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			He was born in Methymna of Lesbos on the 8th of November in 1938. 

			His parents were Panagiotis Dessos and his mother Helen Mantamadiotou.

			When he was 5 years old, his father was ordained priest of the village Vafios, a hamlet near to Methymna. Efstratios attended there the first 4 classes of Primary School.

			On March of 1947 his father was transferred to the village Sykamia of Lesbos as a parish priest and there Efstratios finished the Primary School.

			He studied two years at the 1st Gymnasium of Mytilene and later he got transcription into the Ecclesiastical School of Lamia.

			He graduated in 1961 and did his miliary service as a reserve surgeant-quartermaster in Corinth, Larisa and Thessalonica.

			In 1966 he married Fotini Karametrou, who came from village Vatousa and in the same year he was ordained deacon and later priest in the parish of Peleope, a village of Lesbos on the top of Lepethymnos mountain, close to Mantamados. He organized the parish there and he repaired the Holy Church, which is dedicated to Archangels Michael and Gabriel.

			He built 3 country churches on the top of Lepethymnos mountain, dedicated to prophet Elijah, St. George and St. Paraskevi and repaired the already existed churches, St. George and St. Marina. 

			In June of 1970 he was transferred to the town of Mantamados, to the parish Church of the Greatest Archangels. He was the third parish priest; there were also two priests with him, the parish priest Archimandrite Nikodemos Koutsampases and the priest Andrew Sarres. He was appointed as President of the Ecclesiastical Council and immediately he started to act with the Ecclesiastical Council’s members and the other parish priests in order to renovate (in 1971) the two churches, the Greatest Archangels and St Basil.

			He repaired them, he oil-painted them and at the same time he built a new office in the Holy Church of the Greatest Archangels and he perfected and furnished the office of St. Basil. 

			In 1972, he opened up a 1 Km road which connected the village of Mantamados with the Holy Church of the Greatest Archangels and he covered it with concrete. 

			In 1973, he built a boarding-house for duces of Junior High School, which is giving shelter, food and sleep to 35 students from the ten communes of the Mantamados region, where the complete (6-graded) Junior High School is based. The reason he did this was the fact that the Junior High School of Mantamados was in danger of shrinking, because it had only a few students. The 35 students of the boarding-house - who were coming from poor rural families - were living for free in the Institution and they only paid a small amount of money when they were enrolled in this.

			In 1978, he proceeded works for restoration of the river which runs next to the church’s area, he restricted it with stone and concrete and he enlarged the bridge, which was narrow, causing many accidents and crashes. Then he flattened the stony land around the church’s area and he created a large place for parking.

			At this time, he started writing down for the first time the tradition of Mantamados village. His source was an old woman, Mrs Elisavet (85 years old), who was the granddaughter of the first church-warden of the Committee, who built the last church of Archangels, above the foundations of the first monastery church. He wrote 5 books and 9 diaries-albums of 250 pages each, that referred to Mantamados. He founded the “Shelter of love”, where 55 poor and old people could have free food every day.

			Today, a big old people’s home is being built for 50 people and is going to be ready the next year.

			He has had 3 children, Helen, Panagiotis and Michael-Anthimos, who have cheered him up and fortified him in order to be creative.

			In 1978, he was given the office of the Head Priest by the unforgettable Metropolite of Methymna, Jacob.

			The Ecumenical Patriarch Bartholomew made two visits in Callone and Mantamados, in which he awarded him the cross of the Great Church of Christ as a mark of recognition of his religious work!
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			Archangel Michael’s icon on the exterior of the Church, which disappeared in 1964.
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			Prologue

			In response to the fiery zeal of the devout worshippers, who visit our Holy Church everyday to worship and admire Archangel Michael’s thaumaturge relief icon and on the occasion of the anniversary for the centenary of the encaenia of our Holy Church, I dare edit this book.

			Browsing this little tome, our beloved readers will get to know about the “Chronicle” of the Archangel’s thaumaturge icon and the creation of the now existing Holy Church, via the live tradition of this clime.

			The worshipper will read in devoutness, a detailed description of some of the miracles of the Archangel, which thrilled Greece throughout.

			The believer will also grasp strength and courage, rejoicing once more in the benefactory presence of God’s saints who support all those poor companions battling adversities and turning to holy protection in anguish of the soul and utmost faith.

			Protopresbyter Efstratios Dissos

		

	
		
			THE FEAST OF THE TAXIARCH IN MANTAMADOS

			The Holy Church of our Great Taxiarch is celebrating the grand Panlesbian Feast on the second Sunday of Easter, the Sunday of the Myrrhophores. It is all because this day is the celebration for the encaenia of His Church, which comes as the last one in a sequence of five churches built on the old foundations of the original one. 

			The Celebration for the encaenia has outshined the feast of the Taxiarchs, on 8th November, as this season – the spring – is excellent and most appropriate for festive activities. 

			The encaenia of the Church was conducted on 8th May 1988, by the former Metropolite master Nikiforos Glykas of Methymna. This day, which chanced to be the Sunday of the Myrrhophores, was ever since established as a celebration day and feast of the Holy Church of the Taxiarchs. It did not take long for this feast to outweigh the limits of a local feast and gain the colour of a Panlesbian and, in our days, Panellenic festival. 

