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Յովհաննէս 7:14-23 

 

օնակատարութեան կէսին Յիսուս տաճար ելաւ եւ 

ուսուցանում էր: Հրեաները զարմանում էին ու 

ասում. «Սա ինչպէ՞ս գիտէ Գրուածքները, քանի որ 

բնաւ չի սովորել»: Յիսուս նրանց պատասխան տուեց 

ու ասաց. «Իմ ուսուցումն իմը չէ, այլ՝ նրանը, ով ինձ 

ուղարկեց: Եթէ մէկը ուզում է նրա կամքը կատարել, 

կ՚իմանայ այս ուսուցման մասին, թէ Աստծո՞ւց է 

արդեօք, թէ՞ ես ինքս ինձնից եմ խօսում։ Ով ինքն 

իրենից է խօսում, իր համար է փառք փնտռում, իսկ ով 

փնտռում է նրա՛ փառքը, ով իրեն ուղարկել է, նա 

ճշմարիտ է, եւ նրա մէջ սուտ բան չկայ։ Օրէնքը ձեզ 

Մովսէսը չտուե՞ց, բայց ձեզնից ոչ ոք Օրէնքը չի 

կատարում։ Ինչո՞ւ էք ուզում ինձ սպանել»: 

Ժողովուրդը պատասխան տուեց ու ասաց. «Քո մէջ դեւ 

կայ, ո՞վ է ուզում քեզ սպանել»: Յիսուս պատասխան 

տուեց նրանց ու ասաց. «Մի գործ արեցի, եւ ամէնքդ 

զարմացել էք։ Մովսէսը դրա համար ձեզ տուեց 

թլփատութիւնը (թէեւ այդ ոչ թէ Մովսէսից էր, այլ՝ 

հայրերից): Եւ շաբաթ օրով մարդ էք թլփատում։ Իսկ 

արդ, եթէ մարդը շաբաթ օրով թլփատւում է, որպէսզի 

Մովսէսի Օրէնքը չխախտուի, իմ վրա՞յ էք բարկացած, 

որ շաբաթ օրով մի ամբողջ մարդ բժշկեցի: Աչքներիդ 

երեւացածի պէս մի՛ դատէք, այլ ուղի՛ղ դատաստան 

արէք»: 
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ow about the middle of the feast Jesus went up into the 

temple and taught. And the Jews marveled, saying, “How 

does this Man know letters, having never studied?” 

 

Jesus answered them and said, “My doctrine is not Mine, but His 

who sent Me. If anyone wills to do His will, he shall know 

concerning the doctrine, whether it is from God or whether I 

speak on My own authority. He who speaks from himself seeks 

his own glory; but He who seeks the glory of the One who sent 

Him is true, and no unrighteousness is in Him. Did not Moses 

give you the law, yet none of you keeps the law? Why do you 

seek to kill Me?” 

The people answered and said, “You have a demon. Who is 

seeking to kill You?” 

Jesus answered and said to them, “I did one work, and you all 

marvel. Moses therefore gave you circumcision (not that it is 

from Moses, but from the fathers), and you circumcise a man on 

the Sabbath. If a man receives circumcision on the Sabbath, so 

that the law of Moses should not be broken, are you angry with 

Me because I made a man completely well on the Sabbath? Do 

not judge according to appearance, but judge with righteous 

judgment.” 
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John 7:14-23 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Գրեց՝ Յովնան Արք. Տէրտէրեան 

 

Էջմիածի՛ն, անուն նուիրական, անջնջելի 

արձագանգ, քանզի դարերու բովէն հասած անթիւ 

հոգիներու ծալքերու մէջ անդադրում աղօթք ես 

դարձած, որուն մէջ կը տեսնեմ պատկերը 

Աստուծոյ: Ու նոյն պատկերը կը դարձնեմ 

քաղցրատեսիլ պատկերը հոգիիս: Հայ մարդը 

մանրակերտն է ու որդեգիրը Միածնաէջ Սբ. 

