took the princess again by the arm, and led her back to the palace. There he took his ring from
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his finger and gave it to the princess, while she took hers and put it on his finger. The people came to the court.
“Your Majesty,” they said, “the young man is truly worthy to be our king.”
The wedding festivities continued for seven days and seven nights. The young man was married to the
princess, and when the wedding was over, the King spoke to the bridegroom.
“I am very old now,” he said. “From this day forth, you are King of the West.”
*
The capital city was in a state of great disorder when the woodcutter’s son came to the throne, but he
reestablished order, mainly by forbidding any man to wander abroad at night. He had not been long on the throne,
however, when one day a letter arrived from the King of the East, announcing that from that day forth they were
in a state of war. Since he did not know what had happened to his brother, he could not know that he was the King
who threatened him. He sent back his answer straight away.
“Give me a little time to prepare,” he wrote, “and if you wish to fight, then we shall fight!” For in those days
rival kings fought one another in single combat, not with armies. At the same time the new King of the West wrote
a letter to the robber-chief, appointing him vizier.
“Men,” said the robber-chief to the other thirty-nine thieves. “We have had enough of our former life. Let each
man return to his own I home. My wealth is there to share among you.” Then he went to the palace, and became
vizier.
“Vizier,” said the young King. “I have received a letter from the King of the East. Read it, and tell me what I
should do.”
“Your Majesty,” replied the robber-chief, when he had read the letter. “There is a remedy for everything, but if
we devise no remedy against the wiles of the King of the East, we shall all be made captive!”
“How is that?” asked the King of the West.
“He will attempt to catch you with his lariat of tanned Isfahan leather,” said the vizier. “You must make sure he
misses!”
The following morning early they marched to the battlefield, and saw the huge enemy army ranged against
them. The stars in the heavens have their number, but none could count the ranks of that enemy force! The two
armies held back and waited, while the two rival Kings met. They did not recognize each other, being in full
armor.
“Brave King of the West,” said the King of the East, “are you prepared to meet me in single combat, or will
you surrender your city to me now?”
“As long as I am alive and well,” said the King of the West, “you shall not possess a single stone of it!”
“Very well,” replied the King of the East. “You shall have the privilege of throwing first.”
“Keep your eyes well open, Your Majesty,” warned the vizier, “or he will catch you in his lariat.”
The King of the East suddenly stood up and cast his lariat at the King of the West. The noose fell around the
neck of the King of the West, and the King of the East tugged, and tugged, and tugged, but the neck of the King of
the West held firm. But the King of the East darted forward and tied his adversary’s hands together with a swift
twist of the lariat, rendering him quite helpless. Then he threw him over his horse, and marched upon the city
followed by his army.
The news of her husband’s capture reached the Queen. She immediately donned her black Arab robes, and
sparks of fire flashed in her eyes. She rode out to meet the enemy army, who took her to be a man.
“Wait, King of the East!” she said. “I, too, am a king. Let us fight!”
The maiden gave a terrible war cry, and when he heard it, tears welled up in the eyes of the captive King of the
West.
“Alas!” he said. “I marched out in vain, and now my wife will fall into the same trap!”
The battle raged for seven days and seven nights, until the Queen’s horse caught its hoof in a hole in the
ground, and stumbled. The King of the East then cast his lariat, and it fell around the Queen’s neck. He secured
her hands also, and threw her over the neck of his horse.
The city was taken, and the King of the East rode back to his own capital with his two captives. He determined
to put out the eyes of the one on one day, and the eyes of the other on the following day—for the custom is that a
blind man cannot rule, and so they would prove no threat to his own throne—and in the meantime he cast them
into the dungeons, but in separate cells. The next day he summoned his milchi, the official putter-out of eyes.
“When I give the word, ‘Put out their eyes!,’ put them out that very instant,” he instructed. Then he summoned
the King of the West, who came, bowed, and stood before him.
“Recount to me the story of your life, from your early childhood,” commanded the King of the East, “or I shall
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have your eyes put out right away!”
His own Queen sat on her throne beside him, and all his viziers and ministers were seated round him. News
reached the people of the Kingdom of the East that they were going to put out the eyes of a young foreign king,
and everyone, man, woman and child, thronged round the throne to watch. The King of the West began to relate in
detail all that had befallen him since his earliest childhood. The King of the East soon realized that the man he had
captured was his own twin brother, and he began to weep, and fell upon his brother’s neck.
“The other warrior with whom you fought for seven days and seven nights and whom you take to be a man is
in fact my wife,” said the King of the West. “Set her free! It is cruel to keep her locked up in your dungeons!”
The King of the East went to the dungeons immediately and released his brother’s wife. He kissed her tenderly
on the forehead.
“You held out against me for seven days!” he said. “You are indeed a worthy wife for my brother!”
The King and Queen of the West remained a few days longer with the King and Queen of the East. Finally the
King of the East said to his brother:
“Take your wife and your army, and return to your country. When you get back, order a woman’s robe to be
made of priceless silks. Then return here with it, and together we shall go and visit our parents, and redeem the
debt we owe to Shah Abbas for his good deeds towards us.”
The King of the West took his wife and returned to his own kingdom. He ordered the robe to be made, put it in
his saddlebag, entrusted the kingdom to the care of the Queen, and marching at the head of his army, returned to
rejoin his elder brother. His brother in the meantime had made his own preparations, choosing priceless gifts for
his mother and the wife of Shah Abbas. The two brothers set out together, and rode at the head of their armies
until they came to the outskirts of Shah Abbas’s capital city of Isfahan. At midnight the King of the East shot an
arrow into the city so that its sound should announce their arrival to Shah Abbas.
*
When the Shah heard the noise of the arrow, he looked out and saw that his city was surrounded on all four
sides by burning torches. His hands trembled, and his knees knocked.
“Alas! Alack!” he cried. “My kingdom is to be taken from me!” He burst into tears, and sent a horseman to
discover what manner of men had arrived on the borders of his city.
“We are friends,” they said. “We have come to visit Shah Abbas as his guests.” In the morning Shah Abbas,
greatly frightened, took his army and marched out to meet them.
“What manner of gifts shall I give them,” he thought to himself, “that they may be well disposed towards me?”
He went to the royal tent, extended an invitation to the two Kings, led a royal parade in their honor, and
returned to his own palace. That night the two Kings remained outside the city.
“What could they have come for?” Shah Abbas asked his wife. “If we creep out during the night and chop off
their heads, it would be a pity, since they are so young. But if we do not chop their heads off, what can we offer
them, that they may leave us in peace?”
“Why do you worry so?” said the Queen. “Give them the woodcutter’s magic egg. That will suffice. They will
be very pleased to receive it.”
The good light of day rose and shone upon all, and Shah Abbas went to visit the two Kings, and greeted them
civilly. They returned his greeting.
“Do you know what, O King?” said the two brothers.
“Tell me! I am ready!” said Shah Abbas, prepared to hear the worst.
“We would like to take our two saddle-bags and walk through the streets.”
“Very well. Let us go together,” said the Shah, puzzled, but relieved. The two brothers took their saddle-bags,
and walked through the streets with the Shah. They walked out of the city limits and came to their old home. Shah
Abbas watched them as they went, and saw that the eyes of the two Kings were strangely bright. The elder brother
ordered one of his men to take the two saddle-bags to the poor woodcutter’s house, and tell the man and his wife
to dress themselves in the clothes they would find inside, ready to receive the visit of the Shah. The servant
entered the poor hut, and saw the old woodcutter and his wife squatting, half-naked, in front of an empty stove.
“Old man!” said the servant. “Prepare yourselves, the Shah is coming to visit you!”
“What do we possess, my son,” said the old man, “that the Shah should come and visit us?”
“Do not waste time in talk,” said the servant. “Put on these clothes which the Shah has sent you!”
“God has sent us clothes!” cried the old woman to her husband. “Let us render thanks to him and put them
on!”
The old woodcutter and his wife dressed themselves in the fine robes. Shah Abbas observed that tears were
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now streaming from the brothers’ eyes. He began to half suspect that the two young men were his godsons. They
entered the hut.
“Greetings, gossip!” said the Shah.
“All good things are from God! A thousand welcomes!” said the old couple.
The two brothers embraced their father and mother and burst into tears.
“We are your two sons!” they cried. “Do you not remember us?”
When their mother heard this, she fainted right away. They gave her some water to sip, and she slowly
regained consciousness. She embraced her long-lost sons, and wept for joy. They remained a while longer in the
hut. Then Shah Abbas proposed that they all went to his Rose Garden to celebrate the brothers’ homecoming and
reunion with their parents. When they were in the garden and were taking their ease, the two nightingales once
again flew down and settled on the young men’s heads, and began to chatter away.
“Your Majesty,” said one of the young men. “Do you remember when I told you how the nightingales were
saying that one of us would rule the Kingdom of the East, and the other the Kingdom of the West? The
nightingales’ prophecy has come abundantly true!”
And so they ate, drank, and were merry. Then they all rose, and went into the palace. The two godsons asked
Shah Abbas and his Queen to accept the two saddle-bags full of fine clothes they had brought them, and to put
them on. When the Shah saw the clothes, he found that they were supremely beautiful, far beyond any price. In
return, he fetched the magic egg their father had given him, and presented it to them as a gift.
That night they all remained at the palace. In the morning, the Shah ordered two fine horses to be brought from
the stables, and on one he set his godsons’ father, and on the other he set their mother.
“Take your father and mother back with you to your kingdoms,” he said, “that they may be compensated and
consoled for having lost you for so long. Let the father stay with the elder son, and the mother with the younger!”
The two Kings rode back together until they came to the parting of their ways. There they embraced each
other, the elder son took his father, and the younger son his mother, and they returned to their own countries, to
the Kingdom of the East and the Kingdom of the West.
And as they achieved their hearts’ desire, so may you also.
Three apples fell from Heaven, one for the story-teller, and two for his listeners.
90.65 On My Journey\fn{by Ellene Buzant (c.1890- )} Armenia (F) 5
Suddenly I stopped in my tracks.
Voluntarily? No indeed! A song sung in my native Russian nailed me to the spot. A phonograph? No! A human
voice, the sad melancholy voice of a woman, singing a love song by Vertinsky:
“Your fingers waft forth incense.”
A Russian song—a Russian woman—in this God-forsaken Lebanese village? Was I dreaming? But no, she
continued to sing:
“But your eyelashes are wet with the dew of sorrow.”
I would not have been so surprised had I been in a famous summer resort thinking some Russians from Beirut
or Aleppo might have come there. But that distant village—even though a beautiful place—was not a summer
resort. I was employed on road construction outside the village, but having been taken ill with fever I was forced
to remain at the village until I recuperated. That day feeling much better, I had gone to the vineyards to eat some
fresh grapes. If I could get a cart to drive me I intended to return to work that very afternoon.
But suddenly that song-the presence of that Russian woman …
By the time I overcame my stupefaction the song had stopped.
What next? I should have continued my journey—but I could not move. I could not tear myself away from that
spot where I had heard my native song.
I was standing outside a two story stone house built upon a low hill surrounded by tall poplars, whence you
could see the blue Mediterranean. The beautiful marble terrace overlooking its spacious gardens gave a magic
enchantment to the house. I thought:
“This must belong to a wealthy man … She must be an exiled Russian woman, who in her loneliness and
poverty has linked her life with a rich native.” I mused.
“Perhaps she is unhappy, lonely and sorrowful, and is seeking solace in her native songs.”
A shudder passed through my whole being. The voice had resumed its song—this time more sorrowful, more
heart-rending, and softer. She sang:
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“Be silent, O my sorrow, be silent!” At this point a child’s cry interrupted her song. Silence again …
I continued to stand motionless. I had dropped the grapes, which I had picked to take home. Now I was sure
that a Russian woman was the singer. One who was unhappy, grief stricken. I had a great desire to see that
woman. After all, wasn’t she of my native land, of my own race? She was an exile, a lonely unfortunate being like
myself.
But how was I to see her? Perhaps her husband, an old man, or a terrible looking body-guard watched her
every movement. What right had I to enter into her personal life? I might not have heard that song …
I was compelled to go. I moved—but there was a great load on my heart. I had taken a few steps when once
again I heard her sing a new song:
“Since you are gone my days are empty, and oh so gloomy.”
I stopped.
No, I would not leave the place without seeing her. It was my duty as a compatriot, a brother to help her.
*
Boldly I returned, and ascended the steps to her house. Without knocking I pushed open the door. I entered as
though it were the house of a dear one where I was expected.
It was a beautifully furnished spacious room. A woman standing before a table was ironing.
“Ah!”
Then she lifted a bronzed hand to hide her naked bosom. She was still in her negligee, bare armed, bare
bosomed and bare legged.
Stupefied I stood gazing at that woman who was not a Russian. She was dark-haired, dark-complexioned, with
jet black eyes.
Maybe someone else was the singer? I stood there awe-stricken. I did not know in what language I should
address her. Unconsciously, I spoke in French:
“Pardon me, I thought I heard someone singing in my native Russian.”
She smiled:
“But you weren’t mistaken. Please come in.”
She approached me and extended her hand.
“How do you do, sir?”
Those few words spoken in Russian, her smile, her cordial welcome were like heavenly gifts to me. If I dared,
I would have knelt down before her and kissed her hand. But with great difficulty I checked that desire.
“Madam, you are very kind. Please forgive me.”
“Please, that is very natural. I would have done the same, if I had heard my native language spoken in a strange
land.”
She was so simple, so sincere in her attitude that I considered it irrelevant to explain everything.
“But you are altogether—”
“Unlike a Russian. You are right. I am not a Russian, I am an Armenian born and brought up in Russia. Russia
is my second fatherland; I love it, and I am happy to meet a compatriot. Are you a former officer?”
“Something like that. I am a military engineer, and now I work on roads here in Lebanon. Financially I am all
right, but because of my work I am far removed from cities and never meet any of my compatriots—especially”—
here I wished to say Russian women, but hesitated. A lump rose to my throat and my eyes filled with tears.
“Families”—she supplied as though wishing to rescue me from my difficult position.
“Yes, and how, how …” No, I was unable to speak. Perhaps, my sickness had affected my nerves. There were
tears in my eyes—tears in my voice.
She looked at me long and searchingly. Then slowly added:
“You know what my friend? I beg of you to come here at six o’clock tonight. We will have coffee together and
talk.”
“O, Madam, I do not wish to impose on you. Forgive me this one—”
“Please, your acceptance of my invitation will give me great pleasure. I shall wait for you at six.”
“I accept it. I long so much to hear my native language. Yes, I shall come so we can talk.”
I pressed her hand and left.
*
Just how I descended the steps; how I arrived at my hotel, I do not recall. But I must have walked fast. My first
impulse on entering my room was to look in the mirror.
My God, what appearance! I had no tie. My dirty shirt collar was open. My hair disheveled—my hands dirty.
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I had presented myself to a strange woman in that terrible condition. But was I guilty? That Russian song had
misled me. It had made me believe that I was meeting a Russian woman—a lonely, exiled being like myself who
would understand me. Yet, I was mistaken. I had met a foreign woman, an alien …
But did I have the right to call her that? That reception, that invitation, that understanding …
No, she was not an alien …
Still, cleanliness and neatness are the elementary demands of society. If on my first encounter I had met her
thus, on my second encounter …
No I must make myself a little more presentable.
But I had no clothing with me. Therefore I went to the village and bought a new shirt, socks, handkerchiefs. I
got a shave and shine. I washed myself, brushed my suit and when I looked in the mirror I was more presentable.
Suddenly I hesitated.
Did I have the right to impose myself upon a strange woman by accepting her invitation? What if she had some
work for that hour? Wouldn’t it be better, if I sent her a note saying I was forced to return to work? After all, I had
intended to leave on that day …
No, it was impossible. I could not deny myself that invitation. I was anxious to hear my mother tongue, and I
had a secret belief that I might hear her sing. Her song still bewitched me.
Yes I was going. How much longer was I to wait for six o’clock? How was I to wait? Oh, I was so anxious to
go. Waiting is the most horrible, most nerve wrecking experience in life. If I were a judge, I would never reveal to
the condemned man the extent of his imprisonment. It is terrible to wait—to wait for a given length of time to
elapse. To wait for the day of freedom—to wait and count the passing minutes, hours, days, years … it’s horrible.
Nothing can fill the space of passing time.
After eating I tried to sleep. I could not. My mind kept reverting to the incidents of the day—to the strange
woman. I tried to surmise what sort of people they were, what position they held in life, who her husband was,
whether she was happy or not. I had no doubt as to her being a married woman, for I had seen the ring on her
finger.
I also remembered the pile of children’s clothes on a chair beside the table. They must be her child’s or
children’s clothes. I also remembered the child’s cry which had interrupted her song.
In that case she was really a married woman—a mother. She had seemed happy, her face was not marked by
privation and sorrow.
In the hidden recesses of my heart I felt sorry that she was not unhappy so that I could comfort her. On the
contrary it was I who expected her comforting solace.
Was she beautiful? I do not recall. I had not dared to look at her. But the fleeting impression left on me was
favorable, very favorable.
Unconsciously I had pressed my watch in my fist. I could feel its monotonous ticking through my whole being.
My heart seemed to beat much faster. That watch tortured me.
Suddenly a happy thought brought me to my feet. Yes, those children’s clothes must have their owners.
Perhaps I could meet them—I could talk to them in my native language.
*
I went out into the street. I entered a confectionery store. I bought the choicest candies for the children. How
happy I would be if I could really meet them, if they would speak to me in my own language, if they would let me
hold and kiss them, and make them happy. Oh if I could only, just for a moment, recapture the happy atmosphere
of domestic life, which I missed so much.
Over there on the hill top was the house. The poplars had enveloped it in their embrace. It was like a dream
palace in its white beauty.
That house … in the morning when I had gone to the fields I had passed by it. A beautiful house—that had
been my only thought. But now, it was so near and dear to me. But of course … wasn’t there someone waiting for
me now?
It wasn’t six o’clock yet. I had to wait … wait …
I wanted to climb to the top of a poplar tree, to watch that house, to look inside. But I might be seen. I must not
become a laughing stock.
I saw a group of children and elders in front of a house. They were laughing and smiling. I approached.
A sorrowful, weary old man dressed in queer rags stood in the midst of the crowd, a pretty parrot perched on
his shoulder. Both the man and the parrot were tied to a wooden trunk placed on a donkey’s back, one by means
of a leather strap tied around his neck, the other by means of a chain tied around its foot. The wooden trunk had
19

