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FrRiIENDS OF ST. INNOCENT S ACADEMY

/O ST, PAISIUS ABBEY, P.O. BOX 130
FORESTVILLE, CALIFORNIA 95436

The Meeting of the Lord

Dear Friends of St. Innocent’s Academy,

I've been at St. Innocent’s Academy for almost three months now, and
I can say with assurance that its a dream come true—a dream which both
our St. Herman and Christ the Saviour Brotherhoods have cherished for
some time. The Academy combines Orthodox education, daily church
services, love of labor, and manly adventure, all in the context of the age-old
Orthodox way of life and world-view.

By far the most inspiring thing for me has been to see the spiritual
growth in the young men at the Academy. I noticed this the day I arrived:
young men whom 1 had known before scemed more enthusiastic and
engaged than | had ever seen them. And then, in the course of scveral
months, 1 saw this growth continue.

In the souls of young men who were new to the Academy when I
arrived, I observed miracles occur. They had hurdles to jump over, but
through Christ strengthening them, they made it over them all. What greater
miracle, what greater sign of Christ’s Grace, can there be than the utter,



tangible transformation of a human soul? That is exactly what 1 have
observed heve at the Acadeny, and for that 1 give glory to Godd.

My experience at the Academy bas shown me that all that is needed is
for Christians to provide a warm family environment and for Christian
men to provide covvective, fatherly love, genuine cave and meveifid discipl-
ine, and the souls of young men begin ro thrive like plants in the spring sun.
The clouds part, and the sunlight of God's Grace is given a channel through
which to enter. We merely till the soil, and Grace mysteriously, invisibly
brings forth fruit in buman souls. All that is left for us to do is 1o rejoice in
this miracle, which we witness plainly in the clear, smiling faces and the
helpful, cheerful, giving, and caring spirits of the young men.

—Hieromonk Damascene
4

Raising the Dome over St. Nilus (Nelson) Island

We loaded the gigantic dome onto the fishing boat, the “Kathy
O,” in the cold morning air. A crane, operated by a generous Unifica-
tion church member, lowered it onto the dock, where we received it
with relief and lifted it onto the boat. Joshua Mead lashed it down, using

an ingenious system of knots.

Mr. Wood, Eric Prost, and | rode with our friend Bob Filiatra into
the waters around Sunny Cove. The anchor was dropped ofl the shore
ol Spruce Island. The sun had ser and it was almost dark when our of



the dusk a skiff glided into view,
two monks standing in it like
something from the other world
sent to receive us.

That night we joined the
nuns at St. Michael’s Skete for a
vigil. Eric and I served as acolytes.
After the vigil Fr. Andrew led us
down to a cabin expertly built on
the side of a hill, not far from the
beach, where we spent the night.
We arose the next morning and
skiffed over to St. Nilus Island, Fr.
Andrew returning to pick up the
nuns. Here on St. Nilus Island, §
the first liturgy in the St. Nilus of
Sora Church was celebrared by Fr.
Damascene. Fr. Martyrius rang

the three bells in a joyous an-

nouncement of this first liturgy.
Then we had brunch with the nuns and afterwards Fr. Andrew skiffed
them back to Spruce Island. Next we unloaded the dome from the
fishing boar. This was one of the most inspiring moments, as six of us
lifted the dome down to the skiff which was tied alongside the “Kathy
0O.” We unloaded it on the beach at St. Nilus Island. The rest of that
day was spent getting the system for raising it ready. We decided to get
an early start and raise the dome the next day.

The dome was raised on the day of St. loasaph. After morning
prayers, as soon as the sun rose, the work began. Mr. Wood climbed
within ten feet of the top of a 60-foor spruce tree to attach the rope that
would be used to raise the dome. A platform was built for the monks to
stand on during the raising. It weighed more than the dome itself and
was an excellent trial run for the pulley system of ropes that would raise
the dome. Sr. Pelagia, as a representative of the nuns, came over from
Spruce Island to help and be present. When everything was finally ready
for the dome to go up, there were 10 minutes till sundown, which was
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The endearing chapel dedicated to the Mecting of the Lord, built by monks

on Monk’s Lagoon, always open for pilgrims who come to venerare St. Herman.

at 5:42. Fr. Damascene, Sr. Pelagia, and Eric Prost manned the ropes
while Mr. Wood waited on the first roof to receive the dome and guide
it up to Fr. Andrew and Fr. Martyrius, who were on the platform
encircling the neck. The first tug was too energetic; the dome rolled on
its side. With difficulty we gort it past the porch roof where Mr. Wood
received it and guided it up ro the monks on the platform. The ropes
- raised the dome to the very top where the monks lifred it onto the neck,
which took some perseverance. By the time the dome was in place, it
was dark. Fr. Martyrius went up a ladder inside the church and, perched
inside the dome, bolted it onto the neck. -

Raising the dome was the high point of our stay. We were ready to
go home the next day but God kepr us there for a week, weathered in.
This experience tested our ability to stop in the middle of everything

and simp!y be quier and submir to God’s ordering of lhings to walit

until the seas and the winds would allow us to return home and 1o taste
some of monastic life in the meantime. Except for going to get water
from the spring, which was iced over and had to have a hole chopped

i, and poing on a few hikes, our time was spent nainly in dhe cabin,
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The repose of St. Herman on the day of his beloved St. Paisius, fresco by
Abbot Herman in the chapel of the Meering of the Lord, Monk’s Lagoon.

heated by a solid wood-burning stove. We had plenty of time to read
and be quiet. After a week we hiked to Ouzinkie and from there took a
plane back ro Kodiak and the Academy. Overall, the trip was inspir-
ing—an experience of doing Godly work in the setting of untamed
wilderness.

