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Ovsanna Piloyan was born in 1906, the day and month forgotten.1 The bible
on which the dates were customarily recorded was “mistakenly left behind in
Malatya” along with the family’s household belongings, or it could have been lost.
Only the bare necessities were packed and loaded on mules for the arduous trek out
of Malatya. The Piloyan family lived in the Khazarah-tagh. Their house was
directly across Michael Tarkanyan’s house, her best friend Haiguhi’s father. With
yearning, Ovsanna often remembered playing at their house, especially since they
had a white horse. The twins, Mareeg and Sareeg, were also her close friends. 2 The
girls spent endless hours playing at each other’s homes.3 All of the houses had
huge courtyards with an abundance of a fruits, vegetables, and nuts including
apricots, pears, plums and mulberries; almonds, hazelnuts, walnuts; string beans,
okra, garbanzo, squash, carrots, herbs, parsley, basil, mint, etc.

Ovsanna claims she was a feisty “tomboy” and loved to climb the trees, seeking
the best pick of a fruit! She also spent endless hours playing with dolls. Alongside
playmates, she made dolls and sewed their clothing. Ovsanna reminisces that her
first six years were relatively calm even though the Armenians were in the
minority. This was a Turkish district. Armenians played with Armenians and Turks
with Turks. However, they respected one another and on festive occasions the
whole neighborhood rejoiced together. The Turks had more elaborate and colorful

celebrations that lasted for days; all enjoyed food, music, and dance. The wedding
of Mustafa Kemal’s relative was a weeklong celebration, an occasion Ovsanna
never forgot. She was most impressed when the bride arrived with pomp and
circumstance playing in a colorfully decorated carriage with ribbons, flowers and
blaring horns and drums. Even the white horses were decorated with flowers and
ribbons. Another experience cherished in her memories was the early morning calls
when her mother would awaken the girls to go out to the chicken coup where a
huddle of newly hatched chicks were peeping away. A smile would appear on
Ovsanna’s face when she slipped back into her memories and continued to describe
the “cute, fluffy chickens.”
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Before Ovsanna was six years old, she herself was cognizant of being a “quick
learner.” She was curious of everything, about her milieu, much to her mother’s
dismay. Her maternal grandfather, Kevork, was concerned that “she would not
have a long life.”4 Her half-brother Khachadour was also taken by her precocity
and on many occasions he took her to the shoogah (marketplace). The hustle and
bustle of these excursions opened her eyes to a whole new world! Customarily, this
experience was deprived of females, especially at her age of 5-6 years. She was not
only fascinated by a myriad of activities, people and smells, but also with the art of
bargaining, an art she employed throughout the rest of her life.5

An unforgettable memory was when she felt feisty and daring. On one such day
when she was no more than five years old, Khachadour was to take her to the
doctor to have her tonsils removed. He had just sat her upon the horse- her first
experience- when suddenly the horse took off and all she could do was hang on to
its mane. Within seconds Khachadour chased after her upon his horse and calmed
the horse down. All shook up, they returned home. Needless to say, the tonsils
were never removed! Again, Ovsanna laughs at the excitement on the horse and
her untouched tonsils.

By the time she was 5-6 years old, she was eagerly waiting to attend school like
her elder siblings. Whenever they were not looking, she would play with their
books. Finally, she found herself in a classroom surrounded with children her own
age sitting on the floor with their personal cushions. Her favorite time of day was
when the teacher- a tall, beautiful young woman named Mariam- played the piano
and the entire class sang along.6 A particular song Ovsanna nostalgically sang
while peddling on her Singer sewing machine in the late 1950s was a Protestant
hymn- in the yonder bye and bye, he will come… She also recalled cutting strips of
colored paper and weaving them together in a variety of designs. Most importantly,
she was exposed to the Armenian alphabet at a later date; when the schools were

closed, she read the Bible cover to cover, a fete she was extremely proud of. And
from that experience she was capable of writing and reading!

However, the most cherished memories were the days she spent at the Hovnannian
house—Mahmentz dooneh desah, Mahmentz dooneh katsee (“I saw that at my
grandmother’s house, I went to my grandmother’s house). Although, her
grandmother had died shortly before she was born. Thus, she was named after her
grandmother Ovsanna. Her grandfather Kevork and especially his two brothers,
Aharon and Hagop, as well as their wives and sons took special interest in her.
Perhaps, it was because of her name or she was more like her mother, Hripsimeh.
The two brothers showered her with as much love and attention as their own sister
Hripsimeh, which became joyful memories.

They also encountered a tragic end. In 1914 the two brothers, who were renowned
builders in Malatya, were commissioned to a hospital by the German missionaries,
one of whom was named Mr. Edmond. In 1915 when the genocide took hold, Mr.
Edmond assured both brothers that they and their families would not be harmed.
Dealing with Protestants, the brothers believed what they were promised. By 1915
only the windows were to be set and the buildings were almost complete. When the
building was completed, their happiness came to an abrupt halt. Ovsanna was
barely six years old when both of her uncles, their wives and children along with

their elderly father, Kevork were martyred along with all the other Apostolic
Armenians in Malatya.7 Hripsimeh pleaded with Mehmet Effendi to interfere and
rescue her brothers along with their families- if only the innocent children- but to
no avail. She was helpless. Hripsimeh’s unending wails and cries went on for
months. Ovsanna could never forget her mother’s sense of despair and her cries
saw no end. A part of Hripsimeh was lost forever. It didn’t take long for Ovsanna to
realize when the school closed that she would never again experience the joy of a
classroom nor a teacher’s love. 8

One of the most impressive scenes of aesthetic beauty Ovsanna never forgot during
this stage of her life were the rushing waters of Bahbookhtee, a spring about two
hours away from their home. It was a real treat when her mother packed a lunch
with seenee kyufteh, with tapsee and all. They gathered at the foot of the spring,
spread out a tablecloth and enjoyed their picnic. This was the common dish taken
to Bahbookhtee because it created such a thirst that it fulfilled a need to indulge in
the pure, cold water. The more they ate, the more they drank. These afternoons
were enjoyed among neighbors and friends. It was an ideal setting for a festive
picnic. Children played while adults enjoyed beautiful, peaceful afternoons.
Ovsanna most enjoyed the times her mother would throw a rope over a tree branch
to make a swing. Sarkis’ tannery was not too far away. It was also a treat to stop by,
say hello and get a sense of what her father did. Working near the spring was a

must for Sarkis. He not only had an abundance of water, but the spring provided
fresh air due to the strong stench and fumes in the process of curing the hide. These
were the precious memories Ovsanna harbored in her psyche. The essence of
Malatya remained forever. Was it a dream or was it real? She was six years old- the
innocence of childhood was robbed in one day. Nothing was ever the same again.
There was loss of dear ones, never to be seen again. There was loss of her yergeer
(homeland), a loss that could never be replaced, a loss that has not been addressed,
further aggravating the pain.