two huge eyes looking upon the world, while the world itself was a panorama in its secret depths.
The children with pennies pressed in their fists stood in line, waiting their turn to gaze into those two huge
eyes to see worlds of wonder, legend and beauty. As soon as their innocent eyes were pressed against those holes,
the old man began turning a handle thus pouring forth the refrains of an old waltz, while the world within the
trunk revolved in magic beauty and light fascinating the gazer.
In the meantime the parrot poked its beak into a tiny box, whence he extracted a folded piece of paper and
placed it into the palms of those who were anxiously waiting. They were fortune slips written in the Arabic or
other European languages.
Pictures and unknown worlds fascinate children, give them delight—whereas the elders who think “there is
nothing new under the sun” are fascinated by those fortune slips. To know the future! What sage, what powerful
man has ever escaped the magic influence of the soothsayer.
I also handed my pennies and received one of those precious slips. It read:
“Be satisfied with every moment of your life. Enjoy it and be thankful; because death may come any time by
mortal hands—whereas you are born only once, which never repeats itself. You shall be happy in love.”
A distorted philosophy known to everyone—the promise of happy love which everyone may have. However a
game which awakens emotions within your heart.
I do not know why, but I placed that, scrap of paper in my pocket. Just then I remembered the presence of my
watch. The time! It is almost six o’clock. Fortunately that pastime had filled the agony of waiting. Now I must go
—by the time I reach the hill top it will be six o'clock.
*
I was at the gate. The first time I had entered boldly, but now that I was invited though it may have been a
gesture of courtesy …
I hesitated:. My fingers trembled as I rang the bell.
A dark-complexioned young girl with large black eyes and long hair fixed in two pigtails opened the door. She
was dressed in; a simple little dress upon which she wore a pretty white apron decorated with ribbons.
“Please enter. Madame wilt be in soon,” she said in French pointing to a door that opened into the hallway, and
without waiting for my reply she disappeared through another door.
Boldly I approached the indicated door, but remained standing on its threshold because had never expected the
picture before me.
There, in the center of the room, upon a table covered with a spotless white cloth stood a small golden
samovar filling the room with the fragrance of bubbling choice tea. A bowl of beautiful flowers was placed in the
center of the table, which also contained butter, cheese, bread, cookies and other delicacies.
I do not know how, but I was standing by the table holding the back of a chair for a support. I had tears and
laughter in my eyes, and in my heart longing … sad longing.
A samovar! That symbol of my fatherland. Suddenly my glance fell on an open book. I reached and took it.
No, I could no longer hold back my unshed tears, which fell freely upon the book.
The book? It’s Pushkin’s\fn{Alexander Sergeyevich Pushkin (1799-1837) Russian author }—also a symbol of my
fatherland.
No one, but a soul who like me has been an exile cast away in a distant land, where there is nothing to remind
him of his people and of his country, would ever understand the emotions which that tea-table and book awakened
in me.
Oh, strange woman, how thankful, how grateful am I to you for giving me this minute alone!
The rhythmic bubbling of the samovar and Pushkin carried me back to my native home. Once more I relived
my childhood, my youth, my first love, and my days of careless happiness.
“Be satisfied with every minute of your life.”
Suddenly I remembered the dictum of the soothsayer. Yes, that distorted philosophy was right. Two days ago
when I was lying sick on my dirty cot—in my loneliness I cursed and prayed for death—but now, I was blessing
my sickness which gave me this hour.
I do not recall how long I remained standing, before I heard a door opening. I looked back—three children
were entering the room, a young boy ten to thirteen years of age and two girls four to six years old. At one glance
I noticed that the boy was wearing a simple Russian shirt.
“Greeting uncle. Please be seated. Mother will be in soon,” said the little boy in Russian, cordially extending a
tiny hand.
The little girls dropping a courtesy repeated together:
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“Greeting uncle!”
I held and kissed them. I let the youngest one sit on my lap and without any embarrassment gave them candies
which I had brought, and which made them very happy. But why not, wasn’t I their “Uncle?”
Only the boy understood Russian. The youngest ones uttered only a few words. We began to converse
intimately as though old friends. I learned that the boy was born in Moscow and lived there until he was six. Then
he and his mother went to Constantinople in search of his father. After they found him together they came to
Beirut. The little girls were born in Beirut. Father had been a military officer, but now he was serving—I could
not understand where—his vocabulary was not sufficient for explaining everything, and he mixed his native
language.
I learned that father was a wonderful man, whom they loved greatly, and who came every Saturday to spend
the week end with them.
I also learned that the house belonged to a French family, friends of his father, who had gone to France for the
summer, and let them use the house while they were away.
Altogether, I learned everything which an uncle should know. I noticed that even though the little ones did not
understand us, they made no attempt to interrupt us. They were too busy gazing at their own reflections in the
samovar—this gave them great delight and provoked much laughter.
Suddenly they began fighting and the elder sister began to cry. Perhaps the little one had hurt her or she had
burnt her finger on the samovar. The other expecting retaliation sought protection in my arms, crying,
“Uncle!”
I drew them both towards me, kissed and comforted them.. Thus once again I heard their forgiving and childish
laughter. Oh childish heart, childish world! Woe to him, who has shut himself away from a child’s world! Away
from children man forgets pity and forgiveness. At that moment, I also was a child, a kind, forgiving child.
*
“Please forgive me for being so late. I hope the children did not bother you much..”
It was the mother; I stood and kissed her extended hand.
“Please Madam, those are irrelevant words. You know very well what I needed most and … I do not know how
I should thank you.”
She smiled. That smile warmed my whole being and melted all the bitterness stored in my heart, and at that
moment I felt light, very light. She was dressed in a flowing violet gown, which accentuated her olive complexion. She wore no ornaments—but she did not need them. Her deep, dark Armenian eyes full of compassion and
life were her ornaments which held a man’s attention. She was so natural, so simple, so free in her movements
devoid of all artificiality that, for a moment thinking over my new shirt, freshly shined shoes and all my external
toilet, I felt small compared to her.
Now I was convinced that in her estimation the man was the essential thing and not his external appearance.
After the arrival of the mother the children who were sitting on my right and left were like quiet little kittens.
The mother sat at the head of the table serving us tea and other delicacies.
“Please, consider yourself at the home of a friend. Eat and drink as you please, don’t wait to be coaxed.”
“Oh, madam!” Here I could not find an appropriate word for reply. With a sense of longing and desire I took
the tea cup in my hand and breathed in its delicious fragrance. At my home, during my travels I had always
prepared myself some tea—I always had some tea—but the tea prepared in a samovar … it is different. Its taste,
its color, its fragrance, all are different. Perhaps I was imagining, but even at my first sip I felt blissfully happy.
“Tea prepared in a samovar is always more tasty. It is a long time since I had such a delicious cup of tea. This
samovar—”
“Oh, it is a long story. I brought it from Russia. I have paid more duties on it than it is worth. But I used to
think it will be impossible to live without one. However, environment changes one’s habits—now I use it only on
special occasions.”
“I thank you for this special honor …”
“I also am thankful for this opportunity. The pleasure is mutual. You should not feel grateful.”
Now I was positively convinced that I was dealing with a fine psychologist, with a kind person. I ate and drank
freely, and asked for one, two, even three cups of tea. We talked about the beauty of Lebanon. The youngest girl
having finished her tea, left her chair, while the others listened to us with interest. I knew the little boy understood
us, but the little girl also was trying hard to understand.
Suddenly I heard the sound of a guitar and forgetting myself stood up trembling.
It was the little girl, who crouched in a corner was trying to play upon the guitar.
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“You naughty little girl, you are disturbing us—leave that guitar alone,” scolded the mother.
Those words mechanically expressed in Russian were not intelligible to the little girl, who instead of laying
aside the guitar brought it to me. Maybe she instinctively understood that I longed to play upon it. I took it and
began to play Russian folk and dance songs. The mother said something to the little boy in her native language
and immediately, he and his elder sister stood up and began to dance—our dances.
Here I can never express my happiness, my supreme pleasure of that moment. The little one also joined in the
dances and danced as her fancy directed her. Where was I? That samovar, Pushkin, my native language, song and
dance—what eternal delight! Was I in my native land?. Why not? Within those four walls I was living in my
fatherland—and that was given to me by a strange woman who was not of my race—and who …
The children were weary. One word from their mother and they left.
*
We were alone. Pushkin became the key to our conversation. She was an unusual woman … who with a magic
key opened the gates of my native land and let me live there blissfully. Even though she started every topic of
conversation, yet, she let me do all the talking.
If I am not mistaken, I opened before her all the hidden pages of my life—even my love. She was so kind;
listened to me patiently and with interest. With the passing of time she became dearer and dearer to me. But after
all, didn’t she know my whole history—Russia—Moscow, its theaters, its ballets, its pleasure dens, its spring, and
finally the Moscow which is my birthplace?
A long time now the samovar had ceased to bubble. It was listening to our intimate conversation about a land
which was its native land also. Once more I lifted the guitar—she accompanied it with her soft, melodious voice.
One song followed the other, some sad, some happy, some full of life …
It was so wonderful. I had forgotten that I was an emigrant. I had forgotten that on the morrow I was to resume
that dreadful and endless labor on roads—roads which would never take me back to my native country. I wanted
that night never to die. I wanted time to stand still in its course and let me live—live within that room near the
samovar, the guitar in my hand, song on my lips and …
But it was already too late. After all I had to think of that woman who was a mother. I shouldn’t wait for her to
dismiss me. Yes I had to leave. But how was I to leave? How was I to separate from all that and return to my dirty
room to wait for dawn to take me back to the roads? Deep in my thoughts, I hadn’t noticed that we were both
silent.
I stood up.
“Please allow me to bid you farewell … You—”
She shook her head.
“No unnecessary words. Do you wish to go up the hill and watch the sunset? Today it is very beautiful.”
“But Madam … your children? …”
“They have their sister; she takes care of them.”
*
After she threw a white shawl over her shoulders we left the house together. Having crossed the park we
climbed up the hill whence we could see the blue Mediterranean. There, we sat upon a rock and drank the beauty
that lay at our feet. It was a beautiful sight.
We were alone and silent—only the wind whispered through the trees. How many times had I seen that sea—
how many times had I been in more beautiful places—yet never had my soul felt their beauty as it did now.
Why? Was it because there was a woman beside me? What next? A woman who was not of my race; a woman
who belonged to another man; a woman who was the mother of three children, and finally a woman whom I was
never to see again, who was to leave me soon, and whose name I did not know. I knew only the fact that she was
an Armenian—because she had not told me anything about herself.
A woman?
No, perhaps a spirit or a fairy who had transferred me to my native land. Whatever it be, I shall never, never
forget that beautiful Lebanese sunset.
Suddenly I noticed that her hands were in mine. When I had taken them—I do not recall. Fearfully I gazed into
her eyes. She smiled, but did not free her hands.
“Lebanon is a beautiful country isn’t it?” were her first words.
“Lebanon? I do not know. I know only that today I am living in a beautiful dreamland.”
She stood up. I followed. We descended the hill. We were outside her home. It was the hour of separation.
Separation? …
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Ah, that beautiful sunset was to be followed by a dawn which was to take me back to my unknown destination
—to those dreadful roads.
I sighed.
She extended her hand saying, “Happy journey.”
I do not know how and what urged me, but I held her head in my hands and pressed my lips to hers. Yes, I
kissed her lips with warmth and longing. She did not resist, on the contrary she returned my kiss. After a while
she said in a soft voice:
“Happy journey. May God be with you.”
She was gone.
I left. I ran—I could no longer wait. That kiss …
No, it was not a passionate kiss of desire … That … how should I describe so you might understand its
sublimity. It was the kiss of a wandering, unhappy exile pressed upon a sacred relic of his country.
But to understand its sublimity, you also must be a lonely exile like myself, away from your beloved
fatherland.
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202.130 Excerpts from The Orange Mare: 1. “Mesrop” 2. “The Orange Mare”\fn{by Grant Matevosian [Hrant
Mat‘ewosyan] (1935- )} Agnidzor, Lori Province, Armenia (M) 3
1
In 1945 our collective farm received seven pedigreed mares and one insanely high-spirited stallion to fill out
the herd that had become miserably depleted during the war. I don’t know what eventually happened to them all,
but I do know that a year later there were only one mare of a strange orange color left and the orange stallion. It
was believed that the stallion was the mare’s son.
Mesrop, the groom, was ready to bet anything the stallion was the orange mare’s son and said that until there
was another stallion she would never foal. The village was divided on the matter. Some agreed with the groom,
while others did not. Naturally, Levon was among the dissidents. “That’s just like him, always complicating
things,” he said of Mesrop.
However, as long as the orange stallion was the leader, no other stallion dared approach the herd. The orange
stallion was wickedly mean, and whenever he spotted a rival he would charge at him, no matter how far away the
other might be. As he galloped towards a miserable dray-horse, bent double under a load, it seemed that the wind
was blowing a flickering flame from one spot to another. His copper-colored tail would blow in the wind, barely
keeping up with his body. His one white foreleg would flash and be gone, flash and be gone in the endless
crossings and recrossings of his legs, while his fiery mane flowed over his back. One could hear his rapid
breathing from one mountain to another. From afar the racing steed was breathtakingly beautiful. However, if you
happened to be the owner of that other horses, your one desire was to shoot a barrel-full of lead into the broad
chest of the orange stallion. You would wish he would trip and come crashing to the ground, shattering his spine
under that orange coat of his.
A year later our bay herd became dotted with bright orange foals. They would tear down the slope and spread
out in orange blobs across the broad green meadow. Their lazy mothers would whinny deeply, calling them back
from the far edge of the valley, but these mad creatures, as wild as their father, would pay no attention to their
mothers’ summons and would race back up the mountain, dazzled by the wind.
In the spring of 1949 the collective farm was given three trucks and two tractors. One tractor was attached to
the threshing machine, while the other, having completed all of the autumn sowing in a week, was set to pulling
brushwood from the woods for nothing better to do. The oxen and horses were growing sleek and fat. Finally, the
oxen were sent to the slaughter-house. They were soon followed by the aged mares, then the lame, undersized and
oversized horses and, in the end, by those that were too slow, and those that were too nervous. However, there still
remained a huge herd which would consume a staggering amount of feed during the coming winter. The price of a
horse had dropped and nearly equaled the price of a sheep, and the horses were hastily offered for sale.
A dental technician bought the orange mare. That had been a lean year, with a poor wheat drop, but he had not
been discouraged and had come to our mountains anyway. There he made gold crowns for the shepherds and the
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milkmaids, and they began smiling crooked golden smiles, while he earned a pile of money in a month. He paid a
moderate sum for the mare and said to Mesrop,
“I’ll throw in a gold crown free of charge if you need one.”
The mare would not be caught. She remembered the fell of a saddle and knew the value of freedom. There
were about twenty of us out to catch her, and she understood we were after her and that so many people would not
be wasting their time on an ordinary nag. She regarded our efforts to make her join the herd as an evil omen, and
it made her shiver. She would not let us drive her into the middle of the herd. As we tried to force her against the
wall of heavy cruppers, she turned into a shivering bundle of nerves, circled round the herd and did not yet know
whom she would trample when the time came to flee. She drew in her sides, arched her neck and circled, neighing
ominously, barely touching the solid wall of bodies. Her copper tail fell in a waterfall, while her long mane
rippled incessantly against her neck. Her alert, sensitive ears recorded our every move. Here forelegs kept veering
off to the left, raising the eternal green covering of the earth up from under her hooves. She had carted a circle for
herself at some distance from the herd and kept to it. The circle on the ground was becoming progressively darker.
This went on for ten minutes, for twenty, for half an hour. Then we approached. She seemed to bunch up. We
came closer. She tensed, then broke away from the circle and was off. The fact that she had fled only whetted our
desire to catch her, not to let her go. We saw ourselves as the hunters and the mare as the treacherous fugitive.
The herd turned in her wake and she somehow became pressed in among the horses. Now the herd was her
enemy. The inanimate circle was pressing closer and could crush her. She began biting until she had fought free of
them and bolted. The herd followed after her, while she raced away, the number of legs under he kept multiplying.
Thee were more and more legs until they disappeared completely, movement alone left to catch the eye. This
movement was accomplished by some other means than legs, for they were absent. There was only the orange
flame slipping across the earth. Alas! It could not break away from the ground, but dipped where there were
ravines, rose where there were hills and turned where the road turned. Thus did she disappear completely, our
orange mare, at the point where the road was lost to the eye in the distance.
Mesrop was ready to bet anything she wouldn’t let herself be trapped.
“I’ll stake my life on it,” he said.
“Leave your life out of it,” the dental technician said as he pulled his wallet out of his inside breast pocket.
“It’s like this,” he said and counted the money, then peeled off some bills and handed them to Mesrop. “Here.” He
was acting as if he couldn’t manage the wallet in one hand, since he was holding the bills in the other. “Here, hold
this and listen to me. Man to man, I want you to take this money and catch that mare for me.”
“All right. But I won’t take the money,” Mesrop said as he crumpled the bills and proffered them hesitantly
and regretfully to the dental technician.
Two days later I was sent to the village and back to school. The dental technician remained in the mountains
for a while to collect his fees. He did not leave for the city until the middle of September. Then the others came
down, too. Mesrop stayed up in the mountains with the herd for another twenty days or so. Since the mare was
somewhere nearby, it made his heart beat faster. The mountains, clad in the last grass of the year, were still green
beneath the rays of the warm-chill autumn sun. No smoke rose from any of the tents any more. The sun rolled
across the sky in complete silence. Mesrop yearned for the voices of summer.
“Come here, girl,” he would call to the mare. “Don’t be afraid. They’ve all gone. There’s only you and me here
now.”
Mesrop hoped fervently that the dark speck in the distance was a rider who was coming his way. “I know
you’re a rider and you’re adjusting the horse’s pack. I can see that. Do you need any help?” he said, addressing
the dark speck.
But the minutes dragged on and the speck in the distance grew no bigger. Evening came, and he still sat there
in the twilight, saying gently.
“You’re just a rock,” Mesrop said to the speck. “I can go down to the village if I want to, but you’ll always be
stuck here. Poor old rock.”
“I’ll tell you what, girl,” he said to the mare that stood on the crest of the hill, her head thrown back
motionlessly so that she resembled nothing as much as the picture of a horse in a schoolbook. The technician’s
gone. Hear me? He’s gone. There’s nobody here.” At this he clapped on hand down against the other as if to say:
“See? It’s empty. There’s nobody here.”
“Summer’s over,” he said sadly. “But you’re only a horse, you can’t understand.” He was all alone with the
horses there in the mountains. Then he added, “I mean, you can’t really understand. You understand more than
any other animal, that’s a fact, but still, a person’s different.”
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The mare did not leave the herd altogether, but always kept within sight of it, following it down to the village
early in October and grazing nearby. When it began snowing in December the horses were driven into the stable
and fed hay and oats. But she stayed beyond the village, gnawing at the bushes and never letting anyone near.
On the 17th of December a pack of wolves devoured Levon’s cow near the river. The wolves raided Artem’s
barn on the night of the 18 th. Some shots were fired, and they did not reappear on the 20 th, but they kept close to
the village and howled all through the night. Mesrop got up in the middle of the night and looked out of the
window. The mare was outside, pressing close to the wall and shivering, but as soon as he approached her she
trotted off.
Four days later Mesrop went out about midnight, and by the light of his flashlight he glimpsed the orange
mare. That every same night his dog disappeared. There was a noise, as if something bumped against the door.
Mesrop went outside. He saw nothing. Neither the wolves nor his dog were in sight. All he heard was a muffled
crunching some distance away. On the night of the 28 th Mesrop was in the stable when he heard a horse whinny
outside. He went out and saw the mare. She did not wait for an invitation, but shoved past him and entered her
stall haughtily, her hooves thudding on the floor boards. It was warm in the stable. There were plenty of oats, and
the air was the familiar sound of horses snorting.
*
I took my children to the circus about five years ago and suddenly saw our orange mare. She had a whole turn
to herself in the show. Her mane was clipped, as was her tail, and she was sleek and well-groomed, though she did
seem a bit stout. However, no village horse ever possessed such grace, nary a one. She waltzed, and as she did,
every part of her large body—legs, ears, head, muzzle and back—was under control. I held my breath, hoping she
would not trip up in any way. She did not. Everyone clapped. She did her dance again and then came to the center
of the ring and bowed to the right and left. Everyone applauded still louder, but she did not deign to pamper the
audience and dance again. Paying no attention to us any longer, she bowed to the band and the band bowed to her,
while the M.C.\fn{Master of Ceremonies.} nodded, signaling her to leave the ring and smiled as she did. The M.C.
was also sleek and pomaded. I suddenly wished she would kick his fat mug just once.
“Narinj! Narinj!” I shouted, calling her by the name she was given in the village and which meant “Orange.”
The audience was waiting for the next turn, and here I was, shouting and disturbing the silence.
“Narinj! Narinj!” Everyone heard me. People began looking for whoever it was that was shouting. Meanwhile,
I stood up in my seat and called: “Narinj!” again.
“Sit down. People are looking at us,” my wife said, tugging at my jacket.
“Wait! This is too much!” I yelled and climbed over the benches to get out of the hall as quickly as possible.
I was alone backstage. The laughter and breathing of those in the circus reached me from under the curtain as a
warm, stifling wave. It was as heavy and slippery as the hippopotamus that was now performing out there and that
did not want to leave the ring. It was sweaty here and unpleasant. There were some masks lying on the floor. The
area was dimly lit by hundred-watt bulbs. It seemed that everything here was rotting. I opened door after door
until I suddenly glimpsed her.
“Narinj? No, you’re not Narinj.”
She didn’t even look my way. There was a strip of bronze paint down the length of her back. One leg had
white paint on it and her clipped mane had a green tint.
“You’re not Narinj, are you?” I asked, offering her a filled chocolate bar.
She didn’t take it, didn’t even sniff at it. for a second I felt that she didn’t want the bar, because there was only
a thin layer of chocolate on top, while inside was a sweet, sticky mass. I jerked my hand away and hid the
chocolate, to be sure she would not see it. My grandfather’s grandfather had probably treated his horse in this way
when they had been out in the field. He would set out some sour milk gruel and boiled bindweed, or some other
equally unappetizing mess. Then I felt a loathing for the fat mare welling up in me. As I looked at her sleek body
that was carefully groomed and brushed every day, I felt that I hated her, and that my heart belonged to another
horse, one called a gelding, that was bitten by horse-flies, taunted by children, buffeted by grownups, despised by
stallions, and whose lot was usually a clump of straw.
“You slut!” I said and smacked the glossy rump. “You slut! You never gave birth, you never carried a load, you
never moaned under a heavy burden. You slut!”
The hippo had finally been led off, and a clown was now tumbling about and jesting in the ring. He wanted to
tip his hat, but pulled off his beard instead. Then, when he wanted to put his beard back on again, he stuck it on
his rear.
“I’ve had enough,” I said to my wife as I sank down into my seat beside her. “I’ve had all I can take.”
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The groom Mesrop had a good knowledge of Armenian history. He was the only one who was keenly aware of
his Armenian heritage. The others knew only that they were shepherds, milkmaids, calf tenders or shearers, and
that as soon as it got cold they would come down from the mountains to the warm valleys, and that when it
became warm they would go up into the mountains again. But this was not enough for the groom, who felt that
the far horizons that could be seen from the mountains were too confining, and so he spoke to them about the
history of Armenia, which he knew well.
He usually added a bit here and there on his own, because each time he told the story differently, and so the
history of Armenia would sometimes be thrown back ten thousand years, or else it would begin in recent times,
say, in 1890, or even in 1907. He would say:
“Our Patriarch, Zarmair, fought the Greeks at Troy. And Achilles was the one who killed Patriarch Zarmair. It’s
in the Iliad.” Or, suddenly becoming angry, he would shout:
“That’s a bunch of lies! The historian Leo\fn{ Apparently Arakel Babakhanian (1860-1932) is meant } invented the
Armenians! There were never any Armenians before Leo! Take The Dog and the Cat, by Hovannes
Toumanian.\fn{1869-1923, Armenian national poet} The cat in it is a furrier. That’s a lie! The cat was never a furrier!
The dog didn’t need a fur hat! Hovannes Toumanian sat down at his desk and invented it all, while Leo was sitting
at another desk, inventing Armenian history. Like Patriarch Zarmair. Not bad. How do you like that!”
His fellow-villagers never contradicted him. The shepherds, milkmaids and shearers were busy tending and
shearing the sheep, and milking the cows, and all that talk about Leo, Hovannes Toumanjan, Zarmair, B.C., A.D.,
1907, was like the furnishings in Mesrop’s house, to be shifted about at his pleasure. What he wanted to say,
actually, was that he never should have been a groom, but was certainly fated to have been someone else.
“The great general, Tigran,”\fn{Tigranes II (the Great, 140-55BC, king from 95)} at this he raised his arms, “I mean
that king of kings the king over all the other kings,” at this he dropped his arms dejectedly and continued m a
shrill voice, “was gathering an army. He got together a thousand men. A hundred thousand men. Half a million
men. A million men, and sent them all to their doom. That finest of the fine, that king of kings. Oh, yes. That emir,
rajah, maharajah, shah, with his harem of a thousand naked women and one decrepit old king our ruler Tigran,
that king of kings …
“Or take Vahan the Wolf.\fn{Vahan Mamigonian (fl.c.450-after 486) Armenian general } When the invaders came, he
defeated them. Others came, and he defeated them. Still others came, and he defeated them, too. He defeated them
all. And while he was busy defeating them, others were counting the losses. He was fighting, and they were
counting. They counted and counted, up to a million, that’s how much they counted, and that took care of Iran. So
there! Now there isn’t any more Iran. Our Vahan the Wolf defeated it, he wiped it out in those far-off days.”
