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DEATH TO THE WORLD

15 a zine lo inspire Truth-
sceking and  soul scarching
amudst  the modern age  of
nilulism and despair, promoting
the ancient principles of the las!
true rebellion: to be dead to this
world and  alive to  the
otherworld. Corréspondence 1s
cncouraged  and  articles  for
submission are welcomed. Tach
article printed herein is true 1o
|in:* and has been writlen oul of
paiire of hearl for love of Iruth,
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VWhat do we mean by: DEATH TO THE WWORLD
. \“The warld is the general name for all the passions. When we wish (o call the passions by a common
name, we call them the world. But when we wish to distinguish them by their special names. we call
“ them passions. The passions are the following: love of riches, desire for possessions. bodily pleasure
= |from which comes sexual passion, love of honor which sives rise to envy. lost for power. arrogance
Joand pride of position, the craving to adorn onesell with luxurious clothes and vain ornaments. the
itch for hunman glory which is 2 source of rancor and resentment. and physical Tear, Where these
{ s cease (o be active. there the world is dead.... Someone has said of th inis that while alive
dead; for though livine in the Aesh, they did not live for the flesh * for which of these
s vou are alive. Then vou will know how far vou are alive to the world, and how far vou are
St Isaac of Syria (6ih century)

SUICIDE

THE LAST GENOCIDE

Only one chance. Even the longest life is so short, in the
face of the eternity which spreads out behind it and before it, and
which we will never understand in this life but will experience
someday, whether we choose to or not. No matter how long we
live, when we look back on this life, it will all seem so short, as
if one day.

Only one chance. There are so many things which we have
not experienced, which we could experience. Only one chance to
learn what real love is, for the first time. And we have never
learned, if we are not ready to sacrifice ourselves for it--and more
than that, to die for it a hundred times. After we die, we can never
again make that sacrifice, can never again taste the sweetness of
that pain.

Only one chance. Only one chance to find out that the
philosophy, mindset and religion of the 1990’s are not l._he, only
ones. And that perhaps there were better ones in the past, in other
places. And that it's not true what we’ve been taught--about how
what is more modern is better. Only one chance to no longer be
a slave to times and fashions, of the modern counterculture as well
as the culture. Especially when both the culture and the
counterculture have failed us.

Only one chance to be alive. Only one chance to show
courage. Only one chance to change things, and to change course.
Only one chance lo rise above the state of irrcsotu'rm_:m and
passivity and doubt into which we’ve been placed by television alnd
other electronic media stimulation. Only one chance to live
virtuously.

Only one chance to go to the mountains and walch_ the
evening sun filtering through the trees. Only one chance to sit on
a cliff over the ocean and wonder why you're here. Only one
chance to see the stars. Only one chance to hear a heart beat.

Only one chance to be free. True freedom comes not from

taking life, but from giving it.




Suicide is the only unforgivable crime, because il is the
only crime after which you cannot ask forgiveness. After that, you
enter a future life in which there are no more chances. And that,
if you have not taken the one chance you've been given, is true

hell.
Suicide takes the lives of 6,000 of the young generation in

the U.S. each year. This phenomenon is something unheard of in
the history of the world. Why should this be, if the world is truly
becoming a better place? Suicide is the last Genocide.

--Monk Damascene
i ) xz-
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a mystic reflection

Fathers and teachers, I ponder “What is hell ?” I maintain that it is the
suffering of being unable to love. Once in infinite existence, immeasurable
in time and space, a spiritual creature was given on his coming to earth,
the power of saying, “I am and I love.” Once, only once, there was given
him a moment of active living love and for that was earthly life given
him, and with it times and seasons. And that happy creature rejected the
priceless gift, prized it and loved it not, scorned it and remained callous.
Such a one, having left the earth, sces Abraham’s bosom and talks with
Abraham as we are told in the parable of the rich man and Lazarus, and
beholds heaven and can go up to the Lord. But that is just his torment,
to rise up to the Lord without ever having loved, to be brought close to
those who have loved when he has despised their love, For he sees clearly
and says to himself, “Now I have understanding and though 1 now thirst
to love, there will be nothing great, no sacrifice in my love, for my earthly
life is over, and Abraham will not come even with a drop of living
water (that is the gift of earthly, active life) to cool the fiery thirst of
spiritual leve which burns in me now, though I despised it on carth;
there is no more life for me and will be no more timel Even though I
would gladly give my life for others, it can never be, for that life is
passed which can be sacrificed for love, and now there is a gulf fixed be-
tween that life and this existence.”
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They talk of hell fire in the material sense. I don’t go into that mystery
and I shun it. But [ think if there were fire in materizl sense, they would
be glad of it, for; I imagine, that in material agony, their still greater