Without a warning, the second part of her life began suddenly at the age of six with
mayhem. Without reason, Sarkis was picked up by the police. Neighbors quickly
notified Hripsimeh, who rushed once again to Mehmet Effendi and threatened to
turn him in to the authorities for avoiding the draft. At first, he did not want to get
involved, but Hripsimeh’s threat convinced him to go just in the nick of time. On
horseback as he raced to where the boys were detained, he could not lose a
moment. He yelled out “Stop!” Twelve or more boys were standing in line under a
firing squad. Rifles were cocked waiting for the order to fire. “Stop!” could be
heard followed by “Setrag Piloyan.” Without hesitation a boy with another name
quickly stepped out. Fortunately, Effendi recognized that boy. He, too, was a
neighbor’s son. Again, Effendi shouted out, “Setrag Piloyan!” This time, Setrag
stepped forward; Effendi took both boys to their mothers. As the three of them

turned around to leave, they heard a series of shots in one moment- the whole line
of boys slumped to the ground.

Shortly after this frightful experience, Mehmet Effendi invited the Piloyan family
to take refuge in his home, which was a short distance from the Piloyan house.
Effendi’s explanation to Sarkis was “When I was in need, you helped me like a
brother, now it is my turn to help you.” Effendi had a large, beautiful home. The
Piloyans- seven from Sarkis’ family and five from Khachadour’s family including
his wife and three children- had one part of the house. Hripsimeh cooked for the
Piloyan family. There was space between the two families; they did not mingle.
Ovsanna was impressed with Effendi’s outdoor fountains in the courtyard. Along
the edge of the fountains was a row of various marble animals with water spurting
from their mouths into the center of the pool where fish swam. At night, colorful
lights illuminated the water, a site to behold for a six-year-old girl.9
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This arrangement was kept for almost three months or so, until Effendi felt it was
safe for them to return to their family home. Effendi’s very first piece of advice
was that no one was to leave his compound for his or her own safety. Within a few
days Hripsimeh felt compelled to have Effendi care for her jewelry from her first
marriage as safekeeping.10 Likewise, Sarkis transferred his total inventory of hides

and equipment, worth thousands of dollars and more than two years of work into
the compound. By now, Sarkis and Khachadour worked as foremen overseeing the
other workers. Setrag and Hagop were learning a variety of skills: cotton, wool and
silk were spun into yarn; in turn, this was woven into muslin, followed by the
making and cutting of fabrics and finally, sewing. White towels, sheets and linens
were the initial products for a variety of purposes. 11 Military clothing and
uniforms, including shoes and belts quickly surpassed these products.

All of his workers were skilled Armenians, most of whom he retrieved from the
deportations. Their compensation was being rescued from deportation. The Piloyan
family was given all and any need of the white linens and towels until they
migrated out of Turkey.

Shortly after a month or so, Khachadour got news that his best friend, a member of
the Hunchag party, was detained. As a young man in his early twenties, he was not
able to control his temperament and bolted out of the compound to rescue his
friend. That was the last time he was seen. He left behind a wife and three young
children, and the apple in Ovsanna’s heart. Effendi had warned them not to leave
the compound since he knew they were searching for him. Now, Effendi said there
was nothing he could do about it.

More than a month later there was an ominous knock on the door, one that even
unsettled Effendi. Cautiously, he opened the door. Two uniformed soldiers
announced that the government was looking for Sarkis Piloyan and his family.
They had orders to go to the Protestant Hall to get their vesica. As a Protestant, this
card would exclude them from deportation. Immediately, everyone flew into a
thither, crying and shouting with fear. Effendi was also caught off guard and tried
to calm everyone down. He tried to reassure them that they would return by
sundown for dinner and that they should go fearlessly to pick up their vesica
papers and return. Hripsimeh had just baked bread that day so she inquired if she
should take some with her, since Margarite, her two sons, and Khachadour’s wife
and three children might get hungry. Effendi did not think that was necessary
because they would be back by dinnertime. Only the five Piloyan offspring should
remain.

Without a choice they left with the uniformed soldiers, leaving the Piloyan children
behind. By dinnertime, no one returned. Effendi tried to console the children,
constantly repeating that they would return shortly. Ovsanna remembers how
Effendi took her upon his lap and attempted to console her. Setrag wanted to take
something for the family to eat; after all, they were gone for the whole day! It must
have been difficult for Khachadour’s baby and Margarite’s kids. Midnight came

and no one returned. The five children were getting restless and crying. No one
slept that night.

Finally, early in the morning Sarkis and everyone else returned. They learned that
the Hovnannian family- Hripsimeh’s brother- was not saved! Protestants and
Apostolics were separated into two groups. Hripsimeh wanted to hide a couple of
the Hovanannian children under her fur skirt, but Sarkis forbid her. She never
forgave him, she cried for months. Sarkis’ defense was that it would be a lie and a
sin. As a devout Protestant he feared the wrath of God would strike the family. This
contention never left the couple’s relationship. No one in her family survived, a
family of eighteen was gone. They were martyred along with thousands in the
killing fields of Malatya.12

By the time Ovsanna was 7 years old, life had changed. The atmosphere was
different and harsh. Luckily, there was no animosity between the Turks and
Armenians. Most of her neighbors were Turkish now and her playmates were no
longer there. Ovsanna was not adventurous anymore. Khachadour was no longer
there to take her to the shoogah. Her Hovnannian cousins were no longer around.
She never again went to Mahmentz, her most treasured place. They were all deeply
missed and mourned. Their absence alone was a constant reminder of their present
situation.

They now needed a larger house. Khachadour’s wife and children and Margarite
and her two sons would join them. This house was to be financed with Hripsimeh’s
jewelry and registered in her name. Her children would be beneficiaries. While in
escrow, a problem arose: The previous owner retracted his decision to sell.
Originally, he sold the house to go on hajj to Mecca, but when he learned that the
roads were closed because of the war, he backed out of selling the home.
Hripsimeh did not give in. She insisted that once a sale was placed in escrow, it
could not be stopped. Thus, the Piloyans went into a larger home registered in
Hripsimeh’s name. The political situation was still precarious for Armenians.
Setrag felt he had to escape to avoid the draft. He married Mariam, the
kindergarten teacher. Tragically, during their flight they were both accosted by
Chetehs. The trauma never left them. Visible scars were left on Mariam’s face, she
was never the same emotionally, no longer a warm and jovial person.

