Zabel Yesayan’s Letter to Avetik Isahakian

December 17, 1934

Yerevan

Dear comrade Isahakian,

I have been meaning to write you this letter long time ago but for some reason it got delayed. I started writing it but had to stop twice and so it sat idly. When I was at the conference
 in Moscow, I had an urge to converse with you every day but it was impossible. 


I have finally moved to Armenia with my two children and I am very glad. Sophie and Hrant are happy, too. Sophie is working at the National Library where she is the head of European Literature and Hrant started working in a chemical lab at the Kauchuk Factory the third day that he arrived; he is working on the formula of a chemical compound, which, they say, will be very important to the kauchuk industry. His experiments have brought some good results so far and he is very satisfied with his achievements. 


Berkruhi
 will be giving birth soon, so I will have my first grandchild as a gift for New Year. For the time being, they were given an apartment at the Kauchuk Factory—it’s a nice, furnished apartment—and we hope they’ll move into the city soon, to the new Kauchuk building. 


Regarding us, writers, you probably have been following the news in the papers. The recent discussions have been around Derenik Demirchian’s new play, “Napoleon Korkotian,” which was heavily criticized. The Writers’ Union organized two panel discussions, during which (with a small exception) they really tore him apart. They are planning on holding a third one—we’ll see how that goes. 


All your friends and acquaintances always ask about you: “When is he coming back?” I could be asking the same question: When are you planning on coming back? We would be very happy to have you among us.


Since my arrival (it’s been almost two years now) life here has improved dramatically. There are less problems with getting food and other things; generally speaking, I feel things are getting better with each week. 


Starting with January 1, we are not going to use bread coupons anymore; there are many new stores where they are selling butter, cheese, fruits and miscellaneous household goods. Today they opened a new shop where you can buy fashionable fabrics and ready-made clothes. And should I mention Moscow? It has undergone quite unimaginable changes! The huge Mostorg can compete with any first rate store in Paris. We are soon going to have a similar universal store here in Yerevan—they are almost done with the building.  


Dear comrade Isahakian, I often tell myself, “How smart it was to move here,” freeing myself of the decadence of Europe, leaving both friends and enemies behind. I am financially secure, my heart is at ease, my children are here with me and I am able to dedicate most of my time to literary work. I just finished a book of childhood memoirs called Gardens of Silihtar and sent it to the publisher. I also did a translation of de Coster’s
 excellent novel, which Bakunts will convert into Eastern Armenian and get it published. I’m currently working on the second volume of memoirs and a novel entitled Uncle Khachik (about life in Constantinople). I have a future project in mind, a novel about life in Soviet Armenia
, however it’s still in an embryonic stage. 

Alazan often mentions your name and recently told me that he received a letter from you. Quite frankly, I felt a bit envious, but I know that I’m to be blamed for this. I hope that you aren’t offended by my silence and will soon respond. How is your wife? How is Vigen
? Please send them my fond and warmest regards. The atmosphere in Europe is getting unbearable and worse each day—why don’t you all come back to Armenia? The living conditions here, unlike over there, are getting better with each day.

Sophie, Hrant, and Berkruhi are sending their warm regards to all three of you.

Fondly,

Zabel Yesayan

� Yesayan was invited to the Soviet Writers’ Fourth Conference. 


� Berkruhi Hovanesian, Hrant’s wife. 


� Charles de Coster (1827-79), Belgian novelist, whose efforts laid the basis for a native Belgian literature.


� An unfinished novel. 


� Isahakian’s son. 





