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DEATH TO

THE WORLD

is a-zine to inspire Truth-secking and soul

seacching amidst the modem age of nihilism |

and despair, promoting the ancient principles
of the last true rebellion: to be dead to this
world and alive to the other world. Co rrespon-
dence is encouraged and articles for submis-
sion are welcomed. Each article printed herein
is true to life and has been written out of pain
of heart for love of truth.
DEATHTOTHEWORLD
7777 Martinelli Rd.
Forestwille, CA 95436

J07-887-9740

What do we mean by:
“DEATH TO THE WORLD*”?
? The swordd” is the pencral name for
| g
all the passions. When we wish 1o call the
passions by a common name, we call them
the world. But when we with to distin-
guish them by their special names, we call
them the passions. The passions arc the
following: love of riches, desire for posses-
sions, bodily pleasure from which comes
sexual passion, love of honer which gives
rise to envy, lust for power, arrogance and
pride of position, the craving to adorn
onesclf with luuriows clothes and vain
ornaments, the itch for human glory
which is a source of rancor and resentme ml-l,,
and physical fear. Where these passions
cease to be active, there the world is dead,
... Someone has said of the Sainre that
while alive they were dead; for though liv-
ing in the flesh, they did not live for the
flesh. See for which of these passions you
arc alive. Then you will know how far i.-uu
are alive to the world, and how far you are

dead 1o ie” el ‘
—35i. Isaac the Syrian
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THE POOREST ofF THe PooR,

THe HARDEST of THe HARDCopE,

1.
WHERE WE CAME FROM:

We've been given EVERYTHING:

Enough and more than enough of what we need for physical survival and comfont
in this world —- PLUS an unlimited supply of dazzling, hypnotic, high-tech
entertainments, produced by a multi-billion-dollar corporate media indusiry, in
which companies vie with each other to suck in their most lucrative target
audicnce: teenagers with a “discrelionary income” (money they can spend on
entertainment rather than survival).

We've been given NOTHING AT ALL:
Mo Truth, no meaning for cur existence here on this earth, no God.

Mo understanding of what lies bevond this world, so that everything we do
in this warld seems only lemporary, with no ultimate purpose.

Mo parenis, or only one parent, or two parcnts with no answers.

Mo love, Because love without God is only carnal (including parental love].
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Mothing 1o keep us together when we do think we've found love. And, in
the end, we found that we were all alone.

No life. Only energy — raw, nervous energy, which is not Iife,

A list of do's ‘and don'ts, with no ultimate reason for WHY we should do
one and not the other.

But, more often, NO LIMITS. "Without God and immortality, everything is
permitted” -- Dostoyevsky.

2.
WHERE WE WERE:

Crawling out from under the rubble of the hippie movement, which was to
change the world into a utopia, but tripped over its tie-dye t-shin and fell flat on
its face. The hippic movement was the counterculiure's last gasp to create
paradise on carth. When it failed, we saw that there was no hope, and thus no use

to try.

Living in despair. Relishing even the pain, because the pain was the only thing
wie knew was real, in 2 world of fakery.

Glorying in our poverty and ugliness. In a society that worships youth, beaury
and wealth, we hid our youth and disfigured our beauty, and lived dirt-poor, in
rebellion against these superficial valoes of this world.

Digging in filth. Looking in the gutter for something real, because the
skyscrapers and factories and supermarkets and departmen! stores and chain
restaurants were temples of death. Perhaps from the garbage -- the people who
did not fit into socicly -- we would hear a word of truth. The filth scarred us, it
seared our sKin like sulphur, but it never went through to our souls.

Trying, in our rejection of the world, to preserve our innocence and childhood.
And this is why the filth never went through to our souls.

Experimenting with insanity. Because what our society considers sane is actually
insane. Therefore, perhaps insanity could lead us to a glimpse of things as they
are.

Banding together. Deprived of a real family, living in a society that worships the
ludmduql_{nhn wf:rrshjps himself through the icon of the mirror), we formed our
own families of misfits, banded 1ogether against the world,

Trying to be honest. This above all. Trying to be who we are, not what we've
been told we're supposed to be. Doing anything not to sell out. But we never
could find out who we really were, because we had not learned from anyene that
we could be anything more than animals with highly developed brains, Because
no one around us had risen above that level.
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3.
WHERE WE ARE:

We are everything that we once were, but now it’s all changed:

We still have no hope for a paradise on earth, for we know that this world will
end. Paradise is not on this earth, but in the hearts of people who love God.

We still feel pain. We still embrace it and do not turn from it. But now that pain
is transformed into something pure and beautiful by the agony of the Cross,
which conguers Death. And the love we feel — when we feel another's pain --

NEVER DIES.

We still place no value on the superficial values of this world: youth, beauty and
wealth -- because all these rot away. But now we don’t have to go out of cur way
to make ourselves ugly. We look the way God made us to look, and do nothing

mare about il

We still dig into ourselves to find the filth, but now it is in order to eradicate it,
to annihilate it, and thus prepare ourselves for the other world.

We still strive, in our rejection of this world, o preserve our innocence and
childhood. And now, through interior work on our deepest being, we have the

means (o do 50

We still band together against the world. We have a new family, composed of
those who are misfits in our society, and who reject that society's worship of the
individual.

