
































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































2 :x: FOUR YEARS IN THE MOUNTAINS OF KURDISTAN

She didn't come home! When I asked where she was, she could not
answer.’

“Come with me," I said, taking his arm and easing him out the door.
“Muhtar,” I murmured, “God heard your prayers and has come to help

”

you.

“What?”

“Keoseh, our gardener, is with the mudur right now, accusing Veli
of robbing the vegetable garden in the rain last night. And since Veli
was not home...”

“What if that whore of mine testifies that he was in bed with her
the whole night?”

“She will never do that, but if she does, it will be worse for him.”

“How?”

“They would say that Veli robbed the garden to please his
sweetheart.”

The muhtar nodded wearily.

We went together to see the mudur, who was very angry.

“Where have you been?” he demanded. All of you—Bozo, Keoseh,
Muselim, Muhtar—go to the garden immediately and measure the
tracks. They will prove who is the thief.”

We were at the door when the muhtar turned back: “Bey, we can
measure the footprints, but Veli is not here.’

“Where is he?”

“I do not know.”

“Ask your wife. Go home and ask your wife! Go home and break
her cursed bones. Have you no pride, have you no shame? Kill that
dirty slut! Crush her bones under your heel. Do not fear, I am the
judge and the ruler of this area, I represent the government and the
law. I will not let you be hung for that.”

The old Kurd no longer heard. Someone had plunged a knife into
his wound and was turning it mercilessly. The entire village knew

about Veli and his wife, and he was already suffering for that. But
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nobody had shouted it so cruelly to his face, nobody had spit the adul-
tery squarely upon his beard. Up to this moment, he had hoped that
the mudur and his family did not know about his disgrace. Now all
hopes were smashed, his heart broken. His back rounded a little more,
and his arms hung uselessly at his sides.

“You go to the garden,” he mumbled to Keoseh. And then to me,”]
am going home.”

I wanted to stop him, but instinct told me to let him go. Ten min-
utes later he was back. I looked at him questioningly, fearfully. He
understood. In a weak voice, shaking from shame and emotion, he
said:

“No, I did not kill her. She is not home, she has escaped.”

After wandering around the demolished garden for a long time and
taking measurements, I myself almost believed that Veli was the thief.
Despite last night's drenching rain, Bozo's and my footprints remained
intact in the red clay soil. Of course this was due to the properties of
clay, but I saw the finger of God there. How our footprints had grown
enough to match Veli's feet was easy to explain after seeing them. The
clay sticking to our moccasins made them larger, and since we slipped
with every pace, the outlines had become huge. Fortunately, such rea-
soning would not occur to the simple men of the village.

By now the situation had reached a point that would be devastat-
ing for somebody. And that somebody was Veli. If I had wanted to,
could have spared him the disaster. But I was not crazy. I had looked
to the heavens when, unexpectedly, on earth, I found a way to avenge
the death of the innocent Armenian gitl whom he had defiled and
made pregnant.

With my naive belief in fate and destiny, there was only one expla-
nation for this: the finger of God. Although somewhat late, God
wanted Veli to be punished for his crime.

Four of us returned from the vegetable garden to report to the
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mudur. The evidence left no doubt.

The mudur sent us to look for Veli, but he was not at home.“Sooner
or later he will return,” he said, cracking his whip.“I know how to deal
with him.”

We tried for hours to find Veli. Finally I gave up and went to care
for the horses. The mudur was on a stool in front of the barn, watching
as I worked. Fortunately, his eyes could not penetrate the thick layers
of hay we had piled over the melons and watermelons from last night,
or else Veli’s fate and mine would trade places.

“After you feed the horses, go and see if the bastard has returned,”
he said, rising from the stool.

“I do not think so," I replied. “Muhtar’s wife has run off, and he is
probably with her.”

“I will show him what it means to rob a bostan and take somebody
else’s wife.”

“I don't understand why anyone prefers somebody’s wife when our
village is full of young girls.”

“Otherwise there would be no theft,” the mudur hastened.“Haven't
I told you that a Kurd is not happy unless he steals?”

Each time he spoke I shook with anxiety. I kept going in and out
of the barn. My eyes focused continually on the stack of hay covering
our loot.

I was afraid that he would try to investigate further. Several times
in the past when pursuing major crimes, he had turned to mysticism.
He would call Farieh, his youngest daughter, or any young girl from
age eight to ten, and draw a triangle in her palm and a circle within the
triangle. Then he would write some numbers and recite verses about
mystical beings, and question her at length about the images she saw
in her palm. He boasted that he had learned the ritual from an old
dervish in Constantinople who had supernatural powers.

Now, recalling all this, I was afraid that the dervish's powerful ritual

would help him identify Bozo and me. How could we escape if Farieh,
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or another child, were to widen her eyes in discovery and shout, “The
stolen goods are in our house!”

All day I stayed close to the mudur and tried to keep his mind off
the theft. Finally, when the sun disappeared behind the hills, I took
a deep breath. I grilled a sizable fish over the fire and, with raki that I
cooled in icy water, took it to him on a tray.

“Welcome, my friend.”

He gulped down the raki and wiped his mouth.

“Give me my saz.”

I lifted the saz off the wall and handed it to him. He put it under
his arm, adjusted it on his belly, and started to play—always the same
simple and monotonous tune. After struggling with it, he stopped.

“Where is Bozo? Call him, I want him to sing for me.’

I went out to get him.

Bozo tilted his head and sang in an untrained but sweet voice, and
it was quite late when he stopped, having exhausted his repertoire. I
urged him to continue, pointing out that if the mudur was drunk, he
would not dig into the details of the robbery.“Don't forget that it was
your idea to rob the bostan.”

The mudur opened his eyes.

“Muselim, hey, Muselim!”

“Efendim!”

“Go and bring Veli here. If he is not at home, get on your horse and
find him. Do not let me see you without him.”

“I'll do it, Bey."

“Take your gun with you. If he gives you any trouble, kill him on
the spot like a dog. I give you permission.”

“Yes, Bey.’

It would be easy to shoot Veli for any reason, but tomorrow, when
the mudur was sober and reasonable, he would blame me, and I would

never escape his anger. Taking vengeance is fine, but keeping your head
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on your shoulders is better, I thought.
“Take my ten-shooter hanging on the wall and put it in your belt.”
I took it and left. When I reached Veli's doorstep I saw a light
within and pushed open the door. Veli was hunched over, mending
his moccasins.

“Veli, Mudur Bey wants you.”

“Now? At night?”

“Yes.”

“For what?”

“I don't know.”

He rose from the fireplace, glanced at the corner where his parents
were sleeping, and headed out ahead of me. When we arrived at our
house, he looked worried and smoothed his clothes.

“Bey, Veli is at the door.”

“Bring him in and call the muhtar.”

After grumbling about having to leave his bed at this hour, the
muhtar joined me. I prepared him along the way.

“Something important is up. Veli is there, and the bey is drunk.”

When we entered the room, the mudur was threatening Veli, his
whip in hand.

“Tell me the truth. Where were you last night?”

“Bey, I kiss your feet, but I've told you over and over that—"

“T heard you, I am not deaf, but I want the truth, not a lame story
that you went to Sovouk-Sou.”

“What can I do if you don't believe me, Bey? What can I do?”

“What can you do?” the mudur was raging.“You can ruin this man’s
life,” pointing to the muhtar with the tip of his whip, “by wrecking his
house, by taking his wife. In the darkness you can sneak into my vege-
table garden and rob it, and who knows what else...”

“My Bey, my Pasha,” pleaded Veli,“I have not been in your garden,
I have stolen nothing. I was not here last night.”

“Where were you, scoundrel? Who were you with? What were you
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doing? Do you have witnesses?”

“I have, Bey.”

“Who is it? Name who it is!”

Veli flicked a side glance at the muhtar and said nothing.

“You are lying, you Kurdish ass,” the muhtar intervened.”Do you think
we are fools? Is there anybody in the village with feet as big as yours?”

“What does the size of my feet have to do with all this?” cried Veli,
startled.

“Don't pretend, don' hide your guilt!” shouted the mudur. “It was
not I who measured them, it was these boys, this muhtar. Do you want
me to call Keoseh also? You bastard. The man worked for six months
to grow that vegetable garden, and you ruin it in one night!”

Raising his whip, he attacked him viciously. The blows landed on
his shoulders, back, head, waist, buttocks.

Veli was moaning in pain and fear.

“I didn't do it, my Pasha, I did not rob the bostan, believe me, in the
name of your children, in the name of God, I swear...”

“Shut up, you scoundrel, swearing means nothing to a Kurd. I will
teach you about robbery, I will beat you until you confess or die, and
I will leave your body unburied so the dogs and jackals can chew on
your bones.”

He stopped for a moment.

“Muselim, get me some raki.”

I took it to him. He swallowed it and turned to the muhtar and
Bozo: “Lay him down!”

We three looked at each other but did not move.

“Lay the dog down, I say,” barked the mudur again, and lunged
toward us.

I went to Veli and said softly: “Veli, lie down. It is better to receive
the blows on your feet than on your face. I promise,” I lowered my
voice, “T won't hit hard. Cry out very loud to convince him you are

about to die. Then we will let you go.”
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Veli looked at me but said nothing. He stared at the open door of
the room. Perhaps he was considering escape. I took the ten-shooter
off the wall, kicked the door shut with my foot, and put my finger on
the trigger.

“Lie down, Veli. I do not intend to get beaten in your place.”

“But you will kill me!”

“Nothing will happen to you; your evil soul is very strong,” the
muhtar sneered.

“Lie down.”

Veli put his hands over his face and started to weep. I tried to turn
away from that huge man crying.

“Tie his feet and hold them up high!” ordered the mudur.

We did.

“Muselim, bring the cane.”

Veli howled and his body twitched like a spring when the first blow
landed on both his feet.

“Shut up, you ass of a Kurd, aren’t you ashamed?”

The mudur was getting angrier amid the screams. He was breath-
ing hard but continued to strike. Veli tried in vain to escape the blows
by moving his feet right and left. Bozo and the muhtar were holding
the ties. The mudur was panting.

“Are you ready to confess?”

“My Bey, my pasha, I kiss your feet, in the name of your children,
in the name of God, in the name of the Prophet, believe me, I did not
go into your bostan.”

“Continue,” said the mudur, handing me the cane.

I took my position beside his feet and, leaning over, whispered:
“Veli, it is to your advantage if you confess.”

“What should I confess? I did not do it.”

Bozo's face was ash white.

“Start!” ordered the mudur.

Blow...blow...blow.
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“Confess!”

Blow...blow.

Veli’s feet.

I stopped. The muhtar and Bozo put his feet down very carefully.

“What is it? Why did you stop?” the mudur demanded, trying to
stand up.

“Bey, he is bleeding”

“Let him bleed, let him die.”

“Bey, it will cause trouble later...”

“Nothing will happen. Continue.”

“But he is unconscious.”

“So what? Throw some water on his face and when he comes to,
continue.”

“He will die, Bey, it is enough.”

“Let him die, it will be one dog less.”

Pretending to get some water, I ran to Naileh Hanum.

“Hanum, he wants to beat him to death.”

“What can I do?”

“You can intervene. We will have trouble tomorrow. I know that
when he comes to his senses, he will blame me.”

The mudur’s voice was calling me from the next room.

“Go back and do not beat him any more,” the hanum advised. Find
a way to get the muhtar out of the room so that I can go in and try to
calm him.”

I took a bowl of water and rushed in.

Muhtar and Bozo had untied his feet; Veli was lying flat out on the
dirt floor like a log.

“Do you want some water, Veli?”

He did not answer.

The mudur threw the water on his face.

“Get up, bastard. Aren't you ashamed?”

He hadn't the strength to open his eyes.
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“Get up, I say. Do you hear?” He pushed him with his foot.“Why
are you lying there like an ass? Do you think this is a dog’s den?”

Veli did not move, did not hear, did not feel the tip of mudur’s
shoe kicking his side. Yellow-faced, forehead wet, eyes closed, he was
motionless as a cadaver on the ground.

I pitied him. I had started to feel sorry for him earlier, but had
not accepted it up to now. I tried to shed my feelings and revert to
my former hatred for a thousand reasons. I tried to remember those
black days, the inhuman acts suffered by my people at the hands of the
Kurds, the slaughter of my relatives. No use. I tried to remember the
oath I made over Asia’s grave. No help. I felt like crying, and crying,
and never stopping. For what? For whom? I did not know.

The mudur’s voice roused me.“Muselim, get me a raki.’

I filled the cup and gave it to him. He was sitting on the couch,
panting. He looked calm, almost sober, but the brutishness in his
Turkish soul had not abated. He swallowed the raki and whipped the
cup back to me.

“I will teach these Kurds that everything has a limit! Murder, pros-
titution, adultery, robbery, all have their limits. For the last three years,
so busy killing the Armenians and raping the gitls, they forgot that
it is against the law and religion. Stealing properties from the gavurs
and then from each other, they forgot that stealing is forbidden by the
Koran and by the Prophet. I will force these truths into their stupid
heads or my name is not Nazum. I will beat them and put all the
Kurds in jail until they understand! Fill me a raki.”

I gave him half a cup.

“What is this half?”

“My hand is shaking and I don't want to spill any.”

“Do you think I am drunk?”

“No. I have not seen you drunk.”

“Bozo, you bastard, sing me something in Turkish.’

While he was distracted, I beckoned the muhtar to help me.
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Together we lifted Veli's limp body and dragged him outside.

“What the hell are you doing? Where are you taking him?” the
mudur shouted after us. Just then, the door of the next room opened
and Naileh Hanum appeared. She walked into the mudur’s room
silently and closed the door behind her.

Muhtar and I pulled Veli away from the house and, when we were
far enough, let his limp body sink to the ground. The cool night air
brought him around. He raised his hands to his head and started to
moan.

“Why didn't you let the dog die from the beating?” the muhtar
berated me.

I did not answer. He was seething with vengeance and hatred. How
could I confess that I was afraid for myself, and that my troubled con-
science was also part of it? How could I explain to that relentless
husband that if Veli died under the beating, the mudur would blame
me for not preventing a fatality, and threaten me when he recovered
from his drunkenness in the morning: “If you cannot help and cannot
control a critical situation, why do I keep you in this house?”

And if, God forbid, it ever came out that Bozo and I were responsi-
ble for all of this, then our lives—especially mine—would be worthless.

Still, T had to answer the muhtar.

“He has been punished enough for looting the vegetable garden...
and as for his other sins, let God punish him. Now take his arm and
let’s get him into his house,” I said.

It was easy to say, but doing it was impossible. Veli could not use
his legs, and his body was huge and heavy as lead.

“Wait,” I said, to the muhtar.“Wait here until I bring the stretcher
so we can carry him on it.”

“All right,” he said, as he straightened up.

Two minutes later, when Bozo and I returned from the barn with
the stretcher, we saw Veli's long body stretched out motionless on the

ground, with no sign of the muhtar.
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“Where has he gone?” I thought aloud.

“Who?”

“The muhtar.”

“He has probably gone around the corner to piss.”

We moved closer. We stood frozen. I covered my mouth with my
hands to stem a cry. Where Veli’s head should have been, there was a
big round stone, heavy, black, smeared in blood.

Bozo leaned over to look, screamed, and fled.

I stood, horrified, trying to figure out what had happened.

Months before, when we were digging to build our fence, Bozo and
I had found a large stone. We washed it and set it by the wall so that
when our work was finished at the end of the day, we could sit on it
and rest while listening to the sound of the river.

Obviously the muhtar had managed to lift up that heavy stone, as

high as he could, and with a venomous curse dropped it on Veli's head.

THE BRIDE TO BE
It was late night when a knock came at the door. I took my pistol, fin-
ger on the trigger, and stood to one side: “Who is it?”

“It’s me, open the door,” a voice answered.

It was Khudur's son, Haso.® “Hurry, open the door.”

On the porch flooded with moonlight, with along-barreled Mauser
rifle in hand, rows of ammunition across his shoulders, and a knife in
his belt, stood Haso. At his side was a small human being with a col-
orful turban on her head.

