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DEATH TO THE WORLD
is a zine o inspire Truth-secking and soul
searching 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, Cormrespon-
dence is encouraged and aricles for submis-
sion are weleomed. Each article printed herein

W is truc to life and has been written out of pain
B of heart for love of truth,

DEATHTO THEWORLD
7777 Martinelli Rd.
Forestville, CA 95436
FO7-887-9740

What do we mean by:
“DEATH TO THE WORLD™?

“ 'The aworld” is the general name for
all the passions. When we wish 1o call the
passions by 2 common name, we call them
the world. But when we wish o distin-
guish them by their special names, we cll
them the passions. The passions are the
following: lave of riches, desire for posses-
sions, bodily pleasure from which comes
sexual passion, leve of honor which pives
rise to envy, lust for power, arrogance and
pride of paosition, the craving to adom
onesclf with luxurions clothes and vain
ornaments, the itch for human glory
which is a source of rancor and resentment,
and physical fear. Where these passions
cease to be active, there the world is dead.

. Someone has sald of the Saints that
while alive they were dead; for though liv-
ing in the flesh, they did nor hive for the
flesh. Sce for which of these passions you
are alive. Then you will know how far you
a4t aEi'-.'L" o |J'“.' ".'n.'l!‘!lf[l.']r :'Iﬂd h[l-\\r :F.!f '!.E!L'I arg

dead to i P Iy
—5t. Isaac the Syrian

SICK OF SICKNESS

OUR WHOLE PROBLEM lies in the fact that we listen

to satanic whispering that says to us: Do what thou wilt. We want our own way,
we want to be on top of everything, we want to be a God unto ourselves, This
generation is driven by this philosophy. Although it finds its roots in satanism, it
was begun by satan himself at the Fall of mankind when he whispered to Eve: Do
what thou wilt. This philosophy has become the anthem of this generation. This
generation has become sick through living, dying and selling out for this
philosophy.

We make ourselves sick in the never-ending pursuit of self-gratification and
"fun," often at the expense of others. From childhood we are raised to seek:
distractions at all costs, and the soul is only sickened by chasing after them. This®
sickness we experience as inward conflict. In order to drown out the pain of the:
conflict we resort to trying to satisfy pleasures through sex, music, drugs, and!
alcohol, which leads to the darkening of ideals in the mind.

Listening to these satanic whispers is the source of our sickness and!
disease, which results in utter unhappiness. All negative fallen things become as'
a faith in itself. The belief in the triumph of evil is the essence of all fears and-
phobias, which paralyze us, and makes us vulnerable and even attracted to evil.
This is a sickness of the nation and perhaps even the universal sickness of modern
humanity.

Being sick of sickness is the first step to recovery. The second step is
forcing ourselves to do God’s will instead of our own, as Christ taught to pray
before His Crucifixion: "Not my will but Thy will be done." The third step is to
fall to the earth and water it with our tears. Tears are the remedy to the sickness.
We must admit to God our sickness of depression, anger, resentment, rage and
pride. This medicine may burn, and inside we may scream, but the scream turns
into a cry - a cry to God. We must cry out to God as to a living Persen and not
worry about using the right words, because God sees the heart. We must let our
hearts yeamn for Him, let them cry out to Him.

When we recover we will be able to see the world in a different light.
We will be capable of embodying in our souls Divine Light which is the Light of
Life, God Himself. A person is even able to transmit this inward light to others.
This is why God became man in Christ, and died on the Cross and Resurrected
from the dead. Through this God gave sick humanity a remedy.

— The Edifors




WE SHALL BE EVEN AS THEY ARE

From Lime (o lime 1 like to go where the mystery of our life is concealed, where it may be that 1
myﬂsﬁaﬂkm&kﬂwﬁmlkmdmkiﬁruyc{ﬁtﬁ-mﬁ[gﬂﬂdmcﬁmcwﬁmlmmm
inmabbfigf&l}m'r;mditﬁ&m!kﬂ[!ﬁﬂrgfmﬁnatﬁrmymdﬂm[ﬁmmmgmm,Hmrﬂl:
trmI[fﬂg{tsikﬂ,mdm;huq‘yﬂdgﬂth@blhmmumﬁqumé&mﬁmg‘m
Judgement that Toows no hypocrisy, that is vighleoss.

