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Preface1
On July 28, 1977, Hampartzoum and Ovsanna Chitjian were pleasantly surprised when a UCLA
student visited their house to audiotape their trials and tribulations as survivors of the Armenian
Genocide in 1915.
Both Hampartzoum and Ovsanna were grateful that both the university and youths were becoming
engaged in the “Armenian Question,” a critical event in history that had thus far escaped impartial
scrutiny. This is not just an “Armenian” but also a major historical question layered by critical
events that took place at a critical time in the past century.
At this time, Hampartzoum and Ovsanna were at the prime of their lives. The recordings were
made from mid-morning through mid-afternoon, when the couple was mentally and physically
alert to endure intense and laborious questioning. The entire process was completed in a few days.
This was one of the first of the approximately 800 tapes recorded for the UCLA Oral History
Collection. By virtue of the way these recordings were compiled, a sequential outline of questions
was not yet available. Consequently, there are noticeable segments where the sequential dialog is
interrupted.
Fortunately, Hampartzoum was alert enough to take note of the omissions and made a point to go
back and fill in the missing segments. On occasion, the interviewer would ask a pertinent question
if it appeared that it had not been addressed by Hampartzoum.
These interviews left the couple with great expectations. They hoped that the collective voice of the
survivors would finally be heard and addressed.1

As general knowledge of the Armenian Genocide increases, the ability of untrained interviewers
to record statements and ask appropriate questions will rise to the next level. The listener needs to
see the multiple layers of information provided here. Both the background of the survivor and the
background of the interviewer is presented in their questions and answers. The interviewer has a
bias to ask questions based on his or her own knowledge of the events and general history. There is
a delicate balance in preserving meaning and encouraging the completing of sentences without
“adding” or “projecting.” Ovsanna often said “no” when meaning and emphatic “yes.” It is
important to ensure that the meaning is preserved in the transcript and translation. Tone and
cultural inference are crucial to understanding aspects of communication beyond the written
word.
1

Being their daughter and having heard both of my parents’ tragedy, anguish, agony, grief, and
sorry for the loss of their yergeer for the major part of my life, I was able to define the parameters,
and undefined experiences or an anecdote a segment that was inadvertently left unanswered. In
addition, I allowed myself to add a comment on the given text to illicit a question from the reader.
When additional facts would have been helpful to the story, I have included my input.
In 2012, there was a conference held jointly between UCLA and USC. Among the major institutions
in the US were several in France, Mexico, and Canada to discuss the fate of this collective resource
of oral tapes internationally. The Shoah Foundation Institute has begun to digitize the film
collection of J. Michael Hagopian.
1
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[Begin Side A of Tape 1]
[H. Chitjian] Sometimes there are days like this, a miracle--a miracle in that…
Someone who has an [interest] in what we have experienced and wants to know
about our past, all that we endured… From all those who have come to our
house… This is the first time that an Armenian girl, a young Armenian
[indistinct] is listening to us [laughing]. 1
You have come here to find out all about our past [survivors of the Armenian
genocide]. My name is Hampartzoum Chitjian. I was born in the Perri village of
Kharpert.
[Interviewer] The village of Perri?

Hampartzoum was always aware of his father’s
fear for the future of Armenians in Turkey. This
can be detected in Mardiros’s letters dated 19141915. For three years, he begged his two sons in
Chicago for monetary assistance, hoping for a safe
“escape” for his daughter Zaruhy who had a
husband in Chicago. He was looking for a reliable
“escort.” That reliable escort was himself. Because
he felt that he couldn’t write this openly (due to
government censorship), he kept writing about
Zaruhy’s safety. He repeatedly asked his sons if
they were reading the American newspapers.
Unfortunately, the two boys did not grasp what
their father was alluding to. Thus Zaruhy herself
was not sent to America.
The two different dates Mardiros picked to send
his sons to America are also significant in terms of
what transpired in Turkey between 1908 and
1913.

[H. Chitjian] The village of
Perri. My father, his name was
Mardiros. My mother's name
was Trfanda. They had six
children… Six sons and three
daughters… In the early days,
they told us… My father told
us… My grandfather was also
alive. They told us about the
hardships they suffered in
1895, during the pillaging… 2
There was only pillaging at
that time; there was some
killing but not as much [as in
1915]. They suffered so many
hardships. They were always
preoccupied with fear [felt
subjugated]…
They had grown sons. They
did not think that there would
be better days ahead. They
thought that worse days were

1 Hampartzoum was consumed with fear that the ramifications of the Armenian genocide would
slowly wane and ultimately become and obscure footnote of history without due recognition and
justice. He was most impressed that an Armenian girl, Salpi (Harutunian) Gazarian, was showing
interest.
2 Chapter 1, page 13 of A Hair’s Breadth from Death (B/D)
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ahead. So they sent one of their sons, my elder brother 3 who was 17 years old at
the time, to America in 1909 4. Barely two or three months after that, my mother,
who had six sons and three daughters, was extremely worried about that one son
who was on his way to America. So she became ill [with grief] and in barely two
months she died [sobs]. 5 But…
[Interviewer] When were you born?
[H. Chitjian] I was born in 1901. I was born with a twin brother. My twin brother
is still alive and is here.
[Interviewer] He is here?
[H. Chitjian] He lives in Whittier. His name is Kaspar. We don’t know the date
we were born but they named me Hampartzoum. 6 We were born in 1901. I was
born first. I was born 12 minutes earlier than he. So he was a little younger than
me and I call him my younger brother. [laughter]
[Interviewer] How big was your village?
[H. Chitjian] Our village had
barely 200 to 300 households or
families.
[Interviewer] Were they all
Armenian?

The “problem of unity” consumed
Hampartzoum throughout his life. After
his funeral in 2003, a note was found
expressing his final wish. He wanted the
epitaph on his gravestone to be
engraved with (in Armenian and Latin
characters):

[H. Chitjian] They were all
Armenian. There were no more
than four or five Turkish
“Here lies a lad whose whole life was
households. They say that
tormented with Armenian disunity”
Kharpert had 300 villages and
that 90 percent of those were
Armenian. Ten percent were
Turkish or Kurdish. Indeed even the Turks spoke Armenian because the trade in
the streets was conducted in Armenian. However, the Armenians were
Bedros
To avoid the draft.
5 Many boys who were sent abroad never returned. Some returned with injuries. A few were
even accidentally killed in foreign lands. (B/D Chapter 10, page 44)
6 Thus Hampartzoum observed his birthday on the Eve of the Ascension of Christ (forty days
after Easter), and Kaspar celebrated his on the Eve of the Nativity--their name days, as was the
custom.
3
4
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massacred 600-700 years ago because of their disunity, and this continues to
this day. We must blame ourselves for the Turkish massacres and plunders or
our enslavement for 500 years. We must realize that nothing can be done
without unity. 7
At that time, our teachers would teach us in school never to forget our homeland
and language, to be vengeful toward [to defend ourselves against] the Turks who
have always massacred us. A little while ago I was talking about my father's
stories of what they did during the pillaging. My father went out to the villages
for business...
[Interviewer] What kind of
business?
[H. Chitjian] Excuse me?
[Interviewer] What kind of
business?
[H. Chitjian] My father was, how
do they say… He printed
patterns on muslin.
[O. Chitjian] He was a pattern
printer.
[H. Chitjian] A design printer on
muslin. 8 One day he apparently
Block printing with the same method in Iran by
went out (on business) in early
Zaruhy S. Chitjian in 1973.
1896. We were not born then.
There were four or five other brothers and sisters before me. When he was gone,
the Kurds came. One Kurd [a friend] warned my mother, my aunt, my sisters
and my grandfather: “It is better that you leave; go to your orchards because the
Kurds will come and plunder your house, and if you are in the house during the
plunder they may give you trouble, you may resist and so forth, and then they
may shoot you. It is better that you go out [to the mountainside] so that you will
not be killed.” 9 So my mother took her children—at that time she had four or five
of them—and went out. At this time we had another brother, his name is Mihran,
he is five years older than us. He was born in 1896, just around the time of the
This notion was ingrained in his mind and soul both from his parents, teachers and priest.
B/D Chapter 7, page 36
9 Kurds were given full freedom to plunder Armenian households and crops and even kill
Armenians.
7
8

3

Interview with Hampartzoum Chitjian - July 28, 1977 (Edited by Zaruhy S. Chitjian, 2013/14)

plunder. So my mother took three or four of her [older] children. She could not
take more toddlers. In our yergeer they called it kondagh [swaddling clothes for
babies]. They would take the baby and wrap them [in swaddling clothes] so that
they would not move, perhaps when they are barely two to three months old—
no younger, at three months they could move and they would not let them move.
They kept them like that until they were about six months old. So [Mihran] must
have been one month or so old.
So they left the baby next to the toneer. Toneer is the place they would bake bread
every 15 or 20 days. They left him and said “May God protect him.” She could
not take him with her. So they left the house. A few hours later they were
notified that the Kurds had plundered their house and they had taken everything
that they could use. So they returned home. When they returned they discovered
that my brother was not there. He was not near the toneer. They thought that they
had taken him with them
or that they killed him. He
was a good looking boy
barely a few months old.
They began to cry. They
started looking
everywhere. They found
the house was completely
plundered. That was
already a very bad thing
[indistinct]. Soon
afterwards, they heard a
faint sound from inside
the toneer. The Kurds
apparently came and left
him in the toneer, which
was neither very cold nor
very hot, so he survived.
He had been there for at
least five, six, seven hours
Mihran (with arm extended) with Aghavni’s family
or more. They took him
in Perri in 1959
out of the toneer. That
brother is now here [in Whittier].
In any event we should not mix this with others. However, the story is… That
same brother went back to yergeer in 1955 or 1956 [1959]. To the same toneer
where they found him [sobs]. As soon as he saw the toneer he passed out [sobs]. 10
10

Mihran was hospitalized for six months in a hospital in Kharpert in 1959.
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My father’s sister, who married a half-Armenian half-Turkish [converted
Muslim] man in 1915—her name was Aghavni--my father’s sister’s name is
Aghavni… They took [Mihran] home. They took him to Aghavni’s
[subterranean] house [in Perri] after he passed out. He remembered how the
Kurds left him in that toneer and he survived. 11
Let me talk more about that
later.
Anyhow, as I was saying, we
sent my eldest brother to
America [in 1908]. The brother
who was left in the toneer and
escaped death, he was five
years older than us. That
brother and the rest of the
family stayed at home.
My father was such a devout
Christian, a man who would
not hurt anyone. He was a
peaceful man. He went to
church every morning. In the
evenings, we would study…
We went to school. He sent all
of us to school even though that Mihran, with Doctor and Nurse, being
was financially very hard on
released from the Kharpert Hospital in 1959
him. When we came home in
the evening, we had to go to church. After coming home from church before
dinner, we would do our homework. Anything we did not know we would ask
our eldest brother. When we were ready to go to bed—before we went to bed—
at around nine or ten at night… There is the prayer Havadov Khosdovaneem [I
Confess With Faith]. It consists of 24 stanzas. In turn, my father, my brothers,
myself, Kaspar, Mihran, we would say “Lord have mercy,” “May God give us
peace,” “May He give freedom to the Armenians,” “May He cure the sick,” “May
He give the Armenians unity”… My father was always in favor of unity
because without unity no one can stand on his feet. He believed that the
Turks would some day do something sinister. He sensed that every ten or
twenty years, just as it had happened in the past, just as the plunders of the
past, they would plunder again or do worse.

11

Letter
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June 25 – 1959
[From Los Angeles]
[To Whittier]

Hampartzoum's
letter to Mihran
wishing him
good luck on his
trip back to
Perri in 1959

To my Brother Who is Five Years Older than I,
On the Occasion of His Return to the Fatherland.
Happy Journey, Brother, Mihran
May God guide you with grace on your journey of tribulation, and return
you alive and well back to your family, children, brothers and all your friends.
The place you will be going to is your own [rightful] country, where your
ancestors and you were born, and which currently is full of poisonous thorns, and
which complains about and reproaches [finds fault with] those children who were
born there and have abandoned her.
Let us remember our precious, sacrosanct father’s [merciful] song:

Resound, lyre, and let the whole world hear about the unfortunate Armenian’s
Black Pain. Sing and lament, that if our children forget about so much blood and
so much evil, may the whole world dishonor the Armenians. Walk, brother,
towards Yergeer, where black and ominous clouds have gathered upon the

Armenian canopy of heaven.
Summon your Armenian courage. I know, you will see a great number of
bones of our martyrs – perhaps millions of them. But you walk on. Know that my
soul is with you, day and night.
Walk and pass through mountains and valleys, fields and forests. Be
afraid of neither savage beasts nor poisonous snakes; they possess more mercy
than the bloodsucking Turk.
Let no difficulty, no danger, cause you to surrender hope. You will reach
the place where there are millions of unburied corpses. Walk on, and you shall
see, in front of you, the fields of Kharpert and the mountains and valleys of
Derseem, over which mounds of bones have accumulated. They are the bones of

Armenians.

Now, measure your steps, brother, [and] be careful, lest you step on one
or another of these bones. They may be the bones of your father, mother,
brother, sister, or perhaps one of your best friends. No matter whose they are,

remember that they are the bones of Armenians.

Stop and listen. Do you hear the vague voices from the ether that are reaching
your ears? Those are the voices and songs of the unburied bones. Each has its
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own heart-wrenching story to tell. It is your duty to register that history as an
Armenian possession [legacy]. With that obligation, walk upon your tormented world.
As darkness arrives, brother, sit down and rest a while, and also listen; you
shall hear the howling of starving jackals. Those [howlings] are the flesh-eating,
Turkish landmarks!
Your destination ends here. You have reached your birthplace, your home. It
is painful, after your departure of fifty years ago; even the mountains of your village
are in black mourning. The owls of darkness mourn over the ruins of your homeland.
Let all of that not push you into despair. Those ruins are not new. They are neither
the first nor would be the last. If you don’t awaken a sense of revenge within your
children and grandchildren against that barbaric nation, so that when someone steals
one chicken from us, we shall pillage his whole house.
Do you see the silvery sunrise above the summit of ancient Ararat? It is
announcing the birth of the world of the Fatherland, the heavenly, paradise land of
Armenia. Hasten to cross the border to the world of light, the Armenian world.
The Fatherland awaits you with open arms. Throw yourself into her bosom.
Love your nation and Fatherland,
And her desirable language.
Your brother, Hampartzoum.
Having lived a dog’s life for six years, full of grief, Hampartzoum.

My brother Mihran, the one who escaped in the toneer, he was five years older
than us. We were 14 [12]. We sent him to America in 1913. So he was barely 15 or
16 years old. He was a very healthy and competent boy. He did very well at
school. He was very good academically but he was also good in jumping and
swimming. There were many rivers12 and lakes where we were. There were two
rivers passing by the town. He was very good in everything. He was also a little
quarrelsome. My father feared that someday he would fight with the few
Turkish boys that were around, he would get hit or he would hit them and that
he would bring danger to himself or the family. So he sent this brother, Mihran,
to America also. So I was left behind with Kaspar, Kerop, Nishan, and three
12

The Perri River had extremely swift currents.
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sisters. Their names were Zaruhy,
Sultahn, and, my third sister,
Yeranouhi [half sister].
After my mother died, my father
remarried. He had many children,
he had nobody, he could not take
care of us on his own… My father’s
sister helped us. He remarried so
that his new wife would take care
of us. So we stayed in the same
house.

Mardiros was correct. The same
government repeated the same atrocities,
only this time, with worse consequences
for Armenians. Although Mardiros
predicted something worse might
happen, he could not have imagined it
meant annihilation of the Armenian race,
that is, genocide.

In early spring of 1915, there was
uneasiness among the people out of concern that the Turks will again massacre
the Armenians. They came to the school and first they arrested our teachers.
They took them away to question them on what was going on. There were barely
four or five Turkish households. There were a couple of policemen—they used to
call them gendarmes. They had given advance notice that they would come and
inspect the school. All the books in the school, which were revolutionary books…
They would teach us from those books… They were all Dashnags. They would
teach us: “You cried for all these centuries. Who heard you? We must be
vengeful and we must [protect
ourselves].” They had filled us with
these [ideas]. They hid all these
Mardiros was sensitive to Turkish ire. He
books under the floor boards. I was
was keenly aware that any little mishap
with them. We took the floor boards
could spark grave consequences for his
out. We hid as many of them as we
family or even the community. Thus, they
could because they were very
always lived in fear and submission.
dangerous. They were going to
There were never joyous times to
come the next day. So [the
celebrate.
gendarmes] came the next day and
took away the teachers.
[Interviewer] How big was the school?
[H. Chitjian] Our school had three stories. The church was on the first floor. The
girls’ school was on the second floor, which had seven or eight rooms, each
one… The girls’ school had seven or eight rooms. The boys’ school also had
seven or eight rooms on the third floor.
[Interviewer] This was the only school in the village of Perri.
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[H. Chitjian] It was the school of only the village of Perri.
[Interviewer] Were there any other schools in the village?
[H. Chitjian] No there was only one school. 13 We had five or six teachers. We
had a principal. We called him Soghomon Effendi. He was good. He would not
beat us. Before he came [the teachers] would beat the kids with canes so that they
would study. 14 However this man, we called him Soghomon Effendi… He would
intimidate the kids to prevent them from doing anything bad. When we went to
the school in the morning, we would gather in a large hall, and we would begin
the school day with a prayer. We would first pray and then begin the school day.
However during the tenure of Soghomon Effendi, for at least three years—after
that the school passed into the hands of the Miatsyal Uhngerutyun [United Perri
Society]--we would start the school day with nationalist and revolutionary songs
[sobbing].
[O. Chitjian] It’s OK.
[H. Chitjian] I know but you get
emotional. You're unable to refrain…
[Interviewer] Please…
[H. Chitjian] When they shut down
the school and they took away and
shot all the teachers, they kept
saying that they will not do anything
to anyone else and that they would
punish only the teachers. That is that
they would only interrogate the
teachers. First, they put them in jail,
but they did not kill them then… At
that time, my father… We had an
orchard which had mulberry, apple,
and other trees. 15 We also had a
vineyard, about two to three acres.
[Interviewer] Did every house have
an orchard like this?

Hampartzoum’s most admired teacher,
Anahid Rahanian, the wife of Soghomon
Effendi, with son, Armenag. Her face
and hands disfigured with tattoos, circa
1917.

B/D Chapters 15 and 16
Arshag Baronian was replaced by Soghomon Effendi as principal.
15 A recently purchased orchard, mentioned in letters #1-7 (Hampartzoum Chitjian’s Collection of
Letters 1914-1923).
13
14
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[H. Chitjian] I believe almost every house did. Very few did not have them.
Everyone had two to three acres, their own vineyards and mulberry trees—
because they would harvest the fruit for the whole year, they would dry the
mulberry, everything, and so forth.
[Interviewer] How about animals?
[H. Chitjian] Many people had them but we did not keep any. We apparently
had a cow in the old days but it apparently ate some type of grass that made it
sick and it died.
[Interviewer] So where did you get your milk and meat from?
[H. Chitjian] Our milk and meat… Some had milk and would sell it. It was very
cheap.
[O. Chitjian] From the neighbors.
[H. Chitjian] From the neighbors. No one went without dairy products—milk,
butter, cream, yoghurt cream that they would sell sometimes. The Kurds would
bring the cream, the butter, and other good things they would make and sell
them. My father also did work [printed muslin] for the Kurds.
[Interviewer] Did Kurds also live in the village?
[H. Chitjian] Yes, there were [Kurds] in the villages. There were places where, if
there were ten or 15 Armenian households in the village, there would be one or
two Kurdish households. In every village… If they had 300 villages… There were
also a few households in the mountains and in Dersim [present-day Tunceli] that
were Kurdish. Perri was considered the capital of Dersim because whenever
Dersim residents needed any fabrics or ironwork or firewood they would come
to Perri and buy what they needed from there.
[Interviewer] What other types of work was common in the village? You just
said that they would come to buy ironwork and fabrics.
[H. Chitjian] They would come to trade and to sell fabrics. They would come for
shoes. What else was there? There were shoes, clothing, food… Those were the
main staples for Kurds or anyone. We had at least, say, 100 stores. There were all
kinds [of trades]. We had tailors. We had—I suppose the Americans call them
blacksmiths…
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[Interviewer] You mean tarpin.
[H. Chitjian] Tarpin [laughter. I have
forgotten. There were all kinds of
stores, of course. The Kurds would
come and bring all types of foods.
Sometimes they would bring sheep,
live sheep. They would bring all
types of stuff.
One day my father… We were going
to go to the orchard, where we had
the grapevines. Each year we had to
bury the vines in the soil. In the
spring the young shoots were
buried… We would cut them and
take them out in the spring. We
would turn the soil all around the
roots so that the soil would be soft
and so that the grape harvest would
Zaruhy Chitjian in front of the blacksmith
be better. Earlier my eldest brother
and the shoogah in 2008
helped [my father]. That is my
brother Mihran who left. He helped him. When [Mihran] left [my father] took me
with him. We would go to the orchard together to turn the soil. This time when
we went… This was soon after our school was closed and the teachers were
taken away and jailed.
[Interviewer] So there was no school.
[H. Chitjian] There was no longer any school.
[Interviewer] Were there any women or girls among the teachers or were they all
[men]?
[H. Chitjian] The teachers in the girls’ school were female and the teachers in the
boys’ school were male. Our teachers were not, did not… The girls’ teachers did
not teach us and the boys’ teachers did not teach the girls. There were three or
four girls’ teachers and there were five, six, or seven boys’ teachers. There were
more boys than girls. In yergeer, very few girls were sent to school.
[Interviewer] That is what I wanted to know.
11
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[H. Chitjian] There were few girls from the wealthier families.
[Interviewer] At what age did they send them to school?
[H. Chitjian] At around six or seven years of age. You would have learned the
Armenian alphabet at home a little. They would then send them to school.
However, soon after they started a kindergarten, the Turks struck us; it had
barely gotten started. You needed to have learned some reading and writing
before going to school.
[Interviewer] Up to what age would they remain in school?
[H. Chitjian] They would stay until the fourth, no, sixth grade. That means… We
would enter first grade… First, second, third, fourth, fifth, sixth… Until 14 years
old… [In 1915,] we would have graduated in two years. After that we would go
to high school.
[Interviewer] Was there a high school in the village?
[H. Chitjian] No, there wasn’t any high school in the village. They would go to
Kharpert, to the city of Kharpert. They would go to the college [Yeprad or
Euphrates College] there. Or they would send them to other locations. That
would depend on how much money you had...
[Interviewer] Did tuition have to be paid to send kids to the school in the
village?
[H. Chitjian] Apparently there was tuition early on. Three years earlier, that is
three years before 1915, in 1912, my father would pay a mejidiye for the entire
year… One mejidiye was equivalent to 20 kooroosh. That was per student.
Everyone also had to take their own firewood with them to heat the school. [We
would have classes] four hours in the morning and four hours in the afternoon.
They would also allow us half an hour at noon to play outside. They would call
that michots [recess]. The school was very nice. I have not seen any school as nice
as that. I have not seen anywhere people conducting themselves so courteously
and politely. And the teachers were good. I have not seen that anywhere else.
[Interviewer] What did they teach you? What subjects did they teach?
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[H. Chitjian] Initially they taught us French, then they stopped that and began
teaching English. We learned Turkish, very little Turkish. I don’t know why they
didn’t… They should have taught us Turkish because we did not know how to
read or write Turkish. We only knew how to speak a little Turkish because there
were few Turks in the village. They were
all Armenians. But we had learned a few
English words. “How are you?” “Run
This government action does
mouse run. “Cat is going to catch you.”16
not indicate the Armenians
[laughs]
were told to prepare for
“relocation”!

[Interviewer] [Laughs] OK.
[H. Chitjian] They had closed the school
and taken away the teachers during the time my father and I had gone to turn
the soil in the orchard. As we were returning home from the orchard around
evening time, a man from our village, which was called Perri, a man came and
warned my father “Mardiros Agha,”—my father’s name was Mardiros—“do not
go to Perri because they have started arresting the adults, the men.” He said that
they interrogated them harshly and beat them viciously. He gave the name of a
man they had arrested. He said that it would be better to go away since you are
on good terms with the Kurds.
My father talked to him for ten, 15, 20 minutes—I do not know what they said-and then he told me: “You go home. I will join you later at home or I will send
you word from wherever I go.” Then he quickly left.
When I went home I found out that they had already taken all of the men away,
they had beaten people, people were crying and screaming in the streets. They
had beaten some people so severely that they brought them home by dragging
them in the streets. They dragged them in the streets to dump them in front of
their homes. They were Turks and there were a few Kurds… They began to seize
the village because Perri was unarmed. Perri had one church. There were two
priests in the church. There was also a prelacy and we had a prelate. The two
priests disagreed with each other. One of the priests wanted us, umm… There
were apparently quite a few weapons in the village in the past. Some people
apparently had weapons. They had prepared in advance. Kaspar and I, who are
twins…Apparently the man who baptized us was a fedayee. They used to call him
Avehdoe. I suppose his real name was Avedis but they called him Avehdoe. He
was the one who baptized us. So Avehdoe was our godfather. This Avehdoe
would go to churches and schools and tell people “Do not be blind as in the past.
Try to join hands [sobs] and to gain strength.” All Armenian…
16

Same English phrases Ovsanna learned in Malatya before her school was closed.
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It was not just Perri. All the villages in Kharpert were
Armenian. If we united [we could have protected
ourselves]… The Kurds were also on our side…
Because the Turks did to the Kurds what they did
to the Armenians…
[Interviewer] These Turks who were doing these
things, they were not the Turkish families of the
village, were they? Were they policemen from
outside?
[H. Chitjian] No. There was a Turkish
government in Perri.
[Interviewer] There was…
[H. Chitjian] There were policemen.
[Interviewer] Apart from those families?
[H. Chitjian] Apart from the ten to 15 families…
There were more than 200 households. There were
barely ten to 15 Turkish households, in a few
places. They were poor and they used to work for
the Armenians. Apart from that there was a
government, there was a telegraph office, there was a jail. This government could
keep barely ten to 15 soldiers under
its command. But it was these
soldiers who hired other Kurds, so
Avedis Kazanjian, also known as Avehdoe
that the Kurds would come and
or Meshedi Avedis, was born in Ismael,
plunder and shoot the Armenians
Charsanjak, in 1868. He was active in the
and do whatever was necessary.
Feydayeen Avehdoe or
Avedis Kazanjian, date of
photo is unknown.,
courtesy of K. Yerevanian

Armenian revolutionary movement and
is said to have fought against Hamidian
brigades during the massacres of 189596. He was arrested by Ottoman
authorities in 1904 and stayed in jail
until 1908. After being released from jail,
he worked with the Dashnag Party to
organize the self-defense Armenian
villages in Dersim and Charsanjak. He
was arrested again and reportedly killed
in Mezreh in 1915.

These killings were not
perpetrated by street rogues or
murderers. They were ordered
by government officials.
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So when I returned home I realized that
there was panic and grief everywhere. When
I entered the house I saw my mother in grief.
There was a list of men who
were targeted for killing and a
She asked me where my father was. I told
list for people who would be
her that my father fled and that he would
spared. The latter category
inform her about his whereabouts. After
included anyone with skills that
waiting for four or five days, a Kurd brought
the Turks needed, i.e. doctors,
us news. He also brought two mules with
blacksmiths, potters, and so
him. My father had written us to tell us
forth.
which village he was staying in. There is a
village called Khulurjukh. It was called
Khulurjukh. It was about two hours away
from our village. This Kurd… We called him keervah [Kurdish for godfather]. We
used to call friendly Kurds keervah. Keervah is a Kurdish word. [My father’s] note
said that Hampartzoum and Kaspar should [load] all the guhdav [unprinted
muslin] [we had] on the mules… Because the guhdavs belonged to the Kurds, the
Armenians, and others… My father would… They were rolls of guhdav… Large
quantities of guhdav… My father did a considerable amount of work… [My
father wrote in the letter,] Load them on the mules… Hampartzoum and Kaspar
should come first. After they come over, the Kurd should return and bring my mother
and sisters and whoever else remained.
Up to that time the government… They called them moonehdeek [town crier]. This
is a man who comes out in the streets. He shouted that no one would be hurt any
more. Whoever is a good citizen, whoever is an artisan, whoever was necessary
for them, they would spare them. My father’s name was on that list. So my
mother sent news with the Kurd… She did not send us back with the Kurd…
Instead, my mother wrote a note [to my father] to tell him that the situation is
now fine, that he is also on the list, and that they will not do anything to him. 17
So she asked him to come home. Two or three days later, my father knocked on
the door and he entered the house with his degeneg 18 [staff] in his hand.
[Interviewer] Degeneg?
[H. Chitjian] Degeneg means walking stick [kavazan] [değnek in modern Turkish]
[laughs]. Anyhow…

B/D Chapter 15, page 88
A long walking cane made from the mesheh tree and used for protection against hostile men or
vicious dogs. There were many dogs kept by villagers as watch dogs. Some strayed.
Hampartzoum always kept his distance from unattended dogs (even in Los Angeles).
17
18
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He entered, but as soon
as he entered… He had
an overcoat on him.
Before he had time to
take off his coat, a
policeman appeared at
the door. He said [in
Turkish and in
Armenian]: “Hukumet
seni istiyor. The
government wants
you.” Do you know any
Turkish? You don’t
know. It is good that
you don’t. So he said
that the government
wants him. They took
my father away before
he had time to catch his
breath.