However, he could suddenly contend that everything was quite the other way around. He would draw on the
same facts, but now they sounded differently:
“The invaders came, and he fooled them; others came, and he tricked them; still others came, and he fooled
them again. He twisted them around his little finger, and none came after that. There were no more wars after that.
Then the Turks came. They fell upon our breast like Death. Anyone who went through that and survived has a
reason to be proud.”
*
No one was ever enthused by his words, and no one ever contradicted him. They all went on doing whatever
they were doing, milking the cows, shearing the sheep, getting caught in the rain, drying out in the sun, talking to
their neighbors, the Azerbaijanians in Azerbaijanian, laughing at those who did not speak the language, and just
living. And this is how it all appeared to be: there were the mountains, the green grass, the flocks, the herd, the
clouds, and a fifty-year-old man named Mesrop Kazarian talking to himself, riding his horse among the flocks, the
herd and the clouds, amidst the mountains from which only a small bit of the great world could be seen, only a
small bit of the region known as Lori.\fn{Now an Armenian province, bordering Georgia}
He did not speak Azerbaijanian, saying he would not learn anything akin to Turkish. And then those other
shepherds would speak Armenian to him. But that was not his goal. He would call them Turks to insult them, but
they would not be offended. They were not Turks. And they were not Azerbaijanians, either. They were just like
our shepherds, milkmaids and shearers. They tended the flocks, sheared the sheep and when the time came, were
drenched by the rain, dried out in the sun, and so on.
In one matter, however, he had the upper hand. The Azerbaijanian shepherds would come up to our mountains,
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to the summer pastures, from their distant valleys. Our village was close by, and that is why we always felt that
the mountains were our personal property. They were ours most of the year, all through the autumn, winter and
spring, but in the summer the people from the valleys would come up, bringing their many belongings, and it
seemed then that they had come to our house, and that our house had, willy-nilly, become their house, too. And
you’d think that once long, long ago Artin had made the troughs near the spring so that now the flocks of the
Azerbaijanians could crowd round in a dusty mass, and that a hundred years ago a vet had sunk the flat rocks into
the ground so that our sheep could lick salt sprinkled on them, but now their sheep were pressing close, crowding
our sheep away.
In the woods, in the ravine, there were inscriptions on the trees: they had been made by our shepherds who had
carved their names in the trunks, often with a notation of the weather as well: “Done in foggy wolf weather.” A
tree would be standing there for ages, and then suddenly you’d see one of their shepherds with a rope around the
trunk and his ox would be dragging the felled tree down to his valley. .
Sometimes arguments would arise between the people of our village and our neighbors. Our flock might
trample their fields accidentally, and they would go on the warpath. Then someone’s wrenched arm would hang
limply by his side, another would have a cut forehead, shirts would burst at the seams. The Azerbaijanians would
curse our men in Armenian, and our men would curse them in Turkish. Then the sheep-dogs would enter the fray,
and there would be a general free-for-all.
Afterwards, both sides would sit down to share a meal. The neighbors would get out their flatcakes, our people
would bring wine, and they would toast each other. After a while, when the wine had gone to their heads, they
would wonder why one of them had a bloody rag tied around his head, another’s shirt was torn, or a third had his
arm in a sling. Not a word would be said of the fight, so that it seemed they had been sitting there, sharing a meal
all their lives, and that the shirt had become torn in the process of eating. The groom taunted our men, saying:
“Well, have you brushed up on your Persian? Or were you talking Hindi this time?” The shepherds said
nothing.
“So,” the groom said, working himself up into a lather, “Moscow, the Kremlin, the President of the Presidium
of the Supreme Soviet of the USSR. Do we write the letter?”
This always made a big impression. The shepherds would say:
“Moscow, the Kremlin, the President of the Presidium. Then what?”
“We suggest that the Turks be removed from our pastures.” The shepherds said nothing.
“Well?”
“How can we do that?” the shepherds said. “After all, we ate together.” Then, someone would reply:
“We’ll manage, Mesrop. There’s enough room for everybody. What’s the use of offending people for nothing?”
“You’re supposed to be an Armenian!” Mesrop would rage. “You’ve got to take strong measures. Your flocks
are increasing, your herd’s increasing, there are more and more animals each year. And there’s not enough room!”
“You’re right. But aren’t their flocks increasing, too?”
“They are. And the noise is too.”
“Don’t let the horses go down to their valley, and the herd won’t increase.”
“Why don’t you keep your flocks from going down?”
“Don’t worry, I will!”
“See that you do!”
*
But this was something that was truly impossible. There were no definite boundaries between the pastures,
simply a pasture that stretched on and on, and the flocks would spread out across it, and no one wanted to bother
the animals unnecessarily.
One day their watchman led off our flock. He waved his white handkerchief at the sheep, who thought it was
salt, which they loved, and so trotted towards their field. In no time the man had them penned and had hung a
padlock on the gate. He then sent word to our shepherds, saying that they should be fined, because our flock had
trampled so much of their crop. A regular statement of the case was drawn up. And they insisted on our shepherds
being fined.
Meanwhile, in our camp, Mesrop was oiling his gun, checking the trigger action and muttering:
“Oh, so they want us to pay a fine, do they? They’re so educated they’ve started using legal action, have they?”
He aimed at the dog that was lying nearby and called:
“Chambar!”
The dog pricked up its ears. Mesrop fired. The dog yelped and dashed away.
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“So they want us to pay a fine.”
“Take it easy, Mesrop.”
“What d’you mean, take it easy, Mesrop!”
“These are the mountains, Mesrop. We all live here, and anything can happen in the mountains. Today we pay
a fine, tomorrow they’ll pay a fine. We argue and then make up again, so don’t take it to heart like that, Mesrop.
Don’t get yourself all worked up.”
They tried to hold him back, but couldn’t. He broke free and stalked off.
“I’ll kill them all. Don’t you try to hold me back.”
And he brandished his gun. There was no stopping him now.
“The historian Leo invented the Armenians in ’07 or ’27! There are no more Armenians! What I mean is, there
are Armenians, but they have no pride or self-respect.”
And he was right: there were no Armenians. There were shepherds who spat in disgust after him and said
they’d be happy if the neighbors caught him and gave him a good beating.
Mesrop tramped off. He climbed the hill, went down the other side, crossed the little ravine and stopped
outside their tents.
It was an emerald green day. The tiled roofs of their sheds in the valley below shone red. Blue curls of smoke
rose above the tents. On the slope a mower’s scythe was mowing in arcs, and the harsh swish of the cut grass
filled the air, and the ringing of the steel blade was muted by its denseness. Two bulls were fighting in the empty
space beyond the sheds. The smaller of the two, a local breed with sharp horns, was getting the better of the huge,
truly mountainous pedigreed bull, whose horns were short and obtuse. Mesrop had been around long enough to
know that the big bull should not be fighting, as this would have a bad effect on his progeny, and that someone
should get a pitchfork or something and separate the animals. He was surprised to see that there was no one in
sight, and that no one was paying any attention to the trouble that was brewing. As he came closer, he saw that the
people there were mowing, milking or shearing, that each and every one was busy at some job.
No, that was not how he would have wished it to be. He wanted to come down the slope and find twenty
Azerbaijanians, their guns at the ready, waiting for him. And he would have advanced on them without batting an
eye. He turned and headed back, appearing on the crest of the hill a short while later.
“Come on, come on down,” his fellow-villagers called to him.
As he sat there on the hill he heard them laughing. Actually, they were bellowing. That’s how it was in the
mountains: you could hear a rustle a mile away, for the air was clear and still. The men saw him toss aside his
short cigarette butt, turn and go back down, and the smoke he had exhaled drifted about his head. He was shouting
curses in Azerbaijanian as he went down into the ravine and approached their tents once again.
They waited until he got closer, shouting all the while, and then gave him a good beating. Then they returned
to their mowing, milking and shearing. And the skinny, unshaven, middle-aged man with the shotgun slung over
his shoulder looked truly ridiculous as he lay on the ground outside their sheds. The shotgun charged with small
shot or something like salt.
Then they splashed some water on his face, tied a bandage around his head, carried him into a tent and laid
him down to rest, after which they insisted that he eat with them. They said they had just received some
watermelons from their valley and treated him to some. Then he rested again. Finally, they saw him off.
He climbed up the ravine stealthily, hiding his gun and carrying a watermelon. Afterwards, he told everyone he
had visited the Afghanians. He said they were a fine people, and that their food was good, and that they were great
conversationalists.
“They’re an ancient people, you know. And this land we live on is theirs. I’m really surprised they let us come
to live in their mountains. They could have found themselves better neighbors than us. But they have us. Why,
we’re not fit to walk the earth. I must say, I really am surprised. There was Vahan the Wolf. When the invaders
came, he defeated them. Others came, and he defeated them. Still others came, and he defeated those others, too.
Certainly. Of course. There was Brave Nazar. He slayed them all, you know.”
*
And here was some young fool from the Faculty of History, meaning me, chuckling and telling him Brave
Nazar was one person and Vahan the Wolf was someone else, that they were different people. Vahan the Wolf was
an historical personage, while Brave Nazar was a fictional character.\fn{ Created by Hovhannes Tumanyan Nazar the Brave
(1908)}
“Certainly. Your teacher must know. He must have told you that,” Mesrop mumbled, looking at the young fool,
meaning me, from under knitted brows.
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“You’re quite right. The teacher isn’t a groom. He knows his business. But you’ve got everything mixed up.
You think you’re doing them a favor when you call them Afghans. But they’re still Azerbaijanians, not Afghans,
understand? And any way, what difference does it make whether they’re Afghanians or Azerbaijanians? You’re
just getting yourself all worked up. Why don’t you worry about the herd instead?”
“I don’t know about them,” Mesrop replied, breathing heavily and narrowing his eyes. “I’m not a man of
importance. You should be happy I know as much as I do. That’s because I read a lot when I tended the herd. I
don’t know about them, but as far as you’re concerned, you certainly are a Turkish lout.”
I was not insulted, because I did not consider it an insult to be called a Turk or a Turkish lout. I regarded
Mesrop as a person who felt he was worthy of being a professor, a man who was dissatisfied with being a groom.
And so I said:
“Tigran and Artavazd were Armenian kings. Pap, Arshak and Mashtots were also Armenians. Vardan and
Vasak were Armenians. And David of Sasun and Brave Nazar. Five thousand years passed from the times of the
first Armenians to Leo. And we still go on living. You can’t say we’ve had a bad life. Some of us tend the herds,
others are teachers, still others are studying to be teachers or grooms. Anyone can do someone else’s job. It’s just
a matter of training. Aren’t I right? I think I am. And it’s nothing to get upset about.”
“Good for you. The words just roll off your tongue,” Mesrop replied and spat on the ground. “Eleven months
out of the year you parade around in the city in shiny shoes, and then for one month, in August, you come back to
the village, go over to Mesrop and say: ‘If anything’s wrong, I’ll shoot your dog.’ What do you know! Of course
that’s how it is. That’s exactly how it is.”
He enunciated each word by striking his rifle butt on the ground. Finally, he tossed it aside.
“Will you get back to the job or not, for God’s sake!” Levon, the manager of the livestock farm, shouted, his
face suffused from anger.
“See where that horse is? And here you are, busy carrying on a discussion.” Levon moved as if to nudge
Mesrop towards the herd that could barely be seen in the distance.
“Levon,” Mesrop said and his nostrils turned white.
“Go chase the horses away from that field. We’ll talk after you do.”
“Levon!” Mesrop breathed. Levon raised his voice.
“See everybody? Look at the son-of-a-bitch Levon. He’s to blame again! But is that son-of-a-bitch Levon
really saying anything terrible? Is he? He’s asking you to get back to work. But he shouldn’t even be doing that,
should he? Levon’s certainly to blame. The horses are getting into the fields while this fellow’s busy talking.”
“Levon,” Mesrop said inaudibly.
“What about Levon? What about Levon!” By now Levon was shouting. “If you don’t want to take care of the
herd, go get yourself a job as a professor. Who’s keeping you? We’ll find someone else for the job, don’t worry!
I’ll take care of it myself! I’ll take care of the herd! Tell me, what does he want of me? By all means, I have so
much to attend to, I can take on his job as well!”
There was a fight brewing. Before Mesrop had a chance to hit him, Levon wanted everyone to see that he was
not at fault. Meanwhile, Mesrop was breathing hard and glaring at Levon, and his jaws worked as if he were
chewing. As I stood between them, my very sides could feel the strength of Mesrop’s gnarled fingers. My head
could practically hear the heavy blow of his hand with its broken nails.
There was no stopping Levon now. He rattled on and on, saying that Mesrop was a lazy worker, that he had let
things go to the dogs while he was busy being a professor, that the herd was trampling the fields, while he was
busy discussing history. Meanwhile, Mesrop’s lips worked and his nostrils flared. Levon was scared. He kept
throwing out his hands and should really have been the first to strike, since he was afraid.
“Shame on you!” I yelled. “Look at everyone laughing at you!”
“Who’s laughing?” The manager of the livestock farm was a sly fellow, and he grabbed at the chance to turn
away from Mesrop.
“Who’s laughing? Show me who’s laughing!”
No, he was not avoiding a fight, it was simply that some son-of-a-bitch had interfered! Oh, that Levon was a
very sly fellow. Without once turning back to Mesrop, he continued in the direction he had turned, as if he were
going someplace on business. It was as if there had been no argument, and if there had, it had been over
something unimportant. And so he went on speaking as he continued walking, although he never once looked
back:
“You have to get the horses away from that field, Mesrop. We’re not our own enemies. That’s our field, and
that means we have to look after it, because if we don’t, nobody else will. After all, we’re not babies, we don’t
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have to wait to be told what to do.”
He went on talking and walking farther and father away, and his voice was becoming fainter. He did not once
pause for breath. Finally, instead of dying away completely, his voice suddenly sounded as loud and clear as if he
were standing beside us:
“Aikanush! Hear me? Send the boy over with some shears.”
That, certainly, was not addressed to Mesrop. And again something was wrong.
*
The king’s youngest son saddled his horse and rode on and on, until he came to a strange country where the
trees were black, and the water was black, and the sun was black. He was in some dark kingdom, and that meant
everything was clear and definite..
“Levon,” Mesrop whispered, but he could not hear his own voice speaking.
Here, however, other things were clear and definite: the distant field and the herd that was trampling the edge
of it. The only real thing was the herd, towards which Mesrop now headed on buckling legs.
All of a sudden he seemed to have broken in two. He bent over, picked up his gun, gripped the barrel with both
hands, spun, raised it and brought it down full force, falling to the ground in its wake. The gun split and fired, and
the two sounds were as one. A dog barked lazily in the hot pen. That was all. One dog out of forty.
But he felt as if a bomb had exploded. He had tossed a bomb, and the whole world had heard the explosion and
had become confused, with everyone wailing. He seemed a giant to himself. He had fallen to the ground and now
lay there spread-eagled. He lay there helplessly, and this was a tragedy. He was a fine, brave knight, and his steed
was swifter than the wind, and his sword was sharp, but the enemy was invisible. The very earth could not support
him, for that was how strong he was. It would take a cliff to consume him, to conceal him, to engulf him and
restrain him until …
So that is what he wished for. However, it was just a fifty-year-old man, a groom who was nearly six feet tall,
wearing a fur cap, whose neck was wrinkled and scrawny, whose bony face was unshaven, lying there with his
face in the grass, tearing up clumps of grass, kicking the ground with the toe of his boot. From afar he might have
been taken for a dog or a sheep that was lying down, or, perhaps, for a stone.
“Stupid fool,” Levon said in a voice full of pity and disgust. “Where’ll you get the money for a new gun?
Stupid fool.”
That evening, when the sheep were back in the fold, the cows in the cowshed, the horses in the cribs and the
tired people sat around outside their tents, smoking and talking quietly, Levon was still upset. He would put his
hands behind his back, then thrust them forward, at which moment his chin shook; it seemed he was about to
shout, but did not, and his chin shook more violently. He kept glancing at Mesrop, and then immediately averting
his eyes. At last, he pulled himself together, said nothing about the gun and walked off when his wife called him
to supper.
“It’s dark night. We might have some unwanted company,” he said as he turned away.
Whenever the night was dark, and the darkness was always as dense as felt, and the air was fragrant with cold
dampness, and you felt the mist rising from the canyon and seeping into your clothes, your hair, the sheep’s wool,
the cigarette in your hand, a bear with smoldering green eyes would appear, stepping softly in the fog. The dogs’
hair would stand on end. The sheep would jostle each other nervously so that it seemed they were being shaken in
a sieve. The stallion would press his ears close to his head and stretch his neck out so far it seemed it would
become separated from his body. His nostrils would flare, and he would snort loudly, while the small children
would press close to each other in their sleep, for the walls of the tents were thin, and every sound from without
was audible.
“Is he gone?”
“I hope he drops dead.” Mesrop brought up the subject of the gun himself.
“Well, Levon.” He seemed to be musing over something for quite a while, so that when he called out it was
unexpectedly loud, and he sounded hurt as he said:
“Why d’you say something and then walk on?”
Levon. was inside his tent, having his supper and grumbling at his wife and grandchildren, and so he did not
immediately reply.
“Hey, Levon.”
“You can’t even cook properly. What d’you think about when you’re cooking? Can’t you cook any better than
this? You never even try. Hey, who’s there? What’s the matter, Mesrop?”
“So you just said that and walked away?”
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“What did you expect me to do, sit there beside you?”
“Just give me any old gun.”
“The farm issued you a gun. Where is it?”
Levon sat there with his spoon raised to his mouth, waiting for Mesrop to reply. There was a long silence.
Levon’s face jerked. He became angry and raised his voice:
“Well?”
Mesrop did not venture to ask again. Levon cursed and proceeded with his supper. There was a sound of his tin
spoon hitting against the plate and then of the plate being moved aside and hitting another plate.
“Stupid fool!”
Mesrop reappeared in the wedge of faint light streaming cautiously out of the tent. Then he disappeared again.
He emerged from the darkness half an hour later, carrying the two broken parts of the gun. He sat there for a long
time after, puffing and grunting as he mended the gun, fastening the smashed parts with a length of thin copper
wire.
After all, he was a broken man.
*
In 1908 an Azerbaijanian and an Armenian had fought each other with daggers high in the mountains. Their
names were Bairam and Avetik. They soon dropped their daggers and picked up clubs. Then Bairam rushed at
Avetik with his dagger and Avetik grabbed his gun from the ground and fired point-blank into Bairam’s stomach.
Twice the murdered man’s relatives tried to shoot Avetik, once in 1909, and then in 1916, but luck was on
Avetik’s side.
Avetik and Bairam could never have guessed at the consequences. Had they been able to, they would have
certainly regretted having argued. But they could not help themselves, because they knew everything there was to
know about each other: in the course of a single minute they had told each other to their faces that the wife of one
was sleeping with his manservant, and that the father of the other had eight wives, despite the fact that he was so
old and such a wreck, which meant the neighbors were certainly helping him out. So that there was no turning
back for either of them. And since, as ill luck would have it, a club and a dagger, and a gun were all close at hand,
how were they to restrain themselves?
Then Avetik was overcome by insomnia. Once a bullet whizzed by his ear, but he did not even turn his head to
see where it had come from. However, those who fired it kept, waiting doggedly for their chance for revenge until
1919.
On the road from the mill one day they blocked Avetik’s way and smiled strangely. They tied his pack horse to
some bushes and then led the child, Mesrop, and the father along the path. It was bright, warm day. There was a
faint smell of honey in the air. Bees buzzed everywhere. It seemed as if their buzzing was getting louder, that a
bee-garden was somewhere close by, and that it would come into view at any moment, that the bee-keeper’s dog
would begin barking at any moment, and the bee-keeper would come out and say in a friendly voice:
“Hey, who are you? And where are you taking them?”
But the village lay beyond two hills and two ravines, and the bee-garden was far away. The air was filled with
the buzzing of bees. The horse, having been left behind, whinnied.
“Where are you taking us?” his father stopped and asked the men in Turkish.
“You’re Avetik, aren’t you?”
Avetik looked at them intently, and his shoulders suddenly sagged, as if they had lost their support. This made
his neck appear very long. The man in the kidskin boots and the sheepskin hat with the red crossed strips on top
chuckled. After that the child walked on as if he had fallen under a spell. He never once took his eyes from the
man, but was fearful lest he notice it. Avetik turned and said, as if speaking to no one:
“I’m sorry for the horse.”
From that moment on Avetik began feeling sorry for himself. He imagined he was a man who had been meekly
going about his business, never troubling anyone, and that now suddenly he had been attacked by robbers. He did
not want to seem a coward in the child’s eyes, and so he asked the man in the soft kid boots in Turkish:
“Did you buy your hat at the bazaar in Tiflis?”
The Azerbaijanian made a face and cursed, and then Mesrop saw his father smile crookedly. Then Mesrop
again saw the foolish smile on his father’s face and heard him speak in Turkish again, saying:
“My brother-in-law, Arshak, has a pair of boots just like yours.”
The Azerbaijanian slung his gun behind his shoulder, threw back the white sleeve of his jacket and brought the
side of his hand down sharply on Avetik’s neck. Mesrob’s fatber stumbled, then seemed to regain his balance, but
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stumbled again and continued onward, with his shoulders hunched and his body tilted forward as if he were trying
to catch a hen. He took several quick steps in this fashion, fell to his knees, and his chin hit against his chest.
Mesrop began to cry softly, never once taking his eyes from the man he believed to be the head Turk. The men
stood over his father. Then the one in the sheepskin hat helped his father up with the toe of his boot, saying:
“Come on, get up, fellow, we’re not there yet.”
“Mesrop,” his father called. “I can’t see anything, Mesrop.”
Now, when the man in the sheepskin hat was smiling, and it seemed that they had done whatever it was they
had intended to do and were going to leave, Mesrop began to sob.
“There’s the boy, there’s the child …” his father mumbled as if in a daze. “For shame …”
They told him that nothing would happen to the child and that they would take him back to the village
themselves. Avetik was helpless now and kept speaking of the boy. He was convinced they had brought the child
along so that no one in the village would find out what had happened, but now he did not find anything
abominable about their behavior, nothing that called for censure, complaint, protest, tears or wailing. Then he
began to curse. He cursed the one who had died ten years before. He cursed him living and dead. He cursed his
grave, and said he had been like a leech, and having once got hold could not be torn off, and where had he come
from to have brought such trouble on his head, to have ruined a man’s life.
They came in sight of some old, deserted sheds overgrown with tall weeds at the end of the path. Avetik
suddenly fell silent. His steps dragged. They were now prodding him on. Then he began walking quickly, so
quickly that the others barely managed to keep up with him. He stopped near the sheds. He did not look at any of
them. Avetik’s neck did not now seem as scrawny and long as it formerly had. He was not looking at anything.
His eyes had changed color, and his lips were compressed.
One of the Azerbaijanians, whose firm, unshaven chin was half-gray, led Mesrop aside and shielded him from
the sight of his father and the other two men. He stroked his head and asked him how old he was, and what he
wanted to be when he grew up, and all about his family, and said he should be an engineer when he grew up. The
boy wanted to be caressed by the man, and he leaned his head against his buckle. The man’s clothing smelled of
wool and milk, and it was a familiar smell. The child sensed that something very bad was happening behind the
man’s back, but he did not yet dare ask him for protection. Nor did he yet have the courage to cry.
Then there was a crunching sound, and the boy saw his father's sheepskin coat flying through the air towards
the two men and his father leaping high over the nettles. Then the tall weeds shuddered and swayed as two shots
rang out in succession. It was as if a single bullet had exploded twice. The high grass parted and then closed over
the spot, while the tops of the grasses swayed and were still again. The man in the kidskin boots took aim slowly
and fired into the grass once more. Then they picked up his father’s coat and went back down the path. The
shepherd stroked the boy’s head.
After a while the man in the kidskin boots, whose face had suddenly become pale, said something to the
shepherd. The shepherd’s hand became heavy on the boy’s neck.
“No,” said the shepherd and shook his head. “No. No, no!”
The other man stared at the boy. The boy felt the man’s eyes on the top of his head, but did not dare raise his
eyes. Instead, he pressed closer to the shepherd’s leg.
The horse was standing where they had left it. The child could hold back his tears no longer and wept.
“Don’t cry, little boy, or you’ll make me angry,” the man in the kidskin boots said, and the boy’s heart froze
from terror. The shepherd tightened the ropes on the horse’s pack and led it out onto the road, prodding the boy, as
he said:
“Go on. No, wait a minute.” And he tied the reins to the saddle to keep the horse from stumbling over them.
“Go on.”
The village learned the news from the child, and together with this news it accepted the fear he had known, and
pity for his father. The village took the father from the child. The child was now only an eyewitness. He was made
to tell his story over and over again. At last, when all the grownups had heard it, he began telling it to the children,
and thus he grew up, forever telling his story .
The three strange men had marked the child for life. They had made him the center of attention, and he had
never had time to look into himself. Sometimes, as in a haze, he would see his father. with his drooping shoulders
and long, scrawny neck, but he never felt any pity for him. He simply kept on telling his story over and over
again:
“And then he took off his coat … and threw it down … and ran … and ran … and then …”
*
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Mesrop was twenty-three in 1932. He seemed like a bright young fellow. Several years before he had been
offered the chance to study at the University. However, he was incapable of studying, since he was incapable of
listening to others. He felt that he already knew so much, since he believed he had an excellent knowledge of
Armenian history. Thus, according to him, the Turks were all bandits, while the Armenians were a hard-working
people. He was expelled in his second year, and from that day on he felt he was a hero.
Mesrop was a useless person in the village. He was forever starting fights. he loafed and did not want to work,
though he would sometimes sit down to read a book, but only so that he could tell others about what he had read.
In 1932, when Mesrop was twenty-three, our collective farm and the Azerbaijanian collective farms that were
located in the warm valleys agreed that henceforth the Azerbaijanians would bring their flocks up to our summer
pastures in the mountains, while our flocks and herd would spend the winters in their valleys. That summer of
1932 the Azerbaijanians first brought their flocks up.
Levon, who was then chairman of the village Soviet, had two poles set up with red streamers stretched
between them over the road. The inscription on them, in Azerbaijanian, read:
WELCOME, DEAR FRIENDS!