Bgﬁnuﬁﬁﬂ‘myitrk@d,ﬂ:ﬁ.qmd
hmﬂun!hhmg‘thdmﬂmhﬁmmﬂ.
These bones Lestify for us what we ourselves shall also
be.

A fon years ago, when Phese visilors to
earth were yet alive, they also did ot have the
strength fo control themselves at fimes, and, being
Wﬁﬂﬂrmﬁt}rﬁkﬂﬁghw.ﬂﬁm
bones. Now they are content with fate and lic there
Nitﬁmdhthﬂiugmﬂmlkﬂ';ﬂfqduﬂmgum
whose shelf is whost.

We, oo, are visitors on carth, and owr
yatﬁkm&!u!ﬁcm;ha.mﬁmm&hahﬁ
@‘hﬁﬂ,ﬁ&ﬁﬁd@ﬂﬂﬂlfﬂhﬂlﬂq’dxﬂ}m
pursue haypiness, and ave wnhapyy. Every day we
ammﬂ:ﬂgoﬂrmuﬂﬁl@iﬁdﬁ
important. We are afraid of death and judgement; we
wart to Tive here all the lnger, Laking our ease and it L -
hoarding our wealth. we camol endire a single offensive word, ot even a slightly
myﬁiad&jm,m&tﬁtmq‘mmﬁﬂdﬁh&ﬁmhmmﬂmhﬂﬁrummﬁma
MM&&HMWWG&M#&MmHMMMHMW
IHI@LW{MWH&I{W&HHMM,hgﬂﬁﬁmts&gﬁru@hmﬂﬂmﬂd&m
dargtriwnkr!dutigjrmnﬂm.w:mmmmdgrdﬂwhdmﬁddﬁmfm.w:m
yrgymd[ad#dmrm'hmr,"ramhtmm@mmw,Mifﬂﬂ}fﬂﬂigﬁhﬂw,w
soal is tormented. 4
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Such is man, & creature of passion, the boastful god of earthly paradise! e spends his time tn vy,
with no rest day or night, and holds everything here so dear—as long as he is in good health. But when ilbuess
brings him down, then he becomes entirely different.

The lerrible hour of death sirikes. The sinfal soul panics. we must bid farewell fo all that is dear
hw—mﬂﬁmw.ajwmwﬂzhmbrﬂsg‘
Jriends, the value of property; they comot 4l a
single moment o our lives. n vain they nush for
help, and doctors summon all their expertise. The
ailing man breathes heavily and, in the end, he dies.
His breast grows cold, his gaze is fixed, his sonses
cease to fiction. the remains are disposed of, Tvied
in the growd.

After that, there fs not much you meed o
bnow about what happens to us. These bowes tel it
all; our conscience trusts thems. A single instd, and
life is bt a dream. And what were all the worries
and varily and bilter pleasires for? We forget the
lesson that death repeats for us, that life is given lo
us for a st time, and only once.

O death, who is not afraid of youz whe
desires your Blessed fs the one who awaits you like
sleey, who remembers that his sod is fmmortal. By
confrast, there fs wo one more hapless tham the

person. who s
afraid to tink about you; all his life is torment and even this, in the end, he will lose. On the ome side—the
reposc of the righteous and ctenal rejoicing with the sainfs; on the other—for the simers, hell in outer darlowess
and ctemity in the company of the evil demons.

The time and the road for that departure into clemsily are nof far away. Remember the wise old
saying: Know yourself and you will know God. Remember where you came from, who you are, where you are

Joing, and why; remewber that you are great, that you are nothing, that you are immortal, and that you must

die. g Mork vitaly  Athos, 1905
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@ GENERATION X

Sunset generation,
Light is fading fast,
Darkness ovenvlelming
Blinded to the_past.

-7% In Bondage they live

= Enslaved to this earth,
Fallen from Paradise
Since the day of birth.

Nowhere are the answers.
Everywhere a lie.

Hopeless filled confusion,

A void-filled question - Why?

