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DEATH TO THE WORLD
i= a zinc lo inspirc Truth-
sceking and  soul  searching
amidsl the modern age of
nihilism and despair, promoling
the ancien! principles of the last
true rebellion: to be dead to thas
world and alive o the
olherworld. Correspondence 13
encouraged and  articles for
submission ane welcomed, Fach
article pninted herein 138 frue 1o
life and has been writlen out of
pain of heart for love of truth.

DEATH TO THE WORLD
TT77 Martinelli Bd
Forestville CA 95436

What dowe mean byv: DEATH TO THE WORILD
“The wardd is the general name for-all the sions. When we wish to call the passions by a comnion
name. we call them the world., Bt when we wish 1o distinenish them by their special names, we call
them passions. The passions are the following: love of ric desire Tor possessions, bodily pleasure
from which ¢ sicm. love of honor which sives : v hust Tor power. arrosance
and pride o aving to adorn onesell with luxurious clothes and vain ornaments. the
itch for human glory which is 2 source of rancor and resentment. and physical fear. Where these
pessions cease (o be active. there the world i< dead.... Someone has said of the saints that while alive
they were dead: for thoush living in the Nesh. they did not live Tor the flesh. See for which of these

pas='ons you are alive. Then you will know hew Far you are alive (o the world, and how far vou are

St lsmac of Syria (6th century )

This issoe ol D T.T. W, was produced on Spooce Istand |, Alaska- whene
Saint Herman, the mank who hrought Onhodoxy io America 2000 yrs. ago;, lived and died

dead 1ot

8
St. Nilus ufRusr;::a (+15th century)

At the hour of death, where are the friends and
acquaintances we made on earth? What if some of them
were famous and eminent rulers on earth? Has not all of
this corrupted into ashes and stench? This life is like a
cloud of dust that is seen for a moment and then is gone,
for it is less substantial than a cobweb.

Whether we will it or not we have to leave this life,
and we know not when. Death’s awful mystery comes upon
us suddenly, and soul and body are violently severed,
divorced from their natural union by the will of God.

What shall we do at that hour if we have not thought
of it beforehand, if we have not been instructed concering
this unavoidable event and find ourselves unprepared? In
that bitter hour we shall grasp in full the ordeal which the
soul must undergo when it is separated from the body.
Alas, what anguish it experiences at that hour, and there is
no one to take pity on it. It looks up at the angels and prays
in vain. It reaches out towards men and there is no one to
help it; there is nothing but the good it has done in Gods
sight.

We look upon the coffin and we see our created
beauty become hideous and abominable, it’s form gone.
And as we gaze at the naked bones let us say to ourselves:
Who 15 this skeleton? - King or beggar, hero or outcast?
Where 1s the beauty and delight of the world? Is not all
become hideous and stench? All that was honored and
desired on earth has become useless. Like a flower
withering, like a shadow passing, all that is human awaits
destruction.
p— ——




THIRE ARENA
THE SUFFERINGS OF THE MARTYRS

BEAUTY BATHED IN BL.OOD

The following is a true account of 2 woman who gave her life for the
sake of truth and for God. On the 25th of June in the year of 305 AD
this woman suffered the greatest torture ever imaginable and thus we
warn the reader that what they are about to experience might be
shocking or upsetting. Please understand that those who love the
truth don't fear what people will do to their flesh for their faith, After
reading this account one cannot help but understand and feel that in
truth there is a living and loving soul within our flesh that desires
freedom, a freedom that only God can give.

In the morning at sunrise greal agitation and commotion
descended upon the ancient city of Nisibis. This is because the
Emperor Diecletian commanded his men to cast many Christians into
prison where they would undergo diverse torments. The emperor was
informed of the existance of a women's monastery and forthwith
soldiers were dispatched to arrest and bring before the judgment seat
all the nuns. Breaking down the convent doors with hatchets, the
soldiers entered only to find there three nuns. One of the soldiers
then wielded his sword to strike down the Abbess. A young nun by
the name of Fevronia falling at his feet said, "I beg you before God
who dwells in the heavens, slay me first, so | may not witness the
death of my friend." 4

The soldicrs like w.l& beasts went and x'ﬁ Fevronia anc

clapped a heavy iron collar about her neck, and began pushing her
about. The soldicrs then fook Fevronia, ushering her out of the
convenl.
A great multitude assembled in the amphitheater when the sainl.
with an iron collar and hands Hed, was broughl forward. Everyone in
the crowd was moved to compassion. The persecutor then spoke to
Fevronia, saying, "Maiden, what are you, slave or freeborn?” Fevronia
answered, “Slave.”

