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Armenian Villages
Near Isfaban

by Frederick Leist

ing that there are three distinct groups of Arme-

nians there, the ‘‘Jughatzis,”” the ““Peritzis’’ and
the ‘‘Char Mahaltzis,”” all of whom are
glad to exchange good-natured insults about each
other’s regional characteristics. The “‘Jughatzis’’ are the
descendants of those townspeople first brought to New
Julfa in the early seventeenth century, the merchants
who flourished for a hundred years and established
daughter colonies throughout the Indies. Few of them
are left in Julfa, having moved in large numbers to
Tehran; they even say that more people speak the old
Julfa dialect in London than in Julfa. The other two
groups descend from more warlike villagers who settled
in an area to the west of Isfahan near Shah Abbas to
keep out the fierce Bakhtiari tribesmen. Older men liv-
ing in Julfa remember cattle raiding back and forth with
e Bakitiariy and vccasionat skirmisires which ondy
stopped in the 1950’s when the government disarmed
both sides. Several Georgian villages were also establish-
ed, but these soon lost their native language and con-
verted to Islam. Though some of them still know that
they are “‘Gorji,”’ Georgian, they are now otherwise in-
distinguishable from Persian Shi’ites.

Peria, Fereydan in Persian, and home of the Peritzis,
actually consisted of about twenty villages lying in a
region several hours drive northwest of Isfahan. Only
one, Poloran, is still completely Armenian, although
several others are mixed with some Armenians remain-
ing as Moslems are moving in. There is still a priest for
the church in Poloran, a simple church set among
houses built like little forts to give protection from at-
tack, all of sun-dried brick, roofs a series of low domes
with skylights to let in the sun. The villagers farm and
raise H\/‘t::siock; their life still depends on the rising and
the setting of the sun and the turning of the seasons. In
summer, at “‘Vartavar’® which marks the Feast of the
Transfiguration, as well as a pre-Christian flood myth,
some of the women and girls of Poloran dress in the
beautiful traditional clothing of Peria and throw pit-
chers of water over each other, to the great amusement
of the rest of the villagers. The old women one
sometimes sees on the back streets of Julfa in blue or
brown dresses reaching down to the ground, quickly
covering their mouths with long woolen scarves at the
sight of a strange man, come for the most part from the
old villages of Peria.

Not an Armenian remains in Char Mahal, although
more than a dozen Armenian villages once formed a
long arc to the west and south—west of Isfahan. The
Char Mahaltzis have gone for the most part to Tehran,
Khuzestan, or Julfa. Nonetheless, they gather once a
year in one of their old villages for a memorial service
and several days of feasting and dancing in the clear,
pure air of their mountain homeland.

One summer’s day in 1976, shortly after the
pilgrimage to St. Thaddeus, knowing that the Char
Mahal festival was in progress, but unsure precisely
where, I set off by motorcycle for Shahr-e Kord, capital
of the province of Chemar Mahal and Bakhtiare. This is
one of the smallest provinces and most rugged in Iran.
Ahwaz lies in Khuzestan on the other side of the
Bakhtiari mountains from Isfahan. As the crow flies, it

(Continued on page 3)

INI O one can stay long in New Julfa without realiz-

This is the second in a series of five articles written by
Frederick Leist, a Baltimorean resident in Isfahan, Iran,
where he taught at the University from June 1974 to
January 1978. Mr. Leist has also travelled extensively in
West and South Asia.
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Prelacy Announcements

OUTREACH gives special thanks to Mr, and Mrs.
George Hazerjian who financially made possible the
printing of our twelfth issue.

Anyone who knows the address or whereabouts of Mr.
Manoug Der Kevorkian please inform the Prelacy head-
quarters in New York City. His relatives in Beirut, Miss
Sossie Avedissian and family, need to contact him
urgently.

Dates to Remember
April 14: College Students Reception at the Prelacy. Dr.
Vartan Gregorian, Provost, University of Pennsylvania,
guest speaker.

April 24: Armenian Martyrs’ Day.

May 14-18: Annual NRA Convention to be hosted by
Sts. Vartanantz Armenian Apostolic Church of Pro-
vidence, R.I.

