STUDENT HANDOUT 9 - HOMEWORK 5

Dovey’s Story (Part I) 

Source: Peter Balakian Black Dog of Fate: A Memoir (BasicBooks, A Division of Harper Collins Publishers, Inc., 1997) pp. 210-217 

In Diarbekir in July the wind hardly ruffled a scarf. The sky was blue and cloudless, and the high massif to the north seemed closer than it was--a misshapen pyramid, treeless and brown. South toward Edessa and Nineveh the ridges were gullied and gray-white like polished granite. From up on the flat roof of the house, you could tell the vultures from the hawks, and when the vultures swoop, their thick necks unscroll, and the late sun glares on the obsidian houses. Beyond the iron gates and the black stone walls of the city, irrigation ditches crossed terraced fields, and the vineyards and the melon fields fanned out. The mulberry orchards were like green islands beyond which the desert spread, and only the shadows of rocks darkened the clay. The Tigris was blue and then brown, blue and then green, and the watermelons that grew along the banks were giant. Between the olive trees, black partridges ruffled, and sometimes their blunt spurs caught on the wire loosely wound around the stakes and they made a horrible cry. 

After dinner we used to come up to the roof. In the summer we enclosed the roof with white sheets and at night we slept there. For miles the closed courtyards of sheets on the rooftops sparkle in the evening light like the sails of the dhows on the river. The roof dust is like sifted flour on the mud-brick dirt up there. In July we would winnow and wash the bulghur and hadig, hull and beat and grind it up there, and we'd lug baskets of Mairazdvadzadzni-gorgod (Mother-of-God pods) up to the roof to hull. Hulling on the roof in the evening when the sun was gone, but the clear evening light lingered on us, and we sang and told stories. 

In the summer of 1915 in Diarbekir, every day you heard about Armenians disappearing. Shopkeepers disappearing from their shops in the middle of the day. Children not returning from school. Men not coming back from the melon fields. Women, especially young ones, disappearing as they returned from the bath. Shops had been looted by Turks more frequently that year. The pastry shop on Albak Street had been robbed and burned. The carpet store near the mosque had been broken into and cleaned out. Farms in the outlying valley had been stripped of their goats and sheep by Kurdish bandits, and everyone knew this had been sanctioned by the Vali. In the middle of the day a teacher at the Armenian school, Kanjian, was shot to death by the son of the mudir. No reasons given. No action taken. Mr. Kanjian's body was thrown in a wagon by the zaptieh and driven around the market square. 

People were using the word deportation now. It was a word I kept hearing in the streets, in church, at the souk. We heard that in the cities east of us, in Harpert, in Aintab, in Sivas, Kasieri, Yozgut, the town crier had come through the streets in the morning and the Armenian men were ordered to appear at the city hall. They were led out of the city, not to be heard from again. We heard stories of Armenian soldiers being shot by their officers in training camp and at the front. There were stories of men, of the most prominent men -- physicians, teachers, priests, and merchants -- being hung in the gallows of the town squares of Van, Bitlis, Moush and Erzeroum, and Harpert, and Sivas, and Malataya, in Tokat, and Angora, and in Constantinople. They were called traitors and they were strung up in front of crowds in the middle of day. We heard that Armenians were being arrested and rounded up and sent out into the countryside under armed supervision of the zaptiehs or the gendarmes, and we were told that they would return when conditions got better. This was what we heard. These were stories, rumors of the unbelievable, of the things we said could not happen to us here in Diarbekir. We did not want to think about it or talk about it. 

We went about our work inside. It was late July and we were busy, baking, cleaning, sewing, and packing for the coming month at our house in the highlands near Karadja Hagh. I slept well, but that is because I sleep well. Everyone else I knew was not sleeping well. Now because we were afraid, we stopped going up on the roof at night, stopped hulling wheat and pods in the evening. The heat in the house at night was very bad. Armenians in Diarbekir did not sleep well that July. People looked tired when you saw them in church. 

And then the Turkish gendarmes and zaptieh went from Armenian house to Armenian house confiscating weapons or anything they thought might be one. If possible, the priest would come to warn each family that the gendarmes or the zaptieh were coming so they could prepare. The zaptieh knocked on 

Human Rights and Genocide Ten-Day Unit – Part II (Day 4-7)  A CASE STUDY OF THE FIRST MODERN GENOCIDE OF THE 20TH CENTURY
Armenian doors any time of day or night, and they preferred coming at night. They came to the Kazanjians, and the Arslanians, and the Meugerditchians, and to the Hovsepians and Haroutiunians and to the Shekerlemedjians. And finally, they came to our house in the evening after dinner. Three men in dark brown uniforms walked into the foyer and through the courtyard and said to my mother that is she did not hand over every gun in the house, we would be killed. My father was away, and my mother went to the sideboard and took out the one pistol my father kept, and handed it over. They pulled out and dumped every drawer in our kitchen, leaving utensils and silverware on the floor, and they took a butcher knife and a meat cleaver too. 