“Here, I brought you a sistet,” he said, pushing her toward me.

He asked that we “take her in for now” and said he would explain

later. He was about to leave when he turned: “Guard her well, and

8 For some time Haso lived as a bandit in the mountains. The Ottoman government, unable to
cope with his kind, passed a law saying that if such outlaws surrendered and engaged in agricul-
ture, they would not be punished for their ill deeds and would be exempt from conscription
into the army. After that law was enacted, Haso came to the mudur, saying: “ Vehip Pasha has

pardoned me.” From that day on, he was a friend to the mudur and his home.
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don't let anybody know she is here.”

He leaped on his horse and disappeared.

I understood what was going on. Haso had carried the girl off from
her father’s house and brought her here for safekeeping.

When the sound of hoofbeats faded, I turned to her.“Come, come
in, make yourself at home. Haso is our good friend.”

“I know,” she said, entering.

I lit a candle made of goat fat and held it high to see her. Under
the bright turban circling her head, a young face appeared, angelic and
innocent.

“Where are you from?” I asked.

“Chorakh.”

“Do you have mother, father?”

“I have my parents and three brothers.”

“How old are you?”

“Sixteen.’

“Do they know you love Haso and that you ran off with him?”

“Only old Birwa. She raised me, I grew up on her milk.”

“Does she know that you ran away?”

“Do not tell anyone, but she helped me.”

“Birwa must be a good woman.”

She nodded vigorously. With every move, the coins in her hair,
hanging about her neck and arms, jingled and jangled. She was wear-
ing an elaborate embroidered dress that had been made for festive
occasions.

“I will wake the hanum and she will take care of you," I said.

“Wait, please, I beg you,” she replied.“T am afraid of the hanums.”

“I am sure they will like you, especially the elder daughter. She is
just about your age.”

“But...”

“But what?”

“How do I behave with them?”
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“Just as you do with me. It’s true that I am not a bey or a hanum,
but they are people like me, you can be sure of that”

“Can I act like a normal person with the big hanum too?”

“You will see her tomorrow morning. She will be like your mother.
Now I will take you to Kadriye Hanum to care for you. But tomorrow
morning, when you see the big hanum, kiss her hand—they like such
gestures. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” She smiled sweetly and nodded. Then she grabbed my hand
and took it to her lips.

“What are you doing? Do I look like a big hanum?”

She covered her face with her hands and laughed, then straight-
ened up and smoothed her hair.

I went to Kadriye's room and softly knocked. When she came out,
I quickly explained everything and took the gitl's hand and put it in
Kadriye's palm.“Here, I deliver her to you; she is yours.”

“You mean she ran away from her father’s house to get married?”
she gasped.

“Uh huh”

She reached out and hugged the girl.“Oh my little fool, come in.”

There was nothing more for me to do. I went to my corner and got
into bed with my clothes on.

I was sleepless for a long time. It was not hard for me to put myself
in Haso's shoes, and Kadriye in place of his young fiancé. But when I
imagined lifting her onto my horse to flee, I could not think of where
to take her. In the whole wide wortld there was not a single place, nor
any friend, whose door I could knock upon at night, and say, “Here,

I brought you a girl. Please take care of her and do not tell anybody.”
*T"Q@D*V

Morning came peacefully. The animals streamed out of the stable and
were led to graze with Shepherd Ahmet striding ahead of them, staff over

his shoulder. Thin, bluish smoke rose from the chimneys and the pleasant
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aroma of frying eggs filled the air. Young goats scrambled and climbed over
the low roofs, and half-naked children tumbled into the streets, munching
on pieces of buttered bread, calling for their dogs and friends.

Suddenly, from the east, a cloud of speeding horsemen ruptured
the scene. Even before the dust settled, they pulled up in front of
Haso's house, firing Martinis (rifles) in the air.

“Hey, Haso, you scoundrel, where are you? Come out!”

“Come out so we'll teach you what happens to abductors!”

Haso appeared with his father and brother, thumbs dug into his
belt, looking featless, scornful, measuring them up and down.

“By Allah,” he sneered, “these breast-feeding babies dare to call me
a scoundrel?”

Then, to the older leader of the group: “Why do you give firearms
to children? They can get hurt!” He stopped for their reaction and
continued.“Come in and see for yourselves that no girl is here. You are
knocking at the wrong door.”

“Kidnapper! Then who ran off with our girl?”

“A brave man. If you had locked your doors securely, the roosters
could not have snatched your hen,” he laughed mockingly.

“Believe him, he is telling the truth, Wallahi. I swear by Allah there
is no girl in our house,” his father hastened.

They did not believe him; who would believe the sworn word of a
Kurd?

It was just then that our new village head, whether planned or
by chance, appeared. He listened to both sides and raised his arms,
now as arbitrator and disposer of justice. He asked them to get off
their horses, put down their rifles, have a yogurt drink, and cool off.
“Wherever your girl is, we will find her,” he assured them.

“You son of a bitch, bastard, why don't you confess that she is here?”
shouted the gitl’s uncle to Haso’s father. Several others grumbled but
slowly dismounted and, bending their heads down, stepped through

the low door of Haso's hut.



282 # FOUR YEARS IN THE MOUNTAINS OF KURDISTAN

Several hours of bargaining and negotiating brought no agreement.
Passions were still inflamed when it came time for lunch, and it took
some coaxing before they sat at the table. But full stomachs tended to
calm them, and the conversation became more reasonable. They hung
the Martinis on the wall and put away their other arms.

“This place is too hot. Let us go to my office,” said the new muhtar,
as he rounded up both sides and led them off. The office was a wide
and spacious room that had been built by skilled hands. Long wooden
planks lined the walls and wood-carved decorations were everywhere.
On one side was a fireplace large enough to barbecue a whole calf.
Along the walls were low banks of seating covered with rugs, and
above the fireplace was a prominent display of arms.

Toward evening, an agreement was reached. The groom would give
a dowry of six sheep, four goats, and one cow to his father-in-law, who
in turn promised to bless the couple on their wedding day.

“And now, let us see our girl so we can return home in peace,” said
the father.

“Your daughter is not here in this village.”

“We can make you tell,” said one of the young boys, reaching for
his dagger.

“Stay where you are; there is no need to start up!” ordered the father,
and turned to his future in-laws.“Let it be as you wish. We will see our
daughter in fifteen days on the day of the wedding.” And they left.

The villagers, who had been holding their breaths while they fol-
lowed the negotiations, were relieved and happy.

"There has been no wedding here for three years. We can't wait for
the celebration!” someone shouted. A moment later several young men
mounted their horses and left for the plains, eager to start training for

javelin-throwing and other competitive games on the big day.

The week before the festivities, Haso appeared to officially invite the

hanums to his wedding.“The roof of our house is low, the door narrow,
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and the floor earthen. But our food is halal [permitted] and our hearts
are open. We will be most pleased if the hanums would honor us by
coming to my wedding.’

The mudur politely explained that for “obvious reasons,” the older
hanums could not attend, but Farieh, his youngest daughter, would be
there throughout.

Haso asked, “With your permission, we hope that the bride may
start the procession from your house. That would be a great honor
for us and, I believe, would strengthen my father-in-law’s respect for
me. And we also thought that the procession should tour the village a
couple of times. Naturally, your little hanum, as maid of honor, would
accompany the bride.”

“Of course, of course,” the mudur grunted impatiently, bored with
such details.

Pleased that everything had gone well, the groom paid elaborate
respects and left. I went to the harem to tell the women.

“You are all invited to the wedding, but only Farieh Hanum may
go. The others cannot attend for obvious reasons.”

“What about me? Why can't I go?” Kadriye said, rising from the
settee.

“Are you crazy, tomboy?” her mother chided. “Farieh is permitted
because she is a child”

“If she is a child, then I am a grown-up!”

“That is exactly why you may not go,” replied her mother.

“I will wrap myself completely in my charshaf [covering garment]
from head to toe. Please, mother.”

The case was presented to the mudur. He listened to each side like
a reasonable judge until, faced with his daughter’s pleading looks, he
gave way: "All right, let her go too.”

Happiness filled the house, because Kadriye was loved by every-
one, Her joy was everybody’s joy, and her sadness was everyoness.

In the evening, when Kadriye had a chance to be with me, she
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asked:“Which horse do you think I should ride?”

“The red one, of course. Red.”

“My father might object.”

“If you were able to persuade your father to let you go to the wed-
ding, you will manage this too. And I will be at your side.”

“Infidel!”

She was very happy, and fled into the house.

w{—o(g:)o?

The next day, as I neared the stable, the horse recognized my footsteps
and started to stomp and neigh. I opened the door and went to him
with soothing words. His sharp, fine ears pointed up and he looked at
me. I held his beautiful head in my arms and caressed him. I untied
him and we went out together. He took deep breaths, looked toward
the distant forest, and pulled at the rope in my hand. He started dig-
ging at the ground impatiently.

When I lifted the noose from his neck he stood for a moment,
unbelieving, took a few steps and then, certain that he was free, raised
his head and ran to the field. His mane and tail streamed behind him,
and the rays of the sun glistened on his hide.

Mudur, watching admiringly, was concerned: “I hope he does not
overdo it.”

“I don't think so. When he comes back I will massage his knees
with cold water.”

Kadriye, seeing us from the window, emerged.

“What is it, my daughter?”

“Papa, which horse will I ride to the wedding? The one running
out there?”

“A beautiful girl like you should have a horse that becomes you, but
that one is dangerous.”

“But Papa, Muselim will be with me.”

“There is still time, we will think about it,” he said, and turned away.



ARAM HAIGAZ H 0%

Kadriye and I looked at each other and laughed. We had won!

When the subject came up the next day, the mudur was annoyed:
“My infidel son, I know that you put the idea in her head to ride the
red horse. If anything happens to my daughter, Allah is witness, you
will not escape my hand. I will have you skinned!”

“If anything happens to her, as Allah is my witness, I will donate
my skin to you,” I replied fervently.

Hearing that, he stopped and looked directly at me, unblinking.
I did not turn my eyes away. He shook his head and went into the
house. It was the first time, I believe, that he suspected that my feeling
for his daughter went beyond the proper bounds of a servant.

Finally the wedding day came. Kadriye was busy and excited as she
prepared the bride. She fussed, dressed her, adorned her with jewelry,
and fashioned her hair. Her mother lost patience: “That is enough.
Now come here so I can make you ready, too.”

“What's all the fuss about?” I heckled, poking my nose in.“Who's
going to see anything under her charshaf 2

“Mind your own business!” Kadriye snapped.

“Forgive me,” I bowed in mock reverence and went out.

When I returned they were ready, and the mother was instructing
her daughter.“Do not lift your veil when you look around to see this or
that. Remember, you are not a child, you are old enough to be married.
It is a sin for a Muslim girl your age to show even the tip of a single hair
to the opposite sex.”

“Muselim sees my hair...”

“That does not matter; he is a family member. Do not dare to forget
my words. Let them be earrings upon your ears.”

“Yes, Mother, I will”

“If you see her feeling dizzy on the horse, take her down and let her
walk,” the mother said to me.

“Yes, Hanum, do not worry. When I am with the horse, he obeys.

He is gentle as a lamb.”
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“I know. Otherwise, do you think I would allow you to put my little

chick on that animal?”

The groom’s party came to our door with drums and pipes, leading a
heavy, gentle, white horse for the bride to ride. Before mounting she
flung her arms around the Naileh Hanum's neck and bid her farewell,
crying. Naileh Hanum was touched; she kissed her and put a gold
piece in her hand, saying: “My wedding present for you.”

While the noise of the celebration continued, I went to the stable
for Red. I put my face close to his head and whispered: “I am going to
give you the most beautiful girl in the world. This is a big honor for
you, so behave yourself; do not jump, do not race with passersby, and
do not try to play with other horses. I warn you.”

I led him to the mounting stone, and Kadriye, with help from her
father and Bozo, climbed up. The horse lifted his head and chewed his
bit. A maid covered Kadriye's ankles with the tips of her black outer
garment so that no eyes could penetrate.

“If you are afraid, it is not too late,” I said to Kadriye.

“I am not speaking to you for eight days!”

Most of the wedding party had already passed, so we moved for-
ward and joined the last of the group. There was no order. Spirited
horses were trying to pass each other. Men were firing rifles to the sky,
and dogs and children ran about in all directions. It was chaos, move-
ment, and noise. Now and then a rider would move away from the
group and empty his Mauser into the air, spinning his horse around,
or pull off its saddle and hold it up high, or pry a heavy stone from the
ground and raise it up to display his strength.

Before long Bozo and I managed to advance, one of us on either
side of the bride, and the girls had a chance to speak to her, saying they
hadn't seen such a nice wedding party in all their lives.

Just before we crossed the mill canal, the drummers and pipers

approached our group. They maneuvered in front of the lead horses
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and laid down their instruments, a sign of asking for gifts.

“We have no money with us, and we will be disgraced if we don't
give them anything,” Kadriye cried, flustered.

I had a gold piece in my belt that I'd kept for an emergency. I took
it out and pressed it to the forehead of one of the pipe players.“Share
it among all of you.”

Kadriye extended her fingers to me from under the charshaf and
thanked me.

“I will tell my father that you saved our honor, and he will return
it to you.”

“That is not necessary.”

“Tell me truthfully, how long did it take you to save that much?”

“About a year and a half”

“And you gave it to the pipe player without hesitating?”

I said nothing.

“Speak.”

“What am I to say? I thought that an honorable person gives hon-
orable gifts.”

Nothing more was said until we reached home and I helped her

off the horse.“Too bad you were born a gavur,” she said, and went in.

Toward evening the muhtar came in person to invite the mudur to
dinner, since he was Haso's godfather and the feast was to be held in
his guest room. When the mudur hesitated, he coaxed: “Don't worry,
Mudur Bey, we will serve you very well, and we have ample raki.”

Hearing that, the mudur gave way and joined him. Naileh Hanum
was concerned, and asked me to see that he did not drink too much.

“Yes, Hanum, I will keep an eye on him." I said it, but I was not
sure. If he got drunk, how could I stop him from doing anything?
Who was I? On what authority could I supervise the mudur?

It was dark when he came home. He almost fell in the hallway, and

as I took his arm to help him, he lunged at me.
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“What, you think I am drunk?”

“Forgive me, Bey, of course you are not.”

When we got to the door, he ordered me to spread a rug in the gar-
den so he could have some snacks with the raki he had brought from
the dinner. Bozo and I unrolled a carpet under the old apricot tree in
the center of the garden, and he collapsed on it.

“Bring my saz,” he ordered.

He hung over it and started to play. Soon he was bored.

“Hey, Muselim, Bozo!”

We stood ready before him.

“You asses, where were you? One of you go and get three hundred
bullets to celebrate Haso's wedding. Fire all three hundred into the air
while I watch you. Two hundred ninety-nine is not acceptable. I will
count them one by one. But wait, better than that, call my daughter
Kadriye to count for me”

Bozo went to get the bullets and a gun. I went to Kadriye's room.

“Your father wants you.”

“What for?” she asked.

“Don't you know? When he gets drunk, he feels affectionate.”

“I hate those times. What can I do?”

“Nothing. He is your father. We're firing three hundred bullets
in the air and he wants you to count them. But you know that is an
excuse to keep you close to him.”

“Haven't I told you I hate that?”

“You've told me, but I feel jealous. It is not good.”

Now it was her turn to be silent.

Finally we went to her father. He was happy to see her, and asked
what had kept us.

“I am tired, and I was getting ready for bed,” Kadriye replied.

“It is too early for bed. Now come over and give me a kiss.”

Kadriye approached and put her cheek to her father’s reeking

mouth.



ARAM HAIGAZ ¥

I turned my back and moved behind the shrubbery where I could
not see what was happening.

It was dark enough now for the first stars to appear in the blue-
green sky.

“Muselim! Hey, Muselim, did you get lost?”

“Here I am," I said, going to him.

“Why do you stand there like a log? Fill me a raki.”

I poured one and gave it to him.

“Do you know this daughter of mine?” he said, poking Kadriye,
who was sitting on his knee.“She is the most beautiful of all the beau-
ties of the world.”

