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Upcoming Events
Human Rights Violations in the Balkans and the Search for Justice

On Sunday October 7, 2001, Hellenic Link—Midwesgents professor Andrew Michels in a lectureHoman Rights
Violations in the Balkans and the Search for Jes8d00 PM, Embassy Suites Hotel, 600 North StateSin Chicago.

In 1993 the Security Council of the United Natiensated the International Criminal Tribunal for fr@rmer Yugoslavia
(ICTY). In its Resolutions 808 and 827, the Coustidlted that the situation in Boshia constitutéitreat to international
peace and security, and a tribunal to prosecutecviminals would help to restore peace. A drafatiyeto create an
international criminal court was put together imfitoin 1998, and had the support of most stateemqire€bhis treaty has
not been ratified, as several important powers matesigned it. Professor Michels will discuss @ssof justice, arising
from human rights violations in the Balkans, esalgcbefore and after the conflict in Kosovo, ahdit impact on recent
events in the Former Yugoslavian Republic of Maoélo

Andrew Michelss executive director of the International Humagh® Law Institute at DePaul University. He has a
wealth of experience as a peacekeeping administratio numerous United Nations missions, most Hgta recent
years in Kosovo. He has lectured widely in intéomatl human rights and criminal justice issuesdimgj posts at the
University of Cambridge, England, Loyola Marymoudniversity, the University of Sydney, and Georgatow
University. Since 1993, Mr. Michels has servedaagnited Nations administrator on missions in Sudzthiopia,
Eritrea, Bosnia, and Kosovo, and his work has oletlirefugee protection and repatriation, electigresvision, and
property restitution.

In 2000, he was appointed by Dr. Bernard KouchBpecial Representative of the Secretary Gener&ressdent of the
Registration Appeals Commission of the

U.N. Interim Administration Mission in Kosovo, ogeeing appeals from persons who have been desidémey status
in Kosovo. As part of his U.N. duties, Mr. Michdlas developed a special expertise in the postictorgstoration of
legal norms and civil order, and his advice is Wid@ught within the U.N. peacekeeping framework.

Mr. Michels also serves as adjunct professor inGadlege of Law at DePaul, and teaches in the apégsublic
international law, international protection of humiayhts, and international organizations. In tddito these duties, Mr.
Michels serves as a Senior Consultant to the Earo@entre for Minority Issues and as Political Advito the Sudan
Peace Initiative.

In addition to degrees in political science (froraybla Marymount University, Los Angeles) and lawoih the
University of Southern California School of Law),rMMichels is also a graduate of the prestigioustddnNations
University International Leadership Academy andHiague Academy of International Law in the Nethwaita

Not Even My Name: A True Story

On Sunday November 4, 2001, Hellenic Link—Midwesispnts Thea Halo, the authoNuit Even My Name3:00 PM,
at the Embassy Suites Hotel, 600 North State Stré&hicago. This event is also cosponsored byHilEnic American
Museum.

Thea Halo in telling her mother's epic story ofvstal, brings to light a largely unknown chapteraifr history: the
genocide of the Pontic Greeks at the hands of tiikisSh government in the years following World Wam all, three
million Christians of Turkey—Armenians, Greeks, alskyrians—were slaughtered by the Turkish govenmyrand
millions of others were exiled. And with their signier and exile, 3,000 years of civilization caman abrupt and brutal
end. This shameful opening chapter to the 20thucgnfueled by the indifference of the world, enamed Hitler's



Page 2

heinous policy against the Jews. Who still remesiltee extermination of the Armenians? Hitler had #a justify his
planned atrocities. Indeed, and who, even todaywkrthe Greeks and Assyrians of Turkey sufferecdinee fate?

Six thousand Pontian men, women, and childreneoBtifra area were burned alive as they took reafughurches, and
their valuables were stolen. In the town of Alajanother 2,500 Christians were slaughtered. Of %@0P inhabitants of
the Bafra region, 90 percent were eliminated bysnség/ings or by sending them on long death mawhese they were
often raped and robbed and left to die of diseadestarvation. Of the 1.5 million Greeks of Asianéli, approximately
750,000 were massacred and 750,000 exiled.

