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DETAILED OUTLINE 

1. From Trichur to New Ycrk — 
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Seminary. I. D. S. Center. Thomas Varghese Americar 
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ssery and wife Dr. Sarala. Johnston Family. Princeton 
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Short night in plane. Reception at London airport. 
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K. A. George. Jos Thaickadan. Woburn Park. Sister 
Sushila. Dr. 0. R. Thimothy & wife Dr. Molly. Dorothy 

& Nigel White. Preaching at Rugby, Indian Doctors. 
Canon David Wilcox. Iraqi Visa. Commonwealth Museum, 

sightseeing. Queen's Silver Jubilee. Religion or Science 
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Frankfurt airport. Train to Nurnberg. Dr. Ulrich Meyer 
at Furth. Rothenburg. Munich. Olymbic Stadium. 
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Emergency visa arranged. Stay at the Patriarchate Palace 
Visit to Vatican Embassy. Visit to Bagdad Museum 
Preaching in Assyrian language. Service in ancient Syriac 

(Aramaic). Warm send-off in airport. 

9 End of the Journey —144 

To India by Air India. Air India from Bagdad via Muscat 
Janata Minister Bahuguna. Bottle of Wine opened ir 
first class Nobody used. Arrival in Bombay. Customs 

Immigration. Free again. Buriest airport. 
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The famous American author Joseph Heller, during 
a recent interview, remarked "I write for myself. I think 

I write for an audience that will like what I like". The 
audience of the present work must be also those who 

like what I like. 

Every travelogue reflects the interests of the 

author. It is such varied. I have observed things which 
did not capture the imagination or interest of a traveller 

who is not a religious man. But at the same time I have 
written this not only for the religious people or Christians 

but to anybody who enjoy reading something about 

foreign countries. 

This travelogue does not contain the descriptions 

of a night club or recall the taste of a drink. That is 
absent here, simply because the author is ignorant about 
them. I write what I know best Still I hope that some 

of my readers will enjoy this book. 

Most of the books I have written so far are biogra¬ 

phies and Church History. That is my field of study and 
research But I enjoy travel too. I felt that I should 
write at least one book which anybody who does not like 

Church history can read and understand. 

During my first trip abroad, in 1961 -2 I wrote 
articles in the Voice of the East both in English and 
Malayalam. That travelogue is now scattered in twenty 
issues of that magazine. It is difficult to collect the old 

issues and read. In 1962 itself I was persuaded by 
friends to publish it in one book in Malayalam. I did not 
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have the courage to become an author. So I could not 

comply with such requests. But now I feel that I should 

collect the articles which I am now writing in the Voice 
of the East and publish it as a book in English. As for 
Malayalam, I am publishing articles in the Voice of the East. 
But I am content with an English book as I have to pay 
attention to some works on Church History which I have 
already begun. 

I have taken the precaution not to make it too 

personal. But it is impossible to make a travelogue 

impersonal. I have mentioned about Niagra Falls, 
Disneyland, Munich Olympics etc as well as religious 

matters. I have added some statistics and information 
which are useful. 

May I dedicate this book to the many friends and 
relatives who made my stay at their homes quite happy. 

I am grateful for their warm hospitality and financial 
assistance for my trip, without taxing my Church in India. 
I have tried to mention the names of most of them in this 

book. I hope they and their loving children who were 
curious to see this bearded bishop who spoke their 
parents language will read this book. Hope they will 
forgive my failure to write letters during the journey. 

This book is a long letter which they can read and 
reminisce. 

By a strange coincidence the first travelogue in my 
mother tongue, Malayalam, was written by a clergyman 
Archdeacon Paremakil Thoma Gobernador who accom¬ 
panied Joseph Kariattil Malpan (later Archbishop) to 
Rome. That long journey commenced exactly two 
hundred years ago. The Varthamanapusthakam written by 
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that clergyman is considered as the first travelogue in 

Malayalam literature as well as in any Indian language. 

It is significant for its reference to Church history. 

I know that it is unwise to make sweeping state¬ 

ments about other countries and their customs from my 

premature observation and experience of a few days 
Therefore I should warn my readers not to conclude that 

the picture I paint about other countries is in any way 

complete. Moreover my tastes and interests differ from 
those of others. So it is only a supplement to the infor¬ 

mation one gathers from travelogues written by people 

of various walks of life. 

Although the title America Revisited suggests that 

it is a travelogue of America only, I have travelled through 
other countries also such as England, Germany 

and Iraq which I visited in my return journey from 

America. Since the major part of this book deals with the 
USA and I spend mare weeks during the present trip in 

the USA this title is justifiable. 

I will be failing in my duty if I do not express my 
sincere gratitude to Mr. A L. Anthappan M A , B.T., the 
Headmaster of the Chaldean Syrian High School, Trichur. 
He was my teacher in the same High School quarter of a 

century ago. Mr. Anthappan has kindly extended his 
helping hand in reading the typescript of this book and 

correcting the errors of language, except this paragraph. 
I owe him many thanks for his continued co-operation 

and interest in the progress of his former pupil. 

To print a book within twelve days is a record 
considering the usual and unexpected delays of the 



printing presses in Frichur. The two printing press which 
co-operated in this venture to publish it in a record time 

deserve my heartfelt thanks. I am grateful to St. Mary's 
Orphanage Press, East Fort, Trichur-5 and to Rose 
Printing Workers Co-operative Society, Kalathode, 
Trichur-5 for their timely help. 

My thanks are also due to Mr. Joseph Francis who 

patiently typed out the manuscript from my illegible 
handwriting. 

Trichur, 

21-10-77 MAR APREM 



FOREWORD 

It was a shock to m^, more than a surprise, when 
his Holiness Alost. Rev. Alar Aprem wrote to me to write 

a foreword to his latest book ‘America Revisited’ Usually 

a foreword to a publication is written by an equal or 

more competent person than the author and really the 

foreword will be an asset to the publication. I am neither 

a literary man nor a competent person. I am simply 

obeying i he Commandment’ fully conscious of my 
limitations. 

As the jacket of the book itself reveals the author 
is an established Pioneer in the literary field. He is an 

erudite scholar in the history of his church and he has 

taken immense pains to codify the scattered and ancient 

materials regarding his church. He 'is unfortunate in the 

respect that his main sphere of activity is Kerala where 

we are never keen for acknowledging and acclaimir real 
greatness. 
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Fa Hi-yen came on foot all the way from China to 

India. Huan-Sang did the same thing. We are not, very 

sure whether paper was in use at that time. Anyhow 

their diaries provide valuable information about ancient 

India, its culture, heritage and its rulers. Marco-Polo 

too let his mark as an illustrious traveller. 

But useful and informative travelogues are not in 

plenty even in this jet-age Some travelogues are mere 

reproductions of statistics w’hile others are copies of 

tourist information brochures. But present day readers 

will find this book ‘America Revisited’ quite enjoyable 

and useful, and posterity will find it a treasure-chest of 

information. 

I am happy to note that the author stands on a par 

with even Sri S. K. Pottekkat who has contributed so 

much to the growth of travelogues in Kerala. The author’s 

style is simple, and language plain. Above all, he is hum¬ 

orous. He smiles at others and laughs at himself, letting 
nothing escape his notice. 

Speeding from chapter to chapter we feel as if we 

are travelling along with him. And it is Churchill who 

said ‘all travelogue is reportage'. 

The Rev. Bishop has narrated various experiences, 

which narrations, sometimes remind us of the inimitable 

style of Gunther’s ‘inside’ tours. 
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The author’s struggles to get a pass-port, his weight 

lifting experience, his dilemma in New-York,and the time 

lie missed his flight, and still was not stranded, are all 

for you to read and enjoy. 

Trichur 3 

22 Oct. 1077 K. B- Veerachandra Menon 

Hole 

I am grateful to Advocate Veerachandra Menon 

B A, B. L. President of the Public Library & Reading 

Boom, Trichur for writing a Foreword for this book. If 

he appreciates the humorous style of this book 1 would 

like to introduce him to my readers as the most sought 

after man by many of the murderers in Trichur. The first 

person a murderer in Trichur runs to, soon after committ¬ 

ing a murder (I hasten to add, not before it), is Mr. 

Veerachandra Menon. Or. in plain parlance I must say 

that he is a leading lawyer for criminal cases. 

Apology 

I apologize for the several printing errors in this 

book. It is due to the hurry with which the printing was 

undertaken. 
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Advocate K. B Veeracbandra Mernn speaking relcasin 

th« book AMERICA REVISITED at a function in Kinsote 

Trichor on 22 October 1977. 

First from the left Mr. Punnapra Damodarar 

Manager of the National Book Stall to whom the fir; 

copy was g?ven. Third from the left is the author, Ma 

Aprem. The fourth from the left is Mr. Augustin 

Prakasb, Vice President of Chaitanya. a socio-culture 
organization. 



I 

FROM TRICHUR TO NEW YORK 

Preparation for a journey abroad is really difficult. 
Even under the emergency in India many files moved 
very very slowly. Every passport applicant had to wait 
at least three months after his application was forwarded 
to the Regional passport officer. When a passport office 
was opened in Ernakulamfor the Kerala State, many of 
the Keralites thought that it would speed up the process. 
But truck loads of files moved to Kerala from Madras 

office. Under the handicap of a limited staff it became 
obvious that an ordinary citizen of India has to wait for 
three months for obtaining a passport. 

The Regional Passport Officer was more consid¬ 
erate than the peon in his office. 1 sent in my visitor’s 
card which the peon was reluctant to take inside. Finally 
he was kind enough to place it on the desk of his boss 
and returned to the counter to boss around the many 
eagerly awaiting applicants. The Regional Passport 
Officer glanced at the visitor’s card and was impressed 
by the titles of a religious head. He waited for about 
half an hour- The peon did not show up in his office. 
The officer took the card in his hand and came out to the 
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crowd enquiring for the religious dignitory. Recognising 
my card 1 went near him- He took me into his room 
and apologized for the delay in keeping me waiting. 
I informed him that 1 was waiting for the mercy of the 
peon to call me. He replied that in some cases you have 
to move ahead without waiting lor the mercy of others. 

He was polite and promised to issue the passport 
provided 1 produce the recommendation of the District 
Collector of Trichur. 1 agreed. My lawyer requested 
the District Collector of Trichur for the necessary endor¬ 
sement. But the Collector was hesitant to issue such a 

recommendation. When he was told that I had already 
held two passports in succession some years ago, he was 
bent upon doing me a special favour. Later he insisted 
to conduct the usual police verification as he did not know 
me personally for the last two years. He was a newly 
transferred District Collector, I did not use any special 
influence on him. Moreover 1 had many other friends 
of that rank and above who had known me personally. 
I could have legitimately asked them. There were Judges 
in High Court and the Supreme Court of India who had 
known me, not only as a defendant in law suits, but also 
as a citizen worthy enough to hold a passport* I asked 
myself why I should attempt for a special favour. Let the 
police make the verification in their routine way. I am 
like many thousands of applicants in Kerala who get their 
passport through proper channel. 

After one month 1 enquired wether my application 
had been forwarded. I was assured of it. But I knew 
it was not. Without a personal visit from the police 
department to the applicant the application is never for¬ 
warded. The police for obvious reasons insists on a 



19 

personal visit to the applicant. Since that personal visit 
from the police was no* over, 1 inferred that something 
was wrong somewhere. Then to my great disappoint¬ 
ment I learned that the application had not started mov¬ 
ing. Finally it started moving and personal visit was 
over. The application was forwarded to the Passport 
office in Ernakulam- Everybody has grievance regarding 
this unusual delay. How can just one clerk verify and 
forward thousands of applications every week? 

Jubilantly I went to the Passport Officer in 
Ernakulam- This time 1 did not give my visitor’s card 
to the peon. I walked inside as if I was called by the 
officer. I knocked at his door and found admission into 
his room. I showed him post card from Trichur Collec- 
torate stating that the application has been forwarded. 
I requested him to issue the passport before Christmas. 
He looked at the date of the post card and stated that 
I should not enquire about it for three months. I replied 
him that 1 know the routine applications take three 
months. But I reminded him of his promise to give it 
to me in three days as a special case. 

Pointing at the bags of applications not opened, 
he said “Look Father, 1 cannot open a bag without open¬ 
ing the previous ones in the queue. If I do open one 
bag recently received in the office to issue your passport, 
1 will be questioned for favouring you. Come after two 
months or so. The bags may be opened by that time. Then 
I will speed it up. Still you will save atdeast :one month 
than the routine application.” I did not argue with him. 
He sounded reasonable and behaved much better than his 
peon. When I came out some people advised me that the 
bags would jump the queue if money.is paid to the clerks, 
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I said that I did not want to buy a passport but only 
demand what I deserve as an Indian citizen. Others 
suggested that I exert influence through political leaders. 
I did not wish it either. I agreed to wait for two months. 

After two months 1 visited the Passport Officer 
again. He said that the bags were opened. Now it w? 11 
be within his power to speed the matter and gave me a 
date on which I can expect my passport. When that date 
was over I sent my secretary. Then came the written 
communication to produce my two old passports for peru¬ 
sal. 1 got stuck there. I had, as rules demand, submitted 
the.to old passports along with the application. I enquired 
in Trichur Collectorate and they informed that they had 
forwarded all the enclosures along with the application 
form. Finally 1 sent my secretary to the Passport Office 
explaining my helplessness to produce the passports 
already submitted four months ago. The Passport office 
waited again and finally issued the passport stating that 
the old passports were lost. They did not record it 

from whom they were lost* 

I did not care the recorded remark as long as 1 had 
my new and vaild pas^ort. Soon I came to know that 1 
was wrong. When I went to the Air India regarding 
ticket, they read that remark and stated that Raserve 
Bank will not approve my application until I give an 
affidavit duly signed in the presence of a magistrate that 
I have not travelled during the last two years. For the 
Indian citizen who did not travel abroad during the past 
two years, the Reserve Bank gives permission rather as a 

routine. 

I told them that I did not travel abroad for more 
than eight years. But telling is not enough- Writing in 
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a stamp paper too is not enough. The affidavit has to be 
signed before a magistrate. Then 1 realised the compli¬ 
cations which the remark that ‘the old passport was lost* 
had created. Did I deliberately hide the old passport to 
destory the evidence of my past travel, which may have 
been a recent trip within the two year period? Finally 1 
got the necessary affidavit duly endorsed and stamped by 
the proper authorities. 

kince I could not conduct service in America on 
Christmas, 1 wanted to do it on Easter day on April 10. 
Alter all the hurdles were over including visa 1 re¬ 
quested Air India to give me a reservation in the night 
plane on April 4th or in the early morning plane on 5th 
As soon as the Reserve Bank permission was obtained in 
the afternoon of April 4th, the Cochin Air India tried for 
a reservation in Bombay. But the telex was out or order 
Finally they telephoned. Before the connection was made 
1 had to rush to Cochin airport. 

Fortunately the Cochin-Pombay flight was delayed. 
Meanwhile the telephone connection was made and my 
seat from Bombay was confirmed. The Manager of 
Cochin Air India who was at the airport for some other 
business called me and wrote OK on my ticket. Con¬ 
fident of my sure seat'I took off from Cechin bidding 
farewell to about a hundred church members who had 
travelled fifty miles to bid me good bye. 

After a good meal and three hours of rest in 
Bombay 1 was taken back to the airport. My hostmr, 
K. P. Thimothy helped me to carry my suitcase to the 
departure terminal. Since.the visitors were not allowed 
inside, I took the luggage weighing twenty kilos (forty 
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our poun in my hands. Then 1 realised for the first 
ftime after eight and a half years the difficulty of carry¬ 
ing our own luggage. It was only the beginning of that 
trouble. 1 carried the luggage myself to the ticket counter 
fully realising that 1 was going to repeat this performance 

frequently in the months ahead abroad. 

The clerk at the counter examined my ticket and 
informed me that my name was not in the reservation 
chart. 1 told him that my reservation had been okayed 
1 explained to him that it was done over the telephone 
only io the afternoon. Since the chart was already prep¬ 
ared in the morning it was obvious that my name is not 
in the chart- But the clerk at the counter stated that 
1 could not go in that flight as long as my name was not 
in the list. One man came to help and could not find my 
name and so went back. I thought that 1 would not be 
able to make that journey. The car that brought me had 
already gone back. I was almost exhausted by the 
hectic activities of the previous day, I stood waiting for 
a seat hoping that there may be some vacancy at the last 
minute. Finally he added my name to the list and asked 
me to proceed with the formalities. 

I moved to the customs authorities. He asked me 
to open the suitcase. Then 1 realised the keys of my suit¬ 
case ware missing. I went back to the chair where I was 
sitting. The person sitting there asked me to enquire at 
the counter. After collecting my keys from the counter I 
reached the customs authorities. He changed his mind, 
He said that there is no need to open it. I said I would. 
He enquired from me what the contents in the suitcase 
and the bag w ere. I replied that they were just my 

clothes. He felt the outs ide of the suitcase which see- 
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med heavier than clothes and personal articles. L just 
smiled. He let me go without opening it. There is not 
much to smuggle out of India to America. Gold, cameras 
wrist watches, tape recorders etc are usually smuggled 

in and not smuggled out of India, But Indians too 

smuggle out some things like ancient idols, ivory things, 
oplium etc. 

After the customs examination was over, I thought 
that I w as about to board the plane. But I needed some 

American dollars as Inrian money was useless even in 
Air India plane, once I was aboard. So I moved to the 
exchange counter. They gave only six dollars, after 
entering it in my passport. That was not much if I wanted 
to buy cigarets and to drink a bottle of beer and to 
watch a movie in the Air India plane- Since I abstained 
from aM these 1 had six dollars intact when I reached my 
destination. 

we had to go through some more passport formali¬ 
ties and security check before boarding the aircraft in 
Bombay. We had to form long queues. We were feeling 
sleepy and tired. The time was about 2 in the morning. 
The Indian women who are fond of wearing golden 
ornaments were weighing their ornaments and entering 
the exact weight in the passport. I was happy that the 
chain with the cross I was wearing did not contain any 
gold, although it used to glitter when the chain was 
bought in Bagdad in 1968 with less than the cost of two 
bottles of coco-cola. 

The jumbo jet was spacious. The hostesses were 
smiling. The stewards were courteous. The night was 
calm. I felt that the ordeal of the preparations for a 
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foreign journey is over. Five months of preparations 
are brought co a happ> conclusion. Now I am safe in an 
aircraft. Within a few hours 1 will be passing through 
Rome, Paris and London. 

The plane took off the Santa Cruz airport. Fruit 
juice was served. All of us were tired. The main lights 
were off. The passengers began to steal a few hours of 
sleep before we reached our next halt. 

At Rome we made our first stop. It was early 
morning. We had to put our watches four hours back. 
We already had finished our breakfast and visit to the 
toilers. Still we wanted to get out of the aircraft for a 
few minutes of fresh air. We were allowed to walk about 
inside the airport. Since we did not have the visa we 
could not go out. It was only a short stop-over. Some 
passengers deplaned. New passengers joined us as we 
walked back to the aircraft. 

From Rome to Paris was a short {light. We flew 
over beautiful snow covered mountains. As we flew ever 
Mount Blanc the pilot announced it over the microphone 
He lowered his altitude so that the passengers could peep 
down on the snow covered mountain My memories went 
back to 1966 when I first flew over :Mount Blanc where 
an Air India plane had crashed a few weeks earlier. As 
we looked down at the time where the dead bodies of 
many eminent Indians were lying undecayed in the 
heavy snow, I had fear of air travel. Since then I 
have gone up and down at least a hundred times. 

In Paris we stopped only for a few minutes. It 
was meant for passengers to deplane and new passengers 
to board the plane* Therefore we were not allowed to 
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go ont of the plane.Jt is a lot of confusion and considerable 
delay when abuot two hundred passengers line up at the 
entrance. Therefore w: had to be content with :a glance 
through the windows of the beauty of Paris. As it was 
day time when we took off from the airport we could 
have a bird’s eye view of the city of Paris which l had 
visit d in 1961 and 1962, 

Pans was pleasant though it recalled adventurous 
memories lor me. In 1961 1 was with some other Indians 
at the main railway station in Paris. We were travelling 
irum Bombay to London by an Italian ship named M, V. 
Asia. Llo>d Triestino Company, the owners of the ship 
gave us a train ticket from Genoa to London. The tour 
guide of the shipping company took most of the passeng¬ 
ers via Geneva to Loucon. But some of us who did not 
obtain a transit visa of Switzerland were asked to take 
another route via Paris without entering Switzerland. 
We were to go without a tour guide. 

Since 1 was wearing a clerical cassock some of 
the passengers decided to go under my leadership. But 
it was at Paris railway station 1 realised that 1 was not 
competent enough even to look alter myself not to ment¬ 
ion about giving leadership to others. Without giving up 
the role of the leader 1 went around searching for the 
right train to London. When 1 failed to locate the train 
1 began to ask the officials and non-officials. But to no 
avail. Nobody understood my English. Even if they 
understood, 1 am told, the Prenchmen do not like to con¬ 
vex se in English. I was desperate. 

Finally I got into one train and encouraged others 
to do the same. The railway otficial who knew that I 
must be going to England, judging from the strange 
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language called English which I was speaking, entered the 
compartment took me by his hand and led me out of the 
train. I looked at him and smiled and understood from 
his silence that the train was going to some place other 
than England. We tried many words like England, 
Calais, London, Britain etc. Nobody was there to lead us 
to the right train. After a long search we spotted a 
train which had some passengers who looked British and 
we got into that train. My friends followed me. Finally 
we reached our destination. 

In 1962 too I had a hard ti me to get back to the 
railway station after we had gone oat to see the church 
in Paris. When it was time for me to get back to the 
railwaystation to catch the train to Geneva I asked several 
persons along the streets of Paris to guide me to the rail¬ 
way station but nobody was able to help me. I asked the 
police man the way to the railway station, he could not 
help me. I approached a taxi driver who also did no^ 
understand this alien language called English. Some tried 
Itaiien or Latin thinking that I knew these languages, 
judging from my clerical garb. I told him ‘no Latin, no 
Italian, no French, no German, only English English’ 
They looked at me in surprise as if they had never heard 
of such a language! 

Railway station did not mean anything to them. 
I showed them my ticket to Geneva. Still their brains 
did not work. I said ‘underground' referring to the tube 
trains. I tried to mimic the noise of the train's whistle 
and its running. But I did not succeed. Finally I saw 
an underground passage. I thought l discovered the ent¬ 
rance to an underground train. But to my disappointment 
it was only a passage to cross the road. I reached the 
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oth r side of the road- My desperate enquiries did not 
bring forth the desired results. I almost began to panic. 

There were only a few minutes to midnight when 
my train was to commence its journey to Geneva. I reac¬ 
hed the right place at the right moment. I saw 
the underground railway station known asthe Metro' 
I ran down the stairs and got a ticket. But 1 did not know 
whether I should travel to the right or to the left. 1 had 
no idea how far I was from the main railway station. I 
turned to the left and jumped into the train. Within a few 
minutes our train reached a big station where many pass¬ 
engers got out. 1 thought it was the central ‘station. 
There it was. I climbed up the stairs and ran to the 
platform of the train to Geneva. My friends shouted at 
me to jump in. 'lhey had already carried my luggage to 
the train. Then I learned the lesson to be very careful 
when travelihg in Paris as long as I do not learn French. 

The flight from Paris to London was of a few 
minutes. In London we all got off# It was foggy and 
chilly. We wandered around in the transit room. I 
wanted to telephone to my sister 80 miles away in Rugby. 

But I needed English coins. I kept my §6 foreign exchange 

intact. 1 may need it in New York. After about two 
hours we were asked to board the plane again. The perso¬ 
nal security check was stricter than anywhere else. Then 
1 thought it was better to sit inside the aircraft to avoid 
the security check. Such a strict securtiy check or not, the 
hijacker will hijack the plane even with a toy gun. 