“Yes, Bey, she is the most beautiful...”

“I said that. Did you see how elegant she was on the horse this
afternoon?”

“Of course I did, I was walking at her side”

“Ass, what can you see from the side? To see her, you have to look
from the front”

“Yes, Bey, from the front.”

“All right, I'll deal with you later. Fill me a cup of raki.”

He took it and swallowed the fiery fluid, twisting his face in pain.
He dried his mouth with the back of his hand and said:“My daughter,
my dear daughter, a little appetizer, please.”

Kadriye took a piece of cucumber with a fork and raised it to his
mouth.

“No, no, you don't understand...something from your cheek.”

When he kissed Kadriye with his hot, foul-smelling mouth, I felt
sick and backed away again behind the bushes. I put the Mauser on
my knee (we had to carry a rifle when we were out at night) and buried
my head in my hands.

I was jealous and blamed Kadriye.

I do not know how long I had stayed that way when suddenly I

heard Bozo’s frightened voice calling me: “Muselim, come fast!”
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The village was being raided by bandits, I thought, and with my
finger on the trigger I ran toward the alarm.

It was dark, but I was able to see the mudur embracing his daugh-
tet, trying to unbutton her shirt. Leaning on her, he was murmuring
unintelligible words.

Taking hold of my Mauser, which was almost the length of my
body, I raised it high with both hands to smash it down on the mudur’s
head. Then I realized his brains would splatter and fall over the gitl.

I dropped my arms. The rifle fell on the ground. I threw myself
at the mudur, twisted the arm that was around Kadriye's waist, and
punched him hard with my other fist. He fell on the carpet, motionless.

Kadriye, freeing herself, ran toward the house without looking
back. I bolted and caught her.

Sobbing, ashamed and shaken, she was crying, her head down.

“Kadriye, please, please don't cry. And before you run home,
straighten out your clothes and wash your face. You must do that so
your mother will not suspect anything. Do you understand? Your
mother must not know anything about this, it would kill her, it would
send her to her grave. If somebody sees you before you get cleaned
up, put the blame on me. Say that I did it, say that we had a fight...I
can straighten it out tomorrow, I'll find some good excuse. But your
mother must never hear anything about this.”

The next morning the mudur did not comment or hint in the
slightest way about what had happened the night before. Was he so
drunk that he forgot? Did he remember but was ashamed? Did he feel
grateful that I had saved him from the sin of incest?

Who knows? Perhaps God does.

TWO WOMEN
On an afternoon when he felt warmly amorous, the mudur entered
the bedroom of his second wife, Merouze, and closed the door behind

him.
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Merouze was his uncle’s daughter, whom he had married the day
before we moved to our new headquarters. She was an emptyheaded
woman, big and fleshy, with a magnificent and lusty body, just the
opposite of her rival, Naileh Hanum, who was slender as a lily with
the air of a dove, a Turkish lady with some formal education.

During the three years of her married life, Merouze had barely
been alone three times with her husband. She was more unseen and
disregarded than a slave.

One day, when we were alone in the kitchen, she confided that she
wanted me to write to her father (I was the only servant in the village
who could read and write) to allow her to return. “Ask him to come
here and take me home,” she cried.“Tell him I vow not to be a burden
to him. I can sew and knit, I will earn my keep. All I want is for him to
come and rescue me from this hell.”

I wrote the letter, and she sent it to her father with a reliable ser-
vant. But her father did not come, nor did he show the slightest inter-
est in his unfortunate daughter.

And so the young woman lived for years under the sovereignty of
Naileh Hanum, subject to her contempt, insults, episodes of jealousy
and hate. She suffered silently, collecting venom in her soul. Even
her name was not uttered by other members of the household; they
scorned her as “the woman” instead of “hanum,” and everybody knew
whom they meant.

On the day that the bey went into Merouze's bedroom, Naileh
Hanum, pale and grieving, withdrew to her room. Her pride and
love were wounded. She sat on her divan for hours, hurt, lost in deep
thought, eating nothing.

Kadriye and I were worried, and watched over her all day, until
bedtime came and passed. Then the hanum quietly told me to get
some sleep. “My son, you have a lot of work tomorrow, go to bed and
rest. Your being here does not help. You need not suffer with me.”

I wanted to say something to comfort her; she was Kadriye’s
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mother, and had influenced her husband more than once to help me
out of a difficult spot. But I could not find the words...what could I
say? Finally I bid her good night and went to bed.

I had barely closed my eyes when I jumped. Somebody was leaning
over me, calling, “Muselim, Muselim! Wake up!”

It was Kadriye.“It is my mother, hurry!”

“Let me put something on.”

She waited for me in the hall.“Hurry up!”

We ran down the hall and outside. We turned the corner of the
house and stopped at the wall of Merouze's bedroom. There on the
ground was Naileh Hanum, lying motionless in the dust.

“What happened? What is your mother doing here?” I asked,
bending over her. I pushed aside something with my foot. “What is
this...?”

“The stool for milking the cows.”

“Why is it here?”

“My mother brought it.”

“She wanted to get on it?”

“Yes, so she could reach the window. She wanted to listen.”

“It seems she listened well.”

Kadriye started to cry.

“Don't cry. Your mother is all right; she just fainted. Help me get
her inside”

I bent and lifted the hanums thin, light body.

“Go ahead of me. Open the door and hold it until I get through.”

“Be careful; don't make any noise so we won't wake anybody.”

We put her on her bed and sprinkled water on her face to revive
her. No use. I burned a scrap of cloth in a dish and held it to her, blow-
ing the sharp fumes toward her nostrils. She opened her eyes and tried
to push away the smoking plate. We rubbed her arms and temples
with raki and gave her some water. She was barely able to take one

gulp. She was weak and pale. I could see her pulse through the delicate
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skin of her neck. She tried to speak.

“Stay quiet and rest,” I said, putting my hand on her arm.“Rest.”

“I am ashamed.”

“There is nothing to be ashamed of. It is all over now. If you hadn't
sent me to bed, I would have been at your door and not let you go out.”

“Promise that you will not tell anyone; no one is to know about
this,” she implored in a barely audible voice.

“I promise. Do you want me to swear?”

“No, no need for that. Go to bed, it is almost dawn, and I am well.”

“I want to stay here and watch over you with Kadriye Hanum.”

“Listen to me. The bey might wake up and come out. If he finds
you here, how can we explain?”

“Do you want me to sit outside your door?”

“No, I have had my lesson. You needn't be afraid. Go to sleep.’

Soon after I closed my eyes, somebody was calling my name again:
“Muselim!” I jumped up.

“Muselim, please get me some water. I want to heat it so the bey’s
bath will be ready when he wakes up.” (Islamic religious practice
requires men and women to bathe after sexual intercourse.) This time
it was Merouze asking for help.

I dressed and went out to the riverbank. As I sank my buckets into
the water, a school of tiny fish escaped. How lucky they are, I thought.
I washed my head, neck, and ears with the icy cold water and left.

It was already light. Birds were singing. The village had also awak-
ened, the smoke of newly lit fires rose from the chimneys along with
the tempting smell of eggs frying in a sea of butter.

When I got home Merouze had lighted the fire and was waiting
for me to start up the kettle. Seeing her now in full daylight, I did not
believe my eyes. On her right cheek was a dark round bruise that faded
gradually to her nose and eyes.

“Your face is bruised. What happened?” I asked, concerned.

.......
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“Did you bump into something?”

“You don't know how it happened?”

“Yes, I know.”

“Well then?”

Her voice grew loud. “What is it you're after? If you absolutely
must know, here it is. My husband desires me so much that he bit me,
so now do you understand? Are you satisfied? You can go and tell the
others too, especially my kuma [the other wife], may she crack with
jealousy! Her days are past; now it is time for me to reign. Do you
want proof? Here is my face and here is my breast...” She lowered the
scarf from her head. “You take a look, and the others can see it too. My
husband bit it because he was longing for my love. I am not imagining
all this; he was in my bed last night and he said all these things. And if
God helps me and grants me a boy, your big hanum can throw herself
into the river!”

The cat was baring her claws. Where was the neglected and help-
less woman who, a couple of months before, had tearfully asked me to
write a letter begging her father to take her back home? Yes, the cat’s
claws had flared, and she was hissing.

All day long, barely ten words were spoken in the house. Everyone
was solemn, going about their chores silently. Naileh Hanum stayed in
bed, and Merouze did not leave her bedroom to exhibit the “proof of
her husband’s fiery love.”

Night came.

Early the next morning it was Naileh Hanum who woke me to
fetch some water, with a happy lilt to her words: “Muselim, my son,
light the fireplace and put the water on.” Then, leaning toward me, her

voice hushed: “Last night my husband asked for forgiveness.’
~—

Around noon, I had the luck to meet Kadriye alone in the hallway. She
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smiled and said, her eyes sparkling:

“Did you see my stepmother yesterday morning?”

“Yes, what about it?”

“Did you see her face, with the black cheek and eye?”

“You shouldn't stick your nose in such matters. You are a young
girl.”

“Do not speak to me.” She lifted her chin and walked off.

Two days later, deciding that I'd been punished enough, she came
to me looking conspiratorial. “I know certain things.’

“Anything of interest to me?”

Like one divulging a great secret, she whispered: “Yes. My mother
is going to cast a spell to purge that woman's influence over my father.”

“Do what?”

“Cast a spell. Do sorcery.”

“What is sorcery?” I said, pretending I did not know.

“If you want two people to love each other, or hate each other,
or make a woman barren so she cannot have children—things like
that—sorcery is needed. And the expert in that is my mother.”

“Tell me, is the same sorcery used for every problem?”

“Don't be crazy. Is every meal cooked the same way? Do you think
the same sorcery would work for everything?”

“I assume your mother intends to stop your father from loving the
other wife, and make her infertile so she can’t bear a child.’

“Yes, because if ‘the other one’ has a son, my mother will fall to
number two rank.”

“And what do I have to do with this?”

“You will bury an item of the sorcery in a grave.”

“Where?”

“In the grave of a man who has just died.”

“Who says that I am not terrified of the grave of a man who has
just died?”

Silence.
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“I suppose if no man dies naturally, you also expect me to kill
somebody,” I said.

“This is serious. My mother will speak to you about it.”

“When?”

“When the time comes.”

Some days later, while the mudur was at one of the neighboring
villages on business, Naileh Hanum called me to her room. She closed
the door very carefully and, in a barely audible voice, asked if I knew
anyone who could make a spoon.

“Of course. There is Salman’s father, who makes spoons, utensils,
combs, everything.”

“Have him make two spoons. I will give you the money.”

“It won't cost much. I will pay him whatever it is.”

“Bless you, my son, but make sure that the spoons are not used.”

“Of course, they will be brand new, unused, the smell of wood still
on them.”

“No one must know of this.”

“Yes, Hanum, nobody.”

“I need something else.”

“What?”

“In 2 moment.” She was trembling. We were sitting on the divan
close to each other, and she moved even closer, our knees almost
touching, and whispered in my ear, “The nail of a black mule.”

“Is that all? That’s easy. The muhtar’s black mule is always in the
field or on the streets. Someday I'll make an excuse to ride him and
lead him to our stable. The Armenian blacksmith can trim his hooves,
and I will bring the pieces to you.”

“But the blacksmith must not know it is for me.”

“Do not worry about that.”

“May God give you many days and keep you from harm, my son.”

I was touched by her blessing. “Anything more?”

“That is all for now. Later, when everything is prepared, I will need
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your help again and will call you.”

She could not know that little more was left to tell me because her
blabbering, charming daughter had divulged it all. To make sure I had
it right, I got hold of Kadriye the next day and asked her to review the
steps needed for the sorcery.

“Let me see,” she started thoughtfully, folding her fingers, one by
one, into her palm:“Spoon, oilcloth, the nail of a mule...”

“Black mule,” I corrected.

“..and from my second mother, a strand of hair and pieces of her
fingernail. That'’s all”

“I see. And how do you plan to get those things? Are you going to
ask her: "We want to make your husband shun you and dry up your
womb, and my mother will do this with witchcraft...therefore kindly
let us have some of your hair and a fingernail’? Let’s assume,” I contin-
ued, “that you get a strand of her hair while she is asleep. How will you
manage to cut her fingernails?”

“Are you finished? Getting those things is very easy for us. My step-
mother, after taking a bath, sits down to comb her hair and cut her
nails. Then she gathers the nail clippings very carefully and gives them
to the servant to put in a crevice in the wall. Being a gavur, you do not
know that those things are helpful to followers of Islam on the day of
resurrection.”

“I understand now,” I remarked. “By removing those things from
the crevice, you actually harm her in two ways...first with your sorcery,
second by denying her what she needs for her life after death.”

“Do you joke? Don't you believe in all this?”

“Of course I believe in all of it, I swear by Allah.”

“Your mouth says it but your eyes say something else.”

“May I go blind, I believe it!" I said, trying to look as serious as
possible.

She believed me.“Do you want to hear the rest?” she asked.

“Yes.”



287 "# FOUR YEARS IN THE MOUNTAINS OF KURDISTAN

“My mother will write my father’s name, Nazum, in one spoon, and
that woman's name, Merouze, in the other. She will place the spoons
face-to-face, but first she will fill them with the nail...uh, the pieces
from the black mule, my stepthother’s hair, her fingernails, and press
them hard and tie them together, very tightly. Then she will wrap them
in oilcloth and tie them again.”

“Then?”

“Then you take them and bury them in grave of —”

I interrupted: “—a newly dead man. You and your mother, of
course, expect me to do the job secretly, at night. And what if, while
I'm digging to bury the spoons, the ghost of the dead man rises and
grabs my arm and asks what I am doing, how am I to answer him?”

Kadriye's eyes dimmed. I was afraid she might faint.

“Do not fear,’ I assured her. “Ghosts will not touch a man born of
Christian parents.”

Whether or not she believed it, she managed a weak smile and said,
in a very low voice,“You frightened me.”

When all the items required for the witchcraft had been gathered,

we waited for somebody to die.

Ali, the only son of the widow Khatoon, was a wan and skinny boy
who had barely reached the age of adolescence. One day he ate some
mushrooms in the mountains and died. The villagers found his body,
brought it to the village, and buried him the next day in a small grave-
yard that was separated from our house by a valley. I was at the burial.
They dug very deep and covered the grave with a mixture of clay and
hay to prevent rainwater from seeping in.

That night, after we had carried the drunken mudur to bed, Naileh
Hanum came to me, hand on her bosom to calm her quivering heart.
“Muselim my son, you are to bury this in Ali’s grave.” She handed me

a small packet. I knew it was for the sorcery.
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“Yes, Hanum, I will bury it,” I said, taking it from her.

“Aren't you afraid?”

“Of what?”

“Going to the graveyard after dark.”

“Do I'look like a scared chicken?”

“How am I to know? People ten times older than you will not go
near a cemetery at night.’

“Do you remember a few years ago, when somebody had to go to
Huni for your sick brother-in-law [Ali Bey], and the Kurd servants
would not go at night, so I went there on the road that passes between
the two graveyards?”

“I will not force you, but if you do it, I will be eternally grateful.”

“Do not worry, I will do it," I said, looking confident.

“May God lengthen your life. Let him cut days from my life and
give them to you.”

She was trembling. The tears on her face and chin shone in the
candlelight. Seeing her distress, I pitied her.

“Go in and rest. I promise to bury this tonight exactly where you
want it to be,” I said.

“Thank you, my son. I will pray until you return.”

After she went into her room, Kadriye appeared. “Did you speak
with my mother? Did she give it to you?”

“She did.”

“Do you want me to come with you to the edge of the garden?”

“No, go to your mother. I do not need help.” She went in.

The logs and branches that we had brought in from the mountain
were stacked in the hallway for firewood. I chose a log about the same
diameter as the witchcraft bundle, sharpened one end of it with an axe,
and put it under my arm.