We are still considered crazy by this world, which cannotl undeérstand our saniry.

We siill strive to be honest, 1o be ourselves: not what our society, which is
going to hell, tells us to be. We refuse to become slaves to history or fashion or
public opinion or earthly institutions. We strive be what we were intended 1o be.
But now we know that we are not mere animals, but have been created for
eternity. We see the proof of our immortality when we give and receive love: a
love that is no mere human love, but something above nature and otherworldly,
and which we know can never pass away with death. In this love is an intense
PAIN OF HEART, known in silence, which the world can never understand.

4.
WHERE WE ARE GOING:

To Heaven, but not without sweat and blood, self-sacrifice, self-renunciation, and
pain of heart, always remembering that "The Kingdom of Heaven is taken by
violence, and the violent take it by force.”

M»eaw%ooowv




COMMON SUFFERING

o+

God of our fathers o Turn our mourning
God of all men into 2 dance

God of mercy the cry of mercy
come heal our land is our last chance

PIG FARM_

From the memoirs of Sabina Wurmbrand, whe sulfersd under the
communist regime in Romania while her hushand was enduring 2 ..hf?( ~year
prison semience for his belief in God.

God of the sun e God of deliverance

. . . The skies were ankle-deep in liquid filth - God of the moon God of our song
the one substance that never froze. A vile, God of the rain f“‘_“_’mgc"ll"“"“-s
nauseating stench hung over the place and come heal our pain g eoiden
penetrated every angle of our huts. It hung about e Common suffenin
the body and hair. The very skilly we slopped up ﬁgﬂ; ;f::;u::ns Linkjugm.m}u'n.dg5
with our wooden spoons savoured of it. We were don't give your beloved  those past and present !
better off than the prodigal son: we filled our to wicked men g all the same mind. s

bellies with the husks the swine did eat

The meaning fell away from things. Death |
stared me in the face. The whole world was made
of tears and despair as never before and a cry rose
from my heart, "My God, my God, why hast Thou
forsaken me?*

- - And perhaps, in a psychological condition
such as this, | should not have survived for long.
But happily it did not last for many weeks. | am
convinced that the Lord heard my prayers and took
me out according to His plan. | had only to leamn a
very deep lesson, to. drink the cup to its bitterest 3
dregs; and now | am thankful that | passed through ¥
this hard school, which teaches you the highest
love, love towards God, even when He gives you
nothing but suffering.

‘! —Tammy and Mari
I Kansas City, Missouri

\
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DRY CRY

v

My hand feels numb, why can't I tum out the light? ;
|l My heart feels cold, why can't I sleep, I drank enough?
Oh God -- only now dare [ call your name — dry cry.
My God, I don't believe this lie, _
I can't live like this -- you know T've tried.
Dear God, I'm just a kid who's scared and alone.
Dear God -- Let there be Love,

Please — Let Love be real.

Eubimad by Natasha Vasquez -- Platonida

e =3 i bl . :r' = S Chico, California
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This one short phase of revolving worlds and its changes only prove
how short and temporal our life here is. We become attracted and attached to
waves that in the crashing surf & tide bring us closer to shore, when we feel like

soon be the days of old. There is really nothing here for us but opportunities to
press ourselves into the good pages that God will judge us from. End on End.
Cycles. "And every beat without purpose or thought makes me feel so alone . . .
& I pet so tired of waiting when these skies won't fall "*

Our true Father is waiting with His arms open wide to receive His
little, lost children, whom He will hold next to His heart, and all else will be
forgotten . . . 7 el T -

- Sr. Matrona
Forestville, California

* Rites of Spring
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Many times my adoptive dad out of anger completely broke off the screen door.
We had to fix it for we could not buy a new one, for we were very poor.

Many times wild animals was mostly what we ate during meals in the winter,
While getting wood for our wood-burning stove that we cooked on, we had to be
carcful so in our fingers we won't get splinters.

Many times work, work, work, that's what all life was, that's what Life 1s, and
what life is for. : :

If there is work to be done look at it in the positive way, that time will pass
much faster and life won't be such a bore.

the town parade.
I started to work really hard in the 4th grade.

Many times my life was a struggle to overcome my pain of hca:lrt.
See, people in my school made fun of me because T was the ugliest, and not
smart.

Many times [ still to this day remember what they've said to me.
By your actions and words you can destroy a person or help that person be all
that they can be.

Many times while I was riding in the school van to go home I would get hit by
the males with their fists or with the metal buckle on their seat belk.

It hurt, and it was out of hatred, this I could tell by the delight on their fices,
and I know that they didn't care what I felt.

Many times [ wanted to die.
My dog, Lady, who had just died 9/1/93 was 13 years old for she knew when I

was n pain, and she heard my every sigh.
= pms 2t
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we're drowning and helplessly being carried out to sea like drifiwood. These will ~

Many times I actually never was like most of the other kids who could march in
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Many times while writing this poem 1 need to let the pain go, and now I've
written enough for tears are starting to come.

