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by Elizabeth Mickaily-Huber, Ph.D.

Mar Awa III selected as
122nd Catholicos-Patriarch 

of the Assyrian Church of the East

 On 6 September 2021, during an Extraordinary Session of the Holy Synod of 
the Assyrian Church of the East Mar Gewargis III formally stepped down as Catholicos-
Patriarch of the Church of the East. Shortly thereafter, on 8 September 2021, the Holy 
Synod of the Church of the East elected Mar Awa Royel, Bishop of California and Secretary 
of the Holy Synod, as the 122nd Catholicos-Patriarch of the Assyrian Church of the East. 
Mar Awa is the first U.S. born Catholicos-Patriarch, a momentous first in Assyrian church 
history. On the Feast of the Holy Cross on 13 September 2021 in the Cathedral Church of 
St. John the Baptist, Mar Awa was consecrated and enthroned as the new Patriarch Mar 
Awa III in Erbil Iraq. Many public and clerical dignitaries were present, including the 
Kurdish president Nechirvan Barzani and representatives of the Iraqi federal government. 
The event was live-streamed on various platforms, bringing pride and joy to members of 
the Assyrian Church of the East, particularly to those living in California and having the 
pleasure of knowing Mar Awa personally.

 Mar Awa III was born David Royel 
on the 4th of July 1975 in Chicago, Illinois to 
Koresh and Flourence Royel. He was drawn to 
church life at a very young age and was ordained 
as sub-deacon at age 16. In short order, he was 
ordained as deacon by Mar Dinkha IV. In 2006, 
he was ordained as Cor-Bishop and then again as 
Archdeacon in 2008, both times by Mar Dinkha. 
On 30 November 2008, he was elevated to the 
rank of Bishop by Mar Dinkha IV, taking on the 
name of Mar Awa Royel, Awa meaning Father 
in Syriac.  As of 2015, Mar Awa served as the 
Secretary of the Holy Synod of the Assyrian 
Church of the East and established the only 
active Assyrian church monastery in the world, 
the St. Isaac of Nineveh Monastery in California.

	 Mar	 Awa	 received	 his	 first	 bachelor's	
degree from Loyola University in Chicago 
in	 1997	 and	 then	 a	 second	 bachelor's	 degree	
in Theology from University of St. Mary of 
the Lake in 1999. After that, he obtained his 
Licentiate and Doctoral Degree in Sacred 
Theology	 from	 the	Pontifical	Oriental	 Institute	
in Rome. In 2011, Mar Awa published a treatise 
on the theology of the Assyrian Church of the 
East regarding the seven Holy Sacraments, titled 
Mysteries of the Kingdom: The Sacraments of 
the Assyrian Church of the East.

 Mar Awa has advocated for and raised 
awareness for the plight of persecuted Christians 
in the Middle East, speaking at the "In Defense 
of Christians Summit" in Washington DC in 
2014. He also met with then Deputy National 
Security Advisor for Strategic Communications, 
Ben Rhodes, to discuss the dire situation of 
the Christian Communities in Iraq and Syria 
resulting from the ISIS attacks. Interviewed by 
the Kurdish news agency Rudaw following his 
Patriarchal appointment, Mar Awa said, “By 
bringing back the patriarchal sees [to Iraq], 
since 2015 with the election of his holiness Mar 
Gewargis and now with this election, the church 
wants to stress that our roots are here and we will 
keep them here by the grace of God, so that our 
church and our people can remain and continue 
to keep their heritage, and their language, and 
their culture and civilization.” The Assyrian 
Church of the East is divided into 19 dioceses 
and has approximately 330,000 faithful scattered 
around the world.

 We wish Mar Awa every success as the 
new Catholicos-Patriarch of the Holy Assyrian 
Apostolic Church of the East and pray that he will 
act as a unifying force for Assyrians worldwide, 
nurturing not only our beloved church heritage, 
but also our unique identity, language, culture 
and civilization.

Hot off the Press!
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 Every year, a large number of Assyrians, hailing 
from the San Francisco Bay area, San Jose, Modesto, 
and Turlock, in addition to guests from other states, 
attend   an Assyrian folkloric musical event known 
as “MESOPOTAMIAN NIGHT,” and the musical 
compositions of Rabi William Daniel often play a big 
part. A gracious man, Rabi William, won the esteem of 
his people as a result of his hard work, dedication and 
sacrifice. He was a musician, writer, poet and prominent 
educator. He was an educated man with vast knowledge of 
Assyrian literature and culture. Proficient in five languages, 
he spoke English, French, German, Farsi and of course 
his mother tongue, modern Assyrian. Rabi William was 
a pioneer among Assyrian artists, composing folkloric 
music with Assyrian lyrics and traditional tunes. His 
legacy will no doubt withstand the test of time because his 
compositions are classics, suitable for all instruments and 
vocal interpretations. All of his original compositions can 
be found in his book entitled “William Daniel’s Creations” 
published in 1978 in Chicago, Illinois. Unlike many 
Assyrian musicians and artists who perform at our ethnic 
and cultural functions, Rabi William’s compositions are 
intended to communicate the spirit of modern Assyrian 
music. His songs are well known and remain popular 
among our people. One of his most famous and beloved 
songs is called “Nineveh.” Written in 1939 in Hamadan, 
Iran, one particularly touching verse from Rabi William's 
song is  translated from Assyrian into English below in his 
own words:

  Oh let me on your bosom fall                                                                                                               
Ninveh queen of Earth all                                                                                                                             
So that from your soil I inhale                                                                                                                     
A little strength for my spirit wan and frail                                                                                             
Let me at your ruins warmly gaze                                                                                                           
Sacred foundations with burning lips embrace                                                                                    
Let me wash them with my tears and trace                                                                                           
And read greatest of all lore.                                                                                                               

 
 William Daniel was born in Urmia, Iran in 1903 
to Aslee D. and Dr. David Sayad Daniel. Unfortunately, 
he suffered great personal tragedy from his earliest years. 
William lost his mother at the tender age of 4 and his 
father at the age of 11. During World War I, he lost his three 
sisters to cruel and hostile Islamic captivity. These tragic 
life circumstances turned him into an orphan, with no 
one who could provide refuge and love. Eventually, young 
William was taken under guardianship of his brother-in-
law. Thereafter, he moved from Tabriz, Iran to Baghdad, 
Iraq, where he found employment as a wireless operator. 
 Realizing that he wanted to further his education, 
he traveled to Marseilles, France where he enrolled at the 
Conservatory of Music. He lived frugally on his savings 
from Iran. After a year, his mentor, Edouard Aguitton, 
advised him to participate in a contest set up by the 
Marseilles Symphonic Orchestra.  William was selected 
as one of the top three winners out of a large number of 
contestants. He was then recruited as second violinist to 
play in that orchestra. William’s success brought prestige 
and honor to his mentor, as well as to himself. William 

continued his studies for three years, during which time he 
became a member of the Artistic Association of Marseilles. 
Occasionally, he played violin in other orchestras and 
groups, earning extra money in this way. 
 From Marseilles, he moved to Switzerland. Music 
and poetry filled his heart and soul in Basel. He wrote that 
he was getting training in two different fields. One was 
music, where the training was gained in higher educational 
institutions, and the other was Assyrian writing and poetry, 
which he taught himself by building upon the language 
skills he had learned and remembered from his childhood. 
The translation of the famous “Cyrano de Bergerac” play, 
into Assyrian from French, was a difficult task due to lack 
of personal resources. For example, William did not even 
have a dictionary at his disposition. His authorship was 
always interesting and informative, but often challenging. 
One of his greatest achievements was the 3- volume epic 
poem entitled “Kateeny Gabbara.” This very renowned 
tome is a work of fiction based on life among Assyrian 
mountaineers. William believed that the mountain 
Assyrians were more instrumental in preserving Assyrian 
heritage than those of the plains. He poured his heart and 
soul into this poetic epic. 
 While in Switzerland, he met a young lady by the 
name of Nathalie. William and Nathalie married after a 
year of courtship. He took her back to his native Iran and 
settled in Hamadan. There he began a career in teaching, 
dedicating his life to educating his people in music, as well 
as in the Assyrian Language. Commitment of this kind 
often comes with a price. Young Nathalie, feeling lonely 
and neglected, left William and moved back to Switzerland, 
where after a year, she passed away tragically. Following 
this additional sad loss in the life of Rabi William, he 
would never remarry.

 During the next chapter of his life, Rabi William 
moved to Chicago, where, once again, he became 
committed to teaching the Assyrian language. In the 
mid 70’s, Rabi Willaim, Dr. Robert Paulissian, and Rabi 
Youab Yonan established the Assyrian School of Chicago. 
The classes (levels 1-4) were held at Northeastern Illinois 
University. Rabi William held one of the teaching positions 
and, of course, taught all of the level 4 classes. Students 
of all ages were enrolled, including adults, and were 
tremendously successful at increasing their verbal and 
written skills in the Assyrian language. 
 Rabi William Daniel’s life took him to many 
countries, where he left a legacy of knowledge, 
enlightenment and love for the culture, history and 
language of his Assyrian people. After a life of sacrifice and 
dedication,  Rabi William retired in San Jose, California. 
Although it was time for him to take it easy, he was 
unstoppable. With the help of the Assyrian American 
Association of San Jose, he initiated Assyrian language 
classes as well as trained young singers in an Assyrian 
choir. Starting in November 1985, Rabi William became 
the managing editor of The Assyrian Star, the official 
publication of the Assyrian American National Federation. 
On the eve of December 10, 1988, while taking his daily 
walk, he was struck by a car that killed him. Rabi William 
was 85 years old.  His funeral was held at the Mar Yosip 
Parish in San Jose and was officiated by Reverend Samuel 
Dinkha, who delivered an impressive and fitting sermon. 
Thereafter, the entire assembly was invited to attend a 
formal service of eulogy, hosted by the Assyrian American 
Association of San Jose. Organizations and individuals 
alike said their final farewell to Rabi William. May this 
great Assyrian man and his legacy be remembered always 
and may he rest in peace.                                                                                                       

WILLIAM DANIEL

MUSICIAN 
AUTHOR 

POET
EDUCATOR

By Pnoel Y. Shamun
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The Aquitania arrived in New York two days late on 
March 18th, 1926.  “Tremendous gales and huge seas . . .” 
had left several windows smashed on B deck, 45 feet above 
the water line, and not a few of the 1,269 passengers had been 
ill. “This has been the worst winter both on land and sea that 
I have ever known,“ stated commander Sir James Charles.1 
Steadied in faith and her larger mission, Surma d’Mar Shimun 
stoically noted in her diary only that, “The first few days were 
uncomfortable due to the choppiness of the ocean.”  
Undoubtedly relieved to be ashore, it was no small comfort 
that the Americans, not to be outdone by the Brits who’d sent 
her across the Atlantic on the “Ship Beautiful,” had put her up 
in the Waldorf-Astoria for her initial days in New York.

The city, with its sun-blocking towers lining 5th Ave, 
crowded, bustling streets criss-crossed by hat and suit 
costumed businessmen, the mishmash of markets and their 
dazzling signs, immigrants from all corners of the globe, 
honking Model T Fords and other rumbling horseless 
carriages of the day, recalled Surma Khanum’s first dizzying 
impressions of London in 1919.  Then, as now, she had been 
less awe-struck by the size of the buildings, houses, and 
churches, than that they all seemed incapable of defense 
due to their wide windows and entrances.  In the English 
countryside she had marveled at the sight of men in the fields 
freely going about their farming without armed guards.2

 
When asked by a reporter why she had come to 

America, Surma Khanum stated in blunt New York City 
fashion, “My mission in England and America is to save my 
nation from death, as thousands of people are dying yearly 
from starvation and disease, due to the tyranny of surrounding 
nations.”  She further elaborated: “I am over here because 
American friends of mine have invited me to come and I hope 
to deliver a number of lectures. . . . I will be in the United 
States only three or four months and in that time I hope to 
impress upon American people the need for responding to the 
Assyrian cause. Americans have been so generous during the 
war and since that there is not much doubt that they will hear 
me graciously.”3

Unlike the novelty 
of her first visit to London six years earlier, when Archbishop 
Randall Davidson offhandedly remarked, “It is extraordinary 
to find so much civilization where one could naturally have 
expected barbarism,”4 Surma Khanum no longer looked the 
“chieftainess of an Eastern mountain nation” who “wore the 
woolen habit and veil [sic] of the religious order to which 
she belongs. . . . Her hair is now snow white, [and she] has 
the poise, manner, and speech of a woman of affairs of the 
Western world.”5  One syndicated fluff piece (suspiciously 
originating in Constantinople) derogatorily described her as, 
“. . . a very old fashioned princess—a slight, white-haired 
woman of sixty, wearing eyeglasses . . .”6  She was in fact 
only forty-three, may have used reading glasses, dressed 
in western suit and hat, and wore a yalikhta (scarf) as a 
traditional head covering while in church.  The Archbishop 
had privately expressed concerns insinuating that Lady Surma 
might not appear “Oriental” [my quotes] enough to arouse the 
curiosity of Americans.  This was, after-all, the era of King 
Tut and Mah-Jongg crazes, when mysterious turban and robe 
flowing yogis from the Far East such as Sri Yogananda were 
packing venues like Carnegie Hall.  

Old friends and acquaintances from the homeland 
like Y.M. Neesan and Qasha Showil who had emigrated to 
America were some of her first visitors in New York, and as 
she crossed the continent over the ensuing months, growing 
Assyrian-American communities in New Britain, CT, 
Yonkers, NY, Detroit, MI, Philadelphia, PA, San Francisco, 
Sacramento, Fresno and Turlock, CA, enthusiastically 
welcomed her.  Assyrian families, as well as mayors and civic 
leaders, greeted her at train stations, often with a bouquet 
of flowers, after which, banquets, picnics, informal teas and 
luncheons, and the occasional sight-seeing drive, were given 
in her honor.  In Turlock, Dr. Isaac Adams--founder of the 

Assyrian colony there some fifteen years 
earlier--proudly welcomed Surma Khanum, 
who “. . . Was well pleased with my idea of getting Assyrians 
onto farms,” and “Since [her visit], wherever she goes, she 
advertises this colony.”7  As fate would have it, Turlock 
would be Surma Khanum’s final earthly abode almost a half 
century on.   

But not all of the approximately 10,000 Assyrian-
Americans 8 at this time were overjoyed to see her.7 Upon 
learning of Surma Khanum’s arrival in New York, an Assyrian 
priest in Chicago notified Metropolitan, Mar Timotheus, 
that “the motwa” (local church committee), refused to send 
a cablegram welcoming her without his approval, and their 
priests would not have “any busines dealing” with her.  
Furthermore, “. . . .If you can help us not to be or get cheated 
by Surma or epescapals do kindly write to me and I will see 
that the Motwa gets the best and protecting points, from the 
Woolves. . . . I have been trying in a good way to get in to 
the people head that she is nothing but a woman and has 
no right to mix with the church affairs not here nor abroad, 
therefor if she does, [we] will not recognize her even as a nun 
or sister of charity.”9 On the same day this letter was written, 
Surma Khanum noted in her diary:  “Representatives of the 
Nation and Presbyterians came to meet me. They don’t agree 
with each other much but they are saying that they will come 
together for peace and love.”10

This antipathy towards Surma Khanum from the 
Metropolitan and his supporters in Chicago reflected deep-
seated resentment regarding the election of twelve-year 
old Mar Eshai Shimun to the patriarchy in 1920 without 
his consultation, as well as long-festering misgivings about 
Church of the East reliance on the British and their American 
Episcopal affiliates.  More  trenchantly, it was the by-product 
of age-old misogyny in a traditionally male-dominated 
society.  As George Lamsa explained to an American audience 
in Buffalo at this time, “Women are not welcomed into the 
oriental scheme of life: mourning and wailing greet the 
announcement of the birth of a girl baby.”11 Close observers 

of Assyrian culture, Anglican missionaries 
W.H. Browne and Arthur John Maclean, noted 

in the early 1890s:  “Too often women are the drudges who 
are ordered about by the men, do the hard work, carry heavy 
loads, whose education matters nothing, and who become 
prematurely aged through their heavy tasks, and also it seems 
through their too early marriages.”12 This was the woman’s 
place in the world in which Surma Khanum grew up and 
now she was being painfully reminded of it in America of all 
places.  

Surma Khanum’s temporal leadership in this period 
was a consequence of crisis:  World war, genocide, and the 
sudden deaths of two patriarch-brothers had thrust her into 
the forefront of Assyrian leadership. Prior to sending her to 
England to represent the Assyrian cause at the Paris Peace 
Conference in Versailles in 1919, Metropolitan Mar Yosip 
Khnanishu, on behalf of her ailing brother, then Patriarch 
Mar Poulos XXII, wrote, signed, and sealed an official 
letter addressed to the British Government: “The honorable 
Surma Khanim, sister of the Patriarch, stands before your 
leadership as the wakil (or vekil—representative) of all the 
Assyrian Nation to present all our requests. Even though 
her presence is greatly needed by her people here, this is 
the person deemed worthy of this mission. Also, the nation 
has widespread confidence in her. We hope she will be heard 
and accepted for the sake of our nation, even though small, 
which is exhausted, persecuted, almost annihilated and had 
greatly endured during this great world war. --Members of 
the Assyrian National Committee in Baquba-Bet Nahrain. 
The humble Yousip Khnanisho, Metropolitan and Patriarchal 
Representative.”13 This was the first time ever that a 
female had been recognized as an official representative, or 
ambassador, in the Church of the East--and perhaps anywhere 
in the world.14 And yet, Patriarchal seal or no, certain clergy 
begrudged her status, unable or unwilling to see “nothing but 
a woman.”  