spiritual agony would be forgotten for a moment. Moreover, that spirit- |

ual agony cannot be taken from them, for that suffering is not external
but within them. And if it could be taken from them, I think it would
be bitterer still for the unhappy creatures. For even if the righteous in
Paradise forgave them, beholding their torments, and called them up to
heaven in their infinite love, they would only multiply their tormeats,
for they would arouse in them still more keenly a Aaming thirst for
responsive, active and grateful love which is now impossible. In the
timidity of my heart I imagine, however, that the very recognition of
this impossibility would serve at last to console them. For accepting the
love of the righteous together with the impossibility of repaying it, by

this submissiveness and the effect of this humility, they will attain at last,
as it were, to a certain semblance of that active love which they scorned
in iife, to something like its outward expression . . . I am sorry, friends
and brothers, that I cannot express this clearly. But woe to these who
have slain themselves on earth, woe to the suicides! I believe that there
can be none more miserable than they. They tell us that it is a sin to

pray for them and cutwardly the Church, as it were, renounces them, but
in my secret heart 1 believe that we may pray even for them. Love can
never be an offence to Christ. For such as those I have prayed inwardly
all my life, I confess it, fathers and teachers, and even now I pray for
them every day.

Oh, there are some who remain proud and fierce even in hell, in spite
of their certain knowledge and contemplation of the absclute truth;
there are some fearful ones who have given themselves over to Satan and
his proud spirit entirely. For such, hell is voluntary and ever consuming; |
they are tortured by their own choice. For they have cursed themselves,
cursing God and life. They live upon their vindictive pride like a starving
man in the desert sucking blood out of his own body. But they are
never satisfied, and they refuse forgiveness, they curse God Who calls
them. They cannot behold the living God without hatred, and they cry
out that the God of life should be annihilated, that God should destroy
Himself and His own creation. And they will burn in the fire of their
own wrath for ever and yearn for death and annihilation. But they will

not attain to death. . ., I --Fyodor Dostoyevsky
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In the year of 1425 a monk was taken captive and tortured to death
in his monastery in Greece for being a Christian. He was slowly tortured to
death over a period of a year. After each episode his wounds were allowed
to heal, and then he was subjected to new and worse punishments. Finally
they fully executed him: He was hung upside down from a tree in his
moenastery grounds and run through with a pole which had been sharpened
to a point and set on fire. All traces of his life and martyrdom were forgotten
uniil this century where he appeared to the abbess of a convent and told her
of his life and sufferings. He also revealed the spot where his bones were
buried which never decomposed. They dug up the bones for the glory God.

Some years later an American teenager in the midwest was
grappling with his own life. He was heavily using drugs (cocaine and
heroin) and was quickly sliding to destruction. He had neither a stable
family life nor a religious upbringing and though still young was in serious
trouble.

One night an ugly old man appeared to him and said, "I am your
friend, I want to make an appointment with you to meet me.” He directed
him to get into his car and drive as guickly as he could down a certain road
which had a hairpin turn at the end with a sheer cliff at the bend. The
young man did as he was told, got into his car and drove as fast as he could
down the road. Loosing his nerve at the last minute he managed to slam on
his brakes and barely made the tumn. He arrived home shaken.