Էջմիածնի, ո՜վ ամենախնամ Աստուած իմ սուրբ 

նախնեաց: 

 Ընդունարան Աղօթից Աստուած մշտնջենական. ամէն 

աղօթասացներուն հետ այս պահուն քաղցր աղօթք ու խոնարհ 

սիրտ մը Քեզի կը դիմէ ու Քու լոյսին մէջ կ’ուզէ ընկղմել իր 

հոգին: Ընդունէ քաղցրութեամբ աղօթքն իմ անկատար եւ Քու 

մաքրագործող օրհնութեամբ, թող որ իմ հոգին լեցուի 

Անկողոպտելի Քու բարութեամբ: 

 

 

 

 

By Archbishop Hovnan Derderian 

   
Etchmiadzin, a sacred place, where I see the 

image of God, a place turned into prayer from 

the depth of centuries; prayers passed on 

through innumerable souls that have passed 

through the sacred place where Christ, “The 

Only Begotten Descended.”    O Lord, make 

this sacred place where Your Only Begotten Son descended into a 

blessed icon in my soul and in every Armenian’s heart.  

 
Receiver of prayers, O Eternal God, in as much as many prayers 

weave your crown, at this moment a sweet prayer and a humble 

heart beseeches you and wishes to be engulfed by your light.  Hear 

our prayers, O Lord, and make our soul the unassailable spiritual 

treasury of Your Goodness. 



 

 

յս տօնը Երուսաղէմում Սբ. Խաչի նշանի երեւման 

յիշատակն է: 351 թուականին, ցերեկուայ 

ընթացքում Գողգոթայից մինչեւ Ձիթենեաց լեռը 

երկնքում երեւում է մի լուսէ Խաչ: Այդ զարմանահրաշ 

դէպքի մասին Երուսաղէմի Կիւրեղ եպիսկոպոսը նամակ է 

գրում Կ. Պոլսի Կոստանդիանոս կայսերը՝ այդ զարմանալի 

երեւոյթը համարելով իբրեւ ուղղափառ դաւանութեան 

ճշմարտութեան ապացոյց: Այդ պատճառով էլ Կիւրեղ 

Երուսաղէմացին յորդորում է Կոստանդիանոս կայսերը 

հրաժարուել արիոսականներին պաշտպանելուց: 

Երուսաղէմի Կիւրեղ եպիսկոպոսի այդ նամակը 

թարգմանուել է հայերէն եւ ամէն տարի ընթերցւում է Սբ. 

Խաչի երեւման տօնին: Հայ Առաքելական Եկեղեցին Սբ. 

Խաչի տօնը տօնում է Զատիկից 28 օր յետոյ: Սբ. 

Յարութեան տօնի շարժականութեան պատճառով Սբ. 

Խաչի երեւման տօնը կարող է տատանուել ապրիլի 19-ից 

մինչեւ մայիսի 23-ը: (Աղբյուրը՝ www.araratian-tem.am) 
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his feast day always occurs on the fifth Sunday of 

Quinquagesima, which is a Latin term meaning “fifty” and 

is used to designate the fifty-day period between Easter and 

Pentecost. 

In the year 351 A.D., a miracle related to the cross of Christ 

occurred. The countryside around Jerusalem is made up of hills 

and valleys. One can look from the Old City walls by the Golden 

Gate where Christ entered the city on Palm Sunday, across to the 

Mount of Olives. 

In the sky above this countryside a huge cross appeared one 

day over Mt. Zion. It was seen stretching from the Mount of Olives 

to Golgotha (a distance of approx. 1½ miles). It appeared in the 

afternoon and was visible to everyone in the area in both Christian 

and non-Christian. 

Nowadays we sometimes see sky-writing done by airplanes 

and it certainly makes us marvel. (Ask students if any of them have 

seen sky-writing or know what it is.) Think of what it must have 

been like to see God’s work in the sky over 1600 years ago! The 

miracle affected everyone. Christians were strengthened in their 

faith, and many non-believers were converted as a result of this 

glorious sight. 

