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M. & Mrs. Karl Sogoian Donate $50,000
To New Museum in Antelias

Mr. and Mrs. Karl and Emma Sogoian with Archbishop Mesrob Ashjian at the
Morgan Library in New York City during the opening of the Armenian Manuscript
exhibit. The Sogoian’s had lent several manuscripts in their collection for this mag-

nificent exhibit.

Mr. and Mrs. Karl and Emma Sogoian of
Bloomfield Hills, Michigan, have con-
tributed $50,000 to the new museum at the
Cilician Catholicate in Antelias, Lebanon.
The museum will be located in a building
which was formerly used as a Seminary and
Library. The structure is now undergoing
complete renovation both externally and
internally under the supervision of architect
Hagop Ateshian and Dr. Sylvia Ajemian, art
historian,and museum specialist.

Mr. and Mrs. Sogoian are noted collec-
tors of Armenian manuscripts, paintings,
and objects of art. Their donation was
received with great thanks by His Holiness
Karekin II, Catholicos of the Great House of
Cilicia, who has enthusiastically initiated
the museum project which he says will not
be merely a place of “preservation but a liv-
ing and working institution.”

The ground floor of the four-story build-
ing will house offices of the director and
other personnel as well as a large hall
which will be utilized for exhibitions and
conferences. The first and second floors will
exhibit ecclesiastical objects, manuscripts,
and other articles of artistic and historical
value. The third floor will be reserved for
the works of modern artists.

Recognizing the importance of this
museum and repository, Mr. and Mrs.
Sogoian decided to bring their generous
support to the project.

Karl Kaloust Sogoian was born on
December 18, 1924, in Detroit, Michigan,
son of Paravon and Haiganoush Sogoian.
His mother and father were devoted par-
ents to their seven children and dedicated
community members who encouraged their
children to get involved in the Armenian
community.

Kaloust, by this time known as Karl,
graduated from Western High School and
continued his education at the Detroit
Institute of Technology, graduating with a
B.S. in Mechanical Engineering.

From the beginning he wanted to have

his own business because, in his words, he
(Continued on page 2)
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Yeghishe Manoukian is Laid to Rest

Yeghishe Manoukian
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A drawing of the new Museum at the Catholicate of Cilicia in Antelias, Lebanon which

is now under construction.
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Yeghishe Manoukian, philanthropist and
world renowned HMEM athlete, died in
London on October 10. He was 80 years old.
He is survived by his wife of 50 years, the
former Siran Keledjian, their five sons, and
seven grandchildren.

Those familiar with Lebanon and Syria
will remember the love and fame Yeghishe
Manoukian commanded. He was known
simply as Yeghishe by his countless fans.

A measure of the place he held in the
hearts of Armenians was vividly displayed
by the hundreds of mourners attending his
funeral on October 13, including His
Holiness Karekin II, Catholicos of the Great
House of Cilicia, who attended as a person-
al friend.

Participating in the services in St. Peter’s
Armenian Church, were Archbishop
Yeghishe Gizirian, Prelate of Great Britain;
Archbishop Mesrob Ashjian, Prelate of the
Eastern United States and Canada;
Archbishop Aram Keshishian, Prelate of
Lebanon; and Reverends Vrej Nercesian,
and Shnork, pastors of St. Sarkis and St.
Peter churches in London.

Hundreds of mourners filled the large
church which was filled with floral
arrangements. Archbishop Gizirian present-
ed the biography of the deceased and then
invited Catholicos Karekin who deliver a
moving eulogy. He described the deceased
as he knew him and spoke of his great
human characteristics, his remarkable writ-
ing ability, and his overall dedication to all
things Armenian.

His Excellency Armen Sarkissian,
Ambassador to Great Britain from
Armenia, accompanied by his wife, headed
a delegation of diplomats, associates, and
friends from Europe, London, the Far East
and the United States.

Burial took place in Gunnersbury
Cemetery in Acton. Following the ceremony
and with the playing of Haratch Nahadag,
the tri-color covering the coffin was
removed, folded, and presented to his eldest
son, Vatche.