Mardiros didn’t get the opportunity to change his
clothes from the morning he left the house to
cultivate his vineyard for the coming year to the day
he returned from hiding among the Kurds. He was
immediately picked up and taken to jail where he was
beaten for two to three weeks.
Upon his release from jail, he took his four sons to the
Turkish school early in the morning, returned home to
his wife and daughters, and started out on his march
to Palu where he was killed.
These events reveal the sequence of capture for
eventual killing. There were no plans for
“deportation.” This was a man on the “innocent list.”
He could come out of hiding. He was never charged
with any crimes or wrongdoing. Why was he killed?
Why were others with him killed? They had no orders
to prepare for a long trek through the hot desert!
They were driven to a convenient location near Palu
where their murder would go unnoticed by the
villagers.

He stayed in jail for four
or five days.19 Kaspar
and I took food to him a
few times. He
smoldered from within
when he was in jail… He would cry. My father did not cry with tears but he was
burning from within. It is better for a man to cry with tears than not to cry. My
father had this habit which was very bad for him. He was barely 45 or 47 years
old. So they took him to jail. They had beaten some or shot others. They would
bring ten or 15 people each day and only four or
five of them would be alive the next day. So my
father was still alive in jail four or five days
This was in contrast to all
later. They would bring new prisoners in. Some
five of his sons, who would
were kept. Some of them were spared and
cry profusely on the slightest
released because no one did the work my father
mention of their youth and
did. He was the only one who had that skill.
family.
They wanted to keep him alive, supposedly.

All the shops in the market place were converted into jails. Prior to these events, there were no
jails in Perri. Possibly held in the very same blacksmith’s shop, Hakob Holobikian’s father’s story
illustrates the experience of the Armenian men in Perri. Hakob was a schoolmate of
Hampartzoum’s and they reunited in 1969 in Armenia where Hakob was a judge.
19
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Hakob Holobikian, from Harpoot (born in 1902), recalling how the Turkish
policemen demanded arms from his father, has narrated: "Getting a negative
answer from my father, they beat him with a whip and, finally, they dragged him
out and took him to prison. Seeing these cruelties, my mother exclaimed: 'Butchers.'
For that word, they incarcerated my mother in a vacant house. I, my sister and my
brother were left alone. I ran behind my mother and looked through the door slit;
my mother said: 'My son, go to your uncle Grigor's house.' ...In those days my uncle
Grigor was still in office as a mayor. They had spared him. He interceded, something
which wasn't done without bribery, and we brought my father home; he was set
free. One of my father's friends, a blacksmith named Levon Khochikian, took him
home on his shoulder since he was unable to walk. My mother also returned home
from her prison. Father, after his torture, lay on his belly; he couldn't lie on his back.
My father told us how many misfortunes he had suffered in one night. Corporal
Ahmed, a fierce-looking officer, had brought my father from the prison cell to his
room to torture him and had made him lie on his belly; other policemen, armed
with oak truncheons, waited, on both sides, for his orders. Once more, he had
demanded from my father mauser and mossin rifles, revolvers: 'You either hand
them over or lie down! Start beating him!' had ordered the Corporal. After forty
blows, they had put him in a sitting position. Corporal Ahmed had continued: 'I say,
don't you want to bring your arms?' According to my father, Corporal Ahmed had
summoned also to his room the Armenian song teacher of the church and the
school, Armenak Petrossian, and had made him sit by his side, which meant that the
next turn would be his. 'Efendi (sir), I have no arms.' Again they had delivered forty
blows and again the same question and the same answer. Before making him lie
down for the third time, Ahmed had asked: 'Then tell me who has got arms.' My
father could not be a traitor. Even if he knew, he would not tell. After one hundred
and twenty blows, they had dragged him, half-dead, to the gaol. This is my father's
narrative..."∗
*From Svazlian, Verjine, "The Armenian Genocide: Testimonies of Eyewitness
Survivors", National Academy of Sciences, Yerevan, 2000, p 222.

[Interviewer] How did your father learn his trade?
[H. Chitjian] Pardon?
[Interviewer] How did he learn this work?
[H. Chitjian] It was a business that was left over from my grandfather or earlier
times. 20 They remained in this business. They would take the plain guhdavs, they
20

Since the 1700's in Dikranagerd
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would print the nakhsh [design] on them. It would take four or five months to
complete the process. There were several stages of printing the design and
several stages of washing. 21 Sometimes the Kurds would come and pick them up;
sometimes [my father] had to deliver them by mule to every village and collect
his pay. That was his trade. It was quite hard work. We would help him.
Four or five days later, they released him from prison and he returned home. 22
When he entered the house we felt the whole world was ours. When he entered
the house he said: “Get prepared. Only the boys...” Myself, Kaspar, my younger
brother Kerop, and another younger brother… He was six years old and his
name was Nishan… He said that he will take us to the school, the Turkish school.
[Interviewer] So there was a Turkish school in the village, in Perri.
[H. Chitjian] In Perri, as I said, there were ten or 15 Turkish households, and
they had a school. They called it magtab. In Turkish magtab means “school.” It
was not anything big. It was a small place. It looked like a stable. It was next to
the government building and my father wanted to take us there. He took four of
us by the hand and, without saying a single word on the way—he was
smoldering inside… He took us to the Turks and told us that he would leave us
there and that they will take us to America… Because I had two brothers in
America, Mihran and Bedros. He told us that when he gets there he will send us
money and we will follow them… This is what I heard. However my twin
brother Kaspar understood that to mean: “Our America is in the ravine. The
ravine that was ten to 15 minutes away... That is our America. They have shot
everybody and they will shoot us also. You become Turks so that you will be
saved.” Kaspar, Kerop, Nishan, and myself stayed there. 23 We saw that there
were ten to 15 other young boys there.24 Obviously they were all…
[Interviewer] Armenian boys.
[H. Chitjian] They were Armenian boys. We all realized there is no hope. We
never saw our father again. The man left that day and until now he is gone.
That evening they told us that the next day they would take us to our meeting
hall. There was both a Gregorian and a Protestant school in the village. The
meeting hall of the Protestants had large modern rooms and halls. The school
also had separate rooms. These could take at least 300 to 400 children. The next
day they took us there and we found that they had filled up the place. They were
B/D Chapter 7, page 36
His overcoat was splattered with bloodstains from the beatings in jail.
23 B/D Chapter 18, page 97
24 Younger boys 6 to 14 were “spared” for slave labor and military service
21
22
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all boys. Here we have another friend, another friend of ours... His name is
Nishan Ourakkian. He lives here now. Their house also… They were a big
family. Their house was very big. That house also could take 100 to 150 people. It
had many rooms. They had filled that house with girls, the young girls. They
took us there. We [stayed there] at night. The next morning they told us that all
Armenians… The day that our father left us, that
same day they apparently took out all the people
from the Armenian houses, they sealed their doors
so that no one could enter and so that the Kurds
would not come and plunder them. They took out
all the people and took them away. They told us…
At that time I was 14 years old. I was 14 in 1915.
Older boys like us… There were more than 200
[boys]. They told the larger boys like us to go with
them. They appointed a soldier to lead us so that
we would not escape… They would open the doors
of the Armenian houses. The owners had all left
them intact. He would open the door. [I would go
inside and carry anything that the soldier in
uniform ordered me to take—all the furnishings
and belongings were stored in the Armenian
church and Nishan Ourakkian’s large house]
32:49
33:01

[End of Side A of Tape 1; recording ends abruptly]
[No recording on Side B of Tape 1]
[Begin Side A of Tape 2]

Nishan Ourakkian, left.
Circa 1920s.

[H. Chitjian] When the Kurds attacked Perri… When we went to the other place
that I said would take four days… Chalkhadan was the name. The village that
we saw…
[Interviewer] Chalkhadan?
[H. Chitjian] Chalkhadan. That was the name of the village. One side of the
mountain was Chalkhadan, the river was in the middle, and other side was Perri.
And we would see that Perri was burning. [Kurds had rebelled and set Perri on
fire. Hampartzoum and Korr-Mamoe 25 fled before the Kurds entered Perri.] Two
or three days passed. The food ran out [in Chalkhadan]… Whatever the Turks
had taken with them [when they ran from Perri]… Chalkhadan was all Kurdish.
The Kurds of course did not like the Turks and did not give them any food. So
the food ran out.
25

B/D Chapter 19, “Life with Korr-Mamoe,” page 107
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One day, there was (one of our) neighbors’ boy… His
name was also Hampartzoum [Der Garabedian].
They had an orchard next to ours. [We helped each
other harvest mulberries.] Hampartzoum worked as a
slave for a Kurd—in this village called Chalkhadan.
He had learned Kurdish during the one year he spent
there. He knew that Korr-Mamoe [was blind]… He
could not see of course… He motioned with his hand
for me to go with him. I told Korr-Mamoe I will go to
the fountain to bring water. Hampartzoum said that
he will take me to another Kurd there… He said that
his Kurd is good friends with the Kurd who could
employ me also. He said that he will take me to him.
“After all these are Turks and they are hungry…”
Hampartzoum Der
Neither of us knew what the Turks were going to
Garabedian, circa 1970.
do, where we would go next… Hunger was
everywhere… “It will be better… If we stay here [with the Kurds]] we can be
saved.” I said: “Fine. That will be good.” I went with him. I went to the Kurd
who was supposed to hide me. He only had a small room. It was only this big
[size of room we are in] or bit bigger. That was the Kurd’s house. Half of the
house housed his horse, donkey, and cow. They lived with their family in the
other half. That was the Kurd’s place. He took me in. We stayed there for the rest
of that day. The next day I saw that… A Turkish woman who had come
apparently to ask the Kurd for food or something… She said… She saw me
there… She went… She saw me there… The Turkish woman… The woman who
came to ask the Kurd for food… She wanted to buy food but the Kurd did not
give her. Thus, in anger, she apparently
went and told Korr-Mamoe… Remember
I was there one day? 26 She informed KorrHampartzoum knew that if he stayed
Mamoe: “Your slave is in that Kurd’s
with Korr-Mamoe he would be
house.” Korr-Mamoe brought two
among Turkish soldiers, and word
policemen with him the next day and
was spreading that even Armenian
came and knocked on the door. We
converts were being killed. He made
the right decision with the
opened the door. Korr-Mamoe was there
encouragement of Hampartzoum Der
with the two policemen at his side. He
Garabedian and left the area.
came, he was very angry. He had his staff
in his hand and he struck his staff on the
Der Garabedian is also mention in the
memoirs of Levon Gopoyan
ground. He said… They [the Turks] had
named me Rooshdee. My name was
[changed to] Rooshdee and Kaspar’s
26

For the rest of that day, Hampartzoum did not return to Korr-Mamoe.
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name to Rasheed… My twin brother… Kerop’s name was Naeem, and the
other’s name was… What was his name? [Hamdi] 27
[O. Chitjian] Whatever.
[H. Chitjian] He said in Turkish: “Rooshdee, if you come voluntarily… This
house is only a stable with one wall. If you come out voluntarily, wherever you
are hiding, I will not say anything to you. You can come back [without
punishment]. I know because of your hunger… I know that you ran away and
came here because of your fear. I know that you came here because you were
afraid. Come back and I will not do anything to you. If you do not come I will
tear you into pieces once I find you.”
[Interviewer] Why were you so important to him?
[H. Chitjian] Because wherever he went I would hold his hand [as a guide]…
After all he was my savior. After all he had done so much for me. Wherever he
wanted… I treated him as my father. I would take him wherever he wanted to
go. I would do everything he wanted. I would do whatever he needed.
I saw that this Kurd… That is all he
had… He had one room. His wife had
a baby that was barely a day old. The
baby had just been born. He put me
beside his wife and her baby. So that I
would lie down [hidden]… So that I
would stay [still]… After all, they
were not going to check on a wife
who had just had a baby. He, the
Kurd, told me to lie still.

Living in so much fear and confusion
about what was “transpiring,” Armenian
children converted to Islam to save their
lives. Hampartzoum procrastinated
greatly upon abandoning Korr-Mamoe.
Even though by now he was greatly
attached to him, he knew that he was
taking a chance. Not only was he barely
15, but, for the first time, he would now
be completely on his own.

At that moment, I realized that KorrMamoe was shouting angrily: “I am
saying this a second time. I will tear you into pieces if you do not come.” So I got
out. [There was no escape. If the police entered, they would have caught me.]
When I got out he spat in my face, shouting: “Shame on you to hide with a
woman who has just had a baby. You can’t stoop that low. Haram!” I did not say
anything. He asked why I ran away.

Hampartzoum was confused. Kerop was named Hamdi and Nishan, the youngest brother, was
named Naeem.

27
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Attempting to console me, he continued: “I know that you are hungry. I am
hungry. We are both hungry. When you come out I will treat you as before.”
That’s how forgiving he was.
So I got out and we left together. Korr-Mamoe went around and brought a few
pieces of food and we ate. Two or three hours elapsed, and Hampartzoum came
again... He said this time he would take me to another Kurd. He said that they
were not staying there; they [a Kurdish caravan] were going to another village.
He said “then he [Korr-Mamoe] will not be able to find you again.” So I went
with him. I ran away again. I never saw Korr-Mamoe again. [Hampartzoum]
took me and turned me over to a Kurd.
Kurds had come from other
villages to pillage the Turks
escaping from Perri. Along the
way they had already pillaged
the Turks. Also, they had killed
many of them. Now the Kurds
had joined forces, but some
Kurds also pillaged other Kurds.

That same night, Kaspar and his effendi,
the Mudayin Umumi, left Hoshay going
toward Kharpert. In Letter #15 dated
Nov. 7, 1919, Kaspar describes the rain
and the cold they endured that very night
as the worst ordeal of his life.
Miles away, the same night,
Hampartzoum was experiencing the
same cold, rain, and hardship. They each
walked with their respective masters
going in different directions, without
knowing they both left their yergeer the
same night and fearing they would never
see one another again. They were now
barely 15 years old.

They included me [in the
caravan]. It was the middle of
the night and it was raining. 28
We hit the road to go to another
village. 29 On the road, because of
the rain, the cold, and so forth…
I do not want to take too long
[go into detail]… We arrived in
another village [Itchmeh], which
was the village of the Kurd
whom I served as a servant for six to seven months.
Now, you wanted to ask something else.

[Interviewer] Uh, the house, the houses in the village… [Armenian houses were
all confiscated]
[O. Chitjian] She was asking what happened to the house. What happened to
your family?
28
29

Coldest winter on record (as of 2008)
Akhorr, B/D Chapter 21, page 128
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[H. Chitjian] Oh, what happened to my father and mother.
[O. Chitjian] No, your father went. What happened to your mother, your
younger sister?
[H. Chitjian] Yes my father… 30
[O. Chitjian] Your father’s sister’s family…
[H. Chitjian] My father… My father’s sister [Aghavni] married a Turk, a half
Turk [Levon, Ago-Ebo’s son; Ago-Ebo converted to Islam in the 1896
massacres] 31. I had a 16-year-old sister. Her name was Sultahn. Because she was
a 16-year-old, a young woman, she threw herself into the water [Perri River] so
that she would die a Christian [and avoid rape]. That is what my father advised
her. He told her that they would eventually kill her anyway… Or they would
take her away. My older sister [Zaruhy] was married. 32 [Sultahn] reportedly
jumped into the river and drowned. She died. She fell into the water and was
swept away.
My youngest sister
[Yeranouhi] and
my eldest sister,
my father, and my
mother… We had
a stepmother…
They took them
away. The story
that we heard was
that they were
taken into exile.
Whoever escaped
escaped. Whoever
could not escape,
they killed them.
They reportedly
took them into a

Aghavni, Levon and their family in possibly the 1920s

Father, mother, and sisters Sultahn and Yeranouhi were killed.
Ago-Ebo was a converted Armenian. His wife was also an Armenian. Thus Levon was “pure”
Armenian. Therefore, his children with Aghavni are “pure” Armenians who might be alive today
(December 2013).
32 Zaruhy escaped but died in Haleb within a year. Her husband was in Chicago.
30
31
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ravine, which was called
Kazandere—it means the Ravine of
the Cauldron—they apparently
took many Armenians there and
killed them. They took them there.
When they… My analugh
[stepmother in Turkish], that is my
stepmother… She was beautiful. A
Turk did not shoot her so that he
takes her… 33 He takes her as his
wife. My father resisted. When my
father resisted…
[O. Chitjian] You said that they
killed your father earlier.
Levon and possibly his grandchildren in
Perri, circa 1930.

[H. Chitjian] No, no. Not yet. They
had not killed him yet. They took
him on the road and took them to
Kazandere, the Ravine of the Cauldron. Before they killed him… They walked
them there so that they would kill all of them there. So that they would not rot
there [near the villages] with stench everywhere.
When my father did not let the Turk [touch my
stepmother]… They cut off my father’s ears with
a sword. They took my mother and killed him
there. My eldest sister [Zaruhy], like many
others, fell into the hands of the Turks and the
Kurds… Afer suffering much torment here and
there, she ended up in Haleb. On the way to
Dersim many were killed and others ran away.
She did not run… Or whatever happened… She
went to Haleb. There she went to the Hokey
Doon. She found other people, acquaintances,
and she told them how they killed my father and
the torment she suffered on her way there. 34
What else did you want me to tell you?
[Interviewer] The houses… You did not have
any animals and bought whatever you needed

Zaruhy circa 1913.

It is unknown, though entirely possible, that Hampartzoum’s stepmother and young half sister,
Veranouhie could have survived.
34 B/D Chapter 32 pages 267-268
33
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from others. Were there any specialized people who would build the houses, or
did everybody build their own homes?
[H. Chitjian] Building new homes, to tell you the truth… Until I was 14… New
houses only… [I remember] A rich man had come from America and had a
house built for himself. 35
[Interviewer] A man had come from America…
[H. Chitjian] People would come from America, they would stay one, two, three,
four, or five years. They would bring $100 or $200… That was large sum there…
They would build houses there. They built a few nice modern houses. The
Armenians also built the government building… A large building in a modern
style… Although there were only ten or 15 Turkish soldiers and officials inside…
The telegraph office, the post office, and so forth, were also in the hands of the
Turks. There were Armenian employees in the government building, but first… The
Armenians were not given permission [to build].
[O. Chitjian] Were there no artisans? Were there no house builders?
[H. Chitjian] House builders, no, no… There were no house builders where we
were.
[O. Chitjian] Who built the houses?
[H. Chitjian] The people who built the houses, I don’t know. House builder… I
only remember seeing men making mud bricks. And they would make small…
[Interviewer] Everyone built for their own families…
[H. Chitjian] They did things like that. However a new house built… I have seen
only one house which was built by the man who came from America. They said
his name was Aghaba. I do not know what his Armenian name was.
[O. Chitjian] They would make the mud bricks, stacked them together, and they
would build their own houses.
[Interviewer] The Protestants who were in the village, were they all Armenian?
Were there any foreigners in the village?

Although Hampartzoum remembers that only the Mishmeeshians had built a house in Perri,
others were built before 1900-1915, see B/D Chapter 2, page 11. For a description of building with
mud bricks, see B/D Chapter 4, page 18-19. The rich man he refers to is Bedros Yermoyan.
35

25

Interview with Hampartzoum Chitjian - July 28, 1977 (Edited by Zaruhy S. Chitjian, 2013/14)

[H. Chitjian] There were no missionaries. The Protestants, they would come and
go, to convert. There were very few Protestants in our areas. Only the poor were
Protestants—at least where we were. They would convert to Protestanism
because they would perhaps receive a sack of wheat or flour. Sometimes if they
had given them something they would have to or they had to bring... This is how
the Protestants were. They built an assembly hall for the Protestants there. They
built a quite large assembly hall because they thought that many people would
convert to Protestanism because the, umm, would help… It must have been the
Germans, they would help. There were very few Protestants in our area.
[Interviewer] Was it half and half or less than that?
[H. Chitjian] No, no. They numbered barely 5 percent.
[Interviewer] They already had their own assembly hall.
[H. Chitjian] They had their own school, and they had their own assembly hall.
[Interviewer] Did they have a reverend?
[H. Chitjian] They had a reverend. His name was Badveli [Reverend] Soghomon.
[Interviewer] This is not the same Soghomon who was the school principal.
[H. Chitjian] No, no. That was our principal. We used to call that one Soghomon
Effendi. This one was called Badveli Soghomon [could have meant Assadour
Nigoghosian].
[Interviewer] When your brothers came to America, did they have anyone here?
Did they have somewhere specific to go, where they knew that they could find a
job? What did they do when they came here?
[H. Chitjian] I have heard that there was an uncle in America. This is what I
have heard. I have not seen him. He was an uncle from my mother’s—no from
my grandfather’s brother’s side. So they sent my elder brother to America in 1909
to stay with him. He apparently gave quite a bit of trouble to my brother
[Bedros]. 36 Apparently he wanted him to make money and keep half of what he
made. It was not a good situation. When my eldest brother [Bedros] was here—
he had arrived in 1909… We sent my brother Mihran in 1913 because he too

As we learned from letters 1-7, Mardiros was quite distraught when he didn't hear from
Bedros, who was now under the supervision of this part of the family. B/D Chapter 12, page 150.
36
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began to grow up. There was a concern that he would fight with the Turks and
so forth, so my father sent him also.
[Interviewer] When they came here, which city did they go to?
[H. Chitjian] Chicago. They stayed in Chicago for quite a long time. Eventually,
they came to Los Angeles.
[Interviewer] How was your house decorated and furnished? Was there a table?
Were there chairs?
[H. Chitjian] In our house, [there was] a table [with short legs close to the floor],
one chair, [and several stools]…
[Interviewer] There was only a toneer…
[H. Chitjian] We only had a large sini [tray used as a serving platter]. At
mealtime they would come and put it in the middle of the room…37 38
[O. Chitjian] [Indistinct; speaks over] They would sit around it. 39
[H. Chitjian] You might have heard about the sini. It was made of metal. It was
quite beautiful and large. They would put down the sini. Around it they would
place… We had chairs [stools]. Six chairs [folding stools]… Of course they were
not high-quality chairs…
[O. Chitjian] [Indistinct, speaks over] No way—what chairs?
[H. Chitjian] No, no, we had chairs. They were not… These chairs did not have
backs. They just had the seats. They only had the seats.
[Interviewer] Yes, yes.
[H. Chitjian] We would sit on them all around the table. We had to say the Hayr
Mer before we started eating. We would sit [around the sini] at the table, say
Hayr Mer and then…
[O. Chitjian] No, we did not sit on chairs. We would sit on the floor. 40 You said it
wrong. [speaking over] What chairs did you have?
B/D Chapter 8, page 40
Household women, mother, aunt Aghavni, sisters Zaruhy and Sultahn, never ate among the
males.
39 Only the boys; the father and the grandfather sat on the floor on either end of the fireplace.
37
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[H. Chitjian] No, no. Not in our house. In our house [there were] chairs. Now,
look. There were two kinds of chairs [apparently moves to another part of the
room to show]. One was round with only the seat as I said. This part [back of the
chair] did not exist.
[Interviewer] Stool.
[H. Chitjian] Stool. This is how we sat on it. There was also another kind. Like
this, they would put two pieces of wood on one side, they would put two other
pieces on the other side, and they would sit on that. [folding stool]
[Interviewer] Yes, yes.
[H. Chitjian] This was for the Kurds [the customers]. When the Kurds came they
would also set a table. When the Kurds came they would pay money to take their
goods. This is after they had brought their fabric and my father had worked on it
[printed the design]. The Kurds would come and pick them up. We would offer
bread and meals to the Kurds. If they were wet because it was raining, we would
dry them up. We would drape their wet clothing around the hearth. There were
neither hotels nor restaurants in yergeer. From morning to night our house was
full of people like a hotel. 41
[Interviewer] Now if you met a Turk, would you feel naturally that he is the
master or the effendi and that you are inferior… Therefore did you address the
Turks respectfully?
[H. Chitjian] If I saw a Turk who was an official… The other Turks who were not
officials were inferior to us. 42 They were the ones who would pay homage to us.
They were the ones who would respect us in the sense that “these are
Armenians, they are a good nation.”
[O. Chitjian] They always held the Armenians in high regard.
[H. Chitjian] They always held the Armenians in high regard. Now my entire
thoughts… Consider that we are 76 years old now, we are not young. We were
not that [immature] when we were 14, we had experience. I also suffered so
40 In Malatya, Ovsanna and her family did not have Western furniture either. Apparently, they
sat on a mat on the floor as well.
41 B/D Chapter 13, page 53
42 Two elderly Turkish neighbors on our block, Karameen Esh and Gooree Oso, were both
chorebahns. Each had his own mule. (B/D Chapter 2, page 10) The average Turk and Kurd got
along well with the Armenians. They held the Armenians in esteem as artisans and professionals.
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much among them for six years. All those… As much as we dislike the Turks
because they massacred us, I also blame our forefathers or ancestors who were
disunited, without being aware [of the harm they cause to other Armenians, the
Armenian nation]… Of course [my family] from our side at least… I know that
Fedayee Avehdoe was our godfather. Now if my brother Kaspar comes, and you
hear all this and you will say that this man—whatever he says [is true]… They
were there, they were also there. So that if all Armenians united… Three
hundred villages… Near Dersim, which was all Kurdish… They could have
escaped. They could even gained control of the government if they wanted.
Naturally that would have been difficult… They did not have any leaders and so
forth… But the Armenians were just starting… They [the Turks] were just going to
open up but it did not happen and I would prefer… It is the same until now. As I said
earlier, in our village there was one church and two priests. We also had one
prelate. The prelate would sometimes be replaced. We called one of the priests
Der Boghos and the other Der Khoren. Der Khoren was more sympathetic
toward the revolutionaries who would come sometimes… We were still young,
we were not very grown then but our teachers would encourage us very
constructively… About what we would become in the future… So that we
would not become slaves like our fathers. At the time when the school was shut
down by Turkish officials, Der Khoren sided with this group. The Turkish
government proclaimed that whoever turns in their weapons we will spare them.
Whoever has weapons and turns them in will be spared. This is how Der Khoren
was. In contrast, Der Boghos, who was Hampartzoum Der Garabedian’s
grandfather--this is the boy who connected me with the Chalkhadan Kurds--had
a large [cloth] sack—we called it chooval, I don’t know if you have heard that
word… He gave that large chooval to the zhamgoch [church custodian] and, with
cross in hand, and with the, umm, of the cross… “If you have any weapons or
knives hand them over.” Whoever handed over their weapons or knives were
tortured more than [those who did not]… They [Turkish officials] said: “Since
you have it you must also know who else has them.”
At the very end… The slaughter cannot
be told in its entirety… In the
massacres that occurred in Perri, the
Why did these incidents occur so
most painful one that I saw… I saw
soon after the closure of the school,
many bodies in the streets, a lot here
the only major Armenian institution?
and there… However the most painful
Why were the grotesque killings
paraded about deliberately? To
was… I had a friend called Kevork
terrify the Armenians not yet caught?
who was very… He was my classmate
Why were these crimes not stopped,
and sat next to me. He was from a
since the government building was
wealthy family. We were not so
right next to them?
wealthy. He would give me candy,
butter, cream sandwiches and so forth.
He would take good care of me, as did
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his mother… We were good friends. One day I went out… Barely one or two
months after the massacres… I was walking with Korr-Mamoe in the mountains
and ravines… I saw that they had crushed his head [Kevork Noroian, best friend
in school]… 43 They had done it recently… He had been dead for perhaps one or
two days. I saw that.
The other thing I saw… Der Boghos, the priest who collected weapons from the
Armenians… The river that I mentioned… The river that my brother Kaspar
crossed and we crossed from the other side and [indistinct]… By that river there
was a mill where they would grind wheat into flour. They had slaughtered—
killed—him. In his case they had slit his mouth until his ears and his mouth fell
open. His beard pointed down and his, umm, up. That affected me most among
the things I saw. I also saw someone somewhere… I was walking on the road
with Korr-Mamoe. They had tied three Armenians—upside down. They had tied
them from the feet and they had hung them. They had slit their throats
[indistinct]. It is hard to describe. These are the most painful scenes that come
and go before my eyes. Of course, the ravines, the rivers… They were filled with
heads and so forth. 44
[Interviewer] What happened to the priests?
[H. Chitjian] Pardon?
[Interviewer] The priests. What happened to them?
[H. Chitjian] One of them…
[Interviewer] Was that the priest?
[H. Chitjian] That was the priest. That was Der Boghos.
[Interviewer] Oh!
[H. Chitjian] We did not see the other one [Der Khoren]. They took him away
also. However I saw the body of this [Der Boghos] [Dersim Rebellion].
[Interviewer] You said that the Turks were poorer and inferior and that they
would stoop to the Armenians. How was the relationship with the Kurds? Was it
equal-footed or…
B/D Chapter 20, pages 118-119
These were the few sights Hampartzoum witnessed the first year he was with Korr Mamoe
(1915-1916). Korr Mamoe took Hampartzoum out mainly at night. Was this for Hampartzoum's
protection or did he not want the young boy to witness what was taking place?
43
44
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[H. Chitjian] The Turks had a lower opinion of the Kurds. The Turks had a lower
regard for the Kurds.
[Interviewer] What about the Armenians?
[H. Chitjian] They [the Kurds] had a higher regard for the Armenians because
the Armenians were builders [artisans].
[Interviewer] How did the Armenians view the Kurds?
[H. Chitjian] The Armenians did not treat the Kurds as they did the Turks. They
had a better… They viewed them as keervah—keervah means “friend” They
deferred to them slightly. They also flattered them a little so that they would not
have an occasion to shoot…
[O. Chitjian] They held the Kurds in lower regard [in Malatya].45
[H. Chitjian] The Armenians?
[O. Chitjian] Yeah.
[H. Chitjian] No, the Kurds [speaking over]. The Kurds were crude. They did
not have any education. When you say “in lower regard,” as friends and as
people they were not inferior [O. Chitjian speaking over: “When you see a crude,
unruly person, you say ‘he is a Kurd.’”]. They were not… They were not, umm,
flatterers, they were sincere… That is how the Kurds were. The Kurds were
better than the Turks. That’s for sure [in English]. The Kurds were better than
[less threatening]…
[Interviewer] In the village, were there rich and
poor among the Armenians? In other words
were the Armenians more or less equally
wealthy or were some of them rich and some
poor?
[H. Chitjian] As far as I know, there were 15 to
20 households that had substantial means…
Often someone from America might have come
or a relative might have brought them some
money. They lived a little better. They had
45

The Kurds were not well educated.
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proximity to Dersim, the Kurds
had easy access to various
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and so forth). There was more
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higher social status in terms of better clothes or getting their food and other
things from outside. They were very few. The others were middle class… They
made their own clothes. 46 There were villagers who came from villages to live in
Perri—perhaps because the Kurds gave them a hard time. These worked for
others. In Perri, of the 200 households that I mentioned, 100 were mainly
artisans. Some were tailors, some were, umm…
[O. Chitjian] Shoemakers.
[H. Chitjian] Shoemakers, store keepers, carpenters—to build something
perhaps… They had, umm… Some… For horses and so forth… What do they
call them?
[Interviewer] Palan.
[H. Chitjian] They used to call them palan but there is an Armenian word for it.
There is an Armenian term for it but I forget. I have not used that word for some
time and I have forgotten it. In English they call them “saddlers.” That was
more… Perri was mostly in commerce… There was a type of earth in Perri that
was used to make vessels [of different sizes and for different uses]. They used to
make water jugs, cooking pots out of it. They used to make those large vats from
this clay. These were large containers that would hold perhaps 20 to 25 gallons.
More… They might hold 50 gallons. They would fill them with wine and so
forth. They could make these out of the earth there. That is what they made.
Anyhow, there were not many laborers in Perri.
The laborers were few. They were mostly
artisans.
[Interviewer] Were there any doctors in the
village?
[H. Chitjian] There was a pharmacist. He
worked out of his house. He had turned his
house into a pharmacy. He might have had a
few things. However, there were no doctors.