"Whose slave are you?"

Tam the servant of the Lord."

He then asked, "What is your name?*

She answered, "The poor Chrislian woman.”
_ He then began fo try to  convince her to marry & man who
/44 desired her beauty, but Fevronia answered, "l have an indissoluble
Qi bridal chamber in the heavens that is not made by hands, and a
@ dowry which is the Kingdom of the heavens, and a deathless
| Bridegroom. Therefore it is not possible to live with a man. Do not be
deccived; neither do you labor to test me with flatteries and threats,
d for you will never defeat me."
2 Upon hearing this challenge the tyrant flew into a rage. He

ordered that the holy woman be disrobed and displayed before all, so

that she might be shamed by her indecent exposure. After the soldiers
% removed her monastic garb and presented her naked, the perverse
33 fyrant said, "Do you see, Fevronia, what things you could have had
& and have given up?
3 Fevronia, 2 very pure person in body and soul answered,
1\ "There is but one Creator Who, in the beginning, made us male and
) female. Wherefore, 1 am not only willing fo endure this nakedness,
f but fo have each of my limbs dismembered for my Christ if He gives
me His Grace to suffer torments for His Love. Therefore I must
tolerate this nakedness that [ might contest with the devil, vour
E father.”

Moved to wrath again, the persecutor ordered that four men
strelch and bind the nun so that they could mercilessly beat her back.
y The pitiless men beat her for a long time, whilst others made a fire
. under her and sprinkled the fire with cil, causing her worse burns.
Wilnessing this atrocious punishment the crowd cried aloud, "Have
compassion on the you rig womanl”
On the contrary he ordered his men lo increase the scourging and
beating. When it was seen that strips of her flesh fell to the ground,
and that she appeared dead, he commanded that she be cast to one
side. Seeing her move he said aloud, "How did the first match seem to
you, Fevronia? Christ's martyr answered, "Know that in the first trial
with Christ helping me, [ not only remained unconquerable, but |
regarded your torfures with contempt.”




Whﬂi‘umr then said, "Suspend her upon the wooden I
pole and lacerale her sides with iron claws, then burn her torn
members o the bones™ They tore al the saint so that her flesh fell 1o
the ground and her blood streamed forth as a river. Later they
broughl lire and burned her cntrails. Looking sicadfasily uwp inlo
heaven she said, "Come lo my aid, O Lovd, und do nol abandon your
servand.”

Many of the spectators lefl, unable fo bear the perscoutors
raw pifilessness. She was then laken down and tied fo a slake. e
conlinued lo Iry and inlerrogate her bul she wasnl able lo answer,
Hecause of this he ordered a physician to cul and remove her fongue
ind then burn it. llcaring this the sainl immediately extended her
longue, nodding to the physician to cut it off. When the physician
removed his iron surgical mstrument, the crowd asked the persecutor
o let her be left alone for awhile. That savage man agreed 1o leave
er longue in place, but ordered instead the breaking of her tecth
which the physician began to do. From the pain and hemorrhaging
fevronia fell unconscious.

Upon her commg, o, the persccutor asked her, "What do you
say  Fevroma? Wall you worship the gods?™ The holy woman
mswered, * You are an accursed old man! Why do vou not slay me
quicker that | may go to my beloved Chrisl, instead of impeding my
palh?"

Then he commanded that her breasts be cul off so her chest
might be further burned. When her right breasl was cut off and
thrown to the ground, the saint prayed, "0 Lord, my God, behold my
iffliction and let my soul come into your hands " After the removal o
her left breast, she fell silent as all those who witneseed this spectacle

ursed the persecutor and his gods.

