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Documentation or fictionalization of war is not a novelty.  UWwew

Writing may seem to be a moment of pause, a moment ;(L m;‘\:f

of abstraction, a moment of being between a rapidly J\&whue,
. . \( w2l

changing reality and space and a text that stops the flow 'L‘mi'

of time. Writing is an act of creation, while text is the persed iw

evidence and the result of this creative act. Therefore, we M

always live under the illusion that literature is the beauty

itself, born in the dying world, something nurtured by life

and never by death and destruction. Be that as it may,

ancient Greek writing already becomes a unique medium

for war documentation. Since its emergence, literature

has been a documentation of conflicts, calamities and

death; from the very beginning of its history it has been

intertwined with war and directly confronts death in

order to overcome it (Foucault). ofperiewce
We seemingly have a thousand-year g

of writing about war, yet only recently this kind

of writing has been radically revised, and we have

said things that have been held back for as long as

literature about wars has existed. We know only the

men’s history of war; war is men'’s business - both on

the battlefield and on the book pages (Alexievich). Men

write about men, their victories and defeats, their

greatness and insignificance; while women do not

speak about war. Women's history of war was edged

out of the world history of literature, it was driven into

the shadow of a big history. Women, as Héléne Cixous

writes, were cut off from literature, they were in exile,

immersed in darkness. Female writing on war has

dwelled in the shadow of big narratives and the history

of great victories and defeats, therefore differing

from the male narration not only in certain linguistic

markers but also by its very status and nature of being

«literature in the shadows».
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Overshadowed by «big narratives», women'’s
writing about war is often deeply personal, emotive, '
and therefore is intermittent and tends to depict
the outside world through the prism of emotional
impulses. It is based neither on clichés, nor on certain
common plots, but on personal experience. If male
writing about a catastrophe is an attempt to cover a
historical period, imitate the language of history, or
generate such a discourse and endlessly reproduce a
linear historical narrative about reality and the past,
female writing, on the contrary, does not claim such
monumentality and inclusiveness; it splits up the
world, breaks it down into fragments in order to turn
each of them into a profound personal experience. m
Women'’s writing, as Julia Kristeva once defined, is

regularly being regenerated on the level of pre-text %&éﬁd
or proto-text. Women'’s writing, as a manifestation of \M;-Hv‘b awnd
«otherness», leads into the shadows, without losing ‘:{;\%:’\;W
sensitivity; it contributes to the description of the m@x{m&

reality that slips away from the male script, which is A
«busy» creating a comprehensive history. Being in the aniking.
space of the khdra, women's writing is most sensitive
and caring to the rim, that is, far from the phallic
center and discourse of power. When talking about
the documentation of war through women'’s writing,
we need to emphasize its linguistic ability to describe
what eludes the monumental tale and the historical
discourse. We should contrast history and memory,
when talking about women's writing; memory, as a
never-ending process, just like literature in the making,
that does not seek to conquer large political narratives,
but accumulates episodes of reality immersed

in everyday experience. The female style of war
commemoration, women'’s storytelling/recollection

or documentation of the war and post-war period,
having become a radically new type of literature in

the previous century, is influential up to this day.
Women's personal diaries, documentary prose,
autobiographical novels and autofiction have become
one of the rare ways of understanding the real image

Intro 9
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of war. Understanding of reality is neither through
virtual journalistic stereotyping, nor historicization
and glorification of the male epic about war, but a
writing based on memory close at most to the genuine
experience in military space.

World War II, the Algerian War, the g
War, the latest Russian war against Ukraine, as well
as the Karabakh conflict, stretching from the 1980s
up to this day, are among the important pages in
the history of women'’s writing on calamity. Almost
all of these catastrophes have several types of
documentation and reading: media narration, political
documentation, historical writing and personal
writing, in particular, women's diaries. Almost all of
these types of writing are subject to falsification and
from the moment of their creation somehow become
an instrument of political manipulation. Personal
writing, and particularly, a woman's personal writing
is an exception: it leaves us with the last hope for the
reality, albeit monstrous, unknown, unimaginable, but
survivable through writing.
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| was born and lived in Artsakh. When the war broke
out, I was working as a journalist. We were reporting
from the very first day, visiting villages, hospitals,

etc. Parallel to my main job, | was writing posts on

Facebook telling about the day and the people we met.

Initially, | did not plan to write a diary per se; people
called it as such. Over time, my diary became popular
in certain circles. People wanted to be informed, while
| wanted to share, for sometimes | thought | was
losing my mind. It also helped me feel useful; people’s
reactions made me feel that way.

My diary has always been public, but it has not
affected the content of my posts at all. | wrote about
a lot of personal things, for which, later, | often blamed

myself. | would definitely not write it all in peaceful times.

Each day seemed to be the last one. | wanted to tell
the reader about Artsakh and its people. | wanted the
world to know. | wanted to touch people’s souls, reach
the depths of their hearts and make them do something
to stop the war and help others. The audience often
required heroic words and patriotic ideas, but | am proud
that | did not betray myself to receive public approval.

First of all, people of Artsakh loved my diary, which
means it reflected a collective image. What matters
most to me is that local people consider it to be their
own diary. If you read it, you wouldn't see any hate
speech against Azerbaijanis. Many Azerbaijanis «were
not even offended» and sent sympathy notes, because
my texts were not written against one; they were
about the other. | just wrote «how good the people of
Artsakh were", not «<how bad Azerbaijanis were». The diary
is filled with my national identity. If | were not a local,
| wouldn't discern all the nuances. At the same time,
| was able to look at everything from the outside,
without giving in to pretentious patriotism, and write
only about my humble love for my home.

The fact that we have to talk about «women'’s

role» in the context of war shows how diminished that
role is. Under the ideal circumstances we wouldn't have

Lika Zakaryan



funup wnpptowughutph Lywwndwdp: Lnyuhuy
pwqUwprhy wnppbowughutp «stht yhpwynpynid» W
JwpBygwuph bwdwyutp Ehu gpnud, pwuh np hu
wnbpuwntpp ng pE UEUh nEU EhL, wy Ujntuh Jwuhu
Ehu: Bu wwpquwtu gpnud th, «pb hugpwl jwyu Bu
wpgwfughubnp», ng pE wju Jwuhl, pt «hlspwl Juinl
U wnpptowlghUbnp»: bU opwghpp (h £ hd wqquh
wwuinywubnipjwUp: b Gu tnEnwgh ¢ huth,
sEh uyuwiinh pninp Uppnie)ntlutnp, pw)jg bwb
Jwpnnwunw Eh npuhg bwG| wdBuhUu nL guinpydb
Gy \»l\;.lj wwpnuwfuwnU hwipEuwuhpniejwup, b gnb|
o m}u Uhwiju tnwt hwunbw hd hwdBuwn uhpn Jwupu:
s g e Muwintpwquh hwdwinbpunnd juuwlg
Ut ntpp 2wuwn £ thnppwgyuwd, wjupwl, np funudnid £
«lwlwlg nbipp» JwuhU wnhwuwpwy: Wn hwnpgp,
puwn hu, swyhwnh £ dwagh Yuwd wnwuduwlw:
Fuw)g punntutind JEp hpwlywunentup” wybunp
£ U26d, np yuwlw)p Unyuwbu Ynynid Bu: Lpwup
£l ywwuwnbpwaquh dwdwuwy nEp niutu: Epuh
Jwlwug «wywinbpwquh (Ggnius Udwu £ hptug
«uhpn Lqypu». hng tnwiuk], thpyky, funub] wjuwhuh
pwubph JwuhUu b wjuwbu, huswbu innuidwpnp
hwqywnbw Ywpnn k: Bu hwunhwt| BU
pwqUwphy wlwlg, npnup tnwipptp nbpkn Ehu
unnwudub] ywuinbpwquh dwdwuwly: Ywpdnwd
U yuwuwyp wykih hb2wn Bu jupnnwunid
hupuwywqUwytpwybl. wuk| wju, hug wbwnp k,
Lhub| wjuwnkn, npunnkn wewp Bu, b wuk) wjl, hug
wUELwwydu U jupnnwunwd: 3nipwhwwnniy £
Lwb ywuwnbpwaqdh JwuhU wuwug ghpp: Ywlwp
apnwd BU ng pb wju Jwuhu, pE np pywywuh np
onp np wynuwnnid hug juwnwpytbg, wy) wju dwuh,
pb wjn Ywwnwnywdhg huswtu ggught wju Yud
wu Jwpnhy: bhwpyt, juwu tnnudwpnhl, npnup
unybwbu 2w jwy qgnud Bu: Pwjg tnnuidwipnp
Inyu wfuwnh sh pEpnud BpGluwgh, W gnigt npw
hwdwn innwdwnnp ¢h Ywpnn Yung wtu qqui|
EpGluwgh Ynpnwuwnp: Mwuntbpwaqdp Jwhyuw,
Ujwiuph, uhpn, hnyuh, wWwpwnh nt 4npuinh

