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hwdwn, pninp GpulGg hwdwp, nyptp Yytig mwpmg

wytih whwmmd 6 «Uwhjuluwb fuwydbpnel»
opwgpnid U htnnunmwwnmbuw hG  hwnnpnmdGip GG
wuwupwumnd <wpwywihG Ungyuwuh tptp tpypGhph
nupnguwbbtph swulwlygnpjudp: Uju Gwfuwghop hw-
wmniy wmtn niGh {wywunwGh, CpwunmwGh b Ugpplowh
hULSEL3NRULELD  dwulwghnmwlwl  Yjuwlpnud:
Jujujuyul qquginiGpwjhG (hgptpp uvnwlmd
onpwthtiih wpynilpp qgmud GG pt” opwgph wGdhowywd
dwulwlhglbnp, pt’ JuquiwlbtpwnipjnGGph wyp w)=
fuwwmwyhgltipp:

‘ ! Ju thnpphy gniGwqunn ghppp pww pwly k dkq

Uh phy yYhdwhwgpmpymb:
6 wmwpjuw. - plpuigpni’ Unwm
150 nwpnguwywGltp -ow-
(npwgwl pugpnipjul - wy=
pniptGhG, thnpdtghG  hpkig
hwnnpuwjuph - e puigpnnp
niptipmy: 135 cwyuwwunwGhGhp
wdwpwjhG vty wihu wighwugnptghl dkghw dwipwpmy
Ul onyh, ndwGp L Uhotipypuywl ontyh * whhG:
2004p-hg wwwmwlh jpugpnnGbpG pptGg wyjwq funp-
hpppwwmGtph  htw  wwwpwunbghG 265 - htnmu-
nwhwnnpnmy®  wyth  pwa@ 1500 . wndbGhpny,
npnGp  bptp  bpypGeph  GphuwuwpnGeph - Yyubph
wuwwuninipniGitp thG U Gphunwuwpnuywl hwjwugp
thG  YwlphG: <wnnppmiGtpp  bGpbtp  htpwpdwlyb-
ghG funpnp htpnmumwplGypmpymGiipny Gpbp (Eqyny’
hwjtipkl, YpwgtiptG, wnpptiowlbtptl: dpwlp wmwppbp
wlmGitp mGtpG.  <wywowmwind «UklGp  Ghp»,
dpuwunwlind «ykGh Epuypbuh» (Ukp dhwyplpwgp),
Unppbowlnud «Rhshn nnypn» (UagnudwyhG wwphp),
pwyg GmyyG opwqghpG thG' gqpubhywlwl, GpptiG
Junnigywopwjhl moniGhph wmwppbpnipjudp:
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OJtph nt  thwu-
wmbph htwmumyd wwn
wjl pwlbp b YuG,
npnlp hwdwfu )n-
unhtih - 3bG,  puyg
Juplunp &G U wqnb-
ghy: GpbjuwGbphg jni-
pwpwlsynipp, wlywfu
hp wwphphg m  wg-
gnipjniGhg, wlguwy whuwwmwlpwjhl ndjupnipniG-
Gtph  dhony' nunGwny qgptipk JYwulwqbwn (pug-
pnn e gptpt hwumG dwpn: UdwnwjhG  dwdpwpG
m ngpul hwonpnuo  wpuwwmwlpp  hujwjwywb
wqptignipjniG nmiGhgwl  jnpwpwlynp wnuyh o
wnoyw  Ywlpmd® Gpwlg JujwugiwlG, Jwulwqgh-
mwgiwl, whuwphpGyuiwl, dhijwlg htn hwnnp-
quygnipjul, hwlnmpdnquiwlnipjul, ny; Junuuw-
pughG dnwonnmpjul hwdwn: Lpwlp wyn pGpwgpnid
hwugnptighG pGytpnGtp dtnp ptpt), unynptighG wwwnwu-
[JuwGwwmm {hGh; hptiGg wpwoGtph hwdwp U Sh phy E
[twnunupup qupdwd:

Uju gppmd dtGp hwyjuwpb] GGp 21 tuub: dnpphy
pwgwhwjnmubtnh htinhGwyGtnhg pwwmbtipp hhiw wpnbG
dto dwpnhy GG, nd hwiwp «UwGquyul fowsdbpniyp»
dlwgl] b wlgyumui: Lpwlg dh dwul w)fuwwnnn
[nwugpnnGtp GG, WnuGbpp” wy] dwulGuwgqhnnmipymGGp
GG pGupt;: Gupnuing dbp pGumpwo wmwpptp GpypGaph,
wmwpptipn mwphGiph U mwppbp mpudwnpnipniGGeph
wju wuwwundmpmGitpp' pGptingnnp gmgt pwwnm  pwl
hdwlw vtp hwdwwmbn U pwgunhy thnpdh YwuhG:

Qnph vk nnip Guwl ujujuwnuwy Yqubtp, ujuywnwih
db9 L' 6 wwphGhph pGpugpnd  wwumpwuwmJwo
wwwninipjniGGiph nu phpitph pGunpuwGha:



OUR CROSSROADS

his little fancy book is very dear to us, to all that

I have worked in the Kids’ Crossroads project for

over six years now, producing television programs

with the participation of school-aged young people from

the three countries of the South Caucasus. This project

is special to the professional life of INTERNEWS in

Armenia, Georgia, and Azerbaijan. Not only the direct

participants in the projects, but also other staff of the or-

ganizations receive enormous emotional charges and feel
the tangible impact.

As to the statistics, about 15()
people became familiar with the ABC of journalism over
the course of six years, and tried out the roles of anchors
and reporters. 135 young people spent one summer
month in the media camp on the shores of the Black

school-aged young

Sea, and some on those of the Mediterranean. From
2004 on, the young journalists worked with their mentors
to prepare 265 television programs with over 1,500
stories that told the life stories of young people from the
three countries and presented the young people’s views
on life. The programs were broadcast on large television
companies in three languages: Armenian, Georgian, and
Azerbaijani. They had different names: “Menk Enk”
(“We are”) in Armenia, “Chveni Expresi” (“Our Ex-
press”) in Georgia, and “Kechid Dovru” (‘“Transitional
Age”) in Azerbaijan. The three were the same program,
with differences in graphics and structural solutions.

Many other things occurred behind the numbers and
facts, which were often not tangible, but were important
and influential. Each child, regardless of age and na-
tionality, passed through the difficulties of the job to be-
come almost professional journalists and virtually mature
individuals. The summer camp and the employment that

followed greatly influenced
the life of each boy and
girl in terms of their de-
velopment, professionalism,
views of the world, abili-
ties to communicate with
one another, tolerance, and
a non-stereotypical mindset.
In the meantime, they managed to make friends, learned
to be responsible for their actions, and to some extent
became peacemakers.

This book is a compilation of 21 essays. Many of
the authors of discoveries are now grown-ups for whom
the Kids’ Crossroads is in the past. Some of them are
working as journalists, while others have chosen other
professions. By reading this selection of stories from
different countries, different years, and different moods,
the reader can learn a lot about our extraordinary shared
experience.

The book also contains a DVD with the selection
of reports and films made during the six years of the
project.
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Lwjwumnwb

wuwpwlnd hGéd uyutighG «nbpnphun»  wi-
' ' Jwlby, tpp Ybpwnpuwpdw «UwGuiuwl fuws-

dtpniy» opwqph  wdwnwjhG dwdipwphg nu
nuupGybtpGtnphu  wwwditgh, pt hGy mpwju m hb-
wmwpnpphp dwdiwlwy Gy wlgyugnt” Yypugh nt wnppb-
owlgh btphwnwuwpnltph htim kY wdhu dh hwpyh
nwl wwpbny: Yuwunwlmd thG, pwyg hGaGhg tplup
dudwlwl wwhwl9ytg wwwgnmgtini, np hujuybu
Jupnn td wnppbowlgh pGytpGtp nGtGw), np Gpwlp
(bwl GG vbq U hptlp E dbq wbu pplwint Ytpuuwph
Jupopwwmhuyp hwnpwhwptint funhpG nGhLG:

Gpe «UGUR GUp»-p Ubpawwtu Gptp nnupu GYu,
Unyl  nuuplybplbpu, nypbp pud «wbrnppun»
Epu  wbdwlnd, uyubogpt  hwpgwipubny  wlby
spwgpp Jwupli; Uppymbpnd  Upwlighg Gpyniup
huynybgh humnpndui henplwyubpp phJdnd:

Uyuwytiu ujujwo dknhw thnpdwnnipyniGu dh pwGh
nwpjur < wpniGuynmpyni mAhguy, m nwpdwy hd
wikliwito Jwulwghnwywl nupngp, phl npuybu

wjnuhupG’ nuuplpwgltn tqnuwb dhw)l wikGuuygqpniy,
tpp htinnmunwwuntunmpjul wypmptGl EhGp ubpunuwi:
bull wikGwlwplunp uutipp tu unynptigh, Gpp «iko

dwpnhy» hGé YuunwhtighG wpfuwnbp wmbuwiughyh
htim, uUnGunwdl], umbtnowgnpoty, ughklGupltpn qpby
pGytpGiphu htivn unmbinot; Wkp hwnnppndp® dbtp dw-
upl, Udtq hwdwp: «Utklp Ghp»-md  wdkGuupunp
nwutinphg WEYG £} ujpwpbny unynpbyG Ep, npnyhbunl
bGuntpimuny wlpnphww Gnp hnpdwpyniGbp wit-
. dhowywjn nt hwdwpdwynipjmb Yu:

bd witlopyw funuwygnmpyniGGtph ptdwltpp thnpu-
ytighG, pwqiuqui nupdwl: Cthmdi dwulwqbnGtph
nt hd hwuwlwyhgGiph htn {<wjwumwlmd m Gpyphg
noipu, hGpGnipnyG npnpmiGhp plgniGhne  Juplnpne-
pmil, Gwhypl wwwmibtpugniGipp Gnp  thnpény
thnfuwphGnt  WywupwunmwlwinipniG... Uh  funupny
wju opwghpp oqltig dh phy wytih wpwq dhowluy
n wpfuwphp dwlwgstp: Udth ni) wnhp nilGhghp Gl
nwpwowpowlh  Gphunwuwpnlitph  hbn Gwb wy
opwgnptph dwulwygt] b witkl wlqwd wybth humnmwy
bl qqugti hu m yynu dwuGwyhgGiph mwppbpnipyniGp,
nyptp  upopwwhwbpp  Ynupbme wehp  nghn jEhG
niGtgh: ‘Lpwlp hwiwf Juublnd thG Gpyfununipjwl
wnwohl pwjip wdt’ shGpunpting wlquy, np dh pwlh
onhg ukip 2thnuiGtpp 9tipd pGytpnipjwG EhG Yytpwoybiyne:

Ot bptp GpypGtph dwuwywmwpny, pt hwnjwwybtu
hwjtiphu powlmy 4dtnp ptpwdo hd plGykpGtpp pwwn
gniGwynp, wldtp9 LGipghwyny gywo, hGunbtjtiunnt-
w] n ubthwliwuwl «buh» wmbnp «dtlpnid» qwy hiwgnn
tppnwuwpnGbp 66 nupdb;: LpwGg Yhywm Jupnn G
qu(t]” wpuwphh np dwjpmu kp, np (hGeG (hpnp 2wwnmbpu
tlp dwithnpymy U pwwm): Utilp Yupnn GGp YpyGt dkp
wwwnwltinpjul pubGpnpymGGtpp, np uwntinotghlp
nt YhutighGp opwqph 2Gnphhy: Gy hGs by np wGhkGp,
ytponud, npwbtu YJwGnlG, hhpmd GlGp uvwnmmphwjh dbp
wytpe thnpdbpp, tpp ny shwdwdiwlwy, puwjg YhwuhG
wumu thGp. Gptipmd® UtGp Glp:
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hen I returned

Seda Grigoruan
from the

Armenia
) W summer camp

of the Kids' Cross-
roads project and told
my classmates about
the joyful and exciting
time I had spent by liv-
ing under the same roof
with Georgian and Azer-
baijjani young people for
one month, the class started
\ calling me “a terrorist.” Of
course, they were joking, but
it took me a long time to
) prove to everyone that I can
actually have Azerbaijani
friends and that they live
like us and, like us, need
to overcome the enemy
image stereotype.

When our Menk
Enk show was final-
jy alred, the class-
mates that had fa-
beled me a terrorist flooded me with guestions about
the project and, eventually, two of them joined the
show reporters team,

My media experience, which began in this way, lasted
some years and became my greatest professional school,
although courses as such were delivered only in the very
beginning, when we learnt the ABC of television. I
learnt the most relevant lessons when “adults” trusted
me to work with the camera, to edit, to create, and to
write scripts, creating with my friends our program about
us, for us. A key lesson in the “Menk Enk” show was

5

learning from mistakes, since Internews provides the en-
vironment and courage to experiment.

My everyday conversation topics changed: they be-
came more diverse. Contacts with experts and my peers
in Armenia and abroad, the importance of taking my own
decisions, and the willingness to substitute old perceptions
with new experiences... In a nutshell, this project helped
me to grow up slightly faster and to start conceiving the
world. Later, every time I had the opportunity of par-
ticipating in other projects with young people from our
region, I clearly felt the difference between myself and
the other participants that had still not had a chance of
crushing the stereotypes and were often afraid of mak-
ing the first step in the dialogue, having no idea of the
warm friendship that would grow out of our contacts in
just a few days.

Speaking of friendship, I found friends in all three
countries, especially among the Armenians, who are very
colorful and energetic individuals with an adequate under-
standing of the place of their “ego”

within  “our collective
T mr

ego.” I can always find
them in any corner of

the world I go to (many
of us do travel across
continents) and act in

the crazy ways that !

we crafted and
[/ \

shared  through
the project, and
to say at the

end, as al-

ways not con-

currently, but

jointly, “Menk
enk!”
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4 puwuwnu

phG: Qtd pwguwnnid, np dwjpu tp hGéd qpubghy:

Puwyjg qwy hphpnd Gy, np htlGg 14-wdijulhu opp’
dwjhuh 9-hG, qubqtghG bGuntpGniuhg U wuwghG, np
wnwohl thnyl wlgh)] td m whwp £ wwwmpwumybd
hwonnnhG: bul tpp wlgw pnmnp thnybplG ne dGYGegh
Gwipwpn, powlynpyniGhg utGpwgh th:

\’{wnmg En nu, std £ hhpnd, hGywbtu nhdtgh vpgnij-

Gptip Jwpwp wnwlg oGnnGhph’ Gnp Ywpnhly, nwunt-
ghsGtn, Gupwhwlmibtp, ony, nhuynnty...

Urwopl Wnrpu pontyp Jwupl kp... G nnugp,
nd qenulity gwllwgnnUbpplt Jwl Ep wnwipu pp
powuuypwynd: Rpnmyniubipp jsupy wpgbtsy kp
slpbl swlpwpp wwpwdpp: Swnr kp  dupusund
puwspuinty wyn Yuwnbp, euyg (wy Wnie unwliugn
hwdwp wpkap; G pud hwuywgwl; Upnidtl (wy
unwaybo, sbugwd upbunuipp Gpup 20 hnpdny
Ulwpbgpup,.,

Lwy hppmd &Y, hGsybu EhGp
pnp-pnnip (wuwywwpwunyniy.
GpiJwGh m Pwpyh GphjuwGtph
htm  Juqyqmui EhGp Mptyhhny
gty U hwingmi JwppubGg, np
dwulwlygtl  hwnnppiwGp:  UUkG
hG; wnwohG wlqwd tp, U uklp
owwn thGp hmgqymud: Gptynjw6
hwjwpynd EhGp m pGGwp-
ynud® hGy nt phGywbu wiby:
flownp fudptph thip pw-
dwljwo” ny tpypltpny,
ponpu dh phd Ehlp: <p-
dw qwy &Y hwuljwlnwd, np
hwquuntiy E (hGmd, Gpp
dwpnyuig funuipp h phd
E nqunlmd, ptyniqu Jupd
duwdwGwyny:

) ;

Utp Gwdpwphg 7 wwph £ wlghy, U bu 311&2 wj
EL 2nud G pwwntiph htn unggulighpmy® wly
wqqnipjnilhg: Pwugh wyn dtp dwlwwwnhGbpp hu!lﬁuh'l- '
G0 hwwnynmd wmwpptip dhowqqujhG on hprfui: Utip
ubpGnh  ypwgh  SwuGwlhgGhphg zltxﬁﬂ' w6
wnwowwnwn  htnnuwmwpGybpnipni it .tpulqpmlﬁhp
tG: UtGp Lhyw wlmlnd 2 wmnu m[ihﬁﬂp‘: ‘Lnuilghg
utyp pwlwuwmbtno E nupdb], b tu hul,d.';u td (iﬁmﬂ
(pw unmbtinowgnpowlwl tptynGhphG: ®.