			This year the sweet-singing bells of the Church will be more vibrant when spreading their silver-sounding messages to all the Christian world in our home-country and while calling them to a fervent celebration. The Holy worship place will be dressed in its most expensive clothes and its brilliance will give the extraordinary glamour and life to all beings breathing and moving all around. The Church will open up its laurel-dressed gates to welcome the thousands of worshippers, who will crowd in from every single corner of our beautiful Home-Country to offer their gifts of soul: devoutness, piety, worship, gratitude, in front of the Archangel’s relief icon. All these are bound to occur because our Holy Church will celebrate the anniversary for the centenary of Its encaenia with all due splendour this year. 

			Joy, as in yearly grand feasts, will still come and get enthroned in the holy site of the Church premises, flying with the wings of hope and faith and scenes of religious enthusiasm and true worship will be reanimated, similar to the ones which, from time immemorial, had started shaking and burrowing (today just like in the past) the memories and the remembrances of any worshipper, for they had never ceased to be repeated always in the same ardency, periodically and every year. 

			These scenes and pictures, painted in bright colours of true faith and in the heartbeats and pulses of their soul, full of pious sincerity, are a most clear indication that this Church of holiness is inhabited by a peculiar, surely Divine, light and its radiance goes far beyond the narrow limits of the marvellous island of Lesvos and spreads like wild fire, bright and strong, to the four corners of Greece. 

			On days like these, one fancies a magic star, like the very Star of the Nativity which guided the Magi to Christ’s crib, to be nailed on the Church inside the vault of heaven and guide each worshipper, gifted with strength and grace to view it, towards this Holy residence of the Great Taxiarch. 

			One also fancies that this eerie and mystic voice coming out, even now, from each bell’s deep and wide mouth is overflowing like a Cherubic hymn all the heavenly dome and is streaming everywhere and is joyfully echoing inside every believing heart. And this trustful human being, if this is not a dream and a mystic craving desire, an unfulfilled vow of his in a difficult time of his life, as a distant worshipper does he come here to taste a single drop of joy, a little piece of hope in this symposium of Divine goodness. 

			People of any way and order of life, people of any type and any age, weak or strong, even rich or poor, islanders and land-lubbers, believers who had been hard and mercilessly hit by life’s arrows, but blissful in life, all these people are flocking for various reasons but with the same fervour of faith towards the life-bringing spring, which is always gushing up here. 

			Scenes and pictures of unexpressed lyrism are unfolding in front of everyone’s eyes, the eyes of those who have the mental strength to observe and recapture whatever happens to other people; springing out from all paths they are homing in on this Siloam’s baptismal font, pedestrians or drivers in cars; cars which seem to be competing each other so that they are the first ones to bring their own passengers to the spot. 

			Tiny, little colourful human streams are flowing towards this sea of magnanimity and Christian virtue, to lay down into it any pain hurting their hearts, any psychic sorrow or any bodily disease, to mortify any sin and thus get relieved and empowered to continue the grim struggle of life, all redeemed from sin. 

			Scenes of godly lyrism, which the heavy machinery of modern doubtful technical civilization, however hard endeavouring, will never succeed in destroying them, since never shall it be able to step on and pluck the flower-bud of hope, which germinates amaranthine in God’s garden and exists for all doleful humans to reach out merrily. 

			Enormous distances are eliminated in sight of the profound and this rock-steady faith in our Saint’s grace the believers are keeping within and that ’s why everybody is light-footed, gracefully laughing and ceaselessly hoping for Divine help. 

			Those to cross seas to reach their old oblations are by no means few, disregarding malicious waves kissing their sterns, or gusty unfavourable winds blowing through their rigging, as they strongly believe that the Saint who is drawing them close is powerful enough and can bring calmness to all the elements of nature as He does to souls. Sea-struck do they arrive; and they bring into our minds all those people who, in those past times, had left the holy earth of the Aeolic terra far ahead of us, where the wind has never ceased singing Greek songs, in an armada of vessels guided by a boat craft – as rumoured – with the Taxiarch’s figure sculpted on its fore edge and would always enter the sea on a day like this, led by the Souther or the Norther winds to indicate their deep faith as if it were for a Saint of their own worships. But also moving scenes, which I think not to be few either and which can hurt your heart. 

			Men, women and children, with tears of guilt and purification in their beautiful eyes, or of a mystic pain invisible to other people, kneeling and piously come, with bleeding bare feet, but in full patience, to be blessed by the musky stir of the divine wind and by the aroma which their own adoration and worship lights in front of their own feet like a fire. 

			Mothers, bearing their tender off springs on their shoulders, those beloved loads of theirs, bare-footed and with their hands tightened up to their back; mothers are walking respectfully and heart-riven, in an endless queue, among an admiring though barely wondering crowd, since they are conscious of this power arising from the grace overflowing any believer heading for the fulfillment of his own vows. 

			Children, hard done by nature, lads hurt by nature, sending shivers of emotion, are creeping with desolated hearts, yet with a lot of piety and unwearying hope deep in breast, that the Saint will condescend to their bliss for the rest of their lives. 

			It is the most powerful moment when faith spontaneously flowers and spreads a colour, some beauty inside hearts. 

			And all these believers, all these people in pain never just simply come with empty hands. Gold jewellery indicative of wide gratitude, beloved oblations, vigil candles and icons, as in recognition of the Divine help, even in the earliest beginning of the year, to thank for the delivery of abundant crops as well as omnifarious and perfect animals, they are all a respectful offer of measureless trust and worship. 

			All these scenes are particularly stirring the souls of any native in Mantamados and he still mystically adores his Saint and prepares to welcome all foreigners, providing them bounteously with anything possible, as his own offer to his Saint, his Protector.  
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