The funeral meal took place in the
evening at the Hyatt Carlton Tower Hotel
with more than 300 guests attending to pay
final respect to his memory and to comfort
his family. Mr. Hayastan Vartanian acted as
the MC during the short program.

Archbishop Ashjian expressed condo-
lences on behalf of the Eastern Prelacy and
on behalf of Archbishop Datev Sarkissian;
Mr. Hratch Boghosian spoke on behalf of
the Homenetmen; Archbishop Keshishian
spoke on behalf of the Diocese of Lebanon;
and Mr. Vartanian spoke on behalf of the
ARF Bureau.

Ambassador Sarkissian, after expressing
his personal condolences, read a message of
sympathy from President Levon Ter
Petrossian.

Final words were by His Holiness who
once again paid tribute to the memory of
Yeghishe Manoukian and appealed to all to
remain faithful to their roots. “If we do not
have roots and a collective memory, then
we are not a family, we are not a nation,”
he said.

Yeghishe Manoukian was born in Adana
(Cilicia) in 1914. He lost both parents at a

(Continued on page &)
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Over a month ago I wanted to write
about an incident, but when I sat down to
type, words were inadequate to express my
feelings that day. Often a word or a gesture
hurts, but luckily as time passes and the
motive becomes clearer the initial negative
effect fades away and turns the experience
into a memory. I am now trying to write
about that incident before it becomes a
mere memory.

We hear and watch violence, frauds,
political and other wrong doings and
unspeakable crimes. During the past two
decades we have also read about ever-
increasing cults and mass suicides.
Scientists warn us of nuclear accidents.
Sometime ago I read that there are enough
nuclear war-heads stored in several coun-
tries capable of destroying our Earth fifteen
times over. The gloom and doom sermons
are on the increase.

Whatever the predictions, 1 wish to write
about my experience with the hope that it
will show the better side of the human race.

Over a month ago on a Friday morning 1
pushed my cart to the express cashier in a
grocery store. To make sure I was in the
right line I started counting the items. While
my eyes moved from the bread loaves to the
small packages, I saw something fall in my
shopping cart. I picked it up instantly and
looked at the wornan standing beside me, a
small built fair person, possibly in her
fifties, wearing a beige fur collared coat and
a matching fur hat.

“What’s this for?” I asked holding out
the bundle of money.

“It’s for you,” she replied with a
European accent.

1 was speechless. I did not know her,
although she did remind me of Wilhelmina,
a Latvian colleague of mine.

“You’re a senior citizen and I know these
are hard times for you to make ends meet,”
she said.

“I can’t take this,” I said softly hoping to
sound sincere. “I’m fine. Please take it
back.”

“It’s for your groceries,” she explained
with a sweet smile.

“Thanks, but give it to your church.” I
paused for a second. The idea of accepting
the money to donate to our heavily mort-
gaged church was a strong temptation.
“Whichever church you belong to,” I quickly
added.

“I give to my church anyway,” she said
with disappointment. She took the bundle
of money and walked to another cashier.

Numerous questions and pictures went
through my mind as the items I purchased
were scanned, parcelled and paid for. I
walked to my car oblivious of the surround-
ings. I must have aged before my time, I
thought, otherwise she would not have
taken me\'_f’o'r a senior citizen. I was shaken
and saddened. Gone were the days when
people would take me for a much younger
person. It was so nice to be thought of as
young. It meant that I could still keep plan-
ning projects for the future and expect
accomplishments.

If she was wrong about my age she was
pretty accurate about my financial situa-
tion. My income from a part-time job ranks
me below the nationally accepted poverty
line, but really I am O.K. I am not starving. I
am not homeless. Luxuries never interested
me in the past and they do not now.

More than fifty years ago, in my child-
hood, my parents could barely make a liv-
ing. They had not yet recovered from the

massacre of 1915, and the devastation of
the First World War. Uprooted from their
homes, deported to another countiy and
barely familiar with the new language and
environment, they were faced with the
Second World War. They struggled to sur-
vive, but still they did not knock on govern-
ment doors. I am not saying one must not
ask for help, but there is also that word
greed which seems to be steering our civi-
lization today. If you look at people around
you, you will find ample examples of greed
to the extent that horrible crimes are com-
mitted for money and power.

