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Question: Who are those two engaged in
the most fierce battle of the world?
Answer: They are Life and Death.
Question: Who was the first prophet
of the divine mystery?
Answer: Adam...

(From the manuscript

of I. Yaremetsky-Bilakhevich,
18th cent., p. 174)
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CHAPTCR |

in which I explain why I started this book

fter having read Polycarp’s Patericum, con-

ceived for the edification of future generations,

I, the unworthy Simeon, was lost in thought
I I have sufficient time for reflection, since 1
am unfit for physical labor at the monastery, and
besides, I can afford a servant, so I am free to indulge
in idleness and quiet observation of the ever wonderiul
and prodigious sky. Perhaps this was the true reason
why I became a monk, for I thought that no one could
interfere with my idleness here.

I like to come out of my cell and sit in the sun
contemplating, or else I kneel so as not to be too
cunspicuous to the brothers of the monastery; thoughts
come light and transparent, and I also become more
light and transparent myself. I love this state of mine
for only then, perhaps, do I feel truly close to God.
During one of my trances 1 started contemplating of
Polycarp’s manuscript, which I had just finished
reading at the Father Superior's behest. In a way
I envied Polycarp, for he had the honor of describing
the heroic deeds of our fraternity. The fact was that
he had arranged all the stories with his high-flown
eloquence, relating true and fabricated tales like those
that senile monks liked to tell. These stories sound
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startling by the weak and shimmering light of icon-
lamps. 1 also liked to visit old monks and humbly
nurse them though there were times I couldn’t help
being irritated, for old people can be erratic and even
nasty sometimes. I absorbed their stories exactly like
Polycarp did, but the difference was that he had done
so with the blessing of the Father Superior and the
Metropolitan, intending to compose a book that would
become immortal and divine in the centuries to come.
As for me, 1 attended story-telling parties out of
sheer curiosity which will probably be regarded as a
sin on the day of the Last Judgement. I, however,
believed that a sin was something which could bear
evil and bring misfortune to the world. 1T thought that
my curiosity did no harm to anyone, and I acted
exactly like Polycarp, but without the blessing of my
superiors.

It was a lovely evening and I stood motionless,
looking at the bright sky without a single cloud. It
emanated an unusual pinkish-blue light which filled
me with bliss; it seemed to me that some sweet wave
carried me up into the divine realms. This ascent
convinced me I could follow in Polycarp’s footsteps
and perfect the descriptions [ didn’t like in his
manuscript. In that pinkish-blue twilight, I decided to
write down all the stories I had heard on parchment
I could afford to buy on my own. Then I planned to
become a hermit so as not to plague our community
with my strange occupation.

Now as I write these lines, the process of creating
fills my soul with the same bliss that I experienced
when I decided to devote myself to writing: I feel
light and transparent. I am seized by a strong and
unexpected desire to create my own synaxarion or a
patericum, but not to extol or denounce the Holy
Fathers. I want to iransmit all the stories I have

8



heard in the most objective and scrupulous way. Poly-
carp trimmed all the true stories to serve his aim,
which was to extol or denounce. In contradistinction
to Polycarp I do not long for fame, and neither do
I intend to give my work to copyists. Our community
would never bless me for this, for telling stories at
leisure and taking up writing are two different tasks.

The former is the result of vanity, but the latter
must always serve the glory of God or man. What
I have in mind — let it not be considered a sin — is
that even man’s vanity serves the glory of God.
People’s memory must treasure not pious lies but the
real truth, though I realize that truth is something
like the fluff of a dandelion. I am not sure I will be
able to avoid extolling or denouncing, but 1 hasten to
explain that the evaluations are mine. However, 1 will
certainly not change the stories themselves or keep
anything back. I will leave my manuscript in the
hands of God and not in the hands of man, for I am
not seeking that kind of fame. I will put my parchment
into a jug (I have already found one) with a piece of
tarred paper on top. After that, I will wrap it all up
in leather to protect the parchment inside and to
fertilize our Mother-Earth at the same time. I have
all T might need in my cell: the only thing I miss is
the sky. I have always loved it, both before 1 entered
the monastery and in my monk’s cell. It was only my
relentless will to write this book that made me enter
the underground darkness stirred only by the weak
flame of a candle or a torch. And, besides, I wanted
to understand the men I was going to write about, for
many hermits in their solitary cells were somehow
growing closer to Satan than to God. To avert that
danger. I decided to stay for a month in my hermitage
and then come out for a certain period of time, and
then withdraw again. I needed it not to interrupt my

9



communication with the sky. I must look upwards
from time to time and find blue wells between white
clouds for the pure blue happiness that pours down
into my soul. This prepares me for revelation. When
I am in my hermitage, I can close my eyes and see
a piece of azure sky with my mind’s eye, and 1 feel
authentic elation in my soul. “Oh, My Lord,” I whisper,
“give me enough strength to do what you have
commanded me to do. It is not Satan that rules over
my aspirations but you, My Lord. The Evil One could
never let my mind’s eye admire such azure; neither
this pure sparkling joy nor my holy inspiration and
fervor could come from Satan. Here, in the darkness,
I seek Your light, My Lord, and Your light is good,
while the Evil One never does good. Let all that is
petty, unworthy, dark, envious, and slanderous leave
my sight, and may there always be a piece of azure
sky before my eyes; and let it be my light.”

I kept repeating that prayer until tears came to my
eyes. At that hour of highest revelation, my cell was
filled with a strange light that was faint but pure.



/
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CHAPTCR |l

in which I tell the story of a possessed man

he monk Laurentius, who would later become

a hermit, was famous with us for his ability to

cure the possessed. The story I am about to

tell happened in September, which was special

that year. The sky was as bright as in spring. Huge

wooly clouds, dark at the bottom and sparkling at the

top, moved across the sky. From time to time, they

bunched into a dark and heavy rainclouds that poured

down in brief torrents which lasted only until the wind

drove away the gray bulk and the sky became bright

again, the same clouds scudding across it, dark at the
hottom and sparkling at the top.

Perhaps it was the weather that aroused something
dark and ailing in the soui of the man whom we took
for someone possessed. He stood howling right in the
center of his garden, thus terrifying all the neighbors.
He howled craning his neck and staring into the sky
and at the clouds. This poor possessed soul was a giant
of a man, strong as an ox, and a few men who at-
tempted to tie him down had to run away from his
vard as fast as possible, for this lummox broke one
of the men’s collar-bone, while the other two got away
with bruises. Then Laurentius was sent for, and
| accompanied him out of curiosity. Many people
gathered at the yard of the possessed man, and no one
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had any doubts Satan’s whole family had inhabited
the giant’s body. As we approached, the crowd of
people started explaining what had happened, shouting
and interrupting each other. Upon seeing us, the giant
shuddered and started crying in a hoarse voice, cursing
to drive us away. Laurentius stayed calm. Showing no
fear, he approached the fence where he could easily
step over it and asked the possessed man in a loud
voice, carefully articulating every word, if the latter
wanted to talk to him. After that the man turned
deathly pale and dropped to the ground, writhing in
pain, and turning even paler until he began to foam
at the mouth.