One morning I woke to the smell of something foul burning. It came through the curtains like wind, and I got out of bed and saw that it was shortly after sunrise. From my balcony, I saw the Arab halvah maker setting up his stand and the Assyrian women going to morning service. I dressed fast and put on my charshaff, because if you look Muslim they might ignore you. I began walking down the street past our church, and I kept pulling the charshaff around my face as the odor got worse, and in the distance I could hear women's voices screaming. I was breathing deeply into the charshaff, almost sucking on the silk. There was nobody on the street except for a few vendors, and I began to walk faster. 

The sun was already hot, and I felt foolish in the black charshaff but it kept some of the odor out. Near the Citadel Gardens the screaming got louder, and I could see a crowd of people, and I was walking faster now when a group of Turkish men came out of a side street and began to throw stones at me. "Armenian. Whore. Giaur." They chanted it, and they ripped my charshaff off and began spitting at me. I backed up and then I fell by the wall of the Assyrian cemetery. As I tried to regain my balance, the men stood around me and began chanting. "Giaur. Whore. Dirty Armenian," and they began throwing stones at me. We were stoned often, and mostly on Sundays when we walked to and from church, but this time it was worse. I tried to shield my face with my arms, but the stones kept coming, and then my one eye shut. I could see little and I could feel the wetness of the blood rising through my dress. I held against the wall until I could regain my balance and then I stumbled back the half-mile to my house. 

Inside our courtyard I passed out. When I came to, my mother was sobbing and saying "I wish I were blind so I would not see you like this." My eyes were swollen shut, and my face a mass of wounds. My mother rubbed me with beeswax and covered my eyes with gauze soaked in hohdehd milk. In the morning she dipped a cloth in egg yolk and put it on my worst wounds. In a week my face was almost normal. But when I looked in the mirror I looked at the big space where my front tooth had been. By then father was back from his trip. 

One morning, shortly after that, my father said that we would be leaving for our summer house in Karadja Hagh the next day, and so I worked all day wrapping walnuts to make bastik and baking bread and ironing. I went to bed early and was ready to get up at dawn. My riding dress was hanging on the coat rack in my room. I was going to ride a new mare up front and my brother Hagop promised he would hold up the rear and tend to the donkeys. In the middle of the night there was a knock on the door. Everyone in the house woke up. It was a loud knock, and I heard the voice of a Turkish soldier who was shouting loudly. "Effendi Kassabian." He kept repeating it, in a slightly ingratiating way. Finally my father answered the door. The soldiers entered the foyer and I could hear their boots click on the tiles. I stood by the inside of my bedroom and listened. Nobody else budged. My mother, my brother, my sister stayed in their rooms. 

I could not hear what was being said. Because my father was a spice merchant, he spoke many languages - Turkish, Arabic, Kurdish, French, and English. He was a soft-spoken man who had gone to Euphrates College before he returned to Diarbekir to marry mother and start his business. They talked for several minutes. I heard my father shout: "I was born a Christian and I will die a Christian." Then I heard some footsteps and some clicking of boots on the tiles and the front door closed. It was a big door made of walnut and it had a round silver knocker, and when it closed the knocker slapped the door. I heard the clomping of horses on the cobblestone as they rode away with my father. Then there was silence, and not one of us - my brother Hagop or my sister Takooi or my mother or our servant Dikran - made a move. I went back to bed and lay watching the candlelight flicker against the wall, watching the wall turn to purple as the dawn hit it, and the next thing I knew I was wakened by a scream. A scream that was my mother's voice. I noticed that my candle had burned down and left a messy puddle of wax on my nightstand. There was a knock at the door and it was Dikran saying, "You must stay in your room." 
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I put on my riding dress and hurried downstairs. I ran through the courtyard to the foyer and found mother lying unconscious on the green-and-black tiles. Then I saw an object sticking through the door and something looked like a horseshoe. I walked over to the door and pushed it open. I saw that two horseshoes were nailed to two feet, and my eye followed to the ankles, which were covered in blood, and then to the knees which looked disjointed. I looked up to the genitals, which were just a mound of blood, above which long snake-like lacerations rose up the abdomen to the chest. The hands were nailed horizontally on a board, which was meant to resemble a cross. The hands were clenched like claws around big spikes of iron driven into the board. The shoulders were remarkably clean and white, and the throat had a fringe of beard along the last inch of the body. There was nothing else on the cross. They had left the head near the steps to our house, just at the edge of the street. I could see his nose propped on the step. I could see the beard trimmed neatly along the cheekbones. I could see it was my father. 