Surma Khanum held a ranking in the Church known 
as brat qyama, or “Daughter/bride of the Covenant.” In her 

PART II: “Lady Surma on Visit to Aid
Countrymen—Princess Regent of the Assyrian 
Nation Arrives Today on the Aquitania.”

by Christopher R. Nelson, Mar Shimun Memorial Foundation

(Part 2 of 3)

Aquitania - New York Harbor (1926)
Aquitania — New York (1926)
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own words: “. . . It has been the tradition of our nation that 
the sister of the heir should take the vow of celibacy and act 
as her brother’s helper during his reign, . . . and be known by 
a title which in English would be, ‘The Bride of the Promise.’ 
But this is not compulsory. It is of my own will I do it. . . .  
My country must be my husband.”15  And while this 
traditional role didn’t preclude any spiritual authority, she 
was in fact more knowledgeable about Church customs than 
most clergy.  As early as 1908, when she was twenty-five 
(and twenty-nine year old Mar Timotheus had left for India) 
Anglican missionary F.J. Blamire Brown described her 
presence at the early morning Easter Eucharist service in Mar 
Shalita church at Qudshanis:  “. . . I was much struck with 
the way that Surma, the sister of Mar Shimun, took charge 
of the conduct of this service. Talk of suffragettes! Here was 
a woman, in her twenties too, saying what was to be done in 
the Patriarchal Church at the greatest service of the year. But 
Surma is no ordinary person; she knows more of the canons 
and service books than anyone else, and therefore Mar 
Shimun had entrusted the direction of the service to her.”16

Despite her diplomatic and leadership qualifications, 
Mar Timotheus—who had been made a patriarchal 
representative (“qayoma”) shortly after Mar Eshai’s 
ordination at the suggestion of Surma Khanum herself—
questioned the necessity of sending her to England and the 
U.S. since he himself had already been sent by Mar Shimun.  
His concerns about Episcopal oversight of the contending 
factions of the Church of the East in America, as well as 
Surma Khanum’s prominent role in its Commission to Aid the 
Assyrian Nation, compelled Rev. William Chauncey Emhardt 
to respond:  “This, we understand, Your Grace objects to 
because my conversation in Mosul was with Lady Surma 
who happened to be a woman. I suppose the presence of Mar 
Shimun who does understand English is not to be weighed 
in the consideration. . . . Even granting that my negotiations 
have been with Lady Surma, I fail to see why discussions or 
agreements involving material help or educational assistance 
to a suffering people should be considered an infringement 
upon ecclesiastical prerogatives. Many delays have occurred 
in bringing our plans to a successful end because of our 

desire to show courtesy to Your Grace even in minute details. 
If Your Grace is prepared to assume full responsibility for our 
withdrawal of all offers of help to the Assyrian Church and 
people we will cease any further efforts along purely secular 
lines. . . . If a request for immediate assistance and response 
is an ecclesiastical impropriety if conducted by and through a 
woman, then of course we must plead guilty. I am sure it is in 
conformity with the laws of charity, which in some instances 
deserve more consideration than proper ecclesiastical 
procedure. At the same time I question the necessity of having 
to obtain the consent of a representative before money is sent. 
. . . I will merely state once more that if we cease all activities 
to operate through the Assyrian Church it will be because of 
impediments placed in our way by yourself. I sail June 10 and 
expect to see Mar Shimun in about three weeks in Canterbury 
and will place the matter before him, although I dislike 
bringing this matter to the attention of one of his years.”17 

Surma Khanum remained focused on fundraising for 
the Nation’s present and future survival.  Out of a long list 
of Sir Henry Lunn’s Assyrian and Iraq Christian Committee 
members in the U.S., William Emhardt in New York and 
Bishop James deWolfe Perry in Rhode Island, appear to 
have been the only active organizers (with George Lamsa 
brought on to schedule the western half of her trip, almost 
as an afterthought).  Despite plenty of lead time, they were 
disorganized and uncoordinated.  Hardly a week after Surma 
Khanum had arrived, Perry frantically wrote to Emhardt, “I 
feel very much in the dark regarding her present moves. Not a 
word has come to me reporting her arrival in America or her 
immediate plans. Is the publicity department of our Church 
helping us in news items and announcements? In some way 
her presence in the country should be publicly noticed. Not 
a person whom I have met, American or Assyrian, has heard 
of her arrival. Unless the Associated Press, or some other 
agency, is active in the matter, her mission outside the circle 
immediately interested will fall flat.”18

“I am sorry that we have not kept you fully informed 
concerning Lady Surma,” Emhardt quickly replied. “We 
have been at our wits end in our endeavour to keep abreast 

with our work. [Thomas] Burgess 
is seriously ill and away; and our 
office force reduced by illness. 
I have been making many short 
trips and returning for brief visits 
in New York. Lady Surma arrived 
two days late, March 18th. She met a 
few people at the house of Mrs. Baker that afternoon and on 
the twenty-third we had our larger meeting. Lady Surma spoke 
rather well and to the point without notes. I do not know what 
the returns from the meeting will amount to. I enclose her 
itinerary as arranged.”19

Her itinerary, like the disquieting delineations of 
the Assyrian nation itself, expanded and contracted over 
the ensuing months, while Surma Khanum gamely adapted.  
She began her lectures in Yonkers, before moving on to 
Washington, D.C. where she visited the White House on April 
3rd, as a guest of British Ambassador Sir Esme Howard.  
President Calvin Coolidge was notorious for being taciturn in 
social gatherings, but his spirits were apparently lifted during 
his twenty minutes with Surma Khanum who, “. . . Found 
President Coolidge very talkative. I had been told that he 
rarely said anything and I expected him to shut his mouth and 
keep it shut, but he was very talkative with me. He has a very 
nice personality and I think he must be a wonderful man.”20 
The President expressed faith in her ability to accomplish her 
mission.  From there she took a train to Canada, lecturing 
in Montreal and Ottawa, before returning to New York via 
Niagra.  Days later she was in Connecticut, and then off to 
Philadelphia, Detroit, and eventually Chicago.  From the Mid-
West through Colorado and Utah to the West Coast, and back 
through Canada.  When all was said and done she travelled 
through sixteen states (and three Canadian provinces), 
speaking at approximately eighty organized gatherings over a 
seven-month stretch.  She lectured at churches (from the pulpit 
in one instance) and church groups, clubs, drawing rooms, 
banquets, the Y.M.C.A/Y.W.C.A., schools, a worker’s co-op, 
and gatherings organized by Assyrian-Americans. 

Surma Khanum’s presentations frequently began with 

the 
recitation of the Lord’s 
Prayer in Aramaic, from which she proceeded to an overview 
of the history of the Assyrians and the Church of the East, 
leading up to the people’s fight to preserve their life and 
religion in a hostile region:  “The Assyrian people, of whom 
others know little in these times, were once the greatest nation 
in the world . . . [they] have maintained their integrity as a 
nation through all the centuries since the ancient Assyrian 
Empire fell through the revolt of Nabopolassar, [and] are 
now living in Iraq, which is a British mandate. . . . After the 
Turks had massacred a great many of the Assyrian tribes who 
were subject to them, Assyria went into the war. The Assyrians 
expected that the Russians would send them help. They left 
their houses and went up to the top of the mountains. I was 
with them all the time. Then we fought our way to Persia, 
which was occupied by the Russian military. . . . The Assyrian 
women are as brave as their menfolk in time of war, when 
they carry the food and ammunition to the frontlines. . . . I 
have seen a woman carrying two children and with some few 
clothes also carried on her back. . . . The Russians did a great 
deal, but they withdrew from Persia, and we were left there 
all alone, with Turks, Persians, and Kurds fighting us. . . .With 
the collapse of Russia, the Assyrians did not know what to do, 
but the Russians left them a supply of ammunition and a few 
officers. We did not know where the British troops were. . . . 
Then we also left the country, nearly 50,000 people--running, 
fighting as we went. In a trek of twenty-five days we lost 
thousands of the people. There was a village of fifty houses 
with four or five families in each, and only one young man 
was left. But we fought our way to the English at Baquba, and 
my people were taken care of, so that they almost forgot their 
miseries. . . . They [30,000+ Assyrians in Iraq] have no home, 
and what we hope for them is to found a home for the people. 

Lady Surma and Harpoot Assyrians of Worcester, MA (July 4, 1926) Map - Lady Surma US 1926
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There are [also]15,000 Assyrians in Russia, always asking if a 
settlement has been found where they can join their brothers. 
. . . The hot climate of the [Mosul] region where they now live 
is unsuited to these mountain dwellers, who are slowly giving 
way to famine and disease. The present plan is to provide a 
home for them in the mountains of the northern part of Iraq, 
where conditions are similar to those of the mountains of 
Kurdistan where the Assyrians lived before the World War, 
being compelled to give up their ancestral homes as a result 
of that conflict. . . .”21 

She spoke with ease, in fluent English, somewhat 
dispassionately when summarizing historical highlights, then 
more emotionally when recalling her personal experiences 
of the sufferings of her people, especially the women and 
children.  Sometimes she commented on current affairs, even 
predicting another world war, before deftly bringing it back to 
her people’s cause:  “I do not believe the League of Nations 
will ever stop wars. Just at the present time the Far East is 
tottering on the brink of another struggle, a war that may 
become world-wide in scope. Mussolini is always hinting 
of war with Turkey. If that comes, the whole region will be 
drawn in the vortex, and whatever the outcome, it will be very 
grave. We have had enough of wars and fighting. During the 
World War we sided in with the Allies and were assailed by 
the Turks, the Kurds and the Persians. My brave people have 
been cut down from a prosperous race of a quarter of million 
to less than 50,000. We have suffered and have lost our 
homeland.”22

Bishop Perry remarked, “She has charmed everyone 
who has met her, and she is addressing her audiences with 
great power and noticeable effect. The presentation of her 
story is indeed quite masterful. . . . Lady Surma’s presence 
has won immediate attention and has commanded interest in 
her cause.”23 One spellbound female writer in Denver was 
“moved as if in a dream” listening to the “Princess . . . tell 
of her country and countrymen . . . describ[ing] boundaries 
and cities in such a vivid, convincing way that it was almost 

as good as being there oneself.”24  And yet, despite rave 
reviews of generally well-attended talks and receptions, 
and meetings with groups of wealthy and influential people, 
the donations were barely trickling in.  Perry was quick to 
acknowledge that her schedule had not been well-managed.  
Emhardt blamed Sir Henry Lunn’s “haste and optimism” for 
tentative arrangements in Canada, before adding: “We have 
been completely handicapped by lack of cooperation on the 
part of religious bodies. They all accepted membership on the 
Committee, but have other engagements or found difficulties 
when we suggested their arranging a meeting.”25

Meanwhile, back in Mosul: “The people in the hills 
are becoming more and more desperate as time passes and 
no definite word is given them as to their future,”26 wrote 
E.W. McDowell of the American Presbyterian mission to 
Surma on April 16th.  Relief fund distribution had been taking 
longer than expected--“three-four months instead of one”-
-and the longer the delays continued, the more desperate 
the people were becoming.  McDowell mirrored the general 
anxiety among Assyrians in Mosul that this fundraising 
campaign might be their last hope for land settlement.  He 
himself, however, was encouraged by her trip to Geneva 
and conversations with Amery and Hoare, whom he knew 
possessed a great deal of influence.

Emhardt likewise made a sincere, though awkward, 
attempt at praise and optimism when he notified her brother 
Rab Khaila Dawid in Mosul on July 30th: “It has been a great 
pleasure to have had Lady Surma in America. She has served 
the Assyrian cause remarkably well in the larger issues. 
Very little money has been raised as the result of her efforts, 
but she has brought the people to realize that the Assyrians 
still exist. It will seem strange to you that more than ninety-
nine percent of our people have no idea of the existence of 
your nation. Thanks to Lady Surma’s efforts, this condition 
has been changed to a great extent.”  He cheerfully added: 
“I believe that if in the autumn we follow up her work, a 
generous response may be obtained.”27

Nevertheless, the meagre returns, coupled with 
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several un-answered letters to the Assyrian Club in Chicago, 
seemed the final straw, so Surma Khanum drafted a farewell 
letter to the Assyrians in America as she prepared to leave.  In 
it she expressed joy at having visited with them and implored 
them to “ . . . Tie yourselves together, and establish an 
organization that comprises your brothers of all backgrounds. 
. . . I hope that you will try to unite with all of your brothers in 
America. You will show great support and accomplish much 
for your brothers in the Middle East in different ways. At one 
time, you had such unity and understanding amongst each 
other. I have respect for those individuals who played a role in 
establishing that brotherhood with a good objective. Farewell. 
May God bless you and protect you in all your endeavors. 
May God make you and all of us shine upon him. May God 
help us work in this world according to His divine will to 
perfect humanity and Christianity commanded of all of us. 
Your true friend, Surma.”28

Seemingly resigned, she somberly wrote to Perry 

from the Hotel McAlpin in New York on August 17th: “I 
leave America, not because I have to, but my mission has 
absolutely been a failure, and I have no future hope, even if I 
stay a little longer. I must admit, that I am most discouraged. 
This failure will mean everything to my people.”  The note 
was punctuated with a final caustic comment: “The Committee 
on this Mission have never met, even for once, since I came to 
this country.”29  

The collective dream of a modern Assyrian Nation 
and country was crumbling like a castle of sand.  Having 
exhausted all viable options to achieve national self-
determination and autonomy, there seemed nothing left but to 
return to her people and submit to whatever fate awaited amid 
the eternally shifting winds of Middle-Eastern power politics. 

(To be Continued)

END PART II

Worcester, MA (July 1926)

Bishop James De Wolfe PerryLos Angeles, CA (May 1926)
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The Genocide Chronicles

Nina Backus:
Date of Interview: 11/12/’82

Nina was a widow in her 70’s (born in 1906) when she shared 
her memories of the war events.  The scenes were so vivid in 
her mind that she was crying throughout the narration. At 
the time of the flight (winter of 1915) she was 16 and was 
living in the town of Urmia under the care of her paternal 
uncle and his family because her father was deceased. Nina’s 
story brings us to the threshold of the Baqubah camp.

It was in the middle of winter when the Russian soldiers 
advised us to take the children, leave our home, and 
follow them since they were leaving the country. Our 
house was filled with relatives from the surrounding 
villages who had fled to town. My uncle David, his wife, 
his three children, a single woman, and I were to leave 
to Russia on foot.  Of course the Russian soldiers were 
taking many people along on their carts.  My uncle 
changed his mind about leaving because it was so cold.  
He decided to stay rather than freeze the children to 
death on the road. The next morning word came from 
the Sahabi (reference to the American missionaries) that it 
was safe for people to take refuge in the mission yards 
under the protection of the American flag. We went 
there and found that the mission grounds were full of 
people from all the surrounding villages.

We rented a house together with four other families 
near the Mission yards.  It was under the American 
flag also.  It was there that we took turns washing 
and cooking. Some local Turkish families took their 
Assyrian friends under their protection. We stayed 
there until May. We had a half-Assyrian half-Turkish 
friend. He used to come daily and bring us bread. One 
day he informed us that fire was put to our house and 
everything was burnt down.

In the mission compound the large dining room was 
emptied of tables and about 300 people were living in 
that hall. There was no sleeping room; people slept 
sitting. There were not enough sewage facilities. The 
local Turkish bakers purposely mixed chalk with the 
flour.  People ate it and got dysentery.  People were sick 
and dying all around us.  The dead were buried in mass 
graves.

On May 15 we were free because a new contingent of 
Russians had arrived. This time the local Turks were 
frightened and took refuge with us. We started building 
a roof over the walls of our house.  We stayed there until 
the summer of 1918.  Ordinary life had started; but we 
had to flee again.  In the summer of 1918 uncle David was 
fighting under Aga Petros and his brother Aga Mirza 
(The word Aga is a title of honor meaning “sir”. Aga Petros 
was an Assyrian General). The Assyrian mountaineers 
(Saranaay, Mamyi, Doraay), had fled their mountain 
homes and had descended onto the plain of Urmi. 
Uncle David was in charge of ammunitions.  At that 
time women were living in fear without their men and 
waiting to flee any day.  Finally the alarm sounded that 
the Turks and the Kurds were upon us. We fled not 
knowing where; just following the people in front of us. 
David had come looking for us. He found us.  He cut a 

horse loose from a cart and mounted his wife and the 
baby on it.  The rest of us followed on foot.  It was hot 
and people were very thirsty.  I remember we reached 
a river and people were drinking water.  There was a 
young Armenian girl on the back of an ox.  The ox was 
so thirsty that it dashed into the river and both ox and 
girl perished in the deep water.