This was a true life poem that's from the 4th grade until %193, but it's
just a small part of sufferings, though. You see, we need them 1o grow. If you
don't want to suffer and endure pain, then growin g isn't going to occur. [ myself
know of some people who wanted to suffer so they could grow. There's no way
around suffering for ir'll get you no matter what. What matters is what we do
with the suffering, for we can either build or destroy lives. I'm not telling you to
start troubles to suffer, but what T am saying is that we all have our share of
pain, Life on earth is short so let's all deal with the pains that have come our
way. It staris with each one of us to make greater or lessen the sufferings of all
mankind even your own pain.

- Angelina
Wildwood, California

SUFFERING RUSSIA

I grew up in the society where just for mentioning the name of God
you could be taken to prison, and where tyrants were elevated into idols of
universal worship and people had no freedom to express their belief.

More than a thousand monasteries were in Russia befor the revolution,
and all of them were destroyed by communists, who killed over &0 million
people. Hundreds of thousands were suffering in the concentration camps. Trying
to kill the faith, communists closed the majority of the churches and religion
8 was declaired to be the "opium of the people.” The seeds of nihilism brought

forth the fruits of ungodliness and lawlessness. People experienced living hell
every day, and they had no way out. Nevertheless, many people chose the way of
martyrdom, because they loved Christ. And their motherland once again was
bleeding innocently.

That was in Russia -- a land with deep Onthodox roots.

Another side of the same diamond -- which is nihilism, the spirit of
despair and ungodliness -- appeared in America, The Prince of this world --
Lucifer --chose another way to kill the spirit of Truth. He gave people external
freedom in order to get their souls. And he has almost succeeded. Modern
Christianity has lost the idea of suffering, the idea of the Cross, and offers
people a high-tech and “happy-life-without-thinking” substitute- Christianity
.y Without the Cross. And people buy it. The foe of humankind wanis o convinge
us that we can be happy and live as we want, and that the only thing we can
wish is that the others would be like us. But this happiness is nothing but
"having fun," and the goal is to take us away from the true path to God. But you
cannot be happy if you don't know what suffering is. You cannot love your
fellow human beings if you don't CAITY YOUr cross,

Let us take our crosses and, with absolute abandonment of the ways of
this world, let us follow Christ on the way to Heaven, Many difficuities will we
face on this way. But let us not look for the casy ways. Because easy ways lead
// 1o the death of the soul, and we are called not to kill souls but to save them.

¥
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— Yladimir :‘,;-'.‘

Moscow, Russia
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THE CURTAIN IS REN1 1IN 1 WALN

ARCHIVES OF THE
WOMEN MARTYRS:

Abhor Daxmawene of Valiaes

{1795-1551)

"Do you know what is the meaning of the rending in two of the
veil of the Temple in Jerusalem at the time of the Saviour's death on
the Cross?

"I think that this signifies how the human soul is torn as it
strives towards God and towards pleasing God: it is rent in two,
becoming spiritual but not ceasing to belong to the fleshly man that
dwells in it; it is torn, cutting off and tearing away from itself the
will of the outward man, which is sweet, but inclined to sin; its poor
heart is torn, tearing itself in half, into pieces; some of them, as unfit
but nonetheless kin to it, it tears and throws into the world, but the
others it carries like pure incense to its Christ. Oh, how difficult it is
sometimes for the poor heart; how it is tormented and suffers,
literally being torn in half!"

P -- Abbot Damascene of Valaam Monastery,

in a dream which Abbess Thaisia had of him after his death.

Evdokia the holy martyr of Christ was a mative of
Anatolia. She was taken captive by the Perzians and
brought back to their land, Since she was well-versed
in the holy Scriptures, she instrucced all her feliow
prisoners. Whereupon, she beceme acquainted and
Eriendly with the Persian women, and led many to the
knowledge of God. For this reason. she was maligned to
the judge, who had her scourged with a bullwhip.
Afterwards, Evdokia was cast into prison and re=ained

there for two months. After ancther examination, she

again confessed Christ ms the True God. Feor this
avowal, she was so aeverely beaten with rods. made
Erom the thorny branches- of rToze bushes. that her
flesh fell in pieces to the ground. Her tormentors
woere dyed red by her splattering bleod. When they

1

finished, she was thrown once more into jail.
. L ey ===

With the passage of six months, they reproved her
;at a third imquisition, .and tore at her flesh with

ireeds equal in length to her body. Then, wundressing

‘her., they coiled the canes about her !}Exh. Thus
wrapped., they closely pressed the canes against her by
‘tying them with rapsa. As a result, they were fiwed

iinto her f£lesh. Ewdokia was then violently dragged.
about in this reed envelops, being pulled and drawn®

ap.

As p conseguence, the martyx pxperienced extrens
jand sharp pains from the punishments under which she

was subjected. Later, rthey razized the =ainr aloft and,

ibinding her entire kody tightly wich ropes, they

'shattered her bones. When thoy beheld her half-dead

4

and speechless, they cut off her sacred head; and,’

thus, our - courageous Evdokia departed this life
wearing & heavenly crown. Afterwards, at the
translation of her holy relics, there sprung forc
cures for those thar hastened to her in faith.

Submitied by Angefina Dedrick
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(A TRUE SToRY)D®

Sherry was a person who didn’t
fit into any mold. At 19, she had
recently come to believe in God and
had renounced much for His sake, but
she was still not fully accepted by
many Christians her age. They said
that her dark past still showed in
the way she acted, talked, and
dressed. "She looke like a slut,” one
of them gaid to me. "We'll have to do
something about that.”