There is historical proof of this event; a famous letter 

pertaining to it is preserved by the Armenian Church. The 

presiding Archbishop of Jerusalem, Guregh, wrote to Emperor 

Constantine II of Constantinople telling him of this great miracle. 

Constantine II, a Christian, who was at the time in danger of 

following the teachings of a heretic named Arius, and thereby 

causing a possible split in the church, received this letter. His faith 

was renewed.  
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Ð³õ³ï³ó»³É ÙÁ ³Ù¿Ý ÎÇñ³ÏÇ ³é³õûï »Ï»Õ»óÇ 

Ïþ»ñÃ³ñ »õ Ï¿ëûñ¿Ý í»ñç ÷áÕáóÁ Ïþ»ÉÉ¿ñ Ã»ñÃÇÏ µ³ßË»Éáõ: 

ÎÇñ³ÏÇ ûñ ÙÁ, û¹Á ß³ï ³ÝÓñ»õáï ¿ñ »õ í³×³é³Ï³ÝÁ ß³ï 

Ûá·Ý³Í ÁÉÉ³Éáí Çñ ë»Ý»³ÏÇÝ Ù¿ç ÏÁ Ñ³Ý·ã¿ñ: ¸áõéÁ, ùÇã 

í»ñç Ï³Ù³ó ÙÁ ½³ñÝáõ»ó³õ: Æñ 11 ï³ñ»Ï³Ý ïÕ³Ý ¿ñ: ºñµ 

Ý»ñë Ùï³õ Ñ³ñóáõó. §Ð³ÛñÇÏ, ³Ûëûñ ÇÝãá±õ Ã»ñÃÇÏ 

µ³ßË»Éáõ ã»ë »ñÃ³ñ¦: Ð³ÛñÁ, §îÕ³ë ã»±ë ï»ëÝ»ñ ³ÝÓñ»õÁ 

ß³ï ë³ëïÇÏ ¿¦: îÕ³Ýª Ù³ÝÏ³Ï³Ý å³ñ½áõÃ»³Ùµ. §Ð³ÛñÇÏ, 

»ñµ áñ ³ÝÓñ»õ Ïáõ ·³Û ²ëïáõ³Í Ñá·ÇÝ»ñÁ ãÇ± ÷ñÏ»ñ¦, 

Áë³õ: Ð³ÛñÁ ùÇã ÙÁ Ï³ñÙñ³Í ³Ûë ³Ý³ÏÝÏ³É »õ ÏïñáõÏ 

Ñ³ñóáõÙÇÝ å³ï³ëË³Ý»ó. §îÕ³ë »ñµ û¹Á ³ÝÓñ»õáï ¿, 

÷áÕáóÁ ß³ï Ù³ñ¹ ãÁÉÉ³ñ »õ »ë ³É ß³ï Ûá·Ý³Í ÏÁ ½·³Ù¦: 