It was a little past midnight when I started out. The light from
the thin crescent moon barely touched the ground, and the village

huts were dark and peaceful. Not even a cat was around as I walked.
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Engrossed in my thoughts, it seemed only a moment later that I
neared the graveyard, although I had crossed to the other side of the
valley. The cool night wind whistled through the tall grasses sprout-
ing between the tombstones, and I, as if seeking atonement, started to
recite the last part of the confession. I debated long before deciding on
those lines as the most appropriate, since they asked for the help of
every saint, every martyr, spirit, angel, patriarch, and the Virgin Mary,
for redemption.

I set the sharp point of the log on Ali’s grave and struck the top
of it as hard as I could with my axe. It sank easily into the soft, damp
earth, and when I pulled it out, a dark hole about the size of my fist
remained. I stuffed the packet in, filled the hole with dirt, covered it
with the mixture of clay and hay, and packed it down. My job finished,
I took my axe and, without rushing and without looking back, started
for home.

Kadriye, watching for me from behind the window curtain, hur-
ried out.“Thank God you are in one piece.’

“Why shouldn't I be?”

“If anything happened..”

“Shush, you see that I am back safely. No need to worry anymore.”

We went in to see her mother. The hanum was on folded knees,
still praying.

I turned away so as not to interfere with her prayer. She remained
on her knees until she finished the verse she was reciting from the
Koran. Then, hands across her bosom, she came to me. “Praise Allah,
you have come,” she said, her voice happy.

“Why wouldn't I have come?”

Seeing that she hesitated to ask the question so important to her, I
said with great assurance: “I swear on the soul of my father that I did
everything exactly as you wish and as you told me to do.”

She put her hand, white as marble and icy cold, on mine, and said,

“Thank you, my son.”
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ESCAPE

World War I rolled over the land until, on October 30, 1918, Turkey
admitted defeat and put down its arms. I do not remember how many
weeks after the surrender a courier brought the news to us, but I do
remember the exact circumstances.

The day was wet and cold. The mudur and I were at the home of
the village elder near Zara when a Kurdish boy, sodden and obviously
having traveled far, burst in shouting: “Good news! I have good news,
but I want my reward first!” as he handed the mudur an official-look-
ing document: Turkey had agreed to an armistice with the Allies, and
the war was over for us.

We were all at once jubilant. I think the mudur was happy because
his country had come out of the war without being completely dis-
membered. The Kurds were happy because they would no longer be
used as pack animals to carry food, arms, and other military equip-
ment to the front. I was buoyant because somehow, some way, I would
manage to escape captivity and return to my own people. For more
than three years I had lived as a serf without human rights and, worse,
as 2 Musluman Turk. I could not speak or pray in my mother tongue.
Had anyone known that every night after lights were out, I secretly
prayed to the Christian God of my forebears, my head would have
been cut off.

The mudur, who was drunk when the news came (was there ever a
time when he was not?), ordered me to give the messenger forty silver
coins, a generous sum that brought loud praise, as well as resentment,
from bystanders. Festivities were ordered, and drum and fife play-
ers were summoned from the nearby village. A ram was slaughtered.
Guns were fired into the air, and a celebration with fanfares began.

After the feast, when the courier came to me for his promised
reward, I placed two silver coins in his palm: “Be satisfied with this,”
said.“One, I do not have forty silvers to give you, and two, even if I did,

the mudur would punish you tomorrow for accepting that amount
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and leave your mother weeping.”

He grudgingly took the coins and then, resigned, thanked me and
departed.

The next day, we mounted our horses and returned home, where
toasts and drinking continued for days until not a drop of raki was left
anywhere in the village. Horsemen were sent to neighboring villages to
buy more, but, fortunately, could not find any, which gave us a chance
to have a rest.

Meanwhile, winter was already upon us, bringing massive snow-
storms from the mountains. For four months we were cut off from
the rest of the world, until warm winds thawed the snow and ice.
By then the rivers were overflowing and were impossible to cross, as
bridges were unknown in that part of the country, and so our isolation
lengthened.

Our only comfort in those days was to mark time as we awaited
the gentle hint of spring, and when it came, men and animals drank in
the honey-sweet warmth of the sun with yearning and love. Field work
did not begin because the soil, though steaming, was too soppy, and
patches of crusty snow still lingered over much of the landscape. But

the long and awesome winter was over.
v(‘*@*ﬁ"

I have seen many springs since 1919, but no spring anywhere has
seemed more sweet and beautiful to me as that year in the mountains
of Kurdistan.

Seeds and insects awakened from their earthen slumber, beetles
and sparrows darted through the newly washed blue sky, rivers and
creeks rushed down from the mountains and valleys, breezes caressed
the flowers, and all were singing. Shepherds returned from the pas-
tures, their arms heavy with new kids and lambs and flowers. Women
gathering vegetables in the fields sang songs of love and longing. Petals

fell like snow from the tips of fully blossoming trees, and wispy white
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clouds rode on warm winds overhead. Everything was sweet, alive,
growing, stirring and flooding. Sweet too were the young girls of the
village, with their dreamy eyes and their gently swaying hips.

How good it was to be alive, healthy and nineteen years old, and
not serving as a feast for worms underground. True, my blood was not
any more worthy than the blood of thousands of my dead country-
men, but it was mine and precious to me.

Spring must have come to my Armenian homeland by now, I imag-

ined, and the storks and swallows had probably returned.
*r*@*‘v‘

The other day, when one of the Kurdish servants delivered a packet to
us from the county seat, he told me in secrecy that the Armenians in
Van had fought against the government, winning a victory and declar-
ing independence.

I had heard many impossible rumors, but this? I did not believe
such a big lie. How many Armenians were left anywhere in the world
to be able to fight the Turks? Except...yes, except perhaps in the
Caucasus. It was true, the Turkish sword would not extend to there.
And Van was close to the Caucasus. How stupid I was. Yes, of course
the Caucasus Armenians must have helped the people of Van win
their freedom and proclaim a beylik, as the Turks called it, an inde-
pendent state.

I was almost beside myself, but my joy was short-lived. If T ran
away to join my compatriots, how could I leave Kadriye behind? No.
But if I stayed here and put down roots, I might never return to my
people. I would live as a Muslim slave serving the Turks forever, licking
their boots like a beaten dog.

There are some who are worse off. Yevkineh, an Armenian girl with
two chubby babies from her Kurdish husband, wept bitterly when I
told her about the independent state in Van and that I might soon try

to join them. I had barely finished my words when she burst into tears.
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“What has happened? Why are you crying?”

“Why shouldn't I cry? If you go, I will be alone here, all alone with
them.”

“But who said that we would leave you here? I'll get the other
Armenian boy from the village, and we will take you with us. Or we
will come back later and rescue you, maybe with an organized group.
We know where you are!”

She shook her head and continued sobbing.“That is impossible.”

“Why impossible? Did you hear what I just said?”

“You do not understand, my brother, you do not understand.”

“I don't understand what?”

“I cannot leave this house. I have children. True, their father forced
me into his harem, but the children are mine, my own flesh and blood.
I carried them inside of me for nine months, I nursed them; I love
them, don't you understand? I love them!”

She shouted,“I love them!” at me as though I blamed her for loving
them. I lowered my head and left, unutterably depressed. I did not
understand such matters, but I was glad that the news of the victory
had come to me before I was married and had children.

What an idiot! Whom would I marry? I could never have Kadriye,
so why worry about putting down roots?

Still, leaving would not be easy for me. But to hell with it, one
morning I would cross myself and go. The important decision was
whether or not I should tell Kadriye. How perfect if she could come
with me. I knew that was an impossible dream, but it did not stop me
from dreaming.

I knew that I would have to leave her behind.

The Armenians in Van have formed an independent state, and I
have not slept since hearing the news. It is my nation calling me now.
How can I sleep?

The only way is to cast off the chains of her heart.

Wrong. Wherever I am, whatever I become, I will be happy or
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unhappy with her sweet memory, always.
"r*@*ﬁv

Just as birds exercise and test their wings before migrating, I started to
walk one morning with all my belongings in my pockets, but had not
gone a half mile when I returned.

“Wait, think it over,” I told myself. “What's the hurry? You're not
going to be proclaimed king of Van. They hardly need your help to
solidify the foundations of Armenia there. Besides, where do you
think you're going? What excuse can you give if you are arrested? And
suppose somebody on the road skins you alive for the shirt on your
back? It happens every day.”

When I could think sensibly for a moment, I admitted that all
these arguments were mere excuses not to part from Kadriye and the
life I knew. But what was more important than returning to my own
people? How to decide? I spent sleepless nights weighing the pros and
cons. What to do?

Rains started in May. I stood on the porch, staring out endlessly...
silver threads in the gray air. No harm in waiting a few more days.

Finally the sun blazed in a crystal-clear sky.

If the sun shines like this for three days, I will escape, I thought, and so
as not to weaken, I swore on my father’s soul.

After two sunny days and only twenty-four hours left to act on
my vow, I went to the Armenian carpenter in the village—his life had
been spared because nobody could do his job—to say good-bye to him
and to his wife. He insisted that I inform the mudur and thank him
for his hospitality.

“After all, he protected you from harm for all these years, didn't
he? Tell them you are leaving the household, and thank him for
everything.”

I was angry.

“I?>—I must thank him? Or is he to thank me? What kind of logic
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is this? For all this time I have slaved for the mudur and his family for
a bellyful of bread. I was his secretary, I groomed his horses, I was his
servant, I collected bribes for him, I cleaned his stable. I cut firewood
for his hearth, I carried water on my shoulders from the river for them
to drink and bathe in. I stood guard at his door like an obedient dog
and watched over his family. What more do you want me to say? You
saw it all with your own eyes. Tell me, was there any service that I did
not provide? Was there any demand they did not make? And now you
want me to be grateful? For what?”

“You did all that, we know, but I repeat, give him a reasonable
excuse for leaving his household and thank him for his patronage.”

“What reasonable explanation can I give? Can I say that I am tired
of him and my Turkish name, which I carry like a dirty shirt on my
back? Can I say that I am tired of lying and pretending and praying
in secret?”

“Nobody is asking you to say that.”

“What then?”

“You can say that you are going to search for your mother.”

“Their people threw her into the Euphrates! They know I cannot
try to find her... even her bones have disintegrated by now.”

“All T know is, it is right to tell them you are leaving.”

“And I know if I tell them, they won't let me go.”

“They will.”

“They won't. Who knows them better, you or I?”

He was silent.“Is your decision irrevocable?”

“Good-bye," I said, giving him my hand.

“Good-bye. God be with you....with us, too,” he added dejectedly,
and hung his head.

At the time I did not understand his concern, but months later,
when I was in Sivas and a free man, I met a woman from our village
who told me that the mudur had flogged the carpenter unmercifully

on the night that I escaped.
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My heart sank.“Why? Why did he do it?”

“He wanted to know where you were going—in what direction.”

“The carpenter could have said anything, anywhere.”

“Are you mad? Whatever he said would mean he knew about your
escape, and he would be condemned as an accomplice. He swore he
knew nothing about it.”

“What's the difference? He was flogged anyway.”’

“If the hanum and Kadriye had not interfered, he would have been
beaten to death.”

“How is she?” I asked, hiding my feelings.

“Who?”

“Kadriye.”

“She is grown up and self-assured.”

Then, looking straight at me: “Everyone was surprised.”

“Surprised at what?”

“That you went off and left her.”

“How are the Armenian girls, Yevkineh, Mendoohi, Mariam?” I
asked, changing the subject.

“They are all right. They manage one way or another.”

She was somber, quiet. And with “God be with you,” she walked
away.

I did not see her after that day.
‘T‘@*—\v

Back to my escape. It was the last week of May. More than by calendar
dates, time in Kurdistan was measured by the seasons. The rains had
ceased. The days were hot and nights were pleasantly warm. I knew
that if T had to, I could sleep outdoors for several nights during my
flight. I took two loaves of bread that Mendoohi had pilfered from
the storeroom and put them in my goatskin sack, along with my awl,
a shoemaker’s needle, several yards of waxed cord, and nothing more.

I hid my sack under a pile of stones near the path so I could pick it up
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the next morning, and returned home.

I spent an anxious night of worries, unknown fears, and night-
mares. Daylight came. We sent the herd out to graze and went about
our daily chores, cleaning the stables and the grounds. Two hours
later the animals were brought home and milked, and after the milk
was poured into tubs for cheese-making, our breakfast was served. I
don't know how I ate. I was not hungry, but I managed to swallow the
watery soup that was placed before us.“I am going to be on the move
with no chance to buy food. Whether or not I want to, I must eat now
so I can endure the journey,” I told myself. Kadriye stood at the door
chatting with her mother, unaware of anything.

“If she only knew," I thought, without taking my eyes from her.

“Come, can't you wait?” I asked myself.“Wait just a little, until you
can see her alone. Then you can tell her that you will always be grateful
to her for bringing sweetness to the days when you were an orphan
and slave....Yes, wait until you can tell her. Surely you're not afraid that
she would betray your secret.

“But if she starts to cry and says: ‘Please do not go, then what about
returning to my people...the independence of Van, my Armenian
nationality, my oath. Won't I turn into another Yevkineh if I stay and
put down roots here?”

I went outdoors, looked around, and picked up a flat stone. I spit
on one side and threw it up in the air as high as I could. “If the wet
side comes up—no more back and forth—1I will set out immediately,”
I promised myself.

My heart was pounding as I bent down to see how the stone landed.

The decision was clear. I went into the stable, got the horse, told
the boys standing around that I was taking him to pasture, led him
out, and leaped on his bare back. At the side of the road, I stopped at
the pile of stones, picked up my sack, tied it to my waist, remounted,
and rode to the pasture. I tied the horse to 2 wooden fence that I had

spotted some days ago and took his head into my arms. I stroked him,
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bid him a lingering good-bye, blessed him and the people I loved, the
orphan servants back home. My eyes were wet. We separated.

I started my journey on foot. True, I would travel faster and tire less
on horseback, but I would be pursued relentlessly for stealing a horse
and, if caught, my punishment would be merciless, perhaps fatal. Too,
with a horse, I would easily be seen—how could I hide under a thicket
or in a hollow if I had to? And more, what about the swarming brig-
ands who would happily shoot me for this beautiful animal?

I prayed,“Lord, let me not rue this day,” crossed myself, and started
to walk.

By now it was almost noon, a pleasant spring day. I looked back
toward the village. My heart ached. How many loved ones and close
friends I was leaving behind, with no chance to ever see them again.

Had I run or walked for hours? I could not remember. I had to get
as far as possible before my absence was noticed. The narrow, rutted
clay road was choked with travelers. Famine prevailed. People were
moving from village to village to beg friend or kin for a handful of flour
or some grain to mix with grass for food. If somebody I knew—after
greeting me respectfully and inquiring about my health—asked where
I was going, I would say that I was en route to a nearby village on
business for the mudur.

Hours passed. The shadows at my feet lengthened until I was walk-
ing over them. Birds hastened toward their nests. I came to a creek in
the valley. I was tired. I stopped and washed myself in the clean, cool
water. I drank until I could drink no more and was refreshed. I took a
half loaf of bread from my sack and ate it slowly, wondering which one
of the young servants had baked it. What were they doing now? Had
they realized that I was gone...that they would never see me again?
Did the mudur regret that he had not settled my fate some time ago?
I gave him many reasons to do so, knowingly or unknowingly. If I
decided to go back, would he pardon me or punish me to the ultimate?

I knew that Kadriye and her mother, Naileh Hanum, would side with
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me as always, but what about this transgression?

Filled with these thoughts, I started to walk again. Faint stars
appeared as the light dimmed.“Dear Lord, it is almost dark and there
are not even any trees in sight where I can sleep tonight. Merciful
God, strengthen my legs and footsteps to help me reach someplace.”
I started to run. I had to find shelter. To the left of the road, far off at
the side of a hill, a light flickered. I turned toward it, a yellowish dot.
A dog barked and birds soared overhead. As I neared the light, an old
woman, veiled to the top of her nose, came toward me.

“Abla, sister, I said, my voice weak and tired, “will you give me a
place to sleep the night? I am traveling and I do not need anything
more, no food or drink. I have already eaten, and, thanks to Allah and
the Prophet, I am not hungry”’

I used words to show that I was a believer and devoted to Islam
because, except for her eyes, she was totally covered in the mode of
strict Muslims.