“He is not yet ready to talk to me,” said Laurentius
to the crowd. “But if you insist, you can tie him down
now.”

Five men stepped out of the crowd, but at the same
time, the possessed man stopped writhing and jumped
to his feet. I was surprised to see how adroitly Lau-
rentius moved away from the fence.

“It was the cross that hit him,” Laurentius ex-
plained to the crowd and made the sign of the cross
himself.

A strong gust of wind dishevelled leaves on the trees
and tore at Laurentius’ clothes, playing with the thick
hair of the possessed man who was standing in the
middle of the garden and moving his head in a strange
way, perhaps still in pain.

“Don’t you dare touch me, anyone!” he cried out
hoarsely. “It is not Satan in me but the sickness!”

The crowd echoed with whistles and laughter. The
possessed giant snatched up a stake, ready to repulse
an attack.

“I'll smash the head of anyone who dares to step
into my yard!” he cried out desparingly.

The wind roared and whistled, bending the crowns
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of the trees; their trunks squeaked. The gusts of wind
were so strong that they were almost taking people’s
hats off. Therefore, the sky was also changing: first
the sun dived out of the clouds, then it disappeared
again. The light and the dark kept trading places.
When the sun appeared, everything lit up.

“Listen, Procopius,” Laurentius cried out, “I order
you to go to the monastery. You will be cured there.”

“Who are you sending me to?” asked Procopius
angrily. “Are you sending me to those who are not
able to cure themselves?”

“] am sending you to the Holy Fathers,” uttered
Laurentius.

The possessed man’s head twitched and twisted,
a grimace distorting his face.

“Your Fathers are not holy enough to cure me,” he
said wearily, sitting down onto the pile of logs in the
middle of the yard.

“Why are you abusing the Holy Fathers, Proco-
pius?” Laurentius asked loudly. “That is Satan
speaking for you.”

“There are only five men in your monastery who are
really holy,” answered Procopius.

“Name them!” Laurentius ordered.

In return, the possessed man raised his head and
roared with laughter. The spasms of laughter were like
gusts of wind interrupting his speech. He named them,
but he mentioned neither the Father Superior nor
Laurentius, or even the Zealot. He didn’'t mention
either me, the sinner, or Jeremiah the Perspicacious.
The person he did name was Isaac the Blessed and a
few lay brothers and serfs who did all the dirty work
in the monastery. Laurentius grew dark with anger.

“The Evil One is in you, Procopius,” he screamed.

“Let me come up and talk to you. You better let me do
it for your own good.”
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During their conversation, five men crawled along
the fence planning to attack the possessed man from
behind his house. But they failed to catch him un-
awares. He roared like a wounded animal brandishing
his stake at the men, and he would probably have
succeeded in finishing them off if not for another
attack of pain. He stood motionless for a second and
then shuddered, dropping his stake and collapsing
onto the trampled grass. While he writhed and
trembled, a few men attacked him and tied him down,
punching and kicking him. Procopius howled, tossing
and turning on the ground. The men rolled back and
then leaned all their weight upon him again until they
were entangled in a confused, screaming and panting
mass. Then new volunteers rushed to help the fighting
men. They tied Procopius so he couldn’t move but only
spit and rattle. Laurentius was present there and
kept making the sign of the cross over the sick
man.

The invaders had to leave the yard once again when
Procopius stopped writhing, and with an effort, snapped
the ropes as if they were rotten threads. He jumped to
his feet, clasping his stake.

He looked terrifying. He was extraordinarily tall, his
clothes torn, and his face battered and dirty. He waved
his stake above his head and drove all the people out
of his yard. Even the fearless Laurentius ran away. It
seemed to me that the wind was blowing so hard that
it swept all of the invaders away.

“You will not capture me!” the possessed man cried
in a hoarse voice. “Do you hear me? You won’t! Stop
attacking! Anyway, you won’t take me!”

“Put your stick away!” Laurentius ordered. “Put it
aside and let me talk to you. No more fights, we have
to talk.”

The possessed man cast a glance al Laurentius as
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if seeing him for the first time. He put his stake down
and leaned on it like a cane.

“I am afraid of your Holy Fathers,” he said.

Then Laurentius walked straight toward him. He
jumped over the fence fearlessly and stopped in front
of the possessed giant. Taken aback, the crowd fell
silent. Even the wind was startled and stopped attacking
the trees and people, while a rain-cloud slipped away
and let the sun appear and fill the yard with the
miraculous shimmering light in which there stood two
nen, one huge and the other very small. Perhaps,
Laurentius uttered something, but nobody could catch
it. The crowd saw Procopius throw away his stake and
grin. Then Laurentius said something else in a low
voice, but I couldn’t decipher a word. Laurentius made
the sign of the cross over the man and then crossed
him twice again. The cloud covered the sun and every-
thing became dull again. The wind grew still, and
that strange silence made everyone feel odd. Well,
maybe, I was the only one who felt that way. I pricked
my ears trying to hear at least a word of the con-
versation in the yard. I heard somebody sniff by my
side and noticed Polycarp whose eyes shone with
curiosity.

“Look, Brother Simeon,” he whispered to me. ‘‘Lau-
rentius is not afraid of the person who frightened ten
men.”’

The possessed man quieted down completely. He
turned and walked to the other end of the yard where
there was another pile of logs. He and Laurentius sat
down there and started a conversation. The people kept
quiet as if under a spell, but they couldn’t hear what
the two men were talking about. I looked at the forests
and fields that stretched beyond the houses. Every-
thing was bright in the sunlight, and the sky was
almost cloudless and flat closer to the horizon. It
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seemed to me that right there where the chains of
clouds stood out against the background of the bright
azure sKy, spring and autumn met. But, maybe it was
summer’s chimerical way of saying good-bye to the
sky and the earth. In full daylight, the people’s faces
turned dull and expressionless, for they could not sense
the beauty of the world while they all watched with
strained attention the negotiations between Laurentius
and the possessed man. At the same time, some men
tried to approach the sick man.

“Don’t,” ordered Laurentius. “My prayer has almost
reached his heart.”

The crowd around me gave a startled shriek and
people started making the sign of the cross hastily. Two
young women tried their best, their eyes shining with
curiosity and excitement. I was sure that in their
heads there were tangles of words — the legend was
being created at that particular moment. I thought
that in Polycarp’s head there was another tangle of
words, for he, being a story-teller, could not help but
think over what he had just seen.