«QUtGh Epuwypbuhmi» tu WGy wwph U hwnnppu-
Juwp th, U jpugpnn: UYtih pw6 10 Gnip wuwmpuuwnb-
gh: bhwpyt, Jwwnm hwdbkh tp, np thongngnud hGd Gwlw-
snid thG: Utp opwghplG hGd hwdiwp wnwohG htpphG
wpfuwuphp mbuGhne b pGYubm hGwpuynpmpniG En:
Gu hwulwgw’ hG; htmwppphp Lt 2thytp hGaGhg U
hpwphg fuhuwm wwppbpdnn dwppuig htn: {wulw
gw, np nu wikGUhG E sh fpwlqupnd ny plGytpnipniG
wltyniG, ny £ vhwuhG wuwwnbtiniG: Cwwm Juwpunp
E, np wjn wwphpmd hGwpwynpmpniG tu unwlnd
dwulGuwghwmnipymG dbnp phpb, 2yt wpnptuhnGug

[nwgnpnnGtph htim: Gu pwwn pwltp hwujwgu,
npn(g dwuhl nupngmd hwumwwm skh £
hdwGuw:
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the competition;'i-t' was all a long time ago. Possibly,

my mother noted my name in the list. I was then
14. 1 remember clearly my birthday on the 9" of May
and the phone call from Internews: "You passed the first
round and should prepare for the next stage, which is the
testing" It was my first success in competitions, and I
was crazy about happiness.

‘ no longer remember for certain how I décided to g0 to’

The camp meant three weeks without parents, new
people,teachers, television shoots, the sea, and discos...

My first story was about a
small donkey... and a boy who
fook around those wanting to
go for a ride, The producer
strictly warmed us against
Jjeaving the ocamp territory
and going far away, | re-
member how afraid 1 was
of violating this rule, but for
the sake of a good stoyy, |
went for it and... } got caught,
The story was apparently quite
good, Afthough, to be honest,
} had to record the standup
about 20 times,

I also remember clearly all of us together preparing
the talk show in the camp, running around Ureki with
the kids from Baku and Yerevan and looking for people

- " that would agree to take part in the program. Everything
~ was happening for the first time, and all of us were very
‘nervous.

And then, in the evening, we sat down and
discussed what had to be done and how. In the camp,
we were not divided by countries, but rather were one
team; these are not big words, it was the reality of our
summer. [ now understand clearly that a large group of

Jpeople rarely turns into a team, albeit for a short time.
24

Seven years have passed since the times of the camp,
but I still keep in touch with many of the kids via social
networks regardless of nationality. Besides, our paths
frequently intersect in various international projects. As to
the Georgian kids, many of the kids in our group became
journalists and are working for the leading channels. We
had two boys, two Nikas. One of them became a poet,
and I frequently visit his readings.

I worked in the "Chveni Expresi" program for a year
as both a journalist and an anchor. I made about ten
stories. Of course, it was very pleasant for me to be
recognized by people in the street. For me personally,
our program was primarily an opportunity for better see-
ing the world and feeling how interesting it is to work
and to communicate with a large number of people that
are very different from one another, but it does not un-
dermine their ability to work together and to be friends.
Most importantly, I had a chance at such a young age
to master a new profession, to communicate with profes-
sional journalists and to understand many things that I
would have never learnt in school.
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Linun Uwdennyuws

Unppbow

nwnph: «Uwluwlwl fnwsdtpniyhg» L ujuyty hd
qhwwlhg Ywlpp: “Fw Yubph hunwl mnh Ep’
hGy;wbtu nunpngp, hGuunhnnmuup...

ﬂ Gg np GptYy (hGGp: QGuwywo wlgh] E wpnbb

Ut wihu wwulpnp hngny nwuwlnide e Bhep
[nugpmipjulG hhdnGpGtpp: ‘Lpwlp, nyptp Ghas wjrf
Juuywontd thG' nunGuwy, pt ymunGu) pd@gpnn, humwly
npnptighG’ nunbwy: Pwgh hGaGhg... CGunpkghG YytghG:
{wjnbytny yhgjulynd’® tu wylpwlG b} mpwpu sth:
<ppnid td hd hhwupwthnipyniGG m wlwppupnipjul
qqugnuip, pwh np bqpuihwlyhs stp wlghp dnbphd
nGytpnithhu, ny hhdw jpugpnn £ wpfuwwnmnud: bul Gu
wjuop b pww htinm BY wyn dwulwghwmmpnilhg:

Wn dwdwluly weweopl whiguwd ugtliuwp gp&aplp
W wopwinbgplp owbpwunpp  hbwn, wrwophl
wlqud utghup uylwpup pwnetp, huswhupl &U
upblununpp, «<wbnpsywl>, pJwgwlip’ plusn &l
owtpwnnpubplt wynpwl uppnd UYwpbt vughnwy
wwinbp L enptp, ghuwygtghp, np pupltpu
whwp £ pwpo nwlp dwlp Gennwlpl,,,

Jpwunw6: Onduth: UnwohG wlqud  wpunw-
uwhiwlmy Gy, wpwlg o0GnnGtph: dpwghbtp, hwjbp...
Uutlopyw dpgnipynil: UdklG ptdwl Gnp thnpdnipjniG
tp: MY YGywph jwjugnyl upbGnuhp, mf Ygph jw-
Juqgny)G wmbipunp, nuiG L wikGwhtnwppphp pdwd, ny
wnpunwuwlnpjul htim fulnhplbp smiGh, hGywbtu Yy
hwpgwqpnyyg w6b, ny wnwohlp Jhwuglh «thwuglby»
owtpwwnphG: ‘Lwl, hGywbu pwplyty wpnnh wwy,
tpp opJw Ytpgnud pGGwpymd b6 Gywpwon: bGywtu
phiwyuwjty  pGGwnuunmpjulp b qug hlh, Gulb
hGswtu sdhowdmwGuy, tpp ptiq qnymd LG:

Ltwn Ybpwnuwelwiny hwjptbGhp’ YpyhlG phdwjh
thGunpunip, Gupwhw6nid, dnGunwd, mtpunh dwjGu-
gqnnipjniG: Uyn wdtlp wbhwnp E hwdwnpth nupngh b

w6 iwyuh Yyulph htn: Adjwup tp, pwjg vhubnijG
dildwlwly wihwjwlwywl htmwppphp nt hpwwniphy:

Qw hd wnwohl w)huwwmwlpl tp: Gu unwguw
M wowohlG wphnwwmwywpdp: bpwywlny wwn phy
tn, pwyg wyl dwdwlGwy pGé dphihnG tp pynud: <pdiw’
21 wmwptlywlnd, tpp wumd td, np uw hd ynppnpn
wpuwwnwlpl t, np wpjuwwmby ululy td ntn nupnghg,
hGé pstipnG GG hwyjwwnui: Uyn thnpdh 2Gnphhy pnthnud
unynptiint  wmwphGphlG pwpqiwGhy wpfuwwmbgh hG-
bnpdwghnG  gnpowuwmpniGGtphg uvkynui: hGad Uh
pwlh wlqwyi wnwownlyty GG jpuwgqpnn wpuwwmby, puyg
dhpwm hpwdwpyt Gd: Lwpu' YppnipymGG hGé hwdwnp
wnwyb] Jupunp tp, htnn £ hunwy npnpt) th jpwgpnn
squnGuwy: SwpophGuy b, pwjg” thwuwm: Lpwgpnipinilp
wwhwond b JénwlwlmpniG U pwonmpjnl: Gu m
dninGwihumhyuwl pGwynpnipjniGGtpny shwipGyuwip. ..

Opwqghnl oqlty £ hGd hwulwlw) Yywlph uyqpnilp-
Gtpp® pt” jpwqpnipjwl, pt’ pGYytplGtpph m p2GuwdhGhph
Guwwuniwdp: Lwuwghop hGéd wytg pGytpGtp, hhwlwh
nunighgGtp® wju pwnh wikGwhujwiwl pdwuwmny: Gy
Jtipowytiu «Uwlyulwul fuwyibpmyp» hGéd unynptgntg
qiiuhnpn  sJulqlly hwsdbpniynud, wjp  Gwlwwwph
qu(t): h'd dwlwwwphn:
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Kepul Mamedova

Azerbaijan

already passed. The Kids’ Crossroads was in a way the
beginning of my conscious existence. It was a par-
ticular stage’ of life, like school, university, and the like.

‘ remember it like yesterday, although seven years have

That month during which we learnt the ABC of jour-
nalism. each®day influenced many of us. The ones that
still doubted whether or not to become journalists decided
for sure:- Except for me... At the time, they chose six
out'cof °70. As one of the six finalists, I was for some
reason not happy; I remember the disappointment and the
feeling of injustice about my best friend not making it.
In fact she new works as a journalist. While I am so
distant from the profession.

Many of us wrote our flyst scripts, instructed the
cameraman, jeamt words like standup and Joop,
finally got to know why cameramen are so fond
of fllming white walls and paper, and realized that
exactly we had to cany the heavy tripod,

Georgia. The Black Sea coast. First time abroad with-
out parents. Georgians. Armenians. Competitions. Daily.
Every topic was a new challenge. Who will film the
best standup? Who will write the best off-screen text?
Who has the most interesting topic? Who has articulation
problems? How should a person be interviewed correctly?
How can one be the first to seize the cameraman? Or,
how is it possible to hide underneath a chair at the end
of the day when everyone watches what you have filmed?
How can one withstand the criticism and not to cry?
How can one avoid getting a swelled head when praised?

Then, upon return to my home country, I was con-
stantly searching for new topics, filming, cutting, and
recording text. And I had to combine all of it with my
school studies and a teenager’s private life. Kind of hard.
But incredibly interesting and exciting!

It was my first job. The first salary in my life. A
very small one, indeed, but made me feel like a mil-
lionaire at the time. Now, having turned 21, when I say
that it is my fourth job and that I started working when
I was in school, very few people believe me. Thanks
to that experience, I started to work as a translator in a
news agency while studying in the university. I rejected
several offers to work as a journalist. On the one hand,
I did not want the excessive burden; studies were clearly
more important. On the other, I had clearly decided that
I did not want to become a journalist. As strange as it
may seem. It may be foolish to write it here, but it is
true. Journalism is the most interesting profession, but
its most typical trait is that it is a thankless job. It is

my opinion. [ think that journalism and I just did not
get along because of our characters. Journalism requires
steadfastness, firmness,

fortitude, and cour-

age.

From the Kids’
Crossroads I got

some  principles
of life. In relation
to journalism,

friends, and foes.
The project gave
me friends. It
gave me great teach-
ers in the high sense of

the word. The Kids’ Cross-
roads also gave me every-
thing that I needed in order
not to stand on the cross-
roads forever, but to choose
the way forward. My way.

L Y
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008-pG uyuytg pu Gwlwwwphp dpwuwmwbh
2 YtGupnGuwlwl htpntunmwntiuwjhG whpGtpny:

Ulgpnid hwjmGytgh «butinhnid», htnn wnb-
nuihnfugtigh  {wlpwjhG  htnnunmwwmbunipmG:
Pwjg btpptdG YywlGplG wlhtmwppphp nt dwGdpwih
E nunlnd: Gy tu hhpnd Gl «Qytlh Epuyptuhnids»
wlgugnuo dudiwGuyGtpnp:

Wn wuwhbppl md &J herwpnuupnnnd
kL Jep wpngnwubpp pud Yuwusnn dwlip;

Mgmi i hwynGyty pphhwywl LEpdnGunny
u bwpyhih thnnnglGtph fuwydtpniymd, npunbn
wpfuwwnmd  EhGp dkp  hwnpnppiwl  Jpu:
Mgmui Gy yhpununlwy Gppopn hwnpy, dtp
(huwpuwqupnuo 32 uklyulp, nph pwlwn
Jwhwqupnp ghinGwo tp, npuobn ofuby
stp Quptih, hwdwlwpghsGhpG £ hwdwiu
«qufuynd EhG»: N Gg 6 wyn wiklp up-
pnd: LwhiwGdnd BY hhdw wjlnmbn wp-
fuwwnnnGtphG... Gy hnuny Gy, np hGa, wy-
(ntwitilGw)Ghy, YqubghG:

b Yywlpnud jpugpnipniGp ujuytg bGntpljniuh
upgnyphg: Lwy hhpmd &Y, np dpgnipuwghG  Gyniph
ughGwpp dwjyphlhu dwuhG th qptp: <twn hwpguw-
qnnijg wlgw wpnnyniutiph htm Jpugtptil b npnwubphd,
htimn’ utidhGwn: bGd wjGpwG b juy sEh wwhmd, puyg
qiluwynp wnwounpulpp’ wnmdtltpp, hwonnmu th, b
nuw hG4 nmp tp quihu:

Gy whw tu ybg hwnpnnltphg vtylG Gy, b dklp
qlimd Llp htnmunmwwmbtuwhG dwipwp Uk ondh wthhG
Quyh: Uhgpmd pnnpu £ uulnguo thGp: Uhqud
tu, np unynpwpwnp thynn &Y, syqhnbth’ hGywbtu hGa
wwhty wyjp GpyplGiph hwuwluwyhglGtiphu htwn: Puwyg
uh pwlh op htwn dtGp UYwmbtpdwguwlp, U Yywbpp
owwn wybtih htwmwppphp nwpdwy: Gntp L, np plkg

tlp nwuh dwiwlwy, ongh swih
GyuunnmmpniGGtp GG Gk, Gul
ony E tntp: Cwwn pwlbtp wnwohl
wlqud EhGp hdwlnwd, unynpnid
EhGp dhpwn UnGunwdt] b fubudinnptG
dwfuuby dtp qpuwh thnnbpp:

Buwdpwph btphp 2wpwpl wpug

4 wywpunytg, b npwl hwyonpnlg hu
¢ ) tpp  vmwpjuw  wpfuwwmwGpp  «AyYk-
- z Gh Epuwypbupnid», hbwun b wyp
) nwpwownowlwjhb tnhnwuwp-
// nuiwG opwgpbpmyd:  Uyn  Jupd

duwiwlwjwhwnjwond bu  www-

pwunbtgh  wyth pwl  hwpymp
unid U phpd: {wdwdwyGlp’ phy
sk. Lwl hwnpnn  Gwlwytigh
dh pwlh dhowqquyhl hwnw-
nnGGtpnid:

Opwghp m wyjwq qnpo-
pGytpGtpu, nui htn wdkl op
2thynud Eh, hG4 unynptgnpty GG

Swlwyt)p m hwuwlw] Ywpn-
Julg, Gwb suwthp Gwlwghp: Owbpw-
nnplinG m  Jupnpplbpp Gnyp G6 ny dhwyG  dbp
untindwgnpowlwl phih wlnuwdlbpp, wj) Gub hd
ynidtitinh dwulG &6 nupdb);: Utp wpnynuutiphg Gu
funphmpnGtp &8 uwmwgl), np wGqud hwjpu hGd sh
nyti: Gu ny dhuwyyl jpugpnnuiul Jupuybnnipjul
nuutip td unwgt], wy Gl Yuwlph: bGunbGpGyniup,
htinntunmwwnbumpyniGp b dkp opwghpp thnjutighG Gul
htunwppppnipymGltpu: tw (w6 Ep dh pGuowlhph
nt wnwl, npnbn wwptgh 3 wwph: Gy hhdw, Gpp
dwldpwlnd &Y, mgqmi & dwdwlwlp htn wunwnb,
Gnphg GQuwpwhwliwl nnipu qup ©Ophthuph Uninpuyh
pwnuiwuhg U ubkp pGphw6nip dnnnyGipmd  pGGw-
nuunpjniGltp ubtp Gmptphu dwuhG:

N
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Levan Jobava

Georgia

sion stations of Georgia. I first arrived at Imedi, before

moving to the Public Television. Sometimes, whenever
I get bored and disinterested, I recall the time spent in
“Chveni Expresi” (“Our Express”).