It hurt Sherry to learn that people talked J;L’
about her like that. But the whole time I knew
her, I never saw her speak ill of them or try to
get back at them. She had a compassion for
others, no matter who they were, which came from
a place deep within her. One felt that she could
forgive anyons anything, for, unlike the ones who
judged her, she had suffered. She knew what it
was like to have nothing to lose.

Sherry had an inward Jjoy which at that time was
impossible for me understand. It was mot a frivolous, temporal
kind of joy, but a profound happiness that came ocut of, and
was somehow still bound up with, her profound ¥nowledge of
SOrD0OW.

I met Sherry at a youth camp where we both worked one
summer as counselors. Then I didn‘t believe in God as she did,
but she didn‘t lock down on me for this. At times she would
tell me how she saw God in her life and the lives of the
children she cared for; but — unlike some of the counselors
who were religious and considered me "spiritually immature® —
ghe never preached to me nor tried te conform me to her
beliefs. And for my part, I didn't pay attentlion to what those
same counselors sald about her, because I saw that their
judgments were satupid and petty, being based merely on
appearances.

Sherry and I had a mutual friend, whom I will call
Janine. At one point, Janine found that she was pregnant. Her
13-year-old boyfriend, whom she really loved, totally freaked
out and said he was not ready to marry her, and told her to
get an abortion right away. She was afraid to tell her father
of the pregnancy, for she believed he would be consumed with
rage and would never forgive her. Because of these two men,
she felt she had to have the abortion. But she absolutely did
not want to} she wanted her baby to live.

Janine told only three people at the camp about what was
happening: Sherry, me, and a young man whom I will call
Benjamin. When Benjamin found out, he gave her a religious
tract againat abortion and a stern, categorical warning and
rebuke. When I found out, I just told Janine — since T really
didn’t believe in anything then — that she should do whatever
she felt was best, and that I would support her in whatever
decision she made.

Sherry, however, met the news with neither Benjamin‘s
legalism nor my relativism. With a compassion that was neither
cverbearing nor wimpy, she did her best to make Janine not
feel ashamed of doing exactly what her heart told her to do.

When the different physiclogical changes of pregnancy
began to occur in Janine, she and Sherry would talk about
them. When Janine felt the baby move inside her, Sherry was

filled with such happiness that one would have thought the
baby were her own. I'll never forget going to see both Sherry
and Janine in the evening, after the camp’s children had gone
to bed, and seeing Sherry hugging her, encouraging her,
sharing with her the wonder of the new life.

Sherry's hope was infectious: soon I, who had before
besn so ambivalent, began to catch it. The three of us would
talk about the child, and Sherry would often say what a great
mother Janine would make. We all loved children, being
surrounded by them every day. Sherry and I promised to help
Janine, to be there for her and her baby as the child grew.

In the presence of Sherry‘s selfless love, it seemed
like everything could be all right after all. The potential
anger of Janine’s father and the fears of her boyfriend — they
would subside. Janine’'s child would live and thrive, and all
the temporary pain would be worth it. These thoughts made
Janine happy and at peace when she was around us, but still
there was the lurking fear of what waited for her at home.

When Janine did not feel well enough to carry out all
the physical demands of a counselor, she left the camp. I
don‘t know what happened between her and her boyfriend and
father when she wae gone, but when she came back to the camp
briefly to say goodbye and pick up her things, we learned that
she had had the abortion. Sherry, I remember, was atill loving
to her. But Janine was different: she was in a state of
mourning or shock, and didn’'t want people to talk te her or
get too cloBe.




Very soon after that, the camp was in its final week. on
one of the last days, Sherry came up te me when I was standing
in line with the boys in my cabin. Her face was all red, and
I could see that she had been weeping. It looked like she had
just been through a major trauma, and yet she had a gentle
smile on her face. I asked her what had happened, and she said
that she had been praying and that God had told her something.

This was a total mystery to me, for God had never told
me anything; as I said, I didn't even know who or what God
was. I asked her what He had told her, but she apologized and
said sha could not say. "Why not?" I pressed, but she only
smiled and shook her head. Her eyes were still wet from the
tears, and her face was literally shining. T wanted so much to
know the secret of that joyful pain or that painful joy, or
whatever it was. But there was still a gulf between Sherry and
me that I could not cross, and therefore I could never
understand that secret even if she were to spend houre trying
Lo explain it. Even so, I wanted so much to know what Cod had
told her.

Camp ended. I went coff to collage and Sherry went back
to our home town. Scarcely twe weeks later, I learned that
Sherry had been killed in a car accident, on a notoriously
dangerous curve near the city airport. The funeral had already
taken place by the time I found out.

That night, I went cut into a field below the college
and wept. I tried to see some sense or meaning in her death,
but since I had not yet crossed that gulf to what she had
known, I saw none. Of course, I reflected on whether God had
revealed her impending death on that day when I had seen her
crying. If that were so, then her death would have meaning.
But how was I to know for sure? I tried to talk to Sherry as
if she were still alive.