This pharmacist was known
throughout Kharpert and
Malatya. Mardiros Effendi and
his family eventually moved to
Fresno, California.
See H/D Chap . 23, pp. 151
and the story of the train of
his wife’s dress on pg. 153.

[Interviewer] If someone…

They not only sewed their own clothing, they also wove their own fabrics on their looms called
horr and spun their own yarn with spindles called eleeg
46
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[H. Chitjian] Either a teacher would serve as a doctor—because he would know
how to read and he might have heard what might help you, or an elderly woman
or an elderly man. There was no doctor.
[Interviewer] If someone got seriously ill, would they take him or her to the city
or would they do their best and that would be it?
[H. Chitjian] During my 14 years there I did not know of anyone sick being
taken to the city. If someone got sick and died, they would say something
happened [indistinct]. 47
[Interviewer] Approximately how long did people live?
[H. Chitjian] My grandfather was 92 years old. He was still the patriarch. My
father did not smoke in front of my grandfather. [My father] was a heavy
smoker. Not only did he smoke the entire day from morning till night, they
would put ten to 15 cigarettes next to him at night [bedtime] and a bottle of oghee
[arak]. He would smoke at night also—he consumed the ashes from his
cigarettes, my father. However when he approached my grandfather, upon
entering the room, he would stand before him with his hands [tilted on his
forehead], waiting for my grandfather to tell him to sit. Only then he would sit.
That is how much he respected his father.
My mother had 13 children. She gave birth 12 times. I was born with a twin
brother. So she had 13 children. Four of them died and nine survived. My mother
would not say a word in front of my grandfather. She would also keep her face a
little covered [with a headscarf]. She did not cover it entirely, but a little. Like a
new bride… New brides do not speak [in front of their fathers-in-law as a sign of
respect].
[Interviewer] She would cover like Muslims?
[H. Chitjian] No, no.
[Interviewer] She would look down.
[H. Chitjian] The—what do they call it---[scarf] came down to here.
[O. Chitjian] They called it yazma.
Kaspar had a bad kidney from birth. Various home remedies were tried but to no avail. The
family could not afford to take him to a doctor. (B/D Chapter 5, page 30) Kaspar had that kidney
removed shortly after moving to the United States.
47
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[H. Chitjian] Yazma or whatever.
[Interviewer] [Indistinct].
[H. Chitjian] Yes whatever. She would cover a little. Her mouth would of course
be uncovered. However her eyes were always [sad]… 48
[O. Chitjian] It was something like a scarf [in English]. It was light for [wearing]
inside the house. If a male came from outside, she would cover herself
completely.
[H. Chitjian] [Speaking over] Let me also say something else about my mother.
As I said my mother took care of nine children. Nine had survived. They had
sent only my eldest brother to America—in 1909. My brother reached
Marseilles… A letter came from Marseilles saying that my brother had arrived
there. During those three months, when my mother did not have her son with
her, she became sick. She was in bed. She was in bed for three months--my
mother. When the letter came from Marseilles saying that he has reached
Marseilles alive and that he is safe she was of course happy. At that time my
grandfather was [92] years old. He was old. One night we woke up and they told
us that my grandfather died. My grandfather loved me very much. We were
twins and we were eight years old. My grandfather had declared me as his son.
Kaspar… My father would… [My grandfather] called me “his son” and my
father would call Kaspar “his son.” They would [set up] a contest… We called it
guresh. We would try to wrestle each other down. Obviously I was the victor—as
I got on the top of him he would lie down. My grandfather loved me very much.
They woke us up to tell us that my grandfather had died—at night. We got up
and saw that, yes, he had died… We started to cry… In our area they would
wash the dead, then they would take them to church, and from church they
would take them [to the cemetery] to bury them [the same day]. My mother got
up… I did not see this but I heard… She went to my grandfather’s side—after he
died… She told him: “Dear man, why did you not stay for another day so that
we would die together.” When I thought about this… Of course [indistinct]…
When she was sick… She did not come to the cemetery. When we went and
buried our grandfather and returned home the next morning, my mother told
my brother Kaspar: “You will bury my dead body tomorrow.” As it turned out
we buried our grandfather that day, and my mother died the next evening.
Exactly one day later… The next day we buried our mother.
He was that kind of father. He had those emotions. He did not remarry for two
years. After two years… There were seven, no eight of us. Mihran was still with
48

B/D Chapter 1, page 5

34

Interview with Hampartzoum Chitjian - July 28, 1977 (Edited by Zaruhy S. Chitjian, 2013/14)

us then. There were eight of us. Who was going to take care of us? My father’s
sister was barely 15 or 16 years old. 49
[Interviewer] She was that young.
[H. Chitjian] Yes. My aunt was very young. The one who is there [in Perri] now.
My sister was also 15 or 16… I had another sister called Sultahn… I had another
20 or 22-year-old sister [Zaruhy] who was married to a Protestant man.
[End of Side A of Tape 2]
[Begin Side B of Tape 2]
[H. Chitjian] After all a stepmother is not loved as a real mother… [Indistinct].
Having difficulty… My older brother Mihran did not treat my stepmother very
well. So they sent him to America also. I was left behind [as the eldest son].
Sometimes I would see the stepmother… If my mother had hit one of our
younger brothers or something we did not say anything. She was the mother and
she could hit. However, if the stepmother hit them, I would go and tell her not to
hit him or not to scold him harshly… Of course, I was not on good terms with
her. In view of that… Barely two years after that they were all taken away and
shot. 50
[Interviewer] How was it… You said that the girls’ school was separate from the
boys’ school. The girls’ school was on floor and the boys’ school was on another
floor. Were you permitted to play with each other during recess?
[H. Chitjian] No. Girls and boys did not [mix] with each other. The boys would
go out. As I said [the school] was built on a slope. The river was in front of it. We
would all… There was a slope… We would go to some flat places. We would run
and jump on the slope and so forth. For about half an hour… We would eat
snacks. The boys would be outside but not the girls. The girls’ school was on the
second floor. The church was below that. The girls’ school came above the
church. The church was big. The girls’ school would begin up from here. There
was this much space where the girls could get out and stroll on the roof of the
church… The boys… The boys were further up. In other words it was level with
49 Since Aghavni was relatively so young, it is strange that there has been no mention of his
paternal grandmother. Even though Hampartzoum was asked this question, nowhere has her
name surfaced.
50 Hampartzoum rarely talked about this relationship, but there is much information to suggest
that she was negligent in looking after Nishan (who lost his mother shortly after his birth). She
could have been the cause of Nishan's eye injury. Previously, his father, mother, and grandfather
disciplined the children with encouraging words and folklore. Harsh means were never used.
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the river. The boys’ school… Boys and girls did not mix. The last year, the year
the massacres occurred,… In that last year, they allowed girls and boys to mix.
When we went to reading, history, geography classes, the girls sat in one row,
and the boys sat in another row. Nevertheless there was still the restriction that
the girls could not look at the boys. We were not in contact with each other over
there. They were not in contact. 51
[O. Chitjian] Secretly, secretly, there was…
[H. Chitjian] [Laughs] After all…
[Interviewer] So the marriages were arranged by the parents.
[H. Chitjian] From what I have heard… After all at 14 we were thinking about
neither marriage nor… How much did we know about the difference between
girls and boys? We were like saints. Anyhow, from what I have heard in
yergeer… For example my eldest sister who was married… They would not ask
her whether she loves this boy. Once they gave her away, she had to go whether
she wanted or not. She had to marry whether she wanted or not. Both the boy…
The fathers, the mothers, the neighbors, or [indistinct]
[O. Chitjian] Nor would they be who they expected [had seen]…
[H. Chitjian] They would not even know what color they were. They did not
know. We know that the parents would pick the good ones for their children.
Everyone wanted the best for their children. Naturally, sometimes they would
make mistakes. However, over there we had neither divorce problems nor
adultery problems. There was one woman… They said she had no honor and
they expelled her from the village. They expelled her from Perri. Her husband
was dead. They probably noticed some dishonorable act. So they expelled her.
Such things… In yergeer… From that standpoint, if there was one sacred place,
that was yergeer. If things had gone well, if yergeer could govern itself… If they
united and recovered their country from the Turks, nothing in the world could
be better. I have not seen any other nation that can match the goodness of
Armenian life. Our homeland… As they said in school… 52 When they
announced that they would inspect the school, the teachers hid all the books
under the floor boards. Those were the school’s books, the revolutionary books,
songs, and so forth. All the revolutionary songs about Antranik Pasha, Kevork
Chavush, and so forth… However, at home, Kaspar and I… In the school they
would line us up by height… I mean whoever was smart, he would sit by the
51
52

B/D Chapter 15, “School Days Before the Dashnags”
B/D Chapter 15, page 64

36

Interview with Hampartzoum Chitjian - July 28, 1977 (Edited by Zaruhy S. Chitjian, 2013/14)

teacher’s side. Places would change every day. During examinations, if you were
smart, they would sit you in front. Those who received lower grades would sit
behind you… However when three years later, the Miatsyal Uhngerutyun came…
The money that came from America… They put in nice desks for us. There were
nice chairs we would sit on. They were chairs like this. The desks before us were
like this. We put our books in there. There was a drawer underneath. We put our
pens and pencils there.
[Interviewer] Did you sit in pairs or individually?
[H. Chitjian] We sat in pairs. On the top of the desk there was also an ink well…
We did not have pens 53 like these. Inside the ink container… That is how it was.
In the school… In our grade, Kaspar and I performed well. Kaspar did better
than I did. He would sit by my father’s side… When we went home… The
teacher would give us homework for the next day… [Kaspar] would sit next to
my father and do his homework while I would go out and play. Sometimes I
would go back in and ask him for the homework. Sometimes he would not tell
me and I would hit him on the head to scare him so that he would tell me.
Consequently he was more
knowledgeable. However since we
were born twins… If they
It is amazing how news got disseminated
separated us… Based on grades
among the villagers. There were no
they should have sat me in the
newspapers in his home. Mardiros seems to
back. However because they would
have sensed “what could happen.”
have alienated me if they separated
However, did he put too much faith in his
me from him, the teachers sat me
religion? How could such a disaster fall
next to him. However, he was more
upon such God-fearing people? Mardiros
prayed for hours every day and attended
advanced than I was.
church two to three times daily. He
attached great importance to living a
“pure and honest life.” Why would God do
this?

Attempting to be a loyal son,
Hampartzoum wrestled with this dilemma
until his final breath. (B/D Chapter 44 page
415)

me.

[Interviewer] [Laughs] Did you
keep books and newspapers at
home?
[H. Chitjian] At home… We had a
large school bag… Essays, math,
fractions… I could not manage
those. They were very difficult for

[Interviewer] Miss Chitjian taught me the fractions [at Ferahian Armenian Day
School].
53

They used turkey quills; wild turkeys ran about freely.
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[H. Chitjian] Really?
[Interviewer] One day, during the Christmas vacation, she sent us home with
three pages of fractions. We spent the vacation solving fraction problems.
[H. Chitjian] The books… Our exams… When they took my father to jail…
When my father returned from the village they took him away to jail before he
had a chance to sit down. At that time we were afraid that they would arrest us
also. Kaspar and I… The essays and so forth in our school bags… We had
worked on math… [Thinking that] maybe one day the school will reopen and we
will take exams again… Then the essays might be more important for us than my
father’s household ornaments or [indistinct] goods… So we hid them in the
stable. Kaspar and I dug a hole. We buried them in the stable, so that if we went
back one day it would be there. Anyhow, the next day they told us that they [the
gendarmes] were going house to house and look for boys. Kaspar and I… Our
stable was small. It was barely this big. It also had a window. However the
neighbor’s stable was more protected. Their house was bigger. It was also dark
inside [the stable]. We went to the neighbor’s stable. We used to call her Varteeg
Badji. [Indistinct]. Kaspar and I went there. We were 14 years old. We used to call
it sepet [basket in Turkish] in yergeer.
[Interviewer] Goghov.
[H. Chitjian] Goghov [basket] It was big. They would weave them big. After
harvesting the grapes in the vineyards, they would put them in them; then they
would load them on the donkeys and bring them home. They would use the
same sepets to carry the droppings of the animals to the fields. We used to call
those sepet. Goghov… We each took a goghov, we dug through the droppings of
the animals [indistinct]… We put the sepets over our heads so that if they [the
soldiers] came and looked they would not find us… So that they would think
these are just sepets. We stayed there like that for one or two hours. Kaspar said
he was hungry. I was also hungry [laughs]… Of course it was fear. He said: “Stay
here and let me see if there is anyone outside near here.” Our mother and sisters
were very worried looking for us and wondering where we were. Then we went
home. It did not last long. 54
[Interviewer] What… Jewelry, ornament making?

Hampartzoum is trying to make a distinction between the goghov, about which the interviewer
is inquiring, and the sepet, which is the item that he actually used. The interviewer’s interest in
jewelry was also peculiar in the context of Hampartzoum’s narrative, leading his storyline astray.
54
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[H. Chitjian] Our next-door neighbor was a jeweler. He would make everything
by blowing a wire… Ummm…
[Interviewer] With fire?
[H. Chitjian] Ummm… What they did, I do not know. He would make very fine
things. He had a coal fire and a device that blows air. I do not know how he did
it. He was a goldsmith.
[Interviewer] However, there was a goldsmith.
[H. Chitjian] He was a goldsmith and he did good work. He also had a nice son
but then they took and killed him.
[Interviewer] At home, did you have any books or other reading material beside
textbooks?
[H. Chitjian] No, we only had a bible.
[O. Chitjian] No, there were no newspapers.
[H. Chitjian] There were no newspapers. There were no books or newspapers
where we were. We only had a bible. That was the only book we had. We also
had our schoolbooks.
[Interviewer] What do you remember from the celebrations or ceremonies of
Easter or Christmas? Your name is Hampartzoum. Did you do anything special
on Hampartzman [Ascension Day]?
[H. Chitjian] On Hampartzman… It was Hampartzman on the 19th of last month.
Now bring me a paper and I will show you… This is the first time in this world
that we had a pleasant Hampartzman. At this time [this year] Zaroug held [a
school program]… In the American [public] school… On Hampartzman”… We
used to call it vijag [fortune telling]… During that season, the weather is usually
very good [spring]. A few boys would bring flowers from the fields and would
put them in a tub of water.
[Interviewer] Young men?
[H. Chitjian] Young men… These were the flowers for the house. For vijag…
Vijag… We write [our wishes]… As they did here the last time. However, on
Hampartzman [in Perri]… A few boys who knew how to cook… We would get
together… We would take some bulghur, some butter, some bread, and so forth
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from our homes… We would go out and cook on our own… We used to call it
haristzah. We, the boys, would cook on our own and eat on our own. That was
Hampartzman for us. We would have a very good time outside on Hampartzman.
On the most recent Hampartzman we went to the Ferahian School to celebrate the
day. They only talked about Hampartzman. They explained what Hampartzoum
means and its purpose. However, they did not celebrate Hampartzman. They did
not cook. However when we went to Zaroug’s school, Dixie Canyon, Zaroug had
taught the students to sing Hampartzoum Yayla. American girls, foreigners, sang
Hampartzoum Yayla. Later, two boys, ten to 12 years old, came toward me holding
a candle each. That is how we spent the day—that was a special day for me. 55 56
[Interviewer] How about Christmas and Easter? Did you do anything special?
[H. Chitjian] Christmas Day… Naturally it means a rather sacred day. We would
essentially go to church on Christmas Day. However, for us, for the young,
Christmas was not so important. Of course, on Christmas Day Jesus Christ was
born. 57
[O. Chitjian] We would mostly go to church.
[H. Chitjian] On Easter Day, they would go to church. The girls, the boys, the
brides would go to the orchards, the vineyards, the baghchas [orchards in
Turkish] as they called them… They would all be well-dressed in different
colors… They would go there, eat and drink with their neighbors and so forth…
That is how they would spend that day—Easter Day.58
[Interviewer] You said that you knew that all the teachers in the village were
Dashnags. Was there any organized Dashnag group, or did they simply
sympathize with that side?
[H. Chitjian] I do not know if there was a group. There might have been one.
[O. Chitjian] There was a Hunchag group.

B/D Chapter 37, page 355
At the age of 76, this was his first experience of being honored with the enactment of the
celebration of his name day. Naomi Apelian, a student's (Jeff Elmasian) grandmother was in
charge of the performance.
57 During these holidays, a special effort was to bring out the preserves, dried fruits especially,
such as mulberries and raisins, and an assortment of nuts. These occasions were celebrated with
family and friends.
58 Hampartzoum went to church mainly on Easter Day in his later years.
55
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[H. Chitjian] There weren’t any Hunchags where we were. Just as in Mexico…
We lived in Mexico for ten years. There was no other party except the Dashnag
Party. For ten years in Mexico City… And they were good [united with no
factions]. Later a man came from America. He was a Ramgavar. He spoiled
everything. They [the community] split into two and they began fighting each
other. However in our village, our teachers… When I say that they were all
Dashnags, they were really Dashnags. They would train us to become
Dashnags… Not so much Dashnags as a party but to be vengeful from within. So
that we would not forget our nation, our past, the history of our parents… They
pillaged us in 1896, some were killed… When you fill the minds of children and
young people with such… Then it, umm, it something more... 59
[Interviewer] Umm…
[H. Chitjian] [Laughs] You meant only in yergeer. When you say…
[Interviewer] I just have a few questions. Later we can continue from where you
left. You mentioned a little while ago Miatsyal Uhngerutyun, did you not?
[H. Chitjian] Miatsyal Uhngerutyun [United Society of Perri], yes.
[Interviewer] What was that?
[H. Chitjian] Earlier my father called it toshag [tuition or school fees]. The
teachers had to be paid. The custodian of the school who cleaned and did other
work… Sometimes there would be sick students and he would take them home.
Sometimes there would be no one home and he would bring them back.
Especially in winter time, when it was hard to move around… All the streets
would be covered with snow. It was hard to go to school. We would pay toshag
to support them. I do not know how much but I have heard that [the students]
paid 20 kooroosh, which would pay for 20 days of expenses. This was per student,
I think.
[O. Chitjian] They would pay according to their ability.
[H. Chitjian] They would also pay according to ability, but that was the tuition.
[Interviewer] So this was a village organization.
[H. Chitjian] It was a village organization. It was. It would keep the school open.

59

B/D Chapter 16, page 75
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[Interviewer] OK.
[H. Chitjian] However, starting in 1912… They called it the Miatsyal
Uhngerutyun which… Armenians in America apparently sent financial aid so that
wherever the schools were not capable, that is the local community did not have
the ability, they would help there. In our place, our school in Perri—this is what I
have heard, now Ovsanna can also tell about her school… It was not like ours.
Ours was very good. Even people from Kharpert say that. Only the Kharpert
College was better. From what I have heard from many people, I have not seen
or heard of a school as well-run as our school anywhere else. We did not pay any
tuition. My father did not pay money anymore. 60 Only [expenses] related to
clothing… You have to spend enough to keep up with the others and to [look]
good. 61 The clothing… To look good.
[Interviewer] Did everyone wear the same uniforms or did you wear proper
suits?
[H. Chitjian] No it was not proper clothing. In other words, they were not
uniforms. It was not like that.
[Interviewer] I would like to ask about taxes.
[H. Chitjian] You mean government taxes?
[Interviewer] Yes. How were they paid? Who collected them?
[H. Chitjian] In our village, government taxes… I think they called them dagar.
[O. Chitjian] [Speaking over] That was for soldiers.
[H. Chitjian] No, also for houses… There was another word in addition to dagar.
Every household had to pay a certain amount to the government based on their
ability. My father paid, but I do not know…
[Interviewer] Did he pay in cash or…
[H. Chitjian] He paid in cash.
[Interviewer] Or crops…?

60
61

Before the Dashnags came, there was a small tuition. Even that was hard on Mardiros.
To fit in with other students who came from more affluent families.
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[H. Chitjian] No, he paid in cash. However the farmers paid in crops. In the
villages… You would sow the wheat, you would harvest the wheat, but you
could not take the wheat home… They would come and ask the size of your
crop. They would take one-third of your crop… That would go to the
government. That would be their tax.62
[Interviewer] In other words, one-third…
[H. Chitjian] One-third… The government would take one-third of whatever
was there. However, I do not know what the households did in yergeer…
[Interviewer] Did the young men go to the army?
[H. Chitjian] Later they conscripted them. That’s why my father sent my brother
Mihran to America also so that he would not be conscripted. Then there was the
seferberlik [mobilization]… The Turks enacted a new law. They wanted to
conscript the Armenians also. However anyone who did not want their son to go
would hire someone else’s son and he would pay whatever the daily wage of
that person was. They called that bedel [price or waiver fee]. He would pay that
much money to that boy’s father so that he would go in his own son’s place. I
have heard that was done, but I did not understand very well what was going
on.
[Interviewer] So where did you leave off your story? You were talking about that
Kurdish family.
[H. Chitjian] I ran away with the Kurdish family. The most important part is the
part [indistinct]… The most notable was after running away with that Kurd...
[Interviewer] That is OK.
[H. Chitjian] I went with the Kurd. The Kurd did not speak Turkish. Conversely
I did not speak Kurdish. We mixed together… The first day we arrived in… It
was night and it rained. There was wind and rain on the way. There were poplar
trunks there… They grow quite long. They would cut them down to use for
firewood. It lasts longer and makes a better fire. We walked over them… When
they first cut them the stumps of the trunks are like knives… Then we would
step over them… We had a piece of leather covering the bottoms of our feet. We
used to call them charukh. We wore those. Those would develop punctures in the
bottom. The blood from our feet and… It was so cold that the blood would not
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flow. You know how it is. The skin would be punctured and some blood would
come out a little but it would clot.
Anyhow, we went to the village [Akhorr]. The Kurd gave me a herd of ten to 15
horses, donkeys, cows, sheep, goats so that I would go and graze them. I did not
know anything about [herding animals]. His wife… He
had two wives. One of the wives was old and one was
young. His older wife knew a few words of Turkish. She
told me that I should make sure that nothing happens to
Hampartzoum seldom
mentioned this because
any of the sheep and that otherwise he would kill me. I
he felt it would be
was supposed to take the sheep to the mountains and let
obvious that the
them loose to graze on the grass… I had a dog. The dog
Armenian slaves were
was trained for this. When you signaled the dog in a
barely given enough
certain way it would go and bring the stray sheep back. I
food to just exist.
stayed there for quite some time. I stayed for almost
seven or eight months. This Kurd did not speak Turkish.
He only knew a few swear words. I am glad you do not
speak Turkish because he would say: “Babanuhn aghzuhna isheyim” [pee in your
father’s mouth]. In other words his swearing was addressed at my father. He was
swearing at my father’s mouth. That offended me very much. 63
[Interviewer] Why were they willing to take you with them? Did they need
laborers?
[H. Chitjian] They needed laborers [slaves]. It was not for anything else. They
only gave you food. That’s all. There was nothing else. For our clothing… When
we saw dead people… There were many dead soldiers on the roads. There
were many dead men. We would take their clothing. One set of clothes would
be enough for four or five years. We washed and wore the clothes.
One day I realized that this man would cause me much trouble. Six or seven
months had elapsed. I found his swearing especially offensive. When they
came… One day a goat… A small goat [kid]… The kind that has horns… Those
small ones were very naughty. They could climb any mountain. One day one of
these small goats had climbed on a mountain. I could not get up there and it
would not come down. It would be very hard for me to climb up there. I had a
stick in my hand, made from a poplar branch. The stick had a nail at one end. I
poked it with the nail it climbed on one side and then on the other. Wherever
you poked it would cut. You had to keep that stick because there were many
dogs there. Everyone had two-three dogs. If the dogs attacked you, you could
defend yourself with that stick. I threw the stick at the goat… It was a young
63