For a week no one left the house except for the burial. We sent Dikran to get water and food, and the Shekerlemedjians came to check on mother. But mother would not leave her room. She would not speak to anyone. Takooi and Hagop and I spoke very little too. We stayed in our rooms. We helped Dikran around the house. We walked around in silence, and in the camphor-smelling rooms of death, we sat and ate and got up and walked around and went to sleep. At night I heard screaming from the direction of the Citadel Gardens. Sometimes I smelled smoke and a bitter odor. On the sixth day of staying inside the house I found I could not stand the silence anymore, and none of us would go up to the roof even to look out on the city. The quince and apricot trees looked dead. 

I walked out of our courtyard through the doorway where my father's crucified body had been left, and into the street. The sun was high and bright and the sky cloudless and I decided not to put on my charshaff. It did not matter anymore. Everyone seemed to know who was Armenian. We were marked, and I felt for the first time how false our names were. How the Turks had stripped us of that, too. None of us had Armenian names anymore, only patronymics that were attached to Turkish designations. Topal-ian, son of a lame man. Charshaf-ian, son of the veil. They were names of manipulation and control. Names of hatred and domination, and we who had lived on this land since the beginning of time were stripped of our true names, by the Turks who hadcome from the Gobi Desert. They stole our genes, too. They had raped us for centuries. They stole our cooking, our art, our buildings, our bodies. Their whole culture was a theft. I walked out into the street on that day in late July hating my name. 

I walked past Saint Giragos, past the Assyrian church and the mosque, past the archway with the tiled courtyard, and the walls of the city looked even blacker in the heat. Through the doorway of the New Gate I could see how brown the plain was, and in the sun the Tigris looked like floating mud. In the Citadel Gardens nothing was green except the Cypress trees. As I passed the Gardens I began to smell the foul odor again. The shops were open, and the rugs and dresses and belts were hanging, and awnings were stretched out, but there was no one around. The streets were empty. The shops were empty, and the crowd in the southeast corner of the market was growing. I was self-conscious without my charshaff, but no one noticed me as I slipped into the crowd that was making such a commotion in the square. 

The crowd lined the square, some people were sitting in chairs, some Arabs selling quinces, people burning incense, the Turkish women in burugs were sitting on hassocks eating simits. The sun was terribly hot, and on the black walls some cranes were perched. In the middle of the crowd there were fifteen or twenty Armenian women, some a little older than me, some my mother's age. They were dressed in their daily clothes. Some in long fine dresses, others, who were peasants, in simple black. They were holding hands and walking in a circle slowly, tentatively, as if they were afraid to move. About six Turkish soldiers stood behind them. They had whips and each had a gun. They were shouting, "Dance. Giaur. Slut." The soldiers cracked the whips on the women's backs and faces, and across their breasts. "Dance. Giaur. Slut." 

Many of the women were praying while they moved in this slow circle. Der Voghormya, Der Voghormya. (Lord have mercy). Krisdos bada raqyal bashkhi miji meroom. (Christ is sacrificed and shared amongst us), and occasionally they would drop the hand next to them and quickly make the sign of the cross. Their hair had come undone and their faces were wrapped up in the blood-stuck tangles of hair, so they looked like corpses of Medusa. Their clothes were now turning red. Some of them were half naked, others tried to hold their clothes together. They began to fall down and when they did they were whipped until they stood and continued their dance. Each crack of the whip and more of their clothing came off. 
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Around them stood their children and some other Armenian children who had been rounded up from the nearby Armenian school. They were forced into a circle, and several Turkish soldiers stood behind them with whips and shouted "Clap, clap." And the children clapped. And when the soldiers said, "Clap, clap, clap," the children were supposed to clap faster, and if they didn't, the whip was used on them. Some of the children were two and three years old, barely able to stand up. They were all crying uncontrollably. Crying in a terrible, pitiful, hopeless way. I stood next to women in burugs and men in red fezzes and business suits, and they too were clapping like little cockroaches. 

