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Abpybhth Bungp b fwpqupkGbpne Ypndk juljpwnbuntwd bl dwhnkhe”,
0¢bwy ®plpsh€ Thoclgp, funipp fp Jonbwph ypjwywnhl Lk, bpine huqup
wuphGbpk h §bp fphunnGbug dngnymprlbpp dnuGyh Yp pbpbG, Uuwnidng vhpnjh
hwbnty bplpuymgniphwé, L Weinp hpynipbwl ppnunnidhl whjpwpnwjs 1hGbyn.G,
wywhnynpbwb b Junwhnmpbub qqugnudibpny:

UwlmjG pp bybfwlwb npupuwh Guwdpwl Ynpubgnigué wlwnwl Jwpnp,
Twppyniphilp, "owwp, wdugh Gwdpkfh Jpw)” gba Yp puwpwnh, 2uphé
uunpuwlfGhpkl pwpniwmé: b1 ginpwlul dhplnipbwl b bpywblnipbwb ynjupl Lo
Vumnhb pp wyfbpp nupdbbne b hp fwybpp niqgbine, Ywpsbu PwpbnGh Gop
wownwpul fp funnigbpm t 4dbnGwplbp: u.zl\nnph}l wlfkG Ynndp, pnndnippet,
bppujpwunwubnipbwl yonpynidGhp, Yp sfwgGhl jnjup STwppnil' puqun
hudwlbgniphwb b wqGniwgnjl dqunud Ghpnil hpugnpdfwé:

Rppunnup TGhgbwl wibwhup hw) dnyndpnhb, Tty Ynqdk Yp jhobgGk
9GnipbwG I nipwjnipbwl fwpnlujhb qqugnud Gbpp, npnGf fbp uhpnp Yp |bglbG
punuynipbwl, "p fwpnpl hwlnipbw”, wqqbpar bnpugpaipbwl, L
hudbpwjnipbwl jnjubpny, I fhru Yngdk dbp haqhlbpp Yp pnagdk b wbu Ibp
2oipgp It wyhwphh fky wbph nilbgnn ywuwbpuqd Ghpock, Cbp hwjpbGh honbpndG
Ypujy, bk Upgupp obp fuwpulwpunhybbpnil I quiwlbbpoil hbwGfhG obple
yovnwlning uyunbuwhfGhpnifi, b b wbu whgnpdnipbwl, b wBnbuwlwl dwbp
hmgnlpbwﬁs \I'lldmunﬁzbﬁ. L fbp pGibpmpbwf Yupg dp pubpmb fky sbjwnning
pupnjwlwl wilndGbpnib: Ywjuw)G, fbp dngnynipnhl wypbni, gnjunlibing,
unbndwgnpdb)n 2hGupwp hnghl, hGfqhGfHG pnJl ¢k woiwd bppbf
Jrtuwhuinnipbwb wlnnilnhG fky hnpnulnibine: Pp wifp ybp pupépugnigud, wé
Chyn hGunnwd b hbwkwd & Rbpybhkdh Uuwyhl, bk wGwpwl hwimnwgws b
wunniwdwhl jujmbnipbwl b pnunnufhl, pt* JonGwph funiphb fky dGwd
"Ll wbnikp”, 0dbuyg $plhs6 E fwpglnipbwi;

br fwpglujh ywndnipbwl fky fhy & phip dnnnynipnlbpne, npebf huwy
dnnnynipghG wke YupblwG luyly pt' Junpwhwpwd b6 wltG wbuwlh
GbrynuphuGGbp, b wuyyugn)gp wniwd b6 phfwbwne b bpuypbac baghlwb Ynpnyh6:
be wyu' fupbjh bywe, apndhbinle Bunaiwé dhqh b kp bp joounnulhG
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hwdwawjG: "Pp Upuwsht pph6 nunwplbg, npyku qh nd np hwewnnwy, sp Ynpunch,
w); juthwnbGuluG jbwbf plynebh": (leh. 3:16)

bu hbjyku fbp jwpwlubughp, hngbpguly pubuwuwnbyép Yp dwjbk' "Lunniws
dwpnugur. pGy epplof dwwi”, npytu ¢h IhGf qhGfp YupbGwGf fwbsGw) pp
wifbGwhpue puljnipbwubp Ly, wyuhGf6, hpple wha £p: bt papnibl plwanp dwy
blibnbgun) gGébpgnipbwl b jugpulwl jujnwpwpniphwb pk’ "Rphunne $Gwe I
Jujunlbgur.” " B juop wob § Unipp UGlinbwb. wibwnpu™

Pwjg hGswk*u YpGwbf pfprbby wuhjw:

Ugquwpulwywbhl ywndniphclp qnigk wju Ykup pugwjwjnbint hwdwp
wwndnimé b Yp waupnihGf §pYGhy wquwpwljwywlhb wwindnephiGp:

«Up yuwndnh pt wqwpuluygul fp Yup: Rauph b pupbubp Fupg dp: Duw
wllwpbih Yp qubkp huiwnw) bibgbging wib nrumgdwé pk’ 3punin Rphunnup
wlahb fty Uuwninemé Jwppugwe:

«bL hbwhwpwp, Tnilnh wnoGpE GwjepbwlhG, thnpnpinwn op fp, hGf wnel
(Gutg, vhGs hp plunwmGhfh whgwd Ghpp bybgbgh qughl, wobbin: wjy ppannippulp:

«8wullupsd, wwunnthubhE gatpup Ynpdp wbuu pngmGGbpm Jenrdp Lp,
dhGunlpphlihG kg Ynpuniwéd, yhnpwd, hpblg plibpp puhwhwpbing ywwnnthwGh
wywhhhG gkd, b jniuwhwwnepkt wywunwbupul hlnnbny:

«lqupuluyulp gatpu Juwqbg gtyp juppubng, pugwr pninGbpp L njup
Junhg:
«Puw g pnsmG6bpp Ghpu gfwnwb:

«lugh thypwbfGbp gulbg ahiGhE Ypw) pkwh yupruling:
«Fsz prgnLGGbpp sp hbinhbgwG:

«Uww hnpibg qubinGf pug gnbkG Ghpu hpwwnipb), hbp pwqniyGbpp gupdbny b
4dwBbp wpdwhbny:
«Pw)g YpYhG whognun:

«8ntuwbhwwn, pGfqpGFhG puun. -"Whphh wlnGf shG pdpnGbp pk bu p*Gs puby
I'nigb™:

«M Juwédhg, ~-"bpk Thuyl JuphkGugh bu p‘Gfu pngnB fp qunBwy, hpblg mku,
phplou whnGf hGsh hbwlkhG nkwyh |njup”
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Christmas Message of the Pontifical Locum Tenens,
Patriarch Torkom Manoogian

6 January 1995, in Holy Etchmiadzine
Dear Brothers and Sisters,

Every time the Yuletide season approaches, people of goodwill all over
the world pause to take stock of the year just ending.

On this most auspicious day, as we kneel in homage before the memory
of the Babe in the Manger, Jesus Christ, we are overcome by a confusion of
feelings.

We, the Armenian people, are at long last master of our own destiny.
We have been freed from the shackles of the shadow of darkness; we have
born witness to a miracle of regeneration, both political and religious, that is
unique in the world.

Despite heavy odds, with the threat of war in Nagomo-Karabagh, the
chimera of unemployment, the devastated economy, the demoralisation in
certain ranks of society, and the depredations of nature relentlessly gnawing
at our entrails, we have triumphed over adversity and have shown the world
that when it comes to endurance and survival, we Armenians can set an
example.

That is one of the sublime messages in the story of Christmas: courage
in the face of adversity, endurance in the face of affliction.

For two thousand years, Christians all over the world have been
re-living and re-enacting that most glorious moment in the history of mankind,
when a poor, gentle and pious couple gave witness to the birth of the Saviour,
in one of the most desolate places on earth, a dank cave in Bethlehem, among
the lowliest of the animals.

And for thousands more, nay, even untold millions of years, men and
women who take up their cross and follow Jesus, will continue to
commemorate this day.

We, the Armenians, in the year 301 AD, were the first among the
nations to proclaim unto the world our testimony to Jesus, to accept Him in
our heart, and to accept the responsibility of bearing His cross.

Through the centuries, we have borne it well.
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Armenia has survived. Armenia will continue to survive.

The very fact that we are at this moment here, bending our knees in
prayer in our own house of worship, is testimony enough to the immortal
Armenian Christian spirit.

It seems as if it was only yesterday that the holiest of holies, Holy
Etchmiadzine, was sunk in the slough of despair and desolation, under the
relentless grip of an alien regime. Our churches were empty. Our most
important feasts were ignored. Our priests were persecuted, our people were
alienated from their faith.

Today, as we look about us, we sense the keen euphoric spirit of
thousands, nay, of millions of Armenian worshippers who in all parts of the
Motherland, reaffirm their faith and regenerate their souls.

But this phenomenon is not restricted to the Motherland. Armenians all
over the world have been reawakened to their sense of destiny. In Holy
Jerusalem, where ancient nations with ancient grudges are learning to beat
their swords into ploughshares, and their spears into pruning forks our tiny
Armenian community stands on the threshold of a new era of peace and
prosperity.

So also in America, in Australia, in Europe, in Africa and Asia.

Most assuredly there is a better tomorrow awaiting us. A tomorrow
freed from all turmoil, all terror, all degradation and all sin.

We look forward to this future that promises to reinforce our dignity as
human beings first of all. And that hope, that expectation rekindles our faith,
and returns those of us, who have gone astray, back to the true path that leads
us unerringly to Him, the fount of all life, of all wealth and of all wisdom.

May this Christmas day bring us not only cheer and comfort, but also a
step closer to the realisation of the ultimate human craving: Peace on earth
and glory to God in the highest.

Amen.
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