In the evening people took a rest. Men went to buy 
provisions from the nearby villages. Women started 
building temporary fire pits. Suddenly word came that 
the Kurds had attacked the line of refugees behind us. 
So people left everything and began running in panic. 
We went day and night until we reached the British 
encampment in Hamadan.

During the flight people used 
to get lost.  At resting times the 
cry of people calling the names 
of lost ones could be heard.  We 
saw children left on the roadside 
because their mothers could not 
carry them any longer.  Later I 
heard of one exhausted mother 
who had dropped the bundle 
in which her baby was wrapped 
from her arms without even 
noticing the fall.  Another had 
wrapped wet mud in a piece of 
cloth and let her baby suck on it 
to squeeze some moisture out because she had no milk 
or water to give to her baby.  People drank horse urine 
for lack of water.

The British moved us to a temporary camp near 
Kermanshah.. There we were given rations. A temporary 
hospital was set up where the sick were cared for.  The 
orphans were gathered together and put under the care 
of sponsors.  We heard that the British were taking the 
Assyrians to Baqubah.  We went along too.  People were 
sent there in bunches.  So we stayed in that temporary 
camp for a month.  Every morning a policeman came 
and distributed hammers among the people.  We had to 
break rocks for the roads that the British were building 
until it was our turn to leave to Baqubah 

In Baqubah we lived under huge tents: every 25 

individuals in one tent; every family in one corner of 
the tent. If a family was small, it was placed in the center 
of the tent. The British officers gave us rations every 
morning.  Later our own people were assigned duties 
as police, guards, etc.  There were Sunday schools and 
Sunday services.  After the sermon the ministers would 
call out the name of people who had received money 
or mail from America.  All correspondence was carried 
through churches and ministers because people did 
not have a home address.  At 9 in the morning the 
call for rations was given. Canned meat, tea and sugar 
were among the staples.  For newcomers blankets, 
material for clothing, and slippers were among the 
fare. It was a comfortable life. Weddings took place. 

The newly wed were given new 
living quarters. On Sundays we 
had a church service. People set 
up a local bazaar.  The Assyrians 
in the USA helped financially 
and material was ordered from 
the city of Baqubah. Water 
was available in taghareh (big 
earthen barrels). People stood in 
line to get water. Tea was made 
in samovars made of white tin. 
(We had artisans.) One family 
would make tea, and all the 
families in the tent would join 
in drinking it. We took turns. As 
for cooking, in each camp there 

were 25 earthen foot stoves. There were also 5-6 
tanuyras (large circular ovens for baking bread) built 
in a row. They had covers to protect the interior from 
rain. After two years we were moved to Mindan [a 
different refugee camp in Iraq]. Section by section we 
were moved there. Camps were set up again. We were 
told that we were free if we chose to leave the camp. 
The British gave every family head 120 Rupees and 
set them free. Those who had relatives in America 
went to Baghdad to apply for visa at the American 
Consulate. We went to the Consulate and gave the 
names and addresses of our relatives in America.  All 
those in transit to the United States had rented a date 
grove where we set up tents while waiting for our 
visas to America.

By Professor Arianne Ishaya

“Suddenly word came 
that the Kurds had 

attacked the line of 
refugees behind us. 

So people left
everything and began 

running in panic.”

This column commemorates the survivors of the WWI 
Assyrian genocide who came to America, worked hard, 
and made many contributions to their adopted country.

The family histories of the Assyrian old-timers were 
collected by Arianne Ishaya, professor of anthropology, 
in Turlock in 1981-1982.
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Article courtesy of Aramco World
July/August 2021 issue

This article was submitted by Flora Ashouri Kingsbury whose late husband, 
Bob Kingsbury, worked for Aramco in Saudi Arabia for 10 years.
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Книга Клер Вайбель Якуб, дипломировагного специалиста 
в области прав человека, посвящена Сурме Ханум, женщине, 

сыгравшей важную роль в жизни ассирийцев в первой 
половине ХХ века. Ассирийцы, как и другие христианские 

народы Ближнего Востока, подвергались гонениям, которые 
не прекратились и в наши дни. События в Сирии и Ираке 
последних лет во многом повторяют те, что происходили 

столетием раньше и подробно описаны в книге.  
Судьба женщины-политика, общественного деятеля 

неотделима от судьбы всего ассирийского народа.  
Жизнеописание Сурмы Ханум основано на архивных 

документах, собранных и изученных автором.

Книги того же автора:

Le Rêve brisé des Assyro-Chaldéens. L’introuvable autonomie. Paris: 
Éditions du Cerf, 2011;

Oubliés de tous, les Assyro-Chaldéens du Caucase. Paris: Éditions 
du Cerf, 2015 (в соавторстве с супругом Жозефом Якубом).
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comme le symbole par excellence de la trajectoire éthique, 
esthétique et spirituelle de l’écrivain allemand Hermann 
Hesse (1877-1962), prix Nobel de littérature en 1946. 

Autoportrait métaphorique de la réconciliation des 
contraires, l’arbre, marqueur de l’écoulement inexorable 
du temps, doté d’une conscience, d’une histoire et 
d’une sensibilité, peut aisément être hissé au rang de 
personnage à part entière de ses romans. Si la forêt est une 
étape fondamentale du parcours initiatique de ses héros 
(Siddhartha, Goldmund, Klein, Knulp…), le jardin, lui, est 
le lieu de la méditation, propice à l’inspiration créatrice de 
l’auteur.   

À la croisée des chemins, entre littérature, philosophie, 
théologie et histoire de l’art, À l’ombre des arbres de 
Montagnola propose une exploration originale du règne 
végétal qui peuple des textes incontournables de la littérature 
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Parmi les Chrétiens d'Orient, les 
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française. Mais qu'en est-il des 
Assyro-Chaldéens ? Les connaît-on 
vraiment ? Sont-ils les oubliés de la 
grande histoire ? Dès le XIXe siècle, la 
presse française répercute 
abondamment les récits des 
explorateurs et les événements, 
souvent tragiques, qui touchent les 
Assyro-Chaldéens aux confins des 
empires ottoman et persan. La France 
les reçoit à sa table. Leur nom apparait 
dans un traité international, celui de 
Sèvres, signé le 10 août 1920. 
D'autochtones avérés, ils deviennent 
pourtant des réfugiés dispersés dans 
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les reçoit à sa table. Leur nom apparait 
dans un traité international, celui de 
Sèvres, signé le 10 août 1920. 
D'autochtones avérés, ils deviennent 
pourtant des réfugiés dispersés dans 
plusieurs pays. 

Sensible à la question des chrétiens 
d'Orient, proche des Assyro-Chaldéens, 
Claire Weibel Yacoub, laborantine, 
diplômée en droits de l'Homme et 
auteure notamment de Surma 
l'Assyro-Chaldéenne (1883-1975). Dans la 
tourmente de Mésopotamie (L'Harmattan 
2007) s'est penchée sur la presse française 
pour en extraire les éléments liés à la 
question assyro-chaldéenne, sujet 
toujours d'actualité.

Qu'en dit la presse ?

Claire Weibel Yacoub

RELATIONS INTERNATIONALES

Parmi les Chrétiens d'Orient, les Arméniens sont 
devenus familiers aux médias et à l'opinion publique 
française. Mais qu'en est-il des Assyro-Chaldéens 
? Les connaît-on vraiment ? Sont-ils les oubliés 
de la grande histoire ? Dès le XIXe siècle, la pres-
se française répercute abondamment les récits des 
explorateurs et les événements, souvent tragiques, 
qui touchent les Assyro-Chaldéens aux confins des 
empires ottoman et persan. La France les reçoit à sa 
table. Leur nom apparait dans un traité internatio-
nal, celui de Sèvres, signé le 10 août 1920. D'autoch-
tones avérés, ils deviennent pourtant des réfugiés 
dispersés dans plusieurs pays.

Sensible à la question des chrétiens d'Orient, proche 
des Assyro-Chaldéens, Claire Weibel Yacoub, labo-
rantine, diplômée en droits de l'Homme et auteure 
notamment de Surma l'Assyro-Chaldéenne (1883-
1975). Dans la tourmente de Mésopotamie (L'Har-
mattan 2007) s'est penchée sur la presse françai-
se pour en extraire les éléments liés à la question 
assyro-chaldéenne, sujet toujours d'actualité.

La FranceLa France
et les Assyro-Chaldéenset les Assyro-Chaldéens

Qu'en dit la presse?

Claire Weibel Yacoub

Au carrefour des cultures

Claire Yacoub's book translated from French is en-
titled, "Surma the Assyrian 1883-1975 - In the Tor-
ment of Mesopotamia." Claire Yacoub's book, having 
gained academic acclaim in France, was translated 
into Arabic in 2011 and later into Russian in 2019. 
Her book recounts the story of Surma d'Bait Mar 
Shimun, daughter of ancient Assyria, cantor of the 
(Nestorian) Church of the East, who led a life woven 
with the threads of tragedy. Like the Armenians, the 
Assyro-Chaldeans were attacked by Kurdish and 
Turkish troops and were victims of the genocide of 
1915. This chain of events led to their initial exodus 
to Persia and then to Iraq. Agitating the sinister ga-
mes of the British and Iraqi authorities, Surma was 
exiled to Cyprus. Her wandering led her to Britain 
and finally to the United States. A woman born befo-
re her time, she did everything in her power to rep-
resent the needs of the Assyrian people on the inter-
national stage at the League of Nations that would 
later become the United Nations.
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 On the morning of June 15, 2021, I had the pleasure and honor of interviewing Mr. Narsai 
David, an old family friend who also happens to be a world-renowned businessman, radio and 
television personality, and chef long before fashionable cable food channels were a thing. In fact, 
when I was a kid, I remember Narsai and his cousin Sam coming to visit my family after Sunday 
church service in San Francisco.  They were particularly close to my grandmother Elishua. Indeed, 
the David cousins shared the cultural bond with my grandmother of having origins in Mar Bishu, a 
small village in the Hakkiari mountains of Turkey.

 Upon speaking with Narsai, I was immediately struck by his cheerful demeanor and his 
youthful nature. Although 85 years young, Narsai doesn’t look a day over 65. He is full of life, is 
sharp as a nail, and charmingly young at heart. He was sporting his signature bowtie on a crisp 
white shirt. Talking with him was like being transported back in time to the America of the 1950’s. 
Americana at its best! His love of cooking was obvious in how his eyes would light up when he 
spoke of his renowned restaurant and the delicious recipes served therein. Although we started our 
discussion in interview format, it became quickly clear to me that Narsai didn’t need me to prompt 
him with questions.  He was happy to share his rich and interesting life experiences with me.  What 
follows are the many things that Narsai told me. Paragraphs italicized below correspond to my 
thoughts, clarifications, and interjections.

 I was born in South Bend, Indiana, which is 
about 100 miles outside of Chicago. My mother came 
from Ada in Urmi (Iran) after the forced exodus from 
Iran. Her mother bundled up her five children on an ox-
drawn cart and went into northern Iraq where there were 
civil encampments set up. Her husband, my grandfather, 
had already come to the United States and was working, 
I believe as a janitor in Chicago, hoping to raise enough 
money to bring the whole family over to the United 
States. Well, they stayed in that camp for three years 
before my grandfather was able to pass all the hurdles 
and bring them to America. My dad was born in Mar 
Bishu up in the Hakkiari mountains and had come the 
U.S. somewhat earlier than my mother. 

 His uncle, Shamasha (Deacon) Rahana David, 
had come earlier still. He was a fascinating man. He 
had been dedicated to the church from the time of his 
conception. He was called nzeera. That means that from 
the time of his conception, his mother stopped eating all 
manner of meat and shellfish, following all the dietary 
rules and guidelines because it was presumed that he 
would rise to a very high role in the church. As it turned 
out, he was never ordained above shamasha (deacon) 
because when he got to the United States, he opened up 
an oriental rug business, selling Persian rugs. He was so 
successful that he thought he could do more good for his 
family by just staying in that line of work and not going 
further within the church hierarchy. However, he was 
in fact the force that built the first Church of the East in 
Chicago, as well as the first Church of the East in Gary, 
Indiana. He continued sending money to help Assyrians 
in the Middle East. I’ll never forget, and I will regret to 
my dying day, not being able to save a letter that he had 
received that said that he could save Assyrian lives at $1 
per person, so he could send $100 and that would save 
100 Assyrian lives. It’s just mind boggling to think of 
what our parents (and families) went through, what their 
generation went through. 

 Well, as it turned out, my great uncle’s oriental 
rug business was well-established so he managed to 
bring my father over, who very quickly learned the 
trade. My father was a little bit taller and frankly a little 
bit more elegant looking than the rest of the family. That 
served him very well for business purposes because, 
although the rug store was very successful in Chicago, 
they would also sell rugs to other stores, fancy furniture 
stores and other such places around the Chicago area 
within about a hundred miles in any direction. My 
father, being the tall, shall we say, handsome man, was 

always the one that would be featured in newspaper ads 
that would say, ‘Straight from the Middle East, expert, 
Mr. Michael David, will be here to explain the rugs to 
you, and so forth.’ So together with his uncle, they built 
quite a successful business.

 Unfortunately, my dad ended up getting 
leukemia and was really suffering and, by the time I was 
10 years old, we moved to Turlock. Well why Turlock? 
As an Assyrian, you know that’s where you go because 
that’s where all the Assyrians are. I’ve often wondered, 
were his doctors such good psychologists that they 
figured, “let this man go die in a place that he would 
like to be with his family and relatives”? Or were they 
naive enough to think that maybe the hot, dry weather 
would help him? Who knows what was the state of 
knowledge of dealing with leukemia in those days? And 
so we came out to Turlock in 1946 and my father died 
in 1951. 

 I have two younger brothers. In 1953, when 
I graduated from Turlock Joint Union High School, I 
moved to Berkeley to go to Cal [U.C. Berkeley]. I had a 
scholarship, actually two scholarships. Two years later, 
my next younger brother Ken moved up to Berkeley 
to be with me. I was living in a student co-op called 
Cloyne Court during my first two years. A dear friend 
of mine was Marion Nestle, you may have run into that 
name, she’s in the Department of Nutrition at NYU. 
She got the name “Nestle” by marrying a guy who 
lived at Cloyne named Manny Nestle. Since that time, 
my gosh, she’s written so many books and became so 
knowledgeable about the whole issue of dietary needs 
and requirements in the United States, not to mention 
some of the evils of the large conglomerates, soda 
companies, and so forth. 

Having been a student of U.C. Berkeley myself and 
having lived in a co-op there also, I immediately 
understood what Narsai was telling me, but it might 
bear some explanation.  The co-ops at U.C. Berkeley 
are co-operative living accommodations for students 
where students can live for a slightly reduced fee by 
doing house chores (referred to as “workshifts”) such 
as cooking, cleaning, vacuuming, and so forth.

 Meanwhile, I could no longer stay at Cloyne 
if my brother was with me because the rule was you 
had to be a registered student to live in the co-op. So I 
left the co-op, rented a small apartment, and two years 
went by and my youngest brother came up because 

by Elizabeth Mickaily-Huber, Ph.D.

A Heart-Warming Conversation
with Narsai David 

Part I
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nobody wanted to be trapped in Turlock. Seven years after my father died, in 1958, my mother 
remarried a man named Bill Khinoo in Turlock and they were quite comfortable for the rest of her 
life. Meanwhile, when my youngest brother Jim came up, we rented a house and all three of us were 
together for some years. So those were the early days...

 I never did finish at the university. Money was obviously a big problem with my father having 
died two years before I graduated from high school. When I was living in the co-op, I worked 5 hours 
per week as my workshift. During my second semester I became kitchen manager and during my third 
semester I became Chairman of Food Services for all seven co-ops. Now there are 23 houses, but 
at the time there were seven. Marion likes to joke that her first boss in the food industry was Narsai 
David because she was doing some of her workshifts at the C.K. (Central Kitchen). I guess by the 
time you got to Cal there was no longer food prepared at the C.K., it was all prepared in the individual 
houses. So, you might say that I was automatically in the food business.

 Also, we used to work in the fields during the summer months as kids in Turlock. When I 
was graduating from high school, I went to the Vice-Principal and said, “There must be some people 
looking for summer help. Are there any possible job openings?” Rather than going back and working 
in the fields.... So he said, “Well, Hendy’s Drive-in is looking for an assistant cook.  Do you like to 
cook?” I said, “Oh yeah, I love to cook!” So, I went and got a job as a fry cook. I spent all summer 
flipping hamburgers, as it were, and when I got to Berkeley, I went to a place called Hy’s Drive-
In. It was one of those round drive-ins like in the movie American Graffiti. It was on the corner of 
Telegraph and MacArthur, which was deemed to be the single busiest traffic intersection in America. 
Telegraph Avenue, being the main North-South arterial, and in those days, the only way to get on to 
the Bay Bridge was from MacArthur Blvd. 