I called up Janine. I don‘t know what words I hoped to
hear from her, but whatever they were, I didn't hear them. She
was still distant. I wanted to talk with her about Sherry,
about what had happened, about what she had taught us, what
she had meant te us. I related how God might have informed
Sherry of her death not long before it occurred, but Janine
did not seem very moved by this. All I remember Janine Baying
was: "That is such a dangerous curve. I will never go arcund
that curve again.”

I was so depressed when I got off the phone. I was tos
depressed even to blame Janine: she had her own problems; and
it was not for me to judge her for seeming to miss the point.
But I thought: so what about going around that curve? Sherry
was only 19 years old, and she’s dead. If her life and death
have no ultimate meaning, then all of us might as well fly off
that curve at 90 miles and hour and be cast inteo the great,
eternal wvoid.

A genuinely good person like Sherry comes inte our
lives, and she is criticized for looking like a slut by those
who do not sem her scul. We could have learned soc much from

her. But she dies — and everything remains the same. We are
still the same; her life didn’t change us at all. Janine is
still in darkness, as am I — as if Sherry's light had never
even been here.

But it was not really so. Soon after Sherry‘s death,
circumstances began to conspire in my life which led me to a
level of suffering such as I had never known before — and out
of that suffering I at last began to know Who God is. It was
then I began to know the secret of that joyful pain, that
ultimate peace, that sweetness of dying on the Crosa and
weeping with teares of gratitude, being able to forgive and
love everyone, even those who revile and curse us.

It seems that no one else had seen Sherry in that joyful
pain shortly before her death. 2nd now I longed to tell her:
Sherry, now I know how you could have been so happy and could
have thanked God even in the midst of that great sorrow, even
if He had told you that you would die scon. I know now what
you couldn’t tell me then.

Some years passed. I was living as a monk on a remote
forested island in Alaska. I was all alene in a cabin by the
rocky shore, miles from anycne. I thought again of Sherry, and
again the tears came. But now that sorrow didn’t just sit
there as an inert weight, like it had before. Now it could go
somewhera, now it had meaning, just as her life and death had
meaning. I took a walk in the damp northern air, then sat down

and wrote these lines:

Before your life, so short, had run its course,
I saw you once with crying eyes still red.
Your face shone with both joy and sweet remorse
From closets of your heart where words were said.
Just what it was, to me you couldn’t say,
For such things I could not then comprehend.
I don't know whether God revealed that day:
The days you lived would soon come to their end.
Though then I didn’t know that gentle glow
Of pain of heart that our Redeemer gives
And gave to you that day, yet now I know,
Bnd thus your life more deeply in me lives.
But now that God my soul does rest upon,
I cannot tell you either — for you’'re gone.

— Monk NG

*Umilenie = pain of heart, warmth of heart, contrition of
heart, tenderness of feeling.
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From ancient manuscripes of Egypr and Israel &
in the 6cth cenrury.

[
THE LIFE AND DEATH OF ABBA POEMEN,
THE SOLITARY

One day 1 went down o Rouba to visic Abba Pocmen the grazer. When
I found him, I celd him the thoughts which troubled me. When nigh fell, he
left me in 2 cave. It was winter and that night ic got very cold indeed; T was
g‘:ﬁing. When the elder came at dawn, he said to me: "Whar is the marter,

ilel?"

I said: "Forgive me, father; | had a very bad night because of the cold.”

He said to me: "Indeed, child? T did noc feel the cold.”

This amazed me, for he was naked. I asked him of his charity to cell
me how he did not feel the cold. He said: "A lion came down and lay beside
ﬁi he kept me warm. Bur T tell you, brother: I shall be devoured by wild

5t5,

1 #sked him why, and he wld me: "Because when 1 was in cur
homeland” — we were both from Galatia — "T was a shepherd. I was hestile w
a stranger who came by, and my dogs devoured him. I could have saved him,

4

but I did not. I lefc him 1o his fare, 2nd che dogs killed him. 1 know that T too

must die in char way.”

Three years lacer that elder was devoured by wild beasts, as he himself
had forecold.
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THE LIFE OF A ROBBER WHO

AND WAS LATER BEHEADED

When I was living ac the monastery of Abba [Father| Firmines, a
robber came to Abba Zosimos and begged him: "Of your charity, for God's
sake, make me a monk, for I am the author of many murders. Make me a
monk so that for the rest of my life 1 may desist from my evil deings."

The elder gave him instruction, made him a monk, and provided him
with the holy habit. A few days later, the elder said to the new monk:
“Believe me, my child, you cannoc stay here. If the governor hears about you,
he will arrest you. Or maybe your enemies shall pass this way and kill you.
But pay heed to me; I will take you ro a community some distance from
here." He tock him to the community of Abba Dorochees, near w Gaza and
Maicuma. He spent nine years there, learning the entire psalter and all che
conventions of monastic observance. Then he went back to the monastery of
Abba Firminos and said to the elder: "Abba, have pity on me, sir; give me
back my worldly cloches and rake the monastic habit from me”

Distressed by these words; the elder said o him: "Wharever for, child?"
The other answered: "See now, father; as you know, 1 have been nine years in
the communiry. T have fasted to the full extenr of my abilicy; I have practiced
self-discipline; I have lived under chedience with complete serenity and in the
fear of God. I believe that, of His goodness, God has pardoned my many evil
deeds. Yer every day I see an infant which says to me: "Why did you slay
me?" | see him in church, I see him in the refectory, always saying the same
thing o me. The vision never leaves me untroubled for an hour at a dme.
This is why I want o go away, father. I must die for thar infanr, for T killed
it without reason.” He took his clothes, pur them on, and went ouc of the
monastery. He wenr to Diospolis. The following day he was arresced and

beheaded.