“My prayer has calmed him,” said Laurentius, and
took Procopius by the hand. He stood up and Procopius
rose jadedly with him.

“Come on, my son. Let’s go to the smith who will
chain you, and then we can go anywhere you want.”
Laurentius said this loudly, carelully articulating
every word so everybody could hear him.

The crowd, Polycarp, and I were all taken by sur-
prise when we saw the indocile giant being led by a
feeble monk, because only a while ago, he had been
waving his horrible stick.

“This is a miracle!” exclaimed Polycarp by my side.
“People, you have witnessed a miracle.”

He fell to his knees, and all the people did the same.
I had to stand still, too, but I was in doubt, as usual.
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Laurentius led the possessed man by the hand, while
Procopius used his free hand to wipe his forehead with
the sleeve of his torn shirt. They were approaching the
smithy, and the people who had witnessed everything
followed them. An undersized broad-shouldered smith
walked out of the black womb of his shop and stopped
on the porch, waiting for them.

“Chain his feet and hands, and put an iron chain
on his neck!” Laurentius ordered weightily.

Procopius stretched out his arms obediently and the
smith started putting the chains on him.

Polycarp was not there with us; he had fled to the
monastery from the yard. Right before that, Laurentius
had whispered something in his ear.

“Did you manage to convert him to faith, Brother
Laurentius?” I asked the monk while the possessed
man was being chained. *“He grew still so quickly...”

“My prayer was answered,” Laurentius answered
humbly.

“Which saint did you pray?”’ I asked him in the
same manner.

“I prayed to all the saints,” replied Laurentius.
“I hope this man recovers soon.”

I doubted that, for I knew the miserable fate of the
possessed who were chained in dark caves. They dashed
around. screaming and pleading, howling and cursing
themselves and the whole world. They were calmed
down by prayers and rods. My heart ached when
[ heard the whistling of the rods and the cries of the
possessed who wept like wounded animals. More than
once I was puzzled by their sick eyes like those of
martyrs. I thought that, maybe Christ had such eyes
when he looked at this world. They died in their caves
and were buried there like offal. I often tried to
understand why the Evil One inhabited the sick and
deranged brain. What was his reward in this case?
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After all, Satan usually possessed our thoughts,
aspirations and desires directed at evil: at evil deeds
and schemes. As far as Satan was concerned, it seemed
to me, he would rather inhabit sound clever people,
though, of course, he didn’t loathe the ailing or the
stupid.

Satan is invisible and omnipresent, you can never
touch him. Both heaven and hell are in our souls, our
souls being their eternal battlefield. Such sick and
suffering eyes can belong only to people standing aloof
from that struggle; they do not think about good and
bad; they long for freedom. People like us who are
safe and sound think about good and bad, and that
is why our souls are receptive to Satan. I used to think
of that during my long and lonely hours of prayer
before the sacred images. Those thoughts interfered
with my prayers, but I didn’t dismiss them, for they
were sound. Thoughts poured out of me and I directed
them to the eky, to the sunny azure wells I loved so.
I believed it was only in the first sky that the clouds,
thunder and lightning fought in a reflection of our
passions; but higher, there was surely pure silence.
Human passions derive from our destination and life
in the world. One who walks the earth ploughs the
land, but he also unsheathes his sword; not only does
he sweat over his land and corn that preserves life,
but he also plunders and tramples its fruit. When such
thoughts crossed my mind, my soul used to become
thin and transparent, and I was filled with a blue fire
from the sky. The lucidity in my mind was similar to
some sharp, insatiable pain; perhaps it was my soul
crying since it was not easy for my poor spirit to be
dressed always in the awkward and heavy garb of a
body.

By that time the feet and hands of the possessed man
were already chained, and he had a wide leather collar
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with a chain leash attached to it. Laurentius took the
chain in his hand.

“Have you ever been to the Monastery of the
Caves?” solemnly asked Laurentius in a loud voice.
“Do you know the brothers whko live there?”

“I have visited the monastery, but I don’t know any
of the brothers there,” replied the possessed man
reasonably, and the crowd listened with curiosity.

“Who are you afraid of there?”’ asked Laurentius
quite loudly again as if he had forgotten that the sick
man had named only five holy brothers before. This
time, the first people he named were the Father
Superior, Laurentius and Polycarp. He also named the
Zealot, Jeremiah, Matthew, Athanasius, Nicetas,
Agapetos, Gregory, Mark, Theophilus, Theodore and
his mediator Basil, Olympius, and Spyridon, and neither
did he forget me. He went on with the names until
there were thirty three of them. Laurentius had a
beaming smile on his face, while the possessed man
hung his head.

“These thirty three men can cure me or send me
away,” he said in a muffled voice.

“We will lock you in a cave, and thus you will be
freed.” announced Laurentius.

The possessed man raised his head, his eyes flashed.

“What good will it do to me if dead people treat
me?” he asked firmly. “If you want to see my struggle
for life why don’t you take me to living monks?”

Laurentius pulled the chain leash and led him. The
giant walked obediently. Laurentius advanced with
measured steps by his side, and behind them, at a
distance, followed the crowd, buzzing like a swarm of
hees. T walked behind all of them, and it seemed to
me that [ was witnessing some chimerical ritual.
Suddenly the possessed man stopped looking around,
4nd muttered something.
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“He speaks Greek. Latin and Hebrew in turn,”
announced Laurentius, and it puzzled me even more,
for Laurentius did not know any of these languages.
The crowd grew frightened, and the distance between
the possessed man and the crowd increased.

The monastery gate appeared, and we could see the
Zealot waiting for us meekly.

“People,” the possessed man said all of a sudden
turning to the crowd. “They are leaving me alone!
I am relieved of them, people!”

The crowd sighed softly. Laurentius crossed himself
and walked around Procopius, making the sign of the
cross from all sides.

“The devils are leaving him because he is ap-
proaching a holy place,” solemnlv announced Lauren-
tius. “You have witnessed a miracle, people, a real
miracle!”

The procession entered the monastery gate. The
Zealot crossed himself.

“Where do I have to go?” asked the possessed man.

“To the church. You are not afraid of the church,
are you?®”

“Not any more,” uttered the man. “I can even see
the thirty-three men waiting to cure me.”

And indeed they were waiting for us in the church.
the Father Superior and all the brothers. I joined
them.

“Do you know any of these people?” Laurentius
emitted a piercing shriek.

“I don't know any of them,” answered the man.

“These are the men whom vou named.”

“I don’t know them by sight,” answered the sick
man.

The Father Superior took a step forward and looked
sharply at Procopius.

