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8nyhwttiku 5:19-30

huniu wuwg tpubg. «Codwphwn, Loduphn b wunid ALqE &
Uwpnnt Apnht hupt hpktthg nghty sh jupnn wiky, wy |
wunid E wyly, hy mbutinid E, pk Zugpp juunwpnud E, h &Y
; npnhtwnte hs np Zuyph £ wbnwd, injup bpw dwb G Opght & 2R \
gnpénid, pwbh np Zugpp uhpmd £ Opnnch, b wgb wdkap, by
hupt k wtnud, gnjg E vnwjhu tpwib. b tpwt gnyg Yp towy upwtihg ‘
Lo owwn wtkih Ukd gnpétp, npnug Ypuwy ynip Yp qupdubiwp.
? npnyhbtwnbt, htswyku np Zuypp jupniphtt £ nwhu dknkjubpht b
/ yLinubugund E, tnjigku e Appht Yhiquugmd £ onod
Judbtwy: Umjuy Zugpp ny Ukhht sh nuwnnid, wy wdku
nuunwunnwt nnik] E hp Qpynil, npykugh wdkupp yuwwnniku
Npnntt, hsyku wuwuninwd Eu Zopp: Ny Npnnit sh wwwind, sh
wuwunid b Zopp” iput wpwipnnhti: Louwphun, Spdwphn b
wunid dkq, np, ny hd juoupp junid k nt hunwwnnud £ ipwt, ny hud
wnwplg, punniunid £ jathnbkuwjut jEwupp b sh
nuunwwwpuninid, wy] dwhniwithg Yhwtp wiugut: &odwphun,
Souwunhwn td wunwd dkq, np Yp quy dudwbiwly, kL wpnth huly Byt
E, Epp dbinkjukpp Yp juktt Guwndnt Opgnt dwylp, G bputp, np Yp
V2 ubkl, Yuwpbl, npnghtnt, hiswybu Zwgpb hupt hp ke Yhwlp gy’
' Luh kL fEwlp E mmwjhu, tnjuytu G Opnnit inikg hupt hp 1[]:‘;9’,“_‘;g _
Jtwlp niiktwy b vnwy: B ipub hpjpwtiniphts nmkg o
wunwt wiknt, pwth np dwpnnt Opnh b gpu ypuy h
o P{upUwinud, npndhbnt Yp quy dudwbwl, tpp pojnp tpulgh, g
B\ nn gipiquubiibpnud By, Yp ukh bpu duyip B goopu Yp quit. A

1phip puph qopstp b wply Yhwbph jupmpbwt hwdwp, hu
wphp swp gnpstp b wpk] punuunwih jupnpbw hudw



GOSPEL READING

John 5:19-30

to you, the Son can do nothing of Himself, but what He sees
the Father do; for whatever He does, the Son also does in
ike manner. For the Father loves the Son, and shows Him all )

fThen Jesus answered and said to them, “Most assuredly, I say
S

things that He Himself does; and He will show Him greater works
than these, that you may marvel. For as the Father raises the dead
and gives life to them, even so the Son gives life to whom He will.
For the Father judges no one, but has committed all judgment to
the Son, that all should honor the Son just as they honor the Father.
He who does not honor the Son does not honor the Father who sent
im.

~“Most assuredly, I say to you, he who hears My word and believe
|n Him who sent Me has everlasting Ilfe and shall not come |nto

he voice of the Son of God; and those Who hear will live. For
e #he Father has life in Himself, so He has granted the Son to hav
%, ' #lfe in Himself, and has given Him authority to execute judgm
S0, because He is the Son of Man. Do not marvel at this; for the
"'\\hour is coming in which all who are in the graves will hear His
voice and come forth—those who have done good, to the
resurrection of life, and those who have done evil, to the
resurrection of condemnation. I can of Myself do nothing. As |
hear, | judge; and My judgment is righteous, because | do not seek
My own will but the will of the Father who sent Me.
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Qnkg 8nylwl Upp. Stpunkptwi
«bnhgh (mu»-htt wnphiph by, Uunnmw's  hd
wdkbuwqop, nt £n1 junhnbkuwlwt njup whuywn £
Lt Jhhuwpwp: Lm nupn  dkp Gu  pnnp
wpwpwsubpt wtjanhp: bugpwtt hnghu nkwh Lhq
Up thnipwy, wyupwt puwnun E hnghu, wjupwb
hwpniunn nt gqnuuppe: Nt pd hnghhtt junpphti B
* wdpugpus winting wht'n Uunniws puquugnip:

Onmupplng juikpdwlwi wwfwph wuwhb bu o SEp
Uunnniws  2nt wbnbuwtbh  ubpumpbwdpny:  Zugpkuhphu
Oniwuppungh Swdwpht pwpbpnit dkekt Yp qubd  dwjup
Epthukpwtg, np Yp hdwgk hud G pnnp wuntg, npnup LEqh Yp
nhuku nt wnopp Upt wy hpkup §p npnodktt uppunnwy pupbpniie
M wdklt wnopp £mt thplswlubt huwwwmph tnp Juys dpt k
hnghubpku tbpu: Uppny ni Epyhimws puybpny dbp aupngp
wnwdwpubpnt  dhony nkwyh £Eq UYnt  quip Uuwnniwd

juthnbkuwlui:
PRAYER

By Archbishop Hovnan Derderian

“Let there be light,” you commanded, Almighty
God; in your Light, the whole world turns into
light. You are the fountain of light, my Lord
God. Your eternal light is exhaustible and life-
giving. The closer my soul is to you, the more
peaceful it is, much richer and joyful. Your awe-
inspiring name is inscribed in my soul, O Most

Merciful God.

You are the crown of the Temple of Angeles (Zvartnots),
My Lord, God, through your invisible presence. | hear your sweet
voice through the stones, which embraces me and all those who
beseech you and place a prayer on the holy stones of the Church of
Zvartnots. And every prayer is a new spark of faith in the hearts
of all people, who, with love and fear, feel a new unity with you, O
Eternal God.
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-[ I]u Yhpubht Ynsmd b Gupdhp, pubigh Bybnght
nongumd £ nmi Swinynud  €phuwninup Upbwdp:
Qupuhpp twbt dwpnhpnutbph htnniwé wphiut k

Junphputipnud: Cuwn 8htwtg Yhpwlhkph upgh  Eppnpy

Yhpwyh opp hwuwmwwinid b Lphuninup TBltnkght, huly

snppnpy Ghpwhh opp pugmtnnmd &u Ghtnkgnt jupgbpp:

Ujuopniwyy  pupbpgniwsmd  Mbwnpnup  npyku  Byknkgm

wnuwnbu, Epkgubphtt wywwnnihpmd E, np hpipupwtishipt pun

hp ounphutph, pupmiptwdp hnynith hpkt Juinwhniwé hownp:
bPuswku ‘unp Yhpwlh opp Skpp, dkntwpybng Blknkgm
hwunwwnnidp, hwunwntg wnwpbtwutphly, unjuywku &
wyuop hnyphtukphlt hwunwwnbnd Bhknbkghtt hwunwnniws
hwdwpkg:

buswku puwpbph dh owppny nnwdwp sh junnigind, b

Up  swnlyny qupmb sh quipu, wpnwtu E o dp unudp

hnyhititpny Blbnkght wipwpwn sh wwhimd: Uuwnniws

Biytntgnt  dkp QJwpqkg Uwp wpwpbwjukphl, wuyu

dwpquptibph, wjinthbnbt  Juppuuybnibphy,  jbnng

hnyhiutphty, npnig NEwnpnup Gphguljhgutp £ Ynynid: Skpp

Bitntght hwunwunnmt wwhbnt hwdwp tpwind  dhown

Jupnpuubwntbp nt hndpubkp £ upgnud: Gpp donnynipnp

hwdbih E Uuwnédnit, Uunniws tpwig dke puph nt hwudwptn

dwpnhl E jupgnid, hul) bpp ns hdwuinnbpht Jhpgind |
dnnnypnph Uhohg: Puswku pwunuh énnikny énimd E ghop,
wjuybu b pwhwtwjuwybwnh Jupph jud puiuwtmpbut

dpmibiny  6minud E EL dnnnymippp: B htywbu JUbES E

pwhwtwjuybnh yuunhip, tnybyku b UES £ gnpdwsd dbnpp

bt huiwuwp nne dnnpnipnh gnpdwé Uknphl: Lwih np

Uunniws yuwnnihplg pwhwbwh gnpéws dbnptph hwdwp

dwwnnmgl] unjt wuwwwpwgp, hty wdpnne dnnnypnh qnpéwsd

Ubnptph hwdwnp:



RED SUNDAY

In the Armenian Church Calendar, the third Sunday
following the Glorious Resurrection of Our Lord Jesus Christ
is known as Red Sunday.