He then had her removed from the stake, and umable to
stand she fell to the earth. He then ordered the severing of both her
hands and one fool. Her hand was then cul off When the
executioner aliempied to remove her foot, the axe missed the joint of
the ankle bone. Only after three swings was he able to remove her
oot. Fevronia experiencing incredible pain, then extended her other
ool upon the wooden block so that he mixght be able to remove the
sther fool alea.

The perseculor upon sceing this became even more
wrdened and ssid, Do you see the sirength of this shameless
woman?” When Fevronia's other fool wus dismembered, the evil ones
wid to one another, "Lel us go and eal and leave this ill-fated one,
dnce you have punished her enough.” The persccutor Then answered,
By the gods, 1 am nof leaving until she gives up the ghost!™ Her head
was then struck off, and she left this heartless and painful world, and
sitered into Eternal Life throush her glorious death.

The soul untried by sorrows is good for nothing.
SL. Theophan the Recluse (+19th century)

At the present time many suicides are taking place, not only
from disbelief, but alsp from lack of patience. They do not
want to endure anything. If the Lord had not given men the
natural desire to live, then almost all would kill themselves.

Elder Joseph of Optina (+20th century)

Cowardice and agitation are born of unbelicf: but a5 500N as
the ascetic has recourse 1o faith, cowardice and 2 gitation |
vanish, like the darkness of night before a fising sun.”

SL. Ignatius Brianchaninov (+19th century)

Live as though you are not of this world and you will have
pedce. St. Anthony of Egypt (+4th century)

The drunkard, the fornicator, the proud- he will receive God's
mercy. But he who does not want to forgive, to excuse, to
Justify consciously, intentionally....that person closes himself
to etemal life before God, and even more so in the present
life. He is turned away and not heard.”

Elder Sampson of Russia (+19th century)

The hour of death will come, it will come, and we shall not
escape L. 3L Hesychius of Jerusalem (+5th cemury)

AlLT know is that I don't know anything.
Elder Gabriel of Kazan (+19th century)




THROUGH CLOSED DOORS

in May of 1980, the singer/poet lan Curtis of
Joy Divigion hung himself in his Manchester, England
home the day before he was bo depart on their first
big U.5. tour. On the same day in Washington State,
Mt, St. Helen's erupted, and a young man prepared
for high school gradeation, and the turmocil that
his life would soon become...

The day after graduation, I left for San Jose,
seeking the skateboard meccas of Northern California.
Through previous trips, I had my first exposure to
the San Francisco Punk Scene. There in a Holiday
Inn on San Carles Blwvd., I cut my hair and went
"punk." I loved the Pistols, the Ramones, and the
Germs, and Darby Crash's rise and subseguent fall
earlier that year was a true inspiration.

3

Having grown up in a small town, I was yound,
innocent, and naive. I rejected the repressive path
that dictated I go to college and get a job. Beimg
sepsitive, the pain of rejection was replaced with
the anger that fueled a generation. While my friends
were deciding which college to go to, I resolved
to live fast and die young...

The next two years, I stayed in the small town,
giving and taking physical and mental abuse. Total
alienation ensued, and I began massive consuaption
of alcchol and drugs te numb the pain. Ho one could

hurt me again...
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He embraced the best of the 50's [Beatniks},
60's [(Velvet Underground and the Stooges], and the
70"s (The dew York Dolls & British Punk Movement),
and took it back down to the kids on the street.
Jumping trains, dumpster diving, and beer theiving
were bat romantic notions, and self-abuse was a

glamourized thing. We did not stop long enough to
think about the toll that this brand of Nihilism
was inflicting on our body, soul, and spirit...
In 1983, some friends & I that were playing
in an "industrial™ band, had a house in the warshouse
distriet of £.E. Portland. We would have basement
thows every Saturday Nite. The best bands from
Portland and Seattle would come play, and an
pocasional 5.F. or L,A. band would come Chru.
T.5.0.L., The Fartz {w/Duff from Guns'n'Roses playlng
drums), and The Accused (their first show) all played B
there. Even a young rich girl named Courtney Love
hung out, trying to make friends with scmebody.



Oone evening a riokt invalving a group of jcchs
and punks broke out in front of the house. Polson
Idea, a local hardcore band, waslsettiqg up for ktheir
spt. Suddenly the garage I was llving_1n burst into
flames, the viectim of arson, with a fireball rising
25 ft. into the air. A3 the flames jumped to the
main house, we rushed to save the band eguipment.
The only thing I managed to save was the keg and
my skateboard. I guess these were the important things

in my life.

