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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.1 

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 "I 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. 
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"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 tonightt 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 Wardt 

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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