 So we were at the corner of MacArthur and 
Telegraph. The car-hops were all women. They rolled 
around on roller skates. I went into the kitchen... mind 
you, I had just turned 17....I went to the chef and told 
him that I wanted to apply for a cook’s job. I’m looking 
around the kitchen and the cooks were all these WWII 
veterans with packages of Lucky Stripes cigarettes 
rolled up in their t-shirt sleeves. I can see this guy’s 
face and he’s probably trying to figure out, “Should I 
just kick this kid out, or if he’s really serious enough 
to come to me and ask for this kind of job then maybe 
I should take him seriously?” So he said to me, “Look, 
Sonny Boy, have you ever popped sodas down there in 
Turlock?” Well, I had to have a job so I said, “Oh yeah, 
I used to come in on my time off and help out.” That 
was not quite accurate... So, he took me to the front end 
manager, introduced me, and I got a job as a soda jerk. 

In the 1940’s and 50’s, soda fountain drugstores were 
quite popular in America. They were places where you 
could go for a quick bite of food and wash it down 
with a coke float. A soda jerk was typically a young 
person who would prepare the soda drinks and ice 
cream sodas. The term soda jerk was a play on words 
with soda clerk, the individual who manned the soda 
fountains. The term was inspired by the “jerking” 
motion that the operator would use to drive the fountain 
handle back and forth while adding soda to the ice cream.

 One thing led to another and I ended up 
managing a restaurant in Berkeley called “The Potluck”. 
It was the first restaurant in the East Bay to function like 
a French bistro. In fact, the guy called it “The Potluck” 
because you quite literally took potluck - each day he 
made one thing. There was a large terrine of soup, a 
large bowl of green salad, an entree, and dessert was 
just a piece of cheese and an apple. That was in 1954 
that he started. In 1958, he moved to Channing and 
San Pablo and got a partner. They put in some capital, 
built it out into a real complete restaurant with a full 
kitchen, a whole menu, a full bar, and I got a part-time 
job as relief bartender. Before I knew it, I was manager 
of “The Potluck.” So, for 11 years, I managed “The 
Potluck.”

 When my partner and I broke up, I went off 
and started “Narsai’s Restaurant” in Kensington, which 
is a little section of north Berkeley. Most people think 
that it’s actually part of Berkeley because it has the 
same zip code. I must say that we developed quite a fine 
reputation. The New York Times said that we had one 

of the ten finest wine lists in the world. When The Wine 
Spectator decided to give awards for restaurant wine 
lists, I got a call from Marvin Shanken, the President of 
The Wine Spectator. There are two categories: the Grand 
Award and the regular one. He said that we had been 
chosen for one of the Grand Awards. I said, “Marvin, 
that’s wonderful news. Tell me how many are in that 
category of the Grand Award?” He responded, “Well to 
be honest with you, we haven’t decided yet weather to 
cut in off at 4 or at 13.” Well, that’s the same as telling 
me that I was one of the top four in the United States. 
I mean, he wouldn’t have given me that information 
otherwise. So, the wine list was important. We received 
lots of nice mentions in the national press. James Beard 
talked about some food that he had there in one of 
his columns and then put that same recipe in his next 
cookbook. 
 

 I had a cousin Samuel David who used to go 
to church with me frequently in San Francisco. Your 
grandmother and mother would have known him well. 
Sam knew the family before I met them. Sam’s father 
was Scopila David who was my father’s first cousin. 
He was working as a draftsman and designer, so he 
actually helped me design Narsai’s Restaurant. From the 
beginning, he was my Maitre D’ [manager]. He had a 
terrible family tragedy. His 16 year old son had a cancer 
that was undetected in his leg. He got out of bed one 
morning and fell because the bone broke. In very short 
order, he died at the age of 16. Sam’s whole world fell 
apart after the loss of that child. He quit and moved to 
Marbella in Spain. So I brought back a young woman 
who had been our assistant catering manager and made 
her the restaurant manager. 

 But you know, people always get my name 
mixed up even now. They used to think I was David 
Narsai and he was Samuel Narsai, and that we were 
brothers. We used to correct the people, until one day 

. . . From that moment . . . From that moment 
on, Sam andon, Sam and
I were brothers.I were brothers.
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 Somewhere along the way when I had the 
restaurant, a friend introduced me to the producer of a 
television show that was hosted by Bing Crosby’s wife, 
Catherine Crosby. It was a morning show on channel 5, 
the CBS station in San Francisco. I would go in once a 
week and do a cooking demonstration. After the third or 
fourth time that I did that, they said that I had to join the 
union. Well I joined the union and then they had to pay 
me.  They paid me $29 for each one of these 7-minute 
long live segments where I would prepare something. I 
can tell you that the phone number in the office would 
be ringing with people making reservations for dinner. I 
jokingly said, “I’d be happy to pay them $100 to be on 
the show.” In any case, it was wonderful publicity for 
the restaurant. 

 Later, I made some radio appearances that led 
to my going to KCBS radio on Saturdays. We started 
the KCBS Saturday Kitchen from 10am to 12 pm every 
Saturday. It was a call-in talk show. Sometimes I’d 
have a guest, sometimes I’d just start out with whatever 
was on my mind. Then I started doing a wine-tasting. 
I would announce a week in advance both a red wine 
and a white wine that would be available at a moderate 
cost that people could buy in advance. I would taste it 
on the air, on Saturday mornings, with them at home, 
and compare notes. It was a nice learning experience 
and good exposure. These experiences evolved into my 
becoming food and wine editor of KCBS radio, and 
here I am to this day, 37 years later, still food and wine 
editor. Now, I just do one small feature for them each 
week on Saturday on the radio on 106.9 FM/740 AM.

Part 2 of my interview with Narsai David will 
appear in the next issue of Nineveh Magazine

somebody came in and said, “Gee, I’m sorry we missed 
you the last time we were here, but your brother sure 
took good care of us.” From that moment on, Sam and I 
were brothers. 

 Once he was gone, there was no longer one of 
the Narsai brothers there. So, I would have my wife 
Venus, who we call Veni, and our son Daniel come to 
dinner at 6:30pm. The three of us would sit in the middle 
of the dining room so that everybody could see that I 
was there, and I could see everybody. I’d get up from 
the table 30 times during our dinner to greet somebody 
or say hello. After my family left to go home, I would 
make the rounds of the whole dining room again, then 
sneak out the back door. Well, finally I reached the point 
of feeling like, “This is no life. Either I give up the 
restaurant and have my life back, or I give up everything 
else I’m doing and go back to being the Maitre D’ six 
nights a week.” We had been open 7 days a week, but I 
figured that if I just closed one day it would work out.  
I agonized over this decision, but when push came to 
shove, the only right thing to do was to just close the 
restaurant, which I did in 1985.

 Also, we published a cookbook called “Monday 
Night at Narsai’s” because every Monday night we 
would serve a special dinner from a different country, in 
addition to the regular menu. It was always a complete 
five-course meal. There was a soup (clear broth or 
cream based) as well as an appetizer of your choice. 
The entree was always served with rice pilaf and a fresh 
vegetable. Nothing was ever frozen. We would vary 
the rice.  I would sometimes mix it with rye berries, 
whole wheat berries, or sour barberries. After the entree, 
we would serve hearts of romaine with a very simple 
salad dressing in which we used lemon juice instead of 
vinegar for the acidity because we sold a lot of wine. 
Over 95% of our tables had wine, and vinegar is a real 
enemy of wine, so if my patrons were just finishing their 
last little sip of wine, I didn’t want them to be bothered 
with vinegar. Finally, we made all of our own desserts. 
We baked all of our own breads also. We had a market 
next to the restaurant that I can unabashedly say sold the 
best croissants that you could find, in addition to breads 
and pastries. Oh, another little detail about our menu, 
the Assyrian rack of lamb was the single most popular 
item on the menu. It was my mother’s recipe, made 
with pomegranate juice, onions, and basil.  In fact, I 
always said that the square root of my mother’s cooking 
was tomatoes, onions, and basil. The lamb was cooked 
medium-rare and was just a really wonderful dish.

When Assyrians have a vision to promote education, 
create jobs, empower their people, and provide 
opportunities for growth and independence, 
Assyrians For Education (AFE) and the Assyrian 
Foundation of America listen, support, and act.  Ms. 
Lola Yonan Ionanova, President of AFE in Armenia, 
had a vision of establishing a sewing school in 
the village of Dvin, Armenia.  She wanted to 
empower our people, specifically our women, with a 
marketable skill that would help them gain financial 
independence and enable them to support their 
families.

With the help of the local priest, Qasha Nikademus 
Yukhanaev of the Church of the East, two rooms 
were provided to AFE for this purpose.  In early June 
of 2021, a team of young Assyrian men was hired by 
AFE to begin renovating the rooms, from flooring 
to painting, in addition to beautifying.  Ms. Lola 

When an Assyrian asks for Education 
and Empowerment, Assyrians For

Education and the Assyrian Foundation 
of America Listen, Collaborate, and Act!

Lola’s Assyrian
Sewing School

in Armenia

by Elizabeth Mickaily-Huber, Ph.D.

oversaw the entire project, including managing the 
construction activities, accomplishing the permitting 
process, purchasing necessary equipment, as well 
as purchasing furniture, products and supplies. All 
of these accomplishments culminated in the final 
celebration and opening ceremony.

Currently, the school has one teacher hired by AFE 
to teach our young girls and women how to create 
clothing not only for themselves, but also to be sold 
in the open market.  Additionally, they will focus on 
creating traditional Assyrian costumes and outfits 
to sell all over the world. The goal is to establish a 
sewing factory in the village as well as to create jobs 
for local Assyrians living in Dvin.

Helping underprivileged, yet innovative and 
motivated, Assyrians make their dreams come true is 
one of the many ways that the AFA helps Assyrians 
around the world thanks to your generous donations.
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Fred was born on March 6, 1929, in Chicago. His parents, Absalom Elia and Suria 
Moorad, were Assyrian Christian immigrants from northwestern Iran. His father 
was a tailor, and his mother was a homemaker. He was the third child in the 
family, following sister Elsie and brother Walter.

Fred lived in the context of a large Assyrian community centered on their 
church, the Carter Memorial Presbyterian Church. He enjoyed his many close 
cousins, aunts, uncles, and grandparents. He enjoyed all the many activities 
Chicago offered its youth: boys’ club, Cubs Park, Lincoln Park, ice skating, 
beaches, the Field Museum of Science.

Fred attended Senn High School in Chicago where he lettered in gymnastics. 
Fred graduated in 1946 from Hughson High School in Hughson, CA, where his 

In Memory of 
Frederick Shannon Elia Frederick Shannon Elia 

family and many cousins had moved the year before. In fact, they all lived on adjacent acreages. The name "Mesta 
Village” was commonly used to refer to their enclave. "Mesta” is the word for yogurt in Assyrian, with the letters 
denoting the surnames of the relatives: Moorad, Elia, Shaboz, Thomas, and Alexander.

Fred attended Modesto Junior College and San Francisco State, receiving his BA and a California State Credential 
in 1955 to teach mathematics and science. He taught at Lowell Junior High School, McClymonds High School, and 
Frick Junior High School in Oakland, and for 37 years at Oak Grove Intermediate School in Concord.

In 1951 Fred married June Isaacs. He was drafted into the Army in 1952 and taught electronics in the Infantry School 
at Fort Benning, GA. He left the Army in 1954 as a Sergeant.

Fred was an active member of the First Presbyterian Church, Berkeley. He and June were social chairs of the Voyager 
Group. He served four terms as an elder and was superintendent of the Sunday school. He was director of the 
junior high department of 90 students, and together with June prepared 6 teachers for their Sunday lessons. They 
also directed a Sunday afternoon group of 45 students and planned outings, parties and trips. Fred served on the 
Executive Committee with Dr. Robert Munger, Harold England, and Earl Palmer. He also served on the building 
committee, and together with June on the celebration of the new sanctuary.

Rebecca Lynn, Curtis Frederick, and Robert Dean were born from 1959-1964. Fred helped with the construction of a 
cabin at Donner Lake. This became a very special retreat; the family spent every summer there. The family grew to 
include Diane Argyropoulos (Curtis’s wife) and their children: Nathaniel, Nicole, and Rachel. Suzanne Jones (Rob’s 
wife) and their son Dean joined us. Fred has felt truly blessed by his dear family.

Fred loved telling jokes and laughed easily. He loved people and could engage in conversation with almost anyone. 
He was a fisherman, especially of trout. He enjoyed following baseball and football and loved violin concertos 
and crossword puzzles. He and June traveled across the world, returning to Paris frequently for a monthly stay. 

They attended Berkeley Repertory Theater, the San Francisco Opera, and the San 
Francisco Ballet. In earlier days Fred was the wedding soloist. His voice was a velvety 

baritone.

Fred Elia was a long-time member 
of the AFA and was the first cousin 
of another long time AFA member, 
the late Sargon Yelda.  
  

*The amounts listed are charitable donations only and exclude subscription fees and membership dues.

List of Assyrian Foundation of America Donors 
The below list includes donations received from 06/01/2021 through 08/31/2021 only! Any 

donations received after 05/31/2021 will be included in the next issue of the Nineveh Magazine.

Thank you for your generosity and support.

DONOR   AMOUNT

Correction from last issue:     
 Belles & Linda Yelda   $          20.00     
Belles & Linda Yelda   $        100.00    (In Memory of Edward Moushabad) 
Belles & Linda Yelda   $        100.00    (In Memory of Juliet Yonan) 
     

Archy Ray   $        100.00    (In Memory of Sargon Ray)  
Belles & Linda Yelda   $          40.00    (Nineveh Subscription Julia Hallisy)  
Ben & Janet Samuel   $        100.00     
David Farhad   $          60.00     
Emanuel & Ramona Goriel   $        100.00     
George Yana   $          40.00     
Helen & Henry David   $        100.00     
Henry & Sweetlana Hormozian   $          50.00     
Jack Chahabakhshi   $          80.00     Nineveh Subscription Sami Merza 
Janet Yonan   $        200.00     (In memory of Juliet Yonan)  
Leo Bahribek   $          75.00     
Linda Schwat   $     1,000.00     (In Memory of Dr. Howard Schwat) 
Margret Yousefi   $          50.00     
Mr. & Mrs. Moushipour   $          50.00     
Nana Tamrazi   $        500.00     
Nathan & Janet Michael   $        100.00     (In Memory of Sherin Michael) 
Ovrahim & Flora Oushana   $          40.00     
Pera Daniel   $        100.00     
Raman Adam   $          50.00     
Ramin Daniels   $          40.00     
Robert Isaac   $          50.00     
Sargoun & Emily issa   $        100.00     
Senharib & Jwan Ibrahim   $          50.00     
Solomon Solomon   $          50.00     
Victor Orshan   $        120.00     
William & Kathleen Suleiman   $        250.00     
Yehuda S. Littmann   $          40.00 
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ܐܪܗܢܳ ܘܐܚܳ ܘܼ ܪܐܟܳ ܟܪܳ ܘܐܢܚܫܳ ܐ܆ܝܠܳ ܡܘܼ ܫܕܐܬܘܼ ܕܪܡܰ ܐܒܳ ܟܬܳ ܕܟܕܒ

. ܐܢܪ̈ܕܘܼ ܥܢܝܼ ܪܬܝܳ ܘܐܢܫܳ ܪ̈ܘܼ ܦܢܝܼ ܡܣܒܳ ܘ. ܐܢܝܳ ܘܼ ܒܒܪܝܳ ܘܐܥܳ ܕܡܰ ܕܐܢܳ ܝܥܰ 

ܐܚܳ ܝܼ ܢܫܐܦܳ ... ܐܣܳ ܐܬܘܼ ܫܠܟܘܐܝܳ ܓܳ ܪܕܰ ܠܟܘܐܫܢܳ ܪܒܰ ܠܟܐܟܡܘ

ܪܬܰ ܟܰ ܬܡܶ ܘܗ܆ܪܘܕܰ ܘܗܓܪܕܰ ܒܪܬܰ ܝܰ ܬܡܶ ܘܗ܆ܡܝܳ ܩܒܰ ܘܗܡܩܐܰ ܒܠܐܝܼ ܗܒܘܰ 

.ܐܢܥܳ ܬܢܰ ܡܗܪܩܳ ܝܼ ܐܒܚܨܰ ܢܰ ܬܡܶ ܘܐܫܳ ܝܼ ܪܦܗܪܩܘܼ ܝܒ

ܐܛܳ ܡܥܳ ܘܐܚܳ ܘܼ ܪܐܝܳ ܫܩܳ ܘܐܪܳ ܩܳ ܐܝܠܳ ܥܘܼ ܫܕܐܬܘܼ ܕܪܡܰ ܐܒܳ ܟܬܳ ܕܟܠܐܐ

. ܐܢܪ̈ܕܘܼ ܥܢܝܼ ܪܨܒܳ ܘܐܢܫܳ ܪ̈ܘܼ ܦܢܝܼ ܫܓܫܳ ܘ. ܐܢܝܳ ܘܼ ܒܒܚܶ ܢܳ ܘܐܥܳ ܕܡܰ ܕܐܢܝܥܰ 

ܐܒܳ ܝܼ ܪܫܐܦܳ ... ܐܣܳ ܐܬܘܼ ܫܠܟܘܐܝܳ ܓܳ ܪܕܰ ܠܟܘܐܫܢܳ ܪܒܰ ܠܟܐܟܡܘ

ܥܙܰ ܥܕܰ ܙܡܶ ܘܗ܆ܪܘܕܰ ܘܗܓܪܕܰ ܒܐܬܚܬܰ ܬܡܶ ܘܗ܆ܡܝܳ ܩܒܰ ܘܗܡܩܐܰ ܒܐܪܝܼ ܓܙܘܰ 

.ܐܢܥܳ ܬܢܰ ܡܗܪܩܳ ܝܼ ܐܒܦܪܛܰ ܬܡܶ ܘܐܫܝܼ ܪܦܗܪܩܘܼ ܝܒ

.ܐܐܢܢܰܰ  ܪܪܳܳ  ܟܟܳܳ  ܕܕܐܐܥܥܳܳ  ܪܪܡܡܰܰ  ܕܕܐܐܫܫܳܳ  ܘܘܟܟܰܰ  ܝܝܡܡܰܰ  ܘܘ̈̈  ܝܝ2020ܢܢܣܣܝܝܢܢ29:ܐܐܬܬܩܩܝܝܼܼ  ܬܬܥܥܰܰ  ܐܐܬܬܢܢ̱̱  ܝܝܼܼ  ܕܕܡܡܢܢܝܝܕܕܪܪܡܡ

