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On the appointed day, September 19 of 1947, Armen and his family entered the ship under the Russian name “Pobeda”. This German ship, which the Soviet Union received as a trophy after the war, was impressive in size. There were many people around, and euphoria reigned in the air. Everyone was literally jumping for joy that they were finally going home. On the ship, passengers had a polite reception, were helped to their seats and got responses to all their requests. Of course it was touching and exciting, but it seemed suspicious to Armen. He remembered the British engineer’s words, who told him about the terrible post-war situation in the Soviet Union. And he wondered, Could this country change so much in two years?

Sitting on the deck of a ship and leaning on railing, Armen admired Beirut. One after another, beautiful buildings appeared before his eyes, and among them, a beautiful church appeared. After thinking for a while, Armen approached his relatives and warned them that he wanted to get off the ship to take a walk nearby while there was still time for the ship to leave. Then he turned to his brother, Garabed and asked if he wanted to come with him. The latter agreed, and the two of them got off the ship.

There was a similarity between the streets of Beirut and the area around the Hotel Baron in Aleppo: both cities had a French influence and urban charm. Armen, unable to stand the smell of the cafes, suggested they go into one of them and have one last cup of delicious local coffee, since he did not know if they would have the opportunity to do so in Soviet Armenia. While enjoying the fragrant coffee, Armen noticed a group of young people passing by and thought there was a school nearby. When they entered the St. Joseph Catholic Church, Armen learned that they had found themselves at the university of the same name.

"Garabed, let's find the engineering department," he turned to his brother. "Why, brother?" asked Garabed.

“An idea came to me; let's light the candles and go," answered Armen, adding, "I read that this university belongs to the Jesuits, and if you remember, I studied at their school."

“I remember, but then what?" asked Garabed in surprise.

“Come, you'll see," Armen answered, and asked those outside the church where the engineering department was. Fortunately, the chair of the engineering department was still in his office and welcomed the boys with kindness.

Armen quickly introduced himself, telling about his work experience and, of course, not forgetting his education at a Jesuit school. The head of the engineering department, after listening to Armen carefully, replied, "Young man, it was very interesting to hear your story. As for your desire to study with us, I can say that we would, of course, like to have a purposeful and intelligent student like you, but you are a little late; our classes have already started."

Armen was not satisfied with this answer at all and hung his head. When he and Garabed were about to leave the room, the head of the department said, "I see that my answer made you very sad, but let's try to make an exception for you."

After these words, the head of the department called the rector's office and said that he wanted to talk to him. Fortunately, he was quickly connected with the rector and told him about Armen, saying that he wanted to take him to study at his department. After continuing the conversation with the rector, the head of the department told Armen that the rector had no objections and had even expressed his willingness to reduce the tuition fee by half.

“So, Armen, you will have to find a job that will allow you to pay your tuition fees in addition to your living expenses in this city, unless, of course, you have someone to take care of you," said the head of the department.

Armen was happy to hear this, although he was about to start a new life in an unfamiliar city without anyone's help.

“Thank you very much, Mr. Chair. Can I come to class tomorrow?” Armen asked.

“Yes, you can. Then we will deal with the organizational issues of your reception,” the chair answered.

“What are you doing, my brother? We are leaving in a few hours, and you are You are laughing at these serious people?” asked Garabed, who had been following his brother in amazement after they left the office of the head of the engineering department.

“I was not joking, my brother. I really want to stay here and get an education, to become an engineer,” Armen answered sharply, then continued in a softer tone, “So you go to the ship alone and let them know that I am staying. I am not coming with you now, so the separation will not be too difficult for mother.”

“What? You've lost your mind! Let's go together," Garabed objected.

"No, I'm serious. Go, brother, and tell them everything, and ask Mother to forgive me."

After waiting a little longer, Garabed looked into his brother's eyes and urged him to go with him again. However, Armen was firm in his decision. Garabed, feeling it was impossible to convince his brother, waved his hand, turned around, and left.

After parting with his brother, he began to look around, deciding which direction to go to rent a comfortable and cheap apartment.

Fortunately, Armen managed to find a suitable room in the house of an Armenian family. The next day, he rushed to the university, completed the necessary paperwork, and enrolled in the engineering department of the Jesuit University of Beirut. Soon, Armen found a job and began supervising road construction in the city during the evenings. A new period began in his life - a period of combining study and work, which he navigated through hard work and willpower.

However, all this did not make him forget his beloved, Angel. He didn't just think of her every day; twice a year, during Christmas and Easter, he would go to Aleppo and admire her from his hiding place during the liturgy at the Forty Martyrs Church, returning without speaking to anyone. Thus, Armen’s four years of study passed, and he returned to Aleppo with his engineering diploma. He had no intention of going to Soviet Armenia, nor did he have any news from his relatives. In Aleppo, he least wanted to meet his relatives, especially Harutyun, as he did not know what to tell them about the past four years. He thought that later, once he found a job and settled down, he would confess the truth.

To find work, he decided to visit Vartanian first, but with the expectation of a different position. After waking up in the Hotel Baron room that it's owner, Krikor, had kindly provided, Armen showered, shaved, put on his light beige suit over a white shirt, sprayed himself with French perfume, and put on his brown shoes before heading to Vartanian’s office. Since the office was in the same location, Armen arrived in a few minutes. His heart began to beat rapidly in front of the door, but he controlled his excitement and rang the bell. Mademoiselle Azniv opened the door and, barely restraining her surprise, shouted, 'Look who's here!' The office workers ran to meet him, and among them, Armen saw his beautiful sweetheart, Angel, looking at him with a confused, surprised expression. Vartanian also came out into the hall, hugged Armen, and said, "So you are the young engineer Krikor said that you wanted to work for us."

Armen smiled and, looking at the delighted Angel with pride, replied, "Yes, it's me, Mr. Vartanian."
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“Armen, Armen, wake up, the ship is moving.” Armen was awoken by the voice of his younger brother, Garabed. For a moment, he did not understand where he was, whether on the deck of the ship or in Aleppo, in his boss, Vartanian's, office. Then he looked ahead and saw the lights of a big city; then he looked around and realized that his presence in Aleppo was just a sweet dream.

"You so tired from the journey that you slept for so long?" Garabed asked jokingly.

"You woke me up in vain, my brother, if only I had slept a little longer...," replied Armen.

"It's okay, you'll sleep in your bed and maybe see romantic dreams,” said Garabed.

"Oh, my brother, I will hardly have such a dream again," Armen replied regretfully.

The ship’s destination was the Soviet city of Batumi, located on the Black Sea. It is hard to tell in simple words how the residents of this city accepted repatriates Armenians from abroad. The ship moored at the accompaniment of a brass band. There were so many welcoming, festively dressed local people. They welcomed the visitors as their relatives and friends. Right on the sea port, which was decorated everywhere with posters, were covered banquet tables. Newcomers, joining the land of the Soviets, sampled local wines, snacks, bread and, of course, vegetables and fruits, which seemed extraordinary to them. But most importantly, the photographers walked around and photographed the happy faces around the festive tables. Armen
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