- U Y AR TN

Given no direction,

- Left to seek their own,
Tradition long forgotten,
| Wisdom never known.

e

Awake | say, O stranger,
For Christ has made a way
Through death he conquered darkness,
And was raised on the third day.

Fear, despair and death
Shall rule no more with sin.
We can overcome the battle
That rages from within.

Beaten down by passions,

As we walk this path of life

' His mercy He has given,
With grace and afterlife.

i As all shall come full circle,

" From corruption of the Fall,
-; The sunrise Son of God

= Will gather all in all!

Michael Gingras
Apple Valley, CA.

GOMMON SUFFERING

B Pour in your fullness

Ii:imﬁtquamnm!mﬁr:{v

HUNGER
L Hoger aud thirst for & clear, single mind;

= Open my cyers bo see
+ show me the deepest lowings...

Forgive me the distractions,
The side glances at the beantifl things mow nained

B¢ Exlighlen my inner being
j Fill my outer shell with your love and stremgth,

For you ﬂrrmjrﬁnd,
To e &5 you see;

Oul of my deepest need

Your koly, eterual Iife on display

One greater than Solomon, who knew yd
stmbled,
Delight bamned foward possessively...
The wanily of Laking a moment caplive.
el inheliey wy i
The greater, the Grealest

it love bont o highest fulfillment

And lo remain pure.

He reaches oul wilh ore hand

While holding anolher,

And retumns both to the hear,

And remains pure and tre.

Each losich a discovery becomes & reality,
The oy of Messiak, his love!

Gary Berinick
Silver Cond
Spring Vallzy, WI.
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Mam i1k
T propiacy When the cherch cru=bles

fa the coming of glory Through the material

Cracks of che Earth
See how past geoerations

As the lambs gather together
To watch the eating
Of their young.

Destroy your mind A L H

Yon'll hear of wars With their hace gt U LEJ; g LOVERS OF TRUT

Upon nacions unte nations For all its works Esrn& ‘ﬁ-‘rt[ 'Pidl' A !
- With the beginning In the rising : -'a:' -

0f sorrow Of false Prophets L\“ ¥¥;, Love is joy; the price of love is sacrifice. Love is life;
There'll be abomination You'll see the Lords ) A @  the price of love is death.

The coming of desolation Given grace L‘k " -Elder Callistratins +20th century
Who will lfe re {zs father OF Faich. | t

Tou hear the wind

2

Whoever gives himself over to God’s hands in ultimate
self-abnigation will attract God to himself, one in pain of
: heart, and will be made strong in His strength.

6"’ -St. Theophan the Recluse+19th century

Fout its mercy
Through the wall
DE flames

e
AN

i
The sool of irs Churches / i i
s 61" [ wish I was always in a state where I was about 10 be

y  executed.
i -Nun Seraphima +20th century

Cries through the tears

In deep colors of Black
Gver the burned of feriogs - 5

Flamaz ecracked a soog

Do not let your soul go asiray in matter, in the
corruptible things of the world. Life has no value if we
do not take care of the soul. Therefore, do not let
yourselves go astray and lose your soul.

-St Raphael of Lesvos +1463

If an evil thought comes to you, do not accept it. Never
allow your mind to be dragged down, but always raise it
on high, and God will help you.

-5t Macarius the Great +4th century

Vanity and truth are directly contrary to one another. The J—]:;ii—\
desires of this world are vanity; but Christ, Who frees us oy ll
from the world is Truth. i

