Inﬂm@rlm By Isabel Kaprielian-Churchill

This article 15 based on a speech for Valentine’s Day,
delrvered at St. Paul’s Armentan Church, Fresno,
CA, m 1998, Also, my thanks to Robert Mirak for
providing me with the immigration statistics.

or Americans, the “Roaring Twenties” stand
out as the age of the Charleston, the flapper, Proli-
bition, speakeasies, women's suffrage, the Harlem
Renaissance, and the execution of Sacco and
Vanzetti. World War I had been fought and won;
the Red Scare had been silenced, and the Depression
was yvet beyond the horizon. “The business of
America is business,” quipped President Hardmg.
Asif to prove his point, automobiles, Coca Cola,
and the “talkies” swept across the country and
beyond. [If any single word symholized the decade,
it was optimism. By contrast, for Armemans the
1920s epitomized sorrow and grief, deprivation and
dispersal, political and religious tension and contlict.
An entire people suffered from nerves raw and
exposed. But the 1920s also marked a decade of
rehabilitation and reconstruction when the remnant
survivors set about to rebuild their lives. At a time
of collective bereavement and adjustment, Arme-
nian family reformation became, more than ever
before or since, the most powertul force binding

together a traumatized people.

eﬁgt me begin with a rather free translation
of the lyrics of an Armenian song popular in the
1930s and 1940s. It's a man's song, not a particu-
larly joytul one, but a complaint laced with a touch

of humor, nevertheless.

“[worked Jor seven years, saved $1000.
Decided to marry.

Went to Cuba to find a wife

Many pretty girls in Cuba, but one caught my eye.
She smiled and sard she didn't care for riches.
Just wanted to make me happy.

She loved me, she sard.

I married her and brought her to America.

A year passed.

She wanted a diamond ring.

I bought her a diamond ring.

She wanted a_fur coal.

I bought her a fiir coal.

She wanted an antomobile.

I bought her an automobile.

Then she told me

She didn’t like my pillow.”

This song has a companion story, a true event
about a man from Fresno who brought a refugee
girl to America in the 1920s and married her. After
a couple of years, he complained to his friends in
the serjaran [coffechouse]] that his wife was getting
out of hand. She was disobedient. She didn’t do as
she was told and she even had the audacity to talk
back to him. His dissatisfaction continued for some
months, and each time he received sympathy from
his fellow scambil and backgammon comrades.

-28-






