Introduction to the audio tapes (oral histories).
(Four recordings of Hampartzoum, two of Ovsanna.)

Unexpectedly
one day, UCLA students knocked on Hampartzoum’s
door…with a recorder on hand. For some time, word was spreading that
Hampartzoum was eager to acquaint the coming generations with what was
1
called the 
Armenian Case during this time.
A few years earlier, the Armenian press had reports about his participation
in his daughter’s programs at Dixie Canyon Avenue Elementary School, in which
he shared his experience as a “survivor.”
These classes were shortly followed by “ethnic studies” classes primarily
for LAUSD teachers, in which a couple of UCLA professors, Avedis Sanjan and
Richard Hovhanissian, etc, participated in the initial programs.
Thus, it was no surprise that Hampartzoum was immediately singled out to
be taped! While this was both an honor, a delight and surprise, it had its
drawbacks
. The interviewers had no previous experience for such a task. There
was no outline nor prepared questions for them to ask.
After the first questions of name, age, birthplace, etc, were recorded,
Hampartzoum was given the 
full range
to talk

as the tape was recording.
What the 
interviewer
were not aware, Hampartzoum had a 
detailed
sequential imprint in his mind.
Unfortunately, after a few minutes, an
interviewer would cut in, inquiring about a related or unrelated bit of
information.
Thus, most of the tape followed in a haphazard manner.
Some of the time, Hampartzoum continued by answering the newlyasked
question. 
But
on a few of the segments, he realized he had left out an important
point in a previous segment, he would attempt to go back and complete that
experience.
1

The title of one of J. Michael Hagopian’s films.
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That 
practice
explains the “going back and forth,” relating a particular event
or experience! A few “repeats” and the exclusion of 
pertinent related experiences
.
About 57 years later, there was a significant difference that could be noted
when he was taped again. However, this tape was taken 
unintentionally
by Bedros
Alahaidoyan. He came to see Hampartzoum hoping he 
could sing
traditional
Armenian folk songs. Unfortunately, Hampartzoum felt he was not qualified for
that request, thus he gave the name and address of Verkin Noubarian, whom he
felt was an extremely qualified candidate for that purpose. (Looking back,
Hampartzoum was able 
to sing
folk songs and we lost an important taping!)
Nevertheless, Bedros became interested in Hampartzoum’s pain and suffering.
Thus instinctively, Bedros pressed the record button while Hampartzoum
unfolded
his saga.
There is a significant difference between this tape and the first. Bedros had
had the experience
of taping “folk stories and songs.” Thus, he allowed the
survivor to pour out his story. Following bit by bit, injecting a question only here
and there.
Therefore in this tape, there are relatively long segments of 
facts and
feelings
. It was in these segments where a glimpse of tears and fears are 
heard.
Bedros was a “professional” listener and he was someone 
genuinely
interested in
the
“story.”
Someone who couldn’t believe what he was hearing, someone who