îÕ³Ý ÅåÇïáí ÙÁ. §Ð³ÛñÇÏ, »ë ÏñÝ³±Ù ùáõ ï»Õ¹ 

»ñÃ³É »õ Ã»ñÃÇÏ µ³ßË»É¦: §î¿ñÁ ûñÑÝ¿ ù»½ ïÕ³ë, »ñµ áñ 

Ù»ÍÝ³ë Ñûñ¹ ·áñÍÁ ¹áõÝ åÇïÇ ß³ñáõÝ³Ï»ë¦: ²Ûëå¿ë 

Áë»Éáí »ñµ ëÇñ»ÉÇ ½³õÏÇÝ ·ÉáõËÁ ÏÁ ßáÛ¿ñ, ïÕ³Ý ÏñÏÝ»ó 

§Ð³ÛñÇÏ, íëï³Ñ »ÕÇñ áñ »ñµ Ù»ÍÝ³Ù ·áñÍ¹ åÇïÇ 

ß³ñáõÝ³Ï»Ù µ³Ûó »ë ÑÇÙ³ »ñÃ³É Ïþáõ½»Ù, ³ÝÓñ»õ³Ýáóë 

Ñ³·ÝÇÙ, Ñáí³Ýáóë ³É Ïþ³éÝ»Ù ã»Ù ÃñçáõÇñ: Ð³ÛñÇÏ, 

Ã»ñÃÇÏÝ»ñÁ ïáõñ¦: Ð³ÛñÁ ³Ýáñ ë³ëïÇÏ ÷³÷³ùÁ 

ï»ëÝ»Éáí, å½ïÇÏ Íñ³ñ ÙÁ Ã»ñÃÇÏ ïáõ³õ, í»ñçÁ Áë³õ. 

§îÕ³ë ½·áõßáõÃ»³Ùµ µ³ßË¿ »õ »ñµ ÉÙÝóÝ»ë ïáõÝ »Ïáõñ¦: 

îÕ³Ý áõñ³ËáõÃ»³Ùµ ·Ý³ó:  

²ÝÓñ»õÁ ß³ï ë³ëïÇÏ ¿ñ: öáÕáóÝ»ñÁ ³Ù³ÛÇ ¿ÇÝ, »õ 

å³Õ: ØáõÃÁ ÏáË»Éáõ íñ³Û ¿ñ, ïÕ³Ý ã¿ñ áõ½»ñ Ã»ñÃÇÏÝ»ñÁ 

ãÉÙÝó³Í Çñ ïáõÝÁ ¹³éÝ³É: ì»ñç³å¿ë ÇÝùÝÇñ»Ý Áë³õ. 

§ø³ÝÇ áñ Ù³ñ¹ÇÏ ³Ûë ÷áÕáóÝ»ñÁ ã»Ý ·³ñ, »ë ³ÝáÝó 

»ñÃ³Éáõ »Ù¦: ºõ ³Ûëå¿ë ÙûïÇÏ ëñ×³ñ³ÝÁ »ñÃ³Éáí Ïñó³õ 

Ã»ñÃÇÏÝ»ñÁ µ³ßË»É, Ó»éùÁ ÙÇ³ÛÝ Ã»ñÃÇÏ ÙÁ ÙÝ³ó³Í ¿ñ: 

Îþáõ½¿ñ ³Ý ³É Ù¿Ïáõ ÙÁ ï³É »õ í»ñçÁ ïáõÝ »ñÃ³É: Æ±Ýã 

ÁÝ»Éáõ ¿ñ: ì»ñç³å¿ë Ùûï»ó³õ ï³Ý ÙÁ »õ Ï³Ù³óáõÏ ÙÁ 

¹áõéÁ ½³ñÏ³õ: Ü»ñë¿Ý Ó³ÛÝ ÙÁ »Ï³õ.§à±í ¿ ³Û¹¦: îÕ³Ý ÏÁ 



ëå³ë¿ñ áñ ¹áõéÁ µ³óáõÇ »õ Ã»ñÃÇÏÁ ï³Û: Ø¿Ï »ñÏáõ 

í³ÛñÏ»³Ý í»ñç Ýáñ¿Ý ¹áõéÁ ½³ñÏ³õ: Üáñ¿Ý Ó³ÛÝÁ ³õ»ÉÇ 

Ïáßï Ï»ñåáí ÏñÏÝáõ»ó³õ §à±í ¿ ³Û¹¦: îÕ³Ý »ñµ »ññáñ¹ 

³Ý·³Ù ¹áõéÁ ½³ñÏ³õ, ËáÅáñ ÏÇÝ ÙÁ çÕ³ÛÝ³ó³Í ¹áõéÁ 

µ³ó³õ: îÕ³Ý ù³Õóñ ÅåÇïáí ÙÁ, §îÇÏÇÝ, ÏÁ Ý»ñ¿ù áñ Ó»ñ 

Ñ³Ý·ÇëïÁ Ë³Ý·³ñ»óÇ, Ó»½Ç ³õ»ï³ñ³ÝÇÝ áõñ³ËáõÃÇõÝÁ 

»õ ÷ñÏáõÃÇõÝÁ µ»ñ³Í »Ù¦ Áë»Éáí í»ñçÇÝ Ã»ñÃÇÏÁ »ñÏÝóáõó 

³Ýáñ »õ ³ÝÛ³Ûï³ó³õ:  