He assembled a crowd of children at the spot, for he wanted to greet our neighbors with a band, and to this end
he had rounded up every schoolchild from the nearby villages who knew how to play a horn, getting his lame
father-in-law, our village tambourine player, to keep time for them. His father-in-law managed quite well, and the
band did not sound at all, if not for the fact that the blaring scared the sheep to death. At the very first blast of
music the flock huddled together, then turned and dashed headlong pack down the road. Levon was caught up by
it and was being tumbled along on their backs. He bumped along for about fifty meters until the animals finally
calmed down and spread out, at which he fell to the ground.
Levon decided that one of the musicians was at fault, but since he was unable to decide which of the boys was
responsible, he told a boy, whose father he disliked, to stop. Then Levon told all the rest, and his father-in-law as
well, to stop, at which the sheep proceeded along the road again, passing calmly under the streamers. As the sheep
trotted by, Levon kept shouting slogans:
“Long live Armenian-Azerbaijanian friendship throughout the world! Long live our mighty Red Army of
workers and peasants! Hooray!”
“Hooray! Hooray!” the young musicians shouted at the top of their lungs.
Levon was a great organizer. This was especially true during his early years as the chairman, though he was
not a bit older than Mesrop.
“Mesrop,” Levon said, “get on your horse and lead our dear friends up to the pastures.”
Mesrop said nothing.
“I’ll tell the bookkeeper to put it down as three working days for you,” Levon promised.
Mesrop was silent.
“I’d go myself, but I have to be at the farm, they’re inaugurating the new stable. You go in my place, Mesrop.”
However, Mesrop was nowhere in sight.
In those busy, hectic times Levon had got accustomed to having whoever it was he needed at his side to carry
out his important, urgent orders before he had barely uttered them.
“Why are you so stubborn, Mesrop? Mesrop!” His voice was angry.
“Oh, for God’s sake!” Levon said, realizing that no one was listening to him. He got on his horse and galloped
all the way to Mesrop’s house.
“Where’sMesrop?”
Mesrop’s mother said her son had not been home since morning.
“Show me where his gun is.”
His mother went into the other room, returned and said the gun was not on the nail.
“Damn it!”
Levon got back on his horse and took the short cut, flying over the rocks, streaming past the fields and into the
woods. Five minutes later he had reached the foot of the hill. The horse crashed through the bushes as it climbed
the slope, but half-way up Levon dismounted, hobbled the horse and ran up, bending close to the ground. Mesrop
was sitting behind a cliff with his gun lying across his knees. He was rolling himself a cigarette.
“There you are! You should be ashamed of yourself, sitting here and smoking at a time like this.”
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“What’s the matter, Levon?”
Levon planted his feet far apart. The wind tore wildly at his riding breeches. Mesrop’s eyes looking up from
under black knitted brows were cold, and the whites gleamed blue. His fingers were calm as they rolled the
cigarette.
“You look so serious, Mesrop.”
Levon chuckled, despite himself. Mesrop ran his tongue along the edge of the paper, but the cigarette would
not hold.
“Go away, Levon.”
“What if I don’t?”
Levon was smiling, but he realized he was smiling because he was scared. Mesrop picked up his gun.
“You’re crazy!” Levon cried and jumped away.
“Shut up and get out of here.”
Levon would have been happy to escape, but you could never tell with a fool like Mesrop. He might take a
shot at your back. Actually, Levon’s fear of Mesrop was unfounded. The only reason he was afraid of him was
because Mesrop was holding a gun and it was cocked. Once long ago, when they were sixteen or seventeen, just a
couple of kids, actually, the two of them had stopped Feeble Nikal’s wife on the road to the mountains and had
propositioned her.
Feeble Nikal’s wife had looked first at one, then at the other and, turning pale from rage, had continued on her
way, with the two of them trotting along beside her, wheedling, their necks stretched forward eagerly, as if they
were asking for a couple of potatoes, or a couple of apples, or some bread. Nikal’s wife finally set down her sack,
caught Mesrop, cuffed him soundly, and threw a rock at Levon, who had managed to wriggle away. However,
they still continued to dog her steps, propositioning her, promising to carry her sack, to take in the hay for her, or
take her pig out to pasture. Levon said he’d be a good student and said that her dog was the best dog in the
village…
“What do you think this looks like, Mesrop?” Levon now said as he shifted his weight from one foot to the
other.
“They killed my father, Levon.”
“You know when that was. We’re building a new way of life now.”
“Go away, Levon.”
And because Levon knew him inside-out, and because he wanted there to be something about himself that was
his alone, unknown to anyone else, Mesrop now spoke in a voice that was not his usual voice, and he did not
smile. He exhaled the smoke unlike anyone else in the village ever did. The time had finally come for him to
assert himself, for until now each passing day of his life had but further established his reputation as a loafer who
wrangled money out of his mother for smokes and who spent his time in idle chatter. Until now all he had ever
done was talk, and anyone who felt like it could always shut him up.
Mesrop rose and drew his jacket more closely about him. He seemed to fill every inch of space.
“Go on, go away!” He cursed and then prodded Levon with the butt of his gun. “Why’d you come here? All I
need is you for a nursemaid! You think if you’re on a horse you can push everybody around?” And he cursed
again.
By then Levon had turned to go. He was not offended by the cursing (after all, the fellow had lost his father),
and his pride was not hurt, for Mesrop had a gun, while all he had was a switch. However, there was something
else that would not let him leave with Mesrop having had the last word: he was ashamed.
He was even ashamed to have his horse witness his shame. Balancing thus between the clear and the vague
thoughts that flashed through his mind, Levon halted. Then he turned on his heel and ran back, leaping swiftly
onto a rock beside Mesrop. He did this without actually realizing what he was doing. True, when he later told of
the events that followed he always said that he had come to a definite decision and then had turned, run back and
jumped onto the rock, but this was not true. As everyone else, Levon believed that all of his actions were well
thought out.
Levon felt he was still running when, actually, he was standing on the rock. Everything happened quickly after
that, and of its own accord as well. A couple of minutes later Mesrop’s hands were tied behind his back, while
Levon’s shirt was torn and his shoulder was bruised. Yet, everything had happened so quickly that Levon’s shirt
did not get bloody. One of his eyelids puffed up, turning blue and narrowing his eye, and his knee did not bend as
easily as before. The gun was now in Levon’s hands, and the tip of the barrel kept poking into Mesrop’s back.
Levon walked along, holding up his breeches with his left hand. He was amazed at the swiftness with which he
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had pinned back Mesrop’s arms and, holding them down with one hand, had managed to unbuckle and yank out
his belt and tie Mesrop’s hands so tightly.
Levon was amazed at his prowess, and this amazement grew, and grew, and grew, until, after several years had
elapsed, all that remained was this feeling of amazement, while the incident itself had been forgotten. Indeed,
several years later all his actions seemed important and significant to him, and this made him seem important and
significant to himself. Looking back, he would become frightened at his own rashness. He would rub his knee and
wonder at his recklessness, at having endangered his life so.
“I should have sent a couple of younger fellows over to catch him and beat him up.”
Now, when Mesrop's hands were tied and his right hand burned and stung, and the tip of the barrel kept poking
into his back, always hitting the same spot, he felt that he had nurtured this thought of vengeance for many years,
but now, when his hour had struck, his feelings were being trampled most abominably. Mesrop began feeling
sorry for himself. Tears came to his eyes and he liked the feel of his tears on his cheeks. One fool had accused
another fool of something, and the latter had joyously accepted the accusation, simply because he was a nobody
and wanted to be somebody.
His hand ached. It seemed that all the blood in his body had rushed to his poor hand and was about to burst
through the skin. This skin on his hand was as thin as a cobweb.
Mesrop stopped. Levon nudged him with the barrel tip. Mesrop shoved the barrel away with his back, knowing
that this would make the spot hurt still more. His was the back of a martyr. Turning his head, he said:
“They killed my father, Levon.” Levon did not want to view the problem so narrow-mindedly and prodded him
again, muttering:
“Go on, you son-of-a-bitch! You nationalist!”fn{ “Nationalist” was a dirty word to Communism, which philosophy sought to
encompass the world in a single trans-national classless State, a creation not limited to the concerns of a single political entity } Mesrop
realized that he did not want to limit the issue to his father, either.
“They ruined Ani,” he said.\fn{Ani was the Armenian capital from the 10th to the 13th centuries}
The mountains rose around them, and the flocks grazed in the canyon. They went down the slope into the
ravine, past the spring and towards the hill where Levon had left his horse. Below lay the valley, carpeted with
poppies, and above them, above the canyon, on a level with the mountain-tops, a hawk soared in the sky. They
seemed quite changed to themselves. It was as if they were new arrivals, like the first tractor when it had appeared
in the village.
“That’s why I said you’re a nationalist. That’s what they’re like. They’re people like us. They don’t have
hooves and tails, you know. You’re a nationalist.”
The Azerbaijanian shepherds’ flocks were coming out of the woods. Levon waited until the shepherds noticed
them, then fell back a step behind his prisoner and shouted:
“Long live the awakening East all over the world!”
Mesrop frowned, thrust his chin forward and headed towards his enemies. He wanted to pass them by in an
aura of proud scorn, but somehow things went wrong at this point.
The shepherds surrounded them and began all talking at once, trying to outshout each other. Then they
examined Mesrop’s hand and said that the bones were out of joint. They forced him down to the ground. The three
men sat on top of him to keep him from squirming and getting in the way, while an old woman with sly eyes who
was with them lifted his limp hand.
“Ah, there’s more than a day’s work here,” she said and yanked his thumb as hard as she could. Then she
yanked it again and twisted it, and yanked it once more. Finally, saying that his thumb had a double sprain, she
shook her head.
“You must have been crazy, acting like a couple of babies.”
The old woman could not contain her annoyance and cursed Levon. Then, checking to see whether Mesrop’s
pinky was in place, she rose and said:
“Idiot!” to Levon.
The tears were drying on Mesrop’s cheeks as he lay there, with his head feeling strangely empty. He watched
his own pain in silence, feeling no animosity towards the old woman or the men who had sat on him and who
were now smoking off to a side,
Mesrop and Levon, two beaten dogs, two defeated generals, entered the woods, dragging a horse and a gun
behind them as they talked. They were soon out of the woods and climbing towards their village, talking of this
and that, of horses, horseshoes, harrows, manure and Simon’s old ass that would neither die nor do any work, but
had been hee-hawing without a stop for the past three years, that ass.
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*
When they were twenty-seven or twenty-eight Levon had been completely taken up with the idea of
international friendship, while Mesrop kept on muttering:
“The Armenians … Nairi … Ani …”
Mesrop would remember various dates and name places and would go over them again and again, turning
them into a part of Armenian history, while Levon scowled and said that one should always be on one’s guard
against such things. Levon did not hide his feelings. He spoke to Mesrop of this. He believed that he was always
extremely vigilant.
Then, at night, in order that there would not be any commotion in the village, Levon brought some security
men over to Mesrop’s house. At Levon’s suggestion the operation was to be conducted in secret. The three men
were to hide behind the door while he knocked. In order to distract Mesrop’s dog, Levon had personally fried
some pieces of felt in grease and now the poor mutt was chewing away on the felt, chewing away for all he was
worth. All through the night and into the following day, when Mesrop had been taken away and he might have
very well barked, the dog kept on chewing the greasy felt. In a word, the dog was the only one who had been
fooled.
Mesrop had not been sleeping. He had been waiting for them.
”It’s me, Mesrop. Where’d you put the yoke? I can’t seem to find it anyplace.”
“The yoke’s on my neck, Levon,” Mesrop had said, and his voice was the deep voice of an Armenian man.
“You’re after my neck, Levon, and my neck is on me. Come on in.” Then, opening the window, he thrust out his
gun and said:
“Are there any Turks among you, boys?”
They said no, there were no Turks among them, and that all of them were Armenians.
“Well, if that’s the case, come on in, my friends,” Mesrop said, pulling his gun back inside. “Will you have
vodka or wine, boys?”
But they were looking for something else. They didn’t need vodka or wine. They were looking for something
else, but they could not find that something else, because it simply did not exist. There was only Leo, Mesrop’s
paybook and Mesrop, sitting at the table, blinking calmly.
“What are you looking for, boys? Everything’s here in full view. I’ve got nothing to hide from you. There are
no Turks among us, so what’s there to talk about?”
“Where’s your saber? Tell us where you hid it.” Levon said with a smile, at which the other three immediately
pricked up their ears.
The gun wasn’t anything special. Many men had guns. They went rabbit hunting or shooting grouse. As for the
saber, well, that sounded like something serious, because at the mention of the saber all five vaguely associated it
with the weapon wielded by the Cossacks against the Reds. Yes, the saber seemed like serious business.
“A saber, you say? Well, where is it?”
They turned the house upside-down, and Mesrop helped them look. They tapped on the walls and the beams, to
see whether .they might not contain the hidden weapon. The beams were not hollow, and there was no saber to be
found, no matter how hard they looked. They were sweating bullets, but still, there was no saber.
At last they converged in the middle of the room, not knowing what to do. And then Levon took Mesrop aside.
He whispered something in his ear. He was no longer thinking of such things as conspiracy, panic or world
revolution. He seemed to have suddenly wished to have become a plain, ordinary peasant. And he was ashamed
and embarrassed, as a host would be if he were visited by a dear friend and had nothing to offer him by way of
refreshment. Mesrop listened to what he was saying and kept repeating:
“Yes, yes, all right, yes, yes, aha.” And those three heard him say: “Yes, yes, all right” to Levon. What Levon
was saying to Mesrop was:
“Just think, the men have come from the regional center. What are they to do now, go back empty-handed? It’ll
be awfully embarrassing. And look, the lieutenant’s come all this way. There he is, the lieutenant, the young one.”
“Yes, yes, yes,” Mesrop was saying.
The saber was lying in the cellar among the heads of cabbage. It lay there on the ground quite innocently, as if
it weren’t even a saber. It had even got rusty. It had been used for cutting the heads of cabbage and then had been
left there and forgotten.
“That’s none of your business, using a saber! You don’t know what you’re doing. You don’t have any respect
for arms!” Mesrop shouted at his wife.
He cleaned and scraped the saber and found the scabbard—and so from a rusty cabbage-cutter it became a real
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weapon. Now there would at least be one weighty piece of evidence against him. Mesrop did this so well that
Levon was wont to say, long after the events in question:
“In the course of my entire adult life I was always very active politically. Yes, indeed. You can’t imagine what
we’ve seen in our times: sabotage, banditism, and nationalism! Ah, boys, you think we earned this good life
easily?”
It was pleasant to be able to forego such familiar, everyday words as rake, dill, mow, hemp and dung for such
fine-sounding words and phrases as “activity”, “in the course of my entire adult life”, etc., words only just
received, never having been in circulation yet, still in their wrappings, as fresh, new words. The only trouble was
that Levon often confused things and was tempted to say “mesropism” instead of “nationalism.”
Mesrop got his own back. After he returned to the village he was silent for several days, but then it was as if a
dam had burst.
“Have you heard, Levon’s been exposed.”
He bored everyone to death, and no one smiled at his jokes any more. In the end, they were both sent to work
on the livestock farm. And that’s exactly what they were told:
“That’s enough idle talk. Why don’t you both start working for a change?”
*
Then the bear took Mesrop on. The beast was unmindful of its great weight and tangled with the skinny, puny,
middle-aged man. The man had been to Yerevan, he had walked along the streets of the capital, he had visited the
big stores and remembered the headlines in the papers at the time: “atomic bomb”, “world war”, “Africa”, and the
bear seemed like a toy from his distant childhood. The bear seemed funny and unreal to him, like some green
monster from a fairy-tale. Levon told him a bear had visited the fields.
“Don’t use small shot, use bullets,” Levon said. “Small shot won’t get him.”
“A bullet hole’ll spoil the skin.”
“Well, that’s your business.”
It would soon be autumn. The cool of the woods was becoming increasingly chill, and that was why the warm
sun was so pleasant. Fallen leaves covered the ground, and the springs could no longer be heard under the heavy
layer of leaves. The moss became damp and soggy. The hoary cliffs looked down morosely as some wild,
prehistoric ancestors. The branches of two beech trees that had grown up side by side scraped against each other,
and this annoyed him. A lapwing circled over the trees, flew off and then returned. Mesrop took aim at it seven
times but did not fire for some reason or other.
The forest was a forest, and you could fire a cannon here and still be unable to fill up the space. Mesrop felt he
was in somebody else’s house. He ate some blackberries and said to himself that he had come to the forest and
was now eating blackberries. He also told himself that he was not a bit worried, that he felt quite at home.
“I’ve come to visit the bear, and I’m eating blackberries,” was the thought that flitted through his mind,
although a voice was telling him that this was not really so.
Mesrop thought that there should be a tree nearby where Andranik, Gikor, Amayak and he had carved their
names and the following inscription:
“Tended pigs May 25, 1922.”
He wanted the woods to be filled with the shouts and cries of that day, with the crackling of twigs in the
campfire, with their foolish laughter and crude jokes.
“Those were the days!” he said and sighed, while actually what he wanted was to hear another human voice.
His back froze, his hair stood on end and his hat felt as if it were rising off his head of its own accord.
“Political economy,” Mesrop said in a loud voice. “The North Pole. The South Pole.” With the hard stock of
the gun against his elbow he felt that he was not a bit scared and was even smiling, for the blackberries were very
good.
The woods were silent now. The beech trees were motionless. The lapwing alighted on a fallen tree and kept
turning its head this way and that. Someone was standing nearby, holding his breath, and Mesrop did not have the
courage to turn and see who it was. He could hear his own brain churning inside his head. A drop of perspiration
rolled down the side of his face.
It was the bear. The animal was standing near the fallen tree. Mesrop could see it, but could not distinguish it
from the tree. The entire tree was the bear. The entire forest was the bear. Every muscle in Mesrop’s body tensed
and then relaxed again. The sweat dried on his face. For a moment he imagined that his old grandfather was
standing there near the beech tree, and if he said he was really sorry, everything would be all right again.
“As God’s my witness,” Mesrop said to me as he lay in his bed. “I remember I threw down my gun and said:
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‘It’s only loaded with small shot, so don’t worry.’ I said that to the bear and laughed. ‘I’ll be going now. I’ve had a
couple of your blackberries here, but I’ll be on my way now,’ I said. Did you ever see a bear?”
“No.”
“It’s just like a dog, Grant. The spitting image of a dog. It opened its mouth, growled and headed straight for
me. Its tongue was red and narrow like a dog’s. And it squealed. And the fur on its belly was reddish and glinted
in the sun.”
Then Mesrop felt he was becoming enraged, that he had to slay the bear, and not be slain by it.
“You know why I got so mad? Because that beast was bearing down on me, never stopping to think.
“‘That’s all I needed here. You,’ I said to myself. I don’t know what happened next, but suddenly the gun was
in my hands again. I swung and brought it down on the bear’s head as hard as I could. The gun splintered, and the
bear sat back on its haunches and howled. I wanted to ram the barrel down its throat, but it spat it out and rushed
at me again. It was getting the better of me and would soon tear me to bits.
“I didn’t feel any pain then. I was sweating like mad. All I heard was a crunching, and there was the terrible
stink of the bear. Then I remember I wanted to grab his privates, but he didn’t have any. That was my last hope. I
felt around, but there was nothing there. That’s how any number of men have gotten away with their lives. What
you do is grab its privates and not let go, and the bear finally drops dead. Yes … but when it was my turn, my bear
didn’t have any. What do you know? People like me, we’re called hard luck cases. I’ve never had any luck.
Never.”
“Then what happened?”
“I don’t remember, Grant. They say the dogs saved me.”
“But how come the bear didn’t have any privates?”
“It must have been a female. How do you like that? The world is full of hunters and bears. Whenever a hunter
meets a bear, he has to shoot. And if the bear doesn’t drop dead, the wounded beast’ll come at you. Everyone else
can kill a bear with a single shot. But when I meet a bear, all I have is small shot. And then the bear turns out to be
a female. That’s the story of my life.”
For nearly a month he lay in the district hospital and then, for nearly another, he was an ambulatory case. All
this time he was busy musing over something. In the end he reached a conclusion and was now searching for
someone to talk to. However, the villagers laughed at his hunting escapade and brushed him off as soon as he
would begin philosophizing.
He lay in bed with his finger marking his place in his book and stared up at the ceiling. It seemed he was
reading a text inscribed there:
“I’ve lived on this earth for half a century, but if I’ve ever learned anything, it was then, when I was out
hunting. You know what makes a bear strong? A bear is the forest. A bear is a part of the forest. And a forest is a
part of the bear. And you can’t tell where the forest ends and the bear begins. I wanted to run away, but there were
bushes all round. The lapwing knew the bear was there. It had been leading me on for nearly an hour. Understand?”
“According to what you say, whoever’s strong is our enemy. Is that it?”
“No, not really.” Mesrop was pleased to have finally been able to draw someone into a conversation. That is, to
have enticed someone into waters in which he, as he believed, swam with great facility and skill. He shook his
head, and at this moment was unaware of his companion or of anyone else on earth. By shaking his finger in
warning, he was preventing anyone from barging into his domain while he was adding the last insignificant but
necessary corrections:
“I don’t quite agree with you. Actually, the one who’s the bear is the strongest. What I mean is, you have to
have your own forest. Levon does, and he’s strong. But I don’t and never did.”
“You take care of the horses and see that there are no losses, and then you’ll be making good money. Then
we’ll see whether you need a forest of your own or not. You’re just talking a lot of nonsense,” I said. “You think
that someone who’s lived fifty years should be wise, and so you’re trying to sound smart.”
“No.” He shook his head again. “You still have a long way to go until you understand what I mean. A person
has to have something to live for. Our daily bread? We sow wheat, we harvest wheat, and so what? A bear gathers
acorns and eats them. A dog finds a bone and gnaws it. So what? And Mesrop looks after the horses. The bear eats
acorns, and Mesrop eats bread. The bear eats, and Mesrop eats. How about that?”
He had set out on a path which had no end and which was taking him off towards the wilds of the forest, to the
bears, beech trees, hawk and deer, to where the cliffs were covered with moss and resembled our hoary
forebearers. The bear played its song there on a split tree stump. Lightning started forest fires, and the rains put
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them out. The stream hid the wolfs tracks, and the wolf crept up on a deer, but a dry twig witnessed the treachery
and cracked, frightening the wolf. And deep snow covered the forest, which, in its slumber, was creating the fairytale of the spring, of the next year, which was to begin with the cuckoo’s first call and end with the bear happily
gathering blackberries, and the restless, alert sleep of the hare.
*
His last excursion to the Azerbaijanians was not prompted by anything in particular. He took down his gun,
cleaned it, loaded it and set out.
“I’ll be leaving this world soon. What will I say to my father then?”
Levon was helping the shepherds bathe the sheep at the bottom of the canyon. When he was told of Mesrop’s
actions, he left the shepherds and ran up the hill towards the pasture, shouting:
“Tie up that madman! Hear me? Tie up that madman!”
But there were only women at the campsite. No one had any intention of running after Mesrop or of tying him
up.
Mesrop climbed the hill and went down the other side, to the campsite of the Azerbaijanians. He saw no one.
The only movement that caught his eye was the never-ending duel between the pedigreed bull and the local bull.
The shepherds had filed off the sharp tips of the local bull’s horns and now it could not gore the other, which,
despite its huge mass, was no match for its smaller rival, since the smaller bull was high-strung, hot-blooded and
agile. Though they were now fighting as equals, Mesrop went over and separated them. Then he sat down and
smoked a cigarette, after which he rose and trudged back to his own camp.
As he walked off the Azerbaijanian shepherds laughed and said that the groom had probably taken a liking to
their watermelons.
*
Mesrop is still living and is still doing silly things. He has taken to clearing the streams in the woods of
underbrush and spends months at a time in the forest, swinging his axe. He makes drinking cups from the bark of
lindens and leaves them by the springs. He cuts the following inscription in the moss that covers the rocks:
“Mesrop K. 20 c.” which stands for:
“Mesrop Kazarian, the 20th century.”
Who will ever make use of the drinking cups that will only last a short while? And how long will the writing in
the moss survive? And who needs them anyway?
Levon is also living. Whenever anyone from a city paper comes up to write about the farm, he says:
“I did a tremendous job here in the 1920s and 1930s, a tremendous job. Looking back now I wonder how I
ever managed it single-handedly.” As for Mesrop, Levon says:
“He’s not a bad person, but he doesn’t know how to look out for himself. That’s why the bull butts him and
the horse kicks him. The silly man doesn’t realize that a horse doesn’t have horns, and so you stand in front of it,
and a bull doesn’t kick, so you stand in back of it. That’s life, and you have to live according to its rules.”
256.106 Excerpt from The Age Of Notable Women: Public Activities Of Armenian Women In The 19 th
Century And In Early 20th Century\fn{by Anahit Harutiunian (c.1970?- )} Yerevan?, Armenia (F) 9
1
In the 19th century there was no Armenia on the political map of the world. The history of the Armenian
statehood had been interrupted four and a half centuries before and Armenia, which had been turned into Turkish
pashalyks and Persian khanates, became the land of grief and wail.
However, four and a half centuries proved to be insufficient time for the Armenian nation to leave the stage of
history. The fate was challenged by Spiritual Homeland that, albeit\fn{Although} beleaguered by darkness, did not
become darkness and sustained faith in future.
That was an amazing faith. The 19th-century Armenia continued to deliver paradoxes further confusing the
mystery of survival. On the one hand, the yoke of oppression was becoming even worse and taking new forms of
cruelty. On the other hand, the will to resistance was growing. On the one hand, Armenians were dispersing and
emigrating in large numbers, while on the other hand, those newly established communities were marked by the
development of the Armenian culture and by the flourishing of publications and of the press that were the source
of inspiration and consolidation for Armenians in the homeland. On the one hand, ubiquitous ignorance and
suffering, depersonalization and lack of rights, oppression, unequal struggle for securing physical existence, while
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on the other hand, intelligentsia that internalized the advanced notions of the European Enlightenment and that in
far-away countries was not only drawing programs of liberation struggle but also, running ahead of the European
countries, was writing a Constitution for the future State, where the people will be in charge of their fate:
The entire Armenian nation will be a king.”\fn{Shahamirian, The Trap of Ambition, Madras, 1773}

