
WE ARMENIANS SURVIVED! 

I remember clearly the day the Battle of Marash started. 
My eldest half-brother, Puzant, was in Beirut at the American 
University (prior to 1920s known as Syrian 
Protestant College), studying tanning chemistry. My mother, 
Heranoush, was preparing dough for lavash. My young 
friend, Budik, and I were to take this dough to the 
German orphanage for baking. After we arrived, we waited 
for the bread to be baked. I noticed a French soldier looking 
through his binoculars at Mt. Akhur, aka Akhur Dagh. The 
soldier spoke aloud, saying “There’s going to be fighting 
today!” 

When the bread was done, Budik and I hurriedly 
left—Budik to his house and I to mine. I burst into the 
kitchen and loudly exclaimed to my mother, “There’s going 
to be a battle today!” She was busy with kitchen chores and 
told me to go away. While I continued pestering my mother 
about the battle, my two cousins, Dicran and Haroutune 
(who were sons of my mother’s sister, Shamiram 
and her husband, Abraham Berberian) dropped by. 
They were on their way back to their home from the 
store, where they worked. They told us that an old man saw 
them and angrily asked, “What are you doing here? 
Can’t you see all the stores are closed and everybody’s 
gone home? Go! Close the store and go home!” They left. 
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