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T he distinguished lady, recently arrived from
Armenia, was talking, and Sergo, while
familiar with the usual superficial blandish-

ments and smiles of most solicitors of assistance for an
earthquake shattered homeland – now at war and sub-
jected to a blockade – felt ambivalent in this instance.
Most speakers usually described the condition of the
people in calamitous terms, trying to generate pity and
compassion in the hall, since the size of contributions
depended on the degree of sensitivity in the audience.
This lady was not like that. She acted as host, not as
guest. ”I want to measure the spirit in your hearts; I
want to know if after the loss of the Armenian lan-
guage, Armenian blood and genes are still alive in your
veins. One of you has handed in a written question; I
am ashamed to read it out loud because it describes
our condition in such terms that, if I were to discard
my inhibitions, I would be wandering around Montreal
begging for alms to save the Motherland! It is not like
that at all, my friends. What kind of mother complains
to her son about her livelihood? What mother, laying
aside her self esteem, grovels, flatters her son, begging
for a few additional kopeks? That kind of a mother has
no right to live! And if anyone is trying to equate the
blood shed by our boys in the homeland with the dol-
lars he has donated, I spit on his dollars....”

“She’s a gutsy lady!” said Sergo to his old friend
Varuzhan, sitting beside him.

”Well!” smiled Varuzhan, “What have I been telling
you...?”

“My point is different,” continued the lady. “In
Sasun and Moosh, Bitlis and Alashkert, in Van and
Erzrum, Cilicia and Cesaria, can you build one new
home for all those of your forefathers that were annihi-
lated? Can you rekindle one single hearth, revive one
home in Armenia, become thrilled with what you have
done, consider that home your own, feel the warmth
from afar, with its heat and breath? Who knows? That
home might beguile and draw your children and
grandchildren to it....”

You take refuge here, abandoning your homes, and
now you are asking us to create homes for you, from
here?” yelled somebody in the hall.

There was a moment of silence mixed with some
rumbling. And suddenly the impossible happened;
Sergo, an honest, soft-spoken, self-effacing man over
sixty, jumped up from his chair and, addressing the
heckler, thundered:

“Your mouth!... Shut your mouth, dimwit!”
Varuzhan had never seen him in that state, he tugged
at his shirt:

“Sergo...! Sergo, calm down....”
The lady noticed from the stage, that the gallant

challenger of her heckler had big, beautiful eyes. She
smiled at Sergo and, calmly, said:

“If, in this hall, there’s at least one person like this
comrade, I don’t consider my plea irrelevant.”

The hall cheered the lady with a long applause.
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Sergo entered the house in a somber disposition,
walked to the living room armchair, slumped into it
and started smoking. He seldom smoked, and his wife
knew that her husband was upset, and since he was
smoking, his agitation must be the result of anger. With
an agility belying her age, she moved around observing
him from different angles with the corner of her eye
and, aware that if she came right out and asked him for
the reason he would blow his top, she simply said:

“Weren’t you at a gathering...?”
“I was at a gathering,” sighed Sergo after a short

pause.
“Well...?” smiled the woman.
“A refined lady from the Homeland spoke.”
“Her talk didn’t please you?” smiled the woman
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