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  Nectar tells of the atrocities of the Armenian genocide through the story of one young woman’s lifetime—the family she lost, the love she found, and her determination to survive.


  WARNING: This story contains disturbing depictions of genocide, infanticide, torture, rape and violence as described by the many survivors of the first genocide of the twentieth century.


  Dedication


  This story is dedicated to my great-grandmother Alice, my great-grandfather Yeghizar, the family they lost, and to the 1.5 million Armenians whose ghosts roam the Holy Mountains.


  To Serj Tankian, thank you for the awareness you’ve given the world through music.


  Yeraz, The Ottoman Empire, 1915


  I would speak as a child, but I’m not a child. I have not been a child since I was fifteen years of age, when these unimaginably horrific atrocities occurred.


  In the times that try a child’s soul, imagination is her best friend.


  When the Ottomans invaded my little kingdom, which in ancient times sprawled for hundreds of miles east, west, north and south, I had no choice but to resort to the world within my mind. For decades already, they had treated us as second-class citizens because we believed in Jesus. To me, God is God, whatever name you prefer to call Him by. Allah is just the Arabic word for God, is it not?


  We believed in different things than the Empire, and so we were forbidden to bear arms or own horses, and unfair taxes were proposed. Our people began to bristle under these laws. Some decided to convert faiths, and then they were allowed to have guns and horses. But a lot of us remained Christians.


  There had been many incidents in the decades before. Some of our men and boys were inducted into the Ottoman military, used as work horses until they dropped dead or were shot for fun. My father, Zmer Voskerichian, was afraid it would happen to him. He was glad he had no sons. My mother, Krisdine Hovanessian, was a soldier fighting against the oppressive Empire, along with her sister Tamara, before she met my father, and they married in March, 1897. Their first child, my eldest sister Lilit, was born in January of 1898. Then my sister Sonia followed in March of 1899, and I followed in June of 1900.


  Papa’s worry about having sons abated until baby Zmer was born in October of 1914.


  On 24th April, 1915, the long and terrible massacre, the calamity, the genocide, began. Baby Zmer was just seven months. The Empire rounded up hundreds of powerful Hay intellectuals and murdered them. Then they descended upon us, the commoners.


  And, as they say, the mind is a powerful weapon. My infant brother was murdered before my eyes. They ripped him from my father’s arms and threw him under the hooves of the horses, who trampled him senseless. When he still cried, they beheaded him.


  I closed my mind to that image. Forever. I will not suffer myself nor baby Zmer that indignity. He is in Heaven now. Where all babies go. The innocent are wrapped in the arms of mercy.


  They murdered my parents’ spirits at that moment, too, because the cries they made reached into Heaven, and God heard them and wept.


  Lilit and Sonia, were raped in the mud puddles that formed during the rain. It was much harder to block their cries of outrage and pain. There is no greater a crime against a woman than a man entering her body without her invitation. The filthy men who violated my sisters, stripped them naked, laughed at their humiliation, and then took turns abusing them, torturing them sexually, did not see the eyes of vengeance boring into their backs.
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