*
The world history was approaching a new watershed and the process was accompanied by crises, wars,
revolutions and, especially, by liberation struggles. The 19th century was eventful, contradictory, dramatic and
crucial also for Armenia. The danger of assimilation and extermination had never been so real and the liberation
prospects had never been so clear. The reactions to the 1848 French Revolution, to the struggle of the Italian
people and to successful attempts of Serbs, Montenegrins, Greeks and Albanians to secede from the Ottoman
Empire always boiled down in the country to uprisings. The country was being worn out by Russian-Persian and
Russian-Turkish wars, towns and villages were being ravaged but each war was hailed with rejoicing since it was
seen as a fate-given grace and another opportunity for liberation.
Besides hardships for civilians, the blood of Armenian fighters was spilled in those wars. Each and every time
Armenian volunteers would set up detachments and fight on the Russian army’s side. Rejoicing would be
followed by another disappointment, when it became clear that liberated or occupied territories were merely a
bargaining chip at the reconciliation negotiations table. Intending to keep more important territories Russia would
of her own free will cede Armenian lands and would abandon the misled people face to face with the enemy and
with severe reprisals.
The exceptions, however, were Russian-Persian wars of 1826-1828 and Russian-Turkish wars of 18771878.\fn{Also the Russian-Persian wars of 1804-1813 and the Russian-Turkish wars of 1806-1812, 1825-1829, and the Crimean War of
1853-1856} A particularly important turning point for Armenians was the Russian-Persian war as a peace treaty in
its aftermath finalized the process that had started back in 1801, viz, annexation of Eastern Armenia\fn{ The
traditional homeland of the Armenian people, the eastern part of the Armenian Highlands } to Russia. From that time on Eastern
Armenia, too, became a refuge for fleeing Armenians.
However, the idea of Armenia’s self-government under the Russia’s protectorate (which was cherished by
Armenian politicians) remained an illusion. The only gain was the Armenian Region, formed on the basis of
former Yerevan and Niakhijevan khanates. But it was short-lived. Twelve years later Eastern Armenia became a
remote district in Russia, while Armenians became Russian citizens facing all possible problems and tribulations
caused by colonial policies
That, however, was not the worst.
“Tsarism was an evil but Sultanism an unending tragedy.”\fn{ D. Ananun, Social Evolution of Armenians in Russia, Venice,
1926}

