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            Karen Jeppe was one of the greatest personalities,
   

            I met in my life.
   

            Equally great in love, willpower and intellect.
   

            Dr. Beskow, 1935
   

         

      
   


   
      
         
            The Hospital in Aleppo – July 1935
   

         

         Karen looks out of the window. The sunlight is glaring.

         Out there, at the entrance to the hospital, they stand. A large group of Armenians. Her people! They have been standing there from the day she was brought to the hospital. More arrive every day.

         She is damp with sweat, but shivers with cold. The fever is high and she must go back to bed. The nurse supports her under one arm, Lucia under the other.

         “What date is it?” she asks, when she is back in bed.

         “It is the sixth of July, Mother!” Lucia answers.

         “Will Misak be back?” she asks.

         “Yes, this evening.”

         “Lovely!” she whispers.

         This time the malaria does not let up. The nausea comes back. The nurse sees it and gives her a bowl. Karen vomits, rinses her mouth and drops her head on the pillow.

         The nurse dries the sweat from her forehead and asks: “Did it help a little, Miss Jeppe?”

         “Yes, thank you.”

         “The doctor will return later. Maybe you can sleep. Do you want something to drink?”

         Karen shakes her head and shuts her eyes. She is so tired. The malaria. It has followed her since Urfa.

         Urfa, she thinks and pulls the sheet over her shoulders. Fourteen years in Urfa. First the years at the school. And afterwards … all the dead.

         It began in Copenhagen in 1902.

         She was 26 years old.

         It was February, wet and cold.

      
   





URFA 1903-1917



A Lecture Changes a Life

Karen sits in the hall of the YMCA. A man, Aage Meyer Benedictsen, is speaking. He is from the Danish Friends of Armenians association.

Karen leans forward and listens.

Benedictsen speaks about the political unrest in the Ottoman Empire and the many thousands of Armenian orphans. 1

Karen can imagine the children. Children with big, round stomachs, arms and legs thin as sticks. Children with big dark eyes. Eyes reflecting experiences that no one should endure.

After Benedictsen’s lecture she cannot forget those children. She continues to see them in her mind.

Karen is a teacher, teaching the most difficult children in the school. When she looks at her pupils, she thinks: Their lives are difficult! But at least they are loved. The Armenian children also need love. Above all – love.

As she lies awake at night she keeps seeing the Armenian children. Can I do something? she wonders. There are thousands of children. And they live far away. In an unknown country. Amongst a people I don’t know. Can I manage? And can I leave the children in my school? They need me too.

She prays: “Dear God! Let me make the right decision.” Then she falls asleep.

But one night, a year after the lecture, she sits up in bed. She has made up her mind: she will go to Turkey and help those children!

A Calling

Karen goes to Jutland to tell her parents about her decision. She wants them to understand why she has to go.

Her father is worried. “But Karen,” he says, “all the way through Europe, and afterwards far into Turkey! You have been ill. Very ill. For a long time.”

It is true. She has been sick for almost three years. The doctor said she worked too much. But now she is well again.

Her father shakes his head. “And Turkey! It is a very strange country.” He looks at her seriously. “Karen, have you really thought this through? You are helping Danish children with difficulties. They also need you.”

“I know, Father,” she replies. “But the Armenian children need me more.”

Her father still shakes his head. But her mother feels that it is the right decision. Karen can see it in her mother’s eyes and feel it by the pressure of her hand.

What shall I do? she thinks. Who will support me? Maybe the vicar of the parish? He has known her since she was born.

But the vicar also thinks the plan is much too dangerous.

Karen says: “Dangerous? Yes! But shouldn’t I be like the Samaritan in the Bible? He who helped the wounded man on the road?”

The vicar thinks for a long time. Then he answers: “The wounded man was lying on the road where the Samaritan passed by. You need not go out of your way to help.”

 

Karen stays some days in her childhood home in Gylling and visits family and friends. The Sunday before she has to return to Copenhagen she goes to church with her parents.