-5t Augustine +4th century

GOMMON SUFFERING




The next day Pelagia was in the crowd in front of the church, that had
gathered to hear the Holy bishop Nonnus. His sermon made such a deep |
impression upon her that she could not refrain from sighing and sobbing, and
pouring out floods of tears, through the deep sense of her defilement. As soon as |
the service was over she sent a letter to the holy man saying: '
wealth, and beauty, renowned as an actress in To the holy disciple of Jesus Christ, from a si;_vafu.'." wretch, a servant of the devil
the city of Antioch, which at that time was the [ have learmed tf'i::: the God whom you nra.mﬁr,p came down from feaven 20 earth,
capital of Syria. Her extraordinary beauty ’ aE for the sale of (e @ﬁm@’ {0 (SOl peo e ond KA S Keeit JBmed 'I
drew many lovers after her, and her life wac far as to .ni'ﬁ"er karlots and Fﬁmvm' to come to Him; wherefore, as I Mefxmﬂd: that though
one of debauchery and seduction, without the - you never Rave sxe.-r._:ﬂ"m with your mortal eyes, you are nevertheless a follower of His, and
oatiradring. have served Him faithfully for many years, I beg you, for His saky, to show yourself to be
a true disciple, by suffering a poor sinner to come to you, and not despise the extreme desire
o I have to approach to Him through your assistance.”
It happened one day that several Christian
3 bishops were gathered outside the church. Pelagia “Baptize me and guide me unto repentance, because I am a sea of iniquity, an abyss
b, passed before them in grandeur, scantily clad, of destruction, and the devil's snare and spoil; for by reason of me, many have gome to
decked with gold, pearls, and precious stones, damnation. Now, by the grace of God, I regret my harlotry and seek repentonce. I desire to
8 followed by a crowd of youth. Her beauty drew the , receive spiritual rebirth that I may be presented to the pure Bridegroom Christ as a pure and
I eyes of all her fond admirers, while the bishops hid - blameless Bride."
their faces Tﬁ'::rm the sight. Only one m_nnk—bjshnp of . Seeing the de;?th of her sincere repentance; and that she was sure never to
holy life, Nonnus, seemed to take notice of her, and return to her former life, the Blessed Nonnus baptized her, and she went and gave
gazed openly upon her splendor and wept. He then B all of her goods over to the poor and orphans.
said to his fellow bishops: "Were you not delighted The dewvil, who hates what is good, could not endure this
by such great beauty? Woe to us the negligent and defeat and shame. Assuming the form gf a man, he appeared in the @A
useless ones, because we shall be ashamed at the Bl midst of all. Shouting loudly at Nonnus, he accused him of taking f5C2
hiour of judgement by this harlot who, to please : away his powers. Then he approached Pelagia and called her a ' N
mortal men, diligently adorns herself, so she might d| traitor and a faithless one. When Pelagia made the sign of the & £
enjoy but bitter pleasure. For how many hours do NS Cross. he vanished. 5
| you think she hag spent this very day g ygashing, Nevertheless, the enemy would not cease from trying
=% to win her back. At night he went into the bed-chamber of
Pelagia and woke her up. He then began to flatter her youth
and beauty and attempted to influence her to engage in her

Pelagia was a woman of great fame,

dressing, adorning, and embellishing her wi
person to the best advantage, in order to exhibit her

hzftl'lgﬂatr? ﬂ?raizh;he ﬂﬁ'}isersﬂfw‘;h: 1;:'::1{" aﬁng | former deeds. He promised her greater honor and wealth if §§
ey Y PPy 2 ; gl g \| she did what he said. But the holy woman rose up and, upon

today, may be dead tomorrow? Where we
Christians, the mindless ones, indifferently dismiss,
without regard, the soul, instead of preferring the
immortal and living God, and are far from taking as ' * Pelagia fivee in

much pains to wash and purify our souls from their - 3rd centvry

stains, and adorn them with those bright ornaments | I
of virtue and sanctity.

making the sign of the Cross, she cast him out.

Lo




On the eighth day after her|
baptism, Pelagia secretly went and
exchanged her feminine apparel for
poor men's clothing. Without
informing anyone but the Blessed
Nonnus, Pelagia left for Jerusalem,
and remained in a small cell upon
the Mount of Olives, in prayer and
fasting. She was unknown to all%
since she took on a

Pelagius. She struggled
accomplished so many virtues against

the devil and spiritual warfare that =7

she was admired for the strength and
sanctity of her life.

Three or four years later, I,
James the deacon, who recorded this
Life, wanted to go to Jerusalem, and ¥
[ asked the bishop to let me go. "Go
in peace my child,” said the Blessed ;
Nonnus. "After thou hast venerated
the holy places, ask for a certain
Pelagius, who is a virtuous monk.