Sano, born Themia, a Pontic Greek, recounts hgy, gieginning with her arranged marriage at aged &,45 year-old
stranger, then steps back in time to 1919, whegeatine her ancient way of life was still reldiviatact. In the three
Greek villages of Ayios Antonios, tucked away il fAontic Mountains near the Black Sea, her pedptied in their

ancient customs and spoke their own ancient for@reék. The dreadful realization that something avass came little
by little to Themia's villages. Strangers begaimkabit the fields and forests, always watchingrfr@ distance like birds
of prey. Turkish soldiers made periodic raids tzes¢he men of her villages for slave labor in fdige-infested labor
camps where they died of disease, malnutrition,expasure. Then in the spring of 1920, Turkishisaddpounded the
doors with the butts of their rifles and shoutedtdtk's dreadful proclamation: “You are to leavis filace. You are to
take with you only what you can carry.” On theindodeath march, victims lay where they fell, witilezzards circled,
waiting for the exiles to pass. Before the age=nf Themia watched family and neighbors fall desatheir tracks, even
holding her three-yeanid sister in her arms as she drew her last breath.

Not Even My Namss a story of tragedy and triumph, and the povidowee; a brilliant and mesmerizing memoir, written
in haunting and eloquent pro$éot Even My Nameeaves a seamless texture of individual memoryetakes all the
suspense and drama of the best told tales.

Author Thea Halo is a painter and writer, who hdsildted in galleries and museums in New York alsgwehere. She
has worked as a news correspondent for Public Rattiton WBAI in New York, a public radio announcand
producer, and a column writer for a weekly papearpatate NY. She has won prizes for both her p@etdyessays. Sano
"Themia" Halo, the hero dfiot Even My Namés a recipient of the New York State Governomgafd for Excellence in
Honor of Women's History MonthCelebrating Women of Courage and Vision.”

Excerpt from “Not Even My Name”
“The Exile”

The slaughter, looting, and general eliminatiorthis area lasted from February to August. Thesglatisments and
killings were conducted with the semiofficial peipiation of military and civic personnel...~ TherRish authorities and
the Turkish governments of 1919-20, including at®eace Conference in Paris, attempt not to defyattions but they
attempt to put all responsibilities to the YoungKg; in other words to the government.

Six thousand Pontian men, women, and childreneoBtifra area were burned alive as they took rafughurches, and
their valuables were stolen. In the town of Alajanother 2,500 Christians were slaughtered. Of 520D inhabitants of
the Bafra region, 90 percent were eliminated bysnség/ings or by sending them on long death manwhese they were
often raped and robbed and left to die of diseadestarvation.

Apologists for the Turkish government often claine tChristians were casualties of war and a cruigbittoman
Empire, or they blame the Greek-Turkish War of 29290or the slaughter and exile of the Greeks aké&y. However, a
series of communiqués found in the German and instirchives have now been made public.

They attest to Turkey's brutal intentions agaitssaincient Christian population, which included €k Armenians, and
Assyrians, long before Greece landed troops at SamyfFhe communiqués attest to Turkey's intentioms éoefore

Greece entered the war on the side of the Allid®tv - even long before World War | and the BaMéars of 1912-13.

In fact, it was simply a more thorough continuatidrthe slaughters of the nineteenth century. Uafately, neither the
German nor Austrian authorities did anything tospre Turkey from carrying out its plan of genocide.

24 July 1909, German Ambassador in Athens WangenteeChancellor Bulow, quoting Turkish Prime MimisGefker
Pasha: "The Turks have decided upon a war of ektation against their Christian subjects."
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26 July 1909, Sefker Pasha to Patriarch loakeint.lll We will cut off your heads; we will make yalisappear. It is
either you or us who will survive."

14 May 1914, official document from Talaat Bey Mieair of the Interior to Prefect of Smyrna. "The ékse who are
Ottoman subjects, and form the majority of inhatigan your district, take advantage of the circdameses in order to
provoke a revolutionary current, favorable to thterivention of the Great Powers. Consequentlyg, uirgently necessary
that the Creeks occupying the coastline of Asiadvlive compelled to evacuate their villages andlintstemselves in the
vilayets of Erzerum and Chaldea. If they shouldgefto be transported to the appointed placeslykgie instructions
to our Moslem brothers, so that they shall indiieeGreeks, through excesses of all sorts, to lsienative places of
their own accord. Do not forget to obtain, in saakes, from the emigrants, certificates statinptitiey leave their homes
on their own initiative, so that we shall not haeditical complications ensuing from their displant.”