ܫܬܓܒܦܣܘܝ
ܐܝܝܪܘܼ ܣܐܢܫܳ ܠܕܐܬܘܼ ܝܪܳ ܦܣܶ ܘܐܬܘܼ ܕܪܡܰ ܕܐܪܕܘܼ ܚ

ܐܪܗܢܳ ܘܐܚܳ ܘܼ ܪܐܟܳ ܟܪܳ ܘܐܢܚܫܳ ܐ܆ܝܠܳ ܡܘܼ ܫܕܐܬܘܼ ܕܪܡܰ ܐܒܳ ܟܬܳ ܕܟܕܒ

. ܐܢܪ̈ܕܘܼ ܥܢܝܼ ܪܬܝܳ ܘܐܢܫܳ ܪ̈ܘܼ ܦܢܝܼ ܡܣܒܳ ܘ. ܐܢܝܳ ܘܼ ܒܒܪܝܳ ܘܐܥܳ ܕܡܰ ܕܐܢܳ ܝܥܰ 

ܐܚܳ ܝܼ ܢܫܐܦܳ ... ܐܣܳ ܐܬܘܼ ܫܠܟܘܐܝܳ ܓܳ ܪܕܰ ܠܟܘܐܫܢܳ ܪܒܰ ܠܟܐܟܡܘ

ܪܬܰ ܟܰ ܬܡܶ ܘܗ܆ܪܘܕܰ ܘܗܓܪܕܰ ܒܪܬܰ ܝܰ ܬܡܶ ܘܗ܆ܡܝܳ ܩܒܰ ܘܗܡܩܐܰ ܒܠܐܝܼ ܗܒܘܰ 

.ܐܢܥܳ ܬܢܰ ܡܗܪܩܳ ܝܼ ܐܒܚܨܰ ܢܰ ܬܡܶ ܘܐܫܳ ܝܼ ܪܦܗܪܩܘܼ ܝܒ

ܐܛܳ ܡܥܳ ܘܐܚܳ ܘܼ ܪܐܝܳ ܫܩܳ ܘܐܪܳ ܩܳ ܐܝܠܳ ܥܘܼ ܫܕܐܬܘܼ ܕܪܡܰ ܐܒܳ ܟܬܳ ܕܟܠܐܐ

. ܐܢܪ̈ܕܘܼ ܥܢܝܼ ܪܨܒܳ ܘܐܢܫܳ ܪ̈ܘܼ ܦܢܝܼ ܫܓܫܳ ܘ. ܐܢܝܳ ܘܼ ܒܒܚܶ ܢܳ ܘܐܥܳ ܕܡܰ ܕܐܢܝܥܰ 

ܐܒܳ ܝܼ ܪܫܐܦܳ ... ܐܣܳ ܐܬܘܼ ܫܠܟܘܐܝܳ ܓܳ ܪܕܰ ܠܟܘܐܫܢܳ ܪܒܰ ܠܟܐܟܡܘ

ܥܙܰ ܥܕܰ ܙܡܶ ܘܗ܆ܪܘܕܰ ܘܗܓܪܕܰ ܒܐܬܚܬܰ ܬܡܶ ܘܗ܆ܡܝܳ ܩܒܰ ܘܗܡܩܐܰ ܒܐܪܝܼ ܓܙܘܰ 

.ܐܢܥܳ ܬܢܰ ܡܗܪܩܳ ܝܼ ܐܒܦܪܛܰ ܬܡܶ ܘܐܫܝܼ ܪܦܗܪܩܘܼ ܝܒ

.ܐܐܢܢܰܰ  ܪܪܳܳ  ܟܟܳܳ  ܕܕܐܐܥܥܳܳ  ܪܪܡܡܰܰ  ܕܕܐܐܫܫܳܳ  ܘܘܟܟܰܰ  ܝܝܡܡܰܰ  ܘܘ̈̈  ܝܝ2020ܢܢܣܣܝܝܢܢ29:ܐܐܬܬܩܩܝܝܼܼ  ܬܬܥܥܰܰ  ܐܐܬܬܢܢ̱̱  ܝܝܼܼ  ܕܕܡܡܢܢܝܝܕܕܪܪܡܡ

ܫܬܓܒܦܣܘܝ
ܐܝܝܪܘܼ ܣܐܢܫܳ ܠܕܐܬܘܼ ܝܪܳ ܦܣܶ ܘܐܬܘܼ ܕܪܡܰ ܕܐܪܕܘܼ ܚ

  ܡܡܘܘܼܼ  ܫܫ
  ܥܥܘܘܼܼ  ܫܫܘܘܐܐܝܝܳܳ  ܠܠܳܳ

ܐܐܝܝܳܳ  ܠܠܳܳ

ܐܪܳ ܡܘܼ ܓܠܟܳ ܘܼ ܣܒܐܝܳ ܠܳ ܡܘܼ ܫܘܝܼ ܠܡܫܰ ܘܝܼ ܠܡܐܰ ܘܝܼ ܠܡܰ ܗܿ ܢܡܘ: ܠܳܐ ܡ

. ܬܝܐܝܠܡܰ ܡܕܡܕܐܝܪܘܼ ܥܣܘܰ . ܡܕܡܒܡܕܡܕܐܬܘܢܡܝܼ ܣܬܬܡܘ. ܡܕܡܕ

ܐܬܘܢܡܳ ܝܼ ܪܬܬܡܠܟܳ ܘܼ ܣܒܐܝܳ ܠܳ ܥܘܼ ܫܘܝܼ ܠܥܫܰ ܘܝܠܥܐܰ ܘܝܼ ܠܥܰ ܗܿ ܢܡܘ: ܠܳܐ ܥ

ܫܢܐ̱ ܠܥܫܢܐ̱ ܕܬܘܢܡܝܼ ܪܬܬܡܘ. ܐܬܘܼ ܢܢܳ ܟܪܰ ܬܡܶ ܕܐܟܦܗܶ ܒ

.ܐܬܘܼ ܝܠܳ ܥܶ ܕܐܝܥܳ ܒܘܰ ܐܬܘܢܒܳ ܪܘܪܰ ܬܡܘ

ܬܝܠ»ܥܥ: ܐܐܥܥܶܶ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܘ»ܡܡ: ܡܡܝܝܼܼ  ܡܡܺܺ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܬܐܢܡܼ ܪܛܣ

.ܐܝܳ ܠܳ ܥܘܼ ܫܕܘܗܿ ܘܐܝܳ ܠܳ ܡܘܼ ܫܕܐܢܳ ܟܛܶ ܬܢܝܒܰ ܐܢܫܳ ܪܘܼ ܦ

ܕܟܐܝܳ ܠܡܳ ܘܐܪܳ ܡܓܳ ܘܐܪܥܣܳ ܬܝܐܢܢܳ ܟܪܰ ܬܡ»ܡܡ: ܡܡܝܝܼܼ  ܡܡܺܺ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܳ 

ܐܝܳ ܠܥܳ ܬܝܐܢܒܳ ܪܘܪܰ ܬܡ»ܥܥ: ܐܐܥܥܶܶ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܘ. ܐܚܨܢܰ ܡܘܰ ܐܝܳ ܠܥܰ ܡ

.ܐܝܳ ܬܚܬܰ ܡܘܰ ܐܢܳ ܟܪܰ ܡܕܟܐܪܳ ܣܒܳ ܘܐܝܳ ܕܢܳ ܘ

ܬܡܐܟ»ܡܡ: ܡܡܝܝܼܼ  ܡܡܺܺ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܳ ܕܠܐܝܚܰ ܕܒܶ ܘܡܰ ܕܐܢܝܐܘܗܿ ܐܫܢܪܒܰ ܘ

ܬܝܟܘܐ»ܥܥ: ܐܐܥܥܶܶ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܕܐܢܳ ܛܳ ܠܘܼ ܫܬܝܚܬܠܐܥܳ ܐܝܠܳ ܡܘܼ ܫܕ

.ܐܝܠܳ ܥܘܼ ܫܕ

ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܳ ܕܠܐܝܚܰ ܕܒܶ ܘܐܰ ܕܐܢܒܙܢܡܼ ܐܗܿ ܐܝܢܳ ܬܳ ܡܕܐܐܣܳ ܢܓܶ ܘܼ ܗܘ

ܐܦܪ̈ܘܼ ܓܕܐܢܝܳ ܘܼ ܒܬܘܼ ܠܛܥܰ ܒܠܝܼ ܠܥܰ ܐ܆ܝܳ ܠܳ ܡܘܼ ܫܕܬܝܟܘܐ»ܡܡ: ܡܡܝܝܼܼ  ܡܡܺܺ  ܕܕ«

.ܐܝܠܳ ܥܘܼ ܫܠܐܛܳ ܠܡܳ ܘܐܝܳ ܢܒܳ ܕܝܗܿ »ܥܥ: ܐܐܥܥܶܶ  «ܬܘܼ ܬܐܳ ܕܐܦܪ̈ܘܼ ܛܘ

ܦܘܿ ܕܪܢܶ ܘ. ܐܝܳ ܠܳ ܡܘܼ ܫܕ»ܡܡ: ܡܡܝܝܼܼ  ܡܡܺܺ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܳ ܩܘܿ ܒܚܢܶ ܕܩܕܙܠܝܟܡ

. ܐܝܳ ܠܳ ܥܘܼ ܫܕ»ܥܥ: ܐܐܥܥܶܶ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܳ 

  ܡܡܘܘܼܼ  ܫܫ
  ܥܥܘܘܼܼ  ܫܫܘܘܐܐܝܝܳܳ  ܠܠܳܳ

ܐܐܝܝܳܳ  ܠܠܳܳ

ܐܪܳ ܡܘܼ ܓܠܟܳ ܘܼ ܣܒܐܝܳ ܠܳ ܡܘܼ ܫܘܝܼ ܠܡܫܰ ܘܝܼ ܠܡܐܰ ܘܝܼ ܠܡܰ ܗܿ ܢܡܘ: ܠܳܐ ܡ

. ܬܝܐܝܠܡܰ ܡܕܡܕܐܝܪܘܼ ܥܣܘܰ . ܡܕܡܒܡܕܡܕܐܬܘܢܡܝܼ ܣܬܬܡܘ. ܡܕܡܕ

ܐܬܘܢܡܳ ܝܼ ܪܬܬܡܠܟܳ ܘܼ ܣܒܐܝܳ ܠܳ ܥܘܼ ܫܘܝܼ ܠܥܫܰ ܘܝܠܥܐܰ ܘܝܼ ܠܥܰ ܗܿ ܢܡܘ: ܠܳܐ ܥ

ܫܢܐ̱ ܠܥܫܢܐ̱ ܕܬܘܢܡܝܼ ܪܬܬܡܘ. ܐܬܘܼ ܢܢܳ ܟܪܰ ܬܡܶ ܕܐܟܦܗܶ ܒ

.ܐܬܘܼ ܝܠܳ ܥܶ ܕܐܝܥܳ ܒܘܰ ܐܬܘܢܒܳ ܪܘܪܰ ܬܡܘ

ܬܝܠ»ܥܥ: ܐܐܥܥܶܶ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܘ»ܡܡ: ܡܡܝܝܼܼ  ܡܡܺܺ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܬܐܢܡܼ ܪܛܣ

.ܐܝܳ ܠܳ ܥܘܼ ܫܕܘܗܿ ܘܐܝܳ ܠܳ ܡܘܼ ܫܕܐܢܳ ܟܛܶ ܬܢܝܒܰ ܐܢܫܳ ܪܘܼ ܦ

ܕܟܐܝܳ ܠܡܳ ܘܐܪܳ ܡܓܳ ܘܐܪܥܣܳ ܬܝܐܢܢܳ ܟܪܰ ܬܡ»ܡܡ: ܡܡܝܝܼܼ  ܡܡܺܺ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܳ 

ܐܝܳ ܠܥܳ ܬܝܐܢܒܳ ܪܘܪܰ ܬܡ»ܥܥ: ܐܐܥܥܶܶ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܘ. ܐܚܨܢܰ ܡܘܰ ܐܝܳ ܠܥܰ ܡ

.ܐܝܳ ܬܚܬܰ ܡܘܰ ܐܢܳ ܟܪܰ ܡܕܟܐܪܳ ܣܒܳ ܘܐܝܳ ܕܢܳ ܘ

ܬܡܐܟ»ܡܡ: ܡܡܝܝܼܼ  ܡܡܺܺ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܳ ܕܠܐܝܚܰ ܕܒܶ ܘܡܰ ܕܐܢܝܐܘܗܿ ܐܫܢܪܒܰ ܘ

ܬܝܟܘܐ»ܥܥ: ܐܐܥܥܶܶ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܕܐܢܳ ܛܳ ܠܘܼ ܫܬܝܚܬܠܐܥܳ ܐܝܠܳ ܡܘܼ ܫܕ

.ܐܝܠܳ ܥܘܼ ܫܕ

ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܳ ܕܠܐܝܚܰ ܕܒܶ ܘܐܰ ܕܐܢܒܙܢܡܼ ܐܗܿ ܐܝܢܳ ܬܳ ܡܕܐܐܣܳ ܢܓܶ ܘܼ ܗܘ

ܐܦܪ̈ܘܼ ܓܕܐܢܝܳ ܘܼ ܒܬܘܼ ܠܛܥܰ ܒܠܝܼ ܠܥܰ ܐ܆ܝܳ ܠܳ ܡܘܼ ܫܕܬܝܟܘܐ»ܡܡ: ܡܡܝܝܼܼ  ܡܡܺܺ  ܕܕ«

.ܐܝܠܳ ܥܘܼ ܫܠܐܛܳ ܠܡܳ ܘܐܝܳ ܢܒܳ ܕܝܗܿ »ܥܥ: ܐܐܥܥܶܶ  «ܬܘܼ ܬܐܳ ܕܐܦܪ̈ܘܼ ܛܘ

ܦܘܿ ܕܪܢܶ ܘ. ܐܝܳ ܠܳ ܡܘܼ ܫܕ»ܡܡ: ܡܡܝܝܼܼ  ܡܡܺܺ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܳ ܩܘܿ ܒܚܢܶ ܕܩܕܙܠܝܟܡ

. ܐܝܳ ܠܳ ܥܘܼ ܫܕ»ܥܥ: ܐܐܥܥܶܶ  ܕܕ«ܐܬܘܼ ܬܐܳ 

WASHINGTON, D.C.—The U.S. House of Representatives passed the Sherman Amendment #28 to H.R. 
4350, the National Defense Authorization Act (NDAA) for Fiscal Year 2022, expressing the sense of 
Congress that the U.S. should work with the Government of Iraq to achieve the voluntary and safe return 
of ethno-religious minorities, such as Assyrians and Yazidis, to the Nineveh Plains region of Iraq. It also 
requires the Secretary of State to provide a strategy on measures to support a political and security 
climate that allows ethno-religious minorities in the Nineveh Plain to administer and secure their own 
areas in cooperation with federal authorities. The API strongly advocated for and welcomed the passage 
of the amendment.

The API-backed amendment was sponsored by Congressman Brad Sherman (CA-30). Earlier this week, 
it was ruled in order by the House Rules Committee which is chaired by Congressman Jim McGovern 
(MA-02). It was adopted en bloc as part of the overall NDAA.

"This critical amendment put forward by Congressman Sherman will help pave the way for new and 
informed policies that establish the conditions for the security and real equality for Assyrians and other 
vulnerable communities in Iraq," said Jon Koriel, API Chairman. "We thank Congressman Sherman 
for his persistent efforts to enable and sustain the safe return of Assyrians to their homes in the Nineveh 
Plain—and more broadly—for his outstanding leadership on issues of importance to the Assyrian 
American community."