11}

1% Lika Zakaryan






dwuhu k: Cuwn hu' Yhuu wju pninpp wdBuwjwdu b
hwuluwunwd:

Muwuwnbnpwquhg hbwinn dwup hngbpwuwywl
dhswynud Eh. tnuhg nnipu sEh quithu b wdpnng
onp |wg th |hunwl: *hutgh hngbpwuh, uwlwyu
wuognuun: Mwwnbpwgup vwpnywjhu yywuptkn £
Ynunpnid nuynunpk) £ bwb hdp: 2hdw opwgpbpp
ghpp BU nuipdt| b Judbpwgnwywu Shid, nt
Jwpnhy wund BU, np yhwnh hywpun |hubd
hU wpweény: Gu gbU qanid ng huywpunnieniu b
ng | nipwifunie)niu: hLs hwdwn nghus wpdbp
sntuh: Uhwiju nignwd BU fuwunwin wuynk, wwypty
uwfuBlwiny nugdinwhngdtind, np gh2tpp hU
uhptElhuEphu juyywukbu:

Mwunbpwquh dwdwuwy Jwfu skh qgnud:
Utgu nid Ywip: Gwnonwd Eh, np oguinwiywip
EU: hul hhdw qgnud U hud wjuwtu, hugwtu
wu ghuynpwlwuutpp, npnup wyuwuwnbpwquh
dwdwuwy hpEug yEwnpwlywl Bu qgnid, huy hkwn,
Epp wwunbpwaquu wdwpundnuwd E, Upwup Unphg
wlwbwnp BU, ntupwug ¢h hEphpnd uwpunp pwu
wlutnt qqugnnnipinitup: Ujnwhuh dwpnluwug
2w ghunbd. hd wdpnng 2ngwiwywinp, hd wwwjwih
wnwnphph dwpnhy, pninpu wynwhupt Bu: UdEu
UEYh UEg huéa BU inbuunid: Lpwiup fudnid nu
Stunwd BU wdpnng onp, pwuh np ;68U Yupnnwund
hwpJwnyt| Yjwlphu:

Eu ghwntbd, np 2w pwl uwpnn BU wukl, nt
thnpanwd BU: Pw)g Bu' Lhjw Quipwpjwuu, dEpohu
wlgqwd wunt| BU un)EUptph tnwuhu: Uyn opu hd
Ut Uh pwl Jwhwguw:

Lika Zakaryan



even raised this issue. However, | should accept the
reality we live in and mention that women fight as well.
They play their unique role in wartime. Women'’s «war
language» is perhaps similar to their «love language»: it's
about caring, saving, and speaking in such a way that
men rarely can. | met a lot of women who held different
roles during the war. | suppose women are better at
self-organizing, doing what they must do, being where
they must be, and doing what they do best. Women's
writing about war is also unique. They don't write about
what happened in a certain position on a certain day, ettt
but rather about what people felt. Surely, men also can Wonew's
be quite sensitive. But men do not give birth, so maybe ~ fw&
for that reason they cannot suffer the loss of a child as i Y\ﬁqs
women do. War is about death, life, love, hope, struggle, 3%,
and loss. | think women have a better understanding of e
all these things. ey
I was in an awful psychological state after the
war. | didn't go out and cried all day. Then, | went to
therapy, but it didn't help. War ruins people’s lives and
it broke mine too. My diaries turned into a book and
a documentary film, and people say | must be proud
of myself. But | don't feel proud or happy. Nothing has
any value for me. | just want to live in peace without
being horrified that my loved ones might be killed at
night.
During the war, | did not feel fear. There was
strength in me. | thought | was helpful. But now | am
like the soldiers who feel useful in wartime, but when
everything is over, they are useless again and miss the
feeling of doing something great. | know many such
people: all of my acquaintances, people of my dad's
age, they all experience the same. | see myself in each
of them. They drink and smoke all day long, since they
are unable to adapt to this life.
| know there’s a lot | can do, and | try to do
it. But |, Lika Zakaryan, lived for the last time on
November 10. Something died in me that day.

Lika Zakaryan 121
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Ubwhpwn. MwinBpwaqdh dwdwwy gghuinth hug
wluk|, gintfuu np wWwwnhu tnwg: NLulutbgh gptp, np
Jwpnnwuwd hug-np duny Uunnwot) nt hwpwpbnybl
Ywuwnwnpdnnh hEwn: 26wnnn hdwgw, np S@nhwpu
Upguwfund w: Unwénd Eh pw np Snhwipp

dtnuh, hug BJ wubnt: Cwun U wuhwlquunwgl|
hJ innw puytputph hwdwp, pwjg wdBuwwuwnp
Uwnwok| BU @nhwph Jwupu: Unwénwd Ep' @nhwipp
npwydwubn 4ncubluw, sh fjunuh, hngbpwuh sh qguw,
nt nignd Eh Snhwph hngEpwuh nEpp unnwudut):
Qnpnu th, wunw® wnbu' Bu gpb| BU, nnLkp gphp: Uknp
onwahpp google doc-h inhpnypenw Ep, npp pwgk| th
wwuinbpwguh wnwehlu opp: tw Uh inkn En, npuinkn
hpwpn hEwn Ehup wwwntpwquh dwdwuwly: Cwwn

th nignid, np opwghpp hEunwqund ghpp nwnuw,
wupnnowlw nt ytpowliw, np juupnnwuwup
ownwnytb| kn tnEpuwnhg nt wnwy 2wnpdyt):

Snhwp. Pwyg En bwl Lpwuwynid Ep, np inEpuwnp

whunh gnku, hul gnine hwdwp whinh n

wdtBup ybpwwptu: Opwanph hd gpwnnidutpp
Eu wwuwnbnpwquhg hbwnn BU wnk: LEug skp, np
dwdwuwy sywn, ninnuwyh skh Yuwpnnuiunid niph
pwlh JwuhU Junnwék: UUEU hug wwpquiwBu
wuhdwuwn En pynwd: hud pwwn nddwp Ep
wupnnonyhu pwgybp: Lwl «wlbhwpdwp» Ep hd
thnpép hwupwjhu nwpdutp: Yuwnwh skh, np hd
wnoptwlwu thnpdwnnientbutph dwuhu gpbip
wndtpwdnp w: 26wnn dwunpwgw udwu gph nt
dwnwotgh, np hd ghpu E| gnjnieynitt niuBUwnt
hpwyntup niuh:

Ulwhhwn Mwquipjwl, Snhwn uwgwnnjuu



Anahit: | didn't know what to do and how to be during

the war. So, | began to write in order to be able to

think about and relate to what was happening in some

way. Later | heard that Gohar was in Artsakh. | was

thinking what I would do if Gohar died. | worried a lot

about my male friends, but most of all about Gohar.

| knew she would be traumatized but would neither

talk about it nor see a therapist; so | wanted to serve !

as one for Gohar. | myself was writing and telling her o diavy

to write as well. We kept our diary as a google doc é%ﬁ\?_am
that | had created on the first day of the war. It was v i“‘““"

a space for our togetherness during the war. | truly
wanted the diary to become a book in the future, to
be finished and completed, so that we could detach
ourselves from the text and move on.