Two nights later, the old man appeared again and said with anger

and indignation, "I am very disappointed that you didn't meet me. Get into| - §-
your car again ands drive as fast as you can and this time don't put on thel e

brakes.” The young man felt strangely compelled to do this. Once again he|
got into his car, drove as fast as he could and this time didn't stop but drove|
at high speed off the cliff. The car was demolished but, surprisingly he;
escaped with only cuts and bruises, and with a concussion.

Overdose
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A few weeks after he was out of the hospital, the ugly man
appeared to him once again and said, " am furious with you for not keeping
our appointment. Tonight without fail you will meet me! Put a double dose
of the drug in your needle.” Again the boy felt compelled to do this, and
after injecting himself went into a coma from the overdose. He was laken to
the hospital where doctors told his family that he probably wouldn't live.
And if by chance he did live he would only be semi-conscious--vegetative
state. There was almost no chance of recovery. In two weeks, however, the

| IR I R =
young man did awake, fully conscious. He told those around him that he
had seen a man which looked like some sort of a radiant monk. He came to
him and said. "I have been praying for you...God has given you another
chance. You will live, but you must correct your life. You are to go to Greece so
as to visit the resting place of my bones, giving thanks to Ged for your
salvation. My name is Ephriam.
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TAKING YOUR LAST BREATH

In 1932 a witness traveled through the whole of Siberia on a
scientific expedition. In the area in which the witness was, at the time of the
incident there were no inhabitants around at all, just prisoners. In the camps
at that time there reigned an unheard-of tyranny. For no reason at all people
were shot, beaten, and flogged. Living conditions were terrible; there were
sixty 1o eighty people in barracks, with two tiers of boards for sleeping. In
caseé one of the prisoncrs didn't fulfill his daily assignment, the camp guards
had the right to do what they wanted with him. People were dyng of
hunger and cold, : ;i

In July of 1933--as the w I;l;:ss rc;:-:[;;mlrr;o ﬁea ::Tr:g::;tr‘a.l?nu:
exploration party stopped for several days not far I :
umE:!p. The wgal:h::‘:r had become quite pleasant. After dinner we sat until late
at night by the bonfire. We often heard some kind of cries, which echoed
through the region. We didn’t know yet what kind of cries these were.

It was a clear, guiet night; the fresh Siberian air was giving off a
fragrant aroma of flowers along the valley. And as long as1 live I will mever
forget this valley, T will remember it always! Our sweet moming sleep was
interrupted by a kind of moumful human moan. We all got up quickly. The
head of our party quickly took up a pair of binoculars, others set up two
leveling-instruments, and we were looking after our work, when we began
to observe a crowd moving in our direction; because of the undergrowth it
was difficult to understand what was going on.

It was sixty prisoners, and as they got closer we could clearly see
that they were all wasted from starvation and overwori. What did we see?
Each of them had a rope on his shoulders. They were dragging a sleigh - a
sleigh in the month of July! And on the sleigh was a barrel with human

I | excrement!

The guards who accompanied them apparently did not know that
there was a scientific expedition on the temritory of the concentration camp.
We heard the precise words of the guards’ commands: "lie down and don't
move.” One of the guards ran back to the camp; apparently they considered
us as suspicious. One of our party somehow quickly determined the
situation of the prisoners and said: "We've prolonged their lives a few
minutes.” At first we didn't understand these words. In perhaps 15 or 20
minutes we were surrounded by a platoon of camp guards, who approached
holding rifles battle-ready, as if they were about to attack with bayonets.
The platoon commander and the political commissar came up to us and
asked us for our documents. After verifying the documents they explained
to us that these sixty men had been sentenced to be shot as an element
foreign to Soviet power.

Already a ditch had been prepared for these sixty. The political
commissar asked us to go into our tents, which we did. The sixty martyrs
were priests. In the quiet July moming the weak voices of many of the
priests were clearly audible. One of the executioners asked the priests
standing by the ditch, one by one: "You're taking your last breath; tell us, is
there a God or not?" The reply of the holy martyrs was firm and confident:
"Yes, there is a God!"

The first shot rang out. Sitting in the tents, our hearts pounded. ...A
second shot rang out, a third, and more. The priests were lead up one by
one, to the ditch; the executioners standing by the ditch asked each priest --
Is there a God? The answer was the same: Yes there is a God! We are living
wilnesses, we saw with our own eyes and heard with our own ears how

people before their death confessed their faith in God.
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A man meek and humble in soul, who wishes w serve
God and remain faichful o Him, will retain his meekness
and humility even in the midst of persecution; his
simplicity will neither betray God nor require him 1o
Disfigure and contort his soul with slavish man pleasing or
servile submission to evil. A typical medern man on the
other hand, with his complexes and neurcses, his desire
not to offend the enemies of God, his fear of being
considered intolerant, his compulsive need for self-
affirmarion, such a man would be far more inclined o
enter into compromise with falsehood, in mind if not in
heart. It is in regard to the former man thar the Saviour,
in the sermon of the Mount, said, Tf thine eye be single,
thy whole body shall be full of light'. Such a wvessel is
EaF:ﬂ;‘IE -ﬂ‘r Eﬂnfﬂﬁing Gﬂd no matter hc‘\‘i’ hﬂPciEES [hf
harvest may seem. In fact such a soul, being single or
Simpin ] that is, uncurnpounded with unrighu:nusness]
cannet do otherwise, having long since resolved to serve

God rather than the world.

— Monk Gi:ram |

XENIA the VISIONARY

¥enia lived in Russia in seventeen hundreds

and lived a comfortable life. She was married to an

imperial colonel whose name was Andrei and
apparently they were well off. She was still young

* and in good health when he died suddenly one night
at a drinking party. The unexpected death of her §

beloved husband completely shattered her whole
world. She was twenty-six years old and childless.
The distraught widow looked around herself, at all
her possessions, at her pointless little world and
suddenly began to realize the vanity and

¥ transitoriness of all earthly joys and treasures, She
@ came to realize that there is true value only in

heavenly treasures. To the ulter amazement of her

-

friends and relatives, Xenia began lo give away all §

8 that she possessed. Her money and personal !
! belongings she gave to the poor and shf: gave away
"4 her house to a friend. Finally her relatives decided

that she had taken complete leave of her senses and
considered her mentally unbalanced.

o

s

Having realized that there can be no trug ==~
happiness on earth and that worldly possessions are g .

only a hindrance to the attaining of true joy in God

she suddenly vanished for eight years. It was at this EeS
time that Xenia was called to the highest feat of PEgES

spiritual perfection, that of “lelshnﬂss‘far Christ's
sake”. This is state of appearing to this world as

totally crazy when in fact the sanity of the person 1s ¥
just beyond this world. There is, in the "fool’ a s
total understanding of life and death, good and evil,

love and hate. There is complete reconciliation with -

#ﬁ" God while the world says it's madness.
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Xenia relumed to her home town, dressed i "{
her dead hushands old wniforms and thereafter =
l would only respond to her late hushands pame. 5
Uintil her death people called her Andrei, [1'was as
if she had hoped in some way o take upon hersell
the burden of the horrible state of his drunken soul e
an his death. Sorrowing for his sins and her awn she
began to wander the streets of the poorest area of T
the cily. Where ever she went people would = Mo~

persecute and laugh at her and on some mc:nﬁinnsﬁfg"

throw mmd and rocks at her. With complele
meckness, however, she kept before her the image
of God who suffered without a murmur, heard allf < 7
accusalions, bore all persecutions, amd suffered 1 &
terrible torure and crucifixion. Pecause of Godsy- i,
example she bore all hardships with silence saying, {°
God forgive them for they dont know what they
g,
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Those who felt sorry for her would give het
some spare change or some clothes bul she, in her
selfless love for mankind would turm around and W
give all the gifls away leaving nothing for her self. ;

Through prayer and suffcring Xenia was Jo
reconciled with God; thus God was in her and she ¥
wis inn God. For her uncompronmizing love she was
revealed as visiomary and had the gift of seeing the
future. Sometimes she would hint at  the 5
approaching illness or death of someone in order

&
that they might repair themselves for their fate. ; I s AND CrTTES- .

On one occasion Xenia was seen (o be § ] Alne ﬁwﬁﬂﬁdﬂ ,j{aE"-lU f-'?'ﬁ'-'"‘f ALl J‘,.r.p.{-'j i
weeping both day and night. When someone asked AND T THAT I Wil o7 BE AGIE 70 GEEATHE .
her why she was weeping she only replied, "There |52 THEY LM PRETUEC 7€ Jo
is blood! There is blood! There ix 4 river of blood £

V% Byr A7 MIGHT, WHEY THE BURLARD BLOWS,
CW pme NTHE DRY CRATE,

T e BE FIPED 1N THE TFELOS f.w:' fﬂw—'{
Seex it CIHERE T (ovtp BPEIT rTY [FEAD. ..::;
$ aup T i T LEE A TTAVMAN, TREH BLING :
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AND LErs MY Souvt ottt FRT Ffar-f TiHE GobYy
DISTAPEAR FIREVER:
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there!™ And she began o weep all the more. In the
days following there was a bloody murder and her
tears bore witness of il before it happened,

For a loag lime no one koew wheére Xenia
spent her nights. One night the local police followed |y
her and discovered that the elderly woman spent her 3
nights in an open field, praying in all scason and all 23
kinds of weather. w

Xenia truly bore that Faith in which all «%2%
things are possible. While still Tiving in her body,
her soul always soared above this world, dwelling
in-a living, direct communion with God.

BT S TR B 1\ B ) T S, | 3

Thus, we could say that the foolishness of
| CGod is wiser than men.
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SOUND and the SOUL
Death or Life

In a world of agony, and in these times which are worthy of much weeping and
lamentation, we delight in the sounds of suffering.

"By the waters of Babylon we =ay down and we wept when we remembered Zion. We
hung our harps upon the willow trees in the midst therof. For they that carried us away
captive demanded of us a song; our tormentors demanded of us a song saying: Sing us
one of the songs of Zion.” Psalm 137

We are held captive, but we sing a different song-—-not a song of Zion but a song of death,
a song that glorifies violence, sex, hate, pride. and a death that kills both body and soul. Our
world is a prisoner of these sounds. For sume there is no escape, because some make the endless
mistake of suicide.

This generation--the Mihil Generation--is a victim of these sounds which kill. These songs
are sung in all walks of life, in all social groups. The vices they depict are accepted by all, for
all cry out this violent cry: a cry that to many in this generation, the suicide generation, scream
all the way to the grave. They say that it’s O.K. because the younger generation is just releasing
their frustration and anger. They say that it’s a phase of rebellion that the youth inevitably
experience. And su the world continues to support this mass genocide, as the youth continue
kill themselves off. This must stop. These sounds must not echo, This song must not be played.

In order to grapple with the sounds of our times we must better know our own soul. We
need to find the door into which all this negative energy enters, and we must slam that door shut.
To be a true watchman and to guard the treasure inside the tlesh (the soul), we must slam the
doors of the senses to-all evil. Through our senses—sight, hearing, smell, taste, and touch—enter
into the soul all impressions on the mind, both good and bad. In our times the order of things
has become inverted: instead of seeking God within, the heart seeks for pleasures without and
is content with them. We tend to fead the senses mostly with perversion and evil so as to please
ourselves, and thus we abandon our love for other people. Since we must use our senses we need
to guard them carefully and pently, exposing them as best we can w good. To beauty.

In these times there are no lovers of Truth who are willing to fight for Truth and war
against their own fallen nature. There are none left to stand up against a world that delights in
violence and destruction of the soul. And those who desire to stand for Truth inevitably must
experience a Death to this World and an awakening to the other--to Heaven. And we may ask
ourselves: What happened to Heaven? Who sings those songs?

The sounds of our times are sounds which have made their way up from the abyss of
hell; they make our lives a living hell, and thus we prepare our souls for a hell after death. Since
life is the preparation for death, we must prepare our souls by means of beauty--for it is beauty
that awaits us beyond the grave. And we may ask ourselves: Who sings the songs of God in a

strange land? We must.
16 nlewrt ﬂ;_;;’ff:.,_, /J"r'f 4’*;’; vy
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Simeon had waited a lifetime for God te come te him as a
child in the flesh, as was promised to him decades before. And when

that moment occurred he cried unto God, "Now let Thy servant g

depart in peace according to Thy word for my eyes have seen Thy
salvation...” At that moment he had the pleasure of meeting the §
Child that was to bear the suffering of the world. It was on this day §
two thousand years later when we remember Simeon receiving into @
his aged and frail hands this Child,
receiving into my arms the long awaited suffering that would chisel
my hard heart of stone.

As [ crossed the threshold of the door I didn't know at all §

what to expect. My father had tried to describe to me this woman
that we were to meet but all he could say is that her suffering is

beyond words. There we stood in her living room wailing to meet i
and my father looked at me with sirong and careful eyes amd
told me that the reasonm that he brought me there was so I would FHE

her

always remember to pray for her. ,
From out of one of the rooms and wnder a sun filled skylight
and over a creaky wood floor she appeared. She was about sixty and
had a scarf covering her mouth and gray hair with only her deep
sunken painful eyes exposed. She told me that she couldn't eat }
because her mouth was all broken up and the pain was to great. Her j
skin was brokem and bleeding in many places and her whole body
was stiff from feeling so much pain for so long. She could never sit
down because the pain would increase to unbearable degrees so she
would constantly be on her feet. She also couldn’t siand in one place §

for the pain would increase. She could rarely sleep or lie down at all

for that matter for the pain would again be unbearable. Thus, she
was to spend the rest of her painful life walking circles in her
house, constantly falling from dizzy spells.

Through a trembling English voice she spoke only of her
anguish saying always, "I'm frightened for fear of the pain. You
have to help me. I am trapped and There is no way out. 1 can’
escape...” As we conversed I would walk her around the house in
circles. } would try to talk about things other than pain and §
suffering in hopes to get her off the subject bui it was to no avail. £
Then one day I brought up a subject that canght her atiention. I
asked her if she liked classical music and joy entered her eves as she
said that when she was in Paris she used to play the violin. 1 asked
her if she liked Mozart, Handel, and Bach. When [ said Bach she
light up and said that his music was her favorite, especially the
piece called "Ich Habe Genug" (1 have had enough).

Later on when 1 was back in the monastery I was inspired to
listen to that song. The piece of music is inspired by the life of
Simeon, and his receiving the Christ Child inte his arms and cried
to God that he is now ready to die. An angel told him decades before
that he would live to be an old man so as to see the Child- God,
taking upon Himself human fesh and only then would he be able to
die. The words are as Tollows: : "

I also had the pleasure of fik




"1 have had enough. I have seen the hope of the faithful in
my yearning arms... If the Lord would only deliver me from
the chains of my human form; If only the time for my
departure were here, with joy I would say to the world, "1
have had enough." Slumber now weary eyes-close softly and
peacefully. World, I stay here no longer. 1 have renounced
thee that my spirit may thrive. Here all is misery, but there

1 shall behold sweet peace, perfect repose.. My God! When
wilt Thou call me in peace to join Thee. To lie in the cool
earth and rest there in Thee? With joy 1 greet my death."

I couldn’t for the life of me forget her anguish and thought
for a short moment that the world hinged on her pain. Her life was
pain and her reason for living was only pain. That was her only
interest in life. The words of the Child, the God Who toock human
form setfled in my mind: "How long must 1 suffer you..."
I realized that through her she was loosing sight of life. She
has treasured the hurt so long that she had lost sight of the other
world: Heaven. The soul may now be confined in dying flesh bat
the higher aspect of man must rise above the body for the flesh will | .. & _ B tEx " S e
rot but the soul will live on, =N 4 ' e

/ - The face of every soul is lined wit 1
"Remembrance of God is pain of heart endured in the spirit | § f{ : | ~ For this is the fallen pl;aa- e

of devotion; bot he who forgets God becomes self indulgent and thus )& -3 i B Toc . :
insensitive™ o : : ) ery out as a choir the refrain

Hc-lung must I suffer thee?

In péinful banishment we brood our woes
And beat them against a tree
t once bore fruit to later receive blows
How long must I suffer thee? BESES

shed ; ? hard and
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And afiother nigt spet crying to sleep
. Beating the breast, woe is me
To treasure sorrow forever to keep

How long must I suffer thee?
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. Like lightning Across tlie dark starless night
And as weéping fills the sea —__ :
The lamentation is frozen in fright . Farewell sorrowsfor I've treasured thee lon;
How longfmust I suffersghee? 4 that the pride of pain must flee 4
RT3/ Al To allow Christ to sing that weary song\ _
How long must I Suffer thee?
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vaers of Truth

If you love truth, love silence. This will make you
illumined in God like the sun and will deliver you
from the illusions of ignorance. Silence unites you
to God himself. — St. John Climacus +6th century

How difficult this is - to love ones enemies - oh, how
difficult! One must devote one's entire life to
learning this... But in such a love a man comes to
resemble the crucified God. -- Hieromonk Gabriel

This is the surrender:...To accept to be cut to pieces
and yet every piece belongs to God. You are free
then.

— Mother Theresa, still living

Everybody who leves Truth must not only take note
of the signs of the times, but also follow these
obsevations to their logical conelusions.

— Archbishop Theophan of Peltava

Whoever wants to hate the world must love God
with the innermost depths of his soul, and acquire a
constant memory of Him, for nothing can more
strongly urge a man to renounce everything
gladly and turn from worldly things, as from
dung - St. Simeon the New Theologian +10th cent.

Sound reason not only demands that we do not heed
those who did or thought anything wrong, but it
requires that the lover of truth must choose, in
every way, to do and say what is right, even when
threatened with death, rather than love his own
life. — St. Justin the Martyr +160 AD
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So oft does it chance in commen men,
In times of woe or times of grief,

As inspirations rise again

They're dashed in shards upon the reef
Of societies harsh and choking held

That turns the heartback towards the cold
And lonliness of soul we mold

Within ourselvs since days of old.

But yet, there comes one’s way 2 spark
Thae brings one's aching, inner eyes

Back in focus on one's heart

To it's Keeper Who we've harsh despised.

HMonkK Nilus Jones

PEFELI 5\{(} AWAY THE PAI AN

A picture of the peeling of an onion came to
mird. I realized that as [ peel the thin, deficate,
top layer of skin off, strong odor begins to seep
out from within the core. Tears slowly come forifi
[from iy eyes witen the fayers are stripped eway.
My fiands bear the burning scent of oil for some
time to come; but the core is sweet and worth the
ﬂrmdrdri.ry taf tears,

When I came to God, I fiad thick layers of
wounds encased arournd nty feart. Each hurtful
situatipn experienced over tfie years formed a
layer adding to the wall surrounding my soul.
Finally I cried out to God and aflowed the Holy
Spirit to enter my heart. e began Ez@:iry me to
trust my loving saviour. I learned to cast
cares upon Jesus Christ instead of fiolding them
inside,

Praying about my dfm:f fielps to release the
layers of pain acquired. At first I want to
withdrawal, stop the suffering, and suppress the
tears from Slowing. The m;g af my past fiolds
mie back from allowing anotfier burden to be
lifted. Phuysical as well as emotional wounds are
evident. °[ hate crying ike this," I tell myself.
Loving God reminds me that He created my tears;
they are a source of cleansing, wasling, and
healing in my life.

—Leszlie Winberry, Redding CA
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"Onee upon an average morn, an average boy was born for
the second time. Prone upon the altar there, he whispered up a
prayer he kept hid ingide. The vision came, he saw the odds, a
hundred little gods on a gilded wheel. "These will vie to take
your place, but Father by Your grace I will never kneel.™
—-Steve Taylor