Vegetarian lunch was no problem in Air India. The 
authorities know that many Indians are vegetarians 
Therefore they were prepared for vegetarian meal. 
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Those who were non-vegetarians had meat dishes. Sep- 
arate menu cards were distributed. We took off for a 
long flight over the Atlantic. We were scheduled to be 
airborne for seven hours or so continuously. 

After lunch many passengers had a short siesta. 
Pome of us started reading Time, Newsweek and other 

magazines and newspapers. 1 began to rea l about the 
% 

aircrash of two jumbo jets at an airpart killing more than 
five hundred passengers which occurred on that day or so. 
Those who wanted to enjoy the movie could look at the 
screen in front of us free. Those who had paid a fee 
of two and a half dollars or so had an ear-set through 
which they could listen the conversation of the movie 
without disturbing others, who were reading or sleeping 
on either side. 

Evening tea was served. After a couple of hours 
our watches which had been corrected at London began 
to show eight O clock Then we knew that the New- 
York time must be close to 3 p. m. The passengers began 
to get ready to get off at New York. 

The captain’s voice was heard over the microphone. 
'The weather in New Youk is foggy. We have to fly over 
the New York area for a long time until we get clearance 
for landing." We waited for more than one hour. Then 
the same voice was heard again. 

‘ We may have to land in Philadelphia instead of 
New York, as the New York city weather is not safe for 
landing,' i'his time the captain was apologetic for the 
inconvenience it might cause to the passengers by this 
diversion, i he passengers who were to get connections 



29 

from New York began to revise their plans as they knew 
they coaid never make the cunnectiou if the plane was to 
land in Philadelphia and they were to travel by bus to 
New York. 

We flew for another half ai hour. Now we have 
been up in the alr for nearly nine hours. Finally the 
captain got clearance signal for landing. He lowered the 
altiiude of the plane. I saw* the stretched hand of the 
statue of liberty. I said it is Ne w York and not Philad¬ 
elphia. I began to see the familiar New York city. I 
remembered how I said good bye to that city when I 
took off on 14 September 1968, 

At 5-30 p.m. of:the New York time we landed at 
the Kennedy International airport in New York. It was 
raining, 1 did not have my umbrella. It was cold. I had 
not taken my shoes. Ever since my return from America 
in 1968 1 had seldom used shoes. I felt comfortabla 
whenever 1 used chappals. I thought that the winter in 
America had vanished in the beginning of April. But this 
year’s winter was the worst in this generation. Therefo¬ 
re 1 began to feel the cold. 

Immigration and customs again! I carried my 
suitcases to one counter and began to open it. The cust¬ 
oms official said “No need to open it. Please declare the 
contents.” I said “personal clothes.” “Any presents to 
your friends in America?" queried the experienced custo¬ 
ms official. I said I have a kilo of tea leaves. “Is it 
processed?” he asked. 1 replied affirmatively. Then ha 
said “okay.” The Americans do not allow unprocessed 
fresh leaves or fruits. I remember my brother in 1966 
had brought some apples from our sister’s garden in 
England to our elder sister in America. 
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Xh© customs officials refused th© fruits to b© taken 
inside America. It is true of live plants too. They think 
that some sick plants may enter America and spread its 
disease to the healthy ones in that country. 

Small pox vaccination certificate was a ‘'must” in 
order to walk through the immigration halls of Kennedy 
airport when I went last time more than ten years ago. 
This time I had taken vaccination against small pox in 
addition to the cholera inoculation. But they did not 
ask for it. Thanks to the eradication of small pox 
in India. Now the Americans are not afraid of an 
Indian visitor who may carry the germs of small pox. 
Moreover I could say that our Prime Minister 
Mr. Morarji Desai has never taken small pox vaccination 
during his 82 years and he has passed through many 
immigration halls, with diplomatic immunity. 

I sighed with relief when I got out of the customs 
hall into the open air carrying mytsuit case. But soon I 
realised that my troubles were not over. They were 
only beginning. The man I was supposed to meet, Mr 
x nomas Hemphil, had not turned up. Then I guessed that 
he probably had not got my letter. So I went to a tele¬ 
phone booth. I decided to change my 6 dollars to get 
coins to make a telephone call to my friend. 

But his office did not reply. At five O dock the 
offices are closed. There was nobody to answer the 
phone. Then I tried to telephone to Washington D. C., 
a collect call (i. e. the one who acceptsithe call agrees to 
pay for the charge) to the sister of my brother-in -law 
Miss. Theresia Varghese. She was out. I tried three 
times. But no reply. I knew that 1 could not go to Chicago 
with the 6 dollars which 1 had. I will be able to contact 
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Thomas Hemphill only the next day when his office 
opens, 1 did not know whether he was staying in New- 
York or elsewhere. Many who work in New York city 
reside in Connecticut or New Jersey, or Pensylvania and 
commute daily to the city. 

I could not remember anybody staying near the 
Kennedy airport with whom to spend a night. To get to 
a hotel with 6dollars is a foolish proposition. Iremember 
ed my two brothers and one sister in America who were 
anxious to have me in their hones. But they were thous¬ 
ands of miles from me. I didnot want to bother them. 
They had purchased the ticket for my travel to America. 
As for the travel within America I had planned to buy a 
350 dollars air ticket tor travel for 3 weeks. But now the 
man who was supposed to meet me at the airport with 
this money was not there. 

Mr. Jose Mundassery has been my good friend 
when I was studying in Princeton, New Jersey. I called 
him. It will take him more than two hours to reach 
Kennedy airport, If I attempted to reach Princeton from 
Kennedy airport it may cost a little more than six dollars. 
Moreover, since I had planned to fly out of New York to 
Chicago, Jos advised me to stay in New York and gave 
the address of our mutual friend Mr. M- T. Antony. 

Mr. M. T. Antony runs india Publications in New 
York. His office is in the prestigious Fifth Avenue in 
Manhattan island in New York city. Since it will be late 
again when he returns from his office he asked me to get 
a taxi to go to his home. Knowing that an Indian visitor 
will have only six dollars to his credit he took the pre¬ 
caution of telephoning to his wife Ammini, to pay the 
taximaa, 
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The 'sew York taximan is said to be very coart- 
eous to some. But if you do not know the way he may 
act like the taximan in India who has a liking to drive 
you through the longest route possible, taking the max¬ 
imum from his customer. I told the taxi man that I did 
not know the route. I gave him the address and the dir¬ 
ections which Mr. Antony gave me. But the drive seemed 
longer and longer. I announced that I have only §6 with 
me. I told him that he has gone off the route. He ret¬ 
urned back but did not care to ask anybody on the road. 
I insisted to ask the people in the locality. But they 
replied that they did not know the locality well. Many 
Americans do not know who live next door in the same 
building, r inaliy we found the p^ace. The meter of the 
taxi showed 13 dollars. My hostess came down with some 
dollars to pay tiie taximan. 

♦ 

Alter eating Indian curry and rice I decided to 
sleep forgetting the difficulties of the journey. The next 
morning Mr. Antony began to make calls. Before he 
called Washington Miss. Theresia Varghese had gone to 
work in the World Bank. He tried to call Mr. Hemphill 
in New York and he was not in yet. He asked the man 
who took the phone to tell Mr. Hemphill to call back as a 
very urgent business. After half an hour when Mr. 
Antony called Mr. Hemphill had already begun to attend 
a conference. Mr. Antony insisted that his call wanted 
top priority and he could not wait until the conference 
was over. Finally Mr Hemphill was connected. Then 
he said that the letter which I posted nine days earlier 
had not reached him. He arranged for my ticket to Chic¬ 
ago the same day. 

within a lew minutes my letter reached Washing¬ 
ton. Miss, Iheresia V arghese was worrying whether any 
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body had met me at the'airport etc. She asked her collea¬ 
gue Mr. Antony PJanthara to call Tom Hemphill in New 
York. He gave my address in New York. Thus I received 
three successive calls from Washington. Everything is 
arranged. Hemphill called and chatted for half an hour 
about the post election situation in India. He had stayed 
in New Delhi for the past four and a half years. He left 
India just before the elections. The Americans were 
happy that Indira Gandhi had been voted out of power. 

After a quick lunch Mr. Antony drove me to La 
Guardia airport. His wife had already gone to work. In 
America people are busy. They work hard. So I told 
Mr. Antony that he could go to his office and I would try 
to find my own way to the airport.But since he was runn¬ 
ing his own business (he has a Master s degree in Busi¬ 
ness Administration) he sat at home and gave necessary 
instructions to his business associate when necessary. 

While driving me:to the airport he began to dis¬ 
cuss about Malayalam writers and Malayalam novels etc. 
Can you imagine that here is a businessman in New York 
discussing about malayalam literature? But Mr, Antony 
is not an ordinary M* B. A. . He has an M A. degree in 
Malayalam. More than two decades ago he taught Mala¬ 
yalam in Madras Christian College, Tambaram. Since 
then although he is engaged in business, he is up to date 
with Malayalam. And if time permitted him, we would 
have got the benefits of his literary talents in our mother 
tongue! 

At La Guardia airport I checked in my luggage. 
Then 1 realised that there was about an hour for me to 
wait. I went to the post office and posted a letter to 
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Trichur. I did not have a piece of paper, I had a prepaid 
Ticket Advice (PTA) letter from Air India in Cochin 
which was no longer necessary as I had already got my 
proper ticket. Since the communication from Air India 
was printed only on one side, I scribbled on the other 
side of the paper that I reached New York safe and sound. 
If I were to write the details of the journey I knew that 
it would take about twenty pages; as it did now- 



FROM NEW YORK TO CALIFORNIA 

From La Guardia airport our plane took off a few 
minutes behind the scheduled time. It was raining which 
was not expected in the month of April. After the plane 
was airborne the hostess came to serve drinks. Alcoholic 
beverages are always charged in economy class. But soft 
drinks such as Coca Cola are not charged Since I do not 
take liquor I told her I did not want any drink. 

‘Did you order for a special meal before you board¬ 
ed the plane?* asked the ever smiling air hostess when 
l demanded a vegetarian meal. I replied ‘no*. Then she 
said that she could not serve me any meal. The only food 
she got on the plane is non-vegetarian. But I do not eat 
neat. She listened patiently and smiled. Thereafter she 
lid not turn to that side. Then I realised The differ¬ 
ence between an Air India plane and an American plane 
Vegetarians in America form a minority much smaller 

han the black minority. 

The flight to Chicago took more than one hour. 
Chicago is a big city with sky scrapers as in New York, 
^s a matter of fact the newly constructed SEARS building 



36 

is taller than the Empire State building of New York. The 
Chicago building ha* more than a hundred and ten stories. 

As I got out of the aircraft I anxiously looked for 
my host Archdeacon badok de Mar Shimun. I did not 
want to have a repetition of the previous day’s experience 
in New York airport. A beautiful teenaged girl greeted 
me and presented me with a flower. I accepted that thin¬ 
king that she was sent from the church to receive me. 
But she uttered in ecstasy “Hare Krishna, Hare Rama* 
then I realisea that this beautiful American girl has been 
attracted .by the new form of religious experience expo¬ 
rted from India, Sue gave their literature to me. It is a 
regular scene in almost ail the airports in the U. S. A. 

As soon as I grabbed my luggage 1 began to search 
iOr my nost, Archdeacon Sadok de Mar Shimun. Finally 
1 found him. He took me direct to Hyatt Regency Hotel, 
one of the posh restaurants in Chicago. He wanted to 
honour me with good food. I wanted to dissuade him 
from going to a hotel before going to his apartment. But 
I did not want to argue with him as I was starving in the 
plane. 

When the menu was brought I began to order 
tomato soup and sandwiches. He asked me to order some 
other real items. Then X reminded him that it was the 
holy week and I observed Lent for 46 days and there 
were only 4 more days to go before Easter. He said that 
he had forgotten that it was lent, The waiters also were 
disappointed because tips are higher only if the bill is 

higher. The waiter knew that it was useless to pay any 
special attention to this table as he was not likely to get 
more than two dollars or so as tip. 20% of the total bill 
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is his “tip'\ If you pay only one dollar after eating for 
10, dollar.* the waiter will put it in his pocket cursing the 
miserliness of the customer. 

• 

In Chicago I was happy to visit Margaret Baba Paul 
in whose home I had stayed during my visit to Chicago 
in 1967. I was taken to the home of her son Alex. It 
was a great joy to visit the home of Khoshaba Pnuel Jassim 
now editor in-chief of the Assyrian Smr. Khoshaba :was 
a good friend of mine in Bagdad in 1968 and his father-in 
law, Deacon Joseph Zaya now in Syria, was my inter¬ 
preter in Bagdad. 

My visit to the home of Deacon 3eevargis Benjamin 
of Ashitha was indeed a pleasant experience. He was the 
Syriac Malpan (teacher) in India from 1929 to 1933. Al¬ 
though 1 was not born at that time, daring my visit to 
Mosul in 1962 1 stayed in his home. Since then we have 
been corresponding occasionally. Deacon Benjamin who 
is now retired came to America with his wife and live 
with their two sons who are working in Chicago. Daring 
my visit, Deacon Benjamin had gone on a short visit to 
Bagdad. Still his sons and their mother received me 
with warm friendship. Since they knew I observe Lent 
season strictly, they prepared vegetables and rice without 
using butter, egg, rish etc. 

My stay with Archdeacon Sadok de Mar Shimun 
was pleasant. He is the only surviving clergyman of Mar 
Shimun family. He is the first cousin of the two late 
patriarchs, i. Mar Benjamin Shimun who was murder¬ 
ed in 1918 and Mar Poulose Shimun who died in 1920. As 
most of the male members of his family had been murd¬ 
ered and his elder brother, who was a bishop, had died 
in Germany in his youth, so young Sadok had to grow up 
in the company of his cousins Sadok later married and 
migrated to America. 
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Although he quarrelled with Mar Eshai Shimun 
patriarch, he is proud of the Mar Shimun family and hopes 
that this Church will be united again and regain its past 
glory. He is the first man of our Church to earn B. D. 
degree studying in Chicago University. His name is 
mentioned in the International Who’s Who as well as in 
the Prominent American citizens Bicentennial volume. 
The beautiful St. John’s Church built about eight years 
ago was consecrated by Dr. r'oulose Mar Poulose Epis- 
copa. Archdeacon Sadok considers himself as a good 
friend of the Indian Church. It will be ingratitude on 
my part if i do not place on record the services he rend¬ 
ered in taking Mar Thoma Darmo to Iraq. 

In:addition to the Assyaians, Indians also attended 
the Easter service. My brother Addison who works in 
the Scott Paper Company in Indianapolis was there. Dr. 
Davy Emmatty who has a Ph, D-, in Plant Pathology from 
Purdue University is the tomato expert of Heinz comp¬ 
any which makes tomato Ketchup. Many of our Indians 
have good education and good positiions in America. But 
since their relatives are in India they have to make long 
trips to India occasionally with their families which cost 
them a lot of money. 

From Chicago I went with Davy Emmatty and his 
family in his car to Bowling Green, Ohio. I noticed that 
Americans have reduced their speed limit from 70 miles 
to 55 miles per hour. It is to save gasoline. Everybody 
is talking about energy erisis in America now. Comforts 
are increasing in their homes. It enchances the energy 
problem, In Davy’s home I was quick to notice a fan 
even in bathroom. Similarly more than one television is 
seen in most of the homes. This is a definite change 
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during the last ten years. I must mention that Americans 
work hard in order to afford such comforts. 1 he mothers 
work so that children can have a second car and two or 
three extra television s^ts, T he children work so that 
they can have a tape receorder or a camera in addition 
to paying their own tuition fees in the school or college. 

From Bowling Green, Ohio, Davy drove me to Ann 
Arbor, Michigan to catch the train. 1 got into the traia 
which was coming from Detroit and going to Chicago. 
Archdeacon Sodok de Mar Shimun was there to give me 
my passport etc, which L had forgotten in his apartment. 
He told me that he had a telephone call from Bishop Mar 
Aprem Khamis of Chicago desiring to meet me. Since I 

had to catch the next train to Minneapolis I could not do 
so. Although the train service has improved considerably, 
we were told, as soon as we got into the train in Chicago, 
that we would be late by three hours in Minneapolis. 

Minneapolis and st. Paul are twin cities with a 
population of twomillion. It is in the state of Minnesota, 
the state with ten thousand lakes. It is an area where a 
lot of American Indians are residing- It is one of the 
most beautiful cities. From the tenth floor of Holiday 
Inn where I stayed I could see the beauty of the city in 
the twilight as lights were on in the buildings. 

At Mi nneapolis I spoke at the chapel ^of the Billy 

Graham Association where three hundred staff members 
attended the chapel. It was a surprise to see how effic¬ 
ient a religious office is run, About four million copies 
of Decision magazine are mailed monthly from this office 

I have known how difficult it is to put addresses and 
post one hundred and seventy five copies of the Voice of 
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the East. But here four million copies are mailed in a. 
a few hours. The technology has improved so much 

In the Bethel Seminary at St. Paul’s I preached in 
their chapel. I met most of the professors and students. 
The professor of Missions Dr. Tegenfelt whose son is a 
medical missionary in India, and the professor of Church 
History Dr. Anderson joined me at lunch. They were 
happy to know about our Church. They had read my 
book i\estorian Missions. 

At Minneapolis I visited the homes of Rev. Dr. 
Akbar Haqq and Rev. Walter Grist who had preached in 
Irichur. They were happy to have me in their homes. 
They arranged for me to preach in an International 
Students Fellowship meeting as well as in a Methodist 
Church. 

The.I. D. S. centre,.the tallest budding in Minnea¬ 
polis stands in the heart of tha city. Investors Diversi¬ 
fied Services occupies floors 24 to 36. The largest tenant 
of this'beautifui building is the largest financial institut¬ 
ion of its kind in the world. Established in 1894, IDS 
today operates assets totalling more than eight billion 
dollars for almost two million customer accounts. Mainly 
the IDS deals with real estate business. But they also 
deal with mutual fund management and distribution, tax- 
exempt bond funds, investment certificates, a real estate 
investment trust, private fund management, pension and 
profit sharing plans, insurance and annuities, industrial 
leasing, mortgage banking, oil and gas exploration prog¬ 
rammes and investment banking. Although based in 
Minneapolis, it has branches in all the 50 states of the 
U. 8. A. 
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As we entered inside the building we saw it shin¬ 
ing Much of the materials of this building is shining 
glass and steel. The central area of this big building 
complex has a glass roof. Therefore light was coming 
through it. At the same time we were not affected by 
the rain which was drizz ing on us as we were walking 
outside the building Fortunately there are glass covere 
streeetwalks from this building to the buildings after 
the next street We walk over the streets unaff¬ 
ected by the rain. It is one of the most beautiful build - 
I have ever seen anywhere in the wTorld. A folder descr- 
bes Rs manifold attractions and beauty and concludes 
‘The IDS Center is all of that. An ever changing feast 
for the eye A work of a rt < e looked at.and lived 
in- They have the slogan ‘From the IDS look out, the 
outlook is great.* 

In this building is the Marquette Inn with 285 spa¬ 
cious rooms The Orion Room and public and private 
dining facilities are at a height of 750 feet which is the 
higest point between Chicago and the West Coast. We 
went uptothe top of the tower to the 51st floor after pur¬ 
chasing a ticket for that privilege. From the top of the 
tower we could see the whole city of Minneapolis and its 
neighbouring areas. Through binoculars we could obtain 
a bird's eye view. 

The Museum depicting various historical develo- 
ments of the Minnesota are a interesting. We saw the 
effigies of the American Indians. The clothes they wore. 
The utensils they used. Some of the ultra modern bam¬ 
boo baskets are the ones they used 300 years ago. The 
models of the carriages they used at that time are 
also kept in this musum- By attractive light and expert 
sound systems, they have made this exhibition very fascin¬ 
ating and informative. 
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After finishing this visit we were about to come 
down. We knew that eating at the ’‘high places’’ such 
as the restaurant on the tower must have spiralling prices. 
So we decided to go down to eat at the lower levels- 

A great surprise was waiting for me as the door of 
the elavator was opened and I was about to enter in 
Among the many people coming out of the elevators I 

spotted a man who looked like an Indian. As I took a 
second look, I was delighted to discover that it was 
Thomas Varghese from my own state of Kerala. 1 had 

met him 20 years ago in the central part of India, When 
1 smiled it was easy for him to recogniz me, although 1 
had changed physically (and spiritually too) consider¬ 
ably during the last twenty years. He had come to 
Minneapolis for a sociology Conference. He teaches. 
Sociology in Iowa. 

Nobody has counted and verified the exact number of 
the ten thousand lakes in the state of Minnesota. 
It is an approximate estimate. But somebody has 
counted the lakes and parks of the Twin cities of 
Minneapolis and St. Paul as the following description 
claims. It is worth reading. 

936 lakes, 513 parks, 39 playhouses including the 
famed Guthrie Theater, 53 camping areas, 372 hotels, 
motels and resorts, 85 movie theaters, 61 marinas and 155 

boat launching sites, 3647 restaurants and night clubs, 27 
ski areas, 10 major museums, 50 historical points of 
interest, two major downtowns, 33 major shopping cent¬ 
ers, major league sports featuring the Minnesota Twins, 
Vikings, North Stars and Saint Paul Fighting Saints, 
Big Ten sports with the University of Minnesota 
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Gophers, 22 colleges and Universities. 50 Art galleries, 
several renowned musical organizations including the 
critically acclaimed Minnesota Orchestra, '38 tennis 
courts, 200 indoor and outdoor hockey rinks, 148 beaches 
and pools, 116 bowling alleys and archery ranges, Minne. 
apolis' Aquatennial summer festival, Saint Paul's winter 
Carnival, dozens of other annual celebrations and, 
most important, close to two million people. 

There was a knock at my door one evening in the 
Holiday Inn- As 1 opened my door, a young lady was 
standing near my door. She shouted in excitement. 
‘There is a big fly in my room, lam afraid. Please 
kill it" Her room was on my side of the tenth floor. 
I went to her room to look for the big lly I almost 
laughed when 1 saw the fly which we regularly see. 
II 1 were a young boy I would have caught it and kept 
it in a match box. But since I did not have much time for 
leisurely pursuits, l killed the fly and saved that young 
lady horn fear, She said that she was from Israel and a 
violinist by profession. She came from Israel for a per¬ 

formance in Minneapolis which has a beautifu 1 Minne¬ 
sota Orchestra Concert Hall, opened in 1974. 

There are :more American Indians in Minnesota 
than in other states. But real Indians, I mean, Indian 
Indians are very few compared to the Indian population 
in New York, Washington D. C, Chicago or San 
Francisco. 

Although there are only a few Indians in Minnea¬ 
polis I met Mr. Theodore Manaean, a former member of 
Indian parliament. He told me that he was an M. P. and 
also one of the General Secretaries of the All India Con- 
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gress Party under the presidentship of Mr. K. Kamaraj. 
1 never knew that a Proteptant Indian Christian was at 
the All India Party level. He reprsented Darjseling 
in the Lok Sabha for a five year term from 1962 Now he 
is the associate director of the World Prayer Fellowship 
in Minneapolis. 

Many gimmicks are played by various business 
house to boost up their sale. The dining room of the 
Holiday Inn where I stayed has for supper fresh prawns; 
Just peel and eat ail free But it is necessary for us to 
order at least one item for supper And each item on the 
menu costs a minimum of 9 dollars i. e. about 75 rupees. 
Actually these items on the menu costs only 2 or 3 dollars 
in other resaurants* So five or six dollars they save on 
it is towards the cost of the prawns you eat free of cost! 

As I like prawns I began to eat from the 
bamboo basket full of steamed prawns placed 
on my table. I started peeling and eating non¬ 
stop. I knew that I hai to adjust to the 9 dollars fish 
dish 1 was ordering. The waiter knew that the fellow 
was going to do justice to his bill of 9 dollars by eating 
the free stuff more than a normal customer He could 
not warn me to stop it: as he had placed the basket on my 
table ail for myself. B.it he brought a towel dipped in hot 
soap water and placed it on my table. Then I knew that 
it is a signal to stop pealing and eating free and wipe my 
hands using the towel. 1 stopped pealing prawns any 
more with special consideration to my stomach. 

At Minneapolis I met a young Kerala clergyman 
serving two Medthodist churhes in that area. He is a 
member of the Mar Thoma Church in Kerala. He went 
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to study theology in St* Paul, near Minneapolis. He is 

much liked by his congregation. 

A lot of Kerala people go abroad. They are found 
in all professions. Some of them take permanent resid- 
entships. A few only take citizenship. Many others are 
on student visa or exchange visa or tourist visa. One 
has to take citizenship in order to sponsor his relatives* 
All relatives cannot be sponsored, Only direct sisters 
and brothers, as well as parents, children, wives or husb¬ 
ands. 

Since I had a railway pass I could go to San Fran¬ 
cisco without any additional expense. but there is no 
direct rail route to San Francisco* I can go to Seattle 
and then go down to San Francisco. Or, I can go back to 
Chicago and catch the train direct to San Francisco. In 
either case it will be a waste of one day. Therefore l 
decided to cut across to Omaha, Nebraska and eaten the 
Chicago-San Francisco train. But there is no railroad 
from Minneapolis to Omaha in the short route* I had to 

take bus. So I flew. It took less than one hour. 

At Omaha, Nebraska I got into an Amtrak train* 
The Railway is not under the government as it is in India. 
But many private railway companies were running at a 
loss. So several companies combined to form Amtrak. 
It is offering many concessions to attract more passeng¬ 
ers. Still many seats were empty. That is the reason 
for the loss- 

* 

Since I am a non-smoker 1 liked the rules on smoking 
in Amtrak trains. In India the train passengers are often 
disturbed by smoking. But the Amtrak regulations require 

as follows ‘Smoking-Amtrak wants to make your trip a 
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pleasant one. Because we are concerned about your trave¬ 
ling comfort - and in view of the increased public 
awareness of smoking and the strong views held 
by our passengers-we have designated certain No SMOK" 
IMG areas. Consequently, smoking WILL be permitted 
in sleeping, snack, lunge or parlour cars. Smoking will 
NOT be permitted in full-service dining cars, and in 
coaches unless specifically set aside and identified for 
smoking. If you smoke, as many of us do, please smoke 
in designated smoking areas only. Thank you for your 
cooperation.” All co-operated. Not like the front area of 
Indian buses where ‘no smoking’ signs are put up. Botone 
often sees the driver who occupies the front seat smoking. 

I began to write a travelogue in the train psssing 
through the state of Nevada on my way to California, 
I put my watch back by one hour when I flew from New 
York to Chicago and another hour this morning as the 
train was heading towards west coast of America. As I 
looked through the glass windows of our train I found 
the mountains covered with snow. Without woollen 
clothes and shoes, I felt chilly when I walked outside the 
heated trains and homes. But during day time the tem¬ 
perature went up to 86 degree F, the highest most of the 
Americans could expect in April. Then I felt that my 
indian slippers and hand woven Khadi cassock were suff¬ 
icient to protect me from the dangers of cold climate. 
To me who is from South India it was a rare and excit¬ 
ing sight to see snow- 
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FROM SAN FRANCISCO TO NEW YORK 

The Amtrak train reached railroad Oakland station 
on time. All passengers to San Francisco got off the train at 
Oakland and proceeded to San Francisco in a bus arranged 
by the Amtrak itself. I was however received by Fr.Charles 
and Fr. Andrew, two celibate priests interested in our 
Church. They took me in a limousine driven by a black 
clergyman the Rev, Robinson to the Vagabond Hotle. 
I stayed there for two days as the guest of the manage¬ 
ment. I wa3 very happy to see that the two priests ment¬ 
ioned above are collecting number of books on our 
Church. They have made photo-copies of rare books and 
articles in periodicals which are out of print. I wished tc 
spend more time in their library. 

After visiting the Grace Cathedral, and the Roman 
Catholic Cathedral, I visited some places of tourist attra¬ 
ction such as Golden Gate Bridge, the Fisherman Wharf, 
San Francisco University etc. 

The Religious News programme brodcast on Sun¬ 

day mornings over the KGO Radio had invited me to be 
the chief guest for the week l was interviewed by a 
Baptist minister. Entering the Radio station we were 
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escorted through some rooms and flights of stairs. In 
order to quench my curiosity, the interviewer explained 
to me that they had to tighten their security owing to 
some threats on the radio station. Every newcomer has 
to enter through some complicated routes to the record¬ 
ing studio. But after the recording was over we were 
free to walk out through the front entrance. During the 
half an hour programme after announcing two or three 
news items I was interviewed. All sorts of questions 
were asked about our Church, its history, faith and wor¬ 
ship. He took my latest book The Chaldean Syrian 
Church in India in his hand and strongly recommended 
it to the thousands of listeners of this programme. I have 
not yet heard from any whether the listeners wrote to the 
Radio asking for the book. 

Mr. Youel A. Baba is an Assyrian who has an ex¬ 
ecutive position in Betchel Corporation, He has built a 
big house recently near San Francisco. He took me for 
dinner at the Fisherman Wharf. Since I do not eat any 
meat expect fish (if that is meat) we decided to go to the 
Fisherman’s Whart. All kinds of fish are available there. 
Cooked or uncooked, dead or alive are avaible there. As 
we sat on the upstairs of the restaurant the waiters began 
to serve us. But no drinking water was brought to the 
table. Then I was told that due to the drought in California 
water is not served in restaurants unless specifically 
requested. It is free, of course. Still you do not get it 
until you ask. 

After a sumptuous meal at Fisherman's Wharf over 
looking the boats and the sea, we went to Youel Baba’s 
home. I was impressed by its spaciousness and expensive 
carpets and interior decorations. Mr. Baba’s wife is a 
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cousin of 1 iU Metropjlitan Mar Thoma Darmo. She req¬ 
uested that l may bless their home. When I said 
prayer in Aramaic (also called Syriac by some) language 
spoken by Lord Jesus Chirst, she was amazed that It 
an Indian, knew their old language. They showed some 
Syriac bjoks and l read it. Two prominent Assyrians 
also came to visit me in their home, 1 kept on talk¬ 

ing. It was nearing midnight 

It was exactly midnight when I was brought back 
to the Vagabond hotel. Earlier that day 1 had seen my 
brother Jose Mooken, wile Lalu and their two children 
Mir iam and Miki (Michelle). It was near the Golden 
Gate Bridge when I was telling my host that I hope to 
meet my brother sonuwhere. i was looking at every car 
passing through the busy streets ot San Francisco in anti¬ 
cipation. They were supposed to come to San Francisco 
from San Diego and I was supposed to meet them some¬ 
where on that day. Upon arriving in the city they 
contacted my Assyraiu friend Yuel Baba and knew that 
I was staying in Vagabond Hotel. As they set out for 
sightseeing in san Francisco where they were visiting 
for the 1 irs t time they did not have a hunch as I had that 
we were going to meet in the street. 

“ 1 hat girl looks like my niece” I said pointing to 
a stven year old girl standing in a crowd of visitors. We 
stopped the car and went near the girl whom 1 was see¬ 
ing for the first time in my life. Then I saw her mother. 
After greeting them I saw the elder girl whom L had 

seen when she was two years old- Finally I saw my 
oldest brother whom I had not seen for the past eleven 
years. After a q.iick conversation I left them there pro¬ 
mising to meet them at the V agabond Hotel at night. 
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At midnight, when I reached the hotel I was really 
tired of the hectic day. So 1 decided to retire to my 
room. But my sister-in-law opened their door to find 
whether I came back at all. So I greeted her and my 
brother. “Why not sit for half an hour and talk. We 
are so anxious to hear news from home’* suggested my 
sister in-law. “Ha’f an hour, yes” I mused. I started 
out in my usual non-stop style, 1 tried to condense the 
family news of a decade in half an hour. bhe children 
were asleep. M/e talked and talked* When I reached a 
temporary stop, 1 looked at my watch to notice that 
half an huor had elapsed seven times. The time was 
three thirty in the morning. I said good night and walked 
to my room. 

We left San Francisco at about ten in the morning. 
We planned to reach Turlock for lunch. We ware driv¬ 
ing south, Gur destination was San Diego by night. On 
the way we fixed up for lunch at Turlock and supper at 
six in the evening in Hmi Valley near Los Angeles. I 
telephoned a third party and suggested that we might 
stop by them on our way to San Diego. They enquired 
about our destination and route. They politely told me 
to forget about squeezing that place also in my already 
heavy schedule tor that day. 

From ban brancisco we drove south crossing a very 
long bridge of more than two or three miles. At least 
it seemed so long as we drove over that bridge. Gradually 
we realised teat we were going to be behind our 
schedule. Aroun i one o’clock we were in Turlock 
for lunch with Yaeob S. Yacob vvbon I h\i met in 

Bagdad nine years ago. He received us with great joy. 
He had brought his oid father from Bagdad. He is over a 
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hundred years old. He is the older brother of the mother 
of late ;vlar Thoma Darmo, my predecessor. So 1 was 
happy in that home. There were some new arrivals from 
Syria. So his house was full of his relatives. He has 

added two rooms recently to his house. 

Deacon Yuash Kellaitha is 81 years old. He was 
my host in Turlock in 1967. So l decided to meet him 
before leaving Turlock. He has been my goon friend, 
Yacob telephoned to his home to inform that 1 had arriv¬ 
ed in Turlock. His wife replied that he was taking rest 
and he was not well. She was afraid that I would call 
later. She took the precaution of pulling out the wire 
from the telephone so that I would not contact them 
again. After half an hour 1 decided to make a move. We 
went straight to his home. The dog began to bark. Still 
we started marching in through the front door. Deacon 
Kellaitha's wife who did not want us to visit her sick 
husband stood at the door smiling. We walked in and 
saw the helpless Deacon Kellaitha sitting on his cnair, 
When his wile retreated to the kitchen he showed me the 
disconnected telephone and told me how his wife was afr¬ 
aid of any church-man thinking that her nusband would 
give some money away for some noble cause. 1 felt pity 
for the old man. Since it was already four O clock we 

had to take leave of him 

Heading towards Los Angeles I noticed that it was 

already 3ix in the evening We stopped the car and tel- 
phoned to tell Benjamin Yalda in Simi Valley that we 

were running behind the schedule and would reach there 
for supper by 8 B M. It is very late by American stand¬ 
ards although it is early by Lerala standards where most 
people eat alter eight or nine. We did not reach Los 
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Angeles by nine. So we called again to tell that we were 
coming. Keep the food warm. But children were hungry. 
V, e stopped at a restaurant. '\ his caused half an hours’ 
delay. My brother who was driving during the whole 
day was getting tired. My sister-in-law ofiered to drive. 
I ut my brother argued that ladies are not. safe drivers! 

At twelve O’ clock midnight we reached the home 
of Benjamin Yalda for supper. His wife had gone to sleep 
alter eleven thirty. But he was still waiting for us The 
table was al set. The food was placed on the oven for 
warming. At about one we ate. After our conversation 
about his late cousin Mar Thoma Darmo we left at about 
two. 

Although we bad a hard time in getting into Simi 
\ alley from Los Angeles we managed to return to the 

main route without much delay. Bul still there was a 
long way to ban Diego- My 'sister in-iaw dozed off to 
sleep My brother felt si epy too. After a few minutes 
he parked the car on one side ol the road. And we all 
slept sitting. Within one hour we woke up and proceered 
to San Diego. It was about live in the morning when we 
reached my brother4* home in San Diego. 

San Diego zoo is one of the famous ones of the 
kind. In spite of the crowded programmes of the previous 
days and the two late evenings, we decided to visit the 
zoo. Since the zoo covers a wide area it is not easy to 
walk. : o we got into a bus which took us around the zoo. 
A guide explained everything we saw from the bus on 
both sides. Among the rare animals arid birds, I was 
amused to see ordinary Indian chicKen a rare specimen 
in America, but a common sight in my hometown, 
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‘Sea World' is one of the major tourist attractions 

in San Diego, The second day we went to the ‘Sea World 
It is a huge aquarium. There are attractive shows conn¬ 
ected with water and underwater, There is a lot to see. 
Admission fee is 1 Id dollars for adults and 1 dollar for 
chidrsn of four to twelve Those under 4 can enter the 
place free of charge. rihtse who visit this place 
weekly or monthly or more often take advantage of Gold 

t ass of 11,50 dollars 

Shammu Killer Whale show attracted thousandr 
ol people. As we sat on the gallery, Shammu the Killes 

Wha!e appeared in the pond in front of us. It was an 
amusing sig ht to see the show enacted by Shamu and his 
crew. The young and the old enjoyed it. The Seal and 
Otter show organized by the Coca-Coia company also 
was worth spending time l he Spark letts Water l^antasy 
show, Dolphin show, Star-Kist Underwater Show as well 

as the -ew Live Shark exhibits where the largest live 
sharks on exhibition in America were available for 

viewing added to tne attraction 

Rides were also an added attraction. The American 
Airlines Tower, Sea World Hydrafoil Boats and Sea 
World Skyride. *11 these rides had special fees. Not 
all the visitors who were crowding around the Shamu 
Show cared tor the rides. Since 1 had never been in a 
skyride, 1 wished to take one. My brother did not enjoy 
heights much, so he asked me to go on the ride with 
children, We sat on a basket like thing which was closed. 
Then it was slid through over a cable. As w^e were rid¬ 
ing over the sea it was scaring to look down. Still the 

children smiled. 
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By the time we reached the Japanese vBlage area 
which is a 2\ acre set apart for pearl diving it was almost 
closed. Still we went around that Japanese Village area 

This is a rare opportunity to watch Ama girls dive for 
pearls and feed Japanese Koi (carp). There are also -hops 
from where the visitors can buy authentic and colourful 

pearls and repair their necklace or design a ring with a 
pearl. The gardens and show rooms are beautiful in this 
Japanese village. As we hung around there, the officers 
suggested that we leave the premises as it was time to 
close the Sea World grounds- 

The next day we went to Disneyiand. On our way 
we stopped at the house of Howard Wells, a well known 
professional pianist . He is interested in our Church. 
As we walked into his garden we saw beautiful 
oranges I have never tasted such juicy oranges in my 
life. California is a state of fruits such as oranges, grapes, 
peaches etc. 

Disneyland is near LosAngeies.lt is a large amuse¬ 
ment park. Not only mere fun but also educational values 
attract more than ten million people annually. It is 
always crowded. It was dilficult for us to spot out our car 
in the ocean ol cars parked al the entrance of Disney land. 
Each lot is marked by a letter of the alphabet. Even then 
it was not easy to find out each one’s car. 

Disneyland land was founded by Walt Disney in 
1955 at Anaheim 55 miles from San Diego in Southern 
California. His fantasyland is a living testimony to his 
genius. It remains ‘a marvel of technological ingenuity. 
{Time, July 4, 1977) 



We paid 26 dollars or so for two adults and two 
children tickets. It is expensive. But it includes various 
rides that are available inside. One needs a whole day to 
make the maximum use of the entrance fee. Even if one 
spends a whole day, one has to choose the most interest¬ 
ing ones. As a matter of fact it requires 2 or 3 full 

days to visit all the centres completely 

We tried to see the important places in five hours. 
We went for several rides. Monorail in the air like an 
airoplane, but on one rail, submarine, trains, boats etc 
were enjoyable. But the metahorn was really scary. It 
was like a small open toy car juet enough to seat two 
adults and two children. Although we had fastened the seat 
belts properly, we were frightened when it took off 
through small artificial mountains and water falls, going 
up and down. The children kept on laughing while I was 
worried of some accident. It is said that no accident has 
ever occurred on these seary rides. Another ride was 
through a dark area where ghosts made every noise to 
frighten us. Children laughed at the ghosts, as they 

knew they are not real ghosts. 

The space craft and such places gave us information 
about the latest scientific inventions. "This is America’* 

film by the Bell Telephone Company told us the histor¬ 
ical development of the United States. A state of 
Abraham Lincoln made in wax also was excellent. Credit 

goes to the late Walt Disney whose imagination ereated 

Disneyland near Los Angeles. Since his death Disney 
World was developed in Florida to attract the visitors to 

the sunny state of America. 
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"Is she yonr wife or mother*' queried the seven 
year old Miki to Mar Yokhannan who called his wi e 
‘‘Come on Mama". He had to answer ‘‘She is my wifei 

but I call her what my daughters call her. Mar 
Yokhannan, an old friend, had come to Disneyland to 
seem. 1 thought that children sometimes ask fooli h 
questions, but intelligent too. i'he lady could not look 
old enough to be his mother. So the little girl 

cleared her doubt- 

‘‘Miriam, are you crying because our uncle bishop 
is leaving?* asked the same girl to her eider sister who 
started crying as I said good bye to them at the Disney¬ 
land. Miki was smiling as we said good bye and she 

could not understand why her elder sister should 
cry at the auspicious occasion. I have seen many Amer¬ 
ican giris of that age group crying at the time of bidding 
good bye as many girls in India cry when they leave their 
homes to go to church to get married! 

Visiting Santa Barbara I went to Hollywood where 
1 stayed in Tolucan motel a moderate accomodation. But 
when my friend came to see me he was not satisfied with 
the accommodation. He said “Your Eminence, give me 
permission to transfer you to a suitable accommodation 
at Airport Hilton hotel.* 1 had to disappoint him by 
stating that such a waste of money would not be justifiable 

Even in Tolucan Stel I had an added luxury which 
I had not seen any where else. The magic fingers. When 
I put a quarter o. a dollar coin to the box near my bed, the 
moving fingers fixed below my bed started moving for 15 
minutes. This moving fingers gave good sleep within 
the fifeen minutes working of the machine. If I did not 
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sleep within 15 minutes I was had to put another coin to 
snjoy the magic for another 15 minutes. 

Flight from Los Angeles to St. Louis, Missouri was 
n an ordinary plane. But the connection from St. Louis 
;o Jefferson city was in a mini plane of skyline. But 
-hey advertised. ‘We are the smallest, but the greatest 
vith maximum number of connections.’ I did not realise 
low small they were until I got into the plane which 
vas smaller than a van or station wagon with four small 
-hairs on the right and four on the left with a few 
nches space in between. It did not go very high in the sky. 
t was somewhere in the midair. It was noisy too, 1 was 
lot confident that I was going to survive that flight* 

At the Airport in Jefferson city there was only 
me man other than my sister’s family. I was the only 
iassenger to that great capital city of Missouri state. I 
?as told that in the evening flight there is a bigger plane 
pith more passengers. 1 had the same deserted feelling 
t the railway station of that capital city. Just one man, 

t is not very shocking when we take into consideration 
be fact that more Americans use cars and buses than 
rains. 

The capitol building, head quarters of the state 
Dvernment, seems to be the oniy tourist attraction in 
sfferson city. The halls of the capitol building are kept 
3 a museum. Tourists walk in and out. Beautiful 
lintings as well as archeological findings are kept there, 
he governor’s office also is in the same building. 

The Lincoln University there is not very large in 
>mparison with many American Universities, My 
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brother-in-law, Dr. Alexander Alex, is the Head of the 
Department of Economics. I met some other professors 
also of the same University. I learned that half of the 
administration people of the University is black. But 
they are not totally black. 1 met the retired professor of 
journalism Dr. Pride. In appearence he is a white man. 
But he is a black man, i. e., a Negro. The skin of this 
black man is white because somewhere in the line he 
must have a white a ancestor. 

Three days of stay in the house of my sister Leela 
made me to repeat the home news which I had repeated 
to my brother the previous week. Her son Saji, born in 
India, would understand a word or two of Malayalam. 
But her daughter Asha born in America would not under¬ 
stand a word of it. She wanted me to help her plant a 
garden etc. 

Once she asked me to colour the pictures in her 
book. She gave me a lot of colour paints. Then she 
kept on asking me a lot of questions such as which 
colour would be appropriate for each section of the pict¬ 
ure. Being unable to answer all her questions I said that 
I do not know how to colour the picture. 'You do not know 
how to colour?’ It was a real surprise to her that her 
uncle, such a grown up man does not know what little 
chidreu know well. I had to tell her that children in India 
do not get facilities which students in America get. 

Train journey from Jefferson city to Boston was 
pleasant. But it was slow- We were told that we would 
be late by five hours when the train would get to New 
York. Some passengers said that they would never travel 
by train again. Some preferred to fly while others said 
it was better to go by bus. 
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‘M - a - n, you are from India?* asked a Negro 
traveller who sat near me in the dining car. I began to 
talk to him. ‘I like you m - a - n. Is there any differ¬ 
ence between your blood and my blood m - a - n? red. 
It is the same colour ol my blood m - a- n. It is the 
same with this white man also. I do not like him. I 
want to pick up a quarrel with him before I reach New 
York. I like you m - a - n. Because you are talking 

with me m - a - n.’ 

He poured beer to his glass and sipped. Then 

before finishing his glass he went to the bar and 
bought beer again. I asked him why he bought more beer 
while he had some left. He said it was not cool enough. 
1 spoke to him against drinking. He said he was aware 
of the evils of drinking. He was trying to give it up. His 
wife who is an school teacher does not like his drinking. 
So he does not drink while at home. But on travel he 
must make up for it. 

One white young man wanted to talk with me. I 
was wondering why he wanted to talk with me. Then he 
explained that he had attended the Transcendental Medi¬ 
tation class of Maharishi Mahesh Yogi for some time 
last year. Since he saw me with beard, be found some 
attraction. In the United States many attend these cla¬ 

sses. Their percntage in higher than in India. 

At New York railway station I had to change train 
to Boston. Due to my delay of five hours, I had to 
telephone to my hosts in Boston that I would arrive there 

only at midnight. My railway pass of three weeks (220 
dollars,) for unlimited travel expired the previous day. 
Since I was already in the train I was entitled to com- 
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plete the journey uutil the final destination of the train. 
So I was able to travel on the 22nd day on a 21 day pass. 
But 1 had to buy a ticket from New York to Boston, as 
it was a different train. 

“Don’t leave your luggage unattended’' said a 
railway guard when 1 went to purchase my ticket to 
Boston from one side of the platform to another. There 
are many thefts on the platform. So 1 had to carry the 
luggage when 1 went to make a telephone call to Boston* 
Telephone system is so convenient and quick. My hosts 
agreed to meet me at the railway station at midnight. 

Streeter Stuart, my host, his wife. Merle and son 
R§ v. Dr. Streeter Stuart Jr. had been any guests when 
they came for a large evangelistic convention in my home 
town Trichur. 'I heir daughter Twyla Stuart was study¬ 
ing in Princeton Theological Seminary when I was a 
student there. So during my five day stay in their home 
I felt at home They did their best to make my stay 
busy and worthwhile and comfortable. 

Radio is still a*i effective medium of communicat¬ 
ion in the U. S. A. inspite of the television. Especially 
when people drive they tune in the car radio. My host 
Streeter arranged for me to be the chief guest of a radio 
programme that is broadcast every Sunday morning for 
one hour. Streeter himself was a newscaster with West¬ 
ing house Corporation and knows the people in the radio 
well; it was evident by the welcome we received when 
we went to the highest building in Boston about 51 
storeys or so high. 

I was interviewed on WEEI radio on ‘View Point 
on Religion* programme. Five members on the panel 
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asked me various pertinent questions concerning our chu¬ 
rch and I calmly and readily replied all the questions 
nearly for one hour. An episcopal, a Lutheran and a 
Catholic clergyman and a Catholic nun sat with the 
radio station officials on the panel. And the discussion 
was truly ecumenical indeed. 