Gohar: However, it also meant that you should

write, and in order to write, you should relive it all.

| wrote my portion of the diary only after the war.
Not that | hadn't had time, | just couldn't think about
anything else. It was impossible. Everything seemed
meaningless. Fully opening up was very difficult for
me, partly because some things were too personal
and «uncomfortable» to share publicly. | also wasn't sure
whether my everyday experience was worth writing
about. Then, | read such a text and thought that mine
had the right to exist as well.

Anahit Ghazaryan, Gohar Khachatryan ')_;
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Ubwhpwn. hus hwdwp £ 2w fungbh pwt w
hwupwjuwgnidp: dwdwuwyp wpwg thnfuynd

wl, Nt hug-np SaJdwpunnte)niuutn, np wnwyg tnwtu
wUuhwyjwn gkhu, By £ nununwd B 2uwn wluhwiyun,
nL pn gpwép hug-nn wwhh Yuwpnn w wuhtbpbp
nwnlw: Gpwynp funupp Uhzwn fungbiih w thnfuynn
hpwywunipjwu hwunbw: Fwjg wdtu nbwpnid tu
kn qqugt| BU, Bu En gpb| BU: 2hdw, hhwpyt, wy al
Uagpth, pwjg uw Juybpwagpnip nitt w nt uwl |Gquh
Jwytpwapnipjnitu: UGp opwaghpp swipe w, nttplbh
swip phs U gpb| hwjtptuny: Epp nnt gwipep gpnid Gu
npwtu ghpp, hupp nwnun w ghwlwu tnwpwép
swp-gpwyuwunte)ncu: NLjwpunp Ep, np UEup
Juwpnnwuwup thnfuwugt| kn unynpwwuntencup,
ng hEpnuwiwuntp niup, pwqUwawjunte)niup,
gnigwhtn quwignn gnjnip ntuutph wdpnnente)niup’
hpwywuntpniup:

9Qnhwp. Opwghpp hpwwwnwysihu dinwonud th,
np tn ghppp wtwp w jupnwl so jud 500 tiwph
hEwnn nL wywwinybpwgubl, pk nug Ep ywunbpwquh
dwdwuwy, nt hug thnpdwnnipinitu Bu niubgt|
Gnynt wlwjp: hud pynwd tn, np Ubp dwdwuwyh
dwpnlwug hwdwnp tnuntn ng Uh unp pwit shw,
pninpp qguigb| Bu EU, hugp 2w Unwn w JBp
wwnnwlubphu: En ywwndwnny dnwénid Eh, np
wwwagwjnd opwaghpp Uhgnigt Juybpwagnpnipjwu
wnbuwuyjntuhg htinwppphp Yihuh:

Ubwhhw. P Unwn £| w EnwBu Bnbi: Bu nignud EpY

ng wwpenuny ghpp (huh wwuwunbpwquh dwupu: Nt
gnthu duinpnidu niph gnptp Ehu, npnug wtu sth
ngh’ |hutp: Uwpnywug Ut ywwnytpwgnud Yu,

et nug wtwp w gnb| wunbpwaquh Jwuhu, npp
2w wwiinphwpfuw| wwwnybpwgnd wi: Snuidwipn
gpnnutp Yuwu, np wuwubh qquincu Bu, pwjg dhohu
Jhdwlwgnpwyuwu tnnuidwipnp wwiwnphwpfuw Ygnh.
unyuhuy Bpt hupp Enwtu ¢h Uinnwénwd, hp lGgwiyuwiu
Junwuwwputpp wwwnphwpfuw Yihubu: bwuwug

Ulwhhwn Mwquipjwl, Snhwn uwgwnnjuu



Anghit: | also think publicity makes us quite vulnerable.
Time changes so quickly and some truths, not so
apparent before, suddenly become too obvious, and
at some point your writing turns into something
preposterous. The written word is always vulnerable
to changing reality. Nevertheless, | felt the things |
wrote about. Today, | would surely write in a much
different manner, but this is documentation, along
with documentation of the language. Our diary is a
chat, and I assume there are few examples of such
texts in Armenian. When you write a chat as a book,
it becomes a literary space - chat-literature. And it
was important for us to be able to communicate
that ordinariness, non-heroism, polyphony, all of the
parallel existences that make up reality.

Gohar: When publishing the diary, | was thinking that
people would read the book in 50 or 500 years, to
make sense of what it was like during the war, and
what two women had experienced. It seemed to me
that there was nothing new there for the people of
our times: everybody had felt similar things. That's
why | thought the diary might be interesting as
documented evidence in the future.

Anahit: | felt the same. | wanted to make a non-
pathetic book about war and while we wrote, we
kept in mind poor examples of books to keep us alert.
People have a common, rather patriarchal perception
of how to write about war. There are several male
writers who are extremely sensitive, but an average
man would write in a patriarchal manner; even if
he thinks differently, his use of language would be
patriarchal. Most women have also adopted man's
vocabulary; many female writers speak from very
patriarchal positions. One of my female friends once
asked what | had done to have something written
about it. The «necessity» to speak from the trenches is
interesting.
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UES Jwup unyuwtu jnipuugnt) w innuidwipnnt
puwnwuwwwnp: Lhpp Yhu gpnnutp fununud Bu 2uiun
wwwinphwipfuw) nhpptphg: bU yhu puytputiphg Uty
wukg pwjg hug Gu wnky, np gpb) Gu: 26nwppphp Ep
kn fupwdwiinhg funubint «wnhpp»:

Npwtu wdhnthnd nignud B wiuk, np
punhwunip wndwdp JEp opwghpp «dwfunnuwl»
thnpd w. bwfu’ UEp opwannie)ntup hEnwhwjwg w:
UBUp Lwl dwfunnk) Bup pwntpny wdpnnonyhu
wnunwhuwjwnk) Eu, hugu wwypt| Bup: NLh dBpgn Utn
pninp thnpdbpp dwfunnnud Ehu wdtu npnpunnud®
dwpnyuwjht, pwnwpwlywl, nhdwuwghunwyuwl...
huwpwdnp senwy Euwbu fjunub|, np Wwunbpwaqu
slhuh: NLghwnwygbiny, np wdBu hug dwfunnby
Bup, lnwuwwi b Bup, ywpudk) Bup, h ghunnieyniu
punntubind, np, hw, yepenid, Uhliuntu w,
dwfunntint Bup, thnpanwd Eup wdEBU nEwpnid gpky:

Ulwhhwn Mwquipjwl, Snhwn uwgwnnjuu



To sum up, | want to say that overall, our diary
is an experience of «failure»; because first of all, it is
retrospective. We have also failed to fully express our
feelings through words. In the end, all our attempts

have failed in every field: human, political, diplomatic...

We didn't manage to effectively speak up against the
war. And realizing that we have failed in everything
and we have lost, understanding that, yes, we will fail
again in the end, we continue attempting to write.

