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GOSPEL READING

Matthew 12:38-45

{

" Then some of the scribes and Pharisees answered, saying,

“Teacher, we want to see a sign from You.”

!
But He answered and said to them, “An evil and adulterous )
generation seeks after a sign, and no sign will be given to it except

the sign of the prophet Jonah. For as Jonah was three days and
three nights in the belly of the great fish, so will the Son of Man be

three days and three nights in the heart of the earth. The men of

Nineveh will rise up in the judgment with this generation and
condemn it, because they repented at the preaching of Jonah; a
indeed a greater than Jonah is here. The queen of the South will
r

rise up in the judgment with this generation and condemn it, for
-ﬁ she came from the ends of the earth to hear the wisdom of 7
Solomon; and indeed a greater than Solomon is here. )ﬁ

When an unclean spirit goes out of a man, he goes through T‘

: \.-pr‘aces seeking rest, and finds none. Then he says, ‘I will retu

: & house from which I came.” And when he comes%"‘
fnds it empty, swept, and put in order. Then he goes and takesg b a

-

aS

i{th him seven other spirits more wicked than himself, and the
enter and dwell there; and the last state of that man is worse than
the first. So shall it also be with this wicked generation.”
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Bupniptwl snitsp Lot whuwhdwlkh nidh
uke L ‘Unp oniishtt hwinnpn nupdnighp twbt
qhu: It bu wnphipp YEtwg: bd hngnt dke
wnbupp E qupdwsd Swpnipbwb onitsp, wyh
nupdwd k owhp hu nno knipbwi: Swpniphw
. onilsp nwpdnip  pphludnpp pnt hngblinp

Jtwlph, ny hwrwwnwgtw], putigh wyy onibsh
E nqhh hnp yEwlpht:

‘Unpngnn huniptwtg Uunniws hd wihwuwbbyh.
unpngk twbi hd wtdp juthnbwbu juithnbuhg: bu hnghku
pnfunid wntnn wdkh wnoppny Ltqh Yp nhubd, npykuqh
unpngbiu hd dkp hhu dwpyp, B unphtt wpwetunpnbtu qhu,
npnil UEjiwlkinp It bu' Gunnows juchnkialjob:

PRAYER

By Archbishop Hovnan Derderian

The breath of the resurrection is in your
ineffable power. You have allowed me to
know this new breath, O Lord. You are
the fountain of life. The breath of the
resurrection has become a vision in my
soul; it has become the torch of my entire
being. Make the breath of the
resurrection the yeast of your spiritual life, O faithful, for it is
that breath the new life of the soul.

Renewer of the old, O Inscrutable God; renew also my
person forever and ever. Every prayer emanating from my
soul beseeches you to renew the old person in me and lead me
to the new person, the core of which is you, O Eternal God.
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THE DISCOVERY OF THE RELICS OF ST GREGORY

n the calendar of the Armenian Church, the discovery of the

relics of St. Gregory is an important feast and is

commemorated on the Saturday before the Fourth Sunday after
Pentecost.

As St. Gregory grew old, he became more involved in
solitary life. St. Gregory’s favorite spot for seclusion and prayer
was a site called “the Caves of Mané,” located on Mount Sebuh
near Erzinjan, now in eastern Turkey. This place had previously
been the residence of the Virgin Mané, one of St. Hripsimé’s
companions. It is unclear how long St. Gregory lived there, and
when exactly he died. After some time had elapsed, shepherds
chanced upon his body and buried him at the spot where they
found him, not knowing who he was. During the fifth century, a
hermit named Karnig was guided by a vision to the grave of the
saint and discovered his relics. It was customary in those days to
distribute relics of saints to various churches in different parts, and
it seems that the same practice was implemented in St. Gregory’s
case. Karnig took the body of the saint to the village of Tortan,
located to the east of Mount Sebuh, and buried some of the relics
there; the rest were taken elsewhere. On or near St. Gregory’s
unmarked grave there stood a church, built at a later time and still
extant in 1915. The exact site of St. Gregory’s grave in Tortan was
not known even to visitors in the tenth century; but nine other
graves existed inside the church, and were said to belong to King
Drtad, his queen Ashkhén, his sister Khosrovitukhd, and other
members of St. Gregory’s family. These were still extant as late as
1915.

The remaining relics of St. Gregory were later taken to the
Monastery of St. John the Baptist in Pakavan, where St. Gregory
had baptized King Drtad and the Armenian people in the Aradzani
River. The relics were kept in a box and taken out on important
occasions. In a.d. 450, when a rumor arose in Armenia that St.
Vartan and the Armenian magnates had accepted the Persian
religion during their visit to Persia’s royal court, the returning



magnates were met by a gathering of priests, noblemen and
common people, who held forth the box of St. Gregory’s relics as a
reminder of their Christian roots. Similar incidents occurred at
times of turmoil and joy.