“Who has cured you?”’ he asked.

?

1
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Procopius staggered and fell to his knees before the
icon of the Virgin.

“It was she,” he cried out. “The Holy Fathers came
with her to meet me. There were thirty-three of them,
and I was cured.”

Then everyone fell to his knees, and I too, for I didn’t
want to stand out from the others. I thought then that
it was better if the Almighty received more praise
even from the cunning men, for the world should have
been more than darkness and evil alone. I noticed that
there in church, the possessed man mentioned the first
holy men he had remembered in the very beginning
besides the Holy Fathers he enumerated a minute
earlier. And though he had already named thirty-eight
holy men, nobody seemed to mind. As far as I was
concerned, I felt relieved in a strange way, because if
there existed at least five upright souls on Earth, it
could not be won by the Evil One. Satan interferes
with our thoughts and hearts, but He never comes to
those who are not aware of His existence, and whose
eyes, the eyes of the sick and mourning, shine.

The chains were removed from Procopius; this wasn’t
hard for Laurentius to do. The giant bowed and the
Father Superior gave him permission to retire. He fell
to his knees before the venerable old man and tears
appeared in his eyes when he was blessed. Only after
that did he leave. The crowd made way for him to pass
staring at him with admiration.

I was standing by the door and, thus could follow
him. The western part of the sky was covered with a
dark depressing cloud which meant that it was raining
hard somewhere. The wind started blowing again,
attacking a tree in the center of the churchyard. Right
above my head, I saw glittering silver clouds trembling
against the bright azure sky. The wind hit the possessed
man in the face, dishevelling his thick long hair. He

21



bowed down, walking fast towards the gate. I had the
feeling he was trying hard to keep from running.
I believed he would turn back at least once again to
say good-bye to those he was running from, so I hurried
to catch up with him to see his face at that particular
moment.

And so it happened. The fierce gust of wind struck
Procopius again and he turned back, looking in the
direction where he had left his tormentors. His eyes
widened and grew dark. The sun peeked out of the
clouds, and its bright light illuminated Procopius’
ghastly face. I stood still, trembling and petrified for
this was a face from an icon. And I thought with a
lump in my throat that this was trulv a wonder, for
there he was: the sick and mourning man.
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CHADPTER I

in which I tell a story avout
Jeremiah the Perspicacious

hen I heard the sound of the bell, I realized
that I could hardly get up. It was still dark,
and the lay brother was trying to wake me
up by timidly shaking my shoulder.

I walked through the damp twilight with Gregory
moving slowly in front of me and Nestor, the author
of the Chronicles, sighing heavily behind me. We were
all subdued that morning and kept our lips sealed on
our way to the church, though we usually exchanged
remarks regardless of the rules. Titus, the priest, and
Evargius, the deacon, whose enmity and anecdotes
about it were well known, celebrated matins wearily
and inertly. The Father Superior was in the same
disposition. He stood in his place rocking slightly, and
in the dim candle light, he looked hunchbacked, his
cowl sticking up. I found a place to one side from
which I could see the whole community. At the very
end, there stood a gray-haired man with a wrinkled
face, not tall but rather broad-shouldered, his eyes
narowed as usual. This was Jeremiah. That morning
he was absolutely motionless, still as a corpse, and
only his walking stick kept him upright.

The chin of Jeremiah's heavy face jutted out, and
his white beard resembled a dirty mop in that dim

23



light. My feet grew numb, and, perhaps others had the
same problem. Brother Matthew swayed and nearly
fell down. After a while, Jeremiah's eyes opened, and
they were clear and bright like green water between
the snow-covered banks of a river. Brother Matthew
shook his head to dispel the blackness in it. At that
very moment, Brother Theodore swayed and nearly
collapsed, but in a second there were those clear green
eyes surrounded by thick gray hair shining behind
him. Theodore stopped singing and waddled towards
the Father Superior who was unusually stooped. Our
singing seemed to drown in Brother Theodore’s whisper
as he excused himself for not being fit. The Father
Superior’s cowl nodded, and Brother Theodore backed
away then turned and drifted toward the doors like
a shadow. Strangely enough. I still remember his face.
It was ashen. Jeremiah looked at Theodore, too, his
hig green eyes flashing; and I even thought I could
see a big gray cat atop a mount searing a good-for-
nothing mouse with his eyes as it crawled toward him.
Theodore passed by Jeremiah like water flows round
a stone, and I noticed that his lips twitched and his
eyes went out for a moment.

We all {idgeted when we thought of Brother
Theodore in his warm bed, because we were chilly and
uncomfortable on the stone floor, and a cold wind was
playing with our robes, getting inside and freezing our
bodies. It seemed that dozens of invisible hands were
moving about the church seeking out every one of us.
I tried hard not to doze off, though I could hardly
keep my eyes open. It was as if some warm heavy
Dream was sitting on my shoulders, closing my eyes
with his hands.

Brother Matthew swayed again and had to lean on
a pillar so as not to fall down, and Jeremiah’s eyes
flashed again like green ice against the hoar-frost of
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dead grass. Matthew walked towards the Father
Superior, unable to bend his knees, his withered but-
tocks jutting out. The church was filled with a rustle
that could have come from a tree with iron leaves. The
cowl nodded again, and Matthew — like Theodore
before him — drifted to the doors in the direction of
the green fire of Jeremiah’s gaze.

I leaned my shoulder against a pillar hiding from
Jeremiah behind it, for I could not keep from yawning
any longer, and it was tearing my jaws apart. That
was the reason I stopped singing. My mouth opened
so wide I was afraid it would get jammed.

At last the long matins came to a close, and we
hurried out of the church. Only Jeremiah remained
motionless, standing like a pillar himself. His eyes
were wide open, and they were the color of the
withered grass under the first frost. His lips were
compressed in a mocking smile. Everyone felt uneasy
passing by him; we all lowered our eyes under his
mocking gaze, because each of us had a warm shaggy-
haired dreamer inside who was keeping us warm and
drowsy. We could think only of our cells and beds,
which had probably become cold by then, but they
would soon be warm again.

I was not fated to rest that morning. Something
prompted me to remain in the church. I stood by the
pillar, my curiosity excited by Jeremiah’s blissful
expression.

The Father Superior walked past, supported by
Polycarp, and he was weary and drowsy. This time
Jeremiah directed his green fire at the Father
Superior.

“Did you want to say something, Jeremiah?” asked
the venerable old man.

“T have seen a great miracle today,” Jeremiah slowly
said,
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“You are always seeing miracles,” uttered the
Father Superior, directing his small black eyes at
Jeremiah. “You see nothing but wonders, my son. Isn't
it too much for you?”