In the good old days we were taught to
be diligent, self-reliant and satisfied with
what we had. I still remember a few lines
from a poem my father had written and
taught us: “Away from our house are still
many orphaned helpless people. We must
lend them a helping hand to alleviate their
angllls -”

One cannot help but admire the old gen-
eration who were refugees themselves in a
foreign country without any certainty for
how long they would be able to provide for
their families. They lived frugally, but with
a big heart they cared for less fortunate
people. In those days having compassion
was not limited to a certain class or sect or
small nations. Here in North America, as
well as in the old world, people were more
caring and understanding.

I firmly believe the source of their good-
ness was Christ’s own life and teachings.
The spirit was valued much more than
material richness and glitter. Many books
may be filled with the details of our par-
ents’ sacrifices, relentless work, enormous
hope and unbelievable optimism against all
odds.

Long after that Friday morning’s inci-
dent, unanswered questions keep haunting
me. The fact that I look aged can be dis-
missed with a “so what” comment. Sooner
or later we will age and inevitably fade
away. The best law of nature, in my opinion
the greatest equalizer and leveller, is death.
It should not be a sad notion.

There is a brighter side to consider.
Think for a moment that even when
extreme materialism, treachery, power
struggles, wars and massacres are on the
increase, we still meet people like this lady
who has enough compassion and the
courage to help or offer help, in a strange
way perhaps, but still lend a helping hand.
Was she rich herself? I doubt it, because if
she were she would not be living in our
area, a middle class multi-ethnic neighbor-
hood. In any case she was a small built lady
with a big, big heart; a glitter of hope to all
of us including

Your loving
Eugenie Horkoor

CORRECTION

The summer issue of Outreach car-
ried the list of donors to the Prelacy’s
Easter Basket of Hope campaign.
The donation of Dr. and Mrs. Vahagn
and Mary Agbabian should have
been listed under the $200 category.
We thank the Agbabians for bringing
this to our attention.
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Acclaimed Film, “The Yearning” is now
Available at Prelacy Bookstore

A scene from the video, THE YEARNING

The acclaimed film, The Yearning
(Garod), by the well-known Armenian film
maker Frunze Dovlatian is now available on
video cassette at the Prelacy Bookstore.

Suppressed for many years by Soviet
authorities, Yearning is based on a novel by
Hrachia Kochar.

Yearning tells the tragic story of Arakel,
an illiterate villager and his deep desire to
visit his birthplace just across the river in
Turkey from Soviet Armenia. When he
finally manages to make the journey he is
arrested upon his return. During the bar-
barous interrogation to which he is subject-
ed, flashbacks reveal his longing, motiva-
tion, and travels.

Zareh Arevshatian, a film specialist, has
said, “Thematically, the film complements
such Armenian film classics as Nahapet and
We Are Our Mountains... Rafael Atoyan
gives an outstanding performance as
Arakel, whose story suggests the Armenian
people’s joys, sorrows, and unceasing devo-
tion to their country. With the current polit-
ical struggle for the disputed Nagorno-
Karabagh region, The Yearning stands as a
comerstone of Glasnost in Armenia.”

The 140 minute film (in Armenian with
English subtitles) can be purchased from
the Prelacy Bookstore, 138 E. 39th Street,
New York, NY 10016, for $20 and $3 for
shipping and handling,

Sogoians Donate
(Continued from page 1)

“never wanted anybody to tell me what to
do.” With perseverance and relentless
efforts in 1951 he was able to open a mod-
est machine shop, which from a humble
beginning grew into a large and successful
auto parts manufacturing company, due to
his vision, ingenuity and tireless hours of
work.

Karl’s love affair with machines made
him an avid motorcycle and sports car dri-
ver; he has motored through every State
and because of his love of machines, he
made every effort to produce high quality
parts. Car manufacturers loved his trouble-
free parts which earned him long-term con-
tracts.

In 1955 while attending an Armenian
community dinner in the old Hye Getroun,
to quote Karl: “I was bored and slumbering
when suddenly in the audience I noticed a
pretty face. And I let it be known I would
like to meet her.” That young lady was Ms.
Emma Tabibian from Constantinople, who
was visiting relative in Detroit. Karl and
Emma were married in 1956 and formed a

warm and hospitable Armenian home.