The relics of St. Gregory were later taken and laid beneath
the massive columns of the Holy Zvartnots Church, whose ruins
are still visible near the airport of Yerevan. The saint’s skull was
kept separately in a box. At some point the skull was transferred to
the West and is now kept in the church of St. Gregory the
Armenian in Naples, Italy. (Some other relics of St. Gregory
deposited in that location were recently transferred to the
Armenian Church by the Roman Catholic Church, as a tribute to
the 1700th anniversary of Armenia’s conversion to Christianity.)
Today, relics of St. Gregory may be found at Holy Etchmiadzin,
Holy Jerusalem and Antilias. The relic at Holy Etchmiadzin,
encased in an arm-shaped reliquary, is used to bless the Holy
Chrism (Muron) once every seven years. It is on display in the
treasury of the Holy See.
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Ukswhwpniuwn hwypp skp niqlp np nnub wdkl put
phipnipbwdp  uwnwbwp,  hbkwbiwpwp, hp  18-nn
wwpbnupdht opp §'puk

-Ujuop Y'ippwu b gnpd Yp quubku, §'wpjumainhu no
npud Yp pwhhu, www pkns pupphpki qpiniws bu:

Snuil, np dhty wyn owwn othwgws Ukdgus b,
wilhgwytu §'ppwy dopp pny nt gpud Yp utigpk. Uwypp
sphdwbwny winp wpgniupubpnit, Yp hwik nuljh npud dp
nt 4nt tnwy nnnii:

Ghotpp winuitt wyn gnudwpp hopp Ynt wwy, hpp hp
Juunwlfwsp, huy huypp Yp jutgpk np nnut ppudp
ophnpht dky ik, b nnub Yp htwquinh:

Swenprn wnwiown, hwypp umu hpwdwbp Ynt nuwy

nnnil, b ypyht Yp nhdk dopp, duypp Yphht npund Ym
wnwy nnnil, huly ghpkpp Epp wb pp hop gnyg Ynt iy pp
«uhwd» gnulwpp, huypp Ypyht Yp utgpt np bppuyg
ophnpht Uk ukwk, ni wnub Ypyht hopp hpuwdwip Yp
gnpdwnnk:

Fuyg huypp pwn futjugh dwpy Ep, nu ghinkp hy kp
Juunwpniwsp. Ut tppopn opp winnit dopp §'niqupyk ghin
hp sunnpht wyghniptwt nt mnuyth tnju pubp Yp pugpk:
Uju wmiqud wnnut skp ghnbp npnt ghdkp, fud hty pukp
gnidupp wwwhnybnt hwdwp, htnbiwpup unhyniws
U'pwy hujuybu houl) punup nt pwtnipyuwih dp down
npuku pinttwhp wouwwnhy: Udpnne opp, dwdkpny wjiput
J'wphiwnh, Yp ppunth m Ynhwlp Yp gunguk np pupphph
dwidnily, hwught §p Jupkuwy hwutih) nni: Ut hopp gnjg Ynt
nw) Juunuwljus gnidwpp ni jnghws Yp tbknnth puqunght
Ypuy:

Epp huypp Ypyhu Yp juugpk np Gk mo gnudwpp
ophnpp tkwnk, mnut §p phiputug.



Ot huyphy sk, h’us Y'pubu, ghink’u hspub ndniwp
owhbtp U wyu kY nuljht, hwdhu wjuon sukwnkup, Uknp L,
huunpbd pnyu pnn dtwg, hwghu huyphl...

Zugpp hwulbuyny bnqwsp, Yp dwwnh m ot
nunbuny §'put’

Stuw'p wnuu, vhuyh kpp wpnupopkh  swhwd
hpuwiniupn Yp Ynpubigibu, i mnkt wyupwt §p guithu no
j'wthunuuwu...

Zpiw hwuygw'p b Yp bpwbwlk Swipnh ppunhtpny
owhniwé npud...

UusSuuvuL
Uwnwbtwb hwyninud £ dh dwpnnt dnin
b dnwsnd. (2quypulnt d wyu dwpnmb)
N tputt wunud.
_Sn'ip hlid pn hnght, b ku phq gnyg
Juud nppw i junfi nu gnkghly E ndnjupp:
Zudwdwyudtg dwpyp, niqkg vh jupd dudwbwlny quwy,
twpiwybu nbutky, pk his E junnwpynid ndnjupnid: Lpup
howt pujws hptownwlh htwn ndnjup. wytnbn dwjukp Ehi,
qiup&ubp, qhnkgympnih, wdkinipbp nipu dwpyhl, 1h
hwdtn nintunttpny, wdktu hyy yupquutu hhwtwh kp:
Uwipnp tuybkg onipopninpp, opotg wdkunip. bt vwnwbwt
hupgpkg ipwib. (A%, hnghy wuyh v bu) : Unwshg
dwpnp. (M, putth np ndnupl wyupwh hhwih k. huy
hisn™ ng) : Ujnthtnte uh thopphly gl hwjninjkg dknphtt
wuydwbwghp, dupnp unnpugplg wybu b Jkpunupdwy
unynpwljut jutp:
Cwwnn muphukp whgwb b tpuw dudwbwljp hwuwy ...
Uwpnp dwhwgun, b pun wuydwbwugph qinug ndnfup:



Uwljuytt wytnkn jhwljunwp quppwhninnipnii
Ep, tnwgnn jupuwtbp, mwbteynn, Uknuynpukp, dsngukp,
nhikipp mwwwynud, wypnid, Ethnud Ehn dwpnljutg, thonwn
uhquljutkpny swlsynid: Uwpnp uljulg mwguwuyny thnnpby
uwwnwbwght,
guuy upwi, Uninkguy bt hwipgptkg.
_Luhp, gt htd ;phy w'y pul bhp gnug
wnykp, pt htgpwt hhwuwh £ wdbl h.
uw h’bs b 6L Umnwbab yunwuuwbhg,
_E'h, uhplyhy, vh’ pthnphp wniphqu
ni punupwghntpniip:
UUSPENU  7:13  «Plypu't  qugh  E  gmnp
b puinupdwly dwbwwywphp, np niwyh npniun £ wnwbnd,
tL puquuphy Gt tpubp, np dntnud Bux:

Short Sermon

Why all of that whipped, nails, crown of thorns?

Hunger, thirst, tears and lots of pain. If it is a must that
he would die, then ok but there are many other ways of dying.
Because we will be continue living in pain, then he had to suffer
for in that he himself had suffered, being tempted, he is able to
aid those who are tempted. Jesus Christ found it a necessity that
we live in pain so as we would long for reaching heaven. And to
tell him: please don’t leave us here on earth for long Hurry up,
we want to get rid of the pain and go join you, He said: since
you will live in pain, then I have to feel your pain too, I can’t
see you suffering alone... I'm one of you and I will be subjected
to more pain than yours I will bare it till the end. You will have
just a sip of the cup of pain but I will drink it all, By my
suffering on the cross, I am carrying on your behalf the torment
of hell... I am saving you from the eternal death by my death on



the cross. I would think of myself alone if I was just a human
being. I would have said to myself no need to suffer all this pain,
but I came for this moment, 'm going to suffer for the sake of al
the ones who will suffer afterwards, I will tell them I suffered
more. | shared with you the pain so that you share with me the
resurrection.
STORIES
Don’t Hope... Decide!

While waiting to pick up a friend at the airport in
Portland, Oregon, I had one of those life-changing experiences
that you hear other people talk about — the kind that sneaks up
on you unexpectedly. This one occurred a mere two feet away
from me.

Straining to locate my friend among the passengers
deplaning through the jet way, I noticed a man coming toward
me carrying two light bags. He stopped right next to me to greet
his family.

First he motioned to his youngest son (maybe six years
old) as he laid down his bags. They gave each other a long,
loving hug. As they separated enough to look in each other’s
face, I heard the father say, “It’s so good to see you, son. I missed
you so much!” His son smiled somewhat shyly, averted his eyes
and replied softly, “Me, too, Dad!”

Then the man stood up, gazed in the eyes of his oldest
son (maybe nine or ten) and while cupping his son’s face in his
hands said, “You're already quite the young man. I love you
very much, Zach!” They too hugged a most loving, tender hug.

While this was happening, a baby girl (perhaps one or
one-and-a-half) was squirming excitedly in her mother’s arms,
never once taking her little eyes off the wonderful sight of her
returning father. The man said, “Hi, baby girl!” as he gently took
the child from her mother. He quickly kissed her face all over
and then held her close to his chest while rocking her from side



to side. The little girl instantly relaxed and simply laid her head
on his shoulder, motionless in pure contentment.

After several moments, he handed his daughter to his
oldest son and declared, “I've saved the best for last!” and
proceeded to give his wife the longest, most passionate kiss I
ever remember seeing. He gazed into her eyes for several
seconds and then silently mouthed. “I love you so much!” They
stared at each other’s eyes, beaming big smiles at one another,
while holding both hands.

For an instant they reminded me of newlyweds, but I
knew by the age of their kids that they couldn’t possibly be. I
puzzled about it for a moment then realized how totally
engrossed I was in the wonderful display of unconditional love
not more than an arm’s length away from me. I suddenly felt
uncomfortable, as if I was invading something sacred, but was
amazed to hear my own voice nervously ask, “Wow! How long
have you two been married?

“Been together fourteen years total, married twelve of
those.” he replied, without breaking his gaze from his lovely
wife’s face. “Well then, how long have you been away?” I asked.
The man finally turned and looked at me, still beaming his
joyous smile. “Two whole days!”

Two days? I was stunned. By the intensity of the
greeting, I had assumed he’d been gone for at least several weeks
— if not months. I know my expression betrayed me.

I said almost offhandedly, hoping to end my intrusion
with some semblance of grace (and to get back to searching for
my friend), “I hope my marriage is still that passionate after
twelve years!”

The man suddenly stopped smiling. He looked me
straight in the eye, and with forcefulness that burned right into
my soul, he told me something that left me a different person.
He told me, “Don’t hope, friend... decide!” Then he flashed me
his wonderful smile again, shook my hand and said, “God bless!”