Amen.

BECAME A MONK |
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AHe HARNEST
o THe HARDCORE

THE STORY OF JOHN THE ROMANIAN

Therae have been people throughout hisj:nr}r
and across the world whp ha}m sustained
themselves by God alone, hawving lived for years
with neicher food, shelter, mor clothing. We are
far from the experience of such ascetics:
however, stories of them re.au:h_ua from time to
time. The following account is a true story
abeout an ascetic who lived alone in the forests
of Bomania unktil the 1%50°'s.
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\ gl e sumezof 1945, 1 took my scaffand wee over the mogncain o

Sihistria Monastery. I wanted to confess to Father Cleopas. When [ crossed the '
ridge of the mounrain and had arrived in Sihiscria valley, ac the edge of the
clearing called "Trapeza’ there appeared before me the Ealmfmd holy face ofan
unknown hesychast. He was rather short of stsure, with his head uncovered,

made by him of the red hips of wild roses. He seemed nu_'bc waiting for me.
When he saw me he blessed me wich both hands and said to me by name:
*Eacher Theodulus, you're going to Sih3scria, to Father Cleopas? How many

times have I'also gone to Sihistria Moaastery and stood in church duting the
service, bur no one saw me! [ know thar your holiness wishes to leave Agapia
and go to Sihiseria, bur you shouldn't go. Say ar Agapia Monastery and do
your obedience chere, since God did nor send you o Agapia in vain. There is
the salvarion of your holiness!” S i .
“When I saw char he spoke to me by name and also knew my thoughts,
2 kind of fear and astonishmene ar firss overwhelmed me, so that I was unable
even o speak, especially because I didn’t know then who he was. Bor hic words '
entered inoo my heare and filled me with greae spiricual joy, such as I had never
fele before. Then, taking coorzge, [ asked him: “What is your name, Reverend
Father, and how long have you lived in asceticism in these pares?' 'T am ealled
John," he answered me, “and I am from the Tighina region_ I was a vicar bishop
in my youth. Bur, loving silence and prayer more, 1 lefe chis high office, and
hearing of che hermicages of Olrenia, in 1915 1 came a5 a novice brocher wo
Crasna Skete in Gorj County. The abboc bad me ke care of the caccle of che
he =2id ro me: “Brocher John, prepare yourself, because

3 TRELE.
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ronight we will make you a monk!” He wasn't acquainced wich my pase life,
B Then I lefc everything and departed chac nighe for the desere in the depehs of
@ che foress. Then hearing about the hesychasts in Maoldavia, in 1920 I withdrew
for good to che Sihla Mouscains.'

“After a shore silence the holy hesychase John added: Father Theodulus,
please bring me a packet of wtiting paper and a kilogram of ink.* ‘But what

l ; 4 -5
dressed in 2 kind of long ryassa of woal, humfim,:.rud hdm.j with a rope of / I - h
{ hemp. He had neicher a staff nor a bag, and in his hands he carried a prayer-rope = 132

will you do with them, your holiness?” 'T have o write something!” "Should |
also bring you 2 pen?” The good ascetic, however, pointing with his hand o
the branches of the fir trees, said 1o me: T cnly need nibs, for fook how many
pens God bas given me!” "Where, exactly, and when should I bring you paper?
I asked him. Doa’t worry about thar,' he answered, “the Lord ‘takes care of
everything!” “Your heliness, do you wish me to bring you also some dried bread
§ or some ocher food?" T don't need anything, since, by the mercy of God, T have
everything I need!” Then kissing his hand, I ssid to him: "Bless me, your
oliness!” "May the Lord bless you, and forgive me!*

“Therefore, when he had blessed me with both hands, I descended to the
alley cowards Sih3srria, and he stood a moment leaning againsca fi cree. Then

SIS

he diszppeared like 2 deer into che depehs of ehie focest and [ saw him ne lenger.
&8 An unspeakable joy reseed in my soul. How many chings would [ not have liked
| toask this grear hesychast, but e didn't wan to diselose 1o meanything about
f his spirinusl sscevicism in the Sihla Mouncains, nor even the place where he had
M his cave or earchen hue.”

"After 2 monch I ook the knapsack on my back and 2 seaff, and wene aver
the mountain towards Sihdseria, I had business wich Father Cleopas. On the
| rozd | prayed o meet the holy hesychast John so that T could give him the paper
@l and ink. I also broughe him some dried bread for food. Who knows whar he
had to write! Pechaps some seeret spiricual teachings; perhaps counsels aboue
the Jesus Prayer, which he had acquired in his youth: pethaps some divine
revelations; or perhaps shoue his awn life.