That evil was preferable to disaster. Such was the outcome of the most significant event of the century.
Armenian public received Armenia’s joining Russia with obvious rejoicing seeing it as miraculous deliverance
from hell. Subsequently that feeling was replaced by bitter disappointment but not by regret. S. Nazarians formula
“politically an Armenian is a Russian” was a rejection of a secessionist policy rather than the advancement of
Russianization. Radical speeches were not made; instead, a reserved and consistent policy of preserving national
identity since the most burning issue was the fate of Western Armenians\fn{ The eastern parts of Turkey which were part of
the historical homeland of Armenians} and problems of saving them from hell.
In April 1877 Russia again declared war against Turkey, giving rise again to hopes and efforts to get rid of
Ottoman oppression. Again detachments of volunteers were set up that went into action on Russian side, while
civilian population spared no effort or food in supporting the Russian army. The war ended in Sultan Turkey’s 1st
defeat. In February 1878 a peace treaty was concluded in San Stefano. Serbia, Montenegro and Romania were
declared independent. Bulgaria became autonomous dukedom. The Bosphorus and the Dardanelles became straits
free for navigation. Batum and 35,650 square kilometers of Western Armenia, including Kars, Ardagan and
Bayazet were transferred to Russia.
Article 16 of the San Stefano Treaty brought the Armenian Question to the international diplomatic arena, i.e.
the issue of reforms and of subsequent autonomy or independence of Western Armenia. And that became a
double-edged sword for Armenians. It was perceived as an issue of liberation of Western Armenia. That was
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another rejoicing that again was to be replaced by bitter disappointment. The hopes that the occupied territories
would be joined to Russia were again dashed. At the Berlin Congress (on July 1, 1878) Article 16 was replaced by
Article 61 that presumable dealt with the Armenian reforms. In fact, nothing was imposed on Turkey since there
was no provision stipulating measures against Turkey in the event of non-compliance.
Thus, the Armenian Question for the first time became a subject matter for discussion by international
diplomacy, while Great Porta publicly recognized the existence of Armenia and of the Armenian nation in Asian
Turkey.
That was the outcome of the second significant event of the century. Article 16, which promised deliverance to
people in Western Armenia, was merely an instrument for great powers to weaken Russia’s influence and to
strengthen their positions in Turkey, in reality became an evil that was schemed against Western Armenians and
that precipitated the implementation of the program of physical extermination of Armenians.
The first step to that end were massacres undertaken in 1895-1896. An eyewitness described the situation in
the following way:
“Jailing, beating and persecution are rampant: this is the application of Article 61 for us.”\fn{ A Arpiarian, “Letter from
Turkey,” Mshak, 1883, #15 (signed Haykak)}