31 July 1915, German priest J. Lepsius: "The arget and anti-Armenian persecutions are two phafsaise program -
the extermination of the Christian element fromkeyr"

16 July 1916, German Consul Kuchhoff from Amiso8tslin: "The entire Creek population of Sinope el coastal
region of the county of Kastanomu has been exitgde and extermination in Turkish are the samewhoever is not
murdered, will die from hunger or illness."

30 November 1916, Austrian consul at Amisos Kwiatkki to Austrian Foreign Minister Baron Burian: "@®6
November Raftt Bey told me: " Today | sent squadhe interior to kill every Creek on sight." | féfar the elimination
of the entire Creek population and a repeat of whbatirred last year." (The Armenian genocide.)

13 December 1916, German Ambassador Kuhiman todghanHollweg in Berlin: "Consuls Bergfeld in Sammsand
Schede in Kerasun report of displacement of loogutation and murders. Prisoners are not kepta§éé reduced to
ashes. Greek refugee families consisting mostlyarhen and children being marched from the coasBehasteia. The
need is great."

19 December 1916, Austrian Ambassador to TurkelaReihi lists the villages in the region of Amistisat were being
burnt to the ground and their inhabitants rapeddered, or dispersed.

20 January 1917, Austrian Ambassador Pallaviciftie"situation for the displaced is desperate. Daaits them all. |
spoke to the Grand Vizier and told him that it vebbk sad if the persecution of the Creek elemett tiee same scope
and dimension as the Armenian persecution. Thed3vizier promised that he would influence Talaay Bad Emver
Pasha."

31 January 1917, Austrian Chancellor Hollweg's rego. the indications are that the Turks plareliminate the Creek
element as enemies of the state, as they did reaitie the Armenians. The strategy implemented hgy Turks is of
displacing people to the interior without takingaseres for their survival by exposing them to ddatinger, and illness.
The abandoned homes are then looted and burntstoged. Whatever was done to the Armenians isgbeipeated
with the Creeks. "

Horton asserted that Germany approved the demrtasind massacres of Anatolian Creeks from theaataagions in
1914, probably in preparation for World War I. Anal documents confirm that Germany even inadwésténstigated
the Christian genocide by suggesting to the Youwnts Teaders that they call for a jihad (holy warBurope by Muslims
living in the Allied countries. Instead, the Youhgrks recognized this as a perfect opportunityddhe Ottoman Empire
of its Christian populations once and for all untter cover of war. United States Ambassador taCtteman Empire
Henry Morgenthau, Sr., asserted that the Prefdeolite at Constantinople told one of his secresahat the government
"had expelled the Creeks [in 1914] so successtiodiythey had decided to adopt the same methdtttee ather races in
the Empire. " The other races included the Armen&rd Assyrians.

As with the Armenians, the Turkish government hecliged the Anatolian Greeks of disloyalty to theo@an Empire,
and further accused them of looking forward todag when territories in Asia Minor could be uniteith Greece. In
answer to these charges, Ambassador Morgenthateaisset such longing "was to be expected .. atifering for five
centuries the most unspeakable outrages at the loéttte Turks."

In November 1922, with the deposing of the SultaMuistafa Kemal's National Assembly, the OttomarpkEenceased
to exist. Kemal had successfully driven the Albes and, in the 1923 Treaty of Lausanne, forcedithes to recognize
the sovereignty of Turkey in Asia Minor and easfBnnace, thus nullifying the
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Treaty of Sevres in which the Greeks, Armeniand,kurds had been granted territories.

History has been written by so few disinterestdtiaities that, depending on the nationality oraltigs of the writer, the
facts have been slanted or even twisted to castulets in a very calculated light. Numerous sdsnidlave surfaced
concerning the Turkish government's policy of pgyltmerican universities endowments, such as trm8einceton and
Portland, to ensure that a history is taught théavorable to Turkey, one that excludes referémtiee Armenian, Greek,
and Assyrian genocides. With many chairs for Tirkigidies at American universities, Turkey's rewisst history has a
chance of reaching a large segment of the Amesttatent population.