His experience in Akhorr was very fearful. See B/D Chap. 20, pg. 107
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goat, perhaps three-months old. The goat fell down. I went near it and saw that
its eye had popped out. The stick hit it on the eye and the eye fell out. I took it to
the water and washed it up. I took everything out of its eye. Now it could not
move. It was wounded. When we returned to the house… They did not notice it.
The next day, we mixed it in with the others. Every day they would count them
[the herd] when we returned to the house. How many you took out and how
many you brought back. However [the Kurd] did not notice the sick goat. It was
very small. I pretended I cared for it. The next day I took it out. I went to the
mountain. There was another boy. He was an Armenian boy. He was with
another neighbor. I told him what happened and asked him what to do. He said
that I should tell [the Kurd] that the young goat will die because it ate some type
of grass and got sick. I went and told him. [The Kurd] told me to slit its throat.
We slit its throat. We ate it in the evening. Anyhow but he suspected that there
was something wrong and he began to swear at me. Two or three days passed. I
left all the sheep, the goats, the horse, and so forth on the mountains and I started
toward another village. There was a village called Itchmeh. I went to Itchmeh.
[Interviewer] Itchmeh?
[H. Chitjian] Itchmeh. That was an Armenian village. There were two of them:
Upper Itchmeh and Lower Itchmeh. There are many wealthy [Armenians] from
Itchmeh here [in the United States]. They were rich there also. I knew some who
had very good positions here in the United States. Anyway, I left [the Kurd’s
house]… I walked six to seven hours. I reached Itchmeh. I knew in advance
where I should go. I knew which villages I could go… Somewhere relatively
large so that I might meet some good [safe] people… In Itchmeh I knocked on a
few doors. I found a place where 20 Armenian women, girls, boys worked as the
servants 64 of a Kurdish beg [Yulash Effendi]. Itchmeh was a place like Fresno, with
houses and fields all around it [phone rings]. They grew cotton, wheat, and so
forth. That is why he kept them. They told me to join them. We went [lived] there
together… A few months passed. Because I knew Turkish well, this Kurd who
farmed cotton, rye, wheat, and so forth… I had to weigh it [the seeds] for the
sellers, keep accounts, keep track of the money… 65 [indistinct] [clicking sounds]
[Interviewer] I fixed it.
[H. Chitjian] We [I] arrived in Itchmeh. There were 20 of them there. I was the
21st. For four to five months there… I could read and write Turkish. I was the
accountant. If he gave some wheat to someone to sow it, I would write down
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They were free to stay or leave and were comparatively well treated.
B/D Chapter 21, “Itchmeh”
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how much wheat he took. Another one would take cotton, another hay, and so
forth. Everything had to be accounted for.
[Interviewer] Were you about 16 by then? How old were you?
[H. Chitjian] Yeah, 16… No not yet 16. Yeah, 16 to 17 [15-16]. Because we stayed
with Korr-Mamoe for one year after
the massacre… The Kurds came.
After that I stayed with the other
Kurd for a few months. He did not
know Turkish. Then I went to
Itchmeh. Itchmeh was also…
Everything I am saying is going in
there [the tape], right? Once, when
the Russians began to withdraw
after the Bolsheviks took over… At
that time the [Turkish] government
sent an army toward Erzurum
which was then occupied by the
A coffeeshop by the side of the waterfalls
Russians. Those forces passed
in Itchmeh in Summer 2008, Zaruhy Sara
through Itchmeh. Itchmeh was
Chitjian in red skirt. The elderly residents
eight hours away from Kharpert.
of Itchmeh in the picture still remembered
The soldiers would march for eight
Yulash Effendi.
hours, they would stop, and then
they would march for another eight hours. Eight hours… A Turkish official they
called bimbashi, which means “major”… He was the leader of the soldiers. He
stopped there. Should I describe all these? I should because it hurt me so much. It
is not so nice to talk about such things before a young woman, but it is better that
[laughs].
When they arrived there he apparently said that he wants a girl. Of course he
wanted a young girl. He was 50 or 60 years old. In Itchmeh there was a girl called
Jughar. Her name was Jughar but they called her Juvo.
[Interviewer] Armenian?
[H. Chitjian] She was barely 13 or 14 years old.
[Interviewer] An Armenian girl?
[H. Chitjian] An Armenian girl. From the 20 servants.
[Interviewer] Oh, from that group.
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[H. Chitjian] She was the only young girl among those 20 people. She was barely
13 to 14 years old. The others were… Some were women, some had nephews…
They looked for her everywhere. The villagers told her that… The villagers of
Itchmeh… The Turkish and Kurdish villagers… The Armenians were slaves for
them. At that time there were no other Armenians other than those there. They
said that there is a 13-14-year-old girl and that she is beautiful… She was a tall,
slender girl. [Hahsan and I were appointed to seek Juvo out of this village and
take her to the Kurd’s friend in Zartahrich] a distance away.
[End of Side B of Tape 2]
[Begin Side A of Tape 3]
[H. Chitjian] Haboose… He [Hahsan, Juvo’s cousin] was from Haboose... He
was familiar with the area. How to go to the mountain [Zartarich], how to go
wherever. The boy was familiar with that village, that place. Anyhow, on the
snow… There is some wood underneath… You think you can walk but
sometimes you slip and you sink under. It was a difficult place to walk. Anyhow,
the boy went in front, behind him the girl, and behind her myself… In case
something happened… After all she was a young girl. Anyhow we arrived in
that village. As soon as we arrived in the village the dogs attacked us. You could
not enter any village at night because the dogs would tear you up. When we
heard the barking of the dogs we shouted if they could help us. We shouted back
saying that we were there on behalf of Yulash Effendi. We said that we are Yulash
Effendi’s servants. So they recalled the dogs and we went to the Turks’… They
were Kurds… We went to their house. We told them what happened. Of course,
in our anger we said that the major is supposed to help the nation, but instead he
causes torment to the nation. In front of us he [the Kurd] began to talk, he sent
the girl to his uncle with another man accompanying her…
So that she would go to Kharpert where Yulash Effendi was a government
official, so that he would inform him about the dirty deeds of this bimbashi
(major) in the village. So he sent her there. He told me… He assigned another
man to me. He said “Go and be careful so that they [the Turkish soldiers] will not
see you.” In the village where we lived… On one side in front there were houses
and behind the houses they were next to the mountain… It was like a
subterranean house dug into the earth with the stable… It was cut in half…
There was a door in the back. I went in through there. I did not enter from the
front of the house so that they would not catch me. As soon as I entered the
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stable I saw that a [soldier] was standing there. He said that they were looking
for me and “it is good that we caught you.” In the stable there is a place where
they burn large pieces of wood. There was also an iron rod there. He took one of
the pieces of wood and began hitting me and I passed out.
The next day I woke up and found out that Yulash Effendi had arrived and was
shouting at the villagers. He chided them for… “Why did you let them? They are
my servants and my honor. How could you
let them know that there is a girl there…
They [soldiers] went and gave her trouble
More than a year had passed since
and they beat my servant.” I could barely
the start of the massacres. Armenian
wake up the next day. This is the kind of
orphans still had no clue about the
hardships we encountered. However, this
fate or whereabouts of their family
shameless bimbashi apparently took another
members. Were they dead or alive?
They remained clueless. They were
girl. What I will say in Turkish and I do not
not aware of the full extent of the
want to say in Armenian. That girl must
Turkish “ire” or brutality. Nor were
have been a young girl also. He shouted
they aware of Turkish intentions.
in Turkish: “Dayanamuhyor. Uzerine
sichiyor.” [She could not take it and she
soiled herself]. Of course only someone
The most common expression of
survivors: the reluctance to describe
who knows Turkish would understand.
“experiences of indignity.” We see this in
What he said… And how bad it can be if
all of Hampartzoum’s accounts. There is
people do not unite and they do not have
only a slight glimpse of his daily existence.
a country.
[Interviewer] Could I ask you to say this
in Armenian?
[H. Chitjian] [Laughs] From somewhere
else…
[Interviewer] It would be quite hard to
find someone who knows Armenian to
turn these into a book, let alone someone
who knows Turkish. If you want you can
say it but…
[H. Chitjian] [Laughs] We have seen
such outrageous things that you cannot
bring yourself to talk about them. 66 You

When asked to describe daily life during
his “six years of a dog’s life,” (as he put it),
he would only say that he never slept “out
of doors” on the ground as some did. He
always found a stable for shelter. When
asked about clothing, he said that he
washed in the river on “warm days.”
When necessary, a change of clothes
came off the “dead” left by their killers or
from the flea market in “good times”when
he had a few cents. The Turks had no use
for the Armenians’ European clothes.
Both daily hardships and indignities fade
in memory in terms of their importance
among the fears of daily survival.

Hampartzoum always exclaimed that females were tormented more cruelly than males.
Although he alludes to a few incidents, his voice and facial expressions implied that there were
66
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cannot bring yourself to say it. It is shameful to say it. You feel embarrassed to
say it, but you must say them so that the person across from you understands
what disunity means. This shameless man shouted… He shouted: “She is a little
girl. She could not endure it and she soiled herself.” These are… When these
troubles occurred… Not much time elapsed after that.
One day a boy came and he said: “There are Armenians in Kharpert, in Mezreh.”
He said that the government has begun to be more permissive and is not causing
so much harm to the Armenians. He told me that my brother Kaspar is alive. I
did not know that. It is true that he went with the Turk from the other side of the
river. But where did he go? However I did not know where my other brothers
went. 67 He said that they are in Perri. He said that my sister Zaruhy is also in
Perri. He suggested that we go there.
He had heard this. That is what he
was told. That boy now lives in New
Jersey. His name is Levon Gopoyan.
He told me to go with him [to Perri].
My place [Itchmeh] was a safe
haven. Indeed I had not worked
anywhere better than that till then. I
would canvass the fields on
horseback. There were many
workers. I would give the workers
wheat to sow in the fields, but
instead of sowing it some would sell
it to travelers on the road. I had to
make sure [that didn't happen]…
Instead of sowing the grain so that it
would produce more wheat they
would sell it to passersby for some
money.
Once, I saw a Kurdish boy, under
the rain with a traveler on his side…
[Indistinct] saw it. [Indistinct] that
he had sold the grain and taken a
few pennies… The boy was a
Levon Gopoyan (third from left) standing next to
worker… There were many workers
his mother, Yeghsa Bahgee, in a photo taken in
because Yulash Effendi had many
New Jersey in the 1940s. Standing to his left are
friends. I had a large stick in my
his wife son.
hand… They used to call it mahsusa.
many more horrible stories to relate than he actually told. His eyes would well up with tears and
took on a tormented expression, as if asking God why.
67 B/D Chapter 19, page 120
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It was used to drive the oxen pulling the plow. With that big stick he hit me on
the back. The gash on my back was an inch thick. It took months before it healed.
These were the troubles we were having.
So when that boy [Levon Gopoyan] came and told me to go with him to see
Kaspar and Zaruhy in Perri, I went… I left this good place and went with him.
When we got there there was neither Zaruhy nor Kaspar. However my aunt was
there—the one who had married the man they said was half-Turk half-Armenian
[Levon, Ago-Ebo’s son].
[Interviewer] What had happened? You said that there was a fire in Perri.
[H. Chitjian] The fire in Perri… Later the Kurds… The Turks sent an army again
and the Kurds retreated. Many Armenians did not return to Perri. I mean the
Turks. Very few returned. According to my aunt, who stayed there, [because]
they could not get any work elsewhere, they went back… After all he [Aghavni’s
father-in-law Abo-Ego] was half-Turk… He became a [converted] Turk among
the Turks. She stayed there and she had children there. When I went there she
still had not had any children. I went there and asked her where Zaruhy and
Kaspar were. There was neither Zaruhy nor Kaspar. They too were extremely
hungry. They could only find wild greens and they had a cow. They would milk
the cow and eat the greens. When she saw me she began to cry and asked me
why I came. She said that the person who saved Kaspar was here… The
government official [Mudayin Umumi] who saved Kaspar and took him… He had
sent his family from Kharpert to Brusa… That is another city in Turkey. This is a
place that was quite far from us. It is closer to Bolis [western Turkey]. He sent
them there. He was after all an official. He was the administrator there [in Perri].
The one who massacred the Armenians was that same effendi. Sometimes when
my brother Kaspar nostalgically says “effendi” I tell him if I had an old shoe… If I
had a new shoe it would not be good… I wish I had an old shoe so that I could
hit you in the mouth whenever you say “effendi.” My aunt told me that Kaspar’s
effendi was there [in Perri]. The official had sent his wife with Kaspar to Brusa.
This time they [the Turks] had to fight the Kurds.
So I went to see Kaspar’s effendi in Perri. He asked me who I am. I said that I am
[Rasheed’s] brother. When he heard that I am [Rasheed’s] brother he treated me
with respect. He said: “You came at a bad time [1916]. I would like to help you
but I cannot.” He had cooked some bulghur pilaf—without any butter or
anything… He had just boiled it with leftovers. He gave me a little of that pilaf.
He also gave me a small piece of bread. [Indistinct speech in the back] [laughs].
He said… He showed me a picture of where Kaspar was. He said that he is in
Brusa and that he was safe, and so forth… [Indistinct] that he loves us very
much. He gave me a small piece of bread and a little bulghur pilaf.
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This incident took place in 1917, only two
years after the mass killings. Did the
Turkish official harbor some sense of guilt
or regret? What had the Turkish officials
done to the Armenians? Was Mudayin
realizing the consequences of the loss of
Armenian production of goods and
services?
Instead of impounding Hampartzoum, he
was civil with him. He showed him the
family photo with Kaspar in it. He assured
Hampartzoum that Kaspar was alive and
safe.
Did he feel any guilt for his orders to have
the young Armenian boys dumped into
the river? Nishan was one of those boys.
Kaspar lived with that fact during the six
years he was in his bondage.
What changed his frame of mind?

He said: “You must sit and eat it here.
You cannot take it with you.” He saw
that I was hungry and he thought that I
was going to take it to my aunt. He had
to bark. He started saying… “Whatever
I give you, you must eat in front of me.”
I ate the food but I hid the bread inside
my shirt. Then I went home—to my
aunt’s house. They had an subterranean
house. There was light coming in from
the ceiling, like a skylight. I went there
and told her that I brought a piece of
bread. She had not seen any bread for a
long time. She took the bread, she sat
under the skylight, and she began to
pray before eating the bread. Staying
there was pointless. 68
One or two days later I…
[Interviewer] Did she pray in Turkish?

[H. Chitjian] Yes, in Turkish. She had
already forgotten Armenian. She had forgotten Armenian. I talked to her in
Turkish. Everyone spoke in Turkish. The walls would inform [the authorities]
if you spoke Armenian. We were that terrified.
So I stayed there two or three days. The
Turk, Kaspar’s effendi, said: “Come with me
and I will take you somewhere else so that
Why were Armenians afraid to
speak in Armenian if the Turks’
you can work and make a living.” I went
plan was only to deport the
the next day, he sent me somewhere else... I
Armenians for their safety?
was supposed to plow the fields with the
oxen. I do not know how to plow. You
must know how to [control the oxen],how
to go forward and back. You must know
how to hold them so that… When he realized that I did not know, he sent me
home. I returned home. There was no work, my aunt was hungry. I was hungry.
They apparently took my aunt’s husband [Levon] to the army. She was alone.
The father [Ago-Ebo] of my aunt’s husband apparently died. So I left and found
Levon Gopoyan, the boy who went to Perri with me. I found him and with
68

B/D Chapter 22, “Return to Perri”
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another chorebahn [mule driver]. They
[Aghavni’s father-in-law and son]
apparently did business with a
chorebahn… His name was Ago-Ebo.
He was a muleteer and the Kurdish
chorebahns knew him. The chorebahns
wanted to go Kharpert… From Perri to
Kharpert. So I said: “Let us go to
Kharpert. After all if you stay here you
will die [of hunger].” They lived there
in misery.

The younger and smaller boys who were
left in Perri were eventually taken to
Pertahk. Within minutes, a Turk grasped
Kerop and viciously unclasped his hand
that was holding on to Nishan's hand.
Amidst the young boys, Khosrov
Yerevanian was crying for his mother,
when, fortunately, an aunt recognized and
claimed him. Both Kerop and Khosrov
witnessed several boys screaming for their
parents who were mercilessly tossed into
the river [water]. See Letter #298 dated
1998.

So Levon and I went on the road to go
to Kharpert with them. Between
Kharpert and Perri there was a town
called Pertahk. It was like Fresno. There was one house here, with four, five or
ten acres of land around it. Then there was another house. The houses were not
next to each other. Perri was not like that. The houses shared walls and were
adjacent to each other. They had told us that… In Kharpert… When I left my two
brothers in the meeting hall… Where Kerop was seated and Nishan put his head
on his knee and Nishan came and told us they will take us to our father… The
Turkish officials apparently took everyone who remained and brought them
from Perri to
Pertahk…
There were
many
villages on
the way. As
they passed
through
those
villages,
anyone who
wanted boys
or girls they
took them.
The rest, the
little ones,
the ones no
one picked,
[Turkish
Pertak and the surrounding terrain in 2008. The lake in front did not
exist in 1917. Hampartzoum walked on this terrain to travel from Perri officials]
planned to
to Kharpert.
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throw into the water. They brought them to Pertahk. Kerop was nine years old. A
Turk took him in as a servant. I did not know that. I had heard that he escaped
but I had not heard that he was there [in Pertahk]. My little brother [Nishan]…
Kerop saw that they threw him in the river. Because he [Nishan] was six years
old… Together with others.
Levon and I… The chorebahns were going to stay there for a day so that they
would take cargo and unload what they had. We were going to spend that night
there. In the evening Levon and I we stayed there… In the morning, when the
chorebahns were doing their business with the people, we stayed there. We
decided to look around to see if there were any Armenian boys there… To see if
there is anyone we know. We went to... On an acre there were scattered houses.
We went to one house, to another house… There was nobody. There were boys
but they did not know any Armenian names, they did not know Armenian…
They knew they were Armenian. They would tell us [in Turkish]: “Biz
Ermeniyiz.” [We are Armenian]. However they would not say who they were.
Many of them didn’t even know who they were, whose offspring they were. One
of the boys said: “Yes I know your brother Kerop.” [Kerop] had a large belly at
home. His belly… I don’t know if he had a
stomach problem but his belly was large when
he was little. This boy said that his belly has
now gone down, that he has grown in height,
Within one year, all these
Armenian orphans had lost
and that he herds animals. He said that he saw
their identity! They no longer
him a year or a few months earlier. So what
remembered their name of
were we going to do? I told him: “We are going
their parents.
to Kharpert. If you see him, tell him to go to
Mezreh.” We were going to Mezreh in Kharpert.
That is where the chorebans would take us. The
town was called Mezreh. That is where [news about Kerop's whereabouts]
remained.
We left and moved on. We went to Kharpert. Levon’s mother, by great
coincidence, was in Kharpert. Levon’s mother had separated from him. Everyone
had scattered in different directions. They too suffered many torments and came
to Kharpert. When they arrived in Kharpert the missionaries, the Germans had
established [an orphanage]… [coughing in background; offers drink to
interviewer] They would apparently give a piece of bread each day. She had two
young daughters. The missionaries would break a bread this size into four pieces
and give each orphan one piece. We met the mother in the evening. We talked.
Of course we all cried… So much hardship and torment… So much joy because
she had finally found her son and where she saw me… [Levon’s mother] took
out the pieces of bread that were given to them [for the orphans] and she shared
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them with us. I always write to Levon… “Your mother’s piece of bread… That
was a special piece of bread.”
The next day she told us that there is a woman
here called Zaruhy… My daughter’s name is
Zaruhy… She said that this woman is my
sister-in-law. 69 She said that this woman may
be able to find someone for whom you can
work as a servant. The next day we went and
found Zaruhy. Zaruhy took me to Hagop
Mikhailian… 70

This description is a good
example of what he looked like
throughout his six years living a
dog’s life. He would always laugh
remembering this segment.

[Interviewer] Michael Hagopian? Mikhail
[H. Chitjian] I said Hagop Mikhailian… It is Mikhail Hagopian… His father’s
name was Mikhail. The doctor was a good man. She took me to his house so that
I could work as a servant there. She told me that they might accept me. I went
there but I was wearing Kurdish clothing, I had no shoes… My toes were spread
apart… I looked very filthy, a horrible sight. They did not take me. They said
no… Money… After all he was a doctor. The servant was supposed to open the
door if anyone knocked. I was not in a state to be
admitted inside. So Zaruhy took me back. A few
women got together. They collected a small
amount of money. They went to the beet pazar
[flea market]… Flea clothing… When you
walk… The clothing that was to be sent to other
countries… Those… They called it beet pazar…
They used to say that they were filled with
fleas… That is what they said but it was not true.
Anyhow, they found some clothing in my size,
then they put some old shoes on my feet. We
went… They must have spoken much [about
me]… Zaruhy was the laundry woman of
Michael’s family.
She apparently made a strong plea in my behalf,
and they took me. They took me as a servant. If
Dr Mikhail Hagopian in
you see a light in this world that is it… 71 Michael
Kharpert circa 1917
69 Levon Gopoyan’s mother, Yeghsa Bahgee, gave Hampartzoum a piece of bread equal to that of
her own son. Her advice for him to find Zaruhy Mishmeeshian, put him in contact with his
family again. Zaruhy Mishmeeshian was Hampartzoum's grandfather's sister's daughter. She
married a Mishmeeshian, whose family was also related to Hampartzoum's grandfather.
70 B/D Chapter 22, “Return to Perri,” page 140
71 B/D Chapter 23, “Dr. Mikhail,” page 146
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[the doctor’s son] was barely two or three years old. He had a sister who was a
year older. They had a small white sheep… A goat… A kid… I would take them
out for a stroll. I would also buy goods from the stores and bring them home.
Food, fruit, and so forth… I would go buy these from the stores. If the door[bell]
rang, I was supposed to open it. He was a doctor. I would have to bring
whatever he wanted. I stayed there for a few months. The doctor… At that time
there was much hunger. There was famine. The bakers would give bread only to
prominent people. Ordinary people had to wait in line to get some bread. The
doctor ordered ten to 15 loaves of bread each day—whatever he could get… He
would instruct them [Armenian bakers] to give them to me from the back door. 72
I would bring the bread, I would cut them into four pieces so that I could give
bread to whoever knocked on the door.
If there is a Christian, the doctor was it. Not like our clergymen today who
are out for money… [Indistinct] sometimes they become bishops and so forth but
most do not do enough [in terms of community service].
When the Turks had any confrontation with the Armenians they would say
“he insulted my religion.” They would then send them to prison. Although
there was some freedom, there were many [Armenian boys] in prison. Dr
Mikhail gave me some money to take to the boys in prison so that they could use
them for bribes to get out.
Patients would come and
knock on the door… Regardless of
“Dinime soghdee” or “he cursed my
whether they were Armenian or…
religion”--this was sufficient cause to arrest,
He would not only help them to get
torture, jail, or kill any innocent Armenian
better he would also give them free
in 1915-1923. (B/D Chapter 28, page 217)
medications. If they were very poor
Has the word “religion” changed to
he would give them a few cents.
“Turkishness” in modern “secular Turkey"?
This is the kind of man he was. That
Nothing has changed from the Ottoman
man did more than his weight.
Empire to the Republic of Turkey when it
When they say “a good man,” that
comes to the Armenian issue.
is him… I have seen four or five
In the beginning of the 21st century, some
men who were good and who also
“brave” souls have taken a stance. These
have a place in my heart. He was
include Orhan Pamuk, Fatma Muge Gocek,
one of them. I will tell you about
Elif Safak, Ragip Zarakolu, Agos, Hrant
the others later, on another day. He
Dink.
was the first man…
My [main] job was to distribute this
Early each morning, Hampartzoum quickly ran among the trees without being noticed by the
soldiers to get to the bakery…a frightful chore. Every baker was advised that the bread was first
to be given to the soldiers, and then what was leftover could be sold. But the Armenian baker
would secretly reserve loaves for Dr. Mikhail and Hampartzoum would pick them up.
72
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bread. One day, there was a knock on the door. Outside there was a boy. In
Kharpert or Mezreh, they had large magaza [store]—like department stores but
they were small stores—in the markets. The owners were Assyrians—Armenian
Assyrians. In front of their entrance, on their street, there was an Armenian boy.
They used to call him Hagop Holopigian.73 He now lives in Armenia. We went
and saw Hagop there.
He repaired old shoes. I told Hagop that if any
Armenian boys come to him he should send them
to our house at a specified time in the morning so
that they would benefit from the bread. That is
because if anyone knocked on the door I had to
give the bread regardless of whether they were
Turks or Armenians. So he sent some boys [in the
morning hours].
One day we heard knocking on the door. A little
later there were two more knocks. So I thought
that they were a pair of poor people and that
when one knocked on the door the other one also
came and knocked on the door. I took two small
pieces of bread and went to the door. I opened the
door and I found out that it was Hagop and he
Hagop Holopigian in
was accompanied by a pauper. I handed the
Yerevan, Armenia
pauper a piece of bread. He did not take it. So I
told Hagop not to knock on the door. Hagopig’s [Michael's] mother… We used
to call her Aghavni Hanum [sobs]…
Her name was Aghavni. She would
get upset… 74 I had to run to the door
Hampartzoum and his family took a trip
immediately when it was knocked. Of
to Armenian in the fall of 1969.
course it was not good if it was
Holopigian was very uneasy at their
knocked repeatedly. So I told him not
reunion. He was a judge and an
to knock [too loudly] because Aghavni
influential man at that time.
Hanum gets upset. I saw that the
Unfortunately, he kept turning his head
pauper didn’t take a piece… So I said
searching the walls and ceilings for
eavesdropping devices. Thus, they could
“Let him take both pieces.” I had two
not
talk for very long. However, he did
pieces in my hand. He still didn’t take
deliver
a letter from Kevork Yerevanian,
any. [sobs, crying]. Later Hagop said:
who gave it to him during his stopover in
“Why don't you look? Look at his face,
Beirut on his way to Soviet Armenia.
who is he?” [sobs, crying] I saw that it
was Kerop. We embraced each other.
See page 18 above for quote from Hagop Holopigian.
This event always elicited sobs regardless of how many times he related the moment when he
reunited with his younger brother.
73
74
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My eyes started hurting. I heard the doctor shouting. The doctor was upstairs.
He asked what was happening. I said that I found my brother Kerop but that my
eyes were hurting. Hagopig 75 came in and embraced me. The doctor told me to
close my eyes. He said: “Do not open them and do not look.” He came, filled
them with medication, wrapped them. After ten or 15 minutes, I felt better.
Kerop was at my side.
Sometimes I would pick him [Hagopig] up and carry him on my shoulder,
sometimes Kerop would carry his sister, sometimes Kerop would carry Hagopic.
Hagopig was a little jealous of his sister. He always wanted to be on my lap. He
always wanted me to be with him. He was jealous of his sister.
Kerop remained at our [the doctor’s] house for ten to 15 days. We were together.
He stayed ten to 15 days. The government had a rule that a person could not
keep two workers. [The doctor] could keep only one worker. He was working for
the Turkish government. The Turkish government was happy with him.
Ovsanna please bring me a napkin for me also.
He told me that he was going to take my brother to the orphanage. They had
opened an orphanage in the upper city. As I said there were missionaries who
gave pieces of bread
to Levon Gopoyan's
mother, Yeghsa
Bahgee... It was a
small orphanage. He
said that they have
opened an orphanage
and that he would
take him to the
orphanage. He took
[Kerop]… We went
to the orphanage
together. There was a
woman there
Yeghsa Bahgee’s US immigrant identification card
[Zaruhy
issued in January 1936. Her port of entry is marked as
Mishmeeshian]. She
New York. Interestingly, her country of birth is marked
was an acquaintance
as “Turkey” but her nationality is entered as “Syrian.”
of ours. [She was a
Based on her date of birth (1881), she is 55 years old in
maternal cousin.] She
this picture taken at the time of her entry.
75

Hampartzoum called Michael Hagopian by this name when he was three to four years old.
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said that she would take care of him and that we should not worry.
Hagopig also had a grandmother. They used to call her Doodoo. I do not know
what her name was. They used to call her Doodoo. She cooked very well. She was
a very nice woman. She was a very mild woman. Her daughter was a little
harsher but she used to get along fine. We went… She used to give me food,
sweetbreads and so forth. I would take those to Kerop. I would give those to
Mayrig because they had gone hungry for so long that it was not good for them
to eat a lot all at once. They had to eat gradually [over a period of time]. I would
give the food to Mayrig so that she
would give them to him in small
batches. I would… How long could I
stay? One or two hours. I would stay
for two or three hours and when I was
about to leave he would cry. He would
say: “Brother, why do you leave me
here? Please take me home with you.”
Of course they did not let me to take
him to the doctor’s home.
After some time, I could no longer
tolerate Kerop staying there alone. I
left Hagop and his family; I left their
house. [Then I went to see Hagop.]
This is the Hagop [Holopigian] that I
Doodoo in Kharpert, circa 1916
said repaired shoes and brought Kerop
to us--the one I said we saw in Armenia. I went and asked him if it would be fine
if I left and repaired shoes also. He said: “Yes, you can make a good living. Leave
[the doctor’s house].”
So I left so that Kerop would be with me. We went [as he was] to someone else’s
house. They found a corner for us to sleep at nights. I soon realized that I am not
good in repairing shoes because I did not know how to do it. I would repair the
shoe [the best I could]… The leather would be good but I might not have sewn it
well or the string might not be good. A week or two weeks later, they would
bring the shoes back and say: “Master, the shoe you repaired has come open
again. So you have to repair it again.” By then I had heard that if you went to the
smaller villages and repaired shoes there… You could repair shoes in one village
and when finished there you could go to another village… So they would not
come back to you to ask you to repair the shoes again. So I went as far as a

58

Interview with Hampartzoum Chitjian - July 28, 1977 (Edited by Zaruhy S. Chitjian, 2013/14)

village called Parchanj. It was about two to three hours away from Kharpert. We
started to work in Parchanj. 76 Kerop would come with me on occasion. 77
Some time later, my uncle’s son joined me. His name was Markar. He is dead
now. He came… I heard that he had come [to Chicago]. He had tuberculosis-- his
brother is now here. His name is Baghdasar. He too was in Chicago but now he is
in Fresno. [Markar] joined me. 78 You could not make a living for three people by
repairing shoes. Everywhere I went I would ask for them to stay with me and so
forth… Eventually we 79 went back to Kharpert—Mezreh… By that time I was
quite [grown in stature]…
[O. Chitjian] Kaspar is not here to hear all this [the story about Markar and
Dikran Amo]. This tissue is for your nose. Do not roll it up.
[H. Chitjian] Anyhow [agitated].
[O. Chitjian] Zaroug would say: “Papa, please do not touch my paper.”
Whatever he finds he takes and rolls…
[H. Chitjian] So we came… 80 Now I said that I left Mikhail’s house, right? I
wrote so much about Mikhail’s son but no one published it. I submitted it to both
Asbarez and Nor Or, but neither one published it. What Dr. Mikhail’s father
did… There is no one like him in the world… Someone who would help the
Armenian nation beyond his means, as he did... There is no one like that
anywhere. I said earlier that I know three men who are good and who have a
place in my heart… Among the people I have met… One of them in Mezreh
[Kude Archbishop Mkhitarian]… 81
I stayed there for three or four years longer and then I fled. I continued repairing
shoes. I also wrote letters in Turkish. The Armenian families [elderly Armenian
widows]… If they had any friends or relatives in America they had to write in
Turkish. I would write those for a few pennies and I would read the [responding]
letters coming in for a few pennies. So I made some money. I stayed there for two
to three or three to four years. By that time the Germans had left and were
replaced by the Americans. The Germans were defeated. The Americans came in
1918. When the Americans came, the Armenians… An orphanage… In the
church and stable, there were some small rooms. They opened an orphanage.
B/D Chapter 25, “Parchanj,” page 171
B/D Chapter 24, page 164
78 B/D Chapter 26, “German Protestant Orphanage,” page 183
79 Kerop, Markar, and Hmayag (two cousins)
80 Omits segment about Markar (pages 166-167 and 196-197)
81 Kude Mkhitarian, “Hoosher yev Verhishoomner (1918-1935),” Antilias, Lebanon, 1937.
76
77

59

Interview with Hampartzoum Chitjian - July 28, 1977 (Edited by Zaruhy S. Chitjian, 2013/14)

2:01:03

Previously, the Germans would take whoever was Protestant but they would not
take Gregorians. [The Americans] started accepting Gregorian kids also [in 1918].
They accepted 30 to 40 of them to the orphanage. Someone called Bishop Kude
Mkhitarian… They used to say that he was not a clergyman and that he was just
a man helping the Armenian nation. They said that he was a very capable man.
He wore a cross and came as a bishop to help the Armenians. 82 He worked with
the government… Three hundred, maybe a
thousand, maybe more, maybe two
thousand… However many orphans there
were. He took all of them out of Kharpert and
had them moved to Haleb [in 1923]. That
bishop helped everyone, the Armenian boys
who were there. They used to say that
wherever there were Armenian women living
with Turks… Because the [Americans] had
influence with the government… The
Americans had sent missionaries and they
could free all slaves… They brought the
orphans and the women… They expanded the
orphanage.83
Don’t let this be laborious for you. The
story is very long…
[Interviewer] No, no…

Kude Mehkitarian, circa 1920s.