“This one was special,” said Jer< riah, lifting his
head with its dishevelled beard. “The Evil One was
here with us today.”

“The Evil One?” the Father Superior exclaimed in
terror.

“l saw him dressed as a merchant,” Jeremiah ex-
plained, and his eyes went out, for he blinked moment-
arily...

He was extremely old and withered, and what he
saw was butterflies that suddenly filled the church.
They flapped their silver wings, and white drowsiness
made the old man ache all over: nobody knew how old
he really was. They said he was three hundred years
old. When he came to the monastery, he was as old
and gray as he was just then, or so they said; for some
reason, he had saved the gray hair that was cut when
he was tonsured. He was all gray: his beard, moustache,
eyebrows, and the skin of his face. His visage was
ashen as a whitewashed wall and it looked startling
against his black robe and cowl. That was why he had
visions so often: that day he had seen a swarm of white
and green butterflies that had whirled ahove him. But
then they disappeared and he probably dozed off,
waking up each time one of the brothers left the church
early.

“That merchant was wearing a white cloak,” added
Jeremiah, “and he had a bunch of flowers under it. He
walked stealthily, his feet hardly touching the floor.
He would pull a flower from his bouquet and throw it
on the backs of those brothers who did not sing during
matins but only opened their mouths instead. These
flowers are called thistles. So, he would pull one out
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and throw it. And if it stuck to someone’s robe that
person would sway and nearly fall down. That person
yawned, invented some ailment, came up to Your
Worship, and then escaped from the church.”

The old man had to exhale for he had been speaking
for too long, but his eyes were shining again and
playing like spring waters.

“None of them returned to church,
said solemnly. “They all went to bed...”

.50 the merchant in the white cloak walked around
taking flowers from under his cloak and throwing
them at the backs of the singing brothers. Those flowers
stuck to them, making them drunk, while the merchant
laughed, covering his mouth with his hand. And
Jeremiah the Perspicacious was the only one to see
it, for he was so ancient that no one knew how old he
really was; and those who were asleep in their cells
had sinful dreams, because the flowers were growing
in their closed eyes and mouths. Perhaps they were
giving those flowers to beauties with fluffy hair, for-
getting their vows...

The Father Superior stood in front of the Per-
spicacious Jeremiah, his eyes dim with drowsiness.
Polycarp had a mocking smile on his lips, thin as a
thread. He and Jeremiah were not drowsy.

“The story of Brother Jeremiah is worthy of great
attention,” the Father Superior said to Polycarp. “We
must call all the brothers together, and he will tell
them of his visions. The brothers who yielded to
Satan must do penance. As for you, you shall write
about it in your Patericum.”

Polycarp bowed, and the Father Superior headed
for the door. He could hardly move his bad feet, and
it wasn't easy for Polycarp to support him.

Jeremiah stood still for some time longer, peering
at something in front of him. It could have been the

bR}

the old man
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green and white butterflies flitting out of his eyes, or
the merchant in a white cloak with a bunch of flowers
under his coat. I thought then that he definetely knew
what sinful dreams were like, particularly those with
fluffy-haired beauties. And I realized that every person
disclosing his inner world left a good part of it con-
cealed. I also realized that Jeremiah’s only joy was
to watch. I took pleasure in it, too. For instance, it
was a delight for me to overhear that very conversation.
Thanks to it, my drowsiness disappeared. Now I under-
stand Jeremiah better — especially his passion for ob-
serving and shadowing others — but alien to me was his
joy when the brothers were punished after his reports.

I stood in the corner thinking of all that, and sudden-
ly a wave of sadness came over me. I closed my eyes
to comfort my soul.

“Why are you standing here, my son?” 1 heard
Jeremiah ask me in an even, rasping voice.

His big green eyes shone in front of me, and those
eves were like leaves that had fallen ounto the show
before their time.

“Well, I wanted to help you back to your cell,” I lied
without hesitation.

“It is very kind of you to help me, my son,” said
the old man. “My legs are stiff, and it is hard for me
to walk.”

“How old are you, Father?” I asked humbly leading
him by the arm.

“I never count my years,” Jeremiah answered dis-
pleased. “Count your sins, not years. Did you hear the
story that I told the Father Superior?”

“It is a wonderful story,” 1 answered.

“Tell it to the brothers,” uttered the old man. “And
share the penance of those who are going to be

punished. To share someone’s penance is pleasing to
God.”

28



“Do you, really, know everything, Father?” I asked
all agog. “I would like to ask you something.”

“Go ahead,” said the old man indifferently.

“Isn’t all that immense knowledge a burden to you
in your old age?”

“Knowizdge that comes from Satan is a burden,
but not the knowledge given by God,” he answered.
“Let’s stop for a while, Brother, you are walking too
fast.”

“How can you tell the difference between the two?”
I asked.

“You mustn’t doubt,” explained the old man after
he had caught his breath.

We continued on our way. Jeremiah walked towards
the bell. He loved to sit on the log that was there. He
spent all his spare time sitting on this log, either
brooding or dozing. 1 helped the old man sit down.

“Why did you ask me such a question?” he inquired,
and the greeu light of his extraordinary eyes shone
on me.

“I want to meet my old age with God-given know-
ledge, for I shall grow old like everyone else sometime,”
I said.

“Then you must pray more,” said he. “I look at you,
and I see that you really need to pray more.”

“Why me, Father?”

“You are concealing a sin. You won’t be punished
for that sin, but you have to be careful with it, for
it is a grave sin.”

“Which sin do you mean?”

The old man kept silent, staring at me and gumming,
[ was waiting patiently, trying to bear his piercing
gaze.

“You are different from others,” said Jeremiah at
last. “Beware of evil pride, for it will consume you if
vou are different from others.”

1

29



“But, Father,” T replied softly, “you are not like
others either!”

“That means I am burdened by the same sin.”

He closed his eyes and plunged into his usual
meditation. I looked at him in silent astonishment: his
face was as white as snow. White eye-lids, white
cheeks, and a white beard growing from his absolutely
white skin. The day was dawning. A shimmering light
was flooding the earth as if someone were waving a
white cloak, and that cloak filled the earth with light.
It could have been the merchant of Jeremiah's vision,
or, perhaps it was the white flowers that opened some-
where nearby just then. Millions of snow-white
butterflies flew from the flowers to the sky where they
dispersed and dissoved into the ethereal, shimmering
light that emanated from the clouds. High up in the
firmament, a magic show was taking place: the dark-
ness was melting and the virgin azure sky was appear-
ing there.

“May I go, Father?” I asked in a low voice.

The old man nodded. I turned and walked away.
Suddenly the sound of the same voice stopped me, bui
this time it was rasping or trembling.

“Brother Simeon, come here!”