Thou shalt receive great benefit from s,

him because he is a close friend o
our Lord." I readily found the cell, \§
not thinking that this was the famous *§
woman Pelagia who I had seen
baptized, and who had disappeared X
and was no more heard of. When

Pelagius came from her cell, I did =Sy

not recognize her at all, even though §f
she recognized me. She said that
Nonnus is an apostle of God. "I beg
that he will pray to God for me."
With that she left and returned to her [
prayers. 1 was much comforted o
have seen such a holy person.

CEELLA T ELE AL

As I continued in my travels,

.‘".i from all the monks I met I heard

how marvelous was this holy

4 Pelagius, so rich in virtues. I decided

. to go back and visit this monk once
more. Upon knocking at the window,

I received no reply. Opening the

~ door, I found that Pelagius was dead.

Foasl

According to custom, the
¥ relics were to be anointed with holy
3 myrrh, and it was discovered that Fr.
Pelagius was a woman. Astonished,
£ all glorified God who empowered her
. to battle against the ememy and
decisively defeat him. The fame of
this spread to the surrounding
countryside, and people came
together to honor and embrace the
holy relics. All the holy monks and
nuns that dwelt in the surrounding
monasteries came forth with lighted
candles in their hands, singing hymns
and psalms, to meet the body of the
Saint, which they conducted to their
church, and there deposited it as a
rich treasure.

May the life of this former
harlot, this true account of total
conversion, join us to her and give us
hope in the God of mercy and
cOmpassion.




SORROW IS THE GREAT BIRTH-AGONY OF IMMORTAL POWERS,
—-sorrow is the great searcher and revealer of hearts, the great test of truth; for
Plato has wisely said, sorrow will not endure sophisms, --all shams and unrealities
melt in the fire of that awful furnace. Sorrow reveals forces in ourselves we never
dreamed of. The soul, a bound and sleeping prisoner, hears her knock on her cell
door, and wakens. Oh, how narrow the walls! oh, how close and dark the grated
window! how the long useless wings beat against the impassible barriers! Where
are we? What is this prison? What is beyond? Oh for more air, more light! When
will the doar be opened? The soul seems to itself to widen and deepen; it trembles
at its own dreadful forces; it gathers up in waves that break with wailing only to
flow back into the everlasting void. The calmest and most centered natures are
sometimes thrown by the shock of a great sorrow into a tumultuous amazement.
All things are changed. The earth no longer seems solid, the skies no longer
secure; a deep abyss seems underlying every joyous scene of life. The soul, struck
with this awful inspiration, is 2 mournful Cassandra; she sees blood on every
threshold, and shudders in the midst of mirth and festival with the weight of a
terrible wisdom.

AND YET SORROW IS GODLIKE, sorrow is grand and greal, sorrow is
wisc and far-sceing. Our own instinctive valuations, the intense sympathy which
we give to the tragedy which God has inwoven into the laws of Nature, show us
that it is with no slavish dread, no cowardly shrinking, that we should approach
her divine mysterics. What are the natures that cannot suffer? Who values them?
From the fat oyster over which the silver tide rises and falls without one pulse
upon its fleshly ear, to the hero who stands with quivering nerve parting with wife
and child and home for country and God, all the way up is an ascending scale,
marked by increasing power to suffer; and when we look to the Head of all being,
up through principalities and powers and princedoms, with dazzling orders and
celestial blazonry, to behold by what emblem the Infinite Sovereign chooses to
reveal himself, we behold, in the midst of the throne, "a lamb as it had been
slain.”

SORROW IS DIVINE. Sorrow is reigning on the throne of the universe,
and the crown of all crowns has been one of thoms. There have been many books
that treat of the mystery of sorrow, but only one that bids us glory in tribulation,
and count it all joy when we fall into divers afflictions, that so we may be
associated with that great fellowship of suffering of which the Incarnate God is
the head, and through which He is carrying a redemptive conflict to a glonous
victory over evil. IF WE SUFFER WITH HIM, WE SHALL ALSO REIGN

WITH HIM. _}_{a rrfgf Beecher Stowe



My parents divorced wh s .
chi]_d and [ lived with my mmherE:mIi :;':Ee: Stz
I tried to be a consolation to them when th
My grandmother, 2 painter and direct blood
= taught me the word compassion. My only c

_ IE: woods lhiralu'g about compassion until I cried.

m a small cottage in the woods.
ey fought. I needed consclation.