[H. Chitjian] I stayed there until 1919 or 1920. The prelacy was still there [when I
escaped]. As I said I had some means by then. I made money mostly from my
work, writing letters in Turkish [in Sako Mahallesi]. One day, when the Russians
had withdrawn… They had come all the way near Kharpert, the Russians…
They withdrew… When they withdrew from Van and Bitlis, the Turkish
government… Kurdish refugees, Turkish refugees from Van and Bitlis, who had
been driven out and had piled up in Kharpert and were hungry… [The
government] gave them seeds to sow…
[Interviewer] What did it give?
[H. Chitjian] Seeds for sowing… So that [the Kurds] would return to Van and
the places they had abandoned and so that they would take ownership of them
again. They [Kurds] would take young Armenian men to Yerevan and Persia
with them. There was a Kurd whom I knew well. The Turks used to give them
82
83

He left the order after leaving Kharpert.
B/D Chapter 27, “The American Offer,” page 193
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carpets once in while to wash. He said that he would take me to Armenia, if I
paid him 10 Turkish gold coin. I agreed. I had the money at the time.
I gave him 10 gold coin and set out on the road with them. There were at
least ten to twenty Kurdish families who were on the road. We would walk for
seven or eight hours every day and then stop to rest. You had to let the animals
graze in the fields after walking for all that time. People had to take a rest and get
some sleep. The first day… 84 85
2:02:50

[End of Side A of Tape 3]
[Begin Side B of Tape 3]
[H. Chitjian] And we got along very well. That day we stopped… We would
find stories to tell each other… The next day we arrived in Palu… We arrived in
Palu eight hours later. We stayed in Palu for one night. We would again
[indistinct] come and go. 86 We left that day and the next day we arrived in
Chabakhjur [Bingol]. That too was eight hours’ journey. When we arrived in
Chabakhjur… We sat at a spot where there was a large fruit tree called preej. It
produces some type of small fruit which has a little bit of edible meat on it with a
large seed in the center. It is a small fruit. They call it preej. It grew abundantly
where we were. We sat under a preej tree. The Kurds who were taking us came
and told me that they want me there. The Kurdish leaders apparently had a
meeting… They called it barkhana [tent]… The leaders of the caravan were sitting
together… They wanted to see us because they heard that the Kurds took money
from us to take us to Yerevan and that we had not given them their [the leaders’]
share. They wanted their share of the money. They wanted us to tell them how
much we paid each [the Kurd]… They knew that there were Armenians among
them… They summoned me there. I went and I saw those two boys were there.
One was called Nazaret and the other Avedis. The two boys were already there. I
stood next to them. Avedis turned to me and said that “this is our last day.” In
other words “they will kill us.” Then on the other side we saw ten, twelve, fifteen
Armenian girls. They were refugees going to Armenia. They started talking to
each other in Kurdish. They also spoke in Turkish. They came and asked us how
much money we gave. I said I gave 10 gold coin. The others… Some said 2 gold
coin… Anyway, they put us in pairs… The girls told the boys, that is us, that
they [the Kurds] will kill them. The girls… Each of them was given to one
Kurd… One to Hasan, another to Huseyin…

B/D Chapter 29, “Exodus from Kharpert,” page 226
Befriended two other Armenian “runaways” in caravan: Nazaret and Avedis
86 They separated during the day and got back together at night in order not to alert the Kurds
that they might run off.
84
85
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They took them all to the ravines, here and there. The three of us stayed there
thinking that they would kill us. Their leader said: “When they rest at night, the
donkeys and cows that were stolen”—they were all stolen… When you take the
load off at night and put that much load back on them in the morning, it is
difficult… At night, you have to take the load off and take the donkey out to the
fields to graze.
On the roads, in the villages, if there
were any people left, they would
come and steal them. So they
decided to keep us to take care of
[the donkeys] until we got to our
destination and [then] they would
kill us. So they came and told us that
our lives would be spared, that we
would not be killed.
[Interviewer] Who would kill you?
The leaders or the men you paid?
[H. Chitjian] The leaders… The
leaders… Naturally as I speak (nonsequential order of events) it is hard
to follow. The leaders [elders] would
kill us. The people taking us were
Kurds but they were good Kurds
[sympathetic to Armenians].
Gorge in Palu (summer 2008)

[Interviewer] OK.

[H. Chitjian] Anyhow, after we traveled for two days… We were still together…
Avedis, who was a little older than us… He had also served as a Turkish soldier
and deserted. He told us: “They are going to kill us eventually, if not today
tomorrow. So let us escape. Let us run and see what happens [where we wind
up].” The three of us got on the road that night. We started walking. We were
terrified and hungry. Where were we going to go? We walked for some time in
the night. We thought that we were walking toward Kharpert. Instead we were
walking toward Mount Ararat. The next day… For two hours… We noticed that
at night… Wherever there were villages and people there were lights. You could
see the lanterns and so forth… During the day when they cook food with
firewood you could see smoke. We tried to stay away from villages until we
reached somewhere safe.
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After two nights we arrived somewhere, which was quite a large village.
Apparently the Russians had come to these villages and massacred and drove
the inhabitants out. There was nobody left in many villages. In one or two
villages there were barely a few people.
After walking for quite some time, the boy who was quite a bit older than us said
that this is not the Kharpert region. We had gone the opposite way. We were on
the mountain top. He said: “Let us stop here and see where we are and what
might happen.” We walked at night and during the day… By now we thought
we were about to die…
After weeks of walking with nothing to eat, we passed through a village… Two
oxen were being taken to plow the fields… It was quite far from the village… A
farmer was walking along to plow the field. [Avedis] said: “Let him [the farmer]
go wherever he is going, away from the village [and people], where they
plow…” They had already started plowing. We went from the other side [of the
mountain] so that the villagers would not see us. There were dogs that might kill
you. We went from that side, through the ravines, to that man… The man who
was plowing the field... He was small… He [Avedis] had been a Turkish soldier.
So he was wearing some type of Turkish soldier’s clothing and he looked
distinguished [laughs]. He said: “We will pretend that we are Turkish soldiers.
He said: “Let me be the leader. You go and tell him that I am a major. Tell him
that we are deserters. Ask him if he has bread because we are hungry.” “If I
stand in the distance… He might think we have a gun…” We did not have
anything in our hands… We… He… Otherwise he might get up and beat us…
That is what we did.
We [Nazaret and I] approached the man and said that we are Turkish soldiers
who have deserted… That is, we said that we are deserters from the Turkish
army. Avedis was standing there in a very distinguished pose. We said that he is
our major. “Do you have bread?” Villagers would eat something in the morning
and wrap up a snack and tie it to their waists so that they could eat at noon. He
opened it… A few pieces… Whatever he had… After all it was bread, a few small
pieces of bread. He said: “This is what I have.” We took that and asked where we
were. He said that we were in Kughi. The name of this town or village was
Kughi. It was a quite large town. We asked what is in this direction. He said
“Kharpert.” He said that Erzurum, Van, Bitlis, and so forth were on the other
side. We were asking where we were. It was good that we learned which way
Van and Bitlis were. We were far from Kharpert, so we had no fear he would
turn us in. We took our gear and climbed up the mountains. 87

87

See map, B/D page 430
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For two and a half months… There is a lot of water there. As I said in our place
there were two rivers. Our Perri was between two rivers. One passed from the
front, the other would come and join from the side and become the Murad River.
However in the other places, the big ravines and so forth… When the snows melt
they become as big as rivers. We would catch fish. It is difficult to catch fish. If
you whirl the water, the fish comes to the surface. You cannot catch it because it
slips from your hand. So you need to throw it out of the water. In any event it
does not stay even for a moment on the surface and runs. We would eat them
raw. For two and half months we ate raw fish.
One day we could not take it any
longer. Once when I looked at his
face I started crying. He asked
A point to consider: How did unkempt
why I was crying and I said: “Our
Armenian children survive? Meandering
hair is overgrown. Our eyes are
aimlessly about without food or shelter
getting smaller. We are skinny
and the same time avoiding being
and dirty.” When a man is skinny
noticed by gendarmes or rogues who
were on the search to both taunt and
he is very contorted. He looks
turn in an Armenian for a few cents.
much worse than an animal. A
man deteriorates very quickly.
When you look at his face you
feel disgusted. It is better to look
at an animal’s face. He said: “If there were a mirror and you looked at your face.”
We all looked terrible. Later he said: “It is good that we can talk only among
ourselves.” 88 You know, he was our elder. We did anything he said. He said:
“Let us go and find someone. We have come all this way. Two and a half months
have passed. We might have crossed into Persia, Armenia, Russia… We might
even be in India [laughs] [who knows where we are]. Let us find out where we
are. Let us get up somewhere and see if we can find someone…” Everywhere we
went we looked for someone to come out of the village… Just as we did with the
other man who gave us bread… But we could not find anyone. All the villages
were empty. The Russians apparently came… They apparently came,
perpetrated massacres, and destroyed everything when they left. There were
only wire fences… What do they call them? Chain something… The kind that has
barbed things on it…
[Interviewer] Barbed wire?
[H. Chitjian] Barbed wire.

Avedis realized the benefit of their escape as a group. We will never know how many
Armenians attempted to escape on their own and never made it.
88
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[Interviewer] The kind they use to build fences?
[H. Chitjian] This one has barbs on the wires.
[Interviewer] Yes, barbed wire.
[H. Chitjian] The kind that you cannot…
[Interviewer] You could not climb over them.
[H. Chitjian] Yes, because it would grab onto you. There were also small boats,
things made out of iron, and other stuff that they used in war… I would pick
them up and look at what is written on them and I would say “these letters”…
They were not in Armenian. They must have been either Russian… I would
think: “God I wish you would take me there.” Because the Russians had made
them.

Hampartzoum’s prayer book. Handwritten inscription in the picture
on the left says: “I hope this book does not fall into the hands of an
undeserving person or clergyman.” Handwritten inscription in the
picture on the right says: “A memoir from the village of Yegheki in 1918
and my protector.” The title page of the book says: “New
comprehensive spiritual anthology with ample supplements and
illustrated. Prayer book according to the rites of the Holy Church of
Armenia. Published in 1916 by B. Balents. Chakmakjilar 20.
Constantinople.”
I have a small book, a prayer book… I looked for it but could not find it. Ovsanna
knows about it. I have a small prayer book this size. After the massacres, a
Turkish boy in the street was playing with it. I told him “I will give you 40
para”… Forty para buys one day’s food. You could buy one loaf of bread. I said:
“Would you give it to me if I gave you 40 para?” He agreed and gave it to me. I
had that prayer book on me. We walked at night and rested during the day… We
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would read it because it comforted
us. We had become more
knowledgeable about it than the
Catholicos. So that faith would take
us somewhere [safe]. That prayer
book is here now. I looked for it so
that I could show it to you but I
could not find it. Ovsanna must have
put it somewhere…

Hampartzoum greatly appreciated
that his story was being recorded.
Maybe someone would read and learn
more about what really happened to
the Armenians of Turkey in 1915!

[O. Chitjian] [Indistinct] you must have put it somewhere.
[H. Chitjian] Anyhow, the boy said that it is better if we go down and see where
we are. We got on the road and began to walk.
[O. Chitjian] [Indistinct, speaking over] [laughter in background] Aman! When
will your story end?
[H. Chitjian] You must tell that story. You must.
We started walking on the road. We came across a man riding a horse. He was a
big man. You could not tell what he was. A Russian, an Armenian, who knows
what nationality he was. He came near us and he was a Turk. He looked at us.
He saw that we were exhausted. We would fall over if he just blew at us. He
asked if we were Turkish soldiers. We said that we were Turkish soldiers. I knew
that “Turkish soldiers” also ran away, because many of them died on the Russian
front, so they deserted. He asked us if we were Turkish soldiers and we said yes.
We were all Armenians but we said we were Turkish soldiers. He said: “I will
take you with me and feed you so that you regain your strength and then”… In
those places… We had already come near Mount Ararat.
I was going to tell you something else. After we walked out of Kughi for two or
three days, that is when we started walking… We now thought we knew where
we were going. When that man in Kughi told us about Mush and Van, we
started walking in that direction. We knew that we were going in that direction.
Two to three days after we left Kughi we could see Mount Ararat. We could see
its white summit. That white summit served as a landmark for us. We knew that
we had to walk in that direction. Consequently, this picture… That film that you
saw, the one that Michael Hagopian made. 89 Did you see my picture in it? There
I say that Mount Ararat is ours… There is nothing better for us Armenians, it is
better than heaven. We walked toward Mount Ararat for two and a half months.
89

In “The Forgotten Genocide,” both Salpi and Hampartzoum were featured in this 1975 film.
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That village where we were about to
surrender to that Turk, its name was
Antar Butagh. Next to it there is a large
village called Bayazid, which is on the
border between Russia, or Armenia, and
Turkey. It is right under Mount Ararat.
There it feels like Mount Ararat will fall
upon you. It is right under it.
So he took us to his house. He took good
care of us. As I said we were in a very
dirty state. He had some workers. He
gave us workers’ clothes that would fit
us. He took off our clothes, he gave us
The Forgotten Genocide
(DVD). United States: Atlantis
their clothing. He found a Turkish or
Productions. 1975.Time: 28 minutes
Kurdish boy. He took us to a spring that
The classic documentary of the first
produced both cold and hot water. Both
genocide of the Twentieth Century.
cold and hot water came out. The
Narrated by television and motion
villagers bathed there and did their
picture star Mike Connors.
laundry and so forth. He took us there so
that we could bathe and regain our strength. He would give us food in small
quantities. There was only bread, nothing else. Over there if someone wanted to
show respect to someone else they would melt the butter, put it in the bread…
That was their expensive or good meal. However he told us not to eat too much
because we might
get sick.
We stayed there for
two or three days
and we were
getting better…
Only grass grew
there. The grass
grew tall… It was
nice tall grass. They
harvested it, tied it
into bales, and sold
it in Bayazid, in the
large town nearby.
After we stayed
there for two or
three days, we said

The town of Bayazid (modern Dogubeyazit) today (2008). The
twin peaks of Mount Ararat are in the background.
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that the Kurdish boy who took us to bathe… He would come with us every day
when we went to the spring to bathe. We asked him where he is from.
[O. Chitjian] [Indistinct in low voice]
[H. Chitjian] [Indistinct in low voice] We asked that boy where we were. He said
this side is Ajemistan. They call the Persians Ajem.
[Interviewer] Azerbaijan or…
[H. Chitjian] No, Persia.
[Interviewer] Oh, oh, OK.
[H. Chitjian] They call it Ajemistan. 90 They call the Persians Ajem. So he said this
side is Ajemistan, that is Persia. He said the other side is Armenia. The bridge
that… What did they call it? It was called Markar’s Bridge [Margara today]. They
called it Markar’s Bridge, Markar was my cousin. He [the Kurd] said the other
side is Armenian… Ermeni… He said they are giaour [infidel] or Ermeni… This
side is Turkish. This side is full of Turkish soldiers, the other side is full of
Armenian or Russian soldiers. However, on the Persian side, that is at the border,
there was one soldier on each side… A soldier who could see as far away as
possible… So that if there were any fugitives walking in the distance… There is
often a customs house there… They [merchants] would take goods from one
country to another to sell them… They had to pay duty to the government [of the
incoming gate]. That is why they had put soldiers there. I saw that in the distance
there is one soldier here and one soldier there and realized that you can dash
through the border at night because they would be asleep at night. When I told
Avedis, who was our elder and was leading us, he said… He had sores. He had
caught a bad disease [syphilis]. He should not have eaten fish. He should not
have eaten anything out of the water. The person who treated him was
Hagopig’s father. As I said he shouldn’t have eaten fish but he had eaten fish for
two and a half months and there were sores all over his body. So he told me that
he couldn’t go but that I was free to go on my own if I wished. He said that “we
will cover for you and say that you ran away." They did not know that we were
Armenian… You know, after all, we were [claiming we were] Turkish soldiers.
So I started out [alone]. I went out at night and started walking. As I was telling
you the grass there grew very tall. They lived on harvesting grass [bamboo
canes] there [stalks were higher than six feet; used for kindling wood]. The
rustling sound of the grass scared me. Earlier when we walked on the road there
90

B/D Chapter 30, page 244
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were three of us, so we were not afraid because we drew courage from each
other. However now I was alone [and afraid]. After walking [among the stalks]
for some time I got tired, I fell down and slept.
Then I woke up abruptly and found “another” Kurd prodding me with a stick.
He asked me if I was a deserter. I said yes. He said I will take you home. He was
carrying grass [bamboo]. They all did the same thing. After harvesting the grass
they would turn it over to the government so that the government would give
them a few mejidiyes in tip so that they turn in the Turkish soldiers. 91 He took me
to his house.
The first day, his wife melted
some butter for me [sign of
hospitality] and put it on some
bread. My stomach began to
run. I got sick. They both said
that I must be from the city. He
asked where I am from. I said I
am from Konya.92 He asked
me what my craft was. He was
looking for skilled workers. At
that time I was 20 years old. I
was about 19 to 20 years old.
He said that I must have some
skills. I said that I know how
to make shoes. My uncles 93
made shoes. I had seen it done.
“Oh, if I had searched for you I
could not have found you.”
[expression for “just the man I
was looking for”] He went and
brought sacks of shoes that he
had stolen or taken from the
The “tall grass” of Bayazid Hampartzoum
Armenians. The soles were cut
mentions in his story. Mount Ararat is in the
and the tops were already
background. The bamboo grows profusely in this
made. I only had to sew them
region in the summer. Photo taken in summer
together. He asked me if I can
2008.
do that. I had seen how it was
done but I had never done it myself. I said that I could do it but that I needed
Apparently there were many Turkish deserters.
In the event, he was “found out.” He didn’t want to be sent back to Kharpert and hoped that
they would send him somewhere closer to Bolis.
93 Mishmeeshian relatives in Perri.
91
92
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tools. I thought that if I had the tools I could somehow manage to do it. You had
to turn the face inside out, then sew it, and then turn it back out. I had seen it in
the shop where the other boy [Mishmeeshian] worked. He said that there is a
town called Kiliseh Kend 94
[Church City] in Persia, that there
is an Armenian there, and that he
Ovsanna always tried to monitor
makes such tools. He said that he
Hampartzoum so that the listener would
not get bored or tired--but no avail.
is a blacksmith. This man
Hampartzoum could not be stopped if he
apparently made both oghee and
had an interested listener.
such tools. You know how they
make horseshoes…
2:24:59

[O. Chitjian] Let's stop so I can serve coffee.
[H. Chitjian] After I am finished… [The Kurd] said that he would take me to him
so that [the blacksmith] would make the tools. He asked me if I knew what type
of tool [was needed]. I said yes. 95 After all I had seen it. So we went there. We
went the next day. Soldiers who were standing [at the border between Turkey
and Persia] were not letting anyone pass… He knew them. He told them that I
am a “master artisan”… That I am a master shoemaker… He added that he had
many shoes… The problem is putting them together… He told them he would
give shoes to them [the guards] and their wives, sisters, mothers… Once we went
and got the tools… [The guards] were very happy to let us go to the master
[blacksmith] and so forth…
Thus, we crossed over to the other side. [Indistinct] After we went down quite a
bit… In yergeer we always carried something with us so that when we got hungry
on the road we would have some food. We came to a spring. He sat on the
fountain. He—the Kurd—had a gun. He sat on the fountain. He took off his gun
to sleep… He wanted to take some rest and sleep. Because he trusted me, he gave
it to me in my hand. I took it in my hand [laughs] I looked around and thought
what I could do with it… I said this is a different country, different soil. I was so
happy I did not know what to do.
Eventually, the Kurd woke up and we continued walking together. We arrived
in the village. We went to the man who made the tools. His son-in-law, son, and
workers were making oghee there. They made oghee out of raisins. They were not
just blacksmiths. They did do that but not at this time. So we asked a man if he
can make us tools for making shoes. The man said that the master was not there.
He said that he was at the cemetery. The Armenians there… The name of the
94
95

Old Julfa; modern Bazargan
Benefit of being observant as a child.
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village was Kiliseh Kend. “Kiliseh” means “church.” Apparently this was an
Armenian village. When they massacred the Armenians, the Persians came there
and a few Armenians were spared.

The Iranian customs area on the Turkish-Iranian border
(Bazargan). The picture is taken from the Iranian side looking
to the Turkish side. Mount Ararat is in the background.

The man said that [the master] was [at the cemetery]. [The Kurd] said “let us go
there.” We went there. [The blacksmith] was an elderly man. There was a little
girl, five to six years old, next to him. Before the Kurd left, he asked the
blacksmith if he could make these tools. The man replied that he could. [The
Kurd] asked [the blacksmith] how much he would charge. The man replied he
wanted 20 tuman. The Persian currency is called tuman. [The Kurd] repeated “20
tuman.” Then [the Kurd] turned to me, in a way asking if this was worth 20
tuman. Perhaps he questioned the [blacksmith]… I said perhaps this is too much.
I told [the Kurd] to wait on the side for a minute and said that I would talk to the
man myself. [I told the Kurd that] if I talked to him in my own way, he might
perhaps cut his price. [The Kurd] said that he would go… They sell tea there. In
Persia they sell tea everywhere. Cookies and tea… [The Kurd] said that he would
go [somewhere for tea] and told me to meet him there. I said “fine.”
After he walked away I turned to the blacksmith and said: “Hayrig, I am
Armenian. The Kurd showed me the way to come here. Can you save me?” I
already knew that he was Armenian because when we got to his place [the shop]
they were speaking Armenian inside. His sons-in-law and so forth… He looked
at my face. He took a stick from the ground and began to draw something on the
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ground. I asked: “Hayrig, what are you trying to say?” He stood up. I only heard
the first word as being Russian-Armenian. He said “Ari yertank.” [Come, let us
go, in Eastern Armenian] He said, “come after me.” I did not say anything. He
was obviously very emotional inside. We went to his house.

The St. Thaddeus Cathedral in Ghara Kilise in Iran, very close to the Turkish
border. This is possibly the church that gave Kiliseh Kent its name and Ghara
Kilise is possibly the modern name of the town near it. Hampartzoum was
probably very close to this area after he crossed into Persia in 1921. Zaruhy
visited the site in 1973. Picture taken in the summer of 2007.

When we arrived at his house… His house was subterranean. The house is here.
You had to walk down the stairs to enter. This [ground level] is upstairs. We
knocked on the door. His wife opened the door. He told his wife: “I brought your
son.” His wife was an elderly woman. She apparently had had a son my age.
They [the Turks] took her son and her [first] husband in Western Armenia and
shot them both. At first, she thought that I was her son. Her eyes blurred… At
first, she could not tell I was not her son. She embraced me. Then she looked at
me and said: “You don’t look like my son. Who are you?” I told her that I am
from Kharpert. The varbed [master] [“angelic” Margos] 96 started to explain. The
man, the wife, myself, we were all very emotional. Then she assured me she
would care for me as if I were her son. She started caressing my hair and so forth.

96

"Angelic" Margos was instrumental in his freedom.
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She started asking me where I was from… I started telling my story. Of course I
had quite a long story. It might have taken an hour or more before it got dark.
There was a knock on the door. It was the Kurd. He said: “Sako Oosta [master
Sako], it will be late, it is difficult for us to go to our place. [Indistinct] we have to
go back. Let us get going.” The master replied: “He will not go with you. He is
not a Kurd and he is not a Turk. He is an Armenian. You go by yourself.” [The
Kurd] shouted back: “So, you make Armenians out of Turks. You turn them into
giaours.” He shouted and cursed and left.
I said: “You are Armenians. Can you save me? If you have so much influence…”
Margos said: “Look, son. All of our weapons are hung here [pointing to the
walls].” He said: “We have weapons even for our children. The last bullet is for
ourselves. We will not fall into
Turkish hands.” I would be safe
there.
For the first time in six excruciating and
insufferable years--loss of father, mother,
brother, sisters--Hampartzoum felt he was
free--free from being a Turkish victim.

After a while he told his wife to
bring some food. The wife said
that they had eaten only a little
earlier. The man repeated: “Go
and bring food.” She brought
some food. She brought in a
bowl… They call it “Russian kufta” or “Russian-Armenian kufta.” It is a soup,
with some rice. Mainly meat… They do not put bulghur in it. There is only
[minced] meat in it. A bowl of meat and piece of bread [lavash]… She put it
before me. I did not know how to eat it. Was I to take the bread, dunk it in the
soup? I did not know how to pick the meat. After I looked at it for a while, the
man said, in Russian-Armenian: “Bring me some.” The woman answered: “You
just ate.” Margos repeated: “Give it to me.” The wife brought out some more…
He took the bread, put it on the meat. He pinched a piece with the bread. He
dunked it in the soup and began to eat 97. I also took some meat. The soup ran
down my arm. I could not do it. [laughs]. [Indistinct] The wife finally brought a
knife and a fork. She said: “He is from Kharpert, he is not accustomed to it.”
They had forks and so forth but they drink out of the bowl instead of eating it
with a spoon. 98
Anyhow I stayed there for two to three months. I stayed for two months. One
day I noticed… The government… As I said they were Persians. The Persians…
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Ovsanna made Russian kufta; the soup had rice and mint in it.
B/D Chapter 30, “Armenians in Tabriz,” page 237
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[O. Chitjian] [Indistinct] You can continue later.
[H. Chitjian] There is not much left. The Persians… They used to call him
“Sahlahree Houmayoun” [royal official]. They used to call the officials “Sahlaharee
Houmayoun”... When he saved the Armenians… Because he needed them
[presumably referring to Shah Abbas of the 17th century]… He really took care of
them… This [place] was a customs house. The mule and camel caravans had to
pass through there. They had to pass through there if they were coming from or
going to Turkey or Arabia. Van, Bitlis, Mush, and so forth… They had to go
through there. And they had to pay customs. They needed a supervisor there. He
[the Sahlaharee Houmayoun] liked me very much because I knew Turkish [to read
and write]. So he put me in charge of that customs house. I was supposed to
inspect whoever was passing through there.
One day an elderly Arab merchant, traveling with camels laden with goods
arrived… He was supposed to open the sacks for inspection. He started patting
my back. He used to call me “little effendi.” That meant “little sir.” He used to call
me that so that I would treat him well. He told me that there is not much in the
sacks. He said “take anything you want from the sacks”. He wanted to give me
money or to gain some influence over me. He wanted to bribe me. I told him not
to bribe me. I told him that I do not want any money from him. He asked me
what I would want. I told him: “I will give you a letter.” I asked him where he
was going. He said that he was taking the goods to Bolis. I told him to take the
letter there. I told him that if he did not deliver the letter he should never pass
through here again. I told him that I did not want any money from him. He
agreed. He said “bring me the letter and I will deliver it.” I went to [Margos’s]
house. I asked for an onion bulb. I crushed it. I do not know if you know this.
[Interviewer] Now I will learn.
[H. Chitjian] The juice comes out. When the juice comes out you can dip your
pen in it and you can write with it. When you first write with it you do not see
anything because it is clear. However when it dries… When you’re writing you
can’t see what you’re writing. I started writing the letter on a paper. You write as
if you are blindfolded. I wrote in Armenian.
I wrote that I am Hampartzoum, that my father’s name is this, that I am here as a
refugee from Kharpert, that I am now in Kiliseh Kend… I explained where I live.
I said that I work for the Sahlaharee Houmayoun now. I wrote the letter to be
delivered to a friend of ours in Bolis. 99 We used to call him “godfather” but I did
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Hrant Mooradian, the man in Bolis who rescued Kaspar from his effendi.