Later in 1983,
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Wwhile waiting for trial, I was placed on
methadone maintenance, and released on bail. I called
my mom from a pay phone, telling her that it was
likely that I would go te county jail or even the
penitentiary for a couple of years. A friend (that
had just stopped by for the first time in 5 years]
comforted her, and told her of a church in Alaska
that might be able to help.

I did not want to go, but my options were few.
The judge decided that this gualified as "treatment”
and that I could go until T came back for trial.
mnticipating that it would be a while before I could
nse again, I started sheoting dope in addition to
the methadone - a powerful and dangerous combinatiom.
My skinhead friend was alsc on methadone, and when
he found out that I was shooting up, he blind-sided
me, ripping my lip open up to my nose. He told me
he was sorry, but that I gave him no hope. He drove
me to the hospital, and returned a while laker with
a large “"fix" that we did in the hospital room.
sixteen stitches later, I left and packed for
Alaska...

Anticipating that I might bail, my father came
to Portland to fly up with me. I asked to borrow
£20. He gave it to me knowingly, not asking why.

A= I copped my last bag, I was strangely peaceful.
I thank God that T did not have more money, or I
would have surely 0.d'd. I left Portland, all my
bridges being thoroughly burnt...

The evening flight arrived in Anchorage, and
I was =till "well." I nodded off in the car on the
drive to the church community. I was given a guest
room in the "Big House" - a large building that once
was a Catholic convent, and now was the center of
the community. The next morning, two priests came
to get my father and I and take us to breakfast.

The younger priest was very warm, nob at all put

off by this shell of humanity that sat in front of
him. The older priest was the pastor of the community,
and a very unusuzl man. As we talked over breakfast,

I started to get wvery sick. One last time, this horror
would be wikh me.

The pastor asked me a lot of guestions about
myself: Why was I here? Did I want to come? Had I
aver Believed in God?...My father did a lot of the
talking, I being unable to respond. I left that
morning thinking I really liked this pastor - he
was salty, gritty, and to the point. He Was Ehe first
Christian that I had met that really seemed alive.

The next six or seven days I did not come ouk
of the guest room, for I was exploring the depths
of hell. Alone in a foreign place, I did not even
have the comfort of the street sounds to calm me.

The =ilence was deafening! A young lady came down
and gave me a small cross to help me threugh. Finally
I slepti..

When I awoke, the fewver, cramps and chills were
gone. It was a sunny fall day, and I had survived.

I wasn't sure whether I had another "kick" left in
me, and the thought of suicide had crossed my mind.
The people who lived in the "Big House" took good
care of me - feeding me and keeping me company. I

was amared at how warm they were, but yet they didn't
try to talk to me abouﬁsgcd, or convert me.




for *ha mext throee months that I =ould be there,
it was decided that [ weuld work with the
groundskeeper, as he was also the head of the “Big
Bouse.™ He was a warm man, dand werked harder than
anvbody I'4:-ever sesn. AL the end of the firse day
of work, I was Eiced, and my mind began Uo schema.
I called ay dealer in Portland, and he agresd to
airmail == szome dope, It would take two days...

The next svening, everybody in the house left
for a hockey game. Alone in the Big House living
room, I stared out at the beaukty. that is alaska.
Torally guiet, totally serane. But yerc, the dope
pangs would nob leave mg alone. I seacched for
aieohol, but could not find any. ALL around the house,
she iesns of Christ and His saints stared at =e.

T Eolt as Lf I were being wabtched...

Suddenly, a massive wave of fear descended on
ma. It wa=z as if ten years of the fear I nevec had
experienced came to me all at once. I felt small,
volnerable, and completely paralyzed. Finally, I
ran out of the Big House and over to the church.
Hobody was arcund, as Lt was getting close to
midnight., I called my mom, and got her out of bed.
I cried as I told her I wanted ko die, and she
comforted me, asking me to get on =y knees and say
a prayer with her. I hung up and went to the Have

{body) of tha church. I got on my knees and hegged

ro God - Lf You arfe thers, remave thic fear and pais.
A= godden as it had come, the fear Was gone. A semse
of peace sntered me, and I laid on the caurca fLoor
for a lomg tima. Fimally, I left the churca. L stoad
an the f-oat porch looking at the Beaucy of Chrisc's
hapse. Jeing croshed and dafeated,; Chis i che onm
rimp rhat God could come Fa me, and I would listen.