On the other hand, the Armenian political thinking was maturing and definitely on the rise, reaching an important, one might say of great import, conclusion.
“Still there are idiots who like stupid kids fantasize that there can be English patronage. The nation that does not
place its hope on itself does not have future.”\fn{M. M., ibid, 1889, #125}

It was in that state that the Armenian nation entered the 20th century, which was marked both by the reality of
mass massacres of Armenians, i.e. by enormous Genocide, and by the restoration of the Armenian statehood.
*
But military and diplomatic losses and disillusionment were compensated by strenuous efforts of national
identity preservation and of cultural self-defense at the front against the policy of national discrimination and
alienation. Those efforts gave rise to a specific phenomenon of consolidation of national forces, viz, selforganization.
“No one should consider himself as incapable ... Do not cease to urge brisk teenagers and young men that they be
brave; if not you, may be generations coming after you will be worthy of having their own statehood.”\fn{ M.
Baghramian, “New Booklet That is Named Exhortation,” in Leo, Armenian History III, Yerevan, 1946, 1028}

The author of those romantic reflections that date back to the late 18°' century became surprisingly prophetic in
the mid-19th century. In the late 19th century a historian\fn{D. Ananun, op. cit., III, 455} wrote,
It was not a single person who took care of the nation but all did. And that was the source a famous Armenian
difference of opinions: there are as many programs as there are Armenians. Who was to call to internal order? Public
opinion. How was that molded? Through collaboration. The Armenian nation would become as an ebullient beehive,
when a problem would arise.

The emergence of charities and education-promoting associations and unions in the early 19°' century and their
dynamic burgeoning in the mid-19°' century should be accounted for by that phenomenon. Hundreds of organizations were set up and operated in Constantinople and Smyrna, in provinces of Western Armenia, Tiflis, in the
towns in Eastern Armenia and in almost all Armenian diasporas. Noteworthy among them were, in Constantinople, the “Arsharuniats” (1810), “Pan-National” (1846), “Selfless” (1847), “Charitable” (1860), “School-promoting” (1870), “Vardanian” (1871), “Eastern” (1876), “Ararat” (1876), “Cilician” (1879) associations, the “United
Association of Armenians” organization (1880) that united the “Cilician”, “School-promoting”, “Eastern” and
“Ararat” (1876) associations, the “Syuniats” association (1841) in Smyrna, the “Association for Good Purposes”
(1869) in Alexandrapol, “Museum of Revival” (1859) in Shushi, the “Armenian Humanitarian Association of Baku” (1864), “The Caucasus Armenians’ Benevolent Association” (1881) in Tiflis, the “Association for Publications” (1881), etc. They gave material and moral support to schools, founded new schools, supported needy
school and college students, contributed to the publication of textbooks, opened libraries and reading-rooms, orphanages and hospitals, provided material assistance to the needy, etc. D. Ananun\fn{ Op. cit., II, 1922, 162} attests
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that
All cultural institutions of Armenians were maintained through voluntary public contributions.

*
The collective efforts at self-organization were encouraged during those more or less protracted periods of
time, when Turkey and Russia tried for the purpose of overcoming their internal crises to create an illusion of
reforms.
In 1839 Sultan Abdul Mejid signed the Vardastan Manifesto, the so-called Gyuikhane Hatteh-Sherif (Tanzimat) that promised to ethnic subjects of the State protection of their dignity, property and life as well as certain
changes in the taxation system. Ethnic minorities that were subjects of the Empire were granted a right to serve in
the army and the length of military service was adjusted. Those measures were intended to reassure the European
countries that serious changes are being effected in the life of the Empire.
In 1856 a new manifesto, Hatte-hamayun, was issued that granted civil rights to the subjects who adhered to
other religions.
For the most part those laws were not put into practice and they did not bring about significant changes in
Turkey’s socioeconomic life. But most people indulged in wishful thinking. Nevertheless, that was not fruitless
self-delusion; rather, it brought about more lively sociopolitical and cultural life. The Government of Turkey, a
country that had been weakened by the Crimean war and become a semi-colony of the European powers, was
forced to allow the creation of charters that regulated the internal national affairs of Christian peoples. The movement for Constitution emerged that provided a strong incentive for unification, revival, self-consciousness and
self-assertion.
Relatively favorable conditions arose in Eastern Armenia. Given the situation, at its initial stage the tsarist
colonial policy proceeded by cautious and slow steps thus giving Armenian public figures an opportunity of
taking a long breath and of thinking about far-reaching undertakings. The 1836 Regulations (the famous so-called
“Statute”) for the Armenian Church played an important role in that period as it accorded the Church relative
autonomy and a monopoly over maintaining the Armenian language and schooling.
Later on, especially in the last quarter of that century, there came hard times as the policy of persecuting
Armenians reached its climax. Those years, which are known as “a period of anguish”, were marked in Turkey by
widespread terror, spying, imprisonment, reprisals, rabid censorship, strict measures that bordered on absurdity
and brutal arbitrariness.
In 1879 in Constantinople performances in Armenian were prohibited, strict censorship of press and literature
was imposed, importation of Eastern Armenian press was banned and strict measures were taken concerning
Armenian schools.
And in 1880 a ban was placed even on mentioning the name Armenia in official documentation. Pictures
featuring Armenian themes were destroyed, books mentioning the name Armenia were burned and obstacles were
put for public lectures and meetings.
“Even as few as three young men could not come together and talk for more than a certain period of time about
something.”\fn{Y. Poghossian, History of Armenian Cultural Societies I, Vienna, 1957, 10}

The Armenians’ ideas of liberation and efforts to preserve their identity were also disagreeable for the tsarist
Government. Regarding national minorities that were Russian subjects but retained their language and schools as
an unreliable element, the Government increased the pressure and resorted to the mechanism that impeded
intellectual progress of those ethnic groups and that primarily targeted schools and charities.
In 1884 the tsarist Government approved new Regulations for Armenian schools, which endowed the
administrative bodies with powers of unlimited interference; furthermore, the independent existence of Armenian
schools over elementary grades was prohibited. The Echmiadzin Synod rejected those Regulations, whereupon in
1885 the Government closed down about 300 Armenian schools. Several years later the Government allowed
them to re-open but on the condition of complying with the new Regulations. By that time a State qualification
was established for teachers of Armenian schools, which in effect amounted to a decision to close Armenian
schools.
The campaign against Armenian schools was further intensified, when authorities demanded that the Armenian
schools which were under the jurisdiction of the Armenian Church, be transferred to the Government’s control. In
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1896-1897, in response to the schools’ protests the authorities again closed them down and confiscated their
property from the Armenian Church.
Another blow of the tsarist Government’s policy of persecuting Armenians was delivered to those charitable
organizations that supported schooling. In 1899 those organizations were forced to accept the Regulations that had
been designed for them. As per those Regulations, they were denied the right to undertake schooling and
educational activities and their activities were to be limited to mere charity or assistance to the poor. They were
denied the right to have chapters as well as to do fundraising by organizing charity parties or similar events, while
all paperwork had to be done in Russian.
While in Eastern Armenia charities were nevertheless able to operate, albeit on a very limited scale, in Western
Armenia, the majority of them were dissolved and were able to resume operation only after 1908. Anyway, the
process was irreversible and the contribution they made and values that they have created are undeniable.
Leo\fn{Arakel Grigori Babakhanian, commonly called Leo}\fn{The 30th Anniversary of the Armenian Charitable Organization in the
Caucasus 1881-1911, Tiflis, 1911, 29} thus wrote about 1877-1883,
In those unforgettable years the self-initiated activities of the Armenian society was productive and all our nationalcultural activities were propelled by stimuli progressive in nature. Prior to that we had not had daily press and then we
came to have it. All of a sudden our literature started to flourish, while our theater entered an unprecedented luxurious
period. School education was on the rise drawing the attention of the intelligentsia and of general public. The study of
people’s life has become an ideal for the young. … The time itself generated the necessity. And the time itself was
showing the ways and means to satisfy that necessity.

*
Another source of the zeal of non-governmental organizations was the traditions of charity, the roots of which
can be traced even to pagan times, while in the period of early Christianity the country was already covered with a
dense network of the State-run charitable institutions homes for the poor, hospitals, hospitals for lepers, homes for
widows, hotels and houses for travelers, etc.) Later on charity became the activity of individuals, first of the
nobility and then of merchants.
The closer Armenians were approaching the European Enlightenment, the more clearly they were seeing the main
cause of the backwardness of the Armenian nation, viz, illiteracy. Accordingly, the charitable efforts of the rich were
being directed to a greater extent to educational purposes. It was due to those energetic efforts that our literature began
to develop and that regular schooling emerged in our society.\fn{ Ibid., 11}

Both Turkey and Russia created relatively privileged conditions for the social group of merchants. In the first
half of the 19th century amiras (rich Armenians) were quite influential in Turkey. They engaged in usury and in
shroffage\fn{The commission exacted by a dealer in currency; and more commonly, the actually sorting of coins in order to separate the
good from the debased:W} but after 1850s they moved into the trade and industrial fields. The favorable environment
was created in the Transcaucasus, especially in Tiflis, where the Tsarist Government granted exceptional
privileges to the class of big merchants. Armenians accumulated huge capitals due to those merchants and to the
contract system. Referring to the official Russian publications of the 1830s, Leo\fn{ Arakel Grigori Babakhanian,
commonly called Leo}\fn{Collected Works, IV, Yerevan, 1984, 541} attested that
For the entire period of privileges for merchants, there was no other trade capital other than Armenian. … The trade
not only in Tiflis but also throughout entire Transcaucasus was in the hands of Armenians.

Wealthy Armenians made donations for public needs, while the public rewarded them by rendering homage
and singing praises to them. A distinguishing feature of the time was that charity was becoming widespread and a
mode of life. A researcher,\fn{D. Ananun, op. cit, III, 477} who studies that period, wrote thus about the phenomenon,
The worship of charity was not limited only to the rich but permeated even lower classes. Both haves and have-nots
strove to become like prominent individuals and ‘lords’. … Thus our nation was becoming an entity that centered all its
efforts on charity. The ‘will’ and ‘reserve stock’ were magic concepts in people’s eyes. Fundraisers became a
commonplace event. Fundraising had to make up for any shortages and to heal all wounds.

Another researcher\fn{Leo, op. cit., 29} confirms that
the Armenian society realized that effectiveness of its activities is dependent on the money it can raise. And in those
years donations were generous, particularly for the benefit of Armenians in Turkey.
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*
But merely financial assistance, of course, was not enough. The Armenian nation was at that period
accumulating an intellectual capital, which was already being reproduced. Young people in large numbers were
getting university-level education in center of learning and research in Russia and in Europe. And it was primarily
them that were the initiators of and a driving force behind the non-governmental organizations that were emerging
and evolving. Upon their return they engaged themselves energetically in charitable and educational work.
Finally, it was them who were bringing another important stimulus of the Armenian thought and culture, viz,
the European movements’ progressive ideas that got internalized with amazing fastness by the public due to print
media and to book-publishing.\fn{D. Ananun, op. cit., I, 317}
And among Armenians not a single person who had received European education would remain unnoticed; and each
such person was regarded as having a mission of engaging in the work for public good. To get education and to become
an educated person merely for personal pleasure would be seen as odd in the 1860s. Every person would engage in
work for the public good as the harvest was plentiful, while reapers were few.

*
Another powerful stimulus for unification and self-organization of Armenians was provided by armed actions
within the framework of a national liberation struggle. They triggered a great upsurge of enthusiasm and inspired
numerous new undertakings.
A great outburst was provoked particularly by the 1862 uprising in Zeytun. The wave of enthusiasm aroused
by that uprising reached even Armenian communities in other countries and the most distant provinces in Eastern
Armenia. The civic and cultural resurgence triggered by that event so powerful that it is sometimes qualified as
the “renaissance.”
Fiction and critical essays writing on burning social and political issues was on the dramatic rise as was the
ideology of national liberation movement. Non-governmental organizations intensified their efforts, while
alongside them the clandestine organizations that pursued political and liberation purposes were established, etc.
That year the Zeytun events made a significant impact on Armenians in Constantinople and elsewhere. Cilicia
was on everyone’s lips and everyone took part in fundraising. Associations were set up, museums and schools
were established and educators were sent to Cilicia. Ms Srbuhie Yeritsian,\fn{ In Pordz, #4 (1877) 193} a contemporary of those events, testifies that even young Armenian Catholics were active.
Hundreds of young unmarried women who had looked down on all things Armenian started learning the Armenian
language and finally the Armenianness came to be held in great public esteem.