74

Interview with Hampartzoum Chitjian - July 28, 1977 (Edited by Zaruhy S. Chitjian, 2013/14)

not know who he was. I had never seen him, but I had memorized his address. 100
After they sent my brother [Kaspar] from Kharpert to [Bolis], I had written letters
to [Mooradian’s] address and I had memorized their address. I wrote their
address on the letter that I wrote in onion juice and I gave it to [the Arab].
I wrote [on one side of the paper] with the onion juice in Armenian. On the other
side, I wrote a general letter in Turkish in regular ink. I wrote that I had not seen
them for a long time and asked them to write back and so forth. Then I signed as
“Rooshdee, son of Mohamed.” That was my [Turkish] name. Rooshdee son of
Mohamed… My cover name was Rooshdee. I told [the Arab] to take the letter
and that this is all I wanted. The Arab took it and left. We stayed there for some
time.
One day… As I said, I was working in the customs house, checking merchants
who passed by. This was quite far from the village, or from where I lived. The
camels, the donkeys and so forth needed more space… I was there. One day, a
Persian boy who knew me said: “Your brother is here looking for you.” I had left
my brother Kerop in Kharpert. My brother was six years younger than me. I had
left him in Kharpert. I heard that he has come after me. In reality, I knew it could
not be so.
2:36:51

[End of Side B of Tape 3]

2:38:07

[Begin Side A of Tape 4]
[Interviewer] [In English] This is the continuation of the interview with Mr.
Hampartzoum Chitjian. Today is July 28th, 1977.
[H. Chitjian] The [Arab] took the message. Meanwhile, we did not know if he
ever did deliver the letter or [what had happened to him].
Two to three months later we left Kiliseh Kend and went to the city of Tabriz
with Sahlahree Houmayoun.
Let me say that on the message… So that we do not forget…
The Turk, no the Arab, did take the message to Bolis. He was taking his goods to
Bolis. He reached Bolis. There he found Mooradian whose address was on the
letter, but [before he could deliver the letter] they put him in jail because they

While in Kharpert, Hampartzoum had written many letters to Kaspar using Mooradian's
address. At the same time he learned all about the Mooradians.
100
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found out that he had not paid any customs. He did not have any papers to show
that [the receipt]. So they put him in jail.
At the same time, by some miracle, my brother [Bedros] had come from America
to Bolis to this same house—Mouradian’s house, his godfather’s house—to
marry—to find a girl to marry.
At that point [a messenger] came from the jail and said that… He told Mooradian
that he has a letter, that someone in jail had a letter that he wanted delivered to
him. [Mooradian] thought: “What business do I have to go the jail?” So he did
not want to go.
My brother asked him why he did not want to go. Mooradian replied that he was
afraid. He said that if he went to jail they might pin something on him. [Bedros]
responded: “Since I am from America, perhaps they will not do anything to me.”
So they went to the jail together. The [Arab] told them that he brought this letter
from Persia and that he wanted to give it to him personally [sobs].
[Mooradian] took the letter and returned home with my brother. When they
returned home they sat outside. They were cooking food on wood fire. 101 They
read the letter and they told each other that someone called Rooshdee wrote this
letter in Turkish. They could read Turkish. [These were] vague, meaningless
comments. They did not
understand what was going on.
Then they saw that writing in
Another example of how innocent
red began to appear on the back
Armenians lived in fear, even in Istanbul.
of the paper [from the light of
fire]. You know, they were
This was a also critical point in
Hampartzoum’s survival. Had this letter
sitting next to the fire. Can you
not been delivered, his life would have
imagine what a nice miracle this
taken a different course. He felt trapped
was? They realized that there is
and hopeless in Tabriz.
writing in red on the back. They
The Arab was an exceptional man who kept
turned it over and they realized
his promised and delivered the letter.
that it was readable writing [in
Armenian]. You realize what a
Finally, Hampartzoum's brothers knew he
had escaped out of Turkey safely.
nice miracle this was. That is
where I wrote that I am
Hampartzoum, that I had
escaped from Kharpert with the
Kurds, and that I am in Persia now, with Sahlahree Houmayoun. My brother
exclaimed: “This is Hampartzoum, my brother!” They thought: If it was not your
101

Page 240
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brother how could he have written that he is Hampartzoum Chitjian. It must be
my brother!
[Bedros] sent money—perhaps $100--to the people working for Sahlahree
Houmayoun with whom I was staying. 102 Prior to receiving this letter [Bedros] did
not know that I was [in Persia]. My brother sent it. As soon as he knew that I was
alive, that I had escaped, and that I am in Persia. From Bolis, Bedros notified my
other brother [Kaspar in Zonguldak]… I have two brothers. One is my twin and
the other is a little older. [Bedros] sent news to [Mihran in Chicago] that he
received a letter from Hampartzoum and that he is safe in Persia.
However we did not stay [in Kiliseh Kend] for long. We stayed for four to five
months. I stayed for four to five months. One day one boy came and said that my
brother had arrived, just as I was telling you a little while ago. I was at the
customs house. I was supposed to be checking and figuring out how much
customs they had to pay. He said: “Your brother is here and wants to see you.” I
said: “My brother?” I thought: “Who knows, God… It is a miracle… It may
happen.” We went there. I had a horse. They had given me a horse so that I could
come and go to work. I went and found out that the boy [Avedis] with whom we
had fled from Kharpert… I do not know, do you remember, I told you that there
were three of us, three boys…
[Interviewer] Uh huh.
[H. Chitjian] I had left two of them
there [in Bayazid] and I had come to
[Kiliseh Kend] on my own at night. I
saw that… One of the boys was
called Nazaret and the other
Avedis. Avedis had sores all over
his body.

According to Kerop, who was still in
Kharpert, Nazaret was sent back to
Kharpert and jailed there. Other than being
Armenian, what was his offense? Nazaret’s
fate remains unknown to this day.

[Interviewer] Yes, yes.
[H. Chitjian] His whole body was covered with pus [syphilis]. Sores
everywhere… His body was infected. He looked awful… When I left the Turkish
side to flee to this side, I left those two with a Turk… That was the Turk [Kurd]
who retained us so that we would cut the grass for him. We stayed with him for
a couple of days. The Turk [Kurd] understood Armenian. These two, who were
cousins, the sons of two brothers, where they slept at night, they spoke in
We learn from the Hampartzoum Chitjian’s Collection of Letters 1914-1923 that Sahlaree
Houmayoun forwarded the $100 to the Armenian archbishop of Tabriz, but that Hampartzoum
did not receive it.
102
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Armenian to each other. A Kurd came and heard them from the window and
listened to what they were saying. He realized that they were Armenian. He also
knew that if he handed the Armenians over to the government… Initially he
thought that they were Turkish soldiers. Then he realized that they are
Armenians. So he knew that if he turned them over to the government he might
get a few mejidiyes in reward money. He turned the two boys over to the
government. They put them in jail. They stayed in jail for two or three days. They
did not give them any food or anything. They investigated how they came from
Kharpert and who they really were. The boys told them that they were from
Kharpert.
At that time Avedis—the one who escaped—noticed that the Kurdish guard
sitting outside with a gun in his hand was asleep. As he slept during noon time,
he got up… His friend, who was his cousin… He said that if he had informed
him he would wake up [make noise] and that would wake up the guard… So he
thought that he should escape on his own [and leave Nazaret behind] That was a
little unconscionable. He rescued himself. He wandered around in the mountains
and ravines. He had heard that… When the Kurd went back he told them that an
Armenian crossed over to Persia and was in Kiliseh Kend. Since Avedis had
heard this, he looked for me in Kiliseh Kend. That is how he found me. When I
approached them I discovered that it was him. We embraced each other. The
man warned me that he is infected. I said “I don’t care [about his sores].”
We stayed there for two to three more months. Sahlahree Houmayoun who was the
government official there… Twice a year he had to deliver the government the
money he had collected. [We went to Tabriz] with his police officers, mule
drivers, phaeton [horse buggy]—at that time there were phaetons…
[Interviewer] Phaeton?
[H. Chitjian] “Phaeton” means, umm, with a horse… They had many of them in
Haleb, maybe they have them in Beirut also. A horse buggy, a carriage pulled by
a horse… I don’t know what they call it here.
[Interviewer] Like a wagon?
[H. Chitjian] Like a wagon but pulled by a horse. So we went together to Magoo
and Tabriz. He took us to the [Armenian] Prelacy in Tabriz.
[Interviewer] You did not have any difficulties.
[H. Chitjian] On the way? No. What do you mean?
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[Interviewer] Did you not have any difficulty in leaving that man?
[H. Chitjian] No, we did not have any difficulty in leaving the [Margos]. We did
not have any difficulty. However, on the way… [Sahlahree Houmayoun] treated
me especially well. He had me sit up with the mule drivers. Wherever they
went… The journey took four days. Wherever they went… They would sacrifice
sheep and they fed us well. That is how we went [indistinct] until we arrived in
Tabriz.
[Interviewer] Why, because you were dressed as an official?
[H. Chitjian] [Not] as an official… Respect for [Sahlahree Houmayoun]… He took
good care of his workers.
We arrived in Tabriz. The next morning he took us to the Prelacy. The prelate
was Archbishop Nerses Melik Tankian. He apparently was a good acquaintance
of this man. He took us there. When they opened the door, a worker called
Krikor [Tigran] who worked for the prelate… He said: “These Armenians
escaped from the teeth of the lion and the bear and I now deliver them to you.”
After we thanked him, [Sahlahree Houmayoun], and we stayed there.
Archbishop Melik Tankian asked us where we were coming from and how we
escaped. Reluctantly he told us that he could not help us much but that he would
help us some. He said that nearly 20,000 Armenians had come to Persia from
Armenia because at that time Armenia had just fallen into the hands of the
Bolsheviks. Soldiers and refugees were running from Armenia and flowing into
Tabriz.
[Interviewer] However they did not encounter too many Armenians running
from Turkey. That is there were not that many Armenians running from Turkey
[into Persia].
[H. Chitjian] You mean Turkish Armenians. The Turkish Armenians went to…
[Interviewer] I mean like you. There were not too many like you.
[H. Chitjian] No. There were not many. Only those running from Yerevan, or
Armenia, had piled up into Tabriz. At that time the Persians did not give work to
the Armenians because they were considered muhrrdahl [dirty, spoiled]. If you
were Christian and you touched them they would throw away the clothing they
wore. If you stepped on the ground they stood on, they would change their
place. That is how… They called the Armenians muhrrdahl.
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Descended from the princely Melik-Tankian [Melik-Tangian] family, Nerses
Melik-Tankian was born in the village of Brnakot in Zangezur in 1866. He
attended the Gevorgian Jemaran in Echmiadzin and then the school of law at St.
Petersburg University. He was ordained a vartabed in 1901 and was given the
ecclesiastical name Nerses in place of his baptismal name, Nikoghayos. That
same year, Catholicos Khrimian Hairik named him the acting prelate of the
diocese of Siunik (Zangezur) and the abbot of the Monastery of Tatev. During
the "Armeno-Tatar" battles of 1905-1907, he played an important role in the
organization of the self-defense of Zangezur, for which he was removed from the
region by the Russian imperial authorities.
Melik-Tankian was appointed chancellor of the monastic complex of
Echmiadzin in 1906, but soon the Viceroy for the Caucasus, Vorontsov-Dashkov,
accusing the vartabed of being a member of the Dashnag Party, forced the
Catholicos to exile him to the Surp Khach Monastery in the Crimea. Then in
1910 Catholicos Matteos II named him chief of the monastic administration of
Holy Echmiadzin.
Catholicos Gevorg V sent Nerses Vartabed to Tabriz in 1912 as the prelate of the
Atrpatakan diocese. He was promoted to the rank of bishop in 1914.
A very difficult and responsible period began for Bishop Nerses at the end of
1914, when he was elected the president of the "Committee for Fraternal
Assistance to Nakhichevan and Sharur-Daralagiaz," undertaking critically
important work in assisting and resettling Armenian refugees from those
districts. In recognition of his service to the Armenian people and the Armenian
Church, Melik-Tankian was elevated to the rank of archbishop in 1917.
Of particular importance are the reports and letters that Archbishop Nerses
sent to the government of the Republic of Armenia (1918-1920), with specific
and accurate information regarding the internal and external affairs of Persia
and their impact on the Armenian people.
After the establishment of Soviet rule in Armenia, a rather strained relationship
developed between the Bolshevik leaders of Soviet Armenia and the prelate of
the Atrpatakan diocese. The Bolsheviks treated Melik-Tankian as a Dashnag
agent and accused him of sending weapons and food to the anti-Soviet leader
Nzhdeh in Siunik and assisting Armenian fugitives after the suppression of the
anti-Soviet rebellion in Armenia in the summer of 1921.
For nearly two decades, the leadership of Soviet Armenia tried to eliminate
Nerses Melik-Tankian, but could not succeed because the archbishop had the
support of the Persian Armenians. He died in Tabriz in 1948 at the age of 82.
By Ara Arabian
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[Interviewer] In all the cities?
[H. Chitjian] The whole city was like that. At least all of Tabriz was like this.
When we traveled to Baghdad, it was like that on the roads also. They would not
let any Christian… Even where they sold tea, they would not let you enter. You
had to take your own cup. They would hold it with a piece of paper and fill it.
They would not touch your cup.
[Interviewer] So there was no interaction between Christians and…
[H. Chitjian] They would not give jobs to Christians. There were two quarters,
Kiliseh and Khalata, where the Armenians lived. They [soldiers from Armenia]
were all piled up in those quarters. Many of them were hungry, very hungry. In
the streets they begged for a piece of bread. “Mayrig, mayrig”… They had worked
or fought as soldiers with [General] Antranik. 103 They had certificates from
Antranik. They would beg for a single piece of bread. There was not any bread. It
a was very difficult situation. The deacon told us that we would see when we
went out.
The archbishop told his aide [Dikran] to give five tuman, that is about one dollar,
to each of us. He gave us five tuman each. We thought that the five tuman would
be enough to live on until we received some news from America, from my
brothers.
When we got out, we realized that five tuman was nothing and that there was
famine. When we first got out and started walking in the street, we saw that they
were selling watermelons nearby. At that time we did not know yet that they
considered the Armenians as muhrrdahl. They were selling watermelons.
[Avedis] went and saw the watermelons cut in halves. He took one of the
watermelons, that is one piece. Then he saw another piece and said: “I want this
one, it is better.” When we touched both pieces the Persian vendor demanded
that we pay for both of them. We told him that we wanted only one piece
because it was more than enough for both of us. The owner asked: “Are you not
Armenians?” We said that we were. He said: “You are muhrrdahl. How am I
going to sell that piece? It would have been alright if you hadn’t touched it.”
In any event, we thought that we came from Turkey and we would be free from
religious matters but we found out that it was worse there. Other Armenians
came and told us not to fight because… The Persians in Tabriz spoke a little
This must be the summer of 1921, about six months after the fall of Armenia to the Bolsheviks,
who drove out all anti-Bolshevik forces once they gained control.
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Turkish [Azeri]. They told us not to fight with them because that was fine
because that meant that the Persians would not touch Armenian property.
Apparently, they had that law so that they would not plunder Armenian
property, so that they would not plunder like the Turks plundered the
Armenians. That is why… We took heed of [the law]. 104
We wandered about [a restricted area of] Tabriz for quite a while. We ran out of
money in about one or two weeks. We spent the five tuman we had because
everything was expensive. Then they told us that we should join a party and that
the party would pay us or take care of us. So I went and registered with the
Dashnag Party. The other boy went and registered as a Bolshevik.
[Interviewer] Why did you pick the Dashnag Party or why did he pick the
Bolsheviks? Had you had any earlier ties with political parties?
[H. Chitjian] We did not have any ties with political parties in yergeer. However
the teachers in our town were all Dashnags. Naturally they had indoctrinated us
with fervor. After seeing all the massacres… The Dashnag Party used to say that
“only with arms will the Armenians be saved.” We were indoctrinated. We were
21 years old and our bodies had already grown strong… We wanted to go to
Armenia to take control from the Turks. So we were filled with vengefulness. I
went and… The other boy said that if he registered with the Bolsheviks… He
also did not have any sympathy for
Bolsheviks. He registered with the
Bolsheviks [because he had a
What impact, if any, did the resident
relative in Armenia]. They gave him
Armenian community in Tabriz have on
the Bolshevik program… They gave
this particular situation, namely the influx
that the first time you registered to
of refugees from Armenia and the rivalry
see if you were reconciled [with the
between two political factions?
doctrine]. He read it. They also gave
me the Dashnag program. Do you
want to be a sympathizer? Do you
want to fight or not? [Avedis and I] used to live together in one room. We
continued this for one, two, three weeks. They gave us one tuman each week.
[Interviewer] Who gave it?
[H. Chitjian] The Dashnag Party. I do not know. We went to the church, where
we were supposed to go to register. They showed us where we were supposed to
go. We registered as Dashnags. We would go there every week and get the
money. We stayed there for four to five weeks. One day they told us… They
104

This practice was not known among Persian Armenians by 1973.
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were going to identify terrorists. There was someone called Levon who was a
Bolshevik. They planned to shoot him.
[Interviewer] Did you go to any meetings or gatherings?
[H. Chitjian] We used to go to meetings.
[Interviewer] You did.
[H. Chitjian] Yes, we would go to meetings two to three times a week. They
would speak about how they were forced to leave Armenia, how they suffered
misfortunes, how they could not endure under Russian rule, and so forth.
[Interviewer] Did the Armenians belong to parties in large numbers?
[H. Chitjian] Pardon?
[Interviewer] Did these parties have many members?
[H. Chitjian] Where I used to go there were at least 40 to 50 people—every day.
[Interviewer] Do you think that this was a large number in proportion to the
population?
[H. Chitjian] No, but there was not just one cell. Perhaps there were other cells.
They used to say that at least 20,000 Armenians had come and perhaps half of
them were Dashnags who had run away. After all those who sympathized with
the Bolsheviks remained in Armenia… They might all have been Dashnags.
[Interviewer] Do you mean registered or sympathizers?
[H. Chitjian] I do not know if they were registered or sympathizers or how
many.
In any event they did not, umm, much. They said… I used to speak emotionally,
to the effect that we must fight… However not against Armenians… I meant
fighting the Turks. They said that there is this man called Levon. Wherever he
goes, what streets he lives on… What you are going to do… If Levon comes your
way… How you can use the knife… And the other boy would come and inform
you… You both get him… That is how they showed us… How to… There were
ten to 12 of them. I told them I would not do it. I told them I would not have
Armenians do it to Armenians. The Turks did not discriminate among
Ramgavars, Bolsheviks, Protestants, Gregorians… So what are we doing now?
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We ran from Turkey to escape… Now Armenians killing Armenians… That is
not good. I told them that I would not do it. I cut off my ties and stopped going
to meetings. They did not tell me not to come. I did not go. I wanted neither their
money nor their plans to kill Armenians.
[Interviewer] Did they not give you any assistance if you were not a member?
[H. Chitjian] We were members.
[Interviewer] I mean monetary assistance.
[H. Chitjian] I do not know, but when I registered they gave me one tuman per
week. I do not think that they would because the streets were filled with
corpses… Sometimes they would go and bury them before they were dead
because they might poison… Not poison… It is hazardous to have corpses… I do
not know what they did, but I registered because…
[Interviewer] Were there other organizations that helped the people?
[H. Chitjian] I do not know. We had come from our hometown only recently. We
were still young boys. We just saw what we saw where we went. Who knows
what others… Once [Simon] Vratsian 105 was there… We saw Vratsian one day.
The boys said that they threw stones and mud at him, because he strolled with a
walking cane while the others lay hungry in the streets. They said: “He strolls
that way and he sees us in this state [destitute and starving].” He should not
have done it and perhaps [indistinct].
[Interviewer] So was the cane a sign of office?
[H. Chitjian] It was a sign of office. At that time that is how they did it in yergeer.
Umm… [Avedis] continued going to the Bolsheviks. He would bring a tuman…
It was sometimes useful—so so… [Avedis] would cough; he was weak… We
looked around and we found nine Armenian boys from Kharpert and the
villages around it. We got together [shared one room]. If there was any hunger…
We helped each other… If one brought some food we all shared it together. We
lived in one room… There was one boy, his name was David … He said… We
would go around together. Once my nose bled a little from hunger.
He said: “Wait, let me go home.” He took off his clothes. He had an undershirt.
He washed it. We sold it somewhere. They gave us one khran [qiran]… One
Prime Minister of the first Republic of Armenia from November 25 to December 2, 1920; died
in Beirut in 1969.
105
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tuman is four khran… They gave
us one khran… We bought some
bread with that and that helped
us a little… Thereafter, we
mainly survived on what the
other boys would bring and
share.
I wrote a letter to America. It
took three months before I
received an answer to my letter.
My brother Mihran, who was
born before me, had sent me
$110. I went… The prelacy had
received word from the bank that
one hundred… Money had
arrived for Hampartzoum
Chitjian. I did not know how
much. I was just told that money
had come from America. I went
there. You had to show a
document… I had to show
something to prove that I was
Hampartzoum from Kharpert.
They asked me who the sender of
the money was. They asked me
what my brother’s name was. I
David Djolakian and his wife in France in the
said “Bedros.” My eldest
1920’s
brother’s name was Bedros. I
thought that it was my eldest brother who had sent it. They said: “No. You
should go to the bank and prove
who you are.” Then I
remembered. I said: “It is not
Every day Hampartzoum witnessed
only my eldest brother. I have
innocent men collapse to the ground
two other brothers there. One of
because of starvation. Whether they were
them is called Mihran.” So he
dead or not, they were dumped onto a
truck and driven away to be burned. How
said the sender was Mihran and
many lives perished in this manner? No
they gave me the money.
When I took the money… I say
this to describe the misery I
endured… They [my wife and
daughter] have heard, and they

records were kept, nor were there any
means to notify family. This possibility
played on Hampartzoum's mind until he
finally made contact with his brothers.
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have heard mention of this many times… Not once, maybe thousands of times…
It is difficult for them to hear it again… But you must perceive how much
starvation there was, how much I suffered to say such things… When they gave
me the money, they put it in a bag… I went out. They call it guvech in Persia… It
is a small clay bowl and it contains a few pieces of meat, a few small pieces of
fat… They also put chickpeas and onions in it… They cook it and that was the
best food in a restaurant. Of course, in a cheap restaurant where you could afford
something substantial… We went there and ordered two portions each thinking
that one would not be enough. After eating just a little, we felt we were full
because our stomachs were completely empty [after a long period of eating very
little]. It is not easy to describe [our hunger]. It was real hardship.
In any event we returned home with the other boys. All that money which
anyone could steal… There was a small hole in the wall in the room where we
were staying. There was a small hole. [Indistinct] to hide something… We
[David] put [the money] there. First, we bought a variety of food. Fruits and so
forth… We piled it on the table so that everyone would eat fully… Some of the
boys were used to oghee… Those who had been to Armenia… They also wanted
to drink… They brought some drinks and drank to my brother’s health… My
brother who was rescuing me… I had to drink. I had never drunk before. I drank
a little, to drink to my brother’s health. Soon after, I fell asleep. They put me to
bed. When I got up I noticed that there was almost nothing left on the table. Then
I remembered that… What about my money? They were all hungry, right? They
were all boys in dire conditions. What if they [took] my money? A corner of the
bag could be seen [from the hole in the wall]. You could see the tip of the bag.
You could see if it was there. I said to myself: The bag is there, so they have not
taken too much. If they have left anything inside it would have been fine. No, the
boys… They had not touched a thing. For a week, we went around together…
After I had a little money, I realized I no longer had anything decent to wear, that
could be washed, nor had dirty things like that. The boy who saved me, the one
who washed and sold his undershirt for me… His name was David. He had a
sister. Her name was Ovsanna. We saw her here [at a church picnic in Los
Angeles]. My wife’s name is also Ovsanna. When we came to America I would
tell this story everywhere we went… This woman was a bride in the Emirzian
family. She asked: “Did you say David?” His name was David. She said: “You
are talking about my brother.” She added: “Yeah, that was my brother. That is
David.” Until now we remember this whenever we see each other. [One year]
that boy also came to visit America. 106 Once again, we saw him at an Armenian
picnic.
From France; David Djolakian settled in France, had six children; some remained with him in
France, some came to America; he was a soldier who served under General Antranik David’s
sister, Ovsanna, attended to the United Armenian Congregational Church on Cahuenga Blvd in
Los Angeles, CA.
106
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After that experience I wrote another letter [to my brothers]. Of course I asked
for money so that I could travel to America. I went and had a passport issued.
[Interviewer] Did they give passports easily?
[H. Chitjian] No… Oh, yeah, they gave it easily. I told them that I do not want a
Turkish citizen’s passport. I told them I want Turkey to be erased from my name.
They told me that I had to become a Persian citizen. Someone wrote that… He
wrote that I was born in Salmazt which is a village in Persia. I was of course born
in 1901. Supposedly, I was born on August 15. I did not know the exact day I was
born. We did not know. They made up a passport like this so that I could go to
America. I took my passport. The boys naturally helped some. I had written to
my brother that I wanted to go to Baku first… Through Russia… From there to
Bolis and from there to America… That is how…
[Interviewer] Why did you want to go that way?
[H. Chitjian] Because it is shorter… It is shorter to go that way to America…
[Interviewer] OK.
[H. Chitjian] They told me that I had been registered as a Dashnag, even though
I stayed with them for only three weeks. They said that my name is written
[registered] everywhere. They said that, just in case, were you to go to Armenia,
when you travel through Russia… Baku was in Russia… When you arrive there
and your name is recorded somewhere then perhaps they may hurt you. They
said that it might be better if I did not go [by that route].
So I asked how I should go. They said that I should go to Baghdad… That is I
should go south from the other side… Then from Baghdad you can go to India
and then to America. So they arranged my passport for travel to Baghdad, from
Baghdad to India, and from there to America. I took my passport, I boarded a
stagecoach. Some places you traveled by stagecoach and some places on foot or
by mule… Because not everywhere… Over there wherever you went it was salt. I
do not know what road it was but it was all… There were no trees or anything,
only salt. There were small places where they sold tea. With me there was a boy
[Khachadour]… I still have his picture here… He was boy from Van. Only the
two of us were Armenian. This boy had a moustache. He did not want to shave
off his moustache. I shaved mine. He did not want to shave. Because he was
Armenian they would not let him stay in the coffee shop to have tea. This boy
had to stand outside. I would hold his cup with a paper, had it filled with tea,
and take it to him wherever we stayed. At least…
[Interviewer] But you were also Armenian right?
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[H. Chitjian] I was but I posed as
a Persian. From my face… This
boy was white. He was quite
handsome. Not like me. I looked
like an Armenian [darker, olive
skin]. I looked like the Persians
among the Persians. In Mexico, I
look like a Mexican. Anyhow, I
would… The boy slept outside.
Sometimes we would sleep
outside and continue on our way
in the morning. They made him
sleep outside. They gave his food
outside. By the time we arrived
in Khasbeen, Hamadan,
Kermanshah…
[Interviewer] You, as a Persian,
had befriended this Armenian
man. Did they not view you with
suspicion?
[H. Chitjian] No. Those in the
Copy of Hampartzoum’s Persian passport
stagecoach… Sometimes we
dated 1922
would go by bus and sometimes
with mule drivers. The ones taking us knew us anyway. They knew who was
with them.
When we arrived in Kermanshah… Kermanshah is on the border [of Persia] with
Iraq. You had to obtain a visa in your passport there and then cross over and take
the train. That was the first time I was going to see a train. You had to show a
visa… I went there… People were standing there. We waited for our turn. At
that time the Persians would go on pilgrimage to a place called Karbala. They
were going to Mecca and Medina. You know about those [customs] right?
[Interviewer] Yes.
[H. Chitjian] We were standing in line to obtain our visa. I was standing on one
side. I was fairly well dressed. I will show you a picture. I was fairly well dressed
and standing to one side. I noticed that the official who was giving visas to the
others signaled me to come. He saw that I was not mixing with the others. He
called me and asked where I was going. They spoke a Turkish dialect [Azeri]
there.
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[Interviewer] Why did they speak Turkish?
[H. Chitjian] They spoke broken Turkish. Where are you going?
[Interviewer] Why did they speak Turkish and not Farsi or Arabic? 107
[H. Chitjian] I do not know. They spoke Turkish. They also spoke Turkish in
Tabriz. They spoke Farsi but, just like the Armenians in America… You
sometimes talk to each other in English. I suppose in Persia, it is not like that, but
they spoke some type of Turkish.
[Interviewer] OK.
[H. Chitjian] I only know one phrase: “Farsi midani?” In other words “Do you
know Farsi?” They call the Persian language “Farsi.” “Farsi midani?” Do you
know Farsi? I would say: “No, I do not know.”
Anyhow, he asked me [in Turkish] if I am going to Karbala. I did not know what
or where Karbala was. I had my passport and papers in my hand. I had the visa
required. I said “Bah la khnum”… He stamped it and he gave it to me. The other
boy waited for some time. He was going to Egypt because his father was there.
Together we sat… The train came. We boarded the train. The train was going
very fast. We boarded the train and arrived in Baghdad. It was very hot in
Baghdad. Where we came from was quite cold. In Baghdad we went to a hotel.
They asked me what I want. I said I want something cool. They gave me some
yoghurt… They put some ice in it. I ate some of it. I do not know what it was…
Whether it was the cold or the yoghurt… I got sick. I lay sick for six months in
Baghdad. I was sick for six months. That boy stayed with me for six months. He
was not right next to me. His father sent him, umm… His father wrote to him
and sent money to him. I sent a telegram to America. When I realized that I was
running out of money… My brother had sent another $500 when I was in Persia.
They would send $500 each time.
3:09:00

[End of Side A of Tape 4]
[Begin Side B of Tape 4]

Northern Iran is predominantly populated by Azeris, whose language is very similar to the
Turkish spoken in Turkey. There are also large numbers of Turkomans who live in northern Iraq,
especially in Mosul and Kirkuk. Many of them speak almost the same Turkish as that spoken in
Turkey.
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[H. Chitjian] We went over to cross into, umm… I got a little better there. David,
umm…
[Interviewer] Did you go to any
Armenian church?