Sarkis and Hagop continued working for Effendi. At first, Sarkis wanted to resume
his own business again, but when he inquired about his inventory of equipment and
hides, Effendi said they were “stolen.” Years later, Ovsanna would always explain,
“Who else could it have been?” The thief was Effendi himself. 13

The girls spent more time with their needlework. Linen trim was crocheted for
under garments and table scraps in a variety of sizes.14 Hripsimeh continued to
bake pakhlava and she began to pit apricot seeds for a little extra cash like many
other women. Powdered pits were used for medicinal purposes, such as cancer.
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Hripsimeh soon realized that Ovsanna was bored. Maritza and Nevart were enough
to help with household chores. One day, she took Ovsanna to a carpet-weaving
store, which was an accepted vacation for girls her age. Ovsanna was nine years
old and quickly accepted by the others. At first, Hripsimeh was reluctant to leave
her alone with strangers. Ovsanna was more curious about the task than being left
on her own. The first few days she was taught knotting. Once that was learned, she
was seated side by side with other girls who were busy working with one basic
color of yarn filling in the background of the carpet’s designs. Within a couple of
weeks, Ovsanna’s fingers were moving faster than the girls at her side. The
overseer noticed how quickly Ovsanna learned and decided to change her position
to working on intricate, colorful, floral designs. Once more, Ovsanna caught on
quickly and enjoyed the job. Each day, Hripsimeh took Ovsanna to work and went
after her. One day she realized that even though Ovsanna was a quick learner and
was capable of doing better, this was not a useful skill to pursue for her daughter’s
eventual benefit. What personal use would Ovsanna have in the long run? Most

likely she would not go into that career or would not be able to employ the skill in
her personal life. Thus, Hripsimeh thought of changing Ovsanna to another skill.
After explaining her decision to the overseer, Ovsanna was given 4 para for her
work during the months she was in training. She was extremely proud of her first
wages.

Hripsimeh now thought being a seamstress would be more personally practical.
Ovsanna would be able to sew both for her and for the family. Within a few days
Hripsimeh took her to a well-known seamstress in Malatya. And again, she grasped
what was expected of her. Initially, she was given simple handwork to do, finishing
a task a seamstress was working on. When the time came for her to learn how to
use the machine, her feet would not reach the pedal. Thus, for a few lessons, the
varbed (master-teacher) held her on her lap while Ovsanna guided the material on
top. By the time she learned the necessary sequence of completing a garment- from
measuring a client, curing a pattern (individual pieces), choosing and curing the
material, to sewing, to fitting and adjusting the pieces on the client- Ovsanna’s feet
were able to reach the floor! Her varbed saw much potential for Ovsanna. In short
time, she was sewing suits primarily for men.

Once again, Hripsimeh realized Ovsanna would not have personal use sewing
men’s suits. She decided to change Ovsanna’s position; this time she took her to a

shop that sewed women’s clothing. This was a good choice. For the rest of her life,
Ovsanna sewed for her and her family. While in Malatya, many missionaries were
her clients. She was very impressed by their clothing and distinct demeanor. From
their hats, shoes and gloves, especially the lacy gloves that had the tips of the
fingers cut off! This was puzzlement for her; many of the women repeatedly came
in. For whatever reason, she remembers Marie Jacobson. In the 1950s, Mrs.
Derigelian would visit Ovsanna’s house on Vista St. in Los Angeles. They would
always spend hours reminiscing about life in Malatya, especially after the
disastrous calamity in 1915. 15

By now Ovsanna began to sew with ease. Clients came in with material, they
described what they wanted, Ovsanna took their measurements, drew a pattern, and
cut and sewed. The client would come in for a fitting, specific adjustments were
made, the outfit was pressed, and finally picked up by the client. In short time this
became easy for Ovsanna. At one point, she even took the initiative to go to the
shoogah unescorted to pick up extra trim on buttons that were necessary. The client
gave her the necessary change. Once at that the shoogah she utilized the art of
bartering from Khachadour years earlier. Thus, she was able to make a para or two
from this transaction. She was especially proud of this fete and considered herself a
successful businesswoman! She never lost the art. 16

The Piloyans remained in Malatya for 7-8 years. Even this cherished life in
Malatya came to a halt in 1923. Mehmet Effendi alerted Sarkis that he no longer
was able to protect them. He knew they were a devout Christian family and could
not convert to Islam, so he suggested they sell the house to him. They had a few
days to prepare to abandon their yergeer, a 3,000-year-old homeland and an
inconceivable idea. But, Hripsimeh intuitively packed. How much could she take
on the back of three mules? In a daze, she included three pakhlava trays, in case
she needed to bake for others. Ovsanna, on the other hand, tried to sneak in her
favorite clothes she had made with care and love. Photos were stripped from their
cardboard frames to lighten the load. Wool comforters, nightgowns, undergarments
and several pairs of shoes were a must! The pain of leaving behind most of their
cherished belongings was not as forbidding as the thought of exile; they were
forced out of their 3,000-year-old homeland. This pain followed them to their
graves. The family was ultimately scattered to various countries. This was exactly
what Sarkis attempted to avoid at all cost.17

Basic staples such as water, bread, cheese would be available in villages at
exorbitant prices. In exchange, Hripsimeh’s jewelry was depleted. Sarkis took it
upon himself to care for the families that had no means. The trek out of Malatya
took several months. Along the way Hripsimeh had to sacrifice her momentous
diamond rings and gold jewelry in exchange for water and food. Sarkis graciously

looked after those who had no means. Many were robbed by Chetehs and soldiers
who were there to guard the deportees. Mehmet Effendi had provided two
horsemen to escort the family safely out of Turkey.18 As they dredged through the
desert, the plight of those who previously passed by was frightening as far ahead as
they eyes could absorb. Most disturbing for all three sisters was the strands of
braids caught on branches along the banks of the Euphrates River. Braids with their
ribbons could be seen swaying on the waves. For the first time, all three sisters had
their heads and faces covered.