—Marthew Sutton

Academics

As a major component of the day, we begin with a morning boost,
an extensive course in the Orthodox world-view, continuing two hours
a day for three weeks. On the arrival of Father Damascene we began his
form of the course called, “The History of Reality,” the “ty” or tea being
emphasized. Every morning we would drink Russian tea or o/ai while
listening, to the inspiring topics, beginning with the creation of the
world and ending in the Second Coming of Christ. When these courses
were completed it was time to move on 1o the History of Music with
Fr. Paisius.

Fyvery morming when the chores are inished, we are hypnoacally



led down the stairs to class by the beautiful sounds of Middle Age,
Renaissance, or Baroque music. Father Paisius’ class is an indepth look
At music, its original purpose, and its evolution throughout the ages.
‘I'his class is a one-month course squeezed into one weck. Each day
ather Paisius opens with a picce of music on the time period we are
studying. He then explains the changes that occurred from one period
(o the next; and then, to truly capture the differences, he plays us
another picce. Having touched upon chant, Middle Age, and Renais-
inee music we are now studying Baroque, “the peak of music history.”

Besides the classes we receive here, there are also a number of
lectures given at Monk’s Rock, our local outreach, coffeehouse and
bookstore. These include a lecture on chant by Facher Paisius, and §
series of lectures by the prestigiods Father Damascene on “Depression,
Resentment, Fear” and “Who is Jesus Christ?” as a mission to the poor
and downtrodden. The lectures are given to the local drug and alcohol
rchabilitation center called Safe Harbor. From our contact with the
local radio station and newspaper, the lectures and other special events
are advertised, giving a lot of publicity to Monk’s Rock by bringing

people from all over the community.

Theophany—DBlessing of the Waters

From the night hcf}:;re, we had it all planned out. It was going to
be Caleb, Keith, Maw, and me jumping into ice cold waters by the
inspiraton of Theophany. We did not know how cold it was and we all
did not really care, all we knew was that it was blessed waters, and we
were going to ger a blessing of a lifetime.

Everybody from the Academy processed down to the waterfront
after having an inspiring liturgy. All the men had their swimming gear
on: not shorts, but pants and a t-shirt. We were all standing there
waiting, for the cue from Fr. Damascene to go. He told us before that
we should walk in and try to go under three times. We all knew we were
going to go under three times but wading in was pretty much impossi-
ble. The water was rolling over our feet so we knew it was cold, some of
us were trying to persuade others ro jump in with us. The only willing
volunteer was Brendan.

Waiting there for the cue, staring at Fr. Damascene who shouted,



“Christ is baprized!” Before anyone could say anything we were off like
a shor, hurling imto the water without any doubus, tlunhing oursclves
three times in the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit.

. —Eric Prost

Dedication of St. loasaph’s Hall

St. loasaph came to America on the “Three Hierarchs” from Valaam
with Sts. Herman and Juvenal. Before long, Archimandrite loasaph, as
t_;:ad of the mission, had baprized 7,000 Aleuts. On May 14rch, 1799, he
was™ consecrated bishop of Kodiak and all the adjacent islands and
immediately sailed for Kodiak aboard the ship “Phoenix.” However, all
the hands and passengers died when it sank en-roure.

In 1899 Bishop Tikhon (later Patriarch) called St. loasaph the
“Apostle of our Land” and said that a school should be named after him.
Thus, we have dedicated our main hall and classroom afier this
“Teacher and Enlightener” of the American people.

Up until abour four weeks ago St. loasaphs Hall had surplus
furniture, books and appliances, and abourt everything else that we
hadn’t been able to use yer, stacked eight feet deep. The whole room was
frosted with sheetrock dust from our sanding work on the walls.

Now, however, when the early morning sun shines through the
windows St. loasaph finds the students studying hard. There are chalk-
boards on the newly painted walls, books on the new floor-to-ceiling
shelves and a lampada burning before the icons.

On Monday, January 25th, we dedicated St. loasaph’s Hall. A
troparion was composed and there was enough holy water 1o float the
“Three Hierarchs.” After the dedication, our first official class was on
the Life of St. loasaph. The classroom is used for many activites. It also
houses our newly acquired piano and thus will be used for music lessons
and group pracuces as well. Many times throughout the day ic is simply
a good quiet place to study. Our main classes thus far are the History of
Reality, History of Music, History of Art and English Literature. Qur
newest class is Journalism. As we work we are inspired to look up and
sce the countenance of St loasaph in the icon because we know that he

is praying for us.