Anahit Ghazaryan, Gohar Khachatryan
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CSN Lab. ¥nip
guuynud thp
Nypwhuwjned,
Enp uluytg
wuwwnbpwaqup:
2hdw nip
unhwyuid |pty
tp Enyhnp:
Muwuwnbpwaqdh
wnweohu
wuUhuutphg

Uhug opu nip
uwinniuwynud

tp gnbi: PUswtu
Ywpnn bp
uywpwapb] wju,
hug Ywwnwinpybg b
ntn juwnwpynwt
k Qtq htwn' npwbu
niypwhuwgnt,
npwtu Yung, nnwtu
pwluwuwinknodh:

N

Ojgw. Uju pupwgpnid

Gu BUpnwwwl 2w
pwnwpubpnud BU Bnky,
wnwppbp pwnwpubpnud
wntghw BU Yupnwgty
thwfuutnwywuutbph hwdwn
nt bwl funub| wpunwguwneh
hd thnpadwnnipjwl dwuhl:
Cu wpniuwynid BU
wntghw gnty|, pwuh np nw
hud hwdwn hhduwywunwd
hupUwpunwhwjuindtint

L inbnh ntukgnnp
hwulywlwnt vhgng k:

hud hwdwn wynbEghwu
hwuJpunhwuntp |tgnt

£, npnd uwntih £ funuby
uwnuwthh Jwuh,

npp Utup Uhug opu

sB8Uup Jupnn puluuyby:
Quifuutnwiywuntejniun
Lwl pbptg pwquuwiphy
yEugwnwjhu
nddwpnipjncuutn, Gu
hwjwnudtgh hud hwdwn
unp vhowdwijpnid,

L wyuinkn gnnotg
JEpwgwpydwu

EdEUD, wfuwphhl wy
inbuwlyjntuhg LwyEnt
huwnpwdnpntp)ntup:

Fuw)g gnuwnunnn

upptup vhwlpwuwly
swup E: Udnwul wdtu
wnwynun wppuwund

Eh nt dinwénd® wiy hhuw
tnnEpny Yywipnwd, np
wwwnbpwqdu wdwnundb k:

Olqw Fpwghuw



CSN Lab. When the
war started, you
were in Ukraine.
Then, you had to
leave the country.
Since the first
months of the war,
you have been
writing. How would
you describe what
has happened and is
still happening to you
as a Ukrainian, as a
woman, as a poet?

Olga Bragina

Olga. | have traveled to many
European cities throughout
this time, | have read poems
to refugees in different cities,
and have also talked about
my experience of emigration.
| continue writing poetry,

for it is the main way for

me to express myself and
understand what is going on.
For me, poetry is a universal
language through which we
can talk about the horror

we haven't been able to
comprehend up to this day .
Being a refugee also caused
many domestic challenges.
But | found myself in a new
environment, equipped with
the opportunity to look at
the world from a different
angle, through the effect

of abstraction. However,
constant stress is definitely
hard. In summer, | woke up
every morning, thinking that
today | would read in the
news that the war was over.

L)
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CSN Lab. An wwhhg

uyutghp wnguwug
onwahp unky,
huswtu dwagkg
qgqugnnntpjntuutbpp
U wwwndnnp
Jwybpwapbnt
Uhunpp:

Ojgw. Mwwntpwaquh

wnwghU opdwuhg Gu
uyutgh $Ejupnipnd
gpwnnwlubp wub] wju
wdBUuh Jwuht, hug inBuunwd
kh: Wn dwJdwuwy dwnpnhy
dJwagnd Ehu fuwunigutn

U pwiuyndwinutn:

UEup huywuwtu

sghwntihup hug quby, hug
wiut|, Gprt hwulywno
ElEYunpwywuntencuu
wlowwnyh yuwd uinhydwd
LhuEUp tnwphwudty:
2ghwnthup bwl, pE nip
wnwphwuytl: Ngnid kh gnp
uwhnw qUE|, pwyg squnw:
Elyw wnintu nLgpuwinnud
wnbgh fuwuniputpnid nt
2ntywynd Jwpnywughg
hJ (uwséh Jwuhu: Ukup
wuwwnbpwaqup inbuby

Ehup dhwiju $hidbpnd L
wwinybpwgnud gntukhup,
Pt huswbu Ywnnn k

nw wuwnwnpdt| Utp
hpwyuwunip)niund 2022
pwlwuhu: SEnh ntukgwsh
wUuhpwyuwuntpjwu
qqugnudp ¢ ptg, wubu
hhdwnp pinypwunbpnid
(huth:

Olqw Fpwghuw



CSN Lab. At what
point did you start to
keep an online diary?
How did the idea of
documenting events
and your feelings
come to you?

CSN Lab. Have you
had any previous
experience of
writing diaries?
How difficult was
it for you to choose
a style? Was your
poetic experience an
obstacle or rather
an enabler to write
about the war?

Olga Bragina

Olga. From the first day of
the war, | began writing
posts on Facebook about
everything | saw. It was a
time when people were
rushing to shops and ATMs:
we really didn't know what
to buy and what to do if the
lights went out or if we had
to evacuate. We didn't know
where to evacuate either. |
wanted to buy heat tablets,
but I couldn't find any. | came
home and wrote a post about
what | had heard from people
in stores and at the bazaar.
We had seen war only in
movies and had no idea how
it could be executed in our
reality of 2022. The feeling of
unreality of events never left
me, as if | were in a stupid
blockbuster.

Olga. | wrote about what was
happening around me; these
were my usual diary entries,
so | did not try to invent a
specific style to write about
the war. This has nothing to
do with my poetic experience,
however, my war poems also
have changed and become
sheer or, shall we say, more
«prosaic.

%5
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CSN Lab. Lwfuyhunwd

opwapntpjwu
thnpa niukgk) Gp,
nppwuny tp akq
hwdwp ndwp
Jwd ht2uin puwnpt
gnblwndp: Q6n
pwlwuwinbnéwywu

thnpdp fuwiguipt £,

b, punhwlwnuwyp,
oqut| £ &g gnt|
wuwwnbpwaqdh
Jwuhpl:

CSN Lab. Qkp

gnwynp |kgniu
hhyuwywund
nnwbpEul t: nip
Mnwuwutnwunwd
2w pwu Bp
hpwunwpwyb:
MNnwuwutnwund
pwlwuwnbnédwlywu
2ngwiwjutpu nt
nuptpgnnutnp
Sdwunp Bu akp
gnpontutniejwup:
Ujdd Epynt
Uwynyputph
wjuwhuh Yunpniy
nwnpwugwiinnid
t winbnh niukgt:
hUswhuplu t akn
dEpwpBpdniupp
wju wdtuhu:

Ojqw. Bu gpnud th hut
2ningp Juinwipynnh
dwuhU. npwup hJd
unynpwlwl opwgpwjhu
gpwnnubpu khu: Bu
sthnpdtgh hwunnty unp
né hnphub| wwwntpwaquh
dwuhu gpbint hwdwn:
Uw pwlwuwnbnowlwu
thnpawnnipjwUu htwn Yuw
sntuh, pwjg wuwiintpuwgdh
dwuhu hd ynkghwu £
E nwndb| pwihwughy,
wnwyt| «cypnquihlyy:

Ojqu. hUULUULUU nnwywu

. Juwid guinudnid
nhawwnwynid. Gu wyn

Ep

szwunurah htw Yuwtnp
sBU fugb|: 2nwiny BU, np wiju
2nunny Yybpwnwnuw:

Olqw Fpwghuw
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CSN Lab. UBUp

wwnnilwygdwdp
U uwpuwihny Bup
hEwnunwd, pb hug

E yuwnwinpdnuwd
Nypwhuwjnud,
pwjg vhbunyu
dwdwuwy huputpu
£l uEthwywu
wuwwnbpwaquh
Utg Eup: Cwiun
2unphwluw Bup
akq, np gpnud Bp,
nn nhdwyuwynud
Ep wwuwnkpwaqdhu
gnh Uhgngny:

Bt ntubp dwinptn,
nn Ygwuluwuwp
thnfuwugt| hwy
nuptpgnnhl,
Ywnnn bp Yhuyt:

Ojqw. MEwp £ hwduwwnwup,
nn wwwnkpwadp
Yuwidwinudh, fuwduwn
gh2tnduwt Yhwgnpnh
wpwnyup: NLEpt UEq
hug-np pwuh hwdwp udwu
thnpéantpniu £ vnpdbl, wuwyw
wGwinp £ puluwibp nuw b
wwundt] npw Jwuhu:

Olqw Fpwghuw



CSN Lab. You write

mainly in Russian;

you have published

alot in Russia and

poetic circles and

readers there are

familiar with your

work. Now, there is

a drastic disconnect

between the two

cultures. How do you

feel about it?
Olga. The real Russian culture
is now underground or in

I have not severed ties

with it. | hope it will redeem
its position.