May 2: The Prelacy Ladies’ Guild annual luncheon for
Mothers’ Day to be held in the Plaza Hotel, New York
City. Fashions by Maison Mendessolle, Ltd. Donation,
$18.50 per person. For reservations contact: Mrs. G.
Dermksian, 722-2764 (New York). Mrs. M. Haratunian,
676-7434 (Long Island). Mrs. R. Derian, 646-0174 (New
Jersey). Mrs. V. Hovnanian, 431-2233 (New Jersey).

gc[ifor; Wofe. -

Dear Readers,

This issue marks the close of one year of publication
for OUTREACH; yet, one can see that the paper is still
new,seeking to find and fulfill our community’s most
basic needs.

Being small in size, the importance of concentration
and focus on primary concerns and interests is greatly
intensified. At the same time, it is a difficult task to
communicate with and enrich the lives of our diverse
community of over 7,000, especially when there is no
feedback or clear statements of need.

In the September ’78 issue, attempting to find such
guidelines, we printed a questionnaire. There was a one
percent response, the great majority of which were
favorable and encouraging.

The general format and size of the paper was found
agreeable by most, while others made suggestions such
as, cutting the size and increasing the number of pages,
having more pictures, omitting repetitious articles, and
increasing the overall depth of content.

The need to have religious articles of spiritual
enlightenment was a prime concern emphasized in near-
ly all responses. Many individuals stressed this point
even more emphatically with such specific comments as:
““the paper should deal only with spiritual and religious
questions and values,”” or ‘‘the paper is not seriously at-
tempting to retrieve Armenians back to Christianity.’’
Topics such as history, education, literature, art, and
women in Armenian history were also found important.

Most individuals, being bilingual, agreed with the
language format, some indicating that more should ap-
pear in English in order to reach the Armenian-
American youth. However, nearly all who responded
found it unnecessary to have an Armenian counterpart
to the name OUTREACH.

Congcerning a subscription charge, most individuals
felt there should be none or that it would not make a dif-
ference in the quality or opinion towards the paper;
rather, they felt more people get to read it since it’s free.
Some suggested a ‘‘small charge if any,’’ while another
said ‘‘don’t waste valuable space with trivial articles or
small talk.”’

As to an overall opinion of the paper, the majority
felt that it is necessary and does offer something new.
Ten percent of the respondents felt it is a wasted effort
as it stands, yet indicated that the idea is important and
has potential.

Reading and going through the responses, though
they were minimal, has given a clearer view of your ex-
pectations and needs as individuals and a community. In
responding, you have taken the first step in establishing
solid lines for communication within our community.
By maintaining an open and continual flow of our
thoughts and by working together, we can surely achieve
and benefit from a paper that offers, as one respondee
said, ‘‘less news—more of an outreach function.”’

Sincerely,
The Editor

OUTREACH

is a monthly publication of the Prelacy of the
Armenian Apostolic Church of America, 138 East
39th St., New York, New York 10016. Address all
correspondence to the above address. Printed in
U.S.A. Second class postage paid at New York,
N.Y. 10001.

Editor.............ccovvet.. Hasmig Mergian

Krikor Pidedjian to Present Musical Tribute

Having a long record of involvement in Armenian
religious and secular music, it would not be an exaggera-
tion to say that Mr. Krikor Pidedjian is one of the very
few Armenian musicians with so deep and encompassing
a knowledge of Armenian music.

Mr. Pidedjian spent his youth in the Catholicossate
of Cilicia in Antelias, growing up in an authentic Arme-
nian atmosphere. He studied Armenian church music
from its very source and basic composition in a western
oriented music school.

From 1957-61, he taught church and secular music to
the seminarians of the Catholicossate, preparing them as
singers, choir directors, and clergymen. His musical in-
terests were not satisfied only by teaching. He found a
35 voice male chorus to perform the immortal Komitas
Mass on special occasions; he also started to compose
and arrange Armenian music. The late Catholicos Zareh
1, recognizing his talent, sponsored the publication of
one of Pidedjian’s compositions ‘‘Derigo,”’ a four part
(S.A.T.B.) choral work.

Arriving in this country, Mr. Pidedjian entered the
Mannes College of Music, majoring in conducting. He
served as assistant conductor of the Mannes College
Chorus in his senior year. He is also a graduate of
Hunter College of New York City, holding a B.A. in
conducting and a M. A. in music education.

In 1963, Mr. Pidedjian formed the Kousan Chorus
in New York City. Bringing new songs of Armenia, and
sometimes forgotten songs, his concerts soon became
nostalgic events. Offering a variety of musical works in-
cluding his own original compositions and ar-
rangements, performances fulfilled audience expecta-
tions each time.