*
The 19th century was also marked by the phenomenon of the Armenian women’s civic activism and by the
emergence and a rapid upsurge of women’s non-governmental organizations. Their entry into the public sphere
resembled a triumphant campaign and their activities and the impact made on the history of the Armenian culture
are undeniable. Of course, all the factors mentioned above were underlying those developments. To be sure, an
important role was played by the necessity of national consciousness and unity, by the national liberation struggle,
economic development, closer cultural ties between Eastern Armenia and Western Armenia, dissemination of the
European culture and ideas, development communications facilities and by the traditions of charity. However, for
the women’s civic movement to emerge two more factors had to exist, viz national mentality, which was
characterized by the recognition of women’s high social position and of the harmonious relations between the
sexes, and social need resulting from the national ideology. The first was grounded in the nation’s past, while the
second, in the critical essays writing on burning social and political issues.
2
Reflections on the Armenian women’s past as a rule lead to two extremes. Either the names of several queens
are mentioned to point at their great works and thus to stress the unique mission of Armenian women (which is
seen, in some cases, as even more crucial than that of men) or the old stuff of the Armenian women’s thralldom is
repeated uncritically based on the ethnographic materials and foreign travelers’ travel notes. These two extreme
views are anchored not so much in knowledge as in impressions: the former bubbles with inappro-priate self44

complacency amounting to conceit, while the latter, with unjustified low self-esteem or with a drive to prove the
historical necessity of women’s liberation.
Of course, in order to find an answer to the question that has been put forward it is necessary to go deep down
into history as well as to examine the studies on the situation of the Armenian women in the 19th and early 20th
centuries, albeit from another perspective and for seeking answers to other questions. The first new question is to
what extent do the facts provided by history give grounds to draw a conclusion that women acted side by side
with men in social and public life or that they were subordinate to men and isolated from the life of the society?
The second question is to what extent was the women’s social situation the same or harder than that of men’s at
the time? The scholars subscribing to this approach, including historians, archeologists, specialists in folklore,
cultural anthropologists, legal experts, etc., reach the same conclusion in different ways, viz, since time
immemorial till late Middle Ages the Armenian society was characterized by a high social status of women and by
a principle of gender harmony.
*
First, let us turn to the knowledge provided by the Armenian folklore legacy that condenses the mentality,
psychology and ideology of the nation, connects generations and centuries as well as anthropological materials
and historiographical sources. As yet few studies of the folklore from the gender perspective discover evidence of
equality between men and women, of appreciation of a women’s dignified stance, of women’s high status in the
public realm and of a just division of gender roles. The best key to finding the answer to the question is, however,
provided by Sasna Tsrer epic, with its formula of “lion is lion, it does not matter whether male or female.”
That the Armenian mentality rules out male exclusiveness or superiority is evidenced by the characters and
their relations. Khandut, who is a woman, stresses,
“Dear David, I am a person in no way inferior to you.”
Indeed, the female characters of the epic are endowed with the same talents as their male counterparts; they are
men’s equals in terms of courage and fearlessness as well as physical strength and wisdom. They demonstrate
inner freedom, self-sacrifice and humanism. They themselves choose who to marry, make decisions on their own,
take on a responsibility for the country’s governance, issue a single combat challenge to men and remain loyal to
their principles and love.
Now let us turn to the medieval sources such as jurisprudential and historiographic publications, notes in manuscripts and inscriptions carved on rocks.
The examination of the Armenian jurisprudential monuments (the Rules of the Shahapivan assembly, Canonical Regulations by Alavka’s son David, Mkhitar Gosh’s and Smbat Sparapet’s Codes of laws, etc.) lead researchers to conclude that the medieval Armenian laws were quite progressive in terms of the protection of women’s
freedom, life, health, honor and dignity. Furthermore,
none of the Armenian medieval Code of laws or archival or any other supplementary sources on the application of their
Articles contains restrictions concerning women. On the contrary, women were full-fledged citizens both in courts and
in all public domains. The only exceptions were those domains (military, administrative and political, etc.) where
functioning was beyond women’s capacities because of the insecure situation in Middle Ages, of women’s physique
and of care for families and children. Armenian women had equal share of property ownership both in their fathers’
homes and in their new families through marriage; this economic independence secured them a status equal to that of
men.\fn{S. G. Barkhudarian in Historical-Philological Journal #2 (1966) 39}

There also exist the opposite views. Thus, e.g.,
The legal norms in Mkhitar Gosh’s Code of laws as regards women’s property and personal rights abound in significant
restriction.\fn{K. H. Samvelian, History of the Old Armenian Law, Yerevan, 1939, 248}

However, the arguments brought to support that view do not stand the test as do the arguments supporting the
previous view. It is not incidental that decades later researchers, armed with the latest achievements of the gender
theory, conduct gender analysis of the medieval jurisprudential monuments and conclude that were
gender equality in family and marriage and property relationships, protection by courts of the enjoyment of those
rights, protection of personal rights (to life, honor, dignity), prohibition of violence against women, etc.\fn{ G. Grigorian
in Gender Studies #6 (2001) 52-55}

That view is also supported particularly by Armenian chronicles, notes in manuscripts and inscriptions carved
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on rocks as all those furnish ample evidence. Thus, in his monograph “The Armenian woman in history” (Venice
1936) Hatsunie brings hundreds of examples concerning women’s enjoying freedoms as person and a citizen and
the rights to an independent position, to participation in life, to dispose of their property, etc. He unearthed all
those examples from chronicles and from archival materials and works. The noteworthy statistics about the inscriptions carved on rocks is presented by S. Barkhudarian. K. Kostaniants’ “Chronicle carved on rocks” contains
1,328 inscriptions that date back to the 6th-13th centuries. Those inscriptions mention about 500 times the women
that are social actors in their own right or that are parties to transactions in various fields. Barkhudarian rightly
pointed out that
this proportion in numbers is compelling evidence in and of itself of the Armenian women’s legally free status and of
their effective social role.\fn{S. G. Barkhudarian, op. cit, 39}

Finally, noteworthy information is provided by notes in manuscripts, viz., touching stories that enable readers
to get a clear idea about ordinary women’s undertakings.
*
We can get a clear and comprehensive idea by comparing all that information. Armenian women were taking
part in important public events, celebrations and festivities and in funeral ceremonies. Banquets and receptions
were organized in their castles and they would sit at the head of the table as mistresses of the house and would be
rendered homage with the same titles as their husbands. Armenian women were depicted with their husbands in
high reliefs at temples and in manuscript miniatures. They would conclude bargains, make donations, give tax
exemptions, become members of monastic orders, purchase manuscripts and donate them to churches, order new
manuscripts and engage in education and upbringing of the young. Armenian women would give humanitarian
assistance and shelter to the needy, cure the sick and would particularly distinguish themselves with the patronage
of the foundation and construction of churches, hotels, hospitals, libraries, bridges, water pipes, fortresses and
towers and in writing as well as in arts and crafts. In the event the throne was vacant they would rule the country
and regulate foreign relations by participating in concluding treaties with other countries, would go on diplomatic
missions, would go as hostages, etc.\fn{Italics in the text:H}
Against this background certainly a question pops up of what after all was the source of a myth about the
Armenian women’s slave-like situation. At the very end of his above-mentioned book Vardan Hatsunie\fn{ Op. cit.,
432} cited the impressions of the French traveler Cornel Lebreun’s impression about a trip he made in 1704 to Nor
Jougha in order to contrast the Armenian women’s glorious past with their pitiable present.
The Frenchman says that women that grew in that spiritual wilderness do not have either intellect or talent and are
completely devoid of pleasantness. … He also says that they are like old ladies because even though they are not particularly advanced in years, they are over the prime of their lives.

What travelers saw was pathetic silent creatures that were relegated to a secluded life within the confines of
their homes with their faces covered and that aroused pity and they leapt to conclusions and made hasty
assumptions based on those impressions.
However, there were also the travelers that made conscious efforts to get to the essence of things and to
compare the situation of Armenian women with that of men as well as of other nations living in that environment.
For example, the German scholar Haksthauzen\fn{ Apparently in a manuscript translated by a Father Aristakes Sedrakian, 1872,
194-199} pointed out that when compared with other Asian nations around the Armenian women had dignity and
enjoyed equal rights. Young women were free, and theirs were marriages of affection. They were not forced or
sold into marriage as was the case in neighboring nations. After getting married, the bride became “voiceless” and
covered her face with a veil; however, with age she got more rights than the European women of the time.
If her husband dies before her, the woman still has a place and rights in the household: everyone obeys her and
respects her as they would the head of the family (such was the case of Abovian’s mother); therefore, no one would
compare her to Eastern women as she is so respected and held in such a high esteem as even the European women
would not have.

Let me make a reference also to the results of the explorations by the Russian traveler A. Yelisseyev.\fn {“The
Russian Traveler A. Yelisseyev’s Opinion about Armenian Women” in Mshak [number missing] 1888, 124-125; and in Aravelian Mamul,
October 1888, 534-536}
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Hard-working and energetic Armenian man owes much to his first assistant, i.e. to his wife. Always active Armenian
woman can justly be regarded as one of main cornerstones of the Armenian nation. It can be said that Armenian woman
is the element that strengthens an Armenian family and, with it, the entire Armenian nation. … Diligence, which is one
of the principal virtues of an Armenian woman, also shapes her character. She is always on the go; she is always
working and taking care of her home. One could safely say that her skilful hands are always working. But that constant
work is not such a terrible burden for an Armenian woman as it is noticeably for Kurds, Arabs and for Egypt’s
fellahs.\fn{Peasants} The difference is self-explanatory. While in those nations woman are not infrequently regarded as
a working animal that has a responsibility to work always to meet abundantly the needs of the family and of her
husband who very often does not earn anything, an Armenian woman works gladly because her husband also works
like a horse for the family.

The observations made by Gankevich\fn{In Mshak #86 (1881)} who had visited the Caucasus were very close to
those of Yeliseeyev.
The spirit of economy and thrift, respect to the sacred and love for the family is preserved in the Armenian nation
due to women that reign absolutely in a family life (it should be noted that by saying that I only mean women’s moral
influence on those around them, on the dependants in the household since all business matters are exclusively in the
men’s hands.) With Armenians, family happiness is predicated on mutual consent of the spouses. Man works tirelessly,
whereas woman looks after the household and tries to secure order and peace at home thus making a powerful impact
on all those who live in the household.

As we can see, we are confronted here with drastically different, almost conflicting descriptions of and
comments on the same phenomenon. Significant as eyewitness’ knowledge, astuteness, formulation of the issue
and hypotheses might be, the subjective factor is although a necessary but not sufficient argument to unravel that
tangle. The objective factor, i.e. historical, geographical and socioeconomic circumstances, is at least equally and
probably even more important.
If we accept that relations with the outside world, viz, with neighboring ethnic groups and nations, have a
profound impact on the customs and traditions of a given community, we should not overlook the fact that the
matter concerns a nation that for a long time had been split, and had been under the domination of various States
and subject to influences of various cultures. So, while studying the materials concerning a certain locality, one
should bear in mind the latter’s geographical situation, i.e. whether the terrain there is mountainous or flat,
whether it is located far from or near main roads and whether it is isolated or has close connections with other
communities and cultural centers. For instance, Mr. Hovhannes Gazanchian,\fn{ In Arevelian Mamul #40 (1903) 951}
who had studied the situation of women in Yevdokia in great detail, stated,
In the old days, as is the case still in many provinces, a new daughter-in-law out of a wrongly construed modesty
would cover her face with a kerchief in the presence of her father-in-law, brothers-in-law, godfather as well as her
husband’s other relatives and would speak to them for a long time. This tradition of covering one’s face, which has
probably come to us from foreigners, disappeared from Yevdokia a long time ago. At present, merely for the sake of
appearance, but in-laws and godfather or other relatives would, as the first opportunity presents itself, remove the
kerchief from the bride’s face and would let her speak.

Another correspondent of Arevelian Mamul,\fn{ Including the long quotation just below: Mamikon, Arevelian Mamul [no
who was describing the situation of women in towns of Malatia and Ayntap, found
considerable differences between them. While women in Malatia “were absolute captives of the pressure brought
to bear by the stronger sex”, women in Ayntap “would rule their households in a striking contrast to women in
Malatia.” While for the former the public life would be limited to weddings, visits to a bride’s-to-be house, a bathhouse, to engagement parties and pilgrimage, the latter enjoyed quite a few freedoms:
number given] 1899, 199-202}

It would be unwise to compare women of Ayntap with those of Malatia in terms of education as the latter are not in
the least developed intellectually. There is a separate branch for girls in education, the branch that has been progressing
and becoming stronger daily. Women head organizations; they work for the intellectual development of fair sex and
they have, alongside men, their own Sunday school. A woman considers herself to be the unhappiest person in the
world, when she has a girl and cannot send her to school.

Another researcher,\fn{In Murj #10 (1941) 246} this time in the eastern region, came to the conclusion that there
was an essentially drastic difference between women living in mountainous districts and in the Ararat valley. The
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study of various localities has led him to a conclusion that in those places where Persian population is small in
numbers and where residents are mostly or exclusively ethnic Armenians (as, e.g., in Nor Bayazet, Darachichek
and Aparan) women are held in higher esteem and regard and their rights are respect to a greater extent than elsewhere.
Despite the fact that Nature is poor in those districts and therefore economic conditions are difficult, women share in
the field work to the extent her physical strength permits. In the Ararat valley, on the other hand, in that high-yielding
plain, where there is a huge number of ethnic Persians, men indulge in laziness, while women work in the fields and
thus there has emerged a class of working women.

The author also explains women’s incomparably difficult situation and their dual burden in the valleys by the
fact that due to processing of grapes and abundance of wine men indulged not only in laziness but also in
drinking.
There is another circumstance as well. In his time A. Chilinkarian\fn{ In Murj #6 (1901) 71} justly drew the attention to the fact that statistical data on the issue that would enable making the generalizations are non-existent.
Given the realities, one cannot rely on superficial or shallow impressions.
When you go to a village and live there for a couple of weeks what you see is an image of a pure, modest village
woman. Within that period of time you cannot see there something out of ordinary. … Try and live in one and the same
place for several months, make acquaintance of some elderly women and men and then you will hear a lot, if you give
them a small gift, even if it is only a few cents’ worth.

Due to those studies the author was able to uncover the fact of moral degradation and the vicious phenomena
that penetrated the life of Armenian villagers particularly in Shirak, Kars and Echmiadzin provinces and in Aparan
villages. He also made consistent efforts to unearth the roots of those practices.
Nevertheless, the question of whether those facts were sufficient for sweeping generalizations remains open.
Therefore, as regards the situation of women one should rely only on comprehensive and in-depth studies and
should take into consideration only what has been discovered and verified by all researchers.
*
Therefore, the three age brackets of women need to be differentiated.
All studies came to a unanimous conclusion that Armenian young woman had much freedom, on a par with
young men, prior to marriage, that after marriage her rights were severely limited and they were entirely restored
at an elderly age, when she would become the oldest woman in the family and a wife of the head of the family.
There are two reasons why middle-aged women were denied rights and freedoms. The first is the structure of
the family of that time. It was a large and rigidly hierarchical pyramid, in Raffi’s figurative expression, “a State
writ small”, wherein all obey absolutely the head of the family, i.e. the oldest man, the Grandfather, and the oldest
woman, the Grandmother. Says he,\fn{In Collection Of Works in Twelve Volumes 11 (1990) 137-139}
Many persons believe that this situation of women has emerged under the Muslim influence, while others point at
men’s predilection for tyranny as a cause. But in my view, the organization of the Armenian family could not create the
kind of a situation for a woman other than the existing one. Her situation matches the environment to such an extent
that one cannot but think that if it were different, it would be inappropriate. Imagine a rural family that consists of
twenty-thirty members or more. Several married brothers live together; their sons also have wives. The house is full
with children of various age. It is like a small State, wherein all people are connected through common interests. …
Much as a man might love his wife and would like to keep relaxed and unburdened, he would not be able to do that,
since the division of labor inside the family required that all would work equally. If a man were to ease his wife’s
burden even a bit, that would immediately make his brother’s wife envious and would thus disrupt harmony between
the brothers.

The second, no less important factor was the securing of a family’s safety, i.e. the consideration of keeping a
woman hidden from the eyes of invaders and looters.
Of course, the women’s situation has been significantly affected by the outer world: the rape practiced by the ruling
ethnic groups forced that women be kept under veil. One Arab caliph says, ‘There are things that have to be kept away
from strangers’ eyes, one is money and the other is woman’. That precept is a demand of the Orient.\fn{Ibid., 138}

Both such family structure and women’s position in the family have socioeconomic and self-protection
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grounds. A small-size family would not let villager to solve the socioeconomic problems he was facing. That
forced people to come together into big, clan-like families with many working hands. Besides, those arrangements
increased the likelihood that a cohesive, monolithic family will be able to repel robbers’ attacks. Under the circumstances, driven by the same self-preservation instinct, Armenians were forced to keep women inside the four
walls of a house so as to save them from the hell of rape and harem.
Somehow or other, that was the situation in the early 19 th century. Armenian women were isolated from public
life and shut away in the houses. Several decades later, however, Armenian women were at the center of social
and political life and actively engaged in civil and educational activities. There are grounds to contend that
isolation of Armenian women within the past several centuries had not changed drastically the Armenian mentality and that harmonious gender relations, women’s freedom and high social status, which were characteristic of
the Armenian reality, safely reached the 19th century passing from one generation to another. The examination of
the prevalent social and political ideas of the time tends to support that view.

The Cathedral of St. Gregory the Illuminator (completed 2001), Yerevan, Armenia
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Holy Echmiadzin Cathedral (founded in 303), Vagharshapat, Armavir Province, Armenia

The Church of St. Hakob, Gyumri, Shirak Province, Armenia
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The Church of St. Nshan at Haghpat Monastery (founded 976), Hagpat, Lori Province, Armenia

The Church of Saint Hovhannes, Abovyan, Kotayk Province, Armenia
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The Church of St. Mesrop Mashtots, Kapan, Syunik Province, Armenia

The Church of St. Hreshtakapetats, Sevan, Gegharkunik Province, Armenia
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Goshavank Monastery (founded in 1188), near Dilijan, Tavush Province, Armenia

The Church of the Holy Cross (4th or 5th century), Aparan Town, Aragatsotn Province, Armenia
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The Church of Khor Virap, Artashat, Ararat Province, Armenia

The Church of St. Astvatsatsin, Yeghegnadzor, Vayots Dzor Province, Armenia
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