Their most harrowing experience was when a Cheteh attempted to grab Maritza! It
was only with the swift action by one of Effendi’s provided escorts that she was
saved. The horror of that experience scarred Maritza for life. On one occasion,
Ovsanna remembers while she was sitting upon one of the donkeys in their group,
the donkey flew off wildly. Ovsanna did not react to the danger she could have
encountered with the incident. Instead this time she took it in stride as a
diversion.19

The situation gradually worsened as the caravan slowly approached Besne. As they
approached the village Hripsimeh and the girls recognized one of their neighbor’s
girls from Malatya. Months earlier, a Kurd ran off with the girl and her mother.
There was no sight of the mother now. The villagers were warned that the previous

caravans were killed and robbed by Chetehs. Taking heed Sarkis quickly sent a
telegram to Mehmet Effendi for advice. Three days later he telegraphed back
advising Sarkis to stay put and wait for assistance. Ovsanna remembers what a
hazard and long wait they endured. For 2-3 weeks, they were held up in a small
room with nothing to do but stare at one another, all the while fearing what could
happen. The local habitants were extremely threatening. This was their most
dangerous encounter. No one dared to step inside the one room house they rented.
Vicious looking men lurking around yelling out obscenities coupled with a horrible
stench and filth was most frightening.

The only positive memory Ovsanna had was the sweet, black grapes- “they are
never to be matched elsewhere.” In addition, there was the usual availability of
water, bread and cheese, and an assortment of vegetables at excessively high
prices. After three weeks, fatigue and fear began to accelerate in every mind. Was
help ever really coming? Finally, one day there was the sharp sound of horses
racing towards them. They were all taken aback when 100 uniformed horsemen
charged towards the village. To Sarkis’ delight, Effendi made good on his promise!
It did not take long for the whole caravan to gather their belongings and resume
their trek to Kilis. Kilis was many miles away. The horsemen guided the caravan
all the way, but everyone was exhausted and some were almost losing hope. The
journey to Kilis went by faster than they thought. Finally with great pleasure,

everyone boarded a train that was waiting for him or her. Most everyone had a
specific place to go, it was pre-arranged before they left. The Mooradian family
had rented a place for the Piloyans. This is where they remained throughout their
two-year stay in Haleb. During the first few days upon their arrival, compliments
could be heard in the community thanking Sarkis Piloyan for covering the
expenses for those who did not have the means. If it were not for his generosity, we
would not have made it!

Within a few days Hagop and the girls went out to work for the family’s upkeep.
Hagop resumed making shoes. The girls went to the Mooradian shop, which
produced a variety of needlework. Ovsanna still has examples of the work she
made. There is a large collection of women’s handkerchiefs, each with a different
design. She mostly prided herself for learning the “stitch of Aleppo,” a particular
stitch done just in Aleppo! She has several framed pieces hung throughout the
house.20

Unfortunately, most of this work was done on scraps of discarded material but
nonetheless serves as a good example of folk art.21 The family was barely making
ends meet and they still had an uncertain voyage to America.22 No one knew what
lay ahead. There was no one to turn to for assistance even though Setrag was now
in Chicago. He was barely able to provide for his wife and child. Since we were

detained in Besne for 2-3 weeks, we were now derailed from going directly to
America. Setrag advised us to go to Mexico City first and then from there it would
be easier to get to America. It took nearly a year until we finally got a visa. We first
went to Beirut, where we resided in a small mosquito-infested village. From there
we sailed to Marseille, France. Finally, we arrived in Mexico City.

In 1925, Ovsanna was 17-18 years old. Upon reaching Mexico City they found an
apartment in the center of the city Zócalo. There were several apartments filled
with Armenians! In short time there were 1,500 exiled Armenians living in Zócalo.
Many had heard of eventually migration to America. There was a small khan
(mini-mall) with a cluster of Armenian artisans nearby. This is where the
Armenians did their shopping and socialized. Being next to government buildings,
it was convenient for the immigrants to address some of their official problems
with immigration and such. Because Hampartzum had spent a year in Los Angeles,
he had fair knowledge of the English language. He helped the newly arrived
Armenians with translation. Hampartzum had not yet found a job, so he charged a
small fee for his service. Sarkis took note of this and found it offensive to charge
the poor exiles a fee.23 Hagop quickly found a shop where he immediately went to
work. Likewise, Ovsanna found a tailor shop from Banderimah and she began to
work there. Her earlier training became a big asset at this time of need. The family
made do with the money these two made.

Within two years, a suitor Elizarian came from New Jersey to marry Maritza.
Ovsanna made a beautiful wedding dress with laces and beaded pearls. Sarkis was
not happy; he wanted to help his family together as they had in Malatya. Several
suitors came for Ovsanna. This time, he did not allow them to come to the house.
He shooed them away! This was an additional curse of Sarkis. His dreams never
materialized. Now his family was dispersed and his greatest aspiration to see his
brother, Khachadour and his youngest son from his last wife one more time. As
Ovsanna always remembered, “He died with a broken heart, meghk!” (poor thing).

Hagop and Ovsanna’s earnings were able to provide for the family’s needs. Nevart
helped Hripsimeh with the household chores. In short time, 1,500 Armenians
joined the community. Once again, Armenians were able to stand on their feet.
There were joyful potluck picnics where everyone brought his or her own special
dishes. Once again, Hripsimeh’s pakhlava was a treat. The men and boys engaged
in sorts. They provided festive events for the whole community- there were
hantesner (performances) with song, dance, and live theatre. They even performed
in Mexican productions. All three sisters have a photo dressed in Mexican
traditional costume!

In her spare time, Ovsanna took the effort to sew the latest fashions for her and her
sisters. Nevart always wanted to have the exact style as Ovsanna.24 Ovsanna also
continued to do needlework, but now we could see where she chose not to employ
the more elaborate, eye-strainer stitches. Although, even the simplest piece of
garment still had to have some needlework.