CSN Lab. We are

watching the

Ukrainian events

with sympathy and

horror, but at the

same time, we are

living through our

own war. We are

very grateful that

you write and resist

the war through

your written word. If

you have any other Olga. We must believe that
thoughts youwould  the war will end and sunrise

like to share with will light the darkness of
Armenian readers, night. And if, for some reason,
please go ahead. we are burdened with such

a challenge, we need to
comprehend and talk about
it.

Olga Bragina



V\N\\T{ v
N\r IRRES

s \Aﬁ
+ak\(l. Wt Wur



\AM‘(FH wa \}a\\(m

Pisual avtist

rrdine doe
gy wpprcntine



YL

hUswtu uukgh hu opwghpp... Uhpuinu nt hnghu
2win Ehu guiynid: 2bh hwulwunwd™ nw hugwbu
UGou yuwhbd: dbpgph pninpU nLgphgp... hGwnn
dpdhup... nt ujutgh uywpky: Lywpbinig htwnn
qquwjwlywl wnnwny hud wykih (wyd qgquigh:
Ulutgh wdEu op ulwpbl, Nt nw Yuwyniunteniu
hwnnpntg dwinptphu: Bu bwfuyhund niukgl| U hu
wldlwywl opwagpniejwl thnpdwnnipjniup, pw)g
wju yhgniwy opwghpp wnwudbwhwuwnniy £: Uw hd
Enbnh W hd dnnnypnh opwghpu t: b nijpwhliwgh
Lhutip, hd wggquwjhu wywunywubnientulu hd
hwwpunieniub Bu: MwwnBpwquh dwuhu
wwwindnnutphg UEyp |hubp ywunwujuwuwwnnt nt
Ywpunp gnpd £ hud hwdwp: Yddwp £ ywnybpbp
wnpwl guwy... bhwuwinwgpb] wju uywpbint
dhongny... bywnt| Jwlup, hniuwhwwinnieiniuu nt
tnnwnwwwupp, pwjg opwaghpp wwwndnie)niu k:
Muwuwnudnientup UEUp Eup:

Eu npn2tgh wudhowuwtu hpwwwpwyt|
ulywputpp, pwuh np pninpu £ ywunbpwquh
dwdwuwly gwy Eup qgnud nt pninpu ki
wwnniwygdwlt wphp ntuBup: Fwgh
win, jwplnp k£ funubp nt pwpdpwéawjut) hd
Epypnd pupwgnn Wwunbpwquh Jwuhu: UBup
wGwinp k gnyg tnwiup, pE hugwbu Eup wwnpnud
wwwnbpwqgUhu gnigpupwg: hd Lujwwnwyu £

Unhuwnnhuw dwiyn



How did | start keeping a diary?... My heart and soul
were hurting a lot. | did not imagine how | should keep
it to myself. | took a paper and a pen... then a brush...
and started to paint. When | created an illustration,
| felt better emotionally. | started painting every day
and it gave me stability in my thoughts. | had the
experience of [keeping] my own private diary before,
but this one is special. This is a diary of my country and
my people. My Ukrainian nationality is my pride! Being
one of those who talk about the war is a responsible
and important task for me. It's hard to paint so much
pain... fear, despair and suffering...to document all
these through painting. However, a diary is history and
history is us.

| decided to post the illustrations right away,
because we all suffer during the war and need support
and an opportunity to share our pain. Apart from that
it is important to talk about the war in my country.
We need to show how we live parallel to the war. My
goal is to inform the world about our suffering and
life. I believe that it is necessary to organize public
readings of diaries and exhibitions of visual diaries in
different countries, so that everyone can feel and see
information about the war. Words are sometimes hard
to read, but visual artworks are easier because you can
feel them.

Khrystyna Valko (1'5
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wi2fuwnhhu tnbnEl{wgut] JEp tnwnwwwuputph
b Yjwuph dwuhu: 64 uponwd BU, np wuhpwdtun
£ yuquuwybnwtl opwgntph hpuwwwpwywihu
nuptpgnwutn W dhgnuwi opwgntph
gnigwhwunbuubp twpptp Epypubpnd, npwtBugh
pninpp tnkulbu Nt qqwt Wwwntpwaqdp: AFwnkbpp
EnpEUU nddwn £ Juipnwy, pwyg ywwnytpubnp
puyuw G p wnwdE| hEwn £, pwUuh np npuwiup Ywnpnn
Gu qqui:

Snwdwnpnnt b Yung ™ ywuwnbpwaquh
pulywdwu ntubEpluwjwgdwlu vholt
wnwppbpnie)ntuutn Ywu: Snwdwnpnhy nwghnuw
EU fjununw ywunbpwguh dwuhu. 100 hpphn
pulwy, wju Ywd wju Ynnup hwnptg... Fuw)g
Jwlw)p dinwonid BU hnygbpnd... Lpwup
wluhwuguunwunid BU jnipupwlg jntp ghudnnph,
Upw EpBfuwltph, Yung hwdwn: S3nipwpwUg jnp
UhU ywzunww k, jnipupuwiug jnip Yhu dwpunhy
£, npp wwzunnwwund £ hp puwnnwuhpp: Ywuwp
wuwwnbpwaquh dwuhU funubint jnipwhwiuinniy
«bgnw ntuEL: Lpwup ntuELU Wwwnkpwaqdh hptug
Jnipwhwiwnniy thnpdwnnie)niup: Gu Gpyhpp s6U
PG, ywuinbpwquh wnwehu opdwuhg duwgb|
U tnwup: hud hwdwp nddwp Ep npnnwu
pwgwwnptl, pE hug £ wywunbpwaup, pwgwiunpty,
b hug EU onwjhUu hwpdwyniubpp W hpphnwjhu
nUpwlyndéntpjntuutpp: Bu oyniwywgywd
tnwnwopubph EpBluwutbph hbwn wfuwwnnd th
npwtu wpunpbpwwlin, W wju thnpdu hud nud
wnykg, nwpdwy ywwnbpwagdhu nhdwluw)tint
hu Swlywnp: hd Swlywuwinp EpGjuwutph hbwn
wiRfuwwnwupl k: Bu hd opwagpnud hwswifu BU
fununwd UEp wneyw fuunhputbph dwupu: *ddwp &
funutl... hwdwiu wubhpp juhuwn UEN Wuduwywl
£ Pwyg Bpp UEUp undnpnud Bup funub) wyn Jwuhl,
Juwpnnwunw! Bup wybih nidbnwuwy... Yddwn £
funut| UEp Jwiuh Jwuh...

Unhuwnnhuw dwiyn



There are differences in how men and women
perceive and represent war. Men talk about war
rationally: 100 missiles fell, victory was won by this
or the other side. Women think with emotions. They
worry about each soldier, about his children, his wife.
Every woman is a protector; she is a warrior who
protects her family. Women have a unique «language»
to talk about war. They have their own unique
experience of war. | did not leave the country, | stayed
at home from the first day of the war. It was difficult
for me to explain to my son what the war was, what
air raids and rocket bombings were. | worked as an art
therapist with children from the occupied territories
and this experience gave me strength: it became
my front to resist the war. My front is to work with
children. | often talk about our daughter’s problems in
my diary. It's hard to talk about ... These are intimate
things. But when we learn how to talk about it, we
become stronger... It's hard to talk about our fear...

