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If heaven exists, I wish it to be like my Planet Heaven.
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Before dedicating my book to anybody, let me first explain the type of people on whom I wish to bestow this honor.
Imagine a mighty source of power created by the collective energy emanating from the mass of people with noble deeds. Furthermore, envision this swelling force transforming itself into a potent electrical reservoir. I would like to name it the Good Generator. In my imaginary world, there will be a constant exchange of powerful rays between this potent machine and God. Obviously, we can’t have a Good Generator without an evil one. No need to say that the source of this latter reservoir would originate from the power flowing between the wicked people and the prince of darkness—Satan.
Since I love and support the Good Generator, and also for the purpose of further strengthening the might of goodness over the wicked force, I wish to dedicate Looking for Georges Bizet on Planet Heaven to all the lovely, sweet, fun-loving, open-minded, charitable, God-fearing, pure-hearted, good-tempered, funny, and optimistic people on earth (i.e., to the people belonging to the Good Generator).



CHAPTER 1


MYSTERY
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[bookmark: OLE_LINK195][bookmark: OLE_LINK196][bookmark: OLE_LINK197][bookmark: OLE_LINK198][bookmark: OLE_LINK199][bookmark: OLE_LINK200][bookmark: OLE_LINK203][bookmark: OLE_LINK204][bookmark: OLE_LINK201][bookmark: OLE_LINK202][bookmark: OLE_LINK267][bookmark: OLE_LINK268][bookmark: OLE_LINK301]A solemn chant resonated in the sanctuary as Virginia stroked the keys of the organ ever so softly. The parishioners seated in the pews surrounded by the overbearing walls of the redbrick church resembled a band of lifeless porcelain figurines. However, as soon as the organist started singing, they began shifting in their seats. Some sighed; others held handkerchiefs to their tearful eyes, while another few bent their heads in prayer. 
[bookmark: OLE_LINK171][bookmark: OLE_LINK172][bookmark: OLE_LINK173][bookmark: OLE_LINK174][bookmark: OLE_LINK181][bookmark: OLE_LINK182][bookmark: OLE_LINK209][bookmark: OLE_LINK210]Reverend Wright proceeded onto the pulpit through the side entrance. He looked dignified with his gray shimmering hair, a long pastoral robe, and a green stole draped around his neck. The pastor placed himself behind the podium and stared at the dark-brown wooden casket resting by the altar. He took in a deep breath and looked down sadly. The deceased was a friend.
[bookmark: OLE_LINK286]As the pastor initiated the funeral service, Martha, a loyal member of the church, entered the building discreetly. She seemed like a floating ballerina as she proceeded smoothly toward the front row where her husband, Zaven, sat slouched over with his head drooping. Their son, Haroot; daughter, Sylvia; and their respective families surrounded him. To Martha, Zaven seemed somewhat peculiar. She did not remember ever seeing her husband hunched so dismally. Zaven generally held his body as upright as the tall red maple tree in their front yard. Today, he resembled the willow tree, which spilled its branches limply by the gate. 
When Zaven finally looked up, Martha frowned, and exclaimed within, what? It is not really like Zaven to appear unshaven in public. Besides, Martha thought, on no occasion had she ever seen his eyes looking so ruby red and bloodshot. Could he be upset about something? she pondered. I don’t recall any unpleasant incident to have occurred!
[bookmark: OLE_LINK213][bookmark: OLE_LINK212][bookmark: OLE_LINK211][bookmark: OLE_LINK215][bookmark: OLE_LINK216][bookmark: OLE_LINK284][bookmark: OLE_LINK285][bookmark: OLE_LINK217][bookmark: OLE_LINK218]Martha sneaked like a wandering spirit to Zaven’s side and nudged him to move over. She wished to sit next to her husband, hold his hand, and decipher the cause of his distress. Her heart simply broke to behold her dear husband’s sad demeanor. Nevertheless, he appeared totally indifferent toward her. Martha shrugged, feeling hurt; she moved next to Sylvia and whispered in her ear, “Would you please make room for me?”
Surprisingly, Sylvia, too, disregarded her mother’s request. What is happening? she wondered. Had she done something terribly wrong to offend them all?
[bookmark: OLE_LINK270][bookmark: OLE_LINK271][bookmark: OLE_LINK272][bookmark: OLE_LINK280][bookmark: OLE_LINK281][bookmark: OLE_LINK282][bookmark: OLE_LINK283]Feeling despondent and dreadfully offended, Martha walked away and decided to stand aside. Anyway, with the pews fully occupied, there was no choice for her but to be on her feet. Besides, from her standing position, she could comfortably observe her family members and the congregation. 
[bookmark: OLE_LINK292][bookmark: OLE_LINK293][bookmark: OLE_LINK289][bookmark: OLE_LINK291][bookmark: OLE_LINK290][bookmark: OLE_LINK294]While Martha was thinking about her next move, she suddenly noticed Haroot wiping off a wayward tear as he draped an arm around his sad-faced father’s shoulders. Martha stared at them all, totally shocked and lost in bewilderment. Martha, who, along with some latecomers, was leaning her body against the cold wall of the sanctuary, began wondering about the deceased. She asked herself if he or she had been a popular individual with lots of friends. The church was filled to the brim.