“When I reached Trapeza clearing, the holy hesychase John immediaely
appeared before me without my observing from whar direction he had come.
His face was white, luminous, and mdiared 2 heavenly joy alien to ordinary
men; and his heart overflowed wich grear peace and spiritual quier. His body
was covered by the same coarse clothing of wool, knit by his own hands. In his
left hand be held 2 prayer-rope of rose hips, and he always held his right hand
on his chese as for prayer,

“After I had kissed his hand and mads a proscracion to him, the holy John
blessed me with both hands, kissed mea on the forehead, and said to me: “Father
Theodulus, are you going ro Sihastria? It is better for you to rerurn to Agapia,
since Father Cleopas, che abbor of Sibscria, is absene today. He was called o
Neamy Monastery.” “Your holiness,’ I said ro him with emotion, Tbroughe you
paperand ink. Here are 2lso some nibs!" "Thank you, Father Theodulus. | knew
you would find them!” Then he placed them in the knapsack which be had on
his back. I also broughe you some food: bread, fruir, and 3 litcle wine." "May
God reward your love, Facher Theodulus, bur I don't need anything. The Lord
takes care of me!




"1 insisced in vain that he rake something. He wouldn't even look in che
baske: o see whac I had brought him. Bor so a3 not to sadden me, che good
;- soldier of Chrise gave me chiz spirineal word:

“'Father Theodulus, fasting s of grear profic for 2 monk. You should know
that theee aré seven kinds of food for men, that is to sy, seven degrees of Rasting:

A, Carmiveres, wivo always car meac. These are in the lowest degree of
fasting, even if chey sometimes restrain themselves from food. They are never
able to advance in prayer.

*'B. Larre-wgerarians, who never ear mear, buc only milk, cheese, EEES,
and all kinds of boiled vegetables. These are in the second degree of fasting,
which is kept by monks in coenobitic monasteries and, very rarely, by laymen.

=, Vepetarians, who eat only vegerables and boiled or raw legumes. This
arrangement forms the chird degree of Rsring, and the most zealous monks of
the common life keep it

“From here on begin the striccese dagrees of fasring, which are usually
kept by hesychase monks and che most ascetic desere-dwellers.

='D. Fruir-caters, who eat bread and unecoked fruies once'a day, withowe
otherwise ever tasting food. He who arains this degree of fasting is able o
¥ masrer his body and choughes withour difficuley and can advance rapidly on
the pach of prayer.

“'E. Cereai-eaters comptise the fifth degree of fasting. To chis degree
belong monks—especially hesychasrs and desert-dwellers—who eac once a day
4 only black bread, cereals, and soaked grains of whear, corn, miller, lentils, beans, .
peas, ere. ;

“'F. Dry food is the sixth degree of monastic fasting, which is usually
attained only by the most zealous deserc-dwellers. Those who live in chis harth
asceticism ear only dried bread scaked in water, with salc or 2 livdle vinzgar, =/
once 2 day 2nd by measure. This is how the hesychases of the Mile valley lived.

““(3, Djvine food or manna is the last and highest degree of monastic fasting,
which is attained by very few ascerics after prolonged asceticism, being
surengthened by the grace of the Hely Spiric. These are sarisfied wich che Mose | '
Pure Mysteries alone, char is, with the Body and Blood of Christ, which chey —
receive once o twice 4 week, withour rsring anything else but water only.
After difficulc eemprations and asceticism, and by che grace of God, [ have come
o be sarisfied with the Most Pure Mysterics alooe, and no longer feel hunger,
ur have need of bread and vegerables....”

=Behold, Fathers, to what measure of spiritual asceticism holy John had §
Hrr—— . rived. Then | 2sked him: "Your holiness, cheee in the forest where you live,
T 55 _-_.:_ﬂ:n't you cold in wincer?” “Father Theodulus, [ am a citizen of the Carparhian
e Mountains, and the Lord wakes care of me; for wherever He has found me, [ §
-~ have never lacked anything. I feel neither the cold of winter, nor the intense b
<—=¥7 heat of the sun, nor hunger, sor thirst, not any other carchly need!” "Your i
T  holiness, I greacly wish to withdmaw to Sihistria Monastery to be near monks! 8
w1 would have more quiet there and cime for prayer.” And be answered me: ‘I |
b you were ordeted by the metropolia 1o go to Agapia, be obedient, since you [
were sent there by the will and command of God!’ =i

“Observing then that the grear hesychast didn’e want ro ealk long so as t —
not o interrupt the Jesus Prayer which he had in his mind and bearr, I chanked L
. him from my heart for the counsels and peofitable words he had given me. I+
_ made a prostration to him, kissed his hand, and asked his blessing toleave. And §
the holy Bishop John blessed me with the sign of the holy cross and said to me: — -8
“May our Locd Jesus Chrise bless you and forgive me!” e

“Anocher year passed with troubles and trials enough. 1 didn't hear any
maore about Bishop John. In the spring of 1946, my thoughts urged me o go
for a few days for a retreat to Sihistria Monastery. I made the usual prayers for
cravelling, took my staff, and crossed the mouneain with the thoughe chac 1
would once more see the holy hesychast John. When I reached Trapexa clearing,
the miracle happened for 2 chird and last time. At the edge of the clearing his
holiness John was waiting for me. The same luminous face, the same limpid
and cheerful eyes, the same joy and spirirual peace in his soul, the same rough
clothing of wool on his thin and eldery body. I made him the customary
prostration and kissed his hand, and he kissed my focehead, and we both saron
the erunk of a fir tree blown down by the wind. Nothing earthly interested
him. After same moments of silence his holiness said to me: '] would like o
g0 back to my native village, to die there. We also have foreses enoogh....”
"How can you go now, when the nations still haven't quieted down?* ‘I belicve
in God, thar He will always cover me wich His hand!’