While they mainly socialized with only Armenians, they did not have neighborly
friendships both within the immediate home environment as well as in the
workplace. Ovsanna became fluent in Spanish; she found it an easy language to
learn compared to English. During this time, several potential men approached
Sarkis for her hand. Once Martiza was married off, Ovsanna was next! Ovsanna
still had no say in the decision. In most cases, she never even saw the boy in
question; the negotiation took place between the parents. The girls would only
have a peek at the boys during picnics and hantesner. Thus, everyone had to be on
his or her best behavior at these events. The same was true for the boys
(supposedly!) There was one boy who came all the way from France for Ovsanna.
When Sarkis heard about this, without seeing the boy, he sent word to the boy to
not bother because, “I won’t give my daughter to a boy coming from a far away
country.” The boy went back.
Everyone was trying to make the most of their lives. The pain of exile was still a
stinging torment in everyone’s psyche- the yearning for Malatya before the chart

(massacre). Four years had passed and their lives were in limbo. No one knew
what his or her future would be. Hagop and Ovsanna went to work, Hripsimeh and
Nevart tended to the daily house chores. Sarkis would take a daily walk, spending
part of the day sitting on the front stairway of their apartment building greeting
passerbies and making friends. He came to be known as the Malatyatsi dehdeh
(grandpa from Malatya). Mid-morning he would walk to the khan again, at the
same time keeping an eye on Ovsanna. By noon coffee shops were filled with men
and cigarette smoke with some playing chess, tavloo (backgammon), dominoes,
and some just socializing if they did not have a job.

On one such day, Hampartzum walked into the tailor shop to have a new suit made,
he was still wearing the same suit Asadour sewed for him in Tabriz. That was 7
years ago when he started his voyage to America. Finally he was in the position to
start his own business, his and Kerop’s livelihood. He had tended to the details: he
bought a small table, two long jars for lemonade, a bag of lemons, a box of sugar,
and twelve beautiful glasses (these he picked up instead of the common clay cups
because it would draw in more customers for the novelty than the drab clay cups).
Most of all, he had chosen an ideal location for his business, which was at the
corner of Correo Mayor and San Juan de Letran. The first shop on the corner was a
German chocolate and pastry shop. On the other street was a cinema. He rented a
space in front of those two and stored his table and equipment in the entrance of

the candy shop when they closed. For four years, Hampartzum was extremely
successful.25 All he needed was a new suit! Minutes after Hampartzum told the
tailor he needed a new suit, Sarkis heard from inside, “Ovsanna, come and take this
man’s measurements.” Sarkis got a good glimpse of the man and immediately cast
negative impressions on him. He was the man who was overcharging these poor
helpless survivors for his assistance as a translator. Prior to returning to Mexico in
1925, he had spent a year in Los Angeles where he worked in his brother’s market
and picked up a little knowledge of English. Then he was able to help wherever
possible. Sarkis felt that was too much!

As Ovsanna was taking Hampartzum’s measurements for a 3-piece suit (vest,
jacket, trousers) he was taken by her looks and her sense of confidence in what she
was doing. He also wondered why such a beautiful girl from a good family was
doing in a place like this filled with men loitering around.

Four years later in 1929 Hampartzum repaid his three brothers with a $1,000 each
for his survival; he had an additional $15,000 in savings (cared for by G. Babayan).
He decided he was now ready to marry. He thought he would go to France where
many survivors were held up in their exodus out of Turkey. Babayan advised him
to go to Turkey, “Piloyan has two beautiful daughters eligible for marriage, the
eldest just married, go and see if he will give you one of the remaining two.” As it

was, by chance this was the same girl who sewed his suit four years earlier and she
was still available upon his learning where she lived. Hampartzum made a point to
walk past her apartment every chance he had. Unfortunately, he didn’t see the girl,
but he always saw her father. Hampartzum tried to be polite and make a good
impression as he passed by. Very politely, he would take his hand to his forehead as
he greeted Piloyan, “Parev Haireeg” with a smile. Unfortunately, Piloyan
recognized Hampartzum as the man who charged survivors for a simple task of
being a translator. He had no knowledge of what a successful business he had.
“Puh, puh, parev” and “gorsehveer” (hello and get lost) he would reply. He was
still stuttering.

Hampartzum had Hagop by his side. Hagop had visited the Paleteria and knew
Hampartzum to have a good, clean reputation, but because he was a bachelor
without a family Hampartzum did not feel comfortable attending social affairs. He
worked seven days a week, morning to night. With much convincing and with
Hripsimeh’s help, Hampartzum was invited to the Piloyan home. In the morning of
that day, he sent an assortment of his ice cream delivered by a cute, young boy. In
the evening with a big box of chocolates and a beautiful bouquet, he went to
convince Sarkis! Ovsanna claims she was not convinced, but she had no choice.

While wedding preparations were being made a few months passed; Hampartzum
took Ovsanna to all of the beautiful sites in Mexico City. Hripsimeh and Nevart
always accompanied them- sometimes all three or the whole family. They were not
left alone until their wedding night! A few weeks during this time, Hampartzum
was struck with Bell’s Palsy. His face was quite distorted (at times he felt the
wedding was off). He made a more dangerous decision for a remedy: a needle on
his face. Fortunately, once recovered, he recovered.26

Babayan had his brother in the U.S. have the wedding announcement made:
engraved with gold-font. Ovsanna quickly began to work on her wedding dress and
Hampartzum’s 3-piece tuxedo. Also, they furnished an apartment close to her
parents’ home. Hampartzum bought the best European furnishings. Ovsanna’s
pride and joy was a beautiful, brand new decorative Singer sewing machine. While
Hampartzum’s three brothers could not come, Kaspar came with his wife several
months after the wedding. Two years later, they had their first and only son who
became their pride and joy. Also being one of the first babies born into the family,
he was worshipped by all of their friends and neighbors. Two and a half years later
they had their daughter, Zaruhy. These were the happiest years of their lives!
Ovsanna and Hampartzum became inseparable. While Hripsimeh began to open up
to Hampartzum, she saw fault in that he was asmar (olive-skinned), while she was
fair-skinned like most Malatyatsis. However, Sarkis not only liked Hampartzum

more than his own sons, he also trusted him more. They could not have more
respect and love towards one another. Hampartzum wrote letters to his brother
Khachadour in Reedley, California and to his sons Setrag and Manoug in Dinuba.
Hampartzum worshipped Sarkis; he finally had a father again! Hampartzum’s love
for his own father was always in his heart.

After her engagement, Ovsanna no longer went to work. She now sewed only for
her family. First off was her trousseau and Hampartzum’s suit, followed by baby
clothes and the occasional new dresses for her and shirts, suits, trousers for
Hampartzum. Now the family could enjoy Armenian festivities together.
Friendships that were made during this period became life-long. Years later these
same friends found themselves in Los Angeles or kept up with the others via mail
or telephone. They were irreplaceable! These survivors had succeeded in life
despite their treacherous past. Due to personal family situations, there were gradual
departures. At their peak they were 1,500 in number. Eventually, they scattered
with some families moving to the East Coast and West Coast of the United States.
A good number remained in Mexico City. There were a handful of Armenians who
moved to Puebla towards the East Coast of Mexico and a few went to Guadalajara
and Tijuana.

Soon after Ovsanna’s marriage, Nevart married and moved to New York. In 1935,
Hampartzum finally got a visa and moved the family to Los Angeles to unite once
and for all with his brothers. Hagop remained in Mexico City; several times he
visited both California and New York to see if he wanted to remain. He was never
satisfied and he and his family remained in Mexico City. The train trip to
California was not pleasant for the Piloyans, and to make matters worse when they
got to the Juares border, officials confiscated $15,000 worth of gold coins. In
exchange, they received half the value by way of paper bank notes. They were not
notified they could keep the gold coins as a collection item and not use them as
currency. The U.S. had gone off the gold standard a few years earlier.

Building a New Life in Los Angeles
Within a week or so, we arrived at Los Angeles Train Station. Kaspar came to pick
us up. We had one large trunk and a couple of suitcases. Kaspar had advised us not
to bring much, everything and better could be found in America. So we just
brought the bare necessities and some mementos from Malatya. We went directly
to Kaspar’s house. The next day we moved into a small house that Kaspar had
arranged for us. We remained there for a few months while Hampartzum renovated
a market for himself; Mihran offered some old lumber he had in his yard. We had
to rent a house to be closer to our market.27 It was on the corner of Whittier Blvd.

and Bonnie Beach Pl. in East Los Angeles. We were 3-5 miles away from Kaspar’s
market. Mihran and Bedros still had their store on 6th street and Indiana.

Hampartzum was happy with his accomplishment! Without knowledge of the
English language, he captivated many American customers. They all eagerly
helped him to learn English and the customs and laws that helped with transition
into the country. Within a few months he hired a 10-year-old Armenian boy named
“Buddy” Momjian to come after school and during weekends to help him learn
English. A few of his customers were Russian-Armenian, they worked mainly in
the rubbish business and a few were Mexican. Hampartzum got along fine with the
Mexicans while some of the Armenians gave him a hard time. Half of the
customers bought on credit. Hampartzum had a credit book where he recorded the
names of credit owners. Aunt Diramer’s cousin, the family immigrated before the
chart. He was a butler for a wealthy woman in West Los Angeles. He suggested
that Hampartzum buy insurance on his market. Hampartzum agreed, but with some
misunderstanding, the market covered for only 20% and not the 80% he thought he
had agreed to.

Ovsanna was making friends with local Armenians. Satenig Verabian lived just a
block away. She had come from Bulgaria. She had a son Mardiros’ age and her
husband was Russian Armenian. Not only did she visit often with her son, she also

took Ovsanna downtown and to a local shop area in Belvedere where they
walked.28 On a bus they went to Montebello Park, where there was a swimming
pool for the kids. Kaspar also had kids, Viola was Mardig’s age and Junior was
Zaruhi’s age. They lived 4-5 miles away. It was hard to walk that far with the kids.
Hampartzum had yet to learn to drive.

Within a few months, Mardig was learning English and entered kindergarten at the
age of five. He was an excellent student and remained so throughout high school.
Once Hampartzum felt comfortable running his market, Ovsanna took the
opportunity to resume her education. She attended a class to learn English for a
month or two. The teacher was an American and the students were primarily
Russian Armenians who had been in the U.S. for at least ten years. They
complained that Ovsanna had her three-year-old daughter in the classroom and that
was a distraction. The teacher had no complaints, but Ovsanna felt very intimidated
by the Armenian complaints. Ovsanna dropped the class and that was the last
opportunity she had to resume her formal education. Subsequently, her knowledge
of the English language was enough just to get by.

Nonetheless the years from 1935-1939 were the happiest years for the whole
family. Hampartzum was doing very well, Ovsanna was baking, sewing (including
needlework), socializing with new acquaintances with all recalling their good and

sorrowful memories, enjoying the afternoons with Satenig- may it be exploring the
city by bus and making friends with the immediate neighbors, the Nelsons and
Max and Florence’s family. The fact that the U.S. was recovering from its worst
depression was not a factor in their state of being. Making a living and having a
social life was an essential part of life. Once there was some sense of security,
Ovsanna wanted to visit her two sisters in the East Coast. Hampartzum had many
childhood friends on the East Coast. From the beginning of 1939 Hampartzum
began to look into who would manage the market during his 2-3 month absence.
Once he had chosen the right individuals whom he could rely on, he began to stock
his storeroom from top to bottom- companies provided the stock on credit.
Hampartzum even got insurance both on the building and its contents. By early
summer, he was ready. Mardig was on vacation. One night while they were
packing for the trip and purchasing train tickets, they had company. While they
were talking about their anticipated trip, Ovsanna heard Mardig crying from the
bedroom. As she rushed to see the problem, he was crying out in his sleep, “the
store is burning, the store is burning!” While Ovsanna reassured him everything
was fine, Hampartzum answered the door. The pharmacist who lived above his
store was banging and yelling on the front door, “Your store is burning, your store
is burning!” Without telling Ovsanna, Hampartzum flew to the store, which was a
block away. When he got there, the store was in flames. Without a thought, he
rushed in to retrieve his creditbook where he kept records of customer purchases.

Most of his sales were on credit, most paid at the end of the month. But that was all
he had! Fortunately, the firemen were there and they held him back. The loss was
only money- everyone else was safe. That was Hampartzum’s frame of mind.
Within a week or so, he took care boarding up the burnt building so that he could
take care of it three months later. Ovsanna finished with their packing and they
resumed the trip. Their first stop was San Francisco. They had an extensive visit to
the 1939 World’s Fair- the main attraction for Hampartzum was the new machine
where you could both hear and see. But unfortunately that too was working when
they were there. Hampartzum visited with Anna Gabrielian, the woman who he
befriended on ship out of Marseille. From there, they were on their way to the East
Coast, which included visits to Chicago, Detroit, and Niagara Falls! They visited
friends from the yergeer- Malatya and Kharpert. On the way home, they stopped to
see Hampartzum Der Garabedian, the schoolmate who helped Hampartzum escape
deportation. Once there, they had the opportunity to visit Independence Hall and to
see the Liberty Bell. Upon returning home, Hampartzum quickly took care of his
losses and looked for a new location to start all over again. He found a building
about a mile west of his market. This building had two apartments above the
market. He converted two spaces into one larger space. And soon he opened his
second market. Unfortunately, this neighborhood was not the same. The first 3-4
years Hampartzum was trying his best, but soon realized he was not doing as well
as he wished. Soon the U.S. joined the war effort. Japanese workers ran his

produce area and served as an asset to his business. But one day, they were
relocated. This was unsettling for Hampartzum, to say the least. They were
productive, good citizens, how could that happen here?

At the same time, there was a shortage in merchandise- sugar, coffee, and
chocolate were all rationed. All citizens were allocated a certain amount monthly
and each month new coupons were sent to every household. The census director
had to collect record and send the results monthly to a government agency. 29
During this time meat products were scarce. Sometimes the cases were almost
bare. Fortunately, Hampartzum had an American butcher who was able to supply
the store amply. This drew many more customers and kept Hampartzum out of
debt. Ovsanna was the ideal partner during this time. By now, both children were
in school. She knew enough English to stand behind the register and wait on
customers as Hampartzum tended to the produce department and went out on
business matters. But most of all, she was the frugal one. She kept Hampartzum
from indulging the family by sewing all of the family’s clothing needs, shopping
on remnants, keeping track of every penny and not complaining about need for a
better life. She gave Hampartzum both physical help and emotional
encouragement.

Soon, Hampartzum found a new location. It was further west, a good ten miles
away. Hampartzum had not yet learned to drive and gasoline was still rationed. He
changed three different buses going one way. This would be the last time that they
would be so far apart from one another- the concern was whether Ovsanna would
be able to handle a crisis on her own in case of an emergency. The kids were still in
elementary school. The war was coming to an end, merchandise was still hard to
get, especially for a first time small market. Again, the butcher was to draw in a
good number of customers. The Jewish landlord allowed Hampartzum pay partial
rent until he established himself. Once the war was over and merchandise became
more available Hampartzoum once again began to succeed. He paid off all of his
debts and rebuilt up a savings account with Ovsanna’s help. However, he became
restless and believed he could be doing better. But most importantly he missed his
family. By now he bought a used ‘41 Plymouth and on occasion he took Ovsanna
with him. She liked going to the store! For years now she did not have Satenig and
her closest Armenian friends were a good mile or two away, whose homes she
walked to in high heels, both ways. She continued to walk to Belvedere the closest
shopping center. Going downtown with the bus alone was out of the question.
Sewing for the family was getting harder and became not as appealing; required
needlework was only trims on Zaruhi’s clothing. Otherwise, she felt needlework
could be bought for cheaper and doing needlework was no longer worth the toll on
her health. Hripsimeh came to take her turn living with Ovsanna. So far she had

lived with Hagop and his family in Mexico City, then she lived with Maritza for a
few years in New York, then again in New York with Nevart. As she got older
Hripsimeh no longer had the power she once had. She was the boss- that is the way
it would have been if they had remained in Malatya. While at first she was
accepted with open arms, she slowly began to cause friction within the family.
Ovsanna did her best to accept the situation, but reluctantly acknowledged that the
arrangement was not working and Hripsimeh went back to live with Nevart.

Meanwhile, while Hampartzum was financially doing his best, he was still missing
his family and he rarely saw his kids grow up. He left the house before they awoke
and returned when they were fast asleep. He began to feel pinned down when all of
his life, he had the freedom to move about during the day with one chore or
another. He sold his business and started to look for a new, different occupation.
Ovsanna began to worry since this also happened in Mexico City, when he sold his
very lucrative business. Now they had grown children, their expenses would be
greater and they were getting older; they were both in their 40s. While
Hampartzum had no particular occupation in mind, he knew the conditions he was
looking for. As reluctant as Ovsanna was, she supported his desire to make a
change. He did it before and he could do it again.

Hampartzum looked into new possibilities, such as opening an ice cream parlor in
Los Angeles, but he was afraid of competing against stronger chains. He was
discouraged of going into the furniture business if he were not Jewish. One day his
eye caught a billboard ad for a real estate broker class. He took the number and
called the instructor, who invited him to try it out. With encouragement from the
instructor and his hard work and determination, he got his broker’s license. His
first clients were Mexican and there were few brokers who knew Spanish. This
made his job easier. In one day, he was making more than he did in his market!
There was no inventory, no employees, and no space to rent. He worked in Allens
Realty, whose owner greatly benefitted from Hampartzum’s knowledge of Spanish.
Hampartzum was his own boss. He had his own house and was now around when
the children were at home. He had learned how to drive and was able to drive
Ovsanna wherever she waned to go at any time. They went on vacations together.
When the children were in high school, Ovsanna began to ride around with him- it
was better than staying home. Soon, Ovsanna knew a better deal than he did and
sensed the risks. Hampartzum began to buy a house, fire it up a little and turn
around and sell. He enjoyed that more than driving clients around. He was working
in East LA as an honest, congenial broker; the Mexicans were his ideal clients. The
word got around. Hampartzum was now happy and Ovsanna was always his
companion. When he was painting the interior of a house, she would hold the
ladder while he did the job. Most of all, she liked to get involved in the negotiation

process of buying and selling and was essentially, more effective. She attributed
this to the times Khachadour took her to the shoogah- the art of making a good
bargain never left her! Once again they were good partners. This continued until
Hampartzum retired. In retirement, there were days a cluster of women hosted
luncheons, while he spent his time away in the garden. The enthusiasm for sewing
and needlework gradually waned.

Ovsanna had no regrets leaving some of the material behind. The one thing she still
prided herself on was her cooking. Everyone delighted in her cooking whenever it
was Armenian or non-Armenian. She had a special touch. For dinner, everything
was what she learned from her mother, except for meat. In Malatya meat was
sparse, mainly ground meat was used for dolmah, kufta, and her ganyarookh. Lamb
chops, roast, hamburgers, meatloaf, turkey were American. Nonetheless,
Hampartzum’s favorite was lamb chops, which was commonly cooked once or
twice a week. No one surpassed Ovsanna’s pakhlava and Russian-Armenian gata;
there were choregs, boregs, etc.30 This continued throughout the 80s. If Zaruhy was
not at her side, Hampartzum was there! As she went into her 90s, she would start
fights if she was discouraged- cooking or baking proved to her she was not too old.
She could keep up with Hampartzum’s 2-3 mile daily walks.

In their twilight years, Ovsanna and Hampartzum made the perfect couple. Both
understood the other’s pain of being forced out of their yergeer, each praising their
respective village. Each bore the pain of loss of treasured loved ones. Each was
equally pained upon their forced exile- the loss of their yergeer, their 3,000-yearold homeland. The pain of the chart was just too much. It did not have to happen,
but it did. They died with the hope that assimilation will not take hold, the hope
that one day Ararat will be home for the Armenians, again.