“Babies and Buzzards”

The march was a nightmare | have partially wipeanfrmy mind so | could survive. The day-by-day esdmave

disappeared, blended together much the way dagd loiee into the other in the lands of the midnigin in summer.
Our nights seemed no more than a cloud passingsattre dazzling blue of the sky, when we couldectag eyes before
the sun would begin to shine again, as if time waerentinuous stream not divided into zones. Eaeiftaring day ended
not by night and calm, or an evening meal with fargathered around the fire, but by another deatlother corpse,
another wail of grief tearing a gaping hole in neah.

Only certain memories come back, but those memooie® with a reality that's frightening. | find rejfsstanding before
the scene again with glazed eyes. The years amdvaway, and | am ten years old again, seeing aedlirsg and
hearing everything, as if it were before me nowerEwith my eyes wide-open, all of my present surdings disappear,
and | am back again on that scabby road to heth$gs are lying on stone walls or on the roaddling like targets at a
shooting gallery, while the buzzards that followwgerever we go, hang like grotesque prizes pitméiae sky.

By the time we reached central Turkey, the weatlaer so hot, even moving was a chore. Water wasescand the sun
beat down and sucked the moisture from our liggtisg them open to bleed against our swollen tasy Sometimes in
the distance, great clear pools of water lay inpatih. They would draw our shriveled bodies on,mimds filled with the

vision of falling headlong into a cool oasis tolegpsh our bodies lost sea of sweat and tears.efd® still could,

guickened their steps with arms outstretched, grgspward the moist, wavy air rising from the pdbkir bodies falling

forward with each step.

But time and again as we drew near, as if by soewé'sldirty deed, the pool would grow smaller ardaller and we’'d
arrive in time to watch the last drops suck togesimel disappear, only to appear further down thd.ro

Each day Mathea was heavier on my back, and myntjaong-sleeved dress, thick with dust and peatipin, stuck to
me like wet glue. With each passing day, Mothemsskmore debilitated, perhaps from the extra stsimursing the
twins without proper food or water. At the edgeafmall town, there was a water fountain with wdlkewing
continuously, spilling its cool treasure into angtdowl, then overflowing onto the ground, turnthg stones around it
black.

| had never seen Mother so in need of anythingreeféhe had always been the graceful, patient jing@erurks rightly
named Kuzel. But Mother left the file to stumblethe fountain. The exiles stopped and watched ¢aptiy, ready to
race for the fountain also if she succeeded irghest. But just before she reached it, a Turkiftiesatrotted up on his
horse spitting out commands. He raised his whipgavé her a lash like one would an ox or a dong&ée fell to her
knees as my feet rooted to the earth and my Haapen. Father threw down his bundles and réareto

“Water, please,” Mother said to the soldier.
Father tried to raise Mother to her feet.
“Please.”

The soldier raised his whip again, spitting out enabuse. He would have hit her again but Fathewthis arm around
her shoulder and pulled her away.

The disappointment on the marchers' dirt-strealiedsf was barely noticeable. It was more like nusitieat showed in
their eves. The numbness that comes from deprivaiia prolonged defeat. Mother stumbled back topleere as the
others turned like robots to continue their march.
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Was it on that day that little Maria died? | do@imember. | only remember her little body tied ts@dula’s back like a
papoose, her little head bobbing back and fortth the realization that something was wrong creptyhot body with a
cold, clammy, panic.

“Mama!” | said as calmly as | could, hoping my cakss would make everything all right. “Maria lodksny.”

Mother looked up and burst into tears. Maria’s faad turned ashen. Her eyes stared out at notkimdjttle doll eyes
that were broken in an open position, and her halkt! back and forth with each step.

“What's wrong?” Cristodula demanded in a panic. ‘&Vis it?” We stopped in the road like a pile ofngs in a river; the
weary exiles ruptured out around us and continbed tharch. Mother took Maria from Cristodula’s band cradled
her in her arms as her tears washed Maria’s |§dbese.

“Move!” a soldier shouted as he trotted up to wheeestood.

“My baby,” Mother said.

She held out Maria for the soldier to see, asritheck and grief could also be his.
“My baby.”

“Throw it away if it's dead!” he shouted. “Move!”

“Let me bury her,” Mother pleaded, sobbing.

“Throw it away!” He shouted again, raising his wHiphrow it away!”

Mother clutched Maria’s body to her breast as wedtstaring up at him. Her face was gripped witorenent | had
never seen before. Father reached for Maria, thgutiown | suppose, but Mother clutched her everertightly. Then
she walked over to the high stone wall that sepdrtite road from the town and lifted Maria up tpter on the wall’s
top as if on an altar before the Almighty.