Þ³µ³Ã ÙÁ í»ñç, ÎÇñ³ÏÇ ÇñÇÏáõÝ ¿ »õ Ã»ñÃÇÏ µ³ßËáÕ 

í³×³é³Ï³ÝÁ Çñ ïÕáõÝ Ñ»ï ÙÇ³ëÇÝ Çñ»Ýó »Ï»Õ»óÇÝ »Ý: 

Ð³ÛñÁ Çñ ëáíáñáõÃ»³ÝÁ Ñ³Ù»Ù³ï ÅáÕáíáõñ¹Á í»ñ ÏÁ 

Ññ³ÙóÝ¿ñ ³ÝáÝó ï»Õ óáõóÝ»Éáí: Ø¿Ï »ñÏáõ »ñ· »õ ³ÕûÃù¿Ý 

í»ñç ÑáíÇõÁ Áë³õ. §ä³ßï³ÙáõÝù¿Ý ³é³ç Ïþáõ½¿Ç 

å³ï»ÑáõÃÇõÝ ï³É íÏ³ÛáõÃ»³Ý »õ ÷³é³µ³ÝáõÃ»³Ý. Ï³±Û 

³ñ¹»ûù Ó»ñ Ù¿ç Ù¿ÏÁ áñ Ïþáõ½¿ ïÇñáç ßÝáñÑùÇÝ Ù³ëÇÝ 

íÏ³Û»É¦. ³ÝÙÇç³å¿ë Í»ñ ÏÇÝ ÙÁ »ñ»ëÇÝ íñ³Û ²ëïáõ³Í³ÛÇÝ 

÷³ÛÉ ÙÁ áõÝ»Ý³Éáí áïùÇ »É³õ, »õ ëÏë³õ î¿ñÁ ÷³é³õáñ»É 

³Ûë Ëûëù»ñáí. §ö³¯éù îÇñáç, »ë ³ñÅ³ÝÇ ã»Ù ²Ýáñ ßÝáñÑùÁ 

å³ïÙ»Éáõ: ²Ýó»³É ÎÇñ³ÏÇ ÇñÇÏáõÝ »ë Ù»Í Ý»ÕáõÃ»³Ý ÙÁ 

Ù¿ç ¿Ç »õ Ïþáõ½¿Ç ³ÝÓÝ³ëå³Ý ÁÉÉ³É: ú¹Á ß³ï ³ÝÓñ»õáï ¿ñ, 

»ë Ãßáõ³é »õ ã³÷³½³Ýó Ûáõë³Ñ³ï ¿Ç: ÆÝÍÇ ÙÇ³ÛÝ Ù¿Ï 

×³Ùµ³Û Ïþ»ñ»õ³ñ ³Ûë ³Ýï³Ý»ÉÇ íÇ×³Ï¿Ý ³½³ï»Éáõ ³Ý ³É 

ãáõ³ÝÁ íÇ½ë Ý»ï»É »õ Ë»Õ¹³Ù³Ñ ÁÉÉ³É ¿ñ: ÖÇß¹ ³Ûë å³ÑáõÝ 

¹áõéÁ ½³ñÝáõ»ó³õ, Ã¿å¿ï Ó³ÛÝ ïáõÇ µ³Ûó ï»Õ¿ë ã»É³Û, 

ëå³ë»Éáí áñ »ÏáÕÁ »ñÃ³Û »õ »ë Ï³ñ»Ý³Ù Ýå³ï³Ïë Ç ·áñÍ 