Khrystyna Valko

Lhwpwqupnnt™ Uphunhuw Ywiyn

lllustation: Khrystyna Valko
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Onwaghp wwhb| &0 Uhugl thEinpdwiph 24-p.
hhduwlywunwd gpt| U hd hwpwpbpnigniuutkph,
Gpwqutph, Uepphu thnihnfunieniultph nt
nwguwwubnph dwuhu: ®Eunpwph 24-hu wpnku
nnuuwlwu nwqdwlywu ninnwphrutbp thu
wunwundnd hd tnwit yepunid, b Bu unnhwyywé tnw
thwifugtl: Ujdd puwlwpwt 6J updtb) Upbdunjwl
Nypwhuwnd™ wdtbih wwywhny 2pewiuntd:
cwpniuwynd U gpky, huy bwfuyhu opwagntpu
dh2hnpnnh tnwul B Juwgk): Opwgph dwunpp
RNy £ tnwihu wnwybjwgnyuu wuytnd |huky,
ogunw £ gnpnigt| hupn ptq htwn b, funwuwihbiny
Uwnptph (Bwgnihg, wnwy 2wndyb):

hd opwghpp wdpnnendhu hwupwjnu gk:
Eu hpwwwpwynd B vhwju wju hwuindwséuknpp,
np Ywpnn EbU ogunwiwip |huk hwupnyejwup:
fuhuwn uEn wudlwlwu hwwnywdubpp, npnugnid
swithwquwug wuytnéwund U Jwpnywug hbtwin
hwpwptbpnipntuubph Jwuhu, s6d hpuwwywpuwiynid:
Opwagpntd fununwd BU nEoyniwywgywd tnwpwséputn
Juwunwpwéd hd Swuwwwphnpnnieniuutph
U Jyuyniejniuutph hwdwpdwu Jdwupl, hd
qgwguntuputph dwuhu, Epp inbuunwd £h
wytpwonte)niuutpp, thwfuunnwywuubph hEwn hd
wuwwndwpebpwwhwjh utwuuutbph bW ywwnbtpwaguh
dwdwuwly gpnn (hutnt dwuhl, Zwnpwuwyhg
quin’ wyj| pwuh dwuhu Bpwgbint hpwyntuph
dwuhl, «htnwdgyuwd wlphy hwdwfuwnwuhzh
Jwuhu nt EpEfluwiuEph ypw wywinbpwquh pnnwéd
wqntgnipjwl JwuhU, wggwjhu hupuntejwu
dwuhU, wju wpdtputph Jwuhu, npnup ogunid
EU nilypwhuwghutbphu (hub| wynpwu tninyniu b
ntd ginub| wuw)jpwnbint nnw oyniwywuwnnutph
unnuhg Utp dnnnynnh bjwndwdp hpwyuwlwgynn
gbnwuwwuntpjwu ntd:

Nypwhuwghubph UEd Jwup inpwydwutn
ntuh wwwnbpwaquhg: Spwydwih pniddwu

Lwiintphuw Ehnpnipyhuw



| kept a diary before February 24, but | wrote

mostly about my dreams, relationships with people,
intrapersonal changes and crises. On February 24,
Russian military helicopters were already flying
outside the windows of my apartment, so | had to
flee. Now | have to rent an apartment in a safer
region. | continue writing, but my previous diaries
are at home in Vishhorod. The «diary» genre allows
maximum frankness, helps to talk to yourself to avoid
«thoughts in a circle» and move on. My diary is not
publicly available. | publish only those episodes that
can be useful for a wider circle. | do not publish very
personal entries where | express frank thoughts about
relationships with people.

In the diary I talk about my trips to the
de-occupied territories, the process of collecting
testimonies and my feelings from the destruction |
saw; about my story therapy sessions with refugees
and what it is to be a writer in wartime; about the
right to dream about anything else than our Victory,
about the syndrome of deferred life and the impact of
war on children; thoughts on national identity and the
values that help Ukrainians to be so resilient and find
the strength to fight the genocide, being committed
by the Russian occupiers against our people.

Kateryna Yehorushkina
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thnybiphg Utlp duinptinh, qquguntuputiph L
pwntph Uhol ww guinub|u £, wjuhUpl' npwup
wnunwhwjintp' funupny Ywd gpnyd: Opwaghp
wwhtp hud hwdwn pEpwwlinhy gnpéplupwg
E: Wuybpw Bu jupgniywunu BU hwuwnwuinned
pwnuh Utg b yEpwénid wjt dwdwluwluwdnn
hug-np tnwpwédph: UUBLWUES fjuunhpu
wnwwunw E, Epp 2wpwpUtpny stu gnpnud,

LU pwntpp pEquhg funyu BU tnwihu: Epp s6U
Jwpnnwiunw dinptpu wpdwl 2wpwnnby, gnnud
U ybphpn (Wwuhwlg pwlwuwnbnsnieniu):
2ghwntd” wpnynp Yuipnn BU npwlp opwghn
UyngEl. wquin nunwitwdnpp ubkpwuduwjhu

funp gnpépupwgutph dwuhu k, npnup hwédwiu
sqhuinwiygdwé Bu: Uju pwlwunbndnip)niuutpp
2w qquwjwlwu Bu: Ypwughg Uh pwuhup
udhpdwé Bu Epbluwubphu, np Jwhwgtb| Bu
nnuwlwl hpEunwyndnip)niuutphg: Ujn
pwlwuntnontp)ntuutphg UEYp Unp UEpghu
opnpngujhuu k hp thnpphy Bpbluwght, npp
dwhwunw £ hpEug tnwu wybpwyutph tnwy
Uhusl ogunipejwl hwulbp: Gu gnb| BU wiju
pwlwuwntbnontp)ntup Uh pwuh thnytpny, wwn BU
|wg En&l, npnyhbBwnl uw E JEp hpwwunte)niup:

EppbUu Lwl hupuwpdbgnpydwu fuunhp &
wnwowund, Epp Unnwénid Bu' wpnynp
wwwnbpwaguh pn thnpdwnnie)ntup wpdwuh £
gnytint: Bu ghuynpwiywt pdhzy sEU, oyniwywghwih
Utg s&6U hwjuinuyb: Uhwiju hpwuwlwu «Cwhbnubip»
(wluonuwynt prsnn uwnp) Nt nnuwlwu hpphrubn
EU wugk| qjuwydtpundu, Gu JBY wpwpe (ngupwUh
uwnp hwwnwyht BU puk| b dwdtpnd buwink) gnipun
wwwutnwpuunid: Uju thnpdwnnip)niuubnp
swun upntuh Jwuhu Bu, uwuwiju Jhow £ Yipuku
duwipnhy, npnup wytih uwpuwthtih pwtph dheny
EU wugky:

Lwiintphuw Ehnpnipyhuw



Most Ukrainians are traumatized by the war.
One of the stages of trauma treatment is to find a
connection between thoughts, feelings and words.
That is, talking or writing them out. Keeping a
diary is a therapeutic process for me. In this way |
order the chaos and turn it into space - even if it is
temporary. The biggest problem arises when you
don't write for several weeks, then the words run
away somewhere. When | cannot convey something
in prose, | write verlibs. | don't know whether to
consider them a diary, but they are about very deep,
often unconscious processes in me. These poems
are emotionally very intense. Several of them are
dedicated to children’s deaths from Russian shells.
One of the poems is a mother's last lullaby to her
little child who dies under the rubble of their house
before help would arrive. | wrote this poem in several
stages; | cried a lot, because this is our reality.

Sometimes there is also the problem of self-
depreciation, when you think whether your experience
of war is really so important to reflect it in writing.

I am not from the military, neither am | a doctor; | we wa
was not under occupation. There were only Iranian el ad
«shaheds» and Russian missiles flying over me. | slept cawty

for a week on the bathroom floor and stayed for hours
in a cold bomb shelter. Yes, these experiences are
about severe stress, but there is always a person who
has experienced much more terrible things.