‘ n 2008, I started my journey through the central televi-

Then, | want to hear the phone ring and hear
the volce of our producer Inviting me o0 work In a
new project,

I want to find myself in the corner of the Lermontov
and Iashvili streets in Tbilisi, where we worked on our
show. 1 want to return to the third floor, to our room
number 32, all covered with pictures, with a keychain
that had turned yellow, computers that often hung, and
a prohibition of smoking. But I so loved it all! I catch
myself envying those that now work there...And I keep
hoping that my phone will ring, after all.

In my life, journalism began with the competition in
Internews. [ remember very well writing the script to
my competition story about my mother. Then, there was
the interview with the producer in Georgian and Russian,
followed by the seminar. I did not really behave, but I
got the job of the stories done, and I enjoyed it.

I was selected among the six winners. We traveled to
the television camp in Chakvi, on the shores of the Black
Sea. In the very beginning, we all felt a bit uneasy.
Even I, the outgoing type, did not know how to behave
with peers from other countries. After some days, how-
ever, it became much cheerful. I became close friends
with all the kids. There was sleep during lectures, a
sea of remarks, and the real sea. We leant many things
for the first time: we learnt story editing techniques and
thoughtful ways of spending the per diem.

But the three camp weeks ended. They were fol-
lowed by three years of my work in the “Chveni Expresi”
television show, and then, other regional youth projects.
In this seemingly short period of time, I made over 100
stories and films. Apparently, not too few. Besides, I
became the winner at several international festivals.

This project and our senior colleagues with whom I
interacted every day taught me the ways of understanding
people, maintaining a distance, and building relationships.
Our cameramen and our drivers were not only a part of
our production unit, but also a theme in my stories. [
frequently got from our producer the kind of advice that
I have not even received from my father. They taught
me the mastery of not only journalism, but also life.
Internews, television, and®our project turned around my
interests. It was like a-home;‘a -family in which I lived
three years. Now, whenever I get bored and disinter-
ested, I want to turn the clock“backwards for three years,
to go out again to shoot around the Sololaki district of
Thilisi and to attend our meetings’ to hear. rfemarks .about
my stories.
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GQuubtp' ytg wwphG h°Gs L np, Ydwmwotp, pb
nindwglimd &I opJw  JwpunpmipjniGp:  Pwyg  btu
utinlnihywn Yhhotd wyn opp’ npuwtiu wdtGwnpnyhysGtinhg
utin hd  Pulpnwd: SwulhhlGq wwpblwl th, tpp
htnwjwnwjwpiwl Jwhwlwlh Yndwyh vty utninuh
2Gnphhy hwjmGytgh bhGwnbplmnuph Juuwniyum ywnbpny
funphpnuubtGyuynd®  plGYykpGiphu  dtnptipp  pnGwo:
<ppnid td" wyn wwhphG tu wpfuwphmd wdtlhg pwwn
niqmud th  wlniGu b Gpb ghGip wyl opp Jumwh
G ynunGujh hpwgugbin jud mGntuwgbn, jud dbly
wy] ...qbinn, pwjg wlmbu hGstg n Gu nupdw jpuqpnn:
<ptw htpnunwgniyyg Gl Guwynd, npwhtugh Unwn
pGytpGtphu wbtulbd typwGhG, npntnhg dwdwGulyhl
thwuhG thGp wpunwuwlind Juwhwppuiwl puntpp.
«Gptipmi® dtilp Glp»:

{tGg wyn «UtGp GGp»-h 2Gnphhy tu wlqui dh
Jujplpul squwuluwotigh dwulwghwnipjnil plGwpbihu:
Lpwgpnn pwpp gupdwy hGd hwdiwp hwénjwjununt-
pil, huy jpugpmipyniGp’ Ynynud: Upnhl Gpynt wmwph
E, hGy wphuwmmd Y dhowqqujhG pwnhnujwlnud,
puwyg ntn th phy wdwynd td hGpu hG& (puqpnn

Ungti;:  <pdw wdtl Qwpwp wwumpwunmmy Gl
<Unyuuyul juwsditpniyp», hhpting hd «dwGuyups,
npnud pnpnpl wybtjh hwlnmpdnng thG, puph nt wwng,
ptyniqu’ ny wjGpwl wpndtiuhnGuy: {wdwfu td Y-
pnunmd wjl optpp, tGpp hd wdtGwdnun plGYytpltphg
dtyl wnppiowlgh tp, U dtlp hpwp hbnwjunuwjhG
hwnnpnugpmpyniGGtn thGp qpmid’ wnwlg YwubGuw-
[t hGwpwynp htntwbpltnhg: Gy wikl pwpwp uvklp
hwlnhymd thGp htnnmumwtypwGhG® dep dwliyuywd
fuwsitpniynud, npumbn sjuwjhl pwnupwlywl qnpohsGup,
pwpngynipnil m wwnbjnmpniG:

Utp  Jtgjwlhg hhGgp |pwgpnn GG hpdw  <w-
Jwunwlh wnwowwwp hinnunmwwmbtuwjhG nm  pw-
nhnpGytpmpymGatpnd: {wdwfu LGp hwlnhymd, qpni-
gnuy, qunpdwih wwundnipmniGGtp ytphhpnd: UdtGopjw
w2luwwnwlplG £ L pwwm pwl hhptglnd: Qqmud &Y, np
opigon wybjh Gl dnnblnmd «puqpnnh» YapwwnhG
nt wytjh htnwlmd «Uwliyuywl fwsdtpmyhg»: Pujg
htiig pynud E, pt Uh 2w Jupunp pwl dtYpGnihrn
UnpgGnud Gy, wdnip prlmd GGp hpwp dtnp mt Gnphg

mpuw Llp uqind® ypnnGhny hniqiniGphg gninp2hwGuwy,
pnsti, wltwlwy Ywd hwybp nt onpw; hwwnwyhG...




Elina Ghdmgargan

Armenia

W

go, as if we keep each other on the ground, cavlng

holding each other firmiy as if we would for-

each other from flying, evaporating, disappearrng, or

. °
agai '.hokf Ea,?:h.
ﬁnts of our
andyWworries. We

melting and flowing to the ground...

After another six years, we will
other’s hands at the most responsible
lives. We will share each other’s pain
will celebrate each other’s successes.

]pgt like that day,
in the Internews office. .

One may ask what the fuss is about the six years,
and think that I am exaggerating the importance of the
day. But I will remember the Day for all time, as one
of the most decisive days in my life. I was 15 when a
push of the push of a remote control button took me to
the blue-walled conference room of Internews; and there
I stood, holding my friends’ hands. I remember the mo-
ment when I wanted, more than anything on earth, my
name to be read out. Had it not been for the Day, I
would surely become a lawyer, an economist, or some
other professional, but my name was pronounced, and I
became a journalist. I am now watching television in
order to see my close friends on the screen, from which
we would once together utter the magic words “Yeterum
menk enk” (“we are on air”).

Thanks to the “menk enk,” I have not doubted my
choice of profession for a split second. The word “jour-
nalist” became a compliment for me, and journalism
became my vocation. For two years now, I am working
in an international radio station, but I am still a bit shy
about calling myself a “journalist.” Now, every week, I
prepare the Caucasus Crossroads, recalling my experience
as a child, when everyone was more tolerant, kind, and

e are... hand In hand... holding our RFSarhs...-

ever lose something Very important If we let . ; N

simple, albeit not as professional. oft'en miss ‘the d
when one of my closest friends was Azerbaljam and-
naively exchanged sms messages with no fear of potent
consequences.
television screen in our Kids® Crossroads, - where there
were no politicians, propaganda, and hatred.

Five of our six now work as journalists in the leadiné
television and radio companies of Armenia. We often
meet, talk, and recall fun stories, but I will not write
about those stories today. Daily work also reminds me
a lot, and I feel that, every day, I come closer to the
image of a “journalist,” moving all the further away from
the Kids’ Crossroads atmosphere.

But then, as soon as I feel like I am losing something
important for ever, we firmly hold each other’s hands
and make a chain again, saving each other from flying,
evaporating, disappearing, or melting and flowing to the
ground out of excitement...

Every ‘week, we met each other on the *
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pp Gjwlowynmd hhiGtghl «Guwlowpwqun» php-
pn, Uwjphyhu hpwyhptighG wjGntn wfuwnt:
Gu hwowfu th Gpw htwn fudpwgpmpnil qGmy:

Uh hhwGuwh op L hG& hpwyphptghG puqpnipjmG

Unipubph: Bnpbpnpn GpyGpmd Eh:

Pwpymd kg htn wwpwwmd thG hwdwjuwpwGh
Inwgpnipjul  pwlinymbtnh  nwuwjunuGbp, ¢ htinntu-
nwwnbunipjwl  hwnnppwyuwnpltpn, ntdhunpGtp, owb-
pwwnpltp mt  UnGumwdnnlGtp: Gu Gnp  plGYytpGhp
dtnp ptptgh: Ujn dwdwlwl ulyubgh Gnip GHupby
G uGouwynid mbnuwiuwpwd «Unu phGntpnpngd», dwi-
Jquwwl dYwuhG:

2006-hG, htppwlwl ubdhGuwphg hbtwn, tu Ybip-
owwhbu uhkylGtgh dwdpwp: Gu wnwohl wlqud th
2thymd wpnmwuwhdwlgh  hwuwlwyhgltphu  hbwn:
Utg wnoumd uwwyuwunmd thG utdhGupltp, gnpoGuywul
w2fuwwnwlplbp, Gympbph, unghwjwlwl hnnyuwlyGtph
hGpGnipnyG GyupwhwGmuiGhp, Gl upunuwinu
qpnijgGtip, hwényp bt hwlghum: Gy whw wwwmpwuwn
thG wnwohlG Gymptpp, U WkGp qGmud thGp huywywG
tiptipnh” Wbp «UdwnwjhG miptp Quyyhhg» hwnnppiwdp:
UjGybtu uwnmwggtg, np tu whwp L Jupkh btpbpp:
Ulutigh Jupnwy wmbtipunp U hwGwpd hwuljwguw, np
hhdw hGéd E Guwymd wdpnng UowphwG: Nwmpu mdhn
gigymd tp hniqinlphg: Pwjg tu hGd hwjupbgh:
Gpuquipu hpuwywlwuwguwy:

Uh op utlp uklGtghGp Lnpnybph’ Gnip GHupbnt
Upfuwghwjh thwjpunmwywGltph dwuhG: ©tdwl jwwn
unip Ep, U hd Gpny pwwmbpG EphG hbnwppppjud:
Uj6 dwiwlwy hGéd nmpwjuwuglnd tp vbthwywG wGdh
Junpunpnipjul  dwiiuywl qqugmip: Gpptdl Jwwn
npwiwnpnipjntG £ th mGa6md, pwjg wpnnyniutph
hwlquunuglnn dwjlp, inGumwdnnh nnp tpuwd)mmpniln,
Jwfup® pupluglby owybpwwmnph(l, oquuwlwn qpoijgGhpp
nuuwywlnnnGiph htwn, hwiwywpgnnh dwyhnlG o

tptfuwltph  pGYtpwlgmpnilp
wfupnipynilp tpyuwp dGwnp:

sEhG  pnnlnud,

SwptyhglGtph m  dtotph  htw  qpoyygGhpp,
ghtipwjhG qpnuwlpltpp onjuthny, 2wwm hbwwppphnp
lunphmpnGpG nm  hpwhwqlGtpp thnjutighG pGé: Gu
nupdw wnwyt] hGpGwumwh: 20 opmd hwugnptgh
paytpwlwy, yhdt, hwpwmyly U hd plGytpGeph eqyny
(inp pwnbp unynpb:

Wu dwdwlwy, bGpe powl J&p  Gpypubpp
npn2utipp, JEUR ennpu wjupbl Kpup, pwlp np
wpnbl oww Epup undnpby JpJdpwlg:

Puwjg Yuwlpn 2wupmGuyynud k: Ponpp ytpuwnupdw6
hptiGg GpypGtpp: hGd nmp EhG quihu dbp Gupwo
Gynipipp: ‘LnpuGnp hdnmpniGGEp th dbnp phpnud:
GnuutiGyuyp hGéd hwiwp Yupotu Gpypnpn wniG (hGop:

Jbunwquymd® dwjwwnwgpph ppmdny, «Unu phG-
nbpynpdh» dwuhG wuwuninng «Uwjphyhu dnn Gy niqnid
qluwyp» Gyniphu hwdwp thwnwwunlnmd wpdwlwgw 3-pn
dpgwlwyh: Uygpmd wjyu GmplG plGpwdtlp tuphq
En, htwmn nupdwy hbnmunwlymp, htwnn® Shpd: Uja
duwynptg hd jpugpnnuiuli qupqugiwl ninhG:
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Valeh Nabiev

Azerbaijan

hen they started to issue the new Gancabasar
newspaper in Gyanja, my mother was invited to
work there, and I often visited her after school.

One fine day, I was offered a television journalism
course. [ was on top of the world!

In Baku, teachers of the Journalism Department of
Baku State University, television newscasters, directors,
cameramen, and editors worked with us. I found new
friends, derived pleasure from the abundance of needed
and interesting information. During that period, I started
to film a story about the “SOS Kinderdorf” orphanage
in Gyanja.

In 2006, after another one of the seminars, I finally
travelled to the camp. It was my first encounter with
peers of another nationality. We were going to have the
training, practical classes, independent filming of stories
and public service announcements, as well as heartfelt
conversations, fun, and rest. The first stories were soon
ready, and we were preparing for the real broadcast of
our program called Summer News from Chakvi. By pure
accident, I happened to be program host. Having re-
hearsed the unfamiliar text only once, I started to speak
on live air and realized that all of Ajaria was watching
me. My leg trembled so badly that I could not stop

it. But I did it. My dream

Wi/
A

Once we went to Kobuleti
to film a story about refugees
from Abkhazia. It was a very
hot topic, and everyone showed
an interest in my story. [ was
overwhelmed with the childish
feeling of my own importance.
At times, the emotions and
feelings were disturbing. There

was at times a bad mood, but it could not last long be-
cause of the producer’s soothing voice, the editor’s rock
music, the fear of making the cameraman angry, the sup-
portive talks with the instructors, the coordinator’s smiles,
and the company of the kids.

I changed as a result of the conversations with my
peers and adults, the seaside promenades at night, the
very interesting advice and instructions, and much more.
I became more confident about filming not only the story,
but also my own plot—that of life. I found a very loyal
friend. In 20 days, I managed to make friends, to fall
out, to be reconciled, to learn words in other languages
of the Caucasus, and even to play ping pong. The last
day was the saddest time.

As oyr state flags were pulled down, our hearts
kept getting heavier, We had had time to get used
0 one apother and 10 the whole seftting,

But life went on. Everyone returned to their home
countries. [ started liking the stories we filmed in other
towns. I kept learning new things. The office became
my second home, the place other
than home where I felt comfort-
able.