¹Ý»É, Ï»³ÝùÇë í»ñç ÙÁ ï³É: ´³Ûó ¹áõéÁ ß³ñáõÝ³Ï 

½³ñÝáõ»ó³õ, »õ »ñµ ¹áõéÁ µ³óÇ Ñ³½Çõ 12 ï³ñ»Ï³Ý ù³Õóñ 

ÅåÇïáí ³ÝáõßÇÏ ÙÁ Ó»éùë ²õ»ï³ñ³ÝÇ Ã»ñÃÇÏ ÙÁ ïáõ³õ »õ 

³ÝÛ³Ûï³ó³õ: ºñµ ÙÇ ù³ÝÇ ïáÕ»ñ Ï³ñ¹³óÇ ã¿Ç ÏñÝ³ñ 

³ñóáõÝùÝ»ñë ½ëå»É: î»ë³Û áñ ²ëïáõ³Í ï³Ï³õÇÝ ÇÝÍÇ å¿ë 

³ÝÙËÇÃ³ñÁ ÏÁ ëÇñ¿: ÌáõÝÏÇ »Ï³Û, Ù»Õ³õáñ »õ Ûáõë³Ñ³ï 

ëÇñïë î¿ñáç ïáõÇ, î¿ñÁ ½Çë Ýáñ ëï»ÕÍáõ³Í ÙÁ Áñ³õ: 

êÇñïë áõñ³ËáõÃ»³Ùµ É»óáõ»ó³õ, ÑÇÙ³ îÇñáçÁ ÓñÇ 

ßÝáñÑùáíÁ ÷ñÏáõ³Í »Ù: ö³éù ²Ýáñ êáõñµ ³Ýáõ³Ý¦:  



ì³×³é³Ï³ÝÇÝ ïÕ³Ý Ï³Ù³ó ÙÁ ÷ë÷ë³ó Çñ Ñûñ 

§²Ûë ÏÇÝÝ ¿ñ í»ñçÇÝ Ã»ñÃÇÏë ³éÝáÕÁ¦: Ð³ÛñÁ Ñ³ëÏó³õ áñ 

î¿ñ ÚÇëáõëÝ ¿ñ áñ ³é³çÝáñ¹³Í ¿ñ Çñ ïÕ³Ý Ïáñëáõ³Í 

áãË³ñ ÙÁ ÷³ñ³ËÁ ³é³çÝáñ¹»Éáõ:  

 

 

 

 

 
²Ûëûñ ³É ß³ï»ñ Ï³Ý ÙáÉáñ³Í, Ïáñëáõ³Í »õ 

Ûáõë³Ñ³ï, áñ ²õ»ï³ñ³ÝÇ ÷ñÏáõÃ»³Ý ³õ»ïÇëÇÝ ÏÁ 

Ï³ñûïÇÝ: â»±ë áõ½»ñ ²õ»ï³ñ³ÝÇ Ã»ñÃÇÏ ÙÁ ï³ÝÇÉ: ì³ÕÁ 

Ï³ñ»ÉÇ ¿ áõß ÏþÁÉÉ³Û: ²Ûëûñ ³Ûëûñ ·áñÍ¿ ÚÇëáõëÇ Ñ³Ù³ñ:  