Then two soldiers pushed through the crowd swinging wooden buckets and began to douse the women with the fluid in the buckets, and, in a second, I could smell that it was kerosene. And the women screamed because the kerosene was burning their lacerations and cuts. Another soldier came forward with a torch and lit each woman by the hair. At first all I could see was smoke, and the smell grew sickening, and then I could see the fire growing off the women's bodies and their screaming became unbearable. The children were being whipped now furiously, as if the sight of the burning mothers had excited the soldiers, and they admonished the children to clap "faster, faster, faster," telling them that if they stopped they too would be lit on fire. As the women began to collapse in burning heaps, oozing and black, the smell of burnt flesh made me sick. I fainted and your mother's brother Haroutiun found me and took me home. 
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Questions for “Dovey’s Story” 

1. How did most Armenian people make their living? 

2. List three of the frightening events Dovey and her family began hearing about in the summer of 1915. Describe how Dovey and her family responded. 

3. What happened the first time the soldiers came to the house? 
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4. What did Dovey hear her father shout on the night the soldiers came? What happened? 

5. Briefly describe what Dovey witnessed in the market square, including the role of Turkish soldiers and crowd and the Armenian children. 

6. What are your comments and questions about what you have read? 
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STUDENT HANDOUT 11 – HOMEWORK 6 

Dovey’s Story (Conclusion) 

Source: Peter Balakian Black Dog of Fate: A Memoir (BasicBooks, A Division of HarperCollins Publishers, Inc., 1997) pp. 217-223 
The next day, Mother, Hagop, Takooi, and Dikran and I were arrested, as were all the Armenians of Diarbekir. Turkish gendarmes came to our house in the morning and told us that we were going to be put on a deportation march. We were given a little time to gather a few things that we could pack on a donkey. We gathered silverware, some clothes, two rugs, a Bible, soap, some family photographs. We packed as much food and water as we could, but we expected to be able to buy food when we needed more. We hid some jewels on our bodies, and each had a n allotment of money. Dikran packed several saddlebags and bundles on the donkey. By noon we joined a long line of Armenians and were marched down the streets to the Citadel Gardens, where we met up with thousands of Armenians. Some had donkeys, some had ox-drawn carts, and most were on foot carrying packs and small children and infants. 

The gendarmes began cracking the whip and we began to move in a big mass toward the New Gate from where I could see a long snakish line of Armenians moving around the city walls going south. We were marched out past the Citadel and around the black city walls wavering in the heat. By the end of the day, we were sleeping on the ground somewhere on the flat, hard plateau. The tributaries of the Tigris cut ravines into the limestone ridges, and in their flanks were occasional huts built out of the rock, where Kurds lived. There was nothing but dry ground and sky and limestone ridges. Nothing. 

Our food did not last long, maybe two days, and we hated ourselves for not bringing more. We ate the apricots and walnuts sparingly. But the bread was gone and the cheese was gone. We walked about sixteen hours a day. At sunrise we were waked by the whips and gunshots, and at sunset we fell to the ground wherever we were. I put my charshaff over my face at night to keep the scorpions and camel-spiders off. It was impossible not to be eaten by flies and scarabs, and our sores grew worse in the sun. By the third day, we had broken up into smaller caravans, each directed by a dozen gendarmes. After our food and water ran out, we spent our energy trying to find things to eat or drink. Sometimes when we approached a brook or a well, the gendarmes would drink in front of us and laugh in our faces. By the third day, people were dropping by the way from starvation. At night and in the morning we sucked the dew from our clothes. I even chewed the sweat off my charshaff. 

By the end of the fifth day, mother became delirious. She fell to the ground and told us to go on. We told her we would not leave her. She looked at us and said, "Children, I have lived my life." We stayed with her for half the day, when the gendarmes from the next caravan spotted us and began to use the whip on us. I began to bleed badly and I saw it was no use. Hagop was hit repeatedly with gunbutts and cut with a bayonet across the face. We left mother there on the hard ground under the sun in the middle of nowhere to die. For weeks after I dreamed about her. I dreamed she had joined the next caravan. I believed that we would see her again when we reached our destination. For days I heard her calling me. I looked back over my shoulder, and I heard her calling Aghavni, Aghavni. 