“Then the Elder, seeing my sadness, strengthened me in hope and
counselled me to have great care for the souls thax had been entrusted o meat
Agapia Monastery, that here will be my salvation. At che end, he blessed me
with bath hands and kissed me in the Locd. I made 2 prostration o him, and
thus we parted, 1 with tears in my eyes. He withdrew to his greaely-desired
desert, towirds the Sihla Mountains, and [ descended rowards Sihdstria. This

was my lase meering with him.” .
Ef I BEAFETEEA)

“Since 1946 I haven’t met him again. No one said any more about him.
I chought he had departed to the evernal realms, from somewhere in the Sihla
Mouneains. After five years, however, [ heard char a brocher of Sihistria who =
kepe the monastery’s sheep met him in the forests rowards Chitele Mountzin. §
Going to the pasture with the sheep, he suddenly noticed thar all the sheep had
massed together, and the dogs stood as if in astonishment. When he looked
- Jaround, he saw an old monk with 2 whice beard in cheir midsc, Tt was the holy
i AJoha! ‘Indeed, in what have 1 sinned today before God chat [ am revealed 1o
41 9 I men!’ the desert-dweller said co himself. Then he said co the brother who kepe
'2 'ﬁi‘t the shesp: ‘Brocher Stephen, come here and don’t be afraid! I know that you
g u confiess to Father Elder Joel. Bur please doa't cell anyone thar you met me
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"Brother Stephen received the Myst
thoughts still urged him to tell it ar confession to Farher Joel. And the Elder, ¥8
when he heard about this, immediately ook some dried bread and food in 2 B
bag and walked through the forests around che monastery for 2 week with 8
Father Bessarion, the Abbot of Sihla Skete, hoping 1o meet with the holy John. &
But chey didn't meet him. Then, after 2 month or two, Brocher Stephen was |
walking with the sheep through the forest, and all of a sudden he met John the [
Deserc-Dweller. He was barefoor and with his head uncovered. He beckoned g
B o him wich his hand and said o him: “Brother Stephen, [ asked one thing of §
yau and you didn'e do it! Know thar you will go into the army and will nor |
@ recum again o the monastery!” And chus it was. The beother went into the _
8 irmy and remained in the woeld, From that cime I have heard no more about = g |
S8 holy John the Hesychase.™ - ‘
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The path to God is a daily cross. No one has ascended to

heaven by an casy way. We know where the casy way leads! "¢
- 5t Isaac of Syria .;\'
-]
Faith with self-denial, or dying to everything, constitutes the 7
base of the inner cross; the upright porlion is patience ¢
strepgthened by hope; while the crossbar is obedience inspired e i

by love.

-« St. Theophan the Recluse ‘{\3/
Love is ready 1o sacrifice everything, is not sparing of labor, fé \
does not take into account loss of time, effort or means. Where g

there is love, everything is done easily, quickly and willingly.
-= 5t Theophan the Eecluse  »

Qur love of God is measured by our willingnéss to accept % |

sufferings and misforiunes 2nd to see in them the hand of God. '“
— Fr. Alexander Elchaninoy 'lfy

A monk 15 he who forces himself. )

Passions make even an intelligent man stupid.
— Fr. Alexander Elehaninoy

- 5t Abba Dorotheos of Gaza

If a man be not crowned with martyrdom, let him take care not Q’
to be far distant from those who are.
— Blessed Clement of Alexandna »

&

He who wishes to serve God, let him prepare: his heart for
tribulations.

-- St. Basil the Great

Withersoever the soul of man turns itself, unless toward Thee,
it is riveted upon sorrows, yea though it is riveted upon things
beautiful.

— Confessions of Blessed Augusiine

nd e will say Towe ba wiel G have
clready Forgiven thes once. © Thy sina whidh are waaray
ave Forginvan thas. for Ehou hast loved vauch. ClAnd Ale
will judge and Faraive oll. tha good and the eil. tha wige
avid bha vesak. Clind whawn Ao has done with ol of
Eluswe. Bhan e will suainan us. OFou koo covns fopbh’
A il say. T owna forth, ye drunkards. covne Forfh. ye
veak cves covee Forth. ye childven of shamel Clud we
shoall al covae Forkh, without sliavne. and stand befave
Aive. Cud Ha will say bo us. e are swine. made
in thia Tnoge of tha T wast and with his vaarks, bt
covne ye alsal CAnd thia wise ones and those of
vnderstanding will sy 'Ok Loord, why dost < Thew
veceive thase waen ™ Clnd Ada will sy = This is vy
D recaive thawe. ok wa sise. this is vwhy 9 recaive thew.
ol ye of wnderstanding, that none of thava believed
bivnself ko be worthy of this, CAnd Ade will Lold aut
Ais liands ko ws and v shall fall downn before Aiva

--Fyodor Dostoyevsky
From Crime and Punishment