According to my observations, men, in their
public posts, write more about what they saw rather
than what they felt. They draw historical analogies,
provide facts and analyses; in the meanwhile, women
pay attention to feelings and internal changes
during the war; they write about the experiences
of refugees, motherhood and loneliness. Women
mostly understand that behind the destroyed
occupiers there are our fallen defenders, as well as the
wounded, the captured and the missing. They are all

Kateryna Yehorushkina f5



hU nhunwpydwdp ywwnbpwaqdh dwuhu
hpEug gpuwnnutpnd innwidwnnhy wykih 2wwn
wuwiindnd BU wiju Jwuht, pE hug BU inbub|, wy|
ns qqwgb|: Lpwup wwundwlwl gniguwhtnutn
EU wuglwgunud, thwuwntbp b yEpniénipniuttn
ubpywywgunwd: buly juuw)p nipwnpnieintu Bu
nwnaunw qguguniuputbpht b uEpwuduw)hu
thnthnfunie)niubtphu, gpnud B thwfuutnwuwuh
thnpdwnniejwl, Jwjp |hutnt nt Jhwjunipjwu
dwuhU: Ywlw)p hhduwlwund hwulwund BU, np
oyntwywunutph ngugwgdwl hEwnund Jtp gnhyuwd,
Jyhpwynpdwé, gbph puywo ud wuhbwn Ynpuws
wwuinujwiiutnu Bu: Lpwlp pninp hug-np JEyh
EpEjuwutpu B, sunnutpp, uhpwsé Jwpnhy: 64 wju
ghwnwlygnudp 2w gwynun t:

Onwanpnd npn2 optph gpwnndutn wykih
Enlywn BU, pwu Ujnwiubpp. ophuwy wuybpowuwih
thEwnpduwiph 24-p: Wn opp bu nuipwyhg hwutgh
nwinhu uhpgjuih bwdwyubpp Epypnpn
wfuwphwdJdwpunh dwdwlwlyubphg: Bu jupnwgh
Upw Uinnpnidutpp, pE huswbu £ wywunbpwqup
fudnnud Ephunnwuwpnnie)niup b gentgynie)ntup:
Lw sybpwnwpéwy wywuinbpwqguhg, b hd tnwiwnp
Upw bwdwyutpu hud Juinwhbg: Bu npwup npkgh
hd «wUhwughuwny Swdwpnynd b ninunpytgh nEwh
UhU' pnnutind hd uhptih tintup wpnku
unp ywwnbpwaqdh ywwndwnnd:

t
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someone’s children, parents and loved ones. And this
understanding is very painful.

Some entries in the diary are much longer than
the others. For example, the endless February 24. That
day | took out the letters of my grandmother’s beloved
from the Second World War from the nightstand. |
read his reflections on how the war devours youth
and beauty. He never returned, and my grandmother
bequeathed me to keep these letters. | put them in
my anxious suitcase and walked to Kyiv, leaving my
cherished home because of the new war.

Kateryna Yehorushkina
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17-18-nn. nwinhg h & jwju tnwpwénd guinwd
onpwignniejniup ukpunnpEu uwyweé £ wuduwywu
thnpadwnnipjniup wpswuwagpbiny pdpnutnt
dwpnyuwjhu gnpéncutniejwl hbwn: Unwplyuwjwyuwu
w2fuwnpht wuduwlywu wuljuwu tnwly pEYEnL wju
thnpawnnipintup vhbunyu dwdwlwly punwpéwly
wi2fuwnphp uwhdwuwthwyting hpEu™ dwipnncu
Unuintgutnt Uh wjuwhuh wuhpwdtwn gnpdnnniencu
£, npny JwpnU wnwnpyujwlwu wpfuwphp
Swuwikh £ nwpdund hp huwpwdnpnieiniuutph
uwhdwuubpnd: Mwwunwhwlywu sk, nipedy, np
opwagnntejntup swnynul £ hwunwwtu wpnh
2newiunid, Epp unp wi2fuwinphutph pugwhwjunnwdp
YELuwlywunptl wuhpwdtwn Ep nuwipdund bwle
wyn wfuwnhubph wjuwhuh pdpnunwp, npny
dBpohuutpu Epunwd Ehu wuhwwn Jwpnnt hwjwgpnid
pELJws hptlig huwypny:

\m{-‘w\w M. NinbgpnentUUERhU Ubphjnwdwé

{‘gmﬁ“; PN wju dwiipp JhLilnyU dwdwtwl unp
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wRfuwnhubph pwgwhwjndwdp ngEusdwé
Swuwwwphnpnutph ninEyhgu Ep nuinunw
Epywp Swuwwwphnpnnieniuubph dwdwuwy
U Jwpduwdnpdnd npwbu Upwug wuguwd
nwnnt hhznnntejntul hp EeEpnd wywinthwwod
swuwwwnhnpnwywl Unpwagnpnie)ntu:
Opwagpntejntul hp wju Ynnuny hwnuwwtu
gpwdnud Ep yuwlwug: 2wuwpwlwluwu
wjuwyhuh ywjdwuubpnud, Epp gpuiswuws Yhup
dhlunyu £ gpydwé Ep hwupwjunpEu hwuntu
quwnt hbwpwynpntejntuhg, opwagnntejntup
wwnnuEpp pwgwhwjntnt Swuwwwnhhu upw
Uhwjuwynip)ntuu nintlygnn nt thwpwwnnn puytp
Ep nwnund: Ujnwtu Ehu 18-19-pn nwiptpnud jwiju
nwpuwond ginunwd UEpphu opwignpEpp, npnup
nnipu guwiny wuwug 2ngwlwlutphg™ hwpwquiun
dwup Ehu nwnund bwb Upwug hwdwp, nyptp
hwyynid Ehu wEnbnt hpEug ubpwzuwnhp:
OpwgnnipjwUu wju hwwnynipniul £ uwwnh
wnunw $pwuuhwgh uwyhphunnwwhuwn

Uhpwiuntp Ydnjwiu



Literary diary, widespread since the 17-18th century, is
closely related to the human activity of understanding
personal experience by recording it. The experience
of refracting the objective world to a personal angle
and in the meantime, limiting the vast world in order
to bring it closer to oneself is a necessary act through
which one makes the objective world recognizable
within one's own capabilities. It is no coincidence,
then, that the genre of diary flourishes especially in the
modern era, when the discovery of the new worlds
made it vitally necessary also to understand those
worlds in their charm of being refracted in the eyes of
an individual.

Interwoven with travelogue, this genre became
a companion of travelers, inspired the discovery of
the new worlds, during their long journeys as a travel
notebook, and embraced the memory of the path
they took.This aspect of the diary especially attracted
women. In such social conditions, when a literate
woman was still deprived of the opportunity to speak
publicly, diary became a friend accompanying and
comforting her in revealing her feelings. In this way
personal diaries were widely spread in the 18th and
19th centuries: going beyond the circle of women, they
became a favorite genre for those who tended to delve
into their inner world.