Ironically, my story entitled
"T want to go to mom" about *
the SOS KINDERDORF /]
orphanage got the third = *
prize in the 7th Inter- / &
national  Audio-visual
Festival. It was initially
a sketch that later turned
into a story and subsequently
into a film. It mirrored my
evolution as a journalist.
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pjwl dwpghy»: Q0wjwd phpwljwlnd Gw wybih Giw6
tn dpwlynyph dwpnm® Gyupsh Ywd ghphdnph... <Gwun
wuwnpqytig, np htilg wynubu bt YJu:

Uhw Glhwy pJy wunbnuiplt cwdp, pud pln-
peL &u, W Gu JeYund &J  heeniunwnbuughl
swdewp; Suny JtY prsnd Epl owwpylbp n
Yhuwinwpwnltp, gnuwuwltp n glwwpllbp’ wyn-
wbu Ep wpnwhugnnid nepwpuniniiv:

{ 1 dwnwjhG yng op udnpwpnipu hwpgptg® wpynp

Jpwunwl@ hwuwlp wnwynwnjwlG: Unwohl wlqud
wlpnidu yYypwghlGtp m hwjtp wmbuw, jutgh Gpwig
1tgniG: Gptjuwjwpwn wuwo hwjtpl pGéd hwdiwp dhon
tintp thG «jwup»: i ptilk tu Gpwlg ntin dnunhyhg
sth dwlwymy, pwjg wldihwwbtu dtwnwotgh. «puyg
dtilip, Yuwpotiu phk, wwn GdwG Glp»: UkGuynd
tpynt  JpwgnithhGbph® ‘Gwwngh b Uwphh hbwn  Eh,
nyptip hG4 htn bGpiwp fununmd EhG - ypwgbptG b
dhwjG ytponud hwpgnptighG, pt Gu np dnnpulhg bu:
Uuwgh' ulormphﬁiﬁl:l'hh tui: Utip bulﬁnpin,hpjmﬁn plluqhg
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UtiGp pwj wn pwj] dwmwlp vh Gnp wpfuwph' hb-
nniunwwnbiunipyniG: Gwnuthwp, qfuwynp htpnu, Www-
dnipjnil, hpwnwpdmpyniG, ugbGunp... Gnhp, YnGd-
1hywn, binghw, wwwytp, hGbnpiwghnG wnhp... <Lwnn
uluytg qnpoGwlwl vwup' thGunpwnnip, Gupuwhwind,
Unnuynpmd, ugblGwnp, dnGunwd: Gy wjn pnnpp dklp
hGpGnipniyG EhGp w6nwd, dkotpp vhwjG nunnnpynid LhaG:

Gu vh pwlh ptdw mGth, pnnpp pwdwGtgh nG-
ytpGtphu, hG4 dGwg wikGwqnpp: CGYLpGaphu htwn
qGnd th Gyupwhwliwdb, oqGny th Gpulg, ny Junnud
En nmutiniGhg: OphwG6, ophGwy, thw)G hwpjniptpnpn
thnpdhg Jupnnuguy upblGnuith GYupt;: Gu wdpnng
wlpmd Yhhptd wyn pwntpp. «Uwnnygp 2wpdytg...»:

Ltuin mnhn tptpG tp, hujuywl tptpp Rwpmdhh
25-pny wihpny: PnmnpG wGhwlquuugwod thG, tu' pn-
Inphg wnwyby, pwGh np hwnnppuwyuwp th: Swuljuly
wlqui wmbtuwhighih wnwye YpyGty th wmbpumn, puwjg
tih 2ww th Jwpblnd hGs-np pwl dnowGwg: 3,2,1°
Uwphh dwjGp jubgh wywGowlwiGtpnh dhty. tphn...

- Pwpl 4tq, nnip nhnnd Gp Quiyphh wiwnwjhG Gn-
nnipjniGGtpp, unniphwynd &6 Uppmp Uwpuhpnujwlp
U Quihpw Uhdbnquntl: ©nnupydwl ppugpmu Yuw-
pnn tp nhwut...

Gu (unwo Yhuwnwumuwnpy uvnnhwynd  Guynod
th wbuwfughlyh opjblumhyhG, pujg pymd tp, ph
hwqupuynp wypbp GG quiywo Ypwu: Gy nu hGé
gnuynid  kp: {mpwlngmd dtq uvwywumd EhG  dbp
pGytpGtph  ownhnnonyyGGtpp: Gu Ywmwomd th, np

. whuwphnd wybtih qwy dwulwghmnpmb sfuw:

Ulygpmd pwwm tpywp pywgnn tpbp wpwpltpG
wpuwq pnwl: 9pnpGhpp hotgqwo thG, dwdwpmyGhpp'
hwjwpywo, wpuwiwunpmpymb syup: {wenpn opp yb-
pwnunlnmyd thGp wnnd...
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Jamilia Ahmedzade

Azerbaijan

ne hot summer day, my aunt
( ’asked me if I wanted to do
journalism. A strange ques-
tion considering that I was running
the school wall newspaper since the
sixth grade. After two days, we
went to Internews where I met
with our producer... Seeing him,
I said to myself: “Oh, so this is
how you look, the television peo-
ple!” Although, he actually looked
more like a man of arts—an artist or

an orchestra conductor, which he later turned

out to be.

And then, it was my hour of triumph,
I had been
Jackets, shorts, socks, and hats were fly-
ing around the apartment, so happy | was,

was going to the television camp,
selected!

We reached Georgia in the morning, and I saw Arme-
nians and Georgians for the first time in my life, I heard
Armenians always seemed, to put
Although I did not
know them personally, my first impression was like “hey
My roommates in the camp
were two Georgian girls, Nato and Mary, both of whom
insisted on speaking Georgian to me, and only at the
end did they actually ask me which planet I was from.
It did not upset
them; the acquaintance began with laughter.

their language spoken.
it in child language, “bad” to me.

guys, we are kind of alike.”

It “turned out,” I was an Azerbaijani!
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I had several top-
ics, but I gave them
away to the kids,
keeping the dullest
for myself. I went
to all the shoot-
ing with the kids
and helped out
X the ones that did
L not have a good command
of Russian. One of them was
Orhan: it took us about a hundred
takes to record his standup. [ will
remember these words for life: “THE
ICE HAS BEEN BROKEN...”

Then, it was followed by the live
broadcast on the 25th Channel of Batumi. Everyone was
incredibly nervous. I felt the strain more than the others,
as I had to be the anchor. I probably repeated the text
in front of the camera several dozen times, and I was still
afraid of forgetting something: three, two, one, Mary’s
voice in the earpiece... “YOU ARE ON AIR!”

“Hello, you are watching the summer news from
Chakvi. Arthur Martirosyan and Jamilia Ahmedzade are
in the studio. Our program today will show ...” T was
looking at the camera lens, sitting in an almost empty
studio, but I felt stared at by thousands of viewers of the
channel, and it fascinated me. In the hotel, the ovation
and applause of our friends awaited us. Fame lured even
more, and it felt like there was not better profession.

On the second day, it all began, and we entered into

television, a new world for us, step by step.

tagonists, story, event, place, urgency, script...
conflict, tragedy, emotions... Picture, turn, hook, informa-
tion trigger... Then began practice: search, shoot, encod-

ing, script, and editing.

Idea, pro-
Problem, by.

The three weeks that initially seemed long thus flew

The flags were pulled down, the suitcases packed;
the mood was not too bright, as we were due to travel
back the next day.
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d puwuwnwl

tp optipmd, guwynp, wwn htopniuwmwhwnnp-
anuiﬁhp ntijmhlgny Gl qGwhwwnynid: by

Yupohpny™ Yuwpunp b, pbt opwgpnud  pufify
dwlbépwglnn «htnhGuynpniG» L hp qnypG, wanid:
Unwytiy QYuwplnp £, pb  hGspwlng - K
puqiuqui U nGg L oqlmd htnhiuya
quguiwn: ‘

Utp opwgphpG wnwohG htpphG mnnyuo E tph-
nwuwpnnipjwl  ppowlmd qupqugiwl Gnp  nin-
nnipjniGGtph hwjmbGwptpiwGl nt gnigunpiwbp: Pwgh
w)n, opwghpp [pugpnipjul juwy nupng b ntnwhwuGtph
hwidwp: by Yuwlpnd wyl nwpdwy vh pwl, hGsh htn
tipptip skh wnGyyt): Gu skh £ hwdwwmni, np juw
ungnypp, wnidblbp Yuuwwpwumby: bGd hwygw
dh ko nupng kEp:

1

UtiGp unynptighlp wuwymuuwlt] vtp qunuthwpltpn:
Utq sthG wpgbmu pGupt; witGwehuywjhG ptdwltpn.
BuwlympwjhG m YpnGwywl thnppuwiwulnipniGibn,
tpprnwuwpnuu6 pwpdniGhp, ubpu... UdkGwlwpunpp’
qunuthwn (hGhp, SGugwony dkq oqlmd EhG:

Upotn  ptduwll  wewowpybintg wewse  Gu
haunwpppphp pUlwpymdubp kp hunpmd plunbp-
UGnmugp Gppnwuwpnuwyuwl npmdubpnd: IGnn
wpnbl' Gpe Wntpp wunpwun kp, haunwppphp
Ep bund, p& pluswbu Epu wpdwguwlbpnid npuwl
heeniunwnpnnnlibpl nL punmbpltn  ogunwghnnp-
dnnubpp; PUs wubu skpU wumd nu gpnd” gnymd
Epu nu thunymd; GU nw, phwpyl, wdth wwy kp,
RWU &p& wpdwaquwlip sipubip;

Gpptip bl UnpwGw Pwpnidhh dwipwph 3 wpwpnp:
Utip wnpptipwGgh mt hwy plytpGtph him hGHnpiwghnG
ponqupynuiGp EhGp wwwpwummd: GphynGhpnG tp hw-
Juwpymd EhGp, b wuikl dtlyG hptlGhg Ep wwwmind:
<ppnid  td  wnpwohl wGhwonnmpyniGu, btpp whwnp

tn ptidw qulh, hul Gu squpnpugu: Udpnng  opn
punuwpny ppl Ghw, pwjg wnphg pwgh niphy phdw
sqnnuw punuwpnid: Gpup mwboytgh, vhy kp hwllywno
Jupotu wuwjownwgnd (hGhp" dh pw6h htwmwppphp
ptitw dnwotigh thwlquuhg:

Uthunu, np wyn wikG6 wpnbG hhpnnnipjmG E, Gu
£l nuwlnn Gd: {wénypny gkl wlqud b YdwuGulgbh
Gdwl uvh9wqquwjhlG opwqgnph, hhiw wpnbl nwwlnnh
Jqupquwyhdwyny: Ywpomd Gtd, np dtGp phsy Glp
2thymd U Juwn ghntip mwpwowppowll nt Unyywuh
dnnnynipnGtnh Wywlynypp:
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Misha Gavashelishvili

Georgia

assessed by the rating. I think that what matters

the most is not how many of the boring “famous”
faces the program presents and how well their PR is per-
formed, but rather, how diverse the program is and how
much it helps the viewers to develop.

N owadays, many television shows are unfortunately

Our program is primarily aimed at showing something
new to the young people, in a way to broaden their
choice. Besides, it is a journalism school for teenagers.
For me, it has become something completely new in life,
something I had never encountered before. And I did
not believe that I could win the competition and produce
stories. It all became a great school for me.

We learnt to defend our ideas. We were not prohib-
ited from choosing the riskiest of themes, ranging from
cultural and religious minorities to youth movements and
sex... So long as you had the idea, they would help you
with everything else.

Before proposing my theme to the producer,
) always searched for interesting discus-
sions in uouth forums in the Intemet,
Then, after the story was ready, It was
always interesting to follow the reac-
tion of the ftelevision viewers and
the Intermet users, Theu sald
and wrote all sorts of things,
good and bad, But swely, It
is better than nothing,

I will never forget the three
weeks in the Batumi camp. We
worked on information programs
together with our Armenian and
Azerbaijani friends. In the
evening, we would come to-

gether, and everyone would tell a story of their own. I
remember my first failure... When I needed to find a
story, I could really not do it. I walked around town,
searching, but found nothing but stories about garbage.
I struggled for quite some time, and suddenly, I had a
flash of inspiration, and I came up with several interest-
ing themes all at once.

It is a pity that everything ended and I am a student.
I would be happy to take part in a similar international
project again, this time for students. I think that we miss
the communication, and we know very poorly the region
and the cultures of the Caucasus peoples.
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wiwlwyhG, tpp qGmd th wwnh, unl.[n'pmp]mﬁ
niGkh  pwjtpu  dhywnm éw[u mnp[lg' uljuby:

‘Lhwpswywl  nupnghg hhum wibl, - oy m.-'.
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(np unynpmipjnil atnp’ ptiptigh’ w
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Wouwhuny Ywgnhlspy hmeﬂ.‘
pumbplyniy, 2007 p., vlpwuuﬂuh ﬁmpth
Urwepl puyitin; .

Uh Junuip GpbjuwGbp’  wwppbp  tuqgbpph, hb-
wnwpnpppmipjniGGiph b pGwynpmpniGGtph, hwjmbyty
thG dpwunmwlnd m  wmbuwlmph pbdwlbp EhG
thGunpnid:  Utp  wpoymubpGipp  Ghnpdnid thG dbq
unynptglty jpuwgopmipjwl qunubhpltpp, hul ubklp
thnpdnid thGp hwulwlwy npuip:

Qluddytint hwiwp dtq unynptigptighG YJuquty
JuagnGshyGep.  pnph Ypw  Gyuwpmd  EhGp  hpwp
yunuyduwde  ninnubyniGGtp, npnGp nuonlGmd  EhG
dtp Gyniph pununphsGipp’ wmbpuwn, Yuwnp, hwungwo
hwpgwqpniyghg U wyil... Smgmdltp nt hnynwiGhp
unwlwnig htunn JGlp hbtwwppppmpynihg Ywnynn
wyptipny  pGYGnud  EhGp thGumpumplGiph dhe: Uyn
thGumpunipGhph pGpwgpnid UklGp pwgwhwjmnid EhGp
ny UhwjG vhijulg, wjl® hGpGhpu vkq:

{wniuwutu hwjkph U wnpptowlghGhph hwdwp
wwponhGuy tp, np JupnnuiGnd thGp dhwuhG wwpb:
Pujg «twpnuwuwuwlh» Jupopwwmhwp bGphynt Yynndbtpl
Il YJupnpugwl hwnpwhwpt;:  UgbiphG, Gwdpwpl
wjwpunytg  gpywiuwninipnlGltpny, wpgniGpGtpny:
Pwjg uw ytpomd tp.... Qunuubilp:

dwgnlspy hwdwp 2, hnpdp thnpdwlp sk;

Yul dwpnhy, nypbp Jwpblnd GG 9phg, pwpé-
pnipjniGhg, dpmipjnilhg, huy tu Jwhublmd th tuwg-

uwwunmilbphgn £ yop pwl umwgqh.

Gpp. thnpp th, dhpnn hhwlmd  th hwnnppuywph
dwulwghwmnipjudp m  Gpuwqny, np dh op btu K
JhwjmGytd htnnunmwunbunipniGnd: UGY £ hwGyups”
hwjmGytgh: Uyt hG’ ninhn Gptip Juptgh: GpowGynipjwd
hwiwp wwm pwl wbwp stp: <niqymud thG  popnpp:
Pwjg uklp jpwwn (wy hundp thGp: Utp Gptph wpn-
nynuubtip Uwphwidp dtqubhg wwnm tp hmgqymd, pujg
stp UnnwGnd dtq hhptiglhy. «Ut9plG minhn wwhbtp nt
dywmuwgtp»: <Wd.... Uunid GG dtp tptpp jwduwqneyG6
En dwdpwplbph wipnn9 wwudnipjwl dt9: Lnp GYw-
wbigh, np qmifu BY gnymu’ pwyg “h°pt wlGwnpp: dnip
hd wbnp (hGGhp, sth°p huywpuwGu:

dwgnlspy hwdwp 3, owpmUwysp .., Ubpoweuwl:

Uumd &6, jwy pwlbpp Gpyup 66 mumd: buy Gu
hnyu mGtd, np Gpuwlp mGtlmd GG QwpniGwlnipjniG:
«Utiip GGp»pn dtq wytg hGpGhpu Udkq m  hpwp
dwlwskng, hwujwlwnt, wpfuwwntin b witGwywpunpp’
tpwqulpGtnG hpwgnpotynt  hGwpwynpmpyniG: ULG-
ptipwwGGtiphu hwiwp «Gptpnd” WkGp Glp» wubint
hpwyniGp niGEGwp d6o dtnpptipmd b, np skGp dnnwGu,
nip k] (hGhGp: 46 hGs. Gptpnud® UtlGp GGp:
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Ani Martirosyan

Armenia

habit of starting the steps from my left leg. After

art school, I used to differentiate everything and eve-
ryone by colors. In Internews, I developed the habit of
compartmentalizing my message: it is a tested method of
preparing a video or a script.

‘n the past, when I went to dance class, I had the

Hence, compartment number /;
Internews, 2007, Batumi, Georgia,
The First Steps,

A group of kids of different nationalities, interests,
and characters came together in Georgia seeking topics
for video stories. Our producers tried to teach us the
secrets of journalism, as we tried to make sense of them.

In order to avoid the confusion, we were taught to
create compartments: we would draw interconnected rec-
tangles on paper, which would then become the elements
of our story, such as text, image, an interview piece, and
so on... After getting instructions and hints, we would
start the search with eyes burning with curiosity. During
the search, we would discover not only each other, but
also ourselves.

Especially for the Armenians and Azerbai-
janis, it was strange that we managed to
live” together -and to stay alive. Both we
and they were reputed as “murderers,” but
both 'sides managed to overcome those ste-

reotypes. Moreover, the camp ended with
embrace, tears. But it was at the end... Let
us not rush!

Compartment number 2:
No Harm in Truing,

Some people are afraid of water,
height, or darkness, while I was afraid

of disgrace. Later, I became convinced that one should
never fear the unknown: it may even surpass one’s ex-
pectations. Who knows?