She listened to me closely and asked, “Are you a religious convert?”

“Yes, I am.”

Witch! I said to myself, it's none of your business whether or not I
am a convert. What's it to you? How on earth did you guess that I was
a religious convert? If you guessed it, that means others can guess it as
well, which is not good.

“I do not have a place for you. I am a lone woman, I am afraid of
strangers, and I have only my dog to protect me. But if you go around
that hill you will see a big village in the valley. The village chief—Khalil
Agha—is a rich and hospitable man. His door is open to all travelers.
I am sure he will have a place for you to sleep.”

“Is Khalil Agha a bearded man with three wives and two boys?” I
asked.

“Yes, how do you know?”

“We are friends. I did not know that his village was so close. Thank

you and good-bye.”



ARAM HAIGAZ ¥ Uil

“If you go past the greenery and around that hill, you will see the
lights of the village.”

I was renewed. I had not lied when I told her that I knew Khalil
Agha. Years before, when the mudur was moving his family to Bey
Punar, we had stopped overnight at Khalil Agha’s house. Much later,
after the mudur had settled into his official duties, the Agha paid us a
visit in return. We honored him, and I served him at table and in his
room. Surely he would remember. He had no way of knowing that I
was a fugitive, since radio and telephone were unknown in this part of
the world. I would simply go there and knock.

One of his sons came to the front door.

“Is Khalil Agha at home? I am a friend.”

“Come in. He is in the parlor with guests.”

The room I entered was dark because the fireplace, which was used
for light as well as heat, had not yet fully kindled.

“Good evening, Khalil Agha, do you remember me?” I asked
brightly, taking his hand and lowering my head over it in supreme
respect.

“Your voice seems familiar, but the room is dark and I do not see
well. Who are you?” the old man asked.

“I am Muselim—Nazum Bey's secretary and servant. I once wrote
a letter for you.”

“Of course, of course, welcome. How is the bey, how are his wives
and children? Has the last wife given him a son?”

“Unfortunately, no. They are still with two daughters.”

“Do you know these efendis?” he asked, nodding at the two men
sitting on cushions.

“I have not had the honor.”

“One of them is the tax collector Dirbas efendi, and the bearded
one is the chief of the gendarmes, Captain Tevfik Shukrue efendi.”

Then he introduced me: “Muselim...the servant of Kujorzade

Nazum Bey”
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“Is he a convert?” asked the chief.

“Yes, but he is a good convert. The Mudur Bey is very pleased with
him.”

Then he turned to me:“Where are you coming from, son, and what
is your destination?”

“I come from home and am bound for Bayburt (this was opposite
my destination, but the mudur had relatives there). The bey is so busy,
he sent me to represent him about an inheritance,’I lied unhesitatingly.

“May God grant you success in your mission.”

“Thank you.”

Soon, dinner was brought in, and what a feast! A huge platter piled
with bulgur pilaf and lentils topped with fragrant bits of lamb roasted
in butter, wafers of white bread, and bowls brimming with yogurt.

The rich food and the day’s journey overwhelmed me. I started to
nod. Khalil Agha noticed and called a servant to prepare a bed for me.
I thanked him and went outdoors to see about the next day’s weather.
It was cold. Bright stars as large as my fist gleamed in the dark velvet
sky. A light breeze came from the west, and a yellow moon played over
the rippling wheat fields.

All was quiet, with the promise of a clear morning. I felt optimistic.
Anyone pursuing me could not reach this far tonight, I thought, and
went to bed. Before falling asleep I fantasized about what the mudur’s
reaction would be when he heard that I was a guest, in his name, at his
friend’s house, and had dined on lamb and pilaf in the company of the
chief of gendarmes, no less. Who knows how much he would curse
me, the gavur infidel! I slept peacefully.

I was up before dawn. The tax collector and the police chief were
still in deep sleep. I dressed quickly and tiptoed out. The overcast sky
was about to unveil a bright day. A servant passed through the hall and
a rooster crowed. I was fastening my moccasins when I sensed Khalil
Agha standing over me.

“You are up early.”
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“I should be on my way before it gets hot,” I explained, and asked
how far it was to Zara.

“If you start now you will reach there before the sun is as high as
a poplar”

“Very good. By then the district head will be in his office and T will
be able to see him," I said, adding another lie.

“What do you have to do with him?”

“I need a letter, like an identity confirmation.”

“The roads are bad, very bad, thieves and lawlessness everywhere.
With God’s help, you will go and return safely.”

“And with thanks to you and deepest gratitude for your prayers.”

He was standing above me, his hands tucked into the wide sash
wound several times over his waist. I wanted to ask him for some
bread to take with me, but did not dare.

“Good-bye, Khalil Agha,” I said, with utmost politeness. “T will
recite my debt to you with each step as I walk along the road. Deep
thanks for your hospitality. And one of these days, when you see the
Mudur Bey, tell him that I was your guest, and spent the night here as
he instructed.”

“You are the guest of God, my son. Stop here again on your way
back. Take the road to your right after your cross the water, it will lead

you directly to Zara; after that, ask again for directions.”

What he called the “water” was a rivulet, somewhat deep and cold,
formed from mountain streams and not yet warmed by the sun. I sat
on the bank and hurriedly started to loosen the ties of my moccasins
so I could remove my pants to cross. But I changed my mind. The sun
would be up soon and dry me off, so why waste the time? Who knows,
people looking for me might be close by. After all, they would be on
horseback, and I was on foot.

I waded into the water in my clothes. It did not seem cold; it felt

more like burning. I bent, cupped some water in my hands and washed
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my face, forehead, mouth and neck, and began to pray.

“I am the last and only survivor of an Armenian family, Lord,
please keep me and guide my footsteps along the right path.” Only
after I crossed myself did I realize that the last part of my prayer was
from the Koran.

When I reached the opposite bank and shook off the water, I felt
relieved and almost happy. The world seemed more beautiful to me.
The sun was over the mountains. Skylarks soared like arrows through
the fields, goldcrests hidden in the thickets accompanied them with
song, and droplets of dew on the poppies sparkled like fallen stars
before disappearing in the sunlight.

“Dear Lord...you put this head on my shoulders, please help me to
keep it there,” I prayed fervently.“Do not let other humans mar your
personal creation...”

Soon the outskirts of Zara lay ahead, and as I moved closer the air
was filled with the distant buzz of the awakening city, an unmistakable
sound that I had not heard in years. On one side, women in the pas-
ture were gathering beets and herbs, and on the other side, a shepherd
was with his flock. Facing me was the mountain peak hovering over
the city. I swelled with emotion as though, after a very long absence, I
was returning to my home and to my loved ones. I sank to the ground

and wept.
e @ e

When I got up, my heart had cast off a heavy burden. I hummed to
myself, remembering the words of a Kurdish song: “If they gather all
the people in the world who have suffered, my troubles would be more
than all their troubles put together.” I sang it in a singsong, almost
pleasurably, and continued on my path.

I knew from the mudur’s past trips that the owner of a coffeehouse
in Zara was an Armenian named Saduk. When I reached the city, I

asked around and found the place.
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A man forty to fifty years old, bright-tasseled fez on his head, was
preparing coffee in a long-handled brass pot, moving it to and fro over
the fire.

“Efendi, is your name Saduk?” I asked in Turkish.

“Yes, they call me Coffee-maker Saduk.”

“I am Armenian,” I told him, this time in Armenian.

He looked around cautiously and nodded.

“My name is Muselim,” I said.“My Armenian name is Aram. I was
Nazum Bey’s secretary. I have escaped.”

“Which Nazum? The one I know? Kujorzade?”

“Yes.”

He clasped my hand:“Welcome.”

“Thank you,” I replied. “I hear that the Armenians in Van have
declared independence. Do you know this? Is it true?”

“It is true,” he said, laughing, and asked where I'd heard about it.

“The Kurds in our village told me.”

“That news is three years old....”

“Never mind that. But it is true, isn't it?”

“Yes, yes it is true.’

“Thank God.”

“Did you run away from the mudur because of that?”

“Yes, why else?”

“So you can go to Van?”

“Yes!”

“Why? Are they waiting for a king?”

“I know nothing about that, but I can tend the finest horses belong-
ing to any king," I replied naively.

“Well, what is it you need now?”

“A place to sleep for the night”

“My place is unsuitable. Too many policemen and officials come
and go. Let’s go up to the roof and I will show you where an Armenian

family lives. They can take care of you.’
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We climbed to the roof.

“See that house across the way and up? Go there.”

“What is their name?”

“Setrag, but he changed it to Hilmi. He is known as Craftsman
Hilmi. He is a furniture maker.”

I was so happy my words tumbled out.

“Does Craftsman Hilmi have a mother, a wife, and sister-in-law?”

“Yes, how do you know?”

“I know them,” I shouted.“T know them!”

I explained how we met. “It was a very bad time. We were in the
town of Karaja Veran, the mudur, his family, and I. There were some
wealthy young Turks hanging about, posing as soldiers to avoid going
to the war front. Hilmi and his family were also there. One of the
guys was after his sister-in-law; he followed her day and night, he was
crazed, threatening to take her away or kill the whole family. They
turned to the mudur, begging for help. You know, when you say to a
Turk, T've fallen into your furnace, meaning ‘T am at your mercy, they
tend to soften. He offered protection by saying I was engaged to the
girl. Of course this was only a pretense, but it served its purpose. The
mudur summoned the pursuer and told him that the girl he wanted
was his secretary’s flancée, that he was to stop and cause no more trou-
ble. So it became my duty to visit them a couple of times a week to
have dinner, and occasionally, to appear in public with my “hancée.”
I am not a stranger to the Hilmi family—1I had delicious meals with
them back then.”

“Small world,” said Saduk, smiling. “Now you might truly become
engaged.”

“That is not possible. It is dangerous for me to stay here, and for
them too. Besides, I am nineteen years old, what's the rush?”

“Fine, son. Go. They will probably be happy to see you.”

I ran there and knocked. The old mother, whitened and a little

unsteady, opened the door.
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“Mother!”

“Wait. Let me see...who are you?”

“Don't you recognize me? I am Aram.”

“May I go blind! How did I not recognize you?” And taking my
hands, she held me out before her outstretched arms.

“You have grown and become a young man, my child,” she said, and
started to cry.

“Why are you crying, because I grew up?”

“Come in, come in, your brother and the girls will be overjoyed.”

Her daughter-in-law came to the stairs.

“Come down and see who is here,” said the old woman, wiping her
eyes.

They took me upstairs and fussed over me. We rejoiced. We cried
a little and laughed a little. They heated some water and washed my
hair and feet.

“Setrag will be here any minute,” the mother announced.“My child,
how are you, what has happened to you, how did you find us?”

I told them everything, including that I was a fugitive and had to
leave in haste before my tracks were found. They fed me unsparingly
and surrounded me with loving warmth.

When Setrag arrived and heard my story, the situation changed.

“Why go?” he asked. “It is free here, and the annihilation of
Armenians is ended. Your mudur’s dog teeth can't reach here. Stay
and we will start a business together. If nothing else, we can operate a
merchant warehouse or commercial building. We will make your pre-
tended engagement to my sister-in-law a reality. You will be married
and be happy with us.”

The sister-in-law, who was a beautiful, plumpish girl with shining
eyes, looked down, embarrassed.

“Setrag, my sweet brother,” I said, moved and bewildered, “do not
be annoyed but there are things I cannot tell you. I am here for only

one night. I have been running for three days and I am tired. Let me



:g: FOUR YEARS IN THE MOUNTAINS OF KURDISTAN

stay here tonight and leave tomorrow.”

“Where do you intend to go?” the mother interceded.

“To Sepastia [Sivas], for now. I must go tomorrow without leav-
ing any trace behind. Make sure that nobody knows I spent the night
here—I do not want to cause you any problem by staying. Even if
Saduk the coffee-maker happens to ask about‘the Armenian boy I sent
you—did he find your place?’ you must say,"Who was that? Nobody
came here...””

They were convinced.

That night, sitting in the candlelight, we talked about past memo-
ries, good and bad.

“May those black days be gone and never come back,” said the old
woman, wiping her eyes.

It was the prelude to the inevitable conversation when survivors
came together.

The dead...sudden partings without return...the lost...those
drowned and those shot... those put to the sword or hacked by axe...
those thrown upon fires or into bottomless chasms...the emaciated
and dead from hunger or one thousand ills. This was the eternal night-
mare, the unending sorrow for anyone left alive. We could not forget
them because we witnessed it all with our own horrified eyes. How,
then, were we to forget?

Finally, we went to bed. The old woman covered me with a quilt
and was the last to say good night.“You will be traveling tomorrow, my

child. Sleep well so you'll be strong.”

I awakened at dawn and dressed. Soon the family was up and break-
fast was prepared. The warmth and intimacy of the evening had disap-
peared, to be replaced by formality. It was as though I was a stranger.
I slyly glanced at my “fiancée” and could see that she had not slept the
night, and had been weeping. My heart sank. I regretted escaping and
was sorry for finding the coffeehouse. If only I had not knocked on
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Setrag’s door... if only I could undo it.

Lost in these thoughts, I was straining to down my food when the
young gitl rose from the table, covered her face with her hands, ran
into the next room, and slammed the door behind her. I was ashamed
and wanted to disappear under the floor. I was responsible for all this.
I had unwittingly caused serious upset to this family and the peace it
had miraculously found. I opened my mouth but could not speak. The
old lady saw it all and decided to intervene.

“Do not worry, my son, this too shall pass, she will forget. Do not
be troubled. She is young and inexperienced, and her heart will mend.”

“If I had known...” I said, raising my bowed head. “If only I had
known.”

“There is nothing to know or not to know, my son, God has wished
it so. What is written on our foreheads is our destiny. Apparently this
was not your destiny.”

Go to hell, Aram. Better you had escaped to hell than to have set
foot in this house, I berated myself. Why? Why did you shatter the
comfort and peace of this family?

I thought of going to the gitl's room to beg her to open the door,
to take her into my arms and explain lovingly that it was not because I
did not want to stay and be married, but there were overpowering rea-
sons that prevented it, that could ruin my life and her family as well.
My courage failed. I could not do it. But Setrag came over and asked
me, openly, “Are you satisfied with what you've caused, what you have
done to my family?”

I could no longer hide it. I pulled him aside and whispered:“Setrag,
listen well. You knew Gazin, the Kurd from Karaja Veran, right? You
and I were together when he boasted that he had killed the tinsmith
of the village, an Armenian, by putting the muzzle of his gun into his
ear and firing so precisely that the bullet came out his other ear...You
remember, don't you? And he took the man’s white woolen waistband

after killing him. I am not imagining this, he bragged about it to both
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of us. Then, after that, whenever he had a chance, he bragged about
killing nine other Armenians in unspeakable ways.

“We worked together for two and a half years while I was the
mudur’s servant. We were rivals and I hated him. Last summer, when
all the hills and valleys in the region were thick with bandits and army
deserters, we were both on watch near the house when a stray bullet
hit him and he was mortally wounded. The mudur heard the sounds
of fire and ran out in his nightclothes. Gazin was on the ground, trying
to push his intestines back into his body with his hands...and with
the mudur bent over him, in his final agony, he had the breath to gasp,
‘Muselim did it!" Of course I denied it.

“The following night, three of us took the corpse to the woods
and buried it secretly because Gazin was an army deserter. The
mudur could not risk the military finding out that he had shielded
him for years in his household—it was a serious crime against the
government. And more, there was the risk of discovering me—keep-
ing an Armenian of my age would have meant disaster for him. Time
passed, and I thought that everything was forgotten. But one night
two months ago, when he was drunk, the mudur was angry with me
and raged: ‘Some day I am getting rid of you the way you got rid of
Gazin.... After that I knew my life was worth nothing. Now do you
see why I cannot stay anywhere near the mudur’s reach, and also not
endanger your family?”