U.S. House Adopts API-backed Sherman Amendment #28
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ܝܡܵܢܘܼܬܵܐ  ܗܼܲ
ܕ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ ܒܹܝܬ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ ܬ ܕܡܸ ܐܵܫܘܼܪ )  ܒܝܼܲ  (ܕܩܸܠܼܲ
 

ܗܕܘܼܬܵܐ ܝܡܵܢܘܼܬܵܐ ܟܐܹ ܒܵܪܝܵܐ ܠܣܼܲ  ܗܼܲ
ܝܡܵܢܘܼ  ܪܪܸܵܐ ܠܗܼܲ ܗܕܘܼܬܵܐ ܟܐܹ ܡܫܼܲ  .ܬܵܐܣܼܲ

 
ܕ݇ ܟܘܼܬܵܫܵܐ ܝܠܵܗ   ܟܬܵܐ ܕܓܵܘ ܚܼܲ ܪܼܲ ܝܡܵܢܘܼܬܵܐ ܫܼܲ  ܗܼܲ
ܘ ܟܘܼܬܵܫܵܐ ܝܠܵܗ   ܡܬܵܐ ܓܵܘ ܗ  ܗܕܘܼܬܵܐ ܩܪܼܲ  .ܣܼܲ

 
ܕ݇ܒܚܵܐ ܕܚܘܼܪܵܪܵܐ ܕܝܵܐ ܠܹܗ ܐ݇ܢܵܫܵܐ ܠܡܼܲ ܝܡܵܢܘܼܬܵܐ ܟܐܹ ܡܗܼܲ  ܗܼܲ
ܐ ܕܐܝܼܩܵܪܵܐ ܪܓ ܵ ܪܡܵܐ ܠܹܗ ܐ݇ܢܵܫܵܐ ܠܕܼܲ ܗܕܘܼܬܵܐ ܟܐܹ ܡܼܲ  .ܣܼܲ

 
ܝܼܠܵܐ ܝܡܵܢܘܼܬܵܐ ܝܼܠܵܗ  ܫܒ   ܗܼܲ
ܗܕܘܼܬܵܐ ܝܼܠܵܗ  ܟܠܝܼܠܵ   .ܐܣܼܲ

 
ܚܠܹܗ ܥܼܲ ܡܩܘܼ ܛܼܲ ܢ ܥܼܲ ܝܢܼܵܲ  ܟܠ ܥܕܵܢܵܐ ܕܨܸܒ 

ܚ ܒ ܢ ܝܼܘܼܲ ܚܠܹܗܩܸ ܝܼܩܘܼܬܵܐ، ܥܐܸ ܢ ܒܫܵܪܼܲ  .ܬܪܼܲ
 

ܡܥܝܼܚܵܠܹܗ ܲ
ܐ ܓ ܼ

ܡ ܐܘܼܕܵܠܹܹ̈ ܢ ܥܼܲ ܝܠܼܲ ܢ ܟܠ ܚܼܲ  ܐܸ
ܚܠܹܗ ܪܡܼܲ ܢ ܒܸܕ ܡܼܲ ܢ ܛܘܼܪܵܐ ܗܵܘܐܹ ܠܐܘܼܪܚܼܲ  .ܐܘܼܦ ܐܸ

 
ܚܠܹܗ ܕܥܼܲ ܢ ܟܠܵܢܵܝܐܵ ܝܼܲ ܘ ܢܝܼܫܼܲ  ܟܠ ܚܕܵܐ ܥܕܵܢܵܐ ܕܗ 

ܐ ܒܕܘܼܢܝܐܹ  ܚ ܒܙܝܼܩܹܹ̈ ܢ ܗܵܘܼܲ ܫ݇ܟܐܘܼܦ ܐܸ ܢ ܒܸܕ ܡܼܲ ܝܼܠܼܲ ܚܠܹܗܫܒ   .ܚܼܲ
 

ܩܟܠ ܥܕܵܢܵ  ܐ ܡܼܲ ܢ ܒܹܝܠ ܐܘܼܕܵܠܹܹ̈  ܚܠܹܗܝܼ ܘܐ ܕܚܘܼܝܵܕܼܲ
ܲܚܠܹܗ ܡܛܝܼܼ

ܠ ܫܪܵܪܘܼܗܝ ܒܸܕ ܡܼܲ ܢ ܥܼܲ  .ܚܘܼܠܡܵܐ ܕܐܘܼܡܬܼܲ
 

ܚܠܹܗ ܛܪܼܲ ܘ ܐ݇ܚܪܹ݇ܢܵܐ ܢܼܲ ܕ݇ ܘܗ   ܟܠ ܥܕܵܢܵܐ ܕܐܝܼܩܵܪܵܐ ܕܚܼܲ
ܚܠܹܗ ܪܡܼܲ ܐ ܕܐ݇ܢܵܫܘܼܬܵܐ ܒܸܕ ܡܼܲ ܪܓ ܵ ܢ ܠܕܼܲ  .ܐܝܼܩܵܪܵܐ ܕܓܵܢܼܲ

 
ܦ   ܐ ܘܒܢܼܲ ܢ ܐ݇ܢܵܫܹܹ̈ ܝܐܹ، ܒܸܕ ܛܵܠܸܩܟܠ ܦܵܪܫܸ ܡ   .ܫܘܼܗܝ ܚܼܲ

ܪܵܝܘܼܬܵܐ  ܢ ܐܘܼܡܬܘܼܗܝ، ܓܵܘ ܝܵܡܵܐ ܕܢܘܼܟ   .ܒܸܕ ܚܵܪܩܸܟܠ ܕܦܵܪܫܸ ܡ 
 

ܐ ܝܼܠܵܗ  ܐܘܼܡܬܵܢܵܝܘܼܬܵܐ ܕܝܼܫܹܹ̈ ܐ ܩܼܲ ܝܡܵܢܘܵܬܹܹ̈ ܢ ܗܼܲ   ܚܕܵܐ ܡ 
ܝܹ̈ܐܹ ܕ  .ܝܘܼܬܵܐܡܬܘܼܡܵ ܐܵܢܝܼ ܕܝܼܢܵܐ ܓܵܘ ܐܵܗܵܐ ܐܘܼܪܚܵܐ؛ ܐܝܼܬܠܗܘܲܢ ܚܼܲ

 

ܐܐܫܫܢܢܳܳ  ܪܪܒܒܰܰ  ܕܕܐܐܝܝܳܳ  ܫܫܰܰ  

ܐܒܘܼ ܚܕܠܐܟܳ ܘ̈ ܣܒܢܝܼ ܠܝܼ ܬܺ ܡܕܰ ܐܙܡܪ̈ܢܝܼ ܣܠܩܰ ܡܘܰ ܢܝܼ ܚܒܫܰ ܡ

ܐܬܫܘܼ ܩܕܐܢܘܼ ܒܗܪܰ ܒܢܝܪܝܪܺ ܨܕܰ ܠܐܟܳ ̈ܘܼ ܣܕܢܘܗܒܪܘ. ܐܒܝܪܩܰ ܕ

ܢܫܪܘܼ ܦܕܥܠܒܐܫܢܪܒܕܐܝܫܰ ܕܗܿ ܝܬܝܐܐܬܘܢܪܳ ܩܝܰ ܡܐ܆ܝܗܠܐ

ܐܝܢܳ̈ ܚܘܰ ܐܬܝܕܘܬܘܐܢܝܥܪܘܐܪܬܐܘܐܬܝܼ ܢܦܘܐܬܟܘܼ ܕ

.ܐܝܩܳ ܝܛ̈ܝܼ ܠܘܦ

ܗܬܝ̈ ܠܝܼ ܕܢܝܗܠܟܒܘܗ̱ ܪܩܰ ܝܰ ܡܐܒܗܕܘܼ ܗܐ܆ܥܝܼ ܕܝܼ ܕܟܝܐ

ܚܒܰ ܫܰ ܡܪܝܬܝܐܢܝܼ ܢܣܐܒܗܕܠܐܐ. ܐܬܫܳ ܝܼ ܪ̈ܦܗܬܚܳ ܫ̈ ܘܡܘ

.ܝܗܘܢܒ̈ ܚܡܰ ܘܝܗܘܝܢ̈ ܩܰ ܬܘܠܝܠܰ ܥܰ ܡܘܰ ܪܩܰ ܝܰ ܡܘܰ 

ܐܪ̈ܝܳ ܕܡܶ ܘܐܢܩܳ ܣ̈ ܡܰ ܒܠܐܥܰ ܬܡܶ ܘܪܩܰ ܝܰ ܬܡܶ ܐܫܢܪܒܦܐܬܘܟܗܝܼ ܗ

ܗܓܪܕܰ ܘܗܬܫܡܶ ܫܬܶ ܒܒܗܝܳ ܘܓܠܦܳ ܕܐܪܩܝܐܕܐܡܳ ܚܦܶ ܒܐܝܚ̈ ܕ

ܐܡܳ ܕܳ ܘܼ ܩܠܛܡܬܝܐܢܒܳ ܘܼ ܚܒܪܩܰ ܡܕܰ ܐܡܘܗܰ ܒܘܰ . ܐܝܫܳ ܢܳ ܐ̱ ܐܝܳ ܫܰ ܠ

.ܚܝܼ ܟܺ ܫܕܰ ܐܟܝܐܠܟܐܝܫܳ ܢܳ ܐ̱ ܐܛܫܳ ܘܘܼ ܫܘܐܝܢܳ ܬܳ ܝܳ 
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 ܓܕܸܫܵܐ ܕܡܵܘܬܵܐ

ܕ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ ܒܹܝܬ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ  ܲ ܪ )  ܒܝ  ܬ ܕܡܸ ܐܵܫܘ   (ܕܩܸܠ ܲ
 

ܢ ܦܪܵܫܵܐ ܝܠܹܗ ܲ ܢ ܡܸܢ  ܬ ܲ ܡܢܵܐ ܕܫܵܘܬܵܦܘ  ܕܵܡܵܐ ܡܗܘ  ܕ݇ ܗ ܲ ܲ  ܟܠ ܥܕܵܢܵܐ ܕܚ 
ܗܝ ܦܝܫܵܵܐ ܝܠܹܗ ܫܘ  ܲ ܢ ܒܚ  ܐ، ܘܠܸܒ ܲ

ܹܹ̈ ܪ ܦܝ  ܗܝ ܫ ܲ ܪ̈ܘ  ܵ ܪܵܐ ܝܠܹܗ ܠܕܟ  ܢ ܒܸܥܒ ܵ ܲ ܚ   .ܡܘ 
 

ܢܵܝܬܵܐ   ܒܹܗ݇ܘܵܝܵܐ ܝܠܵܗ  ܟܠ ܥܕܵܢܵܐ ܕܐܵܗܵܐ ܦܪܵܫܬܵܐ ܐܵܒܵܕܝ 
ܐ ܒܸܓܠܵܝܐܵ ܝܠܵܗ   ܹܹ̈ ܗܝ ܛܵܒ  ܘܵܬܘ  ܕܘ  ܘ  ܠ ܥܵܒ  ܲ ܐ ܡܥ 

ܹܹ̈ ܢ ܣܸܬܪ ܪܬ ܲ ܵ  .ܕܟ 
  

ܢ ܠܵܐ ܡܸܛܝܐܵ، ܲ ܡܬ  ܠ ܢܫ ܲ ܲ ܝ ܗܫܸ ܥ  ܝܗܹ̈ ܲ ܢ ܥܛܸܪܵܐ ܕܦܸـܩܚ  ܲ ܠܦܵܢܹ̈  ܲ  ܡ 
ܕ݇ ܡܐܵܢܝ  ܩܸܛ ܲ ܢܬܵܐ، ܠܦـܩܸܚܵܐ ܕܚ  ܪܵܐ ܠܓ ܲ ܝ  ܢܵܐ ܡܵܘܬܵܐ ܥܒ   .ܐܥܵ ܝ  ܐܝ 

 
ܕܠܵܐ ܝܢܵܐ ܢ ܗܫܸ ܓܵܘ ܒ ܲ ܲ ܕ  ܠܡܝ 

ܢ، ܬ ܲ ܬ ܲ ܫܬܵܐ ܓܵܘ ܪܵܗܛܵܐ ܕܣܸܦܪܵܝܘ  ܲ  .ܕܪܥ 
ܬ ܬܫܸܡܸܫܬܵܐ ܠܦܵܢܵܐ ܐܝ  ܲ ܕ݇ ܡ  ܲ  .ܡܸܢܫܸܠܬܵܢܐܹ ܒܸܫܡܵܥܵܐ ܝܢܵܐ، ܩܵܐ ܚ 

 
، ܢ ܒܸܒܨܵܪܵܐ ܝܠܵܗ  ܢ ܒܹܝܠ ܲ ܪܚܵܐ ܕܡܵܘܬܵܐ ܡ  ܡܵܐ؛ ܠܐܘ  ܟܝ  ܲ ܕ݇ ܚ  ܲ ܬܵܐ ܕܚ  ܬܘ   ܟܠ ܥܕܵܢܵܐ ܕܐܝ 
ܪܵܐ ܒܸܚـܣܵـܪܵܐ ܝܠܵܗ   ܬܪܵܐ ܓܘ  ܢ، ܥܘ  ܲ ܬ  ܫܥܝ  ܐ؛ ܘܬ ܲ ܠܦܵܢܵܐ ܩܸܢܝܐܵ ܕܫܸܢܹܹ̈ ܢ؛ ܝܘ  ܬ ܲ ܪܕܘ  ܲ  .ܡ 

 
ܢ ܒܸܗܘܵܝܵܐ ܝܠܹܗ،ܓܕܸܫܵܐ ܕܡܵܘܬܵܐ  ܲ ܡܬ  ܣܪܵܢܵܐ ܠܐܘ  ܠܦܵܢܵܐ، ܚܘ  ܲ ܕ݇ ܡ  ܲ  ܕܚ 

ܠ ܒܹ  ܗܝ ܪܵܡܵܐ ܒܸܓܢܵܝܐܵ ܝܠܹܗܥܣܒ ܵ ܗ ܲ ܠܸܦ، ܫܸܡܫܘ  ܲ ܗܝ ܒܵܥܐܹ ܡ   .ܬܘ 
 

ܐ ܵ ܐܟ  ܠ ܲ ܲ ܚܵܐ ܕܡ  ܬ ܚܕܵܐ ܪܘ  ܡܵܐ، ܐܝ  ܟܝ  ܲ ܪܵܐ ܕܟܠ ܚ  ܘ  ܝܐܵ ܕܒܹܝܬـ ܩܒ  ܲ  ܓܵܘ ܫܡ 
ܬܵܐ ܟܗܵܘܝܵܐ ܦܪܵܚܵܐ ܪܙܵܢܘܲܗ  ܒܚܵܕܘ  ܲ ܕ݇ ܢܵܛܘܲܪܵܐ ܠܡ  ܲ ܬܵܐ ܕܚ   .ܒܘܵܠܝ 

ܚܠܗܘܲܢܕܢܵܛܪܐ ܠܹܗ ܓܵܘ  ܗܝ ܢܝ  ܪ̈ܡܹܐ ܕܓܵܘܘ  ܬܵܐ ܒܹܝܬ ـ ܢܝܚܵܵܐ ܕܐܵܢ ܓ ܲ  ܫܸܠܝܘ 
ܝ ܠ ܝܗܹ̈ ܬ ܲ ܕܘ  ܘ  ܢܵܐ ܕܥܵܒ  ܒ  ܲ ܠܦܵܢܵܐ ܟܟ  ܓܵܘ ܙ  ܫܬܵܐ ܕܝܘ  ܪܚܵܐ ܕܟܦ ܲ ܚܠܗܘܲܢܐܘ   .ܝ 

 
 

 

 

ܫܥܝܼܬܵܐ  ܓܓܸܼܠܵܐ ܕܬܼܲ
ܬ ܕܡܸ ܐܵܫܘܼܪ )  ܒܝܼܲܕ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ ܒܹܝܬ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ  (ܕܩܸܠܼܲ
 

 
 
 
 

ܝܘܲܗ̇ ܗ݇ܘܝܼܬܵܐ ܝܠܵܗ̇ ܚـܢܝܼܬܵܐ ܕ݇ܡ ܐ݇ܬܵܝܬܵܐ ܕܡܫܝܼܚܵܐ، ܒܚܼܲ  .ܐܵܬܘܲܪ ܡܩܼܲ
ܐ، ܫܸܡܫܘܲ  ܒ̣ܢܵܐ ܕܫܘܼܠܛܵܢܘܲܗ̇ ܒܪܝܼܟ̣ܵ  .ܐ ܝܗܘܵܐ ܓܢܝܼܬܵـܐܘܼ ܠܹ ܗ̇ ܟ  ܙܼܲ

ܓ̣ܪܘܲ  ܢ ܒܩܵܐܡܸ ܦܼܲ  . ܝܼܚܵܐ، ܟܡܵܝܘܼܬܘܲܗ̇ ܒܪ̈ܕܘܼܦܝܐܹ ܦـܢܝܼܬܵܐܗ̇ ܟܟ  ܐܸ
ܡܘܲܗ̇ ܕܡܝܼ   .ܐ، ܕܠܵܐ ܫܵܒ̣ـܸܩ ܦܵܝܫܵܐ ܣـܢܝܼܬܵܐܟܼܵ ܒܪܵܥܫܸ ܗ̇ܘ ܥܼܲ

ܥܬ  ܕ ܒܸܬ ܙܵܪܩܵܐ ܫܸܡܫܘܲܗ̇ ܚܕܵܐ ܓܵܗܵܐ ܐ݇ܚܪܹ݇ܬܵܐܝܼ ܒܕܼܲ
ܹܹ̈ܐ ܒܸܬ ܗܵܘܝܵܐ ܚܕܝܼܬܵܐ  ܡܹܢ݇ܕܪܫܸ݇ ܩܵܐ ܪܵܒܵܐ ܕܵܪ

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Collossal Statue 
of a Winged Lion

Courtesy of the British Museum
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ܕܬܵܐ  ܒܪܝܼܬܵܐ ܚܼܲ
ܕ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ ܒܹܝܬ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ  ܒܝܼܲ

 
ܝܟܵܐ ܦܝܼܫܬܵܐ݇ ܝ݇ܘ݇  ܡܘܼܙ ܐܹܐܼܲ  ܬܝ ܝܵܐ ܡܢܵܚܡܵܢܬܵܐ ܕܬܼܲ

ܐ ܓܵܘ ܫܝܘܼܠ ܟܠ ܝܵܘ ܵ ܟ  ܠܘܼܙܐܹܠܐܼܲ ܝܝܸܼ ܙܼܲ  ܡ ܡܚܼܲ
 

ܐܹܝܼ ܐܵܗ݇ܐ݇ ܢܝܼܣܵـܢܝܼ ܝ݇ܪܸ  ܠܹܗ ܒܝܼܲܪ̈ܚܐܹ ܣܸܬܘܵܢ   ܟ 
ܝܠܵܢ ܐ ܐ ܚܼܲ  ܹ ܠܓ ܝ ܦܸܩܚܝܼ ܛܡܝܼܪ̈ܗܘܲܢ ܒܬܼܲ ܝܗ   ܟܠܼܲ

 
ܬ݇ܝ ܡܹܥܢܗܹ ܡܼܲ ܐ ܕܫܼܲ ܕܵܐ ܕܐܵܢ ܢܝܼܣܵـܢܹ   ܠܹܗ ܫܸܓ 

ܪ̈ܓܵܢܐܹ ܚܵܙܢܸܗܹ  ܕܡܹܢ݇ܕܪܫܸ݇ ܫܘܼܦܪܵܐ ܕܐܵܢ ܡܼܲ
 

ܹ ܐ ܚܘܼܒܵܐ ܟܢܵܦܸܠ ܒܠܸܫܵܢܵܐ   ܓܵܘ ܢܝܼܣܵܢ
ܐ݇ ܓܵܢܵܐ ܝܐܵ ܐܵܗܵ݇ ܡܙܡܸ ܡܚܘܼܒܵܐ ܕܡܸܢ݇ܕܪܫܹ݇ ܚܼܲ  ܗܼܲ

  
ܐ ܟܦܵܩܚܝܼ  ܐ ܦܸ ܓܵܘ ܢܝܼܣܵـܢܹ  ܢܵܬܹ  ܐ ܕܓܼܲ  ܩܚܹ 

ܝܗܝ ܟܒܵܪܐܹ ܚܘܼܒܵܐ ܒܹܝܠ ܬܪܝܹ ܓܵܢܵܬܹ ܐ  ܡܥܛܸܪܼܲ
 

ܫܡܝܵ  ܡܪܵܢܬܵܐ ܡܼܲ ܟܼܝܥܐ ܙܼܲ ܢܬܝܼ ؛ ܝܼ ܩܵܠܼܲ  ܓܵܘ ܓܼܲ
ܢܬܝܼ  ܝ ܒܸܪ̈ܛܐܹ ܕܦܸܩܚܝܼ ܒܸܕ ܡܼܲ  ܒܸܫܡܵܥܬܵܐ ܕܩܵܠܵܟ 

  
ܢ  ܟܼܝ ܐܵܢ݉ܬ ܐܸ  ܠܹܗܐ ܝܩܵ ܚܘܼܒܵܐ ܣܦܝܼ ܥܘܼܒܝܼ ܡ  ܪܓܼܝܼܫܠܼܲ

ܕ ܕܥܝܼ  ܢ ܠܸܒܝܼ ܟܼܲ ܝܘܼܬܵܐ ܡ   ܠܹܗܫܬܝܼܩܵܐ ܝܚܼܲ
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ܐ ܒܼܢܐ ܐ ܕܙܼܲ ܪܝܘܼܬܐ ܥܢܝܼܬܵܐ ܠܣܼܲ  ܡܼܲ
ܡܘܼ  ܐܝܠ ܡܼܲ ܕ܆ ܡܝܼܟܼܐ  ܒܝܼܲ

ܟܗܘܲܠܡ، ܣܘܝܼܕܸܢ   ܣܬܼܲ
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ܐ  ܗ݇ܒ̣ܵ ܲ ܐܚܕܵܐ ܒܝ  ܕ݇ܬܸܹ̈ ܲ ܪ̈ܥܐܹ ܚ  ܲ ܪܬܵܐ ܩܵܐ ܙ   ܨܘ 
 
1 

ܡܘܲܢ  ܢܚܙܝ  ܪܵܐܟܵ  ܠـܣܵܒ̣ܵ ـܝܗܝ ܚܘܝ   ܘܣ ܲ
ܪܵܐܝܗ̇ܘ ܢܣܸܝܢܵ ܲ  ܬܝ  ܲ  ܗܝ ܟܡܵܐ ܥ 

ܪܵܐ ܪܝ  ܒ ـ ܫ ܲ
ܲ
ܢ ܪ  ܲ ܝܗܝ ܩܵܬ   ܡܸܠܟ ܲ
 

ܐ  ܚܡܹܹ̈ ܲ ܢ ܟܡܵܐ ܝ݇ܢܵܐ ܙ 
ܲ
ܒ̣ܪ  ܡܘܲܢ  ܠܓ ܲ  ܚܙܝ 

ܚܡܹܐ ܲ ܪ̈ܝܐܹ ܡܸܠܝܐܵ  ܡܪ̈  ܲ  ܠܸܒܵܝܗܝ ܕܐ 
ܐ ܚܡܹܹ̈ ܠܛܝ  ܠ ܲ ܐ ܟܦ ܲ  ܡ̣ܢ ܬܚܘܲܬ ܟܐܹܦܹܹ̈

 
ܢ ܟܡܵܐ ܫܸܛܪܵ̈ܢܐܹ ܲ ܠܝ  ܢ ܠܛ ܲ ܡܘ   ܚܙܝ 
ܒ ܪܵ̈ܝܚܵܢܐܹ ܲ

 ܡܸܠܝܐܹ ܡܒܸܪ̈ܛܐܹ ܪ 
ܬ ܬܘ    ܠܵـܢܹܹ̈ܐܟ  ܒܕܝܹܠܵܝܬܵܵܗܝ ܐܝ 

 
ܹܹ̈ܐ ܢ ܟܡܵܐ ܝ݇ܢܵܐ ܫܸܠܝ ܒ̣ܪ ܲ ܲ ܢ ܠܫ  ܡܘ   ܚܙܝ 

ـܒ̣ܪܵܐ ܡܸܠܝܹ̈ܐܹ ܢܵܐ ܚܵܝܐܹ ܡܣ ܲ  ܐܝ 
ܝ ܬܠܸܝܹ̈ܐܹ ܝܗܹ̈ ܠ ܲ ܲ ܢ ܥ  ܲ ܡܬ  ܝܹ̈ܐܹ ܕܐܘ  ܲ  ܚ 

 
ܠܦܵܢܵܐ  ܐܹ ܕܝܘ  ܝܢܹ̈ ܲ  ܒܸܬ ܩܵܢܝ  ܙ 
ܠܵܢ ܡ̣ܢ ܥܘܲܩܵܢܵܐ ܪܩܝ   ܒܸܬ ܦ ܲ
ܬܵܐ ܪܕܘ  ܲ ܪ̈ܚܵܬܐܹ ܕܡ   ܡ̣ܢ ܐܘ 

ܬܵܐ ܢ ܚܐܹܪܘ  ܲ ܡܬ  ܡܛܝ  ܠܐܘ   ܡ ܲ
 
 
 
2 

 
 
 

 
 

ܪ̈ܥܐܹ ܕܡ̣ܢ ܒܵܬ݇ܪ ܕ ܲ  ܠ݉ܢܝ  ܲ ܙ 
ܕ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ ܒܹܝܬ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ ܲ ܪ )  ܒܝ  ܬ ܕܡܸ ܐܵܫܘ   (ܕܩܸܠ ܲ
 
 

ܚܬܘܲ  ــــܐ   ܐ ܲ ܕܹܹ̈ ܠـܡܝ 
ܫ݇ܟ   ܢ ܬ ܲ ܲ ܕܹܹ̈ܐܚܡ   ܘܲܢ ܠܐܵܢ ܩܠܝ 

ـܗ݇ܪܵ̈ܢـܹــــــــــــܐ ܹܹ̈ܐ ܒ ܲ ـܝ ܲ ܪ̈ܥܵܢـܹـܐ    ܠـܚ  ܲ  ܕܦܵܬܚܝ  ܠܬ 
ـܐ ܗ݇ܘܝܹܡܘܲ  ܹܹ̈ ܕܝܵܢ ܲ  ܐܪܵܙܵܐ ܓܠܹܝܡܘܲܢ ܢ    ܠܟܠܡܗ 
ܪ ܐ݇ܢܵܫܵܐ ܝܵܠܸܦ ـܠܸـܦ     ܕܒ ܲ ܲ ܗܝ ܡ  ܪܥܘ  ܲ  ܩܵܐ ܙ 

 
ܐ ܕܝܵܕܥܝ  ܕܟܡܵܐ ܝ݇ܢܵܐ ܒܸܕܥܵܝـܵـــܐ ܹܹ̈ܐ ܝ݇ܢܵܐ ܐܵܢ ܐ݇ܢܵܫܹܹ̈  ܚܸܢܝ

ܐܹ ܕܝܵܕܥܝ  ܕܠܹܐ ܝ݇ܢܵܐ ܒܸܕܥܵܝـܵــــــــܐܩܸܢܝܹ̈ܐܹ ܝ݇ܢܵܐ ܐܵܢ   ܐ݇ܢܵܫܹ̈
ܐ ܕܠܹܐ ܝܵܕܥܝ  ܕܠܹܐ ܝ݇ܢܵܐ ܒܸܕܥܵܝܐܵ ܹܹ̈ܐ ܝ݇ܢܵܐ ܐܵܢ ܐ݇ܢܵܫܹܹ̈  ܣܸـܡܝ

 
ܐ ܟܐܹ ܚܵܫـܒ̣ܝ  ܕܟܐܹ ܝܵܕܥܝ   ܬ ܐ݇ܢܵܫܹܹ̈  ܐܝ 

ܐ ܟܐܹ ܪܵܫـܡܝ  ܕܟـܡܵܐ ܟܝܕܵܥܝ   ܬ ܐ݇ܢܵܫܹܹ̈  ܐܝ 
ܐ ܟܐܹ ܟܵـܦܫܝ  ܠـܗ̇ܘ ܕܠܹܐ ܝܵܕܥܝ   ܬ ܐ݇ܢܵܫܹܹ̈  ܐܝ 

 
ܚ ܒܵܬ݇ܪ ܚ ܲ  ܲ ܚ ܛܵܥ  ܲ ܢ ܒܵܥ  ـܒ̣ـܪܵܐܐܸ ܲ ܝـ ܚ   ܕ݇ ܨܦܝ 

ܚ ܒܸܬ ܟܵܟ   ܲ ܪ ܚ  ܠܟܵܐ)ܟܒ ܲ ܕ݇ ܕܵܪܵܐ (ܒ ܲ ܲ  ܒܡܸܬܚܵܐ ܕܚ 
ܡܫܵܐ ܢ ܗܫܸ ܠܵܐ ܡܸܛܝܐܵ ܠــܪ ܲ

ܲ
ܦـܪ  ܲ ܢܵܐ ܨ   ܐܝ 

ـܚ ܲ ـܩـܡܸ  ܲ ــܢ ܠــܟܸـܢܫܵـܐ ܡܵـܨܵܚ ܡ  ܒ̣ـܠ ܲ ܪܩܘ  ܲ  ܕ 
 

 ܟܠ ܡܵܢܝ  ܕܝܵܠܹـܦ ܠܹܫܵܢܵܐ ܕܝܡܸــܵـܐ
ܢܣܸܠܬܵܐ ܡܕܡܸܵܐ ܬܘܲܗ̇ ܣܘ  ܫܥܝ  ܲ ܙܝܕܸ ܠܬ  ܲ  ܡ 

 ܡܵܐܵܐܫܸܡܘ̣ܝܗܝ ܒܸܬ ܚܵܝܐܹ ܙܵܘܕܵܐ ܡ̣ܢ 
 

ܗܝ ܥܟܠ ܡܵܢܝ  ܕܝܵܕܸ  ܡܬܘ  ܬܵܐ ܕܐܘ  ܫܥܝ   ܠܵܗ̇ ܬ ܲ
ܩܵܪܘܲܗ̇  ܙܝܕܸ ܠܐܝ  ܲ ܗܝܕܘܵ ܘ  ܒ̣ ܒܟܠ ܥܵ  ܘܡ   ܬܘ 

ܬܵܐ ܘܒܢܵܛܸܪ ܠܗܵܩܘ   ܗܝܝܵ ܒܕܵܝܢܸ ܒܟܐܹܢܘ   ܬܘ 
 

ܐ ܗܵܬܹܹ̈ ܒ̣ܵ ܲ ܐܙܐܹ ܕܐ 
ܹܹ̈ ܙܐܹ ܪ

ܹ̈
ܪܬܵܐ ܕܐ݇ܪܵ  ܢܛ ܲ

ܪ̈ܝܵܬܐܹ ܲ ܦܫ  ܲ ܦܵܐ ܕܡ  ܕ݇ܡ ܠ ܲ  ܒܸܬ ܟܵܠܝܐܵ ܩ ܲ
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ܢ ܪܕܘܼܬܼܲ ܢ، ܕܡܼܲ ܪܬܼܲ ܢ، ܕܥܡܼܲ ܪܓܘܼܫܬܵܐ ܕܝܼܠܝܼܕܘܼܬܼܲ  ܕܼܲ
ܪܥܵܐܘܵܕ ܢ ܠܦܵܐܬܵܐ ܕܐܼܲ  .ܡܵܘܬܼܲ

ܕ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ ܒܹܝܬ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ  ܬ ܕܡܸ ܐܵܫܘܼܪ )  ܒܝܼܲ  (ܕܩܸܠܼܲ
 
 

ܢ ܬܪܵܐ ܕܓܵܢܼܲ ܢ ܐܼܲ ܠ ܕܠܵܐ ܗܵܘܐܹ ܠܼܲ  ܗܼܲ
ܕ݇ܢ ܒ ܐ ܒܸܬ ܦܵܝܫܝܼ ܝܵܠܼܲ ̣ܹܹ̈  .ܬܵܘܬܵܒ 

 
ܢ ܒܘܼܬ ܢܛܵܪܬܵܐ ܕܐܝܼܬܘܼܬܵܐ ܕܐܘܼܡܬܵܐ، ܢ ܢܝܼܫܵܐ ܠܵܐ ܗܵܘܐܹ ܠܼܲ  ܐܸ

ܝܟ݂ ܫܵ  ܚ ܐܼܲ ܐ ܕܟܐܹ ܟܵܘܟ  ܒܼ ܒܸܬ ܦܵܝܫܼܲ ܢ ܪܘܼܡܬܵܐ ܠܪܘܼܡܬܵܐܛܹܹ̣̈  .ܝܼ ܡ 
 

ܢ ܢ ܩܸܢܛܪܘܲܢ ܕܓܵܢܼܲ ܠ ܕܠܵܐ ܗܵܘܐܹ ܠܼܲ  ܗܼܲ
ܢ ܟܠ ܝܘܲܡ ܒܸܬ  .ܒܵܨܸܪ ܡܸܢܝܢܼܵܲ

 
ܢ ܫܬܵܐ ܕܓܵܢܼܲ ܕܪܼܲ ܢ ܡܼܲ ܠ ܕܠܵܐ ܗܵܘܐܹ ܠܼܲ  ܗܼܲ

ܢܘܸ ܢܵ ܒ ܦܝܼܪܵܐ ܠܸܫܵܢܼܲ  .ܠ ܫܼܲ
 

ܥܬܝܼܕ  ܕܼܲ
 

ܢ  ܥܬܝܼܕܼܲ ܚ ܒܘܼܬ ܕܼܲ ܚܡܸܢܼܲ ܢ ܠܵܐ ܬܼܲ  ܐܸ
ܢ ܟ   ܪܬܘܼܬܵܐ ܠܹܐ ܦܵܝܫܵܐ ܒܐܝܼܕܼܲ  .ܘܼ ܝܼܲ

 
ܢ ܝܼܠܹܗ  ܢ،ܦܸܠܚܵܢܵܐ ܕܩܵܐܡܸ ܕܐܘܼܡܬܼܲ  ܓܵܘ ܐܝܼܕܵܐ ܕܓܵܢܼܲ

ܢ   ـܕܹ̣̈݇ ܐܹ ܕܝܵܠܼܲ ܥܬܝܼܕ ܝܼܠܹܗ ܓܵܘ ܐܝܼܕܵܬܹ̣̈  .ܐܝܼܢܵܐ ܗ̇ܘ ܕܕܼܲ
 

ܫܥܝܼܬܵܐ ܕܐܘܼܡܬܘܼܗܝ ܒܡܸܠܝܘܼܬܵܐ ܝܠܝܼܦܵܐ،  ܟܠ ܕܗܵܘܐܹ ܒܘܼܬ ܕܬܼܲ
ܐ،  ܟܝܼܟ݂ܵ ܝܹ̣̈ ܐܘܼܡܬܘܼܗܝ ܒܸܕ ܗܵܘܐܹ ܡܼܲ  ܒܕܘܼܪܵܫܘܼܗܝ ܒܹܝܠ ܒܢܼܲ

ܝܐܹ ܒܸܕ ܗܵܘܐܹ ܚܪܝܼܦܵܐ
̣ܹ̈
ܪܵ ܠ ܢܘܼܟ   .ܒܢܘܼܗܵܪܘܼܗܝ ܥܼܲ
 
ܫܥܝܼܬܵܐ ܝܼܠܵ  ܥܬܵܐ ܕܬܼܲ ܥܬܵܐ ܕܓܵܢܵܐܝܕܼܲ  .ܗ̇ ܝܕܼܲ
 
 

 

                                    
 ܬܝܹܪܟܵܡܦܝܘ  

ܕ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ ܒܹܝܬ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ   ܲ ܪ ) ܒܝ  ܬ ܕܡܸ ܐܵܫܘ   (ܕܩܸܠ ܲ
  

 
ܠܵܗܵܐ ܒܹܪܝܵܐ ܝܠܹܗ ܩܵܬܝ   ܲ ܪـ ܐ݇ܢܵܫܵܐ ܕܐ   ܒ ܲ

ܩܝܬܵܝ   ܹܹ̈ܐ ܝܢܵܐ ܟܠ ܬܵܪܘ  ܪ ܗܝ ܝܣܝ   ܒܗܵܘܢܘ 
ܚܬܝ   ܦܠ ܲ ܲ ܪܚܵܐ ܕܡ  ܪܒܸ ܕܝܵܠܸܦܠܵܗ̇ ܐܘ  ܲ

 ܟܠ ܕܓ  
ܠ ܦܵܐܬܝ   ܲ ܐ ܥ  ܒ ܵ ܗܝ ܒܚܵܙܐܹ ܠܹܗ ܟܬܝ  ܢܵܝܘ   .ܦܘ 

 
 

ܬܝ   ܬܘ  ܠܵܗܵܐ ܐܵܢܘ  ܒܸܪܐܹ ܠܹܗ ܠـܐܝ  ܲ  ܐ 
ܗ ܗܝ ܝܘ  ܡܬܘ  ܠܹܗ ܩܵܬܝ  ܒ ܹ ܦܸܫܟܵܐ ܡܚܸܟܸ݂ܸ  

ܢ  ܨܝ ܲ ܲ ܘܲܢܕܡ  ܝܪܸܵܢܘܲܟ  ܗ ܲ  
ܘܲܢ ܢܵܘܲܟ  ܡܛܝ  .ܠܕܵܥܬܝܹܕ ܡ ܲ  
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To serve people for whom them care 

1 

ܪܬܵܐ ܕܐܝܼܬܘܼܬܵܐ   ܢ ܝܡܸܵܐ ܒܘܼܬ ܢܛܼܲ ܪܥܘܲܗ̇ ܠܵܐ ܗܵܘܝܵܐ ܗ݇ܘܵܐ ܬܘܼܚܡܸܢܬܵܐܐܸ ܕܙܼܲ  
ܒ̣ܢܵܐ ܕܓܦܸܝܼܬܵܐ ܒܹܬ ܗܵܘܝܵܐ ܗܘܵܐ ܚܬܝܼܡܬܵܐ ܪܢܵܫܵܐ ܗܵܐ ܡ̣ܢ ܙܼܲ ܝܘܼܬܵܐ ܕܒܼܲ   ܚܼܲ

 

If the mother did not care for her infants, 

The existence of the human race would have ended in the cave age  
 

 ܒܪܝܼܟ̣ܬܵܐ ܝ݇ܠܵܗ̇ ܗ̇ܝ ܪܘܼܚܵܐ 
ܓ̣ܪܘܲܗ̇ ܥܵܒ̣ܕܵܐ ܠܹܗ ܕܒܸ̣ܚܵܐ  ܕܦܼܲ

ܕܒܚܵܐ ܕܫܘܼ  ܪܢܵܫܘܼܬܵܐ ܪܵܝܡܵܐ ܠܡܼܲ ܚܵܐܒܼ ܩܵܐ ܕܒܼܲ  
  

Blessed is the soul 

That sacrifices it’s body 

For humanity’s highest goal         

 
 
 
2 
 
 

 

 
 ܡܵܢܝܼ ܝܠܹܗ ܐܵܡܘܼܪܵܐ

ܕ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ ܒܹܝܬ ܝܵܘܣܸܦ  ܬ ܕܡܸ ܐܵܫܘܼܪ ) ܒܝܼܲ  (ܕܩܸܠܼܲ
  

ܕܝܵܢܐܹ  ܐ ܡܗܼܲ ܫܝܼܢܹܹ̈ ܐ ܕܗܘܼܩܝܐܹ ܝܢܵܐ ܒܘܼܬ ܥܼܲ  ܓܵܘ ܡܸܬܠܸܝܬܹܹܵ̈
ܠܒܵܢܹܹ̈ܐ ܐ ܕܡܵܘܬܵܐ ܐܵܢܝܼ ܕܦܠܝܼܛܐܹ ܓ̣ܵ ܐ ܘܓܕܸܫܹܹ̈  ܡ̣ܢ ܟܘܼܬܵܫܹܹ̈

ܹܹ̈ܐ ܚܸܫܟܵܢܹܹ̈ܐ ܝܠܝ ܐ ܒܪ̈ܝܼܢܐܹ، ܥܒ̣ܝܼܪܵܐ ܓܵܘ ܠܼܲ ܹܹ̈ܐ، ܩܘܼܒܠܹܹ̈ ܐ، ܨܵܗܝܼ  ܟܦܝܼܢܹܹ̈
ܡܛܝܼ  ܗܪܵܢܐܹܡܥܼܲ ܠܕܡܼܲ ܹܹ̈ܐ ܒܼܲ ܝ ܝܝܼ ܚܼܲ ܹܹ̈ܐ ܕܫܠܵܡܵܐ، ܕܚܼܲ ـܒ̣ܪ ܝܗܝ ܣܼܲ  ܡܼܲ

ܢ ܫܪܵܪܵܐ ܐܵܡܘܼܪܵܐ ܝܠܹܗ ܕܪܸܝܘܲܗ̇ ܒܪ̈ܥܸܝܢܵܐܹ ܢܬܵܐ ܝܼܲ ܠܡܼܲ  ܐܵܗܵܐ ܨܼܲ
     

 In all the stories we heard about knights 

Who became survivors in many fights? 

They rode and passes through the darkness of night 

To bring to their people the brightness of light 

Not in fantasy but in reality 

a poet is always on front and his horse is white 

 
ܐ ܟܐܹ ܗܵܘܝܼ ܦܪܵܚܵܐ  ܝܗܝ ܓܵܘ ܒܘܼܣܵܡܹܹ̈ ܕ݇ܟܡܵܐ ܒܥܘܼܬܪܼܲ ܚܼܲ  

ܚܵܐ ܝ ܠܵܐ ܒܸܕܒ̣ܵ ܐ ܕܐܝܼܬ ܠܓܢܹ݇ܒܵܢܵܝܗܹ̈  ܠܡܵܐܹܹ̈ܐ ܣܢܝܼܩܹܹ̈
ܝܗܝܹ̈  ܩܠܼܲ ܕ݇ܟܡܵܐ ܠܐܼܲ ܦ ܚܼܲ ܚܵܐܝܼ ܒܚܼܲ ܛܘܼܬܵܐ ܘܒܸܟܟܵ݇  

ܐ ܡܫܵܚܵܐ ܹܹ̈ ܕ݇ ܐܘܼܪܚܵܐ ܒܠܝܼܓ ܪܢܵܫܘܼܬܵܐ ܒܟܠ ܚܼܲ  ܠܒܼܲ

         
  Some with fortune fly in the air 

And with others they do not share  

Some walk on foot even bare 
Panel of Sennacherib

Courtesy of the British Museum
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ܚ ܝـــــܗܝ ܝــــــܘܼܲ ܡܛܘܼܢܼܲ ܢ ܥܼܲ ܝܠܵܘܵܬܼܲ ܚ        ܘܠܼܲ ܝـــܗܝ ܝـــــܘܼܲ ܫܟܘܼܢܼܲ ـــܢ ܚܼܲ ܢ ܝܵܘܡܵܢܼܲ  ܐܸ

ܚ ܪܒܵـــــܐ ܘܚܸܡـــــــــܬܵܐ ܝـــــــܘܼܲ ܚ        ܘܒܟܼܲ ـــــــܢ ܙܹܐ ܛܸܠܝܹـــــــܐ ܝــــــــܘܼܲ ܢ ܟܠܼܲ  ܐܸ

ܚ ܢ ܒܸܩܢܵܝܵܐ ܝـــــــܘܼܲ ܐ ܠܓܵܢܼܲ ܹ ܼ
ܒ  ܚ        ܘܒܥܸܠܕܒܼܵ ܕ̄ ܠܗܲܘ ܐ̄ܚܹܪ̄ܢܵܐ ܒܸܣܢܵܝܵܐ ܝــــــܘܼܲ ܢ ܚܼܲ  ܐܸ

ܚ ܪܫܘܼܝܹܐ ܝـــــــܘܼܲ ܝܘܼܬܵܐ ܥܵܣܩܵܐ ܫܼܲ ܚ        ܒܚܼܲ ܢܫܘܼܝܹܐ ܝـــــــܘܼܲ ܢ ܐܵܬܘܲܪܵܝܵܐ ܡܼܲ ܢ ܠܹܫܵܢܼܲ  ܐܸ

ܚ  ܢ ܐܵܬܘܲܪܵܝܵܐ ܒܸܩܪܵܝܵــــܐ ܝـــــــܘܼܲ ܚ        ܘܠܓܵܢܼܲ ܢ ܒܫܘܼܒܼܗܵܪܵܐ ܒܸܚܩܵܪܵܐ ܝܘܼܲ ܢ ܠܐܘܼܡܬܼܲ  ܐܸ

 

 

ܣ ܥܕܵܢܵܐ ܝ̄ܠܵܗܲ   ܒܼܲ

ܪܗܵܕ ܕ: ܕܵܘܝܼܕ ܦܼܲ  ܒܝܼܲ

 

ܚܠـــــــــܗܘܲܢ ܗܪܸܢܼܲ ܢ ܒܼܲ ܣ ܥܕܵܢܵܐ ܝܠܵܗܲ ܝܵܘܡܵܢܼܲ  ܒܼܲ

ܚܠــــــܗܘܲܢ                                     ܡܛܵــــــܐ ܣܵܪܩܼܲ ܢ ܡܥܼܲ ܝܠܵܘܵܬܼܲ ܘܠܼܲ  

ܚܠܗܘܲܢ ܪܥܸܫܼܲ ܝ  ܐܘܼܡܬܵܢ ܡܫܸܢܬܵܵ ܡܼܲ  ܐܘܼܦ ܟܠܵܝ ܒܢܼܲ

ܚܠـــܗܘܲܢ                                  ܕܥܼܲ ܘܒܚܘܼܒܵܐ ܘܒܫܠܵܡܵܐ ܠܸܚܕܵܕܹܐ ܡܼܲ  

ܚܠـــــــــܗܘܲܢ ܠܦܼܲ ܚܡܵــܐ ܡܼܲ ܕ̄ ܚܘܼܝܵܕܵܐ ܠܵܐ ܡܬܼܲ  ܠܚܼܲ

ܚܠـــܗܘܲܢ                                  ܫ̄ܟ̰ܚܼܲ ܢ ܡܼܲ ܪܝܼܪܹܐ ܕܐܘܼܡܬܼܲ ܚܡܹܐ ܫܼܲ ܘܪܼܲ  

ܚܠــــــــܗܘܲܢ ܩܪܼܲ ـــܢ ܚܸܠܝܵــــــܐ ܡܼܲ  ܠܠܝܵܦܬܵܵ ܕܠܹܫܵܢܼܲ

ܚܠܗܘܲܢ                                  ܝܸܪܼܲ ܬܪܵܘܵܬܹܐ ܢܘܼܟܼܪܵܝܹܐ ܗܼܲ ܝܘܼܬܵܝ ܒܐܼܲ ܒܚܼܲ  

ܚܠܗܘܲܢ  ܗܲܝܓܵܗ ܒܫܘܼܒܼܗܵܪܵܐ ܠܐܘܼܡܬܵܝܘܼܬܵܝ ܒܚܵܩܪܼܲ

ܚܠـــــــܗܘܲܢ                                   ܬܘܲܪܵܝܹܐ ܒܩܵܪܼܲ ܕ̄ ܪܹܫܵܐ ܪܵܡܵܐ ܐܼܲ ܒܚܼܲ  

 ܚܒܼܝܼܫ̈ܬܐ܆

 

35.................................................................ܫܘܡܠܳܝܳܐ ܘܫܘܼܥܠܳܝܳܐ  
ܒܝܕ܆ ܝܘܣܦ ܒܓܬܫ       

 

36....................................................................................ܫܰܝܳܐ ܕܒܰܪܢܳܫܳܐ  
ܒܝܕ܆ ܝܘܣܦ ܒܓܬܫ       

 

37..........................................................................ܗܝܡܵܢܘܼܬܵܐ  
ܒܝܕ܆ܐܝܘܣܦܐܒܝܬܐܝܘܣܦܐܐܐ  

 

ܫܥܝܼܬܵܐ 38..............................................................ܓܓܼܠܵܐܐܕܬܼܲ  
ܒܝܕ܆ܐܝܘܣܦܐܒܝܬܐܝܘܣܦܐܐܐ  

 

39..................................................................ܓܕܫܵܐܐܕܡܘܬܵܐ  
ܒܝܕ܆ܐܝܘܣܦܐܒܝܬܐܝܘܣܦܐܐܐ  

 

ܕ̄ܬܵܐ ܐ40...................................................................ܒܪܝܼܬܵܐܚܼܲ  
ܒܝܕ܆ܐܝܘܣܦܐܒܝܬܐܝܘܣܦܐܐܐ  

 

ܝܬܵܝܘܼܬܵܐܛܘܼܗܡܵܢܵܝܬܵܐ ܪܵܒܼܘܼܬܵܐܠܒܼܲ 41.......ܡܫܘܼܚܬܵܐܕܥܼܲ  
ܡܘܐܼܐܐܐ ܐܝܼܠܐܡܼܲ ܒܝܕ܆ܐܡܝܟܼܵ  

 

ܒܼܢܵܐ ܪܝܘܼܬܵܐܕܙܼܲ ܥܢܝܼܬܵܐܠܣܼܲ 43.........................................ܡܼܲ  
ܡܘܐܼܐܐܐ ܐܝܼܠܐܡܼܲ ܒܝܕ܆ܐܡܝܟܼܵ  

 

ܠ̄ܢ ܲ
ܪ̈ܥܹܐܐܕܡܼܢܐܒܵܬ̄ܪܐܕܝܼܼ

45.................................................ܙܼܲ  
ܒܝܕ܆ܐܝܘܣܦܐܒܝܬܐܝܘܣܦܐܐܐ  

 

ܢ ܪܓܘܼܫܬܵܐܕܝܼܠܝܼܕܘܼܬܼܲ 46.................................................ܕܼܲ  
ܒܝܕ܆ܐܝܘܣܦܐܒܝܬܐܝܘܣܦܐܐܐ  

 

47...................................................................ܟܵܡܦܝܘܼܬܹܝܪ  
ܒܝܕ܆ܐܝܘܣܦܐܒܝܬܐܝܘܣܦܐܐܐ  

 

49........................................................ܡܵܢܝܼܐܝܠܹܗܐܐܵܡܘܪܵܐ  
ܒܝܕ܆ܐܝܘܣܦܐܒܝܬܐܝܘܣܦܐܐܐ  

 

ܣܐܥܕܵܢܵܐܐܝ̄ܠܵܗܐܲ 50............................................................ܒܼܲ  
ܪܗܵܕܐܐܐ ܒܝܕ܆ܐܕܵܘܝܼܕܐܦܼܲ  
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Mesopotamia's Art of the Seal
Photograph courtesy of The Morgan Library & Museum 
Courtesy of Aramco World Submitted by Flora Ashouri Kingsbury   