At the World’s Fair of 1964 in New York, he
presented an Armenian Song and Dance Ensemble in
this country for the first time to an unprecented au-

dience of over 10,000. The impact of this show was so
great that within a short time some of the dance tunes
had been adopted by many Armenian bands, while the
idea of forming ensembles was everywhere.

Mr. Pidedjian has contributed greatly in his quiet
way to the growth of modern Armenia’s music in the
United States. In 1969, he was invited to Erevan by the
Armenian government to attend the centennial of
Komitas Vartabed, whose works have been the source of
his inspiration. Over the years, he has maintained a
diverse involvement in the field of music. While teaching
in the New York City School system since 1973, he has
also been the Director of the St. Vartan Cathedral’s pro-
fessional choir. Hoping to better understand his own
people’s music, he has studied the folk music of India,
Africa, Israel, Turkey, and Arabia. Currently he is
working on a book about Armenian Church and folk
music, a first of its kinds.

We are pleased to announce that Mr. Pidedjian will
participate in the Commemoration of Armenian Mar-
tyrs’ Day, April 24th, to be held in the newly erected St.
Peter’s Church amidst the City Corp complex in New
York City. He has prepared an expansive and diverse
musical tribute especially for the occasion to be
presented by an all string orchestra. A new song, com-
posed by Mr. Pidedjian, dedicated to Martyrs’ Day, will
be performed by guest soloist Beatrice Pidedjian.

With such a rich musical presentation by Mr. Pided-
jian, the participation of the ‘‘Arax’’ Friendship
Association Chorale conducted by Nonou Kricorian,
and Rev. Eugene Carson Blake as guest speaker, the
program promises to be fulfilling. It will take place on
Tuesday evening, April 24 at 8 p.m. in St. Peter’s
Church, Lexington Ave. and 54tk Street. All should
make an effort to attend.

MEDITATIONS

““As you rise, your heart begins to beat faster, the
burden increases on your shoulders. Alas for that man
who has never felt gravity on his shoulders.”’

During the last two years of my creative life, I have
experienced two very important stages. Although I had
not yet adopted those thoughts and obligations atten-
dant to being an elected CSSI member, I was
nonetheless joyful for other reasons. Like a spiritual
soldier I rise and enter the solemn academy of Leonardo
da Vinci as a corresponding member.

Each of us has an obligation to endow life with a
conception. The consciousness of debt is the most emi-
nent aspect of knowledge. If all were to understand the
consciousness of their debt, contemporary human rela-
tions would be dramatically different. What would hap-
pen if each one of us heard his own internal voice, heed-
ed its rhythm, which for millions of years has existed by
virtue of its own equilibrium?

Through the rotations of centuries, beside the
material world was born a spiritual world with its own
rules of development. Bread alone. The creative man,
acting in accord with his spiritual nature, has cultivated
intellectual-moral rules alongside the rules of nature and
they have risen to the Divine idea.

The human mind has always given forth great light:
great apostles like Moses, Dante, Naregatzi,
Shakespeare, Dostoyevsky, Leonardo da Vinci,
Michelangelo, Bach, and Beethoven have come to
enlighten and promote spiritual life and to extol immor-
tality. For centuries human intelligence has given forth
more and more light, but alas, our time has dislodged
the routine of progress. Natural sciences have soared,
but morality has declined. Somehow universal morality
has given birth to a double ignominy, to two genocides
during the first and second world wars. Twentieth cen-
tury civilization has indifferently carried this shame on
its forehead right up to our own day. New genocides are
capable of being reproduced, and one day maybe even a
universal carnage. Truly, we have much cause for grave
anxiety.

The present progress of the human mind begets ter-
ror. There is much restlessness, and fear lurks in human
eyes. By nestling in his shell, man has tightly closed his
door. To the first lock he has added a second, a third,
and more, and with steel rods he has barricaded himself.
Thus, man has become subjugated to self-confinement.
In this century of freedom he has lost his freedom, he
has lost the support of his life, and he has lost his faith.
As man’s faith disappears, evil dominates the world and
man’s terrified heart witnesses unspeakable and
unbearable danger.

The century is ill and man is so ill that he lives like a
bundle of nerves. He does not speak, he screams; he
does not walk, he runs; he does not sleep, he
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hallucinates. Surely man has lost his tranquility and his
happiness. Enchanting songs have given way to animal
howls, charming dances to lunatic leaps, dignified
clothes to trifling rags.