In church, the vicar says in his sermon: “You should not go out of your way to help someone.” But then he looks directly at her from the pulpit and continues: “But if somebody cries so loud for help that you can’t avoid hearing it … Then naturally you must help.”

Karen thinks: to me the cry is so loud!

Warmth fills her body. The vicar has blessed her decision. She squeezes her father’s hand.

Her father looks at her and nods. He understands that Karen feels the work with the Armenian children is a calling, a voice inside her she must follow.

Being a Missionary?

When Karen returns to Copenhagen, she speaks with Aage Meyer Benedictsen. Benedictsen knows a German pastor, Dr. Johannes Lepsius, from his travels in East Turkey.

Dr. Lepsius founded a mission in 1895, the German Orient Mission, because he thought Muslims and Christians spoke past each other. They needed to talk together, a dialogue was necessary. But that very same year huge massacres of Christian Armenians took place in Cilicia. Dr. Lepsius made up his mind. He must help the many Armenian widows and orphans. The dialogue between Christians and Muslims must wait.

In Urfa he set up a carpet factory where the widows could earn a living. He started a small hospital with doctors from Switzerland and Germany. And he founded an orphanage with a school.

The Danish Friends of Armenians now pay for ten children in this school. And Benedictsen knows Dr. Lepsius is looking for a teacher.

“Write to Dr. Lepsius!” he suggests.

Karen writes.

“Come to Berlin. Let us talk,” Dr. Lepsius answers.

Karen travels to Berlin and meets Dr. Lepsius. He is older than her, his eyes thoughtful behind his oval glasses.

He asks her directly: “Why do you want to go to Urfa? Do you want to do missionary work?”

“No …” she replies, thinking: what does Dr. Lepsius expect me to answer? After all, he is the leader of a mission. Then she says firmly: “No! I want to teach. The Armenians are already Christians.”

Dr. Lepsius nods. “Yes, you are right,” he says. “But they are Armenian Apostolic Christians. Some missionaries in the area want to convert them, to become Protestants or Catholics.”

“That will only split the Armenians,” Karen says.

Dr. Lepsius nods again. Then he puts his hand on her arm and says: “We need not speak any more!”

Karen is employed.

Meeting the Unknown

One evening at the beginning of October 1903, Karen stands at the Friedrich-Strasse railway station in Berlin. It is almost midnight, the air is damp and cold. The smoke on the platform has an acrid smell. The coal dust from the engine settles on her coat, hat and gloves. Jakob Künzler stands next to her. It is the first time she meets him. Together they will travel to Urfa.

Künzler has calm and kind eyes. How old might he be? Maybe a little older than myself, she thinks. He is from Switzerland and has worked as a doctor in Urfa for several years. He is returning after a holiday in Europe.

Karen tidies her hair under her hat. Then the whistle blows.

They enter the train as it starts.

The lights from the railway station vanish.

 

She has looked forward to travelling, studied maps and read about the cities where they will stop on the way. Imagine! she thinks. I’m going all the way to Turkey. Karen from Gylling. The teacher’s daughter.

Already before reaching Budapest, Jakob Künzler has told her a lot about Urfa and its people.

In Budapest they have time to visit part of the city. But she can’t walk very far.

“We must take a carriage back to the railway station,” she says.

Künzler looks concerned.

“Are you ill?” he asks.

“No, just not very strong,” she answers.

From Budapest the train takes them onward to Bucharest and the Black Sea. From there they sail.

The smell of the sea reminds her of Denmark. She stands on the deck of the ship, listening to the wind, feeling it in her hair. She sees the lights vanish and the sea turning black. And she sees the daylight breaking through, throwing a golden glow on the water. A new continent appears on the horizon.

And Künzler? He is asleep inside. Just before the ship passes through the Bosporus she calls him. Together they stand on deck and look at the emerging minarets and cupolas of Constantinople .2






	
	


	
		Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Karen Jeppe and the Armenian People - A Life – a Calling.

		Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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