I began o weep, ané fox Che first tise I thanked

. God for loving =&...

L - -

-

- - + . & -

s A few monrchs earliex, oy mother had a dr-eas
vhers a large hird with wWings coe hundred Ieef wids
flew over my sister and her, They were in a field.
At First the bird was chreatening, but then hovered
swer thes, protecting them with his wing. The hird
then told =v =sthar chat her son would be all cight.
- - w * - L3 - L2

ceveral months lacer, more burglafy charges
ware brought forth,; and I returned to Porcland Lo
go to ceonty jail. I had been Lo j2il =any tizas
befara, but I was a Chriscian now, and sot SCTung
out &n junk. fear was aver-present, but God'"s grace
vas there always. I was tempted with drogs, but o
mot succusn. My cellmates mocked =8, cipping oot
pages of the Holy 8ible and zeiling cigarettas {rom
them, The amcunt of support from the outsicde was
overwheiming - daily correipondence amd Visiis from
orthodox priescs. and on the inside, I always felt
the Savicuc's prasence. The new charges would bring
swa Five-wyear sentences Ln the Oregon peniftentiacy.

Az T sntered the courtroom to face the judge,
I saw the bBlack-robed priests. They had successful Ly
pecitioned in the judge's chambers for ay release
rm Ehe chuoseh in Alaska, 'I would have five yearcs
srobation and 528,000 restitwcion. If I relapsed.
I would get the full ten years. [ chanked God for
His ~ieh and abundant mercies. Just before Paszcha
{Eascer] of 1989, on Holy Sacurday Eve, I was3 receivad
ints rthe orthodox church, sacramencally cleansed
of the siaz of my former life. Tha joy thac I had
always tri ra kill was now cosplete...

L

"paradise raised me up a3 I parceived ik,

it spriched me as [ meditated upan iks

I forgot my pooc astate,

for it had made me drunk with its fragrance.

I becase as though no longer =y old self,

for it cenewed oe with all its varied nacure.”
{words borrowed from St. Ephres the Syrian}

In tha years since then, T have stayad sobar.
fot through 12 step programs or modern paychology.

but by being imsersed (as much as I am ablei} in

the ancient otherworldly life of the Orthodox Chuzch.r

gnly by the grace of Our Lord Jesus Christ,
and His infinite lowve for all mankind, am I alive
today. I give chanks to the Saints, vhose
igterces=ions save our livas daily. I was delivered
to Alaska on Septembar 26th, tha day thac the chuoch
poomepoTates St. John the Evangalist, the patraon
spint of the church where I had my conversion. In
the Holy Scriptures, St. John symbolically appears
as an eagle, the sase ana who comforted my mother
in her drea=m. October Gth ig the day that we
commemorata St. Thosas the Apostle and Doubfer. IT
iz also the date of =y convarsion, and Thomas is
my nama. I feal bound up with these saints whose
prayers are pleasing to Ged. St. John, because of
his great love for children, and 5t. Thomas, who
doubted as many do.

These ancient saints area part of a lineage of
“rabals” that continue up to this day. These are

rhe true radicals, whose lives wa can imitate, filling

the spiritual vacuum chat plagues us today.
Wa =an follow the way of the nesdle and spoon

and end up Like Johnny Thunders, dead from an ovwerdocse

on a New Orleans Hotel floor. Or we cCAn follow the
path of alienation and despair that led to Kozt

Ccobain's tragic and in Seattla, unable to deal with
the Fame and fortune that the world had brought hi=.
or we can follow the way of the Cross, that has besn
sanctifisd with the blood of the MATLYTS: and the
toil of righteous ones...

T/ nemap F

Holy Apostles John and Thomas,
pray to God for us!
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HE INSOMNIA

Slecp had not really caken posseasion of mep I
o not mow whether I was awakée or asleep, whea
fuddenly a strange San rose up before me. He was os
‘I;ale as-a desd man. Hiz eyes were as if open, and he
leoked at me in terror, His face was like 2 magk,
?ike A mumzy'a. His glistening, dark yallow skin wos
strobched tight over his dead man's head with all
iv's cavities. He was pasting. Tn one hand he hald a
i}i.'zd.:l."l"ﬂ objecr which I could ast sake out; the other
hand was clutching his chesr im suffering.

He filled me wirh cerrar. We looked at each
other without speaking, as if the strange croature
was waiting for me to recognize him. And a wvolce told
me who he was and them I recognized him, and he
cpened his miuth and siched. His voice came from wery
far away: as if it were coming frem a deep well.

He was - in great agosy, asd I suffered for him.
His hoends, his fesr, his eyes- they oll showed
suffering. In despair I wanted to help him, but with
hiz hand he made a sign to stop. He groamed in such a
way, I froze. Then he said, "I bave not come; I have
been sént. I sheke withoor stop; I a= dizzy. Froy God
to have. pity om me. I want to die but ‘cannot.
Everything wyou told me before is Erue. Do you
remenher, before my deach, which yon cams to seg me
and spoke about religiom? I told you then and other
tizmes, *Fhorios, save up =oney. of olse you will die
& pouper, Look at how rich I am, and I will be
richer." You asked =& then: "Have you signed a pack
with death, that you can live as many yesrs A8 Yyou
want, and enjoy a happy old mgaz: =

*and I replied: *You will seec. I will live
past 8 hurdred. My son makes a lot of money, and I
married my daughter to & rich man. My wife and I have
more moncy than we need. I a= not like you who listen
Eo what the priests say: *A Christian ending to our
life..." and @all thar. what iz to gain froee a
Christian - ending? Better a full pocket and no
worries. Give ooney to the poor? When did your so0
merciful God create paspers? Why should I feed chem?
And chey ask you, in ocrder toc go to Paradise, Eo Feed
idleral Do you want bto talk ahour Paradime? I°'m che
gon. of ‘a priest and I dnow chese cricks. That cthose
wha have no braing believe thes is ooe thing, but you
wio have a mind have gone astray. I tell you and
affirm that if you concimge to Llive this way, you
will die before me, but I will live ta be a hundred
end ten yearsa...' "=

After saying all this, he began Fa turn Ehis
way and that, as Iif he were gno a grill. I heard his
gzoans, He was silent for & momene, then continued:
"This iz what I said, and in g few days I was deadl I

moens

horrorl Lost. I descended into the abyss. What
suffering I hawve had. what agony! Everything you teld
Dg Wwas Erue. Yoo hawve won che bet.

When I was im the world, I was an
intellectual, & physician. I knew how to epesk and
“wos. listened to; mocking religion. And now I sece that
everything I called stories, myths, paper lanterms=
is true. This what I &= experlencing now iz crue=
chis is the worm that never sleeps. This is the
grinding and gosshing of teeth.

After speaking this. he disappeared. I heard
hiz groans gradeally fading awsy. I began to fall
agleep, when an icy hand couched =¢. Opening my eyes,
I gaw him again before =¢. This time he was more
horeible and smaller ia body. He was like a baby with
& large, old mans head which was shaking.

*focn the sum will rise. and those who have
sant me will come to seck Del®

"Who. are they?™

He 88id confused words which I couldn't make
out, and then: *There where I am are many who mock
you and your faith and now they see that rcheir
spiritual darts don't go beyond the cemstery. There
are both those you were good to and those who
slandered youw. The more you forgive Lthem, the more
they hate you. Kindness sakes them bitter because it
makes thes feel their defeat. The state of them is
worsase thas mine. They camnot leave their dark prison
to come and find you as I have. They are severely
tormented. Now we understand that our intellect was
coly stupid, our conversations were apiteful
meanneeEs, cur joys were lies and illusions.

You who bear God in you hearts, Whose word is
Truth- you have won the great wager between believers
and unbelievers. This I have lost. I tresble, I sigh,
ard I Find fno rest. In cmuth, there is no repencance
in hell. Woe to those who walk as I did while on
earch, we were drunk and mockers of God. Everyons
applavded us. They treated you as mad; as an
imbecile.