When I was younger, I always admired the profes-
sion of a television anchor and dreamt of the day when
I would appear on television like them. And then, all
of a sudden, I appeared on television. Moreover, I went
live. It did not take much to become happy. Everyone
was excited. But we were a great group. Our on-air
producer Mariam was more excited than us, but did not
forget to remind us “to keep our backs straight” and “to
smile.” Hmm... They say our air was the best in the
history of our camp. I just noticed that I am boasting.
But is there no reason to boast? Would you not boast
if you were in my shoes?

Compartment number 3;
To Be Continued.., Epllogue..,

They say good things do not last long. But I hope
that they have continuation. “Menk Enk” enabled us to
understand ourselves and one another, to conceive, to
work and, most importantly, to make dreams come true.
For the “Menk Enk” kids, it is a great achievement to
have the right to say “Yeterum menk enk” (“we are on

air”’), one that we shall not forget,
no matter where we go. Thus:
[ “Yeterum menk enk!”
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nwpebp  JEupwpnbnubpnd, undnpnypltpny
swowllbpny;

UtlGp' Unpptow6h, dJpuu-
nwlh m <wjwunwlh wwnw-
GEywG pipnunnipjul YJwn Gbp-
JujwgnighsGtpu pGGwnpymd EhGp w)G
fuGnhpGtpp, np dwnw6qb; thGp wljugq
utinnhg, U utp pwlwygnpmGGtpld nt
momubGtnG  wytjh fuwnuwnwuhpwywl m

. Jwywnmbuwywl thG, pw6 udkotphGp: Utlp
Pninpu thnpdmd EhGp wdkG hGy w6h]” dGp nt dbp ShwuhG wwpnd Epbp, qUupEuGns, nunn, w-

wqqh Jwplwlhyp pwpépuglbnt hwdwp: Pwjg wph

Mm@ T drardiems s e fuwwnnud, wGytnowlmd thGp m wlqud Yhdnid

«yuwunwlh hwGdwpltpp» pmunny dnnwgw6: Uhpw-

hwpJwoGtph vhou hynuynn fuwpnuywlpltpp 2tnnmd

EhG wpuwwmwlphg, U wyn fulnhpp |ponptl hnigmyd Ep

utp  «pupdpuunhdwl nhjuwjupmpjutp»: <kGg dhp Gudpwph — wyjwpwhG — 0GGp @
>

(ni)Gpw@ hwdwh, nppwl hwdwfu hwymnmpnil
EhGp YGpmy:

wpfuwwmbtipn pnGmy tp, d6Y £ hwGupo pwupd mip tp tinwhwny hynipuiingh hynipuiuti-

Juyltpnd, Swpwpwlnd, wuwmh-
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\ 4

n wnm@ ptptghlp wGhwiwp nppw-
Jwl (hgptp, wwwynpnipymllitp
wwnniGhp. s£° np Ywlpp ny ph
wuwpquubu wwpwo optplG GG, wyp
Gpw(p, npnGp hhpynd GG:

22



OUR CROSSROADS

Davit Grigoruan

Armenia

Id you think you were in a fairy tale? ...Noth-
Ing of the kind, You are stuck In Journalism,
Those words were uttered to me by one of my egos
when the cameraman in front of me pushed on the
“REC” button, and the red light dazzled me. It is cruel
when the standup text memorized by heart for three hours
escapes your mind at the speed at which the crude oil
erupts from the sands of Saudi Arabia...

There were six of us, Armenians. Young, inexperi-
enced, freedom-loving, happy, and hungry, we reached the
journalism summer camp.

The next day, we, the uoung *aborers” of the
Caucasus, were divided in teams, The thyee nation-
alities were mixed in three different teams, Had we
been fruit, we would have made a great exotic fruit
sajad topped with three diffeyent sets of mindsets,
habits, and tastes,

We all tried our best to improve our and our nation’s
reputation. Very soon, however, the “young geniuses” of
journalism forgot about this race.

The webs of love intrigues drew us away from work,
and the problem caused serious concern to our “top com-
mand.” As soon as we were ready to get down to work,
breaking news would emerge about yet another novel.
The coolest thing about it was that we did our best to
help each other, even though we had only met a few
days ago; we went on and on with our advice, although
in reality, we were all novice at the art of love. I was
surrounded by charming cute girls. And the circle was
getting tighter... I finally realized that love life in the
camp was progressing, although I was being bypassed...
Escaping the torturous grave love, I dedicated myself
fully to work.

Timeeto . Work!

I lost over five kilograms during the camp. Our work
was like army service, of course in a good sense. We
learnt a lot. We started to appreciate true friendship, to
dream of more realistic things, and to plan more seriously
for the future.

We, the bright representatives of the rebel youth of
Azerbaijan, Georgia, and Armenia, discussed the issues
inherited from the older generation, and our talks and so-
lutions were more peace-loving and optimistic than those
of the older generation. We lived together. We had fun.
We had meals, worked, and got sincere. We argued and
settled at pretty much the same frequency.

By the end of the summer camp, we left all the nega-
tive memories in the guest rooms, canteen, staircases, and
chambers of the three-floor hotel. Alongside our stuff,
we packed and brought back home numerous positive
emotions, impressions, and experiences. After all, life
is not just about the days one lives, but about the days
one remembers!
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UnwohG wihph Yypw, npntin «Qytlh Epuyptiuhnii»
wwwnwlh hwnnpnuywpp hwjwnltg  jpugpnnujul
upngnyph dwuhG: UGGhowwhku hwibkumnptl dnwotgh'
tpt wyn wnohlp Ywnnn E htnnmumwhwnnpnmd Jupt,
hGsm”® tu std Yupnn:

U onp qGwgh bGwmbplynmu b jpugptigh hwjwmp:
UjGwmtn hGd wjGpwl nnip Ghwy, np hwynh dt9 hnghu
nntigh ni hGy wubu yqpkgh’ np nidtn wuwynpnipnil
qnpotd djniphp Yypw: UpnyniGpmd® dh pwGh thnihg
htmn, Gu plngpyytgh GdhpwiwlG Jhagyuymd u
ninunpytigh Upwphw®™ wdwnwjhl dwipwp:

hd  wnwohG Gypp wwpuhumh dwuphG  Ep,
np wwwind  tp dwulwghunipjwl  pgpuiul oo
pwguwuwlwl Ynnikph JdwuhG: UnGumwdh ybponid
wpnlil Juumwh th, np Jupnn th «junpp unghwjuywG
Gjuptin» wwwpwuwnt): Gpypnpn Gymphu  htpnuGtpp
nupdwl Quwliyhh wyl thnpphyGhpp, nyptp dhwmwnh
ownnnG thG hwdwpniy, hwGdGnd U vnmwgwd thnnny
oqlmd EhG pptiGg pGuwGhpGtphG:

Ujmpp «nnpbpquyul» unmwgytg: Utlp wipnng
onp uphklGnwthtp thGp thnpénd U Gyuwpmd  EhGp®
hGgwbiu EhG wyn thnpphyltpp dnwwnh ewpnnGp pwpp
wmwihu: Lpwlghg vhylG wiqud Juuwguy: Gptynjwl
Jtpowwtu hwlghun )nilGy; pwptgh. GYuwpwhwlinib
wjupnywd Ep, Gu k) hjnipuGngmid th' juunwpuo
wuwpuph ghwnwygdwdp: <nuny th, np hngtgnilGg th
ujnidt th yuwwpwuwnmbine wpfuwwmnn thnpphYyGtph owlnp
dwljuwnwugnph dwuhG:

Ruyg ontiny Wntpwing GYuwls nunwpyuwilbpl
o GpGwlbpp Sunnbbpp... LYwps wuws ULl
wnwby kL swlwpunbgh:
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Georgia

of those ° Sundays,

‘ ’around noon, I was switching
through the TV stations with

the remote control, when I stopped
on the First Channel, where the
“Our Express” youth show anchor
announced about the competi-
tion about teenagers. [ humbly
thought right away: if she can host
the show, why can’t I do the same?

The very next day, I went to
Internews and filled out an applica-
tion form. I liked it there so much
that I put my soul into the ques-
tionnaire, writing everything that I

could in order to make a strong
impression on the jury. As a re-
sult, I became one of the six winners
after several rounds, and we travelled to the

summer camp in Ajaria.

My first story was about a taxi driver who told about
the upsides and downsides of his profession. ~When

the editing was over, I was already sure that I can
‘cover “profoundly social” stories. Thus, small kids from
Chakvi became the heroes of my second story: they were
collecting scrap metal, turning it in, and getting money to
help out their families.

The story turned out tragic. For a whole day, we
* were recording standups and filming these kids dragging
- the scrap metal, because of which one of them even felt
bad. In the evening, I finally sighed with relief. The
shooting ended, and I returned to the hotel with a sense
“of fulfilled duty and hope that I would make a weepy
.'.' story about the tough fate of the money-earning kids. No
*°such luck, however...

Soon, the police and the children’s parents came
10 our hotel, | never got to edit that story,

Armenians and Azerbaijanis were a theme that wor-
ried all the Georgian teenagers before going to the camp.
For some reason, we thought that it would be quite hard
for us to get along with them. However, the myth was
busted in the very first disco, and I felt quite relaxed.
During the 20 days that followed, we worked in a friend-
ly manner. I learnt to communicate in new ways, to get
along with people that I never knew before. I learnt to
overcome difficulties. Our project became a springboard:
there, I gained serious life experience and professional
experience.

I anchored the show several times, and my peers
started to recognize me. It added to my desire to work.
I really wanted to get a job on television, but when I
faced the work style more closely, I decided to try myself
in a different profession. In Internews we had freedom,
interesting conversations, and discussions on any theme.
Television did not have all of it, and people did not think
as freely as the participants of our project did.
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Unpphiow G

dwjl dnmwomd EhlGp, pt hGywbtu U npntn GGp

wlglhugltin wdwnwjhG wpdwynpybGtpp: UGG
nignid tp wpunwuwhdwl dhy6h, dnwp' dGwyp ong
U gpnuuppohlylGtpny (h Pwpymd: {wGyupd pwgybg
nwuwpwlh nmnl nt GGpu dnwl dtp wGoptlGl m dh
yhG, ny hGywbtu htimn wwpqytg htinnmunmwhwnnpdwG
wpniynutinG Ep: Lw dhq yuwudtg «UwGuyui fuwsg-
utpniy» opwqph  dwuhG: Odwlp htmwppppytghG
(wjuwqony, pwjg ng pnnph 0GnnGepp pnyp wydbtghd
Jwulwlgl] npwl, pwGh np opwgqhpp hwytph htin
hwiwwmbn tp wpynud:

n wnuiGwlul nwpju ytpel tp: Utlp pwpépw-

UnwohlG utdhGuph opp Grwlwljwo Ep: Stnjuy
std, pt pwGh btpbfuw tp plngpyuo, puyg Yupomd
UGwghl ytg hngh b tu Gpwlg dt9 th: Cww htmmwppp-
php nt wlunynp qqugnuiGtp niGth: Gu owlnpuwgu U
owwn Unbpdwguw Gwuwqoh dwuGwyhglGtpph htin: UhGy
wjuopn L} dbklp 2thymd Glp hpwp htn:

Bwipwpni  GnyjGuybu  wpwq hwpdwpytghlGp nu
paytpwgwilp YpwghlGtph m hwjtph hbwn: Uwpmd
thGp Pwpmipmu® Ut ongh wthhG: Gptip pwpwplbph
plpwgpmd  dtlp jmpwgptghlGp (pwgpnipjul  wyj-
poipblp, Gymiptp ywwpwuwntighlGp, minhn Gphp gnipu
twlp U pnp nm GwfuwdtnGtghlp: Utlp hdwguip®

hGpoE . Qunphg nnipu  funupp, uUnGuwdp, ugtlGupp,
imguynpnidG nt upbiGnuihp: {wujuguilp, pt hGswbu
E wtwmp dwpnulg hbwn plphwlnp (hgme  qunlbyg,
hGywbtu wGt), np Gpwlp gwlywlwl funubj, qpnigh] nt
24t By gtpghtipen hlswbtu wyn funupl nt qpniygp
ytpwot) hwpguqpniyygh: Gwpbih E wuby, np dtlp Gulb
hngtipwlnipyniG  unynpbighlp: Cww pwl hdwgulp
Gwl vtp hwpuwGGbph’ hwytiph m YypwghGtpph dwupG:
‘UnijGhuy vh pwGh pwn unynptighGp Gpwlg (hgniGtpny
wpunwpbpt;; Qwipwpnd wlgugpwo optipp (wyjw-
qniyGG EthG, (h wpuwwmwipny U hwlquunny, GnijGhuly
hwonntighGp wwpwlghnGGtiph wjgh qGuwy: At np
utlip ninwhwulbtp thGp, U nu tp wikGuhtwmwppphn
hpwnupdmpymbp dtq hwdwn:

Uh ohowntih npbyp G mgmd wwumibp: LGwo
th dGwgbk; dh wnwynnn nt Ghipuw skh utdhGuphG:
bnmuwnh htim EhGp Yhund dtp ublyuyp, b dhwjl Guw
mGtp pwGwhG: bGpG £ wyn opp fupum qpunyuo tp
GywpwhwlniGtpny: Pninpp dnwoby thG, pt hGd htwn
Juww pwl L wwwmwhty, ity m pwymd thG ubkGyuyh
nminp, pwjg Gu sth umd: ‘LniyGhuy dnpu EhG qubqby
Pwpni: dhpowwbtu Unthwdbtnp hwplw6 wyuwwumnithwGhg
dnwy vbkp ubGuly b wpplugptg hGa:

Cnrpl wWhwlgunwgwd n Yuwjubgwd
Ept, puy Gu, wuybnd wuwd, nguppuby Ep wyu
wwndmpudg: Unylpuy wanitL kp, pwlp np
pud hwdwp whhwlgunwgbl tpu ns Jpuyl hwd-
Gpypuwghlbpu, wyl gninp Ubpywltpp:

Utilp wwn pwl hiwgwlp htnnunwwmbuwhi
wptuwphh, jpwgpnnh wpfuwwmwlph m dtp hwplwG
tpypGtph  Gphwwuwpnltph  dwuhl: Gu pwwm  pwG
unynptigh: UdkGulwplunpp® dbknp phptgh hhwGwih
paytipGhp: Utp Gufuwqghop dh thnpphy dnnpuy b, U Gu
owwn nipwiu B, np hd wmbnG mGtd npuw Wwwuninipjwl
dtig, pliynig htiig hd wyju Euubkh dhongny:
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Fariz Rzayev

Azerbaijan

t was the end of the school year. The classroom was
‘ in a buzz. We were thinking aloud how to spend the

summer. Every one of us has certain ideas. Some
were thinking of travelling abroad, others about spending
the summer in hot Baku overcrowded with tourists. Sud-
denly, the door opened, and the school principal and an-
other woman walked in. It later turned out that she was
the producer of a television program. She told us about
the Kids’ Crossroads project. Some of my classmates
became interested. But not everyone’s parents agreed,
because it would be a joint project with the Armenians.

The date of the first seminar was then set. I do not
know how many kids came, but only six were selected,
and I was one of them. I had very interesting and
strange feelings. I met with the other kids in the project.
We all very quickly made friends and are interacting up
till today.

We adapted to the camp very quickly, too. We
made friends with the Georgians and the Armenians.
We were living in Batumi—a very beautiful city
on the shores of the Black Sea. During three
weeks, we studied the ABC of journalism, made
stories, went on air live, and prepared talk shows.
We found out the meaning of “off-screen text,”
“cutting,” “script,” “encoding” and “standups.” We
learnt how to get along with people and get them
to want to talk to us, to communicate, and to share.
Finally, the talk would turn into an interview. I
can say that we informally learnt a little bit of
psychology, as well. We learnt a lot about our
neighbors—the Armenians and the Georgians.
We learnt to pronounce certain phrases in their
languages. Those were the best days, full of
work and rest. We even managed to visit the
amusements. After all, we were teenagers, and
it was the most exciting part for us.

2 <

Then, there was a very funny incident: once, I over-
slept and failed to show up to the seminar in the morn-
ing. Everyone thought that something had happened to
me. Fuad, who was my roommate, was busy shooting a
story, and he was the only one who could have opened
the door. Everyone was knocking, but I did not hear
anything. They even telephoned my mother in Baku.
Finally, Mohammed climbed over to our balcony through
the neighbor's and woke me up.

Everyone was woyried and scayed, but to be hon-
est, it was cool, Al the same time, | was touched:
my absence had seriousiy worried not only the kids
from my country, but also the otherss...