I turned back. Blind fear pierced my heart. The old
man's eyes were wide open, and they resembled the
leaves of snowdrops breaking through the snow.

“A flower has stuck to your back,” he said, and
on his lips there appeared the same smile he wore in
the church earlier that morning. “It is a thistle to be
sure!”
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CHAPTER |V

in which there is a story about the Zealot,
the former Prince of Chernihiv

1

e raised his ax above his head, and its edge
flashed in the sunlight. He struck the log
and it split into pieces; chips scattered all
over the snow, and everything around was
covered with the pungent yellow chips. The Zealot
raised his ax again and another log noisily split to
pieces. It smelled of soft resin, and that fine subtle
scent reminded the Zealot of hunting, the barking of
the dogs, and the shining eyes of hounds” masters. He
gritted his teeth and swung the ax, his face becoming
gloomy. Deep mournful wrinkles grooved his forehead.
He stamped his feet, and his bast shoes left cross-like
tracks in the snow. The vellow wood sparkled in the
cold sunlight, and vapor rose above his cowl, as if the
former Prince of Chernihiv were on fire and smoke
was rising from him. He was chopping logs monoton-
ously, without pausing for even a momant, when a
dark-haired man dressed like a young prince stopped
nearby, sadly vatching the Zealot and his labors.
“Glory to Jesus Christ!” he said softly.
“Eternal glory to Him,” replied the monk, putting
his ax aside.
The stranger bowed.
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“I have already told you,” the Zealot said in a
hoarse voice breathing out vapor and the words with
difficulty through his pursed lips. “Never render
homage to me.”

“T can’t help it,” moaned the stranger. ‘I owe you so
much, my Prince.”

The Zealot sat down on a log and nodded for the
stranger to take a seat.

“l can see, Petro, that you are a true friend,” he
uttered horsely. “Or, maybe someone sent you to me...”’

Petro shook his head in denial.

“I gave up everything 1 had: my wife and children,
my home and power, my brothers and f{riends, my
serfs and villages. T have nothing in common with that
world, for everything in it is false. The mundane passes
away, while the spiritual treasures are eternal. The
Kingdom of Heaven created by God for those who love
Him is eternal.”

Petro sadly shook his head again.

“But God taught us to love,” he said lowering his
eyes. “Out there in the world are many people who
loved you, my Prince, and asked for your love. In
rejecting that love, do you become closer to God?”

“I reject earthly love for the sake of eternal-love,”
wheezed the Zealot, gray smoke wreathing from his
mouth. He gritted his teeth in the end. “I gave up more
hate than earthly love, for there is no power without
violence. No, I couldn’t go on...”

He raised his face. and it resembled a mask in the
bright light.

“Your wife has shared her anguish with me,” said
Petro. “She came here to see you, but you hid from her,
my Prince.”

“T did not want to re-open old wounds. Women tend
to forget their anguish very soon. So. please. don’t feel
sorry about that. She will never try to see me again.”
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“Your children have shared their misery with me.
They weep and miss you.”

“Children have short memories. Tell them their
father is dead.”

“Your brothers are inconsolable...”

The Zealot laughed rather rudely.

“My brothers secretly rejoice at my apostasy. I left
them my principality...”

“The boyars that served you, hoping to become great
and famous with your assistance are reproaching you
now.”

“The boyars will eagerly serve some other prince,
and that will surely console them.”

“But I will never be able to console myself,” said
Petro, brushing away tears. “For I am the one who
grew up with you and whom you saved from death,
the one you always shared your thoughts with, and
who was always a good listener.”

“I have nothing to talk about now,” said the Zealot,
rising from the log. “My only conversation is prayer;
I have no words for anything else. I want to be useful
to the brothers, at least, by chopping firewood.”

He swung his ax again, and its edge sparkled in the
sun; the log crackled but didn’t split.

“You are not used to this kind of work, my Prince,”
said Petro, rising from the log. “You should be careful
with your health and not torture your body with bound-
less work and ceaseless abstentions. God wants a pure
heart but not abstinence and excessive work.”

“There are no pure hearts without abstinence in
this world,” said the Zealot turning his face, illuminated
by the bright winter sun. “I have learned so much
about this world, and have come to realize that one
man alone can never change it. I don’t think many
prople together can do so either! You can only change
vour garb, while the world will always be full of hate
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and malice. The only way to find comfort is to achieve
harmony of spirit, and only then will you be rid of
that struggle the world is consumed by.”

“The world is struggling because it is alive,” said
Petro. “You are right, my Prince, there is a struggle in
this world; the struggle between good and evil, between
darkness and light. What would happen to our world
if all the kind-hearted and virtuous people renounced
it? Then the greatest darkness would fill it, endless,
infinite darkness.”

The Zealot raised his ax again. and the log split that
time.

“The Almighty alone knows what destiny each of us
deserves,” said the Zealot. “The Father alone knows
whether to send the world darkness or light. He makes
the humble withdraw heve...”

The Zealot raised the ax and struck the log with
such force that it split into pieces, and the ax dug into
the frozen ground...

I, Simeon, the servant of God, the author of these
notes, overheard this conversation when I was on my
way to visit my friend, our cook Spyridon. I sat by
the window looking at the sunlit, snow-covered garden,
and at the wooden wall, and at the path by that wall,
and at the light blue sky which seemed to be propped
up by that wall. Spyridon was offering me smoked
fish when I overheard the conversation I am writing
about. The Zealot chopped firewood for quite a long
time wuntil his friend, who was marking time, offered
to help. The Zealot rejected the offer, and Petro walked
away, stopping from time to time and looking back.
I continued to watch the Zealot chop logs, but more
than that, T was drawn by the sky. It looked so pale
and haggard that day, that the azure color had almost
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left it, and it resembled diluted bluing. That night, the
frost set in, and the logs in the sheds and their wooden
walls groaned and creaked.

2

In spring, rafts arrived at the monastery. The logs
were put on the steep river bank, and only then taken
np the hill. The crushed clay made a crunching noise
nnder the feet of those who were carrying the logs.
Sometimes a log would slip off their shoulders and
roll down the hill. The people at the top of the hill
warned those below with shouts and whistles, and
the latter scattered. It smelled of water, damp verdure,
and fish. Not far from the bank, fishermen were
putting out their nets. The sky was in bloom, bright,
azure, and young. The fishermen pulled out the nets
and the holes were still covered with water. They
aliitered in the sun as if they were silver.

The Zealot stopped for a moment and stared at the
Dnieper. It seemed to him that he and his wife were
approaching Kiev in their boats. He played the trumpet
call to greet the wooden walls and towers, and the
~etting sun lit up the water with gold. The Zealot
gritted his teeth and lifted a log onto his shoulders.

