Rita

     I would like to tell a few words about myself as I think it is a good time now to sum up the past stage of my life. This offers the opportunity to view from a distance my existence and consider whether it was worth coming to Europe or maybe I made a fundamental mistake changing drastically my life in the mature age of 45. For last 28 years I have lived in Armenia. In Caucasian region people live in a close relationship; it is regarded as the most appropriate that a person in my age settles down, spends time on helping children and taking care of grandchildren; simply, lives her life of a carer of hearth and home. But such approach to life was capsized by a conflict in Nagorno-Karabakh, war, blockade, earthquake in Spisak and eventually, a disintegration of the Soviet Union. All those tragic events made me feel lost, like a small part of the great machinery.
    Thus, I will try to present my journey through life step by step. I was born in Azerbaijan, a Caucasian republic, which was the part of the Soviet Union. I finished there with honour my secondary and musical schools. In those times Azerbaijan was a home ground for a great number of Ormians, finally, the country had been their ancestral land since Roman times. Between 1960 and 1970 became obvious that Azerbaijani government would do whatever possible to expel Ormians; it was called “white genocide”. Due to the government’s policy young Ormians fled to Armenia or Russia in order to study or work, simply, because they had no future in their own country. Living condition in Azerbaijan became unbearable; being at the very edge of my endurance I felt that my world was falling down.. To study I went to Armenia to Yerevan where my uncle had been living. The rest of my family, my mum, dad, two sisters and brother stayed in Azerbaijan. 
     In 1981 I went to the State Engineering University of Armenia to study two faculties: technical cybernetics which I graduated in 1986 and medical cybernetics graduated in1987. These were immensely interesting years fulfilled with receiving education and wonderful students’ times. Our group consisted of good and wise people. There was no cultural event we missed. After graduation I was sent to a small city - Abowian, a partner town of Yerevan. 
     In Abowian there were operating two big factories, each of them was like a city in a city, apart from them some smaller manufactures existed. The city was populated by highly qualified experts who indulged in all goods. I hold a position of an engineer in Construction Office in the factory where thousands of people worked. There was a good infrastructure that included basic social services such as the hospital, bakery, greenhouse, even glasshouse where vegetables and fruits were planted according to the highest standards of Japanese technology. Everything was wonderful, I gradually climbed the ladder of my career. After three years I was offered a position in the Local Commission of the City Council. I had great plans for future.  
     Maybe I will not be very precise as I cannot remember dates but I suppose it could have been the1988 when the riots broke out. There were massive protests of Karabakh Armenians, people fought for independence, for freedom of their country (Karabakh is a historical Armenian region which had been taken over by Stalin and Bolsheviks in the twentieth years of the last century.) Azerbaijanis and their government successively expelled the native people from their land. The conflict in Karabakh arose not only from territorial disagreement but also, what is essential, it was and still is a war between two religions, on the side of Islam - Azerbaijanis and Christian Armenians on the opposite pole.  When the protests occurred, simple people did not even imagine how terrible consequences they would have to face up to.  Hundreds of innocent Armenians were slaughtered by Azerbaijanis.  All the members of my family were in danger, they lived there. My father was half Polish as my dead grandmother was a Polish citizen who had fled to Azerbaijan in 1937 to rescue her life from soviet oppression. My father’s origin was a common fact but it would not have saved him and his family in confrontation with Azerbaijanis’ fanatics armed from teeth to toes.
     Soviet soldiers stationed in Kirowabad were completely indifferent to the slaughter of Ormians and later other groups of Christians as well as the scenes of utter chaos and destruction; their priority was to  wait for the orders from Moscow. During a few days Christian families migrated to a small Armenian district in Kirowabad, they circled around the Armenian Orthodox Church. It was their stronghold, a spiritual centre. Soon the building of the church was changed into a hospital. Wounded soldiers, raped women and children found their shelter there. The sufferers were nursed by volunteer doctors and the injured patients themselves. Men with sticks, shovels, hunting firearms in hands defended the holy place. All those people felt, some of them maybe for the first time, the close communion with God. The faith was the only hope, only He could have been our saviour.
     Azerbaijani’s bandits, intoxicated by drugs, committed their disgusting crimes in other Armenian’s cities (for instance in Baku or Sumagait). Under cover of the night the degenerated Azeri monsters attacked Ormians bringing pain, death and humiliation to innocent people.  All the atrocity was committed by the local authorities; Soviets turned a blind eye to this tragedy.  Azerbaijanis followed in the footsteps of their Turkish ancestors who had been responsible for the genocide of 1,5 billion Ormians in 1915. It is obviously hard to believe that things like that could have taken place in the twelfth century in a civilised world in the Soviet Union - a beacon of friendship among nations.
     After my father’s death we found out that there was the Polish Society “Polonia” in Armenia; it was directed by prof. Ałła Kużmińska, the wisest and charming person, talented organizer, active, intelligent and beautiful woman. Dear Ałła, all those labels are not flattery. People who knows you will admit that my words are true. Professor Kużmińska has been the president of the Society for 15 years. She created a warm homelike place – with its choir “Gwiazdeczka” (little star), Polish classes with Polish teachers (we especially express our gratitude towards our beloved teacher Mrs. Anna Mysik),  young  “Polonia”, young at heart Polish grandmothers and grandfathers, nice celebrations, concerts, feasts, excursions and newspapers. There was a happy and friendly atmosphere. I and my sister found solace in “Polonia” after our parent’s death.  Together with our husbands and children we attended Polish classes. Poland became closer and closer. In time our families decided to move to Poland.
     After taking the decision we started to collect needed documents as according to the Repatriation Act we were not allowed to obtain Polish citizenship.
     In the end we handled with procedures and bureaucracy; there was a removal and a long awaiting meeting with faraway and close at the same time Poland.  Warsaw! The city charms constantly with its beauty and uniqueness. Every time we come across something new or unusual we regret that our parents and grandmother cannot share our feelings.
     Since the short time of our staying in Warsaw we have formed a nice friendship. The fear of being lonely and rejected appeared to be unjustified.  Our Polish friends welcomed  us with open arms, they surrounded us with warmth and   understanding. Our children spend time together, they are friends. Due to this friendship Polish and Armenian tradition wove together, in some way the same happened seventy years ago when my Polish grandmother married my Armenian grandfather.
    I would lie if I said that there were no problems. Unfortunately, there are not any well known organisation or centre which could give a helping hand to new coming repatriates. It is difficult to receive any information about everyday life in Poland. Such a multifunctional centre could help newcomers to adapt as quickly as possible. It should be taken into account that repatriates do not know the topography of the city, do not know where to go to find any help. The centre could organise Polish classes or legal support. My family did everything on a trial basis as it was a new country, new customs and law. If we had not met our friends in Warsaw who sought for such organisations, it would have been much harder to survive.
   Seeing the happiness of our children, how easily they assimilated, we forget about never-ending problems and hardship. They learn at school and university with great pleasure. Looking at them, we believe that life spare them trials, wars, wandering and all that terrible plight that we and our relatives had to experience. I hope that our children will have bright and prospects in Poland.
Poland, September 2010
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