My visit to the Harvard University, Peabody 
Museum in Boston, Gordon Cornwell Seminary etc., 
were very useful. I preached in the chapel of Gordon 
Cornwell Seminary where Dr. Douglas Stuart (second 
son of the Stuart) was tf ahing Old Testament. Son of a 
former President of the U. S. A., Gerald Ford was study¬ 
ing in that Seminary. Many were interested to hear 
about our Church 

The Rev- Dr. Claude Pickens, the scholarship 
secretary, who gave me travel grant to the U. S. A. and 
back to India via Bagdad, in 1967-68, is retired from 
service. Heis living near Boston. He and his wife heard 
that I was speaking at Gordon Cornwell Seminary. So 
they came. After the talk they took me and my hosts to 
a Chinese restaurant and entertained us at a Chinese 
lunch. Dr & Mrs. Pickens were missionaries in China. 
Mrs. Pickens is the daughter of a famous missionary to 
the Muslim world, Samuel Zwemer. After lunch we all 
visited the Picken’s home. He showed us the places near 
Boston where.the Pilgrim fathers had landed. Pointing 
:o the other side of the sea, he said that is Holland. It 
vas too far beyond our eyes could reach. 

The Rev. Dr. Stanley Thoburn and his wife Pearl 
aught me at Jabalpur from 1957-1961. Since then I had 
lever met them. After sixteen years, as I telephoned to 
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Mrs* Tboburn to tell her that ‘this is Mar. Aprem, form¬ 
erly George Mooken, your student,* it took her by surp¬ 
rise. As I asked whether she remembered me she replied 
I remember one Mooken.’ I said that there is only one 

Mooken who is in the religions field- Thus my identity 
was established That evening Dr & Mrs- Thoburn came 
to the Stuart’s home. In short time we had happy recoll¬ 
ections of four years at Jabalpur and of the past 16 years 
since 1 had graduated from there. 

I preached one sermon on a Saturday evening and 
two sermons on the next morning in a Church near 
Boston. I was the guest of the Rev. Dr. Abraham Thomas 
and Dr. A. V Varghese, I also met my neighbour of 
Trichur Mr, Mohan Kattapuram, an engineer at Boston, 

I unexpectedly met Dr. Akbar Haqq whom I had met 
three weeks earlier at Minneapolis. He was preaching 
in Boston. 1 was given the privillege of speaking a few 
words in the Church just before Dr. Haqq addreised the 
gathering. 

At Washington D. C., I had a busy programme. 
Miss. Theresia Varghese, sister of my brother-in-law, 
working in the World Bank took me to the Church where 
she worships. Dr. Roper, the pastor, invited me, to 

preach on the following Sunday. But 1 had to go to 
Toronto, She also introduced me to the Rev. Bob Strain 
in the Presbyterian Church. He arranged for me to 
attend the International Prayer Breakfast on Friday. 
There too I met many good Christian friends. 

Ihe Smithsonian Museum is one of the best 
museums in the world. Since I had been Peabody Museum 
at Harward, some things exhibited at Smithsonian were 
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repetitions. Still it was worth visiting. Many expensive 
iiamonds and pearls including very precious stones from 
[ndia were on the exhibition there. Policemen were 
guarding these costly stones I wondered how difficult, 
it would be to estimate the cost of the properties of that 
viuseum. It would be in millions and billions. 

As Theresia Varghese and myself walked out of 
ihese Museums some decently dressed young people began 
to argue with us. They said that they believed in Hare 
Hama Hara Krishna cult. Judging from the saree of Miss 

Varghese and my beard the young men knew that we 
were from India. But to their surprise, we said that we 
were not the followers of their sect. 

“Krishna is the father of Christ ’ declared one of 
.hese young people. I could not help but laugh at this 
Grange idea 1 told him that I had never heard such a 
antastic claim that Krishna is father of Christ. Phon 
ihey argued that Christ himself stated that he is the son 
)f God. Krishna is-God and hence Christ is the son of 
irishna. They began fo quote Scriptures. 

“I am the way, the Truth and the life’* (John 14 :6) 
tated Christ with three definite articles. So I pointed 
o the claim of the uniqueness of Christ. But the young 
>eople did not give up. They began to q.iote from the 
Jcriptures. They attacked Christians lor killing and 
sating animals. When I told them 1 abstain from meat 
t was a surprise to them. Miss Varghese. who is a ded- 
cated Christian4 told them “why not you give a try for 
Ihrist for change? Why are you running after o'.her 

eligions? You should try Christ first. 1 am sure that 
ie will not fail you”. We could not influence them; 
hey could not correct us either. 
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. Stay with Mr. anthony Planthara aud his wife Dr. 
Maria was a pleasant one. Anthony works in the World 
Bank and has a background of journalism in Kerala. He 
took me around many places. His philosophy of life is 
' keep pushing”. I am a reserved type. But he said we must 

keep pushing. That is inevitable in the world of com¬ 
petition. Their three year old daughter Pamela looked 
at my beard and said ‘I am not afraid of your bear.’ 

I ran through the place of tourist interest in Wash¬ 
ington such as the Arlington cemetery where President 
Kennedy and Senator Kennedy were burned, I was im¬ 
pressed by the simplicity of these graves, I visited the 
theatre where Abraham Lincoln was assassinated. 

In 1968 I had seen the dead bod* of Senator Robert 
Kennedy as it passed through Princeton Junction railway 
station. The train slowed down as hundreds of us were 
waiting on the platform. We saw the Senator’s widow 
and her ten children (such a large family is unusual in the 
U. S. A.) with Jacqueline Kennedy, widow of the late 
President John Kennedy, near the coffin of the young and 
promising Senator who had won the primary election of 
the Democratic party in California a couple of davs 
before. 

There are a lot of huge buildings like the Capitol, 
Museums etc. But I was more impressed by the modest 
size of the White House where the President of the Unit¬ 
ed States resides. There are no skyscrapers in Washing¬ 
ton like those of New York or Chicago. 

Washington is a well planned city. Like Hudson 
river in New York city there is the Potomac river in 
Washington D. C. Many boats are there offering tourists 
pleasant short cruises on the Potomac. 
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The Library of Congress is the biggest library in 
America. It has 35 million volumes. When I expressed 
desire to visit the library, Anthony Planthara took me 

here, After some difficulty we found a place to park 
or a few minutes by the kindness of a policeman, whom 
nost Americans call 'officer’. Anthony remembered the 
lame of one of the staff members of the library. As we 
vere looking for him an Indian met us and took us to 
he head of the Asian section,*Dr. Louis Jacob, He was 
:ind enough to receive me and expressed his willingness 
o keep a coiy of my doctoral dissertation on the Chald- 
■an Syrian Church in India since 1814 D, on their 
helves. The library covers over Nacres. The floor 
irea is more than one and a half million square f:et and 

he steel shelving is 250 miles long. 

After bidding good bye to him we were about to 
eave his office- The assistant librarian Dr- Sam lfthikar 
[reeted us and insisted that we should spend some time 
vith him He is a Pakistani Christian. During our brief 

onversation he revealed that knows too well my two 
>akistani College mates of 1957-58 in Jabalpur, Both the 
’akistanis have risen to leadership in the church in 
>akistan. One of them the Most. Rev. John Victor Samuel 
s the Moderat or Bishop of the Chrch of Pakistan. The 

►ther friend Dr- Anwar Barket Masih Ph. D. is the 
Tincipal of the foremost educational institution in 
Pakistan, the Foreman Christian College, Lahore. Dr. 
fthikar did not let me leave his office without promising 

hat 1 would go to have dinner in his home the next day, 
t was a delightful lndian-Pakistani-American dinner 

t his home. 



66 

Congressman Adam Benjamin Jr is a fresh-man in 
the U. S- House of Representatives. He was elected from 
Gary, Indiana, last November on a Democratic ticket. 
He is an Assyrian belonging to the Church of the East 

Theresia Verghese, Antony Pianthara and I went to the 
Capitol to meet the Congressman. Since we had an appo¬ 

intment with him arranged on the phone, he was in his 
office when we reached there. Three staff members were 
working to handle his correspondence, interviews etc. 

I got the impression that the American Congress¬ 
men (equivalent to the Members of Parliament in India) 
are doing much more office work than their Indian coun¬ 
terparts. When I invited him to India he said that he 
gets time to go to Gary, Indiana, only on week ends. He 

is busy throughout the week in his office in Washington. 
If he goes on delegations abroad, the members of his 
constituency in Gary will not appreciate it. They want 
tneir representative to be in cosntant touch with the people 
who voted for him. 

# Delighted he was to hear about the church, of the 
East in India. When I told him we have old manuscripts 

copied by his forefathers four or five centuries ago, he 
was proud and happy. He told me that if he gets any 

chance to be on a Congress delegation to India he would 
definitely attempt to visit Frichur. He enquired which 
the best season to visit Kerala would be- I replied that 

November, December and January would be ideal. At 
any rate avoid March -June as Americans would not stand 
the summer of Kerala. 



IV 

FIRST VISIT TO CAM ADA 

When I studied in the United States during 1966- 

1968 1 wanted to visit Canada. My main desire was to 
visit the Niagra falls. But my student visa in the U. S. A 
would automoticahy expire when 1 cross the torder to 
Canada. Then 1 would require again 1-20 form from the 
College or seminary in order to return to the U. S. A. 
Considering the difficulty 1 had given up my plan to visit 

Canada 

Since I have a tourist visa,, that too for multiple 

entry to the U. S- A. valid for six months 1 decided to 
cross the border to Canada. My problem was whether a 
visa would be required by the Canadian authorities to 

enter their country. Due to the problems created by 
illegal immigrants in Canada they are making it strict 
for any foreigner entering Canada expect the U. S. 
citizens. I was informed that the entry visa would be 
stamped at the airport in Toronto and it is not necessary 
to approach the Canadian embassy in Washington D. C. 

for the same. 

My passport, however, did not have the endorsem¬ 
ent for Canada. The new passport issued in India omitted 
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Canada, another member of the great Commonwealth. 
My friend Anthony Planthara took me to the Indian 
embassy in Washington D. C. and requestedior an addit¬ 
ional endorsement. There was no place to park his car. 
So he went in and learned that the Ambassador was on 
leave on that day. So jubilantly he returned to the car 
and parked it just in front of the Embassy reserved for 
the ambassador only. Within a few minutes he got 
Canada endorsed in my passport. 

Flight from Washington D. C to Toronto was 
pleasant. At the airport I was received by Sunny Nell- 
angara and family, Francis Palissery and Dr. Mary and 
her husband Charles, all Kerala friends. It was a pleas¬ 

ant surprise to see so many people at the airport. When 
the immigration official enquired whether anybody had 
come to receive me, 1 r* plied 1 hoped so. 1 really wished 
somebody, at P ast one person came to meet me not to 
repeat the experience ol reaching New York a month 

earlier. 

We had dinner in the house of Wilson Padavan, 
an engineer from my neighbourhood. Trichur friends 
gathered around the dinner table where many Kerala 
dishes were served with real Kerala taste. While we 
were eating Kerala food and talking in malayalam lang¬ 
uage it was difficult to distinguish whether tve were in 
Toronto or in Trichur. 

The famous Ontario Science Centre is just opposite 
to the apartment where Wilson Padavan resides. So the 
next morning we walked to the Ontario Science Centre 
Since we haa planned to reach Sunny Nellangara for 

lunch, We had only very limited time at our disposal. 
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till we decided to get a quick look at the Science Centre 
/here groups in buses began to arrive. 

Ontario Science Centre is at Don Mills, a suburb of 
"oronto. It is open on all days of the year except the 
Christmas Day. It is 18 acres of interconnected build- 
ngs. As soon as we entered through the main entrance 
ve reached the spacious Reception Building which has an 
nformation section. Guide map, Centre News etc were 
;iven to us freely. Admission tickets are available there. 
Members of the Centre’s security staff in blue blazers 
/ere there. On the right hand side of this reception 
luilding are Dining Room, Cafeteria and Beer Garden. 

Passing through the Reception Building one enters 
he Tower Building where there are Presentation Theat- 
es, Exploring Earth. Exploring the Molecules, auditor- 
urn as well as the administration buildings. 

Escalators take the visitors from the Tower Build¬ 
ing to the Valley Building. This is the main area of 
exhibits. Environment Earth, Canadian Resources, Oil & 
9as, World of the Atom, Hall of Engineering, Science 
\rcade, Hall of Transportation, Hall of Communication 
md Mall of Life and the main sections of this building, 
rhere are of course, snack bars, telephones, wash room9, 
md the universal phenomenon of lost children.’ Yes, there 
vere many children who enjoy such places of informat- 
on, and education. But they get lost in such large crowds 
nsuch huge places. Some even attempt to climb the escal- 

itors in the opposite direction. 

Short films are shown to educate the visitors. The 

wo shows on the day of my visit (May 14) were Kids 
Hicks and Urang Utans. The organizers have made 
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the progammes interesting to adults too. For example 
in the Hall of Communication one can test his vocabulary 
at various levels, on a computer terminal. In Disorient¬ 
ation Room a lop sided ship’s galley plays tickets with 
your inner ear. In Sounds Delay our words echo back 
to us in one tenth of a second. In Sound Focus Dishes 
even a whisper can be heard on the far side of the 
room. Next to that room there is a reconstruction of a 
lab in which insulin was discovered. 

C. N. Tower is the tallest building in the world. 
We decided to go the top of it, It is toller than the 103 
storey Empire State building of New York and 110 storey 
.sears building in Chicago. This tower was completed only 
lecemly. The shape is the same as that of the Olympic 
Village tower in Munich constructed in 1972. The top 
is for the communications. 

We had to wait for more than one hour in the 
long queue to come close to the ticket counter, Fortun¬ 
ately a Land set near the queue kept the people entertai¬ 
ned w?ith melodius music. Moreover, there were televi¬ 
sion sets which we could watch as we kept moving 
slowly in the queue. It was a Saturday. That was the 
reason for such an over size crowd. Many were tourists 
irom all parts of the world. 

As we went up in the fast elevator we could see 
the streets outside through the glass cover on one side. 

1 his is the only elevator I have ever used in which we 
can watch the outside even in the few seconds of our being 
lifted. 

From the top of the tower we see the large size 
automobiles looking like small match boxes. Even 
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the sailing boats in the lake appeared to be not larger 
than one foot. We looked through the binoculars all 
around. We could see miles and miles, What a height 
we were standing at! We were on highest tower man has 
ever built- 

There is a revolving restaurant somewhere in the 
upper stories. I did noteat there, Because the rates are 
prohibitive. The prices go spiralling up as we go up on 
the building. Another advantage is that we keep rotating 
while eating. But the hospitality of my hosts was so 
heavy that! could noteat even what I was offered. 

While returning to my host's home he took 
me to a shopping Centre. It is one of the best in the 
wond. Alter parking our car in the third floor we went 
inside the shopping Centre. We could buy there what ¬ 
ever one could need whether food, doth, medicine, etc 
under one roof. In India we have to go to many different 
shops for them. In America where parking space is rare 
it is very convenient to buy various items under one roof. 
There is ample room between the shops where there ^ is 
transparent roof where people can walk without being 
troubled by the heavy snow. 

1 was invited to have dinner that night with my 
second cousin Inasu Mooken who is settled down in Tor¬ 
onto. Several friends and relatives from Kerala were 
invited there, Food as usual is purely Keralite -i. e rice, 
curry, papad, pickle, curd etc. We talked about many 
matters. While the dinner was over it was midnight. 

Niagra Falls is a place which most of the tourists 
to north America never miss. When I was studying in 
America ten years ago 1 had desired to visit the Niagra 
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Falls. But due to the problem of visa as mentioned earlier. 
I did not dare to ventureit Now I was in Toronto. Apart 
from meeting friends and relatives my itinerary included 
Niagra Falls. 

Driving to Niagra was not as difficult as finding a 
parking place after reaching the destination. All the 
parking lots were full. We drove up and down. It was 
so crowded. Finally we felt relieved to find an fempty 
place. But soon we discovered that it was no- parking 
zone. That was the only reason for that place to be 
empty. Then we did the last thing, which most of the 
tourists do. 7 o keep driving slowly looking for any parked 
car to pull out so that we could rush to that space. There 
were come others also doing the same We waited and 
waited. At last we saw a man going to his car. We got 
ready to rush as soon as he pulled out. But'he opened the 
door oi his car. I hen he went away not moving his car 
from there. Finally we found a chance and rushed to the 
spot before another competitor moved in. 

We walked closer to the Falls. Then I realised that it 
was going to be cooler than w?hat my body could tolerate. 
We w7ent back and took my overcoat. We became a part 
of the thousands and ten thousands of people strolling 
into the falls area. Being a holiday the crowd was quite 
large. The average attendance there is five million 
a year. 

“Maid of Mist” is a boat that takes us close to the 
foot of the kails* There is another close view of the 
Falls through a tunnel. My hosts explained to me that 
both were some w?hat the same. I can choose whichever 

I like or both. I perferred to go to Jthe foot in the open 



73 

in the ‘Maid of the Mist* rather than peep through the 
tunnel. In either case we have to buy tickets. In the 
tunnel we have to remove our shoes and wear boots etc 
in addition to rubber suits. But if we take the boat we 
do not have to bother about boots etc. We have to wear 
a simple rubber coat covering our head. We chose the 
boat. 

In order to reach the jetty of the boat, we were 
taken in something like a cable tram. When one tram 
climbs up, the other comes down, whether there are 
passengers to go down or not. It was frightening to go 
down the steep way in that red carriage. At the lower 
platform we were given black rubber suits. As we wore 
it, the pictures of the devils I have seen came to my mind. 

As your boat approached the foot of the falls we 
saw the people who were peeping through the tunnel. 
They were on the land closest to the Falls. We were 
right in the water near the roaring Falls. I would have 
got scared there as 1 do not know to swim. Even the 
best swimming champions have no chance of survial if 
the boat capsizes there. We were right inside some 
artificial rain. The thought that I was not the only 
traveller but one of the many millions that have visited 
the Falls without danger to their lives was my main 
consolation. 

While we were in the boat we were close to the 
American side making similar trip to the Falls. It is so 
easy to cross the border. In a sma'l boat or even by 
swimming (not at the foot of the Falls) one can cross the 
water and reach Canada from the U. S. A. and vice versa- 
It happens occasionally. Therefore strict warnings 
against such immigration are put up at the landing area 
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ofthe boats. While in the boat we saw people on the U, S. 

side as well as th- Canadian side. Both the countries 
are only a few yards away from our boat. 

W hite coloured rocks were seen on the America 1 

side. They may be harder than ordinary granite. In 

heavy winter the water itself is frozen. Judging from the 

colour slide of the Falls which I bought there the water 

during winter appeared to be white rocks. 1 he main 

Falls is called Horse Shoe Fall because the rock there is 
shaped like a horse shoe 

The Niagra river has waters from the lakes Hiron, 

Michigan, Superior and Erie. The Falls has a large spread 

with a steep drop of about 200 ft Every second five and 

a half million litres of water fall over an expanse of two 

thousand and two hundred feet. It was first discovered 

by a French explorer Father Louis Hennepin in 1678 in 
the area of Read Indians. 

We had a quick walk through the green garden 

near the halls. 1 here are flowers of various colours. 

People of many countries and creeds in colourful costumes 

were walking there. Our attention was drawn to the tall 

Sky ion Power which towers 775 ft above Niagra. Time 

did not p3imit us to drink a cup of expensive coffee in the 

revolving restaurant. There was nothing much attractive 

in the Skyion lower to those who have visited the C. N. 

Tower. Ofcourse, the elevators working externally wiil 

give the visitors a view of the Niagra Falls even during 
the flights. & 

We walked fast to our car. We saw another car 

wLh the same dhficulty which we had to find a parking 

place. So we waved at him and pulled out quick giving 
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him a chance to park his car* At about twoO clock wo 

left the parking area without taking lunch- Wedicided to 

eat Lunch after reaching the U. S. A., which was only 

a few minutes away. But we took a wrong turn and 

returned by The same route and finally reached the 

bridge to cross the international border. The Ame ¬ 

rican officer looked at my passport and instructed us to 

drive to the customs hall just on the rightside. 

The U S customs officials decided to check the 

car and my suit cases. 1 guess they suspected us 

of smuggling some hashish or things like that in which 

Indians were involved Why should these Indians cro^s 

the border? L showed my ticket to New ^ ork from Buffalo 

airport. That too did not satisfy the officials because L 

flew to Toronto from Washington and I could fly back 

from Toronto itself. Why should I cross the Canadian 

border by car and fly from Buffclo? 

Only the owner of the car was required to stand 

near the car while the officials searched all parts of the 

car and opened the suitcases. Sunny and I were asked to sit 

inside the room. My passport was checked through 

computer As I heard the noise of the computer in Lie 

next room checking my back file l was amused at the 

thought that the officials were doing a useless job The 

computers cannot find any trouble in my new name of 

Mar Aprem, as my name was George Mooken when l 

fast stayed in America. I had nothing to fear even L 

they checked my previous name, as I have no criminal 
record in any country. 

After a few minutes they returned my passport. 

When I came out one officer had a packet from my suit- 
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case and asked me “Sir, what is in it? I casually replied, 

“Oh, it is communion bread.” He again asked ' Can 

you open itp*' I hesitated. I said it is made of pure 

wneat flour and nothing else. Said he. “Okay, good trip.'* 

We smiled and left. Onlthe way we were blaming them 

for this unnecessary delay. They do not open the suitcases 

of all passengers. 

1 he speed of our car became more and more. I 

had to report at Buffalo airport at about five My flight 

time was half past five. We were confident that we 

would make it. There we missed one exit. Can we pull 

back? ^o, it is not allowed. Shall we make a U - turn? 

We watched for it Than wa saw “No - U - turn” 

sign. We were disappointed. We drove for miles and 

miles. Finally we got a U - turn exit. We turned back. 

We saw the customs place. We enquired here and there 

and got back to the road where we had been half an hour 

earlier. Then we proceeded n the right direction. It 

was past five and we were loosing hope. We lost our 

way again. We got directions again. We changed the 

driver. We ignored the yellow signal lights and occasi¬ 

onally r^d signals. Our speedometer crossed the per¬ 

missible numbers. 

We began to panick. We desparately wanted to 

catch the flight. I kept on encouraging them to overlook 

the traffic rules due to the emergency of the situation. 

We planned to leave the car and jump into some taxi who 

knew the proper directions to the airport- We asked a 

lady in another car for directions. She said “follow me1’ 

We obeyed implicitly. 
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nissed a plane in onr lives* Therefore we would not 

niss this one. Exactly at thirty minutes after five we 

'eached the airport* And exactly at that time the plane 

;ook off. 

Fortunately America is different from India. There 

ve do not lose a penny by missing a plane. I got a book- 

ng on plane leaving two hours later. Then 1 told them 

hat people were waiting at New York airport for me. 

rhey sent a message to New York airport concerning my 

ate arrival- What a difference. What relief to me. 

I always reach a railway station only one or two 

ninutes before the arrival of the train. To airports 1 

reach after the reporting time. Still it was at Buffalo I 

nissed my plane for the fisrt time. And 1 learned a 

lesson to go a few minutes earlier, if possible. 
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NEW YORK AND PRINCETON 

Night flight to Hew York gave us a good illumio- 
ated view of the New York city. That was the first time 

I was flying to New York at night. The Skycrapers of 
that great city shining forth in multicolours presented a 
very beautiful aerial view. 

Our plane landed at La Guardia airport after ten 
at night. Ignatius Nallengara, an engineer working in 
New York, was waiting for me. He took me his home, 
not far from the airport. La Guardia is a small airport 
compared to John F. Kennedy airport in New York which 
is the international airport. 

Since most of the American couples have to work 
my relative Ignatius offered to take leave to show me 
around the city. Then I told him that I had already seen 
ten years ago the United Nations headquarters and the 
Empire State Building with its 103 stories which was the 
highest building at that time. 1 had also visited the famous 
Museums, Cathedrals, Universities, Riverside Church, 
Central Park etc. There was nothing urgently needed 
to be seen within the few days prior to my return from 
the United States. 
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I recalled how ten years ago I wanted to hear the 
famous Civil Rights leader the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther 
King Jr. He was scheduled to preach at the Riverside 
Church. I was told that admission to the Church was 
restricted by tickets* And it was not fiasy to get tickets 
at that late moment, 1 was studying then in the Union 
theological Seminary, r.ext door to the Riverside Chruch. 
At the last moment I fcaw a request on the Seminary 
notice Board seeking volunteers to serve as ushers during 
the speech of Dr. Martin Luther King. 1 rushed to be an 
usher. Thus in addition to the 2 dollars honorarium ot 
an usher I also got chance to listen to one ol the greatest 
speakers and leaders of our time, 

Martin Luther King Jr marched to the Central 
Park after his moving address. He was moving and shak¬ 
ing violently as he spoke passionately. 1 did not join the 
march as it was a political protest against the Vietnam 
policy of President Johnson. Still I wanted to know what 
was happening at the Central Park. So I walked a few 
yards away from the demonstrators. Some people* 
whom I guessed to be secret police, enquired after my 
nationality and the reason for my presence there. I 
replied that 1 am an Indian citizen and only an observer 
at that rally and not a participant. 

Next day I had an appointment with Bishop Aprem 
Khamis for which 1 was to go to Penn Central station in 
the heart of the New York city. Dr. C. J. Chacko and 
his American wife Doctor Dorothy were to pick me up. 
But to go to one side of the city from the other side in a 
car in rush hour is one the most difficult tasks, 'there¬ 
fore I decided to travel half way by underground train 
which is very fast. The rush is inside the compartment 
1 had to stand as the train was full 
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“Are you the Greek Patriarch,’* enquired an old 
lady, She was impressed by my robe and regalia, I told 
her that I am not the Greek Patriarch and 1 was waiting 
for my friends to pick me up from that station. 1 stood 
outside the Penn station near the road ready to jump 
into'the car as it is impossible to park a car anywhere 
near there. 

During my one hoar waiting on that busy street 
some stared at my dress. Some stopped by to ask whet¬ 
her I needed any help, Others cleared their doubt whet¬ 
her I was a Roman Catholic. “Do you accept the Holy 
Father?” “Are you Christian like us?” Listening to 
some of these questions I understood that to some word 
Christians meant only Roman Catholics. Alas, to others 
Christians meant only the Protestant. I was neithera 
Roman Catholic nor a Protestant. Still I claimed to be 

a Christian. 

One hour of delay was more than enough accord¬ 
ing to American standards. I went inside the station 
wondering what had happened to my hosts. Then I saw 
Dr. Chacko and Mrs. Chacko coming towards me. They 
apologised .for delay. We went to the road looking for 
the car which was being driven non stop around the 

station. 

Mathew Chackola, a young engineer from Trichur, 
was driving. Alter dropping Dr. and Mrs. Chacko he 
went and reached that stop after a few minutes. But we 
had not reached that place. So he kept moving again 

Soon afterwards we came and waited for his next trip. 
He is not allowed to stop there. So we jumped into the 

slowing car and started moving. 
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we moved slowly. They were one way roads. One 
advantage of the streets in New York is that all the str¬ 
eets are numbered We were in the 42nd street. We 
had to drive to more than the 170th street* If we are 
lost we know how to get back. Still it is not easy to 
drive. Mathew began to sweat. 

At 12 noon Dr. Dorothy telephoned to our hosts 
regardi r.g our delay. At that time we thought that we 
would reach our destination i. e, the Holiday Inn in 
Yonkers within an hour, We drove in the direction 
given by Doctor Dorothy. But we were not reaching 
our destination. Her husband Deacon Dr. Ghacko who. 
had studied for M. A and Ph. D degrees at the Columbia 
University in New York city claimed to know the dir- 
ction in .\ew York and Yonkers area very well. He also 
began to give directions. Thus the two back seat drivers 
giving directions confused Mathew, our real driver in 
the front. We stopped at gas stations (petrol pumps, as 
we call them in India,! and enquired. They too were not 
of much help. 

Finally when we reached the hotel it was 2 p. m. 
We were Hungry and perhaps even angry against oursel¬ 
ves for the delay. Bishop Aprem Khamis, was waiting for 
us. He had come from Chicago to meet us to talk about 
church matters. We took our lunch first. Our conver¬ 
sation commenced during luch at 2 p- m. and went on 
upto 5 p. m. 

When we took leave of him, he offered to accom¬ 
pany us upto George Washington Bridge connecting New 

ifork state with New Jersey. An Assyrian priest of 
Tonkers was driving the Bishop’s car. In addition to 
Bishop Khamis, Deacon Chacko and myself got into that 
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car. Mrs. Chacko sat in the car we came by. She 
gave directions to Mathew without the interference of 
her husband or myself. 

Tolls are to be paid on many roads in America. We 
paid the toll for our car and the car following us. We 
waived at them and proceeded further. We were plan¬ 
ning to stop and get into the other car. But soon lanes 
of traffic from the New York city began to merge and 
some cars got between our cars.,- We could not trace 

Mathew’s car. Our car took a right turn and waited them 
As we were already on the big bridge it was difficult 
to trace them. We decided to return. But we had to 
proceed several miles to get an exit for a U-turn. 

By the time we got back to the bridge, Mathew had 
decided to proceed to Princeton, our final destination. 
We thought that they would not go to Prlncetion wthout 
taking us- We went back to the New York side. But 
where can we find them there? We discussed our next 
strategy. We had no alternate left except to make another 
sixty miles or so to Princeton. 

With some difficulty we reached Princeton- But 
the exact location of the house of my host was not clear 
to us. We enquired at several places at Princeton. But 

their house was at the Princeton Junction about two miles 
from the area where we were enquiring. We were dir ¬ 
ected wrongly. We knocked at some houses. Nobody 
seemed to know that address. 

Unlike in India, many Americns do not know who 
their neighbour is. We enquired at a shopping centre 
in the vicinity. One customer who claimed to know most 
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of the teople in the locality said that he had not seen an 
Indian family in the neighbourhood. 

One family, however, showed the courtesy of using 
their telephone to let us cal) our host family- As soon as 
1 telephoned, Mathew, the driver of the car which we 
were chasing, said ‘helo\ He was expecting to hear from 
us that we too had lost the way as he had, after reaching 
the Princeton area. They offered two drive to miles to 
ta ke us to the host family. 

‘Big people make big mistakes’ proclaimed Mathew 
as soon as he came to us where we were waiting Dr.Chacko, 
79 year old professor of political science who now teaches 

at the Widener College, Chester, Pennsylvania retorted 
that it is the philosophy of life of the modern youth- They 
blame the o'd for everything that goes wrong. We blam¬ 
ed them for not waiting for us. He blamed us for this 
confusion. Pie insisted that he did the right thing in 
proceeding to Princeton without waiting tor us indefin¬ 

itely. 

My host Jos Mundassery is an engineer and his wife 
Dr. Sarala is a highly qualified psychiatrist. They are 
from Trichur, my home town. Jos is the son of Professor 
Joseph Mundassery former Education Minister of Kerala 
state who until recently was the Vice Chancellor of the 
Cochin University. He is knowm to be a religious rebel 

and proud of being one. Jos also is not very close to 
church hierarchy. Therefore it was amusing to all of us 

to see a Metropolitan, a bishop, a priest and a deacon all 
sitting in his house. 

Princeton is a place where I studied for one year. 

It is only one hour's drive from New York. It is in the 
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state of New Jersey. I was a student in Princeton Theo¬ 
logical Seminary for Th. D (Doctor of Theology) degree 
from 1967-68. During that year I took half t he number 

of the courses in Princeton University which is one of 
the top ten Universities in the U. S. such as Harvard, Yale 
etc- The President of the University at that time was 
Dr- Robert Goheen. I was pleased to hear that Dr. Go- 
heen, born in India, had been appointed as the U. .S. Amb¬ 
assador to India. 

Johnston family resided near the Valley Road 
High School in Frinceton. Dr. Sarala drove me near 
the High School and asked me which was the house I 
wished to visit. I could not recognize the house which 
1 used to \isit so often for baby sitting. Finally I got 
out of the car and knocked at one house as per the addr¬ 
ess Mrs. Johastoa was at the door, full of excitement 
and wonder. 

What was the cause of such a cordial welcome in 
that house? Ten years ago I used to babysit in that 
house. Then their twin girls Hugette and Claire were 
about ten. Now they are nearly twenty and have gone 
to college. So 1 could not meet the twin daughters. The 
third one Frances was in school, She too was excited to 
greet me when she returned from school. Suzanne, their 
mother, writes script and their father Hugh produces 
films for educational programmes. Their studio is their 
home. 1 used to take care of their three children when 
the parents went in the evenings. 

Mrs. Clair Miller came the next day to pick me up 

to their home. Her son Wayne whowas a small boy of six 
years now a tall chap of six feet after nine years. Her 
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•ther children Julie and Rusty were away from home* 
drs Miiler, was a good friend of the Indian students 
n Princeton Seminary. After talking for two hours about 

ot of things she was ready to drive me to the Seminary. 

“Get ready to go to school” commanded Claire 

vliHer to her tall son Wayne* “Where? queried her 
•onfused son. “To school, I say. * repeated the deter¬ 
mined mother. “What is my excuse?” enquired her son 

vho realised there was no way to escape from going to 
ichool. The mother quipped “Tell the truth. That you 
ire late because the bishop came from India. J hat is 
lot a real excuse4 commented the student- He volunt 

ered an excuse T shall say that I went to the dentist.^ 

\o,” said the mother, “That is not the truth-’ ^eS\; 
rgued the son “I went to the dentist last week didn’t I?” 
unally the mother said “ l would talk to the teacher. I 
vould tell the truth. That is a good enough excuse.'1 

Dr. Jim Me Cord, President of Princeton Theolo¬ 
gical Seminary was talking with his predecessor, Dr. 
John Me Kay in his office. He introduced me to the 
grand-old man saying ‘Meet a distinguished alumnus who 
has meteorically shot up in the Church leadership in 

India/’ Dr. Me Cord was so happy that I had earned my 
doctorate from the Serampore University in India* He 
thanked me for my books 1 had sent him and told me 
that the books would be preserved in the Seminary libra 
ry. He was glad to hear that I was the present Presid¬ 
ent of the Church History Association of India consist¬ 
ing of Professors of Church History of all the Roman 
Catholic, Protestant and Orthodox Theological Semin¬ 

aries in India 
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Athough he was about to rush to Chicago to rece¬ 
ive some award that afternoon, he enquired about my 
responsibilities as the head of the ancient Church in 
India. As our convservation continued his ever vigilant 

secretary knocked at the door and reminded him to move 
fast, lest he should miss the plane. “Please drop me a 
card if you want to send your clergy for advanced theol¬ 
ogical training in:this Seminaryn, said Dr. Me C >rd in a 
hurry. 

Dean Nichols was happy to meet me. Dr. Bruce 
Metzger, famous New Testment professor, walked into 
the Dean’s office as I was going out. I greeted him. He 

could not immediately recognize me. But when I told 
him my new name and my old name he said that he had 
preserved my reply to the enquiry he had made some 
years ago. 

I walked through the campus. Most faces were 
new- I went to the third floor of the Hodge Hall where 
I had resided and stood near my former room No. 307. 

A new student who saw this stranger uttered the usual 
statement v Can I help you” I explained to him that I 
stayed there nearly nine years ago. With happy memories 
I wanted to visit my old room. 

It was a surprise to meet Fr. Abraham Alummoo- 
ttil in Princeton. It was he who took me to Kennedy 
airport on September 14, 1968 and saw me off to Iraq. 
Since then he took his Ph. D. from Princeton and is now 
professor at the Serampore College. But taking advant¬ 
age of the summer vacation fte had come to the U. S. 
from Serampore. 
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We both went to the house of Dr. Ramachandran 

who was the President of the Indian /association. We 
reminisced about many things of the good old (lavs when 

1 played the leading role of the King in the play of Rab 
indra Nath Tagore entitled Sacrifice* presented by the 
Indian Association of Princeton. 

1 took a bus to New York. That was the only bus 
ride 1 had in the 45 day trip in the U- S. A this time. I 
remember, in 1967 I got into a bus in San Francisco and 
travelled continuously for three days and three nights. 
It was only in the fourth night I reached Princeton. And 
the whole of my body was aching. That day I decided 
not to make such long trips in bus. Put Prin¬ 
ceton to New York bus trip was pleasant, as it was 
brief. 

On May 20th I got up in the morning in the house 
of Ignatius Nallengara in New York. I packed my things 
in the suitcases. Inadvertently my passport and ticket 
also got packed. I took the convenient subway to the 116th 

street at Broadway. That was the stop where the students 
of the Columbia University, Union theological Seminary 

and Jewish Theological Seminary got olf. I walked 
the next four blocks. People: began to look at this 
stranger- 

Union Theological Seminary in the 120th street 
at Broadway is probably the largest inter-denominational 

theological Seminary in the world. As I went near the 
building people were coming out and going in. I under¬ 
stood that it was the Convocation day. It was exactly 
ten years ago I received S. T. M. (Master of Sacred 
Theology) degree from this Seminary. It created feelings 

of nostalgia. Since my programme was so tight on that 
day 1 could not attend the convocation that afternoon. 
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1 walked to the Inter Church Centre building to 
meet my friend Thomas Hemphill and his family in the 
Church World Service. Mr. Hemphill’s family is inter-* 
national. This young American couple preferred to adopt 
Indian children while working in India. One of their 
adopted children is from Kerala and is called Thomas. 
Most foreigners are intrigued by the fact that most of 
the Christians they meet in Kerala have a common name 
Thomas, It is because Apostle Thomas, the doubting 
disciple of Jesus, is believed:to have evangelised the south 
western part of India in 52 A. D. * 

I had to rush to eat a Kerala dinner in the house of 
Geevarghese Emmatty, another member of our Church 
in Trichur. His wife is a nurse. Some of her colleagues 
also had been invited for dinner. Many nurses from 

Kerala work in New York and New Jersey area. Many 
of these Indians have most of the comforts enjoyed by 
their affluent American colleagues. In addition to tele¬ 
phones in bed room anl kitchen, 1 noticed a third tele¬ 
phone on the dining table. This helped me to answer 
the phone from Washington while enjoying the Kerala 
curry and other delicious dishes. 

I was to catch;the evening flight at about eight or 
so. So we could not finish talking ah the news of India 
before 5 p. m. since the traffic in New York is very thick 
after 5 p. m., we had to rush to m> host’s home to pick up 
my suitcases. It was then that I realised that my passport 
and tickets were misplaced. I had to search my suitcases 
thoroughly.With a sigh of relief I noticed that they were 
enclosed in a large envelope while 1 was leaving Canada. 

Racing to the Kennedy airport with the maximum 
permissible speed I prayed God not to repeat the experi- 
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>nce of Buffalo airport four days earlier. We were caut- 
ous. Yet 1 was not sure of reaching the airport at the 
•eporting time. We were there after some other pass¬ 

engers had already checked in. 

Mr. Jose Mandy, from Trichur, who runs ‘Mandys’ 

World Travel in New York was there to meet me. He 
told the clerk at the counter that 1 have a few pounds of 
3xcess baggage. He replied “I did not tell you anything 
about the excess baggage. Then why do you worry.” We 
L^et that kind of concession only outside India. In India 
you have to pay for excess luggage, however small quan¬ 
tity it may be, unless you make prior 'arrangement ’ with 

the porters. 

With a few minutes I walked through the customs. 
1 offered to open my brief cases. An officer said. okay. 
Thus I entered the security area bidding ‘good bye to 
friends who had come to see me off. 1 hus the 45 days 
of my second visit to America was over. 1 was looking 

forward to my visit to England- 
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THIRD VISIT TO ENGLAND 

As scon as we got into the aircraft the hostesses were 
getting ready to serve dinner. Air India was kind enough 
to serve vegeterian dinner even without previous request. 
In many flights from New York to Chicago 1 had to fast 
American Airways can not serve vegetarian meal if a 
special request is not made before boarding the plane. 
Throughout Air India flights there was no problem for 
thnse who do not ert meat. There were many Indians wTho 
abstained from meat. 

Although the passengers enjoyed the delicious 
dinner of the Air India what they needed most was sleep. 
And they knew it well that there was going to have sho¬ 
rtage of sleep. Owing to the difference of time or live 
and a half hours between New York and London, we 
could not expect more than two hours of sleep. After 
two hours of night the lights were on. The window curt ¬ 
ains were drawn. We could see dawn near Britain, the 
hostesses served us bed coffee and breakfast- 

When we were landing at the London Airport at 
8 a. m. London time, announcement came over the micro¬ 
phone that since terminal number one was flooded, we 
would be taken to terminal number three. I looked 
through the window to see the flood. But I was perplexed 
not to see any sign of rain or flood. Later 1 understood 
that the terminal was flooded owing to water from a 
broken pipe. 
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Dr. O. R. Thimothy and his wife Dr. Moly 

Thimothy. Dr. George Nal'engara and his wife Sushila 

and my neighbour Thomas were waiting for me at the 

airport. Dr. Thimothy and Moly had come a long way 

from Leeds driving since 3 a. m. to be ready before my 

plane landed in London It was nice to see our people in 

a distant land. He is a faithful subscriber ofjthe Voice of 

the East. I appreciated his love for the Church, which 

made him travel such a long distance to meet me at the 
airport. 

The Kerala Christian Congregation which regularly 

meets in Indian YMCA hostel in London, arranged for a 

Sunday morning service on 22nd May. Kerala Christians 

belonging to various Christian denominations attended 

the service. Mr. Aprem Kellaitha, brother-in-law of Mar 

Yosip Khananishu Metropolitan, also attended. Mr. Aprem 

is the son of the late Rev. Joseph Kellaitha, a great 
Aramaic scholar of the present century. 

After the service one of the guests greeted me and 
enquired what my name was during my studentship in 

England in 1961-62. I replied that my name was George 

Mooken. Then he introduced himself as FR. K. A. George 

with whom I had spent a few days at Oxford sixteen 

years ago. At that time he had a beard. He was a monastic 

priest then. But after his marriage he shaved his beard. 

Un the other hand I had no beard in 1962.1 was not a full 

priest. Since June 1965 I grow beard. That was the diffi¬ 
culty for identification. 

FR. George invited me to stay for a day in his 

house when I was going to be in London. He invited 
several Kerala friends too. After a sumptuous supper, 

before the guests departed, his wife Alice, who works in a 
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neighbouring hospital as a nurse, got ready to go for her 

night duty. She was clever enough to argue that since 

I am a bishop and celibate bishops usually do not spend a 

night in a private home where ladies live she decided to 

go to the hospital, there by converting that home to a 

a monastery for the night! Since both of their children 

are boys she was able to leave them home. Otherwise 

she should have had to take her children to the hospital 
for the night with her. 

Jos Thaickadan went to England about eight years 

ago. Soon his family joined him. But during the past 

eight years he had never met a member of our church 

He lives in Luton not far from London. Taking his add¬ 

ress I began to search for him. I wrote him a letter and 

asked him to telephone to me as soon as he could. The 

next day he telephoned. 

Luton is between Rugby and London. Without 

taking exact directions to his home we proceedod to Lu¬ 

ton where we began to search for his home- When we 

reached the other side of Luton we realised that it was 

useless to drive without proper direction to the exact 

location. We stopped or, the way and telephoned to Jos. 

He knew that it was not advisable to trouble us again to 

search for his home. So he directed us to go near the 

Post Office in the main road where he could meet us, When 

we reached the Post Office we could not turn to the first 

street as it was one way traffic. We proceeded to the 

next street and parked. Finally 1 got off the car and su¬ 

ggested my sister anu her husbaud might drive to the ot¬ 

her street. After they had left Jos drove to the street 

where I was standing. Finally we all met together. 
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Woburn Park is the main tourist attraction around 
Luton. It is an industrial town, with an automobile fact¬ 
ory. The shopping Centre which we visited is also quite 
large. After visiting the shopping Centre in the after¬ 
noon it was 6 P. M. by the time we reached Woburn Park 
and the main areas were already closed Woburn Park 
is known as the Wild Animal Kingdom. We saw the 
deers and monkeys, where the visitors are allowed to walk. 
But ihere is an ar*a where tigers and lions walk. The 
visitors have to sit inside the car with windows shut. 
Otherwise wild animals will attack. But usually there 
no accident as visitors only drive through this area. We 
is enjoyed the beautiful scenery of the Woburn Park. 

My sister Sushila wanted to know news about home 
and relatives. And I enjoytd talking But at one stage 
1 thought that I was repeating some of the family news 
tor the fourth time in this trip. In a mischievous moment 

I wished that 1 should have taped it and played back the 
tape recorder to my two brothers and two sisters instead of 
repeating it four times. I know of some pastors in America 
who record an evening prayer on the tape and connect it 
to their telephone when they leave their office in the 
evening. Anybody requiring a prayer from the pastor 
just dial - a - prayer! How convenient! 

Dr. O. R. Thimothy works in St. James Hospital 
in Leeds. His wife Dr. Molly works in another hospital 
in Leeds. They had atteded my Assyrian service in 1962 
in London. They invited me to spend a week-end in 
Leeds. My brother-in law drives only at his 55 miles 
per hour speed. He does not overtake any. So it took 
a long time for us to reach Leeds. Lunch was ready by 
the time \ye reached. That is the only Indian home I 
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saw where there is an English servant. Nanny is like 
a member of that family. Since both husband and wife 
work ,her help at home is a boon to the three chiIdrer, 

It was a pleasure to spend a weekend in their spacious, 
mansion. 

On the day of Pentecost, I could not attend our 
service. Instead I attended a Methodist service in rhe 
morning and an Anglican service in the evening. At the 
Methodist Church in Leeds, I wa3 able to convey the 
greetings of our church and distribute prizes to those 
who regularly attended the Sunday school classes. I was 
happy to note that one of those who received prizes on the 
occasion wos Ranjit, son of Dr. Thimothy. I proudly pro¬ 
claimed to the congregation that Ranjit was baptised by 
predecessor, late Mar Thoma Darmo at Trichur. 

During my visit to England in 1961-62, 1 had stay¬ 
ed with Nigel White in Coventry. I had forgotten his 
address. But since 1 was staying in Rugby which is near 
Coventry, I desired to trace Nigel White- After looking 
at the telephone numbers of several N. Whites, my bro¬ 
ther - in - law called one. Th: person at the other end 
replied that she was ninety years old and she was not the 
man whom we were looking for. She suggested the 
number of another Nigel White. That man replied that 
he was not the man whom we were searching for With¬ 
out disappointment we tried a third White, It worked. 
His wife was delighted to hear my voice after 16 years. 
The next day when we were being entertained at dinner, 
we had a lot to talk about them and the cathedral at 
Coventry. 

The priest of the Anglican Church at Rugby was a 
nice man. He invited me to preach either on the morn- 
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ing or in the evening, As I had to be present in Leeds 
in the morning I preached in Rugby in the evening serv¬ 
ice. Many old people also attended that beautiful even¬ 
song. 

Canon David Wilcox was the professor of WorshiP 
in the United Theolgical College, Bangalore, when I was 
studying there for M- Th. degree in 1964-66. He correct¬ 
ed the English translation of the liturgy of our church. 
As 1 was graduating we did the work in a hurry, oince 
then we had never met for the last eleven years. There¬ 
for 1 made it a point to visit him when I heard that he 
was working in Derby. He wanted to read my doctoral 
dissertation. 1 gave him a copy of my D. Th. thesis which 
he promised to place in the library of Cuddesdon at 
Oxford where he has been appointed as the I rincipal. 

Visa to Iraq was a problem. 1 had applied for it 
in Washington about a month ago. In 1962 I got it from 
London within one day and in 1968 I got it from Washin¬ 
gton within a few hours. But now one has to wait for 
one month. In Washington 1 had been promised that I 
could pick it up in London. But in London they told that 
they have no message either from Washington or trom 
Bagdad. They suggested that 1 make a fresh application 
and wait for another month. 1 did not want to prolong 
my proposed visit to Bagdad. 1 called Washington and 
requested to expedite the matter. 1 waited for one wee 
more and left London for Germany hoping to obtain the 

Iraq visa in Germany. 

Two weeks in England was not sufficient to visit 
friends and places of academic interest, 1 visited the 
community of Resurrection at Mirfield hoping that I 
would find some books on our church- To my disappoint- 
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ment I could not find any books on our church. 1 had 
desired to visit the Mingana collection of Syriac manus¬ 
cripts near Birmingham. But owing to the shortage of my 
stay in England I could not visit that library. 

It was also great joy to meet Dr. M. D- Thomas 
M D., whom I had caught in Sunday school in Trichur 
22 years ago. Dr. George Kurian (Sunny) who had visit¬ 
ed me at Trichur also came to see me. 

Commonwealth Museum in London was a place- 
I had not seen in my two previous trips to England. The¬ 
refore I went to have a look around the Museum. Many 
attractive articles from the Commonwealth are on display 
tnere I was happy to see some of the valuables brought 
from India. Apart from the historical and archeological 
interest, one is reminded of the extent of the vast British 
Empire on which the sun never set. 

British Museum, London. Kew Gardens. Hyde Park 
Buckingham Palaje, Westminster abbey, Big Ben, British 
Parliament, Planetarium etc are the main attractions to 
a visitor to London But I have seen all these in my 
two previous visits. Therefore I did not spend much 
time sightseeing. 

1 he Silver Jubilee of the coronation of Queen 
Elizabeth II was being celebrated in a grand manner 
The Jubilee celebrations also caused demonstrations 
against monarchy . 

On 2nd June I flew from London to Frankfurt. At 
the London airport 1 was able to meet my third brother 
- in law, Cheriyan Puthiote who married my youngest 
sister after I had left India. So it was a new relative 
passing through London to Chicago after marriage in 
India 
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First Visit to Germany 

One hour and ten minutes flight took me from 
ondon to Frankfurt. I had no visa to enter Germany. 
Men I went to the German Embassy in Washington D. C., 
ley had rightly informed me that I was welcome in 
iermany without any visa for three months. Still at the 
irport they took a photo of my passport and telephoned 
) somebody to make sure that a stranger like me can 
nter the country He got the clearance without any 
slay. And the entry permit was stamped. I said to my- 
ilf that the first problem was over. 

Many more problems were to follow. I proceeded to 
le baggage clearance. All the boxes of everybody came 
xept one of mine. I waited for a few minutes and 
;ked for the box. They did not understand English. Nor 
) I know enough German to converse with them. Finally 
complained at the counter. In a way I wanted in my 

iart that they should not find that box soon. If they 
id it I have to carry it wherever I travelled in Germany, 

id I was too tired to carry two suitcases weighing 
'enty and a half kilos (half a kilo extra was not charged) 
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in addition to a heavy brief case which I was carrying in 

my hand. Since no porters are available as one finds in 

India, I was willing to miss a suitcase temporarily hoping 

that it would turn up within a week before I continue my 

journey to Bagdad. But within a few minutes after I made 

my claim for the lost luggage, my green suitcase showed 

up through a hole. I was disappointed to get it back so 

soon because I had to carry that too myself to the railway 
station. 

The customs man was kind. He did not want me to 

open my baggage. At that time I needed some such con¬ 

cessions. Not that I carried anything to be declared for 

customs duty, but I was too tired to open the boxes and 

re-pack again. Getting out of the customs I began to 

plan for getting to the railway station to catch the train to 

Nurnberg. Finally I bought a ticket for 32 D. M. 

One German Mark costs more than three rupees. I 

began to calculate the Indian equivalent. For a three hour 

journey as from Frankfurt to Nurnberg I have to pay only 

32 rupees for first class in India. But in Germany in 3 

hours I travel more distance. The second class which 

costs 32 D. M. is as good as first class in India which 

costs 32 rupees. The second class would cost only 9 

rupees. So for one rupee first class journey I pay 1 D. M. 

(3 rupees) for second class in Germany. In some cases 

we can say that one German Mark is as good as 1 rupee 

only, although you have to pay 3 rupees to buy one 

German Mark. Trains are expensive in Germany as only a 

few people use trains for travel. Many use their private 

cars. Buses are not given licence in the railway routes. 

Otherwise the railways will have to run at a greater loss 
than what they have now. 
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From Frankfurt airport to Frankfurt main station I took 

the train. No separate ticket was necessary for me for 

this short journey as I had a long distance train ticket to 

Nurnberg. Otherwise one has to buy a ticket for one 

Mark for an adult and half a Mark for a child. The tickets 

are available at the machines on the platform. But all 

these arrangements are useful mainly to those who know 

the German language. A man from Arabia sought advice 

regarding the purchase of ticket. I knew enough German 

anguage to know "kind" meant child. So we have to put 

half a Mark and press the button on "kind" to get a half 

ticket. My friend from Arabia had three children. Now 

he knows where to press the button for the "Child" ticket. 

But no change is available with him. So he went up 

searching for change. Before the train reached the plat¬ 

form he managed to get the change and get the tickets 

from the machines. I realised that my troubles were much 

ess than this Arabian friend travelling with his wife and 

three children. 

At Frankfurt main station I left one suitcase on the 

alatform and carried the other suitcase and brief case to 

ane end of the station. Then I returned to carry the first 

ane. One old couple who saw me leaving two of my 

saggage at one end of the station waited there until I 

returned with my third one. They could not speak English. 

But by their looks they were warning me not to leave any 

aaggage like that. I looked at them in gratitude not only 

:or their warning but also for waiting near my baggage 

guarding it for a few minutes. This must be a special 

:onsideration for my cassock and chain with cross which 

wear always. 
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Telephoning is different in various countries. As 

soon as we lift the receiver we often hear the melodious 
voice of a lady operator of India. In America sometimes 

it is the voice from a pre-recorded tape. "The number is 

busy, call again" etc. But when I lifted the receiver 
instead of hearing some real or recorded voice, there was 

a light on some message in German language. I could 
not understand the message. And I knew that there is no 
use of explaining to that light that I do not speak German. 

I think that even the pre-recorded message from the 
operator in America also does not respond to some special 

requests for translation. I finally gave up hope to contact 
my friend. Then a kind lady came to me and explained 
in English that there was an office of "Mission" just nea 

the telephone booth. It is for helping the travellers inr 

railway station, whether Catholic or Protestant She also 

reminded me not to leave my luggage when I go inside 
the Mission room. The ladies inside the Mission office 
explained to me how to telephone and gave me change 

to put in the coin box. I have to put 20 Pfenning first 
before I dial the number. Then the red light will not come. 

But if I wait to put the money after opposite party replies 
as we do in India or Britain, then the red light appears. 

Nurnberg is three hours distance from Frankfurt by 

express train. It is a long distance train covering several 

countries. Ofcourse different countries in Europe are like 

different states in India geographically. But politically they 

are difierent countries and one has to undergo the ordeal 

of passport formalities to travel by train. The Europeans 
do not have such handicaps as an Indian has, with regard 

to travel. This is in addition to the language problem. 

English may be useful in India and many other countries, 

but to travel in Europe it is better to know German or 
French or both. 
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The Rev. Dr. Ulrich Meyer was my fellow student in 

the United Theological College, Bangalore in 1965. Later, 

after obtaining his doctorate in his homeland (Germany) 

he became a professor in old Testament in the same 

College. Whenever I used to visit Bangalore in connection 

with my doctoral dissertation he used to entertain me at 

dinner in his home. When he came to Trichur in 1973 

and was my guest at the Metropolitan's Palace I thought 

that there was no possibility of meeting him in the near 

future, as he was leaving India for good. Bjt at Nurnberg 

railway station he came to meet me and take me to his 

home in Furth. 

On Sunday 5th June after preaching in two services in 

St. Paul's church we went to see Rothenburg. The drive 

through the countr/side was pleasant. It was a real sur¬ 

prise for me to know that both sides of the road were 

fields. I had imagined that Germany was full of big 

buildings. But now while we were driving through the 

countryside it did not look much different from India 

Ofcourse, there was one obvious difference.. We were 

driving on the right hand side of the road just like the 

Americans. 

Rothenburg is probably the only old town left in 

Germany. Most of the other towns have been modernised. 

But Rothenburg has remained somewhat the same as it 

was centuries ago. There is a tradition that djring the 

30 years war in the seventeenth century the Swedish 

General entered the town of Rothenburg to conquer it as 

he did in some other towns. But he was kind enough to 

make an offer to the Mayor of Rothenburg that he would 

not destroy the town if the Mayor drank three litres of 

liquor in one sip. He did it and the town stands intact 
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today. There is also a painting of the Mayor drinking the 

liquor in croer to save the town. The story does not state 

whether the Mayor enjoyed that humiliating Super drink. 

Munich is known in the German language as Mun- 

chen. Since the Olympic games of 1972 Munich has 

become more famous. Olympic stadium at one end of 

th- town is being used by many visitors. The swimming 

pool is used by thousands of people daily. A special rule 

of this swimming pool is that men as well as women have 

to wear cloth helmets so that the hair will not fall from 

the heads of the swimmers. Hippies may deserve it. But 

alas for the bald headed men ! They find it ridiculous. 

I heard that the committee is going to relax this rule for 
men. 

Munich is tne cap.t3l of Bavaria which was a separate 

kingdom. The chief-minister of ft he state is called the 

minister-president. The library of the university is one of 

the most famous in the world. The majority are Catholics. 

The non-Catholics are mainly the Lutherans. The whole 

of Bavaria is one diocese for the Lutherans who are about 

two million. I visited the headquarters of the Lutheran 

church in Munich. The Landesbishop is an Archbishop. 

He has five regional bishops under him. Then deans and 

pastors complete the hierarchical set up of the clergy. The 

director of missions was pleased to meet me and presented 

me a recorded disc of their liturgy in German. They gave 
me a book also giving details of their church in Bavaria. 

The Dean of the Lutheran church in Nurenberg-Furth 

area, received me in his office. He had studied at the 

Yale University under Professor Bainton, a famous his¬ 

torian of the Protestant church. Dean Heckel spok§ 
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fluently in English, I told him that Professor Bainton, 
while residing in Bangalore for a few days giving lectures 

on Reformation saw me one morning joining physical 
jerks at the United Theological College after morning 
chapel. He was amused to see a bishop in clerical robes 

raising both hands up with red slash on the waist also 

slowly moving upward. Dr. Bainton's expert hands moved 
fast and he drew a beautiful sketch of me with the caption 

"The Ascension of Mar Aprem." Dean Heckel expressed 

interest in our church history, He gave me a small present 
a silver replica of a train. It is a model of the first train 
in Germany which ran between Furth and Nurenberg in 

the last century. 

Next day one hundred and seventy people attended 

the first service and about a hundred attended the second 

service, both in the morning. The first service was atten¬ 
ded by Dean Heckel and his wife who is a doctor. He 

brought his son too especially to take our photo. The 
assistant pastor also attended the service. They all came 

because I was preaching. Two members from the Gide¬ 
ons International also attended the service in order to talk 

about the Bible distribution programme of that organiz¬ 
ation. I was not impressed by the total attendance in the 

church where the old and young attended. Only about 
280 people were there. Then I asked the pastor about 
total membership of that parish. It is about fourteen 

thousand. Only two percent of the members attended the 
church Dr. Meyer informed me that about ten percent 
members attend the Roman Catholic churches. He further 

told that it is the average in the cities. In the country 

side more people attend the church services in both 

Catholic as well as the Protestant Churches, 
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Tne Roman Catholics are about eight million in 

Bavaria. The newly appointed Archbishop Ratzinger was 
named by Pope Paul as a Cardinal. It was the talk of the 

town. Ratzinger is only 49 and was only a priest in the 

beginning of 1977. The sudden promotion to the post of 
an archbishop and nomination as a Cardinal for a 49 year 
old priest was something of a news. But most people 

think tnat he deserves this covetous post. He was the 
dean of a theological seminary. He is a learned theolo¬ 

gian well-known even outside catholic circles in 
Germany. 

1 went to attend the Corpus Christ/’ festival pro¬ 

cession in Manich. Since the new Cardinal is in the pro¬ 

cession Men wis an extn attraction for the crowd. 

More than a thousand nuns marched. There is not a 

single one from India. Among the priests there was one 

young Indian priest from Kerala. What attracted me in the 
procession was that all the prominent civic leaders such 
as Chief Minister, Mayor etc , as well as the Deans of the 

various faculties of the University were present At the 

end of this mile Jong procession walked Cardinal Ratz¬ 
inger himself. Although western people use car for short 

distance too. Cardinal Ritzinger was walking more than 
one mile and started walking back the same distance from 
the University to the Cathedral. When I walked last year 
in the Easter procession many people told that it was 

not proper to do so. (Some appreciated it too.) Our 
people in India should see that people like Cardinal Ratz¬ 
inger are walking. 

Although I did not join the procession I watched it 
And I too was an attraction. One movie camera man 
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came near and photographed me. Another man named 

Kari Hamel came and tdok several photos. He began to 

enquire about me. My friend Mathew, replied his 

questions in German. He advised me in Malayalam not to 

talk to this stranger directly. Mathew would do it as my 

secretary. Although I did not agree with Mathew that my 

dignity would go down by talking to a layman direct 

without the medium of a secretary, I could not converse 

with him directly as he did not know English and 

I did not know German. To my great surprise the 

stranger took his silver ring and put it on my finger. 

He said that it should not be thrown out. It is a rare ring 

which has a picture of H V;y Spirit descending on.the 

disciples. He told th3t there are only five other rings of 

the type. One is with Pope Paul, the second with Cardi¬ 

nal Ratzinger and rest on two Catholic bishops. While 

leaving he warned me that it should not be neglected as it 

costs about 600 D. M. i. e., two thousand rupees. I still 

do not know why this stranger gave it to me whom he 

does not know. What was the secret of his inner urge? 

Did he think that I was a big man and giving a gift to me 

would be a good thing to him? I keep that ring with me 

as a sign of the sincerity of a stranger who gave that 

ring to me without expecting any reward in return. 

Benedictine Abbey in Niederaifeich 

One of the oldest monasteries in Europe is the abbey 

at Niederalteich near Munich. It is in the name of 

St. Mauritius. Although only a monastery it is not a 
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humble or simple establishment. Patronised by princes it 

has many beautiful edifices in the compound. The 

basilica is attracting tourists daily. It is now under the 

state. The Government is going to renovate the church 

by the end of this year. 

The room I stayed was quite modern and comfortable. 

It h3s furniture from olden times. The guest master told 

me that the chair where I was sitting then, writing this 

article, was the one in which the Empress sat. There is 

a separate building in the campus which was once used 

by the members of the royal family whenever they visited 

the abbey. The royal family has richly endowed the 

monastery. The beautiful and expensive ornamental de¬ 

corations and carvings declare the splendour and glory of 

the abbey. Even now it is beautiful and therefore attracts 

the attention not only of the tourists but also of thieves. 

Three years ago three precious ivory images were stolen 

from the basilica. Therefore today the doors of basilica 

are locked as soon as each group of tourists is taken 

inside. The doors would be open again after the con¬ 

ducted tour was over. Thus we find a closely guarded 

abbey and basilica. 

The abbey has about fifty one monks now. One of 

the monks reminisced that the number was seventy one 

when he joined. In his opinion perhaps in the golden era 

of this monastery they had more than three hundred monks 

in this abbey. Around 1303 A. D. all the monasteries 

were suppressed. But a hundred years later some were 
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restored. Now no monastery in Germany can r.halleneg 

the seniority of the Niederalteich abbey. Although his¬ 

torically proved to have been founded in 741 A. D. some 

monks take the advantage of one tradition which dates 

it back ten years earlier. 

There is a Byzantine or eastern group of about ten 

priests in the abbey, who are experts on Greek, Russian, 

Jacobite and Nestorian Churches. Fr. Chrysostomus, sub 

prior, is a Russian who has been a member of this abbey 

for a long time. Fr. Ephrem Eissing is the expert on our 

church. He has been a subscriber of the Voice of the 

East for a few years now. We have been in corres¬ 

pondence for some time. Therefore I found a very special 

and warm welcome in the abbey. One of the bearded 

Swedish monks, who speaks English better than the 

German monks, read to me the article on the Church of 

the East in India and translated from German to English. 

This article was in their ecumenical library as a bound 

volume of Die Christ!iche Osten of the year 1959. This 

Magazine has my photo as well as a detailed article on 

the Church of the East in India, written by Dr. Johannes 

Madey of Paderborn, Germany. Father Ephrem Eissing, 

whose name and age are same as mine, has written his 

doctoral dissertation in Wurzburg on the use of the Holy 

Scripture in the East Syrian Church in general. This 

dissertation which has one thousand and two hundred 

pages is likely to be published from Erlangen in 1979. It is 

in German language. 
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The humility of these scholarly monks should not go 

unmentioned. They paid respects to me as if I am their 

Archbishop. During the evening compline they recited 

my name and title in the place where the names of bishops 

and archbishops are mentioned. At the close of service 

the priest leading the prayer asked me to pronounce the 

benediction which I did. Words of formal welcome were 

said on the next day at dinner time when all the monks 

(about forty) were gathered. Although the abbot was 

away on official visits to the neighbouring abbeys, the 

retired abbot aged about seventy eight came to welcome 

me as soon as I arrived the monastery. Although the 

office of an abbot is a life-long appointment for the 

Benedictines, he retired from administration at the age of 
seventy. 

In the ancient town cf Rothenburg we found many 

old mansions. At the front of some of them have engraved 

"Here slept King Frederick". "Here stayed Bismark". 

The owners of the building take pride of their associaton 

with the great men of the past. Such remarks are added 

advertisements to its antiquity. 

"Here stayed Hitler" said my host pointing to a big 

building in Nurnburg. "But it is not recorded on this 

building. Why is it ?" I queried my host. He replied 

that most of tho Germans are ashamed of this famous, 

rather notorious, dictator. Therefore nobody bothered to 

record such facts. Moreover such statements do not add 

to the claim of its antiquity. Hitler is of the present 
century 
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As I write these words, today's daily, the Indian 

Express (August 4, 1977) brought an article entitled. 

"The Cult of Hitieriana" by Donald Smithson. It says that 

the Cult of Hitieriana, the craze for Nazi Military 

"Antiques" is mere flourshing than ever. Recently a 

water-colour by Hiller—better known as a house painter 

—sold for £ 3,600 at a Munich auction. The craze for 

Nazi relics began to propagate in Britain in the sixties. 

The late crazy' millionaire of America, Howard Hughes, 

paid one hundred thousand sterling pounds in 1971 for 

two of Hitler's carpets. A knife, fork and a spoon with 

the Swastika where the initials of Adolf Hitler (A. H ) are 

inscribed were sold for one thousand pounds, The above 

article tells. 

"The Marquiss of Bath has a Hitler Room at his home 

at Longleat, Wiltshire. It contains a considerable colle¬ 

ction of Hitler's paintings, a first editor of "Mein Kmpf" 

(Hitler's autobiography and blue print for aggression), a 

partially, burned table-napkin marked "A. H." found in 

the Berlin bunker in which Hitler shot himself, and dra¬ 

wings of 1946 Nuremburg war crimes trials. 

The Mercedes convertible car with bullet proof atta¬ 

chments and Hitler's flag made in 1941/2 was bought by a 

Texan millionaire for one million dollars. In 1959 its 

value was forty thousand dollars. Hitler lives in the 

minds of the pople of Germany. To many the thought 

brings terror and bitterness. 

At Nurnberg we went to see traffic Museum. It was 

very interesting to see the developments that affected the 
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locomotive industry. There is a model of the first train 

in Germany, that ran between Nurnberg and Forth which 

is less tnan ten miles distance. It had only two or three 

carriages. Then the facilities improved. The length and 

size of the train increased. Electricity replaced the steam. 

We climbed to the compartment to enjoy the comfort of 

the cushions of the royal coach in which King Frederich 

travelled. There is another luxurious coach in which Bis¬ 

marck travelled. These are actual compartment and carri¬ 

ages. Then there are miniature carriages. There is a mini¬ 

ature railway system with small bridges, and signals thro¬ 

ugh which mini trains run. Watching for ten minutes, one 

gets a fair knowledge of a railway system. Then there 

was a film for about ten minutes in which the running 

cf the latest fast train were shown. It indeed an 

educational experiem i ee. 

From Nurnberg-Furth arao I dosidod to return to the 

west to the capital city of Bonn. But my hosts Dr. Meyer 

and his w,fa Sybelie wanted to show me more Gf Germany 

They decided to drive me up to the ancient city of 

Wurzburg. Alter showing me around Wurzburg they 

agreed to put mo in the train to Bonn. 

It will be ungrateful on my part if the fine hospitality 

of this couple goes unmentioned. I had known the cordial 

hospitality of Dr. Meyer and wished that his wife would 

be different from him in this aspect. Because my stomach 

doec not lii.e Meyer type dinner which forces more than 

my stomach needs or can take. Msgr. Meyer shared her. 
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husband's eagerness to overfeed their guest. Since I abst¬ 

ain from eating meat except fish since becoming a bishop 

in 1968, she had a hard time in going to market to get 

fish. More difficult it was to cook Indian curry. Often 

she took her cook book and read and started consulting 

Dr. Meyer who had spent some years in Madras and 

Bangalore. Although she herself has never been to India 

she did a good job at cooking Indian fish curry. 

While leaving the parsonage at Furth, Mrs. Mayer 

took her guest book and told me to write something in it. 

She said that they had enjoyed and appreciated my com¬ 

pany in their home for the past several days. She had 

learned English in High School which Germans call 

gymnasium. In training school too she learned some 

English language. But she never had to speak that 

language. She tried to speak with me. She had to give 

up her attempt to speak with me sometimes in the middle 

of the sentence due to the difficulty of finding proper 

English words. In her own English style she stated "You 
are the first sleeping guest in our home.'' 

Wurzburg is an ancient town with a good university 

and some fine churches. We went to see the famous 

Kappella (chapel) on a small hill. After eating lunch wo 

came down to the plains and began to visit the churches. 

Then we decidsd to visit the biggest building in the town. 
It is known as the Residenz and frequented by tourists. 

The architectural and artistic significance of Residenz 

eannot be easily discussed. As the official booklet availa- 

ole at the entrance claims "The significance of this great 
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building therefore lies not in the vertical structure deter¬ 

mined by history and tradition, but r3ther in the homog- 

enity of its style, the horizontal coherence and the breadth 

of artistic vision." It rightly claims "No palace or castle, 

either in Germany or in the Lain countries, can surpass 
% 

the Wurzburg Residenz in its synthetic vigour and breadth 

of concept." 

At wurzburg resided the Prince-Bishops' the unmarri¬ 

ed princes who became bishops in the Roman Catholic 

Church. Although bishops, they behaved more like 

princes than men of religion. Prince-Bishop of Wurzburg 

Johann Philipp Franz engaged young but talented architect 

Balthasar Neumann to construct this Residenz. 

The square and Front of the Residenz, the Hofgarten 

(Court Gardens), the Vestibule, Gartensaal, Treppenhaus 

(StaTcase,) Weisser Seal (Waite Hall) Kaisersaal (Imperial 

Hall), the Southern Imperial apartments etc. captured my 

attention. The Empress's Bedchamber is known as the 

Napoleon spent the night in this room with his wife 

during his visit to Wjrzburg in 1806 and in 1811. The 

beds and bedside tables were added to this room at that 

time. This room had been previously used as the imperial 

bedchamber. 

The decoration of this room was interrupted by the 

Seven years' War and was recommenced only in 1763. 

The guest rooms and servants' room are also lavishly 

furnished. These rooms are kept locked. It is opened 

only by the tourists' guide who take groups of tourists 



113 

and explain the details. Many of the artistic decorations 

were partly destroyed during the Second world war, but 

they were furnished since then. 

Treppen'iaus or Staircase attracted my attention. 

We stood on the spacious staircase staring at the beautiful 

painting. Architecture and painting have combined, the 

authorities claim, to make it "one of the most magnificient 

spatial creations ever achieved in secular building." 

Mythological and allegorical figures are painted in 

beautiful colours. Apollo is seen ascending to the Zenith, 

radiant in a golden light, above a circular temple. 

Allegorical representation of Winter, summer, spring and 

autumn are depicted. 

America, Europe, Africa, and Asia are painted. Thus 

at this staircase we could see the whole world. Africa 

is on the west and the Asia is on the east. As I saw 

an elephant painted on the west I thought that was 

Asia. Then I realised that Africa too has elephants even 

bigger ones. 

% 

In order to have not only a picture of the paintings 

but also a taste of the German style of writing, the descri¬ 

ption of Asia may be quoted from the booklet bought at 

the entrance of this building. 

The allegory of "Asia" on the longer side opposite 

is oriented towards the centre of the fresco by the ship's 

masts on the left and the pyramids on the right, both of 



114 

which converge on the rays of gloriole. The gesture of 

"Asia," enthroned on an elephant, points, like that of 

"Africa," to the portraitmedaliion of the patron. Before 

her are shackled slaves and subjects either kissing the 

ground or swinging censers. In the left-hand corner men 

are capturing a tigress, while in the right-hand half of the 

picture is Mount Calvary wilh crosses and pilgrims, then a 

pyramid and the Queen of Egypt. On the ramp in the 

foreground is a large block of stone with hieroglyphics 

and beside it a smaller one bearing the signature of the 

artist: BAT (1ST) A TIEPOLO. F 1753. 

Staring 'at the staircase we slowly moved to the re¬ 

ception rooms upstairs. Beautifully decorated and main¬ 

tained Residenz remains an example of the artistic appre¬ 

ciation of the German rulers in the 18th century. The 

money collected at the gate from the tourists are justifiable 

considering the expense required for its maintenance. 

The Court Chapel (Hofkirche) is "one of the most 

perfect religious buildings of the 18th century in 

Germany." It also is an evidence of the ability of Balthasar 

Neumaun. I sat in the chapel for a few minutes. There 

were several others walking in and kneeling in the chapel. 

There is no need to pay any entrance fee to enter this 

chapel as it has its door to the front square. 

Among the beautiful frescos I could easily identify 

"The Assumption of the Blessed Virgin" as well as "The 

Fall of the Rebellious Angels." As we watched more 



115 

intensely we saw the Four Evangelists. The chapel 

especially the frescos in the domes were damaged consi¬ 

derably by bombing in 1945. Nevertheless it was restored 

totally in 1963 which the above-mentioned book boasts as 

"an outstanding achievement in the field of monument 

conservation." And rightly so. 

The Court Gardens is a spacious garden where many 

tourists were strolling. There were nuns too in that 

Sunday afternoon to enjoy fresh air in that green garden. 

Although I wished that I had a few mere minutes to 
stroll in the gardens, the time at my disposal did not 

allow me to have that relaxation. We rushed to the 

railway station to enquire about the train to Bonn. 

"Are you the President?" Are you Idi Amin? asked 

some Germans who saw this black stranger suddenly 

arpearing in that place. With a smiling face I replied that 
I am not Idi Amin. He is a bigger man than I. More 

people began to gather around me. These were the days 

Idi Amin, the President of Uganda, h3d been creating 

newspaper headlines. He had annouced that he would 

appear in London for the Commonwealth Prime Minister's 

Conference held during the Silver Jubilee celebratons 

of the Coronation of Queen Elizabeth II. :hen came the 

news that Idi Amin had left Africa and was flying to 

somewhere near Europe. I am sure that newspaper men 

would have rushed to me, if the news had spread that 

some fat black man had suddenly appeared in Wurzburg. 

Train to Bonn arrived at Wurzburg a few minutes after 

midnight. I showed my reservation ticket, But the 
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ticket examiner refused to give me my bed. He stated 

that particular train had started from Nurnberg a few 

hours earlier and therefore I should show him a reservation 

for the train of the previous date. I did not know German 

to explain to him that my reservation was from Bonn and I 

cared for the date it reached Bonn and not the time of the 

starting point. I was dead tired and was not willing to 

get out of the train even if any reasoning did not convince 

him. I stood there until another came and explained to 

the ticket examiner that the day has changed since he had 

left starting point a few hours earlier. 

Early morning the train reached Bonn. I was careful 

to get out quick as the stop was for a few minutes only. 

One of the travellers helped me to get my luggage out. I 

put my luggage in a locker and put some coins and took 

the key out. I did not want to carry it to the Embassy. 

When my two suitcases were put in the locker I felt much 
relieved. Then I washed and waited for the offices to 

open. An old German lady wanted to know who I was 

She looked at my beard and said that she had seen my 

photo in the newspapers I said that it was not !. I am a 

newcomer in Germany. Then I guessed that the photo 

may have been of Maharishi Mahesh Yogi who has a 

university in Switzerland for the study of and research on 

Transcendental Meditation. The old lady started talking 

in her German and I replied in English. I knew she would 

never understand my replies. Finally she gave up. 

Taxis are expensive. So ! went by suburban train to 

the Iraqi Embassy. After alighting the train I walked to 
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the Embassy as if I knew the place. I did it in order to 

escape from the people who were staring at this stranger. 

But I knew that there was no point in pretending to know 

my way to the destination. I asked for directions. One 

old gentleman g3ve me direction in English. Finally I 

reached the Iraqi Embassy. 

The reception clerk understood English and showed 

me the Vis3 section. I tried to explain my long wait for 

the visa for which I applied at the Indian Embassy's Iraqi 
\ 

Interest section in Washington D. C. Since Iraq and 

America broke diplomatic relations the Indian Embassy 

has taken over the responsibilities of the Iraqi Embassy. 

But inside the building it is just Iraqi staff and nothing 

Indian. In 1953 I had received visa from this same office 

in Washington and had hoped to get the same this 

time. But times have changed. Visa is never given now 

without proper permission from Bagdad. The Embassies 

abroad are to receive applications and forward it to Bagdad 

for decision. So Washington had advised me to 

collect it in London by which time the permission 

from Bagdad would be ready. But in London too I 

waited in vain. 

In Bonn was my last chance. Iwas scheduled to 

proceed to Bagdad as soon as the visa was obtained. 

There was no time for me to waste. So with great anxiety 

I approached the visa clerk and explained the difficulty. 

Speak,, Arabic or German. I dp not know English" said 
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the clerk. I was so disappointed. This is nr,y last chance. 

I kept on repeating it in English. He sat helpless unable 

to help this helpless man. 

A lady who was waiting in that room volunteered to 

interpret for me. "Please tell this man I want visa. I 

have all the necessary invitations properly endorsed by the 

justice department, and Foreign Department of Iraq attest¬ 

ed by the Indian Embassy at Bagdad as advised by the 

Iraqi Embassy in New Delhi." My interpreter did her job. 

Still no hope. I he clerk said that the Residence Depart¬ 

ment has to give approval. No intimation has reached 

from Bagdad about application filed in Washington more 

than a month ago. "File fresh application. And wait for 

one month" suggested the clerk. My interpreter said "it 

is a flat denial. They do not plan to give you a visa." 

" Teke me to your boss" I demanded. My interpreter 

pressed this demand. Finally I was ushered in to the room 

of the Consul. The young diplomat was busy with his 

telephone. He motioned me to a chair and continued his 

chat over the phone. After a few minutes concluding his 

lengthy call, he said " pardon". I explained my predica¬ 

ment. "This is my last chance. I cannot wait indefini¬ 

tely. I am tired, sir. ! do not know German. I must 

return to India, but not without visiting Bagdad. This is 

the important part of my visit." 

The Consul was sympathetic. But he confessed that 

he had not been authorised. Only Bagdad has authority 

to grant permission for any visa. "Even for a tourist visa?" 
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I cut in. He said "yes." I pointed out that in 1962 I got 

visa from London and in 1968 I got it from Washington 

without any consaltation with Bagdad. He replied that it 

was the policy of the present government. I pleaded with 

him to issue me a visa for one day so that I can Sand in 

Bagdad and then I can get extension there. He said that 

he had no authority. I persuaded him to call Washington 

to verify my story. Finally the sympathetic man in him 

took the phone. Bat tha operator reminded him that the 

Americans were about six hours behind the Germans and 

the Embassy in Washington was not yet open. He put 

back the receiver and told me to send a cable to Washing¬ 

ton asking them to inform Bonn. I left the Embassy— 

a disappointed man. 

From Bonn I travelled b/ train to Paderborn. I had 

to change trains at Cologne and another small town. Since 

it was difficult to carry m/ two suitcases and one brief 

case to my compartments and back I left the big suit case 

near the door and carried only the other two to my com¬ 

partment. One of the passengers adyissd me to carry it 

o my compartment to avoid theft. I did not care to do it 

considering the difficulty. At last I reached Paderborn in 

time after making the two right connections. 

At Paderborn I was taken from the railway station by 

one Kerala Catholic young man named Cherian to the 

Muller Institute. Soon Dr. Johannes Madey came to 

greet me. We have beee.n corresponding for about eight 
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years; About three years ago he came to Kerala to lecture 

on the history of Kerala Christians. And I met him at 

Alwaye then. 

Dr. Johannes Madey is a good Orientalist who has 

studied the history and faith of East Syrian Church of 
Kerala. He keeps correspondence with Syriac scholars all 

over the world. He is a permanent counsellor to the 

German Bishops Conference on Eastern Churches. He 

knows a little Malayalam. One is amazed at the know¬ 

ledge this German scholar has about Kerala. He 

presented me with several copies of Kathiroli a 

Malayalam magazine published from Chenganachery. 

About travelogues. Dr Madey complained that a 

Kerala Orthodox priest visited him an year or two ago, and 

recorded their conversation in his travelogue in Malayalam. 

Although he did not know enough Malayalam to under¬ 

stand its contents he gat tlie relevant section translated 

for him He says what is recorded in the book is contrary 

to what he had stated. I hope that nobody will say the 

same about this book. 

Muller Institute where Dr. Madey teaches has a good 

library. I was given a quick tour of the library. I noticed 

some valuable books on the shelves. I was too tired by 

the train journey. Moreover, temperature on that day was 

very high by German standards; something like 85° F or 
so. 

Dr. Madey called Fr Korah Varghese, Orthodox 

Priest from Kerala, living in Bielefeld. His home is only 



121 

an hour's drive from Paderborn. He gladly agreed to take 

me to his home. We waited for his arrival at Paderborn. 

But he took two hours to reach. One reason was that he 

had to arrange with the Kerala nurses staying in the upper 

storeys of his house to prepare a good dinner for me with 

fish etc., as the Orthodox people know that their Bishops 

from Kerala abstain from meat. The second reason was 

the regular traffic rush of the evenings. 

It was my birthday. I thanked the six nurses from 

Kerala who prepared such a delicious meal for me and 

served it in candle light. Fr. Korah Varghese lives in that 

building with his wife who is a doctor. But at that 

time she was in the hospital after the delivery of their 

third child. The "girls upstairs" fed me well during the 

the two days I stayed in that home. 

There are many Kerala nurses in Germany. They 

learn German language very well. They are very much 

dedicated in their service, whenever I talked to German 

people about Kerala nurses they always h3d good 

appreciation of their devotion to the service of the sick. 

But I understand that many of them live with some sense 

of insecurity concerning their visa. I also noticed that 

they do not marry Germans: they prefer to return to 

Kerala to get married. I also learned that they are 

examples of high moral standards. 

Fr. Korah Varghese has been in Germany for more 

than a decade. He speaks good German. His wife is a 

German doctor who loves to serve in Kerala. They are 
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hoping to serve for a few years at least in the Kolenchery 

Hospital. But the education of the children who speak 

only German now will he a problem. They are very much 

attached to the parents of their mother. 

Bethel-City of Mercy 

Fr. Korah Varghese drove me around the small 

town of Bethel near Bielefeld in Westphalia. I noticed 

that tiie inhabitants of Bethel are strange people. Most 

of them have physical deformity. Several of them have 

leather helmets on their heads. It was for the protection 

of the epileptic patients who fall on the ground unex¬ 

pectedly. Most of the people in Bethel are willing to 

help each other at the time of need. 

Bethel had only one house in 1857 situated on the 

ridge of a hill separating two long valleys of the Teuto- 

burg Forest. It has grown to several small and big houses. 

Now it has a population of about thirteen thousand 

people. It is more of community than a town, it is 

something like a family of likeminded people. 

The story of Bethel is told in a book of 173 pages in 

English. Nevertheless Margaret Bradfield who compiled 

and translated the book "City of Mercy” mentions: 

It would take several volumes to present a com¬ 

prehensive picture of the Bethel institutions, and this 

book can therefore only serve to give the reader a 

broad outline of the works. Despite the present-day 

craving for sensation the description of their develop¬ 

ment has been kept to bare facts: they speak of 
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themsleves, and, besides, any emphasis upon the part 

played by people would bo opposed to the spirit of 

Bethel. 

Ae we drove through the city of Bethel (it is pro¬ 

nounced Beetel in German language,) I noticed the names 

of the streets and buildings. A good many of them are 

familiar Biblical names—Both from the old and the New 

Testament. Mamre, Bethsaida, Pniel, Bethabana, Gilgal, 

Arafna and Enon to mention a few. It reminded me of my 

visit to the Holy Land in 1S62. Nevertheless, this is 

not Jerusalem, but Germany. 

Zion church has 1603 seats. But it is not enough for 

the worshippers of Beihel. Two services are helb. The 

sick people do net neg!ect going to the church. The 

epileptic does not keep away from the church due to his 

sickness. The zion church is built to accommodate the 

sick people. Beside each of the doors a cubicle has been 

constructed with a bed. If a worshipper gets a fit he is 

taken to the bed. People in Bethel are ready to help. 

They do not feel disturbed, if one epileptic patient throws 

himself during the worship service. It is a city and refuge 

of epileptics. 

In 1865 some leading Christian men of the Ravens- 

berg district in Westphalia decided to found a home for 

epileptics. In 1867 it began with five epileptic boys. 

Pastor Simon was the first superintendent. 

In 1869 the same Christian men founded a deaco- 

nness mother house. Kaiserswerth Motherhouse lent 
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three sisters for this new foundation in Bielefeld. Now 

we cannot dr;ve through Bielefeld without conning across 

thousands of sisters. Although dressed up like the 

Roman Catholic sisters, they are not Roman Catholic, 

but Lutherans. 

Pastor Friedrick von Bodelschwingh' (1831-1910) 

was the great spirit behind the Bethei institutions. The 

patients affectionately cailed him Father Bodelschwingh. 

Pastor Fritz, the youngest son of Father Bodelsdhwingh 

took over as Director in 1910. From 1946 to 1959 Pastor 

Hardt served as the Director. Another Friedrick 

Bodelschwingn, a grandson of the founder, became 

director in 1959. It is not a prestigious post, it is a life 
of dedication and sacrifice. 

Regarding the development of the institution for 

epileptics, the above mentioned book The City of 

Mercy informs us as follows: 

The epileptics' institution grew rapidly; but it must 

not be imagined that Bodelschwing hurried its 

development: on the contary, as he used to say, all 

he ever did was to run behind the cart and apply the 

brakes. In the first instance he received so many 

applications that something had to be done for the 

poor epileptics; and on the other hand it had become 

imperative to separate the patients according to sex, 

age and grade of illness. The home had been found¬ 

ed mainly with a view to epileptic boys, but the 

majority of applications came from adults, from people 

from all walks of life. Bodleschwingh soon realised 
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that this was a social rather than a medical problem; 

most of the people wanted to come not so much 

because they hoped to be cured, but because they 

could not get work and were shunned everywere. 

Who would employ a man liable to have sudden fits? 

Here was a field with plenty of scope where the man 

who had worked as an agriculturist and as a pastor 
among poor scavengers and villagers could use al I 

the experience and great insight he gained. 

As we walked through the workshops we could see 
sick people sitting and doing something. It is obvious that 
the authorities cannot make any profit by the very slow 
work done by the patients. It is not for prof.t. But it is a 
therapy for some to use their fingers and other parts of 

body. It also gives a sense of satisfaction to the patient 

when he is doing some work and not just eating doing 

nothing. As we walked among the patients who were 

engaged in doing some work I thanked God for all the 

organizers of this humanitarian service. What a hell it 
would have been for these patients if there was no Bethel. 

When we met about twenty patients, we saw only 

two or three able-bodied people. Their help is necessary. 

But I was surprised that the healthy people are such a 

minority there. To be a heatlhy man in Bethel is almost 

abnormal or unusual. I felt that I was abnormal, as I was 

healthy ! 

Bethel Messenger is a small magazine published from 

Bielefeld-Bethel in English. It gives information of their 

activities and appeal for financial assistance from America 
and other places. Several other publications in German 

Language give information to outside world what is 

buietly happening in Bethel end its surroundings. 
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I was very much impressed by all what I saw at 

Bethel, l he hope and joy reflected in the face of the 

patients encouraged me too. How many of us get 

discouraged at the time of sickness. Here are people 

destined to be sick for the whole life. They know that 

they cannot enjoy life. But with thankfulness for what 

they have received through the kindness of some dedi¬ 

cated men and woman, they gather courage and stamina 

to survive with satisfaction. 

To Dusseidorf St Cologne 

No visitor to Germany can desenbe the country 

without referring to the clean super highways called 

autobahns. A few paragraphs from one of their publi¬ 

city materials describes with justifiable pride the superior 

quality of these super highways. 

There's no better way of getting to know Germany 

than by car. And no better way to go than by Autobahn. 

At the last count, there wore more than 6000 kilometers 

of these high speed superhighways. Beautifully lands¬ 

caped, beautifully built and beautiful to drive, they criss¬ 

cross the whole country - from our North Sea beaches 

to the castlestudded Rhine Valley and the breathtaking 

Alpine scenery of the south. 

So "WillKommen" To one of the largest, most soph¬ 

isticated toll-free expressway systems in the world. 

Just great for the tourist, whether you're driving 

your own car cr renting one at any German airport. 
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Because the Autobahns let you drive as quickly as 

possible to all the many parts of Germany where it's 

worth driving as slowly as possible. And they get you 

there comfortably conveniently, safely. 

Sprinkled along these modern arteries are all the 

facilities needed to make driving truly a pleasure: 211 

filling stations, 160 roadhouses / restaurants. 53 hotels, 

plus dozens of rest stops with refreshment stand and WC. 

So you never have to go more than a few fast 

miles for gas, a telophone, refreshmerits, restrooms, even 

overnight accommodations. Best of all, you can travel 

when you like, Knowing you'll find round - the - clock 

service whereever you go. With rare exceptions, all gas 

stations and roadhouses on the Autobahns are 

open 24 hours a day. 

From Bielefeld I proceeded to Dusseldorf by train. 

Only at the last moment did we notice at the platform 

that the train l was to catch to Dusseldorf had been 

cancelled. I had to take another route. Then I would 

not be able to reach Dusseldorf at 3-0 clock as I had 

informed my host in Dusseldorf. That was going to 

create a problem after my arrival in Dusseldorf. So 

Fr. Korah Varghese promised to telephone to Dusseldorf 

to inform my host there that I would be late. 

After changing the trahas I managed to reach 

Dusseldorf by 4 P. M. I waited at the platform for 

my host. Since he did not turn up I telephoned to him. 

But he had left his office before Fr. Varghese tried to 



128 

Contact him. After waiting for me at 3 P. M. he had 

returned to his apartment. There is no telephone there. 

I waited for two hours at a piace where my host could 

spot me out easily. I had not met him before. There¬ 

fore i looked at e/er/ 40 year - old man at the railway 

station who suited my imagination. At about 6 P. M, 

a Pakistani friend approached me and enquired whether 

I came from his country. He offered to help me to 

find my host. At his suggestion I took a taxi and 

knocked at the door of my host. He was pleased to 

see me. 

Johannes Becker Comes is a Roman Catholic layman 

interested in the Eastern Churches. He has read about 

the Church of the East in India. As a result he wrote 

a letter addressed to Mar Abimalek Timotheus Metropo¬ 

litan in Trichur in 1369. I replied him that the addressee 

had expired in 1945 and his successor also expired in 

1 9o9. Since tnen we have seen corresponding occasion¬ 

ally. He was happy to leave me in his apartment. 

Since he is single his aunt came to take care of 

my comforts in that apartment. She invited me for 

breakfast at her home next day. Johannes Becker Comes 

works in a factory which makes waschmittel which 

means washing soap powder. He left early in the 

morning before I got up. So when I went for breakfast 

I was alone with his aunt Frau Schneider. Her name 

Schneider means tailor. It is a common name in Germany. 

She did not speak English I did not follow her 
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German. Still we communicated with each other in a 

remarkably cordial way. 

The Telephone rang. Mrs. Schneider answered the 

phone. Then she gave the receiver to me. I heard 

Malayalam words through the German telephone. Who 

on earth knows me in Dusseldorf. Then the caller 

introduced himself as Fr, Paul Kozhipat, a Catholic priest 

belonging to the C. M. I. province in Trichur. He told 

me that he received a telephone call from Fr. Jerome 

another priest from Trichur area who works in Cologne- 

He had asked Pafter (Father) Paul to meet me. 

Directions to reach the railway station were given 

to me. Then he asked me to get tha help of Mrs. 

Sehneider to catch the bus. I said that I do not know 

her language. I gave the telephone receiver to her and 

asked Fr. Paul to explain to her in German what he 

instructed ms in Malayalam. After the telephone conver¬ 

sation we tried to communicate to each other what 

each of us undjrstood in our own mother tongues. 

She took me near to the bus and asked the driver 

to drop me at the railway station. The bus fare was 

one Mark (more than three and a half rupees). The 

previous day I paid five marks to a taxi man for the 

same distance. 

Fr, Paul took me around the town. He told me that 

some articles as such Cassette tapes are cheaper there. 

But thinking of customs duty he did not advise me to buy 

anything. We went for lunch. I told him l do not eat 

meat, and so we went in search of fish. After we had 

got the menu in one restaurant, we found that they do not 
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have many fish items. He said "Let us get up and get 

out from here " I said "What will the waitress think of us. 

She will lose her tip". He explained that in Germany 

they would not count it bad manners if we did not eat at 

that particular restaurant. We wanted better choice. So 
we walked out. 

Looking for a place where fish would be available 

we wandered for about an hour. He said that he would 
not easily give up. Then we found a restaurant. Know¬ 

ing that their prices are quite high, the management had 

taken the precaution of putting up a menu outside. As 
we glanced through the menu we noticed that each item 

on the menu caused 25 DM or more. We immediately 
left the premises. "We Trichur people do not give up 

easily declared Fr. Paul in Malayalam so that nobody who 
heard our declaration understood the contents. Finally 
we found a place within our means having 8 DM or so 
per dish. Thus Fr. Paul managed to entertain me with a 
fish lunch as he had promised. 

Cologne is a beautiful city with a huge Roman 
Catholic Cathedral. We went around the Cathedral and 

the Diocesan Museum. Thousands of tourists walk 

through the doors of the Cathedral all the time. At the 

altar some people kneel and pray with devotion. But 

most of the visitors are just tourists. There are some 

guides who explain about the Cathedral and its antiquity 
and its beauty. 

The Benedictine Abbey near the Cathedral adds to the 

religious antiquity of Cologne. On the notice board at 

the entrance we saw a photo of Mother Theresa and news 

about her work in Calcutta. Since it was noon we atten¬ 

ded the prayers. After the prayer Johannes Becker Comes 
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and I were going out of the Church. Then the monks met 

us at the door and invited us for lunch. We gladly 

accepted their hospitality. 

"To the health of our bishop" The monks proposed 

toast raising their wine cups. Not knowing what to do 

as my cup was empty, I thought for a second. Then I 

too raised my empty cup responding to their greeting. 

Then the prior noticed my empty cup and remarked 

"Oh, the bishop does not drink". Then one of the monks 

poured orange juice in my cup. As the monks started serving 

I told that I do not eat meat. Fortunately being Friday 

they had fish on that day. The prior next to whom I sat 

was a Frenchman who knows also German, but not English. 

So my friend Comes acted as my interpreter. The 

monks gathered information about the Church in India 

from me. 

From Dusseldorf I decided to fly to Bagdad. My 

ticket was from Frankfurt to Bagdad. So I planned to 

travel by train to Frankfurt and catch plane to Bagdad. But 

my host suggested that I could fly from Dusseldorf to 

Munich and go to Bagdad without paying extra money. I 

went to the airport in Dusseldorf. They calculated the 

difference in the distance and declared it was within the 

mileage and I could fly from Dusseldorf to Munich with a 

ticket for going from Frankfurt to Muncih in order to 

catch the plane to Bagdad. I felt relieved and relaxed 

as I got to Munich and then again airborne in the flight 

to Bagdad, 

^ <gx^KH 



VIII 

Third Visit to Iraq 

Before our plane reached Bagdad we were given 

landing cards to be filled up. As I began to fill up 

answers to the various questions in the card I noticed 

the space to write the visa number and the date and 

place of issue. I left it blank as I did not have the 

visa. And it is a long story indeed ! 

As it has been pointed out I had made all attempts 

in America, England and Germany for obtaining a visa 

to Iraq. I tried for it in New Delhi too. But as they 

spoke of a one month delay I decided to obtain it 

in America or in England. In 1962 I had secured it 

from England and in 1968 from America. But as these 

two countries spoke of a one month delay. I made 

desperate attempts in Germany to the last minute. 

The experience in Germany was not different from 

the disappointments in other countries. As a last resort 

I telephoned to Washington, D. C. from Dusseldorf. 

How fast I could get connected to America ! I dialled 
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directly. In a few seconds I heard my friend Planthara 

speak tome. It was 11-50 a. m. in my watch. But 

to my friend who was talking to me it was only 

5 50 a. m. The charge is half upto 6 a. m. in his 

country but not upto that time in Germany from 

where I was dialling. The telephone call cost about 

30 DM. A telegram to Bagdad cost about 45 DM. 

Therefore telephone is cheaper than telegrams in 

Germany. Moreover on the telephone you know the 

reply too. After sending a telegram you have to wait 

for a reply telegram. At the same time for using Tele¬ 

phone you need know the language. On receiving a 

telegram my friends in Bagdad can get an interpreter 

eventually and understand the contents of my communi¬ 

cation. 

From Washington I got an immediate reply over 

the phone itself that he would try his best in Washington 

to send messages to Bagdad etc. But he said that 

when he reminded the Embassy a few days ago one of 

the officials remarked. "If I were you I would get to 

Bagdad, with the papers I already have." With in a few 

hours I got telegram from my friends in Bagdad 

stating that visa had b9?n arranged at tha Bagdad airport. 

I immediately sent a telegram to Bagdad again communi¬ 

cating the time and date of my arrival inBagdad airport. 

"Where is your visa?" asked the policeman at the 

Bagdad airport as we walked through the immigration 

booth. I explained to him that the visa had been 



134 

arranged by my friends. ! had gone as per a telegram 

from Bagdad. He checked his book and could not find 

my name in it. Then I said my people were waiting 

outside. He escorted me as I went to the street to look 

for my people. Unfortunately my telegram sent two 

days ago had not reached them and so nobody had 

come to the airport. 

"What next?" demanded the policeman. I said 

"telephone." I showed the number. I could not read Arabic 

numerals. He dialled and demanded an explanation from 

Patriarch Mar Addai who had invited me. He said that 

he had sent telegrcm that visa had been arranged. He had 

sent the permission cf the Bagdad government to their 

Embassy in Germany where I had approached. What I 

needed desperately was the papers and permission at the 

Bagdad airport at once. 

"You, no visa, why?" enquired my host Mar Addai in 

his broken English. I could not explain to him in Assy¬ 

rian or Arabic which he spoke fluently. I could only repeat 

"Telegram, Visa you arranged. Where?" He explained 

"Not visa, another paper sent Germany. Why? You, no 

got?" Language problem is serious when the matter is 

urgent. "Do semething, send somebody to the air¬ 

port" was the last word I cculd utter befere returning the 

receiver to the policeman. He declared in Arabic "Bring 

visa soon, cr we shall send you back to Germany." 

As I sat in the waiting room my friends at Bagdad 

began to move fast. It is a prestige question for them if I 
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return back. They were waiting for my visit for nearly 

nine years since my last stay in Bagdad in September- 

October 1963. 

"To Bombay or to Germany?" the policeman enquird 

about my preference after looking at my ticket which is to 

Bombay. I replied: "Definitely not to Bombay. I do 

not return to India without visiting Bagdad. I shall ga to 

Germany and pick up the visa there and come back to¬ 

morrow." He took ms to the aeroplane counter and 

asked them to take me back to Germ my in the same plane. 

A member of our church works for Iraqi Airways. He 

talked to this man to wait for a few hours so that he 

would obtain an emergency visa at the airport itself. The 

policeman w]s not willing. So finally m/ friend talked 

to a senior officer who agreed to weit. I carried my 

beggage beck to the waiting room. Fin ally Patriarch Mar 

Addai and other friends sacceeded. An emergency visa 

was issued for one month. 

Patriarchate Palace of the ancient Church of the East 

is opposite to the Technologicel University. We drove for 

about half an hour from the airport to the Patriarchate 

Palace. Stay there W3S pleasant. It presented a view 

between the West and the East in affluence as well as in 

customs, etc. 

The temperature in June was high. I felt the change 

of weather very mach: as I travelled from Europe which 

was pleasant in summer. Tne meeting hall in the Patriar¬ 

chate Palace has an air cooler. My bed room had an 
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luxuries such as airconditioner, refrigerator, and even 

television. 

Bagdad is the capital of Iraq. The population is more 

than two million in Bagdad city alone. Apart from 

Bagdad the other cities are Mosul and Kirkuk in the north 

and Basrah in the south. Ha'o’oaniyah near Bagdad is also 

an important town. The rest is mainly villages. The tatal 
p 

population of Iraq is less than that of my small state of 

Kerala. 

During my stay of ten days in the Patriarchate Palace 

I accompanied Pat iarch Mar Addai for a return visit to the 

Vatican Embassy in Bagdad. The Pro-Nuncio, Msgr. John 

had visited the Patriarchate Palace before Easter. So it 

was a ret am courtesy call at the Embassy. We had 

language problem there. The Pro-Nuncio who is a 

Frenchman speaks excellent English, but not Arabic, or 

Assyrian. Mar Addai is not fluent in English. Therefore 

we took a professor who knows both English and French 

in addition to Arabic and Assyrian. 

The Pro-Nuncio who was the bishop of the tiny 

kingdom called Monaco said that he had enjoyed visaing 

Kerala and Madras several years aga. He further stated 

that he was happy to meet me; as he had read my articles 

in the Voice of the East magazine of Trichur sent to him 

from Rome. He asked Patriarch Mar Addai when he 

celebrates Easter. We replied that in 1977 both calendars 

coincided. The Pro-Nuncio informed the Patriarch that 
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several eastern rites within the Roman Catholic Church 

also follow the Julian calendar observed by many eastern 

Churches. 

The cradle of civilisation can be traced in and around 

Bagdad. Ancient Babylon is only two hours drive from 

Bagdad. During my second visit to Iraq in 1968 I had 

visited Babylon. There I saw a model of the famous 

tower of Babe! mentioned in the Holy Bible. There we 

saw also the hanging gardens, one of the seven wonders 

of the world. A statue of lion found there dates b3ck to 

the B. C. period. Many tourists visit this place. 

Seleucia-Ctesiphon were twin cities on Euphrates- 

Tigris river. When I visited the ruins I saw the palace of 

King Khosrau and a Church which was probably the 

head-quarters of the Church of the East in the fourth 

and fifth centuries. Now Seleucia-Ctesiphon known as 

Salman-Pak. 

Bagdad Museum is the main tourist attraction. So I 

visited it in this trip. I had visited that Museum in 1962 

during my first trip to Bagdad. But this time it was some¬ 

how more informative. Many ancient states and potteries 

and such articles of antiquity are preserved in this 

Museum. Babylonian, and Mesapotamian culture are on 

display. Valuable coins from olden days, diamonds and 

golden ornaments etc add to the value of this collection. 

There were not many people there as I had seen in 

Peabody Museum in Harvard or Smithsonian in Washing¬ 

ton D. C. But there were people of various nationalities 
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slowly and silently persuing the precious articles preser¬ 

ved in the Bagdad Museum. Valuable manuscripts of 

Koran and other books are there. Clay tablets which are 

replicas of the Code of King Hammurabi attracted my 

attention. 

Assyrian language spoken now by the Assyrian 

Christians is slightly different from the ancient Aramaic 

used in the liturgical language known to me. There¬ 

fore I had to use interpreters to talk to the people 

who used to come to worship in the Church attached 

to the Patriarchate Palace. But I wanted to preach 

direct to the people without the help of an interpreter. 

I typed my speech in English. Patriarch Mar Addai 

translated it into Assyrian and wrote it in legible hand. So 

I read my own sermon in the Assyrian language. I 

occasionally glanced at the joyous, smiling faces of my 

people who understood everything I said. Therefore 

I was encouraged to repeat the same performance, 

when I visited the old Church Mar Zia at Karradat Maryam 

area of Bagdad city. 

Our Christians in Bagdad appreciated my conducting 

prayers in old Aramaic. Many of them now have forgotten 

this language which they call lishana athieka (ancient 

language). How could I, an Indian, read the language 

of their forefathers? As a matter of fact ! told them, 

one of their clergymen Kaku Lazar was my teacher in 

Trichur about twenty years ago. Many of the Assyrians 

are worried that their present generation does not know 

the ancient language. 
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Many of the Assyrians have found refuge in America, 

England, Canada, Australia, Sweden, Greece etc. The 

Assyrians who fought against the Turkish government 

first with Russian and then with British forces were 

forced to flee from their homeland in Turkey in 1918 

after the conclusion of the World War. Since then it 

is a long history of tragedies for the Assyrians. The 

massacre at Simel in Northern Iraq in 1933 worsened 

the situation. A large number of them who live in 

Kurdistan area in northern Iraq had the misfortune of 

living with Kurdish rebels under Mulla Mustafa Barzani. 

Although the Kurdish problem is settled by some agree¬ 

ment between Mulla Mustafa and the Bagdad administ¬ 

ration with the goodwill of the government of Iraq, 

all is not well with the Assyrians. 

Many of them live happily under the Iraq government 

which has assured protection to the minorities. Several 

Assyrians abroad continue their struggle for an Inde- 

penent Assyrian nation. 

India is friendly with Iraq. We supply them a lot of 

our goods such as fans, fertilizers, tea, Coffee etc. In 

return we get petrol from them. 

India is trying to improve our relations with larq. 

We would like to export more of our goods to them. 

We expect more co-operation for our needs of petrol. 

Indians are going to Iraq for several short assignments. 

It is not much compared to our exodus to the Gulf 

countries. 
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India had friendly relations with Iraq during the 

World Wars. As the English army fought in Mesapota- 

mia area around Bagdad, Indian army under the British 

was present in Basra, Bagdad etc. One Assyrian Christian 

began to talk to me in Hindi. \-\e told me that he 

had learnt it during the time of the second World War 

from the Indian soldiers in Basra. 

Before the British the Moghul rulers of India 

brought Bagdad closer to India. The Moslerm culture 

began to flow into India particularly to North India since 

the sixteenth century. The Urdu language spoken in 

North India today is very much similar to Arabic. It is 
also written from right to left like the Arabic. Many 

words are common to Arabic and Urdu. 

The contact between India and Bagdad goes back 

to the earlier centuries. The history of Christianity in 

India in the early centuries show ample evidence to 

prove a close relationship of the Churches in India 

with the Patriarch of Seleucia-Ctesiphon who later 

shifted his headquarters to Bagdad. As far back as 

295. A. D, a Bishop from Basrah named Dudi (David) 
came to India. 

Not only the religious contacts but also the secular 

contacts were there at least in the eighth century. 

In the Discovery of India Jawaharlal Nehru refers to 

the mathematicians in India going to Bagdad. 

In eighth century, during the reign of the Khalif 

Al Mansur (753-774), a number of Indian scholars 
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went to Bagdad, and among the books they 

took with them were works on mathematics and 

astronomy. Probably even earlier than this, Indian 

numerals had reached Baghdad, but this was the first 

systematic approach and Aryabhata's and ether books 

were translated into Arabic. They influenced the 

development of mathematics and astronomy in the Arab 

world, and Indian numerals were introduced. Bagdad 

was then a great centre of learning and Greek and 

Jewish scholars had gathered there bringing with 

them Greek Philosophy, Geometry, and Science. The 

cultural influence of Bagdad was felt through trie 

Moslem world from central Asia to Spain, and a 

knowledge of Indian mathematics in their Arabic 

translations spread all over this vast area. The 

numerals were called by the Arabs 'figures of Hind, 

(or India), and the Arabic word for a number is 

'Hindsah', meaning 'from Hind/ 

Nehru also refers to Severus Sebokht a Syrian monk 

who writes in 662 A. D, proving that the Syrians and 

Indians are not inferior to the Greeks. Nehru quotes the 

Syrian monk who says: 

'I will omit all discussion of the science of the 

Hindus, a people not the same as the Syrians; 

their subtle discoveries in the science of astro¬ 

nomy, discoveries that are more ingenious than 

those of the Greeks and the Babylonians; their com¬ 

puting that surpasses description. I wish only to 

$ay thpt this computation is done by means of 
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nine signs. If those who believe, because they speak 
Greek, that they have reached the limits of science, 

should know of these things, they would be convinced 

that there are also others who know something. '2 

The Government of Iraq is now a stable military rule. 

Mr. Ahmed al Bekr, the President of Iraq, come to power 

in 1968 prior to my second visit. Even now he continues 
in power. The Vice President Mr. Sadoon is a strong 

man in Iraq. The ministers have changed their portfolios. 

The Minister of External Affairs who received us in 1968 
is now the ambassador to the U. S. S. R. The Revolutio¬ 
nary Command Council which rules Iraq is of the Baath 

party. This Government is giving freedom of worship to 
Christians. Even electricity and water are supplied to the 
Churches free of cost. I do not know of any country 

which does such things for Christians. 

Fridays are holidays as it is the holy day for Muslims. 
Christians gather for service on Fridays. In some Chur¬ 

ches there were services on Sundays too. But men can¬ 
not attend the same as they go to work. Women and 
older men used to attend daily evening prayer during the 

days, I attended. Some working men came late in the 
evenings after their work. 

Although petrol is cheap, cars are very expensive. A 

car costs more than a hundred thousand rupees. Still 
some of our people own cars, even air conditioned cars. 
A lot of Toyota cars made in Japan were seen on the 
roads of Bagdad. 

1 & 2. Jawaharl al Nehru, Discovery of India, London, 

1951, pp. 198-9 
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One thing I did not get was Coca-Cola. I had got it 
in 1962. Ido not remember whether it was available 
during my second visit. But now when I asked for Coca- 

Cola they said that it was not allowed in Iraq. As Coca- 
Cola Company conducts their business enterprises in 
Israel, it is banned in Iraq. I got a substitute called 
Crush which tastes like Coca-Cola. I do not know 

what its ingredient is. As I write these words Coca- 
Cola is banned in India too, not for doing business with 
Israel but for refusing to reveal the content of the secret 
formula of coke concentrate. 

Assyrian hospitality exceeds that of Kerala. They gave 
their dolma, Bushala dawe, etc in addition to rice and 
curry. Watermelons were in abundance. Dates were no 
ripe Grapes are grown in many homes. Strong Coffee 

in small cups is a symbol of the Turkish and Arabian hos¬ 

pitality. Cigarettes ara offered to most visitors. Drinking 
is not very common, being a Muslim country. Still beer 
was seen here and there. 

Most of them use shoes. They did not like me walk 
without shoes even inside the Patriarchate Palace. Even 
poor people wear shoes. They bought me a pair of shoes 

and persuaded me to wear it when I went to the Vatican 

Embassy. But I felt that my feet were squeezed inside 
the shoes. So I did not wear it any more. They were 
sorry that I did not take it with me while leaving for India. 

Several Assyrians accompanied me to the airport. 
Visitors are not allowed inside the airport. 
But my friend who helped me to obtain emergency visa 
ten days earlier helped our people to get inside the airport. 
He also did all the checking-in formalities. He even ac¬ 
companied me in the bus from the gate to the aircraft. 
I looked round for the policeman who had threatened to 
put me back in the plane I cam$. 
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End of the Journey 
Although 1 had visa for Iraq for one month I decided 

t) return to India after a week. Wnen I enquired about 

booking a seat I w.is told that Iraqi Airwa/s from Kuwait 

to India was full/ booked. I could fly from Bagdad to 

Kuwait Eu'. since ther3 is no further booking from 

Kuwait there is no use of leaving Bagdad. Moreover 
Kuwait authorities will not let me out of the airport with¬ 
out visa. I was further advised to travel by Air India. As 
an Indian I decided to return to India by Air India. 

Air India did not have direct flights from Bagdad to 

India until recently. It was only last year Air India 
started a direct flight from Bagdad to Bombay via Muscat 
on Tuesdays only. In my last trip I had to use BOAC 
fiight via Kuwait. 

The flight was delayed for nearly half an hour at Bag¬ 

dad. Then I guessed that there must be some V. I. P. 

travelling in the same plane. They were waiting for him. 

It was Indian Minister Mr. H.N. Bahuguna who had arrived 

in Bagdad a few days ago for some negotiations concer¬ 

ning Petrol with top leaders in Iraq. One of the Iraqi 
Ministers escorted him to the front entrance of the plane 

set apart as first class. 
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, Tne only advantage for the first class passengers 
is the free supply of foreign liquor. In the seco.id class 
called economy class, the cost |of the ticket is nearly 
half. But one has to pay for the alcholic beverages supp¬ 
lied during the flight. As usual the flight assistant open¬ 
ed a big bottle of choice wine for the first class passeng¬ 
ers. But Minister Bahuguna is a member of the Janata 
Cabinet which has avowed to eradicate the evils of liquor 
in India, bo he did not use it. The members of his team 
also had to abstain. 

S*nce nobody tasted the wine, the Anglo Indian 
youth who opened it came near my seat and offered it 
to the Anglo Indian lady who was sitting near me. She 

hesilatod to accept it, because she had already introduced 
her to me as a pious Roman Catholic Christian who did 
not like drinks. Since the bottle was alreaby opened the 
young man could not waste jt. She agreed to accept the 
bottle just to give it to somebody after reaching Bombay. 

As soon as we stopped Muscat the passengers want' 
ed to go out. I needed to go to the restaurant to drink 
some soft drinks such as Pepsi-Cola or even cold waW 
But the aeroplane staff told us that we were not allowed 
to go out. Some began to quarrel with tnem. It was 
terribfy hot inside the plane. It was noon time. The 
Air India staff explained that it was n0t their restriction. 
But the authorities in Muscat would not permit us. 

, Several Indians joined us at Muscat. Thousands 
oi Indians mostly from Kerala, are working there. They 
make good money after doing hard work in the hot clim¬ 
ate. Many of them have gone after paying six or eight 
thousand rupees to the agents who arrange employment 

in those Arab countries. Some are just unskilled labou- 
rers. 
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Nobody wasted time to rush to the customs hall as 
soon as we landed in Bombay airport. Some are returning 
home after several years. To some travellers their rela¬ 
tives and friends were anxiously waiting for them. But 
the immigration formalities are slow owing to the short¬ 
age of staff. 

As we waited in the lor.g queue we wished there 
had been a fan in that hall. We were sweating I looked 
for Coca Cola. No refreshments were available. Finally 
we made it through the immigration officials. 1 was in 
a relaxed mood, as one does not need a visa to return to 
his motherland. After waiting for sometime the baggage 
began to appear, i took the baggage and was looking for 
the proper counter. There are separate counters for those 
passengers arriving with duty chargeable goods and those 
who have no foreigh goods for declaration. 

c'Go this way*’ suggested an official as I was wonder¬ 
ing where to form the queue. I opened the suitcases and 
left him examine them in detail, if he so desired l did no£ 
bring any presents, although my friends and relatives 
were willing to give me some. He was a kind official. He 
did not harass me He let me pass through the customs 
counter without further delay. 

As I walked I looked at the Anglo Indian lady who 
was opening all her bags and offering explanation conce¬ 
rning everything she was carrying. I do not know whet¬ 
her she managed to take out that bottle of wine she got 
freely. 

It is no secret that many passengers pass through 
the customs without paying proper customs duty. On the 
contrary, it is also true that many innocent passengers 
are unnecessarily harassed at the Customs. Getting clear 
through the Customs counter is a very frightening exp¬ 
erience for many. 
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In recent days the newspapers carry reports of 
come relaxation that are likely to be introduced by the 
• anata government. If each passenger is allowed duty 
tree goods up to a thousand are two thousand rupees, it 
will ease the tension a lot. 

1 walked out the airport I felt free and relaxed, 
ut another problem which most passengers from the 

Gulf countries face bothered me too. To get a seat from 
bombay to Cochin. 

I joined the queue in the morning. As usual o nly 
confirmed passengers were checked in Many of us crow¬ 
ded near the counter, Our names would be called only 30 
minutes prior to the flight. The young man coming from 
a Gulf country was getting impatient as his chance was 
No- 48. The porters advised him to tip the clerk in the 
counter. He went near the clerk and put his ticket on 
the table with a hundred rupee note under it. He glanc¬ 
ed at the currency and asked him what is this? Take it 
away. Don’t think we are this kind of people. Do you 
think all these people who are travelling by Indian Airl¬ 
ines are going like this?’ The young passenger did not get 
■he message. Does he demand more? Or, does he repeat 
•uch questions as a routine? He took away the money and 
.ontinued waiting. 

I decided to demand my seat if this yonng man got 
seat since I was one ahead of him in the waiting list, 
mally as I got into the plane l enquired whether the 

jerk accepted his bakshish of Rs. 100. He told 'yes.’ 
hen 1 realised that whether Congress or Janata ruled it 
lakes no ditference to some! 
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Alter my return to India I was asked which the 
biggest airport in the world is. I began to speculate. 1 
thought it would be New York or London or Washington 
or Frankfurt. All m3’ answers were wrong, Time mag¬ 

azine dated July 18. 1977 gives detailed information about 
the number of passengers at each airport last year. The 

four airports mentioned above by me do not come in«the 
first three busiest airports in the world. 

The first three places of the busiest airports in the 
world go to Chicago, Atlanta and Los Angeles, all in the 
U. 6 A. Chicago s O hare had 41. 7 million passengrs 
last year. 1968 landings and take offs dail y It has 13 
runways and 26 scheduled airlines. Atlanta’s Hartsfield 

ariport has 27. 3 million passengers and 1342.landings 
and take o.fs daily. Ihree parallel runways and nin~ 

airlines- The third place goes to Los Angeles l 6 million 
passengers. 1322 landings and take-offs daily. Four run 
ways and 36 airlines. 

London and New York airports mentioned by me take 
the fourth and fifth places in the world. Londons Heath¬ 

row which is the iargest in Europe has 21.9 million passen¬ 
gers Average 850 landings and take offs daily. Two parallel 

runways and 75 airlines. Close to that is New York’s 
Kennedy airport. It has 21.2 million passengers. Aver¬ 
ages 835 landings and take offs daily. Two pairs of para¬ 

llel runways 49 airlines. New York has another airport 
called La Guardia. That too is one of the top ten airports 

in the world with 14. 3 millon passengesand 857 land¬ 
ings and take-offs daily. It has two perpendicular 
ways and 15 airlines. 

run- 
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