Art reflects the time in which it is set. It is the harb-
inger of the future, the first to see what lies ahead. This
anxiety has permeated all the branches of art, so much
so that sometimes, indeed, it terrifies us, as for example,
it does in science fiction movies when imminent danger
is portrayed as a monster who comes to destroy what the
human mind has created. Grand buildings, bridges,
cities, and monuments of art are crushed under the
palms of this monster. Terrified, people run away, but
there is nowhere to retreat. Then the terror of death br-
ings men closer together. Haughtiness, contempt,
hatred, and hostility disappear, and arm in arm a united
humanity withstands the monster. The people are saved.
Creative life begins again, and the bells of Resurrection
ring.

Similarly, some artists, being ahead of the times, no
matter how deeply they feel the coming danger, non-
theless believe in man’s creative intelligence, which is go-
ing to endure, to shine with renewed vigor.

Nowadays, the mission of art is to restore the spirit
of retreating men and to give them wings to cross the
limits of materiality and to get closer to immortality.

This is my belief. Also, in all my paintings I have em-
phasized the inquietude of ordinary men, a universal
phenomenon. The creatures in my paintings are not
casual creatures. They do not live only in themselves but
also in their surroundings. The sadness of their eyes will
never go away so long as in the world even one soul is
abandoned. I am certain that humanity will rediscover
itself. Darkness will disappear, light will spread its
wings, evil will flee, and good will dominate.

This is what art inspires. With this great mission in
mind I extend my hand to all the artists of the world.
Today I feel much stronger, endowed with new medita-
tions and responsibilities, because I belong to one of the
world’s greatest art communities, Rome’s Leonardo da
Vinci Academy.

The above MEDITATIONS by the renowned painter,
Karchaz was sent to the Leonardo Da Vinci Academy on
his acceptance as a member. An exhibition of works by
Katchaz will take place at the Prelacy May 4-11, 1979.
The exhibition, dedicated to the 110th anniversary of the
birth of Gomidas, is sponsored by the Prelacy’s Ladies
Guild.




ARMENIAN VILLAGES NEAR ISFAHAN

(Continued from page 1)

is probably the nearest major city to Isfahan, but
anyone driving must make a wide detour north or south
of the mountains, which have so far defeated any at-
tempt to be crossed by a highway. Many Bakhtiari
tribesmen still make the biannual trek through the
mountains between winter pastures by the head of the
Persian Gulf and summer pastures near Isfahan, swim-
ming livestock across rivers, while their families float
across on inflatable goatskin rafts and cross snow-
covered passes on foot. Many of their kinfolk have been
settled for generations along villages lining the route.
During the nineteenth century, the Bakhtiari occasional-
ly swept down from their capital of Shahr-e Kord and
sacked Insfahan, still threatening to do so within living
memory. The Bakhtiari women, who like all the
nomads, have never worn the veil, were famous for their
skill in extracting bullets. The men were renowned for
their riding and shooting.

There is a good, though occasionally steep and win-
ding, asphalt road leading from Isfahan up to Sharh-e
Kord. There, I asked about the Armenian festival. Yes, I
was told, there is such a festival held annually; there us-
ed to be many Armenians in the region. In fact, if I took
the first gravel road leading south, the very first village I
came to would be one which used to be Armenian.
Perhaps that was where they were celebrating. If not, I
should follow the same road for another six villages,
whose names 1 was given, and there ask again.

At the first village I asked a boy if he knew where the
Armenians were meeting. He didn’t have any idea, but
was afraid to admit it, so he made a wild and unlikely
guess. Seeing I didn’t believe him, he took me to see the
“kadkhoda’’ or head man of the village, a dignified,
elderly man who confirmed that his village had once
been Armenian but said that he hadn’t seen any Arme-
nians in some twenty years and suggested that I try fur-
ther along the road. The road, though gravel, was
smooth and well-made. Remembering to take the right
hand fork after Shamsabad, I came to the sixth village
without incident. Most villages stood a little off the road
on dirt tracks, little clusters of houses built of sun-dried
mud brick surrounded by fields of golden wheat. Most
also had a patch of green woods nearby. It was the
harvest season and some villagers were out in the fields
with scythes while others had already begun the
threshing and winnowing under an azure sky. By noon
the encircling mountains shimmered in the heat. The
hands and faces of the peasants were sunburnt to the
color of walnut wood, though their arms under their
sleeves were as fair as Europeans. At the sixth village a
few people were sitting on shady wooden verandahs;
they told me to try four villages further along as that was
a likely place.