“Don’t overstrain vourself, Brother Nicholas,” said
4 s~mall monk with beetling brows, Brother Nicodemus.
“lLet's try together.”

But the Zealot only cast a glance at Nicodemus —
iater Brother Nicodemus became the Bishop of Suz-
dal — and carried the log up the hill. His robe and
mantle were stained with marsh dirt, and his rough
fugh boots were red with clay. He walked slowly along
the slippery path. balancing the log. From time to
“'!me he weuld grab at the bushes, all covered with
sreen buds to keep from falling down.
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“Let me help you, Brother Nicholas,” said Isaac the
Blessed, coming down the hill. He was the person who
had been visited by the Evil One in the guise of Jesus
Christ. ““Otherwise your princely shoulders will be
aching.”

I was standing by the piles of logs at that very
moment, for I had been appointed by the Father
Superior to oversee the transporting of the logs. But
even from there I could clearly see the Zealot’s neck
redden.

“Thank you, Brother Isaac, for reminding me of my
nothingness,” said the Zealot humbly, trying to bow
to the other. It cost him much trouble, for he stumbled
and fell down on the slippery clay. The log tumbled
from his shoulders and rolled noisily down.

“Ha-ha-ha!” chortled Isaac the Blessed, trembling
with laughter. ““This is nothing like sitting at the table
on a feast day.”

I shouted Isaac down, but he bent his head to his
shoulder and laughed happily. The Zealot got up, his
robe and mantle shining with mud; his face was
surprisingly peaceful.

“He said that from the bottom of his heart,” the
Zealot told me. “And he is absolutely right, because
carrying logs cannot be compared with feasting.”

Isaac stood on the hill chuckling. He caught hold
of a tree and hung on it, choking with laughter.

“Why don’t you rest a while, Brother Nicholas,”
I said affectionately.

“I'm not tired,” replied the Zealot, gasping, and his
blue eyes flashed.

“Don’t indulge in his whims, Brother Simeon,”
shouted Isaac from the tree. “Since he had girded him-
self in meekness, let him work like the rest of us.”

The Zealot lifted the log to his shoulders again. This
time he walked unhurriedlv and quietly, groping his
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way before stepping; he even bit his lip to increase his
concentration.

By the high stacks of logs on the hill, stood Petro
watching the Zealot’s unlucky ascent. I saw him
rushing to help his former master, but the latter
rejected his assistance, and threw the log onto the
stack. They stood face to face, having a heated
argument. [ could have reproduced that conversation,
for it was easy to guess what they were talking about,
but being true to the commandment of serving the
eternal truth, I abstain from hypothetical, apocryphal
speeches; that is why I suggest that they talked about
the hard and thankless labor of carrying logs. Petro
tried to convince the Prince to refuse to work or to ask
for leave. For my part, I would have gladly complied
with his request, for my heart is not at all cruel or
malevolent; and, besides, only the monks who had to
do penance were expected to do such arduous labor,
while the rest of the workers were peasants hired by
the monastery. The Zealot had volunteered to work
himgelf and the Father Superior couldn’t refuse him.

They walked down the hill together.

“It was nice talking to you, Petro,” said the Zealot
as they went. “A conversation with you restores my
spirit wonderfully. First I have to carry the logs, and
then we will be able to sit down on one of them.”

“What if I offer you my help, my Prince?” asked
Petro.

“You are wearing expensive clothing,” said the
former Prince without even a shadow of a smile. “You'll
soil the expensive cloth, and it will be ruined.”

“Cloth is made to wear out,” objected Petro.

“Then 1 won’t go against your good will,” replied
th(‘z‘Zealot meekly and asked me if I minded.

Fhey started carrying logs together. They would lift
+ log onto their shoulders and climb, balancing the
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log. Once the young lad slipped and fell, proving the
Zealot’s words perhaps, and his clothes were spoiled
indeed. His cord-robe collar, the breast and hem of
his coat were all covered with brownish stains, but
Petro didn’t seem to mind. The two of them carried
the logs very carefully. As for me, I made cuts on a
cudgel so I would be able to count the logs later. When
the workers were slow in coming, I could admire the
Dnieper, where the fishermen were still dragging their
silver nets: big sparkling fish struggled desperately in
them. And when the sun was ready to set, they pulled
out the last net and dumped the fish into the boat.
After that, they started singing as they went up the
river in their boats. These fishermen belonged to the
Prince. Their song rang out quietly over the river, as
quietly as their oars cut the water striped with gold;
and the echo of that song reverberated on the hilly
bank. I admired the high cloudless sky, and my soul
softened from that wonderful tune spreading over the
water and the golden patches of light playing on the
ripples. I could feel the cool distinct breath of the
earth, from which the seeds sown in autumn were
almost ready to sprout. I absorbed the perfect silence
of the spring night, silence that drifted from every-
where and was sweet and divine. “It is a happy day
that ends in golden silence,” I thought.

The Zealot and Petro came down for the last logs.

“Now, Petro we can talk. We still have time before
vespers,” said the Zealot, rasping. His eyes were
bulging, and his face dreadfully pale from the hard
work. I examined this man carefully and noticed some
hidden pain in his bulging eyes. Immediately it echoed
in my heart, because a person who hides his pain deep
in his soul is worthy of benediction.
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“It is a misery to me, my Prince, to see how you
humiliate yourself,” said Petro. ‘“And your pious
brothers show only disdain for your extreme squalor.
I am amazed at your stomach: there were times when
it wasn't satisfied with delicious food, and now it
tolerates crude porridge and stale bread. Take care, my
Prince, or illness might seize you; and if your body
is not strong enough, you will die. In that case I won’t
be able to help you.”

They were sitting by the kitchen on a willow log.
The Zealot was busy knocking off the mud that had
stuck to his boots with a stick. He didn't seem to be
listening to the young lad. He looked ridiculous and
pathetic as if he had gotlen into a big brawl and.
moreover, had wallowed in the marsh. His face was
sad, or even chimerically sad against the greenish
smoke that filled Gregory’s garden. He took off his
cowl, and his wet and tousled hair was sticking to his
head. His long black moustache almost touched his
chin. So they sat like that for some time, either
" listening to the spring silence or brooding over some-
thing sad.

“Now think,” said the Zealot, “wasn’t I right? My
wife no longer seeks opportunities to meet me, and she
doesn’t try to convince me to give up my idea. And my
children? It's as if 1 never had any.”

“She has lost all hope,” said Petro without changing
his pose. “And your children are too small to set out on
such a journey.”

“Don’t you understand that I'm free of all that now?
Where are all those boyars you praised so highly? You
are the only one who is really true to me.”

“One is enough. But you cannot blame your brothers
for their indifference.”