“My brother, why didn't you tell me?” Setrag grew anxious.“You are
right, go as far and as fast as you can. Do you have any money? Here,
take this letter of introduction to our representative in Sivas. God be
with you. The name and the address are there; he is in the office of
Ibranossian Trading”

It was a sad good-bye. I again urged him not to mention my over-
night stay to anyone—never, not even to the coffee-maker.

Setrag and I walked along the streets as though we were strangers.

I stayed behind him until we came to the square. He pointed out a
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road: “This will lead you directly to Sivas.”

We parted.

After he disappeared, I stopped at a bakery filled with fragrant
breads and bought two pitas. From another shop I bought some rai-
sins and put them in my sack. Who knew when or where I might find

anything to eat again?
vr*@'*\"

I was barely past the town border when I ran into a peasant mule
driver. I greeted him in Turkish:

“Merbaba, hemsheri, [hello, fellow citizen], where are you bound?”
I asked, adjusting my pace to his.

“I'm going to Yeni Koy. I sent one of my wives to her father, but
they sent word that they are starving, so I am on my way to bring her
back. We do not have much to eat either, but I have a milking cow and
two goats, and some vegetables in the field. One way or another, we
will manage until the harvest.”

I tried to be companionable, and we exchanged pleasant conversa-
tion. The road was crowded with people on the move. I tended to his
animals and their loads as we went along, hoping that others would
assume that the Turk and I were together. As we were passing a lush
green meadow, he said, “It must be noon. What do you say, shall we
stop and eat? The asses can also graze a little.”

We stopped and combined whatever food we had—my raisins and
white wheat bread, his cheese and black bread.“Bismillah, in the name
of Allah," I said, raising the first piece of bread to my mouth.

The man looked at me, surprised: “I thought you were Armenian.”

“Do I'look like a gavur?” I retorted, as though offended.

“I do not know, but your face, your clothing...” (Setrag had given
me a shirt.)

“What about my clothing? These days we wear whatever we can

find.
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He was convinced. We walked together until evening, when our
roads separated.

Before dark I reached Kochisar, but now I worried: How to find
shelter in this village that was totally strange to me?

I walked around the marketplace, eyes and ears scanning the new
surroundings. I saw a shopkeeper with a round face and light skin in
a small retail store. When a little girl with big black Armenian eyes,
clenching some money in her fist, went into the store, I moved close.
The door was open, and I heard a young voice:

“Uncle Kaloust [an Armenian name], my mother sends regards
and says that...”

After she left I went in to see“Uncle Kaloust,” who was sitting cross-
legged on a tattered scrap of carpet, and said: “Sir, I am Armenian, I
have just escaped from Turks and am going to Sivas. I have no place
to stay tonight.”

“My son, if you go to the shop across the street, order a cup of tea,
and pay a penny for it, they will let you sleep the night there. The place
is warm, and they are good people. You have nothing to fear.”

I did just that, and slept with a number of strangers, side by side in
a row, which lengthened with newcomers during the night. True, the
place was warm, but it was also a haven for lice. When I awoke in the
morning my whole body itched, with caravans crawling up my back.

I was on the road before sunrise. This time I joined a soldier who
was on leave and heading for Sivas. He served as a guide, and toward
evening, as we climbed to the top of a red clay hill, the panorama of
Sivas was before us. I separated from him and ran as fast as I could to

the outskirts and into the city, alone.
ﬂ"‘@*‘\"

Any Armenian who survived seemed to have gone to Sivas. Once there,
I found relatives and countrymen that I did not know were alive. I felt

happy. I stayed there a few months. The American missionaries had
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turned some former college buildings into orphanages and vocational
schools, and I worked in the carpentry shop in the district known as
the American Center. However, the Kemalist movement [for Mustafa
Kemal] was gaining strength and visibility throughout the country,
including Sivas, which led many Armenians to decide it would be wise
to leave or to head for Constantinople (Istanbul), where the Allied
Coalition Forces were in charge.

It was during that time that I found myself in bed one day in the
American Hospital. I do not know how long I had been ill— days,
weeks—but when I opened my eyes, a woman dressed in black was
sitting beside my bed, stroking my fevered brow with a gentle hand.

“I am your auntie,” she said, her voice shaking with emotion. Aunt
Aghavni from Zileh, do you remember?”

How could I not remember? She was one of my father’s sisters, and
was away with her children during the massacre. How else could she
have survived after the annihilation?

I nodded.

She kissed me lovingly, achingly.

She did not ask about my father, who was her one and only brother,
nor my mother, nor any of the others in our large family. Why open
more wounds? She, too, for four long years, had grown to know the
length and breadth of living in hell.

“I came to take you to Constantinople,” she said, wiping her tears.
“When I heard that you were alive, I left my children and came to
take you back with us. Yes, Constantinople, too, is ruled by dogs, but
it is relatively safe. The Coalition Army of the Allies is there, and the
Armenian Dashnags federation...Maybe someday...the sea...eh, who

knows?” In her dictionary, “the sea” meant freedom.
v("‘@*‘*i*

It was the fall of 1919 when the train made its way through Kayseri,

Konya, and Eskisehir, and I arrived in Constantinople. I did not know
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anybody there except Victoria, my aunt’s oldest daughter; she worked
in a pharmacy that was operated by the Armenian Patriarchate, and
she had no way of knowing that I would arrive. The other Armenians
and relatives who started out with me from Sivas had all separated;
some missed the train, others debarked along the way, including my
aunt, who stopped in nearby Izmit where her two younger children
awaited her.

Unfortunately I had no identity papers or verification of
good health—documents that were mandatory for entry into
Constantinople, as I later learned. But good luck smiled upon me
because a Greek soldier, serving in the Allied Coalition Army, took me
under his wing.

I met him on the train. He and his men—all in uniform and car-
rying military equipment—boarded in Izmit. My compartment was
packed with travelers. The other passengers and I instantly made room
for them, and once settled, they started celebrating. Out of their lunch
bags came raki, then a slab of bacon that they cut into squares. One
started playing his saz; soon they were all eating and singing Turkish
songs, and before long the bacon was gone and nothing more was left.

At one of the stations en route, I had bought some apples arranged
in rows on strings. I took one full string from my sack and offered it
to them. They tried to pay, but I refused, saying that listening to their
music was my reward. Their commander asked where I was from and
where I was going.

“I come from Sivas and I am going to Constantinople.”’

“Do you have your papers, identification, travel permit?”

“No. When we stopped along the way, my relatives missed the train
and my papers were with them.”

“Do not worry. I will see that you and your friend get into the city
safely”

My companion, who had traveled with me from Sivas, was

Megerdich Kazandjian, who like me had recently escaped from
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Turkish captivity and was hoping to join relatives in Constantinople.

When we reached Haidar Pasha terminal, the commander, who
was Greek, formed his men in lines, two by two, and put us in the first
row.

“I have permits for ten men,” he announced. “Two of my men
stayed in Izmit with their families. You take their places; you are my
soldiers now,” and he winked.

Outside the train station, when we were on the European soil of
Constantinople, the commander asked me: “Where will you go now?
Do you have an address? Do you know your way?”

“I do not have an exact address, but I can ask somebody and find
it. My aunt’s daughter works in a pharmacy in the district called Kum
Kapu!

“Hm. Come with me.

We entered a bar. He ordered three beers. When the glasses of
the yellowish frothy liquid were put before us, Megerdich looked at
me questioningly and I, without lifting my glass, pushed the glasses
toward our host.

“You are not drinking?”

“My friend and I are afraid of getting drunk.”

“Have you had beer before?”

“No, we have not.”

“Try it, one glass won't hurt. Sooner or later you are going to drink,
and you will get used to it.”

It was a hot day. He slid the glasses toward us. The foamy liquid
tasted somewhat bitter but it was cool. Again, gingerly, I put the glass
to my lips and, carefully and slowly, drank half of it. He finished his
glass and ordered a second one.

“Are you still there?” he asked jokingly. We both smiled and nodded.

When we were outdoors, he led us to the Sirkeci train station, put
us on a train to Kum Kapu, and also paid our fare.

As the train was preparing to depart, he went to the conductor:
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“Conductor, please do not forget to let these boys out at Kum Kapu
station; they are from Anatolia. They are orphans, and inexperienced.”

We had told him nothing. How on earth did he know we were
orphans? He disappeared into the crowds before we could even thank
him.

It was growing dark when we reached our station and got off the
train. We asked directions and found the Patriarchate. The doorkeeper
explained that the pharmacy was closed and that “Miss Victoria goes
home at five oclock.” He clicked open his silver watch: “It is seven
oclock now,” he said, but if we waited a few minutes, he would lead
us to her.

We had all the time in the world, so we waited until he was ready.
Talking continuously, he led us through narrow, dark streets, pausing
to direct Megerdich to his destination before he and I walked on to
the house. He knocked on the door, and when it opened, he told my
cousin that he had brought a guest, bid her “Good night,” and left.

I was not going to tell Victoria who I was. I planned to make up a
little joke, that T had met her mother on the train and we rode together,
that she got off in Izmit and invited me to rest for a night at their
house before going on. But when I saw Victoria’s bright, open face,
I melted. Emotion flooded over me at seeing a family member, and I
could not restrain myself.“I am your uncle’s son, Aram,” I bawled, and
flung myself around her neck.

We were bewildered: should we laugh or cry? I think we did both.

That night, before going to bed, Victoria heated some water and
washed my head. I remembered the old days, when my mother would
stand me in a wooden tub and soap my hair several times, and pour
the hot, hot water over my head and body while I howled and threat-
ened to jump out of the tub.

The next day my cousin took me to my first movie. I still remember
it: a nobleman killed the villain and threw him over the wall of a for-

tress into the sea below.
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MY AUNT
Several days later my aunt arrived from Izmit. I would have been over-
joyed to be with her if she had not decided to send me to school.

I had already spoken to the owner of a shoemaker’s workshop
whod agreed to let me join him to learn the craft of shoemaking when
my aunt interceded and disrupted my plans. One way or another, she
managed to persuade me to go to school. I do not know whether it is
correct to say that she “persuaded” me, but it happened like this.

In the single room where I lived with my aunt and her three chil-
dren, she sat me at her knee one afternoon for “confession,” her word
for having a talk.

“Eh, now that you have been here a while and are rested, tell me,
what are you thinking of doing?” she asked.

“I am going to learn a craft. Back home, before the deportation,
during summer vacations from school I used to help my brother make
sandals at his place. Now I can learn how to make real shoes. The son
of one of our in-laws has a shoe store in the city. I spoke to him, and
he is willing to take me on as an apprentice.”

“What did you say?”

“I said that I am going to be his assistant so I can learn how to be
a shoemaker.”

“And I will permit that?”

“Why wouldnt you? Is there something dishonorable about
shoemaking?”

“No...no handicraft is dishonorable, but you are going to school.”

“My school days are long past,’ I protested.

“No, they are not past. The time for school never ends. I did not go
all the way to Sivas, to your feet, to see you become a leather chewer.”

“Fine, my dear aunt. I am truly grateful that you found me and
brought me to Constantinople, but what's the point of even think-
ing about school for me? After four years of working as a shepherd

and servant, I've even forgotten the little I knew! At this age, what
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business do I have in school?... Me? My age and height in a classroom?
My knees will not even fit under a desk! After all, there is a limit. It's
shameful!”

“Your age and size have nothing to do with it. What is shameful
is not to know anything...the shame is to remain uneducated. Your
teachers will understand—after all, they too are Armenian. I admit,
my son, that your education is a little delayed, but not past.”

“It is past, not delayed.”

“Listen to me. Delayed, yes. . .past, no!”

“Past.”

“Delayed...”

“But Aunt...”

“For your sweet father’s sake.”

“Don't bring my father into this!” I was upset.“I am not a student.
Besides, you alone are carrying the burden for all of us here. You work
fourteen hours a day to keep us alive, and you come home exhausted.
How bad would it be if I, as the elder son of the house, earned a few
pennies to bring home? That way, I'd have the satisfaction of contrib-
uting part of my debt to you.’

“You do not owe me, or anyone, anything. I do not need help. You
will go to school, it is not for you to say,” she said in one breath.

“What you say or I say is not the point,” I said.

“Then what is it? It will be my word!”

We were silent. Seeing that I was not going to give way, she started
again. “It will be as I say, I am telling you. Do you understand? My
word! Otherwise...otherwise I will renounce you. I will say that I do
not have a nephew. Just as Peter denied Jesus, I will deny you.”

“But Aunt...”

“I will put you out of this house!”

I was wounded. I thought of saying, “Then I will return to the
Turks. I managed to keep my head on my shoulders when I was with

them, now I can do even better,” but I said nothing, because her voice
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broke. She was still arguing, but she had taken my head in her arms
and was pressing me to her warm chest.

She was crying, pleading with a wet voice.“Do as I say, my child, do
as I say...For your father’s sake. Otherwise you will regret it later...”

Tears dropped on my hair.

“Iwill go, Aunt, I will go....Do not cry, I will go. I'll go to school or
anywhere else you wish, wherever you say. I will go, only don' cry...

don't cry. I'll go...I'll go...T'll go...”

That was many, many years ago. Now my aunt is gone; she has
long since turned to ashes. But before she died, she was delighted and
pleased to see me become a “writer” in the United States. When my
name was mentioned at a gathering, she would say, with great pride,
“He is my brother’s son.”

May heavenly light shine upon her grave.
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1919-1920: Author’s Aunt Aghavni (center) with her family of sur-

vivors. At top, her daughter Victoria and niece Zabel in white nurse’s

shirt. Seated and flanking her are Aram Haigaz (left) whom she found
in Sivas and rescued, and her son Sumpad at right. Seated in front is

her daughter Ardemis.
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BRIEF FACTS «feut ARMENIA
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The ancient Armenians, one of the world’s oldest civilizations,
lived in the highlands surrounding Mount Ararat, where Noah's
Arc is said to have rested. Early Sumerian inscriptions from 2700 BC
and later hieroglyphs of the Hittites refer to the Armenian people. By
the first century BC, the kingdom of Armenia had reached its height,
stretching from the Caspian to the Mediterranean seas and from the
Caucasus to Palestine. Throughout its long history, however, it was
invaded and conquered by a succession of foreign powers, including
the Romans, Persians, Byzantines, Seljuks, Mongols, Arabs, Ottoman
Turks, and Russians.

Armenia was the first country in the world to adopt Christianity
as its official religion, in 301 AD, and its alphabet was created in 405
AD to translate the Bible. The first words written in Armenian are
said to have been from Proverbs: To know wisdom and instruction; to
perceive the words of understanding.

The threat of domination by foreign forces never abated, and in
the sixteenth century, major portions of Armenia fell to the Ottoman
Turks. From that time through World War I, the Armenians experi-
enced continued oppression and armed attacks. Under Sultan Hamid

a series of horrific massacres took place in the 1890s, a portent of the



systematic annihilation of 1915, which took the lives of 1.5 million
and is considered the first genocide of the twentieth century.

After World War I, in 1918, Armenia was briefly independent
for two years, until it was absorbed into the Union of Soviet Socialist
Republics (USSR).In 1991 Armenia again gained independence when
the Soviet Union was dissolved. Today Armenia is a country slightly
larger than the state of Maryland, bordered by Georgia, Azerbaijan,
Iran, and Turkey. It has a population of about three million, and was
admitted to the United Nations in 1992.



TURKEY i» WORLD WAR I
(Ole)

Allied Powers: British Empire, Russia, France, Italy, United States
Central Powers: German Empire, Ottoman Empire ( Turkey), Austro-

Hungarian Empire, Kingdom of Bulgaria

1914 Turkey enters war on the side of the Central Powers. Russia,

Great Britain, and France declare war on Turkey.

1915 Armenian intellectuals and leaders are arrested in Constantinople
and later slain in prisons or en route to exile. Armenians throughout

Turkey are massacred.
1916 Turkey is in fierce conflict with Russia.
1917 Bolshevik revolution ends the monarchy in Russia.

1918 Turkey surrenders to Allies in October. Armistice is signed on
November 11. End of the Austro-Hungarian, German, Russian, and

Ottoman empires.
1918-1923 Allied troops occupy Constantinople.