This time the road was only a dusty unpaved track.
At the first village I came across an Armenian family
driving across a field. They had come to see the lands
they had farmed and where their parents had grown up.
1 was relieved to hear that the gathering was indeed at
Mamouran, three villages down the way, about twenty
kilometers. The track now degenerated into a pair of
parallel ruts which dipped through a fair number of
streams and crossed a patch of desert. Fortunately, I
had a trail -bike. The sight of tents by the woods near
Mamouran told me I had arrived. It had taken me about
six hours and I was burnt almost to the color of the
Bakhtiaris, but I arrived in time to see the memorial ser-
vice, held at the cemetery.

Afterwards, everyone tropped back to the tents. I
stopped by the stream to wash off the dust of the trail
and lingered in the shade of the trees, reluctant to ven-
ture back into the sun. I don’t know the altitude, but the
whole area is considerably higher than Isfahan, itself
more than 5000 feet above sea level, and the summer sun
at that height burns fiercely. At the mouth of one tent I
saw a group of people clustered around a smiling old
man in the black skullcap and baggy, black bell-bottom
trousers characteristic of the Bakhtiari. He was
Bakhtiari but he spoke fluent Armenian and came every
year to see his friends. I stopped to chat with friends at
another tent, as I saw a man lead up a sheep and erect a
tripod about five meters away. My friends invited me to
stay for kebab. Within five minutes the sheep was
slaughtered, skinned and butchered and the meat was
cooking on skewers. The carcass of a second sheep hung
from the tripod. That was fresh meat! We washed it
down with ¢‘vishnovga,’’ a kind of drink made by pour-
ing neutral spirits into a bottle filled with sour cherries
and letting it sit a few months or even years.

In the midst of the tents, which covered a fair area as
about a thousand Armenians had gathered at
Mamouran, was a broad, clear and flat space. There,
two musicians, one with a ‘‘dohol’’ (large and narrow
two headed drum strung in front of the drummer,
played, at times very rapidly, with sticks), the other with
a “‘’karna”’ (partly wooden horn the length of a trumpet,
with a brass bell, played for long periods as the musician
breathes through his nose while playing) began to play
and people to dance. This combination of ‘‘dohol’’ and

Interior of Armenian home, Poloran. Note “hazarashen” roof.
Photo by Varoujan.

‘“‘karna,’” or with the similar ‘‘surna’’ in place of the
‘“‘karna’’ is encountered in village music the length and
breadth of Iran and even farther afield. There were ring
dances of the sort one might see Armenians do
anywhere. The women did a handkerchief dance which
was similar to the dance of the Bakhtiari women. Even
more striking was the stick dance. A group of men
would form in a large circle around a man with a thick
staff. One man would take a half-inch thick green switch
and move into the circle, maneuvering for position with
the man with the staff, all in rhythm to the music and
then swing his switch at the other’s legs. The latter
would attempt to parry the blow with his staff. Whether
it hit the staff or a leg, the green switch usually-broke on
the first blow. When the challenger was successful, he
would take over the staff, otherwise, the first man
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would keep it. Either way, a new challenger armed with
a switch would soon emerge for a try. It was impressive
as a ritual, stylized duel. Losing, of course, could be
painful.

The long summer’s evening drew to a close; the stars
were bright and numerous, competing as they were with
no electric light. Several of us sat by the stream, drink-
ing and talking. Otherwise the stillness was complete.
The next day, after more dancing and more very fresh
kebab, I headed back to Isfahan. There was a good road
leading from Mamouran to Shah Reza, the first town
south of Isfahan on the Shiraz road. It took less than
two hours to get home, but as huge tractor-trailers went
whooshing by, I was very grateful that I had quite seren-
dipitiously gone the ‘‘wrong’’ way through the peaceful
villages of Char Mahal the day before.
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The Prelacy Ladies’ Guild presents
KATCHAZ
an exhibition dedicated to the
110th anniversary of the birth of
GOMIDAS
MAY4-11, 1979 at the Prelacy
138 E. 39th Street
New York City, 4 p.m. -9 p.m.
All proceeds will go to
the Lebanese Fund