" - . =y T s ""_'_F
If I could feel somrow I knew I was alive. It was dear to me. It was
the Truth. My acting professor in college loved me because 1 could cry
practically on cie. Everywhere I found reason to moum. I was moumning the

Fall. The distance from God.

descendent of Abraham Lincoln, -
onsolation was quietly sitting in falle

St oty / B4 . .

I always sought to be mocked. I wanted to be persecuted and I
wanted the world to hate me. The world was unforgiving so 1 didn’t care if
it tortured me or hung me or left me for dead. When I was 19 I tried going
to a Methodist church. I left confused. It seemed the world was everywhere.
I came back one week wearing a shirt that said, "Keep the Faith - the
Catacombs” with a fist on it. No one would talked to me,

I grew up near New York city. I would take the bus to the city all
the time by myself. My mother always worried, so I lied. I hung around
homeless people and wrote graffiti everywhere. My tag was "Monk." I was
friends with anyone who wasn’t "going somewhere in this world,” mostly
skinheads and punks. I wore the same clothes everyday for months at a
time, and rarely bathed.

I knew [ didn’t belong anywhere. I wanted to be alone and feel
alone. I wanted everything to go away so I could listen. 1 can’t really
explain what that means. When I was around people who were talking I was
quiet. When I opened my mouth everyone kind of just looked at me. I
always felt like I didn’t have a clue. I was incompatible.

I listened to only very few cello selections and Momissey (the
Smiths). 1 wrote songs, my band was called "Monk." My friends called me
"monk."” I wished I knew what a monk was. I attempted suicide time after

time and battled therapist after therapist in school who depressed me most

—

only person that made any sense to me was Christ. | didn’t question Him.
1 studied Buddhism, Hinduism, and Taocism in search of Christ.

(] -

of all. I loved hard physical work, but I couldn’t grasp employment. The b

*
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“Therefore | say to you, take no thought for your life, what you shall
eat, or what you shall drink, nor yet for your body what you shall put on."
(Mait. 6:25)

I was a bike messenger in New York city riding through the streets
like a maniac. [ was in despair, there were more important things to be
living for than food, clothing, and shelter. The world was like a cruel gutless
machine hard at work digging its own grave.

In 1994 I moved into a unificationist temple and lived there for 9
months. I thought maybe 1 was a monk. I sold flowers to cars at red lights
in Queens. One night a young women was crossing the street coming from
the college. I gave her a flower. Her name was Natalia and she asked what

I 'was doing. [ said I was searching for God, I was listening. She seemed to
understand. [ had long accepted that no ome understood. We exchanged
addresses. The temple was now asking me to make a commitment that T for
sure could not make, so I was gone.

That summer 1995 my good friend Mike visited me where I was in
the woods in eastern Pennsylvania. He brought with him a book to give to
me. He said, "I read it and knew you had to have it right away." It was
called "The Way of the Pilgrim." No words could ever express my gratitude
1o my friend for this little book. It seemed to describe Heaven. The pilgrim
wandered the Russian countryside seeking spiritual guides to show him
unceasing prayer. There were monasteries, spiritual fathers. It was surely a
fictional story! But no, it was true. What were the strange words: Matins?
Liturgy? Philokalia? 1 carried only this book and a small bible in my two
back pockets.

Foxes have holes, birds have nests, but the Son of Man has no
place to lay His head."

The summer was ending and it would no longer be possible for me
to remain where I was. At this time it was becoming difficult not knowing
what my life was about. I had no agendas, I only wanted to cooperate
somehow with something bigger than me, bigger than the world. I packed
a few things in my backpack, my "Way of a Pilgrim," and met a good
friend Jim in times square.

