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MY FATHER

and the Gulag, and then made another search through
my father’s papers. They were kept in boxes, with some
papers in folders and others just piled up, and among
them a handwritten sheet caught my eye. I had missed
it the last time I had looked. Written across the top was
«Qo0U» (Dedication). This was certainly the dedication
my father had written to be published with his finished
memoir, and he dedicated it to the Armenian nation and
to Dashnaktsutiun, the son of the Armenian nation.

Before I proceed with my father’s life story, I want to
share with my readers my father’s spirit, drive and vigor
which are reflected in his dedication note and by which
he undertook, alas too late in life, the difficult task of
sharing his tragic life story with his readers. I reproduce
the note here in the original Armenian, the way my father
intended.

Ltiq U Aountd hwy dnnnynipn, ptiq, np
pn gtnujhut UGS SNwdptpniphtup pn
huptwwwhywiudwt Gt jupwwnb-iniptut
Juwhwup nwpdphp pn Juw optpht, phq,
np pn ULd tr Suithnbuwlwu Snjup' pn
luwtwip optiph (nuw-ywn thwpnup nwpAphp
[wit optipht hwutbint hwdwp, pkq, np
pn wuwwdwliwl tppp nphp qunuthuwph
nbjutiph Ypuwy, Gt pn Ypuubtp Quiulhu
<. 3. Ttwotwlgniphwl, np dwnwugtg pn
bhaghpwljwtu, hngbljwtu Gt pwpnjuuwt
hujuljut Eniphtup Gt ypnd £ pn wyuyjpwnn:



