WITHOUT WORDS
Dan Panosian
February 7, 2015
“The main thing… is to keep the main thing… the main thing.” I originally heard
these words broadcast on the radio a number of years ago. Although this is a phrase
that Dad never said to me, I believe that it is a truth that he, more than any other
person I have shaken hands with on this earth, is responsible for teaching me.
There are relatively few occasions when I recall Dad telling me: how I should think,
what I should do, or what I should believe. I am not saying that he didn’t say words
relating to these subjects. However, the number of lessons I learned from his words
compared to those I learned without words are relatively few. I will always be
thankful for the many things that he taught me through a process that was like
osmosis. Concepts moved from one generation to the next just by being next to
each other.
Other guidance received without words include: real men laugh..., real men cry...,
real men do not need a case of beer to have a good time with family and friends...,
and a real man can love and commit to being ‘one’ with one special women until
death parts them for a little while.

I have a friend that insists that comments to be made as eulogies need to
be written out in advance. I respect his opinion and began recording these
thoughts. The writing process during the week after Dad’s passing
became very therapeutic and I am thankful for my friend’s advice.
My composition got pretty long and I soon realized the need for much
editing for the actual event. Recording my thoughts for the next
generations became a subsequent assignment. Items added after the
memorial service are framed in blue boxes.

Not everything my dad taught me was by positive actions or words. He was not
always correct or perfect in his thinking.
For example, he believed that the hard center of any fruit, especially a peach, was
intended to be a play toy for one’s mouth. He thought that God laughed after he
created Zebras. And in later years, he seemed to accept that the proper way to
parallel park between two cars was to back into the space until you hit the car
behind, 'pull forward until you hit the car in front, and then repeat the process several
times.
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Sandy, Mom, David, Ron, Dan, Dad, and Susan

I remember one occasion when, as a young teenager, I was extremely upset with
my dad. Growing up I was one of those easy young children that most parents pray
for. Those of you who were there probably are repeating the contemporary
response: “Not !!!”
Dad invited me to go to a Kiwanis meeting with him. I was a little intimidated as we
climbed the wide staircase to the grand ballroom of the old Mark Twain Hotel. The
room was noisy and half filled with cigarette smoke. There were many round tables
surrounded by men who I thought must be all the movers and shakers of Elmira.
I nervously followed Dad to one of the large round tables surrounded by several men
I had never met and a few vacant chairs.
His next action (out of necessity because there were no convenient pairings of
seats, or because he thought it is was a good time for me to learn how to talk and
act with strangers) surprised me. Dad quickly introduced me to each man and then
said, “You sit between these two guys. I am going to sit on the other side of the
table, and we will get back together after the meeting.” I was shocked, I was furious,
I survived, and I learned.
As years passed, I realized that there were few things Dad enjoyed more than
seeing his family happy. However, we (and many others) are eternally thankful that
he was also committed to encouraging, challenging, and enabling each of his
children to become God loving productive citizens.
For that we say “Thank you.”, and “We love you Dad.”
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Most people knew my dad as “Manny”. His birth was noted in the Elmira Advertiser
with the editorial prediction that; “It would not be at all surprising if he was one of
Elmira’s future business men.”

Manny grew up on Jefferson Street on the Southside of Elmira. This was a typical
crucible for members of Tom Brokaw’s “Greatest Generation”. His parents came to
America as refugees from an era of ethnic cleansing in their Armenian homeland.
2015 is the 100th year anniversary of the death marches in their native land.
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Dad was a veteran of World War II. During the war he served as a B-24 navigator
and returned home as an officer in the US Army Air Corps. He married the valentine
love of his life on July 5th 1954 and they celebrated their 60th wedding anniversary in
2014.

Avak & Josephine Arikian, Lucille & Manuel Panosian, Sara & Nazar Panosian
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According to legend, Manny left high school as a disappointment to some of his
teachers. He decided that he did not want to go to college as they had hoped, but
instead he chose to stay home and enter the family shoe business with his father.

Manny never went to business school. However, I observed many practices that
made me believe that he was way ahead of most MBA scholars, and that he could
have written a good college text book.
For example, during his career the academic gurus decided that it was appropriate
to describe those who worked with you in a business as anything other than
“employees”. For Dad, these people were always his friends; they were his
partners, they were all part of his family.
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Another trend that was preached by the pros during his career was “MBWA”,
Management By Walking Around. Manny was always out and about. There was a
dust filled corner that was called his office. However, I have few memories of him
ever being in it.
Dad was way ahead of the academic pros. He went beyond “MBWA” and created
“MBD”, Management By Doing. He always would pitch in to get the job done.
A fond memory comes from a wedding that we attended in the Pittsburgh area
several years ago. During the reception the father of the bride introduced me to a
man who appeared to have become a successful small business owner. When he
heard my name he asked if I was related to Manny Panosian. He said that working
at Mr. Panosian’s was an early job during his high school years.
I believe it was his story or it may have been from another who told me of his first
day of work. He apparently was hired by Dick Pirozzolo and sent outside to the front
of the store with a bucket and squeegee to wash the windows.
After a short time, my father came out and introduced himself to the new member of
the team. Soon the young man became uneasy and was not sure what to do. He
continued to talk with Dad, the problem was that he found himself standing with his
hands in his pocket while my dad washed the windows.

Page: 6

I often wonder how an advertising advisor convinced my dad to include “Mr.
Panosian” in his retail logo. He never favored that title. I think it was a classic
incident of authority granted to a “pro from out of town.” His advertising consultant
was from Ithaca, NY.
A fortunate group of us get to continue to hold Mr. Panosian close to our hearts for a
long time. For us, his name is embroidered on the inside breast pocket label of suits
and sport coats purchased from “Mr. Panosian’s Street of Shops” including the suit I
am wearing today.

A business associate joined me at a conference table a few weeks after the
memorial service. As he sat down next to me he tapped his right hand to his chest,
pulled open the lapel of his suit coat, showed a Mr. Panosian label, and said that
he was one who raised his hand during my eulogy remarks.
We smiled, shared a few fond memories and chuckles. This was OK because…
real men laugh. Soon we pulled up to the table and began to focus on the agenda.
I wiped aside a small tear from my eye which was also OK because real men cry.
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(Corporate letterhead created in the 1990’s)

Dad greatly enjoyed his career. However, I am sure he was not happy when
modernity made retailing a seven day per week business. He was also saddened
when the only thing that appeared to be important to customers was price, and when
partners became competitors.
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Mom & Dad with Dan, Susan, Ron, Sandy, and David

Dad enjoyed his family and work, and also appreciated the opportunity to serve his
country and community. He was involved with many activities including: Chemung
County Chamber of Commerce, Mark Twain Scholars, Salvation Army, Elmira
Kiwanis, Twin Tiers Youth For Christ, Southside Merchants Association, Junior
Achievement, Elmira Downtown Development, ACTS (Area Christians Together in
Service), and several education and college advisory boards.
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He was honored to receive many of the community service awards offered during
his era. I believe that most of the awards gathered dust in a box in the corner of the
office that he rarely visited.
I recall the first Mark Twain Scholar dinner that he and Mom were honored to attend
with one of their grandchildren. Karen and I sat around a large table with several
other couples in the dining hall at Elmira College while our son, Timothy, was
honored with other high school seniors from Chemung County. During the table
conversation, someone asked how this fine community event got started. Mom
noted that Dad was involved. Dad acknowledged that he was on the original
committee.
A number of years later, we were surprised to see a copy of the Mark Twain
Scholars dinner program that included a recognition on the inside of the back cover.
It honored my dad and said that he was the initial champion for the program idea.
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Dad was active in many organizations. However, I believe his greatest impact was
one on one with individuals. Prior to our sister Sandy’s passing in 2006, she
challenged each of us with an idea and the movie, “Pay It Forward”. The concept is
that, rather than paying someone back for help, it is better for the appreciative to help
someone else.
I remember Dad being way ahead with this idea. Many years before a man who ran
a trade business told me that he greatly appreciated the assistance he had received
from my dad. He wanted to pay Dad back for his help. Dad asked the man to help
another instead of giving to him. The entrepreneur wanted to assure me that he was
honoring my dad’s instruction by mentoring a young staff member. Today that
mentee is a successful business owner in that trade and is valued by our
community.
Many of his acts of service were never seen or acknowledged. He rarely passed a
piece of trash on the ground without stopping to pick it up. It would be a great
legacy if in the future each of us, when no one is looking, were to pick up someone’s
litter and think kindly of my dad.
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Dan, Susan, David, Sandy, Ron with Dad & Mom

Shortly after I returned to Elmira, I got a call from a real SOB (Son Of Boss). He told
me a story and described how he will always appreciate my dad. There was a time,
when he was a young man, that he was very frustrated with his father. They had a
family business and he was not pleased with his own father’s direction and
positions. It was one of those common times of friction when a new generation
moves in a different direction than an old. He knew that Dad was a personal friend
of his father so he sought out my dad for help.
There are some who believe that every business my dad touched was an instant
success, but it was not so. Dad had speculated by buying a vacant building across
from Langdon Plaza in downtown Elmira months before the flood of 1972
submerged the property in several feet of water.
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My SOB friend found my dad in the basement of his flooded building shoveling mud
into a wheelbarrow. He proceeded to vent his frustration with his dad. Apparently
Dad listened while he continued to play with the mud.
After a period of time he was disappointed that Dad only listened. Finally Dad
turned to the young man and said. “Do you want a job?” The young man thought
and said, “Yes I do.” He spent the rest of the summer shoveling mud. He
reconciled with his dad, proceeded to have a successful career with their business,
and was grateful to my dad.

A fifteen year old (me) with Dad and Dick Pirozzolo (1972)
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A customized domino set

The family missing a special daughter / sister, Sandy
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Most importantly, there are memories of Dad as a man of faith.
God was his friend; God was his partner; Dad is part of God’s family.
According to many historians, the ancient Armenian kingdom is the first place where
followers of Jesus were referred to as “Christians.” The family legacy of faith by
grace has moved forward over many generations.

Sara Panosian was my dad’s mother. A family project included study of her
Armenian Bible. It included many underlined passages including the above
noted highlighting of Revelation 3:20. “Behold, I stand at the door, and knock:
if any man hear my voice, and open the door, I will come in to him, and will
sup with him, and he with me.”

Dad committed to following Jesus and I believe he was baptized as a youth in the
Chemung River. He encouraged many to love God and to love their neighbors as
themselves.
There are moments during growing up when one realizes that some life experiences
are not common to all. A revelation for me was to learn that all do not share my fond
memories of Sunday mornings.
It is unfortunate that our modern society has merged Saturday and Sunday into what
is called the “weekend”. It is commonly believed that there are five days that include
a minimum of forty hours of servitude. This is to be followed by two days of entitled
enjoyment. A Sunday morning service is considered an intrusion in the middle of
the weekend. Worse yet is a contemporary trend toward 24/7 careers.
I cherish my early memories of Sunday as a day of worship and rest. It was the first
and best day of the week. It was the only day that the norm was to be together with
Dad as a family. I recall that the day would begin by walking down the half block to
the old Southside Baptist Church which was a wonderful center for worship,
outreach, learning, and fellowship.
The day continued with memorable afternoons that included time for faith, family,
friends, food, fellowship, fun, and often a bonus of an afternoon nap. The next 6
days were committed by all to maintaining the FLOW as God’s hands and feet with
times of fellowship, learning, outreach, and worship.
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I believed that most of my parent’s friends attended this church and many of my own
early friendships developed with their children. I am sure there were Sundays when
I was not a willing participant, but my overall memories are very good.
Dad and Mom were active in many roles within the Christian community. Dad was a
Sunday school superintendent and Mom was a Sunday school teacher. They were
active with many ministries.
Dad was not afraid to think outside of the box and tried to grow with the current
needs. He was a prime mover in the creation of a non-denominational
congregational hymn sing. He had connections that recorded the sessions and
broadcasted them on the local radio station that he owned.
He was an early supporter and member of the board for a non-denominational youth
ministry called Twin Tiers Youth For Christ. This ministry was geared to the times
and I greatly appreciate it. It was an early opportunity for me to move my faith
outside of family and church. It also came with a priceless bonus of a forever young
YFC office secretary who has been the valentine love of my life for almost 40 years.

TTYFC Dinner with Mom and Dad
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I recall one day that seven of us were driving around in the famous forest green
Chrysler Town and Country station wagon. Somehow the subject of funerals came
up and Dad noted that he would appreciate the hymn “How Great Thou Art” being
part of his celebration service.
The overwhelming teen wisdom from the back seats noted that that title in the
program would be boastful of one’s personal life and would not be appropriate.
Dad’s wisdom concluded that the best thing to do at the time was to remain silent.
This is a wisdom that I learned many years later as I was outnumbered by 4 teens
expressing their opinions from the back seats of a big red van named “Clifford”.
As the years passed, many of us in that station wagon forged personal commitments
that the hymn, “How Great Thou Art”, would be a part of Dad’s memorial service. It
is not how great Dad was; it is how great God is. For me it was a Sunday morning
several years after we returned to Elmira. It was a time that included a little of that
SOB heat created as two generations move in slightly different directions.
I was standing as a member of the choir in front of the Southside Baptist church
when the organ began to play his favorite hymn. We sang together with the
congregation and my eyes connected with the tear filled eyes of my dad standing in
the pews. Without words his eyes said what was in his heart. It was not about the
relationship between a son and his dad. In what some may describe as the
vocabulary of prior generations, it was all about men loving their heavenly Father.
This is the main thing.

Southside Baptist Church, Bert Short at the organ, August 5th 1978
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I wish I could sing that hymn for you today. However, years ago I feared that I would
not be able to express the joy that is in Dad’s heart today. I am pleased that I was
able to create a recording in that same Southside Baptist Church sanctuary with the
same wonderful organ and organist, Bert Short. I share it today as a gift to Dad and
a tribute to our Father.

Page: 19

Page: 20

Last signature in memorial service guest book

It was around 11:00 PM Monday evening January 26, 2015. The doorbell at my
mom and dad’s apartment rang and a priest entered the apartment to spend the
night with Dad. She was a small mature lady of Filipino heritage (with a mild accent)
named Madeline Priest. Within 12 hours Mom would say that God had not sent a
priest; he had sent an angel.
She had finished a recent assignment and Mom had finally agreed to let a nonfamily member sit with Dad during the night so she could sleep. This was to be her
first night. Susan was surprised that she come with such a small handbag. Susan
asked if she needed to learn how to operate the TV and if she needed anything to
entertain herself during the night. With her accent Madeline replied something like;
“No, I just sit next to him, pray and take care of him.”
Before 8:30 AM the next morning I called Mom to see how the night went. She
sounded better than I had heard her during the past several weeks. She had slept
almost eight hours.
Mom and Madeline had cleaned up Dad and prepared him for the day. Madeline
had just walked out the door. I said I would take care of a few things at my office
then see them later in the day. I hung up the phone. According to my cell phone,
Mom called me back at 8:41 AM and said, “Dad’s not breathing.”
I was the next person to enter the door of the apartment. Later Mom said that Dad
may have left with the angel. The morning sun was shining across Dad’s face, he
looked better than I had seen him in weeks. Before Madeline left they had washed
his face, changed his shirt, cleaned his bedding, and combed his hair.
Mom was standing next to the bed holding Dad’s hand. The expression of peace on
Mom’s face led me to believe that she may have been given the privilege of
watching what had just transpired in Heaven above.
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I imagine our old friend, Bert Short, bumped aside the scheduled organist at the
celestial pipe organ keyboard. She firmly said that she wanted to take this one.
The air filled with the magnificent sounds from hundreds of golden pipes being
instructed by a master. Soon she began to play the prelude to the wonderful hymn
“How Great Thou Art.”
Dad was welcomed by his beloved daughter Sandy, his dad, his mom, other family
members, many old friends, and possibly several dachshunds wagging their tails as
they circled his feet.
The heavenly congregation all began to sing the familiar words to his favorite hymn.
It will be followed by the hymn “Great Is Thy Faithfulness” and hopefully by
“My Tribute.”
The glow of joy in Dad’s eyes and the joy seen on all of the assembled faces
proclaim a simple truth without words to those of us who remain.
Living life with a commitment to love God is the main thing and,
“The main thing…
Is to keep the main thing…
The main thing.”

From The Heart Collection
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Thank you Father
Happy Father’s Day
Dad

June 21, 2015