I don’t remember having heard about any of the church members passing away, Martha told herself. She went to church almost every Sunday to meditate and get away from her whirlwind day-to-day life. She was in church for that very reason that day. Zaven was not a regular churchgoer like she was.
“Why don’t you come to church with me one Sunday?” she had asked Zaven once.
“You know, Martha, I don’t mind listening to sermons and the scripture readings. But what I really don’t like about Sunday services are the boring religious rituals.”
“What rituals?”
“You know, the usual hymn singings, the congregation reading the standard prayers and texts…” he said wearing a guilty look on his face. He didn’t really mean to offend his wife.
“I understand. But such rituals—as you put it—don’t bother me. For me, they are a part of my upbringing. Anyway, nobody is forcing you to go to church. I just thought it would be nice if you would keep me company from time to time,” she added, smiling warmly.
[bookmark: OLE_LINK1696][bookmark: OLE_LINK1697][bookmark: OLE_LINK1698][bookmark: OLE_LINK357]The rest of her family members, like Zaven, merely showed up in church on special occasions such as Christmas candlelight services, christenings, weddings, and funerals. Therefore, she was puzzled about their presence in church that Sunday. When she left to go to church, Zaven, as usual, was busy watching his soccer game on TV. Maybe, while she had gone to pick up her prescription at the drug store before attending the Sunday service, Zaven had snuck out to go to church to surprise her. If so, then how about her two children and their families? And why was Zaven looking gloomy and sad? Was the deceased a friend of the family, she wondered? Then, how come she had no idea about it?
Yes, she desperately needed to know. Martha kept wondering and asking herself all sorts of questions. It was really a mystery!
[bookmark: OLE_LINK1701][bookmark: OLE_LINK1702][bookmark: OLE_LINK1699][bookmark: OLE_LINK1700]Now, while standing by the sanctuary wall, Martha began daydreaming in spite of the funeral service. Suddenly, her life story set rolling like a motion picture in front of her eyes. Martha saw herself at twenty-one, meeting Zaven in Tehran at an American party. There were many US citizens working and living in Iran during the Shah’s reign. Zaven had several American friends. So had Martha’s Armenian friend, who had asked her to be his date at the party.
[bookmark: OLE_LINK1308][bookmark: OLE_LINK1309][bookmark: OLE_LINK1310]From the first moment Zaven set his eyes on Martha, he knew she was the girl of his dreams. Indeed, it was love at first sight. Martha was not smitten by Zaven at the start, although she found him to be very handsome. However, it didn’t take her even a week to fall in love with that charming young man. As the saying goes, it was a match made in heaven. God had brought Zaven and Martha together. Who was there to separate them? In spite of some obstacles and difficulties, they got engaged within six months. Armenian culture requires for the betrothed to remain engaged for one full year, so they had to wait to get married. The logic behind the waiting period was based upon their belief that the two lovers would have ample time within that period to figure out whether they really were compatible. In those days, Armenian parents claimed that it would be wiser to break an engagement than to have a marriage result in a divorce. 
Martha and Zaven’s wedding took place on a steaming hot August night and was accompanied by a lot of singing, foot stamping, and fun. Within a year, God granted them a sweet and sprightly little girl whom they named Sylvia. She looked like a real doll with her curly brown hair, fair complexion, and glowing brown eyes. Their son, Haroot, was born three years later in Garmisch, Germany, where the US Army had transferred Zaven from Tehran. Back in Iran, Zaven had worked for the US Army Corps of Engineers.
At the funeral service that Sunday, Martha stared at her son and felt remorse for her past behavior as a young woman. How could I have wanted to get rid of my adorable son when I realized I was pregnant with him? Then Martha shook her head and told herself, Shame on you, woman! Shame…shame…shame!
In those days, Martha could not think of having many children. Indeed, she thought that taking care of one child was quite sufficient, especially since she worked full time at the US military base as a translator. Thus, to force a miscarriage, she lifted heavy objects and did everything in her power to lose her unborn child. Nevertheless, no matter how hard she tried, the baby held on. Of course, after the lovely baby was born, Martha was grateful that Haroot had clung to life and had made Sylvia the happiest sister on earth. Martha admitted that life would have been incomplete without their mischievous petite monsters—as she liked to call them—plotting naughty schemes together. Sylvia and Haroot were the best sister and brother that could exist. 
The more Martha pondered her shameful past behavior, the more apprehensive she became. She wondered if God had tried to teach her a lesson by not allowing the unborn baby to die. Or maybe He had been kind to Martha and not wanted her to commit a sin. At the time, she had not thought that destroying the life of her unborn baby was the same as committing an act of murder. Martha wondered how certain women who had gone through abortion felt after losing their babies.