It was a Sunday afternoon, the 1st day of September, 1995. T was 23.
As we walked down the empty street the world trade towers loomed, gray
and ominous ahead. I was repeating in my head this "Jesus Prayer” I had
learned from the Pilgrim. "Lord Jesus Christ have mercy on me.” Soon we
would need a place to sleep. I remembered a spot I used to go for peace on
the upper west side in a park on the river. On the subway going there I
repeated the Jesus Prayer. | B
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p bags full of bagels from a dumpster on 83rd street. We had electricity from
2 a cable our friends across the tracks hooked into a power box from the g
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the grass we heard a voice. It said, "Are
you guys camping out?” We answered that we would camp oul every night.
He was a young man in his early twenties and his friends were nen;by. He
politely asked if we would like to spend the night in his squat in a place he
called the ;an Tunnels.” We said yes and entered through a gate,

A s
stepping into a completely black space. We walked along a mitrﬂmﬂmck or
what seemed like | or 2 miles until we reached a large structure like a [l
house. T said the Jesus Prayer out loud the whole way. They took us in and S
gave us food and blankets. [ silently thanked God and fell asleep,

I - %

| R
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Across the tracks, high up in the wall of the tuninel, aﬁ?; through a i
small hole was a large hollow space. Jim and T broke open a doorway and 8
began working. We built a hoisting system with a rope and for the next
several weeks built our place. An unspeakable Joy filled my heart. | wanted
to talk to God but 1 didn"t know how to pray.

We collected water and bathed at a hydrant down the wnnel. We are g8

W o B . e L. g 5.2
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marina above us. Garbage night above provided all our needs and even
lempted us to be extravagant. We gathered wood from construction
dumpsters, and rugs, mattresses, paint and all our needs, working like ants.
Living high in the wall deep inside of a dan gerous rat-infested tunnel, 1 only
felt unworthy to have such abundance.

It was the worst winter in New York history. It was 10 degrees
above ground which made it -20 degrees in the tunnel. Huge ice formations
reached from the cathedral-like ceilings all the way to the ground. There
were three record blizzards before January. The wind howled like a
hurricane through the tunnel. A person living one mile back from us died.
CQur place was like a cold tomb.




I remembered the young women Natalia [ had met. 1 contacted her
and we met in the park. I showed her my "Way of a Pilgrim" book. It was
familiar to her. How did she know? I told her I built a place in a tunnel and
was trying to live like this pilgrim. I was surprised when she asked me to
take her there. I held her hand tightly as we walked the tracks. She
understood everything. 1 thought God had sent an angel. She left me with

a "Death to the World" zine. N

Jim went away for a while 4
Just after he left the big blizzard hit. ¢
The power shorted out. Natalia went 1
away on a trip for weeks. It was N i5h &
unspeakably dark and cold. I was i 1
alone. On New Years eve, 1995/96 1 | .é?
lit a candle and began reading "Death P S g
| o
[

to the World." It was like looking in T -
a mirror. Who were these monks? oy
“I'm a2 monk!" I thought to myself. I ;
drew near to the candlelight and
began copying each word into my
journal. Among the hundreds of zines
and publications laying around I was
afraid I would lose this one - it was
too valuable.

When Natalia returned in late
January, she invited me to an
evening service at a church in the
East Village. It was a Russian
Orthodox church. I had never heard
of such a church. When the service
ended in the small candle-lit chapel I
asked the black-robed priest if he
would see me sometime.

Zo

The homeless coalition was removing people from the tunnel, and |
would have to leave soon. Where would 1 go now? I remember praying for
God to see through my inability to pray and reveal his will that 1 may
cooperate. | saw in a newspaper ad these words: "Alaska employment, eam
money." | was greatly and mysteriously drawn to this ad. Money! Perhaps
this time I have some. Knowing my poverty, and from the kindness of her
heart, Natalia offered to send me off. I packed a small bag and in the
middle of a cold February night, I abandoned my underground cell.

Within days [ was off the shore of a distant Aleutian Island on a ship
that was not unlike a medieval slave operation. For two months 1 worked a
grueling shift of 16 hours on, 6 hours off. For weeks I didn’t see the light
of day and one could barely stand due to the enormous swells of the Bering
sea. | had with me "The Way of a Pilgrim," and when I was weak (often),
I repeated "Lord Jesus Christ have mercy on me."