couldn’t get enough, someone who himself was caught up with the “content!”
For years, I had heard my father, pouring his heart and soul!
Whenever there was someone interested, my Dad would break out in a
story – it was the most rewarding around our dining room table with
guests who appreciated listening to my Dad unfold his memories. Even
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though they had heard bits and parts before. Unfortunately, I never
taped my Dad myself. Many times I felt to shout out “Wait, let me get my
recorder!” I stopped every time, primarily because his “sharing” was
unpretentious… his raw emotions were gutwrenching—his primal
tears, facial, and body expressions. All pouring out on the moment for
whatever reason, what came to mind, or while the three of us were
sitting in the den facing the TV, what did my mother say…relative to
her tears and story, etc. Seventy years of stories to preserve, stories 
too
painful
to record!
Something kept me from recording. However, once I attempted to set up
equipment for him to speak into while I was teaching at school, but that, too,
did not work…the recorder got in the way.
As Bedros listened, my dad poured out all that was stored in his memory.
Bedros silently listening. Thus, I appreciate Bedros’ tape possibly the most
because you could 
hear
sobs by my dad and by Bedros, 
uninterrupted
…at times
when my dad lost sight of his thoughts, Bedros was right there putting my Dad
exactly where he reared off!
Miraculously enough, this tape came 
into
my possession a couple of years
after my dad passed away. Thus we had all
forgotten
about it!
As my grandfather used to say, 
the leaves on the trees do not rustle without
God’s permission
. It was one of those accounts…on occasion I had help Vahakan
Dadrian with a request: inquiring if I could help someone who needed a small
grant to publish his book. I wouldn’t ask the name of the book, nor the author. It
usually was a relatively small amount. I would send Dadrian the check and forget
about the matter. (In each case, I never heard back anyway).
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This time was different! Years later, I had two visitors come to my house to
thank me. I didn’t remember the occasion, nor recognize the visitors, a husband
and wife, Bedros and Violette Alahaidoyan. Coincidentally, they didn’t recognize
me either. They too didn’t even remember that they had been to this house
before!
However, as they came in and sat down, they couldn’t thank me enough for
my “generosity!” The intentions of this visit was to thank me for the small grant
needed to publish their book. They brought me a copy of the book. I was very
thankful for his book of Armenian village folklore! A treasure very close to my
heart and something I did not have in my collection. After a pleasant visit, they
left and I did not expect them again.
A few months later, I got another call from Violette saying that Bedros had
an audio tape and 
suspects
it might be my dad! I was overjoyed that there might
be 
another
tape: new information, etc! Thus, there was a second visit.
The minute I heard the voice, I knew it was my dad. Thoughts began to race
through my mind, 
when was this taken, how come my father never told me!
Usually, they would share whatever transpired during their day, when I was at
school. How could t
his
be forgotten, when had they come, etc, etc? At some point
halfway through the tape, I was greatly shocked when I heard my dad calling out
“Zaroug, bring me…” I couldn’t believe my ears, that was me who he was talking
to. How could 
I
have forgotten? Both my dad nor I would have forgotten such a
gift.
Strange as it may seem, 1015 years had passed since Bedros and Violette
reentered my life. I couldn’t remember their initial visit, nor that there was such
a tape. Thus, God was with us when I was of some help for Bedros (a total
stranger) publish 
his book
, and in return I received this gift!
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Shortly after Bedros, and almost ten years after the first, the third tape was
made in the mid1980s.
The Zoryan Institute sent students who they thought would be able to read
my father’s handwritten Ottoman letters. Fortunately, they came with a video
recorder, thus this tape is 
significant
because it is the only footage of my Dad
narrating his tribulations. My Dad was eagerly hoping these students would be
able to read the Ottoman script! He wrote these letters from 19191920s from
Sako Mahlahsee (Kharpert) during a period when the political situation became
more dangerous and he knew all letters were censored.
These letters were mainly a collection of letters written between the four
brothers in the years 1918 (when American soldiers entered into Turkey and the
post was resumed). Two of his brothers, Bedros and Mihran, were previously
sent to America to avoid the Turkish draft! Kaspar, his twin, was in Bursa and my
dad was also still in Kharpert. Far from each other, each seeking the other. These
letters reflect how and when all five brothers finally reunited in Los Angeles!
2
Unfortunately, these students also were not able to read the 
Ottoman,
however, they became interested in the letters. As my father read excerpts from
the letters written in Armenian, the students started to categorize the letters by
date. These letters were written from El Aziz, Kelisi Kand,Tabriz, Baghdad,
Aleppo, Marseilles, Mexico City, the US, etc. The letters were microfiched in
Toronto and returned within a couple of months. Zoryan Institute has kept the
microfiche and have sent me a print out.

2

Ottoman script is significantly different from Turkish script—the written language of the
Republic of Turkey today. Not only did the script change, but the lyrical sonnets of the Ottoman
speech, as well. That was a loss! A more gentle voice was lost along with the political state!
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It is in this interview, Hampartzoum 
is pointing out the letter he wrote
3
with onion skin juice
. This is the only 
copy we have
of that letter.
While in Kelisi Kand, Persia, the city where Hampartzoum found his
freedom out of Turkey! Having found his freedom, he realized no one (not his
brothers in Turkey, Kerop and Kaspar, nor his brothers in the US, Bedros and
4
Mihran) knew his whereabouts, not even that he was still alive! While still in
Turkey, he wrote letters to his twin, Kaspar, even though he never got a response.
To make sure his letters were safely delivered, he used the address of a fabric
merchant, Mouradian, who had rescued Kaspar from his Effendi. Using a business
address was more safe than a personal address.
Fortunately for Hampartzoum, there was an Arab merchant going back and
forth to Bolis. Hampartzoum made a deal with the Arab, 
if he made a delivery to
his brother, he would not record the tax the Arab owed for the goods he brought to
trade in Kelisi Kand.
On the front side of the page, Hampartzoum wrote a general letter in
Turkish with black ink, then on the backside of the page he wrote in Armenian
with the 
onion skin juice
. Again, on the bottom edge of the back of the envelope he
wrote in tiny letters in Armenian: “hold the letter up to a 
light
.” He knew the
onion skin letters would show up in a brownish hue, revealing his message, “I am
alive and well in Persia!”