The “red” color has been used throughout history to
represent many things. One of the symbolic meanings is the
blood of the martyrs who were sacrificed for Christ, His Holy
Church, and their Christian faith. During the early years of
Christianity, faithful followers of Jesus Christ were subjected
to severe persecutions and torments. Many chose to die rather
than betray their principles of life and faith, which the
Incarnate God - Jesus Christ - had endowed to them and all of
mankind. The psalmist writes, “Precious in the sight of the
Lord is the death of the saints” (Psalms 116:15).

Today, martyrdom is far less often an occurrence in
the lives of Christians, yet it does happen. However, the
greater struggle is the one against sin, which we can see
manifested in many ways throughout the world. The battle
against wickedness and evil, which will be victorious in the
end, is the current expression of the significance of Red
Sunday. The Apostle Paul writes that Christ Himself endured
such opposition, that we should not grow weary in our battle
against wickedness. In his letter to the Hebrews, Paul says:
“In your struggle against sin, you have not yet resisted to the
point of shedding your blood.” (Hebrews 12:4). We must use
the opportunity of Red Sunday to once again remind
ourselves of Paul’s exhortation to remain steadfast in the
Lord, and to continue our daily deeds of goodness and
righteousness.
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Thobp Up unuljwih hnpnphy Up wwypbgui: Enfphl
hnypu Up np pp ngppwplbpp Jwpwétp, wijpwnbgue pp howp
wwonwubb] wyy wlépbrwpwnl thnpnphlhpl gkd: Popp
qhobpp pp YupblhG ppur ngpwplbpp wewhng  wwhbp
hwdwp:

Unwnnu llUlﬁIlL}U, 1n1_uu1pulg[1[i Lpp hp pnlnpmth ip
nhwkp, wwpuwipng wbuwe pk gbwnp jnppbnyg fwlnuweé k
Juidnipgp, bu bplupninhhl qhép woyws mwpws k:

UG qhwkp pkt fhy dbpy GbypGpwgp whuh wlglkp
wliyk, bu wlhwnwpwlnju whunp jonpnwlnikp gbnpl Ly, bpk
UEYp quyb sh Ybglkp: Gl’lel’lll nkyh gbwn Juqbg, Ubé gwlifny
wlilk whglbmny hnpa ppue, ne jugnnbgue wighhyp Yhru Ynndp
nidwuwyuwn nv Jppwinp Jphtwhp dky: bp dwuphl junphbno
duwdwlwl smilkp, fhy Jbpyp  wwuwwhbpf whwinp
ndpwjonniphilp qhGf Yp vwpuwihbglbp: ‘lﬁnmllmﬁophﬁ
Jugbg bpwl Ynqdp onfbljupgp, gphdwinpbine hwdwp, fhy
Jbuny UbfbGwjhG awylp jubg, br whw nfbljwunfp, np
untpwny Ynu qup, pnnp nudn] wonwny  Gwl  ppu
npytuqh Ybglt quyl, wwluwyl h qoip. Juppsp wnwlg
Jupbinpnippil mwne, Gowl ppuwe nnnil np Skygh fwynih,
puly yinfphl hndpip php hbpnuwlwl nhpfhé dky hwuwnwwn
UGwny, owpnibwlhbg hp pplupup wlfbpp Yuwwnwplb:
Upulpzuu bplwpnunhG hp plpwgfp sh hinjokg, vplishe hwuwe
thnfphlhhb qunliniws wnbnp: hl’ll’th ybpohlb tihq, hbpnu hndpup,
thhﬁmJbﬁ wngbt (bwnnibgue: llulphzn widhywubu wpghjulp
hobgnig bv gbplwpnljujhb fihgbpny wyppwnbgue ynfhljunfp
Ybglb: Awdpnpylbpp jullwpéwhpph blwéd pnibwwwhwp
nonipu pwhnibgul wwunbwnp hwuljfwpe hwdwp, ndwGf
puplugwl, pwjg bpp wbuwl Ynpéwlniwé fudnipgp
vwpuwihny |bgnibgul:

Bytf abqh gniglbd  Jbp  wquuuwpwpp, puw
UbfbGwwpp, nv fhy fp bin bppwny gnignig wlinlg hnfphly
hbpnupl ywjvpwjyniwd dwpdhlp: Gpk wuhlu sh dbnlbp,



ULGE wdkGfu w) wyuop vbnwé whwh ppughbf wupluw dbnwe
npwkuqh  JULGF  wwpplGf, wju nfpply  hbpnup  dbp
wquuwpunl k:

Ponnp Gwdpnpylbpp wpgniGfnn wsfbpny nhunbghl
hpblg hwdwp dbnlnng wnblp, npfwlb nhnbghb, wjifwb
hpblg ukpl nv jupqubfp wibjgue wlnp hwngkwy:

Uppbih  plpbpgnnGbp; bpp wju  wuwundniphilp
Yupgughp,  plwjulwpwp  wqgnibgup,  wuplu OBy
dwlpwilupl E Ynpniun unipugnng dwpglnipbwub, b
BbunLu ‘P‘phumnuh qunhwpbpning uppnjl, hGswku wyn
tofphlp  pp Yhwlfp qnhbg  Gudpnpglbpp  iplbpo
hwdwp, wjluyku w) QhunLu ‘P‘phumnu hp whap fwhniwb
dwwnlbg Ubq iphbine hwdwp. Thwyjl vw wwppbpnephobip
Y thnfphlhhb bu Shuntup qnhwpbpnipbudp
Juwnwpniwd hpynipbwl gnpdhl Lky: Bhuniu phykwnbe
ponp dwpglnipbwl hwdwp dplnephilp wuwnpuwuwnbg
nt juwnwpbg, pwjg nd np hwiwwnwy Yp hplnch: Uﬁ[ﬂlm
powshG qpwy Ubnlbiny hp wphilp pwhbg ppp fwiniphil
Ubp Ubnfbpnil, nd np plignibh wjuwbu nt hwowwnwg §p
thplnih: NipbdG uhpbih pGpbpgnn; bwshG Ypuy dhnling
qJI’llﬂ’lZI} Giwyk,y U-[inp [iulJ]: nt ywhwnh wwppu, npfwl wlnp
Gwjhu, wylifwl uvkpy no Jmpq_m[ifl} whwnp mthﬁulJ-
«Ulnp Gwjbgwl ni nju wnhly puk vwndnubpgndG,
wlnp Gwjk nu pwrwpy ywhup hwpwnp: Vugh)p hwiwnw
pub] £y hwiwwnwy nu whwnh qiplnipu: Zwiwwnw nt wh-anh
swdsGuwu:  Npndhbnbt Vunniwé  w/jGfwl  upphg
wpjowphp, np hlsbe hulj pp Thwohl npnhl wniwe,
npykuqh wlinp hwiwwmwgnnp sinpunth, w)|
JuthnbGwlul Ybwlf niGbGw) (8ngh. 3.16):



Story
A Glass of Milk, Paid in Full

One day, a poor boy who was selling goods from door to
door to pay his way through school, found he had only one thin
dime left, and he was hungry. He decided he would ask for a meal
at the next house. However, he lost his nerve when a lovely young
woman opened the door.

Instead of a meal he asked for a drink of water. She
thought he looked hungry so brought him a large glass of milk.

He drank it slowly, and then asked, “How much do I owe
you?”

“You don’t owe me anything,” she replied. “Mother has
taught us never to accept pay for a kindness.”

He said, “Then I thank you from my heart.”

As Howard Kelly left that house, he not only felt stronger
physically, but his faith in God and man was strong also. He had
been ready to give up and quit.

Year’s later that young woman became critically ill. The
local doctors were baffled. They finally sent her to the big city,
where they called in specialists to study her rare disease.

Dr. Howard Kelly was called in for the consultation.
When he heard the name of the town she came from, a strange
light filled his eyes. Immediately he rose and went down the hall of
the hospital to her room.

Dressed in his doctor’s gown he went in to see her. He
recognized her at once. He went back to the consultation room
determined to do his best to save her life. From that day he gave
special attention to the case.

After a long struggle, the battle was won. Dr. Kelly
requested the business office to pass the final bill to him for
approval. He looked at it, then wrote something on the edge and
the bill was sent to her room.

She feared to open it, for she was sure it would take the rest
of her life to pay for it all. Finally she looked, and something
caught her attention on the side of the bill. She began to read the
following words:

“Paid in full with one glass of milk.