The guiding principle behind the muse-
um project according to His Holiness “is to
see that our ancestor’s artistic talents will
bear witness to the spirit of creativity of the
Armenian people as well as serve as a
source of inspiration for the coming genera-
tions.” The museumn will be the permanent
home of the many articles now preserved at
the Cilician See. All of the items will be on
view under controlled light, temperature,
humidity, and security.

The Catholicate is appealing to all to
bring their participation either by financial
contributions or by donations of pieces of
art and antiquity which will enrich the con-
tent of the museum. “I see the museum as a
new lighthouse in the Great House of Cilicia
for the promotion of its mission of spiritual
and cultural enlightenment of our beloved
people,” said His Holiness.

For further information about making
donations please contact the Prelacy at 212-
689-7810.

PHOTO FROM YEREVAN: A Super Market a la Yerevan in the Shahoumnian
district. The wording on the side of the building says “Super Market” in
English.



. CROSSDROADS

s A Review of Prelacy and Parish Activities

Seventy-two young adults and teens from 15 Prelacy parishes and 10 staff members
came together for the Eighth Annual Summer Religious Summer Studies Program of
St. Gregory of Datev Institute, which took place at the St. Mary of Providence Center
in Elverson, Pennsylvania. Designed to prepare and equip Church servants for min-
istry in the Armenian Apostolic Church and to quicken the faith of the participants,
the Institute offers four levels of studies as well as postgraduate courses. The week-
long program covered a wide variety of topics, touching on almost every aspect of
the faith of the Armenian Church. Courses were presented on what the Armenian
Church believes and teaches as dogma, what the Church celebrates and how, plus
the means of living out the life of the faith in a culture that is hostile at times to the
ways of the Church. Classes in Armenian language and history are also part of the

program.

The Siamanto Academy, a unique Armenian educational institution, created to
serve the academic needs of promising high school students in the New York-New
Jersey r'_riétropolitan area, concluded its 15th pear with graduation and commence-
ment exercises. The fifth graduating class of 10 students received diplomas, certifi-
cates, and gifts from Archbishop Mesrob Ashjian, before a gathering of parents,
friends, and faculty members. The 1994 graduates are: (New York), Hrair
Berberian, Deanna Gostanian, Tamar Harutunian, Ara Krikorian, Lara Milian,
Anita Minassian, Nyieri Nazarian. (New Jersey), Talar Danayan, Talyn Keomurjian,
Ani Ohanessian.

St. Sarkis Armenian Church in Douglaston, New York, lost two members of its com-
munity in the crash of U.S. Air Flight No. 427 in September. Two services, a special
morning mass and a memorial service took place onSeptember 18 for Ani
Ardhaldjian, 36, and her two-pear-old daughter, Narod. They are survived by their
husband and father, Raffi, and their mother and grandmother Mrs. Alice Coherian
as well as a host of family members and friends. Memorial donations are being
accepted to Ani and Narod Memorial Fund, c/o Coherian-Ardhaldjian, 3041 68th
Street, Woodside, New York 11377.
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Photo above:
President Clinton
welcomes the Prelate
to the White House
reception for President
Ter-Petrossian in

August.

Photo Left:
President Levon
Ter-Petrossian
addresses the
U.N. General
Assembly on
September 28.

The President of Armenia’s National Academy of Sciences, Dr. Fadei Sarkssian, vis-
ited the Prelacy on September 19. He was accompanied by Mr. Babken Vartanian,
Director of the Voice of America’s Armenian section. During the one hour meeting
Dr. Sarkssian described his first visit to the U.S. and the many professional contacts
he made. The Prelate informed him of current and future projects the Prelagy is
sponsoring in Armenia. In photo, L. to r., Archbishop Mesrob Ashjian, Dr. Fadei
Sarkssian, Babken Vartanian, and Vasken Ghougassian.

The price for the new commemorative medallion
honoring the 1700th anniversary of Christianity in Armenia
should have been $25.00 plus $3.00 shipping.