That night Mother cried herself to sleep. And eticie | closed my own eyes, | saw her holding Mapao the heavens
like an offering. The image of her lifeless bodintyon the wall, like some gift in a pagan ritialjowed me even into
my dreams and all through the next days. Each Itilmeught of my little sister left lying there alern the burning sun,
with the buzzards flying about waiting for us tepahe sobs would come without my ability to colrttiem.

It was always with great relief each day when tikto prayer halted our march. We all secretlyypdhit would come in
or near a town so we could try to find food andenathe soldiers got down from their horses thehlanelt on their little
mats facing east. They bowed to touch their forébida the ground in supplication, steadying theveseivith their
hands. Their rifles and whips rested on the grduntheir sides as a mullah’s voice called out framminaret: “Allahu
akbar.” “God is great.”
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From The Riches of Our Cultural Heritage

AIIO TA ‘18 AIANOTPAI'OYAA THX ITIIKPHY [IATPIAAY
Tov I'dvvn Pitcov
1. Avopagtion

Aoyio etayd Pagtifovrol oty wikpa Kol 6TO KAGWA,
Byaovv pTepd KoL TETOVTOI—TOVALY KO KEAONOAVE.

Kot x€16g 0 A0yog 0 kpupOG—Tng AEPTEPLAS 0 AOYOC
avtic ptepd Pydlel omabid Kot oxilel ToOG ayEpeEG.

2. Kovpévra p’ éva Aovriovor

—Kvrkhdpivo, kokAapuwo, ctov fpayov Tn oKIGHAdA,
o0 PBpnkeg ypmdpoata, Kt avheic, mov picyo kai caredels;

—Méoa o106 Bpdyo cvvala 6 yoila oTtdia-oTdAa,
HavTiAl podvo émieéo K Ao paledm® Topa.
3. Koptépepa

Etot pé 16 kaptépepa peydAmoay ol VOYTEG
7oV 16 TParyovdt pilmoe Kol YAA®GE Ga SEVTPO.

Kt avtol péc’ am’ 16 oidepa ki’ avtol pokpid ota Eéva
Kdévovv mikpo vo Bydiovv 10 «oy» kot Byaivel guALO
Aevkog.

4. Aodg

Mikpog Aadg kot ToAepd diymg omadid Kot Boiia
Y14 6AOV TOV KOGHOL TO Yo, TO P®G Kol TO TPOyovdL.

Kdéto on'tq yAdcca Tov kpotei T00¢ fOyyoug Kot Td
o
Kl GV KAVEL TOG T TPOyoudel payilovv té AMbBdpio.

5. Mvnuéovvo

211 il Yovid 6TEKEL O TATOVG, 6TV GAAN déka eyydvia
Kot 670 TPATEQL EVVIAL KEPLYL UTNYUEVE OTO KOPPEAL.

Méwveg tpafdve To Lol Kot To TOOLE GOTOIVOUV
KL o7t TO @eyyitn 1 Aguteptd ™pa Kt ovaoTtevalel

1. Re-baptism

Words poor words are baptized in bitterness and in
wailing,

they bring forth wings and begin to fly — birds ahdy are

warbling.

And that word hidden word — the single word of fiige
instead of wings brings forth swords and rends desuiie
winds.

2. Conversation with a flower

“Cyclamen, cyclamen, inside the crevice of the rock
where did you find colors to bloom? where stalk for
to stir?”

you

“Inside the rock | collected blood drop by drippicigp,
| wove a rose-tinted kerchief and now I'm gathesng.”
3. Biding of time

With the biding of time the nights have grown sacimlonger,
and there the song has taken root and grownkelblitree.

Both those in fetters and those far away in foréagis find
bitter to bring out the sigh and a poplar leaf comst.

4. Populace

Small populace, and it’s fighting without swordsldullets
for the bread and the light and the song of thelewwde world.

Underneath its tongue, it is holding the howls #mredhurrahs,
and if it decides to sing them, the very bouldeustnarack.

5. Memorial service

In one corner stands the grandfather, in the mext t
grandchildren
And on the table nine candles stuck in the rouafldbbread.

Mothers are pulling their hair and the childrenkeeping still
and from the garret-window, liberty’s watching aighing.