3

The letter disappeared after the visit of a priest who attempted to write my dad’s memoir. He
was the last of four persons who attempted to write the memoir.
4 It was generally thought that if Hampartzoum were to escape and be unhurt, he would have
escaped via Bolis as his three brothers did. He knew that if he died in Tabriz, no one would know
where he was.
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Thus, this interview reflects the students were absorbed with the letters as
Hampartzoum related when, where, and the particular circumstances each letter
was written!
They too asked particular questions about what they heard – during
twothree sittings. They, themselves, with Hampartzoum’s approval, sorted the
letters into distinct piles. They were taken to the Institute to be 
microfiched
and
returned in these piles. In 2012, upon my request, they sent only a printout copy
5
of the letters in assorted order. They refused to send me a copy of the microfiche
– for years I have been trying to get 
that
copy. Mostly likely while J. Liberadian
was the director, I would have received a microfiche copy!
Once the letters were returned, it did not take long for Hampartzoum to
gradually remove them from the sorted stacks and continue reading and reading,
sharing letters with his friends. Unfortunately, on several occasions, he would
give a letter to “someone” for them to read and 
I guess for them to relate to – with
the hope it would be returned. He never seemed to mind that a letter was 
gone
. He
had so many, what was he going to do with them? Who was going to read them?
Who would ever care? Kaspar, his twin, had even more of these letters, scattered
on a makeshift shelf in the storeroom of his market in Whittier, California. On
one occasion, I saw these letters, there were many photos. Unfortunately, that
collection was literally scattered in the wind, as Kaspar’s office was cleaned out
after his death—who would be interested??

5

I don’t have the purpose of each pile or section. However, after the letters were translated, I
filed them in sequential order, according to their dated content and place of origin.
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The last and final tape also had an improvised beginning. Again, a total
stranger, Ara Oshagan, a photographer by avocation. It was at the outset of his
photographing survivors of the Armenian Genocide.
He came prepared with his equipment for taking photos. He had a small pad
and pencil to label his photos…
During a few moments of getting acquainted with his 
subject
, slowly he
became interested in my dad’s 
story.
Photos were not taken as the hour got late
sooner than he had anticipated—since he came after work, it was about 8:30 or
9:00pm. Both he and my dad and mom were getting tired. It was past 12:00
midnight.
It was agreed he should come back another night. Again, he became even
more interested in my father’s “saga.” At this point, he decided to come back with
audio tape to record my father’s experience!
There were several of these meetings as he taped. Coming at the same late
hour, my father generally was going to bed at 9:00pm. Ara barely was able to get
out of work by 88:30pm. But both Ara and my dad wanted the results: a record
of a survivor and the desire of the survivor to have his 
story
recorded!
By now, my dad had trouble hearing…his hearing aids were of negligible
help, his dentures rattled. But he was eager to be recorded!
At the same time, Ara was keenly interested in my father’s every word!
Thus, despite all of these inconveniences, another good tape emerged!
There was a little bit of going back and forth to pick up from the first
meeting. Ara made several visits at the same evening hour. However, he did make
a final meeting during the day, this time again with his camera and equipment, to
take the photos he initially proposed during the first visit with my father.
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During the visits with my father, he became aware that my mother also had
an interesting story to relate. Thus, this was my mother’s second interview. Like
my father, she too felt the importance of what took place—the loss of their
yergeer
, the disruption of their family lifestyle, the destruction of their 
yergeer 
by
brutal means, the loss of her favorite halfbrother, Khachadour, his wife and three
children…she too had a story to tell.
Likewise, she was able to relate a good interview, within a couple of
sessions. As with my father’s “old age,” inconvenience of the night hours, etc,
were not noticeable in their tape.
At some later date, Ara came back during the day. I was at work. This time
he came with his assistant and equipment to take the photos he initially had
intended to take.
Thus, in our collection, we have four different audio tapes of my father,
about 810 years apart from each other. From 19771996…only the Zoryan was a
video. My mother had two: 1977 and 1996.
In both cases, what they “said,” on tape corroborates what they have said in
script.
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