Send your orders to: Armenian Prelacy Bookstore
138 East 39th Street
New York, NY 10016

Official White House Photo, August 9, 1994
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Ywqut UwwnbkGwnwpwbp, ynpu yun-
YtEpny, np wdkGEG Gnlu qpunwpwb-
GEpkG UELG £ Uthpinph Awmpbwb ti
npnil dk9 Ywpkinp pwdhG vp Yyp
Jwqukl ApG Aw) Jwdnyh Aunwpw-
dnGkp b AGuwnhy qhpplip: Vwinb-"
iwnwpwlp whwnh mGhGw) plpkpg-
Ywh iwGguunwibw upwh, JGwiniG
wwownolitmpbwdp, it vhow pug' pG-
plipgnn Gt nuunidGwuhpnn wGdkpmG
wnohi:

huy Pwlqupwihl Enwiwpy pG-
nwpdwy pwdGhG dke whwh ql-
wnbinmhG*

‘Ghnwpniiunmwywi (qpswaq-
pwywi W dwipwlyupswuwi) wp-
dktp mGlgnn dtnwqppGlip, ujubiug
13-pn nwpkG,

Cytinbgwywb-dhuwjwl GYw-
pwghp nmbkignn wnwpyubGtp, hkywku
wubinGugnpdwlwb wpnbuwnny Aw-
pniuwn qobuwnblp, uwwuGlp' uypf,
piywdwt, mwywluly, quiuqulb,
wuw, tG.,

Uh hyhukG pipmwd AhG wpdwpe-
Ew;] tptip swhitp Awpniuwm pwinw-
Yugnpdwihl dnphdblipny,

‘UpinnGh Ywpuwd,

o2 hli npuwdlbpm Auwnwpwdnbbp,

*Qtinwaqhpltipnt Gt wwwaghp Aw-
wnpGpnt ghnwqupnmwd dhwwn -
Gwy Ynn phip,

*17-pn tir 18-pn nwpbkpnili wpy-
s Atwwnhw Awgmuwaqhun qhpptp,

‘Unnh dwidwGwlitpnt Glwpsnt-
ptwlh wywwnlwlng Gyuphtp iwy t
ownwp wpmbunwqgtwnGhpk,

*G1 w)] gbnupnmbuvnwlywb n
AGwghwmwywh wpdtp nbignn w-
nwplubbp:

VhEipYwihu 2himpEwli wolvw-
wwbpbtipp, pwpuwwwwnmdp, Gappht
pwdwhnidGtipp, Gikywpulwb b1 onh
pwpbjuwnbGmpbiwl jwwnniy uwppp-
1shbpp unwpuntim ypwy LG: dbpk-
twyp wpntG qhntnmuwd k: Qunmg-
vwl wiu pninp w2luwwnwbpllpp Yp
ntywywpmpl LhpwGwGh dwhop
Swpunwpuwbwnbpti MpG. Swynp
Upk2bwlh ynnuk, oqlwhwimpbwdp
pPpwiqupwbh gniptpnt wwnwujuw-
Guwwnnt wpmbunwgkbwn-Gwprnmwpw-
whw MpG. PwdHpdh 2tipstiwbp: Uip-
thuwh b1 AGwghnwwh wnwplw-
Gtpnt ghwnwywG by gtinupnitiu-
vwywl nwuuinpiwl gnpdp Yp
Ywwwpnith yipwhulynnmphwdpp
wpnibuuhwwwndnpbhwl Audpuwiw-
inp Ywubwgtw b MEjpmph Sursock
Prwlqupwlh Onju-wGopkiniAh Op.
Upyhw UGEdtiwGh:

U1dd wolvwwnwlplblipp Yknpn-
Gwgwd LG GapphlG pwdwlimdGEpm
wpnuniwb G gnigunpmpbwl juwn-
Yuwgmbipp wwhwpwGlGipnt ywwn-
puwunmniptwG ypw) qinupnmbu-
nwhwb tit AGwghwwlwl wnwpyu-

Gipm. ghrnwlwG downigmuny GEplw-
JwGwih, wwywfiny pdwuwmwinp pw-
uunnpiwl b GEpjuiwgdwl Anw-
Gpywpny:

Bnpnp wighpmGpm Lu wbulnn-
Gipnm Jhwdw G Jyuwimpbiwdp qb-
nwlytpw 2EGp UpG & np Yp pwpd-
pwlGwy UGphipwuh Uwipwywiphb
uk9, np wnwtk] v gpuynipmG yp
qqtiGnt npytu Uwipwywbph, Uwjp
Swlwph bt wyy 2hGmpehGGhpn Gwp-
wnwpwwhnwlwb pGniwGnip Auwdng-
phG Aw upwlybihoptG Gupnwo-
Gwlymnn pwpwybpn junmgmwdp:

U. Upnnniu Ybifiwthwn Qwjpu-
wtwpG* v.U.0.8.S. Gwptqhl A.
Qwpnnpynuh npnznudiny’ uniG Bwb-
gupwli-UTwwnbGwnwpwip whwhp
dolinith Qwjwuwnwbh ke pppuwnn-
GEmpiwi npwku wEkwnwwtk Ynpol
Gwlwydwh 1700-wybwlhG: Npwtu
uwynwhup dinGwpy wi Gyuwwnh wn-
Gpitgur Gwhr U. KodhwdGh ULy,
wlglnn Uuwgbup uyhqpp 2wig. Gyk-
ntiginy ‘Unihpwwybwnwwh UpnnGipm
GuAwlw)Glpnb vhebt Yyuywgusd

lunpAipnwlygwywl Awlnhwynudh
plhipwgpp:

SBwnwgehw) wwph, 1995-pG,
wntinh whwh mGkGw) winp puignidp
fiwdwhAwiwywlh nwpnnmpeptwdp G
wpdwbwyu)ti iwbnhuwnnpmpbudp:

dwny 4p qquibp winbwly wufity
dtp dnnnynmipnh quiwyGhpp w)t
hpnpmpbwG, np wivw vEd qnpdp dkYy
whfiwwnh Ywy vEYy {Yuwquwykp-
wmpbtwl pupipupmpbwdp hpujw-
Gwgnny dunGwpy vp sk: Uy’ Aunw-
pwlywl, dnpnyppwywl Gmppwwnp-
imphiGGpny YtwGph Ynymnn hpw-
qnpdnmd dp: dnnnympnh’G vwmGE k
wju. b dnnnympnh’G JwuGuygni-
prtwdp £ np whwh hpwwlwbuy,
dnnqnympnp’G pwuphphG Swnwikim
fiwdwn: AGwlwbGopktl gupn qulp-
wd GG wGfwwmbGlp By yugqiwybp-
wyniphtGlp, npnGp Ywpbinp Ghp-
nppnidGhp Yywwnwpwd GG G npnlg
thawwmwymphibp ywwnawwagnyb
dtiiny whwh Yuwwwpnmp, jwwnniy
wpdwlwgpmptwdp it Apwwnwpw-
ymptwdp, Pwliquwpwi-Uwinklw-
nwpwihi puwgdwl wnhpny:

Pwig wyn pnpnpp vwwihG putw-
pup 3bEG widpnnewglibin Awdwp wu
wurnmwdwhwény, wqquwwundwh G
Gpwhtwwpdwb gnpdp: Vhipwywh
dwluutipp Gwhiwwnbuntwd GG mpp
fiwphip AwquptG vhGstr UEY dhihnG
wnnpwph uwhAdwGGEpmG Uke: 8wpn
Ywphih £ tnwd dtinp phpk] 60 wn
fiwphipp panfiwbnn wyn SwiuutipniG:

Uu wnpht, pulqupubi-Uwnk-
GwnwpwGh hpwonpddwl wyu YupshG
fiwiqpmuwGhi, fiwy énpnympnp wnbn-
Gwly ywhkk bwp ywwnwpniwd
Junnwpning wiu wouwnwGpGlipmG
VYwuhG, Yp vkeptiptlp wyb Ynyp, qnp
QGwnkqhl A. Ywpennhynu mnnkg fwg
dnmnympnhG, qnpdh uyqphunnpiwt
wnwehl iwGgpmuwbhG, yupty jhy-
wwd punwikgmbwb qppniyhG vke.