All the time on the march, the gendarmes would harass us. Often they wanted money, and we had to give them coins, always protesting that this was all we had, and always they would whip us and demand more. We had to hold on to some money, for we knew we would need it, if not for the gendarmes, then for the Kurds and other nomads who came out of their villages to rape and rob us. The Kurds came down from the ravines on horses, with axes and rakes and other objects, attacking us and robbing us. By the fifth or sixth day, all our possessions were gone, including our donkey. The gendarmes had shot our donkey one afternoon, and then roasted it and ate it in front of us while they got drunk. The only things I had left were my silk baptismal cloth and a small kilim. And some coins that I kept in my private place. I put as much dirt on my face as I could, so the gendarmes and the irregulars (convicts and Kurds) would think I was old and unattractive. Hagop and Dikran dressed as 
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women, because there was less chance of being shot if you were a woman. By the end of the first week, most of the men had been shot. Usually, the gendarmes would just shoot a man in the back of the head while he walked. It was as if the men's heads were just there for target practice, and as we walked we would hear a shot and watch a man drop to the ground. We didn't stop to look. Everyone just kept marching. 

Women were tortured. If a woman would not readily submit to sex with a gendarme, she was whipped, and if she tried to run away, she was shot. Once when a young girl tried to run, the gendarme took out his sword and slashed her dress open, and she stood there with her young breasts naked, and he slashed each breast off her body, and they fell to the ground. I stared at the two small breasts lying on the ground. I stood frozen, then I just walked away. The girl bled to death next to her breasts. 

At night I lay on the ground and heard women screaming as they were raped. I listened to their voices echo in the immense dark desert air. There was no one, absolutely no one anywhere to help us. Takooi, Hagop, Dikran, and I slept on the ground together, almost as if we were attached to each other, as if we were one lump of a body. We hoped this would discourage the gendarmes from raping us, or from killing Hagop and Dikran. 

Every time someone squatted to relieve themselves, a gendarme came over and with his bayonet and sometimes with his hand inspected the feces to make sure there were no coins in it because many people began swallowing their last coins for safe-keeping. Sometimes the gendarmes would threaten us with a bayonet and say “shit,” and we were forced to squat so they could see if there were any coins to be had. 

Whenever we passed near a eucalyptus tree I gathered some leaves so that at night I could suck on them to get water in my mouth. I lay on the desert around the Euphrates. All that month it grew each night. It followed us. It was a wolf’s eye. It was the opal charm of the Turkish sorceress. Some nights it was a damask seal and some it was a Persian charger stripped of its blue. It was souring and harsh on the weeds and rocks, and the few animals that darted through looked like unreal silvery creatures. I lay on my back and felt the grooves of my cuts made by the Turkish whips ease onto the hard ground, and I stared at the moon. Often I unfolded the piece of the kilim. It was the piece I used under the lamp on my nightstand in my bedroom. I held it up to the moonlight and looked at the colors and thought of my bedroom windows, one looking out to the street and the other into the fruit trees of our courtyard. It was just a simple kilim of aubergine and saffron. In one medallion there was a green scorpion, in the other a red scarab. In the moonlight the colors were eerie, and after a while they seemed to float in the black aur and then drip like roman candles. 

One night as I sucked on a eucalyptus leaf and stared at my kilim in the moonlight, I felt the boot of a gendarme against the side of my neck. I rolled over so as to hide my face in the ground. But the boot continued to kick me and then to step on my head. As I buried my head more fiercely in the ground, the boot hooked me under the chin and pried me up, and the next thing I knew I was looking up at a man whose mustache looked silver in the moonlight. I watched him unbuckle his pants and I shut my eyes and the next thing I knew a stream of hot piss shot into my nose and over my face. The cuts on my neck and cheeks began to sting and my eyes burned. Soon my hair was like a sticky mess of rancid flax. When he finished he kicked some dirt onto my face, and I lay there squeezing my kilim, which was also wet, and I felt a small breeze blow over my face. For a long time I did not open my eyes. 

When I did, I took a eucalyptus leaf I had saved and wiped my eyes When I looked up, the moonlight had turned the sky white and I could see my mother’s face as if it floated on the white lace of our dining table. She was saying to me: Let them take you, let them take you, we will bring you back at Easter. Then the moon turned red as my taffeta dress, and my love had come in green velvet gloves and the scarf that hung in the walnut tree. 

Run, run run the little chicken said. Your cheeks are like apples, and the wind takes your golden hair and sends it to the mountains. 

From seven stores, I gathered silver and made a ring. And put it on pearl’s finger. 
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The moon stared at me all night. In the morning I woke inside the piss-gummed web of my hair, and I sucked on the eucalyptus leaf to make some saliva to clean off my face. Later I found some weeds, and I ground them up and spread them in the wounds enflamed by the piss. 