I1f only those evil sen who are still on earth
could gee where I am, if only they were in my place,
thay would tresble for everything chey are doing. I
would like co appear oo thes to tell them to change
their parhs, but I do not have the parmission to do
20. The saying is Fulfilled, "He thact is unrightecus,
let him do wvnrightecusness even more; and he cthat is
Eilthy. let hiz be made f£iichy even more; and he chat
is mghtecus. let him do cighrecusaess even sore; and
ha that is hely, lec hi= be made holy even more."

with those words he dissppearerd,
Fhotious Fontoglouw [«20th century)
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Tue Root or THE
REvoLUuTION
OF THE MODERN AGE

*What does Nihilism mean?™ wrote Friedrich Niewzche. “—That
the highest values are losing their value. There is no goal.... Therc is no
Truth, no 'thing in iuelf.' There ir mo answer ro he gueition; ‘why?'"
In 1962, the young Eugene Rose undertook towrite 2 monumental
chronicle of the sbandonment of Truth in the modern age. OF the
hundreds of pages of material he compiled For this work, only the
present essay, on Nihilism, has come down 19 us in completed form.
Here Eugene reveals the core of all modern tha ught and life—the belicf
thar all truth is relative—and shows how this belief has been ctranstared
Inta action in our century. Today, three decades afier he wrote ic, chis
essay is more timely than ever. It clearly exphiins why contemporary
idezs, values, and ardrudes—dhe “spirit of the age"—are shiﬁing o

; MORTALS, let us leave this world of deceit.
1 Christ calls. Let us go. For life is good
N | Sailing above the troubled sea of care.
‘E | One quest alone employs lonely man;

| How he may reach the Haven of true peace, ‘
-8 Where never comes the strain of breaking hearts.
O happy life, all music, free from sorrow!

rapidly in the dircction of moral anarchy, as the philosophy of Nihilism DEATI TO THE WORLD (08 W!‘lEi’E.' is tl}e seeker of true 3331: ; e Crossd

Available for 7.00 encers more deeply into the fiber of seciery. Mictmeche was right when T Matinglis g4 i Will part with all the world and choose 5
it he predicred thar the 20th century would usher in “the wiumph of

postage paid from: Nihilism,”

e | St Theosie STudite G Gectury
TO0T-587-0525

Some years after wricing this essay, Eugene Rose became a monk in 4 =

the mounuins of norchern California with the name Fr. Seraphim. |

Although he lived his whale life in America, he has become, after his

death, the most populae spirivual-philosophical writer in Russia voday. 21



DEATH TO THE WORLD
i= & zine o mspirc Truth-
secking and  soul  searching
amidst the modern age of
nihilism and despair, promoiing
the ancient principles of the lag
true rebellion: lo be dead to this
world und alive 10 e
otherworld. Correspondence s
cncouraged and articles  for
submission are welcomed, Fach
artiche p-rirl!n:d bherein is (rue o
Iife and has been written oul of
pain of heart for love of truth,
DEATH TO TTHIE WQELL?
T777 Martinelli Rd
Forestville CA 95436
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What do we mean bv: DEATH TO THE WORLD
*“The world is the general name Tor all the p s When we wish o call the pas<ions by @ common
mame. we call them the world, Bot when w 1o distinegish them by their special names, we call
them passions. The passions are the follow riches. desire for possessions. hodily plensure
from which comes sexual passion. love of bonor which sives rise o envy. lust for power. arrosance
and pride of position, the eraving to adorn onesell with luxurious clothes and vain ornaments, the
itch Tor hunemn slory which is a source of ran nd resentment. and physical Tear. Where these
passions cease to be active, th the world is dead somenne hias said of the saints that while alive
were dead: for though living in the Nesh, they ¢ ol live for the fesh. See lfor which of these
s vou are alive. Then yon will know how Gar von are alive o (he world, and how Far vou are
(dl fo it St lsae of Syria (6th century )

This issue of D.T.T, W. was prodeced on Sproce Island., Alagka- where

Saint Herman, the monk who brought Onhodoxy o America 200 yrs. ago, lived and died.