Meanwhile, Natalia had dropped her college courses and had flown

to Seattle. There a woman gave her a free ticket to Anchorage and while 1
was out at sea she sought a place to celebrate the Orthodox church’s Feast
of feasts - Holy Pascha (Easter). She found a small ascetic community in the
mountains north of Anchorage. They invited her to stay with them. When
I was finally released from the ship I joined her therg, unsure of what
exactly it was. | was only filled with gratitude to have a place to stay.

[ walked into a room, and there on a table lay piles of "Death to the
World" zines, the very one I had read in the tunnel and had copied into my
journal, and many others. I couldn’t actually believe my eyes. I wondered
how could this be! Soon a man in a black robe and a long black beard
appeared whose name was Fr. Paul. I was introduced as a pilgnm. He
welcomed me and asked me to prepare for Matins in the moming. Matins?
Like in my book? 1 was unable to speak, so I silently thanked God and fell
asleep.

In the morning, the Matins service was held in a small chapel in the
woods of St. Sergius. There was chanting and all were saying "Christ is
Risen.” Throughout the next few days I began to realize that I had been
delivered by the grace of God to a real life of "The Way of a Pilgrim."
There was liturgy and spiritual teachers. Fr. Paul spoke of monasteries and
of the very monks I read about in "Death to the World." I rarely said a
word. 1 reflected back to just three months earlier in the dark tunnel. Here
the sun did not set for weeks. From unspeakable darkness to unending light.
In a daze I shared with them my tesumony - the tunnel, the "Way of a
Pilgrim" book, the church in the East Village, the ship. They directed me to
a monastery on a small island near Kodiak where I would meet living monks
for the first time.
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What happened on this island within
my innermost parts happened not with words
and therefore cannot be explained on paper.
There was a peaceful loneliness. The
stillness and utter silence pierced my soul.
Everything around me - the huge moss-
covered trees, the jagged cliffs of the shore
all listened to God, perfectly obedient. How
much lower I was than all creation in my
stubborn willfulness! How I longed to stand
with this creation and listen in perfect
obedience to God! As I stood in the midst of
the silent forest I wanted only one thing
more than life itself - to be forgiven. I
wanted only to be an Orthodox Christian.

The monks accepted me - a misfit
from a rat-infested tunnel under New York -
an outcast of society. In the small church
following a service commemorating the
dead, | fell to the floor on my face before
the living God and wept uncontrollably.
How lost I had been on my search! How far
I had strayed from life! My very soul was
exposed to me. It was as if I stood in a
bright light and could see all of my prideful
thoughts, words and deeds. How many in
number they are! How could I judge others?
I once thought that repentance was a foolish
notion, but now it became to me the very
thing I needed to live on more then food,
more then any earthly thing! I begged to be
baptized. Soon I would be tom from this
place, my home.

The monks knew the very same priest
in the East Village in New York, Fr.
Christopher, that I had wisited months
earlier, and they said he is a great friend of
theirs. Another miracle of God’s Providence!
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On March 8th, 1997 I was baptized with the
name Sergius, after the desert-dweller saint
whose repose date is commemorated on my
birthday, and who called me from a cold
dark tunnel to Alaska, where my life found
me. As | came up out of the water during
my baptism, Fr. Christopher solemnly
chanted from the ancient Psalms: :

“Blessed are they whose iniquities |
are forgiven and whose sins are covered. |

Because I kept silence, my bones §
were waxed old through my crying all the §
day long. For day and night thy hand lay J
heavy upon me, 1 was reduced to misery
while the thorn siuck fast in me...

Thou art my refuge from the affliction
which surroundeth me, O my rejoicing, 5 :
deliver me from them that have encircled § :
me...

1 will instruct thee and teach thee in
this way which thou shalt go. I will fix Mine
eyes upon thee. Be not as the horse or as the |§is
mule which haveth no understanding..."” 1

I wept as I understood.

The Gaptin. ¢ (st ,aﬁJme

To all youth who recognize the soul-
corrupting passions of the world within us,

i

and the unrelenting temptations of the world £ _
around us, let us, on the wings of Christ, B
whose image is preserved in the holy §
monasteries of the Orthodox faith, socar
above the distractions and liste n...
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