It would be interesting to know about the
status of the Armenian community in
Baghdad at this particular time. How many
were local and how many were refugees?

[H. Chitjian] We went to the
Armenian church, yes.
[Interviewer] Did they provide you
with any assistance? Did they take
care of any sick people?

[H. Chitjian] At that point we really did not need any assistance. There was
much poverty everywhere we went. There were many poor people wherever we
went, but we did not have to ask for any compassion. As long as we were
satisfied with a little bit of food, that was enough for us… Instead of going and
begging for some help from somewhere… We do not do that. In other words we
had enough. We do not ask for assistance.
[Interviewer] I mean, for example,
complete strangers… Strangers who
are sick and alone in a foreign
country… Was there any…

Self-reliance was intensely ingrained in
Hampartzoum’s psyche. “Family” was to
care for itself. Throughout his saga, his
attitude toward each relationship as a
sense of an “immediate family”--to care for
and to be cared for by “family.”

[H. Chitjian] Do you mean people
helping each other? No, they did not.
There were so many of them that who
was going to help whom? There were
too many poor people.

[Interviewer] Were many of them refugees from Turkey?
[H. Chitjian] From Turkey… Some had become wives of Arabs, some were
servants… They had come to Baghdad. They were also destitute. There were
many who were like that.
After I got a little better, I said we should go to India because that was on
my passport. They told us that we cannot go to India because it is very hot there.
They said that I was not yet well enough and that they would not allow me to
board a ship. They said that I might die from the heat. So where were we going
to go? They said I should go to Haleb. From Haleb to Beirut and from Beirut you
can go to America… They said I could go that way. They said that might be the
best way. [Khachadour] and I… When we were trying to get papers for Haleb…
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They told us that we had to get papers. I still have those visas in my passport.
You had to write on it where you were going. I got a passport for Haleb.
When we arrived there we saw that another boy from Van. 108 He also
wanted to join us. We were three boys. The three of us… They told us that we
should go from Baghdad to Mosul. There was a village called Karatuk on the
way. We stopped there. We traveled to that village by bus. We traveled by mule
train from Karatuk to Mosul because the roads were not good… The bus could
not drive on them. We arrived in Mosul. No, not Mosul, we arrived in Der Zor.
We first arrived in Der Zor.
[Interviewer] Did anyone give you
any hardships on the way?
[H. Chitjian] Pardon?
[Interviewer] You were just ordinary
travelers. They did not give you any
hardship.
[H. Chitjian] No the others and I…
First we went to Mosul. When we
arrived in Mosul they told us that we
have to pay three vosgee each so that
they would take us from Mosul to
Haleb. They also charged us one
vosgee each for water because there
was an Arab who… Where they
would drive… There was only one
place… It was salty water
everywhere. There was only one
Visa document issued to Hampartzoum place where you could get drinking
by the British authorities in Iraq (1922)
water… Or to get a visa from the
Arab… They wanted one vosgee per person for that. They said that this was for
the water from that man. They also advised us that if we have any money we
should give it to the driver and that he will give our money back when we arrive
in Haleb. How could we believe that? This was some Arab. I had 60 vosgee, 60
gold coins. The $500 they had sent me, I had spent some of it, but I still had 60
gold coins. At that time we wore suspenders. So I sewed the money into it. One
evening we were sitting in the hotel with those two Armenian boys. They knew
where I sewed them. I also knew where they sewed theirs. They sewed their
money into their jackets, into the lining of the sleeves. I guess…
108

David, Khachadour’s cousin
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[Interviewer] Now, you sewed yours… Let us say… You sewed yours into your
suspenders.
[H. Chitjian] Into the suspenders.
[Interviewer] They sewed theirs…
[H. Chitjian] The suspenders are made up of two layers, right?
[Interviewer] Two layers, yes.
[H. Chitjian] They are two layers. I sewed the coins into that. It did not show at
all. Not all.
[Interviewer] They sewed theirs…
[H. Chitjian] They sewed it here and here. They sewed it into the sides of the
sleeves of their jackets.
[Interviewer] And they sewed it inside of their trousers.
[H. Chitjian] Yes they sewed it into the front part of their trousers. They were
taking care themselves. We boarded the bus. On the road, where we were
supposed to take water… They stopped there. They took the water and they
started driving on. After we drove for a while we realized that behind us the
Arabs were firing after us. We had passed the part we thought was dangerous.
We had passed that point. After a while they started firing on the bus, but they
were not hitting it. They just wanted the bus to stop. The driver said… They
were talking among themselves. The boy from Van who joined us in Baghdad, he
knew good Arabic because he had stayed there for one or two years. He knew
Arabic well. He said that the driver will stop because they are going to rob us. In
any event [indistinct]… The driver, the others they were all Arabs. There were
ten to 15 Arabs. There were 16 of us in total. Three Armenians and 13 Arabs…
They said that we will be robbed. He did not stop but when he drove on they
fired at the tires. The road was sandy and he could not drive any longer. He had
to drive slowly. The bandits were able to catch up from behind. When he could
not drive any longer he stopped.
They came in and they started robbing us of everything. Whatever jewelry
people wore on their necks… Everyone had something small or other. They
started taking all of those. They started taking the people in the bus outside and
forced them take their clothes off. They wear Arabic clothes… They did not want
our clothes. They did not wear European clothes like suits, pants, jackets, and so
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forth. The Arabs have their own clothing. They wear things like robes. When it
was our turn, we got out, and the boys took off their clothes and dropped them
to the ground… When they hit them with their hands, they took their money…
They knew that money could be sewed in them. They gave the clothes back but
they were all cut up. The clothes could still cover you but were all tattered. I
started taking off my jacket. I took off my suspenders and dropped them on the
ground. I took off my jacket, vest, and my pants and gave them. However they
did not see the suspenders. I stood on my suspenders. There were a few pennies
of money in my clothes… They took those and returned my clothes because it
was of no use to them… I took my clothes and put them on.
We went back in. The boy from Van who joined us in Baghdad… His picture is
there. I will show you later. He said: “Your money went unnoticed. Now you
have to give it to us. You have to help us.” I said: “Yeah, I will help you.” We had
already suffered so much and everywhere… The truth is that helping others is in
my nature. I am not saying it just to say it but I really have it in me. I told them
that I will help them. After a while he said: “No. You have to give me your
suspenders, so that we can divide whatever is left into three.” If I gave him the
suspenders… The intimidating way he was speaking was not good. Then he said
that he knows Arabic and that he could snitch on me. He said that if he did [the
Arabs] would take the money and would give him a share. After we argued for a
while, we came to a place… We were approaching Der Zor. There was a ravine
there where… Water… Over there wherever you go there was a… What do they
call it in Armenian? In English they call it “mirage.”
[Interviewer] Mirage? When you think there is water…
[H. Chitjian] You think there is water. You see something, you go there, and
there is nothing. Anyhow, we arrived at a place where there was real water.
Slowly we got out so that everyone could wash and drink water and so forth.
One of the boys…
[Interviewer] What happened to the second boy?
[H. Chitjian] He [Khachadour] was with us. That boy disapproved of the other’s
action. Both were from Van. [David] reiterated that I should give him the money.
I asked him how I should do it. He said: “Let us go over there, a little away, so
that we will not be noticed.” We went there. He took the suspenders and put
them on.
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We arrived in Der Zor. When we
arrived in Der Zor, I was angry
and he was angry… In Der Zor
they drew water from the
ground. They had wells. The
water that came out was murky.
It had to settle before you could
drink it. We went to a hotel. They
[the bus drivers] informed the
government that we had all been
robbed. So the government
[officials] allowed us to stay in a
hotel for free. We had no money
or anything. We were all robbed.

It would never have occurred to
Hampartzoum that an Armenian “friend,”
especially a survivor himself, would
greedily take advantage of another
Armenian at a time like this.
In Tabriz, nine Armenian boys from
Kharpert, with different political agendas
had helped each other like members of one
family.

The food and everything was
free. At that time it was under
British rule. That place was
still under British rule.

Hampartzoum (seated) with Khachadour and
David (middle and right standing) in Haleb in
1921 or 1922. The boy standing on the left is a
Kharperttzee from Perri.
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When we went in I told the
other boy—the good boy…
He saw that I was very upset.
I asked him to bring us water.
As soon as [Khachadour]
left… The other boy [David]
was inside. I locked the door
behind him… There was a
wooden latch on it. I locked
the door behind him. After I
locked the door I jumped on
the other boy. We started
hitting each other, shouting,
and so forth. They [Arab hotel
personnel] came and knocked
on the door… The Arabs…
They knocked on the door
and attempted to come in.
They shouted at us to open
the door. Who was going to
open the door? We kept
fighting each other. They
entered from the window and
seized us. We were already in
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shambles. They took us to the [management]. I do not know what [David] said.
He spoke Arabic. He probably said that I was trying to rob him. Who were they
going to believe?
They did not believe either of us and took us to the government. After all we
were in the government’s care. The government [British mandate] had given us a
hotel and so forth. They took us to the government. An official there spoke
Turkish. He was an Arab but spoke Turkish. He asked us: “Whose money is it?
You say it is yours and you say it is yours. Do you know the numbers on the
gold coins?” The gold coins were not a small amount of money. So people would
write the numbers somewhere when they got it in case they lost them. Who does
that? I had not written it. I did not have it.
He asked us where we were coming from and how. I told him how I escaped
from Kharpert and so forth. The other boy explained how he had escaped from
Van and how his parents had died. His brothers had stayed somewhere. His
brother was in Marseilles. Anyhow, he heard our story.
He learned that we are a grieving people, which he appreciated. He said: “I will
tell all three of you.” The third boy [Khachadour], who was innocent, was sitting
there quietly. [The Arab judge] said: “I will tell you to help each other.” He took
the suspenders and took the money out. He asked how much money there was
and I said: “Sixty coins.” However the boy also knew that it was 60 coins. I had
told him. Earlier, we were good friends, supposedly. Anyhow, he said: “Let us
divide the money among you.” He said: “Now you will not…” He asked if we
would help each other. I said “yes.” He was planning to divide the money
among us. We were about to leave—so that we would divide the money among
us… He was going to divide it among us. He would give 20 coins to each of us.
At that final moment, realizing the unfair consequences, I blurted out: “My
suspenders have a hole. The buttonholes on the suspenders… That makes it clear
because it makes a mark. There will be a mark there. That is, how well the hole
fits your buttons.” The man looked and said: “That is true.” He tried the
buttonhole on my trousers and said: “This is yours.” He realized at that point
that the money was mine. He took me by the arm and told me: “Do you promise
that you will help them?” I said: “Yes, I swear that I will help… Until they get
help…” One was supposed to receive money from his brother and the other from
his father. He said: “Fine. The money is yours and there is nothing else.
However, I will take you somewhere. So that your conscience will be aroused...”
He took us to Der Zor. Sometimes they say… He showed us the bones of
Armenians. Two large heaps. Who knows how much there was elsewhere? He
pointed to large heaps of bones [scattered throughout the desert]… They were
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the bones of both children—some were skulls—and adults. There were many
bones from legs and arms and so forth. He said that they were all Armenian
bones. He said: “Are you not ashamed to fight with each other over money? You
are now young, you may forget this but do not forget that these are Armenian
bones. They might be one of your friends, your father, your sister. They are
Armenian bones.” 109

Pile of Armenian skulls from Der Zor
Indeed that is what happened. We got back on the road. We arrived in Haleb. We
roomed together in Haleb. We stayed together for at least one to one-and-a-half
months. One boy received money from his father, and the other received money
from his brother. They sent telegrams and so forth. I also paid for those because
the sooner they received their money the sooner they would be independent of
me. I did as I had promised. The boy also apologized. I forgave him [indistinct].
[Interviewer] What was the boy’s name?
[H. Chitjian] David.
[Interviewer] That was your friend. The one who was from Baghdad.
[H. Chitjian] No, that one was called Yeghia [Khachadour]. He was a friend…
[Interviewer] What was his last name?
It was very rewarding to see a non-Armenian expressing sympathy for the devastation of the
Armenian people.
109
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[H. Chitjian] I do not remember his last name. It might be written somewhere in
a letter or something and I may be able to find it. Anyhow, they went their
separate ways in Haleb. In Haleb, I wrote a letter to my brother. I said that I left
my brother Kerop in the orphanage in Kharpert. I wrote a letter to my brother in
Los Angeles to say that I am in Haleb. They told me that I should leave first and
that they could bring Kerop later. They said that Kerop was fine, that he was in
Kharpert and he was fine. I did not believe them though. Once I sent some
money, 10 vosgee, so that they would smuggle him out. He was apparently
caught on the way and sent back. I never heard… Later when they permitted
Kharpert Armenians to leave… Archbishop Kude [Mkhitarian] was able to get
all Armenians out. I went to get a passport for him also as a person born in
Persia. Remember that I was supposedly born in Persia in [Salmazt]. 110
[Interviewer] What year was this?
[H. Chitjian] It must be 1923.
[Interviewer] So it took less than a year between the time you left Turkey and
you arrived in Haleb.
[H. Chitjian] No, it took more than a year. I [left] Turkey in 1920 or 1921. When
did the Dashnag Party fall? It had just been overthrown by the Bolsheviks. Was it
1920?
[Interviewer] Uh huh.
[H. Chitjian] See, it is from 1920 until 1923. In 1923 we left for America and
arrived in, umm… We took a ship [from Beirut] and arrived in Marseilles. There
they told us that routes to America are closed. They told us that we cannot go to
America. Someone there told me to go to Mexico. He said that Mexico is close to
California, that there is no sea between them, and that my brothers can come
there. He said that the Mexicans are friends with the Americans and that they
[the brothers] can come and take you.
[Interviewer] Who were these people who told you this? Who were these people
who advised you that you could go from Persia…
[H. Chitjian] Oh yes, I forget. There was a man from Malatya called Olouhojian.
[Indistinct] There was a place where you get out of the ship… When we took the
ship from Beirut and arrived in Marseilles… When you come out of the ship
110
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there are people there who try to get you to stay in their hotels. They shout “I am
from Kharpert,” “I am from Malatya,” and so forth.
[Interviewer] How did they know that the passengers were Armenians?
[H. Chitjian] Well, they shouted. There were already many Armenians. They
would shout if you were Armenian or another nationality. Whoever was
Armenian would stay with them. There was this man from Malatya. His name
was Olouhojian. There were many other Armenians, but I decided to go with
him. He was a nice man. He took me… I stayed there for one or one-and-a-half
months [indistinct]
[Interviewer] You were alone right? You…
[H. Chitjian] I was with my brother [Kerop].
[Interviewer] So your friends went their own way.
[H. Chitjian] I left them in Haleb. They did not stay in Haleb that long. They
stayed barely one to one-and-a-half months. I helped them with food and other
things. Anyhow, the [Anglo-French mandate] government was also helping a
little. The government also gave me something but nothing major. Anyhow,
Kerop and I [reunited for the last time]—there were also a large number of
Armenians—we stayed in Marseilles for one to one-and-a-half months… Then
the [hotel concierge] took the passport and wrote “Mexico.” He said we should
go to Mexico. At that time it cost $32 to sail from France to Mexico. The ship took
31 days to get there. The food, the fare, everything cost $32 [per person].
Before I forget, when I was in Persia, [I bought] 7,000, no, 17,000 roubles, [in]
Armenian money, the currency of the Dashnag Party [first Republic of Armenia,
1918-1920]… The loss that I had… That was the most difficult loss for me. We
lost that money in Mexico. I had that in a bundle with me. I had bought 17,000
roubles for $7. I knew that it was worthless. They sold it cheap. I had bought it
and kept it as a souvenir. In any event, this story… It is better that I say it now
than later. When we arrived in Tijuana my brother [Bedros] came to bring us
here. He had given our luggage to someone. We were supposed to come in
illegally. He had given them to a Mexican for safekeeping until he returned to
pick them up. Anyway, that was lost and gone.
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Anyhow we got on St Nazare. There were
other Armenians, families called Bodozian,
Khachadourian, Khanzadian. 111 It took us
There was speculation that
31 days to reach Cuba. From Cuba to Vera
Bedros “lost” the luggage with
Cruz and Mexico City… When we arrived
all the souvenirs Hampartzoum
in Mexico… We did not speak Spanish. We
had bought and brought all the
way from Iran.
went to a hotel and looked for food. We
would go to shops that sold bread, cheese,
and so forth. We would buy only those.
Other foods… We tried some of them a couple of times but they were too spicy
and we could not eat them.
One day in the street… We stayed at the hotel for two days. One day when we
were walking in the street… On the trip, there was another girl from Malatya
with Bodosian and Khanzadian. Her name was Anna. She now lives in Oakland.
Her name was Anna. She was going to her fiancé and her fiancé worked with my
brother. Anna’s fiancé, small world, worked in my brother’s store. Anna had
learned Arabic when she stayed with the Arabs [in Baghdad]. She also spoke
some English. As we walked in the
street in Mexico, she said that these
people speak Arabic. 112 I asked if she
spoke Arabic and she said “yes.” She
said: “They are speaking Arabic.” I
told her to go and ask them if there
were any Armenians here. She went
and told the Arabs that we are
Armenian and asked them if there
were any Armenians there. The
Arabs said: “Yes, there is an
Armenian here.” We asked if he
could take us to him, but only to buy
a gift [as a tip] from that Armenian.
He asked us if we would do that. He
said: “If I take you to the Armenian,
before we enter, would you promise
a gift to us?” We said “fine.” There
were four, five, or six of us.

111
112

Anna Gabriellian (left) with Ovsanna
and Hampartzoum. Zaruhy and Anna’s
son “Gogo” in front, circa 1937.

B/D Chapter 33, page 276
Possibly Christian Arabs who had fled to Mexico to escape the massacres of 1880-1896.
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We went with the Arab. There was this Armenian who was a Dikranagerttsi by
the name of Gabriel Babayan . He was a liquor wholesaler. In the store he told
us… He was a handsome man sitting behind the counter. The two--there were
two Arabs. We did not know what they said to each other. He took out four to
five bottles of oghee. He gave the bottles to them. They shook their heads. They
wanted more. He said: “If it is not
worth for you, it is all yours. We
won’t take anything.” He brought a
large container. They pulled us
inside. We entered the store. They
told him that we are Armenian.
Bodosian said that we are Armenian.
This man [Babayan] had lived there
for 29 years [first Armenian in
Mexico]… He was from Dikranakert.
He apparently shot a Turk and ran
away so that he would not be
arrested. He came to Mexico City,
married a Mexican, he raised his
sons… 113 He had two sons and
daughters 20 to 22 years old. They
were also married to Mexicans.
The man had not spoken Armenian
for 29 years and had forgotten it.
When we started saying “parev” he
said “parev” with a stutter. He told
the Arabs to take whatever they
wanted.
He took us to the back of the
counter. He started speaking in
broken Armenian. He called home
and told them to prepare dinner. He
had servants and so forth.

A photograph of Gabriel Babayan taken
in 1896 (from “Armenians in 1930s
Mexico and April 24th
Commemorations” by Carlos
Antaramian in The Journal of the Society
for Armenian Studies, p. 49, Vol. 19:1, June
2010). Hampartzoum met Babayan in
1925, 29 years after this picture was
taken.

We got up and went to his house. An
hour or so later when we went to his house he had a table set up. He had Arab
and Mexican servants. They call it “sini kufta.” They make it in a large tray with
lots of butter. They had made that. They had made many other different kinds of
dishes. They had set a very nice table. He had a very nice house, like a palace. On
113
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the table he said we should say prayers in Armenian. We started praying in
Armenian. He was a very Christian man. He was also a philanthrope and an
Armenophile. After we finished our meal, he asked us to sing an Armenian song
for him. The girl, the girl from Malatya whose name was Anna—she is now in
Oakland--volunteered to sing. She got up and sang—I don’t remember the song.
He liked it very much. He made her sit on his knee. He said: “You will sit here.”
He had her sing two or three times. Then he went inside and gave me money
that would last us a week [for hotel, food, and expenses].
We wrote a letter to America—to our brothers that we are here and that the girl
is with us… Her name is Anna Gabrielian. We wrote that she has a fiancé and
that he works with you. We wrote that [Bedros] should bring him with him.
Anna, myself, and… Do you want me to speak more or to stop?
We came to Tijuana… Myself, Anna, and Kerop…
[Interviewer] How come that Armenian gentleman had Arab servants? Were
there many Arabs there at that time?
[H. Chitjian] There are many Arabs in Mexico City. They are all from Syria.
Many of them were also rich. Of course when I say they were rich, there were
also poor ones. However this man spoke Arabic well. He also spoke Spanish
well. He also started to remember Armenian slowly. There is no Armenian like
him…
After us… Ovsanna’s parents had arrived recently. After we returned [with
Kerop in 1925] there were perhaps more than 1,000 Armenians. They all went to
this Armenian man, Babayan, and received help from him. When I say that I
have seen good people on earth… A real Armenian who does more than he
can… Let us say that you have $20,000 here and you might give $500 of that as a
gift to someone. That is not the same as when you have stolen just one dollar [to
help others], when you have risked your life to steal it, that one dollar is worth
more, right? That is how it is.
One was Kude Archbishop in Kharpert. He came [to Kharpert] after the
massacres around 1917 or 1918. He came as a clergyman, but he said that he was
not a clergyman. 114 He came on behalf of the Dashnag Party. He posed as a
bishop. He came there and worked to get all the Armenians and the kids in the
orphanages out of Kharpert. That is how they came out. I, myself, had [escaped]
earlier. If I had stayed, I would also have been able to leave without going
through all those troubles. I could have stayed another year—no two more
114
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years… They came in 1922. I was 20 to 21 years old then. The [Turkish
government] was conscripting people into the army. They might have killed me
instead of… My situation was not safe. That is why I left… 115
Gabriel helped everybody. He would give them Spanish lessons. He would give
them work. He would tell us to go and sell carpets or shoes and so forth. He
would urge us to do business. He would show us the way. He did not just help
[monetarily]. He also guided [gave personal and business advice]. He was a very
good man.
One was Gabriel Babayan. Another one was Archbishop Nerses Melik Tankian.
Another was Kude Bishop. There was also [Catholicos] Vazken I. He was a man
who was compassionate toward Armenians. They were compassionate and
sincere. 116
Anyhow, we arrived in Tijuana. I phoned my brother. My brother, my eldest
brother [Bedros], came to welcome us in Tijuana. At that time there was nothing
in Tijuana. There were no hotels, stores, or anything. It was a small village. When
we crossed over to the American side… They did not even have a phone [in
Tijuana]. I would call from the American side. The girl and I spoke a few words
of English. My brother and I crossed over to the American side and phoned to
say that we are in Tijuana. The name of the hotel was also Tijuana. When
[Bedros] received the call he said to wait there and that he will be there soon. A
few hours passed. Myself and the girl were sitting in front of the hotel. We sat on
a bench on the balcony. I saw that two men walked toward the hotel. I said that
must be my brother. I had seen his [recent] picture [from correspondence]. I did
not remember [much about] my eldest brother. I was only nine years old when
he went to America. I was eight years old in 1909 when he left. I did not
remember him very well but I had seen his picture. As he approached the hotel
he said: “I am looking for Hampartzoum Chitjian.” I said: “It is me, your
brother.” He did not recognize me. I said: “I am Hampartzoum. There is no one
else here.” Then he believed me that it is me. Anyhow he asked where Kerop
was. It was hot. Kerop was washing out his handkerchief. I waved and Kerop
came over. [Bedros] said: “Get up and let us go.” There was no talking or any
show of emotion [affection or rejoicing]. He said: “Let us go.” We had brought
some wool bedding [comforters and carpets] thinking that this is something
valuable for a bride. We had that and we had a few pieces of luggage. The 17,000
roubles I mentioned were in there. We took all those with us, and we started out.
Myself and the girl crossed the border. In any event we had gone back and forth
a few times earlier. We were there for three to four days before my brother came.
When Hampartzoum escaped, they were rounding up and killing older Armenian boys. But
escaping the way he did, he spent three months eating grass and raw fish.
116 Appendix, B/D page 421
115
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Myself and the girl crossed the border, the place where they inspect you. I saw
that my brother was behind us. The American and he were walking slowly with
Kerop… My brother called me and said: “Hampartzoum, wait.” I said: “Why?”
He said: “We have been caught.” I asked: “What do you mean you got caught?”
He said: “Here they…” They say khulube [booth] [border crossing]… The place
where they do the inspections, where they catch people trying to cross over…
We had crossed over so many times. I asked: “How did you get caught?” The
men there saw that we had umbrellas, suitcases, and so forth…
[End of Side B of Tape 4]
3:40:26

[Begin Side A of Tape 5]
[H. Chitjian] “I am taking him to America.” He asked if he has a passport and
he said: “No. What passport?” [My brother] thought that he could go to Mexico
and return to America freely. [The official] said that we must have passports,
particularly those of us who were coming from distant countries. They took us
in. They were looking for passports. I had my papers with me. My papers said
that I was born in Persia. The man said that I can enter but not now. He said that
you should go there, apply to the government, and get some papers to get out. So
they sent us back to Tijuana. We went back to Tijuana. They told us to fix our
papers and to come back. We went to Hotel Tijuana. My brother asked what we
should do. I told him: “I know that is the border. We can go over there without
any problems.”
After thinking for a while about what we were going to do, I said: “You know
what? I have gone through so much with ingenuity to come here escaping
from the Turks, [this will be easy]. We will manage here also. What will they
do if they catch us? At worst they will do something… After all they are not
going to kill us. What do you think?” I said: “Look at the khulube.” In Turkish
they say khulube. That is the place where they inspect you. “Instead of going
through there, we can go a little further on, past the mountain to the other side
and cross from there [exactly like in Bayazid]. Then we can go on our way.”
Then I said that it would be better if he [Bedros] took Kerop and the girl with
him… No you [Bedros] go [with the driver]… You came by car. You go on the
road. Where you will be inspected, cross it, and wait on the other side and keep
an eye on the road for me. Then when they come down the hill... Kerop and the
girl go first. Pick them up.
It should take around half an hour or so to San Diego. Then I will come… Then
you come to the same place for me so that we do not get caught together. So that,
if we should get caught, we will get caught separately… That is what we did. I
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took the girl and Kerop some distance away. I told them to go down the hill.
They went down. Ten minutes later my brother found them and took them to the
hotel. He was supposed to come back and take me. He took them in the morning.
I waited and waited. He had told me that it would take him half an hour to go
and half an hour to come back. That is an hour. After waiting for an hour I
decided to go on my own.
As I went along the side of the mountain, I looked down the road to see if the car
was coming. Cars could not park there. They just drove by. It was a highway and
they drive on. So if any car was parked it would have been his. I could not
recognize his car. I looked and there was no car. I waited some more.
As I got closer to the road, I saw that someone had stopped his car. I thought it
was my brother. Then I saw that it was someone else. He asked me something in
English but I did not understand. He asked in Spanish. Again I did not
understand. Then I heard him say “San Diego.” When I heard that I asked
[indistinct] San Diego. I got [into the car]. He talked to me on the way but I had
no idea what he was saying.
When we arrived in San Diego, he shook his head. I asked: “Los Angeles? Stage
Los Angeles?” I could speak that much. “Stage” was universal. They used to call
it “stage” in Persia. They used to call it “stage” in Haleb also. “Stage Los
Angeles?” The man took me to a place where the stage was [bus stop]. He
showed me a few places where I could wait. Then he left.
I stayed there for a while. I could read written English because I had learned a
little in school. It said “Los Angeles 7:30” or something like that. I had $5 on
me. 117 I gave the $5 and bought a ticket for $3.30. I received $1.70 in change. I
went and sat. At 7:30 I boarded the stage [Greyhound bus]. The driver drove for
about an hour. I saw that there was someone. He was trying to stop us with a
flashlight. He was an inspector. I was better dressed than the others [still wearing
the suit from Assadour in Tabriz]. I did not look like a refugee, nor did I look like
a Mexican. I boarded the bus… I only heard the word “good.” That is everything
was in order [I was not caught].
[Interviewer] [Indistinct] [laughs]
[H. Chitjian] We got back on the stage [bus]. They stopped somewhere. I do not
know how many people [indistinct] got down. What was I going to talk about
[supposed to do]? I did not know anything. Then I saw a few of them coming
In Tijuana Hampartzoum still had $95. He gave Bedros $90 for “safekeeping” in the event he
was caught by the police. So he kept only $5 in his pocket.
117
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back on board. I also boarded and sat. Finally we arrived… On 7th Street in Los
Angeles, that is where the Greyhound depot is. He stopped there. He turned off
the lights. We all got out. I stayed there for a while thinking they [the people]
would come back. Soon it got dark and there was nobody. It was 11:00, 12:00.
I got out and looked around. My brother had written that he has a store and that
it has a sign that says “Chitjian Bros.” or “Chitjian Brothers.” I got out on Spring
Street, I think, I strolled on Broadway, I strolled on Main Street. I was looking for
a store that said “Chitjian Bros.” [laughs] I could not find it. It was 11:00, 12:00. I
went to a restaurant.
It was a restaurant whose owner looked like a foreigner. I thought that I might
meet someone there. I entered the restaurant. They gave me a menu. I put my
finger on something… They brought a steak with some potatoes. I started eating.
I called the waiter. I asked him if they had a phone so that I could call my
brother. The man said something and pointed at the phone. He said something.
He dialed the number. My twin brother Kaspar answered. It was already 1:00 am
or 2:00 am. It was definitely past 1:00 am. He said: “Who is this?” I said “It is
Hampartzoum.” He said: “Where are you?” I said: “I am in Los Angeles.” He
asked: “Are you alone.” I said “yes.” He asked: “How did you come?” I said: “I
came somehow.” He asked: “Did you come alone?” I said “yes.” He said: “Wait
for us, we will come and pick you up.” He asked me where I was, that is the
name of the restaurant. I looked up and saw the long name written in large
letters. I called the man in the restaurant… He came and talked to Kaspar and
gave him the address.
Half an hour later Kaspar entered the restaurant. Kaspar was alone. I had seen
him last in 1915 [1916]. Now it was 1923. I had not seen him for eight years but
because we were twins… I got up to embrace him but he brushed me off because
we were illegal… Who would notice? There was still that fear in you [that you
might get caught]. We walked out discreetly.
I had had a very high opinion of my brother [Mihran]. In yergeer he was very
healthy, academically successful. He was also good in jumping, athletics,
swimming. He intimidated everyone at school because of his height. So I always
remembered him as a tall man, that is taller than me. Then I asked who he was
[Mihran was standing in front of Kaspar’s car]. [Kaspar] said: “This is our
brother, Mihran.” 118 We boarded the car. Without saying a word, without saying
a word we drove home. I asked him [Mihran] why he does not speak. [Too
emotional to speak]. They did not speak. We arrived at his house. They were all
asleep. My older brother’s wife [Maritza] was there. My other brother’s wife
118
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[Verkin] had just had a baby [Nishan, “Sam”]. She was still in the hospital. My
eldest brother apparently called four times from San Diego to say that he has
Kerop and the girl with him but that he has lost Hampartzoum. He looked for
me but he could not find me. Who knows who has him… So Kaspar said:
“Hampartzoum is here.” Bedros had called a few times. Then he called again.
After all, they did not know the number in San Diego. [Bedros] called again to
say that “it is 1:00 or 2:00 am but I cannot find Hampartzoum.” 119 When Kaspar
told him that “Hampartzoum is here,” Bedros did not believe him. Then I got on
the phone myself. I told Bedros: “It is me, brother.” We used to call our brothers
“brother.” I repeated: “Yes, Pete, it is me. I am here in Los Angeles.” He asked
how I got there. I said: “I looked for you. I could not find you. Someone took me
in his car and drove me to San Diego.” Bedros said that he could not have been
able to get around alone even after living in America for so long. He said: “You
just arrived and got there on your own.” As I said, Bedros had an American
friend to show him the way and to accompany him. He did not believe me. In
any event eventually Bedros believed Kaspar. The next day Bedros also came.
[Kerop and I] had been [in Los Angeles] for about a year, year-and-a-half [1923]
when [Bedros] sold his store to a Syrian. I used to work in his store. My brother
had told him my secret that I had entered the country illegally. The Syrian had
told Bedros about his secrets and revealed how he got the money to buy the
grocery store and the building… [The Syrian] previously had a clothing store.
[He told my brother] how they [the Syrian] placed sand paper to light a match to
burn it down and they ran away, and so forth, and they got some [insurance]
money…Thus, the two had told
each other their secrets.
In 1925, illegal immigrants were deported.