1923 Republic of Turkey is declared.
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Abbas - Kurd servant of Ali Bey
Abbasses — family in Bey Punar

abla — elder sister, sometimes madam
Aga ~ title for leader, master, lord

Agha — Turkish title of respect for
important official, chief, man of

wealth
Aghvanis — military crossroad
Aghul — short for Aghullar

Aghullar — Ali Bey's village, where
Muselim and other orphans lived

Ahmed Bey — the Black Captain,
Turkish

Ahmet — an escapee with Hasan's
bandit group

Ak-Dagh-Maden - locale

Ako — Shero’s younger son, (Ako and
Zeki are brothers)

Ali Bey — Turkish master who adopts

Aram, changes name to Muselim
Ali - servant to Almas
Ali — a widow's son

Alishan Bey — Kurdish bey, arrives

with a group of beys to hunt
Allabum — my God!

Allied Powers in WWI — Russia,
British Empire, France, Italy,
United States

Almas — Zeineb's daughter-in-law

Anatolia — Asian part of Turkey, large
area comprising most of the
country

Anoush — Kamile's Armenian name;

Ali Bey's young bride

Aram — author’s Armenian name
changed to Muselim

Arev — Osman’s Armenian wife, name
changed to Gulizar

Asia — Armenian girl, real name Kohar
Aydzbuder —~Armenian village
Ayishe — Guelo's wife

Bado — Kurd servant
Bahsen — a place
Bakir efendi — tax administrator

Besi — widowed sister of Emine



Besy — office janitor's daughter

Bey - title of respect for government
officials, military officers, ruler;
equivalent today to “mister”

Bey Punar — a region

Birwa — old nurse

Bismillah ~ in the name of Allah
Bogar ~Ali Bey's dog

Bogaz Veran — a village

bostan — vegetable garden

Bozo — young Kurdish servant

Buffalo Village — famous for yogurt

caravan — groups of Armenians on
forced deportation march

Central Powers in WWI - Ottoman
Empire (Turkey), Germany,
Austria-Hungary, Bulgaria

Chako - Kurdish servant
Chakur — goat’s name
Chalum - Ali Bey’s dog
Chamluja — a village

charshaf — long black outer garment
that conceals the entire body of
Muslim women except for the
eyes or face

chavush — chief guard, sergeant

Cherkes or Circassian — Caucasus
Muslims under Ottoman rule,
with their own language

choban — shepherd
Chobanle — a town
Chomar — Abbasses' dog
Chorakh — a village

Constantinople — modern name is
Istanbul

dayee — uncle, Turkish

Dersim — Kurdish city, Musto and
Sabriye's hometown (site of
Turkish massacre of Kurds in
1937-1938)

Deylem — Muhtar Deylem in Kabak
Chevlik

Dibo — Zeineb's son and Almas’s
husband; Izzet's brother

Dirbas efendi — tax collector

divans — placed around walls for
seating, also used as beds

Divrig - city that Almas visits
Dohan — name of an ox

Dursun Bey — Kurdish bey, arrives
with other beys

efendi — title of respect, sir

efendim — my master, sir, or a polite way
o "
to say “Pardon me?

El Hamdullah — praise to God
Elif - Kurdish girl

Elmas — wife of Armenian carpenter in

Bey Punar
Emine — a widow
Erzinjan - city in eastern Anatolia

Erzurum - important city in WWI
(Garin in Armenian)

Eskisehir — stop on train route

Farieh — Mudur’s youngest daughter

and Kadriye's sister



Fetiye Hanum — Ali Bey's senior wife

fez — cap worn by Turkish men, usually
red with a tassel

flab — Kurdish for an Armenian
converted to Islam, though still
considered an infidel

gamper — Caucasian shepherd dog or
mountain dog

Garin — Armenian for Erzurum

gavur — infidel in Turkish, also written
as giavour or giaour

Gazin — Mudur'’s Kurd servant who
hates Muselim

Geig — goat's name

Giresun — city on coast of Black Sea
Giresonian — native of Giresun
Guelo — Kurd servant

Gulizar — Arev's Islamic name
Hadji Bey - Kurdish bey

Hagop of Malatya — an Armenian in

the workforce
Haidar Bey — Kurdish bey
Haidar Pasha - train terminal, Istanbul
Haji — Islamic name for Khoren

halal - lawful and permitted within
Islamic religion

Hamid - young Turk who is killed
Hamo - son of Abbas
Hamza - a guide

hanum — lady, title of respect for
Turkish women or gitls

Hasan - leader of guerrilla Kurds who
is killed

Hashim efendi — mudur of Yelijeh who
is replaced by Nazum

Haso — tends water mill
Haso — a young Kurd, Khudur’s son

Hekar — Kurd office janitor and Besy's
father

Hilmi — Armenian family, name
Islamized to Hilmi; father is
Setrag, a furniture maker

hoja — Turkish wise man, minor cleric
who travels around villages, a
popular character in folk tales

Hozan - a servant

Huni — Rufet Bey’s village, also home
of Ali Bey's father

Hussein — Osman’s father, also called
Uncle Hussein

Ibo — a servant

Ibrahim Bey — Ali Bey's father, he
is Kujorzade Ibrahim Bey, and
lives in Huni. Two of his four
sons (Ali and Nazum) become
Muselim’s masters

Ibrahim — Mubhtar in Bey Punar

Ibranossian Trading — Armenian
trader in Sepastia/Sivas

Ihsan Bey — Kurdish bey

Inshallah — God willing, if God wills
Islam - religious faith of Muslims
Islamized — converted to Islam
Ismail - a kizir, aide to the muhtar

Izmit - city in Turkey, about 62 miles
from Istanbul

Izzet — Zeineb’s son



Izzet Bey - Kurdish bey

Jibo — Ibrahim Bey's dog

Kabak Chevlik - village where mudur
is reassigned

Kadriye — Nazum Bey's elder daughter
Kaloust — Armenian store owner
Kamal — name of servant

Kamil Bey — Cherkes (Circassian)

captain

Kamile — Ali Bey's bride and third
wife, age 15; Armenian name is

Anoush

Kangal — county seat, Sivas province in
central Turkey

Kanlutash — a village

Karahisar — short for Shabin
Karahisar, Muselim’s hometown

Karaja Veran - a large village

Katijeh — Kurdish widow from
Chamluja, owns a fine horse

Kayseri — stop on train route
Kayu — a village in the mountains

Kazanjian, Mgerdich — Muselim’s
friend

Kel Dag — mountain locale

Keoseh — caretaker of vegetable garden,
the bostan

Khalil Agha - friend of Mudur
Khalil Chavush — Sergeant Khalil
Khatoon — a widow

Khavak — Hasan's native village

Khoren — Armenian servant renamed
Haji, Muselim’s close friend

Khrimian Hayrig — Father Khrimian:
patriarch and later catholicos of
all Armenians

Khudur — Hasan’s brother and father
of Haso

Kiamil Bey — Turkish lieutenant, head
of Ali Bey's region

Kiazum Bey — Ali Bey's brother

Kiraz — dancing girl in Izzet Bey's
quarters

kizir — village headman's assistant,
muhtar’s aide

Kochisar ~ a village

Kohar — Armenian gitl, name changed
to Asia

Komo — Muselim’s dog
Komushdoon — water buffalo village
Konya — stop on train route
Koorshid Agha - from Kangal

Koran — word of God, the central
Islamic religious text, parallel to

the Bible

Krikor — Armenian boy servant,
converted to Shukri

Kujorzade - tribal affiliation or clan;
identifies Ali Bey's father and
family

Kujorzade Nazum Bey — Ali Bey's
brother and Muselim’s second
mastet, the mudur Nazum Bey

Kum-Kapu district — Armenian
quarter in Constantinople
(Istanbul)

kuma — second wife



Kunjul Oghlu — Kurd bandit leader,

Hasan'’s aide

Kurdistan — “Land of the Kurds”;
straddles parts of Turkey, Iraq,

Iran, Syria, and other countries

inhabited by Kurds

Kurds —largely Muslims; an ancient
tribal culture with their own
language but without their own
country. Since 2003 they have
had an autonomous region in
northern Iraq with a constitution,
parliament, and president.

La Ilaha Illallab — part of Islamic creed
lavash — flat bread

Laz - region in northeast Turkey on
shore of Black Sea

Lutfiye Hanum — Mehmet Bey's wife

Mad Shero — Turk
Magar — Armenian blacksmith
Mahmoud Bey — Kurdish bey

Makbule — converted name of
Armenian girl

Malatya — city known for good raki

Mariam — Armenian gl servant
converted to Melike

Martini — rifle, from 1880s

mashallah — God has willed it; praise

for something much admired
Massoud — bandit leader
Mehmed Ali - one of Hasan's men
Mehmed Chavush — (sergeant)
Mehmet Bey of Roosku — Ali Bey's

uncle, husband of Lutfiye
Melike — Muslim name for Mariam

Mendoohi — Khoren'’s sister, name

changed to Minireh
Merchan — Michig’s daughter
merhaba — hello in Turkish

Merouze Hanum — Lutfiye Hanum’s
daughter, the second wife of the
mudur Nazum Bey

meze — overall Turkish word for
appetizer or selection of
appetizers

Michig — Kurdish shepherd from Huni

who marries Armenian girl, Siran

Minireh — Haji's sister, Armenian, her
real name is Mendoohi

Moris — Ibrahim Bey's dog

Mudur — district officer, Turkish;
an appointed, mayorlike
governing official of the Ottoman
government who oversees a small
town and its surrounding villages
in a district

Mudur Nazum Bey — Muselim’s

second master
Muselim — Aram’s Islamic name

Muhammad - founder of religion of
Islam

Muhiddin — Kamil Bey's brother

mubtar — village head man, elected by
the village council of elders; a
position under the mudur

Murad - young Armenian “doctor”

Muslim - follower of Islam, meaning
submission to Allah and the
Prophet Muhammad



Musluman (Miisliiman) — Muslim

Musto - short for Mustafa, a Kurdish
servant

Naileh — Nazum's first wife and the
senior hanum

Nazum Bey — Ali Bey's youngest
brother, and Muselim’s second
master

Nedim Bey — Turkish lieutenant, head
of Ali Bey's region

Niazi — young Armenian servant from

Ordu

Nokhudpert — village, Kiazum Bey's
home

oda — guest room, parlor
oghlum — my son, Turkish
oghlu or oghlou — son, or son of

Ordu — port city located on the Black

Sea coast

Osman — Turkish head shepherd for
Ali Bey

Ottoman Empire — late 13th century
to 1922; the Turkish Republic
was proclaimed in 1923 with
Mustafa Kemal Ataturk as its first
president

Ottoman writing — before 1928,
Turkish was written using the
Persian-Arabic alphabet, with
texts reading right to left; replaced
with the Latin alphabet by
Mustafa Kemal in late1928

Pasen — a locale

pasha — honorary title given to officials

of very high rank both civil and
military, like governors and
generals

peej — bastard

Prophet — refers to the Prophet
Muhammed, messenger of Allah
and prophet of Islam

raki — strong alcoholic spirit, national
drink of Turkey, sometimes
flavored with anise

Ramazan — Turkish for Ramadan,
Islamic holy month

Rashid Agha — tax collector
Red — Muselim’s horse
Roosku — Ahmed Bey's village
Rufet bey — brother of Ali Bey

Rustem — black servant in Ali Bey's
household

Sabriye — Sulo's Kurdish wife

Saduk — Armenian coffeehouse owner
in Zara

saz — long-neck stringed instrument,
member of lute family, very
popular in Turkey

Sedat — a Kurd

sedir — bench covered with carpet for
seating, a divan

Sehel — Rustem’s wife
Sepastia — Armenian for Sivas

Setrag — Armenian carpenter, Muslim
name is Hilmi (Hilmi family)

Shabin Karahisar — author’s birthplace,
a town attacked by Turks in 1915



Sher Oghlu or Shero — Kurd with four

sons

Shero (Mad Shero) — Turkish

gendarme
Shevku — Kurd servant
Shukri — Muslim name for Krikor

Siran — Armenian girl, marries Kurd

Michig
Sirkeci — train station, Istanbul

Sivas — capital of Sivas province in
East-central Anatolian region of

Turkey

Sou Sheri - site of military court and
prison

Suleyman — Kurdish servant
Suleyman — Ahmet’s helper

Sulo of Dersim — Kurdish servant of
Ali Bey

Tamzara — Armenian village near

Shabin Karahisar
tan — yogurt and water drink
Tekke — a place, village
Tevhik Shukrue Efendi — Turkish

captain of gendarmes

Tumeker — village

Vartuhi — Armenian gitl, youngest of
the Norikanian children

Vehip Pasha — high commander
Veli - son of Abbass

Victoria — cousin of Aram in
Constantinople

vilayet — an administrative division of

OttomanTurkey, a province

Wallabi — In the name of Allah; I swear
by God

World War I - July 1914 to November
1918; Central Powers against
the Allied Powers. Turkey fought
with the Central Powers

Yayla ~ refers to the highlands
Yelijeh — a remote village
Yeni Koy — Turkish village

Yevkineh — Armenian mother married
to a Kurd

Zara — county seat

Zeineb — widow in Karaja Veran; her
sons are Dibo and Izzet

Zeki — Sher Oghlu's older son, brother
of Ako

Zeyveh — a town
Zileh - a city
Zindi — Kurd servant of Ali Bey






An Excerpt From

Aram Haigaz’s
The Fall of the Aerie

“At the beginning of this month all the inhabitants of Karahissar
were pitilessly massacred, with the exception of a few children.”
—The New York Times

AUGUST 18,1915
SIGNS OF THE STORM

Christmas of 1915 [January] was extremely sad. Rumors had
already reached us about a campaign that had begun in mid-De-
cember. The Turks were orating about the victories and the thou-
sands of men their armies had slain. They said that an advance of the
Russian Caucasus army towards Erzerum and the frontier had been
repelled and forced to retreat in November. We all heard and did not
want to believe it. We anxiously awaited the Constantinople newspa-
pers for reliable information. Our faith exaggerated the power of the
Russian army into legend. Our sympathy was unreservedly with the
Allies. I do not know how it came to be so, I only know that a Turk
had wittily observed that the face of an Armenian was a barometer of
the war: sadness indicated a Turkish victory, while happiness meant

Turkish reverses.
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The Turkish army passed through the villages and towns, leaving
destruction and ruin in its wake:“Barbarians have passed this way." The
government began to confiscate supplies for the soldiers. The Turks
would unexpectedly surround a store or an entire street and, in the
name of the army, commandeer shoes, clothing, fabrics, leather, food,
and anything they could use. Unfortunately, they usually confiscated
their supplies from Armenian merchants. The officers determined the
price of the goods at their discretion, and handed out receipts which
nominally promised to pay after the end of the war.

In an effort to escape this official robbery, many businesses and
services moved out to the residential sections. The all-but-empty
marketplace took on a desolate appearance. The number of profiteers
and exploiters multiplied. The price of all European goods went up as
never before. Taxes increased and incomes dwindled and disappeared.
And misery, which already was not unfamiliar to the people of Turkey,
reigned everywhere.

Before the snow began to melt, several of our young men who
had gone to war returned home, secretly, and went into hiding. They
told us that Armenians in the army were not at all trusted. They were
denied rifles, and the Turks had tried to break their spirits and kill
them by using them as laborers, digging trenches, building roads, and
doing other hard and degrading work on short rations, in malaria-in-
fested regions.

These escapees were followed by others who confirmed their sto-
ries. They told of comrades who had been shot or clubbed to death.
They had asked only for rifles and the same rights as the Turkish mili-
tary. Had they not been called to defend the same fatherland?

When the story of these escaped soldiers reached the ears of the
Turks, the distrust between Armenians and the government escalated
still more.

We had to be cautious not to be taken by surprise. Many of our men

carried weapons. The probability of a bloody encounter was in the air.
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One spring day, the news came that a high-ranking clergyman
had been killed by the Turks on the road to Erzerum. Thereafter, no
doubts remained about a clash in the near future.