Ø»ñ î¿ñ ÚÇëáõëÁ áõñÇßÝ»ñáõ ÙÇçáó³õ ÏÁ Û³ÛïÝáõÇ »õ Ïþáõ½¿ 

ù»½ ³é³çÝáñ¹»É ×ßÙ³ñÇï ×³Ý³å³ñÑÁ, µ³Ûó ¹áõÝ áñù³Ýáí 

å³ïñ³ëï »ë ÙïÇÏ ÁÝ»Éáõ ²ëïáõÍáÛ ËûëùÁ, ¸Åµ³Ëï³µ³ñ 

¹áõÝ ³Ûë ÏÝáç ÙÁ å¿ë Ù»ñ ³Ï³ÝçÝ»ñÁ ÷³Ï³Í »ë »õ ã»ë 

áõ½»ñ ÙïÇÏ ÁÝ»É: ÆëÏ, ¹áõÝ áí ³Ý³å³ßË³ñ Ñá·Ç, Ã»ñ»õë 

¹áõÝ ³É ³Ûë ÏÝáç ÙÁ å¿ë Ûáõë³Ñ³ï íÇ×³ÏÇ Ù¿ç »ë, 

Ó³Ëáñ¹áõÃÇõÝÝ»ñ, Ý»ÕáõÃÇõÝÝ»ñ, ó³õ»ñ, 

ÑÇõ³Ý¹áõÃÇõÝÝ»ñ ù»½ ßñç³å³ï³Í »Ý »õ Ï»³ÝùÁ ù»½Ç 

Ñ³Ù³ñ Çñ Ñ³ÙÝ áõ ³ñÅ¿ùÁ ÏáñëÝóáõó³Í ¿, ÇÝù½ÇÝù¹ 

³Ù»Ý¿Ý ÃáÕáõ³Í áõ Éùáõ³Í ÏÁ ½·³ë »õ ³°É ³åñÇÉ ã»ë áõ½»ñ, 

Ã»ñ»õë ³Éª ³Ûë ÏÝáç å¿ë ÏÁ ËáñÑÇë ³ÝÓÝ³ëå³Ý ÁÉÉ³Éáí 

Ï»³ÝùÇ¹ í»ñç ¹Ý»É: ´³Ûó ½·á°Ûß Ï»óÇñ í³ÛñÏ»³Ý ÙÁ »õ ÙÇ° 

ÙáéÝ³ñ Ã¿ áñù³Ý ³É ÇÝù½ÇÝù¹ Ù»Ïáõë³ó³Í ½·³ë, Ø¿ÏÁ 

Ï³Û áñ ï³Ï³õÇÝ ÏÁ ëÇñ¿ ù»½, ²Ý ù»½Ç ß³ï Ùûï ¿, ùáõ ùáí¹ 

Ï³ÛÝ»ñ ¿, »õ Æñ Ó»éù»ñÁ »ñÏÝóáõó³Í Ïþáõ½¿ ù»½ µéÝ»É »õ í»ñ 

í»ñóÝ»É, ÙËÇÃ³ñ»É ù»½ »õ ³Ùáù»É ùáõ ó³õ»ñ¹: ²ÝÇÏ³ î¿ñ 

ÚÇëáõë øñÇëïáëÝ ¿ áñ Áë³õ. §²Ñ³ ÙÇÝã»õ ³ßË³ñÑÇë í»ñçÁ 

»ë Ó»½Ç Ñ»ï »Ù¦: àõëïÇ ¹áõÝ ³É Ó»éù»ñ¹ ²Ýáñ »ñÏ³ñ¿ »õ 

Áë¿. §à¯í î¿ñ, áÕáñÙ¿ ÇÝÍÇ Ù»Õ³õáñÇë¦ »õ áõñ³ËáõÃÇõÝ »õ 

Ë³Õ³ÕáõÃÇõÝ åÇïÇ áõÝ»Ý³ë, ÑÇÙ³° ²Ýáñ Û³ÝÓÝáõ¿: 
 

 

 



Story 
The Little Boy 

Sally jumped up as soon as she saw the surgeon come out of the 

operating room. She said: “How is my little boy? Is he going to be 

all right? When can I see him?” 

The surgeon said, “I’m sorry. We did all we could, but your boy 

didn’t make it.” 

Sally said, “Why do little children get cancer? Doesn’t God care 

any more? Where were you, God, when my son needed you?” 

The surgeon asked, “Would you like some time alone with your 

son? One of the nurses will be out in a few minutes, before he’s 

transported to the university.” 

Sally asked the nurse to stay with her while she said good-bye to 

son. She ran her fingers lovingly through his thick red curly hair. 

“Would you like a lock of his hair?” the nurse asked. 