One night I was raped. I prayed every night to the Virgin Mary and to Jesus and to God. And they answered my prayers. After this I felt some mindless will to survive. 

I remember how the Euphrates wound down the descending plateau as we approached it from a distance. It was brown and muddy and thick. Now and then I saw some Kurds out by the banks hawking gazelles, and searching piles of feces for coins. Along the valley paths of the tributaries, corpses began to appear in piles, and as we got closer to the bank near nightfall bloated bodies covered with worms were everywhere. The smell was horrible. Many people began to vomit. Many people passed out. Many of the bodies were black from the sun, black tongues hanging out. Emaciated bodies showing a whole skeleton through the decaying skin. The stomachs of pregnant women had been slit open, and their unborn children had been placed in their hands like a bunch of clotted black grapes. Children were crying next to dead parents. Women were delirious. The corpses of the elderly were shriveled. For miles and miles you saw nothing but corpses, and the brown water sloshing up on the banks. When I reached the bank, I found corpses washed up, half-deteriorated, headless, limbless, body parts floating. On the mud shoals that often cropped up like crocodiles, hundreds of rotting bodies were piled in a heap and the black terns were feeding on them. The bodies were melting into the mud. 

Many women and girls threw themselves into the river rather than be abducted or raped. At several spots there were clusters of girls who had tied their hands together and drowned themselves. On the bank they were washed up and their blue bodies were still tied to each other's. Their tongues were black, half-eaten, and their hair was muddy and dry like old grass. There were dead babies along the riverbank too, and when Dikran, who was delirious now, began to pick the bodies of the babies out of the water, the gendarmes whipped him and told him to put them back. Later the geese and the wildcats came down from the valley to eat them. 

As the plateau gave way to the desert, the sun grew worse and the ground was harder. We were delirious from hunger and thirst. We picked seeds out of the camel dung and we cleaned them off the best we could and put them on the rocks to dry them out in the sun before we ate them. Wherever there was grass, we sucked the dew off it and ate it. Occasionally we passed a well and one of us went to it to bring up a bucket of water. But often the gendarmes would push the woman with the bucket down into the well and if she did not die, they shot her at the bottom of the well, and the water became bloody and ruined. In the dried-up irrigation canals the Romans had built near Ourfa, we found some locusts and we crushed them with our fingers and made a dinner of them. We had no shoes now and our feet had become swollen and infected. As the calluses formed we found we could walk faster. South of Ourfa we passed a circle of rocks where Armenian babies had been abandoned. Many of them had just been born, and their mothers had left them to die. They had been cooked in the sun. They were black and many of them had turned to skeletons, because the vultures had eaten them quickly. 

By the time we were marched into the desert, there were very few of us left. Almost everyone had died. Many had been thrown into the caves at the Euphrates and been set fire to. Dikran died there. But when we reached the desert, Takooi and Hagop and I were still together. On the second night in the desert, I lay on that hot ground to sleep. I never had trouble falling asleep. My dress was shredded and my cuts were festering. At night I dropped into numbness, thinking always that the next day we would arrive somewhere where someone would help us. Shortly after I dropped to sleep one night, I felt myself floating out on the air and the ground was vibrating, shifting, and moving, as if a terrible hiatus had opened under me. I looked up and the sky was clear and black and the Milky Way was swirling like muslin in the wind. I was on the back of a horse - the horse of a Kurd nomad. I spent the next five years in the house of this Kurd. I bore him two children. 

* * * * 
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One day in the spring of 1925 I was shopping at Saks. I was at the cash register in the lingerie department, and as I stood in line to pay I heard a voice with a Dikranagertsi accent at the next cash register. When I finished paying, I walked out in front of the register, so I could see who was in line. I stared for a while at the woman who had been speaking and looked right into her big eyes. She stared back at me with my hands full of packages, and then she said "Aghavni?" And I said "Nafina!" And we fell into each other's arms crying. 

Of my life with the Kurdish nomad all I can say is this. I escaped. I had a good mare, and when we came to the mountains, I squeezed her sides so tight that the milk of my mother came out of her nostrils, and the two mountains parted. 
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Questions for “Dovey’s Story” (Conclusion) 

1. What were the stages in the gradual killing of Armenians? 

2. List 10 of the brutal tortures the Turkish soldiers inflicted on the Armenians during the death march and the genocide. 

3. What are your comments and questions about this passage? 
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