I, unfortunately, did kneel. I was raised in a very average
"Brady bunch" family. Mom had me and my sister, and Dad
had my older brother and sister. I was very excifad to have a
new father {my biological father died when 1 was 3, of an
alcohol related heart attack) and a new brother and sister. We
did not live happily ever after. My brother, feeling jealous and
angry at the separation of his family and having to come and
live with a new family tock it upon himself to punish everyone
else for thizs. He proceeded to torment my existente in every
way he could. I was emotionally and physically abused by him
until I waz 13 years old. I had developed into a deathly

insecure adolescent. I lived in my own fantasies and other
realities that I had created. He couldn't hurt me there. I went
to church every Sunday and most Wednesdays. I sang and
listened but heard nothing, even there I was in my own reality.
It was about this time that I had left the geek scene and
entered the punk scene. Punx where the only people who ever
treated me with respect and didn't run me down. I went from
polo shirts to a blue mohawk and combat boots. This was 1986
in a rural cow town in Oregon. I was then tormented by
everyone in town. My brother had been replaced. Because of my
individuality I was shot, stabbed, and beaten. One day a friend
of mine invited me to a party of sorts. This party consisted of
some of my friends from school and two older ladies. It was
describedfo me as friends sitting around and talking, drinking
soda, eating chips and playing games.

The two older women were witches and the party was a
gaj:hermg of a coven. | was then initiated into the practice of
Wicea. If you don't know, Wicea is an ancient feminine
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‘tch and not a warlock. I progressed rather rapidly and
J:became a practicing witch. My mind sank inte a strange sort of
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Wa& delirium and dementia. It was obvious to me that insanity was
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o o can kill myse ai
being tormented or die arZ go to hell anyway. Yibose saiclt.

Xithe ultimate experience. If you die; it's all over. If you go

Yinsane, vou pass through death without dying. This was my
| philosophy. 1 strove hard for it day and night. My practice of
{ witcheraft took me to many new places, mostly through astral
b travel. It was a natural expansion of my fantasy world. I was

¥ all powerful and everything looked up to me in this world that I
had created. The feeling of power is what keeps you going in
R witcheraft. In the real world I was nothing, in witcheraft I
b was something. I felt invineible. I was wrong.

One night I woke up due to a rather strong call of my

W bladder. This was one of those times when you lay in bed and
8 cwitch from looking at the clock and then looking at the door
trying to decide if you can make it until the merning without
il wetting the bed. I decided to get up and go to the bathroom. I
f then realized that my entire body was paralyzed from the neck
% down. In Wicca there are no drugs or alcohel. If you would be
found using these things you would be expelled from the coven.
51 Lnew that I had nothing in my system that could cause this.
The only explanation I could come at was something spiritual
was attacking me. I left my body and suspended myself above
it. I then went into shock. Sitting all around me and holding
S me down were about 15 demons laughing hysterically. One
M\ turned and looked at me and spoke. It said I was the biggest
*3%5% idiot it had met in a long time. It said that I was taught
what was right but went the wrong way, and now I was so
deep into it I was going to hell and there was no way out. He
then proceeded to make a deal with me. Two of them came to
my astral body and turned me around. When I was turned
X around I found myself in Hell. There is no way to deseribe
ed 0 what I saw, felt, and smelled. I will never forget it. The faces.
J They returned me to my rcom and gave me the ultimatum. I

If and becomre like them and torment instead of
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Just before they let me return to my bﬂd“., I said under my
breath, "Jesus, if you're there, help." There was a great flash
of light and they were gone. I sat up and began to curse God.
Why did he let me go through these things. I cursed him for
about an hour while I cleaned up the vomit my body expelled
during the experience. It was then I, for the first time, heard
the voice of God. He said only one simple phrase that stopped
me in my tracks. "All I wanted you to do was ask."
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“the. probiem- qf truth was
fs&’f‘sreti by-the 'é/pearance of

absolute Divine truth within
theiconfines of human nature.
Hencg;:qut of the mouth of the
Gnd—ngag-emerged the boldest
declaration that a human be- o
ing j‘};;l ever uttered,- tﬁ:ﬂé ﬂnf
statepient: ‘| AM THE TRUFE
ThlS’f’ ;é ns: the Gudh hf
Chrrs the Truth as 5! per-
son m//A His Divine-human full-
ness-and reality.”

- Justin Popovitch of Serbia
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