«Uny Y'mnnbbp pninp wiG pwph
JudtgnnmptwG, wpnibunh Awulw-
gnmmpbwl bt wqqupG GwhwG-
dwhGnpmpbwl wnkp wGadbkpniG, np
Pt npwdwlwi odwlnuympebwdp b
RrL" wpmbuwnh wnwpywibp wqlniw-
pwp Gmpptiny GnfuwgbhG Gnp PwG-
qupuibp: Unbih wywwnow6 b1 oquw-
Ywp £ np dwy wpnmbunh wnwpuGhnp
nwnlwl EYkntginy v wqqh ubtthw-
Ywlmppl, pwG pk JGwl wGhw-
nwlwl ywwnjwbib hmpbhwl vwh-
JwGGEpm dke:

fnn B.Gph hwuh Gnp Puwlqupwulp
nwnbwy Gnp pmuwwniG dp Ukoh
SwiG Yhihyhny Ywpnnhynunpebwk
uke, npykuqh wnutk) ntuwihg pn-
yuwinwimptwdp Gwnwquipt Yw-
pnnbynunipbwG wnwpbiimpepGp b
luGnhp ¥tp ¢nnynmipnh finglinp Lt
vowynipwihl yuybk)phG b qupquig-
Ywl, wiuwbn, LhpwGwGh dke ta
uthhinu woluwpfhy;

Christian Dating
Church sponsored singles events and
special church services for singles are
very popular at churches in the U.S. So
popular that Paul Lintern, a Lutheran min-
ister, has come up with a list of the top-10
pick up lines heard at these encounters,
USA Today reports.
In descending order they are:
10. Hi, this pew taken?
9. My prayers are answered.
8. What’s a charismatic like you doing in
a mainline place like this?
7. How about we go over to my place for
a little devotional?
. Hi, Angel!
. Don’t worry, I'm attracted to you purely
in a spiritual way.
. I'm Episcopalian. What's your sign?
. I think you're sitting on my Bible.
. Read any good Bible passages lately?
. So, worship here often?
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The Comet

by Aram Haigaz

I was barely 10 years old in 1910, when
our village of Shabin Karahissar was shaken
with dread and panic. How the news
reached us there shielded in the mountain-
ous foothills of northem Armenia, I do not
know, but we heard that a great star with a
thick tail, called Halley’s Comet, was com-
ing to strike and destroy our homeland.

If it was flaming, which was the most
likely, it would reduce the world to ashes. If
it was gaseous, it would kill every living
soul—plants and animals. Nothing could
escape.

Filled with fear and dread, the people of
the village divided into two groups. Some,
shuddering and trembling with fear, turned
to the church and began their penitence.
Others, certain that they had only days to
live, plunged into feasting and revelry. Food
that had been carefully stored for the win-
ter was brought out. Holiday delicacies
were uncovered and consumed. Cows were
slain. Wine and ouzo poured freely. Work
stopped. The festivities continued day and
night. Everyone was eating and drinking.
Nothing was spared.

Our somewhat tattered neighbor,
Krikor, killed his only cow, his sole means of
livelihood. And Hampar, who had been
paying a debt to my father in meager
installments, appeared at our door to repay
the full sum in a single sweep, beseeching:
“Arsen, my brother, take this and forgive
me for being late....” The Turks and the
Greeks, learning from the Armenians that
the world would be struck and set afire by a
comet, also began to settle their obligations.
Each in his own way cleared the slate of his
reckoning and then began a vigil, awaiting
the horrific day when the world would end.

A long waxen nose set on a face that
never smiled revealed the old Deacon of our
church, who had gained a reputation as a
forecaster of future events. Accustomed to
being questioned about the future, he never
disappointed those who came to him, with
vivid creativity, he wove tales and predic-
tions that captivated his audience.

The threshold of his home was worn
with the footsteps of those seeking advice
and bearing gifts. And he, speaking with the
authority of an imagined eyewitness, would
recount every detail: at an unexpected
moment, the huge tail of a comet would
strike our village and its population of sin-
ners, as well as other cities, and all would
be turned to ashes like Sodom and
Gomorrah.