Sally nodded yes. The nurse cut a lock of the boy’s hair, put it in a 

plastic bag and handed it to Sally. The mother said, “It was 

Jimmy’s idea to donate his body to the university for study. He 

said it might help somebody else. “I said no at first, but Jimmy 

said, ‘Mom, I won’t be using it after I die. Maybe it will help some 

other little boy spend one more day with his Mom.” She went on, 

“My Jimmy had a heart of gold. Always thinking of someone else. 

Always wanting to help others if he could.” 

Sally walked out of Children’s mercy Hospital for the last time, 

after spending most of the last six months there. She put the bag 

with Jimmy’s belongings on the seat beside her in the car. The 

drive home was difficult. It was even harder to enter the empty 

house. She carried Jimmy’s belongings, and the plastic bag with 

the lock of his hair to her son’s room. She started placing the 

model cars and other personal things back in his room exactly 

where he had always kept them. She laid down across his bed and, 

hugging his pillow, cried herself to sleep. 



 

It was around midnight when Sally awoke. Laying beside her on 

the bed was a folded letter. The letter said: 

“Dear Mom, 

I know you’re going to miss me; but don’t think that I will ever 

forget you, or stop loving you, just ’cause I’m not around to say I 

LOVE YOU. I will always love you, Mom, even more with each 

day. Someday we will see each other again. Until then, if you want 

to adopt a little boy so you won’t be so lonely, that’s okay with me. 

He can have my room and old stuff to play with. But, if you decide 

to get a girl instead, she probably wouldn’t like the same things us 

boys do. You’ll have to buy her dolls and stuff girls like, you 

know. Don’t be sad thinking about me. This really is a neat place. 

Grandma and Grandpa met me as soon as I got here and showed 

me around some, but it will take a long time to see everything. The 

angels are so cool. I love to watch them fly. And, you know what? 

Jesus doesn’t look like any of his pictures. Yet, when I saw Him, I 

knew it was Him. Jesus himself took me to see GOD! And guess 

what, Mom? I got to sit on God’s knee and talk to Him, like I was 

somebody important. That’s when I told Him that I wanted to write 

you a letter, to tell you good-bye and everything. But I already 

knew that wasn’t allowed. Well, you know what Mom? God 

handed me some paper and His own personal pen to write you this 

letter. I think Gabriel is the name of the angel who is going to drop 

this letter off to you. God said for me to give you the answer to one 

of the questions you asked Him ‘Where was He when I needed 

him?’ “God said He was in the same place with me, as when His 

son Jesus was on the cross. He was right there, as He always is 

with all His children. 

Oh, by the way, Mom, no one else can see what I’ve written except 

you. To everyone else this is just a blank piece of paper. Isn’t that 

cool? I have to give God His pen back now. He needs it to write 

some more names in the Book of Life. Tonight I get to sit at the 

table with Jesus for supper. I’m, sure the food will be great. 



 

Oh, I almost forgot to tell you. I don’t hurt anymore. The cancer is 

all gone. I’m glad because I couldn’t stand that pain anymore and 

God couldn’t stand to see me hurt so much, either. That’s when He 

sent The Angel of Mercy to come get me. The Angel said I was a 

Special Delivery! How about that? 

Signed with Love from: God, Jesus & Me.” 

Mother’s Day 

5/1/2020 
 

Mother’s Day is a special day celebrated by all 

mothers. Mothers dedicate their lives to their children and 

family. On the occasion of Mother’s Day, all children in 

various parts of the world express their gratitude and love 

towards all mothers. A mother gives birth, nourishes a child 

and shows love, care and dedication all the days of her life. 

We in return, show our love and respect towards our mothers 

by celebrating this special day.  

A mother’s love is as deep as the ocean.  She knows 

how we feel and what we need without us uttering a single 

world.   

We as Armenians join all others in the world to 

celebrate our mothers.  Our mothers, have given and continue 

to give sacrificial love to all of us without any expectations in 

return.   

We show special love and honor to all the mothers in 

our community for their dedication to their families as well as 

the St. Kevork Church family. 

Happy Mothers Day! 

 

With Blessings, 

Fr. Mashdots Keshishian          

Parish Priest                                                    