Siranush Dvoyan
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UEU n& Fhpwlp, Enp opwanpwihU hp Jh znwh
Ute gpnud k. «Gu dblwly U, hd hpwhh Unwn, wwhyn
GU hd ublywlynud puin nwidwl gninhg, npp owab;
tghobpdu Ut [...] Rwlp np Gu wybip jwy pwl
snwubd wubiny, pwhp np wulwnpnn U npbt Guyniu
nwnwbwuhpnieywt Ughpybing wbwnp b qunswgubd
hUpu hud™ wunpwnwnelwiny hd Ubplwyhu npnuyejwlip,
hd upinp yhswlhu, hd Lwlph wyu hwinduéonid..» (25
ntyuntdptph 1794): NipEdu, wulwfiu Upwuhg, pb
opwagnpnte ntul hp Ube wywpthwyt| £ thnpand
wnwpyuwjwywu w2tuwnphp, pE ybnnw £ Jwpnnt
ubpwfuwnphp, wju dwpnnt hupbwfununiyeiniul £, nph
Ut Uhdjwug EU uEphjntudnid wnwpyujwywu
wi2fuwnhU nt Jwpnnt Uepw2fuwnphp: 26Ug wju
hwppnipjwu Ute UninEuwny punypny hptu Unwn
hupuwgnpnipjwup (auto fiction)” opwgpnipnLup
wnwppbpynid £ ybpghuhg Uh Ewwt Yeinnd. wju
ng G wudbwlwu thnpdwnniginitup hEunwhwjwg
Junnigbint bwfuwaghé £, wy wywhu hp pupwgph
Uto wuyntnt bW wpdwlwagntnt pupwghly
Juwiuinwpnid:

dwuph wju hwwnynieintul hp tnwpptp
Ynnutpnd h hwjwn £ quihu hwuwpwywywu
Uts htnwpBynidubph ™ hEnwithnjuwywu nu
wwuinbpwgquwlwu (hugwbu puwnwpwghwlwl,
wbwtu £ hwdwuwphwihu) ywjdwuubpnd
duntun wnwé opwagpbpnud: 2wuwnpwlwywu
hEnwptynwubpp hpwwwpwy Bu pEpnud
dwpnyuwjhu thnpdwnnipjwu dwiptpnud
Ynunnwywé fjuunhpubpp W npwbu Ywunu
nintygdnd npwup |ndtnt wpdwwnwywu
Enwuwyutpnd: Uw upnwd £ thnithnfudnn
w2fuwnhh hwunhdwu JELwy Juwgwéd Jwpnnt
qgqugnnntpjntuubpp W npwup pdpnUutint
Enwuwyutpp: Wu hwuguwdwupbpnd
hupUwfununtpjntup hwiwfu wwntbint vhwy
hUwnpuwdnpniejntbl £ pdpnudnud, W hugwGu
gbEpdwuwwl Swdpwpubpnid hwjnudwéd

Uuuw $pwulu k£ gpnid, hwunbu quihu npwtu

Uhpwiuntp Ydnjwiu



French spiritualist Main de Biran refers to this
feature of the literary diary when writing in one of his
diary entries: «l am alone, by my fire, kept in my room from
a severe cold which has arisen in the night [..] As | have
nothing better to do, as | am unable to devote myself to any
stable study, | have to entertain myself by reflecting on my
present condition, on the condition of my heart in this part
of my life..» (December 25, 1794). Therefore, whether
the diary tries to encapsulate the objective world or
excavate the inner world of a person, it is a self-talk in
which the objective world and the inner world of the
person intertwine. In this dimension, the diary is close
to the auto fiction, yet is different from the latter in
one essential point: it is not a project to retrospectively
construct a personal experience, but an ongoing
performance of living and recording the moment as it
unfolds.

This attribute of the genre appears in its various
aspects in the diaries created during great social
upheavals - revolutions and wars (both civil and
global). Social upheavals bring to the fore the problems
buried within the layers of human experience and

usually come with radical solutions. This sharpens ‘;\" ‘}\J\ﬁ‘“‘*@
the feelings of a lonely person that stands alone acoupawing

against the changing world, as well as the ways of & vobing
understanding those feelings. In such circumstances, \Af» "
self-talk is often perceived as the only chance to live, ey "C'?W
and as Anne Frank writes in the German camps, it is
a way to survive. «The nicest part is being able to write
down all my thoughts and feelings, otherwise, I'd absolutely
suffocate,» she wrote in her notes of March 16, 1944.
In war diaries, staying alive and staying human
by writing are often equated. By pursuing his own
creative act of writing, a person is not only able to
mentally touch the overlapping layers of individual and
social experience, which are elusive in everyday life,
but also to experience it in extraordinary conditions.
This, in turn, allows the recorder of catastrophic
events to fully comprehend what he describes. «What

Siranush Dvoyan 6 |
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yEunwuh Jvuwint tnwuwy: «Udbuwhwsbh dwup
hu pninn dinpbnU ne qquigdniupUbnp gnpbiu £ hwlwnwl
nbwpnud, bu pwgupdwhwwbu Gubnnybu»,— gpnud £ uw
1944 pywlywuh dwpunh 16-h gpwnndubpnud:
Muwuwunbpwqdwlwu opwantpnd gnptiny
yEunwuh Juwju nt dwpn Juwp hwswiu
hwdwnpdtp U nwnund: Uwpnu hp huy unbnéwd
huwnh™ gpbint hEuinbhg quwind ™ nnwn £ pwgnd
Uhdjwug punhniuy Uninbgud wuhwwnwluwu
nL hwuwpwywywu thnpdwnniejwl wjuwhuh
Swpbp Juinnygh 2nwithGint wngl, npnup ng Uhwju
Yjwlph undnpuwywl wywjdwuutpnid wunpuwih
EU, wj) bwl nnin BU pwgnid Jepwwynpbine wy®
wpunwunynp wywjdwubpnd: Uw k£, np hp heEpphu
ey £ wwhu wnbunwih nEwpbpu wpdwuwgpnnhu
hwunt nwnUw] hp huy Lywpwagpwséh huyniejwun:
«RUg np ibuwy L Als np jubgh hwlquidwlpp niukpL
wipnne whnnipbwl hhdntupp fuwfuntine: Stuwlwuonptu
ng Uthp wunp hwlhwnwlp §put: Wu qqugnudp dbowwku
nnnbg qhu np, hpp wquwn pwnwpwgh, hep phpht uty
hwpwquwn quitwlp, hwwwuwn ppwintupltpny oduinniwd
GL hwiwuwn wwpunwinpniehtlutpny pEnliwinpniwd,
wnwlg YEnwwwhnipbwl gnbd wyu Eebipp, npnup hwy Yung
Up nhipwqquidniptwl wpnhiupp hwdwnbit wibh, wknp
E Uity nGik dwpnlugh wpwpweoh Up fuplwpenifu
bL wulitnd tnwywinpnighilbpps,— gpmd £ 2wt
Buwjuiip Yhihyhwih 1909 pdwlwuh gwpntphu
udhpdwé hp Uybpwlwubpny Ut gnpnipjwiu
Lwfuwpwunw: Suwjwuh fununnjwuntejwl
niwagnpwy ynnd'u wyu £, np juqdwynpywd
Uh wdpnng wuwnphh pwunybint inBuwywt
Alwybpwnuwp hEnhuwyh wuduwywu
nwwynpnipjwu pndnd wugubny £ Epliaynid
npwtu Ynuypbwn nEwp ni thnpdwnnieniu:
LwjunpEu pdpnudwd ™ opwgpnie)niul, niptd,
punhwupniejwu tgpbp 2n2withnn wuduwluwu
wib gpnipjntUu E, npunkn thnpawnydnwd Eu
wnwpyuwjwluwu nt wudbwlywl wptuwnphutph vholt
J&pwihnihnfudnn Yuwtpp:
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| saw and heard was such as to rock the foundations of the
entire state. In principle, no one affirms the contrary. That
sentiment was, for me, as a free citizen and true child of
this land, enjoying the same rights and charged with the
same duties as everyone else, a powerful motivation to write
these pages without reserve. They should be considered less
the fruit of an Armenian woman's susceptibilities than the
spontaneous, heartfelt impressions of an ordinary human
being,» writes Zabel Yessayan in the preface to her
work In the Ruins dedicated to the 1909 massacres in
Cilicia. The remarkable aspect of Yessayan's confession
is that the theoretical formulation of the collapse of
an entire organized world is imaged as a concrete case
and experience after passing through the author’s
personal impression. Thus, the diary, in a broader
sense, is the personal writing touching the edges of
generality, where the changing connections between
the objective and personal worlds are being tested.

Siranush Dvoyan
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