After the [Syrian] bought
The United States had closed its borders to
[Bedros’] grocery store, the
refugees. There was a quota system for
each individual country. At what point did
business did not do well. When
the United States go off that system?
that happened, he asked for his
money back… One to one-and-ahalf years had passed by now…
So the [Syrian] threatened to tip
off the authorities about us [being in the country illegally]. When we heard that
the government would come and inspect the store, we thought that it is better for
us to go back to Mexico instead of getting caught… If they had caught us they
would make [Bedros] pay a fine [indistinct]. They might also send me back to
where I came from, that is Persia. They [the two brothers] gave $200 to Kerop
and me and we went back to Mexico. This was 1925.
Phone calls from San Diego to Los Angeles must have been on limited minutes. Hence the
need for repeated calls.
119
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In Mexico City, at first we could not find any jobs. Subsequently, we started
selling orange and lemon juice in the street… 120 Like soda pop [indistinct]…
Subsequently, I bought a machine for making ice-cream and popsicles. We
worked that way for four to five years. I
saved a few thousand dollars. I saved
nearly $15,000 to $17,000 in four to five
years. I deposited the money with Babayan.
We did not have any faith in banks over
there. The Mexicans themselves had no
faith in banks. We deposited it with
Babayan. It is true that Babayan used our
money but he would give it to us when we
wanted it.
Then I married and spent a few thousand
dollars on that. I sent a few thousand
dollars [$1000 each] to my brothers to repay
them for what they had sent me. We
bought furniture and so forth. We married.
Two to three years after that we obtained a
passport and a visa and came to America
[in 1935].
Chitjian family passport (Persian),
1935
Do you want me to go on? Maybe she
should speak a little.
[Interviewer] We might talk to your wife a
little later.
[H. Chitjian] Yeah [laughs].
[Interviewer] [Laughs] When you first
came to America, that is Los Angeles, how
many Armenians were there?
[H. Chitjian] At that time there were very
few Armenians.
Ovsanna Chitjian’s US immigrant
visa (1935)
120

[Interviewer] When you first came.

B/D Chapter 34, “Ten Best Years of My Life”
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[H. Chitjian] Do you mean when I came illegally? At that time I had no idea how
many Armenians there were. I only knew about our neighbors who were
Armenian. I knew that there were that many Armenians.
[Interviewer] Where did you live?
[H. Chitjian] We lived in East Los Angeles. [Initially,] we lived at 6th and Indiana
[in 1925; on Ditman the second time in the US in 1935].
[Interviewer] [Indistinct] Armenian neighbors?
[H. Chitjian] It is true that we had Armenian neighbors… There were many
Armenian neighbors. Only a few of the neighbors visited with us and only once
or twice a month because they all worked. At that time we did not have gettogethers once a week and we did not close the store on Sunday or anything like
that. We used to work very long hours. Many of them had grocery stores,
vegetable stands, and so forth. So we did not maintain social ties. This is when I
first came to America, when I stayed one to one-and-a-half years. However after
we came here the second time… That is…
[Interviewer] When you came with a proper passport…
[H. Chitjian] We came here in 1935. The second time we came we bought, I
mean, rented our first home. I opened a store [at Bonnie Beach and Whittier
Boulevard]. 121 We started interacting socially with the neighbors. After a few
months, I enlisted with the Dashnag Party.

Hampartzoum’s Dashnag Party membership card (1942-1943)
121
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None of my brothers had enlisted. All the time they were here they were not
even aware of what it was. At that time there were two committees. One was the
West Los Angeles Committee and the other was the East Los Angeles
Committee. Each one worked on its own. They did not do anything [of
significance]. One had ten to 15 members and the other hand 20 to 30 members. I
thought that it would best if we united. Then we had 82 members. We were 82
members.
[Interviewer] What was the name of that committee?
[H. Chitjian] To tell you the truth I forgot. I have the membership card where we
recorded the payment of dues. I do not know if that has the name written on it.
We used to pay $1 a month. We paid $12 for 12 months. Once they told us to
bring in new members. I brought my twin brother Kaspar and had him enlisted.
He stayed in it. After a long time… I would sometimes be the secretary,
sometimes the clerk, because I could read and write well. Many of the members
were Russian Armenians. 122 They did not know anything (could not read or
write). They used to work in the rubbish business. They would work at night.
Sometimes we would have meetings during the day and they would come and
fall sleep. When they woke up they would inquire what took place… Another
answered “I don’t know…” Many Russian Armenians did not know anything. 123
Anyhow after quite a long time… At that time [up to the 1950’s], the Armenians
were treated as if they were Mongols. They [the Americans] would not rent
anything to the Armenians. They would not sell homes to the Armenians. They
would do the same to the Mexicans, the blacks, the Japanese…
[Interviewer] Did they say that directly?
[H. Chitjian] Yeah, the Americans said it directly.
[Interviewer] Did they also tell you directly?
[H. Chitjian] They did, they did. They would say that “you are Armenian…” or
“you are Mexican…” Even when I became [a realtor in the mid-1940's]… I
obtained my real estate broker license. I got a real estate license because I spoke
Spanish. I went to another realtor who had four or five people working for him.
They told me not to sell to Japanese, Mexicans, blacks, or Russians. I told them I
got a real estate license only because I knew Spanish. I said: “What happens if I
sell to them?” They said: “You can sell. The government allows you to sell.
In the 1920's and 1930's Armenians from the Caucusus area (by that time Soviet Armenia,
Georgia, and Azerbaijan) were still referred to as 'Russian Armenians.' These Armenians spoke a
different dialect and were mostly refugees from the Bolshevik revolution.
123 Eventually most of them became millionaires!
122
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However if you sell [to them] the others in the neighborhood would not want
their neighborhood to be spoiled. They would not want blacks to come to their
neighborhood.”
[Interviewer] Did you say “leasing license”?
[H. Chitjian] Yeah, leasing license… To lease… The Mexicans rented…
[Interviewer] Oh, now I understand. OK.
[H. Chitjian] You could not sell houses to the Mexicans. We were surrounded
with Mexicans but you could not sell to them. We could not sell to the Japanese.
We were surrounded with Japanese, many Japanese, but you could not sell. So
that if the neighborhood was American it would not change… They wanted it to
stay as it is. However, I would sell to them. I asked: “What will happen if I
sell?” People will be upset with you. They might stone you when you walked
on the street. A car would come and hit you and they would declare that an
accident. So you could not enjoy the money you made. That is how they
intimidated us [in the 1940’s].
Anyhow, in those meetings we adopted the name “Hye Tahd.” Tarpinian 124, from
Boston, would come and he would advise us on how we can establish “Hye
Tahd” [Armenian Cause]… We wanted the Americans to understand that we
were not of the Mongol race, that we are a white people, that we belong to the
white race. Tarpinian came over to Los Angeles. At that time I was the secretary.
He asked what we had on the agenda. I told him that the top item on our agenda
was “Hye Tahd.” He asked: “What Hye Tahd?” I told him that they do not sell
land to many Armenians here, or even in Fresno. I told him that they do not rent
Armenians any homes. He said: “Leave that aside. We have another Armenian
cause.” He said that this cause is aimed at raising funds to persuade Americans,
lawyers, judges, or government officials with money, bribes, or through
friendship, to purchase Kars and Ardahan for Armenia. It was a good idea but
could you do it? If a place could be bought with money, the Jews would buy it…
Even if he could buy [land]… How would you be able to do it? I was not
convinced. At that time, after [Tarpinian] left… We abandoned the idea of “Hye
Tahd”… I had a lot of trouble coming to terms with that decision until an
agreement was reached. Then they came out [with another idea]… Whatever I
say here is true…
Then they came out and… This was around 1942. We were in this between 1935
and 1942. The Ramgavars… The church… There was only one church: the Surp
124

Rouben Tarpinian, founder of Boston Hairenik, an official mouthpiece of the Dashnag Party
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Khach [Holy Cross] Church. The Ramgavars wanted to have a separate church.
They said that… They wanted to have to two separate churches… They said that
it may be better if we go and register so that more of the votes would come to us,
so that fewer people would go to Surp Hagop so that it would not succeed. That
too struck me wrong that we have come from Turkey, that we have escaped
from all those massacres and all that torment… I want the Armenians to be
united. I do not want them divided. It is because of our divisions that we came
to that situation over 700 years. If we stay divided we will not accomplish
anything after not 700 years but even 7,000 years. All we had were a few
Armenians. When we ran from Kharpert they used to say that if one Armenian
escapes from Kharpert he will be pointed out as a rare creature. After all they
slaughtered millions. I saw millions of bodies. I saw millions of bones. I did not
like that. I decided to stay away. That is when I moved away from the Dashnag
Party [resigned membership in both church and political parties]. That division
pierced my heart.
I will show you other things [loosely written papers expressing his point of view
and sentiments on various issues] in a little while to explain why I want the
Armenian nation to unite. They have become a little more united recently. Do
you remember? They united with the demonstrations. They united over the
Armenian cause. That is what I want. Otherwise, if we are going to be divided
[nothing constructive will transpire]… For example, Beirut now [the civil war in
1976]… It was such a nice place in the past. When we were [first] in Beirut [in
1923] there were only a few houses. When we went recently [in 1969] it was as
prosperous as America. Now we hear that most of it has been destroyed. In
today’s paper there were reports that they are fighting each other again. What is
division good for? If there was no division Beirut was a virtual Switzerland,
right? Also the Armenians there
were so successful. It was very
good for Armenians. Everything
was good.
Demonstration marches from the Holy Cross
Church to the Armenian Genocide Memorial in
Montebello, California. Fifteen thousand
Armenians participated in these marches.
There were approximately 25,000 to 35,000
Armenians in Los Angeles at that time. Today
there are more than 500,000 Armenians in
Southern California and less than a thousand
attend the Genocide Memorial in Montebello.
Why? As we divide into various factions, we
lose our strength. Various demonstrations no
longer send a compelling message.
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The same is true now in America
[for Armenians]. We are only a
few Armenians left. We have to
treat each other well instead of
digging each other’s grave.
Sometimes you go to socialize at
banquets… We go out… Many
of my wife’s friends are mainly
on the Ramgavar side. They are
such nice people. They are very
nice as people. They are good in
terms of their devotion to the
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nation. They are good people in terms of their respect for their family. They
are genuine Armenian households. How… How could you not go and come
[socialize with each other]? [Division] is not a good thing. That is why I
withdrew. I go both to that side… I go to both Surp Hagop and Surp Khach. I
go to both the Ramgavars, when they have a picnic or something. However, I
still have the fire within me, as long as I have the sense of vengeance inside
me, as long as I have the mourning and concern for our forefathers…
Our forefathers… In 1895 [the Turks] only pillaged. At least in our immediate
family they did not kill anyone. 125 My father was out [on his job]. They [the
Kurds] took my mother out and they pillaged. They always described with tears
the misery and fear they suffered. However in our time [1915] instead of just
pillaging, they [the Turks] destroyed us completely as if with a lawn mower.
Only a few of us survived. Now you, as a young girl, I see you as my
grandchild… I treat you like an angel who has descended from heaven. Because,
as I said, this [account] will be written somewhere and it will stay there forever…
I tell you what is inside me. What I have inside is not just to praise the Dashnag
Party and to disparage the Ramgavars, or to praise the Ramgavars and to
disparage the Dashnag Party. Sometimes I hear some people say that the
Dashnags are Turks. Why? The truth is that the Dashnag Party is opposed to the
Turks. Nonetheless you hear many people say that the Dashnags are this or that.
The other day I wrote a note to the Ramgavars to explain what
Dashnagtsutyun means… It does not mean only that you are a Dashnag in
name. They do good work inside. That you cannot accomplish anything by
crying, talking, or shouting… That you can, umm [triumph], only with arms…
Only strength does it. The Ramgavars should, umm [conduct diplomacy], the
diplomatic way… The two sides should view the Armenian cause in an erudite
way. That is the best way. Both are good [necessary]. It would be better if the
two sides united. Then they could accomplish something. One hand cannot do
anything but two hands can make a sound [claps]. Is that not true?
There is a story. Perhaps this is the place to say it. "Two friends travel from one
village to another. In the villages there were no hotels. So they were received as guests in
someone’s house. The owner of the house decided to find out what kind of people these two
friends were. He takes one of them to one side and asks him what he thinks about his
friend. Is he a good man or what kind of man is he? “Don’t pay attention to him.” The
man says: “He is a donkey. Do not take him seriously. He is nothing.” The host does not
get upset and does not say anything. He then takes the other traveler to one side and asks
him what he thinks of his friend. The man says: “Do not take him seriously. He is a dog.
Don’t pay attention to him.” The host does not say anything. When the time comes for
dinner, he puts two bones in a plate for one and a bunch of grass in a plate for the other.
The guests look at each other. One asks the host: “What kind of host are you? How can I
125

Maternal grandfather was beheaded in the 1875 massacres (B/D Chapter 12, page 49).
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eat bones?” The host says: “Your friend told me that you are dog. You told me that he is a
donkey.” That is why he put grass in the other guest’s plate."
When we take our cause to the Americans, to Geneva, or wherever… One is a
Dashnag, he speaks against the Ramgavar. The Ramgavar on the other hand says
that the Dashnags are Turks. I have heard this myself. I heard this only recently.
This is what [breaks] my heart. The best I have seen in America, among the
[Armenians] who live among
the Americans, is… The first is
[Gabriel] Injejikian. When we
Who is an Armenian in the 21st century? We
came here and I started working
somewhat know about their ancestral origins.
with the Dashnags in 1935, I…
How much do we know about who and what
they were?
Dikran… What was it?
Dikran… Der Bedros or Der
Yet, today, a “real” Armenian could always
Hagop… What was it?
recognize another Armenian on the first
[O. Chitjian] Avedisian...

encounter.

[H. Chitjian] Dikran Avedisian.
He is still a member of the Dashnag Party and he is a good friend. He always
worked as chairman. He was a Russian Armenian. He also knew it from the
inside, he understood… Twelve committees… He had a good idea… He was old.
Dikran Avedisian… We were so close with each other… We said that the
Armenian nation has become so weak. They were slaves in yergeer… Here they
are buried in their work… For example my brothers were not even aware of the
existence of the Dashnag Party. They did not know anything [in the 1930’s]. They
did not have any schools or anything. We said that perhaps we should open a
school. 126 Ovsanna could verify… Here is Ovsanna. My kids were too young [for
school]. She [Zaruhy] was a baby. I would open the store at 7:00 am and would
close it at 11:00 pm. We closed late just to earn a few more pennies because when
the larger stores around us closed
we could make a few pennies
from people who wanted to buy
What impact is “establishing and maintaining
bread or milk. Nevertheless, I
our glorious past” having on the numerous
would find the time to go to
Armenian schools in the United States? Are
meetings. I would go so that we
the students just drifting into the general
could at least open a [Saturday]
mainstream of their “adoptive” country?
school. Sometimes Dikran
Avedisian would say… He was
always cooperative, he would not
Hampartzoum was bewildered that his predecessors who by now had established themselves
with jobs and had good incomes and the freedom had not even considered establishing a
Saturday school for their offspring.
126
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say anything [negative]… Whatever I proposed [he agreed]… We said that we
should open a school…
We paid $10 a week to a
woman… What was her
name? [Indistinct] Was it
The establishment of Armenian studies programs
Hayastan?
[O. Chitjian] Sato.

in various elite universities and numerous
Armenian day schools has resulted in an
impressive awareness in and involvement with
Armenia's past history and current Armenian
issues.

[H. Chitjian] Sato
[Hayastan], Sato [laughs].
At the same time, not only are there more
Help me a little. Her name
Armenian students involved, there is a growing
was Satenig but we called
interest and participation by non-Armenian
her Sato. She is still alive.
students in Armenian studies both in the United
We used to pay her $10 a
States and other countries across the world.
Education has made a significant impact.
week. She came to teach for
only two hours a week.
People who sent their kids
to school did not want to
pay $1 a month. They wouldn't pay. “Aghper jan, I will pay you next month [in
Eastern Armenian dialect].” You say you will pay but… We had ten to 12
students [their children]. We carried on like this for five or six months in vain
and finally realized that it would not work. We had to pay $10 per week for the
teacher, we had to pay $2 or $3 for the room, for the light, and so forth. Anyhow,
we could not do it; so we abandoned it.
It stayed that way; no one opened a school. This was 1942. 127 Then the war came.
Everybody got rich but still no one opened a school. [Gabriel] Injejikian was the
first to open one [in 1963]. It is always the one who takes the first step who is
laudable. You 128 are valuable to me because you are the first one [from Prof.
Richard Hovhannisian’s 129 class at UCLA] who has come here [to my house]. My
daughter was the first to teach about Armenians in [public] school, to American
[non-Armenian] kids [at Dixie Canyon in Sherman Oaks, California, 1974-1978].
That is hope for me. I say all this… I open my mind here… So that you
understand where I stand…
I love the Dashnag Party very much. Indeed I am immersed in it. After all
anyone who joins the Dashnag Party once, it always stays in him forever because
it is the fervor inside him that drove him in that direction. However nothing can
be accomplished with only one hand. We must unite… How many of us are left?
By now, there were several Saturday schools.
Salpi Haroutunian was a graduate of Holy Martyrs Ferahian School.
129 Professors Avedis Sanjian and Richard Hovhannisian
127
128
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The Jews were slaves for many thousands of years. Now they are very united
and now that helps them. Even God helps them. America, which is the greatest
country, is on their side. That means you must have unity at some point… So
that… When you go and say something on your own and say “that man is like
a donkey” and the other says “that man is like a dog”… What happens? Will
they respect us? No. Then will they give us an Armenia? Even if they gave us
an Armenia today, could the Dashnag Party go to Armenia with its comrades?
If they gave us a small piece of
land… Could they govern it?
No. The party is needed in
It would be interesting to research the
certain situations. One has its
intentions of the Armenians who immigrated
place, the other its place. One
to the United States in the early 1900’s. How
may be better than the other
many intended to return to their yergeer?
[with different objectives].
Were those who did not intend to return
There are differences. Still the
concerned about assimilation?
two must unite.
When we saw that there is an
Armenian cause, for me that was the world… It is almost a new light will be
created… Naturally we do not have the capability to do more but still I sent $200
and I wrote a letter to them that if there is real unity then this remains… During
the demonstration130… I think I went two years ago. I do not know if you were
there. We marched from the park until wherever we went. We all went. My son,
my daughter-in-law, we all went. We did it all together. It was a great pleasure
for me. That was the only light in the world. You remember our past and how
the Turks enslaved you. What does it mean when my father had nine children…
When they pillaged in 1895, he realized that when his children grow they will be
fodder for the Turks. He first
sent my older brother in 1909.
When my other brother got a
What were Mardiros's thoughts? Without a
little older, when he was 15 or
feasible alternative, he “surrendered” his four
16 he sent him also [in 1913].
sons to the Turks. How would he feel if he knew
We four brothers and three
that out of all of his sons, including grandsons,
only Hampartzoum struggled to fulfill
sisters stayed there. He [my
Mardiros’ aspirations. The others faded away
father] took us four brothers by
into “assimilation.”
the hand and “surrendered” us
to the Turks. They took him,
umm… They told him that they
will shoot him. What did he feel when he left us? He returned home to my
sisters, my mother… How did they shoot him? If he could come back today and
he saw that the Dashnags and the Ramgavars are opposed to each other, how
The walk between the Armenian church in Montebello to the Armenian Genocide memorial in
Bicknell Park.
130
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would he curse them? There are
all these people who have seen
these… Our own eyes have
seen this… How are they [the
martyrs of the Genocide] going
to accept this?
4:11:30

What transpired in the first administration of
the Republic of Armenia in the early 1990’s?
Only by working together, can the republic
succeed!

[End of Side A of Tape 5]
[Begin Side B of Tape 5]
[H. Chitjian] Look here what is written [referring to his prayer book], “May this
prayer book not fall in the hands of an unworthy person.” Also not even an
unworthy priest… They are both the same.
This is what I used to read, “I Confess
with Faith,” with my brothers, father,
and grandfather. We used to sit crosslegged on the floor in front of the
fireplace. It has 24 verses. After that
we concluded with “May the Lord
Have Mercy,” may there be peace,
give us freedom, and so forth [each
night we prayed for two hours before
dinner]. They took such a religious
man and killed him along with 1.5
million others.

Hampartzoum’s prayer book.

I got this book for 1 kooroosh, which was worth a day’s food [a loaf of bread]. I
bought it from the hands of a Turk [a teenage boy who most likely did not know
the significance of the book].
I remained among the Turks for six years. How did I conceal it? Where did I
conceal it? I just protected myself from being caught. Many times I walked [from
village to village] with just the clothes on my back. If I were caught and this book
was discovered on me, they would have killed me.
When I escaped [out of Turkey] with the three boys over the mountains, we read
with strong faith. I always prayed that God would take me somewhere where I
would be free from the Turks.
This is what my brother [Kerop] wrote when we left Beirut in 1923—God rest his
soul he is now deceased.
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Now I am in another dilemma. Some time ago I clipped a photo from two
separate newspapers, the Courier and Asbarez. It shows two priests, clasping
hands, reflecting unity. Wishfully they are but [in reality] they are not. I only
wish that they would unite—it is wrong if they don’t. What is the reason they
don’t? It is up to them to remedy the problem. Now do you understand the
dilemma I am in and why I have written this?
I have written here [top of photograph]: “May they stand on their heads if they
[the Armenian political parties and church] do not unite.”
This couple reminds me of our two priests in yergeer. Remember Der Boghos who
said we should turn in our guns and Der Krikor who said we should not?
[Interviewer] One said to pick up guns and the other…
[H. Chitjian] [Laughs] That is
right, you remembered.

If there was enough time and “will” an endless
quantity of uncovered, revealing accounts
could have been drawn out of Hampartzoum.
He had so much more to say about what he
personally experienced.

Now do you understand my
feelings, my disposition? That
is the result of disunity. Those
who have witnessed it
Unfortunately, as he always noted, the most
[consequences of disunity] will
painful emotional experiences are the most
disclose their experience. Blood
difficult to express or to record. Physical
flows from their mouths. When
cringes, body reactions, tears, eyes, sobs
I express these words I hope
always revealed that there was more to the
you will understand [what I
story.
suffered], what is in my head
[memory and emotions] and
how I feel. I have only
conveyed a small portion. You cannot reveal everything in one sitting. With
blood flowing from their mouths, and tears [flowing from their eyes]…
Remembering the past… What the Turks did to humanity…

We will go [die], we ate [experienced] it, we tasted it [we suffered it and it is
imprinted in our psyche]…
Here is another curse word the Turks made us say—we always had to curse on
the cross. There was a boy from Fresno and he said the same thing. [Inaudible]
[Interviewer] Do you have a copy?
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[H. Chitjian] This is a copy. Take it. But just ask what happened to my father’s
four sons. He dropped us off at the Turkish school. Then they made us pillage
the Armenian homes with our own hands. There was this Turk [Meudayee
Oomoomee or district attorney of Perri]… Kaspar will confirm [Kaspar was his
slave]… He made him pillage our house and take all of our belongings to his
house with the “intent” that this was for safekeeping until the massacres were
over and that then they would be returned.
[O. Chitjian] Why is that significant?

Now that the Interviewer
know this, what has she
done to promote unity
among the Armenians ?

[H. Chitjian] No, this is important. This girl [the
interviewer] is young but her brain is large [she is
bright].
[Interviewer] It is important for him as a survivor.
He sees his life this way and that is important. That
is how he lives.

[H. Chitjian] That is important.
[Interviewer] Just as seeing all of
this… This is important for me.
It is all important.
[O. Chitjian] What has anyone
done upon hearing all about
this? 131

Because nothing of much significance
“surfaced” directly addressing the Armenian
genocide, many survivors were reluctant to
make the effort to record their personal
experiences prior to 1965. Instead, they were
encouraged to forget and “get on with their
lives.”

[Interviewer] They listen and
put aside what they want. If they are interested they could look at it.
[H. Chitjian] If it is written down the “story” will remain some place. Now the
blacks have made a film [“Roots”]. Have you seen it? The Americans have made
a story. The “story” will remain. That is how it is. 132

131 Ovsanna was always more direct and insightful. Every time a memory is related, the
experience is relived and pain is aggravated
132 Letter to Tom Bradley thanking him for being instrumental in getting the “Forgotten
Genocide” aired on Channel 13 (all other major channels declined). Hampartzoum followed this
letter when the film “Roots” was aired. He made a point identifying with the character of Kinta
Kunte, a slave of his own age, experiencing similar circumstances.
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Now this is about speaking the language correctly. Let me summarize [the story].
I took it from a Malatyatsi journal. "Someone who had just changed his house
goes to his friend’s house. As they go upstairs, they ask about the owner. His
name is Rooshdee. He is Armenian but they changed his name to a Turkish
name." When Armenians scatter [to other lands] their names are changed.
Consequently, they lose everything—their house, their food, nation, children…
They lose control of everything. That’s why it is best for everyone to have their
own country [yergeer].
[Quoting from the Malatyatsi journal] Next they ask where his wife is. “She’s
here but she doesn’t speak Armenian” [even though she is Armenian. Then they
ask if he has any children. “I have a child.” “How do you speak with him? Let
your child come and let me see how he speaks.” The child enters and says
“mama” and utters a few nonsensical words. In jest, I asked what language that
is. He replied “international.” Supposedly, they were speaking in Eastern
Armenian.
And this is a bandught [a person who is away from his homeland] Armenian.
[Tells what an Armenian is.] Here you can read it—it’s about the dilution of
blood…
[End of Side B of Tape 5]
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Epilogue
All of Hampartzoum’s accounts of his six years of survival paint the same picture.
They describe situations of “a hair’s breadth from death” and critical turns of
events that led to his survival. Six years is a long time. Although we have a fairly
clear account of the critical points of his life, we don’t have an account of his
daily existence and the experience of how he had to endure each day as an
“incognito Turk.”