We learnt a lot about the world of television, the
work of a journalist, and the kids from the other South
Caucasus countries. [ learnt a lot: most importantly, I

found new good friends. Our project is a
small planet, and I am very glad
that T will be a part of its
history. At least through this
essay of mine.

K°
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wnwownyty: SwulhhlGq dwulGwlyhg thGp U dhw)l _]npn
whwp L dwdpwp dhYyGGHG: o
o
Qupond &' pwfuwmu phipkg. hhwGwih llhpululp[ihp
gunuw hi wuwwuinipjul hwdiwp' Gypnyuwyng dby ,..
pwthwnnn  hGnuwgh  Gpwdhpwmbbtpp  ©phthuhnud: ’
bd ptdwl ny vhwjG nmp Ghwy wponnyniubphG, wjp
Gwl htuwmwpppph Gmoip nupdwy: Gu nqunpywo th U
tpym Qwpwp wlplnity tnpnpu tptuny th wwhu hd
hwnpwGuwyn:

Uhw Jtpowwbtu PwpmihG phiwynplg dhq:
Ulgpnd  dkGp® yYpwghlGbpu, wytih wnwGdGuguo
EhGp, pwyg pnmunny hpwnpmipiniGp thnfuybkg: UGYHENRo
wuwd hwplwb tpypGtph dGp hwuwlwyhgltpp dtqlhg
oww thG wwpptpymd, pwjg dblp, wjlniwdtGu)Ghy,
pnhw6nip hgnt quwGp:

Utqg numuwpytghG pbtiw thGopine: by gonygp
wnnpptipwlgh tp: Utlp ninunpytghlGp Gwywhwlghuwn,
npntn wGhnyu thnpd wpbghlGp GuywuwnhGiph htn
[unuty m dh ump ptdw qult), pwjyg Gpwlp nsy vh
htmwppphp pwl swywwmibkghG, U dhlp hnqlwo nt
hhwupwhywd Yapunupdwlp nnil:

Gpoynyuwt mpuntp W wewlig p&Jwh Yunws kh,
Gpe hwlipupd Jpuipu huwjpuumulytg, hhotigh, np
Cuwpnudpnd abLdpuwppnid Yuw, npnbn hwumnwin
el wundnepgnill Yguntd: Iwenpn opp JeUp
nihunpdbgphup  n&dhuwppnd, UYwpwhwlbohlp
nt Jpus nio ghobtip Inbnmwatghup Unipep:

Gwnonus th, np §Gp JbnehG6 bGp wiwpumbins, puyg s
wuwpqytg hwywnwyp, dklp wnwohGl thGp nt hwenpn
wnipnng opp wquu thGp U oglinud tHGp §yniuGkphG:

{piw btu pd  wwudnpmGGiph  Jpuw  wwn
bl wpjuwwnnid, uhpnd GBS thGuply, hnphGh; m
gty ptdwltp m Yepywpltp Gniptphu  hwdwn,
owlnpwlwy Gnp dwpnulg htwn: OphGuwly, vh Gnp
wuwuninipjul qunuthwp mlGhy mgmd B wuwwndby
wpunwuwhdwlghGtpp®  hwwiwwbtu  hGnhy-

Giph m shGughGtph dwuhlG, my GYuwwn-
dwdp  huwmpwlwl  JbpwpbtpdniGp  E
duuynpyt;: Mgmi B8 wuwpgbp, ph
hGymt GG Ywpnhy Ophupnd pw-
gwuwpwp yYtpwpbpynd  wpunw-
uwhdwlgphGtppl: Ywpomd Gy
wwwdwnl wjl E, np dblp jwwmn

ph; pwl ghwblp wj wqqbph
dwul, phy tlp Yuwpnmmi Gpulg
dwuhG nt pthymd GpuGg htnm: dpw-
gh tphunwuwpnltp hwdwpp  wi-

quui qunuwthwp smGhG, pt hGy
a
A\S

¥

I quuwpynd  dtp  hwplwG
tpypGtipmd”  <wjwunwlind U

Unpptowlinud:

a
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Nina Agladze

Georgia

in jourpalism the way I understood it. Besides, I was

competing with my brother. He had participated in
the competition, but had failed in the third round. I tried
to be active in the seminars, came up with ideas and
themes that interested and worried me. But it was not
all. There were 15 of us participating in the seminar,
and only seveh would get to travel to the summer camp.

‘came to Internews: primarily because I was interested

i, think that I was a little lucky. I found a topic
abouf Ameriean Indians in Tbilisi, musicians that roamed
across,'the different countries of Europe. And suddenly,
the “topic - attracted interest, and the story was quite nice.
I-was clearly very happy and reminded my brother of the
victory for two weeks.

FinalBs we reached Batumi. In the beginning, we the
Georgians stuck together. After some days, however, I
got to know the kids from Armenia and Azerbaijan more
closely, and the situation changed. To be perfectly hon-
est, the kids from the neighboring countries were quite
different from us, but we still got along.

Then, we were sent out to search for story topics.
We worked in pairs, and my pair was an Azerbaijani.
We went to the seaport and started to ask questions to
the seamen. We wanted to find something interesting,
but the seamen turned out to be rather unsociable, and
we returned empty-handed. We were walking back and
got very tired.

In the evening, when | sat there all sad and
broken because we had no topic, | remembered that
there Is a doffinariym In Batumi, | Immediately told
about it, and we were sent out again to search for
a topic, On the second day, we went shooting, and
were editing untll Jate at night,
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We thought we would be the last to finish, but it
turned out to be the opposite: we were the first to finish
the story and were free the whole next day, so we helped
out the others.

Now I work a lot on stories. I like travelling, thinking
up topics, meeting new people and story protagonists, and
learning things... I am thinking of the topic of foreign-
ers in Thilisii We have a lot of Indians and Chinese,
and there are different attitudes towards them. [ want
to make a story about the reasons behind occasional
problems and the sources of the negative attitudes of
some residents of Tbilisi towards foreigners. I think the
problem is that very many of us do not interact enough
or read, or learn about other peoples. People my age do
not know much about what goes on even in Armenia or
Azerbaijan or how people live there.
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nGyGnud: Opjtiynphy qlGwhwwmbim nhypmy btptip pw-
quynpnipjniGGph  Gptip  hwp)wmwpwplGtphG  dewluwa
fuGénp whwnh np hwuGh:

Uhup, dhpwn tp wyuwbu £ hGnud, jud b yupquwbu
thGnd E, sh (hGmud...
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Anahit Ghiasuan

Armenia

nce upon a time, there was a kingdom... In this
‘ ’magic kingdom, people lived carefree and happily.
People and nature lived in harmony. Everything
was in order until some unrest broke out in the kingdom.
Seven sages came together and appeared before the king.
The “long-live” king was concerned about the unrest in
his kingdom. He thought people did not miss anything
for leading happy lives. The most senior of the sages
conveyed this message of the people to the king: “Our
beloved king! We are happy with you and the order in
ous kingdom. But there is a problem that torments us:
we have no contacts with our neighbors, not even any
information about what happens around the world. While
we enjoy material values, we are direly short of the
spiritual. We are in a big chalk circle. People have un-
derstood something very important: what matters most in
life is human exchanges and having no defined borders
in this borderless world.”

The king attentively listened to this message, con-
sulted the sages, and rendered his decision. The next
morning, the seven sages appeared before the people
and conveyed the king’s message: “My beloved people!
There has never before been unrest like this one in our
kingdom. You have not been short of anything, but
the concern you expressed has sobered me up, too. We
have no contacts whatsoever with our two neighbors.
If history is the mirror of the past and the advisor of
the present, then I am ready to look at the mirror and
to correct the mistakes of the past. I have grown tired
of this self-enclosed life, too. Contacts with neighbors
would help us to recognize ourselves and our keens.”

The king ordered letters to be sent to the neighbor-
ing countries. Both neighbors gladly accepted the offer
of their direct neighbor to establish contacts between the
kingdoms, to seek good solutions, and to move beyond
the “chalk circle” of the Caucasus.

3|

Thereafter, a good tradi-
tion emerged between the
three kingdoms, Every ueay,
six ambassadors of each na-
fion would come together at the
same place and render very im-
portant decislons acting together
in ime, place, and conduct, Al
borders and bayriers were no
longer. Free contacts best per-
formed their yole of creating freedom,

Different peoples preserve and transfer
fairy tales from generation to genera-
tion through migrant stories. This
fairy tale of mine, too, has a long
path to travel. As a direct partici-
pant in the action, I have made new
discoveries for myself and realized
that making a step forward is the best
way to solve a conflict.

I do not expect manna to fall
from the sky: an apple would be
quite alright. Especially as that is

how fairy tales normally end: three ap-
ples fall from the sky.

Fair assessment of the reality clear-
ly shows that each of the three peace-
makers from the three kingdoms will
certainly get an apple.

After all, that is how the sto-
ry always goes...



UGN vUdQUueParye

Ophwii Uwdbnny

Unppbow

pwl £ 2thynn dwpnp 64, pwyg 2006-hG wikG

hGs; thnfuytg: UjGwbtu uvnwgytg, np tu wlgu
nwagnpnipjwl uyqplwlwl nuuplpwgl nt jwujuwagniyGGtph
owppnid «UwGywlwl fuwsitpniy» opwqpny udklGtgh
htinmunwwmbuwjhl widwnwjhG dwipwn:

' u Ophw@ Uwdbnnyl td: CGphwlpuwwbu, wjG-

Ulgpnd wnpwGdGugwo th pninphg: Gpb-
fowGtpp Jww  wniynn thG U yuthhg
nnipu Jwwnuwiunu: Gu fuhun wnwpptpynid
th  GpwGghg: UGYENO wuwd, skh
hwujwlni® tpt dbtp nyuwyuplbpG
wynpwl wywhy umdp thG pGupt,
hGswbtu Yupnn th Gu hwjnGyt) Gpuig
dtg... UlGquu uynidt shwugptigh Gywnpty
U pnntigh ptidwl htwmwqujh hwdwnp:

UhG; qGugpny qlnd EhGp, dwGnpugu tptjuw G-
ph htm: Mpwp tpp GuGuwmd kg dhwgwG
OphwGG m Jwjbhp: hGd wtu OphwG6 Ep nniubtptG
Juw ghnbtp: Uyn wuwwmdwnny k) dkGp wpwq (hgnt
quuubp: <twmwppphp Ep, np dbp wnpphowGulwG
fudipmd dhwjl dty wnohy YJup:

dhpowwtiu hwuwlp dwidpwn: lonphppuwmnGhpG
ni wpnynuubpGipp dkq pwuwnm oqltghG: hGd hwiwp
ndjun kp, pwyg tu dqlmd th: GphfuwlbplG oqlinid
thG, np ptdw quGty, Gyuptd: <ppmd B8 Quidhijwgh
nt Juybhh pbiph wpumwhwjmmpinilp, tpp Gu ny
dh UYbpwy sth Jupnnqulmd pnwbpblng  upblnuth
GUuptp: UGpGnphwwn fuwnGnid th pwnbpp: ‘Lpulg
oqlnipjuip tu Jupnnugw 2 Gnip Gyunpb]” nupngh
U  GUupsh UYwuhl, npnlp (wy wwwynpoipynil
pnntighG: <twn dtGp tpbp nnipu Glw6p U pnp nnt
wuwwmpwunbghlp: GphfuwGtpl wditG hGsy wlnd EhG,
np (wy unwgytp, tu £ wowlgmd th:

N\

Ompn  Gp&ppg hbnn  JuwuliwypgUbpp  owwn
ngunpwd Epl Ubpwnwreunid: puy JEUp nhJdw-
Unpnud Eplp Upwilig  Uhwpuquupnd  wumnwe-
Ubpnd, Gpgbpnyd m dwihGpny:

<ppnid td Gub dbp 2powquynipynilGp YpwuwmwGny,
tpp wquuw op niltgwlp: Gnulp wywwndwywl Yuwj-
pbpnuy, pniuvwpwlwyul wyqnud, htwmn £ gpnuwGuyny
qlwghlp pwg ony: GphjuwlGbpp Guwyhg poynid
thG ongh dkg: Nt sGwjwd tu spnw’ pwjg 2wwn
nipwfu kp:

Ujn opwgphg htwin ulubgh hwjwww; hd
mdtphG, nupdw wytih Jumwh, unynptigh juty b
/\ utithwwl wmbtuwltm wpunwhwjnty:
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Orhan Mamedov

Azerbaijan

y name is Orhan Mamedov. [ am generally not
M a very sociable person, but everything changed in

2006. I happened to pass a beginner’s course in
journalism and, being among the best, I ended up in the
television camp of the Kids’ Crossroads project. In the
beginning, [ shunned everyone that was there: the kids
were very noisy and talked too much. I sharply stood
apart. To be honest, there was one thing that I could not
understand: if our leaders had chosen such active kids,
then how I could be among them at all! I did not even
manage to film a story and kept the story as a backup
for the future. o

While we travelled in the train, I met with the kids.
It was fun. In Gyanja, two other boys—Valeh and Orhan
Orhan’s Russian was poor like mine, so we
quickly got along. There was only one girl

@

joined us.
in the group, and it was interesting, too.

We finally reached the camp. The
trainers and the producers helped us
a lot. It was hard for me, but
I tried. The kids helped me
search for a topic and film. I
remember the expression on

the faces of Valeh and Ja-
milia from our group when I
could not get the standup in
Russian filmed. I kept making
mistakes. Eventually, with their
help, I made two stories about
the school and about an artist, and
both stories made a good impres-
sion. Then, we had the broadcast

1 ‘ and the talk show. The kids tried
very hard. I cheered for them.

x I tried to support.

Everyone returned very happy from every broad-
cast, and we met them with painted posters, inscrip-
tions, and chanting,

I also remember the tour of Georgia. We had some
free days at the end. We went to historical sites and
the botanical garden. We then sailed out to the open sea
on a boat and jumped into the sea. I personally did not
jump, but it was great fun.

After the project, I got to trust myself more. I

became more self-confident and learnt to listen and to
express my point of view.
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UGN vUdueParye

Inybhbwitbu Unyupujusl

Lwjwumnwb

' pp hwitdwunmd  td  <nghwGGtupG  dhGsh
«Utiip LGp»n U npwGhg htun, wwyw thnthn-
funipniGG wyGhwjm E. nw yYbpwpbpnd £ ng

thwjl dwulwghmwlwl wdhG, wjnh Jwppughl

hwnywGhpGtnhG: UWn pGpwgpnid thnfuybghG plw-

Uynpmpjwlu Jwwm qotip. wnwohl wlqwd ulutgh

nonptl dnwot] hd Gyuwwmwlltph nt opwaptinh Jwuhd,

unynptigh wfuwwmwlphg hwdényp uvnwlw), qmuiwp

Juwuwmuwythy... Uy b wnwohG wlqud puyupytgh:

«Utlip GGp»-p hG4é hwdwp dhwj@ w)uwnwlp
skn, wyG nupng tp' uluGuy pugpnnh hwdwp phplu
wubtlwjwyp, pwlh np wjlntn ny vhwjG pGGunuw-
nnd jud gnjuwpwlmd thG, wjjk mwhu EhG wpdtipw-
Unp funphmpnGtp, npnGp tu dhGy wjdd Yhpwomd G:
UjGntn tu hwujwgw, np uhpwo dwulwghunipjudp
grunytnt hwdwp funyplnnunbtp 1hGh 366 Jupnn, L
np Yupunpp gulympyniG6 nt wpfuwmwuhpnipynm GG GG:

UhGsU hpiw hhpmd G0 wwwpwunwou wnwohl
Gmnippe U 6 dwlywlwl $hpitph thwnwwnGh dwuhl
tp:

Op nu gpobp wwupwunybintg W Unpl
wwpnbng htnn wupg pwpdwy, np wl wd-
pnngmpiude upwl Bp Yuadby

Pwjg npw 2Gnphhy (hpp funphnipnGtip unwgu nu
unynptigh, pt hGywbtu whwh 6hpnn wlbh... Unwohl
JulnGp' «unynphn pn ufuwyGtphg»:

UnwGipG wwwmimpmbG L hwptwG GpypGhpp
hwuwlwyhgliph htwn pthnwip: Gpp nhn Gnp wbwp
E dtyGtpGp wdiwnwjhG dwdipwp, dnwomd Eth, np
JpwunwGh Ut Unppptowlh hwuwlwlhglGtphu htn
othnudp, dknd wuwd, sh unwgyh: {bnmwquynid wuwpg-
ytg, np nu plpuwibklp Guwppwwwwpinlp tp:

Cwn ynunny thnfutigh dtip hwplwGGtph ypupbpyug
ninbnnuiu - quoywod  Jupopwwhwtppn: Gpt  wnwohl
optphG qgniyuynp th U Gpwlg «pwlqupulujhG
gnigwGuinipGtph» Giw6G hbngyhg th nmunmdGuuhpnd,
www plpwgpmdi hwuuwgw, np Gpuwlp ] GG dwpn,
np GpuGg htn hGwpwynp £ 2ty b w)uwwnby,
huy whw wpntG yYbpond dtp hwpwptpnpniGGtpp
wjlpwl otipdwgwl, np dh pwGhuph htwm dhG; wydd b
nGytpnipymG 68 wlnd, dhpwn E° dhwjl hGunbtpGtunny:

«Uwlijuywi fpwsdbpmiyp» hGd hwdiwp Yjuwbph vh
hwnywd tp, np hGwpuynp sk dnnwGwy: UjG hpwpwih
nupng Ep  pugpnipjul  dwlGwwwphG pGupuwoGtph
hwiwn:

s
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OUR CROSSROADS

Hovhannes Movsisuan

Armenia

“Menk Enk,” the change is obvious in terms of  distance like museum exhibits. Soon, I realized that they
not only professional growth, but also human are human, too, and that I could interact and work with
traits of the characters. My character changed in many them. By the end, our relations were so warm that I
ways: for the first time ever, I started thinking seriously  still keep my friendship with several of them, albeit just
about my goals and plans. I learnt to enjoy work and  over the Internet.
to make money... And one more thing: I put on makeup,
for the first time in my life. The Kids’ Crossroads was a part of my life that can-
not be forgotten. It is a wonderful school for anyone
For me, “Menk Enk” was not just about work. It  Wwanting to become a journalist.
was schooling, perhaps the best possible education for a
starting journalist, because there, instead of criticism or
praise, they would give us valuable advice, which I fol-
low to this day. There, I realized that nothing can get
in the way of practicing my favorite profession, and that
desire and hard work matter above all.