Notes

1 May 15th was arbitrarily adopted upon receiving her visa in Haleb to immigrate to America.
2 Ovsanna’s playmates also included her cousins from the Hovnannian and Piloyan families. Thus, there

was no dearth of playmates her own age.
3

Their friendships picked up once again in the late 1950s when Haiguhi moved to Pasadena. Once again,
they became best friends.
4 At the age of 92, Ovsanna never forgot her grandfather’s concern. With a chuckle and a sigh she would

explain, “He should come and see me now!” And with a sigh and tears, her thoughts drifted to the past“to the good old days.” She thought about the last 90 years, the life and laughter they once had in
Malatya, the deportation and losses, family, friendships, yergeer. “What business do we have in this
country?” With a saddened glance, her eyes shifted towards the window, towards the heavens as if
seeking or wishing for an answer.
5

It mattered not if she was haggling over a remnant piece of material in a bargain shop or at Bullock’s in
downtown LA or negotiating over a piece of real estate with Hampartzum.
6 Mariam eventually married her brother, Setrag, and they both escaped from Turkey in 1916 or 1917.
7

Most likely, Hrant Dink’s grandparents and families were also martyred during this time.

8 Regardless of how successful her marriage was, Ovsanna always regretted that her education was cut

short. She would always recount, “if only I had finished my education!” Without a doubt, Ovsanna was
extremely bright and amazingly quick with numbers and patterns.
9 Mehmet Effendi was the first to bring electricity to Malatya. In his front courtyard, he had hung up

colorful lights.
10 A few days before leaving Effendi’s house, Hripsimeh approached him and asked for her jewelry.

Much to her dismay, many pieces were missing. When she inquired, he denied that there was more.
Hripsimeh was beside herself! She went back again, this time she pleaded for Ovsanna’s earings, which
were a gift from her own brothers. That was all she had to remember them. But once again, he denied that
there was more.
11 A complete set of Turkish towels, piece of linen and undergarments could be found in the Hampartzum

and Ovsanna collection of artifacts.
12

Just how helpful were the missionaries? The brothers knew that a Turks was protecting the Piloyan
family; they must have felt that the German missionaries would stand by their word. They could have
found a way.
13 While living in the compound, both Sarkis and Hripsimeh noticed that each time a new caravan of

Armenians was lined up for deportation to Der Zor, Effendi followed them on horseback. He returned
with a few Armenians he needed in factory positions. He had two large bags strapped on each side of his
horse filled with loot. He himself stole from the deportees.
14

During this time Effendi brought in machinery to make silk stockings, another first in Malatya.

15 Each and every time she would bring out letters from her black pocketbook, which she guarded tightly

over her chest. This was an unforgettable scene, an unforgettable moment with overflowing tears from
both. Zaruhy, Ovsanna’s daughter, sitting closely in the den also teared up. By now, Zaruhy knew the
general circumstances this took place and also knew the specifics would be different. What Mrs.
Derigelian grasped tightly against her chest were the letters she had received from her daughter. The
letters came from Turkey. In the 1950s, this was a unique incidence. Why was her daughter in Turkey? As
the content of the letters unfolded, Mrs. Derigelian turned over her daughter to Ms. Jacobsen for adoption
so her baby could survive. She herself had no faith that she would survive. With the adoption at least her
baby would have a chance. Although, she never saw her daughter again; she received occasional letters
and few photos.
16

In Los Angeles, she never bought material without bartering. She always was able to save a few cents.
During the Depression in the 1930s-1940s, this was a big deal.
17 One daughter, Margarite, lived and died in Rouen?, France with her son Sarkis; Avedis, her second

son, lived in Lyon. One daughter lived in Los Angeles, one in New York and the other in New Jersey. One
son, Setrag, lived in Dinuba alongside his brother Manoog. His beloved brother and his family lived in
Reedley, CA. One son lived in Mexico City.
18

Why were some deportees sent to Aleppo- a safer destination- and other sent to Der Zor? Most likely,
all deportees would succumb to the terrible conditions anyways.

19 Overall, the slow, hazardous trek from Malatya to Haleb was full of fright, especially for the young

girls. Girls were taken from their parents, sexually abused, and kidnapped. Braids of a variety of colors
with their bows waving on the brush of the river’s banks was frightening for all. Each wondered the name
of the victim and feared who could be next.
20 A highly admired needlework; along the laces around the handkerchiefs, this brought in much money.
21 Unfortunately, Ovsanna could not afford more expensive muslin.
22 American missionaries had several shops where orphan girls worked on a variety of needlework. The

girls not only learned a useful skill, but it also covered many other costs. Their work was sold throughout
the world.
23 Sarkis was a generous man. He loaned a Turk, a complete stranger, money once. He helped the helpless

Armenians throughout the trek out of Malatya. Sarkis did not know of Hampartzum’s situation when he
was offended by the charging for his service; He did not realize Hampartzum’s situation or the
responsibility he had towards his brother Kerop.
24 In the Hampartzum and Ovsanna collection, we could see her fashions and needlework; there are also

three pakhlava tapsees.
25 For additional information, see “A Hair’s Breadth from Death” Chp. 34 pgs. 284-319
26 Unforunately, Hampartzum again was affected with this problem.
27 Hampartzum not only found it difficult to find a house with two small children, it got to the point

where he was going to have to say he had a cat and dog, which was acceptable. But that was perhaps one
of the very first incidents where he found fault with America. That list of faults, unfortunately for
Americans, never ceased to grow. He lived long enough to witness the unfortunate decline of America.
With all America had to offer, her could not understand the internal implosion- “Megh” as he would
explain.
28 One streetcar (electric) took them downtown! These were Ovsanna’s happiest days in Los Angeles.

Coincidentally, Satenig was also a seamstress. Thus, they had a common interest and they both enjoyed
going to stores that sold remnants.
29 Shoes and gasoline were rationed and handled in the same manner.
30

While living on Bonnie Beach, Mrs. Nelson, her neighbor, gave her a recipe for Lemon Meringue Pie,
with the lush of having delicious lemons from the garden. At some point, an apple tree grew on its own
and that provides apples for delicious apple pie. In the latter years, blackberries provided for the pies, one
more delicious than the other. The last crop of blackberries remains in the refrigerator. Zaruhy has no
need for the space; it is a reminder if what life once was, a life that can never be replaced nor improved
upon.