Several women, after hearing this terrify-
ing prophesy, suffered heart attacks and
had to be buried.

At the church the communion box used
by Father Garabed was emptied of its
wafers. Penitents and worshippers filled the
pews. Outside, the large sacrificial cauldron
boiled continuously with the offerings of
goat, lamb, or beef which was then distrib-
uted to the poor. Some brought wood for
the fire. Others poured salt or boulgour into
the pot. On former occasions the offerings
had been made to bring rain, to cure the ill,
to seek the success of a business venture or
a safe journey, to urge that the newborn
child be a boy. Now, only fear prevailed.
Everyone was about to die. Generosity
reigned.

Finally, as the newspapers from
Constantinople had informed us, a star
with a massive tail appeared in the sky. We
looked up with unbelieving eyes...it had a
shining head and a luminous tail as long as
the tallest poplar tree in the village. Our dis-
tress had indeed been justified. If, God for-
bid, the tail had been solid instead of lumi-
nous it would certainly have destroyed the
world.

The tail was so huge it filled the sky.
When we realized that it did not whip
around in different directions, the villagers
became courageous. People began running
out into the streets. Men and boys climbed
onto the rooftops to get a closer look. I
stood beside a tree in front of our house and
watched with my mother.

We rushed to the church and gave
thanks to our Creator who had forgiven our
sins and saved us from destruction. The star
remained for several days, moving very

slowly across the sky. When the next batch
of newspapers arrived from Constantinople,
we read that the star that had terrified us
had a name: it was called Halley’s Comet,
and its tail was formed of light and ice.

Now, in just a few years, it will come
again. We know that it takes 76 years to
complete its orbit around the sun. This time
we will not fear the comet. Scientists and
astronomers around the world are prepar-
ing to welcome it in 1986 and track its path.
If' I live until then, I will see it for the second
time and-—remembering the old days—will
laugh at our old fears.

Except for myself, I do not think there
are any survivors to share the remem-
brances of those days. Shabin Karahissar is
no more. We set fire to the entire village
when we fled the Turkish massacres of
1915. Those who had visited the area in
recent years say that nothing remains but a
few stones from our church. I have no wish
to return. My years in America have been
good ones.

I have seen many changes since I was a
boy in Shabin Karahissar. Radio, automo-
biles, telephone, television, computers. I
have lived to see Man walk on the moon.
Last week I looked up at a roar and mar-
veled at the sight of the Concorde streaking
through the sky. With progess and knowl-
edge, the heavens have lost the mystery and
terror they once held.

When Halley’s Comet reappears, I won-
der whether scientists will confirm what we
have suspected—that comets gradually lose
some of their original energy and force.
After its long journey, perhaps part of its
luminous tail will also be somewhat
dimmed.

No, I have no desire to go back. But as
the time draws near for the comet to
return, I find myself wishing that I could
once again see the faces of my countrymen
looking up to the sky, and relive their feel-
ings of awe and wonder in those innocent
days of Shabin Karahissar.

Yeghishe Manoukian
(continued from page 1)

young age, and grew up in orphanges in
Cilicia and in Lebanon. In 1926 he went to
Cyprus where he attended the Melkonian
School and came into contact with famous
headmasters and teachers all of whom
were to have a lasting impression on the
young boy.

In 1931 he came to Beirut and then to
Damascus in search for his three brothers
and four uncles. He found themn all. A life-
long admirer and participant in sports,
especially football, he joined the
Homenetmen and became a leader in the
movement and remained a faithful advo-
cate up to his death.

In 1944 he married Siran Kiledjian and
they were blessed with five sons. His
beloved wife was, like him, a life-long advo-
cate of education. In May of 1994 she was
honored as the Prelacy’s “Mother of the
Year.”

Yeghishe Manoukian spent more than 50
years as a teacher in various educational
institutions in Syria and Lebanon. A kinder-
garten and secondary school in Beirut bear
the Manoukian name and enjoy the support
of the family.

Survivors include his widow Siran and
sons, Mr. & Mrs. Vatche Manoukian, Mr. &
Mrs. Vahe Manoukian, Varoujan, Raffi, and
Levon Manoukian.
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