When I compare Hovhannes before and after In the early days, I was cautious, watching them at a

I still remember the first story I prepared: it was about
a children’s film festival.

After preparing day and night and finishing the
story, | realized that | had gotten the whole thing
wrong,

However, through it, I got plenty of advice and learnt
the right way of doing it... Rule number one: learn from
your own mistakes!

Contacts with my peers from the neighboring states
were a different story. When I was getting ready
to leave for the summer camp, I thought that
contacts with my peers from Georgia and
Azerbaijan would not work, to say the

least. Later, it turned out that I was (/
simply prejudiced.

Very soon, I changed the stereotypes
in my mind concerning our neighbors.




UGN vUdQUeParye

Uwhdnin Ugnniwl

Unppbowl

hhpnnmipjniGGhphg t: Gpuh Gwb wj6 ywwdwnny,
np wnwohl wlqwd th wpnmwuwhdwlng, wjl
E’ wnwGg oGnnGhph: CGnwikGp 16 mwpbwb th:

Lwy &J hpond, p& puswbu Epup p&Jwlbp
thuwpnd uyn ghintighy punwph Utn hnnnglbpnid,
puswtu Lpup quwpswlunid wnpwygphnlbubnp wy-
gnd, puswbu Eplup wwwnmpwunynd Gpebppl.,,

D wpnith ninunpmpjniGG hd Yuwlph wikGuwywn

Mwuwhmd tp, np GuwpwhwliwG wwhhl sGw-
[Jvwwmbujwo dh pwl «dwmlGnd Ep» Junph dbe, U
(Quwpwhwlnn funudpp skp Jupnnulnd quuit) ohownp:
Ujndwd unmhywdo Gnphg thGp GUuwpmd: bul Gpp
Gunnud thGp uWnGwwdh, pnmnpp hwjwpynd thG U,
th pwlh wlqwyi GnijG pwlp phntiny, ochownmu thG
hptiGg ufuwiGtiph Ypuw:

<ppnid G, np nmumgdwl yYtpond pnnp dwu-
GwlyhglGtinp «fununnjwnd thG»: Fw wnwldhG
hwpguqpnyyg tp Juwibpwjh htwm, Gpp wnwlg
nput dtyhg pwybtinmt Ywnpnn thp wuby dwnphly
hGsh yud nud dwuhb nignud thp: Upntl 4 wmwph
wlgh)] E, b tu nghGy s&y hhymd wuwoltphgu:
Cwwn Ynqbth Guyby, ph hGy th wyl dwdwGuly
wund judtpwjhG, hGy th qqmd b hGywbu th
qiwhwwnnud, pwlh np hphtw pnnpnyhG wy
Ybpy BY dnwom: \
hwpquw(pny thGp Ytpwpbpymd dtyu dyniupd,
oqinti EhGp ndjwpmpiniGGtph dwdiwlwly,
Jtpohytingn” uhpmu EhGp dtp wipnn9 phin: Cwwn
pwl hwuuwgw wjlunbn, Gub hdnmpniGGtp dtnp
ptiptigh htinntunmwwntuwjhG pugpnipjul wuwwnpkgqniy:
N°Y Ydwmwotp, np htiGg wjn Swithnpnmpjnilp YnwnlGwn

Uikl hGy htwwppphp tp Gub wjl
yuwwmdwnny, npnghtimb wnwohl wlquui

EhGp wjnwhuh hpwyhdwybtpni:  Utlp

7 i?
& N\

hd htmwqw wpfuwwmwlph ujhqpl n fupwlp: Jdumwh
td, np GnylG phimd w)fuwwmnn  GphfuwGtph WG
ygunGytlG wjGuyhuphGtpp, mud htwn hpdw gqnpopGytp-
Gtp GGp: Utp wppuwwmwlpp wnhp nupdwy vbkp hw-
dwgnpowlgnipjul hwdwnp: Pwjg wybth Jupunp t, np
wji wnhp nupdwy dbp hwlnhyiwl hwdwp: <nwuny
td, np ntin Eh Yhwlphytlp, wihwiptp vywund Gl

npu:

Lwjwwund, hwpgniy, vphpmd Gd...

)\\\
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Mahmud Abdullauev

Azerbaijan

he trip to Batumi is one of the brlghtest momegts o
in my life. One reason why I remember it. 1_ S
was that it was my first trip abroad w1thout

parents. At the time, I was barely 16.

A}

()
We were looking for story topiqs.; stroll M the F
namow streets of that beautifyl u@hgtecturai. Tudo
We had fun in the amua‘e-men'e&atb. -~

much more. It was very interesting and alglsmg h
the events that happened during the shootu%- sudd
got into the story and made everyone in the crew la 4
Then, we had to redo the whole thing. It was the tnost' .

interesting part of the shooting. When we got d'own to an ., '
the editing, everyone came together and .Watched those S e ]
sequences several times, and we laughed 3 mistakes. 95

I remember all the participants * confess;r& at the end our work w111 serve’asa reason for our 'cooperatl(m an.d-.,
of the course. It was an interview “on€e0fi one” with  most importantly, for our next meefing to Wthh I look" -

the camera, when each one of us could tell everything we forward with - -hope: . o O te
thought about the trip without being shy of anyone else. . ;
Four years have since passed, and I do not remember My faith, respect, and lovg!

anything I said there. But every time I remember it, |
have a burning desire to watch the interview one more
time. [ wonder what I thought back then and how I
assessed the circumstances, because I think very differ-
ently now.

Another reason why everything was so interesting was
perhaps the fact that it all happened for the first time.
All of treated each other with respect, helped out in dif-
ficult situations, and finally, loved our team. I learnt a
lot there, and I acquired work skills of television journal-
ism. Who would think that the trip would become the
inception and the key initiator of my future work? I am
confident that I can call some of the kids that worked
in a team with us my “colleagues.” And I am sure that
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OJdwpp Sngpswpodpp

d puwuwnw b

nput dpgniyph: Glw, funutigh wpnnyniutph htwun
U ulubtigh uymdh wwwpwunmbt;: Uh  wdipnng
wmwph thnpdnd th: Qpwlhg wybih nuptwl pwG hGa
hwdwp vhGs wjuon sh tntp: Gu w pntl thnpdwnnt th,
pwjg umhyywo dwulwlgtgh uvpgnyphl, wlgw tptp
thniitipp b UbyGtgh @mpphw, Ltikp’ dhnhwdwdpwp:

h GunbtpGnu  hGé pGybpGepu  phptghG: Unwlg

Gptp Jwpwp wpluwwmmd thGp <KwjwunwGh b
Unpptigwlh dtp hwuwlwyhgliph htm: Gu Juyb-
pugpuyuwb Yhbnjh fudpmd plngplgtgh: UhGst hhdw £
hpynud B8 hspwl wwbGeytigh wyn phpth hwdwp, puyg,
ytipohytingn, wyjwpwhpl hwugptgh: Uklp qlwghlp UG-
pwjhw’ thnpphy nt hwpdwpuytnm LEitph hwdibiwn
utko th pwnup:

Ywpdnd Ep, np punhp skp nlGlUw thnannglt-
pod gl pupbwnpuy hwgldwd W npwhuwinnely
Gpwdomnipntl (unn Gppunwuwpnlibph: Cwyg Jtq
Jh widgnng op wbp Gnwd enpp rnpbpltpp
juntde gl hwdwp;  Pnjuwpblp, hlinptn
U Uywpbine plupwgpnd, &u  dwunpwgw  Unp
pwnwppl, dpu kL Ybpend dwwn sunwoybg;

{mnipwlngh hwdwpnd snpuny EhGp wwpmd® Gpynt
Ypwgh U tpym hwj: <wdwju thGp dhwuhG nhuynnbtly
qlnuy, onymu nnnud, bLptynjuwl tp° pwthwnmyd pw-
nupny: Unwohl wlqud Yywlpniu bLptp wpwp tu
fununid th ny pt Ypwgtptl, wj hhdGuyulnd” omwp
quny: dbponid wjGwbtu th hwpdiwpyty, np nu pGuw-
JuG tp pynud:

Puwjg Gwy ubiyumbiptpp, b dwipwpwjhl Yywlph
hp wbnp  qhotig qwplwd  wpfuwwmwlphl:  Opwgph
wpnrynutipnp  qqnipugptg, np wlpnphwn pwpd qu-
nuthwpltp GG whwmp: Uhqud Gpwlp, nyptp ntunignid
EhG wGgh] dwipwpnd, Gpt wwuhy (hGEhG, wybwp L
hntig mbtnn qh9thG Gnp” wybtth wlmhy dwulwlyhgGtnhG:
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Umnmwtu Lty tnwy ng pwdw sEkp qulnud’® htnwlnud
tn: Uikl wihu «Qytlh Epuwyptuhnui» Gnp nhdpbp
EhG hwjnGynd, pwjg Gnwl Guwb dh pwGhup, nyptp
«qhdwgwl» wipnng wmwphb: Umnmwhuh dpgulygnipjm Gl
hd upnny tp U fupwlmd Ep wpuwmwlpp:

LpwgpnipyniGG hGd pwwm E nmip quihu’ mipg Gl
wunid: Uhpwm thnpdnud th wjGwhup ptdwlbpn quGhy,
npnlp htwwpppptihG wWwwmwlhGbiphl, Yhwdwdwluly
Gnn 1hGEhG" dhGy wyn swpdwo: Uh pwGh ufwGnujwjhG
unidtiGin £ mGtd: Utlp btpphp sthGp JwfubGnud,
U ubkq skhG wpqbpmd, hwlwnwlyp' pwouytpnmid EhG
wjnuhuh Gymptp wwwpwuwnty: {wdbh £, Gpp wow-
ohlpn nnmu tu Gpp GQupnud, huy 1-2 wpwp wlg
dto htnniunwwnbtunipymGGtpl G0 winpununind wjn
(inyG ptdwyhG:

Gpptip s dnnwlw dtp mnunpmipyniGp Gypnuw:
6 hngh thGp' 2-wlwl dJpwuwnmwlhg, <{wjwunwlhg
nt Unpptowlhg: Utlp btnwlp 5 bGpypmd U 7 dwuhg
Jquqijuo «Pwpt Gypnwuw» dShpiwrwpn wuwwmpwuwnmb-
ghlGp ubtp wmbuwoh m qqugwoh dwuhl: Cww Yniqth
1hGtp dtp opwqph pninp dwiwlwyltph jwywqnyyG 3
InwqpnnGhph Jwppnd:
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Omari Gogichaishvili

Georgia

was taken to Internews by some friends. With no
‘ competition at all, I came, spoke with the producer, and

started to produce stories. I worked there for a whole
year. I never liked anything as much before. Although I
was quite experienced, I had to participate in the compe-
tition. I completed the three stages and travelled to the
media camp in Turkey.

We worked with peers from Armenia and Azerbaijan
for three weeks. I was involved in the documentary film
group. I still remember how I suffered with my film, but
I managed to finish it up. We went to Antalia, a large
town compared to the small, cozy Kemer.

) thought | would not have a problem finding
guys dressing informally and listening to original
music right In the streets, But it 100k us a whole
day to dig up a small group of Turkish rockers, But
then, dwring the searching and the shooting, | be-
came familiar with a new town, Eventually, the film
that came out was not bad,

Four of us shared a room: two
Georgians and two Armenians. We
often went to discos together. We
swam in the sea and wandered
around town in the evening. For
the first time in my life, I did not
speak Georgian for three weeks. I
mostly spoke foreign languages. By
the end, I got so used that it started to
seem natural.

But September came, and camp life
was replaced with intensive work on
the project. The producer told us right
away that fresh ideas are always need-

ed. Even the kids that were in the
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camp would yield their place to new, more active kids,

if they were passive. That is- what happened... The ones
that did not find themes left, and new ones came. Every
month, new kids appeared on “Our Express.” But several
kids and I survived a whole year. I enjoyed this competi-
tion, as it urged me forward.

I really like journalism. No kidding! I always tried to
find themes that were interesting for teenagers and had
not been covered by anyone before me. I had quite a
few scandalous stories, but they were actually welcomed.
We were never afraid of covering such stories. It was
nice to be the first to cover a story, and then see the
big TV stations cover the same theme after two or three
weeks.