39



“From time to time, the Grand Prince visits me
here,” said the Zealot in the same unhurried manner,
staring at some point in space with unblinking eyes.
“My second brother came to see me here once when
he was visiting Kiev. But I am not pleased by their
visits, since they are a temptation for the community.
What is this miserable old man who is visited by the
Grand Prince himself?”

“He comes here not as the Grand Prince, but as
your brother. And you cannol forbid him to carry
out his brotherly duty.”

“Unfortunately, you are right,” said the Zealot
slowly, tossing away his cane in disgust. “After all,
we have nothing to talk about though we are brothers.
His affairs are of no interest to me, and mine do not
interest him. Moreover, I have no business but my
humble service at the kitchen.”

I was sitting by the window at my friend Brother
Spyridon’s place when he turned in my direction. And
even from that window I could see the Zealot’s empty
exhausted eyes.

They looked at each other, the former Prince and
the young servant, until Petro couldn’t stand it any
longer.

“When I leave the monastery,” he said so softly that
I could hardly hear him, though my hearing was quite
keen, “I have the feeling that you are suffering from
some grave mental illness, my Prince. However, when
I am talking with you face to face. I believe you are
right. But, anyway, to live in such deprivation...”

The Zealot laughed drily.

“I accepted poverty in the name of God, in order to
find Him,” he said. “To die for Him is a very good
idea, while living in deprivation like Job is like being
a king to me.”

“Jobh was not like that,” said the lad. “And, besides,
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there has never been a prince who did what you have
done.”

“I will set an example for them,” sneered the Zealot.
“Perhaps, someone will envy me and become my
follower. The rest is no business of yours, or of those
who have sent you here...”

I was stunned by the way the Zealot pronounced
these last words, for he sounded unkind, cruel, and
even rude, as if he wanted to get rid of his uninvited
guest as quickly as possible. “This would be a gold
mine for Polycarp,” I thought then. Later Polycarp
composed a story that made the Zealot famous. He
composed it with my help, having inserted the story
into the letter written by Bishop of Vladimir and
Suzdal, Simon, which Polycarp claimed he got from
Simon himself, because in that letter, the bishop tried
to dissuade Polycarp from becoming a bishop. That
was how Polycarp announced his wish 1o the world;
everyone then admired his valor for writing against
himself. This would help him to become a bishop after
all in time, while Simon would never find out about
this letter, because he was a blessed and weak man,
and writing was never his strong point. Moreover, he
was totally deaf, and thus, he couldn’t hear what the
others whispered malevolently about Polycarp in his
ear. As far as I, Simeon, the servant of God, am
concerned, I do not long for any promotions in this
world, and, thus, I can tell the truth: what 1 saw with
my own eyes and heard with my own ears. That night,
when I was the guest of Spyridon, the cook, he offered
me some delicious Dnieper fish, which caused me to
remember clearly the other twilight with the fisher-
men, their song, and the patches of golden light on
the river.

It was necessity that forced me to tell that story to
Polycarp, because the young lad Petro went to the
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Father Superior after his conversation with the Zealot.
I didn’t have admittance to the Father Superior’s
office, so no matter how much I wanted, I couldn’t
have heard that vital conversation. Polycarp had
heard the second conversation, so we decided to
exchange information. I explained to Polycarp that it
was sheer curiosity on my part, while the latter didn’t
try to conceal his intentions.

“Some day you will become another Jeremiah!” he
uttered solemnly. I wasn't offended, for all of us under
the sun are poor in spirit.

4

Jeremiah was sitting on a moss-covered log under
the bell, and it seemed that he was covered with moss
as dense as that on the log: his cloak turned green,
and his cowl resembled the thatched roof of a strange
peasant house overgrown with moss. His beard
sparkled like pure silver, and his eyes were closed in
peaceful slumber, covered by bluish eye-lids. There
was an aspen tree by the bell, and its sticky green
buds had awakened only that morning. The spring sun
shone on the aspen tree and the decrepit old man
quietly dozing near-by. I was returning from Polycarp,
thinking of the story I heard. It seemed so ordinary
and insignificant that I wasn’t sure it was worth
telling; how the young lad asked the Father Superior
on behalf of the Grand Prince to make his friend’s life
easier.

“The Prince has chosen this life himself,” said the
Father Superior humbly. “We only granted his re-
quest.”

“You obey the will of the Prince, but after God, we
all depend on the Grand Prince who holds the supreme
earthly power,” said the young lad.
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“Amen!” exclaimed the Father Superior and looked
at the stranger with his small black eyes.

“The Grand Prince believes,” Petro announced
solemnly, “that his brother’s status is humiliating to
him.”

“In our monastery, we are all equal before God,”
answered Polycarp.

“The Father Superior’s word is an order for every
monk,” said Petro firmly. “That is why the Grand
Prince would like the Father Superior to transfer his
brother to a worthier place.”

“How can you prove the Grand Prince’s good
graces?” asked Polycarp, and the Father Superior
narrowed his eyes in agreement.

The young man thrust his hand into his pocket and
pulled out a purse full of grivnas *, which he tossed on
the table. The coins in the heavy purse tinkled.

“We appreciate the Grand Prince’ consideration,”
remarked the Father Superior, taking the money. “Tell
the Grand Prince that his wishes will be granted.
Though our monastery is the abode of the humble, and
the brothers might not be pleased with this, we will
do as he asks, for it is in our power to appoint brothers
to whatever positions we desire...””

“Was it the Prince’s wish or the lad’s?” the Father
Superior asked Polycarp looking out of the window and
the young man who was approaching the gate at that
moment. “But I am not sure I understand why it
matters to him.”

I knew why Petro had been so extravagant, for I had
seen great love in his eyes as he gazed at the Zealot,
bent under the weight of the log. I had heard great
love in his voice when he had tried to convince the
Prince to leave the cloister. It is common knowledge

* grivne — a large silver coin in medieval Russia
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that we serve God who bequethed great love to us.
“Where is the border of God’s presence,” I wondered
at that moment, “if unselfish love prompts this young
man to attempt to persuade his old friend to leave the
God’s abode? This friendship was unequal, for when
I listened to their conversations, I noticed that the
Zealot did not feel any love or gratitude toward the
young man. Here, in the cloister, he was calm and
thought only of his own salvation, while a person from
the sccular world, who was probably worse than he,
thought of the salvation of the one he loved. It was
difficult for me to apply the customary criterion to
such things. No matter how hard 1 tried, I couldn’t
put that to minute scrutiny. And though our intellect
is weak compared to the power of Heaven, I couldn’t
help noticing that we often find good people where no
one seeks for them, while those who are worthy of
Hell hide in the garb of the meek. I did not invent
this rule; it was es