The Armenian Revolutionary Federation and the reorganized
Hunchakian party (the two political parties in Karahisar, both of
which dreamed of reform and an end to the periodic massacres), were
invited to a conference by the Prelate. In short order, they agreed thata
clash was inevitable, and we must prepare for it at once. It was decided
that the Armenians should not be the aggressors, and should not fur-
nish the Turks with the least excuse to open an attack upon us.

If and when the fighting should begin, our men were to fortify the
wards bordering the Turkish section of the city, and to resist until
death or deliverance. Already, the principal barricades and their garri-
sons had been determined. The rivalry between the two political par-
ties gave way to solidarity and cooperation.

Runners were appointed to carry messages between the wards, and
spies were chosen to observe the movements of the Turks. Women
and boys took charge of these responsibilities. To their credit, it must
be said that they carried out their duties with wonderful courage and
devotion.

If ten gendarmes started out from the guardhouse in a certain
direction, our entire ward knew about it within five minutes. A house-
wife would shake out a sheet on a flat rooftop, as she did for her usual
dusting. The obsetver, on a roof in the next ward, picked up the signal
and passed it on to the next. Groups of small boys scattered swiftly
through the streets and carried the warning to houses where men were
in hiding.

I can positively say that without these early precautions, the future
defense of Shabin Karahisar would have been impossible, as the
Turkish government would previously have hunted down all those
who organized and led the fighting.

The government's first, and supreme, objective was to seek out the
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young men who had fled from the army and returned home. Some
brought with them army rifles that they had somehow managed to
pilfer. When the police failed to apprehend the deserters, they tried to
seize our political leaders, but they were already in hiding,

As a final resort, the government prohibited all communication
with the outside. The people of Karahisar could not write to anyone
or go to the nearest villages. The city was isolated.

Messengers, who secretly entered the city at night, told how an army
of ten thousand had raided, looted, and smashed every Armenian vil-
lage that it passed through en route to the front. Resolutely and pur-
posefully, it had destroyed the prosperous Armenian villages of Poork
and Andreas, which were rich and well organized.

In Dziberi, a detachment of gendarmes killed one of several boys
following a skirmish, and brought his pitifully mutilated body to the
city center, leaving it at the door of the government house. There, it
was exhibited for twenty-four hours, until his relatives and a group of
professional women mourners arrived and, praising his courage and
youth, took away his remains.

In Poork, the persecution had begun toward the end of May.
Through unspeakable tortures, the Turkish gendarmes had succeeded
in getting hold of a number of weapons and making a photographer,
named Shahnazar, reveal the names of the men who owned and dis-
tributed rifles. Needless to say, they were the political leaders of the
city. Fortunately, the police did not have time to act.

One night, a limping Shahnazar, weak from loss of blood, came
to his comrades. Warning them, he confessed how he had betrayed
them and asked the Party to punish him for his treachery. Considering
that he had made his confession under the most horrible tortures, and
reached here ahead of the gendarmes, Shahnazar had all but repaired
the harm. The Party did not punish him at all. But he had no peace
of mind, and about eight or ten days later, he died as a result of the

beatings he had received.
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Thereafter, messengers came every night from all directions. Young
men and even boys of twelve to fifteen, disguised as Turks or Kurds,
staggered into the city, exhausted and broken, with mourning and
revenge in their hearts for their murdered loved ones. They came to
tell of the like fates of Mishaknotz, Kirthanotz, Aydzbidir, Sevindik,
Arghavis, Aghvanis, Chirdikh, Puseyid, and Anerghi. All of these vil-
lages had been destroyed and plundered. Father Sophonia Karinian,
the valiant priest of Anerghi, was exiled and all his parishioners had
been murdered.

It was most wonderful that these boys, who warned us with the
news, came not to save their own lives or for the sake of a reward, but
only to serve.

After putting the Armenian population of the villages to the
sword, the government centered its attention on our city. One day, it
unexpectedly rounded up a number of our citizens who, in spite of the
peril, had come to the marketplace, pretending to be occupied with
business so as not to arouse suspicion.

Encouraged by the success, the police began new searches the next
day. Families and neighbors who were searched learned that they were
out after Himayak Karagheozian, Vahan Husisian, Shabouh Ozanian,
and Ghoogas Aghbar. Fortunately, these pivotal men had gone to stay
in the Fort Ward, in the heart of the Armenian section, where they
were safe from searching parties. The government arrested Husisian's
father as a hostage and, pretending to take him to a military court mar-
tial, shot him outside the city. Then it called the head man of the ward
and openly demanded the surrender of Khosrov of Divrig (a member
of the City Council), Medzadourian, Bidza, Shabouh, Karagheozian,
and Himayak. Already it had gotten hold of, and imprisoned, at least
a dozen men, only one of whom was able to escape and fight in the

Fort later on.
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AN ATTEMPT TO DISARM

After arresting certain of the prominent and influential men of our
community, the government attempted to strengthen its position by
disarming our entire population. The order published for the occasion
proclaimed a state of martial law and demanded all weapons from all
citizens, apparently without discrimination between Greeks, Turks or
Armenians. The day the order was posted, the government also called
for Turkish volunteers to enlist as home guards. Twenty or thirty men
answered that call.

A corporal drilled them in right and left turns, how to step for-
ward and back, and then marched them in file around the marketplace
and through the streets, carrying on their shoulders the rifles given
to them at the armory. The parade was followed by Turkish tramps,
street urchins who had been born and lived in the gutter, and half-wild
pariah dogs with tails curled high on their backs.

On the second day, in the center of the marketplace square, they

began to chant a march:

The infidels have placed church bells on our mosques,
Let us throw bombs, and

May the Turkish people spread from sun to sun.

Immediately after the demonstration, the police began a search.
This time, they were looking for arms.

Our prelate, after a brief conference with our elders and political
leaders who were still free, went straight to the government house and
announced to the mayor that he, as the prelate and representative of
his people, would undertake, within a day or two, to collect all of their
arms and hand them over to the government.

Women and children began to work feverishly after this promise
had been given. From house to house, and ward to ward, they car-

ried rifles, knives, pistols, old and useless double-barreled shotguns,
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and sabers. Any good weapons they collected were saved and replaced.
Firearms that were broken and useless were repaired and put in
working order, then sent to the churchyard. The pile was hauled on
an oxcart to the government courtyard and delivered to the mayor,
together with a bribe of several hundred gold pounds. I do not know
whether the Turks believed that we had really disarmed. But the gov-
ernment put a damper on the search for weapons.

Twice each day thereafter, the Turkish home guards, now expanded
to one hundred men, marched through the marketplace, singing the
song about “the crosses that rose above the mosques,” so as to incite the
wrath of the Turkish villagers who came there, armed.

A storm was certainly about to break, but when, or at what signal,
no one knew.

A telegram to our Prelate, from the Patriarchate in Constantinople,
advised obedience and faithfulness to the government. We, however,
had our doubts about the source of the message.

In order to gain time, our political leaders managed our people with
an iron hand, hoping to prevent any incitement or provocation for the
coming fight. Our preparedness was a precaution only for self-defense.
We did not propose to commit treason against the state, or stab it in
the back.

In our city, where there were no newspapers, the government issued
bulletins of war news every day. The Turks bought the sheets for ten
pennies each and spelled out the reports:

“The Russians have been defeated and are in disorganized retreat...
the invincible Ottoman army is advancing.” Despite these announce-
ments, all of officialdom had long faces, and all the telegrams had come

from cities far from the front.

OUR PRELATE IS ARRESTED
The frequent searches resulted in a calamity towards the end of May.

The Turkish police had beaten women and children, trying to wring
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confessions from them. When this, too, yielded no concrete results,
they called our prelate to the government house one night for a “con-
ference,” and detained him there. The news spread through the city
as fast as lightning, Some young men wanted to attack the govern-
ment house immediately and free our spiritual leader. Fortunately,
our far-sighted prelate, before departing to the Town Hall, had called
Father Megerdich, the aged priest, and appointed him locum tenens,
specifically ordering that the boys should not try any “wild schemes”
for his sake.

This unselfish clergyman had leaped into the fire knowingly, hop-
ing that, perhaps, his own death might avert the fate of his people.

The very next day, twenty-five armed policemen escorted our prel-
ate out of the city toward an unknown destination.

His death warrant rode with him.

The Turks killed him a little beyond Andreas village on a sand
drift, where his unburied body remained until it decomposed under
the summer sun.

I mention this here particularly because nearly a year after this trag-
edy, I met his murderer, Kujorzade Kiazim Bey (it was this wretch’s
father who destroyed the Armenian village of Chirdikh). The monster
proudly told several Turks, and me, how he had shot the prelate in
the back, how the victim had fallen, rolling and pale, from his horse,
and how; later, his remains had decomposed under the sun and oiled a
large oval area of white sand.

“I did not know there was so much fat in one human body!” he
chortled, as others in turn began to tell about their “deeds of valor.”
Helpless and unable to do a thing, I had to listen to these details of the
crime, digging my fingernails into my palms. The hero of this master-
piece of vileness had shot an unarmed man in the back, and had come
to boast about it before the crowd.

Even today, I can remember all the details of our prelate’s depar-

ture. A group of boys my own age, and I, had been detailed to watch
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the government house and the prison. We relieved one another at fre-
quent intervals so as not to arouse suspicion. If one of us was obliged
to keep watch more than once a day, he changed his clothes before
going back.

In the early morning, when I got there to relieve another boy,
horsemen appeared in the walled courtyard inside the prison gate. A
little later, our worthy prelate walked proudly and steadily out of the
prison. Under his black hood, his face was extremely pale.'He proba-
bly did not sleep the whole night, I thought. Then I remembered those
boys who, rifles in hand, were ready to give their lives to save the holy
prisoner. Tears filled my eyes.

The prelate mounted his white horse without help. The entire
party moved toward the gate.

From the windows of the government house, fezzed heads watched
this humiliating parade until it disappeared behind the trees of the streets.

The hoof beats of that swift cavalcade echoed for a long time in the
morning calm, and still ring in my ears.

A deathly quiet reigned throughout the day in the larger courtyard
of the prison. It was customary for the Turkish criminals, in chains, to
be brought out there. Peddlers were permitted to enter and sell their
wares to the prisoners. Usually there was shouting, swearing, and the
clash of chains. But today, the prison yard was entirely deserted. The
sentry paced steadily up and down before the gate, carrying the rifle
and fixed bayonet on his shoulder.

Where were the hundreds of prisoners?

That evening, my father told us that the Turkish volunteer com-
pany had grown very large that day. When it was drawn up in line, one
could not see from one end to the other, he said.

My brother, to whom I had spoken about the empty prison yard,
looked at me and, with signs, made me understand that we must keep
that a secret between us.

After supper, he took the news about the murderers and bandits
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being released from prison, to a place I did not know, and returned

very late at night.!

THE KNIFE REACHES THE BONE

On June second, Wednesday afternoon, without warning, policemen
and soldiers surrounded the two markets called the Old and New
Tashkhan, which were publicly owned by our people, and where
nearly three hundred of our merchants conducted their businesses.
All the shopkeepers and their customers were taken at bayonet point
to prison.

The two markets were in separate buildings, where only our prom-
inent merchants could do business. Each building had two ironbound
doors, one on the first floor, and the other on the second. This made
the government’s work very easy; it had only to put several squads of
men, with bayonets, outside each door. Resistance from within was
impossible, help from the outside improbable. Then too, the seizure
happened so quickly that there was no chance to prevent it.

This mass arrest broke the back of Karahisar’s Armenians in the
fullest sense of the word.

While this was happening in the marketplace, a notorious crim-
inal Turk named Kel Hassan, who had been released from prison,
had come down to the Central Ward with some fifty armed men
and a public crier. At his command, the poor crier had to shout that
Armenian outlaws must surrender themselves within twelve hours,
otherwise the government would burn their houses and shoot their
families — fathers, mothers, wives, children and infants.

Because no one heeded his threat, Kel Hassan seized every old
man he could find, and forced a group of them to Sibon'’s coffeehouse,

which was located at the boundary of the marketplace and Church

1 Editor’s note: In 1915, “butcher battalions” made up of violent criminals released from prison,
were recruited throughout Turkey to brutalize and “kill without mercy” as many Armenians as

possible.
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Ward. There, sitting and drinking whiskey, he began the torture of
his victims. The men, whose confessions he sought, were hung, head
down, from a specially-built beam while their bare soles were burned
with cigarettes. If the victim did not talk under this torture, a glass of
whiskey was poured over his soles and ignited.

Eight or ten young Armenians surrendered in a futile attempt
to save their fathers from this torture. But Kel Hassan was not yet
through. Until dawn, the coffee house echoed with screams, deafening
blows, swearing, and lewd Turkish songs.

Except for Fort Ward, the situation for the Armenian population of
the city was not any better. Forcing the head men of the wards to guide
them, the police continued to search through homes and make arrests.

There was not a single light in any house that night. House dwell-
ers stood hidden behind curtains, watching the streets.

Occasionally, the dim light of a lantern appeared around the cor-
ner — then footsteps, muffled sounds, sudden and clanging noises, the
steel of bayonets and sabers gleaming in the darkness. The impact of
the soldiers” heels on the cobbles was so loud that it echoed within
the house. Whose door would they stop at? How loudly their boots
clashed on the stones! Were they striking the door with a saber hilt
or an ax?

The window of a house down the street glowed red. A man in
nightclothes opened the door and, holding the lamp high, stared at
their faces. They shouted commands at him. He made motions as
though saying, “I don't know,” and “T haven't got it,” gesticulating des-
perately and shaking his head. Silence for a while. The number of
shadows at the door seemed to fade. Had they gone? Ten minutes...
fifteen minutes. Now they all emerged again; the aged master of the
house, who had dressed, wearily followed his guide, two policemen
walking behind him, the dim light of the lanterns glinting on their
brass buttons.

Another lantern stopped before a house on the opposite street.



362 #  An Excerpt from THE FALL OF THE AERIE

“In the name of the law!” a voice shouted, and the knocker crashed
down on the door. Not a sound, not a sign of life from within. It was
a strong, stone house. Two valiant brothers lived there. The policemen
hesitated. Then they went away.

My father, who was a good and peace-loving man, carefully oiled
his pistol.

“My heavens!” questioned mother, wringing her hands. “Have
our men been captured tonight?” My father, without interrupting his
work, answered:

“Are the Turks so many that they can go near the Fort Ward at
night? They are brave here, where our houses are so far apart, and at
the marketplace, where they are close to the Turkish ward. Do they
dare try to threaten the Fort Ward?”

That June night proved to be the most terrible and critical of any

so far.
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1920: Aram Haigaz (front left) with fellow orphans from the
Central Armenian High School (Getronagan) of Constantinople,
which established an orphanage to house young boys who had

survived the deportations and were attending classes.
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“The past is never dead. It's not even past.

—WIiLLiAM FAULKNER
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“Aram Haigaz captures the stark tragedy of the Armenian Genocide
in one boy’s remarkable story of suffering and survival. This English
translation is as riveting and heart-wrenching as the original in
Armenian, and, on the occasion of the Genocide’s centennial, is
essential reading for all.”

—Vartan Gregorian, president, Carnegie Corporation of New York;
former president, Brown University; The New York Public Library

“In his four years of captivity, Haigaz grew from a boy into 2 man
but never forgot his Christian and Armenian heritage, He ultimately
escaped the rugged mountains of Kurdistan and came to the U.S. in

1921. Using the pen name Aram Haigaz, he wrote in Armenian to keep
alive his heritage and chronicle the genocide. His memoir is a coming-
of-age story as well as a harrowing story of survival”

—Booklist review

“This memoir of exile and loss proves beyond the shadow of a doubt
that hope and wisdom can be found in the most unlikely places.’
—Caroline Stoessinger, author of A Century of Wisdom: Lessons from the

life of Alice Herz-Sommer

“Haigaz reveals intertribal struggles and betrayals as World War I
raged in the background. In the spring of 1919, with the Ottoman
Empire defeated, he saw his chance to escape. A richly detailed

. testimony to a young man's courage...

—Kirkus Reviews
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