I will perhaps never forget our trip to Europe. There
were six of us: two from each of Georgia, Armenia, and
Azerbaijan. We visited five countries and prepared the
“Hello Europe” series of seven films about what we saw
and our impressions. I would really like to think that I
am one of the top three journalists throughout the exist-
ence of our project.
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Prbw Lwgplw

Unppbow

wjpnipkGG GG unynplglnid: <twmwppppytigh ni

qGugh: <tGg wjyn dwdwlwy Gnp ubpmGn thG
nGunpnmd dwipwph hwdwp: Udt6 dGyp wybnmp b wmdh
wwwnpwuwnbp: Gu Gymp Gupbgh wijwsiniply pynnaeph
Jwuhl, dunw pGupjuGhph  pwppp: < <nqlGhgnighs -nt
tpqwp, pwjg hbtumwppphp dwuthnpnmipjniGhg (Hewn
hwjnGytgh pmppwlwl onjwihljuw Ltitp punuwphud:

‘ 1 uwghG, np Ju dh opwghp, npnbn jpugpmipjul

Omuwunwlgh munmghsGopp  dhge Lwendoptiglnid
EhG unghwuwywl hnnjwl ni  uwntéh “wwifipwuwmt,
hwpgwqpniyg YtpgGh;: Utlp hufJuwGwpwp hjnpwlngh
pnnp hwlquuuwugnnGtph htn  hwpgwqnpnyyg - «Ytopk-
ghGp: <twn tu dh Ppd Guptigh LETLpmd wwnpnn
Upwgh wnugh dwuhl, m ndgnh tp hp Yjwlph
dhophGuynpniGhg:

Ywqiwybpulbghl  hnwppphp  Jpanypltsu
nhdwywhwlntiu, npnbn Gu yuwdwpp Ep;

dinwlp dtq dh nmph) dwdpwp Ep uyuwugmy: Th
dhpd thGp Gunpnud, wju wlqud «Uniynu» Ynsynn
qlwgph dwuhl, np wluwunmd tp ghn undtunwluwG
dwdwlwlyltphg: UjG yYtpwlnpngtip EhG, U qlGwgpn
(inphg SGwuthw tp pGyt). pwpdwlmd Ep wwptpG h
Jup' niyh dpwunwGh mbuwpdwl Juypbpp mwlbnyg
ninunpGtnphG:

{twn opwqph bpbluwGtph Yh  fudpny qGwghGp
Gypnyw® Gmiptp  Gupwhwlbne: Gwuphgmd  dklp
dwgqigighGp  UnGdwpup, Oowlnpwgulp  wmwppbip
tnypGtnhg wjuntn thnn wyfuwwntim Ghwo GRuphsGtph
htin, qlwghlGp Gytintgh, htimn Ejdbbpwl w)mwpuly
pwépwgulp: Pwugh wyy, dtlp tnulp Uwnpwupnipgnid,
dwulwlygtighlp Gypnuuwlwl wwpjwdtlGnh GhunhG:
LhnGnd dklp Ywlqun YJuwwwptghlp UhowqqujhG
hwidwjuwpwGh nwwlnqpuiul pwnupnuy, npunbn
unynpnid EhG mwppbip GpypGiphg Ghwo tphnwuwpnGin:

niudw G

Ulqpnid
JwuhG: <twn Gpuwlp hwwpytghG pwynd, U wpnkG
dtiip ujubkghlp wwwiby, pk hGym Gap L] Gypnww U
hG; & Gepyuywuglmyd dtp opwaghpp:

nuuwlinnGtpp  wwwdtghG hpblg

Gtpiwlphwymy  qGwughlp «wnpwlng»: Utq vh
hninjwly gnigunptighG, pt hGywbtu L w)luwwmmd wnph
Jypwiwyiwl gnpowpwip, hGywbtu Lt Juwptih ton
wpfuwwmby pwithnlGGbphg” h wh pgwyw thewuwyph u
hwuwpwympjul: b by’ pwhwybun k:

UtiGp Gwlu wyghiighGp <nmpnunh pwlqupuG:
Suyywynpnipynilp guynwn tp nmt owlp:

Udumbppuinud dklp  $tpitplGtph  GuptghGp:
Lunwl JuqiwibpyywompmGi nt  ubpp  ndjup
wjn  wpuwwnmwlpp nupdptp GG qpuyhs: “Fw  dhq
hwabtihnptlG qupiwgptg, hGsp thnpdtghlGp thnfuwlgby
htinntunwnhwnnGtphG: <nuny G hwonntighGp:
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OUR CROSSROADS

Wona Nagieva

Azerbaijan

was once told that there was a project that taught the
‘ ABC of journalism. I got interested and decided to go.
Just at the time, they were recruiting a new group of
kids. Everyone had to film a story. I filmed one about
rollers, and 1 was selected. After a long, tiresome, but
interesting bus trip, I reached the Turkish seaside town
of Kemer.

Trainers from Russia taught us how to film com-
mercials and stories, and how to take interviews. We
intéwviewed probably all the residents of the hotel. Then, I
made a film about a Georgian boy who lived in Kemer,
but was not satisfied with his monotonous life.

There were many interesting competitions and
finally, ‘2 masquerade pariy, where | was a vampire,

We were going to have another camp in the win-
ter. And again, we made a film about the “Kuku-
shka” electric train that worked from the USSR
times. It was recently repaired and started to
run again. Winding through the hills, it would
carry its passengers to the picturesque parts of
Georgia.

However, our adventures did not end. We
travelled to Europe with a group of kids from
our project to film stories for our program. In Paris,
we scrambled to the Montmartre, met with artists
from various countries that were there to earn some
money, went to churches, and climbed the Eiffel
Tower. We also went to a session of the European
Parliament in Strasbourg.

In Lyon, we made a stop in the campus of the
International University which had students from all
over the world. We interacted with the students. They
took us around the classrooms and told us about their

4|

studies. Then, they assembled in the courtyard, and we
told them why we had travelled to Europe and about
our project.

In Germany, we went to a landfill. They showed us a
film about how the work of a waste recycling plant was
organized and how many could be made from waste to
the benefit of the environment and society. In fact, it

happens to be quite a lucrative business.
Then, we visited the Holocaust Muse-
um. The impression was painful...

In Amsterdam, we filmed
farm life. Efficient organi-
zation and love for the
work made this rather uneasy
occupation  very attractive
and, frankly speaking, we

were pleasantly struck.

We tried to convey

those feelings to the tel-
evision audience. I hope
we managed.

Quyy s (TG



Jgen nuQuecnoryQ

Uwppwd UGwajul

Lwjwumnwb

nunnjulmd 8" bnhp B0 GughnGwihuw,
’U Unytyp Gl wnpptowlghGtnh nt pnipptiph pbd
hGumbtplGtwmwjhG hwqup m dh Juwjptpmd: Uiy
dJwiwlwl 14 wwptywl th, wpfowphhG Guynud Eh
wlwdlwgnh hwjnihh-hwjptGuwubph wsptipny, pwjg sth
hwulwlnwy, np (GG hwjptGuwutn sh Guwlwlnd wwnby

wqgh p2GwdhGtphG... UWagwG wmwphltp, nt...

Yjwliph pwqiwphy fuwsitpmyGtppn wlglbknig htnn
tlw hwuw «Uwljwlwl fpwyitpnmyhG», b uluybg...
Jpwunwl, Pwpnih, dwdpwp hd hwuwluyhgGtph
htin:

Cnlj: duyhwn: {hwupwthnpjnil: Pwgwwmpbd: Cny,
npnghtmt ny dh dmpény sEh Jupnnuilmd  dGfuty
nintinhu dhe (hdhghwjing” gunwn tp), np wnppigwlgh
15-16 mwpbywl tpbjuwGbpp nyGsny sEhG wmwppbpynod
hGaGhg:

dwhw, wyG £ h Gy dyhwm: Qupiwbph, hhwginiGph
dwhwm: ULy £ wy6 Jdwhwmp, nph plGpwgpnid nm
wdwbtpnd  tu, jJwu, ptq fuwpdwo btu qqgmi o
thwdwdwlwy nyhGy stu hwuljwlmd, mymuih wwniph
whtiu dyunmy bu:

{hwuputhnipyniG: Uunjwd hd, hGy thnpp wnbuw-
nupw td mbhgt, hly uvwhiwlwthwy Gl dnwoty...
«Uup pGswt®n & nu hGwpwynp: bGywt®v Jupnn 66
Gpwip (wyp (hG: AL, hGsy niqmy E (hGh dbYy k, Gpulp
wnppbowlgh tl»,- tnwomd th bu:

Qyulphu wibklfwuy m wGinnwlGuh 3 wpwpn
tu wwptp Gl Gpwlg htw: ‘Lpwlg 26Gnphhy Ghpup-
fuwphu thnfuytg 180 wuwmhdwlny, hwjbuyhlG wpunw-
yuultpmd unwgwy... {wjbth... Un, Gpwlg Gujb-
thu tu hG& Eh wbuGnud, GpwGp hd hwjbhG thG
nupdb;: Utlp wwnwfunumd m pwGwyhdmd  thiGp,
np  {wjuwunwlp  wdbh mun B owhnwlulmpmG

mGtgti, pwl Unpptowlp, hptGp b hwljwnwyd
wuntd... Pwjg dhGp 6hpn wwhhG Yulq® &hlp w
npnyhtimlt pGytpGip thGp U hwulfwGnmd EhGp.
pwnwpwlwlnmpjnilp dwnglt] wpopjw luul[ip um(‘u:]L q G

hhdwpmipjnG YihGh: .
0 -
Utlp Jpwupl swond kpup, n'LJ nnd,
wg huntd, wupnid, Py bugnid anhan‘mJ

Gpgnid, woswunnid onpbipny, Juuubnw qenulnLd,
Uppwr Udwgmd wibplu  nL tzpqﬁ-f Gpghud...
Sunwd, bpowlply nbrwhwulbpp ‘weu bGpgnd
onup wbpl, Gpgnd p upnt, Jpwupl, sE” np Jelup
oLY4GOLEN Epup...

Gy hhdw by plytpGp GGp, nnuyh’ wpnbG hpwphg
htinni: Gpluwl, Pwpnm, Opphthup: Uy goi'... Swynn
tonwGYyniGh...

nunnjulmd td" mGEY wnppbowlgh pGytpGhp,
uppmud Gl Gpuwlg wdpnn9 upnny U hwjptGwubp Ga:
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- Smile, big smile! A smile of astonishment, one of ad-
‘miration. The smile that takes you to the clouds. Then
you.are gone. You feel cheated, yet you fail to make
sense of anything. You just smile like an idiot.

"+ o_Disappointment. My God! How narrow my vision
.",9‘.(,1' been! How closed-minded I had been! “But how
IS it possible? How can they be good people? No, no
- matter what, they are Azerbaijani,” I used to think.

. : c ) 0 . - I have lived the best and the most unforgettable three
confess having been a nationalist, fighting with fthe ) ‘weeks of my life with them. Thanks to them, the world
Azerbaijanis an?i' the Turks on all sorts of wekfite ° inside me turned around 180 degrees. It became the mir-
Back then, 1 was 14, viewing the — throug / “ror of what it had been. A mirror... Indeed. I would

eyes of a selfish patriotic Armenian girl, failing to undef* look at them and see myself. They had .become my mir-

stand that being patriotic did not mean hating the foes of  TOI. We chatted. I argued that Armenia had statehood

one’s nation...Years passed... before Azerbaijan, and they claimed the opposite. But

we would stop at the right time, because we were friends

After passing through many crossroads of live, 1 fi- and understood that it would be foolish to inject politics
nally reached The Kids’ Crossroads, and there it began... into daily life.

Batumi, Georgia... A camp with young people my age.
We would share meals and games, swim and
Shock... Smile... Disappointment... Let me explain. ©'Y, dance, watch movies, enjoy ourselves, sing,
Shock, because no hammer could nail in my mind (ouch!) ~ Work In the daytime, think, walk around, play the
the idea that Azerbaijani children that were 15 or 16  Quitar on the seaside, and sing, and sing... Like

years old were no different from me. orazy happy teenagers, we would sing on the sea-
side, sing from the bottom of our hearts, and sing

/ together, becauyse we were FRIENDS...
And we are friends today, simply further away. Ye-
\ revan, Baku, Tbilisi. That painful triangle...
\

NS
I confess that I have Azerbaijani friends, I love

them wholeheartedly, and I am a patriot!

w

= < =
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Uen hUQUGNOryo

Q&npgh Swpunipwdt

d puwuwnw b

ty, Gpp «Qytlh Epuwypbupl» thwlyytg npny dw-

dwlwyny, hGypwl th wjupt;: Opnghtnnt wjuntin
tu unynptigh hGpGwpmwhwynyt), hwujugw® haGy
pwl L Gyuwpwhwlndp, wbpuwnp, ptdwG... GY Gpp
pGd wuwghlG, np opwghpp Yhpwpwgyly b, wbh
Jwn nipwjuwgu, pwl Gpp plGngpyytigh wdiwnwjhG
SwipwpwluwGitnh gniguyniy:

Up nbiwp &J hpomd Cuwpmdpnid” hwpgnmJ kp
wlolywgbnd wi Jupnluig  opgwlinid, nyptp
aenund  Ept hwniy  hadwdnpnltph  hwdwp
Wwpuwnbudws swliwwwphny W jwlbguwpnmd Epl
Upuwlig;

% wunmww  npnpkp B pugpnn qunGuy;: <ppmd

{wpgn Yuwpd tp m hunwy' hGn®t shp  puynud
ity dtwph Ypw qulynn wytjh uwjG m hwpdwnp
dwlwwuwphny: NuuuwufuwGitpp hhiGwywlnd wg-
ptiupy EpG: Utq dnn dwpnhy wjGpw6 b pupjuglud
st jpuaqpnnGtph hwintiv:

<hpmd &Y, hGswbtu Eh qupgt, Gpp 10 pnyb mGkh
upliinuth GYuptnt hwdwp, hulj mbpunp ny dh Yhpy
sth qupnpulnd dnwwwhby: LhGmd L Gub, np qlnud
tu Gqupwhwliwd, hul wjlnbn GnyG yhdwyp sk, hGy
tpty tp: Unwomd tu, np wdtG hGy Ynpwo E: b
niGtiu dh pwGh pnwbt Gnp pwl Ywnwobnt hwiwn:
Gy hwluwpo thwjunwynd b (hGmd® hGy-np pwlG Gu
qulnui, nphp wpnymlpmd Gnipn wlquwyi wybtih qwy L
unwgynuy, pwl wuwwulybpuglmd thp:

twipwpni  tu  th  wwpophGwly muwGlupsh
dwuhG Gnip wwwpwunbgh: Lw  wdkl pGy  Jni-
pnyh Ep wbulmd U Guwpmd®  hptpp, pbGpbnpp...
Clnhwlpwwtu, tu uhpnmd Gl wnidtGhp Gyuptp w)G
dwpnulg dwuhl, nwd  wpfuwphwjwgpp  wwppbp-
Jmd £ unynpuwfuwl wuwunybpwgniGtphg: Eth dh pw’
hGd tuhuwn ulubg htwmwppppt) unghwjwywl venhw:
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Swidngytigh, np (npg wfuwnwlph Rwpnid phjupniph,
puhptiph, pngGtph dhengny Yupnn btu wnwe wwlby
qunuthwnltpy: Ywpnn bGu Jhptinpng uvwppby, np
Yhtwwpppph hwpnipudnp, hwqupuygnp dwpnutg:

b npbw, WhG; Gwdpwp qGup btu skh wnGsyby
hwplw( tpypGtph hwuwlwyhglGtphu htin, pwjg wpwg
U wnwGg nput ndduwpnipjul dntpdwgw UnpphowGh
nt <wjwuwnwGh GpbfuwGbtph htnm: Gdu dby wlqud
hwinqytgh, pt hGsgpwl Ywplunp E owmwp [hgniGtph
hiwgmpnilGp: Bwdpwphg 3-4 wdhu wnwe bLu Juw-
futind th nnobptlG funub), pwjyg Guuuwl npkgh'
unynpti;: <{twn hlpu k) th qupdwlnd, Gpp wumd EhG,
np hd powubpbGp wdbkGUhG B Juun st:

{piw hGé hwdiwp wdikGwywpunpp Gop m hb-
wmuwppphp ptidwltp quGhii £ b JhpbtninGunwd unyn-
ntp: Mgmd Gy, np «Qytlh Epuwptiuhl» nunGw wybh
hwlpwdwlws U ophghGw) opwghp, tu by Jujtitd wjn
thwnph dh dwup:




OUR CROS5SROADS

Georgi Maisuradze

Georgia

remember when “Our Express” shut down for some

time, it was very sad, because I had no possibility of
expressing myself and studying exciting things such as
shooting, cutting, text writing, theme searching, and the
like. When I was told that the project was resumed, I
was very happy. My happiness grew even further when
I was chosen as a participant of the summer camp.

‘t was my firm decision to become a journalist. I

) remember one incident from Batumi: | asked
a question of the people that walked around the
special bicycle track near the sea and distyrbed
the cuclists,

The question was brief and clear: why are you walk-
ing around the bicycle track? Most of the replies were
aggressive. Noticeably, our people do not treat journalists
very nicely.

I remember getting nervous in the camp during the
standup recording: I only had 10 minutes, and it was
exactly when I forgot everything. Or, go-
ing to the video shoot, and nothing is
the way it was the day before during
the theme research, and you have to
make up everything again on the spot
in a matter of just seconds. Especially
the times when I thought that it is over,
the story has failed, and I can go back;
then, all of a sudden, I would find a
clue, a new idea would emerge, and

everything would end up even better

than planned.

While in the camp, I produced
a story about a photograph who
saw and pictured Batumi in'_ a
unique way, somewhat odd, but

A

very interesting for me. The same objects and buildings
can look different each time... I am generally very fond
of producing stories about people whose vision of the
world is different from the majority views. [ am also
greatly interested in the social media. I became finally
convinced that, with hard work, thanks to Facebook,
Twitter and blogs, you can promote your ideas, create a
video blog that will be interesting for hundreds or thou-
sands of visitors.

Before the camp, I never had any contacts with my
peers from the neighboring countries. Unnoticeably and
quickly, I got along with the kids from Armenia and
Azerbaijan, as if I had known them for a long time.

I was actually convinced once more that knowing
many languages is crucial.« (Three or four months ago,
I was afraid to speak Russian, but-I set a goal and was
soon surprised to hear that my® Russian was not too bad.

The key thing for me now is to find new ‘interesting
themes, to learn to edit, and of.course, to' make sure
that Our Express becomes a more .popular and original
program. I want to become a part/ of that fame.
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